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It was the funniest thing the rebels bad seen for a long time. The flock of panic-stricken sheep

swept down upon the attacking seniors, bowling them off their feet. One or two, indeed, found

thcmielve; teing carried off on the backs of the scared animals. ¢ Saved—by a Hock of sheep !>
chuckled Nipper, as he gazed down from the roof of the rebels’ stronghold.
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It’s not too late to start this novel series now, boys !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

T T S T R R R T T SR TR

General Carfax, one of the Governors of St. Frank’s, is a peppery old

soldier, and when he comes to the school with the intention of quelling

the Remove rebellion, he naturally introduces military methods. Get

started on this fine long dramatic yarn now—it’s full of thrills, humour
and suprises.—Ed.
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how to fold this week’s fine

forth, with a frown. ) ¢
2L Tree Gift. And if you want

“You ought {o have

bably

try to drive us

CHAPTER 1. thing? All quict? No sign of the enemwmy
. creeping up ¢
Night With the Rebsls ! “Not yet,” replied Handforth. “But I'm
expecting an attack almost any minute.”

“ ALT! Who goes there ?”? “Who from?” asked McClure. “There’s
H 'The command came in grufl tones| not much fear of an attack to-night, Handy.
through the darkness, and a figure | I expect we shall be left in peace until to-

—overcoated, muflled and gloved—-| morrow,”’
barred the way. “Don’t you believe it,” replicd Handforth.
“Cheese it, Handy-- “Those Sixth TForm
it’s  only us!” said chaps will have another
Church. P —— — shot at us—or T'm
“That’s not the \\t‘a_\i ! ON PAGE 7 l a Dutchman! IT hey
to  answer!” retortec : . " couldn’t do anything by
Edward Oswald Hand- you will find full particulars of j daylight, so they'll pro-

oul of this stronghold in

said ¢ Friend,’ you to know all about this world- the darkness. So it’s up

chump!” famous racer, the article on to us to be on the
“No need to be so page 35 will interest you im- alert.”

particular,” grinned | mensely. The chums of Study D

Chureh. “How’s every- = - at St, Frank's were in a
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rather curious spot. In fact, they were on the
flat rocf of the school stores, a big brick build-
irg at the rear of the school premises proper,
and quite isolated. ~ The great bulk of St.
Frank’s could be dimly seen in tho ncar
vicinity, without a liggt showing from any
window. Handforth & Co. were leanmﬂ
against the stone parapet, watching. Overhead
the clouds were heav , although no rain was
falling. The air of the December night was
chiily and biting.

As a matter of fact, a barring-out was in
progress.

A sensational one, too, for the entire Re-
move had rebelled and were in possession of
the school stores. There was no shortage of
food! But the rebels were compelled to
admit that the sleeping accommodation was
not of the best. They had neither beds nor
blankets—but they were schoolboys, and were
not very particular in such matters. Down
in the building, the majority of the mutineers
were slecping in all manner of odd corners,
covered with sacking, empty sacks and so
forth. The novelty of the adventure made
these hardships scem light.

Handforth was the firebrand who had
started the rebellion. In a way he had been
perfectly justified—for he had revolted in a
moment of burning indignation, as he was
about to be flogged for an offence which he
had not commitied. To the amazement of
the whole school, Handforth had rushed off
with Church and McClure, and the three
juniors had barred themselves in Study D

From that initial rcbellior of three juniors
the whole barring-out had developed. Now
the entire Remove was involved. All the
fellows were supporting Handforth, and even
Nipper, the captain of the Runo\e was as
Cnthu\I wstically  in favour of ~txckmf* it
out ” as any of the others,

So far the headmaster had maintained a
stern dignity over the regretiable affair. But
the seniors had taken matters into their own
hands, and they had attempted to drive the
rebels out of their stronghold. They had
failed—mainly owing to the timely interven-
tion of Willy Handforth and his stalwarts of
the Third.

Now night had come—with its attendant
risks.
Man; of the rebels felt that an aftempt

would be made to drive them out under cover
of darkness, and so a strict watch was being
kept. Seven or eight scouts were on the roof,
posted at various corners. Otliers were be-
low at the barricaded windows. The whole
force had been warned that it might be called
upon to get into action at a moment’s notice.

The roof was not entirely flat, for the cen-
tral portion of it rose up in artistic slopes.
But all round the edge were the leads, and
picturesque stonc pmapeta surrounded the
entire roof.  So while the juniors were per-
fectly safe up there, they also had a big
advantage over any attacking force.

“What-ho, without!” observed a cheery
voiee, as another form loomed up out of the
gloom. “Watchman, what of the night, and
go forth!®

“Thought you wero asleep, Archie,” said
Handfonth severely.

* Absolutely, old IOp * agreed Archie Glen-
thorne with a nod: “I must admit that I
liave just partaken of forty of the best—and
1 am now f(,elmp; considerably braced.”

“That’s good,” said Handforth. *“Youwll
need to be braced, old son. There’s an attack
columg presently.”’

“The mixture as before, what?” asked
Archie. “It bchoves us, laddie, to tighten
our girdles and to preparc for the good old

battle. T trust that we have the neces-
sary consignments of ammunition 77
“Rather!” said McClure,  *Look at all

the heaps of bembs.”

“Good gad!” cjaculated Archie.
to say! Bombs, what 77

“Qur own special brand,” said Church with
a grin. *“Tilled with flour, bad cggs and

other choice things!”

“Yes,”” said Handforth. “We found a lot
of stuff that had gone mouldy, and so weo
used it for making bombs. We're not going
to be driven out—- Hallo! What the——
By George!”

Handforth went to the parapet and stared
intently.

“What is McClure
voice,

“Shush!” warned Handforth,

“I mean

it?” in a low

asked

his tone be-

traying a sudden excitement. “They're
coming!  Look! Don’t you sce them?
Creeping  forms—coming up [rom every

direction!”

*Odds I]ldl\db and  miraclesI” murmured
Archie.  “I must remark, old Cheddar, that
vour cyesight is of a particularly high order!
T mean to say I can’t exactly sce 2

“There!” mlcnuptml Handforth, pointing.
“Can’t you see something creeping about 77

They looked again. Sure enough, there
were  signs  of ctealthy mevements on the
ground, and the rebels were filled with a
sudden fense excitement!

CHAPTER 2.
The bAlarm i

ANDIFORTH opened
his mouth to let out
a wild yell of warn-
ing. But the next
second he reccived a
staggering surprise,

for Church and McClure flung themselves at

him, and McClure’s cap was pressed over his
mouth.

“Quict, Handy—quiet?”" urged Church
fiercely. “We only just stopped you in
iimc!”

*Gug-gug-gug!” mumbled Handforth

incoherently.

“\V‘ dont want ihe enemy to !\no\v that
we're on the alert!” hissed McClure. “ Archio
and I will rush down, rousc the other fellows,
and get them on the rool. Sce the wheeze ?
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Why tell the enemy that we're ready for
them? We'll give them a surprise at the
last sccond—as they rush to the attack!”

The cap was removed, and Handforth tock
a deep breath.

“By George!” he muttered.  “That’s a
good idea of yours, my lad! DBut you ncedn’t
have acted the giddy ox! I should have
thought of it in another sccond!”

*“Why, you ass, you were just going to

yellt” sﬂ.ld McClure.

“Never mind about that!” muttered Hand-

forth. “You (‘hnlOa buzz down and give the

alarm! ‘There isn’t a second lo lose‘ They

may attack at any moment now.
*Absolutely !’ said  Archie.  “Tt rather

scemns to me, old onions, that the night is soon
to become hideousd”

They hurried off on their errands, and
within a couple of minutes the entire rebel
cncampment was astir.  Fellows were awak-
encd out of their steep, and they were hustled
up to the roof, to take their places round the
parapets, ready to fling the “bombs ” as soon
as the enemy made a rush.

“Has anybody scen them?” asked Tommy
Watson, as he came up rubbing his eyes.

“Handy says that he saw some lurking
figures a minute or two ago,” replied Nipper.
“We can’t tell much now—it’s too dark.
There's another big cloud gone over the
moon, but it'll soon be past. Then we shall
be able to sce what’s really happening.’

Handforth nodded.

“Yes, as scon as the moon comes out the
attack will develop!” he said. “T'll bet
thev're Sixth Form fellows—and some of the
‘Fif!h,’ too, perhaps. But we're ready for
em!’

“What about (hc pea-shooter squad 7’
amo'l Reggie Pitt. Is everybody ready 77

"Yos, I think so,” said Nipper briskly.
“But Tl just go round the roof and make
sure.”

“That's it,” said Reggie. “We can’t be
too careful. These seniors may have some
surprise up thelr sleeve, and we must be jolly
alert.”

Nipper went round cautiously. All tie
rebels bad been speaking in the lowest pos-
sible tones, and it would have been difficuit
for any attacking force to know that the
garrison was awake.

Nipper’s tour was successful. At various
points on the roof, groups of juniors were col-
leeted about the bLig piles of ammunition;
they were ready to start throwing at the
first alarm. At other points the pea-shooter
experts were placed.  Fortunately, there were
many sacks of pcas in the stores, so there
would be no lack of ammunition; dozens of
pea-shooters had breen fashioned from some
lengths of thin iron pipe.

“1 think you must have made a mistake,

Handy,” murmured Church as he Jeaned over
the parapet, staring downwards.  “I can't
sce any xign of the cnemy now. I believe
you've arousced the ulll\OA) for nothing!”
“Don’t you believe it,” said Handforth
with a frown. “I distinetly =aw some

moving shapes. DBut these clouds are so thick

that—  Yes, by George! There you are!
Look! Can’t you see?”’
He pointed, and Church and MecClure

caught their breath in. Sure enough thero
were some dim figures moving—only ten or
twelve yards away. For a brief spell the
clouds had thinned, and had allowed a faint
diffusion of moonhgllt to come through. In
that brief space the juniors could sec the
moving forms below, but the gloom was so
thick that only the faintest impression was
obtained. Just moving forms—nothing elsc.
Curiously enough, they scemed to be roam-
ing about at random. Seme had been coming
towards the stores and some were moving
away. There secmed to be no settled order
in this attack.

“They’re just scouting about for a good
position, 1 expeect,” breathed Handforth.
* Anyhow, they’re getting nearer, and they
won’t be able to conceal their movements
much longer. Those heavy clouds are pass-
ing over—and the moon will come right out
in another minute.”

McClure glanced up at the sky.

“Yes, by J mgo"‘ e uglcc(l
a half-moon, but it’ll be enough.”

The h(‘an’ cloudbank which had been ob-
scuring the moon was slowly but surely
alliftin" northwards. The rest of the sky
was puiuctlv clear—proof cunough that when
the moon did come out it would shine in full

“It's only

glory.
*“Now, get ready!” muttered Handforth
excitedly. “The moon’s just coming out—

and that'll be the signal for the attack!”

The word was passed up and down,
the garrison prepared for the big moment.

Slowly the clouds rolled away, and then,
quite abruptly, the halt-moon came sailing
cut from behind the black clouds. On the
instant the vista of ground in front of tho
school stores was bathed in the pale, cold
radiance, and those moving figures stood out
pro ninently.

\0\\ 1" roared
“Let “em have it!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper and [Fullwood and scveral
burst into a loud roar of laughter.

“Eh 77 gasped Handforth, staring.
v hat the didkens——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look at H.lan s cnemy!” grmnﬁd Full-
\\Ood pointing. “Somnchow. T don’t think
we're in much danger, you chaps!”

All round the roof the rebels were chuek-
ling. For the “enemy ” proved to be a flock
of sheep! In the full moonlight they could
be distinguished without the slightest diffi-

and

Handforth, leapmg
No good waiting:

up.

2

others

“Why,

culty. Obvicusly, these sheep had wandered
here by sheer clmnco~ after escaping, pro-
bably, from a neighbouring paddock!  Some
of the disturbed juniors were inclined to be

indignant, but the majority were heartily
amused. Tt was just like Handforth to raiso
a false alarm!

“So much for your precious enemy, old
man!” chuckied Nipper as he camec up.
‘Botter luck next time, perhaps.”

Handforth scratched his head and grunted.
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“Well, of all the frosts!””’ he said indig-
nantly. “How the dickens was 1 to know?
I saw some moving figures, and I thought
they were attackers! I say, what a giddy
frost!”

“You
Nipper.

“I am!” retorted Handforth.
we were going to have a scrap!”

“Well, vou never know, old  son.” said
Nipper. “The night isn’t over vet—and wo
shall be lucky if we get through it without
any excitement.”

“Lucky ?” repcated Handforth. “I supposc
you mean unlucky ?”

seem  disappointed!”  remarked

“I thought

CHAPTER 3.
The Prefects’ Council !

ENTON, the skipper of
St. Frank’s, wept.
There were other
prefects in that room
who were weceping,
too. Morrow, Wilson,
were  similarly affected.

Conroy

major--all | t
They were in Fenton’s study in the Ancient

House, and the door was locked. It was a
prefects’ council—a most important occasion.
The prefects of St. Frank’s were discussing
the rebellion of the Remove, and were think-
ing of ways and means for the suppression
of it. And, apparently, these stalwart seniors
had taken the rebellion greatly to heart.
For all of them were weeping copiously.
Tears streamed down their cheeks, and their
eyes were still welling. It was a touching

scene.  These strong men of the Sixth—
weeping like #hildren!

“Well?” asked Reynolds, in a muffled
voice.

“Tt’s  all right—we're satisfied!” gasped
Fdgar Fenton desperately.

“Yes, that’s enough, Reynolds!” sobbed
Morrow,

Walter Reynolds nodded. He had his hand-
kerchief clapped to his mouth and nostrils
and eyes——but this was evidently a protective
measure. He crossed to the window, flung ¢
open, and then went to the door. He opened
this, too, so that a draught of air was allowed
to sweep through the study. The other
seniors dried their eyes and breathed with
relief.

“Yes, that stuff certainly seems to be
effective,” said Fenton, with a dubious look
at a bottle on the table. *‘Are you sure it’s
corked up properly, Reynolds?”

“Yes, of course,” said Reynolds.
will be clear in half a tick.”

“And is it safe?” asked Morrow sus-
piciously. “No fcar of any after conse-
quences 77 .

“No fear whatever,” replied Reynolds, with
a chuckle. “You ncedn’t be nervous, you
fellows. This patent stuff of mine is abso-
lutely harmless—guaranteed.”

“By you?” asked Conroy major.

“The air

“Yes.”

“I don't want to cast any doubts on you,
old man, but I'd prefer a chemist’s report,”
said Conroy, wiping his cyes. “By Jove!
I'm crying yet!”

“Which only proves the cffeetiveness of my
gas,” said Reynolds calmly.  “ My dear chaps,
the thing is bound to be a success. Tt will
only be necessary for us to make an organised
attack on the school stores. and throw these
bombs, and those confounded rebels will be
done.  They can’t fight when they’re blinded
with tears.”

“It certainly scems to be a good idea,”
admitted Fenton thoughtfully, “If only we
can get the rebels out of that stronghold of
theirs, and scatter them into the night, they'l]
be completely  disorganiscd. Unity  is
strength, you know—and once they're dis-
united they'll be nothing but a rabble.””

“lixactly,” said Reynolds. ‘“And in the
morning they’ll come back in twos and
threes—only too glad to give themseclves up.
I've spent a lot of time on these bombs of
mine, and it’s up to the Sixth to back mo
up. Why, unless we do something drastic,
these rehels will hold out until Christmas!”

Reynolds walked over to a side table, and
gazed lovingly into four wicker wastepaper
baskets which were ranged there. These
baskets were filled with curious-looking
round objects.  They were perfectly white,
and some of them were rather knobbly.

Fenton walked over and joined the other
prefect.

“Yes, yvou must have put in some work
here, Reynolds, old man,” he said, as he
looked into the baskets. “But I want to be
satisfied that these things are more or less
harmless. We want to get those rebels out—
but we don’t want to injure them.”

Reynolds laughed.

“Oh, don’t he an ass he said. “How
can these things injure them ? They're only
made of thin plaster, and directly they hit
enything they’ll bhurst and the gas will be
relcased.”

“Supposing they hit some of the juniors in
the faces ?”

“Well, they’ll burst just the same!”

17

“T know that’’ frowned Fenton. ‘“But
will they canse any injuries?”
“Of course not.” replied Reynolds. “Not

This 1s only soft plaster—it

cven a graze. ]
T'll give you a

won't do any harm at all.
demonstration, if you like.”
“Tt might be as well,” nodded Fenton.
“Good!” said Reynolds. “Carlile, just
stand over on the other side of the room,
will you? I want to throw one of these
bombs at your face.”
“I hate to disappoint you, old man, but

there’s nothing doing!” replied Carlile
coldly. “Tf you want to demonstrate on
anybody—demonstate on yoursclf! Q)

throw the bomb; my aim is pretty good!”

Reynolds shrugged his shoulders,

“All right,” he said, \yith a glare. “It's
a pity you can’t believe me, though!
Haven't I told you that these things are
harmless?”
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“I'll believe it after I've seen the demon-
stration,” replied Carlile.  “But I'm not
crazy cnough to take your word for 1,

Do.volds. Man alive, aren’t you famouns
for your recklessness?” .
“Am 1" said Reynolds.
“Well, we all know it, old sor,” smiled
Fenton. Aren't you the chemiczl fiend of

the Sixth? Where do you spend practically
ail your time? 1In the laboratory—making
all sorts of fiendish experiments,  The
amazing thing is that you are still alive.
We're always expecting to hear
exlosion,
V(ilrs(lf to pieces.”
“Idiot!” said Reynolds grufy.
The other serniors chuckled,
toisk up his stand at the end of the room.
He couldn’t do anything else. Since he had
asked Carlile to undergo the test, and since
Carlile had very sensibly refused, there was
nothing fortit but to satisfy these scepties.
Reynolds was a great man in the labora-
tory. Chemistry was his
hobby, and although he

a sudden !
an(i to ﬁnd that you have bm\\ni

a,nd Reynolds {

forchead. It was practically a bull's-eye.
All those prefects were cormpelled to adinire
Reynolds for his determination. Ile heid
lnmsdf rigid, and the bomb burst over
“is face like a cloud of white powder. Then
he spun round, gasping and choking, and
clapped his hande frautically to his face!

CHAPTER 4.
The Sizth Goes Into Action !
REAT Scott! He's

hurt !”

“It's not my
fault!” said Carlile,
in alarm. “He
asked—"

“Rats! I'm not hurt!” gasped Reynolds.
“It’'s—it’s that gas! Phew! Ii nearly

choked me for a minute! I didn't think it
was quite so powerful !”
He uncovered his face,

tore himself away now
aund again to participate
in ericket or football,
every other minute of
his spare time was spent

ously, ncarly all the

| HOW TO FOLD YOUR
FREE GIFT.

end, and then half bend forward

and the other prefects,
crowding round, exam-
ined him nnnouelv
They were reileved to.
find that only a trace of

had the desired effect,

in the lab. His hands | white pﬁwd{er cf)ﬁ‘.d] b(i,
were so  stained  that i ol scen on his face. He hac
they looked coustantly ! First fold down two sides, next come to no harm what-
dirty. His finger-nails | press down tail and fasten by ever. Incidentally, he
were  discolourcd,  his | tending over both lugs. Now had proved conclusively
clothing was gunorﬂ]]_\, i > ¢ that hLis bombs wero
mottled, where splashes | push down front of car and tix to safe. DBut it was some
of chemical had fallen. i sides by bending over lugs. Next moments before his eves
But  while Reynolds | fold back strips with wheels at stopped watering. Tho
took himself very secri- | & = gas, at all events, had

otlier seniors regarded
him as a joke. He |
wanted to prove to them |

again to bring into position.
Finally push up head of drmiver.

“Well, are you satis-
demanded Rey-
nolds at last. “You sec,

that his chernical know- =

! this plaster is enly soft,

ledge could be of prac-

tical use; and what
better purpose couid be served than driving
these rebels out of their stronghold, and

restoring 8t. Trank’s to iis nrnn\.xl condition ?
o I‘r‘wd\ 2% aw(cd Carlile, selecting one of
the “bombs ” and weighing it gingerly in
his hand. “I say, Reynolds, you’d better
go casy, you know. 'This thing is going to
huart you.”
“Rats! Throw
“At your face?”
“Yes!” said Reynolds defiantly. “There’s
not one chance in a thousand that one of

it!” said Reynolds.

these bombs will hit a junior in the face;
but as you fellows are so confoundedly
sceptical, I'd  better convinee you! Go

ahead! Throw it!”

“Well, it’s your own doing,” said Carlile
“Don’t blame me if you're in the sanny for
a weck!”

Whizz!

Carlile took aim, and then let fly, The
little plaster bomb shot across the room, and
struck Reynolds fairly in the middle of the

and it.bursts into pow-
der, rcleasing the gas. If
we surroind the stores, and throw these
bombs from every angle, thc juniors won’t bo
able to live in that atinosphere. They’ll bnlf
out of the place like rats from a sinking ship.”

“By Jove, T belicve it!” said Fenton.
“Reynolds, you're a genius!”

“It’s a pity vou couldn’t take a fellow’s
word,” grumbled Reynolds.

Fenton walked across to the baskets,
picked up one of the plaster bombs.

and

“J suppose these things arve safe?” he
asked.,  “They won’t burst in our hands
before we can throw them?”

“No, they're strong cnough to handle,”
{ replied Reynolds.  *“They'll only break if
they're dropped, or if you knock two of
them together,  Of course, they need care-

ful handling—1 told you that from the first.
But we know what they are, and we can be
cautious.”

