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is:

for SLACKERS!

All play and no work was the order of the
day at High Coombe . . . until the new
Beak, JIMMY

CHARLES HAMILTON

McCANN, whose motto

¢ Get on, or get out!” came to

ginger things up!

CHAPTZER 1.
“He's a tive wire!

“ CCANN! That’s the name!”
“Is it a name?’ yawned

Aubrey Compton.
And there was a lazy laugh in Big
Study.
1t was a large, handsome room, with
tall windows thab looked out on the
quadrangle,- across the Sixth Form
green. There was a glimpse of roll-
ing cliffs and coombes, and the Atlantic,
in the distance. It was handsomely
furnished, like all rooms at High
Coombe School. And the fellows who
Tounged in it were, so to speak, hand-
somely furnished also. ~
They were very careful about their
clothes at High Coombe. Virgil of old
sang “Arms and the Man,” but had
. Virgil belonged to High Coombe he cer-

tainly would have nfde it “ Clothes and
the Man.”

They were not quite so careful about
other matters. In football and cricket,
for instance, High Coombe’s record was
deplorable.

But they did not deplore it.

It Okeham beat them at foothall,
they, at least, wore infinitely better cuf
trousers than any man at Okeham. If
there were no silyer pots on the side-
board in Hall, there were perfectly cut
clothes round the Prefects’ table that
might have made any pot-hunter sigh
with admiring envy.

High Coombe was perfectly well satis-
fied with itself.

Nothing could have been more ele-
gant than the figure of Aubrey Comp-
ton, reclining on a tapestried sofa, his
well-manicured fingers clasped behind
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his head, his rather long legs stretched
lazily, yet with a due regard to the
crease in his trousers.

Compton was the best-dressed man
in the Fifth, which was sa;
deal, for they all de]lghted the hea,rts
of their tailors.

-.-v~

Pmperly speaking, only Fxrst Eleven
mten and prefects should have used Big
Study.
Caombe, should have seen to that. But
Tred never bothered about that, or
anythlng else. At the present moment

Tred was busily engnged in brushing
flake of cigarette-ash from his sleev
He was greatly relieved to find that it
had left no mark there. That would
have worried him.

There were six or seven of the Fifth
in Big Study, as well as some of the
Sixth. Randal of the Sixth had
his shoulders in the seat of a deep,
blg chalr his legs across a cane chair,

I ought to run. you in, Tred,” he de-

ared.
“What's that?” asked the captain of
High Coombe.

“I'm a prefect! You're not! <You're
smoking, and that’s against the rules.
If it wasn't too much trouble to get out
of this chair I'd run you in.”

And there was a chuckle in Big Study
at the idea of Randal ever gemng up
snough steam to run anybody in.

There was only one dlscordant note
n the scene. That was pronded by
2 fellow who stood outside the opes
dow, looking in. He was in football
garb, and had a Soccer ball under his
arm. It was he, Bob Darrell of the
Fifth, who had. the name of
McCann—droppmg it in at the window,
as it were.

“Is it a name?” he repeated after
Compton. *Of ‘course it’s a name, ass!
It's me name of the new Beak!”

“T'll take your word for it, old bean,”
sald Aubrey. “If you say it’s a name,
it’s a name.  But it sounds to me more
hke an uncouth ejaculation.”

here was another ripple of
Iaughbel in Big Study.

Tredegar, the captain of High | co;

Darrell frowned in at the window.

He was the only man—or almost the
only man—in the High Coombe Fifth
who was keen, Keenness was not popu-
lar at High Coombe.

Not that Darrell himself was unpopu-
lar, He was generally liked. If he.
was keen on games, and even dxd a litt]
work in class. he had many
qualities to compensate for such short-

mings.

And, after all, as his nal‘Se'ymour
said, why shouldn't a fellow be

on games if he liked? It wsxn’t in
accordance with Coombe

tion, but where was the harm? T.ndeed
it came in useful at times, for ngh
Coombe did play matches, though in a
very haphazard way, and then Darrel!
ca.me out very strong.

“Look here, turn out, you slackers!”
said Darrell.
“Turn  out?” repeated Compton.
CWhy??

“What about Soccer?”

“Don’t!” said Randall, in a feeble
voice.  “Youre makin’ me tired.”

“We were licked seven goals to one
in our last match with Okeham,” said
Darrell. “The Okeham men were kill-
ing themselves laughmg when they
changed after the matc

“So were some of us"’ said Comp-
ton mildly. “Did you notice the
trousers they cha.nged into?”

“Ha,

Snort hcm Darrel]

“Well, I can tell you one thing,”
he said. “There will be & bit of a change
when McCann takes the reins—and he’s
coming to-day. T've heard of the man
—heard a lot ‘about him,”

nythin® remarkable about him
esxde hxs name?” asked Ccmpton

“He's young—about a hundred y
younger than our old Head,” sald
Darrell.  ““He’s a tremendous games-
man. I'm hopmg that he will wake up
High . We've been called the
School for Slackers. And we deserve

it—you men do, at any rate!”

“Guilty, my lord!” murmured Comp-
ton.,
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7ell, when Jimmy McCann blows in
B

“Great pip! Is his name Jimmy as
well as McCann?”

e

“My hat!” said Compton.

“The governors,” said Corkran of the
Sixth, “ought to be called to order for
appointin’ a man with a name like that
Head of High Coombe. Fancy Jimmy
McCann, after Dr. Chetwods!”

“And he’s a live wire—what?” asked
Compton. “One of those energetic he-
men who make you sit up and take
notice, I don't think he'll have a lot of
effect on High Coombe.”

“He will!” said Darrell.

“He won't! I've seen these young
masters, old boy. They blow in burst-
i’ with pep, make themselves a

general nuisance for a term or so, and
then setile down into the rut. New
ideas aren’t popular in any Public
school—least of all in Hizh Coombe.
These new young masters- o

“It’s a new Head this time—that
makes a lot of difference! In fact, I
fancy it must have dawned on the
governors that the old show needs buck-
ing up a bit or they'd never have sent
McCann here,” growled Bob. “There
Was a time when High Coombe used
to capture pots—"

«Anybody here want to capture
pots?” drawled Compton.

“We used to bag scholarships—"

“ Anybody here want to bag schols?”

“Is that a football youwve got there,
Bob?" asked Randal, sitting up in his
chair and looking at the stalwart figure
framed in the open window.

“Do you know one when you see
one?” asked Darrell sarcastically. “¥Yes,
it's a football.”

“What are you doin’ with it2”

“I was hoping that some of you
slackers would turn out for a pick-up
game. I'd like McCann to see some-
thing going on when he blows in, other-
wise he might think he'd dropped into
a home for the aged and infirm.”

Some of the fellows in Big Study

chuckled. Tredegar threw away his
cigarette and glanced round.

“What about it?” he said. “Let's.”

“Rot!” drawled Compton. ‘Hand
me a smoke, old bean, and don’t talk
out of your hat!”

“Who's coming out for a pick-up?”
demanded Bob.

“Nobody, old bean! Run away and
play! Youwre makin’ us all tired,” said
Aubrey in a plaintive voice. “Can’t you
see you're makin’ us all tired? Give us
a rest!”

“You're the laziest slacker of the lot,
Compton! I'd like to see Jimmy
McCann give you six of the best on
those beautiful begs of yours.”

Aubrey chuckled at the idea.

“Youre not likely to see it,” he
remarked.

“I'm not sure of that. From what
T've heard of McCann he’s a man—and
the man we want here.”

“My dear lad,” drawled Aubrey, “if
the new Head tries any new games,. he
will find the whole school up against
him. And he won't try it on for long.
‘We've got traditions here, and even a
headmaster is bound to respect tradi-
tion. Now don’t tell us any more about
McCann—you're borin’ us! Anybody
seen the * Sporting Times ’?”

Bob Darrell gave a grunt and walked
away with the ball under his arm.
There was no doubt that High Coombe
was a school for slackers—and, in Bob’s
opinion, at least, it wanted waking up.
He wondered whether Jimmy McCann
would wake it up. If he tried, there
was at least one fellow in the Fifth
Form who was going all out to help.

CHAPTER 2.
“ Touch your toes!”
AMES McCANN, M.A, walked in at
the great-gateway of High Coombe

School. i
He walked with a quick, springy
stride.
Old Judd, the porter, looking out of
his lodge, wondered who he was,
Tt was not likely to occur to old Judd
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that this was the new headmaster of
High Coombe.

Mr. McCann might have been taken
for many things—cricketer, footballer,
boxer, rowing man—but few would have
spotted him, at first sight, for a head-
master—especially headmaster of a
school like High Coombe.

He wore a bowler hat. It was not
the latest thing in bowlers, as Compton

of the Fifth could have told at a glance,
and it was tilted just a little to-one side
of his head.

It revealed hair that had a rather
ginger tinge—the fighting colour. It
was auburn hair, close-cropped and
glossy but there was a spot of ginger

t. In Mr. McCann himself there
mws more than a spot of ginger.

His eyes were grey, hard, and clear.
His limbs were sinewy. He was young.
That, of course, was a fault that time
would correct. But at the moment
there was no doubt that James McCann
was very young for such a position as
he had come to take up at High

Coombe.

Juddy took him for an elder brother
of one of the High Coombers. Juddy
did not wholly like his looks. His
manner was quiet, yet there was an air
of life and vigour about him which
seemed strangely out of place in the
School for Slackers.

Judd knew that an unexpected young
man had been appointed to succeed Dr.

B

He noticed that the young man's
boots were muddy. Apparently he had
walked from the station, more than a
mile away. Devonshire lanes were
muddy in the spring. But there were
taxicabs to be had, if a man wanted

the Devon moors.
not a lot of respect to waste on a man
with muddy boots and a stick under
his arm. He might as well have had
8 black-and-tan dog at his heels.

“Porter, what?” said the young man,
in quite a pleasant voice, before old
Judd could speak. “My baggage will
be along shortly from the station.”

Baggage!” repeated old Judd.

i Have It taken into my house.”

“Your 'ouse!” repeated Judd.

“I should say Dr. Chetwode’s house,”
said the young man, with a smile that
lighted up his keen, serious face quite
pleasantly. “It will not be my house
for a few hours yet. What?”

Judd could on!y blink at him,

“You—you—you ain't Mr. McCann,
i,het new ‘eadmaster?” stuttered Judd at
last.

“I am Mr.
young man;
porter he walked on,
rooted to the ground.

Mr, McCann glanced round the quad
with an appreciative eye. The old
buildings, the ivy-mantled tower, the
windows of the library, the

McCann!” answeréd the
and with a nod to_ the

leaving Judd

Chetwode, _the eal He
knew, as all High Coombe knew, that
Mr. Chard, the master of the Fifth, had

was intensely dxsappomted and exas-
perated by the appointment of Mr.
McCann. Julld"EKABw ‘all about it. But
he did not guess that that young man,
with his elastic, boyish look, was the
new Beak.

The thought did not cross Juddy’s
mind for a moment. He simply won-
dered who the man was, and came out
of his stone-walled, ivy-clad lodge—old
and venerable, like everything else at
High Coombe—and touched his hat in
a verv perfunctory manner

stout old oaks, were very pleasant to
the sight. From the school field came

and | & sound of shouting. Some juniors were

punting -a football about there. A
bigger fellow, rather handsome and
sturdy, with cheery blue eyes, was
among them, apparenuy glvmg then
some instructions.
McCann's first view of Bob Dartell of
the Fifth. He gave him a distant nod
of approval, unnoticed by Bob.

Three fellows, ooming down from the
House, faced Mr.

They were Aubtey Compton and
Teddy Seymour, of the- Fifth, and
Corkran, of the Sixth Form,




Still at a distance, they eyed the

newcomer. :

Mr, McCann, glancing round at the
Scheol Field, . visible between the
library and the clock-tower, did not,
for the moment, observe them. But
they observed him.

And he gave a start as he heard a
voice, very clear and distinct, ask the
guestion :

“Who's that bargee?"

It was Compton who

Mr. McCann's eyes left the footbnllers
ab once and fixed on the three seniors

And there came a

lowered his voice in the least.
ter_\éed the newcomer to hear what he
sal

Seymour coloured.

“Shut up, you ass!” he whispered.
“The man can hear you!

a‘!‘ Why shouldn’t he?” asked Compton
¢
. “Dash it all, Comp, that may be the
new  Beak!” cathed rkran.
“Accordin’ to what Bob said, he’s a
young man and a bit of a bounder.”

Compton grinned. He had guessed.at
once that this was the new Beak,
having rather more penetration than
old Judd.

“Oh, rot!” he answered, as distinctly
as before. “In that hat!”
“Quiet!”
“And those trousers!”
“For goodness’ sake, Comp!”
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knew why the chairman of the govern-
ing body had insisted upon his appoint-
ment as headmaster, overriding many
other claims. He knew the task that
lay ahead of him at High Coombe. He
knew, too, that he would be able to
handle it. Dr. Chetwode had been Head
of High Coombe for thirty years, and
in the latter years the schocl had
drifted into a state of dry rot. Jimmy
McCann was blowing in like an in-
vigorating sea-breeze.

“Excuse me,” said Compton, as he
came up, his manner a deligmlul mix-
ture of pol[teness and impertinence, “I
thzru( you've come in at the wrong gate,

y man.”

Seymour and  Corkran hardly
breathed. If this blighter turned out
to be the new Beak, as they feared,
what was going to happen to Compton?
Fortunately, senfor men at High
Coombe were never whopped !

“The tradesmen’s gate,” continued
Compton, as Mr. McCann looked at him
q}g’e?’.ly and steadily, “is on the other
side!”

“The tradesmen’s gate?” repeated
Mr. McCann.

“¥es. Judd will show you. Yowl
find him at the lodge. You shouldn’t
really come in this way, you know.”

“No?” asked Mr. McUann.

“No! I believe,” went on Compton,
“that youre from the outfitter's at
Okeham. I think I've seen you serv-
ing at the counter there. Isn't that

“Better tell the man that the public | so?

ain’t allowed in here!” added Ccmpton,
with perfect coolnu. and hi d
towards Mr. McCan: e
Seymour and Corlnan followed him,
wondering at his nerve. Compton liked
to make fellows wonder at his nerve.
Mr, McCann had stopped. He was
sturdy, and rather stocky in figure,
and he stood rather like a rock. His
face was almost expressionless, ~but
there was a gleam in hls g'rey eyes.
J&mes Mccams vms,a stranger to
High Coombe personally. . But he knew
all about the School for Slackers. He

1“310!” said Mr. McCann, “Not at

‘“My mistake,” said Compton grace-
fully. “Anyhow, ask the porter and
he will tell you where to find the
tradesmen’s gate.” Better cut, my man—
you'd get into rather a row, comin’ in
this way

And Campton of the Fifth made to
walk on.:

Then Mr. McCa.un spoke.
mHls voice rang sharp and command-
him

2.
Compmn glanced round at

haught
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“Did you speak to me?” he asked.

“I did!” assented Mr. McCann.
told you to stop! Your name?”

Compton raised his eyebrows.

“My name hardly concerns a shop-
man from Okeham,” he said. “Don’t
be impertinent, my 'man.”

“You are labouring under a slizht
error,” said Mr. McCann. “I am not a
shopman from Okeham.”

“No?” said Compton. “No? Now I
think of it, I think I've seen you in
the draper’s at Moordale. That's it,
isn’t it? Youre the draper’s young
ma

“y

“Wronn' again!” said Mr. McCann
quietly. “If I were the draper’s young
man I should not, I hope, be ashamed

of it. But as it happens, I am James

McCann, the newly appointed head-
master of this school. And what is
more, I am convinced that you are
aware of it.”

Mr. McCann shpped the stick {rom
under his arm into his hand. Compton
& Co. stared at that proceeding.

“If you fancied,” went on Mr.
McCann, “that I was the outiitter's
young man, or the draper’s young man,
your impertinence would still have been
inexcusable, I am convinced that you
had guessed my identity and that it is
your intention to be insolent to your
new headmaster. I am uawilling to
inflict a punishment in my fivst
moments at High Coombe, but I cannot
allow this to pass.”

“Really, a fellow couldn’t be ex-
pected to guess it!” drawled Compton.
“You must allow me to say that you
don't look the part.”

“Possibly nok...Bub you will ﬁnd that
1 shall act the part!” said Mr. McCann.
2 Bend over and touch your toes!”

“ Wh-a-a-t?”
“Do I not speak plainly?” asked Mr.

McCann. “I told you to bend over and
touch your toes. I am going to cane
you.”

Aubrey Compton stared at him in
sheer amazement.

“Really, sir,” cut in Corkran of the

Sixth. “As e ney here, sir,
perhaps I'd better tell you that Comp-
ton is in the Fifth, and the Fifih are
never whopped.”

“You need not speak, my boy!” said

r. McCann. _“ Compton—if yowr name
ls Compton—I am waiting for you to
obey my order.”

Compton stood erect, breathing hard
and deep. His eyes were glittering, his
cheeks flushed. He looked very hand-
some in his anger and excitement and
very unsubdued. Compton might be a
slacker of the first water, but he had
a passionate temper and plenty of
courage. At that moment he would not
have bent over at the order of this
bounder to save his Jife.

“You hear me?” said M.
very quietly.

Compton shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm net deaf!” he an.:we;ed coolly.

“I ordered you to bend o
“I'm not 2 fag in the I‘ourth Form!”
“Will you obey my order?”

McCann

“No!” said Compmn betwecen his
teeth. “I won't
Seymour and Corkran watched

McCann’s quiet face, wondering what
cn earth was going to happen now. If
James McCann began his headmaster-
ship by teking that, his headmastership
looked like being an even slacker and
easier proposition than Dr. Chetwode's.
But the young man was not in a hurry
to act. He seemed to be considering the
matter thoughtfully.

Compten made a move to turn away,
as if the matter was ended. Then he
discovered suddenly that it wasn't!

James McCann’s left hand shot out
and grasped his collar. Seymour and
Corkran gasped.

Compton gave & yell. Then he
struggled. 4

But if he had been a Lilliputian ir
the grasp, of Gulliver his struggles
could not have availed him less.

The grip on his collar seemed to he

of iron. The strength in James
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- McCann’s arm  seemed  unlimited.
- Compton was no weakling, but he was
twisted over in the new headmaster's
grasp as if he had been an infant,

‘Wriggling, struggling, panting, Aubrey
Compton was bent over—irresistibly.
Then the stick in Mr. McCann’s right

hand came into play.
. Whack, whack!

Seymour and Corkran gazed on help—
Jessly. Other fellows in the

gazed. Faces appeared at the “mdows.
gazing. Old Judd, from his lodge,

. Even Dr. Chetwode disengaged
himself from the armchair in which he
spent a great deal of his time, and
gazed from his study window.
Chard, master of the Fifth, gazed from
the window of his study with unbeliev-
ing eyes. All High Coombe, in fact,
stood at gaze!

And Mr. McCann, apparently un-
conscious that he was the cynosure of
countless amazed eyes, whacked and
‘whacks

'There was a yell from the football
field, and the juniors there came scam-
pering over to see this amazing sight.
Bob Darrell came with them. He had
expressed a hope, only an hour ago,
that Compton would get six on his

: beaumul bags from the new Beak!
fow Compton was getting them—and

Bob fairly blinked.

Whack, whatk, whack, whack!

Mr. McCann released Compton, who
staggered against an oak and stcod
there, crimson, panting, hardly believ-
ing that this awful thing had hap-

pened. McCann tucked the stick
lmder his arm again.

“That,” he remarked genially, “is
_that! I am sorry for this, Compton!
I will not say that it hurts me as much
.88 it hurts you. It-doesn’t! But I am
sorry—and I hope youswill never ask

- for it again!”

And James McCann walked into the
Head’s house, 1euvmg the quadrangle
in a huzz behind hi Compton of the
Fifth, wriggling and “writhing, glared
~_after him in speechless rage.
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CHAPTER 3.
Backing Up the New Beak! .
IGH COOMBE was shaken. Il
H was shaken almost to its
ancient foundations.
Big Study buzzed with it.
tMaxst,e:s’ Common-room echoed with
bi
Juniors,
staircases and in passages,
breathless tones
“Seen the new Beak? He's mad!”
Ferguson -of the Fourth, who was
Compton’s fag, went specially to
Compton’s study to see how he was
taking it. Compton had retired to his

meeting one another on
said in

Mr. study to hide his rage and humiliation

m all eyes. Ferguson expected fo
find him in a bad temper. He found
him in a worse one than he expected.
Other fags, waiting at the corner of
the passage for Ferg, saw him open
Compton’s door and go in.

A split second later he came out
again. An elegant and wellﬂttm"
shoe was glimpsed behind him,
ing from the doorway. Eleganb and
well-fitting as it was, it fairly lifted
Ferguson of the Fourth. He flew
across the passage, and the study door
slammed after him as he crashed.

Ferg was limping as he rejoitied his
breathless friends.  Still, he had dis-
covered what he had gone to learn!
Compton of the Fifth was still in a
very bad temper. He was takmg it
badly—very badly!

Other fags lingered by the door of
Common-room to hear the deep drone
of Chard, master of the Fifth,

“Who is this man?” Chard was
heard saying. “He comes from no-
where and heats a Fifth Form boy—
one of the best boys in my Form—
in the open quad, under the eyes of all
the school, before he has been here ten
minutes! Who is this man'

Chard said this over and over again.
Everybody would have liked
know what Dr. Chetwode thought of
the new'man. Nobody doubted that
he regarded him with scorn and
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aversion. Those feelings were universal
in the school. «

But_whatever the old Head thought
he did not conﬁde it to High Coombe.
And he was gon

He had pxesented McCann to the
school in Great Hall, then left. Masters
and hoys were sorry to see him go.

They discovered suddenly and unex-
pectedly that they were awfully fond
of the venerable Beak. They had
never realised it before. Indeed, dis-
respectful juniors generally called him
Rip Van Winkle—not in his hearing, of
course—and members of the staff had
been known to allude to him as an old
dodderer.

Only Chard was really satisfied with
him, because big, aggressive Mr. Chard
practically ran him and the school,
and expected to step into his shoes
when he retired. Even he had won-
dered why it had never dawned on the
ancient gentleman that his resignation
was overdue.

But now, so awful was the change
from Chetwode to McCann, all the
school found that they loved and vene-
rated Rip Van Winkle, and wished from
the bottom of their hearts he was still
there,

But he was gone, with his silver
hair and unseeing eyes, and the new
man reigned in his place—a new man
whose hair was not silver, but ginger,
and whose eyes, so far from being un-
seeing, were frightfully keen and wary
and penetrating.

Tredegar of the Sixth had already
taken the box of cigarettes from his
mantelpiece and slipped it under some
papers in his desk. And Randal had
gone round" “Bfg*” Study putting the
racing papers under the cushions.

Fellows hardly knew what to expect.
Life had been so jolly under Rip Van
Winkle, Especially in the Fifth they
had been a happy family. In the back
benches of the Fifth Form Room it
was a haven of rest. Fellows arrived
there like weary mariners getting into
port, with the happy consciousness
that they need work no more so leng

as they were at High Coombe. Chard
never made a man work. Chard was
a gentleman. But this new blighter—
what was he?

He was alrcady nicknamed the
Blighter.

There was one comfort. The whole
school was against him. The whole
staff was aumst him. He would

plough a lonely furrow at High
Coombe.

Only one voice was raised in his
favour—that was Bob Darrell's. ~And

it was drowned in a chorus of indig-
nation.

“The man's a blighter,” said Randal
—“a Nosy Parker! He’s been here a
few hours and nosed all over the place
in that time. He noticed a smell of
bacey in the Sixth studies—I saw him
sniff.”

‘If he puts down smoking—-" said
K The fags are ready to ]mch hlm.
said Carew. “He barge the
Fourth Form Room in prep and found
them playing football, He asked who

was the prefect in charge.”

“Well,” said Bob, “you ought to have
been—-"

“He thinks he can whop seniors,”
said Seymour.

“Dash it all, Compton asked for
what he got!"” eid Bob. “From what

I hear, he checked the new man—-" -

There was & roar in Big Study.

“Are you speakin’ up for McCann?”
demanded Tregegar,

“Well, give a man a chance,” urged
Bob, facing the angry crowd.

He believed in giving the new man
2 chance, and rather believed that
McCann'’s coming would be a
thing for High Coombe. But he was
alone in that belief. It was clear that
any fellow who had a geod word to say
for, the Blighter would become as un-
popular as the Blighter himself. And
Bob liked his popularity, and did not
want to lose it.

t he had said too much already.
Fifth and Sixth Form men surrounded
him with angry faces. They did not
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know how to deal with the new Beak,
who had taken them all by surprise.
But they knew how to deal with one
of their own number who showed the
sljghtest inclination to back up the new

k. Even his own pal, Teddy Sey-
mour, looked as excited ‘and scornful
as the rest.

“You're backin’ up the Blighter, are
you?" roared Tredegar.

“ Backi) up that dashed ruffian
who's whopped old Aubrey—whopped
him like a fag!” shouted Corkran,

“You're a rotter, Darrell!”

“You're a worm!”

“Youre a toad—a crawlin’
Greasin’ up to the Beak!”

Bob's blue eyes flashed.

“Who's greasing up to the Beak?”
he roared., “I haven't spoken a word
el,o him yet, and I don’t want to! But

say—

“Every man here,” said Randle, “is
against him! Every man here is down
on him! Every man here is goin’ to
make it just as hard as he can for
the blighter! What?”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“And if you don't line-up with the
rest, Darrell—

“Hold on!” broke in Teddy Scymour.
“Bob’s only gassin’! Bob’s as much
dcgwn on him as we are—ain't you, old

S

toad!

“No,” said Bob. “You see—"

He got no further.

Every man in Big Study—and there
were two or three dozen big and angry
seniors there—would have been glad to
handle James McCann had_that been
practicable. It wasn't! But it was
Ppracticable to handle a man who spoke
gh shxglg syllable in his favour—and

'I'IBxey calla:ed Bob on all sides.

“Serag h:m'”

. “Hands off, you duffers!” roared

Boh struggling frantically. “I tell yotr

h, my hat! I sey—varoooooh'”
wBum bump, bump!

The X‘)(Lh and Six Form men at High

OWN LIBRARY 9

Coombe, as a rule, were much too
lofty, and much too lazy, to think of
such a fag proceeding £$ “bumping *
a fellow. But they forgot their lo
ness and their laziness in their wrath
and indignation. Indeed, it almost
seemed as if Jimmy McCann had al-
ready infused some of his own ample
energy into the School for Slackers! At
all events, they displayed plenty of
energy now.

Bump, bump, bump!

Bob roared and struggled. He was

a mighty man of his hands, and two
or three fellows were. gasping on the
floor, knocked fiat, while the rest
bumped the al’ferder A table rocked,
and several chairs went bver. The din
from Big Study was terrific. Even
the fags in the Burrow had scldom
kicked up so terrific a shindy.

In the midst of the fearful uproar
nobody noticed the door open. Nobody
noticed a stocky man—now in cap and
gown—standing in the doorway, look-
ing in with surprised but interested
eyes at that remarkable scene. No-

y knew that the new Head was
there till Mr. McCann spoke,

“You are making a.great deal of
noise here!”

“Oh!” It was a general gasp.

Bob Darrell was dropped like 2 hot
potato. Flushed and breathless, the
raggers stared round at the Head.
Bob lay sprawling on the floor, his face
crimson, his hair a mop, his collar and
tie gone, his waistcoat buttonless. He
gasped and gurgled for breath.

Mr. McCann’s clear, keen eyes rested
on him. He recognised the fellow he
had seen coaching the juniors af
footer. He glanced round at the circle
of flushed faces. Some of those faces
were deflant—as defiant as they dared
to be. Prohably Mr. McCann grasped
how matters stcod. He had a way of
tn.{mg m a situation at a glance.

uppose this is what you would
call a rag,” he remarked, in quile a
casual tond

Bob Da:

gered up.
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“Only a game, sir!” he gasped.

Jimmy McCann smil

“Quite,” he asscnted “But not so
much noise, please! ‘Tredegar "—Mr.
McCann never forgot a name after
once hearing it—*Tredegar, let Lhcre
be no more noise from this room.”

With a cheery nod, the new Beak
walked away. Deep silence followed
his departure.  Tredegar  hardly
realised that he was waiting till the
new Beak was out of hearing before
he spoke, But he did wait.

“Does that outsider think he can
barge into Big Study and give orders
here?” said the captain of High
Coombe.

Evidently Mr. McCann did think
50. And it really looked as if he was
right in thinking so, for there was no
more noise from Big Study.

CHAPTER 4.
Ducking the Blighter!
E'S on the Beak’s
brcathed Aubrey Co:
Good  luck!”

Grind!”

mpton.
muttered
‘Tredegar.

“Quiet!” whispered Seymour.

Compton sneered.

In' the moonlight his face showed
white. Over the Devon cliffs and
coombes the moon sailed, like a howl
of silver. Strange lights and shadows
played among the trees and shrub-
beries in the Heads garden. Six
fellows were there, at an hour when
all High Coombe were supposed to be
fast asleep in bed.

Mr. McCann had learned many
things' it--one*day at High Coombe,
but he would have been greatly sur-
prised to find that four of the Fifth
and ‘two of the Sixth were watching
him from the deep shadow as he paced
the Beak’s Grind.

It was a path that ran down from
the Head's garden to the river—so-
called because masters often took their
walks there. It was a quiet, secluded
path, shadowed by great trees whose
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spring green was now silvered by the
light of the moon,

Fellows who only knew Aubrey
Compton as the slacking dandy of the
Fifth would hardly have recognised
him now, with the moon gleaming on
his white face and burning eyes. The
Blighter was going to learn, his first
night at High Coombe, that he could ¢
not carry matters there with a high
hand—not without getting what he
asked for, at any rate. There was a
k\ck, even in the School for Slackers!

mebody’s  comin’!” -~ breathed
Rﬂnd&\

Mr. McCann had disappeared in the
direction of the river. If was from the
other direction—that of the House—
that a footfall became audible.

“Another fellow comin’ to lend a
hand!” muttered Tred.

A shock of fair hau‘ glimmered in
the moonlight. It was Bob Darrell
who came up, rather breathlessly.

“Oh, here you are!” he panted.

“Quiet you fool!” muttered Comp-

o lt s the Head—
’s down the path' If he hears
ycu—

“For goodness’ sake, chuck it!”
muttered Bob. “I hardly thought you
were in earnest when I heard. But
I missed you, Teddy, and came after
you!  Youre not really mad enough
to handle McCann—-"

He handled me!” said Compton.
“Oh, you're crazy!” said Bob im-

patiently. “Tred, haven’t you more
sense that this? This means sacking
if you're spotted.”

Tred hesitated. He was an easy-
going fellow, and generally the slave
of the Iast word,

“Perhaps it’s a bit thick!” he mur-
mured. “After all, he’s the Head—"

“If youre funky, clear off!” Comp-
ton cut in savagely. “I'm goin’ on!.

I'm goin’ to duck that cur in the
Clovey, if T have to do it alone!”
“You can’t!” unswered Bob.
“Can't I2” mpton snarled, and

his white teeth gleamed in the moon-
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light. “Youl sce! By golly, Il
makg the cur sorry he laid hands on
me!”

And Aubrey Compton started down
the shadowed path the way the new
Beak had gone, The other fellows
followed him.

Bob Darrell stood very still. He

,realised, as they did not seem to .do,
the deadly seriousness of what they
had planned.

. He knew in his bones that if McCann
found out who had handled him he
would sack the offender, short and
sharp—kick him out of the school so
quick that it _would make his head
8

wim.

But surely they would never carry
out that mad scheme? Bob leaned on
an oak, his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and listen

Supposing McCann had walked as
far as the bank of the Clovey, where
the Grind ended in a dark, shadowed
spot, overhung by trees, where the
stream rippled down to the coombe?
Dark and lonely, with hardly a gleam
of moonlight through the branches, 1t
was the very spot where a man might
be handled without a chance of seeing
who. handled him.

A sudden sound of scuffling came
up the shadowed path—a heavy splash
in the water!

Bob started, with thumping heart.
They had done it!

From the distance he could hear
the splashing and panting of a man

ggling in water. Instantly there
came 2 pattering of running feet.
They were coming back—they had
done it, and were running for the
House! Randal was the first to pass
him, head low, panting. After him
came Tredegar, Seymour, and the rest.
Aubrey Compton was last, grinning
savagely as he ran.

‘They passed Bob in a twinkling
and disappeared up the dark garden.
The pattering of their rumning feet
hi

there under the {ree.' Faintly,

away. They had fupz even seen
from afar, he heard a shutting door.

11

Then up the Beak’s Grind, from the
river, came a drenciied and dripping
form, squelching water as it came.

In the clear moonlight, cutside the
radius of shadow of the tree under
which he stood, Bob had a plain view
of James McCann. The Head was
soaked with water, smothered
mud, and his face glistening wet.
the face, to Bob's surprise, was calm.
He even fancied that he detected the
ghost of a smile on it.

He backed ciose to the trunk of the
cak. They had pitched McCann head-
long into the river, and Bob would
not have gone without making sure
that the man was safe. But he did
not want to be spotted out of the
House 2t eleven o'clock at night. *That
drenched figure would pass him unseen,
as the running schoolboys had passed.

But it did not. Mr, McCann
stopped as he came abreast of the
spot. wirere Bob Darrell stood in black
shadow. Bob wondered whether the
man could see in the dark. He seemed
to have the eyes of a hawk.

“gtep out!” said Mr, McCann.

Bob considered for a second dodg-
ing round the cek and cutting across
the gardens. Then he stepped out.

He saw surprise dawn in Mr. Me-
Cann’s face. It was not Bob Darrell he
had expected to see. Not the fellow
who had coached the fags at football,
and had been ragged in Big Study.

“You!” said Mr. McCann.

“Yes, sir,”

“Your name?”?

“Darrell.”

“You had no hand in this?”

“No, sir.”

“But you know who had?”

Bob was glad to know, by that ques-
tion, that Mr. McCann did not know
who had ducked him. But surely he
was not going to ask for the names?
He surely was not going to ask a fellow
to give away his friends? Bob could
not, surely, have so mistaken his man?

He hadn't!

“you know who had?”
Jimmy McCann.

repeated
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“Yes, sir,” said Bob quietly.
“Very well. I shall not ask you who
they were.” Jimmy McCann smiled at

the relief that involuntarily flashed
mt,o Bob’s face. “Neither shall I ask
why you are out of the house at

thls hour Perhaps I can guess 23
much as you could tell me. But—go
in now, Darrell.”

“Yes, sir!”

“ Qood-night, my boy!”™

Jimmy McCann squelched on. In
his room, when he switched on the
light, he stood looking for a long
moment at the reflection of his
drenched and dripping figure in the
glass, with a grim—a very grim—
smile on his face. They did not like
the new broom at the School for
Slackers, thet was clear. But, all
the same, the new broom was going to
sweep clean!

CHAPTER &
Jimmy on ths Warpath!

ORMITORY No. 3 at High
D Coombe School: slept. ~And
Dormitory No. 3 was not umque

in that. Slumper reigned in all the
other dormitories.

The last note of the rising-bell had
died away. Here and there a head
had lifted from a pillow, and a fellowl'

remarking “Bother that bell!” before
he went to sleep again.

A bright spring morning beamed
down on the green old quadrangle of
High Coombe. A fresh wind swept
the Devemshirer moors. The Atlantic,
gleaming in sunshine, boomed on the
sand-ridge, sending deep echoes up
the wooded coombes. The world—with
the exception of High Cocombe School
—Was al ning to a bright new day
High Coombe School wasn't!
stranger, looking in when old Liggins
ceased to ring the rising-bell, would
not haye wond that High Coombe
was called the “School for Slackers.”
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Such a stranger, indeed, mignt have
wondered why they had a rising-beil
at High Coombe at all

This was Jimmy McCann’s first
morning. He had turned out at day-
light, and gone down the bank of the
Clovey, down the deep-wooded coombe,
to bathe in the sea, regardless of t the
early season. He had come back with
his face glowing brighter than his hair,
txlearing the rising-bell as he came up

he coo!

He was surprised when he arri
in the school to find himself the only

awake there. Even old Liggins

had gone back for another snooze after

ringing the bell; he did not expect to

see anybody about for some time to
come.

On second thoughts, Jimmy McCann
was not surprised. It had taken him
only a few hours to grasp the state of
affairs in the School for Slackers—a
state of affairs that he was going to
change very considerably.

Thus it was that the accustomed
calm of Coombe was broken that
morning. At a’ mghtmlly early hour—
only twenty minuta after the xlsmgu
bell had ceased to clang, in fact—
footsteps and voices, opening
shutting doors, were heard in the
extensive

Dormitory No. 3 slumbered on. If
was a three-bed dormitory, like all
senior dormitories at High Coombe
The 'three beds belonged to
c1:;)0mrx-ell Teddy Seymour and Aubrey

Bob was the only man in Dormitory
No. 3—or in gll the school, for that
matter—who ever turned out at rising-
bell. But on this particular morning
Bob slept soundly, like the rest. He
had been up very late the night be-
fore.. That was the reason, But bang-
ing doors, excited voices, tramping
footsteps, awakened Bob, while, Sey-

Any | mowr and Compton slumbered hnppﬂ}

on,
Bob sat up in bed and blinked

the bright sunshine that streamed i nt

the window.



“You men awake?” asked Bob. No
wer. “I say, there’s something up!”
Bob listened. Unaccustomed sounds
were heard throughout the House. It
“was difficult to guess what was going
on; unless, indeed, all the fellows were
getting up at the same tme. That
’W 'hx‘ghly improbable—at High
P Teda:

dy, old bean! Wake up!”
Bob hurled a pillow across at his
Seymour woke up with a gasp.
lifted his head and stared sleepily

b
i

g

Bob.

“You ass! Did you wake me? Can't
. turn out as usual without spoilin”
nother fellow’s beauty sleep? Go and
t coke!”

“Something’s up!” sald Bob.

Go to sleep!”
1 wonder if the new Beak's about?”
The Blighter! Bother him! He's

gss enough to turn out at this un-
thly hour, I hope! The Venerable
never turned out till ten,”
Seymour. “Shut up!”

