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CHAPTER I. have to thank the Faossils  for  being

'THE INDIGNATION MEETING, “'.!?:,‘;g%. the Fomilat”
" RDER!"” **Go it, Christy!"”’

‘“*Dry up, you jabbering aszes!™ “We are here to protest,” toared Chrs

“ 8ilence for the chair! . tine. ' Our liberty is at stake-—""

The common-room in the Ancient *“ Hurrah!''
House at St. Frank's was crowded to over-| « Phree aroans for Clinton!”
flowing. The occasion was an important onc. 4« y, ;g hetter not give 'em'" 1 shouted
A meeting of the Remove was in. progreas, abruptiy. “Your precious Houszmaater

and the subject under discussion was vital. } (o 14n‘t mind butting in here in the leasd if
Of course, Remove meetings were common | ), "ho.rqd anything suspicious. And groans

enough, but this was an extra-special gather- | .14 he very significant to him."”

ing. The most novel feature of the w!mloh The groana were not given.

affair was that it was really a College House | o o mecting  must  be  condaete

meeting—and yet it was taking place in the quietdy.”” went ou Christine, lookimg roun:

Ancient House common-room. . d the him severely. I know you feel pretty sore
For once in a way the Fossils and thet ;.. ¢ things, but we don't want the meeting

Monke were at ce—rivalry was put aside, | . .04 up before we've got halt throngh if.

and we had burled the hﬁatche't. 1 had sug- Something has got to be done, und we're all

gested the idea to Bob Lhriptlne, the leader here to decide upon the beat eourse. Clinton

of the College House Removites, and he had ] .= "o e

been extremely grateful. * Hear, hear'"

For meetings were barred in the College|  Clinton is an antocrat
House. Colonel Clinton, D.S.0., the Monks'| * Absolutely!”
new Housemaster, had put a stop to junior * Clinton is off his ehunmp -
gatherings of all kinds, on the ground that| < (Clean dotty'"
they were opposed to discipline. Colonel| «"He has acted in the most outrageons
Clinton was an exceedingly militant gentke-| ,,,unner—"
man, and he had even gone to the length of | Hear, hear!" ‘
attempting to introduce hle military ideas «Am I going to apeak, or not?" reared

i“f‘? the ',‘.‘I“ of the boys under his care. Christine, glarlnf. * Don’t keep interrupting,
. Order! gus you fatheads! I'm going te give you a brlel
Silence for the chair: ountline of Clinton's carcer since he wrived at

Handforth’s melodious voice bellowed ont, | : , A0 — Cheginnin
and there was a short period of semi-quiet- z;'tr::'"k 3, few days azo—at the heginning
ness. Bob Christine, who was chairman, took w We know it all!" yelled Billy Nation,
advantage of the lull and rose to his feet.} Th p " ttor." aaid Chelstine
The chair was situated on the common-room |, ' That  doesnt matter. \(Istine.
table, which had bhecn pushed againet the ‘l ] rem;nd you ;‘;( t.h"!t-l var m';':n([:ff' 9.
:all. and Christine occupied an clevated posi- w"l'n:le?r ;::-I:r realise the mag e
lon‘ ! '. L] : "y
* Gentlemen, I have the honour to address * The mugnitude of Cl.l‘nbons sins,” de-
you this evening on a matter which is of the clared Christine frmiy: When we heard
utmost gravity,”” he shouted, * This matter| that he waa coming, we rejolced—although
goncerns the éollego House solely, and we it was pretty satten to know ghat poor old
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Stockdale, our olii Housemaster. was laid up } decided that cverybody in the CulIegé.Houw

with pncumonia." . wag to be Wwained like goldi ]
" (1ood old Stocky!” troops, he salled ths ei!olh: ‘:r&;x:e caﬂ!ed u%
Let’s hopc he gets well soon!” racks, and he acualled hhl8 s‘t’fugdy‘ehii ehet:)aac;-

" We rejoiced over Clinton because we knew | quarters. Now, 1 ask you—isn’ -
ihat, he had fougnt the Huns on the Western [rot?” ~ = 7 b that shees
Front,"” went on Christine, warming to his} ‘' Madness!"’

<iihiect. ** Refora ininine the Armv ho wos ‘“ Rather)'?



TOrow NI WEIgnt Aall over the &now: UI
course he doesn’t! Hec's the right sort—he’s
Mr. Nelson Lee, one of the finest detcctives
in the country!"”

‘“ Hear, hear!"” I said promptly.

“ It micht be thought, perhaps, that Mr.
Lee wouldn't be any good for a schoolmaster,
aeeng that he's had =0 much to do with
criminals,”” continued Christine. ** But is
that so? Nol He's the kindest-hearted
master St. Frank's has ever seen—he’'s
generous and good-natured. If any of the
juniors are up to some little tricks, Mr. Lee
will he blind to it, as likely as not; but yet
he can be stern when necessary. You
Ancient House fellows are thundering lucky,
and ] can realise it now. Your IHousemoster
is a top-holer.”

““ One of the best}’

*“ Three cheers for Mr. Nelson Lee!”

There was no stopping the fellows this
time. The Monks as well as the guv’'nor’s own
boys joined in the cheering. 1 was greatly
pleased, of course, for it was fine to know
that Nelson Lee was held in such esteem.
Those cheers were not likely to canse much

#

past the stage when such 1psuits aroused
feelings of ire within me. 1t is a painful fact
that my brother Cornelius and myself are
distreesingly ugly!”’

*“ Well, there’s nothing like bheing frank
ahout it,”” eaid Handforth.

*“ There are other faces equally as ugly, of
coursc,”” went on Nicodemus, gazineg upon
Handforth's face in a critical manner. * In
fact I'm not at all sure that I do not sce
some faces even more ugly!”