“Congrats, old man, for your industry,”
smiled Fenton. “You must have spent hours
and hours on this work.”

Revnolds nodded.
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“Took me ncarly all day,” he replied

“And all I get, when I demonstrate to you

chaps, is a lot of scepticism. I tell you, !
feel pretty strongly about this Remove
rcbellion.  Those young rascals are bring-

ing the name of St. Frank’s into disrepute.
Tt’s time they were driven out of their
fortress, and made to understand that they
can’t defy discipline and order.”

“You're right!” said Morrow grimly.
“In a way, I’ve a sneaking sort of sympathy
for old Handforth. He's not a bad kid—as
straight as a die in most things. But he’s
the ringleader of this rebellion, and he ought
to be pumshed As soon as he’s dt,alt wntl
the rest of the rebels will crumple up.’

“I'm not so sure about young Hamilton,”
frowned Fenton. “He’s a tough nut to
crack.”

“You mean Nipper?”

“Yes,” said Fenton. “He’s the Remove
captain, and he’ll support Handforth right
up to the limit. Still, if we can only gas
them out of their fortress the rest ought to
be easy.”

“There’ll be nothing in it,” said Reynolds.
“You trust me—and my bombs. T've proved
to you what they’re like, and you can take
my word for it that they’re perfectly harm-
less—the effect is only temporary. It's no
good us rushing up to the stores with
scaffold poles and things, in an attempt to
batter down the doors. Those kids are
ready with pea-shooters, and goodness knows
what else. But they'll be incapacitated
once the gas takes effect and they start
sobbing.”

“Yes, it's a first-rate scheme,” said
Fenton. “Most of the Sixth Form fellows
are all ready, and they’ll turn out at the
word from me. I suppose I'd better go and
give them the tip, eh?”

“Couldn’t do beiter,”
ding.

“We must concentrate on getting those
kids out of the stores,” said Kenton, as he
walked towards the door. ‘“We won’t try
to capture them to-night. That would be
too much of a task. They're as slippery as
ecls, and theg’d only give us a lot of trouble.
Once they're out of the stores they’ll be
scattered all over the school grounds, and a
night in the open will do them good. In
the morning they'll be ounly too ready to
trickle back and surrender. Once they’ve
been disorganised, they’ll be as meek as
lambs.”

When the main body of the Sixth Form
heard of the preogramme, there was much
jubilation.  For the Sixth had taken the
whole aflair to heart, and they deemed it
advisable to end this rebellion at the earliest
possible moment,

Handforth was the ringleader—Handforth
had defied the ITead in the first place—and
the Remove had backed him up. The Sixth
did not take the trouble to go into the whys
and wherefores of the case. The Remove

said Morrow, nod-

| they

had rebelled, and that was enough. The
Remove had to be squashed!

It was unofficially reported that the head-
master was totally opposed to any attack on
the stores. The Fifth and Sixth had made
an attempt during the day to drive the
rebels out. They had failed badly—indeed,
had made themselves the laughing-
stock of the rest of the school—and Dr. Mal-
colm Stafford did not want another fiasco
of that sort.

But the Sixth-Formers, at least, were very
grim. These juniors had defied them—had
given them ‘a thorough beating. Well, the
Sixth meant to show the juniors that they
were still determined, and, with the help
of Reynolds’ patent bombs, it seemed most
likely that the Remove would-be vanquished.

The mode of procedure was to be very
simple.

The seniors did not care whether the rcbels
were alert or not. They were simply going
to rush up to the school stores from every
hand, and let fly with the plaster bombs.
These would naturally take the juniors com-
pletely by surprise, and would make them
helpless for the time being.

Blinded by tears from that peculiar gas,
and fearful, probably, of even worse conse-
quences, they would make a rush into the
open, abandoning their stronghold.

Such was the confidence of the Sixth
that no attempt -at secrecy was adopted. The
moon was shining brightly now, and there
were hardly any clouds in the sky.

Stanhope, of the West House, was par-
ticularly jubilant. e had led that previous
attack on the rebels, and he felt his humilia-
tion keenly. Now he was going to get his
revenge!

There had been some talk of getting the
Fifth into this attack, too—but Reynolds had
declared that it would be quite unnecessary
to disturb the Fifth-Formers. There wouldn’t
be any actual fighting. Those gas bombs
would drive the rebels out, and then they
would be scattered. Nufhmg else was neces-
sary.

And so the enemy force approached openly
—in the full moonlight. Indeed, as they drow
nearer, the prefects and the other Sixth-
Formers made a point of talking loudly.

“We want to make oursclves heard,” de-
clared Reynolds. “Don’t you see the wheeze ?
All these Remove chaps will gather on the
reof, ready with their ammunition—bags of
ﬂour and similar rot—and the more there
are the better. These bombs of mine will
have a terrific effect. They'll ecreate the
utmost confusion.”

“Yes,” said Fenton. ““We'll stay here
for a lnt—\nthm sight of them -as though
we’re scheming out some plan of campaign,
That will give them a chance to collect on
the roof—the whole force. By Jove, we're
going to give them a bit of a surprise soon!”

And the rest of the Sixth-Formers chuckled
with anticipation!
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The Yittle plastar bomb shot across the room and burst on Reynolds’ forehead. He became engulfed in a cloud
of white powder ; then, to the alarm of the other seniors, he started gasping and choking.

CHAPTER 5.
The Attack!

DON'T like the look of
it!?  said  Nipper,
frowning.

“Why not?” asked
1landforth. “‘There’s
nothing to be scared
of. Only a crowd of Sixth-Formers. They’ll
never drive us out of here! Why, they
haven’t even armed themselves with batier-
ing-rams!”

“Thut’s why I'm worried,” said Nipper.
“These seniors haven’t even attempted to
come up stealthily. They’re making as much
noise as they can—and allowing us to get a
full view of them. Look! They're collecting
on every side. I believe the beggars have
got something up their sleeve!”

‘“Well, we shall be ready for them!” said
Fullwood grimly. *We’ve plenty of ammuni-
tion—and plenty of pca-shooters. As soon as
they come a bit nearer wc’ll let fly. They
needn’t think that they can drive us out!”

There was a feeling of excitement in the
rebel ranks, and the juniors were collecting
all round the parapets, ready with their flour-
bombs and pea-shooters. They were properly
organised, too. There was nothing baphazard
about their methods.

Such fellows as Nipper, 1landforth, Reggic
Pitt, Fullwood and De Valerie were the
generals. Each one had a force of his own,
and ecach force had to guard a particular
section of the building. The rank and file

of the juniors had agreed to take the orders
of their oflicers, and in this way there coulc
be no misunderstandings when the actuai
fighting started.

“Come_ on, you fatheads!”” rcared Iand
forth. ““What are you wating for?”

“Yah! You’ll never drive us out!”

“We're ready for you!”

“Tlurrahl’

“Long live the rebellion!”

The rebels cheered lustily, just to show the
Sixth-Formers that they weren’t in the least
scared. Nipper and Fullwood and one or two
others were watching rather anxiously. They
did not quite ‘ike the look of things.

“It’s my belief there’s another force some-
where,”” said Fullwood. “The Fifth-Formers,
perhaps—lying in ambush ready to come along
at the moment of the attack. It’s up to us
to be jolly careful, you feilows!”

“They’ll never drive us out!”’ said Russell.

The attacking force had divided itself into
four sections, and they were massing all round
the stores. The idea, evidently, was to make
a combined assault at the same moment. In
this way, the rebels would be compelled to
divide their own forces, in order to protect
ecach wall.

If the Sixth Form had been ordered by the
headmaster to make this attack, the seniors
would have done so protestingly. It was no
part of their duty to attack rebellious juniors!

But they had decided upon this course en-
tirely on their own—and that made a differ-
ence. They had their own quarrel with the
Remove—for the Remove had defied them—
ard they meant to show these cheeky young-
sters that they were not to be lightly ignored.

There was a little delay at the start, be-
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causc numbers of sheep were found roaming
about in the vicinity, and Morrow and Stan-
hope and a few others were obliged to *‘shoo”’
them out of the way. They didn’t want to
get mixed up with these sheep when the
fighting actually commenced. The animals,
for their part, were only too ready to get
back into the neighbouring paddock.

“Well, we're all ready now,” said Fenton
at last. “I don’t much like the idea of
this business, but we’d betier get it over.
We'll give the signal now, and the other par-
ties will attack at the same moment. All
ready; you fellows?”’

“Yes!” went up a chorus from Fenton’s
own crowd.

“Right!” said the school captain.
we'll go!”?

They sent up a combined yell—which was
immediately echoed by all the other attackers.
Then, in sweeping ranks, the Sixth-Formers
ran forward towards the stores.

“Look out!” yelled one of the
‘““Here they come!”

“Be ready, you chaps!”

“Hurrah !’

“Pea-shooter squad—fire!”
forth at the top of his voice.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Other orders were given, and the next
moment the battle had commenced. From
all sides came a hail of peas—hissing down
from the parapet in hundreds. They struck
the Sixth-Formers on the faceg, on the hands,
and there were many gasps. But this “fire ”’
was not serious enough to stop the rush.

“All right—let them have it!”’ shouted
Stanhope excitedly.

At least a dozen of those tear-gas bombs
were flung. Some of them hit the walls of
the stores harmlessly—others went on to the
roof, and crumbled to fragments there. One,
indeed, struck Handforth in the chest, and
burst into a thousand atoms.

‘““What the dickens—— Oh, my goodness!””
gasped Handforth, staggering back. ‘“Whoa!
What the—— Oh, crumbs!”’

He clapped his hands to his face, his eyes
streaming. He was gasping, too, for a pun-
gent chemical odour ‘assailed him. In a few
moments he found that it was impossible for
him to see, for his eyes were blinded by
the rush of tears which came forth, unbidden.

Nipper caught a whiff of that gas, too, and
then he understood.

“TLet them have it, you chaps!” he shouted.
“They’re using gas bombs!”’

“Good gad!”

’ “Gas bombs!”” gasped Church.
but—-""

“I don’t suppose they’re harmful,”’ went

“Then

rebels.

roared Hand-

‘‘But—

on Nipper. “But they’ll drive us out of
here wunless we're careful.  Quick, you
fellows—use those pea-shooters as you've
never used pea-shooters before! Don’t let

them get too close!”
‘“Oh, my only aunt!”
“TI’m crying now!” said McClure, brushing
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a sleeve over his eyes. “Great Scott! That

stuff is like nothing on earth!”’

He reeled away, having caught a full whiff
of gas. 1In the meantime, the battle was rag-
ing with tremendous fury. Not only pea-
shooters were at work, but the bags of flour
were being hurled downwards upon the enemy
in hundreds. As fast as the juniors could
throw, so the flour bags went. The air
became foggy all round the stores, and the
seniors were beginning to discover that their
task was not so easy as Reynolds had
prophesied.

To make matters worse, Mills and Payne
and oue or two others had dropped a couple
of their gas bombs. Struck by the stinging
peas, they had become momentarily confused.
First one bomb was dropped, and then
another—and, finally, Parkin stumbled on a
tuft of grass, and all his bombs burst round
him, filling the air with acrid gas. The
seniors were obliged to back away, literally
dosed with their own medicine! -

CHAPTER 6.
The Fight Develops !
ANDFORTH, partially

recovered, was filled
with indignation and

anger.
“Keep it up, you
fellows!” he roared.
“We'll teach those beastly seniors to

smother us with tear gas! So that’s their
dodge, is it?”

“Some of them have dropped their
bombs!” said Nipper quickly. “If only we
can take advantage of it, we'll have them
routed. Keep using the pea-shooters, and
pep'per them thoroughly! = We’ll beat them
yet!”

“Hurrah!”

Certainly the battle was not going exactly
as the Sixth-Formers would have liked.
Neither was it going as they had anticipated.
Reynolds had declared that the rebels would
be incapacitated during the first two or
three moments, But, although many of
those gas bombs had been flung, the defence
was just as fierce as cver. Hails of peas
were hissing down, peppering the Sixth-
Formers 1n a continuous stream, stinging
them painfully. Fenton and Morrow and
one or two others attempted to rally the at-
tackers, but it was a difficult task.

It was difficult because so many of those
patent gas boinbs had exploded in the wrong
place!

Stung by the peas, some of the seniors had
dropped a good portion of their ammunition
—and those plaster bombs had not been con-
structed to be dropped! The gas, in fact,
was liberated freely on the ground, and the
Sixth-Formers found themselves groping
blindly about, their eyes welling with tears.
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The utmost confusion followed.

“1f you kids will surrender, wo'll let you
off I roarcd Re_ynolda “Come out of this
bmldmg, and we'll

‘Yah! Go home!”

‘Go back to bed!”

“You'll never drivo us out of here, you
silly seniors!”

A chorus of defiance went up, followed by
another hail of peas. More of those plaster
bombs were dropped, and shouts of triumph
and laughter went up from the garrison as
they could sce the Sixth-Formers staggering
about, colliding with one another.

Nipper's anxiety had left him now. The
little mystery was explained. The Sixth-
TFormers had believed that their patent gas
bombs would do the trick. There were no
Fifth-Formers in support.  The entire at-
tackmg force was in full view—and 1t was
in no happy condition, either. One big
effort now would complete the rout.

“They thought they’'d gas us out, you
chaps!” shouted Nipper, running round the
roof. “Give them another dose of peas—
and another dosc after that! Carry on, the
rebels !”

“ Hurrah!”

Hiss—hiss—hiss!

The peas went whizzing acrcss the inter-
vening  space, and the confused Sixth-
Yormers were treated to such a bombardment
that they were completely bewildered. They
hadn’t bargained for anything like this!

According to Reynolds, failure had been
impossible. They would make one combined
rush from all sides, pelt the rebels with
the tear- g'\s bombs, and the rout of tho
juniors would be complub But, scmehoyw,
this programme wasn't exacﬂ‘, materialising !

Only a few of the juniors had been affected
by the gas bombs, and the remainder of the
rebels were still as determined as ever; it
was the seniors who were getting most of
the gas! So many of the bombs had dropped
oun tho ground that the gas was rising in
choking volumes, and it was blinding the
seniors to such an extent that they “could
hardly tell where they were.

The hail of peas, too, only added to their
unhappiness.

In answer to Nipper's urgent appeal,
juniors put forward a epccial effort.
pea-shooter experts were doing wonders.

“Hurrah! They're retreating!”

“Well done, tho Remove!”

Edgar Fenton could sce that the situation
was desperate. It would be a first-class
calamity if the Sixth . was compelled to take
to its heels liko a rabble. It would be better
to retreat in an orderly fashion, and then
make a second attack, after order had been
restored.

“Back, you fellows!” shouted Fenton.
‘““And take care of those bombs, too; don’t
let any more of them drc®! We've got to
get out of range of these infernal pea-
shooters !

Amid much cheering from the juniors,
tho seniors turned back, and all the various

the
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units came round to the front of the build-
ing. they collected there, angry and con-
cerned.  The seniors gritted their teeth as
they heard the jeers and cat-calls of the
rebels,

“We can't leave the thing like this!” said
Fenton, with gleaming eyes.  “We started
the '1ttad\ and we've got to win!”

“We'll never do it!” panted Morrow.
“These confounded juniors are too strong
for us!”

“Well, don't blame me!”
some alarm. “If you fc]lo“s had stuck to
your bombs, instead of dropping them,
everything would have been all right!”

“How the dickens could we stick to them
when we were pelted with peas?” demanded
Carlilo angrily. “I thought this affair would
be a frost! It would have been a lot better
if we had stecred clear of the rebels alto-
gether!  Think what a laughing-stock we
shall be to-morrow!”

“Well, it’s your own fault
Reynolds, in sclf-defence.

“Tfor goodness’ sake don’t start quarrelling
amongst yourselves!” broke in Ienton.
“We've got to make another attack, and the
sooner we make it, the better. Chis time we'll
approach with our heads down, until we get

said Reynolds, in

1

began

practically underncath the walls, then we'll
fling thcse bombs up, and make one tre-
memious onslaught. It ought to do the

trick.”

“Gl\.c- us the chanco to recover ourselves
first,” panted Stanhope, wiping his eyes.

Many of the eeniors were still suffering
from smarting eyes. They had got out of
the gas zone now, but something was hap-
pening which the Sixth did not even suspect.

That patent gas of Reynolds’ had a
peculiar property. It hung about, clinging
to the ground, with the result ‘thab now it
was carried by tho slight breeze in swirling
eddies towards tho neighbouring paddock—
and that paddock was filled with peacefuily
grazing sheep!

Slowly but surely the gas was penetrating
into the ranks of the flock, and the out-
lying sheep were already becommg restive.
Sheop are peculiar animals. If one or two
members of a flock start something, the
others generally follow.

And those sheep that were nearest the gas
were on the point of starting something now!

CHAPTER 7,
The Stampede !
EADY 7" asked Fenton

gruflly,
“Ts it worth
making another at-

asked Parkin. “Vm fed vp with
this! I don't sce why we shonld do tho
Hcead's work for him! Tf he swvants to drive

tack ?”
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these rebels out, why can’t he hire some farm
labourers, or something 7”

“Don’t be an ass!” snapped Morrow.
“We've taken on the job, and we've got to
finish it. We shall never hear tho last of
the thing if we fail!”

“We can’t fail!” said Reynolds, with great
anxiety. “It only means one rush——"

“That’s what you said before!” growled
Parkin.  “I don’t think much of your
rotten bombs, anyhow! We're getting most
of the gas!”

“That's because it's heavier than air!” said
Carlile bifterly. ‘““The stuff drifts down on
to us, and—"

“Oh, don’t make a fuss!” interrupted
Reynolds. “If you fellows had only carried
out my instructions in the first place, there
wouldn’t have been any trouble at all. Come
on! Let’s get it over!”

“Hear, hear!”

But just then Morrow gave a violent start.
He was staring towards the paddock. A
number of sheep were coming out—at a
rush.

“Hallo!” he said. ‘“What on earth’s the
matter with those sheep? I say, they're
coming——  Look out! The confounded
things are sweeping straight towards wus!
Hi! Clear out of the way there, you fellows!
It’'s a stampede!”

“QOh, great Scott!”

There was every reason for alarm. That
flock of sheep had had more than a whiff
of Reynolds’ patent tear gas, and the unfor-
tunate creatures, half-blinded, probably, by
those fumes, were in a panie. They were
running at random—galloping at full speed—
and the whole flock was following the
originator of the stampede.

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“The Third-Formers came and helped us
before,” grinned Nipper. “But now we’re
being helped by a flock of sheep!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Watching in the moonlight, the rebels were
hugely amused. It was the funniest thing
they had seen for terms. The Sixth, realising
that there was no escape from that stampeding
flock, had turned and were running away in
alarm. But the sheep were running faster!
The air was filled with the thudding of the
many feet cn the ground.

The seniors, unlike the rebels, saw no
humour whatever in the situation. Many of
them were howled over by the panic-stricken
sheep. They thudded to the ground and sat
there, dazed, while the flock swept on, creat-
ing a terrific turmoil. Indeed, one or two
of the seniors found themselves being carried
off on the backs of the scared animals!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Down with the Sixth!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tt was a complete rout for the seniors. By
the time the sheep had all passed, about a
third of the attacking force remained on the
battlefield. Most of them were sitting up,
dazed and hewlldered  They weren’t particu-
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larly hurt, but they were beyond all further
fizhting.

They picked themselves up, and went stag-
gering off, amid the yells of laughter from
the juuiors. The rest of the Sixth-Formers
were already straggling away—back towards
the school.  They had had "enough of this
farce!

In the Triangle, the routed seniors gathered
—and the unfortunate Reynolds was the butt
of all the others.

“So much for your precious gas!”’ said
Morrow indignantly. *“We’ve only made
things twenty times worse!”’

“Well, it was your own fault!”’ said Rey-
nolds. “If you had followed my advice——"’

“Rot!”” interrupted Stanhope. “That gas
of yours was no good, Reynolds!”’

“Look here——"" began Reynolds.

“And the bombs were worse!” put in
Wilson.  “The beastly things broke in our
hands, before we could throw them! Then
those sheep got a whiff of the gas, and look
what’s happened! Those confounded juniors
are yelling still! We shall never hear the last
of this fiasco I’

Reynolds was decidedly unpopular. All the
seniors felt that he was directly responsible
for this unhappy outcome of the attack. They
had relied so much on his gas that they had
taken® victory for granted. Instead, they had
ouly succeeded in making themselves ridicul-
ous.

“It’s all very well for you fellows to go on
at me!” said Reynolds hotly. “It wasn’t my
fault! The attack wasn’t organised in the
right way. My gas was all right, and——""

“We’ve had enough of your gas!” growled
Kenmore. *“Yowre all gas—nothing else but
gas!”’

“Confound you, Kenmore—-""

“Oh, stop 14! said Fenton, with a wry
smile. “When you come to think of it, the
affair was rather funny.”

“Funuy 7’ repeated two or three of the
seniors, staring.

“Yes!” said Fenton dryly. “T don’t know
whether you fellows can appreciate humour,
but how can we blame those juniors for laugh-
ing? Just imagine the picture! The whole
crowd of us flying in all directions, with those
sheep after us! And some of us were carried
along on the crest of the wave, so to speak!
Thank goodness it wus night-time—so that
no photes could have been snapped.”

Morrow nodded. .

