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o and General Carfax looked fabbergasted. They had expected
Sir Edward to take away bis rebellious son ; instead, it seemed that he had joined the rebels himself !

‘1 want you to know that I am supporting these rebels | ** shouted 8ir Edward Handforth, amid cheers
from the juniors. The headmaster
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Sir Edward Handforth—Rebel !

Adventure—Fights—Fun—Thrills!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

A Barring-Out without any grub is hardly an attractive prospect, but the

Retels of St. Frank's have got heaps of resource, and after a number of stir-

ring encounters with General Carfax—the old soldier who fondly thinks ke

can quell this schoolboy rebellion—they get heaps of grub! So the war
between the General and Nipper & Co. wages afresh—Ed.

CHZPIER 1,
The Rebels of 8t. Frank’s !

E VERYBODY in the Modern House

E dining-hall at St. Frank’s looked at
Fatty Little in shocked surprise, not
unmixed with consternation,

“Say that again, TFatty!” exclaimed
Reggie Pitt at last.

“You heard me!' growled Fatty.

“I believe I did—but I want to make
sure,” replied Pitt.

“‘There’s no more grub!” said Fatty Little
briefly.

“Ominous words,
mured Reggie,
words, forsooth!’

“Chuck it, Reggie!”’ growled Handforth,
of the Remove. ““This isn’t a time for
joking! Look here, Fatty, what do you
mean—ihere’s no more grub?”’

‘“Exactly what I say,” replied Fatty Little
sadly.

“Do you mean to tell me that this break-
fast is the last food in the whole House?”
asked Edward Oswald Handforth, gazing

my brethren!”
shaking his head.
h

mur-
“Fatal

at a few remnants of food on the table in
a forlorn kind of way. “Isn’t there anything
feft in the storerooms?”

“Nothing!" replied Fatty, “We've all
been on short rations since tea-time yesterday,.
and I've eked ont the grub as far as I could.
But I can’t get blood out of a stone. It's up
to you chaps to conjure up some wheeze.
Grub’s necessary, We can’t carry on a re-
bellion without_food.”

Handforth nodded sagely.

“That’s quite right,” he admitted. “Didu’t’
somebody once say that an army walks on
its stomach? It’s all rot, of course—because
how the dickens could anybody walk on his
stomach 27

“It all depends upon whose stomach you’re
talking about,” remarked Pitt. “I’ve seen
you walking on semebody’s stomach before
now, Handy I”

“Don’t be funny!”’ frowned Handforth.
“We've got to face this problem. Fatty is
the chief cook, and he reports that there'sl
no grub left. It’s a serious situation. How.
are we going to get some supplies? What:
about lunch? What about tea? What about®
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supper? We shan’t get through the day un-
less wo have some food supplies.”

“It’1l do us good to fast for a day or two,”
remarked Timothy Tucker, of the West
House. “‘I trust you will remember, my good
friends, that fasting is a very beneficial habit.
There is nothing more cleansing to the system
than three or four days’ abstinence from all
foodstuffs. I have long urged—-"

“Xill him, somebody!” interrupted Hand-
forth. ‘‘“Take him away, and quietly drop
him_down a crack in the floor!”

“Really, my dear sir—'" began T.T.
protestingly. .

“‘Never mind, Tucker!” chuckled Nipper.
“We shall probably have to adopt your
scheme, after all. There’s one thing about
fasting—it’s much easier when there’s no
food about.”

Fatty Little started.

““Great pancakes!”” he gasped, staring.
“You—you’re not suggesting that we shan’t
get any more grub? Why, I was relying on
you fellows to make a raid, or som=thing, and
to get some more supplics. We can't go on
tike this!” -

“Leave jt to us,” said Handforth grufily.
“We're the leaders of this rebellion, and
we’ll provide everything that's necessary.
Let’s go and talk it over, you fellows.”

Two or three minutes later Handforth and
Nipper and several others were gathered at
one of the upper windows, overlooking the
old Triangle of St. Frank’s,
serious and concerned.

They had every reason to be serious, too.
It was a fine, crisp December morning, and
the sun was shining outside. But all these
juniors—the entire Lower School at St.
Trank’s—were bottled up in the Modern
House. The barring-out had been in pro-
gress for several days now, and the rebels
were continuing their victorious resistance.
But they were beginning to get worried.

For two whole days nothing had happened.

Neither the headmaster nor General Chris-
topher Carfax had taken any action. General
Carfax was a Governor of -the school, and
he had come to St. Frank’s on purpose to
quell the revolt. Only the Remove had been
in the rebellion at that time, and the general’s
effort had resulted in the Fourth and the
Third joining the insurrection. But since
then nothing of note had happened.

It was becoming increasingly evident that
the Head and General Carfax, in conjunction,
had decided to give the rebels a good length
of rope.

The idea, possibly, was to let them exhaust
their food supplies, and then go hungry.
Hunger would make them capitulate in a very
short time, Healthy schoolboys are not very
keen on fighting when their stomachs are
empty.

And so the rebel leaders were very anxious,

They were all determined to carry on this
barring-out until they gained the victory.
The Christmas vacation would start within

They were all |.

‘every meal.

a week, and much could happen in the mean-

time.

All the same, there was no denying that this
problem was a grave one. Food could not
be easily procured. If any raiding force ven-
tured out from the Modern House, there
was a distinct probability that that same raid-
ing force would be scized and held. And
that“wouldu’t do the other rebels any good
at all.

“Nothing happened yesterday, and nothing
happened the day before yesterday,” said
Handforth, as he stood staring glumly out of

e window. ‘‘And now, by the look of
things, nothing’s going to happen to-day,
either! X’m getting fed up with all this in-
activity! What’s the good of us having our
barricades in position? What’s the good of
all this ammunition we've prepared? Why
should we have guards at every window,
watching day and night?”

“Don’t worry, Handy,” said Nipper.
“Something will happen before long. We
must get food to-day, for example—and that’ll
mean action. And I rather fancy that the
Head -will make some sort of move, too.
He won’t allow three days to go by without
doing anything. But let’s concentrate on this
grub problem. How are we going to get
some food ?”’

The other rebel leaders put their heads to-
gether, and thought deeply. Not thai there
was much result. For, to tell the trath,
there scemed to be no solution to the problem.

he cuphoards and store-rooms of the
Modern House were empty—for there were
over a hundred hungry rebels to feed at
With this house barricaded and
barred there was no exit, and no entrarce,
All ordinary supplies had ceased automatically.
‘What was to be done?

As it happened, an answer to this particular
problem came from an unexpected guarter!

CHAPTER 2.
An Unexpected Visitor !

OW would it be to
make a sudden raid on

the TEast House?”
asked Ilandforth
abruptly. s

““Afraid we couldn’t do it, old man,” re-
plied Nipper, shaking his head.

“Why not?”’

“Too risky.”

“Too risky be blowed!”
““‘Nothing venture, nothing win! If about
twenty of us went across, we should find
something worth taking, T'll bet!”

“That’s not the peint,”” put in Reggie
Pitt. “Tf twenty of us went, two or three
might be collared, and then they would be
used as hostages. In fact, they would pro-
bably be sacked on the spot. No, Handy, it’s
not worth the candle. We’d better go
hungry.”

said Handforth,
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“T wish I knew what the Head was up to,”
said Nipper, frowning. ““There’s something
rummy going on, my sons. I believe that the
Head and General Carfax have been putting
their heads together, and they’re just wait-
ing. They've proparod something, and they
mean to strike soon.

“What can they do?” demanded Hand-
forth. “Our barricades are so strong that
they’ll never drive us out of the—"

“T don’t think there’ll be any actual fight-
ing,” put in Nipper. “It’s too undignified—
too drastic.  Besides, the general’s had a
Jesson already. He knows that it only makes
us worse if he starts a scrap. I think that
this new stunt will be more subtle. It’s as
clear as daglight, anyhow, that the Head
doesn’t mean to knuckle under.”

“And we shan’t knuckle under, either,”
sald CTmrcI\ “We'll keep it up until Christ-
mas !

“Rather!” agreed Handforth. ‘“We'll stick
it out as long as the Head—and longer!
We're in the right all
the time—we’re justified

5

“Don’t know him!” said Rozgle Pitt.
““Never seen him before in my life!

“It’s my pater’s chauffeur!"” said Hand-
forth excitedly, “*Yes, look! My pater’s in-
side the car! Can’t you see him?”

“So it is!” said Church, with a start. ““It's
Sir Edward Handforth himsel{! And—my
hat! Doesn’t he look wild?”*

The car went out of sight, and the juniors,
craning their heads, watched it disappear
through Big Arch. Then  they turned and
stared at-one another,

“This,” said Nipper, “looks significant.”
P‘t‘I‘H bet it is significant!” said Reggie

itt,

“My pater!” muttered Handforth, worried
and troubled. “What the dickens is he doing
here? Who told him to come? Just like my
pater to como butting in—"

“I thought there was something on the
move,” said Nipper grimly. “So this is the
game, is it? They'vo brought your pater
here, Handy! They pmbaﬁly think that
he'll be able to do
something. You won’t

in' this rebellion, and R
we'll keep it up. As for

the food problem, we

LOOK OUT FOR

be able to defy your
own father, you know !”’
Handforth’s jaw be-

can casily think of came aggrossive
something. Just leave NEXT WEEKS nwo;-g; I'Ix",ehc said
me alone for ten gruffly, “It'll be rcn\v
minttos, M{d Tl got ’ [ Sottsn’ W T Wmge fh
out a big wheeze.” S § d
The others smiled. peCIa :I)ggosseom};mf}) bl‘:!: Il}?;
Th hat emove down—or the
o O el thistmas Fourth or the Third,

expect from the cele-
brated Edward Oswald
Handforth. His wheezo

TNumber

cither! I mean to stand
up for my rights!”

would turn out to be “Good man!” said
some imp[odssible projelft Fullwood. i “}Il\ll the
that cou never e — 1 same, Handy, the situa-
accomplished. Hand- {i Boys—It's the Goods! tion looks like being
forth was o wonderful JL R awkward.”

fellow for thinking out Handforth made no
claboratc  unworkablo = reply. He knew well
ideas. He was about the most impracticable j enough that it would be awkward. His

chap in the Remove.
““The main essential
to have plenty of food supplies,” said Nipper
thoughtfully. *“Of course, we had to grab
the Modern Ilouse in a hurry—in the
middle of a battle. We were lucky to have
any food at all. But it’s gone now, and we
must think of something:
“Hallo!”" interrupted McCh\re
a car just come in the gate\uu
The other juniors looked out of the
window, which stood wide open. 1t was an
upper wmdu\s, and quite safe from any pos-
sible attack. The juniors leaned out, and
watehied the big limousine as it glided silently
down the Triangle, towards Big Arch. Evi-
®dently, it was on its way to the Head’s house.
And then, suddenly, Handforth gave a violent

in a barring»out is

““There’s

start.
“By George!” he pasped. ‘“‘Look who’s
driving!”

The other juniors looked.

father was a Tartar! And what did this visit
mean? What could it mean—but trouble?

Willy Handforth camo up, smiling. Some-
how, tho sight of his minor mede Hand-
forth frown more heavily than ever.

*What the dickens are you grinning at,
you young Cheshire cat?” he demanded.
“You won't grin when I tell you that my
patcr s herel!”

“He's my pater, too!” said Willy coolly.
“And I knew it, anyhow. That's why I'm
smiling.

= I’m blcssed if I can see anything funny
in it!” growled Handforth. “You know what
tho pater is! He'll only cause a lot of com-
motion! T never knew such a man as the
pater. Always making a fuss—always roar-
ing at people!”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

Tho other juniors couldn’t help roaring
mth laughter,

“Now we know who you take after, old
man!"” grinned Reggie Pitt,
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. “You silly ass!” shouted Handforth, turn-
ing red.

*Never mind—you're a good sort!”
chuckled Nipper. “And your father’s a
good sort, too, Handy. He’s proved that
before now. Haven't we all been in your
house? Haven’t we all been your guests?
There’s nothing wrong with Sir Edward

Handforth grunted.

“He’s all right when he's in a_good tem-
he admitted. *But when he's wild—

©’s—ho's— Oh, my goodness! 1 don’t
mind defying the Head and General Carfax,
or any of the masters. But when it comes
to the pater—"

“Leave him to me!” said Willy coolly. “I
shall know what to do with him when the
right time comes. You know I can always
wangle the pater, Ted!”

Handforth drew a deep breath.

“Yes, I believe you can,” he said. “It’s
2 bit uncanny, and I can never understand it
—but you're always able to get round the
old boy somehow. I can’t do it—although
T've tried scores of times.”

“It’s only knack!” chuckled Willy. “The
trouble with you, Ted, is that you're not
tactful enough. The pater’s one of the most
reasonable chaps under the sun if you only
rub him the right way.”

But Handforth would not be consoled.
The unexpected advent of his father filled
him with dismay!

CHAPTER 3.
In the Headmaster’s Study !

Sir Edward
Handforth was
ushered  into the
Head’s private sanc-
he found two

Dr. Maleolm

there.
Stafford himself, and the other was General
Christopher Carfax, D.S.0., J.P., D.L.

gentlemen

“I am glad that you have come, Sir Ed-
ward,” said the Head gratefully. “Let me
introduce  General rfax—one of our
governors,  General Carfax, this is Sir Ed-
ward Handforth, the father of the unfortu-
nate boy who has been causing all this
trouble.”

They shook hands, and Sir Edward was
looking very grim and aggressive. There
was a startling similarity between him and
his son. Both had the same big, clumsy
frame. Both had the same aggressive jaw,
the same glaring expression. Edward Oswald
was the very spit of his father. Willy, in
all probability, took more after his mother.

“Now, what's all this I hear Dr. Staf-
ford ?” asked Sir ‘Edward gruffly, as he set
his legs -apart, and took up a forceful atti-
tude. “M§ son has been causing trouble—
¢h? I want to hear the details!”

“Won’t you be seated, Sir Edward ?” asked
the Head mildly,

“Thank you, no—I'd rather stand!” re-
torted Sir Edward.

He glared at General Carfax, as though
resenfful of the latter's presence. The general
was an enormous man—well over six feet in
height, and proportionately broad. But just
at_present t%e general was looking rather
subdued. He had met with no great success
at Frank’s, although he had come to
the school full of fiery bluster. But the
rebels had taken a great deal of the fight-
ing out of him.

“We were hoping, Sir Edward, that you
would have come yesterday,” began Dr.
Stafford. “The matter is very urgent—-"

“I was in Scotland, on business,” inter-
rupted Sir Edward. “I though I explained
that in my telegram—-"

“You did—you did!” said the Head, “We
quite understand, Sir Edward; but, at the
samo time, this delay has been unfortunate.
We wapt to get the unhappy business over
as quickly as possible. As I explained to you
in my letter, I am very anxious that you
should take your elder son away, It is with
very great regret that I must report to you
that he has been expelled from the school
in disgrace.”

Sir Bdward compressed his lips.

“I shall want to hear the details of this,
sir!” he snapped. “I will have you know
that my son is an honourable boy, and I shall
want a very good explanation from you. Yes,
by George! Edward is very obstinate some-
times, and very stubborn and trying. But
he is the soul of honour ”

“T am not questioning the moral character
of your son, Sir Edward,” replied the Head
quietly, “His misdemeanour now is one that
merely concerns the echool rules and regula-
tions. As you know, he is the ringleader
in_a most serious rebellion.”

“Why did he rebel in the first place?”
asked Sir Edward coldly.

“The facts, after all, are quito simple,”
said the Head. “Before this unhappy re-
bellion started, Mr. Pycraft—one of our
masters—had oceasion to bring Handforth to
me for punishment. He had been fighting
with two or three of the other boys  In-
deed, he had battered them about most
cruclly, and I caned him.”

“I dare say he deserved it, nodded Sir
Edward “1 have given the young rascal
many & punishment on my own account!”

“Your son was heard to utter threats
against Mr, Pyecraft that same day,” con-
tinued the Head. “The very next morning
a most unfortunate incident oceurred. Mr.
Pycraft fell headlong into a pit of mud, as
he was taking his morning walk. And I re-
gret to inform you, Sir Edward, that your
son came out of the trees, and laughed up-
rvoariously at Mr, Pycraft’s discomfiture. He,
and his two study-mates had dug a deep pit
at a spot they know Mr. Pyeraft would walk
over. My only course was to flog him
--and this time more scverely.”

“In the circumstances, I suppose you were
perfectly justified,” said Sir Edward angrily
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“The young rascal! I cannot understand
him doing such a thing, because Edward has
never been vindictive in spirit.”

“The case has been definitely proved,” said
the Head. “Mr. Pycraft mado the accusa-
tion himself, and he was on the spot, re-
member, He was the unfortunate gentleman
who suffered. Well, my object was to give
your son a public flogging. But, to my
amazement, he broke away from me on the
school platform, and rushed to his own study
in the Ancient House, There, with two of
his friends, he barred and barricaded the
door, and defied all of us.”

For a moment a smile flitted across Sir
Edward's face,

*Good lad!” he muttered.  “That’s the
spirit—— Ahem!” he added hastily. ‘‘Most
disgraceful! So he did that, did he? He
barrfq himself into his own study and defied
you?”

*And from that small beginning, this great
rebellion has resulted,” said the Head, with
concern.  “The entire Remove Form sup-
ported your son, and rebelled in sympathy.
Then the Fourth Form and the Third Form
followed. The entire junior school is now in
rebellion; it has barricaded itsclf into the
Modern House, and is keeping up this ridieu-
lous farce. It is time it all ended, Sir Ed-
ward, 1 need hardly tell you that your son
has been the ringleader throughout. I have
no alternative but to expel him from this
school, I cannot koep a boy here who is so
indifferent to discipline—who so Bagrantly
fouts my authority.”

Sir Edward's eyes were blazing.

“You are quite right,” he said gruffly.
“1 have no quarrel with you, Dr. Stafford.
My son has acted in the most disgraceful
manner, and I shall sce to it that he will
receive full punishment. You want me to

take him away—eh?”

“That is my fervent wish,” said the Head.
““He has defied me, and he has defied General
Carfax. But you are his father, and he will

bardly dare to disobey your commands.”
“Let him try to,” said Sir Edward ag-
gressively.

“Let him attempt to defy me!”
CHAPTER 4.

Sir Edward Means Business !

ENERAL  CARFAX

grunted.

“If I know any-
thing of that boy,
he'll defy you, Sir
Rdward, even though you are his father!”” he
said. “A reprehensible young rascal-—nothing
more, mnothing less! An impudent young
puppy! Yes, by cracky! An impudent young
puppy!”

Sir Edward started.

“Are you referring to my son, sir?”’ he
demarded, with a glare.

“Yi sir, am,” retorted the general.
“Your son is worse than all the other boys

put together. Look at the trouble he has
caused here—look at all the commotion. The
sooner you take that young rascal away, the
better for everybody in this establishment!”

For a moment it seemed that Sir Edward
would flare up, but he held himself in check
with an effort.

“Yes, I suppose you are right,”’ he said,
between his teeth. “If Edward has been
causing all this trouble, he deserves drastic
punishment. His next school will be of a
very different character to St. Frank’s. He
has had his chance here, and he has thrown
it away. The boy shall be made to suffer
as he deserves!”

“And you will take your egon home at
once 7"’ asked the Head anxiously.

“ At once—this morning,’” said Sir Edward

arshly.

“Then it is hardly necessary for me to tell
you, Sir Edward, how grieved I am,” said
the Head quietly. “Your other son is in
this rebellion, too, but I ghall not
He has been led away, 1 am sure,
companions.”

“That is no excuse,” growled Sir Edward.
“Willy has plenty of commonsense. Indeed,
T've frequently suspected that Willy is even
more capable than Edward. But I will grant
that Edward i3 the most impulsive—the most
reckless.”

“1t hurts me that this boy should be forced
to leave the school under a cloud,” continued
the headmaster. “But you will realise, Sir
Edward, that it will be better for all con-
cerned after he has gone. Me is the ring-
leader of the rebellion, and there can be littla
doubt that the whole affair will collapse as
soon as Handforth is taken away. Tt is quite
possible that some of the boys will maintain
a certain amount of resistance, but I am sure
that the heart will be taken out of them when
your son has left. It is a most important
matter, and I only hope that you will be
successful.”

Sir Edward raised his eyebrows.

“What do you mcan by that, sir?” he

asked.
“I mean, Sir Edward, that I fear resist-
ance,” replicd the Head. “It i¥ more than
probable that your son will refuse to leave
the Modern House.””

“Refuse to obey my orders?” said Sir
Edward in amazement. “But I am his
father!”

“The boy is in such an excited condition
that he may defy you, to your very face,”
said the Head. “I sirmcre?y trust that he
will not be so misguided.”