‘“ Are you talkinz about me?’’ bawled Hand-
forth.

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““You seem to know the dreadful truth,
Handy!"’

“If tnis fathecad says that I'm uglier than
he is, I'll eoon make his face into a differcit
shape!"’ roared Handforth aggressively. * !n
fact, it might be a good thing—we should be
able to tell him from his brother, then!"”

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Nicodemus was in no way perturbed.

** My fists, my good Handlorth, may not ha
quite so large as yours, but that is really
an advantage,” he esclaimed softdy. ** You
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‘e, my knuchler are prominent, apd they
would not be at all comfortable, coming into
toreible contact with such a large part of
your face as your nosc appears to be!”

" What about your nosc?”’ snorted Hand-
forth,

"“AR! My nosc is even larger than yours,
my oonf friend 7’ emiled Nirndommuna ¢ I+ ia

PLAULY, I JD IV & INWTHIUYL wuccuings
manded Christine sarcastically.- *“If you
c¢haps want to talk about your faces, why
ean’t you 320 into a quiet cerncr and fight
it out?”

Handiorth snorted, aud Nicodemus Trot-

ug-

fli1s memory was astgunding beyoud ail ardi-
nary undcrstanding. And Nicodemmus was
B8Ol such a simpleton as hc looked—or as he
affasted to be., Cornelius was simpla in real
$ruth, and he was afflicted with a certain
deafness. He was only in the conimon-rocm
Because his brother was there—and not
because he could hear much of what was
going oan. He turped to his brother amiably.

*You have been indulging in conversation,
my dear Nicndemus,”” he remarked. *‘May 1
inquirc the purport of your remarks?"

**My good Cornelius, the subject com-
mceneed with my distressing cornm,’”” cxplained
Nicademus, ‘‘ We must not further intcrrupt
the meeting.”

‘It would be somewhat drastic, eurciy.”
<ah Cernclius mildly.

*KEh?'" shouted “* What
wounld be drastic?”

“ Did you not suzecst giving Hapdfortn 2

)

bheating—-—
'* Ha, ha, ha!"
** You'd better try it on! snorted Hund

forth. “ I’d show you what was what!”

‘“ Ah, 1 understand!’’ said Cornelius. ¢ You
are nhot, my gond Handforth? Perbaps it
waatld bhe as well to open one of the win-
dows——"’ '

* Who brought these curios into the
eommon-rcom?’’ demanded Christine tartly.
*“ How the dickens can we get on with the
subject while this rot is going=on? Wc've

his brother.
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basacd owr resolution,
to get to work!)”
., - Pray do 8o0,” said Nicodemus promptly,
You may rely upon me to kecp my unfortu-
nate brother quiet. Hc is a trial sometimes,
I will acknowledge.”
He ecized his twin’s armm and marched

lannalina Amnm ¢a A ~dac—e e o8 Ao o o mom r

anu the next thiug 19

7 1INerc’8 oniy onc ining o he done,” Tee
plied Christine grimiy. * We’ll form a
deputationy, and them go straight to the
Head and lay ihe wholec matter beiore him.
And we’ll do it at once—now!”’

The Monks looked dubious.”

(8 TE 1Y o Vae e i aeca B LY. _A._Y _ ¥ _.°*H>

‘* We’re all with you, Christinel™

Bob Christine nodded.

“*Qood!”’ lLe said briskl%. “1 shall ouly
want five of yoo—six will be quite sufficient,
including mysolf. Talmadge, Yorke, Nation,
Clapson, and Oldfleld. You'll do fine, We'll
get it over at onde. Readyi”

———————

CHAPTER 1I. .

B HRAD'S DECISION,

HE deputation was not looking very
eonfident—excepting the leader, Bob
Christine was full of epnfidence, bow-
ever, and his attitude gave therothers

courage. It was a serious thing to visit the
HHeadmaster's study, <specially uwpon such an
crrand as thise.

serions eomplaint against their Housemaster,
and it was very doubtful whether th?tlleag
wa

h The jumiors, in cold fact, were to lay a

would countenance such a thirg.
opposed to all authority.

Rut the circamstanees were undoubtedly ex-
ceptional. Colonel Clinton was behaving in
sueh an outrageous manner towards his boys
that some orgapised protest was absolutcly

necessary. It was uscless appealing to the
coloncl himself. Therefore, only the Iicad
remained. '

Bab Christine - was a felﬁlow of spirit, and L



Housemaster? It struck me that it was a
tall order, and I was doubtful. The Head
mlght agree with the' juniors whole-heartedly,
but I questioned whether he would give volce
to his real feelings.. If any semblance of
authority was to be maintained, he couldn't.

all nervous, except the leader. But there was

not much fear that Dr. S8taflord would punish
them for thelr temerity; he would sympathise
with them inwardly, even if he didn't say so.
3 .ng outside the study door the deputation

alted. :

should go to your own Housemaster if therc
is any complaint to make. However, since

and it wasn't polite to put them hehind their
hacks. 8o they had to hang there, fecling
three times their normal size and rathee
grubby. Umntil this minute Thristine and ('o.
'hadn’t realised that th«ir hands needcd wash-
ng.

0y companiaons (NAt nNe wad equat 1o ne
occasion, .

‘“We—we've come to you, sir, bhecanie we
couldn’t very well go to our own House-
master,”’ said Christine huskily. * We wish
to complain, sir—"

¢ Diwed whe nnnld ean nad anmnlalin ..

on that morning, and that 1 characlerised
the whole proceeding as absurd. But it was
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then s n)dia o Mucerning thc whoie Hous. —
and it is not thit pow.”

" But ¥ comeerus we, pir,”’ :aid Christine
quickly.

