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Mr, MARTIN, the new headmaster of St. Frank's, thought it a simple
matter to bully the school into submission.

TYRANT HEAD!

by EOWY SEARLES BROOKS

But NIPPER & Co. soon

show the tyrant the error of his ways—as Is proved in this exciting yarn.
* Narrated by NIPPER himself.

CHAPTER 1.

Back to St. Frank's}

USTLE reigned supreme.
B Every St. Frank’s fellow, senior
and junior, was busy with some-
thing or other, There were no Jessons
for the day. The whole school, as a

matter of fact, was upside-down.

For the sojourn in London had come
to_an end.

During the last sz or seven weeks
the school had carried on in temporary
premises in London, just off Holborn,

- We had shifted from St. Frank’s, origin-
aNy, because of a fire which had par-
tially demolished the College House.

The place was re-built now, and the
Ancient House had benefited by the

presence of the builders and the decora- |
tors and the painters, too. 'The whole
scheol had been given a spring clean,
50 to speak.

As it was all ready for occupation,
there was 1o reason why we should re~
main a day longer in London. So we
were going back—and the majority of
the fellows were pleased with the pros-
pect.

London had been all very well for
change, but we should be gled to get
back to dear old St. Frank’s.

The Remove was travelling by itself,
accompanied, however, by a couple of
prefects—to keep order. They were not
likely to do much in that lne, I
imagined. The day was regarded as &

(A1) rights roserved, and reproduction without psrmission striotly forbiddon.)
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holiday, and the Juniors would probably
let themselves go.

Nelson Lee, my esteemed guv'nor,
would travel down some hours later
than the Remove. We juniors, in fact,
were to be the first to leave. And so
everything was bustle and noise in the
London premises.

“Back to the dear old place,” said
Watson cheerfully, “Good! I shall be
as pleased as Punch when we geb
there.”

“Yes, it11 be a relief,” I agreed.
“We've been awfully hampered up here
with regard to the footer. Once we
settle down at St. Frank’s we can get
ahead with the fixture-list, and proceed
to whack every eleven we play against.”

Sir Montie Tregellis-West smiled.

“I have been wonderin’ if the place
will reek of paint an’ all that sort of
tbmg," he said. “I loathe the smell

paint, dear fellows. It will be
fnghmn it Study C——0?

“Don’t you worry your head about
Study C,” T interrupted. “The College
House fellows will have to suffer the
most from smells. Their place has been
practically re-built, and it's bound to
be lmp!eatamly new.’

“I expect the paint—" began
Watson.

A head appeared in the doorway.

“You chaps ready?” asked Reginald
Pitt. “The buses to take us to London
Bridge are waiting in the courtyard,

you know. They won't wait for ever.
“We're ready,” I said  “Jus!
coming, Reggie."

“Good for you.”

Pitt went off, and a few minutes later
I strolled out with my chums. There
were several buses waiting in the couri-
yard, and they were practically filled
with shouting Removites already.

Morrow and Reynolds of the Sixth

were standmg y.

“Hurry kids,” said Mcrro‘v
briskly.  “ Were starting In
minutes. Can't wait for laggards. [f

some of you geb left behind vou'll have

& voices.

to come on by a later train—and that’li

mean punishment.”

I ran my eye over the crowd before
mounting a_bus.

“Exarybody seems to be here” I

said. “It’'s all right—hold bard,
modwh W’here’s Study L?”

“In the building, I expect,” grinned
De Valerie. “Nobody’s pinched it.”

I looked round.

“Anybody seen Trotwood?” I asked.
“Or Liitle?”

“They’re indoors, I believe,” said
Owen major. “Both the Trotwoods
are trying to get Little awagy. Bn\

there’s some grub in the study, a
would break Fatty’s heart to 1eave 1t"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'They’d better be called out,” I said,
grinning.

Jimmy Little, the new boy in the
Remove, was the fattest fellow or
record. He was of truly terrific size
and his appetite was large in proper-

tion. He could eat enough for four,
ordinary fellows.

Fating, in fact, was his one

point. He would get himself
twuble because of his appetite. In
all other respects he was one. of the
best.

Just as I was about to hurry indoors,
one of the Trotwood twins appeared.
It was impessible to tell which one it
was—by sight. For Nicodemus and Cor-
nelius were alike as two peas.

“Where's Fatty?” roared a dozen

“Indoors—gorging!” shouted Nico-
demus—Tor it WE.S l:he elder twin. “We
can’t shift the ass

“A crane couldn 't shift him!” grinned

Pitt.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I want a dozen fellows to come in

yank him out by force,” ss)d Nico-
demus “It's the only way——"
Rats! We’re not having any!”

“But, my goed friends——

“I_should leave the fat ass alone,”
said Bob Christine. “If he likes to miss
the frain, that’s his look-out. In any
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case, it’s a question if we could get
him on one of these buses. Hell want
2 Wwhole one to himself.”

a, ha, ha!”

“Time's up,” said Morrow.
can’t wait any longer, Trotwood, »

My goodness! Gimme Just one
minute!” gasped Nicodemus.

He rushed into the-school again, and
charged into Study L. The juniors’
studies here had been lettered the same
as at St. Prank’s, so that no confusion
should be caused.

Fatty Little was seated at the table,
and before him were a number of cakes
and pastries, and a pile of sandwiches.
He grinned cheerfully as Nicodemus
rushed in. Jimmy was a very amiable
fellow.

“Come on!” yened Nicodemus.
“The buses are starting!”

“Really, my dear Nicodemus, I am
waiting for Little,” said Cornelius
mildly.

“Just give me_three minutes to

“We

.- finish——" began Little.

“You duffer! There’s not a second!”

“But I can't leave this grub—"

“You must!” roared Nicodemus.
“You fat gorger! The buses are
starting now! ~Can’t you hear 'em?
I_mwe that stuff on the table and come
along

Jxmmy Little shook his head firmly.

“I couldn't do it!” he declared.

“You—you-——-=:?"

“It would he a waste of good foed,”
said the fat boy. “I don’t mind taking
it with me, if yowll wait a couple of
minutes while I wrap it up—"

“We can't wait for anything!”
howled Nicodemus. “Help me to force
the silly 1d ot ouc of this study, Corny!
Lend 8

R.eany’“ sam Cornelins mildly. “I
can’t hea

“What?" gasped his brother. “Can't
hear what?”

“You said there was a band—"

“T didot!” yelled Nicodemus. “I
asked you to lend me a hand, you ass!

-

Vgedve got to get Little out of (Ms
“Yes, I believe it Is muddy,” said
Cornelius.  “I hope my best trousers
do not gét splashed. Really, my good
Nicodemus! Why did you push me?”
“You deaf fathead!” romed Nico-
demus. “Help me to shift Little!”

“Oh!” exclaimed the other Trotwood.
“Why didn’t you say so at first?”

Nicodemus didn't trust himself to
speek. He turned his attention to
Fatty Little.

That hungry junior was eating away
unconcernedly and calmly. And he
didr’t move a hair when his study.
chums collared him.

They pulled and they wrenched—but,
they couldn't shift him. His weight
seemied to hold him down to the chair
as If he was stuck there.

“You—you greedy, gormandising,
guzzling bounder!” gasped Nicodemus.
“Aren’t you coming? Can't you leave
those few sandwiches——"

“But

“Blow the waste"’ hooted Trotwood.
"Are you coming—=""

My dear Nicodemus, you are ex-
citing yourself over noching," said Cor~
nelius g are no
lonﬂer in the courtyard. They have
gonel”

“Gone!” panted Nicodemus.
—then we've lost that train! Al be-
cause of this—this walking whale! We
shall be caned now, or given detention,
8 S00n as we get to sc anh’ That’s
a fine way to begin, is

Jimmy Little gave a, hutlc sigh of
satisfaction.

“T've finished,” he said calmly, “I
don’t suppose I shall want anything else
until—"

“This time next week, I should
think!” snapped Nicodemus.

“Until we get to the station,” ex-
plained Little. “And you needn't be in
such a flurry, Nick. There are plenty.
of taxi-cabs, and we can get one in Hol~
born—and reach London Bridge firsh,
perhaps.”

“Then
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Nicodemus cooled down.

“Well, that’s not a bad idea”
admitted,

“We shall have time to visit the re-
freshment-room for some grub,” said
Little, with satisfaction. “We shall
need something to sustain us on the
Jjourney!”

“You're the Lmit!” said Nicodemus
blankly. “After eating enough for a
dozen, you talk about raiding the re-
freshment-room! It's & wonder to me
you don’t have your grub in a pail,
and shovel it into your tummy!”

The fat boy was not at all offended.
He was constantly chipped aboub his
appetite, and he was used to ridicule.

They seized their bags and hurried
out. The buses had certainly gone, and
the courtyard was strangely quiet in
consequence.  In Holborn the juniors
were fortunate enough to secure a taxi
within & minute.

“London Bridge Station,” said
Little briskly.

“Yes, sir,” said the cabby.

The twins bundled in, and then Fatty
squeezed himself through the doorway
And the trio were soon bowling along
towards London Bridge.

They arrived in plenty of time for the
train.

The Remove, in fact, had only just
got there, and two of the buses were
still disgorging their passengers. There
was & yell when the occupants of the
taxi were recognised.

“Here’s Fatty!”

“Mind how you get out, Little!”
yelled Pitt.

The Trotwoods were already out, and
Jimmy Little proceeded to squeeze him-
self out of the taxl, But unfortunately
for Fatty, he became jammed, half in
and half out!

“Great doughnuts!” gasped Fatly.
“Gimme a hand, Nicky!”

Nicodemus pulled with all his
strength—but Little remained jammed.

“Rescue, Removel" roared . Pitt.
#Fatty’s wedged!”

“Ha, ha, bal”

he

“All hands to the pump!”

“Here, steady, young gents!” pro-
tested the taxi-driver. “If you ain't
careful you’ll do some damage.”

Fatty Liltle was still struggling. A
crowd of yelling juniors swarmed into
the taxi from the other side. And
while some juniors pushed, others
pulled. . And at last Fatty was success-
fully released.

“Phew!” he whistled. “I shall have
to be more careful wita the giddy things
in future!”

“I think we'd better go and tell the
station master here to put on a special
carriage for you, Fasty,” said Hand-
forth. “There's no telling what you'll
do once you're let loose in an ordinary
compartment. Hold on! I was talk-
ing to you, Little!”

The fat boy looked anxious.

“But the train goes in ten minutes!”

he exclaimed.

“What of it?”

“I've only just got time to have a
snack—"

“And he had enough for a dozen
before he left the school!” sighed Nico-
demus Trotw “I really think the

or fellow ought to be examined by
a specialist. I think he must be suffer-
ing from some awful complaint.”

“Exactly — & healthy appetite,”
grinned Pitt.

Tatty Little very nearly lost the train,
for he left it until the last moment
before he could be dragged away from
the refreshment-room. He succeeded in
piling into a crowded compartment at
the last second.

The train was an express, snd didn't
stop until it reached Bannington. There
we changed into the local train, and
Bellton was reached in due course. The
little station was looking just as for-
lorn as ever when we trooped out upon
the platform. - But the day was fine,
and we had come back to St. Frank’s.

Everybody was in high spirits.

“geems ke the first day of term!”
remarked De Volerie, as we made our
way out of the booking office,
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“Not likely!” said Hart. “On the
first day of term the fellows are
generally looking & bit glum—it’s a
natural effect after having been at
home for some time. But this is
different.”

“Yes, I suppose it is,” agreed De
Valerie. “And now to see the new
St. Frank’s. I wonder if they've made
a complete mess of the College House?
Not that it interests me at all!”

“But it Interests me!” put in Bob
Christine. “Who's going to be the
first to set eyes on the new show?”

Several juniors were tempted into a
race. But Sir Montie and Tommy
Watson and I went more sedately, for
we were in no pmrﬁcu.\ar hurry to get
there.

“Well, we've had a good deal of ex-
citement in London,” I remarked, as
we strolled through the village. “And
now we’ll have some peace and quiet-
ness until the end of the term.”

“¥Yes, begad!” agreed Slr Montie.
“That's the idea, old boy.’

But 1 was far from guessing the
little peace and quietness we were likely
to get at St. Frank’s in the near future.
For ructions—with a capital R—were
destined to break out almost at once!

CHAPTER 2.
Startling News!

# IPPING!”
R “Oh, fine!”
*Couldn’t be better!”

All the fellows were satisfied with the
outward appearance of St. Frank’s as
the old school came into view. The
building contractors had cleared their
materials away to the last chip, and
there was nothing to show that a whole
army of workmen had lately beemr busy
on the premises.

‘The College House, which had been
burnt out, had been rebuilt, and both
Houses and all the other buildings had
been painted.

We were glad to get back in the old

Triangle. It was much more grassy
than usual, for disuse had had its
effect. 1 led the way across to the
Ancient House, and entered the lobby.

“My word,” said Watson, “what a
change!”

The change, indeed, was remarkable.
The walls were bright and fresh, and
all the paintwork was new, and in ex-
cellent taste. Going long to the
Remove passage, we found that the
juniors’ studies had also been dealt
with. The doors were receiving much
attention from the juniors.

For the letters were painted in gold
on a dark background, and looked ex-
tremely neat. It was a problem how
long the neatness would remain. The
interior of Study C was on a par with
everything else, It had been re-
papered, whitewashed and painted.
Everything was spick and span,

“I'm not sure that I like it so well,”
I said, after a moment. “There’s some-
thing cosy about a place where the
paint’s dirty and the wallpaper’s a bic
worn. This looks rather stiff
formal—-"

“Dow't you worry,” said Watson.
“It’'ll soon get soiled!”

We decided to go down into. the
Common-room, and we were striding
along the passage when we were
astonished to see & strange man in a
cap and gown walking towards us. He
was a big, powerful man, with a face
which resembled that of a prizefighter
—a bulldog face, thh a protruding chin
and hesvy eyebro!

Who's this merchant?" breathed
Watson. “I didnt know there were
any new masters coming—-'

“I expect he's a visitor,” I said.

e man was about to brush past us,
but he paused, and seized Tregellis
West's arm fiercely,

“One moment, boy,” he said. “If
you appear in public wearing that
fancy ne again I will punish you
severely.”

Sir Montie simply gasped.

“Beg I—I don’t know what you

ad!
mean, sir!” he protested. ‘‘Nobody
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has raised any objection to my ties
before—"

“I don’t want to argue with you,”
snapped the other. *“ Understand, once
and for all, that I will have no fancy
ties m{um in this school.”

But—"

“Enough! Go and remove that tie.”

Sir Montie's eyes flashs

“You will pardon me, sir, but I won’t
do anything of the sort,” he said firmly.

“You—you won't obey my orders?”
thundered the man.

“Why should I? "1 don't know you,
an’ you've got no right to order me
about,” said Sir Montie. “This tie is
in perfect taste. There is no rule here
that a fellow can’t wear a fancy tie if
he wants to. I shall be obliged, my
dear sir, if you will be gmd enough to
mind your own busines:

“Hear, hear!” I murmured.

The stranger was red in the face
with fury,

“You—you insolent young Jjacka-
rmpes’ " he bellowed harshl:

"Ycu impudent puppy!”
“Begad!”
ur mf,cnd to have obedience—-"

“Pardon me, sir, but we've never
been told that it is our duty to be
obedxem to you ” I put in,

ed_the man,

know nho I am?“

“No, sir. I haven't had the—er—-
plea.sure of meeting you before—""

“I am your new headmaster!”

“Wha-a~ at?" gasped Tommy Watson.

“Begad, I

“I am Mr. Howard Martin, the head-
master of this school!” shouted the
man. “And I will have you know that
I will put up with no nonsense from
any junior boys—or, for that matter,
from’ any senior boys, either. I intend
to have absolute discipline ~and
obedience in this establishment!”

We stared at the stranger blankly.

“You—you are new head-
master?” I nsked still starmg “But
what of Dr. S

£Dr. Sraﬂord temained in London,

“Do you

and where he is now doesn’t Interest

me in the slightest,” snapped Mr.
Martin. “From this moment onwards
you are to recognise me as your head-
master. It is my intention to rule St.
Frank’s fairly but firmly, and in no
circumstances will I permit any boy
to wear ridiculous things.
M“But my dear sir—" began
M“Thac is sufficient!” snapped Mr.

He stalked away down the passage,
leaving us staring after him as though
in a dream. A few of the juniors had
collected in the background, and they
stared, too. It was absolutely amazing.

“There must be something wrong!”
said Watson. “It’s dotty to suppose
that an awful bounder like him can be
our headmaster! What about Dr.
Stafford?”

I loaked grim.

“It seems to me, my sons, that we've
been double-crossed, s they say in the
States,” I said. “Withoui saying &
word, the Governors have pushed the
dear old Head out, and appointed thig
—this bully in his place.”

“Great pip!” exclaimed Handforth
fiercely. “It can’t be true—it simply
can't be! Don’t you remember the .
fuss we made before we went to Lon-v
don? Don’t you remember how the
whole school demanded that Dr. ™
Stafford should be retained?”

Reginald Pitt nodded.

“Yes, we do remember it,” he said.
“And we also remember that the
Chairman of the Governors, General
Ord-Clayton, was the prime mover in
the attempt to get Dr. Stafford dis-
missed, This simply means that the
general has succeeded—but he’s done it
in an underhand way.”

“Rather!” I agreed. “The school
wasn’t allowed to know, and we've
come down here to find the new chap
in power. By jingo! Unless I'm very
much mistaken, there will be ructions
before lon

“There’n “be ructions right now!”
roared Handforth, “Do you think
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with
Not,

rotten

were going o put up
likely !

trickery of this kind?
Wp%t ?io you chaps say?”
“No1”

“We won't stand it!”

“Well go on strike first!”

“Hear, hear!”

There was a good deal of excitement,
and the manner in which the news
spread was really astonishing. Before
twenty minutes had elapsed practically
everybody in the school knew that Dr.
Stafford had not come down from Lon-
don, and that Mr. Howard Martin was
installed in his places

The indignation was general. Mr.
Martin had not shown himself much,
but it could be seen that he was a
tough customer. Sir Montie made na
attempt to change his tie. He decided
to wait until Nelson Lee arrived. He
was our Housemaster, and we were
under his control. My chum was deter-
ined to take no heed of the outsider’s
order.

“In any case, it isn't a matter for
the Head to interfere in,” declared
Montie. “I refuse to recognise the
frightful bounder—I do really! I have
got an idea that somethin’ is wrong,
begad! Perhaps it is a joke, you

“O es—a very humorous joke!™
sniffed Wat

“Well, we neadn't argue about it,”
I remarked. “The guvnor will be
down within an hour, and we can ask
him. It wouldn't be a bad idea to
meet him af the station, and hear the

odl” nodding.
“We’ll 20,

“Dear fellow, it is a first-class sug-
gestion,” agreed Montie.

And so, while the school simmered,
we strolled down to the station. We
were serious and thoughtful.

Dr. Stafford had always been fair
and even generous in his headmaster-
ship. Everything had gone smoothly
and serenely. The old Head had been
immensely popular with the whole
scheol.

said Tommy,

And now, without warning, he had
gone

And in his place was a harsh, over-
bearing bully of a man who had started
as badly as any man could start. Un-
less there was a satisfactory explana-
tion ready, there would be grave trouble
with the fellows.

TFor everybody believed that Dr.
Stafford had_been sacked without
justification. If it became known that
he had resigned—well, there would be
no demonstration at all. The Governors
were at liberty to appoint whom they
chose, and the boys would have to put
up with him.

But if the new Head had taken
charge because Dr. Stafford had been
dismissed, that was a different thing.
When we had left London there had
been no suspicion that Dr. Stafford
would not come with us. It was rather
a blow to find a total stranger in pos-
sesslon at St. Frank’s.

“But there’s no sense in wor

start, gettmg excited. The Head may
have gone away for a holiday, and this
Martin chap is probably only a tempo-
rary substitute.”

“If you call Martin a substitute for -
the Head, I don't, begad!” remarked
Sir Montie. “In my opinion, old boys,

Mr. Martin is the most fri 1ghcfu1 rotter
we’ve ever had in rank’s.
master who is lacking in good taste is
naturally a fearful bounder. Hones
dear boys, is there anythin’ the macter
with my tie'

“well, it is & bif,——just a little bit—
Weﬂ noxsy > 1 admittes

0is,

b Exactly—loud. you know.”

“You awful ass!” exclmmed Montie
indignantly. “I refuse t

“Hallo! The train’s wmmg in” I
interrupted briskly. ‘‘We'd better buck
up if we want to welcome the guvnor
on the placmrm

‘e broke into a trot, and the noble

Sir Monua found it impossible to con-
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tinue the discussion regarding fancy
tles. We reached the platforra just as
the train drew to a standstill.

Nelson Lee stepped out of a first-class
compartment, and a look of surbprise
came into his face ag we hurried up to
him, pushing through the crowds of
Sisth Formers who had come by the
same train.

“This is quite an honour, boys,” said
the guvnor, smiling. “I did not think
that you would come down to meet

Pl

m

“The fact is, sir, we're anxious to
see you about something important,” I
broke in. “We want to know all about
it—and we thought we couldn't do
better than to collar you as soon as
you blew in. Look here, guvnor—Iil
put it to you bluntly. Do you know if
the Head is coming to St. Frank's?”

Nelson Lee regarded me curiously.

“To tell you the truth, Nipper, I'm
rather puzzied about Dr. Stafford,” he
said slowly. “He seemed very pre-
cceupied  yesterday, bub would not
admit that anything was wrong. This
morning be had gone when 1 inguired
for him, and I naturally assumed that
he bad come to St Frauk’s by an
carlier train.”

“Well, sir, he's not here” put in
Watson.

“Then I presume that he will turn
up later on,” said the guv'nor lightly.
““There i y no necessity for you
to concern yourselves—"

“But you don’t understand, sir,” I
interrupted. “There’s a fellow at the
school—a big bully of a chap—named
Howard Martin, FHe’s waltzing about

in & cap and gown, giving orders
wholesale, end he makes cut that he’s
the new headmaster. Everyoody is

bowled over, and we don't know what
to make of it.”

Nelson Lee's expression changed.

“Is this an actual fact, boys?” he
asked quietly.

“Begad, rather, sir!” said Sir
Montie. “Why, the awful rotter has
ordered me to take this tie off!”

“Your ties, my dear Montie, do not

interest me,” said Nelson Lee. “But I
rauct admit that I em greatly as-
tonished by what you have fold me,
Nipper. - Much is now clear to me.”

“How do you mean, sir?”

“Dr. Stafford has evidently been re-
quested to resign-—which amounts to &
summary dismissal—and I can now
understand why he was so_worried,”
went on the guvnor, ©If sirikes me as
being rather underhand business, and
St. ¥Frank’s has been tricked.”

“It’s a beastly shame, sir!”

“The fellows won't stand it, sir!”

“Rather not, begad!”

“I really hope you boys will not
cause any great disturbance” said
Welson Lee gravely. “ With a new head-
master in power a demonstration
would be quite useless. However, I will
interview this Mr. Martin as soon as I
reach St. Frank's, and then I shall
know more about the matier.”

Nelson Lee bustled off before W&
could question him further, and he
walked to St. Frank's at a fast pace.
He was seriously concerned and an-
noyed. For this great change to have
been made without the knowledge of
the Housemasters—Nelson Lee and Mr.
Stockdale—amounted to a slight.

Lee could only think that there had
been a misunderstanding somewhere.
In any case, he was determined to get
at the truth without delay, and as soon
as he entered the school be wenf
straight to_the Head’s study, tapped,
and entered.

Within the room were two men. One
of them was Mr. Howard Martin, and
the other General Ord-Clayton, the
Chairman of the Boaxd of Governors.
This gentleman was a fierce, flery-
looking ingiviqual, and he sprang to his
feet with alacrity.

“Ah, Mr, Lee, I am
come!” he said briskly. “I wish to in-
troduce you to Mr. Howard Martin,
who will in future conduct this school.”

Nelson Les took the new Head'’s hand
without enthusiasm or cordiality.

“And yon, I understand, are the
Housemaster of the Ancient House?”

glad you have
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said Mr. Martm in a condescending
voice. “Hm! I trust that you will
fulfit your d\mes to my full satisfac-
tion, Mr. Lee.”

secretly, without the knowledge of the
sciool, T come gown here to find this
gentleman in control. In no circums
stances, General Ord-Clayton, can you

4 sha\l fulfil them to my own—and
that, I think, will be nt,” said
the schoolmaster-detective leily. “May
T inquire when this alteration was de-
cided upon, general? I was under the
Impression thab Dr. Stafiord was to Te-
tun

N

“Dr. Stafford will
snapped the general. “He JEJSI“‘hed
his appointment yesterday, Mr. Lee
You will oblige me by refraining from
discussing Dr, Stafford in future.”

Nelson Lce sat down,

“Am to understand that Dr.
Staford was dismissed?” he asked.

“You are to \mderstand that Dr
Stafford has no fur

not return,”

%:.n me that such s, condition of m!ngs

and open.
deeply sarry thsn, Dr. Stafford has been
treated 5o harshly.”
The geneml rose to his feet, his mous-
tache bristli
“qusmy‘" he roared. “Let me warn
you, Mr. Lee, that you had better be
careful in your choice of words! While
Sir Rupert Manderley was chairman he
was content to let things slide along in
the same old rut. But I have different
views—different ideas. I intend {o make
a great difference in this school, and I
realise that no great alteration was
possxble while Dr, Stafford cecupied the
of r. In plain words, he

thxs school > said Gencral Ora- Clayton

“He his duties yesterd:
‘You must surely admit, Mr. Lee, that
1t would not have been to the benefit
of the school for Dr, Stafford to
return.”

“I admit nothing of the kind,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. “Dr. Stafford is a
remarkably clever man, a keen judge of
character—a Kindly, charming gentle-
man in every way. Under his guidance
the school has prospered considerably,
and I am convinced that he is one of
the most capable headmasters in the
country. His loss is & sad one for
everyhody _concerned. The gap will
never be filled,

“The gap lS already filled, sir)”
snapped Mr. Marti

“I am afraid noe," said Nelson Lee.
“You are occupying Dr, Stafford’s shoes,
but his personality will be missed by all,
I regret exceedingly that this step
should have been taken—and, I may
add, I am annoyed.”

% Annoy°d'" barked
"Dld y&x say—-ammyed?"

the general.

“You Wwill have the goodness to ex-
plain what you mean, sir!”

“That will be guite easy,” sald Lee
smoothly. “Dr. Stafford was dismissed

v.askwo slow—he was negligent—he was

I disagree with you entirely,” sald
Nelson Lee curtly. “Dr. Stafford pos-
sessed that quality which is essential in
schoolmasters—sympathy. He under-
stcod his boys in every way, and he was
never lax in his administration. Under
his regime the school was happy and
content.”

“Possibly!” sneered the general
“And what have you to 53y with regaxd
to the Coilege House affair, Mr. Lee
You know as well as I do that the mace
was _burnt down solely because of Dr,
Stafford's carelessness. The expense
ran into thousands of pounds~——"

“Completely covered by Insurance
companies,” cut in Nelson Lee. *And
please let me remind you that it is abse-
lutely preposterous to suggest that Dr,
Stafiord was in any way to blame. I
wes here at the time of the occurrence,
You were not. It is the acme of Injus-
tice to charge Dr, Stafford—-

L ill do, sir!” shouted the
general. “It 1s not necessary for me to
Iisten to you any longer. This gentle-
man, Mr. Howard Martin, is the head-
master of St. Frank’s, and you will
oblige me by recogn!sm-' him
superior.”
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Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

“I am afraid I cannot do so with any
great sincerity,” he said quietly. “And
please let me tell you, genera), that this
high-handed attitude on your part will
only lead to disaster. Do not forget that
the great majority of the boys almost
loved Dr. Stafford, and there will be
great trouble—"

“Let there he trouble!” said the
general harshly. “Mr. Martin is cap-
able of dealing with it. Any disturbance
will be put down with a firm band.
Boys need to be treated sternly.”

Nelson Lee made no further comment,
but retired without even glancing at the
men again. He was angry at such
shameful injustice.

But at the same time, Nelson Lee was
gravely perturbed in mind. He was
quite certain that trouble of an alarm-
ing nature would occur within the next
twenty-four hours,

Angd Nelson Lee was guite right!

CHAPTER 38,
A Change at St. Frank's!
“ ¥ MPOSSIBLE!”
I “It simply can’t be truet”

It was nearly tea-time, but no-
body was thinking about tea. Not &
single junior even commenced prepara-
tions for the meal. The fellows stood
about the Triangle in little groups, dis-
cussing the one all-important subject.

Others occupied the Common-room
and the passage. Ancient House and
College House alike, the boys were in-
diguant and amazed. Many would not
believe that Dr. Stafford would not
return. |

To a great many boys the change
would make litfle or no difference--so
they thought. One headmaster was as
good as another, in the opinion of a
certain set. If the old Head had re-
tired in the ordinary course of things, 2
celebration would bhave occurred, and
things would have settled down again.

But this was totally different.
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The Head had heen sacked--kicked
out. There was not the slightest doubt
that Dr. Stafford had resigned by com-
mand, The boys knew him too well to
helieve that he had left the old piace of
his own free will.

And, because of this, a popular feeling'
of sympathy arose. Dr. Stafford was
praised by everybody. Even Fullwool
& Co., who had never said a good thing
about the Head previously, now found
quite a lot to say in his favour.

Undoubtedly, Dr. Stafford had been
popular while he ruled over the boys.
But now that he had gope, and there
was a feeling abroad that he would not
ge{.um, his popularity was increased ten-~

0

“1 tell you it's impossible!” declared
Handforth frmly. “Why, it's abswd
on the face of it! There was a terrific
fuss before we went to London—because
there was some talk of shelving the
Head. Ord-Clayton was ducked in the
ditch, and there was nearly a riot. Do
you think the old ass would be such a
fool as to cause a fresh outbreak of
trouble by pushing the Head out?”

“I¢'s not a question of what we think,
Handy—it's a fact,” I said. “The Head
isn’t here, and Martin is. Before long
there'll be an announcement of some
king, I expect—and then we shall know
the {ruth for certain.”

“We want Dr. Stafford!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Of course
grinned Pitt.

“Oh, don't be funny!” snapped Hand-
forth. “This isn’t a time for joking.
T've got a great idea—-—"

“Forget it!” advised Hart.

“You—you—ass >

“Bury it!"

“I've got a great idea!” roared Hand-
forth, glaring. “I suggest that we re-
fuse to recognise Marlin as the Head!
Dr, Stafford is the headmaster, and
we're 1ot going to put up with a rotten
bully as a substitule.”

“Rather not!”

“Good idea, Haudy!”

“Ignore him sltogether:”

we want him here,”

went on
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Handforth. The Head was kicked out
because of that &

“Shame.

“He was held responsible—when
everybody knows that a dotty Greek
kid set the place on fire,” roared Hand-
forth, “It's simply been used as an
excuse to give Dr. Stafford the hoot.
And we re not going to stand it.”

“We want Dr. Stafford back!”

o Hear, hearl"

The fellows were getting really ex-
cited, and I watched them with in-
terest, 1 knew wel enough that the
majority of the Removites would cause
trouble hefare lo;

But the juniars were not the cm!y
fellows who wax indignant. The
Fifth and Sixth were quite alarmed in
their own lordly fashion, and serious
faces were t0 be seen everywhers

It was reglly a great mbute to Dr.
Stafford’s popularity. It would not have
been =0 bad if the school had received

i

“I bpave that honour, sir,” said
Montie.

“And because of your title, you doubt-
less think that you are at liberty to set
my orders at defiance?” snapped Mr.
Martin. “You will understand, Tre-
gellis-West, that you will receive no
favouritism from me—>"

“I don't require any, sir, thank you,”
interrupted Montie stiffly. “ Favourit-
ism is unfair, an’ the Head was never
guilty of it. I shall be pleased when
the Head comes back.”

1« We all shall, sir,” said Handforth.

“I am your headmaster now, Tre-
gellis-West, and I shall continue to be
your headmaster,” exclaimed Mr.
Martin harshly. “1 ordered you to re-
move that gaudy tie. You have thought
fit to ignore me.”

“My tie is perfectly tasteful, sir——"

“You were ordered to remove it—and
for your disobedience you will receive a
cauing," said the Head. “Hold out your

a warning. But the news had come as & | hani

shock, and it could hardly be credited.

But it was scon found that Mr.
Howard Martin was not to be ignored.
The juniors were treated to a free ex~
hibition of his quallty almost at once.

For the new Head came marching
through the lobhy towards the exit,

As he appeared there was a hush, and
the juniors drew back, eyeing him with
hostile looks which they made no at-
tempt to conceal. Mr. Martin glared
round as he passed along, his bushy eye-
brows set in a fierce line.

Quite abruptly he came to a halt, and
seized Sir Montie Tregellis-West by the
shoulder,

"Bov’" he roared.

“Tell me your

Trege!lis West  attempted to shake
himself free.

“Really, I fail to see why my name
should mterest you,” he said, “But if
you are particularly anxious to know,
sif, it s Tregellis-West.”

Mr. Martin scowled,

“Ah, yes, I think I know!” he said
sourly, "Yuu are a baronet?™

“Be gad, I~

“Hold out your hand!” roared Mr
Martin.

“I am afraid I must refuse, sir,” sald
Tregellis-West firmly. “I do not regard
this as an act of disobedience. Your
order was unnecessary and unjust. I
do not feel myself c:med upon to—Ow}
My hat! Yarroooh!

Slash! Slash!

Mr. Martin grasped Sir Montie by the
oounr swung him round, and proceeded
b his cane across the junior's

houlders with st\ngmg force. Montie
yelled with sheer sur

“You rebellious dcg"’ panted My,
Martin. “I will show you that it is un-
wlse to disobey your headmaster. After

aning you will write me one thous
sand nnes, and they must be brought
to my study by midday to-morrow.”

Slash! Slash!

Mr. Martin continued the caning as
though it were to go on for an hour.
The watching juniors, silent until now,
could stand it no longer, Their boiling
feelings surged right over.

“Brutel™
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“Leave him alone!”

“Oh, shame!”

The new Head lowered his cane and
twirled round,

ho spoke just now?” he demanded
fmlously,

Silence!

“If there are any more insulting
shouts ¥ will take severe measures to
quell the msuhordmatlon ** said Mr.
Martin. “As for you, Trcgelhs West,
you will go to your dormstory this in-
stm\t u}d don a plam tie”

tter

“Bu]

“You re nnt wanted at St. Frank's!”

*B00-0-0-0001”

It was a long drawn-out sound, and
\proceeded from S0 many juniors thatb
no single fellow could be fairly dropped
on. But Mr. Martin rushed at Edward
Oswald Handforth, and delivered a
s}np which nearly knocked Handy

yin
‘You impertinent young hound!”
‘bellowe” the new Head.

“Great pip!” gasped Handforth
faintly, “¥—I—why, you—you bully-
ing cad! If you touch me again m

punch your beastly nose
Mr. Martin fairly 5tnggeredA

“Boy!” he thundered. “Are you ad-
Qressing me?”

“Yes, I am!”

“I am your headmaster——""

“Rot!” said Handforth, “Dr. Staf-

ford is my headmaster, I never saw
you before to-day—yowre an outsider,
If you think you <an come here and
knock me about, you're jolly well mis-
taken!”

And Handforth, with a sniff of

supreme contempt, turned on his heel
and walked out into the triangle. Mr.
Martin was apparently nonplussed
for the moment—and that sign of
weakness revealed his character in a
second. Handforth had cheeked him
in the most outrageous manner, and
the only thing was to deal with the
culprit at once,

But Mr, Martin sirode away down
the passage without uttering a word,
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And he was followed by a storm of
hisses which could have been heard all
over the school.

“The frightful votter!” exclaimed
Montie. “Begad! He laid that cane
on with all his strength, you know!”

“Poor old chap!” I said sympathetic-
ally.  “It strikes me that My, Martin
won't be much of a success. He ought
o have gone for Handforth bald-
headed—"

“What?” said Hart.
with Martin——"

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” I mterrupted
“Handy was z fathead to jaw at
Maxtm lige that, but I don’t blame

him, A chap of Martin's type is
generally all bluster. He won’t last a
weele unless he’s careful.”

“1 hope he won't last a day, begad!”
murmured Sir Montie.

Not, three minutes later Morrow and
Fenton of the Sixth came bustling
along. The two prefects were issuing
orders.

“Everybody to assemble in the Big
Hall, hsmd Morrow briskly,

“What's the ideca, Morrow?”
“Don’t ask me what for,” said Mor-
row. ‘“Head’s orders. The whole school

“Do you agree

is instructed to assemble. Speech, I
suppose. Now then, you kids, look
lively! We're in for some rough times,

by the look of things.

“I fancy that somehqdy else is in for
2 rough time, said grimly.

“What's your opm.ion of our new
Head, Morrow?”

The prefect grinmed.

“It wouldn’t be good for discipline if
I told you!” he 1ep ied. “Don't forget
that Im a prefect

Tha} answer was quite sufficient for
me. I was quite curious to find out
what Mr. Howard Martin wanted with
all the school. The other juniors were
curious, too, and there was not likely
to be any absentees.

“I expect General Ord-Clayton
means to address the whole crowd of
us,” said De Valerie. “He's going to in-
froduce Mr. Martin—"
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“But Martin oughtn’t to have shown
himself until after the introduction.
That’s just where he made a bloomer—
giving orders here and there before
anybody knew who he really was.”

De Valerie’s surmise turned out to be
correct.

Just before teatime the Big Hall was
packed to suffocation. Everybody was
there—every member of every Form.
And there was a general buzz of low
conversation until the door at the back
of the platform opened and General
Ord-Clayton appeared. With him was
Mr. Howard Martin.

I noticed that Nelson Lee was not
present, and I suspected that the guv’-
nor was pretty wild with the Cha
Jman of the Governors for his harsh,
unjust action. The general was a man
of impulse, and he seemed to have the
idea that no man on earth was as

‘clever as he was,

He wasted no time, but cleared his
throat, removed his Qnsscs, stuck them
on his nose again, and swrveyed the
‘throng.

“Boys, I am glad to see you all back
in the old school,” he said, his voice
‘sounding astomshmgw loud in the great,
silent hall. a great
pleasure for you nu to comc back to this
noble seat of learning. And I wish to
‘tell you that there are to be some slight
alterations.”

He paused to see what effect his wurds

o
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“You kxcked him out unfairiy!”

“ Shams

o BOO-OO "'

General Ord-Clayton glared round him.
in shocked surprise. The demonstra-
tion mostly came from the juniors, but
it was nevertheless disconcerting. The
geneml rapped the table fiercely.

