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Handforth sat up dazedly, one eye blackened, his nose twice its usual size,
and his left ear bleeding. There was a glassy look in his eyes, and he still |
clutched his cricket stump. i 7




By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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The revolt of the West House against the tyranny of Guy Sinclair,
its Head Prefect, was the -beginning of all the trouble at St. Frank’s., Then
followed the dismissal of Mr, Beverley Stokes, the Housemaster of West
House, as the result of an inquiry by the school governors, the sudden
Allness of Dr. Stafford, and the appeintment of Commander Rudd as deputy
‘Head. Had the latter taken charge of the school, the present catastrophe
might have been averted. Unfortunately, Commander Rudd met with a
serious accident on the day he had szt out for St. Frank’s, and that is how
Captain Boom, the Commander’s butler, came to preside over the
destinies of the old school. Now Captain Boom, formerly a skipper of a
windjammer in the Merchant Service, had his own ideas of how to quell
the revolt of.the West House. He was a plain, blunt, typical son of the sea,
who depended on force to restore order. His bullying methods, applied to
masters and boys alike, was the spark to the gunpowder that set everyone
against him, First, the masters resigned in a body. Then the prefects,
the seniors, and eventvally the whole school, turned on the tactless skipper,
who was finally compelled to leave St. Frank’s in a hurry. And, with the
‘beginning of this week’s narrative, the school is without a master, meb rule
taking the place of law and order. _
THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER 1.
MADXNESS LET LOOSE.

RENE MANNERS came to a sudden
halt, and held up her hand.
" “Listen!” she said tensely.

“0h, come on,
hurry,’”” exclaimed Marjorie Temple.
only some of those noisy 8St.
fellows >’ _

" Listen!” repeated Irene, with a frown.

The four other Moor View girls knew that

Renie—we're in a
“It's
I'rank’s

imperious tone, and they dutifully listened. |

{1~ene wasn't really overbearing, but people
sometimes thought she was. Actually, she

was as merry-hearted as any of the other
girls, and she possessed a surprising power
of leadership.

It was mid-afternoon, and the girls had
just reached the end of the wall which en-
closed the grounds of St. I'rank’'s College.
They were on their way to the village.

“Jt certainly sounds rummy,” said Dorls
Berkeley, with a surprised look in her dark
eyes., “What in the world can they be
up to? I've never heard such a racket!
It isn't a half-holiday, either!”

“It's that rebellion in the West House!”
declared Winnie Pitt. “Oh, I wonder if
Reggie has got into any trouble?”’
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“You needn't worry about your brother,
you cuckoo!” interrupted Marjorie. * He’s
one of those chaps who can always look
after himself. Well, 1 must say the rebels
are enjoying themselves! Why, it's dread-
ful! Sounds more
than a school!?

The girls could see nothing, owing to the
height of the wall, so they hurried on, until
ti'le:y' drew level with the main gateww
The gate stood wide open, and they crowded
into the entrance of the famous old Triangle.
And if they had been astonished beiors,
they were now dumbfounded.

-« Everybody’s gone mad!”’ gasped
huskily.

“Clean off their rockers!” wreed Doris,
nodding. My hat! Look at “those idiots
capering mund the fountain! Why doesn’t
somebody come along and stop it?*

The cther girls were too surprised to make
any comment. They just stocd and stared.
St. Frank’s, uaually so' sedate and dignified,
was a place of unbridied revolution.

About two dozen excited juniors were
daneing round the fountain in the centre of
the Triangle. It was an imitation Indian
war-dance, accompanied by howls and
sereeches of the most hair-raising descrip-
tion. The fellows seemed to have gone com-
pletely off. their heads with excitement and
recklessness.

A crowd came tearing through Big Arch,
dragging a garden roller behind them, This
had been triumphantly whirled from the
Head’s garden, and it was now tirundled
across the Triangle to the accompaniment
of further yells.

At one of the East -House windows, a
mass of bedding appeared, and it was hurled
to the ground, half smothering a number
of fellows below. The ineident, trivial in
itself, struck the rebels as being funny.
Wild howls of laughter went up. It was
just an indication of the school’s madness.

Everything that went on seemed object-
less. Seniors and juniors were behaving
more like monkeys than buman beings. And

Irene

there wasn’t a master to be seen. The pre-
fects were equally conspicaous by their
absence.

From cverv House came a confusion of
neises—the stamping of feet, the thudding
of furniture, and the wild yells of the
rioters. Some idiot brought a fire-hose to
ong of the windows, and commenced drench-

ing the crowds beneath. A periect swarm
rushed indoors, and a minate later the
linatic with the hose was dragged back,

Discordant sounds indicated that his fate
was a bloed-curdling one.

“I say, we'd better clear off!*’ suggestied
ina landforth. ¢ 1'mm not scared, but if
these idiots see us, they’'ll drag us joto ithe
commotion! There’s no telling what they’ll
do at a time lke this!”

“You’re right, Ena * agreed Irene gravely.
“Can't we do tu:u:n:‘xtﬂ:l‘un'r’r though? Where

ltke a lupatic asylum .

to-day,

Nobody seems to bo
Why not feteh

are all the masters?
attempting to restore order!
the poliee?”

“That’s just what these chaps would
like!” interrupted Doris. “If the police
came here they'd be ragged unmercifully. 16
would need the whole Sussex Force to do
any gooed!’’

“Yes, but I can’t understand—-*°

“Look out!”’ gasped Marjorie. " They're
coming !* :

But she was wrong. A yelling crowd of
IFourth-Formers swept along, and they took
no notice of the knot of girls in the gate-
way. In fact, they were so excited that they
didn’t even see them. And & moment later
a slim, girlish figure ran out from behiund
the West House, and sped to the gates.

“It’s Mary!” exclaimed Marjorie Temple
excitedly.

The newcomer halted breathidessly, after
running right into the arms of the olher
girls. She was looking flushed and excited,
and her eyes were filled with anxiety.

“ Thank goodness I reached you without
being stupped!” she panted. “Some of
these boys are nearly crazy! Can’t you
hurry to the village and bring help? The
whole school’s gone mad!”

“ But—but what’s happened??
breathlessly. _ i

Mary Summers didn’t speak for a moment
—she was getting some of her breath back.
She was just about the same age as the
Moor View girls, and she was the niece of
Mr. Beverley Stokes—the ex-lIousemaster of
the West House. She had been staying with
her aunt and uncle for some weeks, and had
many friends among the St. Frank’s fellows.

“ Nobody knows how it started !’ she said.
at last. “But it was really the fault of
Commander Rudd, I suppose. Ile came here
after being appointed by the
governors. He was supposed to quell the
revolt in the West House.”?

‘“ He seems ta bhave been unsuccessful,”
said Doris grimly. .

“It’s awiul!” breathed Mary. “The very
first  thing he did was to set the Ancient
House against the rebels—and the Ancient
ITouse refused fo have anything to do with

asked Irene

it. They joined the rebeliion!”
“Good luck to ‘em!” szaid Irene. “Weo
know all about that rebellion, Mary. Why,

anything that the West
justified. It was all

it's as plain as
House fellows were
Sinclair’s fault——"?

“That’s why we were all pleased at 11r-f 2
mterruptad Mary., “With the .'mr*ent
Ilouse in the rebellion, everybody thought
that it would collapse at once—that Sinclair
would get what hie deserves. Uncle and
Aunt were forced 1o leave the Ancient
House—that's thé second lime we've been
turned out. XNot that I minded, because I
believed in the rebellion.’’

“But where did you
Marjorie.

a0 {0?” asked
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«The only thing we could do was to
escape into the Xead's house,” replied
AMary. “You see, Uncle Barry hasn't any

quthority now—he’s been virtually dismissed.
And he's worried ofl his head, too.”

¢« put what -about the other masters?”
asked Poris. )

“I'm jusb coming to that,”” continued
Afary Summers. It was all Commander
qudd’s fanlt. Nobody knows exactly what
iz did, but he must have insuited the
masters dreadfully. Anyhow, they all re-
signed, and walked out.”

“My cnly hat!”’ breathed Doris.

“Walked out!”’ echoed Irene. * DBut—but
aren’t there any masters here now?’”’

«“ Not one!”

“ How terrible!” murmured Irene.

“They cleared out in a body,”” went on
Mary breathlessly. “ And then Commander
Rudd came out and ordered the DModern
House and the East House to attack the

rebhels. Of course, they refused—and this
is the result! Everybody went mad., and
the school’s in a state of chuaos, There's

no need for the West llouse to continue the
barring-out. There’s nobody left to bar
out! So all the barricades were torn down,
and the whole school’'s in the same boat!
1 tell you, it's worse than it looks.”

“Then it must be bad—because it looks
awful!’’ declared Ena Handforth. ¢ Where’s
Ted? He's not joining in these insane riots,
1 suppose?”

“Ted’s all right,” said Mary quietly.
“He and Dick and Reggie and lots of others
are in the gymnasium—trying to think of
something to stop the rot. They've all kept
their heads, thank goodness! But they’re
in a minority. There aren't ten per cent of
the fellows sane.”

“Why not stick up a lunatic asylum
board, and settle it that way?” asked Doris.

“0h, Doris, don’t joke now!'’ said Irene.
" There's something terrible about this!
Not a master in the whole school, and
everyvbody in revolt!” ;

“Of course, Reggie is feeling it badly,”
sald Mary., “It was he and Morrow who
started the rebellion, and they feel respon-
sible. There’s Dick Hamilton, too—he urged
the Ancient House to join in. But they
ionduct.ed the revolt in a quiet, dignified
ray.”

“All the same, they’ll get the blame for
anything that happens,” said Marjorie. <1
think we'd better move away from here,”
she added. “If some of the crowds spot us,
they’ll swoop down, and we might be
drageed into a war-dance, or something!”

“Where’s this Commander Rudd, any-
how?” asked Doris.
. He's gone!” said Mary coutemptuously.

lj{t‘.: and his servant—a man named Jiggs.
P: *00n as this trouble started they bolted.
fudd couldn’t have done worse if he had
deliberately come here to create disorder.

Was all because he used the wrong policy.

It’s no good treatinz Dboys as though they
were a collection of niggers or slaves!”

And just about this moment the door of
the gymuasium opened, and Edward Oswald
Handforth looked out. The gym. was half
filled with the seniors and juniors ,who had
kept their heads—sueh fellows as F¥enton
and Morrow, of the Sixth, William Napoleon
Browne and Stevens, of the Fif{th, Nipper,
Tregellis-West, Pitt, and Handforth, of the
Remove, Boots and Christine, of the Fourth,
and Willy Handiorth, Chubby Heath, and
Juicy Lemon, of the Third.

They were a staunch crowd, but helpless
against such overwhelming numbers. How-
ever good their intentions, they stood no
chance of restoringz order in face of such

powerful opposition.

“It’s getting worse,”’ said Handforth, as
he glanced out. “Some of these idiots are
chucking crockery out of the window now
Hallo! What the-— By George! There’s

a crowd of girls in the gateway!”

Without waiting to see if the others were
coming Handforth made a rush for the
gates. He had seen Ireme Manners, and he
forgot all about the rebellion in his sudden
excitement. For a week or two Handforth
had practically overlooked Irene, having
been *“smitten” by the charms of Mary
Summerg, But at last he had realised that
Mary had a decided preference for Nipper,
and his own chances were nil. He was
now prepared to remain to the
fair-haired Irene.

But by the time he reached the gates
Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson and
several others were with him. They came
up with such a rush that the girls backed
away. They momentarily thought that
these junmiors were as mad as the olhers,

“None of your larks!”? sald Doris
warningly.

“Cheese it!™ exclaimed Reggie Pitt, as
e halted, and raised his hat. “We're not
dotty, like these others. You girls had
better clear off while you're safe. Nearly
everyhody’'s gone crazy here to-day.”

staunch

CHAPTER 1I.

THE RED FLAG.

# HAT'S going to bLe
‘» Mary quietly.

' She was look-

done?” asked
ing straight at Dick Hamil-

ton, more popularly knowy

as “Nipper.”” And Dick
shruzged his shoulders and gave a rueful
laugh. .

“It's all very well looking at me, but
I'm no magician,"” he said. “I can’t wave
a wand and bring these lunatics to their
senses, The worst of it is, they're getting
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wilder every minuie. One excess Jeads 1o
another,” ‘ ' i
“But—but they might burn the school

down!’? said Doris.

“It wouldn’t surprise me in the least,”
said Nipper grimly. “I’m not saying they
will, but there’s no telling when a spirit of
}eckle=sness gets hold of a crowd like this.”

“J think the masters are to blame,” said
Ena indignantly. “They. ought io have had
more sense than to weakly run away!”’

. “Has NMr. Lee gone, too?” asked Irene.

“They’ve all gone,” replied Nipper. *“ And
in my opinion they did the best thing.
Commander Rudd was placed in full con-
trol by the Governors, and after he'd
insticated the trouble it was too late for
any of the other masters to interfere.”’

"“But they, could have done something,
urely 27
“There wasn’t a chance,” put in Reggie
- -Pitt. “The - fellows were so maddened by
"“Rudd tihat they wouldn’t have accepted
‘grders from anybody. Even Mr. Lee
conldn’t have commanded obedience. He was
jolly sensible to leave. With the authority
of every master flouted the riots would
have been a lot worse than they are even
now.” -
- “There’s something else to thmﬁ; of, tnu,”
said Nipper shrewdl} “This iﬁalr is
. bound to get into the papers, When it’s
reporfed that no masters were present,
there can’t be any question of weak disci-
pline. The whole affair will be set down
as an unfortunate incident., But if all the
masters were here the papers would set up
a .great sonz abouf the slackness of present-
day authority. I believe Mr. Lee thought
of that wheu he advisced the others to
leave. Ile had the good name of the school

ab, heart,” » 4 4

“Yes, I hadno’t looked at it like that
bhefore,” said- Ireme slowly. “ But {t{hat
doesn’t make any difference to ithe present
position, does it? Couldn’t you fellows
bring the rest to their senses?”’

“Not much hope of #hat,” said Nipper.
“Things are getting worse all the time.
The m!der spirits .are inciting the others,
and lots of really decent chaps are going

dotty. - Just look over there!”

He pointed fo the Ancient House,
Nitchen and Love of the Fifth were racing
down the steps with a crowd of juniors he-
hind them. They had secured a red table-
cloth and were waving it wildly, I% was
obviously meant to be a symbol, a kind of
red flag of revolution.

Parkin of the Sixth, about 1he wildest
spirit in the Upper School, gave a roar as
he canght sight of it. He was one of the
heauties that Guy Sinclair had introduced
into the West House, thereby commencing
1the whole irouble.

“(Come on,
“VWe'll shove ihat rag at the top of the!

you fellows!” velled Parkin. iaecured to the lines,

tower—on the flagstaff. Revolution! "~ The
school’s gone red. We might as well have
the flag flying, so that everybody e¢lse caa
know!’? ‘

*Hurrah!”

“Down with authority!”

“Long live the red flag 1??

= Three cheers for Moscow!”

“HHr;ﬂh'”

The crowd, growing in sxze made a {lﬂhﬂ
for the ﬂrmt. Clock Towe High above
this rose a dignified flags tafx It was bare
of any flag at the moment for it was only -
used on ﬂpeczal occcasions.

“You see?’ said Nipper quictly,

“It’s terriblef”* whispered Mary.

“It’s not going to continue!” roared
Handforth aggressively. “And that rotfen
flag isn’t going to he flown, either. These
idiots may be seeing red, but the school’s
the same as ever. Who'll help me to dash
up into the Clock Tower and tear the flag
down?’?

Practically all the others agreed on the
spot.

fLet’s fly the school colours, instead!”
shouted Boofs.

“It doesn't matter about the achool
colours, as long as the red fiag isn't

flying!” roared Handforth. “Come on, you
chaps! There’ll be some fighting, but that’ll
make it all the better. Thank goodness
some of us are still cool!”
Considering that Handforth was wild with
excitement this- remark was rather empty.
But his excitement was of the right sort,
at all events; he was filled with intense
indignation against the riolers, and loyalty
to the old scheol. Nipper and Pitt and
the others were not so noisy, but they
shared Handforth's feelings to the full.
“What-ho!”” shouted Archie Glenthorne,
as the loyalists dashed up the Triangle.
“Down with the red flag, what? Rally
round, laddies, and help the good old cause.
Yoicks, and all that sort of thing!”

“Better keep ocut of it, Archie!”
Alf RBrent. “You'll get bii‘fed
terribly—-"?

“ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. * But, dash
it, they’ll be honourabie scars, old article!
Archibald is about fo let himself absolufely
gD!!l

The other ecrowds in the Triangle assumed
that these junicrs were simply joining in
the rebeis, and no particular notice was
taken of them. Without pausing, they
swept up the Clock Tower steps and burst
upon the roof in a food. Fortunately, the
roof was guite level, with a high parapet
all round. Otherwise there might have been
some grave casualties. TFor the confined
space was already- crowded, and everybody
was madly reckless.

The red tablecloth

panted
aboub

had already Dbecn
and was now being
hauled up to the top of the flagstufl, Down



- helow crowds of excited riofters were cheer-
ing and flinging their caps into the air.
That sight of the red flag had imbued them
with an even greater sense of destruction.

“Hurrah!”

“Keep it flying??

Y Down with law and order!”

Parkin was hauling on the line, and his
supporters were crowding round, watching
the flag rise higher and higher. They didn't

realise the meaning of this flood of juniors |

until they were suddenly attacked.

“Down with that filthy rag!” hooted
Handforth. *Take that, you rotter!”
Crash!

dward Oswald’s famous right came round,
and Parkin staggered over Dbackwards,
carryving two or three other fellows with

him. The next second a wild fight was in
progress. But the red flag slithered down

the flagstaff, and fell in a heap. It was
seized upon by Nipper. and Pitt and the
others and ripped into shreds.

The fight continued with greater intensity
. than ever.

But five minutes later there was an
evidence of what had happened. The crowds
in the Triangle beheld a procession coming
out of the Clock Tower. Parkin and his
supporters came first,

Without exception,
wrecked condition.

Parkin’s face was ‘hardly recognisable. His
hair was matted, his collar had vanished,
and- half his jacket was torn off. Doyle,
Armstrong, Freeman, Marriott, Tucker, and
the rest of the red flag fiends were in no
better state. For the time being, at any
rate, they were subdued. They only wanted
fo drag themselves away and die.

They were followed by the victorious
loyvalists. .

But even these enthusiasts were nearly as
scarred. Handforth, indeed, was liberally
smothered in gore, and he was torn and bat-
tered in a dozen other ways. But he was
a5 defiant as ever, and he looked perfeetly
happy. The light of battle gleamed in his
eve,

Nipper was more or less battered, and Pitt
and Grey and Fullwood shared the honours.
Even Archie Glenthorne was looking more
like a scarecrow than a human being. But
not one member of the party looked un-
happy.

“Well, we tore that rotten red flaz up.
anyhow,” said Nipper grimly. < Can't you
tellows get your senses back?” he added.
appealing to the crowds which pressed round.

Let this rebellion be an orderly one—"

“h?t llkel}i!u .

. We're out for blood, you ass!”

‘Down with the masters!”

“ Hear, hear!”

they ‘were all in a

119 .
" Let’s  start something else!” roared
-‘“,:‘1\!11, recovering his strenzth rapidly.
And why stick to the school? Let's go

down to the

the s X village in a crowd, and sack
shops!”

i

“Hurrah!”
“Gooa old Parkin—we'll follow!”
“ Those shopkeepers are a lot of rotten

swindlers, anyhow!"”
““ Come on—let's make a rush for it!”
There was somecthing rather terribie in
the lightning-like spread of anything which

saveured of destruetion. In less than
twenty seconds, a yelling mob had seized
upon Parkin’s dangerous suggestion. And

others were. rushing up, eager to join in
this new *rag.”

Matters were beginning fo look grave,
indeed!
CHAPTER I1I.
THE DIVIDED SCHOOL. |
| DGAR FENTON, of
N the Sixth, looked at
the crowds with a
grim expression on
i hi: face.

L “Something’s got to kLe
done,” he said sharply. “We¢

mustn’t let these idiots break loose! Things
are bad enough within the school grounds—
but they’'ll be ten times as bad if they »nce
get out.” |

“I'm afraid you’re right,” said Morrow,
nodding.

“I Know I'm right.”

The captain of St. Trank’s was intensely
worried. He accepted no responsibility for
this catastrophe. It was plainly the fault
of the man whom the school governors
had placed in a position of authority. Buf
Fenton had joined in the earlier revolf.
He had supported the Ancient House, and
he felt that it was up to him to save the
school from these hotheads.

He was gilad to find that most of the
decent fellows were still in possession of
their awits. Thus, in the Ancient House,
Browne of the Fifth had gathered a few
sensible men round him, and was prepared
to do anything to re-establish law and
order. :

In the Remove, Nipper was equally de-
termined, and he had the support of Hand-
forth & Co. and Fullwood and De Valerie.
As for the Third, Willy Handforth was
keeping his fags well in check. A good
many of the Third Yormers of other
Houses were loose, but Willy promised them
a warm time-when he finally succeeded in
rounding them up.

In all, less than one third of the school
was sane.

The resf, inflamed by the general excite-
ment, and rendered reckless by the absence
of any authority, was prepared fo go to
any length of excess. Dost of the fellows
were so excited that they were willing fo
follow any leader—and the more destruc-
tive the errand. the greater the enthusiasm.

Even if the masters had Dbeen present,
they could have done nothing., TUntil this
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was no hold-

died down, there
ing the mob.

But it was possible, perhaps, to offer a
eheck.

“ Loolk
went on,
centré of the

flame had

at those fools collecting!” Fenton
indicating a great crowd in the
Triangle. ¢ They mean it,

too! They’re going to tbe village to sack
the shops. That’ll mean a job for the
pohce—nnd one or two arrests! S5,

Frank’s is going to get an awful-name over

1>
“1‘!‘:‘; affair! : > -
: Cfmt_ we orgzanise a ‘Deff:nce Corps ¥
asked Nipper keenly. “It's no goud stand-

here and talking, Fenton.”
“What’s the good of a Defence COTIJ::?”
demanded Fenton eurtly. < \We're only a
handful--and unless this excifemen$ dies
down, all the rest of us will gd crazy!”

“The thing is to Dbottle ewerbbady up,”’
declared “’ﬁppcr

“A Dbrainy scheme, Brother Hamﬂton hut
I fail to see how we can roll it along to
‘success,” put in 'Brmme-, of - the Fifth.
“I am seldom at a loss, but on this occa-
5\5!3“___”* -

“1 don’t say that we ean do it, but we
can try,” interrupted Nipper grimly, * And
even if we fail there’ll be some sabisfac-
tion in knowing that we’ve dene our best.”