“Let him try it!” said Sir Edward aggres-
sively. “By George! 1 will go into that
building, and I will drag him out by the
scruff of his neck!” Defiance to his own father,
eh? No, sir! No, Dr. Stafford! Edward
will never dare to treat me in that way.
Quite apart from daring, I am sure that he
wounld 1ot be so disrespectful. Kdward has
many faults, but disrespect to his parents is
not one of them.”

The Head rose to his feet.

unish him.
y his older
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“Y am exceedingly sorry, Sir Edward, tha.
this interview has been so painful,” he said.
“T realise that you will be relieved to have
it over. So, with your permission, I will
accompany you to the Modern House now,
and—""

“Please do not disturb yourself,”” inter-
rupted Sir Edward. “I can find the Modern
House for myself, thank you. In fact, I
know which is the Modern House. I ought
to—seeing that I was ed in this school
myself! There have been many alterations
since then, but the Modern House remains
unchanged. I will return to you later, Dr.
Stafford, and I will bring my son with me.
Before he goes, I shall insist upon a con-
fession from him—in your hearing.”

“WVill that be necessary?” asked the Head,
pained,

“I deem it highly necessary,”’ replied Sir
Edward. “My son, too, shall apologise. He
has treated you with defiance, and he shall
express his regret.’”’

Sir Edward, coldly furious, then went out
of the Head’s study. His {ace was pale, and
his_eyes were glittering. Exactly the same
as his son, he could be very cool in times of
anger. He could be very violent, toc. But
this was one of his cold, dangerous meods.

Edward Oswald was never afraid of his
father when the latter was in a blustering,
loud-voiced mood. But he was very much
afraid of him at such a time as this—when
his father was pale and calm.

Truth to tell, Sir Edward was hurt. He
was deeply grieved. He had hoped for much
from his son—he had wanted Edward to make
a good name for himself at St. Frank’s, and
to %o up to the Varsit§ in later years with
an_honourable record. But now all that was
ruined—all that was crashed. Edwa
Oewald’s career was blighted completely A
boy who has been expelled in disgrace from a
public school has a black mark against his
name for ever more. It was not merely a dis-
grace for himself—but a disgrace to his
family. Small wonder that Sir Edward Hand-
forth was Jurious. Small wonder that he was
weighed down with grief.

He passed out of the Head’s House, and
walked slowly across Inner Court, towar
Big Arch. His footsteps were steady, but
they were slow. He was thinking—he was

lanning out exactly what he should do when
Ee came face to face with his son, He was
afraid that he would be violent—that he would
lay rough hands upon Edward Oswald—and
he was trying to steel himself for the coming
ordeal. e did not want to do anything
unbecoming in the eyes of all the other boys.
But Sir Edward knew that he had a violent
temper. and he was walking slowly now so
that he could cool down.

He would take Edward away, with scarcely
a word. Later, in the car, he would lecture
him, and then, at home— i

i:)w
¥

Sir Edward gritted his teeth, and his
home, he would deal with him thoroughly!

)

came out aggressivel When he got the

CHAPTER 5.
Willy Takes a Hand !

UST a minute, dad?”
Sir Edward Hand-
forth halted abruptly.

He spun round, and

then he beheld Willy.

Willy was crouching behind some bushes,
near Big Arch, hidden from any possible
observer. Sir Edward {frowned upon hig
younger son. X

“What are you doing therey William?” he
asked. *Come out here, young man!”

“1’d rather not, dad,” said Willy. “I might
be spotted, you know—and I’'m one of the
rebels.”

“Good gracious, so you are!” said his
father “You young good-for-nothing! What
do you mean by it? What do you mean by
supporting Edward in this preposterous re-
bellion 7”7

“1f 1t’s all the same to you, dad, I'd rather
you came over here,” said Willy anxiously
“] want to have a word with you in private.
Tt’s important, too. I sneaked out on purpose
se that I could waylay you. I had an idea
that you would come along by yourself, and I
took the chance.: I'm generally right in
things like that.”

Sir Edward hesitated for a moment. Then
he made up his mind. It might be a good
idea to have a few words with Willy—just
to_preparc the way for the other évent. Be-
sides, Sir Edward had an idea that he
wouldn’t be able to shake his younger son
off Willy had an extraordinary way with
him, and he was just as successful with his
own father as with other people. There was
a curious sort of magnetism in Willy’s per-
sonality—at all events, it was something in-
tangible, something which could net
described.

Sir Edward thrust his way into the bushes,
and followed his small son until they found
themsel¥es in a secluded little spot, hidden
away from all p m& eyes. 'There were many
evergreens rour{g em, and they afforded
complete shelter

“This 16 fine!”” said Willy cheerily. “Well,
dad, light one of your cigars, and make your-
self at home. I want to keep you here for
about ten nunutes or a quarter of an hour—
and I’'m going to do most of the talking.”

“We'll see about that, young man!” said
Sir Edward gruffly. “You're going to try
to excuse your brother, eh? Well, it won’t
do! I know all about it. I know every-
thing{”

“You mean, dad, you think you do,” said
Willy,

“Why, by George! What on eart] 2

“Steady dad—keep cool!’ urged Willy.
“T]l bet the Head has asked you to come to
the Modern House, yank Ted out, and cart
him off home 7™

“As a matter of fact, that is exactly what
I mean to dé1”
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Handfor!h mve 8 gasp of alarm as he saw the limousine which had just ghdad into the Triangle.
¢ And doesn’t he look wil

““ My pater’s inside the car |

“I thought g0l said Willy. with a shake

of his head. “Mind you, 1'm mnot saying
nything against Dr. Stafford—but he’s all
W He thinks he's right, I dare say, bub

Dyeraft’s fault. Old Pycraft is a

“Whatever Mr. Pyeraft’s character, your
brother had absolutely no Jmht to assault
him!” frowned his fatLex “So do not at-
tempt to cxcuse—""

“Just a minute, dad!” interrupted Willy
coolly. “I want to talk to you for ten
minutes, so that I can tell you the truth. I
know you dou’t want to lmen to me, but
you like being just, don’t you?

“TLook here, Willy-—""

“You'd just hate to do anything unjust,
wouldn’t you, dad?”’ went on Willy. “You'd
never forgive yourself if you punished poor
old Ted for something he didw’t do. And I'm
tl'zught from the shoulder—
solutely justified in holding
Why, do you think all these

this rebellion.
Remove fellows would have backed him up if

he had been guilty? Do you think the
Fourth and the Third would have joincd in
the rebellion, too? Not likely! We're sup-
porting Ted because we know that he’s inno-
cent!"
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By jove 1 "
put in Charch anxiously.

Sir Edward looked at his younger son
rather eagerly.
“You seem very certain of this, Willy!”

he exclaimed. “I'd like to believe that
Edward is really innocent.”
“Then you will believe it soon, dad,”

nodded Willy.
ears back, and pay attention
chance to come out and w

“Just listen to me. Put your
1 took a big
ay you like

this, but yowll say that I did the right
thing by the time I've finished. Now I'll
go right back to the very start. But you

needn’t look so worried—I shan’t go iuto
the full details.”

“I want the full details,” said his father
ghung “Come along, young man—look
alive !”

“Well, to begin with, the whole trouble
started with a couple of rot named
Marrictt and Merrell,” said Willy, “Ted
came upon them quite unexpectedly, and he
found them torturing a poor little kitten.
Torturing it, dad, in the most heartless
way. Wcll, what do you suppose that Ted
did?

“T hope he thrashed the young rascals!”
vud Sir Kdward aggressi

“He did!” replied Wil “He knocked
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the stuffing out of them properly. He
blacked their eyes, made their noses bleed,
and gave them such a thrashing that they
were both laid flat,”

“Good lad—good lad!” said Sir Edward,
“I hate to see animals being tortured. I
hate it, Well, gh on—go onl”

“Well, it so happened that Mr. Pycraft
came along, and found Ted just after he had
floored these two cads,” went on Willy.
Pycraft lugjged Ted to the Head’s study, and
poor old was caned. Of course, he
couldn’t say anything about the cat, because
it would have been sneaking. So the Head
swished him for knocking those two chaps
about. And Ted, like a chump, went about
breathmg vengeance on old Pycraft.”

“I don’t blame him,” said Sir Edward
grufily.

“Well, Merrell and Marriott were furious
with Ted because he bashed them about like
that,” continued Willy. *“So the next morn-
ing they set a trap. You see, they knew all
about Mr. Pycraft’s special every morning
walk, and they dug a pit for him, just near
the shrubbery, and filled it with mud, and
covered the top with a piece of trellis-work,
or semething, so that it looked like the
solid ground. Old Pycraft came along, and
sloshed into it.”

“But—but the headmaster told me-——>

“Just a minute, dad,” interrupted Willy.
“Merrell and Marriott sent Ted a lotter,
daring him to be in the shrubbery at a certain
hour that morning. Vell, of course, Ted
thought it was a ]nke of some sort, and he
went there—like a chump. But it was all a
trick. Mr. Pycraft fell into that pit, and
then Ted appeared, so old Pycraft immed-
iately jumped to the conclusion that Ted was
the culprit. So off he was lugged to the
Head again, and this time ho was booked for
a pubhc flogging.”

“Upon my word I said Sir Edward.

“Well Ted didn’t see it,” went on Willy.

“He thought it was a bit thick, so instead
of taking that flogging he rebelled, went
to his own study, and barred himseli in.
And there you have the whole thing in a
nutshell I

CHAPTER 6.
Convincing Evidence!

IR EDWARD drew a
* deep breath.

“Let me think this
over,” he said, his
whole manner chang-

you say, was tricked into

“Edward,
going into that shrubbery?”

“Of course he was, dad.”

“He didn’t know anything about that pit

ing.

that had been prepared for Mr. Py—DPy,
whatever his name is?”
“Ted hadn’t the faintest ideca of it,”
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replied Willy. “It was all a rotten trap.
Naturally, Ted protested his mrwcence, but
the Head wouldn’t believe him.”

“Why not?” demanded Sir Edward
ﬁeroely “Why not? My son isn’t in the
habxc of fellmg Ixesl”

“1 know that, dad,” replied Willy. “But
it did look a bit black didn’t it? I don’t
blame the Head at all. Old Pycraft himself
believes that Ted did it—and we can’t alto-
gether blame Pycraft, either. There was the
pit, and Ted had been boasting that he would
get even with Pycraft. When he fell into
that mud Ted came out and laughed at him.
Naturally, Pycraft thought that Ted was the
culprit.”

“ And what of these two boys who are really
guilty 7 demanded 8ir Edward. “Good
gracious! You don’t mean to say that they
arelhere, and that they refuse to admit their
guilt

“Those two chaps are a couple of tricky
young blackguards,” said Willy darkly.
" Nipper and a crowd of other chaps went to
them immediately after Ted had started his
barring-out, and they forced them to go to
the headmaster, so that they could confess.
But instead of confessing, the rotters told a
whole string of lies, and made things twice
as bad. They made the whole case look as
black as ink against Ted.”

“But couldn’t Edward refute these lying
staternents ?”

“The trouble is, those two chaps \mnt off
home,” said Willy. * That’s the crux of the
whole giddy matter.”

" Went off homefbdom the end of term?”

“Yes,” said Willy. “Merrell’s zister is
getting married, or something. I don’t know
the exact details. Anyhow, they had per-
mission to go home, and to stay away for
about a week. So, you see, this rebellion
has been going on in the meantime. Those
rotters are away from the school, and we
haven’t been able to get at them. The truth
won’t come out until they get back.”

Sir Edward was beginning to see daylight
clearer and clearer.

“Just one moment, Willy—just a moment,”
he said. “Why couldn’t you tell this to the
headmaster 2"

Willy locked at his father reproachfully.

" [()iu you want me to be a sneak, dad?” he

“Eh? Oh, I see—I see!” said Sir Edward.
“II'm! Perhaps you're right! Good boy—
good boy. I dislike people who tell tales.

Yes, I see the difficulty; I understand the
position now,

“Ted wouldn’t sneak, naturally,” said
Willy. “And none of the other fellows like
to tulk against these two chaps while they’re
away from the school. But as scon as they
come back they're going to be collared and
forced to g0 to the Head. This time they’ll
have to confess the real truth, - And that, of
course, will exonerate Ted completely. In
fact, it will show Dr. Stafford that Ted was
justified in rebelling. So, if there’s any
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justice in this world, the Head will have to
pardon everybody, and then we shall be all
serene.”

“You say that these two boys are expected
back within a day or two?”

“Why, of course,” replied Willy. “They
ought -to be here to-morrow or the next

ay.
“H’m! I see,” said Sir Edward thought-

ully.

“You're in a bit of a fix, I suppose, dad ?”
went on Willy. “You’'ve told the Iead that
you'll take Ted away to-day.”

“T have certainly giveu the headmaster to
understand that I shall take Edward home
and give him a severe punishment,” said
Bir Edward frowning. “But then, of course,
I did not understand the real position. I
must go and see Edward at once. Poor lad!
I don’t blame him for standing up for his
rights. There is nothing more detestable
than injustice, even when it is the result of
a plot. The headmaster should have known
that my son is incapable of lying, or of any
discreditable action. Edward is a very
impulsive boy, and he is sometimes o trial.
But he is always honest and truthful.”

At first Sir Edward Handforth had been
reluctant to listen to Willy’s story. But
Willy had told it in such a straightfor-
ward manner, and it was so eloquent of the
absolute truth, that Sir Edward was com-
pletely convinced. He knew, too, that
neither of his sons would tell him a lie. Sir
Edward was proud of his two boys—with just
cause,

In many ways they were a trial. During
the holidays, indeed, Sir Edward was
frequentty half driven out of his mind. But
deep down in his heart he loved his two sons
very deeply. And the knowledge that
Edward Oswald had been expelled unjustly
sent his bloed to boiling point. Yes, Edward
Oswald had been expelled. Dr. Stafford had
said so, had told him that the boy was to
leave St. ¥Frank’s in disgrace. And that
would mean a blot on his whole career.

Sir Edward went feverish at the thought.

“Take me to Edward at once,” he said,
gripping Willy by the shoulder, “So they
want to expel him, do they? They want to
send him away from this school in disgrace,
eh? We'll see about it, young man, Yes,
by George, we'll see abouf it!”

CHAPTER 7.
On Their Side !

NYBODY seen Willy ?”
Edward Oswald
Handforth asked that
question in anxious
tones. Fle was going
about the Modern House; upstairs and down-
stairs, along the passages, into the studies

1T
%35}! other rooms. But nobody had seen
illy.

“Can’t make it out!” frowned Handforth.
“The young beggar was here half an hour
ago, and now he’s ‘gone."”

“Why worry?” asked Church,

““Because I'm afraid he’s gone off to meet
the pater,” said Handforth anxiously. “He
might get collured, and—"

“Don’t you concern yourself about Willy,”
chuckled McClure. “He isn't collared so
easily at that. You know what a young eel
ho is. He's safe enough—and if he’s going
to speak to your pater, all the better. Willy
has a way with him.”

A hail came from upstairs.

“Hi, Handy!’ ecame Fullwood’s voice.
“Your pater’s coming!”

““Oh, corks!” said Handforth, with a start,

“Better come up to the window!” called
Fullwood.

““All right—I'll be there in a tick!” sang
out Handforth.

But he made no effort to move. He stood
there, staring straight in front of him, his
eyes apxious, his whole face haggard.

‘“Better go!” suggested Church,

“I'm trying to_think what I can say to
him!” muttered Handforth. “X can’t defy
my own pater, you know. It's awful! Why
the dickens did he come? He’s going to mess
up everything. Supposing he. demands to be
admitted—what then?’

“Well, there’s no rcason why he shouldn’s
be admitted,” said McClure. “He can’t
drive us out singlehanded, can he? And as
long as you don’t defy. him, Handy, you'li
be safe enough.”

“Oh, all right—we shall have to chance
it,”” said Handforth concernedli. “But the
pater’s one of the best, you know, and I
should hate to do anything to annoy him.
He’s a bit unreasonable, and he’s pretty hot-
tempered, too—but he’s the best old boy in
the world, really.?

They went upstairs, and found all the
available windows crowded with interested
rebels. space was made for Handforth

as he came up. He leaned out, and was
just in time to see him father mounting the
steps of the Modern House below. Sir
Edward found the doors closed, and when he
hammered there was no response. At least,
none from just inside the door.

“Hallo, pater!” sang out Handforth, in a
lusky voice.

Sir Edward looked up. =~

“Open this door, Edward !’ he said sternly.

“What for, pater?” asked Handforth.
“You’re not going to take me away, are
you?”

“Open this door, young man!” commanded
his father.

“Oh, crumbs!” muttered Handforth. If
—if you insist—-—"

“T am insisting now !’ roared Sir Edward.

Handforth withdrew, and looked desper-
ately at the other juniors. .

“What the dickens are we going to do?”
he muttered feverishly., ‘“You know whkat my
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pater is—as unreasonable as the very dickens!
For two pins he’ll Ing me out, shove me in
that car, and carry me off home! I'm ex-
polled, you know. The Head told us that
Jong ago. What an awful frost if I'm taken
away, and—""

“Don’t you worry,” said Nipper. “Wao
won’t let your father take you away. We'll
admit him, just to hear what he has to say,
but when he tries to take you, and you
agree to go—as, of course, you’ll have to—
we’ll chip in. \Vc‘Jl collar you, and keep
you here by force.

“Oh, thank goodoness!” said Handforth.
“That’ll make it safe for me. And, mind
you, it’s entirely your own idea—I wouldn’t
dream of disobeying my own pater like that.
T’ve got pretty stmng views on that sort of
thmg T think every chap ought to heed his
parents, and—""

““Yes, yes—we know all about that!” smiled
Nipper. ‘“‘Well, anyway, we’ll look after you
when your pater comes in.””

They went downstairs in a crowd, and
Handforth could not conceal his anxiety.
Until the arrival of his father he had been
utterly carefree. He had revelled in this re-
bellion. But he had a horror of defying his
father, At home he would annoy Sir Edward
with impunity. He would pester him night
and day—he would make his parents’ life a
sheer misery without realising it. But in no
cireumstances  would  he deliberately and
maliciously disobey them.

The barricades were removed, and the great
docrs of the Modern House were flung open.

“*Come in, Sir Edward!”’ sang out Nipper.
“But be quick, won’t you? We don’t want
the enemy to ge\‘, in! You’ve got to re-
member that this is an armed fortress.”

Sir Edward strode in, the expression on his
h.co still grim and forbidding.

“Young rascals!” he said, glarmg round.
“8o that's what you're domg, is it? Setting
yourselves up against the authority of the
school? And all because of my son! He is
the ringleader!”

“Sorry, Sir Edward, but I'm the fellow

vvaha has been leading these rebels,” replied
ipper.

“Rot!” roared Handforth. “T'm the
leader!”

“Then you admit it, Edward 7’ thundered
his father.

“Yes, pater!” said Handforth
“You've come to take me away, haven’t
you? T’ve been sacked in disgrace! But it’s
not true. I’ve done nothing that I'm ashamed
of! Y’ve done nothing—""

Sir Edward suddenly burst into a roar of
laughter, and clapped Handforth on the back.

“Good boy, Edward-—good lad]” he said
heartily. “Im proud of you, my son?’

“What?” gasped Handforth, clutching at
Chnreh and McClure

“I congratulate you upon your strength
of w1lll” continued Sir Edward. “Gad,
you're the kind of son any father can be
proud of! These people want to expel you,

defiantly.
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ch? And you're innocent? Stiek to if,
BEdward-—stick to it, my boy, and you’ll win!
Pm on your side!”

Handforth nearly collapsed.

““Oh, crumbs!” he breathed happily.
“And-—and I thonght that you'd come here
to take me away, pater!”

CHAPTER 8.
A Shock For the Head !

LL the other juniors
were staring in aston-
ishment.

CWilly I said
Nipper abruptly.
“dEh?” ejaculated Edward Oswald Hand-

for 1.

“Your minor!” said Nipper. '“Of course,

he’s seen Sir Edward, and he’s told him—-"
“A jolly good guess, old man!” grinned

Willy, arriving breathlessly. “P've just
managed to get in—by one of the back win-

dows. T unbnrrlcnded it on purpose before
’Ir:lvent out. Well, is everything all right,

“The pater has just congratulated mel™
gasped Handforth.

“Yes, Edward,” said his father. “It was
Willy who gave me the full details of the
case. I know the truth now—I know zbout
those two rascally boys who are at present
away from the school. And T may as well
tell you at once that I intend to support you
in this rebelion. T’'m going to stay here
until the whole thing is over—until those
boys are back, and until they have confessed
their guilt!”’

““Hurrah1”

“Good old Sir Edward!”