But I say—"

rey Compton’s eyes opened.
For goodness’ sake don’t jaw!” he
“T was just dreamin’ that that
v man, McCann, was drowned in the
ey‘I” You've spoiled a beautiful

n!
1 believe he’s up!” said Bob.
More fool he! Anyway, I'm not
owing his rotten example!”
Firm footsteps came up the little
#au that led to Dormitory No. 3, which
rather tucked away in a corner of
ancient building. They crossed the
to the dorm door,
knock and the door opened.
looking round, _Aubrey
mpton knew that it was Mr. McCann
10 stood in the doorway of Dormitory
‘3. He went on speaking as if in
e that the new Beak was there.
;ﬁ(kmn would hardly be up yet!
t that he’s the sort of pushin’,
n’, meddlin’ rotter to be poking
‘at unearthly houzs., A rank

v out-
;m every -way, if you like!

But
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“Are you awake in here?”

Mr. McCann’s voice came cool, clear,
incisive. He did not secem to have
heard Compton’s words.

“Yes, sir!” stammered Bob.

He blinked at the Head with a red
face. He did not want Jimmy McCann
to take him for a slacker, which he was
not, It was rather unfortunate that he
had slept late on Jiminy’s first morn-
ing at High Coombe. Af the same time,
from a naturel ense of loyalty, he did
not want to dissociate himself from the
others. He respected the new Head,
and already liked him. But the fellows
were his friends and comrades. Under
the new regime at High Coombe Bob
seemed likely to have a hard row to
hoe! i

“It is long past rising-bell!”

Mr. McCann’s voice and manner were
quite good-hwmoured, but there was
quiet firmness in both. There was an
iron hand in the velvet glove, as Bob
realised if his friends did not.

“Not, really?” asked Compton.

“Yes, really!” said Jimmy, in the
same good-humoured tone. *Turn out,
my boys! After this morning I shall
expect the whole school to turn oub
promptly at rising-bell.”

“Certainly, sir!” said Darrell.

He slipped out of bed, an athletic
figure in his pyjamas. Teddy Seymour
looked at him, and looked at Compton.
The three were friends; but while Bob
was. the most energetic fellow at High
Coombe, Aubrey was the most deter-
mined slacker. Teddy was drawn some-
times to one side and sometimes to the
other. He always waited for a lead.

Compton did not stir, A hard defi-
ance was forming in his handsome face.
Who was this stocky outsider who had
barged into High Coombe, where he
certainly wasn't «wanted, and was up-
setting everything and everybody?

Teddy hesitated.

“Come on, Teddy!” said Bob,
anxious to avoid trouble.

And, as Compton did not speak, Sey-

mour turned out.
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Mr. McCann, in the doorway, fized
his b.ue—vrey eyes on the dandy of High

“Compmn' ”

® Yes “nat"" asked Jimmy, in a dan-
gerous tone.

“Yes, sir!” muttered Compton un-
willingly.

“That is better!
nothing, Compton.”

Aubrey breathed hard. This rank
outsider was setting up to_teach him
manners—him, the glass of fashion and
the mould of form in the School for
Slackers!

“I have told you to turn out, my
boy!” said Jimmy McCann, in quite a
ki‘nd tone. “Now let me see you do

Jimmy McCann did not see Aubrey
do it. Aubrey remained as motion-
less as a stone statue.

“ Aubrey, old chap!” whispered Bob.

“Come on, Aubrey; all the fellows
are going down,” said Teddy Seymour.

Aubrey Compton yawned.

Mr. McCann stepped into Dormitory
No. 3. His manner was still very quiet,
but his eyes were glinting.

“Are you getting up, Compton?” he
asked.

Slacker and dandy Aubrey Compton
might be, but nobody had ever said
that he was wanting in courage. And
it needed some courage to face the
glinting eyes of the new headmaster
of High Coombe. But Aubrey faced
them without turning a hair.

“Perhaps I'd better explain, sir,” he
said, in & manner in which respect and
disdain wérbéautifully mingled, “ We're
Fifth Form men in this dorm, and not
used to bein’ bundled about like fags.
And when Dr. Chetwode was here—"

“Dr. Chetwode is no longer here,
Compton! You are dealing with a
new headmaster! Get up at once!”

“I generally come down in time for
brekker, sir,” drawled Compton.
“That's rather the rule!”

“It is a rule that will be changed,

Good manners cost
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cating from this morning!” said Mr.
McCann,  “Now, Compton, I am
waiting!”

“Perhaps yowd rather wait some-
where else, sir,” suggested' Aubrey.
“You're rather disturbin’ me here!”

Mr, McCann stepped to Compton’s
bedside. One jerk of his hand tore off
the bedclothes. The next moment
Compton was whipped out of bed and
landed on his feet.

K Get along to the bath-room, Comp-
ton

Aubrey panted \mh rage.

“I'm not goin’!”

“I think you are!” said Mr. McCann
grimly,

His grasp fastened on the back of
Aubrey’s neck like steel pincers. The
dandy of High Coombe was propelled
out of Dormitory No. 3 with a force
that was irresistible. He wriggled and
yelled as he went down the short stair-
case to the passage. But he went!

“My hat!” breathed Teddy Seymour,
staring after them. “I say, that dashed

ruffian—"
“He’s a man!” said Bob,
“Will you let go, you rotten

blighter?” came Aubrey’s frantic howl,
as he was propelled along the passage
through a staring, gaping crowd.

Mr. McCann did not heed that ex-
traordinary way of addressing a head-
master. Neither did he let go. He pro-
pelled Aubrey along the passage to the
big bath-room at the end, where a good
many fellows were already gathered,
unwillingly and rebelliously, and get-
ing under the showers. A twist of Mr.
McCann’s sinewy arm and Aubrey spun
in across the wet floor and sprawled
among them, landing under a stream-
ing shower in his beautiful silk pyjamas.

“Lose no more time, Compton!” said
Mr. McCann genially. And. he nodded
to the staring crowd of High Coombers
and walked away.

It seemed that early rising was going
to be the rule, instead of the exception,
at the School for Slackers!



CHAPTER 6.

& Rowdy Breakfast!

~HE Elighter—everybody at_ High

Coombe already called Jimmy

. McCann the Blighter — break-

3 d in Hall with the school. The
ter at brekker was an innova-

‘tion—one of many that were coming!

‘The Venerable Beak had never break-

fasted in Hall, at least within living

_memory.
. Nobody liked the idea—except, no
"doubt, Jimmy himself. Jimmy, fresh
and pink, clean as a new pin, keen as
a razor, looked cheery and bright, and
did not seem to have the remotest sus-
‘picion that most of the fellows there
ould have liked to pelt him with the
es and ram the kidneys down his

llar.
Mr. Chard, the master of the Fifth,
Master in Hall that morning. But
_came late.
my, in his early rising campaign,
plenty of work on hand, and
ot roused out the Beaks. Per-
‘having arrived so very recently to
trol, he felt a slight diffidence
ng with members of the old-
lished staff; men who had been
s at High Coombe- for years on
Though, as a matter of fact,
ence did not seem to be highly

" Anyhow, Chard was late, as usual
jackness at the School for Slackers
almost as conspicuous in masters
in boys. Chard—big, aggressive-
g, loud-voiced—did not look like
ker; and it was related that once
a time, as a new master, he had
energetic. = Perhaps the atmo-
of the place had caught him.
aver, he liked to be liked; and the
way at High Coombe for & master
e liked was to let the fellows do as
pleased. Popularity was as the

éct that in Big Study he was nick-

“popularity Peter ” — Peter
is first name. s,
McCann’s keen glance swept over
[all when he caine in; a single glance

4
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of his nostrils, and he did not |’
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that took in everything. He did not yet
know the numbers of the school, but
he knew that a good many fellows had
not yet turned up, and he saw that
there was no master present.

Brekker at High Coombe was & very
go-as-you-please meal. Fellows strolled
in whenever they liked and stood or sat
anywhere. And sometimes a group of
seniors would remain, talking over their
coffee, long after the school bell had
rung. Bells rang at High Coombe at
specified times; but many of the High
Coombers heeded not.

Jimmy found only three men at the
high table where the prefects sat. ‘They,
were Corkran, Coffin and Lacy, of the
sixth, Adjoining the high table, bub
at a lower level, sat the rest of the
Sixth who were not prefects, among
them Tredegar, the captain of the
school, but not a prefect. Three long
oak tables accommodated the Fifth, the
Shell, and the Fourth. Forms helow
the Fourth had long since disappeared
from High Coombe.

Ferguson, who was pleased to call
himself captain of the Fourth, was
pelting Faity Pye with bread pellets
when Mr. McCann came in. Fatty,
finishing an egg hurriedly, hurled the
shell across at Ferguson, missed him,
and caught Donkin of the Fourth
in the eye, at which there was a ripple
of laughter. Donkin, the duffer of the
Form—usually called the Donkey—
jumped and knocked over his teacup,
streaming tea right and left.

The ripple of laughter grew into a
roar. Three prefects sitting at the high
table made no difference to the fags,
who would have carried on even if Mr.
Chard had walked in at that moment.
They did not even see Jimmy McCann
enter, being quite uninterested in
Jimmy McCann.

But they became syiftly aware of his
presence. He paused a second in pass~
ing the fag table.

“No more of that, please!” said Mr.

‘McCann, in his quiet voice, which, quiet
as it was, seemed to have a cutfing edge
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like a razor. And he walked on, leaving
silence behind h

“Cheeky bargee" breathed Ferguson,
but not till Mr. McCann had sat down
at the top table and could not possibly
hear.

Ferg gave up pelting acrcss the
table. It was rather thick for this
bargee to butt in and epoil the fun.
But Ferg was no fool, and he knew
that this particular bargee was not to
be trifled with. Had he not seen, only
the previous day, his fag master, Comp-
ton, whopped on his beautiful bags by
this unceremonious bargee?

Mr. McCann gave his prefects a
cheery good-moraning, to which they
made inarticulate replies, regarding
him somewhat as uneasy Poms might
have regarded a strange bulldog.

“And where are the olhers?” asked
Mr. McCann genially.

Nobody wanted to answer him. Buf
Corkran, as head prefect, felt con-
strained to do so.

“Not here yet, sir.”

“No?” said Jimmy McCann. «He
glariced at his watch. “Hall will be
cleared in twenly minutes. Anyone
who has not breakfasted by then will, I
fear, have an unucuauy keen eppetite
for his dinner.”

The three prefects looked at one
another as Jimmy calmly cracked an
egg. Corkran rose quietly, and slipped
out of Hall If this bargee—this
blighter—this unspeakable nobody from
nowhere—was going to wash out brek-
ker for the men who did not turn up
on time, a tip to that effect would be
useful to fellows loafing about the pas-
sages and the stairs

Mr. Mcﬂm.vvo\ce, quiet as it was,
had carrying powers; it was heard
along the senior tables. Fifth Form
men looked at one aother. Bob Darrell
cast an uneasy glance towards the door.
He had dragged Teddy Seymour in with
him, but Aubrey Compton had declined
to be dragged. Aubrey had had some
tastes of Cann’s quality, but i
seemed to be his idea to contest every
inch all along the line, -

=

THE SCHOOL FOR SLACKERS!

Fellows came in, in twos and threes
and in bunches, after Corkran had
passed on the tip. But Compton was
not among them.

Mr, Chard appeared at last. He
rolled into Hall—big, ruddy, stout. Per-

s he was surprised by the unusual
number of fellows already present and
by the very unusual orderliness that
prevailed. He glanced round, as if
puzzled. Then, as his eyes fell on Mr.
McCann, he gave a start, almost a
jump. Chard had rather bulging eyes
of a light blue, and they bulged more
than ever at that unexpected sight,
seemmg almost to pop out of his hea

McCann rose and howed to hi
I he had anything to say about un-
punctuality, he reserved it for a more
fitting moment. Chard, rolling up Hall,
bveathed heavily like a grampus.
Teddy Seymour winked at Bob, and
Peverill of the Fifth grinned. Every-
body knew that Chard had expected to
step into the shoes of the Venerable
Beak when he went, and loathed the
newcomer who had barged into the
coveted headmastership.

Chard’s loud voice had been heard
far beyond the walls of the Common-
room, saying what he thought of the
governors for their extraordinary selec-
tion of this 0Wn young man.
Plenty of fellows expected trouble, and
Chard looked now as if he was going
to start the trouble right away.

“Mr. McCann! Good-morning, sir!”
said Chard, in his throaty, chesty voice.
“I did not expect to see you here, sir!”

“A pleasant surprise, I hope!” said
Jimmy.

“T regret, sir,” said Chard, very red
in the face, “that, being Master in
Hall, I am a few minutes late. I should
not have thought, sir, that you would
consider it necessary to take my place
on account, sir, of these few minutes.”

““Not 2t all, Mr. Chard,” said the new
Head pleasantly. “I am here because
it is my intention to make & rule of
breakfasting with the school.”

Chard, stout and majestic, looked
rather like™a Spanish galleon taken
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aback by a sudden gale. He gazed at
Jimmy McCann.

“Pray sit down, sir!” said Mr.
McCann

Chard breathed very hard.

“With your permission, sir, I will sit
with my Form!” he said, with over-
whelming dignity, and he rolled to
the Fifth Form table and sat down.

Fellows looked at McCann to see how
he would take this. He took it with

led serenity, proceeding to de-
molish his eggs and toast with the ex-
cellent appetite he had derived from
an early bathe,

Chard, who had taken no exercise
that morning, sat down to eggs and
rashers and kidneys. Every fellow at
the Fifth Form table signified, in one
‘way or another, his gratification at the
presence of Mr. Chard. Not that they
derived any great satisfaction from see-
ing Mr. Chard consume vast quantities
‘of eggs, bacon and kidneys. But it
‘was clear that he was the Blighter’s
‘enemy, and any enemy of the Blighter
was a man they delighted to honour.

In the struggle that was coming be-
tween the New Broom and the School
for it was for the
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Teddy Seymour grinned.

“All right for old Comp,” he said.
“Chard’s here, and the Blighter can't
clear Hall while a Beak’s feeding.”

Bob did nof feel so sure of that.

Prompt to time, Jimmy McCann rose.
Everybody else rose, except hard,
who seemed unaware that the new
Head was speaking. Chard rather
gobbled his food, and perhaps the noise
prevented him from hearing Jimmy.
But even the obstinate master of the
Fifth had to take note when the
fellows began to stream out of Hall,
many of the latecomers with their
meal unfinished. Then Chard rose, in
a very bad temper. A smear of egg«
yolk at the corner of his large riouth
rather spoiled his impressive effect.

“Mr. McCann, sir!” trumpeted
Chard.

“What is it, Mr, Chard?”

“Some of the boys have not yet
finished their breakfast, sir!”

“No doubt they will be ealher to-
morrow, Mr. Chard.”

“I have not yet finished my break-
fast, sir!” said Mr. Chard, with tre-
d)gmty and the accent on

slackers to have the senior member
of the staff on their side. Some of
‘them even indulged a wild hope that,
somehow or other, Popularity Peter
might succeed in ousting the Blighter
‘and getting into the headmastership—
‘2 prospect that was positively dazzling
to fellows who asked only that their
'Imxt)py, lazy life should not be rudely

The House butler, Rogers, was in
uttendance on Mr. McCann, eyeing him
queerly from time to time. Mr,
‘ann’s eye was on the clock. Every-

had come in now except Compton

the Fifth. That handsome and ele-
gant youth was seen to glance
hange a word or two with fellows,
near the door, and then saunter away,
his hands in his pockets. He intended,
Seemed, to come in to b1 ekker later—

a

"o

When he liked!
“The ass!” murmured Bob Darrell.

the “my.

“% have no desire to interrupt you,
sir!” said Jimmy. “Pray continue as
long as you desire.”

Mr. Chard almost choked.

“One hoy of my Form, sir, Compton,
has not yet come in at all!” he said.

“I am aware of it, Mr. Chard.”

“Am I to understand, sir, that this
boy of my Form is to have no break-
fast this morning?”

“Precisely, sir!™
Head.

Mr. Chard fell, rather than sat, in
his chair. Hall was cleared, leaving
the Fifth Form master and the ser-
vants to themselves—some of the
latter winking &t one another behind
Mr. Chard’s broad back. Jimmy
McCann marched briskly out of Hall
and in the doorway encountered
Aubrey Compton just coming in.

“Compmn"’ rapped the new Head.

rapped the new



18

Aubrey glanced round at him as defi-
antly as he dared.

”Breakfast is over.”
“I’ve not had mine, sir!”
uite so! You are not to enter
Hall, Compton.”

Aubrey set his lips. He looked in
and met Mr. Chard’s eyes and drew
support and encouragement therefrom,

1 to have no brekker, sir?” he
asked addressing his Form-master,

Mr. Chard had no time to reply.

The cool insolence of appealing to &
Form-master in his, the headmaster’s,
presence was rather too much for

y McCann.

For the third time since he had been
at High Coombe he laid an iron hand
on the dandy of the Fifth.

“Come with me, Compton!” he said.
“I shall take you to your Form-room
and you will remain there till class.
Come!”

“Mr; Chard!” shouted Compton, in
reckless rage.

Chard trumpeted at once.

“Mr. McCann! I protest—this boy.
in my Form, has not breakfasted.
repeat, sir, that I protest!”

“Very good, sir!” said Mr. McCann.
“Your protest is duly noted. Now,
Compton, come with me!”

Compton went, wriggling, red with

“shn.me"’ shouted a dozen voices

after the Head as he went.
glam:ed round.
Who s'poke?"

Silence! The sﬂence remamed un-
broken after that, while Compton was
marched off to the Fifth Form Room.
But the fellows: were not silent when
they went out into the quad. They
boiled with angry indignation.

“The blighter!”

“The rotter!”

“The bully!”

“He's a man, anyhow!” said Bob
Darrell.

The words had no sooner left his lips
when the enraged seniors found com-
fort and consolation in seizing him and
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ducking his head into the.fountain in
the quad.

They would rather have ducked
Jimmy McCann’s. But it was some
comfort to duck Bob's for speaking a
word in his favour, and they ducked
it very, very thoroughly,

CHAPTER 7.
Red-hot Revolt!

EDDY SEYMOUR gave a sigh of

l conbem.ment,

“Thank goodness,” he said,
“for a resti”

It was very peaceful in the Fifth
Form Room. Peace, perfect peace,
reigned there, very soothing to fellows
whose nerves had been jarred by the
explosive new headmaster.

Aubrey Compton, certainly, did not
look peaceful. His handsome face was
dark and bitter Hands had been laid

on Aubrey—and laid hard! He was a
slacker, but no weakling, and he had
been quite surprised by the way he had
crumpled up in McCann's steely grip.
Deep down in his heart, perhaps, there
was some glimmering of respect for a
man who was so strong, and s0
thoroughly fit, and grimly resolute.
But that made no difference to
fierce hatred of the man who
mastered him. Aubrey was not beaten

yet.

0Oddly enough, the fellow who had
no energy for football found plenty of
energy and determination for a feud
with & man who was down on slackers.
In his bitter hostility to the new Head
there was no sign of slackness. He
was prepared to put as much strenu~
ousness into that battle as the keenest
footballer could have put into a Soccer
match.

But the rest of the Form, as USua!,
lazed. ~ Popularity Peter was not the
man to make his Form work. The
Fifth were supposed to be doing Livy.
There was more supposxtion than Livy
about _it. from long habit,
nodded off in second school., His enor-
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mous breakfast made that little nap
almost a necessity to him, and under
the rule of the Venerable Beak, his nap
had never once been interrupted.

Having seen papers passed roungd the
Form, and the Fifth make a pretence
of giving them some attention, M
Chard settled down to pleasant repose.
. His ways were the ways of High
Coombe. If a man in the Fifth wanted
to work, Chard helped him, without
‘undue exertion. If a man did not want
to work, Chard left him alone. He
would have said that he trusted his
Dboys, and they trusted him!

Even Chard, however, might have
stared a little at the papers at the
end of such a class if he had looked
at them. But they had a wonderful
system in the Fifth Form at High
Coombe, established from time imme-
morial. Marks were given by the
head boy of the Form. Being a sports-
man, he handed them out, when he

‘collected the papers, with generous im-

)

partiality. This was all the easier be-
ause he did not even look at the
‘papers before he marked them.

. Chard, never looking under the sur-
face, and perhaps not caring to do so,
‘was satisfied with the general level of
‘attainments in his Form. Exams, it
‘was true, brought some surprises. But
‘most of the Fifth were far from keen
1 a remove. The very few High
‘Coombers who wanted to get on passed
‘through the happy Fifth like swift
;ﬁshes through a calm lagoon.

| It was very pleasant in the well-
‘warmed Fifth Form Room. Outside,
‘the Blighter might rage, buf within
all was calm and contentment.  The

‘Blighter could not worry them there.
3

But could he not?
their worst forebodings, since
cCann had blown in like a hurricane
on High Coombe, the happy Fifth had
‘never anticipated seeing him in their
rm-room. Not a man had ever seen
e Venerable Beak there.
ard. breathing,_stqrwrcmly, was
Complcm, scowling, was think-

;
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back on the Blighter. Teddy Seymour.
leaning back in luxurious ease, was
reading a novel.  Peverill and Burke
and Raymond were talking football,
with as much keenness as if they were
talking croquet. Carter was drawing
a caricature of Mr. McCann on the
blackboard, watched by a dozen fellows
lounging on the desks.

Bob Darrell was working at his
Latin paper—almost the only fellow
who was. But he worked in rather a
desultory fashion. He hated to appear
a swot or a sap in the eyes of his
fellows. And he was worried about
Compton. He was loyal to his friend,
and he felt uneasy at the savage glint
in Aubrey’s eyes, and the bitter set
of his lips. He rather wished that old
Aubrey would be as slack in feuds as
he was in football.

Suddenly the door opened, and Mr.
McCann walked in.

There was a gasp from the whoie
Fifth. McCann had been with the
Sixth, and they had never dreamed of
seeing him in the Fifth. But here he
was, cool, and quiet, and keen. Was
it possible that this indescribable out-
sider was going to interfere with a
Form-master in the execution of his
duty?

As the Form-master was, at that

moment, slumbering, such interference
might have been considered as just.
But the Fifth did not view it in that
light.
They breathed hard and deep. Even
Bob Darrell felt a wave of resentment.
Schoolboy nature is conservative—a
fellow expects things to go on happen-
ing as they always have happened.

Chard, unhappily, did not hear the
new Head, and slumbered on. Carter
stopped chalking on the blackboard and
stared at McCann, petrified. Carter
was clever at drawing, and he had quite
a good picture of- the Blighter there.
He gazed at McCann open-mouthed.

The Blighter walked up to the biack-
board, and, Carter’s heart almost missed

of some 3¢ ume for getting his own

a beat But McCann’s expression Was
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quite genial as he looked at the draw-

ng.
“Very well done,” he said—‘very
well indeed! You can draw, my boy."
Larcer stammered helplessly.
But is_this a drawing lesson?®”
asked Mr. McCann pleasant
“N-n-no, sir,” gasped rte
“You have not been placed in charge
af the class by your Form-master?”
N-n-no,
“You are” noc givmg them instrue-
on in dmwing
N-n- no
“The; I inquire what you are
domg?" asked Mr. McCann, in the
same pleasant tone,
Carter could only stammer helplessly.
The Fifth looked on.  Chq
tomed to be lulled by the muwrmur of
voices did not a
“Barcasﬁc beasﬂ” breathed Comp-

'1‘hp Fifth Formers wondered ‘whether
‘McCann saw there all He
did not seem to take note o

“What s this lesson?” aJ(ed Mr.
McCann, ?rddre&sing Bob Darrell.

“1i »

vy, sir.

“Then I fear, Carter, that you are
wasting time,” said Mr. McCann.
“You will take the duster and wipe the
blackboard clean, Carter, and go back
to your place.”

Only too happy to’ escape so cheaply,

Carter did as he was told. It seemed
that the Blighter had not recognised
his own portrait in the chalk drawing
—aunless he was making allowances for
the state of aifairs at High Coombe, | 4
and making things as easy as he could.
Anyhow, the subject dropped on the
spot. A-Iati-gictionary also dropped
—Teddy Seymour dropping it as
heavily as he could to wake Mr. Chard.

Unfortunately, Chard was used to
drowsing on, in spite of dropping books.
He did not stir. Only a faint sound
came from him—it was a snore!

There was breathless, but suppressed,
excitement in the Fifth. It really was
an extraordinary scene, for the Head to
be standing hefore the class while ths

rd, accus- | it
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Form-master slumbered at his desk, un-
conscious of his presence. Mr. McCann
did not once glance at him, though he
must have heard that snore.

“Darrell!”

“Yes, sirl”

“You may collect the papers and
bring them to me.”

Bob coloured. What on earth was
‘McCann going to think of those papezs
on Titus Livius? His own paper,
knew, was the best, but he did not feel
proud of it. Some of the others had
not even been touched, though the hour
was close on its end. Blank dismay sat
on the faces of the Fifth. If this was
the way the Blighter was going to
work, life was not going to be worth
vingbein the Fifth Form at High
“Time’s not yet up, sir,” said Bob
“Quite so! But I desire to see the
papers,” said Mr. McCann. “Collect
them at once, Darrell.”

Bob looked round helplessly at his
friends

“Don't!” said Aubrey Compton, in &
whisper that was intended to reach the
Blighter's ear, and did reach it.

“Shut up, you ass!” breathed Bob.

“I am waiting, Darrelll” said Mr,
McCann, apparently deaf.

Bob hated to be in opposition to Jimmy
McCann. But, right or wrong, he felt
that he had to stand by his friends and
comrades.. Above all, who the dickens
was this ginger-headed blighter to
harge ln and break up immemorial tra-

2

“H you please, sir, it's our custom to
mark our own papers,” said Bob.
“We've always dgxr‘xehso since any man

here was in the
ere was & murmur of approval.
Old Bob was standing up’ this

meddling rotter!
“Indeed!”  said Mr. - McCann.
“Which hoy’s duty is it to mark the
paper= in this lesson?”
Mine, sir!” said Compton.
In point of fact, it was Burke’s,
though so easy-going were thev in the



School for Slackers that one fellow
would pass the duty on to another, un-
rebuked by Mr. Chard. It mattered
Jiftle enough, anyway, as the marks
given signified simply nothing. If
Aubrey was keen to take the lead in
»‘\ceaung with the Blighter, nobody
‘wanted to stop him.
"\ “Very well, Compton,”
‘4 Collect the papers.”
. Aubrey hesitated a few moments, to
et Mr. McCann see that he was con-
ring whether to obey or not. Then
collected the papers. He took them
fo Mr, Chard’s desk.

“Bring them to me, Compton!” said
Mr. McCann.

“1 usually mark them at my Form-
master’s desk, sir.”

“Bring them to me.”
F, But Compton’s game was fo get Mr.
‘Chard into the scene, which he effected
easily e&nugb by shoving him, and

uj

he said.

, 8aping. i
<pray continue your repose, sir, if
u so desire,” said Mr. McCann, in

er of the Fifth.
“I 1 you did, sir, but it is
fter of little moment, as I am at
McCann in the same courteous
e “Possibly, however, you would
to continue your repose else-

Chard did so prefer! At that
nt he would have been glad had
lid oak floor of the Fifth Form
‘opened ‘and 16t"him drop through
f sight,
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a moment,” gurgled the unhappy | fir

e to attend to your Form!” said |if
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As the oak floor did not oblige him,
Mr. Chard edged towards the door.
“yf—if it is your wish—your inten-
tion—to take my Form out of my hands,
sir—" It was a feeble atfempt at

“Exactly!”
“Then, sir,” said Mr. Chard, master-
ing all the dignity that was possible in
the painful circumstances, “I will re-
tire, sir.”

Which he promptly did!

CHAPTER 8.
Putting Paid to McCann!

R. McCANN stepped to the
M vacated desk, on which Comp-

ton had laid the little pile of
papers. Aubrey gave the Form - a
glance, and read encouragement in all
aces. He snatched up the pile from
under Mr. McCann’s nose.

“Compton!” ejaculated Mr. McCann.

Aubrey’s heart beat fest. But he
was cool as ice and steady as steel. It

o

.| was the tug-of-war now!

“Darrell’s told you that we mark our
papers ourselves, sir!” he said.  “It’s
for our Form-master to change the
rule. Dr. Chetwode never interfered.”

Jimmy’s eyes glinted.

«1 will pass over your insolence,
Compton, if you hand me those papers
at once!” he sald 3

He made a step towards Compton.
Aubrey made a swift backward jump.
A second more and the whole stack of
papers was flung on the Form-room

e.

There was & gasp from the Fifth.
Papers flamed up, and there was a roar
in the chimney.  Mr. McCann stood as

t .~ Whatever he had ex-
pected at the School for Slackers, he
nad not expected this! It was rank re-
bellion—red-hot rebellion!

For a moment & pin might have been
heard to fall in the Fifth Form Room.
The face of Jimmy McCann ‘hardened
{ill it seemed to be moulded in iron.
All the Fifth were on their feef,

gazing &t ‘him breathlessly. He spoke,
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after what scemed a long silence, brief
as it was.

“You will be flogged for that action,
Compton! Go to my study at once.”

Compton did not stir.

Jimmy McCann's hand rose to grasp
him. Twice that day Aubrey had been
marched along in a grip of iron—once
to the bath-room, once to the Form-
room. He knew what that grip was
like. He bounded back.

“Teddy! Bob!” he shouted.
up, you fellows! Back up!”

*Silence!” roared Mr. McCann.

Compton jumped in among the desks
McCann was after him like a shot,
grasping his collar. Aubrey clung to a
desk with one hand, to Bob Darrell
with the other. Bob was dragged
almost over.

A wrench of the strongest arm at
High Coombe, and Compton was torn
from his hold. Teddy Seymour made
a jump after him, grasped him, and
dragged at hil That settled it for
Bob. He jumped after Teddy, and
also held on to Compton. And that
settled it for the rest of the Fifth. The
whole Form rushed out of their places.

In an instant, Mr. McCann was sur-
rounded by shouting, scuffling, excited
Fifth Form men. They swarmed round
him.  Aubrey Compton was dragged
from his grasp, and he was pushed,
shoved, tripped, hustled to the Form-
room door. Compton, gasping on the
floor, picked himself up. He charged
at the stocky figure in the doorway,
and Mr. McCann went headlong into
the passage.

Crash!

There was a roar in the Fifth Form
Room. 4. fellow - threw an inkpot,
another a dictionary, Then missiles
rained out of the doorway at the

“Back

2E

Blighter.  Beb Darrell slammed the
door.

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped.

“Oh, crumbs!” panted Seymour,

Auvbrey Compton’s eyes glittered.

“We've put paid to that rotter!” he
said, between his teeth. ‘“That'll teach
him he can’t fool about with the Fifth!
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He'll steer clear of us aiter this. And
if he doesn’t—well, we'll jolly well give
him another dose of the same medicine!
We're not going to stand any of his old
buck! You fellows agree?”

“Down with the Blighter!” roared
all the Fifth,

The roar cchoed in every Form-room
at High Coombe, and made the Sixth,
the Shell, and the Fourth start and
stare at one another, wondering what
was up.

When the bell rang for break, Bob
opened the Form-room door. Mr.
McCann was no longer to be seen In
the corridor. The Fifth Form streamed
out, jubilant and victorious. ' The
Blighter was gone—they had put paid
to hini, as Aubrey declared! They had
beaten the Blighter at the first real
trial of strength. f

But had they?

Bob Darrell, at least,
doubted!

CHAPTER 9.
The Order of the Boot!

s HUT up, Darrell!” roared a dozen
Fifth Form fellows in the
quadrangle at High Coombe.

“But I say—" persisted Bob
Darrell.

“Shut up, Bob!” urged Teddy Sey-
mour.

Bob Darrell grunted and shut up. He

seemed to be the only fellow in the

Fifth Form at High Coombe School who

had kept his head that morning. But

1t was no use talking sense to the ex-
cited Fifth. Aubrey Compton, who
generally had the coolest head in the

Fifth, was the most excited of the whole

crowd now, and the Fifth followed

Aubrey’s lead as one man.

Tredegar of the Sixth, captain of
High Coombe, came out of the ancient,
ivy-clad house. With him came Cor-
kran, head prefect, They blinked at
Aubrey, untidy for the first time in the
history of the School for Slackers. Eyen
as a fag, in his far-off days in the
Fourth, Aubrey bad heen like a new
pin. Now he looked as if he had been



n a dogfight. Even the knees of his
users bagged.

. “For the love o' Mike,” said Tred,

“what’s happened?”

" “McCann’s happened,” said Bob

Darrell. “Angd—"

“Shut up, Darrelll” hooted the
Fifth.

Bob, once the most popular fellow
in his Form, seemed to be at a discount
now.

“We've put paid to the Blighter!”
grinned Aubrey Compton. ‘“We've
tipped the McCann man where he gets
off. And he’s got off!”

Tred whistled. That was good news
if well founded. But much as he dis-
liked the new reign, Tred could not
‘help feeling that putting paid to Jimmy
‘McCann was a tough proposition.
. “But how?” asked Corkran. “We
‘heard a fearful row going on in the
; fth. But what—"
~ “We've booted him out of our Form-
‘room!” said Compton coolly. “He

arged in, and Chard cleared out—and
‘we put the Blighter out on his giddy
‘neck! And that’s that!”
“Bib-booted him out!”

stuttered

edegar.
“Yes, and we'd do it again!” declared
arter.
. “We shan’t have to do it again!’
id Aubrey Compton. “I tell you, the
ghter McCann knows where, he has
get off!”
“But—but you can’t boot a head-
master!” babbled Corkran.
“Headmaster!” sncered Aubrey. “A
under from nowhere, in a bowler hat
nd thick boots! A man who doesn’t
now how to wear a tie! A man who
arges into a Form-room and turns out
e Beak it belongs to, then—"
“Did he turn Chard out?”
“Well, Chard was takin’ a nap when
barged in. You know oid Chard
ps every mornin’ after brekker.
d why shouldn’t he in his own Form-
ay, Chard cleared, and
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t})large into our Form-room again in a
1

urry !
“Well, he’s headmaster——"
Rats!”
co‘;Where‘s the Blighter now?” asked

an.

“Keepin’ out of sight!” sneered
Compton. “Sorry he came to High
Coombe by this time, I dare say!”

Fatty Pye, of the Fourth Form, came
scuttling suddenly out of the House.
Fatty seldom ran, but now he was
sprinting as if for the school hundred
yards. His plump face was red with
excitement. He raced across to the
group of seniors, so obviously with news
that Compton & Co. turned their atten-
tion on him. They guessed that it was
news about Mr. McCann. Fatty arrived
in such a hurry that when he stopped
he gurgled for breath, and stood
spluttering wildly.

“You splutterin’ young ass!” said
Tredegar. “What’s on?” .

“The Headl” gasped Pye

“Do you mean the Blighter?”
sneered Aubrey. Compton, it seemedy
did not choose to admit that Mr
McCann was a headmaster at all.

“On, yes! Isay!” Pye gurgled again.
“J say, I just saw him sticking a notice
on the board!”

“What about that, you young ass?”
snapped Aubrey. “Who cares whati
notices the fellow sticks on the board?”

“It’'s about you!” gasped Pye.

Bob Darrell’s face became anxious.
He grasped the fag by the shoulder and
shook him.

“Cough it up, quick!” he snapped.
“What about Compton?”

“He’s  s-s-s-s-s-sus-sus,”  stuttered
Fatty Pye—‘he’s sus-sus-sacked!”

“Sacked!” yelled the whole crowd.

“Sacked!” repeated Aubrey dazedly.
“He'd never dare—he’d never—"

He broke off. For a moment there
was deep silence on the crowd so nolsy
a minute ago. Then there was a pell-
mell rush to the House. Already a
crowd was ga.f,heling round the notice-

cCann took us inthand. we,”
dded Aubrey, with “deep i
took McCann in hand. He won't

board, on
what was posted there, Aubrey shoved
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his way roughly through. His friends
followed him.

On a notice pinned to the board,
written in James McCann's clear,
steady hand, all eyes were concentrated.
It was brief. But it was very much to
the point.

“A. Compton, Fifth Form,
pelled from High Coombe.”

is ex-

GHAPTER 10.
Popularity Peter!
R. CHARD, master of the Fifth
Form, paced his rooms under
the clock-tower with a frown-

ing brow, He was in a state of wrath
and indignation, mingled with per-
plexity.

Chard could hardly have said what
he thought of that young man McCann.
Certainly he could not have put it in
polite language. A man who coolly
walked into the Form-rooms to see how
things were going on there and took a
hand personally if things were not go-
ing to his satisfaction! A man who
had no respect whatever for tradition!
A man who had whopped Compton of
the Fifth before he had been an hour
in the school. A man strong as a horse,
cool as ice, relentless.

“Outrageous!” said Chard again and
again, as he paced. “A break with
every tradition—outrageous!”

A bell rang. It was the bell for third
school.  Break was over.  Usually
when' break was over fellows sauntered
away to the Form-rooms in no great
hurry to arrive there. Especially in the
Fifth, Chard’s Form, did they take
matters easy.

Chard himself took matters easy. He
would roll ifi 4 Guarter of an hour late.
But he was never the- latest comer.
Fellows who sauntered in half through
the lesson easily excused themselves to
Popularity Peter. And fellows who cut
a whole school seldom or never found
themselves brought to book.

If Chard ever gave out lines it was
very seldom indeed that he remembered
to ask for them to be shown up. It
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would have endangered his popularity.
Also it would have given him trouble.
He did not like trouble. 1In the easy-
going atmosphere of High Coumbe,
Chard had waxed fat and lazy.

But the usual manners and customs
of High Coombe seemed have been
knocked sky-high to-day. Soon after
the bell ceased to ring there was a
rush of feet in the quadrangle. Fellows
did not seem to be heading for the
House and the Form-rooms. The whole
Fifth came scuttling across to Chard’s

s.

Chard,” from his window, watched
them coming uneasily. What had hap-
pened now?  What new outrage had
been perpetrated by that unspeakable
person McCann?  Chard had been
considering whether to go to his Form-
room at all for third school. McCann
had chosen to take matters out of his
hands there. §

Chard had considered the idea of
retiring into his massive dignity, like
a tortoise into its shell, and leaving it to
the new Head ta make the next move.
Anyhow, he had not yet gone to his
Form. Now his Form was coming to
him, helter-skelter across the quad.