“Without (]LIE‘SEIOH, this man is imbued
with the right spirit,” declared Browne
admiringly, % Let us hearken unto his wis-
dom, and push the thing along. I take if,
Brother Hamilton, that you are indicating
a guard for cach gateway? Then up spake
hrave Horatiuvs——"

“A guard for each gateway! That's the
idea, exactly,” agreed Nipper. *“Half a
dozen of us—with sufficient defermination—
can hold the side gates. And a dozen more
ought to. protect the main ones. And |
sugeest a few more Ireelances out in the
road—to deal with any fellows who climb

the walls.”

“Jove, it!s a good suggestion,” said Fen-
ton briskly. “If only. we dan keep this
insanity in the school it might cool down
before there’s much harm donre. Bui once
they're let loose over the countryside—then
Heaven help the name of St, Frank’s! We
shall never be able fo hold up our heads
againt”

“I'll hold the main gates!” roared Hand-
forth, suddenly appearing at the conference.
*“Leave it to me, Fenton! I only need a
cricket stump-—-"

“You’ve got the spirit, old man, but
that’'s not enough,” put in  Morrow.
*There'll have to be another bunch of us
to heip you—and the more cricket stumps
the better. We'll take the main sates,
anyhow, Let’s organise this quickly, or
it’ll be too late.”

But Nipper was already hurrying round
the Triangle, giving instructions. There was

ll'E"

j—and that, of course, was explained by the

fact that the trouble had occurred in the
West House. But with the arrival of this
crisis, -Nipper’s well-known resource and
| quick-wittedness came to the fore.* While
the others were considering, he was act-
ing.

In many ways, Nipper was a most remark-
able fellow. He knew when fo keep quiet,
and he knew when to assert himself. is
indgment was better, perhaps, than thab
of any other fellow—senicr or junior—in
the school. He had frequently exasperated
the Remove Dby delaying action when the
Remove thought that action was essential.
But his Judwm{,nt had generally been sound.
And now that something had to be done
on the spot, Nipper was ready. He wasted
no time considering defails. :
of

“Look here, Reggle take a bunch
chaps, and stand by the West “Gate,” he

said crlbplv as he ran up to Pitb and one
or two other West House juniors. * Close
the gates—lock themm—and guard them.”

£¥ Truat me,” said Reggie crisply.

Nipper hurried on, and gave similar in-
structions to Fullwood resarding the East
Gate. There were two other vdtes at the
rear of the school, and these were pmvided
with guardians, too. There was not much
danger of a general exodus over the wallz—
for these were too high. The wmain gates
of the Triangle were slammed, locked, and
a score of sturdy defenders took up their
positions with Fenton, Morrow, Browne,
Nipper and Handfortih well fo the fore.

And all this was being done while the
moh was preparing fo descend upon the
village. Indeed, the. mob knew nofhing of
these pFEf}RIdtl{)HS—HfﬁI' they had all been

carraed out within the space of a few
minutes, and without any display. The ex-
cited rioters had ftaken no nofice of the

hurrying figures,.

Over half the school had co‘IeLted in the
Triangle, and were forming up into a kind
of army. All these fellows were off their
heads with excitement—and ' ready to in-
dulge in any kind of violence.

The prospect of looting the village .:m*

pealed to them.

sSuch fellows as Parkin, of the Sixth,
Grayson and Shaw, of the Fifth, and For-
rest, Gulliver and Bell, of the Remave, were
the instigators of the whole movement,
They Kept up a ceaseless fire of mutament
Even Armstrong, the Junior Captain of th
East House, was as mad and as reckless as
any of the otheis. Ile was, indeed, {he

only junigr House captain who threw in his

lot with the hotheads—and he would prob-
ably pay dearly for it when the “c.]"ocal
calmed down.

“All ready, vou fellows?" yelled Xen-
more, of the Sixth.

“Yes!” roared the crowd. “Let's go!”

“something rather sighificant about this “We’'re going to have a proper fling this
affair. Dick Hamilfon was suddenly coming | time!” shouted Parkin. < We’'ll show Bell-
right to ihe top. e hadn’t taken a *.*ery 'ton what we can do when we're roused!

prominent poSition in

the carlier ‘rehellion I This’)l be the rag of the century!”
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¢ furrah!”

“Long live the red flag!”

“Revolution for ever!”

“(zo it, ve cripples!”

The mob—for it was nothing less— turned
in a body towards the main gates. All
these voung idiots were telling themselves
that this affair was merely a rag, and
quite harmless in itself.  And, certainly,
many public schoel rags verge on .the

danger point occasionally. But nothing had |

ever happened approximating to the
portions of this adventurc.

Later on, of course, the most ardent red

pro-

flagites would bitterly regret their actions.

They would, indeed, marvel at the whole
affair, and stand amazed at their own
insanity.

The spirit of destruction had got hold of |

and they were temporarily out of

It was a case of mob law. In a
the whole situation was understand-
All their lives these boys had obeyed

and regulations—they had respected

them,
hand.
way,
able.
rules

discipline. And now that they had got rid
of the bit, they were temporarily
. irresponsible,

But quite a good few in that mob were
well aware of their actions. Forrest, for
example, was quite cool, and took a vicious
delight in urging bis fellows on to create
havoe, Grayson, of the Fifth, was another
of these—and EKenmore and Sinclair were
st as guilly.

“Come on-—-iollow up, everyvhody!”

- “Hurrah!”

The crowds swept on, but the leaders
suddenly checked and sfared. A sight was
cenfronting them whieh they had searcely
expected to see. The great wrought-iron
vates were closed and barred, and over a
score of grim-looking defenders were stand-
Ing in front, all armed with ecricket stumps.

“Stand back!” roared Handforth defiantly.

“What the thunder——"

“Nobody’s going to leave the school
grounds!” shouted Fenton. “For heaven’s
sake, control yourselves! Can't you

rcalise " :

His words were drowned by a perfect
how!l of indignation and rage. This check
only maddened the crowd the more. The
‘eaders  were  Thesitating—not liking the
looks of those stumps, and those grimly-set
jaws,

3 . .

But the mob behind pressed on, and the
whole crowd was sent hurtiing towards the

g£ates, The next moment the confiiet “was
Il progress.

B e

CHAPTER IV.
LIGHT ON THE SITUATION,

business.
The defenders put ®up
a valiant {fisht, but
they could not achicve the
1mpossible.
The mob divided itself into

f{}llr Dr ﬁ\'.e

T was a swift and deadly

——— i —

(DD (7
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““ We’re not going to leave a sin-
ale thing whole !’ yelled Forrest, as
he grabbed a couple of Jjam-jars.
‘“ Stand out of the way there! Down
with law and order !?”

ing it impossible to get into the fight.
So they shot off to the other gates,
expecting to get through with ease. But
here other defenders were waiting, Not
that they could do much. Totally out-
numbered, the little knots of loyalists were
literally swept off their feet. Gate after

eate fell, and the mob swept out.

he main gates were the last to go, bufb
eventually the defending force was defeated
by sheer weight of numbers. The huge
eates were flung open, and the crowds
surged through infto the lane. It was a

kind of stampede—a thudding of feet, a
velling chorus of triumphant shouts, and
then the mob was off to the village.
Behind Iay the wounded.

Handforth sat up dazedly, one eye
blackenad, his nose twice its usual size,
and his left ear blceding. There was a

glassy look in his eyes, and he still clutched
his cricket stump. His Eton jacket had
half gone, and even his shirt-sleeve had
been torn off. Ile¢ cut a ludicrous figure.
Near by, Nipper was just staggering to
his feet, and Fenton and Morrow were recl-
ing about, recovering their senses, The
hatllefield was littered with the vanguished.

“Well, we did our best, anyvhow!” mut-

sections, those in the rear find. | tered Tenion hopelessly, “I  thought the



gates were going to hold for a time, but
33 &

“I Dbelicve old Browne’s dead!” said
Morrow, in a dull voice.

Bat William Napoleon Browne stirred at
that moment, He was outstretched on the
gravel—a Dbattered piece of wreckage. But
his spirit was as strong as ever, and
although he was badly crocked, he man-
aged to get to his feet.

“A murky prospect, brothers, bui even
prow weé may not be too late,” he said un-

steadily. *“We must gather ourselves
together, and hold a meeting. We must
decide upon a course of action. Let us

bathe our wounds, ancint them, and get
ready for further deeds of valour.”

The advice was sound.  Nothing more
could be done at the moment. Practically
everybody had some huri or other to be
bound or otherwise treated. And
straggled indoors to ths senior day-rcom
of the Ancient House, where surgical dress-
ings and ointment were brought.

Willy Iandforth scorned such methods.
e was rather battered on his own account,
and Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were
dizzy with fighting, But he dragged them
aside, and spoke to them grimly.

“We're going down to the village!” he
declared. “We can’t do much, of course—
but we can 3ee what’s happening. Come
on—we’'ve got to be in this‘ afiair, my
sons.” _ :

"But—but my -ear—" Chubby
Heath, _

“Never mind your ear!”

“My ankle——" said Juiey.

"You ecan attend to your ankle later on,”
snapped Willy. “U'm all over Dbruises and
things, but this is no time to tihink of
trifles.”

And Willy & Co. set off for the village.

In the meantime, a party of gentlemen

began

stood on the platform of Bannington
Station, where the afterncon express for
London was waiting. They were the
masters of St. Frank’s.

It seemed ages since the school had
“ gone red —but actually only a brief

space of time had elapsed. Tt was scuarcely
more than an hour since the masters had
departed. It doesn’t take long for a riot
to develop. These things are hrought 1o a
head in minutes—not hours or days.

“No, Mr. Pagett, I have decided
accompany Mr. Lee.”

Mr. Arthur Stockdale, the Housemasfer
of the Alodern House, was quite firm., He
and Nelson Lee remained on the platform
while the other masters entered a first-
class eompartmenf. They were all there,
including Mr., Crowell, Mr. Suncliffe, Mr.
(Goole, and even Professor Tucker and
AMonsicur Leblane. Therve wasn’t a master
who had remained. In face of the new
headmaster’s attitude, they bhad bheen
obliged to resign in a body.

“I share Mr. Lee’s opinion that there was
something extraordinarily remarkable about
Commander Sampson Rudd,” continued Mr,

to

they
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Stockdale, “The only way is to visit
Commander Rudd’s home, and make

inquiries.”

“There are quite enough of you, gentle-
men, without us,” added Nelson Lee, “You
will be in ILondon, and you will be inter-
viewing Sir John Brent in Jess than two
hours. If we have any news ai our end,
we will ring you up. It is essential that
Sir John should know these facts at the
earliest possible moment.” 3

“I suggested a ftelegram——" began Mr.
Crewell.

“That, I am afraid, would be a mistake,”
interrupted Lee. “Sir John would probably
start for Sussex, and you would miss him.
And an affair of this sort can only be fully
told by word of mouth. You can be back
at St. Frank’s by mid-evéning—and the
governors can come with you, It is their
duty to settle this matter now.”

“BEIE the school?” asked Mr. Goole
worriedly.  “What is happening in the
meantime? I tremble to think i

“We are better out of the way,” inter-
rupted Lee quietly. *“With the boys in such
a reckless mood, our authority would only
b2 flouted, and the whole situation would
be aggravated. By being left to themselves
for a few hours, the boys may come to
their senses, and a satisfactory issue may
result. I do not hope for such an event,
but the boyvs are net all wild. There are
nlenty of level-headed ones among them,
and common-sense may prevail. In any
case, sheer physical tiredness will end the
catastrophe sooner or later.”

There was very little time for {further
conversation, for the train was on the point
of moving out. As soon as it had gone,
the two lHousemasters went oulside into
the station yard, and climbed into XNelson _
Lee’s car.

They set off at once for Caistowe, and
having reached this quiet seaside town, they
progressed further along the coast until
they reached the residence of Commander
Sampson Rudd.

The door was opened by the commander’s
hutler—a retired merchant skipper named
Captain Phineas Boom. He was an old
salt of the windjammer type, with red hair
and a tufty beard. He was snort and
stocky, but he nearly toppled over back-
wards at the sight of the two visitors.

“Sink my rum ralions!” he ejaculated,
staring. *Roearin’ monsoons, an’ ragin’
cvelones!  May I never sce the Southern
Cross again!”

Captain Boom had no voice for ordinary

conversation. Ie could only gasp out a
few of his favourite expressions. Nelson
Lee and Mr., Stockdale regarded him with

cold grimness. _

“Well, Commander Rudd,” said Nelson
Lee quietly, “vou have apparently settled
down quite comfortably again. We had no
idea that vou had deserted Si. Frank’s so
promptly.”
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Captain Boom clutched at the wall for
support.

“ By grog!”’ he muttered hoarsely. “I
didn’t expect you gents this afternoon!
I've only just gct into port myself! It's all

a2 mistake—an’ I ain’t even told the com-

mander yet.”

“ Are you pot Commander Rudd?’’ asked :

Mr. Stockdale sharply.

¢ was convinced that something like this
would confront us,” said Nelson Lee, * Now,
sir! . We want the truth! Who are you?
But wait—lef me make a gress! 1 imagine
yvou to be Commander Rudd's manservant,”

«Sink  my anchor!” moaned Capiain
Boormt. “My name's Doom, sir—Captain
Phineas Boom. Commander Rudd's upstairs
—lyin’-in his bunk with a {wisted ankle. I
did it for the best, gents—I tried to quell
that mutiny, but them young varmints were
too much for me i _

“Take us to Commander Rudd ai once ”
interrupted Lee. < We will soon get to the
bottom of this mix-up, Mr. Stockdale.”’

And .in ‘less than three minutes they were
standing by the bedside of the man whom
Sir John Brent had persuaded to restore
St. Frank’s to order. He was just the type
Nelson Lee had expected in the first place—
an officer of the Senior Service, a2 man of
strength and refinement—a gentleman.

He was distressed bevond measure when
he heard of his butler’s escapade—for Boom
had returned without saying a word to his
master. 1t was quite apparent that the
oid salt was nearly scared out of his wits.

There was very little to explain. That
very morning Commander Rudd had fallen
headlong down his front steps, spraining his

ankle so severely that he was now helpless. |

The slightest movement was agony to him,
and he was under doctor's orders Lo remain
in bhed.

ile had merely sent Captain Boom to St.
Frank’s to explain the sitvation., But one
of the school governors had mistaken the
old skipper for Commander Rudd, having
never seen the actual man. "And Captain
Boom, deluded by the conceit that he could
deal with the boys effectively, had accepted
the mistake. His career had been short and
swift—and St. Frank’s was now in a state
of chaos.

“Naturally, gentlemen, T accept responsi.
bility for my servant’s amazing effrontery,”
said the cemmander quietly.  You may be
quite certain that he will suffer for this—"
1“?{)3.)_ not be {oo hard on him, comman-
Ger,” inferrupted Nelson Lee. “The man, 1
believe, acted as he did in your interests—
and certainly with the best intentions. The
whole afiair is unfortunate, but it may have
been for the best.”

Ihe commander wrged his visitors to re-
T{}éﬂ!_{l t}? tea—and they consented, since
B 0N Lee wanted to telephone to Sir John
rent after the arrival of the masters,
siVing him the full story.

And in the meantime, the village of
Bellton was experiencing the most hectic
hour of its entire existence.

CHAPTER V.

THE VIGILANCE COMMITTEE,
», ELLTON High Street
" was  in its  usnual
peaceful condition

just before the ad-
vent of thie mob.

It was a normal February
afternoon—sleepy and quiet.
The village sbopkeepers were doing little or
no business, and ong or {wo of them were
thinking of lighting their lamps. If wasn’t
dark yet, but the wintry dusk was beginning
to creep over the countryside. "Up and
down the whole High Street scarcely a soul
could be seen. Indeed, the peacefulness of
the place was so pronounced that it secmed
high ¢ime that something came along to
wake the iInhabitants up.

Mr. Binks, the confectioner, came to his
door, and lonked up and down the stree:
Mr. Binks was worried. 1t was past the
hour when the schoolbovs of St. IPrank’s
were finished lessons, and he had baked his
usual amount of confectionery. By this
time he was generally thronged—particularly
on such a fine, crisp afterncon. Bui for

some extraordinary reason he badn’t had
a single customer.
Oid Wiggins, ithe station-porter, came

along the street off duty, and he paused
for @ moment outside the confectioner’s.

“Looks like a sharp frost to-night, Alr.
Binks,”’ he observed wisely,

“Seen anything o' the boys, Wigginss®
asked Mr. Binks, with little enthusiasm for
the weather conditions. “It's a queer thing
—there basn’t been one down this after-
noon.”?

“There's
Wiggins,

no tellin® wi' boys,” sald Mr.
shaking Lis head. “A regilar
rummy lot—that's what Lhey are. Worse
thhan wimmen, Mr. Binks. You can't tell
how to take ‘em.”

“ Nonsense,” said Mr. Binks impatientiy.
“That may be right in some ways, Wiggins,
but not when it’s a guestion of cakes and
pastry. They've never failed Lo visit my shop
vet. It’s a special afternoon, too—I always
bake an extra supply of doughnuts to-day.”

Mr. Wiggins looked up the rcad thought-
fully.

“ Abh, mebbe there's zomethin® special on-~
a big football match, like as pot,”” hLe said.
«Strikes me these boyvs spend more time
playin’ than -they do -~workin'. Still, you
don't need to worry, Mr. Binks. Tliere’s a
rez’lar ecrowd comin’ down the road now.”

Mr. Binks leaned out, and leoked.

« Extraordinary !’ he muttered. ¢ Why,
there must be someihing the matfer! 7T



know there’s some trouvble at ihe school—

But what on

but it’s only in one House.
hundreds of

earth——  Why, there are
them !

“Don’t look any teo healthy!” =aid Jlr.
Wiggins, in alarm.

tle stared, open-eyed. The cntire end of
the village street was a solid mass of run-
ning schoolboys. They came into Bellton
like a flood—as though a weir had suddenly
burst, They surged onwards to the accom-
paniment of a wild yelling and shouting.

“Bust - my eyes!? gasped Mr. Wiggins.
“JIt’s a reg’lar riot!”
By this time, other shopkeepers were

coming to their doors, and the excitement
was spreading. It all happened so suddenly,
too. One minute complete peace—and the
next minule utter chaos.

There were hundreds of boys on the spot,
and every one of them was out for the
biggest rag of the century. In their present
excited frame of mind things were. dis-
torted. An abandoned assault became 2
joke—a wild orgie of destruction struck
them as being a harmless rag,

The first shop was a little bookseller’s,
and in less than a minute it was crowded
oul. The proprietor didn’t stand a chance.
ile was bundled off his own premises, and
m less than a minute his entire stock was
being hLurled out into the High Street.

The famous Bellton Riot had fairly begun.

1t was destined to be one of those memor-
able events which would afterwards be
talked about in all the tap-rcoms of the
countryside with bated breath. Bellton had
never known anything like it before. There
hiad been floods, there had been -fires, and
there had been fétes, but never before hagd
the village seen such breathless scenes as
Lhese. _

And while it was commencing, matters
wero getting straightened out at St. Frank’s,
‘A cood few stragglers had been roped in—
fellows who had lost their enthusiasm for
the “rag?’ at Lhe last moment and who
had df*culed to stay.

All the loyalists who had helped to pro-
. tect the gates were looking more present-
able. But they were by no means beaten.
The senior day-room of the Ancient House
was fairly packed, and nobody knew exactly
what could be done. It was Nipper's sug-
gestion that they should form themselves
into a vigilance committee—a body to pre-
serve the good name of the school, and to
pub a stop to the wild scenes of rioting.

“We can’t very well do it ourselves,”
Nipper was saying. “We've had one experi-
ence, and it’s enough. But if only we can
et some of the fellows to support us we
shall be in a stronger position.”

“Perhaps they’ll be a bit gunieter when

tlicy come back from the village,” said
Rteggie Pitt hopefully. *“ Goodness knows

what they’re doing down there! I'm afraid
they’ll create an awiul lot of destruction.”

“Then it’s up to us to repair it,” growled
Morrow. I feel responsible, in a way., 1
was the leader of the first revolt——>

“In that case, I'm just as responsible as
you are,”’ interrupted Pitt. “But we can’t
shoulder the blame for Lhese idiots. 1'm
hanged if I know what we're going to do
about our little revolt. This affair has put
a different complexion on the whole husiness.
We haven't got time to consider it, even.”

“There’ll be time for it after we’ve got
the school back to normmal,’” said Nipper.
“How many of us are there here? Not
more than fifty or sixty. Until we get more
help, we can’t gain the upper hand.”

“Some of the fellows are triekling back
all the time "’ put in Fullwood. ‘ Wouldn't
it be a good idea to send a party of us out-
side--and catch these stragglers as they
come in? In twos and threes they’re sen-
sible enough. It's only when they get in
a mob that they go mad.”

“Yes, that’s a pretty decent szuggestion,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. ““The more
fellows we can get, the better. Somebody
ought to go down to the village, too—just
to sce what’s hdppenmﬂ'”

“ And later on we’ll 4ry and establish sonie
sort of discipline,”” declared Fenton. “I’ve
got all the prefects behind me, and we’ll
attempt the miracle. It’ll be no good apply-
ing force—but there’s just a chance that we
can appeal to the better nature of these
idiots.” :

There was some kind of order appearing
out of the chaos. Still further stragglers
came in—most of them quite decent fellows
who had realised the foolishness of their
aciions before going too far.

Down in the village, only the more reck-
less spirits went the whole hog.

For example, when the bhookshop was
raided, and the stock was hurled out into
the street, guite a number of seniors came
to their senses. The actual sight of rioting
was enough to pull them up “short. \Ltnj
of them hunﬂ back, and merely watched tha
seene.

Still more deserted the rioters when the
next shop was reached—and when the road-
way became strewn with stock from a little
erocery establishment. It was a wicked,
wanton waste of good stuff. To add to the
confusion, a number of loutish village hoys,
led by the infamous Lumpy Bill, joined the
riot, and commenced looting in real earnest.

Indeed, within ten minutes there was a
complete change,

The wildest spirits were still going on at
full steam—a large enough palt}f 0 have
the village at its mercy. But well over half
the original crowd was on its way back to
St. Frank’s—somewhat sobered and scared.
They wouldn't have anything to do with
the Iontlnn

Bellton Hwh Street continued to resemble
a war area.

There was still
and the village

lefi,
vith

of daylight
was littered

plenty
strect
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every imaginable kind of merchandise. The
shopkeepers themselves could do nothing.
They were forced to stand helpiessly by
wlile this destruction went on.

CHAPTER VI.
THE ARM OF THE LAY,
' you

3 00K  out,
chaps!”
‘“Sling ’em over!”

“ Good!™ _
The grocer's shop was fairly

swarming with yelling, ex-
: cited humanity. Tins of
fruit, salmon, and sardines came shooting
out through the open doorway. Biscuit-

tins rattled out in endless numbers. Bottles
"smashed, and jam-jars shattered.