“Well, it’s a blessing that you’ve got a
sense of humour, Fenton,” he said, with a
chuckle. “I rather think T have one, too.
Yes, it must have secmed funny to those
cheeky juniors! I don’t know—but it seems
to me that we’d better give them best. We’ll
leave them where they are—and let the Head
do all the worrying.”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“We’ve done all that can be expected of
us, anyhow,” said Stanhope. “Blow the
juniors! If they like to carry t_his rebellion
on—they can do it! T’m not going to inter-
fere with them any more, anyhow. I’m sick
and tired of the whole beastly business!”’
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“And so
Wilson,

“Let’s get back to bed,” growled Carlile.
“And if we hear Rewnolds tall\mg about any
more of his patent idcas, we’ll know what

are all the rest of us!” said

to do.”’ )
“By George, we shall!’”’ said Stanhope
grimly. “If he invents‘another gas, we’ll

fill his study with it, and then lock him up
in there! And if it makes him unconscious
for a \\eek, all the better!”

The seniors went off to their own Houses,
thoroughly fed-up with the whole business.
Some of them—fellows like Fenton and Mor-
row and Carlile—could see the humour of it.
But the others were thoroughly angry. They
had been humiliated by the Remove, and
they were bitter against the rebels. Never-
theless, they were all of the same opinion
There were to be no further

in one respect.
attacks!

CHAPTER 8.
General Christopher Carfax !

R. STAFFORD looked
up sharply as a tap
sounded on the door
of his study. He had
been gazing out of
the window. across the
expanse of Inner Court, but he hadn't secn
the morning sunshine, and was quite unap-
preciative of the fine morning.
“Come in!” he said cmﬂy
Fenton, of the Sixth, entercd.
“You sent for me, sir" he said.

“Yes, Fenton, I did!”’ retorted the Head
sternly. “It has been reported to me that
the Sixth Form made an attack on the—-the
rebels durmc{ the night. Is this true?”

“Yes, sir.

“And tho 1ttacl\ I understand, failed?”’

“Yes, sir.

“Yestcrdav, Fenton, 1 distinctly gave in-
structions that the senior boys were not to
make any further :ltf(’mpt° to dislodge. these
—these unruly boys,”” said the headmaster.
“You are the captain of the Sixth Form—
the captain of the whole scheol. What have
you to say, Ienton?”’

“Nothing, sir—except
drive the rebels out, and bhring this ridiculous
rebellion to an end,”” replied Tenton quietly.
“I’'m sorry we failed, sir. Brlt it was really
the fault of a flock of sheep.”

“Sheep?”’ repeated the Head.

“Yes, sir,”” said Fenton.

And he explained the full eircumstances—
although he did not think it necessary to go
into many details regarding Reynolds’ patent
tear-gas bombs. That part of the attack was
g]ussed over. The Head was rather arn old-
fashioned gentleman, and he might not have
understoed.

“We only acted in the best interests of the
school, sir,”” said Fenton. “T’'m sorry we
failed—but we all felt that these juniors were

that we hoped to
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bringing St. Frank’s into unwelcome
nntmxcty We wanted to finish this rebellion
quickly.

The Head paced up and down for ‘a few
moments.

“I quite understand, Fenton—and it is
difficult for me to reproqch you,” he said.
“But, really, there must be no further at-
tacks on these boys. They scem to be very
strongly entrenched, and an attack that fails
is far worse than anything else—since 1t gives
these wretched boys a sense of power.”

“I am very sorry, sir

“That is all right, Fenton—now that you
have explained, I will g2y no more about
it,” broke in the Hecad. “Have you—have
you seen any of these rebellious boys this -
morning ?”

“Xea, sir. I took a walk up there about
half an hour ago,” replied Fenton. “They’ ve
been rather bus) durmg the night, it seems.’

“In what way ?”’

“Thcy’ve put a lot of stakes all round the
stores, sir,”’ replied Fenton, with a frown.
“These stakes have been stuck in the ground,
and the rebels must have found some wire,
to, because they’ve made some entangle-
ments. It'll be very dxfﬁcult to get anywhere
near the stores now.’

“Upon my soul!”” said the Iead. “There
is no end to the resources of these junior
boys! What are we to do, Fentrm ”

“I’'m sure I don’t know, sir,”” replied the
school eaptain. “I can only suggest that you
should see these boys yourself, sir, and
promisc them complete immunity from pumsh
ment while a full inquiry is being held.”

“I will not agree!”” said the Head angrily.
“ cher will I admit defeat in that way!’

“It \J»ouldnt exactly be admitting defeat,
<1r7—’

“No, Fenton!” interrupted the Head. “1
won’t agree to it! Handforth shall be ex-
pelled from the school! T have decided upon
that definitely and absolutely. He is the
ringleader of this rebellion, and he thoroughly

deserves to be sent from St. Frank's, His
immediate helpers shall be flogged, and tho
rest of the boys suitably punished. That is

the only possible ending to this rebellion.”

“Then I'm afraid they won't give in, sir,”
said Fenton, shaking his head. “Thm re
\or3 obstinate—and they are very faithful to

Handforth, too. Th('v believe that he is
cntirely innocent——"

**Nonsense ! interrupted the Head. ““The
case against Handforth was absolutely proved.
Mz, Pyeraft’s evidence alone was sufficient.”
He stopped and glanced round as the sound
of a car came to his ears. Then he looked
rather startled. Tlor a big limousine had
pulled up outside his front door—and it was
a strange limousine, too.

“You had better go, Fenton,”
Head hastily.

“Yes, sir,” said Fenion.

He went—and the Head paoed up and down
his study with a new worry on his mind.
This visitor, no doubt, was an anxious pacent.
Rumours of the rebellion had alrcady got

said the
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abroad, and it was quite likely that numerous
parents would come to St. Frank’s, inquiring
after the safety of their sons.
was becoming desperate.  But Dr. Stafford
was still firm in his determination not to be
weak. These junior boys had defied him, and
they would have to suffer.

Fenton, at the door, was just in time to
sce a big, red-faced gentlcman get out of the
limousine. He was every inch of six-foot
four in height, and proportionately broad.
A giant of a man. His very bearing was
tiecry, and hig red face was adorned with a
heavy white  moustache—which  bristled
arrogantly.

He was quite a stranger to Fenton, but
the captain of the Sixth knew at once that
this visitor was a military man. His very
bearing told that. Jle was a man of about
sixty, lF_mb he was as upright and as vigorous
as a man half his age. He turned a fierce
pair of eyes upon I‘uxton

“Boy ! he said, in a voice that rumbled
and rol]ed “Tell me where I can find your
headmaster!”

“He’s indoors, sir,” replied Fenton. ‘I
have just come from his study——"

“Then you mll just go back!” interrupted
the stranger. **You will e<coxt me into the
headmaster’s presence!”’ He  suddenly
frowned, and gave I'enton a fierce glare.
“You are not, by any chance, onc of these
rebellious young rascals who have defied the
authority of the school ¥ he added.

“Hardly, sir,” replied Fenton quietly. “1
am the cu.ptain of the Sixth. The rebels are
]umor boys.’

*And lhov are still defiant 7

“Yes, sir,” said Pcnton “But the Head
\\111 probab]) tell you

“Yes—yes, I suppose he will!” interrupted
the other. “Take me to him at once!”

The stranger thundered into the hall of
the Hcad’s house, strode down the passage,
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and charged into Dr. Stafford’s study. He
was cvidently a man  of violent methods.
Fenton thought it advisable to withdraw. So

he closed the door and retired.

Dr. Stafford eyed his visitor in some sur-
prise. It was most unusual for a gentleman
to come in like-this without being announced,
and the newceomer himself seemed to realise
this,

*“Thero is no time for fommli'ics, Dr.
Stafford,”” he boomed -thunderously. “Ior-
give my unconventional entrance—but my
name is General Christopher Carfax. You
may have heard of me ?”

The Hecad wilted somewhat under that
blast.

*“Why, yes, General Cmfa\, of course,’
he said. “You have recently been a[,nomtod
one of the governors of this school, I
believe 77

“Your information is correct!” said
Cencral Christopher Carfax, D.S.0., J.P.,
D.L. “Yes, sir! I am a governor of this
school. I may as well inform you that T have

alrcady communicated with Sir Jobn Brent,
the chairman, and I have informed him that
I am determined to bring this ridiculous re-

The situation |
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bellion to an end. I have comeo to St. Frank’s
for that purpose—"

“ Really, general. 1 would pomt out that I
am the headmaster, and that—

“The urcumatanccs are exceptional, Dr.
Stafford !” broke in the general.  “You have
failed te bring these boys to their senscs.
I am not blaming you—for you are not
accustomed to deal with such situations. But

I am a military ' man—and I can handle this
affair rapidly and effectively.
boys

I am here to
135

bring these to their senses!

CHAPTER 9.

The General Takes
Command
HE Head was :tartlad.
He had heard that

General  Carfax  had

been appointed to the

Board of Governors,

but never for a
moment had he expected the gentleman to
come to St. Frank’s—with the avowed ob-
jeet of quelling the rebellion! It was, in a
way, a slight upon himself, and he folt 1t
keenly.  But  there was somethmg over-
poweringly nmstmfu' in  General Carfax’s
appearance, He was such a huge bulk of a
man—such a towering giant.

As a matter of fact, General Carfax had
seen many years of service in India, and his
temper was of the most peppery kind. He
was .11 s0 a man of military methods, and it
wasn’t long before he made the Head realiso
that any “resistance would only make him
worse.

1 appreciate your interest in the welfare
of the school, sir, but I would point out that
1 am the headmaster here,” said Dr. Stafford
quictly and with dignity. “I would further
point out that I am entirely responsible for

the behaviour of my boys, and it is abso-
lutely unnecessary for )ou to put yourself
out

“Unnccessary 1”7 repeated tho general.
“TFiddlesticks!”

“Really, sir!” protested the Head. I
fdll to—-"

“Forgive me if I am blunt!” interrupted

the gencral gruffly.  “Forgive me if my
manner is seemingly rude. I have no inten-
tion of being rude, Dr. Stafford. None at

all. But I-am a man of action—a man of
few words and blunt words Been like it ali
my life. Too late to alter now.”

“Quite so—quite so!” said the Head feebly,

“I'm a soldier, sir!”” went on the general
grimly. " Always have been—always shall
be, by gad! Never had a mutiny in my
brigade—and now that I'm in command of
theso confounded schoolboys, I’m not going
to have them rebelling. No, sir! I have my
own methods with rebels!”

“Y must urge you, General Carfax, to be
careful,” said the Head in alarm. “Yon
will on]v make matters far worse |f ,you
attempt to get these boys out.by forece.’
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“They will surrender at my command!”
thundered the general.

The very room shook, and the Head backed
slightly. ~ The gencral bearing was so
ferocious that he became more alarmed than
ever.

“1 am afraid, General Carfax, that you do
not appreciate that there is a big diffarence
between soldiers and schoolboys,” said the
Head at length. *These schoolboys are par-
ticularly determined ’

“Young puppies!”

broke in the general

angrily,  “Impertinent young puppies, sir!
That’s what they arc—nothing eclse! I'H
teach them—TI'll show them sometlnng’ It's

discipline they need—and it's discipline they’ll
got! Where are these rebels?  Where are
they, sir? Lead me to them at once!”

But the Head had no intention of knuckling
ander so casily. His very authority was
being taken from him by this blustering old
soldier—and it wouldn’t do. General Carfax
was a governor, but at St. Frank’s Dr. Staf-
ford had full authority. Probably, the
generel did ot understand that ho had no
nght to come here giving orders.

‘I would like to explain, general, that the
boys of this school arc under my control,”’
said the Head quictly. “1I appreciate your
geod intentions, and I thank you for your
offer of help. But I must decline.’

“You must what?” rcared the general.

“I want you to underntand sir, that I
cannot take dictation,” went on the Head
with some heat. ‘I have my own methods

at St. Frank’s, and violence is not onc of
them. I must urge vou to leave this matter
entirely in my hands g

“Stuff and nonsense!’”” broke in the general

testily. ‘I have come heré to put this re-
bellion to an end, and you onght to thank
me. I can well understand that you are

incapable of dealing with such a situation.
You haven’t had any expericnce. I have.
I know what discipline is—and I shall enforce

it. I shall place the whole school under
martial law!”’

The Head stared, amazed.

“But, really!” he protested. ‘““My dear

i)

sir! You cannot go to such lengths——
“Cannot, ch?” broke in the general, with
a fierce Lumh “We’'ll see about that, Dr.
Stafford. You have failed 1o quell this re-
1>e]lion, so I am here to take command. HML
is final. T hope you understand it. 1 am in
coutrol of this garrison from this minute!”’
“(rarrison ?”’ faltered the Head.

“T should have said—school " frowned the
general. “What’s the difference? Why
qiibble, sir? Where are thesc rebels? T un-

derstand that they have scized some building

or other! And that they won’t come out!
Where is it? Take me there at once!”
“But if you wili only listen, general—"’

““ At once!” thundered General Carfax.

“Really, sir, [ must decline to be brow-
beaten in this way!’ shounted the Head
angrily. “T am not one of your junior

officers—I am not one of your soldiers, .s‘n"
You cannot dictate to me in this fashion !
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General Carfax puffed his cheeks out, and
he gazed at Dr. Stafford in amazement.

“I am a Governor of this school, sir—and
I intend to have my way!” he retorted
fiercely. .**That is enough! If you won't tell
me where these rebels are, I will find out
elsewhere! Huh! Rank insubordination from
aa officer! Disgraceful!”

He tore the door open and strode out, while
the unhappy Head, mopping his brow, sat
down in his chair. He hardly knew swhat to

do. The general was a man of action—a hot-
ternpered soldier. He didn’t mean to be
insulting, but he was ignorant, it seemed,

of the Head's own supremec authority. He
probably regarded Dr. Stafford as a mere
under-master. He himself was a Governor -
and therefore in a position to command. DBut
this, of course, was a fallacy. The Head had
been appointed by the Board of Governorss,
and his control was supreme. But it \\ou‘d
be useless to tell that to General Christepher
Carfax. The peppery old soldier had come
to St. Frank’s especially to quell the rebel-
lion, and it seemed that nothing was going
to stop him.

Outside, in Inner Court, the general ran
across Wilson, of the Sixth.

“Hey, boy!” thundered the general. *‘I
want you! Come here!”

Wilson, amazed, looked at the stranger.

“Are you speaking to me, sir?”’ he asked
coolly.

“Yes, confound you, I am!” roared the
general. ‘““You belong to this school, ¢h?

You are one of the boys?”’
“Well, yes, siv
““Then take me to this bmldmg where these

rebels are defying disciplinel” snapped the

general. ¢ Take me there at once!
Wilson was not accustemed to receiving
orders from perfect strangers, and he was

rather resentful.

“I'm sorry, sir, but I'm busy!’ he said
shortly
“Dy gad!”” boomed General Carfax.

“You're busy, eh? Boy! Do you realise
who 1 am?”

“‘I haven’t had the honour of meeting you
before,” replied Wilson.

v name is Carfax—General Christopher

<! stormed the old soldier. “I am
a Governor of this school—and I expect
obedience. Upon my soul! Are you one of
these infernal rebels? Are you refusing to
obey orders? Tl have you court-martialled,
sir.. Il have you drummed out of the regi-
ment!”’

My only hat!"” muttered Wilson, aghast. «

Ile decided. on second thoughts, that it
would be advisable to humour this old fellow.
There was something so fiery about the
general’s appearance that Wilson was begin-
ning to get rather nervous.

“I'11--I’lL take you to,the school stores,
sir,” said the prefect, rather hastily. “I
didn't know Lhat you were one of the school
Governors, sir.’
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“Well, you know mnow!” said General
Carfax. “The school stores, you said? So

that’s the place these boys have seized, is
it?  All right—all right! They’ll soon hear
something from me! Within ten minutes,

young man, this rebellion will be over. Do
you hear that? Over!”’
““I hope so, sir,”” said Wilson.
‘““Hope so!” thundered the general. ‘' Are
you implying, boy, that I shall fail ?”’
“You dont know these juniors, sir,”’ re-

plied Wilson. “They are a dLﬁ:mt lot—and
they don’t care a snap for anybody

‘“Ah, they’ll care for me!’ said General
Carfax fiercely. *‘Yes, by gad! They’ll care
for me!”

Wilson made no reply, but he led the way
towards the school stores. Now that Wilson

had got over his first surprise, he was feeling
amused. He had an idea that the events of
the next hour were to prove very interest-
ing!

CHAPTER 10.
Not So Easy |

REKKER’S ready, you
chaps!” called out
Reggie Pitt cheerily.

“QOh, good egg!”

“Sweot, welcome
words!” said Full-
‘“By jingo, I’m nearly

woad, hckmg his lips.
stanmg‘

Everything was cheerful in the rebel en-
campment. The luscious odour of frying
bacon came up from the interior of the stores,
and all those rebels who were on guard on
the roof were heartily glad to hear that
breakfast was ready. Fatty Little and his
army of cooks had been very *busy for the
past hour,

“Come on—we’ll go down!’ said Hand-
forth. ““No sign of any attack coming—and
there won’t be one, either. As long as we
leave one or iwo chaps on guard, we shall
be able to have breakfast in peace—""

“Hold on!” interrupted Nipper. ‘There’s
somebody coming.”

“By George!” said Handforth, shading his
eyes against the sun. ‘‘So there is!”’

““Up, the rebels!”” roared Church. “Enemy’s
coming!”’

In less than a minute over half the rebel
force was on the roof, watching eagerly. But
there had been no need for the alarm, for
only two figures were approaching. One of
themn was evidently a stranger—a giant of
a man, broad and burly in proportion to his
height.

“Hallo! I wonder who he is?”’ murmured
Nipper. “Never seen him before that I
know Looks iike an old soldier by his
walk.”

They all watched with interest as General
Christopher Carfax came up, guided by
Wilson of the Sixth. General Carfax was

of.
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looking angry and hot. The very sight of
this rebel stronghold aroused all his military
spirit. Here was a fortress to be conquered!

But it was impossible for the genem] to
come to really close quarters, owing to the
wire entanglements which had been placed
round the school stores. The general came to
a halt at the boundary line, and stood there
for a moment or two, without speaking. He
was inspecting the posltum—‘and, his expres-
sion grew fiercor and fiercer.

“Well, there they are, sir,”” said Wilson,
with a wave of his hand, “A checky lot of
young monkeys, if you ask me!”’

“T didn’t ask you— und I shan’t ask you!”
retort- | the general. ‘“‘In fact, you might
as well go now, young man!”’

“Just as you like, sir,”” said Wilson, back-

ing away.

The general
stores.

“Who is the commander of this fort?”
demanded, in his booming voice.

‘I am, sir!”’ replied Handforth promptly.

S(nn old m mvhnt I claim that (hctmo
tion ! said Nipper. “I’'m commander here.’

“Rot!” snapped Handforth. “‘If you want

glaved up at the roof of the

1
ne

the ringlc:xdor, sir, I’m the chap! My name’s
Handforth! 1 started this rebellion, and
th(w chaps bached me up!”’

“Oh, indeed!”’ shouted the general. *“Well,

my name is General Carfax, and T am one of
the Gtovernors of this schoel!”

“Oh, my hat!”’

“ A Governor!”’

“Great Scott!”

Something like a wave of consternation
went thlouvrh the rank and file of the rebels.
They stared down at the gencral’s towering
figure with alarm and tye-pldatu)n lhmgs
were evidently about to move.

“You are the commander, eh?” went on
the general, he stared at Handforth.
“Very well, Very well! I mder you

sir!

to evacuale this position at once!”

“You order me to what, sir?” said Hand-
forth, staring.

“I1 ecall for an unqualified surrender!”
thundered General Carfax.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

the a number of the rehels laughed up-
roariously.

“By George!” yelled Handforth. “He's
tellmg us to “l!)re'ld(.l you chaps! Are we
going to do it?

“Not likely!”” went up a roar.

“Silence I chouted the general, in amaze-

ment. “Good heavens! Are you boys daring
to defy me? Come out of this place at once!
I'm gnnw you an order—and you must
obey 1

“Just a minute, sir!”’ called Nipper. “My
name’s Hamilton, sir, and T'm the captam
of the Remove. Do you know the civeum-
stances of this rebellion 7’

“I have not come here to argue!”’ retorted
the general. “I have come here to command
—and I expect obedience!”

“We will all surrender, sxr, if you give us
your word that every body is to be pardoned,”
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The Head did not intend fo let the G2neral take away Lis auihority, and he said so.

General Carfax, thidding his great band upon the desk.
martialled ! *’

said Nipper. “We shall be only too glad to
resume our normal A

“ Pardoned !”” broke in General Carfax, with
a snort. “You young puppy!
punizhed! You'll all be court-martialled, and
dealt with severely. As for the ringleader,
he'll be drummed out of the regiment!”

“Ifa, ha,-ha!”

“You don't seem to understand, sir!’ said
Nipper. “This isn’t a regiment—it’s a school.
Handforth was going to be flogged for some-
thing that he didn’t do. Somebody played a
scandalous trick on Mr. Pyeraft, the master
of the Yourth Form. H:uuimrth‘wus blamed,
and he wasn't guilty. So, instead of taking
a flogging, he rebelled, and the rest of the
temove backed him up by holding a barring-
out.”

“Yes, and we shall keep up the barring-
out until there’s justice!” roared ITandforth.

“They want to sack me—but I won’t be
sacked! When the truth comes out, the
Head will realise that he’s made a mistake,

1

and he’ll offer me a public apology !

