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A battering ram was driven

plintering crash followed as the woodwork

The seniors were almost in now !

heavily against the door of the rebels’ stronghold, and a s
heaved in before the impact. i

In spite of a fusillade of flour and egg bombs,
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EXTRA-LONG!

A long, rousing yarn
of schoolboy adventure
at St. Frank’s.

_ By
EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS.

EXTRA-GOOD!

Of course, by now you have seen the wonderful metal model of
Malcolm Campbell’'s famous “ Blue Bird " contained in this bumper

issue. What do you think of it?

But perhaps you're not

quite sure how it should be folded to obtain the best effect. Just turn to

page 13, and there you will see full particulars. Perhaps, too, you want

to know all about this famous car. Then read the interesting article
which appears on page 36.—Ed. )

CHAPTER 1.
Handforth is Hungry !

IR MONTIE TRE-

S GELLIS - WEST, of

the Remove Form at

St.  Frank’s, looked

out of the window of Study

and beheld a dreary

prospect.

“Rainin’, dear old boys,”
he said dolefully.

“Never mind,” said

Nipper.  “We're dry in

P

“And cold, too,” said
Tommy Watson pointedly.
“Jolly cold, in fact!”

He joined Sir Montie at
ke window, and stood look-
ing out between two of the
barricades. There was a

leaden sky overhead, and
the West Square was drip-
ping with ~ water. There
were  puddles everywhere,
and the rain was ating
against the study window. It
was a decidedly dreary
December morning.

“Well, I wonder what's
goin to happen to-day ?”
asked Tommy Wabson, as he
jooked across at Nipper
again. “] wonder if they’ll
yank us out of these strong-
holds of ours and give us the
sack ?”

“It’s no good wondering
old man,” replied Nipper
quietly. “We’ve thrown in
our lot with old Handy, and
we're ready to stand by him
—to the bitter end!”
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d_“Begu,d, rather !” said Tregellis-West, nod-
ing.

It was just about breakfast-time in the
Ancient House, and in ordinary circum-
stances these juniors would nave been in the
dining-hall with the rest of the Remove.
But, as it happened, the circumstances were
very exceptional,

Study C was iike an armed fortress,

The door was barricaded with the table,
bookcase, and other articles of furniture. The
window was barred with boards that had
been torn up from the floor. There was no
admittance into this study.

¢

i it came to that, there was no admittance
into three other studies along that passage.
For a small kind of barring-out was in pro-
gress. It was really the most novel bar-
ring-out that had ever happened at the
historie old school.

Only four junior studies were taking part
in it, and the rebels. all told, numbered only
cleven. They were Nipper and his chums,
Handforth & Co. of Study D, Burton, Dodd
and Jarrow of Study F, and De Valerie and
Somerton of Study G. Everybody else in
the Remove was sympathetic towards the
rebels, and wholeheartedly in support of
them, but, as yet, the great bulk of the
juniors remained neutral so far as active
participation was concerned.

In Study D, Handforth and Church and
McClure, like Nipper & Co. were looking
rather glumly out of the window at the wet
and depressing prospect. Handforth was
inclined to be indignant.

“Here’s a nice kind of morning!” he
grumbled, “Enough to give anybody the
pip! It’s aJ}ity it couldn’t keep fine while
we are holding this barring-out! Wet
weather always makes you feel miserable.”

“They’re having breakfast in the dining-
hall,” said Church dreamily. “ And they’ve
got a fire there, too—and ieated radiators.”
. “That’s right—go on!” said Handforth
indignantly, “Why don’t you tell us that
the other chaps slept in their beds last
night ?”

“Well, so they did !

“1 know that!” roared Handforth. *“And
we slept on the floor, shivering rearly all
the night! We slept on the floor ~ithout any
blankets, and without any cushions or mat-

tresses! And now we're all over aches and
pains. But it’s no good grumbling!”

“We weren’t grumbling,” said Church
stoutly.

“*Yes, but you were on the point of it,”
growled Handforth., “I don’t sce why we
can’t have some breakfast,”

“My dear chap. there’s no hope at all,”
said McClure. *“We can’t go out—-"

*Why not?”

“Beeause it would be toc jolly risky,” said
Mac. *We mustn’t shift from these studies,
or we're liable to get collared.”

“I-shouldn’t get collared,” retorted Hand-
forth. *We've only got to get through, the
gaps in the cupboards, and we can ship out
through Archie’s study. TI've a good mind
to go on a food-hunting expedition, just on
my own,”

“Don’t be so
Chureh, in alarm.
anythin% like that.”

or

reckless, Handy,” said
“You mustn’t think of

Handforth only grunted, and trowned
again. He and all the other rebels had
passed a very uncomfortable night, They

felt that this rebellion was justified, but it
was beginning to get somewhat irksome.
They had been Ebottled up in these studies for
practically twenty-four ~hours. At least,
Handforth & Co. had.

The chums of Study D had started the
revolt—the previous morning. Towards
nightfall the school authorities had turned off
the hot water from the radiators, and so the
juniors had passed a very chilly night, since
they had had to let the fire go out owing to
lack of coal and since they had no blankets.
It was quite evident that the headmaster was
hoping to make their lives so uncomfortable
that they would lose heart, and surrender.

During the previous day Nipper and his
chums had joined the revolt, and after that
the other five juniors had thrown in their lot
with the rebels. The situation was now
somewhat precarious. All these fellows were
convinced that the Head would make a
determined effort to get them out this morn-
ing, and once they were out the consequences
would be serious. The ringleaders would be
expelled, and the others publicly flogged.

A tramp of feet sounded in the corridor,
and Handforth looked rather wistfully at the
barricaded door. He was beginning to realise
that liberty was worth a great deal. Edward
Oswald was an active fellow, and he hated
being bottled up like this. But he was
obstinate, too, and he would never give in.

“The chaps are out from breakfast.” said
Church, unconsciously licking his lips.

“That’s right—go on!” growled Kand-
forth. “It’s a pity you can’t speak without
dragging breakfast into your cenversation!”

“We ought to have saved some of that
grub from last night,” went on Church. ‘It
was jolly decent of Archie to smuggle that
food in to us. Bur what was the good of it?
We're as bungry as hunters again.”

Handforth compressed his lips

“Don’t you worry !” he eaid grimly. “I'm
going to get some food! I'in goinz out—and

mean to come back loaded uo with grub!”

There was something in his tone which
gave his chums much alarm  For Edward

Oswald Handforth evidently meaut to risk
evervthing

in an effort to obtain food.

CHAPTER 2.
Handfortb Means If !
HIS little barring-out

had  started very
dramatically.

Merrell and Mar-
riott of the East

Hous=», had played a
cowardly trick on Mr. Horace Pycraft, the
master of the Fourth. T'hey had done it
deliberately, so that Handforth should get
the blame.
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Edward Oswald had not only ‘allen into
the trap, but his chums had shared the same
fate. And as the Head had been about to
flog Handy in front of the whole school, the
Study D leader had rebelled against it. He
had rushed his chums to Study D, and they
had held a private little barring-out of their
own.

Then Nipper & Co. had followed suit in
support of the martyrs. After that, more
by action than design, the occupants of
Studies F and G, also, had thrown in their
lot with the rebels.

The worst of it was Merrell and Marriott
had gone away from the school for a period,
and would be away for ten days, or perhaps
a fortnight, It was impossible to make them
go to the headmaster, and make them con-
fess to the whole truth. Those two young
rascals had known that they wou'd be away,
and they had told the Head a whole string
of lies 1n order to make things worse for
the unfortunate Handforth,

And now the situation was dramatic.

These juniors were bottled up in their own
studies, and they had no heat sand no food.
It was evidently the Head’s intention to
make things so uncomfortable for them that
they would be forced to surrender.

“Yes,” said Handforth, “I'm going to
find some grub.”

“Don’t do it, old man!” urged Church
anxiously. “You'll enly get collared!”

*“Rats!” said Handforth. “I can dodge
any of these silly prefects!”

“Yes, perhaps you can—but they might see
you coming back into Archie Glenthorne’s
study,” sald McClure. “And what then?
They’ll know that Archie has been helping
us, and he’ll get into trouble!”

Handforth pursed his lips.

“That’s true,”” he admitted. “But if Pm
carcful they needn’t see me getting back into
Archie’s study.”

“What's that?” asked a voice from the
other side .of the room,

The chums of Study D turned, and found

that Nipper was just crawling through one of’

the cupboards. He entered, and bade the
others a cheery good-morning,

“Handy’s thinking about going out on a
grub raid,” said Church.

“It doesn’t matter if he only thinks about
it,” se’d .Nipper. “It’s too risky—and the
game’s not worth the candle.”

“ Are we going to starve. then ?”’ demanded
Handforth sarcastically.

“We shan’t starve, you ass!” grinned
Nipper. “Going without food for twenty-
four hours won’t do us much harm.”

“Twenty-four hours!” gasped Handforth.

“Well, you never know,” replied Nipper,
with a grin. “It’s best to be prepared for
the worst. We're rcady to support you,
Handy, as long as you act sensibly. You
started this barring-out, and we're with you
heart and soul. It’s up to the Head to make
a proper inquiry and to punish the real cul-
prits  As long as he remains obstinate we’ll
continue this barring-out. That’s the way [
look at tho thing.”

A voice came from the other side of the
room,

“Say, you fellows!” it said cautiously.
“Come along through if you want to!”

They looked round, and found Alf Brent
standing half in and half out of the other
cupboard, Neither Alf Brent nor Archie
Glenthorne were members of the rebel force,
but they were actively helping. .

The four rebel studies were curiously situ-
ated. There were two on each side of Study
Fi—which was occupied by Glenthorne and
Brent. As each study was provided with two
cupboards—both of which backed on to those
in the adjoining studies—and as each cup-
board only had a thin partition at the back. of
it, holes had been knocked through them all.

Thus all the rebels could communicate with
one another, and the prefects—who were zon-
stantly watching—knew nothing of this
fraternising. Archie Glenthorne’s study was
neutral territory, so to speak, and it had
become a general meeting place for the rebels.

“Is it safe to come through?” asked
Nipper.
“Safe as eggs!” replied Brent. “The

door’s iocked. Come along if you want to
hold a confab with those chaps from the other
side.

They all went through, and found Study E
occcupied by De Valerie, Somerton, Burtoo,
Dodd and Jarrow., Archie Glenthorne was
there, too, and Archie was looking rather
distressed..

“I'm frightfully keen on letting you chap-
pies use the good old apartment as a meeting
place,” he said. “DBut it’ll be rather fright-
fully awkward if your voices are heard in
here. I mecan to say. We shall have to barri-
cade this dashed door—and join the
rebellion!”

“That wouldn’t matter,”’ said Handforth.

“0dds disasters!” sa:d Archic. “I mean to
say, what? How about the good old food
supplies, and so forth? 1 rather thought it
would be a bright scheme to hold another
feed in the study to-night, and then pass the
grub through to you merchants.”

“But why to-night?" asked Handforth.
“Why not now? I'd like to point out that
we're all hungry !V

““Absolutely,” said Archie, worried. “At
the same time, old checse. I rather think the
prefe? chappies would smell a dashed rat if
i hel 1 a feed in the study directly after break-
ast!’

**No, Hanc}v. it wouldn’t do,” said Nipper,
shaking his head. * Archie can’t very well
get up another feast in this study until to-
night.”

“That means that we've got to go hungry
all day ?’ demanded Handforth aggressively.

“Well, it looks like it—although I dare say
Archie and Brent could smuggle in a few
packets of biscuits and things during the
interval, and after morning lessons,” said
Nipper. “ We shall manage to subsist. The
main thing is to hold out against the enemy.”

“Bunkum!” said Handforth bluntly.
“There’s no reason why we shouldn’t have
some grub now. I believe in taking a chance.
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In fact, ’'m goirg to make a raid on the
encmy—I'm gomng to fetch some grub.”

“Chuck it!’ said De Valerie. “You can’t
do that, Handy!”

*“Can’t 17 retorted Handforth obstinately.
“You wait and sce'”

“But you might be spotted
Church,

“Might!” retorted Handforth, with scorn.
“I might do all sorts of things! Nothing ven-
ture, nothing win! Anyhow, I'm going to
*try my luck!”

“Ilold him!” said Nipper, in alarm. “If
he goes out, he’ll only get himself collared,
and then—-"

“Hi, Handy!” yelled McClure.
back, you silly idiot!”

But Handforth, who was near the window,
made a sudden rush The window was
slightly open, and Handforth had shrewdly
guessed that there would be no prefect stand-
ing out in the West Square. It was pouring
with rain, and his exit would not be seen.
The prefcets were on guard in the passage, it
was true, but there was no reason for them
tod be standing about in the pouring rain out-
side.

Before any of the fellows could stop Hand-
forth, he reached the window, burst it open
and jumped out. In another moment he was
streaking across the Square towards West

It

protested

“Come

Arch—making a beeline towards the school
tuckshop.

———

CHAPTER 3.
in the Hands of the Enemy !

RS. HAKE, behind her
counter in the school
tuckshop, looked very
doubtfal,

=1 don’t  know
whether I ought to
serve ye, Master Handforth,” she said dubi-
ously. “You’re one of them boys defyin’ the
headmaster, ain’t you?”

‘“Never mind about that!”* said Handforth,
casting a hurried glance towards the open
door. “Buck up, Mrs. Hake! No time to
lose! Give me all the grub that I can hold,
and T’ll scoot!”

This heavy rain was fortunate Tor the
leader of the rebels. Scarcely a soul was
outside—although, as a matter of fact, the
schoo! was attending prayers just now. Only
a few prefccts were anut, doing sentry duiy
to wuteh the rebel studies.

It had been a rash move on Handforth’s
part, and quite characteristic of his reckless
rature. More often that not, Handforth won
through by sheer nerve But this was not to
be one of his lucky mornings. . . .. ..

“That’ll be cnough.” said Handforth
cagerly. “Two tins of biscuits, a big cake,
and all these tins ot sardines and stuff. Good
ecgg! That’ll do fine. Mrs. Hake! Book it
up to me—no time to pay now!”

Handforth seized the food supplies, and

with his arms filled he hurried out through
the doorway; he gave a quick glance up and
down.

The old Triangle of St. Frank's was empty .
and deserted. The rain was still pouring down
in torrents. Puddles and pools lay every-
where. With a quick dash, Handforth made
for the West Arch.

And just then a shout came from the door-
way of the Ancient House,

“Hi! Stop there!” came a yell.

It was the voice of Simon Kenmore, of the
Sixth—the most unpopular prefect at St.
Frank’s. With him was Sinclair.

*Oh, corks!” said Handforth frantically.

He rushed through the archway, and he
heard the patter of feet on the wet gravel
in his rear.” By a sheer piece of ill-luck, he
had been spotted by those two prefects as
they had come to the"Ancient House door to
have a look at the weather.

Burdened as he was, Handforth had no
chance to reach safet, Long before he had
got half-way across the Square, Sinclair and
Kenmore were upon him. They seized him,
and the boxes of biscuits and the other goods
went clattering to the ground.

“Got you!” said Kenmore triumphantly,

“You—you rotters!” gasped Handforth.
“You've got me, have you? Yes, by George,
but I’'ve got some fight left in me!”

“Hold him!” snapped Kenmore.

. Handforth was game—he was full of pluck—
but he had no chance against these two hefty
Sixth-Formers. 1In full sight of all his fellow
rebels he was practically carried off and
whirled through the Archway, and then taken
out of sight. Nipper and the others had had
Ep opportunity of making a dash to rescue

i

m,

“Well, that's done it!” said Nipper philo-
sophically. “Perhaps it’s all for the best.”

“But how can it be for the best?” asked
Church, full of anxiety. “Handy will be
sacked, I expect.”

“A fat lot he’ll worry about that,” said
Nipper. “He was booked for the suck, in
any case. This may bring matters to a head
—and the sooner the better. I'm not worry-
ing very much, anyhow!”

“Of course, when you come to look at it
like that, perhaps there’s something in it,”
replied De Valerie, nodding. “It’ll be rather
interesting to see how the thing develops.”

In the meantime, Handforth was being
triumphantly forced into Big Hall. He could
not have been captured at a more opportune
time.

The whole school was congregated in Big
Hall, and prayers were over, In fact, it had
almost been tine, for dismissal when the
doors Dburst open and the two prefests
entered, forcing Handforth between them.

“Oh, my hat! Theyve collared old
Handy !”

A buzz went up immediately, and every-
body turned their eyes towards the prisoner.
As 1t happened, the Head had been making
a speech—warning the other juniors against
having anything to do with the rebels. But
now he paused, and a gleam entered his
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in detail. It will make an

eyes as he beheld the nature of this dramatic
interruption.

“We've captured Handforth, sir!” shouted
Kenmore. .

“So I see,” nodded the Hecad grimly.
“Bring him up on the platform.”

“Yes, sir!”

Handforth was struggling every inch of
the way.

“You've got me—but you won’t be able
to keep me!” he shouted. “I give you fair
warning—as soon as you let go, I shall
bunk!” "

“We shan’t let you go!” said Kenmore,
digging his knuckles in Handforth’s arm.
“So don’t kid yourself, my lad!”

.They took him up the steps, and did not
halt until they were facihg Dr. Staiford.
Handforth was flushed and defiant.

“I am sorry to sce vou in this predica-
ment, Handforth,” said the Head quietly.
“You have made a very undignified entry.
Kenmore, release him.”

“Better not, sir!” said the prefect. “He's
threatened to run away as soon as he’s re-
leased, and he’ll do it, too!”

“Very well—perhaps you are right,” said
the Head, who recognised the purposeful
gleam in  Handforth’s eye. *“Hold him
tightly. TPerhaps we shall now be able to
bring this ridiculous insurrection tc an end.
Handforth, I am not going to argue with you
—I am not going to heat about the bush.
You will be flogged at once—before the
entire school!”

CHAPTER 4.

Beiore the Head !

R. MALCOLM STAF-
FORD was looking
very determined.

He bad not ex-
pected this capture,
but, now that it had

happened, he saw a way of ending this re-

bellion,

“IHandforth, I have come to the conclusion
that vou are a very ohstinate, wilful boy!”
said the Head sternly. “However. I do not
believe that you are really bad. It is only
your high spirits—your stubborn, excitable
nature. I am inclined to be lenient with
you.”

“It’s no good being lenient, sir,” growled
Handforth = *“There’s only one thing to do—

pardon me, and all the other rebels. We
shan’t give in unless you do.”
“That is no way to speak to me, my boy,”

replied the Head, * You have defied the rules
and regulations of this school, and ‘you must
bo severely punished. At first I decided that
expulsion was the only possible method of
dealing with you But, perhaps, I will re-
consider that decision, ou are the ring.
leader of this unfortunate mutiny, and

shall flog you for your action. You are to
go, under escort, to your misguided com-
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panions, and you are to persuade them to
surrender ungonditionally,”

“You want me to ask them to surrender,
sir ?” said Handforth, siaring.

“Yes, Handforth,” replied the Head. “1f
they do so, they will be virtually pardoned.
I realise that you are the leader of this affair,
and you will be the onc to receive the punish-
ment. You will be-flogged, and the matter
will then end.”

“And what if T refuse to ask them to sur-
render, sir?”

“In that case, Handforth, you will be ex-
pelled I’ replied the Head sternly. “ And you
must not think that you can escape this
punishment. You will be held a prisoner—
since you are suth an obstinate boy—and you
will be taken to the station and escorted the
whole way to London, until you are delivered
into the hands of your parents. 1 am not
going to have any further nonsense!”

Handforth flushed deeply

The Head had uttered a grim. ultimatum!
If he persnaded the others to surrender, he
would be flogged, and the whole affair would
be over. But if he refused, he' would be
expelled, and taken home in disgrace!

Not for a second did Handforth hesitate.

“I refuse, sir!” he said stoutly.

“Good man!” came a murmur from Reggie
Pitt. of the West House.

“Hear, hear!”

‘“Stick it out, Handy!”

Many murmurs came from
section of the school.

“T’'m not going to tell these chaps to sur-
render, sir, unless you give me your word
that nobody will be punished,” said Hand-
forth doggedly. “It’s not fair that I should

flogged.”

“Handforth !” thundered the Head.

“J mean it, sir!” went on Handforth, his
eyes blazing. “I don’t want to be disrespect-
ful, sir, but you’ve accused me of playing a
dirty trick on Mr. Pycraft. I'm not guilty—
neither are Church and McClure. We had
nothing to do with that affair! So it’s not
right that I should be flogged!”

“T am amazed, Handforth, that you should
still protest your innocence!” said the Head
hotly. “How dare you?”

“I dare, sir, because ’m innocent

“You young rascall” stormed the Head.
“You are only making things much worse for
yourself by adding falsehood to your—"

“That’s not right, sir I’ shouted Handforth
excitedly. “It’s not my habit to tell lies!
If T was guilty, I would admit it!”

