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CHAPTER 1.

THE EVE OF BIG EVENTS.
¢ O-MORROW. at noon!”
I Handforth mysteriously.
¢f Eh?n

““ As the clock strikes twelve,
so will the big event take place,” de-
clared Edward Oswald Handforth, rub-
bing his hands together. ‘" Good! 1
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shall be one of the first to cheer!

said

“You nean the striko?” askea
C'hurch.
‘““What else should I mean?’ de-

mandad Handforth irritably. ““Is any-
thing else of importance going to happen
to-morrow, you dolty ass? The strike’s
for justice! That’s what it 15, my son!”’

“It's going to be a success, too,”
remarked Reginald Pitt, strolling over
the three chums of Study D. *'lLhe
Remove will give its whole support to
tiie strikers, in any case; and I think they
can rely upon the support of the Third
and I7ifth, too. The Sixth will probably
stand aloof. Common cir garden strikes
are too degraded for the lordly Sixth!™

The juniors were in the common-room
of tiie Ancient House at St. Frank’s. It
was rearly supper time, and there were
only a few feilows m the apartment. 1
happened to look in a momnent or two
later, with Sir Montie Tregeliis-West,
We were looking for Tommy \Watson,
our study chum.

e e

A Story of School Life and Detective
Adventure at St.

NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the

Boys of St. Frank’s,

¢ On His Uppers,” ‘A Lesson Well Learnt,”
‘“ The Schoolboy Agitators,” etc.
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THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

Frank’s, introducing

By the Author of

‘““ Seen Watson knocking about?®” 1
asked, looking round.

““He was in the tuckshop five minutes
ago,”’ said Pitt. -** Thank goodness we
shall have the tuckshop! I don't suppose
Mrs. Hake will go on strike (o-morrow.
She’s not o member of the paid staff.”

I grinned.

** Betler not speak so loud,” I said.
“The Governors are expecting a strike
within a week or so, and I Delieve
they're making preparations to clear ail
the present servants out. But they don't
know that a strike i1s arranged for noon
to-morrow. It’ll be a bit of a surprise.”

" Rather ! said THandforth. *“ That's
just the 1dea of it. I don’t believe i
lightning strikes as a rule. but i tins
case the servants are fully justified. The
governors have vrefused to listen (o
reason, so they must take the conse-
quences.’’

Handforth was quite right in his re-
mark. The Board of Governors had
elected to be extremely autocratic, and
(hey had ignored the school staft’s appeui
for a fair hearving. So the school stull
was going to act drastically.

On the stroke of twelve, on the mor-
row, they would ‘“down tools,” so te
speak, and walk out of the school.
Every servant was inciuded in the plaw..
The stafi was solid to a man, solid to a
woman, solid to a boy, and solid to «
girl! Every single school-worker wus L3
strike.
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Gardeners, grooms, men-servants,
pages, porlers, cooks, scullery-boys,
scullery-maids,  kitchen-maids, house-
maids, matrons—in fact, everybody—
would cease work on the stroke of
twelve.

It was Lo be a surprise strike. .

The Governors certainly deserved it.
''hey had been arbitrary and obstinate
and exiremely harsh. The school staff
had an excellent case, or the juniors
would not have supported them.

We not only supported it now, but we
had pledged our word that we would
help the strikers in every possible way
until their demands had been met. These
demands were absolutely reasonable.

The staff required a hfty per cent.
advance of wages—just that, and nothing
more. There was no trouble about
working hours, or anything of that sort.
Pay was the only pomt.

Although the cost of living—the cost
of every article—had risen a hundred
and two hundred per cent., the Governors
had only advanced the wages of the ser-
vanis a paltry ten per cent. They now
offered a- further twegty-five per cent.
imcrease, and ihs oftfer the staff had
mghtly rejected.

aﬁhey wanted fifty—and fifty
nmeant to get.

Twenty-five per cent. was a ridiculous
offer, and the Governors ought to have
known better. Perhaps they did; but,
having taken up a stand, they were too
high and mighty to give in. They
foudly imagined that the staff would be
afraid to strike. . And, 1in any case, the
Governors would have a 1ew staff ready.

But they were reckoning without the
boys.

The juniors, in particular, had made a
vow that they would not recognise any
new servants who were installed. If it
came to such a thing, the new staff was
likely to have a warm time of it.

And the Remove was hoping for some
excilement. They would be glad of a
little fun; they wanted the strike to
happen. 1t had been decided that the
boys would do- no housework—they
would do nothing. Ior, of course, to
work would be to strike a blow at the
strikers.

Seeing that we were 1n sympathy
with the staff, we could not undertake
to "'do any of the staft’s work. So
things were likely to ‘be a bit mixed.
‘The very thought of the school being
without servants was exciting.

they

! ** Good

[ ever.
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1t was not generally known that the

strike was to take place on the
morrow. OUnly a select few in the
Remove were in the secret. S8ome ot

us had attended a secret meeting or
the strikers an hour earlier, when the
resolution had been made. And we
had promnsed to keep quiet. For we
did not want the Governors to take any
precautionary measures.

‘““ Take my advice, I said, ‘‘and
talk as little as possible. If Handy
1=n’t careful, he'll let the cat out. of the
bag_!’

"* Rot!” said Handforth.
trusted, I suppose ?”’

*“Well, I'm not so sure——"’

‘' What !’

“You've got a habit of talking a bit
loudly, old son,” 1 said. * If Fullwood,
or one of those other cads happened to
hear you, he might try to get . somec
cheap glory by sneaking to the
Head.”
| ‘" But the Head’s in sympathy with
the strike,” declared Church.

I nodded.

*“In his heart, I believe he 1s,”’ 1
agreed. ‘‘But he can’t be in sym-
pathy with it openly. It wouldn’t do.
‘He’s got to see that law and order 1is
maintained, and, if he hears that a
strike 18 to take place to-morrow, he'll
report to the Governors at once, and
steps will be faken. It won’t alter
things, of course, but the surprise will
be spoilt. So don’t jaw about it.”’
enough,”” said McClure.
*“Come on, Handy! Let's go along to
tea, and we’ll cut out the talk about
the giddy staff.”

“1 can bo

I Handforth smiffed.

““You needn’t worry about me,”’ Le

said. ‘I know what I'mm domg all
right. And I can be trusted to keep
my head. As for letting the cat out

of the bag, there’s no danger what-

The school staff 13 going on

strike at noon to-moirrow ”?
““Dry up, you ass!” hissed Pitt.
(1% Eh ?13

*“ Long’s hovering about in the
F passage,”” whiepered Pitt. “ T just
Lspétted buim near the door. He's thu

biggest sneak in the Remove, and it»s
a ten to one chance that he’s hanging
about to hear what we're discussing.
And then you get shouting about, in-
stead of keeping quiet. You—you
| ought to be muzzled!”

Handforth glared.
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“ Do you want your nose punched,
Reginald Pitt ?”’ he roared.

* Oh, rats!”:

Pitt turned away, and glanced out
into the passage. But Teddy lLong was

not there now. Pitt glanced at us
significantly.

““ Did anybody see where Long went
to?”’ he asked.

“I didn't ses him at all,’" sala
Church,

‘* Well, he was there——"'

‘“ He scooted a second ago,’”” I said
grimly. ‘‘ He's made for the Head's
study, I expect. We'd better hurry
along at once, and collar the young
beggar. If he gets talking he'll do
mischief.”

Pitt looked alarmed.

‘““ But we can’t collar Long before he
sneaks,’”’ he exclaimed. ‘' He's almost
at the Head’s study by this time——"
. **Yes; but the Ilead happens to be
out, so his study will be locked,'' 1
said. ** We shall catch Long on his
.way back, and we’ll question him. [f
he denies everything, we’ll bump him

atm? warn him to keep his tongue
still, :
Handforth was the first out of the

common-room. We hurried along the
passage, and at last came within sight
of Dr. Stafford’s study. As we had
expected, Teddy Long was just coming
away.

ltHe tried to dodge, but he was too
ute.

No he came along, whistling
apparent unconcern.

. ‘ Hold on, my son!" I said grimly.
‘*“We want you.’

“ You—you want mum-me?” gasped
Long. ‘“ W-what for?"’

** You sneaking little wormn !’
roared Handforth. * You've been——""

‘““Hold on!” I said. ‘‘ Look here,
Long, you've been to the Head's study

“[—I bhaven't!”’ roared ILong. “1
—I baven't been anywhere near the
Head’'s study! I—I just happened to
be passing this way, that’s all!”

‘“* Five minutes ago you were outside
the common-room,”” I went on. ‘ You
suddenly rushed off here, and we
followed you. Did you hear Handforth
saying anything in the common-
room?’”’

bong
. **I wasn't near the common-room at
all,”’ he said. ‘I don't know what tho

with

attempled (o bluster.

dickens you're talking about. It's ait

rot! Lemme go, you tollers! Can'u

a chap come to the Head's study——""
*“*You just said you hadn't been

auywhere near the Head's study!”
*1—I mean-—"

“ You'd better not tell any more liey,
ou little worm!” roarod Handfortiy,
*You were listening outside the cowm-
mon-room doort."’

“I wasn't lLstening,” declared Long
stoutly. ““1 just happenod lo be neur,
and | didn't hear a thing.”

“You said you didn't go te (e
common-room at atl,” I remarked.
** The fact ix, you tell so many lies that
'{c)u contradict yourself in overy breath.
You're going to be bumped, my son!’

yelled Long. ‘' If--
U'll scream fm- help !
And I'll tell the Head all ahout the
sttike——  [--I mean, [ don't know
anything about the strike——"’

" Ha, ha, ha!"”

It was impossible to keep
laughing at the little bounder.

* -1 didn't hear [Handforth say-
ing anything,”” went on Long, tying
himself into further knots. ‘' How the
dickens am | to know that the rotten
servantas are going on strike at noon
1—I mean-— Oh, corks! 1
think you're a lot of beasts to keep mw
here like this! Yow! Leggo my arm,
Handforth !"

‘I'ne snenk of the Remove was hell
firmnly,

* Undearstand this, Long,” I saul
grimly. ** If qyou breatho a word about
the strike to the Head, or to any
muaster, we'll bump you until you can’t
stand., If the Ilead gets to know, wou
shall be cerlain that you're the culprit,
so be careful. We'll give you one or
two bumps now, just as remindors.”

" You—you —— Yaroooooh !”

Bump !

Long ‘descended to the floor with n
crash,

* Uive
Handtorth,

Bump !

““ Yow—ow—ow!" yelled Long wildly.
“ You-—you rotters! I'll tell the Heaul
everything! I'll tell hun about the

*“ Look here!”
if you touch me,

from

—— .

sl

him another one!"
** One-—two—~threo--—

strike—-—- Yarooooh !”

