


Nipper And His Cheery Chums Ripe For Rebellion!

The SPOIL-SPORT of

CHAPTER 1.

Ripe for Trouble!

T. FRANK’S scethed with indigna-
S tion.

It was Saturday evening, the

football scason had just commenced,

and the playing fields had been placed out
of bounds !

Hence the school’s indignation.

Crowds of Removites and Fourth-
Formers were holding a mass meeting in
the Triangle. Voices were angry and
faces were flushed. Excitement ran high.

“It’'s all Mr. Lee’s fault!” said De
Valerie, of the Ancient House. “If he
hadn’t resigned the headmastership we
shouldn’t have been in this mess!”’

“Hear, hear!”

“Lee’s let us
down !”

“Rather !”

“Three groans

199

for Nelson Lee'!

Nipper, the
popular captain
of the Remove,
heard those
groans with ris-
1mg anger.
Groans for Nel-
son Lee — and
previously he
had always re-
ceived cheers !
It was an un-
deniable fact
that the famous
schoolmaster- de-
teetive’s stock
was at its lowest

cbb.

'y

‘“Here, hold ’ \
on, you idiots!” " "' u ”“‘I
roared Nipper - S
furiously. \\\‘\
“Oh, dry up!n Q
sang out Arm-
strong, of the
Fourth. “You’ll stick up for Mr. Lee,
of course! He’s your gnardian! But we
jolly well know that he’s let the school

down !”
“With a wallop !’ said Buster Boots.

“Surely Nipper's mnot denying it?”
asked Castleton, of the West House.

Y

““Facts are facts—and you can't get away
from ’em! While Mr. Lee was Head our
playing fields were safe. But the instant
he resigned Professer Ogleby stepped into
his shoes, and the very first order he gave
to the school was to clear off the playing
fields !”

It was quite true that Dr. Thorpe
Ogleby had exploded a bombshell hy dec-
priving St. Frank's of its playing ficlds.

Dr. - Thorpe Ogleby was the new chair-
man of the board of governors. Hec was
a very learncd man, a great scholar, and
an enthusiastic archeeologist; but he

didn’t know the first thing about foothall.

Quite by uaccident he had discoverved
that the remains of a great Roman camp
or city lay buried within the vicinity of
St. Frank’'s.

Most of it was on the Earl
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of Edgemorc’s property, and the earl had
point-blank refused to have his ground
disturbed for the sake of a few old Roman
remains,

So the professor, who was as kecen as
mustard on investigating, came to the
conclusion that the only course was to dig
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ST. FRANK'’S'!
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All games BARRED
IN St. Frank'’s.
Which starts a
BARRING-OUT !
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playing the River
House in the first
match of the St.
Frank’s League
Championship
that newly-formed
leaguc which had
aroused such tre-
mcndous  enthusi-
asm in all the
grecat schools of
the district, and
in the Council
schools and local
boys’ clubs.
Professor Ogleby
had wasted no
time. As chairman
of the governors he
had promptly ap-

})ointed himself
iecadmaster; and
“ ', [, he had just as
f I promptly — rushed
— - out to the playing
“w ’=' . fields, had
§ 17T (A o (LTI ““shoocd” every-
_— i body off, and had
S s Rtk ol declared them out
of bounds!
up the playing fields. He had called a
yovernors' meetiing, and he had been so0 ¢ OU dense fatheads!”  roared
cloquent that he had got the governors to Nipper hotly.
agreo to the proposition. “Look here, you ass ?
Arriving at St. Frank’s with a large “Listen to me!” went on

number of workmen and tools, he had
found, however, that Neclson Lee was
whole-heartedly opposed to the plan.

And Lec was the headmaster—with full
authority.  Even if the governors had
provided the school with substitute play-
ing fields, Lee would hardly have agreed;
but as no substitute playing fields had
been suggested, he put his foot down
firmly.  Professor Ogleby, excited and
angry, was up against a nasty snag.

In his fury he had abused Nelson Lee,
and Lee, who was unaccustomed to that
sort of treatment, and who certainly
wouldn’t put up with it, took the only
possible course and resigned. '

That had been during the afternoon,
whilst t.h(; St. Frank’s juniors had been

Nipper. “I’'m your junior skipper, and
if you don’t listen to what I've got to
say you're a lot of " umsportsmanlike
blighters !’ _ ,

“Hear, hear!” bellowed Edward Oswald

Handforth, of Study D. “Dry up, you

chumps. Give our skipper a hearing!”
“Rats! He’s only trying to defend
Lee !”
“That’s all!”

““And Lee’s done the - the
school !”

“He hasn’t!” retorted Nipper fiereely.
“My guv’nor, by resigning, has helped
us !”

“What !”

“Draw it mild ™

“Helped us?” asked Vivian Travers.

dirty on
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“Well, well! How do you make that out,
dear old fellow? 1 hate to be carping or
critical, but I must say that Mr. Lee has
chosen a rummy way of helping us.”

“You’'re just a crowd of blockheads!”
shouted Nipper witheringly. “I gave
you credit for more semse! Mr. Lee 18
relying upon the school to take matters
into its own hands!’

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne. “You don’t absolutely mean re-
bellion !”

“Why not?” retorted Nipper, his eyes
glowing. “I tell you that my guv’'nor is
brainy—yes, and all his sympathies are
with the school! He’s relying upon us
to protect the playing fields. Didn’t he
stop the professor’s game this morning?
The old boy insulted him, and the only
thing Mr. Lee could do, if he was to
retain his dignity, was to resign.”

“So his dignity comes before our
ing fields?” asked Bob Christine, o
Fourth.

“Oh, give me patience I’ sighed Nipper,
clutching at the air. *“Can’t you under-
stand? Supposing it comes to rebellion—
as it will if the professor tries to dig uE
our precious playing fields—do you thin
Mr. Lee could range himself with us?
Of cpurse he couldn’t. As Head, he’d
have to stop the rebellion. And he’d find
himsclf in the rummy position of squash-
ing a rebellion which had all his sym-
pathies !”

“By jingo, that’s right enough,
chaps!” said Buster Boots excitedly.
hadn’t looked at it like that !”

“Well, you’d better look at it mow,”
said Nipper, noting,_ with satisfaction,
that he was receiving much more atten-
tion.
the simple reason that.there’s not room
enough at St. Frank’s for both him and
Professor Ogleby. And by going away
he’s leaving us a clear field—knowing that
we shall refuse to recognise the autilority

of that old fanatic.”

“By (George!” roared Handforth.
“He’s hit it, you fellows! We wouldn’t
dare to defy Mr. Lee, would we? Bnt
we’ll jolly well defy Professor Ogleby !”

“Hear, Lear!”

“Rather !”

“Down with the old fossil !"’

“There you are—that’s exactly what I
mean !” said Nipper. ‘“Mr, Lee, instead of
letting the school down, has acted like
a sportsman. And don’t forget that he’s
relying on us.!”

“Well, I'm blessed !I”

“Three cheers for Mr. Lee !”’

They were given heartily, and Nipper
grinned. It was astounding how easily a

lay-
the

you
« I

1] ’ . S
My guv’nor is going away for |

crowd of schoolboys could be swayed from
one view to another. This time, happily,

they had got the right end. :
“What are we going to do?” asked
Skeets Rossiter. “We can’'t build a wall

round the playfg fields.”

“But we can protect them,” replied
Nipper. “Not that there’s any need to
do anything this evening. To-morrow is
Sunday, and those workmen have made a
camp for themselves in the Half-Mile
Meadow. They won’t start anything until
Monday morning, at the very earliest.”

“That’s true enough.”

¢And what’s going to happen on Mon-
day?”

*For one thing, we’re going to prevent
any monkeying with Little Side!” said
Nipper firmly. ‘‘We can rel%hupon the
seniors to protect Big Side. at’s their
look-out, anyhow. If they’re idiots enough
to allow it to be dug up, it’ll serve ’em
right !”.

(1] It)s

going to be awkward,” remarked
Lionel

Corcoran, the skipper of the
Fourth. *I mean, a pretty nasty mess,
looking at it all round. It isn’t as
though Professor Ogleby was a bullying
tyrant.”

“That’s just it,” agreed Nipper. *“ We
can’t use violence with him. He’s such
a mild, inoffensive old chap. Besides that,
I believe he’s a kindly man.”

“No man is kindly who can deprive a
school of its football,” said Handforth
tartly. _

“My dear chap, he doesn’t realise the
importance of football—that’s all,”’” said
Nipper. *“Football, to Professor Ogleby,
is about as important as marbles is to us.”

He was right. He had hit the nail on
the head.

Professor Thorpe Ogleby was, at heart,
a kindly, gentle-natured man. But, having
made this wonderful discovery, he was
impatient to commence operations.

The buried remains of an old Roman
camp! And a part of it actually on the
St. Frank’s property! It seemed to Pro-
fessor Ogleby that the obvious thing to
do was to unearth the centuries-old relics.
Playing fields? Pshaw! With a shrug
of his shoulders, he dismissed the playing
fields. He was disgusted and disappointed
by Lord Edgemore’s attitude. But then,
what else could one expect? Everybody
knew that the Earl of Edgemore had
recently been a rancher in Canada. What
would he know about Roman remains? He

referred to leave them in the ground—

uried and hidden.

However, the St. Frank’s playing fields
could be dug up, and the priceless Roman
remains exposed to view—after a thousana
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cars of undisturbed peace. And, in pur-
<uit of his purpose, the kindly-natured
srofcssor was a changed man. Ile hard-
cncd himself. If these boys hindered him,
well, they would soon find that he was not
the kind of man to cross!

Professor Ogleby was excitable, too. He
was impatient. Any kind of delay irrita-
ted him beyond measure. Although he
had appointed himself hcadmaster, the
school itself mecant nothing to him. His
sole interest lay in the playing fields. In-
deed, if he had had his own way, he would
have set his gang of men to work that
very evening. He was annoyed—painfully
surprised—that the school should sct it-
scelf in opposition to him.

“These boys are appallingly selfish!”
said the professor bitterly. *‘ What is the
sacrifice to them? A merc nothing! Foot-
ball! Pah! It is about time that the
younger generation became more scrious-
minded. There is far too much sport now-
adays. Cricket, football, hockey, tennis,
golf ! Nothing but sport! It is a positive
menace to civilisation! I am grieved that
the boys of St. Frank’s' should be so lost
to all sense of responsibility !”

Then and there the professor had
conceived a wonderful idea.  Not only
would he serve the nation by bringing to
light these wonderful reclics of ancient
Rome, but he would make St. Frank’'s an
example which would be copied through-
out the length and breadth of the land.
It was high time that a crusade against
this craze for sports was started !

The professor did not quite recalise it,
but he could not have chosen a more in-
opportune moment for such a movement.

For the St. Frank’s fcllows were filled
with enthusiasm over the formation of the
new St. Frank’s Football.-Lecague. The St.
Frank’s Junior Eleven and such schools
as Carlton College, Bannington Council
School, Helmford College, and Caistowe
High School were members of the league,
which was to be run on the samec lines
as the English Football League. The
scason was just beginning—which mcant
that the St. Frank’s playing ficlds were
indispensable.

And herc was this enthusiastic old fossil
hunter planning to confiscate them !

CHAPTER 2.
The Lul! Before the Storm!
ORD DORRIMORE, the genial sport-

ing pecer, strolled out of the Ancient

House and smiled benignly upon
., the indignation mceting.
We live in stirring times,”
marked approvingly.

-

he re-

The onc and only Dorric was the spon-
sor of the St. Frank’s Football League; he
had been round to all the schools and
clubs and had fixed things up generally.
Not only that, but Dorrie was praoviding
a handsome cup for the winners of the
Championship—and valuable medals for
cvery member of the'team which concluded
the scason with the highest number of
points. The St. Frank’s Junior XI had,
of course, already decided that that Cup
and those medals should be theirs.

Later omn, coinciding with the big
English Cup Compectition, St. Frank’s was
to hold a knock-out affair, too.

“Hallo, sir!” said Nipper, glancing
round as his lordship came up. “I’ve just
becen trying to make these chumps under-
stand that Mr. Lee has donc the right
thing by resigning.”

“Oh, undoubtedly,” agreed Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘He couldn’t very well do anything
else. And it's up to the school, now, to
fight for its playing fields.”

‘““Hurrah !”

“We’ll fight, sir?”

“To the last ditch!”

“That’s the spirit!” said Lord Dorri-
more approvingly. “It is decidedly thick
that Professor Ogleby should descend upon
the school with his drastic schemes for
mutilating the playing fields. But he’s
got this bee in his bonnet, and nothing
will shift it.”

‘““He’s clecan off his rocker, sir!”

‘““Mad as a hatter !”

“Not exactly,” said Dorrie. ‘““And don’t
shout quite so loudly, young ’uns. I'm in
a delicate position. I'm entirely on your
side—but, officially, it’s just as well that
I should keep the pcace with the worthy
professor. The old boy is perfectly sane—
one of the most charming men imaginable..
He’s just enthusiastic on the subject of
archeology. But I quite agree that we
can’t have him messing about with our
playing fields.”

The juniors grinned.

“You talk like one of us, sir,” chuckled
Reggie Pitt of the West House.

““And I am onc of you,” replied Porrie
promptly. “Didn’t I play footer and
cricket on those very ficlds mysclf, in my
younger days? Don’t forget that a great
many of your fathers and grandfathers—
yes, and grcat grandfathers—played on
those selfsame ficlds, too. And the very
idea of their being dug up is .scandalous.
They are sacred to St. Frank’s.”

‘“Hear, hear !”

“Good old Dorrie !”

“I had intended leaving St. Frank's to-
day,” went on Lord Dorrimore, “but I
think I shall stay until the beginning of
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next week. I'm rather keen on sceing the
fireworks. I fancy there’ll be quite a few.
Without taking sides in this quarrel, I
strongly urge you to stick to your guns.
Stand firm, and protect your playing
fields |”

The juniors grinned—and quite a num-
ber of seniors had gathered round now.
Lord Dorrimore’s idea of not taking sides
was humorous.

“Remember that your playing fields
existed, practically in their present form,
when Henry the Eighth was on the
throne,” he said impressively. * When
Prince Rupert’s cavalry was charging at
Edgehill, games were ieing played upon
these fields! While the Great Fire of
TLondon was raging, football=cor what
stood for football in those days—was being
played on Little Side and on Big Side.
Or it may have been cricket. What does
it matter? We’ll go back further. While
the Wars of the Roses were rife, while the
Battle of Bosworth was being fought,
while the Battle of Flodden was raging,
the St. Frank’s playing fields stood as they
stand now! While the Spanish Armada
was being routed in the English Channel,
that turf was bending under the feet of
your anccstors. Will you let that turf be
ruthlessly torn up—for the sake of ex-
posing a few mouldy stone slabs which
sundry Roman blighters shoved down in
the Year One?”

“Never I” went up a roar.

. ‘“Good enough!” said Lord Derrimore
cheerfully. “It’s a jolly good thing that
Mr. Lec has cleared off. You fellows can
let yourselves go—if the occasion arises.
But, as I've already said, I’'m a guest at
St. Frank’s, and I can't very well take
sides.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Dorrie !”

His lordship nodded and, chuckling, he
went indoors.

EANWHILE, in the headmaster’s
study, Professor Thorpe Ogleby
wae sitting at his desk, eyeing
with strong disapproval the depu-

tation of two which had come to beard
him in his den.

Those two “were Mr. Alington Wilkes
and Mr. Beverley Stokes, the House-
masters of the Ancient House and West
House respectively.

All the Housemasters, of course, had
becen informed that Nelson Lee had re-
signed, and that Professor Ogleby had
taken up the control of the school.
St. Frank’s masters were thoroughly

The

just as well to have a heart-to-heart talk
with this enterprising chairman of the
governors who looked like -stirring up a
hornets’ nest.

The professor was a lean, bony man,
with a big head perched on a long and
narrow neck. It was a habit of his to
project his head forwards, until he closely
resembled a human hawk. His nose was
thin and long and beak-like. His eyes,
deeply sunken, were surrounded by count-
less wrinkles. Altogether, a very learned-
looking gentleman; and, when he liked, a
charming and amiablz gentleman.

But he didn’t like now. His blood was
up. He had come down to St. Frank’s to
dig up those playing fields, and he was
going to dig them up. He was exaspe-
rated beyond measure at all this ridicu-
lous fuss and bother.

He was not quite so confident, however,
as he had bheen several hours ago. The
attitude of the boys had startled him.
Now he was suffering a reaction. He was
beginning to appreciate, in fact, that he
would have to ‘“watch his step.” And
this merely annoyed him all the more.

“The whole school regrets that Mr. Lee
has resigned,” old Wilkey was saying.
“We can only trust, Dr. Ogleby, that you
will not proceed with your alarming pro-
ject of excavating the playing fields for
Roman remains.”

“It is my intention to proceed, mno
matter what the school thinks or says or
does !” said Professor Ogleby curtly.

(224

“For Heaven’'s sake, sir, reconsider !
urged Barry Stokes. “You don’t realise
what you're doing !”

“Indeed!”

“We Housemasters simply cannot be re-
sponsible for our boys if you go ahead
with this fantastic plan,” went on Mr.
Stokes earnestly. “There’ll be the biggest
row that the school has’ ever known!
You can’t pitchfork St. Frank’s into that
sort of trouble, Dr. Ogleby !”

“I am the headmaster, and I intend to
have my own way!” retorted Professor
Ogleby. “I am disgusted—horrificd—
that masters as well as boys should re-
gard these playing fields with such
reverence. What are they, after all?
Fields—meadows! Why make all this
fuss over a mecre stretch of grassland?’

“To the boys of St. Frank’s—and to
thousands of old boys in all parts of the
world—these playing fields are something
more than stretches of grassland,” said
Mr. Wilkes quietly. ‘“Perhaps you are
not a sentimental man, Professor Ogleby

annoyed about the whole matter; and Mr. ——

Wilkes and Mr. Stokes had thought it

“I am not!” snapped the professor.
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“It is certain that you do not uunder-
stand the school’s feelings,”” continued old
Wilkey. “But it is our duty to warn you
that there will certainly be a grcat deal
of trouble if you procecd——"

“It will be your duty, as the House-
masters of this school, to deal with that
trouble,” interrupted  the  professor
calmly. “I may as well inform you now,
gentlemen, that I have come to a definite
decision with regard to the playing ficlds
—quite apart from the Roman remains
which lie buried bencath them, and which
I intend to restore to the world.”

He paused impressively, lcaned for-
ward, and thrust his hawk-like head
across the desk.

“I have made up my mind to abolish
games at St. TFrank’s,”” he said de-
liberately. “Very simple, is it not? With
games prohibited, there will be mno
necessity for any playing fields at all.
So the whole problem is solved.”

“Is that what you call solving it, sir?”

asked Mr. Wilkes, in amazement. “You
are banning all games completely ?”
“I am !’ insisted the new Head. “The

world is games mad! Schoolboys, nowa-
days, think far more of football and
cricket than they do of their studics!

While a football matech was in progress, a number
of workmen armed with picks and shovels invaded

Little Side to start digging operations.

It’s all
stopped !”

The two Houscmasters eyed him almost
pityingly.

oot to be

. 3 ’
wrong, aud it’'s g

“Whilst admitting that an over-influ-
ence of sport is detrimental, let me point
out, Professor Ogleby, that the balance of
such things at St. Frank’s is extremcly
rational,” said Mr. Wilkes. “A certain
amount of sport is neccessary for the .
health and wecll-being of the boys. All
youngsters need an outlet for thelr
boisterous spirits.  Prohibit games, and
they will seek pursuits which arc less
healthy.”

“We will not argue on this matter,”
said the professor gruffly. “I have made
up my mind, gentlemen, and there is no
more to be said. I may add, however,
that I shall let matters rest as they stand
until Monday morning.”

So the two Houscmasters took their
departure, relicved that there was to be
a respite. :

“But there’ll be dynamite on Monday,”
said Barry Stokes, as he and old Wilkey
crossed Inner Court. “And unless I'm
very much mistaken, that dynamile wiil
explode.”
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EXYT day, being Sunday, it was a
case of all quiet on the St.
Frank’s front.” Professor Ogleby,
eager as he was, could not very

well set his men to work on the Sabbath.
So the playing fields werc in no danger.

The threcat of their destruction, how-
ever, was the sole topic of conversation
throughout the school. In the afternoon,
Nipper and Tommy Watson and Tre-
gellis-West, and a crowd of other juniors,
including Handforth & Co., went for a
long walk. It was a warm, sunny after-
noon, more like summer than early
autumn. The skies were blue, tho
countryside still looked fresh and green,
and wasps and bees and other winged
creatures hummed through the drowsy
air of the hot afternoon.

