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BANG! CRACK! SIZZ!

The Boys of

St. Frank's make the sparks fly in this stunning
long complete Fifth of November yarn!

CHAPTER 1.
THE SCHOOL ON ITS HONOUR.

AL BREWSTER, of the River House

H School, free- wheeled serenely through

the gatewav of 8t. Frank’s, and then
practically fell off his bicycle.

“Great Scott!” he e€jaculated. “What’s
this—a riot?”

He stared across the historic old Triangle
in amazement. Morning lessons were due to
commence within twenty minutes, and
Brewster had naturally expected to see a
certain number of fellows in the open, par-
ticularly as 1t was such a bright November
morning.

But the Triangle was literally packed.

It seemed to the astounded Brewster that
the entire school was out there. And the
entire school was talking at once. Over-
flow meetings appeared to spread into the
Fast Square and the West Square. And the
air was filled with the incessant throbbing of
excited voices.

“1 say, somebody!” called Brewster, as he
whecled his bicycle forward. ‘“What’s wrong
here? What’s all the excitement about?
Has”the Head granted a whole holiday, or

“Hallo, Brewster!” said the cheery voice

G

“Just come

do

of Willy Handforth of the Third.
to make peace?”
“What

“Peace?” said Hal.
mean ?7”

“I thought you and the Remove fellows
were at loggerheads?” asked Willy. “When
my major was captain, didn’t he organise
a free fight on your footer ground, or some-
th'mg? Of course, you mustn’t blame him

you

“That’s over and done with,” interrupted
Brewster. “Now that Dick HamlltOn is
junior skipper again, things- are ‘as you
were.” But what's all this?” he added
curiously. “What’s the general idea ?”

“QOh, this excitement ?” asked W 1llv look-
ing round at the crowds. I suppose we’ve
got to make allowances for the poor chaps.
You know what most of them are. They soon
get bowled over if there’s something unusual
in the wind. I’m having a dlckens of a job
with the Third, I can tell you

“Is that anythmg fresh?” asked Brewster
sarcastically. “And isn’t it the general im-
pression that the Third has the dickens of a
job with you? It’s just the way you look
at it, my lad. But, for the third time, I'm

asking you what all this excitement 1s
about.” :

“Oh!” said Willy. “You don’t know,
then 2”7
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“Know what 7"

“ About the honour system ?” '

“The which?” asked Brewster, staring.

“Gather round, friend, and I will 1mpart
the gircat mnews,” said Willy solemnly.
“Know, then, that from last night onwards
the great and historic pile of St. Frank’s has
been on its honour to do the right thing.
We’re all trusted to be good little boys and
to obey our kind masters.”

Brewster grinned.

“In that case, I’'m sorry for the kind
masters,” he said promptly. “I’'m especially
sorry for the kind master of the Third !>

“Who, old Suncliffe ?” asked Willy. “My
dear chap, Sunny is going to have the time
of his life. He’s been a bit despondent this
term, and we’ve come to the conclusion that
it must be because the cricket season’s over.
So this honour business has come just iIn
time to buck him up.”

“You silly young ass—"

“Poor old Sunny doesn’t know what to do
with himself during the evenings,” explained
Willy. “He occasionally has a look at the
evening paper, but he doesn’t dash for it
with the same ferocity as he used to. Besides,
he can’t hold an inquest on every county

championship match now——"

“We’re not talking about cricket!” snapped

Brewster. “FPm asking you a civil question,
and all you can do is to talk rubbish! What’s
a}l this rot about honour? What’s the idea
of kidding me that you’re trusted to do the
vight thing 7

Willy turned to Chubby Heath, who had
joined him.

“He must think he’s come to Borstal!” he
said sadly. “To hear him talk, you might
think that St. Frank’s can’t be trusted out
of a master’s sight}”

“T think we ought to bump him!” said
Chubby Heath thoughtfully.

“Good idea!” agreed Willy. “Fetch the
crowd 1

Hal Brewster gave the fags a glare and
pushed on further. He encountered Dick
fHamilton and Reggie Pitt and Archie Glen-
thorne, all talking earnestly and seriously.
A little further on the mighty Edward Oswald
Handforth was holding forth loudly and at
length. The fact that nobody was listening
to him made no difference to his eloquence.

“Heard the mnews, Hal?” asked Dick
Hamilton, as Brewster came up.

“T’ve heard a silly yarn!” said Brewster
pruflly, as he shook hands. “Those Third
Form Lkids have been stuffing me up with
somme yarn that St. Frank’s has been put on
its honour! That you’ro all going to be
trus{;:d 2 ; 5 1 -

“Very funnyl” sal eggle Pitt co :
“Ha, ha, ha?’ o ¥

“What’s the 1dea of that sarcastic laugh?”
asked Brewster.

“Nothing, only you seem to take it for
granted that the Head must be mad to trust
.the school,” replied Reggie. “As a matter
of fact, what you heard was strictly true.”

“True 7’ gasped Brewster.

“ Absohutely I” said Archie Glenthorne.

“ But—but——"

“It’s a frightfully frightful shock, laddie,
but there it is,” went on Archie. “The whole
dashed school is on its dashed honour!
Absolutely no rules or conditions, or any of
those restriction things. I meun to say, we’re
positively our own masters. Somewhat
frightfully disconcerting, I mean to say!”

The River House boy was staring blankly.

“Look here, you chaps!” he complained.
“Be sports, you know. Is this just a yarn,
or is it really true?”

“We don’t blame you for being sceptical,
old man,” replied Dick Hamilton. “But,
although it seems incredible, it happens to
be strictly true.”

“Kvery one of you is his own master 7"

“In a way, yes.”

“And the rules
abolished 7

“Well, no,” replied Dick., “The rules and
regulations stand just as they are. Nothing
has becn altered. Not a thing—not the
tintest trifle.”

“Then what the dickens——"

“Except for the fact that the whole school
has been placed on its honour to behave in
an honourable way,” went on Dick. “In
other words, the fellows can ignore any rule.
they please, and they won’t stand the
slightest risk of punishment.”

Brewster was amazed,

“Ignore any order you please?” he
ejaculated. “Do you mean to say that you
can ignore the bell for morning school ¥ he
added tartly.

“Yes, if we want to.” :

“And escape without any punishment?”
gasped Hal.

“ Naturally.”

“And you can break bounds with im-
punity 7

“0Of course.”

“ At any hour of the day-or night?” yelled

“ Absolutely, old lad!”’ nodded Archie.
“ Absolutely any hour of the good old day,
or any hour of the jolly old night! 1 mean,
there it is! A dashed rummy sort of business,
and dashed disturbing to a fellow of peace
like me. But you know what these masters
are. Always springing something fresh on a
chappie!”’

Bicwster caught his breath.

“] don’t believe a word of it!” he said
gruffly. “I never heard of such rot!”

“But it’s true—honest Injun !”

“Then your hcadmaster is mad!” retorted
Brewster. ,

“In that case, the governors are mad, too,
because they sanctioned it,” smiled Dick
Hamilton. “My dear chap, we’ve had Sir
Jobn Brent on the platform thie morning,
and he’s the chairman of the governors. And
Professor Hudson——" -

“Who’s he §”

“One of the

and regulations are

Brewster.

big men from Hayle
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Uuiversity, in America,” said Dick. “He’s F the school expects of them. They’ll just know

the man who suggested the honour system
in the first place. And he has persuaded
the Head to give it a trial at St. ¥rank’s.”

“I thought there was something rummy
about it!” said Brewster tartly. “An
American, eh? So this 1s one of those new-
fangled Yankee ideas, is it? It’s a pity these
wranks can’t test their theories on their own
schools !I”

“Or yours, for example?” grinned Dick
Hamilton. “I don’t think you would
grumble much, Hal. Personally, I think
we're going to have a bit of a struggle, but
we've got to come out on top. The professor
had a very speccial reason for choosing a
school like St. Frank’s.”

“ But—but it seems so rummy!” ejaculated
Brewster, still half-suspicious.

“Woll, you see, St. Frank’s is one of the
greatest Public schools in England—a national
institution, in a way of speaking,” went on
Dick. “It’s a school with ancient traditions—
a school that has always been rather keen
on 1ts honourable record, tovo. Professor
Hudson is against the imposition of restrict-
g rules and regulations, and he maintains
that St. Frank’s will be better off without
them.”

““And, naturally, St. Frank’s agrees with
him,”” put in Reggie, grinning.

“The professor has a positive conviction
that a school with such an honourable record
as St. Irank’s will benefit tremendously,”’
continued Dick. ““Plenty of fellows would
break rules just as a matter of course, and
risk getting swished, and think nothing of it.
But if these same fellows are placed on their
honour not to break the rules—well, they
won’t break them.”

ilal Brewster shook his head.

““Don’t you believe it,”’ he said.
only a dream!”

“In other words, we’re not honourable 7'’

“I'm not saving anything about that,”
grinned Hal. *“‘But if you fellows can miss
morning lessons’ without any punishment—
well, vou’re going to miss morning lessons!
And if you can go to the pictures in the
evening, and roll home at about eleven
o’clock, you're going to forget all about being
on your honour! I’m not questioning your
integrity, you know. But human nature is
human nature. And the most noticeable fea-
ture about human nature is the weakness of
the flesh.”

Reggie Pitt patted Hal on the back.

“We have here, my sons, the complete
philosopher,”” he said proudly. ‘‘Too seldom
does he place himself on exhibition——"’

““That'’s

“You fathead!”’ snorted Brewster, turning |

red. -

“Sorry!” chuckled Reggie. ‘‘As a matter
of fact, I apree with everything you said.
You’re right, my son! The flesh s weak!
And that’s the snag we’re going to be up
against during this business. Plenty of the
chaps—the quite decent ones, I mean—won’t
have time to think about honour, or what

that they’re safe from any punishment, and
they’ll go ahead and have a good time.”
“By Jove!l’”’ said Brewster. I wish we
could have some excitement like this at the
River House! We never get anything fresh

there.”

“You needn’t be jealous!”” said Dick
Hamilton grimly. ‘‘Unless I’m greatly mis-
taken, we poor chaps are going to have the
very dickens of a time!”

 ——

CHAPTER 2.

STRAIGIHT FROM THH
SHOULDER.

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH came hustling up.
‘“‘Oh, so you’re here, ave
you?"” he said, glaring at

Brewster,

“I just popped in to speak to Dick about
the football 2

““A fat lot of time we shall have for foot.
ball!” interrupted Handforth indignantly.
“By what I can see, we shall have our work
cut out to keep the ¥orm in order! Three-
quarters of the chaps have, gone dotty!”

“You've just been making a speech, haven't
vou?”’ asked Reggie. i

“-STQS [!3

“Well, then, that accounts for it."”

““ Accounts for what?” frowned Handforéh.

“It explains why they’ve gone dotty!’’ said
Pitt blandly.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” _

Edward Oswald was pleased to ignore the
chaft.

“I’ve got no time to waste on nonsense!”’
he said curtly. ‘‘The honour of the Remove
is at stake. Do you hear me? Af stake!
And it’s up to me to guide it in the way it
should go.”

“Poor chap!”’ sighed Brewster.
thinks he’s still captain!®’

‘“We excuse him, of course,” said Reggie.
““He has these little delusions at times, Hal.
By the end of next term he might begin to
realise that his term of office as skipper was
a mere dream.”’

“I always thought it was a nightmare,”’
said Brewster.

“That’s right—go on!"’ said Handforth bit-
terly. ‘‘Talk about MHoratius messing about
while the bridge was burning!” he glared.
“You’re worse! You’re messing about while
the fate of St. Frank’s hangs by a thread!”

“Yes, it’s serious!”” agreed Reggie Pitt
solemnly.  ““Just as bad as Nero fiddling
while he was flooding Rome!”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm surprised at you!”’ roared Handforth.
““Do you realise that the chaps are all going
off their rockers? They’re talking about
missing lessons, and breaking bounds, and
all sorts of idiotic things! Aven’t we level-

“Ho.
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headed? Isn’t it up to us to save the Remove
from destruction ?”’

Dick Hamilton was impressed by Hand-
forth’s earnestness.

“Seriously, old man, you’re quite right,”
he agreed. ‘‘I’m afraid the majority of the
fellows have lost their heads. It’s only to be
expected, when you come to think of it. The
whole thing has been so sudden.”

But Handforth was grim.

““That’s no excuse!” he retorted curtly.

“They’re Removites, aren’t they? Well,
they ought to have more sense! I’ve talked
to them until I’m blue in the face] Unless

we do something pretty quickly, there’ll be a
black mark against us on tlie very firsi morn-
ing of the experiment.”

““By jingo, he’s right!”’ said Pitt, nodding.

““In spite of your rough-and-ready ways,
Handy, you’ve got plenty of socund common
sense,”” said Dick Hamilton quietly. “We
don’t want that black mark against us—
although, to be quite frank, I hard!y see how
we can avoid it.”’

“You can’t sce?’
staring.

**Not exactly.”

““And you call yourself a captain

“Look here 4

“Hand over thé captaingg to me, and I’ll
soon show you what to do!’ interrupted
Edward Oswald fiercely.  *‘But you’re the
skipper, so I won’t say a word! I wouldn't
dream of butting in. If you can’t see an
obvious thing, you're blind! That’s all I can
say !’

“Well, that’s one consolation,’
Pitt.

““But, mark you, if I was captain, I’d show
you!” went on IHandforth, with a snort. *‘I
wouldn’t stand here, gassing with a fat-
headed River llouse chap!”’

I’ protested Brewster.

“Here, I say!

“I wouldn’t waste my time on idle
chatter!” roared Handforth. “If I was the
skipper, I’d go round, and I'd punch every
head within sight! I’d knock some sense into
these brainless idiots! But as I’'m not cap-
tain, I won’t interfere—I won’t say a word!”’

“Good man!’ said Pitt, “Silence is
golden!”’

“It’s the wrong policy, Handy!” remarked
Dick, shaking his heuad. ‘‘That’s the policy
that madc you mess up the captaincy when
you had it. Ruam-headedness was never any
gooc,i; These fellows need persuasion—not

“I agree!” said Handforth, examining his
fist. “‘I'd persuade ’em!”

““Well, don’t persuade them that way,” ad-
vised Dick. ‘‘Remember that I'm the cap-
tain, and that it’s up to me to use my own
methods—even thongh you don’t quite ap-
prove of them. If you want to help, though,
you can buzz round, and tell the chaps I'm
going to make a speech.”’

“Only let them get here fairly whole,”” put
in Reggie. ‘‘Dick’s speech won’t be much

repeated Handforth,

I’?

> remarked

good if he simply addresses a strewn collec-
tion of wrecks!”’

““Speech!”” repeated Handforth scoffingiy.
““What on earth’s the good of a speech?
You might just as well talk to yowrself! I
telE you it’s force they nced—and plenty of
it 1>’

But he went off, and the commotion in the
Triangle 1Increased somewhat as he settled
down to work. Iullwood and De Valerie and
a few of the other level-headed Removites
were also collecting the Form together. They
took no notice of the Third or the Fourth or
the others. They were only interested in the
Remove. And they were really worried—for
most members of the Remove were behaving
in a decidedly frivclous manner.

“Well, I'd better be off,” said Hal
Brewster reluctantly. “T'd love to stay
here and see what happens when the bell
rings for mormng school—but unless I gev
a move on I shull be late for my own bell.
And at the River House we do have punish-
ments |”? -

‘““So-long, Hal !’ said Dick, nodding. ‘‘Have
pity on us, won’t you?”’

“Pity I”’ retorted Hal.
I had your luck!”’

He went off, and by this time the Removites
were crowding round.  After all, a Form
meeting was a Form meeting—and when the
captain gave tho order it had to be obeyed.
Those fellows who were reluctant to compiv,
were soon persuaded by Handforth’s special
methods.

““Now, you chaps, I’ve just got five
minutes!”” said Dick Hamilton, as he leapt
upon the granite balustrade at the foot of tho
Ancient House steps. “‘Don’t think I’m going
to preach to you, or any rot like that—but I
think we all ought to understand we’re on
our honour!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“We shan’t forget it, you ass!”’

““The Head is trusling us to do the right
thing,”” went on Dick eamestly. “He is
giving Professor Hudson’s theory a practical
test. And if St. Frank’s fails in the experi-
ment, it’ll be a pretty bad day for the old
school! We shall confess to the world that
we can’t be trusted!”’ :

“I thouglit you weren’t going to preach!™

“Dry up, Hamilton!”’

“Chuck it!”

“T’'ll dry up when I've finished!”” shouted
Dick. “I want to remind you that the school
rules and regulations have got to be obeyed
meore strictly than we ever obeyed them under
the old system. I want you to realise -

“Rats! There aren’t any rules now!”’

“Of course not!”

“Or any regulations, either!”

“They’ve all been abolished, you chump

“Hold on!” roared Dick grimly. ““Who
said that ?”’

1 did !’ retorted Hubbard, of the Ancient
House,

“My hat! I wish

1*?



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY o

“Then you'd better not preach that rot
armong the other chaps!”’ said the Form cap-
tain angrily. “Not a single rule has been
abolished, you dangerous lunatic! Why the
dickens can’t you understand the thing
clearly, instead of jumping to such idiotic
conclusions ? Every school rule and regulation
stands.”’

“But the Head said—"

“Every rule stands, I tell you!” shouted
Dick Hamilton. “But instead of them being
enforced in the usual way, we have been
placed on our honour to stick to them. If
we miss lessons, we shan’t get punished—if
we break bounds, we shan’t get punished.
But we all know the rules, don’t we? We all
know the right thing to do! And as we’re on
our honour, it’s absolutely up to us to do the
right thing cvery time!”’

““Hear, hear!” shouted TFullwood.

“We've got to
prove to this Ameri-
can professor that
we can be trusted!”
went on Hamilton
intently. “We've got
to show him that a
British school can
adopt the Honour
Syvstem, and make a
success of it. Why,
if we lose our heads,
and ignore the rules
altogether, we shall
be everlastingly dis-
oraced !”’

“Rats! Welre go-
ing to have a good

splendid

out delay!

BUSTER KEATON lececcccccccceo

Be sure that
coloured stand-up
photo of BUSTER KEATON !
Itisa wonderfully life-like model
of the famous film comedian
who never smiles!
order with your newsagent with-

this sudden change has bowled us over a bit.
But why shouldn’t we consider the matter
quietly and sensibly 1"

“There’s nothing to consider!” growled
Owen major. “We're our own masters, and
W?E can do as we like, The Head said so hin-
seif !”

“The Head intimated that we could do as
we liked—but what about the question of
honour?”’ demanded Dick. ‘‘Under the old
system, a fellow .could break bounds, or com-
mit any other little breach, and pay the
piper. Many a follow has deliberately broken
a rule, and has cheerfully accepted a hundred
lines, or a swishing. He has known that such
a nominal punishment would square things
up. Is that clear?”’

“Of course it’s clear.”

“But what's the argument about ?”’

“There's no argument,”’” said Dick quictly.
' “As I've just said,
under the old system
a fellow could break

a rule, take his
punishment, and feel
satisfied. But that

you get our sort of thing can't be
done now! I'm try-
ing to point out
how important it 18
for you to realise
the position.”
“Why can’t it be
done now?”’ de-
manded somebody.
‘“‘Because we can

break the rules with

Place an
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old rules!”
‘“Hear, hear!”

And the bulk of the Removites did their

utmost to shout their captain down.

CHAPTER 3.
THE FIRST RESULT !

ICK HAMILTON, however,
was not the kind of fellow

to be casily silenced. He
glared at the excited
juniors, and raised his

hand to restore order.

“Are you going to let me finish ' he asked

curtly.

If Handforth had made that request, the
audience would have ridiculed him. There
were several who ridiculed Dick Hamilton,
but only in 'a half-hcarted way. Somehow,
Dick possessed a certain magnetism which
compelled his listeners to pay attention, cven
though they were reluctant to do so. Dick
had a compelling personality, and his success
as captain was casy to understand.

“Thanks!” he said, when something like
silence reigned. “I don't blame you for being
a bit noisy. We're only human, after all, and

we like, and escape
scot-free!”

“Hear, hear!”

“That’s the stuff to give ’em!”

“You've put it in a nutshell, Hamilton, old
man !’

“Yes, but wait a minute "’ said Dick, *“We
can break these rules and get off scot-free,
but what about squaring things? How shall
we feel if we snap our fingers at authority?
Unt:l to-day we could feel that an account
was paid after we'’d done an impot, or had a
caning. But we’re on our honour to stick to
the rules, don’t forget! And every one we
break, we shall break at the risk of dishonour-
ing our own names, and the school’s namel”

“Good man!” said Pitt. “You've put it
neatly !” '

““Hear, hear!’ said Fullwood.

“It may be neat, but it's not strong
enough!”’ roared Handforth aggressively. “If
anv of you idiots defy the rules you'll be
unable to square yoursclves! A broken rule
means dishonoar !”

“Rats !’’ ,
“VWe can’t be bothered with such triflest”
“Of course not "

“Don’t make such a fuss over nothing,
Hamilton!” sang out Hubbard. “I dare say
vou're right when it comes to a big thing,



3 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

—

but there’'ll be nothing dishonourable in miss:
ing calling-over, or walking in late for lessons.
I’ out for sport, anyhow.”

“Same here !’

“You can dry up, Hamilton!™

A flood of excitement had swept through
the crowd again—cccasioned, probably, by the
clanging of the School House bell. The
juniors failed to realise that Dick’s warning
was justified. They held the view that
Hubbard had expresscd—that it would only be
dishonourable to commit a really serious
offence. Such trifles as breaking bounds, or
missing lessons, or ignoring calling-over, were
not to be considered.

Besides, what ripping sport to defy the
school bell ! _

It was something they had never dared to
do before. But now, owing to the new
system, they could just please themselves.
And why shculd they worry their heads over
lessons on siuch a fine morning as this, when
the sun was summing with a brilliance mose
like that of Scptember than November?