“Why,

you young rascal!’’

general. “PI teach you better discipline
than this! Yes, by gad! Yl show you that
you can’t defy me! T've dealt with many a
grim situation in my carcer—and T'm not
roing to be defied by a parcel of schoolboys!
Come out of that buiiding at once!”

thundered ihe

I general’s

You'll all be |

|

17

“Isav I will !’ boomed
¢ Gad, are you rebelling, too ? I’ll have you court-

“IIa, ha, ha!”
The juuiors had grown accustemed to the
bluster by this time, and they were
110 lou_rmx afraid “of him. Geneml Carfax
was proving to he a bit of a comedian, too.
The general himself didn’t know this—and
wonld have been very angry if he had been
told.  Dut it was certainly fuuny to see him
standing there, ordering these rebels to
kuuckle under.

1le was positively amazed when he found
he was ignored. He had heen so accustomed
to giving orders, and having them explicitly
obeyed, that this was something new for him.
The gcr:cr:\l could only stand there, and stare
in blank 'lbt('llihrlll'lellt.. He was being defied
—his ULhL‘li were being laughed at!  To
General Carfax, it was a shecking state of
affuivs.  His temper, always Flm-t _now de-
ted him entirvely. He shook his fist at the
rebels.

“You young rascals!” he shouted. “T'll
teach you to defy my orders! You refuse to
come out, eh?”

“Yes, do!”

'

chorussed the rebels.
“Upen my soul!” gasped the general. “You
refuse to come out, ch?  All right—all right!
1’11 beginning to understand now! I can sce
why the headmaster has failed! A erovd of
insubordinate young puppies! That’s what
you are, my lads! And I'll teach you discip-

woe
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line before I’ve done!
out of that place 122

“You won’t get us out of here!”
Handferth defiantly.

A chorus of cheers, mingled with laughter,
went up from the rebels.

They couldn’t be blamed for this display of
impudence. General Christopher Carfax had
positively asked for it. He was using the
wrong methods—and he was laying himself
open’ to ridicule. But he didn’t know it yet.
He was still labouring under the delusion
that he could bring this rebellion to an end
within the hour.

Before very long, the general was liable to
get a few further shocks!

I'll soon have you

yelled

CHAPTER 11.

General in Full
Command!

The

“Three cheers for
the generall”

“Hurrah!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”
- The rebels cheered
and roared with laughter. General Christo-
pher Carfax had just disappeared round one
of the school buildings, and his ears were
burning. 1le could plainly hear those ironical
cheers, those shouts of laughter, and he was
filled with a great fury. Never in his life
had he seen such insubordination! He was
fully determined to deal with these rebels
as they deserved!

Back in the stronghold,
tremendously amused.

“(eneral Carfax, eh?”’ grinned Nipper.
“So he thinks he’s going to drive us out,
does he? 1

the Remove was

He’s taken on a tall order!

“ Rather!”’

“1 rather think, dear old boys, that he is
biting off more than he can chew,’”’ smiled
Tregellis-West. “And he seems to be a bit
of a character, too—he does, really!”’

“We're not afraid of him!”’ snorted Hand-
forth. “Blow General Carfax! Neither he
nor anybody else will ever chuck us out!
A free pardon for everybody—or the barring-
out goes on!”’

“Hurrah!”

And the rebels cheered in the certainty of
their security.

In the meantime, General
arrived back at the Head’s House,
stormed indoors like a human tank. He
found Dr. Stafford in his study, and he let
fly the very moment he entered the doorway.

“ Ah, here you ave, sir!” he shouted. “T've
seen these boys—yes, I’ve had a talk with
them! Impudent puppies! Confoundedly im-
pmtmex.t young rascals!”

“Really, sir e

£ \[utmy in the ranke— that’s what it is!
said the general hotly.

“Yes, but I must point out

“Rank mutiny !’ roared Lhe general,
glaring. “And you, sir—you are responsible I’

Carfax had
and he

12
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tH]

“Upon my word! T cannot allow

“Solely and absolutely responsible!” con-
tinued the general accusingly. “Who are
you, sir, but the commandant of this garri-
con? Who are you, sir? You have ahead}
admitted to me that you are responsible for
these boys—— No, do not interrupt me!
You are guilty of a grave charge! You have
allowed your men to defy your discipline!”’

< RCJ”y General Carfax, I must be allowed
to speak!”” shouted the Head angrily. * This
is not a barracks! This is not a—a garrison!
Please remember that you are in a public
school—and that we are dealing with school-
boye, and not soldiers!”’

“It makes no difference!” retorted the
general, fuming. “I am a soldier—yes!
Proud of it, sir—by gad, proud of it! A
soldier, sir—to the finger-tips! And a soldier
isn’t in the habit of beating about the bush.
He’s a man of action, sir—a man who puts
things bluntly I’

“T can \\ell believe that, General Carfax!”
said the Head bitterly. “But I would beg to
1emmd you that I am unaccustomed to this
sort of treatment. Even Sir John Brent him-
self would not treat me in this—this cavalier
fashion. Be good enough to remember that
I am the headmaster of this college. I am
not a subaltern—I am not a—a sergeant-
major!”’

The Head was fairly beside himself with
anger, and for the first time (General Carfax
seemed to realise that he had upset his host.
He cooled down somewhat, ard laughed up-
roariously.

“Gad, this is good!” he bellowed. “Con-
foundedly good, by gad! So you thought I
was trying to order you about, did you?
Nothing of the sort, Dr. Cheshire—-""

“My name is Dr. Staﬁ'o)d, sir.”’

“Stafford 7’ said the general. “Stafford?
That’s peculiar—I thought it was Cheshire!
Anyhow, I knew it was one of these infernal
counties! You mustn’t mind my manner, sir
—you mustn’t take too much notice of it!”

“You are not the kind of man, general, to
ignore!” said the Head curtly.

““No, by gad—no!” laughed the general.
“That’s rather good. The fact is, you don’t
know how to run these boys. That's your
trouble, Dr.—Dr. Stafford! Yon don’ t know
how to run.the young puppies!”

“And yet I fancy I have had more ex-
perience than you

“Yes, and Tll warrant that vou've had
trouble with them all your life!” interrapted
the gencral boisterously. ‘“That’s vour own
fault—for not being hard enough on them.
Boys need stern treatment. When they won’t
obey you, thrash ’em! That's the only thing
to do! Thrash ‘em! Do you think I'm going
to let thme voung rascals defy my orders?
No, sir!”

“1 would like you to understand, General
Carfax, that T am uot disposed to h'un the
anthority taken out of my han ds in this
way!” said Dr Stafford angrily. “I realise
vour good intentions, and I appreciate your
advice. But 1 won’t be ordered about. 1
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am hcadmaster of this school,
have full contro!, or none!”
*“It secms to me you have none!™
the general,
“Swl” said the Head hotly.
“No offence—no offence!” growled the old
soldier. “By gad, you scem to misunder-
stand everything 1 say! Can’t get a word
out of my mouth without you flaring up.
What's the matter with you, sir?” Don't
like the authority being taken away from
you—eh? All right—all right! I'm not par-
ticular. You can deal with these boys if you
like, but youw’ll take orders from mel”
“Indeed general, I shall not!”

“2nd I say you \\111 !” boomed the general,
thudding his great hand upon the desk. “ Re-
member that T am your superior officer! Gad,
are you rcbelling, too? T'll have you court-
martialled and—-"

“Upon my soul!”
ping his brow.

and either I

gnapped

gasped the Head, mop-
“Really, General Carfax,

please calm yourself. This—this is ridicu-
lous!”
“I quite agree!” said the general. “I

have come here to put an end to this rebel-
lion, and I am not going away until it’s
done. So the sooner you move, Dr. Cheshire,
the better! Eh? Oh, ves, confmmd it—Dr.
Stafford! How on earth can I keep on re-
membering your confounded namec?  This
rebellion has got to stop! I'm going to
suggest a certain line of action, and you must
take your orders from me.”

“I am very sorry, but—

“Enough!” roared the old gencral. “I am
not in 1‘._‘ habit of being hindered by my
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officers! “No. sir!”
Dr. Stafford felt weak and feeble. e was
utterly flabbergasted by General Carfax’s

domincering tone. He hardly knew whether
he was on his head or his hecls, but he
was certainly very angry.

This interference was intolerable. General
Carfax was certainly a governor of the school,
byt he scemed to imagine that he had more
authority than the headmaster himself just
because he was a governor!

It was a preposterous situaliom.

And yet Dr. Stafford did not sce how to
get rid of his unwelcome visitor. There was
every indicaticn that General Carfax would
create a whole lot of trouble before St.
Frank's saw the last of him!

CHAPTER 12,

Too Much For The Head !
AP- 1ap‘

Dy, Stafford
started, and glanced

towards the door.
“Come in!"” he said

impaticntly,

The door opened, and Mr. Hor'\c(‘ Pycraft,

the master of the ¥ourth, came in. Mr.
Pycraft was an unpleasant-looking gentle
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man, and he was an unpleasant-natured
gentleman, too. Practically all this troublo
had arisen through him, one way and
another. Not that he was actually to blame.
But he had accused Handforth™ somewhat
unjustly, and Dr. Stafford had upheld him,
It had 1eally been impossible for the Head teo
do anything else, since he was a master.

“Well, Mr. l’_ycmftr’” said the
testily.

“The boys of my Form, sir,
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Head

have been comt

plaining of the quality of the coffee,” said
Mr. Pycraft. “They have also taken ex-
ception to the butter. It scems that the

quality of the stores that have 1(((‘14;3’ ar-
rived at tho school is very inferior.’
“Really, Mr. Pycraft, this is no time to
come to mo with such compla nts!” said the
Head, with some chow of anger. “You
l\now well enough that tho school storcs aro
in the hands of these—these rebels.  Until
the school is normal again, things will
necessarily be at sixes and sevens ”
“Rubbish, sir — rubbish!”  interrupted
General Carfax. “Sixes and sevens be
hanged! The school will be normal again
within the hour! I will see to it!” He
turned to Mr. Pyeraft, and glared at him.
“As for you, sir, you can go!”
“Reaily, I—I——-" began Mr. Pyeraft.
“And you can bo perfectly satisfied that

T shall bring this rebellion to an end!” roared

the general. “I have como here for thag
purpose, and I am not the kind of man to
be defied!”

“No, sir--no; quite so!” said Mr, Pyeraft

hastily.  “Exactly !”

Ho fled, and when General Carfax turned
back towards the Headmaster, he found that
th" old gentleman was hot with rage.

“Am T to unders tand, General (mfg\ that
vou are taking the authority out of my
hands?” asked the Fead furiously. “You

arc not content with browbeating me in my
own study, but you must needs treat me as
an undol]lnv in the presence of my Ilorm-
master ! Tt is too much, sir, and I will not
have it!

= Dont gel &0 excited!” eaid the general
agrufllv. “No offence, sir—no offence.
a soldier—blunt and to the point.
all. Tt's a pity you can't understand me.”

“T admire bluntness in its proper place,
sir,” said tho Iead quictly. “But T cannob
have the anlhou? taken out of my hands
in this fashion beg of you to leave this
school under my control,”

“You have proved, Dr. Stafford, that von
can't control it!” roared the gencral. “ Oh,
yes—let’s have plain words. Why beat about
tho bush? You have allowed theso boys to
matiny, and T den't believe in mutiny, I
won’t kave it! Never have had it—ncever
will! Discipline. sir—that's thc only thing!
And I am here to apply it!”

Dr. Stafford rose to his fect,
with emotion.

“Very well, General Carfax,” he said
steadily.  “If you arc here to apply dis-
cipline, I beg of you to go ahecad with it.

now palo
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I will ruign control until you have finished
your task.”

‘Splendid!” said the general, without in
tho least realising that he had offended—and

pained—the Head. “We couldn’t come to a
better arrangement, sir.”
“Upon my word!” panted the Head.

“You amaze me, sir!”

“T'll amaze you still more after I have
dealt with these rebels in a military fashion!”
said General Carfax boisterously. “I’ll have
you know, Dr. Stafford, that I have a certain
method. I'm going to put the whole school
under martial law! Every boy has got to
obey my orders—or else suffer the penalty!”

With that he strode out of the study,
leaving the Head very weak.

Within an hour, St. Frank’s was secthing
with a new excitcment. The general’s ar-
rival had become known to all and sundry.
Fellows wero asking why he had arrived, and
what he was going to do. They were not
left long in doubt. Notices were put up in
every House~pmc!aiming martial law at St.
Frank's! Nobody could believe it at first—
it was so outrageously unusual. Martial law!
It secmed ridiculous.

General Carfax himself - went about the
school like a kind of tornado. He swept
through the Ancient House and the West
House; then he charged across the Triangle
and had a look at the Modern House and
the East House. He was taking his bear-
ings, and he insisted upon two or three pre-
fects going with him, to show him all the
various details of the buildings. And when
he came upon any of the juniors, he swept
them out of his way as though they were so
much chaff,

When lessons started there was very little
work done.

The Fifth and Sixth tried to maintain their
dignity, but all these seniors were compelled
to admit that they were inwardly excited.
They felt that something big was going to
happen soon. The arrival of General Car-
fax had given a new interest to the whole
situation. Besides, the Christmas vacation
was looming near, and the school felt that
the general would help to make the days
pass quickly.

The Fourth and the Third were frankly ex-
cited.  They made no pretence about it.
Just before lessons started, Willy Handforth
found an opportunity of having a word with
Ruster Boots. They were the skippers of the
Third and the Fourth respectively. Willy was
looking rather thoughtful.

““What about it, Buster?” ho asked.

“Bh?” said Boots. “What about what?”

Well, you've heard about the gencral,
haven't you?” said Willy. “You've hcard
that he's going about the school like a com-
mander-in-chief? I shouldn’t be surprised
if he gives us some orders soon.’

“Well, he won’t get us to do an}th;ng
growled Buster Boots aggressively. “We're
not going to take orders from anybody ex-
cept our own masters. It’s like his nerve to
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come here at all, tlymg to usurp the Head’s
position 1”

“All the same, he can be dangerous,” said
Willy. “It’s qmte on the cards that he’ll
order us to attack the Remove, and drive
them out of the stores.”

“Let him order,” said Boots. “If he
tries any of those tricks we’ll defy him, and
tell him to go and cat coke! For two pins
we’'ll join the rebellion!”

Willy chuckled.

“Somehmcs Buster, you remind me of my
major,” he said coolly., “You're so jolly
ram-headed, so direct!”

“Look here, you cheeky young fag——"

“Keep your hair on!” said Willy. “You
ought to take it as a compliment when I
compare you with my major.”

“A  compliment!” snoried Boots.
an insult!”

“Take it as you like,” said Willy, grin-
ning. “But look here, I think we ought to
get together, and then pass a few words on
to the chaps in our Forms.”

They got together, and when they separ-
ated they were both looking very innocent!

“If’s

CHAPTER 13.
Martial Law!

R. PYCRAFT
his desk.
“Silence !” he said
unpleasantly. “The
next boy who speaks
will receive a hundred lines

The mutter of voices died down in the
Fourth Form class-room, and the juniors
pretended to get on with their work.
Lessons had just got under way, although,
of course, they were very much of a farce.
It was’ not to be expected that work should
go ahead just the same as usual. The whole
school was on tenterhooks, wondering what
General Carfax would

“There’s going to be some excitement by
the look of things, sir,” remarked Buster
Boots, as he got out his books. “They're
saying that General Carfax means to make
things hum.”

“And high time, too!” snapped Mr. Py-
craft.,  “Those young rascals should have
been driven out of their stronghold long
ago. The whole thing is ridiculous—out-
rageous! But they needn’t think they can
defy authority with impunity. They will
soon be beaten, and then Handforth will
be expelled as he deserves.”

The Fourth uttered a low groan.

“Silence !” roared Mr. Pyeraft. “How
dare you make that outrageous noise!”

“Lots of the chaps think that Mandforth

rappe:l

i

is innocent, sir,” remarked Bob Christine
defiantly.
“TUtter rubbish!” shouted Mr. Pyeraft.

“[landforth is guilty! He assaulted me,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

and it is only right that he should be
expelled in disgrace. As for these other
boys, they will be lucky if they—"

Mr. Pycraft broke off as the door burst
open, and General Carfax strode in. Desks
shook and inkpots rattled as he stamped
across the floor.

“Attention !” he thundered, glaring at the
Fourth.

The Fourth, as one man, rose to its fect
and stood at attention.

“Good!” said the general, nodding.
“That’s the way I like to see you move!
Leave this room at once, and form up in a

double line in the Triangle! Now then,
quick march!”

“Really, sir—"” began Mr. Pycraft
protestingly.

“Well?” demanded the general, glaring
at him.

“Nun-nothing, sir!” stammered Mr.
Pycraft, backing away. “I—I was only
going to—to mention that we were on the
point of commencing lessons—"

“Bah!” roared the general. “Lessons
can wait!”

“Yes, yes, of course!” stammered Mr.
Pycraft.

The Fourth, with great alacrity, left the
room and marched straight out into the sun-
lit Triangle. This was something they
hadn’t expected. Better than stewing in the
class-room at lessons, anyhow! And there

seemed little doubt as to the general's
intention.
“Now, you chaps, remember to obey

orders!” said Buster Boots quickly, as he got
outside. “No insubordination—no refusal
to obey the general’s commands! He's a
hard old nut, and we’d better not defy
him.”

“Rather not!” chorussed the Fourth.

“If we don't obey orders he'll give us ten
days C.B.!” grinned Bob Christine.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

With surprising docility, the Fourth
formed itself into a double line and stood
smartly to attention. A minute later the
Third came trooping out, with Willy at the
head. And Willy, apparently, had given
very similar orders to his fags. For, with-
out any attempt to lark about, the Third
Form followed the example of the Fourth
and stood at attention. Then General
Carfax appeared, the very embodiment of
energy. He marched up and down the
juniors, like a general inspecting his troops.

“Good!” he said at length, as he faced the
two Forms. “That's the kind of thing I

like to see—strict obedience to orders! Now,
boys, we've got to get to work!”
“IHurrah!” cheered the Fourth and the

Third. “Three cheers for General Carfax!”
“ITurrah!”
“General Carfax will save the situation!”
“Rather!”
“Give him another cheer, you chaps!”
“Silence!”  thundered the general. “I
appreciate yvour enthusiasm, boys, but this
is no place for it. Wait until we have con-

|
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Yes, that’s it.
the school stores

quered these mutineers.
We're going to attack
now !

“Jlurrah

“When a part of a garrison mutinies, it is
the duty of the other soldiers to restore
order,” continued the general. “I'm glad to
seo that you boys are loyal.”

“Hurrah!”

If the general had not been so full of his
present scheme, he might have noticed a note

1

of . irony in those cheers. But he was
entirely unsuspicious.
“Follow me!” he ordered. “And

remember this, any boys who disobey my
orders will be court-martialled = and
punished! I'm here to restore order, and
I'm not going to be content until I've done
it! We're going to drive those rebels out!”

“Rather, sir!” sang out Willy Handforth.
“And if you're going to lead us, there can't
be any doubt as to the result! If you’re
Zoing to order us to the school stores we'll
go there!”

“Hear. hear!”

“General’s orders--we must obey !”

“Three cheers for General Carfax!”

The Triangle resounded with the lusty
cheering The Sixth and the Fifth, in their .
class-rooms, listened to all this in astonish-
ment. They were amazed that the juniors
should be so ready to aitack their fellow
juniors of the lower school. Many of the
seniors had confidently predicted that the
Fourth and the Third would join the rebels
at the first sign of trouble. Yet here they
were, only too ready to obey General
Carfax’s commands!

“Well, there must be something about
the man,” said Morrow, scratching his head
as he watched through one of the windows.
“Personality, I suppose. These juniors ara
ready to follow him anywhere!”

“Well, thank goodness they are!” said
Wilson.  “If only they can drive those
Remove fellows out, all the better! We've
had enough of this tommy-rot! But I don't
believe it; you can’t kid me that the Remove
is poing to be squashed so easily. We
couldn’t do, anyhow, and I'm sure that
these juniors won’t!”

They watched the Fourth and Third being

2

marched away, with General Carfax at
their  head. Off the juniors went,
enthusiastic for the ba’ttle!

CHAPTER 14.

A Surprise For The General !

ERE they come!”

“Stand rcady,
vou fellows!”

The rebels, excited
and eager, watched
the approach of the

attacking force. They were ready for any
emergency. The pea-shooter squads were
waiting, with ammunition ready; the bomb-




attacking force swept in, cheering, shouting, and yelling with laughter. -
The General gazed on in amazement. He had ordered these junmiors -
to drive out the rebels—instead, they had joined them !

=*—"I'he big double doors of the stores were flung wide open, and the whole
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throwers were well prepared. But, some-
how, there was an over-abundance of grin-
mm: faces.  The rebels did not seem par-
ticularly alarmed at the prospect of a big
assault.

“T'm ashamed of these fags particularly,”
said Fullwood. *They helped us, the other
day. They said that we could rely upon them
at any time. And here they are—coming to
the attack!”

** Shocking !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What’s the joke?”
looking round.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t worry, Handy—the joke will be
on the general!” chuckléd Nipper. “This is
going to be interesting, my sons. Look how
the gencral is organising his forces! He'’s a
soldur right cnough‘ He knows what to

" said Clive Russell solemnly.

asked Handforth,

bom" little distance away, General Carfax
had brought his forces to a halt. He bad
ordered the Third to stand aside from the
Fourth, and he stood in such a position
that hq could address” both Forms at the
same time.

“Now, boys,” he was saymg, “always
remember ome thing! There is to be no
retreat! IKeep on fighting until the position
is won—until you are victorious !’