“We’ve got to decide upon some plan
of action, of course,”” Nipper was saying,
as they walked along the Bannington
road. ‘“It’s no good leaving it until the
last minute. Professor Ogleby means
business. This is only the lull before
the storm.”

“Thanks to Sunday!” nodded Vivian
Travers.

‘“Exactly,” said Nipper. ‘“To-morrow
starts a new week, and we can be pretty
certain that Ogleby will set his men to
work at half-past six or seven.”

“If those rotters start monkeying with
our playing fields, we’ll smash ’em !” said
Handforth threateningly. : -

“It’s hardly fair to be down on the
workmen,” said Nipper. “They’re not to
blame. By what we saw of them yester-
day, they’re a decent crowd. That’s what
makes it so beastly awkward. We don’t
want to lay
absolutely forced. We’ve no quarrel with
the workmen.”

“Hallo! TLook who’s coming !’ said
Handforth abruptly. ‘“Jiggered if it
isn't Ted Sparks and his crowd !”

“Out for a Sunday afternoon stroll—
iike us,” said Nipper. “Good egg! I
rather wanted to have a word with old
Sparky.”

A number of stalwart youths, dressed in
their Sunday best, joined forces with the
St. Frank’s boys. They were healthy,
ruddy-featured youngsters, and they were
all grinning cheerfully. Ted Sparks was
the captain of the Bannington Council
School XI, and with him were Will Clark,
Charley Sargent, Bob Jenkins, and all the
other members of the cheery crew.

““Hallo, fellows!”” said Ted Sparks, by
way of greeting. “How’s things?”

“Fine with us,” replied Nipper. “We
whacked the River House yesterday, and
bagged our two points.”

hands on them until we’re,

“Same here,’ “We won,
too !”

“How many goals?” demanded Hand-
forth. ' -

“One-nil.”

“My poor ass, we won by three-two,”
said Handforth triumphantly. “So we’'re
standing better in the League table than
you are.”

*““Ha, ha, ha !’

“It’s rather carly to talk about the
League table, Handy,” grinned Nipper.
“Jolly glad to hear that you won, Sparky.
It looks as if you'll give us a good game
next Saturday.”

“A good game,” echoed Ted Sparks.
“We're going to lick you!”

““A delusion, my poor chump,” said Nip-
per. ‘We’ve alrcady made up our minds
to wipe you off the map—on your own
ground.”

There was a good deal of chaffing; for
the St. Frank’s boys and the Council
School youngsters were on the best of
terms. They were all looking forward to
the “local Decrby,” so to speak, which
would be played on the Council School
ground next Saturday.

“I say, we’ve heard some rummy
rumours about your school,” said Sparks,
becoming serious. ‘‘Is it a fact that some
old josser has been threatening to do away
with your playing fields?”

“Yes, we're having a bit of trouble,”
admitted Nipper. ‘“And it’s rather awk-
ward because Professor Thorpe Ogleby is
not only the Head, but also the Chairman
of the Board of Governors.”

“Phew !”

“You’re up against it, all right !”

““Hot and strong !”

The Council School boys were deeply
concerned.

“We can deal with the professor, I
think,” said Nipper, a determined note in
his voice. ‘‘It’s all the more exasperating
because Lord Dorrimore brought him
down to St. Frank’s by ’plane—and from
high in the air the old boy spotted signs
of a Roman camp, buried deeply beneath
the playing fields and the surrounding
countryside. Now he’s half off his nut
with excitement.”

“Why can’t he dig up the meadows
round about?” asked Bob Jenkins, the
burly Council School goalie.

‘““Because they belong to Lord Edge-
morc—and Lord Edgemore won’t hear of
the countryside being mutilated,” said
Nipper. “Good luck to him! It’s rough
on us, though, because the prefessor means
to mutilate our playing fields.”

“Well, if you chaps want any help—
don’t forget us!” said Ted Sparks prompt-

grinned Ted.
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ly. “You can oenerally get hold of me
by ringing up Bannington 304—that’s old
G'ibbons’ place—the grocer’s shop on the
corner opposite our footer ground. If the
trouble at your school looks like getting
beyond you, just call on us.”

“Rather!” chorused the others.

“Good men!” said Nipper heartily.
«“That's the spirit I like! We’'ll give a
district call, eh? Thanks awfully, you

chaps. But I fancy that we St. Frank’s
fcllows can protect our own property all
right. Still, we’ll remember your offer.”

It was an exhibition of goodfecllowshi
which Nipper and his merry men mucﬁ
appreciated. If things came to a crisis
at St. Frank’s, the school would bhave
plenty of sympathy—and plenty of
helpers !

CHAPTER 3.
Trouble Begins!

S the first streak of dawn was appear-
A ing in the castern sky, St. Frank’s
stirred. |
It wasn’t usual for St. Frank's
to stir at this remarkably,carly hour. But
this morning—Monday  morning—was
rather special.

As the sky lightened, figures began to
appear from the Ancient House and from
the West House; they cmerged from the
Modern House and the East House. Sixth-
Formers, Fifth-Formers, Removites,
Fourth-Formers—and cven fags. Every
scction of the school was represented.

For there had been a secret meeting of
all the Form captains the previous night,
aund ccrtain decisions had been made.

It was not phenomenal for members of
the Junior School to get up a stunt which
involved very early rising. But it was
seldom indeed that the seniors indulged in
this sort of thing. But it was Monday
morning—and Professor Oglcby was on the
warpath.

Many of those figures cmerging from
the various Houses were dressed in footer
togs. Some of the-boys were yawning,
some were grumbling, whilst others—such

as Handforth—were eager-eyed and ready
for the fray.

Almost before there was sufficient light,
no less than three football matches were
In progress. On Big dide, the Sixth was
Playing a match against the Fifth. On
th.tle Side, two Junior teams wecre
-actively engaged—Ancient House versus
Modern House. Willy Handforth and his
stalwarts of the Third were having a game

;;E*l(tig.c‘lr own, in a corner of the playing

There was nothing startling in the play.
The boys, 1n fact, were not interested so
very much in the football. They were
playing merely for the sake of playing—
or, to be morc exact, for the sake of
occupying the ground.

However, it wasn’t long hefore they
almost forgot their real object; for as the
light increased, and their muscles grew
free, they began to enjoy themselves. Even
the spectators became interested; and
there were plenty of spectators round the
ropes. It wasn’t merely the players who
had turncd out so early. Every Form was
well represented.

“It’s a jolly good wheeze, if you ask
me,” said Handforth, as he lounged in
the Ancient House goal-mouth. *This
early morning footer is first-class! We
shall have such appetites for breakfast
that there won’t be a giddy crumb lc”t on
the tables.”

“Look out, you chump !” shouted on2 of
the spectators, from behind the goal.
“What do you think you’re doing? Lock
at Bob Christine.”

The Modern House junior was streaking
for goal, and Handforth, who had bcen
neglecting the game, suddenly found him-
self called upon to move fretty rapidly.
Christine sent in a shot which tested the

burly Handforth to the full limit.

“Cheek !I” he ecjaculated indignantly,
after he had just managed to tip the ball
over the crossbar. “I'm blessed if ne
didn’t necarly scorve!” |

“What do you think the Modern House
forwards are on the ficld for?” asked
Church sarcastically as he ran back.
“Wake up, Handy! You’re still half
asleep'!”

“But it’s not a rcal game!” protested

Handforth. “It’s like Christire’s nerve
to try Oh, my hat! They're taking

the corner kick!”

Buster Boots and his Modern House men
evidently regarded it as a real game, and
they were doing their best to score. The
leather came soaring over, and Handforth
only just managed to clear.

Then the play shifted up into mid field,
and before long the Modern House goal
was being raided. At this point a scout—
in the person of Jimmy Potts—came hurry-
ing up, his face flushed.

‘“They’ve  started!” he exclaimed
cagerly. ‘“They’ll be here in a minute
or two!” -

The word was passed round like light-
ning, and it soon reached all the players.

“They’re coming ! Look out for
squalls !”

“All right—we're ready !
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The games continued, but the spec-
tators had now lost interest in football.
They were watching for the arrival of the
workmen whose task it was to play havoe
with the playing fields.

They soon appeared.

There were two dozen of them at least.
On the Saturday there had not bcen so
many; but the rest had evidently arrived
in the meantime. Many of the men were
carrying picks and spades, and som: of
them were provided with surveying in-
struments. All were looking surprised and
dubious.

‘““Somcthing funny about this,” said Jim
Purcell, the foreman. ‘“Mr. Drummond
told us that we should have a clear field
this morning. Not that I'm surprised.
The boys are rare worked up about the
whole business.”

“Still, we can’t be stopped by them,”
sald onc of the other men. ‘‘We were
ordered to start at six-thirty, weren’t
we P

“It looks like trouble to me,” said Jim,
worried.

His orders were to start work on Little
Side. Professor Ogleby had prepared an

exact map, and the men knew, alm~:zt to.

a yard, wherc to commence operations.
- “Just a minute!” said Vivian Travers
casually.

Ile and a number of other Removites
had come forward to meet the workmen.
Fourth-Formers were pressing round, too.
And on all those youthful faces there were
expressions of grim purpose.

““Now, look here, young gents—" be-
gan Jim Purcell protestingly. .

“It’s a lovely morning, isn’t it?"’ asked
Travers benignly. .

“The morning’s all right, but——"

““I suppose you strolled along to watch
the football?”

““You know very well we haven’t, young
gent,” said Purcell gruffly.

6 NO ?-n_

“Our orders are clear enough,” con-
tinued the foreman. ‘We've got to go
on this ground, and start excavating for
them Roman ruins.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors laughed, but there was not
much hilarity in that laugh.

“It is rather early in the day for funny
jokes,” said Travers reproachfully. “We
laughed out of mere politeness—but please
don’t expect too much before breakfast.”

“Look here, young gentlemen, we men
are sorry about your football ground,”
said Purcell carnestly. ‘“But it’s not our
fault. We’ve got our orders, and if you
hinder us we shall only get into trouble.
Why not make the best of a bad job?”

‘“ THE RIVAL TREASURE-SEEKERS.” Exciting adventure story featuring—

Thus appealed to, the juniors felt
rather uncomfortable; but  Vivian
Travers, who had appointed himself

spokesman in the absence of Nipper—who
was on the field—shook his head

“Sorry, but there’s nothing doing !” he
said firmly. “If you start digging up this
field there’s going to be trouble !”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Travers }”

“We’ll keep ’em out *

“Rather !I”

The workmen looked at one another

helplessly. The boys were becoming
aggressive.
“If you don’t let us start prompt at

half-past six—and it only wants a minute
to the half-hour—I shall have to go and
report,’”” said Jim Purcell bluntly. *“And
that’ll only mean trouble for you boys.
We don’t want that, young gents.”

“We’re not exactly looking for trouble,
either,” said Travers. “It’s entirely up
to you men. Our advice to you is to
go quietly back to your camp.”

“But we can’t do that!”’ protested Pur-
cell. “It secms to me that you boys have
got up especially early so that you’ll be
on the spot t¢ hinder.”

Vivian Travers shook his head.

“I don’t think much of that deduction,”
he said. “In fact, it isn’t a deduction at
all. As ‘ Punch’ would say, it’s merely
another glimpse of ths obvious.”

“Look out, Jim; Mr. Drummond’s
coming !’ sang out one of the men in the
background.

Jim Purcell glanced round.

“And a good thing, too!” he growled.
“He’s the boss, so he can deal with the
situation.”

All the workmen were relieved. Mr.
James Drummond was a brisk little man,
and although of middle age he had an
eager, boyish enthusiasm in his manner.
He was a very pleasant gentleman or-
dinarily, as friendly as anyone could
wish; but it so happened that he was as
keen on archzology as Professor Ogleby
himself. @ Therefore he was inclined to
look upon the activity of the schoolboys
in a warped sort of way. He considered
that they were a mischievous crowd of
young rascals, Mr. Drummond was the
professor’s right-hand man—his chief
lieutenant. He was in full command of
the men’s camp.

“What is all this?” he asked impati-
ently, as he came breezing up. ‘Upon
my word! Football at this hour of the
morning !’

“We can’t very well start work while
the boys are playing, sir,” said the
man,
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«rpen  they’ll stop playing,” retorted
a[r. Drummond. “It’s perfectly ridicu-
ious 17 He turned to th'c boys. I r(:’gret
that I have no authority over you, 1_1e
went on. ‘“but, at least, you can explain
this gross breach of rules.” _ .

«There’s no gross breach of rules, sir,”
gaid Lioncl Corcoran, the skipper of the
Fourth. “Of course, we don’t often play
footer at such an early hour, but it’s
not entirely unknown. We’re at liberty
to use Little Side whenever we please,
to?‘That is not correct,”’ said Mr. Drum-
mond hotly. “Your headmaster has placed
the playing fields definitely out of
bounds.”

“Really, sir?”

“You arc most exasperating,” said Mr.
Drummond hotly.  “You know perfectly
well that the playing fields are out of
bounds ! It is sheer impertinence for you
to be here. How dare you! You are
doing this decliberately—to hinder our
work. Well, there has been enough of it.
You will be good erough to go on that

11

Ogleby and. inform him of this nonscnse.
Since you will take no notice of me, per-
haps you will take notice of him!”

“Think so, sir?” asked Travers. “ Well,
we all live and learn.”

“Good heavens!” said the little man.
“You are not suggesting, are you, that
you will defy your new headmaster?”

“All we're suggesting, sir, is that these
arc our playing fields, and we’re not let-
ting anybody fool about with them,” said
Corcoran.  ‘“Professor Ogleby can come
here with the whole giddy board of.
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A chorus of boos and jeers greeted Professor Ogleby’s announcement to prohibit all
games at St. Frank’s.

field, and tell the boys to cease play.”
'But Mr. Drummond soon found that he
}l'“ﬂs up against a brick wall, so to speak.
he boys were polite to him, but they took
Mo notice of his suggestions. He even
t‘rmd to force his way on to the field him-
M,',lf; but he met with little success. He
;‘18 soon hustled off again, at which he
0st his temper completely.
Very well I” e said, fuming. “My
only alternative is to o straigh? to Dr.

governors—but these
fic]ds.”

“And we're protecting ’em to the last
ditch,” said Travers, nodding.

“I have ncver heard of anything more
ridiculous in all my life!” said Mr. Drum-
mond angrily. *“The whole situation is

arc our playing

outrageous. You boys aro making a
grave mistake in thinking that you can
defy authority in this disgraceful

manner !”’
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He saw the usclessness of further argu-
ment, so he hurried straight off to the
Head’s house, and before long he was
talking to Dr. Thorpe Ogleby. That
gentleman, who was only half-dressed,
and who appeared in a bath-robe and
slippers, was scandalised after he had
listencd to the story.

“Leave this to me, Mr. Drummond—
lcave this to me!’ he said fiercely.
“Good heavens! I thought, on Satur-
day, that the boys were convinced ! When
I became their headmaster they came
under my authority. How dare they defy
me in this way?”

“They seem very determined, sir,” said
Mr. Drummond. .

“And I am determined, too!” retorted
the Head. “There is only one way to
deal with this situation, Mr. Drummond
—and that i8 to act with absolute harsh-
ness. I shall nip this absurd thing 1in
the bud at its very inception !”’

“Really, sir, it is the only thing to do,”
agreed the other. “I greatly dislike any
kind of trouble, and I am grieved that
we should find the boys so opposed to
us, but it is quite impossible to allow this
situation to continue. We are entirely at
a standstill.”

“Wait until I am dressed, Mr. Drum-
mond,” said the Head.
you waiting more than five minutes.”

“I was just wondering, sir—
“Well? What were you wondering?”

“It seems a pity to provoke these
foolish boys to—er—violence,” said Mr.
Drummond diffidently. “I hate to say it,
professor, but I really do believe that the
boys, if provoked, will defy us—and even
lay hands upon us!”

Dr. Ogleby stared.

“Lay hands upon—me?” he repcated.
“Nonsense ! On Saturday they might have
committed such folly. But I am their
headmaster now, and they know very well
that any violence of that sort would mean
the most drastic punishment.”

“I was only going to suggest, professor,
that we wait until after breakfast,” said
Mr. Drummond mildly.

“Indeed? And why? Don’t you think
there has Dbeen enough time wasted
already ?”’

‘“ After breakfast, sir, the boys will be
confined to their class-rooms,” explained
Mr. Drummond. ‘“Thus we shall have a
clear fieJd. I think it would save quite
a lot of trouble.”

“Hm! There's that, of course,” ad-
mitted Professor Ogleby, frowning.
“With the boys all at their lessons, they
certainly could not hinder the workmen.”

“And once the excavations were really

“I won’t keep P

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

commenced, sir, the boys would give up
this nonscnse completely,” urged Mr.
Drummond. “They would know that
they were beatcn, and then the whole
trouble would collapse. Don’t you sce?
I really do think that it would be ad-
visable to use a little diplomacy.”

Professor Ogleby suddsnly snapped his
fingers.

“No, no!” he said fiercely. “I won’t!
If I failed in my duty now I should be
unworthy of my position. I am the head-
master of this school now, and I must
insist upon strict discipline and obedi-
ence.”’

‘“But in the circumstances, sir »

“Were I to allow these boys to persist
in their folly it would be a lamentable
cxhibition of weakness,” continued Pro-
fessor Ogleby. “Cannot you see that?
Whatever authority I might have had will
be sacrificed. No! I must be firm. It
is the only possible way. Do you suppose
that I am frightened of these young
rascals? Pouf! I will soon show them
who is master !”

He strode off, and Mr. Drummond
sighed. @ The little man was genuihely
sorry. He appreciated the situation far

-better than Professor Ogleby.

Ten minutes later the professor reap-
cared, and now ks was fully dressed,
and, furthermore, he was wearing a gown
and a mortar-board. Since he was head-
master, he might just as well array him-
self in his official robes. @ And he was
shrewd enough to realise that the boys
would stand in greater awe of him if he
appeared in mortar-board and gown.

ey were the symbols of his authorgty.

The two men found the games still in
progress, and there were great crowds
round the ropes. The workmen had with-
drawn, and were standing about waiting
for further ordecrs.

Dr. Ogleby, realising that the juniors
were representative of the more reckless
clement, strode straight on to Little Side.

“Stop !” he commanded sharply. *Stop
this game at once !”

The referce—Armstrong of the Fourth—
blew his whistle. Armstrong was a burly

junior, but the very sight of the Head
scared him.

Nipper ran up.

“We want you to understand, sir, that
we don’t mcan any disrespect to you per-
sonally,” he said carmestly. “But these
are our playing fields, and—"

“Playing ficlds are no longer neccssary
at St. Frank’s,” interrupted Profcssor
Ogleby sharply. *“You boys have defied
my authority by entering these fields, and
you shall be suitably punished. I have
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nothing further to say now—except that I
order you all to leave.” .

The players gathered round, scething
with excitement.

“We’re not the only ones, sir I” shouted
HHandforth. *“The Fifth and Sixth are just
as determined. You’re up against the
whole school! We’re not going to have
our playing fields spoilt !”

“Never !”

‘““Hands off the playing fields !”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Down with the spoil-sports !”

*Silence !” thundered Professor Ogleby.
“I may as well tell you at once—although
I intended reserving this until you were
all together in Big Hall—that games are
henceforth forbidden. The youth of the
country is being ruined by an excess of
sports and games. St. Frank’s is to set
the example, and football and cricket and
hockey and such frivolitics are, from this
day onwards, prohibited.”

He was amazed by the roar of indigna-
tion and protest which went up. He had
cxpected dismay on the part of the boys;
but he had never anticipated this uproar.

Fortunately, Fenton of the Sixth
arrived on the scene, and his very presence
calmed the juniors.

“You’d better get off, all of you,” said
the school captain; and although he spoke
quictly everybody heard his words. * The
headmaster had given his orders, and
there mustn’t be any disobedience.”

The playing ficlds were quietly evacu-
ated; and Professor Ogleby, watching,
flushed with triumph. So there would be
no real trouble, after all!

“Now, sir,” said Fenton, with a quict-
ness which was in itself significant. **The
Junior captain and I would be glad if you
would listen to us for a few minutes.”

Nipper was with him, and Professor
Ogleby looked at them both in some sur-
prise.

“I feel this is hardly the moment——"
Lhe began.

“But I think it is, sir,” insisted Fenton.
“I am the captain of St. Frank’s—the
Senior captain of sports. Hamilton, here,
1s the Junior captain of sports. You will
thus understand that we represent the
whole school so far as games are con-
cerned.”

“Well?” asked the new headmaster.,

“We would like you definitely to under-
stand, sir—and pleasec also understand
that we mean no disrespect to you—that
the school has made up its mind to fieht
for the playing ficlds,” said Fenton.

Juniors and seniors had pressed round,
and (i:verybody listened with bated breath,

]
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“To fight?” repeated Professor Ogleby,
with a start.

“That is what I said, sir.”