And thus, the first result of the new system
became apparent,

Hardly anybody oheyed the summons to
attend morning school! And the excitcment
was general., It was not merely coniined to
the Remove. Similar events had been occur-
ring 1in the Third, in the Fourth, and in the
IFifth. Iverybody was affected by the know-
ledge of freedom. The sudden realisation that
they were their own masters temporarily
robbed them of their balance., Their sense of
the fitness of things had become dulied by
the prevailing intoxication,

Perhaps the most successful junior leader
was the redoubtable Willy Handforth.
Everybody had predi®ed that the Third would
run amok—that not a single fag would go
within a hundred yards of their class-room.
But the fact remained that the Third trooped
in as usual, with only a handful of absenteecs.

True, many members of the Third were
locking batrered and bruised, and there was
a general air of sullen reluctance. But Willy
Handforth, at the head of his men, was com-
paratively havpy. A black eye, a pufty lip,
a thick left car, and a general appearance of
mutilation had no effect upon his spirvits, He
had been having a hot time of 1t, but his
incdomitable determination had won—or nearly
voi. A few of the more aggressive fags had
defied him—Dby getting out of his reach, and
remaining there. .

“Never mind!” he confided to Chubby.
“T've got them all taped! About ecight of
the beggars! Tl teach ’em to defy my
orders! DBy jingo! DBy dinner-time they’ll
wish they'd never been born !’

A happy smile came over his battered face.

“Dinner-time !” he repeated dreamily.
ik Got it !,” -

“Got what?” asked Chubby.

“The idea !” said Willy. “Chubby, my old
Duatch, the Third will turn up for afternoon
lessons—solid 1’

Mr. Suncliffe, the TForm-master, was very
astonished as his boys went to their places in

the usual way, and prepared for work. Some
of the other masters had informed Mr, Sun-
cliffe that he would have a morning off. Bug
Mr. Suncliffe was not disappointed at being
compelled to work—he felt, indeed, a scnsa-
tion of pride. And he disereetly avoided any
reference to the black cyes and thick ears
which obtruded themselves upon his notice.

In the Fourth Iorm, the great Beots had
failed. The I'ourth was even worse than the
Remove. In spite of John Busterfield Boots
strict instructions, it had decided to take full
advantage of the new conditions, and was
having the morning off. Only about half a
dozen Ifourth Formers turned up in the class-
room. And My, Pycraft, tho irascible cus-
todian of the Form, made himseclf so thor-
oughly unpleasant that even this handful
nearly walked out. ‘

Browne, the skipper of the Fifth, was much
more successful.  True, the Fifth was a
sentor IForm, and had rather strict ideas on
the subject of honour. But quite a few of
the IFifth IFormers were keen upon celebrating
their new independence by * chucking ™’
morning school.

However, William  Napoleon DBrowne
gathered these recaleitrants together, and
Browne was a wonderful talker. By the timo
he had finished, his audience was so ox-
hausted that it had no further desire to opposc
him. 'The prospect cof peacefully sitting in
the Form-rcom was quite alluring, and they
crawled there with what remaining strength
they possessed,

The Sixth, of course, was naturally crderly.
The Sixth wouldn't drecam of taking advan-
tage of the IHonour System—at least, not
where lessons were concerned. It was up to
them to set a dignified example to the
younger boys.

Without question, most of the excitement
was conflined to the junior school.

The Triangle was  still * erowded  with
fellows after the school bell had clanged cut
its last nete.  Ordinarily, if a fellow found
himself out of doors at that Jatal moment, he
would have sped like a rabbit to his I'orin-
room, breathlessly praying that he would be
able to sneak in unnoticed,

But now—what a difference!

Juniors were sauntering abouvt with their
hands in their pockets. Outwardly, they were
revelling in their freedom.  But, inwardly,
they were full of qualms. This was the test!
Would they be rcunded up, and hustled to
work ? Somehow, it secmed rather ineredible
that they could defy the bell with impuniiy.

But the minutes passed, and there were no
prefects hurrying round--no masters shouting
out their angry orders. Quite the contrury.
Morrow, of the Sixth, hurried from the
School House, and took no notice of the
absentecs.  And when the Head himsell
walked round—amid a general gasp of appre-
hension—the delinquents knew that they were
safe, For the Head merely frowned upon
them with unmistakable severity, but he gava
no orders, and offered no comment. He wag
sticking to his announcement that the boys
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Handforth sat up in the icy water and glared at the Removites grinning on the bank.

‘ And if you coma

back and interrupt our game again, we’ll think of sgmeigﬂler way to cool you off ! ”” Hubbard informed him
cheerfully.

could please themselves, and that no punish-
ment would result from the ignoring of a
rule,

“There vou are!” said ¥ubbard gleefully,
as the Head vanished through West Arch.
“IWhat do you think of that, my lads? He
didn’t say a word! Imagine the horrible
result 1f we had been out here at this hour
yvesterday !’

“Bwishings all round!” said Doyle.

“Lines and gatings!” grinned Canhan,
“We're safe now !”

“I say, let's get up a football match ! sug-
gested Owen major excitedly,  “Let’s chal-
lenge the IMourth to a game, and have some
fun !’

““Hear, hear!"

“Good 1dea!”

And a whole crowd of juniors deserted the
Triangle, and went off to Little Side, to
indulge in some rcal liberty.

CIHHAPTER 4.
THE IIEAD IS DUBIOUR!

HIY Remove Iorm-room
looked forlorn,
Altogether, there were

about fifteen juniors pres-
- ent, Seven of these were
considerably knocked about—for they had

been literally hammered into submission by
HHandforth. One by one, he had smashed them -
until they had promised to behave.

But Handforth could hardly divide himself
into twenty or thirty different scctions, and
so the majority of the fellows had escaped his
energetie  attentions.  He had threatenced to
reduce the whole Form to pulp if it dis-
honoured the school by missing lessons. DBut
then the final bell had gone, and, in order to
keep true to his own precepts, he had been
oblizged to go to the class-room. He couldn’t
very well continue his private war, for this

would make him almost as bad as the
delinquents.
Mr. Crowell came in anxiously, but he

faltered in his stride as he observed the tiny
sprinkling of fellows. He¢ had expected a
nlu.mbvr of absentces, but nothing so bad as
ths,

““Hamilton!"" he rapped out.
the boys 1’

“They don’t seem to have turned up, sivl”

replicd Dick.

“So can sce!” retorted Mr. Crowell.
“But where are they? You are the captain,
are you not? How is it that you have
allowed 4

“Chuck 1t, sir!”

“Where are

broke in Handforth in-
dignantly, “It's not fair to scalp Hamilton!"’
“What did sou say; Handforth " de-
manded Mr, Crowell 1cily.
“Jt's not fair to sca'p Hamilton, sir !’
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“Good gracious! What good is it to give
you an opportunity of correcting yourself,
Handforth?”” said Mr. Crowell hopelessly.
“How many times have 1 told you that
civilised people do not indiilge in scalping 7”7

Handforth looked surprised.

“But I'm civilised, sir,” he replied. ‘* And
I've scalped lots of chaps this morning. And
if you'll give me permission, I'll buzz out
antj bring the rest of the chaps in.”

“You will remain in your seat, Handforth,
- and be good enough to hold your tongue,”
barked Mr, Crowell, ‘It is not my business
to make any comment upon these new ideas,
but while ycu are in my class-room, I shall
insist upon baving control,”’

“I expect the chaps will recover their sense
of proportion by this afternoon, sir,” said Dick
Hamilton earncstly. ““They’re honourable
enough, in the main, but they’re too excited
to think properly.”’

“The whole thing is utterly beyond my com-
prehension I’ said Mr, Crowell bitterly, “If
you choose to walk out of the room, I can do
nothing to stop you! Where i1z my
authority 7"’

“That’s all right, sir—we shall be just the
same as ever,” declared Reggie Pitt. “‘In
fact, you can count on the Form backing you
up more strongly than cver before. It's only
a question of getting sctiled down.”

Mr. Crowell grunted. He felt that he had
said too much already, for it was not his
place to make any comment upon the Head’s
doings to his boys. But Mr. Crowell, like
most of the other masters, strongly dis-
approved of the Honour System., They felt—
and with some justification—that every atom
of authority was being taken out of their
hands. They had no particular faith in the
boys realising their responsibility as Professor
Hudson fondly hoped would be the case.

“1 shall make a mental note of every boy
present,’”” declared Mr. Crowell, eyeing the
skeleton Form. ‘*‘That, I imagine, will not
be very difficult! I am not going to con-
gratulate you upon your sense of duty,
because you have merely done the least that
could be expected, As for the rest, I am dis-
appointed and grieved. I thought my boys
had more respect for the school, and for me.”’

“They haven’t given themselves time to
think, sir,” urged Dick.

“A ready excuse, Hamilton, but I am not
so willing to condone them,”’ growled Mr.
Crowell, ““Not that I expected anything else.
ITeaven only knows how we shall” be able to
maintain any discipline at all!”’

He felt it safer to make no further com-
ment, for he was liable to say too much,
He ordered the boys to take out their books,
and to get to work—and inwardly hoped that
the Head would :oon realise the folly of his
cxperiment,

There was c¢ne fact which not only sur-
prised Mr. Crowell, but Dick Hamilten and
Pitt and Handforth as well., The boys
present included such level-headed juniors as
e Valerie, Glenthorne, Tregellis-West, Jack

——

Grey, Russell, and Singleton. But Bernard |

Iforrest had attended lessons also—and he had
brought his cronies of Study A, Gulliver and .
Bell, with him.

And yet these three were real cads—just
the type of feilow who would naturally take
advantage of the new order, since they bad
utterly no conception of honcur, or all thas
the word stood for. Their presence was rather
gratifying under the circumstances,

But Forrest was cunning, and Dick Hamil-
ton suspected that he had some ulterior reason
for this show of duty. And Dick was right.

“There’'s no sensc in missing lessons, or
defying any rules of that sort,” murmured
Forrest, as he and his chumns settled down to
work. “QOur best policy is to give a good
impression, We'll take advantage of the new
frecedom this evening, when we can walk ous
just as we like, and come back at any old
hour we like! And no questions asked !”

“Why shouldn’t we cut lessons, too i” mut-
tered Bell.

“Decause we want to make old Crowell
believe that we're to be trusted—that’s why,”’
replied Forrest. “If we comply with all the
ordinary rules, we shan’t be bothered with
any supervision at bed-time., I am playing
for safety, my sons.”

“I suppose youwre vright,” admitted
Gulliver,

My, Crowell looked up.

“Stop this talking at once!”’” he com-
manded. “Just hecause you are your own

masters—a ridiculous anomaly in any school !
—I will not have this talking during lessons!
Silence, at onee!”’

He expeeted an immediate show of inso-
lence {rom Forrest, but nonec came.
.“’E‘iorr}', sir!” said Bernard, " We forgot,
sir,

“That is all right, Forrest, but remember
in future,” said Mr. Crowell.

Dick Hamilton pursed his lips.

“Something fishy about this,”” he told him-
sclf. *“I shall have to kegp my eye on those
beggars. They want old Crowell to look upon
them as models of honour; but I know them
a bit better than that!”’

The door opened, and the hecadmaster
strode in, followed by Professor Grant
Hudson, the school’s distinguished guest.

Everybody abt once rose to their feet and stood
at attention.

“PDear me!” murmured the Hcad, rather
aghast.

Ar, Crowell turned to hun stiffly.

“You did not advise me, sir, that yvou were
to honour me by this visit I'” he said, striving,
unsuccessfully, to hide his annoyance.

“No, Mr. Crowell, T am making an in-
formal visit to the class-rooms,”” explained
Dr. Stafford. “Boys. you may be seated.

Upon my word!
mere handful !

Professor Hudson nodded.

“It is distressing, Dr. Stafford, but 1
venture to predict that these class-rooms will
have a very different appearance to-morrcw,”
he said. ‘I urge you not to be too Lasty in
your judgment.”

A handful, professor—a
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The American professor was a straight,
upright gentleman with iron-grey hair and a
clean-shaven face, He was an Amecrican of
obviously good brecding—a man of high ideals
and absolute integrity. He, too, shared some
of the headmaster’s anxicty.

“The other boys, I presumme, Mr. Crowell,
have failed to attend?’” asked the Head.
“You have taken no steps to collect them?”’

Mr. Crowell stiffened.

“I was not aware, sir, that it was within
niyv provinee to go round persuading the boys
to follow me into the class-room,” he replied

wcily.,  “However, i1f you wish 1t, I have no
alternative——"’
“No, no, Mr, Crowell,’”” interrupted the

Head hastily, “Certainly not! The boys
should have suflicient common sense to attend
without any compulsion. They know their
duty, and they know my wishes. It is just
as well that we should let this test follow its
logical course.”

They went out, and closed the door.

periment. But we must give them time.
We cannot expect too much on the first
morning.’’

He escaped, for he felt guilty of having
placed his under-masters in a very unenviable
position.  If the boys acted rightly, the
masters would not be affected. But when
they started off by ignoring the rules whole-
sale, the result was likely to be serious.

““This is far worse than I had even feared,
professor,’”” said Dr, Stafford, when they got
out into the corridor again. ‘“*What am t-
to say to these gentlemen when they com-
plain to me? I am beginning to regret—""

“Wait!”” interrupted the professor quietly.
“Do me the honour of giving my theories
a thorough testing before you pass judgment.
As I originally declared, a full month will
be necessary to make the experiment
thorough.”’

“A month!”” ejaculated the Head. *‘ Upon
my soul, professor, if we are to form any

“] feared as much, professor,” said the| conclusions from this morning, the whole
Head, in great per- school will be dis-
turbation. “Good organised and dis-
heavens! Not one- AVOID banded long before
third of the class at a month has
work! The rest— DISAPPOINTMENT! sceeseesceeeee clapsed.”’
where? Playing in o - The protlessor
Lhe kﬁeldi—prgb&blifl e If youwant to be quite cer- e Ial}%ﬁf}" L

reaking bounds an . . ® ‘Within a week
committing all sorts @ tall of gfzttmg BUSTER ® the school will ba
of minor offences. I 8§ KEATON'’S wonderful e junning normally,”
confess that I am e coloured stand-up photo, don’t e he declared. “You
mtensely worried.” : . . p \ ? e chake your head'

“Then let mo e Wwait until next VEdDBSday’ but e sir—but remember
point out that this & go to your newsagent NOW ¢ my words!”
was only to be ® nd— o “If we last a
expected,” said the g ® week, 1 will,” re-
professor  quickly. oceseeseeeecssssscssccsecse DRDER nplied the ~Head
“It will take a day, i dryly. “‘I am filled
at least, for the boys IN ADVANDE » with apprehension.

to recover their

sense of proportion,

During the first few hours, it is only naturai
that they will be rather out of hand. But I
am convinced that my theory is right—that
the school will prove itself capable of discharg-
ing this trust honourably.”

Dr. Stafford shook his head.

“We shall sce,” he said. ‘‘I hope you are
right, professor. For the sake of St. Framk’s
good name, I earncstly hope you are right.”’

They entered the Fourth Form class-room,
and the Ilead compressed his lips grimly.
This was worse than the Remove!  Mr,
Pveraft was presiding over a mere dozen.
‘Dr. Stafford had very little to say, but Mr,
Pveraft was full of woes.

“T% 1s distressing, sir,”” he complained. ‘I
have done everything within my power. 1
went out personally, and ordered the boys
to follow me, but they retorted that they
have vour permission to do as they like.
Under those circumstances, I naturally suc-
cumb.”’

““Have no fear, Mr. Pycraft,”’ replied the
Head. ““The boys are indeed their own
masters—that iz the whole object of this ex-

Here,”” 'he added, us

- he paused before the

door of the Third Form class-room, *we shall

(Itm;btless find Mr. Suncliffe sitting in solitary
state.”’

They went in, and the Head started. At
first sight, the Third was absolutely normal.
All the boys were at work, and Mr. Sun-
Eliﬂ'e]was busily chalking things on the black-

oard.

““Good gracious!”’

o ejaculated the Iead,
staring.

CHAPTER 5.

HANDFORTH TAEKES FREN(H
LEAVE.

HE Third arose like one
man; as Willy Handforth
gave a signal.

““Good - morning,
said the Third,

sir (™
in one
voice.

““ Er—good-morning, boys!’’ said the Head,
rather confused. ‘I am delighted, Mr. Sun-
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cliffe” he added, with great relief. *‘1 am
quite delighted !’

Mr. Suncliffe, whose mind was full of

figures, looked mildly astonished.

““Indeed, sir?”’ he said.

“Your Form appears to be almost intact,”’
went on the Head.

““ And why not, sir?’’ asked Mr. Suncliffe,
with a sudden frown. ‘I believe there are
six or seven absentees, and 1 offer my sincere
apologies for this state of affairs. Perhaps
the boys will be thoroughly ashamed of them-
selves during the morning, and will put 1
an appearance later.”” -

The Head hardly knew what to say. The
very Form of which he had expected the

worst was almost intact—and Mr. Suncliffe
was apologising for it! But neither the Head

nor Mr. Suncliffe realised that Willy Hand-
forth was solely responsible for the Form’s
astonishing sense of duty. Willy’s influence
in the Third was uncanny, and his rule was
absolute. The fact that a few fags had defied
him was, in his opinion, an everlasting dis-
grace, and he was resolved that they should
pay dearly for their defiance.

The Head mauanaged to escape somehow,
and his expression was rather different after
he had found the Fifth and Sixth intact to
a man.

““It 1s not so bad as I had feared,’”’” he ad-
mitted. ‘1 am particularly astonished at the
Third Form boys. They hate gone up greatly
in my estimation. Splendid! I expected the
seniors to have a full appreciation of their
duties—but the Third, no. I am gratified!”’

““The other Forms will soon toe the line,”’
declared Professor Hudson, smiling. “‘Just
give them time, my dear sir, and you will
be astonished. You have placed these boys
on their honour, and they will not fail.”’
 “But they have failed !’

““Not through any lack of honour,”” put in
the professof. “‘Mere thoughtlessness, Dr.
Stafford—the natural result of excitement.
When they have begun to think, when they
have realised what 1s expected of them, they
will justify my faith in them.”

“But the fags!’ murmured the Head.
““Really, it is quite astounding. The Fourth
Form and the Remove have greatly disap-
pointed me. I hope you are right in your
prediction that normal conditions will “soon
return. You must realise that we are very
helpless now. With all punichments abolished,
we are simply in the hands of the boys. 1t
rests entirely with them to uphold the dignity
of the school—and to do so simply and purely
through their sense of honour.”

“A severe test, I will grant,”” admitted
Professor Hudson. ‘‘But I would never have
suggested 1t if I had not had a conviction
that it would be absolutely successful.”’

And while they were walking out of the
School House, Handforth was growing very
restless in the Remove class-room. More
than once he had stood up, and on two dis-
tinct occasions he had walked towards the

— e ——————

Joor, only to go back to his desk. When he |

L acts

had stood up still again, Mr. Crowell thought
it time to intervene.

4“1 am well aware, Hand{forth, that you are
at liberty to neglect lessons if you wish,”” he
said tartly. ‘““But while you are in this room,
I must insist upon your remaining still.

" Your constant bobbing about is most discoa-

certing I’

““ Bobbing about, sir ?” repeated Handforth,
with a start.

‘““Yes, bobbing about!”

“I’'m thinking, sir,”* explained Handforth.

““Then you will oblige me by thinking with-
out the accompaniment of these continuous
of restlessness,”” said Mr. Crowell.
“Lessons are quite farcical enough without
you making them ludicrous.”

““ Farcical, sir?’’ repeated Handiorth. **But
we’re working, aren’t we?”

““The other boys, I believe, are applying-
themselves as far as the circumstances will
permit,” agreed Mr. Crowell. ““But I am
not so sure about your own work, Handforth.
You have been dodging up and down for the
last ten minutes. What is the subject of
our present lesson?’’

““Geography, sir!”’ said Handforth
promptly.
““Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Crowell.

“You know well enough that we are taking
history !’

““Oh, well, there’s not much difference,
sir!”” said Handforth airily. ‘‘The fact 1is,
I'm worrying about those other fellows.”’

“Indeed!” said Mr. Crowell coldly. “I
am grateful, Handforth, that you should
shoulder my tirials in this way. But you will
please remember that you are in this rcom
for the purpose of working. I can do all the
worrying necessary, without any assistance
from you.”’

“I’ll tell you what, sir,”” said Handforth.
“I’ll go and fetch ’em!”’

“You will sit down, and devote yourseif
to history!”’ retorted Mr. Crowell. ‘‘So that
is why you have been so uneasy? You want
to go out and bring the Form here, do you?
I much regret, Handforth, that I have not
much faith in your capabilities.”’

“I’ll persuade them, sir,”’ said Handforta
eagerly, as he unconsciously tightened his
knuckles. *It’s all a matter of tact ”

““He’s right, sir,”” interrupted Hamilton.
““T was thinking very much the same thing
myself. I wish you’d let me go out and give
the chaps a good talking to.”

“I am not sure that I want them here,”
said Mr. Crowell coldly. ““The boys are on
their honour, and if they choose to be dis-
honourable, and slight me in this outrageous
fashion, they may do so. I only hepe that
they will ultimately appreciate their guilt.”

““Oh, but that’s all rot, sir!’”’ protested
Handforth warmly. “I—I mean—— They
won’t appreciate anything, sir, unless some-
body put it to them straight from ihe
shoulder. Look here, let me go, sir! Il
round ’em all up, and bring ’em back., Is
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He moved towards the door.
“Handforth, I have alrecady told you——-"
began Mr. Crowell.

“Then 1t’s a go, sir?’ asked Handforth.

briskly. “Good!”’
“Upon my word! I didu’l "
“That’s all right, sir—trust me!l”’ said

Handforth briskly, as he opencd the door.
““Now that I’ve got your permission, 1 feel
satisfied. I shan’t be more than five minutes.”’

“ Handforth !” thundered Mr. Crowell.

“Thank me when I come back, sir,”
Edward Oswald, as he hurried out.

He closed the door, and Mr. Crowell gasped.

“Is it possible that the boy deliberately
delied me—or did he honestly helieve that
1 gave him permission ?’’ he asked, in wonder.
“l can scarcely credit—— There is no need
for this exhibition of inane grinning!” he
added sharply. ‘“Afttend to your work at
once!”’