“How—how dare you?” he roaved
“gilence! Silence at once!”

The juniors subsided,

“Dr. Stafford, I repeat, resigned—and
I am quite convinced that his resigna-
tion was for the good of the school,”
continued the general. “Dr. Staford
acquitted himself well for very many
years, but every man comes to a day
when his duties are too arduous for him,
and he becomes inclined to slacken his
vigilance. Dr, Stafford bas retired, and
I am sure that you all wish him much
happiness in his leisure years.”

“The Head didn't want to resign!”

“No—no!”

“We want him back!”

«Three cheers for Dr, Staffordi™

“Hurrah!”

The cheers which rang out came from
almost every throat in the Bl all
There was absolutely no mistaking the
heartiness of that outburst. General
Ord-Clayton wisely saw that it would be
useless to storm at the fellows—so he
smiled impatiently and rubbed his hands
together.

“I am glad to see that you hold such

of your late head-

.would have. They had no
that the silence was perhaps more
deadly than ever,

“There have been alterations to the
buildings, as you know,” went on_the
general. “We have been smartened up.
‘We have put on a new uniform, as it
were, and we are starting afresh. Well,
my lads, the other alterations I referred
to concern certain rules of the school—
which the governing board has deemed
fit to make—and such like, I have also
to inform you that your old, headmasber
Dr, staﬂozd has resigned.”

“8Spoof

“He was sacked!"

master,” he went on, when he could
make himself heard. “And now I will
introduce you to Mr, Howard Martin,
the gentleman who Das accepted the
headmastership of this school, and who
will henceforth rule over you.”

Mr. Howard Martin slightly bowed his
head in acknowledgment of the cheers
which e probably thought were coming.
But the silence which ensued told its
own story,

General Ord-Clayton pursed his Iips.

“I regret to find that you are not
glving your new headmaster a very cor-
dial welcome,” he said severely. “Boys,
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1 should like you to give Mr. Martin a
cheer, as a sign of your est e m

The deadly silence contini

“Did you hear me, hoys?” shuubed the
general, red in the face.

“Rats!”

“We're not going to cheer that out-
sider!”

“We want Dr. Stafford back!”
H“ThreP cheers for the good old

ead.

There was an Immediate response—
for those cheers were for Dr. Stafford.
Ib was really a most ridiculous situation

embarrassing  situation for Mr.
Howmd Martin. If ever a man reccived
the cold shoulder, he received it. The
school showed him plainly that he
wasn't wanted.

“1 regret to find that I am mis-
taken,” said General Ord-Clayton, in a
. “Knowing you
I naturally
assumed that you would be sportsmen.
Unfortunately, I find thaf such is not
the case, and the least I say about it
the better. I may tell you that Mr.
Martin has full power over you all—even
fuller powers than those formerly pos-
sessed by Dr. Stafford. He possesses the
authority to summarily dismiss any
undermaster who fails to give him satis-
faction, and under his guidance, I am
convinced that St. Frank's will prosper

as it has never prospered before.”

'1'he school was still unresponsive.

“You will fully understand that Mr.
Martin is now your Head,” said the
general. “He has already made a
number of suggestions which have meb
with my full approval. When you leave
this hall you will find several important
notices on the various notice-boards.
There have been certain alterations in
the Tules, and you must abide by them.
No boy will have the excuse of saying
that he was not made aware of the new
regulations. I wish you all to_under-
stand that the dmcxpline of St. Frank’s
18 to be more carefully looked after.
There has been altogether too much
Jaxity during the last year or so, and
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tms must cease, You may now go, and
I trust that you will settle down to the
new order of things with no useless
demonstrations or objectless fuss. Dis-
misst”
A moment later the school was crowd-
ing out of Big Hall. The boys hardl?

They cortarnty g evers Tight 10 ber

. CHAPTER 4

Something Like a Row!
L’ AMMON!

G “It's got 1t on the board, I
tell ye

“You musb have read it wrong!”

“QOf course!”

“Clear the way, you asses!”

The crowd round the notice-board in
the Ancient House lobby was a formid-
able one. They were mostly juniors, but
quite a large number of Fifth Formgrs
were there, too. The Sixth had retired
to their own Common-room to read the
notice. It was fixed in the junior Com-
mon-rooms—but they were packed.

“Gammon ! ” repeated Handforth.
“No tea allowed in junior studies? Rot!
I don’t believe anything of the sort!”

“Well, come and look for yourself!”
yelled Pitt, "

Handforth charged through the
crowd. Before he reached the notice-
board, however, he found his path
barred by the huge figure of Fatty Little.
The fat boy of the Remove was an
enormous size, and Handforth barged
into him vainly.

“Can’t you clear off, you walking
whale?” roared Handy.

“Sorry!” said Little, moving abruptly,
and knocking three fellows staggering
wnhout, knowing it. “I didn't know L

was—— Great sausages! Did I knock
into you fellows?”

There was some confusion for a
moment, but nobedy was rash enough to
charge Jimmy Little. He was a moun-
tain, and it was a sheer waste of time

ou—>
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to aitack him. And during the brief
mix-up, Handforth reached the board.
“My goodness!” he gasped. “Ib’s
true!”
“About the studies?”
“Yes!” roared Handforth furiously.

“ Al iors are to partake of tea in
the dining-ball! No food, in any circum-
stances, is to be taken into any junior
siudy, and pothing in the nature of food
is to be eaten there. Great pip! It's
cnough to make a chap faint!”

“Wait a minute!” I said grimly.
“There's worse to follow.”

“Bh?” gasped Handforth.

“Read the noticel!”

““All junior prep to be undertaken in
the Form-room, under the eyes of a
prefect or a master,” said Handforth

“Worse?”

dazedly. “Great guns! This—this
amounts to two hours’ extra lessons in
uhe evening!”
“Fxactly!” I said,
“We—we won’t stand it!”
“It’s tyramny

“All juniors f,o be in bed by eight-
thirty,” panted Handforth, his gaze
fixed on the notice. “Remove in-
cluded—-" ¥

“What!” roared the crowd.

“Remove included!” said  Pitl.
“We're to be sent to bed with the fags
in futme—nt hal( past eight, if you
plea:

“We \vont gol?

«“No fear”

“Not blessed likely "

“Supper for juniors Is abolished
hencemlth " read Handforth, “No boy

“No supper!” shouted Fatty Little,
in horror.

“Not a erumb!” I said gravely.

“Great doughnuts!” gasped Fatty.
“No supper! It's impossible, you ass!
Do you think I could sleep a wink if I
went to bed without any supper? I'm
practically & new chap at St. Frank's,
put I'm in favour of defying these rotten
orders! By chutney, they're absolutely
im}umnn! It’s an attempt to starve
us!”
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wIvs not 50 bad as that, Fatty—"
But we must have supper"' roared
L)tcle thoroughlv alarmed, “Think of

! Nothing but tea in Hall—no grub in
our studies—then off to bed without any
I—I'd rather be in prison!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“well, they glve you supper there!”
snorted Jimmy.

“Supper is only one of the griev-
ances!” hellowed Handforth. “What I
don’t like is being forbidden to have tea
in our studies, And as for doing prep
in the Form-room, why, i’s out of the
question.”

“ Absolutely!”

“We won't do it!” e

“We'll go on strike!”

“Do\\’n with the Head!”

“Three groans to Martin!”
The excitement was rather hysterical

for a time, Groans were given by hun-
dreds of throats, and the noise was
deafening. It was scarcely surprising

that half a dozen prefects came slong,
armed with canes, They had orders to
clear the lobby and the passages.

“Steady with that cane, Fenwn'" €x-
claimed Pitt. “Look out! Whoa

< Cl‘wt 2 move on, then!" said Fenton
curt]

“You don’t agree with this beastly
tyrant, do you'

“I've been mdered to clear the lobby,
and T'm doing it,” replied the prefect.
“Yowll notice that I'm not making any-
body smart, In my opinion, this bit of
trouble is nothing to what will happen
later on, The Fifth is nearly as ex-
cited as the Remove. Mr, Martin will
find it necessary to make a few modifica-
tions in those new rules of his,
fancy.”

“Good old Fenton!”

The fellows crowded out into the Tri-
angle, all of them talking excitedly.
And a meeting was held on the spot. It
was already growing dusk, and by this
time the fellows should have been sitting
down 10 fea. But they did not think
?g leaLiz\g then. Indignation ran too
high.
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“Now, then, Nipper, up on your hind

yegs!” shouted Grey. “We want a
speech!” ¢

“Hear, hear!”

“On the ball, anper"’

*T'd rather not, thanks!" I said,
shaking my head, WA speech won't do
much good at this stage. I want you

chaps to guieten down a bit—you're too
exeited.”

“Oh, rot!"”

“Go ahead, Nipper}”?

Handforth pushed forward.

“If the ass doesn't want to speak, let
him keep qmeu" he roared, “IM
spout, if you like

“We don't like!"

“Ratsi" shouted Handforth, “I'm
going to make a speech, and if you don’t
like to usben 10 me, you can do the
other thing.

‘Everybody in St. Franks will Hsv-n
—unless theyre deaf,” said Pitt, “In
fact, the people in the vﬂlage can hear
your voice, Handy. Did you happen to
swgngw a loudspeaker when you were a

aby?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Joking is all very well!” snorted
Handforth, “But to joke now—at a
time like this—is nothing less than a
crime!  We've all come back to St
Frank’s, and what do we find?”

“You!” said De Valerie, with a sigh.
“You're always on the spot, Handy. It
doesn’t mncter where we go, we're cer-
tain to find you!”

t change!” bawled
Handfort th ignoring the yell. “The
school 1cse1f is looking tophale—no ass
denies

“Eyen ycu don’t deny it,” said Hart
blandly.

“The place has been re-decorated rip-
pingly,” went on Handforth. “We can't
grumble at the way in which the builders
have done their work. The House on
the other side of the Triangle is brand
new. And now I find it necessary to
refer to something eise which is brand
new; to be exact—Mr. Howard Martint"

“ B00-00-00!"
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“Brand new?” asked Somerton, “By
Jove! I thought he was getting stale by
this time. He looks rather second-hand.”

“He is new to us—that's what I
mean,” shouted Handforth, thumping
McCliire's back to give emphasis to his
words. “He’s new to us, and what I
say is this »—thump !—"we won't stand

“Steady on, you ass!”

MeClure had hed enough, and he

wriggled away from his excited leader.
Church had already squirmed his way
towards the outslkirts of the crowd.
When Handforth made o speech he
generally went in for gymnastic exer-
clses, too!

“Mr. Martin has started the wrong
way !” rogred Handforth.

“Hear, hear!”

“He comes her here and turns everything

p lsig alters all the school rules—"

“He rums the routine which has been
the custom at St. Frank's for fitty yezu-s
past!” roared Handforth. “Is that
right? I put it to you, as man to man,
is it right? Answer me

“No!” roared the crowd.

“What!” snapped Handforth, *¥You
won't answer?”
“You ass!” grinned Pitt. “We said

‘No’ to your question. It's not right
that Martin should come here and ride
the high horse, It's wrong—decidedly
wrong. And it’s up to you, Handy, to
think of a solution.

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Go _it, old son!”

Handforth eyed the crowd with a
kindly eye.

“Qf course, it's only right that you
should recognise my leadership,” he
said carelessly. “I'm the only fellow
who realises that sometbing's got to be
done. There’s no sense in talking, A
fellow who stands up and jaws is no-
thing but » wind-bag—he’s no good.”

“Then why jaw?” asked Pitt. “You
admitted you're a wind-bag——"
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“Rot!”

shouted Handforth. “I'm
a certain amount
cessary to begin with.
We wouldn't mind so much if this out-
sider had carried on in Dr. Stafford’s
shoes without any alterations. But it is
ten times worse than that, This man—
thiz alleged headmaster—has added in-
sult to miury' Deny it if you can!
Wot content with pushing Dr. Stafford
out, Martin comes here and proceeds
ta turn everything topsy-turvy., Is it
good enuugh? d

"Are we going to sit still and do
nomm

“Do ‘you want Mr. Martin a5 & head-
master?” hawled Handworth.

"'Nol” roared the crowd.

“Are we going o put up with him?”

“No!” yelled the crowd.

“Are you going to follow my lead in
this business?”

“No!” howled the crowd, in one voice.

Handforth started.

“What's that!” he shouted fiercely.

“You ought to have heard. The chaps
yelled loud enough, anyhow,” grinned
Pitt. “We are not poivw to follow yeur
lead, Handy, You'd like to know why?
Well, the Remove isn't exactly 'unlous
£0 be led into disaster. We don’t mind
listening to you—it's rather good enter-
tainment; but surely you don't expect
us to take you seriously?”

Handforth nearly choked.

“You—you dotty lunatic!” he bel-
lowed. “I've never been more serious
in my life. Martin won't be able to
dexﬂ with me very easily, I can tell

Poor old Dr, Stafiord hus been

pushed out, and we get this rotter—"

Handforth paused, and looked round
him in some alarm. The crowd was
melting with singular rapidity. Nearly
everybody was making a move for the
other side of the Triangle, and Handy
was becoming isolated.

“HS‘" he yelled.

- speech
"Ctmb help that, old man. There's

“I'm meking a
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something more important on hand,”
shouted Fitt, over his shoulder. “ While
you're jawing. and while we're wasting
our time listening to you, the Fifth is
acting.”

©En?”

Handforth gazed across the Triangle
in astonishment. And then he noticed,
for the first time, that practically every
member of the Fifth Form had collected
in a body beneath the headmaster’s
window.

y 17 seid  Handforth.
“There’s something domg!”
“Of course there JS‘" snapped

McClure. “You don't expect that
everybody in St. Frank's is acting the
goat, do you?” .

He did not wait to have his nose
punched, but rushed off after the other
fellows, Church with him. Handforth
iollowed rather more leisurely, in_a
state of considerable indignation. He
saw absolutely ho reason why the
Remove should desert him to support
the Fifth. But, of course, Handforth
xléjevg did understand things of that

I saw at once that the Fifth was
grim  and determined. Al the
seniors were looking grave as they
lined up in a solid mass beneath the
beadmaster's window. But they were
flushed with excitement, too.

Personally, I was not in favour of
making any big demonstration so early.
I realised that We had a stiff job before
us, and in my opinion it would be
better to wait awhile, and see how
things panned out.

I'm the last fellow in the world to sit
down under an injustice, and I wasn'y
prepared to do o in this case. At the
same time, I thought it inadvisable to
get up a popular demonstration at the
moment,  Mr, artin had the sup-
port of General Ord-Clayton, and it
was not likely he would budge an inch
with the chairman of the governors
by his side.

ut I was interested in the Fifth
Form demonstration, nevertheless, The
seniors weve grimly determined
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make 2 scenc—a very wnusual proceed-
ing for the stately Fifth.

The whole affair was being led by
Chambers of Study No. 10. Phillips and
Bryant were his willing lieutenants,
and all the other seniors followed
eagerly enough. As I drew near the
Fifth commenced.

“ We—want—Mister—Martin !

The shout was uttered by scores of
voices at the same moment, and the
effect was rather yemarkable. It wasn’t
& series of yells, but one mighty voice,
and the words were easily distinguish-

“We—want—Mister—Martin!”

The Fifth continued the words as &
kind of chant, with Chambers standing
in front of them with a stick, beating
time, I was afraid that mapy Removites

would jom it and spoil everything, but
they didn’

At leasl, nob until Handforth arrived.
Handforth joined in quickly enough.
And soon every other Removite was
shouting the demand, too. Tt was one
mighty roar, and I afterwards heard
that people in the village, a distance
away, were able to distinguish the words
quite clearly.

«We—want—Mister—Martin!”

It was quite evident that the Fiftn
meant to keep it up until the new Head
appeared.

A last there was a sign that some-
thing was happening. The curtain at
the Head’s window moved slightly, and
then the window itself was pushed up.
But it was General Ord-Clayion who
made his appearance. He regarded the
crowd very severely, and held up his
hang for silence.

« We—want—Mister—Martin}*

That was the only response which re-
sulted. The Fifth did not even pause.
It took no notice of the general what-
ever, He might not have existed, for
&1 the recognition he received.

“Boys, What is the meaning of—"

“ We—want—Mister—Martin!”

The general was completely drowned
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in the yell, which now had 2 note of
defiance in it. Finding that it was im-

ssible to make himself heard, the
general retired. A moment later Mr.
Howard Martin appcared

“ We~want—-

At o signal from Chambers every-
body ceased shouting. The new Head
gazed at the throng smilingly. Perhaps
he thought it was a demonstration of
loyalty.

“Wel, my boys, what is it?” he asked
beamingly. “You have requested to
see ine, and here T a

“I am speakmg for thc whole Fifth
Form, sir,” shouted Chambers, amid a
tense silence. “I m\ght say I am speak<
mg for the Remove and Third as well

“Hem‘ hear!”

“And what we want to say is this,™
continued Chambers, “We consider
that the restrictions which have been
imposed are absolutely unwarrantable
and impossible. We request that they
shall be dropped forthwith and the
ordinary rules adhered to.”

Mr. Martin frowned angrily.

“Are you .senqus, hoy?”
manded.

“Yes, sitl”

“You impertinent young dog—"

“Pardon me, sir; but we require an
answer—nob abuse,” said Chambers,

“How—how dare you!” thundered
Mr. Martin.  *You will leave this win-
dow at once. I refuse to give any an-
swer whatever to your insolent de-
mands!”

“Esxcuse me, Mr. Martin, but we only
made a request,” said Chambers, “You
refuse to listen to that request—so now

we demand that the rules shall be as
they were before we went to London.
We refuse to recogise t"e new regula-
tlons. Now, you chaps!”

“We--refuse!” thundered the Fiith
in one voice, i

The scene had evidently been re-
hcarscd and if Mr Howard Martin had
ed a grain of sense. he would

he de-
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have tnrogmsed at once that this was
a case for graceful submission. His
orders were harsh and unnecessary, and
he was mad to expect the fellows to
submit on their side.

“Oh, so you refuse, do you?” he
shouted furiously “We will see about
that, you young rascals! I have no
desire to punish anypody severely on
this my first day in the school, there-
fore, T am prepared to overlook this
most disgraceful scene. But unless it
ceases within one minute from now—
unless you quietly disperse—both the
Fifth Form and the Remove Form will
be confined to the school premises for a
period of two weeks. All half-holidays
will be abolished during that time, and
extra work will be given during the

. You have one minute to de-

Chambers laughed angrily.

“That sort of stuff doesn’t frighten
us, Mr. Martin,” he shouced “We' te nuc
going to obey those rules,
back, you rotters! If we, don’t aﬂ stuk
together we shall go under!"

Chambers looked round him in alarm.
That threat of the Head’s was a dire

Gating for a fortnight—no hall-
huhdays——extra evening work! And
Mr, Martin was the Head, and he could
enforce his order.

Fully hali the fellows decided that
this was no time for standing up for
their rights. They melted away, leav-
ing the other half uncertain.

Many of them followed the deserters,
and practically all the Remove van-
ished. s than a minute, indeed,
Chambers was only surrounded by his
own immediate supporters, Handforth
& Qo., myself, Watson, Tregellis-West,
Pitt, and one or two others—a mere
handful.

Mr. Martin smiled triumphantly, and
refived into bis study, closing the win-
dow with a slam.

“Well, it was something like 2 row, at
au events“’ said Chambers grimly.

“Yes,” greed. “And something
like a irast toa!"

e

CHAPTER §.
The Tuckshep Raldl

ATTY LITTLE dashed into the
Anclent House lobby. His face
was red, his eyes were fixed and
staring. And upon his face could be
seen an expression of absolute con

sbemamon and alarm.
“Hi!  Look out, you tame-elephant!™

shouted Owen major.

“Clear the road, therel” yelled Pith

Crash

Fatty Little charged into Owen major
and Hubbard and Grifith at full speed.
He didn't pause in hi V%stnde but the
other three juniors re sent flying.
Little was amazingly active for his size
and when he gained some momentum
he was as gifficult to stop as a tank.

“The mad ass!” gasped Griffith, sit~
ting up.

“The burbling lunatic!” panted Owen
major.

But Fatty Little rushed on heedlessly.
He charged straight into the Removae
Common-room, where a large number
of juniors were congregated. *

I was there with my chums, and the
door opened wn:h a crash which nearly.
smashed the locl

Jimmy LJLtle ro!led in, and four
juniors rolled over. The number of
renows that Little knocked down in a

was_really surprisin he
knocked them all down umnt‘.enncnnl!y,

“He's mnd"‘ ejaculated Hart, pick-
ing himself u

“Great pancak.es"’ gasped Little,
“Have—have you heard the latest?”

“Don’t get so excited, old son,” I
sald. “What's the trouble?”

“I1 went to Mrs, Hake for some
Tub—

“Oh, grub anam!” sighed Nicodemus
ou’re always after grub,

vn

# You»you haven't heard the worst!”
shouted Little despairingly. “It’s awfull
I shan't be able to keep alive for mora
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an a week in this placel — We shall
all be starved to death—
AL What the trouble?” demanded

i st Hake!” said Fatty, with round
eyes. “I—I just went into the tuck-
shop, you know.  It's empty!”

“1t wasn’t empty when you were in
there—it was full)” remarked Hart.

“I—~I mean there’s nothing ta eat,
Dn]y bread!" yelled Little.
Brea

“Thats all!  Mrs. Hake hasn't got a
cake in the place,” said Fatty, in hor-
rified tanes. “Not a cake—not a pork-
pic—not a sausage rgll—not even a jam

tart. Au she’s got is roll and butter.”

1 gri

“Weu, theres nothing to make a fuss
about in that.” I said scothingly, “Mrs.
Hake ought to have been mare enter-
prising, T Tl admit, but T expect her sup-
plies have failed to come in. She'll
bave plenty——"

“She won't!” groaned Fatty. “That’s
just it. Frizzling onions! She's not
allowed to sell pastry or cakes or pork-
pies! Head's orders! She's forbidden
to sell any luxuries to juniors.”

“What!t”

It was a mighty yell.

“Iv’s a fact!” went on Little. “I
nearly had a fit when she teld me. The
Head won't allow her to sell anyihing
to us—except bread-and-butter; 1t's
awful! I shall starve, you know!”

n guess what it means,” I said
grimly, “Martin thinks that we shall
disobey the no-tea order, so he has for-
bidden the sale of everything escept
rread-and-butter. We can get that in
Hall, so he knows we won’t buy that!”

“The mean rotter!” said Hendforth
hotly, *What about Mrs. Hake? How
the dickens will she keep her shop going
if she doesn’t sell anything?”

“The Head isn't the kind of man to
consider Mrs. Hake,” I replied. “Buk
we'd better go along and see her for
ourselves. Of course, this sort of thing
can't last, but we shall be tea-less for
to-night, that's certain
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The fellows crowded out of the Com-
mon-room, and followed me to MIs.
Hake's litle shop on the corner of the

iangle.  Several other fellows had
made the discovery, it seemed, for the
shop was half full with excited juniors.

“It's no good you p-goin’ on at me,
young_gents,” Mrs. Hake was saying.
“Mr. Martin has given me strict orders
not to serve any junior gentieman with
anything excepting rolls and butter.
‘What I shall do, T don't know. It's ter-
rible, young gents. that's what it ist”

“But can't you sell cakes?”’ asked
Christine indignantly.

“No, Master Chujstine.”

“Nor buus, nor pork-pies?”

“I mustn’t sell anything that might
be called a luxury, Master Christine,”
said Mrs, Hake, “It'l mean ruin for
met, that’s what 1"l mean! _ O, dear!
I'm sure I dou’t know what I can do! il

“It's a sin and & shame!” shouted
Yorie. “Things have come to a pretty
pass when we can’t buy tuck with our
own money !’

““Yes, rather!”

“Look here, Mrs, Hake,” said Chris-
tine. “Let’s have a couple of small ting
of sardines—they’ll do all right with
bread-and-butter-——’

“Sarry, but I can't, sir,”” said the old
lady plaintively.

“Not sardines?” yelled a dozen
juniors.
“Not anything, young gents, in that
line.”
“My only hat” said Christine

There was na doubt about the fact
that there were no supplies to be ob-
tained from the school shop.  Mr. Mar-
tin had apparently prepared well in ad-
vance, for Mrs, Hake's shelves were bar-
ren—cxcept  for several baottles and
boxes of sweetstufl. There was evidently
no ban upon sweets. But, of course, we
couldi’t eat sweets for tea.

“1t’s absolutely rottent!” said Watson
dazedly. “ What's the idea of barring us
from tuck?”

“Mr. Martin, sir, told me that he
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didn’t want you young gentlemen to
do yourselves a injury by eating things
which ain't digestible,” explained Mrs.
Hake. “The Head told me that them
things wasn't good for growing boys,
and  the school supplled enough
food for everybody. He said it
wasn't right thab there should be food
lying ebout in juniors’ studies. ~Mr.
Martin reckons it ain’t hygienic or
healthy.”

“Utter rat!”

“I should think it is,” I put in. “How
does the Head expect you to keep your
business together, Mrs. Most o
yowr trade was in pastry and cakes and
meat ples and tinned fish——

“Mr. Martin reckoned that I should
do well enough out of the sweets
Master Nipper,” sald Mrs. Hake. “But
1 shan’t unless you young gentlemen
buy an enormous lot every week.”

“Well, I call it a rotten shame,” said
De Valerie. “And if the Head thmks
we'll stand it, hell find
taken. We're not prisoners—and we’s re
not in a reformatory. I don't see why
we should subsist on the school grub,
mbhout any luxury al

er do I o declared grimly.

“ Perhnps the Head hns averlooked
the fact that Mr. Binks keeps a tuck-
shop in the village. We'll go down
there now—there’s time before lucklng-
up-—and bring back piles of stuff. Then
weu stand about and eat it in the pas-

and in the lobby.
rule forbiddmg that!”

“By George!” roared Handforth. “A
rIpping wheeze! ~ We'll show the old
rotter what we think of him! Come
‘There's not much time

The fellows trooped out of the tuck-
shop in a body, and made for the gate-
way. Sir Montle and Tommy and I
were among the foremost, I dow't know
what Mrs. Hake’s feelings were as she
saw us leaving her establishment in

uer to patronise her rival in the
vi

We a1l burried down the lane—at the
Gouble, in fact—but the fellow who kept

2r

well in advance was Fatty Little. Big
as he was, he had plenty of energy and
could run with quite remarkable speed.
And it was his intention fo arrive ab
the tuckshop first. e didn’t want all
the good things to be bagged by the
other fellows hefore he got there.

It was dark in the village, and a light
gleamed from the window of Mr. Binks’
neat little tuckshop in the High Street.
As we passed the window I noticed that
it was sboc&ed with good things.

Fatty was already in the shop, and he
seemed to be having an &gument with
Mr, Binks himself, who presldcd behind
the counter in solitary state. I rapped
on the counter briskly.

“How goes it, Bmko”' 1 asked cheer-
fully. “Just let me have a dozen beef
patties, two dozen Jam tarts, a dozen
doughnuts—-"

“Stendy on, Master Nipper " said Mr.
Bx‘ nks, a'“I can't serve ye.

“What?”

“I can’t let you have anything, young
gents,” said Mr. Binks huskily,

“What the merry dickens are you
talking about?” demanded Watson.
“Can’t let us have anything? Rot!”

“It can't be done, sir,” said Mr,
Binks, shaking his head mournfully.

“Why not?” yelled the crowd.

“We've got plenty of money to pay
with—spot cash,” I put in, “ You simply
can’t refuse to serve us, Binko, Ring

off this tommy rot, and get busy. We
want tons of stuff this evening.”

Mr. Binks rubbed his hands.

“Oh, dear—oh, dea.r"’ he exclaimed.
“I don’t know what to dol Al this
custom and T can’c take it! And there’s
nobody else I can sell the stuff to—the
village folk won’t buy it. Specially
got in for you young gents, it was. And
I can’t sell ye a sixpennyworth!™

“He’s dotty!” said Handforth. “Pile
over the counter, you chaps, and help
yaurselves—

“Don’t, Master Handforth,” pleaded
Mr. Binks, “I shall get inta trouble if
you take anything—-"
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“But we'll pay for it, you o1d duffer,”
said Handforth.

“ Mebbe, sir. but Mr. Martin has for-
bidden me to sell ye anything,” said
the old man, getting to the pomt at last.

“He give me sirict orders—-

“Mr, Martin}” gasped Handforth.
“Our new Headl“

“Grcat Scott

s is beyond the limit—we won't
stand it!”

“Hold on, you chaps,” I sald, as the
crowd pressed forward excitedly. “Let’s
get the true details. Do I understand,

r. Binks, that you have been forbidden
to sell anything to any St. Frank’s boy.”

"Yes Master Nipper, that's quite

< You ve been forbidden by Mr. Mar-
tin

“Yes sir,” said Mr. Binks sadly.

“Well, old chap, you can take it {rom
me that Mr. Martin has got about as
much right to give you that order as
the village idiot has!” I said grimly.
“Youre a tradesman, and your wares
are for the general public. We're a
portion of the general puble, and no
harm will come to you if you serve us.”

“Good for you, Nipper!”

“So that's setLled"’ said Fatty Litlle,
with a sigh of reliel

“But it isn’t, ymmg gents—-l daresnt
serve yve,” said Binks firmly.

“Oh, my hac’ " I exclaimed patiently.
“Cant you see, Binko, that Mr. Martin
had no right to give such an order to
vou? He can place the tuckshop out
of bounds for us—but that’s all. Then,
if we want supplies, we shall break
bounds, and chance the consequences.
But—nobody—not even Mr, Martin—
can give you orders about whom youw're
to sell your stuff to. It’s the biggest
plece of impertinence T've ever heard of
—and if you're scared of the Head, you
needn’t be. . Nelson Lee will sce
that you dow't get mm any trouble. Is
that good enough?”

The crowd waited anxiously, and Mr.
Binks stood behind his counter drum-
ming hzs fingers in a worried way. As
1 had told him, Mr. Martin had no
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authority whatever to restrict Mr.
Binks® sales. All that the Head could
do would be on cur side—he could forbid
us to visit the shop, buc he couldn't
forbid Mr. Binks to serve

“It's a difiicult thing, ycuug gents,”
said the old man, at last. “Mr. Martin
is your Head, and If 1 axspleasﬂ him I
might find myself in bot water. TI'm
rare worried about it all, but I'm
afrald I can't let ye have anﬂhmg to-

“But 100k here——"

“Have some sense, Binko—-"

“Listen to reason——

Everybody argued, but the old shop-
keeper was firm. He wouldn’t budge
fmm his decision, and I guessed that

Head had scared him a great deal.
M r. Martin had been down, and had
probably bullled Binks into a promise.
And the old fellow was as firm as a

"
3

ok,
“Well, T don’t know about you chaps,
but I know what I'm golng to do,” said
Handforth, at last, “I'm going to take
all the stuff I want, and if you get in
the way, Binko, yow'll have your giddy
nose punched!” P

Handforth leaped over the
counter, It was the signal for half a
dozen other fellows to follow his ex-
ample. Mr. Binks was powerless—and
he had sense enough to realise it. He
stood by, pleading to the juniors.

‘The tuckshop was rajded in whole-
sale manner. But I took care to stand
by the door to see that nobody sneaked
out without paying for the supplies he
had appropriated. Long, of the Remave,
was quite capable of “borrowing” a
supply of tuck on the quiet.

‘There was plenty of money knocking
about, and practically the whole of Mr,
Binks’ perishable stock was seized, and
on the counter lay an assoriment of
ten-shilling  notes, silver coins and
coppers. If anything, the old man re-
cuvcd more than the tuck’s actual

And, although he was ves
he could not conceal an expression
satisfaciion as he eyed th‘.L pile or

7] nod
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money. He was afraid that he would
get into trouble, but, of course, Martin
could not harm him.
Everybody reaJyW’ I gsked at last.

“Waiting for you.”

“Good! Then let’s get a move on!”

I walked briskly to the door, and
found a crowd outside, wailing. They
were loaded with all kinds of cakes and
pastries, and were all cheerful. A good
many villagers were looking on, wonder-
ing what all the noise cowld be about.

And we set off to the school, happy
in the knowledge that we bad a
supply of tuck, and that Mr. Howard
Martin bad been defied.

CHAPTER 6.
The Mystery of Mr. Martin!

ELSON LEE was looking rathe;
N worried as he walked Lthgh the

village some litile time later. He
had been to the station to see about
certain articles of luggage, and was
now on his way back to St. Frank’s. It
‘was very dark in the old High Street,
for the shops were now all closed, al-
though, of course, the hour was still
fairly early,

“Hallo! 1Is that you, Lee?”
' The voice came out of the darkness,
and Nelson Lee halted and peered at
the dim figure which was responsible
for the greeting. He recognised Dr.
Brctt the village medico.

Glad to see.you again, doctor,”
sand the schoolmaster-detective heartily,
“You sound as hale and healthy as
ever. How have you been getting on?”
¢ “Oh, things have been deadly dull
here!” said Dr. Brett, shaking Lee's

hand. “I have missed your little visits
a great deal, Lee, and I've missed 1un-
ning in to sce you during a slack hour.
I hope you enjoyed yourself in London.”
“We had quite a lot of excitement
one way and another,” smiled Nelson
Lee as Brett fell into nare beside him.
You arc coming {1 Good! I'm
afraid I'm not in a vary cl«eerwl mood
this evening, Brett.”

23
Lh“ LOh'" sald the doctor, “How iz

B

“Well, a certaln general on the res
tired us known as Ord-Clayton, has
set himsclf out to make an exhibition
of his narrow-minded foolishness,” said
Lee. “I can tell you, Brett, I feel very
annoyed.”

“I hope you won't start on me!” said
Brett, smiling. ‘“But what about Ord-
Clayton? I've seen him once or twice,
and he strikes me as being a bit of a
fire-eater. And what’s this I hear about
a new headmasier? T wasn't aware
that Dr. Stafford was abgut to retire!”

“Dr. Stafford has been sacked—for
that is what it amounts to, actually,”
said Lee grimly. “Ord-Clayton is re-
sponsible, and he has appointed a new
Head named Howard Martin, a man
who appears to think that a public
school is a prison, and that boys are to
be treated as so many slaves.”

“I'm beginning to understand,” said
the doctor. “So that's the trouble—
eh? But why on earth was such a
fellow anpclnted” Surely Ord- Clayton
is not permitted to do exactly as he
likes in these matters?”

“Martin-was engaged by the Board
of Governors, and Ord-Clayton is_the
chairman,” explained Nelson Lee,
“His volce is more influential than all
the other voices put together, for, to be
quite frank, the governors are a set of
old fossils! And I am extremely
worried concerning. the immediate
future of St. Frank’s.”

“You think there’ll be trouble?”

“I am sure there will be trouble—it

is vital

“Wlth the boys?”

“Exactly,” said Nelson Lee gravely.
“There have been a number of new
rules formulated by Mr. Martin—or per-
haps it would be better to call them
restrmtmns They are to be rigorously
enforced by the headmaster,

“And how do you stand?”

“I am nominally an underling,” said
Lee dryly. “I am to obey this
crat, and carry out his wishes.
1 am pretty certain that Martin and



%
myself will have some stormy scenes
before very long.”

“That’s deucedly bad!” the doctor de-
clared. “You are beginning to make
me fear that you will soon be leaving
us, Lee. You are not the kind of man
to put up with any nonsense from a
bullying blusterer.

“You needn’t be afraid, old man,”
said Nelson Lee quietly, “Mr. Martin
will not be able to treat me in exactly
his own way. Personally, I 9m qu)te
on the side of the boys, and I shall
champion them right from Lhe sts.rt
There was no need whatever for thest
foolish restrictions to be im] It
simply means that Martin is .mxml\s to
assert his authority. He is not con-

to come here and carry on in the
usual routine. And, quite apart from

! this, I intend to get him away as
soon as possible. I am thinking of Dr.
Stafford.”

“He was badly treated?”

“Shamefully treated!” agreed Lee.
““The old gentleman Is greatly esteemed
by the boys, and there’ll be big trouble
this week. You mark my words, Brett,
and don't be surprxsed if you hear of
very severe ructions.”

“But what of your position?” asked
Brett. “Youwll be required to uphold
Martin's methods.”

“Just for Lha presem. I mtend to Te-
main passive,” said N i)
think it is quite likely t.hnt rmbters will
adjust themselves, after a deal of
trouble during the first two or three
days. ‘The boys will certainly take
matters Into their own hands, and if
Martin possesses an ounce of sense, he
will gracefully submit. If he attempts
to enforce his will upon the school—
well, the real battle will begin. But
I am hoping for the best.”

“Pll drop in to-morrow,” said Brett,
as hie paused in the road. ‘I shall
be interested to hear how things are
going. Well, good-1 mght Lee! I've gotb
a call to mqke ,in this cottage, so m
leave you here.

‘They shcok ‘hands, and the doctor
went fo one of his patients, and Nelson
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Lee continued his way towards the
school. The schoolmaster-detective was
very thoughtful as he made his way
along the dark lane in the direction of
St, Frank’s.

A fairly high wind was blowing in
the s.,hoolmaster detective's face as he
strode briskly along. The lane was
quite deserted, except for himself. Buf
then o rather surprising incident
occurred.

Something moved near the hedge, and
a dim figure came out to meef Nelson
Lee. The latter paused, being fairly
certain that the stranger was a tramp,

out to ask for a few coppers.

“Is that you, Howard?” asked a soft
voice.

“I beg your pardon!”

mcr surprised.

know it’s you!” went on the voice.
“1 recognised yoyr figure as you came
I haven't seen you for five

said Lee,

“1 beg your pardon,” inti rupued Lee
“but I think you are mist;
“That won't do, Howard!” smd the
mysterious stranger, moving closer in
the gloom. “T thought perhaps you'd
attempt to ignore me, but I mean
have it out with you! No, don't mcer-
rupt! I've suffered enough because of
what you did, and now that I'm free, I
to make you help me! Im not
going back to that living dea

“But, really, I must insist ubon speak.
ing!” said Nelson Lee. “You have ap-
parently mistaken me for Mr. Howard
Martin.”

“I have made no mnstake' ” exclaimed
the other. “A man does not fail to
recognise his own flesh and blocd. You
infernal blackguard! You treacherous
hound! I've been waiting for years to
face you and to -have it out, as man
to mant” -

“I'm deeply sorry——="

match flared, flickered for a
moment in the wind, and then went
out. But the stranger had had sufficient
time to see Nelson Lee’s featurcs. He
gsve a little cry, and caught his breath.
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“You—you are not Howard Martin!”
he exclaimed huskily.

“I told you I was not smd the
schoolmaster-detective. were
rather o0 hasty, my dear su‘ My
name is Nelson Lee.