““Indced !” exclaimed the professor. ¢ So
you have the colossal impudence to——-"’

“Don’t misunderstand us, sir,” inter-
rupted Nipper quickly. “Both Fenton
and I haven’t the slichtest desire to be
impudent. We're onTy telling you that
there’s a strong feeling throughout the
school. The scniors arc just as carnest
as we juniors. This is a matter which is
dear to our hearts—it is even more scrious
than you may rcalise. In a way, sir, we're
warning you, but we want to do it frankly,
so that there may be no misunderstand-
ing.”

Professor Ogleby was astounded.

“You arc warning me?” he repeated, as
though he could not believe the cvidence
of his cars. ‘‘Good heavens! Do you
realisc what you are saying? And you,
sir I” he added, turning to the tall, stal-
wart Fenton, who looked cven older than
his cighteen years. “You say that you
are the captain of the school. You are
practically a man. Do you agree with
this boy's preposterous statement?”
*“The whole school is agreed, sir,”
replied I'enton steadily. “These playing
ficlds arc ours, and we shall only ignore
your orders if you force us to do so. But
1t is just as well that you should under-
stand, sir, at the outset, that we’'re not
going to let any of those workmen start
digging.”

“You’re not going to let——" The pro-
fessor nearly choked. ““Upon my soul!
This—this is open rebellion !”

“Call it what you like, sir,” said Fenton
quictly. ‘“As captain of St. Frank’s, I
fully rcalise the gravity of what I am say-
ing. But at least I know that I have tlhe
whole school behind me to back me up.”

‘““Hear, hear !”

It was a swelling murmur, coming from
all ranks, and it gave KEdgar Fenton
strength.

“Rebellion !” panted the Head. “Did
you hear, Mr. Drummond ? Never in my
life have I witnessed anything quite so
scandalous !”

“It scems to me that these two boys
arc respomnsible——" Dbegan Mr. Drum-
mond.

“We admit it,” interrupted Fenton.
“This is entirely a matter which affects
our sports, and we arc the sports captains.
We acknowledge full responsibility.”

“Not likely I” went up a yell from
Handforth. “We’re all 1n 1t, Fenton !”

“Yes, rather !” ’

“The whole giddy school !”

“Hurrah 1
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*“* Will you be silent?”” shouted Professor

Ogleby, almost beside himsclf. “I will
not stand this any longer!”

He spun round, and “waved his arm to
Jim Purcell and the workmen.

““Come here—all of you!” he command-
ded. *“You will take no notice of these
boys, but you will go upon this ficld, and
you will start opcratlons in accordance
with my orders!”

CHAPTER 4.
Dorrie to the Rescuel

““WTUST a minute!” said Edgar Fenton
J sharply.

There was such authority in his

tone that the workmen hesitated.

The crowds of boys, who had commenced

to look warlike, held themselves in check.

‘ THE HOODED DOOM.,”

A full-of-thrills adventure yarn.

“How dare you?” asked Professor Ogle-
by, glaring at Fenton. ‘‘Arc you presum-
ing to countcrmand my orders—"

‘“‘No, sir,” said Fenton. “But I feel it
is only nrrht that you should know what
it will me.m—lf those men obey your in-
structions.”

“What it will mean?” repeated the pro-
fessor. “I confess I fail to understand
you. I am your hcadmaster—"

“I know 1t, sir, and you can, pcrhaps,
understand how acutely I feel my present
position,” said Fenton stcadily. *‘As cap-
tain of the school, I have certain respousi-
bilities and pr 1v1100es I am as anxious to
maintain dlSCIPllne as anybody in the
school. But I am very much afraid that
1f these men go upon the ficld, it will
result in a fight.”

“You bet it will!” said Handforth with
relish,
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«Good old Fenton!”

«Am I to understand that you are
threatening to start a brawl?” asked Pro-
fessor Ogleby loudly.

“Jt won’t be a brawl, sir—it’ll be a
quick fight, and your men will un-
doubtedly get the worst of 1t,” said Fen-
ton. “We are practically three to one by
this time. I hope you won’t force the
{ssue, sir: Nouc of us has any ill fecelings
against these workmen, and——"

“ Enough !” broke in the cxasperated
professor. ‘I declarc that my patience is
cxhausted. Mr. Drummond, tell your men
to begin work immediately.”

-+ Jim Purcell strode forward, and there
was an almost resentful light in his eyes.

“Begging your pardomn, sir, but we
didn’t come down here to fight school-
boys,” le said respectfully. *When we're
free to go on this ground, we’ll start work.
We came here to excavate—not to fight.”

“Are you—arc you daring to disobey
me ?”’ asked the professor.

“I’'m saying that me and my mates
aren’t prepared to fight thesc young
gentlemen,” replied Purcell. “As they say
themselves, they’ve got no grudge against
us—and we’ve got "no grudge against
them. It seems to me, sir, that you’d best
settle this quarrel without us.  When
you're rcady, we’ll start work.”

““Hurrah !” ]

“Three cheers for the workmen, you
chaps !”’

“Good egg!”

“Hurrah !” , _

The cheers were given with gusto,-and
Jim Purcell flushed. He would much
rather be friendly with these boys than
at enmity. .

As for Professor Thorpe Ogleby, he
clenched and unclenched his fists, and his
beak-like face had gone almost white in
his rage. So furious was he that when
he tried to speak he could not frame the
words. He gobbled, not unlike a turkey-
cock.

“Calm yourself,
Drummond,
sit—-""

“I am dumbfounded!” panted Pro-
fessor Ogleby. finding words at last.
“Am I mad, Mr. Drummond, or are these
boys and these workmen mad? All this
ridiculous fuss over a mere mecadow!
First the boys defy me, then Mr. Lec
resigns the headmastership of the school,
and now my own workmen, whom I
especially engaged for this job, are re-
fusing to obey orders !”

“No disrespect to you, sir——" began
Purcell. :

muttered Mr.
“I beg of you,

sir,”
alarmed.
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“Nonscnse !”” barked the Head. “How
dare you say that it’s no disrespect to
me? Yon’re merely repcating what these
impertinent boys have said. Of course it
is disrespect to me! I give you my
orders, and you refuse to carry them out!
Don’t you call that disrespect? Well,
I’ve had cnough of it!”

Heo waved an imperious hand.

“You are all dismissed—all of you!”
he went on furiously. *“Mr. Drummond
will give you your week’s money, and you'
can go back home. I won’t have men’
working for me who——"

“That’s not fair on wus,” protested the
foreman, with some heat. “We’'re special’
men, sir—picked men, as you might say.
You engaged us for six weeks ” o

“And now I dismiss you—on the first
day!” snapped Professor Ogleby. “I
repeat, I will not have men working for
me who refuse to obey orders. Go! You
arc not under contracts, and a wecek’s
money 1n lieu of notice is all that you
can * demand.” o

“All right, sir,” said Jim Purcell
grufly. “But it’s an vnfair trick, all
the same. We didn’t come down here to
fight schoolboys !” , !
- “Thanks awfully, you men,” said
Nipper. “This is fearful rough luck on
you.”

" “Can’t be helped, young gent,” said
Purcell.. “It ain’t your fault any more
than . it .is mine.” - o

All the men were looking a bit sick,
and the boys felt exceedingly sorry for
them. At the same time, they felt re-
lieved. The menace, for the moment, was
over.

“May I gently barge into this scene?”
asked a voice.

Lord Dorrimore lounged up, as clegant
and as cool as ever.

“Good-morning, professor ! Good-
morning, Mr. Drummond !” he said geni-
ally. *“Glorious morning !”

“I am not interested in the morning,
Lord Dorrimore,” said Professor Ogleby,
with asperity. -

The workmen regarded Dorrie with new
interest. = They were impressed. Lord
Dorrimore! Who had not heard of this
famous sporting peer? Many of them
1]:1.'a\d seen him before, and they liked him,
00.

“I understand that you men are free?”
asked his lordship, with a deliberate wink
at Fenton and Nipper—which most of the
other Loys saw. '

“Us, sir?” asked Jim Purcell. *“Why,
yes. We've just been sacked.”

“It is entirely your own fault,” said
Professor Ogleby.
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“Well, of course, that’s a matter of
opinion,” said Lord Dorrimore. “I take
it, professor, that you have no further
use for these men?”

““No, I hate not !’

“In that case I am glad,” said Dorrie,
turning back to Jim. “I think you’re the
foreman of the crowd—eh?”

“Yes, sir—I mean, yes, my lord.”

“You can cut out the My lord’ as
soon as you like,”” said Dorrie amiably.
“Now, you chaps are pretty expert at
digging and building and all that sort
of thing, eh?”

‘“Well, we’re not ordinary labourers,”
replied Purcell. “The last job we were
on was pretty tricky. We were working
for four monthe on Trenton Abbey, re-
storing it, sir. It’s specialised work, and
that’s why we were engaged for this ex-
cavation job.”

‘““Splendid I"" said Lord Dorrimore.
“Just the men I want.”

“Beg pardon, sir?”

“I’ll engage the whole lot of you now,
and I’ll give you the same wages that you
would have been getting from Professor
Ogleby--and, what’'s more, I'll give you
certain work for three months,” said the
millionaire peer coolly. “In Dorrimore
Park—that’s my estate in Derbyshire—
ihere’s an old, half-ruined chapel which

badly needs restoring. I think you
fellows can do the work quite well. It
might take you longer than three

months.”
Jim Purcell’s eyes were gleaming.

“Is this a real offer, sir?” he asked
eagerly. “I mean, you ain’t joking, are
you, sir?”

“My dear fellow, what a thought!”
said Dorrie. *Of course I'm not joking.
You’ve lost your work here, so I'm pro-
viding you with a new job. I'm leaving
this morning, anyhow, and as I’'m going
straight to my ancestral home, I might
as well take you along with me. Only
too glad to get hold of a bunch of men
without all the tiresome formalities.”

Professor Ogleby was breathing very
hard.

“Stop ! he shouted, running forward.
“I—I have changed my mind! I won’t
let you men go. Lord Dorrimore, I am
astonished that you should act in so un-
derhand a manner.”

“Underhand !” ejaculated Dorrie,
pained. ‘‘But, my dear sir, I have been
perfectly open. Not three minutes ago
you told me that these men were free.”

“That’s all right, sir; we’re with you,”
said Jim Purcell, and the other men
chorused their approval. “Sorry, sir,”
went on Jim, turning to the dismayed
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professor. ‘‘We're all working for Lord
Dorrimore now. We’ll be getting along
to the camp, sir, and pack up.”

And the workmen, grinning happily,
went off. "

“By Heaven !
this I’ exclaimed
tensely. “I—I
mond! I am feeling positively ill

He strode off, looking the reverse of
dignified, for his mortar-board had
slipped sideways, and was resting at an
acute angle on his head.

The boys. seniors and juniors, sur-
rounded Lord Dorrimore.

“I say, sir, that was awfully sporting
of you !” said Fenton gratefully.

“Eh? What was sporting?”

“To engage those men,’”’ said the school
captain. “It was rough luck on them,
losing their jobs. But we don’t mind
now, becausc we know they’ve got a better
job. You only did it to help us, sir.”

“Rubbish !” said Dorrie. “In fact,
nonsense ! Or, if you like, fiddlesticks! I
need those men. For years I've been tell-
ing myself that I'd have that old chapel
restored; and it's qust about time I got
busy on the job.” .

“Good old Dorrie!”

“You can’t fool us!”

“Not likely !”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”

“Everything’s all serene
chuckled Lord Dorrimore. “You boys
are pleased, and those men are pleased—
although I cannot say, with any truth,
that Professor Ogleby strikes me as being
pleased.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“I have half an idea that he is slightly
annoyed,” continued Dorrie dryly. *‘And
between you and me and the goalposts,
the sooner I fold up my tent and steal
away, the better. After this, I don't
think I shall be regarded as a very wel-
come guest.”

“I say, we don't want to lose
Dorrie !” said Nipper, with concern.

“That’s all right. I was going this
morning, anyhow,” said his lordship, with
a smile. “Honest Injun, you fellows. I
feel the urge to seek fresh excitements.
I shall probably go to the North Pole in
a glider; or, on the other hand, I might
attempt the Atlantic crossing on a pair
of water-skates; or I might even visit the
cannibals of unknown Papua.”

" “Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Come and seec me before I go, young
un,” said Dorrie, pressing Nipper’s arm.
“Bring your pals, too. I’ve shifted my
quarters since this trouble began, and
I'm staying with Mr. and Mrs. Wilkes.

You shall hear more of
Professor  Oglcby
Come, Mr. Drums-

|))
.

like this,”

you,
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Lee’s there, too, and we’re both going up
to town by the morning train. I fancy
we shall leave St. Frank’s in good hands
—yours.”

So the fellows returned to their Houses
in  the highest of spirits. Professor
Thorpe Ogleby was stranded, and the
playing ficlds were temporarily safe.

<

CHAPTER 5.
Mr. Wilkes Speaks His Mind!

ORD DORRIMORE causcd gencral
laughter at the Wilkes’ breakfast-
table when he gave an account of
what had happened on Little Side.

Mr. and Mrs. Wilkes were the host and
hostess, and their daughter, Vera, was
frankly joyous as she listened.

“Oh, don’t T wish I were a boy!” she
sald breathlessly, her pretty face glow-
Ing  with cagerness, her eycs eparkling
With vigorous health. “The chaps will

ll’ave all the fun, dad! It’s an awful pity
I'm a girl I’ ‘

; ——)
’ V. ——

......

Triumphantly Prolessor Ogleby

strode on to the St. Frank’s playing

flelds. Behind him lumbered a

plough which was to tear up the
‘ground.

Mr. Wilkes coughed.

“You apparently forget, young Ilady,
that you are talking to the scnior House-
master of this great college,” he said
severely. “When you talk about the
boys having ¢ fun,” you mean that they
will give your poor father an endless
amount of trouble.”

““Checse  it, daddy!” laughed Vera.
“You can’t spooi me!  You're just as
much on the boys’ side as I am.”

“The slang you pick up, darling, is too
terrible !” murmured her mother.

But Vera only chuckled, and continued
her breakfast.

“I must say, Dorrie, that you handled
the whole affair rather well,” said Nelson
Lee amusedly. “Quite a maoster-stroke on
your part, in fact, to brg the professor’s
special workmen.”

Nelson Lee was rather concerned at the
turn of affairs; but he was glad that he
had resigned. Professor Ogleby himself
was respounsible now, and Lee was con-
fident that the school would successfully
stick up for its rights. So it was just as
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well that he—JL.ee—should be out of the
way for the time being.
“It might be a diplomatic move on my

part to drop in on Professor Ogleby
pretty soon,” remarked Mr. Wilkes
thoughtfully. “I’ll just give him time to

cool down. He may be proposing some-
thing startling, and he’ll have to be re-
strained. He knows as much about con-
trolling a big Public school as I know
about archaology.”

That old Wilkey was justified in his
suspicions was evident from the heated
conversation which was them proceeding
in the headmaster’s study. At least, it
was more of a monologue than a conver-
sation. Dr. Thorpe Ogleby was speaking,
and Mr. James Drummond was listening.

“I'm tired, Mr. Drummond,”’ said the
Head, sitting in his chair, and mopping
his brow. “I tell you candidly, I am
utterly weary.”

“I’'m not surprised, sir,” said Mr.
Drummond. “You have done quite a lot
of rushing about——" .

“Try not to be a fool, Mr. Drummond,
please I’ interrupted the professor coldly.

“Really, sir » |

“When I say I am tired, I mean that
I am tired of these wretched boys,” went
on Dr. Ogleby. ‘“Physically, I am per-

“ THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON.,” This hilarious school yarp—

fectly sound. I am aghast, sir, that these
boys should defy me for so long. It is
an unprecedented situation. And what
am I to do? My whole project is at a
standstill. Not a spade or a pickaxe has
been used.” - _

“And now we have lost our workmen,”
said Mr. Drummond.

“You needn’t remind me of that,”
grunted the professor. *‘Lord Dorrimore
acted quite outrageously in stealing my
men away from me.” :

“But, after all, sir, you dismissed
them——" _

“And you know very well that I didn’t
mean it !’ roared the professor, exaspe-
rated. “I was only trying to frighten
them. Now we’re at a deadlock. The.
whole position is ridiculous. Lord Dor-
rimore is- just as mad as the boys, he
sympathises with them in their insane at-
tachment for those paltry meadows.”

‘The professor rose to his feet,
paced up and down.

- “T shall act at once,” he continued,
making up his mind. “There is only one
thing for it, Mr. Drummond. Those two
unfortunate, misguided boys shall be sent
away. What are their names? Fenton
and Hamilton. Yes. I shall send them
They are the ringleaders, and

and

away.

. .
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once they have gone, the other boys will
be casy cnough to handle.”

Mr. Drummond, who knew absolutely
nothing about the control of the school,
made 110 comment.

“J shall expel them !’ said Professor
Ogleby, with relish. *“That is the correct
word, Mr. Drummond. I shall expel them
in disgrace. That, I think, will bring

{he whole school to its senses. What is
the time? You don’t know? T didn’t
expect you would.”

- He looked at his own watch, and

nodded.

“In a very short time the whole school
will be in Big Hall, for prayers,” he
went on.  “An excellent opportunity!
After prayers, I will have these two boys
fotched upon the platform, and I will tell
them of my decision—in the hearing of
all the others. Yes, Mr. Drummond, I
will show them who is master!”

“Don’t you think, 8ir,” ventured Mr.

Drummond, ‘“that it might be more
diplomatic——"

“Well?” said the Head, as the other
paused.

“Well, I mean, wouldn’t it be better
to wait for a while?” asked the little
man. “We cannot commence operations
yet, as we have no men. Why not let the
school get over its excitement? The boys
are reckless now.”

“The expulsion of FFenton and Hamilton
will have a subduing effect,” said Pro-
fessor Ogleby grimly.  “Oh, yes! Boys
need a strong hand, Mr. Drummond.
You mustn’t let them have their own
way, or they will geS completely out -of
hand. I know that much, at least.”

A tap sounded on the door, and Mr.
Alington Wilkes entered.

“Ah, Mr. Wilkes, I am glad you have
come,” said the professor briskly. “You
are, I think, the . senior Housemaster of
this school ?”’ ,

. “That’s true,” admitted old Wilkey.

“I have decided to expel Fenton and
Hamilton,” said Dr. Ogleby. “They
were the ringleaders "in that disgraceful
affair this morning, and expulsion, in my
opinion, i¢ the omnly fitting punishment
for them.”

Mr. Wilkes did not move a hair.

“Well, of course, it is the best possible

thing you could do——-"
“Splendid! I thought so!”
“If you want to start a rebellion.”
“Eh?”
“Yes,” said Mr. - Wilkes.

couldn’t incite the school
way.”

« You
in a Dbetter
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“A—a  rebellion!”  stammered Dr.
Ogleby. “Good heavens! Do you realise

what you are saying, sir?”

“I think so,” said old Wilkey, with a
shrug. “Do just as you like, of course,
sir. You are the headmaster. But if
you want to turn St. Irank’s inside out
and put an cnd to every scrap of dis-
cipline—well, go ahead with that plan.”

He was glad that he had looked in.
He had suspected that Professor Ogleby
would get hold of some fantastic idea.
And this one was certainly fantastic. Mr.
Wilkes felt almost sorry for the professor.
He was very much like a man who has
been suddenly placed in charge of an
enormous piece of machinery, which is
going at top speed, and about which he
does not know a thing.

Well, he deserved no sympathy. He
had made it impossible for Nelson Lee to
remain; and he had picked up the reins
of control himself, thinking, evidently,
that the school would placidly continue
its usual routine whilst he dug up the
playing fields to his heart’s content. But
the professor was encountering many un-
expected snags. .

“I cannot help thinking, Mr. Wilkes,
that you have exaggerated the—er—
danger,” he said hesitantly. “You are,
of course, in a better position to know
these things than I. But these boys have
transgressed scriously.  Surcly  they
should be punished?” '

“Not by expulsion, which would be out
of all proporticn to their offence,” re.
plied old Wilkey. ‘““Besides, when you
come to analyse it, what is their offence?
They are the semior and junior captains
of sport, and they spoke on]y for the
whole senior and junior school.’

“But they are the ringleaders in this
disgraceful affair.”

“They acted as spokesmen, certainly,”
admitted Mr. Wilkes; “but that is all.
As far as I have been able to sce, the
school is pretty well solidly behind them.
Anyhow, professor, the fact remains that
J'enton and Hamilton are regarded as
heroes by ninety per cent. of the boys.
If you expel them, nothing on earth can
avert a rebellion.”

CHAPTER 6.
A Shock for the Brofessor!