Buamp !

“TH—Til—""

‘““ Well, what will you do?” de-
manded Handlorth fiercely. “ Witd
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gou tell the Head anything, or will you
e quet? Choose, you little worm!
Another fifteen bumps, or——"’

*“1—I won’t say angthing, you—you

cads!”’ gasped Long. ‘ Lemme go, you
beasts! I don't care if the servants |
strike! I'll tell the Head——" -

‘“ What !”” roared Handforth.

Bump !

** Yarooooh ! Yow-ow-ow-oooop !’
howled Teddy Long. ‘‘I—I won’t say
a thing! Ow! I'm sore all over!
—if you let me go now, I promise 1
won’t sneak !”’

" Better let the little rotter go now,
Handy,” 1 said. ‘““If he breaks his
word, we shall know all about it. He’s
the only outsider who knows the
secret, so if it gets out he’ll be the
culprit.” ‘

‘““ He’ll be sorry for weeks if he gives
the game away before to-morrow,”
said Handforth threateningly. ‘¢ Clear
off, Long, you little blighter!”

- 'T'eddy Long scooted away down the
passage. |

“Yah! Cads!’ he roared, after he
had reached the corner. ‘'‘Beasts!”

He fled as fast as his legs would
“carry him after that, for andforth
gave chase. But before Handforth could
capture Master Teddy, the bell rang for
supper, and the juniors trooped into
the dining-hall.

Everything was as usual.

Une or two of the servants certainly
seemed to be labourimg from some in-
ward excitement. But there was no
sign of an actual revolt. It seemed that
the staff had ‘accepted #he position.

But:this was not the case, as we all
knew,

And I want to emphasise once again

-that this prospective strike wag abso--

lutely and positively justified. UOf that
there wass not the shghtest doubt.
L'he St. Frank’s staff was paid a
smaller wage, on the average, than any
other school in the country of the
same standing.

liven the Banningtlon
School, which ‘did not pretend to be so
classy as St. Frank’s, paid its staff a
wage which amounted to nearly double

as much as that which was given to the
St. Frank’s crowd.

It was not as though the school was
i1 financial dificulties and could not
atford a proper wage. St. Frank’s
was -in a splendid position, and the
Governors were well aware of this. . The

rcast of commodities,

matter.

If |

Grammar |
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simple fact was that they. were obsti-

nate and benind the times. Tney--did
not seem to realise that, with the rising
it was necessary

that wages should rise “in proportion.

The question as to. whether it was
right or wrong did not enter into the
) Higher wages generally mean
Imgher prices,. and then, again, higlrer
wages, and so on, in the same vicious
circle,

I down’t pretend to knew much ahout

‘economcs, and certainly those kind of

matters don’t worry my head. But I
imew well enough that the St. Frank’s
statt, under the existing conditions,
were deserving of better treatment
than they had received. And, under the
circamstances, I was in favour of the
strike.

T'his somewhat surprised me, for, by
instinet, I Late strikes, and think they
ought to be avoided under all condi-
tions. But when an cmployer refuses
to seek reason, and when hé treats his
employees badly, it is time for some-
thing drastic to happen.

And something drastic was to happen
now, or, ‘at least, on the morrow.

The Remove looked forward to it as
something in the nafure of fun. The
1dea of the school being without a staff

was distinclly entertaining, and the
juniors would revel i1n the novel ex-
perience.

T'hey didn’t consider the affair

seriously ; they did not realise what it
actually meant. They simply wanteu
it for the fun of the thing.

And so when the Reniove went to
bed that night there was a general
feeling that the morrow would be worth
living for—that events were to take
place which would provide the term with
a sensation which would be long rve-
membered.

And the Remove

was undoubtedly
correct !

CHAPTER II.
*  On the Stroke of Twelve!

‘ O far so good,”” remarked Tommy

S Watson, as he lounged against

the big gateway with Tregellis-

West and me. ‘¢ Nothing thas

happened yet, and the Governors don’i

seem to suspect anything, either.”’
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« % They're _still here, dear old boys,”
oborved Sir Montic. 1 thought per-

haps they would return to London last |

(P

‘night
*““ They did return,” I interrupted.

‘“Begad! You are making a mistake,
dear old fellow,” declared Montie. ‘1
saw Sir Roger at the Head's window as
we crossed the Triangle.”

*““You might have seen Sir Roger, but
you' didn't see anybody else,”” I re-
marked. ¢ He's the only ofe who'd
been lcft behind—and pm'ﬁaps he’ll go
to-day—at -least, he might be preparing
to go. When the strike happens he’ll
change bis mind.”’

‘““Yes, rather,”” agreed Watson, grin-
ning. ‘‘I say, what a glorious day! Just
the kind of weather to encourage people
to chuck work.”

It was certainly a magnificent spring
morning. The sun was shining glori-
ously, and the fresh green leaves of the
trcos were stirred gently by a soft, warm
breeze. A few fleecy clouds hovered in
{he sky, and the day had the appearance
of June, rather than March.

Throughout the school there was no
indication that a drastic step was con-
{emplated.  Servants went about their
daily dutics in just the same manner as
usual. Gardeners were at work, and all
the members of tho staff scemed to have
nn idea whatever of coming out on strike.

*"arren, the porter, attired in his work-
1.2, green apron, was cleaning the brass-
work on the big gates with far more
vigour than usual. This seecmed rather
curious, end I wondered why he was ex-
. ponding so much energy.

“You feel like work this morning,
don't you, old son?”’ I asked, strolling
up. ,

'“Beg pardon, Master Nipper,"”
YWarren, pausing.

‘* What’s the i1dea of rubbing zo hard?’”’

“ Well, ve seo, young gent, I look at it
like this ’ere,”’ said- Warren. ‘' Like as
not these ‘orc gatos won’t be cleaned agin
for over a week, 8o I thought I might
as wol give ’emm an extra good doin’
this morning.”

‘“ Begad! Quite a brain wave, dear
. oll fellow,” murmured Montie. :

“Which I don’t properly understand,
Master Tregellis-West,”” said Warren.
“1 dunno about this ’ere strike. Some-
bow, I ain’t quite satisfied that we’re
goin’ to win. Mind ye, the money we

said
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get ain’t good enougl:;, but [ shouldn't
like to leave 8t. Frank's for all that.”

“You won't leave,” I said.  * You're
going to win the fight. Why. it's quite
possible thal the strike won’t last for
mora than half-an-hour.”

Warren scratched his head.

“I don't foller, sir,”’ hoe said.

“Why, when Sir Roger Stone finds
that you're determined—when he sees
you all in the Triangle, ready to marcn
out of the school-—he’ll probably cave
in,” [ replied. ““ He'll be only too will-
g to grant your terms, so that von
shall all go back to your work. A school

iiko t’his without servants would be help-
)
ess,

“I do 'ope as you're right, Master
Nipper,” said Warren. brightening up.
“If there’s one thing I ’ate more than
another, it's unpleasantness. It'Il he fusl
class 1f we can get back to work without
‘urdly any delay. But will Sir Rogoer
be abla to decide it like that?”

“Of course he will,”" T replicd.  ““ Te's
the chairman of the Governors, and in
an emergency he ean decide the matter
without consulting the. others.”

“ But what if he don't consent, Master
Nippar?"

“ Then
strike."’

“For ‘ow long?"

“Until yvou win." .

“But that may not be for weeks.”
argued Warren. who did not seem to bo
very much of an enthusiast. *‘ And wot
about my work? Who'll do that whtla
I'm strikin? Everything will get hor-
ribly black and dirty, an’ it'll mean
dout;lc the work arterwards.”

“That's one of the ponalties yvou'll
have to pay.”’ I remarked. *“ Anyhow,
you keep a stiff upper lip, Warren, ol:l
son, and everything will be all serenc.
There's certainly no need to worry your-
self. I suppose the staff iz solid?”’

* The staff 18 which, sir?"”

““ Solid—all in agreement, I mean!"’

“Every man an’ every gal, sir,” said
Warren. ‘“ We're comin’ out all at ance,
and theve ain't a single black foot!”

“ Black foot!” T grinned.

“"I"hat‘s wot Broome said, anvhow

“You mean blackleg!” chuckled Wat-
son.

“Woll, T knew it was something of
that sort,”” said Warren, continuing his
rubbing. ‘“1I do 'ope as the strike ends

you'll have to remain on
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quick, that's all. If there’s one thing}
I hate, it’s being idle! 1'm a rare man
for work!”

‘“ Yes, I've noticed it,”” grinned Wat-
son.

The porter looked after us suspiciously
as we walked away.

not quite truthful. He had never dis-

played any particular hkmi for hard|y
work, and it was not likely he was dif-
ferent now.

The majority of the fellows had no
idea that a strike was to come about
that day, and there were all serts ot
opinions passed by the juniors. In the
Aicient House lobby
cussing the po-,ltlon
stnke for weecks,” declared Owen major.

“It’s my belief the servants have de-
cepted the termy—twenty-five per oent
increase. It's something, anyhow.”

‘“ Only bhalf what they wanted,” said
ITubbard. * Even tifty per cent. was
moderate, taking everything into con-
sideration. If the servants have accepted |
half what they were out for—well, thcy
don't deserve any giddy sympathy.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

Handforth grinned.

“You wait, my sons—you wait,”’ he
smd I‘antPI'IOILSlV
- Eh? Wait for what?"

‘“For what you will
Handforth.

He strolled off, leaving the other fel-
lows staring after him.

‘““ He’s dotty,” declared Canham.
“Wait, eh? We shell have to wait a
good time if we're going to see a strike!
The servants are a lot of blessed funks!”

This was the general opinion—and it
waa all the better. For there was not
likely to be any warning of the coming
surprise.

el

see,” replied

Morning lessons commenced. and the |

Remove settled itself down to work.
Only a few of us looked forward with
unusual eagerness to noon. At twelve
o’clock we should be released, and i1t was
at,that hour that the strike would com-
mence.

“T’m not altogether impressed with
the hour, you know,”” murmured Hand-
forth, while the Form-master’s back was
turned.

“Kh?’ whispered Mc(Clure.

*“ Twelve o’clock is a fat-headed hour}
‘“How

to strike,”” muttered flandforth.
the dickens shall we get on for dinner?

His remark was

a crowd was dis-}
*““ There'll be no}
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With all the servants gone, we sha.’n’b
"have any grub prepared——
| ‘“ Handforth!™ said Mr.
severely.
“Yes, su?’
“You were talking!?
‘“Was I, sir?”

“You are well aware that you were

C row_ell

talking, Handforth.”” snapped Moy.
Crowell. ““ You will please write me
fifty lines.”