:“Y n Lee!” shoutcd the other.

“ 'lhe——the detective?”

“Yes; although at present——-""

e got no farther. The
maon backed away, and dived through
the hedge. Lee stood quite still, and
made no attempt to follow. He was
rather surprised by what had hap-
pened.

‘Who was the man who had come out
of the hedge? A relation of Martin’s
obviously. There was an element of
mystery in the afislr which atiracted
Nelson Lee an the spot. -

He was also permitted to gain a
slight insight into the new Head’s
character.  This stranger, who spoke
like a gentleman, had referred to Martin
as a blackguard and a treacherous
hound!

What could it mean?

that moment Lee’s keen ears
caught a slight sound down the road.
He looked closely, and made out a dim
figure coming along from the village.
Quite possibly the figure belonged to
Mr. Howard Martin.

Lee meant to make sure.

He walked briskly down the road, as
though on his way to the village, and
within a few moments he came face o
face with the new Head. The latter
paused, and peered into the gloom.

“Mr, Lee, T believe?” he said gruffly.

“Yes,” said Lee.

“I pre: e you are on your way to
the vill a/re?" asked the Head. “T should
Just like to have a word with you, Mr.

. Ceneral Ord-Clayton has taken
his deparfure. I am now in sole charge
of St. Frank’s, and I am quite sure
that Mr. Stockdale and yomself will
pull well together with mi

“I trust so!” said Lee shoxﬂy

“We had just a little touch of un-
pleasantness earlier in the day,” went
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on the Head, “but I am sure you have
now realised that Stafford was not the
right man for this school. He was too
slow, too old-fashioned, 00 e I
intend to put new life into SL Irank&
I mean to keep the boys more strictly
under control. Too much liberty and
freedom is bad for youngsbexs, particus
larly the junior boys.

“I quite agree wlth you,” said Nelson
Lee. “Too much freedom, indeed, is
bad for anybody. We must all be re-
siricted in certain ways. But it is my
opinjon that the rules which have held
good for at least Lwemy years were in
no need of revision.”

“That is my concern!” snapped
Martin. “I have thought fit to alter
certain rules, and the boys must obey
me. They will possibly object somewhat,
at first, but what can they do? Nothing!
Any_ insubordination will lead to im-
wmediate and dire pupishment. I shall
crush any rebellion with a heavy hand.”

“Let me advise you, Mr. Martin, to
be very careful,” said Nelson Lee
quietly.

“You will please understand, Iee,
that I am not in need of advice!” ex-
claimed Martin harshly.

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“It is not my intention to quarrel
with you, Martin, neither do I wish
to dictate,” he said. “But you will be
making a grave mistake if you reluse 0
listen to any grievance which the boys
may bring to you. Violence nnd harsh-
ness will never succeed in—"

‘The Head did not wait for Nelson Lee
to finis] He walked up the road,
snorting, and Lee was provided with on
excellent example of Mr. Howard
Martin’s manners. Lee smiled to him-
self and stood near the hedge.

And exactly as he had expectﬂd—-he
heard faint voices shortly afterwards.
Gazing into the gloom, he saw two
figures higher up the road. Mr. Martin
had been accosied by the mysterious
stranger.

“This is quite interesting,” Nelson

told himself. “I had really

Lee
thought of taking a hchdav until
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Martin xece\\cd his quietus, but this
little affair makes all the difference. I
shall remain here, and I shall make
it my business to investigate matters.”

‘The detective was not surprised that
the stranger had mistaken him for
Martin, He was of about the same
build as the Head, and he happened to
be wearing & light mackintosh of the
same type as Martin’s, and the other
man had not seen Martin for five years.

So the blunder was not to be won-
dered at. Lee was very pleased that
it had occurred, for it had given him
& new interest in Mr. Howard Martin.

What was the secret concerning that
harsh gentleman?

CHAPTER 7.
The Chopper Falls}
OPHOLE!™
I “By ngo‘ This is the stuff
to give ’em!” said Handforth
with his mouth full of ham sandwich.
#What do we care for Martin?”

“Nothing!” grinned M(‘C] ure.

“Less than not.hmg, in fact,” said
Pitt, setting his teeth into 2 jam tart,
“I must say that old Binks sells good

uff!”

“Rather!”

The lobby of the Ancient House was
crowded; the junior passages were
crowded. And all the fellows were par-
taking of & somewhat late tea. —The
studies were quite deserted, and the
‘whole situation was really Tudicrous.

But none of the rules were broken.

Tregellis-West and Watson and I sat
on the foot of the stairs munching beef
patties and sandwiches and other good
things. The only drawback was that
we had no tea. Bub ginger-beer was a
fair substitute.

The feed had commenced shortly be-
fore, and everybody entered into it with
enthusiasm.  Those fellows who were
rather nervous of the consequences for-
got all about it in their hunger.

Fatty Little was breaking all records.
The amount of stuff he packed away
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was quite swaggex_ng But as there was
a pmmltui supply of tuck, nobody be-
grudged him his private hundred\vexght
—as De Valerm put it

“Well, it’s the only thing we could
do,” I remarked. “No grub here, so
we had to go to the village. The new
order says that no food is to be taken
into the studies. There wasn’t a word
about not eating anything in the
lobby.”

“of course not,” grinned Watson.

“Dear fellows, we are breakin’ no
regulation,” said Sir Montie. “‘Not that
I should be inghtfully upset if we were
breakin’ ’em, begad!”

Handforth looked grim.

“We'll break them to-morrow—don't
you worry!” he exclaimed. “Those
regulations were made to be ignored.
But this little business was just a joke
against the Head. he finds out
what we've done he'll send out a new
order, I suppose. But he can’t punish
us for this.” .

“Of course not,” I agreed. “That's
Just where it comes in. If Martin has
an ounce of sense, he'll see the error

of his ways, and allow us to feed in
the studies. But it’s my opinion he'll
have about two fits, and then give strict
orders that no tuck is to be brought into
the House at all.”

“ Anyhow, we're safe,” said Somerton
easily.

“And were enjoying Our=elves » Te-
marked Jack Grey. “I say, Reggle,
just chuck over one "of those dough-

nuts.”

“Right,” said Reginald  Pitt.
“Catch!”

His aim was rather untrue, for the

1S

doughnut whizzed past Grey’s head, and
struck Morrow’s mouth, as he entered
the lobby. The prefect staggered back,
and the juniors roared.

o Ha na. hal”

didn’t you open your mouth,

Monow?" grinned Pitt.  “Yowd have
caught it nicely.”

“You young sweeps!” exclaimed Mor-
row, looking round angrily., “What the
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dickens is the meaning of this? What's; Moreover, he had no desire to slip

the idea of hanging about the lobby
feeding out of bags?

832"

“Is all yight, Morrow—"

‘Have you ail gone

“It’s not all right!” sr\ap’)cﬂ the
prefect. “Clear out at once!’
“Ratst” I said. “You krow the Head

has given an order that no food should | &
be eaten in the studies. It's cold and
dark outside, and I know you wowldn't
be heartless enough to turn us into the
chilly night.”

Morrow Jooked round with a new ex-
press\'an on his face.

«“on!™ ne sald slowly, “So thats
the game! Yowre evading the new
rules by feeding outside your studies,
instead of in! Well, you can do it Ul
once, I suppose, but the Head will soon
drop on you. Carry op, my children—
1 =hant. lmrerfexe.

“Good!”

“Youwre a sport, Morrow!”

But fust then a footstep was heard on
the gravel outside, and Owen major,
who was near the door, looked out into
the gloomy Triangle.

His face, when he turned it back, wore
a scared expression.

“The Head!” he mutteRd.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Rats'” I said q\uckly “Stick where
you are, you asses!”

“He's coming this way!” hissed Owen
major.

“All the better” I taid "Wele
doing no wrong, are Let him
come in and see us-dt’s just what we

want.”

“Of course,” agreed Handforth.
“Gimme one of those doughnuts,
Church! Il have my mouth full when

he comes int”

One or two of the nervous jumiors
sneaked away, but the majority held
their ground. And Morrow didn’t move
an inch. As a prefect, he covldn't slip
away just because the Head was
coming; his dignity wouldn’t allow it.

ava;

Mr. Howard Martin strode into the
lobby, his brow black and thoughtiul.
He seemed 1o be intensely worricd over
sornething, and for a momeut or two he
didn't notice anythi

Then, abruptly, he came to a halt and

irl‘ﬂ ai Handforth.

s"” he shouted.
eatin

“A duughn“t siry” said Handforth,
Ldkmg 2 hig bite.

“How—how_dare you?’ thundercd
th» 9Hea.d “Where did you obtain it,

b0y 2"

“M-m-m-mem!”? mumbled Handy.

“This is outrageous!” vcared the

“What are you

Head. “T gave strict orders— Good
S{eracious! You are all eating! Pastry
;hake<~sand\vlches—por& ples' Upont

my soul! I—Iam

He looked round nnd everybody e
mained silent. Many juniors, however,
continued eating.

“Where did you obtain these—these
disgusting articles of food?”’ demanded
the Head, after a tense moment.
“Where did you buy them?”

“A{ Mr. Binks' shop, sir”
plained.
“Binks! I gave the man orders nof
to sell anything!” snapped Martin.
“In the morping I shall see the
scoundrel—"

“Mr. Binks 1s & harmless old chap,
sir,” I put in. “He reiuacd Lo let us
have any tuck—so we took 1

*® Ycu—’oock i

“Yes, sir,” 1 sald calmly. “Of course,
we paid for the stuff Xn cash Bmks
couldn’t prevent us having Wwhat we
wanted. A whole crowd of fellows v'ent
down. And, in any cese, he’s a iree
tragesman, and he’s at liberty o sell
his stock to the general public——"

“gilence, boy!” roared fthe Head.
“wrom this moment the village is out
of bounds!”

“What?”

Everybody gasped with dismay.

“The village is out of hO\mdsl" said

I ex-
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the Head harshly. “Any boy—any
junior hoy—found in the village to-
morrow, or any future day, will reccive
a flogging before the whole schooll”

. “But—but that’s unfair, sirl”
shouted Handforth. “We've never
been barred from the village before.
How shall we buy things? We're not
prisoners!”

“Your name, boy?” snarled Martin.

“Handforth, sir—"

“You will write me five hundred lines,
Handforth, for impertinence,” said the
Head furiously. “I will have obedience
and discipline in this schooll And
every boy here will write two hundred
lines for disobedience!”

“Oh, sir!”

“Hold on, sir,” I said quickly. “We
haven't disobeyed any order——"

“What?” barked the Head.

“Your order was to the effect that no
food was to be taken into junior
studies,” T went on. “This is the lobby.
Not a grain of stuff has been taken into
a study. We haven’t broken any rule
at all—so we can't be punished.”

Mr. Martin pursed his lips.

“That is a quibble!” he exclaimed.
“I intend to punish every] here.
Nipper—I believe you are Nipper—you
will report yourself to me in the morn-
ing for a caning!”

“What for, sir?” I asked blandly.

“I4 i3 mot your business to ask
questions!” roared the Head. “¥ou
have been insolent, and I intend to

teach you a lesson. Take all this food |

and give it to the House matron. Do
you hear me? Gol”

“Just & minute, sir,” sald Morrow
firmly. “This food was bought with
the boys’ own money. And Nipper was
guite right when he said that no rule
had been broken. I should have
stopped the thing at once it it had been
against your orders. It’s hardly fair

to punish—"
“Silence!” shouted the Head. *Who

ame Is Morrow, sir. I belong

to the Sixth.”

THE TYRANT HEAD!

“Are you a prefect?”
“Yes, "

«From {nhis moment, Morrow, you

are no longer & prefect,” said Mr.
Martin harshly. “You are unfit to
fulfil the duties of a prefect! Further-

more, I shall punish you for upholding
the juniors in an act of rank insubordi-
nation!”

Morrow fairly staggered.

“But—but—"

“Enough!” snapped the Head. “I
can easily find a senior boy to fill your
place. You made no attempt to stop
this disgraceful scene, and you will re-
port to me at nine o’clock this evening.”

“Re—report!”  stuttered  MOrrow.
“What for, sir?”

“Tg receive your punishment!”

“Ym sorry, sir, but I shall not
come,” said Morrow calmly. “I'm not
a junior—end I'm not going to stand
any injustice. You have taken away
my prefectship for nothing, and—-

“Silence!” raved the Head.
dare you bandy words with me?”

“I'm not bandying words—I'm speak-
ing my mind,” said Morrow = hotly.
“You can call me insolent, or angthing
you like, but I'm not going to be bullied
by you or anybody else!”

“Hear, r!”" shouted Handforth
excitedly.

“Good for you, Morrow!”

“8tick to it, old man!”

“¥ah! Bully! Cad! Rotter!”

The Head breathed hard.

“Good heavens!” he shouted thickly.
“How dare you? Every boy in this
lobby will be detained within the gates
for two weeks. All half-holidays will be
stopped. As for you, Morrow, I shall
flog you before the whole school—"

“Will you?” snapped Morrow. *I
don’t think so!”

“What—what—-"

“If you attempt to touch me, sir,

there’ll be trouble!” said Morrow furl-
ously. “I'm not -a kid, and the Sixth
will have something to say about this!
You've asked for trouble, and you're
going to find it!”
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The ex-prefect strode away down the
passage, and Mr. Martin glared after
hiin with baleful eyes. He bhad been
defied—defied by a boy! The Head
snapped his teeth and walked away.

A perfect storm of hissing and booing
broke out, and it continued for quite a
minute. And just then Nelson Lee ap-
peared in the doorway. He stared into
the lobby with amazement.

“Boys!” he shouted “What is the
meaning of

‘The uproar ceused as though by
magic.

”111 tell you that, sir,” I put
briskly.

1 was helped by many fellows, who in-
sisted on adding words here and there.
But the guvnor understood all right, |~
and he looked grave when I had

nished.

“I am sorry to hear this,” he said.
“I am deeply afraid that it is the be-
ginning of a serious rebellion. Morrow
was_certainly just in his anger, and I
shall attempt to smooth matters over
with the Head. In the meantime, boys,
you will oblige me by munmmmg ‘order.
T wish to hear no more hissing.”

Every junior was ready to respect that

wish, and the Ancient House was quiet

during the rest of the evening. The
Head took no action, and the Sixth
waited in vain for the storm to break.

They were with Morrow to a man.
But everybody knew that big trouble
was brewing. Mr. Mar‘m‘u had set
h d  th
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restrictions, 1 suppose,”  remarked
Watson, with a grunt of disgust.

“Begad! Surely not, old boy!” said
Sir Montie Tregellis-West. “I don't
think we can stand any further re-
strictions. If things go on at this rate,
St. Frauk's \\lll be more like a prison.
Tt will, really?

“If things go on at this rate,” I said

grimly, “Martin will find himself in a
bit of a mess. If he is foolish enough
to overstep the mark—well, there’ll e
trouble.”

“There’s trouble in the air now,” put
in Handforth, who was standing near-

by. “I can give you my word I'm not
going to put up with Martin’s humbug
for Eong. My idea is to make a stand

“Yes, we know all about your ideas,
Handy,” I put in. “Yowre too ram-
headed—that’s your trouble. But we'd
better buck up and get into Big Hall,
or we shall have a prefect on our track,
and that’ll mean a thousand lines
each!” I added ironically.

In less than five minutes Big Hall
was crowded with curious, wondering
fellows, and Mr. Howard Martin was
not long in making his appearance. He
stood eyeing the school as though he
were 2 despot king of ancient times
eyeing his serfs.

“1t is not my intention to detain wu
long, hays,” he said at length. “T
called you together begguse it is my
wish that you should witness the

j of i young

himself against the
school was ready to fight!

CHAPTER &
Trouble in the Airt

HE next morning, just before
T breakfast was finished, it was an-
nounced that the whole school
was to assemble in Big Hall. Nobody
knew why, and there was a good deal

of speculation on the subject.
“Some more of the Head’s rotten

e
rascal who has been foolish enangh to

ignore my orders. I am referring to
Morrow, of the Sixth Form.”

There was @ general murmur of
astonishment, and all eyes were fixed
upon Morrow.

The ex-prefect was slightly pale, but
quite calm.

“As some of you are fully aware,”
went on the Head, “I ordered Morrow
to report to me for a flogging. He has
failed to do s0. and I am now about to
administer the punishment he deserves.
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The wretched youth was insolent be-
yond description, and were I a severe
man I would expel him forthwith! But,
in consideration of the fact that he is
& member of the Sixth Form, I am in-
clined to be lenient His punishment
will be severe, but I shall aliow him
to remain in the school.”

The school remained silent.

“Morrow,” said Mr. Martin coldly,
#stand forward!”

Morrow remained perfectly still.

“Oh, good!” murmured Handforth.
“Defy him! Ignore the beast!”

“Stick to your guns, Morrow!”

“Don't take any notice!”

Many juniors gave unnecessary

vice.

“silence!” roared the Head. “If
there is any further speaking over there
I will detain the whole school for a
week! Morrow, did you hem- me?”

“Yes, sir,” said Morr

“Then why have you not stepped for-
ward?” demanded Mr.

“Do you mean to flog me?” asked
Morrow.

“Yes, I do!” roared the Head. “I
intend to flog you with the utmost

severity! Stand forward this instant,
Morrow! I shall not order you to do
s0_again!”

Morrow nodded.

“That's just as well » he said, “be-
eause I shan’t take any notice!”

The Head nearly staggered, and the
jumol}'ls t-urly danf;ed with excitement,
man.

“That's l:he stuﬂ Morrow!”

“Keep it U

“Don’t be afmxd of the rotter!™

Mr. Martin strode forward to the edge
of the platfo

“Vvery welll" he raved. “I will soon
deal with this obstinacy. You seem to
forget that I am your headmaster!”
| «And you seem to forget that I am a
Sixth Former!” shouted Morrow hotly.
“I'm not & kid! I'm not going to be
flogged before the whole school just
because you order it! If I'd done some-
thing to deserve punishment, I wouldn't
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mnke a fuss; but I've done nothing at

“Sncnce'” thundered the Head.
“How—how dare you! Are you coming
upon this platform, Morrow, or not?”

“I'm not!” snapped MOTrow.

“Hurrah!”
“Good old Morrow!”
“Fenton!” screamed Mr. Martin.

“Fenton — Conroy major — Wilson —
Jesson! Seize Morrow and bring him
upon this platform! Do you hear me,
boys? Seize that young hound and
bring him here!”

The four prefects were rather taken
aback, but only for a moment.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Fenton quietly:

““What?” shouted the Head. “What
did_you say, Fenton?”

“It can't be done, sir—thats all,”
said Fenton. “I am captain of the
school, and I am expected to give the
other fellows a good example. But I
should be untrue to myself, and untri
to the Sixth, if I helped you to humi
ate Morrow before the whole school™

The Head clenched his fists. '

“Do—do you mean that you refuse to
obey my order?” he askedvdangerously.

“1f you like to put it that way—yes!”
saxd Fenbo q

H

rah 1%

Good old Fenton!”

“smk to your guns, Morrow!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with the Head!”

“Down with tyranny!”

“Are we going to be bullied and
tmdd(e)n underfoot !

“NO1”

The junior school simply roared, and
for a moment all order was abandoned.
The Head shouted and raved in vain.
The scene was an amazing one.

Mr. Cowell, Mr. Pagett, and other
Form-masters succeeded in regaining
order after a few exciting minutes. The
Head was still talking, and he was in
a towering rage.

“I am - amazed, she and
astounded!” he shouted. “’I’hat the
senior boys of this school could be 0
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n inate is i
I shali see that the Sixth Form is
adequately punished!*

The Sixth looked rebellious.

“Mea.nv\hﬂe, I intend to carry out my
ougmal plan,” went on the Head grimly.

“Morrow, will give you one more
chance to_come upon this platform
willingly. I warn you that if you refuse
force will be applied!”

Morrow took no notice whatever.

“Do you hear me, boy?” thundered
Mr, Martin.

“Yes, sir,” said Morrow. “But I still
stick to my decision.”

““Oh!” snarled the Head. “Very well,
Morrow—very well! We will see how
much success this attitude will bring
you. Since you will not move yourself,
and since the Sixth Form refuses to
shift you, I will attend to the matter
personally! I will have you understand
that you canney defy your headmaster
with impunity.”

d Mr. Martin, amid a sudden hush,
stepped down from the platform, and
strode towsrds the spot where MoiTow
was standing.

Morrow was not afraid of him, but
Morrow certainly was afraid of being
yanked on to the platform like a kid in
the Second.

He turned on his heel and walked
away before Mr. Martin could reach
him. He made straight for the exit.

“Morrow," thundered the Head,
“come back!”

Morrow walked on.

“Do you hear me?” roared Mr,

Martin. “ Come back at once, Morrow!”

The ex-prefect vanished through the
doorway.

“Ha, ha, hal»

A tremendous yell of derisive laughter
went up, and the sympathies of the
whole school were with Morrow., The
Head spun round, his face purple with

He had made himself lock
1 xcu.\ous before the whole scheol, and
he knew it.

“gilence!” he shouted hoarsely.
“Every hoy in this hall has witnessed
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the utter insubordination of Morrow.
The wretched boy will leave the schaol
this very day. He is expelled from this
umant'

“Qh1”

“Shame!”

“Boo-00-00h!”

A perfect storm of booing and hissing
burst out. That decision of the Head
was unpopular. If Morrow had actually
committed e sin, and if the Head had
been justified in attempting to flog him,
his present conduct would have been
justly punishable by expulsion. Bub
Morrow had done nothing.

The whole school was with him. If
the Head stuck to his decision there
would probably be a revolt before the
dey was out

But the Sixth Form was taking a
hand in the matter. The seniors held a
brief, hurried consultation, and then
Fenton stepped forward.

“I wish to say something, sir,” he
said grimly.

The Hoad glared at hx

“Well?” he barked. “What do you
want?”

“Do I undelstand sir, that Morrow
is expelles

“Yes—he is expelled!”

“He will leave St, Frank’s to-day?”
asked Fenton.

“I intend to pack him off by the first
available train,” snarled the Head.

“Very well, sir, I #ould just hke to
point ouh what that decision will i
volve,” said the captain of Sf. ank'sA
“If Morrow goes, every member of the
Sixth Form will leave for home by the
same train!*

“What?” gas‘:ed the Head.
did you say, Fentol

“The Sixth does not intend to see an
innocent fellow suffer at your uniusﬁ
hands,” went on Fenton boldly, “If
Morrow goes—we go. And you will be
left to make your explanations, Mr.
Martin, to the school governors.
iancy it will be a somewhat dxﬁiculb
task

kam walked out of Big Hall, and

“What
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every member of the Sixth followed
him. The Head stood still, as though

azod.

“Hurran!”

“Three cheers for the Sixth!”

“Good old Fenton!”

“If the Sixth goes, we'll go!” yelled
Chambers of the Fifth,

“Hurrahi”

“And we'll go, too!” roared Hand-
forth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The juniors crowded out of Big Hall,
excited and noisy; and Mr., Howard
Martin had ample evidence that he had
made a big blunder. If he persisted in
his present attitude, the whole school
would go homel

An hour later, a half sheet of note-
paper was pinned on the notice-board
in the lobby, and upon it, in the Head’s
handwriting, were the words: “In con-
sideration of the fact that Arthur
Morrow, of the Slxﬁh Form, has hlther-
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away with. If Martm refuses, we all
revolt. How’s {!
“Idvotlc'“ smd McClura frankly.

“So 1L is!” persisted McClute “Don't
get excited, Handy! I say it’s idiotic.
In the first place, who's Eomg to tell the
Head all this? Whos going to put the
thing to him?

:‘I am,” smd Handforth.

Why not?”

“You'll soon find out why not, ﬂ you

try it on,” grinned Church.” “We"

anxious to lose you, Handy but if you ve

looking for the sack, you've only got to

go to the Head with that Jjaw, and you'll
e fired out in three minutes.”

Handforbh shook his head.

“Not if T make it clear to him that
my expulsion would lead to a general
revolution in the school,” he said. “Of
course, if I went, you’d all back me up
—I can count on that. The Head’s &

to borne an s in-
subordination of tms morning vnll be
overlooked, and he will be permitted to
remain in the school.—HOWARD MARTIN,
headmaster.”

There was a good deal of talk on the
subject in the school, but one fact was
clear: the Head had climbed down
completely, and if he had commanded
any respect before he didn’t command
any 1ow.

CHAPTER 9.
Handforth's Great Ideal
ERTAINLY,” sald Handforth,

helping himself to a cake.
“on, don’t talk rot!” pro-
tested Church. “It couldn't be done,
Handy.”
“Of course not!"” agreed McClure,
“Rot!” said Handforth. “It can be
done, and, what's more, it’s going to be
done. My idea is to give the Head a
chanece—put it plainly to him that he’s
got to stop acting the goat, or we’ll
make things hot for him. See? We'll

blusterer. All he requires is firmness.”

“From you?"”

“From  anybody,” said® Handforth. -
“I'm perfectly willing to put the thing
straight to ; in fact, that’s what 1
intend doing. Nobody else seems to
realise the gravity of the situation, soig
T must get busy.”

McClure nodded.

“Oh, youll be busy enough,” he
agreed—" packing your things to go
away! That’'s how youwll be busy,
Handy!”

“piffle!” snapped Handforth. “Do
you think I'm going to be influenced by
your cowardly fears? This is a great
idea of mine, and I shan’t be satisfied
until it has been tested. All you chaps
think about is your own skins; you

never dream of doing anything for the
good of the school!”

His chums sighed.

“It_wouldn’t do any good, Handy,”
said Church. “It would only do harm
It won't help the school if
we're sacked. I suppose? And that’s
what'll happen if we beard old Martin

demand to have all the restrictions done

in his @ d put it to him straight,
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as you call it.
risky.”

“ All right—have your ovn way!” ex-
claimed Handforth. “I've got my own
ideas, and I stick to ’em. All we want
to do is to give the Head a fright.
Threaten to bar ourselves out, and he'll
crumple up. He's as weak as water,
and hell never stand against & strong
will. I mean to give him one chance,
and if he likes to take it, all well and
good. If he refuses to listen to me—
woe betide him!”

Church and McClure wenf on with
their tea without saying much, They
were quite sure, in their own minds,
that Handy would regain his senses
before the tea was ove).

. But they were wron

“Well, I'd better be gomg. I suppose,”
said Handforth at last.

Going!” asked Church,
to?”

“The Head’s study, of course!”

“But—but you're not really going?”
said McClure anxiously.

“‘Haven't I told you a dozen times
that I mean it?” snapped Handforth.
“I've never seen such—such fat-headed
chumps in all my lifel You'd better
come along and support me—"

“Not likely!” mterrupted Church.
“We're not coming!”

“We don't want to he sacked!” said
McClure.
}Iandrorth glared,

"Do you call yourselves my chums?”

he
"'mg.ts nothing to do with it!” said
_ Church gmﬂ] . “We're ready to back

No, Handy, it's too

“Where
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—he caved in pitifully over that Morrow
business, as you know. Well, we've only
g0t to show a hold front, and he'll cave
in to us. e Head needs a good jaw-
ing, I'm the chap to do it. He'n s
crumple up like a house of cards if I
make it clear to l'um that 1’1l end in
revolt if he doesn't.

Clure sighed.

“Oh. you're hopeless!” he said. “Do
you think the Head will take any notice
of you—a junior? Why, you lunatic,
he’'ll pitch you out of his study, and
he'll pitch you out nf the school. It’s
not worth it, thanks!

“Then you’re not coming?” demwded
Handforth.

“No!” sald his chums in one voice.

“All right!” said Handforth. “I
shall remember this—and I shall also
make it clear to the whole school that
the credin for defeating Martin belongs

me.”

“Youd better defeat him first!” said
Church tart!

“On, rats"’ snapped his leader.

Handforth charged out of Study D,
and strode up the passage. He was
fully determined to carry out his pro-
Jject—and only physical force would stop
him,

Church and McClure knew that
physical force with Handforth ~was
hopeless, Even if he was hammered
until he was blue, he would still be as
determined 2t the finish. The only way
was to leb him run onw

By the time Handforth reached the
Head’s study he was not feeling quite

But when lt comes to an idea
that’ll mean disaster for all of us—well,
we're not having any!”

“Rather not!” said McClure, nodding.

Handforth regarded his chwas pity-
Ingly.

“But, my dear asses, you don't seem
to understand!” he exclaimed, with
withering scorn. “You don't grasp the
significance of the whole situation.
Martin has proved himself to be weak

know | so

The nearer he was to
Mr. Martin’s presence, the smaller his
courage. But not for worlds would he
have admitted that he was feeling ner-
vous. He was determined to beard the
tyrant in his den.

Of course, it was a mad idea, and no
fellow in the school would have em-
barked upon it. Bubt Handforth was
always looking for trouble; and natur-
ally he was always finding

He tapped upon the door fumly.
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“Come in!” exclaimed the Head's
oice.

Hendforth opened the door and
marched in.  Mr. Martin was sitting
at his desk, and he looked up and stared
ab Handforth.

“Well, what do you want?” demanded
My, Martin hars

It was not a ve!y good opening for
Handy, and the famous leader of Study
D began to feel that his chums’ advice
had not been so bad. However, it was
too late to draw back now.

% I,—X—that, is to say—I mean, sir

“Qut with it, boy—out with it!"
snapped the Head. “Your name is
Handforth, I think? What do you
reun‘e" I give you one minute to

speal

Hand.forth cleared his throat rather
huskily.

“Thevme fact is, sir, I have come to
—to warn_you,” he safd.

“Warn_me?”

“Exactly, sir,” went on Handforth.
“The Remove feels thap your new
regulations are—are unjust, sir. It’s not
fair that the tuckshop should be out of
bounds, and that study teas should be
banned. The fellows are feeling pretty
sore about it, and unless something is
done there’ll be trouble. The Remove
particularly is absolutely fed up.”

Mr. Martin lay back in his chair.
For a second ke had been on the point
of jumping to his feet, but he refrained.
And Handforth iaued to see the
dangerous glint in the Head’s cye.

“QOh, indeed!” exclaimed ‘\Kr Martin.
““So the Rc\move is—er—: p? at
is most interesting, Handforth I shall

be quite delighted to heax anything

further you have to say.”

Handforth smiled.

“I'm glad to hear that, sir,” he said,
expanding  considerably, and  totally
unaware of the dunger slgnals. “You
see, sir, it's s W e junior
schaol is hit harder by mese rules than
the senior school. And, as a junior, I
feel that it is my duby to say somethin
on the subject. The fellows, as I in-
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tfimated, are getting rather our, of
hana.”

“That Is most enhghtenmg. said
the Head. “Go o!

“Certainly, sn“’ smd Handforth. “I

don’t want to preach, but it's an abgo-
lute fact that you've heen treating us
in rather a rotten way. And wmost of
the chaps are getting furious. I want
to warn you that unless you carry on
the school just as Dr. Stafford carried
it on, there'il be something like a ye-
bellion. I don't want to scare you, sir,
buL Ws 2 fact that tempers are getting

'l'hi’ Head nodded.

“They are, Handform,“ the Head
explained harshly, “My own temper
is no exception to the rule. When you
have guite finished, I shall be glad if
you will inform me.”

“I don’t suppose I shall be more
than ten minutes, sir,” said Handfcrth.
“I only want to make a few suggos-
tions as to how the juniors should be
treated. You've listened to me fairly.
1 thought you were a bit of a beast—
I-I mean—beg pardon, sir, but these
things w it

“I think you have said rummcnw
Heandforth,” said Mr. Martin, in a
dangerous voice. “At all events, you
must say no more. It is now my turn
tc hdk Come here—stand in front of

Hﬂ"dfmth felt, at lasc that every-
thing was not as it should be. He be-
gan to suspect that tro\\\,\s was brew-

And be walked to Mr. Martin's
sAde rather gingerly,

“Now, Handforth, I will speak,”
said the Head grimly. “I've allowed
you to run on in order to find out now
far you wonld go. I regret to discover
that you are not only capable of as-
tounding insolence, but that you are

even prepxred to msn\t. your head-
master to his face.

Handiorth gasped
. “B" George!” he said huskily, “I—

“Silence,” thundered the Head. “Do
not dare to speak again, boy! 1 have

L
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had patience to listen to your nonsense
for long enough--and my patience is
exhausted, You are the most imper-
tinent boy I have ever dealt with, and
if I thought for a moment that you
were really serious 1 would expel you
within the hour.”

“Great pip!” breathed Handforth.

“As it is, I believe that you are
merely lacking in wits,” continued the
Head. “You are utterly foolish, and
it would be unfair to your parents
inflict your presence upon them. I in-
tend to thrash you soundly Ior your
unwarrantable insolence in coming to
my study—"

“You—you're going to thrash me,
sir?”" panted Handworth, with a gulp.

“As you have never been thmshed
before!” exclaimed the FHead, rea
ing for his cane. “And if you ’v.‘fem
to struggle or to resist, I shall double
your punishment. Not another word!”

But Handforth was not the kind of
gs lying down.

“Dash it all, I don’t see why I
should be floggt ed"‘ he exclaimed in-
dignantly. “I was only telling you the
Unless your restrictions are se-
moved, the whole junior school will re-
volt in a body!”

“Upon my soull™ shouted the Head,
“You are quite impossible!”

He snatched at a walking-stick~-his
cane being unavailable—and  he
brought the stick down across Hand-
forth’s shoulders with tremendous

force. It was a cruel, viclent blow, and
Handforth staggered.

“Yarooh!” he howled. “Ow! You
—you cadl®

Mr. Martin let himself go. With a
face set in a snarl of fury, he grasped
Handforth and wielded the stick with
a1l his strength. The Junlor was quite
helpless in the grasp of the po\vexful
bully. Tt was not Handy’s habit

yell, but he yelled this time. He
yened with rage and indignation.

Slash! Slash

Again and again the stick descended,
and Mr. Martin was not particular &s
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to where the blows struck. Some of
«hc-m hit Handy across the legs, and he
rfernd great pain.
ond gracious!”
exclamation came from the
The Head turned, his stick
poised for another blow, and stared
into the face of Nelson Lee.

CHAPTER 10,
Bitter Blood!

R. HDVJARD MARTIN frowned.

/{ away!” he shouted

v!ol ently. “Can’t you see that

I'm attending to this boy? Kindly m
fram from interfering now,
If you wish to speak
attend to you hter i

lash! Slag

yelled Handforth.
This—this bully—

Mr.
me, T wx\l

= Ow yaracoh‘ »
“Rescue, Mr, Leel
yow-ow!”

Mr. Martin continued his savage
attack with more force than ever. He
was treating the junior with rank
brutality—and Nelson Lee was not the
typ\. of man to stand idly by and

tch,
“Smp that, Mr. Martin]” bhe said
sharply.
Wnac"' panted the Hcad. amazed.
“What—what did you s
“I told you to stop that brutal at’cack
upon Handforth!” snapped Lee,
are apparently unconscious of the i'acc
r. Martin, that you are acting like

a hool n as
Drop that stick at ancel”
“I-IowAhow dare you’»'”

the

S\,as‘n! "Slash! Slash!

But he was unable to get more blows
home, for Nelson Lee dashed forward,
and dra"ged the stick out of Mr.
Martin’s hands. He filung it across the
room and pushed Handforth behind
him.

screamed

“Handforth, you may go,” said
Nelson Lee grimly.
“Thenk—thank you, sir!” gasped

Handforth. “You're a brick, sir!”
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He lost no time in escaping from the
study. And Mr, Martin and Nelson Lee
were left facing one another in a
militant_attitude. The Head, indeed,
was on the point of fiinging himself at
the schoolmaster-detective. But he
checked himself in time.

“I am astounded, Mr. Lee, that you
should have the efirontery to interfere
with me while I am inflicting punish-
ment on an impertinent boy!” ex-
claimed the Head, fighting down his
fury with an effort. “You will please

a1 no cir

t

will I permit—-"

“Pardon me, Mr, Martin, but I did
not interfere as you intimate,” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee. “You were nof in-
flicting punishment—you were engaged

a harsh and, cowardly attack upon a

Jum T hoy——-r

“You had better be careful Whab you
say, sir!” shouted Mr. Martin. will
have you understand that I have been
invested with full power and authority
by the school governors. And if I have
any nonsense from you I shall not hesi-
tate to dismiss you at an hour’s
notice!”

Nelson Lee was quite unmoved.

“Your attitude fills me with nothing
but contempt, Mr. Martin,” he said
*I shall not attempt to argue
with you, or to prolong this conversa-
tion In any way. Perhaps when you
have calmed down you will realise the
true position you have placed yourself

Nelson Lee did not wait for the Head
to speak again; he turned on his heel
and \va‘l.ked out of the study. There
had already been bitter blood between
the two, but now it was open hostility.
And such a state of affairs, of course,
was not likely to last for long.

Meanwhile, Handforth had returned
to Study D. e crawled rather than

walked in. Church and McClure were
waiting, and they were not at all sur-
prised to note Handforth's method of

V.
Indeed, Church had thoughtfully
provided a box of soothing ointment.

“Hurt much, old man?” asked
MClure sympathetically.
“Oh, no!” said Handforth, “I'm not

hurt at 2ll!  Look at this!”

He pulled up the leg of his left
trouser and pulled down his sock.
And Lhere, upon the calf, were two livid

"G! eat Scott!” shouted Church.

“My hat!” said McClure hoarsely.
“Did the Head do that?”

Handforth sat down.

“It’s nothing,” he said rather
wearily. “My back is simply covered
with weals—six times as bad as those.
The—the beastly brute! He swiped into
me with a wnlkmg -stick! He was just
like & wild animal!”

“How did you get away in the end!”
asked Church.

“Mx. Lee came in.”

“Oh, good!”

"Wh!lt did he do?
Handforth's eyes gl ttered for a
moment.

“He snatched the stick out of
Martin’s hand and chucked it across
the room,” he said. “My only topper!
You ought to have seen it! I don’t
know what’s happening now, but I
wouldn't mind betting a quid that the
pair of ’em are engaged in a fight!”

“Did the Head listen to you?”
asked Church.

“Listen to me!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. “He listened to every word,
and kidded me that he was sympa-
thetic. And then, at the finish, h
turned on me like a wild tiger!”

“Well, of course, you were an ass 10
go there in the first place,” sald
McClure. “I don’t like to say that we
warned you, or anything of that sort,
but you must admit that it was a dotty

ea— Come in, you ass!”

A tap had sounded at the door, and
it opened to admit Nelson Lee.

McClure turned very r¢

“I—rm awfully sorry, mr‘" he stam
mered “I didn’t know it was you-

quite believe that, Mcclure,"
said Nelson Lee, smiling. “Never mind

S
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—we will let it pass. I came to see
)ou, Handforth Are you hurt?”
Nothing to speak of, sir,”
Handforth,
Church snorted.
“\Iochmg to speak of!” he shouted.
Why, he’s covered with weals, sir!”