“Just like Handg himself [

“Ha, ha, hal’

Evorybody was laughing and cheering, and
Sir Edward himself was now smiling all over
his face. Truth to tell, he was very much
of a boy at times, and he was fairly revel-
ling in his present experience. Convinced
that Edward Oswald was innocent, he was
entering whole-heartedly into the spirit of
the rebellion.

The juniors, of course, were more than
delighted on.their own account. An ally such
as Sir Edward Handforth was a tremendous
help to them. Hitherto they had been en-
tirely unsupported, but to have Sir Edward
in_ their midst, and to have him on their
side. was of inestimable value.

“I say, this is pretty »ich, you know!”’
grinned Reggie Pitt. “The Head brought
Sir Edward here so that_the rebellion should
be stopped—and now Handy’s pater has
joined us!”

‘“Rich isn’t zhe word ! chuckled Fullwood.
“It's a soream!”

“But it’s Willy’s doing!’” put in Nipper.
““If it hadn’t been for Willy, I don’t suppose
Sir Edward would have listened to the truth.
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You know what a hasty sort he is.  Willy’s
about the only fellow on earth who could
have made him listen!”

“By jingo, I believe you're right!”
grinned Pitt. “When you come to think of
it, Willy is a bit of a marvel.”

“He’s a genius,” said Nipper. “There’s
no end to that kid’s trickiness!”

“Irickiness or not, he’s made of the right
stuft,”” said Church. ““The best of it is, he’s
only told his father the perfect truth. We're
on safe ground all the time, because old
Handy is innocent. When the Head is fully
convinced, he'll have to knuckle under—he’ll
have to admit that this rebellion was justified.
Just wait until Morrell and Marriott come
back—then the bomb will be exploded!”

A sudden commotion sounded further along
the upper corridor, and somebody shouted
that the headmaster and General Carfax had
‘appeared in view. They had just entered
the Triangle, and were coming towards the
Modern House. There was nobody else with
them, for the seniors and masters were in
the class-rooms—the school, of course, still
carrying on in the usual way.

“The Head's outside, Sir XEdward!” said
Pitt, going up to Handforth’s pater. “I
dare say he wants a word with you, if you
can spare 1.’

Sir Edward spun round.

“If it comes to that, I'd like a word with
the headmaster!”” he said grimly, “Where is
he? Bring him here!”

All the juniors grinned.

“The Head isn’t on our visiting list at
present, sir,” chuckled Pitt. “I'm afraid
you'll have to talk to him through the
window.””

Sir Edward strode to the nearest open win-
dow, and leaned out. Just at that moment,
General Carfax and the Head came opposite,
and gazed up. They were both looking very
much relieved—and for the first time for days
their expressions we'e reposeful. They could
see the end of the rebellion already. Once
Handforth had been taken away, the other
rebels would lose heart.

“Just a minute, Dr. Stafford!” roared Sir
Edward. “There’s something I want to tell
you—and T am a man who believes in speak-
ing straight from the shoulder|”

“Really, 8ir Edward, I do not guite under-

stand,” said the Head, surprised at Sir
Edward’s tone.
“Then yowll wunderstand in another

-moment, sir!’’ shouted Handforth senior. “I
want you to krow that I'm supporting these
boys!”’

The Head reeled slightly.

“I—I beg your pardon, Sir Edward?” he
ejaculated.

“You'd try to expel my son, would you?”
bellowed Sir Edward. “Just try it on—let
me see you do it!” -

“But—but—-""

“My son is innocent, and I am not going
to have him expelled from this school in dis-
grace! T fight you through every court in
the land! T'll take it to the House of Lords!
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Yes," by George, I don’t care what it costs
me! You're not ing to ruin my son’s
career on a false charge! He was justified
in holding this rebellion, and I'm proud of
ali these boys for stauding by him! Good
luck to them allt”

The unfortunate Head was flabbergasted.
He was dumbfounded. General Carfax was
no less astounded. This was the very last
thing they had expected. They had come
here to see Sir Edward drag his son out, and
to take him off home. Instead of that, it
appeared that Sir Edward himself had joined
the rebels!

It was such a startling event that the Head-
master felt dizzy.

Whea was this dreadful affair to finish?
Everybody who came in contact with the
rebels seemed to join them! First the Remove
had mutinied—then the Third—then the
Fourth! And now the father of the ring-
leader had thrown in his lot with these
mutinous schoolboys! It was the biggest

shock of all, for the headmaster realised that
now the rebellion was stronger than ever|

£

CHAPTER 9.
Solving the Food Problem

R. STAFFORD pulled
himself together with

startled in the extreme!” he exclaimed. “You
cannot mean what you say! You cannot pos-
sibly—""

“)But I do meaun it!" interrupted Sir
Edward. “My son is innocent of that charge,
and I won’t allow you to expel him!”

“You—you won’t allow it?”’

“No, sir—I won’t!’ thundered Sir Edward.
“It is a disgraceful business from first to last
—a discredit to this fine old school. I have
heard his story, and I am convinced that
you have made a colossal blunder. The boy
i3 absolutely guiltless.”

“But—but—"

“And unless you pardon him forthwith,
and allow all tixese other boys to resume
their normal positions in the echool, I shall
help these boys in their rebellion!” coantinued
Sir Edward stoutly.

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Sir Edward!”

“Three cheers for Handy’s pater

“Hurrah "

“How dare you, sir!” thundered General
Carfax furiously By gad! Do you realise
what you are doing? Insubordination! You
are inciting these boys—"’

“They needed no inciting!”” interrupted Sir
Edward. “And when the cause is a just.
one, I am on the side of that cause. There
i3 a very simple remedy. My son must be
pardoned—— 0, by George! Not par-
doned! For the very act of pardoning im-

"
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plies that he is guilty. Ie must be com-
pletely exonerated, and all these other boys
must be unpunished, since they have been
tighting in the cause of Right!”

“Hurrah 1"’

All the rebels cheered lustily, and the head-
master, believing that Siv Edward had taken
leave of his senses, decided that no good
purpose could be served by continuing the
argument. Certainly, he was not going to
pardon Handforth, or escuse these other
rebels. All should be punished as they de-
served. Sir Edward was famous for his im-
pulsiveness, and it was perfectly obvious that
he had now fallen a victim to the persuasions
of his sons.

“Dad, you're a brick!” chuckled Handforth
enthusiastically; after the Head and General
Carfax had gone. “Oh, I say, what a sports-
man! Aren’t you chaps jealous of me? Tl
bet you haven’t got paters like mine!”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Edward!”’ frowned
his father. “What nonsense! I hope that
all these boys have fathers who are ready to
uphald their sons against an act of injustice!
Perhaps I am more forceful than other fathers
—but forcefulness is one of my codes, man
seldom gets anywhere in this world unless
he possesses pluck and determination—mostly

determination. And it is just the same with
boys. The bog who weakly gives in i8 a
coward. The boy who pl on, surmount-

ing all obstacles, is simply and solely a worker.
He geta there by reason of his determina-
tion.”
Sir Edward suddenly coughed.
“But this won’t do—I'm not here to lec-

ture you!” he went on, chuckling, “You'll
begin to wish I'd never come, eh? Anyhow,
boys, ’'m with you—heart and soul! They’re

not going to expel my son, and they’re not
zoing to punish any of you, either. I'll see
to it! Leave it entirely to me!”

“We will, sir!” chorused the delighted
rebels. .

“ And now,” continued Sir Edward, glane-
ing at his watch, “what about lunch? T
would have you know that I started from
London very early this morning, and I only
snatched—""

He paused as he saw the dismayed expres-
sion on the faces of all the rebels.

“ Anything wrong?”’ he asked.

“P’m afraid so, sir,” said Nipper ruefully.
“The fact is, we're without food.”

“€ood gracious!” ejaculated Sir Edward.
“Without food? Boys—without food! Is
such a thing possible ?”*

“We finished up the last scraps at break-
fast time, sir,” explained Reggie Pitt. “You
see, we haven’t been able to get any grub
from outside sources, and it was the one
serious problem we were discussing before

ou came. We don’t know how to get a
{resh supply. We've exhausted all the stocks
in the store-room, and—-""

Sir Edward burst into a roar of laughter.

“That’s all right—that’s all right’’ he in
terrupted. “Say no more about it! If it’s
food yon want, you’ll have it.””
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“But—but how ?”’ asked Handforth breath-
lessly. “How can you do it, pater§”

“Well, ’'m a rebel, I suppose,” chuckled
his father. “But let them try to capture
me if I venture out! Tl go straight into
Bannington at once, and I’ll bring back a
car-Joad of food! es, by George, and Tl
be back again within {he hour.”

“ Hurrah ™

“Handy’s
grub 17

“Three cheers for Handy’s pater!”

The Modern House echoed with cheers from
cellar to roof. Al those juniors who knew
Sir Fdward had always liked him for his
bluff heartiness, and his generous nature.
They all knew who Handy took after. Handy
would give away his last penny—and would
think nothing of it; in a way, Sir Edward
was just the same. He was generous to a
d_egree, and the prospect of poing to Ban-
nington, and buying a carload of food, ap-
pealed to him immensely.

And so, amid further cheering, Sir Edward
wae allowed to go past the guards at the
main door, and he strode out .into the
Triangle, his shoulders set, his chin squared.
He bad made up his mind to enpport this
rebellion, and nothing would shift him now.
He was just as obstinate as his son. He was
a8 stubborn as a mule, and once an idea got
into his head, it stuck there.

As it happened, the Head was pacing about
Inner Court  when Sir Edward came through
to get his car, Dr. Stafford came up hur-
viedly, his face full of anxiety and worry.

“Sir ward, T beg of you to reconsider
this hasty decision of yours,” said Dr. Staf-
ford earnestly, “I assure you that you are
making a mistake. Your son is guilty, and
he has been expelled——"" ’

“My son has not been expelled!” inter-
rupted Bir Edward gruflly, “He still belongs
to this school—and 'l sfand by him through
thick and thin. How dare you, sir? How
dare you atterupt to expel an’innocent boy 2™

pater is goirg to bring the

CHAPTER 10.
News of Merrell |

L~ - J HERE was someihing
. about Sir Tdward’s
i attitude  that quite

| startled the kindly

old Head. Now and
again Dr. Stafford wondered, vaguely, if he
were all wrong in his beliefs. He had wanted
to assure himself that Handforth was guilt-
Jess at the very first, but the evidence had
been too conclusive. Mr. Pycraft had defi-
nitely indicated Handforth as the culprit,
and Mr. Pycraft had been the sufferer. More-
over, every atom of the cther evidenco
pointed to Handforth’s guilt. No, the Hend
could not believe that he had made a mistake,

“I can only assume, Sir Edward, that your
son has been influencing you,” he said re-
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gretfully. “I am excecdingly sorry that you
should take up this attitude. It will only
complicate matters in the most distressing
fashion.”

“As far as I can see, sir, i
plicate matters in the leas retorted Sir
Edward. “Tho issue is quite plain. My son
is innocent, and 1 intend to-stand by him.
1 ghnll support thesc rebels to the bitier
nd 1

will not com-

“But are you not returning to London, Sir
Edward?”

“I am not!” said Handy’s pater. “If you
want to know the truth, Dr. Stafford, I am
about to——" He paused, and compressed
his lips. “No, I do not think I shall tell
you what I am about to do,” he added
gruffly. “It is quite possible that you might
not approve. Not that it really matters.
When you arc in a more reasonable frame
of mind, Dr. Stafford, I shall be delighted
to interview you. But while you persist in
this ridiculous charge against my son I must
decline any further conversations.”

Sir Edward then strode off, as dogged and
as stubborn as ever.

And when. a few moments later, his car
glided past the Modern House on its way out,
a rousinig cheer went up from the zgbels.
That car was on its way to fetch a supply
of food, and everybody was happy. Never
had the rebels been so highly clated
as they were now. They could see the end
of their troubles in sight. With Sir Edward
Handforth on their side, their position was
strengthened tremendously.

“We shall be all right now, you fellows,”
said Nipper genially. “With a big supply
of grub, we shall be able to hold out until
Merrell and Marriott come back to the
school, Thev're bound to be here within a
few days—-"

“A few days!” cchoed Buster Boots. “I
thought they might be here to-morrow.”

“Well, it’s possible, of course, but we
mustn’t be too sure.” replied Nipper. “Not
that it really matters.”

“Of course it doesn't matter,” said Hand-
forth, “What do we care? TIf the rebel-
lion lasts another wcek, it’ll be all right.
Merrell and Marriott are bound to come back
sooner or later, and—" Handforth broke
off, and found himself staring at Snipe, of
the Last House. “What's up with you,
Snipe?” added Handforth aggressively.
“What are you sneering about ?”

“He wasn't sneering,” esaid Armstrong.
“He was trying to smile! Ho always looks
like that when Fi\e smiles 1"

“Ha, ha, hal!”

Enoch Snipe shrank away. He was a most
unpleasant junior at the best of times, and
he had only joined in the rebellion because
he had had no other choice. All the juniors
were in it, and he was naturally included.
As it happened, he shared Study No. 15 in
the East House with Merrell and Marriott at
ordinary times. So, naturally, he was rather
looked upon with suspicion now—since Mer-
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rell and Marriott had been the cause of all
this_trouble.

“I—I wasn't smiling!” he said hastily.
don't know what you mean, Handforth!”

“You had a rummy look on your face
when I was talking about Merrell and Mar-
riott coming back,” said Handforth suspici-
ously. “I belicve you know something, you
rotter! You're supposed to be their chum,
aren’t you?” .

“I—I don't know anything about them at
all!” said Snipe desperately. “At Ilcast,
I'm not going to tell you—"

“We'd better grab him and make him tell
the truth,” said Nipper grimly. “Now you
come to- mention i, I've noticed something
rummy about Snipe for the past day or two.
Now and again I've caught him grinning to
himself{—as though he were cnjoying some
private joke. T'll bet.it's about Merrell and
Marriott 17

“Is it?” demanded Handforth,
Snipe by the shoulder.

“Nun—no !” faltered Snipe. “I—I mean, I
do know something, but I'm not going to
tell— T don't know anything at all!
Leave me alone!. Please, Handforth, you're.
hurting me!”

He cringed, and Handforth let go of him
as though he were a hot brick.

“My hat!” said Ldward Oswald dis-
gustedly. “You always make me fcel as
though I were touching a centipede, or a
beetle, or something! But we're going to
get the truth out of you, you rotter! What
do you know?" .

“Nothing, I tell you!” howled Snipe, as
the juniors collected round him aggressively.
“1 tell you I ,c,ion’ﬁ know anything. It’s not

“y

seizing

fair to—fo—

“Now then!” said Armstrong fercely.
“Come on—be smart with it!”

He turned to the other fellows,

“You leave this worm to me!” he went
on. “I know how to deal with Snipe—he’s
in my House, and I know all his littlo tricks.
I'll make him speak. Come on, Snipe, you
insect! What do you kmow about Merrell
and Marriott 2

Snipe suddenly looked defiant.

“Yes, I du know something!” he shouted
shrilly, “But I'm not .going to tell you
chaps! It's a private matter between Merrell
and me! And. you're not going to make mo
tell you any more. I won't discuss my pri-
vate affairs with you chaps!”

They pressed round him more aggressively
than ever.

“It can't be private business if it deals
with Merrell and Marriott,” said Handforth
grimly. “We're all intercsted in Merrell
and Marriott, They arc the two rotters who
lied about me before they sneaked off from
St. Frank's. So you can stop all that blather
about the matter being private, Snipe! Are
vou going to tell us the truth, or shall we
i»ump you up and down the passage?”
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“I—I won’t say a thing!” howled Snipe
wildly,

He was seized, whirled off his feet, and the
juniors prepared for the punishment.

CHAPIER 11.
Staggering News |

|~ NOCH SNIPE gave a
wild howl,

Lemme go!” he
h oitvf d. ‘Il

“I thought that \vould do the trick!”
grinned Armstrong. “He’s a bigger funk
1Imn Teddy Long!”

“Never mind about Teddy Long,” said
Handforth. *“We want to know what Snipe
was grinning at just now, and what he knows
about Merrell and \darrmtt Come along,
Snipe—out with itl”

Snipe was set upon his feet, and he cringed
away.

- Al! rlght—glva me time, please!” he
panted, “It's—it’s nothing much. I—I had
u letter from Merrell, that’s all.”

“A letter from VIerrell?” repeated Nipper
sharply. *When

“The other day -

“IWhat do you mean—the other day?”

“Well, the day you fellows seized the
Modern House as @ stronghold,” replied
Snipe. “That letter came by the afternoon

post, and—and I've been chuckling over it
ever since because you fellows seem to think
that Merrell and Marriott are commg back.”

hey are coming back, aren’t they?”
demanded Handforth,

Snipe smirked.

“Not if they can help it1” he replied.
“Merrell says that he's trying to persuade
hii parents to send him to another school!”

1

“And Marriott’s domg the same!” went on
Snipe. “That’s why I've been g-nrmmg 30
much. All you fellows think they’re coming
back, and they're neal”

“Not coming back!” shouted Pitt. *Then
—then we shan’t be able to force them to
confess 7

“Oh, my hat!”

“Where's that letter, Snipe?” demanded
Armstrong fiercely.

“I—I burnt it!” faltered Snipe.

“Hold hnm vou fellows, while I go through

his_pockets,” said Armatrong.

—1 mean, P’ve got it in my wallet!”
gasped Enoch Smpe “But it’s a private
letter, and—'

“Yes, chuck it, you chaps,” said Hand-
forth, frowning. “We can’t make Snipe
read out his private letters|”

“It’s no more private than a newspaper!”
said Armstrong aggressively, *‘ Anyhow, the
i are so ional that we're
justified in having a look at it. But we won’t
cven do that. We'll make Snipe read it out
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to us. If there are any private bzts, he can
ekip ’em., That’s fair enough, isn't it?”

“Yes,” said Buster Boots, “Go azhead,
Snipe! Miss out the private bits, and read
us what Merrell says about changing schools.”

The Jumors knew well enough that there
were no “private bits” in that letter, but
it was just as well to be on the safe side.
They had no wish to pry into Snipe’s per-
sonal affairs. But this other matter affected
them all  For if Merrell and Marriott did
not return to St. Frank's, the fat would in-
deed be in the fire! They were only keep-
ing on this rebellion so that they would be
able to force a true confession from those
two young rascals.

Snipe produced a soiled letter from his
pocket, and unfolded it. He knew that there
was no escape—not that he really wanted to
escape now These fellows couldn’t do any-
thing to him, and he would probably enjoy
their dismay.

“Here it is!’’ he said, as he looked at the
letter, “The first bit’s nothing—-only about
a flutter that Merrell and Marriott had when
they got to T.ondon. Then there’s something
about the wedding being postponed, but that’s
not of interest to you. Here’s the bit I mean
Both ‘\Inrnott and 1 are trying to per-

suadt c people to send us to a different
school. \Ve re both fed up with St. Frank’s.
Dow’t want to come  back. Wo’d much

rather go to a place nearer London, where
we can see some of the bright lights now
and again. I think we shall be able to work
it, too. Marriott’s people have practically
consented already, and I think I can wangle
my pater. So we shan’t be seeing so much
of you, Snipey, old bird. And as for that
cad, Handforth——", Well, the rest doesn’t
matter,”

“Doesn’t it?"” roaved Handforth. “Why,
this letier might be evidence.”

“Read it out!’ ordered Armstrong.

*All right—if you demand it1"” said Snipe.
“But it’s a bit thick, all the same., *As for
that cad, Handforth, I hope he’s expelled by
this time. We got him into a lovely mess,
didn’t we? And old Pycraft doesn’t suspect
a thing—he never drenmed that Marriott and
I dug that giddy pit in the shmbbery
course, you'll keep mum, won’t you? If
you don’t, you’ll die an early death one of
these daysl’"

A perfect roar went up from the juniors.

“Proof!” shouted Handforth excitedly.
“It's the very evidence—

“No, Handy, we can’t uee it,”” put in
Nipper. “We can’t produce a pn\ate letter
that has been written from Merrell to Snipe.
It wouldn’t be the thing.”

“But it’s to save Handy from being
sacked I'”” urged €hurch.

“Well, we mignt use it in an extremity,”
;:ud I\)pper “But there’s a better way, per-

“A better way?”" repeated Handforth.
“What do_you mean 2"

“Weli, don’t know just yet,” replied
Nipper. “But it struck me that we might do
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followed by hls mem sprang info the roa\i and held up an authoritative hnnd

rebels’ Ch pphehGenord Carfax,

“ Halt ! he commanded.

was his infention to prevent the supplies from being delivered to the rebels |

something. I shall have to think it over.
TI'm not guite clear about it yet. And there’s
something else in that letter, Snipe, that Id
hke to hear, if it isn't bemg inquisitive.”