Chard’s door stood wide. He en- .
couraged Fifth Form men to saunter
into his quarters for a talk now and
then. He would feed them hand-
somely, Chard, like all the High
Coombe staff, had a good salary. ' He
had also private means. Everything
and nearly everybody at High Coombe
was wealthy,

Sometimes fellows did drop in, especi-
ally for the feed, but chiefly to keep
Popularity Peter in good humour.
Compton” had even helped himself, -
once, to Chard’s cigarettes, and Popu-
larity Peter had only wagged a warning
finger at him. Happy days—now ap-
parently gone for ever, under the rule of
the indescribable McCann!

Tramping of feet woke the cchoss
of Chard’s rooms. There was a thumps
ing on his study door, and it burst open,
to reveal an éXcited mob of the Fifth.



hard felt a pang. Excitement in the
h was a new thing—an unpleasing
g. Where was the old, elegant,
grace of High Coombe? Nowhere
be seen at the moment.

“My boys!” said Chard, in his mas-
rolling voice, not unlike the
eting of an elephant in the

Sir!” gasped Compton.

“Mr, Chard!” panted Teddy Seymour,
ere was a buzz, or rather a roar,

m the fellows behind.

“Calm yourselves, my dear boys!”

aid Chard, with a touch of rebuke.

‘What is the reason—

“That blighter McCann!”

brey Compton.

s was too much even for Mr.

shouted

You forget yourself!™
e said with dignity. “In my presence,
ou will speak of your new headmaster

h
“He's sacked me!” yelled Aubrey.
hard almost staggered.

‘He has—what? ~ What?  Comp-
Darrell!  Speak! ~ What has
ppened?”

| “There’s a notice on the board—
. In that rotter’s fist—
It says—"
Compton cX sacked!”
Expelled!”
‘The blighter!”
'he cheeky cad!™
Nearly all the Fifth were speaking
once. Chard’s old oak-panelled
s had never rung to such thunder-
echoes The. din was deufemng

intredible—ummaginable !
was true—Chard felt a crushing
of helplessness. The man was
He had the power. If he was
enough to use iﬁ‘_gt was in his
But could it be

ence ! Silence! " peted
“Order! Silence ! Dan'ell,
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speak! The others keep silent! Darrel],
what has happened?”
. . . . .

There was not silence, but there was
a subduing of the roar as Bob answered
his Form-master. Bob’s face was
blank with dismay. He had thought a
lot of the new Head; had thought of
backing him up—of bringing the other
fellows round to back him up. And
the man had sacked his friend. At
that moment Bob Darrell hated Jimmy
McCann.

“It’s true, sir! It’'s on the hoard,
signed by the Head! Compton’s sacked
from High Coombe, sir! I know we
played the goat in the Form-room, but
it’s oo thick!  You won't let him £,
sir?’

It was awful for Chard. These boys
loved and respected him—at least, he
was sure they did. They believed his
power to be greater an it -was.
Popularity Peter was not the man to
let them think it was smaller than it
was! They believed that he could save
Compton from this awful fate! He
couldn’t—unless that villain McCann
chose. Villain, yes, that was the word.
Chard had been seeking in his mind for
a word really expressive of McCann and

his works. He had found it!

“You won't let him go, sir?” roared
the Fifth.

“Mr, Chard!” panted Aubrey. “You

can’t—you won't—stand by and see a
man in your Form turfed out by that
blackguard.”

“I can scarcely believe—" faltered
Mr. Chard.

‘It’s true, sir!” said Bob.

“I—I must think!” said Mr. Chard.
* Something
shall be done!”

“Brayo, sir!” shouted the Fifth. They
took. this as a promise and an under-

taking. Chard did not mean it
exactly like that. He only meant, and
could only mean, that he would do

his best to get that awful sentence

rescinded.
But the relief, the satisfaction, of the
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Fifth, their faith in him his
powers, influenced him. A duubtful
word now meant stemming the tide of
And, after all, he was
—the oldest member of
the staff, and not v.xthout influence even
with the governors themselves!

Would that stocky young man resist
him—and not only him, but the feeling
of the whole school, masters and boys
ahke" Could he stand out against
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“Youll see the cur at once, sir?”
asked Aubrey.

“You must not use such expressions
in my presence, Compton! But I will
certainly see M1 McCann at once.”

“Bravo, sir!”

Chard would have pre!errul a h(:tle
interval—a space for
sideration. Buﬁ the Fifth evidently ex-
pected him to the iron while it

scorn,
mdlgnation? Surely not! Popularity
Peter was carried away by his own feel-
ings and those around him. He rose

to the occasion. His rather protrud-
ing eyes gleamed.

“We knew you'd stand by us, sir! 1%

“You're a sportsman, sir!”

“If only you were Head, sir!”

It was all sweet as honey to Chard.
No wonder he forgot, for a moment, the
considerations of prudence.

“My hoys, rely on me! This—this
must be some mistake—at least, a very
hasty decision. I will see Mr. McCann
immediately, and—and—"'

Chard paused. His manner implied
that, when he saw Mr. McCann, he
would say to that young man. ash
this out!” and McCann would tremble
and wash it out. But Chard’s manner
was not-quite in accord with his secret
thoughts.

However, the Fifth Form men saw
only his manner, and could not read his
thoughts. =~ His inward uneasiness was
not betrayed in his plump, aggreusxve
face. As he paused there was a roar of
cheering that woke every echo in the
ancient clock ous

strike
w;s hot.  They lockedd for immedi-
al
action! ~Chard had set his large, flat
feet on a road from which there was no
he had said, he
would the

Blighter dare?
fellow in this contest, it was a good
beginning- might hope even to
“run” McCann afterwards as had
run the Venerable Beak!

But as Mr. Chard issued forth ﬂ’Q{m
his quarters, and rolled majestically
across the aquad, he did not feel so
majestic as he look

In plain Engllsh he had undertaken
more than he could perform—unless
that offensive young man chose to let
him down lightly. Chard’s majestic
roll became slower and slower, and it
was almost at a snail's pace that he
reached the Head’s study.

3
CHAPTER 11.
““ Give the hoy another chance! "
IMMY McCANN did not look %

offensive young man as he poli

bade Mr. Chard be seated. He
respect for Mr. Chard’s age and stand-
ing, if not for his wisdom. He was

was that - mr‘!ﬁhc it rang right across
the quad, reached Jimmy McCann in
the Head's study, and caused him to
set his steﬁ:dv lips in a hard line.

Y

“Bravo, sir!”

“Leave it to me, my boys!” said Mr.
Chard, carried away by his feelings—
mturaL in the clrcumstances. “Leave
it in my hands. Rely on me in every
way!”

rather a good-looking young
man, and the touch of ginger in I@
hair really gave him a soft of distine-

tion. ~Chard’s manner was habitually
aggressive; Jimmy’s was nothing of the
kind. It was and good-tempered.
But there was a ﬁmmess in Jimmy
that was lacking in

Jimmy wWas mta as au ‘High Coombe
believed, the dismay and

dolour he was cluging in the School for
Slackers. He was far from desiring to
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w the methods of a hull-in a china
ut he was there to do a job
work, and he was going to do it. Ten
ousand fat and aggressive Chards
d not have stopped him.
ther than knew, that if
 id not, treat this stocky young man
h a respect he had never dreamed of
8 ng to the Venerable Beak, the iron
n would crop out of the velvet
It was fearfully dis-
erting and humiliating to realise
he had to ask favours of this young
whom he loathed and detested.
it came to that, and there was no
g away from it.
have scen a notice on the board,”
egan. "IL appears that a boy of
_Form js sentenced to expulsion.
L h 2 very d'asuc step, sir—"

in the Fifth Form Room after
eft, sir. Compton deliberately
yed my order to go to my stu

F o flogging. He was the ringleader
. personal attack on myself.
‘considered whether to expel every
who took part in it—"

1 gurgled Chard.

t I have decided that the example
e expulsion may suffice as a warn-
the others, Mr. Chard. Naturally,
very unwilling to begin my work
by expelling boys. Compten, un-
nately, has left me no alterna-

such a matter, Mr, Chard, a
aster must act solely on his own
ive. The responsibility is mine.”
‘The responsibility, sir, is very

1” said Chard, with a flash of
“This boy's father, Colonel
ton, is a very influential member
governing board. What view is
to take of the expulsion of his
rom the school—his own old school,

Ly 'ﬂmt is immaterial, MY, Chard!”
“mlﬂmml'” gasped Chard,
e

o
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Chard blinked at him, breathing hard.
Aggressive as he was, he stood rather
in dread of Colonel Compton, a tre-
mendous old wawmior who had once
been captain of High Coombe. = This
stocky young man, it seemed, regarded
emendous old colonel as nobody
in particuler.

“If that is all, Mr. Chard—"
Jimmy was politely hinting that his
time was of value.

“It is not all, sir!” gasped Chard.
“Far from it, Mr. ann. I am
bound to tell you that ieeling runs very
high in Compton’s Form—-

“I am aware of it, sir!” There was
a glimmer in Jimmy’s eyes. Chard
realised that he had heard the roar
from the rooms under the clock-tower.
I'he Fiith Form master reddened again.

There was a pause, and then Lhc dis-
tressed master of the Fifth played his
best card :

“Mr. McCann, you have come
recently—very recently—among us. It
cannot be your desire to cause dismay
and discontent throughout the school.
If certain things are not to your satis-
faction, time will mend them, sir—we
are not yet used to your ways. I, sir,
have been here twenty years, and there
has never been an expulsion in my
Form. This is a blow to me, sir, that
I should never have expected.”

Jimmy McCann was silent,

“I ask you, sir,” said Mr. Chard, with
a certain genuine dignity, “to give the
boy another chance! He may be hasty
—unthinking—even - rebeilious. Hig
action in the Form-room I do not pre-
tend to defend for one moment. But
I can answer for it that such an action
will never be repeated. The sentence
of expulsion, sir, even if not carried out,
will be a sufficient warning, Mr,
McCany, I am not in th habit of ask-
ing favours, but I ask
you—w give the boy an:

hard hated hlmsslf i r saying 1t,
1 r having to say it, and he was glad
that none of the Fif th rn"]ﬂ hear him.
He was humbling himself to this man
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—this rank outsider whom he despised
and loathed.
and he had to do it, or go back fo the
Fifth and let them see that they had
leaned on a rotten resd—that, so far
from being the power they supposed
he was only a lath painted to look like
u‘on' He had to eat humble pie.
standing by the window
With the sprlng sunlight on his clear-cut
face, was silent, thinking. Chard would

have given a great deal to know what he|,
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Chard, with a touch of his old arro

But it was the only way | gance.

“I propose to do so,” said McCann,
“I will rescind Compton’s sentence, Mr.
Chard, to be enforced, however, if there
should be any repetition of his mutinous
conduct. - I will give you the names of
the boys concerned in this riot in your
Form-room, and you will cane them.”
Chard gurgled.

“Canings, sir, in a senior Form?”
“¥ou do not suggest, Mr, Chard, that
or detentions will sufice in

he did not
belleve though he would have liked to
believe, that this young tyrant was
cager to use and display his power—that

such a case?”
Chard was silent.
“I ynu prefer fo leave the matter

the man did not really want to sack | o m

even the fellow who had laid mutinous
hands on him.

Indeed, there came a glimmering sus-
picion into his mind that McCamn,
though he had felt bound to expel
Ccmpton would be glad of a chance not
to enforce that drastic sentence. Even
that MeCann, keen as a razor, had
counted on Populerity Peter’s interven-
tion and meant to make that a pretext
for not enforcing the sentence! If
Chard could only have felt sure of that!

But he couldn’t! The new Head's
face told him nothing. He waited for
him to speak, feeling horribly like a fag
up before his Form-master.

McCann spoke at last.

“You, sir, as the boy’s Form-master,
advise me. acting as Head, to give him
another chance?”

Chard, as he heard that, was nearly
sure! He was being made use of | Thls
outsider was handling him like a crafts.
man’s tool! Chard was on the verge
of a bluster. But though he was nearly
sure, he wag, not-quite sure. He could
not afford to take risks.

“I do, sir,” he answered.
“I am new here,” said Mr, McCann
gravely *' ~ very serious a matter,

I am glad to have the counsel of the
senior membor of my staff. A less
seyere punishment, perhaj

“You may leave that in my hands,
surely, siv; as master of the Form,” said

“NO, 01”
Jimmy sat at his table and scribbled
a list of names, Every fellow who had
grnbbed him in the Fifth Form
was named in that list. ’s
hended it. He handed the papu 2.

wxll tske &- in

assemble for rou at Lhc usux! time, an d
then the punishment will be ndmms-
tered in the presence of all High
Coombe. -~ I 11 be pre . but I
shall, of course, leave the matter in
your hands. now, sir, I am over-
due in the Sixth.”

Chard went away with the paper in his
plump hand. He had saved Compton
from the sack, and he was almost sure
that Jimmy McCann had intended all

ard.
e The cnnmgs
Hall . he

wanted to feel that he had bea
Jimmy McCann. But in his bones h
knew that Jimmy McCann had Bﬂaten
him!

CHAPTER 12.
Ferguson Sees, the Funny Side!
ETER'S an ass!” said Aubny
Compton gloomily.
The fact that he was sm;mg
in the Form-room, presumably engaged




study of the classics, did not
Aubrey from making that
True, he did not allow it to

h the ears of Mr. Chard.
ard, at his desk, was not looking
But he was looking a good deal
alert than he was accustomed to

n
 in  the Form-room—not, at :\11

not going to catch him again.
 had even murmured a hint to ihe
not to talk so much.
might drop in g

f he did, even Aubrey
n had no idea of pushing him
ain! Pushing the meddling rotter
the Form-room was now quite
ndoned idea. Once was enough
dering to what it led.
ass!” repeated Aubrey. “He’s
to the Blighter! He's havin’
leg pulled! Canings in the

Wve got off the sack, old chap!”

“Never mind the whoppings!

you, I was quioe sick when I
‘you were going.”

the man really mean if?”

Compton. “He seems to have

ard talk him over pretty easily.”

Jolly decen
uck it! - I'm not riskin’ it a
ne, if I can help it,” said
“I can't make out whether
gammonin® or whether he

h an expulsion, but I'm not
the scapegoat, anyhow!”

Chard’s an old ass!” went on
. “McCann kiows: jolly well
e started caning the Fifth
He's landed i\

there'd e trouble,
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glad to hear that, at all
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on Chard so that we shan't kick. Break-
in o .
“Well, it would be rather sickenin’
for Chard to see his Form caned by
another master, even the Head!” re-
marked Seymour.

‘;jHe ought to have refused!” growled

ey.

“How could he?” asked Bob. ‘‘When
it comes to the pinch, how can Chard
stand up to the Head, any more than
we can?”’

“He’s lettin’ us down! Bendin' over
in Hall—with all the fags lookin’ ont”
said Aubrey, between his teeth. “My
own fag watchin’ me take six from
I've a good mind to refuse!
But that would only make Chard look
a fool, and I dare say McCann would
like that! = Oh, he’s a cunning rotter!”

“I fancy he’s rather deep,” ad-
mitted Bob. ‘‘But he's not got an easy
job here, and I feel sure he wants to go
as easy as he can, Thank goodness
you've got off the sack, old bear, never
mind anything else!” It was Bob's way
to take a cheery view and look on the
bright side.

Mr. Chard looked up. He hesitated to
speak—Popularity Peter all over—then

said:

“Less talk in the Form, please!”

The Fifth looked at him. Chard
actually coloured. It was a first feeble
effort at discipline. He pretended not
to observe the scornful curve of Aubrey
Compton’s lips. He dropped his eyes
Bﬂmn at once.

there it was—the invigorating

mﬂuence of McCann was making itself
felt even in the sleepy Fifth Form
Room! Neither Chard nor any of his
Form wanted McCann to step in again.
And after that there was less talk!
There was even—wonderful to relate—a
little work done! -

But the feelings of the Fifth were deep.
And when they came out of the Form-
room their feelings grew deeper. For
all High Coombe was in a buzz with the

affair. Canings in senior Forms were
unknown, and the Fourth and the Shell
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could hardly believe that a whole batch
of the Fifth really were going to be
caned all at once! They gaped over
it. They buzzed with it. And, to the
bitter wrath and indignation of the
seniors, they evidently looked forward
to the unheard-of scene as a sort of en-
tertainment. That was the unkindest
cut of all.

Already, it seemed, some spirit of
division was creeping into the schocl,
which should have been united as one
man against the Blighter. Whopped
themeelves on occasion, the fags did not
seem to see why older offenders should
not be whopped. too; and, anyhow, it
was fearfully exciting!  Aubrey Comp-
ton could hardly helieve his ears when
he came on a group of the Fourth in
the quad and heard his own grinning
fag, ¥Ferguson, speaking.

“I hear there’s nine of them up for
whoppings,” Ferg was saying. “I say,
they look most awfully sick about it. I
taney Compton will have & {it, or som
thing!  Frightful come-down for him,
you know!  Of course, he’s above shov-
ing exercise books into his bags—too
jolly proud, you know. He gave me Six
with & fives bat the other day for spill-
ing butter on his bags! I wonder
how he will like six himself? Ha, ha,
hat”

Compton stood almost petrified. Fer-
guson was laughing—actually laughing
—at the idea of the dandy of the Fifth
getting that six in Hall! His own fag!

“And the Blighter gave him six his
first day here!” went on the happy
Ferg, unconscious of the proximity of
his fag master. “Now he’s going to
get another six! He will be most
frightfully wild. I shall be jolly care-
ful not to laugh in Hall; but it's jolly
funny——",, wume -

A grip on the back of Ferg’s neck
caused the affair to ccase to seem funny
to him on the spot. He stared round
in alarm and terror at Compton’s
furious face.

“Oh!” he gasped. “I say——"

Smack! - Smack! Smack! Smack!
The hepless Ferg yelled and roared as
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Compton smacked his head, The oth
fags iooked on in silence. Corkian
the Sixth strolled up. As a prefect?
and head prefect—it was up to him i
intervene.  All he did was to jerk I
head towards the big window of th
Head’s study. ;

“Ware Blighter, Aubrey!” he muy
mured.

The angry Compton did not heed.

Smack!  Smack!

A casement window flew open.

“Compton!”

Aubrey’s hand was raised for an
other smack, but the blow never fell. Hi
hand remained poised in mid-ai
arrested by the commanding voice o
the man he hated. He looked rou
with black bitterness at Mr, McCann.

“‘No more of that!” said Mr. McCamn
quietly. “Corkran, it was your duby t:
stop that kind of thing. I shall ex
pect it of you in future.”

Snap! The casement closed. Coi
kran, very red in the face, walked awa:
Aubrey Compton stood panting—hal
inclined to give Ferg’s head anothe
smack. But he did not venture to d
so. He jammed his hands into hi
trousers pockets and moved off. = Fe
guson rubbed his head. ¢

“Cad!” said Ferguson.

And he was not aliuding to Mr. Mc
Cann'!

CHAPTER 13,
chard's Way Out!
R. McCANN called the roll. i
M Hell It was probably the fin
occasion for many terms o
which every fellow at High Coombg ax
swered to his name at calling-ove:
Bven et roll. slackness had alway
prevailed. Somehow or other
High Coombers had decided 21l to b
present when Jimmy. McCann  calle
the names. They.were beginning to fex
that it was wiseFmo¥ to hunt for avoic
able trouble. There was likely to k
cuch a lot that was unavoidable!
a certain ufiisual briskness i

nd
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ing was visible. Fellows did not, ; seemed rather uncanny. The man was
etofore, stand in chatty groups |keen as a razor.
awl “Sum” carelessly over their| Nine men marched up Hall, Bob
. | Darreil colouring with discomfort under
e the eyes of Mr. McCann. The others
t eeky ass | made it a point to look unruffled, L
othering them, they did not at all the old French aristocrats going to the
express that opinion in their|guillotine.  Aubrey Compton even
yawned slightly under MecCarn’s eye.
u]e masters were present—Penge, | Breathless faces, staring eyes, clkcled
f the Shell, with a half-smoked | them. Even yet it seemed scarcely
3 halfmdden in the hollow of his | possible to High Coombe that this
nd, which he had brought into Hall Wholesale whopping was really going
‘him.  What became of that half | t0 wkg platcle Fgggum%gt the E‘ourth.
vana was ste It ugterly | reminiscently rubbing ear,
e aiier Mr. MoCana's cyes had | o Fauly Eye, but Fatty 0 ot veéxm:
shing grin. ry was mgmaea
o M Eenge for & L G High Coombe; it was a thrilling
hard, of course, was there; red- | moment!

a little | “It is my duty—” said Chard, and
essive paused. His voice, on this occasion,
outward show. Chard tried | did not resemble the trumpeting of an

that he had beaten McCann | elephant. Fellows had to strain their
d | ears to hear him. “It is my duty,” he
repeated slowly, reluctantly, the words
coming from him Ilike teeth at the
dentist’s, “to administer punishment
for the—ah—riotous pmceedmgs in my
Form this morning Hem! I shall—
"glem'—admmister six strokes to each
But he was there to “whop” you—] ¥
n in his Form, and that .:5,. Chard cleared his throat.
no victorious or triumphal “c"?.pm’" you will bend over that
hassock!”

Compions eyetsh blaui%l Wim:wt‘:‘d
eagerness e Wi e scl Té!
ping! e remembered the | the intention of ref in his hev

using 3
proverb that a horse can .
water, but cannot be made m §°‘:§m’ mm‘%tme é:.e:.mltmwas o

'd had his own ideas about | oo

d swished th
Slx times it w“ched Aubrey——h
é(l);c!clgg him. Compton, én amazene
3 up. He was not sure
28 passionately was being caned at all! Flick
the conﬁlct as far as he flick!  Flick, flick, flick! a
over, there was a hush understood. He told the fellows -
names were called: Comp-|wards, in Big Study, Lhat
ell, Peverﬂ!. Car(:er, Burke, [‘winked ‘at him as he
d ur, Durrance, Warren. | Probably that was an error. B it ther
the excitement o! thnt wild | was no doubt that Chard was del
the Pifth &rm ately turning the whole thing into
d noted the ‘facd and re- cule the whole school saw that.
the name of every fellow arrell!” said Mr. Chard,
id g hand on him. It A buzz was growmg in Hall

;‘
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McCann glanced round, and it died into
stony silence. Bob stole a glance at
the headmaster's face as he stepped
up to take his turn. For & single in-
stant there was a gleam as of bright
steel in Jimmy McCann’s eyes. It
passed—and his face remained expres-
sionless, Six airy flicks barely touched
Bob, for which he was duly thankful.
‘Another man took his place—openly

grinning.

Grinning faces were to be seen ail
over the packed Hall now. Everybody
knew that Chard was “guying”
McCann with that travesty of a whop-
ping. He was making a fool of the
Head. It did not occur to the ponder-
ous Chard that he was also making a
fool of himself!

But it occurred to Bob, and he could
have blushed for his Form-master; so
big, so. pompous, so important—and so
childish !

It was Popularity Peter all over! He poodl

made it clear—wanted to make it clear
—that he did not approve of this
execution; that he was on the side of
the school against the new unpopular
Chief Beak.

If that was how he felt, he ought
to have resigned from the staff, not
played the fool in Hall, Bob thought.
But how was the Head going to take it?

Man after man came up and bent
over the hassock. All of them grinned
—one or two laughed! Tragedy had
turned into comedy—a most undigni-
fied comedy, it was true; but it was up
against McCann, so it was all right!
Any stick was good enough to beat the
Blighter with.

Carter, last of the victims, kept up
his reputation of being the funny ass
of the Fifth. Lhard flicked him
gently, Cartéf Startled Hall by a tre-
mendous yell that woke all the echoes
of the old oaken rafters. Chard him-
self started, and almost dropped the
cane.

“Oh, sir, you hit so fearfully hard!”
squealed Carter.

en was a roar from the
crowd in Hall

THE SCHOOL FOR SLACKERS!

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

They laughed, and roared, and yelled
and rocked! Carter had brought down
the house. All pretence of seriousn
was at an end. Hall rang with roars
of merriment. Tredegar was seen
doubled up with mirth. Chard himselt
was laughing. All the masters smiled

i

Only one serious face was to be seen

Jimmy McCann’s, expressionless as thai
of a graven image. The whopping over,
‘High Coombe streamed out of Hall,
laughing, chuckling, chortling, and won-
dering how the Blighter liked it!

Probably Jimmy McCann did not like
it at all. And probably—very probably
he was making up his mind that he and
Popularity Peter could not remain at
High Coombe together. If Mr. Chard
fancied himself in the role of a sturdy
mastiff baying deflance at an intruder,
he was likely to discover that hc
resembled much more closely a fat
0 e yapping in the path of a stcam-
roller!

CHAPTER 14.
“The whopping of your lifel”
« TS bullying, I tell you!” growled
Bob Darrell.
“What!” exclaimed Compton.

“well, what else do you call it?" de-
manded Bob.

Aubrey Compton’s eyes gleamed. If
the dandy of the Fifth Form at High
Coombe School was ever guilty of bully-
ing he was quite unconscious of it. It
seemed so natural to Aubrey that any
TLower boy who disregarded his will and
pleasure should be kicked, or whopped
with 2 fives bat on his bags. The word
bullying was distinctly unpleasant. It
jarred on Aubrey’s fastidious taste.

“Oh, draw it mild, Bob!” said Teddy
Seymour. “Don’t get shirty, Aubrey,
old man! You know old Bob’s always
talkin’ out of his hat! He’s done mis-
chief enough already.”

Bob shrugged his broad shoulders.

The door of Big Study opened, and
half a dozen of the Fifth came in—
Carter, Peverill, Burke, Raymond,



ance, and Warren, They did not
{ . High Coombe men never
owded or barged. Gracefully they
ged into Big Study.
Here we are, Aubrey, old boy !
wled Peveril

putation to keep up as the funny ass
the Fifth,

. “You men raggin'?” asked Warren.
[ say, den't let’s rag among ourselves.
c;d Wwe stand, divided we come a

er.
‘Oniy Darrell preachin’ again,”
neered Compton. “I've got a stunt for
ggin’ the Blighter, and Bob calls it
i He can call it what he likes,
it I'm goin’ ahead.”
Expound, old bean!” said Peverill.
_'None of the Sixth here?” remarked

them to keep clear while
this' meetin’,” answered
“Better for the prefects to
> nothin’ to do with it. McCann's
cye on them already. But you
et they're all as keen as we are
Worryin’ the - Blighter—all except
he added, with a sneer. “Bob
likes the man!”
believe he means well!” grunted
‘“Anyhow, he’s headmaster now,
it’s no good thinking of trying to
on as if old Dr. Chetwode was
Chief Beak! And I think it’s a
-good thing that the Venerable
went, if you ask me.”
body asked you, sir, she said!”
~€§Lrtcr. And there was a laugh in

Study.
“Cough it up, Aubrey!” said Ray-

Albrey Compton went to the door of
Study, opened it, and called “Boy!”

“T've tipped
hayin’

)

There ‘was a patter of feet in the
Passage almost at once, Ferguson of
‘ggg,l?ourth came up af 4 run, Comp-
ons fag was always prompt at the
Sound of his fag-master’s voice, It was
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noticeable that, slack as the High
Coombers were, and priding themselves
on it, they drew a line at slackness in
their fags. The juniors could model
themselves on the seniors as much as
they liked when they were not wanted
for fag service. When they were, it was
not a paying proposition to slack.
Aubrey seldom had to call “Boy!”
twice,

Ferg came in, and Compton shut the
door. Ferg looked round at the gather-
ing of seniors rather uneasily. He hoped
that it did not mean a whopping, iOnly
2 few minutes ago he had been confid-
ing to Fatty Pye that he wished the new
Beak would give Compton another taste
of the cane, and it was rather alarm-
ing to hear Compton's voice immedi-
ately afterwards calling “Boy!”

Dorm Three already knew Compton’s
plan. But the later arrivals did not,
and they looked on with interest, rather
perplexed. The plan, it seemed, included
action on the part of the fags. That
was rather a relief, in a way, For,
fiercely as they were opposed to the new
Head, McCann, they felt a certain shy-
ness about coming out into open con-
flict with him again. They had tried
it, and bhad not forgotten that old
Aubrey had had a narrow escape from
the “sack” in consequence.

“I say, what's the row?” asked
Ferguson. “I say, Compton——""
- “Shut up and listen to me!” said -

Compton. “I suppose you know that
that rotter McCann is always in his
study from five to six? ‘At five minutes
past five, Fergtson, youre going to
barge on the Blighter’s door—and
bang.”

“What for?” asked Ferg.

“Because I tell you to!” said Comp-
ton irritably. “And at intervals of five
minutes every other kid in the Fourth
is going to do the same. You're ic
pass the word round.”

Ferguson looked rather alarmed.

“I gay, he will tell me to come in if
I bang—"

“Then you can cut.”

“On!” said Ferg. “I—I see!” He
locked very dubious. “I say, Compton,



34

that man McCann may get fearfully
stuffy about it. He works in his study,
you know., He will get shirty! He
may bag & man and whop him.”
“”You afraid of a whoppin'?” asked

Aubre,

% he's a hefty
brute,” confessed Ferg. “You didn’t
like it when he—-" Ferg broke off in
time, warned by the look on his fag-
master’s face. Compton did not like
being reminded of that six on his
beautiful bags administered by

“Well, if youre afraid of a whop-
pin’, yowd better do exactly as I tell
you!” remarked Compton. “For
you don’t, I'm goin’ to give you the
Wwhoppin’ of your life.”

“Oh, Isay!” groaned Ferg.

Bob Darrell gave an angry growl,

“And you don't call that bullying!”
he exclaimed. “You're going to whop
the fags if they don’t play up, and
McCann will whop them if they do!
Think they're keen on'it?”

“Shut up, Darrell!” hooted the Fifth,
The seniors were keen on it, if the
fags were not likely to be.

But - Ferguson, fing unexpected
support in at least one member of the
Fifth, took his courage in both hands
and proceeded to raise objections.

“Look here, Compton, I'd rather not!
Look here—"

“Yowd rather not,” said Aubrey,
with a cheery smile. “I'm sorry for
tlﬁag,l Ferguson!  Bend over ~that
chair!”

Y.
11, yes, rather;

=

He picked up a fives bat which, with
great foresight, he had brought into
Big Study in case it should be needed.
It was clear that it was needed.

“I—I say!” gasped the hapless Ferg.

The slackest in-the School for
Slackers was ‘not slack in handling a
fives bat, .as_Ferg knew by painful
experience. He' gave Bob Darrell a
despairing glance,

Boh strode forward.

“Look here, chuck it,” he roared.
“¥ou can call it what you like, but
I call it bullying, and I'm not stand-
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ing for it! Put that
and let the kid cut!”
“Mind your own bizney!” snapped

Compton.

“Put that bat down!” roared Bob.

Ferguson watched the dispute with
doubt and hope. Bob Darrell's face
was flushed, his eyes sparkling. He
looked like grabbing the bat away from
Aubrey, and laying it round Aubrey's
own elegant person if he objected. Ferg
hoped that he would.

But from the rest of the Fifth Form
men present came a roar.

pat down, Aubrey,

Bob’s eyes flashed. All the seniors
were on their feet, gathering round
him with angry faces. He was hustled
towards the door. He was not an easy
man to hustle, however. He swung
back, and Peverill and Warren went
stumbling over, landing on the carpet.

“Now look here—"" shouted Bob,

“Enock the idiot over!” )

“8it on him!”

Ferg’s eyes almost started from his
head at the unprecedented scene that
followed, “

excited, angry schoolboys,

|like a mob of fags in the W !

Ferg was rather glad he was 8,
after all. He seldom had enjoyed a
show like this! He gazed on with
breathless interest and delight.

Bob Darrell, struggling, erashed on
the carpet. Five or six fellows sat on
him and pinned him there,’ He heaved
under them, but they pi | him down;
and he panted helplessly, = Compton
looked at him with a cool smile. en
he turned his attention to Ferguson
again.

“I think
Fergus

ass Darrell. A

PR T

1

|



d pot help him who could
help himself. Compton, evidently,
the “goods” in the Fifth Form at

 School for Slagkers.

wipe! Swipe! Swipe!

ubrey laid it on well. Ferg gave &
howl at each swipe.

asked

enough?”  he

“Ow! Oh! No
#Then 1 take it

do exactly as I've
led Aubrey.

, Yes! Wow! Yes, rather!”

“that you're goin’ to
told you to do?”

Ferg prompily cut.
that's that!” drawled Aubrey.
can let that silly ass gebt up
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By ctanding at the window Jimmy
McGann could get a view of coo
and cliff and roling Atlantic.
now and then he left his writing-table,
walked to the window and drew in &
vigorating breaths of keen air.
He was standing by his window, with
the sunlight catching the red in his

hair, when a loud bang came ab the
study door.

“Come in!” he called, glancing
round.

All Jimmy heard

Nohody came in.
of retreating foot-

was o swift patter
steps. He concluded that some fellow
had knocked at the wrong door, dis-
covered his error, and departed in
haste.

He turned to the window again, re-
garding the quad with thoughtful eycs.
A group of the Sixth stoed in his view
_Tredegar, captain of the school, with
Randal and Corkran, Coffin and Lacy.
They were talking and smiling, as if
i ion of some sort of a jest.

’king grin.
Aubrey tha

brel and a scrap. But he did

ual, barged hetween.
k here, you men—-
his

.
were still knittes

wrath.
Fifth
ed that rag on”
n, and chuckled over it an
led over it.

his

CHAPTER 15.
Caught in the Aot!

open, letting in freck
8.

he was no match for
quscular Darrell if it came to &
not
a straw for that. Teddy Seymour,

hands, but his
d as he tramped
ig Study. He went out into

i In Big
joyfully
the Blightclxi )y
‘And when five o'clock

ANN was, inus in his very
book-line s't\ﬂly. A case

in p

Jimmy had no objections to the enjoy-

ment” of a jest, but he would have

preferred to sce those Sixth Form men

changed for football and putting in

some practice.
Iie had a

ot of work on hand &t
High Coombe, and it was nob all to be
Jdone at once. It was going to be done.
Towever! The School for Slackers had
begun to change-—slowly but_surely.
Tven the deadly feud against himself,
purning white-hot in the Fifth Form,
did not wholly isplease  Jimmy
McCann, much as it wo
d Compton & Co. to know that
Ii was, at least, a sign of reviving
vigour, even if of misdirected vigour.
Ba Jimmy looked round at the
ned more deeply, and
hanger come in. No-

1| door again, frow
again bade the
body came in.
the door of the headmaster's study was
if not accidental. And
me it happened Jimmy
knew that disrespect was intended. He
ood staring &t the unmoving Gcor.
“There came 2 third bang on the do
Jimray’s lips'set in a tight line.
was & rag!

oF.

h
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He crossed the spacious study with a
swift stride, and jerked open the door.
Nobody was in sight. The broad corri-
dor stretched to right and left, several
other passages opening from it at
different points in its length. Round
any of those corners the banger on the
door might have dodged. Jimmy stocd
staring out for a long moment, then
closed the door and went to his writing-
table and sat down to work.

It could hardly be Fifth Form men
playing a childish prank like this. He
could not imagine the superb Compton
delivering a runaway knock and
scuttling round a corner. The Fifth
were hopeless slackers, but they had
some sense of their dignity as senior
men. This was a rag of the juniors—
Fourth or Shell! :

That surprised Jimmy a little, for
he was aware that he was not so fear-
fully unpopular among the small {ry
as among the great men of the Fifth
and Sixth. However, he had no doubt
that his opening of the door and look-
ing out would mark the end of the
rag. He dismissed it from his mind
and resumed work on the heap of
pepers before him.

Mr. McCann took the Sixth Form
himself in classics—much to their dis-
gust and dismay. Classical knowledge
in the Sixth was at a low ebb. Under
the Venerable Beak—the late Head—
they had drowsed in contented slack-
ness. How most of them had got into
tHe Sixth at all would have been a
mystety to anyone who did not know
the ways of High Coombe. Capes, in
the Fourth, taught little; Penge, in
the Shell, less; Chard, in the Fifth,
next to nothing, and in the Sixth they
took & long and happy rest. A delight-
ful state of affairs, which Jimmy
McCann was_goingt6" alter very con-
siderably!

Bang! Jimmy jumped. Deep in
Latin papers—most of which would
have made a junior at any other
school blush, but with which the High
Coombe Sixth were quite satisfied—
Jimmy had forgotten the rag. He was
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reminded of it by a tremendous ba:
at his study door.

“Upon my word!” ejaculated M
McCann,

A scudding of feet and a breathle:.
chuckle came to his keen ear. Then!
silence.

The rag was still on, and evident!
it was going. to continue. i
McCenn sat staring at the door with
a wrinkle on his brow. He was think-
ing; and when Jimmy put in some
tthinldng, something generally came of

The bangs he noted. came at fairly
regular intervals. The young r: 5
gave him time to settle down after
every bang before they delivered
another. rag was proceeding
according to plan, that was evident.
Jimmy made a rapid mental calcula-
tion. Four bangs at the door had been
delivered in. approximately . twenty
minutes. That gave five minutes a
bang. If the rag continued, it was easy
dto calculate when the next bang was

ue. ¢

Mr, McCann sat for two minutes
thinking. Then he rose from his chair,
selected a cane, and stepped quietl:
to the door, his hand
handle. That door was going
very suddenly when the next bang
came. ' Jimmy did not think that the
next man would get away with it. With
a faint gleam in his eye, Jimmy waited.

At a little distance, round the eorncr
by the French master’s’ class-room,
there was a_group of the Fourth.
Fatty Pye, deliverer of the bang,
had just rejoined his friends, hreath-
less and grinning. Next man in was
Donkin otherwise the Donkey. ¥

Ferguson, presiding over the progeed-
ings, was enjoying himself. Compton’s
fives-bat had driven him to underfake
this warlike operation against the
Blighter; but it had gone so well, so
far, that Ferg was beginning to think
it quite 2 good stunt. Indeed, being
a brainy man, he was already develop-
ing Compton’s big idea further. He
gave instructions to-Donkin.

g




ell through the keyhole, Donkey!”
d. “Bang on the door, and yell

U 1{7 the keyhole! Let him have

away safely. Why not the fifth?
keen.

r’ ugh the

and bunk!” he

here Was & murmur of approval,

Good old Donkey!”
0 it, Donkey!"

ole and then bang
red. -

_tiptoe he crept along the cor-
. Five or six eager faces poked
the corner watched him as he
Cautiously, carefully, the Donkey
ached the big oak door. Breath-
the bunch of juniors watched
rive there and stoop to the key-

velled Donkin, and

"1l be after us!”
re was a rush of feet down the
e to parts unknown. Ferguson
were scattering far and wide,
before Jimmy McCann hadl
landed nkin in his study.
1] unluckily, was not in & posi-
fo scatter. oy
unhappy Donkin, gripped as if
steel vice, was landed on the
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Head’s carpet, and found himself tot-
tering there, facing Jimmy McCann.