ROFESSOR THORPE OGLEBY was
more than startled.
“A  rebellion?” he repeated.
“Do you mean, sir, that the school
will defy .all authority and discipline?”
“I am afraid so.” .
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“Then I am amazed,” said the new
Hecad coldly. “I can only assume that
the discipline, as it stands at the moment,
is incredibly lax.”

“The discipline was tight enough whilet
Mr. Lee was headmaster,” said- old. Wilkey
pointedly.

“Oh! What do you mean by that?”

“Well, if you want to know, Professor
Ogleby, I must be quite frank and tell
you that the boys regard you as an inter-
loper.”’

““An interloper?” repeated Dr. Ogleby,
aghast.

“T am afraid so.”

“But I am the chairman of the board
of governors!”

“It wouldn’t matter much to the boys
1if you were the Shah of Persia,” replied
Mr. Wilkes dryly. *“All they think about
is that you have appointed yourself head-
master, and that you have attempted to
deprive the school of its playing fields.”

“But there are Roman remains buried
beneath these fields,” said the other.
“They are of far more importance than
the fields themselves. All this is most
ridiculous, Mr. Wilkes !”

“Not in the eyes of the school,” said
the Housemaster. *“You might just as
well go into an Indian temple and lay
hands on the gods of that temple. If the
worshippers discovered you at it, you
would be torn limb from limb. I am not
suggesting that the St. Frank’s boys will
tear you limb from limb if you actually
succeed in—er—desecrating the playing
fields, but they will certainly give you a
run for your money.”

“Upon my soul, Mr. Wilkes, you are an
cxtraordinary man !’ said Dr. Ogleby,
staring. “You are a Housemaster, and
yet you say this. What of the other
Housemasters ?”’

“None of us will be answerable for what
happens if you expel Fenton and Hamil-
ton,”” replied Mr. Wilkes. “You must
understand, sir, that our sympathies are
with those two boys. I, for one, shall re-
sign if you go to such lengths. I can well
believe that the other Housemasters will
resign, too. You will create utter chaos.
I urge you, therefore, to reconsider the
whole matter, and, if possible, make
some other arrangements regarding the
Roman remains you are so anxious to
unearth.”

“That I shall not do,” said the pro-
fessor sharply. “I might let these boys
off, but I am certainfy not going to

abandon my project. Never, sir}”
Mr. Wilkes shrugged.
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“That, of course, is for you to decide,”’
he said. “I can only say that we look
like having some lively times.”

He took his departure, and Professor
Thorpe Ogleby, who had liked Mr. Wilkes
very much at first, now considered that
Mr. Wilkes was a foolish alarmist, and a
man lacking in his sense of duty.

IG HALL was humming with sub-
dued excitement.

Prayers were over, but there had

been no dismissal. It meant that

the new headmaster was going to address

the school. And the =school, which had

expected some sort of sequel after that

affair of the morning, waited tensely and

eagerly.

Professor Ogleby, when he came on the
platform, was looking quietly dignified.
He had recovered his temper, and he had
decided upon bhis course of action. He
would be strong. He would show the boys
that he was not only capable of con-
trolling the school, but that he was a man
of his word.

“There is a matter of some importance
which I have to speak upon,” said the
professor, impressed by the awed hush
which fell as he advanced towards the
edge of the platform. “In the early
hours of this morning, a very disgraceful
scene took place on the  jumior play-

ground.”

“Oh, my hat!” came a
Handforth, audible to all.
Little Side a playground !”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“I am going to say as little as
about that unfortunate incident,” con-
tinued the professor, speaking more
loudly. “Two boys, one a responsible
scnior, and the other a misguided junior,
behaved—well, I will put it mildly, and
say that they were hasty. I have decided,
after due consideration, to let the whole
matter drop.”’

“My hat! He’s not such a bad old
sort, after all!”

“Good old professor 1’

“Rats !” murmured Handforth.
getting scared of us, that’s all!”

“Does he mean that he’s abandoned
his wheeze altogether?”

“Silence I”  shouted
“Silence !”

“I am still of the opinion that the
school has disgraced itself,”” continued
Dr. Ogleby. “I have come to the con-
clusion that St. Frank’s is sports mad,
and that, of course, is lamentable. I do
not wonder that the country is going into
a rapid decline.”

(Continued on page 24.)
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MY HOLIDAYS

St. Frank’s celebrities
tell how they enjoyed
themselves.

O. Handforth

Crawlingdene. The Town Council have pro-
vided soveral brand-new bath-chairs for the use
of rosidents, and the chairmen are expericnced
mon who seldom allow a chair to run over the
cliffs. No more than three fatalities of this
nature have occurred during the whole of this
season,

Otville Slowe. The number of visitors this
yoar has beaten all previous records. Ji it goes
on increasing at this rate, the number of visitors
in the town will soon reach double figures,

Newbourne. This is the latest seaside place
to spring up, and consists of thrce most excellent
bungalows and a fried fish shop. There are
many attractions in the ‘ town.” TFor instance,
on the cliffs there is a glorious oak tree said to
be nearly two hundred years old. At the foot
of tho cliffs, and butting out on the sands, i3 an
anciont groyne, covered with many fine speci-
mons of barnacles. During the time of the full
moon the promenade is very well lighted.

Wildfun-on-Sea.
cil havo rosponded to the necd of attractions
upon tho sea front, and have installed & very
beautiful hokey-pokey barrow on the promenade,
The sands at this delightful plgce stretch for
milos, and if they weren’t entirely covered with
stones, to a depth of about four feet, bathing
would be highly enjoyable. The council have,
however, engaged an old man to throw the
stonos back to sea with a fire shovel,

Mudford. The pier has now been extended to
a length of two miles and a quarter. Upon the
end of the pier the council have affixed a largo
telescope, through which, on clear days, it is
possible to view the sea.

Rainard-at-Sea. The weather here is glorious,
The sun was visible for a few minutes at five
o’clock yesterday evening.

Watt Hope. Tho town is closed to visitors
temporarily as the only hotel has collapsed.
Visitors who have stayed at this hotel in past
soasons will be delighted to hear the news,

At last the municipal coun- -

Timothy Tucker. I am happy to state that
my respected father took me to the British
Museum in the vacation, and pcrmitted me to
spend my time with the mummies in the
Fgyptian Room. Tho consequence was 1
experionced a highly enjoyablo time, and my
knowledge of mummies has been greatly in-
creased. (If you had my father, my lad, your.
knowledge of daddies would also be increased
—F. 0. H.)

Clarencos Fellowe. VWhat did I do in the
holiday ? Well, first I went to Pebhle Bay to
swim about within the sea with a hizghly amusing
company, This, of course, is an awful lark,
unless by chance you seo a sharlk, whieh fills you
full of awe and dread (Oh, cheese it, and
go back to bed !—I. O. H.)

Vivian Travers. What did I do in the holi-
day ? Crossword puzzles, of course. (You be
careful that you don’t carry this unhealthy
excitement too far,—1. O. H.)

Mr. Suncliffe. I played cricket every day for
eight waecks, It was a very nice holiday, but I
should have liked a little moro cricket with it.
(By George, some people are never satisfied '—

. 0. H)

Archie Glenthorna. Begad, I don’t reclly
know much about tho subject, don’t you know.
I went to sleep at the beginning of the vae., and
Phipps woke me up at the end ot it. Ask Phipps.
He can tell you. .

Phipps. Mr. Glenthorne spent his eight weeks’
vacation in a short nap. Thank you, sir.

Ulysses Adams. I spent my goldurned holi-
day in London, watching the motors come up
one way and go down tho other. Aw, gco'!
Way over in tho (Yes, yes, yes! Wo
know all about the Yewnited States.—IE. O, H.)

(Cornelius Trotwood’s account of his holiday
will be published in the Christmas Number. We
shall have made Lim understand the question
by then.)
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HANDFORTH’S WEEKLY

E. O. Handforth as a child——he was scream!

The Editor’s Life Story.

This is what happened in last week’s
instalment of my thrilling Life Story. When
I was eightecen months’ old my nurse left
me for a moment on Clarence Pier, al South-
sea, and I followed a lady on to the Isle of
Wight boat. Now recad on :

HEN we were half a mile out at
sea, the lady suddenly dived in
her bag and produced a ham
sandwich,

‘“ Here, Johnny, eat this,” she said,
passing it over to me.

‘ Thank you, madam,” said I, grabbing
it quickly.

She looked up, and when she saw me her
eyes went as big as the portholes on the
boat.

“My child!” she screamed. * You
are not my precious Johnny! What has
happened to my son ?

1 didn’t reply, because my mouth was
full of sandwich. But the ticket inspector
came along, and she grabbed his arm.

“ What has happened to my boy ?
she yelled.

The inspector pointed to me.

“ Why, there he his,”’ said he.

*“That little monster!” shrilled the
lady wildly. ‘ How dare you say that
hideous little wretch is my son ?

‘““ Here, cheese it, ma’am ! ’ I oxclaimed,
gobbling sandwich,

““ Put the boat back!” she yelled,
jumping up. ‘' My only son has been left
at Southsea. Go back this moment.”

With that she seized her umbrella and
tore up to the bridge, where the captain
was standing with his field-glasses under
his arm.

‘*“ Turn the boat back ! ” she screamed.

But the captain wouldn’t oblige, so the
lady raised her gamp and smote him on the
top-knot.

Whack, whack, whack !

Then up came the purser and & couple
of sailors, and they hauled her down below.
The captain was a sight for sore eyes. He

That’s me, watching—E. 0. H.

had a red nose, a thick ear, and his cap was
smashed over his head. I gurgled with
delight, which only seemed to make the
gent more wrathy.

As soon as he had gone below to get a
wash and brush up, I decided to have a look
round the bridge. The first thing I saw was
a long string, and I started to play with it.
I was only pleying in a harmless way, like
any -baby might do; but, by George! in
five minutes I had every man jack on
board the ship round me.

You see, I got tangled up in the rope,
and I couldn’t undo myself. So I gave it
& hard jerk—and I nearly fell off the boat.
For right above my head a tremendous
booming sound roared out. I had got
tangled in the rope of the siren, and there
was the old boat hooting away like mad.

A dozen sailors rushed up and tried to
stop the din ; but I was so wound up in the
beastly rope that they couldn’t get me
out. At last they cut the rope, and then
the captain caught hold of me firmly.

‘ Jenkins,” he said, turning to a sailor,
‘““give me a rope’s end, and place this
little imp face downwards across that
locker,”

Two minutes later, dear readers, every-
body on the sea thought the siren had
started again. But, needless to say, it was
only me hooting this time.

(To be continued.)

SEASIDE APARTMENTS VACANT.

BUGVILLE-ON-SLOSH. “ Gasworks
Villa.” Delightful board-residence. All
windows face the gasworks, Only 50
minutes from sea (by taxi). Picture of
Uncle Ben in the front parlour. Electric
light next door. Terms up to & guineas
por week (higher, if possible). Prop. : Mrs.
Visage.

STONYHAMPTON. “ Hardupp Villa.”
Vacant (as usual) for immediate visitors.
Terms 3 guineas, with attendance (if the
servant takes back her month’s notice).
No 1.0.U.’s accepted. Sea immediately
opposite ; at high tide sea sometimes in
drawing-room. Write to Mr. Skinnem.

BRIGHTHAVEN. * Hotel de Splen-
dide.”” 160 rooms. Dining-hall, smoking-
room, lounge, ladies’ lounge, writing-room,
library, palm-room, conservatory, maga-
zine-room, reception rooms, card-room,
dancing room, grill room, etc. Guests have
to sleep out because the builder forgot to
put in any bed-rooms. Terms from 80
guineas per weck, not including tips to
1,751 servants,

BROKE-ON-ROCKS. For the con-
venience of visitors, in the second week of
their fortnight’s holiday, Otto Dinker-
weiser (Scotch), pawnbroker, will remain
open till 8 p.m. each night,
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THE SANDS.

By ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.

HEN you are on holiday at the
seasido, old lads, there’s nothing
to beat a comfy deckchair on
the sands and a number one

brand snooze. What is better than to fall
into the deep and dreamless, wafted by a
lullaby of murmuring voices and the roar
of the gurgling waves as they tinkle over
the golden sand ? Dashed poetic—what ?

But, if you understand what I mean,
that’s all right in theory, so to speak;
but it doesn’t work out in practice.
Absolutely not.

You squat down in the chair, and the
next minute you’re half up to your tonsils
in sand where some blighter has dug a
yawning chasm behind you. And, of
course, the bally chair has collapsed and
trickled you into it.

You pick yourself up, straighten out ye
chair, and once more wrap it round your
classic figure; and, just as the old eye
is winking for the thirty-ninth time, and
you're on the point of taking a nose-dive
imto the land of dreams, some frightful
lad, with jam plastered over his face,
oozes up and wants to know the time.

You drag out your watch and tell him,
*Ten to three,” and then a cove wanders
up and tries hard to sell you hokey-pokeﬁ

‘at 2d. a lump. You snort a bit, and twitc

the old cyebhrows, and tell the sportsman
that you don’t want any hocus-pocus, or
whatever it i8. The cove toddles away,
and you relax once more, . :

Two minutes later back comes the child.

“Did you say ten to three or ten past
threo, mister ? * says the infant.

You give the child a dark look and the
necessary informash. You're just dozing
off again when he returns and wants to
know whether you said threo past ten
or ten past three. You haul out the
good old timepiece and tell him three
o’clock. Then he says that you told him
it was ten to threce before. You say:
“Yes; but that was ten minutes ago,
don’t you know, I mean.”’” Finally, the-

.dashed lad goes away with the idea that

you're a dotty fibber who can’t tell the
time.

Once more you sink back, you feel the
good old dreamless closing over your
optics, when a sailor hauls into port and
bawls out :

‘ Any more for the Mary Ann. A nice
trip round the ’eadland. Only a bob!
Just starting ! 2

The sailor continues to bellow like this
for the rest of the afternoon, so there’s
nothing for it but to throw the deckchair
at him aand go back to the hotel.

HOLIDAY HINTS.
By VIVIAN TRAVERS.

HERE 80 many

ll different ways of en-

joying your holidays

that I can mention
only one or two. But you can
be sure this advice is worth
having. The knowledge in
this article has been won by
bitter experience, and is worth
its weight in coal.

When going on a picnic be
sure you take a copy of Pro-
fessor Thickedd’s ‘ Rare
Insects of the British Isles.” -
It is so nice, when an insect
etings you, to turn it up in
the book and say : * Three cheers, boys !
I’ve just been stung by a Greater Bull-
Necked Turtle Fly.”

And you will want to find out the names
of the strange insects that drop into your
ginger-pop. Some of them might be very
rare. Could you ever forgive yourself if
you swallowe

& red-spotted horn wasp ?
(P.S.—Insects should never be killed
unless they are breaking the law. You are
not allowed to squash a glowworm if it is
weoaring a rear-light.)

Here’s a tip when you are out swimming.
If you get into deep water, and see a black
triangular fin coming towards you, it is

\7;7’

The hiker sets out.

generally considered lucky
to turn round and break
all speed records back to
the shore.

Cricket on the sands is
a jolly pastime, but before
starting your game it is
advisable to read up the
sand-cricket rules issued
by the M.C.C. (Mudlark
Cricket Club). Some of the
most important rules are
as follows :

Rule 19. If long-on or
square-leg is carried out
to sea by the tide the
fielding side shall bo al-
lowed to find substitutes.

Rule 26, If a batsman,
in striking at tho ball, hits a jellyfish
by mistake and is bowled, the umpire shall
signal j.b.w.—jellyfish before wicket.

Rule 30. If the ball shall strike a lady
gitting in a deckchair, it shall count four
to the batsman. If the lady is stunncd
by the ball, it shall count six.

Rule 41. If the umpire is hit by a tidal
wave, there will be an interval of five
minutes to celebrate it.

Here is an esscntial hint for hikers.
Before going hiking, don’t forget to pur-
chase tho necessary cquipment. A good
bicycle, a large deckchair, and an interest
ing book will meet the case.
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THE SPOIL-SPORT OF ST. FRANK’S
(Continued from page 20.)

“Who says it is, sir?” shouted some-
body.

“Hear, hear!”

“England’s not done yet!”

“No fear!”

“Never say die!”

“I—er—had no intention of making
this a patriotic meeting,” said Professor
Ogleby sarcastically. “We are not dis-
cussing England, or Great Britain, or the
Empire, but the meadows which are at-
tached to the school, and which you have
been using for some time for the purpose
of playing football and other games.”

“For some time!” yelled Handforth.
“For centuries, you mean, sir !”

“It has been discovered that those
meadows hold, beneath them, buried I do
not know how dcep, the remains of a once-
noble Roman camp, or city,” continued
Professor Ogleby, warming to his sub-
ject.  ‘““Boys, boys! Why will you not
agrec to help mo in this great work?
St. Frank’s will beceme the most famous
spot in the whole country if you will only
be rcasonable. Pecople will flock here in
their thousands to see this Roman camp,
which I intend to restore.”

“But we don’t want pcople flocking
liere, sir.”

“We want our playing fields !”

“Hear, hear!”

There was such an uproar that the
great archaologist, waxing enthusiastic,
lost some of his fire. '

“Owing to that wretched affair this
morning I have no workmen, and so there
must be a delay,”” he went on. “I shall
reconsider the whole matter, but, in the
meantime, the playing fields will remain
out of bounds.”

“What !

“Oh, I say, sir!”

“What about our footer practice?”
velled Handforth. *“We’ve got two House
matches this week, and a League match
on Saturday! How are we going to

ractise?”

“Draw it mild, sir!”

The uproar subsided as the professor
held up his hand.

“I wili tell you why the playing fields
are out of bounds,” he shouted angrily.
“This demonstration has convinced me,
more than ever, that sports are harmful.
They are taking up far more of your
time than lessons. All you think of is
football and cricket and other sports!
Well, all that is now over.”

There was a tense lLush, like the lull
hefore the storm.
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“You need not Le so deeply concerned
about your playing fields, because you
will never need them again,” continued
the Head. ‘“Whether they are dug up.
or whether they are allowed to become a
wilderness, makes little or no diffcrence.
I am so appalled by the sports craze
which has gripped you all that I have
decided to prohibit all games.”

He expected the school to be stunned.
It was, but not in quite the way he an-
ticipated. He regarded his deccision as a
master-stroke. For, once the school
realised that games were completely for-
bidden, what necessity was there to worry
about the fate of the playing fields?

It was al] right in theory, but in
practice ‘it was like the bursting of a
charge of dynamite.

There was complete silence at first, then
a low, excited murmur which suddenly
burst forth into a veritable tornado of ex-
cited shouting.

“No games!” gasped Handforth. “No
football I”

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!”

“He’s mad !”

“If he thinks we’'ll stand this, he’s off
his rocker !”

“By Jove, rather!”

“Down with Professor Ogleby !”

“Yah! Spoil-sport!”

**Boc-boo !”

Somebody started it, and in less than
ten scconds Big Hall was resounding to
such booing and hooting as had never
been heard before. The prefects did not
cven attempt to silence the commotion.
They knew that-it was beyond them; and,
besides, they were hot with anger them-
sclves. The masters stood helpless; and
Dr. Ogleby, on the platform, felt his
knees almost knocking together.

“Silence!” he roared. At least, he
meant to roar; but hlis voice sounded like
a cracked whisper in his own ears. He
ran 80 precipitately towards the edge of
the platform that he ncarly tumbled over.
“Wait—wait !” he shouted hoarsely.

“We want our playing ficlds !”

“Hear, hear!” _

“You can’t stop football !”’

“Not - likely !”

Mr. Wilkes, looking on, expected that
the various Forms would break ranks at
any moment; and if that happened there
would be pandemonium. It would be
open rebellion. The other Housemasters
were too startled to do anything, but old
Wilkey, with one bound, reached the
platform.

“Steady, now!” he sang out.
about enough, you fellows!”

The cffect was magical.

“That’s

The uproar
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ccased, and the school, breathing hard,
waited.

“You ought to be ashamed of your-
gelves, making all that noise,”” said Mr.
Wilkes accusingly. “I’'m sure that Pro-
fessor Ogleby did not mean what he said.”

“No, of course not!” gasped the pro-

fessor. ‘I was merely—er—applying a—
er-—test." ,
“] thought s0,”” said old Wilkey

smoothly.

© “T have no real intention of prohibit-
ing games and sports,” continued the pro-
fessor. ‘‘Good gracious, no! You may
continue your games and sports to your
hearts’ content. And I may as well say,

also, that I have reconsidered my
decision, and the playing fields are mno
longer out of bounds.”

“Oh!”

It was a long breath of relief and tri-
umph. It came from every Form, and
Professor Ogleby, as he heard it, writhed.

“I—I shall make mew plans,”” he said,
almost feebly. “Yes, new plans. You
may have your playing fields—you may
use them as you like. And now you had
better dismiss.”

“Hurrah !”