In the meantime, IIandforth, fully under
the 1mpression that he had received permis-
sion, hurried out into the Triangle. IHe rolled
his sleeves up as he went, and he looked
round with a hungry, searching expression.

“T’ll show ’em!’’ he muttered fiercely.

The Triangle was empty, but the sound of
distant shouts served as a good guide, and
he hurried off to Little Side. He paused,
aghast, as ho saw what was happening.
Handforth’s sense of duty was very strict, and
it enraged him to see these fellows setting the
rules and regulations at defiance, and ignoring
the appeal to their sense of honour.

“By George!”’” he muttered fiercely,

A fdotball match was in progress—a match
between the ¥ourth and the Remove. Under
no circumstances could it be called a scrious
effort, particularly as there were twenty-odd
players in cach team.

The whole field was crowded with fellows,
and they were shouting and laughing and
monkeying about in a spirit of reckless
abandon. It was a rag, pure and simple,
although one fellow was acting as a referee,
and there were two goalkeepers aside.

“What's all this?” roared Ilandforth, as
lie rushed in among the players.

“Come on, Handy!” yelled Iubbard
breathlessly, ‘‘Just the man we want!”

“We're two goals down against these giddy
Fourth-Formers !’ grinned Duncan. *‘‘Come
on—join 1in =

“Wait a minute!’”” interrupted Ilandforth
curtly, ‘‘You’re coming with me—every one
of you! And the first chap who attempts o
defy my orders will wake up and find himse.f
in the middle of Christmas!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A yell of derision went up.

“Clear off, Handy—we’re busy!”
_“Remember your honour!” thundered
Handforth sternly. *‘‘The Removo has got to
set an example to the whole school! And
here you are, acting the giddy ox like this?
What do you call this game, anyhow ?”’

“We're trying twenty-two a side!”” chuckled
one of the juniors., *‘I say, you keep goal

sald

4

for us, Handy, and we’ll defy these Fourth-
Yormers to score!”

“That’s it!’’ shouted somebody else, ‘““We'll
have one goalie, and let them have twul
And we’ll still win!”

““Rather! Handy’s the chap!”

“Rot!”’ shouted Armstrong, of the Fourth.
““ITandy couldn’t prevent us from scoring on
his own! If we have two goalics, you've got
to have two!l”’

IIandforth snorted.

“What!” he snapped. “Do vou think I
couldn’t keep you fathcads out?”

“No, you couldn’t!”’ retorted Armstrong.

“All right—we’ll sce!”” shouted Handforih
excitedly. ““You can play fifty men if you
like—and T’ll prevent you from getting any
goals! Come on, blow you!”

He ripped off his jacket, and prepared for
the fray. Considering that he had come ous
to drag the Removites into the class-room, hLe
wasn’t making much of a success of it.

CHATTER 6.
NOT VERY SUCCESSKFUL!

[1 O it, O’Grady!”’
f(—\ [§ Shmt!’}

O’Grady of the Modern
House took a long shoi:
Handforth meb the
leather with his fist and contemptuously sent
it back into play.

“Rats!” he snccred. ““‘Didn’t I tell you
that you can’t score?”’

““Then what do you call this?”’ grinned
Armstrong,

Crash!

He sent in a shot
the back of the net.

“Goal!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly ass, you were ofl-side!” roared
Handforth. “I didn’t even try to save if!
Besiﬂes, the referee had blown his whistle

that ncarly went through

““That doesn’t make any diffcrence,’”” saiil
Armstrong.  “There’s no off-side in this
game, and wo only take notice of the referec
when we want to. That was a goal, my lad,
and it counts!”

“Oh, does it?’ retorted IILandforth, All
right, Timothy Armstrong, if you’ll comu
over here I'll show you what it’s like to turn
a back somersault! If you think you can
make your own rules, I'll—"

“Don’t be an ass!’’ interrupted Armstirong.
“It’s only a rag game, and it’s up to you o
save the ball whenever it comes near you.
Come on, let’s start again!”’

‘““Hear, hcar!”’

““Better than mouldy old lessons!”

Handforth gave a violent start.

“Here, I’ve forgotten something!”’ Le
roared, aghast. ‘‘I- came out here to haul
you fellows into the class-room!|”’

“Ha, ha, hal™
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‘“‘And you’re playing, Handy!”

- “"Im not¥’ gasped Handforth. ‘‘At least,
1 didn’t mean to! Only—only these blither-
ing Fourth-Formers goaded me into it
Now, then—I’m not going to have any more
of this rat! Are you coming to the class-
room quietly, or shall I drag you there?”’

“We'll let you drag us, old man!”’ said
Cioodwin, grinning.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Better chuck it up, Handy, old son!”
gaid Armstrong. ‘‘If you’ve come out hero
to coax these Remove chaps indoors, you’ve
bitten off a big order!”

“Coax them!™ repeated Handforth. *“‘Yes
~with my fist]'*

“Don’t be so optimistic,”” said Armstrong,
shaking his head. ‘‘They’re not going to be
ordered about by you—besides, we’re going tc
finish this game. So the sooner you clear
off the field, the better. Are you going to
clear off peacefully and meekly, or shall we
duck you in the river first?”’

““If you duck me in the river, these Remaove
chaps will wipe you up!’ retorted Hand-
forth curtly. “‘And, if it comes to that, try
and duck mel Now then, you Remove chaps!
Are you recady? Follow me! March!”

The Removites failed to march.

““I think we’ll help these Fourth-Formers
to duck you!” said llubbard, grinning.

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good idea!”’

This base insubordination of his own Form
fellows took Handforth by surprise. With
his usual assurance he had taken it for
granted that the Removites would back him
up without question.

““We don’t want to argue,”” he said grimly.
“P’ve ordered you to come with me to the
class-room.  Time’s going on, and Mr.
Crowell’s in a stew. I shan’t ask you again.
I've asked you too many times already.
Now, then, are you coming ¥’

“You’re not asking us, are you?”’ grinned
Owen major. ‘* And I don’t see any reason
why we should reply. ILet’s get on with the
game. Buzz off, Handy—you’re a nuisance.
If you don’t want to play, go back to your
lessons ¥'?

“1 told you I wasn’t going to argue!”
-roared llandforth. “‘Take that, Charles
Owen 7’

Owen major went over with a crash, and
carried two or three other juniors with him.
Handforth was getting dangerous.  Unfor-
tunately, he was entirely single-handed, for
all the juniors were against him. They hadn’t
the slightest Intention of going indoors for
lessons. Why should they ? They were nunder
no compulsion now, and they were too ex-
cited to think of the headmaster’s trust.

““Look here, Handforth, we’ve bad just
about enough of this!”’ said Armstrong curtly.
“You’re spoiling the game, and you’re
making an ass of yourself. Clear off while
you’re safe—our patience won’t last much
| longer, you know,”

“‘Mine’s gone!” retorted Handforth darkly.
“I’'m fed up with the whole crowd of you!
I told Mr. Crowell I’d bring you back, and
there’s an end of it. TI’ll give you one minutie
to form up in a linel”

The Removites gave a roar, and decided
to adopt the suggestion that the KFourth-
Formers had put forward. Handforth was
trying his old games. He seemed to think he
was in a position of command, and ke
evidently expected the fellows to obey him
without question. ' -

It did not take them long to disabuse hinn
of this impression, '

““Come on—the poor chap’s too hot!”’ sang
out Hubbard. “IHe needs cooling a bit!
Grab him! One—two—threel!”’

Before Handforth could make any attempt
to defend himself half the Remove bowled
him over. He was spread-eagled on the turf,
and ho was lifted up by eager hands, and
borne swiftly up the playing-fields towards
the river. His mind was ip a state of bewil-
dered chaos.

If the IFourth had done this he might have
understood it. But his own Form fellows
were about to duck him—with the Iourth
looking on. Although Handforth had defin-
itely asked for trouble, he was filled with
astonishment at finding it. He was never
able to learn that aggressive methods only
beget aggressive methods.

“You—you traitors!” he panted, as he was
carried along. ‘“‘Lemme go! Haven’'t you
got any sense of decency? You ought to
show these Fourth-Formers how to respect
the Head’s wishes, instead of mauling me
about! If you chuck me in the river, I'll
never speak to any of you again!”’

““That’s done it!”’ shouted Owen major.
““In with him?!”’

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

They reached the river bank, and wasted no
further time. They were so excited that they
gave no thought to any pessible ill-effects. 1t
was November, and the river was cold. They
only knew that they would receive no punish-
ment for whatever they did, and this know-
ledge rendered them reckless.

Haondforth went in with a terrific splash.
The water was shallow hcre, so shallow, in
fact, that when he sat up in the mud, his
head was above the surface. The Removites
were shouting with laughter on the bank:

“Now we can finish our game!” grinned
Dick Goodwin.

““And if Hanidforth comes back, we’ll think
of something else to cool him off,”” added
Hubbard. “‘The giddy cheek! Calmly think-
ing he can order us about just as he likes!
It’s likely we're going to obey him, when
we don’t even have to obey the ordinary
school rules!”

Every atom of fight was knocked out of the
unfortunate Edward Oswald. He dragged
himself out of the river, and made his way
back to the School House without even
attempting to get his revenge. Ile would

'??
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“Hi! Look out, you fathead ! *’ .
his nose, narrowly missing demolishing that organ of physiognomy. ‘' You dangerous lunatics ! ’* he roared.
‘ You’ll kill somebody before you’ve finished !”

Zurrrrrrreh !

leave that until afterwards! Ordinary common
sense told him that his first duty was to get
into dry clothing.

But he went and reported to Mr. Crowell
first. And the Form-master was by no means
surprised when the door opened, and Iland-
forth stood there, looking very much like a
drowned rit.

““Ah, Handforth!” he said, peering over
the tops of his glasses. ““My congratulations!
You will observe the large number of boys
you have succeeded in persuading——""

“They—they wouldn’t come, sir!”’
Handforth.

“Very remiss of them!” said Mr. Crowell
sarcastically. ‘I presume you are aware of
~the fact, Handforth, that I gave you no per-
mission to leave this room? What have yon
heen doing? You are wet through! Go up-
stalrs at once, and change your clothes!”

“Yes, sir!”’ said Handforth meckly.

He closed the door, and Dick Hamilton rose

to his feet.
1 shot, sir?” he asked

gasped

“Shall
quictly.

“Not if it will result in the samo disastrous
fashion as Handforth’s effort!” retorted Mr.
Crowell dubiously.  “I am really afraid,
Hamilton, that the boys are beyond all sense

have a

of propricty., This unfortunate cdict has
caused them to losc their heads.”
“8till, we can’t go on like this, sir,”’ replied

Dick firmly, “And unless we take the idiots

]

|

Dick Hamilton stopped just in time—the rocket shot past

in hand at once, they’ll grow worse. I'd like
to go and talk to them, sir, if you don’t mind.
I'll be back in a few minutes,”’

Mr. Crowell shrugged his shoulders.

“Do .as you please,” he said wearily.
““‘Strictly speaking, I suppose I ought to be
thankful that you should ask for permission,
Hamilton. Ias not the Head ordained that
you are at liberty to go out when you ?leasv.
and to come back as the fit takes you ¥’

He spoke rather bitterly, and Dick could
sympathise with him. I'or, unless the I'orm
strictly adhered to the ordinary rules of the
school, Mr. Crowell’s powers were nil. And
this present defiance was enough to distress
any master. The skipper went out with a
grim expression on his face.

“Hallo! What on carth’s the matter with
vou, Handforth?"’ he asked, as he came upon
Edward Oswald in the lobby. “Why don’t
you go and get those wet things off 77 -

“TI'm just going!” said Handforth, with a
dazed look in his eves. I say, I've just
heard that the Third is practically intact—al!
of ’em at work, you know! The Third!”

“That’s enough to make the Remove
ashamed |”’ said Dick curtly. *“Thanks for
the information, Handy. What did the chaps
do to you—chuck you in the river ?’’

“Yes, tho rotters |” snapped Handforth., 1
ordered them to follow me, and this is the
result I’ _

“Well, I'm going to have a try,’’ said Dick
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Hamilton, “You get out of those wet things
quickly, old son, or you’ll be down with
influenza before to-morrow., It’s not summenr-
time, remecmber.”

“I'm going to make a dash for it now,”
replied Handforth, ‘ But you're mad to go
out there. If I couldn’t bring *any of the
fatheads back, what chance have you got?
Be sensible, for goodness’ sake!”

And he went off, marvelling that Hamilton
could be such an idiot as to kid himself that
he could succecd where he—Handforth—had
fafilpd., The thing was ridiculous, on the face
of itD

CHAPTER T.
DICK HAMILTON’S wAY!

TIIOUGHT as much |’
The Remove captain
stood against the ropes of
the foothall field, and
looked grimly on while
the revellers continued their nonscnsical per-
formance. Most of them were only doing it
out of bravado—just to celebrate their imde-
pendence,  Perhaps the game had started
with a certain amount of enthusiasm, but
now it was oply being carricd on because
nobody liked to admit that it was silly.

In fact, the trnants were discovering that
the time was liable to hang on their hands.
There wasn’t half so much fun in staying
away from lessons as they had originally
imagined. The fact that the rest of the school
was at work acted rather as a damper to
their enthusiasm.

So, when Dick Hamilton strode on to the
field, he had little or no difliculty in stopping
the game. DBut his arrival incensed them.
‘They weren’t going to stand any preaching!
Not likely! They had had enough trouble
with Handforth, and they weren’t p;oinﬁ to
stand any rot from Hamilton, even though he
was their skipper!

“You can clear off, ITamilton

“You needn’t think you can order us in,
Lecause we're not gomng !’ .

“¥ear, hear!”

“Don’t be so ready to take things for
granted,” retorted Dick Iamilton quietly.
“T haven’t come here to order anybody—or
to pirecach, ecither. DBut if yon're willing to
listen to me for two minutes, I'd like to =ay
a few words, Tt's entirely up to you—I don't
want to force myself on you if I'm not
wanted.”

“You're going to lecture us, I suppose?”
sneered Tlubbard.

“Well, look here—are vou going to let me
epeak for two minutes?”’ demanded Dick.
“Give me a hecaring, and T'll be satisfied.
Afterwards, you can do just as you please.
Pm not going to ask anybody to do anything
—but I've got an jdea that yow've misunder-
stood the position.’”

' Oh, go ahead—Dbut cut it short!”

There was something about Dick Hamil-
wton’s attitude which made it almost impos-

»
!

-

sible to refuse him. The fellows were feeling
uncomfortable, too. They had had a sensa-
tion of guilt, more or less, ever since they
ignored the school bell. But they were too
obstinate to admit that they had acted
foolishly.

“Well, I haven't got much to say,’”’ ex-
claimed Dick. ‘‘Of course, you are at liberty
to do exactly as you please—ithat’s under-
stood. But what 1s the Head going to think
of you?”’

“ What do we care what he thinks?”

“I1 rather believe you do care,” retorted
Dick. *““Dr. Stafford bas given us the chance
to be our own masters—to feel that we're
capable of being trusted. The whole affair’s
an experiment; but what’s going to happen
to it if you keep up this rot ? It’ll fail with a
flop, and we shall go back to the old restric-
tions. That’s as certain as the sun 18
shining,”

““That’s all the more reason to make hay
now!”’ saild Owen major.

“Hear, hear !”’

“We don’t want your preaching, Hamil-
ton!”

“I'm not preaching —I'm only telling yon
that the Head has put us all in a position of
trust,”’ said Dick. “ And the Remove and the
Fourth are failing him. And what about
Professor Hudson ? Do you want to show an

3

American that we're incapable of being
trusted 7”7
“Therc’s no harm in a hit of sport.”

grumbled somebody.

“We're on our honour to respect all the
rules,” said the captain grimly. “If any of
you have got any rcal sense of honour, yeu’ll

o to the class-room at once, and show M.
%}rowell that you're made of the right stuff.
It’s a nice state of affairs when the Third sets
us an example!”

“The Third?”’

“Yes—npractically the whole Form is at
work in the class-room,”’ said Dick con-
temptuously. ‘“Iags, mind you! And you
fellows, who try to ruin this experiment in
the first hour, are in the Remove! Hang
it,” he added, with a sudden note of appeal,
“why the dickens can’t you do the deccent
thing, and come indoors "’

“By gum, he’s right!” said Goodwin
promptly. “We'll come, Dick !’

“Yes, there’s no fun in this rot!” agreed
Dunecan. .

“Come on, you chaps—let's chuck it!”

Dick Hamilton was gratified to hear these
encouraging shouts of support. I'ully half the
Removites backed him up, once a few of their
number had started the ball rolling. But a
number of others, consisting of the irrespon-
sible element, flatly refused to tamely walk

indoors.  They wero encouraged by the
derisive shouts of the Fourth Formers.
“That's right—walk in like good little

‘}?

boys!”’ jeered Armstrong. “What about our
game, you rotters? How can we finish it if
you desert us in the middle of it?”’

““Yes, you chaps—let’s finish the game,
anvhow !” shouted Hubbard.
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“No, it’s a mad sort of affair, at the best,’’
said Duncan, “I'm going to follow Hamil-
ton’s advice, and go indoors.”

“Same here!” declared Goodwin,

Within a minute the Remove had ranged ]

itself into two oppcesing parties—those who
supported the captain, and those who were in
favour of continued liberty. It was useless to
talk to these latter of honour. They were far
too cxcited—far to irresponsible to listen to
any reason.

The gamec was off, anyhow, and cven the
Tourth Xormers weren’t sorry about this.
There hadn’t been much fun in it, anyhow.
They needed something more thrilling—some-
thing with a real “kick ” in it.

It was Marriott, of the Iast House, who
solved the problem.

“Great Scott !” he shouted suddenly. “T've
just remembered something, you chaps! What
about the Fifth ?”’

“The Fifth ?’

“To-day’s Guy Iawkes’
Marriott excitedly.

“My only hat! So

Day !” roared

Duncan. “I was an ass myself—but you've
knocked a bit of sense into me, Iamilton'!
And this firework business is too thick for
words !”

Now that the Removites had come round to
Dick’s way of thinking, they were eager
cnough to support him. They were hotly
opposed to the wildness of the others.

Without the support of the Fourth Formers,
the remaining Removites might have been
dealt with effectively. DBut with Armstrong
and his irresponsibles to back them up, they
were determined to extract every minute of
fun from this occasion.

Many of themn were soon back, armed with
squibs and giant crackers and every possible
variety of firework. .

“It’s the Fifth—so we can’t be blamed for
having some sport,”’ said Armstrong, grin-
ning. ‘It ought to have been a whole holiday
to-day, but as the Head hasn’t had sensc
cnough to grant one, we're taking 1t our-

selves !’ ”
“Hear, hear!

it 1s!” , ' ' The next moment
ot e gorgotten . THEY'RE TOP-HOLE ! eocoesesnss the air o Slied
Hubbard, of the @ = 3 sharp explosions, as
Remove. ‘I've got @ That’s the opinion of every- @ jumping  erackers
piles of fireworks, o S were set off in a
too! What with all e one who has seen our superb o dozen laces  at
e ey tovied  § FREE GIFTS of coloured cut- § 00 "G M i,
th}fla tF ifth'-i I sy, e outs of famous film stars. If o ﬂfle pungant smoke
Wwila & chance 0O ® @ 0 urning gun-
have some sport!” s Yyou order THE NELSON LEE -4 pow(illqr, and the
i © gught fo walt  $ LIBRARY in advance, you will §  Goited®anout with
—? ] m&ke sure that }rou__.. ® frantic excitement.
Mg IRl g | . " Come ont” said
grinne ubbard., e Lok amiltor
“There are plenty woossessesssesescoe GET YOURS - . umy. s

of fireworks that arc

just as good in the

daytime as at night! Crackers and squibs
and fhings! Let’s bring ’em out licre, and
have a regular celebration !”

“Hurrah !’

“Hold on!” shouted Dick Hamilton angrily.
“Haven't vou fellows got any brains at ali?
You can’t disturb the school with fireworks
in the middle of the morning ! It’s a filthy
trick to defy the Head——"'

But it was like talking to a horde of Red
Indians., The juniors took not the slightest
notice, but rushed off, velling and dancing—
filled with enthusiasm for this new thrill.
Fireworks, of course, were forbidden during
the morning ordinarily. But nothing was for-
bidden now! And to-day was the [ifth!t It
would be sheer insanity to ncgleet an oppor-
tunity like this.

“Well, we'd betler go into the class-room,”’
said Dick curtly. “'Thank goodness half of
yvou have had cnough sense to keep out of
this rot! Poor old Crowell is worried stiff!
Let’s go and cheer him up a bit!”

“Why not stay here, and drag these chaps

in by the scruff of their necks?” suggested

It seemed to him
that the only way
was to leave these idiots to it. The presence
of any spectators only made them worse—
particularly when they knew that these
spectators were hostile towards them. A
ridiculous spirt of bravado had prompted this
mid-morning letting-off of fireworks. And,
somehow, the very noise of the explosion=
seemed to encourage the young rascals. They
were celebrating their hour of independence!
For the moment the sacred St. Frank’s code
of honour was abandoned.

CHAPTER 8.

MORE THAN THEY
FoRr!

URRRRRRH!

With a terrific roar, a
rocket went zig-zagging
giddily across Little Side,
almost parallel with the

ground. Some lunatic had lighted it without
troubling to sceure the stick.
“Hi! Look out there!”

BARGAINED
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““Qut of the way, you fatheads!”

The rocket was a big one, and if it had hit
anybody it might have done some damage,
But, by sheer good luck, it fell hissing and
sizzling to the ground, after it had shaved
Dick Hamilton’s head by a mere four inches,

“You dangerous maniacs!” roared Dick
furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dick ran to the rocket, and stamped upon
it furiously; he extinguished the burning
powder, but he was smothered in a2 cloud of
acrid smoke.

“II1, that’s my rocket!” yelled T{ubbard,
as he ran up, *“ You've ruined it!”’