“It may interest you to know, Handforth,
that T have received positive information re-
garding your recent bullying,” said the
headmaster sternly. “Two boys have com-
plained against your persecuting tactics——"’

“What!” gasped Handforth. “Who has
been complaining against me? By George!
I bet you mean Merrell and Marriott!”
~“Since you have guessed, 1 will tell you
that Merrell and Marriott have complained
against yowmr bullying habits.” said the Head
coldly  “Tt was from those two bovs, Hand-

the junior

1

forth, that I heard the full truth regarding
the unfortunate episode of Mr. Pycraft.
Morrell “and Marriott not only heard you
lotting to have revenge upon Mr. Pycralt,
ut they actually saw you digging that pit
into which Mr. Pyeraft fell. With such evi-
dence as this I have no alternative but to
punish you
“Hold on, sir I’ shouted Handforth fiereely.
“So Merrell and Marriott told you that, did |
they? The cads—the lying hounds! They'ce
away from the school now—and they think
they can blacken my character like that, do
they? I'm blowed if I'll surrender! No, by
George! There’s only one thing for you to
do. sir—and that is to bring Merrell and
Marriott back, and make them tell the inll
truth! They know a good deal about thas
outrage on Mr. Pyeraft! I'm not saying

anything—but if you fetch those two chaps

12

back, they can tell a whole lot!1”

“Year, hear!” echoed the Junior School.

“Good old Handy!”’

“Stand up for your rights, old man!”

“Yah, sneak!” came a solitary shout from
one of the East House juniors.

“T’m not a sneak!’ roared Handforth. “It
was the Head who dragged the names of
Merrell and Marriott into this! I shouldn’t
have said anything!” .

“You had better be silent, boy!”’ eaid the
Head dangerously.

“Well, it’s up to you, sir?’’ retorted Hand-
forth. “Will you promise to bring those
chaps back, amy question them closely? All
we want is justicel’”

But Dr. Stafford wae angrier than ever
before. R

“T refuse to listen to you!” he said coldly.
“You are an obstinate boy, Handforth—a
wilful, wicked boy. I shall give you no
alternative now. have only one course left
—and I shall expel you from the school in
utter disgrace. I shall send you back to your
parents thie very morning—and I shall not
take any chances.”

“But—but—""

“Indeed, I shali escort you the whole way
to London myself P’ went on the Head relent-
lessly. “Two prefects will come with me,
and we shall travel by car! Oh, no—there
will be no mistake, Handforth! I mean what
T say—and T am not to be defied any longer !

CHAPTER 5.
Handforth’s Appeal .

HIS was a bombshell,
indeed.
Never had the
school seen Dr. Mal-
colm  Stafford =0
grim! determined.
His words were vety much like a death knell
to the hopes of the rebels. Handforth was
stunned for once—staggered by the picture
that the Head had conjured up.
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Burdened as he was, Bandiorth had no chance to reach safety. Kenmore and Sinclair seized hold of him roughly,
and the boxes of biscuits and other goods weretspnt clhmeﬁ'ing to the ground. * Got you!” said Kenmore,
riumphantly.

He was expelled—in dire disgrace!

He was not to be sent home in the ordinary
way, because the Head feared that he would
refuse to go. He would probably return to
the rebels, and aid them, in spite cf the fact
that he had been officially sacked. No, the
Head meant to take him all the way home,
and Handforth knew that once he got into
the Head's car, there would be no escape for
him. He, would be held by prefects—Ilike a
convict between warders! And thus he would
be delivered to his parents, in London!

It was a terrible prospect.

For Handforth’s father was a man of some-
what violent habits. Handforth, indeed, was
a chip of the old block, and Ydward Oswald
knew well enough that if the Head took him
home, Sir Edward Handforth would be not
merely angry, but drastic. Besides, there was
the disgrace to be thought of. To be taken
back home—like a handcuffed prisoner!

With his face Hfushed with excitement,
Handforth suddenly became a whirlwind. e
pulled himself free from the grip of Kenmore
and Sinclair; then, running to the cdge of the
platform, he stood there, with his arms out-
stretched, his eyes blazing.

“Up, the Remove!” he shouted, at the top
.of his voice. “Are you going to see me

sacked? Are you going to see me treated
like this? Up, the Remove!”

“Hurrah !’ yelled a dozen voices.

“If I'm sacked, and taken home, it’ll bo
rank injustice!”” roared Handforth. “All you
fellows know ii, too! Now is the time for
you to support me! If you don’t, I'm dis-
graced for good—and you know jolly weil
that I never did anything to Mr. DPycraft!
Rescue, Remove! 1 cali upon you to eup-
port me!”

Dr. Stafford was appalied.

“Seize that boy!” he commanded furiously.
“Kenmore, hold him tightly, and—""

“Now!"” yelled Handforth, “Come on, you
chaps! It’ll be too late in another miunute!”’

Reggie Pitt ran out from the ranks of the
Remove. Handforth’s appeal had gone righs
tc Reggie’s heart, as it were. For Reggie
knew quite well that Edward Oswald had
never deserved any punishment. He had re-
belled because he had been unjustly treated,
and the Headmaster was still determined to
punish him for something that he had never
done. Pitt was filled with a sudden excite-
ment.

“All right, Handy!’ he shouted. “I'm

with 5,vloul Come on, the Remove! Now’s our
time {
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The Remove hesitated, excited and flurried.
They didn’t know what to do—they wanted
to support Handiorth, but they were afraid

to.

“Hold that boy!”’ shouted Mr. Pycraft ex-
citedly. “Fenton—Wilson—eeize Pitt at once,
and hold him!™

That simple little incident was iike a spark
to a keg of gun-powder. It was Mr. Pycraft
who had been the cause of all the trouble—
and his interference now fired the Remove on
the spot. If the Head had given the com-
mand, the Remove might not have acted.
But Mr. Pycraft had no authority whatever
over the Remove—he had no right to order
anybody to hold Reggie Pitt—and the Re-
move was incensed.

“We’re with you, Reggie!”” shouted Single-
ton at the top of his voice. “Come on, the
redt of you! It’s for Handy’s sake—and he’s
got Right on his side!”

“Hurrah!”

“Come on—all together!”

here was a kind of swaying movement
in the ranks of the Remove. Half the fellows
hroke free, and surged towards the platform.
Then the others, their uncertainty vanishing,
joined the movement, and during the next
minute an amazing scene took place in Big
Hall.

The entire Remocve, to a man, broke from
its place, and went sweeping towards the
platform like a flood! '

“Hurrah !’ yelled Handforth, as he saw
what was happening. “Come on, you chaps!
They’ve got me!”

This was true cnough. Kenmore and Sin-
clair were holding oun to Handforth like grim
death. There was no escape for him. He
struggled with al. his strength, but it was
useless—those two burly Sixth-Formers were
more than his match. And the headmester
stcod there, on the platform, utterly startled.
Never for a moment had he realised that he
would raise a storm of this sort.

“Order—order!”” he shouted. “Boys, how
dare you? I command .

“Hurrah I”’

“Come on, the Remove—we're the victors
now!” _

These and many similar shouts went up
from the excited juniors. They ewarmed round
the platform in a disorderly mob. Prefects
were rushing about, trying to stop them, but
it was uscless. The other Forms were stand-
ing by, looking on in amazement! They did
not interfere. There was no reason why they
should. This was not tkeir quarrel.

“Come on—make a bec-line for Handy!”
shouted Reggie Pitt desperately. “We’ve
ot to release him first—and then we’ll rush
ocut. We’re all in this rebellion now, and
we-mean to stick it out until the Head comes
tn his senses!”

“Hear, hear!”

The next moment, fiftcen or twenty of the
juniors were rushing up upon the platform.
Kenmore and Sinclair were sent flying. They
were bowled over by the terrific onrush, and
Handforth was released. In one leap he was
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off the platform, and he raised both his arms.

“Good men!”’ he bellowed. “We’ve done
the thing properly this time! They’re not
going to sack me for nothing! Come on—all
of you! Out of herel”

The Remaove, yelling at the top of its voice,
went sweeping out of Big Hall, taking no
notice of masters and prefects. And this time
it was a real rebellion!

L)

e
CHAPTER 6,
{he Rising 0. ‘he Remove !

R. STAFFORD mopped
his brow rather
feebly.

“Good  Leavens!™
he muttered. “What

a terrible thing!
what a shocking catastrophe!”

“The boys must be mad, sir—absolutely
mad!”’ said Mr. Stokes, the Housemaster of
the West House. ‘“We did our best to con-
trol them, but it was useless.” :

“Quite useless!”’ agreed Mr. Pagett, of the
Fifth. “I greatly fear that Mr. Pycraft pre-
cipitated that dreadful scene.”

‘“‘Perhaps you are right—but it is not quite
fair to blame Mr. Pycraft,”” said the Iead
wearily. *‘I have no doubt that he was
acting for the best. It is a terrible affair
altogether.  The entire Remove has rebelled,
and I dm sure I do not know what to do! I
wish that Mr. Lee were here—his influence
would be very valuable just now. But I do
not think he will return until next week.”

The other masters were silent, and the Head
suddenly pulled himself together,

‘But this is only an admission of weakness,”’
he said grimly. “I am in control of the
school, and I shall yestore order. Gentlemen,
I shall be obliged if you will retire. I want
to think—I want to decide what is the best
thing to be done.”

Dr. Stafford was no longer on the platfarm.
He had retired into a room in the rear, and
he was very agitated. From outside came the
shouts of the rebels, and the entire school was
in a state of wild excitement,

In justice to the headmaster, it must be
said that he was convinced that Handforth
was guilty of that assault upon Mr. Pyecraft.
Al the evidence pointed to it. The Head
could not bring himself to believe that Mer-
rell and Marriott had deliberately plotted to
get Handforth into trouble. It seemed too
ridiculous—too outrageous.  No, Handforth
was defiant because he had burned his boats.
He knew that he was expelled, and so he
was causing all the trouble he could. That
was the long and the short of it. Now he
had succeeded in getting the whole Remove
to back him up, and Dr. Stafford could not
imagine how this dreadful affair would end.

But he, as headmaster, was determined to
remain firm. Never could he show weakness
now. If he pardoned Handforth, his authority
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over the school wouid be gone for ever. His
only course was to squash this rebellion, and
to send Handforth away from the school.
Any other course would be set down as weak-
ness, and he would lose the respect of the
entire body of boys.

While the Head was coming to this de-
cision, the Remove was out in the Triangle,
shouting excitedly. The rest of the school
still remained in Big Hall—for it had not
yet been dismissed. The Head was purposely
keeping the boys there, so that there should
be no further spread of the rebellion,

“We were forced to back you up, Handy,
old man,” said Reggie Pitt, as he clapped
Handforth on the back. ‘“We couldn’t see
you sacked like that.”

““Thanks, you feliows!” said Handforth
gratefully. “You’ve acted like bhricks!”

“Rats "’ said Fullweod. “We're jolly glad
to be in the rebellion. We felt that we
ought to be in it from the very fust. We're
with you to the bitter end, Handy. We don’t
care if it lasts until Christmas!”’

‘‘Absolutely!””  said Archie Glenthorne.
“You can count on us, dear old lad!”

“Hurrah!”

‘““But what are we going to do?”’ asked
Pitt, in business-like tones. “We can’t all
lock oursclves in our studies, can we? We
can’t hold a barring-out like that! We’ve
got to do something quick—or some of us
will be rounded up, and taken up to the
punishment-room, Whatever we do, we must
do it quickly.”

But it seemed unlikely that anything could
be done just theu. The juniors were alto-
gether too excited. They were rushing about
the Triangle, caréless of the rain. True, it
had nearly stopped now.

The skies were clearing a littie, and there
seemed a prospect of the day turning cut
fine later on. Not that anybody gave a
thought to the weather. A rebellion was on
—and the whole Remove was involved.

“The first thing to be done is to fetch
those other chaps out of the studies!” shouted
Handforth. “Then we’ll decide what to do.
Obviously we can’t stay in the studies any
longer. We shall have to find a proper
stronghold! In fact, we’d better seize the
whole Ancient House, and hold it!”

‘““Hurrah!”

““That’s the idea, Handy!”

“Let’s grab the Ancient House, and bar
everybody out!”

““Ilear, hear!”

“We’ll decide that later!”” yelled Pitt.
“We'll get the others out first, and then
we’ll come into ‘he Triangle again—every
man-jack of us, We’ve got to decide on some
pulicy, and we mustu’t lose a minute.”

As it happened, it was quite unnecessary
for them to get Nipper and the other original
rebels out. For they had heard the shouts,
and they knew, at once, what had happened.
There could be no mistaking those cheers—
and those wild yells.

Nipper & Co. went out of the window of
Azrchie’s study, and De Valerie and the others

IX

followed. They went tearing across the
West Square, and came out into the Triangle

CEAFIER 7,

just as the main body of Removites were
about to make a move.
“‘Here we dre, you chaps!”” shouted Nipper.,
“*What’s happened? Have ‘you all joined the
rebellion 7’

““‘Yes!” went up a score of shouts.

“Good men!” said Nipper. “I’'m not
going to ask any questions—1 don’t want to
know how it happened. But the more the
merrier! We're all in it now, and we’ll stick
it out until we’ve won the day!”

And the whole Remove yelled with enthu-
siasm!

o
"a’?,}
: e Nipper in Command !
BARRING-OUT!
g //4 And this time a
A f;// real, genuine ocne!
plise The Remove had at
lasth tlirgwn in its lot
with Edward Oswald
Handforth, and everybody was utterly reck-
less. Fven the fellows who were gereraily
weak now displayed as much enthusiasm as
the hotheads. It was like a fever, which had
spread with lightmng rapidity.

“We shall have to move quickly!” said
Nipper. “The prefects haven’t come out
yet, but they're bound to be here soon.”

“They’re afraid to come out!” yelled Doyle
of the West House. ‘“‘They know they’ll be
bowled over in the mud if they come out!”

‘‘Hear, hear!”

“We’re not standing any interference !’

““Let’s swarm into the Ancient House and
‘seize it!”

“Hold on!” shouted Nipper. “We mustn’t
do anything silly. We couldn’t hold the
Ancient House—it’s too big. There are only
thirty or forty of us, all told, and we want
to choose a fairly small fortress. Then we
can hold it better. We may have to con-
tinue this barring-ont for days, and we want
some sleep, don’t we? = We shall have to
take it in turns to hold the fort!”’

““Yes, that’s true enough!” said Pitt.

“I know!’ yelled Handforth, “Let’s all
rush into the gymnasium, and slam the door.
It’ll be a pretty casy building to defend,
too. They’ll never be able to drive us out!’

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’s get to the gym.!”

“Hurrah!”

Some of the fellows started moving
towards the gymnasium at once, for the ex-
citement was still at its height, and nobody
was taking much notice of the leaders. In-
deed, it was hardly known who was the
leader yet. It was Nipper who came out
strong, a minute or two later.

Nipper could see that unless these fellows
were quickly brought under control, they
would lose everything by their very impulsive-
ness. It would be a fatal policy to seize
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the gymnasium—as Nipper could see at once.
llandforth theught only of the immediate
future. The gym. seemed to be a handy place
to grab, and it would certainly be a com-
paratively easy place to hold. But there
were other points to be considered.

“Wait a minute, you fellows!” shouted
Nipper, as he ran to the gym. and stood in
front of the door. “It’s no good grabbing
this place—as a fortress.”

“Why not?”

“Get out ot the way, Nipper!”’

“The gym’s the best place!” roared Hand-
forth. "“I'm leading this revolt, remember,
and Fm not going to stand any nonsense !”’

“Youn can lead it if you iike, Handy—you
started it, anyhow,”” said Nipper. “But do
be sensible! I we bottle ourselves up in the
gym, here, we chall be starved out in less
than a couple of days. There’ll be no hope
of getting any foed=—and we shall be terribly
cramped, teo.

“ By Jove! He's right!”

“There’s no grub in the gym!”’

“Why not seize the tuck-shop?”’ shouted
somebody.

A yell went up, but Nipper raised his voice
above the din.

“Pon’t be such asses!’’ he roared.
good pinching the tuckshop—it’s
enough for us.

12 “Jt’s no

not big
We want to select a strategic
position—-where we shall be safe for weeks,
if necessary. The very holding of such a place
will probably make the Head give in to us.
We’ve got to pinch the school stores!”’

“Oh, my hat?’

“The which?”

“The school stores!” shouted Nipper.
“Then we shall be able to command all the
food supplies of the whole school! Don’t you
understand ? We shall have plenty of
for curselves, and we shall be able to old
out for the rest of the term, if necessary!
The stronger our position, the more chance
we shall have of victory!” .

“By Georgo old man, that’s a brainwave
of yours' shonted Handforth excitedly. “The
schoo! stores, eh? Why, it’s the very place!
Why the dickens dido’t I think of it?”’

“Hurrah!”

“Let’s try and get some kind of order!”
went on Nipper, rather anxiously. “We shall
never do anything as long as we remain a
mere mob. Cool down, you chaps—remember
that everything depends upon this first hour.
]If you lose your heads now, everything is
ost! ™

“What shall we do, Nipper?’’ shouted
Doyle. “You're the chap for us! You’re the
best leader!”

“Rats!"” said Nipper. “I’m no better than
anvbody else—but if you’ll only be sensible
we’ll scon be in a strong position. I suggest
that we divide ourselves into three or four
sections. I want a dozen chaps to support
me  Another dozen can rally round Hand-
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forth, and take orders from him. A third
dozen can look upon Reggiec Pitt as their
leader. Come on—Ilet’s get into order!”

“Good man!”’ shouted -Pitt. “He’s right,
you fellows! Let’s divide ourselves up, and
form ourselves into regiments. Then we’ll
make for the school stores, seize them, and
hold them against all comers!”

In less than five mintues the first excite-
ment had died down, and the Remove settied
itself for grim work!

IPPER’S suggestion
was more like a stroke
of genius than a mere
idea.

In a barring-out, a
crowd of excited
schoolboys is liable to seize any old building,
and hold it defiantly. Not much thought is
given to the future, and thus defeat is almost
inevitable, since the rebels find it imposeible
to maintain their position. Sooner or later
they are beaten.
But this suggestion to turn the school stores
into a fortress wae a veritable brain-wave.

For the sehool stores wgs not part of the

- school itself, but a detached brick building,

at the rear of the main premises. It stood
quite by itself, beyond the garages. It was
a picturesque httle building, in keeping with
all the other structures at St. Frank’s, with a
flat roof and many turrets.

The architect had designed it in this way,
so that its true nature should be disguised.
On the ground floor there were many store-
rooms, all filled with a hundred and one food-
stuffs. There were cellars, too—and even a
complete refrigerating plant. The school’s
cold-storage room was here.

On the other floors there were further stores
of food. St. Frank’s was a very big establish-
ment, and large stocks were necessary.
the various Houses required stores, so the
stuff was sent over.

And the rebels were contemplating the
seizure of this building! It was an audacious
scheme—a daring project—and if they suc-
ceeded in their effort, it would be a master
stroke, for they would hold a strategic posi-
tion from which it would be almoest impossible
ta drive them.

Being a store ouiiding, the windows were
comparatively small, and all of them were
protected with heavy bars. The place was
almost a fortress already. Once the doors
wero barricaded, and held secure, a small
army would not be able to drive the juniors
out.

But everything dependea upon speea.
As the rebels hurried round towards the
rear. they beheld large bodies of prefecte
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sallying forth. Ividently some kind of
activity was afoot, and the rebels were only
just getting to work in time.

The next five minutes proved to be very
exciting.

In a swirl, the rebels arrived at the store
building, and fairly over-ran it. There were
two workmen in the building, busy sorting
and stacking what was obviously a fresh con-
signment of foodstuffs.

“Now then, young gents, now then!" said
one of these men, in surprise. You know
you ain’t allowed to come in here! This is
out of bounds—-""

“Sorry, cld chap, "but we’re going to seize
this place,” said Nipper briskly. “You’ll
have to leave.”

“Oh, will 1?” said the man aggressively.
“I don’t take ordere from you young gents.”

“Not as a rule—but you will this time,”
said Nipper. “You see, we've rebelled, and
we're going to hold the
stores as a kind of for-

"

I3

They were in full possession of the entire
school’s supplies. There was something rather
humorous in this situation, These boys—
these rebels—were able to command the ¥ood
stocks of the whole of St. Frank’sl It was a
weapon that was likely to be of some use to
them later on.

True, the school could obtain fresh supplies
from outside, but it would be a very awk-
ward position, and the sooner it was brought
to an end, the better, There was some chance
that the Head would consent to a general
pardon—and a full inquiry.

“Well, we're all in!”’ said Handforth. “ Now
we’ve got to put up the barricades, and pre-
pare our defences.”’

“What about some grub?’ suggested De
Valerie. “We’ve had no breakfast this morn-
ing, remember!”’

“Tatty Little’s preparing some now!” said
Reggie Pitt, with a grin. “You can bet
that Fatty made a bee-
line for the grub as

tress. If you'll leave
quietly, so much the
better — for you. We
don’t want to handle
you roughly, old son.”
he man stared.
“You’re joking,

HOW TO FOLD THIS
WEEK’S PRESENTATION
MODEL!

soon as he got in.
He'’s taken down a
whole side of bacon,
and he’s getting busy.”