“@Good old Wilkey

“Three cheers Yor Professor Ogleby !’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The school went crowding out of Big
Hall, and Professor Thorpe Ogleby, stag-
gering through the doorway at the back
of the platform, went unsteadily into the
apartment which was known as the
governors’ room. He was thankful that
none of the other masters had accom-
panied him. He sank down and mopped
the cold perspiration on his brow.

“Good heavens!” he muttered.
really owe Mr. Wilkes an apology. Hbn
is not such a fool as I thought. I do
believe the school was on the point of
open revolt. Horrible—horrible !”

After he had recovered slightly, he was
fully conscious of the lamentable exhi-
bition he had given. Weakly, feebly, he
had knuckled under. What would the
school think of him?

He groaned. By seniors and juniors
and masters he would be held in contempt.
Instead of displaying that strength he had
boasted about, he had given way at the
first blast of the school’s wrath !

He was appalled because it was so in-
comprchensible to him. When he had
come to S{. Frank’s he had not antici-
pated any trouble at all. The playing
fields? Pouf! What would the boys
care, anyway, after their first pang of
disappointment? But he was finding out
that the boys did care—and, what was

1
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more, that the boys were prepared to fight
for those playing fields !

Slowly Professor Ogleby recovered his
strength and nerve; his brain began
to function mnormally. Ideas came to
him.

“Perhaps it is just as well,” he mut-
tered. “I hate to adopt any scheme
which might be termed underhand, but

the boys have driven me to it. They
think I am beaten, do they? By heaven,
they will soon know differently! Nothing

shall stop me from wuncovering those
priceless relics of ancient Rome !”

CHAPTER 1.
Ready for an Emergency!

¢ URRAH I”
‘“We’ve won I”’
“Down with the professor!”

. Out in the Triangle, the juniors
were shouting and cheering. The secniors
had gone off to their own various quarters,
highly satisfied, but rather shocked at the
whole undignified affair.

‘“ Poor olg boy, I'm almost sorry for him,”
said Nipper, with regret.

“Sorry for Ogleby?”’ asked Handforth,
staring.

[ X Yes.”

“But the man’s a lunatic!”

‘““All the more reason we should be sorry
for him then,” s=aid Nipper. “But you’re
wrong, Handy. Professor Thorpe Ogleby is
one of the most brilliant men in the country.
His brain is as sound as a bell. He is a
kindly, generous man. That’s what makes it
50 beastly hard.”

‘“Generous ?”’ asked Church. ‘He’s got a
funny way of showing his generosity 1”

“First and last he is an archsologist,”
said Nipper. “It's just a matter of pro-
portion. Everything else, in the professor’s
view, 1S of scarcely any importance at all.
But we’ve given him a jolt this morning. At
last he realises that the school is in earnest,
and after this things might be better.”

“I regret to say, my dear Nipper, that I
cannot agree with you,” said Timothy
Tucker, the bespectacled firecbrand of the
West House. ‘In no circumstances can the
situation be regarded as better when it is
quito clear that there is to be no revolt.”

“Poor old T.T.!” grinned Nipper. ‘You
love revolts, don’t you?”

“I am no advocate of violence,” replied
T.T. coldly. *“But I hold that any rebellion
against the ruling classes is for the good of
the masses.” ‘

““Oh, go and eab coke!” said Handforth
impatiently.

‘“‘Really, Handforth, I shall do no such
thing,” said Timothy Tucker. ‘Dear, dear!
Do you realise that coke is quite uneatable?
But to return to the argument. Professor
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Ogleby is representative of the ruling
classes; we are representative of the masses.
I should have liked it much better if the
school had broken into open revolt,in Big
Hall. Wo should have swept the autocrat
out of the school.”

“Ass!  Weo didn’t
professor !

““ Every school should be run on co-opera-
tive lines!” shouted T.T., his eyes gleaming
behind his big spectacles. “That is the
ideal, my friends. Why have masters at all?
The boys of any school, providing the system
was right, could get along much better with-
out being constantly ground under the heel
of tho autocratic masters. Now, I have a
proposition——"’

“So have_ I!” yclled Handforth. *“Grab
him, you chaps! He nceds cooling off, and
the fountain pool is handy.”

‘“Help!” shrieked T.T. wildly.
h.He bolted, and a roar of laughter followed

.

“I thought that would bring his eloquence
to a full stop,” grinned Handforth. _‘“Not
that he was far wrong,” he added thought-

want to hurt the

fully. “It’s rather a pity we didn’t have
a revolt.”
“Never mind; we've scored a Dbig

triumph, dear old fellow,’ said Travers com-
placently. “ Professor Ogleby is dished and
diddled and done. What more do we want?”

Morning lessons were moro or less dis-
turbed that day. None of the boys could get
down properly to work. However, the Form-
masters were unusually patient. The general
feeling was that Professor Ogleby had over-
stepped the mark, and that after this he
would be casily handled. He was tamed.

Immediately after lessons Nipper sent
round a ‘‘general call” throughout the
Junior School. As a result there was almost
a full mecting of the Remove and Fourth in
tho Ancient House lecture hall soon after-
wards. ~

‘““What's the idea of this?” asked Corcoran
of the TFourth. “ What's this meeting

“If you'll he paticnt, I'll tell you,” said
Nipper. ‘“Evervbody here?” he added
briskly. “Good!”

Others wero crowding in, but the rest of
his audience was growing impatient.

““It seems to bo pretty well taken for
granted that Professor Ogleby is finished,”
said Nipper. “Well, I don’t think——?"’

“So he is!”

‘“We've won!”

‘ Nothing to worry about now !”

“Just as I thought,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. “The seniors are just as bad. They're
crowing all over tho Upper School. The ban
has been taken off the playing-fields, and
ovorything is all serene. That's the talk
that's going round. But don’t you belicve
it, my sons!” '

éé Eh?’l

‘““What are you getting at, Nipper?”

“The professor is a determined man—
that’s what I'lm getting at,” said Nipper.
““Lfe’s not the kind of man to give in.”

for?’"

“ PETER FRAZER, IRONMASTER.” Written by popular John Brearley.

“But he has given in, you ass!”

“Temporarily, yes,” admitted Nipper.
“YWhat eclse could he do? He had to knuckle
under to prevent a revolt. DBesides, he hasn’t
any men for his excavation work now.”

“He won’t dare to get any more, oither,”
said Castleton.

““That remains to be seen,” replied
Nipper. “I may be wrong, but I'm sus-
picious. I’ve got a hunch that something wiil
happen to our playing-fields if we don’t
watch out.”

““Oh, my hat!”

““But he daren't!”

““We should spot it at once if he tried any
monkey business !”

“So we should—in the daytime,” said
Nipper significantly. ‘“Call me an idiot if
you like, but I believe that the old boy is
merely playing for time.”

““Great Scott!”

“Thero’'s something in it, dear old
fellows,” remarked Travers. *‘ Anyhow, it
wouldn’t do any harm to take a few safe-
guards.”

“That’s just the point,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. - “Safeguards! Do you remember the
trouble we had with Amos Whittle of Ban-
nington? That busincss about the Half-Mile
Meadow? We instituted vigilance com-
mittees then; and 3t scems to me that a
vigilance committec is called for now. The
whole position is different, but if we don't
take steps to guard Little Side, we shall
wako up one morning and find that the pro-
fessor has stolen a march on us.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

The fellows were
hints alarmed them.

“You’ll rememnber that the old chap merely
removed the ban,”” continued Nipper. ‘ He’s
got a breathing space—and it's my belicf
that he’s planning something pretty big. He
didn’t say anything about kecping his hands
off the playing-fields, did he ?”’

: “lBy George, no!” said Handforth breath-
essly.

‘“Wo’ve got to consider the possibilities,”
said Nipper, “Professor Ogleby has found
that he can’t do much in the daytime, so he'll
try to catch the school on the hop—by night !
We've got to get busy ¥ . '

The Remove and the Fourth, realising the
gravity of the situation, got busy.

impressed; Nipper's

schemne at all.
True, Fenton and his stalwarts had
rallied round splendidly in the early
morning. The juniors. were very proud of
Edgar IFenton. His quict, dignified strength
had saved the sitvation.

There was rcally no need for him te be
bothered with this vigilance committee stunt.
The juniors felt that they could manage quite
well by themseclves—and they would bo more
frece and casy. Also, if any scrapping took
place, the fewer seniors on the scheme tho
better.

THE seniors were not brought into the
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* Better not have
them 1in it”
Nipper had said.
« §ome of them arc
prefects, and
theyll frown
pretty heavily l
when wo suggest
slipping out of
doors after lights-
out. It’s a pretty
serious offence, you
know. Besides, 1t
would be risky to
tell them  any-

thing.”

“}Iow risky?” ; !
somebody h a d 9 }
asked. I s

“T hey might
consider our fears '
groundless,” re - P |
plicd Nipper. ] !
“Then the prefects ,
would put their "
foot down hard, [}
and they’d jolly
well sce that we
didn’t break |
bounds. So we
should defeat our
own object by tell-
ing the scniors.
No, we’ll keep it to
ourselves.”

That mnight, as
eleven o’clock was
striking, stlens
activities com -
menced 1n many of
the junior dor-
mitories. In all
four Houses boys
were quietly get-
ting dressed. Two
‘dozen of them—six
from each House.

It had all been
carefully planned.
These  Removites
and IFourth- =
IFormers would
remain on guard
for two hours—
until  one a.m.
Then they would
be relieved by a
stmilar crowd, who would stay on duly until
three—and so on. In this way, the playing
ficlds would be kept under constant
observation,

Spies had been out, too—for Nipper had
orgamsed a careful intelligance department.

4

I'wo of these agents brought interesting 1n-
formation.

Professor Ogleby had gone out at 10.30, and
had vanished down the road towards the
village. But the professor had not reached
the village. Somewhere down Bellton Lane
he had vanished—and it was very mysterious,
hat was the meaning of the old archaolo-

_

—_——

Professor Ogleby was startled to find himself surrounded by a number
of sinister-looking, cowled figures.
rumbled a deep voice,

‘“ We are the Hooded Protectors !’

gist's night jaunt? The fellows could not
help fceling that thero was something fishy
about 1it.

By ten past cleven the various units had
collected in the pitchy darkness of Little Side,
which was wet with dew. It was a black
night, with scarcely any stars, and it was
mild for the time of the year.

“What's the programme now ?” whispered
Buster Boots of the Modern House.

““Nothing much,” replied Nipper. “ Weo'll
post ourseclves round the playing ficlds—so
many yards apart. You know the plan. All
we've got to do, then, is to wait and watch
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—and listen. If nothing has happened by
one o’clock, half of us will go in to rout¥ut
tho relicf. The other half will go in when
the relief arrives. Is that all clcar?”

““Yes, rather!” murmured a number of
voices.

““Good enough! Get to your places, then.”

The black, shadowy figures vanished into
thio night.

CHAPTER 8.
Dirty Work!

HAT the juniors’ precautions were justi-

Il fiecd was soon to be proved to the hilt.

Nipper had not been far wrong in

his suspicions; in fact, he had Eeen

dcad right. rofessor Thorpe Ogleby, dur-

ing that day, had had plenty of time to

think—plenty of time to recover his normal

composurc. And, having recovered it, he
had decided to take action.

His first step had been to make casual in-
quiries in‘the village ; he had sent Mr. Drum-
mond on this errand. Mr. Drummond had
returned to report that there was a farm
comparatively near at hand owned by a cer-
tain Mr. Jeremiah Holt.

In the afternoon, whilst the school was at
lessons, Dr. Ogleby had interviewed Farmer
Holt; and Farmer Holt, who was an un-
pleasant man in many ways, was pleasant
enough with the professor. Mr. Holt had
a permanent grudge against the St. Frank’s
juniors; they were frequently running over
his property, and annoying him. He {ell
in whoh))heartedly with the scheme which
Professor Ogleby outlined.

Now, between half-past ten and eleven at
night, the professor, well booted, trudged
across the meadows towards the old farm-
house. DBefore he arrived there he cncoun-
tered Mr. Drummond, who had been making
preliminary arrangements.

““Well 7" asked the professor eagerly.

“Everything is ready, sir,” replied Mr.
Drummond. ¢ The men are waiting.”

“Good !” breathed the other. ‘‘Splendid!
I rather think, Mr. Drummond, that we are
being quite clever in this little matter, eh?”

Mr. Drummond was silent.

“Don’t you think so0?’’ asked the professor.

“Well, since you insist, sir, I must sa
that I look upon the whole business wit
great distaste,”” said Mr.” Drummond un-
comfortably. ‘It savours of—well, of trick-
ery. It is so underhand. I cannot help fecl-
ing that we are taking a most unfair advan-
tage of the boys.”

‘ Nonsense !” .

“T mean, this working by night—-"

“We aro working by night, sir, because
the boys themselves have made it so difficult
for us to work by day,” interrupted the
professor curtly. ‘Who is to blame? Why
am I forced to adopt this trickery? Good
gracious, Drummond, are we to be foiled by
these wretched boys?”

“I don't think you like the plan much
yourself, sir,” said Mr. Drummond quietly.

“H'm! Perhaps you're right,” admitted

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

the professor. ‘ Perhaps I don’t. But that
doesn’t alter tho fact that it’'s got to be
done. Confound the boys! This wretched
business worrics me! Still, what else can
we do?”

“Yes, what else?” murmured the other
regretfully.

Both thcse men were honest to a degree.
It certainly did go against the grain to act
as they weroe acting now.

But the professor, at least, consoled him-
self with the thought that what he was doing
was in no way dishonourable. He was the
headmaster of St. Frank’s, he was also the
Chairman of the Governors, and the Gover-
nors had decided that the playing fields:
should be opencd up, so that those old Roman
remains should bo exposed. So everything
was straightforward and above-board. The
boys had chosen to oppose the professor.
Well, i1t was up to him to show them that
he was quite ready to beat them.

It would all be very simple. By the time
they rcturned to the school everybody would
be sound asleep. It would be midnight. Pro-
fessor Ogleby stceled himself, and became
grim, e remcmbered his humiliation—and
that gave him strength. Never again would
the boys treat him with such insolence!

Walking on towards Holt’s Farm, the two
archaologists came to a meadow where a
number of figures were to be seen. There
was a faint chink of harness now and again.

‘““Who's that?” came a gruff inquiry.

“It is I, Mr. Holt,” said Professor Ogleby.
$Is everything ready?”

“Why, yes, sir,” said Farmer Holt, merg-
ing out of the gloom. ‘“I've got my men
here, the ploughs are fixed on those special

carriages, and the horses are harnessed. ‘e
can start as soon as you like.”
#*Good!” murmured the professor.  You

are quite sure that these ploughs will not

make any crcaking noises?”
“Not a sound—they’re all

roughly,” said the farmer.

During the afternoon he had had two or
three men busy on tho preparation of special
carriages for the ploughs—with rubber-tyred
wheels. Normally a plough being pulled
along a country lane makes a clattering and
squeaking; but these would be virtually
silent. And silence was an important factor.
Professor Ogleby had no desire to be dis-
turbed in the night.

As for Farmer Holt, he was ready enough
to go through with this novel ploughing
scheme. He was being paid very highly—
;md he was giving his men special money,
00.

‘““Now I want you all thoroughly to under-
stand that there 1s nothing whatever wrong
about this,” said the professor, addressing
the ploughmen.

““No, sir!” they chorused, touching their
forelocks.

“Certain of the junior boys have scen fit
to stir up trouble,” continued the Head.
““There is, indeed, some danﬁer_ of an open
revolt. That is why this work is being done
in the night.”

oiled tho-
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] dunno as we'll be able to plough
straight furrows, sir,” said one of the men.

«MThat doesn’t matter at all,” replied the
“The more roughly the better, in
fact. You think the work can be success-
fully accomplished before dawn, Mr, Holt?”

o asily,” replied the farmer. ‘“We'll be
finished an hour or two before dawn. With
four ploughs at work—two on what they call
Little Side, and two on Big—why, we’ll have
that ground turned over 1n no time. Raro
nice turf you’ve got up there, sir. Seems
a pity to cut it up!”

“*Upon my word, Mr. Holt, are you
to start now?” demanded the professor
testily. ‘““Man alive, what is turf?”

“No, sir,” said the farmer hastily. “It's
none o my business, anyhow.”

“I'm glad you realise that,” said Professor
Ogleby.

T'he journey started, the professor and Mr.
Drummond going first, and Farmer Holt
and his men following with the ploughs.

“This work, after all, is a necessary pre-
liminary, Drummond,” said the proiessor.
It will be all the better to have the turf
turned over. The digging and excavating
will be rendered a great deal easier.”

*There’ll be a terrible outcry in the morn-
ing, sir,” said the second in command.

“Qh, the boys?’”’ asked the Head. *‘‘Why,

‘es.
’ He was thinking of the marvellous discover-
ies which his excavators would bring to light
when they really got to work. He frowned
at the mention of the schoolboys. .

“Yes,” he repcated. * Certainly there will
be an outery, Drummond. But do you think
I care? The boys will be furious, but there
will be no rebellion.”

“Doesn’t it strike you, sir, that the boys
might rebel in their excitement and anger?”

**No, it does not, Drummond,” returned
the professor. ‘“You do not understand
these things. You are not a schoolmaster.
Don’t you see that it will be too late? 'The
boys will be furious, but where will be the
use of a rebellion? Why should the school
rebel when the harm is done? No, Drum-
mond ; at the first sight of the playing fields
the school will realise that I have won—and
;het school will be compelled to admit de-
eat.”

But Professor Thorpo Ogleby was - rather

counting his chickens before they were
hatched,

IPPER, standing silently on guard,
saw a figure looming out of the
night.

““That you, Montie ?”’ whispered the
Remove captain.
. But it wasn’t Sir Montie Tregellis-West—
it was Stanley Waldo, of Study 1.

" Something happening !’ breathed Waldo.

“What do you mean?” asked Nipper
curiously.

~Listen! Can’t you hear?”

Nipper listened; but all he conld hear was
the gentlo swishing of the breeze in the
hearby hedge. Down in the village a goods
train was shunting, and from the main road

oing
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came the sound of a heavy lorry. Otherwisc
the night was silent.

““I can’t hear anything out of the com-
mon,’”’ murmured l\?ipper. ‘I haven’t got
uncanny ears like you, Waldo.”

The son of the Peril Expert laughéd. His
ears were certainly extraordinarily acute—
as was his eyesight and his sense of touch.
If anything was happening, it was natural
that he should be the first to hear.

* Horses thudding on the grass,” ho ex-
plained, in a whisper. ‘There’s a little
creaking, too—and now and again a rattle
of chains. Very faint, but it seems to be
getting nearer.”

Nipper became tense.

‘‘ Horses—creaking !”” ho repeated. ¢ By
Jove, Waldo! That sounds suspicious to
me! Ploughs, eh? I say, what a dirty
trick 1™ i

Before long he could sce other members of
that watching party flitting about, exchang-
ing whispered comments. Nipper could
hear the mysterious sounds himself now, too.

And presently there was no longer any
doubt. At the farther end of Little Side,
running as far as the lane, was a paddock.
In tho gloom the watching juniors could sce
the gate being opened. Bulky ﬁgures were
on the point of coming through. There was
a general concentration of the defence forco
in this direction.
~ Whispered orders went round; some of
the boys stole away on a mysterious errand.
But, as yet, the defenders remained in
hiding. They knew exactly what was hap-
pening. Ploughs were about to be brought
on to Little Side!

Every one of those boys was thankful that
Nipper had been cautious enough to arrange
the vigilance committee. But for him, the
supreme disaster might have bappened.

-

CHAPTER 9.
The Hooded Protectors!

¢ PLENDID!” murmured Dr. Ogleby.
Ho was quivering with suppressed
excitement. Everything had gone
well. The ploughs had been success-
fully conveyed across the paddock—the most
dangerous zone, since it was nearest to the
school. But now they were on the point of
being taken on to the playing fields—and soon
they would be at work.

Farmer Holt and his men were too busy
with their horses and agricultural machinery
to defend themselves wﬁen the attack camec.
It was totally unexpected, too. Having got
so far without-causing any alarm, they took
it for granted that they would not be inter-
fered with. '

Then, suddenly, things began to happen.

Professor Thorpe Ogleby was the first tc
realise that everything was not quite as it
should be. He had advanced into Little Side,
well ahead of all the others, and he stood
there looking at that fair expanse of turf.
He could not sce it very well in the gloom,
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but his thoughts were busy. He was dream-
ing of the wonders that were to come. Once
the excavations really commenced—
And then Professor Ogleby, with a little
start, rcalised that there were several figures
closing in silently upon him.
“Well, what 1s it?’’ ho asked abruptly.
There was no reply.

The new Head, with a sharp intake of
breath, dimly saw that these figures were not
thoso of IFarmer Holt and his ploughmen,
a$ he had at first supposed. There was some-
thing peculiar about them. They werc more
or less shapeless; he could not distinguish
any heads, or even arms.