" Ro doubt,”” agreed the Head. "It cer-
Soiuly eoncerns you, my boys. But juniors
are in a positian differimg from senicrs. It wae

w0t in accordanee with the dignity »f scnior
forms for them to be paraded in the Triangle,
#efere their Housemaster, at the csalute.
With you W is difficrent—"

o OB, sir )"

" You must Rot come to me with grumbles
concerning Colanel Clintan ? woent Aan #ho

. ferrys, You had better say no inore, cr 1
way hecome apgry and punish you. You may
' But—but——"" hegan Ckrietine helplessly.

“%You arc dismissed, boys.”

Without another word the deputation
turned and made for the door. Five of them
passed qut, but Christine turned back at the
. lsst moment. He rcbelled at the thought of
Iravirg empty-banded, so to speak. The
nterview with the Head bhad been o farce,
for the result was nil.  And Christine was
reckhoss, -

“H's not fair, &iri’”’ hc burst out. “ Wwec
didn't come to St. Frank’s to be made into
suldicrs before we're even seniorsl Colonel
Clintan’s & tyrant, sir, and everybody in th:
whole Hauge thipks that you ought to put
your food dowa—-" .

'"* Bilenee P’ spnapped Dr. Stafford angrily.
" Now dare you, Christine?’’

“3Fm , 8ir!” shouted Christine. ‘' It's
disgracadul—ibat’s what it is! Coloncl Clin-
tonr hame’t any right to treat us like se many
«Im ordering us ahout and making us
<2 Mmt It's a farce, and if it gets inta
the papers St. Frark's will Be $he laughing-
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slock of the country! It ougb?t to be sto
—you ought to stop ! g slopped

Christine paveed, Dbreathless, rather
astoniebed at Bis oewn daring. His chums
outsidc gazed at one another fearfully. Ope
thing was certain—Bob Christine would bLe
soundly flogged for this exhibition of in-
subordmation. Ohristiuve himself belicved go
—now that he had delivered himesell,

But the Head did not become furious, as
the hoys had supposed.

“ Christ,.gne. 1 cannot possibly ovcriook that
cutburst,” saig Dr. 8tatford quietly. ' You

Christine. But what does it mean? Simply
that we’ve got to xtand Clinton's syranny!”

And this was the view held by everybody
when the deputation explainped wbat had
occurred. 1 wasn't at all surprised. It was
what 1 had expected, and 1 told Christine so,

‘“ You’ll bhave to stick it,”” 1 said.
‘“ There’s no gutting out of it, my son. The
Head can't put a step to it without having
a terrific row with Clinton-—and he can’t very
well do that.”

‘“ Car’t he piteh Clinton out?’’ asked Yorko
warmly.

'* Not very wcll,)”’ 1 replicd. ' Housemasters
are appointed by the sciool governors, apd
they’'re to blame—not the Head. But. of
course, they didn't knaw tbat Clinton would
turn out ke this. They appointed him be-
causc of his first-class qualifications—and
nobody can deny that be’s a clever man. 1°ll
bet the Head'’s already communicated with
the governors, Be patient, and—"

Christino snerted. »

* Patient !’ he imterrupded. *' If we've gob
to wait for the govermars ta act, the whole
term will be over bedorc Clinton gets his
marching orders, The governors are a set of
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old futwi, and ticy won't do a giddy
thing!”

*They'il have to--if the thing gets to a
scandul,” I remarked. ** Well, my dear
chaps, it's no ¢ood grumbling. You know the
truth now. Clinton's got a free hand—the
Head doesn’'t mean to interfere. He can’t
irterfere. You'll have to grin and bear it.”

Christine nodded gloomily.

‘* We've done the beet we can,” lie said.
*It’s no good blaming the Head—although a
lot of chaps are rather bitter. They don't
take thc trouble to reason things out. If
the Head wasn't here we¢ could rebel—like
you chapa did with that rotten Houscmaster
of yours, Hunter. But wg¢ can't rebel in thi«
case without Involving the Head; and we
respcct him too much to defy him. No,
we've got to stick it—although 1 don’'t know

how tbe dickens we're going to do it!"”

The Monks went off despondently. Some
of them were bad-tcmpered, and this soon
revealed itself.

The Triangle was dark and cold, the ground
being frosty. Just outside the College House
lobby =& group of juniors were arguing
{\ﬁ'atedly. and Bob Christine hurried over to

cm. [

** What's the row here?’’ he agked. ‘‘ Don't
have a squabble just outside—"""

‘“You shut up, Christine,”” roared Frec-
man, of the Kemove. ‘‘This silly ass has
been telling me 1 ought to rcaign!’’

‘“So he ought!’*" snapped Billy Nation-
who was the silly ass referred to.
** Resign what?'* asked Christme.

‘““ Why, he's the Form major, ain’'t he?’
eaid Nation “ Didn't Clinton appoint Lim
to be the commanding officer of the Form’
Major Freeman! If an;body ought to b.
major, it's you, Christy!” .

** Well, perhaps s0,”” admitted Christine.
“I'm Remove captain.”

“ That's nothing to do with it!”’ roared
Preceman. * I've been telling Nation tbat
he’s got to salute me—"'

“I'd rather salute old Warren,”” snapped

Nation. * He's only a giddy porter; but he
is in uniform, anyhow! This silly [fat-
hcad—"'

““ Arc you talking about me?”’ demanded
Freeman.

“Yes, I am!”

Freeman did not say anything further.
but he punched Nation’'s nosc rather severely.
They were both decent chaps, but the events
of the evening had made them bhasty-tem-
pered. And the next second they were scrap-
ping vigorously.

“ Stop it, you idiots!’’ shouted Christine.
~. " Rats!"" bawled Freeman. ‘“I'm going
t : Oo.' !"

Nation’s fist had thudded upon his mouth,
and the two juniors fought with greater
energy. A crowd was round them in @«
twinkMng. and nobody made any attempt to
stop the “ mill ’ except Christine.