“Hurrah!” yelled the Fourth and
Third enthusiastically.

“One party will make a frontal

attack, and the other party will
sweep round to the rear, and
chargo from that angle,” went on

“And remember that
I'm with you! T'm giving orders!
Once through, you will gmn the
position without any trouble.”’

the general.

“We'll get right 1, sir!” shouted
Willy confidently.
“Yes, rather!”’
ha, ha!”

* ‘ad that’s the spirit I like!”

roared the gencral delightedly.

“The best soldiers are those who laugh a3
they go into battle! A fine morale, by gad
—a wonderful morale!”

“Hurrah!”

“Down with the rebels!”

“ Hear, hear!”

And the attacking forces cheered them-
selves hoarse.

(ieneral Carfax was delighted. He was
overjoved. In snite of his determination to
win, he had rather cxpected to have some
little trouble with the juniors. But, to his
astonishment, thecy were taking his orders
without question. They were ready to go
to the attack with enthusiasm and vigour.
The general could only conclude that it was
his personality that had won them over.

“Now. boys—charge!” he bellowed. “Go
\h'u;:ht ahead —and don’t turn back until
\Ou ve won the battle !”

*We worn’t turn back,
vou that!” shouted Buster Boots.
single man of us!”

“No fear!”

“Up, the Third and the Fourth!”

sir—we promise
“Not a
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“ Hurrah!”
Cheering lustily, the Fourth swept on to
the attack. I'rom the rebel atlm*ghold came

an ans\\elmg burst  of checring— wild
series of defiant shouts. The 'J'hin] Yorm,
under Willy, swept off towards the rear,

looking cvery bit as grim and determined as
the l‘om(h The whole battle was going
exactly as the general had planned.

Boots and Christine, in the lead of the

Fourth, swept on towards the entangle-
ments. The general stood watching, cager

and flushed. He fully expected io see the
fortress fall—to suecumb under this double
attack. The headmaster could do nothing,

\.J{v\l/"?gjéll/h b

General Carfax, was an old soldier!
He knew how to go about his business!

but he,

“Gad, fine! Kine!” muttered the general,
as he saw the juniors sweeping on.

It was almost uncanny the way they got
through the entanglements. It seemed as
though they had been loosened or some-
thing, for the Fourth went clean through
with hardly a check. At last they were
| right at the wall of the school stores—right
at the very door. Above, the rebels vere
shouting excitedly, leaning over tho parapet.
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But, strangely enough, they were not throw-
ing any of their flour-bags—they were not
using their pea-shooters.

And then a wild yell went np-—from scores
of junior throats. The big double doors of
the stores were flung wide open, and the
whole attacking force swept in, checring,
shouting, and yelling with langhter. Exactly

\w
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with a series of crashing thuds. and from
inside the stronghold came a <confusion of
cheers and laughs.

Within the space of a single minute the
entire  force had vanished—had gone
into the rebel fortress. What was more, the
doors of the rebel fortress had closed again,
and by the sound of things those doors
were being heavily barricaded once
more. At the rear the same thing
was happening. The Third had
magically disappeared.

With a violent start, General
Christopher Carfax came to himself.
He took several paces forward and
stood still, his eyes bulging. Was
he mistaken, or did he seo Buster
Boots and Bob Christine and Len
Clapson on the roof, arm-in-arm
with the rebels?

Did he see Willy Handforth

wringing the hand of his major?
Did he see other members of the
Third capering about on that roof,
yelling tﬁ

emselves hoarse ?

CEHAPTER 15.

The General
Wakes Up !

) URRAH !
0 with

. rebelst”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The roars of laughter that camec
from the stores brought General
Carfax up with a jolt. But he was
still bewildered; he was still unable
to realisc what had happencd. It
was all so mysterious, so unex-
pected. The attackers had got into
the stronghold, it was true, but in
no circumstances could it be said
that any severe fighting was going
on. Some of the attackers werc
thumping the rebels on the back,
but it was hardly fighting.

“Good man, Willy!” Handforth
was saying. “‘By George, what a
brilliant idea!”

the

ig double doors of the stores were flung wide open, and the whole
ing force swept in, cheering, shouting, and yelling with laughter.
teneral gazed on in amazement. He had ordered these juniors
to drive out the rebels—instead, they had joined them !

“Yes, it was Willy’s,”” grinned
Buster Boots.
“Oh, it was Willy’s, was 1t 7”? said

93

the same thing was happening at the rear,
where the Third rushed into the building,
after finding the doors conveniently opened
for them. i

The general, watching, gave a sudden
start. He couldn’t quite understand it. He
had expected a heavy resistance—and a
grim fight. But his attackers were getting
in without the least trouble! It was certainly
remarkable.

In they poured—to the last man. And
then—slam, slam! The double doors closed

Handforth, with a sudden frown.
“Well, perhaps it wasn’t exactly brillianr,
although it was pretty good.”

*“Cheese it, Handy !” said Church. “Don’t
try to rob your minor of any glory. Tt was
a first-class stunt !’

John Busterfield Boots nodded.

“Gilt-edged!” he said. “As far as I was
concerned, I really didn’t think of such a
thing as this. It didn’t occur to me that
the general might order us to attack vou
fellows. But Willy thought of it: he fore-

saw what was ecoming.”
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"And put you up to the signalling dodge,
ch?” smiled Nipper.

“That's it,” nodded Buster. ‘I wonder
what the general will say now?”

“Who cares?” said Handforth. “Blow
the general! It’s like his nerve to come
here. thinking that he can run the school!
He’s cnly made matters worse!”

“Better, you mean,” said Doots cheer-
fully. “We fellows have been wanting to
join the rebellion for a long time. Now

1t’s a real barring-out.”
“Hear, hear!”
“Hurrah for the repellion!”

More cheers went up—and more roars of
laughter.

General Carfax would have been very
surprised had he known that Buster Boots
had recently been i icati
the rcbels. Boots, in fact, acting upon a
suggestion from Willy, had gone up to the
old tower, and from that elevated vamtage
point he had done a considerable amount
of signalling. Most of the rebels were Boy
Scouts, and Boots was a Boy Scout, too.
So he had flagged a message to the rebel
stronghold.  The rebels had forthwith got
busy. removing the barricades from the
doors, so that they could be opcned when
the “enemy ” attacked. It had all been
arranged so very ncatly—so easily, too.

“It was the best thing you fellows could
have done,” said Nipper. *‘Of course, you
wouldn’t” have really attacked us, would
you #”

“Not likely !” said Bob Christine. “We've
been in sympathy with the rebellion ever
since the start. 1If we hadn’t done this we
should have refused to obey the gencral’s
orders.”

“And that would have meant trouble, of
course,” said Boots, “We should have had
to rebel on our own account, and find some
sort of stronghold. So Willy suggested
this idea of prctond,i)ng to attack and then

rushing straight in.

*“Brilliant!” said TFullwood admitingly.
“ Absolutely scintillating!  You'r2 all now
safely in the stronghold, with the rest of

,And we're in a better position than

“Rather!” said Handforth, “We don't
care who attacks now. With a force like
this we can defy a giddy regiment!”

“Hear, hear!”

There was something exquisitely humorous
in the situation. The general had believed
that his forces were making a genuine attack,
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and all the time they were determined to
join the rebellion!

It was a joke that would be laughed at for
terms to come.

Thoe whole school knew of the situation in
less than a minute.

One or two of the prefects had gone up to
the tower to watch the supposed assault.
They couldn’t help grinning when they saw
what had actually happened. All the
attackers had vanished, and General Carfax
was left standing alone on the battlefield.

“Those young beggars have joined the
rebels,”” said Morrow, with a chuckle. ‘“Well,
I don’t altogether blame them! Hang it, it’s
a bit too thick when a man like General
Carfax comes here, ordering the kids about!
I don’t wonder they defied him !”

“But they defied him in a particularly
tricky way,” said Wilson. “Well, I'm finished
with it now. I wash my hands of the whole
business. There was a faint chance that we
might have driven out the Remove, but I'm
hanged if we can shift the Remove and the
Fourth and the Third lumped together! It'll
need dynamite to shift thern1”

While the seniors were talking, Mr. Pycraft
had rushed to the Head and had reported the
new situation. Dr. Stafford listened with
pursed lips.

“I am sorry to hear this, Mr. Pycraft,” he
said anxiously. “Dear me! It is a grave
situation! You tell me that the Fourth I'orm

and the Third Form have joined the
rebellion 7”
“Yes, sir,” panted Mr. Pyecraft. “All my

boys have rushed into the stores, and they are
now on the roof, cheering with those other
young rascals! It is entirely the general’s
fault! He should never have given such
orders!”

The Head was inclined to agree with Mr.,
Pycraft—and, inwardly, he was not feeling
exactly displeased. It worried him to know
that another force of. juniors had revolted.
But yet it pleased him when he realised what
a fiasco the gencral had mado of things. Per-
haps it would prove a lesson to the fiery old
soldier! It was one thing to deal with troops
—and a very, very different thing to deal with
schoolbays !

If the headmaster had one gleam of eatis-
faction, it was in the realisation that matters
must now surely come to a head. With the
entire junior school in revolt, the position
could not be maintained for very long. Some-
thing would have to be done—but that some-
thing would not be done by Dr. Malcolm
Stafford. He was firm on that point. General
Carfax had come here, and he had taken the
reins of authority out of the Head’s hands.

The Head was grim as he looked out of the
window—as he stood there, with his hands
clasped behind his back.

General Carfax had come here, and he had’
assumed control.  Well, he could get on with
i!
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CHAPTER 16.
Nothing Doing !

ENERAL CHRISTO-
PHER CARFAX,
DB.O., J.P, DL,
came to himself with
a violent start.

“By gad!” he

“I'm hanged if the young puppies

123

bellowed.
haveu t joined forces with the mutinecers!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Three cheers for the general 1”7

“Hip, hip, hoorah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Those cheers went up with a will—rousing,
car-splitting cheers. But now the general
could recognise the ironical note in them.
From the very first these juniors had been
leading him on! And he—General Carfax—
hadu’t realised it until now! The old soldier
was staggered.

“You-—you confounded young imps!

12

1
ne

thundered, as he went closer and shook his
fists at the velling juniors. “Come ocut of
thﬂt!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Tll give you five minutes to surrender !
bellowed the general. “Five minutes, and
not a second morc! If you’re not out by
then, T'll take steps to drive you out by
force !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was an awful shock for the general.
These juniors - didn’t seem to respect him
in the least! They looked upon him as a

joke. Never would they have treated the
headmaster in this way. They might have
defied Dr. Stafford, and they might havo

remained firm in their determination to hold
out. But they would never have laughed at
him. They respected the kindly old Head too
much for that. But General Carfax was too
rich to be missed. He was a first-class laugh.

He seemed to realise that he was only
making ]mncclr ridiculous by standing there.
These juniors were too excited to take any
notice of him. The shock was so great that

General Carfax was stunned. Never in his
life had he been defied before. 1In all his
military carcer he had always exacted

But he made the
these schoolboys

obedience from his troops.
mistake of thinking that
were like soldiers.

They did not even consider that he had any
authority over them. He was an outsider—a
mere visitor. Ii was like his nerve to tell
them what to do, and what not to do! Just
because he was a governor of the school, it
did not give him permission to come here and
give his orders.

At last the general, with a flerce expression
in his eyes, turned away. He had been
tricked —beautifully and simply tricked. His
whole force had vanished and had gone over
to the enemy! Now that it was too late, he

was beginning to realise that, if he had had
his wits about him, he would have guessed
that something was wrong. The Third and
Fourth were junior boys, and wero bound to
have sympathy with the rebels. Now they
were rcbels themselves! They had burned
tt,)hellr boats, and there could be no drawing
ack.

Stalking back towards the school, General
Carfax went straight towards the Sixth Form
class-room, and burst in., He feund Mr.
Langton, the Form-master, talking seriously
to his boys on the subject of Greek history.
Everybody looked round as the general came
in.

“Is there anything I can do, sir?
Mr. Langton politely.

“No, sir—nothing!” retorted the general.
“T am here to comund these boys! And I
had better make you understand at once that
I desire no interference.”

“Really, sir, 1 think that remark is uncalled
for,” said the Form master coldly. “If there
is any interference it is entirely on your side.
I would 1emmd you that this Form is at
work, and

“ Rubbish 1
“I have more
Boys, follow me!

The Sixth FForm remained seated.

*“Did you hear my order?” roared General
Carfax, glaring round. “Those confounded
rebels have defied me. I mean to drive them
out! I am not going to be—"

“Just a minute, sir!” interrupted Fenton,
rising to his feet. “I am the captain of this
Form, and 1 have something to say.”

‘“‘Impudent puppy!” enorted the gencral.
“What is it7”

Fenton flushed. He was not accustomed to
being called an impudent puppy

“Without any disrespect to you, sir, we
have decided that we shall take no par¢ w ‘hat-
ever in this quarrel in the Lower School,” said
the school captain. “The Fifth Form h'Ls
come to the same decision.”

“Mutiny, by gad!'” gasped the geneml,
staring in amazement. ‘‘Rank mutiny! Aro
you telling me, boy, that you won’t obey my
orders ?”’

“That is what it amounts to, sir,
Fenton quietly.

“You—you—you—-

“We acknowledge the authority of the
headmaster, and all the other masters,” con-
tinued Fenton. “But we are not children,

” asked

Carfax,
them.

interrupted General
important work for
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» replied

»

; sir, and we do not intend to be ordered about

like fags!”
A murmur of approval went up from the

| Sixth.

“You insubordinate young jackanapes!”
thundered General Carvfax. “If T had you in
the army, I would court-martial you and dis-
mi.\s’yOU from the service! You are unworthy

“Quarrelling  won’t make
hetter, sir,” sald FFenton grimly. “And I may
as well tell you, at the same time, that we
don’t recognise this new order of things. We,

matters any
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den’t consider ourselves under martial law!”

“ Hear, hear!” said the Sixth.

General Carfax began to speak, but the
words seemed to choke him.  He bubbled and
boiled. and then finally, with a loud snort, he
turned and strode out. Ie did not even
attempt to enter the Fifth Form class-room.

“The whole schoo]l is in a state of re-
bellion ! he panted, as he stood outside, mop-
ping his brow. “Good heavens! What a
state of affairs! What a shocking situation !”

The old soldier was utterly staggered. He
had instituted martial law only an hour or two
carlier, and it had already proved a dreadful
failure. Instcad of quelling the revolt, he had
only caused it to spread!

CHAPTER 17.
A Dramatic Turn !

LL quict!” reported
Reggie Pitt cheerily.
“A fine night, and
nothing to report.”

The “guard ” was

. being  changed. It

was cvening now, and on the roof of the
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stores it was bleak and coid. But the guards
had to be on duty constantly. They were
well wrapped up, however, and nobody
grumbled about taking his turn.

Handforth & Co., Fullwood, Buster Boots,
Nipper, and a few others were included in
the new wateh. They took up their positions,
and the relieved guard went downstairs into
the interior of the building to seck some food.
The commissariat department was now being
hard pressed. but Fatty Little had roped in
another.band of Lkelpers, and he was doing
wonders.

Fortunately, there was no lack of food.

This building, being the school stores, was
stocked with every kind of food imaginable.
Down in the ample cellars there were many
sides of bacon, there were boxes of eggs,
there were sacks and sacks of flour. There
were cases of tea, cases of condensed milk,
and other food products too numerous to
mention. If nccessary, the rebels could hold
out here until Christmas, and live royally all
the time.

During the afternoon the garrison had
held high revels. They were jubilant over
their victory, and they let the rest of the
school know that they were celebrating.

But now that evening had come, with its
accompanying darkness, a good deal of en-
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thusiasm had died down. There was the
problem of sleeping to be faced. There were
no beds here, and precious little accommo-
dation of any sort. Not that the fellows
worried.  True, the advent of the Fourth and
Third had made things somewhat awkward.
The burlding was packed, and excrcise was
practically out of the question,. except for a
walk round the roof during the hours on
watch,

Nipper stood leaning over the parapet, with
Tommy Watson and Handforth and Full-
wood. It was very quiet in this corner, and
from down below came a buzz of nughtcr
and talk.

“Well, things seem’ to be going on very
slowly, ¥ said Nipper. “I’'m rather <mprlsod
that tho general hasn’t made any further at-
tempt to get us out. Not a sign of him
since this morning—since the Fourth and the
Third came over to us. I wonder what he’s
been doing all day?”

“Getﬂng over the shock,
Fullwood dryly.

“Do vou ﬂnnl\ he’ll make another attack?”
asked Tommy Watson.

“It’s difficult to say,” replied Nipper.
“He won't get the Fifth and Sixth to help
hiin—that’s certain. And it’s hardly likely
that he’'ll import outsiders to drive us out.
I don’t quite know what to think. The
chances aro that the Head will come along

I expect,” said

soon, and talk about terms.”

“Wa o won't agiee to any terms,” growled
Handforth‘ “No  surrender--that’s  our
motto!”

“All the same, if the Head s reasonable, e
might be able to meet him,” said \Ipper
“What do you mean?” demanded Handy.
“Well, we den’t want to make the Head
look too small, do we?”” said Nipper thought-
fully. “If he comes along and suggests that
we shall go back to our houszes, and only gives
us a nominal sort of punishmont. we'd better
agree. He might say that \\(‘10 gated for
the rest of the term, or something like that.
Well, let’s give in. As long as the Head
promises that there won’t be any expulsion~
or floggings, we’ve won the battle. That’s
the way I look at it, anyhow.”
“Yes, that's true enough,”
“We wust allow
you know.

said Fullwoed.
the Ilead to save his face,
We don’t want to crow over him
too much. The chances are that he’ll knuckle
under now—particularly as General Carfax
has made such a mess of things. ~ What elae
can the Head do?  This situation can’t las

much longer. Jt’s altogether t00—~"

“I say,” iutorrupted Watson, “what
over there?”

He peointed towards the school, and the
startled note in his voice brought the others
round at cnce. \’\ﬂttson was pointing tow anL
the Ancient ouse, and all the other juniors
1mmod|atoh gazed in the direction indicated.

“Looks furny" said Fullweod, frowning.
“A sort of glare.”

“Yes, and it's flickering, too,” said Hand-

forth. “By George, do you think the Fifth

s that
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and Sixth have joined the rebellion?  Per-
haps they’ve lighted a big bonfire in the
Triangle, or somecthing!”

“They wouldn’t do that!” said Nipper,
shaking his head. “If the Fifth and Sixth
joined the rebellion they wonld do it in a
dignified way. They'd just refuse to obey
orders.  That’s all. That doesn't look like
a bonfire, cither—it’s coming from the upper
part of the Ancient House.”

Nobody said anything, although their minds
were filled with a curious sensc of forebeding.
They all stood there, watching.

Yes, there was certainly a glare—an
ominous, sinister flickering of orange-coloured
firc. There was no sign of it diminishing,
cither. On the contrary, it grew more and
more pronounced, and in the reflected light
from that glare great clouds of smoke could
be scen rising up, and merging dimly into the
night sky.

Buster Boots and Bob Christino came run-
ning along the roof from one of the other
corners.

“I say,” gasped Boots, “have you fellows
seen %
LU ” . v “ ;] — 2
Yes, said Nipper; we're watching
now!”

“What is it?” shouted Bob.
believe the school’s on fire!”

Hondforth gave a roar.

“That’s what T thoughtfonly I didn’t_like
to say it!” he shouted. “By George! Is it
possible?  That glare seems to be coming
from that part of the Ancient IHouse where
the Remove dormitories are situated? What's
happening ?**

As though by magie, the other rebels got
to know that something unusual was afoot.
They came swarming up on to the roof,
crowding round the parapets, until there was
scarcely room for them to move. And they
were all staring towards the school, their
hearts beating rapidly.  All thoughts of an
attack had vanished now. For one thing was
growing morc and more obvious with every
sccond that passed.

That flickering glare was
ing!

“I say! T

steadily increas-
It was getting worse and worse, and

the clouds of smoke were now becoming filied
with flying sparks!

CHAPTER 18.
Fire !

LANG-clang-clang !
It was a dread

sound, but onc that
all the  watching
rchels had been ex-
pecting,

“The fire bell I” panted Fullwood. “Listen!
Can’t you hear them shouting now? Oh, my
only hat! The school’s on fire!”

“Great Scott 1”
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“I--1 was hoping that it was only a bonfire,
or something—but I knew that I was fooling
myself !” said Handforth.,  **The school's on
fire! The Ancient House, too!”

“Hard luck, you chaps !”* said Buster Boots.

“Qdds tragedies and disasters!” ejaculated
Archie Glenthorne. “I mean to say, the
good old conflagration appears to be massing
itself in the Remove guarters, what? Iright-
ful destruction of the priceless old wardrobes!
I trust that Phipps is dashing about hither

and thither, doing the nccessary rescue
work.” . .
“Never mind your silly old clothes,

Archie,” roared Handforth. *“What about

the school? These seniors can't be trusted

to put the fire out®’ o
“That's just what I was thinking!”

shouted De Valerie, “I say, what ought we to

do? Most of us are members of the school

fire brigade!” -
Nipper nodded.

“Keep quiet, you chaps—don't get too ex-

cited 1 he said. “I rather think we ought to
rush across to the school, and help”’

‘“Hear, hcar!”

“Blow the rebellion !”

“Rather! The school’s on fire, and we ought
to do our bit! All hands to the pumps!”

“Yes—let's rush off{” shouted a dozen
voices. .