 Handforth groaned and glared at Mec-
Clure.
“You silly ass!” he hissed.
your fault—”
“Dry up, you fatheaded duffer!”

Handforth only just dried up in time,
for Mr. Crowell turned again. And les-
sons proceeded smoothly until the school-
clock boomed out the hour of twelve.
Fortunately we got out of the class-room
ton the stroke.

‘“ Into the Triangle, my sons!*’ I said
b”l\]\l

€ GOOd !”

‘““ What’s the 1dea?”’ asked Owen major..

“ ¥ou’ll see—if you come,’” I replied..

A good number of the juniors crowdel
out mnto the Triangle. There was cer-

tainly nothing munch to see. The sun

was shining brilliantly, of course. and
Warren was hovering about the gateway
| —but there was no crowd of servants.

“ Twelve o’clock i1s twelve o’clock,”
 nantly.
- ““Give ’em a chance,” grinned Church.
‘““ They're °upposed to leave their jobs at
twelve. They can’t all be out here 1n a
second.”
~ “Twelve o’clock
argued Handforth.
‘““ Well, Warren’s there!” I said. ‘“ He's
got out of his uniform, too. That’s a
sure sign. Hallo!, Here come more '’

Broome, and the four other gardeners
appcared from the Head’s garden. They
were all smart and tidy, and it was nb
vigus that they had “ chucked” wovk.
They had hardly appeared before Murs.
I Poulter emerged from the rear of the
Ancient Hmne followed by a dozen girls
—secullery and kitchen and housemaids.
Then came Tubbs and a few othees.

** What the dickens is happening?”’
‘asked Owen major in surprise.
‘“ Can’t you see?’ grinned Watson.
“My hat! There’s ancther etowd

'commg from the College Houﬂe 12 e;acu-
latedd Canham. :

“ Tt was

-

13 twelve o’clock,”’
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It was true.  The College House staff,
rauch smaller than the Ancient IIouse
was beginning to appear.

They came across the Triangle in an
prderly throng, and joined the others
in the vicinity of the gateway. Before
ten minutes had elapsed practically
every servant of St. Frank's was in the

Triangle. .
“ My only hat!"” exclaimed Hubbard.

‘They must be mad.”
‘“ Rats!"' said Handforth.

out on strike!”’
¢ “ l, at- 99}
““ On—on strike ?”’ gasped Owen major.
“Yes, you ass!”’
“W ell I'm jiggered!”’
“It’s a strike—the
downed tools!™
“ Hurrah!”
“ Good luck to ’em!”’

‘1 shouldn’t make too much fuss, if
I were you,”” I remarked. ¢ They're on
strike now, but it may be all over in an
hour or two. We're in sympathy with
the ’staﬁ' but there's no need to go too
far.

““ Hear,
“Rot'”
a cheer!”
““ Hurrah!”’

“ Good luck to the strikers !

“Stick to vour guns, and vou’ll win.’

“ Down with tyranny!”

““ Down with sweating!

“ Down with everything!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The juntors crowded round the strikers
in an excited throng, and there was a
considerable commotion in the Triangle.
Sentors came out and looked on with ex.
pressions of stern disapproval—although.
actually, they were as much in favour of
tiie strike as anybody.

'The fellows did not lose sight of the
fact that if the staff remained out, there
was a distinct possibility of the school
Leing sent home. - And this, as everybody
agreed, was decndcdly good

The fags cheered wildly. They cheered
for the sakce of cheering, because most
of thein were too young to understand
the issuc. They would probably have
cheered just the same if the strikers had
Leon quilo in the wrong.

W ell what do you think about it, old
son?"’ asked the Hon Douglas Single-
ton, of the Remove, touching my arm.,

“ They're

servants have

hear,”” said Watson.
said Handforth. ¢ Give ’em

"‘
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I turned and smiled at the former
spendthrift,
“Well, it 5 1at|10v difficult to say jus!

now, Duggy,” I repued. * But if Sir
Roger Stonc has got an ounce of sensc,
he’lt admit himself beaten. That's all.
Anyhow, the staff means to win.”

“Good.” said Singleton. “I'm with
then all along the bally line.  But,
somehow, I don’t believe that they'll get
their victory straight off. Sir Roger will
be sensible if he caves in at once—but hn
won't, if I'm any judge of character.”

“Well, we shall soon see,’” I obseryed,
nodding my head.

Singleton looked across the Triangle
in the dirvection of the ITead’s private
residence. The door had just opened.
and Sir Roger Stone stood there. Be-
hind him was the Headmaster, and botli

[ of them wore expressions of considerable

astonishment.

“Now for the ziddy storm!”
Watson.

Sir Roger carme striding across the Tri-
angle, after pausing to have a few words
with the Head. Dr. Stafford remained
behind-—probably upon Sir Roger’s ad-
vice.

The chairmman of the
jammed his eyeglasses on his nose just
l:efore he arrived at the crowd of
strikers. He came to a halt in front
of them, set his legs apart, and glared
with anger.

““What i1s the meaning of this?”’ e
demanded hotly. ‘ How dare you leave
your posts and come out here in this
absurd manner? 1 demand an answer
at once.”

Sir Roger finished up by staring fully

grinned

Governors

at Warren. And Warren’s knees felb
rather shaky.

““ Which 1t's t:m wayv, siv,”’ he said
huskilv. ““Me an' these others—which I
ncan to say, the others and me—— Or,
to put it more plain, all of us together,
has decided to—to My heye! You

sce, sir, we thought—whlch 1s, they
thought—"’

“Confound 1t, man, can't you specak
luctdly ?”’ roared Sir Roger.

Warren drew himself up.

“ Which I ain't drunk, if that’s what
you mean, sir!"”" he exclaimed warmly.

-1 ain’t been drunk since—— I ain’t
never been drunk at al! " he added
hastily. “ And it ain’t fair to—"’
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“T never suggested you were drunk,

-you infernal 1diot!” shouted Sir Roger.

,*' Is thore nobody here. who can speak
plamnly? I demand to know the mean-
mg cof this extraordinary scene.”

Broome, the head gardener, came
hurrving up. He was the recognised
lcader - of the strikers, for he was an
hcnest, capable man, with a clear head,
and a fine record. He had been in the
service of the St. Frank’s Governors for
2 good many years, and he was an ex-
{remely valuable man.

He was by no means an agitator, and
he had mainly consented to accept the
leadership i1n this affair so that he could
curb any attempt at hotheaded violence
among the younger strikers—if there was
any evidence of such violence. So far,

it was happy to state, there had been |

none..

“Tt’s all right, Warren, T'll speak to
>ir Roger,” sard Broome.

~““Obh, you will, will you?’ exclaimed
the chairman sourly. “Let me tell
you, my man, that I will not stand any
nonsense from you—let me tell you that
plainly! Unless :you can offer me a
very good explanation of this astounding
scene, I shall be compelled to take very
serious- action.”’

“The fact 1s, sir, you gave me your
decision last night as being final,”” said
Broome. ‘ You told the deputation, ot
which 1 was the héad, that it was im-
possible to grant our very reasonable re-
nuest——"’

‘“ Reasonable !”” snorted Sir
‘“ Reasonable, be hanged, sir!
and nonsense, sir.
practically amounts to a demand, was
nothing better than a ridiculous
absurdity. Fifty per cent. increase, eh?
You may think yourselves very lucky to
be granted half that amount.’’

Broome nodded.

*“The staff held a meeting after you
had given -your decision, sir,”” he said.
'“ We took 1t that you had spoken your
last word-—"

‘““ And so I had,” shouted Sir Roger.
“ What I said was final!”’

““I am very sorry to hear that, sir,”
said Broome quietly. ‘“ A resolution
was ‘passed by us all that we should go
on strike, and so we’ve all come out—
every -employce of the heusehold staff,
from both Houses.”

Roger.
Stuff

. ‘-ﬂ A 5
'

.‘L.. _JL‘G

‘roared the baronet.

‘work !

Your request, which
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Sir Reger seemed about te explode.
“ On—on strike!” he - thundered.
““Yes, sin’’ |
““You—you  impertinent  rascal!”’
“ You dare to stand
there and tell me that you have struck
This—this is staggering! Every-
body here will return to his post, at
once—at once, I say! As for you, Brush,
you will receive your notice at once.”
“ My name 1s Broome, sir!”’

'““I don’t care what your name is!”
shouted Sir Roger. ¢ Broome or Brush
—i1t makes no difference—I intend to
sweep you out, neck and crop. Yes,
sir,- neck and crop! You are the leader
of this infamous rnovement——"’

““We're all in it together,
shouted 'I'ubbs stoutly.

““Yes, sir!”

“ It ain’t fair to sack Broome, sir!”

" Silence!” thundered Sir Roger.
‘"* Broome will leave at once! And, as
for the rest of you, you will return to
your various duties without. furthesr
delay. And, in consequence of this act
of 1nsubordination, your advance in
wages will only ‘be twenty per cent.,
and not twenty-five! That is my final
decision.”

A murmur of anger went up from
the strikers. Sir Roger Stone was cer-
tainly not diplomatic,. and he was the
very last man in the world to deal with
such a situation as this, |

Nothing was more calculated (o
stiffen the strikers’ backs than the
words he had last uttered. Sir Roger
not only refused to meet the de-
mfandls, but he actually reduced his own
olter!

1t finally put the seal of determina-
tion on the strike.

** Now!” he roared. ‘‘Get back ro
your duties, you—you foolish people!”’

“I'm sorry sir; but nobody will re-
turn to duty until we receive your
promse of a fifty per cent. increase,”’
said Broome quietly.

** Confound you!”  shouted  Sir
Rqger. ‘‘1 will have nothing more to
do with you, Broome! You are no
longﬁr a member of the school staft

"

Sir,

** We won’t none of us return unt:l
we get the fifty cents!” said Warren
warmly.

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”
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** We're altogether!” shricked one of
the maidservants.

‘* xes, all of us!”

**We won't go back until we’ve got
what we want!”’

‘** Hurrah!”’

.Sir Roger fairly danced with rage.
.*“T'his—this is  outrageous!’ he
shouted, nearly boiling over. ‘1 com-
mand you to return—— Good gracious !
What are you doing? Where are you
going to? Confound it, I insisl upon

Sir Roger paused, fairly at a loss
for words. The strikers, to his utler
amazement, were walking out of the
gateway, i1n a steady file, and they took
no notice whatever of his threats.

It was staggering.

Instead of returning to their duties, as
he ordered, they were leaving the school.
Nothing could have been more defiant.
And the more Sir Roger raved, the less
notice the strikers took of him.

“ Hurrah !’ roared Handforth. * Good
luck to the strikers! Stick it out, ana
you'll win !”’

“Hurrah!”

‘““ Three cheers for the staff!”

Sir Roger turned upon the shouling
juniors fiercely.