“ You'll have the prefects out here, you
sses!’’ he hissed.

“Cave!”

It was a shout of warning from the lobhy,
and there was an immediate scuflle. The
spectators melted into the gloom of the
Triangle : but Freeman and Natien were too
excited to hear or cec anything. They wxcre
going at it hammmer-and-tongs.

‘ Boys!” thundered a1 powerful
‘“ How—how dare you fisht here?”

Freeman and Nation broke apart, gaspirg.
They knew that voice! Colonel Clinton came
stalking down the steps, ind he grasped the
two juniors before they could move a yard.
Hie red face was redder than ever with
anger, and his bushy eyebrows worked up and
down ominously.

‘* Freeman'!'' he roared.
ful young puppy!'!”

“I'm sorry, sir—""

*“8orry!’” hellowed the colonel. * By gad,
boy, you deserve to be drummed out of the
reziment! You are an oflicer—the senior
officer of your eompany!l”’

** Nation and 1 were havimg an argument,
sir,”’ gasped Freeman. ‘

The colonel glared.

‘* An argument'!” he shouted. *‘ Are syou
aware, Major Freeman, that your nose is
bleeding, and that your left eye i3 greatly
swollen? By gad, sir, you're a diegrace to
the regiment! How is it that you, an officer,
can demean yourself by engaging in a
common flght with a mere private—a member
of the rank and file?”’

Freeman looked bewildered.

‘“ We—we didn't think of that, sir,”” he
said nervously. ‘* Nation and I are pals
generally—"’

‘It is utterly out of the queztion for an
officer to be friendly with a private !’ snapped
the colonel. * You will report yourself to
headquarters within half an hour, Major
Freeman.’’

‘“ Yes, sir!” gasped Freeman.

** As for you, Private Nation, you are con-
fined to barracke for the period of two
days,” went on the colonel. * Now get out
of my sight—the pair of you!"

The two juniors scudded into the House
and made straight for the common-room,
where many juniors had already congregated.
Both Nation and Freeman had {forgotten
:}r‘fir quarrel by this time and wcre on good

ms.

‘“ Confined to harracks for two days!’
arunted Nation. ‘° In common-6ense language
that means that I'm gated! I'm blessed if |
know what’'s going to happen to you, Free-
man! You'll get cells, or something!’”

Freeman grinned.

‘ A caning, I expect,’’ he remarked. * Well,
I don't care! I've never heard of such rot!
He wants to make me cut my own chums—
just because they're privates! 1 didn't
understand that before.™

There was much speculation as to what
form Freeman'’s punishment would take. But
Colonel Clinton was such an extraordinary
man that thc juniors were quite at & loss.

volice.

“* You di:zrace-
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There wan realiy no telling what the Houose-
mastcr would Le up to next.
Freeman prescnted hinsslf at ** head-
quarters ’—the colonclk’s study—at the ¢nd of
&alf an hour. I% was now nearly supper-
time, and Freeman was half inclined to think

that he would be scnt up to bed without
food.

The Houscmuster was sitting at his deak,
and before Lim were Grayson, Shaw, and
Varry, of the Fifth, Freeman rczarded them
wt.favourably. Graysou and Shaw were bullies
ol the worat type, who never miseed an
opportunity Lo perform a vindictive trick
npamat the Removites.

The colonel screwed his monocle into his
«ve and gazed at Freeman sternly.

*Ah, you have reported yourseld as 1
ordered, Major Freeman,” he cxclaimed,
v ttling himeelf back in his chair. * Do you
realise the enormity of your offence?’’

* No, sir,” said Freeman bluntly.

“ 1 have come to the conelusion that you
arc utterly upsttited to the appointment of
mweyor,” sajd the colounel, bending forward
rsudidenly. ** You are degraded, sir. Do you
miderstand that? Wou are degraded to the
tank of private.™® _

Freeman did not look very impressed.

" Yew, 8ir.”" he sald meckly. ** Thank you,
Y] )

“T want no hnpertinence!’ snapped the
Housemaster. 1 have no uae for officers in
wy regunent who have no understanding of
the respenmbility  which resta upon their
rhoulders.  Privatg Freeman, you may go.”

Freeman almost smiled. IHe was so relieved
that be telt quite happg'. This punishiment
didn't concern him in the slightest--in fact
hc was ralther glad. In his opinion it was
far better to be a private than a major.
The Remove officers were liable to he treated
with hoatility b{ the rank and file. 1t had
been an absurdity from the start to appoint
officcre from the inniou themselves.

Colonel Clinton had evidently realised this
bNMinder, for he called Freeman back when the
Removite had almost reached the door.

**In future, Private Prceman, you will take
all orders from the threc officers you now sce
before you,” said the colonel.

** Officers, sir?’”’ repeated Freeman. looking
ronnd vaeantly,

“ Yes, boy,” snapped Clinton. ‘* Major
trayson, Captain 8haw, and Lieutenant
Parry. In future these seniors will take com-

mand ol different sections of the Remove
Company. You may go.”

Freceman went, and he hastencd to impart
his 1icwa to the other members of the Re-
move  They received it grimly, and with a
feeling of despair. QGrayson and Shaw had

been appointed officers of ‘the Remove!

'TThe position was far worse than before.
The Fifth-Formers would be given fall powers,
and Cheistine and Co. kpew only too well
that the bullying seniors would make the
Remove sit up for &nst aBalrs. :

The lot of the College Hooep juniors was

Bed 2 bhappy avel
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NOW fcl} during the night, and thc nexd
afternoon, which was & half-holiday,
found the whole countryside concealed
in a mantle of whiteness. There had

been suech a lot of enow, in fact, that foot-
ball was almost out of the question.

I decided to ygo for a walk with my chums,
for the sky was clear now, and tke sun shone
good-naturedly upon the snowy landscape.