“YWe're not going to leave a single
thing whole!”” yelled Forrest, as he grabbed
a couple of jam-jars. < Stand out of the
way there! Down with law and order!”

¢ Hurrah ! '

Bernard Forrest was several kinds of a
young rascal, but he was no worse than
-many of the others at the present moment.
He had let himself go, and was so excited
that he scarcely realised what he was doing.

Dozens of others were in exactly the same
condition.

TUp the street, the rest of the shopkeepers
were making frantic attempts to protect
their goods from the mob. Shutfers were
being put up, and doors being barri-
caded. DBut this only made the rioters
worse, It incited them to even greater
destruction—since it was considered all part
of the sport to wrench the shutters down
and force a way in.

The village policeman was hastily sum-
moned, and he wasn’t in a particularly good
temper. He was on night-duty, and had
to be fished out of bed—for he was due
to sleep until nine p.m.

But when he cume out of his little cot-
tage, and took a look at the scene, he
realised that his presence was necessary,
Three or four of the angry shopkeepers were
gwarming round him.

“You can't do anything on your own,
Sparrow,” one of them was saying frantie-
allv.  “You'd best gzet into touch with
Bannington. It needs two or three dozen
policemen here——’

“Don’t believe it!” said P.-c. Sparrow,
contemptuouslty. ““What these young
acmons need is a sight of my uniform.
That'll bring ’em to their senses quicker
an anythin®, A uniform’s what they n.-d
10 see ! )

“It won't be enough, Sparrow—an’ you'd
best mot try it!” said one of the villagers.

I you go among them boys, they'll only
Iff:'l'- }'E'i, There ain’t enough police in the
whole o' Sussex to sfop this aflair! 'The

_é}};-‘é‘iuﬂling would be to get the soldiers

The
snorted.
“1t's me
soldiers!*?  he

constable -pulled

himself

and

see—not the

up

they want to
retorted. “I've dealt with
these things afore! One sigh, an’ they'li
bDunk! The young varmints ought to be
horsewhipped ”?

- “Well, if you mean to do somethin’, do
1t interrupted a shopkeeper impatiently.
“I'm ruined! There’s none o my stock
left—all my windows are broken——>

“We're all the same!” put in another
man. “I never see such a thing in the
whole o° my life! Go on, Sparrow! Don’t
stand there tryin’ to look important! Do
something !’

The policeman stalked down the street,
and strode into the very heart of the riot.
Some of the village women held thuir breath
as they watched from their cottage win-
dows. They were startled at such an ex-
hibition of bravery.

But it wasn’t bravery at all. P.-ec. Spar-
row had such a high opinion of himself that

| he took it for granted that he could comne

to no harm. Therefore when uabout a dozen
of the wildest spirits formed a circle round
him, he felt a pang of doubt. '

When they joined hands and performed
a kind of war-dance, to the accompaniment
of a series of yells, the doubt became 2
positive fear. The schoolboys didn’t seem
to mind him in the least, In fact, they
appareutly regarded his advent with jov.

“That’s about enough!? he shouted, in
his most important voice. *Stop it, yve
voung divils! Clear off back to school! Any
more o’ this, an’ I'll arrest some of you:”

““Ha, ha, ha!*? :

““(7ood old Dicky Bird!"”

“1 say, let’s duck him!?” shouted some-

body., ““The pond’'s only down at the end
of the street. Let's chuck him iy and
pelt him!”

““ Hurrabh!*?

“That's the idea—grab him !

“PDown with law and order!?’

P.-c. Sparrow was not merely alarmed

now, but pauic-stricken.
that he made

It is to be fearec
a grave blunder in tactics.

Instead of standing his . .ground with
dignity, he miade a bolt for freedom—at-
tempting to break through the ever-in-

creasing circle.

It was a hopelesz project from the start.

Before he could force his way through the
first ring of boys., he went down, and
about a dozen forms sprawled uvpon him. He
scarcely kinew anyvthing else until he found
himself the central figure in a procession.

He was stretchied out, face downwards.
and about three fellows were holding eacit
of his legs and each of his arme, Imme-
diately in front strode Grayson, of the

Fifth, with Sparrow’s helmet stuck at an
acute angle on his head. Other members of
the mob steood by, cheering. It was 2

dramatic itlustration of the manner in whieh
these young idiots were deifying law and
order.
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¢ Stop it, young gents!” gurgled Sparrow
pantingly. ““You're all mad! If you throw
nie into that pond I'll make it hot-——->

" ““Shut up, Dieky Bird—you haven't ¢c.b
an earthly!” yelled somebody “We're
" eoing to give you a nice little bath,”

“ Here we are—chuck him in!”

H (_lﬂl'](l {23 :
'llm village pond had been reached—it was

deeper than - usual owing to recent
heavy rains. Without even pausing, the
procession went right. ¢n until the_i, were

on the edge of the muddy pool. And then,
with a heave, Police-constable Sparrow was
sent flying.

He uztexed the pond in the very eentre,
and disappeared head first., A yell of de-
rision went up as he wvanished ' into the
muady, slimy depthas,

¢ Ha, ha; ha!*

“PYoor old Sparrow!”

““That's how much
police !

“ Come on—let’s pelt him!”

¢ Hurrah ! '

The unfortunate constable was in no
real danger, since the pond was only about
two feet deep. But there was at least two
feet of sticky mud at the bottom, and
~when he managed -to gain an uprinht posi-
tion, progress was slow.

we care for the

He was obliged to drag his way to the.®

edge of thé pond in o series, of crawling
movements. And on the bank, the yelling
schoolboys stood round, peltmg, ‘him  with
clods of grass and egegs—the latter having
been rushed up from the grecer’s stock.

It was just the sort of thing to make the

indeed, it was growing

riot warse. And, . &
Having had a taste

worse every moment,

of this wanton sacking, the mob was keen

upon going through the whole village in the
same way. .

Willy Handforth & Co., down a little lane,
watched the proceedings with mingled feel-
mgs.  Willy was grim and cool,
Heath and Juicy Lemon
scared.

“It's—it’s

awful I muttered

fors they’ve done! Look at old Eipalrow‘
too! It's terrible!*
¢« Decent chaps, too!” ndded Chuhllv

least, I always Lhr}u*f*ht they were decent.”

“You can't judge at a time like thr ?
orowled Willy. ¢ They're nol wrong ’uns—
t.hey’re just weak. The idiots have allowed
themselves to be led away
ment, They’re not responsible for what
theyv're doing. They'll be scared stiff when
they realise it, later on,
will be sorry, too.”

“But what's ﬂomrr to be done now?*
asked Chubby. 145, no good standing
here and looking on. Can’t we telephone

the police?”
Willy looked at him with cold’ c&ntempi

¢“The police?” Le repeated tmtly

but Chubby
were thoroughly

Jmcy'
“They've done frmhtful damage already-—
and tht?y might fire the whoie village be-

r “‘L t

by the excite-

And a lot of them

|

| corps.

i ‘YES.”

“You poor, pitiful idiot!”

“Look here—-"

“I'm Jooking, and what do I see?’’ asked

Willy. *“I bate to say it, but I see a
large mass - of human tissue without a

brain,”

“You silly rotter!” roared Chubby, turne
ing red.

“The police!”’ repeated Willy, with scorn.
“All you ecan do is to stand there and
suggest ringing up the police. Why, you
“G'I]EIEH‘: mamt that's the very thing we've
got to avoid., If the police come here in
force there’ll be a terrible song about it
in the papers, and St. Frank’s wﬂi get an
awful pame.”

“St. Frank’s has got an awful name
already !’? retorted Chubln hotly. *“Oh, well,
I've done! If you like to sec this Le&.tluc-
tion going on—-"

=] ([Dn’t”’ growled Willy.
going to ring up the pohee
up Sat Flan}-.‘s”

“8t, Frank’s?”

Willy nodded.

“It’s a big school, just up the road,”’ he
explained.

“Don’t I knsu it?” howled Juicy
fathe

““Then dﬂnt ask silly questions,” retorted
Willy. “1 shall ring up St. Frank’s because
that’s where we shall get the help. Nipper
and my major and Fenton and Boots and
those other chaps are getting up a defence
1t ought to be D!‘Udnlaﬁd by this
ti'ne, and I'll 'phone ’em up and give
efn’l} a chance to show what they're made
0

“But I'm not
I shall ring

repeated Juicy, staring.

L1 }’Ou

“But it's no gobod!” growled Chubby
fiercely. “Your ideas are usually good,
Willy, but this time you're mad.” How the

dickens can that handful of chaps settle
this giddy riot?”

Willy snorted.

“Handful?”’ he repeated. “Ift may have
heen a handful .when we left, but it's pro-
bably a giddy army. corps by this time.
Haven't you noticed the fellows backing
out of this mob? They've been going all
the time, in twos and threes and. fours.
There’s only about a third of the force
here now, although they're making so much
noise that they sound full strength.”

“By jingo!” breathed Juicy., "I belicve
you're right.”

“I'm glad to find there’s something
stirring” behind that chunk of wood of
vours!’? growled Willy. “Let’s go {o old
Sharpe's and use his telephope.” ‘

“He'll never let us use it,” said Chubby.

“Won't he?? snorted Willy. “Who said
anvthing about him letting ug? If he likes
to kick up a dusbt we’ll tip him into one of
his own dustbins and bottle him up. Any-
how, we're going to ring up!”
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CHAPTER VIIL
USING THE TELEPHONE.

R. SHARPY was like
a cat on hot bricks.
He was the village

ironmonger, and
the St. Frank's

lots of

his name was a false one; it
ﬁtter.l him too accurately to be real.
< Disgraceful—appalling!” he panted, as
he fitted up the last shutler. “ Tliey'll be
‘on me like a swarm of rats next. I won't
have it. If they dare to touch my stock
I'll demand full compensation—-"
“You'll get it, Mr. Sharpe—no need to
worry about that,’”’ said Williams, Dr.
‘Brett's chauffeur, who had come to see
‘what all the noise was about. ‘The school
people won’t let this thing stand, you know.
I'll bet half of the shopkeepers will put in
a claim for more goods than they've losf!”
+ “That’s not the point!” raged the iron-
monger. “ What about lost business? Ii
my  stock’s  destroyed it'll  take me
weeks—" He paused, and hig. eyes
gleamed. “I'll ring wup Bannington,” he
.added grimly. “I'll ring up the police
there and tell them to send a couple of
dozen men.”’

“That's not a bad idea,” nodded the
chauffeur,

“I don’t sce why they're necessary,
Ahough!”’ rapped out Mr. Sharpe. * What's
‘hecome of the men here? They simply
-sfand by and do nothing. DLazy, good-for-

nothing slackers, that’s all they are.”
Villiams glared.
“That’s one for me, I suppose?” he asked
aggressively. “You'd best Lkeep a civil

tongue, Mr. Bharpe. This isn't our bhusi-
ness; we're not policemen. Why, if the
village men started interferin’, there’'d be

worse trouble than ever. The ounly thing
we can do is to stand out of it, and be on
the safe side.”’

“Bah!” snorted Mr. Sharpe savagely.

He went into his shop like a jack-in-the-
hox, and closed the door so furiously that
1t failed to latch. A less violent push would
have secured it, but Mr. Sharpe had no
idea that it wasn't latched.

He went to the telephone at the end of
the shop, tore the receiver off, and drummed

impatiently until the exchanwe girl
allswered.

" Police-station!” he panted.

In less than three seconds he was
connected.

:‘ Is that Inspector Jameson?” he asked.
No? Then fetch him here. I'm Mr.
Shurpe, speaking from Bellton. There's a

Tiot in the village!”

“Mang on & minute,”

said the secrgeant
on duty, ‘

fellows always declared that

|

Mr., Sharpe was to the

s00n

_ speaking
inspector, who quite refused to believe the

story at first. But Mr. Sharpe was so
emphatic, and so obviously panic-stricken,
that the inspector was abliged to pmmlsn
help. Indeed, he became ‘convinced that
the riot was a reality,

“Then it's settled?” asked Mr. Sharpe at
last. “You'll rush a dozen men here at
once? Half an hour? You ought to do it
guicker than that, but I suppose we shall
have fo be satisfied.”’

He hung up, and-turned, his eves filled
with anmetv He bad a teruble fear that
his own 5hnp- would be in a state of
wreckage at the end of half an hour. The
St. Frank's mob was getting nearer and
nearer,

“Good gracious me!” gasped Mr. Sharpe
frantically.
Be nearly fell over backwards. Three

of the mob had got info his shop already!
They were facing him, actually inside, and
had apparently ‘been there for some time.
The ironmonger's initial panic subsided when
there was no sign of an attack., Besides,
these boys were only fags.

“Get oub of here!” he panted harshly.

“How did you get in? I'll have you
arrested for breaking

“Cheese if, DMr. Sharpe!’’ said Willy
Handforth ecoldly. “You dou’'t close your
shop at balf—p&st four, I suppose? The door
was open——

“Don’t lie te me, voung man., I closed
igt”

“I don't care whether you closed it or

not, we found it open!’ retorted Willy.
“So you've rung up old Jameson, have you?
And he's pgoing to send two dozen police

here witlin half an hour. Or was it a
dozen?"

“Gett out of this shop!” roared Mr.
Sharpe. “The property of this village has

ot to be protected from you young vam-
pires. ‘The police are coming to punish the
instizators—"

“We're not in the mob!’’ snorted Willy.
“YWe're helping to restore order. And we've
come here to use your telephone——-"

“If you imagine for a moment you can
use if, let me rid you of such a delusion!”
reforted the ironmonger, “I shan't order
vou again, young men. Get out of this
shop !’

“It's no good,” sighed Willy., *“We've
aot to shove him into one of his own dust-
bins, after all. He doesn't know when he's
well oftt”

“*You—you—

“We're doing all this to help the village,
and we're scorned for it!”’ went on Willy
bitterly. “0Oh, well, there's
waste! You take his legs,
you go for i3 neck, Jtucv
together!’

¥y

Chubby, and
Now then—all

no time to -



The fags were in no mood {o be hindered.
Willy was ibhoroughly alarmed now thai the
police were virtually -on the way. With
a strong body of police in the village the
mob would soon be’ scattered, and it was
an absolute certajnty that several -St.
Frank’s fellows would he arrested. :

Willy had no desire to see a calamity of
that sort,

There was one chanLe the slim po:clhxht}
of the defence corps trbttluﬂ to the village
in time to restore m'der_ And the only
means of memmicatiun was the telephone.

Willy had no difficulty in getiing through
to St. Frank’s, and Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon had no difficulty in holding Mr.
bimrﬁe. They simply sat on him, and kept
him flattened to the floor, face downwards.

“Hallo! - Whe’s -that?” asked 1’»1113, as a
voice answered., “That you, Nipper? Good
‘man! Just the chap 1 wanted!”’

“Are you in the village, Willy?” came

Nipper’s voice across the wires.
AR ‘S‘J’Eb L
“What’s the news?”

“As bad as it can Dbe,’’ . said Willy
lan}* “This beastly mob has done. an
awful Iot of danuﬂc, and it’s getting worse
every minute—

“Worse?” aalaed Nipper qharpy

Y Yes M

“You must be wrong,” said Nipper.
“Over half the fellows have come back—

and they're out in the Triangle now, rather
scared. We've all been thinking that the
riot’s practically over—-"* A

“Then” yow'd better stard thinking all
over, again!” interrupted  Willy grmih.
tell you it’s worse.
strageled back are the ones who've re-
covered their heads.” But the rest are
absolutely mad. They’re looting every shop,
and they're turning the villagers out of their
cottages!??

“1 say, Willy, is this absolutely true?”

“Ionest Injun!”

“Then we’ll do something at once,” said

Nipper grimly. “We'll rush down as {fast
as we can come, Willy-——and we’ll bring
every available man.”

. “Good!” saild Willy approvingly., “1I
knew you'd come up to the scratch. 3ut

for goodness’ sake don't be long—old Sharpe
has ’plmncd the police at Bannington, and
they're coming here in force.”

“0b, my hat 1

”Don’b let this disgrace occur, nhatewr
you do,” urged WIIJ»- “Once the police
aet hc::,, it’ll mean arrest, for two or three
of our chaps. They pmbably deserve . if,
but it’ll give the SLhuoI ain awful name.,”

'ERs
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The fellows who have

“We'll come at once—and be there first.”

“You'll have to look lively, then,” pantced
villy. “I ean hear the mub outside—they’il
be breaking in here next. They’ll pr{}bah}y
make for the George Tavern, too. hat's
where our staffs are sheltering ‘——-dH tlm ser-
vants from all the Houses, you know! i §
tell you, this affair is gefting jolly serious,
So buck up!”

While Willy was speaking, there came the

thunderous sound of blows. He hung up
gquickly, and at thc same moment Chubby

Heath and Juicy Lemon released Mr. Sharpe.
Outside, swarms of the exciled fellows were
striving to6 get in. Mr. Sharpe was one of
{heir partmil'u enemies, and this was a fine’
oppmtumty fo settle a few old scores.
“They’re on me!” panted the ironmonger.
“AMy shop! My stock! I shall be ruined
“Better not worry

2 about your stock!”
rapped out Wiily.

“IWhich is the back
exit? Take my tip, and bunk! You
wouldn’t like to follow old Sparrow into
the duck pond, would you?”

Mr, Sharpe gave a screech of fright, and
holted. Willy & Co. followed h;m—fm* it

was hardly 1Jﬁ$almﬂ for them to control the

moeb without any other help.

A moment Jater, the doors were broken
down, and then Mr. Sharpe's stock -com-
menced its rapid flight into the road.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE RETURN TO SANITY,

IPPER turned away
from the tf.]{,‘plh)ﬂt,
and the crowded
senior day-room re-

carded him with interest.
“Things are improving,
¢h?? asked Fentlon.
“They're werse,” replied Nipper grimly.

“There aren’t so many rioters, but they're
doing an awful lot of damage. We’'ve got
to rush down to the xéillage like lightning,
and stop the whole thing. The -Banningtoea
police are on {heir way!”

“Qh, my hat!”

“Good gad!”

“ But—but we can’t stop it!”

“There aren’'t enough of us here, 1!
admit,” =zaid Nipper. *“ But what about the
crowds in the Triangl=? They've cooled
down a bit now, and perhaps they'll sece
some sense. Anyhow, we've GOT fo conviuce
them.”

It oniy {took Nipper a few moments to”
repeat Willy’s urgent message. And then,
with one aceord, the Vigilance Commitice
hurried outside, and found the Triangle even
more ecrowded  than they had expected.
Well over half the original mob had re-
turned—and were no 16'1“1.1‘ a wmob, bul a
subdued, scared collection  of differcut
groups. They were standing all over the



Triangle, talking together and discussing the
situation.

The seniors were beginning to regret their
wildnegs, and were determined to make
amends for their loss of sanity. The juniors
were rather scared—startled by the damage
that was going on in Bellton. They con-
sidered themselves well out of the trouble,

“They're atl mad!” said Griffiths, " And
we were just as mad, too! Thank goodness
we've got a bit of reason back!”

And this was the gist of what everyhody
wins sayving., Exacfly as Nelson ILee had
prophesied, the fellows were realising the
futility of their reckless hehaviour. The
only danger was in the school now. Once
the wilder spirits came back, there might
casily be a recurrence of the
scenes. With no masters to restrain them,
thhe whole school would let itsell go.

But this village affair could, at least, be
quelled.

“Just a
Nipper. .

The groups furned to look at him, and
drew nearer. Nipper was standing on the
steps of the Ancient House, and the other
members of the Vigilance Committee wera
all round him. ‘

“You'd better do this, eold man,” sug-
cested Morrow, turning to Fenton,

“No—leave it to young Hamilton,” re-
plied I'enton. *“Me seems to have a special
gift for influencing fellows., He can do it
better than I could.”

minute, you fellows!” shouted

Nipper waited until the crowds were
nearer, and then he told them the Ilatest
news.

“We've formed a kind of Defence Corps,”
he continued. *“Something’'s got to be done
to. restore order. We're just going to the
village to deal with that mob, Who'll
volunteer to come, too?”

The groups hung back.

“We've had enough!”

“You've had enough rioting—but what
about a little good work?” asked Nipper
grimly, “The police are on their way, and
we want to avoid any clash,
Look here! I suggest that we sweep on
the village, put the mob to rout, and restore
all those looted shops!”

“My idea, exactly!” roared Handforth ex-
citedly.

: l:‘t“"e can’t make up for the ruined stock,
SIRR A

we can pub everything shipshape, at
least,” went on Nipper. “And we'll tell

cach shopkeeper to send his bill in to the
lemol-aml cuarantee full compensation.
Come on—rally round, you fellows! We've
ot to think of the fair name of St
Frank's!”»

““Hear, hear!”

¢ Nipper's right, you chaps!”

Let’s support him!”
g '?l}lfﬂ a number of the recent rioters were
‘1get to make amends. Having returned
1'1' their senses, they felt wmany pangs of
gcmszj;vnce. and were glad of an opportunity
¢ st these inward voices. |

disorderly |

growled Hubbard.

if we can.

‘Tho unforfunate constable was in
no real danger, since the pond was

only about two feet deep. But there!
‘was at least two feet of sticky mud
at the bottom, and when he managed
to gain an upright position, progress
was slow.

{

“It's the least we ecan do,” continued
Nipper, seizing his advantage. * Those idiots
down there are doing their utmost to make
the name of St. Frank's stink! Are we
going to let it 2o on? If we swoop down,
and make a solid onslaught, they'll be wiped

out. And we can have the village in full-
order by the ftime the police get there.
Come onf! Show some spirit!”

“ Hurrah!” *

“We'll do ivt”

The juntors, at least, were solid to a
man.

“I'm talking to vyou seniors, too!”

shouted Kipper. “Ienton, they’ll take more
notice of you—try and make them see some
sense!  Tell ’'em that you're coming with
us."”

Yenton stepped forward.

“Come alomeg, 3you fellows,” he caid
earnestly, - “There’'s been enough fooling.

Let's see if we can’t do some good work!
It won’t take us ten minutes to rout that
wmoh if everybody puts his back to the
wheel, The whole affair’s diggraceful from
start to finish—hut we can help to make it
a little creditable, St Frank’s has done the
dainage-—so let St, I'rank's repair it!”

“ Hear, hear!"”

“Good old Ienton!”

And the seniors, too, crowded round, cager
to accompany the force. Scveral precious
minttes had been spent, but not a sccond
hadt been wasted,  Wilh sanity in control



again, the school was becoming intensely
cager to make amends, And, after all, this

sort of thing was just as c\.cxtmg as t-h.f:
other!

The party started off without any fu*lher
delay.