‘** Silence !”’ he thundered. *‘ How—
how dare you uphold this scandalous act
of insubordination? How dare you?”

“ We're only upholding right, sir!”
shouted Handforth. *‘’These people
deserve what they’'re asking for, and the
whole school thinks they ought (o get
it !’

“ Hear, hear!”

- ““ Well spoken, Handy!”

““ How—how dare you?’ stultered
Sir Roger, his face purple with rage.
“ Good gracious! Has everybody gone
mad in tnis establishment? Are you all
insane ? Go into your houses at once,
you impudent puppies!”

The juuiors were too excited to take
any notice of the order, and there was a
rush for the gates. A huge crowd stood
outside in the road, cheering the strikers
as they marched down towards the
village.

Ard Sir Roger, full realisation upon
him at last, turned on his heel, and
stammped away towards the Head's
private door.

The blow had fallen—the school was
on strike! '

I CITAPTER III.

HANDFORTH MAKES HIMSELF USEFUL,

“ ELL, it's come!"” said Reginaia
\R/ Pilt comfortably. * Here wu

are, in a school wilhout any
giddy servants, and there's no
telling what will happen next."

‘“ It's rather a problem,’ T said. ‘“ The
masters will have a bit of trouble, I'm
afraid. Without any servants, nolhing
can be done. It's pretty doubtful
whether we shall get any dinner, in
fact.”

*“ Great doughnuts!"’ gasped [Fally
Little, in alarm. “ No—no dinner?"

‘*I don’'t suppose so.”

* Bult—but that's awful!”’ pantod tnhe
fat boy. ‘‘ We—we must have dinner,
you know ! Great pancakes! And l've
been in sympathy with the strikers al
the time!”

‘““IHa, ha, ha!"

‘““They ought to be ashumed of them-
selves, going off like this—just before
dinner!” exclaimed Fatty. * What are
we going to do? How about grub?
At's—it’s awful! Surely the ook could
have stayed behind "

‘“ My dear chap, the staff was solid.
and it was really impossible to have it
otherwise,”” inlerrupted Pitt, *‘If the
thing's going to be a success, the only
way 1s tor the whole crowd to gn on
pstrike at once.”

‘“ Hear, hear!"”

‘““ And now we've got lo sit lLight, and
see what happens,” I remarked. ‘' It'll
be rather curious to watch how the
Heoad deals with the problemi. The only
right thing to do 1s to get the strikers
back, Dbefore they increase theit
demands."”’

““They won't do that, dear old boy.’
said Sir Montie. ** They ain’t extrem-
1sts, begad! They’ve simply asked for a
fair wage, an' are standin’ up for their
rights. That'’s all. DBroome won't allow
the hotheads to get the upper hand.”” *#

“Well, we shall see,”’ remarked De
Valerie. ‘ For the present, we're in a
decidedly big hole here, anu there’s no
telling YIOW we shall get out of it.
Perhaps they’ll get somne servants in
from Bannington——"’

“Huh! They'd better try it!"’ said
Handforth. ‘" We're not going to have
any giddy blacklegs! Not likely ! Tf Siv
Roger tries to get some new servants in,
he’ll find that the school 13 not omy

1
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symbathelic—but ready for action!”

‘““ Yes, rather!”

‘““We won’t stand any blacklegs !”’

‘“ Now, then, you kids, you’re wanted
in the hall at once!” exclaimed Morrow,
hustling into the lobby.
got to go—the whole school.”’

“ My hat!” exclaimed Pitt. *‘‘Per-
haps it means that we’re going to be
sent home !”’ '

** Hurrah !”

The juniors were excited.

They hurried into Big Hall as fast as
they could go, and when they arrived
they found the Fifth and Sixth trooping
in, to say nothing of the fag Forms,
Within fifteen minutes the whole schoot
was assembled, and Big Hall was filled
with a buzz of subdued, excited voices.

Then the Headmaster appeared. .

1t was as though a magic spell had
fallen over the big crowd. The murmur
ceased, and a dead silence reigned.
livery boy of St. Frank’s had the very
greatest respect for their reverend Head.

‘** Boys, 1 have something to say to
you,” exclaimed Dr. Stafford gravely.
** 1t is quite unnecessary for me to tell
you what has happened, for you all
know. ‘T'he entire staif of this school
has acted in a very foolish manner.
has gone out on strike at a moment’s
notice, leaving us pract.ically helpless.”

- xocd luck to ’em, sir!”’

‘“ We agree with the strikers, sir

“ They deserve all they asked for!”’

* Ahem !”” coughed the Head. ‘It is
not «iplomatic for me to state my per-
sonal opinion, boys—"

‘“ You agiee with us, sir!”
Handforth. ¢ We all know it.”

‘“ Yes, rather!”’

“ You're fair, sir—fair and square!”

‘« Hurrah for Dr. Stafford !”

** Boys—boys! You must reilly curb
your excitement!”’ exclaimed the Head
sternly. ‘I thank you for your compli-
ments, but you must understand that
®Wis is a very serious business,-and, all
said and done, the staff ought not to
have left us in such o manner. 1 will
admit that the Governors’ decision was
final, but the staff took it rather too
literally. However, the blow has ,f,allen,
and we must make the best of 1t.”" .

‘* Are the servants coming back, sir?

‘““ Are ?rou going ta grant them their
demands ?”’ .

“ 1t is not for me to grant anything,
boys,” said Dr. Stafford. ‘‘That rests

'),

roared

bR

** Kverybody’s | !
I urge all of you not to get excited, and

It {

1

‘the trouble will be swiftly settled.

rather
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entirely with the Goveinors, and I can
‘only hope that this regretiable affair will
‘soon be settled. It is quite possible that
‘the trouble will last only a few hours,
but I am afraid that we cannot accept

this optimistic view. In the meantime,
to help in every way you can—help to
reduce the difficulties under which . wo
are at present placed.”

‘“ Yes, rather, sir!”

_“?Aren't we going to he sent home,
sir 7"’

““Ha. ha, ha!”’

“There 18 no intention, at the
moment, of closing the school,’”’ said the
Head. ‘‘If we can rub along for a day
or two as we are, there 18 no doubt thlau
n
any case, nothing will be done hurriedly.
Agam, 1 urge you to k€ep your heads.
You are free to have your own opinion
with regard to this dispute—and I fancy
I know what your opinion is—but 1 waut
you to keep out ofp the actual dispute.
Remain onlookers, and all will be well I”?

“Hurrah !”’

“We'll keep calm, sir!”

“1 really hope so, boys,” said the
Head. ** And now I want each Form
to go to 1its classroom. You will not be
detained long, I may add. The various
Form masters will address a few words
to you, and then you will be releaseq,
But every boy must attend in the class-
‘oom. Dismiss!”’

The school trooped out of Big Hall,
wondering.

" Queer Ydea!’’ observed Somerion.
‘““Why on earth have we got to go into
the Form-room? It’s not time for
lessons !’ .

** Oh, there’s something special on!”
said Handforth. ‘I expect we’re going
L0 receive some more dope from old
Crowell now. But if he thinks he can
change our view, he’s on the wrong
tack. There’ll be nothing doing.”

** Rather not!”’ agreed Church. “ We
mean to stand by the staff all along the
line. But I don’t think Crowell wiﬁ try
to work us round, because he’s of the
same opinion as we are.”’ . '

“*Yes; he may be a strict bounder,
but. he’s a sport.”” said Handforth.
‘* He’s one of the best in St. Frank’s.”

'The Remove reached the Form-room,
and the fellows got into their places
unwillingly.  For it was, of
course, their own time now, and it didn’t
seem right to he in the classroom.
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. -Mr. Crowell came bustling in.

“ 1'm glad to find, boys, that you have
responded to the Headmaster’s appeal
8o promptly!” he exclaimed, adjusting
his eyeglasses. ‘“ Well, I shall only
detain you a few moments.”

“ That’s good, sir!”

“ I merely wish to tell you of the im-
prompiu plans we have made,”’ said Mr.
Crowell. *‘ You must all realise, boys,
that we are in a somewhat extraordinary
position., We are a school without ser-
vants, and, unless we fend for ourselves,
we shall not only starve, but suffer other
mconveniences.’’

““By chutney!’’ said Fattly Little.
**I call starving rmore than an incon-
venience, sir!”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Perhaps you ave right, Little!”
smiled Mr. Crowell., ‘‘ Well, the fact
remains  that dimnertime 1s  rapadly

approaching and the kitchen is deserled.
Unless we- wish to go dinnerless, we
must set ourselves to work.”

*“ Yes, rather, sir,”’ said Fatly.

“You are doubtless aware that the
junior school is provided for by a separ-
ale kitchen,”" proceeded Mr. Crowell.
‘* Therefore, I am culling for volunteers
from the Remove. since the Remove 1s
the senior form of the junior school. 1
think half a dozen of you will be quite
sufticient; more of you would only
cause confusion.”

“I'm ° game,
promptly.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ I was sure that I could cvount upon
you, Little,”” nodded. Mr. Crowell.
““ Well, Nipper, won’t you volunteer?”’
. ¢t Certainly, sir,”’ I replied.

Two dozen other hands went up, and
Mr. Crowel! shook his head.

“T am afraid I cannot choose you alil,
boys,”” he said. ‘I am gratified to find
that you are sc willing to help in this
time of trial. Well, I -will make the
choice myself, and you must do your
best to provide an eatable meal.”

The other four temporary cooks were
Handforth, Watson, Pitt, and De
Valerie. As soon as the matter had been
decided, the Form was dismissed, and I
led the way to the kitchens. Everybody
was hungry, so it was certain that we
should get busy.

Several members of the Fifth were
already in the senior kitchen, although
they were sufliciently removed from us
to avoid any clash ov rivairy.

gir!”  said Fatty

|
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‘'We found everything quile orderly.
‘L'he kitchen staff had continued 1s
duties 1n a correct manner until nonn
had struck—when they downed tools.

There was still a fire in the huge
range, and great bowls of peeled pota-
toes were ready, which was a big cou-
sideration. Several huge puddings were
also steaming on the stove, so it seeme.l
that we should not have much to do.

**Oh, 1t’s easy!"” declared Faliy,
“ We shall be able to serve up dinner

at the ordinary time. I'll see about
these potatoes.”
“Good!” said Handforth. ¢ But

there won't be half enough there. Some
of you chaps had better get busy on th.
job"of peeling another supply. Buck
up !”’

““ And what are you going to do?”’
asked Pitt.

“I've got more important work on
nand,”’ said Handforth, peeling off his
jacket and rolling up his sleeves. ‘“ What
about the meat? To-day is Irish stew
day, ain't it? Yes—there you ave!
Kverything’s all ready to put into the
giddy saucepan.”