“Oh; dry up!” growled the victim.

“Let mc examine you, Handforth,”
sald Nelson Lee auietly,

e Housemaster looked at Hand-
forth’s wounds, and he shook his
head gnmly

should advise you to go to bed as
socn as possible, Handforth,” he said.
“You will be excused preparation for
this evening, and you must have those
bruises properly treated.”

*Oh, I shall be all right, sir,” said
Handforth uncomfortably. “I never
believe in making a fuss over a few
knocks and bruises. Did you dot the
Head one in the eye, sir? I—I mean

you——"

“It would not be advisable for me to

" discuss the subject with you, Hand-
forth,” said Nelson Lee. “Ii is needless
for me to tell you that I do not approve
of Mr. Martin's behaviour, and I shall
do the utmost in my power to look
after the interests of the boys in the

sgFAncient House. But you must not for-
get_that Mr, Martin is the headmaster,
and, stnctly speaking, I am a subordi-

nate.”

“Oh, but that’s rotten, sir!” pro-
tested Handforth. “You're worth ten
thousand of the Head! I can’t make
out whs the governors didi't appoint
you!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“That is very nice of you, my hoy,”
he said.  “But take my advice now and
get to bed as soon as possible. And
do not talk too much about this lxtfle
affair. It would only stir up trouble.”

Nelson Lee departed a moment-later,
and Handforth eyed his chums grimly.

“Well?” he asked. “What do you
tn!nk of it?”

“Think of what?” asked Church.

“Mr. Lec told us to keep quiet about
me being knocked about by the Head,”

said
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said Handforth. “Lee Is one of the
best in the world, but he’s not always
right, and if he kids himself that Tm
going to spare the Head, he’s mistaken.
The whole Remove will ow aboub
that rotten affair within an hour.”

“Quite right, too,” said McClure.
“Mr. Lee is afraid of trouble springing
up. That’s why he told you to go easy.
1 expect he’s got an idea that therell
be & revolt or something.”

“If he's got that idea, he's not far
wrong,” declared Handforth. *“One or
two more exhibitions of that sort, and
Martin will be kicked through the
Triangle, and kicked to the village by
a crowd of chaps. We're not going to
sca.nd tyrants at St. Frank's at any

“We let’s gu to the Common-
room,” said Churd

“Right.” said Handforth getting up.
“Come on—

He made a grimace as the pain
caught him, For he was decidedly
sore, and his feelings towards M.
Howard Martin were very bitter.

Ten minutes later, in the Common-
room, he was letting everybody know
his woes. T was with Watson and Tre-
gellis-West, and at first I thought
Handy was exaggerating, as usual

But this time he had the proo:

“The man’s absolutely a bul!y"’ I
declared.  “He has proved himself
to be unfit to fill the post of & 1eforma<
tory chief. He is nothing but a cur

“And \xere not going to stnnd th
for long

“thher not!”

“Down with the Head!”

“Three cheers for Dr. Stafford!”

“Hu‘lah S

“I say, stop that!” I shouted” “We
don’t want to get up a demonstration
now—we shall only have a crowd of
prefects on us. “Don’t yell so much
I we're going to deal with the sits
tion, we must remain calm. Ther
no sense in asking for trouble. We're
not prepared to tackle Martin yet.”

“That’s_your policy always,” said
Handworth. “What's the good of wait-
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ing? Why not march in a hody to
a‘:e Head s, study end hoot him out of
e
- xr xt, nould be done I'd be with you,”
I said. “But it can’t be done, and it’s
no good thinking it can. We've gob
to wait, and I don’t think it will bE
very long before we get our oppor-
tunity. Violence is all very well, but I
never believe in usmg it until things
arve Teally serious.”
“They're serious no\v,
forth; “and what I say i
“There’s a lot of noise aomg on in
here,” said Wilson of the Fifth, putting
his head into the Common-room. “If
you kids want to make a Tow, yowd
better make it somewhere else, The
Hcads down on all noises.

said Fand-

“Rat;
“Blow the Head!”
““He can go and eat coke!
“And so can you, Wilson!”
‘Wilson grinned.
“All right—do as you like,” he said.
ut if the Head comes round and
gates you for a month, don’t blame
me.”
He departed, and the juniors re-
1garxded one another with indignant
00!

I
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minute or two before the Removites
crowded out of the Ancient House,
somewhat dramatic incident took pla,ce
against the Head’s private doorway.

Nelson Lee had been across to the
College Eouse to have a few words with
Mr. Stockdale. He was on his way back

his own quarters when he was

attracted by sounds of commotion near
the Head's door. Mr. Martin was ap-
parently engagcd in a fierce argunent
with another

“Go away, confaund vnu‘ ” the Head
exclaimed savagely. “I don’t wish you
here. And if you dare to come again,
Il give you in charge——

“You daren’t! Yowd be afraid to!”
said a hoarse voice. “Don’t forget that
you're implicated—"

“Keep quiet, you fooll” snarled

Martin.
@ well, don’t you dare to threaten me

“Are you going?” asked the Head in
a quivering voice. “I give you just two.
seconds' If you are not gone by that

, Il take and pitch you out!”

Ne}sun Lee felt rather uncomiortable,
for he had no inclination to overhear
what was going on. At the same nme,
the detective was interested. For, oI
a day or two before, he had had a. little"

“Well, 'm going to make a spcech—
snd blOW the

orth, “Anybody who wants to
hstcn hsd better muecb round. Ii's up
to you to support

“Go ahead, Handy'“

“Spout away!”

“1f youll take my wdvxce.
spout somewhere else,” I put
the gym, for example. There won‘t be
much fear of interruption there, and
youll feel sefer. But you can do Just
as you like, of course.”

The crowd decided to go to the g
and, led by Handforth, the fellows
surged out of the Common-roont.

“Dear old boy, shall we go?” asked
Tmzemsw est.

ght as well be in it,” I said.
£ Come on.

The ’x‘uangle was quite dark, and a

yowll

argument Wwith the stranger
himself.

The man had mistaken Lee for Mr.
Martin, in the darkness. And he had
said quite sufficient to give Lee an in-
dication that Mr. Howard Martin was
not all he professed to be, It was only
too clear, in fact, that the new Head

a somewhat mysterious secret
which he wanted to keep to himself.

And now the stranger had appeared
again—and Martin did not welcome his
presence. Lee felt that the little matter
would bear a private investiz: And
he was determined to give some atten-
tion to the subject.

But then, as he_was about to slip
a\vay, The changed his mind,

He had scarcely turned his back be-
fore he heard a thud, followed by a low
cry. ‘Turning swiftly, he saw the

e
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stranger lying upon (:he ground, with
Maxtin standing over

“And now you'll clcﬂr out!” snarled
the Head

He km{ed at the prostrate figure
viciously. It was a cowardly attack,
for the man seemed dazed by the first
blow and incapable of defending him-
self. As each kick went home the help-
less man groaned.

Nelson Lee did not wait.

“His blood boiled at the brutal exhibi-
tion, and he sprang across the Triangle
at & sharp run. Mr. Martin looked up,
startled. = He saw who_the newcomer
was, and then delivered another kick.

“Get out of here, you confounded
tng?p' * he exclaimed harshly.

Nelson Tee did not_wait to argue
matters. He brought his fist up and
delivered an uppercut which sent Mr.
Howard Martin sprawling backwards.
Nelson Lee’s blood was up, and that
blow gave him intense satisfaction,

_—

CHAPTER 11.
The Sack for Nelson Leef

o1
e H i What's the row?”

Handforth and his followers
had just emerged from the Ancient
House. Over in the gloom by the Head’s
doorway something was occurring. Mr.
Martin's voice, at all events, was very
much in evidence.

I came out a_moment later, and I
saw that the Head w: king—or
rather shouting—at Nelson Lee. All the
Jjuniors remained still, listening.

e Head had picked himself up
after that knock-down blow, boiling
with violent rage. He was relieved to
see, at the very first glance, that the
stranger had picked himself up in the
moinentary  confusion, and had
vanished.

“X should advise you to keep your
temper, Mr. Martin,” said Nelson Lee
calmly, “I was compelled to knock you
down—-as I always knock a man down
who is acting like a brute and a cad.”

“You—you infernal hound!” raved
the Head. “I'll have the law on you
for assault! Not another minute shall
you remain in this school—do you un-
derstand?  Youw'll go—you will go at
once!™

“I advise you to remain caim—-"

“You will leave this school at once~
da you hear me?” bellowed the head-
master. “You confounded dog, I'd pitch
you out with my own hands but for
soiling my fingers. Within an hour you
leave St, Frank's!”

Nelson Lee remained calm.

“Am I to understand from you, Mr.
Martin, that you wish me to tender ray
resignation?” he asked quietly.

The Head laughed harshly.

“You are to uwnderstand nothing of
the sort!” he exclaimed. “I will not
accept a resignation from you. You are

EX"ILISed"’yOU are sacked!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“I will not demean myself by enter-
ing into an argument while you are in
lhxs violent frame of ming,” he said.

1 the circumstances, I am compelled
to accept my dismissal without ques-
tion. You need have no fear, Mr.
Martin, I will go. Only a few moments
ago I discussed my resignation with Mr,
Stockdale. For, to tell you the truth,
I find it impossible to continue my
duties while there is a bully and a
tyrant of your stamp in complete con-
vol.”

Mr. Martin seemed as though he were
about to choke for a few moments. But,
by a great eﬂml he controlled himself
and swallowed hard.

“You will lﬁave SL Frank’s at ogcel”
he snarled. “You are dismissed

He turned and passed into ms own
doorway., And as he did so, the spell
which had held the juniors broke. They
surged forward and crowded round Nel.
son Lee, excited, anxious, and over-
whelmed with dismay.

“Youwre not going, sir?”

“,We won't let you leave the school,

<A
5

“Rather not!”
“I must ask you to let me pass, boys!”
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sald Nelson Lee quietly. “No good
will come of this demenstration. I am

leaving St. Frank's to-night—for, really,
1 have no choice.”

“We won’t let you go, sir.”

“Ob, guvnor, ‘it can’t be true!” I
shouted, grabbing hold of his arm.
“Youwre not really going, are you?”

“Begad! It’s too appallin’ for
words,” said Sir Moxme “You really
can’t desert sir, ink how

us, ust
Ix'lghtful it will be here if we are left
. Martin's mercy—without yon to

st'md up for us!”

Nelson Lee shouk his head.

“I am boys, hut mme fs
nothing I cau do ” he dec!
any case, I should have left che school
to-morrow, so it makes practically no

difference.”

He forced his way through the erowd
and passed through the private door-
way of the Ancient House.

The Removites stood akout in groups,
talking excitedly, and filled with con-
suemzcicn

e word wem through the school
hke hghtn

Nelson Lee had been sacked!

Everybody, from the Second to the
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talking. Either someth.ng had to be
done at once, or not at all.

“There’s no sense m gettmg dotty
V'ﬂ,h excitement,” I shouted. “The fact
is plain. Mr. Lee goes to-night, and
hmcres only one possible chance to save

“What I8 it2”
“Speak up, Nipper!”

“We'll wait out in tbe Tria: ngle until
he starts for the station,” I said. “We'll
sun'ound him, and well refuse lo let

He can't do anythmg against
me whole crowd of u:

‘“Oh, good!”

“Ripping idea!

“Begad! But supposm‘ he orders us
to_release him?”

“He'll have to order in vain,” I said
“We'll make such a fuss that
no peace until things are
altered. The Fifth will be with us to a
man, and We can easily count on the
Third.”

“Yes, rather!”

“So it's up fo us to take mattors into:
our own hands,” I went gn. “The time
has_come for us to act.

‘Hurrah!”
“Good old Nipper!”
“Go it1”

Sixth, knew the truth within ten] “well demand that Mr. Lee shall be,

minutes. And the was in- he likes it or not—"

tense. The College House fellows were | and that Mr. Martin shall tender a full

greatly interested, but not exactly{and complete apology,” I continued

alarmed. grimly. ‘“And remember, we can do
It was a different story with the|it!”

Ancient House, Senfors and juniors| “Good!”

re filled with rage and indignation
against the He: el Lee was
almost loved by the majority of the
boys, and it was a grcat blow to the
Ancient House to lose hi

‘Within an hour, Nelson Lee would be
gone! Gone for good! It was almost
too awful to be believed.

In junior quarters, the fellows
were raving with excitement. t was
universally decided that something
should be done; delay was no longer
possible, and I was as much in favour
of immediate action as the others.

There was no time for planning or

“We can force the Head to his knees
—if we only stick together in one big
effort,” I shouted. “There must be no
waverers.” "
“We're ready!™
“Anything to keep Mr. Lee!”
“Good!” I said.  “Then the best
thing we can do is to get out as soon
ssible. Don’t forget -that if Mr.
Lee goes, the Head will make life for
us a misery. We've simply got to keep
Lhe guv sl}?r here—at any cost!”
HuIT:

“Good old Nipper!”
“Lead on, old son!”
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“You're the chap for us!”

Everybody was enthusiastic and full
of hope. It was generally believed that
something conld be done—that it was
Dot yet too late. But then the real blow
fell. For we discovered that Mr. Mar-
tin was ready to forestall the scheme.

Four prefects appeared in the Com-
mon-room,

“Now then, you kids, off to bed!™
shouted Wilson briskly.

“Bed!” roared Handforth,
another houri”

“Head's orders!” said Wilson.

“Oh, my hat!”

“You have my sympathy, but there's
nothing to be done,” went on the pre-
fect. *We've received orders to see that
every junior is in bed at once. The Fifth
is 1ncluded~and the Fifth has already

“There's

gone up.”
“That's done it,” sald Hubbard.
“We're diddled!”

Unfortunately, there were many

Juniors who shared the same view—who
g ve up hm)e then and there. And

the Remove trooped up to bed
ng, but protesting vigor-

Talking, however, was useless,. The
Temainder of us were powerless to carry
ouc the project. ~ With such a small

umber, there was no hope of success.
Ir only the fellows had had the courage
to stick together, things might have
been different.

But, as the majority had submitted,
there was 10 course for us but to follow
their example; and we went up to the
dormitory shortly afterwards. At least,
everybody except me.

I managed to sneak off to have a few
words with the guv'nor before he went.
1 found Lee in his study, almost ready
for departure.

“Guvnor,” T exclaimed,
really gom"'

“My dear Nipper, what on earth is

“youre not

the matter with you?” asked Nelson
Lee_calm:

The—the mactcr‘” I said. “YouTe
going away!”

“Exactly! But do you think that I
re"ard this affair as serious?”
ut it's all wrong, sir——
Pelhaps it is'!® laughed Nelson
Lee. “I have been expecting it—and
T hed no intention of remaining, in
any event. Mr. Martin is a blackguard,
and he bhas been invested with full
authority, It is impossible for me to
remain in the school in the circum-~
stances.”

“But what shan we do without you,
sir?” T asked blankl

Nelson Lee took my shoulder.

“I have no doubt,” he said grimly,
*'that you will get on far better with:
out me

Lo

“Think over what I have said,” con-
tinued Lee. “You will get on_better
without me, Nipper—{far better.. You do
not seem to realise that it is impossible
for you to take any action against Mr.
Martin while I am presert. To do so
\\oul'l be to offend me, in my capacity

s Housemaster. But with me out of
me way, you will have a clear field to
fight this tyrant on equal terms.”

My eyes gleamed.

“By jingo!” I said. “I hadn't
thoubm of that!”
You must not imagine, however,

that I am advising you to do anything
rash,” went on the guvnor, his
twinkling eyes giving the lie to his tone.
“I simple leave it to the school. 1
have great faith in St. Frank's, and I
do not suppose for a moment that t 0
school will allow {tself m be br
benm and bullied for long.
‘When are you going, sn ?” I asked

eagerly.

“By the nine-thirty train to London.”

“And when shall we see you again®"”

“That is a_guestion which I cannot
answer now,” said Lee. “I should
advise you to get to your dormitory as
soon as possible. Good-night, Nipper!
And don’t worry. St. Frank’s is pass-
ing through a strenuous time at the

monient, but all will come right
hortly."”
“By gum! I hope so, sir!” I said

fervently.



CHAPTER 12,
Goot-hye to BL. Frank's)
ANDFORTH was looking esxcited
when I entered the dormitory,
None of the juniors were un-
dressed, and it was apparent that
something was on. The leader of Study
D was making a speech, and, for once
in a way, the other juniors were listen-
ing attentively.

“It’s the only thing we can do now,”
Handforth was saying. “We've got to
take matters into our own hands. We've
been ordered to bed like so many kids,
but that’s no reason why we should
sacnﬁce prpers nppmg ‘wheeze.”

“How can we do i

“Thexes an easy ws,y,” said Hand-
forth. “There are plenty of bedclothes
here, and three windows. How long will

tal to make some ropes and
s“ arm down into the Triangle?”

“By Jovel”

“That’s a fine idea!”

“Good old Handy!"

“Hold on!” I interrupted. “What's
the good of acting the goat, my sons?
If we get into the Triangle, we shan
only be rounded up again. The
thing we can do is to leave things as
they are—"

“Eh?" sald Watson. “You've changed
tone.’

your
“I know I have” I replied. “But
T've got a reason for it. Listen to me!
I vote Lhat we get to bed—
Rats
y up\"
"But listen—*"

“Not hke\y." said Handforth. “We're
not going to listen to any of your rot,
Nipper! We're going down through the
wmdo\vs, and we're going to preve
Mr. Lee from leaving. Thz),ts seftled ”

“But look here—"

The fellows wouldn't let me speak.
They were really too excited to attend
to m\yth'ng excent the one matter m

. And within a few seconds the
beds were bemg stripped of their sheets
and blankets,

It was a rash step, but the Remove
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was in a desperate mood, and nobody
particularly cared What happened.

In a remarkably short space of time
the ropes were made. I said nothing,
for I knew that it was useless {o argue,
and I realised that it would be far
better if the guv‘nor did go. We should
have a free han

I knew that it would be touch and
go. Nelson Lee had heen almost 1eady
for leaving when I left him. So the
chances were that he would be gone
when the juniors got out of the
dormitory.

And then another idea occurred fo

%ince the Remove was determined,
there was no reason why Sir Montie
and Tommy and I should not break
bounds, too.

Many of the fellows were already
swarming out of the windows., I fol-
lowed suit, but, as I had anticipated,
Nelson Le¢ had already taken his de-
parture. For it was nearly a quarter-
past nine, and the train left at half-

ast.

It was some minutes, however, before
this was found out. The juniors col-
lected against the gatcway, in readi-
ness to collar Lee as he attempted to
pass out. I stood aside with my chums,
and I briefly explained matters to
them. Thbey readily agreed that it was
]u5u as wcl! that the attempt had come

to n

- I’ll tell you what,” I whispered.
“There’s no reason why we shouldn’t
slip down to the station, and see the
guvnor off. I'm not particular now
avbout what happens, and we can't be
punished any more than it we stayed
here. What do you say?”

“We'll go!” said Watson.

“Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Montie.

And so, without wasting any further
time, we slipped over the wall and
starteq off for the station at the double.
T was hot positive that Lee had alrcady
gone, but it was practically certain.

The crowd in the Triangle soon found

it out.
Jesson, of the Sixth, happened to ha
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passing from the College House to the
Ancient House. He could not fail to
observe the crwd ac the gates, and he
inyestigated matt
“What the thunder is the meaning

of this?” he demanded sourly. “What
are you kids doing out of youwr
dormitory? Have you all gone dotty?”

“Oh, dry up, Jesson!” said Hand-
forth. “Yon can go and eat coke! If
you want to know the truth, we’re wait-
ing here for Mr. Lee, and were not
going—

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jesson. “Mr,
Lee left fhe school ten minutes agol”

“What!”

“It’s not true!”

“All right—you can believe what you
like,” said Jesson. “Mr. Lee’s gone to
catch the nine-thirty train, and ib's
twenty past nine already. Pemonxlly,
I think it's a good thing he's gone.
‘We can do very wan Witbout him—
Hi! What the—

Jesson fled. The crowd had charged
at him angrily, and he did not wait to
try conclusions with the juniors. It

had been rather unwise for him to make | know,

that remark about Nelson Lee with the
fell%vsd iKn their present frame of mind.
“Cad!”

“Yah! Rotter!”

Jesson entered the House at a run,
and he was followed by numerous yells
and shouts. He went straight to the
‘Head'’s study, and reported the fact that
the whole Ancient House section of the
Remm'e was out of bed and in

5

Mr. Maxtm seized a cane, and in-
Festigates
He round the Triangle bare and

emp!

’I'he fellows had taken the oppor-
tunity to slip back Into the dormitory.

“Have you been atiempting 1o play
a joke upon me, Jesson?” barked the
Head. “There is nobody in the Tri-
angle—not a sonl!”

“But—but they were here, sir,” said
Jesson wildly.

“T will g t,o the dormitory,” said the
Head, “If I fingd all the boys in bed, I
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shall know that you have lied, and 1
will punish you accordingly. Come!"

Jesson felt better, for he knew that
the juniors could not be undressed in
such a short space of time. They
weren't. enove Was attempting
to get into bed guickly; but there were
still evident signs of the late escapade.
Beds were unmade, and the windows
were open still,

“What is the meaning of this?”
rasped out Mr. Martin. “Every boy
nere will be punished for this out-
rageous breach of the rules. You were
ordered to bed and yet you had the
insolence to—

e Head paused. and glared round

m,

““‘Where is Nipper?” he asked sharply.

“Where is Watson? Good gracious!
Txegellxs-west is missing, aiso. Where
are they?”

Nohody breathed a word.

“I think I can tell you where they
are, sir,” sald Jesson. “It's almost cer-
tain that they’ve gone down the
station, to see Mr. Lee off. Nipper, you
Lee’s assistant when
they’re working on detective cases.”

Mr. Martin smiled grimly.

“Then we will go into the Triangle
and wait until the young rascals re-
turn,” he said. “Come, Jesson, I will
attend to these young rascals to-
morrow.”

Meanwhile, Tommy and Montie and I
had arrived at the station. We were
m\y just in time. for the frain was on

e point of coming in. . The guv'nor
was standing upon the platform alone,
and he regarded us smilingly as we
appeared.

“I was !\alr-expectmg mat you would
turn up, boys,” he said. “Dear me!
One might imagine that you were com-
ing to my funeral by your expressions.”

“We don’t want you to go, sir,” said
thson earnestly.

shall miss you frightfully, sir,”
added 'n-egcllis-West
Well, boys, you will soon se’-‘ m
again, never fear!” exclaim Lie
calmly. “You must not imagme that
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I am leaving St. Frank's for good. I
hawe been dismissed—-""
“Oh, come off it, sir!” I protested.

“My dear Nipper, that is the literal
truth. I have been sacked,” said Lee,
with 2 chuckle, “However, I am quite
content. I did not expect anything
better from Mr, Martin’s hands. You
see, St. Frank’s is not lurve cnuugh for
both Mr. Martin and m; 1 am
going, but it will not be kmo before Mr,
Martin goes for good.”

“Wwe'll see to that, sir,” I said grimly,
“Herce's the train!”

Nelson Lee shook hands with us, and
a couple of minutes later we were
waving good-bye to him as the train
moved out of the little station.

Then we hurried back to the school,
deep in thought. We were so thought-
ful, in fact, that we did not consider
the possibility of being detected upon
arrival.

“Cansequently, we ran ngm to the
arms of Jesson and Mr. Martin. The
Head faced us, with gloating triumph
in his eyes.

‘So I have caught you rPd handed—
breaking bounds after bed-time!” he
exclaimed harshly, “ Ve!y \w !
shall make an example of you!
with me!”

There was no sense in resisting; we
could do nothing alone. Rather to our
surprise, we were taken straight to the
dormitory. Everybody else was in bed
and a good many fellows were asleep.
But Mr. Martin soon awoke them.

“I am about to flog zhese three boys
in the presence of you he ex-
claimed. “They are g\mﬁy of breaking
bounds, and you will take this as a
lesson not to follow their example.
Nipper, stand forward.”

took the flogging without flinching,
and without attempting to resist. Some
of the juniors were ready to jump on
the Head at the moment, but it
wouldn’t have been good policy. If we
really decided to defy Martin, we should
have to organise our forces thoroughly.
For without organisation we should
certainly fail,

Come
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And so we took our gruel.

Watson and Tregellis-West received
the same punishment as myself—a
brutal flogging, altogether out of pro-
portion to the offence. Sore and furi-
ous, we were sent to bed on the instant.

“And remember,” said the Head
sternly, “any further offences com-
mitted by this Form will be punished
with {he utmost severity. I intend to
have obedience and discipline, Any boy
who presumes to defy me will do 5o at
his peril.”

The tyrant took his departure, snd

the dormitory was left in darkness.
. But the fellows did not go 1o sleep.
They had been thoroughly aroused by
the events of the evening and by the
latest example of Mr. Martin's
tyrannical methods. Feeling in the
Remove was at fever heat.

They, at all events, were ripe for
revolution. It would only be a matter

f time—a very short time—before the
Remove was ready to set itself in
defiance of the tyrant Head!

CHAPTER 13,
The New Housemaster)

EDDY LONG, the sncak of the
Ancient House, burst into the
Common - rcom  flushed and

excited. It was after lessons the next
day—a Wednesday and a half-hqliday.
But our half-holiday had been spent in
the Form-room. Mr. Martin had
decreed that the Remove should employ
its leisure time in the Form-room as a
punishment for the affair of the previ-
ous night. The Head himself had taken
the Form, and everybody was feeling
fed-up and angry.

Indignation ran high, and the fellows
were giving vent to some of their pent-
up feelings, when Teddy Long burst
in excitedly.

“I say, you chaps, I've got some
news!” he panted.

“What kind of news?” I asked sus-
piciously. “If youve been listening at
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keyholes, my son, we don’t want to hear
i

“Oh, don't bc an ass, Nipper!” pro-
tested Long. “You know jolly well I
never listen at keyboles! I—I was just
passing Mr, Crowell's study, and the
<door happened to be cpcn. 1 hap-
penhd to he& a few words-

“And you happened to =ton deliber-

ately, d)dn’c you?” asked P

"I couldn’t help hearmg I suppose””
demanded Long. ead
was talking to Croweu and t,enmg him
somgl?)ing about a new master—-""

CEh o

“A new Housemaster, to be exact,”
said Teddy Long, pleased that he had
made an impression. “I heard 1t quite
by chance, you . He's coming
down this evening, and the Head’s
already fixed things up with him. He's
going to take Lee's place as House-
master!”

I looked rather grim.

“I don’t know if this is true,” I said,
“but if it is we shall probably be in for
2 Uvely time. A new Housemastier of
Mr, Martin’s choice will t\lrn out to be
a rotter of his own breed!”

or cowrse. it’s true,” said Teddy
Long. “I hea.rd the Head speaking as

plainly as I'm speaking to you. He was
telli.ng Crowell that the new chap will
have complete power in the Anclent
House, and that Crowell will have to
take orders from hi

“We shall have Cm\ven reslgning

next,” remarked Tommy Watson.
“The masters won't stand too much
brow—bmtmgf’

“Ahem!”

The cough came from the doorway,
and the juniors turned to find Mr.
Crowell standing there. Watson turned
rather red, and looked alarmed. The
Remove Form-master had certainly
overheard his remark.

“I—I'm sorTy, Sirt”
Tommy.

“You were unaware of my entry, and
anything I may have heard was not for

stammered
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my ears,” Mr. Croweill. “I
to say a few words to you all, boys.
“Goed old stick!"” murmured Watson
‘' As you are all aware, Mr. Lee is no
longer with us,” went on Mr, Crowell,
. Tl;ﬁ.t fact is to be very much regretted

“Rather, sir!

“We didn't mmb him to go, sir!”

“I can quite believe that, poys,” said
the Torm-master. “Unfortunately,
there is little prospect of Mr. Lee re-
turning immggliately—althongh I am
fairly certain that he will be in our
midst again, sooner or later.”

“We hope so, sir.”

st I«‘ranks iswh the same place

without him, s
We are cel tainly having a few
changes of late, agreed Mr. Crowell
gravely.. “Some of them are changes
which are not welcome, but you must
remember that it is your duty to respect
yo\n' ‘headmaster.
“We can’t always do our duty, sin”
said Watson bluntly.

“Ahem! We will not discuss that,”
said Mr. Crowell. ”What I really came
here to tell you is that a gentleman will
arrive here this evening to take up his
duties_as Housemaster, in place of Mr.

ee. You must all remember that he
will demand full respect from you, and
strict obedience. I sincerely trust that
Mr. Wrokt wiil prove to be a triﬁe more
amiable  than—shem no
matter!” concluded Mr. Crmxeu Eastily.

“Mr, who, sir?” I asked.

“The gentleman’s name is Mr. Wratt,
Nipper.”

“By eorgel” smd Handforth,
£ What. a rofben name

Mr Croweu frowned, but took no
notice of Handy’s remark,

“Mr. Wrott will arrive by the seven
o’clock train, and he will probably visit
you later on in the evening. So you
must be on your best behaviour. That
is all T have to say—except that I want
y<lyu 50 refrain from any rough horse-
play.”
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Mr. Crowell departed, and we locked
at one another,

“He wants us to refrain from any
rough horse-play,” I said grimly.
““With all due respect to Mr. Crowell, T
don't see how it’s going to be done. My
sons, we're going to have & bit of fun
\vlth Mr. Wmtt 7

Good!”
“I'Iﬂ\v shall we do it—a jape?” asked
Watson.

“Someﬂ)mg like that,” X replied. ‘It
was very kind of Mr. Crowell to tell us
the time of Mr. Tommy-Rot's arrival

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And we shall be able to prepare for
his reception well in advance,” I went
on. “Mr. Wrott has been engaged by
Mar‘vm So we needn’t all ke aet;cuves

arrive at the conclusion that
Wrott will be & rotter—and that’s not
meant to be funny. He'll probably be
as big a bully as the Head himself. So
we'll take that for granted, and arrange
aceordingly.”

“But supposing he’s a nice chap?”

“Well, it won't make any difference;
we shan’t do anything serious,” I said.

“Now, I want five volunteers for a jape
I've got in mind.”

o nght t” said Handforth.
one.”

“Yes, youwll do” I agreed.
about the others?”

Tregellis-West and Watson and Pitt
and De Valerie were chosen, and they
ali collected near me.

“What’s the giddy mystery?” in-
quired Hart. “What's the idea of the
secret six stunt? What are you chaps
gomv to get up to?

“We're gomf’ to make preparations,”
I explained. “Everything will be made
clear afterwards. Have patience,
children, and you will know all. Buf
just at Present T don't want ever;body
talking about the wheeze. Long is wi
s, dunc foroet

“I'm

“What

Nipper ! prot/ested Long.
“1 wauldn'b breathe
“No—you’d shouf m,"

I said rimly.
“Well, %

my ftrusty supporters, come
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along to the plomng chamber, In
other words, Study C.

The other fellows looked somewhat
mystifled, and quite a crowd collected
in the Remove passage while we held a
meeting behind the closed door of
Study C. When we came out every-
thing was arranged. 5

There were shouts from the crowd.

“Hallo! They've got their caps on!”

“Ang their overcoatst”

“Hi, you chaps! Where are you off

g

“ Not, a word, you asses!” I said warn-'

ingly. “Don’t forget the gates are shut,
and we've got to break bounds. Don't
yell it all over the house, or we shall
be stopped. It’s not six o'clock yet, so
there’s over an hour before Mr Wrott's
train comes in. Be ready for action
within an hour. Youwll be called upon

lend assistance at the right

moment.”

“Yes, but what—""

“'Nuff said,” I h\tenup\,m\ crisply.
“This way, my st

The six of us dcpa.l ted, much to the
mystification of the crowd. But our
movements were not so very strange,
after all. Having gof safely away from
the school precincts, we set off for the
village at & brisk walk. Arriving there
we paid a visit to Mr. Binks to purchase
a quantity of fireworks he had left over
from the previous Guy Fawkes day.
Then we went on to the station, and
reached there with three-quarters of an
hour to spare.

Everything was quiet and still. But
we were not greatly interested in the
station itself, We ‘gave our attention
to the Station Hotel opposite—a swmall
inn which was also a livery stable. It
was from here that the station cab set
out to take up its position opposite the
booking-office when a train was due.
The place was owned by Mr, Josiah
Bigoin 2 jovial genuema.m

“Good!” I exclaimed, a8 I looked
i&lto the yard, “oxd Biggin is in
here.’

We marched in;
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“Evenin’, young gents!” said the
innkeeper. *“What can I do for you?”
“As a matter of fact, we went to hire
your old brougham,” I :,:ud “But we
don’(: want anything el -
“I dom’t rightly
said Mr, Biggin.

“We want the brougham only—we'’re
not requiring a horse,” I explained,

“No hoss?” asked Mr. gin,
scratching his head. “I reckon you're

vin’ one of your jokes, Master
Nipper. -What’ll be the good of the old
brougham without a hoss? That don't
seem right to me.”

I took the old chap’s arm.

“It's this way, Mr. Bigein,” I said.
“We're willing ay you your own
price for the hire of the broug for
a couple of hours. Were expoctm;z a
new master, and our plan is to meet
him at the station, and to pull him
through the village—in a ki o!
\:numplval entry.”

Oh, I see—I see!” said Mr. Biggin,
“You boys allus was up to
Well, you can hsz§

undel stand  you,”

nodding.

them sort of tricks.

won't have 1o horse. But if you do any
damage, T'll call upon ye to pay it. I
know what ye boys are!”

“I don't think we shall do any
dsmage,” I said. “But, of course,
there’s no telling. If we scrape any
paint, or do anything of that sort we'u
pay upukln mﬂct, we'lll leave a deposit,

you
“No; I won't have that,” said N
Blggi.n, “I can trust ye all right, yuung

1 suppose yell be wantin’ the

keb for the seven o'clock train?”
““Yes; but we want it now.”

"Why, there’s over forty minutes

“Exacny, but we want to make a few
preparations,” I explained. “Now,
then, you fellows, out your shoulders
to it. We'll take her up to the staucm
yard, and make our preparations there.”
My five companions worked with a
will, and the old brougham was run out
of the liverv stable and up into the

station yard. All was quiet, and there
was little fear of us being interrupted in
our work.

“We haven't got much time,” I said
briskly; ‘“and it’s going to be a ticklish
piece of work. Have you got those
Iuscs Tommy?"

Yards of ‘em,” sald Watson.

b Ancl the cannon crackers?”

“Ard the squibs?”

“Theyre all handy,” said Pitt.
“We’ve got two or three electric torches,
00, so we shall have plenty of light
without any risk of the fireworks going
off. 'Who's going to do the grovelling?”

“Leave that to me,” I said. %o

>3

b
front, the
brougham. Then I got down, and com-
menced work. The idea was quite
simple. We were going to smother the
brougham with fireworks—all of them
unseen, of course—and they would go
off at the most unexpected moment.

Somebody suggested that we should
fix crackers in the interior, but I was
against this.

‘The jape would be quite good enough

with the fireworks outside. Tt wouldn’t
be playing the game to ignile crackers
in such a confined space.

It didn’t take me long to get busy.

First of all a few dozen yards of
string was used up, crossed and criss-
crossed along the bottom of the
brougham, and from axle to axle. And
on these strings were hung the fire-
works, a safe distance apart.

The most difficult task of all was to
fix the fuses, for my idea was to use one
match only. The end of the fuse would
be at the rear of the cab. When
ignited, the spark would run along in
varjous directions, letting off the fire-
works in a continuous stream.

The whole show, according to my
calculations, would last about three
minutes. But ose three minutes
would be closely packed with excite-

. The cannon crackers were
enormous things, and sounded like big
guns when they went off,
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I fixed everything so that no damage
would be done to tie broughain, for we
didn't want to pay compensamon after-
wards to Mr, Biggin.  All round the
sides of the vehicle I placed Roman
candles in dozens,

It was rather a task to fix these
securely, so that they remained upright.
But it was done. Another fuse was
fixed leading the top of the
brougham, 1-ound which was placed a
%ompleto square of different coloured

ares.

The sight, when all that lot of fire-
works went off, was likely to be im-
Dbressive. And we chuckled hugely as
we anticipated the scene.

“Quarter to seven,” I said at last.
““Hart will be bringing the crowd down
soon, and then we shall be all ready.”

Seven minutes later T had completed
the task. Watson and the others had
helped me with a will, and it was
certain that the fireworks would go off
as planned. fuse., were goed, and
the air was dry and

“Itll be like a Sl,t plece at the
Crystal Palace!” grinned Handforth.
“I'm quyte ready to admit, Nipper, that
this lea, i goo I couldn't have
lhought oi zmythmg better myself,”

1 grinn

“ Of cuurse 1 should have thought of
it sooner or later—-—

“Rather later than sooner, I expect,”
pub in Watson. “Youwd have thought

it about next July, Handy—-
Hallo' I hear the sound of approach-
ing footsteps. The crowd is coming!”

The crowd came—fully twenty Re-
movites, a sprinkling of Fifth Formers,
and a number of reckless fags. The
word had got about that something was
to happen, and the fellows didn't want
to miss it.

‘*Listen t0 me, you chaps,” I shouted.
“The train’s signalled, and she'll be
here in a minute or two. Nobody’s to
breathe a word qhouu the jape, or every-
thing will be ruined.”

“We'll keep mum!”

“BSee that you do,” I said warningly.
“Leave the jawing to me, and at the

THE TYRANT HEAD!

W from me help to shove the old bus
through the village. I expect the
chap’ll be a rotter—-"

“He cam’t help being with a name
like that!” grinned Hart. ‘

. Ha, ha, ha!”

“But we want to give him a royal

welcome at che station here,” I went
n. “Well cheer him to the echo, and
make him think that everything is rosy.
The shock will come later on, when we
5eL lhrough the village,”

“Hexe ‘comes the train!”

A good many of us passed through
the booking-ofiice on to the platform.

Ang there we waited for the arrival of
the new Housemaster, We didn’t know
Wh'u: he would be like, but we could
gu

And he was destined {o receive quite
& warm reception.

CHAPYER 14,
Mr. Wrott’s Arsivatt
ISSS—SS!
The train pulled up againsy
the platform with a jarring of
bmkes and a hissing of steam. Only
o doors opened. One was that of a
th:rd-class compartment, and an old
lady with a market-bag emerged,
other door helonged to a first-
class compartment, and two figures
stepped out upon the platform. One of
them was recognised at once, and &
gasp of something very much like
dismay passed over the crowd,

“The Head!”

“Oh, my only hat!”