‘““That’s the  best
piece of news I’ve heard
for hours!” said Tommy

ix]'ounE dger}t, ain’t you ?t” lVVnt:son, licking  his
e asked, in amazement. Tirst fold down two sid ips. “But how the
You'll ~soon —see 1S . BT s dickens can Fatty pre-
whether we’re &okmg or press down tail and fasten by pare the food here?
not!” growled Hand- bending over both lugs. Now He hasn’t got a frying-
forth, “You  know

there’s a rebellion on,
don’t you?”’

“Well, I’ve heard say
as some of you young
have defied

push down front of car and fix to
sides by bending over Jugs. Next
fold back strips with wheels at
end, and then half bend forward

pan, and there isn’t a
ﬁre;ﬂace that I know
of.’

“When it comes to
grub, Fatty’s a kind of

gents ; : B i magician,” id Nip-
authority,”” replied the sgain to bring into position. pez;igmlwith :mchuckllg.
aaay, N“%ne of my Finally push up head of driver. “If he doesn’t produce
business, of = course. . a first-class meal within

Nothing to do with me. -

But I'm in charge of

this store, and Tl

trouble you young gentlemen to keep out
of it. I’m answerable for—"’

“That’s all right!” interrupted Nipper.
“You won’t be blamed for anything. Per-
haps, on the whole, we’d better eject you
by force. We shall do it quite gently, so you
needn’t worry. Then you’ll be able to say
that you were chucked out.”

Before he couald protest the surprised work-
man was seized, and hustled outside. He and
the man who had been working under him
were startled—and they ran off as quickly as
posgible to report this extraordinary affair.
The Removites cheered lustily.

Everything was going well.

They had seized the school stores without
the slightest trouble; there hadn’t even been
a fight, and now they were in full possession.
There was another glad thought in their
minds, too. They ha§ plenty of food here—
enough to Jast them all for a month, if neces-
sary! And not emergency food, either,

half an hour, you can
call me a Dutchman!”’

CHAPTER 9.
Mosters of the Sitmation !

ELL I'm hanged!”
Fenton, the captain
of St. Frank’s, came
to a halt in front of
the school stores, and
compressed his lipa.
Morrow was with him, and they were both
rather startled. They had just heard that
the Remove had mysteriously vanished in
this quarter—and now the puzzle was solved.
“The young beggars!” said Morrow.
“They've seized the stores!”
“Cunning young scamps !” growled Fenton.
“This is going to be serious!”
There could be no question that the
Remove had acted swiftly and effectively.
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CHAPTER 10.
A Firm Stand !
R. STAFFORD was

acutely conscious of
the fact that he was
cutting an undignified
figure. There he was,
the headmaster of St.
Frank’s, talking with these rebellious juniors,
who were crowding the parapet of the
school stores.

It was an incongruous situation, but it
had to be faced.

“1 have come to you personally, boys,”
because I want to make you see reason,”
said the Head steadily. * You have done
a very foolish thing in rebelling against au-
thority—but I will acknowledge that you
were all excited, and hardly responsible for
your .actions. 1 am hoping that you will
now have cooled down, and that you will be
ready to obey my orders,”

“We bate being disrespeetful, sir, and we
want you to know that we mean no impertin-
ence,” said Nipper. “In all ordinary schoot
matters we're prepared to obey orders with
out question—and to respect the rules and
regulations.”

“That is an absurd statement, Hamilton !”
said the Head sharply. “You are defying
rules and regulations by your very actions
now.”

“But we don’t mean to flout authority, sir,”
said Nipper, “We know that discipline is
necessary, and we are rcady to obey. But
you practically expelled Handforth this morn-
ing, and we want you to give us your assur-
ance that you will cancel that sentence.”

“I have not come here to bargain with you,
Hamilton!” said the Head curtly. “I am
ordering you to leave this building at once,
and to return to your normal places in the
school, I am giving you fair warning that
unless you do so the results will be very
serious—not merely for the ringleaders, but
for all of you.”

“We'll surrender at once, sir, if you will
give us your promise that Handforth is to
be allowed to remain in the school,” said
Nipper. “We also want you to send for
Merrell and Marriott, of the Fourth, and to
have them closely questioned. They can ex-
plain the full details of this affair, and—"

“Stop!” commanded the Head. “I have
already told you that I will make no bargain!
I am your headmaste®, and you must obey
my orders without question.”

A murmur went up from the rebels—a mur-
mur of defiance,

“That's hardly fair, sir,” said Nipper.
“You can’t expect us to obey.”

“Hardly fair!” thundered the Head. “Are
you daring to—-"" . )
“I’m not daring anything, sir,” interrupted

“But the circumstances are

Nipper gruffly.
J We have rebelled, and

altogcther speculiar,

15

we know that we are liable to very severe
punishment. But as we were justified in
supporting Handforth, we consider that we
ought to be allowed to come back, and no
questions asked. You were going to flog
Handforth, in the first place, for a serious
offence which he did not commit.”

“Enough !” interrupted the Head angrily.
“IWe are merely going over the same ground,
and I refuse to listen any longer. I shall
make no conditions—I shall make no bargain.
Every boy here is to surrender at once—and
in no circumstances can 1 overlook Hand-
forth’s insolence and insubordination.”

“If we give in, sir, shall I be expelled?”
shouted Handforth.

“Yes, you young rascal, you will be ex-
pelled !” retorted the Head hotly.

“Then we won't give in!”

“No fear!”

“Never !” .

“We'll hold the fort—and you won’t drive
us out !”

“Good old Handy !”

A wave of excitement went through the
rebels, and they cheered rather wildly. They
felt safe here—behind these barricaded win-
dows and doors. The Head was startled by
that outburst.

“Silence !” he shouted.
given you orders 2

“We won’t obey them !” i

“Down with tyranny—down with
tice 1”

“Hurrah !”

A perfect storm broke out, and the hcad-
master . realised that he had made a blunder.
In his anger he had told Handferth that he
would certainly be expelled—and that had
started this fresh demonstration. It was
too late to make any alterations to the state-
ment now. There was only one course for
Dr. Stafford to pursue. He retired—with as
much dignity as he could muster.

“Well. we did our best!” said Nipper re-
gretfully, “ We told the Head that we meant
no disrespect, but he made it jolly hard for

“T should think he did!” said Handforth
indignantly.  “Said that T was sacked!”

“Well, you're not, old man,” said Fullwood.
“We'll stand by you right to the last—
until the Head promises that you won't be
punished As long as we stick together
we're bound tc win in the long run, and
there’s no reason why we shouldn’t hold this
fortress for days—weeks! There’s plenty of
food here—enongh for an army corps. Fatty
has found a fireplace downstairs, and there
are hundreds cf packing cases for fuel.”

“Yes, and piles and piles of packing, too!”
said De Valerie.  “All that stuff can be
used, at a pinch, as bedclothes. We shall be
0.K. here—and what with these barred win-
dows and the barricaded door, half the force
will be able to hold it against any attack.
Night and day we shall be safe.”

“Hurrah !”

“ And we'll hold out until we win !”

“Rather!” said Handforth fiercely.

“I have already

injus-

“If
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necessary, we'.! hold out until Merrell and
Marriott come back—and then they’ll be
forced to tell the truth! We'll make them
confess that they committed that outrage on
old Pycraft, and then the licad will reanse
that he has been in the wrong from the very
first!”

“ Hear hear!” .

The rebe! Removites were more deter
mined than ever before to stand by Hand-
forth, to sce tha* he had justice.

CHAPTER 11,
The Sixth Take .. Hand !

JRNING lessons werce
over.

But none of the
Fourth Tormers, or
.the fags, went near to
the  scheol  stores.
That part of the 3t. Frank’s property had
been placed strictly out of bounds. Prefects
had gone round tc the various class-rooms
while lessons were still on, and had given
these orders.

Nevertheless, many juniors belonging to
the Fourth went as near to the stores as
possible, in the hope of catching sight of the
rebel Removites But they were turned
back by prefects. who were watching.

The hcadmaster had retired, baflled, to his
own house.

The truth of the matter was, Dr. Stafford
did not know what to do. The situation swas
difficult in the extveme. These boys would
not obey orders, and the Head deemed it im-
possible for him to give way. He was con-
vinced that he had been acting in the right.
He really believed that Handforth & Co.
were responsible foer that outrage upon Mr.
Pycraft, and he felt that it was just that they
should suffer. Handforth, in particular, was
the main culprit  But Handforth. apparently,
had influenced all his Form-fellows, and they
were blindly faithful to him, As long as
%hat sort of thing lasted, the Head was help-
ess.

There had been barrings-out at St. Frank’s
before this, but never before had there been
one against the kindly Dr. Stafford. This
was something new—-something startling.

John Busterfield Boots, the skipper of the
Fourth was frankly s, mpathetic towards the
rebels  And most of the other members of the
Fourth were ct tbe same opinion., They
had decided t» remain neutral, but that was
no reason why they <hould hide their views.

The seniors, on the other hand, were de-
cidedly opposed to the rebellion. They con-
sidered t. ¢ it was a disgrace to the school.
As soon as morning !cssons were over, large
groups of Rixth Formers and Fifth Formers
gathered in the Triangle, discussing the
general situation  There was plenty of talk,
but no action.

Mr. Pycraft, crossing trom the School
House to the Last House, paused as he be-
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held a large crowd of -ixth Formers ani-
raatedly talking about the mutiny. Xenmore
was prominent, and he was surrounded by
Parkin, Sinclair PPayne and a good many
other fixth Formers

“Well?* said Mr. Pycraft, as he ap-
proached the group. '* Have you decided any-
thing 77

“What do you mean, sir?” asked Payne.

“I mean that it is about time that you
boys dia something !” retorted Mr. Pycraft
scathingly. “Surely you are not going to
allow these insolent juniors to defy the school
aathority in this way?”

“But it’s not up to us, sir,” growled Ken-

more. ‘“What can we do?”
‘“Fiddlesticks !”” snapged Mr. Pyecraft.
“What can you dol  Drive them out, of

course—force them out of this stronghold of
theirs. What about the honour of the school ?
Do you wish to see St, Frank’s the laughing
stock of the whote country?”

“It’s all very well for you to gc on at us,
sir, but you happen to be the master of the
Fourth !” said Kenmore, with a show of in-
solence. “T don't see why you should give us
orders.’

Mr, Pyeratt scowled.

“I am not attempting to give orders,” he
said. “I am only expressing my disgust. at
'V?u}; inactivite  What are you boys made
of ?

3

“Look here, sir-—"

“You can do qu'te a lot of talking!” went
on Mr. Pycraft bitingly. “You can gather
in groups and vo ~an tell one another what
should be done But that is no use. There
is only one way to deal with these insubordin-
atc youngsters. and that is to "treat them
drastically They should be driven out of
that so-called foriress. and made to realise
that they cannct vlay fast and loose with the
school regulati-ns It is your duty as seniors
to take this work on your own shoulders. I
am not giving orders—I am not even attempt-
ing to persuad» you | am just pointing out
what you should do. T am amazed that you
have no initiative of vour own.” *

And Mr. Pjreraft walked on.

“Nosev rotter:” said Payne angrily.

“Yes, why can’t he mind his own busi-
ness " growled Carlile.

“It we< like his nerve, of coursc—but
there’s something in what he said,”” remarked
Kenmore. “After all why shouldn’t we take
action?”

“You're not suggesting that we should at-
tack those rebels. are you,” asked Sinclair, in
astonishment. “Gad. Kenmore, that’s a bit
too thick!  We Jon't want to get mixed up
in any braw} Things are bad enough as
they are. without making them worse.”

But Kenmore’s eyes were gleaming. )

“There wouldn’t be any brawl,” he said.
“And if we could only drive these kids out,
just think of th. t-iumph it would be for us!”

“Come to think of it, vou're right!” <aid
Wilson.  “There's the honour of the school,
too. Everybody will be talking about this
rebellion soon. If we could only squash it
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The entire Remove swept forward round the platform in a disorderly mob, while the Head gazed on in helpless:

consternation.

now—straight away—we should do the school
a good turn.  Why shouldn't we make an
attack on the stores?”

“Oh, 1 say!” protested one or two of the
others, horrified

“Thinking of your wonderful dignity, eh?”
said Wilson. “Well, what does it matter for
once? Let’s forget our dignity, and go whole-
heartedly into this business.  The Head has
failed to break the rebellion, but that’s no
reason, why we shouldn’t have a shot at it.
Let’s drive these kils out—and put them in
their proper places!”

*“Hear, hear!”

And, surprisingly enough. quite a Iarge
rumber of Sixth Formers agrecd.

It really scemed that the Remove “ould
soon be in action!

CHAPTER 12,
An Unexzpected Attack !

half-holiday
that day, and the
school had the after-
noon to itself. Among
th.r} seniors a move

1wnt was growing—
to drive the rebels out of their stronghold.

During dinner-time the matter was dis-
cussed up and down the Sixth ¥orm table,
and by the timo the mecal was over fully
eighty per cent of the seniors were whole-
heartedly in favour of the project.

T was a

‘ Come on, let’s release Handy first, then we’ll join ‘the Rebels !’ yelled Reggie Pitt.

That is to say, eighty per eent of the Sixth
Form. So far, the Fifth had not joined in
this scheme, mainly owing to the leadership
of William Napoleon Browne.  Browne, 1t
seemed, was all in favour of leaving 'the
juniors to themselves.

But the Sixth were very determined.

They felt that a serious scandal would re-
sult unless the rebellion was promptly put
down. So, soon after dinner, various batches
of Sixth Formers collected, and there was a
general air of activity.

Willy Handforth, of the Third,
all to note what was going on.

“Poor chumps!” he remarked, as he re-
garded some of the Sixth Formers. “They
are going to ask for trouble, and I shouldn’t
be surpusod if they get it. »

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, Willy's
bosom chums, were not quite so sure,

“If you ask me,” said Chubby, “those Re-
move chaps arg going to be wiped up.”

“Think so?” said Willy coolly. “I’ll grant
that there’ll be some excitement this after-
noon, but my major is a prefty determined
sort of chap—and all those Remove fellows
are backing him up all along the line. You
needn’t worry-—the Remove isn’t in any
danger. Good luck to the rebels!”

“Dry up, you ass!” said Juicy in alarm.
“Better not let a prefect hear you saying

that 1”
“Why not?” demanded Willy. “Good luck
den’t care who hears me!

did not

to the rebels! I
I'm entitled to my opinion!”

“You might get swished for saying a thing
like that,” said Chubby uneasily.
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“Rals!” retorted
speaking my mind.”
“Yes, but——"
“Oh, dry up,” said Willy. “Let’s go round
and sce what those Sixth Form chaps are
up to. It's something new for these high
and mighty seniors to move themselves. 1
believe they’ro going to attack the school
stores—and it ought to be interesting to
watch  Chubby, buzz round and collect ihe
chaps. You too. Juicy. Tell them that it's
an order from me. And tell them that if

they don't obey T'll come round!”

In the meantime. the seniors were pre-
paring for a big battle. They were nov en-
tering into it with a will.  Battering-rams
were being prepared-—-they consisted of heavy
logs of wood—and definite plans had been
arranged, too. The atlack was to take place
from twe or three different angles simuita
neously. The seniors were convinced that
they would be able to break throngh in one
sweep

There were no prefects among these Sixth
Formers; Kenmorg -lrad dropped out—after
he had had a word with the other prefects.
It was felt that the ordinary Sixth Formers
could do this job without any help-—and it
might be very bad for the authority of the
prefects if they participated in the attack
and it failed

If the hcadmaster haa ordered the Sixth
ro attack the stores, the Sixth would have
done it under protestation But it was a
very different thing when they decided to
do it on their own initiative.  True, Mr.
Pyeraft had put the idea into their heads,
but he had given no orders. He was not in
4 position to give any orders. The Sixth
considered that the Remove was damaging
the school’s good name. and so the Sixth was
intent upon putting an erd to the rebellion
quickly.

But it must not be supposed that the rebels
had been inactive all the morning.

Quite the contrary. TFatty Little and a
small army of helpers had been busy with
foodstuffs. A splendid luncheon had been
provided for all—mainly consisting of thick
rashers of bacon, roast potatoes and biscuits.
Tin {ids. and all manner of other mgtal
articles, had obeen utilised as frying pans.
But the juniors were not particular—as long
as they got the food. TFatty Little was a
bit ]nf a marvel when it came to preparing
grub,

" The rest of the vebels had been consoli-
dating the defence. The main doors were
now sa securely barricaded that they would
withstand any amount of battering. All
the lower windows, too. had been boarded
up. so thar there was scarcely any space left

And on the roof, in various piles. great
collections of ammunition had been placed.
Tt was no good waiting until the attack came.
Nipper belioved i» beine fully orepared for
anv emergency.

There were sentries on duty, too, watching

ore eorner of the compass. There was no

Willy. “I believe in
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telling when an attack would come, or how
it would devclop. 3

At about half-past two the first intimation
of coming trouble was seen. A number of
Sixth Formers were moving towards tho
store building, and tlicy were carrying logs
and lengths of scaffold pole.  Others were
bringing long ladders. There could te no
mistaking these signs.

“Better get ready, you chaps!” sang out

Nipper.  “They're going to try to drive us
out by force, by the look of things. Are we
going to let them beat us?”

“Not likely!” yelled the rebels. “The

sooner they come, the bettor!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We're just in mood for a scrap now!”
roared Handforth exultantly. “By George,
if these fatheaded Sixth Formers think they
can drive us out—— Well, they’ll get a
shock. Buck up, Remove! We’'ll show
them something, won’t we'!”

Nipper glanced at the piles of ammunition.

“1 rather think we shall!” he said dryly.

CHAPTER 13,
Not So Easy !

T. FRANK’S was agog
with excitement.

The news had
quickly spread round
that the Sixth Form

. had taken upon itself
to drive the rebels out of their stronghold.
The Fifth Formers were collecting in groups
everywhere, discussing the moot point
whether they should help the Sixth, or remain
neutral.

John Busterfield Boots and his Fourth
Formers had collected at all the upper win-
dows they could command. Some had even
gone up 1nto the old tower, where they
could obtain a fine view of the entire battle.
The fags were congregating in _the West
Square in response to VVﬁly Handforth’s
summons.

Willy was an autocrat in the Third, and a
command from him was tantamount to an
order from the Head. Anybody who dis-
obeyed Willy became very sorrv for himself
ater.

“This is going to be interesting,” said
Buster Boots, as he stood on the clock tower,
and watched the preparations. “Those Sixth
Formers are in force, and they mean to drive
their battering rams through the door. I
rather think we ought to help somehow.”

“No fear ” said Bray. shaking his head.
“We don’t want to get mixed up in it. This
is purely a Remove barring-out, you know.
We don’t want to be involved.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” said Boots. “In
any case, those Remove chaps can look after
themselves 1 don’t think the Sixth will
meet with much success.”
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_ “I don’t know,” said Yorke dubiously. “I
believe they’ll win.”

In the meantime,
ready for the assault.
{mand of the main body of attackers, and he
!was in a very determined mood.
| Stanhope was a fairliy big fellow—a great
ifootballer, too. Incidentally, he was the
! editor of the senior school magazine, and he
ihad literary ambitions. But this did not alter
‘the fact that he was a man of action, and
that he was indignant at the thought of these
juniors bringing 2t. Frank’s into disrepute.

Stanhope was a good fellow in his way,
but he regarded all juniors with stern dis-
approval, entitely forgetting the fact that
he had been a junior himself at one time—
and that he had been a pretty mischievous
young stamp, too.

“The main thing is to make a quick,
sudden rush,” he was Baying. “We'll jam
this scaffold pole against the main door, and
it’'ll burst through in no time.”

“And what then?” ‘asked Goodchild. “1I
don’t sce that we shall be much better off.”

“That's what I was thinking,” said Mills.
“When we get into the stores we shall have
to fight the young blighters; they’ll be
desperate, and they’ll scrap like young
demoens. Supposing we- drive them out?”

“Well, they’ll be beaten that’s all,” said
Stanhope. “Once they’re out of the sclool
stores, they’ll have no other stronghold. and
they’ll be scattered. And once they're scat-
tered, the majority of them will soon lose
their boldness. It’s always the same with
these rebellions. Unity is strength, remem-

the Sixth were almost

ber.
“That’s true enough,” nodded Rees.
“Divide them up into scattered twos and

threes, and they’ll give in. Well, come on—
let’s get to it.”

And they all preparcd for the charge.

On the roof of the stores, Nipper and Hand-
forth and the other rebel “officers” were
watching closely. Many fellows were busy
with ihe ammunition. getting ready for the
big moment, It was a_period of anxiety.

“Do you think we shall be able to beat
them back?” asked Tommy Watson anxiously.
“Once they're in, it’ll be a pretty difficult
job too——"

’ “Oh, dry up interrupted Handforth.
“They’ll never get in!”