“Donkin, I think?” said M.
McCann.

Ah!  Yes, sir!” splutteted
Donkin,

“You knocked at my door?”

“Yes, sir!”

“What did you want?”

Donkin blinked without answering,
He fixed his eyes in anguish on the
cane in Jimmy’s hand. He wriggled
in anticipation. It was an awful
moment for the miserable -Donkey.

But Mr. McCann did not seem to be
in a hurry to use the cane. He re-
garded Donkin with a thoughtful eye.
That this obtuse fellow had thought
of such a rag—much less dreamed of
carrying it out—Jimmy knew was not
the case, and could not be. He had to
lock farther for the originator of that
bright idea. . It was the originator of
the idea that Jimmy wanted to see.

“I a8 you what you wanted,
Donkin,” said Mr. McCann gently.

“Nothing, sir!” groaned the Donkey.

“You ‘knocked at my door for
nothing”?”

“Yes, sir!” mumbled the wretched
Donkey.

“Quite!” said Jimmy McCann. To
Donkin's intense amazement, and
still greater relief, he laid down the
cane. “You must not let this occur
again, Donkin, or I shall be obliged to
punish you! You may go! Tell
Ferguson I desire to see him in my
study.”

Donkin, hardly believing in his good
luck, tottered away. It was some
little time before Ferg arrived in the
study. Jimmy McCann was busy again
with Sixth Form papers; he was not a
man to waste time. But he turned from
those examples of the wonderful depth
of ignorance in*the Sixth Form at
High Coombe to fix -his eyes on Ferg
as he entered, feeling uneasy.

“Df)nkin says, sir—" began Fergu-

son.
" Quite!" said Jimmy McCann. His
eyes seemed to penetrate Ferguson
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like points of steel. “I think you
knocked at my door a shori time ago,
Ferguson.”

Ferg knew that Donkin had not
given him away. With all their
foults at High Coombe, they never did
that kind of thing. Moreover, the
Donkey would never have dared. This
was only another sample of the keen-
ness that High Coombe had alrcady
learned to look for in that “‘unspeak-
able blighter,” McCann! Ferg called
himself captain of the Fourth, and was
undoubtedly the leading spirit in that

Form. Of course, the Blighter knew
that! Didn't the beast spot every-
thing?

But Ferg was not the man to ask
for a licking. And he had all his wits
about him. He assumed an air of mild
surprise.

“Do you think so, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, Ferguson, I do think so!”
assented Jxmmy McCann “And I
think I am not
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But he was not going to learn anythin
from John Andrew Ferguson!

Mr. McCann gazed at Ferg quictl
and steadily, and waited for hi
angwer. It came defiantly:

“I'm not going to tell you! I don’
care if you do whop me, so there!”

Mr. McCann raised his eyebrows.

Ferg stood panting. He had cxag-
gerated a little. He did care whether
McCann whopped him! He knew what
such a whopping was like. It was u
relief to see a smile glide over the face
of Jimmy McCann.

“That will do, my boy!” said Mr.
McCann. “You may go, Ferguson!”

“Oh!” gasped Ferg.

He went gladly. As he was ~oing
Jnnmy McCann drawled casually

y the way, Ferguson, whose fag ave
you?

Ferg glanced back.

“Compmns sir.”

“C ’g1"” repeated Ml McCann,

that you gave the first krcck at my
door, Ferguson!”

The beast was evidently a
cmn'

magi-

Ferg opened his h Before he
could speak, Mr. Mccann made a
gesture,

“If you deny it, Ferguson, I shall
make the closest inquiry as to where
you were, and what you were doing,
between five o'clock and ten minutes
past. It is wrong to tell untruths, my
boy, and stupid to tell useless un-
fruths!”

Ferg’s face set sullenly.

“Well, I did!” he muttered.

“Quite!” said Mr. McCann. “And
did this very peculiar rag originate
m your own fertile mmd Ferguson, or,

was it suggested, tg. you?”

Ferg started and fushed. His fag-
master had whopped him into taking
on the ragz. He would have liked fo
see Compton whopped. But did this beast
—this rotter—this outsider—think that
he was going to give a man away? He
had an inkling—Ferg could see that.

“Very good! You may g

The door closed after Ferguson of
the Fourth. In the Fourth Form-
room the fags foregathered and com-
pared notes. The Blighter had licked
noiody, which was surprising and grati-
fying. But the rag was at an end. All
the fives bats in the Fifth could not
have evoked any more bangs on, the
Head’s

In his scudy, Mr, McCann mused for
a moment.

“Compton’s fag! Exactly!” he said.

Then he resumed his weary labours.

CHAPTER 16
McCann’s Revenge! g
RASH! Bump!
C Suddenly, unexpectedly, and
rather violently, the new Head of
High Coombe School sat down,

The middle of the quadrangle was
not the place in which any head-
master would have chosen to  sit
down, could he have helped it, James
McCann had no choice in the matter.



t was the day following the door-
a isod ed

ann had said nothing about it,
ps he had thought the

Possibly he was thinking about
at very matter as he walked in the
uad, in break, in the bright, btrgezy

\ Mr. Chard, strolling in company with
Mouton—inevitably  nick-

leeply and in-
ly ﬂ-mt he found it diﬂicult to treat
m with the respect due to his chief—
bet, there was something about McCann
hat made it impossible to treat him
with anything but respect.
[ Penge, master of the Shell, threw
way & cigarette when he saw Jimmy,
ind tried to look as if he had not

ee it, all the same, he peered throug!
s window with a surreptitious eye?
as it possible that; having an inkling
of the fact that Aubrey Compton was
tirring up the fags to deeds of derring-
Capes approved in his heart,
hough, of course, he could not say so,

d erred, officially, to know

besides Capes’
AnA.hhe sturdy,

80 strong, 80
y so clastic, though so much less
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venerable and stately than that of the
old Beak, Dr. Chetwode.

More keenly than anyone else,
Bunn of the Fourth was watching
him. Bunn stood by the fountain.
McCann, walking slowly and thought-
fully, passed the fountain, spraying
silvery in the sunlight. Bunn of the
Fourth hesitated one moment. But only
one moment, for he was Warren’s fag,
and Warren and Compton had had a
heart-to-heart talk with him, and he
knew precisely what to expec'. if he did
not play up.

He played up. Suddenly detaching
himself from the fountain, he dashed
across the quad—not, apparently, see-
ing that Mr. McCann was directly in
front of him. There was only one pos-
sible 1esult Bunn of the Fourth hit
McCan: like a cannon-ball, - and
Mccarm sat down—suddenly and hard.
His mortar-board slipped sideways, his
gown picked up mud from an adjacent
puddle, and he gave a gasp.

Bunn, spinning round, sat down
about a yard from him. Utterly scared
at what he had done, the fag bhnked
at Jimmy with frightened eyes.

Jimmy was first on his feeb.

“Oh, sir! Sosorry, sir!” gasped Bunn.

Mr, McCann set his mortar-board
straight, shook mud from his gown,
and gave the panting fag a grim
glance. But, ferocious and devouring
dragon as the High Coombers con-
sidered him, he did not lose his temper.
Not a bit shirty, as Bunn breathlessly
told his friends and confederates after-

h | wards.

3 ”You careless you.ng rascal!” said
Mr. McCann. where you are
running on anather occa.sion

“Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunn.

Mr. McCann walked on.. Bunn, very
glad that his share in the game was
over and done with, picked himself up
and-scuttled away. . Fatty Pye, lurking
under the ancient ngh Coombe oaks,
was not feeling so glad. His turn came
next on the list. He was Teddy
Seymour’s fag, but he had his orders
from Compton, and he knew better
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than to disregard them. After all,
Bunn had got off scot-free. Pye hoped
for similar luck. And it was a fright-
iuny good Jape on the Blighter.
“Young Bob Darrell re-
marked co his comrades. ‘“‘Look
here, you men, that man McCann is &
jolly good-tempered chap! What do
vou think Chard would have done to
a fag who barged him over in the

laughed, and Seymour
grinned. Bob gave them a sharp
look, suddenly realising that this was
a new move in Compton’s game, and
he had been left out of the council
of war this time.

“Look here, thxs is pretty rotten,
Anbrey' " he grunted.

ink s0?” yawned Aubrey.

“That sort of thing isn’t done!”
snapped Bob.

“If McCann doesn’t like our man-
ners and customs he can clear out!”
sug‘ge§ted Aubrey. “Nobody wants him

ere.
Fatty Pye, like an
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seemingly, was watching the pigcons i

the quad, oblivious of McCann. Jimm

knew exactly how oblivious he was

After that flashing glance at the dandy

of the Fifth, Jimmy fixed glinting eyes
on Pye.

“You will go to your Form-master
Pye, and request Mr. Capes, from me
to give you six strokes!” he said.

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Fatty. And hc
did not grin till his back was to Mr
McCann. If the Blighter supposed that
any man on the staff would go'hard
with a fag for barging the new Beak
the Blighter was simp!er than Fatty
believed to b

Fatty trotted oﬂ quite cheerfully tc
Mr. Capes—who had his hack to the
window and a smile on his face when
Pye presented himself in the study
Having received the Head's message
Capes, of course, had to give Fatty six
There was dust on Pye’s trousers, buf
it was not stirred by the six strokes
that his Form-master gave him. When
he left the study he heard Mr. Capes

arrow from under the oaks, crashed
into Mr. McCann's ribs, a little behind
him. The collision was terrific. This
time Mr. McCann did not sit down. He
tumbled over on his hands and knees,
hls mortar-board rolling off.

squeaked Fatty

sorry, sir!”
Pye. g0 sorty, sir!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” came from several

quarters of the spacious quad.

Mr. McCann was quickly on his
feet. Fatty Pye staggered up, quaking.
McCann had not looked “shirty » when
Bumn barged him over. But he looked
fearfully shxrt now. The glint in his
eyes sent, cold chills through Fatty

Pye’s layers of fat.

Jimmy McCann had taken Bunn’s
barge as a s‘necr accident. He did not
take Pye’s barge,aswer accident. His
quick mind jumped to it at once. He
was gettmg no more bangs on his study
door. He was getting barges in' the
quad instead.

His glinting eyes flashed in the
direction of Aubrey Compton. Aubrey,

the door closed.

Which good news Fatty carried at
once to Ferguson, who was next on
barging list. Ferg was very glad to hea

“It’s all right, Ferg, old boy!”
smiled Fatty. “Hell only send you tc
Capes, and Capes will give you a flick
or two. I say, I believe old Capers was
watching from the window—he was
guning himself laughing when I heat

Ferg chuckled. t‘]‘Greauy encouraged

he prepared to take his turn in the
barging game.

Mr. McCann had reached the
library, and turned to pace back. Be-

hind him lurked the wily Ferg. This
time it was going to be a collision dead
astern. McCann was going flying
headlong. Ferg was going to fall on
him if he could! That would be an
extra one for the Blighter! Ferg pic-

tured the Blighter down on his face,
Ferg’s knees landing in the small of his
back, all the wind driven out of him



a gasping, gurghng, spluttering
Blighter, winded to the wide! Really,
t was almost worth a whopping—much
D ore vas it worth six aivy flicks from

i Grmnlng faces, from, many direc-
ons, looked on. Only one was frown-
. Bob thought 1t rot.

absolute splendid jest on the unspeak-
e McCann. It would leave the
ghter in no doubt about what High
oombe thought of him. Ferguson,
ng himself the centre of all eyes,
fwas greatly excited and bucked. It was
[going to be a tremendous barge this

ftime.

i Ferg suddenly flew!

i James McCann had, of course, nd
eyes in the back of his head. How,
therefore. he was a\'»are that Fergu-
son of the Fourth was barging at his
back was, and had to remain, 2
mystery.

The disial fact was, that when the
charging Ferg was only a yard from
‘him, the Head suddenly turned.

. Instead of crashing into an unwary
back, Ferguson of the Fourth landed
in McCann’s grasp, which stopped him
dead, fastening on him like steel
_pincers. Held by the enemy, Ferg
sagged gasping, his eyes nearly popping
¥ out of his startled face.

“(?h!" gasped Ferguson. “Oh! Ah!

Still holding him in that pincerlike

grip, Mr, McCann glanced round.
,Grms had faded off faces, as if wiped
" away by dusters. Only one face wore
a grin now. It was Bob's. He was
grinning instead of frowning.

“Corkran!” called out Mr. McCann,
quickly and clearly.

Corkran, head prefect, was walking
m\ Randal, another prefect. They

their official ashplants under tieir
. Corkran rather unwillingly came
. Even at High

¢ in a rag of this kind.
ky had Rad an idea of what was on,
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like the rest of the Sixth. He
wondered whether McCann knew that.

“Please lend me your cane, Cork-
ran!” said Mr. McCann pleasantly.

“Oh!” said Corkran. “Oh, yes,
sir!  Certainly.”

He handed over the ash.

MeCann released the unhappy Ferg,
and swished Corkran’s cene.
“Bend over and touch

Ferguson!” he sald.

Ferg could have groaned. This
mghtf\my keen beast had evidently
tumbled to it that it was no use
sending a Fourth Form man fo the
master of the Fourth! ,

In the lowest of spirits, Ferguson
bent over and touched his toes. The
swipe that followed could b€ heard all
over the quad. It rang like a rifle-
shot. The suffering Ferg had, at least,
to respect a man who could lay it on
like that. It was quite scientific. It
elicited a yell from Ferguson that rang
louder than the crack of the cane.

Ferguson fully expected six. He
hardly dared to belleve the glad truth
when McCann, after that one ringing
swipe, handed the cane back to Cor-
kran of the Sixth.

“Thank you, Oorkran!” said Mr.
McCann, and walked 0

Ferg rose from his beuding attitude
and blinked after him, and wriggled
painfully.

And on the face of Donkin of the
Fourth was terror and dismay. For he
was the next man on the list to bump
the Head!

Mr, McCann walked into the'House.
It was soon reported that he had gone
to his study. Break was nearly over,
and fellows began to go into the House.

Compton dropped a hand on Donkin’s
shoulder.

“Stick in the passage,” said Comp-
ton. “The Blighter will come out in &
few minutes—he has to go to the Sixth.
Barge him in the passage.”

“I—1 say, Compton!” moened the
Donkey. “1 say, I'm Darrell’s fag, you
kngw‘ a.nd Darrell hasn’t said anything,
and—"

your toes,
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The glint in Aubrey’s eyes cut him
short.

“Arg you goin’ to barge the
B]ightel?" asked Aubrey.

“Oh, yes, Compton!” groaned the
Donkey. ‘““Oh, yes, of course!”

He took up a strategic position in
the passage. At one end of that long
corridor stood the school notice-board.
A crowd of fellows gathered round it,
ostensibly to look at the notices while
they waited for the bell to ring, actually
to watch the Donkey barge McCann
when he came out of his study.

The Head’s door opened, and he came
oul

He had a paper in his hand;
apparently a new notice to stick on
the board. A crowd of eyes from the
end of the passage watched him—and
Donkin,

Donkin, with a courage
panic, barged.

Mr. McCann side—stepped
Donkey barged past him, plunged
on, stumbled info the Head' 's doorway,
and pitched over helplessly in the study.

re the breathless and surprised
nkey rolled, unheeded by McCann.

Apparently forgetting Donkin’s ex-
istence, James McCann walked on and
stopped at the notice-board. There he

p the paper in his hand, gave
Lhe gathering of High Coombers a

born  of
and the

cheery smilehzgd walked away to the |y,

Sixth Form

The bell began to ring. But it rang
unheeded for some minutes. For all
eyes were fixed on the notice Jimmy
had pinned on the board. It read:

“Fagging for the Fifth Form is
abolished.

“J, McCanN, Headmaster.”

g

CHAPTER, 1Z. -
Boiling with ‘Inidignation!
HE school ‘could not quite believe
T it at first. But there it was on
the notice-board, written in. the
clear, firm hand of James McCann.
“Even that unspeakable Bhghter,"
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declared Compton of the Fifth, “mus
draw the line at this!”

“Must!” said Teddy Se;

“It doesn't look like lt,” remarked
Bob Darrell, “ Mccaxm hasn’t put that
paper up for a joke.

Oh, shut up, Darrell" said both
Bob’s friends together.
"“Fagging for the Fifth Form is
abolished.
£J. McCanN, Headmaster.”
Tha.t was all! But those few words
much. They meant something
llttle short of a revolutlon m the School
for Slackers. They meant least,
all the Fifth were convmeed that; they
meant—that the Blighter had declared
open war on Chard’s Form, But that
was the Fifth’s look-out.

gg?iinst tbetlgeg_d. mdbnowboche Blighter
ad spiked thei guns ya lishlnaiag-
ging for the Fifth,
would be able to call “Boy"’ nnd hear
the patter of feet as a fag
obey the call! From now on, only H:e
Sxxth Would be empowered to call
“Boy!

“If Lhat. fool,” said Aubrey Comp-
ton, “thinks that we're goin’
Itltlxg, he’s a bigger fool t.han I've faken

Aubrey spoke in quﬂ.e a loud voice,
careless whether Mr, McCann heard
or notb.

“Abolishin’ faggin'” snld Peverill,’
almost dazedly. faggin’!
I've said before that the man’s mad!”

“We' r? no§: ,s\:am‘lln'im ’x%?‘d Aubrey.

“No . Seymour,
rather doubtfully, howgveg’

Nobody was wxlllng md n; But
it was not easy to see it was to be
avoided. The Blighter was the sort of
man to get his own way. He was about
as easy to stop as an armoured car in
full career.

“I1f we stand this, m may as well
chuck up the sponge and let the
McCann man have his own way all
along the line!” said Aubrey.
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Bob Darrell grinned. He could not
help it. He could see, if the rest of

- the Fifth couldn't, that McCann was
- going to have his own way all along

the line, anyhow. And he suspected,
too, that it would be a topping good
thing for the school if he did!

“Look here, you men!” said Bob.
the good of blowing off
steam? It's an order from the Head.
McCann means this—

“Shut up, Darrell!”
“Oh, talle | | sensel”
““After all—-’

“Bumn’ up ull our traditions!”

dy.

“Traditions be blowed!” said Bob.
“The Fifth never used to have fags.
Tt crept in, and I'm not at all sure it’s
a good thing, cither—-"

“Why, you fag young Donkin of the
Fourth!” roared Burke wrathfully.

“I know! Donkin burns my toast
and loses my studs, snaffles my cake,
and I help him with his work! Ila
shan’t be fearfully sorry to get a rest
from Donkin.”

“Oh, I say!” murmured Donkin, who
was. in the crowd.

He did not feel flattered by these
remarks of his fag-master.

“Donkin would be e useful fag if
you batted him as I do young Fer-
guson!” said Aubrey. “I know I'm not
givin’ up my fag, McCann or no
McCann!”

“Same here!” declared several of the
Fifth,

“It will be the Sixth’s turn next!”
said Compton.

“Oh! You don‘(‘. think that really, do
you?” exclaimed Randal.

He was deeply dismayed at the idea.
Trying to picture himself making his
own toast, he felt quite dizzy.

“I jolly well do!” said Aubrey.

“I say, that’s the limit, you khow!
He can’t touch Sixth Form privileges,
even a McCann!”
 For the first time,ip history, High
Coombe fellows beheld Randal of the
Sixth showing signs of excitement,

insisted Boh.

said
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“But what are we goin’ to do?”
asked Raymond of the Fifth. “What
are we goin’ to do with the brute?”

nafie him in his study and pour
boiling oil into his ears!” said Carter.

But the funny man of the Fifth did
not get a laugh. Matters were too fear-
fully serious for Carter's little joies (o
be appreciated.

Aubrey Compton drew a gold pencil
ifrom a pocket of the most eclezant
waistcoat at High Coombe.

“I'm goin’ to show the Blighter what
we think of his notice, anyhow!” he
said.

- “Aubrey, cld man!” exclaimed Bob,
in alarm. He moved forward, but five
or six fellows barged him back. 3

Aubrey, with a firm hand, added his
own comment to Mr. McCann’s notice.
There was a gasp from the watching
crowd—and it melted away.

‘The notice-board, so thickly crowded

few moments before, was deserted.
Nobody wanted to be on the spot when

the Blighter saw what Aubrey had
added to his paper.

Some minutes later, Mr. McCann
came out of his study and walked with
his springy stride down the corridor,
He stopped at the board. No doubt
Jimmy McCann was aware of the thrill
that his notice had sent through the
School for Slackers. Probably he had
expected to see a crowd staring at the
hoard, and was surprised to see it de-

serted. He stopped and looked at it.

Then a grim look came over his face,
which set hard. The blue-grey eyes
glinted like steel. The stocky young
man stood with his eyes fixed on his
paper on the board, his face growing
grimmer and grimmer. .It read rather
differently now. Under his own words
appeared the following line, in parody:

“Meddling by the Blighter McCannp
is abolished.”

But that added 'wording was noi
signed. _ Aubrey had stopped short of
putting his name to it!
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CHAPTER 15,

Trouble in Dorm. No, 31
i3 OY!” Sharp and clear rang the

call. “Boy!”

The call of “Boy!” especially
towards tea-time, was a sound that
would have drawn no attention at High
Coombe in normal times, except, of
course, from the fag called,

Even in the present times, which all
High Coombe agreed to regard as ab-
normal, such a call from a Sixth Form
man would have drawn the attention
only of his fag.

But that call, so old and familiar,
caused, on the present occasion, a thrill
—a sensation, in fact.

For it was Aubrey Compton who
called.

On the board was the Head’s notice—
a new notice, without further emenda-~
tions from Aubrey—abolishing fagging
for the Fifth, If Head’s authority for
anything in High Coombe, fagging
for the Fifth was a thing of the past,
and Aubrey Compton had no more
right and power to call “Boy!” than
any junior in the Shell or the Fourth.

Staggering as it was, Aubrey ‘could
no more fag Ferguson of the Fourth
than Ferg of the Fourth could fag
Aubrey—if Head’s authority went for
anything!  But did it? That, it
seemed, was a matter that was about to
be put to the test.

Anyhow, Aubrey called “Boy!”

Dorm No. 3, at night, was a dormi-
tory three-bedded like all Fifth Form
dorms at High Coombe. In the day-
time it was a study. They were very
wealthy and expensive and well ap-
pointed at High Coombe, but only the
great and glorious Sixth had a room to
each man Three to a room was the
rule in the Fifth, wherethey “found”
together—“finding” being the High
Coombe term for pooling resources in
the grub line. Darrell, Compton, and
Teddy Seymour found in Dorm No. 3;
and a happy and united family it had
been till the arrival of Mr. McCann.
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It was tea-time in Dorm No. 3. That
was why Aubrey was calling “Boy!”

Nobody looking into Dorm: No. 8
would have guessed that it was a bed-
Toom at might, Beds, and all their
appurtenances, had vanished. Luxuri-
ous ottomans could be seen— not beds.
The Persian rug on the fioor had cost,
somebody twenty guineas,

A tapestried armchair covered the
spot where Donkin had dropped a hot
cinder on it. The Donkey still remem-
bered the whopping he had received on
that occasion—not from Bob, his fag-
master, but from Aubrey, who had
rather a heavy -hand with a fives bat.
That had led to one of the rows in
Dorm No. 3. Bob, fin his fag in
a state of fearful woe and lamentation,
had pointed out wrathfully that Donkin
was his fag. Aubrey, on the other
hand, mentioned that it was his carpet,”
Teddy, as usual, had ironed out the
trouble.

There were pictures on the walls,
and a Ming jar on the mantelpiece in
which Aubrey kept cigarettes. There
was 2 big window looking on Quad, and
below it the bulging bay of the great
window of Big Study. There was 8
handsome grate, in which a cheery fire
burne, an old oak chest with a carved
lid on brass hinges, in which coals were
kept—and if old Liggins, the porter, did
not see that it was well supplied, woe
betide Ferguson of the Fourth if he did
not supply the deficiency! ,There was
a radiogram in one corner, )
up with the electric current. No mesgs-
ing about with batteries for Dorm
No. 3! i
A fellow who could not make him-
self comfortable in Dorm No. 3 must
have been a fellow hard to satisfy. At
the present moment, however, discom-
fort seemed. to reign. Bob Darrell,
standing before the window wi his
hands driven deep into his trousers

pockets, frowned, and looked worried,
Teddy Seymour, as usual, pulled in two.
directions, rubbed his nose in perplexity,
and glanced alternately at Bob and.



ubrey standmg outside the door and
ing ¢
{ “Boy" did not seem in a hurry to

‘Ferguson of the Fourth must have
heard, Asbrey’s voice was not loud—
othing about Aubrey was loud—but it
very clear, and it carried. At tea-
e, too, Ferg should have been very
ful to keep within hearing. The
rrow was not far distant, though it
down stairs and round corners, the
ouse being a rambling old place. If
the door was shut, and the fags kicking
‘up a row, a call might pass unheard.
But it was seldom that a call from the
dandy of the Fifth passed unheeded.
Ferg knew by experience what it meant
for him,
Yet there was no patter of feet!
- Aubrey’s lips set. The gleam that
‘came into his handsome eyes boded

of the Fourth. Was it possible that

he Head's notice was the cause of this

that its efiect on the Fourth had been

ulée different from its effect on the
h?

It was possible that the fag might
t see eye to eye with the fag-master
‘on the subject of fagging. Aubrey, had
‘be cast his mind back, might have re-
‘membered that in the Fourth he had
loathed fagging, and Lhnught it rot. But
he did not care to cast his mind back,

Ferguson was putting on “roll,”
Just because of that notice from that
ehecky, meddling cad McCann, Aubrey
was the man to give a fag something to

“Look here, chuck it, Compton!”
came a roar from Bob Darrell. “What's
the good of playin’ the giddy ox?”
“Mind your own business!”
Bob strode to the do
aking us all loox fools!”
pnap ped.

#What?”

“The fags won't come! They know
they needn’t now™ that = McCann’s
Mshed it out! Think they ever liked
ging for us?” demanded Bob, with

. he
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angry scorn. “All the House can hear
you! I shouldn’t wonder if McCann
mmsclr can hear you!”

“I want him to!” said Aubrey, with
bitter coolness.

“Oh, rot! All the House hearing you
call ‘Boy!’ and no fag comin’, it's
foolish! Nobody’s likely to come except
McCann—and he’ll bring a cane with
him if he does, as likely as not!”

Aubrey laughed. *

‘My fag's comin’!” he said. “Fer-
guson!” he called.

There was at long last a patter of
feet. A Fourth Former came
up the short staircase to the landing
outside Dorm No. 3. But it was not
Ferguson. It was Donkin. He turned
a frightened face on ‘the Fifth Form
men.

“I—~T've come!” he stammere

“I never called ‘Boy!’”

“I—I came because Compton called!™
stammered the Donkey. “Ferg—Ferg
—Ferg—-" he stuttered.

“Well?” rapped Aubrey.

‘“‘ Perg—Ferg—Ferg can’t come!™ stute
tered Donkin. He got it out at last.

That, at another time, would have

passed. It was a rule at High Coombe
Vhat if one fag belonging to a study
could not come for any reason, another
fag belonging to the same study was
bound to obey the call. Either Donkin
or Pye, who was Seymour’s fag, had to
take Ferg's place if Ferg was unavoid-
ably absent when called. In the same
way, Ferg had to replace Donkin or Fye
if necessary. Compton would have been

satisfled at any other time. Now he
was not satisfled.

He stepped towards Donkin with an
expression on his face that made the
duffer of the Fourth wish that he had
not understudied Ferg.

d.
grunted

ful things for John Andrew Fergu-|Bob.

“Why hasn’t Ferguson come?” he
asked quietly.

“He—he can't!” Donkin stuttered
again. ‘“He—he—he c-c-can’t!”

““Is he-with Capes?” Mr. Capes was
master of the Fourth, and there was a



46
remote—a very remot; that
Ferg was under detention.

“N-n-no!”

“Is he in the Burrow?”

Donkin stammered inarticulately, It
was only too clear that Ferguson was
in the Bwrrow.  And if Donkin had
heard Compton call “Boy!” Ferguson

eard ! He did not choose to
come, presuming on that new order of
the Blighter McCann!  Donkin, less
daring, had come!

“I'm askin’ you a question, Donkin!”
Aubrey’s voice was sharp as steel. “Is
Ferguson in the Burrow?”

“Ye-e-es, Compton!” murmured the
Donkey feebly.

“And he won't come?”

The Donkey was silent; but it was
only too clear,

As a flerce rebel against the authority
of the Heed, Compton might have been
supposed to have a sympathetic fellow-
feeling with rebels against authority.
That was logical. But there is little
logic in human nature.  Fiercely bent
on resisting authority above, Aubrey
was equally bent on exacting sub-
mission from below. For the rebel and
the tyrant are the same man at heart,
only acting differently in different
circumstances.

COompton’s face was almost pale with
rage.

His dream was of High Coombe
united as one man against the Head
—standing shoulder to shoulder, and
presenting an unbroken front to the
enemy, And here was a gap in the
ranks, a chink in the armour at the
very beginning!

“I-I say, Compton, won't—won't
I do?” faltered the Donkey.  “I—I
can make toast quite as good as old
Ferg! I say, Ferg came.up instead
of me yesterday, and"I owe him a
fagging tuwrn! I say—— Yarooooh!”

Donkin was interrupted by Compton
taking him by the collar, Compton
shock him like a terrier shaking a rat.
If the Donkey hoped that he would do
instead of Ferg, this made it clear to
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him that he would not do at all
Compton stared round at Darrell,

“Hand me a fivest bat, can’t you?”

“No!" said Bob grimly.

“You fool! Hand me a fives bat,
Seymour!"” shouted Compton.

“Oh, I say!” brayed the hapless
Donkey.

“Here you are,” said Teddy, stepping
to the door with a flves bat. He passed
it out to Compton.

Bob’s brow grew blacker,

“Bend over, Donkin!”
Aubrey.

“Oh, I say!” moaned the Donkey,
more than ever convinced that he had
been unwise to come up in Ferg’s place.

Bob Darrell strode out of the door.
He grasped Aubrey’s arm, and shook
it loose from Donkin’s collar.

“Cut!” he sald curtly.

snarled

“Oh, I say—" gasped the Donkey.

“Cut!” roared Bob.

“Stop where you are!” roared
Compton furiously.

“

I-I say, I'm Darrell's fag, you
know!” stuttered the Donkey. “I say

“Cut1”

Donkin cut.  His master's voice was
geod enough for him, and Aubrey’s look
was terrifying.  Not usually swift in
his movements, the Donkey put on a
turn of speed worthy of a zebra. He
vanished down the staircase,

Teddy Seymour fairly bounded out of
Dorm No. 3.  Never had his activities
as a peacemaker been so sorely needed.
Donkin had escaped the fives bat, but
Aubrey looked at that moment like
knocking Bob Darrell on the head with
it, and Bob faced him with clenched

fists and glowing eyes. Teddy barged
between.
“Hold_on, you men!  Chuck it, T

say! Look here, Aubrey, you can’t
whop another man’s fag—you know
you can’t!  Bob, old man, don’t be a
fool!”

He grabbed Bob by the arm, and
dragged him back into Dorm No. 3.
brey, breathing hard, tucked the
t under his arm and went down




e stairs. The mountain had not come
to Mahomet, so Mahomet was gomg to
e mountain. In Dorm No.
arrell grunted angrily, and Teddy

Aubrey Compton
Burrow, to root out the rebel in his lair.

CHAPTER 19,

Ferg Fizies Outl
HE Burrow was the resort of all
the lower boys of High Coombe

—Fourth Form and Shell. It was
called .the Burrow because fags
'swarmed in it like rabbits. It was a
‘Jarge room, the length of a long passage
from Big Study—but long as the
passage was, the row in the Burrow was
“sometimes heard in Big Study, and a
prefect would come down the passage
with a cane and distribute impartial
- whacks.

For it was noticeable that the Lower
Forms at the School for Slackers had
not fully developed the fine art of
- slacking as their elders and betters.
’I'hey were younger, and had not been
[ the drowsy atmosphere of High
4 Coombe so long. Some of them came
- from prep schools that were not at all
.~ slack, and had not yet forgotten that
' live people were expected to look as if

they were alive.

There were “men” in the Fourth
who would have put keenness into

games, given half a chance. There
. were even some who had the extra-

ordinary idea—extraordinary at High
¢ Coomb&—that fellows came to school to
. learn things! No doubt, in the course
- of time, under the genial influence of
. High Coombe, they would get over all
this, and realise that graceful saunter-
- ing-and well-creased trousers were the
beginning and end of all things. .

But in this direction quite a lot of
the juniors had a lot yet to learn—most
.~ of all, Ferguson of the Fourth.

Perhaps Ferg derived vigour from his
native = Highland air. Perhaps he
derived it from his remote ancestor,
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the great Fergus, founder of the clan.
Anyhow, he had it! True, he was
He had
no use for a nobody from nowhere who
barged in where he was not wanted.
But he had, at the same time, a sneak-
ing admiration for the man who had
given Compton of the Fifth six on the
bags, his first day as headmaster. And

Blighter was bringing about.

It was all very well for Compton of
the Fifth to talk about the old school
standing up as one man b b
barging outsider. Compton wasn’t a
fag! Had he been, Ferg thought that
he might have viewed the abolition of
fagging for the Fifth from a very
different angle, Ferg certainly did!

Ferg loathed fagging. He hated a
fives bat on his trousers. He dxsliked
having to “chuck” whateve
doing and scud at the call 01 “Boy!”
No doubt when Ferg got into - the
Senior Forms he would realise that
there was a lof to be said for these old
institutions—that traditional things
should  not be roughly touched or
hastily discarded. But at the moment
Ferg was in the Fourth, and all he
realised was that it would be a jolly
good thing to get out of fagging,

Sf,anding on the table in ‘the Burtow,
Ferg disclosed these revolutionary
views to the Fourth and the Shell.
The Burrow was packed. Shell fellows
—who did not ﬁg—rewarded Ferguson
with catcalls an oots. They were
all for tradition. Why shouldn’t the
grubby little {ellows fag, Babtie asked
—and most of his Form agreed that
echo answered why! ., But from
quite a number of the Fourth came
cordial support for Ferguson. They
were not, perhaps, prepared to stand
up to ‘the fag-masters and hurl
deflance in their teeth, But they were
ready to cheer Ferg, and they did, with
enthusiasm.

“Let the'old Donkey fag if he likes!”
said Ferguson. He alluded scornfully
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to the fact that Donkin had answered
the call of “Boy!” passed unheeded by
Ferg himself. :“I'm not going to That
man McCann is a Blighter, a fearful
beast. Nobody wants him here, but,
-after all, he’s: Head! - ~What has he
abolished fagging for the Fifth for?
Because the Fifth set the fags on to
chiyvy him, banging ac h)s study door,
bargmv him in the

“Serve him_jolly weu right!” said
Babtie of the Shell.

“Shut up, Babby!”

“Well, if the Fifth want the Blighter
barged, let them barge him!” roared
Ferguson.  “I'll be jolly glad to see
them do it, for one! - Let them barge
him right out of High Coombe if they
can!  Buf the man's Head, and he
Says official, no more fagging for the
Fifth! Are we going to be whopped by
the Beak because were so fond of
making toast for Compton, and fetching
and carrying for Seymour, and smug-
gling in smokes-for Peverill? And I can
tell you he’s the man to whop! You
needn’t keep on telling me he’s a beast
~I know he isl ~ All the same——"

“Ain’t you going to fag for Compton
any more?” asked Fatty P;

I‘eAg dx ow a deep breat] h

e said, “I'm not!” And if
Com t on gets slmty about it, I hope
the Blighter will jolly well give him
six, like he did his first day hele
And I can jolly well say——

Ferg broke off as the duur opened
and Aubrey Compton walked into the
Burrow.

A moment ago the Burrow had been
in a roar. Ferg's voice had barely
dominated the cheers of his friends
and the hoots of his opponents. Now
there was a sudden silence. Ferg's
jaw dropped at the sight ol Comptons
face, quite calm, buf, sebde: e did
not fail to notice the fives bat undei his
fag-master’s arm.

Compton had called “Boy!” in vain.
Now was the time for Ferguson of the
Founh to tell him that he could call

“Boy!” as often as he jolly well liked,
but that he, J. A. Ferguson, would see
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him blowed before he wouldsscud at hig
call. This, and much more, Ferg had
been going to say to Compton of the
Fifth, he had told his friends so several
times over, in fact. Now was the chance
to say it all! But Ferg let his chance
pass by, he said nothing.
Standing on the table, and wishing
that he wasn’t, Ferg blinked at his fag-
T in sudden dismay. H‘? was a
i ol ing tl

leaped to the eye, as it were. He won-
dered whether Compton had heard any-
ing as he came along the passage.
He hoped fervently that Compton
hadn’t. He wished that he had heard
Compton coming, so that he could have
stepped down in time. He even wished
that he had answered the call of
“Boy!” He did not like the look in
Compton’s eye, and he felt deflated.

“Is Ferguson here?” drawled Aubrey.

“Here, Compton!” answered Ferg, a
little faintly.

“What are you dom‘ on that table,
you young ass? Get

Ferg did not explam that he had
mounted the table to address the mob
as a revolutionary leader; he was
not at the moment feeling like a
revolutionary leader; he was feeling
like a fag with a quaking eye on a
fives bat. He got off the table.

“Did you hear me call ‘ Boy '?”

“Ye-e-s!” breathed Ferg.

“Why didn’t you come?”

Ferg glanced round at a silent crowd
of juniors, A minute ago F'att,y Pye
and Loom and Bunn had been roarin
applause. They were silent now, and
avoided catching his eye. So far from
giving Ferg any active support, they
were not giving him even moral

=
23

up!

