


Rollicking Complete School Yarn Featuring the Chums of St. Frank’s.

CHAPTER 1.

Willy oen the Warpath!

‘s ELL?” said Wally Freeman ques-
V V tioningly.
Willy Handforth, the cheery

yvoung skipper of the Third Form

at St. Frank’s, looked at the St. Frank’s
football coach with a grim, fighting hight 1n
his eyes.

“They’re not here, Mr.
sard briefly.”

“I can sce that, can’t 1?” said the coach.
“What's the matter with your men, any-

Freeman,” he

how? I thought you told me they were
keen? 1 thought you said that you wanted
yeur fags’ eleven to be something this
year 1 -

Willy breathed hard. He and the famous
ex-International footballer were standing at
the far end of Little Side. This section of
the extensive St. Frank's playing fields was
rcgarded by the Third Form as its own
private property. ‘The turf wasn’t particu-
larly good—the scniors, in fact, regarded
this patch as a wilderness—but it was good
erongh for the Third.

“Rorry to have brought you out here for
nothing, Mr. Freeman,” said Willy. "I
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shall have to do
about 1t—so that
happen again. It's awfully
decent of you to pay any
attention to us fags at all.”

“My job 1s to coach you
youngsters, and I'm pleased
to sce that you are kcen,” rephed Free-
man. ‘*When I’m not cngaged with the
older hoys, I'm only too glad to give you
a hand. Let me know how you get on,
won’t you ?”

He strolled away, and Willy clenched his
fists. Lessons weré over, and, accerding to
his 1nstructions, every member of the Third
Form XI should have turned up for prac-
.ti<icfz. And not one was there—except him-
self !

“Something’s got to be done—and some-
thing drastic!” muttered Willy fiercely.
“Freeman’s thinking that my men aren’t
keen. But he’s wrong. I know why the
chaps haven’t turned up. Anyhow, I think
I know!”

He raced off. There was no sense in re-
maining on Little Side by himself. Arriving
in the Triangie, he caught sight of Chubhy
Heath.

something
it doesn’t

‘“No good jumping down my throat,
Willy !” said Chubby, as Willy ran up.
‘“Biggleswade collared me——"

“That’s enough!” ‘interrupted Willy. *“Seo
Biggleswade collared you, did lie? Didn’t
you explain that yon were wanted for prac-
tice? Didn’t you tell him that there were
other fags ready for dury?”
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»” said

pre-

“0Of course I did, but you know what
Biggy is,” growled Chubby Heath.  “He
says there’s no other fag who can light a
fire like I can, and he wouldn’t listen to me.
And Biggy, after all, is decent. 1 tried
cheeking him, but it didn’t work. He only
laughed and told me to cut.”

Juicy Lemon came running up. His first
name was really Christopher, but the Third
had heard it only once. Once was enough.

“Can’t you do something about this,
Willy ?” he asked plaintively. ‘“Just as I
was coming across to Little Side I was
grabbed by Conroy major. Young Dexter
was with me, and I told Conroy that I was
wanted for footer and that Dexter wasn’t,
but it made no difference. Conroy grabbed
me,”’

“I'll go and see Conroy—and Biggleswade,
too!” said Willy ferociously.

IGGLESWADE, of the Sixth, was giv-
ing a little party in his study.
Reynolds and Mills were coming
over from the Modern House. Big-

gleswade turned round with a host-like smile
a3 his study door opened. But it was only
Willy Handforth.

“] want @ word with you, Biggy,
Willy grimly.

“You can ealear out!” retorted Biggles-
wade. “I’m expecting some visitors—"

“Exactly,” said Willy. ‘“You're expecting
visitors, and you collar Chubby Hecath to
light your fire and get the tea ready, don't
vou? Didn’t Chubby tell you that he was
wanted for footer practice?”

‘“He might have done,” replied the
fect, staring. ‘“What if he did? And not
so much of your cheek, my lad!”
. “I'm not cheeky—I'm only wild!” replied
Willy. “How the dickens do you think I
can get up & Third Form footer team if
seniors pinch all my men? It’s been
it every day this week! Whenever I try
to get my team together they’re doing
errands—fagging for you chaps.”

“Fags are here to be fagged,” said Big-
gleswadec.

“I know that—but if we only work to-
gether there’d be none of this trouble,” said
Willy. *“There were plenty of other kids
waiting, weren't there? Why must you pick
on Chubby? Wouldn’t Gates have done?
Or Blythe?”

“I'm awfully sorry, old son, but your
troubles bore me,” replied the Sixth-
Former good-naturedly. “When I want
Heath, I have Heath—and I'm not being
put off with a young 1diot like Gates. Heath
knows my ways, and I can trust him.”