“T don’t think they will,” agreed Nipper.
“T expect the poor chaps belicve that we're
without any means of defence. They think
they only have to charge up with their
battering-rams, and they can get in. I'rat‘}zer
think we shall give them a little surprise!

“Here they come!” yelled somebody.

“By George, so they are!” .

“(tet ready, there!’”” roared Nipper. “But
don’t fire until you get the order!”

¢““Hurrah!” .

The Sixth-Formers were rushing forward,
and suddenly the entire roof of the stores
had become alive with figures. The parapets
were lined thickly, and the air was filled with
yells. Nearer and nearer came the attackers.

I1E]

Stanhope was in com- |
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Then, at a signal from Nipper, all the rebel
officers gave one yell: ¥

“Fire! Let ’em have it!”

Swish! Whizz!

The air became thick with curious missiles.
They went hurtling across the open space with
unerring aim, and they struck the attacking
Sixth-Formers in a swift succession of pop-
ping bursts. The air instantly became hazy
with white powder, and the Sixth hesitated,
wavered, and momentarily fell back.

“Hurrah!”

“Let ’em have another round—and aim
carefully I””

That ammunition consisted of specially pre-
pared “bombs,”” They were made of paper,
and were, in fact, nothing more harmful than
small bags of flour. As they struck their
objectives, the bags burst asunder, smothering
the attackers with flour. They were perfectly
harmless, but they were very confusing in
their effect.

There were scores of sacks of flour in the
stores, and the rebels could easily afford to
use a sack or two for defensive purposes. But
Nipper had thoughtfully chosen this flour
from a small stock which had been set aside
as obviously unfit for consumption. Some of
it was mouldy, and none of the rcbels felt
any compunction in using it for their ammu-
nition.

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Another volley went across, and the effect
was decidedly disconcerting to the Sixth.
Those home-made bombs came shooting over
the intervening ground in a continuous rain,
and they burst with devastating effect.

Clouds of white “‘smoke’’ arose from the
ground and from the persons of the Sixth-
Formers, and everything was enshrouded in
a haze. The -battering-ram party, in fact,
never got to the main doors at all. For they
received the brunt of the attack, and, after
wavering, the seniors dropped the scaffold-
pole and turned about. It was clear that
they were taken by surprise.

“Hurrah! They’re retreating!”’
‘““‘Good! TLet them have another volley!”
Whizz! Whizz!

““Oh, my hat!”’ gasped Stanhope.

His men were falling back on every hand,
and he followed their example, while the
rebels, up on that roof, cheered themselves
hoarse. The first onslaught had failed, and
the enemy was retiring in the utmost con-
fusion!

CHAPTER 14,
Holding the Fort !

5 ANDFORTH  grinned
with satisfaction.

“Well, that gave
them a bit of a sur-
prise, didn’t it?’ he
said breathlessly. “Dy
George! They didn’t get within ten yards
of us!”




20

“No tear!” said Church. “And we’ll let
them have it hotter if they come againl!”

‘*Rather!"”

‘““And they will come again, too,” said
Nipper, as he took stock of the enemy.
“They’re preparing now—and the next attack
will be more dangerous.”

“Why will it?” asked Handforth.

“Because these” seniors know what to expect
now,” replied Nipper. “They’ll be prepared.
They’re all over flour, so they won’t care if
they get smothered a bit more. They only
wavered and retreated just now because they
were taken completely by surprise. They
haven’t done with us yet, my sons!”

““Isn’t it a bit thick for the Head to set
these Sixth Form chaps on to us?’ asked
Doyle. “I’'m surprised at Dr. Stafford! I
didn’t think he'd do a thing of this sort! And
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And the other Sixth-Formers were in hearty
agreement.

They lost no time, Now that they were
smothered in flour, they didn’t care a hang
for their appearance, They were angered.
It was like the cheek of these juniors to
resist them!| Truth to tell, the majority of
the seniors were beginning to enjoy them-
selves. Here was a chance to indulge in a

real rag again—a reminder of their own
juniors days! It wasn’t often they had such
a chance!

On they came, yeiling at the top of their
voices, their heads down and their shoulders
hunched. They weren’t going to b. driven
back this time—not by any flour bombs!

The rebels waited—eager to let fly again.
The signal to fire had not yet come. There
was no sense in wasting ammunition. The

I’m surprised at the Sixth for agreeing!” closer the range, the more eflective the
“Don’t you beheve it,”’ said Handforth. | fusillade.
“These silly seniors have taken it on their “Now, then!’’ roared Nipper. “Let ’em
own shoulders. There’s have it!”
not a master here, and “Hurrah!”
there hasn’t been a sign “Never say die, you
of one, either.” chaps!”’
“Yes, and if you’ll Whizzl Whizaz!
look closely, you’ll see TELL YOUR pALS ‘Whizz!
that there aren’t any The bags of flour
prefeets on view,”’ re- l;Went‘. hurtgnghdo‘;vn', tg
marked Reggie Pitt urst on the heads an
shrewdly. “This isn’t about ﬂ)ese shoulders of the Sixth-
an official attahck at a\!}. . - Flormers};.stth}ely rukshed
I suppose the Sixth 60 ﬁ i'l‘ along. ut they knew
feels " that we're a rgeous l S the nature of these

cheeky lot of rotters,
and that we ought to be
squashed. Well, we're
ready for them if they
make another attack—
and it’s something to
keep us amused.”
There was no question
. about a sccond attack,
The Sixth-Former; had

BOYS—

yau will be doing them a
good furn!

missiles now, and they
weren’t scared of them.
The attackers plunged
on, without wavering
for an instant, without
checking their onrush.

“We've got you this
time, you young beg-
gars!” roared Stanhope,
looking up.

rctired, and they were

Whizz!

by no means disheart-
ened. On the contrary,
they were more determined than ever to get
the beiter of these juniors. At first they had
entered into the affair in a spirit of indigna-
tion—they had been incensed at the idea of
these Removites rebelling against authority.
But now the Sixth-Formers were thorough?,y
angry, and when they were angry they threw
their dignity to the winds,

“We'll show them!”” said Stanhope fiercely.
By Jove! The nervy young beggars!
Chucking bags of flour at us like that! We’ll
make them pay for this, you fellows! We’ll
make them smart!”
h‘f‘]!‘.uther!” said the other Sixth-Formers

otly,

“{ome on—iet’s make another attack
straight away,” went on Stanhope. “We
know what to expect now—and they won’t
catch us on the hop twice. W'll smash that
door down, get in; and drive the young
monkeys out. So they think they can defy
us, do they? We’ll show them!”

“Bull’s-eye'1”
Handforth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

Whizz! Squelch! Squelch! Swish!

Leslie Stanhope gurgled and gasped and
hooted. Something had struck him in the
very centre of the forehead, and had ex-
ploded with a wet, sticky plop. A moment
later he was aware of an awful odour—and
then, with a shudder, he realised that a highly
ripe egg had hit him between the eyes! The
other Sixth-Formers were making the same
discovery.

In fact, the eggs were coming across in a
continuous stream now—and practically every-
one found a mark. The bags of flour had
been abandoned for the moment. Aged eggs
were now the order of the minute. They
came from tho parapet of the stores in a con-
tinuous stream.

“One more volley!” roared Nipper.
“Now then—all together! One—two—three!
Fire!”

‘“Hurrah I’?

yelled
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Whizz! Squelch! Squelch! Whizz!

That volley was absolutely devastating in
its effect. About fifty eggs struck the Sixth-
Formers at the same moment. They had all
come from a big case that Reggie Pitt had
found in the same store-room as the mouldy
flour. Obviously a dud box! But such eggs,
when used as ammunition, are far better
than the new-laid variety. The effect was
miraculous.

Once again the attackers wavered, and then
dropped their battering-rams. Once again
they recoiled. Then, amid the yelling of the
defenders, the Sixth-Formers broke away,
and straggled off in full retreat. They were
beaten for the second time—and now they
were in a truly distressing condition.
Smothered in four, streaming with egg-yolks
and covered with bits of shell, they looked
utterly ludicrous,

“That’s given them something to be get-
ting on with!” chortled Handforth. ‘ By
‘George! They think they’ll get us out of
here, do they? Not likely! If you ask me,
they’ll give it up as a bad job after this, and
leave us in peace for the rest of the after-
noon.”

““Let’s hope so—but we mustn’t take any-
thing for granted,” said Nipper briskly.
“We’d better get some more eggs up, and
have them put in handy piles. How about
the flour-bags, too? Are some of the fellows
aking more of those bombs?”’

“Half a dozen were busy on them all the
time,”’ said Reggie Pitt.

“Good!’ nodded Nipper. *‘Welre vic-
toriouseso far, but we mustn’t be too sure.”

Edward Oswald Handforth laughed.

“They’ll never get us out of lere!” he
said confidently. “Let ’em all come-—and as
often as they like! We’re ready to plaster

them! Those giddy Sixth-Formers only need
to sit in a.frying-pan, and they’ll cook like
omelettes!"” :

CHAPTER 15,
Reinforcements !

ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE' shook a
deprecating head.

“I would point out,
brothers, that this
desire for strife is to

be strongly condemned,” he said. “We have

no quarrel with our young brothers of the

Remove. ~ Why should we desire to fight

them? I am all for standing by, and watch-

ing developments,”

“Same here!” said Stevens, nodding. “Let
the juniors get on with it. There’s no nced
for us to butt in.”

A big crowd of Fifth Formers stood in the

addock, watching the development of the

attle. The Sixth Form force had just been
driven back for the second time, and a breath-
ing space had arrived. Manv of the Fifth

Formers were very excited, and they would

have been in the battle long ago but for the
influence of William Napoleon Browne.

Chambers was the most keen of them all.

“Oh, you're sure to agree with Browne,”
he said, glaring at Stevens, **You're a pair!
But I don’t believe in this spirit of pacifism !
Those juniors ought to be driven out—and
it’s our dufy to help the Sixth!”

“Hear, hear!” said Phillips and Bryant
loyally.

At that moment Mills, of the Sixth, came
hurrying up.

“ Aren’t you fellows going to join in?” he
asked angrily. “What’s the good of stand-
ing here, looking on?”

“Brother Mills, you appear to be in a ruost
unhappy condition,” remarked Browne. . “ At
a rough venture—very rough—I should sug-
gest you have been somewhat deep in the ox-
tail. I deplore this spirit of violence. Why
not allow these juniors to go their own road?
Their quarrel is not with us. Therefore, let

us watch, and—"

“Oh, hang yon!” interrupted Mills
savagciy. “We all know what you are,
Browne!”

“Alas,” sighed Browne, “I am dis-
covered !”

“We know that you've got a sneaking sym-
pathy for these juniors,” went on Mills, with
a glare. “It’s a rummy thing to me that
you don’t resign from the Fifth, and get put
into the Remove. It would suit you down to
the ground!”

“I will grant that there are certain advan-
tages in the scheme you suggest,” admitted
Browne. “But let us not enter’inte any long
arguments. My policy is simple.  Theso
juniors are up against the Head. Therefore,
let us remain neutral.”

“I believe you sympathise with the young
rascals !” said Mills,

“A  Dbelief, brother. that is astonishingly
accurate,” said Browne, nodding. “Why
should I be against these valiants of the Re-
move? I am aware that Brother Handforth
is severgl kinds of a chump, but, at the same
time, I believe in him.  Brother Handferth
is one of the best. It would be a sad day for
St. Frank’s if he were to leave in disgrace.
Therefore, I am all for this revolt—since its
failure will mean the inevitable submersion
of Brother Handforth. It would pain me to
seo him vanish benecath the surface, leaving
only a few gurgles to remind us of his vola-
tile presence.”

“Rot!” said Chambers. “Handforth has
defied the Head—he has defied all the rules
and regulations of the school. And those
other Removites have backed him up. They
ought to be taught a lesson. I'm inclined te
join these Sixth Formers.”

“ And get yourself all messed up with flour

‘and eggs?”’ asked Stevens.

“Oh, you needn’t worry about that,” put
in Mills. “The Head will compensate us.
you can bet, if we spoil some of our clothes.
He'll be only too jolly pleased to have those
rebels under control.”
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They struck the attacking Sixth

At a signal from Nipper, the air became thick with flour ““bommbs.”

‘¢ Give ’em another r

ed.

Le seniors momentarily waver

yeilad tga rebels excitedly.

in a gwiit succession of popping bursts, and t
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“Tnat’s true enough!” said Parry. “The
Hcad will be as happy as a cat with two tails
if we only squash this rebellion.  So we
needn’t worry about our clothes, Besides, it’s
like the nerve of these juniors to chuck eggs
and things at the Sixth! Come on, you fel-
lows, let’s all join in!”?

* Rather !

“ Brothers—brothers—"  began

“You-dry up, Browne!” inter-
rupted Grayson harshly.

“] would remind you, Brother
Graysen, that I am your captain

“I don’t need reminding of that
—and you can keep your advice to
yourself "’ interrupted - Grayson.
“We're joining the Sixth Formers
now—and we’re going to get the
rebels out of their stronghold. Come
on, you fellows! Don’t take any
notice of Browne!”’

Stanhope came hurrying up.

“Good! he said, with a gleam
in his eye. “Ave you Fifth Form
fellows going to help us?”’

“Yes!”” went up an enthusiastic
chorus.

“Fine?’ said Stanhope. ‘Come
on! With these reinforcements we
shall be abie to get the better of
the young monkeys!”’

Practicaliy all the Kifth Formers
hurried off to join forces with the
Sixth. and Prowne and Stevens
were lefs isolated. William Napo-
leon uttered a sigh.

<*Alas, we hawe failed,”” he said
mournfully. ‘“And yet we did our
best, Brother Horace. We cer-
tainly did our best.”

Stevens grunted.

““QOh, weil, what eise can you ex-
pect?” he said. “When you come
to think of it, Browne, these juniors
are a bit too thick, aren’t they?
mean, chucking flour and stinking
eggs at the Sixth!”

“I would remind you, Brother
Horace, that the Sixth asked for it—in -a
perfectly loud voice,”” said Browne. “You
surely do not imagine that our compatriots
of the Remove will stand by and let them-
selves be taken? Perish the thought! 1
admire them for their ingenuity and resource-
fulness. More power to their elbow !’

But Stevens was about the only other Fifth
Former who agrced. 'The rest had joined
forces with the Sixth, Other members of the
Iifth had come up by now and all told, fully
ninety per cent of the form had enlisted under
Stanhope.  The rebels were now watching
the preparations with rather less complacency,
for the cnemy’s force had now become a
menacing one. :

”‘"l'his looks pretty serious, you chaps,
Nipper was saying. “With the Fifth in the
zame, we shall have all our work cut out to
repel them now.”

£

Browne.
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“There are plenty of eggs!” said Hand-
forth. “And plenty of flour bombs, too.”

“All the same, we shall have to look
lively,” declared Nipper. “Once they batter
down the doors and get inside, there’ll be
precious iittle hope for us. In fact, we're
outnumbered. The Fifth and Sixth combined
are almost double our own numbers. And

1 0 X became
in a swiit succession of popping bursts,

At a signal from Nipper, the air

they'ro bigger chaps, too—hefty bounders,
most- of them. Once they get in, we shall
be routed.”

“I believe you're right, old man,” said
Reggie Pitt, with a rueful expression on his
face. “Well, we mustn't iet them get in—
that’s all There must be fifty or sixty of
the seniors, all told. T say, this affair is get-
ting pretty big, isn't it?”
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“Big isn’t the word for 1t,” said Nipper,
with a growl. “We didn't bargain for this.
How were we to guess that all the seniors
would combine forces, and attack us?  Oh,
well, we'll give them something for their
pains |7’

“Never say die!” roared Handforth.
we downhearted, you fellows?”

“No!” roared the other rebels, in defiant
tones.

“And we won’t be taken either!” thun-
dered Handforth. “ We've held the fort so

“ Are

far, and we'll hold it against all attackers!™
In spite of this outward show of optimism,

jombs.”> They struck the atiacking Sixth Formers
nentarily wavered. ‘‘ Give ’em another round ! ”
xcitedly.

however, the rebels were not feeling any too
sure.

The Sixth and Fifth Forms combined made
a formidable force, and everything depended
upon the rebels preventing the seniors from
crashing their battering-rams against the
doors of the stores. Once the attackers got
inside the position would be hopeless, and
the barring-out would fall through—a failure!
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CHAPTER 1¢.

_mashing Through °

EADY?” asked Stan-
hope grimly.

“Yes!” went up a

general chorus.
“Then let us go
ahead!” said Stan.
hope. ““And this time we’ll smash the door
down! Look out for those bags of flour—

and look out for the roiten eggs, too! These
juniors can’t have any other cards up their
sleeves, thank goodness! Now that we know
what to expect we can drive straight on.
and burst the doors in. Come on!”

“Hurrah!”

And the Fifth and the Sixth went
forward for the third attack. These
seniors were determined now—grimly
determined. They had been beaten
twice, and had no intention of being
beaten for a third time! They would
be the laughing stock of the whqle
junior school if they failed to drive
these rebels out now!

Having taken it upon themseives
to squash the rebellion, they had to
go on until they had finished their
job. If they gave it up, or if they
admiited defeat, they would be for
ever humbled. The whole affair had
taken on the aspect of a war between
the Remove and the seniors, and it
was not likely that the seniors were
going to give up!

Nipver realised the
nature of the position. No longer
did he smile. He was very serious
—very concerned.

“We must prepare ourselves for
them getting in!’’ he said quickly.
“If it comes to hand-to-hand fight-
ing, we must battle on until we’re
ready to drop. Once we’re driven
out of heie it’ll be all up with uz.
If- we’'re disorganised, there’ll be no
longer any possibility of resistance.”

“They won’t drive us out,’”’ said
Handforth confidently. ’

“By Jovel” sang m‘lﬁ Pitt. “Here
the

dangerous

they comel Over top, you

chaps !’

“lHuwrahl  Well  keep  them
e

ack!”
¢ Rather !

“Let ’em have a volley!”

If any masters were watching this
dramatic scene, they took very good care to
remain in obscurity, They felt that it was
far better for them to furn a blind cye to
theso proceedings. If the Sixth and the
Fifth failed, wel' the position wouldn’t Le
any worse.

But if the seniors succeeded—so much the
better. The Head knew all about this latest
move, ‘and he was anxiously waiting in his
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own house. He was glad the seniors had
taken it upon thei~ own shoulders to attack
the rebellious Remove.

The whole affair was distressing—and tfe
Head was worried in the extreme. He did
not like his boys fighting in this way. It
was detrimental te the name of the good old
school. But ° might have one good result.
It might bring tnis rebellion to a sudden
and dramatic end.

“Here thev come!”

The attacker. were swarming up to the
tebels’ stronghold ard there wero now two
or three parties of them. It was a cunning
scheme. Stanhope. in the lead, failed to
get through He: and about a dozen other
seniors were compelled to drop their batter-
ing rams by the sheer force of the whizzing
ﬂour bombs and cggs. They sxmp!y
couldn’t continuc nr'ainst that fusillade.

But the <ccm.d atch was coming through.

In fact, the long scaffold pole that they were
(du\mg crashed heavily against the main
door.

“Once. more!™ ye!led Grayson of the Fifth.

Crash!

The battering ram was driven heavily

against the doors and a splintering crash

followed-—an omin ‘us sound, indeed! -

“They're through!” yelled Church ex-
citedly.

“Eggs—eggs!” roared Handforth, “Let
’ein have some more eggs!”

Swish!  Whizz! Splosh!

The eggs hailed down "continuously, and

the aitackers wavered for a minute or two.
But just at thie critical moment, a shout of
a;.nm came from ihe other side of the rook.

“Quick, you f(‘\hw\.-” gasped Doyle, run-

ning over. “They're smashing down the
other déor now—and we can’t .beat them
off I” .

“Oh, my hat!”

“They’'re going to get in!” said Nipper.
-“Some of you had better rush downstairs
and guard the doors, and prevent these
seniors from bursting threugh, It’s no good
qta\mg up here Half of us will do wp
here.”

Something like confusion reigned in the
rebel camp now. Nobody had thought
that the attackers would get so near—that
the barricades wouid be broken down, But
that calamity had now happened.

For the victorious seniors were smashing
their batterirg rams against the doors, and
were rapidly demolishing the barriers.

In response to Nipver’s warning, Pitt and
«Fullwood and many others went rushing to
the narrow doorway which gave on to the
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roof. 'The only means of getting down was
by a perpendicular-arm ladder, which led
into the loft.  Shouts were coming from the
lower floor—shouts of alarm and anger.

“Hi, you chaps!” came Fatty Little's in-
dxgnant voice “By pancakes | These
blessed scniors are brcakmg through!  Just
when T was cooking, too!

“Hold them back ! sang out Pitt urgently.
“Look lively. you fellows—get a move on!”

But it was too late!

By the time the main defending force had
got downstair the doors were smashed in—
broken to smithercens. The scniors were
pouring into the store- house, and they were
in such an excited condition now tuat they
didn’t care what happencd. They were
ready to fight—and they were fightingl
Grimly the juniors put up a desperate battle,
but it was hopeless.