“I asked you why you didn’t come,
Ferguson!”  Aubrey’s voice was quiet
and cool and dangerous.

Ferg was driven to answer.

“McCann says we don’t fug for the
Fifth any more, Compton I—I-1
say, he’s Head, you know. »

1t was feeble, but it was all that
Ferg could do. Under the steady gleam
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# Upon my word 17 ejaculated JiHimy McCann, the new headmaster of

High Coombe, as he stared at the weird figure staggering in the corridor.

“ Mr, Chard, who—what—"" “ Urrrrgggh! Wurrrrgggh!’ gurgled the
idster of the Fifth. ‘ Qurrrrgggh!"”

e
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"of Compton’s eyes, his revolutionary
‘fervour had fizzled out.

“Did I tell you that no man here
was to take any notice of that man
Mccanns medd.un' rot?” asked Aubrey.
You haven't forgotten!”

“Very weu' Bend over that chair,
Ferguson!”

There was an awful pause. Accord-
ing to the headmaster Compton had
no right whatever to give that. order.
According to the new rule, Compton
was asking for a Head’s whopping for
himself for carrying on in defiance ot
g direct order from the Beak.
according to custom and tradltwn—
strong at any school, strongest of aﬂ
at the School for Slackers—a
ordered by his fag-master to bend over
had to do that very d Ferg,
after the briefest pause, di

All eyes in the swnrmmg Burrow
watched.

Three swipes the hardy Ferg took in
silence, The fourth made him jump.
The fifth made him wriggle like an eel.
/The sixth drew from him s frantic
yexl thmas heard as far as Big Study.

paused.

By immemorial tradition, six was the
limit. Six might consist of half a
dozen strokes, or any less number—
never of more. Ferg had had the full
six, It made him wriggle, it made
him writhe.  His freckled face was
almost pale as he rose after the
infliction.

Compton tucked the bat under his

rm.

He strolled out of the Burrow. A
deep-drawn  breath from the swarm
followed his departuze«>*""

“chl” murmured Ferguson. He

-
&
5
n.

P

f Bo 4

} Comptons voice called from a dis-
tance. It was clearly heard in the
Burrow. All eyes were on Ferguson.
If Ferguson hesitated, it was not long
gnough to give Aubrey occasion to call
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a second time. He bolted out of the
Burrow.

Jimmy McCann had abohshed fag-
ging for the Fifth. In Dorm
Ferguson was fagging with a d\mlul
assiduity he had seldom displayed be-
fore. Carter of the Fifth looked in and

grinned.
“bwha\‘, price the Blighter?” drawled
Aufiro: b

“’I‘wopence, and dear at that!”
answered Carter, He wenf away to
call his own fag. If one man got

away with it, wb,v not another?
Dorm No. 3 Ferg went on fagging.

CHAPTER 20.
Whopped by His Own Fag!
HE Bughberl" breathed Carter
T of the Fifth, He had bet
just about to call “Boy!” But
. McCann walking up

suddenly that he ttod on the toes of
Burke and d. They ejaculated
slmult»meomd but Carter made & sign

door.

The quiet but firm and steady foot-
steps of James McCann passed fit.
They died away towards the short stair- -
meatmemd.wmchleduptonorm

3. and his  friends ex-
changed eloquent looks. The Blighter
was going to Comj 'S room, where
Ferguson of the Fo\n-t.h was in the full
tide of fagging. He had a came under
his arm. Had the brute, in his study.
heard Oampwn calling “Boy ? Likely
enough—he seemed to see and . hear
everything that went on et High
Coombe! What was going to happen
now? Whatever it was, Carter & Co.
were glad that it was not going to
happen to them,

Jimmy’s knock at the door of Dorm
No. 3 sounded loud and clear, He
opened the door after knocking.

Compton, Darrell, and Seymour



poked at him. They rose to their fect.
though strongly dis-

the new Head, rose. Tea was going
in Dorm No. 3. Ferg had done his
vork well. The table was nicely laid—
Bgos poached irreproachably, toast done
0 a turn, and jam, marmalade, and
Iy set out in enticing array.

“Ferg, on his knees before the fire, was
haking more toast. His face was red
om the warmth of the fire, and as

how and then he gave & convulsive
erk. He was doing exactly that as
Jimmy McCann looked in at the door-
way, and the Head's keen eye did not
iss it.

Mr. McCann stepped in.

Ferg looked round from the fire. He
ave a startled gasp and dropped toast
and toasting-fork into the tendel Still
on his knees, he blinked at the head-
ma Severely as he had been used,
ot for worlds would Ferguson havc
given away his fag-master to the Head.
ut here was the Head, seeing with his
own eyes, and Ferg, like Carter & Co.,
wondered what was going to happen

r’erzrusﬁn'”

. “Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Ferg.
“Stand up!”
Ferg stood up.
wriggled as he did
. “You are fagging here. I think?” said

Involuntarﬂy he

| Ferg did not answer. If the man
ouldn't see for himself, Ferg wasn’t
going to tell him anything.

Neither did Mr. McCann ask him to
0 80. He glanced at Darrell, red and
uncomfortable;
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have told the man a lie to save his life.
Pride, if nothing else, prevented that.

“Yet you are fagging a Fourth Form
boy?” said Mr. McCann.

“Fagging is a privilege of the Fifth
Form, sir,” answered Aubrey, speaking
quite casually, as if he were merely ex-
plaining things to a newcomer. “It's
one of cur oldest privs.’

“It is abolished for the Fifth Form,
Compton.”

“Indeed, sir!” said Aubrey.

“Quite!” said Jimmy McCann.

_ There was a pause. Bob Darrell broke

“We're all in this, sir! We're all
——"  Thus Bob, backing up a friend
i a bad cause.

“You need nnt speak, Darrell!” said

r. McCann icil;

”B uf, sir—" be

“You need not speak Seymour .

Silence again. .

Mr. McCann seemed to bhe musing.
The cane was under his arm; he did
not slip it into his hand, What was
he going to do? Faint sounds came
from the Fifth Form passage. Breath-
less fellows were gathering there to
learn what was going on. Like wildfire,
the news had spread through the Fifth
hac the Blighter McCann was in Dorm

N Fergmon' g

“Oh! Yes, sir?” gasped Ferg.

“Take Compton’s chair at the table.”

Ferg blinked. The cane slipped into
Mr. McCann’s hand now. He pointed
with it to the chair from which Aubrey
had risen. Amazed, Ferg approached
that chair. Compton, hesitating, won-
dering, moved um gly, and Fer-
guson sat down in the chair.

“Darrell! Seymour! You may go!”
_“The fellows haven't finished tea yet,

at,

d dubious; and fixed his eyes on
brey Compton, cool and quietly de-
t. Aubrey had plenty of nerve, and
e needed all he had now.

“Did you see my nocice 5°31 ‘the board
this morning, Com;

“Certainly, sir!” Cnmpton would not

” remarked Aubrey, still in a casual
tone

Mr. McCann seemed deaf. He stepped
aside from the doorway for Darrell and
Seymour to pass out. Aubrey’s hps
moved. He very nearly said: “Don't
go!” But not-quite.

Slowly, perplexed, puzzled, Darrell and
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Seymour went out. They joined the
crowd of seniors in the passage below—
now overflowing on the stair that led
up to Dorm No. 3, of which the door
remained wide open. Some of them
could see into the dorm. All of them
could hear.

“Compton!”

«Sir1»

“Take up that toasting-fork!”

Aubrey looked at him. What did the
beast mean? He picked the toasting-
fork out of the fender.

Ferguson, in Compton’s chair at the
table, sat dumb. He could not guess
what was coming. Neither could Comp-
ton. But both of them soon knew.

‘Fagging,” said Mr. McCain in a
quiet voice which however, reached
every ear in the th Form pasnge
“is abolished lor f.he Fifth Form at

High Coombe." Yet I find it continuing

in this dorm. This will not do, Comp-

ton! However, since I

going on here, it will continue, in my

presence. You will !ag, Comptcn »
Comptnn looked at hi
“You will proceed,” sald Mr. McCann,

“to make toast for Ferguson, Compton.
" You will make tea. ~You will fag for

Ferguson in my presence and under my

eye. If you do not do so satisfacwmy,

you will be whopped—by Ferguson!”
Ferg's eyes opened wide. They looked
as if they would fall out of his head.

Compton trembled with rage. So this
‘was the Blighter’'s game—to make him
Iook a fool, humble his prlde, make him
the mock of the very fags in the Bur-
row! A caning he had expected and
cared little for—even a flogging. It
would have strengthened his position in
the school, to stand up to hard punish-
ment, a martyr to syramy, a defender
of old tmdmons and privileges against
brute force! But this—

“I won't!” Compton found his voice,

and his answer came in a yell of
deflance.
“I think,” said Jimmy McCann,

“that you will! Ferguson, I see a fives
bat on the shelf. I have no doubt that

find fagging | the
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}tou arc well acquainted with it. Take

Ferg looked at him. He looked at

Compton. He almost foftered to the

and took the fives bat in hand.

A gleam shot into Ferg’s eyes. Half

an hour ago he had wriggled and

writhed under that bat. If McCann
really meant this—if he really was
earnest—Ferg knew how he was g

| to handle Compton’s fives bat. But w

he in earnest?

He was!

“Bend over that chair, Compton!”

Aubrey did not move.

“Will you bend over that chair,
Compwn?

the Fifth Form passage they
thened breathlessly.

“No!” shouted Compton.

Jimmy McCann moved swiftly.
Compton did not know that he was in
that grip of steel till he was bent over
chaijr—bent' over in a grasp that a
fellow twice as strong could not have
resisted. His struggles availed him
exactly as much as if he had been
gripped in an iron vice.

“ son!”

“Oh, crumbs! I—I—I mean yes,

ir1”

“You will give Compton six. If you
do not Iay them on hard, you will be
fogged!”

Ferguson laid them on hard. He did
not want to be flogged. But he did
want to hand back to Aubrey what
Aubrey had handed him in the Burrow.

“Six!” said Mr. McCann. “Will you
fag for Ferguson now. Compton?”

“No!” 1t came choking, but it came.

“8ix more, Ferguson, please! I hope
you are not getting tired, my hoy}”
added Mr. McCann considerately,

Ferg was not tired.. Up went the fives
bat again.  Down it came with a bang.

‘“Stop!” Aubrey hissed the word.
What was the use? In -that relentless
grip, what could a fellow do? Already
he was humbled to the dust. Fagging
was not o humiliating as this. “Stop!”

He did not know how, pleased Jimmy
McCann was to hear him say it. The



grip relaxed; Compton, white with
, staggered to his feet. There were

opped by a
! Thrs.shmg the little

3 afterwards would be no solace.
am glad, Compton,” said Jimmy
nn gravely, “thac you have de-
sensibly, to obey your head-

el

brey did not speak. He could not.
ped blindly for the toasting-fork.
bedleuce ” said Jimmy McCann,
sufficient. I shall excuse you the
Compton, Ferguson, you may go.”
erg went, and the fact that Jimmy
0ann followed him prevented the
Form men from kicking him the
gth of the passage. The door of
No. 3 slammed. Fellows who
ocked on it received no answer. An
did not open; it was locked. Behind
t locked door, Aubrey Compton hid
§ rage and shame from the eyes of
igh Coombe.
Big Study there was gnashing of
. But in the Burrow, where Ferg
a breathless tale, there were
dortles and chuckles. Every man in
de Burrow knew that there would be
more fagging for the Fifth. Aubrey
on pmn had called “Boy!” for the last

ey
CHAPTER 21,
Shocks Afl Round!
HARD'S trumpeting could be heard
. from the Head’s study.
=~ Form master at High Coombe had
. powerful voice. It dominated
mon-room when Chard sat there
h the other Beaks. Now it domin-
the Head’s study and the corridor
iside, and reached the ears of a dozen
ws, Who exchanged glances and

ey relied a great deal on Chard
f,nnd up for them against the
unspeakable Blighter.
rather disappointed them so far.
doubt he did all he could, but it
§ not - s0 much. as tAey tad ex-
ted of him. In spite of Chard, the
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Blighter seemed to be getting his own
way. all along the line. But Chard was
‘going it” now—that was clear, He
trumpeted like an elephant in the
jungle. No doubt Mr, McCann was
speaking, too. But his quiet voice could

not be heard outside the study.
“The old ass!” muttered Bob Darrell.
Aubrey did not heed him:. He was
listening intently to Chard’s roar from
into his

the study, a gleam coming
eyes.

“I protest! I repeat, sir, that I pro-
test!” came Chard’s voice. = “As a

Form-master, as senior member of the

staff, sir, I have certain rights! My

TForm had certain rights! It is my duty

éo t}Ilpl,:’old both! I repeat that it is my
uty !

Chard had a way of getting addi-
tional emphasis by repeating what he
said twice, or even three times. He was
under the delusion that his remarks
were worth hearing more than once.

“To take a Form, sir, out of the
hands of its Form-master i3 an unpre-
cedented step! I am bound to point
out that it is a step that was never
taken when Dr. Chetwode was here. It
is a step, sir, that was never taken by
the late Head.”

”Dear old Rip van Winkle!” mur-

ured Carter, “How we miss him!”

“Shuc up, Carter!”

' “McCann’s sayin’ somethin’,” mut-
tered  Warren.  “What's McCann
sayin’

As then. was a pause in the trumpet-
ing it was_evident that the Head was
speaking. But not a sound of his voice
came through the oak door.

There was silence till Chard trum-
peted again,

“I see no reason, sir, to express such
dissatisfaction with the work done in

my Form! I trust, sir, that I am
capable of taking a Form in Livy.”
Trustin’ nature, Chard’s!” mur-

mured Carter.

This time the funny man of the Fifth
was rewarded with a chuckle. But
Compton Smpntiently made a sign for
silence.
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“If you insist, sir, upon taking the
Fifth Form in this class,” Chard’s voice
went on, “I can only protest! But I
protest, sir, with all my power. I
protest against it as an invasion of my
rights! I protest against it as a slight
put upon the senior member of the staff.
i i 3 s : .

There were grave faces now in the
listening Fifth. Matters were geiting
serious.

They did Livy in the Fifth. And
everyone knows what an impenctrable
brute Titus Livius is, unless a fellow
Works.

The Fifth listened anxiously.

But not a sound of McCann's quiet
voice came to them.

Aubrey Compf,on dAe\v a deep breath.

““That’s that!” he said in a low voice.
“McCa.Xm s takin’ us thls class.”

“Looks like it!” groaned Peveril.

“I say, anybody got a vay”’ asked
Raymond anxiously. “If were going
10 be up to McCann we ought to take
a squint at the stuff. It doesn’t matter
ahout Chard—everybody knows he mugs
it up himself before he ]ad!es it out to
us! But with McCann—-'

Compton suddenly ran off down the

assage.

“I say, what's the game, Aubrey?”
called out Bob, rather anxiously.

Aubrey did not answer. He vanished
round the corner into the Form-room

passage.

The Fifth Form men looked at one
another. Chard, still trumpeting in the
Head’s study, trumpeted unheeded.

“What’s old Aubrey up to?” mut-
tered Seymour.

“Something up against the McCann
wan!” said Burke, “Let’s go an’ see.”

The whole crowd, fellowed Aubrey
Chard was still"trumpeting. it
he was raising his voice for the bene-
fit of an unseen audience, he had lost
his audience now.

The Fifth arrived at their Form-

room door. It stood ajar, and Aubrey
was_within,
“Don’t touch the door!” came
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Compton’s voice from inside the Foiy

N
3

om.

“But what—-"

“Keep clear!”

The Fifth Formers kept clear. The
could see now what old Aubrey was ;)
to, and they grinned happily.

Aubrey was working swiftly. Theref
was no time to be lost if McCann wa:
coming to take class. Standing on
chair inside, Aubrey was lodging al
wastepaper-basket on top of the thi
oaken door, leamng a little on the
lintel of the doo:

“What'’s in it Aubrey?" breathcd
Teddy Seymour.

“Soot from the chimney, and the
best part of a quart bottle of ink!”

“Phew!”

“T've no time for more! But I fancy
that will be enough for McCann! ]
he feel like spoutin’ Livy after this
llttle lot?”

“Will he,” chuckled Teddy—
“what?”
‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Aubrey, old man—" said Bob -
easily.

“You shut up, fathead! All you
men clear off—better not be on- the
scene when McCann gets it in his
neck! None of us, of course, knows

“But we're supposed to be waitin’
here—"

“We've a right to suppose that
Chard’s still in his rooms, as he hasn't
turned up here to let us in,” answered
Compton coolly. “ Get across the quad
to Chard’s rooms!”

“But you?”

“I'm droppin’ from the window
when I'm through! Clear off, before
the Blighter blows along the passage!”

“QOld Aubrey thinks of everythin’,”
said Peverill admiringly. “Come on,
you men! Let's go across to Chard’s
rooms and inquire why he hasn't
come!”

“But, I say—" began Bob,

““Oh, come on!”

Bob was hustled ‘away among the



th., They marched out into the
ad and walked across to the old
k tower, under which were situated

rooms and ask what they were to
It was an excellent excuse, and it
them safely off the scene when
ann pub his head into the booby
D,
Aubrey did not linger.
Having given the finishing touch to
he trap for McCann, he dropped from

e Form-room window and scudded
cross the quad after his friends.
At Chard’s rooms, in a happy crowd,
they waited.

“Old Aubrey’s the man to put paid
to the Blighter!” said Peverill.

d the Fifth chuckled and agreed

Lhat old Aubrey wa
. In still

5!
the Head’s study Chard
trumpeted, unheard by his

Had they heard him now probably
. the Fifth Would not have been so satis-
fied with the state of affairs. The
. trumpet had taken on a more subdued

i “I am glad, sir—I am glad!” came
. the trumpet tones, unheard by any
but Jemes McCann. “I am glad,
. sir, that I have convinced you—that
you have decided, sir, not to put such
& slight upon the senior member of
the staff—a member of the staff, sir,
implicitly trusted by Dr. chet:wode
I am glad, sir, that you honour me
far as to trust my Form In my
nds!” There was a note of sarcasm
in the trumpet. “I repeat, sir, that
I am glad that you have conceded
this point, Mr. McCann
The Head’s door opened, and Chard
appeared in the doorway, had there

been eyes to see But there were no,| figure

_eyes to see. 1 Chard’s Form were
gl: the other side of the quad before

| “Iam glad, sir!” sdld Chard once
more, w:m great dignity.
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“Very well, Mr. Chard!” said James
McCann. He had conceded the point
—perhaps thinking that the discussion
would have the desired effect, and that
there would be some work done in the
Fifth that morning, Chard, Lhreatened.
by the indignity of having his
taken out of his hands, might gec a
move on.

Jimmy McCann hoped so. He did
not want to wound Chard’s feelings
more than was essential. He wanted,
and intended, to stop slacking at High
Coombe. Buft he preferred gentle
measures, if gentle measures would
effect his purpose. If talking to Chard
would work the oracle, Jimmy McCann
was willing to let it go at that.

Chard rolled away _majesti
He was feeling bucked. He oould not
perhaps feel that he had put the young
Head in his place. But he had, ab
least, got away with his protest. He
had gained his point—he had prevented
McCann from barging into his Form-
room and taking his Form out of hig
hands. That, at, least, was something
—it was a sort of triumph. So Chard,
felt bucked as he rolled down the
passage to the door of his Form-room.

To his sus ¥e sighted none of
the Pifth. He 207 Zelt pretty certain
that they had beeh %itkin hearing of
his voice while he talked to the Head
In his study. None, however, were

in ‘'sight now. They were not. even
waiting for him at the Form-room
loor. Chard naturally supposed thab,
tired of waiting, they had gone into
the Form-room—as Jimmy McCann
certainiy ‘would have supposed had he
come along in the place of Mr, Chard.

But he hadn’t.

It was Chard’s plump hand that
pushed open the door of .the Fifth
Form Room, It was Chard’s plump

that in, and upon,
Chxmd's majesbic heud the wsstepapen
basket, crammed Wwith soot soaked in
ink, dseﬁcended

Chard gave a gurgling cry.
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What had happened was quite un-
known to him for the moment. He
gurgled, staggered and choked. e
spluttered wildly and frantically.

Something black and choking—it was
soot—clothed him like a garment.
Something bonneted him, fitting over
his head like a very large hat—it was
the wastepaper basket. The rim of the
basket lodged on the bridge. of Chard’s
prominent nose. Its contents streamed
over him, blackening him, choking
him, suffocating him.

“Urrrrrrgh!” gurgled Chard.
“wWurrrrggh! What—gurrrggh!”

He staggered back into the passage.
Strange noises penetrated to the other
Form-rooms. Doors opened. Penge
Jooked out from the Shell, Capes from
the Fourth. Goggs, the maths master,
popped out of the Sixth, his spectacles
almost falling off, his scanty remnant
of hair almost rising on end at sight of
the wild, weird figure staggering in the
corridor.

“What——" gasped Mr. Penge.

“What—"stuttered Mr. Capes.

“Wh-a-at——" gasped Mr, Goggs.

“Urrrrgggh! Wurrrrggeh!
Gurrrrggh!” gurgled Chard.

He grabbed at the mysterious some-
thing on his head; plucked it off and
hurled it to the floor. He revealed a
face as black as the blackest in Central
‘Africa. His eyes rolled horribly from
that blackened face. The other masters
stared at him, speechless. There was
2 tread in the passage, and James Mc-
Cann arrived.  Jimmy McCann was
not easily surprised. But he jumped
‘at the sight of the master of the Fifth.

“Who—what—-"

“Wurrrggghhh!”

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Jimmy
McCann. o pt

He stared at Chard, then glanced at
the sooty wastepaper-basket and the
pool of inky soot in the doorway. He
. understood.

© “Guurrrrggh!”

“Pray let me assist you!” Mr. Chard
at that moment was not pleasant to
touch, but Jimmy was not particular.
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He took the Fifth Form master's arm
and led him away to the nearest bath-
room. Mr. Chard, it was obvious, was
not in a state to take his Form in Livy.
What he wanted was hot water and
soap—lots of hot water and lots of
soap! Jimmy McCann kindly piloted
him to the region of hot water and soap
and left him to it—a faint smile dawi-
ing on his face as he walked away. =

CHAPTER 22.
Carter’s Fun Misfires]
HE Fifth Form at the School for
T Slackers suffered that morning.
“Up” to Jimmy McCann for
Livy, the High Coombe Fifth groaned
in anguish of spirit.

Confident in = Aubrey’s  masterly
scheme for putting paid the
Blighter, they had waited, over at
Chard’s rooms under the clock-tower,
in happy anticipation.

No Beak, though never so grimly
determined to make himself = ob-
noxious, could possibly have taken the
Form in Livy after getting a_basketful
of soot and ink on his head. It was
only an hour, and there was ab least
an hour’s hard labour in getting off
that soot and ink. Livy, with Chard,
meant an hour’s happy slacking, while
Jimmy McCann was cleaning off soot
and ink. It was all so happy and de~
lightful fo anticipate—and all so
utterly rotten and deplorable the way it
had turned ouf

It was foul luck!

For Mr. Chard being on the
casualty list, busy with hot water and
soap, rubbing and scrubbing at inky
soot, the headmaster naturally took
the Fifth, after all.

They were summoned to their Form-
room, to find McCann there. And
with feelings that could not have been
expressed in words they prepared for
the worst time they had ever experi-
enced at High Coombe.

Jimmy, to their surprise, and con-
siderably to their  velief, made no
reference to the booby trap. Old Lig-



gins, the house-porter, was cleaning
up soot and ink from the doorway
while they took their places. ~Jimmy
did mot seem to notice it. What had
happened was a matter for the Fifth
Form master to deal with; and Jimmy,
‘though the High Coombers did not
ve him credit for it, was not a man
overstep another man’s province.
rhaps, too, the peculiar episode
ppealed to his sense of humour,
Chard, secretly if not openly an
' aider and abettor of the resistance to
the new Head, would probably have
smiled had that booby trap caught its
intended victim. He was not smiling
now! Whatever Peter Chard was
feeling like, it was absolutely certain
that he was not amused.

The Fifth were taken at every dis-
advantage. Not a man in the Form
had prepared that lesson. Even Bob
Darrell, who often set the ancient
traditions of High Coombe at naught
by doing some work, had been talking
games in Big Study the evening be-
fore, and had somehow forgotten prep.
With Chard that did not matter. With
McCann it mattered fearfully.

Bob rather wished that he had
given Livy a look-in and postponed till
another time the task of explaining to
Tredegar, the captain of the school,
that a series of defeats through a
whole season did not constitute a
record to feel satisfied and complacent
about! But it was rather too late to
wish that now; Bob was “for it ” with
the rest.

And that was not all. But for their
faith in Aubrey’s masterly scheme,
some of the Fifth, at least, would have
taken a hasty squint at Livy before
McCann - started on _them. ~As the
matter stood, they had taken no squint.
The book of Livy with which McCann
was now dealing was as a sealed book
to the unhappy Fifth. s

Some of the fellows gave Aubrey
Compton rather black looks. Aubrey,
popular as a leader of*rebellion against
the Blighter McCann, was rather at a
Aubrey had landed

i
i
]

jcount now,
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them in this—Aubrey, with his dashed
cleverness. If the silly ass had, only
left things alone!

Unfortunately, he hadn't! Chard
rubbed and scrubbed in a bath-room,
and in Chard’s Form-room they
suffered under McCann.

It was rather a surprise to them—
and not an agreeable surprise—that
the brute seemed to know Livy inside
out. It was a standing joke in the
Fifth that Chard “mugged up” a
lesson before he handed it out. Carter,
the funny ass of the Fifth, had even,
on occasion, abstracted and hidden
Chard's book, and left him at a dead
loss. Such a jest would not have
served with McCann. The hrute
seemed to have the whole thing in his
head. He was, as Aubrey remarked in
a bitter whisper, the kind of brute who
would! .

But there was not much whispering
in the Fifth, McCann’s eye would
glint at a whisper. Nobody wanted
to catch that eye,

He soon had them,
elegantly described it
sweating.

as_ Peverill
afterwards,

The new Head was getting to know
his High Coombe; but even he seemed
a little surprised by the abysmal
depths of ignorance in the Fifth Form.

He did his best to lift the Fifth out
of that abyss.

Not a man in the Form escaped.

Man after man stood up, with resent-
ful heart and burning cheeks, to dis-
play his dismal and woeful ignorance
of that great Latin historian, Titus
Livius.

Bob Darrell, after a series of blun-
ders, felt rather ashamed of himself.
Every other fellow in the Form, after
much worse blunders, felt only angry
and indignant. 0 was this rotter
who- was making them work like
fellows swotting for a beastly scholar-
ship? What the dickens did Livy
matter, anyhow? The High Coombers
shared the opinion of the Old Boy in
the song:



8
“A man doesn’t come up to Barcroft
to lean

But because his dear pater has

money to burn!”

Certainly the Fifth Form men were
not there to learn, if they could help
it. The awful trouble was that they
couldn’t! Gl they would have
risen as one man, and hurled Jimmy
McCann forth from the Form-room
that he was desecrating with these new
ideas about work,

But they had tried that game once
and found it far from a paying pro-
position. ~ With gloomy, indignant
faces they suffered under McCann—
and dismally resolved to give prep a
look-in in the future, in case the un-
speakable brute took them in hand
again.

How McCann packed so much work
into an hour was a mystery. He put
as much into that hour as Chard put
into a term. Happy slackers in the
back benches of the Fifth, accustomed
to having that drowsy existence for-
gotten by Chard, were called up, one
after another, bewildered and indig-
nant at the mere idea they they might
possibly . know something about the
Jesson in hand. They blinked like owls
dragged into unaccustomed daylight,

After a minute with Jimmy they

sank back on their benches, spent and | Coor

exhausted, feeling their happy world
crumbling to pieces round them. Sixty
seconds with Jimmy tired a fellow
more than sixty whole classes with
Chard.

Only Carter, greatly daring, ven-
tured to introduce an element of
comedy into that tragic hour. Carter
had his reputation as a funny man to

eep up; and, really,..the: tormented
Fifth was in need of a little_comic
telief,

Carter affected an Ignorance even
more abysmal than that actually exist-
ing in the High Coombe Fifth. With a
face of innocent inquiry, he asked Mr.
MeCann whether Titus Livius was the
iame person as the Emperor Titus,

ven Peverill knew better than this.
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Mr, McCann gave Carter one keen,
searching glance, But Carter's face
‘was as innocent as a baby’s. He
assumed the air of a fellow who, eager
to know, was taking this opportunity
of acquiring knowledge. A happy grin
went round the worried Fifth. That
beggar Carter was pulling the bruf B
leg! They wondered at his nerve,
they were glad to hear him, 4

“No, Carter,” said Mr. McC
Dperhaps not oblivious of the happy grin
on many faces, “Titus Livius, the his-
torian, ‘was quite a different person
from the Emperor Titus.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” said Carter
meekly. Having got away with this,
Carter pursued the game. “I thought
they might be the same person, sir, as
they both had the surname of Oates.”

There was a suppressed gurgle in
the Fifth. Carter was going strong!

"(;I‘he surname of—what?” aske

i

“Oates, sir!” said Carter, inno-
cently, “The celebrated and infamous
Titus Oates, sir.” 4

W . 3 . LT

Carter might have got away with his

legpull. A fellow—at High

Coombe, at least—might imaginably
have mixed up Titus the historian with
Titus the emperor. But even at High
mbe no fellow could possibly have
mixed up either of them with Titus
Oates. = Carter, in his laudable desire
to relieve the tension in the Fifth Form
Room, had gone too far.

Mr. McCann’s eye seemed to pene-
frate the jester of the Fifth like a

cet.  Carter, wishing that he had
stopped in time, stood uneasily under
that penetrating eye.

“To whom do you go for history,
Carter?”

“We're up to Mr, Mace for history,
sir,” faltered Carter.

“Very good!” said Mr, McCann.
“Your questions show, I fear, that you
have paid very little attention to Mr.
Mace. I shall speak to Mr. Mace.”

Carter hreathed morg freely. He

.’ was not afraid of Mace.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRART

But Jimmy had not finlshed yet.

“I shall ask Mr. Mace to set you
three papers, Carter—one on Titus
Livius, one of the Emperor Titus, and
one on Titus Oates.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Carter
demurely. Mace, of course, would
set him the papers if McCann gave the

ord. But Mace would never ask to

e mem, so that did not matter.

. Alas for Carter! Even yeci
‘Blighter had not finished.

. “I shall ask Mr. Mace to bring the
papers to me for my inspection,

Carter. If they are not satisfactory

- I shall set you a whole book of Livy
to write out, and you will remain in
detention after three every day until
it is completed. The papers must be
shown up this evening.”

Collapse of Carter!

He sat down with a bump. His legs
failed to support him. Three awful
history papers, which had to be done,
and done well! The alternative was
days—weeks—of  detention.  “After
three ” was the High Coombe term for
the end of the day’s work. After three
nobody at High Coombe even pre-
tended to work—until prep, when a
few did pretend. After three a fellow
was free as a bird in the air, unless he
had detentions, which seldom hap-
pened. Carter had an awful vision of
his unhappy self, sitting lonely in the
Form-room after three every day for
days on end writing endless Livy!

Seldom, or never, had a funny man
looked so dreadfully serious as Carter
looked now. ree rotten history
papers, every one of them a “stinker ”
—or else endless Livy! The joy of life
had departed from Edward Carter.
Nobody looking at him now would have
supposed that he had ever been funny
in his life, or fancied that there was
such a thing as fun in the eme
things. An undertaker’s mute, sitting
beside Carter, would have looked merry
and bright in comparison. ,

Needless to say, there were no more
comic interludes in that hour. Never

the

had an heur lasted so lon3. Yhere
were, of course, only sixty minutes in
i, but each minute seemed to drag
its weary length along like a woundcd
snake. It seemed to the Fifth almost
too good to be true when the Blighter
dismissed them at last. They- almost
tottered out of their Form-room,

he next school, fortunately, was
history with Mace. They had a much-
needed nerve rest, in history with
Mace. ~ Mr, Mace, one of the oldest
institutions at High Coombe, had
reached the ripe age of seventy. He
liked to take things easily; so did the
Fifth! Whether Mace said anythlng
to them during that school, the Fi
did not know. If they did, they did
not listen—they were too busy telling
one another what they would like to do
to Jimmy McCann!

—

CHAPTER 23.
It's a Winner!

OU fool!”
Y Aubrey Compton raised hig
eyebrows.

They did not call one another fools
at High Coombe except perhaps in
moments of terrible stress. Silly
asses, cads and fatheads they migh{
call one another—but not fools. Thaf
kind of expression was barred.

But Carter of the Fifth, glaring
into Study No. 3, did not seem ta
care a bean for the gracefulness of
manner and elegance of expression on
which High Coombe justly prided itself.
High Coombe fellows did not call other
fellows fools, but Carter called the
dandy of the Fifth a fool, and followed
it up with a series of other epithets
seldom heard in that elegant and
luxurious study.

Compton could raise his eyebrows
no turther without pushing them over
the. top of his head. But his stare of
surprised disdain had no effect on the
enraged Carter. Striding into Study
No. 3, he actually shook his fist at the
disdainful Aubrey.

“Draw ft mild old chap! said Boh
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Darrell, glancing up from the grate,
where he was making toast for tea.

Toast-making was a new industry
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“Squat down and have some of this
toast,” suggested Bob.  “You've got
time for the papers between tea and

'

for the Fifth-Formers. It dated from|prep!”

the abolition of fagging for the
Fourth—one of the reforms of the
unspeakable McCann.

If Fifth Form men wanted toast for
tea, they had to make it themselves.

Hence Bob’s esent  occupation;
hence, also, the fact that Teddy Sey-
mour was spreading butter on toast;
hence, likewise, the frowning look on
Aubrey’s handsome face. If there
was one rotten act for which Aubrey
could forgive McCann less than for
any other, it was taking away his fag.
He felt rather like an ancient Roman
patrician deprived of his slave.

Carter brandished his fist at Aubrey.
He seemed almost on ‘the point of
tapping Aubrey’s nose with it.

“You silly ass!” said Aubrey.

“Fathead! Idiot! Look what
youwve done!” yelled Carter. *“¥You
had to lay a fatheaded booby trap for
McCann! Chard had to poke his silly
head into it! And now I'm landed
wm: three putrid history papers!”

ce ought to refuse to take the
pnpers to the meddlin’ cad!” ~said
Aubre;

“Talk sense!” barked Carter. “What
can Mace do, except dodder? He told
me he was sorry—fat lot of good that
does! Dodderin’ old ass! McCann’s
jawed = him, and he’s set me three
genuine mnkers

“Go to Chard!”

“I've been to Chard,” wailed the
hapless Carter.  “Popularity Peter
can’t do anythin’. He doesn’t seem
keen, either! He seems to me rather
sore about gettin’ .that-m¥ek on his
napper this mornin’.”

“He must know that it was meant
for McCann—"

“Fat lot it matters whom it was
meant for to the man who flelded it!”
growled Carter. “I can tell you Peter's
shirty.”

Compton
shoulders.

shrugged his elegant

“Pprep!” groaned Carter. “Yes,
there’ll be prep! Can’t risk cutting
it as usual with that brute on the prowl
But look here—that idiot Mace hash

up like that!
me in this, Compton, and it’s up to you
to get me out of it. You must think
of something! See?”

Aubrey was silent. He had set him-
self up as leader of rebellion. Fellows
had followed his lead. There had been
disaster. All the Fifth had been
through it, Carter the worst of the lot,
It was up to Aubrey to help him—if
Aubrey could think of anything useful.
And he could feel for a fellow who had
three papers to do in one afternoon.

The amount of muggmg up requh"Ed
was _tremendous.
asked for books—the books had Lo be

dug into—skimmed, if not read.
Knowledge, certainly, would have
been acquired in the cess.  Bub

Dro
Carter was not an eager fellow in quest
of knowledge; he was only eager for a
way of getting out of doing these three
papers, which he !umy, if inelegantly,
described as *

“I've a Jolly gOOd mind—" began
Carter _ wrathf! His fist
clenched, and his eyes fixed on Au.brey's
nose. One, at least, of the rebel leader’s
followers was on the verge of mutiny—
red and rabid mutiny. Three “genuine
stinkers ” fed up Edward Carter with
the superb Aubrey as lea.der

Bob Darrell interposed hastily.

“Chuck it, Carter, old man!”

“Tye a jolly good mind—-—" repeated
Carter. It seemed that he expected to
derive some solace in his calamity from
the punching of Aubrey’s nose.

“No good raggin’!” said the pacific

Teddy.
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“Three stinkers!” hissed Carter. He
came back to that like the refrain of
a song. “Three awful stinkers!”

“If yowd shut up a minute—-"
drawled Aubrey.

“Three genuine stinkers—"

“I gather that Mace has to_take the
pers to McCann before prep,” said
pton. ~ “Suppose you write them
d give them in to Mace. Mace will
e satisfled with them, whatever they're

Lke-——

“What’s the good of that, when
McCann’s going over them, you ass?”

“Suppose McCann never saw them?”

Carter blinked.

‘““He will see them if Mace takes them
to his study, won’t he?  Think he's
goiﬁxg to go suddenly blind just to please
me?”

“Do give a man a chance to spesk!”
complained Aubrey.
three fellows were barging about in the
corridor and barged into Mace—quite
by accident, of course—as he was

passin’ the corridor window. The
window's open—"

“It's always shut!”

“It will be open this evenin’. Mace

comes a cropper—the papers fly out
of the window, with a little assistance,
perhaps—and a man under the window
snafiles them. They disappear.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“What can McCann do?” argued
Compton. “The paj have been done
—though accidentally lost! Mace will

testify that they were good papers.
Mace is a gentleman. McCann can't
do anythin’. You've done your papers,

and that’s that.”

Carter stared at Aubrey and drew a
deep breath. Teddy Seymour gazed at
him with open-mouthed admiration.
Only Bob looked dubious.
“It’'s a winner!”
“McCann can’t do a thing!

said Teddy.
Aubrey,

old man, I've always sa.ld you had a|Mace,
&

head on your shoulders.”