Nipper and -Handforth
Pitt were well to the front, and the force
automatically divided itself into two zec-
tions--seniors  and juninrs. The j:miurs

rushed on in advance, with the seniors fol-
TD\H’l“ behind to make a thurou'rh job of
it.

The village was reached, and t-he new
arrivals, although expecting to sec a scene
of disorder, were shocked. Belifon looked
as though a cyclone had passed over i}
The High Street was littered with wreckage.
Villagers were crouching in their doorways,

frightened and nervous. And further up
the street the sounds of yvelling disorder
went on. The mob was comparatively
stuall, but it was doing as much damage a3
ever.

“ Hurrab!” roared Handforth., “On ‘vinl”

“Come on, St. Frank’s!”

“Down with diserder!”-

The scared villagers, sceing this
crowd surge down the lligh Strect,
the umst
wis a sccond mob—even more violent than
he first. There was .some excuse for this
misapprehension, for the Defence Corps made
a terrible din as it rushed to the attack.

“ Good yelled one of the rioters.
‘“ Here comes the rest of the crowd!”

“Huprraht”?

“Now we'll see some fun!”

The mob, led by such rotters as Parkin
and Grayson- and TForrest, made the same
mistake as the villagers. ‘l‘hcy thought the
newecomers were friends! DBut it was a
thought which only lasted a second or two.

“Out of this, you rotters!” "hellowed
Hand{orth, dashing into the fray.

* Rout the rotters!”

“Chuck ’em into tue road,
n the mud!” :

“Hurrah!” y

The mob got the surprise of its life. Tt
had fairly settled down to turning out.the
ironmonger’s shop. Most of the -lighter
articles had already been fiung out, but the
heavy things were never touched.
took place long before then.

It was swift and sudden.

Well over half the school had come io
the rescue of the village, and the force was

and Browne and

fresh
fearcd

L rT ?

ot

and roll ’em

a formidable one. “The actual mob didn't
represent a guarter of St. Iffank’s. There

were a good few stragglers who were dotted
ahout, unaware of the exact position. The
fight Tesolyed itself into a tussle: between
fh? hotheads and the lovers of law and
arder.

The Jatter swept through the mob like a
tidal wave sweeping up an estuary, They
carried everything before them. The wild
gioters were flung aside, dazed, bewildered,
and besfen. Most of them fled., Those who

Everybody believed that this |

pad taken
The rout’

duint flee put up a feeble fight, and were
thien forced {o run the ;,uunth,t until they
were clear of the village limits.

And Bellton was left in possession of the

i triumphant defence corps.

But not a second was wasted. Mithout
troubling to explain to the surprised vii-
lagers, cvery effort was made to repair the
recent damage. A dozen fellows were
assigned to each shop, and they worked like
mad to get the stock back intp position.
All the w res:kwe was swept awdy by other
hands.

» It was almost like a miracle.

Even within five minutes
changed its aspeet. It was
giant broom had come along, sweeping
everything clean. And Bellton watched
with bated breath, thelr fury 4against St.
Frank’s turning to feelings of gratitude and
thankfalness,

Bellton had
as though a

CHAPTER IX,
THHE MEETING OF "“HE GOVERNORS.
IK JOIIN BRENT was

startled.
) His library  was
fairly invaded by a

namber of
gentlemen,

anxious-lcoking
all of whom Lhe
knew well. They were, in
fact, the wmajority of the
Housemasters and Form masters: from 3.
Frank’s

It was early evening, and they had been
ushered in by a most surprised butier a
minute earlier. Sir Jehn I@bm'ded them with
blank astonishment.

“{iood gracious, gentlemen! What on
earth js the meaning of this?” he asked.
“What has happoned‘“’

Sir Join was the chairman of the Board
of Governcrs, and it was he who bad .ap-
pointed Commander Sampson: Rudd to the
headmastership of St. Frank's., Ile had bhad
the greatest hopes.

Indeed, that very afternoon Sir James
Henson had return from the school, and
had teiephened him that Commander Rudd
eontrol. e had assumed that

everything was going smoothly.
‘““The very worst has happened, Sir
John,’? said Mr. Barnaby Goole, of the East

Ilouse, “Commander Rudd, ~ instead of
queiling the revolt in the West House, has
precipitated a2 rebellion of the entire
sehooLl”’ :

“Good heavens!”? gasped Sir John, utterly
amazed.  ““ But—but, gentlemen, why are
you here? What of your duties?”

“This man commenced his earcer at St.
irank’s by ordering the, Anciemt House boys
to attack the rcbeh

“Impossible!” interrupled Sir  John.
“The commander assured me that his
methods——  But forgive me, Ar. Goole.

I really heg vour parden, Please continue.*
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“Ife incited the Ancient House bhoys to
pit their strength against the rebels, and
very naturally the Ancient lHouse boys re-
fused,’ proceeded Mr. Goole. “In a word,
thiey joined the revolt on the spot.”

“ They joined the revolt! breathed Sir
John.

“On the top of that, Commander Rudd
held a raeeting of all the masters, and sug-
gested a policy of violenece,” said Mr. Goole,
who bhad constituted himself spokesman.
« My, Lee protested, and was insulted for
his pains. We were by no means surprised
when Mr. Lee tendered his resignation.”

“PBut this—this is appalling

“Within five minutes we had all
gigned,” continued Mr. Gools grimly. ‘]t
was, indeed, impossible to remain at St
Frank's under this uneouth ruffian. There
are no masters left in the school now, and
Heaven =zlone knows what is happening.
Rather than worry you by unsatisfactory
telegrams, we have come up in person.”

“Commander Rudd was appointed by you,

re-

sir, and the responsibility is yours,” put in
Mr. Pagett warmly. “We accept no re-
sponsibility. As gentlemen we found it

impossible to accept that hoolizan’s dicta-

tion, It is for you to readiust matters, Sir
John.”
The Chairman of the Governors stared

arhast, .

“But—hut T am at a total loss!" he ejacu-
lated. ¢ Frankly, gentlemen, I cannot under-
stand you! Uncouth ruffian! Hooligan!
But—but Commander Rudd is a distin-
guished officer of the Senior Serviee. He
Is a refined gentleman to his finger-tips.”

“I am amazed at such a description of
the man,” retorted Mr. Goole. “ We found
him quite the opposite.”

“Rough and unrefined to a degree,”
Mr, Crowell.

“There must be some mistake, gentlemen—
there must be some terrible mistake!' pro-
tested Sir John. “I was speaking with
Commander Rudd yesterday, and I can
assure vou that he is the essence of refine-
ment, and dignified.”

“Then the man who came to St. Frank's
wus not Commander Rudd,” interrupted
Mr. Goole firmly, “Buf that, of course, is

said

quite beyond our comprehension. le intro-
duced himself as Commander Rudd, and
accepted control of the school with full

authority, T must confess &

The telephone bell rang sharply.
. " Excuse me, gentlemen,” said Sir John
Impatiently,

¢ He grabbed the instrument, and intended
0 cut the caller off on the instant. He was
t‘!l e mood to be worried by an interrup-
{;UH. His whole mind was in a state of
Cliiine,

1 ""I'es? Yes?"” he barked. “Who is that?
= _d‘m very corry, but I cannot poszzsibly
l.ir_.s‘ls:- 4 moment. Kh? Mr. Nel:on Lec?
Jhod gracious! T beg your pardon, Mr.
They are all here, I am

Leel  Yes, yes!
“ittzed by this terrible story!”

|

: lreard the naimve.

The masters

_ remained
Jphn listened at the telephione,
sion suddenly became startled,

silent while Sir
ITis expres-
and he fairly

jumped. .

““Impostor:" he blurted out. “The man
was—was How utterly astounding! 1
am stageered, Rir. Lee!”

Mr. Goole and the other masters exchanpged
startied glances, and were exasperated by
this one-sided conversation. They were
eager to know the full facts. '

““Of course, this explains the whole thing,”
continued Sir John, after another long
pause. “The impudent rascal! Why, the
cas¢ is almost serious enough to wurrant
an arrast! The fellow ought to be charged
with criminal impersonation. H'm! With
the best intentions, ehv That's all very
well, Mr. Lee.”

The masters were more exasperated than
ever,

“Yes, of course,” said Sir John., “I will
make a point of eoming to S, Frank’'s this
very msfant, Six-thirteen, you say? Splen-

did! We can ecatch that train with ease,
and arrtve at the school before eight. Yes.
You can absolutely relv wupon that, Mr.
Lee.”

A minute Ilater he hung up, and informed
the masters of the startling truth.

“Upon my soui!" ejaculated Mr. Goole.
“Commander Rudd's butler! No wonder
he made such an appalling hash of things!
We must refurn to the school without a
moment’'s deilay. We tendered our resigna-

tions under a misapprehension,”
“Naturally, gentlemen, I cannot accept
hese resignations,” said Sir John. “ With

Commarder Rudd helpless in bed, my plans
are completely ruined, My only course is to
go to the schoo! and take control. That is,

if any confrol iz possible after what has
happened. I doubt it. 1 very much doubt
ig "

“If thiere 15 time, Sir John, would it not
be as well to ring up the school?’” asked
Mr. Pagett. ©“ We should at least hear
something, Perhaps the boysz have come to
their senses B

“Yes, there is plenty of time. and the
idea is a good one2,” interrupted Sir John
quickly. I wiii book the call at once. The
line is clear at this hour., and L1 should
imagine we wiii get through within a minute
or two."

Ie was right. After {wo minutes had
elapsed the beli rang. and Siv John found
himself talking to Biggleswade, of the Sixth,
The rinz had gone straight through to the
Senior day-room of the Ancient Ilouse, and
Bizoleswade was the only Tfellow there at
the moment. He was taking no part in
the dasl: to the viliage because his knee had
been crocked in {he earlier fighting, and he
could havdly walk, Biggleswade was a genial
senior, buf not gifted with any particular
brainr power.

“Rir Jobn

Brent?' he repeated when he
“Yes, this 18 St. I'rank’s,
fi~uze talking? You're the

sir. Aacient
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Chairman of the Governors, aren’t you, sir?
You've rung up at a rummy time.”

v Who are you, boy?” demanded Sir John
grimlyv..

“1'm Biggleswade, of the Sixth, sir. I'in
a prefect.”

“Splendid 1?2 said Sir John., “Then you
will naturally be able to tell me of the
position. Is St. Trank’s cuiet?”

“ Absolutely quict at the moment, sir,”

replied Biggleswade, < In fact, I'm abont
tite only fellow left here.”

sir John, who had been ‘momentarily
relieved, nearly dropped the receiver. .

“The only fellow left!”” he shonted.
““What on earth do you mean?” ‘

“Why, things are pretty awiul, sir,” ex-
plained Biggleswade, in a perfectly matter-
of-fact way, as though these sort of events
were of daily  occeurrcnce.  ““The whole
schiool’s gone mad. At Jeast, it did go mad.
some of the fellows, thank goodness, have
recovered a bit,”

“ Good heavens!” gasped Sir John.
—has there been any damasge?”

“ Nothing to speak of, sir—not at
Frank’s, anyhow,” replied the Sixth-Former,
“The Triangle's rather littered with bed-
steads and otber pieces of furniture, and
there's an awiul lot of smashed  creckery
ahout. Lots of windows are broken, too.
But that’s all.”

Al eroaked Bir John,
Lhe worstl”

“ Well, that's pretiy bad, sir,” admitied
Bizgleswado confidentially. *“You see, about
half the chaps thought it a bright idea to
sack  the village. By what I can -hear,
they've made a good job of it. They're
properly out for blood. Most ef the boys
tave gone clean mad, and ’m half-expecting
the schrnol to be bhurnt down next. You
see, there’s no telling once they get on the
¢o like this.”

“This—1this is utierly tragic!™ moaned Sir
John.

“[t’s what they call a throw-back, sir,”
explained Biggleswade. * You know—a re-
version to type. They say that all boys are
savages, more or less; and once they get
fairly loose, they go back to the time of
the neolithic age. Dervishes aren't in it
sir.  Of course, there’s just a chance that
they'll pull up before it's too late, but——>

*“T can hear no more!”’ breathed Sir John,
hanging the receiver on its hook. * Gentle-
men, the whole school is in a state of revo-
lution; the boys are rioting, and there is
imminent peril of further disasters.”

“T feared as much,” said Mr. Pagett, with
mournful satisfaction. “From t{he very
first I maintained that there was no
hape.”

Sir John RBrent took out his walch with
a quivering lhan

“We must harry!” he panted. < 1If this
six-thirteen train is not an express, I shall
charter a special. Come, gentlemen—ceme !

¢ Has

“ Boy, tell me

St. |

e e

]

CHAPTER X,

A SURPRISE FOR THE POLICE.

(< Y only hat!” ex.
claimed Handiorti:
blankly. «“ Look’
there!” :

Church and McClure paused
in the midst of their weary
o - labours, and looked. They
were atv the end of the village High Street,
helping in the task of clearing up the litter.
And Handforth had suvddenly pauysed. XNow
he was staring down a little side lane, and
his eyes were blazing. e
Bellton High Street was:
again. i
Exzept for busy gangs of St. IFrank’s
fellows, there was no sign of the recent riot.
verybody was working with a will—and
working at express speed. DBut Handlorth
nad lost all interest in the affair. '

Some little distance down the lane, Ferrest
& Co., of the Remove, were rageing f:sblitary
voung lady. The three cads were gfigmented
by Grayson and Shaw, of the Fifth., ‘They
Itad all escaped at the first slgn of trouble,
and had been lurking about ever since.

It wouvildn’t have mattered to Handforth
who the girl was, The very fact that she
was being pestered by five cads was enough
for him. But the girl happened to be Irene
Manners, and he saw red.

‘“ By George!” he breathed thickly,

Irene was attempting to pass. She had,
in fact, come along the footpath, and this
vas a short cut into the High Street. But
Ferrest & Co. and the iwo Fifth-Formers
refused to let her pass by, They were trying
to be funny, and generally bothering her,

Under any ordinary circumsiances, Hand-
forth wounld have fled on the spot. The very
sight of Irene would have been sufficient for
him to bolt—for he was looking a complete
and utter wreck. His face was muddy and
patchy, with numerous swellings and cuts,
His elothing was half in shreds, and he
hadn’t worn a collar for over an hour. He
looked an awful sight,

But here was Irene being pestered by
some hounders! He simply gave one roar,
and charged, Church and McClure decided
to watch. Handforth was an easy mateh for
five such cads,

Just as Bdward Oswald was rushing up,
Grayson grabbed Irene round the waist, and
attempted to kiss her. If there had been
one thing necessary to arouse Handforth to
the highest pitch of fury, this was it.

“Put up your hands!”’ he bellowed thun-
derousiy.

“Fh?? gasped Grayson.

Crash!

Gravson hardly felt it. THe didn’t know
anything atout that blow until about five
minutes later, when he came fto Limself, a
hundred yards away, with Shaw auvd the

nearly mnoriul

“¥hat . the—"*

cads of the Remove bending over hini.

Handforth, in fact, had delivered a kneck-
out, and the rest only waited to drag Gray-
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SO awuay.
more vietims, He stood before Irene. and
ﬂmbbed at the place where bis cap should
mne heen.

] —J— Hallo,
sheepishly.

“Thanks, Ted,” said Irene.
have come along at a better moment.
how terribly ycu've becn fighting! They've
- half-killed you!”
«“J—1 couldn’t help

R4

Irene! he said

“ You couldn’t

it!" protested Hand-

forth. “It’s been a bit of a mix-up, you
. 212
Enow .
“Yes, and I think you've all been very

wonderful,” interrupted Irene eunthusiasti-
cally,  “But I am sure you don’t want to
waste your time talking to me, do you?”
shie added, a rather icy tene creeping into
her voice. *““There's somebody else who is
waiting te atiend your hurts.”

She walked’ on, and Handforth merely
cibbered. He tried to speak, but his voice
had vanished. He merely stood there,
mouthing. Of course, she had meant Mary
summers!  He groaned inwardly. He had
icst Dary now—and it seemed that Irene
had dropped him, too! Life for Iiandfortil
nad beecomée dull and black., He felt as
though a tverrible weight had dropped upnn
his shoulders. He hadn't really cared about
Mary at all,  What an idiot he had been
to negleet Irene for weeks )

She turned the corner, and Handforth
grcaned aloud. He didn’t know that lrene
paused just round the hend, and
baek., “dhere was a soft light in her eves—

an expression of deep sympathy for his
terrible condition.

“ Poor old Ted !’ she murmured. “I'm not
sure that 1 ounghtn’t to go bad¢k But

no! lIle dezerves to be tau#ht a lesson!”

Shue  cehnckled gleelully to herself, and
tripped on, And Handforth returned to
Church and MeClure in a dazed, hageard

condition.
“Come on, Handy-—-the minutes are
precious,” panted €Church. “We've get o

L

get this litter cleared up——
“*She doesn’t care tuppence!’
Handforth brokenly.
“Oh, my coodness!”
feeble voice. “ Even
this mess he's in love!
The chap’s ahsolutely gone!
Nipper came up m::nh
. “You fellows finished
If so, buzz along‘

mutiered

said MeCluare, iu a
in iite midst of all
Cdﬂ yveu beat it?

bere?” he asked.
The police are coming

I_thcn 1l he he‘re within ten minufes. We've
ton.”

JOBuf theyre not wanted now!” said
Ln_ﬂrrll

" “Of course they're not—and when they
\..r:‘“ we “:}ut to be out of the way,” said
;I‘AIHL“”} Ihey’ve got to find EE{?I‘_\{[] ne
& 10 I}l he a nice little surprise—and
€ can trust the villagers to give us a gond
nﬂmﬁ During {his last lm!l hour we've

PAired a tremendons lot of damage. Not
materin) damage, but the other sori.’

Handforth was deprived of any

But

glanced |

Nipper was quite right.

By working like
viggers, a change had been wrought which

came near to a miracle. The
High Street was Jooking normal
way. It was dark by now,
were ail open, and
brightly illuminated.

There wasn't a sign of a 8t. Frank's
fellow from one end of the viilage 1o the
other by the time ihe police dashed up in
two motor-cars. There had been a good deal
of delay mm Bannington--for the constables
had heen collected frowm wvarious parts of the
town. The leading car contained Imspector
1’ dInNeson l]lITl':F‘lf

“What’s this?” he exclaimed, as he jumped
out mnear the Green. “There’s nothing
wrong here! The piace scems to be asleep!”

All the other oflicers looked round, and up
and down the High Sireet. The Green was
only a trivial alair-—a kind of msidening of
the main street in the zentre of the wvillage.

‘“ Looks- like a hoax, sir,” said cne ol the
constables.

“ By thunder!” muftered inspector.
“If this is a hoax—— Hi, yvou!" he added,
as two or three figures came out of the
(reorge Tavern. “Just a minate! Has
there been any trouble here?”

“ Trouble?” asked Mr. Binks. as he came
up-—after partaking of a little liguid refesh-
ment. < Well, yes. But it's &l right—we
didn’t need you. The St. Frank's bioys saved
the village.”

“Saved the village?”’ ejaculated the ip-
speetor. “But 1 got a repori thvongh that
they were looting the villagei”

“So they were,”” said Mr. Binke.

. “Look liere, my man o

““No need for you to “ my man’ me—I'm a
respeciable  shopkeeper,” inteernpted By
Binks coldly, “We've got nothing to say
acgainst St. Frank’s. They're the finest hody
of boys in the Kingdom.”

“Ay, that they are!”’ agreed one of the
other villagers,

Thie police were sfagcered, -

“1'll go along and see Mr. Sharpe about
this?” snorted the inspector. <« I’ll tfea.h
him to bring me on a {ool's errand!”

village
in every
and the shops
therr windows were

'} '3{.\

T3

But he got very littie satisfaction from
Mr. Sharpe. The village ironmonger, too,

had entirely revefsed his opinion regarding
the S8t. Frank's boys. True, they had halt-
emptied his stock into the road, and a good
deal- of it had bhecome damaged. Dut tiat
section of the schonl had been routed, and
the newcomers had worked like Trojans in
order to repair the damage.

And on the top of all thiz, Mr. Sharpe
had the word of Edgar Fenton, the- Cap-
fain of St. Frank’s, that he would receive
full compensation for any breakages or
damage. The ironmonger was still rather
dazed. Tt scemed to him—and {o every-
body else in the village—ihat fthe recent
events were a kind of nightmare, and that
Beilton had just woke up, to find every-
thing as usual.



The police gathered that there had been
somes tmuhle, but they counldn’f find cut
the aectual details—and nobody had a ward

Owing to Willy

to say against the sechool. ]
the situation

Handforth’s urgent message,
had been saved.
Common sense, in short, was gaining.
Practically all the hms had gone back
to the school—the victorious defence foree
as well as the hotheads. These latter were
less wild than they had been. They had
had quite enough of unbridled freedom ior
the time being.
There was a lull,
And this, after all, was owing to the in-
evitable call of Nature. Food was required
—hungers were enormous. The unusual ex-
citement and exercise had caused everybody
to. develop an extraordinary appetite. But
there was no-tea in the dining- halis, and
everyihing eclse at St. Frank’s was "upside
down. J
When it canie to a question of food, this

rebellion idea wasn’t so. good. The school
was comparatively quiet now—while the
various sections were looking round lor
eatables,

But how long would the lull last?

The more serious fellows were inclined to
believe that this stoppage was only tem-
porary. There was bound {o bhe another
ounthbreak of trouble as soon as the food
gquestion was solved. '

Indeed, long hefore six o'clock, a big
party of Yourth Formers, having raided
the East Iouse stores, decided to build a
bonfire in -the Triangle, It was a thing
that wouid have heen impossible at any
ordinary time. .-\.nd it seemed quite a bril-
liant idea on such a cold, crisp evening.

Baxes were brought Out shavings were
fetehed, and a ecan of p‘ll‘dﬂh] was ponred
over t.he lot. Before the rest of the school
knew anything about it; a roaring bonfire
was on the go. And then somehody sug-
gested fetchmrr out some chairs and forms
to add to the blaze. The idea w as promptly
vetoed—but it was an idea that would re-
assert itself when the spirit of recklessness
had been revived.

And down in the village many heads were
shaken.

Lots of peonle declared that the whole
school would be in ashes before the night
was out. There was every reason for this
prophecy—for the wilder spirits were, in-
deed, on the move again,

CHAPTER XI.
BARRY STOKES® SECRET.
&= OMETHING ought to

he done, Barry!”

Mrs, Stokes stood

at one of the win-
dows of the IIead's private
residence, and looked out
across the Inner Court. Over

the top of the School House came the Jurid
refiection of the bhonfire in the Triangle.

i ordinary bonfire.

L dow.

‘““They are playing with fire now—in more -
than one sense,” went on Mrs, Stokes.
“And we thought the boys had settled
down, too! It was wonderful how they -
pulled things round in the vyillage. And
now this bonfire has been started. Barmy,-
can’t you help in this ecrisis?”