‘Things were made much werse by the fact
that a third party of seniors had followed
up the rest, and when nearly all the de-
fenders had gon> down from the roof, this
third pa-ty came with a ladder.

The seniors swarmed up it, took possession
of the roof. and had the rebels in full retreat
down the iron ladder. There was no fight-
ing agamst thess hefty seniors—for hght-
ing would have meant defeat. The rebels
were greatly outnumbered, too.

Altogether. the situation had become
desperate in thc extreme !

CHAFTER 17.
Beaten !

HEY’'RE whacked!”
said Kenmore, with
a grin.

“Looks like it1”
agreed Sinclair
complacently. “ Well,

we expeeted it, didn't we? And those other

fellows have had all the fighting, I sup-
pose we can say that this recbellion is over

now 7”

“ Practically,” agreed Kenmore, “0t
course, we prefects couldn’t join in—it
wouldn’t be the thing. But as soon as ever
the rebels are marched towards the school,
we'll walk up a»d take control.  And we'll
see that thes: juniors don’b get another
chance of breaking loose.”

Kenmore and Sinelair were standing by
themselves, waiching the exciting scene round
the school steres - Further away, Fenton
and Morvow and one or two other prefects
were standing ir 2 group. They were not
enjoying themselves.  They didn’t like this
affair at all--but thev felt it was for the
best. Once these rebels were reduced to sub-
jection. the whole trouble would be over.
It was far better to get it done with like
this.

Within tho fortress, things were in a bad
way for the rehels.
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While & number of juniors were desperately
attempting to hold the main entrance, a door
in the rear had been forced, and the seniors
were swarming in. The juniors received a
big surprise, toe. for these Sixih and Fifth-
Formers were fighting determinedly.  They
were hitting out, and their superior weight
was much in their favour.

In fact, the battle was over—and
seniors had won

Handforth. ct course, would not admit de-
feat. He never would. He was still fight-
ing gamely in the main entrance of the store.
Stanhope and two or three others were at-
tempting to hold him, but they were finding
it a hard task. Handforth, in his shirt
sleeves, was fighting with his back against
the wall prper, Reggie Pitt and Fullweod
were bmlde They were practically the
last of the r«,bels to hold out. The others
were either standing idle, admitting defeat,
or they were being held by the victozious in-
vaders,

“Come on-—we're not whacked!” Hand-
forth we: roaring. “Take that, you inter-
fering beggars !

Slam | Biff

-Handforth was hitting out with deadly

effect.

‘Why dor'. you give
idiots I’ roared Chambers.
beaten now !”

“Not yet!” said Nipper hotly. “We're not
beaten until there’s no fight left in us!”

Nipper battled on—knowing full well that
it was a hopeless sort of fight. Indeed, at
the end of five more minutes, Handforth and
Nipper and all the rebel *‘generals” were
finished. They had fought until they had
nearly exhausted themselves. And now they
were securely held by .grim-faced seniors.
Handforth was i: the grasp of two of them;
Nipper and Reggie P:tt and Fullwood sere
also honoured by two guards each.  Most of
the other fellows were helpless in the grip of
a single senior. What could they do against
an overwhelming force like this? What was
the good of fighting any more? They were
beaten—they were hopelessly vanquished.

Handforth, now that he realised that defeat
had really come was furious.

“Who told you idiots to interfere?” he de-
manded wrathfully. “Did the Head tell you
to attack us?”

“Never mind who told wus,” said
Stanhope “We've driven you out of this
fortress of yours, you obstinate young rascals!
We're not going to have a scandal like this
at St. Frank’s.”

“It’'s a pity you couldn’t mind your own
business,” said Nippcr bitterly. “A fine lot
of sportsmen, aren’t you? Why couldn’t you
leave us to fight our own battles? You were
juniors yourselves once !”

Stanhope had the grace to flush.

“Nonsense |” he blustered. “If you juniors
had a good cause, it might be a different
thing. Buc this whole rebellion started over

the

in, you young
“We've got you

nothing, Ilandforth refused to receive a
ﬂuggmg, and—"

“Of course I refused to receive a tlogging!”
interrupted Handforth hotly. “The llead
was going to swish me for committing an
assault on Mr. Pycrafi. 1 didn’t do it!
Those cads Merrell and Marriott were respon-
sible. And they told a lot of lies about me,
too. Do you think I’'m going to accept
punishment for something 1 didn’t do?’

“Oh, we needn’t arguel!” said Stanhope
gruffly. *“You juniors have had the nerve
to defy the Head, and that’s good enough
for us. We're not going to allow 1t

“Well, what’s the  programme now ?”
asked ‘\hppex glaring. “What do you think
you're going to do with us? You're holding
us here like convicts, but you can’t keep it
up. What do yvou think we’ll do when you
let us go?”

“1 don’t know what you'll do, but I'm
pretty certain what you won’t do,” said Stan-
hope. “You won’t find another fortress.
This place is lost to you, and there’s no-
where else that you can go to. Besides, we
shall take jolly good care that you're all
locked away—in dxifexeut parts of the school.
By the time you’ve cooled down there won’t
be any more fight left in you.”

“You—you rotter!” bellowed Handforth.
“1f you divide us up like that you’ll make
it impossible for us to keep up the rebellion !”

Stanhcpe nodded.

"Exactly," he said.
alming at.”

*It was like your confounded nerve to pelt
us with eggs,” said Chambers angrily.

“We'll teach you to play those games on the,
senior school !

“Rats!” said Nipper. “You asked for it.
You wouldn’t have been pelted if you hadn’t
attacked us.”

“That’s true enough ” said Payne of the
Sixth. “We can’t grumble at these juniors
for pelting us. All the same, it’s a good
thing they’re beaten. I don’t approve of
this rebellion at all. It’s detrimental to the
school’s good name.”

“Well, let’s get them out of here,” said
Qtanhope briskly, “We’re not taking any
chances, either. We’ll march them out in a
double file, and we’ll keep a close guard over

“Phat’s what we’re

them. L suggest that we humiliate them a
bxt too.”

“That’'s a good idea,” said Grayson
nodding. “We’ll march them into the

Tuangle, and let the other fellows see what
happens to a Form when it rebels against the
rules and regulations. And we'll jcer at
them, too. We'll drive it right home, eh?”

“Yes, rather !” said one or two of the
cther seniors. “They’ve had the nerve to
chuck things at us, and we’ve got to show the
schnol our strength.”

“Hear, hear!”

And prepamtions were made for the final

humnbling of the Rebel Removel



CHAPTER 18,
The Fourth Refuses !
H, my hat! They're
whacked !”
John Busterfield
Boots spoke in a tone
of consternation. He
was up in the big
clock tower with Bob Christine, Bray, Tal-
madge, and many other Fourth-Formers.
Trom this high point of vantage they had
scen the progress of the battle, and now they
could tell that the Remove was defeated.
Tor there were no longer any signs of strife.
Peace had descended upon the school stores.
A few seniors were visible, hovering about
outside the smashed doors, but as yet most
of the combatants were inside. It could be
easily guessed what had happeneed in there.

“We've got to go to their help!” said
Buster Boots grimly. “Come on, you fellows
—the Fourth to the rescue! We didn’t mean
tc join in this revolt, but we’ve got to now!”

“Rats|” said Armstrong. “Why should we

interfere ?”
“Interfere, be hangedl!”

said Buster,
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glaring. “We ought to help! This affair
has resolved itself into a battle between the
juniors and the seniors. By jingo! We're
not going to let the Fifth and the Sixth crow
over“the lower school, are we?”

“Not likely !” agreed Bob Christine stoutly.
“Come on, you chaps—Buster’s right; we’ve
got to go to the Remove’s rescue!”

“Well, you can go alone!” said Armstrong.
“I’'m not joining in.”

“You—you weakling!” roared Boots. "In
a case like this -

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” interrupted Arm-
strong grufly. “What can we do? Those

seniors are determined, and they won't
knuckle under just because we go fo the
rescue. Besides, I'm in favour of the
seniors.”

“What!” shouted Boots.

“So I am!” said Armstrong obstinately.
“Handforth played a dirty trick on Mr.
Pycraft, and he’s our Form-master. It’s only
right that he should pay the price.”

“Are you standing up for that mouldy
beast, Pycraft?” asked Bob Christine aghast.

“No, of course not,” said Armstrong flush-
ing. “Pycraft’s an old rotter, I know. But
two wrongs don’t make a right, and you all
know that Handforth deserved to be flogged
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for what he did. If he chooses to
Head, that’s his business, rot ours!

“But Handforth waso’t guiliy!”
Boots indignantly.

“You can believe his yarn if you iik® put
I don’t!” said Armstrong. “Anyhow, I
don’t see any reason why the Last Ilouse
fellows should interfere. You Modern House
fellows can do as you like.”

“You—you traitor!” frowned Boots.
caplain ot the Fourth— ”

“Very likely you are,” interrupted Arm-
strong. “But I'm the leader of the KEast
House section ot tne Iourth, don's torget.

Boots found it impossible to influence Arm-
strong and his own clique. They had made
up their minds not to intertere, and wucu
the rank and file of the Modern House
Fourth-Formers discovered thus, they were
not dispused to support Buster. They could
only sce defeat

“It’s no good, Boots!” growled Oldfield,
when DBuster had gone down into the
Triangle. “The only hope was for all the
Fourth-Formers to attack together. A hand-
ful of us would do more harm than good.
We should only get ourselves into trouble,
and we shouldn’t even help the Remove.”

“Of course, it’s no good if I can't get
ary support,” said Boots angrily. "I never
thought you were such a crowd of rotters.
You're all right, Oldfield, and so are you,
Christine, and a few others. But the
majority are backboneless. T’m ashamed of
my own Form.”

. “So-am I,” said Bob Christine hotly.

1f Boots and Christine had had enough
time to argue witn the Fourth-Formers, they
might have persuaded them to go to the
rescue. But the Removites were already
being led out of their stronghold. In double
file they were marched into the open, with
the seniors closely guarding them. It was
an awful humiliation for the recently-
victorious rebels. So much for their wonder-
ful plans. So much for their determination
to keep up this barring-out until the head-
master capitulated!

They had been beaten by the Fifth and the
Sixth, and these seniors had acted without
any authorisation. It was a_bitter pill to
swallow. But what could the Removites do?
Thoy were outnumbered, and their attackers
were all big fellows of seventeen or eighteen.

“It’s no good, you chaps,” De Valerie was
saying. “We put up a good fight, and we
had some sport; but they whacked wus.
What’s the good of kidding ourselves?”

“Quite right!” said Grayson, of the Kifth,
with a grin. “What’s the good of kidding
yourselves, my infants. When the senior
school takes on a job like this, there’s only
one end to it. You surely don’t think that
the junmior school could possibly wim?”

“We should have won if we had had any
support,” roared Handforth wrathfully.
“Where are those beastly Fourth-Formers?
Why couldn’t they give us a hand?”

’defy the
shouted

“T'm
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“let 'em come along, and see what they
can do!” said Shaw snecringly. “We have
ot you out of that fortress of yours, my lads,
because you were bringing St. Frank’s into
disrepute.”

*You're a fine chap to talk of bringing 3t.
Frank’s into disrepute!” retorted Handforth
bitterly. *You and Grayson don’t mind play-
ing cards and smoking and attending race-
meetings, do you?”

“You cheeky young hound!” shouted Gray-
son hotly.

* Yes, that’s touched you on the raw, hasn’t
it?” said Handforth. “You do all those sort*
of things without a second’s thought. But
just because we juniors stand up for justice
you say we are bringing St. Frank’s into
disrepute. You’re a fine lot—all of you. It’s
a pity you couldn’t leave us to settle our
own affairs.”

“That’s about enough of that!” said Stan-
hope uncomfortably. “Don’t talk to thep,
Grayson. We routed them out because they
had too much nerve. The affair’s over row,
and there won’t be any more rebellion.
Come on—march, all of youl”

And the defeated rebels were compelled
to march.

They came out of the school stores in a
double file, depressed-looking and very dis-
hevelled. ~ They had all been fighting
desperately, and they were all in a very dis-
ordered condition. And now they were
beaten, without any hope of making another
fight for liberty, for these seniors were guard-
ing them too closely.

All the rebel leaders, such as Handforth
and Nipper and Fullwood and Pitt, were
honoured by the close attentions of at least
two warders each. The others were held, too,
There was no denying the fact that the
rebellion had come to a sudden and
ignominious end.

And then—swoop !

\Vlthout any warning, without the slightest
notice, Willy Handforth and the Third
arrived upon the scevel

CHAPTER 19.
Willy to the Rescue °

ILLY had timed his at.
tack very cleverly.
Not until the
seniors were well out
their  prisoners  did

of

the
Willy give the order to “go over the top,”
iy g g P

stores  with
as it were. Then, at that crucial second,
the Third arrived.

Many of those fags, truth to tell, were
awed by the thought of fighting against the
seniors. But Willy Handforth had gone
through *he ranks of the Third, arguing,
ordering, and putting forth the full power
of his personality, and at last he had suec-
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cceded. in getting the fags to obey him im-
plicitly.

He had pointed out that there was no
danger. There wasn’t a single prefect in
that senior force—so none of tho fags could
get into trouble for athckmg ;3 person of

authority. As for the “nerve” of it, the
Third was quite equal to it. The Third had
nerve enough for anything—under Willy

Handforth’s volcanic leadership.

“Here we are!” roared Willy, as he came
tearing up. “Now then, you chaps—remem-
ber my instructions!”

“Hurrah!” yelled the Third excitedly. “Go
for ’em!”

“What the thunder-—" began Stanhope,
starting round.

He and the other seniors stared in amaze-
ment., Never for an instant did they sus-
pect that there was any peril. Just a mob of
Third Formers, coming round to shout and
caper about. What clse? The very thought
that these fags could attack them did not
cnter tho heads of the seniors. It was an
outrageous thought. Many of these fags
were checky young bounders, but they
wouldn't dare——

“Hi!” yelled Grayson furiously. “What
the o

Crash !

\Vl]ly Handforth’s fist thudded into Gray-
son's face, and the bully of the TFifth went
over with a howl of agony. For weeks
Willy had been longing to punch Grayson,
and now his moment had come!

“Come on, the Third!” he bellowed.
“Tight for all you’re worth! Up, the Junior
School! Down with thesp seniors!”

“Good man!” roared Handforth, at the top
of his voice. “Good old Willy | By George!
The Third’s come to our rescuel”

“Rather!” shouted Owen minor,
hcrc"’

“You cheeky young fatheads!” roared Stan-
hope. “It's liko your nerve to— Hll
Oh, my goodness! What tho——"

Stanhope sat down suddenly, three or four
fags clawing round him like young tigers.
The other scniors found themseives similarily
altacked.

In less than a dozen seconds, the entire
scnior foree was in a state of utter confusion.
They had been taken by surprise—and even
now they weren't fighting. It was beyond
the limits of their dignity to fight with mere

“We're

fags. But Willy & Co. possessed no dignity,
and they were going into the battle like
Trojauns. It was an amazing business.

But it was noticed that Willy was shout-
ing encouragement the whole time. Never
for an instant did Hc allow his voice to cease.
It was his leadership that was making this
;1(1:1;1\ possible, and the Third backed him up
oyal.y. *

“There’s nothing to be afraid of1” yelled

Wiily. ‘hey can’t touch us—and we've
got them whacked! Hurrah for the rebel-
lion !

“Hurrah!” echoed the Third frantically,
“By Jove, yo1 chaps, this is our chance!”
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shouted Nipper. “Come on—let’'s get free,

and then rush back into the stores. They
won’t get us out a second time!”
“No fear!” yelled Handforth. “Good old

Willw!”

“Never mind about good old Willy—you
get back!” panted Willy. * Buzz into
tho stores again, and barricade those doors.
We'll keep these seniors busy! DBuck up!
Everything depends upon_speed!”

Nipper and the other rebel juniors realised
this to the full. If they could only take
advantage of this momentary confusion, they
would turn the tables, and win back the
position. The sudden intervention of the
Third made all the difference!

Stanhope, Payne, Phillips, Chambers and
all' the other prominent seniors were being
considerably mauled by the Third Formers,
and while all this was going on the Remove
came to life again. The depression of a
minute ago had vanished. A new, wild hope
had secized the rebels. If only they coud
seize the stores again, all would be welll

And hero was the chance!

The battle developed into a terrific fight.
Handforth and Pitt and the rest tore them-
selves away from their captors, and started
punching out. They were allowed to get
free because the Third Formers were harass-
ing the seniors considerably

Once the Remove had regained its liberty
the situation was changed. The Fifth and
the Sixth found themselves outnumbered.
Therc were over thirty of those - fags—and
they were fighting like a lot of bantam cocks.

After the first few scconds had passed
the fags were wildly enthusiastic for tho
fight. Here was a glorious opportunity! A
scrap with the Fifth and Sixth—and no pos-
sibility of punishment! For the seniors had
not been authorised to attack the rebels,
and no master could punish the fags for
their interference.

Many a time the Thlrd Formers had ex-
pressed a desire to “go” for fellows like
Grayson and Shaw and Chambers, Many
a time had these seniors cuffed their heads,
and twisted their ears. What a glorious
opportunity it was for them to get some of
their own back!

So Willy’s urging was not necessary after
the first onrush. The fags were so cxcited
that they were quite ready to fight on until
they were exhausted.

At first, the seniors had regarded this in-
terruption with amazement—but never with
real consternation  They simply wouldn’t
admit that there was any danger of defeat,
But when the Remove got free, and fought
side by side with the Third, the thing be-
came a nightmare.

Many of the seniors were rolling on the
ground, with fags swarming over them,
punching, hitting, sitting on their heuds,
and pushing their faces into the turf.

Many of the fags, of course, were swept
aside and decalt with drastically, But they
came up again, smiling. Age counted for
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little in a scrap of this sort. In fact, many
of these nimble fags had all the advantage
over the seniors.

By now the Remove had
many of them were running
stores. Others stayed behind, to help the
fags. But Willy required no help.

“Don’t stay here!” he was chouting. “Get

ot free, and
ack into the

back into the stores. and barricade those
doors again! It’s your only chance! Buck
up, you fellows—we’ll keep these seniors
busy !”

“Hurrah I”

(213

“Good old Willy—you’ve saved the day!

It really scemed that this was true. The
Third had come to the rescue—and the whole
complexion of the situation was altered!

CHAPTER 20.
The Tables Turned !

URRAH!”
“Now then,
gether—charge !”
“Down with

seniors |”
3 ¥ The Third was

its glory. Two minutes had

passed since the attack had
come, and the Removites
were streaming back into
the school stores, determined
to regain the position, and
to consolidate it. Willy
Handforth and his men,
having retired momentarily,
now came on to the attack

again—a yelling mob.

The clash came—and the
seniors, much to their dis-
comfort, found themselves
fighting a losing battle
against those fags. It was
most humiliating for the
Fifth and Sixth Formers.

The rout was completed
by a move on the part of
Edward Oswald Handforth.

About half the rebels had
hurried back into the stores,

alto-

the

in

but the others were still
outside. Handforth rushed
up, rallied them, and

bellowed out his instructions.

“Come on, you chaps -let's make one big
charge!” h~ roared. ““These Third Formers
are domng marvels, but they can’t beat the
seniors unless we lend a hand. Come on-—
all together !”

*“Hurrah !”

“Down with the seniors{”

With one accord the Removites swept across
the intervening ground, and hurled them-
selves at the seniors, It was the last straw.
The Fifth and Sixth already dumbfounded
by the Third’s attack, found it impossible

The semors can’t burs me . to
roof. Just then Kenmore, of the Sixth, came striding up. *‘ We’ll see
about that !> he grated harshly and, grabbing Willy by the shoulder.
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to withstand this fresh onslanght. For the
Removites were fired with the certainty of
victory, and they were invincible.
Stanhope, Chambers, Grayson and the
others were bowled over. They were simply
swept up like so much rubbish, and the juniors
poured over them. Many of the other seniors,
seeing the state of their companions, fled.
Yes, they fled! Tt was a staggering business,

but nothing could alter the fact that the
seniors bolted.
“Good egg!” sang out Willy. “They’re

done now—and the situation is saved!”

The defeated
seniors were retreat-
ing—a wrecked and
disordered crowd.

Stanhope and one
or two others were
the last to go, and
they were so dazed
and dizzy that they
hardly knew
whether they were
on their heads or
their heels.

“Willy,

my son,

> Willy was saying fo the rebels on the

teld him in » vice-like grip.

you're a young marvel!” said Handforth,
clapping his minor on the shouldér.. “Good
man|”

*“That’s all right, Ted. You buzz back into
the stores, and barricade *hose doors again,”
said Willy chicerfully., “No time to lose, you
know.”

“Right-ho!” said Handforth. “And the
rebellion goes on1”

Within five minuies the mutineers were
back in their stronghold, and they were all
working feverishly. The wrecked doors were
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slammed into place again, the barricades were
built up at a raptd spced.. While this was go-
ing on. Willy and his fogs stood about as
though defying the seniors to make another
altack. Most cf the fags were in a frightfully
dishevelled condition.  Nearly ali their collars
were missing, they - were tousled and
smothered in mud aud earth. But they
didn’t care. They had had a glorious time.