“We didn’t know he'd be here!”

"It doesn’t make any difference)” I
sald.  “It's all the better; fact f}
he'll probably ride up to the school inn
the brougham. and we shall get the two
of 'em! b it gol”

“Thy

ree cheers for our new Houses
master!” roared the crowd.
« Welcome to Mr. Wrott!”
“Huyrah "
Mr. Ho\vmd Martin and his com-
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“Yarooh1" yelled Handforth. “Ow} You—you cad!” 6lach! Slash!

Again and again the stick doscended, tho tyrant headmastor not being

particular 8 to where the blows struck. “Stop that, Mr. Martin1” Tho

exolamation came from the doorway, as Nelson Les, the detective-zohool-
master looked in tho study.




. so rounded, in fact,
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panion paused and regarded the juniors
uncertainly. The Head was frowning
darkly, and his harsh face wore an im-
patient, angry expression.
“ Wha t does this mean?” he sheuted.

“!—Iurrah\"
“CGo away at once!” roared the-
Head. “How dare you cause this

disturbance?”

“We've come to give Mr. Wrott a
welcome, sir!” I yened “He's our new
ch;emaste\' and we're going to take
him up to the school in style. No
offence, sir—only a little welcome!”

“I will inquire into this affair later,”
said the Head sourly. “I suspect that
you are all breaking bounds. If 80, you
will be punished. For the moment, I
suppose, I must allow you to continue
this_absurdity.

““That will be best, sir; that wﬂl cer-
tainly be best,” said ‘M,
honoured, I am sure, I hardly expected
to be welcomed so—er—so royally. I
am certainly honoured!”

I had heen taking a good look at Mr.
Wrott, and 1 cannot say that he ime
pressed me particularly. He was a
tallish man, with rounded shoulders—
that he seemed to
possess & perpetual stoop. His head
Pz ojected from his body like some evil
ha WK.

His face was dark and sallow, his
nose was prominent, and he possessed
protruding teeth, which did not add
greatly to his appearance. Big spec-
facles adorned his face, and he seemed
altogether repulsive. He would probably
prove to be a worthy henchman of the
builying headmaster.

But we had come to cheer him—and
we cheered.

“This way, S
“The raupham 'S w’utmg "

o Ev"rythmg s ready!”

The two masters passed through the
booking-office, and paused uncertainly
when they saw the horseless brougham.
The Head would probably have refused
to enter the vehicle, but Mr, Wrott
played nicely into our hands.

.THE: TYRANT HEAD!

“T understand!” he exclaimed. “All
this is7most ridiculous and childish, but
I suppose we must humour the hoys,
sir. have evidently taken con-
siderable trouble, and we don’t want to
disappoint them.”

They entered the cob, and I sighed
with relief.

“Good!” murmured Pitt, “They're
in for it now! I thought we were
going to be diddled for one awful
minute. There'll be a terrible row
about this later on, you know. The
Head'll go dotty—-

“Let him!” I interrupted. “He can't
do much to us at the worst. And itll
be worth a flogging.”

Begad! Rather!”

Several juniors had rushed to close
the doors. And, at the same time, they
were locked, so that the occupanis
would not be able to make 2 dash out
when the fun starf.ed, We wanted to
make sure of

“Hurrah!”
“Clear the
arrivall”

The juniors yelled with all their
strength, and the journey commenced,
I was at the back of the brougham,
ready to ignite the fuses at the right
moment. And e vehicle careered
along at considerable speed, ratiling
and jolting along the road.

People in the village turned out
thelr cottages and shops to see what all
the excitement was about. They were
highly amused, but they had no idea of
what was to come later on.

We left the village behind, and were
now on the lonely stretch of road which

way for the latest

led up to the school
“Ivows the time!” said Pith.
“Yes; were just off,” I replied:

“Reep on pushing. The cab’s got to
continue its journey all the time. Ycu
know what's coming, so you won't b
startled. The crackers w1demca1.h
won't hurt anybody.”

I struck one of those coloured
matches which are called Bengal lights.
A red flare followed, and it Jasted quite
long enough for me to ignite the lower’
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fus~ A second match ignited the other

Tney spluttered along the strings
and we waited yather anxiou
Eve)ythmo depended upon the succes;
of the fuses. Meanwhile, we continusd
pushing - and pulling, and the two
masters within the bmugmm were still
ignorant of the coming surprise.

“I must be allowed to remark, Mr.
Martin, that I hardly expected the bo;
to give me such a welcome as this,
exclaimed Mr, Wrott, “From your
description of them, I gathered that
they were quite rufianly in their
behaviour.

The He?d grunted.

“I think I can guess why they are so
effusive  to-night,” said  sourly.
“They sre all Anclent House boys, ax id
you will have complete control of them,
Mr, Wrott. Naturally, they want to

get into your good books.”

“Huh! Perhaps that is the eox-
ymnamon"' said Mr. Wrott, “I will
bear it in ming—"

Ba—a—a—ng

A terrific report sounded right under-
neath Mr. Wrott’s feet, and Le Jjumped.

“Good—good heavens!” he gasped.
“What—what was that?”

Bang! Crash! Bang!

“The infernal young hounds!” raved
the Flead. “They are having t.he utter
audacity to ignite Areworks—

Bang! Bang!

The explosions were truly terrific,
and it sounded as though the
brougham would be torn to pieces by
the very force of the reports. But it
still continued its way, and the
“horses ” showed no signs of slacken-
ing speed.

The Head wrenched at the door-
handle.

“Upon my soul!” he roarcd.
are locked in!”

“Locked int”
“How—how drea

‘The Head projected hxs head through
‘he window opening.

oys!” he thumlered
door ai once—at oncel”

“We

sasped Mr. Wrott.
dful

“Open this
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Nobody scemed to hear him, and at
thai second there was a terrific roar
and a blaze of light. Sparks flew up by
the thousand from half a dozen Roman
candles, and the Head jerked himself
back sharply. His face was a study.

“Somekody shall suffer for this!” he
snarled. “We are helpless, Mr., Wroth;
we can do nothing until this—~this oul
rage comes to an end. The boys shall
leatn that I am not to be Lreated with
such 8m‘1nng impudence!”

“It is—it is disgraceful—appalling!”
<md '\L(r Wrott souzly

By this time the carriage had nearly
reached the school, and the firework
display was in full swing, Crowds of
fellows lined the walls of the Triangle,

.w_pg the progrsss of the flaming

£oac!
ror that is what it actually was.

From a distance, the brougham pre-
ted a most Imposing spectacle.
Colowred stars were shooting up from
the Roman candles; silver and golden
spray showered down in myriads of
sparks. And the whole top of the
vehicle was a lurid blaze of coloured
flares.

Yet I had arranged all the Rreworks
0 n‘at no hmm cuuld be done (o any-
body or anything, Wroit and the
Head wcre mmns.med in thelr flaming
charice, and they could do nothing but
glare out of me windows heiplessly.

“Hurrah!”

«Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s the stuff to give 'em!”

Everybody was yelling, and the
laughter was general. A hundred yards
from the gates the brougham was
brought to a standstill, and left there.
And every jumior, myself mc\uded,
streaked to the walls and climbed ove

I had uniocked one of the doors, on
the guiet, before scooting. And by the
timea the prisoners found out that free-
dom was theirs, the rosd was abso-
Tutely deserted and the fireworks were
gwmg cheix last flicker.

“I amazed,” said the Head
hnbh\v “1 am astounded that the
boys could have dared to play such an
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audacious trick. The ringleaders shall
suffer with the utmost severity!”;

“I agree with you, sir; I agree
heartily!” said Mr. Wrott. “It will
give me great pleasure to see the young
rascals flegged without mercy. We
have been msulce\l—groasly insulted.
You were quite right when you de-
scribed the boys as hooligans, for they
are hme better!”

with me, Mr. Wrott,” said the
Head “Wc will deal with this matter
at once.”

They marched up the road and
entered the school, and went direct to
Mr. Martin’s study.

“I intend to visit the junior schocl
at once,” said the Head. “Every boy
who tock part in that outrage shall be
given eight strokes with the cane. Fur-
thermore, every boy shall be sent to
bed at once—"

“Pardon me, sir—"

“Well?”

“I was thinking that perhaps——"
Mr. Wrott paused, and peered at the
Head curiously through his glasses.
“Perhaps it would be as well if I dealt
with the boys personally,” he added.

“No, Mr. Wrott, I do not agree.”

“I am sorry,” said Mr. Wrott, in an
oily manner which was peculiarly his
own. “I was only thinking that as I
am the new Fousemaster, it would be
fitting if I dealt with this case on my
own account. I can assure you that I
shall deal with them severely—perhaps
m]otre severely than you would your-

‘The Head considered.

“Very well,” he said at last, “no
doubt you are right, Mr. Wrott. You
will have an opportunity of establish-
ing your authority at once. Go im-
mediately, and punish the boys as, you
think fit. I shall know Wh&l‘, you hav
done afterwards—and I shall be ablv
to judge your capabilities.”
B . Wrott smiled, and rubbed his
hands together.

“You will not be disappointed, sir,”

he said; “you will certainlv not be
disappointed.”

THE TYRANT HEAD!

He took his departure, and the Head
sat down at his desk. seemed to
value Mr, Wrott's capabilities with re-
gard to punishing the boys far more
than his scholastic attainments.

And while that little dxscu% ion had
been going on, Mr. Crowell had been
verforming one of his duties—to be
exact, presiding over the Remove during

. ep was no longer allowsd in
the juniors’ studies.

The Form-master could not help
noticing the grimy condition of many
of the boys. He could not help being
aware of the fact that some of the
fellows were breathless and hot.

But Mr. Crowell was a sport.
said nothing, and appeared to he
oblivious of the unusual. conditions.
Previous to Mr. Martin’s arrival, the
Remove had regarded Mr. Crowell as a
bit of a “beast.” He was always sc
severe, they reckoned. But Mr. Crowell
had changed of late. e had probably
felt that it was up to him to offset the
IHead'’s harshness to a certain degree by
leniency on his own part,

“Now, boys, we will get on with our
work,” he said genially. “You are
aware, of course, that Mr. Wrott ha:

arx)ved—”

yes, sir! We're aware of
that‘ ” grmned Handforth
ha,

» Yuu must now confine yourselves to
the work in hand,” said Mr. Crowell
gently.

The juniors were as guiet as mice,
and work proceeded smoothly for per-
haps five minutes. Then the door
opened and Mr. Simpson Wrott made
his appearance,

“This,” I wmsp«red, “is where the
band begins to play!”

CHAPTER 15,
Ao Ahble Understudy |
MR.' WROTT looked quite impos-
ing.

He was now attired in a_fow-
ing gowr, and everybody regarded him
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with intcrest. His hawklike face was
inscrutable, but there was a certain
sinister expresion about it which boded
il for tlu Remove.

“I find it necessary to mu"dwe my-
self to you, Mr, Crowell.” said the
Housemaster. “And I'm &
my visit just now is not a particularly

pleasant cne. I have come to discover

The dent v of certain boys who in-
stigated a particularly outrayeous plot
against Mr. Martin and myself.”

Mr. Crowell raised his eyebro\»s.

“Indeed!” he exclaimed.

“The headmaster and myself were
trapped in a brougha
fireworks. I requi
me the Loys who are most likely to have
been the ringleaders in the disgraceful
frair.”

The Remove waited breathlessly.

“I am sorry, but I certainly cannot
oblige you in that respect.’ said Mr.
Crowell.  “I have not the slightest
idea_who the ringleaders may he and
it will be very difficult for us to discover

em.”

“Twaddle, sir—twaddle!” rapped out
Mr. Wrott, “You will kindly leave this
room. I wish to deal with these boys
myself. The headmaster has left the
ma%‘teil; in my hands, and I shall deal
wi 2

“Oh, very well,” said Mr. Crowell
tartly.

He swept out of the rcom. and the
Remove looked somewhat dismayed. T
nudged Tregellis-West and make a wry
grimace,

Th\s is where we get it!” I whis-
pere

"m the neck, dear old boy,” replied
S,l‘ Mentie sadly.

oy!” thundered Mr. Wrott
bruptly “What is your name?”
Tregellis-Wesi  looked up, rather

startled, and found that the new House-
master was pointing an accusing finger
ab him. Te rose in his place.
- j'dMy name is Tregellis-West, sir,” he
said.

“Very good, Trogellis-West,” snapped
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Wrott  “You will write me three
mmdxen lines for daring to whisper in
my presence. I shall require lhe lines
bexore you go to bed to-night!

pad!” gasped Sir Montie.

“\’Vlmt' What did you say?”

“1 said ‘begad,’ sir—quite an uncon-
scious exclamation,” said Sir Montie.
“I was so frightfully astonished at re-
celving thice hundred lines for merely
whisperin’.”

Mr. Wrott scowled,

“Thayt is sufficient!” he shouted, “Sit
down, boy—no, remain standing!"”

‘“Begad!” ~zv.xd Tregellis -West, bob-
bm;’ up and dow:

“Do not use that absurd expxessrm
in my hearing,” said Mr. “I
have told you 'to Temain standmg oe-
cause you are one of the boys who took
an active part in the brougham outrage.
Mv eyesight, T m:zy tell you, is quite

» remarkably good

memory for faces.”

Mr. Wroit locked over the Remove
kemly His eyes were like gimlets, and

they seemed to bore their way through
every junior in turn. Mr. Wrott nodded
o himself occasionally, and his sinister
Iace broke in{o g curious smile.

“Yes, T think so—I certainly think
X am right!”
ing to himself. “You, boy, stand up!
And you! And vou! Andyou! Stand
up all of you! Ves, you as well, boy!”

His finger pointed to seven or eight
juniors in turn. They included myself,
Watson, Handforth, Pitt, De Valerie
and Hart. I was quite astonished, for
I could not imagine how Mr. Wrott had
picked upen us so easily. He certainly
had an eagle eye to have remembered
us all so well

“Exactly,” he said. “Ah! You were
the boys who took the principal parts
in the outrage I have referred to.

he said, as though telk-

Dow
rot dare Lc utter a word of deaial!”

“But, dash it all, sir, it was only a
joke,” probested Ha.ndf th.

“Boy, what is your name?” shouted
Mr, Wrott.

“Handforth, sir.

“Very good, hand.orth, I shall give
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you three extra cuts with the cane for
daring to address Ie,” said the House-
master, “I want everybody here to
understand that I intend to maintain
discipline and order in this House.
will put up with no nonsense—and my
Dbunishments will be severe for every
offence.  Follow me—the eight of you!”

He stalked to the door, and there \ms
nothing to do but to obey, althoug
some of the fellows were feeling de-
cidedly rebellious. Nobody would have
objected to a hundred lines or so, but
it seemed that Mr., Wrott was to in-
flict an arsh i

4

THE TYRANT HEAD!

“One more word, boy, and I will
knock you cown!” raved the House-
master. “You will receive {en cuts in«
stead of eight. Now! You shall be

e first, Handforth Stand forward!”

Handfo) th clenched his fists, and for
a moment I thought that he was going
to resist. But he didn’t. He stepped
and held out his hand. It was
impossible to defy the Housemaster

§

Mr, Wrott swished his cane wickedly.
It was a long, painful-looking cane,
and Mr. Wrott's arm was large and

We followed him to his study, and I
hoticed that some of the fellows were
tenderly rubbing their hands in antici-
pation of the coming chastisement. It
was certain to be brutal.

Mr. Wrott closed the door after we
had entered, and we were lined up in
a row before his desk.

“For your outrageous conduct to-
wards your headmaster and myseif I
shall inflict a severe punishment,” said
Mr. Wrott in his oily voice. “I am in-
clined to be merciful with you. But
yop have been guilty of a very grave
offence—"

“But, sir—-" began Jack Grey.

“‘One word, hoy, and T shall lose my
temper with ycu, snapped the House-
master.  “I will not be interrupted.

you hear”"

Everybody was silent.

“You are the ringleaders,” went on
Mr. Wrott. “The whole Remove will
be punished, of course; it will be sent
to bed without supper, and half an hour
earlier than usual. But you boys are
the actual culprits. You will each re-
ceive eight cuts with the cane, and will
each write me five hundred lines !

‘Greac pxp &

“Begad

i Sl\ence
savagely.

roared  Mr.  Wrott
“How—how dare you!”

“But such a punishment is terribly
haysh, sir,” T protested.  “Even the
Head wouldn’t agree to that! I don’t
think it's fair—

was evident that he was
about to “lay it on” with all his
strength.

“No\v, Handforth!” sald Mr. Wrott
stern]

Svus ’
‘The cane descended with tetrific
ree.

'3

W“Now the other hand!” suarled M.
TO!

Swish, swish!

The eight cuts were delivered, and we
expecccd to see Handforth collapsing.

t he bore it bravely. He held his
h:md steadily, and received the cuts
without fiinchin;

“Wait!” snapp ed Mr. Wrott. “I
promised you three extra cuts for ad-
dressing me in the Form-room. Hold
out your hand again1”

Swish, swish, swish!

Mr. Wrott paused, panting for breath,
We regarded Handforth anxiaus!y, and
with a certain amount of wonder. He
bore the pain extremely well by the
look of him. But Handy was just that
sort. I judged that he was screwing
hxmself up to keep his true feelings to

M;NDW’ sir, it is your turn!” snapped
He pointed at me, and I stepped for-
ward, holding out my hand.

Housemaster regarded me malevolently,

and raised the cane,

Swish!

It descended with full strength, and I
held my breath in readiness for the
stinging agony, But, amazingly enough,
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my hand hardly tingled. The second
and third blows were the same! The

cuts, although delivered with all Mr.

Wrott's strength, scarcely hurt me.

No wonder Handforth had been so
brave over it! Mr. Wrott’s muscular
strength was evidently slight—for h
appeared to be laying it on with ucm\xs

The ten cuts left me un-

my palms were just tingling,

but in no way tender. I was quite
thunderstruck,

And I saw by the expressions on the
faces of the other victims that they
were being treated in the same way.
The terrific caning, in fact, was turning
out to be a bit of a farce.

“There!” exclaimed Mr. Wrott at
last, flinging the cane down. “That

- will be a lesson to you, I trust.
will go back to the Form-room without
delay, and you will write me five hun-~
dred lines each. Furthermore, I re-
quire the lines to be finished th1s even-
ing, before you go to bed. Go!”

i But we can’t do them in time, sir

"Sﬂence, boy!” snarled Mr. Wrott.
“Do not presume to argue with me!
Another word, and will give you
another caning.  Go, and if those lines
are not completed before bed-time, I
shall double the imposition!”

We trooped out of the study without
another word. Nobody was afraid of a
few cuts of the cane, but we certainly
didn't want to write a thousand lines.
Five hundred were five hundred too
many.

‘When we reached the Form-room we
found that the others had been dis-
missed by Mr, Crowell, prep being over.
A few Removites, howe&er. ‘were hang-
mg about for us to return,

“What's Lhe verdmt?’ asked McClure
sympathetical

“Did you catch it hot?”
Church,

“My dear kids, Wrott doesn't know
how to cane a fly!” said Handforth.
‘““He must be as weak as a_ rat—al-
otigh he certainly doesn't look it. He

Inquired
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used all his g:ddy strength, tnd yet he
didn’t hurt an;

““It's more than I nan undcrst:md you
know,” I said .slowly, “One might
have thought that the chap did it on
purpose—just to spare us. But that’s
rot, of course.”

De Valerie grunted.

“Well, there's no getting out uf Lhe
five hundred Ulnes,” he said.
got to do them, haven't we? He can'c
lay lines on lightly! The rotter!
Giving us an impot like that absolutely
for nothing

- We sha“ have to get busy on the
work if it’s to be finished to-night,”
said guickly. “Talking won't do nny
good, will {t? We nught to think our-~
selves Iucky to be able to hold our
pens steady!"”

“Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Montie,
“I was wonderin’ how it would be pos.
sible to wnte lines with throbbin’
hands, old boy. But my hands are
quite comfortable—they are, really.”

We 1ost no time in sitting at our desks
and getting ready. then the
laborious task of writing five hundred
lines commenced. There would certainly
be no freedom for us that night. Every
second of our time would be occupied.
Mr. Wrott had commenced his duties in
the Ancient House by getting himselt
thoroughly hated.

We had been at work fn the Form-
room for perhaps ten minutes, when the
door opened, and a cough sounded. 1
looked up sharp;

Mr. Wrott himself had entered.

““Ah! You have completed the lines?”
he asked harshly. “Quite good—aguite

good! Yes, these will do, my boy. They
are somewhat slovenly. but I will let
that pass. Yes, y

Handforth, whose lmes Mr Wrott had
picked up, looked surpris

.1 may go, sir?” he reneated blankly,

“Yes, boy.

“Bub Iw only done twenty—-="

“How dare you argue with me!”
roared Mr. Wrott. “Leave this room
at once, Handforth, Go! You have
done your lines, but that does not mean
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to say ihat you shall L\Fulf. me to my
face. Leave the rcom

‘‘¥Yes, sir!” gasped Handrorth,

He was only too glad to escape.

Mr. Wroth next gave his attention to
Reginald Pitt’s efforts. Pitt had written
about fifteen lines so far, and Mr, Wrott
picked them up and examined them,
and then nodded approval.

“These will do admiraply,” he saig.
" Boy, you may go.”

“Thank you, sir,” sald Pltt joyIully,

Mr, Wrott treated us all the same.
Either he was eccentric, or dotty, Hig
manner was harsh in the extreme, and
to argue with him was rather dangerous.
But it was remarkable that he should
give us five hundred lines, and then bhe
perfectly satisfied with a mere fiftecen or

“I can’t understand the beggar,” ex-
claimed Watson, as he walked down the
passage. “He seems to be a regular
beast. Bub what's the idea of letting us
off like this? He seemed to think that
we'd done the whole five hundred! Any-
how, he didn’t menﬁion anything about
damg any more,

“He was satisfied with what we'd
done, so I don't see there’s :my TeAsOn
for us to worry our heads,” I said. “If
he asks for the rest I suppose v~e shall
have to do them. But he told us to clear
out, so he can't g

“The chap's a rotter, said Hart
gnmly “There’s no doubt about that

I looked choughtful

“I'm not qulte so sure about that,”
T said slowly,

“Epo”

“Well, just look at the facts,” 1 went
on, “Its as plain as daylight that the
Head was going to punish us for the
jape. But Mr. Wrott intervened, and
doclded to deal with the matter him-
self. He caned us, but it didn’t do us
much harm dwd

ue He gave “us lines, and was satisfled
with a mere ha ndful * 1 continued.
“The punishment he ordered was harsh
and i
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we have actually received bas been
light. Don't forget that. According to
positive results, Mr, Wrott has treated
us fairly well. He's a bxt of & mystery.”
“He is!” agreed Harl
And most of the [D‘Jaus were inclined
to be of the same opiuion.

Mr. Shwpson Wrett was an ablo
uudrﬂs ds of the Head—at least, 16
0 from his ma !' EL\L

uld aj
aut-ons spoke l')\lder than
far as uld see at mesem hxs bark
was tle nd[_/ worse than his bite.

After he had left the Form-room he
went straight to the hesdmaster's study,
and presented himeelf to Mr. Martin,
his eyes glittering in o sell-satisfied
manner behind his big glasses.

“Well, sir, T have dealt W}uh the cul-
prits as they deserved,” he sald.

“Oh, Indeed!” said the Hc\ad. o
am pleased to hear that, Mr. Wrott.
How many bkoys did you actually
punish?”

“Eight, sir—the ringleaders,” said
the new Housemaszer. “I singled them
out, to my study, and ad-
ministered eight strokes of the cane to
each boy. On the top of that I imposed
a sentence of five hundred lines.”

The Head nodded.

“Quite  right, Mr. Wrott—quite
right,” he “Considering the
nature of the offence, the punishment
was by no means severe. I am quite
pleased with the way in which you have
commenced your duties. But I would
have you remember that the whole Re-
move must be punished. TIf is not sufil-
cient 1,0 ,make an example of the ring-
leades:

“xr a;.le , sir—I agree entirely,” said
Mr. Wrott, “I propose that the Remove
be sent up to bed without delay—im-
mediately, in fact. boy will be
allowed to partake of supper, and lights
will be extinguished by me within fif-
teen minutes, instead of the usual half-
hour.”

es, that is q\me a_good
smr n

sugges-
"You will please
Wrott, In my
u,,n t) e Rsmovc \> Lhe most yefiac

tion,”
¥
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tory Form of all, and we raust therefore
deal with it severely. Once the boys
thoroughly understand that my word
is law they will be cowed.”

Mr. Wrott nodded, and departed.

Five minutes later the news was
general in the Remove that everybody
Wwas to go to bed forthwith—supperless.
It was not at all a welcome discovery—
but there was nothing to be done.

It only remained to obey the order.
And the Remove, with feelings which
were too deep for words, trooped up
;:he dormitory—hungry, rebellious, buc

elpless.

CHAPTER 18.
Not Such a Bad Sort!
HAMEFUL!”
S “We're treated like a lot of
slaves!”

“And we won‘t stand it!”

“Rather not!”

“Yes; but we are standing 1§, aren’t
we?” sald Handforth bitterly. “You
can call it shameful, and you can say
we won't stand it. But what’s the posi-
tion? It's this! Were taking every-
thing lying down! We’re taking every-
thing meekly, without hmna & finger!
I call it absolutely rottel

“My dear Handy, the ume isn’t ripe
for us to lift any finger yet,” I said.
“Don’t make the mistake of acting pre-
maturely. There have been many in-
stances of boys revolting against the
masters of Public schools. But how
many times have the boys succeeded?”

““How do I know?”

“That's just it,” I went on. “In
almost every instance the boys have
been beaten by the masters—they have

een
ously. And why?”

“Because they were weak, I suppose,”
said Handforth; “because they hadn't
a proper case.”

“Not at all,” I said. “The reason, in
practically every instance, was the

same, The boys failed simply because
they acted too hastily; because they re-
volted on the spur of the moment. The
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natural result was that the masters
were able to bring cbem to their senses
in next to no time. If we revolt now,
straightaway, we shall be in the same
position. Our only course is Lo wmt for
a bit, and see how things go on.

“And put up with the Head'
the meantime?”’

“Yes,” I said. “It’s the only way.
Once we've really rebelled—if it ever
dces come to that—we shall be able to
wibe off old scores. For example, we
can pay Wrott back for packing us off
to bed like this without any supper.
It's not the kind of thing that will
make Mr. Wrott popular.”

wHe's a beast!” said Hubbard flatly.

“Yes, rather.

“And we wm‘.b stand him for long

rot in

“Shurrup!" hissed Owen major.
“He’s coming!”

The door opened abruptly, and Mr.
Simpson Wrott made his appearance.

@ glared round the dormitory, and
strode into the rcom. His expression
was not at all amiable. He snorted as
he loo-ced rcmd

“What is the meaning of this?” he
Tahp“d out savagely.

“The meaning of which, sir?” I
asked.

“Why are you not in bed?” snarled
Mr, Wrott. “Ten minutes ago I left
you here, and there are many boys who
are still only partially undressed.
you require the whole night to remeve
your clothing? Get into bed at once!”

“We're generally allowed half an
hour, sir,” said Nicodemus Trotwood.

Mr, Wrott shook his hands fiercely.

“I don’t care what you are allowed!”
he bellowed. “That is nothing to the
point. T have allowed you ten minutes
—quite sufficient time. ~But those boys
who are still out of bed will find it
necessary to finish their undressing in
the dark. ! intend to extinguish the
lights now.

“Mr. Wrott therenpon walked to the
switch, and next moment the dormi.
tory was plunged into darkness.

“And remember!” his voice rasped



58

out of the darkness. “If I hear any
disturbance from this dormitory I shail
return with the cane. I intend to have
submission, and I shall subdue you
sooner or later.”

Slam!

The door closed, and we heard Mr.
Wrott’s foolsteps passing down the cor-
ridor. A murmur of voices broke out.

“It's a bit thick, the light being
turned off at this time” said Pitt.
“I'm not half undressed!”

“Same here,” said De Valerie. “Can’t
we turn the light on again?”

“No; it's a patent switch, as you
know,” I said. “We can easily finish
undressing in the dark. Mr. Wrott
seems to be a very amiable gentleman,
my sons,” T saxd satirically.

# yes!™” snapped Handforth. “If
he’s like that on his first night, what
the dickens wiil he be like after a week?
Great pip!  We shall all be lunatics by
then!”

“You're one now,” remarked some-

0

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who said that?” demanded Hand-
forth grimly. “By George, I'll wipe up
the giddy floor with you-—*"

“Steady on, my son,” I interrupted.
“Don’t forget what Mr. Wrott said.
If there's any disturbance hell return
wi |Lh a cane!”

“Let him,” said Handforth. “I'm
not afraid of his rotten cane! He can‘t
swipe for nuts. I want to know who
called me a Iunatxc T believe it was
Cwen major—

“Well, you can believe something
clse,” said Owen major. “I didu't call
you anything—although I'm quite ready

to oblige. The chap who called you a
lupatic knew what he was talking
about!”

“Why sou_you—

“Oh, dry up, Handy,” interrupted
Church. “T want to talk about some-

thing else. Did anybedy see if Mr.
Wrott took that parcel out with him?”
“Parccl?”’I asked. “What parcel?”
“Didn’t you see it?” said Church.
“I'm near the door, and I saw it all
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right. When he came in he was carry-
ing a whacking great bru\m—mper
parcel. He put it down by the door,
but I dont believe he took it away.”

. ‘tYou 've been dreaming,” said Hand-
orf

“Rats! I saw it plainiy.”
“By jingo, he’s right!” exclaimed
McCluré. “There’s a parcel here, just

against the wall
wiapped up—"

“Don’t open it,” I said. “I's not
cur pareel, ass.  Mr. Wroti may
’xave forgohen it, and he'll be back pre-
sen

“Yes, but-——"  McClure paused
and sniffed, “I—T can smell something
good!” he added. “I believe it's grub

“Gr' 1! gasped Fatty Little, rolling
out of bed. “WI

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who said grub?” demandea the fat

. “I'm famished, you know! I
haven't eaten a bite since seven o’clock
~—and then I only had half a Joaf with
somie sardines, and half a dozen dough-
nuts and thlee or four tarts, and a cur-
rant eake!”

“Is that all?” I asked.
der you're still alive!”

“McClure said something about grub

It's only loosely

“It's & won-

“Yes, and I meant it,” said McClure.
“I say, you chaps, this is rather queer,
you know! This parcel is full of
tuck!”

“Creat Scott!”

“Let’s have a look!™

“Open it!1”

Everybody was hungry, having beern
sent to bed without supper—and a
crowd soon collected round McClure
and the parcel. It was soon wrenched
open, and the juniors tried to sce it in
the gloom

“Hasn’t anybody got a match?”
asked Handforth tartly.

“We don’t want matches,” mumbled
Fatty Liitle. “I've found something
good wxchouh 2 light! This beef-patty
is top!

“Clear off, you fat bounder!” roared
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Handforth. “I'm blessed if the por-
poise isn't scoffing everything before we
can see!”

“My hat!” said McClure, “What's
this? A candle! Three candles, in fact!
They were in the parcel!”

A match was struck by somebody, and
two of the candles were lit. Then we
were able to gaze upen the contents of
the parcel, It was a very large one,
and it contained a large supply of gcod
things—cakes, pastry, sandwi
all sorts of appetising eatables.
were the three candles, and nothing
else. Just the grub and the candles.
What could it mean?”

“Gimme one of those sandwiches!”
said Handforth hungrily.

He took one, and munched it with
great relish. I took one, also, and found
1t to be excellent, Before a minute had
elapsed, every fellow in the dormitory
vs;s helping to demolish the good

ing:

“Bub just fancy old Wrot\: leaving the
stuff here!” said Watson. “I—I can’
make it out, you know”’

“I suppose he was going to have a
feed in his bnd -room, the glutton,” said
Handforth. “That’s the only explana-
tion, anyhow. Who ever heard of a
Housemaster carrying great parcels of
food about?”

“To say nothing of candles,” I put
in. "“He wouldn't wam candles in his
own rcom, would he?’

“By George, no'” said Handforth.
*What are you getting at?”

*Mr, Wrott knew that we should be
in darkness once he’d gone,” I replied.
«He knew that we were all hungry, and
I'm not going to believe that a man
could iorgeh 8 parcel of that size 4

"Mr Wron left the parcel here
deliberately.”

“ER?”

“It’s the only explanation,” I said.
“The Housemaster tock pity on us, and
brought that grub up. But he wants
to make out that it was accidental; or,
rather, a piece of fergetfulness. He
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knew th’:tt \ve should investigate as soon
as he'd
Many ot th Jjuniors were sceptical.

“Oh, that’s sheer rot,” said Owen
major. “Wrott is & beast; we all know
that. He wouldn’t do such a thing,

Nipper. He's & rotter——"

“Is he?” I said. “I'm not so sure
about it, my son.”

*“Not sure?”

“No, I'm not,” I declared. ‘“‘What
has he done that's been rotten? He
caned eight of us—and laid it on so
lightly that we hardly felt it. He gave
us five hundred lines—ang was satisfied
with about twenty. He sent us up to bed
without supper—and took good care
that a supply of grub was here.”

“It looks rummy, I must say,” ad-
mitted Pitt,

‘““His voice is harsh, and his manner
is harsh, but he never hurts anybody,”
1 went on. ‘It seems to me that it’s a
pose, put on especially for Martin's
benefit. Mr. Wrott wanted this job, and
he knew that the only way to get it was
to make out that he was stern and
severe. By nature he’s generous, and
he can’t reveal hls chatactel openly.
That’s my idea, anyway.”

“Begad! I’m mclmed to agree with
you, old boy.”

“Ah, I feel better now!” said Hand-
forth comfoxbably. “The grub hasn't
lasted long, but it was jolly decent—-—"

“Look out!” hissed McClure. “He's
commg'"

“Wrott'" breathed McClure

“Who's talking rot!” snapped Hand-
forth. “Y¥ou cheeky a

The door opened hefoxe the candles
could be extinguised, and Mr. Simpson
Wrott strode into the dormitory. Re
gave a bellow of fury as he saw the
fellows scuttling to their

“Stop!” he roared. “What is the

msanmg of this?”

Sileney

‘Eoys"’ shouted Mr. Wrott, in a
terrible voice. How dare you lcave
your beds in this manner? How dare
you light candles, and—and—- Good
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gracious me! Upon my soul' Food!
‘The remains of a meal!”

he Housemaster seemed to be
horrified, and he looked round with a
brow which was black with fury.

“Who is responsible for this?” he
snarled. * This—this is amazing! That
you should have the audacity to par-
{ake of a meal fo—in the dormitory is
past all understanding.”

The Rernove remained silent.,

“I will not waste time by inquiring
how this disgusting state of affzirs came
jnto Dbeing,” went on Mr. Wrott
savagely., “I will punish every boy in
the dormitory alike. You shall all
suffer for this act of unparalleled insub-
ordination}”

But, sir—" I began.

“Silence, boy!”

“1 only wanted to say—"

“Upon my soul!” roared Mr. Wrott.
“How dare you speak to me, boy? What
is it you want to say?”

I could hardly refrain from grin.
ning at the contradiction.

“Just this, sir,” I exclaimed. “We
found that parcel in the dormitory,
bere, , as we hungry, we
naturally divided up the contents. We
thought pe‘rhaps that yowd left the
parcel—"

“I--I1” shouted the Housemaster.

“What do you mean? How dare you
suggest that I left the parcel in here?”

“But you brought 't in, sir,” put in
McClure. “I saw you.

“You saw me!”

Mr. Wrott seemed thunderstruck.
Aand then his frown became heavier,
and ha uttered a perfect snatl of fury.

“By thunder!” he shouted thickly.
“You—you have dared to demolish the
contents of the parcel which I inad-
vertently left in this room? I remember
now! I did leave it here. Of course—
of course! And you have actually
descended to robbery in order to satisfy
your craving for food!”

“We dldn‘t have any supper, sir!”
growled Handfor!

" Supper—supperl" raved Mr. Wrott.
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“Boys of your age want no supper;
they are better without it! For this
amazingly audacious act you shall be
punished doubly as heavy as I first in-
tended. I will have no excuses what-
cver, Every boy shall be punished. You

a‘/e dared to interfere with my parcel,

and youhave also broken all the school
m‘vs by partaking of food in your sleep-
mg apartment. intend to be excep-

tionally severe, and ‘this shall be an
mamnle to you. Every boy in this dors
mitory will write me ten lines!”

There was no intense silence,

“Did—did you say ten lines; sir?” I
vepeated wonderingly. 1
boy, I did!” suapped Mr,

“Tut—tut-—ten!” gasped Handforth.
“Is—is that all?”

Mr. Wrott laughed sourly.

“You are at liberty to write me ten
thousand, if you wish,” he said. “How-
ever, I have given my orders, and you
will be well advised Lo carry them out,

I shall require those lines before this

thoe next week.”

And Mr. Wrott, with & swish of his
gown, strode out of the dormitory and
slammed the deor behind him. He had
not even ordered the candles to be
extmgulsned.

ell, my only hat!” smd Pitt. “I1f
that doesn't take the bun! %

‘Well I'm jlggered”’

“It's amazin’, old boy!”

“Therc’s no doubt about it that my.

-

“Mr. Wrott is an exceedingly
peculiar gentleman. He makes a chap
feel that he's ‘ for it,’ and then he does
unothing, Ten lines each. Well, it's no
punishment at all, and we haven't got
to hand them in until next week. That's
what he gives us after we’ve pinched
about two quids’ worth of grub.”

“Dash it allt The chap's & good
sort,” said Watson bluntly. “He may
bark at us and rave, and all the vest
ot lt but he’s Jolly decent!”

par
And the Remuve settled down te

surmtxise was pretty nearly the truth,™
2

E
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sleep, feeling quite comfortable antd
cheerfyl. The only fellows who made
no attemph to daoze off were Handforth
and Church and McClure. They, if, ap-
Peared, had some little scheme on.

CHAPTER 17.
A Sumprise for Dr, Brett!

R. SIMPSON WROTT, mean-
while, was seated in the big
armchair in his study. A cheer-

ful' Are burned in the grate, and a
big cigar reposed in Mr. Wrott's mouth,
Alone he did not look quite so for-

For the frown bad vanished from his
face, and if anybody had been there
they would probab)y have noticed a kind

of twinkle fn Mr. Wrott's eyes. The new
Housemaster was certainly something
of a mystery,

He was idly scanning the pages of an
evening newspaper, and he had just
taid it aside when the door opened, with-
out warning, to admit Mr. Howard
Martin. The Head nodded curtly.

““You will be going to bed soon, Mr.
Wrott?” he asked.