“Yes, and unless you stop this madness I’ll
ruin you!’ retorted Dick hotly., ‘“Haven’t
vou got more scnse than to fire those things
off like that? You'll kill somcbody unless
you're careful.”’

“Go and boil yourself!” shouted Hubbard
recklessly.

Dick compressed his lips, knowing that it
would be uscless to thrash this irresponsible
hothead. The others would only reccive en-
couragement. They were bad enough already,
without.making them worse.

“We'd hetter get ont of this, by gum,” said
Dick Goodwin uncasily. “If the Head sces
us, he'll think we're mixed up in the
business {”

“Yes, we'll go!” said the caplain, with a
nod.

He was locking upset. He took a great
pride in the honour of the Remove, and it
ﬁm‘t him dceply to sce these young fools
jeopardising the Form’s good name by their
ironzied cxhibiticn of so-ealicd independencao.

But something happened just then to pull
the level-headed juniors to a halt.

Somebody—whether it was Hubbard or not,
Dick  couldn’t  discover—{ived off another
rocket,  This was an enormous thing—one
ithat must have cost nine or ten shillings fér
the single picce, And when a rocket of that
kind 1s mis-(ired, something preity scrious is
liable to happen. |

With a devastating rcar, and amid wild
yelis from the juniors, the rocket half rose at
a low slant. And then, zig-zagging fear-
somely, it crashed full tilt into the junior
pavilion. There was a claiter of broken glass,
and then the interier of the pavilion was
laridly filled with green fire.

“0Oh, my goadnaess |’
“ Bullseye !’
“THa; ha, ha!”

The shouts, however, were somewhat sub-
dued. The wild excitement ceased, just as
though a wet blanket had fallen over the
party. This pavilion incident had sobered
the young tdiots very effectively.

“Tho pavilion’s on fire !’ gasped Hubbard,
turning pale.

“Rats! It’s only the rocket !”?

The green flare had now changed to red,
and a terrilic racket was going on inside the
wooden building. Smoke was pouring out of
the windows, too, And the firework fiends

ccased all their efforts, and staredein awed
dismay.

“This looks serious!’’ snapped Dick. “And
it’s no good leaving anything to these mad-
men! Come on, you fellows—we’ve got to
get a hose goingl” _

They ran like mad for the pavilion, and
their action caused the others to follow.
Hamilton was the first to arrive, and his fears
were justified. ‘The rocket had expired, but
the fiercely roaring contents of it had done
their work. One corner of the visitors’ dress-
ing-room was blazing and crackling with ever-
mcreasing fury. The flames wero licking up,
and the room was choking with smoke,

“By gum [” gasped Goodwin, staring,

pl

“What can we do?”’ asked Duncan., ‘““'The
place 1s on fire!”’
The Form captain was too busy to malko

any reply. He ran swiftly to the end of the
little puilding, and assured himself that the
fire hydrant was in working order, Then he
rushed in threugh the back doorway, with
half a dozen tellows crowding after him. They
knew what he was after.

In less than a minute the hose was down,
and while two juniors carried the end of it
round to the hydrant, and f{ixed it into posi-
tion, the others prepared to fight the fire.
Fortunately, the whole incident had happened
so quickly that none of the masters were yet
aware of 1t.

Bug the fire had quelled every atom of the
riotous excitement.

There was still plenty of excitement, but it
was of a different kind, The firework enthu-
siasts had lost all their incentive., They
trembled to think of what might happen to
them if the junior pavilion was burnt down!
The Head’s new ruling did no: permit them
to destroy the school property with impunity !

Zazzan |

With a sudden hissing spurt, the hose filled,
and the nozzle sent forth a devastating volume
of water. It came so suddenly that Dick, who
was holding the business eud, had no time to
swing it round. About twenty of the culprits
were thoroughly drenched.

“Whoa! Steady, you dangerous ass!”

“Turn that thing away, confound you !”’

“Put the fire out, Hamilton—and don't act
the goat1”’

“If some of wvou have got wet, all ihe
better 1”” retorted Dick, as he leapt tcwards tha
burning room. “Stand clear, there, unless
you want to get soaked again!”

~ Tho fire, aftet all, was so quickly dealt with
that it had no real opportunity of gaining a
dangerous hold.  After the first minute, Dick
turned off the nozzle-cap. and fell back.
Clouds of evil-smelling steam wore billowing
out through the smashed window.

“T'm going inside |” said the captain curtly.

**And you other fellows had better stand
back,” he added. “You ought to bo jolly
thankful that this fire isn’t more serious! And

if you're not thoroughly ashamed of your-
selves, you ought to be!”’

He expected a roar of defiance, but none
came, The juniors were fecling too scared-<
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o Gutting
school!’?
risk another ducking.”

lessons and going to the races, eh P ** roared Handforth., ¢ I’ll teach the rotters fo let down the
““It’s all right, Ted, we’ve stopped their little game,’’ said Willy.

*‘ There’s no need for ycu to

And it was quite apparent that Willy and the fags had done their work pretiy
thoroughl

y.

and too relicved. Going into the pavilion, it into you! Will you give me your word

Dick flung open the door of the affected room,
and stood there. The steam was dispersing,
and except for a flood of water on the floor,
and a f{ew charred panels, there was no
damage done. Dick had drenched every trace
of the firc out. DBut he looked grim as he
rcalised that the whole building might have
becen gutted if those irresponsible feather-heads
had been left to themselves.
“All safe ?” asked Duncan anxiously,

“Yos, it’s out, and not much damage done,”’
replied Dick,

“Thank goodness!”” said Brent, taking a
deep breath. “I say, what about giving those
Fourth Iormers a soaking? There are some
of our fellows with them, too. They need
cooling off.”

Dick had his own idea, and he strode out
on to the verandah, and faced the scared
crowd. They were all in a big bunch—just
as he wanted them, IIe held his hand on the
nozzle-tap.

“Don’t move !” he said warningly. “At the
first sign of bunking, or any movement, I'll
turn this tap on, and soak the whole crowd of
you !’ ]

“Hi, steady P’ gasped Canham, in alarm,

“Chuck 1t, Hamilton!’’ said Owen major.

“I'll give you a fair chance,” retorted Dick,
“If you haven’t got any code of honour of
your own, I'm going to do my best to hammer

that you’ll come straight indoors for morning
school, or shall I turn this tap ¥”’

“We're not going to be ordergd about!”
roared Hubbard.

“All right—I'll chow you whether I'm
serious or not!” said the captain dangerously.
“Remember, you can’t escape—this hose has
got a range of *

“All right—we’ll go!” gasped Canham hur-
riedly.

“Don’t turn that tap, you fathead

“We're sobered now !”’ said Doyle, with a
feeble grin, ‘*Thank goodness that fire’s ou:
—that’s all I say! Let’s go indoors before we
get another fit of madness! After all, 1it’s a
dirty trick to defy the rules like this!” '

“I'm glad you admit it,”” said Dick gruffly.
“Hang 1t, you fellows! I at least expect the
Remove to do the right thing! Don’t you
think it’s up to us to show the Fourth a lesson
in decency and good manners?’”’

A chorus went up, and Hamilton had his
way. All the juniors promised to go forth-
with to the class-room. And Dick lowered the
hose, and the Fourth Formers made a wild
dash out of range. . They had an idea that
they weren’t quite safe ncar the pavilion!

“Yes, let’s chuck up this silly rot!”’ awred
Clanham. ‘‘After all, it was these fat-heu<:d

LR ]
!

| Fourth-Formers who suggested the ideal”
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‘“Never mind the Fourth-I'ormers,”’ said
Plamilton. ““They can do as they pleafae—-
without any advice from us. Mr. Crowell is
regularly eut up, and I don’t wonder. Unless
we all attend lessons in the usual way, he’s
practically helpless. I'm not going to say
any more—but 1'm expecting some action.

Dick Hamiltor was very wise. He walked
off, without waiting for any of the other
fellows to follow him. ITe rather thought
that ho had done the trick. But he couldn’t
be quite sure yet. When he got to the
Remove class-room, he found that Ilandforth
had got in before him.

“I feared as much, ITamilton!” said Mr.
Crowell, when he observed that Dick was
ulone, “*You had better go to your place,
and wo will get on as best we can.”’

J[a.ndforth Wias grinning.

“What did I tell you?’ he said. “If I
fuil, everybody else fails. A thing like that
stands to reason. You're jolly lucky to escape
without a ducking.”

“GGive them a chance,’” said Dick. - *‘I’ve
rot an ldea that some of the fellows will
roon turn up.” ile turned to Mr. Crowell.
“*if they do, sir, I hope you’ll back me up
by pretending that everything’s the same as
usual.  It’s the only way to teach the
ounders.”

*‘I shall be only too pleased to see them,”
replied Mr. Crowell bitterly. ‘I may as well
teli you, Hamilton, that 1 have very little
faith in the success of your efforts, IHand-
jorth, did yon report to Dr. Brett ?”’

“No, sir,”” said Handforth, in surprise.
“Why should 17

YL Lhink you ought fo have taken some
medicine,” replied Mr. Crowell. “We don’t
want you laid up——-"

But before he could get any further the
door opened, and the Remove came in. At
least, eighty per cent of the Remove came
. Only a very few obstinate weaklings were
abszent. In their own petty way, they wanted
to 1maintain their new independence, They
hadn’t got suflicient sense to realise that ihece
very methods were totally opposed to their
0“11 interests.

“"Bless my soul!” murmured Mr. Crowell,

There was a whele prorcession—orderly and
sedate. They filed in, went to their places,
and sat down. The ma;outy of them were
lool».mg rather sheepish. Some were sullen,
having becn shamed into this action by the
taunts of their fellows. But nothing cculd
alter the fact that they had come. Avd it
was perfectly obvious that 1t was Dick
Hamilton who had contrivnd this return.

“Well, T'mm jiggered!” =aid Handforth,
staring. ““By George, the fatheads must
have taken <omo notice of me, after all!l”’

“Don’t he an ass!”” multered Church im-
patiently. ““This is JTamilton’s doing. So
you needn’t pat yourself on the back for
uothing.”

McClure grinned.

“Forceful methods may bhe all right in our
study, Handy, hut they’re nc good anywhere

else,”” he said, with a chuckle. **Churchy and
I undersiand you-—but the othm r‘mps‘ don’t

They’re liable to kick a bit. They don’t 1p-
preciate your wonderful methods of persuasion.

willy of them, of course.”

Handforth nodded.

““Nobody understands me, except 3ou
chaps!” he said tartly. ‘“‘Blessed if I know

why it is, either; I'm always making——

Mr. Crowell’s voice interrupted them.

‘“Ah, this looks more like business!’ said
the llorm-master genially. *‘I am glad you
have remembered that we are primarily here
for the purpose of imbibing knowledge.
Splendid, boys!”’

Mr. Crowell was genuinely pleased. Uniil
now he had despaired of the whole exper:-
ment. e had regarded it as a freakish whimn
—and one that was liable to create havoc
throughout the whole school.

“1 feel that it is my duty to apologise to
you, boys,”” he continued, much to the Iform’s
surprise. ‘‘I had been telling myselt that you
were devold of any sense of honour-—that you
could not be expected to rise to such an
occasion. But I was wrong. Without any
compulsion, you have shown the spirit I
noped you would show—but which I feared
would be much longer in manifesting itself,
I suggest that we make a big cffort to
recover the lost time.”

“We’'re game, siv.”’

““Hear, hear!"

“We won’t he such asses again, sir.’

And the Remdve settled down to “orl; in
real earnest. Mr. Crowell was highly de-
lighted, and the Form was relieved. 1[: was
a surprise to find that lessons, after all, were
more enjoyable than stolen play. And there
were many in that room who had the decency
to feel ashamed.

CHAPTER 9.
FORREST GETS AN IDEA,

1LLY HANDFORTII looked
/ round the Triangle, and.
grinned.

““Not a zign of them?!”’
he said. ““Of course, the
beggars are keeping out of my way—they
know where the atmosphere is unhealthy!

But there’s one bell they won’t ignore, _And
that’s the dinner-bell!”’

““Nobody will ignore that belll” said
Chubby Heath, nodding.

“And when it goes, we shall get tho:ze

rebels!” said Willy darkly. ‘‘1Sight of them!
Eight mouldy traitors in the Third! By
jingo, they haven’t got the faintest idea of
what they’ve earned for tnemselwsl”

“Why, what are*yon going to do?’ asked
Juicy l.emon curiously.
“Fancy asking that!”’ szid  Chubby.

“Willy’s going to take *hem one by one,
fight them until ihey’re d &

“That’s just where you're “I‘OHE‘ inter-
rupted Willy serenely. “ Physical IJULI‘:I’]ITI-?II‘}
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is all very well in its way, but I’ve got a
betler scheme for these traitors. I’ll bet they
won’t miss any more lessons! Now, let’s
number them off.” .

He took hold of his little finger.

“There’s that rotter Fullerton,”” he said
grimly. ‘“Old enough to be in the Kourth,
and ugly cnough to be in the Zoo! Thinks
he’s so jolly important that he’s always burst-
ing his caps!”’

“We know them,” said Chubby Ieath.
“It’s the East llouse crowd—Fullerton’s set.
Why namo them one by one?”

““Mind your own business,”” said Willy
coldly.,  *“*There’s Fullerton, and there’s
Parry minor. Ivery time I see Parry minor,
I want to squirt some Iflypic over him. It’s
good for killing insccts!’”’

“But it’s harmless to human beings, you
ass,” said Lemon,

“We're not talking about human beings—
we're talking about Parry ininor,”” replied
Willy. ““One dose of Flypic, and he’d crumple
up. Then there’s young Sullivan, the beastly
little snob! 1}le’s the worst humbug in the
Third, and Suns minor is always cribbing
and sneaking, and young Ryder is as siy
as a fox. As for Jimmy Hook, he’s got
about as much brains as a clothes’ prop!
That’s seven, isn’t it? Yes, and there’s
Conroy minimus.”’

““He’s harmless said Chubby
Hecuth.

“T'o see his brains,”” replied Willy, ‘““we
should nced one of those giant microscopes.
Iec’s been led away by the other crowd—but
that doesn’t alter the fact that he’s guilty.
There's eight of them—and all belonging to
the East House! They're going to get a
surprise when the bell rings for dinner. T’ll
teach them to disobey their captain’s orders]”

Willy would not enlighten his chums as to
his proposed method of teaching. But,
knowing him as they did, they had a shrewd
notion that 1t would be something unusually
drastic. Willy was hurt. He had always
prided himself on the fact that the Third
backed him up to a man. Some, of course,
backed him up under compulsion—but it was
very seldom that he met with such defiance as
now. The truants should be made to suffer.

“They’ve marred the Third’s honourable
record !’ said Willy fiercely. ‘“One dose of
punishment won’t be enough. They’re going
to have two or three days of it, my sons.
In the meantime, take a look at the sporting
gentry on the extreme left. I think there
might be some work for us here.”

He was looking at Iorrest & Co., who had
just appeared. The cads of Study A were
talking earnestly.

cnough,”’

“You necdn’t argue!l’’ Forrest was saying.

**We're going!”

“But what about afternoon lessons ?”’ asked
Gulliver. .

““We're going to cut them.”

“But didn’t you say this morning that our
best policy was to attend -lessons and create

a good impression?”’ asked Bell, in wonder, |

“You've changed your mind pretty quickly,
haven’t you?”’
Bernard Torrest nodded.

“Circumstances alter cases,” he replied

calmly. “You know Snagg?  That chap
who introduced wus to the roulette club?

Well, he ’phoned me up ten minutes ago.”

““Oh, that’s why you’ve got us out here,
all dressed up?”’

*“Yes,”” said Forrest cally. ‘“‘He’s willing
to give us a ride in his car to Helmford, and
he’s got some good tips. We're pgoing to
have an afternoon at the races, my sons.
There’s nothing like being on the course.”

““Well, don’t speak so loud,”” muttered Gul!-
liver unecasily.

“Why not ?”’ asked Forrest. ‘‘I don’t care
who hears! A master can come by, if he
likes—there aren’t any punishments nowadays.
We can go when we please, and get back
when we please! What’s the good of an
L%onour System if we don’t take advantaga
of it?”
¢“Btill, we’d better be careful,”” said Gui-
liver.

“Rot !”” laughed Forrest. ‘‘We’re going to
the races, and we’ll have lunch at the Wheat-
sheaf in style. My treat, you kunow. 1I've
got plenty of cash!’’

Bernard Forrest had many faults, but mean-
ness was not one of them. When he was
flush, he was always generous. This, indeed,
was the main reason why Gulliver and Bell
supported him so whole-heartedly. And
Forrest’s present wealth was the result of a
recent visit to a gambling house, in Ban.
nington—where there was a full-sized rouleits
table. TForrest was determined to take full
advantage of the present system at BSt.
Frank’s to visit this delectable establishment
nightly.  Why shouldn’t he? TUnder the
present rules, he and his chuyms could go to
bed at any hour they pleaseﬁ, with no ques-
tions asked. Perhaps the new order would
fizzle out before long, so it was up to them
to get the best out of it while it lasted.

““Yes, we’ll have a nice lunch at the Wheat-
sheaf, and then motor off to the races in
style!”” said Forrest genially.

“You rotters!’”’ broke in Ralph Leslie Fu!l-
wood, who happened to be passing. ““You'd
better not try any of those dodges!™

““Jealous ?”’ sneered Forrest.
““‘No, confound you, I’'m not!”

““Not so long ago you would have besn
pretty eager to join us,”” went on Bernard,
with a grin. ““Why not cut out this pretence,
you ass, and have an afternoon of sport!?
You're welcome to join us, if you choose to
drop your saintly pose.”

Fullwood’s expression became hard,

““Any more insinuations like that, For-
rest, and I shall be obliged to knock you
down,’” he said calmly. ‘I don’t want to dov
it—I'm rather particular about dirtying my
hands—but I'll do it at a pinch.”

The leader of Study A flushed.

““It’s no good arguing,” he retorted. ** ¥ou
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may like a brawl in the Triangle, but I’m
not keen on it. Ready, you fellows?”

He turned lis back on Fullwood, and they
cirolled off towards the gates. They were in
no hurry, for they had planned to catch the
midday train to Bannington, and they had
twenty minules before they need be at the
station,

Willy IHandiorth, who had been strolling

near by, joined €Chubby Ileath and Juicy

I.emon undernealth one of the chestnnts.

““T thought g0}’ he said briskly. *‘There’s
work for us.”’

“*Work 7"

“Rather!’ said Willy. “Those cads over
there are planning to go to the Helmfozd
races this afternoon!®

“Openly 7 gazped Juicy Lemon.

‘“ Absolutely as boldly as you like!”” replied
Willy. “Somchow, I don’t think ihey’ll go,
do you? Doesn’t it just show the tolly of

opening your mouth too wide?”’

Willy gave vent to a shrill, peculiarly pierc-
ing whistle, It was one that was well known
throughout the Third. It penetrated into
every House, and it meant that the Third
was urgently wanted. Woe betide any fag
who deliberately ignored it!

Near the gateway, Forrest & Co.
preparing to leave.

“Yes,”” said Forrest,
masters, my sons!’’

But were they? It was all very well for
the 1lead to intimate that the boys were their
own masters—but it seemed that Willy Hand-
forth was going to have something to say in
the matter. From every quarter tho fags
were running up.
Wiliy like magic, and awaited orders. None
of them thought of asking any questions,
Experience had taught them that such a

were

“we're our own

policy was useless. Willy was a much greater {
autocrat in the Third than his major was in |

the Remove. IFor while Edward Oswald was
regarded as a joke, his minor was a kind of
miniature Mussolini. Not that Willy habitu-
ally enforced his authority. As a rule, the
Third was only too eager to obey his call.
His leadership was supreme.

“There’s just a little job on,”” said Willy, at
length, ‘*See those Study A cads over there?
Well, grab them! Bowl them over, search
their pockeis, and empty them! Keep all the
gpoils separate, and ithen repcrt to me!”

The order was sufficient. The Third leapt
to the attack.

Bernard Iforrest and his elegant cronies
were treated to a [irst-class exhibition of the
Third’s efliciency. Unfortunately, the three
Removites were the star turn, as it were, of
this exhibition, and this rather detracted from
its charm,

There was a sudden running of feet, a
swift converging of figures, and before Forrest
& Co. could possibly guess what was in the
wind, they were powled over like ninepins, 10
vanish amid the general smother.

They gathered round {
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Bang! Bang! The Roman candles

Bang']
“ Crikey ! Y’m on fire!’’ Sparrowleapeday

CHAPTER 10,
APYLY TO TIHE THIRD!
{l DWARD OSWALD ITAND-

FORTIT strode up, aud
frowned. ’
“What’s all this?"’ he

asked curtly.
Willy turned to his major.

“If it’s all the same to you, Ted, we’d
prefer you to go away somewhere,”” he said
plaintively. “Go and find Church and
McClure, for example.”

“Look here, you young ass

“They’re bound to be about someshere,”
went on Willy, glancing towards the Anciert
House. ‘““And ii’s ten chances to one that
youw’'re anxious to punch their heads. So ke
a sportsman, Ted, and toddle off 1"’

“If you think you can get rid of me—

12
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'row’s coat-tails did their work only too well.
n like mad, to the accompaniment of jumping

“Lither go,” said Willy, “or I’'ll ask you
for five bob.”

Handforth started,

“Blackmail i’ he said fiercely. ‘‘By
George! T've always thought you capable of
ordinary burglary, but blackmail’s something
new! I'll go when I like, my son! ¢ And
before I go, I want to know what this noise
is about. You can’t create havoc in the
Triangle without answering to me!”’

‘““My men are just doing a little job,”’ said
Willy patiently.

Handforth glanced at the ‘‘little job,”’ and
noticed that a great deal of the commotion
had subsided. The entire Third Form seemed
to be crawling over the carcases of their
victims. .

““I notice you kept out of it!”’ said Hand-
forth accusingly.

““Oh, -this was one of those simple jobs—
no need for me to take an active part in it,”

replied Willy. ““As a matter of faet, we’ve
been scalping thrce Remove chaps, and iaze
business ought to be over by now!”