‘“ And what about our football ?” demanded
Willy hotly.

‘““Sorry, kid, but I think I can hear my
guests coming,” said Biggy. *“This pains
me more than 1t does you, but I can assure
you it's necessary.”
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le flung open the door, scized Willy firmly
by the scruff of the neck, and booted him
out into the corridor.

‘““Nothing like it,” remarked Recynolds, of
the Modern House. ‘‘We do just the samo
over on our side. Whenever a fag gets
cheeky there's only one remedy—the boot.”

Willy controlled himself with difficulty.
The seniors passed into the study and closed

the door. So Willy went along and looked
into Conroy major’s study.

“Oh, here you are,” said the Sixth-
Former. “It’s about time—— Hallo! 1

thought it was young Lemon back. What do
you want, Handforth minor?” he added
suspiciously. ‘

“I want to tell you off !” weplied Willy
boldly. ‘“You're a keen footballer, Conroy
major, and you wouldn’t be in the Firs
Eleven now unless you had been playing
hard ever since you were in the Third. How
do you think I'm going to get my team into
shape if they’re never free for practice?
Lemon was booked for Little Side this after-
noon, and you grabbed him——"

**Of all the infernal sauce!” roared Conroy
major. ‘“‘Get out of this study, you young
blighter!”

‘“If you’ll only listen to me—

“I've heard enough of your confounded
cheek already!” snorted the prefect.

Biff! Slam! .

Willy shot through the doorway, propelled

by Conroy major’s boot. The door slammed.
The Third Form skipper picked himself up
gingerly. He tried other senior studies, and
at the end of five minutes he concluded that
the game wasn’t worth the candle. He had
been booted out so many times that his rear
was feeling the effects. The seniors, appar-
ently, had only one way with fags.
“That's done it!” panted Willy, as he
icked himself up for the sixth time. ‘“That’s
absolutely and definitely done i1t! The rot-
ters! I go to them in a reasonable mood
and they won’t even listen to me! All right!
They've asked for trouble—and they’ll get
it!” .

”

CHAPTLER 2.
The Manifesto!

R. ALINGTON WILKES, turning
the corner of the Sixth Form
passage, beheld Willy Handforth

picking himself up. Willy walked
towards him with a peculiarly awkward
gait—which, in itself, was eloquent enough.

“Trouble, old man?” asked the House-
master sympathetically.

Willy's eyes burned. Mr. Wilkes was dif-
ferent—he was a sportsman. He would
understand. But Willy hesitated. A feliow
couldn't very well sneak. .

“It’s nothing, sir,” he growled. “Just
a bit of bother with
some of these seniors.”

A door opened and a
prefect looked out.
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“You still here, jyounz Handforth?” he
demanded warmly. ‘I thought I booted you
out, and told you—— Oh, hallo, sir! Didn’t
know you wecere here, sir.”

**What has this youngster been doing?”
azked Mr. Wilkes.

“Cheeking the whole Sixth Form passage,
by what I can understand, sir,” replied the
prefect. ‘“He’s had the nerve to come hero
and kick up a fuss because we’ve been using
the fags. It’s like his cheek to question
our authority. Yagging is a& recognised
system at St. Frank’s, and—"

“Wait a minute!” broke in Willy grimly.
“T never questionecd your authority to fag
us. I’'m all in favour of it myself; it does
the chaps good to do a bit of work. DBut
it’s a pily you can’t use the chaps who are
waiting to be fagged, and not pick on the
members of my footer eleven. As long as
some of us are always ready, I don’t see
what you've got to grumble about.”
“That secems perfcctTy fair,”” remarked Mr.
Wilkes mildly.

““What do these fags know about football,
sir ?” asked the prefect with 1mpatience.

“They’ll know nothing if you keep them
from practice, old man,” replied the Housec-
master gently. “I don’t want to take sides
in this affair, but it certeinly seems to mo
that there ought to be some amicable way
of arranging matters.”

He walked on, and the prefect shrugged
his shoulders and went back into his study.
Willy followed Mr. Wilkes.

“I wasn’t going to say anything about it,
sir, but Wilson chipped in just et the right
minute,” he said, falling into step. “I'm
not grousing against the fagging system, and
I'll scc that the chaps do their duties. But
all this weeck I've been trying to get my
tcam together, and every time half the
chaps arc kept away. I went to Little Sido
this afternoon, and not & single man turncd

up! Mr. Freeman was there, too, and he
was made to look a fool. Is that right,
sir ?”

‘““ AN your men were fagging, I take it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, much as I sympathise with you, 1
must remind you that you’re always liable
to be called upon——" .