“B 1” said Caute; “1 say,
I'm sorry I called you names, Compton.
I might have known you'd see a way

“Suppose two or | —]

6
out!”  Carter’s fists were undoubled
now and he no longer looked warlike.
“Isay, it's a corker! McCann couldn’t
even smell a rat. And if he did, he
couldn't do anythin'.” Carter chuckled,
in good spirits again after a weary A
“I say, it will be one up against the
Blighter! I say, Il get v.hosc papers
done—if McCann isn’t goin’ to
them they’ll be all right! Any&hlng
will do for Mace.”

Carter, grinning, went back to his
own study to write the papers. The
load was lifted from his mind. It
was 10 longer a question of work. What
Carter of the Fifth knew about Titus
Livius, the imperial Titus, and Titus
Oates would not have covered half a
sheet of paper.

But as he had sald, anything would
do for Mace! Mace was a gentleman
the High Coombe definition of that
word. If Mace had ever found fault
with a fellow’s work it was so long ago
that the ol inhabitent could
not recall it. Mace might have given
a fellow full marks for describing Titus
as Emperor of Japan!

Carter was precisely twenty minutes
writing out three history papers. All
he had to do was to cover the sheets
with writing. That was easy enough.
Certainly, those papers, if they had met
Jimmy MecCann's eyes,
caused those eyes to open very
almost to pop out of his head! But
they were not going to meet Jimmy
McCann's eyes, so that was all right!
Anything was good enough for Mace;
and quite good enough to fly out. of the
corridor window and disappear

Study No. 3 were ﬂniahing tea. when
Carter came back,.beaming.

“Right as rnm, you menl” said the
happy Carter.

“You’ve done them already?” asked
Bob, with a stare.

“Dgne Lhem. ‘and taken them to
quite

answered
imitation of Mr.
squeaky voice.
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StuJ\ No. 3 laughed.

e is goin’ to the Head at six!”
z\dded Carter “It’s up to you now,
A\

Le it to me!” drawled Aubrey.
“rn see to it Lhat those papers never
reach McCann!”

Carter went back to his study happy.
Aubrey looked at his watch,
“Plenty of time yet!” he remarked.

“But we'd better be ready! Come on,
you men.”
Bob Darrell hesitated a moment.

Aubrey’s eyes glittered at him.
“You're comin’?”

“On!  Yes! I supposeso!”

And Bob came. Aubrey’s smfegxc

dispositions were soon made. was
all so simple—easy as falling off a farm
The corridor window, close by the
Head’s study, was wide open. Outside,
in the quad, Teddy Seymour took up his
stand, leaning idly on the old stone
wall, waiting for the papers to drop out
like ripe fruit into his hands.
+ In the corridor, Aubrey and Bob
waited.  Six o’clock rang out from the
clock-tower over Chard’s rooms across
the quad. Mace was not yet in sight.
Aubrey knitted his brows, The Head
generally left his study at six. If that
doddering old ass Mace was late—

He was late! It was more than five
minutes past six when he appeared.
Mace was old and slow, Still, Mr.
McCann had not left his study, so that
was all right. Having an appointment
there with a member of his staff, no
doubt McCann felt bound to wait.

“Here he comes!” breathed Aubrey
at last.

Mr. Mace appeared round a corner.
He was a tau thlp‘ Qld.gentleman, with
gold-rimmed glasses on a long, sharp
nose, and whxte hair—what there was
of it. Mace had never been known to
keep an appointment to the exact time,
so long as the present generation of
High Coombers had known him, Late
as he was to see Mr. McCeann, he dod-
dered slowly on his way, the papers in
his han

As he reached the .open ' corrifior
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window, Compton nudged Darrell. Both
of them rushed madly down the
corridor.

Bump!

Mr. Mace splutered and staggered.
Two seniors of the Fifth crashing into
him almost up-ended him. He clutched
at Darrell with one hand, at Comptor
with the other, spluttering, the papea?
in his hand fluttering anywhere, ¢

Bob Darrell grasped Mace to steady
him, skilfully revolving him away from
the fallen papers. Two of them had
fluttered out of the window on their
own. In a twinkling, Aubrey had
flelded the other and tossed it after
them.

One swift glance showed him Teddy
Seymour bagging all three outside.
Then he turned to Mr. Mace, profuse
with apologies.

“Oh, sir! 8o sorry, sir—quite an
accident—->
“Urrrggh!”  spluttered the history

master of High Coombe. “Wurrgh!”

“Awfully sorry, sir!” said- Bob,
sincerely enough, He thought it rather
rotten to barge Mace—though he had
done it.

Kindly, politely, dutifully, they helped
the breathless master on towards the
Head’s study. In his dizzy confusion,
Mace semed not to have missed his
papers yet, which was all to the good.
The later he inquired for them, the
better chance for Teddy Seymour. As
they helped Mr. Mace onward Compton
wi Led at Darrell behind his doddemv

CHAPTER 24,

Putrid Luck! .
IMMY MCCANN, at six o'clock, rose
J from his writing-table in his study.
Mr. Mace’s knock should have been
heard on the door precisely at that
moment had Jimmy’s staff been as
efficient 2s Jimmy himself. But it was
not heard; and Jimmy, having to wait
for Mr. Mace, walked to the window,
which was wide open, and stood looking



out into red sunset glowing over moors

and coombes and rolling Atlantic.
He stood there, breathing in’deep
breaths of salt air from the sea—and,
noticing that a

to see senior men loafing idly about
that. He was considering whether
0 call to Teddy Seymour and give him
‘a hint to get moving, when a surprising
thing happened. Papers fluttered from
‘the corridor window.
Teddy grasped at them as they
landed, and captured them.
Stuffing them under his coat, he
started to run.
For a second, Jimmy, at his study
window, stood transfixed.  Then his
voice shot after Teddy like a bullet.
“Seymour!” i

Teddy spun round in utter dismay.
His eyes almost goggled at Jimmy,
framed in the window.

“Oh!” he gasped. “onl Yes, sir!”
“What are those papers, Seymour?”
sir!” " stuttered

“ Pip-pip-pip-papers,
Tedd ¥

y.
“ Give them to me at once!”

Like a fellow mesmerised, Teddy
Seymour came to the window and
handed the papers up to the Head.

“Thank you, Seymour!”

Teddy tottered away.

Mr. McCann looked at the papers,
and his face grew grim as he read
Edward Carter’s compositions on the
three subjects of Titus the historian,
Titus the emperor, and Titus Oates!

There was a knock at his door.

Mr, Mace came in rather breathlessly.
Compton and .Darrell had helped him
as far as door. -~ Compton’s swift
glance, before the door closed, fell on
‘Jimmy McCann—on the papers in his
‘hand, and on Carter’s almost illegible
scrawl on the papers! Compton jumped
as . if he had been shof The door,
closing, almost hit himr on the nose.

- Darrell stared at him,
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kWhats the mntter, old man?” he
aske

Aubrey did not answer. His feelings,
just then, were foo deep for words. He
almost Iimped away. In Study No, 3
they found Teddy Seymour, and from
that dismayed youth learned wbat had
happened.

“Of all the putrid luck!” groaned
Aubrey when Teddy had told his story.

“Who could have thought of the
Blighter looking out of his window at
the wrong moment—or have guarded
against it? I thought my scheme for

saving Carter was watertight—and now
he’s properly in the soup. The
Blighter’ll skin him when be reads,
those papersl kd

Four or ﬂve Fifth Form men had to

after he had seen McCann!
was absolutely frantic. Those papers,
never intended for Jimmy’s eyes, had
come under the Head’s survey, after all,
And Jimmy had not been so satisfied
with them as Mr. Mace had been!
Livy, endless Livy, stretched before
Carter of the Fifth! Livy, and Livy,
and Livy—every day in the Form-room,
after three! Livy, and Livy, and Livy
—world without end! v

Carter raved. Only by sheer force
was he kept from assault and battery,
Judging by Carter’s remarks, his feel-
ings towards the Blight ere
as moonlight unto sunlight compared
with his feelings towards Aubrey Comp-
ton of his own Form.

Even Aubrey had to acknowledge that
prosperity, so far, did not seem to be
smiling on thé Fifth Form feud!

CHAPTER 25.
A Staggering Invitation!

’M- not botherin’ about a dashed
_usher!” said Aubrey Compton,
the Dandy of. the Fifth.

Teddy Seymour grinned, and Bob
Darrell frowned.

The “dashed usher” to whom the
magnificent. Aubrey alluded was 1o
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less a person that James McCann the
new headmaster of High Coo

There was a chuckle from ﬂve or six
seniors in Big Study.

“Usher!” remarked Corkran of the
Sixth, “That’s good!”

“Oh, good!” said Tredegar, captain
of High Coombe “I'd like the Blighter
to hear that—what?”

“A dashed usher!” repeated Aubrey.
“The man comes here from nowhere,
looks like a commercial traveller, and
acts like a prison governor, He barges
into the old Head's place, and fancies
himself a headmaster! Headmasters
axe gentlemen!”

ut——" said Bob Darrell.

“You shut up, Darrell, old man!”
said Corkran. “If you can see .some
good in McCann, nobody else can, and
we don’t want to hear your views!”

Bob Darrell grunted.

“Who’s coming out for games prac-
tice?” he asked.

There was a howl of indignant
protest in Big Study.

“Oh, shut up, Darre]ll"

“Give us a rest!”

“Park it, old man!”

Games practice did not appeal to the
fellows who were adorning the comfort-
‘able armchairs in Big Study with their

legant persons, Randal of the Sixth,
fazxest man even in the School for
Slackers, lifted his head from a pile
of cushions, and said:

“You idiot!”

After which effort,
sank back again.

“1 was sayin’—" said Compton.

“Go it, Aubrey*-~*That chorus of
encouragement showed how much more
popular Aubrey’s remarks were than
Darreil's in Big Study.

“I was sayin’ that no man here is
goin’ to change his manners and
customs to please a sneaking ushel
from some dm.y little private school.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We're makin’ up a little party for
the Okcham Theatre to-night, just the
same as if the Venerable Beak was still

Randal’s head
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here and the Blighter back in the slum
he came from,” said Aubrey.

If Aubrey Compton expected the
chorus of encouraging approval to be
renewed, he was disappointed. Not a
sound came from the Fifth and Sis
Formers in Big Study. Indeed, Tre
of the Sixth, who was leaning ol
door, opened it and strolled out,
he had suddenly remembered b
elsewhere. =~ Corkran = half-rose,
catching Aubrey’s eye, sat down again,
looking rather uncomfortable. Carter
winked at Bob Darrell, who laughed.
Aubrey knitted his handsome brows
with vexation.

Instead of rising to his words with
enthusiasm, the seniors looked as if
he had given them a cold shower-bath.

“If any man funks, he can stick in,”
said Aubrey, with a curl of the lip. “I'm
goin’ exactly the same as if the McCann
man had never blown in.”

“There'd be a row if he spotted us
breakin’ out!” murmured Peverill

“Too Jjolly risky!” said Raymond.

“Where’s the risk?” Aubrey sneered.
“Even the Blighter hasn't taken the
prefects’ keys away yet! Youre a
prefect, Corky, and you've still got your
key to the lobby, and your key to the

but,

I'm keepin’ them,” said
Corkran, “on my key-ring, anhd my key-
ring in my trousers pocket, old bean!
I'm not askin’ that usher to sack me
from High Coombe!”

“It's the sack for breakin’ out at
night if a fellow gets snaffled!” said
Peverill.  “Not good enough, Aubrey,
old man!”

“I dare say the brute would be jolly
glad to make an example of a man!”
said Carter. *“It would be like him!”

Rot!” answered Aubrey. “He made
out that he was goin’ to sack me his
first week here, but Chard talked him

round. And I'm jolly certain he
wanted to be talked round. He don’t
dare sack man. The governo:

would pretty soon call him to order il
he started sackings!”
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“Um!” said Corkran.

“I'm goin’ !” said Aubrey Compton.
His eyes were gleaming, his handsome
face set and obstinate. “Who's comin’
with me

Dead sxlence

Enthusiasm in Big Study had abso-

ly petered out.

n’t all speak at once!”
ey, with bitter sarcasm,
obody spoke.

“Tm goin’ ]

Silen

“Yuu men all lettin’ me down?”

Still silence! Apparently they were.

~_ “You're lendin’ me your key, Corky,
if you're not comin’?”

Slowlv Corky shook his head.

man! Better chuck it—-"

“Im not askin’ for your advice—I'm
askin’ for your key.”

“Nothin’ doin’ l” said Corkran. “I'm
a prefect, and—'

Aubrey Compton walked to the door.
He threw it cpen, then turned his
scornful glance on the men in Big
Study. They all looked at him uneasily.
They all liked and admired old Aubrey,
hailed him as a leader in the resistance
to McCann and all his works. Buf—

There was a big “but.”  McCann
had the eye of a hawk. Suppose he
swooped like one on a fellow out of
bounds after lights out! It was, as
Peverill had said, not good enough!

Under Aubrey’s scornful stare, only
one mouth opened. .It was Teddy’s.
But again a glare from Bob stopped
him and Teddy shut it up again, his
words unspoken. .

“So nobody’s coming with me to-
night?” said Aubrey. He did not lower
his voice, though the door was wide
open and his words were perfectly
audible in the passage outside.

“Well, I'm goin’.”

With that, Aubrey stalked out -of

said

Big Study and slammed the door after|’

him, with a slam that echoed through
the House, 'was quite an un-
acc\\smmed thlng in that dwelling-

CHAPTER 26.
At the Head's Telephone!
HERE was considerable, if sup-
pressed cxcitement in High
Coombe that afternoon. Excite-

men{ was unusual, or had been unusual,
in the School for Slackers, But things
were not as they had been. High
Coombe had fallen upon new and ex-
citing times.  Under the Venerable
Beak, nothing special had ever seemed
to happen. Now something or other
always seemed to be happe 13

Corkran, as head prefect, was worried
and annoyed. Head prefect’s duty, of
course, was to out a stern stop to that
sort of thing. Worry about duty had
never bothered Corky very much before
the coming of McCann. But he did
not want to be called over the coals
by the Blighter. He did not want to
be deprived of his prefectship, perhaps
of his Sixth Form privileges!

He considered that Aubrey might
have taken care not to mention the
matter in his hearing. As for lending
the breaker of bounds his key, wild
horses would not have dragged that
key from Corky’s trousers pocket.

In the Sixth and Fifth they dis-
cussed it; and as dusk fell over High
Coombe and blotted out the greén
moors and the blue Atlantic, excite-
ment grew. The juniors, of course,
got hold of it. Ferguson of the Fourth
carried the news to the Burrow, and
spread it among the fags.

“Compton’s asking for it!” said
Ferguson. “Sitting up and begging
for 1b you men!” .

“Cheeking McCann again?” asked
Fatty Pye

“More'n that!” said Ferguson.

“Not another booby trap?” grinned
Loom. “He caught Chard in the last
one. Peter was shirty for days.”
“More'n that!” said Ferg.

“Well, what?” asked a dozen voices.
“Breaking out to-night to go down
to Okeham!” said Ferguson impres-
sively. “I heald it from Carter and

place of elegant and slackers!

were jawing in the
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quad. Lots of fellows know! Just as
if the Venerable Beak was still here,
you know.”

“Oh, I say!” said Donkin, otherwise
the Donkey.

They knew of Compton’s plan in the
Shell. Babtie declared that old Compton
was a sportsman, and that he only
wished he’d asked him to go.
dandy of the Fifth was certainly not
likely to ask for the company of a
junior in the Shell. Had he done so,
however, it was probable that Babtie
would have changcd his mind.

For High Coombe agreed
that this was ﬁxghtfuﬂy daring and | c!
sporting of Aubrey, nob 2 man, senior
or ]umor, wanted to break out with
him. In this matter, the rebel of High
Coombe had to plough a lonely furrow.
Which showed how great a change
James McCann had already wrought in
the sr:hoo! {or Slackers‘

Bob Darrell was deEply worried lee
Ferguson, he knew McCann was
not a man to be trifled with. At tea-
time in Study No. 3, Bob’s rugged face

was almost as long as a fiddle, while
Teddy Seymour looked unusually grave.
Aubrey was cheery and smiling. He
was enjoying the excitement that was
thrilling the school. Common prudence

would have dictated a little more
caution.
The superb Aubrey disdained

prudence and caution, He liked to be
looked at and admired as the one fellow
who had the nerve to stand up to the
McCann man and treat a dashed usher
as a dashed usher ought to be treated.

“You're a silly ass, old man!” Bob
said, for about the tenth fimer -
the good of playing the giddy ox?
man’s headmaster, and he means busi-
ness. And it's a smy, rotten game
breaking out at night.”

The | Bob.
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of pretending it's not a necessary and
good rule? McCann’s d to enforce
it—he would deserve to be booted out
if he didnt! You're doing wrong,
Aubrey, and you know it!”

“Quite!” agreed Aubrey “That’s
the attraction in it1”

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!” reto

“Which of you fellows is comm"
me?” asked Aubrey call
““Nor Ted

“I'm not,” growled Bob.
either.”

Compton raised his eyebrows.

”~ Are you Teddy’s fag-master, by any

hance?” he inguired.

“Don’t be a silly ass}”

“You're repeatin’ yourself, old bean!
You're comin’, Teddy? Be a pall”

Teddy hesitated, looking from one
to the other. As usual, he was pulled
two ways — between Bob’s
common sense and the attraction of
Aubrey’s recklessness. After all, where
was the harm in going to a theatre? It
was not as if it was an excursion o
some shady place where they played
cards or billiards— drew the

W
line at that, though some High Coombe

men did not, It was only breaking
a rule, after alll  True, it was rather
an pton did

important rule. ~Even'Com
not msinﬁnm that 1t would be a good
thing, generally, for schoolboss to keep
all ‘hours and roam t midnight
at their own sweet
“You're not bleolng, 'reddy'” growled

Bob. ‘ant 8 fooll”
“Teddy's not lettin’ a pal down”
said Aubrey.  “Teddy's not goin’ to

grease up to McCanu,”
Bob crimsoned.

“Who's greasing up to McCann?”
he bawled, -
raised a well- ma.mcu.red hand.
“Dear man, Chard will you
across the quad at that rate!” he said.

“No harm in goin’ to a theatre, | “You're

Bob!” Teddy pointed out.

“I know that!” grunted Bob. “But|—
fellows who break out don’t generally
go to theatres. It’s against the ruie
to go out at night, and what's the good

Y comin’, Teddy?”
‘Well Id llke to,” said Teddy “put

“You're not!” growled Bol
“Well, you see—" said me “uneer-
tain and unhappy Teddy.
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“Tll book two seats!” drawled

ubrey, vising from the table.

ey stared at him.

“How the thump are you gonp to

ock seats?” stuttered Bob.,  “ Asking

eave to go down to Okeham from
IcCann?”

I'm going to ’phone!” said Aubrey
.t . The Blighter has a telephone
stud;

ou—y nu youre going to book

ts for to-night and use McCann's

lephone?” articulated Bob.

“Why not?”

”Aub.es 1” gasped Bob.

55—

~ The dandy of the Fifth strolled out

f No. 3. Darrell and Seymour looked

at one another.

i “By Jove!” said Teddy. “Old

s a card!”

nt after his reckless chum. He

found Ahbrhy in the passage, chatting

mth some of the Fifth.
ix1” Aubrey was saying. “The

Blighter always leaves his study at six!

‘He’s as regular as clockwork. Buy I'l

Egive him five minutes.”

“You're really—" exclaimed Carter.
The Fifth Form men were buzzing
with it!  This was the climax!

. If Aubrey had desired to add one

‘more_thrill to the excitement already
eigning, this would have done it! Not

nly was he going to break out that
night, in spite of McCann, but he was
oing to use the Blighter's own telc-
phonc to book the sea(,s at Okcham
Theatre. It was the limit!
“Auprey, old man—-
was almost beseeching.
“Fathead!”. was Aubrey’s reply.
From a window many eyes spotted the
“stocky figure of Mr. James McCann
leaving the House for his usual walk on
the Beak’s Grind, down the coombe to
‘The banks of the Clovey. Aubrey waited

“You mad

? Bob's voice

till the Head was out of sight, then
sauntered along to the Headn study.
dhey

Fellows followed him there.

Wwatched from the corridor window for
the possible reappearance of McCann.
Th"y heard Aubrey in“the study ask
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{for his number—the number of the box-
office of Okeham Theatre.

Bob Darrell, torn b‘atvceen a fumdlv
onxiety for Aubrey, and a;
desire tq kick him hard, hlﬂ ed m thﬂ
half—open doorway.

“Tor goodness’ sake be quick!” he
breathed. “You utter ass, suppose
McCann came back!”

Compton glanced round from the tele-
phone.

“The bargee always walks out for
on hour. But I'm not botherin' about
ushers, anyhow.”

Bob shook a fist at him.

Aubrey turned to the telcnhonc agam
Calm and unhurried, he o the
Okeham box-office. A dozen fellovss
heard him book two stalls for that
cvening. When he rang o Bob
vapped from the door:

“Now come out, you fathead!”

But Aubrey was not finished yet.

He rang up another Okeham number.
The group of fellows in the doorway
looked at him, and at one another, as
he coolly and calmly ordered a taxi
to pick him up in Coombe Lane at nine-
thirty.

“Isn't he a card?”’ breathed the
ads mu mh Teddy.

“Isn't he a silly ass, and isn't he
nskmt, for the sack!"” hissed Bob.

Aubrey put up the receiver and
strolled out of the study. All eyes were
on him. The Fifth Form men regarded
hinr elmosi with awe.

“That’s that!” drawled Aubrey, with
superb calm, “If you'd like to come,
Bob, I'll ring up and book a third seat.”

“Idiot!” was Bob's answer.

Aubrey laughed, and sauntered away.
Breathless admiration from the Fifth
was the reward of his superb nerve.

CHAPTER 21.
At the Foot of the Sieps!

TUDY Ro. 3 became, at night, Dorm
S No. 3.  After prep that useful
creature, the boys’ maid—of

species there were many at Hwh
e—wrought

magic chan,




68

appeared from nowhere, and a luxuri-
ous study became a handsome and well-
appointed bed-room for three. In the
morning, during the first school, a
similar magic change was wrought, and
the bed-room became a study again.

Last roll was at nine, taken person-
ally by Mr. McCann in Big Hall. It
was therefore impossible for the most
daring breaker of bounds to get out
before that hour. Cutting roll was now
a thing of the past at High Coombe,
though in the dear old days the fellows
had cut roll as often as they pleased.
Chard, in those days, had generally
taken call-over, the Venerable Beak

ing much too venerable for such
duties. ‘The finest excuses had been
good enough for Popularity Peter.

No excuse whatever was good enough
for Mr, McCann.
glorious beings, prefects of the Sixth
Form, were not allowed to-cut roll; even
Corkran, head prefect, had to be there
to say “sum” to his name. It was
sickening, of course, but then every-
thing was sickening under the rule of
the Blighter McCann

Not till the feuows went to their
various dormitories, therefore, could
Aubrey carry on with his own little
game.

This meant cutting all the early part
of the show at Okeham Theatre, a sad
change from the times when a fellow
could do as he liked, and Popularity
Peter would pretend to know nothing
about it.  Still, 2 show was a show,
even if a fellow saw only half of it.
Above all, it was a defiance of McCann
—it was a glorious example set to a
hesitating school, by a determined rebel | an
who had no use for ed ushers?

In Dorm No. 3 Compton did not
change
changed into evening clothes, under
Bob’s scowl and Teddy’s admiring eyes.
Undoubtedly he looked very elegant and
handsome, in well-cut evening clothes,
with a tiny diamond gleaming in his
spotless shirt, the dinner jacket that |l

tted him like a glove, the trousers that
would have delighted a tailor’s heart,
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Even those great and | a

into his silk pyjamas. He|} Tl

the natty shoes that would have pecs
the pride of a bootmaker. His tie W
tied as only Compton of the Fifth coul|
tie a tie.  Carefully he polished his
silk hat.

Bob’s scowl grew eyen more savage.

He was angry with Aubrey, h
more anxious hi

eh:
fearfully posh pl he
going into the best seats. and he was
going to dvess the part. His taxi was
already waiting at the corner of the
lane a hundred yards from the school.
He had not far to walk in his hand-
some outfit.
“Adren‘t you changin’,

Teddy?” he

sked.

Teddy looked at Bob and looked at
Aubrey. Long had Teddy been un-
decided. Having. practicaily no will
of his own, Teddy always did either
what Bob did or what Aubrey did. Now
the balance was inclining in Aubrey’s
favour.

Looking so handsome and debonair,
he certainly seemed: more attractive
company than the gloomy, worried,
scowling Bob. Teddy had got so fm
as removing his outer garments.
hardly knew whether he was going to
get into his pyjamas or into posh

clot

“Be a pall” urged Aubrey.
sayin’ there’s no risk! I'm askin’ you
to share it.”
That settled it for Teddy! He made
2 dive for his evening bags. Bob gave

an angry snort.
“You're a fool, Teddy!”
“¥You come, too, old chap!” urged

t1" said Bob.

“I'm not

Aubrey. “If the Blighter comes spyin’
about, Darrell can tel him what a
gmd boy he is, and how he loves obey-

his kind teachers!”

’neddy chuckled. ..,

Bob became crimson.



[Aubrey’s handsome face, his beauti-
l shirt-front, and incomparable
e had a narrow escape! Bob was his

, but he was a very angry pal at that

s!” said Teddy. “We don’t
e Blighter nosing round here!
p, Aubrey—let old Bob do as he
K Every man to his tas

Aubrey shrugged his shou]ders The
g smile on his face was hard

bolerate, and it was as well that

stood between them as he shoved

his legs into his bags.

‘;If you think I funk it——" hissed

Aubrey raised his eyebrows.

“Don’t you?” he asked.

“You know I don't!” roared Bob
'Luxouslv his face flushing and his fists
clenchi:

“My mxsmke"’ said Aubrey grace-
fully. “I thought you did!”

“Do shut up, old man!” urged Teddy.
With one leg in and one leg out, Teddy
repared to separate his two friends.

was really awkward for a fellow try-

g to get his trousers on,

But Bob controlled his wrath. He gave
a savage grunt, and put on again the
collar and tie he had already taken off
for bed. Compton’s eyes gleamed with
triumph. He knew what that meant.

Bob was coming, too
‘Bob could have kicked himself! He
ew that he was playing the fool.
He knew that Aubrey had taunted him
merely for the purpose of making him
Nevertheless, his mind

That goat, Compton,

as made up.
as running the risk—that ass, Teddy,
Wwas sharing it—and he was f.heu‘ pal,

and was not going to stand out. If
disaster came—and he knew that it was
very likely—he was not going to he
found in bed like a good boy, while his
friends were up for the sack.

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

It was
idiotic; and he knew ib‘\bu: there it was
—Bob Was going, too!

6
“Changin’?” asked Aubrey sweetly.
“No!” snorted Bol

Hﬂving “dressed their parts, 50 to
speak, the next step was to get out
of the House. No prefect’s key being
available, as in the happy old days, a
window had to serve their turn.

It was-easy enough. High Coombe
was a rambling old place, with end-
less passages and staircases that seemed
to lead nowhere in particular. From
a. dark passage, where a window
opened on the Sixth Form green, the
three made their exit.

Everybody knew in the Fifth that
they were gone. Heads were put out
of doorways, as they quietly passed
other studies. Fellows stared to see
Bob in the party.

“You, too, Darrelll” said Burke,
from No. 4.

“Don’t yell, you idiot!” was Bob's
grunted reply; and the three passed
on.

They stepped quietly across the Sixth
Form green. Bob grunted again as he
caught his legs in the chain by which
that sacred precinct was surrounded to
keep off common mortals.

“Quiet!” breathed Teddy. “The
Blighter’s still up!”

Light gleamed through the blinds of
the Head’s study. Across the quad,
light gleamed from the windows of

ard’s room under the clock-tower.
Penge, master of the Shell, was actu-
ally standing at his window, looking
out into the fine night.

If Penge detected three shadowy
figures  silently  stealing through
shadows, Penge said nothing.  High
Coombe masters on such occasions were

not to saying
Least said, soonest mended—a hcy
which made for ease and repose, if not
ed.\ﬂcation. at the School for Slackers.

“The brutell be asleep before we
‘come- back!” drawled Aubrey. “Early
to bed, early to rise, you know—usher
all over!”

Getting out without a prefect’s key




0

to the gate was another little difficulty
to be surmounted. The ancient walls
overgrown with ivy, were easy enough
to climb. But no fellow—no High
Coombe fellow, at all events—wanted to
make his bags dusty! However, this
was one of the things that could not be
helped; and Aubrey manfully risked his

bags.

Outside the wall he dusted them
carefully with his handierchief. Then
a shert walk down the lane brought
them to a waiting taxi. The taxi ran
them swiftly over the mile or so to

keham. The theatre was not crowded,
and it was easy enough to book a third
stall for Bob.

They sat down fo the show—Teddy
Seymour fully enjoying it in his volatile
way, and banishing other matters from
his mind; Bob, blind and deaf to what
went on on the stage, and wishing from
the bottom of his heart that he hadn’t
come; Aubrey, superbly calm, rather
patronising than enjoying the show,
and wishing chiefly that Bob was in
evening clothes!

It was over at eleven. Bob would
have rushed out to the taxi, which
had orders to be waiting ready. But
it seemed that it was essential for
coffee and cigarettes in the lounge to
come first. Aubrey had coffee and
cigarettes; Teddy had coffee; Bob, who
had neither, sat and scowled at them.
It could not be denied that Bob was
rather a wet blanket.

“Are you ever coming?” he growled
at last. ‘“The place is empty—we
shall be turned out soon.”

“Might stagger along!”
Aubrey.

And they staggered ‘along,

As they came down the steps of the
theatre in the glimmer of the lights, a
waiting figure detached itself from a
pillar and stepped to meet them. But
it was not the expected taxi-man. It
was quite another person.

“I hope,” said Mr. McCann gravely,
S thﬂat you have had a pleasant even-
ing?”

assented
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CHAPTER 23
Whacked to the Wide!
JAMES McCANN, as Ferguson of

Fourth had remarked in t
Burrow, was no fool.

Whatever he was—blighter, bargee,

hounder, or whatnot—it was absolgely

certain that he was no fool. -
really, & headmaster would have
a hit of a fool not to have notice
thére was something “on” that day'at
the School for Slackers.

It pleased Aubrey to let everybody
know about it and wonder at his nerve
and his dashing recklessness; but that
of- course, \vas not the way to keep it
dark. t Mr. McCann may have
noticed, he mentioned to nobody; what
he thought, he kept to himself. But
he did not go to bed at his usual earl;,
hour. Instead of doing that, he made
a round of the senior dormitories.

That was really Chard’s duty, and
Chard had done it in his usual way
Chard’s system was to lean his portly
form on a massive oaken newel post
at the foot of the stair, chat .a few
minutes with some of his Form, smile
benignly at one of Carter’s little jokes.
and then his duty was done, and he
would roll off to his rooms; not sure,
by any means, that all the Fxfth were
in their dorms, but sure, at least, of
popularity in his Form!

Jimmy McCann was more thorough.
But his round of the senior dormi-
tories was brief—for he started with

rm Three. Compton was the man
on whom Jimmy had a special eye, so
he began and ended with Dorm Three.
Tapping on the door, he opened it
and switched on the light—hoping, but
not expecting, to see three fellows
asleep in bed. And when he saw three
vacant beds, Jimmy's face became
very grave indeed.

He had expected this of Compton.
He was not surprised at it in Seymour,
a fellow easily led. But he had not
expected it of Bob Darrell—a fellow
of whom he had great hopes—in whon,
in his mind’s eye, he saw a future cap-
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jain  of High Coombe—-cap\‘,am of a

mbe, with a ruthless heel, it was
king out at night—a game carried

He hal

any fellow—he hoped
frusted to be able to pull things round
at the School for Slackers without any
f such drastic step as that. But there
Wwas a limit—and this looked like the
| limit. Three of the Fifth were out of
bounds, late at night—one of them a
fellow whom he liked and trusted.

For fully five minufes Jimmy
| McCann stood in the empty dorm,

thinking. He had trusted Darrell,
- and Darrell had gone with the others
—where to, and for what? Slowly a
mile dawned on Jimmy's face, relax-
ing its grimness. If he had been
mistaken in Darrell, it was the biggest
mistake of his life. But he was sure
that he had not been mistaken.

The escapade did not mean that

' Compton had dragged a better fellow
into anything shady. =~ Whateyer the
three had gone out for, it was nothing
dingy or rotten, or Darrell would not
have joined up in it. It was a reckless
and rebellious act, but it was mnot a
matter that would drive mm to expel-
ling a High Coombe mas

Which was a greater rel!ef to Mr.

McCann than any High Coombe man
could have imagined.

Compton, of course, was the leader,
and Seymour followed him like a sheep.
But * Darrell? There was nothing
sheep-like about Darrell, that was cer-
tain. A taunt about funking might
have done it—it was not so very long

since Jimmy had beeh a boy himself,
and he knew boy-nature. .P.jve minutes
of Qulet thinking gave Jimmy a pretty

the thought of ex-

3

clear view of the whole thing. And
he smiled. He guessed where the three
had gone.

Among the endless mysterious
whispers that had floated about the
school that day there had been men-
tion of Okeham Theatre. This was
not a sample of dingy. blackguardism
that required drastic action; it was a
reckless lark, to be dealt with much
less severely—though with sufficient
severity.

Jimmy went back to his .st,udy and
got on the telephone. essed

and | where they were, but he ha-d to be su.re

In a couple of minutes he was sure.
Then he put on coat and hat and
walked down the lane to Okeham. It
was a fine, starry night, and Jimmy -
enjoyed the walk. He was a great
walker!

Outside the- Okeham Theatre Royal
he waited with cheerful patience, his
keen eyes on the leaving crowd till the
three he wanted came out.

The three stopped dead as McCann
greeted them.

Bob Darrell caught his breath, his
face i i Tedd;

looked blankly dismayed. Even the
superb Aubrey was taken aback, and
for a moment lost his accustomed
aplomb. They blinked at the Blighter.

Teddy was the first to speak.

“Snaffled!” he said dismally.

“Quite!” said Mr., McCann.

Aubrey recovered at once.

“These fellows cante with me, s
he said coolly. “T

“You need not,” enid Mr. McCann
quietly, “tell me what I know already,

sir,”

Com
Bob broke out With an angry snort,
“Don't be a silly ass, Aubrey! We're
all m this together!”

I think,” said Mr. McCann, “that
that taxi is waiting for you. Please
tell the man he will not be wanted.”

.The taxi was dismissed.
"“Now. -come - with me!”
McCunn

sald  Mr.

y he chose to walk back to the
school instead of taking the taxi, the
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delinquents did not know. But they
were soon to know.

Once outside Okeham Mr. McCann
turned from the lane. The three,
staring, stopped at the corner.

“Excuse me, sir,” Aubrey said
politely, “that’s not the Wa,yl ‘We keep
right on for High Coombe.”

“dstra.lght up the lane, sir!” said
Tedd;

b did not speak. He caught a
faint, fleeting smile on McCann’s face,
and wondered what it meant.

“You will be kind enough to follow
me,” said Mr. McCann. “It is a beauti-
ful night for a walk.”

“We're not exactly fixed for a walk,
sir,” said Aubrey.

“Indeed!” said Mr. McCann.

’l‘hey walked on.

The way led mcm to bhe open moor.
There was bright starlight, and a keen
wind from the Atlantic, Certainly it
was, as McCann said, a beautiful night
for a walk. But fellows in light even-
ing shoes were not, as Aubrey had re-
marked, fixed for walking on rugged
moorland tracks.

Bob Darrell thanked his lucky stars
that he had not changed, and that he
still had his usual shoes on—good,
stout shoes. Likewise was he thankful
thac he was not in a boiled shirt and

But what did.the man mean?
headmaster who caught three fellows
out of bounds, at half-past eleven at
night, might do, or say, all sorts of
thmﬂs—except what McCann did and
said. Not a word about punishment
—not even a word of censure—only
remark that it was a beautiful mght
for a walk. Was the man mad?

By the direction McCann was
taking, circling round the wide moor,
they had about ten miles to cover to
get back to High Coombe. Was he as
mad as a hatter?

Teddy really wondered whether
McCann had gone cracked. = Aubrey
Compton very soon discerned that

there was, at least, method in his mad-

A | they crawled
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And a grin dawned on Bob's

ness.

ace.

They walked—and walked!

McCann was tireless. That thick-
set, stocky young man scemed impe:
vious to anything in the nature of
fatigue. Bob stood it pretty well. But
Aubrey’s face was pale with f E
Teddy mumbled and grunted di
After four miles McCann
slacken his elastic stride, or hi
pamons would have tailed off

other mile and he had 'to
slackcn still more. But he did not
seem d.  He was, apparently,
prepared to make a night of it.

Bob, breathing hard, tramped on
doggedly Aubrey and Teddy limped
on’ with aching legs and painful feet.
On the slopes of High Tor they almost
broke down,

But there was nothing for it but to
keep on. = They were five miles from
the school now, and those miles had
to be covered to get back to bed. Bed
haunted their thoughts like a fascina-
ting mirage. They could and should
have been asleep in bed, like the rest
of the Fifth. They had chosen to take
a night out. Now they were getting
1t—thh a vengeance!

Darrell, strongest and sturdiest
of the Fifth Fbrm, was tired to the
very hone. Compton and Seymour
were not merely tired—they sagged as
. They almost doubled-
up, like penknives. The pace slack-
ened till St resembled the rate of pro-
gress of a snail.

Teddy Seymour bege.u to think he
would ﬂnlsh on his hands and knees,

a | crawling. Aubrey limped on, oo fear-

fully fatigued even to hate McCann.
He was hardly conscious of anything
but a desire to rest Beb—bed—bed—
if only a fellow could get to bed!
Breaking out at night, defying the
Blighter, winning the wondering ad-
miration of every fellow at Highi
Coombe—these were things of lime
worth compared wlt\'l‘} going to bed a

going to sleep! | that mghtful
walk ever going to end?”
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1t did end, and it seemed almost too
good to be true when Mr. McCann un-
locked his private gate and let them
into the school. The breakers of
bounds felt then that it was beyond
their remaining powers to totter across
‘to the House. However, they tottered.

cCann let them into the House, and

them into Dorm Three.
the doorway the headmaster bade
em a pleasant good-night,  There
‘was no sign of fatigue about the
Blighter. He was very pleasant and
cheerful.