“Three Remove chaps!”” roared Handforth
indignantly. “Why, you young bounder!
The Remove can look after itself—without
you fags interfering! If anybody in the
Remove needs scalping, I’ll do the job !’

“Poor old Ted!”” sizhed Willy. *“‘I’ve heard
about your wonderful efforts this morning.,
Any sign of a cold yet?”’

Handforth turned red.

. “That was a slip!” he grunted. *“‘I want
to know who these Remove fellows are, and
what you’re doing to them ?”

““We're teaching them the St. Frank’s Code
of Honour!’ replied Willy calmly. “You
stand back there and watch.”” He turned, es
Dicky Jones ran up. ‘‘Got the envelopes?”
he said. ““Good man!”’

Handforth  watched - in  wonder. The
methods of his winor were not his methods,
and he was so surprised by what he saw that
he forgot to barge in. But his eyes glittered
with satisfaction as he recognised the victims.
» Forrest & Co., absolutely inarticulate with
rage, were allowed to stand up. Their formoer
magnificence had gone. No longer were they
elegant and spruce. Dust and dirt smothered
them; their collars were missing; their spoit-
ing suits were little better than food for the
old clothes sack; their hair was tangled and
matted, and their faces were only just recoy-
nisable. s

“That’s what I call doing a job
thoroughly,”” said Handforth minor con-
tentedly. :

There was no escape for the would-be race-
goers. The Third-Formers encircled them,
and any breakaway would have been doornea:l
to failure. Not that Forrest & Co. were feel-
ing strong enough for any such venture.

“You’ve done well, my lads,”’ said Willy,
with perfect coolness. ‘‘So all this stuff be-
longs to Forrest, ech? You’re sure? You
haven’t got anything mixed up?”

Chubby Heath, who had his hands ful,
grinned,

“Juicy and Owen minor and Hobbs and ¥
took charge of Forrest, and all this kelter
has come out of his pockets,’”” he explaine:l.
“Look at the cash, too! Pound notes and
ten-bob notes, and silver ”

“That’s all right,” interrupted Willy. ‘“We
wouldn’t touch this money, even if we weve
starving! We draw a line somewhere, you
know!  Put everything in this envelope,
Chubby, cld son!”’

The envelope was a huge one, and it
readily engulfed the contents of Bernaxd For-
rest’s pockets—his money, his watch, his
pocket-book, his wallet, his gold matchbox,
and so forth. KEverything went into the en-
velope, and Willy sealed it down, Then he
scrawled Forrest’s name on the front.

The spoils from Gulliver’s pockets and Bell’s
were treated in just the same way. KEach lot
was sealed and labelled. Then Willy bowed

| with exaggerated politeness to the stripped
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tirio-——etripped, that is, of all their personal
belongings, They didn’t possess a  loose

Luiton between them.

““All right, my merry punters, you can buzz
off to the races now us soon as you like,’
said “ﬂly smoothly. “Wo hope you lose
all you've got!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you young demons!”
rest, beside himself. ““You—you—

“Races!”’ roared Handforth, ‘“‘Were thesc
rotters going to cubt afterfhoon lessons, and
disgrace St. Frank’s at the races? By
George, I'll sinash ’emn——-"

““Chuck it, Ted—they’
interrupted Willy coldly. *‘Iesides, I’'m con-
ducting this pantumtme You can butt in if
you like, but it’ll probably cost you another
ducking.”

Handforth controlled himself witl an effort.

“All right!” he muttered, ‘Perhaps you
Lnow best. I can’t grumble at the way
youw’ve handled this affair, anyhow. Jolly
good! In fact, I couldn’t have donc it bottcr
rm*se]f M

Forrést came up, white with rage.

““You young thieves!”’ he shouted hoarsely.
“Give us our moncy baclc—dnd our other
things! ¢ If you think we're going to be
'burgled

“TThat’s enouzh!”’ interrupied Willy coldly.
“We've scaled your belongings into separate
pacLaffeh, haven’t we? That doesn’t look like
‘burglary, does it? Take a squint at this, you
“ass!”’

"~ He held up Forrest’s envelope, and in
"addition to Bernard’s name, there was this

snarled For-

3

13!

ve had their grucl!

legend: ““L'o be called for after 4-30, Friday,
chmbcr 5th.”. Forrest siiaply goggled et
l{'

. “What—what does this mean?’’ he shouted
thickly.

' ““It means that you can have your property
back at four- thlrty, or after,”’ replied W:lly,
with a grin, ““Apply to the Third, my lads!
But it’s no good applying before half- past
four. That’s the time of the last race,”” he
added calmly.

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

Forrest & Co. were speechless again. They
realised the full meaning of Willy Handforth’s
‘attack, All their money had been taken away
'from them, and their othor personal property,
'too—which they might conceivably have
‘pawned, in order not to be done out of their
i afternoon’s sport.

But now they were utterly stranded.

. They knew that it would be useless to apply
‘to the Third until afternoon lessons were

P RE M[ER Magazme
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| demons!

. 0N_LY.

over., And what was the good of going to
Bannington with emply pockets?  Forrest
couldn’t trcat his chums to a luncheon on tick
—and as for the races, they had now become
a dream.

“I’ll smash you for this!”’ snarled Forrest,
when he found his voice. ‘“You—you young
P’ll make you pay dearly! We're
our own masters now, and we can do as we
like——"

““¥ua, ha, ha!?

The Third-Formers yvelled at the unconscious
humour of Forrest’s words.

“Your own masters, eh?” chuckled Willy.
“Well, that’s @ matter of opinion. Some-
how, I'vo got an idea that rotters of your
sort will have a hard time of it. If you
haven’t got enough honour of your own, it’s
going to be thrown at you 1n slabs. St,
Frank’s for ever! Down with the rule-

breakers!”’
“Hurrah!”

“And you .can put that in your cigareite-
holder, and smoke it!”” added Willy curtly.
“You needn’t stund there ravmg—)ou
needn’t think I’'m going to relent. Come to
me at half-past four, and you’ll get your
goods bacl-. intact. 'I‘hcy’ll still be sealed up,
and safe.’

The Third trooped away, and Forrest & Co.
looked at one another with such murderous
expressions that words were entirely unneces-
sary. Edward Oswald Handforth met Church
and McClure by the Ancient House steps.

“I dou’t like admitting it, but, by George,
that minor of mine is a caution!’ he said
grudgingly. ““There’ll be wncthine wrong
with the Third while he’s skipper of it. 11’3
the Handforth blood again!™

CHAPTER 11.
THE HUNGRY EIGUT.

R. BEVERLEY STOKIES,
the Ilousemaster of the
West House, glanced up
as Willy Handforth caine
into his study.

“Shan’t keep you a tick, sir,’” said the
Third-Former briskly. “Sorry to troublo
you, and all that, but there’s something
special on this morning. But I'd like your
permission before I pget going.’

“That’s very kind of you, Handforth
minor,’” said Mr. Stokes dryly. ‘I was under
the impression that you youngsters could
do as you pleased ) without applying for any
official permission.”

“Oh, we don’t take advantage of the
Honour Systemn like that, sir,”” replied Willy.
“Some of our (,haps——no need to mention
names—made a hash of it this morning, and
I want the Third to have a clean sheet.”

““I admire your principle, young man,”
said Mr. Stokes. *‘*But while you are on this
subject of cleanliness, mignt it not be a good
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idea to believe in clean collars and clean
faces as well as clean sheets? 1 passed scveral
of your Form fellows a few minutes ago, andl
they were, to put it mildly, in a most dis-
reputable condition.”

““Scars  of war, sir,”’ explained Willy.
“We've been having a bit of trouble, you
know, to enforce this code of honour of ours,
and 1f you saw any untidiness, it was un-
avoidable.”

“Oh!”’ said Mr. Stokes, nodding under-
standingly.

“I’m just giving you the tip, sir, that
the West House fags might be late for
dinner,” went on Willy coolly. *‘In fact, it’s
just possible that they won’t come in until
it’s nearly time for dismissal. Business of
honour, sir. I don’t mind missing dinner for
once, but the other chaps are a bit anxious.
How do we stand, sir?”’

“*You mean, if they come in late, will they
still be able to dine?”

“Exactly, sir,”’ said Willy. ‘‘Mark you, we
shall only be abscnt on a strict matter of
pusiness.”’

Mr. Stokes was in-
wardly chuckling.
He knew Willy wall
enough to be quite

LET ’EM ALL KNOW—

came in more thuan twenty minutes late.
Needless to say, it was one of the rules that
was very rarely broken.  Under the new
order of things, with every boy his own
master, it was different, perhaps. Eut nobody
liked to take any risks where food was con-
cerned. A fellow couldn’t very well come in
at the end of a meal and demand his full
share, The catering department would be at
sixes and sevens if such liberties were taken.
And it was generally felt that it was wise
policy to be on the safe side.

Willy was very grim regarding Tullerton
and his seven supporters of the East IHouse.
They had deliberately defied the bell for
morning lessons—and, what was far more
criminal, they had deliberately defied Willy.
It was necessary to teach them an appalling
lesson—one that would live in their nmemory
for ages, bringing back shudders whenever
they thought of it. _

‘Willy had dismissed the idea of taking
them one by one, and reducing them to pulp.
He didn’t mind the physical exercise, but he

felt that it would
not be effective.
Their  punishment

would have to be
much more drastic.
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and Willy had made

gir,”  added Wiliy : . an-
casually, ““that Mi?. It is a splendid opportunity for ;ﬂf?‘oag‘ﬁte}?f;fn.m A‘;ﬁl
Lee has a]ready LEAGUE MEMBIERS to gct maore now, while Lhey
granted permission introductions and win the medal awaited the dinner-
for we  Ancient awards—see page 42. bell, their confidence
House fags. But for 0000000006003000000000000000060 increased. ~ They
this particular - job lounged in the
we need rather a - Triangle  openly—

crowd. And the crowd, being hungry, wants
to be certain that it’ll get its dinner atter the
job’s over.”

“All right, Willy,”” smiled Mr. Stokes.
“You can tell them that they need have no
fear. Their dinners will be awaiting them,
even if they are not in evidence until the
final grace.”

“Thanks, awfully, sir?’ grinned Willy. “I
linew it was a cert, of course.”’

He hurried off, and glared at the West
House fags who were waiting in the lobby.

““You fatheads!”’ he said. *‘‘Of course it’s
K>

*“In that case, we’ll back you up to the
limit, old man,” said Dicky Jones.

“You would have backed me up in any
case, or I should have wanted to know the
reason why!” retorted Willy grufily. *‘Now,
you’ve had your orders. You know exactly
what to do. To your stations, my sons!”

The West House fags crowded out eagerly.
Tt was a strict rule at St. Frank’s that any
meal should be missed entirely if a fellow

not, however, without a weather-eye on the
alert for sudden emergencies, In case of
trouble, they could scoot through the East
Arch and escape.

“It’s about time young Handforth learned
that he was at the end of his reign,”’ said
Fullerton boastfully, as he talked to his sup-
porters. ‘‘We loust louse fellows have pro-
claimed our independence.” '

““Hear, hear!’ said the faithful seven.

““Now that we’'re starting on this new
system, we’ve got to branch out on our own,”’
declared Fullerton. ‘“What’s the good of
every chap being his own master if that young
'bouqder of a Handforth minor lords it over
us ?’

““No good at all!’ said Jimmy ITook.

“He belongs to the other side of the
Triangle, anyhow—and he can keep therei”
went on the leader of the rchel fags. ““Yon
chaps back me up in this affair, and we’ll
form an independent unit, We’'ve broken
with young Willy, and we’re not going to go
back. In fact, he’s given us up already.”
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Georze Fullerton was full of complacency.
He swas the scamp of the Third—a kind of
inferior Bernavd Lorrest. He was the most
dandified fag at St. Frank’s, and 1t was his
favourite hobby to ape I'orrest in every way.
Practically all his supporters were of uo
account—{hose members of the Third who
caused Willy more trouble than all the rest
put together,

“We’ve got a chance to have some good
sport,”  continued - I'ullerton, with a grin,
“This afternoon, for example, we're going to
have a spree on the main road.”

“Are we?” asked young Ryder. ““That
sounds exciting.”

Fullerton frowned.

“T don’t want any =auce from you, Percy,
my lad,”” he satd. ““Wce'll get some broken
bhottles and nails and things, and shove ’em
on the road. We ought to get some good
fun out of it.”

The others giggled gleefully, and felt very
bad and bold., And then, at that moment, a
very welcome sound made itself manifest—
the deep-throated boom of tiie dinner-gong.

This was a summons which nobody
attemnpted po ignore. The bell for lessons
could be disregarded with impunity—calling-
over was a nuisance, anyhow—and even tiwe
bed-lime bell could easily be laughed at.
But the dinner-gong—-~ No! 'This was one
of the school rules that nobody was likely
to ignore!

“Come on!” said Iullerlon. *“We've had a
good morning, and we're going to have a
good afternoon. I’ve always reckoned that
school life was more like torture than any-
thing else. But the Head’s found some sense
at last!™ |

The cight fags crowded into the Fast House
lobby, hungry and eager. Then they pauscd.
Right in front of them, barring the way coin-
pletely, stood Willy Mandforth, Chubby
Heath, Juicy Lemon, and several othee
Ancient House fags.

“TIt’s all right,”” said Willy calinly. “Don't
look scared. We're not going to smaszh you.
Life’s too short for unnecessary scrapping.’”’

Fullerton felt bolder,

“Jiook here, Handforth minor; we've do-
cided to cut adrift from your sect,”” he said
grimly. “We've made up our minds to Lo
independent.”’

“Fhat’s inleresting,” said Willy.

““So, from now onwards, these chaps don’t
recognise your leadership,”’ declarcd Fullertor.
“They’ve taken me as their leader, and we'ro
a ceparate party.”’

“I’'m always ready to learn,”” nodded Willy.
“Thanks awfully for telling me the facls of
the case. Do as you like, of course,”

[Fullerton flushed with triumph,

“Then—then you agree?” he askerd
cagerly. “You accept our breaking away 7"

“Aren’t we all our own masters 7’ asked
Willy with a shrug.

“By Jingo, vou’re a sport!” said I"ullerion

e ————
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with an unpleasant smirk. “I thought you’d
kick up a dust, Handforth minor! Good!
You heard him, vou chaps? From this
minute we're an independent party, and I'm
vour Jeader.”

“The East House stands alone!” chorused
the seven,

“Of course, there'll be conditions,” said
Wiily casually,

“Conditions ?"* repeated Fullerton with a
start.

““AMy dear chap, you don’t supposec I can
afford to lose vour steadfast loyalty without
some compensation 7”7 asked Willy in surprise.
“"You can do just as yvou please about formn.
mg an independent party. Stick to me, and
you'll feed at the usual times, without any
mterference.  Continue this little rebellion of
yours, and I'm afraid you'll go wrather
hungry.”

“(x0 hungry!” gasped the East House fags
in one volee. .. S

"Ior example, vouw're not getting
dinner to-day,” cxplained Willy sweetly.

“No-no dinner!” velled Fullerton in alarm.

“Not a bhite—not a crumb!” said Willy.
“You eight fellows 1ignored the bell for morn-
ing school, so you can ignore the gong for
dinner. Why not do the thing thoroughly
while you're at 1t ?”’

Fullerton saw the trap.

“Quick, you chaps!” he shounted. “Those
rotters are trying to keep us out of the
dining-hall!  Let’s rush ’em!”

Willy gave a sharp order, and his men pre-
pared for action.

“Come on!” invited Willy. “You want
trouble? (Good! We're here to sunply it!”

Fullerton & Co. hesitated. There was some-
thing so grim about this opposition that they
didnw’t care to tackie it. "They were not par-
ticularly good fighters. _
scrap  theyv could make themselves useful,
perhaps, but opposed to the pick of their own
Form they were helpless,

“We're not going to fight!”’ roared Fuller-
ton furiously. “And you can’t keep ns away
fromy our dinner, either! Quick, you chaps—
let’s dash round to thie back door!” he acded
excitedly. “We can get there first!”

They swept out, helter-skelter, Thev
arrived at the rear door, and found Dicky
Jones, Hobbs, and a crowd of other fags
barring the way. |

“Dinner ?” said Dicky briskly,
No admittance!”

any

“Sorry!

CHAPTER 12.
THE CATHERING EXCITEMENT,

ULLTERTON recoiled aghast.,
“You—yon rotters!” he

.

'_L 1
¥

L

AL

B P,

i

) panted. “You Waest
House bounders! Clear
out of here! We're not

going to be kept out of our own House!”
“No 7?7’ said Jones.
course.”
“Go round to the front again, and have
apetbes  shol,™ suggested Ilobbs  blandly.

In a general TForm |

“that day.

“Opinions differ, of

“Willy’s round there with his  Ancient
House set. And it yvou get any dinner to-
day, my sons, vou'll be magicians!”

Willy came up grinning.

“Fine!” he said approvingly. “You might
as well know, TFullerton, that this order is
now permancnt—unless you fall into line with
me.”’

““Permanent ?”’ babbled Tullerton.

“Exactly,”” said Wiilv. “Tor example, we
shall guard the tuck-shop strongly, and we
shall stop you from going into Hall at tea-
time. It’ll be just the same when the supper-
gong sounds—and just the saimne to-morrow at
breakfast-time,”

“They’re going to starve us!” wailed Parry
minor,

“If you can ignore the bell for lessons, yvon
can ignore the gong for meals,” explainoed
Willy calmly. “Of course, if you agree to
follow my lead, and obey my orders, we'll
drop the matter and say no more. But I've
got to have your word of hononr that there’ll
be no more of this independence stuff, The
Third must set an example to the Fourth
and the Remove, and I'm not going to have
any rebels.”

Fullerton & Co. looked slightly relieved,

“You—you mean, if we come back to xour
leadership, we can have dinner?”’ asked
Ryder anxiously.

“There’ll be no dinner to-day—for any of
you!” replied Willy with firmmess. * You'll
o hungry this morning—as a punishment for
missing lessons. That’s settled. Dut if you
do the right thing this afternoon, and obey all
my orders, I'll remove the ban.”

“But what about our dinner?” hooted the
hungry fags. ‘

“VWhat about morning
Willy. |

“That’s a different thing!” howled Fuller-
ton wildly.

But Willy remained as hard as a rock. And
thero was no dinner for the East House fags
They were kept out of their dining-
hall until the meal was completely over,
Willy took no chances. He maintained his
guard until the olher fellows came trooping
out. By then, of course, it was obviously too
late for the discomfited fags to obtain their
meal.

Well, anyvway, you’ve sacrificed your own
grub!” said IFullerton savagely.

“Have we?” grinned Chubby Heath.
“Willy made special arrangements for us,
my son! Toodle-oo! We'ra just off to
dinner!”

“YWhat 7’7 gasped Fullerton fecbly.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The barrier was withdrawn, and Willy and
his crowd rushed off to their own Houses in
partake of a belated meal. But when Fuller-
ton & Co. went in to their own dining-hall,
they were sharply questioned by Mr. Goole,
their Housemaster. TFamished, they blurted
out everything, blaming Willy entirely. DBuf
Mr. Goole, who knew that these boys of his
had ““cut ” morning lessons, quickly guessed

schoo! "7 mocked
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the rcason for Willy's dodge. And he ordered
ihe fags out with peremptory coldness.

Fullerton's supporters turned on him
viciously, _ _
"No more of your rotten leadership!’ said

Ryder miserably. “No dinncr, and we're all
starving and broke! We can’t go and buy
anything to eat, because we haven't got the
money! What are you going to do about it,
Fullerton, you rotter #”

“Don’t ask me !’ snarled Fullerton,
you think I'm hunm‘y’ too 7"’

“Well, vou can jolly well lead
after this! roared Parry minor.

“Hear, hear!’ said Sullivan. “We'll go
back to Willy’s leadership—and obey his
orders! What do you chaps say 7"

“Yes, rather!”

And Fu][erton, finding himseclf robbed of all
his support, and in a minority of one, could
do nothing ¢lse but toe the line. And when
the bell rang for afternoon school, the Third
—to Willy’s great pnde—creatcd a rccord,
The Form trooped into its class-room intact—
hungry, perhaps, here and there, but never-
theless intact. Ifullerton's gang had had
cnough of independence!

Willy, wéth rarc astuteness, had struck a
hlow at their most vulnerable spot—below the
belt. Dut not, however, in the usual way
that a blow is struck below the belt. Willy’s
method could in no way be called a foul
Without delivering a single punch he had
brought the rebels back into the fold.

Mr. Sunclifte was delighted.
hirn that there were no abscntoes, and as
he had just looked into the class-rooms of
the Tourth and the Remove he had cvery
reason to feel pleased.

“I think you ought to know, boys, that we
have casily beaten the other Forms in the
Jumor School,” he said conlentedly. *In-
deed, we are the only Junior Form to uphold
the honour of St, Frank’s with a full muster.

I need hardly say that I am proud of you.”

Ilven Fullerton and his gang felt pleased—
and one or two of them had the decency to
look a bit sheepish and ashamed. The rest
were all whole-hearted 1 their support of
Willy, and Mr. Suncliffie’s obvious delight
cncouraged them enormously. DBy Jinkgo,
tliere was something good in keeping faith,
according to the headmaster’s mbhes' e

The Third, in fact, was cxpouen(*mg- that
sensation which Professor Hudson had hinted
at. How much Dbetter 1t was to attend
lessons of their own free will—and not by
compulsion! They felt, somchow, that they
were - individually’ }w]pmg to maintain tho
honour of the Old School. But how many
realised that they had Willy Handforth to
thank for this spirvit ¢

The I'ourth was
school on that day.

“PDon’t

yvourself

the worst Formn in the
There was still a grow-

ing feeling of execitement. 'The liberty of
the morning  had taken a firtn  hold
o the weaklings. No punishments!

So why should they attend lessons at all?
The weather was fine, and it was Guy FFawkes
Dayv:  And so, that afternoon, the I'ourth

A glance told

I'orm rooin was ncarly cmply, and Alr.
Pycraft, after being highly omagm], was
sceretly pleased. He was finding that his
work was reduced to practically nothing.
And Mr, Pycraft took the view that if the
Hecad chose 1{to adopt these hare-brainetl
schemes, he could do all the worrying!