“ But not the team, sir!” broken in Willy
quickly. ‘“The other chaps, yes. As long
as we lcave plenty of fags on duty while
we’re at practice, what the dickens does it
matter to the seniors? But they won’t look
at it that way—they pick on certain fags,
their own favourites, and the result 1s 1 can
never get my team together.” -

“H’m! Rather an awkward situation, old
son,” eaid Mr. Wilkes. “As long as thege
are fags available for duty, I really don’t see
what the scniors have to grumble about. 1
can quite understand your desperation.”

Willy took the plunge.

“T've got a whecze, sir,” he confided.
“Will you let me scttle this matter myself—
1t my own way? I promise I won’t trans-
grees any of the traditions of the school, but

there might be a bit of bother. If there isq
Mr. Wilkes’ eyes twinkled.
“You’ve touched my weak spot, old chap
replied. “I think you’d better cut off.”
Willy cut—mentally deciding that ‘“Old
‘¢ UNION,” said Willy calmly. ‘That’s
the ticket, my sons! Unity 13
gether, and stand up for our rights,
we'll soon have these giddy seniors eating
~ The Third listened, half-scared by the dar-
ing of this suggestion, but unquestionably
and Willy Handforth was presiding with his
usual efhiciency.
an awed voice. ‘‘Isn’t that a bit thick?
The seniors would never stand for it.”
a union can only succeed if we all bind our-
selves to stick to the rules. This wunion
rights, but to stop the abuse of them.
Things have got to a pass. These giddy

can I rely upon you to wink at it?”
—I was never any good at riddles,” he
Wilkey ”’ was a brick.
strength, and if we only stick to-
out of our hands.”
thrilled. It was a full meeting of the Form,
‘““A union, eh?” said Chubby Heath in
“They’d have to,” retorted Willy. “But
isn’t designed to rob the seniors of their
seniors arc picking on certain fags because

they’re more eflicient than others. That
doesn’t come within the code. The seniors
are supposed to take any fag who's

available.”

““ And will this union make them do it?”
asked Owen minor dubiously.

“It will,” replied Willy grimly. ‘‘There’ll
be no more picking and choosing—no more
taking football players when they’re required
on the field. We’ve got to share the. work
between us, my sons.”

“It’s about time we had a union, then,”
said Chubby Heath. ‘“Some of us are
fagged morning, noon, and night; and others
—the duffers—never get fagged at all. Do
you mean to say that this unien will even
things up all round?”.

“That’s just what it’s designed for,” said
Willy calmly. “I’m getting out a manifesto,
and I’ll take it round to all the seniors
myself. Organisation, my sons! That’s the
wheeze! We’ll have certain fixed times for
our fagging duties. Some of us will be on
the job, say, from four till six; others from
six till cight. We can change about, too,
and vary the order. It’s only a matter of
arranging.”

‘““And those seniors will be dished
properly !’ grinned Juicy Lemon. *“My hat!
Let’s have a look at that manifesto!”

Willy produced it. In its own way, it
was a masterpiece. Clearly, concisely, it laid
down its tenets; it stated that there would
always be fags rcady for duty, but that no
special fags were to be selected. Each fag
would have his own duty-hours, and 1if he
shirked his duties he would be punished—
not by the seniors, but by the union,
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The Third thought that the manifesto was
a masterpeice. The Sixth held a diftferent
opinion; they thought i1t was a consummate
picce of cheek. Willy took it round to all
the senior studies, and that evening, in the

Sentor Day Room, one or two comments
werce made.
“Manifesto?” satd Wilson, when some-

body brought up the subject. I chucked it

in tne fire.”

Nobody in the Sixth considered that
memorable document worthy of any further
consideration. The fire was obviously the
place for it.

CHAPTER 3.
The Strike!

6 A-A-A-AG
Wilson,

of the Sixth,
opcening  his  study  door,
bawled at the top of his
voice. It was the following after- .

noon, and lessons were over. Gates,
of the T'hird, shot round the corner
and arrived breathless.

we

u‘/“!”“

gh {”// t ,.

“Yes, Wilson, please?” he panted.

““l don’t want you!” said Wilson curtly.
“Where’s Owen minor? He knows I always
want him about tea-time.”

““Owen minor 1sn’t on duty now, Wilson,”
faltered Gates.

“Not on duty?”
¢ What the deuce—-"

““It’s—it’s this new union, please, Wilson,”

said the fag. ‘“Owen minor doecsn’t come
on duty until six o’clock, so you can’t have

snapped the senior.

him. But I'll do anything you want,
Wilson.”

“Oh, you will, will you?” said Wilson
grimly. '‘'I suppose you kid yourself that

you can malke tea as well as Owen minor?
And toast muffins the same as he does?”

i ;1

“T’ll try, Wilson,” said Gates eagerly.