““Good gracious!” stammered the professor.
He was nol a superstitious man, but he
could not help being struck by the ghostly
appecarance bof these black, silent visitants.

They wecre very near now, and he could
just make out that they were heavily
cloaked, with black cowls which reached
right down to their shoulders.

““Now !” murmured a ghostly voice.

There was a sudden rush; the figures
closed in, and Professor Ogleby uttered a
short, sharp cry.

‘““Help!”’ he gasped.

But that was all. The next second he was
down, struggling. It was very brief. As he
was held, ropes were quickly bound round
his ankles and wrists. A thick mufller had
been flung round his face and drawn tight,
<o that ho could utter no further outcry.

‘“ SOUTH SEAS GOLD.” A gripping story of modern pirates.

But he was in no way hurt. His captors
took care to trcat him gently.

“Bring the prisoner to the Chamber of
Judgment!” came a stern, cold, unrecognis-
able voice.

“It shall be done, Chicf,”” breathed an-
other voice.

The dumbfounded professor found himsclf
lifted and carried bodily away.

_ Meanwhile, other things had been lLiappen-
ing.  Practically without a sound, Mr.
Drummond, Farmer Holt, and the plough-
men found themselves surrounded by numer-
ous foes. With four boys attacking each
man, there was very little chance for the

men. They weren’t prepared for fighting,
either. They went down quickly.

“Good ecgg!” came an cager voice.
“We've got ‘cm!”

‘““ Rather1”
“Now we'll chuck 'em out!”

“Good I”
The comments were low-voiced—almost
whispers. No wild shouting, no noisy com-

motion. It was all done very briskly and
with businesslike accuracy.

The unfortunate Mr. Drummond was cazily
dealt with by only two boys; he scarcely
fought at all, and he readily suffered him-
sclf to be hustled across the paddock.

““The professor!” he panted. “Where is
the professor? You wretched boys! How
daro you—"’

“Sorry, Pugdog Drummond, but we're not
giving any explanations,” said one of the
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now. A
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the

sender of the best joke ; poe
and bumper books are also offéred as prizes.

Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

THE WRONG MEANING.

Tommy (who is having his morning
bath): ‘‘ Shall I take my medicine now,
mummie ? 7’

Mother (rather puzrzled) : ¢ But why nol
wait until later, Tommy ? ’

Tommy : * Well, it says on the bottle,
¢ To be taken in water.’ ”’ ‘

(W. Goss, East Winch, King’s Lynn, has been
awarded a handsome wateh.) -

VERY USEFUL.

Teacher (angrily): ‘ You are a stupid boy !
What is the use of your head 7

Backward Pupil: ‘ Well, sir, 1t keeps my
collar from slipping off.”

(R. Hanley, 126, Northgate Sircet, Bury St.
Edmunds, has becen awarded a penknife,)

If you

t wallets, penknives,
Address
your jokes to °‘‘Smilers,”” Nelson Lee Library, 5,

ELECTRIC.

An old countryman, who had been to
London for the first time on business, re-
turned with a bad opinion of the metro-
polis.

‘¢ At the hotel,”” he complained, ‘ they
kept the light burning all night in my bed-
room. I couldn’t get a wink of sieep.”’

‘“ Why didn’t you blow it out ? ** asked
his wife.

¢ Blow it out ? >’ snorted the old man.
“I couldn’t. It was in a bottle.”’

(W. Brown, 202, Caulficld Road,
East Ham, E.6, has been awarded
a pocket wallet.)

THOUGHTS ‘ARE CHEAP,

“ I'm thinking of going to America this sum-
mer, How much do you reckon it would cost ? ’,

 Nothing."

“ What do you mean—nothing ? "

* Well, thinking about it won’t' cost you
enything.”
- (Doris Hooper, 270, Sherlock Strcet, Birming-
ham, has been awarded a book.)

A RISING YOUTH.

Bill: ‘‘Look, there goes Willy Wotnot ! He has
taken up French, Italian, German and Spanish.”’

Tom : °‘ He must be clever.”

Bill : “‘“ Not particularly, He’s a lift boy.”

(F. Butler, 56, Mount Plecasant Road,
Lewisheamnn, S.E.13, has bcen awarded o
penknife.)
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boys. ‘‘We've Cﬂuiht you and your crowd

playing a dirty trick, and we’re not showing
you any mercy. Off you go!l”

And off Mr. Drummond went—more or less
on his neck. Farmer Holt and his plough-
men followed. They were pitched into the
lane. The farmer was nearly inarticulate
with fury.

«VYe'll pay for this, you young rips!” he
panted hoarsely.

“Oh, dry up, Mr. Holt,” said one of the
Removites. * You can’t expect any sympathy
from us. You were just going to plough up
our playing fields!”

“And you’d better not yell too much!”
warned one of the others. ‘We're trying
to kecep this thing to ourselves—but if you
want to rouse the whole school, go ahead!
The other chaps might not be so gentle
with you.” ) . )

The farmer controlled himself with diffi-
culty.

“ Assault—that’s what it is,” he_said
thickly. “Tll have the law on ye for this,
sce if T don’t!”

“Oh, clear off home!”

“If you do any harm to my ploughs—-"

“We shan’t damage them,” interrupted
one of the juniors. *‘‘Here they come, now.
You can take ’em back with you. But if
you bring those ploughs here again you can
expect trouble. We shan’t give you a second
chance!”
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EANWHILE, Professor  Ogleby,
thoroughly frightened, was being
carried steadily and in absolute
silence. He hadn’t the faintest idea

where he was going, but it seemed to him
that he was being carried for miles aeross
country.

Now and again he was lowered to theo
ground, and then picked up again. There
were so many of his captors that they could
take it in turns to carry him.

Actually, he was being carried criss-cross
up and down one of the meadows which
adjoinced Big Side. He wasn’t meore than
a hundred yards from his starting point, but
by the time the journey came to an end he
felt that he was miles away.

He heard the creaking of a door, then
followed.a few whispered words. The door
crcaked again. He was carried forward, and
he could now tell by the sound that he was
in some sort of building. How could he guess
that it was the old barn, which stood only
a few hundred yards from St. Frank’s?

A gruff, deep voico suddenly sounded.

““Remove the bandage from the prisoner’s
face !” it commanded.

The professor had been placed in a squat-
ting position, and the mufler—which had
covered not only his mouth, but his eyes—
was pulled away. He sat there, blinking.
His hands and ankles were still bound, so
that he could not make much movement.
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CORRECT.

Mother (teaching her son arithmetic): *“ Now
take the Smith family. There are mamma,
papa, and the baby. How many do they make?”

Bright son : ‘ Two and one to carry.”

(W. Ricketts, Stable Cottage, Longworth, Nr,
Hereford, has been awarded a penknife.)

WELL, WELL.

Two men met in the street. One of them had
been ill, and the other inquired : .

‘“ Are you feeling well to-day, Mr. Twiddle ? *°

‘‘ Yes, thank you ; very well.”

‘“ And are you strong again ? *’

*‘ Yes, thanks ; quite strong.” .

“ Then perhaps you will be able to bring back
my lawn mower which you borrowed last month.*’

(. Durnford, No. 4, A Block, R.A.F.
Base, Malta, has been awarded a book.)

WHAT A MEMORY.

Absent-minded professor
(after being pulled out of the
rver) : “ The silly part about
It is, I’ve just remembcred
that I can swim.”

(R. Q. Sinfield, No. 2 Bun-
galow, Bitton, Road, Keynsham,
has been awarded a book.)

HE KNEW WHAT HE WAS.
t Jones: ‘“What would you say
0anyone who sat on your hat?*’
Smith : ““I should call him
a careless, stupid fdiot.’’
Jones : *‘ That’s all I want to
now. You’re sitting on mine.”

(C. Westley, 46, Old Road, Enfield High-
way, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

ALWAYS MISSING.
Teacher (during arithmetic lesson) : ** Jimmy,
find the highest common factor.”
Jimmy: “My hat! Is that thing
again ?
(W. Heaton, 25, Acre Sirecet, Hollinwood, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A CAUTIOUS CRITIC.
Author : °*‘Tell me, candidly, what do you
think of my latest book ? *?
Clubman : *‘ No, no ! Let us remain friends.’’
(4. E. Oliver, 123, Constable Strcet,
Newtown, Wellington, New Zcaland, has
been awarded a book.)

FALSE.,
The steamer was ploughing its way across the
Channel. The sea was rough.
A kindly steward went up to
an old lady who, looking very
pale and ill, was leaning
againat the rail,

“Come below—your teeth
are chattering with the cold,”
he said tactfully.

“Don’t tell lhes, laddie,” re-
Plied the old lady severely.
* My teeth are in my pocket.”

(@. Byfield, 4, Salisbury
Bldgs., Victory Place, Walworth,
S.E.17, has been awarded a
pocket wallet,)

lost
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““Good heavens!” he breathed, freshly
startled.

He beheld an astounding scene. He was

in tho middle of a circle of black-gowned,
squatting figures. Several of these figures
carried electric torches, and all the beams
of light were concentrated upon the pro-
fessor, as he sat in the centre. ]

1t was difficult, almost impossible, for him
to see beyond those dazzling beams of light;
he could only just make out the va%ue shapes
of the figurcs, with their long cloaks and
heavy cowls. He fancied that there were
little eye-slits cut in the cowls, but he could
not be sure. The steady, unwinking lights
from the torches dazzled him whichever way
he looked.

‘““What—what is thoe meaning of this out-
rage?” he panted desperately.

“ Professor Thorpe Ogleby, you are in the
hands of the Hooded Protectors,” said the
deep, relentless voico.

“%eally, I—-I—"

“You are listening to the Protector-in-
Chief,” went on the voice. ‘“We, the Hooded
Protectors, have pledged ourselves to safe-
guard the playing fields of St. Frank’s,” said
,the accusing voice, *To-night we have
caught you 1n the act of dirty work—that is
to say, you wero about to use certain diaboli-
cal instruments upon the aforementioned
playing fields. Thesce :aid diabolical instru-
ments, together with horses, men, and
various fittings, have nhow been removed, and
you have been brought here for judgment.”

The professor was beginning to lose his
carlier fear.

““This 15 arrant nonscnse!” he said angrily.
‘“How dare you? I know very well that
vou arc St. Frank’s boys!”

““Wo neither admit nor deny it,” said the
deep voice. We leave it for you to draw
your own conclusion.”

“You shall pay dearly for this!” fumed
tho Head. “1I know perfectly well that you
are St. Frank’s boys. You are committing
an unwarrantable outrage!”

‘““Be silent, prisoner!” said the Protector-
in-Chief sternly. ‘‘Whatever we are, you
will find it very difficult indeed to identify
us. Am I right? You may have your sus-
picions, but you will never have proof. We
are safe—and, belng safe, we intend to tell
vou just what we think of you.”

“Av!” camec a growl from the circle.

“You sought to steal a march on us by
ploughing up the playing fields during the
hours of darkness,” continued the spokes-
man. ‘“But we were not to be caught nap-
ping so easily, Professor Ogleby. We were
watching—we were ready. By vour base
trickery you have roBcd yourself of any
respect which the boyvs of St. Frank’s might
originally have had for you.”

“ Nonsense !” shouted the professor. ‘ How
darc you say that it was trickery?”

““We dare much,” replied the Protector-in-
Chief. ‘“Have we not proved our daring by
seizing you and bringing you to this Cham-
ber of Judgment ”

“By Hcaven! You have proved that you
arc capable of any outrage ” .

~harm you,
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““You should know much on that subject,
Professor Ogleby, since you appear to be
an cxpert on outrages,” retorted the spokes-
man.

The professor, having lost his earlier alarm,
was now losing his temper. A whispered
word here and there, a cough or two behind
those hoods, had convinced him that his cap-
tors were St. Frank’s boys. He felt the posi-
tion kcenly. It was humiliating to be stuck
here, in the middle of this circle, unable to
move. The unwinking beams from the
torches never left him.

“Release me!” he panted.

“You shall be released aftecr you have
heard the verdict,” said the Protector-in-
Chief sternly.

“Ver-verdict !”’

““That is what I said!”

“?But«-—-but. what are you going to do with
me?”’ '

‘“Have no fear; this time we shall not
” came the deep voice. *“We shall
not éven tar and fcather you, or indulge in
any similar high-spirited trifle. But take
warning | FHands off our playing fields!”

““Your playing fields?’’ snapped the pro-
fessor. ‘‘I'hen you admit that you are St.
Frank’s boys?”

One or two whispers went round, and the
spokesman chuckled.

‘““And supposing we do?” he asked. “I
will give you three guesses, Professor Ogleby.
Who am 1? Who are my companions? Why
do you supposec you are being kept here for
so long? Well, perhaps it will be a waste
of time to explain.”

But Professor Ogleby was no fool—he could
guess. He was being kept hero by these dis-
guised boys so that the others—those others
who had decalt with the ploughmen—would
have time to get back to their dormitories,
back into their beds. |

‘““ Listen, Rash One, to the verdict of the
Hooded Protectors,” came the decep voice of
the spokesman. ‘At lcast, listen to a solemn
warning. Hands off the playing fields—or
rebellion! It is for you to decide which!”

““Nonscense ! If there is any ”

“Bo silent!” interrupted tho spokesman
sternly. ‘‘You thought, no doubt, that when
the school found the ground ploughed up
it would be too late for a rebelﬁon. Do rot
delude yourself any longer! If, by some mis-
chance, you succceded in your plans—even
in the smallest degrece—the rebellion will
break out in all the full force of its fury.
You are now being warned. You havo
aroused tho blood of the St. Frank’s boys,
and if you arc wise you will accept your
defeat with a good grace. Has not.the school
proved that 1t is rcady for you at cvery
turn?”

Arms were suddenly raised, and a grim
circlo of warning fingers were pointed im-
pressively towards Professor Ogleby.

“Take warning!” chorused the Hooded
Protcctors. —

Then, as though this were a signal, every

clectric torch was snapped out. The pro-
fessor heard a number of shufflings and
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scuflings; he heard the creaking of a door.
Turning, he could sce that the door had been
left ajar.

““Come back-—come back!” he panted des-
perately. ‘‘Good heavens! ou’re not
going to lcave me here, bound hand and
foot, and——"

He broke off, for only the echo of his own
voice answered him. He struggled desper-
ately with his bonds, but he eould not shift
them. After some minutes ho desisted,
breathing hard. It seemed to him that hours
must have passed, but the actual lapse of
time was brief.

Then he fancied he heard a slight move-
ment.  Suddenly a torch flashed right into
his face from closo quarters, and he started.

“Your wrists!” whispered a voice.

Tho professor thrust his wrists forward,
and the ropes were quickly cut through.
Then tho light went out again, and the
mysterious figure vanished.

It was a clever move. It took the pro-
fessor five minutes to untic the knots in the
ropes which bound his ankles—five minutes
during which the last of the Hooded Pro-
tectors was casily able to get into his own
particular dormitory. When the professor
staggered out into the open he was asto-
nished to find St. Frank’s in full view.

“Upon my word!” he exclaimed, in
mingled relief and wonder. ‘I thought I
was miles away! The young scamps! They
were St, Frang’s boys! And, what is more,

Handforth flung himself full length

as Ted Sparks sent in a stinging

shot. Would the Council School
boys score ?

I will find them! I will identify them—and
expel them from the school |”

But by the time he reached his own house
he had cooled down. The school was black
and silent. If he aroused cverybody, what
could he prove? By now his assailants wero
all safely in bed. All he would do would be
to inform the school of the humiliating nature
of his adventure. He would be a laughing-
stock on the morrow. _

Professor Thorpe Ogleby shivered.

No, on the whole, it was better to swallow
his anger, and to make the best of a bad
job. It was essentially a case where his
silenco would be golden.

CHAPTER 10.
A Surprise for St. Frank’s!

N the morning there was no outward sign
of the exciting events which had taken
place during the night.

It was Tuesday, and the scniors won-
dered what had happened to Professor
Ogleby. When he appeared on the plat-
form, after prayers, in Big Hall, he looked
haggard and tired. Most of the juniors, how-
ever, wero in the know,

““T have deccided for the moment com-
pletely to abandon my plan to excavatoe your
playing ficlds,” said Professor Ogleby quictly.
“] am not an unjust man, and I am begin-
ning to rcalise, perhaps, that I have been
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unduly precipitate. So, for the time being,
I shall do nothing in the matter. 1 shall
lcave St. Frank’s in the hands of Mr.
Alington Wilkes, and I shall make fresh
plans.” ‘

“Hurrah!”

‘““Good old professor!”

But there .was somecthing ironical in that
cheering—and the professor, who knew that
the Hooded Protectors were among the boys
in front of him, set his lips in a thin,
straight line. ‘

Even now Nipper was sceptical.

“You heard what he said, you chaps?”
murmured the Remove skipper, as he stood
in the Triangle later, surrounded by the
various members of the Vigilance Committec.
““ He's abandcning his project—f{or the time
being! He didn’t say that he’s abandoning
1t a%togethcr. Wo scared him last night,
and he has realised that he had better go
casy. But, if I know anything, he isn’t done
yet!” .

“By George, you were ripping last night,
Nipper, old man!” said Handforth. ‘I was
half expecting that the old boy would make
inquiries this morning—but, instcad of that,
he's clearing off !’ '

““Good riddance to him!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“ All the same, we 1mustn’t relax our vigi-
lance for a moment,” said Nipper. * %’e
know what the professor is capable of now.
And he, for his part, knows what he is up
against. Everything scems very quict, but
the gauntlet has been flung down and Pro-
fessor Ogleby has acccptecf the challenge!”

“My only hat!”

“I’m going to bribe Tubbs,” said Nipper

briskly.

“Eil?', -

“Tubbs and Rodgers and Spratt and
Jelks.”

“The four page-boys of the various
Houses,” said Travers curiously. ¢ What's

tho 1dea?”

“This Vigilance Committec iz all very well
during our frce time—and during the night,”
replied Nipper. “But while we are at
lessons we can’t very well bo keeping an eye
on Little Side. It'll be a good whecze,

think, to spring some fat tips to tho page-

boys, and to tecll them to keep their eyes
skinned during lesson-times.”

““ And if anything happens, they arc to
warn us, eh?” asked Handforth cagerly.

(1] Yes.l"

“JIt’s a good idea!” said Edward Oswald.
“There’s not much chance that the professor
will get busy during the day—but there’s
nothing like being on the safo side. e
won't give him the slightest loophole.”

““Hear, hear!”

“We'll dish him all along the line!”

“Lvery time!”

All these precautions, it seemed, were need-
less. That morning Professor Thorpe Ogleby,
with numerous bags and other luggage, took
his departure from St. Frank’s. He had in-
terviewed Mr. Alington Wilkes, and he had
left the school in Mr. Wilkes’ charge.
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“ Arrangements will be made as quickly aa
possible, Mr. Wilkes,” the  professor had
said. ‘Whether Mr. Lee will return, or
whether the Governors will appoint another
headmaster. I do not quite know., DBut you
will be informed. In the mecantime, please
carry on. I recalise that I—er—am not
wanted here.”

And so the professor went. The day passed
uncventfully—and so did the night.

Wednesday and Thursday and IFriday were
the same. The weck proved to be singularly
uneventful. The boyvs used their playing
fields daily, and footer practice and gamecs
went on without interruption. It really did

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!

secem that Professor Ogleby had given it up
as a bad job.

The seniors were quite convinced that they
had finally won, and a great many of the
juniors wero beginning to think that the
Vigilanco Committee was wasting its time.

Night after night the boys had kept watch
—only a dozen cach “relay ¥ now, three
from cach Housc—and the organisation of
these watches was quite a business in itself.
The boys were beginning to think that it was
all unnecessary.

The school, in fact. was lulled into a sense
of completo security—and Nipper was the
only one, perhaps, who gucssed that this was
Professor Thorpe Ogleby's intention. He
had stirred up a hornets’ nest, and he was
giving that nest time to settle down. DBut
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Nipper, when he voiced these opinions, was
regarded as an alarmist. Wasn’t it as plain
as o pikestaff that Professor Ogleby had
bolted from St. Frank’s with his tail between
his legs?

Saturday dawned, and there was no time to
think of the old archeeologist and his Roman
remains. It was the sccond Saturday of the
football season!

That afternoon the St. Frank’s Junior XI
would go over to Bannington Council School
to play off their League fixture. They were
determined to win, and so were the Council
boys. Both teams were out to secure the two
points, and a keen game was anticipated.

‘“The
¢ Live-Wire?
By E. S. BROOKS. .

Rebels ! ”?

Nipper & Co. encamped on Little Side,
which is ringed with wire defences.

‘“ Hands off the playing fields ! *’ s
the war-cry of the St. Frank’s boys—and
Professor Ogleby finds them to be **live-
wire *’ rebels in more senses than one !