Sir Montie Tregellie-West and Tommy Wat-
son and 1 emerged from the Ancient House
in our thickest baots, onr warmest overcoate,
and with woolen gloves covering our hands
—at Jeast, the hands of Tommy and myscif.
Sir Montie preferred to encase his clegant
fingers within expensive fur gloves.

We half expected to ind the Monks bLeing
drilled over by the Aneient Houee, but this
was not takiag place. Bob Christine meét us,
however, and there was something approach-
ing a smile upon his face.

‘* The colonel's going out this afternoon,”
he announced. * Wants to have a look at
tne countryside, 1 suppose. . Rut Graysom—
he’s our lovely major—has been ordered to
give us some drilling later on.”

‘T should think Qrayson will like that,”
1 grinned.

“He's raviig, 1 bdlieve,’”” said Christine.
‘“ He was going t@ have a coey afternoun in
his study with some pals—card-playing, I ex-
pect. I shouldn’t be sarpgised If he forgets
all about the drilling.” '

‘““You won't mind, dear fellow,”” remarked
Montic.

‘“ Not a bit.”

And Christine walked off, leaving us to
make our way to the gates. We arrived there
just at the same moment as the chums of

tudy E—Jack Grey and Reginald Pitt. They,
too, were in thick boots and overcoats.

'* Qoing anywhere?’’ 1 asked cheerfully.

*“ Only for a wu'k,’”’” smiled Qrey.

“ Then . we 1might as well all go together,”
I said. * Of course, if you fellows want to
be alone——-"" ’

*“ Rats!” said Piit..* We'll com> along with
you." ‘

And so we started off, tramping briskly in
the direction of the village. It was our
intention to go through Bellton, take the
Bannington Road until we eame to the foot-
path skirting Holt's farm, and then return to
St. Frank’s by way of the river.

““ The ice ought to be getting fairly thiek
by this time,” I remarked.. '*If the frost
only continues and gets a little sharper, we
:’hall have some ripping skating by Satu:r-

Qy."

Pitt grinned.

‘“* I've heard those tales before,”” he re-
marked. * It'l) ‘be ae frosty as the dickens
until Friday night, and we shall all be in thoe
higheat glee at the progpect of gating.
Then on Saturday morning; we shall wakg up
and finé that a terrific thaw has set in, 1t
always bappens like that.”” .

**Begad! There's somethin' in wbat you
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say, old boy,"”” agreed Sit Montie. “ I've
noticed it time after time. Just when the ice
is in perfect condition a thaw comes. DBut
there’'s no need to he pessimistic, you know.
We can hope for the best.’”

- **We had some skating last year,” said
Watson. * I wonder if—"

‘“* Hallo!”’ I interrupted. *‘‘ That's Dr. Brett
just ahead, isn’t it?"’

A figure had just emerged from a house a
hundred yards in front of us, and I recognised
him as Dr. Brett, the village practitioner.
He was quite a decent man, and he and
Nelson l.ee were great fricnds.

*“ Going for a walk, boyst?”
genially, as we came up.

- e A--:--- I’
inquirca

“ That's the idea, sir,”” I replied. ** Are
you going in this direction?”’

The doctor nodded.

‘““Just for a little way,” he replied. 1

wanted to see. you, too. I've heard a few
rumours concerning the new Housemaster up
ﬁt the ¢chool. He's a Dit of a novelty, isu't
e?l’
‘“You'd hetter ask Christine, sir,”’ grinned

Pitt. * Christine will tell you all about
Colonel Clinton—he's the Monks' House-
master, not ours.”

*“Yes, I know that,”” said Dr. Brett.

‘ Colonel Clinton, eh? What sort of a man
is he—in appearance, I mean?"

“Oh, tall,” 1 replied. *‘ Stift as a poker,
and wears an eyeglass. Big moustache, and
a face which scems to be red by nature.
Talks to everybody s though they were dirt
bencath his feet. Oh, a regular corker:”

Dr. Brett grinned.

** Quite a comprehensive picture, Nipper,”
he remarcked. ‘¢ Yes, he's the sarne man right
enough.’’ ‘

**The same man, doctor?’ said Sir Montie
mildly.

‘““Yes. I was having a chat with a soldier
friend of mine a few weeks ago,” replied the
doctor. ‘“ He was home on leave from the
front. He belonged to Colonel Clinton’s regi-
ment for a time, and knew quite a lot
about him. It eecms rather a coincidence
that the same colonel should come here, but
I don't suppose it is. [ didn’t remember his
pame again until 1 heard of this new House-
master."’

We were greatly interested.

‘ Was your friend an officer, sir?”’ I asked.

‘“Yes, a lieutenant,”” said Dr. Brett.
‘ He spoke highly of Clinton’'s bravery in the

eld. Oac of the most fearless men one

uld mect. He. was in action constantly, and
the incident which earned him the D.S.0. was
a wonderful exhibition of cool conrage. He
reall:& deserved the V.C., according to my
iriend.”

‘“ Begad!' remarked Sir Montie. ‘‘ Then
the colonel ain’t such a bad chap, after all,
dear fellows. In fact, he is a frightfully good
sort—"" .

** No. Tregellis-West, that is where you are
wogng,”' interrupted the doctor. ** The
colanel lacks nothing when it comecs to a
matter of courage; but his wen simply de-
testo T him in all other respects.”

FREAK OF ST.
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“Oh!"" said Montie.