On one of the side tubles stood a
number of dishes, piled up with cut
carrots and peeled onions and chunks of
meat. Handforth went over to the
table, and was about to handle the meat,
when De Valerie grabbed his arm.

““ Wash your hands first, you dirty
bounder !”’ he exclaimed. ¢ They're all
olver ink, and goodness knows what
else.”’

** Ink ain't poison,”’ said Handforth,

and we can’t afford to be particular,
You can leave this stew to me; I'll mnaka
it. I. know all about stews. I'll make
something that will absolutely surprise
ou!”
Y “1’ll bet you will!"" I agreed. ‘1
think Fatly had better take charge of
the stew, my sons. I shall enjoy 1t all
the more !”’

““ Yes,” agreed Little.
stew——"" ' .

‘““ If you come near me, James Liltle,
I'll punch your fat nose !’ roared Hand
forth. “ I'm making the stews, and 1
don’t want any rot!"”

*Yes; but lyook here—

““ You can go and eatl coke " snappea
Handforth. ‘* The stew's my job, and
I'll fight any chap who tries to butt in!
Co and cook the greens—go and set the
tables=—there's heaps to be done!”

** You'd better let him have his own

#

“TI'll make the

L
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way,” L put in, - “I pity lhe stew, but
if we stop here mgumg, there won't be
any dinner at all.”’

Mandforth had his own way, mainly
for the sake of peace. And he c.eltamly
bustled about with a will.

Before five minutes had elapsed, the
stew was on the stove, in a great caul-
dron,'and before long it bonled away
moully, and appetising odours arose on
the atmosphere. The potatoes were soon
on, and we were all kept very busy.

X “There’s a funny niff!"” remarked

Pitt suddenly.

“Eh?” smd Handforth.
those potatoes——"’

"¢ More likely to be your giddy stew 1"’
said Falty Little, sniffing the air.
nene of my busme%q and I'm not going
lo interfere. But it Td been makmg
~that stew I'd put more water m.’

““ Tt must be

"¢ Water!” exclaimed Handforth., “A
fat lot you know about stews! You
want to let the natuml juices come out

of the vegetables,”
the lid off the huge cauldron
pip! “What the dickens—-""
He backed away, for a huge cloud of
‘:moke came ?}ut ?E the cau]dron
al

he added Pu]lmg

It 5 all very well to laugh!”’ }oaled'

Fatty,- ¢ Our dinner’s ruined !”.

‘“Rats,” said Handforth. * The stew’s
only Lﬂl‘lgllt a bit!”’

This was the literal truth.

The fire was rather too fierce, and the
stew having been placed in the cauldron
without any water, the meat had natur-
ally been burning. The juices which had

come from the vegetables had rapidly
dnod up.

Handforth, of course, went to the other
extreme at onee, and pomed in about a
iallon of water, dmwmng the stew com-
)]l‘((‘IV

“You ass!? said Wataon.. “It'll be
like dishwater now.” P

“Rot! All that water will boil away,
and a rich gravy will be left,” said Hand-
lovth. **I know all gbout it—<you can’t
teach me !’

The work proceoded fairly evenly after
that, and there was not much trouble,
The potatoes were cooked at last, and
the cabbages scemed to be all right—at
least, Falty was satisfied with .them.
ltultv was also attending to the puddmgq
which were steaming merrily.

“Well, we shall have plenty to eat,
cven if the stew falls,” remarked Pitt.

22
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| flavouring to make. it rich.
finish that makes it appetising.”

choose the sauce!

added all sorts of concoctions.
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“ These puddmgs are fu]I Of cmmnfﬂ i

by the smell of ’em, and evelybody 3
fond of currant duff. You'd bette1 tal\e
one out and see 1if 1t’s done, Fatty.”

Little proceeded ta do so, but Hdnl-
forth butted in. He seemed to mmagine
that he was in sole charge of the opela
tions. \ |
While I atty opened the bl stea.mel'
Handforth bustled about “nh a, blo'
fork—with which to ‘“try” the pud-
dings. He had been in the act of wash-
ing’ his hands when he- started this
operation, and he was rather soapy.

‘““ Better go easy,” I said. “ We don’t
want the puddmgs to taste of soa ??

“ Oh, they’ll be all right,” -declared
Handforth. “If you leave everything
to me, there’s no need to worry. Look
out, you fat ass! I’'m being scalded.”

Between the pair of them, they finally
decided that the currant duffs were done,
so the steamer was placed aside. Then
Handforth got on with ‘his stew—for
everything else was 1eady

“ All it wants now is the ﬁmshing
touch—and that’s everything,” said
Handforth. “ A stew requires careful
treatment, my sons.” You need sauce and
It's just the

‘“There are some ‘sauces l)er_e, - said
Pitt. ““ I’ll give you some——"’ .
“““ Rats!” roared Handforth. - ' T’ll

We want qomc{hm&
thick—something rich and good!’ -

He" strode across the kitchen to the
shelf, and selected a large bottle of.
thick sauce. He apparently judged it

by its appearance, and not by the label.

For he poured the sauce into the. stew
without even glancing at the label.

Then he selected other bottles and
And at
last the stew was ready to be served.

“ Ripping I’ said Handforth, smackin
his lips.  ** This’ll be the be it stew we've
ever taated” 3
- ““ Better bave a taste now,”’ I adwsed

¢ Just to make sure.’

““No. A cook who tastes his own
g,lub isn’t any good,” said Handforth.
I know this is all nght so I'm nob
gomg to have any tasters.” |

““ Oh, all nght > 1T grinned.
your own way,

But I was doubtful. I had casmlly
glanced at tho sauce bottles which Handy
had been using— and, somehow, 1 did

“Have
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not fancy that the stew would be im-
proved. It was a meat stew, and an-
chovy sauce could not possibly make it
taste better.  TFurthermore, powdered
chilis were not quite suitable, when
thrown 1n with such_a liberal hand as
Handforth had used. He was probably
altracted by the appearance of the stuff,
and thought it would improve matters.

The Irish stew, in my opinion, would
be a failure!

-y —

CHAPTER 1V.
NOT QUITE A SUCCESS.

e PLENDID, boys—splendid!” ex-
S claimed Mr. Crowell approv-
ingly. “ You have done excel-

- lently. The dinner appears to
be quite professional!”

Handforth beamed.

““ That's good, sir,”” he said. “I was in
charge, yon know.”

‘“ Really, Handforth,” said Mr.
Crowell. **Well, the dinner does you
credit—if it tastes as well as it looks.”

“It’'ll be lovely, sir—take my word
for 1t.”

The dining-hall was packed. A good
many fellows. had been told oft to act
as waiters, and the novelty of the affair
appealed to the juniors. The Fifth and
Sixth seemed to be rather bored.

The stew was served out, and potatoes
and cabbage added. Then, when every-
body had his dinner before him, grace
was sad.

Then the meal commenced.

Handforth tasted one forkful. gulped,
and looked alarmed. Then. with a firm,
resolute expression on his face, he stood
uu.

** Stop!” he shouted, before anyone
could eat.

Mr. Crowell looked up, astonished.

‘- Handforth!” he exclaimed. ‘ What
on earth 13 the matter?”

¢“ ]I wish to say something, sir!”’

““ Well, say it, my boy,”’ said the Form
master.

“1 think we arve traitlors to the staff.”
shouted Handforth, sweeping the Re-
move table with his gaze.

ing as blacklegs—"
* Handforth '’ thundered Mr. Crowel!.'

‘““We are act- |

-

13

“It's a fact, sir, and I feel bound

| to say 1t} went on Handforth firmly.

**It only just occurred to me, you know.

We've been preparing this food, and

now we are sitting down to cat it'”’
““Yes, rather!” said I'atty Laittle.

“Don’t cat!” roared Handforth. * It's
not fair! It's treachery'”
‘“How dare youw. Handforth®"” de.

| manded Mr. Crowell, jumping up. ¢ Sit

down at once—do you hear? Have you
taken leave of your senses?”
Handforth set his jaw.

““No, sir!” he replied resolutely. ¢ As

| a matter of fact, I've just come to my

senses! I've just realised what wo're
doing! To eat this dinner would be an
act of treachery to the school staff !”
“My hat!”
“Sit down, you silly ass!”
““ Dry up, Handy!” |
“T.refuse to dry up!” roared Hand-
forth, wiping his mouth rather hastily
for some reason. ‘I have taken up tins
stand, and I urge every fellow here to
support me. We are in sympathy with
the strike—that’s well known—therefora

‘'we mustn't do a single thing to defecat

the strikers! We're not blacklegs, and
it’s up to us to prove our sympathy for
the staff by getling .up in a body and
walking out of the dining-hall. And
after this we mustn’t do a stroke of
work—except lessons!”

“ Mad!” said Pitt. ¢ He’s dotty!”

““ Handforth, you will sit down at
once,” said Mr. Crowell angrily. “I
will not allow you to continue this absurd
scene——"'

“I'm sorry, sir, but I must insist!”
shouted Handforth. “ Who's going to
back me up?” _ '

Nobody seemed to be inclined to
accept. L.

“Rats! said Fatty Little. ¢ This
dinner’s prepared now, and we're going
to cat 1it!”’

“ Hear, hear!”

“ There may be something in whas
Handy says.,” remarked De Valerie.
““ But now that we've gone so far, we
might as well wait until after dinner.
Strictly speaking, we oughtn’'t {o havo
done any work at all-—because, by work-
ing, we're helping to_defeat the strike.
But I'm hungry, and I'm going to eat!

“ Hear, hear!”

‘““ Rather!" N

Handforth waved his arms witdly,
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“The first chap who eats will be 2
tiaitor!”’ he roared in alarm.

‘““ The first chap who eats will
poisoned, you mean,” I murmured softly.

Mr. Crowell sat down.

* Handforth. you will write me two
hundred lines for insubordination,”” he
‘““ Now, boys, get on with
your dinner!”’

Handforth gave one Jook round—a Iqok
nf despair, almost. Me saw
juniors sampling the stew. and Hand-
forth sat down abruptly, with a set ex-
pression on his rugged face.

““Ow! Yarvooh!”’” howled Watson sud-
denly.

‘““ Watson! What on earth .

'Tommy whipped out his handkerchief,
and buried his face in it. =

“1'm poisoned!”’ he gasped wildly,
looking up. “ I’'m burnt all up! Oh,
great Scot! I—I—— Yarooh!”

“Gug-gug-gug-grooh I’ moaned Pitt
famtly., .

Groans and wails came from all sides
of the table, and Mr. Crowell looked
round. 1in alarm.

