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READ THIS FIRST. i
. glive Lawrence, a new boy at 8i. Winifred's, is
put into the Fourin Form, which js at daggers
drawn with the Fifth. The leaders of the Fourth
aire Fisher and Locke, Clive's study-mates, and
those of the Fifth are Kendal a‘md i;(,eene.
Courtney, a buily, takes Clive for ‘“fag,’ and
sends him on an errand to the Jolly Seaman,
a public-house in the village. Ghvearr‘wes at
his destination, and is shown into a bacik room
40 wait for a Rir. Mapper. He falls aslee? before
the fire, and is awakened by the sound of voices.
Concealed as he is by the high-backed chair,
the overhecars a plot between Napper and a
- German ito get possession of the ciue o =
hidden treasure, which Trelawney, the Captzin
of St winitrod’s, holds, Having discharzed his
_errandg; Clive returns to the School Thateven-
ing he hears that Kendal and Keene intend 1o
. wisit the Fourth-Form dormitory in order fo
& put him through it In due course the Fifth~
Formers arvive, and, having partially carneﬂput
their purpose,; arc attaciked by the whoie Fo_urtl;;’-,-
Form dormitory with shouts of “ Kick them cut!
{Now go on with the story.)

The Fifth Repulsed.

£ Kick them out ! : .
“ Hurrah | Down with the Fifeh 1 - = o :
There was a rush of the swarming juniors.  The Fifth
drow together and reireated towards the door. Kendal, for
the sake of his dignity as captain of the Fifth, could not
retreat, but matters were looking preify serious for the
invaders of the Fourth Form dormitory. :
¢ Kick them out!”
- & (ome on!” shouted Clive Lawrence; .
atback. The juniors hurled themselves upon the enemy with
great spirit, =
The Fifcth stood to fi

cir guns pretty well, bat the odds
were too great. They were driven back to the door, and
some Of them went scampering into the passage. Clive
T.awrerice closed with Kendal, and they fell to the floor,
struggling furiously.  Locke and Keene were _similarly
~ engaged.
& Kick them out !
“ Kiok them out I'" roared Pye. : -
Another and more determined —rush, and the Fifth-
Tormers were fairly hurled out into the passage. :
Pye lent Clive Lawrence a hand, and Kendal was hurled
after the rest, and Keene followed, sprawling over his chief
in the passage. : -
- The doorway was crammed with grinning Fourth-Formers,
Jooking out at the defeated Fifth, and weaiting for them fo
return to the attack if they chose.
 But they did not choose. They had had enough of it; and

now hat the juniors were united, they were too many for the

Trifth. Besides, the row had attracted considerable atten-
tion by this time. The masters of St Winifred's were
judiciously deaf on the first night of the term, and so long
" a5 the noise was confined to the dormitories they took little
or no notice.  But when it was transferred to the passages, it

was time for the hand of authority to interfers, and already.

“doors conld be heard opening below.

~ Ketne staggered to his feet, and helped up Kendal.

‘Kendal wiped away a stream of red from his nose with the
back of his hand. e =
““Go for tem I he nuttered. = “Charge I

And he was rushing to the aftack again, when Keene

dragged him back by the shoulder, .
~ “Lome on, you ass! What are you stopping me for
“,‘,Dcm’t be an ass, «'Ke’ndy! Come back "

533

and he led the

~with me.

% Pm ooing te gite those grinning young monkeys &
lesson- 7 o

“Come on!’ yelled the Fourth. “Lome on, and get
another licking! Yah ! e g :

Kendal was scarlet with rage, but he realised that Keens
was right, and he remained where he was, wiping the
“claret” from his nose, and glaring at the exultant juniors.

“ Come on; cut 161’ said Keene impatiently.  “ Don't be
an as8; Kendy ! They're too many for us; and I can hear a
master coming upsbairs.”

“(ave !” muttered Benyon, glancing towards the stairs.

Kendal growled, but assented, and the Fifth-Tormers
slithered off down the passage. The juniors drew back into
the dormitory and closed the door

“There's somebody coming,”’ said Locke. ‘It can’t be
helped. No good getting into bed zm’d pretending to be

tate,”

asleep, with the dormitory in this st

Clive Lawrence langhed.

*“No; I should rather say not.”

The dormitory was, indeed, in a te of wreck and con-
fusion.  Pillows and bolsters and pers lay aboub, bed-
clothes were trailing on the floor, and some of the beds and.
washstands had besn shoved cut of their plac e

It would take some time to put matters to-rights, and
already the footsteps were approaching the doo

“Well, it's first night,”’ said Locke comfortingly.
can’t make much of a vow. If it’s our Forn
be all right”’

“ But if it's Stosse said Pye.

“He's been out all the evening.” x

“He'd be in by this time, and he'd hear this row plain
enough in his room,’”’

# Well, if it is the German—'

Locke broke off as the door of the dormitory opened.

A dark-faced, sour-featured man looked in, with a la
in his hand, and a cloud of ill-humour on his brow.

¢ Bad luck I'" muttered Liocke. ¢ It's Stossel, after all.”

Clive Lawrence did not speak. He was staring at the
German master of St. Winifred’s with utfer amazoment in
his face, for he had seen him before. ;

Franz Stossel, the German master at St. Winifred's, w
the German he had seen in the little parlour of the Joliv
Seaman—the man swhose clutches he had barely escaped
edrlier in the evening. = - : :

2

The German Master ai St. Winifred's,

Clive remained mute, staring at the German, with his eyves
almost starting from his head. There was no doubt about
it; the man was the same. The same dark features, the
same hard, glinting eyes; the same hard curve to the lip,
that told of a o and relentless nature. :

Clive was du: unded. :

The German glanced over the erowdad dermifory, but his
eye did not rest upon Clive Lawrence in the crowd of partly-
dressed juniors. The great room was dimly lighted, and
Clive was not in a prominent position. And at that moment
the amazed junior had nc desire to obtrude himself upon the
German mas ice.

‘“You are
looking at the juni

'’ said Franz Stossel,
1d, hard glance. “ You are

s with a co

disturbing ho Why are vou not in bed?”
¢ First night of term know, sir,” said TLiocks

apelogetieally,
“That 1s no reason

uld turn the dormitory

- *You are not a
out, I bslieve,’” said the German m
SEWell,- siv, firct night of
Fisher. ;

“Nor are you alioweld to ma

£ bed after lights are
harshly

know,” said

at this time of
on why a flagrant
ould be passed over because it is the

night,”’ said Herr Stoss
infraction of the rules
firat night of the term.”

“QOur Form-master 2

~ You are not dealing with your Form-master now, but

: I have been disturbed by the noise you have been

making, and I do not like being disturbed. You will each
of you write out twenty lines of Schiller, and show them to
me to-morrow.”’ o =

The juniors were silent—speechless with indignation.
_Lines imposed on a first night were simply unheard of af
St. Winifred’s, and such a sweeping punishment as an im-
positlon upon a whole Form was particularly irritatine. It
was utterly unjust, too, for the disturbance had been caused
by the raid of the rival Form, as a matter of fact
““But—"' broke out Fisher hotly. ,

,g‘he German master fixed a cold, stecly eye upon him.
.“Have you anything to say, Fisher?? = = -
WUnother long instalment of this splendid School Tale next week\
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