*“He was strict to the point of absurdity on
all questions of discipline,” went on Brott.
““In the words of my lieutenant friend, he
was ‘an undesirable bounder.” His nose waa
always in somchody’s else business, aud it was
his particular delight to interfere in matters
which did not concern him in the least. The
men under his command hated bhim, and were
always hoping that he would get wouuded
and sent back to ‘ Blighty.' "

‘““ Begad! Not really, eir?’’ asked Montic,
in a shocked voice.
| I am only telling you of what I huve
[ heard,” said the doctor. I suppose it is
unwice of me '

** Rats, sir!”" I grinned. * It's not news
to us. We've seen quite enough of the
colonel to guess what he was like on active
service.”

**1 suppose you have,”” smiled Brett,
“Well, that's all I know. C(linton was
loathed in France. and his men blessed the
day vihen he received a dose of poison-gas
and was invalided home. By what I can
hear, the colonel has brouzht his objection-
able habits to St. Frank's with him. He is
rather crazy on discipline; but it is certain!y
extraordinary that he should attempt to
impose his wild ideas upon the boys of hus
House."”’

** He's a freak, sir!” said Jack Grey.
‘““ The fellows are calling him that already.
I can’t understand why the Head allows him
to practise his rot.”

Dr. Brett smiled.

“1 am not coing to suggest that tue Tead
is afraid of Clinton,” he gaid; " but Dr. 3taf-
ford is rather a quiet old gentleman. |1
should say it wouid be an unpleasant task
to argue with such a tire-eater as the colonel
And, so long as Clinton doesn't ¢go too far
the Head can’'t very well interfere.”

“ Christine and his chumasa think the coionel
has gone a lot too far already,” 1 chuckled.
‘“ §till, the position’s a rather diflicuit one,
and if the colonel likes to make himself un-
pleasant he can do a lot in that direction
before he’s given the order of the boot. A
ll){ousemaster can't be sacked like a boot-

oy.”

** That's just the trouble,”” agrecd the
doctor, pausing. * Well, 1 shall have to say
vood-bye, boys. U'm oif down this lane.”

** Good-bye, sir.”

We raised our caps—a recognised custom at
St. Frank's—and Dr. Brett went his way.
We continued ours,

‘“ So Clinton was a proper beast out at the
front, was he¢?”" remarked Pitt. “I'm not
| surprised to hear it. And the Monks will
have a few shocks yet, I'll guarantee. The
colongl hasn’'t fairly started on the war-path
yet."

* Well, let’s talk of something more piea-
sant,”” said Watson.

We were soon c¢ngroseed in ‘' footer-jaw,"’
and discussed the prospects immediately
ahead. We had several important matches
fixed up, but the Remove Eleven fixtures

b
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The colonel had done it well, but I wasn't * Yes, but—"'
deccived. He had taken no notice ol ns ‘* Hold on. Tommy,” I interrupted. ‘' We
appareatly, but had abruptly ceared his | spent some time on the ice, and then came
_orders to the fags, and was now talking to | home. The colonel was In the Triangle, drill-
them loudly. i . ing some fags—just against the gateway, re-
“ Do I lonk tired?'’ he ahouted. * Rrace | tnemhor '
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arc oul in the Triangle now -at least, I can
¥.car the colonel’s lovely voice; so I suppose
the, fellows are stilt there.”
. ‘‘Bouse metl” eoxclaimed the Bo'sun,
glancing out into the dusk. *‘ They're just
getting ready to march off, shipmate.” |
" Well, we haven't wmuch time to lose,” 1
said briskly. ‘‘ Now, look here, Christinc and
Co. are our rivals, but that’s no reason why
we should desert them in their hour ot
need. Their beastly Housemaster means to
march them off on an eight-mile waltz, and
it's a shame. Something's got to be done
about it.” |
““We can't tcll Clinton to give it up, I
supposc?’ said Handforth sarcastically.

-3¢ No, that's no good,” I replied. *'It’s
rather a difficutt matter. Strictly speaking,
it's nothing to do with us, and we're not
called upon to interfere. But, at the samo
time, it would be rather sporting if we—-"

“Pray let me make a suggestion, my good
friende——"’

* Look here, funny face!"" snorted Hand-
ferth. * There's no time to waste over your
rot! You'd bLetter go and hide yourselt
somewhere !"”’

Nicodcmus Trotwood looked at Handforth
mildly. ,

‘“Can't you hear me?"’ roared the latter.
*“*Oh, my hat! It’s the deaf bounder! Clear
oft, you silly-—"*

‘““ My good Handtorth, you are quite wrong
in ‘supposing that I am my unfortunate
brother Cornelius,’”’ said Nicodemus. “1 am
in full agreement with you whén you dcclare
that there is no time for rot. Therefore, my
friend, would it not be just as well if you
gracefully retired into the background?”

Handforth glared. .

** Are yQu suggesting—"" he began.

‘““ Do you realise that those Monke arc just
on the point of going?’’ I interrupted sharply.
“ There's no timec to waste—not a second.
Trotwood, old =on. you don’t mind tretting
oftf, do you?"

Nicodemus beamed. _

* Not in the lcast—if you are not anxious
to hear the suggestion which I was about to
voice,”’ he replied. * It {8 far from my desirc
that I should intrude my presence upon those
who arc anxious that I should depart.”

I looked at the skinny junior keenly.

‘“If you've got an idea in your head, lct's
Thear it,"”” 1 said crispty. * Don’t take an
fiour over the job, either.”

‘“Oh, this is a waste of time,
Watson impatiently.

‘1 rcally trust not,”” said Nicodemus
ildly. ‘* Since my arrival in this great school
Y have learned that the Monks arc our deadly
rivals—although, forsocth, they are keen
friends withal.”

““ Go hon!" said Handforth heavily. * Gad-
gzooks! You don't say so?"”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

‘“ This is not & moment for hilarity,”” went
on Trotwood, gazing at Handforth severely.
* The College House and the Ancient Housc
are at war, although it would appear that a
4ruce has been called for the present, as a

L
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tcmporary measure. But is it necessary,
dear friends? 1Ias not the time arrived when
it would bc cxcellent for us to fall. upon our
foes and smitc them?"’