In the Remove, sevenly per cent of the
fellows turned up. The rest played truant.
They had not yet learned the joy which came
from performing a duty voluntarily.  And
Dick Hamilton was looking serious and
anxtous. It worried him to think that the
fags should do better than the Remove. Dut,
then, Willy was a very exceptional leader. In
a way, ho cclipsed Dick Hamilton himself in
this particular line,

W'lrl)en Lea-time came, and when school was
over for the day, i1t was universally agreed
that prep. should bo allowed to go by the
board. Prep., in fact, scemed utterly ridi-
culous on such an cveming as this. There
were bonfires to be prepared, fireworks to be
brought out and let off. What a wonderful
opportunity to celebrate the New I'rcedom!

And celebrate the sgchool did!

Not one bonfire was lit in the gathering
dusk, but cight or nine of them. The pad-
docks were crowded with excited fellows,
and calling-over was completely forgotten, or
deliberately missed. The masters kept watch-
ful eyes open, in casc of a fire, and there was
a general feeling of anxicty among those in
authority,

The headmaster, indced, was becoming
acutely alarmed. All day he had watched the
behaviour of the school., St. Frank's was on
its honour - -aud yet a large percentage of the
boys were taking a mcan and contemptible
advantage of their independence, It was as
he had feared from the very first.

“Professor Hudson, this cannot continue,’
he said grimly, as he stood at the window oF
his study, watching the lurid reflection from
the bonhreq . “To-day 18 Friday. On Mon-
day, 311' the school resumes its old restric-
tions.’

The American professor was distressed.

“But, my dear doctor, that is imnpossible!”?
he protested

“Tmpossible or not, my mind 1s made up
15

“But consider 1” hroke in Professor Hudson
urgently., “Ts it fair to form any judgment
after such a brief test ? Surely, we must have
a week, at the very least? Personally, T do
not think we can call 1t an experiment unlesa
we eontinue this svstemn for a montkh,”

“A month!” cchoed the Head bitterly.
“There would be no scliool left!”

“I am very much afraid that vou are too
ready to jump to a hasty conclusion,” said
Professor  Hudson with  genuine  regret.
“How often do business man change their
policy, lose money, aml then zo back to their
old-fashioned metliods ? And yet, if they had
only persevered, and 1)1‘&\ ec their losses, they
would have become millionaires,”’

”!

“8t. Frank’s is not a business house, sir!
said the Head coldly.
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** That’ll give you something to g0 on with ! ** Forrest hissed, bending down over his victim.

But although

‘Fullwood was badly winded, he shot up his right with all the strength he could muster and caught the cad a
terrific blow on the jaw, sending him toppling backwards,

“Butb the principle is just the same,” urged
the professor. “You are talking about re-
verting to the old system on Monday. And
it 1sn’t playing the game, Dr. Stafiord! It
1sn’t giving me even a sporting chance to
prove that my theories are sound.”

The Head sighed.

“T am full of regret, Professor Hudson,” he
replied quictly,  “But look !

He indicated the window. And for a
snoment they stood there, $stening to the
yeils of the excited school and the explosions
of the fireworks.

“It is very unfortunate,” said Professor
Hudson, pursing his lips. “If T had remem-
bered this national celebration of yours, I
wonld have suggested waiting until Monday,
But I am an American, Dr. Stafford, and I
overlooked this Guy Fawkes Day of yours. It
is hardly giving us a chance to form a cor-
rect judgment. The boys are naturally ex-
cited—fireworks alwavs have that effect,
especially when there are no restrictions. If
you can only wait——"’

“Honestly, I am afraid to wait,”” confessed
the Iead.

“You must remember that boys will be
boys,”? continued his guest earnestly. * Give
them a chance to settle down—to grow accus-
tomed to this unwonted freedom—and there
will be a very different result,”

4

CHAFPTER 13.

GETTING OUT OF ITAND.

N the face of it, it seenmdi

that St. Trank’s was
coming an awful cropper.
The  Honour  System

loocked like being a dismal
failure, and all because of the irresponsible
recklessness of the thoughtless and the weak-
willed. Here was a chance to celebrate their
independence! The fact that they were eon
their honour to strictly obey the old rules was
forgotten.e

And yet Professor Hudson’s
perfectly sound.

Among all the decent fellows, the schemeo
was working exactly as the American psycho-
logist had foretold. They wera more than
ever determined to adhere to the regulations,
and to set an example to the minority.

But it wasn’t working properly. The
minority was rapidly becoming a majority,
This, no doubt, was mainly due to the in-
fluence of the “Tifth.” It was Guy Fawkes
night, and large numbers of fellows, who
would ordinarily have behaved themselves,
grew alarmingly irresponsible.

'The professor was consequently anxions.

It seemed that his cxperiment was to prove
a terrible failvre—even before St. I'rauk’s

theory was
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had had a proper chance of testing it. It was
n pity--for the professor had built his hopes
on St, I'vank’s. o bhad gained the consent
of the governors, and he had worn down the
resistance of the MHead. And now, belore
the boys could have a chance of appreciating
awhat was cxpected of them, the school was
losing its head.

' Outside, the bonfires were blazing merrily.
I'irevworks were going off in endléss displays,
and one rather W ondered where they all came
from. And as long as they lasted, the ex-
citement was maintained.

And it was bed-time already! ITardly any-

‘body had troubled to obey the bell, The lure
of the fireworks had been too great. And
now, when all should have been getting un-
‘dressed, two-thirds of the Junior School was
still out of doors still revelling. The Third
was again the only Torm which honoured its
trust, but the credit was all due to Willy
IIdefGl‘th He and his immediate supporters
had spent a hectic hour in rounding up the
hacksliders. And, even if they were a full
half-hour late in getting into their dormi-
tories, they were at least far in advance of
the other Forms.
+ There fvas one
evening’s events,
# The boys, although taking an unfair ad-
vantage of {heir libertv, had kepi their heads
in the main. They were merely having a
good time, 'There was no attempt to get out
of hand. DBonfires were only lighted on per-
missible ground, and fireworks were only ex-
ploded in an orthodox way. The Head had
feared much worse happenings, and in a way,
he was relieved. 'The school, when all was
- said and done, was only having a good time.
It was thoughtlessness more than anything
¢lse——a natural disregard, perhaps, of tho
trust that had been HH[’)O‘;G(] on them,

But now that bed-time had gone
things began to get more exciting still,

- Some 1idiot suggested a rag in the village,
and a number of other idiots supported him.
‘The idea was to take the noisiest fireworks
they could lay hands on, and caplodc them
in tho High Street—*just for fun.” There

was nothing particularly vicious in the pro-
posal, but it was senseless. It was an indica-
tion-of the lengths to which the mgre reckless
clements were prepared to go.

“We've' got to do scwmething about this,”
said Dick Hamilton grimly, as he stood at
his dormitory window. “Look at those mad-
men out there! 'hey’re crowding out into

pleasing feature of the

past,

the lane, and they're going towards the
village.®’
b “Yes, but what can we do?” asked Watson
dubiously.

“Get up a party and drag the fools back!”
snapped Dick.

From this window of the Ancient House,
they could see across the angle of the West
sSquare into the Paddock. The bonfires were
growing lower, but there was still plenty of
light to show up the Fourth-Formers and
Removites who were breaking through the

s

hedge into the road.
lagz;e was jush starting.
“Dear old boy, we're helpless, aren't we oM
asked Sir ]\.Imltlr‘- mildly. “1I mean, we're on
our honour to keep bounds, vou know. If
we go after these frightful (hump~, we shall
only make ourselves as bad!”
“Not if we get permission to
rctorted 1)ick.
“Yes, that’s an idea

The party for the vil-

go!”
7 said Tommy Waison,
with a gleam in his {.ﬂ,u L i '-}muld think
Mr, Lee ought to approve, wouldi’t you?
1t’ll be a tntallv different thm;,r if we show
him that we’re upholding the honour of the
school.”?

“Leave it to me,” said Dick grufy.

The chums of btmh C, with a number of
others, had come up to hed in the usual way.
But, dI‘rhough they had gone into their hed-
rooms, they had no;ﬂec*ecl to undress. They
considmerl—-quito jus ll[ldb]} —that if they
went into their rooms at the usual time, theyv
were keeping faith.  And they were all very
uncasy.

They knew well enough that they did not
represent more than hall the full nwnber.
The rest were still out there, revelling with
the fireworks.

Handforth was as aggressive as
Hamilton over this affair, but in

Dick

another

way. In his own dormltor},, he was laying
down the law to Church and McClure—-jusi
as though they were responsible.

“It’s no good you clmps_ getting  un-

dressed!” lie was saving.
something. Do you ‘hear ?
something !”

“All right--tell us what to do, and we’ll
do 1t!” said Church weariiy. “‘-m far, there's
been nothing but talk—and you've Lolfatcd
the first prize!”

“I don’t want any jaw'" sald Handforth,
frowning. “IIalf the Remove s messing
about outside --still lotting off fireworks, and
generally behaving in a wav that’ll discredit
the school. We've kept faith all right—we'ro
in our bed-room. But what’s the good *"’

“No good!” said MecClure bitterly. “A
bed-room is a place to sleep in—and there's
a fat chance of sleep with you roaring at the
top of your voice. Why should we bhother
oursclves, anyvhow ?” he added practically.
“We've done the 11ght thing, and our coi-
scicnces are clear. If those other chaps like
to be idiots, it’s their funecrall”

“Hear, hear!” said Church, nodding.
Handforth regarded them in amazement

“And is that all the thought you've got
for yofir school ?” he asked accusingly. “Is
that all vou can say? You'd calmly go to
sleep, and let St. Frank’s cover itself with
undyving shame ?”

“Well, tell us how to prevent it!"’ snapped
Church.

“It’ll be casy,” declarcd Handforth, “1'l]
dash out and give an alarm of fire!”

“That’ll help a lot!” said McClure tartly-.

“Can’t you let me finish 7 snorted Kdward
Oswald. “I'll give an alarm of fire, and

“We've got to dn
We've got to do
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everybody will believe it, because of these
squibs and rockets and things going off.
Then we’ll grab the fire-engine out of the
shed, rush it down to the village and put the
hose on all the fireworks. How’s that 7”’

His chums were not impressed.

“Hopeless)” said Church curtly. *For
one thing, it’s a pinch on what Dick Hamil-
ton did this morning. DBesides, what’s the
good of going to the village ??

“Why, you ass, a crowd of fellows have
irone there to hawe a rag!” said Handforth.
“Didn’t you hear them shouting 7

“Well, the 1idea’s not good,
declared Church.

"]}E you want a thick car, Walter Church

anyhow,"”

“T don't, so keep your fists down!” roared
Church, *“But where's the sense of giving
an alarm of fire? You hopeless ass, you'll
have all the fags out, and the domestic staffs,
and there’ll be a panic! That’ll be a fine
way to restore order, won’t it 7"’

Handf{orth started, and looked thoughtful.

“I'm! Perhaps you’re right,” he ad-
mitted, - “I1_hadn’t_thought of a panic, you

know, And there wouldn't be much sense
in alarming the whole school, would there?
{'But 1it’s no good standing here and doing
nothing o

~ The door opened, and Reggie Piit looked

in.

“Good!” he said briskly.
you’d be dressed. Come on!”

“What are you doing in this ITouse ?”
demanded Handforth, staring. *“ls this what
b you call keeping your word of honour? You
ought to be tn your own bed-room, over in
| the West House !”?

“Dry up!”’ said Pitt. “We’'ve got special
permuission from Mr. Stckes—and Dick
Hamilton is just geiting the O.K. from your
own Housemaster. This is a big occasion, and
we've got to’ %ruh 1t with both hands. We're
all mustering.” -

* Mustering ?’’ repeated Handforth.
| “Downstairs,”” said Pitt,  ‘“The whole
crowd of us—with old Browne, of the Fifth,
in command. At least, he thinks he’s in
command.”’ |

Handforth took a deep breath.

“Why wasn’t I told ?” he roared.

“I thought
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“My dear ass, I'm just telling you——

“Yes, but I ought to have been told first !’
gnorted Edward Oswald flercely. “As a
matter of fact, this is my idea, and if I’'m not
allowed to lead the party, I shan’t go!”’

“Good!” said Pitt. “That’s settled, then.”’

‘““What’s settled 1’

“You're not coming!”” said Reggie. “It’l]
be a lot more peaceful.”

He went out, and closed the door, and
Handforth gave a jump.

“Did you hear that?” he asked thickly.
“They’'re going to sneak off without me! By
George! I'll show them whether I’'m going
to be left behind or not! Come on, you
chaps!”’

“Hold on!” gasped Church.
want your boots?”’

“Eh? I can’'t be bothered—"

“0Of course, you can go in your socks, if you
}like,” gri’nned Church. * But the lane’s a bit

inty !

“1Ii! They’re mine!” yelled McClure, as
Handforth made a grab at the ncarest pair of
boots. “Don’t get so jolly excited, you ass!
In about two ticks you’ll be as bad as any of
these revellers! There's plenty of time yet—
they’re mot all mustered downstairs yet.”’

“But Y'm mustard!”’ said Handforth
fiercely. “ And if they try to push me into
the background, I'll make 1t jolly hot for
them !”’

““Don’t you

CHAPTER 14,
FULLWCOD DOES HIS BEST!

at his watch and nodded.,

“If you fellows are
ready, we’'ll be getting
off,” he said softly. “It’s

half-past ten, and I told old Snagg that we'd
meot him prompily at eleven, We can’t keep

him waiting, either—he’s an impatient
blighter.”
Gulliver and Bell, who were also fully

dressed, looked rather uncasy. The cads of
Study A were in their own dormitory, and
the school clock had just struck, in verifica-
tion of Forrest’s watch.

“I say, 1s 1t safe 7"’ asked Bell dubiously.

“Bafe?” said Forrest, staring. ‘“What do
you mean—safe 9

“Well, hang it, look at the time,” said Bell.
““And you're talking about going out in the
ordinary way, as bold as brass 4

“Aren’t we allowed to do as we like?”’
interrupted Iforrest curtly, “I shan’t go and
tell the ITead we're off to play roulette, it
that’s what you mean. But thére’s no reason
“why we shouldn’t walk out, and snap our
fingers at any prefect who gives us a sus-
})_xmous look. We're going to enjoy this new
1[)(31,1;}', my lads! Come on—we might as well
go.

Forrest and his chums were fecling them-
selves again—after spending ar afternoon and
cvening of boiling rage and sullen chagrin,
They hadu’t gone to the races that afternoon.

A ERNARD FORREST looked

What was the use, when they hadn’t any
money ?° But Willy Handforth, true to his
promise, had handed over their  property
intact at tea-time,

So Forrest had consoled himsel! by plan-
ning to go on the “razzle ” after the usual
lights-out hour. Mr. Snagg was a racing
acquaintance, whom they sometimes played
billiards with at the Wheatsheaf, in Bauning-
ton. Hec also accepted bets from then,
although he wasn’t actually a bookmaker.
Mr. Spagg was not of the “horsey ” type,
but a very neat, very smart and elegant gen-
tleman. FHis latest cxploit had been to intro.
duce the cads of Study A into a sort of rural
casino—a large private house on the outskirts
of Bannington, where the game of rouletic
was the chief attraction.

Having been foiled in hi:z plan ta attend
the afternoon races, Forrest wag now deter-
mined to risk his money on roulette. Tor
some peculiar reason, Forrest was never satis-
fied to spend his cash in the ordinary way.
He always got rid of it, sooner or later, by
some form of betting or petty gambling.

“Half a minute,” said Gulliver, as his
leader made for the door. “ This wants think-
ing about, Forrest. It’ll be pretty risky to go
out now, you know. MHalf the chaps are still
up and about.”

“Supposing they are,” said Forrest,

“Well, vou know what a lot of narrow-
minded prigs they are!” growled Gulliver.
“They'll only rag us, or make gome sort of
fuss. Why not wait until things have quiet-
ened down a bit?"’

Forrest sighed.

“ Haven’t I fold yon that Snags is going to
meet us at eleven o’clock "' he asked,

“Can’t he wait?"

“No, confound vyou, he can't!” snapped
Forrest. ‘‘Do yvou expect a man like that to
wait for us if we're late? He introduced us
into that place, and although he said we can
get in any time we like, I'm not taking any
chances. I've arranged to meet him under-
neath the last lamp-post of the town at eleven
o’clock. The housc i3 only a few vards from
there, and if we don't turn amp, he'll go in
without us. 8o come on, and don’t make
such a silly fuss,” .

“T'm only thinking of the chaps,” saidl
Gulliver.  “You know what happened to us
this afternoon—with those infernal fags ! How
do we know they aren’t on the watch again®
Do you want another taste of the same
medicine ?”

“By gad, he’s right, Torrest!)”’ said Bell
unecasily.

Bernard looked at his companions sharply.

“Perhaps there's something in it,”” he ad-
mitted. ““Well, I'll tell you what—we'll go
down the back stairs, and slip out on the
quiet. Then we can edge round to the bicycle
sheds, and fetch our jiggers.”

Gulliver and Bell were more satisfied with
this arrangement, and ther set off withous
any further talk, Tt scemed that they were
wise in their decision, too, for the sound of
many voices came up from the front lobby,

b
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where the other juniors were mustering in
readiness for their visit to the village.

The cads of Study A succeeded in getting
out without being spotted, And Gulliver’s
apprehensions, after all, were more than justi-
fied. For if these three had boldly walked
downstairs in the ordinary way, their motives
would have been promptly questioned, and
they would probably have been hustled back
to bed, after a similar expcrience to that ol
the early afternoon.

As it was, nobody knew of their departure.
Nobody, that is, with the sole cxception of
Ralph Leslie Fullwood. And it was rather
curious that he should come upon them,
because he happened to be in a position  to
make a correct guess at their intentions.

Forrest & Co. had just reached the private
road which ran round the school buildings
when a figure loomed up. The trio had pur-
posely placed their bicycles behind the shed,
in case 1t should be impossible to open the
door after lights-out. And they were on the
point of penctfating the bushes, to get their
machines, when Fullwood confronted them.

“I say, anybody got a match ?’ asked Full-
wood. “I came here for my bike-lamp, and
now I haven't got—— Hallo! 8o it’s you
fellows, is 1t?”” he added. with a note ol
suspicion, as he recognised the trio.

“What of it?” growled Forrest. *“Must we
ask your permission before we can walk
about? You go and bury yourself, Full-
vood

Ifullweod laughed.

" While you go and bury your money, eh ”
he asked scornfully. *“You prize idiots!
Haven’t you got more sense than to sncak off
to a rotten gambling den? You’ll only lose
your money at that roulette table, Forrest.”

“I can kecep my head better than you,”
sneered Forrest. “ You’ve lost a lot of money
at roulette, at one time or another, haven’t
you, Fullwood?”’

“Fortunately, a taunt from you doesn’t
sting in the lcast,” retorted IFullwood. * At
one time of day I was a blithering idiot of
your sort—although I hope I was never (}uite
so blackguardly. Perhaps I was, though,” he
added thoughtfully. “That’s all tho more
rcason I'm in a good position to warn you.”

““You can keep your warnings to yourself,”

“Everybody knows my record—and the
decent tellows don’t remind me of the old
days,” went on IFFullwood curtly. *These two
worms used to be my pals!’’.he added, with a
sniff. ““Ye gods and little fishes! 1 must
have been a crazy loon |’

“ Here, chuck it, confound you!’’ said Gul-
liver angrily, “ Come on, Forrest—let’s smash
him |
- “It’s only jealousy,” jeered Forrest. ‘If
he had half a chance of sneaking off to a game
of roulette, he’d go. And once he got beside
a roulette wheel he wouldn’t be able to resist
the temptation, no matter how hard he tried.”

“You’d better be careful, Forrest ” snapped
Fullwood. |

“It’s in the blood |” sneered Forrest, “Just

at the moment it may be lying dormant; but
once a gambler always a gambler,”

“Piflle I’ said Ralph Leslie, with a snort,
“I was just a plain fool—that’s all, And now
I’ve got more sense. And I’ve a good mind to
take a tip from those Third Formers, and stop
you going.

“You!” mocked Forrest.
you could stop us?’’

“Yes, 1f T tried!”

“Better try, then!” said Dernard, with
another sneer.

Crash !

Fullwood was no mean fighter—he had
always been a good man with his fists, even
in the old days—and he got home a beautiful
left. DBut, as he didn’t like taking a mean
advantage of his opponent, he struck Forresg
in the chest, and Forrest reeled back with a
grunt. .

“I'll accept that challenge,” said Fullwood
grimly.

The next moment he was going for Bernard
Forrest with all his strength—goaded to even
greater prowess, perhaps, by reason of
IFForrest's recent sneers. Gulliver and DBell
backed away, and looked on apprehensively,

“Do you think
[

“You confounded hypoerite!” roared
Forrest. ‘'‘I‘or two pins you'd steal off to the
inrstigamble you could Ugh! Confound
you !”’

Fullwood was getting more telling blows
home, and Forrest found little opportunity to
spcak. But 1t soon became apparent that he
was getting the worst of it. He was out of
condition, and his boxing ability was of a far
lower standard than Fullwood’s, too. And his
capacity for bearing pain was limited.

“Can’t you fellows help 7°° hie snarled sud-
denly. ““Hi, fBell! Slam into him f{rom
behind, Gully! Drag,the fool off!”

Gulliver and Bell, thus appealed to, entered
the fight. They had fearcd that other juniars
were near by, but as they were still alone
after an clapse of several minutes, they felt
more secure. They hurled themselves on
Ralph Leslie Fullwood without the slightess
compunction,

Gulliver delivered a fierce sideways kick,
and Fullwood caught it on the edge of his
knee. He sagged over with a gasp of pan,
and at the same second DBell punched viciously
at the back of his neck. In face of this foul
treatment, Fullwoad staggered over.

“Take that!”’ panted Forrest furiously.