Mr. Beverley Stokes sat in an casy Lhau,
and puffed at his pipe.

“Barry!” exelaimed his mie sharply.

“Eh?” he said, starting up.

“I've bLeen speaking to you, dear.”

“0Oh, sorry,” said Barry Stokes wearily.
“1 was thinking, Joyce—l didn’t hear you.
Anything fresh?”

“There’s something fresh every minute,”
she replied. < There’s this bonfire now.
Couldn’t you go and make them put it out?
It’s so easy to cause a disaster by just an
1t isn’t as though it were
builty in the IIlE"}dU“—-—!t s quite {,iost, to the
buildings——"

“WWhat ¢an I de Jﬂ‘yﬂe?” 1711erruptcd Mr.

Stokes impatiently. “T’m nobody here now
—1I'm practically dismissed, and the boys
wouldn’t even look .at me. I haven't gob
a shred of authority.”

“0h, but Barry, you're a man!” said his
wife reproachfully. “ Do you realise that
you’re the only man left in the school?
iverybody else has gone—everybody bas
deserted the place.” -

“It’s ne good, dear,” muttered the ex-

Housemaster. “1I should only make matters
worse if I attempied to interfere. - The
boys would ignore me—they’d probably in-
sult me. No, I can’t do anything.”

He sank back, and stared unseeingly
again. His wife turned away with a little
sigh—and continued to look out of the win-
she wasn’t worrying about Mary,
hecause the girl was in the domestic part
of the house, amusing herself by making
some bread. . Everyone had to fend for
themselves during this critical pesiiod.

Mrs. 3tokes was worried. She had anever
seen Barry in this mood before. All the
spirit had apparently left him. Usually =o
lighthearted and cheery, he was now i prey
to despondency and deadly bitterness. For
hours he would sit in a c¢hair, and say
nothing. :

Hle was bitter—he was almost broken.
Indeed, it would have been a matter of
sheer impessibility for him to control any.
of the boys. e was so changed that Jevce

was secretly worrying over him. She was
worrying more about her hushand than
about the fate of St. Frank’s.

He sat tnere, brooding over the receat
string of EVE‘]Itb.

It was his fault entirelv—he was {he
eause of . all this upheaval! The Wes$

House boys had revolted because of Guy
Sinclair’s, tyranny. And Sinelair had been
allowed to gn on hig despotic course hecause
he—Barry Btokub-—had been unable to pull

him up.
And now "he was dismiszed. IIig carcer
' was ruined. And the whole thing had
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arizen from a mere errand of mercy. He
had done a favour to Mr. Rodney Lambert,
an old friend—and this chaos was the in-
direct result.

- “Jt’s not like wvou, Barry, to talk in
{his fashion,” said his wife, after a whilie.
“Why can't you control the boys?”

“1 tell you they wouldn’t take any notice
of me,” he replied impatiently. “I'm no-
body! T'm nothing! They'd rather obey
the orders of Tubbs, the page-boy.”

“Oh, but that's absurd, Barry—"

“ 1 tell yon it’s the truth.”

“1 don’t see it!” she insisted. “Didn’'t
ihe Ancient House boys strike because of

s

W 4
_ L.A; O\

“Good Heavens, don’t I know it?” mut-
tered Mr. Stokes. “And he, the young
fool, resisted and fought me.” And then we.
were hoth flung out—like common drunks!
I was compelled to submit to Sinclair’s
blackmail, or that sftory would have been
all over the school! The young sconndrel

had me in the hollow of his hand, and
utterly disorganised my House with ki3
despotic fyranny. And 1 had to stand

by and watch!” he added thickly.

“But you're not afraid of him now——
- “XNo, it’'s too late for that,” growled
Barry Stokes. *““But the position’s no bet-
ter, when you come down to actual bed-

1

Irene was attempting to pass.

generally bothering her.

She had, in fact, come along the footpath,
as this was a short cut into the High Street.
Fifth-Formers refused to let her go by.

But Forrest and the two
They were trying to be funny, and

your - dismissal? You're popular with the
boys—they'd take more notice of you than
of anybody. Your ewn boys reveited, and
?1“‘? they wouldn’t surrender until Sinclair
E&Ltegﬂen Jdeposed, and wptil you were rein-

“Yes, but there;s all the sordid business

E-i- the night club,” growled Mr. Stokes,
SSINg - to his feet, and frowning. “Why

KO Over it again, Joyce?

stary OL all the trouble—right from the

th?-‘_farncimr found ouf that I'd visited

Eve. vretched night. club- on  New Year's

¥oon. and some of his infernal friends even
4 snapshot—in which Pm ineluded.”

L
L,,_]B}“E Jou only went there to bring Mr,
“hhErt’s son away—"

That’s heen the {

| rock. If Sinclair spreads that story—as
he may at -any moment—I’m helpless.
Dide't I give Mr. Lambert my word of
honour that I wouldn’t open my lips? If
that story comes out, I'm in a hopeless
position—I shall have to admit the truth
of it, but I can’t explain my reasons for
being there. It'll be as black as ink against
me.”’

“But you've asked to be released from
that promise——"

“Haven’t I waited week after week
that release to come?” asked Mr. Stokes
tensely. “I’ve given up hope now! Fate’s
against me! I'm disgraced—dishonoured!
Even if there’'s a full inguiry, I can do

for

nothing! The bes} thing we can o,
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Joyee, is to get out of here as quickly as
we can. I'm a fool for staying even now.
No, I've got no hope left.”

He sank back into his chair again, brood-
ing, 1lis wife stood there watching him—
without him being aware of the fact. She

was  startled by the dramatic change in
him. For weeks he had been compelled to

submit to Guy Sinclair's dictation. MHe had
scen the disorganisation of the West House,
and he had heen unable to stop it. It
had seemed to take all his spirit away.

Yet he had dared not defy the rascally
prefect. I'or that wretehed night elub
story would have been told, and, with his
lips sealed by honour, he could have said
nothing by way ol explanation. And now
that a crisis had arisen-now that the boys
needed a guiding hand—he was a broken
recd. His own troubles were so great that
his character wias entirely changed.

Mary Summers came in, looking rather
floury, and wearing a neav rubber overall,
She was alarmed, too.

“Unele, there's a terrible noise going on
from the garage,” she exclaimed. * I believe
“some ol the boys are trying to start your
car! They're going to do dreadful damage
unless  they're stopped., They're shouting
and velling tremendously. 1 believe every-
thing’s going to start all over again.”

“That's what I'm so afraid of,” =said
Mrs, Stokes worriedly. *“And it’ll be worse
now at night time. There's such a terrible
danger of fire. Oh, I do wish it would rain

heaven’s  hard-—then the boys might be
calmed. There's nothing like a dowrnpour
tO—-——-—-—-,J

“What's that in your hand, Mary?” asked
Mr. Stokes.

“0Oh, nothing,” said the girl. “Uncle,
aren't vou going to do something? 1 tell
you, they’'re tiying to start your car-——>

1 can’t stop them!” interrupted Barry
irritably.  “ Why can't you drop that sub-
iect?  What can 1 do—one man against
hundreds of hare-brained boys? They're all olf
their heads—and who ecan wonder at it, left
alone like this? There’s no discipline left,
I couldn’t influence them one jot!?

“Bat you could, Barry!” insisted his wife.

“My dear Joyce, I don't feel up to it,”
he said dully. ““1 don't feel——  What is
that you've gof, Mary?” he asked irritably.
“Is it a letter? Why can't you—-"

" It’s for #ou, Uncle,” said Mary., *1
found it in the kitehen. 1 expect it dame
this morning, and was overlooked.”

She handed the letter to her uncle, and
he gave 1t a casual, listless glance. Then,
suddenly, he leapt out of his chair as
though something bad stunez him. His face
became flushed, and his eyes blazed.

“New York!” he shouted. <« This is from
Lambert ! '

Mrz, Stokes logked rather dazed.

“0Oh, Barry ! she panted. ““You frighten
me—->
“It's from Lumbert!” he muttered tenzely,

“I've been waiting for this—— Ye -gods!
And it's been in the kitchen all day!

on earth—— Confound it! I'm trembling
all over!”

There was such a startling change in
him that Mrs. Stokes and the girl were

speechless. He tore the letter open with a
shaky hand, and read the contents. Then
he took a deep, deep breath.

“It’s the release!’” he exclaimed. ¢ Joyee,
don’t yeu understand? It's from old Lom-
bert-—he tells me to speak frecly. I can
call myself a man again! Indeed, he has
enclosed a sworn document, giving a fail
account of the entire afiajr. Thank Heaven
for this!”

““I knew it
Stokes happily.

“But—but what does it mean,
asked Mary, her eyes wide open.

would come!” said  Drs.

unelp?*
1 don's

understand—-"*

“I'll explain it all later, Miss Curious,”
said  Mr, Stokes briskly, “What's that
yvou said? Those young rasecals are monkey.

ing with my car? Jove!
them up a bit!”

“Oh, Barry!” Dbreathed his wife, looking
at him strangeiy.

““Making Dbonfires, are {hey?"' he went
on grimly., “The young demons! I may
be the only man left in the school, but, by
gad, 1'll teach them to behave! Don’t
worry, Joyce—we'll have everything ship-
shape within an hour.”

He strode out with his old brisk stride.
And Mrs. Stokes clusped Mary, and gently

13y ['ll tickie

sobbed. She simply couldn’t help it. But
lier eyes were shining with a tremendous
oladness.

The ™ sudden change in  Barry was so
utterly staggering that his  wile was
bowled over. It was a change that had
come about within the space of a single
minute. A bitter, despondent failure had

been miraculously changed into a purposefal
man_ of spirit and resource. lle weni oub
of the room as though the past few weeks
had never existed. He went out the same

cheery, quick-witted Barry Stokes of .old.
: And, incidentally, St. ¥rank's was on the
rink

of a shock!

CHAPTER XII.
THE ELECTRIFIED SCHOOL.

“Alas, the work
of genius has been undone,”

he said, with a =sigh. ¢ Nog
. an hour since we were c¢oh-
gratulating ourselves upon the faet that

these youths with heated brains were suffi-
ciently  cooled. And now, behold! The
accelerator has been  depressed, and our
unhappy brothers are specding ahead under
full throttle ence again. I fear the worst.”

“It's all very well to lalk, Browue, bub
the positicn is serious,” deelared Nipper.

Why'

ILLIAM NAPOLEOY.
[ BROWNE shiook
his head.

2N i ol %
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< These idiots have raided the Ifxz*ders,
they've i;mi their fill,- and now i:‘;ilt:—.}- re 1‘:p
to mischief again, What the dickens can

s ';J:J
g ﬂ,{?s a problem!" said Pitt gloomily.

There were a good few juniors aud seniors
in the gymnasium, g
shere to discuss the latest phase. There
Jiad Beei nmny'cm_igrut-ulatﬁtons on therresult
of the viillage incident. Thab was practic-
aily over and forgotten—and the pame of
gt Frank's was not besmirched, :

The casualties, considering the serious
nature of the affair were slight.  Several
fellows were so badly bruised that they were
completely out of action—and had, mdeed‘,
gone to bed. One ortwo others were cut and
gasihed, owing to reckless handiing of
dangerous articles. In their excitement they
had taken all sorts of risks. These, also,
had been attended to and put to bed.

But the vast majority remained perfectly
sound-—and as full of mischievous activity
as ever.

The leaders of the loyalist movement—
such fellows as Nipper and Pitt, Fenton and
Morrow, and Handforth and Fullwood—had
“hanged their clothes, washed themselves,
and were again presentable. They -were all
showing the scars of battle, but there wus
nlenty of vim in them.

Apnd in spite of their hopes, the reckless
slement had got busy again. Once their
appetites were satisfied, they broke out into
anrestrained wantonness again, i

They sought for fresh worlds to cenquer.

But, fortunately, they confined their at-
:entions to ihe school-itself. And now, at
his very minute, a yelling erowd surrounded
:he growing bonfire in the Triangle. So far
shat bonfire had been fed with old boxes and
sther waste matter from the yards.

But the excitement was increasing, and, as
somnion sense left, recklessness stepped in.
Gulliver suggested the burning of all the
desks from the Form-rooms. And his sug-
gestlon was approved by many.

“Jolly good idea!” yelled Doyle. “ What
46 we want desks for? There's not geing

to be any more school! We've revolted,
and we're not going back again! They'il
make a glorious blaze, too!”

““Hear, hear!”

: Lel’s drag the desks out!”

. And after that we’ll burn the black-
Jeards  awd  maps!” shouted  Hubbard.

*Come on!
“Hurrah1»

" Long live the revolution!”
ot;n the same time as this, a crowd of
1er fellows were dragging Mr, Stokes’ car
gggi?f _t-‘filﬁ Head’s garage. Not one of them
gﬂ*L drive, h:;t they were determinedq fo
S€o the car going, and to career round the
€0l grounds.
- %H.EI}ITE{}E]‘[I_%I‘ part of the school a group
Eilemié-tlf:“h-ts were bent upon raiding the
smitetn dien D oty s e
-ide: 11 CI!EHEI\SL-S' had voted it a great
4 to manufacture a lot of smoke-bombs

Who cares?®

They had congregated

And there was even talk

and stink-bombs.
of making some fireworks. And the. labora-
teries were broken into and thronged with
feathier-brained young idiobts who were liter-
ally taking their lives in their hands. Foi
they were about to monkey with chemicals
the dangers of which they scarcely realised.

There were elements of perit on every

hand,

Tiie bonfire enthusiasts were liable to set
the school on fire—the motor-car joy-riders
might easily kill  themselves—and the
chemical experts were well on the way to
blowing up the school. And there were
many scores of excited fellows engaged
in these various tasks. 1In addition, groups
of other heroes were getting up all sorts
of different rags.

It was rather a curicus fact that tihe
boys should choose amusements which were
liable to involve destruection and havoe. And
vet, after aill, it was purely natural—since
all boys are mever happier than when play-
ing with danger. 'They regard it as sheer

sport.
And it was so good to have a free run
of the school, without any authoritative

voice to call & halt., The reckless rioting
had ceased, but an even ‘greater peril had
arisen, _ _

The ordinary vocations of ihe evening
were never thought of. There wasn't a
study occéupied—there wasn’t a single wire-
less instrument at work., Story-books were
forgotten—Iletter-writing was neglected.
Everybody was out to do something which
was ordinarily forbidden.

Such fellows as Forrest & Co. took to

smoking openly, and they persuaded others

to follow their example. It was quite an
ordinary sight to sece three or four juniors
strolling about, smoking cigareties. Most
of them hated smoking, but i their pre-
sent state they thought it rather a brave
thing to do. In a word, the whole school
was doing just as it liked. -

“1 don’t see that we can do much
now,” remarked Nipper, as Le came back
frem the door. ' Half the chaps we’ve won
cver to our side have gone back again.
They’re messing about all over the school—
monkeying with chemicals and goodness
knows what! It’s no gocd trying to stop
them, either,”

“ Somebody’s ehucking a desk on the fire!”
sang out Tommy Watson, irom the window.

“I'm not surprised,” growled Pitf. ¢ And
if we step in, they'il only get worse.
What's the matter with uws chups? Are we
iust sensible, or haven't we got any spirit?
I’m beginning to think we ought to go and
join in!”

“It makes you feel like that,” said Nip-

per, frowning. *But don’t you worry,
leggie——we're about the only level-headed
| chaps left in the school—7’

“Hallo! Here's Stokes!”? put it Fullwood,



in surprise.
round the bonfire.”

" “He's asking for trouble,
Clive, frowning.

¢ He's going up to thoge chaps
I guess,” said

They watched in considerable astonish-
ment. Most of the juniors, in fact, had
completely forgoften that Mr. Stokes was
on the premises. He hadn’t been seen all
day, and it was generally assumed that he
had left with the other masters.

“My only hat!” _.breathed
“There’s something different about him!
Yet it’s the same! I haven’t seen him
walk with that brisk stride for weeks! He’s
all springy—he’s just like he used to be!”

Mr. Beverley Stokes was, indeed, a trans-
formed man. He halted near the bonfire,

Reggie.
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voung beggars! Those desks cost money!
Put it down before I lose my temper!”
Several enthusiasts who had triumphantly
carried a desk up, set it down with a thud.
“That’s the style,” said Mr, Stokes, nod-
ding. “Now, come along—all hands to the
pumps! Put this thing cut. Doyle, Griffith,
Hart! Buzz along and fetch some fire-pails.
Owen major, Canham—go and give a hand!
5&1 ‘;von’t take us two minutes to settle
L this!”
“We're not taking any orders from you!”
roared Forrest. _
“Of course you are!” said Mr., Stokes
smoothly. “Haven't we had enough of this
picnic? Just think of the school! You'll

have a lot of sparks flving about soon, and

v
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and stood watching it for a moment. The
rowdy fellows round it were stilled for a

moment, and they looked at the young
IHousemaster rather queerly. - There was

something compelling in his very attitude.

“What's all this?” he asked pleasantly.
- “There's nobody likes a bonfire better than
I do—but this isn’t the place to make it,
vou young asses!” _

The crowd shuffled rebelliously.

“You're not in authority now!" growled
somebody in the background.

“Not officially,” smiled Mr. Stokes, “but
that’s only a trifle. Hallo, whdt have we
here? A desk? Look here. you reckless

then we shan’t know where we arc! Xurry

up with those pails!” _
The fellows hardly knew what to make of
Mr. Stokes’ jocular tone. But, somehow,
there was something so pleasant about him
that scarcely. anybody thought of defying
him. An exhibition of harsh authority
would have been fatal. Barry Stokes was.
dealing with these crowds with a touch of
genius. And his very personality compelied
ohedience. .
In less than five minutes the fire was out.

“Good!” . said Mr. Stokes. “Now, look’
here, yvou chaps. I've got an idea. There’s
something I want to tell you—something
I'd like to say to everybody. Xow aboub
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ceg ajong to Big Hall, and getting into
r-uﬁl;ntll%ua?l places? LIl be along soon, and
your Lell have a little heart-to-heart talk.”
~Hurrah!” -
“we'll go,
“0f course
pleasantly.

Mr. Stokes!”

you'll go,” modded Mr. Stokes
“Don’t forget, I'm ‘askin% t—{us
s a favour. I'm not ordering you about—
i%,;léf?ust‘ being pally, Trgt in, and I’ll
round up some of the others.’

He strode off briskly, and the recent

covellers gazed at one another’in a sheeDish

kind of way. Without exactly Kknowing
why, they felt very foolisi. All  their
entf’h’usiﬁ‘s'm for reckless destruction had

“lold me, somebody!” murmured Reggie
pitt, from the doorway of the gymnasium.
“0ld Barry’s doing the trick! Did you ever
see anything so marvellous in all your
giddy life?” e

“ln the course of a long and varied
expérience, I must confess that this leaves

ne feebly wagging my fins,” confessed
Browne. “For the first iime in my life, 1

know exactly how a fish feels when he is
waiting on the river bank, preparatory.to

being stowed away in the basket. An
amazing exhibition of tact, brothers. Kven

I, with all my famous discretion, could not
have bettered it.” o
“And they’re going indoors, too!”
breathed Nipper. “They’re going into Big
Haill.” _ |
“Water isn’t strong enough!”
Fullwood. *“Give me brandy!”

gurgled

CHHAPTER XIil.
BARRY STOKES, TUE MAGICIAN.
FRANK'S Lummed

T.
with - a kind of
- internal electrification.
A bare twenty

minutes had elapsed. And

in that time the most start-
Sg ling ciangés had come about.

And one man had caused them!

Mr. Beverley Stokes, casually interested,

had wandered from one House to another,

€ncountering groups of fellows in different

o emitE
s

Places. Ile had spoken to6 them calmly and
gcnlaliy.  And in practically every case
they had ahruptly ceased their activities,
and had accepted his suggestion that a
i}giter In  Big Hall would bhe- a bright
‘h_;g\?’ell1 the laboratory enthusiasts had
B“‘Dpre'i* their ” chemicals in response to
ATy Stokes’ request.  Not once had he

?*;i‘-en an order. There seemed to be some-
Wi?i{fou%xu‘aordu}arily magnetic about him.
mandine any displayed intention of com-
Mo bgtOIJUE(IIEHCB, he was getting jt.
“Wa'y”k (}_Iw;s had always possessed a
weeks 1) }Elth boys. purlng the past few
Ha haq 23 POwer of his had lain dofmant.
gradually changed until his most

% ad
enthusin ot s i
Usiastic supporters failed to recognise

going to give him the biggest shock of his

upon the platforma there was

him as the sawe jovial comrade, He had
never been the same as any other House-

master. The fellows had always gone to
him with their troubles and problems.

And now, within the space of an hotir, he
had not only regained his former mag-
netism, but nature seemed to be making up
for lest time by imbuing him with an
added supply. . _

There was something uncanny about the
way in which he joked with the worst
offenders, and compelled them to fall in
with his suggestions. 1t was just a ease. of
personality winning. On this fateful night,
Mr, Stokes could do nothing wrong. . He
wandered througn the scnool, and had his
own-way all the time,

Fully seventy per cent. of the fellows
were amazed at themselves for going into
Big llall at all. They couldn’t understand
why on earth they went. They didn't want
to go! They were confounded idigis for
going! In fact, they were hanged 1if they
would go!

But, all the same, they went.

That was the miracle of it. They kept
telling themselves they were idiots for
doing something they swore they wouldn’t—
but they collected in a perfectly orderly
fashion, and tried to lock dare-devil. They
glared - at one another, -and fooled -them-
selves in  vyarious ways. Most of them:
laughied and winked, and said that -they
were. getting up a huge rag against ol¢

| Stokes. They were just collecting here tc
kid him! When he came along, they were

life! There’d be some fine fun!

Out of all the personnel of the great
schoel, not- five per cent. remained absent.
And nearly all of these were in bed. Even
the pronounced anti-Stokes fellows—Sin-
clair’s crew, and such like—were somehow
impelled to turn up. They just came along -
> see what was going to happen.

By the time Big Hall was full, the whole
school was quiet and still. Every trace of
the recent rowdiness had vanished.

The popular fiction that Mr. Siokes was
to be ragged grew, and scarcely one of that
huge throng realised that it was a case of
fooling themselves.

For when Mr. Stokes actually stepped
no derisive
yell, no burst of laughter—huf an instan-
taneous cessation of murmuring. A com-
plete, electrical silence fell on the school.

Barry Stokes had the entire platform te
himself, and he lounged to the front of it
with one hand in his trcousers-pocket, and
the other holding his lighted pipe. He wore
no gown, but an ordinary sports suit. In
that garb, he looked ridiculously young.