“I trust so, sir—I trust so,” said the
Housemaster.

“I bope you have succeeded in get-
ting acquainted with your new sur-

ndings,” went on the Head. “How
are you getting on with the boys? It
is necessary to be very harsh with them
in order to keep them in check. I pre-
sume you have carried out my instruc-
tions regarding that point’

My, Wrott shrugged his shoulders.

“‘Have you not heard me?” he in-
quired. “I'm aware of the fact that my
voice xs not gencle. and you must surely
have

“Yes, Mr. Wi Wrott, I have heard you,”
!Imerrupted the Head, “But talking to

e boys is not sufficient. You must
cs.ne them; you must give punishments
frequently. It is the only way to suhdue
them and get them completely under
control.
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“You may leave it safely to me, sir,”
sald Mr. Wrott. “Have no fear on that
point. I will get the boys under my
control even if I am obliged to cane
éhem every doey ond three {imes 2

ay!

“That is the rlghc spmb Mr. Wrott,”
said the Head, nodding. “A man who
is gentle is utterly useless where boys
are concerned. The junior boys are
naturally more untractable than the
seniors. We must therefore concentrate
our efforts particularly upon the

emove.”

“That is what I have always under-
stood,” said the Housemaster. “I take
it that you are now going out, Mr,
Martin?”

The Head looked up sharply.

““For a stroll in the Triangle—nothing
more!™ he said quickly. “I generally
take a stroll before turping in. Good-
night, Mr, Wrott!”

“ Good- mgm Sict”

The Head, who was attired in a big
overcoat and a cap, took his departure,
closing the door after him. Mr, Wrott
sat for a second quite still. There was
a thoughtful expression in his eyes.

o vemarkable' he murmured. “H'm!?

Mr. Martin make such a point
of tenmg me that his stroll would be
confined to the Triangle? Rather a
significant point, I am inclined to
believe. We shall see

He rose to his feet, shppcd on a cap .
of his own, and left his study without
turning off’ the electric light. And the
Head, passing through the Triangle, had
no indication that Mr, Wrott had
departed from his study, for his window
still gleamed bdrightly in the dark-
ness.

But Mr. Wrott was not quite so in-
active as the Head imagined. He was,
in point of fact, only about two hun-
dred yards in Mr. Martin's rear, as the *
latter gentleman made his way down
the lane in the direction of the village,

The new Housemaster’s surmise was
correct, it seemed. The Head had not
confined his walk to the Triangle, Ang,
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for some reason best known to himself,
Mr., Wroti seemed considerably inter~
ested in the headmaster’s movements.

At all events, he was following the
Head down the lazne in a stealthy man-
ner. He did not allow himself to be
seen.

Mr. Wrott’s interest became greatly
increased when he saw the Head turn
off half-way to the village, and make
his way a.long a footpath across the
mezdows. rott wondered where
on earth the He&d could be making for.

But it was not long before he dis-
covered the truth.

After the two men had progressed for
8 distance of perhaps 2 mile, the gaunt
outline of a quaint, old ruin came into
view. It was the ancient remains of
Bellton Abbey, an old building which

had been-in ruins for hundreds of
years,

It was one of the local objects of
interest, and in the summer time

itors were fairly common. Painters
were particularly keen on transferring
the abbey on to canvas, and sightseers
came to explore the dungeons and
vaults.

But this was a queer time for Mr.
Howard Martin to be bent upon explor-
ing the ruin—on a cold December night,
at close upon eleven o'clock! What
could the Head’s real object be?

Mr. Wrott, apparently, was a very
curious individual.

He was determined to watch his chief.

And when Mr. Martin vanished into
the ruin, the Housemaster crept up like

a shadow, and peered through an iv‘y‘J T

grown window. He was just in time
sce the Head vanishing down some steep
stone steps.

“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Wrott.
“Most interesting!”

He passed Into the ruin as silently as
a shadow, and he followed the Head
down into the depths. Farther and
farther the Housemaster descended,
until, at length, he found himself in
one of the old dungeon passages. Ahead
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of him, quite a considerable way, a
fiickering gleam of light showed itself.

Mr, Martin was walking along the
passage, cmrym" a cfmdle But where
was he off to Th was the interest-
ing question, Wrott was greatly
interested- in the fact that the Head
had been carrying a well-filled handbag.

?

For what reason was the Head bring-
ing a handbag to this lonely, deserted:
old ruin? Cerlainly, such a mission did
not appear to be quite in keeping with

. Martin’s position as the headmaster
of a great Public sehool.

And Mr. Wrott was quite keen to
learn what the secrct could be. It
almost seemed as though he had half
suspected that the Head would be mak-
ing such a journey. At all events, he
did not appear to be exceedingly sur-
prxsed at the strange behaviour of Mr.
Marti

He contmued on his way along the
old tunnel gingerly. The walls were
damp—they reeked of moisture, and the
atmosphere was by no means pleasant.
However, after continuing his way for
another hundred yards, he was aware
of a change.

‘The walls became dry, and the air
was purer.

Mr. Wrott himself had no light, but
he*was guided by the gleam in front.
And he told himself that he would be
quite secure; he could find his way
out without ulty.

‘The Head was quite unaware of Mr.
Wrott’s activities, and he did not even
suspect that he was being watched. For
e never once looked round, and did
not pause in his walk.

And then his shadower became aware
of the fact that the Head had halted.
Mr. Wrott saw that his quarry had
turned inte an opening, and the light
had greatly increased in brilliance. Mr.
Wrott stood quite still

“Dear mel” he murmured softly.

‘The sound of voices came plainly to
his ears!
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Mr, Martin was talking with some-
y!

Thls, indeed was an astonishing situa-
tion.  The headmaster of St. Frank’s
had penetrated those aged g
and was conversing with’ another man.
Who could the mysterious one be?
Obviously no ordinary respectable
gentleman. For no such person
would dream of mesting Mr. Martin
down in those dungeons.

There was something very mysteri-
aus and very sinister about the whole
business, and Mr. Wrott almost felt
clined to venture further—on the off-
chance that he would be able to over-
hear some of the words which were
Deing spoken.

But he decided not to. He had no
wish to be caught red-handed down
there—it was not his desire that the
Head should discover his curiosity con-
celﬁ\ing the matter. So he remained
still.

After a while the Head appeared in
the passaVe He held a lantern in his

and.
o Gccd-night!” Mr. Wrott heard him

say.
And then Mr. Martin came striding
along the passage. For one tense
moment Mr. Wrott believed that he
would be discovered. To flee now would
be futile, for he would certainly e
seen.

There was only one possibility of
escaping detection.

Within a yard of Mr. Wrott, and on
the ether side of the p: ge, there was
a deep recess in the wall Bub could
he cross the passage and conceal him-
self without the Head secing?

It was a problem—but it had to be
chanced.

Mr. Wrott stepped across like a
shadow, and slipped into the recess—
which. he found, was not so deep as he
had belleved. Mr. Wrott waited, his
heart beating rather rapidly.

The Head came up, drew level—and
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Mr. Wrott murmured a sigh of relief,
and he breathed more freely once again.
He waited for five minutes—until all
sounds of Mr. Martin had ceased. The
Tead, no doubt, had emerged into the
open once more.

Mr., Wrott considered that it was now
possible for him to make a little ex-
amination. He was curious, and he
caidn’'t disguise the fact. Pulling out a
small electric torch, he switched it on
and moved forward along the passage.

Step by step he progressed, slowly
and cautiously.

Then, at length, he came to a blank
wall. The passage ended abruptly, in
a cul-de-sact! There was no opening of
any sort to be seen—no doorway, and
no entrance to any dungeon.

“H'mi{ A secret door, no doubt,”
murmured Mr. Wrott.

He searched In vain. He could not
find any sign or trace of a doorway,
and was compelled, at length, to give
up the task as hopeless But he knew
that a secret door did exist. He took
his depgrture in a highly pleased frams
of mind.

‘When he emerged from the old ruins,
everything was_still and silent—the
headmaster had nearly reached St.
Frank’s by this time, probably. And
Mr. Wrott set off across the fields at a
brisk walk.

He arrived in Bellton Lane in due
course, and he was on his way to the
school when he became aware of two
lights in the distance ahead. They were.
bearing down upon him, and he recog-
nised them as the twin lamps of a
motor-car.

Mr. Wrott waited by the side of the
road, and as the car approached he
gezed at it searchingly. It was only a
few yards from him when he stepped
forward and held up his hand.

The car was a two-seater, driven by
a youngish, alert-looking man in a
heavy fur coat. He appl.\ed the brake
at once, and pulled his car to a stand-

still. He regarded Mr. Wrott eurfous!y

“Well, sir?” he asked.
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“¥ou will pardon me, I am sure,”
sald Mr. Wrott, “But I have an idea
that you are Dr. Brett, of the village
of Bellton?”

B“Thats guite correct—I am Dr.
rett

“My name is Wrott,” said the House-

master. “I am'a new resident master
at Sb Franks 2
uite so,” said Dr. Brett grimly

I have heard of you, my dear sir!”

“Already?” said Mr. Wrott. “I am
flattered!”

“You needn’t he,” said the doctor
bluntly. “I can assure you, Mr. Wrott,
that you would not be flattered if you
knew how I'd heard of you! But I
should like to inform you that the hour
is late, and that—->"

“Quite so—quite s0,” agreed Mr.
Wrott. “I am particularly anxious to
consult with you to-night, Dr. Brett.
I ask you, as a very great favour, to
grant me this interview.”

Dr. Brett considered for a moment.

“Oh, very well,” he said. *Jump in,
Mr. Wrott.”

The Housemaster Jjumped in with
alacrity, and the car was soon speeding
towards the village. Dr. Brett was not
at all keen upon the interview. He had

had a trying day, and he badly wanted
to get to bed. And the doctor was not
favourably impressed by what he had
heard of the new master.

They arrived at the doctor’s hause,
and entered. While Brett put the car
into his little garage, Mr. Wrott waited
in the consulting-room—a cold. bare
apartment, far from cheerful. The fire
bad died out long since.

Dr Brett appeared at last.

Now, my dear sir,” he said briskly,
as he peeled off his big coat. “If you
ecan make your statement as brief as
possible I shall be obliged. You must
remember that the hour is late—"

“Quite so, my dear Brett,” mtnrjccwd
Mr. Wrott, in.
voice.
is cold. Why not have a little chat by
the cosy fire in your own den?”
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Dr. Brett stared at his visitor blankly.

“I—~1 dont understand!” he ex-
claimed. “I seem to know—"

“Come, come, Brett!” laughed Mr.
Wrott. “Surely you are not deceived?”

“Well, I'm hanged!” shouted the
doctor. “Nelson Lee!”

» Exacuy A

And N Simpson Wrott lay back in

his chair and smiled broadly.

CHAPTER 15,

Comisg to a Hoead!
R. Brett taxrly staggered.
D “Lee exclaimed again.
“Man uhve' I—I can't believe
really you? But—but it
seems Impossible!  Your face—your
figure—your teeth! I never thought
such a disguise was possiblel”

He grasped ‘“‘Mr. Wrott's” hand
firmly, and wrung it heartily.

“What does it mean, old man?” he
asked amazedly.

“That’s what I've come here to ex-
plain,”  laughed Nelson Lee. “I
thought you would be interested, Brett
—and I know that I shall be safe in
taking you into my confidence!”

Brett ‘stared at his companion, scm
lost in astonishment. And it certain]
was staggering to find that this forbxd~
ding-looking individual was none other
than Nelson Lee, the famous detective!

“Come into my den—of course!” said
Brett briskily. “There’s a fire there,
I believe. This way, Lee. Great Scott!
It’s more than I can believe! Where
on earth did you grow those awful
teeth?”

“A little invention of my own,”
smiled Nelson Lee. “Protruding teeth
always alter one’s appearance to an
astonishing degree, Brett—so I fre-
quently make use of them in disguising.
They are quite comfortable to wear, I
assure you.”

“They don't look comfortable,” sald
Dr, Brett. “That’s right, take that big
chair, Lee. Help yourself to & cigar

it! Is it
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Now, I want to know exactly what you
m

Naleon Lee lolled back in bis chair
and lit a cigar.

“Well, to tell the truth, Brett, there’s
not a great deal that I can say,” he
said. “For one thing I had strong ob-
jections to being kicked out of St.
Frank's by a man like Martin. And
when I left, my firm mtennon was to
get back as soon as pefst

“You haven’t taken at all
events!” sajd Brett. “But by all that
1 can hear, you're a terrible person in
the character of Mr. Wrott.”

“Not quite as terrible as I seem,”
smiled Lee. “The boys, I believe, are
already beginning to tumble to the fact
that I am their friend—and not their
enemy. Certainly, I have given them
no hint. But, you see, I want to keep
‘in’ with the headmaster at the same

gxme It will be a ticklish busmess. but
think I will manage it all right.”

Dr. Brett laughed.

“X know you’ll manage it. ¥You man-
age anything you put yourself to, Lee.
But 1 should have thought that you

'rould appeal to the governors with a
view to commg back in your own per-
sonality—
“That's because you don’t under-
stand the position, Brett,” said Nelson
Lee. “I'm not going into details, but
I will enlighten you to a certain ex-
tent. I've every reason for believing
that Mr. Howard Martin is not all that
hc s ems to be. Do you follow?”
ell, not exactly,” said Brett.
“Do you_mean to say that Martin is
s there is-

honourable \,onnecte,d with him?”

“That's just it,” said Nelson Lee.
“I am convinced that Mr. Howard
Martin has been mixed up in some
shady business at some period of his life
—and he Is probably mixed up in it
still. While I retained my own identity
it was difficult for me to watch the man.
He was very cautious, and gave me no
opportunities.

And I am sure that hel
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dismissed me because he was afraid of
me in my professional capacity.”

Dr. Brett looked puzzled.

« “But why?” he inquired.

“Very shortly after Martin arrived
here, he was in touch with a rather
mysterious stranger,” said Nelson Lee.
“This man on one occasion mistook me
for Martin, and it wes that incident
which first aroused my suspicions. It
was quite sufficient to prave to me that
all was not straightforward with the
new Head. So, Brett, I thought that
it would be rather good if I veturned
to St. Frank’s in another identity.
Martin does not suspect me in any way,
and I am able to keep my eye upon him
at all times. Do you understand?
‘This little plan of mine has many ad
vantages.”

“Yes, I can quite realise that now,"
said Dr. Brett. “But how in the world
did you manage to get the job, Lee?™

‘The detective smiled.

. it was comparatively easy,”
“Mr. Martin wanted a new
Huusemaster, and I took good care to
be the first to apply. In my present
disguise I easily satisfied the Head with
regard to my credentials—for he was
chiefly concerned with my bullying
capabilities. ~He wanted a man who
would treat the juniors harshly—and
he was satisfied that X should fill the
bill. That’s about all, really. And now
I'm here, planted on the spot once
more, and I shall not become Nelson
Lee again until Martin has been cleared
out.”

‘;And when do you think that will
be?”

“I really don’t know—but 1 do know
there will be more strenuous times at
St. Frank’s in the immediate future,”
said Lee grimly. “The boys will not
stand Martin's bullying ways for long.
And it is highly probable that when
Mr. Martin leaves St. Frank's, he will
take up his resmsuce in one of his
Majesty’s prisons.”

Dr. Brett whistled.

““As bad as that?” he said. “Phew!
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Then I can understand why you re-
sorted to this scheme, Lee. I wish you
all the luck, old man_and I appreciate
the compl‘mem you have paid me by
taking me into your confidence.”

“My dear man, you are not connected
with the school, and you and I have
been friends for long past. There was
no reason why you shouldnw’t know, and
I shall welcome & chat with you now
and again.”

“Thanks,” said Brett.
does Nipper knew?”

“By the way,

"Are you gmng to tell him?”

“Not_yet.”

“ WEH it seems a very queer business
to me,” smiled the doctor, as he rose
to his feet. “I can't quite believe that
you are yourself, even now, you know.”

“I don’t want to boast,” said Lee,
“put I am certainly very pleased with
this particular disguise. Nipper is
usually extremely keen on such matters,
bus he hasn’t penetrated this one yet.
I think I shall wait until he does—
before revealing myself to him. Il
give him one or two hints, and if the
young beggar hasn’t got enough brains
to guess the rest he’ll have to remain
in ignorance.”

The guvnor left Dr. Brett after a
further chat, and he walked back to the
school feeling in a much more cheerful
frame of mind.

‘When “Mr. Wrott” arrived at the
school he was still thinking of the some-
what remarkable occurrence be had wit-
nessed at Bellton Abbey. The head-
master was certainly up o something
fishy, and Lee was highly satisfied with
the progress he had made in such a
short time.

e very instant Lee entered the
gateway he knew that something was
amiss. A considerable noise was pro-
ceeding from the other side of the
Triangle. He recognised Handforth’s
voice easily, and he also recognised the
Head’s voice.

“H'm,” muwmured Lee.
in trouble agaln, I'm afraid.

“Handforth
The

amount of trouble that boy seems to
find is truly remarkable!

He slipped indoors as quickly as he
could, and retired to his own room—
for he did not want the Head to know

hat he had been out. After half-
undressing, he slipped into his dress-
ing-gown and emerged into the passage.

He was just in time to see the Head
marshalling Handforth and Church
and McCluze into the Remove dormi-
tory.

Nelson Lee strolled up, his face as-’

suming a sour, stern aspect. It was his
policy to appear forbidding, and
agree with the Head’s harsh methods.
If he did not do so he would find him-
self dismissed. It was, therefore, Lee's
intentions to keep in Mr. Martin’s good

0KS.
“What is the meaning of all this com- -

motion?” he shouted, hurrying into the
dormitory. ‘“Good gracious! Do you
Tealise that the time is nearly midnight
—— Ahem! I am sorry, sir—"

“It’s all right, Mr. Wrott,” said the
Head. “You did not know I was hert
Three wretched boys actually breakmg
bounds at this unearthly hour of the

;‘Shockmg'” said Lee.
full”

“We were only trying to work a jape
on Christine & Co., sir,” protested
Handforth. “There was nothing par-
ticularly wrong—"

“Silence, boy!” snapped the Head.
“Undress—the three of you!”

They had put their clothes on over
their pyjamas, and so they were un-
dressed within a few seconds. They
were making for their beds when the
Head pulled them up sharply. Every-
body else in the dormitory was greatly
Interested.

, no!” said Mr. Martin, “You
will not sleep in these beds to-night! I
intend to punish you severely for this
escapade. You will spend the night in
a cold attic—just as you are, withoul
begcgg'f” or blankets!”

“Disgraces
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“I Intend to teach you a lesson.
Come with mel”

And Handforth & Co. were marched
out, leaving the Remove boiling with
indignation and fury. Nelson Lee went,
too. The detective was as angry as the
boys, and he did not intend to allow
Mr. Martin’s punishment to be carried
out.

He followed the Head down the cold
vorridor until the attic stairs were
reached. Handforth & Co. were already
shivering, and they were really scared.
The thought of spending such a cold
night in an attic appalled them.

Sleep would be impossible. They
would be compelled to keep on the move
in order to keep warm. And Hand-
forth, at least, had courage enough to
protest.

“It’s not right, sir!” he exclaimed.
“If we're left up in L}‘e cold all night

< we shall catch chills
" snapped me Head.

“You

which you will not forget in a hurry.
I mean to put my foot down strongly
upon the breaking of bounds.”

© "Quite right, Mr. Martin—quite right,
sir!” said Lee sourly. “Make these

’boys suffer. I am in agreement with
your most excellent system of punish-
ment. 'Yes, attic will do
mirably.”

Handforth & Co. were bustled into
the cold room, and the dear was locked
and bolted. There was no escape, and
the attic itself contained nothing what-
ever in the way of warmth.

‘The Head went away to his own room,
and Nelson Lee went back to his bed-

om. The affair was settled—it was
ﬁmshed ¢Handforth & Co. were there
for the night, and nobody knew what
would happen to them.

But Lee hit upon a scheme.

‘There were two attics on that par-
ticular landing, and Lee was well aware
of the fact that both of them contained
@ trapdoor in the ceiling—leading up
beneath the rafters.

67
Nelscn Lee allowed half an hour to

Then he quietly went upstairs with
a considerable quantity of blankels
from the store cupboard. It did nob
take long to get up into the rafter space.
Then he crawled upon the rafters until
he reached the other trapdoor., It
carhe open with & jerk as he pulled.

“Who—who's that?” came a startled
voice.

“Great Scott! We're being rescued!”
gasped Church.

Nelson Lee didn't say a word. He
dropped the blankets down one after
another. Then he silently closed the
trapdoor and retired to his own room
—quite satisfied.

Handforth & Co. would be warm for
the night. And when the morning
came, and the Head discovered that an
alteration had taken place, it would be
impossible to discover who had acted
the good Samaritan.

Handforth & Co. were joyous as they
rolled in the blankets.

“ Another mystery!” said Handforth.
“Still, we” re comfy now—these blankets
are rxppin e

“T’ll bet Nipper did it,” said McClure.

“Rats! If Nipper had done it he'd
have said something!” exclaimed Hand-

- forch who was pretty cute occasionally.

here, my sons, I'll bet a quid to
a roc'en apple that we were saved by
Mr. Wrott!”

“Oh don't talk nonsense—"

“He was here when we were shoved
into the attic—and we know that he’
on our side,” went on Handforth. “I
tell you, Mr, Wrott threw these blankets
down.”

“Well, if he did, he’s a brick,” said
ch.  “Shurrup! TI'm going to
sleep.”

And while Handforth & Co. were
quite comfortable in the attic some ex-
citing events were taking place in the
Remove dormitory. I was the ring-
leader and I was proud of being so.

As soon as everything was quict I had
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Jjumped out of bed. Candles were lit,
and preparations were made to hold a
meeting. Everybody wes with me, and
not a single junior thought of sleep.

“We can't do anything for Hana-
forth & Co. just yet,” I said. “We
shall have to discuss matters. Buf,
my opinion, this is the bl‘eakjng-pointv,
The Head has acted in an inhuman way
—and it’s time we showed our hand.”

“But what do you suggest?” asked
Pitt.

“I suggest a rebellion,”
quietly.

“ A—a—rebellion?”

*¥es!”

I repliead

“When—to-night?”
“At once!” I said grimly. “We can’t
wait any longer now. Bui I am not
going to do anything that the Form
disagrees upon. Before we go any
futher well take a vote.”
Begad

“That's the ideal”

“A vote—submission or revolt!”

. I \ooked round the crowd of excited
ace:

“'Hands up all those who vote for a
revolt agalnst the Head’s tyramny,” 1
said. “Hands up all those who are on
the side of justice and right!”

Every hand that I could see went up.

“Good!” I exclaimed. “Now, hands
up these who are in favour of submit-
ting tamely to the Head’s domination.”

Not a hand was raised. Even Iuii-
wood & Co. were with us.

“Great!” I exclaimed. “We're solid.
That means to say that our task will be
easier. Buf, remember, there mustn't
be any back-sliding.”

“Any which?” asked Hubbard.

“You mustn't knuckle under if we
get a sethack,” I exclaimed. “And
there’s not much * if * about that. We're
bound to get setbacks, and one or two
of us will suffer in silence for the good
of the cause. This job is going to be
a big one.”

“IL L twenty-four
least.” said Owen major.

hours, at
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“Youre right,” I agreed grimly,
“Twenty-four hours, at least. In my
opinion, we shan’t win the fight until
2 week has passed. If we go out on
strike—for that’s what it comes to—
we must do it properly. No half
measures. We're up against the head-
master himself, and you can bet your
boots that we shail have the tussle of
our lives, So, before you enter into
this thing you'd better realise the
gravity of it. Are you still unanimous?”

“Yes” x

“Rather!”
“We're with you to a man!”
“Good!” I exclaimed. “Now we've

got to come to some decision regarding
how we shall go on. In this dormitory
we're solid for revolt, but we don’t know
anything about the other fellows. L
think we ought to be very careful—"

“But we can’t ask any of the other ,
chaps to-night!”  protested Hart. .
“They'll flock to us soon enough once
we're really on the go.”

“I believe yowre right there. WV

well, then. To begin with, we've got ™
to have good defences—otherwise we
shall go under. We've gob to have
grub, or we shall be sl.arved out. These
things must all be thought of, and pre-
pared for.”

“We had a barring-out once before,’
said Watson. “We lived in the old
vault, underneath the monastery ruins.
Couldn’t we try that stunt agam? It
served us then, so why not now?”

1 snook my head.

“My dear Tommy, your memory's at
fault,” I said

“It isn't. I jclly well know we lived
in the vault—

“I'm not referring to that,” I sald
briskly. “You forget to mention that
we lived there in August, or September
—during the hot weather. How would
ycu like to live there now—in the
winter-time?”

“My het! I'd forgotten thatt”

“That only shows that everychmg
must be thought of,” I said. “This
time we've to bar out in the schoel it~
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self, We've got to lock ourselves in one
quarter of the buﬂaing—-and hold it
against all attacks.

*Great pip!”

“Thats a real barring-out,” I went
on grimly. “We seize the building, and
bar everybody out of it—do you follow
me? In this case we simply must
choose a place where we can live com-
fortably, and where there’s plenty of
food. 'X‘herefo)e 1 suggest that we take
command of west wing of the
Ancient House. by

“My only hat!”

“It can’t be done!”

“Of course not!”

“It can be done—and xts golng to
be done!” 1 declared. “We've started
on this rebellion now, and we re not
going to back out of it tamely. The
west wing comprises this dor mitury and
a few box-rooms and the attics above.

. We're in a kind of backwater here, as
H,you know. It is peculiarly fitted for our
purpase. when you come to consider

‘ How do you mean?”

“Well, we've only got to barricade
the end of this corridor, and we’re shut
off from the rest of the House upstairs.

P At the end of the corridor is & rear
staircase, kadmg below. And where
does it lead to?”

“One of the kitchens!” said Pitt.

*  “Exactly,” I agreed. ‘Immediately
beneath the Remove dormitory is a
kitchen which isn’t often used—but,
still, it’s a kitchen. In that same part
of the building—this part, to be exact—
is the largest store-room in the Ancient
House, It contains flour, biscuits,
tianed meats, tinned fish, tinned milk,
and every blessed food you can think
of. There's enough to last us a month,
if necessary. And all we've got to do
to make ourselves secure is to barricade
the corridor outside this door, and the
passage downstairs. Once that’s done,
we shall be in sole charge of this wing.
We shall have sleeping accommodation,
grub, fires, and ever;vming we nced for
a siege. How's that?”
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The Removites stared at me blankly,

“It’s great!” declared Pitt enthusi-
astically.
“Begad! I call it wonderful—I do,

really!” gaid Sir Montie. “Without
Nipper we should probably have been
beaten by the Head!”

“We should!” agreed De Valerle
“Nipper, that idea of yours is abso-
lutely a brain-wave!”

““Hear, hear!”

“It's marvellous!”

“And he thought of it ol in a
minute!” said Pitt admiringly.

“Oh, no, I didn't!” I put in. “TIt may
interest you to know that I've been
Lhmlru»Y ‘of this scheme for three days

“ohl ,

“1 visited the kitchen, I visited the
Dpassage ngaxmt the store-room, and I
examined the whole position,” I con-
tinued. “In short, I satisfied myself
that it would be easy to conduct & bar-
ring-out here. An we've got to do now
is to go work.”

“ Now——-tc-mght 2

“Yes, to-night,” I seid. “Weve gob
six or seven hours straight off, and it's
not likely that we shall have any more
interruptions, We shall have to be
jolly careful to begin with. If we’re
interrupted in the middle of the barri-
cading job, it'll be all up with us.”

o ourse.”

“It won't take long,” said Watson.
“Only two barricades to fix up—one in
the corridor, and one in the pessage
below—-"

I sighed.

“It only shows how you don't think.
of things,” I exclaimed. ‘What about
the bagk door?”

Wha‘b‘ about the windows?”
“My

“The doors and the wmdows must be
secured,” I went on. e most
important thing is to get up our barri-
cades. We can attend fo the windows
and other things afterwards. Wen
going to bolt ourselves in this wing of
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the Ancient House, and we're going to
defy the Hmd to do his worst!”
“Hurrah!’
“We won't have any more of his
rotten tyranny,” I declared. “And now,

let’s finish with jawing. We've got to|be

get to work in earnest. The first thing
to do is to block up the end of this
corridor here.”

“How's it going to be done?” asked
Watson.

I pointed to the beds.

“At a pinch, we can do with half
these beds,” I sald. “We can easily
sleep two in each. Besides, vl
never all be used at the same time—
half of us will have to be on watch con-
tinually. So we can take half the beds
and them up as barricades.”

“Ripping ideal”

“Well, let’s get to work,” I said.
“There’s no more time for nrgument
and we know exactly what we've got to
do. Wait a minute, though. If we all
start working at once therell be con-
fusion. We've got to work in gangs”

“CGrangs?”

“E).actly. I said.  “I want four
lieutenants—Pitt, De Valerie, Hart, and
Grey. Youll each have a number of
fellows under you. Now, don't get
squabbling. As long as we work in
harmony we shall be all right.”

Things were soon arranged.

The beds were soon dismantled, and
then they were carried to the door, and
stacked there, We only used half of
them, for we found that we should not
need more. They were strong and ser-
viceable.

And when I took measurements oub
in the corridor I made a lucky dis-
covery. At a certain narrow place, near
the end of the passage, the beds would
Jjamb tight between the walls,

And soon afterwards we were fixing
up the barricade in earnest. Some
fellows were rather nervous to begin
with, for they knew that if discovery
came now it would be all up with our
schemes, and we should never have
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;mnthu chance cf planning a barring-

Everylhmo in fact, depended upon
our initial efforts.

Success or failure—which would it
1

CHAPTER 13
Ready for Action!
UCK scemed to be with us, for the
l minutes

our being disturbed. Once we had th
barricades up, we should be able to
hold the fort against any numbers.

The most important matter of all
was the upper corridor. And this we
tackled with a will. The main barri-
cade in the upper corridor grew rapidly.

The iron bedsteads were the first
articles to be jammed tightly between
the walls, We were unable to hammer,
and so we placed the bedsteads in posi-
tion and forced them light by sheer
pressure.

And the defences, when completed,
were quite formidable. They nearly
reached to the corridor ceiling, and
there wasn't room enough for a cat to

crawl in, I surveyed the work with
great satisfaction.
“Fine!” I said. “And now we'll go

dowmtairs and block up the passage.
We can easily make these defences
stronger in the morning—after the dis-
covery. We can hammer to our heart’s
content, without fear. Five or six of
you had better remain here on guard.
You're in charge, Watson.”

A large party of us went down the
rear slairs, and we lost no time in
examining the position. We were
afraid o twrn on the electric light at
first, and workea by the illumination of
a small electric torch.

The passage downstairs was much
narrower than the upper corridor, and
we deciGed that our best plan would
ke to block it up with furniture from
the kitchen—one or two heavy tables,
chairs, and such like—anything, in fact,

oo

3
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as a temporary defence. Big improve-
ments would be made on the morrow,

I was not breathing freely yet. There
‘were five windows and a door to be seen
to, and they were likely to prove diffi-
cult. In fact, I was afraid they would
be the hardest proposition of all.

For it must be remembered that we
could not make any noise—for fear of
being interrupted and discovered. And
to make the windows properly secure,
it was necessary to place bars right
across the glass.

“Boards and screws will do the
trick,” I said briskly. “You see the
advantage of us having possession of
the store-room. There are heaps of
screws there, and we can fix the boards
on without making a sound. But it
be pretty hard work, and it'll mean all
hands to the pump. We'd better divide

into parties, and take one window
each.”

“Good!” said De Valerie. “That’s
the style.”

Boards were found in plenty right
down in the basement—or, rather, the
cellar, There were many old packing-
cases, and we could knock these up with
only & small amount of noi
there was not much fear of that noise
being heard upstairs,

hour later the boards were ready,
and-then commenced the task of fixing
them~across the windows. This was
done thoroughly, two big screws being
placed at each end of every board.

Unfortunately, there were only two
screwdrivers to be found, so the work
did not proceed as swiftly as I would
have liked. However, just as the clock
was booming out the hour of four, the
windows were finished.

The back door had been treated in
the same way.

We were barricaded in!

‘The west wing of the Ancient House
was ours. We couldn’t get out, and
nobody could get in. We didn’t want
to get out because it was our task
hold the fort until we gained our
victory.
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We had certainly decided to remain
besieged until we had won. If neces-
sary, we could hold out for three weeks.
And I was quite sure the Head would
give in before then. He would refuse
to parley with us to begin with, of
course—out when he found that we
were determined, he would have no
alternative but to submit,

“The news of this. barring-out will
get all over the place,” I said, talking
10 & knot of Removites. “The Head
will have to settle the affair as quickiy
as possible—or he’ll have the governors
buzzing down here on his track. As
long as we remain firm we shall be all
right. So, whatever happens, keep
smiling.”

“We're out for victory!” yawned

Tey.

“That’s how I feel,” I remarked,
smiling. “We're all sleepy, as a matter
of fact. But I don't suppose we shall
get much sleep yet awhile. Some of
you can take a nap if you like—but I
shall require at least a dozen fellows
to remain on guard. We mustn't be
taken by surprise.”

“Well, let’s go round and see every-
thing is all serene,” suggested Watson.
“There's nothing like being certain.”

I agreed, and a small party of us
went the rounds, We commenced with
the ground floor. The back door was
locked and bolted—and barred. The
kitchen window would have witistood &
battering-ram.

The two passage windows were fully
protected, and the small store-room
window was quite safe enough—for
it was provided with strong iron bars,
There were cellars, a scullery, and other
apartments, but they all led nowhere,
‘The only exits to the outer world, so
to speak, were the rear door and the
passage.

The passage was well protected. For
six or seven feet it was barricaded
almost to the ceiling. Tables and’
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chairs, stools and other oddments had
been jammed tightly between'the walls.
Left unguarded, the barricade could
have becn broken through within g
short time.

But we bad no intention of leavi ng
the barricades unguarded. And
a crowd of defenders at the rear, (c
would be a difficult task for Mr, Martin
to force a way through. Owur safety de-
pended upon the holding of our strong-
hold.

Everything downstaivs was secure;
S0 we continued our way up the rear
staircase to the other fioor. The dor-
mitory windows were boarded up, too—
for we realised thal even short ladders
could be used to effect an entry.
corridor was blocked up most effectively
by bedsteads, and a small army could
not have forced its way past.

With regard to the attic windows, we
did nothing. Only high ladders could
reach them, and we could easily deal
with any possible attackers in such a
position. There was a skylight at the
top of the attic stairs, however, lead-
ing on to a flat roof. This would cer-
tainly need attention.

But.it was most improbable that Mr.
Martin would attempt an entry that
way to begin with; so I decided to leave
the gkylight until to-morrow,

Now that the vital work had been

I wanted my to
get as much rest as possible. For, after
their hard work they were inclined to
be somewhat grumpy and irritable.

But I easily excused this. One is
always liable {o be grumpy after a mght
of hard work with no slecp. So I ¢
lected the whole crowd in the dmmnhm Vo
and had a few words with them,

“My sons, were bottled up now,” I
said smoothly. “The barring-out has
commenced, and it's going Lhrou h to
victory. The die is cast, and it’s too late
for us to think of drawing back. If any
of you fellows regret—-

“Rﬂ?s'“ said Pitt.
anything.”

“ThaL s good.” I went on. “Now, I've

“Nobody regrets
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got a suggestion to make, You all know
that three of our members are missing
—namely, Handforth, Church, and
McClure. We've been too busy to think
of them until now—-"

“Poor chaps,” said Hart.
freezing in the attic.”

“Exactly,” I said. “And the unfor-
tunate thing is that the attic isn't in
this wing. Handforth & Co. are isolated
from ys, and if we allow things to con-
tinue as they are now, Study D will be
out of this rebellion altogether.”

“i don’t think!” said De Valerie.
“Handforth will be the first chap to
rush to our flag, as s0on as he gets his
liberty—>

“If he’s able to,” I put in grimly.
“Don’t forget the Head’s nature. He'll
guess that Handforth & Co. will want
to join us—and he’ll probably keep the
poor chaps locked up for days.”

“That’s true enough,” admitted Pitt.
“They won't have much chance.”

“Well, now that we've finished the
most important work, I see no reason
why we should not attempt a rescue,”
I “I shan't feel
until those three chaps are with us—
and if we can have them with us at
the start, it'll be all the better. I want
two volunteers—>

“I'm one!” said Watson promptly.

“Begadl An’ here’s another, old
hoy!

“I'm game!”

“Same here, Nipper!”

“I only want two, thanks,” I smiled.
“Tll take Tommy and Montie. We're
going to rescue the prisoners. But
before we go I should like to say a few
more words. I want to talk to you
seriously.”

“Go ahead, general!”

“Well, this is going to be a grim busl-
ness," I declared. “The Head won't
give in to our demands easily—he’ll
fight like the dickens before he sur-
renders. Ib’s up to us to prove that
We're not repelling for the mere sake
of causing a fuss, We've taken this step

“They’re
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because our libertics have been inter-
fered with, and because life was becom-
ing unbearable.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We only want a solemn assurance
‘that all the restrictions will be removed,
and that nobody will be punished for
Lak.mg part in the barring-out,” I went

got to behave ourselves
pxapnrly Tho Head mustn’t have the
slightest excuse for picking any fellow
out for insulting language and be-
haviour. When he barks at us, don't
vell at him—don’t insult him.”
“That’s asking a lot,” said Owen
major. “Knowing that he can't get to
us, we shall naturslly feel a bit daring

“That's what I'm pointing out,” I
said. “Youll feel like pointing out a
few home truths. But don't do it.
Leave the talking to me—and I'll con-
fine myself to the actual business,
Montie and Tommy and I are going off
now to find Handforth & Co., and I
expect we shall return in abmxt twemy
minutes’ time. Be on the lcol

“Hold on!” said Armstrong. "How
will you get out? We're barmcaded in,
and if you pull down some of thos¢
things—""

“You weren’t with us when we made
that upper barricade,” I interrupted.
“We left a small space at the bottom,
blocked only by a rolled-up mattress.
ghen that’s pulled away, there’s an

it. It's just as well to remember these
little things in time”

“But isn’t it dangerous?” asked Arm-
strong.

“Not a bit,” I replied. “The
attackers won’t know the place is there
—and even if they find it out it'll be
1o use to them, because we can prevent
anybody crawling through without the
slightest trouble. Now then, my sons,
let’s get off.”

“We're waitin’, dear old boy.”

I was rather anxious, for the time was
passing, and before long some of the
servants would be getting up. At all
costs, we should have to rescue Hand-

3

forth & Co. before the school awakened -
for the day’s happenings. It was likely
to be an eventful day in St. Frank’s
history!