“It is being inquisitive!” retorted Snipe
unpleasantly.

“You satd somethu‘g about_the wedding
being postponed,”’ continued Nipper, quite
vnperturbed. “Does that mean that those
two chaps won’t be back for another week
or more, even if they’re not sent to another
school ? :

“Thev won't be back until dftot Christ-
mas,” replied Snipe, with a sneer. “And as
for the wedding, it%s been postponed until
Ne\§‘?lenx’s Day "’

“By Jove!' said Nipper grimly. “This
business is more serious than we first believed !
You'd better let us hear the rest of that
letter, Snipe. We've had enough of this
ioolmg about. Come on—iet’s have it!”

“Yes, out with it, you rotter I

“Tell us e\cl)thmg Snipe !

And the juniors crowded round, determined
and stern!

CHAPTER 12.

Handforth’s Daring
Suggestion !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH  held
out a big hand.

“I'll have that let-
ter, Snipe!” he said
ominously. Ve don’t trust you!”
“It's mine!” shoutcd Snipe,
going to give you—-
“I said I'll haye lf’” roared Handforth.
“Yee, but—but— *

«

“T'm not

“Dow.” thundered the leader of Study D.

“Oh, all right, please!” babbled Snipe,
terrified by Hnndforths aggressive tone.

“But it’s a bit steep——""

“I don’t care whether it's steep or not!”
interrupted Handforth. “I'm the leader of
this rebellion, and things look pretty rocky.
Everything hinges upon “Merrell and Marrioté
coming back to St. Franlk’ s—and, by this let-
ter, it seems that they are pl'mmng to- keep

away for good. We're justified in making
full investigations!”
“Hear, hear!”

There were plenty of supporters for Hand-
forth, and he had no scruples in giving the
lcttcr his close attention.

“Hallo?” he ejaculated excitedly.
great Scott! Took at this!
posted in Scotland I"

“Good gad!”

“What!"”

“Here’s the address, clear enough!” went
on Hund forth. “Some town in Lanarkshire

“Ycﬁ, that’s where some of Marriott’s
people live,”” said Snipe. “Marriott told me
he was going up there—""

“Dry up!” shouted Handforth,
have a look at thisl Yes! Here we are, you
chaps! Just listen to this; ¢ Of course, you gl
keep mum, won't you? If you don’t—-="

“We've heard that{” interrupted Cluveh,

“Don't butt inl” frowned Handforth. “I
don't care whether youw've heard it or not.
Listen: ¢ Of course, you'll keep mum, won't
you? If you don’t, you'll dic an carly death
one of these (la»s( Anyhow, wo're quito
safe up here, in Scotland. A pretty good
way away, eh Snipey? As a matter of
fact, our pcopks have made special arrange-
ments with that old codger, the Head. We've
got leave to stay away from St Frank's until

“Well,
This letter was

“Let me



18

after ‘the Christmas holidays.

for a little surprise, my son?

aren’t you? ”

“Well, Pm jiggered!”
pursmg his lips.

“Hold on—there’s more yet!” said Hand-
forth fiercely. “And this is the most im-
portant part: ‘Of course, we shan’t come
back to St Frank’s until the new term starts,
next year—even if we come back at all, wi hich
is jolly doubtful. I think we shall be ‘able to
wangle it all right. The ncarest we shall
get to St. Frank’s will be little Oxham, where
my people hang out. . That’s whero the
wedding reception, and all that tosh, is going

<to be held. We shan’t come down until New

Year’s Eve—so that wo shall be there in time
for the wedding on New Year's Day. I'm
rather afraid that Christmas will be pretty
mouldy up here, but I expect we shall live
through it.' 'There, what do you think of
that?” added Handforth, looking up indig-
nently.

“But I don’t see anything particularly
startling about it,” said Tommy Watson,
scratching his head.

“But it is darc]mg, Tommy, old man, al!
the same,” sax Mppnr “And it leavcs us
in a rotten Don’t you
Merrell and Marriott are the only ienows
who can definitely prove Handforth’s inne-
cence. And until Handy's innocence can be
established this barring-out must continue.”

*“Rather I agreed Reggle Pitt. “We're
never going to give in!”

“Not while we can breathe, old lad!"” said
Arclic Glenthorne stoutly. ‘‘Absolutely not!
I mean to say, the more we are together,
what? Unity is strength, and all that sort

of thing!”

“But what does it all mean—exaotly 2"
asked Duncan, puzzled.

“Yes, explain, you chaps !”

There were many juniors who did not quite
understand the situation, and there was a
hush as Nipper prepared to speak.

“I'll put the thing in a few words,” said
the Remove captain. “Merrell and Marriott
aro in Scotland—well beyond our reach. They
may not come back to St. Frank’s at all—
but we do kncw that they’ll be at Little
Oxham on New Year's Day. And Little
Oxham, remember, is only about five miles
from Helmford. In other words, it’s within
easy distance of St. Frank’s. We might be
eble to get hold of them when they
arrive—"

“But how can we?” broke in De Valerie.
*“We shan’t be here then—we shall be home
for Christmas1”

“ Shall we?” roared Handforth,
just where you’re wrong, my SOnI
be here—on the spot!”

“What the dickens—"

“Yes, by George!” roared Edward Oswald.
“We'll keep up this barring-out—we’ll carry
it on right through the Christmas holidays!”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“You silly ass I

How’s that
Pretty jealous,

zaid Reggie Pitt,

“That’s
We shall
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“I say, Handy, chuck it!”

“Go casy, old man!”

“It’s the only possible way!”
Handforth aggressively. “We can’t get hold
of Merrell and Marriott now, or even during
the Christmas holidays. But we know that
they’ll be near us on New Year's Day, So
we'll stay herc—we'll keep on this barring-
out! That'll show the Head that we're in
earnest, won Rk

“But youw'rc mad!” panted Church, staring
amazedly at his leader. “You can’t expect
all the chnps to sacrifice their Christmas
holidays—""

“1 oxpect them to back me up through
thick and thin!” interrupted Handforth.
“They came into this barring-out with their
eyes open, and they know jol ly well that it
would be a fight to the finish.”

“Handforth’s right!” said Nipper, looking
round. “We all promised to support him—
and we've got to carry onl And this idea
of remaining over Christmas is a good one!”

“You—you agree!” panted Tommy
\’Vatsou, staring.

es, I do!” said Nipper. *“As Handy
says, it’ll show the Head that we're in
deadly earnest! If we're all willing to give
uF our Christmas vacation for the sake of
old Handy, it'll prove more than anything
else that we have right on our side!”

There was a babel of excited voices, and
Armstrong, of the Rast House, gave an
expressive grunt.

“But are we all willing to give up our
Chnstmas vacation?” ho asked sourly. “I
so! I'm not willing, for one!”

declared

CHAPTER 13.
Armstrong Doesn’t Agree I

UST a minute!”
John Busterfield

Boots, the go-ahead

leader of the Fourth,

shouldered his. way
forward to where Armstrong was standing.

“What’s that you said, Armstrong?” he
demanded ominously.

“I said that I'm not willing to stay here
over the Christmas hols!” Treplied Arm-
strong, with a glare. “And T meant what
I sald, too I”

“And T agree with Armstrong!” broke
in KFreeman, of the East House.

“And so do I!” said Griffith.

“Steady on—steady on!” said Buster
Boots grimly. “Most of you fellows are
Fourth-Formers, and this is where have

a2 word to say. I'm the skipper of the
Fourth, and the Fourth pledgad itself to
sup ori the Remove through thick and thin
in tyxs |ell;ellmn Is that a%act Armstrong 7”2

k- - - Y

“But nothing!” thundered Boots. “Why,
you pretend to be the leader of the Fourth
in the East House—you oqu vourself Junior
House skipper, don’t vou?”

1 e
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“And so I am!” said Armstrong unplea-

antly.

“Then I'm ashamed of you!”

“What !”

“You heard what I said!” roared Boots.
“T'm ashamed of you, Armstrong! You're
willing to support this barring-out as long
as it means dcfiance of the school rules and
freedom from lessons, DBut when it comes
to sacrificing the Christmas holidays, you
want to back outl”

“Oh, I say!”

“You can say whai you like, but you'll be
a mouldy sort of cad if you fail nowi"” said
Boots contemptuously. “And that applies
to all you others, too! The Fourth has
g{lcdged itself to support Handforth and the

emove, and I'm going to jolly well sce
‘that there aren't any deserters! Tf Hand-
forth wants us to stick it over Cliristmas,
we'll back him up.”
. “Hear, hear!” said Bob Christine
promptly, “Good man, Boots! I swanted

to say all this, but you were first! If it
means a bit of sacrifice, it’ll prove to Handy
that we're really in earnest!”

“This is all very well, but where do we
como in?” asked Hubbard, of the Remove.
“Dash it all, we always have a jolly time
at Christmas! It’s the best vacation of the
vear. We all want to see old Handy par-
doned, and all_that, but it’s a bit thick to
expect us to give up our holidays!”

“Fear, hear!” said a number of voices,

Edward Oswald Handforth looked round,
and his eyes were blazing.

“ All right, you fellows can stand out!” he
said. “I don’t want any unwiliing -sup-
porters. Ugderstand? You won’t all desert
me, I know, and there’ll be guite sufiicient
left to carry on this rebellion. The rest of
vou can chuck it up, and the sconer you leave

cre, the better !”

“Seconded |” said Nipper promptly.

“Absolutely, old boy!” nodded Archie
Clenthorne.  “Not ouly seconded, dash _it,
but carried unanimously! Personally, T'm
going to stick to old Handy right to the
bitter end!”

“And so are all of us,” said Reggie Pitt,
nodding. “And when I say all of us, X mean
all the sportsmen. The rest don't count.”

“Hear, hear !” went up a combined roar.

There was tremendous excitement every-
where, and by this time the majority of the
rebels had crowded round and were within
hearing., They filled the passages and the
rooms, and they sought to get nearer. They
wanted to hear what all this discussion was
about.

“1 say, you know!” protested Iatty Little,
i ress. ‘I want to back you up, Handy
ou through thick and thin, But,
what am I going to do about

by pancake

Christmas ner?  What about the plum
pudding, the turkey, and all the other good
things ¥’

‘hat's exactly what T mean!” shouted
Armstrong. “‘If we stay here over Christ-
mas, we shall miss everything! We shan't
have any OChristmas fua, or any of the
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Christmas fare, or anything! Hang it all,
Christmas only comes once a year »
“Your pater’s just come back, Handy!”
went up a shout from somebody at onc of
the windows. _ “My goodness! His car's
empty, too! He hasn’t brought any grub!”

“Oh, erumbs!™ >

There was a rush for the windows, and a
wave of consternation swept through the
rebels when it was scen that Sir Edward’s
car was indeed erapty, save for himself.

The other matter was momentarily shelved.
But Nipper and Handforth, and all the other
responsible juniors, were quite sure that a
lurge percentage of the rebels would consent
to. remain at St. Frauk’s over the Christmas
holidays. Only the greedy ones—the selfish
ones—would back out.

Sir Kdward was admitted, and he came into
the stronghold, smiling genially. The barri.
cades were instantly replaced, and a crowd of
fellows swarmed mund{]

“Where's the grub, sir?” went ap a
chorus.

“Not so fast!” chuckled Sir Edward.
“Don’t worry; boys! The food is follow-

ing.
“Thank goodness!” breathed Fatty Little
fervently.

“There wasn't room in my car,” went on
Handforth’s pater. “A small van is on its
way now, and ought to be here very shortly.
I've ordered enough supplies to last you
another four or five days. That'll be enough,
ch?” he added, rubbing his hands together,
“It will sce you through until these lwo
young rascals return—-""

“Puat wait & minnte, pater
Handforth excitedly. “We've discovered
something since you went away. Merrell
and Marriott aren’t coming back until after
the Christmas holidays!”

T “What!" said Sir Ldward.
back! Good gracious! What on earth—-"

“And perhaps they won't come back ab
all, sir!” went on Edward Oswald. “Any-
how, we've got to stay down herc over tho
holidays, or we shan’t have any chauvce of
success.”

Sir Edward was looking very bewildered,
but Nipper soon put him in possession of the
new facts, When he had heard all about
that letter, Sir Edward was looking con-
siderably perturbed.

interrupted

“Not coming
3

“Upon my soull” he ecjaculated. “So
that’s how the land lies, is it? Those two
young rascals aren’t returning until New

Year's Eve? And even then they're only
coming to a small village about fifteen miles
away? Hm! Awkward—confoundedly
awkward !”

He rubbed his chin, and then a twinkle
catne into his eyes.

“Good boys—good boys!” he went on,
looking roun “So you've decided to sacri-
fice your Christmas holidays, have you?
You're going to stay on here, and carry on
the rebellion! Good! By George, I'm with
vou! And, what’s more, T'll see that you
don’t go without your Christmas goodies!”
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CHAPTER 14.
Sir Edward’s Promige |

N excited shout went
up from the rebels
when they realised
the true meaning of

Sir Edward's words.

“Then you approve of the wheeze, pater ?”
asked Handforth breathlessly. “You think
‘we ought to carry on the barring-out over
the Christmas holidays?”

“Yes, of course you ought!” replied his
father promptly., “Certainly you must carry-
on the barring-out! What other course is
there? You’ve started it, and you’ve got to
go through with it-—until you win!”

“ Hurrah !”

*“Good old Sir Edward!”

“You're a sportsman, sir{”

“I hope so—I hope I am!” said 8ir
Tdward, nodding. “These two boys won't
be back until after the Christmas festivities
are over, and that means that you'll have to
hang on. All right—all right! Pl back you
up, boys, and I'l} help you.”
here was something very infectious about
Sir Edward’s enthusiasm. ¢ was every bit
as aggressive as his son, and his atfitude
now caused many of the hesitating juniors
to fecl rather ashamed of themselves.«

“I say, sir,” exclaimed Armstrong, push-
ing forward. ‘“Do you mean that you'll
,su;‘)!ply us with Christmas puddings, and—
and—

“Everything !” said Sir Edward. *“Why,
by George, 1 don’t carc what it costs mel
I'm with you, boys—and I'm game! I’'m not
going to let them expel my son in disgrace!

nd 'l do everything I can to help this
rebellion, and to make things comfortable
for you. TlI order a huge vanload of Christ-
mas fare—turkeys, hams, plum puddings,
oranges, apples, brazil nuts—everything!
Pastry galore! Fruit by the hundredweight!
You won’t be short of anything, boys! Leave
it to me!”

“Cood old pater!” roared Handforth ex-
citedly.

“Yes, rather!” grinned Willy. “Trust the
pater every time—he'’s a sport all through!”

The excitement was now at fever pitch.
Sir Edward’s impulsive promise had made
all the difference! It was so_characteristic
of Handforth’s father, too. Like his son,
he was impulsive—he was generous. More-
over, once he had given his promi ne
would stick to it, to the letter. Afterwards,
perhaps, he might regret—— But, no, that
was not likely.  Sir Edward’s generosity was
proverbial, and it did him a world of good
{o see the eager, excited faces round him.
It would be worth every penny of the
money that he would be called upon to lay
oub.

“Well, what about it now?” demanded
Ifandforth, turning to Armstrong an
Griffiiths and Freeman.
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Armstrong had the grace to twn red.

“Well, of course, this makes all the differ-
ence,” he said awkwardly. “If your pater
is going to turn up trumps like this,” Handy,
we’ll stick to the bargain, and——>

“There’s mno “if’ about ib,” broke in

Handforth. “My pater word is his bond!
Once he makes a promise, the thing’s
settled I

“Yes, we can all bo comfortable now,:’

said Willy complacently. “No need
worry, you chaps. And Christmas at St.
Frank’s, in the middle of a giddy barring-
out, will be a novelty!”

“VYes, rather!”

“L wonder what the dickens our people
will say?” grinned Reggie Pitt. “I expect
there’ll be all sorts of trouble. We shall get
frantic letters, telling us to come home—"

“There’s only one thing to be done,” in-
terrupted Nipper. “We shall all have to
write home at once, and put the sitvation
plainly. And everybody must let his people
know that he’s not coming home for the
holidays.”

“Oh, I don’t think there'll be much
troubie,” said Fullwood. “Most of our
parents know about the barring-out already,
and they won’t be surprised at this new de-
velopment. And when we explain that Sir
Edward Handforth is backing us up, there
won’t be any objections.” o

Fullwood had, indeed, touched tho vital
spot. Sir Edward’s championship of the
cause was of paramount importance. Other
parents would be deeply impressed by Sir
Edward’s action, and they would probably
he willing to let their sons remain on at
the school—to fight their own battle to the
bitter end. °

Not that the fellows gave much thought
to the subject just then. ey were too ex-
cit they were too elated about the whole
prospect.

Christmas at St. Frank’s!

It was, indeed, an alluring idea, And there
was quite another aspect to the matter, too.
When the headmaster and General Carfax
discovered that proparations were being made
to_carry the rebellion over the ristmas
holidays, it was quite possible that some sort
of compromise would be made. Perhaps the
Head would even consider it wise to pardon
Handforth, and to allow the rebellion to go
unpunished. Tn that case, everything would
be satisfactory. So the juniors were on safe
ground, either way.

The situation was piquant. Sir Edward
Handforth had been brought here to take his
son away, so that the rebellion wouid col-
lapse. nd Sir Edward was preparing to
champion the rebellion, o thav it could be
carried on to vietory!

Nobody thought about thanking Willy.
And yet, in all truth, this new development
had ¢ome about owing to Willy’s sagacity.
But for the Third Former’s ruse, Edward
Oswald Handfortk might have been on his
way to London by this time. "
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But Willy didn’t mind. He was happy in
the knowledge that he had been of good
service, and he was as keen as mustard on
carrying on with the barring-out until his
major was completely exonerated.

And then, in the midst of ‘all the excite-
ment, sowebody shouted out the glad tidings
that a covered van had pulled into the Tri-
angle, and was now coming to a stop outside
the Modern House. Cheers went up in ever-
inereasing enthusiasm.

The grub had arrived!

CHAPTER 15.
The Happy Rebels !

ATTY LITTLE auto-
matically took charge
of things now.

chief of the
food department, it
was his_job to see the goods safely unloaded.

It did Fatty’s heart good to see the various

assortment of good things as they came in.

Sir Edward had evidently thought very care-

fully when giving his order.

The van was backed right up to the
Modern House steps, and then a couple of
dozen juniors formed a sort of bodyguard,
while others crowded at the windows over-
head, armed with peashooters and “bombs.””
They were ready for any emergency—al-
though there was not much fear that there
would be an interruption.

The arrival of the van had been unex-
pected, and neither the Head nor General
Carfax had any.foree in readiness to attack
the rebals’ stronghold. And so the unloading
went on apace, without interruption.

Sides of bacon were brought in amid fresh
cheers—and the new stores included sacks of
flour, hundreds of loaves of new bread, many
boxes of biscuits, dozens of tins of salmon,
sacks of sugar, cases of condensed milk, tea
galore, and many other everyday neccessities
ir the food line,

“Of coumse,” said Sir Edward genially,
“this is only a small cousignment. I know
there are a great many mouths to feed, but
1 did uot anticipate the rebellion keeping on
for move than three or four days.””

“You've done marvels, pater!” said Hand-
forth, taking a deep breath.

“Nonsense!””, said his father, waving a
hand. “This is nothing! To-morrow, another
van will arrive—an enormous van, tool And
it will be packed with everything necessary
for Christmas—— But I won’t go into de-
tails. I can only promise you that you won’t
be disappointed. I'll gend enough to last
for three or four weeks.”

“You're a brick, Sir Edward!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’s have three more cheers for Handy'’s
pater!”
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“Hurrah "

1t caunot_be denied that Sir Edward was
gratified. Like his son, he always basked
in limelight. There was nothing he liked
better, and he felt that he was amply re-
warded for his generosity. It was meat and
drink to him to be so popular with these
rebels.

At last all the food was in, and the van
went on its way, the grinning driver happy
with the ten shilling tip that Sir Edward
had given him. The barricades were put up
again, and the rebels held a dance of tri-
glmph, accompanied by many whoopings of
joy-

“Well, boys, I shall have to be going,"
said Sir Edward, chuckling, “I am glad to .
see_you so happy—and my advice to you is
to keep your spirits up!”

“We'll do that, sir!”

“Never say “dic’ I” went on Sir Edward.
“And I thank you all for the way you have
supported my son. He's innocent, aud we’re
not going to let these school authorities expel
him, eh?”

“Never, sirl”

“Good " said Sir Fdward contentedly. It
was my original plan to stay here for a time.
and to see the rebellion ended. But I'm
afraid that’s not possible now. Youw're plan-
ning t5 remain here over Christmas, and,
unfortunately, 1 have some pressing engage-
ments, which I cannot possibly get out of."”