The most sensational barring-out in
history at St. Frank’s is on—read all about
it in next week’s enthralling long yarn. 1

‘¢ Outlawed ! ”
By DAVID GOODWIN.

Dick Forrester crosses swords with a new
and dangerous enemy in the next absorbing
instalment of this magnificent old-time
adventure serial.

‘“ Handforth’s Weekly‘! ”

“Our Round Table Talk!"
MAAAAORDER IN ADVANCE!

Wl_len the Junior XI went over to Banning-
ton it was accompanied by more than half
the Remove and half the ¥ourth. The
Council school ground was not situated near
the school itself. The enclosure was part of

a& pleasant meadow on the outskirts of the
town.

.Amid tremendous enthusiasm the teams
lined up for the start. The Council boys
were 1n strong force, and they cheered their
team to the echo. The St. Frank’s fellows
considered that it was their duty to cheer
Just as loudly. So the combined effort was
earsplitting,

Nipper’s mind was at rest. No need to
worry. Willy Handforth and his stalwarts of
the Third were Splaying' a match of their
own on Little Side at St. Frank’s. So

" tactics.
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nothing much could happen to the playing
fields. Willy could bo trusted to look after

that precious turf—and he had been told that
if he wanted to get hold of the Removites
and IFFourth-Formers, all he had to do was to
ring up Bannington 304—which was Mr.
Gibbons’ grocery shop. Mr. Gibbons would
lose no time in sending a message across to
the Council school ground.

So Nipper, carefree, entered into the gamo
with gusto. Within one minutc of the kick-
off, Nipper ran clean through and scored for
the Saints.

‘“ Hurrah!”

‘““Well done, Nipper !”.

“One up, already!”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

To the St. Frank’s fellows this was a
good omen. They had visions of a walk-
over. But the Council school boys soon shat-
tered that dream. Their defence had been
slow in settling down; Nipper’s surprise
raid had taken them unawares,

From the restart, however, there was a
differcnt tale to telll. The St. Frank’s
players, eager to press home their advanta%(;,
swarmed to the attack once more; but this
time they were met by a rock-like defence.

Although Reggie Pitt made run after run
along the touchline; although he centred
beautifully; although the inside forwards
took shot after shot, they could not increase
their lead. The Council School backs were
always there—always Wworking with grim,
tenacious stubbornness. And Bob Jenkins, in
goal, was a tower of strength.

Towards half-time, Ted Sparks changed his
Until now he had been concentrating
But quite suddenly the
The Council School

his men on defence.
whole game changed.

- forwards, so ineffective up to this point, now

became dangerous. A

Time after time they swept down the field,
passing the ball from one to another with a
skill and precision which surprised and dis-

mayed the St. Frank’s defence.

Just before half-time Ted made a clean
run through, fooling the St. Frank’s backs
completely. There was only Handforth to
beat, and tho leader of Study D, dancing
up and down between the ‘‘sticks,”” was
ready.

Thud !

Ted Sparks sent in a hot, low shot, which
swerved as it came, Handforth dived,
reached the ball, and punched out. Charley
Sargent was waiting. As quick as lightning
he got his foot to the ball, and kicked. The
leather soared over Handforth’s head and
went into the not.

“Goal1”
““Oh, good cgg!”
“We’ve equalised 1’*

“Jolly good, Charley !I”’ panted Ted Sparks,
running up to the scorer. *That was a first-
class goal ot yours!”

“Chuck it.” grinned Charley.
wasn’t my goal at all—it was yours!™

“It
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Anyhow, thc Council School boys had
cqualised—and the score was unaltered when
the whistle blew for half-time.

By now Nipper and his men had forgotten
Professor Thorpe Ogleby altogether. During
that exciting first half, threc great traction
cngines had lumbered past the football
meadow—but the footballers had taken no
notice. Later they were to remember thoso
engines.

CHAPTER 11,
Rebellion! *

ITHIN five minutes of the re-start the

Saints received a shock. For the

Council School boys scored again,

) and so well were they playing that

1t scemed any odds that they would obtain an
cven greater lead.

By this timo those three lumbering steam
tractors had reached Bellton Lane, and were
approaching St. Frank’s. Willy Handforth,
on Litt'e $Side, heard them, and Willy
whistled.

' No more football for us, my lads!” he
sald crisply, after he had stopped the Third
IForm game. ‘There’s dirty work afoot, by
the look of things.’’

““What do you mean?” went up a shout.

“Five mirutes ago a big car arrived at the
school,” said Willy grimly. ‘I spotted it,
although you fellows were too keen on your
football to take any notice. The car brought
our cheery friend, Professor Thorpe Ogleby.”

“What!”

‘““Has he come back ?”

“He has come back—and right on his heels
come three whacking great traction engines,”
said Willy impressively. ‘Listen! Can’t you
hear ’em? I saw them coming up the lane—
just had a glimpse when I went to the corner
to look. Now, you may say I'm suspicious-
minded, but it looks funny to me.”

“Traction engines !” gasped Chubby Heatk.
““Oh, crikey!”’

“We can't do anything against traction-
engines!”’ ejaculated Juicy Lemon. I say,
somebody had better send out the alarm!
But—but what’s the good ?”” he went on, dis-
mayed. “The Remove chaps and the Fourth-
I'ormers are away in Bannington. And the
seniors have gone over to Barcliffe! We're
practically alone!”

“I know it,”’ said Willy crply. “ Chubby,
dash indoors, ring up Bannington 304, and
get Mr. Gibbons to send a message over to
our chaps on the Council School ground.”

“Right!”” said Chubby Heath. “What’s
the message ?”

“Just this—that Professor Ogleby has
started a new stunt, but Nipper is not to
worry,” said Willy. #‘Tell him to hurry
over with the Remove and the Fourth as
quickly as posssible, but finish his game first.”

“Right!” said Chubby, looking a bit
doubtful “But wouldn’t it be better, in the
cires, to tell those chaps to dash here at
once, without finishing the game?”
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“You heard what I said at first,”’ replied
Willy calmiy.

“Qh, all right—you know best.”

And Chubby cut off.

ROFESSOR THORPE OGLEBY and
Mr. James Drummond, having
dramatically turned up at St. Frank’s
after nearly a week’s absence, were

looking rather puffed after a long climb.
They had, in fact, mounted to the top of the
School House clock-tower. From this
vantage-point they could sce all the surround-
ing countryside.

“Now, Drummond, I think we shall have
these boys easily defeated,” the professor
was saying. °*‘And this time we’'re not work-
ing by night—but openly, in broad daylight.”

“V\yhich is much better, sir,” murmured
Mr." Drummond.

They were looking down upon those three
great traction-engines, which were even now
trundling past the main gates.

“It will be over very quickly,’”” went on
the professor with relish. “It has cost me a
good deal to hire these traction-engines, but
it will be worth the money. I have waited,
too—waited all the week, Drummond.”

“If I may say so, sir, you have displayed
remarkable strategy,” decclared Mr. Drum-
mond enthusiastically. “With both the
Junior XI and the Senior XI playing away
from the school, the field is practically clear.
There are, of course, a number of boys on the
playing fields——"

““ A handful of Third-Formers!”’ inter-
rupted the professcr contemptuously., *‘Let
them try to stop these juggernauts if they
can! I am taking no chances, Drummond.
-1 have instructed the drivers of those engines
to proceed straight across the paddock and
right on to Little Side. There will not be
one minute’s delay.”

“Those heavy wheels will do enormous
damage to the turf,” said Mr. Drummond,
nodding.

““Wheels 7 repeated the professor. ‘““ Good
gracious, Drummond, I am not relying upon
the wheels alone! Those engines are all fitted
with digging spikes, such as steam-rollers use
for tearing up the road. As the engincs
sprcad out across the playing fields those
digging spikes will be put into operation,
and by ths time the boys arrive back from
their wretched football games, these fields
will be dug up from end to end. And I
shall have won.”

HE message got through to Nipper &
.Co. very promptly.

Mr. Gibbons sent his errand-boy
across to the Council School ground—
and the errand-boy was one of Ted Sparks’
most enthusiastic supporters. Ho was vcry
excited now, and after pushing his way
through the crowds, he dashed right on to
the field, just as a keen scrimmago was taking
place in the St. I'rank’s half, The refereo

blew his whistle. '
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“Here, 1 say, Jimmy, what’s the idea?”
gshouted Sparks, running up. ‘“What do
ou mean by stopping the game——"

“ Couldn’t help it, Ted,” panted Jimmy, tho
errand-boy. “The guv’nor’s just had a
telephone message from a chap at St
Frank’s. A message for Nipper.”

‘“What!” went up a shout from the St.
Trank’s players.

“Yes !’ said Jimmy breathlessly. “I dunno
what it mecans, but I’'m to say that Professor
Ogleby 1s there, and that there’s trouble
brewing.?’

“Great Scott !’

““We'd better dash off |

“Rather |”?

“No!” sghouted Jimmy. “I was told to
say that you were to finish your game—that
everything would be all right until you got
there, later.”

““Good old Willy!” said Nipper heartily.
“How many minutes to go, ref?”

““Ten,” replied the refcree.

“Good! Well finish this game,” said
Nipper briskly. “It would be silly to
abandon it now.”

“Silly ?”’ -repeated Ted Sparks.
be darned unfair!
chaps are leading.”’

The game reccommenced, and so excited
were the St. Frank’s fellows that their play
was affected. They secmed. to go all to
piccles, and Ted looked like scoring a third
goal.

Howcver, there was another surprise.
Nipper, at least, kept his head, and after an
centerprising raid by the Council School for-
ward, Nipper made a spectacular solo dash.
Not only did he break clean through the
Council School’s defence, but he scored the
finest goal of the match, Clean through he
went, beating man after man—and then, with
a slam, he scored. It was a beautiful drive,
a shot which nine goalies out of ten would
have failed to save.

“By George!” yelled Handforth, at the
other end of the field. “Good old Nipper!
We’ve equalised, anyhow! That means one
point cach!”

“Chuck 1t!” sang out one of the Council
boys. *“We want both them points!”

But they did mnot get them. The St.
Frank’s juniors, flustered and excited though
they wcre, kept their end up until the finish
of the game. When the final whistle blew
the score was a draw, two—two.

‘ EADY ?” asked Willy Handforth
crisply. ‘“Let her go, then!”

Hissssss—sizzzzz—hisssss |

The enterprising Willy had taken
the only possible coursc. One glance at those
traction-engines had convinced him that the
Third, valiant as it was, could do nothing to
stop them. Nothing, that is, without somo
additional help.

For those traction-engines, unlike most
vehicles of their type, were provided with
cnclosed cabins for the drivers. They wero
special wooden structures, in fact, which

“It would
Don’t forget that we

‘hardly knew what to do.
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Professor Ogleby had specified, Enclosed
in them, the men in charge were safe.

Tho engines, one after the other, were
now trundling hecavily across the paddock,
straight towards the gateway which led
directly on to Little Side. The gate wasn’t
open, but the engines were obviously going
to smash through it.

The fags were dismayed. Even Willy
To attack the
engines would be useless; the boys might
swarm all over them, but they could not
stop their progress. With the drivers se-
curcly stationed in their wooden cabins, the
position looked pretty hopeless.

Then 1t was that Willy’s ingenuity showed
itsclf.

He had been quick to perceive that there
were big look-out holes cut in the front of
those 1mprovised cabins. Thosc holes gave
Willy an idea. Getting all the fags to work,
two or threce hose pipes were rushed out from
the school. There was a hydrant—in fact,
two hydrants—ncar the bicycle shed, and
hoses were rapidly fixed on to these. The
bicycle shed itself stood in the paddock, and
the hoses, being long, easily rcached tho
sccne of action. With a sudden rush, the
fags charged forward. Water hissed from
the nozzles.

Professor Ogleby, up in the tower, laughed
with derision.

‘“Upon my word!” he exclaimed. *‘‘Look,
Drummond! 1 feel almost sorry for those
wretched boys! What do they hope to gain
by spraying those engines with water? Do
they imagine for a moment that—— Why,
what—— Good gracious! The lecading
enginc has stopped!”

It was true. Willy Handforth was concen-
trating on that leading engine; ho was
directing a powerful jet of water through the
look-out hole in front of the wooden cab.
The result, of course, was devastating, The
driver and his mate were soaked, blinded
and helpless. The water was pouring down
in floods.

AT HOME! A Riley Billiard Table

provides an attraction
that makecs it simple.
There’s hours of pleasuro
for the boys and all the
family with a Riley
‘“ Home ** Billiard Table,
The 6 ft. size is de-
livered on first deposit of
13/3, balance by monthly
, instalments. Cash pricc,
BN\ £11. 156. 0. 7 days

l },- Frce Trial a'lowed to test

WA/ the table, and Rileys pay
b TR il c:_nrl:'mgc and take transit
risks.

Rilcy’s ‘* Combine ** Bil-

liard and Dining Tables are also offercd on easy terms,

Scnd for Free Art List containing sizcs and prices of

all tables, Rileys are the largest makers of full-sizo
Billiard Tables in Great Britain,

L .

: 32 FREE:

§Blllisrd Tables.: Eo Jo RILEY LTD-, Blake

:Send for details: Works, Accrington, and Dept. 36,
: and price list. 1147, Aldersgate St., London, E.C.1,
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“Hurrah!” yelled Willy. “That’s stopped
one of ’em—and I think we can hold the
others at bay until the rest of the chaps
arrivel” ,

‘“‘Hurrah!” yelled the other fags.

Before long, however, they were not so
ready to cheer. 'The traction-engino drivers,
after their first shock, rigged up a hasty
protection in front of the look-out holes.
Then they drove on blindly.”

But the delay, brief as it had been,
sufficed. A Morris Minor car came tearing
up, accompanicd by secveral motor-cycles.
In the rear trailed a long stream of juniors,
racing up by the dozen.

They E)st no timo in getting to work—
much to the consternation of the watching
Professor Ogleby.

Nipper & Co., their strength increasing
every minute as more and more boys arrived,
attacked desperately. They rushed at those
great engines, they tore at the wooden cabs
—which, after all, wero only tcmporary struc-
tures—and such was their determination that
in a very short time the men in tho cabs
were compelled to admit defcat.

“Sorry, you wmen!” said Nipper broath-
lessly. ““We're not blaming you for this,
but we advise you to cleaur off. Turn these
engines about, and get back to the-road.”

The engine crews, realising there was no
help for it, obeyed. To the professor’s fury,
the traction engines retrcated, and the Re-
move, Fourth and Third dashed on to Little
Side and took complete possession.
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““Thanks, Willy!” said Nipper, giving the
Third Form skipper a learty slap on the
back. “You did famously!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Willy!”

‘““Well done, the Third!”

““Cheese it!” said Willy.
programme now ?”’

““We’ll have no more messing about!” re-
Elied Nipper, raising his voice so that all
eard. ‘‘This is the last straw! We're nos
going to give Professor Ogleby another
chance! It’s rebellion |”

* Hurrah!”

“Down with old Ogleby !”

‘““We’ll hold these playing fields!” roared
Nipper. ‘““We'll bar the professor out from

12

this minute—until he comes to his scnsecs!
So the die was cast.

Professor Thorpe Ogleby had goaded the
boys too far—and now it was open rebellion:
The most novel barring-out in the history
of St. Frank’s was about to begin!

“What’s the

THE END.

(A barring-out at St. Franks! The New
Head is determined to dig up the school
playing flelds, and Nipper & Co are just
as determined to prevemt him. *‘‘ The:
¢ Live-wire’ Rebcels! ”’ is the title of nex?
week’s rousing yarn, and it hums with
excitement from the first chapter. Don’t
miss it. Order your copy now.)

—

CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

Wm. J. Gibb, 5, George Street, Huntly,
Aberdeenshire, wishes to hear from readers
interested in past St. Frank’s stories.

John 8. Kay, 8, Wesley Road, Hayes,
Middx., wauts correspondents overseas.

Geo. Butler, 82, Queen’s IHead Street,
London, N., would like to hear from readers
interested in swimming and camping.

Miss D. Bird, Belle Vue, 44, Spencer Road,
Luton, Beds., wishes to hear from girl
readers.

Ernest S. Holman, Bromsgrove, 18, Scotts
Road, Leyton, E. 10, wants correspondents
who are intcrested in past St. Irank’s stories.

J. G. Ritchie, 5§, Lynedoch Avenue, East
St. Kilda, Victoria, Australia, wishes to hear
from readers who are interested in the stories
which appeared in past series of the N.L.L.

Simon Durga Singh, 3, Lamaha Street,
Dcmerara, British Guiana, wants correspon-
dents.

Jack Rye, 80, Pakenham Street, Echuca,
Victoria, Australia, would lhke a pen-friend;
age 15.

Harold~ Percival, 13, Leslie Strcet, Mt.
Iawley, Western Australia, wants correspon-
dents anywhere, but more especially in
Canada, India, South Africa and America.

Geoffrey Armstrong, 3, Dodwell Lane,
Burseledon, Nr. Southampton, wishes to ge$
in touch with a reader in Ireland; age 15. -

C. Kenney, Silvan Road, Mt. Evelyn, Mel-
bourne, Australia, would like to correspond
with readers. '

S. P. Crocker, 33, Pennsylvania Road, Elia-
combe, Torquay, wishes to correspond wita
readers. '
- Miss Mollie Gahely, 32, Whistler Steet,
Manly, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, asks for
gir]l correspondents.

Duncan Toombs, 312b, Blackthorne Avenue,
Toronto 9, Ontario, Canada, wishes to hear
from readers keen on the old St. Frank’s
stories.

Wh. George Ginn, 881, Green Lamne, Chig-
well Heath, KEsséx, wants correspondents,
especially those interested in journalism.

J. Faircloth, 31, Wilson Street, Burdett
Road, Bow, London, E. 3, would like a cor-
respondent in Germany; age 18—20.

A. Matthews, 58, Lupin Street, Necheils,
Birmingham, wishes to hear from readers.

Kenneth Mason, 72, Kenelm Road, Small
Heath, Birmingham, wants correspoindents
anywhere, including Australia and America.

A. Barnard, 5, Collingwood Strcet, Chelsea,
London, S.W.3, would like to hear from
readers in his district. -

V. Hague, 124, Howard Road. Walklev,
Sheffield, wants correspondents; ages 14—15.



The Editor Would Like To Hear From YOU—Send Him A Letter Now.

Ives (Jersey), Valerie Lillian Dudley

(Tallygaroopna), D.M.B. (Leeds),

Peter Mortis (London, Ont.), Norman
H. Galle (Kilburn, S. Australia), Jack Settle
(Rugby), Geoffrey Armstrong (Southampton),
Eric J. Robson (Cascwell, N.S.W.), Jack
Ritchie (East St. Kilda, Vietoria, Australha),
Ernest S. Holman (Leyton).

LETTERS acknowledged from: Barbara

» » »

Modern House Fourth Form studies are
occupicd by the following: Study No. 1, Bob
Christine, Roddy Yorke, Charley Talmadge;
Study No. 2, Ernest Lawrence, Hubert
Churchman, George Holland; Study No. 3,
Harry Oldfield, Len Clapson, Billy Nation;
Study No. 4, Scssue Yakama:; Study No. 5,
Horace Crowe, George Webb, Albert
Crooke; Study No. 6, John Busterfield
Boots, Percy Bray, Walter Denny; Study
No. 7, Walter Skelton, Eugene Ellmore;
Study No. 8, Terence O’Grady, Herbert Van-
dyke; Studies 9 and 10 are not occupied.

» » »

There is no * Nelson Lee Annual,” Barbara
Ives, but a story featuring the chums of St.
Frank’s will appear in the next issue of the
‘““Holiday Annual.” Naturally, the yarn
will be written by Mr. Edwy Searles Brooks.
In general appearance Tessa Love is small
and dainty and graceful, with dark brown,
wavy hair, and merry eyes. She is one of
the prettiest girls at the Moor View School—
and one of the cleverest. The best way for
you to obtain back numbers is to give par-
ticulars to your necwsagent, who will then
mquire through the Back Number Depart-
ment, and if they are still in print he will
be able to get them. The story called “The
Boot-boy Baronet,” featuring Sir Jimmy
Potts, appeared in No. 90, 1st Necw Series,
dated Jan. 21st, 1928.

» ¥ t 4
Your mind-picture of William Napoleon
rowne 1s so good, Valeriec Dudley, that a
full description seems unnccessary.  William
apoleon is a very clegant fellow, tall, lean
and scrupulously immaculate. His hair is

A breezy chat on topics in general,
conducted by the Editor,

dark, and always brushed with great care.
He never hurries himself needlessly, but
when tho occasion demands he cheerfully
throws his digrity to the winds and moves
apace. No, you are not the first reader to
send a lctter by air mail. With regard to
your questions, Nipper has no parents, and
his homeo is with Nelson Lee. St. Frank’s is
situated in the County of Sussex, two or
three miles from the South Coast, overlook-
ing the English Channel. Browne’s father
15 a famous judge, and your other questions
regarding parents will be answered in the
course of tho storics, space forbidding here.