The mattress was pulled out, and
Tommy and Montie and I crawled
through silently. We were wearing no
boots, and we padded softly down the
corridor to the other attic stau way-—on
the other side of the build

The whole school was still n.nd sxlent,
Not a sound broke the quis
night. And we crept up the stalrs hke

shadow: We were not quite certain
whmh amc Handforth & Co. occupied,
but there were only two, so we should
not lose much time in finding out.

I had my electric torch with me, and
when we reached the tiny landing, I
switched the light on. An open door-
way yawned before us. Next to it a
doar was closed. The apa.rtmem, beyond
was occupied by the prisoners.

“Locked, of course,” I whispered, as
T tried the bandle. “And this lock is
a strong one, t00.”

“What shall we do?” breathed
Tommy. “We can’t force the door, I
suppose? It’ll make too much noise——~""

“Yes, I'm afraid it will,” I agreed.
“But I didn't come unpreparcd. We
can’t force the lock in the ordinary way
~but we might be able to wangle it.
Whaf price these?”

I displayed hnlf a dozen keys I had

bruugm with m

‘Begad! You ink of everythin®,
dear old fellow,” sald Sir Montie
admu‘mgly.

“If they won't fit, we shall have to
think of some other wheeze.“ I said.
“Hold this torch, Tommy.”

e took it, and I fitted the keys into
the lc-ck one after another. The first
three were no good whatever. The
fourth half turned, and then jammed.
I could not even get it out again.

“What’s wrong?”  whispered Sir
Montie,
“It’s turned the wards half over, and
then jammed,” I said. “The best thing
we can do is to force it the rest of the
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way—if such 2 Lhmg ls possible.  We'll
have a shot, anyho

I took one of me other keys, and
shpped it through the hole of the key
already in the lock. With this leverage
I was able to put more pressure on the
key. It bent slightly in my hand; then
something grated harshly, and a snap
sounded. The key had broken in the
lock.

the door swung open when I

turned the handle.
7 1T murmured “It’s busted
the Iock—but; that doesn’t matter a toss.
I hope we've come to the right
number{»

As a matter of fact, I was rather
doubtful. There had been no sound
from within the attic, and it was almost,
certain that Handforth & Co, were
awake—for they were without blankets,
and wore nothing but pyjamas. It was
bardly possible that they had dropped
off to sleep under such cold conditions.

I took the torch from Watson, opened
the door, and peered in, flashing the
beam across the floor of the attic,
Then I uttered a low whistle, and
stared in considerable astonishment.

“Well, my only hat!” I exclaimed.

“What's the matter, old boy?” asked
Sir Montie:

“Look "

We all entered the room, and Tommy
and Montie stared, too, when they saw
what had caused me such surprise. In
the far corner of the atfic was some-
thing which looked like a big bundle of
blankets, at first sight.

Then three heads were visible. And
it was then obvious that Handforth and
Church and McClure were sleeping
soundly and warmly, covered with quite
a respectable quantity of large blankets,

“The Head had pity on 'em, after
all, then,” I murmured. “I didn't think
he was such a merciful sort of chap.
You stay by the door, Tommy, and give
us the tip if you hear any suspicious
sound.”

Sir Montle and I advauced, and a
moment later we were shaking them.
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Church and McClure were the first to
awaken, and they blinked up at me in
bewilderment,

“Hallo! ~Who's that?” mumbled
Church. “What the dickens—I say!
Where are we? Oh, yes! In that giddy
al

“Atb!c!” said McClure dully, “I—

= Wuke up, my sons,” 1 broxe in softly.
“Give Handy a punch, an

“Dop't talk so much > growled Hand-
forth, turning over. “Why the dlckens
can’t you chaps keep quiet—— Hallo
What the thunder—well, I'm blowed!”

Handforth sat up, and it was some
moments before e and his chums were
thoroughly awake. Then they- remem-
bered that they had been placed in the
attic by Mr. Martin.

“He said you were to stop here with-
out any blankets,” I remarked. “Where
did you get these from?”

“They dropped from the -ceiling,”
said Church,

WERp

“They dropped, you know—down
from that trap door—-

“1 didn't ask you to be funny” I
broke in.

“Ib’s mxe. you ass,” said Handforth.
“We hadn’t been here ten minutes
hefore a pile of bhmkcts dropped on ta-
us. D:d you

1

”I thought as much,” said Hand-
forth. “I wouldn't ming betting a quid
it was Mr. Wrott! He’s not such a bad
chap as we thought—and he must have
crept up into the other attic, got
through the trap daar, and piled these
blankets down on to us, We should
have frozen without them,”

“Well, we needn’t go into that now,”

I interrupted. “We're in a burry. The
Remove has revolted, and we're in the
middle of a karring-out.”

“A—e, which?” gasped Handforth.

*“A puhellion!”

“Ms hat!” said Church,

“Thy revolt is in full swing,” I sal@.
“We thought you chaps would like to
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be in with us—that’s why we've risked
everything to come here and rescue you.
The Remove is determined to fight
against the Head's tyranny, and the
battle will be commencing in an hour
or two.

Han

“Game!” he roared.
best thing you could have done!
with you to the last breath!”

“You needn't yelll” I said wamingly

“But it’s worth yelling about,”
Handforth, “As & matter of fact, I
thought of a barring-out myself, but I
wasn’t sure about the rest of you. And
you always seem to look upon my ideas
as potty.”

“That's because they generally are
potty,” I said briskly. “Well, come on

—don't waste any more time here. We
should look a bit sick if we were pulled
up before we got back to our strong-
hcld.”

Handforth & Co. lost no time in fol-
lowing us. We succeeded in getting
through the barricade without causing
=iy alarm. The chums of Study D were
dumbfounded when Lhey saw the
preparations we had made.

“It was jolly good of you to fetch us
out of that attic,” said McClure warmly.
“It's worth a term’s pocket money to
be in an affair like this. What's the
time? When will the fun begin?”

“Yowd better get that idea out of
your head at once,” I said sharply.
“There won’t be any fun, McClure.
This is a very serious business.”

McClure grinned.

“Well, the Head can’t sack the lot
of us—and as long as we stick together
we shall be all serene,” he said. “Per-
sonally, I'm as keen as mustard on this
b!nsixlxess, and it's & certainty that we
shal!

red.
“Why, it's the
We're

d Pitt rushed up.

1» he exclaimed. “The alarm
will be ~wen in two minutes!”

“By jingo!”

“Warren's up—-he’s in the Triangle,”
said Pitt. “And, what’s more, he’s hav-
ing & ook atb the barricaded windows!"

k&l

I hurried to one of the dormifory

windows, with several fellows ab my
heels. The lower sash was alre: up,
and I leaned out curiously. The dormL
tory was in darkness, except for a single
candle,
It was still dark out in the open, of
course, But the gleam of a lantern
showed near the Ancient House wall
And we saw the portly figure of Warren,
the school porter. Warren was about to
commence his early morning duties.

But he had been attracted by the fact
that something was wrong with the
lower windows. And he was holding his
lantern up close to the glass. and star-
ing at the boards which werv screwed
across

My heye!” we heard him mutter.
“What'’s the meanin’ of these 'ere?”

One of the juniors gave a slight cough
and Warren’s gaze turned upwards. He
stared at the dormitory window in real
amazement, and took a step or twa
backwards.

“My heye!” he ejaculated. “If some
o' them young rips ain’t awake! I
reckon a miracle must have ‘appened.”

“Cheerio, Warren, old bean!” said
Pitt lightly. “How goes it? How do
you like getting out of your snug little
bed al. this hour of the morning?”

Warren gasped.

“Which I don’t understand, young
gent,” he said. “You ain't supposed to
be up yet! The risin-bell don't ring
yet—not for another hower! And
what's the meanin’ o' these ‘ere boards

“you'd better get about your busi-
ness, old sou, and leave us to ourselves,”
I broke in. “There’s nothing for you
to worry about, anyhow. You'll find out
the truth soon enough.”

Warren shook his head, and moved
off muttering to himself. He evidently
dign't like the look of things, and as
ne vanished round the angle of the
building I turned to the juniors who
were crowding round me.

“We'd better look slippy now,” I said.
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“The trouble will begin in less than half
an hour, unless I'm greatly mistaken.

.To your action stations, my merry
rebelsl”
CHAPTER 20.
Befying the Tyrant!
LANG—clang!
‘ The rising-bell rang out with
an extraordinary amount of noise.

It seemed so to us, at all events. It was
because we were all awake, listening for
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stared at the barricade in sheer
astonishment.

- I was on the other side of it, with a
number of supporters—for I was pretty
sure that we should have our first inter-
view with the Head at this spot. The
barricade was provided with a number
of holes and slits, through which we
could see quite easily. Wilson continued

to stare.
“What the deuce—" he began.
Then ,he broke off, and moved for-
ward, his intention being to cxamine
ion at closer quarters. It

it. Contrary to my a , there
had been no alarm su far.

the
was certainly surprising to find a mass
of and bedding pﬂcd up in

Warren had
that our early rising was none of his
business; or he had thought it wiser not
to report matters to the headmaster.
Warren had a great respect for Mr.
Howard Martin. He was also anxious
to keep his post as porter at St, Frank’s.
He apparently considered that it would
be better for him to know nothing about
the affair,

“We shan’t be long now, anyhow,” I
said. “The other chaps will be getting
up—the Third and the Fifth. As soon
as they come into the corridor theyll
see the barricade, and then there’ll be
a terrific noise. y hat! Won't there
be a plle or exmtemem before long!”

“Rath

“And s\ “pile of trouble, too,” said
‘Watson bluntly.

1 took good care that all our positions
were gusrded. The Remove was dis-
tributed evenly; so many fellows at each
barricade. It would be impossible for
the 0 break through unless he
an enormous force against us.
certainly had no such force
at a momeunt’s notice,
uble commenced almost imme-
afterwards. Wilson, of the
smn came marching down the corridor
in his dressing-gown. He was up earlier
than usual, and he was on his way to
the path-room. It was daylight by now,
although the morning was bleak and
raw. Wilson paused as he was about
to turn inte the main corridor. He

available
Th

the passage, from wall to

“Good morning, Wusom” smd Hart
cheerfully.

“Well, said Wilson.
“Who's that behind there? What on
earth’s the meaning of this? What
have you kids besn up to? There’ll be
a row if the Head comes along and sees

I'm hanged!”

“Prepare yourself for some news,” I
interrupted calmly. “It will interest
you to know, Wilson, that the Remove
has gone on strike, The Remove is fed
up with Mr. Martin’s tyranny, and it’s
not going to stand any more of it!”

“You—you must be mad!” gasped the

prefect,

“ Noc at all—we're sensible!”

“Why, you young idiots! You'll be
e‘(‘peﬂed iﬁr this!” exclaimed Wilson
angrily. “Stop this nonsense at once,
and don't be such a set of young fools!
Yowd better clear away this stuff before
any of the masters come alongl”

“You're naturally astonished,” I said.
“But we've done thing thoroughly,
Wilson, and we're not giving in. We're
barring-out everybody from this section
of the building. We shan’t come ouf
until the Head agrees to all our
proposals.”

The prefect was at a loss for words.

“But—but you don’t realise what
youre doing,” he gasped, at last. “The
ringleaders will be sacked on the spot!
You can’t hove to defy the Head!
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Yowll be beaten within a couple of
hours. Take my advice, and chuck the
thing up now.”

“Too late,” I said grimly.
decided.”

Wilson continued to stare for a few
moments, and then mmched off.

“He's going to report,” I said. “We
shall have the Head here le'-m five
minutes now. Stick to your guns, and
be ready to defend the fortress. We
shall be in the thick of the fight before
iong.”

But it was not Mr. Martin who came.

Ten minutes had scarcely clapsed
before voices were heard, “and then
Wilson came into view, with Mr. Crowell
beside him. The master of the Remove
was only half-dressed, and his face was
grave and troubled.

“You must be mistaken, Wilson,” he
was saying. “I really cannot believe——
Good gracious! This—this is extra-
ordinary! Upon my soul!”

He surveyed the barricade blankly.

“Boys!” he shouteq, after a moment.
“Are you there? Nipper! Tregellis-
West! Pitt! Can you hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” shouted a dozen juniors.

“Remove this obstruction at once,”
shouted Mr, Crowell angrily. “How
dare you act in such an insane manner?
I cannot understand what has possessed

“We've

“I don’t want to offend you, sir, but
we can’t obey your orders,” I said
quietly.

“What!

“We've no quarrel with you, sir, bué
we must defy your orders,” I went on.
“We're only up against the Head, sir,
and I want you to understand at once
that we're still loyal to you. You've
been a brick, sir, and we all respect
youl»

“Yes, rather.”
:“Thrxé‘h(?h%l‘s for Mr. Crowell!”

“Silence!” shouted Mr. Crowell. “I
~I cannot allow this! It is preposterous
for you Lo say that you respect me when
you act in this outrageous manner.

You have evidently taken leave of your
senses, and I may say at once that the
ringleaders will be punished with the
utmosi severity. Do you realise that
:«ou are setting all authority at defiance?

t is disgraceful—outrageousi™

“Our very object in barring-out is to
set the Head's authority at defiance,
sir,” I said. “He’s a bully and a tyrant,
and we wouldn't be British boys if we
submxtted to his brutal methods!”

ear!”

- We’u stick to our guns until we
win!

“Hm’rahl”

“Down with the tyrant!™

Mr. Crowell fairly turned pale.

“Dear me!l” he exclaimed helplessiy.
“I—I'm at a loss, What can we do,
Wilson? The foolish boys are evidently
determined.

“ Well, su‘, the kids have made it
plain that they’re hot up agamst you,
but only against the ead,” said
Wilson. “And, strictly spcakmg, the
Head's brought this on himself. I'm

not surprised—"

“Wilson, I am amazed that you
should talk in sucl manuer,” inter-
Jected Mr. Crowell sharply. “The head-

master may have been somewhat harsh,
but that is no excuse for these boys
to set all authority at defiance. Hum!
I—I really don’t know what to do.”

“Wed mueh rs.mer you went away,
sir,” shouted Pitt. “We don't want to
offend you in the least—we want to deal
with the Head—not with you, Our
quarrel is with him.”

“Very well, you shall deal with the
Head,” said Mr. Crowell, “But I warn
you at once that you will be dealt with
very drastically Take my advice, and
cease this nonsense forthwith. I will
do my utmost to keep the matter from
Mr. Martin's ears.”

“That’s jolly good of you, sir,” I said
earnestly. “But we've started on the
rebellion now, and we're going through
with it. Weve rebelled against Mr,
Martin—but that’s all.”

Mr. Crowell nodde

“Then I wnll leave it for Mr, Martin
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to deal with,” he said. ‘He has cer-
tainly brought this on himself, and—
Abem! Come, Wilson!”

They marched off, leaving everybody
excil

G meeu s all right,” I declared. “He
knows jolly well we're justified, but he
doesn't like to say so. I only hope that
he won't come here again. It's rotten
for us to dzsobey him—because he’s a

ood

Arter th'l?. the news got about rapidly.
Wilson told some other members of the
Sisth, and then the Fifth learned about
it, and the Third was soon in the know.
A crowd of fellows thronged the cor-
ridor beyond the barricade. They wer
curious and excited.

“I say, you young asses!” shouted
Chambers of the Fifth. “Ip’s like your
cheek to go out on strike—but I must
say that I'm with you, You have my
sympathy—and you’ll need more than
mine before long. I shan’t much care
to see half a dozen of you being packed
off home.”

“You won't see that!” shouted Hand-
forth. “We're out to win—and if you
had any pluck you'd come and join us.
Now, then, you chaps out there! Are
you going to stand the Head's tyranny,
or will you join us in our fight for

freedom:

“By gad" said Chambers. “The
young beggars mean it. We'll see how
they go on, and if they last out the day
we might consider joining in. We've
had enough of the Head—"

“Cave!™

Somebody gave the warning, and the
crowd vanished from the landing like
magic. Mr. Howard Martin came strid-
ing along. His hair was'wuffled, he was
obviously unwashed, and he was attired
in his dressing-gown. e Was
simply purple with fury as he surveyed
Lhe defences.

“Good heavens!” he snarled. “This
—this is astounding. They have dared
to defy me, Mr. Crowell—openly! It is
absolutely outrageous!”

“It is certainly serious,”
Crowell,

admitted Mr.
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“Boys!” thundered the Head. “I
will give you one minute to take these
obstructions away! One minute, re-
member. The ringleaders will be
publicly flogged, and every other boy
will be detained for the period of four

kst
“Ha, ha, ha!”

It, was a yell of defiance.

Upon my soul!” gasped the Heaq.
“Did—did you hear, Mr. Crowell?”

“I could sca.lcely do otherwise,” said

Mr Crawell,
dan’c want you to get angry,
sir,” T sno\xted “I may as well el you

that I'm the leader in this rebellion .

“Oh indeed!” snapped the Head, “1
am glad you have admitted that fact,
Nipper. A rebellion, eh? Very well!
I shall make an example of you by
administering a flogging and expellmg
you forthwith from the school

“We're all in it, sir!” shouted De
Valerie. Nlpper’s no more to blame
than we are. We stand or fall together
—and you can't sack the lot of us!”

‘“Silence!” thundered Mr. Martin,
“How dare you address me in that in-
solent fashion? I order you to surrender
immediately. If you dare to defy me
for one moment longer I will remove
you by force.”

“Its all very well to talk like that,
sir,” 1 said firmly. “But we happen
to'be in a position where we can talk
on equal terms with you. If you prove
yourself to be reasonable and just we
will obey your order, and we will sur-
render ap once. But you must listen to
our terms first.”

“Your—your terms?’ thundered the
Head.

“That's what I said, sir.”

“Your insolence is unparalleled!”
stormed Mr, Martin. “You infernal
young hound! You shall pay dele
for this impertinence! Do you tl
for one moment that I will consent to
listen to terms from a pack of rebellious
young dogs—-"

“¥ou won't improve matters by abus-
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ing us, sir,” I interrupted. “All we
want is jusfice. We want our liberties
restored—we want the school to be run
as it was run by Dr, Stafford. And
nobody in the Remove is to be punished
for this rebellion. We don’t deserve
punishment, because we have only
rebelled against a tyranny which it was
impossible to bear. That’s the plain
truth, sir, and I don’t mind saying it.
Give us back our liberties, and we'll
surrender at once.’

The Head laughed harshly.

“Never, in the whole course of
experience, have 1 heard such astound-
ing insolence,” he shouted. “Once
again I order you to submit. If you ' do
not do so I will take such stcps that will
compel you to give in. Do not imagine
for one moment that this insane rebel-
lion can continue.”

“We're not giving in, sir.”

“Never!”

“We're oub for liberty and justice!™

“Hurrah!’

“Down with bullyi.ng"‘

“Down with t;

‘The noise was cons\derable, and for a
time the Head roared and raved at us
in vain. When he made himself heard
he was shouting in the same strain as
before. He might as well have saved
his breath, for we took no notice of him.

“I will wait till you have calmed
yourselves!” he bellowed. “I will give
you thirty minutes, and not a second
longer. In half an hour I will come
back, and if these obstructions are not
removed, I will take measures to remove
them by force. Take care how you defy
m

He turned on his heels and strode

way, He was followed by a yell
dens\on and a storm of h)sses broke
out. The Removites were reckless now.
The vebellion had started in real
earnest, and the juniors didn’t care
what happened,

“‘Well, we're in for it now,” said Owen
major, taking a deep breath. “By
jingo! There’s going to be plenty of
excitement before long. He is going
take the defences by force, eh?”

kel

“Not while we've got any strength!”
I said grimly.

“Begad! We shall have to hold the
fort at all costs, you know—we shall,
rezlly!” said Sir Montie. “It's going
to be a frightfully excitin’ fight!”

And  TregellisWest was probably
right.

CHAPTER 21.

A Pian of Action!
“ QY OMETHING must be done, Mr.
Wrott — something  swift and
drastic,” declared the Head, pac-
mg his study with agitated strides.
“This—this rebellion is altogether start-

ling—it is unprecedented!”

Mr. Simpson Wrott nodded.

“The boys are excited, sir,” he agreed.
“It is a shocking affair. It is all the
worse because there is no visible solu-
tion to the problems, The Remove have
the upper

“What?” roared the Head,
msahe Mr., Wrott?”

“Ahem! I—I am sorry if my words
offend you, sir,” said Mr. Wrott apolo-
getically. “I really wish to convey my
opinion. How is it possible for us to
make the young dogs surrender?”

“I will force them——"

“But they have barred themselves
nto & most secure portion of the
school,” said Mr. Wrott softly. “Do you
realisc that, sir? They have beds, food
—and, in fact, everything necessary for
a long siege. They will be able to beat
off any ordinary attack. I fail to see
how ‘we can cope with the disgraceful
situation.”

“You are a fool, Mr, Wrott!” raved
the Head.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Wrott meekly.

“You had better say no more!”
romed Mr Martin,

nd—-7

“Are you

# Dou’t keep on saying ¢ Yes, sir,” and
“No, sir, ¢ an Infernal parrot!”
shouted the Head severely. “This re-

bemon is utterly preposterous, and th\.
boys will not dare to defy me for long
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Where is Mr. Stockdale? Where is Mr.
Crowell? - Where is Mr. Pagett? Why
don’t the fools come?”

Mr. Wrott thought it wiser to say
nothing, The Head had called a meet-
ing of masters in the study, and Mr.
Wrott only arrived so far. Mr.
Marlin would have been considerably
astonished if he could have known that
the sour-looki “Mr. Wrott” was
none other than Nelson Lee.

Lee was not surprised at the action
the Remove had taken. He had prob-
ably anticipated something of the sort
—for he knew that the juniors would
not submit to an intolerable tyranny
for long.

His policy, however, was to be
“down” on the rebellion. He affected
to share the Head’s views, and his con-
demnation of e boys was violent.
But Lee secretly admired the Remove
for, its pluck.

“Ah!  You to
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always severe. But I do not sce the
Justice in being harsh and cruel with
the boys on all occasions.”

‘‘You are quite right, Mr, Crowell,”
declared Mr. Stockdale. “That, in
fact, s the cause of the whole busi-

“What!” snapped the Head. “What
did you say, Mr. Stockdale?”

“The boys have revolted solely on

account of the harshness and injustice
meted out to them since your appoini-
ment to the headmastership, sir,” said
Mr. Stockdale boldly. “I am not
afraid of telling you to your face that
thc ;}umms have been treated abomin-

Mr Martin clutched at his desk.

“Upon my soul!” he gasped. “How
—how dare you, sir? A few more wcrds
from you, sir, and you will be dis-
missed as summarily as Lee was_dis-
missed! I will have no nonsense from

come, then'” snapped the Head.

Mr, Stockdale entered the study, fol-
lowed by Mr. Pagett, Mr. Crowell, Mr.
Slmchﬁe, and two other masters.

I do not understand, sir,” said the
Housemaster of the llege House,
"You requested me to attend here—""

“That is enough, Mr. Stockdale,”
snepped the Head. I do not wish to
argue. We are faced with an appalling
situation. Do you realise that the
move has actually defied all authority?
Do you realise that the Remove has
defied me to my face? Are you aware
of these facts?”

“The whole school is aware of them,”
said Mr. Stockdale.

“I am inclined to believe that you,
Mr. Crowell, are partially responsible
for this astounding rebellion?” con-
tinued the Head harshly.

My. Crowell started.

"I, sir?” he exclaimed. “Really, I

“ You have treated the boys too, casily
—too softly,” said the Head. “They
require firmer control-—-'
ree, sir,” said Mr. Crowell
hen it is necessary, I am

my

Mr. Stockda.les eyes flashed.

“It is quite possible that I shall not
wait to be dismissed, Mr. Martin,” he
said angrily. “And let me tell you
this. If I go from this school, every
other master will leave with me!”

“Hear, hear!” murmured Mr,
Crowell.

“We will cortainly support you, Mr.

Stockdale,” said Pagett warmly.
The Head choked back something,

and his lips twitched nervously. He

probably realised thah he \"ou!d be

wiser to moderate his

be in a sorry plight 1ndeed iI nll (:he

masters walked out in a bedy.

“We—~we will say no more on_ the
subject,” he said thickly. “I have
called you together, gentlemen, to dis-
cuss this—this appalling situation. The
Ancient House section of the Remove
Form has appropriated the west wing
of the building, and the boys are defy-
ing all authority.”

“The position is grave, sir,” said Mr.
Pagett. “I must be allowed to men-
tion that no such situation ever arose
while Dr. Stafford ruled. It therefore
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Seemas obvious that ihe boys are ob-
Jecting to your administration—-"

“Enough, sir!” snarled the Head. “I
will show taese young brutes that it
will not pay them to revolt against me
—me, their headmaster! I have for-
mulated new rules, and the boys will ad-
here to them.”

“Ahem! They scem to be doing the
opposite just now,” murmured Nelson

e.

“Perhaps so, Mr. Wrott—perhaps
so!” barkeo the Head. “They will not
resist much longer, however,
to break their mutinous spirit with an
iron hand. And the ringleaders Sh&ll
be sent from the school in disgrace.”

Mr, Stockdale shook his head.

“I cannob say that I enﬂrely Bgree
with such & proposition, s
“No doubt the boys are wﬂful imd
should be punished. But seeing that

rtain amount of justi-

ﬁumon, : 4 should seriously conslder
meeting them to a certain degree—-"

“Mecling them!” shouted the Head
savagely. “Good heavens! Are you
iggaesnug that I should patley with

o1 am, sir,” said Mr. Stockdale,

“Then’ you must be insane—-"
“On the eonn-ary, T think I am most
sensible,”  sna Mr. Stockdale.
“Please let me te!l you, Mr, Martin,
that I am not in the habit of bemg

8L

thelr rebellion with astuteness. You
musc admit that,

is a dxfﬁcu\t problem—an ex-
tremely ticklish matter,” murmured
Nelson Lee, with an affected scowl.
“The wretched young dogs are ldugh—
mg at us, for we are power]ess————

Mr. Wrott

barked the Head. “We are very fﬂl
from powerless, I intend to take action
immediately. You will please call the
school together in Big Hall, gentlemen.
I intend t,o address the boys at once.
Lose no time

The or,her ‘masters were only too glad
to get out of the Head's study; they
were already exasperated beyond en-
durance. Mr. Martin’s overbearing at-
titude was quite unbearable.

If was not yet time for breakfast, the
hour, indeed, being quite early. Most
of the fellows were down, and group:
of juniors were gathered all over tha

‘Triangle, excitedly discussing the
astonishing situation.

Christine & Co.,, of the College
House, were particularly interested.
Bob Christine himself was addressing
an animated group of juniors, and his
spegch was not exactly an uninter-
rupted one.

“The question is, what shall we do?”
Christine was saying. e're mem-
bers of the Remove, don't forget, and
it’s up to us to take some action, e

with the cient FHouse

as insane;
am not prepared to put up with such
treatment from you. You asked me for

“ my opinion, and I declared that the

boys' demands should be met to a cer-
tam degree~—-'
“I positively refuse to even consider
such a proposal,” shouted Mr. Martin
violently. “They have defied me, and
never shall I agree to listen to a single
grievance. I have asked you all to
come here because I wish to find out
some means of driving the rebels from
their stronghold.”
am afraid we cannot do much In
that direction, sir,” said Mr. Pagett.
“The young rascals are in a peculiarly
secure position, They have organised

chaps, That's taken for
anted.

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Nipper!”

“He’s the chap to show the Head a
ching or two!”

“Rather!”

“And what we've got to do is to let
the rebels know that were supporting
them—morally, at all events,” went on
Christine. “Everybody must agree
that it was jolly plucky of Lhe bounders
to_start & barring-ouf

“Hear, hear!”

“If we had been placed in the same
position we might have done the same
{hing,” went on Christine. “Buf we

of course.
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havcnt goc the facilities in the Cal-
lege House.

“Besides, were a smaller crowd,”
said Talmadge, “We only represent
just over a third of the Remove, and
we wouldn't be strong enough to start
a rebellion. 1 think Wwe ought to go in
with the other chaps.

“Revolt, do you mean?”

“Yes1” ‘said Talmadge.

“But we can't do it, you ass!”

“Yes, we can,” said Talmadge ob-
%tmately “We can go in a body t
Nipper’s stronghold and ask for ad-
mittance. Dash it all, the Remove
might as well stand together in a case
of this sort. We're all in the swim.”

Christine shook his head,

“It’s a good idea, but the time isn’t
ripe for us to put it into execution,”
he said. “It wouldn't be wise for us
to take such a step now. Let’s see how
Nipper and his crowd get on first. If
they need supporc we'll rally round
and back them u;

“We ought to back them up at
once,”_declared Talmadge., *There’s
no sense in delay, Chnsty"’

“Yes, there is,” said Christine. “We
might be more useful outside. Sup-
posing those Ancient House cheps got
into a bit of a difficulty? Supposing
they want supphes of some kind?

ey might be able to give us the tip,
and we'll lend a hand. I tell you it 11
be better for us to wait awhile.”

“Perhaps you're right,” said Yorke.
"At Jthe same time, I should like to

"Now then, you kids!” exclaimed
Fenton, hurrying up. “You're wanted
in Big Hall—at once. Buzz in.”

“It's not time for prayers yet, Fen-
ton,” said Christine.

“¥You won’t have any prayers,” said
the prefect grimly. “The Head's going
‘0 make a speech, end you've got to
Jsten to lt %

“Oh,

“We' dont. wanc to hear the rotter

Enout !

#It's not a guestion of what you want
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—you've got to do it. "The Head’s in
a particularly nasty temper.”

The juniors thought it wiser to go
indoors, They were not rebels—yet,
and heavy punishment would follow
if they dared to disobey the head-
master’s order.

And, five minutes later, Big Hail was
crowded. The Remove ranks were ex-
fremely thin, for only a minor portion
of the boys were present. The rest
were occupying the west wing of the
Ancient House.

There was considerable talk in the
Big Hall, but the masters and prefects
did not atlempt to stop it, They were
partly in sympathy with the Remove,
and they considered that Mr. Martin
was going to work in quite the wrong
way. But it was useless to argue with
him, or offer af

The Head appeared on the raised
platform, and there was an immediate
hush. It was plain to see that he was
in a furious temper, for his brow was
black and his eyes glittering’ danger-
ously.

“Boys, there is no necessity for me
to go into any details regarding the
extremely serious situation which has
arisen,” he said harshly. “You arc all
aware of the fact that the major
portlon of the Remove Form (has had

audacity
themselves into the west wing of the
ncient House—-=" z

“Good luck to ’em!” shouted some-
body.

“Hear, hear”

“Good old Nipper!”

The Head danced and gesticulated.

“Silence!” he roared. “How—how
dare you interrupt me in this disgrace-
ful manner? Who uttered those re-
bellious words?”

Silence.

“Mr. Crowell, the voices came from
your section of the hall!” raved the
Head., “Who were the bhoys that
spoke?”

“I really cannot tell you, sir,” said
Mr. Crowell, although he probably
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knew. “Boys, you must not interrupt.
Be silent, please.”

“Do you expect the young dogs to
take notice of such talk?” shouted Mr.
Martin savagely. “The next boy who
interrupts will be flogged—-"

“Rats!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Get back to where you came from!”

Tt was impossible to detect the fel-
lows who gave voice to the calls. Two,
ab least, came from the ranks of the
Fifth. And the Head, pale with rage,
glared round him helplessly.

“I shall remember this disgrace-
ful scene!” be said thickly. It seems
that a wave of revolt is passing through
the school. It is the natural resull
of yea.rs of inefficient administration

e s the result of a week of tyranny,

“Sllence\” bellowed the Head. “My
patience is being tried beyond en-
durance! If there is one more inter-
ruption the whole school—the whole
school, remember~will be detained for
three half-holidays!”

The threat was effective; nobody

“I intend to stamp out this rebellious
$pirit  at onee, without a moment’s
delay,” went on Mr. Martin, after a
moment. “The Remove has broken
«#nto open revolt. The young hounds
have barred themselves into a section
of the building, and they refuse to
surrender.”

Still there was silence,

“X am determined to have no further

nonsense,” continued the Head.

have called you together here becnuse
I want you to thoroughly understand
that the rebels must not be supported
in any way. Any boy, senior or junior,
who openly sympathises with the mis-
gulded  band Vi be  instantly

punished.
“Youwll have to punish the whole
school, ;‘hen"'l yelled somebody.
“Ha,

'83

“We all sympauﬂse!"

“Rather!”

“Down with tyranny 1"

“Silence!” thundered the Head. "I
will prove to you that my words are
not idle! The whole school is detained
for the jnext three helf-holidays—"

« Sh

“We won’b be detalned!
volg!”

“Hear, hear!”

The Head fairly shook with anger.
But he realised that St. Frank’s, as a
whole, was in a dangemus mood. ‘The
majority of the boys were on the verge

of breaking out into rebellion—follow-
ing the example of the Remove. And
Mr. Martin hastily sought to relieve
the situation.

“If you will all be silent, I will
cancel that punishment,” he shouted.

“I am frmly determined to bring the
Remove to submission, and I realise
that the only argument to be used is
—force, The young rascals must
rauced out of thelr stronghold iorth-

We'll all re-

Whn by, sir?” asked Fenton, of the

“By the Sixth Form and Fifth
Form,” said the Head grimly.

“Oh!” said F

“I order me anh ‘and Sixth Forms
to proceed at once to the west wing of
the Ancient House,” continued the

Head. “You will attack the barricades
at all points; you will pull the obstruc-
tions down; you will drive the juniors
out. Go, a.nd obey my orders!”

The Fifth and Sixth looked at one
another uncertainly. Some of the
seniors were rather unsettled, but
others were determined. They shook
their heads, and remained in their
places. And the wobblers gained
courage, and stood their ground, |

Mr. Martin watched with growing
xmpauence

0 you hear me, boys?” he shouted.

L es, sir,” said Morrow.

“Then go at once——>"

“We're not ptepared to fight against
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the Remove fellows, sir—some of them
our own minors,” said Conroy major.
“We're at St. Frank’s for our educa-
Lion, not to settle your quarrels, sir,”

©Oh, good!™

“Hegr, hear!”

“Conroy mafor, I am amazed that
you should dare to address me in that
manner,” said the Head harshiy. “I
will deal with you later. For the
present, you will go with the remainder
of t}:le Sixth Form to the west wing

“Noi”

“We won't go!”

“We're rot domg your dirty work!”

“Rather

“ Good luck m the Remove!”

And the Fifth and Sixth, as thpugh
it had been pre-arranged, walked out of
Big Hall in a body. The Head raved
until he was purple—but it made no
difference.  The seniors had revolted
on their own account! ey were not
rebels in the same sense as the Remove
—but they refused to obey the Head's
orders.

Christine & Co, and the Third yelled
themselves hoarse. They streamed out
of the hall without waiting to be
missed. And Mr. Howard Martin, fa.nly
chokmu with helpless fury, roared in

The situation was decidedly acute.
et

CHAPTER 22,
The Plot!
L HREE cheers for the Sixth!”
“Hurrah!”
I “«Flip—hip——"
“Hurrah!”
® Now three cheers for the Fifth!”

Hip~hi)

“Hurnh' i

The noise was deafening. The rebels
let themselves go with a vengeance. It
wa$ just breakfast-time, and the news
had come through that the seniors had
refused to take any hand in the Head's
quarrel with the Remove,

“Jolly decent,” said Pitt enthusias-
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tically. “If the seniors had sided
against us we should have been in a
bad way. Good old Sixth! Good old
Fifth! They're with us!”

“I knew they would be,” I said.
“There’s no need for all this fuss, my
sons. We're backed by the whole
school, and if the Head isn't careful
he'll have every fellow in St. Frank’s
revoltin
w" Al t.he better if they do revolt,” said

"Of course,” I agreed.  “It would
bring the rotter to his knees in a
minute. But we can’t hope for {hat—
yet. The school hasn’t repelled. The
seniors have only declared their inten-
tion of remaining out of the fight.
We're safe for the time being—so we
can have some grub?™

Breakfast was a happy-go-lucky meal.
Only half of us could partake of the
food at one time, the other half remain-
ing on guard. Fatty Little was in his
element. He was the chief cook, hav~
ing appointed himself to that position.

His fat face was glowing with
pleasure, and his fat hands were very
acmve He had made a big batch of

ad, and it was served hot for brea.k~
fast, with plenty of butter.

The bread wasn't quite light, and
Handforth declared that it comamed a
few nails, tin-tacks, and other
ments, but it wené down all right. I‘atty
was certainly a good cook.

‘The coffee was quite up to the mark,
to judge by the requests for more. Little
himself had eaten until he could eat
no more—and that's saying quite a lot.
His capacity was tremendous.

“I don’t_mind if we go on_revolting

1l the giddy term,” he said happily.
‘”I‘hxs is the first time I've had enough
grub since I came to St. Frank’s! I
hope we shall go on with this game for
weeks and weeks and weeks!”

Ha, ha, hat”

“Ym afraid youll be disappointed,
Tutty,” I said. “This revolt won't last
much longer than three or four days. It
might_end within a few hours, in fact.
There’s no telling.”
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“Hours!” gﬁsped Little. “Great pan-
‘cakes! But—but it can’t end to-day,
Nipper! I'm going to cook dinner, and
—and all sorts of things! Ii the Head
agrees to our demands, make some more
dcmdnd 5

ha!”

“Th m wouldn't be playmg Lhe geme,
my infant,” I said. ecedn’t
look scared. I don’t sur\pose we shall
come {o a seltlement to-day. The Head’s
a hard nut to crack, and he won't give
in Lame] P

“He sn't so far, anyhow,” said
Handforth. “What can he do? Nothing
—absolutely nothing! Tl bet he had
a double-barrelled shock when he went
to that attic and found me missing!”

“What about us?” asked McClure.

“Oh, you!” said Handforth. “You
and Church don’t_count, was the
chief prisoner, and the Head must be
raving about losing mi

“Why should he 1me7" asked Hart,

“Why?” repeated Handforth. “Be-
causc‘ he knows that I'm a dangerous

hnp »

Well, rybody knows that,” said
Hart. "Smct y s})eakmg, you ought to
be in a padded cell—’

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You ass"’ howled Handforth. “I
mean I'm dangerous to the Head! T'm
one of the leaders of the rebellion, and
the Head knows his job's a lot more
difficult with me agai him1”

“Oh!” said Pitt. “That's a bit of
news, I'm always glad to learn some-
thing fresh. It's the first time I knew
you were a leader. I thought you could
only punch chaps’ noses—""

“Well, I can do that all right!” ex-
claxmed Handforth grimly.