In that secend, everybody had forgotten
that they were bhooked to rag him. Mr.
Stokes possessed, in a marked degree, the
guality of ‘‘ getting over.” In just the
same way as a famous actor will silence
every cough in a crowded house, and almost
prevent his audience from breathing, Mr.,



- S S

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Stokes now held the crowded hall. And yet

he -hadn't spnken a word.

*“Well, here we are!” he remarked, at
lengthy “Splendid! All together, and all
liappy, eht”

The tension relaxed, and somebody
laughed. IFor no known reason, lots of
other fellows laughed, too.

“Isn’t this a lot better than messing
about outside?” - asked Mr. Stokes
pleasantly. .*“Of course, there aren’t any
inasters here, but why should we worry?
I've heard all about that affair in the

village, you know,” he added confidentially.
“T say, some of your chaps let yourselves
go a bit, didn’t you? That's the result of
getting too excited.” :

The school wondered why on earth it was
listening to Mr. Stokes like this. Who was
he, anyhow? Why, he hadn’t even any
authority over them! le was practically
diemissed! Yet the school still listened.
They didn’t know it, but Mr. Stokes, during
this hour, was able to hold them with his
little finger. 1fe had had that little finger
on the school’s pulse.

“Still, we don’t want to say too much
about that village affair,.do we?” he went
on, smiling. “I'd like to say a word in
praise of those heroes who put the village
it order. A jolly brainy piece of work!
You don’t realise what you've done for the
old school! = Instead of us having a bad
name, we’ve got a good one. Those Bellton
people will sing our praises for epochs!
And I can see a few battle-scarred warriors
among you, too! By Jove! That's a
splendid ear you’ve got, Handforth!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Everybody roared with
Handforth grinned. .-

“We're all a bit marked, sir,” he shouted.

“I don't need spectacles to see it,” nodded
Mr. Stokes drily. “But who cares about
a little bruise or two? Now, I'll tell you
what. In fact, I’'ll tell you-why I've
brought you here, and why I want to have
this heart-to-heart talk. I've got rather a
ripping scheme, and I want you to help
me.” .

“What is it, sir?”

“Out with it, Barry!”’

“That’s the idea!” said Mr. Stokes. “We
don’t want any formalities to-night, do we?
“And you needn’t stop at ‘ Barry ' either.
Call me anything you like—I thrive on it!
I was going to tell you about that scheme,
wasn't 197 |

“Yes, sir,” chorused about fifty voices.

Mr. Stokes took a couple of puffs at his
pipe, and removed it. The school waited
breathlessly. And by this time they had
given up all idea of fooling themselves.
They knew that Barry Stokes had ¢ got »
them, aud they didn't mind. They were
thoroughly enjoying themselves. They all
felt as though something would soon burst
unless they found an outlet for their feel-
ings.

laughter, and

“I've

that the
will be back pretty shortly—and the school
governors wili be here, too,” continued Mr,
Stokes, dropping his voice to a confidential

‘ot an inkling masters
oD

nmonotonce.  “And you can bet your boots
they're in a fine old stew! They've heard
all about this rioting business, and they’re
coming here with the idea of finding a mere
heap of ruins!” _ -

“Ifa, ha, ha!” ‘

“lract!’ said Barry, winking., ‘“They’ve
got a foolish notion that we’ve all gone on
the razzle, and that the school’s either burnt
down, or that half of you are killed! They
expect to turn into the Triangle, and wit-
ness a scene of horrible disorder—a scenc of
absolute chaos.”

““When are they coming, sir?”

< Any old time now,” replied Mr. Stokes
promptly, “I shouldn’t be surprised if they
walked in during the next half-hour. Now,
here’s the brainy scheme. Why not go about
our usual habits and customs? My suggesd
tion is that you should go to your studies,
or common-rooms, and do just the thingg
you’ve always done. No more larking about
and no more attempts to be funny. Let’g
all surprise the governors by being the same
as ever.”

‘““lHear, hear!”

“It's a great idea, sirl™

“You see, we'll just show them that we
can carry on, mastérs or no masters,’’ con-
tinued Mr. Stokes genially. ¢ What's more,
I'll ring up the George Tavern, and gect all
the domestic staffs back. They’ll be here
within ten minutes, and before you can say
Jack Robinson supper will be on the go;
and nobody will know there's been any dis<
organisation.”

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Barry!”

“We'll do it, sir!”?

“That sounds jolly encouraging, but arg
vou all with me?’? asked Mr, Stokes., <“I%
you give me your word that you'll quictly
dismiss and go about your wusual business
I shall be the happiest man alive. I know,
can trust you. Now, then, let’s have th#
promise. Just shout the one word—Yes!” ¢

“Yes!”” roared the whole school, in one
solid voice. .
It was nearly enough to lift the roof;
and was followed by a yell of laughter, Mr:
Stokes was still regaining his grip on th
boys—indeed, he had gained such a firm
hold that only an insignificant one or tw
thought of rebelling. The great majorit
were solid. 3
“That’s all right, then,” said Mr. Stokes
as the school subsided into silence. ¢ Bu
half a- tick! Don’t be in a hurry to go
There’s just one other thing I'd like to sa)s
You West House fellows are getting thd
wind up, aren't you? Don’t deny it—I calf
see it in your faces.”
“ Weotre not exactly getting the wind u%
sir ™ shonted Reggie Pitt,  “ But we're wo




We were holding a
parring-out, you know, and if we go back to
our normal habits, we shall be in the cart.”

dering how we stand.

« you think that the heaks will scize
their chance and do just as they like with
vou, eh?”’ asked Mr. Stokes thoughtfully.
" pon’t you believe it! - Let’s have no more
of that barring-out stuff. Trust me!”

« We'll trust you, sir,”> shouted Morrow
warmly. “But I'm notl
trust the governors.”

v I[ear hear!” :

««That’s what we all think, Morrow.”

Mr. Stokes chuckled.

«Then the soomer you get rid of that
idea, the better,” he said. “Look here,

sure that we can

I'm going to ask you to trust me. I'll give |

you my word of honour that everything will
turh out all right. I’ll promise you that
your demands will be met, and that nobody
will be punished. I know I'm not officially
alfle to give that promise, but I ask you to
believe that I'll wangle it.”’

“That’s good enough for me, sir,”
shouted Pitt. *“ We'll take your word, sir.”’
“It’s good enough for me, too!” said

Morrow. ‘“IListen, you West louse chaps}
I'rom this minute we go back to the normal.
‘We'll  trust Barry Stokes to see us
through!” |

“Turrah!”

“Good old Barry!”

Big Hall absolutely shook with the vohime
of the terrific cheers—which were taken up,
not only by the West House fellows, but by
the entire school. |

——— s iy

CHAPTER XI1V.
THE STOKES’ SPIRIT.

¢ URRAH!”
_ “Three cheers for
Barry Stokes!?

“Hip, hip,
hurrah!”’
The fellows were all find-
it necessary to get rid of

their suppressed emotion--and the only way
was to roar. They didn't exactly know. why
they had any suppressed emotion. In some
uncanny tfashion, Mr. Stokes had opened
t’he{r eyes. The most reckless spirits of all
realised, with staggering amazement, what
arrant fools they had been.

[ T . .
‘We won’t let you go, sir!” yelled Pitt,

MMping forward. = “Yowve resigned, but
©re not going to let you leave us!™
Never 1% ,
€« Y
We want Barry Stokes!” somebody

ill“i Was taken up by a score of others, and
'esibs than a minute cvery fellow of the

CHife f{luuse caught it, and Iet it fly. It

Syl rom scores of throats, and developed
O an absolute yell,

[ 1] Xr
We want Barry Stokes!’?

Mrs. Stokes and Mary Summers, standing
in an ante-room behind the platform, simply
hugged one another and wept. There was
something about that thunderous shout
which brought a lump into their throats.
They could scarcely realise that all the
trouble was over. :

Barry himself, standing at the edge of
the platform so carelessly, was merely aware
of the fact that his heart was thumping
madly. He surged with a great and glorious
triumph., But he showed no visible sign.
He could hardly realise it himself.

He held up his hand, and the sounds died
away as though by magic.

“It’s jolly nice of yau, boys, to make me
feel so jolly comfortable,”” he said. < It’'ll
be a wrench 'if I have to go, I can assuyre
you. But theré’s no telling. Perhaps I shall
be lucky——"*"

“You won't!”

Somebody at the back of Big Hall shouted
cut the words in a thick, passionate voice,
All heads were turned, and it was seen that
Guy Sinelair was standing out in the gang-
way, his face flushed with fury.

““Shut up, Sinclair!” roared a
voices. ey

“1 won't!” panted Sinclair. “This man’s
a confcunded fraud! llg¢'s got no authority!
Why are you taking any notice of him?”

A howl of execration went up. -

“You idiots!”’ hooted Sinclair. <Y -can
prove all sorfs of rotten things against
Stokes! And if he thinks he can get me
ount of the llead Prefectship of the West
House, he’s wrong! I'm still—"

But at this moment Sinclair mysteriously
vanished. There was a sort of scuffle near
him, a squeal or two sounded, and thcre was
a commotion near the rear door. Twently
seconds later, a dozen dusty juniors re-
turned, and resumed their places.

Sinclair had been ejected—and leit out-
side, a mere mass of wreckage.

Nobody else thought of interfering. Par-
kin and Kenmore had been on the point of
supporting their Jeader—but they thought
better of it. 'There had been something
very significant in {lre way those juniors
came back,

““ Perhaps I'd better just say a word about
Sinclair,”’> remarked Mr. Stokes, confidenti-
ally. “You mustn’t take any notice of what
he says. You West Ilouse boys can be quite
satisfied that he’s shot his bolt. That’s all
—I don't want to say too much now. But
you'll hear more about it later.”

“He's not coming back into the West
House!”’

‘» Nevert»

“Well, let's hurry up and get something
done,” said Mr. Stokes. “I'll get bugy with
the telephone, and you go round fo your
studies and common-rooms, and. ecarry on
as usual. Is that all right? Good!”’

The schooi dismizsed to the aecompani-
men*: of further c¢heers. Nobody even

hundred



thought of giving way te any further licence.
It was Just as t‘*oug,n all the masters were

present again. mscrplme was fully restored
—law and order were in full possession.

Indeed, two or three of the juniors started
quite an ordinary rag in the Ancient louse
lobby, and they were promptly dropped upon
for making too much noise.  In a subtle, un-
accountable way, the ¢ Stokes’ spirit » had
instilled itself into the very heart of St.
Irank’s. The idea of. rebellionr was not
merely scouted, but simply laughed to scorn.

The normal life- of the school was resumed
on the spot.

Within a quarter of an hour study lights
were gleaming, and the fellows were qettlma
down to the ordinary evening pastimes.
There wasn’t a trace of the former disorder.

In response to DMr. Stokes’ telephone
message the stafis turned up, nervous,
frightened, and wary. They hardly knew
what to expect, and didn’t know whether
they were wise in coming at all.

They received the surprise of their lives.

And when they found everything so peace-

ful, they slipped back into their former
ruts as though nothing untowards had
occurred. In a surprisingly short time

time every House of St. Frank’s was follow-
ing its customary placid course.

- The: West House was perhaps the most
difficult to get back into running order,
for there the rebels had held sway for
several days. But the fellews themselves
turned to and worked with a will, All
sorts of furniture had been used as barri-
cades, and every article was returned fto its
proper place. All traees of the barring-out
were obliterated.

The West House was trusting Mr. Stokes.

It was voluntarily giving up its advan-
tage, and relying upon the word of this dis-
missed Housemaster to see it through.

There was certainly ~ something extra-
ordinary about Barry Stokes.

CHAPTER XV.
SOMETHING LIKE A SHOCK.

ELLTON STATION

B had seldom seen such
activity.

Tule, the

As a
evening train only emitted
a few local shoppers from
Bannington. It was the
through train from London an express as

far as Bannington, but slow afterwards.

On this eventful evening a veritable throng
of well-dressed gentlemen emerged from two
first-class compartments. Thev were grave,
worried-looking gentlemen, too.

The train steamed out, and left them on
the platform. Mr. Spence, the station-
master, fussed up importantly.

He |

immediately recognised Mr. Pagett angd
Mr. Goole, and all the other masters.

“I am thankful you have returned,
gentlemen,” he said breathlessly. “It ig
high time—high time!”

His words were significant.

“What is the latest news?? demanded

Sir John Brent, pushing forward so brus.
quely in his anxiety that he mnearly senf
the stationmaster flying. ¢ Tell me—tell ine
the worst!”

Mr. Spence shook his head.

“I don't know, sir—I don’t know!” he
said. - “X can only tell you that there have
been some appalling happenings. 1 never
dreamed that schoolboys could be so utterly
reckless of law and order.”

“We know that they have broken all
bounds of discipline, but what else?”
asked Mr. Goole quickly. *“There was som,e‘
rumour of a riot in the village—"" :

“Rumour!” echoed the statzonmauter,
“It was the most appalling scene imagins
able. Hundreds of boys, yelling hké
maniacs, spreading destruction wherweg*
tirey went.  Practically every shop wa&
looted and sacked. The village High Stree
looked like a Dbattlefield!’’ 1';*:

dullyg

“Good heavens!” said Sir John
“It is even worse than we feared!” )
- “Terrible—terrible!” muttered Mr. Pagetiy

“ However, there is a little consolation,§
roceeded Mr. Spence, feeling far mof@
important than he had ever felt before. %
am happy to tell you, Gentlemen, that t‘.
boys themselves made amends.”
“Indced!” Sald Sir John, with a trace 6}
hope. ,{‘«e
“When the riol was at its worst, a vag
body of boys swooped down from the schc

and routed the other mob,’’ said th¥
stationmaster. “And, to be perfectH
frank, they performed marvels. In Ile

than an hour the village was restored, ang
all the skhopkeepers are “exceediig gly ﬂratei
In that respect the. boys behmed nob.‘_
Bellton is proud of them.” %
Sir John caught his breath in.
“This is wonderful hearing, indeed!” 1
exclaimed. ‘Perhaps the situation is

so bad as we feared, gentlemen. So hﬁ%
boys themselves restored order? Splendié:
I am immensely grateful for this pwcet?
news!”

“We are all grateful, sir,”’ agreed M
Goole.

The stationmaster shook his head. He hﬂé
rubbed it on, only to smooth it off, and nﬂ‘
he proceeded to rub it on again. i)

“Ah, but you must- not be wg
optimistic!” he said gloomily. *“The late
reporfs are not only alarming, but exc&ﬂd_
ingly grave. At this very moment
whole school may be in flames!”
~“In flames?’ gasped Sir John,
into the night. “I see no glare.
the wood may intervene.”

stariﬁr
And 5’
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¢:1t does intervene,” interrupted Mr.
gpence. “Even if the whole range of build-
ings is ablaze yowll see nothing of it {till
“you get quite close. The wood forms a com-
plete barrier. We have heard that an
enormous bonfire has been established in
the Triangle.” :

“ Great Heaven!’’ said Mr. Goole, aghast.

“They are feeding it with desks and forms
and every conceivable type -of furniture,”
continued Mr. Spence, with apparent relish—
this opportunity of creating a sensation was
too good to be missed. ‘“Then again, there
are many other excesses in progress. It is
rumoured that many of the boys

( "’",//'//'//;/J{///h.
y, 4
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are |

Sir John gruffly. “Come, Mr. Pageti—come,
gentlemen. I am filled with grave fore-
bedings, but it is better to know the
worst!?’

They all hurried out and entered the
waiting cars. They had heard quite enough
to convince them that they would find St.
Frank’s in a state of wild disorganisation.

Mr. Spence had only verified the fears

which Sir John and the masters had felt

all the way down. And it must be recorded
that Mr. Spence had spoken in good faith;
he honestly believed that the situation
was as he had stated. The whole country-
side was alive with the wildest rumours, It

Ry —— 8
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* Look here, you reckless young beggérs 137 exclaimed NMir. Stokes. *f Those
desks cost money ! Put it down before I lcse my temper ! ¥’
One of the boys, who had triumphantly carried a desk up, set it down with a

L

]kill.ed. They have fallen from the roof, they
lave recklessly endangered life and limb,

and—__»

§i gy . : .

; Come!*®  interrupted Sir John Brent
ortly. “This is too terrible! We cannot
‘»iC another moment. Stationmaster, we

;g;edr‘i}"ﬂ}lhed to the garage for cars to he
Y. Are they here?”

utside, sir.” ' |

Ben, man alive, why dg you keep us?’?

Panteq Sir John. o

infolrnﬁss}lmed you would care for the latest

1-.- lation, sir,” said Mr. Spence frigidly.
Jdeed, you asked for it—-" |
1 beg your pardon—I am agitated?’ said

i

skyline,

was universally believed that St. Frank's
was on the verge of the greatest disaster

in its history.

The two. cars were open ones, and Sir
John and the masters scarcely utiered a
word as they passed through the village.
They were not reassured by the normal
anpearance of Bellton, for Mr. Spence had
explained that. Their fears were all centred
on the school now. ‘

Many eyes were kept directed upon the
dreadiul of seeing a Ilurid glare.
But there was nothing unusual at all. At
last the cars turned in abt the gateway.
Sir Jobp, who was now standing up, uttered
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a startled ejaculation. Josh Cuttle, the
- school porter, was standing there, saluting.
“Upon my soul!” ejaculated Sir Johun,

There wasn’'t anything particularly sug-

pestive of revolution in Josh Cuttle’s afti- | —

" fude. Indeed, quite the comntrary. The cars
came to a halt in the middle of the
Triangle. Sir John Brent was still stand-
ing, and he looked round with dazed, dumb-
founded amazement. Mr. Barnaby Goole,
Mr. Pagett, and all the others had no words
to utter. )

Lights were gleaming from almost every
window. There were no sounds of rioting.
An echo of laughter camc from
gymnasium. Two seniors emerged from the
Modern House, glanced at the stationary
cars, and proceeded to walk into the Ancient
House.

In the West House Iobby a group of
juniors were lounging against the notice-

board, discussing something - with quiet
earnestness. And this—this was the House

which had been barred and barricaded!

Sir John Brent actually rubbed his eyes.

“Am—am 1 dreaming?’’ he murmured
huskily. B

“This is startling, indeed!” muttered Mr.
" Goole. “Gentlemen, what does it mean?
Tven the West House is normal. Have we
been deliberately tricked? I have never
been so amazed——-" |

“Wait!’? panted Sir John. _
Tubbs, the Ancient House page, had just
come running up. He touched his cap, and
grinned. -

“Luggage, sir?” he asked briskly.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Sir John.

“Beg pardon, sir?”’

“Boy, is there any rioting here?”

“ Any which, sir?” asked Tubbs, staring.
“Rioting? Not that I know of, sir. The
voung gents are all as usual—- There you
are, sir—there goes .the bell. Bedtime.”’

Exactly the same as usual, although there
wasn't a master in the entire school, the
‘bell was clanging for the juniors to retire.
And while the dumbfounded masters stood
there they saw crowds of boys entering the
lobbhies. = Study lights were
and dormitory lights were switched on.
Processions passed up the stairs.

“This—this is an absolute miracle!” said
Sir John Brent, clutching at the side of
the car. “Gentlemen, I am at a loss. We
expected to find chaos—and we find the
utmost order!”

“And yet—and yet there are no masters
here!”” said Mr. Pagett faintly. “ At lecast,
there are none on duty. What does it
mean? Who—who has brought this amazing
- change about?”

The question was soon answered.

Tenton, of the Sixth, came out of the
Ancient House, and suddenly checked—as
“-though he had ngticed the cars for the

e =i
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the |

switched off, |

first time. He came over to them, and
raised his cap. ‘
““Good evening, sir,” he said politely,
“ Ew.;x;:ning, Mr. Goole! Evening, Mr. Pagett:
“Who—who are you?” asked Sir John,
breathlessly. ' -
“I am Fenton, sir—school captain.”
“ Then—then will you kindly explain how®
this school has been miraculously restored:
to order?” - ; '-
“That's an easy one, sir!” replied Fen:
ton, smiling. “Now you come to mention
it, it certainly is a bhit of a miracle. We've
got to thank Mr. Beverley Stokes.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE MAN WHO TRIUMPHED.

¢ - R. BEVERLEY
STOKES!” echoed
Sir John.

He stared with

-obvious astonishment, and
- Mr. Goole and the others
exchanged™ rapid  glances.

They knew that Mr. Stokes had been the
only man left at St. Frank’s. e
““This is very remarkable, ¥enton,” said
Sir John grimly. “In what way did Mr.
Stokes restore crder? What help did he
have? I assume that he employed some
assistance = o
“XNo, sirt” -
““0Oh, but that’s absurd!” broke in Mr.
Pagett. “You are surely not telling us,
Fenton, that Mr. Stokes subdued the riok
ing single-handed?” |

“Quite ridiculous!” said Mr. Pycraft
sourly.

Fenton grew frigid. i
“Mr. Stokes restored order absolutely

single-handed,” he replied. ‘“He had no
assistance whatever from anybody—not even
from the small group of boys who were loyal
to discipline. We, indeed, are the most
surprised people of all.” ;%

“But how?” demanded Sir John. «In
Ileaven’s name, how was this thing done?

“I can't answer you, sir—simply because
I don’t know,” replied TFenton gravely.

““When everything was looming its blackes!

—when a huge bonfire was burning almost

on this spot, and the spirit of revolutiol

was growing, Mr. Stokes just walked rount

the school.” _
“VWell?”

- “He talked to the fellows quietly, sib
joked with them, and—-"

“Joked with them!” echoed Mr. Goole:

“Yes, sir,” said TFenton quietly. “ gt
went round casually, -and treated the whtﬂt:
affair as though it were a trifle. It's &
greatest mystery imaginable! But, as trtt
as I'm standing here, in les§ than fiftee’
minutes evervbody in the school had €9
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jected in Big Hall, and the rioting was a
memory.” '

i Very singular!” murmured Sir John.
#Very singular, indeed!” :
“1 can’t attempt to explain it, sir,”
went on Fenton, waxing enthusiastic. “But

My, Stokes stepped into the breach with the
most amazing success. He imbusd the whole
school with the- spirit of discipline. Within
half an hour he was being cheered to the
ccho—and when he asked the fellows to go
about their normal habits, they agreed on
the spot. That’s why you find the school
ag it is. In my opinion, sir, Mr. Stokes
has saved St. Frank’s from sheer disaster.”

“And he positively did this single-
handed?”

“ Positively, sir!”

““ Then it i1s more than I can comprehend,”
declared Sir John.-

“I'm not surprised to hear that, sir,”
smiled Fenton. “We were on the spot—
we saw it with our own eyes—and yet we
can’t comprehend it. I can only suppose
that Mr. Stokes possesses a magnetic in-
fluence over his {fellows. Honestly, sir, I
felt dazed. It was the most marvelious
thing I’ve ever seen.” "G

“Thank you, Fenton. I am glad we had
this little chat in private,” said Sir John.
“By the way, have you seen anything of
Mr. Lee or Mr, Stockdale?”