Willy himself wus cool and satisfied.

“I told you what would happen, my lads,”
he grinned. “‘It only wanted just one swoop,
and those scniors were wiped up. Good luck
to the rcbels!” )

“My hat!” gasped Chubby Heath, “But it
was a bit of a nerve, wasn't 11.79”

“Those scniors will never forgive us,” said
Juiey Lomm) “They'll be down on us for
evermore ! [

“Let 'em!” said Willy coldly.  “Who
carcs? If any of those chaps try to persecute
tho Third, they'll regrot it! It would have
Leen different if we had attacked the prefects.
But there weren’t anv prefeets here. We've
been on safe ground all the time, my sons.
Trust me to know what's what.”

“You said we’d win, Willy,” remarked
Owen minor, “My aunt! Tt was worth get-
ting a black eye, wasn't it?”

‘“No nced to have got a black eye, my
lad—that was pure carelessness on your part.”
said Willy, as he looked :Lf Owen minor’s dis-

figured countenance. “Never mind, it'll
soon got rwht Besides, it improves your
appearance.”

"

“You silly ass!”eaid Owen minor,

Willy turned and bad a look at the stores.
Many of the Removites had appearced on the
roof by now, and {hey were -cheering
triumphantly.  Only ten short minutes earlier
they had been a defeated erowd—in the hands
of the victors,

Now the ‘old position was restored. and
there wasn't a sign of the seniors. All of
them had gene—hurrving back to their own
Ilouses, filled with consternation.  Befere
long the whole scheol would be lavghing at
them, and the news would probably spread-to
other schools, too.

But Stanhope, at least, was unbeaten.

\\e cant let the thing stand like this, of
course,” he was saying. “VYe gods and little
fishes! We shall be the laughing stock of the
whole country if we allow these juniors to
get the better of us.”

“They hare got the
Mills pointedly.

“Yes, for the moment,” growled Stanhope.
“Put we'll have those rebels out later on.
Oh, yes! This i3 a challenge to the Senior
Scheol. IM’you think we'rer going to ignore
1?7 D'vou think we're going to be beaten by
a crowd of Removites and fags? They have
won this round, but we'il have the bounders
out of that fortress of theirs again—sooner or

better of us!” said

the seniors were talking in  this
strain, Willy was making cheery remarks
to the rebels; the rebels, for their part, were
saying all sorts of flattering things about the
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Third. Never had the Third been so popular,
i"md Willy Handforth was the hero of the
wour.

“I hope you don’t get into trouble for
this, old son, > called Handforth major from
the roof. These seniors are bound to be
down on you—-"

“1 don’t worry! mterrupted Willy coolly.
“They can't hurt me.

“We'll sce about that!” said a harsh,
voice.

Willy turned round, and found Simon Ken-
more by his side. The next moment Kenmore
grabbcd Willy by the shoulder and held him
in a vice-like grip.

NEXT WEDNESDAY! vanvananan

1

angry

CHAPTER 21.
Hauled Before the Head !
TMON KENMORE was

in his grimmest mood.

1le had expected
Willy to cringe, to
make an attempt to

wriggle away ; but the

leader of the fags did no such thmg He
looked up at Kenmore quite coolly, then
nodded.

“No need to grab like that,” he said.

“I'm not going to run. What's the matter?
What d’you want me for?”
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“You're coming with me,
d(\mon 1” snarled Kenmore.

“Just as you hke » said Willy.
going for a walk?

“Yes, we ara!” roared Kenmore.
Head’s study |”

“That’ll be very pleasant,” said Willy
calmly. “But what are we going to the
Head’s study for? I don’t think he wants to
seo me, Kenmore. I'm jolly certain that he
doesn’t want to see you. Nobody in his right
senses would want to see you

“You cheeky young fagl’ yelled Ken-
more.

“You shouldn't roar like that,” said Willy.
“Your face is ugly enough at the best of

you young
“Are we

“To the

% d

STILL ANOTHER §
MAGNIFICENT FREE GIFT! :
A Coloured Metal Model of

“BABS”

“ Bahs,”” o0i course, was the ill-fated
racing car which was wrecked during
a record-breaking run on Pendine Sands.

Everybody should have a souvenir of
this gallant British car, and you can
obtain yours—a correctly-coloured metal
model of the actual car—by getting next
week’s issue of NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
Ask your newsagent to reserve you a
cOpy NOW.

** MARTIAL LAW AT ST. FRANK’S!”

The next story in this novel and
dramatic ‘‘ barring-out ** series.

‘“SONS OF SPEED !

A further instalment of Alfred Edgar’s
thrilling motor racing yarn.

ORUVER IN ADVANCE!

times, Konmore—and it looks positively re-
voltmg when you're in a rage. Now, don’t
hit me—prefects aren’t allowed to swipe the
heads of fags. You krow that as well as I
do.”

Kenmore gnashed his teeth. He was the
Head Prefect of the East House, and he had
taken no part in the recent battle But now
that it was all over, he bad come forward and
had seized Willy Han-']forth-\Villy being the
ringleader of the rebel reinforcements. But
Willy had all his wits about him. He made
no attempt to escape -he made no effort to
strike Kenmore. For Kenmore was a prefect,
and at the first false move on Willy’s part_he
would lay himself open to punishment. But
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while he obeyed Kenmore’s orders he knew
that he would be safe.

“Hit” yelled Hanutonth excitedly.
leave my minor alone!”

“Rescue, tha 1hird!” shouted another Re:
move fellow. * Why don’t you go for him and
make him release Willy?”

But Willy Handforth twirled round towards
his fellow fags.

“You stay where you are, my sons!” he
said quietly, *1f you bowl Kenmore over,
youwll be caned for attacking a prefect. It
was different with those other seniors, don’t
forget. You mustn’t touch Kenmore—and
there's no need to, anyhow. He's going to
take me for a nice walk to the Head’s study.”

“Tuat’s abonu enough !” snam,ed Kenmore
savagely, ‘Come along!”

Willy’s coolness exasperated him to a point
of mania. This was not the first time that
Kenmore had been beside himself with rage
because of Willy's -supreme ‘**nerve.”  But
now Kenmore felt that he had the upper
hand.

He had decided to take a certain action, and
he was not going to Le shifted from it. For
one moment he bad fcared that the fags
would swarm over him and bawl him over.
But Willy’s order had had effect. The Third
hung back, watching.

and he vanished

Willy was marched off,

from sight. He seemed to be in no way per-
turbed.” In fact, even when he was thrust into
the neadmaster’s study he remained perfectly
cool. Dr. Stafford had heard the news that
the rebels had been driven out: he had heard,
too, that they bad been saved, at the last
moment, by the Trird -and the Head was
dnsmpomted and angry.

‘T’ve brought this young rascal—" began
Kenmore angrily, but the Head silenced him
w1th a gesture

“You

“Calm yourself, Kenmore,” he said
quietly. ““There is no need for you to shout
at me. And sou needn’t hold that boy so

hght]y, either.”
If 1 let him go he’ll belt,”
Kenmore harshly.
“No, I \mnt” said Willy.
vour presence, sir

sir, said
“1 wouldn’t
without permis-

**Release him, Kenmore.” said the Head.

And Willy was released. He tried to
arrange his disordered clothing, then stood
to attention. There was something so calm
and serene about him thav even Dr. Stafford
felt uncomfortable. This wss by no means
his first encounter with Willy Handforth—
and alwa there was something about
Willv’s personality which seemed te weaken
him

“Now, Kenmore,” said the Head,
have you brought this boy to me?
misdemeanour has he committed 2

“Tll tell you, sir,” said Kenmore fiercely.
“Those rebels were all out of their ridiculons
stronghold—every man-jack of them. The
Fifth and the Sixth did the trick. And then
thm roung hound—"

on must not cull him that, Ken-

more!” interrupted Dr. Stafford skarply.

“Handforth minor and all the other fags

“why
What



32

‘'suddenly swept down on the seniors and
attacked = them!””  said Kenmore hotly.
“Fags, sir! X mean, it’s—it’s outrageous!
These rebels were absolutely defeated, and
they were being led away when Handforth
minor led his young ruffians to the attack.”

“You must not call them young ruffians,
Kenmore!” said the Head angrily. “I will
not have you using these terms.” He turned
to Willy. *“Handforth minor, is this true?”
he added.

“Quite true, sir,” said Willy steadily.

“Good gracious! You admit it, then?”

“Why shouldn’t I admit it, sir?” asked
Willy coolly. “I saw that the Remove
fellows were in trouble, so I led the entire
Third to the attack. Wo beat the Fifth and
Sixth, sir, and routed them.”

“Upon my word!” said the Head, swal-
lowing something. “You—you routed them,
Handforth minor ?”

“Yes, sir—whacked them hollow!”.

“Dear me! I—I—~— You do not hesitate
to tell me, Handforth minor, that you wil-
fully attacked these senior boys?” asked the.
Hoad, becoming stern. “Do you rcalise
that you have' committed a very grave
offence 77

Willy elevated his eyebrows,

“A grave offence, sir?” ke repeated, in
surprise.

““Yes, Handforth minor.”

“1 hate to contradict you, sir, but I think
you're wrong,” said Willy. “There weren’t
any prefects in that senior force, and it’s
only an offence if we attack a prefect.
Besides, these seniors weren’t authorised to
attack the Remove, were they?’”’

The Head looked at Willy very steadily.

“As a matter of fact, no,” he admitted

reluctantly. “I cannot truthfull_v say that
these seniors were authorised by me, or by
any other aster, to—to attack theH
Remove.”

“Just what 1 thought, sir,” said Willy,
nodding. “They acted entirely on their
own initiative. So I don’t see how we could
have committed any grave offence. It was
a purely personal affair. We thought the
Remove wanted some help, so we gave it
w0 them. No harm in that, was there, sir?”

And there was such calmness in Willy's
tone that Dr. Stafford had absolutcly no
answer,

CHAPTER 22.
Willy Wins!

ILLY turned casually
towards the door.
“So 1 can go,
sir?” he asked,
afier a chort pause.
& “Sorry if I have
upsct you at all, sir, but these quarrels will|

happen, you know.”
“One moment, Handforth minor—one
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moment !” said the Head sternly. “I have
not given permission for you to go!”

“Sorry, sir!” said Willy. “Tll stay as
long as you like, of course. Always ready
to oblige.” :

“You are a most extraordinary boy,
Handforth minor!” exclaimed the cad,
gripping himself.

#So I've heard before, sir, but it’s all
wrong,” vodded Willy. “There’s nothin

extraordinary ebout me at all. I'm blesse

if T can understand why people say it! I'm
no different to any of the other chaps—"
“You—you impudent young rotter!”

snapped Kenmore, unable to keep silent any

longer. Good heavens, you're not going to
let him escape, sir? Aren’t you going to
cane him ?

Aren’t you going to flog him?
He deserves the sack——"’

“That will do, Kenmore!”
the Head coldly.
Handforth minor.
from you!”

Kenmore gritted his teeth in silence.

“I'm afraid I've upset you, sir, by help-
ing the rebels,” remarked Willy, “but you
can’t punish the Third for it.”

“Indeed!” said the Head angrily.

“Well, 1 mean, sir, we didn’t break an
school regulations by having a scrap wit
the seniors,” replied Willy.  “They didn’s
act under your orders, and so I was justified
in leading my ¥orm to the attack.”

“And  were you justified, Handforth
minor, in breaking bounds”

_“Ah!” said Willy, nodding. “T'll admit,
sir, that you can punish me for that. And
you can punish the whole Third, too. Sorry,
sir, but we had to break bounds in order to
attack tho seniors,  Still, breaking bouands
isn’t a particularly serious offence, is it?”

“I shall see that you are heavily punished
for the offence—"

“1 suppose we shall have the same
punishment as the Fifth and Sixth, sir?”
asked Willy.

“What do you mean, ycung man?”

“Well, the Fifth and Sixth broke bounds,
too, didn’t they?” asked Willy coolly.

“Upon my soul!”

“You can’t deny it, sir!” went on’ Willy.
“The vicinity of the school stores was
placed out of bounds for tha whole school;
I’ve seen the notices! Well, the Fifth and
Sixthee"

“Ahem!” coughed the Head. “You are
quite right, Handforth minor-—yes, you are
quite right. If the Third Form is punished
for breaking bounds, the Fifth and Sixth
must also be punished.”

“Then we can’t grumble, sir,” said Willy.
“But it wouldn’t be fair to punish the Third
for going to the help of the rebels. After
all, we're all entitled to our own opinions,
aren’t we, sir! The Third isdt rcbelling
—not yet.”

“What do you mean—not yet?” asked Dr.
Stafford sharply.

interrupted
“I know what to do with
¥ need no instructions
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“0Oh, nothing, sir!” replied Willy. *“But
you know what these fags are. Very ex-
citable, and all that. If they're punished
too heavily they might—— Oh. well, I won’t
exactly say anything. but you never know!
You've got to be jolly careful, sir,” he

added confidentially “*There’s a rumm
feeling about the schoor just now. Wit
the Remove in rebellion, and the Fourth

nearly on the verge of it it’s quite likely
that the Third might cateh a bit of the
fever. It's always best to go easy. sir.”

“Good gracious!” ejaculated the Head,
startled.

He did not fail to appreciate the inner
meaning of Willy Handforth’s words Never
for a moment could it be said that Willy
was using a threat. But yet he had clearly
given the Head to understand that if any
punishment were forthcoming the Third
could not be relied upon to keep cut of this
rebellion! .

Head realised
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them. But you knew well enough that the
school stores was placed out of bounds.”

“Yes, sir,” nodded Willy. «*‘I knew that—
but the circumstances were exceptional.”

“Very well—you may go,” said the Head.
“I will consider the whole matter, and I will
decide what ounishment shall be inflicted
later.”

*“Thank- you sir,” said Willy, moving te-
wards the door.” “I hope youwll remember
th=t the position is pretty wonky.”?

“ What did you say. Handforth minor

**Well, dekcate, sir.”” smended Willy.
“You never know with these fags If I were
you. sir, I'd go casy »

“That i3 enough, Handforth minor!” in-
terrunted ‘the Head. “You can go.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Willy, with a wink at the enraged Ken-

more, took his departure from the lead-
master’s presence. As he went out he grinned
cheerfully to Himself.
He had scored a vic-

it was a delieate

situation.

““Now that F am here,
sir, I’'d like to say a
few words about my

BON'T

tory—and he knew it}

FORGET

CHAPTER I3,

major,”” went on the .

fag leader. “Y}(lm know, NEXT WEEK'S The Flyin; Squad
sir, you’re all wrong i

gbout Tef," Ho di({n,t CPLENDID ISSUE Burfp gvmy JHand.
o anything o Mr. X orth made no
Pycralft‘ It was ag a will contair song abour his
mistake—a  misunder- vietory. .
standing. The evidence A TBPFI'NG MﬁDEL It wasn’t like alic to
looked = pretty  black crow. He knew, in
against Ted, but—"" o his nearr, that Dr.

“Y do not need any
statement from you,
Handforth minor,” in-

“BABS”

Stafford would not dare
to punish the Third for
what had happened that

terrupted the Head afternoon. For tha
coldly. “Whether your T"HE MONSTER RACER ! Head knew perfectiy
brother was guilty of well that if he “‘came
that original offence or down ” on the fags, the

not, nothing can alter
the fact that he rebelled .
against my anthority. He defied me to my
face—he barred himself in his own study—
and the entire Remove Form has now sup-
ported him. The whole affair 1s disgraceful
from start to finish.””

“But Ted was only standing up for his
rights, sir,’* Willy pointed out.
only jibbing because he was about to be
unjustly treated. That’'s all sit. We be-
lieve in justice in the Lower School, you
know, and we’re liable to et  excited if
there’. anv harsh treatment. Ted was going
f+« '~ flogged for something that he didn’t
do. So how can he hr blamed for rebelling *
I know it’s not. my place to say anything,
but a full inquiry might be very useful, sir.”

The Fland fals wihar hot.

* Handforth minor, T have <come tc the
conclusion that your action this afternoon is
not punishable under the ordinary rules,”
he said curtly ““Since these senior boys
acted entirely upon their own initiative, I
find i+ impossible to punish vou for attacking

“He was.

fags would promptly so0
over to the rebel force,
and that wouldn’t improve the situatios in
the slightest degree!

f course, it would nave peen a:itogetner
diffe. =t if the seniors had been ordered to
the attack. But they had acted on their own,
and that put Willy and kis fags in 2 safe
place;

Cooi zad grinmmg., Willy returnea to the
fortress, and found many of the fags still
there. They were out of bounds of course,
and Willy had come with a definitc object.

“Now then, my lads,’’ he said, as the
fags crowded round him, “you mustn’t stav
here !®

“What’s happened 7’ asked Chubby Ieath
quickly. “What did the Head do to you?”

“You don’t look very sore!” said Juiey
Lemon. .

“You're out of bounds here—and so am 11~
said Willy, “We've got to get back into the
Triangle. Mustn’t defy orders, you know.”

The other faee looked at him in astonish-

ment.
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"l: Bﬂt hasn’t the Head swished you ?” yelled
wnubby.

““Of course not.” said Willy. “Why should
he swish me 7’

* But Kenmore——"

“Bother Kenmore!” said Willy. “Ken-
more didn’t know what he was doing. You
needn’t worry, my sons—we shan’t come to
any trouble. The Head won't dare to%punish

)

“Won’t dare ?” repcated several fags.

“Of course not,” said Wiily. “He knows
jolly well that we're liable to go over to the
rebels—and that wouldn’t improve the situa-
tion, would it? We're safe enough. Trust
me!”

** My goodness!” said Juicy Lemon, staring.
“You’re a cool card, Willy!”

“No reason why I shouldn’t be cool,’’ re-
plied Willy. “There’s nothing to get ex-
cited about.” He turned. and waved towards
the Remove fellows who were on the roof
of the stores. ““Al' right, you chaps! Got
everything fixed now "

“Yeos, rather!” shouted his major. “DIll
bet they won't push the doors down again!
We've piled dozens of sacks of flour and split
peas, and other’ things against the doors.
There’s a barrier now that a steam-roller
couldn’t push down!”

“Yes, I think we're safe against another
attack of that last sort,” said Nipper.
“There's nothing like experience as a teacher.
Thanks to you, Willy, we're in full possession

again.”

“That’s ail right, then,” said Willy,
nodding, “We're going off now—we're break-
ing bounds, you know. I've just come to
collect my men. and to scoot. Good luck to
the rebetlion!”

“Hurrah 1’*

“Thanks to you, old son!” sang out Reggie
Pitt. “We shan’t forget the Third!”

“That’s good!” nodded Willy., “I'm
afraid. yon fellows don’t appreciate the Third
enough in normal times  You don’t realise
what the Third is really made of! And don’t
forget that we're on hand all the time, in
case vou get into trouble again.”

*“Ha, ha!”

“Nerve!”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “My minor has
every reason to be nervy, if it comes to that!
If it wasn’t for him we shouldn’t be here
now !¥

“Hear, heaf !’

“CGood old Willy—always on the spot!”

“From now onwards you can regard the
Third as a Flying 8quad,” went on Willy

a,

coolly.  “That’s what we are—a Flying
Squad.”

““What the dickens do you meanf”
demanded his major.

“Well, if you're attacked again, and you

want some help, just give a loud whistle,”
said Willy. “Has auvbody up there got a
referee’s whistle 77
“Yes, I have,” said Nipper with a grin.
“That’s all right, then.” said Willy. *“If
vou find vonrseives in reed of help, just blow

LEE LIBRARY

that whistle loudly enough, and the Flying
Squad will come to the rescue!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!’

“It’s a great idca!” said Nipper enthusi-
astically, “So don’t you laugh at it, you
chaps. Willy and bis. men can be a lot more
use to us outside than they could if they
joined the rebellion. Good luck to the
Third

“‘Begad. rather!” -
_ Willy Handforth and his men walked
away, feeling that they had done well. And
Willy meant what he had said, too. He was
ready on the instant to help the rebels again
if necessary, for he had no fear of the l{caé
punishing him. And thus he was perfectly
serene when he walked full tilt into Fenton
and Morrow, of the Sixth.

“We were just coming after you kids!”
said Fenton angrily. “ You've been breaking
bounds, and—"

“We know that,” interrupted Willy. “I
just went along to collect the chaps and to
bring them away. Now, Fenton, you
needn’t say that we’re liable to be punished,
because that’s stale. And if you report us
to the Head, we shan’t mind a jot. The Head
won’t do anything.”

“Oh, won’t he?” said Fenton. ‘“You're a
bit too clever, young Handforth! It was like
your impudence to lead that attack on the
seniors. Haven't you any respect for your
elders 7”7 -

“It all depends who they are,”” replied
Willy. “For example, I'va plenty of respect
for you, Fenton—you’re the captain of the
school, and one of the best. But if you
expoet me to have any respect for rotters like
Grayson and Shaw and Kenmore—well, I'm
sorry 1 can’t oblige.”