Taintly, they had heard the frantic shouts
coming from the direction of the school.
There had been one or two shricks, too—evi-
dently from members of the domestic stafl.
The fire, it seemed, had been suddenly dis-
covered only a minute or two carlier.

But now there could be no doubt as to the
seriousness of if.  Several of the upper win-
dows on this side of the Ancient House were
lurid with fire—and the flickering light was
growing wmore and more intense.

At first the juniors had tricd to delude
themselves that the fire was noihing scrious,
but it was no good. Great clouds of smoke
were rolling up towards the might sky, and
myriads of sparks were now beginning to fly
—Ssouring upwards and drifting about in the
wind.  The upper floor of the Ancient House
appavently was blazing like a torch, and a
fire of that kind could not be casily extin-
guished.  The Fifth and the Hlxl‘h,‘ no doubt,
would do their utmost.  Dut this was un
questionably a case of all hands to the
pumps !

St. Frank's had a very efficient fire-fighting

force, mainly composed of the juniors. Tire
drill was a regular institution in the old
school, and a large propertion of the Re-

movites and  Fourth Formers were highly
skilled in the handlifg of the five-fighting ap-
paratus.  And here they were—isolated fromn
the school—holding this mock foriress!

In that mcment of peril, the juniors forgot
the barring-ovt entirely.  The scheol was in
danger, The safety of 8t. Frank’s wes in
the balance! [t was a question of duty, and
not for a single sccond did any of those
voungsters hesitate.  These was only one
thing to be done—and that -vas (o abandon
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the forlress, and to rush madly for the school,
in the hope that they would nct be tco late
to save thuse glorious old buildings from com-
plete destruction.

It would be bad enough even if the
Ancient House was burned down—and there
seemed precious little hope of saving it now.
Tor the firc was gaining a hold with tremen-
dous speed.

It was incredible—horrifying.

Window after window in the upper part
of the Ancient louse was becoming lurid
with fire, and the sparks were now soaring
upwards in tens of thousands. The fire-bell
was clanging continuously, and men were
running about shouting frantically.

“Come onl!” roared Handforth. “We
an’t stay here like this, you chaps! We
can’t look on and do nothing! Our duty is
to help to save the schooll”

“Hurrah !’

“Come on—everybody!”

““All you chaps who aren’t in the fire
brigade had better keep backi” shouted
Nipper. ““There’ll only be confusion 2

“Rot!” yelled Bob Christine. “We shall
all be needed! It doesn’t matter whether
we're 1n the fire brigade or not—everybody
will be. wanted!”

“IHear, hear!’

The juniors had already forgotten that
they were rebels. Lverything else must slide
now—to save the old school from destruction.
There was something dreadful in the way
the five was spreading.

So .far there were no actual flames, but
the glare was so intense that there could
be no doubt that the interior of the building
was a raging furnace.  Mpyriads of sparks
were flying about, a dense pall of smoke
was beginning to drift away from the school—
and now sounds could be heard from the
roadway, too.

People from the village were coming up,
and the excitement was spreading all over
the countryside.

St. Frank’s was on fire!

It was a dramatic and unexpected turn!
There was something significant about it,
too. Here were these scores of schoolboys,
nominally members of the fire brigade, defy-
ing the school authority!

It was almost like retribution!

And the rebels were sobered-—Irightened.
The very fact that they had rebelled mighg
mean the destraction of the old school! For
when they were most wanted, {hey were
not there! It was an appalling thought—a
thought which made them nearly frantic.

But perhaps it would not be too late. TIf
they rushed straight away they might be in
time!

Downstairs they poured, many of them
hurting themselves in the resultant squash.

last the great doors of the store-house
re pulled open, and the juniors went flood-
ing out—pouring across the open space in a
continuous stream.

¢
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‘ We’ll stand by you, Handy—to the bitter end !
and Pitt. Handforth turned to the General.

The school was on fire—and now it was
a question of duty! There was something
rather fine in this action on the part of the
St. Frank’s rebels. They forgot their barring-
out—they forgot their cause altogether. St.
Frank’s needed them—and they were ready!

CHAPTER 19.

The Strategy of General
Carfax.

N an excited mob the
rebels went tearing
towards the Ancient
House, their . hearts
throbbing, their
senses almost recling.

They felt guilty—and they were wild with

anxiety. Would the old school be burned

down because of their absence in a time of
emergency ?

¥t was a terrible thought.

Most of the juniors were frantic with worry,
hoping against hope that they would still be
in time to confine the fire to a small portion
of the Ancient House.

““Come on!”’ roared Handforth. “We all
know our stations—and we all know how to
handle the hoses!”

“Hurrah!”’

They swept round into the West Square,
and stared up at the Ancient House anxiously.
Until this minute the wall had obscured their
view, and they had only been able to sce

¢“ There you are, General,”

We’re not admitting defeat ! ’ chorused Nipper, Fullwood

he said. ‘¢ That’s our answer! >’

the reflected glare. But now they had a
clear view of the actual fire itself.

And the foremost juniors came to a sudden
halt, startled and amazed!

“\\hy what—what is it?”’ panted Hand-
fmth breathlessly.

“There’s something funny about it!”
shouted Church. ‘‘It’s—it’s not an ordinary
fire! There’s something 4

““We’ve been’ tricked!” thundered Nipper
angrily.

“WHAT?”

Nipper had been the first to jump to the
truth, and he was filled with a tremendous
anger. He was just as angry with himself
as he was with the tricksters. For he had
fallen into the trap as readily as any of

these other rebels. Not until this second
had he suspected the truth. /
“Tricked ?”’ went up the shout.
“Yes!” said Nipper, pointing. ‘Look
there! It’s all a fake! There’s no fire at

‘;Oh, my goodness!”’

‘“‘Back—back to the stronghold!”’ roared
Nipper. ‘‘Quick, you fellows—don’t waste a
second! It’s all a trick of General Carfax’s.
It’s a trap to get us out of the school stores—
and it’s succeeded!”

“QOh, crumbs!”’

“We've been done!”

The juniors were so startled—so staggered
—that for some moments they were incapable
of action. They could only stand there,
crowding into the West Square, staring up at
the *‘fire.”
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At a distance it had looked very genuine,
but we=%, at close quarters, the rebels could
see that there was no fire at all. At those
windows there were cleverly placed torches of
““stage’’ fire.

They were emitting myriads of sparks and
clouds of densc smoke all the time; they
were roaring tremendously, and the effect
was startlingly real. But there was certainly
no fire. From ncarly every window of the
Ancient House these flares were burning—
just inside, perfectly safe, but effective in
the extreme!

As the realisation grew more and more
solid in the minds of the rebels, they were
filled with consterngtion.

They had fallen into the trap!

They had been lured out of their strong-
hold by this piece of trickery, and they had
left the school stores absolutely deserted!
The whole thing, from beginning to end, had
been a picce of strategy ou the part of
General Carfax.

But not one of
general any credit.
bitterly resentful.

“It’s a retten trick—a shabby trick!
shouted Nipper fiercely. **The Head wouldn't
have done a thing like that!”

“Dut it succeeded ! said Armstrong. “Tt
got us out, didu’t it? You've got to admit
that General Carfax is prelty smart!”

“Smart ! roared IIandforth indignantly.
“Do you think it smart to play on our sense
of duty? We came out of our stronghold
because we waunted to save the school from
destruction. We're mostly members of the
-school fire brigade, and we came because we
thought we were wanted! The general knew
we would do that, and—— By George!
What a rotten trick!”’

“8o it is!” shouted Pitt. ‘“Come on—let’s
et back! Ile’s not going to triumph over
us like this!”

“Not likely ! }

“We'll never give in, either—he won’t beat

those juniors gave the
They were inclined to be

1o

us!”” shouted Handforth. “Come on, the
Remove! Up the Fourth!”
“What price the Third!” yelled Willy.

i What an ass T am! What a
fathcad! What a blockhead! We're all in
the same boat—all a set of cuckoos! We
ought to have suspected this trick, instead
of tumbling into the trap! And now it'll
be too late!”

“Don’t you believe it!” yelled Handforth,
“Therc’s plenty of time! We'll get  the
stores back, even if we have to fight cvery
inch of the way! Come on, the Remove!”

“Hurrah!’

At that moment, General Carfax himself
appeared at onc of the Ancient House win-
dows. The flares had now been flung out
to the ground, where they lay spurting fire
harmledsly across the square.

“By gad!” thundered the gencral.

“QOh, my hat!

“I'vo

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

done you this time, you young puppies! I
said I'd beat you, and I have!”

“Yah! Trickster!”

“We're not beaten yet!”

“No fear!”

“Hurrah for the rebellion!”

“We'll show you whether we’re beaten!”

The gencral roared and thundered in vain.
The excited rebels, turning on their heels,
rushed away—back to the school stores. It
would not take them long to seize the build-
ing again, and they would soon be in full
possession, They would show General
Christopher Carfax that he couldn’t play with
them in this fashion! :

But the rebels didn’t know, as yet, the
full cunning of the generab’s plan)
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CHAPTER 20,
In the Hands of the Enemy !

HI rebels, still burning
with indignation, ran
helter-skelter back
towards their strong-
hold.  They had one
cause for satisfaction.

at least. Not one of them had been captured

—and the general had made no attempt what-

ever to attack them. Indeed, it scemed

strauge why he should have adopted such a
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scheme. It was objectless. He had got the
rebels out, it was true, but they could easily
get back agaia.

But could they?

Nipper had his doubts—and that was why
he was so anxious to get back to the stores.
Willy and Reggie Pitt and one or two others
were fearful, too. They were beginning to
suspect that the “fire ” business was only a
part of the general’s plan. Their worst fears
were soon realised.

or, as the foremost juniors came running
towards the stronghold, they beheld a spec-
tacle that caused them to check in dismay.

The stores were not deserted, as they had
expected !

Scores of men were there—a large force of
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Frank’s rebels are still determined ]
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Edward Oswald Handforth, how-
ever, receives a great shock when his
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The rebels are still further per-
turbed when they discover that they
have run out of grub.
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determined-looking, burly men! Where they
had come from was a mystery, but they were
probably Bannington men, imported
especially for this work! General Carfax was
doing his job thoroughly.

There was cleverness In his plan, too.

The stores were surrounded by a complete
cordon of those men, and there were literally
dozens at each door!

“B8teady, young gents—steady!”’ shouted

one of these men. *‘Better not como too
close!”
“You rotters! Get out of the way!”

roarcd Handforth.
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“We've had orders, young gents, not to
attack you in any circumstances!” went on
the man urgently. “But if you attack us,

it’s a different thing—and we shall fight. It’s
up to you, young gents!”
“By Jingo!” breathed Nipper. “Therc’s

braininess for you. I didn’t give old Carfax
credit for it! IHe’s a deep ’un—as clever as
they make ’em, too!”

Nipper realised the full cunning of the
general’s scheme now. While all the rebels
had been away, rushing towards that fake
fire, the stronghold had been seized by a
strong force of men.

But the gencral had not resorted to the
questionable device of forcing these rebels-
out by an attack. On the contrary, he had
given his men orders that they were not to
mmterfere with the boys! But 1t would be a
totally different thing if the boys attacked
the men! That was where the cleverness
came in  The general had placed the onug
of any fight on the rebels themselves!

And, naturally, the boys rushed to the
attack. What else could they do? Their
fortress was in the hands of the enemy—

and they had to win it back!

So within a minute a tremendous struggle
was taking place all round the stores. But it
was a hopeless struggle from the very start.
There were scores of men—strong, deter-
mined fellows. They weren’t attacking theso
junior schoolboys, but they were merely de-
fending themselves. And that was a totally
different thing!

There was another aspect of this new
phase, too.  Handforth, fighting grimly,
suddenly discovered that he was being held.
Not oune man had grasped him, but three,
and, without any beating about the bush,
he was rushed away from the general fight-
ing. In the hands of those three men ho
could do nothing. At first he fought gamely,
but his struggles were useless.

“You rotters!” he panted. ‘“Who put you
up to this? What are you going to do?
Where are you going to take me?”

“Better ask no questions, young gent
panted one of the men. “We're only obey-
ing orders.”

“ You—you traitors!” gasped Handforth.
“You* rotters! Why can’t you leave us to
settle our own quarrels ?”

“You ncedn’t worry, sir—we’re not going
to hurt you,” said the man. ‘“We’ve had
orders not to ’arm a ’air of your ’ead. The
gencral was most partickler. We've got to
grab you, and that’s all. You're the ring-
Jeader of this ’ere rebellion, ain’t you 7

“Yes, and I'm not beaten yet!” said Hand-
forth defiantly. “You’ve collared me, but
it won’t  do the geueral any good! The
Remove isn’t whacked like that!”

Handforth was genuinely alarmoed, how-
ever, He was certainly the ringleader, and
it was a shock to find himself hopelessly in
the hands of the enemy. Almost before he
knew where he was, he found that ho was
being rushed round by a short cut towards
the Ancient House.

1
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At last he was forced through a rear door,
.d then bundled down into one of the old
cellars.  Into the pitch darkness he was
thrust, and then the ccllar door was closed
and bolted.

Handforth hammered helplessly on  that
door. There was no escape trom here! The
only other exit was a grating, and this was
so0.sceurely fastened that there was no chance

of liberty that way.

In the meantime, the battle was still raging
round the fortress. But, ficrcely as the
juniors fought, they found it impossible to

reak through that barricr of burly men.

Nipper and  Iullwood and Reggico  Pitt
found themselves in exactly the same pre-
dicament as Handferth himself! Tn various
parts of the battleground, quite unknown to
one another, Umy were scized amid  the
general confusion.

And cach of them was rushed off to that
Ancient House cellar! There was something
significant in the whole business.

i Nipper — Handforth — Fullwood — Reggie

l'our of ihe most important leaders of the
rebels—and all of them were being thrust
down into that cellar! 'They were in the
hands of the enemy, and the rank and file
of the rebels were now practically leaderless.

Such fellows as Buster Boots and Willy
MHandforth, no doubt, would do their best to
rally the rebel forces. But there was every
chance that the whole body of juniors would
*“go to pieces.”

The situation was desperate, indced!

CHAPTER 21.

The General’s Ultimatum !

ANDFORTH took a
deep, deep breath.
“Oh, crumbs!” he
said. “Then you
three chaps have
been  collared  as

well 27
“Yes, it’s all part and parccl of a clever

bit of strategy on the general's part,” said
Nipper bitterly. “We've fallen headlong
into the trap, Handy. and things look bad.
Y rather think that the gencral has won the
battle !”

“My minor isn’t captured, anyhow,”
Handfmth

said
with a shght show of satisfac-
tion. ““And he's a resourceful voung beggar
when he likes.  There’s Boots, too. No
reason for ue to give up lmp(\ completely.
Pﬁrha.ps we'll win the position back, after
a

“Don't kid _\'ourcof old man,” said Full-
wood. “We're don(-<quasl|r\(14h(‘nh'n
The general isn't such a joke, after alli®

They were all in that dark cellar,
dishevelled, dusty and bruised, One after
another, they had been thrust down by their
captors. But since their arrival no further
prisoners had come. It seemed that theso

‘the attacking.
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four were the only ones that the general
required.

“It was all so simple, too,” said Nipper.
“First the fake fire, to draw us out of the
stronghold- and then those men took pos-
session.  After that, we were collared and
brought here. There's something in it, you
chaps—somecthing deep. The gonoral himself
will be down here soon, you sce. Then wa
shall know what his plan is.”

“We'll scrag him if he puts his nose into
this cellar!” said Handforth fiercely. ‘By
George! We'll slaughter him on the spot!”

“No, we can’t do that!” said Nipper.
“There can't be any excuse for attacking
an elderly gontloman like that.’

“Yes, you're right,” said Handforth, nod-
ding.  “Of course, 1 didn’t mcan it—but
I'm excited. We've got to respect age.
But. by George, doesn’t it make you wild?”

“And the worst of it is, we can't acruse
General Carfax of sctling these men to
attack us.” said Fullwood. “We did all

i so how can we grumble if
we're hurt a bit?”

Handforth grunted.

“What was the last you saw before you
were collared ?” he asked.

“Nothing but confusion.” replied Nipper.
“Nohody succeeded in getting back into the
stronghold, and pranticu]ly the whole rebel
force was scattered. They're dodging about
everywhere, gathering in groups and com-
pl(\tfl\ m~0rgameod There's every indica-
tion that the whole barring-out will now
fall to piecces.”

A booming roar sounded somewhere, and
Reggic Pitt uttered a sigh,

“You were right. Nipper, old man,” he
said. “Here he comes—here’s the gr‘noral e

Sure enough, the cellar door was unbolted,
and  General Christopher Carfax came
stamping down the steps. The four prisoners
looked np at him expectantly. He was carry-
ing a powerful lantern and was unaccom-
panied, but somebody eclosed the cellar door
behind him, and rebolted it. Evidently the
general was quite satisficd that he would not
be attacked by these boys.

He was looking triumphant—flushed and
excited. But there was nothing vindictive
in his manner. He was only an old soldier,
glorying in his victory.

“Well, my fine young rebels, what now?”
he demanded. “Four of vou, eh? The four
ringleaders! You'll be inicresied to know
that all your companions are secattered about

the school, completely disorganised. The
rcbellion is over!”’
‘““Not yet, sir!” said Handforth fiercely.

“We aren’t beaten!”

“Come, come, young man!”
Carfax. “It's no good adopting that defi-
ant tone. I have alrcady issucd an ulti-
matum—and every one of vour companions

said General

knows it. I have ordered them all to sur-
render ! R
“But they won't, sirl” said Nipper

quictly.
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“No?” bellowed the gencral. “We'll see
about that, my fine young mutineer! We'll
sce about that! Do you know what I've told
them? Unless tucy all surrender within
half an hour—unless they all ‘go into their
various Houses, and report to their masters,
—you four boys will be sent home by car !”

“Oh, crumbs!” muttered Fullwood.

“Ab, that’s given you a shock, eh?” said
General Carfax.

“Those chaps won’t surrender, sirl” broke
in Handforth hotly.

“T rather think they will,” said the gen-
eral. “When they know that you four will
be expelled from the school, they’ll knuckle
under. Yes, and I’ve given them an al-
ternative, too. Rather clever, eh? T’m an
old hand at strategy, don’t forget—a very
old hand! 1If all those boys surrender, as
I have ordered, only you, Handforth, will
be expelled. You other three will be
flogged. Den’t you see? But if the rebellion
persists all four of you will be sent home!
There’s a car waiting now—ready to take
you to London. Once there, you’ll be dis-
tributed to your various homes, and there
will be no return for you!”

“You mean that we shall be—be sacked
in disgrace, sir?” panted Handforth.

“That’s exactly what I mean!” said
General Carfax. “1 thought I would come
down and let you know. Have you any
message to give me? Can I tell your com-
panions anything?”’

Handforth’s eyes blazed.

“Yes!” he said. “Yes, sir! Tell them

that we’re still defiant! Tell them that
we're still determined to carry on the
fight ” S

"hy, you impudent young rascal—"
began the general.

“No—you’d better not tell them that!”
went on Handforth, with a sudden start.
“I don’t want to he responsible for these

other fellows getting the sack. Perhaps
we are done, after all. Perhaps—"’
“No!” chorused the other three. “Wae’l

stand by you, Handy—to the bitter end!”

“Good men!” said Handforth gratefully.
“There you are, general—you’ve heard
these chaps! The only message we've got

for the other rebels is to tell them to carry
on!”

CHAPTER 22,
8till Defiant !

OR a moment General
Carfax glared with
anger, and his white
moustache bristled
fiercely as he pursed
his lips. Then, sud-

denly, he chuckled.

“By gad, you've got some spirit, you
boys!” he said warmly. “I like to see
it—gad, I like to see it! All the same,
you’re a set of impudent young puppies,”

33

he added, with a frown. “Dcfiant to the
last, eh? Well, you'll soon know that it’s
a every unwise thing to defy a man like
me! I’ve got you beaten, boys, and you’d
better admit it!”

“Never, sir!” shouted Handforth.

General Carfax, hardly knowing whether
to be furious, or whether to be pleased, then
left the cellar, rebolting the door after he
had gone. He ordered one or two men to
remain on guard outside.

General Carfax was a man who admired
courage and high-spiritedness, and he had to
admit to himself that these boys were full
of genuine pluck. Rather than admit de-
feat, they were still determined to carry on,
although all the odds were against them.
Leaderless, what could the other rebels do?

As a matter of fact, the other rebels wero
doing quite a lot! 5

If General Carfax could spring surprises,
so could the 8t. Frank’s juniors. Altheugh
the chief leaders of the rebels were cap-
tured, there were others in that force who
were possessed of plenty of resourcefulness.

Finding it impossible to get back into the
school stores, most of the rebels had col-
lected in the old Triangle. They had heard
the report that the four ringleaders were
captured, and were prisoners. They knew,
also, that the general had issued an ulti-
matum. The rank and file were dis-
heartened --almost ready to give in then and
there.

But John Busterfield Boots and Willy
Handforth had been putting their heads to-
gether, and now they were talking excitedly.

“What’s the wheeze, Willy, old man?”
Church asked.

“Buster and I have just been having a
chat.” said Willy. “We’re going to pinch
the Modern House. We’ve been chucked out
of the school stores, so we’ll hold the barring-
out in the Modern House!”

“My only hat!”

“Could we do it?” panted Tommy Watson

“Why not?” demanded Buster Boots.
“There are enough of us, aren’t there? 'T'he
whole Remove and the whole Fourth, and
all these fags! Practically a hundred of
us all told! It’ll be a pity if we can't
grab the Modern House, and hold it! There
arc beds there, too—and we shall be able
to get plenty of food. The larders and
cellars are sure to be well-stocked!”