“You won’t experiment on my tea—or my
mufhns,” rctorted Wilson. “So the union
has had the confounded nerve to start, has
it? Whero's Owen minor?”

“He’s off duty-———"

“I know that!” roared Wilson
sivelv.  ““Where 16 he ?”

““Please, Wilson, he’s on Little
footer practice ”

Wilson did not wait to hear any more.
He strode purposefully down the corridor,
and came upon Conroy major and Biggles-
wade and two or three other seniors in an
excited group. Wilson needed no telling
what was the matter.

“Young Handflortl’s at the bottom of
this,” Conroy major was saying. ‘Do theso
darned fags think that we're going to put

MELI A NARE
tQODleJ

Side at

-——. - - —

7 ,‘ - /
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The St. Frank’s seniors eharged on
to the field and the rebellious fags were
dragged unceremoniously away.

(h

up with the duffers they’ve left on duly!?
Young Lemon 18 my fag—he Lknows my
ways—and 1’'m not going to be palined off
with any substitutes.”

“Same here,”” said one of the other
Sixth-Formers. ‘“Blythe is the kid 1 need—
and Blythe isn’t here. I never heard of
such i1mpudence.”

“You’d Dbetter come with me,” said
Wilson. “It’s ten to one that your fags
are fooling about on Little Side. We've
got to teach these kids what’s what. Then
they’ll understand, once and for all, that
we're not putting up with any of this non-
sense.”’

In the Triangle they ran into Ifrinton and
Stanhope of the West House, and they
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badn’t gone far before they caught up with
Sinclair and Payne of the East House. Pre-
fects from all over the school, it seemed,
were converging upon Little Side. Willy
had flung down the gauntlet, and the Sixth-
Formers were accepting the challenge.
Their plan was to nip the rebellion in the
bud. |

They certainly had a good shot at 1it.
Charging on to the fags’ playing-field, they
found Willy Handforth hard at it with his
merry men. They were practising under
the critical eye of Wally Freeman. The
$t. Frank’s coach frowned as the semors
butted 1in.

‘“Just a minute, young gentlemen——" he
began.

“Awfully sorry to disturb you, Mr. Free-
man, but these fags are wanted,” said Wilson
curtly. “You wouldn’t dream of butting
into an affair like this, would you?” he
added politely, but in such a tone that Mr.
Freeman was left in no doubt as to his
best course.

The seniors acted drastically.  They
marched on to the ficld, grabbed their
‘“special ’ fags, and calmly hauled them
away by the scruff of their necks. Willy was
treated just the same as the others. Any
sort of fight was, of course, impossible.
Striking -a prefect mecant a thrashing, any-
how.

The fags submitted tamecly, but with an
inward sense of injustice—a burning anger
at the unwritten law which forbade them to

hit back. Ignominiously they were whirled

indoors and set to work.

“That’s the way to deal with these silly
rcbellions,” said Wilson triumphantly.

The other scniors chuckled. The union
was squashed already. Within ten minutes
of the fag footballers having been dragged
in, they were working as usual—and 1t was
gratifying to the seniors to find that the work
was done cfliciently.

‘ A-A-A-AG!”
F 1t was the quiet hour before call-
ing-over. Tea was finished and for-

gotten, and there was nothing much
doing. Conroy major, opening his study
door, bawled in the approved style. But
there was no answering scuttle of feet.

“Fa-a-a-ag!” bellowed Conroy major again.
'Only the echo of his own voice came back
to him." He caught in his breath with anger
and strode down the corridor to the alcove.
This alcove was the fags’ corner. It was
another unwritten law that there should
always be five or six fags waiting here, ready
for any jobs that were required.

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Conroy major
blankly.

The fags’ corner was empty. But on the

wall there was a sheet of exercise paper,

lastened by a drawing-pin. It was brief and
to the point:

“NOTICE.

““A General Strike has been called by
the Fags’ Union, and no fage will be
available until a satisfactory agreement
has been reached. ‘

““W. HanpFORTIL (Pres.).”

Conroy major read the notico again,
gasped, and then yelled at the top of his
voice. Other seniors, coming out to sce what
aillment Conroy major had suddenly con-
tracted, gathered round the notice in an
excited mob. In tho indignation of the
moment they even forgot their digmty.

“QOutrageous!” snorted Wilson. ** A strike,
eh? I want a fag now—to go to the village
for me. Where the dickens arc the young
begears ?”’ :

“We'll separate and make a scarch,” sug-
gested Biggleswade. '

They scparated, and they searched, but
not a fag was to be found. The scniors,
who had so recently congratulated them-
selves upon the way in which they had
““scotched ** the union, now changed their
minds. |

The fags, apparently, were organised
thoroughly. In fact, so thoroughly that
thcy were holding their strike well out of
reach of ‘the seniors. 'The scniors crowded
indoors and held an impromptu meceting.
Something would have to be done. Unless
thcy were careful, they would become the
daughing stock of the school.