He had not yet tasted the stew. I had
wixely refrained also. Somehow, 1
Jidn't care for the odour which arose
fiom 1t. |

Fatty  Tittle, however, had eaten
several mouthfuls, and was still going
drong. His appetite was so enormous
tlrat he was able to stick it. At the same
time. T noticed that he was mainly attack-
itz the potatoes and cabbage.

“* Great pip!”’ exclaimed Hubbard.
¢ This—this stuif’s horrilile ! It—it tastes
of hsh, and boot pohish, and soap, and
it's like fire! My mouth’s burnt up—
and I only had one taste!”

The gasps and groans were still con-
tinning.

** Boys, what is the meaning of thisx?”
d¢demanded Mr. Crowell angrily. “Is
this supposed to be some idea of a joke?
1f so, I do not care for 1t, and I shall
punish you severely unless you cease
th:s nonsense at once.” ]

‘“Oh, my goodness.” said Watson
fuintly. * Taste the stew, sir!”

Mr. Crowell regarded his plate sus-
piviously.

““T am not altogether sure that I re-
quire my dinnes, my boy,” he said. **1
shall partake of my meal later. How-
ever, just to satisfy myself that you are
making a fuss over wething, I will take
o mouthful.”

"

be }
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He did so, and Handforth watched
with horror.

Mr. Crowell’s face, a moment later,
was a study. - He went red, made a wild
grimace, and then gulped hard.

‘““Good—good heavens!* he panted
thickly. ‘“Give me some water—some
water, quick! Oh, my goodness!’”’

" He took one gulp, and then pushed
the glass aside, _

“ Who—who 1is responsible for this
ghastly concoction?’’ he demanded.

“ Handforth, sir!” roared the whole
Remove.

* I—I—I—I—" gasped Handforth.

““I have never tasted such a vile mix-
ture in all 'my experience!” exclaimed
Mr. Crowcll, wiping his mouth. ‘It is
not only uneatably hot, but there is a
horribly fishy flavour which has quite
turned my stomach. Have you been
using chilis, Handforth?’

“I—I only put some sauce and stulf
in, sir,” said Handforth. ‘‘I thought it
would improve it, you know!”

“I’'m afraid, Handforth, that you
have made a terrible mess of the wholo
dginner,” said Mr. Crowell. ‘¢ This stew
1S quite uneatable.”

" And Handy knew it, tao!” exclaimed
Pitt grimly. ‘“No wonder he told us
not to eat!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

““No wonder he advised us not to be
blacklegs, and warned everybody to
leave his plate alone!’ went on Pitt.
“ He taste:d the fearful stuff himself,
and wanted to prevent us tasting it! 1
vote we force him to cat his dinner.”

“ Hear, hear!'”

“ Jolly good idea!’" ~

“ You—you silly asses!” gasped Hand-
forth. * I—I can’t eat that awful stuff!
It would kill me! I—I tried to stop
you eating it—I only made a bloomer
with the sauce, and—"

“That’s no excuse,” I interrupted
sternly.  ““ The verdict is that you shall

oat your own concoction. Hold him,
you chaps!”

Handforth was seized, and before we
could be stopped by Mr. Crowell. several
spoonfuls of the stew were forced down
Handforth’s throat. He gasped and
struggled and howled.

- “That’ll do!’ I grinned.
want to kill him!”

“We don’t

** Ha, ha, ha!”
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“ Boys:” thundered My,
“Sit down at once—at once !

The Remove fellows took their scats,
but Handforth slithered oni to the floor,
and lay there moaning. There wasn't
much wrong with him, but he thought
it just as well to make the most of it.

And the .stew certainly was abomin-
able.

A good many juniors had hurried off
to the kitchen to obtain currant pud-
dings. When they were served out Hand-
forth was fecling better, but he still
lo<l)lked very sickly and white about the
glls. _ .
* If there is any more horseplay I shall
punish tho whole Remove,” said Mr.
Crowell severely.  ““The stew was a
failure, but, forlunately, there is an
ample supply of pudding. You must
fill in the gaps with this excellent dish.
It was made, I believe, by the House
cook.”

“* Yes, rather, sir;”" satd Fatty. ¢ This'll
be all right,”

The pudding was served out, but as
soon as the juniors began eating it they

Crowell.

paused, and there were many wry
grimaces. Lven Fatty Little, hungry as
he was, surreptitiously emplied his

. tuouth.

‘“ Great doughnuts!"’ he gasped. ‘“ It's
worse than the stew!™

““It’s—it’s horrible, said De Valerie.
‘It tastes like soap!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, T didn’t muke the giddy pud-
ding,” said Handforth thankfully. ¢ You
can’'t force any of that stuff down my
-turoat.”

‘““ Dear me! The pudding certainly
has a most remarkable flavour !’ said Mr.
Crowell, after sampling a minute frag-
ment. “ This 1is' really extraordinary.
I'm afraid, boys, that your dinner is a
comnplete failure.” .

‘“* We've had nothing, sir!”’ said Fatty

Jaintively. *“ And I'm as hungry as a
1rse, too! We've eaten nothing!" -

‘““ It is really unaccountable,’’ said Mr.

Crowell. ¢ Are you sure that these
puddings were made by tlhe House
cook?”’

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Then it would appear that the vin-
dictive woman placed soap in them de-
liberately,”” explained Mr. Crowell, with
a frc')wn. ““ That 1s mosl unforgivable

‘““Hold on, sir,” I interrupted. 1
thivk Handforth is to blame.”

ON SIRIKE 13

“Me? betlowed Handforth, juniping
up.

“Yes," T replied.
“You—you——"

“Don’t you remember you were wash.
g your hands when -Fatty took the
lid off the steamer?’ 1 asked.  “ The
zoap disappeared after that, [ remember
—and I'll bet a quid vou dropped it into
the puddings!'"

‘““Ha, ha, ha'"

“Well, I'm jiggered !’ said IHandforth
blankly. “I—I wondered where that
soap had got to—"

“Collar him!” roared Pitt. * We'll
make him eat "

“ Hold the ass!"" shouted De Valerio.
“ He's escaping——"'

But Handforth had fled.

A number of fellows were about Lo
grve chase when Mrv. Crowell stopped
them.,

“I cannot allow vou to indulge in this
rough behaviour here, boys,”" said the
Form-master sternly. * Handforth was
well meaning, no doubt, but his efforts
were decidedly a failure.”

“Tt was his own sillv fault,”’ declared
Little. ‘* He thought he could do every-
thing—instead of leaving the oookin
to chaps who kuyew all about it! Ang
now we've got no dinner!”

“I am very sorry, Little, but you
must go hungry for the time being,”’
said Mr. Crowell. “ The dinner, as I
am aware, 13 a complete failure, and all
weo can do is to hope that malters will
improve in the future. We certainly
cannot go on at this rate. I suggest
that some of you return to the kitchen,
and prepare. something else.”

** Rather not, sir,’’ said Owen major
grimly. “ I'm backing up Handforth.”

““ What !’

**I don’'t think we ought ro propare
anything, sir. It's the duty of the school
authorities to provide us with dinner,”
said Owen major. ‘‘ We didn’t coniu
here to prepare our own food.'

‘“ HHear, hear!

“ Owen major, how dare you?’’ asaid
Mr., Crowell hotly. “ You know well
enough that the circamstances are ex-
ceptional, and it is your duty to help n
every way you can—"'

** [ don’t see it, sir,”” mterrupted ti:e
junior.  ** It's not our duly to prepare
dimner. And I'm nol going to do a
stroke .of work—household work. The
school can’t force. me to, either. Weo -
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didn’t come here to be made into ser-
vants !”’

** Hear, hear!”’ R

““ Owen major, you will write me five
hundred lhines for that remark!”’ snapped
M:. Crowell. ‘“It will teach you, pei-
haps, to be less independent——"

**1f you give Owen lines, you’ll have
lo give us lines as well,’”” shouted
(‘hurch, jumping up. *‘ We're all of the
rame opinion !”’ |

* Yes, rather!”’ said McClure.

** Very well, you will all take lines,”
snmapped Mr. Crowell. ** And if any other
hoy dares to—— Upon my sout! What
—-what 13 the meaning of this?”’

fle saw very soon what the imeaning
of it was. For the whole Remove,
somewhat 1ncensed, had risen to- its
fect.  And 1t marched out of the dining-
bhall hirmly, and mm an orderly manner.
I went with the rest of the tellows, of
tOuYse, :

it was an indication that the Remove
approved of the strike, and did not
imitend to do the servamnts’ work.

kt was also an indication that the
Remove was hungry, and meant to get
food elsewhere !

— b b ohape

CHAPTER V.
DINNER IN THE VILLAGE.

DWARD OSWALD H A N D-
E FORTH was waiting out in the
'Friangle.

*“ Oh, so you’'ve come out, have
you !’ he demanded crossly. ‘‘ If you
start any of your rot about that pudding
't punch somebody’s nose! Ilow was
I to know the beastly soip went into the
steamer 77’

““ We won't discuss it, Handy,” I said
briskly. ‘‘'The Remove has decided to
support you. That is to say, we're not
going to do any work that the servants
ought to do——"

** Good !”’ exclaimed Handforth.
*“ That'’s the style!”

* But what about dinner?’’ asked
IFatty Little anxiously. ‘‘ We must have

some grub, you know. I’'m starving!”

‘“ Well, there’'s the tuckshop——"'

'* Mrs. Hake hasn’t got anything ex-
cept biscuits,” said Fatty. ‘1 went
there before dinner. It’s her cookmg

LEE LiBRARY

day. you know, and the stuff ain’t ready
until this afternoon. We're in a fright-
ful holet! I think it’s rottem of the ser-
vants to go on strike like this—"

“ But you supported thenr, you—you
L turncoat !’ exclaimed Handforth.

‘‘ He forgat all about the grub then,”
I grmned. * Fatty didn’t seem to
realise that a strike would lead to little
imcouveniences of this kind !’

The Remove was certainly in a con-
| siderable state of unrest. They were all
strong, healthy boys, and they had
eaten no dmner. They were hungry,
and the prospect of going until teatime
Twit’hout food was not very enticing.

The strike presented itself to the Re-
move in a different light. The juniors
now began to realise that they, them-
| selves, would be greatly affected. And
when their stomaghs were affected—
well, there was treuble.

“I vote we go down to the village,”
said -De Valerie. ‘‘ Old Binks 18 sure to
have a good supply, and we can have a
terrific feed.”

[ “That’s just what I was going to
suggest,”’ I said bnskly.

** It’s all very well for you chaps with
nioney,”’ exclaimed wen niajor
h gloomily. ‘* But what about us? I've
only got sixpence, and you can’t buy a
dinner for sixpence. There are plenty
of other chaps who are stony, too!”

“ Yes, rather!”

“We ain’t all rolling in {in!””