“Oh, that’s a shame, sir!”

“It is!" agreed Sir Edward. “I’d love
to remain here. But, on the whole, it’s
better that you should carry on this rebel-
lion by yourselves. To-morrow the fresh
supply of food will arvive—that’s a promise.
And now I shall go and have a word with
the headmaster, and I shall try and make
him sec reason.”

Bir Edward soon went off, well pleased with
himself. The rebels cheered heartily as he
was let out, and every face was happy.

Fatty Little and an army of assistants had
already started on the foodstuffs, and a royal
spread was being prepared.

Handforth, screnely joyous, went about the
rebel stronghold, slappiug fellows on the
back, chuckling hugely, and gencrally cele-
brating.

“We're all right now, you chaps!” he de-
clared. “Plenty of grub-—and tons of Christ-
ruas supplies in sight. What do we care if
Merrell and Marriott keep away nntil after
the holidays? Huh! With my pater on our
side, we can keep up the rebellion until
further orders!”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Church. “Your
pater’s a brick!”
“Haven’t I alwaye said s0?” retorted

Handforth. “He may be a bit impulsive—
but that’s all to the good. And, mark you,
once he gets an idea into his head, it stays
there. Steam hammers won't drive it out!”
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“Now we know where you get your ob-

inacy from, old son!”’ murmured Pitt.

at?”’ said Handforth, with a frown.
You &illy ass, I suppose you
mean firmness 7"’

“Well, it’s the same thing, in a more
polite form!’” agreed Reggie, with a chuckle.
“As far as I can see, Handy, our worries are
over. We hold the trump card.”

“You bet we do!” said Edward Oswald.
“We don’t care what the Head does now—
and as for General Carfax, he can jolly well
rave all he likes! So he came here to put
a stop to the rebellion, did he? He

came down to St. Frank’s to kill the
barring-out ?”

And Hendforth roared with derisive
langhter.

He could afford to laugh. Al the
rebels were now firmly on lis side.

"hose who had hesitated were now as
stauinch as the rest. For the prospect
of Cristmas at St. Frank’s, in._the
middle of a barring-out, was alluring.
There would be no lack of good
things—Sir Edward would see to that.

Even such fellows as Gulliver and
Bell and Teddy ng were eager
enough to remain at the old school.
This was just as well, for if they had
raised any objections they would have
been prompily ed and battered.

For the Jumior School of St
Frank's had pledged itself to support
Edward Oswald Handforth all along
the rocky path to victory—and there
were to be no deserters!
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CHAPTER 18.
The Handforth
Touch !

R.  MALCOLM
STAFFORD sat

at  his  desk,
frowning and Hapdforth
drumming his  Handy.

finger-tips on his blotting-pad.

“The whele situation is impossible,”
he declared.  “This extraordinary
attitude of Sir Edward has upset our
calculations. What are we to do, general? I
must say that I am completely bafiled.”

General Carfax grunted.

‘““Bir Edward is a fool!” he said bluntly.
“Yes, and before long he will have reason
to regret his folly. Does the man imagine,
for one moment, that he can come here and
dictate——"

“You must remember, general, that we
invited Sir Ed“a.rd to come,” interrupted the
Head gently ““And 18 it altogether sur-
prising that be should support his own son?
Perhaps we were wrong in asking him to
come here. Certainly, we never nmagmed
that he would adopt this extraordinary atti-

The men pressed
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tude. We might as we!l be frank, and admit
that wo are helpless.
“But we are not helpless!”  boomed

Yeneral Carfax, coming to a halt in front
of the Head, and giving voice like tho dis-
charge of a broadside. “No, by gad! We've
got to break this rebellion, Dr. Stafford, and
we can take no rest until we have gained
the victory I
Y) hut —

er have I been defeated!” roared the
old soldmr “YWhy, by crackey, do you think
T'm going to be defied by a mere handful

it

capture

forward, intending to
and Ni ‘“ Rescue, tebalu - b yd.!ed/
*¢ Pea-shooter squad, forward ! A bun
of ﬂgurlu appeared over the hedge, and a demtnhng
ent

Nipper.

peas went hissing into the ranks of the

enemy |
of impertinent schoolboys? Do you think
Tm going to let them ride roughshod over
me? No, sir!”

Dr. Stafford compressed his lips.

“There would be more point in your re-
marks, general, if the boys were not riding
roughshed over you,” he said quietly. - “You
came here, as you have repeatedly informed
me, to restore law and order. Yet theso
junior boys are still defying you, and, by all
appearances, their position is stronger than
ever. Why not call a spade a spade?”

Perhaps the Head took some little plensura
in these remarks General Carfax had
affronted him greatly. and the Head was not

likely to forget. But he was a man of
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honour, with a kindly heart, and he felt no
real satisfaction at General Carfax’s failure.
The Head wanted St. Frank’s to be running
on its normal course again.

“Sir Edward’s interference is unwarrant-
able!” went on the general fiercely.  “Yes,
sir—unwarrantable! “There is no other word.
For days we have been using strategy. We
have allowed these rebels to use up their
food supplies, and they were almest on the
point of surrender. And now Sir Edward
comes here, and provides them with another
big stock of food. It is dwgracexul and [
shall not hesitate to tell him so to his face!”

The general was, indeed, infuriated. e

had seen that vanload of food arrive, and
the very sight of it had made him turn
purple with rage.

For it meant that all his

carefully-laid schemes had gone wrong. With
fresh food supplies, these rebels would be
more defiant than ever.
knock sounded on the door, and the
Hea,d raised Bis worried oyes.
“Come in!” he called.

The door opened, and Phipps stood there.

“8ir Edward Handforth, sir!” said Phipps
imperturbably.

Handforth’s pater marched into the study,
an 0 very expression on his face caused
Dr. Stafford to feel nervous. But Sir Ed-
ward was not looking at the Head—he was
glaring at General Carfax. And General
Csrfaf was returning that glare—with in-
terest
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“IWell, sir!” barked the old soldier. “1
hul}m you are feeling satisfied with your-
sel

“Quite!” retorted Sir Edward curtly.
“Upon my soul!” oarod the general. Do
you realise what you have done, sir? Do
you ’fealise that you have defied the authority

“Just one moment!” interrupted Sir Ed-
ward. “I am perfectly convinced that my
son is innoeent of the charge that was
originally brought against him. This wholo
rebellion has resulted from that charge, And
I have come here to demand the complete
exoneration of my son.”

The Head rose to his fect,

“I am very much afraid, Sir Edward, thai
we must decline to submit to this di %s ion.'
he said coldly. “Your son is

guilty—"
“He is not!” thundered . Sir
Edward. “You must pardon me

for being blunt, sir, but—"
“How dare you, sir?’ begmed

General Carfax, striding forward
and towering over Sir I‘d'ward
menacingly,

““Bow dare yo

these rebels with fresh foogyf ¥
will probably be able to carry on
now for two or three more da
But the end will be ineviial
nevertheless, Never shall I &
defeat! Soener or later they mH
capitulate!”

Sir Edward laughed.

“You think so?” he retorted.
“General Fairfax, you have madc a
big mistake! Yes, by George, an
infernally big mistake! Those boys
are determined, and so am I! I'm
one of the rebels, and we are going
to see this affair through. My son
is not going to be expelied, and you
needn’t imagine that their food
supplies will give oui at the end of
two or three days.”

“ What—what do you mean, Sir
Edward 77 the Head, in
alaym.

“I mean that the boys are m. k-
ing every preparation to remain
here over Christmas!” said Sir
Edwerd coolly. “Why, tho van-
load of food that has just arrived is
a mere nothing! To-morrow a bigger van will
come—an enormous van! And it will contaiu
plenty of Christmas food!™

“Good gracious!” ejaculated the Hoad
starting back. “You don’t mean-—"

“Txactly!” said Sir Edward, thoroughly
enjoying the situation. “That’s just what

do mean, sir! T am supplying these boys
with every necessity for Christmas. They
are planning to remain here over the holi-
days, and as long as you remain obstinate
s0 they will remain in possession of the
\Iodvrn House. Why don’t you give in at
once ?”

“We will never givo
General Carfax furiously.

asked

in!” thundered

“XNao, never, ¢ir!
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These rebellious schoolbms will never gain
a udory over me!”

The air was electrical. General Carfax
and Bir Edward Handforth glared at one
another furiously. Dr. Stafford stood by,
helpless and pained. But whether General
Carfax liked to admit it or not, a deadlock
had cortainly been reached. The rebels wero
obstinate, and General Carfax was obstinate.

It was to bo a fight to the finish, and
the issue was as much in doubt as ever!

CHAPTER 17,
Dr, Stafford’s Decision !

LTHOUGH Sir Ed-
ward did not realise
it, he had made a
bad tactical blunder.

His information re-
garding the forthcoming vanload of Christ-
mas food had been quite gratuitous. it
had been unnccessary for him to give any
hint in that divection. But Sir Edward was
very much like his son—he was very tactless.

And he bad now placed a weapon in the

hands of tho enciny which they were liable

to use.

“8y you sce, gentlemen, how useless it
is for you to carry on with this farce,” Sir
Lidward said, calming down. “The boys
are provided with plenty of food, and I am
backing them up all along the hne They
are prepared to remain in possession of tho
Modern House throughout the Christmas
holidays, and to carry on this barring-out
right into the next term. Why not meet
them now? Why not cxonerate my son, and

pardon the other rebels?
“Really, I—" began Dr, Stafford hesi-
tatingl;

Y-

“Never!” shouted General Carfax, his eyves
blazing. “No, by crackey—never! You'll
pardon me, Dr. Stafford, but T'm in command
now! I won't have any compromise—I won't
have any surrender! T came here to quell
this insurrection, and quell it 1 will!”

Sir Edward shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well, General Carfax!” he said.
“Ii's going to be a fight! You will hnd thaL
wao are too strong for you! Yes, I say ‘we’

deliberately. For I am one of these rcbels,
and I am heart and soul with tho boys. If
you want a fight, \vcll gne you one!
bid you both good-day!’

Handforth’s pater nodded curtly, and then
strode out of the study. Mo felt that if ho
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remained he would become violent, and he

id mop want to givo the headmaster any
further pain. Instinetively, Sir Edward felt
that Dr. Stafford was genuinely distressed.
Genera! Carfax was in command, and the
fight was against him.

There was silence in the study after Sir
Edward had gone, and the general. looking
out of the window, saw the late visitor geb-
ting inte his limousine. As tho car glided
off across the Inner Court, the general turned
round towards Dr. Stafford.

“He's going!” he eaid, with a grunt,
“Well, e necdn't think that  ho is
tnumplmnt I'm going to smash this

rcb(‘lhon, Dr. Stafford !”
“I only hope that you will be able to dc¢
* gaid the Head weanily. “I am tired of

s0
th’n whole business, Gieneral Carfax. It i
had better go

making me positively ill.”

“In that case, =«ir, you
away !” growled the gencral. “You wilt
leave me here—and I shall remain until the
vittory is won. You might _y\vst as well go
off with all the other mastors.”

The Head raised his eyebrows.

“All 'the other masters?” he rcpe'\ted

“Yes, sir!” said the gcneral coming -to a
dead balt and thrusting his head forward.
“I have como to a decision. All the seniot
boys, and all the masters, arc leaving St.
Frank's to-day !

The Head half opened his mouth to speak,

but he suddenly compressed his lips.  His
face had gone just a shade paler.

“Yery well, General Carfax,” ho said
quietly. “Since you have come to this de-
cision, I haw no alternative but to bend to
your will,”

The general caught the touch of bitterness
in Dr. Stafford’s tone.

“You mustn't think, doctor, that I am de-
liberately dictatorial,” he said gruffly, “Dut

huye come here to grapple with this
difficulty—"

“I quite understand, sir!” said the Head

coldly.
He turnced aside, and there was an
awkward silence for a moment or two. The

Head was, indeed, feeling galled, and in that
second he came to a decision, too, Yes, he
would go. Since General Carfax had come
here to take the rcins, he could have them.
Dr. Stafford had had enough of this
ridiculous situation.  As things stood at

present, he was a headmaster without .any
authority, ¢nd the whole position was
farcical,

Without another word Dr. Stafford went
out of the room. General Christopher Car-
fax shrugged his shoulders as he watched him
go. He glared out of the window for a brief
space, and then gronted.

“Ridiculous!” ho grunted testily,  *
crackey, the old boy is offended! ~ Well,
can't be helped—this thing must be donc
And therc’s only onc way to deal with these

insubordinate youny 1ascals now. They
must be taught a sharp lesson—a severe
lesson. By gad, I'll make them remember
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this cutrageous rebellion for the remainder
of their days! They will soon know who is
the master!”

Within half an hour St. Frank’s was buzz-
ing with the latest development,

Orders had gone round that all the seniors
wero to pack at once, and to leave the school
hy the evening tramn. Arrangements were
being rushed through rapidly. ‘The various
domestic staffs were given shori notice, an
told to elear out. Kvery masier in the place
was granted leave to go off on the Christmas
holidays at once.

And so, during the rest of that day, St
Frank’s was'all a-bustle.
In the rebel up  there was much as-

tonishment at this new move,

“1 wonder what the dickens it
said Nipper, with a puzzled fro
school isn’t due to break up for the
nearly another week yet. I wonder
fead has given everybody
day 7

“It looks as if be's giyven vs up as a bad
job,” said Handforth, grinning.

T don’t Lhink so,”
ask me, there’s something fishy

“If you
about this.

And perhaps General Carfax is at the bottom
of it, too. We shall have to look out, you
We shall have to be on the alert.”

y, you don’t think the general is
planning another attack, do you?” askcd
Tommy Watson, in surprise. *“How can he?
Ail the <uums are going home, and all the
m.n\(rr» too.”

Y and the servants as weil!” said Sis
Montic Tregellis-West, turning from one of
the windows. “Tlomxd‘ There goes Mrs.
Poulter, with Mary, Jane and one or two of
the other dcm(\txc» Dom old boys, it seems
to me that we're goin’ to have the chool ro
ourselyves !

CHAPTER 18.
No Takers !

Y the ¢ evening
had arrived, the last
senior had gone—the
last master had taken
his le; Every om
had gone, too.

of the

servants



26 THE NELSON

The rebels had taken note of everybody
who had passed out of the gates. Al the
domestic staff had gone away, and master
afler master had been seen o hustle off.

Many of the seniors had shouted facetious
remarks to the rebels as they had passed the
windows of the Modern House. But, on the
whole, there had been an abundance of good
humour. For, lo tell the truth, the seniors
were gratcful to these rebels. It had given
them a week’s estra holiday, and they were
by no means displeased.

After they had gone everything scemed
very quict—very still.

“The calm before the storm,” said N xppcr
as he stood at one of the v\mdo\n Lt
wonder 7"

“No need to wonder, old man,” remarked
Handforth, “There’ll be no storm.  Even
the Head has gonec away. They've given us
up as a bad job, I tell you.” -

“But what about General Carfax?” asked
Rogmo Pitt. ‘“He Lasn't gone away!”

“Well, no,” admitted Edward Oswald.
“But I c\pcct he will be going: Hallo!”
he added with a start. “Here he is!”

A derisive kind of cheer from the rcbels
standing by many_ of the other windows of
the rchel stronghold brought crowds * of

juniors hurrying from the passages. Outside,
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in the middle of the Triangle, stood General
Christopher Carfax,

He looked an enormous figuro as he stood
there, wrapped up in a great overcoat, and
with a heavy muffler round his neck, He was
staring upwards at the sea of faces, and his
expression was relentless.

“Have you come to make peace, sir?”
shouted one of the rebels.

“I have come to give you a final warning
thundered General Carfax. **Who is your
leader? I want to speak to your leader! I
;‘ilo ’not intend to argue with the rank and

e |

prpcr chuckled.

“T'm the leader, sir!” he sang out cheerily.
“Rats!” roared Handforth. *What about
me? I'm the cn"]mnnder -in-chief, sir!”

“Just as you Jike!” grmnnd Nipper.
“What's_the difference?”

“Yoéu have doubtlcss secn the departure of
all the other boys,” said General Carfax,
with a wave of his hand towards the big
gateway, “They have gone—they have
been sent home several days in advance of tho
customary time. The maslers have gone,
too.”

“Yes, but we're not going, sir,” said Hand-
forth cheerfully.

e shall see—we shall

see!” retorted

DON'T MISS THESE

SPLENDID NEW VOLUMES!

THE SEXTON BLAKE
LIBR

No. 121, THE CASE OF THE
POISONED PEN.
A long, complete mystery

story, featuring bphah Page,
the Kleet, bmct Wizard.
No. 122, CROOK OoF
CH]N t

A rthrilling tale ot dcmctive
t\dvemure m the Ea
No, 123 ‘ GIA\"L‘ CITY
S

A scnmnonnl tm&w-h.e story

of a great man wiio went wrong

No. 124. THE SECRET OF
THE SNO

A rtate of haffiing myam-y
and stirrirg drama in the
Antarctic

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY.

No, 65. 'IHk sCHOOLBOY
MILLIONAIRE !
A rousing story of schoolboy
fun and adventure, dcahng
with Harry Wharton & Co.,
by Frank Richards.

No. 66. TIE EASTWOOD
HOUSE MYSTERY !
An absorbing tale of mystery
nnl advcnture lmturmg Tom
y & Co., of 8t.Jim’s. by
\Ianm Clifford.

NOW ON SALE
PRICE FOURPENCE EACH!

THE BOYS' FRIEND
LIBRARY.
No. THE
A thrilling yarn of adventure.
No. 122, ‘IHF IY}LA[K COM-

A ourxmg mlo of the boxing
ﬁ”ﬁ' by H. Wedgwood Bell~
eld.

121. SONS IOE

No. 123. THE CASE OF THE

LANGSDALE WANDERERS!
A smnmug story of the Soccer
fleld. by Hedley Scott.

No. 124, CIRCUS BOB.
A grand yara of echool and
circus lite, by Frank Sydney,




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

General Carfax. “I am determined lo bring
you all to heel. There has been enough of
this nonsense. If you will surrender at once
you will all go home for the Christmas holi-
days, and nothing more will be said of this
disgraceful insurrection !’

“What !” went up an excited yell from all
the windows.

“OFf course,” proceeded the general, “the
ringleaders will be punished wiih the utmost
severity. Not only will Handforth be ex-
pelled from  this school, but one or two of
the other boys—-"

lond roar of defiance interrupted the
remainder of his sentence, -

““Never!” shouted the rebels.
render

“Hear, hear!”

“Down with injustice !

“Hurrah 1”

General Carfax
prolonged _blast.

“Good Heavens!” he shouted., “Why, you
—you—-=" He pulled himself together with
an_ecffort, “Silence!” he boomed. ‘““Let me
tell you that I have taken up my residence
at the Ancient House, so that I can keep my
eye continually on you.”

“Y suppose the Head’s house is too far
away?’ asked Handforth. “If you stayed
there, sir, you couldn’t watch us, ch? Well,
wo_don’t care. We're safe enough in here—
and we're going to stay here until the next
blue moon 1if necessary !”

“Hurrah 1”

“Good old Handy !”

“We're with you, old mam!”

Another roar of defiance went up, and the
general soon discovered that it was impos-
sible for him to obtein a hearing. What he
had said was quite sufficient.  Handforth
was to be expelled, and the other ringleaders
were to bo severely punished. The rebels did
not want to hear any more.

With compressed lips, the general turned
on his heel and sirode off. ~He went into
the Ancient House, slamming the door
violently behind him. Another yell went up
as ho did so—and this time it was a yell of
laughter.

“The poor old boy is_peeved |” grinned
Reggie Pitt. “He's a soldicr, and he doesn't
like rebellions. But if he thinks he can bring
his giddy military tactics into operation here,
he’s made a first-class blunder. Poor old
Genﬁral Carfax! Won't he sing small later
on?” o

“T hope so!” said Nipper thoughtfully.

“What do you mean—you hope so?”’ de-
manded Handforth.

“Well, I don’t quite like the way things
are going,” replied Nipper. “There was a
rummy-looking gleam in the general’s eyes.
I believe he’s got something up his sleeve.”

“Y daresay he has—his arm!” retorted
Handforth sarcastically. “Rats! I don’t be-
lieve that General Carfax can do anything.
Why, we're absolutely safe here. ~We’re
barricaded in, and we’ve got tons of am-
munition, plenty of food. and a gond water

“No sur-

started back under that
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got to be afraid of?

And all the other rebels enthusiastically
agreed with Handforth that the situation was
entively satisfactory.

supply—everything in fact. What have we
18

CHAPTER 19.
What the Look-out Saw !
ED-TIME, you fel-
lows,””  sai Nipper
brigkly.
“What-ho! I mean
to say, absolutely !

yawned Archie Glenthorne. “Forty of the
best, what? Kindly lead me to the sheet
department, laddies!”