“Anything wrong with you chaps?” asked
Handforth, of the Remove, when hc mes
some Sixth-Formers in the Junior passage.

““Do you know where the fags are??’ asked
Wilson darkly. “You’re not hiding them
in your studies, by any chance?”

“My dear chap, what an idea!” said
Nipper, the¢ Remove captain, as ho lookexd
out of Study C. *“Come and scarch, if you
want to. For your information, howecver,
we're not taking any part in th's iittle
quarrel of yours.” . :

“And good luck to the fags!’* drawled
Travers. “I like to sco ’em standing up
for their rights. Why shouldn’t they play
football i1f they want to?” .

The seniors snorted, conveyving the i1dea
that they entirely disagreced with Travers’
vicws on the subjcect.

CHAPTER 4.
Wilson's Little Blunder!
VER.A WILKES laughed gleefully.

“It’s marvellous, Annie!” she de-
clared. “I've mever seen anything so
topping—and you don’t look a year

older than twelve. It’s amazing what a
diffcrence clothes make.”

Anybody entering Vera’s bed-room at that
moment would have been certain that her
companion was a meck-looking boy—almost
& child. The KEtons fitted vperfcectly, and
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Running up, Willy Handforth and Vera were
just in time to see a figure hurtle out of the
study, propelled by a large boot !
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from tip to toe ‘“he” looked a typical tag
of the more timid kind.

Actually, Annie Russell was a Moor View
girl of fifteen. She had come home with
Vera half an hour earlier, and a transforma-
tion had been made. The fact that Annie
had an Eton-cropped hcad made the dis-
guise all the easier. She was small, too,
and was, incidentally, one of the star per-
formers of the Moor View Amatcur Dramatic
Society.

“It's awfully decent of vou, Vera, to
these togs for me,” she said gratefully.
think they’ll do a treat. I'd better
them off now »

“Walt a minute,” interrupted Vera,
eves twinkling.

She was the Housemaster's daughier, and,
ns such, felt that she could easily afford
to take a chance. She didn’t board at Moor
View like the other girls, but was only a
day-girl—her own home being so ncar.

“It was easy enough for me to bag that
sutt from one of the boy’s lockers,” she
saild, chuckling. “But look here, Annie.
Why not put this to the test? You're going
to play the part of a boy in that show of
vours, aren’t vou?”

“Yes. of course.”

get

her
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“Well, you haven’t been at Moor View
long, and I don’t think you know many of
the St. Frank’s chaps,” said Vera. ‘l.et's
stroll out together, and I'll pretend that
vou're a cousin of mine, or somebody iike
that. And if the chaps accept you as a
boy, 1t’'ll prove pretty well that you’ll be a
big success in the part.” i

Annie burst out laughing.

“I'm game!” she said promptly.
what a lark'!”

She looked meek enough, but she wa: as
full of “nerve” as any schoolboy. The idea
of fooling the St. Frank’s chaps appeaied
to her sense of humour.

“I’ll tell vyou what, though,” she went on.
“Wouldn’t it be @& lot better 1f I wandered
into the boys’ quarters on my own?”

“My hat! 172

“I say,

You wouldn’t dare!

“But it would be a lot better!” insisted
Annie. “Some of these chaps are pceoetty
keen, you know, and they might suspect
things if they saw me with you. Far beticr
let me go alone, and I'll pretend to be a
new kid.”

dn 1

“That’s all verv well, but where

come 1in?”’ asked Vera, with a grimace.” ‘I
shall mss all the fun. Stull, I think vou're
right.  What a laugn we'll have on the
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chaps late: —wlen they find out who jou
GEORGE WILSON, of the Sixth,
had caught sight of a figure at the

“Hi1!” roared Wilson.
fact, lost. Wilson was the first fellow sho

1(\1“ are!”’

Rathu 17 chuckled Annie gleefully.
halted 1n his tracks as he turned
into the Fifth Form passage. He

far end. It was the figure of a boy 1n
Ktons; and very obviously a fag.

Annie Russell halted, startled, She hadn't
found the Junior quarters yet, and was, n
had scen; and, knouuw that he was one
cf the lordly seniors, she did her utmost

10 avoid him. But it was too late. Wilson
came striding up.
“And who do you happen {o be?” heo

aked, laying a heavy hand on the disguised
girl’s shoulder. *1I dont think I've scen
you before, have 1?”
‘T—1 don't think so,” faltered Annie.
“New kid, eh?” said Wilson. “A fag,
too. That’s lucl\y-—-becaucc I’'m looking for

e {az.”
‘e But—-but

-—-——-

““Oh, ean’t you?” snapped Wilson. “That’s
just too bad! What’s your name?”