® » *

Yes, of course, D.M.B., the St. Frank’s
boys aro compelled to suffer the torments of
exams. bkeo every other schoolboy. But as
exams. aro not likely to bo of particular
interest to readers in gencral, they are
scarccly ever mentioned.

* * *

Tho subscription rate for the Old Paper,
Peter Mortis—and this may interest other
overscas rcaders—is 11/- per annum, as you
will sco for yourself if you turn to the
bottomn of page 44. Your subscription can
date from No. 72 of the New Series now run-
ning, and as soon as you send your sub. along
the publisher will dispatch you the numbers
already in print, and the others will come to

you weekly.
% * *

- The story in which Church was supposed to
be decad, Jack Settle, was called “The
Stricken Schoolboy,” and it was published on
October 15th, 1927, in No. 76, 1st New
Scrics. The following three stories also dealt
with the same subject. |

* * *

All lectters for discussion on this page
must be addressed to Tho Ilditor, NELSON
Lee LiBrary, Fleetway House, Ifarringdon
Street, London, IE.C.4. To c¢nsure a
printed reply readers should include in
their letters some point, or points, likely to
interest other readers,
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Like a fighting fury Dick Forrester battles for his life!

A stirring serial of old-time romance and adventure,

By DAVID GOODWIN

The King’s Riders!

UDDENLY a ﬁrcat uproar rose outside
—a loud ye and the thunder of
horses’ hoofs. A body of mounted

men dashed up to the house like a whirl-
wind, and flung themselves upon the {oot-
pads. Captain Swecny’s shrill voice rang
above the tumult with a savage oath:

“The King’s Riders! Save yourselves!”

The words had hardly fallen on their ears
when those who were within the room turned
tail and bolted for their lives, flinging them-
selves out of the windows. The instant he
was free Dick shouted to his serving-men,
who swiftly ran to the scene of the fire and
pulled the blazing sheaves of straw away,
battering out the {lames that were beginning
to seizo on the wcod. For a moment Dick
was so full of anxiety for the house that
he forgot all eclse.

The footpad crew scattered like flies, and
Captain Sweeny fled for the road. But two
of the King’s men threw themselves upon
him, and, after a fierce struggle, he was
overpowered and captured.

“Hold him fast!” cried the lieutenant of
the Riders. ‘‘’Tis the thief Sweeny, as [
live! We have Hown at the falcon aud
caught the crow. Now for the knave we
came to find, for I am persuaded he is in
yonder house.” ]

He rode‘up to the great front doors and
jumped down from his horse.

“’0d’s death!” said Turpin to Dick, in tha
dining-hall, glancing at him hurried!y.
“Here’s a pretty kettle of fish! The King's
Riders have beaten off Sweeny and his iun,
but ’tis me they’re after!”

“Plague on it! Why did they not leave
us alone?” exclaimed Dick. *“Here, Turpia, .
through the door and up the staircase—
quick! I will find you a hiding-place!”

“Nay! I shall bring disaster on you and
yours,” sald Turpin hurriedly. “You must
not shelter me. I will out by the winduw
and take my chance.”

“You shall not!” cried Dick, seizing him
by the arm. “Eve lower window i3
watched. Pink me! What sort of a comrada
do you take me for? Up the stairs, and I
will see you safe!™
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He thrust Turpin to a small side staircase
from a corner of the entrance-

that ran u . T
hall, and the highwayman, after hesitating a
moment, went up. There was such a

thunderous knock at the outer doors that
Dick himself paused. _
« Admit no man!” he cried to the serving-
man who hurried to answer the knocking.
And then he followed his comrade, who
had already mounted.

« Where are you?” Dick said eagerly, paus-
ing for a moment in the darkness of the
gtairs; and then he saw Turpin had turned
to the right of the little landing, and had

ne through a door in front. “Not that
way, man; there’s no place there, and no
way out! It leads to a blind room. Out to
the left here—quick!”

“Plague on it, which way?” muttered
Turpin, as Dick came to the door to lead him
back.

The momenti’s delay had becen fatal, for a
heavy step on the stairs was heard, and
before they could cross the landi the
lieutenant of the Riders appeared. urpin
darted back into the room.

“Give way, in the King’s name!” said the
lieutenant loudly. “I am here to arrest the
outlaw, Richard Turpin, whom I saw mount
these stairs, and I charge you to deliver him

‘,’

“S’death!” cried Dick in a rage, whipping
out his rapier and turning on the man.
“Who gave you leave to march into my
house as though it were your own? Out, or

b2

The licutenant quickl
from his brecast and held
eyes.

“In the name of the law!” he cried fiercely.
“Herc is my sealed search-warrant, and 1
am within my rights. Hinder me at your
peril! Ho, there, men! Up and take the
malefactor, for he is here!”

plucked a paper
it before Dick’s

Cheated of Their Prey!

O furious was Dick at the danger of his
friend, and at this high-handed
invasion of Fernhall, that there is little
doubt he would have run the licutenant

through the body and defied the Riders, had
not Turpin himself sprung out on to the
landing and seized the rash young squire’s
sword-arm.

. Nay, Dick; if you love me you shall not
imperil your own neck for me!” he said.

d
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“Let them take me, since ’tis in your house.
You shall not be ruined for my sake!”

“To me, men! Here 1s the outlaw!”
shouted the lieutenant, springing at Turpin.
“Come and make him fast!”

But Dick, as Turpin loosed his wrist and
turned to face the danger, gripped the
lieutenant’s arms above the elbows with
sinewy young hands and held him fast.

“Quick, comrade, I've got him!” cried
Dick. .

“I say you shall not sell yourself for me!”
exclaimed Turpin.

“Waste no time in folly!” cried Dick,
struggling with the lieutenant. “Don’t talk,
but fly! What’s done can’t be undone. Go,
comrade, and good luck go with you!”

Sceing that Dick was obdurate, Turpin
turned with an exclamation and ran back
into the room, just as the Riders rushed up
the stairs.

““Not that way!” cried Dick in despair.
For it was by the other door, he knew, that
the body of the house could be reached and
escape made possible. “ Plague on it, t’other
door!” he panted, striving with all his might
to hold the struggling licutenant and blocking
the way so that the men could not get past.

He held them back for some seconds, and
then they hurled him aside and dashed
through the door after the outlaw.

“Comrade,” he gasped, struggling to his
feet painfully, a sob in his throat, “ they have
you now, in spite of all!”

There was a furious rush as the Riders ran
pell-mell into the room a’ter Turpin, and then
a great uproar. Dick knew there was no
hiding-place in the room, nor any way out,
and the window was forty feet from the
ground. He expected to sce his comrade
brought out, bound and defeated. Then
came a cry that was music to his ears:

“He is not here!”

“He is climbing down by the ivy!” roared
the lieutenant’s voice. “He has nearly
rcached the ground. Fire on him! Rang it,
have none of you your pistols here ?”

Dick’s heart leaped with joy. He had
never dreamed it was possible to escape by
climbing down the ivy-covered wall—thcre
was scarce a foothold for a sparrow, and a
false step meant death.

“Down after him, some of you!” shrieked
the lieutenant. “What, are you all afraid of
it? Ah, he has reached the ground! A
thousand fiends! Why is there no one
watching this side of the house? Out and
after him!”

hall.

c Pfefuge in the young squire’s house.

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

DICKE FORRESTER, once a notorious highwayman with a price on his head, thanks to the villainy of
his uncle, Vane Forrester, now dead, has settled down to a life of ease and luxury on his estale of Fern
RIC He sadly misses the company of his former cheery comrade of the road, )
HARD TURPIN, the famous outlaw. But Turpin once again comes into Dick’s life when he seeks
APT He 18 being pursued by
AIN SWEENY, the villainous leader of & gang of robbers.
and for @ time Dick and Turpin hold them at bay. The odds are too heavy against them, howerver,
;’.'l;l after the footpads have set fire to the house, they are gradually beaten back. W ith backs to the wall,
igding for their lives, the two comrades make a last desperate stand.

(Now read on.)

Sweeny and kis men make an attack,
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He and his men came tearing down_the
stairs and out into the grounds again. Dick
raised a cheer behind them, and the
lieutenant turned and shook his fist at the
young squire as he ran. A great shgutm%
arose outside, and away they all went in ful
cry after the fugitive. . _

Dick watched them disappear into the
night, and, despite his wounds and bruises,
he laughed light-hecartedly. . |

“Not all the Riders in Norfolk will catch
him now. He has slipped through their lines
and away into the woods, and the King’s men
are too clumsy for night-hunting. Hurah
for the knights of the road——" ]

Dick broke off abruptly. With something
of a shock he remembered he was no high-
wayman now, but a man of landed estates
and fortune. Might he not have imperilled
his safety and the position he had done so
much to win by this defiance of the King’s
oflicers ?

“Nay!” he cried, smiting his thigh. “How
could I have done otherwise? All that I
have I owe to that merry outlaw and good
comrade; and he would have given himself
up to save me. Ah, here return the Riders!
' ll)ley are empty-handed—good luck to them!”

“The knave has slippeg through our very
fingers!” cried the licutenant with a savage
oath. “Thanks to that youngster who drew
his bodkin on me! Ah, is it you, sir?” he
roared, turning furiously to Dick. “This lies
at your door, and you will rue it before the
matter is dropped, I promise you!”

“I will answer at the proper time for all I
have done,” said Dick, standing erect.
“Stand off, sir, and attempt no violence,” he
added, as the Rider strode angrily forward.
“I am in my own domicile, and for what I
have done you have no authority to do more
than report to your chief.”

The lieutenant, knowing Dick was in the
right, bit his lip.

““ All the worse for you,” he said. “Come,
men, bring up your horses. We have the
knave Sweeny, at least.”

At that moment one of the Riders came
running up. He saluted hastily.

‘“ Please, your honour, the prisoner Sweeny
};asdescape , and his two guards are lying
dead!”

Unexpected Visitors!
DICK gave a start of surprise and

horror. The licutenant rushed off,
followed closely by the young squire.

It was true. By some despcrate

means, or by the aid of his thievish under-
lings, the footpad captain had escaped, and
the two riders who had held him were lying
dead on the path, with deep dagger wounds
to show how their fate had overtaken them.
“This is a fitting climax!” cried the
licutenant, turning fiercely upon Dick. “It
is due to you, sir. By tho rood, I think you
will find yourself in no better case than
Captain Sweeny would have been ere long!
Thanks to you, we have missed both those
villainous malefactors. Had you not defied

hurst.
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my warrant, we should have had them both,
You shall answer for it, sir! You shall
answer for it!” _ o

Dick replied sadly yet with dignity.

I regret the death of these brave fellows,
lieutenant, as much as you do. But the
knave who killed them was striving to kill
me when you came, and if your men have
failed to hold him, the fault is not mine.
For the rest, I did no more than shelter my
guest, and for that I will answer when the
time comes.”

‘““Ay, by the black rood you shall!”
turned the licutenant savagely. ‘Think not
because you are a lord of the manor that you
can oppose the king’s officers in their duty!”

““No such thing was in my mind,” said
Dick sadly. ‘“’Twas not for that I did what
yvou complain of. Your duty and mine were
at cross-purposes, sir, and so this unhappy
broil arose.”

The lieutenant muttered a threat under his
breath, and, gathering his men together,
made ready to leave.

Dick, after arranging with his serving-men
for all that was necessary to be done, went
into the house in a gloomy frame of mind,
and retired to his lonely library. _

“Od’s fish!” he muttered. ‘“And two
hours since I was grumbling that matters
went too slowly at Fernhall. I scarce
bargained for this.”

It was not the struggle with the footpad
gang that grieved him, nor what he had
done for Turpin, but the thought of the two
slain riders—though their death was no fault
of his—sat heavily on him. Moreover, he
had certainly defied the law he lived under,
and, though it was i1mpossible for Dick to
betray his old comrade, yet the lieutenant of
the riders was doing no more than his duty.

‘“’Tis a stroke of sore bad luck—nothing
else,” muttered Dick. ‘I did not wish to bo
at loggerheads with the king’s men again so
soon, with the ink of my pardon scarce dry.
Can they bring me to the dock for it? Mcn
have been hanged for less, and two weeks
ago I, too, was within a few hours of the
gallows. )

“Nay, it will not be that! There is no
Vane now to drive the blow home, and mako
the worst of it. I have shed no blood, save
of the footpads who were at my throat. I
doubt ’twill be to mulet me in a prodigious
big fine, sincc I am wecalthy—one that will
tax even the riches of Fernhall to pay. 1
trust ’twill be no worse, though I own
matters look black. I wjll write to Decer-
Perchance ho can smooth matters a
little for me in high places.”

He sat down and penned a message to his
uncle, Lord Dcerhurst, a brother of his late
mother’s, and who had some influence at
court. Decerhurst had begun to take notice of
Dick now that the boy was no longer an out-
law, but a great landowner and head of an
ancient family.

“Deecrhurst 1s always to be found on the
winning side,” said Dick to himself rather
sourly, as he sealed the letter. “He was use-

rec-
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ful to Uncle Vane when Vane held Fornhall;
now he is equally zealous for me, as I am
rich, and, whatever happened, Fernhall
would not go to him.”

Four days passed, during which nothing
happened, and Dick was growing uneasy as
to what might be in store for him, when a
reply came from Lord Deerhurst, which,
reading as follows, made Dick frown thought-

fully:

“My dear nephew,—Your unfortunate
escapade is making a great stir among
those in authority, and though I am
doing my best to ensure that you escape
with a fine, I may tell you you are in
somc danger. At least, be assured I
shall do my utmost, and I think I can
pull you through.

“It is fortunate, at this crisis, that
our decceased uncle, Vane Forrester,
eft, as far as we know, no sons or
daughters, cspecially in view of the
hurried and somewhat slovenly way in
which the legal part of your entry into
possession of Fernhall was accomplished.
Although your moral rights are certain.
you should have had a better lawyer. I
advise you to look into this. And
remain, my dear nephew, your affection-
ato uncle,

‘““ DEERHURST.
“P.S.—Break off all connections with
that confounded rascal and robber
Turpin. I am persuaded he will be your
ruin.”’

Dick folded up the letter with a grunt.

‘““What a croaking letter! What does it
matter about the lawyers now? Yet Uncle
Deerhurst 1s a shrewd old fellow, and knows
the world. As to Vane’s sons and heirs, he
never had any—at any rate, -none came
forward when I claimed my rights. Vane
was a widower these fifteen years past, nor
had he ever a child. Besides, we are the
older line; and for the little time he had
Fernhall, he won it only by felony and
murder.

“None the less, I'm grateful to Uncle
Deerhurst for what he has done for me. He
will pay himself well, there’s small doubt.
Well, what is it ?7”

This last was to a footman, who appeared
before his young master with such a scared
face that Dick spoke somewhat sharply.

W If you p-please, sir,” said the man,
‘there is a very strange m-message nailed on

the outer doors. W-we thought you would
like to see it.”

“Message nailed to the door?” said Dick,
striding down to the hall.

He flung the outer door back, and there,
sure enough, was a large sheet of millboard
on which was a crude drawing in charcoal

of a grinning skull, and beneath it this
lnscription
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‘“ Those who offend me never live to
boast of it. Death is a little thing, but
death at the hands of Captain Sweeney
and his men is a thing to speak of in
whispers. Ask of those who know. Make
ready!”’

There the message ended abruptly. Dick
plucked it down from its place with a con-
temptuous jerk.

““Is this what scared you?’’ he said scorn-
fully to the footman. ‘“Are you an old
woman, to be [rightened by a piece of childish
bombast 7’

Dick tove the placard to scraps and cast it
into the pond beyond the carriage-drive.

““Captain Thief knows where to find me,”
he said, with a grim laugh. ‘‘Let him think
well before he tries a vengeance upon me.
I was not called Galloping Dick for nothing!”

In careless mood, he saddled Black Satan,
the magnificent horse of his highway days,
and whoin none of the grooms dared touch,
and rode over the heaths and fields with a free
rein, laughing ever and again as he thought,
of the footpad captain’s threat. He re-
turned to Fernhall after dark, splashed and
mud-bespattered; he had ridden the black
mood out of his spirit, and felt himself again.

It was a couple of hours-after dinner when
the butler announced two gentlemen to see
him on most important affairs.

“Seekers after a lease, doubtless,”
Dick. “Well, send them in.”

Into the room came two people whom Dick
had never seen before.

One was a lean, dark-faced youth, of about
twenty-one; with long, white hands, and a
Court rapier by his side. The other had the
look of a lawyer of a rather second-rate sort
—very bald, snuffy, ferret-eyed, and clad in
rusty black. ’

Dick rose courteously.

“You do not know me, I see,’’ said the
younger man.

“I have not the honour,” said Dick,
““though there is something in your person
which seems familiar to me.” _ -

“I can 1magine it,” said the dark man
airily.. “‘I am considered like my father—my
late father.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Dick, beginning to fecl
a little impatient. ‘‘Who wae your late father,
and who are you?”’

““My father,” replied the young man, taking
a chair, and looking insolently at Dick, ‘‘was
the late Vane Forrester, owner of Fernhall,
and I am Hector Forrester, his heir!”

said

Crossed Swords!

OR a moment Dick sat as if thunder-
struck. Then his face grew dark with
anger, and his hand sought his sword-
hilt. He felt tempted to run this un-

F

“blushing liar through the' body.

The young man remained immovable, not
turning a hair, and Dick’s face cleared. He
made a deep, ironical bow.
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“I am charmed to meet you, IHecctor For-
rester!” he said bitingly, with a cool smile.
“I presume it was a tnere oversight on the
part of my late uncle that he omitted to

mention that he had a son. And so you
came to itroduce yourself to me?”
“I came to inform you that Fernhall

belongs to me,” said the dark man coolly,

“and to make a small business suggestion
to you.” '
“But T inform youn that you lie,” said

Dick, with equal coolness, taking his seat
again, and ringing his spurs on the floor.
“IFor Vane Forrester never had a son, and
Fernhall i1s mine, as it was my father's
before me, and his forefathers’ also, for six
hundred years. And if my words give von

any offence T am willing to make them
good. You wear a rapier, 1 perceive. Or

1s it a shamn one, like your name?”

The young man did not move a muscle.
If he was a son of Vane Iorrester, he had
more control than cver his father showed.

“Not 0,” he said. ‘““You mayv be a better
swordsman than I—though I have 1y
doubts of that—in which case 1 shall rot
live to enjoy my inherrtance” of Fernhall.”

“Do not let that trouble von.” said Dick.
“There is an exéellent level grass-plot out-
side, and yowr chances ¢f inheriting Fernhall
are the same. whethier vou' die or hive,”

“Why 07" said the other.

“Becaun-e. even were you Vane's son. vou
are not heir to f"«_.:'mh.ull;lt‘,-_il'\("e: Vane bimself
never owied it.  You seemn to khow something
of the case; have . yon;  however, heard in
vhat  way™ he Jobtainégd--fhe wilb from my
father?” oL T

“I have heard the whole story,” said the
stranger coolly. A
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“Then vou know that Vane FForrester never
richtly owned IFernhall?”

The dap‘k mat. smiled mockingly.

“In the cyes of the law, he did,” he re-
plied, “and you never upset his claim.  You
entered into Fernhall not as your father’s
heir, but- as Vane's.”

A sudden qualin seized Dick as he realised
the truth of this.

“And, unfortunately for you,” said the dark
man, his smile still more mocking, “I, anil
not you, am Vane's next-of-kin. You seem
to be dubious as to that. Give yourself no
concern, 1 beg vou, for the legal proofs of
my birth are registered, and, indeed, I have
hardly need to prove to all the world that |
am Vane Forrester’s son and heir.  Any judge
on the circuit can satisfy himself as to that.”

S And -s0,” said Dick, rising slowly, “you
have come here to suggest that I should
move out of Fernhall and make way for you.
Inough of this, sir! Say what you mean.”

“Not quite that,” said Hector Forrester
civilly. 1 am here, as I said, to make a
business suzgestion.  Yon are 1n possession
here—-nitie points of the law, as Mr. Smear,
my lawyver, agrees.  lt will take me some
months to fight yvou in the courts and take
possession myself. besides the cost of it. 1t
scems to me there is enongh for both. So
I propose vou :zhould sign this doriiment,
which My, Smear has drawn up, legally sur-
rendering Fernhall to me, and jeserving to
vourself half the other estate of Huntor.
combe.”’ ' '

(Wil Dick agree to this startling )n-oplp'sif
tion ? Read next week’s stirving instal-
ment—full of surprises and thrills.) .
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