“They both returned about ten minutes
ago, sir, and, I understand, have gone to
the Head’s house.”

“1 am indebted to you, Fenton,” said
Sir John. “Come, gentlemen, we will go

to the Headmaster’s house at once.”

The cars were dismissed, and -all the
- Mmasters accompanied Sir John to the
Head’s study. Not one of them felt anxious
to return to his own quarters yet. They
wanted to see Mr. Stokes—the man who
had trinmphed.

They entered the Head’s house—being ad-
mitted by Phipps. And as they walked into

the study, Mr. Beverley Stokes rose to his

feet. He had been talking with Nelson Lee
and Mr. Stockdale. He bowed.
.~ Good-evening, Sir John,’’ he said quietly.
have already relinquished the reins
to Mr., Lee. 1 realise, of course, that I
had no authority to assume control of the
sthool, hut I did so in the best interests of
Al concerned.” - '
_ _;\Ir. Stokes, what can I say to express
Iy admiration for your amazing achieve-
;“?nt?” asked Sir John bluntly. ¢ Upon
My word, sir, it’s absolutely wonderful! I
-Ongratulate you heartily.”
aqpiBank you, Sir Johm,” said Mr. Stokes.
mgil?e is just one thing 1 would like to
M‘:‘l lon.  You’ll find the West House quite
-0‘}11&}. The barring-out is ended, and {ihe
VFS are obedient to discipline.”

ft'Th - ‘ i {
Othepigt is even more staggering than the

i :
mﬁ_}_;{hﬂ‘revolt is quelled, Sir John, but 1
"Mt ihe boys a certain promise,” ¢on-

tinued Mr. Stokes. < They have relinquished
their advantage upon my word of honour
that a full inquiry will.be undertaken. I
can only hope that you will honour thas
gromise of mine, and keep faith with ihe
0¥s.”

~“Under the circumstances, Mr. Stokes,
you were undoubtedly justified in giving your
word,” declared Sir John heartily. “Yes,
ves, of course! There will be a very Ifull
inquiry—a very complete inquiry.”

He was so relieved—so overjoyed to find
the school at peace that he was ready
enough {fo promise anything. And there
was something about Mr. Beverley Stokes
that impressed him  deeply—something
that positively gripped him.

During that recent interview-—when 3Mr.
Stokes had given such an unsatisfactory
account of the control of his House—he had
left no such impression upon Sir John.

In some subtle way, the man was changed.
The power which he had exercised over
the boys was apparent still. Sir John felt
it within bhim. :

“Thank you, Sir John,” said ¥r, Stokes
confidently. ¢ Since yon have promised =2
full inquiry, then the boys have nothing io
fear—for I can assure you that you wiil
consider them fully justified in the action
they took. Good-night, sir!” -

“Er—good-night, Mr. Stokes,” said Sir
John, extending his hand. ¢ Good-night,
sir! And thank you with all my heait
and soul for what you have done. Rest
assured that you have not heard the last
of this.”

Mr. Stokes bowed, and departed.

“Mr. Lee, what does it mean?” burst oul
the Chairman of the Governors.

“It’s no good asking me, Sir John,” said
Nelson Lee, smiling. “I can only tell you
that Mr. Stokes is a man with an uncanny
influence over boys. I hope you will recon-
sider your decision regarding his resignation.
St. Frank’s would siuffer an irretrievable
loss if he were to go.”

“I am sure we all feel that, sir,” ile-
clared Mr. Goole.
- “0Oh, absolutely!” put in Mr. Pagett.

«“ After what has happened it -would be a
tragedy to lose him.”

“ And this—and this is the man we asked
to resign becauze he could not <control,
boys!” ejaculated Sir John slowly. ‘ Bless
my soul! What a remarkable conflict of
judgment! Obviously, we were wrong. The
man is a genius.”

“You have hit upon the right word, sir!”
put in Mr. Stockdale heartily. ¢ Indeed, Mr.
Lee and I arrived at the same concluzion.
Nobody but a genius could have accom-
plished the apparently impossible as Ar.
Stokes has done. We came here expecting
to find havoe, and we find peace. For .ihis
achievement alone, Mr. Stokes deserves un-
dving fame.”

““Needless to say, M
instated from this
John, .

Stokes is re-
moment,” declared =it
“I fear our former inquiry was too



This time we

superficial—too inadequate.
shall get to the bottom of the whole affair.”
- And while the masters were returning to

their various Houses, filled with heartfelt

relief, Guy Sinclair was gloating over a
parcel in the privacy of & bed-room. It

had arrived that very evening—in the midst
of the disorders. Naturally, it had been
delayed, and had not been actually delivered
until bed-time. . -

Sinclair was overjoyed. That parcel was
from a friend of his—a young gentleman
named Charteris, whom he had accompanied
that eventful New Year’'s Eve into the
notorious night club.

“A hundred!” breathed Sinclair. *Gad,
I'll have him now!”

ile was examining the contents of the

e e ]

which Charteris had taken in the Smugglers®
Lair—showing M, Stokes in the fu,]l ﬂlau,
of the flashlight, engaged in an :1pparentiy
drunken brawl,

“He's bound to curry favour with the
Governors now!” muttéred Sinclair. < He'll
get his job back, if he can! Well, I'm
ready for him! I’]] have such a revenge
that he’ll wish he'd never been born!”

“And Guy Sinclair sat on his bed, dreams
ing of the way in which he would tear Mr,
Beverley Stokes’ reputation ‘to shreds.
matter what the
the affair went—~the Housemaster

No
inquiry—no matter how.
of the

West House would never be able to outlive
the scandal which Sinclair would ﬂood upon.

the startled school!

T o o P R

parcel—a hundred puox,orrr{aphq_ﬂl the same The rebellion was over—bui the elimarc,‘
print. They were taken from that snapshot | had not yet been reached. :
THE END,
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¢  Grand concluding story of the Great Barring- |
Out series, describing the vindication of Mr.
Stokes and how Guy Sinclair gets his deserts.

AT T

“CAREERS

ANOTHER IMPORTANT

FOR

dealing with

ARTICLE ON

R e L o ) W7y

e g AR, e T.t# oret
=t T S T Rl M e o ey

BOYS” |
| THE BUILDING TRADES.

| Long, exciting instaiment of Mr. Sidney Drew S
3 brilliant new serial :

“THE CALCROFT CASE!”



FOR NEW READERS,
TINKER, the brilliant young assistant of

the world-famous  detective, SEXTON
BLAKE, pays a surprise visit to Caleroft,
his old school, and meets some of his former
school chums. During 2 motor-cycle spin with

a fellow named Bindley, Tinker witnesses |

a motor-car smash, the driver having heen

killed by revolver-shots fired from a hedge

by some unknown assailant. The police are

called, and Tinker and Bindley make a state-

ment of what they saw. :
(Now read on.)

CHAPTER V.
TINKER STARTLES THE INSPECTOR OF POLICE.

N excited discussion followed the
withdrawal of the police-sergeant,
and Fane, Pye, and Manners bom-

_ barded Tinker and Bindley with
questions which Bindley was unable to
answer, and Tinker was not inclined to
answer if he could have done so.

“But you and your guv'nor are sure to
take % up, aren’t, you?” sald Pye. “If
there’s any real mysfery about the murder,
these_ loeal police, especially the detectives
and inspector, are bound to bungle it. 1'd
sooner trust our own particular copper, old
. lagg, but as he’s only a village constable,
fgf‘b Il never gi%: him a chance. If they
L ozle it, as they’re bound to, you’ll be in

ik
¢h You dear old fathead, you're talking
ATough the crown of your hat,” said Tinker.
tim;m'gqn’t_ seem to understand our posi-

e Ihis isn't the guv’'nor’s shout at all
cer nif_;e, if the loca}l police foozle it, they’ll
land Yf')r‘_help to Scotland Yard, and Scot-
Bier ‘”EI will send along one of their best

- My guv'nor hasn’$ anything in- the

Another Clever Story of Sexzton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
Calcroft School. '

By
SIDNEY DREW

e

' wide world to do with the police excep’

when they’re badly - tangled up, and then
they often come along to us for assistance.
We're a private firm absolutely. This stunt
has nothing at all to do with us.”

“But you could take it up on your own,
couldn’t you, Tinker?”

““Who’s going to pay us? If we started
doing that we’d be kept busy without get-
ting very fat. When it’s something really
puzzling - and baffling, the guv’nor does butd
m out of sheer love of the game, and drops
pots of monéy over 'it, but he generally
gets there. I'm a bit like that, too, but
.unless we're specially commissioned, we¢
leave ordinary cases to the police, for it's

~their job, and they’re paid for doing it,”

“J1 joily well hope this isn't an ordinary
case, for I’d just love to see you on the trail,
Tink, my old sleuth,” said Fane. ‘

““ Somebody else at the door,”
Mannpers. “Come in!” .

It was Sergeant Siler again, 3till smiling
blandly, and not at all excited, though a
murder in such a law-abiding district ought
to have excited him tremendously. Little
Beilby was still buzzing about, but some
interesting item on the wireless kept most
of Mr. Pycroit’s juniors in the Rag, and
the sergeant’s . visit had passed aluiost un-
noticed.

“VWill Mr. Hasland kindly step down to
Mr. Pycroft’s room?” gaid Sergeant Siler.

*Then you don’t™ want me?’” asked
Bindley.

“Not at present, sir. Mr. Pycroft sends
compliments to Mr. Hasland, and will Ar.
Hasland be good enough 1o step down.
Allow me, sir! :

“Q0Oh, drat Mr.
under his breath. :

He knew that Mr. Pycroft had given him
away, for the sergeant held open ihe door
for him, and raised his gioved hand to the

sald

Pycroft!” growled Tinker, -
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Mr. Pycroft .

peak of hLis cap as he went out. ‘
was indulging in a eigar, and the inzpector
of police was just lighting one. _

‘“Qo this is the celebrated Mr. Tinker!”

said the inspector. ¢ Quite delighted to

meet you.” ;

¢Y thought it wiser to tell the inspector,”
said Mr. Pycroft. “l—er—saw no reason
why I should ot do so. As a matter of
fact, when the sergeant mentioned one of my
boys by the name of Hasland, I was—hum!
—for the moment quite at sea. Memory,
however, reasserted itself, and I recalled—
er—that it Good gracious! What a
ghastly affair to take place so near the
school! Terrible! Terrible! And you wit-
nessed it—er—my dear boy?”’

“J1'd like Mr. Tinker to tell us exactly
what he did witness,”” said the inspector.
“] am sure he will give a most useful
account.”

The sergeant took out hLis notebook and
bit his pencil. To give him a fair chance,
Tinker spoke slowly and clearly.

“ At about thirteen minutes past eight,™
he said, “I was within three hundred and
ten yards of the avenue gate. I had run
out of petrol, and Bindley was helping me
to push my motor-cycle. My batteries had
run down, and the lamps were nearly out.
We were keeping to the left of the road.

“I saw a car approaching slowly, probably
at eight miles an hour, and was about to
sound my horn, for it was very dark, when
I heard three revolver shots. I saw no
flashes. At that moment would be almost
opposite .the avenue gate. The car acceler-
ated, skidded, made a complete circle till it
was facing us again, and then plunged for-
ward, straight at us. Bindley shouted, ‘ Up

the bank, Tinker! Somebody has gone
mad! and we. dashed across and scrambled
up.’”

“Serambled up,” said the sergeant. * Yes,
I've got that.. Just a little slower, sir, if
you don’'t mind.” ]

“The car swerved again, just missing the
cyele, swung to the left again, and hit the
tefegraph-pole, and turned over. That was
exactly at fifteen minutes past eight.”

““ Amazing,”” said Mr. Pycroft. guazing
admiringly at Tinker through his spectacles.
4 What—er—what an  astounding memory
for detail.” -

“If it's frue,” muttered the inspector.
““The sergeant’s caught up with you, sir”
he said aloud, *“but don’t let me hurry
)'OU.”

“We Lkept quiet for a few seconds.,”
Tinker continued, “and then Bindley said:
“Gee! llere's a mess. Three punctures
the poor beggar had all in a minute. 1
wonder if he’s dead!” Then I knew that
Bindley didn’t know the dilference between
the report of a revolver and the noise made
by a bursting tyre. I told him to keep
away, and went to the side-car for my flash-
lamp, and saw a man lying on his back
in the road. e was quite warm, but stone

dead.

e R

“He Lad not been thrown out very heavily,

for he was only a yard from the car, and,
he had not fallen on his head, for he was

still wearing a grey velour hat and the
crown was uncrushed. lle was bleeding from
a wound. in the left temple, caused by a
bullet. I covered him with my mackintosh,
and used my flash-lamp to take a quick look
at the car, a Doyle-Ranel two-seater, painted
dark blue. Though it had been raining
heavily, the hood was down.

it Skt R M b L

The near-side

front wheel had been wrenched off, and was -

embedded in the hedge.
through it four inches from the left edge
and seven inches from the top. A little to
the right of the centre the wind-screen was
spattered with blood.

“I did not notice the state of the tyre
embedded in the hedge, but the other three
were unpunctured. Bindley was still on the
bank. asked me if the man was knocked out,
and I told him he was stone dead. Bindley
did not see the body, though he came close
up to it. I told him to go to the garage
in the Barren Tor road, and telephone to
the police. When the man Horrick came
from the garage, I gave him my name and
left him in charge. At the avenue gate I

waited for Bindley, and we came back
together.” ,

~ “Read that over, Siler,” said the
inspector,

The sergeant obeyed.

““ Excellent, my, dear Tinker,” said Mr.

Pycroft. < I'ull, yet splendidly concise. It
shows. the—er—trained mind. which is a
ravity in youth. I am afraid poor Bindley's
effort will fall lamentably short of that.”

“I don’t see why Bindley should be
wanted at all, sir,” saild Tinker. “If he
doesn’t know the difference between the pop
of a tyre and the bang of a revolver, what’s
the good of dragging him into .a coroner’s
court. and perhaps to a murder trial later
on. That’s one reason why I didn’t let him
see the Dbody. Bindiey has absolutely
nothing to tell except that he heard three
bangs and saw what the car did. I’ve told
vou what I saw, though I needn’t have said
a word. Do you want me to sign it, inspee-
tor?”

The inspector. who was a tall, sallow-faced
man, with a grey, toothbrush moustache,
exzmined the band on his cigar,

“Ye’re not greatly interested in the coro-
ner’'s court, Mr. Tinker,” he said. *“Of
course, I'm very much obliged to you for
vour very lucid statement, and I quite agree
with what Mr. Pyecroft has said about it.
I have no doubt it iz perfectly accurate,
even to the time yvou mentioned, though it
iz a bit surprising to slow people like our-
sclves that you should have got it to the
exact minute.”

“‘ Thirteen minutes past eight, sir,
prompted the serzeant, glancing at his note-
book. “ Fifteen minutes past when the cafl
tarned over.””

y 3

The wind-screen
was badly cracked, and a bullet had passed.
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«T've allowed two minutes,” said Tinker.
¢ The telegraph wires wcre still twanging

when I heard the school clock strike the
narter.” . ' .
«1 guite understand that you need give

iage police mno information,” said the

inspector, *“and it is quite possible that you
understand little things Jike that belter
than I do. Silly to look a gift horse in
the mouth, isn’t 14?7’
“What's wrong with it?” .
“Wwell, sir, the only complaint I have
against it is that it ends so abruptly.”

“The inspector wants me to fill in the
gap between the time Bindley left me and
the man from the garage arrived, sir,’’ he
said, v '

“Now you're talking,” said the inspector.
“They’ll ask you that at the inquest, won't
they?”

“It depends on the sort of coroner you've
got. I didn’t touch anything.”’ =

“Then you did search the body?’ de-
manded the inspector. “ You wanted to zee

| what the man had about him?”

‘ s

T

Impelled by Tinker’s strong arm, Master Beilby, who had been listening

with

one ear glued to the keyhole, went reeling across the carpet, and would

have dived into the fire-piace except for Sergeant Siler’s restraining grasp.

: Wlen the man Horrick came from the
‘13‘3“15-36, I gave him my name, and left him
tn Ch%”‘é;‘t‘,’ ” read Sergeant Siler, in response
“? s chief’s nod. “‘ At the avenue gate I

a.{teﬂ,f‘” Bindley, and we came back to-

g“i“*ﬂ'- That how's the statement ends;’
o To me,” remarked Mr. Pycroft, * the

fmination scems perfectly suitable and—

e.'—-—. - g -

“I—ratural. Where is the abruptness,
II]SpectDr?n iy

It was no mystery to Tinker what the

il 3 oy N . . = ¥
“.1"’1)“”01 was driving at and what he
anted to know, -

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Mr. Pycrdft,
Tinker nodded.

as _
“Of course, I had no right to, for it was

no business of mine,”” went on Tinker.
“Just force of habit. He was the wrong
man.” -

The inspector coughed. Mr. Pycroft took
off his eyveglasses and wiped them, and the
sergeant bit the top of his pencil.

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the House.
master again., “What a hideous—hum—

suggestion!”?
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“JIt's a statement, sir, not a suggestion,”
said Tinker. “I agree that it’s a bit
hideous, for it means that some assassin
or assassins were lying in wait fo commit
murder near tire bottom of the Barren Tor
road. They must have seen Bindley and
myself as we rushed up the bank, for the
Il“hta of the car were full on, and oniy
went out when she turned over, and that's
why they didn’t come to look
victim. Have I startled you, inspector?"'

“Very much; but 1 think you're a lot
ofi the mark “hen you surmest that they
shot the wrong man. Thdt does startle
me.”

“Thken I think I'll say
send Bindley down to you. Perhaps it was
the right man, and then it’s easy.”’

Tinker turned to the door, opened it
suddenly and unexpectedly, and made a
swift clutch. A terrified squeal rent the
silence of Mr. Pycroft’s private roou.
Iwmpelled by Tinker's strong arm, DMaster
Beilby, who had been listening with one
ear glued to the keyhole, went reeling
across the carpet, and would have dived
into the fireplace except for Sergeant Siler’s
restraining grasp.

“What is the
What are you doing here?”
Pycroft.

“ No-nothing.

good-night, and

meaning of this, Beilby?
demanded Mr.

Only I'm nearly throttled,

sir!” whimpered Beilby. *“I1—1 was just
gug-going to knock, sir, and ask jyou if
vou'd like to look at a fun-funny book I

pought in Caleroft, sir, when that ugly
I)]”‘”‘——"“"

*Go away!” thundered Mr.
. away, and keep away!”

The sergeant helped Beilby out with a
push. He swerved round_ Tinker and went
up the staircase like a kangaroo.

“Yah! Beast!” he said, grinning down
at Tinker over the banisters. *“If you find
the tyres of that rotten motor-bike of yours
full of nails to-morrow it will jolly well
serve you right, and teach you to keep your

dirty paws off a gentleman!”’

Pyeroft. “Go

Then Beilby took to his heels again,
bursting with news, and rushed into the
Rag.

“Ii, Kkids,” he yclled, “there’s been a
murder, a horrible murder. Do shut up
your row, and listen. There's been a

murder, I tell you!”

Be:lbv handled the truth so carelessly at
times that no one believed him. Instead
of believing him, they threw him out, for
he had no friends at all. In spite of this,
though he occasionally met with reverses, he
got on very well indeed.

“One moment, Mr., Tinker,”" said the
inspector’s voice,

“Two if you like,” said Tinker.

“1 gather that you don't wish your

voung friend Bindley to have to appear as
witness? That is also Mr. Pycroft's wish—

at their

to keep the school out of it. The body s
lving in the constable’s cottage, and I am?
going down there now to mect the polices
surgeon and our detective. As you've mad
this extraordinury statemnent, why refuse t
teli me more? It will save us drafting g
lot of questions to be put to you at the
inquest.”

“If I refused to tell you any more, it’s
the first I've heard of it,” said Tinker. *
don't think the man me where he was, and"
was going slow to find out. He came across’
Calcroft Green, not down the Barren Tor/
road. You know what- was in his pockets)
as well as 1 do, a few betting slips, soma:
Treasury notcs, a race-card, a cheap watch;

and a bill, paid, for a pair of boots. The
boots were new, and so was his hat. The

raincoat he was wearing was sizes too large
for him, and his trousers were splashed with
mud up to the knees.”’ ]

“We noticed all that.”

“And no mud on his boots, which are
brand new,” said Tinker, “bought in a shop
at Aperlinz only a few hours ago, like the
hat, though I didn’t find the bill. I didn't
have much time, but it was enough to
form an opinion, and I give it you for
what it’'s worth, as you're going to cut
Bindley out of it. There was a race-meet-
ing at Kloringdon this afternoon.”

The inspector nodded.

“Now I know what you're going to tell
me,” he said, “and it's a very ingenious
theory; but please go on.”

“If I'm wrong it won’t be very difficult
for you to prove it,” said Tinker. *“My
opinion is that the man was making a book
at the races, and that the luck was against
him, for even bookmakers don’t always have
it all their own way. Finding that he
couldn’t pay out, he welshed the backers
and was chased, and had to throw away his
hag, hat, and coat. IIe escaped by jumping
into that car and driving off. At Aperling
he bought a pair of boots to replace his
xr'uddv ones, and a new hat. The coat he:
had found in the car came down nearly 1p
his ‘heels, and covered up his muddy
trousers, but after so much rain the raee
course must have been like a swamp, apd

the condition of his boots would have
attracted attention, as would the fact that
he wore no hat.

“My idea is that he was making fof
London, and was afraid that the police
would have received the number and

description of the stolen car, and would be
watching for it. As the danger would D¢
ﬁreateﬁt on the main road, e turned

and lost his way. It’s my firm belief that
when I saw his headlamps he was slowing
down to look for a signpost, and find oub
where he was. That's. as far as I care t0
so, inspector, so I leave the rest to you.”’
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The inspector had let his ecigar go out.
Pe struck a mateh and relighted it, and
then shrngged his sheculders. . ‘

«1'm much obliged to you,” he said.
«3Ir. Sexton Blake has nothing to be
ashamed of in his pupil. You asked if you
had startied me, and you have startled me,
more than you think perhaps. 1;’]] test ‘your
theory at once, Mr. Tinker, You'll go no
farther, then?” !

“«I'm through,”’
your promise ahout Bindley.
about Llhe wrong man business,
0.K., then?”

#0h, yesl” ; ,

Leaving .ithe Inspector turning over the
pages of the telephone-book, Tinker mounted
the staircase whistling a tune. The noise in
the Rag sounded like half a dozen dog-fights,
and the study was not quite as silent as
a tomb at midnight. Fane, Pye, Bindley,
and Manners were exercising their youthful
voices. They were pointing at Wilberforce
Stott, who in his kind way had come in
to help to wash up the supper-things, and
chanting:

said Tinker. “I've got
Take no notice
Bindley’s

"Qtott's spots are great green Dlots,
Great green blots, great green blots.
‘So break the news to mother, |
Break the news to mother,

So break the news {o mo-o-ther,
That soap won’t wash ’em out?’