He brought his knee up, and caught the
unfortunate Fullwood such a terrific blow
below the belt that every ounce of fight was
knocked out of him. Iullwood fell pronc,
moaning with pain,

“The infernal cad!” snapped Forrest
harshly. “ That’ll teach him a lesson, per-
haps. I’il show him whether he can try these

games on with me !”
He bent down, gloating over his victim.

But he was rather incautious. Al
though Fullwood was in mortal pain,
he had sufficient presence of mind to

gshoot up his right, and he caught Forrest
squarely in the mouth, It was such a terrific
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blow that the leader of Study A toppled over
Lbackwards, and lay there, dazed. His mouth
was full of blood, and he felt that half his
teeth were knocked out.

“All right I” he hissed viciously, “T'll show
yvou!”’

He recled to his feet, and delivered kick
after kick as Fullwood tried to get to his feet.
Grulliver and Bell stood by, aghast, They
could stand a good deal, but this was rather
too much for them.

“Steady, you ass!”’ muttered Bell hoarsely.

I'orrest had just succecded in getting in a
kick which caught his vietim on the side of
his head, and he sagged over, and remained
Ttil]é IFForrest dragged himself away, breathing
1ard,

“That’s faught him something
tered. ‘““Come on, you chaps!”

They secured their bicycles, and went—
leaving Ralph Leslie Fullwood Iying on the
ground, dazed, battered, and in agony.

1’ he mut-

CHAPTER 15,
THE FIREWORK FIENDS!

ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE, the volatile
skipper of the Fifth, cast
his eye over the crowd,
and nodded with approval.

“I venturce to predict, Brother Horace, that
we are assured of victory,”” he observed, as he
took Stevens’ arm. ‘““A valiant force of
warriors confronts us. Under my leadership,
what marvels of derring-do can they not
;accomplish 77

« “As it happens, they're not required to do.

:any derring-do business,” said Stevens prac-
itically. * Neither are We. We've got to go to
‘the village, and collect up those feather-
brained raggers. And the sooner we go, the
better.” .

“1t gratifics me to hear such words of
wisdom from your usually commonplace lips,
Drother HHorace,” said Browne. “As you
say, the sooner we go, the better. 1 shall
now give the word of command i

Dick Hamilton bustled up.

“If 1t’s all the same to you, Browne, T’l]
do all the commanding of the Remove,”” he
said.  ‘““You can take charge of your IFifth
I'orm contingent. We're aj,l here now, and
we'd better get down to the village at the
double. Those idiots are making an awful
noise in the High Street, I hear, One of the
villagers has just run up, and he wanted to
know if there was a riot here.”

Browne promptly agreed.

“Splendid !’ he said. “I will Le respon-
sible for the I'ifth, Drother Hamilton, and
you can lead your own men——-"’

“Can he?” said Handforth, pushing in,
“I'm going to lead the Remove! This is
my 1dea, and I'm not going to be pushed into
the background——"

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Dick despairingly.
“Lyverybody wants to lead, by the laok of it!

it

What on earth does it matter, anyhow?
Let’s get down to the village and do some-
thing ! Hang the leading!”’

““Hear, hear!”

“Dick’s right—let’s get a move ou!”

And while the parties were streaming out
of the Triangle at the double—all of them
going with the express consent of thetr
Houscmasters—the excitement in the village
was reaching fever pitch.

The whole affair had started as a picce of
fun—as a Fifth of November.rag. DBut a
rag of this sort, entered into by a crowd of
twenty or thirty, i1s always liable to go
beyond the bounds. Not content with letting
oft fireworks in the school paddocks, these
young f{cather-brains were now letting them
off in the village High Strect.

And Bellton, of course, had gone to bed
long since.

But there was no sleep for the village aftor
the arrival of the ragging party. Jumping
crackers were the most popular form ot
attack, and at first these were merely flung
about in the middle of the road, to the accom-
paniment of yells.

But then somebody got the bright idea of
setting up a row of Roman candles in a
window-box, in front of one of the cottages.
It was certainly an excellent bedding for this
particular type of firework, and the display
was first rate.

The owners of the cottage, however, were
not particularly gratified. Gazing out of thewr
window, they beheld coloured stars and fiery
rain shooting up in wild cascades, to the
accompaniment of tremendous reports.

And then three cannon crackers were ex-
ploded in quick sueccssion in the doorway of
Sharpe’s, the ironmonger. They went off
with such devastating effect that the glass of
his shop door was nearly cracked. :

A moment later it was cracked in real
carncst, for somebody let off a rocket before
it was fixed, and 1t hurtled across the road.
and went clean through Sharpe’s door and
into the shop. The glass was shattered in all
dircctions—and this wasn't the worst catas-
trophe, either. For Mr. Sharpe, hastening
downstairs to protect his properly, received
the rocket squarely in the middle.

“Ha, ha, hal?

““Come on, you chaps—let him have some
jumpers!”

My. Sharpe flung his broken door open.
picked up the hissing rocket, and hurled it"
out into the road. He was an unpleasant
man, and by no means a favourite among the

boys.
“You young scoundrels!” he shouted
angrily. ‘““Hi, Sparrow! Why don’t you

clear these young fools away ? They’ll have
the whole village afire in another minute!”

“What can I do?’’ roared the village con-
stable helplessly. “I’ve spoken to ’em till
I'm tired of it! An’ they ain’t no worsc
nor the village kids, neither!”” he added,
with a snort. “Enough trouble I’ve ’ad with
'em all the evenin’l It nceds a ’undred

(Continued on page 41.)
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Start reading this great serial to-day !

SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS!

FOR NEW READERS.

Tom Lee and his c¢hum, Jack Bennett, are
in the Form-room at Cliff House School when
news comes through that Germany has
declared a war of revenge on FEngland and
France. Simultaneously, an officer enters the
school and orders the place to be abandoned—
just as a German submarine breaks the sur-
face of the Channel and fires the first shot of
the war, twhich passes above the school and
bursts in the fields beyond,

The chums watch soldiers and field-guns
being rushed up, and they delay while the
rest of the boys leave the school. When Tom
and Jack start after them, they are inter-
cepted by two soldiers who want to get up
into the clock-tower for signalling purposes.
The boys show them the way—to discover that

Caught in a Barrage!

OM and Jack, with Buster close beside
them, leaped from the shelter of the
hedge and dashed forward. Ahead of
them. British soldiers had jumped from

the ditch from which they had been firing, and
raced to meet the grey-clud invaders sweepingz up
.from the sand below.

The noon-time sup gleamed and glittered on the
chill steel of British bayonets, as the khaki wave
surged forward—and the Germans’ rush checked.
Apparently, they had mnot expected to find
Britishers there in suclhh numbers.

Behind the invaders, more flat-tottomed boats
were heaving from the troopships towards the
shore; every moment, more of the Hun hordes
leaped waist-deep to the water and came wading
ashore to join in the attack.

Although the three Cliff House cadets had rifles,
fhey had po ammuuition yet, and it might have
gone hardly with themy had they joined the ranks
of the Kentish hattalion in the brief hand-to-hand
fight which followed in the lane outside the
school

|

ROGER FOWEY

a room in the tower contains a pcgerful wire-
less installation, which is being operated by a
German spy named Stutz. This man has been
directing the German vessels to the English
coast, and, even as the chums find him, the
enemy start to land on the shore just out-
gide the school. Stutz gets away, and the
Germans begin to shell the building. In the
hall below the chums find Bates, lhe school
porter, who has been shot by Stutz; Dates
says he is a Seccret Service man, and gires
them a message for Brigadier Gordon. The
chums get him to an ambulance, then join up
with Buster Kirk, a fat junior whose brother
has been Killed by a shell. They leave the
school, and reach the road just as the invaders
malke gooed their landing and start an attack.

INENRSNEEGA O PES R EESENE RN ENSEENNERERES

There came the clash of arms, throaty shouts,
then the leading Germans turned and ran—while
a battery of British machine-guns got into action
on the left and enfiladed them as they refreated.

The three chums checked, dropped into the
diteh and ecrouched there, watching., They saw
lithe, active figures in khaki shooting and running
behind the bunches of men in grey; they heard
the shattering, staccato voices of the machine-
guns coughing through the enapping crackle of
rifle-shots  They “heard whistles blowing shrilly
through the uproar, and almost with the first
notes the British seldiers dropped to the wiry,
shore-land grass and, prostrate there, began
firing at the Germans as they scuttled for the
shelter of their boats.

In what seemed a matter of seconds, ihe
German assault had been frustrated--baut the
flat-hottomed boats did not leave the ehore.
There were enough of them now to form a long
cordon, behind which the Germans crouched.
From the shelter of the armour-clad sides of the
veassels, they began {o rake the shell-torn grass
with machine-guns,

I'rom somewhere belhind the school the chums
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heard = series of flerce, coughing explosions—
howitzers getting into action. Simultaneously,
three shells plugged to the sea between the
Germans’ boats and the vessels from which they
had come. A fourth shell dropped fairly in the
centre of the row along the shore, and a boat
vanished in flailing debris that showed black
through a yellow fount of sand and foaming
water.

“'Beat ’em!” Jack exclaimed. “Gosh, didn’t
they run!” There was a shaky timbre to his voice,

and he was a little pale, but his eyes were
shining. * Here, where’s Buster gone to Hi !
Buster! Come-—"

But the fat Fourth-former was already crawl-
ing back along the ditch, head low, as there
sounded above them the tearing * Whe-e-¢c-ew!”
of the machine-gun bullets. The bullets struck
the road gslant some little distance away, and
in the heart of the shuddering trail of dust
that they raised the chums saw the leaping red
of sparks—struck from the surface as bullets hit
the flints and stones.

In his hand, Buster was dragging equipment
cast aside by some wounded soldier.

“Here's some ammunition!” he gasped, as he
crawled along the bottom of the dry ditch.
““Now we'll give 'em something!”

He plucked the pouches open and tumbled
gleaming c¢lips of cartridges to the grass. Tue
three of them stripped their rifles of the canvas
which had covered them when they took the
weapons from the shattered gun-limber; each
filled bhis pockets with cartridge clips, and then
they loaded their own weapouns.

“Two clips—an’ an extra shot for the breech!”
Jack and Tom heard Buster mutter. *“That's
eleven—I'll mygke ’'em pay for "—he half choked
as the bolt of his weapon clattered home—*'for
Fatty!”

A moment later and he was leaning forward,
rifle pushed gger the front of the ditch. Buster
was deathly pale now, and his lips were a mere
line. His young brother was lying dead beside a
shell-hole at the back of the school, and it was
‘Buster’s desire for vengeance that had brought
the threc to the ditch.

He squinted along the short barrel of the
service rifle, caught his breath—and then his
right shoulder jerked back as the rifle spanged
its messenger of death. A lazy wreath of blue
smoke curled from the breech as Buster pumped
the bolt and ejected the spent cartridge, forcing
another home,

“Don’t know if that got anybody,” he growled.
“But I hope so!”

The acrid reek of cordite came to the nostrils
of Tom and Jack—then they, too, were leaning
forward, their weapons trained on the beached
boats of the invaders. Low to the ground they
crouched, adding their fire to the withering volleys
that blazed from the rifles and machine-guns of
Hle soldiers lying along the steep slope before
Jem.

Whether they hit anything they could not tell,
but they knew that their shots must have some
effect, for all had more than proved themselves
on the school rifle-ranges when they had taken
their firing course with the cadets.

For perhaps three minutes they fired—then the
very earth before them seemed to erupt!

With an abruptness that struck them dumb
with amazement a barrage dropped from the
war vessels now anchored off-shore—a veritable
screen of shells that the Germans designed should
utterly smash all resistance. Behind that barrage
they massed their forces for a fresh assault,

The air was filled with the whine and burst of
missiles. Before the chums, barely fifty yards’
distant was what looked like a shifting wall of
smoke, dappled and split by the flery ‘hearts of
bursting shells—livid splashes of red flame.

1 as fast

way, we can't do much here.

iy

The burning reek of high explosive came to
their nostrils; tkey heard shell-fragments sear
the air above them, while over-shot shells burst
behind—som > hit farther along in the ditch in
which they lay.

From out the smoke and inferno, small ficures
came running, leaping from one shell-hole to
another as they strove to escape the fringe of
the barrage. One of these figures came straight
towards the chums, running quite steadily and
calmly. As he came nearer, they saw that it
was a young officer; he carried a walking stick
in one hand and he dropped lightly into the
shelter of the ditch.

“'Warming things up now, aren’'t they!” he
said cheerfully, “They——  Hallo, who the
dickens are you Jellows?"”

“We're Clif House cadets, sir!” Jack told
him. “We're—"

“Cadets, are you!” exclaimed the officer, and
he looked at them onc after the other. " Well,
I admire your pluck—but you get out of this
as you c¢an! This is no place for you.
hoys! Get behind the school and cut—— Isn't
that barrage coming nearer?”

His last words snapped out—he was right. The
barrage was lifting, stealing forward. Even as
they saw it someone came running along the
road behind tbem—running despite the bullets
and steel which whistled through the air.

“Get your men out of this—get ’'em away!
Form up in the dip behind the school until the
barrage lifts!” The words were roared by @ man
who wore on his cuff the crown and double stare
of a British colonel. His left arm hung limply
at his side, and there was blood on his tunic at
the shoulder. ‘Germans are massing behind
that barrage—pass the word along!”

He trotted on, oblivious of his own danger—
wounded, but still doing his duty. The officer
heside the chums sftarted half to his feet, but
he paused for one word more to the boys.

“You get out of this—it’s going to be pretty
tough here in a bit,” he said. “ Bad enough now,
but——" :

Jack caught his arm.

“Can you tell wus
Gordon?” he asked.
him !”

where to find Brigadier
“We've got a message for

“He’s at headquarters—Denge Village!” the
officer answered. “Clear out now, lads!” Then
he was gone, rallying his men as they made their
escape from the barrage—some falling even as
they got clear.

“Better give old Bates’ message to the
Brigadier,” said Jack to the others. “Maybe
he'll give us a job to do, or something. Any-

Denge is straight
along the lane—we'll run for it!”

Together they leaped from the ditch to the
roadway and ran along it. They had covered
barely a dozen yards before a shell hit the side
of the road. A livid sheet of flame spouted from
the earth, dirt hurtled up about it; then the
three of them were knocked flat by the concussion,
and deafened by the tumultuous, rolling roar with
which the shell exploded.

They picked themselves up, staggering through
the acrid smoke; their rifles had fallen from
their hands, but none of them realised it until
they got clear. Jack’s tunic was split down one
side and Buster’s check had been cut; Tom was
limping a little where something had caught
him, but his shin was only bruised and the limp
soon passed off.

“I'm all right!” Buster gasped,
examined the wound in his cheek.
secratch! Come on!”

They ran on. In a little while they won clear
of even the over-shot shells from the barrage.

when Jack
“Jt's only a
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For a quarter of a mile they kept going, and
then they paused in the shelter of a 31edge and
looked back.

At British Headquarters.

HYE Germans were trying to land on the
Dungeness side of Littlestone. Their
murderous barrage was still scouring the

) earth, but beyond it, the chums could
glimpse the activity of the German vessels.

All were firing now, even the four submarines;
in their rear, the great troop-ships were simply
ablaze with guns, while the water between them
and the shore was thick with boats going to and
returning from the sandy strip. Plainly enough,
the Germans were massing for an attack which
should make good their footing.

“There are our aps!” exclaimed Tom, *“all
getting together behind the school. Gosh, there
aren’t many of them!”

The British soldiers looked a mere handful com-
pared with the masses of grey-clad invaders
assembling on the sands, and slowly following
up as the barrage advanced before them.

“There—yes, thlere's another battery of our
guns coming up!’* Buster pointed to a by-road as
he spoke. Four fleld-guns showed, and even as
he pointed to them, the leader of the forecmost
team turned his horses straight at a low hedﬁe
beside the road. The limber crashed through,
followed by the others; the battery atrung out
in line, then wheeled round.

Instantly men leaped from the limbers, the
horses were loosed from the swingle-trees, and
in a matter of seconds the guns were in action,
pitching shells through the enemy barrage.

Farther distant, a line of motor-lorries raised
dust along the New Romney road; the boys could
see that they were crowded with soldiers. From
the horizon beyond the lorries, a squadron of
aeroplanes swept into the blue, streaking in
wedge-formation towards the coast.

Elsewhere, everything seemed quiet and calm.
The sun was shining, a warm breeze stirred the
bushes and the trees near the boys. Grass
rustled on the flats of Denge Marsh behind them,
and the lighthouse showed white and sedate on
Dungenecss Head.

But, beyond Dungeness, they thought they
could hear—lke an echo of the baitle before
the school—the crash of shells, as though another
landing was being made there. They stood a
moment looking at the school.

The clock-tower was but a broken stump, the
roof was torn and slashed, great holes showed
in the red walls, and the little copse on the far
side—where the first battery of fleld-guns had
got into action—was just a mass of broken trees
and shell-shattered trunks. Sieht of the old
school brought home to them, more than any-
thing else, the fact that England was at war.

In the space of but little more than an hour,
the peace of the Tourth Form-room had been
shattered—invaders were  hammering  shells
through the walls, British soldiers were massing
by the old school, and in a little while, the
building might be in the hands of the enemy.

“Detter get on,” muttered Jack; and the three
turned to walk steadily onwards towards Denge
Village, As they went they could see khaki
figures here and therec mmong the bushes and
hedges; now and again they got a glimpse of
artillery cn the distant roads, while out at sea,
they saw three destroyers coming from the
direction of Portsmouth and firing as they came.
Their guns were directed towards the other side
of Dungeness, and it was not until the boys came
in sight of Denge Village that they discovered
the objective of %he destroyers’ weapons.

They glimpsed the red roofs of the village,
saw shells bursting om the far side and then,
beyond that, they could plainly see Germans

advancing from the shore. Apotner landing-
party had gained a footing there, and it was at
their vessels that the destroyers were firing.

The chums could not see mueh, because the
straggling buildi:lrf,'s of the village hid a lot of
what was happening on the far side, but they
made out columns of soldiers coming along the
road from the direction of Lydd.

From the main street of the village, a despatch
rider came hurtling; he was lying flat along the
tank of his motor-cycle, his machine going all
out. The bike hucketed and leaped on tie rough
road as he shot towards them; the chums jumped
for the grass burder and he roared past, scatter-
ing stones in his wake—eyes grim behind his
goggles, brown hands wrapped knuckle-white
about the handle-bar grips.

_“Wouldn’t mind if the Brigadier gave me a job
like that!” DBuster gasped, when-%he despatch-
rvider had passed. "1 "

“You'd be shaken to a jelly in about a mile
of it!” Jack chuckled, as he glanced at the fat
junior. *“They don't want—— Hallo, what’s up
over there!”

Just at this point, the railway from New
Romney ran close to the lane on its way to the
junction in Denge Village; from the village it
went on to Appledore. The line ran along an
embankment, and four soldiers suddenly appeared
on the metals. All four stopped close against
where the line bridged a road running past the
village, they lifted their rifles and the whipping
cracks of expleosions came as they fired down-
wards.

Through Intervenin

. bushes, the chums could
just glimpse a black figure doubled up and
running madly n their direction. The soldiers
fired again, and spurts of dust woke from the
road about the dashing form of the civilian, then
the khaki-clad men came plunging down tho
emebankment, casting glances at the bridge near
them a3 they ran.

“They're after him for something!” Jack ex-
claimed. * Perhaps Gosh, he must be a spy!”’

The three of them ran to cut the fugitive off.
Two of the soldiers continued to chase him, the
others remained by the side of the road, taking
pot-shots at the man.

The chums were some fifty yards from the
junction of the road under the railway and the
one leading to the village, when a second civiliap
appeared from tlie hedge at the‘roadside. In his
right band glinted the blued steel of an anto-
matic pistol. It barked twice in quick succession;
the two csoldiers both pitched forward and
dropped full-length.

Almost as though their fall was a signal, the
railway bridge heaved abruptly into the air—
blown up! In the heart of brown earth from the
embankment showed the grey mass of the bridge
stone-work, lifting lazily before it erashed down.

The three juniors pulled up aghast, and Jack
was the only one who did not look at the bridee.
He was staring with al! his eyes at the man with
the automatic pistol—it was Stutz!

It was the epy who lad po:zed as the French
master at the school—the man who had used
the wireless installation which Tad brought the
enemy to England’s zhore. Evidently, he had
come to the aid of a fellow spy engaged in blow-
ing up the railway bridge, thus cutting off all
chance of sending reinforcements down the line
to the battle that was raging in front of the
old school.

Jack saw Stutz grab the other’s arm, then the
pair of them darted off the road, spcd across a
field, doubled back on their tracks, showed for
the fraction of a second as they scaled the rail-
way embankment and then were gnne. But the
two soldiers who had remained beliind saw them
going, and they went over the railway, pausing
on the lines to stop and shoot hefore they dis-
appeared.
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“That was Stutz!” Jack exclaimed.
him plainly!”

“Then those two others’ll get him!” Tom
quickly. “Let's have a look at the pair he
down, we might—"

The three ran on. They reached the two still
figures lying athwart the road. They had been
shot asz cleanly as Stutz had Kkilled the signaller
in the school clock-tower; there was just a blued
hole in the forehead of each., The spy was a
wonderful shot with an automutic pistol, and
the three chums realised it.

There was nothing they could do. It was use-
less to joim in the pursuit, because they were un-
armed, and in any case, they would probably do
more good by reporting to the brigadier, as old
Bates had told them to do.

In silence they hurried on, and the mind of
each was busy with the warning those two dead
goldiers had given them. Each carried a picture
of the limp figures in the dust, rifles cast aside,
bent fihgers gripping at the road-surface, limbs
inert. Stutz was a dangerous, ruthless man—
more dangerous, perhaps, than either of them
fully realised.

“That—that looks Ilike the headquarters!”
Buster said presently, and he pointed a stubby
fingers towards Denge Inn, an ancient hostelry
in the main street of the village. Two powerful-
looking cars were standing outside, and three or
four despatch-riders were waiting with their
machines near at hand.