1t was late in the evening now, and the
big dining-hall of the Modern House was

crowded. Most of the rebels were there,
having recently finished supper. It was warm
and cosy, and the lights were glowing in a

cheerful way.

“No needybo have guards to-night, I sup-
pose?” asked Doyle, of the West House.
“Everything’s quiet, and >

“Everything may be quict, but this garri-
son goes on in just the same way as usual,”
interrupted Nipper. “You all know your
duties, you chaps. You know your watches,
and we'll take it in rclays, as we've done
before. A third of us must keep on the
alert throughout the night.”

“But, my dear chap, what on earth for?”
asked Stapleton. “General Carfax is in the
p]nﬁe alone. There’s unothing to be afraid

“At the same time, it doesn't cost any-
thing to be cautious,” said Nipper. “I be-
lieve that General Carfax has got some sort
of plan in his mind, and we want to be
fuliy on the alert. Who are the two fellows
for the Tower?”

Before long the rebels were sorting them-
selves out. Two juniors went right up into
the top of the Modern House Tower, and
there they kept a sharp look-out. It was
cold work, too, for the night was freezingly
bitter, with an east wind, and with a touch
of snow in the air.

As it happened, the precantions were un-
m:ﬂssargv, or the night passed quietly and
uneveatiully.

. Not a sign came from the Ancient House.
And when morning dawned the wear,
rebels on watch went below, glad enoug
to get into bed. The majority rose, ready

for the new day.

“I told you there was no need for any
guards,”” said the Hon. Douglas Singleton,
with a grin, “Tt was all bluff on the
general’s part.’

“TLooks like it,”’ grinned Bob Christine, of
the Fourth. “Well, what about breakfast?
Where’s Fatty Little?””

“Busy in the kitcliens, of covrse,” said
Hubbard. “Where did you expect him to
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be? Oh, my hat! Did you catch that whiff
of frying bacon?”

Belore long, the rebels were feasting joy-
ously. This was the kind of life they liled.
No masters—no authority. They could eat
as much as they liked at every meal, and
there were no questions asked. Plenty of
foodstuffs—and more on the way!

“Wonder what time that van will arrive?”
said Handforth, after breakfast had been dis-
posed of. “The pater didn’t give any par-
ticular time, but I expect it’ll turn up during
the morning.” "

“QGive them a chance!” said Nipper, with
a smile. “According to your father, Handy,
he was going to give a whacking order, and
it’'ll take some time to get it packed up. We
shall be lucky if the goods are delivered to-
day at allt”

And the other juniors held the same view.

The only diversion during the morning was
{the appearance of General Carfax. He came
out of the Ancient House, overcoated and
muffled. Without giving a single glance to-
wards the rebel stronghold, he made off to-
wards the gates, and let himself out. Then he
closed and locked the gates behind him, and
vanished.

“Now, I wonder what that means?” said
Reggie Pitt, looking at the other juniors
near him, :

“Why, the general’'s gone, of course,” re-
plied Handforth., “He’s got fed up with us—

s

and he’s followed the example of all the
others. We're left in_undisputed possession
of 8t. Frank’s, you chaps!”

“Hurrah 1"

There were many conjectures. Most of
the fellows came to the conclusion that
General Carfax had changed his mind during
the night, and had gone off home. Nipper
and a few others believed that the general
would return, lator in the day. They held
the view that the old soldier had gone out
in order to make some preparations.

“The general hasn’t gone for good,” said
Nipper. “That’s impossible—simply because
it's too good to be true. Things like that
don’t happen.”

“And you still think that we ought to
keep an extra special watch?” asked Chris-
tine, with a chuckle.

“Yes—L do!’ replied Nipper. “Cicneral
Carfax is a wily old bird. TI'm absolutely
certain that he’s up to something deep.”

Blost of the others Jaughed, and there were
a good many sarcastic remarks, These were
repeated as tho morning advanced, and still
nothing happened. Indeed, mid-day arrived,
and St. Frank’s remained utterly deserted,
except for the overcrowded Modern House.
Not a soul was scen for hours, and nobody
came. >

By the time the next meal had been dis-
posed of, some of {he rebels were beginning
to feel just a little uncertain, They didn’t
quite like this inactivity. Perhaps there was
something behind it. after all.

There were discussions and arguments in all
corners of the building. The senior Common-
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room and the junior Common-room were
thronged; the dining-hall and all the studies
were filled with Removites and Fourth
Formers and fags—arguing on the one all-
important subject.

Had they been left to themselves—or was
General Carfax about to lead an attack of
some kind?

Some of the fellows believed that the
general had gone off in order to gather a big
army of assistants. DPerhaps they would be
back during the afternoon, and perhaps there
would be a regular battle. The rebels were
rather hoping that this would be the case.
They wanted something exciting now.

Then, just when the discussions were be-
ginning to flag, a new excitement arose.

Shouts came from the Tower, and the look-
outs triumphantly reported that an enormous
covered lorry was making its way labori-
ously up the lane. Everybody knew what
that lorry contained!

“Good egg!” shouted Handforth, with en-
thusiasm. “The grub!”

“Hurrah!”

“The Christmas supplies!”

The rebels cheered again and again—with
all their doubts finally set at rest. Sir
Edward Handforth had been as good as his
word—and everything was all serene!

The General’s Dramatio
Move |

ENERAL  CARFAX
uttered a grunt of
satisfaction.

“Now then, men—
be ready!” he said

“I don't suppose there’ll be any

—~but you'd better be prepared.”

L us, sir!” said several voices.

The general was standing just against the
stile in Bellton Lane, and hovering among
the trees of the wood were a number of
burly-looking men. They were not ruffians,
by ‘any means—but respectable men from
Bannington. The general had been over-to
fetch them ihat morning, and here, in the
wood, they had been lurking for a good
many hours. )

But at last the moment for action had
come.

Tor round the bend in the lane, two or
three hundred yards distant, an enormous
covered motor-lorry had appeared. Tt was
bound for St. Frank's, and it contained the
rebels’ food supplies. -

“Now we'll sce!”” muttered the general,
with grim satisfaction. “Yes, by crackey,
now we’ll see who's master!”

His face was flushed, and his eyes wero
gleaming. Those men with him could see
the excitement in the general’s eyes, and they
were rafher amused. They knew exactly why
they had come, and the whole affair struck
them as being humorous.  They were to
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Handforth, Nipper and Buster Boots seizad hold of General Carfax, whirled him round and then sent him

hurtling into the air. Splash!

The general descended into the thick muddy ditch which bordered ome

side of the lane !

seize the food supplies of the St. Frank’s
rebels, and they were being paid well for
this trivial task. In all probability, they
would not be needed, but they would receive
their money, just the same.

This ambush, if the truth must be told, was
the fruit of Sir Edward Handforth’s incau-
tious words on the previous day. He had
told General Carfax of his plan for supply-
ing the boys with Christmas food, and the
general, being a strategist, had acted uwpon
that information.

’ In one blow, he could subdue the rebel-
ion!

And that blow would not be struck at
the rebels, but at this harmless lorry! Once
turn the food supplies back, and the harring-
out would collapse like a pricked toy-balloon.
‘There wasn’t the slightest shadow of doubt
on that point.

A few of the rebels, no doubt, would stick
to Handforth, but the majority would desert
ihe stronghold like rats leaving a sinking
ship.  General Carfax knew something of
human nature, and he was quité convinced
that all these schoolboys would not remain
at St. Frank’s if there was no prospect of
food. They wonld not be willing to go on
sgprt rations at such a time of the year as
this,

No, they would go home ~where ihey could
have fun and jollity and heaps of good
things. The rank and file were only sticking
to Handforth now hecause they believed that

they would have a superabundance of Christ-
mas delicacies.

And, sad to relate, there was a great deal
of truth in General Carfax’s viewpoint.

The big lorry came lumbering on its way
up the lane, its engine roaring noisily, for
the load was a very heavy one. Sir Edward,
as the juniors had expected, had been lavish,

“Now, men!” said General Carfax briskly.

The next moment a dozen figures sprang
out from the trees, barring the way.
General Carfax was in advance, and he held
up an authoritative hand.

“Halt!” he commanded.

The lorry driver, completely surprised,
applied his brakes, and brought the big van
to a standstill. He and another man who
sat beside him gazed at thesc ememies with
uneasy surprise,

“What'g the trouble,
driver. .

“Are you carrying a load of foodstnffs to
St. Frank’s College?” demanded General
Carfax curtly,

“Why, ves, siv,” said the man. “My
orders 1s to deliver the goods at the Modern
House. I understand there’ll be a number
of b)(’lyi there, ready to help me to unload

sir?”  asked the

“I am very sorry,” said the general, “buk
You must not go to St. Frank’s with that
orry. #

“Look here, sir, what’s the game 7" asked
the driver SUSPICXOUSIY. “I've got my orders
to deliver—-"
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“I cannot help your orders!” barked the
general. “I am General Carfax, and it may
interest you to know that I am one of the
governors of St. Frank’s College. I forbid
you to go ncar the school with that consign-
ment of food!”

The lorry driver looked blank.

“Can’t you see what it means, Bill?” said
the driver’s companion, “Them boys are in
rebellion, or somethin’, an' the idea 1s to stop
the food gettin® to 'em. What are we goin’
to do now?”

“Do ?” said Bill, the driver. “We're goin’
to deliver this stuff! I've had my orders
from the guv'nor, an’ I'm going to carry
‘em out!” .

And he prepared to get his lorry into
motion again. But the gencral strode up,
his face red with anger.

“Stop!” he shouted. “How dare you! 1
haye told you who I am, and I have ordered
you to——" )

“I can’t help that, sir!” said the driver
bluntly. “I’ve had my orders from my boss,
and he's the one who counts with me!”

“You impertinent rascal!” thundered the
general, ¢ You will turn that lorry round and
return home. . And let me tell you this, my
friend {” ho added, with a wave of his hand
towards his assistants. “If you refuse to
obey these orders, I shall force you to take
your lorry away. These men here will—"

“Oh, so that’s the game, is it?” said the
driver. “Going to use force? Well, 'm
blowed! And I thought you was a respectable
gent, too!”

Bill’s companion was looking rather scared.

“It’s no good, mate, we've got to do as
what this gent says!” he said. “We can’t
have no fightin’, can we? There’s a dozen
of ’em against us two. Maybe we'd best
turn round an’ go back. We can tell the
guv'nor what’s happened, an’ he’ll ’ave to
square things with the school.”

The driver, after another glance at those
determined-looking men, gave an expressive
grunt and nodded, . .

«All right, sir!” he said, glaring at the
general.  “You've svon! We'll turn round
an’ go back home!” "

CHAPTER 21
A Bhock for the Rebels !

ET'S givo a‘checr for

Hangy’s pater!”

*“Yes, rather!”
“ Altogether !”
“Hurrah!”

“Good old Sir Edward!”

The rebels weore excited and joyous. The
big lorry-load of Christinas food was in sight,
and the last lingering doubts had been set
at_rest.

Up in the tower, where the two look-outs
were standing, the sounds of the cheering
came up in waves.

“The chaps are getting excited,” chuckled
one of the look-outs. “1I don't wonder at it,
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either, They were beginning to think that
the Christmas grub wasn’t coming !”

The two look-outs were Reggie Pitt and
Solomon TLevi of the West House. From
their position they could see the van clearly
as it laboured up the lane,

There was a magnificent view from the top
of this tower, and the countryside for miles
around could be clearly seen. The lane was
like a winding -thread, with the big mass of
Bellton Wood ou one side, and the rolling
moadows on tho other,

“There's somebody in the lane.” remarked
Levi, after a few moments. “Why, by my
life! Look there! It's General Carfax!™

“Yes, and there are a lot of other men,

NEXT WEDNESDAY! ~nonananan

Ny

too!” said Pitt, with a sudden note of sus-
picion in his voice. *“Great Scott! I wonder

He broko off, and a kind of gulp sounded’
in his throat.

“The lgafer!" panted Levi. “ You—you

mean
“What else?” asked Reggie intently.
“Nipper was right. General Carfax is up to
anotier of his strategic moves. And, by
Jingo, unless we act quickly, we shall bo
beaten!”

“But they're not attacking us!" ejaculated
eVl

“Yes, they are—indircctly,” replied

Reggic. “The general and his mean have
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stopped the food supply—and their plan is to
turn it back
“Crumbs ! said Solomon, aghast.

*And you know what will happen then!”
said l{chlc guml) “Without any Christmas
rations, the Lulle of the chaps will knuckle
under. T'hey won't stay on here, at St.
Frank’s, without any Christmas grub! The
whole barring-out will fizzle out. and there'll
only be w handful of us left.  Something’s
got lo be done—with a capital D17

Without another word, Reggie Pitt raced
down from the top of the tower into one of
the upper corridors, yelling at the top of his
voice as he went. Juniors came from all
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ORDER IN ADVANCE!

quarters, surging round and asking what the
trouble was,

“Trouble enongh!'” yelled Pitt,
N xmm—]{and»——hull“ ood !
of youl

“What the dickens—" began Handforth.

e van has been stopped 1” said Reggie,
with deadly calmness,

e

“I say,
Come here, all

“General Carfax and about a dozen men
have barred the way across tha lane, and
they’ve stopped the van!” said Pitt, *“You
know what it means, you chaps. They’re
keeping our food supplies from us—our
Christmas rationsi”

“0Oh, my goodness!”
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“Great Scott!”

“In another five minutes the van’ll be on
it’s way back to Bannington! said Pitt.
“What are we going to do? Are we going
to stay in here and allow—"

“No fear!” bellowed Handforth excitedly.
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“Hi, hi! Now, then, the Remove! Volun-
leers wanted!”

“Yes, but what's the game?” gasped
Church.

“Handy’s right!” roared l\xppel “We've

got to make a rally! We've got to dash

oat, grab that van, and bring 1t up to the
school ! If all that Christmas tuck is turned
back, we shall be diddled "

The joy and jubilation of a few minutes
ago had now turned to acute consternation.

But there were plenty of volunteers,
Thoroughly excited, the juniors surged
round, cager to accompany Handforth and

Nipper out on this raid. ~ The vanload of
Christmas fare was in sight, and the rebels
had no intention of letting it slip out of their
fingers,

Tn less than a minute fully thirty of the .
juniors were ready, and they were a motley
crowd, consisting of Third-Formers, Fourth-
Formers and Removites. Indecd, the whole
garrison would have rushed out if Nipper
had not kept his head, and ordered those
rebels not required to remain behind.

He placed Reggie Pitt in command of
these, and urged Hhim to be ready for any
emergeney, - Perhaps an attack was being
contemplated—perhaps General Carfax had
other plans in mind, too. The rebels could
not be too careful!

“All right, buzz on!” said Pitt briskly.
‘I’Il look after the fort! And don’t you
fellows come back without that grub!”

“We'll bring it, even if we have to carry
the giddy van on our shoulders!” promised
Handforth aggrc=<1\e]y

““Hurrah!”

The barricades had already been torn down
from the main entrance, and the rescue
party went rushing out into the open. They
were all armed with pea-shooters, an(l they
also carried a number of “hombs * —paper
{qa}z{gs, filled with soot and flour, mul such
ike,

As they went sarging round the Modern
House, making a bee-line for Bellton Lane,
General Carfax was congrdtulating himself
upon his astuteness. He did not imagine for
one moment that the rebels were aware of
this_dramatic development.

Tho general had deliberately chosen this
spot for his purpose-~and with excellent
reason.

The lane just here was quiet, there being
no cottages within sight. If the gencral had
taken up his stand on the other side of
Bellton he might have found it necessary to
stop lorry after lorry, for there was a good
deal of traffic on the main Bannington road.

But here, in this lane, there could be no
mistake, This big lorrv was the only one
that had appeared during the whale day, and

the general had made no mistake.
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But be had overlooked the all-important
fact that this scction of road was visible from
the Modern House Tower.

The big lorry was now manceuvring to
turn, The lanc was narrow, and the driver
had been compelled to proceed for twenty or
thirty yards, until be reached a gateway into
which he could reverse. He was now in the

ack of turning his lumbering vehicle.

And General Carfax watched with gloating
eyes.

CHAPTER 22.

To the Rescue !

U%T 2 minute, you
chaps
It was Nipper who
gave that warning.
The rebel forco was
streaming across the meadows, taking a short
cut o the lane.  Nipper, who was in ad-
va¥ice, had suddenly halted, and now he was
fucmg ihe breathless juniofs.

“Don’t waste time!” panted Handforth.
“We can't wait—-"

“Keep cool, old man,” urged Nipper.
“It’s all right—the van is still there. We
can hear the roar of the engine quite clearly.
The driver hasn't got the thing reversed yet.
Now, we want to make some kind of com-
bined attack. No sense in rushing on to the
scene like a rabble. Let’s do it properly.”

X “]Hear, hear!” said Buster Boots approv-
ingly.

“Yc,, but—"

“Everything depends upon this, Handy,”
went on Nipper. “And we don’t want to
make any mistake about it. I propose that
you and 1 go forward in advance of the
‘others, and then we'll tell General Carfax that
the van must cnmplete its journey. We'll
warn him that we’ e ready to take drastic
action if necessary.”

“Good!” agrecd Handforth. “That’s the
stuff! I'm with you, old son! Come on!”

“The rest of you hang behind, and keep as
quict as possible,” said Nlpper, glancing at
the other excited rebels.. “And remember—
no violence unless we're provoked!”

A moment later Nipper and Handforth
were streaking across the meadow, and they
broke through the hedge noisily. "The other
rebels came running up; they crouched down
behind the hedge. unseen. They were ready
to spring out at’ the right time.

“QGood-afternoon, General Carfax!” said
Nip]{\er briskly, as he sprang down into the
road.

The gencral spun round, startled.

“By erackey !” he boomed. “Of all the
infernal impudence——  Boy, what is the

pEh

meaning of this?

“I think this vanload of stuff has been
ordered by Handforth’s father, sir,” said
Nipper., “T expeet it has been paid for, too—

and it is to be delivered to the Modern House
at St. Frank's. We've come along to see
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that delnery is made, according to instruc.
tions,”

“You impertinent  young  puppy!”
thundered the general, red with rage. “How
dare you? Let me tell you that this van-
load of food is going back—-""

“1 don’t think so, sir!” interrupted Hand-
forth aggressively. *You thoughc ¥ou ha.
sprung & surprise on'us, eh? Well, we're not
quite asleep, sir; our look-outs spoited your
game. I say, driver!” he added, looking at
the man, “Have you had instructions to
deliver all that stuff to the Modern House?”

“Yes, young gent,” sa:d the driver,
scrntchmg his bead. * But we've been ordered
to turn back—"

“Don’t take any notice of those orders,”
:alc;lf Handforth, ““Go ahead, and deliver the
st

“Good Heavens!” roared General Carfax.
“Do you think for one moment, you young
rascal, that I will stand this nonsense? Men!.

Seize these two boys and hold them! Hold
them firmly——"
“You'd better go easy, sir!” warned

Nipper. “If your men attack us, we can’t bo
answerable for the consequences!”

The gencral bellowed like an enraged bull.

“Do you hear me?” he shouted, turning
to his men. *“Scize them!”

The men came hurrying forward, while the
lorry-driver and his mate watched with
interest and astonishment,

“Rescue, rebels!” yelled Handforth.
“l\aw then—let fly! Pea-shooter squad, for-
wart

As General Carfax’s men camo rushing up,
a couple of dozen figures suddenly appeared
over the hedge, and o devastating Lail of
peas went hissing into the ranks of the
enemy.

“Hurrah [

Within twenty scconds a pitched batile was
in progress, After that one volley of pens
the juniors leapt over the hedge, and engaged
in a grim hand-to-hand tussle.

Tt was the only possible way.

This was no timo for half-measures, and
the boys were so determined that they wers,
inyincible. Indeed, there was not much of
a fight when it came to the point. The
general’s men were not hooligans—they were
not prepared for such a scrap as this, either
—and although they put up a stout resistance
at first, the juniors were soon all over them,

“How dare you?’ raved General Carfax,
dancing up and down with rage. “Don’t
let them get the better of you, m(,n’ Ro-
member that I am paying you welll’

“We want our Christmas grob—and we'ro

going to have it!” roared Haundforth. “Take
that, my lad!”

Biff !

One of the general’s men went recling
back, struck by Handforth's fist. Never be--

fore had the leader of Study D been so-
aggressive. e was cnjoying this scrap
tremendously.  There had heen a period of
inactivity, and Handforth liked nothing’
better than a good fight. He was now relcas
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ing some of his pent-up cnergy, and it must
be confessed that the rest of the juniors were
a]moﬂ cqually cager.