« And—and we shan’t knuckle under afte
all ”’ panted Armstrong.

“No fear!”” roared Buster Boots.

“But, I say!’ interrupted Church an-
xiously. “What about the general’s ultima-
tum ¢ We’re supposed to report to our various
houses within half an hour, aren’t we? And
if we carry on with this rebellion, Handy,
Nipper, Fullwood and Pitt will be expelled!”

A silence fell upon the assembly. In their
excitement at the thought of seizing the
Modern House, this important fact had slipped
their memaories. .

“By Jove, that true,” admitted Willy
at length. “That means that this barring-out
will have been a failure. My major will get
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the sack after all, and with him three other
chaps.”

“Yet eyen if we do give in, H'md\ still gets
the sack,” pointed out Boots “and we shall
be pumshed ourselves. No, T think the best
course is for us to carry on—even if Handy
and the others get the sack. If we can only
force the Head or General Carfax to hold
a full inquiry into that Pycraft business, the
authorities will sce that Handy was jmnﬁe'l
in starting this rebellion, and that Nipper
and Fullvood and Pitt did quite right in
supporting him.”

“And then they’li get a pardon and be
completely exonerated, ¢h?’ put in Willy
quickly. “You’re right, Buster. The best
thing we can do is to carry on with this
barring-out—and everything depends upon its
being a stlccess!””

ome on, then!”
mustn’t lose any time.
into the main
Houso now!”’

“And T'll deal with the Remove!”’ shouted
De Valerie. “You look after the Third,

Willy 1
said Willy Handforth.

roared Boots. “We
I'll lead the Foueth
entrance of the Modern

“Trust me !

In less than five minutes the juniors, all
enthusiastic about the idea, were rushing into
the Modern House.

Without compunction, the matron and the
domestic servants were all ordered to leave.
They were given five minutes’ grace to go up-
stairs, fetch any few things they wanted, and
to get out. The seniors were treated without

iy gentlencss. Only two or ihree of them
were to be found, for the others were outside,
watching  the proceedings—never dreaming
that the rebels would still continue the bar-
ring-ont.

“Hurrah! We're in!” yelled Boeots,

“Long live the barring-out!”

“urrah!”’

Doors were slammed, windows were closed.
and furniture was shifted frantically; barriers
and barricades were in the course of ereotion.

Then came shouts of alarm from outside—
the roaring voice of General Carfax. He had
just discovered what was afoot—and he was
furious.  This new development had taken
him completely by surprise—it had given
him a fresh shoek. Just at the moment of
victory, he found that his success was a
hollow

sham!

CHAPTER 23.
Keeping It Up !

OHN BUSTERFIELD
BOOTS gave vent to
a wild whoop.

“Great Scott!”
yelled exritedly.
“What'’s the mat-

l\\r" asked Willy andforth, staring at him.
“Just thought of =nm(\|hmg7
“Yes,’ a~pecl Boots.  “Everything’s all

he
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right—except for the fact that Handforth and
Nipper and Fullwood and Pitt are prisoners!
They’ll be sacked, as sure as a gun unless
we do something! They’ll be sent away from
the school, and we shall have to carry on
the rebellion without them! That’ s the only
thing that’s gpoiling our victory!”

Willy nodded.

“Yes, poor old Ted!" he said softly. “It’ll
be rough 'uck on him to be sent away—-""

“There's no need for it!” said Boots.

“What do you mean?” asked many voices.

The juniors were in the junior Common-
room of the Modern House—busy with the

task of barricading the windows. Other fel-
lows were spread all over the building, work-
ing flantlmlh at similar tasks.

“Listen!” said Boots tensely. “Do you

remember that feud we had some time ago?”’
“We’re not likely to forget it!”’ said De
Valerie. “You mean when the Fourth and
the Remove were deadly enemies?’’
“Yes,”” said Boots. “You know—when we
had those secret societics. Well, you Ancient
House chaps had your headquarters in a
cellar in the Ancient Houee, and there was a
seeret passage right under the Triangle, lead-
1 into this very room!”’
Ye gods and little fishes!” gurg rr!ed Tommy

Watson. “And—and yon think
“It’s no time for thinking!’ broke in
Boote.  “We've got to act! It's a dead

certainty that those four chaps are in that
cellar!  Tt’s the only one in the Ancient
House that would suit! All the others are
used for store-rooms!”’

“You're right!” said Willy, giving Boots
a thump on the back., “Good man!”

“We shall have to look alive, too!” went
on Boots. “The general might act at any
moment, and take those chaps out. Come on
—to tho rescue!”

“Hurrah!”

These juniors knew exactly where that
secret door was situated. True, it had been
screwed up, but Boots and one or two other
hefty juniors hurled themselves at the panel,
and it was soon battered down.

It was Boots and Willy who went down that
secret passage. They fairly tumbled down the
steps, and then raced along the tunnel, until
they reached the end. There was another
secret panel here—but it was not even neces-
sary to open it, for it was already stove in.
And Nipper and Handforth and “the others
were in the act of. coming through!

“By jingo!” shouted Nippcr. “So you
thought of the wheeze, too, did you? We
were just going to escapel!l”

“Eseape!”  yelled Boots. “Therc's no
necd to, ycu asses! We've collared the
Modern Ho use, and we're carrying on the
bm ring-out!”

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth enthusiastic-
ally. “That's the stuff to give ‘em!”

“T say, what a shock for the general when
he finds ont!” said Boots happily.  “The
whole rebel force is complete again, and it's
just as victorious as ever!”

(Concluded on page 42.)
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monster racing car

113 BZIBS ’9

An interesting nutshell history of the

a model of which is presented Free with this issue.

Too Fast for Brooklands!

HUGE racing motor-car with a baby
A name, ‘“Babs,” was intended to do
very big things. Among the un-
intended big things it did was to

prove too tight a fit for Brooklands
track! It was altogether too fast for
anything like safe driving on that famous
run-way, and so “Babs’’ had to go else-
where to show her paces—to the roomy
Pendine Sands, where her owner, part-
designer and driver—the late J. G. Parry
%‘homas——proceeded to break records with

er.

Thomas was a superb genius among
motor racing men, for he was three things
in one—practical engineer, car designer
and most skilful driver. “Babs” was
practically the product of his own brains.
Originally the car was but an indifferent
performer, and as the Higham Special the
speed of 160 miles per Tiour seemed en-
tirely beyond her capabilities.

Entirely Rebuilt!

Before she became “ Babs,” the Higham
Special was the property of another
famous racer, Count Louis Zborowski,
who drove her for all she was worth. The
count was killed whilst racing in Italy,
though not in his Higham Special. That
machine then passed to J. G. Parry
Thomas.

Hec turned the car inside out, entirely
rebuilt some parts of it, tinkered up the
engines generally, named her “Babs,”
and straightway announced her complete
transformation from a comparative slow-
coach to a real out-and-out racer, which
he belicved to be capable of reaching 200
miles an hour!

Though he lost his world-records of 171
and 1704 miles per hour for the kilometre
and mile respectively, to Captain Malcolm
Campbell (a model of whose “dark horse,”
the “Blue Bird,” was presented with last
week’s Neuson Lee Lirary), he relied on
“Babs 7 to beat all world-records, and to
do things which he had found impossible
with his ¢ld Leyland-Thomas car,

Totally Wrecked!

To the whole world’s regret, hie did not
do them. “Babs” was flinging the
Pendine Sands behind her at the rate of
180, miles an hour when a totally unlocked-
for catastrophe occurred. Lvery possible
contingency had been provided for, as
Thomas and evevycne else concerncd fully
believed.

But one of the driving chaius snapped,
and Thomas was killed instantly. The
right-hand chain whirled round like a
flail, and hit him. “Babs’’ herself was
totally wrecked —and, with genuine
tributes of admiration and intense sorrow,
was buried in the sands where she
smashed.

Other racing cars which have “crashed
have nearly always been rebuilt, for, in
spite of the tremendous upheaval in the
machinery which naturally results from a
smash, there are parts which can be used
again after a little expert tinkering.

Racing cars cost very great sums of
money, so it is extremely seldom that
sentiment is allowed to stand in the way
of some return on the wreckage. It does
not go on to the scrap heap, but into the
repair-shop:

“Babs,”” however, was given thc signal
honour of interment—with which her
driver, who for years had been missing
death by inches, would doubtless have

agreed.

A Gallant Driver!

If ever racing-car and driver died “in
harness,” Parry Thomas and “Babs ” did.
Every motor-racing enthusiast was glad
that Thomas held at least one record
when lhe passed out—the light-car hour
record, which he made with his Thomas
Speeial, of his own designing.

Thomas had no oue with him in “Babs.”
1Te preferred to play a lonely pame en-
tirely, both on and off the track. ‘“One
man is enough at a time,”” was his invari-
able reply when asked why he did not have
a mechanic for company’s sake whilst
racing.

A noble end for a noble British car and
a fearless, gallant Britisher!

'
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Big Bill Barry’s the hoy for speed. Gee! He fairly makes the spectators at
theMtalian Grand Prix gasp as he whizzes his ’bus round the track in a
neck-or-nothing attempt to heat all rivals!

DICK BARRY acts as racing mechanic to his
brother—

BIG BILL BARRY, who is star speedman in
a team of three Xent racing cars
entered for a big event in Ttaly. Bill is
also  to drive a  wonderful machine
designed by —

“PROFESSOR » KENT, which is being built
to attain a record speed of two hundred
and fifty miles an hour. Big Bill's areat
enemy on the racing track is a man
named

MARK LYNCH, who drives Ince Eights. Kent

machines and the Fights have always

been rivals, and the Ince people are also
building a monster racer to beat the
professor’s.

Just hefore the Kent cars should be
shipped to Italy, Bill discovers that they
are not fast enough, and he sets about
lichtening all their parts to make themn
immensely dangerous to drive. While the

(Now

IIOW TIIIS STORY STARTED:

alterations are being made, Dick helps
the professor to bring the engine of the
giant record-breaker to perfection for its
final test. This is to take place secretly
in the night, and Dick arrives at the test
shed an hour before the others. He dis-
covers a mecianie, in the pay of Lynch,
putting a substance in the sump of the
engine, which will completely wreek the
engine when it is started up. Dick tries
to collar the man, bat is laid out and
carried to a car, where a confederate is
waiting. They intend to take him on to
the moors and drop him there so that,
when he comes round, 1t will be too late
for him to get back and warn the pro-
fessor ahout the danger to the giant
engine. The car surg away into the
nighit with swiftly increasing speed, earry-
ing with it the boy who can alone
save the two-hundred-and-fifty-miles-an-
hour machine from disaster!

read on).

Dick Turins The Tables!

HEN Dick came round, he found
himself sprawling full length along

the rear seat of the leaping car.

Svery bump in the road crashed his
aching head against the padding, and for
some moments he could not make out where
he was.

e lay half on one side, staring up at the
starry night sky above. For a space he could
see nothing clearly, because of the mistiness
in front of his eyes. After a while he dis-
covered that his eyebrows were wet from a
cut on his forehead. He dashed the blood
away with his hand, and then stared at the
backs of the two men in the scats in frunt.

The car’s .ights had now been switched on,
.and in the glow of one of the side-lamps he
made out the lean, saturnine features of the
mechanie he had caught in the test shed.
With recognition of the man, recollection of
what had passed came in a flood.

The fellow had poured carborundum into
the sump of the record-breaking engine.
When tha professor started the machine up,
it would wreck itself!

There was no way for the professor to
guess what had happpened. Somehow, he
must be told before he smashed the machine
over which he and Dick had spent so much
labour, and on which so much depended.

The thought steadied Dick. He half forgot
the pain in his head, and he craned up on one
elbow to look about him. In front of the
car stretched the bleak, open spaces of the
moors. That meant they wero now a good
fiftcen miles from the Kent works, and if
they had come that distance it must be close
on half an hour since Dick had been knocked
out.

He wondered what the men were going to
do with him. Ie wasn’t bound in any way.
He thought about jumping from the car, but
the machine was hurtling through the night
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at a terrific speed, leaping and bouncing on
the rough surface of the road. It was a ten-
to-one chance that he would break his leg
or somcthing if he tried to jump.

Besides, it wonld wnly leave him stranded
on the moors, and Gosh, that was what
they meant to do with him! The mechanic
had krocked him out, but hadn’t dared to
leave him in the shed, because he would have
been found there and would have given the
alarm the moment that he came round.

But if they dumped hith on the moors,
there’d be no chance at all of his getting
back to the works in time, and 1t was certain
that they would leave him where no cars
passed. Few came across the rough moorland
road at any time, let alone at midnight.

Dick lay there tensely, caleulating the
chances of atiacking the driver. Ile realised
that this would result only in running the
car off the road and wrecking it; besides,
there wasn’t much hope of his being able to
overcome two grown men.

The machine sped on. Dick found that he
had been struck a glancing blow above one
temple, and another towards the back of his
head. He could tell that from the bumps he
found there, and he realised that it must
have been his cap that had saved him any
worse hurt. But for the cap he might have
been knocked unconscious for hours—half
killed, very likely.

He realised, too, that if the men found
that he had recovered his senses, they would
do something to render him powerless again;
probably they would tie him up when they
left him on the moor. The best thing to do
seemed to be to pretend he was still knocked
out, and then see what happened.

By this time they were well out on the
moor, and the car suddenly swung to a still
vougher road, heading for a slope with a
copse of stunted trees growing amidst gorse
at one side and below the summit.

“This’ll do—it’s about five miles from any-
where!”” Dick heard the mechanic yell the
words to the driver, above the tcaring whine
of the car’s gears. “‘Stop by those bushes!”
the man added, and as he spoke he turned
to look back at Dick. Instantly the boy closed
his eyes and relaxed on his seat.

He could feel the man’s breath on his face,
then ho heard him say:

“He’s still out. It'll teach the young swab
not to interferel”

“Bure he’s all right?”’ asked the driver
anxiously. ““We don’t want to—to kill him,
¥ know I

““He's all right. He’s got a head as hard
as a nigger’s, to judge from that thick-skulled
brother of his!” the mechanic snarled.
“Right-ho, stop here! This’ll do!”’

The car slowed, then stopped with brake-
shoes hissing in their drums. Between half-
closed lids, Dick saw the mechaunic and his
companion alight, and his heart began to
thump as he saw the two move round the
front of the machine and stand at one side,
looking towards the bushes.
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“We'll dump him in there!” the mechanio
said, his voice half-drowned by the sound of
the still-running engine. ““He'll be safe
enough I’

For a moment Dick remained where he was,
looking at the two. They had their backs to
him, he saw. 1lere was his chance!

He swung his feet to the floor of the car,
gritting his teeth as his head throbbed pain-
fully. Next instant he was scrambling over
into the driver’s seat!

He trod on the clutch-pedal, and crashed
into gear as he revved up the cngine. As he
sent the car forward the two men, realising
Dick’s intention, swung round and jumped
madly towards the machine.

The car went away with a lurch and a roar,
Dick loosing his right hand from the wheel
and driving his fist full to the jaw of the
mechanic as the fellow leaped for the foot-

oard. He would have gained it, but for
Dick’s fist. As it was, he reeled backwards,
and his companion clutched thin air as he
jumped for the machine.

Dick had done it! He’d tricked the rogues
and had pinched their car. They’d be the
ones stranded on the moor, not himself, and
he’d use their machine to get back and warn
the professor!

The twin headlights lit up the rough road
as the car surged ahead. Where the track
led to Dick didn’t know. Tt might peter out
on the moor. Somehow, he had got to get
back to the main highway, and that meant
taking the machine back the way it had come.
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Ile looked hehind. The men were hardly
discernible in the darkness now, and were a
couple of hundred yards in the rear. Dick
turned his attention ahead, then he slowed
the car and swung it off the road in a circle
that brought him back to the track and facing
the running men.

He trod on the accelerator pedal, and the
car thundered towards them. 'The headlights
picked out the mechanic; he was stundmg in
the nuddle of the narrow road, shouting and
waving his arms in an effort to stop Dick.

“Thlnl\s I'll stop sooner than run him
down!” the boy gasped. ““He'll get it if he
doesn’t clear out of the way!”’

He slammed the throttle wide, and the car
rocked down at the man. Dick’s heart almost
stood still when the fellow did:’t move. Then
the car was on him, and, at the last pos-
sible second he leaped out of the way.

Dick had a glimpse of the.other man, jump-
ing to the side of the road and shoutmg
viciously as he did so. Then the two were
left behind, and Dick was racing back towards
the Kent works.

“The professor’s gomz to start the engine
going at midnight!” he told himself, as he
held the }mrtlmg, machine to the rough moor-
land road. ‘“He won’t wait for me to turn
up. He'll think I've overslept, or something.
Wonder if T'll get there in time?”

Saved by a Second!

ITH powerful headlights boring

\;\/ through the darkness, the ecar

roared on to the main road across

the moor, and then thundered back
towards the town. Dick’s head ached dully,
“and twice he had to slow as he struggled
against the pausea that strove to overcome
him.

He recovered, and as he steadied himself
the sccond time he opened tho windsercen.
The fierce rush of air helped to bring him
back to clear-headed coolness. After that ho
drove as hard as the road and the darkness
would let him.

The machine was a fast touring Ince Eight,
and Dick had to admit that the car was a
powerfu! onc. It was just as well, hecause
he needed something that could shift!

Over the moor he weut, with the exhaust
drumming out on to the night, and his ears
filled with the roar of the engine and the
rush of wind. He couldn’t see the speedo-
meter, but he knew that the machine was
touching a mile a minute; it leaped 21l over
the rough surface of the lmrl and at times
it was as much as he conld do to hold it.

At last the headlights picked up
smoother surface of the main highway,
ha sent the car speeding on to it. Away she
went, with telegraph-poles sliding past and
the }m‘l'(mt beams of the headlamps silvering
the wires ahead.

The bright rays shone on the black surface
of the road as though it were water,

the
and
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limning the black trunks of trees and picking
out the dusky smudge of tall hedges.

Strect lights in the town did out of the
blackness ahead of him, then he was roaring
between houses. He gl mpsed a clock in 8
church tower—midnight!

He flung the car round a corner in desperate
haste, skidding wildly half across the road
ere he shmghtencd the machine and sent it
hurtling on again. Another corner, and yet
another taken in the same mad \vay, then
the black wall of the Kent works showed up.
A moment after, and the brakes were scream-
ing as he brou"ht the machine to a slithering
halt in front of the entrance. He leaped out.

The watchman opened the gate as Dick
hammered on it.

“Professor gone in yet?”’ Dick gasped.

“Yes, twenty minutes ago!” the man
answered. “ Your brother is in as—— What'’s
happened 7’ He stared aghast at Dick’s face,
white in the reflected light from the car’s
headlamps.

Dick didn’t stop to answer, but thrust past
the man and tore ahead, The professor had
been there (wenty minutes, and it was now
well after midnight. Was he too late?

Through the works he went, and then he
saw the test shed. Only a single light showed
—the lone, powerful lamp which shone down
on the dials. When a test was on, that was
the only lamp alight. They’d started, then!

Dick fiung himself at the door. It was un-
locked, and it burst open under his weight.
He glimpsed his brother by the starter
switch, ready to throw it over. The pro-
fessor was at the controls, one hand half
lifted as he was about to signal to Bill.

“Stop!”’ yelled Dick. *‘Don’t start herl
One of—Lynch’s men shoved carborundum—
it the—<ump' She’ll wreck—herself! She—
she'll—she i

He clung to the edge of the door, and the
test shed scemed to spin round him. He
saw the professor staring at him, his grey
hair gleaming in the light above. Then big
Bill was coming towards him in great leaps.

He caught Dick, just as the lad slithered
to the floor in a crumpled heap!

A Memory of * Bahs !
DICK didn’t see the test of the record-

breaking engine. He didn’t know

any thmg more until he woke up at

home, in bed. He discovered that he
had taut bandages round his head, that the
sun was shining brightly, and that he felt
pretty fit. Iis head certainly acllcd but
it might have been a lot worse.

“Hello, young ’un! How’re you fee]mg
now 2" It " was big Bill’s voice, and the
speedman bent over the hed.

““All right,”” Dick answered, and he grinned
up at his brother. ‘“How did 1 get here?”

“Oh, you conked out in the shed, so we
got a doctor to you and brought you home.
The doctor put those bandages on, then he
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gave you a slecping powder after you’d come
round.”’ )

T don’t remember that,” said Dick.

“No, I dou’t suppose you do. You were
still a bit muzzy,” said Bill. ‘“Anyway, he
gave you the stuff, and he sard you’d be quite
fit when you woke up!”’

“TI feel fine now!” Dick assured him, and
he sat up. ‘“What about the big engine ?”

“Well, the professor and I cleaned the
sump out. Luckily, we hadn’t even turned
the engine, or anything, so we got all the
carborundum clean away. We  made sure
everything was all right, then we let her
go—she did it. too!”

“Did what?”’

“Twelve thousand revolutions a
young ’uni’

minute,

exclaimed Bill, and there was

i
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any good. It will only make a lot of diffi-
culties, and the whole business of trying to
prove his connection with the Ince people
will be very unpleasant.”’

““Better to send their car back to them with
your compliments,”” Bill growled. “we’ll
get our own back over in Italy. The best
way to pay them out is to beat ’em on the
track—and then rub it home with that record-
breaker of yours!”

The professor smiled, and he was silent for
a few moments. He turned to Dick again.