““You'll get smitten in & minute!" snorted
Tommy Watson.

**But consider, miv good Watson!"" pro-
testcd Trotwood. ‘It is quite possible that
you will smite me, but, really, it is equally
possible that 1 might strike Lack—and that
would be unfortunate. My suggestion is
quite simple.”” '

““ Look here, old chap——"" I hegan gently.

* Wait--just one moment!"” interrupted
Nicodemus. ‘* We are here in force, and |
imagine that we can cacily defcat tiie column

of Mounks who arc e¢ven mnow marching
through thc gateway. Indeed, they will be
willing to submit to capture. We attack

from an ambush—we call upon the force to
surrender—we march our prisoners back in
triumph! Is it not ferasible?”

I slapped Trotwood's back heartily.

“It's the wheeze!” I declared. ¢ Nico-
demus, old 'on, you've hit on the very idea
that we want—you'vc got brains after all!”

“What's the good of that fatheaded
idea?'’ roared Handforth.

‘““It speaks for itsclf,”” I Teplied. * And
Nick was short and concise for once. An
ambush is the very idea! What's going to
happen when we attack? Christine will spot
the wheeze in a seccond, and the Monks won't
put up any fight at all. They'd rather sub-
mit to defeat fromn us than go on this giddy
routc march. And Hous¢ rows arc always
taking place.’”

‘*“ And  what about Clinton,
manded Owen majcr.

‘“ We shall have to ignore him—in the cx-
citement,”” I replied briskly. '* Take no notice
of him—prctend you don't see him. Rush
out and see which way they've gone, Tomimny.
We shall have to head thcm oft.”

Watson was off like a shot, and, mean-
while, the juniors were compelled to admit
that Nicodcmus Trotwood s scheme was good.

‘““ Well, it's not so bad, anyhow,” said
Handforth grudgingly. - ¢ It's beastly cheek
for a ncw chap to suggest anything at all. As
a matter of fact, T had an idca in my head
on the same lines—"’

““Yes, we know all about that,”” I inter-
rupted. *‘“The worst point chout your ideas,
Handy, is that they don't show thcmselves
until somebody else hias made the sugeestion,
You're all right as a fighting man, but not
as a commander.’’

Handferth didn’t know wlrether to tuke it
as a compliment or an insult--it was neither
one nor the other. And while he was still
deciding, Tommy Watson returned and am-
nounced that the Monks were going towards
the village. They bhad, indeed, only just
vanished through the gateway. .

“Good!"" I exclaimed. * We can +dodge
across the playing-fields and get into our
positions further down the lane, and ambush
the party beautifully. Everybody ready?' -

‘““We're waitin’, oid boy,”” said Montie.
‘You have apparently overlooked the fact

pray?” de-
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OUR POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!?

I

Tv. Chums « Littleminster School.

A Maghnificent Story of School Life and Adventure.

By ARTHUR

S. HARDY.

The I'irst Chapters.

BASIL HOOD is @ hew boy at Littleminster School.
On his arrival he makes a friend of

JOHN CHALLIS, a Senior in the I'ifth Form.

MYERS and COGGIN are two bullies, who, with
some olhers, try to make Challis jein the
«“ Clubs,” an athletic society. He refuses, ard
they dclermine to send him lo Coventry.
He ts persuaded later by My. [lvans, a master,
to join. Challis takes Hood fishing in a
punt, which gets cast adrift. Laler on
Grainger, the Caplain, sees Challis at the
nets, and asks hvm to play for the next sivieen
against the eleven. Meanwhile Basil suspects
BIyers of casting the punt adrift, since he
found a coin belonging to him near the spol.
Unsuspectingly he puts the coin in a drawer
in his cubicle. It vanishes, and Basil sus-
pects Myers. Challis s chosen to play for
-the School against Ragley. Myers 18 left

out, and turns up o look on at what he |

believes will be Challis's downfall. Four
wickels are down for 15, and Challis 13 called
~upon to fuce the Ragley fast bowler, Rylands,

(Now read on.)

HOW THE SCHOOL WON!

HALLIS played the first two balls in a
snatchy, nervous fashion, and then, as
his colour returned to his cheeks, the
feeling of paralysis which had numbed

him passed away. His cager eyes roamed the

field, and, with a firm, slashing hit, he sent

Rylands's next ball to the boundary. '

Acain he scored a boundary, this time with
as neat a cut as one could hope to see, the
fiftth he drove to the off, and the sixth ball
of the over he hit clean as a whistle past the
ropes in the long field, and over the heads of
tre little group of juniors who were standing
there,

Hurrah! In one over Challis had doubled
the score. 31 for 4 wickets. Things were
looking up, indeed! :

Vernon now scored a one, and gave Challis
the bowling.

John was in the humour, indeed, now. Driv-

ing the bat from the shoulders, and getting |

wrists and. forearms well on to the ball,
he hit out at everything, and the chagrined
googly bowler saw 20 runs added from his}

-clean bowled.

bowling before the over was flnished.
took him off after that!

It made no difference to John Challis, who
batted as if inspired. Vernon again cleverly
gave him the bowling, and the new Little-
minster player scored a boundary past slip,
and then, amidst a scene of wild excitement,
smashed one straight back along the wicket
no higher than the walst of the bowler.

Ford—such was the Ragley boy’s name—
snatched at it. There was a crack. Boy and
ball rolled cver, and as he fell upan his back
the plucky fellow held up his right hand to
show the ball tightly clutched in his iron
fingers.

** How's that?”

“Out!”

Challis stood a moment, gazing at the boy
who had caught him in blank wonderment,
and then, with a ghy laugh, made for the
pavilion, pulling off his gloves as he went.