I looked round, and grinned.
| ‘“ Friends, Romans,. and countrymen,
lend me your ears,”” T said calmly.
‘“ Listen to what your uncle has to say.
We'll go down to Binke’s, and eat
everything we can—bave & square meal,
in fact. And when we’ve done, we’ll tell
old Binks ta send his little account in to
the Head.”
| ' Begad!”’ -

‘“ My only hat

** But—but that wouldn’t
the game !’ said Pitt.

“Why not?”’ I asked.

“ Well, it wouldn't be fair to make
the Head pay——" |

\* My dear ass, who’'s suggesting that
the Head should pay,” 1 interrupted.
“ Your people pay your fees for you to
be schooled and fed and housed. It's
Jonly right that you should be fed. The
bill, therefore, will be paid out of the
school funds. But it must be sent to the
Head, in the natural order of things.”

117
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1. ‘“ How dare you leave your posts and come out in this manne
Sir Roger.

2. Handforth’s stew is not quite a success,
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* Nipper's right,” said Handforth.
**1 vote we hurry off.”

‘““ Yes, rather!”

Fatty Little had already departed.
ke evidently meant to make quite cer-
tain that there was plenty of food in
the viilage, and he wanted to be on the
job in advance.

When we reached Bellton, we founc
an air of unusual excitement in the little
lace. Knots of the school strikers were
about, talking with the villagers, and
discussing the situation.

We soon learned that the village
people were in complete sympathy, and
they showed their sympathy in a con-
crete form. For all the strikers had
succeeded in obtaining temporary shel-
ter. B

And it was regarded as certain that
they would win the fight. It would only
be a matter of a day or two, at least,
before the Governors were compelled to
give iIn—that was the general impression.

*“* Well, Master Nipper, what's the
news from the school?”’ asked Broome,
as we passed him, talking with a little
crowd of other strikers.

** There's no particular news, except
that we’ve had no dinner,” I replied.

““There! I knew what would happen!”
exclaimed Mrs. Poulter, who was 1n the
group. ‘‘I don’t like this strike at all,
Mr. Broome. All these poor boys hav-
ing to go without their dinners on
account of us—it don't seem right "

“We couldn’t do nothing else,
ma'am,’”’ interrupled the gardene:.
"1I'he staff voted for a strike, so we
hod to come out. And it's the only way
tn get our terms granted. Something
drastic was necessary.”’

“But it's a shame that
boys—"

" Don't you worry, Mrs. Poulter,”’ 1
said. ‘‘* We can look after ouiselves;
and I don’t suppose you'll be out for
long. Most of the fel{ows are deciding
to refuse all household work—they won'’t
do a thing°to help.”

** That’s good, Master Nipper!”’ said
Broome.

““1I don't see that it's good,”” argued
Mrs. Poulter. *‘ The poor lads won't
have anything to eat, their beds won'’t
be made, and goodness knows what'll
happen., If they don't do nothing them-
selves—&"’

: . 1f we did household work, 1t
would be up against you, Mrs. Poulter,’

these poor

!

|
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put in De Valerie. “ If the Govarnors

[ ind that we’re willing to do the work

ourselves, they won't trouble so niuci
about granting your terms. But if we
do nothing, and refuse to take any han:i
i the servants’ duties, the Governars
will be bound to get help—and there's
nobody avatlable but the ordinary schoot
staff.”’

* That's

. quite right, sir,”’ agreed
Brocme.

““And 1t's very kind of you to

help our cause so boldly. It'll be making :

things easier for us, sir, and I'm sure
everybody appreciates it."”

The strikers proved that they did. by
cneering us heartily, and we passed.
along to Mr. Binks’s {uckshop in quite
a cheertui mood.

‘I'here was already a considerable
crowd in the shop, and Mr. Binks was
serving away for all he was worth. As
it happened, he had a considerable stock
in hand, and the rapid way in which it
disappeared was somewhat remarkable.

In any case, the fellows had quits
sufficient by the time the stock had
gone, and it was felt that dinner was a
success, after all.

“ What about the bill, Masler
Nipper?”’ asked Mr. Binks, rather
anxiously. ‘“1t’s been a job to keep

account of all that’s gone, but I think [
know fairly well. I daresay one ot you
young gents 1s standing the treat "

““Not a bit hke it, Binko," I replied.
“ We're not paying.’ '

‘““ Not—not paying!"
Binks, startled.

* Certainly not!"

“ But—but——"’ ,

“This 1s our dinner.”” I explained.
“We hadn’t any at the school, so we
came down’ here for it. All you have
to do 1s to send i your little bill to
the Head, and 1t'll be paid out of the
school funds.”

Mr. Binks looked doubtful.

‘““ Are you sure of that,
Nipper ?”’ he asked.

‘“ Positive !"”’

“ But what if the Head won't pay?"”’

““ Dear old boy, you neednr't worry
about that,”” put in Sir Montie.  * [If
the Head refuses to pay up—which he
won’t—you can rely upon us to settle
the account. You can take our word
for it that you’ll be paid, one way or the
other, begad!”

‘* Thank you, young gent!”’ said Mr,
Binks. ‘“ I'm satisfied now."”’

And so was the Remove.

exclaimed M.,

y

Master

—



THE SCHOOL ON STRIihE

Fortunately, 1t was a half holhday, so
the fellows were not i any partrcular
hurry to get back. There were no
lessons that afternoon, and the jumors
stopped about in the village, listening to
what the strikers had to say.

1t was quite a novel experience.

‘T''mothy Tucker, of the Remove,
actually made a speech. Ile collected a
number of strikers round him, and ad-
dressed them earnestly. True, they
didn’t take much notice of what he said,
but he was certainly amusing.

Sir Montie and Tommy and I, after
strolling about for some time, decided to
return to the school, to see how things
were going on. 'We strolled up the lane
leisurely, enjoying the bnght afternoon
suishine.

‘* Well, there’s no telling how it’s
going to end,” I remarked. °‘We got
over the dinner difficulty soimmehow, and
tea, of course, we partake of in the usual
way—in our own studies. But I don’t
kunow how we shall get on for supper.”

** And brekker, in the morning,” saia
Watson. -

‘“ We shall have to worry about these
things when the time comes,”” 1 re-

marked. ‘‘1 never believe In worrying
mysef in advance—it’s not worth a
fag !”

‘*“* Dear old fellow, I quite agree with
you,”’ said Sir Montie. ‘* We decided to
support the strikers, so we can’t very
well grumble now that they’ve taken
maitters into their own hands—we can’t,
really! The whole affair i1s frightfully
interestin’.”’

We had nearly reached the school by
this time, and as we approached the
gateway, I noticed a face behind
the hedge on the other side of the
road. Somebody was concealed there—
with Bellton Wood. behina. I pretended
{o take no notice, and a moment later I
«<aw that another face was there, too.

In fact, there were two men, and, for
some mysterious reason, they were not
over anxious to-let themselves be seen.

They appeared to be watching the
whool. I was quite interested in them,
and determined to give them more

attention. They were quite unaware
that I had detected their presence.

‘* My sons, there’s something queer
afoot,”” I remarked, as we entered the
'I'mangle.

“ En?’ said Watsen.
uving to get at?”

“ Didn’t you see them?”’ I asked.

“ What are you

§

0

““ See them?” repeated Tommy. ** Sce
whom, you ass?”

““I'nose two men.”

‘“ Begad! Which two men, dear boy *”’

““ The two who were hiding behind
the hedge out there——"?

" Are you trying to pull our legs?”
demanded Watson, ‘““ There were no
men outside, in the road, or behind the

giddy hedge. You must have heen
dreaming, or something. What's wrong
with you?”

replied. ‘‘ My eves

b Nothin%,” 1
happen to be a bit sharper than yonrs—

that's all. Anything mystericus always
attracts me, and this lhttle affair s
mysterious. ' The puzzle 18: Who are

thosa two men, and why
watching the school 7"’

My chums wera convinced that I was
joking, and they wanted to venture out
again, in order to have a look at the two
strangers. But I would not hear of
this. I had another 1idea.

““ Come with me, my children,’”’ I said
smoothly. ** I'll show youl!l”

''he Ancient House was quiet—un-
usually quiet. The absence of the school
staff was distinctly noticeable. And, with
the majority of the boys absent, 1t
seemed that St. Frank’s was a deuc
place.

““Where are we off to?’ demandec
Watson; as I led the way into the house.
" What's the 1dea of coming indoors
when we want to see twe men out

are they

the road? You must be off your
rocker ?”’

** Wait, my son—wait,”” I replied
calmly. ..

‘““Dear Tommmy, you must have
patience,”” observed Montie. * You

know what a remarkable chap Nipper
18s. He appears to be doin’ somethin’
totally opposed to reason, an’ it turns
out 1n the end that he’s up to somethin’
amazin’ly cute.”’

I chuckled.

" There’s nothing amazingly
about this,”” I remarked.
be disappointed
thunderbolt.’’

First of all, I led the way into Study
C, where I procured a pair of powerful
binoculars. Then I went upstairs, on to
the landing, and then further up intd
the old tower of the Ancient House.

“Now do vou understand ?”’ I asked.
“I want to have a look at those fellows
on the quiet—if they’re still there. V
shall be able to see them distinctly”

cute
‘““So don’t
when you get 1o
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through these glasses.
Soe N,

“1 knew it was somethin’ deep."” said
TregethieWest, ‘' You're a frnghtfully
deory  bounder, Nipper! You are,
really ! T should never have thought of
a nppn’ dea hike this ™

I grinned as I focussed the binoculars.
tianing out of the slit-like window, I
lavelled the glasses at the hedge opposite
the gateway. And there, sure enougn,

And they ean't

I could see the two mysterious strangers. |

They wore hidden from view of all the
windows below, and from the ground
floor also. This tower was the only spot
which overlooked the edge, so the men
appartentiy thought they were private
and unobserved, | |

My chums and [ looked through the
glanser in turn,

The men were well-dressed, and bot
of them were fairly young. They were
wearning lounge suits and soft felt hats,
Une moved off after ten miunutes had
etapsed, and vanished into the wood.

‘he other man remained at his post,
watehing
which plainly showed that this was no
mere casual curiosity.
-1 wonder what his
said Watson, after a while.

*“ There's no telling,'* I replied, taking
the glasses, *' He may
asmateur artist, on the look-out for a
good wene to paint.
don't want to make a mystery out of
i until —~ Hullo! That's queer!™"

“ What is, dear fellow?"”

“The fellow is writing something on
s prece of paper,” I saud. ' Now he's
cothng it up. and 'ahovini it into & piece
of stick. It seems to be hollow, and he's
pushed it insde.”