“Russell.”
“ All right, Russell,
paid Whaon Grmly.

please, I wcally can't stop

yvou'll come with me,’
“I'll show you how

much I think of your precious Fags’ Union!
By the time 1've finished with you you'll

wish you bhadn’t listened to that young
moukey of a Handforth minor.’

Anniec was startled. She hadn’t the re-
niotest 1dea what Wilson meant by his refer-
ence to a Fags’ Union, but she was shrewd
cnough to guess that the St. Frank’s fags
were neglecting thewr duties. To explain
matters meent the spoiling of her plan befom
she had got really going; eand, after all,
what was wrong with testing her dlcgulso
on this arrogant senior? It might be just
as much a lalk as her original scheme.

“Come on,” said Wilson curtly,

Ile scized her by the scruff of the neck,
end gave her such a jolt forward that she
nearly pitched hecad over heels.
accustomed to being handled like that, -and
1t came as a shock. However,
in the game. Pulling herself together,
went with Wilson to the latter’s study.

Wilson suspected nothing. This fag was
new to him, end he looked a meck little
beggar. A senior couldn’t be expected to
keep
and the facit that Wilson had bagged a fag
when fags were at a premium preverted
.hun from being too inquisitive.

“Now then, you can get busy on thoso
footer boots of mine,” said the prefect. point-
ing to the fender. ‘Scrape al!ll thet mud

she
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off thern, and cican ‘cm. After that, you
can wash up these dishes and tidy up the
study. If you make a mess of things, my
son, I'll give you a clout.”

. .And Wilson, immonsely relieved that he
had found somebody to do the work, flung
himself into the easy chair and started rcad-
ing.

Annic looked at the boois, she looked at

NEXT WEEK'S ST. FRANK’S YARN—

the dirty dishes, and a fresh twinkle came
into her eyves. There might be somce syort
in this adventure, after all!

CHAPTER 5.
William, the Conqueror!

CRAPL, scrape, scrape'

S ‘There was silence in Wilson's study
except for the sounds made by the
new “fag’” as ‘“he’" cleaned the

football boots. Something rather peculiar

in the sound caused Wilson to look up.
“Be careful with them, you know,” he

sald.  “They were only new last week,
and—— What the—— Here, you young
idiot!”” he bellowed, lcaping to his feet.

‘‘What do you think you’re doing to those
boots of mine ?”

“P-please, I'm scraping them,” faltered
Annie timidly.

“Scraping them ?” gasped Wilson. “ You've
ruined them!” '

This was an exaggeration, but it was cer-
1ainly @ fact that the sharp-pointed table
knife had marred the appearance of the
boots very considerably. There were iong
scratches all over the leather, and, incident-
ally, the floor was littered with mud. Wilson
nearly exploded.

“You hopeless young donkey!” he
shouted. ‘““Take that! I've a darned good
mind to give you a swishing.”

He gave Annie a clout with the back of
his hand. She fairly shrieked at the un-
expcctedness of it, and staggered away, her
left ear burning, her whole face coloured.

“Stop that!’”’ snapped Wilson, s‘aring.
*You silly kid! I didn’t hurt you. What's
the idea of screaming like a silly girl? Get
on with those dishes before I lose my
temper!”’

Wilson wasn't a bully, but clouting a fag
was a scnior’s privilege. He had been
really startled at that feminine scream, yet
even now he had no suspicion of the truth.
A number of fags were the owners of falsetto
voices.

“You—you
fully.

“Rot! Wash those dishes!”

- He picked a ruler from the table, and
lightly flicked the girl with it—one of his
phayvful little amusements. The flat of a
ruler can be quite painful when scientific-
ally applied, and Wilson was an expert.

hurt me!’ said Annie tear-

confronted by this

“Oh!” eried Annie, leaping a foot into
the air.

“Nevar knew such a kid for making a
fuss,” growled the prefect. “1 ocan hardly
touch you wilhout your scrcaming like a
silly girl.”

Annie boiled inwardly. So this was the
way these St. Frank’s seniors treated their
fags! She picked up -a couple of plates,
pretended to stumble, and dropped them
on the floor. They shivered to atoms with
an alarming crash.

“Here, I say!” cjaculated Wilson.

““P-please, you made me nervous!” whis-
pered Annie. ‘Look, I can’t hold anything
in my hands.”