As the chums looked, they saw a motor-cyclist
roar in from the Lydd end of the villaige; at the
moment that he appeared a shell c¢rashed to the
road behind him, landing squarely and tearing up
the surface The despatch-rider wobbled right
nernzs  the road, steadied, then braked to a
skidding halt in front of the inn., He leaped from
hiz machine, kicked down the back stand and
dashed inside the building.

Just outside the village was a barn with a Red-
erosz flag futtering from a hastily-erected staff
at the top: &ree ambulances were loading up
hefore taking a cub across the flelds to the 'i.}'dd
roatdl.

I’ast the barn, the chums came fto a shell-hole
at one side of the road. Tt was cutside Jennifer's
tuck-shop, and the whole front of the building
had been ripped out. The three of them paused
to stare with wide eyes.

A c¢aze of ginger-heer bottles lay against the
hroken stone step—the bottles shattered and their
contents drying in the sun. Dough-nuts and
pastries from the window were scattered mamongst
the broken brick-work, and through the black
opening that had once been the front of the shop
ticy could see the riven wood of the counter.

“They've hit the tuck-shop!” Jack gasped.

Many an afternoon had the trio spent in the
villnge, and many a tea had they had in that
conl little shop.

“Wonder if old Jennifer got away Tom
muttered. * * 1 expect they were cleared out with

the rest.”

uster was staring at the debris, thinking,
mayhe, of the waste of food. He said nothing,
hut went on with the rest; Buster had not for-
ceotten the twisted little tfigure laying by the shell-
liole hehind tne school. Loss of his brother
had robbed Buster of his nmormal cheeriness.

The despabteh-riders stared curiously at the three
chiums as they reached the front of the inn, and
Jack spoke to one of them.

“Do yon koow where I can find Brigadier
Gordon?” he asked.

The man jerked a thumb towards the building,

“In there,” he said. " Have you come from
Littiestone way? How's things there? They've
made a landing, haven’t they?”

Jack nodded.

“Yes. Have they landed anywhere else?”

“T saw

said
shot

“Other side o' Dungeness, that’s all I know,”
the man answvered, and the trio moved on to the
cun.

"' Tliey stepped inside, and their path was
instantly stopped by an armed orderly.

“What d'you want?” he demanded.

“We've a message for Brigadier Gordon.”

The man looked at them, hesitated, then

growled :

" All right—tell the orderly outside the door at
the end.”

The chums passed along the passage to the
doorway of what had once been the bar parlour.
The small room had now been made the head-
quarters of the DBritish troops operating in that
area. Just as the chums reached the half-open
door, the orderly was called by someone inside
and he stepped into the roon.

The chums meved in after him; neither of them
fully appreciated the iron-hard discipline which
girds any headquarters on the fleld, otherwise
they would bhave waited until the orderly re-
appeared.

Inside the room a map was spread out on the
table. On the far side of it stood three officers,
in front of them DBrigadier Gordon bent above the
map. Actually, he was not a brigadier, because
7at rauk was abolished after the great war of
1014, but the term still stuck in the army.

He was a tail, lean-faced man, with a short,
bristling moustache and steel-grey cyves; his jaw
was strong and square, and he looked up as the
threce chums entered and saluted. Words rose
to his lips as he was about to order them out,
then he noticed that their khaki was ditferent
from that of the men under his command; he
saw, too, that their uniforms were “soiled and
that there was a smear of blood on Buster’s
cheek.

“What do_you want, boys?” he asked, and his
voice was crisp.

“Message from Mr. Bates—Secret Service, sir!”
Jack answered, and he saw the brigadier’'s eyes
widen a little, then Jack told what had happened,
making it as concise as possible.

“Stutz—that’s the man we have to thank, eh?
And you eaw two of our men chasing him across
the railway line? And that bridge 1s blown up,
too—confound it! Well, we can't bother about
Stutz at the moment, but I'll send a party after
him the minute I can and—— Yes?"”

A dust-covered despatch-rider dashed in through
the door, saluted and passed a flimsy across to
the brigadier, who scanned the message. He
seemed to Jorget the boys as he read it, and
turned to his companions.

“Dallas says he can’t hold the enemy down by
Littlestone—their artillery is too heavy for him.
They're mdvancing behind a creeping barrage and
he daren’t let his men stay for it. He's on the
retreat along the coast in this direction. That
means that the enemy are trying to link up with
this lot on the Dungeness side of the village.
We've got to stop that at all costs!”

He bent to the map, and came to a swift
decision.

“@Get the troops off those two trains from Lydd
—put them in the buildings on the seaward side
of this wvillage. Throw barricades across either
end of the main street. If we can hold out Nere,
we shall be ahle to prevent the two enemy land-
ing parties from uniting. In two hours we shall
have epough reinforcements to drive the whnle
of them back into the sea—but we must hold this
village at all costs! Get busy!”

In the fraction of a scecond,

it scemed, the

{ room was cleared but for the three boys and the

brisadier., He looked at them interrogatively.
“Is there anything we can do to—to help, sir?”
Jack aszked. "
“I think vou boys have done enough already,”
the brigadier answered. “You had better walk
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back alopg the iane to Appledore—you’ll be safe
there.”

“We don't want to do that!” Buster blurted.
“My—my brother’s been killed, and I—-I—" He
broke olf.

The brigadier looked them over.

“You’re cadets, I see—school cadets, eh? You
can all shoot? Well, 1 need every man who can
handle a gun. If you don’t want to go, then
get rifles and join the men behind one of the
barricades. DPlease yoursclves!”

*“Thank you, sir!” The three stepped back and
saluted smartly, The brigadier eyed them for
a moment, then, very suddenly, he drew himself
upright, returned a full salute and said:

“Good luck! I've got a lot of veterans in my
battalion—but we need lads like you. Well, I
hope you’re as good as some of the old ones that

fought at Mons!”
T - We've beaten ’'em off at Walmer, and
we've whacked 'em at Pevensey Bay!”
he exclaimed excitedly. * Beat 'em here and the
blighters won't have got a footing anywhere!”
Jack looked at his chums with shining eyes,
when they were in the road again.

The Tank!l

HE three filed out from the inn, to run
into an officer talking with two others.

“Did you hear that!” he exclaimed. “If this
village holds out like the brigadier said, for two
hours——"

" We'll be able to whip ’em!” Buster exclaimed.
“I'm goin' to help with that barricade.”

“I'm not—not yet, anyway!” Tom told them.
“I want some grub! We haven't had anything
since breakfast, and you can’t go on without
food. It's guing to be hot work here presently,
and we—

“That's right,”

to kcep our strength
along to the tuck-shop?"

“We ought

agreed Buster.
about going

up. What

They made for it. Already, just beyond the
place, a party of engineers were flinging a
barricade across the road, while others filled

sandbags with earth dug from a field close by.

The three clambered over the debris into the
shop. The whole place was in o state of con-
fusion, but nothing seemed to have heen taken.
There were loaves in the glass-fronted shelves be-
hind the counter, cheese and butter and tinned
meats and undamaged cases of ginger pop and
lemonade.

“0ld Jennifer wouldn't mind,” Buster 3aid, a3
he reached for a loaf. * Anyway, if we don't
take the stuff, then it may only get smashed up,
aud—— Gosh!” '

A shell burst somewhere at the back, bubt the
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cnzineers in front of tlhe shop went on working
calmly, taking no notice of it. In a little while,
the chums forgot any danger they might be in,
as they satisfied their hunger. It was nearly
half wn hour before they decided that they
had had enough, and by that time they became
conscious that a great change had come over the
villaze.

Witen they stepped into the sunlight, they saw
that tne barricade had been fluished. It was
ouly a couple of feet high, and behind it a
treuch had been dug—a trench which was occupied
by six machine-guns and thelr crews, the black
barrels of their weapons poxking through narrow
gaps in the heavy sandbag wall before them.

Beyond the barricade the road stretched to the
school and Littlestone; over the fields and flats
on either side, British soldiers were moving in
on the viliage, suvme firing backwards as they
came. Beyond them was a thin screen of burst-
in® shells, thrown from the German vessels
before the advance of their own troops. ~The
barraze was thin because the men were now some
distance from the ships and there were not a
great number of guns which could carry so far—
quite apart from the fact the front they had
to cover had now increased enormously.

Here and there amongst the buildings on the
other side of -the village street, the chums could
seg soldiers moving. Now and again they heard
the smash of glass as men shattered window-
panes through which they intended to fire at-the

[IEH'I‘
*No good stopping by this barricade,” Jack

ohserved. “ We sha’n’t be able to do much—and
we haven’'t got any rifles or anything. We've
got to find some, and——"

“We'll soon find ’em!” Tom exclaimed. * Let’s

a0 along
somethit

They moved away, just as a score of sweating
cunners ran a field-gun by hand along the road
until they could tuck it between two cotta"e-
and fire above the barricade. From somewhere
at the back of the village came the high-pitched
hark of anti-aireraft guns: *“ Bew-w-w! Bew—
Cew—ew-ew-w-w-w!” as they slammed shells at a
single enemy scouting "plane. which had lofted
from one of the German ships.

In half a minute, the ¢chums were in the village
areen. Very few soldiers seemed to be about now;
all had goune to cover 3o that they might not
he observed by the scout overhead. When the
trio reached the green, only one man was in sight,
and he was in his slnrtsleeves, although on his
head showed the flopping black cap of the Tank
Corpa,

The man was working at the engine of a lorry
which lay tipped up on its side at the edge of
the green. Behind him, in the centre of the

patch of grass, showed the giant, rusted bulk of
an old tank—relic of the last war and pieaented
as a memento to the village. It was Jack who
recognized the man by the shattered lnrrv

“It’s Jennifer!” he exclaimed. *Bill Jennifer!”
and he went forward at the run.

ill Jennifer was the son of the old people who
owned the village tucks hop, and he looked up
when he heard his name called, then grinned
ghrough the oil and grime on his sweat-streaked
ace,

“Hallo—yon here still! You ought to ha’ got
out of this!” He recognised the tTio ; many was
he yarn he had had with them when he had
hlofen on leave, and had met them in his father’s
shop.

A FINAL
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“What are you doing?” Buster wsked, and he
glanced from the lorrv to the old tank.

“Poin’¢ Well, I'll tell you,” said Bill. *I
come 'ome last mr'ht on four days’ leave—special
leave, at that! Bless me, if old Jerry didn't
start droppin’ shells into the village this mornin’.
I saw my mother an' the old dad on a train
when ali the non-combatants left, an' then 1
thinks I'll stop an’ give a hand. I saw the way
the Germans was givin’ it to our boys down by
Rye Bay, so, thinks I, what's needed 'ere is
tanks—see? Then I remembered this old tank
here, and 1 wondered if I couldn't get her goin’!
That's what I'm doin' now?”

“Tryin' to get it going?” asked Jack. *“Can
you?”
“You bet I can!"” Bill Jennifer answered. “I'm

in the tank corps, anyway—an’
old ’bus moviny I'll eat my hat. She's sound as
a bell prettyv near all through, except that the
magneto’s gone west—that's why I'm tryin' to
get the one off here. Fill that old tank up with
petrol an’ oil, give her a new set o’ plugs an'——

if T can’t get this

Well, there's everythin' that I want on thid
busted lorry. Care to give me a hand, and
What's that? Ah, they've got him!”

The four of them looked wup to where the
German scouting ’plane was coming down. Flame
streaked from its tail as it shot earthwards,

twisting and surging in its downward flight. The
anti-aircraft guns had found their tarrrt,t
They watched the ‘plane fall bevond tle

village, then turned to the lorry and the old tank

again. Bill Jennifer suddenly lost his smile as
he faced the boys.
“Listen,” he said. “In abont ’arf an’ hour

this little village is goin' to be right in the thick
of it—an" if we don’t ’old out, the Germans'l!
get a proper fontm" They've got guns ready to
sling ashore as soon's the infantry have pushed us
back a bit, an’ once they're established it’ll take
a lot to shift 'em. We ain’t got no tanks here—
an’ there ain’t no tellin’ but what this old bus,
it T éan get her goin’, won't do a mighty lot o’
good !

He glanced from one to another of tlie boys,
and then added:

“Us four inside there—we could let them Cer-
mans know we was about, couldn't we?"

They did not answer. They stood staring with
glowing eves at the great lines of the massive
tank., To be 1n that—going baldheaded at the
advancing enemy, striking a blow in vengeance of

what the Huns had done to the old school—and
to little Fatty Kirk!
“You bet we could do something!” Buster

gasped—and with his words they set to work.

And a3 they worked, the roar of battie began
to swell about them, as the enemy concentrated
on either side of the village.

[From  buildings and harricades, grim-visaged
men in khaki fought in dour d&perutlon while
the three chums and Bill Jennifer qtru;ra:]ed to
repair the old tank which had fought for England
on the shattered fields of Flanders, and which
wias now to fight for her again against the same
enemy—hut on British soil.

(Read abou? the Battle of Denge Village next
week—how the Cliff House juniors turn the tide
of battle with the giant tank! Next Wednesday’s
chapters are full of real excitement and thrills—
order your copy of “The Nelson Lee Library ™ in
advance. And don't forget that next iweek’s
FREE GIFT is a STUNNING COLOURED STAND-
UP FIGURE OF BUSTER KEATON.)
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policemen to deal wi’ these young varmints!”’
[
“You clear away!” thundered Mr. Sharpe,

making a menacing gesture towards the
excited juniors. “Throw any of those fire-
works at me, and I'll il

The next moment he was dancing madly,
for about thirty jumping crackers were hurled
round his feet. Iiven P.-c. Sparrow grinned.
There was somgthing comical in this spec-
tacle. My, Sharpe was dancing in his own
doorway, and the jumping crackers were ex-
ploding like living things all round him.

“Helpi” yelled the ironmonger. *“They’ll
have my shop on fire! DBy thunder! Tl
prosccute you for this, you young demons!”

Somehow he managed to get inside, and
he not only slammed the door, but barri-
caded 16 with two or three sections of corru-
gated iron. And, fortunately for him, the
crowd found some entertainment in another
direction,

Two daring juniors had stolen up behind
the policeman, and while he was hustled by
a number of others, they succeeded in pin
ning a couple of Roman candles to his coat-
tails. Before he could be aware of their
game, they were alight.

“Bust my heyes!” gasped Sparrow, as a
sudden shower of sparks hit the ground
behind  him. ““Hi, what’s all this ’ere?
What the—— Crikey! I'm on fire!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

The village constable ran like mad—not
because he had any objective, but it seemed
to him that it was the only sensible thing to
do. His helmet dropped off, and the raggers
conveniently made an avenue for him. And
his path was strewn with jumping crackers,
flares, and nuwmerous other fireworks., And
all the time those Roman candles were end-
lessly spurting stars and silver fire and ofher
abominations out of his coat-tails,

“Ha, ba, hal”’

“Go 1it, Sparrow—you're winning!”

By the time the fireworks were exhausted
at the constable’s rear, the constable was also
exhausted, and he took the greatest possible
care to remain well clear of the field of
action.  After all, what could he hope to
accomplish against a crowd of irresponsible
youths of this type? As long as their fire-
works lasted, they would continue the orgy
of explosions and lurid displays.

Mr. Sharpe was ringing up the school—
Leatedly and frantically. There was rather a
pathetic element in his own particular case—
for it was he who had been selling fireworks

I .
to the St. Frank’s fellows throughout the

day! It was too much of a good thing for
them to come back and explode them in front
of his very shop! .

“Is that the headmaster?’ he roared,
when he heard Dr. Stafford’s voice, *“ Con-
found it, sir, these boys of yours are trying
to burn down the village! They're out of
hand, and the whole of Bellton is like pande-
monium }”’

“Good gracious !” Head.
“Who—who 1is that ?”

“I’'m Sharpe—the ironmonger!”’

““In that case, Mr. Sharpe, 1 fail to ses
why you should make such a fuss!”” retorted
the Ilead indignantly. ‘‘To the best of my
knowledge, you are the very tradesman whuy
has been supplying these boys with fire-
works.” .

A strangled cry came across the wire.

“But—but I don’t expect them to bum
the village down with them/” hooted Mor.
Sharpe, at last.

“You know very well, sir, that it is againzt
my express wishes that any of the village
tradesmen should supply my pupils with f@re-
works !’ retorted the Head. "I have re-
peatedly given you my views on the subject.
But f8r the sake of vulgar profit, you choose
to ignore my - )

“Bah!” snarled Mr. Sharpe, hanging up
the receiver. )

“Well, Professor Hudson, things are going
from bad to worse!’ said Dr. Stafford, as he
turned to his agitated guest. ‘‘Half my
junior boys are rioting in the village, and
it scems that an everlasting disgrace will be
brought upon us. 1 am intensely grieved
that I ever gave my sanction to this hare-
brained scheme.”

Professor Hudson was rather pale.

“I regret that you should so characterize
it,”’ he said coldly.

“I apologise, professor,”” said the Head.
““But, upon my soul, I am so worried that
T am afraid I am unconsciously rude. Whas
can we do in this terrible situation? If X
go to the village and order the boys back to
the school, matters will only be worse. 1
am helpless—utterly helpless! 1 have given
the boys their liberty, I have made them
their own masters, and they have rewardcd
me by setting my wishes at defiance!’’

gasped the

e

CHAPTER 16.
NOT SO BAD, AFTER ALL.

URRAH! Here’s another
crowd eoming. Perhaps
they’ve got fireworks!”

“Good egg!”
i) The raggers cheered
vigorously as large numbers of figures hove
in sight down the High Street. But they

‘soon discovered the nature of their mistake.

Dick Hamilton and Edward Oswald Hand-.
(Continued on puge 43.)
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tne
arrivals, and they were looking very grin.
*“Haven’t you had about enough of this?”

forth were in the forefront of new

shouted Dick., “Why dor’t you corue back
to the school, and behave like human beings,
instead of disgracing the old place?”’

“It’s no good talking to them ! thundered
Ilandforth. “We've got to fight!’’

And- without waiting for any preliminaries,
he flung himself into the fray. In about
twenty seconds, the entire High Street was
swarming with struggling figures. A free
ficht was in progress.

And for once, let it be said, Handforth’s
ram-headed methods were successful. Within
five minutes the raggers had lost all their
spirit. They were overwhelmingly defeated,
and they came to the conclusion that a long
rest was indicated. The prospect of bed, in-
deed, seemed very alluring—for most of them
were suffering from various acute pains.

““Good work, Brother Ilamilton—stout
doings!’ declared Browne, who had been
scrapping as vigorously as anybody. I sug-
rest that we make a bee-line for home without
delay.”

“You're right!"* said Diek promptly.

And, forthwith, the crowds were lined up,
and ordered to march. TUpon their arrival
back at St. Frank’s the fellows went to their
various Houses, and silently went up to bed.
The last of them had just gone indoors when
the headmaster and Professor Hudson came
briskly through Big Arch, and crossed the
Triangle. They were going down to the
village to investigate the riot!

The measures against the raggers had been
so swiftly accomplished that the entire force
was back at the school before thc Head
started out. Thus, going into Bellton with
vague fears, Dr. Stafford arrived there to
find the whole village in a state of blissful
peace.

“(Good heavenz!” muttered the Head anxi-
ously. “TIs it possible that they have ventured
mto Bannington with their appailing non-
senze? If so, the London newspapers will
get. hold of the story, and that will bhe a
calamity.”

P.-c. Sparrow came by, saluling.

“Tell me, constable,” said the
“where did the boys go?”’

“Why, 'ain’t you just come from the school,
csir?” asked Sparrow. “They all went back a
“quarier of an hour ag., as peaceful as yon
like!  Ah, they’re seusible young gents,

I.[E‘ﬁi'[,

Master Hamilton an’ Mazter Pitt an’ Master
Handforth an’ ‘bem others. They came down
’ere, they did an’ everything was over 1rside

of a minute cr two.’

“Thank you, Sparrow—I am greatly ce-
lieved,”” said Dr. Stafford with a sig™ «f
relief. *“J—I1 trust that you wili not make

any serious report concerning the incident.”

“I ain’t zo sure as what 1 oughtn’s to!”
growled the constable, then, as Dr. Staffosd
slipped a pound note into his hand he adde:i:
“Still, it’s over, so I won’t eay no more.”

They bhade him good-night, and turned
back.

“So the school’s zenze of honour is nof
entirely lozt,”” said Professzor Hudson gently.
“It :: the boys themselves who have remedied
the lapse from sanity. I think it iz a ver
good augury, Dr. Stafford.”

“I am certainly relieved,” declared the
Head. ‘‘Aad if there is a semblance of order
to-morrow, 1 may continue the experimen$
throughout next week. But I will confess
that I am dubicus.”

And while they were walking up the lans,
Edward Oswald Handforth and Dick Hamilton
were having a little chat just outside tae

latter’s bed-room door. And Ralplh Leslie
Fullwood joined them.

“Where did you spring from?”’ asked

Handforth. “Great guns! Look at his faca!
3

What the dickens——’

“Don’t make a fuss!” growled Fullwood.
“I found Forrest and his pals starting off
on the spree, and I tried to stop them. The
“eurs used foul play, and kicked me until 1
was half dead. But don’t say anything to
anybody about it—I don’t want a lot of com-
motion.”

“They’ve gone out on the spree!’ =zaid
Handforh darkly. ‘““And they kicked you,
did they? By George, I'll —-"

““Steady !” murmured Dick Hamilton. ““We
can’t do anything more to-night, Handy.
Let’s be thankful that the school’s quiet.
But let me tell you something. We've got
to organise a committee of level-headed chajs
to deal with these fellows who haven’t got
any sense of honour. There arer’t any punish-
ments now—the masters are more or less he:p-
less.””

“My only hat!"” breathed Handforth.
“Set up our own tribunals, you mean?”

“It’s a corking idea!”’ nodded Fullwood,
with gleaming eyes,

“We'll get busy on that commitice to-
morrow—and I shall want you fellows,”” said
Dick Hamilton, as he prepared to go into his
bed-room. “It’s too late to discuss it to-
night. Buf I’m determined on one thing.
Qi. Frank’s is going to show this American
professor that it can be trusted on
Hcnour !

13
THE END.
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