““1 expect Bill has told you that Jast night’s
test was very successful. This afternoon, I
am driving ‘out to Pendine Sands. I wang
to decide if that course will be safe enough
for the record run when the car is ready.

AsearplImIsARS
TR

T o

Unfortunately, Bill can’t accompany me, be-

\ il

rmmw’mﬁ”

As Dick staggered into the testing shed, he saw that the professor was just about to give Bill the signal

to start the monster engine. * Stop!’’ yelled Dick.

something like awe in his voice. “She’s the
fastest engine ever built, When she’s put in
the car, she’ll do two hunidred and fifty miles
an hour, and do it easily. The old chap’s as
bucked as anything, and—-"

He broke off as a knock came on the door,
and the professor himeclf entered. He asked
Dick how he was, then he grabbed his hand
and shook it gently.

““We don’t know, yet, what happened last
night,”” he said. ‘‘But whatever it was, my
boy, I'm in your debt!”

Dick told them what had occurred. Part
of it they had guessed from finding the Ince
Eight outside the gate, and they had guessed
that the spy was the labour-mechaunic who
was missing from the works.

“T’d like to prosecute that man,” the pro-
fessor said  ““But I don’t (hink it would do

* Don’t start her. Ske’ll wreck herself if you do! ?

cause he is busy with the machines for Italy.
But you might like to come, Dick. The run
will do you good.”

Pendine Sands! The great stretch of
smooth sand where the ‘“Blue Bird ” had

broken all records, and where the mighty
“Babs *’ had run. Dick had never been there,
but he wanted to go.

On the way, the professor told him about
the course, and the famous cars which had
ran over it. It was almost the finest stretch
of sand in the country, and many world’s
records had been broken on it. It was there
that “Babs’’—Parry Thomas’ famocus car—
had shattered all records for speed.

And it was there, too, that the monster
machine had killed its driver when he made

a fresh effort to wrest back from the “Blue
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Bird ”’ a record that had been broken a bare
month before.

Dick found it a long, deserted stretch of
sand, miles in length. There was a little
group of buildings by a short jetty at one
end. Beyond that, nothing. ) .

Nothing, that is, save a little memorial
far along the sands, marking the spot where
Thomas had died. Standing by the jetty with
the professor, Dick could picture. the giant
white machine hurtling over the yellow
stretch, the flying driving chain which had
killed its driver, and the mad skid that had
followed ere the car stopped.

“They buried ‘Babs’ in the sand, over
there,”’ said the professor, as he pointed to
the spot. ‘‘Just about where Thomas died.”

They walked together towards the place.
The sea and sand had long since covered all
sign of the disaster. All that remained was
the little cross, noble in its simpleness, and
gleaming in the sunlight against the tumbled,
green-streaked background of the sand dunes.

Dick and the professor stood for a few
moments at the foot of the cross, heads bared
in tribute to the gallant racing man who
had died.

Preparing For The Grand Prix!

ACK at the Kent works, the professor

B told Bill that he doubted if the

stretch of sand at Pendine would be

safe enough for the two-hundred-and-

fifty-miles-an-hour car, and that they would

have to find some other place for breaking
the record when the car was ready.

Dick returncd to the racing stable two days
later, fit as ever he had been, and by this
time he found the team of three machines
all ready for the big Italian race. lle dis-
covered that every mechanic in the camp
was scared of what would happen to the cars
when they got on the track. They had been
lightened until they barely turned the scale
at the minimum weight which the regulations
permitted.

The following day the thrce cars were run
on to lorries, and Dick rode with his brother
on the driving scat of one of them, travelling
down to Dover. At the port, the lorries,
with the racing machines siiil in them, were
shipped across to Calais, and from there they
started the long journey right across the
Continent to Milan.

The Italian Grand Prix was being held at
the Monza spcedway, just a few miles from
Milan, and Bill calculated that they would
arrive there in time to put in two days’ work
before the race.

This did not mean, however, that they
would get in two days’ practising on the
speedway.  The course would be occupied
during those two days by other races—motor-
cyele long-distance events and small-car races.
The Italian Grand Prix was the last event
in the Ttalian motor-racing fete—the most
thrilling race of the lot!
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“We’ll be able to get in a couple of hours
in the early mornings, perhaps,” Bill said,
“but that’s about all. It doesn’t matter
much, because we all know the course, and
I know the engines are tuned to about as
near perfection as wo can ever get ’em!”’

“Why didn’t we corse by train, instead
of by road?” asked Dick. ‘It would have
saved time."”

“It would—two days,”” agreed Bill. “‘But
those two days wouldn’t have been any good
to us, because the track would still have
been in use for other races. Besides, coming
by train would have meant a special van for
the cars, and goodness knows what. It would
have cost a lot of moncy—and there’s no

moneiz to spare, young ’'un!”
Bill stopped speaking, and stared ahead

down the straight French road for a few
moments, then he went on:

‘““Matter o’ fact, the professor said that he
was relying on us winning some prize-money
to keep the racing stable going, apart from
anything else. So we've got to do our
darnedest to win, Dick. We’ve got to lick
Lynch and his Ince Eights! Just remember
that when you're working in the pit for me!”

“T won’t let you down,” Dick told him.
“Not if T can help it!”

“I know youw won’t, that’s why I have you
as mechanic instead of any of the others,”
Big Bill growled. *“‘You’re a good kid.”

Dick grinned. Being told that he was “a
good kid " was about as near Bill ever went
to praising him. For all that, he determined
to do his best in the big race. Dick weuldn’t
be in the car with Dill, because only the
driver now travels in a racing machine; one
life at a time is enough to risk.

Dick would be at the replenishment pit,
heside the track and near the grandstands.
He would be the only one allowed to lay
even a finger on the car once the race had
started. During the speed-fight Bill would
call at the pit for fresh fucl and oil and
water, new tyres and repairs. It would be
Dick's job to help him, then, and on the
celerity with which Dick worked depended
cutting down the time that Bill was at the.
pit, and, temporarily, out of the race.

Two lorry breakdowns on the road held
the Kent party up and lost them more than
a day, so that they arrived at the Monza
speedway on the afternoon of the day before
the Grand_ Prix. Dick and the mechanies
and the drivers worked far into the night,
readying the machines for the race. It was
not until early on the morning of the great
event that Dick really had a chance to look
at the track.

Ie went down, sitting-on the tail of Bill’s
machine, with the other two cars following
behind. They intended to get in three or
four laps just to try the cars out, after which
the course would be closed until the race
began.

Dick found bunting-decked stands at one
side of the track, already thronging with
early spectators and people who had camped
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all night in the great park in which the
speedway stood. From the flat stretch in
front of the stands, the track swept round
in a long banking built, he discovered, of
bricks. Then the track vanished into the
trees, rcappearing at intervals until it reached
another  long  banking, from which cars
crashed towards the stands and the comple-
tion of the circuit.

The test run of the threce Kent cars was
to enable the drivers to get the feel of the
track, rather than to see what the machines
would do. Bill came In after a trial run
with & big grin on his sun-burned face.

“The cars havo all got the speed now,”
he told Dick. “It’ll be a scrap, but we
ought to give the Ince Eights a run for their
money !’

After that, Dick was swallowed up in a
whiil of preparations. 'The replenishment-pit
was stocked up with spaves, fuel tanks, water
tanks—everything that the cars could possibly
need in the race.

There was little enough time in which to
do everything, because the race started at
mid-morning. In what seemed no time at all
the cars were being pushed to the starting
line. Dick saw the Ince Eights go up, with
Mark Lynch turning in his driving seat to
look acress 1o the Kent pit and grin in his
sardenie, evil way.

“You wait! You wen’t be grinning when
we're  through  with you!” Bill  grunted.
“Come, let’s get our machine up, Dick!”

They pushed the car away from its pit
to the starting line. Dick saw low-built blue
Delages squatting there beside rounded blue
Bugattis; he saw three blazing red Fiats,
with a horde of excited Italians crowding
round them, and there were two milk-white,
powerful-looking Mercedes from Germany.
He saw the trio of cruel-looking, vicious Ince
Lights on the line, and then he was getting
Bill’s car into place,

There followed hectic minutes of frantic
work, with marshals buzzing round and
yelling excitedly. Then, with the start bare
minutes away, the engines of the grouped
cars began to roar, and Dick got Bill’s
going. Ile leaned over the cockpit, and Bill
gripped his fist.

“Good hick, Bill. Be careful, won’t you?”’

““Never mind about me being careful, you
keep on your toes when I come into the pit!”
Bill grinned. ‘So-long!”’

The Race!

’ ICK moved to the side of the track.
D Other mechanies grouped there,
watching the start, and Dick stood
in a perfect whirl of excited chatter
in foreign languages. -

Sudden silence followed, then the smashing
bellow of the racing machines’ exhausts
crashed to crescendo.  The straining cars
roared and thundered for what seemed an
age, then, ahcad along the track, a gout
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of white smoke puffed from a little signal
cannon. In the same moment an official
slashed down a big red flag—and the race
was on! .

Away went the cars—away in a cloud of
smoke and dust, with wheels threshing as the
tyres spun on the road, grit and small stones
slashing behind in a stinging shower. They
went off in a smashing thunder of shudder-
ing sound, screaming in gear as they raced
for the first banking—splotches of colour seen
sliding through the smoke-cloud they left
behind.

He saw them tear round a banking, and
vanish—tailed out in a long line. Then—

“Here they come!”” a man gasped behind
him. On to the bank at the beginning of the
straight which ran past the stand there
showed two hurtling, colourful shapes. To-
gether they leaped off the banking and came
screaming down the flat.

Dick strained his gaze, and then the two
cars were level and rocketing past.

Bill—and Lynch! Going neck and neck,
fighting for the lead!

Other cars came storming by, filling the
air with noise and the acrid reek of burnt
oil. And then, through the roar, Dick clearly
heard a sudden gasp from the crowd, and
his gaze turned instinctively towards the
banking from which the cars had come.

A single machine was on it, skidding wildly.
For a moment it looked as though it would
hurtle into the spectators massed at the rails,
then it straightened, slowed, and came limp-
ing towards the pits. .

It was a Kent, with both its front wheels
wobbling wildly!

“Busted front axle!” a mechanic yelled
somewhere behind Dick. ‘T knew Bill had
taken too much metal off ’em!”’

Making the car lighter and faster had
weakened the front axle. It had broken
under the terrific stzas of the very first lap
of the race. The car limped towards them,
and, as it came, Dick sighted a second
machine coming slowly off the banking—its
front wheels wobbling in the same way! It
was another Kent racer!

Two of their machine were out of the race
in the first lap. ¢

Only Bill was lefi in it. He was fighting
for the lead with the fast Ince Eight, going
all out.

Supposing that Bill’s front axle went, too.
At that speed it would send the car somer-
saulting and—

The thought was in Dicks mind when he
heard another gasp from the packed stands
behind. Hundreds of hands pointed out
across the speedway, and through the roar
of the crowd there came the echoes of a
distant crash.

Among the distant trees there lifted a gout-
ing pall of blued smoke. :

A car had smashed over there!

Was it Bill’s?

(You'll know when you read next week’s
vivid,instalment. Look out for it, boys!)
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EMARTIAL LAW AT ST. FRANK'S

(Continued from page 34.)
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“Just a minute!” panted Nipper.  “Let's
try to fake up this panel, so that the general
won't be able to see how we escaped. The
fastenings are broken, but we can easily put
them right!”

+ For five minutes they worked hard, and by
the end of that time it was almost impossible

to deteet, from inside that cellar, that any-
thing had been intczfered with, Then all
tho rebels sped  through the ftunnel and

rcached the Modern House in safety.

It so happencd that General Carfax him-
self went down to the cellar only five minutes
after the prisoners had escaped. He was
ufterly dumbfounded when he found that the
cellar was empty! It was a staggering
mystery.

Men had been on guard outside the door
all the time, and the grating had not even
been tamperved with. The general suspected
these men of playing him false—of letting the
juniors out. But they swore that they had
not dono so

The general retired. beaten and disap-
pointed. In spite of all his efforts, the re-
bellion was going on, and it was now worse
than ever.

From the Medern House came a continuous
roar of jubilation. The barricades were all
up in position, and the guards were at their
posts. The rebel force, to a man, was filled
with determination. They had rm-m-ored the
position—they were carrying on the barring-
out as staunchly as ever. But they all felt,
in their hearts, that it would scon be over.
For the affair had got to such a pitch now
that it simply counld not go on much longer.

Dr. Maleolm Stafford, in the privacy of
his own House, was bitter and resentful. So
much for the martial law of General Christo-
pher Carfax!

At first, indeed it had secemed that ho had
won the day. But again these rebels had
proved themselves masters of the situation.
General Carfax bad only made things ien
times worse! For St Frank’s was in a cotn

plete turmoil-—the eniire Modern House was
held by the rebel forees.

It was a situation that made the head-
master hagegard with we At (im(‘\ he

wondered if it wouldn't be hetter to_give way

to these bnw -to agree 1o an inquir
But no'! '\u\n would he admit defeat !
And in the Medern Touse. the rebels had

precisely the same moito. Never wonld they
admit defeal !
THE END,

(Don’t miss next week's
complete yarn, which is entitled :
10 Quwt!”  Awd don't forget,
your copy in advance!

magnificent long
“ Sticking
beys, to order
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OUR WEEKLY POW-WOW!
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This Week’s Free Gift!
ELL, lads, you've: now seen this
week’s Free (iift—you've probably

got it in tront of w)u at the moment
Zand 1 expect youw're all admiring
it. Tt 7s the “goods,” isn’t it?

“Babs,”” like omr other admivable models,
will be a constant reminder of the granc
work and first-line courage of the men whe
are out to keep this country second to nome
on the great tracks. “Babs ™ accomplished
such big things that it proved a trifle too
swift for the Brooklands run-way. The whole
history of this car shows the quick develop-
ment of motor racing. Few things are more
interesting than the story of the space-eating

““Babs "—which you can read for yourself
on page 35.
And don’t forget to tell all your chums

of this unique FKree (iift.  Don't let them
miss a good thing like this: tell them now—
and see how popular youw’ll find yourself!

- Collect All Three!
And, by the way, have you yoursell got
all three Free Gifts which have been presented

with the “Nelson ILee Library’? First
came the 1,000-h.p. Sunbeam—the world’s
fastest car. Next was ““Blue Bird,” the

monster racer with which Captain Malcolm
Campbell hopes to beat the existing world’s
1unn(l land speed of 203 m.p.h. And now-—-
“Babs !
Thus you can be in possession of correctly

coloured metal models of the world’s three
speediest cars! Not to be sneezed at, eh ? So,
it you haven't got all three. remember that

vour newsagent will always be pleased to get
you any back numbers.

Live in Kent and be Content.

This is just preeciscly what Avthur Thorn-
ton does, and what’s more, he has a real
live Nelson Lee Club running at Ashford.
The club is located in a cottage, and takes
fifty copies of the N.I.L. each week, of
which thirty are given away. The club is
in its fifth year. There are two club-rooms,

and a library. The club has done well in
football, cricket, hockey and other sports.
This is the best club yet in the south. Good

luck to it!

Activities at Ashington.

are starting a National

Those in-

Secretary,

Northumber-
one of the

which should

A group of members
Correspondence  (flub up  north.
tevested should  write {o  the
96, Station Road, Ashington,
land. A magazine will be run,
features being a debate page,
prove of special interest,
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1927 MECCANO

Boys are thrilled!

Have you ever seen great girders, painted red or green to protect

them from rust, swung up and fitted into place on some towering

building in course of construction? It's like that when you build

with Meccano—the same thrill of building in steel—and now you have
the colours, too!

This year every Meccano part is coloured ! Real engineering colours
—green and red.

There's a fine book that tells you all about the New Meccano. You
can have it free by sending a postcard to Meccano Ltd. (Dept. 12),
Binns Road, Liverpool, giving your own name and address and the
names and addresses of three of your chums. Write to-day.

This fine working model of a Pit Head Gear, in green and red, is built
with Outfit No. 5. It's only one of the thousands of equally fine and
accurate models that any boy can build with the New Meccano.

Prices of Meccano Outfits from 3/6 to 370/-.

-

ALL COLOURED!

MECCANO LIMITED : Binns Road : LIVERPOOL
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Thomasz W, (xllﬂn 1. Railwey  Terrace,
Wool, Darset, wishes {0 start a corvespondence
club,

Norman  Jarvis, 31, Wrotham  Road,
Broadstairs, Kent, wishes to  hear from
readers in Broadstairs, anud Peter’s, as he

to start a club.

rank - Thompson, ¢'o Mrs. Pullen, 23,
Thames Street. Box  Hill, Victoria, Aus-
tralia, would be glad to hear {from any

members in his district with the object of
forming a club; also he would like to cor-
respond “with readers in England interested

in eve and’ stamp, collecting.

AL Dyer, 5, Melville Street, Jeppes Iixten-
sion, Johannesbur lmns\(ml South Africa,
wishes to liecar hom memb in Canada
and Ansiralin, € :

Naney Ridgway, 1::, Toorah Road, Senth
Yarra, ~Melbourne, o\'ictmia, Australia,

wishes fo cortespond with gir] veaders only.

Harry *MacMuahon, 50, Long’ Uuﬂ « West

roken 11ill, New )mh Wales, ™ Aushalla,
wishes - to heat from ' s in Australia,
Tlonoluln, Fiji, Sws a ; all “letters
answered. .. Y 0 s

Ted Buiters, 3, Maggie, \ixc(f Yarraville, |
Australia, wishes “to  correSpoid  with  boys
ages 1215, in U.S.A South Africa, and
South-America.

Normian'g 8. | Lewis,  “Driavdale.” 200,
AubwenRoad, Auburn. Victoria, Australia,
wishes ﬁ; (on(\po' i with stamp collectors

6, Buil Terrace. Military

doad, South Australia, _wishes

to hear colles Aors tand editors of

amaten .

[EN I no Strucil Kent,
Complete

HEIGHT INCHEASED 5

3:5 inthes in ONE I1O.
“unou,t applidrfces — druzs — o) mpunz

Courm

e’ Course 5/-

l‘ivé:

r o par. . stamp.—P, £
Harrock Houss GOLWYN BAY Non.h Wales
MAGIC TRIGKS Parcels, "2/€E, 5/6. Vuv:Lrllnv
guist’s. Instrumefit” ible. - Imitate birds. Price

cack, 4 for 1)-—T. W. HARRISON, 239. Ponton:
ville Road, I.onﬂon. N.a.
(,urc yourselt
Stop Stammermg Cuge yoursl
ticulars AI“REB = FRANK B. HUGHES 7.
Southanipton Row London, WL
plete turmoil—the cntire Moc {oTh tlouse was |
held by the rebel forees. w
1t was a situation that made the head- |ir
master hageard with worry, At times he | a
wondered if it wouldn't be hetfer to give way | fe
to these ho_\\ to agree to an mqun\ T
But n() Nover would he admit defeat! v
And in the Medern THouse, the rebels had

Never

precisely the same motto would thev \

admit defear!
TITE END.

Wednesday Ly he
Adveriiscment ()ﬁm&

Printed and Published ¢very
Tarringdon Screet, Londen,
Regisicred for transm

5 6 for six months, S
Now Zealand: M 3
New Series No 84.

\nlf

I Roundwood Park, Harpenden,

Propriclor
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i his distric
sports club; ho

N.I.1., old and

levs
]

wishes to hear from rew
with a view to fornnmg
has back numbers of* the
new series, for sale.

H. W. Meek, 9, Fitzliiinon Embh., River-
side, Cardiff, has ))d(]\ \um,nv~ of the N.I.L.,
}IH and new serie I@ \‘u 2d. cach, pos
ree.

Bob Whaite, Box 306, (:..0., Adelaide,
Seuth Australia, wishes té (o]](*qmnd w’i'h
readers in Gireat Britain, Canada, Amerida,

)

South Africa, or any forcien country. L |

George Burgess, 271, Northstoke, Arunde!,
SBussex, wishes to obtain a complete set of
the N.I.T.. containing the Fullwood series
(1925)  Ile would exchange seven numbers
for thi

Archie Jox 14, Maitland
Strect, Province, South

Africa, wishes to correspond with readers in-
terested in  stamps, Loxing and f‘\(]lilL’
"D, Chaadler, 29, Smith Street, hmg Vil
liams Town, Cape Province, South Africa.
wishes to hear from readers in his disfrict who
would like to join a club.

(ieorge luolushm, 21, Xast View, Preston,
Lanez., would like to hear from readers in
Tasmania, New Zealand, i, Africa and
India. - All letters answered.

Miss Margaret Collins, “*Sancta Marvia,”

Herts., \\i~h(<
“\ Ireland and

to hear from girl readers anly?

(11()]!P€‘mf(‘l~}1110. also "girl readers interested
in ericket and book L] -

D. Fee, 54, Ileaver TRoad, Baitersea,
London, $.W. 11, wishcs to hear flom mem-

bers in his (lhtu(?

R. €. Beacham, .67, ° J\wnn(‘
Toronto 8, Ontario, Canad to Con-
municate  with readers in New ,Sml\ Stah
and Ontario, also with readers in lingland
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HEIGHT - COUNTS i3, yinpins succcss:

hiealth and physique improved. Wonder-
tul results. Send for particulars and our
£100guarantee to Girvan System,A.M.T,,
17, Stroud Green Road. London. N.4.

Al applications for Advertisement Spaces in _this

pubtication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, “ The Nelson Lee Likrary,” The Fleeiway
Honse, Farrinedon Street, London E.C.4.
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Louse, Farringdon Street, London,
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