“Good-night, my boys!” said Jimmy
genially. “Next time I meet you out
of bounds after lights out we will have
another pleasant walk together—
what?”

He closed the door and went.

Bob Darrell managed to get his
things off and turn in. Aubrey and
Teddy threw themselves on their beds
just as they were. Their toppers fell
on the floor and lay unheeded. Bob
was asleep as soon as his head touched
the pillow. Teddy gasped out one re-
mark to Aubrey:

“You fool! You silly, idiotic, blither-
ing, blethering jackass!”

Then there was silence and slumber.

Three fellows had to be excused first
school the following morning. In
second school they sat through the
lesson like fellows benumbed. No, it
was not a happy day for the breakers of
bounds!

CHAPTER 29.
It's a Dog's Life!
“ HAT utter rot!” growled Bob
Darrell.
“Thanks for your
opinion!” yawned Aubrey Compton.
“well,” growled Bob, “I think—
“Draw it mild!” interposed Carter.
“What do you mean, you ass?’
grunted Bob.
“I mean what I say, old bean!”
answered Carter. He glaneed round

at the Fifth Form fellows, “I put it
‘to you men—can Dgxrell’s mental pro-
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cesses be described as thinking? Isn't
he exaggeratin’?”

Whereupon there was a chuckle in
the Fifth Form at High Coombe.

That chuckle reached the ears of Mr.
Chard. He coughed. Far was it from
Peter Chard—Popularity  Peter—to
bother his Form in any way, if he
could help it. He was not wont to
barge in when they were enjoying a
little conversation in class. But Chard,
like all High Coombe boys and masters,
had been made to sit up and take
notice since James McCann had be-
come headmaster of the School for
Slackers.

But the conversation went on, though
in more subdued tones. was ex-
asperating to have to make such a con-
cession to the meddling Blighter. Buf
what were fellows to do? McCann was
headmaster and ruled with an iron
hand. Aubrey Compton, the most reck-
less rebel in the School for Slackers,
went on:

“If my pater knew how the hrute
was carryin’ on here there would be
ructions at the next meetin’ of the
Governin’  Board,”  said _ Aubrey.
“well, he’s goin’ to know. I've given
him a few hints in my letters, an’
asked him to come down and see for
himself. He’s comin’.”

This was good news!

There was only one power greater
than the Head—the Board of Gover-
nors, and Aubrey’s pater, Colonel
Compton, was & very prominent and
influential member of that body. If
old Aubrey succeeded in setting his
governor against the Blighter, surely
the Blighter's number would be up.

The colonel was an Old Boy of High
Coombe. The old school and its old
traditions were dear to him. He could
never approve of this new man upset-
ting traditions, and everything else.
Once he saw how McCann was hand-
ling High Coombe all would—or should
—be well! He would consult the staff
—and every Beak in the school would
let him know that McCann was ruin
ing High Coombe.” Except, perhaps,
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Goggs, the science master, who was
known to have a sneaking admiration
for the new Head.

“Aubrey, old nut, I believe you've

done it!” sald Peverill. “I say, when
is your governor co ?
“May blow in any da; this week i

answered Compton. “I !m
this mornin’. He’s fearfully annoyed
at some things I've told him. He can
hardly believe that Fifth Form seniors
are whopped like fags. I can tell you
that when my governor. comes down,
he's comin’ on the war-path!”
“McCann’s not the man to take
much criticism, even from a gover-
nor‘” grunted Bob Darrell,

“Exactlyl” agreed Aubrey. “I'm
countin’ on that, McCann’s the man
to give him backchat, and lots of it.
That's all that’'s needed to set my
governor goin’!”

“It’s a rotten idea!” growled Bob.
“A row between the Head and the
goverpors won't do the school any

“If there’s a row they’ll make him

resign,” sald Aubrey. “And I !an(:y
that that’s what we want.”
“Hear, hear!”

The prospect of McCann's resigna-
tion and departure caused - a happy
grin to dawn on nearly every face in
the Fifth. If McCann went it was ten
to one that Chard would step into his
shoes. Days of happy slacking, even-
ings of breaking out of bounds, formed
& delightful vista. Only it seemed too
good to be true!

“'Hem!” came from Mr. Chard
again. The Fifth were forgetting
caution—the hum of t‘;!lkbwgsl rising | P}
once more, There was 4 cofitfnual chat-
ting till break.

“Poor old Peter!” sighed Csrter
when the Fifth were dismissed. “The
Blighter’s leadin® him ® dog’s lite—and
he’s passin’ it on to us

“Wait till my gcvemar blows in!”
said Compbon between his tes

The Fifth pinned their faith to that.
It was the only gleam of sunshine in
a murky sky.

Land they
b
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CHAPTER 30.
Ructions in the Fourth!

APES, master of the Fourth, could
have kicked himself. In a care-
less moment he had delivered

himself, as it were, bound hand and
foot, into the hands of the ent
Capes was & younger man than
the High Coombe masters, but

nearly every other member of the sf
he loathed McCann. In his
room, Capes submitted t& the new o
that something in the nature of work

had to be done. The Fourth did not
like it, and Capes let them see that he
liked it no more than they did. Being
younger, he was less cautious than the
older Beaks, and a careless moment
found him out.

It had been Capes’ happy ¢ustom to
set his Form a paper and then stroll
out of the Form-room leaving them
to it. What the juniors put on their
papers did not matter very much, so
long as they did not worry Capes.
If there was a “rag” during his a)
sence, that did not matter, either—in

the days of the Venerable Beak, the

late Head. It mattered a lot now!
Capes set the Fourth a paper that

morning and sauntered out. McCann

was with the Sixth, booked for an
hour, and not likely to come barking
along. Besides, Capes intended to' be
absent for only about ten minutes. It
was sheer ill-luck that he was absent
for over half an hour. He happened
to fall in with Mace, who had no class
just then, and chat. Meanwhile, the
Fourth were enjoying life.

For ten minutes they kept in their
places and even gave some attention
to their Latin papers. But as Capes
did not return, the Fourth followed the

Form might
be excused for also fmetung that ob-
noxious young man!

TFerguson was the first out of his
place. Loom and Bunn followed him,
lted Donkin, with school

el
00k,  Driven f{o desperati
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Donkey hurled a Latin grammar, which
caught Fatty Pye on the side of the
head, missing the raggers by yards.

Fatty, at the moment, was negotia-
ting a large chunk of toffee. Bowled
off his Form by the Latin grammar,

‘Fatty rolled on the floor, and the chunk
5§ toffee slipped down his threat. Hor-
ble gurgles came from him as he

1 ggled for breath. Ferg rushed up

“to him, and thumped him on the back.

Several other fellows came to the
rescue in a similar way, till the
wretched Fatty felt like a carpet that
was being well beaten. He struggled
and gurgled and gobbled.

“Urrrggh!  Leave off! Wurgh!
I'm chook-chook-choking! Gurrggh!”

Pye got rid of the toffee at last.
With crimson face and watery eyes.
he yelled:

“Who threw that book at me?”

“Oh, say!” hrayed the poor
Donkey. “I. did, you know, hub I
meant it for Ferguson!”

“Well, I don’t mean this for Fer-
guson—I mean this for you!” roared
Fatty, hurling himself on Donkin.

Clasped in a deadly embrace, they
rolled over on the Form-room floor.
The Fourth crowded round them,
cheering. This was better than Latin
papers, This was like old times—the
good old times—the jolly old times!

“Go it, Donkey—punch him!”
roared Ferguson.

“Give him beans,
Loom.

The Donkey, with a streaming nose,
broke away. Fatty, flushed with vic-
tory, rushed after him. Donkin fled
among the desks, with Pye in fierce
pursuit. Loud cheers and shouts en-
couraged both the hunter and the
hunted. The din, deafening as it was,
did not reach across the quad to Capes.
1t reached all the other Form-rooms,
however—among them the Sixth Form
Room, where the Sixth were suffering
under McCann. *

A form went over with a cpash.
‘Warming to the raF, Ferguson and his

. friends pelted both’Pye and Donkin

Fatty!” yelled

7%

with books, eliciting wild yells {rom
hoth of them as the missiles landed.
Another Form crashed. - 'The Donkey
sprawled over it, Pye sprawled over the
Donkey, and a terrific roar of laughter
went up.

In the Sixth, Tredegar winked ab
Corkran, He fancied that the Sixth
were going to get a rest. He was
right. Leaving the seniors to enjoy a
much-needed respite, James McCann
walked away to see what was happen-
ing in the Fourth.

He arrived at an exciting moment.
Two forms were over, two juniors werc
scrapping on the floor, and the rest of
the Fourth were pelting both of them.
A dog-eared Virgil, recklessly hurled,
landed on the chin of James McCann
as he opened the door and stepped in.
McCann gave a jump as the volume
fell at his feet.

“Boys!” James McCann's voice was
not loud, but it was deep.

“QOh, scissors!” gasped Ferguson.
“The Beak!”

Instantly the din was stilled. Some
of the juniors made a wild rush for
the desks. Others stood spellbound
where they were. Fatty Pye’s arm,
drawn back for a punch on Donkin's
already damaged nose, was arrested in
transit. The Donkey sat up, blinking.

James McCann, rubbing his chin,
walked in.

“Go to your places!

“Where is Mr. Capes?”

“He—he—he’s not here, sir!” stam-
mered Ferguson fatuously.

James McCann walked to the Form-
room window and put his head out
into the sunlight. Across the quad
two figures were in view—silver-haired
old Mace and Capes. R

Between finger and thumb Capes
held a cigarette, half smoked.  His
back being partly turned towards the
House, he remained quite unconscious
of a grim face looking from his Form-
room window. - But Mace, looking pash
him, spotted that face, and started
violently.

Mace was speaking, but he was s0
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startled by the sight of James McCann’s
face in the distance, and its fixed, grim
gaze, that he broke off, suddenly silent,
his mouth still open. Capes, surprised,
stared at him, wondering what was the
matter with him. Then he saw
McCann,

The cigarette dropped from Capes’

gers. He caught his breath, the
red flushing into his face. He
glanced up at the clock-tower over
Chard’s rooms, and realised what he
had done. He had been half an hour
out of his Form-room, and McCann
had butted in—or had something
drawn him there? Knowing his Form
—especially the festive Ferg—Capes
dreaded what might have drawn
McCann there.  Breathing hard, he
walked quickly back to the House.

James McCann turned from the
window as Capes came into the Fourth
Form Room. His first glance showed
Capes that his worst anticipations were
more than realised. There had been a
rag—a tremendous rag.. . Two over-
turned forms, books scattered all over
the shop, Donkin wiping a crimson nose
with a much-spotted handkerchief.
Pye blinking with a half-closed eye,
and all the Form red and conscious
and apprehensive. One glance was
enough for Capes.

“I_ 11— Capes
"s‘éjl stepped out for a few minutes,

“I observe,” sald Mr, McCann, “that
you did!” And he walked back to the
Sixth Form Room.

The Fourth looked at Capes. Capes
looked at the Fourth. Jim cCann
was not the man to tap 3 master in
the presence of his boys. But all the
Fourth knew that Capes was going to
have a bad quarter of an hour, later,
on the carpet in the Head’s study.

. Capes could have kicked himself!
To give that cad, that rotter, that
bargee, a handle against him! ~ Why,
the man was capable of dismissing
him, And Capes did not want to’go.
Like all the other Beaks, he had talked
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of going since McCann had come. But
nobody had gone—nobody really meant
to go if he could help it. Capes; in a
cold perspiration, wondered whether he
would be able to help it! .

«Awfully sorry, sir!” stammered:
Ferguson. Ferg’s keen brain read
master like 8 book. He was re:
sorry. He knew that Capes, on
own, would have pretended not |
notice that there had been a rag
all in his absence. The Fourth, unin-
tentiorially, had landed their Beak in
a fearful row.

Capes’ reply was unexpected. He
picked up the cane from his desk.

The Fourth eyed that unusual pro-
ceeding with alarm.

“Perguson,” said Mr. Capes, “I
think you were the ringleader in this!
You will stand up, Ferguson, and
bend over your desk.” i

“But, sit—" gasped the dismayed
Ferg.

“Bend over your desk!” rapped
Capes, in a voice that made Ferguson
jump to obey.

Six whacks rang like six pistol-
shots through the Fourth Form Room.
Ferg went through it manfully,
though he had to grit his teeth to
keep back wild howls. The rest of
the Fourth looked on in consternation.
Was ‘this Capes—old Capers that they
knew, or thought they knew?

Capes laid down the cane.

The rest of that “school” passed
dismally enough for the Fourth.
Capes was_worried and and

angry

snappish. The Fourth were wotried
and angry and resentful. The trust-
ful confidence between master and
boy, so long and so happily estab-
lished at High Coombe, seemed to be
gone, Thrice Capes handed out im-
pots; and looked as if he meant to
ask for them to be shown up—a very
unpleasant novelty, When the hour
struck, the Form were as glad to geb
away from Capes as he was to be rid
of them.
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CHAPTER $1,
Capes Drops a Hintl
UBREY COMPTON smiled, and
his smile was reflected on other
faces in Big Study—a number
the Sixth and Fifth were

Capes, leaning in at the win-
w, was telling a story of his own
ooldays. It was “after three” when

Coombe rested from the labours
the day and slacked out of Form

tead of slacking in Form. Capes,
sauntering in the sunny quad, had
-stopped at the big bay window to speak
to the fellows lounging in Big Study.
He affected a sort of hail-fellow-well-
met attitude towards senior men, as if
he were almost one of themselves. He
prided himself on having nothing of
the Beak about him.

On this occasion, every man in Big
Study wanted to be nice to Capes.
Everybody knew that he had “had his
hair combed” by the Blighter for a
shindy in his Form-rcom that morn-
ing. Corkran of the Sixth had seen
leave the Head’s study, looking
quite pale, and everybody knew that
he had been through it. A man who
suffered under the Blighter was @
man whom all High Coombe delighted
to honour. The.seniors in Big Study
made this clear by a pleasant 'and
flattering  politeness  when Capes
stopped at the window. They made it
clear that Capes had their moral sup-
port, for what that was worth.

But there was something slightly
sarcastic in Aubrey’s smile, all the
same. Capes was telling a story of
a rag. An obnoxious master had
been screwed up in his study.
Windows and door had been screwed,
and the hapless man had been a
prisoner for bours before he got
released. Big Study smiled at the
story, but there' was & tincture of
sarcasm  in  Aubrey’s smile, and
Carter winked at Seymour. If Capes
supposed that any man there wis
going to play catspaw and pull his
. . chestnuts out of the fire, Capes was in
error! W

2.
him

ki

Having told his entertaining story,
Capes strolled away—hoping that the
seed had fallen in fertile soil.

It had! For he had had ancther
listener as well as the seniors in Big
Study. Ferguson, of his own Form,
leaning on an adjacent oak, had been
drinking in every word. Ferg's eyes
gleamed as he listened. When Capes
went, Ferg headed for the Buirow to
discuss inatters with his pals.

" ¥ p up the

in

s goin’ to screw
Beak?” asked Carter of the Fifth,
Big Study, when Capes had gone.
cre was & laugh.

“The man's an ass!” said Corkran,
“Tolkin’ that rot before a prefect,
Nohody here’s goin’ to take Capers'
hint,” he said firmly. “The man’s an
ass! Were all sorry he’s had his
hair combed by the Blighter, but if
he wants McCann screwed up, he ‘can
jolty well do it himself. =Aubrey, -old
man, if youre fool enough think
of it, take my tip, and don’s!”

“No fear!” Aubrey Compton
laughed. “Caj is an ass! Besides,
'm expectin’ my governor to blow in
to-morrow, and Tm hopin’ he will
put paid to the Blighter. No
serewin®up for me.”

Capes’ hint had fallen on stony
ground in Big Study. But in the
Burrow the soil was more fertile. In
that apartment, Ferguson was in deep
consultation with Pye and Leom and
Bunn. Ferg did not mention thab
he had gob the hint from Capes. He
claborated it in.the Burrow as his
own idea—his very own. He was not
going .to lose any of the credit and

he glory.

“18'3 jolly risky!” remarked Pye.

“Who's afraid?” demanded Ferg.

Pye and Loom and Bunn were, but
nothing would have induced them to
admit as mach.

“Besides, it's not so' jolly risky,”
went on Ferg. “We've got the run of
the carpenter’s shop, and can bag all
the things we wani, and nobody the
wiser, McCann goes for his walk ab
six every day, regular t clockwork.
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Who's going to worry us while the
Blighter's hoofing it on the Beaks'
Grind?” Ferg chuckled. “Not Capes,
you bet.”

“But we can’t screw the Blighter up
in his study while he’s out of lis
study,” argued Fatty Pye.

Ferg gave him a pitying look.

“If you use your ears instead of
your chin, Fatty, yowd learn more
sense and talk less tosh!” he said.
“Wev'e got to get ready, and it will
take time! You try driving a gimlet
into hard oak—makes you sweat, I can
toll you! And think McCann wouldn't
spot us if he was in the room? of
course he would. He's a frightful beast,
but he’s no fool!”

“Then what—" asked Buni.

“We get the holes all ready for
the screws,” said the astute Ferg.
“Then, when the time comes, Wwe
simply have to drive the screws in.”

“Suppoze he spots the gimlet-holes,”
objected Fatty, the dense.

“guppose you shut up and listen to
your Uncle Ferg! We plug the
gimlet-holes with putty or something,
5o that they don’t show.”

Pye and Loom and Bunn gazed at
John Andrew Ferguson in almost
breathless admiration, Brain, if. you

like!

“Wait till six,” said Ferg, settling it.

Eagerly they waited till six.

Jimmy McCann was as regular in his
movements as the big clock in the
tower over Chard’s rooms. From five
to six he worked in his study. At six
he left and tramped down the rugged
path into the coombe—the Beaks’
Grind, or the Masters’ Walk, as it was
called. The last stroke. ofi.sixwhad
hardly died away when the Head was
seen to leave the House.

Four members of the Fourth Form
were  already  provided  with  the
strongest gimlets they could root out
of tha carpenter’s shop. McCann
safely off the scene, they weighed in.

McCann’s study door, like most
t ned inwards. This
ted difficultics to a
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astute brain then Ferg’s. Ferg
k it in his stride, so to speak.

Big, strong screw-cyes cowld Jbe
screwed into the solid oak of the door,
then screws could be passed through
them, screwed deep into the floor. Once
that was done, no human force exerted ..
on the door from within would pull it
open,

The enterprising four had the
ridor to themselves, If any man
High Coombe, boy or master, sus
pected that a trick was going to be
played on the Blighter, that man
was only likely to wish the japers
good hunting.

The holes were duly bored and
plugged. It was, as Ferg had warned
his comrades, hard work. But they
stuck to it manfully. Having finished
with the door, they went out into the
cuad and attended ‘to the window.
Happily, the big oak-tree near the
Head’s window screened them to a
great extent. But Penge, master of
{he Shell, certainly noticed that
something was going on when he
passed, and Randal of the Sixth,
strolling in the quad, lazily wondered
what the young beggars were up to.
Neither Penge nor Randal cared to
look into the matter, however. Even
the majestic Chard, rolling by, after &
stare of astonishment at the busy
imps, went on unregarding, a flicker
of a smile on his face. Some of the
Fifth actually came to look on, and
walked away laughing. G

Once more, holes were plugged.
Everything was ready now for screw-
ing up the Head. It would be quick
work to drive the screws into the
holes already prepared. Tired, with
paims a little blistered, but feeling
that they deserved well of their com-
rades, Ferg & Co. finished their task,
put the gimlets back in their places,
and grinned joyously when they saw
McCann come in from his walk, un-
suspecting.
immy McCann had keen eyes—very
en indeed. Bub he ncticed nothing,
mlet-holes  plugged  with™ putty,
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daubed over with dark stain did
not show up on dark oak in a rather
dusky corridor. Neither did they show
on the outside of the window
lrameﬁ—ha,d the head dreamed of look-
ing there. All was going well—couldn’t
 better! The only doubtful point was
when the Blighter should be
ed in. That point had to be
very carefully. Ferg conned over
time-table, and settled it.

‘The Sixth are up to Mace rm

ry in second school to-morrow,”
he told his fellow-conspirators. ‘The
Blighter won’t be with the Sixth;
ten to one, in his study—the brute’s
always working ’I'lmb’s where we
come in.” ¥

“But we shall be in Form with
Capers,” objected Fatty Pye.

““Haven't you ever forgotten a book
‘or a map?” asked Ferg sarcastically.
“Easy enough to get out of the Form-
room, with Capers! Now that the
holes are ready for the screws, it’s a
one-man job, and easy. I shall have
the screws in one pocket and the
screwdriver in another when we go
into Form for second school. I forget
a map, and get leave to fetch it—
what?”

Again his comrades regarded him
with breathless admiration.

“If he’s in his study, I shall hear
him,” continued Ferg. “I drive in the
screws and leave him to it. ill
bammer and bang to be let out—

what? We may hear him from the
Form-room! What larks!”

And the conspirators chuckled
Joyously.

Quite & number of fellows at High
Coombe were anticipating the morrow
keenly, Aubrey Compton and his
friends in the Fifth looked forward
to the coming of Colonel Compton
with high hope. Sixth Form men
shared their hope. Mr. Chard, who,
of course, knew, trusted that good
might come of it. But in the Fourth
they weren't thinking &R¢ut any old
school governor. They were thinking

9

of Ferg’s bold plan for screwing-up-the
Head in his study.

Did Capes know or suspect any-
thing? Certainly he stared very hard
when two or three screws dropped
from one of Ferguson’s pockets in
the Fourth Form-room in the moin-
ing. But after staring he averted
his eyes and made no remark. And
when, in second school Ferg dis-
covered that he had forgotten to
bring in a map, and asked leave to
go and fetch it, Capes ga
at once. And the Fourth found Capes
in a particularly good humour after
Ferg had gone.

CHAPTER 32.
A Prisoner i the Study!

IMMY was far from
J satisfled ‘Mace. ~Mr. Mace,
at seventy, had doubtless ac-

cumulated vast stores of knowledge. If
so, he had long forgotten the art of
communicating the same to a younger
generation. Mace, in history, was
taken as a joke at the School for
Slackers. Nobody ever thought of
listening to him. Generally, he do:

through a class. When the Sixth were

They would have considered it rathex
a nerve if Mace had interrupted
them.

Jimmy had come to High Coombe
with tremendous changes and reforms
in his head. But he did not want to
sack -anybody; he hated the thought
of any man at Kigh Coombe having
real cause wish that he had never
come. Jimmy was in the position of
a craftsman with a very poor set of
tools. But the tools being human, and
Jimmy being very human indeed, his
fidea was to make the best of them and
not to6 throw them aside unless they
proved absolutely hopeless. Jimmy had
a far kinder heart than High Coombe

gave him ecredit for. Bucking up 2
master of Maee's over-ripe years was 10
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easy task, even for the energetic
Jimmy; but he was going to do his best.
And assuredly he was not going to let
Mace snooze in the Sixth Form-room.

Thus it came to pass that in second
school that morning, when Jimmy
handed over the Sixth to Mace, he did
not leave the Form-room.

The idea, as he politely told Mace,
was to study a change of method; for
even Mace could hardly deny that the
Sixth were woefully deficient in his
subject. Mace was displeased, but
submissive.  The Sixth were enraged.

They considered it luck when an in-
terruption came.

Liggins, the house-porter, put his
head into the Form-room, while an un-
happy Mace was dealing with a discon-
tented Form,

“Do not interrupt class!” barked
Jimmy. “Go away at once!”

“Colonel Compton, sir—-"

There was a stir in the Sixth. This
meant that old Aubrey’s governor had
trickled in. They exchanged Joyful
glances.  They. were going to get a
happy rest, with an unassisted Mace,
while the Blighter was having his hair
combed by old Aubrey’s governor!

*Colonel Compton has called, sir, and
wishes to see you,” stammered Liggins.
“I've showed him into your study, sir.”

“Inform Colonel Compton that I am
now engaged with the Sixth Form,
Liggins,” said Jimmy McCann, “and
that I shall be glad to see him, if he
cares to wait till I am at leisure. And
do not return here.”

“Yessir!” gasped Liggins,
tottered away.

The Sixth did not knowswhether to
believe their ears. McCann was Head,
certainly.  But keeping a governor of
the school waiting—and such a tremen-
dous big gun as Colonel Compton. Had
he really the nerve?

Evidently he had. It was plain that
he had dismissed Colonel Compton en-
tirely from his mind. It was Jimmy’s
way to concentrate on the matter in
hand—and the matter in hand now was

He almost,
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history with the Sixth. = Corkran &
Co. drew consolation from the reflec-
tion that the longer the colonel had to
wait, the madder he would get, making
things all the worse for the Blighter in
the long run.

Liggins hardly dared to conveg.
Jimmy’s message to the great ¥
walting in the Head’s study.
he had to do it, and he did. Col
, standing on Jimmy’s heard
Tug, was a commanding figure—tall,
grim, stiff as a ramrod, with a bristly
white moustache and knitted white*
brows—knitted a little more on the right
than on the left to keep his eyeglass in
position.  He glared at Liggins, as the
house-porter told him,

Colonel Compton did not, perhaps,
like his son, regard the new Head as a
“dashed usher.” But he had arrived
without notification, at a time con-
venient to himself, undoubtedly expect-
ing to see the headmaster on the spot.
He had to wait! He was not accus-
tomed to being kept waiting. He threw
himself into an armchair, crossed his
long legs, and waited, frowning. Liggins
drew the door shut and went.

The colonel picked up a newspaper.
He rather glared at it than perused it.
The rustling of the paper reached a
keen ear which, about ten minutes
later, was bent at the Head's door.

Ferguson grinned. He was fairly
certain that the Blighter would be in
his study in second school. But, of
course, he had to be sure before he
screwed him in.  Now he was sure.
Semebody was in the study, handling
papers. Who but MeCann?

Ferg got busy. Nobody else was out
of Form. He had the corridor to him-
self.  Screw-eyes were screwed into the
gimlet holes already prepared along the
bottom of the (i)cr. Screws  were
driven into the holes already prepared
in the floor, through the eyelets of the
screw-eyes. ~The door was now safe
from anything but a battering-ram.

Ferg slipped out into the quad and
ducked as he approached the Head’s
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window. But there was a&: sign of any-
in,

one looking out from wil
Screw after screw was driven into the

holes ready in the casemen{ frames.
The window was now as safe as the

Bt kag low, Fexg scuttled along the

tly forgotten. pes.

'k on the length of time that he
id been gone.

Ferg exchanged a look of intelligence
with his friends. = Joyous grins ran
along the Fourth.

Meanwhile, the colonel waited, his
itation growing.

He'threw down the paper at last and
paced to and fro in the study, his brows
knitted more and more. He had been
kept waiting half an hour!

All that Aubrey had said in his letters
about this new man was doubtless well
founded. The man was a bounder—a
bargee—not the man for High Coombe.
And his taxi from Okeham, which he
had kept, was ticking off cash all this
time! Grimmer and grimmer grew
the colonel’s brow.

He had come to see McCann—to hear
what the man had to say for himself,
if anything! Well, by Jove, if the man
did not choose to see him, that was
that! He was waiting no longer. When
the fellow chose to come, he would find
him gone. And he would have some-
thing to say, by Jove, at the next meet-
ing of the governors. In exactly the
mood in which Aubrey would have been
delighted to see him, Colonel Compton
strode to the door, grasped the knob,
and dragged. The door did not open.

He wrenched.  Still it did not open.
Exerting himself, he wrenched again.

It was useless, The door did not
budge. Breathing hard, Colonel: Comp-
ton stood back and stared at it.

What was the matter with the dashed
thing? It was not locked.., The key
was on the inside.. But it.would not
open. Jammed, somehow. He went

i

8y

to the bell and pressed it, keeping his
thumb on it to make it ring continu-
ously He was nearly boiling by th)s
time.

There was a tap at the duor.
heard the door-handle turn. Old
Liggins’ voice piped from the corridor,

“You rang, sir?”

“0pen this door!” roared Colonel

mpton. “What dashed trlck is being
played here? Open this door!”

“Please unlock it, sir!” gasped old
Liggins.  As the door would not yield
to a push, Liggins could only conclude
that xc was locked on the inside.

“It is not locked!” roared the colonel.

“But—but it won't open, sir!”
gasped Liggins.

IFoo ! Open it!”

"Idiot!" Colonel Compton wrenched
from within. Liggins pushed from
without. The door did not budge.

The colonel gave it up at last. He
crossed to the window and stared out.
It was easy enough to step out that
way. He dragged at the window.

It did not open. There were
several small casements in the big win-
dow and only one large enough to admit
the passage of a man. That was the
one that would not o) With a
purple face, the colonel wrenched and
shoved, pulled and pushed. A loud
crack rewarded him. A pane had
gone. But the window remained as
fast as the door.

Colonel Compton desisted at last. He
realised that he was a prisoner in the
study. He realised, too, that all this
jamming of window and door could not
be accidental. It was trickery of some
sort. Trickery—schoolboy japing—per-
petrated on him, Colonel Compton, an
important member of the Governing
Board! The dashed-young scoundrels
who'had done this should. be flogged till
they howled! He tramped across to
the door agai

“Here, you! rked.

“Yes, sir!” mped old Ligg]

“Go and fetch the headmwster' Tell

He
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him I've been fastened up in hm dashed
study! Do you hear?

Liggins went. But he dxd not. go
to the Sixth Form Room. He dared
not, after MeCann had told him not to.

Colonel Compton waited. It was still
a quarter of an hour to the end of
second school, He waited three minutes
—then, spluttering, he began to bang
on the door with his walking-stick.

Bang, g, bang!

dm ra.ng through the House.

tJ[n the Fourth Form RA)OI;I thsgxearg
it, and Ferg & Co. grmned joyo an
Capes _ smiled. he Fifth they
guessed that <0mebody had taken Capes’
hint and screwed up the Head. Cha.rd
paid no heed to the banging.
McCann was a prisoner in his study lt
was no busmess of Chard’s!

Bang, bang, bang!

In the Sixth \‘.hey started and stared.
They, at all events, knew that the
Blighter had not been screwed in, for he
was there! They could only wonder
Mr McCann frowned. The uproar was

uzzling and annoying. But McCann
camed on till the end of the lesson.
Then he went to invesugate
Bang, bang,
t’l‘he terrific din gluded him to his own
stug

“It’s Colonel Compton, sir!” stuttered
Liggins. “Locked 'isself in your st
sir, and banging and shouting to be let
out, sir!”

Bang, bang, bang!

The banging was followed by a
ferocious roar:

“Will you let me out of this room?”

“Colonel Compton!” asped

[cCann.

“Is that McCann? Let me out!”
bawled the colonel. “What the dickens
do you mean, sir, by lemng your hoys
pi“v such monkey tricks'

McCann stood for one moment
(ramﬁxed Then he investigated—and
called to Liggins

“Fetch a screwcmver Liggins, and
remove these screws. Colonel Comp-
ton. I very much regret that some fool-

ish boy must have screwed the door—
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a matter of minutes, sir, to release
you.

It was more than a matter of minutes.
Long, strong screws, driven in to the
i Liggins

aces. }
Ferguson almost fell down
McCann standing outside
Who, then, had he screwed up?

he Ieamed Ferg crept away,

quite sick. Aubrey Oompum ‘was there
—his face a picturel What effect was
this going to have on his governor?

e door opened at last, and Colonel
Compton strode  out. His voice
echoed like thunder down the corridor :

“Mr. McCann! I demand msta.nt
investigation—the severest punishment,
—a flogging, sir, the severest flogging I“

The crowd faded away'

It was absolutely rotten !uck 5

Colonel Compton had been dragged in
as a help against the iron rule of the
Blighter, and so far from regarding
McCann’s as an iron rule he emphatic-
ally expressed his opinion that that
rule was too gentle and easy-going for
High Coombe when the young
scoundrels ventured to play such
da;hme;l tricks on a governor .of the

When he departed in his taxi he was
still snorting and convinced that the
old school wanted a strong man to pull
it together—his only doubt being
whether James McCann was sufficiently

Mr. | strong!

—_—

CHAPTER ‘33,
Turning the Tahles!
ERGUSON of the Fourth had made
F up his mind,

He ‘was tired of being cuffed *
by the lordly Aubrey, and had deter-
mined on retaliation. He felt that he
had McCann on his side, for had not the
Head stood up for the- fags against
the Fifth?



Thus it came about that Ferguson,
with a fives bat gripped in his hand,
was stalking Compton. His idea was to
creep up to him and give him a couple
of heity swipes and then bolt!

_He followed Compton down the pas-
and saw him slip into the Fifth

om and walk across to the open

. . . .
athing hard, but very silent, Ferg
d the Form-room door and slippe:
“in'on tiptoe. Equally silently he closed
the door behind him, lest it should bang
and alarm Compton. He tiptoed past
the desk, towards the dandy of the
Fifth. Compton did not look round.
Clearly, he had no suspicion that any-
one had followed him into the room.
Ferg gripped the fives bat tightly by the
handle. Another step and—

There was a voice under the open
window from the quad—the voice of
Seymour of the

Hexe you are, Aubrey"’
Good!”

A bundle was passed up, and Aubrey
lifted it in. In doing so he turned, and
Ferguson had just time to pop dewn
under the desks, and keep out of sight,
before he had turned round.

The chance had gone! Swiping
Compton on the bags was no longer
practical. Indeed, it was Ferg who
would get the swiping if Compton
spotted him there and guessed what he
was after. Ferg, bitterly disappointed,
and at the same time very curious,
crouched under a desk in deep cover
and stilled his breathing. Another
chance micht come!

Compton laid the bundle on the floor,
and turned to the window again. Some-
thing else was passed up, and Ferg, pecr-
ing, saw with amazement that it was a

apparently  containing water.
Compton laid it beside the bundle, and
closed the window.

In Ferguson's breast deadly ven-
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geance was NOw giving place to amazed
curiosit, What in the name of won-

er Compton  up t0? Ferg
could the bundle and
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the can had been passed in at
the window beceuse Compton wanted
them in the Form-room, and did
not want to draw attention by carrying
them there, That was easy enough. But
what did he want them there for? And
what was the game?

Taking up the bundle in one hand
and the can in the other, Compton went
to a corner of the Form-room, where he
set them down. Eager eyes—unsuspected

d by Aubrey—watched him from under

the desk where Ferguson crouched.'

In the corner Compton knelt down—
almost regardless of the knees of ms
precious trousers—and prised up
sﬂemon of the old oak planking of t.ha

oo,

Everybody who used the Fifth Form
Recom—excepting Mr. Chard, the Form-
master—knew that that board was un-
bﬁéed and could be prised off the joists

Ferg was puzzled. As Compton’s fag,
in the old days, he knew all about the
Glory Hole, as the Fifth Form men
called it.

Ferguson wondered whether he was
dreaming when Aubrey lowered him-
self through the cavity, and lifted down

the bundle and the can, then, stooping
his head, dxs’\ppeared under the floor.

“My only hat!” breathed Ferg, and

“he rubbed his eyes.

He crepl towards the aperture in the
corner of the Form-room floor. Com
ton was gone. Looking down, Ferg
could ses a winking light—obviously
that of an electric torch carried by
Compton to light his way in those
shadowy and spidery recesses. There
was & space of about five feet between
the ancient oak floors and the equally
ancient stone peving on the earth
below. By stooping his head, even &
tall fellow could walk about under the
floors with ease. But why any fellow
should want to-do so was a mystery.
Certainly Ferguson himself and other
fags had onee cr twice explored those
d-m recesses. oy d discovered
nothing but dust and spiders. Compton,
perhaps, as a fag in the Fourth, might
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have done so; but it was unimaginable
that the superb dandy of the Fifth had
any fancy for such dusty and dismal
explorations.  Yet there he was—with
a light, a bundle, and a can. Ferg
would have been much less keen than
he was if he had not guessed that some-
thing very deep and mysterious was on!

What it was he could not imagine,
but he hoped that it was something that
would give him a chance of putting a
spoke in Compton’s wheel. ‘This might
turn out better than swiping the beast
with a bat on his bags and then running
for it.

Ferguson dropped through the apes-
ture.

It'was easy enough to follow Comp-
ton by the winking light, and to keep
in cover among the vast pillars and
buttresses that supported the great
fabric of High Coombe School. Ferg

had been over the ground before more
than once, and when Compton swpped.
Ferg knew where he- was—direc
under the Head’s study. He was nc“
surprised at that, for it was already
dawning on him that this mysteriou;

was not
the feud against McCann.

Peering from behmd a. stone pillar,
Ferg watched.

He saw Compton lay down the bundle
and the can, and fix the torch on a
buttress so that it showed him light.
Then he unpacked the bundle, turn-
ing out a number of tins. From each
{in he prised off the lid, then arranged
them in rows on the stone. And into
each of them he tipped water from
the can.

Ferg sniffed. An, old, familiar scent
came to his nostrils. " He might almost
have fancied himself back in the bike-
shed, cleaning that dreadful old acety-
lene lamp of his!

He grinned. He understood!

The floor of the Head’s study was of
oak, thick and strong and old. Here
and there, of course, would be h‘LlP
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It was already rumoured in the Bunow
that Compton of the Pifth had bragged
that he was going to turn the Blighte:
out of the old Head's study. This

g Sup) cile,
crouched behind the pillar as Compmn
e back, carrying the light.
F‘lith Former passed ' within. six feet !
of him, never dreaming
there. A minute later Ferg heard the
sound of the ldose board inthé Fifth
Form Room dropping into place. H¢
was left in darkness—and an uLearthly
sy

Ferg stopped his nose and then
reflected.

“The dangerous ass!” was his first
reflection. “Suppose a fellow had
struck a match and it had caught the
calcium?” Ferg shuddered at the
thought. . ®

Not for ten minutes did he follow

Compton. He to grope his way
in the dark. He pushed up, at Inst
the loose board in the Fifth
Room and put his head out, and t.hen
lost no time in scudding.
‘ Compton was gone for good. Fer-
guson. was not! Ferguson had simply
gone to borrow Fal Pye’s electric
torch. querter of an hour later,
Ferguson was stepping down into the
Glory Hole again.

Lighting his way with Pye's torch
he arrived under the Head's study.

Then for some time Fergusan was
busily occupied in carrying those evil-
smelling tins of carbide from where
Compton had left them to the space
under «the Fifth Form Room.