And Willy then walked on with a caim nod.
The other fags were feeling slightly nervous.
They weren’t so confident as their leader.
They had half an idea that some drastic
punishment would fall vpon them.

“By Jove, the kid was pretty near the
truth!”’ said Morrow, after Willy and the
other boys were out of earshot. “I don’t
blame him for having those sentiments, Fen-
ton. That youngster’s got plenty of sense!”

Edgar Fenton frowned.

“He may have plenty of sense—but he’s
got plenty of cheek, too,”” he said. “Too
much check—and too much nerve! He's

going to cause more trouble in this rebellion
before he’s done.”

“I shouldn’t be at all
Morrow.

surprised,”’ said

CHAPTER 24.
The Victorious Remove !

ACK:-in Dr. Stafford’s
study, Simon Ken-
more was inwardly
fuming.

He had been
startled at the way in

which Willy Handforth had serenely gone



. look ungrateful, indeed!
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oli, without receiving an atom of punishment.
Kenmore did not see that the Head’s hands
were tied. He did not appreciate the fact
that it was impossible to punish the fags with
any justice. It was not an offence for a
Third Form boy to fight a Sixth Form boy—
any more than it was an offence for a Sixth-
Former to fight a fag. If the Head punished
the one, he would have to punish the other.
That was inevitable. But Kenmare couldn’t
see it in this way.

“I hope you’re gomg to be very severe
with those fags, sir,’”’ said Kenmore, glaring
across at the Hoad. “Particularly with
Handforth minor. Ile’s the most impudent
young ruffian in the Lower School. There’s
no end to his cheek. In this particular case
he; broken bounds, and attacked the Sixth.
and——

“That will do, Kenmore,” interrupted the
Head. “I know all the facts, thank you.
These Third Form boys have not attacked
any prefects, and they have not broken any
school rules. They have certainly ignored
the new order regarding bounds, but the
Fifth Form and the Sixth Form are equally
guilty in that respect.’

“But the Fifth and the Sixth broke bounds
in order ta drive the rebels out, sir!’’ ejacu-
lated Kenmore, in amazement.

“I know that—but one offence is precisel
the same as the other,” replied the heﬂdY
master, “It will be better, Kenmore, if you
leave my presence. I amn sorry to see that
you have a vindictive spirit, I can well
understand your feelings, of course, but there
‘s no need for you to be so vindictive.”’

“And you're not going to punish that
goung puppy, sir?”’ gasped Kenmore, “ Why,

e deserves to be expelled!”

“I have already told you, Kenmore, that
I do not need your advice!” snapped Dr.
Stafford. “You are a prefect, and I wish
ou to make it known at once, in the Fifth

‘orm, and in the Sixth Form, that [ shall
not countenance any further attack on these
rebels. Events have proved that such activity
only tends to make the position worse. I
appreciate what these senior boys have done,
but it was a mistake.”

“You mean that you want these rebels to
remain in full power, sir?”’

“1 can detect a certain sneer in your tone,
Kenmore,” said the Head sharply. “I shall
seriously consider whether you are to retain
your prefectship.”

“I—I’m sorry, sir!’’ ejaculated Kenmore, in
alarm. “I—I didn’t mean—"’

“You may go, Kenmore!” interrupted the

Head. “I do not wish to continue this dis-
sussion.”
Simon Kenmore went, raging inwardiy.

[t was only too clear to him that the Third-
Formers were to escape scot-free.  But yet
the Head could do nothing else How could
he punish the Fifth and the Sixth for at-
tempting to quell the rebels? That would
And yet the seniors
had broken bounds just as much as the fags.
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So the Head's only course was to wink at
the entire affair.

Thus the position remained unaltered,

Never for an instant did Dr. Stafiord con-
sider the possibility of giving in. He was
not going to be defeated by his own junior
schoolboys.

As for sending for Marriott and Merrell,
he would have none of it. These rebels had
given him an ultimatum to the ~ffect that
they would only return to their duties if
Merrell and Marriott were sent for, and
questioned. But the Head was not going to
stand any dictation from the Remove. Ie
was obstinate—he was stubborn. The Re-
move had challenged him, and be was going
to continue this fight, to teach these inso-
lent juniors that shey could only dely him
at their peril,

Once or twice a tiny doubt crept into the
Head’s mind. Had Handforth been justified
in rebelling? Was he really innocent of that
assault upon Mr. Pycraft? If so, the Head
would not have a leg to stand on--since he
.would be compelled to admit that he had
been about to commit an injustice. But
no, he would not consider this point at all.
The evidence agaiust Handforth had been
conclusive. The boy was guilty, therefore
he descrved to be expelled. And he would
be expelled as soon as these rebels were sub-
dued. 3

But when wouid they pe subdued? That
was a question which Dr. Malcolm Stafford
could not answer. And while he paced his
study, frowning worriedly, utterly unable to
cope with the situation at the moment. the
rebels were celebrating in the school stores.

It was tea-time, and Fatty Little had ex-
celled himself With the aid of many willing
helpers, he had prepared a sumptuous tea.

“Well. we’ve won the first battle, and
we’re going to win the entire campaign,”

said  Handforth  enthusiastically. ~ “The
seniors have failed to get us out—"
“Well thev got us out, but the fags

helped us in again!” said Nipper, smiling.

“Tt's the same thing,” frowned Handfmtl

= I‘he juniors have beaten the seniore *
‘Hurrah ™

The feast went on amid much enthusiasm.

VMeanwhile. the rest of the school were agog
with excitement and wonder. Nobody knew
what was going to happen next.

There were the rebels. barricaded in the
school stores. holding one of the most spec-
tacular barrings-out that St. Frank's had
ever known So far they were in complete
mastery. and thev were letting evervbody
know ! And with the Christmas holidays
looming near. nobodv could hazard a guess as
to how things would develop.

But the Fifth and Sixth were not done with
vet—as events in the near future were to
prove! IHE END

(Look out for next week’s grand yurn
entitled “ Martial Law a2t St. Frank's,” and
also for the superb metal model of “ Bals,”
which will be given away free with every
issue. ORDER YOUR COPY XOW!)
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4ALL ABOUT

Capt. MALCOLM CAMPBELL'S

“BLUL BIRD”

the subject of this week’'s urnique Iree Gift.

—Out For the World’s Record.

The world’s land speed record will be
seriously challenged before very long, when
Captain Malcolm Campbell’s three-ton racing
car, the Blue Bird, gets going on Daytona
Beach, U.S.A,

The present holder of the world’s record—
Major Segrave, a model of whose giant
Sunbecam car was given away with last
week’s NeLsoN Ler LiBrarY—whizzed over
that same stretch of sand at the terrifying
speed of 207 miles per hour. That speed
was maintained only for a short distance,
however, the oflicial record for the Sun-
beam’s complete “run” being just over 203
miles per hour.

That is the figure which the Blue Bird,
with Malcolm Campbell at the wheel, has
been designed to beat. Captain Campbeli
has already - done wonders with his mighty
machine, two of its achievements being the
Lreaking of the world’s flying mile #nd
kilometre records, on the sands at Pendine,
in Wales, last February.

Nearly Three Miles a Minutel

Then the Blue Bird was out to reach the
speed of three miles a minute. It all but
managed it, just falling short of the 180
miles per hour by three-fifths of a second!

aluable lessons have been learned from
the performances of the late Parry Thomas’
“Babs ” (a model of which will be given
away with next week’s NELsoN LEE) and the
great Sunbeam. And with these in Major
Campbell’s mind, it may be that the Blue
Bird will put_ up a very wonderful show
against that 203 miles per hour record.

This car, which is to fight the next great
duel with Father Time—otherwise the clock
~—is fitted with a 450 horse power twelve
cylinder Napicr-Lion aero engine, similar to
the one which helped the finy Supermarine
Napier seaplane, piloted by Flight-Lieut.
Webster, to capture the most coveted air
prize in tho world—the Schneider Trophy—
at 281 miles per hour in Septcmber last.

Though rated at 450 horse power, the Biue

Bird’s engine may yet, under favourable con- |

ditions, be able to “develop another fifty,
making a total of 500 horse power.

British Throughout!
Whether the Blue Bird succeeds or fails in

its great objective, the attempt will be yet
another tribute to Britain’s sterling worth in
men and materials. Captain Malcolin Camp-
bell is British, of course. And so is the
Blue Bird, right through—from the Vickers
steel of which it is iargely built, to iis
British Thomson-Houston magnetos, its
Claudel Hobson ¢arburettors, and its Dunlop
racing tyres on Rudge-Whitworth wheels;
the body itself was made by Jarvis’ of
Wimbledon,

The Blue Bird has all this in its favour
—and it will have more when put to the
tremendous test on Daytona Beach. That
long run-way of smooth and level sand is
almost ideal in every way, while the Pending
Sands “track,” on which the Blue Bird’s
best-yet run has been made, is not.

Pendine Sands’ Difficulties!

At Pendine there is the big double handi-
cap of a limited length for getting up speed,
with only a very narrow margin at the end
of the run in which to slow down. These
obstacles do not exist at Daytona Beach.
When Maicolm Campbell was breaking
records at Pendine, the course had first to be
partly drained by means of sand ploughing.
And  spectators who arrived there in cars
realised something of the difficultics to be
faced there by racing cars when their own
machines started to settle down and sink
in the sodden sand. XKeen wits soon found
a remedy for that unpleasantness, however.
Tho car-owners locked their front wheels
right over and let their machines slowly
circle round on their own, in bottom gear,
thus defeating the dumb challenge of the
sands to stand still and be swallowed!

The beach at Daytona provides the longest
straight course and the fastest natural track
in the world. 500 feet wide at low tide, as
level and smooth as a billiards-table top, the
fine sand is hard-packed enough for boys to
rollerskate on it—very different from ihe
Pendine Sands, from which the sharp shells
have to be picked up and carted away in
lorry loads to prevent the tyres of racing
cars being torn to shreds!

Whatever the Blue Bird does on those
better sands in the U.S.A., it will without
doubt translate into practical terms the
proud motto of British racing motorists and
car and engine designers and manufacturers
—“We'll show the world!” ’
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GRAND NEW SERIAL JUST STARTING! "= =:::suz,?:"y‘:.:"':,z;:‘:

Deadly rivalry exists between the Kent Car Co. and the Inee Eight Co., for both

firms are out to bag the world’s speed record.

But Ince Eight turn out some

pretty hot specimens in spies as well as racing ears, and it’s one of these amiable
gentlemen who plunges young Dick Barry into the adventure of his life!

2 >

DICK BARRY acts as racing mechanic to
his brother—

BIG BILL BARRY, who drives Kent racing
cars, and who is also to handle a tremen-
dously pow rful speed machine which is
being built to break all world’s records
by attaining 250 miles an hour. The
designer of this wonderful car is—

“ PROFESSOR ” KENT, owner of Kent Cars.
The first test of the giant engine is
spied upon by a speedman named—

MARK LYNCH, the crafty driver of Ince
Eight racing cars. His firm is also build-
ing a monster machine to attack world’s
records; Kent Cars and the Tnce Eights
have always been in dead rivalry.
Something goes wrong with the professor’s
engine during the test, and Dick returns
with Bill to Brooklands, where a team of
Kent racers are being made ready for

(Now

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

the Italian Grand Prix. When Bill takes
his racing car out for a trial run in the
morning, Mark Lynch goes on to the track
with an Ince Eight. Ilis appearance is in
the nature of a challenge to Bill, and the
big fellow sends his car all out around
the speedway in an effort to pass Lyngh.
Just as they are coming off a banking,
it looks to Dick as though Lynch pulls
his car high, forcing Bill’s machine into
a parapet at the top of the bank.
Instantly, Bill's car gets out of control,
it skids madly on the track in slithering
circles, dives down the bank, and plunges
into the bushes. Dick sees his brother's
machine bucking and leaping wildly; there
comes the awful sercech of riven metal,
and then everything is hidden by a spray-
ing welter of smoke and dust and new-
torn earth,

read on).

After the Smash!
T} E’S killed himself—he’s crashed!”

The hoarse, gasping voice of the
mechanic rang in Dick’s ears as he
raced along the inside edge of the

track. Behind, he could hear Lynch’s machine
storming onwards. The crackle of its exhaust
sounded jeeringly, as though the rival driver and
his car were laughing at the disaster they had
brought on big Bill Barry

Smoke and dust, tufts of torn grass and clods
of earth were still flying on the air, and right
in the thick of them Dick glimpsed a wheel. Tt
whirled momentarily in the dust-cloud, with
shreds of rubber and canvas flapping madly, then
it smashed down out of sight.

Dick ran on, unconscious of effort as he strove
to plerce the murk and see what had happened
to his brother. On the concrete of the track he
made out two broad, white scratches, where a
tyre had been torn from one wheel ere the

© racing machine left the speedway.

Then he saw bushes with broken, splintered
stumps jutting upwards from the earth, branches
shredded of their leaves, and then a great
swathe of- ploughed-up earth, which marked the
course the car had taken.

He jumped into the path the machine had
made, half falling over the mangled shape of a
twisted tyre. Behind him, the Kent mechanlcs
were racing up More men were running from
the paddock, tearing across the grass towards
the smother of smoke that hid the wrecked
maching,

Dick saw that two of these men carried a
stretcher between them. At sight of it, and at
thought of its meaning, his heart almost stood
still, Next moment he was diving into the
reeking smoke, and then he saw the car.

The front axle bhad been torn clean away.
Both rear wheels were just crumpled things, all
spiny with broken spokes. The radiator was
dug intQ tke ground, cluttered up with earth and
twigs, but the machine hadn’t turned over,
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1t iay there, right way up,
brother still in the driving-seat. lle was sitting
with both bhands on the stcering-wheel and
staring straight in front of him, like a man
whose brain is complctely dazed.

Dick stumbled towards him.

“Bill!  Billy, are you all right?”

His brother did not move. There was a thin
trickle of blood down his bronzed left cheek,
and out from the foot-grid blued smoke surged
into the cockpit, making him look weird and
whostly. Dick reached to try and get him out of
the car, and then it secmed that a score of men
appeared from- nowhere.

Half a dozen pairs of hands gently lifted Bill
from the shattered machine, and carried Lim to
a clear patch of grass. They took off his goggles
and helmnet, and loosened the meck of his over-
alls, It was then that Dick saw that his
brother’s eyes were wide open all the time. He
dropped on his knces beside hiwm.

“Are you hurt, Bill? Bill! Are you—7"

“’M all right!” grunted the big speedman,
and he tried . to sit up. Men thrust him down
again, and someone drcw Dick out of the way
while they tended his brother.

For a minute or two he hovered about the
edge of the little crowd. IIe saw that a man
was putting out a fire which had started on the
wrecked car, and there was another man busy
taking photographs, Then be heard a Kent
mechanic saying in relief:

“He's all right, Dick! It's shaken him, but
the old ’bus didn't turn over. He's all right,
boy; vou needn’t worry!”

As though to support his words, Dick saw his
brother on his feet and waving aside men who
would have helped him to stand.

“I'm all right, I tell you! Bit shaky, that’s
all. Let me alone for a bit, and I'll be——
Where's Dick?”

“Hlere I am, Bill!” Dick pushed forward., He
saw that his brother was now very white under
his tan, his lips were twitching and his hands
were shaking.

Big Bill had crashed at very little short of
a hundred and forty miles an hour. If the car
had turned over, nothing could have saved him
from death, As it chanced, the machine had
remained upright and he had escaped uninjured.
That i, uninjured so far as his body was
concerned.

But every accident means a terrific shock to
the nerves, and Bill was suffering from shock
How, There was the chance that the crash
would break his nerve for good—just as it might
have broken a limb,

There was one remedy, and one remecdy only,
for this. It was te get in another car, and
drive until his nerves had settled again, and
prevent the strain of the crash getting a grip
on him. This was why he gasped:

and with Dick's

“Dick, get another car out—the reserve
machine! Bring it round here, quick!”
Dick stared at him in amarzement.

“You're not going to drive now, are you?”’ he
exclzaimed. “Not right after—"

“Get the reserve ear!” Ilis brother dropped a
shaking hand on his shoulder and half pushed
him in the direction of the paddock. “Don’t
trgue—do ibE?

“He's right. Come on, Dick; I'll give you a
hand!” One of the Kent mechanics caught the
boy’s arm, and they raced away together, with
the .mechanic panting: “Bill can’t afford to risk
tosin’ his nerve. The best thing he can do s
to take another machine round now—so long
as he don't ccilapse in it, or something. By
¢osh, but he’s born lucky to have got out o’
that lot!”

Inside two minutes they had one of the three
cars of the Xent racing team started up, and
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Dick himself drove it round the track until he
came level with the scene of the smash. Bill
was waiting there, his face still pallid and his
hands still shaking,

Without a word, he climbed into the narrow
cockpit as Dick vacated the driving seat. The
boy stood locking at his brother, and it secined
to him that Bill was keeping himself on his feet
only by a tremendous effort. Suppose that he
did faint or something while he was driving the
car; he'd crash again, for certain—unless some-
one were with him to snatch at the wheel and
keep the machine straight.

With the thought in his mind, Dick slid into
the mechanic’s seat.

“I'm coming, too!”
roar of the engine.

Big Bill did»’t seem to notice him. Ile crashed
into bottom gear, and the car jumped away.
Then they were rocking down the railway
straight, with Kill changing up ciumsily and the
car weaving and swaying all over the track under
his shaking hands.

Dick clung to the handholds under his seat,
expecting every moment to see the machine rum
ciean off the speedway!

he exclaimed, above the

~ The ‘' Blue Bird ""!
1G BILL'S idea of getting his nerve back
seemed to be to slam the throttle wide,
and keep it wide. That was all right,
but the trouble was that he was all but
incapable of holding the car.

They came off a bump at the end of the
Byficet banking in a terrific skid that slewed the
car sideways for yards along the track. The
tail of the machine secmed just to iniss the
corrugated iron fencing that stood there; then,
somehow, Bill straightened the car and scnt it
hurtling on.

He sat bolt upright behind the wheel, his
hands knuckle-white and his eyes wide and
staring. His teeth were gritted, and every time
that the leaping car flung him against his
brother, Dick could feel that Bill's muscles were
as taut as strained rope.

For five mad, wild laps of the Brooklands
circuit Dick felt as though they were rushing to
smoking disaster. He was crashed and battered
in the narrow seat, deafened by the roar of the
engine and the sobbing whine of its super-
charger. His heart was in his mouth a score of
times as the machine skidded, or rode perilously
high to the lip of the banking ere Biil could
haul her down.

But after those five flerce japs, some of the
colour came back to the big speedman’s checks,
and he sat more easily behind the big steering-
wlieel. He got more control over the machine,
although his speed did not lessen.

For over half an hour they circled the famous
speedway, and then Biil ran the car down the
finishing straight, turning at the end into the

paddock. XKent mechanics came swarming round
as it stopped.
Dick climbed stiffly out, and . his brother

grinned at him as he cased himself out of the
cockpit, All the normal colour was back in his
cheeks, and his hands were quite steady now.

“Well, that’s that!” he grunted. “You’re a
good kid, Dick—bet d must have scared you a
bit at first. Scared myself, anyway! I feel all
right now, boys.” And he grinned round at the
mechaznics in his old checery way. “What about
the other car? Pretty badly knocked about,
isn't shet”

¢ Frame's bent ard al: the steering’s smashed,”
a man told him. “We found the front axle
about twenty yards away. She's a scrap, except
for the engine!”
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My fzult,” Bill growled. “I oughtn’t to have
gone” after Lynch like that, and—"

“You ought to go after him now, anyway!”
Dick said fiercely. “He pushed you up the bank-
ing, right into that parapet! Did it deliberately,

i
BDick stood looking at the big speedman, and
he saw his brother smile slowly.

“Noy, don’t try and blame it on to Lynch;
it wasn’t his fault,” he growled. “lt was just
my bad judgment!”

Nobody said anything. That was Big Bill
Barry all over. He wouldn't believe anything
rotten of anybody, if he could help it. Although

e knew that Mark Lynch hated him, he wouldn’t
admit that the rival speedman had deliberately
tried to crash him.

He turned away, just as a wide-shouldered man
with a sun-tanned face and clear-looking eyes
came up to him and offered his hand, congratu-
lating him on his escape. Beyond this man,
Dick saw a littic crowd grouped about a long,
low-built racing machine, which was painted a
magnificent blue from radiator to tail. .

Sight of the car made him forget, for the
moment, all that had happened. - He caught the
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scared of Lynch, and he meant to let him see

“You were trying to pick up some hints last
night, anyway!” Dick ripped the words at him.
“I saw you, spying round our works!”

Lynch frowned a little, but his jeering smile
did not fade.

“Did you?” he asked coolly. “The professor's
patent engine blew up, didn't it? That old fool
couidn’t build up a box of bricks, let alone a
car that’ll go!”