She picked up two cups, and her hands
were shaking so violently that they dropped
before Wilson could resctie them. They
shared the fate of the plates. '

“You young monkey, you’re doing it de-
liberately!” yelled the prefect. ‘ By Jove,
I’'ll bet this is one of young Handiorth’s
stunts! And I was mug enough to fall for
it! Get out of here!”

He flung open the door, and with a quick
grab he seized the startled girl. With the
accuracy of long expcrience he planted his
boot firmly and squarely in the right place—
and Annie sailed through the doorway as
many a fag had sailed before her.

but very worried.:
She had waited patiently, and she
had kept her eycs open, but since
Annie had gone downstairs she hadn’t seen
a sign of her. Vera was now in the Ancient
House lobby wondering what to do.
“Waiting for somebody, Miss Vera ?”’ asked
Willy Handforth, as he came in with Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon. “‘If there’s any-
thing we can do——"
Vera explained, and Willy grinned. Then
an alarmed light suddenly entered his eyes.
“This is serious!” gasped Willy. “ We’ve
got a fags’ strike on, and it’s a ten to one
chance that your girl friend’s been collared
by some prefect and put through the hoop!
They’re all as mad as hatters because we’ve
gone on strike. Come on! We’d better dash
for the Sixth Form passage!”

—WILL BE AN EXTRA-LONG ONE!

Vera, filled with wild alarm, ran as hard
ae the fags. They could not have arrived in
the Sixth Form passage at a more opportune
moment. They actually saw the door of
Wilson’s study open; they saw Annie sail
out; and they saw the object which had pro-
pelled her. Wilson’s boot was a large one.

Vera ran up, her eyes blazing. Wilson,
indignant young lady,
started back in consternation.

“You brute!” cried Vera. ‘“You kicked
her! I saw you! You kicked her out of
your study!”

(Continued on page 21.)

VERA WILKES was not only puzzled,
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By
JOHN
BREARLEY

Nho CAN write
a story that
THRILLS!

CHAPTER 1.
Ambushed on Exmoor!

CROSS the deso-
late wilderness
ot Exmoor,

with a flaming
sunset  behind  him,
came Nelson Lee 1n his
Rolls-Royce Special,
roaring along the lonely
road at glorious specd.
For the famous detec-
tive was heading f{or
London—in a hurry.

He had been engaged on an

Magnificent Complete Yarn Re-introduicing—

.

N\
N
\

S
D

e T

IR
1 -
“'ci;' _

i {10 TR ¢
‘[ . m‘wll

important

case in the West of England, having obtaincd

leave from St. Franks,

school, had also been
granted special leave,
and the celebrated detec-
tive had left him in
charge of his chambers
at Gray’s Inn Road.
That evening Lee had
reccived a telegram from
London.

The
Scotland
bearing t h e
name of Chief
Detective-inspec-
tor Lennard.
And there was
an urgency iIn
that usually

wire was from
Yard itself,

. streak

of
scnool he was the headmaster.
young#pssistant, who was a pupil at the

which famous
Nipper, his

stolid official’s
message that
made Lee—who,
fortunately, had
brought his case
to a successful

conclusion—turn the nose of
the Rolls-Royce Londonwards
on the instant.
she shot across Iix-

Like a silver

moor, W hosae
heather -

strewn plain Jlost
itself on either
side in the mists
of distance.
Lounging com-

fortably in his driving-seat, Nelson
Lee was enjoying the swift rush
through the cool evening air., Work
was ahead; but meanwhile he had
a beautiful racer, and all this quiet
moorland over which to let her out. Zle made
her fly. .

Just ahecad, and partly hidden by a rugged,
purple hillock, the deserted highway took a
sharp bend—one of the few in all its long,
straight miles—and with a little smile of
pleasure curving his firm lips, he touched
the wheel and took the corner at dizzy
speed.

And in doing so he saw something that
dashed the colour from his cheeks in a flash.
Beyond the corner, square in the centre of
the road, squatted a huge granite boulder!

The next few seconds became a hectic,
crashing nightmare. With a hideous smash
the great Rolls hurtled into the obstruction,
her near-side wheels leaping high into the

[ ]
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Lee felt the
car rise sicken-
ingly, and 1ron-
nerved and stecl-
wristed, tried {o
richt her. As he
did so he saw, out
of the corner of his eye, the
heathered hillock burst into a dozen
points of flame and felt the hiss of
bullets streaking past him.

Crack, crack, cra-a-ck!

They tore into the car like bail.
screen disappeared into fragments;
tive felt a sharp sting as a flying spearhead
of glass ploughed across his forehead, and
then he lost control entirely.