"Yaroooh"’ roared Pith, holding his
nose. “You—you burbling ja,ckass-——“
“‘Peace, my sons, peace!” I Inter-
rupted. “We don’t want any guarrel-
hng in the ranks. If you're not careful,
;Iandy, you’u be committed to three
ours’ C.B

ha,
B The niioc ought to have been left in
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that attic!” snapped Pitt, “Supposing
we send him to the Head with a formal
hote, explaining our terms? Handforth
is a greab chap for bearding lions in
thur den
“Im g'lme " said Handforth.

“‘Good!” said Pitt. _ “Get the note
ready, Nipper. Once Handy goes with
it, he'li never get back!®

“Christine’s at the kitchen window,”
callecl ‘Watson, from the end of the pas-
“He’s with a whole crowd of

We went to_the kitchen window to
investigate. Behind_ the barricading
boards, Christine & Co. were standing
in & crowd. They were shouting words
of encouragement, and some of the fel-
lows were asking to be admitted.

“we want to Join youw,”
Clapson.

“We're all in the Remove,” said Old-
feld. “Our place is with you in there.”

“Jolly good of you” I replied,
mmuo}\ the boards.. “But weTe quite

. Take my advice, and
stay out o( this as long as you can.
We're out for victory, but we may not
get it. The Head won’t play any games
with you, my sons—he'll be afraid to.
You stick tight, and wait. Youre more
useful to us out there, just at present.”

“That’s what I say,” declared
Christine.

“Then listen to your Tncle Chrlsty,
and take heed,” I s
telling how th.mgs'll go—and Lhe rebel-
lion’s only just started. It's my opinion
that we shall have a bng ﬁaht. Hallo!
Jesson’s poming this ws

“Rats to Jesson!”
tu

yelled

saxd Christine,

urning.
The prefect strode up grimly.
“ Clear away from here, you kids!” .

hé ordered. ‘“The Head’s ordered that
there is to be no fraternising with the
enemy-
“Go and ent cokel” said Yorke
politely.

“You young sweep—*
“Youre not one of our prefects,”
said Chuistine. “We don't take orders
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from you, Jesson. “I'd advise you to
mind your own business.”
‘The unpopular prefcct scowled.
“No cheek snapped.  “Mr.
Martin has invesced me with fuil powers
over all juniors, and you've gos to obey
my, orders. Clear off

J“We don't care anything for you,

“Rather not!”

Jesson shrugged his shoulders.

“All right—d o as you like,” he said
grimly. if the Head cdmes out
here and sees you, therell be a good
deal of trouble. So don’t say I haven't
warned you. It seems to me you re all
catching the rebelling spirit

And the prefect walked off h!Sskly.

‘There was not much to fear of Mr.
Martin coming on _the scene at that
moment, however. For Mr. Martin was
in his own study, talking eamestly with
Nelson Lee. The Head would not have
been talking earnestly with Nelson Lee
if he had known that gentleman’s real
character.

“It is apparent that force will not
be successful, Mr. Wrott,” said the
Headl, pacing his study agitatedly. “The
other boys will not only refuse to obey
my commands, but they are guite in
sympathy with the mutinous young
scoundrels who are now in possession of
the west wing. We must think of some-
thing else, Mr. Wrott—some subtle

scheme to make the boys give in.”

ctly, sir—exactly,” he said, Tub-
bing his hands together. “The infernal
young brats have defied you in the most
disgraceful manner, and 1t is time that
Something drastic was decided upon.
But I must confess myself at a loss,
I am unable to suggest any plan—"

“I have a plan,” interrupted the
Head grimly. "I will go to the boys
and listen to their demands. Such a
thing is totally against my principles,
but something must be done. And, al-
though I shall pretend to consider the
young da’s' pl‘ox)o<als, I shall be really
tricking th

“How, sxrﬂ" asked Lee interestedly.

THE TYRANT HEAD!

“How?” sald the Head. “I will
make them a promise. I will tell them
that if they give in quietly there will
be no punishments, and negotiations will
be started regarding the various de-
mands. The boys will give in—and then
we shall have them absolutely at our
mercy.”

But your promise—-"

“B; I am not concerned over
that,” sxmpped Head. “A promise
to such rebels is not valid. I am fully
justified in going to any extreme in
order to bring about the finish of this
rebellion.”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“Quite 5o, sir—qguite $0,” he agreed.
“H'm! Highly amusing! The scamps
will receive a somewhat unpleasant, sur-
prise after they have removed their
barricade. An excellent idea, sir.”

The Head nodde

“I thought you would agree ln thab
respect, Mr. Wrott,” he said. nce
the boys are under my contro! agam
they will receive drastic punishment—
and Nipper and several other ring-
leaders will be expelled on the spot.”

< Good” murmured Mr. Wrott.
“Sp‘endxd sirt”

“I shall visit the upper curﬂdorA
now, at once,” went on Hezd.

e

“Perhaps you nw better not come with
me, Mr. ontb—l mtend to meet the
boys. in _a huml] t, as it were,
They will think f,ha(; vicwry is theirs.”

Mr. Wrott chuckled again, and the
two men passed out of the stu
gether. The Head made his way up—
stairs, but Nelson Lee did not accom-
pany him. He went bnskly along the
passages until he arrived at the west
wing of the Ancient House—on the
ground fiool

He han:ed when he arrived at the
barricade across the passage. The Head,
at the same moment, was &t the upper
barricade.

Nelson Lee heard exclited voices as he

Here’s old Rotten

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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4 (;wc him a groan!”

ilence, you young brets!” roared
Ne‘<on Lee. “How dare you treat me
with disrespect—"

“Dry up, you fcllows,” sald Hand-
forth. “Mr. Wrott’s all right in the
matn. The first chap who groans will
get my fist on his nose!

“I am pratified, Handforth, to find
(hat you are Somewhat discerning,”
said Lee. “But let me tell you that I
will stand no nonsense. And you will be
well eyadvised to stick to your gums.

emi”

“ What, sir?”

“To surrender!” barked Mr. Wrott.
“Listen to no promises, and do not
heed soft words. Harsh words are the
only kind that you require. Mr. M'\.r-
tin is now addressing your leaders in
the upper corridor—and his words \vm
be of the utmost importance. Do not
forget Mr. Martin’s character, and plan
your actions accordingly. You must
realise that your position is serious, and
youre in a tight corner. The im-
pu&i‘fx\ce of your procedure is appalling!

And Nelson Lee, with a snort, mmed
on his heel and strode away. He
already observed that Sir Montie Tre-
gellis-West had removed his cye-glass
and was polishing it—a sure sign that
Sir Montie was thinkin:

‘“‘Begad!” exc}mmed me swell of the
Ancient House. u hear what
Mr. Wrott said, dear felluws') His
words were remarkable—they were,
really.”

55 ’(Ii{e talkked a lot of rot,” said Hub-

“But pray consider, old boy,” said
Sir Montie. “Do not heed soft words,
and do not listen to any promises! Be-
gad! I really think I'd better hurry
upstairs an’ see what is doin’t”

‘Tregellis-West lost no time, but went
up the little back stairway to the upper
corridor, where he found a large crowd
of excited juniors gathered near the
barricade. On the other side, Mr. Mar-
tin was talking.

I have realised, boys, that you have
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the upper hand,” the Head wab saying
in mild tones. “The position is quite
intolerable, and I cannot allow it to
continue for a moment longer. I want
you all to surrender—"

“Never, sir!”

“We'rz out for vietory!”

“And you will receive victory—since
you are so determined upon it,” said
the Head from the other side of the
barricade. “If you will come quietly
out now, no single boy will be punished.
Furthermore, your demands will
listened to reasonably and sympathetic-

“0

“That's different, sir!”

“You say that. nobody will be pun-
ished, sir?” I 'asked grimly. “You
promise that the rebelhon wm be come
pletely overlooked?”

“Yes, Nipper, that is 80,” replied Mr.
Martin grimly. “I have decided to be
absolutely lenient. And, what is more
to the point, when you have all re-
sumed your normal duties, I will meef
2 deputation of the Remove, and Will
discuss all the grievances with a view
to seftling them forthwith.”

“But will you promise to settle them,

I

sir?” I asked.
“ Yes, Nipper, I will—most decided.y,”
said the Head. “You have gained

your victory—completely and  ab-
solute]y What is your answer?”

“well, sir, 1 think we’ll just haye a
minute’s consultation,” I said. “We
realise that you, have made a big con-
cession, and—

“Just a minute, old boy!”

Sir Montie was tugging at my sleeve.

“What's up?” I asked.

“Pray listen for a moment,” whis.
pered Tregellis-West. “I urge you not

ake any notice of Mr. Martin’s
Dpromises.”

“Oh, that’s a bit thick, Montie,” I
protested. “Even the Head wouldn't
be such a dishonourable rotter as to
make prormsca and break them as soon
as we've given in. He daren’t do such
a thing.”
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“I am quite sure that he means to
frick us,” said Sir Montie. “Listen

And he briefly explained how “\Ir.
Wrott * had hinted at the Head's in-
tentiens—how he had told the fellows
10 pay no heed to soft words. I listened
grimly, and when Montie had done I
knew the truth.

“There’s no getting away from the
fact, Mr. Wrott is on our side,” I de-
clared. “He knew the Head's game,
and he went down there nnd gave you
fellows a word of wa
Mr. Wrott!”

“But what shall we do?” asked Pitt
quickly.

“Listen--and youwll hear,” I replied,
in a grim volce.

I reu.med to che barricade, feeling

ad had resorted to a
chrtv desplcsble tx"ck—-if Mr. 'Wrotts
warning was to be believed. And I
would sonn seme the question definitely.

“Well?” said the Head sharply.

“Before the Remove swrrenders, sir,
we want your assurance that nobody
will be punished, and that all our de-
mands will be met,” I said. “We want

“I have already made those promises,
Nipper,” snapped Mr. Mar

“Yes, sir, by word of mouth” I re-
plied. “We want you to set down those
terms in writing.  We want your pro-
mise in black and white. As soon as we
receive n, we will surrender.”

Head turned red with rage.
“Infernal impudence!” he roared.
“I will not write a line, confound you!

Is my word not sufficient

“I'm afraid we cannot accepL it, sir.”

“You dog' » bellowed the Head.

“Are you ing to suggest that I
should make a promlse I have no inten-
tion of fulfillin;

“I suggest, su‘ that if you seriously
iotend to fulfil it, you will not object | h:
to setting it down iting,” I r
plied quietly. “We only require it as a
safeguard, and we shall certainly refuse
to give in until we get that written

0.

Thf‘ Head nearly choked.

THE TYRANT HEAD!

“I will not write a line—never!” he
raved. “You have my promise by word
of mouth, and it is sufficient. No boy
will be punishied, and your demands

will be met Now, what is your
wer?”

“We stand firm, sir,” I repliea

curtly.

“What?”

“We Temain as we are now—rebels,”

I rephed “ Good-morning, sir!
Hurrah
“Long hve the revolution!”
“Hurrah!

And the headmﬂster, fairly gnashing
his tecth with rage, stood helplessly
by while the Remove roared its
approval of my decision. &

Mr. Martin’s trick had failed!

CHAPTER 23,
An Intaresting Discoveryl
IGHT had arrived, and the posi-
tion w’\s unchanged
The Remove had calmed down
somewhat since morning, but it was
just as determined to carry on the re-
bellion until final victory was gaine
The Head’s very attitude proved that
his promise had been hollow and
treacherous.

Since that interview, Mr. Howard
Martin had not shown himself, And we
were all quite certain that Mr. Wrott
was the cause of the failure. He had
given us the tip in the most obvious
manner, and we were grateful to him.

But Mr. Wrott, too, kept out of the
way. We bad not seen anything of him
since the morning, and everything had
been quiet—except, of course, for
various demonstrations on the part of
the other fellows, out in the Triangle.

The west wing of the Anclent House

24 been placed out of bounds, and
nobody was allowed anywhere near it.
But this did not prevent some daring
spirits from venturing to the barricaded
windows, in order to whisper words of
support and sympathy.

It was now nwht——a‘ter 10 pm, in
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fact. The school had gone to bed, and
it cerfainly secmed that we were o be
left quite to oursclves. The Head was
in a quandary—he did not know what
t0 do, or which way to twmn.

The bulk of the rebels had seized the
opporturity of having a good, sound
sleep. Some of the fellows had heen in
bed since the morntng. These gob up in
the late evening, refreshed and brisk.
And the guards of the day took their
places in the beds. Everything, in fact,
was going swimmingly,

Sir Montie and I had managed to
obtain several hours’ sleep in the after-
noon. and evening, and now we were
quite alert. I was determined to be on
guard throughout the night—for, in my
opinion, it was the most dangerous

e Head means to strike, hell
strike during the quiet hours of the
“Fell do it while all
the rest of the school is asleep, and 1

nean to do a bit of scouting work al~

most, at onee.”

“Venture outside, do you mean?”
“Yes,” I said.
“I'm game, of course—I'm quite

willin' to take any old risk,” said Sir
Mattie. “But how do you propose to
get out, dear fellow? The Head might
ke watchin’, an’ it'll be dangerous to
Temove some of the barricades—"

“Exactly,” I agreed. “Were not
oing out that way.”
“Really, old boy, I fail to under-

stand,” said Tregellis-West. “We are
barricadeq everywhere, and it is impos-
sible to find an exif—-"
: “It's not impossible,” I interrupted.
“What has become of your raemory,
Montie? Dow't  you recollect that
Secret stairway leading from the cld
tower down to the very basement?”
“Begad!”
Sir Montie gazed at me in wonder,
“But, old oy, you're guite wronz,”
he went on. “You have overlod!
the fact that the tower is not situated

in this wing——
“I haven't overlooked it” I inter-
tupled. “The exit, down in the base-

ment, is situated on the other side of
the barricade—that is, outside our own
domain. So, if we get in that stair-
way, we shall emerge in the enemy’s
country.”

Sir Montie scratched his head.

“But the tower,” he began, “I
can’t see—-"
“Oh, I'd better explain,” I inter-

rupted. “The farther exit (o the stair-
way is in the tower itself—but there’s
another exit—a doorway—in the dor-
mitory corridor. All we've got ta do is
to slip in, and steal down the stairs.”

“‘Oh, good!” said Sir Montie. “T cer-
tainly overlooked that fact, dear old
boy. But pray tell me why you are
thinkin’ about gettin’ out?”

“So that we can do some scouting,”
I replied. “I've got half an idea that
the Head means to attempt trickery to-
night. It’s just the thing he would do,
And we want to be absolutely on our
guard. I shall leave De Valerie in sole
charge while I'm away.”

I wasted no further time, but made
my preparations.

De Valerie had known nothing of the
secret, stairway, and he was greatly sur-
prised when he heard. But he was
also -enthusiastic regarding the ides,
and he urged me to be cautious.

“Don’t you worry, my son,” I said
briskly. “We shan’t allow ourselves to
be collared easily, We shall probably
be back within half an hour. Don't
tell the others, or they might get jaw-
ing.”

So, without further ado, we hurried
away. The secret panel was situated
nearly opposite the dormitory deorway,
and it was an easy matter for Montie .
and I to slip through into the narrow

passage.

We closed the panel, and I switched
on my electric torch. The place was
stuffy and dusty, and I grinned as I
ncticed Sir Montie’s rueful expression,
His jacket was already smothered with

grime.
“That's all right, Montie,” I grinned.
“IC brush off.” .
“This suit will be utterly ruined by
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the time I get back,” said Tregellis-
West. “Never mind. I am the last

fellow in the world to grumble.”

“Well, take my advice, and talk as
little as possible,” I said. “These
panels aren’t very thick, and we don’t
want anybody to hear our sweet voices.
We're on a risky expedition, so we

ust be careful.”

Dear fellow, I quite agree.”

We proceeded down. the narTow
stairs slowly. They were steep and
treacherous, and a fall would have had

stairway, and stood in the basement.
This door opened out into the foot of
the passage beyond our barricade. S0
We were able to get out of our fortress
n s;uet without Temoving a single

We found the passage in darknmess.
A window was just near by, and this
was not barred or fastened. It was
que an easy matter for us to slip out
like a pair of shadows into the lesser
gloom of the Triangle.

Everything was quite still and silent
—except for the gentle rustling of the
¢hill December wind in the branches of
the old chestnuts. The place seemed
to be deserted and forlorn.

“Not a soul about,” whispered Sir
Montie.

“There’s no Lemng " I replied. “We
must move cautiously.

“Lead the way,
with yow.”

We went all round the Triangle,
round the Head's garden, and, in fact,
made 2 detour round the school. Buf
we did not see a sign of anything sus-
picious, and were at last forced to the

dea: fellow. I'm

conclusion  that everything  was
ncbuauv qu‘.et If any atfack was to
come, it would be from within the
school.

And so, at last, we returned.

‘e got back into the passage withe
out incident, and quietly stole into the
secret stairway. Our intention was to
return to the dormitory passage with-
out delay.

THE TYRANT HEAD! .

“Well, we've had a scout round, and
we've drawn blank,” I said. “It doesn’t
matter so much—in fact, it's all the
better. It shows that Lhen-‘i not much
possibility of our, being disturbed be-
fore the morning.

“It's really rema)'ks\ble~“ Sir
Montie paused, and Kkicked against a
projection_in the wall, sbout a foot
from the floor.

“Pray throw your light here, old
boy,” he said.

“What have you found?” I asked
curiously.

We examined the spot, and it seemed
to us that the stonework was not guite
S0 even at that point. Before the stair-
way actually commenced there was a
short, narrow passage. One wall con-
slsted of panellmg, and the other of

brick: Montie and I were
gxent}y mtelested.

‘“There seems to be something Jbn-
usual s,bout this spot, certainl; 3
agreed. “That chunk of bricks seems
to be out of place, somehow. And yet
lsb looks solid enough, Montie—— Great

cott

“Begadl”

I had pressed on the projecting brick
with considerable force, and, to the sur-
prise of both of us, a square section of
the wall moved back, revealing a dark,
earthy-smelling cavity.

“What-ho!” I murmured. “This is
interesting, my son. There's no end to
these surprises. This is probably

another tunnel, leading in quite a Qif-
ferent direction. I vote wa explore it
now, while we're on the job.

“I'm with you, dear boy.”

“This discovery might mean a lot ta
use,” I said. “This part of the school
used to be an abbey, or a castle, hun-
dreds of years ago. It's only natural
to suppose that the cellars are_honey-
combed with secret passages. But we
heedn’t discuss the ancient history of
St F nx‘ Let’s get busy.”

down, and led the way
through t,he opening, ﬂashmg my torch
before me. And I was not surprised to
find that a tunnel stz'etched before me

e
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—low, with rough, stone walls, and a
damp, earthen floor.

The air was far from being pure.
Mentie and I proceeded along the
tunnel curiously. We continued our
way for several hundred yards, and
there was no sign of any stoppage.

I judged that the end of the tunnel
was situated somewhere among the old
monastery ruins—for that was the
most reasonable assumption.

But I turned out to be wrong.

For, after proceeding for another
hundred yards, we came upon a
mouldy old door. It was literally
mouldy and mildewed, but the
mechanism seemed to be fairly well
preserve

It was some moments before I could
force back the bolts, but at last the
door creaked open, a.nd & wave of pure,
fresh air swept upon us. But we were
not in the open. We had emerged into
a low, stone building, in which was a
door lendmg out to a garden.

1 recognised the spot at once.

" “Well, I'm jiggered!” I murmured.
We've come out in that old stone
'summer-house, Montie. We're right in
a ct\))z;ner of the Head’s private gar-

e !
D‘ “Is that so!” exclaimed Sir Montie.
; ;ons i® most remarkable, dear old

®

“We seem to have had our trouble
for m)thing," I said. “There’s not
nuch tc gained by staying here,

Montie.”

5 Admitted!” murmured Tregellis-

fest. “I really think, dear boy, we'd
better retrace our steps—— Begad!”

at's the matter?”

“I—I heard something—a voice,”
whispered Montie.

We both \istened intently, and Montie
proved to be correct. For not one voice,
but two vomes were audible. And the

33

summer house yonder,” the Head was

“We shall be guite private

nhere, Briggs. Rather cold, perhaps,

but we cannot be too careful. I do not

wish to take you into the school itself—

for I:mns Which you will well under-
tand”

“Right you are, guv'nor,” sald the
other voice “Tve got the idea.

Sir Montie gripped my arm.

“The:, e comin’ here, old boy,” he

ures “What a really remark-
ahle piece of luck. Ifa thing happened
like this in a story I should say it was
ridiculous. Real life is always stranger
than fiction, begad!”

““It's a coincidence, that’s all,” I sald,
“We’ll nip back behind this doorway,
and stop there. We shall be able to
hear every ward that‘g spoken. We can
leave the door ajar.”

“But it’ll be !1sky——-—

“No, it won't,” I interrupted. “It's
as black as pitch in here, and they

START THE NEW YEAR WELL!
With These Great School Yarms.

THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY

Noe. 286, 287, 288,

“BILLY BUNTER GETS THE BOOT!”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

“TOM MERRY & C€O. DECLARE
WAR!”

By MARTIN CLlFFORD

“REBELS OF THE REMOVE!”
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKXS.

sound of footfalls
‘The vnicas grew
distin

And one of chem belonged to Mr.
Howard Martin

“We had bener sit down in the

em.
louder and more

THEY ARE ON SALE:’
THURSDAY, JANUARY 7th, 1937,
GIVE YOUR ORDER TO-DAY!



92

won’t dare to strike a hghb Stand still,
and don't even breathe.
“That’s rather a mn order, old fellow,
but I'll do my best,” said Montie,
We succeeded in getting back into the
tunnel without making any noise.
when the Head entered the
summer-house, accompanied by the
mysterious Mr. Briggs, Te  Was
nothing whatever to tell them that two
venturesome enemies were very close at

and.

“This is much better,” said the Head.
“Now,lock here, Briggs, I've brought
you here because I want to talk to you
quietly and seriously. To begin with,
your business with me is absolutely
private. I am paying you well, and
your men will be paid well. I do not
want any word of to~mght‘s happenings
to be spread abro:

“You can be easy on that point,
guv'nor,” said Mr. Briggs. “Me an’
my mates won't say a bloomin’' word.
Weve got money, and you've
promised to give us some more. So we
shan’t get gassin'. This business Is

vit, an’ we won't forget it. But I
don’t quite understand what the game
is exactly.”

“You'll understand in a moment, my
man,” satd Mr, Martin. “I've already
told you that a considerable number of
junior boys have rebelled against the
school authorities. the present
moment they are securely barred into
the west wing of the Ancient House.
’I‘hey intend to defy me until I give in

to their deands and that, of course,
will be never.”

“It wouldn’t do for you to give in to
the young varmints, sir,” said Mr.
Briggs. “Them young hounds need a
good thrashin’. Talkin’ am’c no use.”

“Thay’s why I have engaged you,
Briggs,” said the Head. “The matter is
veally very simple. You are to be here
with all your men at one-forty-five
exactly. And at two o'clock vou will
smash down the barricades which the
boys have set up. These rebeilious
youngsters are to be captured.”

“IP'I be easy, sir,” said Mr. Briggs.

THE TYRANT HEAD!

“Why, I've got twenty men at least—
all ready an’ willing. It'll be kid’s play
to get the upper 'and of a parcel of
cheeky schoolboys!”

“Don’t yeu be too sure, Briggs,” said *
the Head. “It won't be an easy task
but you will certainly succeed. The
boys have taken a great many pre-
cautions, but I have no doubt that we
shall catch them napping to-night.
And once the barricades are broken
down the rest will be easy.”

“Leave it to us, guvnor.
the trick.”

“The attack is to be a surprise one.
You must give the boys no warning of
your approach,” continued the Head.
“But I can give you further details
later on, Briggs. Where are your men
at the present time?”

= in the lane, sir.”

"Are they all gmd reliable men?”

“Well, I wouldn’t go so far as to call
’em reliable, sir, bul they’re Jusb the
blokes for this job,” said Mr. Briggs.
‘I got ’em togecher in Bannmgmn

ostly. Rough young chaps with no
wmk and willin’ to earn a half-quid 1'
e

Well you will bring them all to (:hek
Anclent House doorway at one-forty-
five,” said the Head. “‘I will have some ]
refreshments in readiness for you—=" ;

“Youwre the kind of gent a feller
don’t often meet,” said Mr. Briggs en-
thusiastically. “But I don't reckon we
shall have much trouble in routin’ out
them kids. They won't be able to lift a
finger agin us.”

The Head nodded.

“Well, my man, I think I have told
you all that is necessary at the
moment,” he said. “If possible, I want
this affair to be secret. I should like
even the school servants to be in ignor-
ance of it. So your main alm, when
you attack, i3 Lo be as quiet as possible.”

While speaking the pair were moving
out of the summer-house, and Montic
and I were hot able to catch Mr. Briggs’
reply. But we had heard mcre than
suflicient—and we were both tense with
excitement and satisfaction.

we'll do
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“Talk apout luck!” I breathed. “Did
you ever know such a stroke in your
life before? We came to thi
sheer chance, and the
ruffian walk in and let us hear all their
plans.”

“Dear fellow, we shall wake up scon
e shall, really,” said Sir Mom.le “It
is Loo good to ke actually tru

Luck bmem 1y favours the winning
side,” T exclaimed. “And this time
well teach the Head that his rotten
tricks won't pay him. Think of it,
Ifontle, think of ‘the depths to which
the Head has descended! He's hired a
gang of Bannington roughs to fight
against us! I never dreamed of such
a thing.

“It's fnghttully low down, old boy,”
agreed Montie.

“But we’ll beat the Head at his own
game,” I said grimly. “Now that we're
warned we can take precautions. And
when that attack begins we shall be
ready for,it!”

b CHAPTER 24,
A Narrow Escape!
OOD  fortune was undoubtedly
F- with us that night.
We had discovered the Head’
plans by a pure stroke of luck. But i
was _not exactly extraordinary; for lt
was only natural that the Head should
take his hired ruffan inte a quiet,
secluded spot, away from the school.
That Montie and I should have been in
the summer-house at such an opportune
moment, however, was remarkably for-
tunate.
“We'd better be gettma back, old
boy.” breathed Sir Mon
Look here,” I suid bnbkly. “I've
been thinking. We shall want ammuni-
tion of some kind.”

“Ammunition'i“
“Exactly,” I said. ‘There’s no sense
in letting the matter stand as it is.

We can’t fight this gang with our bare
fists—we should go under within five
minutes. There's going to be a battle
at two o’clock, and our only chance of
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winning is to have weapons that will
beat off the Head’s crowd.”

“But what kind of weapons?” asked
Sir Montie.

“I don’t know—the matter needs a
2ood deol of thinking about,” I said.
“Forwnately we've a good deal of time
at our disposal—mearly three hours, in
fact. And we can make active prepara-
tlons during that time. My suggestion
is this: you hurry back to the fort, and
give the warning to those feliows who
aIue awake. Don’t rouse the others until

come—->"
“B\\t aren’t you coming with me?”

“Dmr fellow, pray tell me what the
idea is?” said Montle,

“T'm going to venture out again—in
search of weapons and ammunition,”
I said grimly. “We've got to take
action now, and I might as well see
what I can do now I'm here. You go
in and give the warning, and I'll follow
in about half an hour.

“You are quite determmed on this?”

“Quite!”

“Then it’s no use said
Montie, with a sigh.
boy, I shall be frightfully anxst until
you come 1 don’t hke the idea of
your bein’ ou(: here alone.”

“That’s all right,” I said crisply.
“You buzz along.”

Sir Montie went without further pro-
test, and I Ieft the secret door shghtly
ajar, and stole away through
Head's garden. To tell the honest
truth, I was rather worried.

I knew very well that the Head was
set upon making a grim, determined
effort to finish the rebellion in one fell
5W00p, SO to speak. He meant to drive
us out of our fortress by sheer force.

e should need all our wits about
us to repel the attack. Our bare hands
would be useless—we should require
some kind of ammunition, And this,
in itself, was a problem.

‘We could not very well use anything
which would do the attackers bodily
harm. We should have to think of
something which would beat them off

ing,”
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harmlessly. And it was rather a knotty
point to tackle,

However, 1 thought it would be just
25 well to scout about in search of de-
fensive weapons. And I stole out of the
Head's garden at length, and made off
in the direction of the domestic out~
buildintgs.

Possibly I should ﬁnd something
there which would help

1 kept my eyes open “Ide, and my
ears were on the stretch, As far as 1
could judge I was quite alone, and I
had no fear of being captured.

I was just turning a corner of the
dark building when I heard a slight
sound behind me. I turned on the
instant. A big form was actually on
the point of springing at me as I
twisted round.

‘Great Scott!” I gasped.

I dodged, but I was a second too

A "hand clutched at my shoulder, and
the fingers closed tightly over my
Jacket. The next second I was yanked
round and held firm, with my hands
hehind my back. And I saw that my
captor was the Head himself!

“Hold still, you young brat!” snarled
Mr. Martin, panting heavily. “Let me
see your face! Why, what—-"

e Head uttered a snort of trivmph.

“Good Heavens!” he gasped. ‘“‘You
are Nipper—Nipper{”
“Yes, T am!” I replied. “You've col-

lared me, Mr. Martin, and I've got to
give you credit for it. I didn't think
you were smart enuugh to creep up
behind me in that way!”

“You impudent puppy!” grated the
Head. “I'm amazed that you should
address your headmaster in such terms.
You are the leader of this rebellion, and
you are in my power. Let me tell you
that your supporters will soen be in a
similar position. And you, my lad, will
be sent from this school by the first
train in the moming~afcel being puo-
licly flogged and expelled.

1 had nothing to say. “For I reslised
that the Head had the upper hand. I
was his prisoner now, and there was

THE TYRANT HEAD!

very little prospect of my getting away.

“You will be wise, and you will walix
quietly,” barked the Head. “I intend
to take you indoors, Nipper, and I shall
lock you in the cellar until the morn-
ing. If you attempt to escape now,
your ficgging will be all the more

I didn't say a word, but marched off
with the Head meekly and resignedly.

Of course, I was as grimly determined
as ever, and T decided upon a last, for-
lorn chance. As I had anticipated, the
Heaq head relaxed his grip somewhat—
belleving that I was resigned.

With a sudden wrench I tore myself
away, twisted round, and dashed off.
The Head gave a snarl of fury and tore
after me. And then I met with a most

caught_against a stone, and

1 sprawled over. By the time I was on
my feet again, the Head had caught
me—and he was holding me .

felt sick at heart—and my hopes fled.
But still I struggled wildly and furi- d

)
£

sly.

“Hold still, hang you!” shouted Mr.
Martin. “You got away once, but you
will not get away a second time——"

And then a really astonishing thing
happened.

A form dashed up out of the durk-
ness. It blundered right upon us, and
two fists struck out at random. One hit
the Head, and the other bowled me
clean over backwards.

I seized my chance on the moment,

Up I scrambled and dashed off. And
I heard the voice of Mr. Wrott! But
I didn't wait to hear what he said, or
what the Head said. I was free—and I
streaked away for the old stone
summer-house with lightning speed.

Mesnwhile, Nelson Lee was bznding
over the Head.

“Dear me! I sincerely trust you are
not hurt, sir?” he asked pantingly.

“Hurt!” raved the Head., jumping
uD, purple with rage. “You fool! You

dolt!”

“Really sir—"
“What do you mean by interfering?”
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roared the Head of St. Frank’s fiercely.
“You raving idlot! I was muegnug
with Nipper—I had just captured
young rufflan! And you come along
and allow him to escape. Mr., Wrott,
you are absolutely a fool!”

Nelson Lee bowed.

. “I am deeply sorry if I have offended
you, sir,” he muttered, looking ﬁus(.ered_
I—I—that is to say—really, T—

“Don’t stand gabbling there"’ snarled
the Head. “Help me to find the brat!
He went off in the direction of the
Triangle, and we might still be in time
to recapture him. I will tell you what
I think of you later on!”

Nelson Lee thought Mr, Martin had
already said guite sufficient, but he did
not object. It was not Led's policy to
fall out with the Head

And while they were vainly search-
ing, I got back into the tunnel, and was

uite safe. I paused for a breather
when I arrived w:t.hm the building.
had_had a remarkably narrow escape
and I had Mr. Wrott to thank for it.

"The guv'nor had maintained his
character so well as Mr. Wrott, 50 per-
fectly, that even I had no suspicion
then that Nelson Lee was so near at
hand. But I did know that he was re-
sponsible for my escape.”

“Wrott did the trick for me,” I told

grimly. “He bowled the pair
of us aver on purpose—and deliberately
allpwed me to get away. Good old
Wrott! He's got a pretty violent bark,
but he’s one of the best, He's a bit of
a mystery, too, and I shs,ll have to give
more attention to him,

But, for the moment my chief aim
was {0 get back to my supporters. And
when 1 arrived in the dormitory corri-

dor I was welcomed warmly by Sir
Montie.

“Dear fellow, I'm frlghtlu“y glad to
see back safely,” aid.

you
haven't told anybody yet—I thcught 1t
better to wait until you came back.”
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“You're lucky to see me now,” I said.

I explained what had occurred—and
several other juniors listened to my
story, And they all agreed that my
liberty had been gained for me by the
timely intervention of the somewhab
mysterious new Housemaster.

“But a.IJs weu that ends well,” I ex-~
claimed, here, and the Head's
raving abouh me. He can't follow,
because he doesn’t know how I got in.
And now I've got something else to
tell you—something far more impor

“More important?” said Pitt.

“Yes. We are up against it. We are
going tobe attacked by a gang of
twenty roughs!” "

“My hati”

“Great SOOW‘ i

My uncement certainly startled
the feuaws, but they showed no sign of
‘weakening.

“Now,” I weat on, “the point is this:
Can we resist these roughs? It means
a fierce fight, and some of us are going
hurt. I don't want you fellows
to enter into this serap if you consider
that we shall get it in the neck. If you

s0, we will chuck up the sponge
now. before it’s too late, rather than
suffer de{eac and a licking at the hands
of these

“Never"' exclaxmed my supporters.

“No surren

“Stick it 0\1'4'"

“Down with the tyrant Head!("”

“Right!” I said, greatly relieved that
the fenows were Unanimous in fighting
it out. “Then we resist Martin, tie
mzartmet, and his hired roughs to tie

e
“Fear, hear!”
“’I‘hat.’s the stuff!”

e Remove, having taken that |
ate!ul decision, waited grimly for th(,
next move of the enemy.

The St. Frank's barring-out was to "o
on—it was to be a fight to a fluish!

“* REBELS OF THE REMOVE ! ”—the seque! m th’s thrill-packed story~—will

appear in “ THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN » LIBRAR!
Janucry Tth. 1937,

o, 288, an Sale, Thursdey, .
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% SPCED MERCHANTS OF THE SHOWS %}

80 m.p.h, Over Snow }}

Second in speed, daring and thrills
only to the ski-jump among winter
sports comes bobsleighing. i

of i} n which,

HAT is the greatest sport-thrill in

the world? A footballer's—when

e scores a vital Cup Final goal

and hears the roar of 90,000 frenzied
spectators? A cricketer's—as he sees
the ball going away for the winning
run in a Test match? A boxer's—as his
opponent is counted out and the referee

proclaims him a world

instead of one man riding, there is a
crew.of four or five. Naturally, with
such a dead weight to carry, the bob-
sleigh is a heayy piece of work—difficult
to control, and dangerous to turn over
when cornering at eighty miles an hour,
for that’s what a first-rate bobsleigh
team can do, flat out.

Of course, it’s the cornering that gives

The thrill of a lifetime in every one
of those; few men have the luck, the
skill, the will-fo-win that brings it. And
yet there's one brand of sportsman who
can claim to have found a bigger, more
exhilarating thrill than any of these
provide—the ski-jumper.

The Thrill of Ski-ing !

Not many of us have had the chance
to watch the real thing, for it has never
been possible to stage ski-jumping in
this country. But you've probably had
a glimpse of it in the news-reel at your

+Jocal cinema—and even that's enough
to fetch a gasp at the sheer thrill of
this supreme winter sport.

Through the eye of the camera, look-
ing high overhead from a spot at the
end of the landing-siretch, you see &
tiny figure on skis start on its run down
to the take-off. Swiftly, under the urge
of his sticks, the jumper gathers speed,

an instant from those
he s down to the take-oft
platform. Thcn, like a stone from a
catapult, he is shot out over the appal-
ling drop—a hurtling figure 100 feet
from the ground—arms circling to main-
tain his balance, as he falls “and falls.
From first to last the longest ski-jump
takes no more than five or six seconds;
but what unsurpassable thrills must the
man with the nerve and skill to attempt
it cram info that space of time! The
world’s record stands at something over
160 feet, the greatest leap man has
ever made~—or is ever likely to!

these speed: chan! of the suows
their greatest “ kick 7 To hurtle round
the top of banking, every
man swaying cutwatds at the leader's
order, tilting to an ever-crazier angle
until it seems hobsleigh and crew must
turn over and crash, is a nerve-tingling
experience for the oldest hand at the
game. Quite often three or four,bends
like this have to be taken vmh searcely
a breathing-space in between

The margin of error is dm)gerouslv
narrow; a fraction of a second’s mis-
timing by the man at the wheel will
send him and his crew hurtling over
the edge, often—in spite of their padded
clothes and crash helmets—to be picked
up seriously injured or worse. That's
the gamble, and perhaps without it bob-
slelghing wouldn't possess the thriil
that it does.

Then there’s ice-yachting. You may
not have seen, or even heard of it; but
the man who’s sailed an ice-yacht will
tell you there’s no other winter sport to
match it. The yacht itself is nothing
more elaborate than a triangular timber
frame, set. on three steel runners—one
acting as rudder—with a single sail set
forward. Nothing much about that to
suggest speed, yet you have to hold on
for dear life when an ice-yacht has any-
thing like a good wind behind it.
They've been known to reach ninety
miles an hour—nearly twice as fast as
he actual wind speed—and sudden

them clear off the ice
fty-yard flights!

gusts will wh
for miniature
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DON'T MISS THESE GRAND COMPANJON NUMBERS, CHUMS !
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WHO'S for an exciting Christmas

9 : holiday with Jimmy Silver &
Co., the cheery chums of Rookwood ?
Join up with Jimmy's jolly party to-day
and enjoy their Yuletide fun and adven-
ture.. It will only cost you fourpence
—and you'll vote it as good as another
Christmas holiday !

By OWEN CONQUEST

On Sale Now

THE worst Form at Greyfriars—

that is what the high-spirited
members of the Remove are called.
And when Gerald Loder, the bullying
captain of the school, sets out to tame
them, the Remove hits back in no
half-hearted manner ! Here is a great

yarn featuring the school and Christmas
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.
Ask for it to-day.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Price 4d. each
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