“Couldn’'t he? Wheh that car’s ready, it'll be
good enough to beat you for the big record,
anyway!’ Di2t answe-d back quickly. His fists
were bunched, and his eyes glittered as he spoke,
Then he went on: “Take a tip from me, and
clear nut of here before some of our mechanics
get at you. We all saw you try to send Bill
over the banking and—"

The smile vanished from Lynch’s face, as
though it had been wiped away. He bent, and
when he spoke his voice was almost a hiss.

“You're asking for trouble, my lad! D’you
know what you're trying to accuse me of?”

arm of a man near him. ] “Yes,.’I do—my]‘d you
“What car’s that?” he know it’s  true! Dick
gasped. “Isn’t i J exclaimed. “For two pins,
“That’'s the Blue Bird,” Ik;dT;r LI;: grofﬁ gﬂ’ ;x;
the man answered. e sa ¢ ajse o
“Captain Malcolm Camp- COLLECT THEM ALL! of his bunched fists
bell’s record - breaker. " Dick’sr\lown hands tw{]ent
That's him talkin to 1 2 up. There was nothing
your brother now. H The Up 1o I}.Ow you have metal he wanted more than to
2ar's  down  here for models of the 1,000 h.p. Sun- lash out af the leering,

tuning up, or something.
It’s just come.”

“Gosh!™ Dick barely
breathed a word as he
stared from the famous
maehine to the great
speedman who owned it.
Fhe crowd around the
car was growing every
moment, and Dick crossed
over to it.

This machine had
travelled within a frac-

“ Blue Bird.”

lasting

beam and Malcolm Campbell’s

Gifts are thing$ to be well
proud of. Besides looking very
pleasing to the eve, they are
souvenirs
Eritish motoring achievements.
Do not spoil your set by missing
next weck’s model of ““ Babs,”
another of the

dark face of the man
who had tried to kill his
brother. He was on his
toes, when a big hand
iell on his shoulder and
yanked him back.

“Go easy, young ’‘um, 1
want you!” It was Big
Bill’'s calm voice growling
in his ear. An arm that
was Itke the trunk of an
oak tree for strength
dropped about his shoul-

These two Free

of great

tion of 180 miles an hour. ’ ders, whirling him round
Its body seciied to snug WORLD’S FASTEST away from Lynch. Then,
down between the big CARS! without a word or a
wheels; there was a glance towards his rival,

strcam-lined casing over

Bill was leading Dick

the front dumb-irons, and

a great, smooth Dbulge

where the exhaust pipes ran from the engine.
it looked strangely strong and fierce, and its
every line showed that it had been built for
terrific speed.

The tail was short and wedge-shaped, and on
the side of the scuttle a painted Union Jack
glowed against the smooth blue. This great car
had held the world’s record for the fastest speed
on land, until the 1,000-horse-power Sunbeam had
spatched it away—and Bill was now shaking
hands with the man who had driven the car!

Dick wondered if Bill would call him over and
introduce him; he would have been proud to
shake Captain Malcolm Campbell’s hand. He
half turned towards his brother, then he started
as he found himself staring full into the dark,
mocking eyes of Mark Lynch, who had come up
just bebind him!

. Bil’s Mad Scheme!
HE rival speedman’s thin lips were
twisted into a sneering grin, and his
stone-white teeth showed as he grated:
“Picking up hinis for record-hreaking?”’
_chk swung round to face him. He wasn't

away across the paddock
to the sheds where the
EKent 1acing cars were housed.

“Next time Lynch tties to get your rag out,
you walk off,” Bill .growled, before Dick could
say anything. “The first thing a speedman learns
is to keep his head an’ control himself. Got
that? Then he—" He broke off as Dick
started to protest, then cut in again: “All right;
1 don’t want to hear what Lynch said, or any-
thing about it! I've got a job for you to do,
and this is no time for you to go about ccllect-
ing yourself good hidings. Lynch is about ‘twice
gs |big as you are, and he’d have knocked you
lat!”

“P'r'aps he would, but I bet I'd have got in a
couple of smacks at him first!” Dick said.

Bill chuckled a little.

“Anyway, you steer clear of him. And, listen,
Dick, 1 know as well as anybody that he deliber-
ately crashed me this afternoon—only I'm not
going to admit it to anyone, except you, because
it would only make trouble, But we'll lick
Lynch and his Ince Eights in the long runm, and
we’ll do it fair and square. That clear?”

Dick nodded. Bill was a queer sort of chap
in his way. Dick felt that if anybody had
crashed him, he’d have wanted to go two-fisted
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for the fellow. But Bill was all for peace and
quiet, until he got in a machine on the track,
‘and then he'd ride until his car fell to bits
beneath him,

“Besides, if anybody’s going to fight Lynch,
nobody’s got a better right thanyl have,” Bill
went on in his growling way. “And when 1 do
set about him, I'll—I'l—"

He broke off, and Dick glanced at him. Rill's
jaw was_ set and his eyes were narrowed. His
big, oil-stained hands were bunched and half
lifted, so that the tool-scarred knuckles shoyed
white and tense.

They went on in silence to the shed. The
two other Kent cars were standing there, and
most, of the mechanics were. now out bringing in
the wreckage of the smashed machine.

Bill stood for a space, staring at the stream-
lined shapes of the two cars in the shed, then
he turned to Dick.

“Forget about fighting Lynch for a bit,” he
said, “and listen to this. You know that car
was the machine I was going to drive at Monza.
Well, Lynch was driving the reserve machine of
the Ince team—that’s the car they haven't
specially tuned or given much attention to.

“Now, when I started racing out there against
Lynch, I was matching the best machine in our
tecam against the worst of their cars. See what
that means? X ought to have wiped the track
with him—but I didn’'t! 1t was as much as I
could do to hold him, let alone pass him.
What d’you make of that, Dick?”’

There was only one thing that Dick could make
out about it. The Ince Eights were entered for
the race in Italy, and if Bill hadn’t been able
to beat Lynch’s poorly-tuned machine on the
Brooklands track in their impromptu race, then
it was a certainty that he'd never lick him in
the big event. Dick said as much.

“That’s how it struck me,” growled Bill. “Our
cars are miles an hour slower than theirs! I
reckon Lynch was simply trying to find out what
we could do. Well, what we want is more speed,
Dick. There’s the cars we'll have to run—two
of ’em in here an’ one where we left it in the

paddock. How're we going to make 'em go
faster.”
“Only by making them lighter, so that the

engines won’t have
Dick answered slowly.
make themn dangerous to «drive.
the track.”
“It'll make

s0 much weight to pull,”
“But if you do that, it'll
They won’t hold

'em dangerous, all right,” Bill
agreed. “Still, that don’t matter so long as we
heat the Ince REights!” He stood frowning at
the machines, then he went on: “We'll have to
zet them back to the works, and we'll pare
everything down to the last ounce. It’ll mean
that we shall miss the chance to practise for
the big race over in Italy, because we’ll be late
getting there, but that can’t be helped.”

The big speedman stepped further into the
shed, and there was something very grim in his
expression as he regarded the cars. He was
still staring reflectively at them when two
mechanics came in, carrying the wrecked front
axle from the smashed car.

Bill strolled over to examine it, but Dick saw
that he was mnot eyeing the damage, he was
looking to see how much metal could be taken
oft the axle. He spoke to one of the, two
mechanics, telling them what he intended % do
to the ecars.

The two listened, their eyes a little wide.
Presently, Bill turned away, and the two came
out of the shed, pausing near Dick.

“Hear that?’ one of them gasped.
he's going to take weight off ‘em.
to bring ’em down to the very limit. Gosh, if he
does that it’ll be impossible to hold the
machines! They'll be all over the track!”

“He says
He's going
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“Yes, but they’li be fast!” the other man said.
“Fast! You bet they’ll be fast. An’ you know
what Big Bill is when he gpts up against the

Ince Eights He’ll ride until something smashes,
and something will smash if he takes any more
metal off those cars. They're as light as they
can be with safety now. And if he makes 'em
lighter still—well, I wouldn't drive one, not for
a million quid! 1f Bill tries it, he won't come
out of the race alive!”

The mechanics moved on. Dick stood looking
after them, then he glanced to where his brother
was moving between the cars in the shed. Dick
looked again to the retreating backs of the
mechanics, and he grinned suddenly.

“Won't come out alive, won't he?” he grunted
to himself. “I bet he does, an’, what's more,
he'll win! Those chaps don’t know Bill!”

The Man in the Shed!

HE team of Kent racing cars were rushed
back to the works. They were stripped,
and Bill got busy with his mad scheme
for lightening the machines, Everybody

at the works said thayv he would kill himself in
the race, but the two drivers of the other cars
in the team said they were game to do whatever
Bill thought best, so the work went ahead.

Dick heiped his broiher on his machine, but
there was not an awful lot that he could do,
because most of the work bad to be done by
skilled mechanics.

“Better go and give the professor a hand,”
Bill told him. “He wants somchody he can trust
in the test shed.”

Since the midnight test of the record-breaking
engine, “ Professor” Kent had been busy over-
hauling the machine, and he welcomed Dick's
offer of assistance. For twq days Dick laboured
on the giant engine in the strange atmosphere
of the test shed. The professor seemed never
to tire, and he didn't scem to appreciate the
fact that Dick wasn’t made of iron.

The boy worked until he almost dropped asleep
on his job. There were times when his every
muscle ached, and his nerves seemed strained
to breaking point. But always there was the
grey head of the professor beut over the engine,
with his white, skilful hands working swiftly and
tirelessly, and Dick felt ashamed to admit that
he himself was ready to drop.

In the big test shed, the professor was as
ruthless and as inexorable as the mighty engine
which he was building. He worked with a queer
concentration, and it was easy to tell that his
whole heart and soul was in this monstrous
creation, designed {o drive & car over the earth
at the stupendous speed of two hundred and
fifty miles an hour.

It he succeeded, then the fcat would un-
doubtedly restore the fortunes of Kent Cars.
Party becanse of this, partly because Big Bill
would drive the car when it was ready, Dick
slaved to the limit of his strength. Until at last
the professor was sat:stied, and the engine was
ready for her second test.

“We'll try her at midnight again, when there's
no one about, Dick,” the professor said. “But
I shan’t let the workpeople know, and LIl
have only the usual watchmen on duty. I think
that Lynch came spying here at the last test
only because everybody knew that it was coming
off—somebody told him, you. see. If we keep it
to ourselves, the information won’t get about
all round the place, although some of the racing
mechanics are bound to hear about it.

“I'll tell your brother, Bill, of course,” he went
on. “But we won't even have any mechanics in
to help; we’ll do everything ourselves. Well,
you'd better get along home for a sleep and—
(Continued on page 42.)
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PRICES OF

BRITISH
HORNBY TRAINS
FROM 7/6 AND
TO 110/- GUARANTEED

This week there are special displays ot Hornby Trains in all the shops.
Make a point of seeing these trains. Examine every detail of their
excellent construction and beautiful finish., You will then under-
stand the reason why they are so popular with boys all over the world.
The splendid fun of running a Hornby miniature railway is real and
lasting because of the perfectly designed and strongly made components
that are comprised in the Hornby Series—all built in exact proportion
and all beautifully finished. Make up your mind to buy
a Hornby Train for Christmas :

GET THIS 13827-8 HORKBY BOOK OF TARAINS

The new Hornby Book ot Trains i1s * the best yet.”” It tells the

wonderful story of the life of a Locomotive, and also contains beautiful

illustrations in full colours of all the Hornby Locos, Rolling Stock and *

Accessories. Get your copy ta-day (price 3d.) from your dealer, or

send three penny stamps to Meccano Ltd. (Dept. S), Binns Road,
Liverpool.

HORNBY TRAINS

Manufac.ured by

MECCANO LIMITED = Binns Road = LIVERPOOL
W
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“ SONS OF SPEED!”

(Continued from page 40,
Heavens, boy, you look tired!” He stared at
Dick for a few moments. “H'm! I've been work-
ing you rather hard, I'm afraid. I didn't realise
that. Perhaps you'd better not come to-night.
Get 'a good sleep instead.”

“No, I don’t want to miss the test!” Dick
exclaimed. *“I'll be here, sir!” i

Dick hadn't forgotten the last time he had
seen that great engine on test, when the shed
had been filled with a roaring, shuddering sound,
when the powerful electrics had flung vivid light
down on the banked dials and gauges, with the
professor’s steady hands on the controls.

In those moments Dick had had a glimpse <.
enormous power held in leash, and he wanted to
see the engine tested again. Because, this time,
the professor would run it to its limit, with

. success or failure dependent on the result.

Dick snatched a few hours’ sleep, and it was
barely eleven o’clock when he returned to the
test shed. He was early because he wanted to
give the mighty casing of the engine a clean up
before the professor
arrived; also, there wers
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The fellow was a spy. Someone in the pay of
Mark Lynch!

Through the half-light, Dick heard him draw 2
hissing breatt, thes, erc the boy could move, the
man_ came at him. . Dick lashed out with one
hand, whiie with the other be reached for the
switeh on the wall.

Dick’'s figure was silhouetted against the lighter
darkness of the sky, and the man could sce him
clearly. In his hand the fellow still held the
heavy iron bar which he had used to unscrew the
filler cap. The weapon slashed up, and then
came crashing dowu--fuil on Dick’s head.

A blaze of red-edged light seemed to split his
brain. He felt himself staggering, and then
droppinz down. Through his mind flashed the
thought that he must keep his senses, must
shout, must warn the professor somehow mnot to
start the engme. If it were started up, it would

wreck itself irretrievably!

Dick struggled against the blackness that
gripped him.  Weakly, dazedly he struck out
again, Then the iron bar smashed down &

second time!
Dick pitched forward, and the man bent over
im, turning him on his
back and peering down

one or two connections

into his face. Then he

which Dick had still to
make before the thing
was quite ready.

The watchman let him
through the main gate,
and he ppssed alongside

A NOTE

OF WARNING !

Members ot the St.

stepped to the door and
looked out. There was
no one in sight.

For a moment or S$o,
the man stood undecided,

Frank’ then he bent over Dick

the dark n il 5 ; and  hoisted him up,
i aﬂrlie :rloiaé League a;ewamgd against having pitched him across one
fowards the shed. There any dealings with any persons shoulder, amd started
was nobody about, and calling themselves “high officials, away for the wall which
there were po more or “ representatives ’ of the marked the boundary of
watchmen to  challenge League. the works,

im.

Ahe test shed was in
darkness, and Dick was
surprised to find the door
unlocked and open. It
was just as he reached it
that he glimpsed a flash
of light inside. A second
jater, he saw that the
light came from a care-
Jully-shielded electric
torch, and against the

The St. Frank's League i1s run
entirely from this office by corres-
pondence, and the Chief Officer
can take no responsibility tor the
bona fides of any person who may
approach members personally
with the object of
camps, excursions, etc., under the
auspices of the League.

At the foot of the wall
he clambered to a pile or
scrap-iron  which  stood
there, and he pitched
Dick up until he lay halr
across the top of the
wall. The man climbed
over, dragged Dick down,
o .d trotted steadily with
him along the lane fo
where the black shape of
a car stood, all its lights

organising

<clear beam  was  sil-

houetted the head and
shoulders of a man.

He wore a mechanic’s overalls, and Dick recog-
nised him as a man who worked as a labourer
in the racing stable—a * jabourer” being an un-
skilled mechanic in a motor works. The light
from his flash-iamp shone down on the oil-filler
of th: engiue’s sump. The cap had been un-
screwed, and when Dick saw the man he was
pouring the iast of svme black, gritty substance
into the sump,

He shook th~ regainder from the tin that ie
held, then slipped the tin into his pocket,
screwed home the cap, dusted round the filler
with a lump of rag, then snapped out the light
and came striding towards the door.

In that momcut, Dick swung the door fully
- open,

“What are you doing ncre? he demanded,
Dick knew well enough what the fellow had
done. The stuff he had poured into the sump
was ecarborundum—the hardest material in the
world, after diamonds. When the engine was
started up, the carborundum would circulate with
the oil. = It would grate through all the delicate
anechanism of the engine, scoring the cylinders,
blocking oilways, grinding its way through every
part of the engine until the whole thing waz a
complete and useless wreek!

out.
“Done it¢” A man
who stood by the car

called the words softly through the darkness as
the other approached. “Have you— What the
deuce have you got there?”

“Young Dick Barry—copped me in the shed just
a3 I finished!” the man snarled. “Must ha’ recog-
nised me, too!”

“What the—-" The other man broke off as
he surveyed the boy’s inert figure. “Wiped him
over the nut, didn't you?” he asked callously.
“What did you want to bring him for?” v

“They’d find him, wouldn’t they? Then they'd
fetch him back to his senses, and he'd tell ’em
I'd doped the engine!” the mechanic growled
viciously. “Shove him in the car, and we’ll
dump himn somewhere out on the moors!”

As he spoke, he pitched Dick cn to the cushions
at the back of the machine, then they both
climbed in. The car started up and surged
away with swiftly increasing speed—carrying with
it the boy who alone could save the two-hundred-
and-fifty-miles-an-hour machine from disaster!

{Thrills—thrills—and yet more thrills! Next
week's roaring instalment abounds with them, and
you'll enjoy every line of it. Look out, too, for
the handsome Free Gift presented with everys
copy!)
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A WORD WITH YOUR
EDITOR.

H

s
The Talk ef the Country!

Y this time you fellows have seen for
B yourselves what the coloured metal
model of Malcolm Campbell’s famous
racer, “Blue Bird,” given away with
this issue, looks like, and I'll wager you are
agreeably surprised. Now, of course, you're
mighty keen to add Free Cuft; Number Three
to your set—that goes without saymg Well,
I mus: fall back on that old phrase, ““Order
your NEeLsoN LER in advance,” for that is
the only way to make sure of getting next
week’s remarkable Free Gift. You chaps will
appreciate that, I know. The casual reader
is apt to get left if he leaves his visit to
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the newsagent over till “to-morrow,” for,
with him, to-morrow is a long time coming.
I’ll say no more on that subject, as the great
majority of you will safeguard yourselves
against disappointment. Now next week’s
handsome metal model is, if anything, better
than its predecessors. Most of you remember
that very galant gentleman, Mr. J. G. Parry
Thomas, and how he set out in “Babs ”’ on
that last fatal ride to beat the world’s record.
That this glorious and plucky attempt ended
in disaster is ome of the biggest tragedies of
recent years. ‘“Babs,” the ear which was
practically the product of his own brains, was
reckoned in racing circles to be a world-
beater. Now, alas, “Babs” is ne more.
But next week’s metal model is a faithful
reproduction of this historie speed car, and
all readers of the NELsoN LEe LiBrary will
agree, I feel sure, that this is a souvenir
worth having.

horn, massiva oak cz
Can-i a. lﬂ-ﬂa'l' 'l'ﬂ-.l.
model I- cash to record buyers. Jacobean
Cabinets and Inlaid Table Grands cheap.
Write for free illustrated art catalogue.
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ANNI:'S-ON-SEA

All Bainta Boad

¢

The Latest Invention.
CHANGES THE VOICE
INTO A MUSICAL
INSTRUMENT.

S50-Shot PEA PISTOL

Automatic Repeating Action. == A

Heavy Model,Black Finish, Com-

plete with Good Supply of 2 /6

Ammunition. As Illus-

trated. Part postage, 3d.

25 Shot, heavy model, as above, 2/3.

17 Shot, light model, 1/6,

6 Shot, heavy model, 1/5, Postage on

each, 3d. extra. i‘orelgn and Colonial, 9d. extra

A, Herberts (Dept. A); 27, Adys Rd., Peckham, London, S.E.1§
Complete

In 30 Days. 5/ Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dlanng.
The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS,
8Send stamp for particulars and ieltimonlalo.
~—MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept
Ludgatc Hill, London, Engiand.

a 1
Stop Stammermg AT A o
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Southampton Row, London. w.c.1

Height Increased

SAFETY REVOLVERS

The only instrument of its class that is granted a Patent.
$ing into the Saxola and find what instrument you can
imitate. Have your own Jazz Bapd. Per return post;

NO RICENCE REQUIRED.
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FREE. 260 COUPONS.

Perfect scale model of the “ George the Fifth,” the famous
L.M.S. engine.” Solid, sub&trmtml—beduufull} finished in
proper colours. Powerful spring motor mechanism—
fitted forward, reverse and stop levers, Overall length,
143", Weight, 2 1bs. gozs. Gauge O (r}"). Retails
at 28/,  Yours for 260 coupons ;

; tender flg of coupons
Post coupons to GODFREY PHILLYPS LTD. -
(Gift Dept. N.L.), 54, White Lion Street, E. 1

Write for the B, %’. Gilt BOOL worth

1 0 5 coupons. It contains 199 “splendid
£ 00 gifts, Send also for the free train book.
FREE It contains ful{ particulars of Bassett-
o Lowke and mh frec model railway sy
C F’(V)I%’)IT'}I;?I‘[}](SI\ tems, including every necessary accessory.
O] iT N
No Entrance Fee
No CGeals
No Results
See “News of lhe
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every Sunday. ~ Ask ] s g > ) " o
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