As for the general, he could sce that unles:
something um,xpouud lLappened the battle
would go against him.

After all Lis carcful plans, too! Only two
or three minutes carlier he had been telling
himself that the victory was his. 'The rebels
were defeated—the great barring-out was
practically at an end!

And now

Well, now those juniors were fighting like
Trojans, and they were so grim that.they

were unconquerable,

“By Heaven! We¢'ll see about this!”
boomed the general, running into the fray.
“Now, then, you young puppics! We'll see
who is the master!”

And the old soldier commenced laying
about him to right and to left. He was an
enormous man, and his strength was great.
During those first two or threc moments he
did tremendous damage, the juniors falling
like ninepins before his whirling fists.

““Buck up, you chaps!” gasped Nipper.
“The gencral’s asked for trouble—and we’ll
give him some!”

“Rather!” roared “Handforth, “He has
provoked this attack, so he mustn’t be sur-
prised at what happens! Come on—all
together !”

Handforth, Nipper and Boots made a rush
at General Carfax. The next moment the
general was seized, whirled round, and he
went, hurtling into the air,

Splash !
With a dull, plop{ming sound General Car-
fax descended into tho thick mud of the ditch

which bordered one side of the lane!

CHAPTER 23.

All Ready for Christmas !
NDER normal
ditions  the  juniors
would never haye
laid hands on the old
soldier.

But he had certainly asked for it. He had
attacked the boys, and they had acted in
self-defence. The moment was a critical one,
too. The whole success of the rebellion de-
pended upon the delivery of this vanload ot
Christmas fare.
2 }Iurrah ™
“We've won, you chaps!” roared Hand-
forth breathlessly. “By George! Where are
all the other rotters? Come on—fight it out,
blow you!”

But the general’s men, having scen the
fate of their leader, had no further stomach
for the fight. They were retreating, dis-
hevelled and‘bruised. They had had enough
of these fighting juniors!

The mud of the ditch gave a heave, and
the next moment General Carfax came to

con-
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the surface Ho was unrecognisable.  Mugd
was pouring from him in sticky streams, and
strange, unintelligible sounds were coming
from the upper section of this apparition.

“Ha, ha, hal”

In spite of themselves, the rebels couldn’t
help roaring with laughter. They had no
sympathy whatever for General Carfax. They
regarded this “‘strategy ” of his as a par-
ticularly mean sort of trick. He had at-
tcmp&ed to stop their supplies, instead of
engaging in a real, honest fight. Well, his
game had failed, and he had found a whole
pile of trouble.

** Now, then, you fellows!” shouted Nipper.
“Let's form into a propex escort. We'ro
doing this thing thoroughly, you know.
Line up—ten on either side of tho lorry.
The rest will go in advance, as a specjal
guard.

“Hurrah "

With great precision, the rebels obeyed the
order, and the lorry moved off down the
lane with its triumphant escort.

General Carfax, afraid to come out of the
ditch for fear the juniors should throw him
in again, raised a muddy fist and shook it
angrily at the departing juniors.

“Bah!” fumed the general, almost inco-
herent with rage.
He hesitated a few moments, then

scrambled out of tho stimy ditch and watched
the lorry as it went in the direction of the
school. A yell of derision came to his ears,
and he writhed inwardly.

He had been beaten again—beaten at the
post !

And, dimly, he was at last beginning to
rcahae the detcrmination of theso rebels. At

he had airily declared that he would
“k!ﬂ » the barring-out in next to no time,

These boys were nothing! Hadn't ho
quelled insurrections of savages? Hadn't ho
put down rebellions in India? These insu-
bordinate schoolboys wouldn’t last a minute
after he had taken command!

uch had been the general’s convictions
when he had first arrived. But he was now
beginning to find out his mistake! He
couldn’t “dea]l with these schoolboys as he
had dealt with the savages in some remote
corner of the Empire.

Not that he was beaten. Nover for a
moment would he admit that these boys wero
tho victors. They had gained the advantage
for the moment, but he would make them
suffer! Yes, by crackey, he would show
them who was master!

While the general was fuming with helpless
rage, a mnevel procession came through the
gateway of the old school,

First of all came a number of rebels, fol-
lowed by the heavily-laden motor lorry.
Other rebels flanked the vehicle, guarding it
closely. Cheer after cheer rang out from the
pmked windows of the rebel fortress.

“Hurrah !
“Here comes the Christmas grub!”
“Good old Handy!”

“Down with General Carfax!”
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“Ha, ks, ha!”
The excitement was at fever pitch, and

the cheers became truly tremendous when the
great lorry backed up (o the Modern Honsc,
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had full command of the garrison, and they

were now in possession of ample stores.
Great was the jubilation in the garrison.

The Christmas supplies were safe, and the

and the business of unloading

There were plenty of willing helpers,

Indeed, never before had a lorry been un-
loaded with such speed and expedition.
Almost as though by magie, the sacks were
brought out, the boxes were swept indoors.
The rcbrls were astonished at the quantits
{f that came out of that van. They were
astonished, too, at Sir Edward Handfortl’s
open-! handed gencrosity.

“By Jove, Handy, your pater has done the
thing properl; " said Reggic Pitt glecfully,
as he helped. “There's enough stuff here to

st us until well into the new term, if neces-

Good old pater!” said Handforth, with
gleaming eyes.

“ Ioar, hear!”

“One of the best!”

All the rebels agreed with that sentiment.
They had to thank Sir Edward Handforth
for their present invulnerable position. They

deter: tion to carry on this bur:mg out to
victory was stronger than ever.

General Christopher Carfax, coming atong
Beliton Lane towards St. Frank’s, a forlorn
and muddy-looking figure, listened to the
cheering with burning ea

His ruse had failed. The rcbels had food
in plenty, and they were firmly entrenched in
their stronghold, But General Carfax would
not admit, for a second, that he was beaten.
His supply of strategy was not yet exhausted,

THE END,

(Look out for mnecxt week's SPECIAL
X MAS NUMBER. This w#ill contain many
Christmas features in addition to the grand
Ionf/ compleie St. Frank's yarn, entitled:
¥ PHANTOM OF THE MODERN
H{)I, SE!"  FKdwy Searics Drooks has put
Lis best into this superb story, and it's just
the sort of yarn to put you in the right
mood for the coming festive season. ORDER
YOUR COPY NOW-—there's sure to be a

big demand for it!)
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NOTE.—If any reader writes to me,

I shall be pleased

Edwy Searles Brooks
chats with our readers.

to comment upon such remarks as are

likely to interest the majority. AUl letters should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
cio The  Editor, THE  NELSON LEE LIBRARY The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, LONDON, E.C.4. Euvery letter will have my personal attention. Leiters of very

special merit will be distinguished by a star (*) against the sender's mame. A
my autographed photo for yours—but yours first, please.—E.S.B.

offer is still open;

Gertrude Kemmedy (Dublin), O. Tucker
(Deal), “ Appreciative » (Brixton), 8. H. Yeo®
sey), Jack Ricketts (Hayle), James
Philip Gourlay (Dundee), Terence Sullivan®
(Tufnell Park), Gaston F. Ceeulle (Man-
chester), “E. O. H.” (Brixton), J. Brooder
(Rathdowney), Axchse Luke (Plymouth), “The
Happy Seven ”* (Norwich), D. Hawkes
(Lo\\estoﬂ) Fmslxe R. T. Bryan (Chingford),

*Dragonslayer ¥ {Sydney, I\JbWJ. Albert
Hetherington* (Timaru, N.Z.), M. C.* (Cobh),
Arthur Clive Foster (Christchurch, N.Z),
George Bince (Wellington, N.Z.).

* * x

I didw’t squirm at_all when I.read your
cuustno letter, James Philip Gourlay, because
you're all wrong—wrong to blazes! No spoof
at all goes into these columns. So your
eriticism dida’t touch me up at all. I could
afford to laugh at it. You’ll live and learn,
I expeet. You would like some complete-in-
one-issue stories, to vary the usual linked-up
than_half

series. And you think that n
the readers would agree with you. Well,
come on, you readers, let’s have some

opinions. I'm game for any old thing you
like. But if the “ayes ™ have it, and nothing
comes of it for months and months, don’t
rail at me, J. P. G. You accuse me of
securing veaders’ opinions on such and such
a subject, and then doing nothing about it.
But these opinions are tabuluted and stocked
away for future use. These things take time
—and sometimes a very long time-—to work
out. But everything comes to he (or she)
who waits. Even that Sectional Map will
buist into being one of these fine days.
* * %

One of your usual very cheery and very
welcome weekly letters is in front of me,
Micky Sullivan. (You ave, 1 belicve, on the
high scas bound for Australia, as I write this.
And Pve experienced a real sense of loss in
net receiving your letters regularly for the
time being). T shall have to have a good
look round 8t. Frank’s and find out if

photo exrchange

Burnett and Willard are still there. 1f they
are, they seem to have hidden themselves
pretty thoroughly of late, don’t they? Those
two water-colour sketches you sent me (of
Holt’s Farm and the Old Mill) are fine.
Many thanks for them. They’re so good that
T'm going to hold you io your promise to do
me some St. Frank’s sketches for my study
walls.
* * #

“The Happy Seven *—all readers of ﬂx-r
Paper, and you're still “The Happy Seven.”
Well, that’s good, anyway. Of course, your
leiter was read—and cnjoyed—by me, as
is every other letter I receive. I only w h
T could reply fully to every letter I receive.
As a matter of fact, I haven’t the heart to
disappoint any of you, much less seven in
one go. But if I have a grievance of any
account, it is that Pm obliged to disappoint
many readers by giving them scant replies—
or none at all. But T hope none of you will
give up writing me on that account. Your
turn will come when you least expect it
And as you had iutended writing e a v,}mu-
sund times bofore, “The Happy Seven,” I
hope some of the overdue !vttors—-hom all
the seven of you—will come rolling in now.
T always jolly well answer every letter
I possibly can, and I hope some. of yours
will be amongst them. My best thanks to
all of “The Happy Seven.” Your letter
cheered me up no end

"

About John \Vxl]‘ud M. C, you’d better
look at what I've said to Terence Sullivan,
ubove. (Pve _called him Micky, but it's all
the same),

iy
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PLAYING WITH DEATH! Leaping
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and skidding along the speedway like a

magd thing roars the Kent racer with Big Bill Barry at the wheel. One error of
judgment means, at the-speed he is travelling, certain death. No wonder Bill’s
brother looks on with his heart in his mouth !

K T

"By ALFRED EDGAR,

N

T R

T

DICK. BARRY is a cheery, iron-nerved boy,
whose great ambition is to drive racing
cars. He acts as mechanic for his
brother—

BIG BILL BARRY, one of the most daring
speedmen that ever handled a high-
powered car, and who is star driver for
Kent racing machines, which have been
entered for a big race in Italy. Their
great fear is that they may be beaten in
the race by—

MARK LYNCH, the daring driver of the rival

Dick make them very light, which means
that they will be dangerous to
After the race, Bill is to make an effort
break all world's records by attaining
(Now

pEH TR GH T HH I

HOW THE STORY STARTED:

a speed of two hundred and fifty miles
an hour on.a wonderful car being con-
structed by—

PROYFESSOR " KEXNT, designer of Kent
cars. At the same time, Mark Lynch's
firm i3 also building a record-breaking
monster, Dick goes with his brother to
Italy for the race on the Monza Speed-
way. The race starts, Dick remaining at
the replenishment pits with other
mechanics because only the driver i3
allowed in a racing machine, On the first
lap, two of the three- Kent cars crack up
with broken front axles, leaving Bill
fighting peck-and-neck with Lynch for the
lead. Dick fears that Bill's axle will go
as the others have done, and he sees a
car crash on the other side of the speed-

iny

way., Is it
read on.)

IR

In the Lead!

ICK craned forward. Beyond the
D trunks of the distant trees he could
just discern a  spinning shape
hurtling to destruction on the iuside
odge of the greut Italian speedway. He saw
it strike the trunk of a tree, and high into
the air whirled the baitered shapo of a
broken wheel, riven metal catching the
sunlight.

An instant after and the whole thing was
blotted out by a chioking pall of blue smoke,
from which the debris streaked high.

Through the horrified gasp of the crowd
behind Dick faintly heard the tearing impact
of the crash, then he started forward across
the track.

Behind him the Kent mechanics shouted
in sudden alarm, and in the same moment
Dick sighted a blazing red Fiat almost on
top of him, He pulled up, feet slithering on

the track, and the roaring machine crashed
past a bare yard in front of him. Its thud-
ding wheels slashed grit and stinging stones
back into his face, and he stood gasping ub
the narrowness of his escape.

In his anxiety, Dick had forgotten that
racing cars were shooting past every sccond
or so. His one thought was to get ic the
scene of the crash and find out if it was
indeed Bill whom the Speed God had
claimed.

For a moment the track was clear, with
only the low-built shape of a blue Delage in
sight, screaming down the straightway. |
Dick dashed on, and he heard the Delage :
thunder past him as he reached the railings
opposite. An_ Italian soldier stood there,
his_bayonet glittering in the sun as he tried
to bar Dick’s path.

The boy ducked under the weapon, got
his hands to the spikes on top of the rail-

ings, aud vaulted clean over them ecre the
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man could turn. He glimpsed officials run-
ning towards him ;mg shouting as they
came, then he was pushing his way through
the spectators beyond the rails, and 1eft all
pursuit behind as he plunged into rank upon
rank of cars parked at the back of the
enclosure.

He reached open ground and went racing
on, to be suddenly confronted by anothe
portion of the strangely shaped speedw
‘The Italian track was shaped like a lozenge
in the centre, with an euter circuit running
around it, the two portions being connected
by a tunnel.

There was a footbridge over this sccond
bit of track, and Dick raced up the steps.
From the top he could see, near the cloud
of oily smoke, men running wildly to the
secene of the smash. On a stretch of road to
the right an ambulance was tearing along,
a man beside the driver ringing a bell with
both hands to clear the way.

Dick plunged off the narrow bridge and
raced over the grass. He felt certain that it
was Bill who had crashed. Tt was only by a
miracle that the other two cars in the Kent
team had escaped disaster when their axles
had broken. Bill’s ecar was dangerously
light, and at the terrific pace he was setting
it was ten chances to one that he had piled
himself up.

Dick was hardly conscious of the effort of
running as he tore onwards. Another foot-
bridge took him across another leg of the
track, then he was in clear view of the crowd
gathering about the debris of the wrecked
machine,

He plunged into the thick of the mob,
using eclbows and hands to get through.
Because he wore mechanic’s overalls and a
brassard on his arm, the crowd did not pro-
test; they thought he was someone to do
with the car. The ambulance had come up
by this time, and Dick glimpsed men geiting
out a stretcher.

Was it Bill wno’d be lying all crumpled
up on the grass? Big Bill, with his wide
grin and his gruff, rough ways—was it he?

Dick came to the forefront of the crowd.
He pushed aside one of the ring of soldiers
who had formed a circle around the spot,
jumped into the opening behind, and stood
staring.

Three men wero bending over a form that
lay stretched out on the turf. Beyond was
the tangled, mangled, oil-smudged shape of
the wrecked car, smoking still. It had a
battered, wedge-shaped radiator, and beyond
it the engine-cover was white.

White! It was a German car—not Bill's
machine! It was one of the two Mercedes
entered for the race. It wasn’t Bill on the

ass, all smashed up. It was some poor
evil of a German -driver—not Bill!

Dick felt himself going shaky in the
sudden relief that the knowledge brought,
and then his glance was caught by two cars
which shot like twin comets along the track

beyond the wreck. One was ten yards in
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the lead of the other, and that one was a
Kent, going like mad!

It was Bill. Dick could see him crouched
up behind his grid-guarded wind-shield, his
tool-scarred hands clamped on the shifting
steering-wheel. And he was yards in front
of Lynch—yards in the lead!

The cars whistled past, threshing wheels
whirling a thin dust haze from the track,
exhausts blaring and the tearing whine of

their superchargers shrilling through the
roar of the mighty engines.
As they rockcted onwards, the soldier

whom Dick had shoved aside grabbed him,
growled something in his ear, and then
thrust him back into the crowd.

moment after and Dick was clear of the
mob, watching his brother’s machine as it
thundered round a banked curve, and yelling
aloud in excitement and relief as he wrged
the hurtling car on.

All-inl

T took Dick a long while to get back
I to the replenishment-pit, because he
kept stopping to watch Bill rock past

on various parts of the track.

So long as Bill kept going, Dick knew that
he wasn’t pulling into the pit for anything.
Replenishment-pits are places where cars pull
in during the race for repairs, or for fuel
and water and oil. They werce set in a long
Jine in front of the grandstands, each “pit”
being a wired-in enclosure with a blank at
the front, on which was stacked tools and
spare wheels and other parts likely to ho
needed in the race.

One mechanic was allotted to each car.
No one else, except the driver, was allowed
even to lay a finger on it. Dick was attached
to Bill’s car, and if, by chance, the machine
pulled in while Dick was away from the pit,
then Bill would have to work on the car by
himself,

Realising this after a while, Dick hurried
on. Ho got told off by the other Kent
mechanics for going away, but they all
rcalised that he had thought the smashed car
to be Bill’s, and they soon settled down to
watching the race again.

By the time that a quarter of the full dis-
tance had been run, Bill was nearly a mile in
the lead from ILynch’s roaring Ince Eight,
and it was then that the Kent racer began
to show signs of the terrific strain.

She began to swerve on the straightway in
front of the stands. Where the track was
rough, she jumped madly. She fought
against her driver on the curves, but Bill
nover slowed. Always he kept the throttle
wide and held the lead he had gained over
his rival.

But Dick and the rest watched with their
hearts in their mouths. The car had been
dangerous before it went on to the track
because, in Bill's urge for lightness and
speed, some parts of it had been weakened

Those parts were showing up. At
moment, it seemed, something must sm
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and bring the car to smoking disaster. And
yet she held. Lap after lap Bill screamed
round, never easing his pace until half-dis-
tance, when the mechanics hung out a signal
which told Bill he must come in on the next
lap for fresh fuel and to change his wheels
all round.

Dick knew that here was his chance to
split seconds and help to win the race. The
faster he changed the wheels and refueled
the machine, the quicker Bill would be able
to get his car away.

Dick watched for the racer to come sliding
off the banking to the flat. It appeared,
and then came streaking down. Dick heard
the brake-shoes screaming in the drums, the
car skidded a little on an oily patch before
annthu‘ pit, and then came slithering to a

It had barely como to rest when Dick
rammed a giant jack
under the back axle
and  crashed the
lever down, lifting
both wheels clear of
the ground, A
moment after and
he was performing
one of the fastest
wheel changes that
the Italian speedway
had ever seen.

Dick had spent
hours of practice to
be able to do this
job in the way it
should be done. =
Copper-headed ham-
mer slammed on the
quick-release  hub-
caps with never a
miss, the caps came
spinning off, the old
wheels  with  their
worn tyres were
jerked away, and tho
new wheels crashed
home.

While Dick
worked, Bill should
have Leen out of the car, filling up with fuel
and water—but he didn't move from the
smoking cockpit. Dick noticed it, and he
wondered why.

New wheels home, he clawed off the cap
of the radiator and slopped the water-pipe
in, then did the same for the petrol-tank.
He wasted not even the fraction of a second,
and at the pits on either” side mechanics
were open-eyed at his smartness.

A thousand eyes watched him from across
the track as he worked, and the folk there
marvelled at his speed and his skill. Inteot
on his job, Dick saw, without really noticing
it, that there was dried blood on the sides
of Bill's fingers, where they were clamped
on the cord-bound rim of the steering-wheel.

His face was streaked with oil-smoke and
dust, and he hadn’t even shifted his goggles
as he sat immobile in his seat.
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Dick rammed the tank caps home.

“Right!?” he yelled, and rushed to the
tail of the machine,

He hecaved there with all his weight, roll-
ing the car forward in a push start until
Bill let in the clutch; the engine fired
again and the machine roared into the race
once more.

Dick watched it go, then turned to the pit.
He saw that all tho Kent mechanics were
staring blankly after the machine, and he
hcmd one, of them gasp:

“Did ¥ ’r see Bill—he’s all in! Couldn’t
get out o' the car!”

“8he’s been jumping all over the track
an’ knocking him sick!” another man ex-
claimed. “His hands were bleeding where
he’d been hangin’ on to the wheel. Ho

didn't get out o’ the car because he was
afraid he’d crack up!”

Dick swung hxmxeli into the narrow cockpit, snd as he did so he saw one of the race
ficials rushing up, fogether with a reserve Kent driver—

Dick stared at them, looking from one man
to another. None of them heeded him us
ho stood there, although from adjacent pits
hing men were applauding the swilt
he had worked on the car.