As if thrown carelessly aside by a giant
harid, the car skidded madly off the road,
ploughed into the rough moorland, and, to
a last shuddering roar, turned a complete
somersault. By a miracle only was the de-
tective flung clear. .

Out of the hillock across the road hve
masked men appeared, swift and lithe as
panthers. - All were armed.

“Stick ’em up, Lee!”

Half-dazed, Nelson Lee stumbled to his
feet. His hand flashed to his hip-pocket;
but he did not withdraw his automatic. The

a/ir.

The wind-

the detec-.
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Nelson Lee and
the Night Hawk
join forces.. ..
against a crimi-
nal who is out
to make himself

MASTER OF
THE WORLD

five guns covering him
spoke a message that
he could not 1gnore.
Coolness came back 1n
a single second, and as
asual 1n a crisis, his
brain began to work at
lichtning  speed. Hoe
was cornered, and he
knew it. His powerful
car was scrap-iron now,
and any hope of help
on Exmoor at this hour
of evening was a waste
of time. His hands
went up slowly.

The men closed in warily. They were an
ugly crew. Who they were the detective
had no idca—as yet; but they must have
been watching his movements very -closely
{o have prepared such a
daring ambush. 1t had
been a swiftly-planned
one, too; there was fresh
dirt on the fatal boulder
where it had been torn
from its moorland bed
and rolled into the road,
probably a few minutes
only before he turned
the hidden corner. Also,
only an hour had
clapsed sinco
Lennard’s tele-
esram had
reached him.,

“Must have
heard me cancel

my rooms at the
hotel !'” he
thought even as
his foes came
nearer. ‘‘And as
this is the only
road home, the rest was easy
providing they acted
quickly! Which they havel!”
he concluded ruefully.
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He had been badly shaken by the disas-
ter, and blood from his wound was trickling
into his eyes. But he stared at the men
defiantly.

‘“Well, shoot and get it over!” he said
with a contemptuous smile; whereat one of
the attackers grunted.

“No, thanks—not yet!” he sneered. ‘“We
want you alive, Mr. Nelson Lee, although
we had to take the risk of killing you just
now. Shut upl” he snapped harshly as
Lee started to reply. “Come on, boys—
snap into 1t!” .

Rough hands grabbed the detective; his
wrists were twisted behind his back and
handcuffed. He was disarmed, after which
ha was gagged and his legs bound securely.
The leader whistled shrilly, and a second
later a long, grey car came bouncing
cautiously over the rugged moor from behind
the hillock. Lee was picked up and thrown
mside. .

There was a roar from the engine; a
smooth, expert change of gears, Swiftly
and silently the car settled to its stride and
sped away over Exmoor into the gathering

dusk.

on o9 an eagd

CHAPTER 2.
The lce Ray!

I the long journey that followed,
O Nelson Lee had only the haziest
idea. His forehead burnt like fire,
and his head ached and swam with

the constant vibration of the car.

At a terrific speed, save when they slowed
down to pass through lighted towns, they
hummed along in silence, for although he
strained his ears to listen, his captors barely
exchanged a word during the whole run.

He fell at last into a stupor, waking after
what seemed an eternity as the car slackened
almost to a crawl. From the noise of the
traffic around, and the brilliance of passing
lichts the detective guessed they were in a
big city—London, probably—and a hundred
ideas for attracting attention began to seethe
in his brain.

His helpless plight, however, was all too
obvious, and ore by one he rejected the
schemes. Presently the car turned away
from the busier thoroughfares and sped faster
through a network of darker streets until
it stopped altogether. |

One of the men got out, and Nelson Lee
heard him knock at a door. He was back
again a minute later, and as deftly as they
had stowed the detective away, the men
hauled him out of the car and hurried him
across a cobbled drive. He had an instant’s
glimpse of high buildings lost against the
blackness of the sky; then a door clicked
bchind them and complete darkness blotted
everything out.

It was obvious, though, that the men
knew their way, for they marched on with-
out hesitation, up some staire and into a

vation,
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room, where they pitched their prisoner
heavily into an unseen armchair. Limp and
shaken though he was, all Lee’s senses were
alert, and one by one he heard all save the
leader tiptoe swiftly from the room.

He could not see a thing; the darkness
was so intense that it seemed to press down
on him like a terrible weight. And yet,
although his eyes were useless, he knew that
other men were present besides the one who
stood near him. He could hear soft breath-
ing and the gentle rustle of garments; there
was a faint animal smell, too, in the stale,

heavy air.
His bhands clenched tightly in their
manacles. He would have given anything

then for just the faintest gleam of light:
for the brooding silence in the room iwas
charged with vague horror; as though some-
one—or something—close at hand was pre-
paring to spring.

So intense was the feel<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>