CHAPTER VI
BEILBY'S NIGHT- OUT.

HEN the dormitory-bell rang
Tinker remembered that his bag
was still in the side-car unless

‘ someone had borrowed it, and he
went down to get it. The inspector and
Sergeant Siler had gone. The night, though
damp and dark, was quite warm, and Mr,
P_yqro_ft-, MLA., was standing in the poreh,
*L__l}'lng to iake up his mind whether to
:~.1t down and read or step across and spend
an  hour with his friend Mr. Chules, the
d"f}“’mg-ln:lster, before going to bed.

_ you are going—er—out, Tinker,” he

Sald, ““we Jock up promptly at eleven, as

YOu may not have forgotten.”

co]llm 01}[3,—' going  as far as the shed to
et my pyjamas and tooth-brush, sir,”

“Oh, I sce? said Mr. Pyecroft,

- tB!r' the way, did the inspector tell you

‘l& I had told him, sir?» -

“Oh; yes, as i g3 eatly i
Pressed,* T wish they woald Lo ki oo
to Keep these 1 o ToRa, (g Sy, EHOuE)
of the }.1(:?53 1?‘;11.013 away irom us. One
-_ comr)m-“l]' aifalrs that have been only
""“39'“aln:mf]w in the newspapers of late, a
who gy . cud. A fraudulent bookmaker
o, Jad attempted to cheat some of his—

i o’clock,

Bl  rom . :
Wietohe Was  going to say some of his
*d dupes, but a dupe would searcely !

have thought of such a. hideous revenge.
It i1s monstrous that in a country that—ha!
—boasts of its civilisation such blood-thirsty
scoundrels shouid be at liberty.” - '

“1 quite agree with you, sir,”” said Tinker,
suppressing a slight start. ** When - the
gangs are at loggerheads and at each others’
throats it doesn’t matter so much. The
danger will come when they make the peace,
for they all live by preying on the public,
and they're almost too busy for that when
these scraps are on.” ‘

While Tinker was getting his bag he ueard
Mr. Pycroft’s boots go crunching across the
gravel, The Housemaster had left the door
wide open and the light shone from the
hall, Suddenly a boy appeared on the steps,
and peered about cautiously, and Tinker
recognised Beilby. Having made sure that
the coast was clear, Beilby put on a mackin-
tosh, turned his cap inside-out to hide the
school-badge, put it on his head, and ran
towards the gate.! '

“ Rubber sokes and all complete,” thought
Tinker. “I wonder where that little ras-al
is off to at this hour of the night.”

Tinker was not greatly interested in the
doings of Beilby. From what Mr. Pycroft
had said, the police-inspector had not only
accepted Tinker’s only theory as to: the
identity of the murdered man, but had
added his own theory to it as to the reason
for the murder, , e

“I expect the Floringdon police told him

{ on the ’phone that there had been a case

of welshing at the races, and that ihe
welsher had got away in a stolen car,”® he
thought. <« As the last race was at five
even if he had waited for if, he
must have dawdled along pretty slowly to
take three hours to reach the avenue gates.
The inspector’s notion is that he was fol-
lowed by some of the racecoursé boys in
another car, who got on his track, pulled
ahead of him, and ambushed him. Well, it
might have happened, for when those brutes
have a grudge against a man, they -don’t
hesitate at murder.” '

Hearing a faint murmur of voices, Tinker
went as far as the gate. In 1" . gloom cf
the elm avenue a light was bobbing about.
He guessed that it was the police search-
ing for the wheel-marks of the car which
had conveyed the murderers to, or close to,
the scene of the ambush, and in which
they had made their escape after the crime.

As only a driver who knew the ins and
outs of the district thoroughly would have
dreamed of using the private road, they
seemed to be wasting rtheir time. Tinker
was sick and tired of the whole affair; so
he turned back to the house, and went up-
stairs.

“Is this my little cot?’’ he wiked, as he
dumped down his bag.

‘““No, that’s where that little hog Beilby

does his snoring, old man,” caid Pye.
““There’s your snoozing huteh :clonzside
nm:ne.,”

(Continued on page 39.)



CAREERS

— By A. C. HORTH —

FOR BOYS
OF A CAREER

THE CHOICE OF A CAREER.

ANY boys give little, if any,
serious thought to the choice of
their future career, and either of
their own free will or througn

the influence of others, are apt to take
any suitable opening that will enable them
to begin to earn money. In some cases
this haphazard method happens to be suc-
cessful, but in a large number, the boy
d!acoxers, when it is too late to change,
that his occupation is not congenial. The
selection of a profession or ,trade is often
based on few facts and with very little
knowledge of the actual work to be done
or the opportunities there are for advance-
ment. Actual fitness for the work, either
from. the physical or mental aspect, is not
sufficiently considered, and the result is
that boys allow themselves to drift into

occupations for which they are not adapted. |

PURPOSE OF THESE ARTICLES.

The purpose of these articles is to help
boys in their choice of a career, by placing
before them particulars of all the ordinary

trades and professions; by explaining the
kind of work, thc preliminary training
required, if any; and. by indicating the
opportunities for advancement and the
necessary studies required to attain pro-
ficiency.

GENERAL CONSIDERATIONS.

There are several standards by which «
trade or profession can be 1udﬂred the more
-important being remuncmtlon Or wages;
health, safety and climatic conditions; full
season or short season, and the time and
expense of training. Of these, the rate of
pay is nearly always given prominence by
those who are responsible for placing a boy
in a situation, but it is not considered
such an important item by boys who them-
selves choose their future occupation. As
a general rule, it can be stated that highly-
“skilled work, requiring a long training,
begins with a low wage and gradually im-
proves; semi-skilled work has a higher
commencing wage, but is generally consider-
ably lower than any payment for skilled
work; unskilled work provides, as a rule,
higher initial wages than either skilled or
semi-skilled labour, but there is little
advance. If possible, the initial wages
should not be considered, but what should
be borne in mind, is the position that can
be attained when full adult age has
arrived, 3

.| opportunities in the building

- INFLUENCE OF LOCALITY.

Apart from the influence of wages in the
selection of a career, other conditions may
be brought into consideration, one of the
most common being that of locality. It is
quite possible that a boy living in a. dis-
trict in which only one or two forms of
manufacture are carried on, will be neces-
sarily limited in his choice, but it usually
happens that the inclinations of a boy
placed in such a position tend towards
some branch of the work which is familiar
to him or in which some of his relatives or
friends are engaged in. It may be neces-
sary for the boy, when he has finished his
training, to travel further afield to obtain
the advancement he wishes for, but by that
time he will have reached years of dis
cretion, and be able to decide for himself,

ABILITY AND INCLINATICN.

What is actually the most important con-
sideration, and one that should be con-
sidered before everything else, is ability or
adaptability. Inclination stands for some-
thing, but a sure knowledge of the posses-
sion of the ability to do a particular job
is more important. Decause one boy shows
a certain aptitude for working out mathe
matical calculations, it does not follow that
he 1is pre-eminently fitted to Dbe an
accountant, or that the boy . who s
especially keen on woodwork should neces
sarily become a carpenter, Joiner, oI
cabinet-maker; the first boy is more likelf
to make a good craftsman if his inelina
tions lie that way, than an accountant
however clever he is at calculations.

GOOD OPPORTUNITIES FOR o
THE TRAINED MANYAL WORKEFR:

Unskilled labour is ‘in less demand and
the tendency is towards its elimination, bui
science and invention, while decreasing the
demand for unskllleri workers, are adding
new occupations and finding places for nev
workers every day. The box of to-day wht
takes full ‘1(1\{[1112{1“&, of the education?
facilities that are oftered him, is in a pfl‘“
tion to do well for himself, prov:dma that
hs enters on a career that is suitable Y
his particular abilities, and every bo}
before arriving at the age of fourtee®
owght to have a good idea as to the kin
of work he is capable of.

NEXT ARTICLE: A general survey of th’
trades.
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BTEEIR

« THE CALCROFT CASE”
(Continued from page 37.)

« Any chance of & dormitory-raid frem
the other side of the passager” asked Tinker.

Fane yawned. A :

“mThey don’t happen, Jack,” he answered.
iwe've given ‘em up. Nothing ever does
happen. We've larruped the crowd im the
other dormitory till they ean’t raise a Kick.

you remember that Greek guy Alexander

who conquered the giddy earth, and then
cat down and grizzled because there wasn’f
another earth to conquer. That's how we
feel, only we dow’t grizzle, We've got ’em
all, tame.” ) . ‘

« And, really, Fane,” said Wilberforce
Stott, *‘I consider that an ‘ideal condition
of affairs. Dormitory raids are brutal. In
the last one I was struck in the face with
a pillow or a bolster with terrific violence. 1
would not have cared so much had it been
the ordinary pillow or bolster stuffed with
feathers, though they can administer . quite
a stunning blow, but I am sure the boy who
struck me so eruelly in the  darkness had

concealed a boot in the pillow-slip. My nose

bled for quite a long time.”

«“M'yes! I remember,” said Manners.
“We couldn’t find a door-key, so we put
the study poker down your backs And, for
the love of Mike, don’t let me see your face
last thing before I get into bed, or 1 shall
dream of green spots.”
- Harker, the prefect on duty, came down
the passage, yvawning, and looked in. He
had a Jong, brass key in his hand for switch-
ing the electric light off and on, for had the
switch been an ordinary one which the
juniors could manipulate, the expenditure cf
electric current would have been enormous.
The Sixth-Form boy looked lazily up and
gggm the dormitory, and missed the empty
:‘ All snug?” he asked.
. “Just joyous, old dear,” said Bindley:
but don’t cut the juice off ‘for a second,
Or our pal Wilberforce Stott wants to

count how many green spots he has on |

his dial, and make a note of them. He's

—

afraid somebody will crawl out of bed and
sneak a few in the night.” -

““What has the kid been doizg to his
face, then?» asked Harker, ?

‘““He tried washing it for a change, and
the wet water turned it mildewy,” said
Fane. *“And, I say, Harker, pull both win-
dows down a little at the top, and don’t
forget to turn the cat out, and put two lumps
of sugar in my early tea when you bring
it, and warm my slippers; and do be care-
ful how you crease my grey trousers, or I
shud}E really have to sack you and get another
valet!”

Harker used the key, and darkness came,

¢“0Oh, Harker, dear boy!”’ said the- voice
of Manners.

‘““ What’s the matter now?” asked the pre-
fect, pausing.

“Just as a favour, you know, you might
tell your mother to put a little more starch
in my collars,” said Manners.  “1I don’t like
‘’em too stitf, but when she sends ‘em bac]
like hits of chewed tape, it’s about time we
got another laundress.”’ ,

There were a few sniggers as Harker
snorted and went away. . ;

‘¢ Was it raining when you came in, Jack?”?
Fane inquired, as he nestled down,

“No, it seems to have passed over,”
answered - Tinker. “Jolly dark, but quite
warm.”

“Well, if you wake up and fancy you
hear forty million wireless-sets howling af
once, don’t go- off the deep-end, for it will
only be the housekeeper’s cat singing a few,”
said Fane. ‘“He’s been in grand form lately,
has Cornelius the cat. By-ce!? ‘

“By-ee!” ; :

Not a word had been said -about the
murder. Tinker and his four chums had
agreed not to discuss the gruesome affair,
and most of the other juniors knew nothing
about it. As he closed . his eyes, Tinker re-
membered Beilby, whose cot was still un-
tenanted. He knew that Beilby was not
renowned for his courage, and at Caleroft
it was a serious offence to be absent after
lights-out without special permission.

(Another long instalment of this absorbing
narrative next week.)
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fills_-in Section C, crosses out Sections A

forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronge
medal. There is nothing to prevent -you
from sending in- forms for two or Mot
new readers at once, provided the forins ar¢
taken from the latest issue of the TBE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time when the
forms are sent in,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify fof
the silver or gold medals can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filbos
in Section B, which has been revised i
this purpose. Every introduction the!
maké will be credited to them, so thd
when. the League reaches the requiret
number of members, they can exchan&
their. bronze medal for a silver or gold-o0n¢
acgerding+“to the number of introductiol
with”which they are credited.

‘These Application Forms can be poste!
for id., providing the envelope is not seal¢®
and no letter is enclosed. '
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My dear Leagueites,

contrary to expectations, I have been- able
to publish -in this issue the first article on
«Careers for Boys,” reference to which 1
made in my Chat last week. The author of
these articles, Mr. A. C. Horth, has had
considerable experience in the ~training of
poys in arts and crafts, both in a profes-
sional capacity and through-the medium of
his pen. His work has brought him in close
contact with the requirements and condi-
tions obtaining in a great variety of trades
and callings. Indeed, Mr. Horth is pre-
eminently qualified to write on this subject,
and ¥ trust that the sound advice con-
tained in these series of articles will prove
10 be invaluable to those of my readers who
are faced with the difficult and momentgus
problem of choosing a career.

Books en the subjeet of careers have, I
know, appcared in the past, and are; no
doubt, still available. But conditions have
changed very rapidly in the last few years,
especially in skilled trades, which, for some
reason or other, do not receive the atten-
tion they decserve. Mr. Horth, however, 1s
giving special prominence to trades of every
kind, though other callings will not Le
neglected. i

. The lahour market, like any other market,
1§ Tegulated by the inexorable law of supply
and demand. It is well to recognise this
fact at the outset, unless one is possessed
of ample, independent means. We cannob

all be lawyers, doctors, actors or even
journalists. But. any healthy boy of average
intelligence c¢an master a trade. You may
be ambitious to attain public distinction in
one or other of the arts, to make a fortune
in business, or to become a Member of
Parliament, but whatever may be your ulti-
mate goal, make sure, at least, of a living
by learning a {trade.

In choosing a trade or calling, the koy
of to-day needs more than ever an expert
to advise him. That is because nowadays
there are so many peints to consider both
as regards the conditions prevailing in any
particular trade selected and the suifability
of the individual for that trade. During
the last five years many trades have suf-
fered severely through the financial difficul-
ties arising from the Great War. Bubt we
are now. assured by no less an authority
than Mr. McKenna that a big revival in
trade generally 'is in sight. This will mean
more work for everyone and- bigger - oppor-
tunities - for the skilled worker.

Therefore, as Members of the St. Frank’s
League, I trust that you will take full ad-
vantage of the articles specially written for
vour benefit, that you may be prepared for
the prosperous days that are shortly to
come.

YWith very best wishes,
Your old friend,

. THE CHIEF OFFICER.
More N ' Sweeney, 38, Lower Gloucester Street,
Orameg -and(ﬁgdresses of Dublin; 793. B. Fred Bcurton, 40, Prospect
gamsing cers. Place, Swindon; 817. Lewis Frankford, 33,

618,

: J. Kemp., 1, Beck Lane, Carlinghow,
Batley, Yorks; ¢292. Peter Lambert, 6,
t}n-txs Road, New Southgate, N.11; 624.
Jonel  Lempriere, Ripon Cottage, Shaw
i()}'ld.’ﬁ Bushbury, Wolverhampton; 68L.
ireers “Hller, 16, Boreham Street, Bethnal

E.2; 651. Arthur Slater, 37, Raven
ireet, Derby: 657. George ’

i Thomsett, 86
ltt‘.hiing Rise, Thomsett, 5

Brighton; 668. Ellen Clapp,

0 N
=4 gm?hﬂm Road, Kensal Rise, N.W.10;
© VYNl James MeDermott, 2, Wilbury

g¢
yonues Hove, Sussex; 694. Sydney William
231; Goldhawk Road, Shepherd’s
723, Leslie Harry Brown, 110,
Sheq. or  Hill, Nottingham; 762. W. J.
3 Jofmmn‘r" 2, Doyle Street, Waterford;
ornwall. §d11]p_501l Ricketts, Penmare, Hayle,
.-1;9(}. Ronald ¥. Sprague, 120, Com-

‘0ad, Newport, Mon.: 791. James

Baneroft Road, Mile End, . E.1; 824, Julian
Weinstein, 38, Bell Lane, Spitalfields, E.1;
825. William Ronald Allsopp, Castle Hotel,
Castle Street, Dudley, Worecs; 826, John
Clement, 31, Mount Clintock Street, Barrow-
in-Furness; 834. Tom Kenneth Murdoch, 8§,
Ridgway Street, Nottingham; 853. Geoffrey
Laidlaw, 111, Sandringham Road, Willesden
Green; 835. John  Patrick Ryan, Fair
Green House, Bray, Co. Wicklow; 892.
Sydney Ceok, 66, Evesham Road, West Ham,
E.15; 912. Leonard C. Morton, * Kings-
wood,” London Road, Hadleigh, Essex;
925. Richard Bradley, Hagley Hill, Pedmore,
 near  Stourbridge; 928. George Cox, 21,
Marsland Road, Walworth, S.E.17; $931. Wil-
- liam H. Field, 46, Neale Road, Chorliton-
cum-Hardy, Manchester; 973. William Hen-

F shall, 38 Linaere Road, Litherland, Liver-
pool. _
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causd 1b’s’ qtartmﬂ' this week. -
for a copy of this W ednesday’s—

“BOYS’

g8 KING O’ THE CIRCUS

Here it is, lads—the yarn you’ve always been wanting to read. A ripping new
tale of circus-life, tellmw the adventures of a cheery young acrobat and boxer.

STH.RTING THIS WE}'_.K

You certamlv mustn’t miss it—and there’s no need why you should, be-
Go straight to ¥ csur new "laﬂent now ‘md ask

IRIEI&ILNE”

Sd.

That's where you'll find 1t !

catas

ENTIBE pARcEL FREE §J—Containing 54 Colonial and Foreign Stamps,
Jogued 13/8, 100 Periect Peel-off Mounts, Im**ﬂ:bla

]m(h{tf{} for preserving rare stamps, Strong Perforation Gauge, Vest pocket folder, latest copy

of b*ztmp Bargains, particulars of Free 20/- coﬂemons, and a list of 40 other Free Gifts you can

secure.

Absolutely free and post. paid to genuine approval applicants.

Send a posteard NO Wi

Only 1 Zc:-t allowed each aj}pﬁcfmr —R. WILKINSON Provincial Buildings, COLWYN BAY

I

400 Wu*ted Immedmtely -
Make good in British Dominions!
TFinancial assistance, repayable
(Ages 14 to 189.)—SALVATION
DEPT., '3, Upper Thames
London, E:C.4, or. 203, ‘Hope Street,
(Quote this paper.] bR -

training.
work.

Tarm
when in
ARMY . MIGRATION

sireet,
Glasgow.

STAMP COLLEGTOR’S
JOUTFIT
60 Different qtamps {50, umiwri} Stamp 53

E Pﬁﬂket Case, Waterrmrk Detectm
Guide, etc. Send p.c. requesting approvals, &2

LISBURN & TO T\‘*L"'-.D London Rd Ll*«'erpﬁi}l

- e

FREE

Perfora.

etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5,.’6.*--.‘?&11-
LrAnqUist’ 5 Inau.umult, Invisible, Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.-—=T, V. HiRRIhON,
239, Pen:onnlle Road, I.f:-ndon, ke cip: wikis

ME£GIC TRICKS,

" PRER!'-Sct of 26 North American Stamps FREE
_te those sendine postage (abroad 6d.) and asking
ic sce .Apmmal Sheeits.—N, FLORICK, 179.
Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S.E.15.

lEIIIIIIﬂIII'BIIIIIIIIl'lIIIIIIHIE.IIIIIEIIIHIII

All apphc&t;ons for Advertisement
Spaces'in this pubhcat:on should be
addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, THE NELSON LEE.
LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

A3 IS ENEE N RN A FERFEENRYEEOEDOSUNERADANNEREESN

out the philatelic worid, - beautiful
: {o ~(Obsolete), new Alonites (on Syria), Rouand®

tion Gauge,Bntlsh Colonials, Stamp Mounts, '-;51;"_

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-%smier*

3-5 inches-in--ONE -DIONTH.-
Withoutappliances—=drugs—ordieting,
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM- HEVJ;R
FAILS. Complete Course5/-P.0.p. {.
or further partics.stamp. P.A.CLIVE,
HarrockHouse,TheClose COLWYN Bﬁ‘.i

DEATH'S HEAD PACKET—FREEI[ Y

Included in this monih’s Gift is the peculidg
Serbian ‘. Death’s Mask’’ Stamp, famous throuzig
Mommhzq (5

Jrundi,” the Lenin Mourning Stamp and a -scof
of other attractive varieties. Send p.c. asking: e
approvals. —VIGTOR EANCROEFT, Matlﬂ H

 WOURS for g4

Handsume Gent’s siza
Lever Wristlet Watch, e £
complete with leather strap, .
Luminous 'Hands and~Dial. DEPOSS
-See time' in. the "dark. Lever Mol
ment, Jewelled Balance, warranted
15N years, Sent upon receipt of 6d. 1f
55/} - on receipt, balance 2/- .monthly. ufise
only 16/« is paid. Price, full cad
with order, or 7 days, 15;- -+
Cash returned if da%qatlsﬁed.
SIMPSONS (BRIGETON).L *"'
(Dept. 1869). Queen’s RO3J
BRIGHTDN Susqex -‘“

<X

Stamp Collector’'s Outfit I‘REE with -
DIFFERENT STAMPS, to genuine applzca:;ta,
approvals asking for Gift 1,000 and enc. stam o -

B. L.Coryn, 8t. Vincent, Lr. Ic]and Wall, antata J

£2 0 0 ples catalogue free. 12 by 10 E
ldrzement any photo. 8d. —Hackett 5 WOI‘ '1
July Rﬂa.d I.nrerpool - .-_cuf.

worth cheap Photo Material.’ ;-'.-

Colonials Free. All picbﬁ_
stamps. Free to buyers requesting appre
and enclosing 1id. for pmt.ip:e Mention K28

Packet. —Horace Miller & Co., Whm-:tab

5 Diff. Flt‘m‘ll

Printed and Published every Wednesday by }he dPreprietﬂrs The Amalgamated Pi‘eqs (1922),
ondon
Begiqtercu for transmission by Canadian magazis

Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.

The Fleetway House,
House, I‘arrumdan Street,
post. Subscription Rates:

for South Africa: Central News Agency,
, Messrs, Gorﬂon & Gotch, Limited;

No., 559,

Inland and .ibrmd 11/.

Limited. Sole

and for Canada :
D/IR

Ltd
The FleetW

E.C.4. - Advertisement Offices,
per annumm; 5/6 for six mﬂutlm Sole AE‘E‘
Azents for Australia and New ‘?M'aﬂ
The Lmperial Xews Co. {Canadm, L:mlt
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