Five wickets were down now, and the score
stood at 56. Of thise total Challis claimed
40, and not a single bye or wide was set
down to Littleminster's credit. John had
only been at the wickets a few minutes, but,
by QGeorge, he had made the most of his
time! It had been a Jessopian display, with-
out a trace of a fluke in 1t.

A8 he neared the pavilion he saw a cheer-
ing crowd of Sixth-Form boys awaiting him,
saw Grainger emiling there, and the Head
clapping his hands vigorously.

‘*“* Well—played—Challis!” roared the boys.

John, smiling and blushing modestly. raised
his cap, and would have passed them, had not
Grainger barred the way.

“ Thank you, John!"" he cried. * You did
wonders! But what a pity you couldn’t have
stayed in longer!”

“ It was a grand catch,” said the hoy.

“One of the most wonderful I have ever
seen,’”’ cried Dr. Mason. ‘I thought for a
moment the ball would kill Ford. e took a
risk. How he held the ball I cannot tell! 1¢
was hard lines to be out like that; but you
did well enough, my lad.”

*“ Thank you, sir,”’ said John; and, getting
off his pads, he retired to the pavilion, to
watch the rest of the innings from there.

The inninga did not last very long. Upon
Challis’'s retircment Farren went on again,
and he and the deadly fast bowler soon put
paid to the Littleminster team.

Yernon played a careful 9, and was then
Andrews scored 6. DByfleet

(Continued on p. iii of cover.)
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During the tinie when the success of Ragley
had_scemed certain, . that is, after the dis-
.amissal .of John' Challis, when the wickets fell
Jike rain, Myers' bad ‘sat triumphant and
jubilaiit, snering “a€ - Ponsonby, and openly
cxpressing his satisfaction, until a Sixth-Form
‘boy 'named Jones strode up to him, white to
the lips and trembling, and said, in a chok-
ing voice: -~ - . » \
© 2L That's quite enough, Myers! If you shout
for the enemy again I'll punch your head'"

Mycrs glared deftantly at Jones, saw that
he meant what he said, and hecame silent,
U Dirty cad!” growled Jones, as he ‘passed
Ponsonby.” *“ Why, «¢ven * the
Raglcy, have more decency than to béhave
like that.’

After the Jast wicket had fallen Myers
moved nway and sat apart from Pongonby.
‘He occupied a seat on a form, cuffing one or
the juniors who objected to his coming, and
took* his place. *Round him were a sullen
and defiant crowd of tei! Basil Hood, Faw-
cett,~and Raymond - openly expredsed their
contempt of-Mycrs, for they. felt themselves
'strong eénongh’to ‘defy him. : .
‘L Look!  He's Littleminster, and he wants
‘Ragley to win!' saill Basil-hotly.- - -
" And-they will win!"' sneered Mvyera, ** We
haven't a chance!  Outside Grainger und
Andrews, we've no team. () allis's innings
wie a flake.”" . )

And then in caime Ragley to bat, with the
rerufts we have alrsady recn.

Myers's face, 08 he gat and saw the af 1w s
shattered by Andrews and Grainger, was a
stufly in profound dejection. - . s
© At first” he reckoned the whole thiee a
fluke. But after a While, as he saw how d' ad

D the wicket the two were.,vsand. ho < ‘the

iitamen fumbled the bowling, he knew . for
Mycre was not a bad cricketer. : >

And when the end came he sat silent and
moody, while Basil Hood and the resi .f the
juniors linked hands and Jdanced round him,
shouting and jeering, yclling until the air
sracked. , .

Myers, with clenched fists, dashed at them,
aiming a blow at Basil, then striking ount
wildly at the others. They broke, nd, tura-

chaps from
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ing, ran to join the rest n»f the boys, who
were cheering the winners in.

- It "was - as Basil ‘Hood turncd to cast
another glance at Myers that the ** some-
thing "’ happened.

To his blank astonishment, Basil saw a
seedy, shabby figure, hands in pockets, pipa
In_mouth, strolling round the - pitch, anq
making straight for Myers.

In a moment he recogniged Joc Smart, the
cad who had turned up on thé athletic ground'
when Grainger gave Challis his first trial
spin.

Hello! What was the fellow doing here?
the boy wondered.

He stopped and watched.

It was as he expected. The cad made
straight for Myers and addressed him. He
saw Myers reply hotly, then turn to walk
away. - A

But the cad caught him by the arm, an
the twn fell to,arguing.

““Myers is in no end of a rage,”” thought
Basil. ‘* Wonder what that brutce has Eob
against him?" e -~ . .

At last he saw Myers wave the other away
with an<impatient . gesture. saw the cad
langh, .nod, .and swing-about on his heels,
and Myers fall into his seat again, with hands
claspcd and face drawn and pdle with worry.,

The cad, with_an”insolepce .that staggzered
the fag, actually had the cheek to walk back

| in front of ;the pavilion, and even tn stand

there,- listeping to the comments the bays
were making®on the play.

Here " Mr.-Evans caunght sight of him.
" What are jyon doing here?” asked the
master: N : _
"~ *“ Nothing. 'Eard there was a cricket-match
on, and thought I'd like to come iu and "a%
a look. "I ain‘t doing any ‘arm.”

‘*“You have no right here. Lhave the ground
at once!’’, +- ~at

Joe Smart snorted defiantly. _

‘“\Why should I7" 1t's a free coantry! ¥
like a good match. Besides, Mr. Myers told
me 1 could come.”

Mr. Evans’s face darkened.

(To be continued.)
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College, introducing

IS THE TITLE OF

NEXT WEEK’'S STORY.

It is another Magniticent Complete Yarn of St. Frank'a
NELSON LEE. NIPPER and his 3

Chums, and COLONEL CLINTON, the Soldier Housemaster,

LET LOOSE!” |
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