It was a dusty, dirty, disagreeable,
and evil-smelling task. But Ferg stuck
to it like & man iill the whule supp]y

crevices in it—more t]
allow the passage of tbut evil scent

of ked
under I:he middle of- the F‘mh Form
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Then, tired but satisfied, he
- clambered out into the Fifth Form
Room, thankful to get away from such
close contact with the awful stench of
_carbide.
. was not quite finished yet!
 replaced the loose board, Ferg
vk with gimlet, screw-driver,
gws. He screwed down thal
ry securely. Anybody who
‘to step down into the Glory
gain had a disappointment
of him. That portion of the

“floor!

Form-room floor was as immovable as
the rest, or more so, when the patient
Ferg was finished.

CHAPTER 34.
* They. don’t wash! "
CHARD sniffed. All the Fifth were
iff

sniffing.

It was most unpleasant. An
odour, difficult to trace, but distinctly
disagreeable, hung about the Fifth
Form that morning.

It was a bright,
ing. The breeze that blew up the
coombe from the Atlantic was keen
.and invigorating. It was so fresh and
pleasant that Peter Chard wag feeling
quite bucked and cheerful—feeling
almost as if he could endure McCann
—till he came into his Form-room to
take the Fifth.

Chard was puzzled. He asked Bob
Darrell to set the windows wide open,
which Bob gladly did. But that did
not seem to improve matters very
much.

The strange scent, .instead of
diminishing, seemed to intensify.
Where it came from was a mystery.
It did not seem possible that there
was anything in the Form-room from
which it could emanate. But after a
time Chard asked the fellows to look
round to ascertain whether any such
thing was possibly there. They found

nothing.

Teddy Seymour gave Aubrey Comp-
ton rather worried looks, Indefinable
as that . horrid . scent was, Teddy
having the clue, fancied that he could

fresh, sunny morn-

Form-rooms.”

8
identify it. Compton was frankly
puzzled.

He had gone to the Head’s study
before Form with Teddy, expecting to
find that apartment smelling most
horribly. But there had not been the
faintest whiff of scent in the Head's
study. McCann had given them both
lines for being out after gates the
previous day. Little enough Aubrey
cared for that if he could have seen
the Blighter driven out of his study
by an invisible enemy. But nothing
had happened, and he could only con-
clude that the scent had not yet found
its way through.

It was simply amazing to find it'so
strong in the Fifth Form Room. Thaf
room was at quite a distance from
the Head’s study. It seemed incredible
that the scent could travel so far and
then find a way upward. Apparently,
however, it had.

“I say, this is pretty awful, old
chap!” Teddy whispered, in second

lesson.

Aubrey shrugged his shoulders.

“Think what it must be like in the
Blighter’s study!” he answered.

T drew what comfort he could
from that. i

All the windows were wide open.
The door was set wide, too, in the hope
that a through draught would clear
the atmosphere a little. It did not!

Peverill stood up at last. He was
looking quite pale.

“If you please, sir,” said Peverill,
“I—I think there must be something
wrong with the drains! I don’t think
we ought to stay here, sir.”

“It’s too thick, sir!” said Carter.

“It is most singular!” said Mr.
Chard. “It is very singular indeed!
I fall to understand it! I—I will
ascertain whether this—this disagree-
atle odour is perceptible in the other
. ‘went to the door.
“Keep your places!” he added

Chard did not want McCann fo
come barging in and find his Form-
room in disorder.

He went along the passage and spoke



36

to Capes, master of the Fourth, wnd
Pcnge, master of the Shell, in
Both were surpris Neither had
noticed any unusual scent in his Form-
room that morning. They came along
and looked into the Fifth Form Room,
sniffed, and backed away hurriedly.

“Extraordinary!” said Penge.

“Very odd!” said Capes.

They retreated.

Cherd went along to the Sixth. His
Form, regardless of his order to keep
their places, crowded out into the
passage. It was getting altogether too
thick in the Form-room. Chard or no
Chard, Blighter or no Blighter, ihe
Flim oould not stand it

ins!”  said  Raymond.
"Scandalaus, I call it.”

“Sickenin’l” said Burke.

“Horrible!”

‘“Here comes Chard!”

Chard came back—unaccompanied.
Mr. McCann, busy with the Sixth, had
declined to come with him

“Boys—what!”" trumpeted Cherd,
st'mng at his Form in the corridor.

can't stand it, sir!” gasped
P\,venll “We really can’t, sir! There
must be a dead cat under the floor, or
something.”

“You must go back into the Form-
room at once!” trumpeted Chard, “It
is not long now to break!”

“It’s awful, sir!” wailed Peverill,

“Horrible, sir!”

“Really, sir—"

Every voice in the Fifth was raised
in protest. It was a trying moment
for Popularity Peter. He liked to
stand well with his Form Glad]y he
would have given Jeave from
class. In the days of he Venerable
Beak he would not have hesitated for
a moment. But in the days of McCann
he dared not. The scent in the Fifth
Form Room was horrible, but the
Fifth had to endure it!

Chard shepherded them back into
the Form-room.

“You utter ass, Aubrey!” groaned
Teddy Seymour, with lns handkercmef
to-his nose. ‘“You idiot!
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Aubrey shrugged. The most fas-
tidious fellow in the Fifth was not en-
Jjoying this. He was puzzled, perplexed,
and angry. How the dicgens had. that
ferocious scent travelled the wrong
direction? ’

The bell rang for break.

Never had the Fifth been
to hear that bell

Never had €
been so glad to hear it.

1t was a race to the fresh aﬁr of the
quad.

Compton slipped away, and put his
head into McCann’s study for a momeft;
—the Blighter was not, there. His sole
comfort was that if the smell was so
fearful so far off as the Fifth Form
Room, it must be thick enough to cut
with a knife in the Head's study. .He
gasped in sheer amazement, scarcely
able to believe his nose! There Jwas
no scent whatever in the Head's study.

Had he made a mistake the previous
day and landed his cargo in the wrong
place? He was sure he had not—yet

raving that deadly scent, Aubrey
mmed back to the Fifth Form Room,
now deserted, and ran across to the
Glory Hole in the corner. But he
strove in vain to prise up the loose

It was no longer loose. It was
fast. Gazing at it blankly, he saw that
it was screwed down. He also dis-
cerned that the heads of the screws
had been hammered, so that there were
no longer slots for a screwdriver to be
inserted—which meant thet the screws
could not be withdrawn.

Aubrey almost tottered from the
Form-room. Somebody had “been up
to something—but who? And what?
As he went out of the House a voice
reached his ears:

“They don't wash in the Fifth!
Chard ought to make them wash!”
It was the voice of Ferguson.

Aubrey glared at a_group of the
Fourth, intently discussing this strange
phenomenon.
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“What else .can it be?” demanded
Ferg. “Talk about drains! All rot!
Dead cats—piffie! They don’t wash!
Chard doesn't make ’em wash! They
anything they like with Chard!

n ought to make 'em wash!”

, ha, ha!”
the following day was the

B revealed, when a search under
g for possible dead cats or
‘tevealed neither cats nor rats,
. , numerous array of carbide tins.
. McCann never knew who had
put them there, but the Fifth knew,
or thought they did, and every man in
the Form told Aubrey Compton with
great emphasis and at great length
what they thought of his asinine blun-
dering and bungling.

1t is said that great is truth and it
must prevail. But even after that dis-
covery under the Fifth Form floor
quite a number of fellows preferred to
adhere to the original explanation of
that odoriferous outbreak.

“They can say what they like” de-
clared Ferguson of the Fourth, “but
the fact is, you men, that the Fifth
don’t washl”

CHAPTER 35,
Pale with Rage!
ORKRAN of the Sixth was pale
with rage.
i He was a great man at High
Coombe—slack, no doubt; but then
éverybody was slack at the School for
Slackers, He was not great at games,
neither did he shine in class.
Nevertheless, Corky was a great rprzg

and liked in his Form, and in the
Fifth. But if he had been the least-
liked fellow'at High Coombe, he would
have jumped into popularity at a
bound as soon as it was known that
McCann had a down on him.

! The fiat had gone forth! Corkran,
head prefect, was no longer head
fect—no longer a prefect at all!
had, fallen from his high'estate, and
great was the fall thereof.
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High Coombe could hardly believe
it at first.

Of course, McCann pretended to have
reasons; indeed, Darrell of the Fifth
declared boldly in Big Study that his
reasons were jolly good. Darrell’s argu-
ments did not convince the other
seniors, They had not a convincing
but an intensely exasperating effect.

They caused a mob of Sixth and
Fifth to collar Darrell and hurl him
forth from Big Study on his neck. How
gladly the incensed High Coombers
would have served McCann with the
same measure! But that, alas! was
impossible.

McCann’s reasons, which seemed
good to Bob Darrell but to nobody
else, might have seemed good to quite
a lot of fellows at any school but the
School for Slackers, Corky was slack
—as if that mattered! He cut roll—
as if that mattered, either; prefects
had always been privileged to cut roll,
if they liked, before McCann came. He
smoked cigarettes in his study—most
of the seniors did. It was admitted that
it was unfortunate that McCann,
coming to Corky’s study to ak to
him on some matter of prefectorial
business, had found him smoking &
cigarette.

Corky, fairly caught, had been over-
whelmed with confusion. But even
then he had hardly expected so drastic
a sentence. Corky could hardly believe
that he was no longer head prefect—
no longer a prefect at all. The power
of the ashplant had departed from him.
Not that he ever used the ashplant—
or hardly ever—but it was the symbol
of greatness. And now it was gone!
Corky was now an ordinary common or
garden member of the Sixth Form—
merely that and nothing more.

To a man, the Sixth breathed wrath
and indignation. Tredegar, captain of
the school, declared that something had
to be done. Coffih, Lacy, Carew, all
prefects, fully agreed. Randal, the
laziest man at High Coombe, was
almost energetic in taking the same
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view, Randal was a prefect, and if a
prefect was to be dropped on for
slacking, the prospect for Randal was
rather dubious.

GHAPTER 36
The Brainy Man}
# AFE?” queried Corkran dubiously.

S “Safe as houses,” said Aubrey

Compton.

“Um!” said Corky.

They = were in  Corkran’s study—
half a dozen of the Sixth and, Comp-
ton of the Fifth. It was a large, hand-
some room, like all the Sixth Form
studies at High Coombe. Corkran
stood before the fireplace, his hands
driven deep into his trousers pockets,
A tall, rather handsome figure, Cork:
was as tall as the new Head—though
he had felt fearfully small when Mc-
Cann last interviewed him—rather like
a Pom in the presence of a mastiff,

Corky was not looking good-tempered
and cheery, as usual. His disgrace, his
fall from his high and palmy state of
head prefect, weighed on Corkran's
mind and ruffled his temper.

Coffin, Carew and Lacy sat in a row
on the edge of the bed .in the alcove.
Randal sat in the armchair—or, rather,
sprawled in it.

Tredegar, captain of the school, sat
in the winddw-seat. Aubrey Compton
sat on the study table, swinging his
elegant legs, encased in the most beauti-
ful trousers at High Coombe.

1t was a sort of indignation meeting
in Corkran’s study. The Sixth Form
men had met there to tell one another
what they thought of the Blighter
McCann and to compare notes about
what they would like to do to him—in
a word, to blow off steam. But when
COmpmn of the Fifth came in the dis-
cussion took a more serious turn.

Blowing off steam was a relief in
its way, but they would have been
glad of a chance of getting down to
brass tacks. Aubrey was showing them
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a way, but his words seemed to awaken
as, much dubiety as enthusiasm.

“Handling the Head” was so fear-
fully senous a matter that the most
reckless spirit blenched a little at the
idea. And it was nothing
handling the Head that
coolly proposed. '
“The  fact dis,” said Sork
like to give him jip! I

old thing you like.
to be sacked from High Coombe,
Aubrey, old man. Nor dogs any other
fellow here.”

Tredegar nodded slowly.

“That’s the jolly old rubl” he .re-
marked. “The brute can sack a man
if he likes. And—he would!”

“I believe,’»> said Randal, from the
depths of the armchair, “that he
\would think twice or three times be-
fore he sacked a man, especially a
Sixth Form ma But a man Wwho
handled him wouldnt leave him ‘much
choice in the matter. See?”

Thele was a general nodding of Smh

rm heads.

Aubrey smiled sarcastically.

“If you'd let a fellow speak——" he
suggested.

“Fire away, old chap!” said Cork-
ran. “Any old thing—only don't tip
us to go like lambs to the slaughter.
‘We're not giving that rotter a chance
to turn a man out of the school. I'm
feelin’ pretty savage, as you know,
but’ I'm not lettin’ any of my pals in
for that!”

“Is MecCann a cat?” asked Compton.

“Eh9”

“I mean, can he see in the dark?”
went on Aubrey.

“I suppose not!” said Corkran.

“Well, then, listen! Suppose the
Blighter was bagged in the Sixth Form
Room and a bag shoved over his head
50 quick that he'hadn’t time to let out
a2 yelp! Five or six fellows can handle
him all right, tough as he js. He’s left
tied to a desk—"
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“Oh, my hat!”

“o wriggle till morning!”

“Greatr pip!”

“Think that would be a warning to
him to draw in his horns?” asked the
dandy of the Fifth casually.

‘There was a chuckle in Corkran’s

It was impossible, of course—
| Aubrey was simply talking out of
‘hat! It was unthinkable! But
w glorious, if it had only been pos-
“sible and thinkable! ~What_a whop
back at. the unspeakable Blighter!

What a lesson to him that High

Coombe was fed-up with his rot! Mc-

Cann, with a bag over his objectionable

head; tied to a desk, wriggling—they

chuckled at the dazzling idea!

“Well, what about it?”
Aubrey.

“Nothing about it, fathead!” said
Corkran. “Every man who laid a
finger on him would be kicked out of
the school so quick it would make his
head swim.”

“A delightful vision!” murmured
Randal.” “Too delightful ever to come
true, old bean. Forget it!”

“I've mentioned that McCann isn’t
a cat, to see in the dark,” said Aubrey
Compton. “We get him to the Sixth
Form Room after dark. Somebody
takes the lamps out in the Form-room
and the passage—in case anybody
should touch the switch. He won't
recognise anybody in the dark.”

“Um!” said Corkran. ‘‘But why
should the Blighter go to a Form-room
after dark? He never does.”

«Randal wangles that!” said Aubrey.

“Do I?” said Randal very dubiously.

“you're a prefect, though Corkran
isn't. If you find that fags have been

larking in the passages and Form-
rooms, putting out the electric lights,

asked

it’s your duty to take the matter up,”

explained Compton. ‘Naturally, you
report it to the Head!”

“Catch Randal takin’ the trouble!”
grinned: Coffin, RN

“On this occasion Randal does take
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the trouble. As a dutiful prefect—
McCann likes dutiful prefects—"

“Ha, ha, ha!

“As a dutiful prefect, Randal reports
what's going on to McCann, McCann,
a thousand to one, walks along {o see
what's up.”

“I suppose he would!” assented
Corkran reflectively. “He's that sort
of energetic hound. McCann will
barge in. He’s a bargee.”

“He walks into what’s waitin’ for
him,” went on Aubrey. “Nobody says
a word, of course—he's as keen on
recognising a voice as a face.”

“If he gives one howl, the whole
house will be on the scene!” said
Carew. “I can see the fags turnin’ out
of the Burrow in their myriads.”

“He won't give one howl!” said
Aubrey coolly. “A fellow will have
a bag ready and bung it over his head

first thing. And a few dusters tied
round it—"

“Old Aubrey thinks of everything!”
sald Lacy.

There were eager looks now. But
Corkran slowly and regretfully shook
his head. 3

“There’s one thing you forget, old
top!” he remarked.

“Cough it up!”

“McCann knows he’s made me wild
and made the Sixth wild! Admitted,
he won't see a face in the dark or hear
a voice if no fellow speaks, But he will
know that my friends have handled
him—he will know that I was there,
and that my pals were there.”

“Yes, that rather washes it out!”
said Coffin sadly. “As soon as it hap-
pens McCann will as good as know our
names.”

“Suppose you're in Big Study at the
time?” suggested Aubrey.

They stared. .

“How can we be in Big study, ass,
if we're handlin’ the Blighter in the
Form-room?” demanded Corkran.

Compton smiled, the smile
superior saghcity.

of
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“You haven't got it yet!” he ex-
plained.  “As you say, McCann will
Jump to it that the Sixth handled him

W Of course he willl”

“Led by you, Corky—"

“Naturally.”

“He won't have a doubt of it.”

“Not the slightest.

“For which rea,son,” said Compton
slowly and distinctly, “not a Sixth
Form man will be on the spot.  All
the Sixth will be able to prove, if neces-
sary, that they weren't near the spot.”

"’I‘hen how—what—-"

“Half a dozen of the Fifth will do
the trick, with me leading them,”
said Compt coolly. “That's the
beauty of it McCann will see nobody
—hear nobody—only he’ll be certain
that the Sixth did it. And no Sixth
Form man is goin’ to have a finger in
the pie at all.”

“Oh!” gasped the Sixth Formers.

“Randal will have to do his bit—
but that’s his duty as a prefect! Even
the Blighter can’t worry a man for
doin’ his duty. Isn't he a whale on
duty? All prefects keep clear of the
spob—carefully clear! They don't hear
ey keep an eye
open to see that nobody wanders in
that direction by accident and leave
us a clear fleld with the Blighter.
How’s that?” asked Aubrey.

Corkran breathed hard nnd deep.

“Aubrey, old man,” he said, with
feeling, “you're a pal, if ever there was
one. Standin’ by a fellow like th is!”

“Old Aubrey’s the brainy
there’s no doubt about that!” sa)d
Carew,  “Why, it will wark.like a

rm! Fancy the Blighter rootin’
through the Sixth afterwards, searchin’
for the jolly old raggers and findin’ out
man after man who never had anythin’
to do with it

‘‘Ha, ha, ha"’

There was a roar of laughter in
Corkran’s study. Tredegar got off the
window-seat and smacked Compton on
the shoulder. ~Corky gazed at him
with undisguised admiration. There
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had been many plans for putting paid
to the Blighter—many schemes for
making him sit up. But this, un-
doubtedly, was the winner. He had
disgraced Corkran and enraged the.
Sixth—was he not certain to jump
it that Corkran and his friends
Sixth had done this? He was!

And all they would have to do
it was seeing that Compton®&; Co
a clear fleld, umntertupced.
the Blighter came down on the Si ,
like a wolf on the fold, they would
be able to prove that they had been
nowhere near the t!  McCann -
would have the whole school to choose”
from in picking out five-or six fellows
whose faces he had not seen and
whose voices he had not heard!

No wonder Corkran & Co. chortled

lighted admiration—and

Aubrey, thus lauded, felt like the
classical gentleman of olden ' time,
ready to strike the stars with . his
sublime head. All High Coombe
wanted to make the Blighter squirm. -

There was no doubt that he would
squirm when he was tied to a desk in
a deserted Form-room with a bag oyer
his head! The School for ,Slackers
had suffered under McCann—and now
his turn was coming!

CHAPTER 7.
A Gurgling Gasp!
OB DARRELL was worried at prep
B in Study No. 3. It was not pre-
paration that worried him—
though since James McCann had taken
the pl of the Venerable Beak, prep
hnd to be taken more seriously of
d. Bob was worried about Auhrey
and Teddy. That something was “on,”
he hardly needed telling. Teddy Sey-
mour was ‘“in it "—Bob wasn't!
of course, would never have
dreamed of giving his friends a\nny,
little as he liked the campaign against
McCann. But if he had known what
Aubrey was planning thatinight, he
would hardly have remained idle.
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Bob knew, if Aubrey did not, that
in tackling McCann, the dandy of the
Fifth was taking on a man far above
his weight. Some new move against
the Blighter was on, and Bob was

_worried—not for McCanp, but for
brey. Several’ times during prep
gave his friends troubled and inguir-

glances. Aubrey was smiling
vily—Teddy every now and then
ve a chuckle. -

“Look here, what’s on?” demanded
Bob at last.

Aubrey glanced at him.

“Is anythin’ on?” he askes

“Oh, don't be an ass!
Teddy?”

Seymour chuckled.

“yYowd better not know, Bob!
thin’ in your line!”

Bob grunted and resumed prep. He
was out of sympathy with his friends
on the subject of McCann, and they did
not tell him things as of old. In point
of fact, had Bob known that Aubrey
was planning so exceedingly risky a
proceeding as  “handling the Head,”
it was very probable that he would
have intervened, if only to save Aubrey
from his own recklessness. But though
Darrell knew that “something” was
on, he was far from dreaming how

frightfully serious that something was.

d.
What's on,

No-

2

Any man who did not believe that
Jimmy McCann was the last word in
blighters, the outside edge in rotters,
was not popular in Big Study.

That chill in the atmosphere drove
Bob back to Study No. 3. Neither
Aubrey nor Teddy was there, and
Bob sat down to write a letter home.
He supposed that his friends were still
in Carter’s study.

They weren’t!

Compton, Seymour, Carter, Raymond,
Burke, and Warren were nowhere near
the Fifth Form studies. They were
by that time gathered in a bunch In
the doorway of the Sixth Form Room.
In that room, and in the passage,
lamps had been taken out of theil
sockets and laid aside. Anyone who
had tried to switch on the light would
be disappointed. Darkness reigned.

Aubrey Compton had a bag in his
hands. There was a cord round the
neck of it, to be drawn tight when re-
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quired. Teddy Seymour had a rope.
The other fellows had dusters. All
were ready for the Blighter—when he
happened! Hearts were beating rather
fast. The scheme had been laid so
carefully that it seemed that nothing
could possibly go wrong with it. :

The worst that could happen was
that the Head would not fall into the
trap—he was such a wary Blighter
that you never could tell! But that
was the only danger. It was, as Comp-
ton had decided in Corkran's study,
safe as houses!

Nevertheless, handling the Head
was so fearfully serious & thing that
the heroes of the Fifth felt their
hearts heat faster. he had 2a
chance to yell for help— But he
was going to have no chance!

As soon as they heard him groping
aleng in the dark they were going to
bag him, and the bag over his head, re-
inforced by the dusters rapidly applied,
would muffie all sound. Strong as he
was, he would be powerless in six pairs
of sturdy hands. They would get him,
silence him, have him where they
wanted him, before he knew what was
happening. It was all right—right as

rain!

Neither was there any danger of a
mistake in the dark—of some silly ass
coming along and getting the Head's
medicine. Corkran was going to keep
an eye open, to see that nobody
wandered in that direction. Every-
thing, in fact, was_planned—all was
cut and dried—the Blighter was going
to get the lesson of his life, and nobody
—excepting the Blightet-wotld be a
penny the worse.

If only the Blighter came! The
brute was so keen, so wary, so much
of a blighter, in fact, that they could
not feel sure that he was going to walk
into the ‘trap till he had walked into it.

Intently, with beating hearts, they
Hsbened for a footstep. Dark as it
s, their eyes, accustomed to the dark-
ness by that time, could dimly make out
the walls—they would have a faint
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glimpse of their victim. McCann, com-
ing from a lighted room, would not
have that advantage. Was it possible
to deny that old Aubrey was a born
leader—that he thought of everything
Compton was cool as ice. But e
his heart gave a little jump as thi
was a footstep, and the dimmest of €
figures—dim, but obviously the heil
MecCann—loomed 13' the sage. |
was coming quick®, too—as if in:
hurry—and they heard his breathing.
1t would have guided them even if they .
had not glimpsed him, a shadow
among shadows. f i 5
Action  was prompt, swift, drastic.
The bag, in Aubrey’s hands, ‘whipped
over a head and shoulders—in the
same second the cord was drawn,
closing it round the neck of the
victim. One startled, gurgling gaspm
that was all-no yell to alarm the
House.

Instantly arms and legs were
gripped and held, and folded dusters
tied round the bag enclosing the
face, specially tight over the mouth.
In the darkness, Aubrey -Compton's
eyes gleamed almost like a cat’s with
triumph.

Six pairs of hands held-the prisoner
—helpless. It had worked like &
charm.

CHAPTER 35,
Frantic Wriggies!

ANDAL of the Sixth sighed as he¢
detached himself from the mosl
comfortable armchair in Big

Study. It was time for action—and
action did not appeal to the laziest man
at the laziest school ever. But Randa
made an effort. amid encourag:
ing murmurs from other Sixth Form
men he ambled out of Big Study. Cork-
ran was in the passage outside—lean-
ing on the wall, with his hands in his
pockets and & cheery smile on his face.
. Thinking of the ambush laid for
the Blighter, and of the Blighter about

to walk into if, had & cheering effect
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From where he stood he could keep
an eye on the passage leading to the
Porm-rooms, end see that nobody
d by chance in that dangerous
tion. At the same-time, he was
view himself—obviously nowhere
‘the Form-rooms—nowhere near
bush. His alibi was complete, if

pCann wanted to know afterwards.
‘A fag had come along—Ferguson of
"the Fourth—who wanted to fetch some-
thing he had left in the Fourth Form
Room, and Corkran curtly ordered him
back. Ferg repressed his desire to tell
Corkran that, being no longer a pre-
- fect, he had no right to yap at a Fourth
Form man with his blessed orders. But
Corkran, if he had no longer an ash-
plant, had a boot—and Ferg grunted

and went back to the Burrow.

After which Corky remained leaning
on the wall, lost in blissful visions of
a Blighter tied up and wriggling, till
Randal came out of Big Study.

Randal passed him with a grin.

“Aubrey’s ready, I suppose?”
asked, as he passed, in a low voice.

“You bet!”

“Right!”

Randal of the Sixth procceded to
the Head’s study. He tapped at the
door, and the deep, pleasant voice of
Jemes McCann bade him enter.

Jimmy was seated at his table, at
work. The Blighter was a demon for
work. But he laid down his pen and
gave the prefect a kindly glance. Jimmy
was sorry that he had had to be so
severe with Corkran, but he entertained
2 hope that it would have the effect of
bucking up other prefects, and making
it unnecessary for him to hand out
similar measure to move of them,

‘Randal’s visit to his study, after
prep, really looked like it. It was the
first time a High Coombe prefect had
come to the new headmaster’s study of
his own accord.

“Yes, what is it,.Randal?”

i Jimmy, with his pleasant smile.
+ “I think I ought to report to you,

he

asked
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sir, that something seems to be going
on in the Form-rooms,” said Randal.

“ At this hour!” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Well, somebody seems f{o have
been larking with the electric light,
sir,” said Randal. “Can’t turn on the
light! Of course, sir, before you came,
the fags used to buzz in and out of the
Form-rooms pretty well as they liked—
but you've given orders for that to
stop!”

“Quite!” said Jimmy McCann.

Leaning his elbow on the table, the
new Beak looked at Randal.

His first impulse was to feel pleased.
The heavy hand with Corkran had
apparently produced its effect. For the
first time, a Fligh Coombe prefect was
taking his duties with some serious-
ness. Never till now had a prefect
cared two straws whether fags larked
in the Form-rooms after prep or
whether they played tricks with the
electric light, or dreamed of calling Mr.
McCann's attention to such an infrac-
tion of the rules.

dal was the laziest prefect
in the Sixth; Jimmy had not failed
to note that fact, and to wonder why
even old Dr. Chetwode—the Venerable
Beak—had fancied that he was any use
as a prefect. If Randal was bucking
up, it was a sign of grace, very welcome
to the new Head of High Coombe.

But Jimmy McCann ‘was not un-
aware of the state of fierce commetion
in the Sixth Form, caused by the dis-
grace of Corkran. His first impulse was
to feel pleased with Randal His
second was not. With one moment’s
rapid thought, Jimmy saw himself
going along 2 dark passage, to see what
was happening in the Form-rooms. He
smiled—rather grimly.

Jimmy did not want to sack any of
the Sixth if he could help it. Bub he
had a strong suspicion that if he
along that dark . e
would have to be sacked 'aitex

e o said.
‘hank you, Randall” he & sou

_“I thought T'd better repert

s
“Quite ™ said Jimmy. He ¥
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and spotted the sudden gleam in
Randal’s eyes. He sat down again, and
spotted the fall of Randal's face. He
felt inclined to laugh.

Had Jimmy been the unspeakable
Blighter that all High Coombe belicved
him to be, no doubt he would have
rooted into this matter. But Jimmy
did not want exasperated and unthink-
ing fellows to make fools of them-
selves, and drive him into turning them
out of High Coombe.

“I am rather busy at the moment,”
said Jimmy, watching with a glimmer
in his eyes the lengthening of Randal's
face as he spoke. “Please ask Mr.
Chard to look into the matter.”

Randal made one more effort.

“Mr."chard‘s gone over to his rooms,

Sir—-

“Quite! Then speak to Mr. Pense;
he has rooms in the House, I think.”

Randal gave it up. Evidently therc
was nothing doing.

“Very well, sir” he said dis-
piritedly.

He left the study, and Jimmy
McCann smiled at the closing door,
before he tool up his pen again.

Randal, with a glum brow, went back
to Corkran.

Corky cyed him eagerly.

“Nothing doing!” 'said Randal
“The brute’s too wary! I—I belleve he
guesses there's something on! 1It's a
Totten fizzle.”

And Randal, tired after his un-
common exertions went back info Big
Study, and his armchair.

Corkran breathed hard.

Nothing doing—the brufewwas too
wary! He might have expected if.
irom that bargee. It was rotten—ioo
rotten for words! All that elaborate
plan laid for nothing—his Fifth-
Form supporters waiting in the dark,
waiting in vain! Corkran set his lips
hard. The disappointment was bitter.

Then Randal's words recurred {o
his mind. If the Beak guessed some-
ihing—if he suspected something—he
might look into it—taking a light with
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him, perhaps. Compton & Co. could
not be off the scene too rapidly, in that
case.

Anyhow, the game was up, and they
might as well go back to their studies.

Corkran hurried along the passage .
realising that no time was to be lost.

e hurried down the Form-ro

passage. Coming from the light it
the dark, he could see nothing, and I
did not venture to call out, lest. o
cars ghould hear. He hurried on t0+7
wards®the Sixth Form Room. "

What happened next.was as surpris-
ing to Corkran as an earthquake
could have been. That he was the
same height as McCann—that in the
dim’ darkness one shadowy figure did
not differ from another—might have
occurred to him, if he had thought of
it—which he did not. After the bag
was over his head it was too late, &

Not a word was spoken. Six Fifth
Form men, gripping the figure that
wriggled and wriggled and wriggled,
with the bag over its head, were grimly
silent. There was no need for speech;
the whole thing was cut and dried.
Silently they bore the wriggling figure
into the. Sixth Form Room.

His frantic wriggles did not worry
them in the 1en$t: there were plenty of
strong hands to hold the prisoner.

They jammed it against a desk, and
held it while Teddy got busy with the
rope.

Hand and foot the wretched victim
was tied to the legs of the desk. Lots
of rope was used; Aubrey was leaving
nothing to chance.

silently, leaving the victim tied to
the desk, they trod out of the Form-
room, and Aubrey closed the door.

Still silent, on tiptoe, they de-
parted.
Five fellows sought their own

quarters at once. Chard was already
rolling into the House, to see lights out
for 'his Form. But Aubrey Compton
strolled along to Big Study-and glanced
in, with a smiling face.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Many  eyes turned on him, doubt-
fully, expectantly. Randal had already
told the dismayed Sixth that he
feared that there was nothing doing.
But Aubrey looked as if something
was doing—in’ fact, done. He winked
the Sixth—a wicked wink!
'You've—" breathed Carew.

no
ut Randal thought—" said

" Aubrey smiled.

“Well, my lad!” said Randal. “I
thought—and I told  Corky—"

“Mum’s the word!” drawled Aubrey.

Aubrey strolled away, leaving a re-
Jjoicing Sixth in Big Study. In Dorm
No. 3, Teddy greeted him with a joyous
grin—Bob Darrell with & grim stare of
inquiry.

“well?” grunted Bob.

«Quite well!” said Aubrey. “Right
as rain, old bean!”

And Teddy chuckled.

Corkran of the Sixth was not missed
that night. As the Sixth Form men
bad rooms to themselves, and as it was
close on bed-time when that glorious
rag was carried out so successfully, the
other fellows, naturally, only supposed
that Corky had gonme to bed. After-
wards, it was quite unpleasant for
Corky’s friends to think of the sort of
night that Corky must have passed!

Nobody knew till the morning!. It
was old Liggins, the house-porter, who
made the discovery, after ringing the
rising-bell. Sounds of wriggling and
muffled mumblings caused old Liggins
to peer into the Sixth Form Room—and
he nearly fell down at the sight of a
fellow ‘tied to the legs of a desk, with
a bag fastened over his head, encircled

in a trance,
t amazing sight, then
rushed away to call -the Head. Mr.
McCann ‘arrived promptly at such
startling” news—and promptly released
the unhappy prisoner. s, . 5
Corkran’s face came red and furious
from the bag. The night had seemed
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endless to him—but it had ended at
last. For hours and hours and hours
Re had been thinking less of horrid dis-
comfort than of his fierce desire to get
at that idiot—that dummy—that foot-
ling chumj pton of the Fifth!
;l‘hgt flerce desire was to be gratified at
ast.

Jimmy learned nothing from Cork-
yan. Perhaps he guessed a good deal,
for there was & faint smile on his face
as he walked away from the Sixth
Form Room.

There was no smile on Corkran’s.
And he did not walk—he rushed. He
burst into Dorm No. 3 like a hurricane,
and he hurled himself at Aubrey
Compton. :

“You hopeless ass! You footling
idiot!” yelled Corkran, punching away
at Aubrey for all he: was worth. “T'll
teach you to clap a bag over my head

and tie me up for the night! Take
that—and that!”
“you!” gasped Aubrey, too as-

tounded to make any attempt to
ward off Corkran’s blows.

“Yes, me, you howling dummy!”
roared the enraged Sixith Former,
punching away vigorously. “You
collared me instead of the Blighter!”

The combined efforts of Bob Darrell
and Teddy Seymour hardly dragged
him off. Aubrey’s nose was streaming
crimson when at last Corkran was
hurled forth from Dorm No. 3.

Aubrey seemed a little discouraged
by his latest failure, and during the
short remainder of the term carried
no further his campaign - against
McCann. But when Coombe
broke up for the holidays he remarked
in the coach as they wenf to the

station : .
“The Blighter may have had rather

the best.of it this term. But we'll put
d to him next term|”
“1 dom't think!” grinned Bob
D

arrell.

And it remained to be seen which:
was right! ..
THE END.



F anyone asks you—but they won't,

of course—whether you would

rather they gave you all the gold
in the world, or all the oil, don’t be a
“sap” and ask for the gold. Choose
the oil, when you will be able, if you
want to, to buy up all the gold that's
going, and still have a few hundred
million pounds left.

A Valuable Discovery.

It's odd to think that only just over
a hundred years ago the oil that oozes
out of the earth in some parts of the
world was looked upon as a nuisance,
and not, as now, a precious find. In
fact, it was_through the owner of a
coal-mine in’ Yorkshire calling in ex-
perts to discover ‘how to get rid of a
trickle of rock-oil that seeped into his
mine that the real value of the oil was
discovered.

A scientist who came to be known as
“Paraffin ? Young analysed a sample
of the oil, and made from it two
paraffin candles at a cost of about four
pounds apiece. This was the first time
paraffin wax had been used in candles;
hitherto, they were always made from
animal fats.

Young's discovery of paraflin, which
he made by refining the thick, black,
treacly crude oil, led to the discovery of
petrol, and it is petrol which makes
crude oil so valuable to-day. Since
1859, when the first pipe well was
bored in America, the world’s oil thirst
has grown to 200,000,000 tons a year,
and the experts say that even if we go
on using up the natural supplies at this
rate, there is enough in the world to
last for at least seven centuries.

Oil is found in vast underground
pools, sometimes thousands of feet
under the earth's surface. To get at
it engineers bore down into the ground
‘or months, maybe years, until their

boring tool reaches the pool. Then, re-
leased after centuries of pressure from
the millions of tons of rock on top of it,
the oil shoots up the bore-hole, blowing
out the boring tool high into the air,
and gushing 300. feet or more.
When oil was first found at Baku,
near the Caspian Sea, the gusher was .
so st@ng that nothing could control it
A million pounds’ worth of oil ran §
waste before the well could be capp
and got under control. ’

The Dangers of Drilling,

Drilling for ol is a dangerous busi-
ness. Day by day, the drill bites a foot
or two lower into the earth,‘and, as the
well is sunk, lengths of piping are
screwed togeéther and lowered into<he
hole to line its sides. Then, when at
last the oil is struck, comes a mighty
explosion. The only warning the engi-
neers get is a low rumble deep under
the earth. That is the signal for them
to race for their lives.

Within a couple of geconds, drills and
everything are flung out of the well
into the air, and the great spout of oil
rushes forth, with a roar like a thou-
sand mighty sirens at full blast.

Sometimes deadly gases are released
at the same time as the oil. In a well
that was: sunk near Baghdad. this gas
collected in low-lying parts of the coun-
tryside for miles around, and three of
the engineers, crouching behind earther

to shield tl fron
the flood of oil, were suffocated.

Even worse is the risk of fire. The
steel drill, flung from the well, may hit
a rock  and make a spark that ignites
the gases. Then—Whooosh! A sheet
of flame that may cover a square mile
of country, and the oil-geyser becomes
a solid pillar of flame, raining fire on
everything around,

A new way of putting out such a fire
was discovered a few years ago.
dynamite bomb is flung into the heart
of the flames, and the rush of air from
its explosion blows-eut the fire like a
puff of breath extinguishing a candle!

s
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TWO MORE GREAT SCHOOL

YARNS TO READ, CHUMS!

HE schoolboy who is worth a
quarter of a million pounds !
That's the Hon. Douglas Singleton,
the newcomer to the Remove at St.
Frank's. And he proceeds to waste
his wealth in a way that leaves his
schoolfellows gasping. Read all about
him in this exciting long yarn.

By EDWY SEARLES' BROOKS.
On Sale Now

PR

OR long, Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, has cast
covetous eyes on the captaincy of the
Remove. And when trouble falls upon
Harry Wharton, the skipper, the
Bounder seizes his chance. Look out

for this great yarn—it grips the
interest from start to finish.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

LIBBARY nez9

Price 4d. each
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