They were saying that Bill had been
knocked sick by the hurtling machine, that
it was too light to sit the track, that he'd
never finish the race. And while they talked
the car came roaring round again.

Dick watched her jump and skid off the
banking. All four wheels bounced clear of
the ground as she struck a bump on the
straightway, and, as the car dropped back,
Dick saw his brother jerked forward, and
then his body was thudded against the squnh
behind him—thudded with a crash that must
have shaken him all through!

And this was going on all round the track.
Every bump shook him up, every change
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from slope to flat meant a jump and a skid.
No wonder he hadn’t got out of the ear, no
wonder his hands were skinned by the tough
cord chafing them on the steering-wheel.

That brief stop at the pits had let Lynch
into the lead, because he had been only
a mile behind. But the Ince Eight rival
would have to come in soon for replenish-
ments, as Bill had done. Dick watched for
Bill to close up to the Ince Eight. But
Lynch held his lead, and the fact that Bill
didn’t gain went to prove that he was losing
strength. .

With each lap his driving became worse.
Twice he skidded in awful fashion, bringing

Dick’s heart into his mouth. The Xent
machine was no longer a car. It was a

bucking, leaping, smashing demon—a roar-
ing, crashing devil which at any .moment
might get oat of hand and hurl its strained-
faced pilot to destruction.

&)
—But the boy didn heed them. Bill had had to drop
out of the race and Dick was going to take his place!

“Fetch him in!" Dick heard the foreman
mechanic yell when three-quarters of the dis-
tance had been run. “He’ll kill himself if
he goes on. Look at that!”

The car skidded off the home banking
again, straightened up, and then came hurt-
ling past, snaking down the straight. They
hung out the signal for Bill to stop at the
pit, but if he saw it he paid no heed. Two
more laps ho went, then he got into the
worst skid of all on the bad patch at the
beginning of the straightway.

The car slewed sideways in a front-wheel
skid, seemed to skim the fencing, pulled out,
and then turned completely round in a mad
circle, with a blue Bugatti behind it braking
in_desperation and barely avoiding the
skidding Kent.

The French machine shot past and hurtled
on, with Bill’s car roaring behind it. He
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raced across the track, pulled straight, thon
came rocking towards the pits. Dick could
see him lying half-sideways in the cockpit,
then came the screech of brakes as Bill
slowed the car. It went past the pit, still
slowing, and finally stopped with Dick racing
u

p.

Bill was collapsed over the wheel, engine
stopped, and smoke wavering up past the
foot-grid. Dick tucked his hands under his
brother’s shoulders and tried to heave him
out. A couple of track marshals leaped to
his assistance, jabbering in Italian.

They got Bill out between them, and Dick
could see that he was all in. It would be
impossible for him to drive on; the car had
battered him limp and helpless. = For a
moment Dick hesitated, then, as the marshals
carvied Bill away, he slipped the starting-
handle out from under tho seat.

He raced to the front of the machine and
swung the mighty engine with ‘all his
strength. Tt fived almost immediately; he
dropped the handle back, and slid over the
side of the cockpit. - 2

Behind him he saw men running and

shouting. One of the reserve Kent drivers
was running up, but Dick didn’t stop for
him. Bill bad started the race, and Dick

was going to finish it for him!

Ho snapped into gear, and the squab
thudded_his back as he sent the machine
away. Ho was on the banking at the end
of tho straight, as, with a vicious scream,
Lynch’s car ripped past him and went ahead
—a lap in the lead!

A Race with Death!
ICK had no crash-helmet, but there
D were Eﬂam goggles at one side of
the cockpit. He grabbed a pair and
slipped them on, then settled to
chase the tearing Ince Eight.

He hadn’t gone a mile before he discovered
why the corded wheel was all blood-stained.
The wheel kicked under his hands. The car
leaped like a pea on a plate from every jump.
It tried to keep straight on when it came, to
bends, and took all the strength of Dick’s
arm and shoulder muscles to haul it round.

The thunderous roar of the engine swept
back to his ears. From the footgrid there
came thick, heavy oil fumes and a rush of
hot, air that seared his ankles and swept up
to his face. Wind screamed past the tiny
screen before his eyes, flattening his hair
and feeling like streamers of ice against his
ears and scalp.

The seat was as hard as iron, hammered
flat under the impact of Bill’s body, and the
squab at the back was just the same. Every
bump, overy jerk of the leaping car thudded
Dick down in the seat, battering him
viciously.

A big bump where the track ran under the
tunnel almost tore the steering-wheel out of
Dick’s hands, and he got the car under
control again just in time to avoid hitting
tho tunmel side and smashing himself up.
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And ahead of him, drawing steadily away
all the time, was Lynch's car.

Dick put his foot down on the accelerator

dal, gave the engine all she’d take, and

gan to close down. It felt to him now as
though the wheels of his machine barely
touched the ground—but when they did, it
was to thud %)m down in his seat until he
was shaken back to the spine.

He drove -without realising what part of
the track he was on. The cireuit was six
miles long, and before he expected it he
saw the bunting-decked stands and the
colourful line of pits opening up ahead—and
Lynch was pulling in K)er replenishments !

That would give Dick a chance to catch
up that lead the man had snatched! He
glanced at his own pit as he rocketed past.
They were flying a mgndl for him to come
in. Let ’em fly it! He’d always wanted a
chance to show that he could drive. He'd
got his chance now,

All out, he roared on. He was getting
used to the bumps now. He remembered
where they came and braced himself to take
them. Bill had driven magnificently, and it
would be fine if he could cap his brother’s
effort.

On he went, exulting in the fierce speed.
When he came past the stands again, 1t was
to see that Lynch had left his pit and was
racing down the straight, with the Kenk car
pulling up on him hand over fist. The Ince
machine hadn’t got into its stride yet, and
Dick passed him as they hit the our‘k at the
other end.

He was in the lcad!

There was a little, metal-guarded mirror
let into the top of the scuttle; it cnabled
him to seo what was behind him. He could
see Lynch’s dark face bent behind the wheel
of the hurtling Ince Eight, his dust-covered
teeth gritted and his face black from the
smoke.

The wheels of his car were kicking on the
track, but he didn’t seem to be gaining.

On, rocking past car after car. Picking
them up, closing down, and then smashing
by in a tornado of hurtling sound. One,
two, three laps of it—and he saw that they’d
taken down the recall signal at the Kent pit!
He was holding his lead, and they were
going to let him carry on!

Another lap—and then Dick noticed that
the Ince Eight had closed up. Dick realised
that, unconsciously, he had eased his foot on
the accelerator pedal. He opened wide again,
and the Ince Eight began to drop back a
little.

Another lap. Dick, driving with his tecth
aritted, keeping ahead by sheer physical
effort,

A racing car is one of the most uncom-
fortable things in the world, and a man who
drives one needs something more than nerve
and skill. He has to train for a race with
the strictness of a boxer for a big fight, so
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that every nerve and muscle is tuned to the
pitch of efficiency, just as he has tuned his
car.

Big Bill had trained for this race in that
way, and he had held the car for three-
quarters of the distance before he had
cracked up. He wasn’t the sort of fellow to
give in easily, and he hadn’t stopped until
the car had smashed him weak and limp.

Dick hadn’t trained like that. He was
only a boy. He'd got all the courage and
grit of his burly brother, but he hadn’t the
same strength.

On the fifth lap, the Ince Eight closed up
again. Dick spurted, to get into a mad skid
as the car heaved off a bump, and to have
Lynch shoot past him as he straightencd
out. Dick opened up, saw the grandstands
flash past, forgot all the pain and heat as he
drew down to the Ince Eight's tail. The
mechanics cheered wildly in the Kent pit as
they saw him slide past on the banking
further along.

He was in front again! Once more the
Ince Eight came creeping up.

Dick clenched his teeth and kept ahead.
Now the fumes of the engine were coming
back until they sickened him. His feet and
ankles seemed to be afire from the heat.
His muscles were turning to jelly from the
pounding of the car. His shoulders and
thighs were bruised, and the back of his
neck was stiff from the strain of bracing his
neck against the wind.

He lost count of laps and distance. Cars
kept leaping into his vision like coloured
specks on the tapering track ahead. He
came up and passed them one by one.
Every littlo while Lynch surged level; each
time Dick spurted and left him behind.

Tt seemed to him that the sky was turn-
ing dark. But when he gritted his teeth, it
cleared to sunlight again. Twice the track
was blotted out by a black mist that swung
in front of his eyes, and when he forced it
away the second time Lynch shot past and
went ahead.

Dick tried to chase hlm, and sat on his
tail with the Ince Eight’s cxhaust blaring
back at him. Then Lynch began to draw
away.

There was no feeling in Dick’s hands now.
His whole body had gonc numb, only hia
feet seemed hot and burning from the
terrific heat of the engine.

He made a last effort to “overcome his
weakness. He was Jetting Bill down, he
told himself; he’d got to go on!

He surged up to his rival on the long
banking before the straight. The Kent car
crept up until its youthful driver could see
the fire that was spitting from the Ince
Eight's exhaust. Together they swung
round the curwe, until Dick saw the straight
opening up—and then he hit the big bump
as his brother had done before.

(Continued on page 44.)
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BRITISH AND
GUARANTEED

“That's her signal . . . . and

Get this 1927-8 here she comes round the bend.
HORNBY Dead on time, as usual!”

Book of Trains Whether on passenger service,

It's the best yet! goods traffic, or carrying out

shunting operations, Hornby
Locos may be depended upon to
give the utmost satisfaction.
They are British-made through-
out, fully guaranteed and beauti-
fully enamelled in correct
railway colours.

Your miniature railway is exact
" in every detail when it is con-
The new Hornby Book of structed with Hornby Rolling

Trains tells%hewonderful story Stock and Accessories. There
of the Life of a Locomotive, and £

also contains beautiful illustra- are Passenger Coa,CheS! Pullman
tions in full colour of all the Cars, Tunnels, Signals, Level
Hosnbx Locos, RolliGn% Stock Crossings and many other items,
an CCessories. = your H 5
copy to-day iprice 3d.) from all made in perfect ProPortlon
yonr dealer, or send three and all beautifully finished.

penny stamps to Meccano Ltd.
{Dept. S}, Binns Rd., Liverpool, Ask Dad to buy you a Hornby

Train for Christmas.

Make friends with your Dealer—he can help you!

HORNBY TRAINS

Prices of Hornby Trains from 7/6 to II0/-.
Meanufactured by
MECCANO LIMITED : Binns Road :: LIVERPOOL
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 85.
SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.
I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST, FRANK'S- LEAGUE,
. and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offcred to Members
oi the League. I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE to onc new reader. whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto Will you,
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of i
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.
SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member No......... (give BMembership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me....... (state number of
introductions up Yo date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

1 hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer,
to - this  issue of “ THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”
(FULL NAME).
(ADDRESS)
INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTHUGTIDNS.—mad" Applying for Mem- ( the form. Now pin both forms togethcr angd send
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application | them to the Chief Officer, as ve. One new

Korms from Two cuples of this week's issue of
“PHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. Oun one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Sectious B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form The second form is for your
new reader, who fllls .u Section C, crosses out
Bections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtaln six new
veaders for this award. For each new reader

complete  forms, bearin the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

reader will then be xc-ustercd a;axnst your name,
and when six new readers have beem registered,
you will pe sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There i3 nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can apply in the same way
as for the bronze medal, nllmg in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number of members mcy can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not scaled and no
letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGE!

You can write to fellow members living at

home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire,

You are offered free advice on choosing a

trade or calling, and on to the

S 0! JOINING THE LEAGUE.

offered free hints on holidays,
whethex w:\lkmg. biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by

colonies and dependencies.
It you want to form a sports or,soclal
club, you can do so amongst local members

the growth of the League,

It you want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever

of the League.

ready to assist you.
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The London Fire Brigade.
A Sussex reader, ‘who is & messenger in the
Lewes Fire Brigade, asks me for information

about the London Fire Brigade. The Metro-
politan ‘Brigade was formed in 1866. Prior to
that time the churchwardens aud overseers
of every parish had been compelled under
an Act passed in 1774, to maintain an engine
for putting out fires oceurring in their
boundaries. In 1888 the London County
Couneil assumed control of the Fire Brigade,
which, since 1904, has been styled the London
Tirve Bngade The Brigade consists of a chief
f»fhcer, two divisional officers, and 1,919 offi-

s, firemen, coachmen and pilots. There
are 62 land stati ong, 13 ambulance stations,
3 river stations, and one river repairing depot.
The Brigade has 87 motor fire engines and
65 motor eseape vans, There are 1,646 street
fire-alarm posts. Some idea of the immense
work of the Brigade is obtained from the
fuct that the number of calls on its services
during the year ending December 3lst, 1925,
totalled 7,476. The Brigade is a magnificent
body of men, unequalled for bravery and
xesmuce, and always ready on the instant te
face the deadly peril of the fire fiend.

Plums From Down Under.

It is cheery to run through the Australian
mail and find sueh a top-hole little assort-
ment of compliments. There is a newsagent
at King’s Park, South Australia, who has
plainly stated that the “Nelson Lee Library
is the most popular boys’ book that comes
his way.

Then there is an encouraging missive from
a correspondent who pleasantly calls himself
the *“Mystery Writer.”” His postmark is
Parramatta. When one gets a mystery letter
there is the expox\uimn that the writing will
start fading out in a jumpy way, or that
missing words will turn up and bhnk at you
whefx least expected. But there was nothing
of all that here. My Parramatta pal kept to
the point most prmseworfhlly, and he said
enough to prove that the uld paper is the
goods out there.

Another supporter at Alden!?y, Queensland,
tells me that there is a club going along in
great style in his district,
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y
The Editor.

Not Altogether Happy.

Here is a serions complaint from J. B.
(Todmorden), who is employed in a whole-
sale firm, and has had the m rtune to
meet with some unpleasant fellow-workers.
There is the typical, loud-voiced, bullying in-
dividual who takes far too0 much on himself.
Nobody likes him, as stands to reason. In
addition, my chum has to work along with
a regular sulky, silentg Lhﬂp When this fellow
does open his mouth it is enly to gro

am afraid my Tedmorden chum will Jmt
have to stick it as well as he can, for the
world has not been cut to the patiern some
of us welld have chosen, and pretty well
everybody has to put up with rongh customers
at one time or another. But one )nli) old
eomfortable thing .can be rem d—
namely, that good feeling and ami

.Jnl are

catching, and the cve tpmpued fellow ean
work a lot of good j by being himself,
and showing the other man how the game

should be played.

Learrmv Latin.

A reader up no sks me where hw could
get a Latin dunmh . He says: 1 want
to learn something about L'mn and such-
like things.” Well, he can get a thm
lexicon at any booksellers’ shop, or he could
see one at the Free Library. And I wish him
good luek in his ambition. He will find a
fair knowledge of Latin of immense help in
all manner of ways.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Erie French, Chesterton Mills, Cambridge,
wishes to correspond with readers who are
Scouts, especially those overseas.

Boy R. Lee, 365, Mess 20, H.M.S. Marl-
G.P.O. London, wishes to hear

especially those in Bromley,

borough, cfo
fmm !eaderﬂ

Ken

Harold G. Beott, 233, Markhouse Road,
Walthamstow, Lkondon, E.1?, has back
numbers of the N.L.L., both old and new
series, for sale.

Fred Clarke, 61, Church Street, 8t. Peter’s,
Broadstairs, Kent, wishes to currespond with
readers intexested in Natural History and
pets; he also wantis to join a club and to buy
or exchange N.L.L., old series.

Doric Hendricks, Church Street, Riversdale,
Cape Province, South Africa, wanis o hear
from readers interested in his football club.

(Continued orverleaj.)
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(Continued from page 40.)

The front wheels struck and the ear leaped
highs Dick heard the tearing whir of the
rear wheels, then they struck fhe ground |
again—slithering -sideways. He saw Lynch

ih

streaking ahead, and the paling
of thie track seomed to slash at hin,

He saw men ranning wildly from the spot,
as he wrenched on the wheel to straighten
up. The ear nswered—then the tail skidded
vound.  Tlo had @ whiding glimpse of stands

# s —bunting—faces, ol merged  {o w
spinning blur.

The fence showed wp i Front of him
again, with ihe car yocking ai it. He tvied
to pull on ihe steering-wheel. but he hadn'
the strength to shift ir.  He sood on the
hrake-pedal—heard {the brakeshoes  serecch-
ine—thien the front of the cav Lit the fence!

Jrokan woodwork flew i o scairerved shoyw
dust heaved wp: and he felt the car ~dem
sideways; cauting over
Something siruck  his mnuntuwd
and thefcoblivion swamped his bisin |

Ties nl

(Is Dick }nmu\/u tujurcd e owidl le bé
able to condinue in the vace? Tf b o't
Luneh will wiv—and you cin bet Dick wan't

allow that if it~ possibly b aroided.
Don't miss wext wiek's gramd astaluont,
boys.) l

izall vou pa)’ for a Horste

less Gra ne or :

604 Moadwitis giant metal |8
horn, massive oak c e and silent motor,;
Carriage paia. 10Days’ Tri:

model b cash to rccurd bayors.. §
Cabinors. gnd. T .
AVrite for h'eé illustrated art cmhlug.u 2

Company (Dept. Q.2.),

Me a.'Snnkhreok. Birmingham.
CUT -THIS OUT

= I\'ELS_ON (LEE " -PEN. COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of These conpons, with only 29 (and 24, w\vnp\
\X,ru\ e tye FLEET PEN CO.} 119, Fleet Stroot;
E.C.4. Byireturn vou willsyeeiive o lia me lever
scitfilling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN \\nh ml\ll gol\l
sl (e, medinm or lmmh usuaily 10
- 0r 106 coupons only 2, De Luxi 1((1 (‘
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L I
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED
(Coutin fram prcriavs page)

Iat - ud
Terael Ierr, P00 Box 3116, Johauueshurg,

ansvaal,
icket club f

Suu\h Africa, wishes to form a
or members 18 years amd over,

He also wishes to hear from readers whao
have N.IL.T. -Lefore No. 130 for sale.

Leslie A. Kessler, 48, Havelock Road,
Brighton, wishes to correspond with readers
in Hong Kong, Cape of Good Tope, and
Venezuela, who ave Interested in stamp cot-
lecting; le has NI, new series—odd
munbers up to Th—for sale.

Sidney W. Le Roux, P.O. Bax 109, King
William’s Towi. South Africa, would like to
hear from readvrs. and lu- ) (r((m[h watils
back numbers of the N.L.

Frie Meakin. 21, Bn&fo] toud, (Ikestnn,
Dérhyshire, wishes (o correspond with readers

sencral;

any where an sports and fopics in
all letters answered.

E. Wills, 18, Baker
Mare; Somersetshir

Street, Weston-super-
would like to hear from

readers’ in Australia, America, South Alvien

and Fa letters answeved,
(Im]us RBrereton, 50, High Surect, Gon-

gleton, (l|(~~lmf~ would like to corresp

with readers in Unired States, Spain, )

Indin " and  the Cold

All |

answer e

Ted Crorden, ~t View,
nr. Blackburn, Tapes
readers unywheve

MaeMahon

Const

Goreat Harwood,
wishes 1o v from

Harry 0. 1. West
oken Hill, NSV, Au uts o
¢ fromn vearbeis in §lawai . Suva,
awd other pilaens i the AL Tetters
promptly avswered
s rsem

NOT BE BULLXED
§cnd 44, Stamps for Two_Splendid
on:

s in Jl\!xtsu, t)n “undunul
and Hondsoma

lf Defen

o pi
% of ourselt; 1
0 cam_have
fated Portion for b0
e Ron VAWARA S (Depe:

Hapworth, Fellham, Middiceex
don ‘school Dail

AP.). Queensway
Pracucul “ruition Lo

Eeixht Inorens:d 5/ (‘omplele

Days. Course.

Ap nnnceu No_Drugs, No  Dieting.

'lhe Melvin Strong System NEVER ‘FALLS.

Send stamp for particulars and wmmcnms
=MELVIN STRONG, LTD
Ludgate Hill. Londos. Engla

All applications for Advertisement Spaces
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager, *The
Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetwdy
House, Farringdon Street, Loadon, E.C.4.

4 the Propriccor

Printed and Publisied every Tednexioy
Tarringdon <, n, © nt Office
Tegisiered for traiisiuission il magmm- Bost,
for six month Agm.u far Soufh + Centra
ew Zealand s Messrs, Gorgon & Gotvt, and fo
New Series No. 85.

Timiled;

'smwmptxon xnm

e Amalgamated Bress, 1id, The Flestway House,
ho Flectway Honse, Eareingdon Strect, Lando E.C.4
mmw. and Abroad, 11/- ber auiium
ale Agents for Ausiralia and
News Co. (Canada), Limtted

December 17th, 1927,
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