*

“ A message for somebody,” suggested

Watson, |

" Looks a bit hike it,"' T sid. ‘“ By
pngo! He's put the stick into a little
dopression in that grassy bank! It's
svidently & hiding-place! And now the
fellow s making off into the wood.”

‘Three munutes later there was not a
sign of anybody. RBoth men had van-
whed . but one of them had left some-
thing of great interest bebind. I deter-
mined to mvostigate further without a
motoent’s dcln;. |

“Come on'!" | said ertsply. ‘“ We'll
have a look inlo this,''

* Yes, ruther!" declared Watson, * [t

{soks jolly shady, to my mind.”
. We hurried downstairs, and then out

the sechool with an attention |
ame can be!" | §

be mevely an|

In any case, we |

vy
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into the open. It did not take us long
to .gvt into Bellton Woods. Then we
worked our way along to the exact apab
'whore wo had seen the strangoers.

It secms to me,”” I remarked, *‘ that
the chap loft a note for somebody else.
He - wrote something and concealed 1t.
Well, he wouldn't have done that just
for the fun of it. Some other man musat
know of a place, and will come hero
later on and search.”

“But wo're here first, old boy," ob-
served Montie. |
- " Exactly,” I agreed.

“That’s all very well,” said Watson,
“But how are we going to find the
note? We might search for hours—"'
¥ Don't be so impatient, my son,'" I
interrupted. ‘1 distinctly saw where
| the thing was hidden—ulthough, I'll
admit, that the apot looks very different
at close quarters. Stll, a httle more
 pationce will bring its own reward.”

Weo searched about for some time, and
at last, as 1 had expected, we succecded -
in locating the tiny crevico in the bank
for which we had been searching. 1
insorted my hand, and withdrew it with
a straight piece of stick grasped in my
ingers, .

‘“ Well, that's a ripping find, I must
' say ! said Watson, with o suiff, - :
I exclaimed.

“You needn’t sneer,”’
I proceeded to investigate tho stick.

“ Look at this."

1t was hollow, and after a little trouble

|
|

[ extracted a small roll of paper from
the interior of the stick. My chums
watched me with great interest, -

“The plot thickens,  begad,” mur-
mured Sir Montie.  “ This is getting
frightfully dramatic—it is, really.”

“ What's it got on the paper?’ de-
manded Watson practically. -

I unfolded the little serap of paper,
azed upon it, frowned, and then looked
:Eardet than ever.

For what I saw was this:
“XXX. 5638.° 12%-42;’}?[. 27{X)Z2.

“ Well, what does it say?" demanded
Watson., - ‘ ‘

“QOh, quite a lot,”" I re?hed. “THa
so lucid that it doesn’t need any think.
ing #hout! Just have a look at it, my
childrent” | | |
. My chums took. the paper, and gazed
at it in wonder, ] |

“ You--you ass!" exclaimed Watson,
M There's no sense in thin! It's simply
a tumble of mixed-wp rubbish.”
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““ Pear old boy,. I suspe.ct that there
' i'é somethin' deeper in it—somethin’
frightful deep, begad,” said Sir
Montie, shakin his head ““ There's no
tellin’ - what these things mean, you
know. - Do you think you'll be able to
df'cig})er it, Nipper. boy""
dou’t ¢

“ But you re frightfully clevel at these
things—"

“Rats!” T said.  *““ A chap can’t be
clever when he’s got no key. To under-
stand this message it’s necessary to have
~the key to the cipher. Quite apart from
all thut what the dickens can it mean?
Why has this message been left here?
'I'hn whole thing’s mysterious. Why
were thosé two men lurking about, and
‘why did they leave . this mystic note
inside a piece of stick?”” ) f

*““ Dear old fellow, Jt s no good askin’
me these questnonq said Sir Montie.
“I'm more puzzled than you are. Don’t
you think you ought to tell Mr, Lece
about it?”

“T shall certainly tell the guv’nor,” 1
replied. « ‘“He might be able to 'dis-
cover the secret. Mr Lees hot stuff on
these cypher messages.’

[ rolled the paper up again, ancl re-
placed it in the piece of ‘stick. Then I
pushod the stick hack into the crevice.

“What’s the idea of that?” asked
Watson. “I thought you wero gomg
to show it to Mr. Lee P

- I think it'll be just as well to leave
it ere for a bit, and see what happens,”’

1 replied. * I’ve memorised the mes-
sage, anyhow, so it won't matter so
much lf somebody comes along and takes

it
Begad ! murmured Sn' Montie. “1I
can hear somebody now.’

"~ We stood perfectly still and lmtened
Footsteps sbunded - quite distinetly in
the wood. But the man. himself was in-
visible; ghe trees ‘hid him from view.
T looked round quickly, and warned my
chums not to speak.

“8lip down behind this. 1
whispered. ‘“ We'll watch.”

Within a few seconds we had suc-
ceeded 1n fmttmg down out of sight,
but we could see everything that \wnt
on. And as we watched, filled with
curiosity and a kind of mild cxcztement
a figuro came into view, |
- “Great  Scot!” muttered Watson
‘“Mr. Tee!” T

*“Begad!”

|

’H

hedge !

1 want to know how
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The newcomer was: cerlainly  Mr.
Lee himself. iy
- “ Keep still!” T warned. ‘‘There's no
need te move an inch. We'll Just watch
and sece what the guv’'nor does.”” -

“ But it doesn’t seem right

“Rats! We gl dlsclose ourselves after-

| wards.””

We watched, and to our astonishment
we ‘saw Nelson Lee go straight to the
grassy’ bank, take out the piece of stick,
and examine the paper. He smiled in
rather a curious way, and- placed thc
paper in lus pocket.

And we gazed at one another in won-
der. Had that message been left there
for Nelson ‘Lee? It certainly seemed
like it. But we fully intended to ge» at
the truth of the matter.

‘*“ Now we’ll spring ont,”” T muttered.

We lost no time 1n makmg our pre-
sence known, and Nelson Lce regarded
us quite calmly and with a- certam
amount of amnsement in his gaze:

“What 1s the meaning of tlns boys"”
he asked smoothly.

“1 was just going to ask the same
question, sir,”” I said. ¢ How did you
know that piece of paper was hxdden
there? And was it mea,nt especmllv for
you?” |

‘“It was not mtendcd for my eye,
Nipper,” replied Nelson Lee. < -.* But
before I answer "any more questions, I
you "became awarc
of this little mystery.” Tell me’ all about
.lt ) ) .

This. was not a long procecde
simply explained to the guv'nor how I
had spotted the two strangers in. the
wood, and how we had observed " the
movements of the two. men from the
Ancient House tower. :

“So we thought we’d bcttcr come
down and investigate; sir,”” I concluded.
“That’s all. It scems ]oll mysterious
to me, and T should like to inow exactly
what it means. Is there a mystcry, or
are we being fooled?”

Nelson Lee smlled

“T really don’t know, \I;ppcr  he re-
plied. =~ * \fy own expericnce is very
similar to yours. T know nothing of the
two men, but I observed their suspicious
movements, ‘and decided to Kcep my
eves upon them. 1 did so, and followed
the second man through the wood to
the moor—where he Jumped upon &
bicycle and rode away. I came back
with the intention of éxamining the
paper he left bohind. ‘Now you know as
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much as I do, and I don’t think either
of us are very much enlightened.”
.':‘Ijut what does the message mean,
SIT

I have not the faintest idea.”

“ Do you think you’'ll Le able to de-
cipher it, sir?” .

““ The possibility is not at all remote.”

‘““And what about the two men?’ I
went on. ‘“ Who are they, and why do
tlley",come here in such a queer fashion

My dear Nipper, I cannot possibly
answer those questions at the moment,”’
interrupted Lee. “I certainly intend
lo 1nvestigate the matter, and I may as
well tell you that I have an idea that
we are on the ecdge of a very pretty
Little mystery. However, for the moment
we will let 1t drop. Say nothing to the
other boys of what has happened. The
story must not be talked about, or our
fwo mysterious friends will know that
their movements were observed. So
kkeep vour tongues still.”

Nelson ILee went off
leaving® us rather more puzzled than
before. There was a mystery—one of
those mysteries which seemed likely to
grow deeper. Personally, I rather liked
it. :

But I was unable to think further on
the subject just then, for something hap-
pened which drove the matter completely
out of my mind.

We had just got back into the Triangle
when we were aware of the buzzing din
of a motor-tar. The next moment an
old-fashioned car drove into the gate-
way—a big car, crowded with people.

‘We watched curiously.

The people 1n the car were a mixed
lot, by the lock of them. Some were
men, others women and girls, and three
common-looking youths. And they all
stared about them in an inquisitive kind

shortly after,

of way.

‘““Who the dickens are these mer-
chants?" asked Watson.

“Blessed if I know,” I replied.
““ Hallo! Here's Sir Roger——  Great
Scot! Is it possible that ”?

I paused, and watched, a grim sus-
picion in my mind. Sir Roger Stone
came out, and halted in front of the car.
He was rubbing his hands together with
keen pleasure.

“ Good !"” he exclaimed heartily. ‘¢ This
is splendid, my good people—splendid!
You will all go to the servants’-hall, and
await your orders.”

]

i

]

|
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The newcomers erowded out of the car,
and followed Sir Roger into the Ancient
House. And we stood staring at one an-
other with full understanding. Other
juniors had been watching, also.

Reginald Pitt strolled up to us.

““What do you think of 1t?” he asked.

“I think something's going to hap-
pen very quickly,” I replied grimly.
‘““ That crowd has been obtained by Sir
Roger—servants from Banningtion! 1
expect they were ordered by telephone,
from an employment agency.”

‘““ That’s about the size of 1t,”” said Pitt.

“Well, what are we going to do? What
about the strikers? If these new ser-
vants keep coming in, the ordinary stalf
will be ousted, and they'll lose the fight.”

“ The Remove will have something to
say about that,” I declared firmly.
‘““What’s more, the Remove will have
something to do. To begin with, we've
got to hold a meeting 1n the common-
room.’’

“Good!” said Watson. * Wlien?”’

“Now!” I replied. ‘ Get the chaps
together.”’ ' '

Most of the juniors had returned from
the village by this time, and it wasn’t
long before the Remove was collected
together 1n the Ancient House common-
room. Only a few fellows were absent.

““ What’s the idea of this?"' demanded
Handforth. “ I'm blessed if I can sen
any sensc in calling a meecting now—--"’

“PDon’t you know what's happened:”
I asked.

(94 NO.”

“Well, T’'ll tell you,” I said. ¢ There
are some fellows who don’t know. Ten
minutes ago a collection of servants
arrived from DBanmngton——"

“What ?”’

“ Blacklegs ?”’
angrily.

““ Yes, if you like to call them by that
name,” I said. ¢ They are blacklegs,
in that sense—they've come to carry on
the work of the staff. The question 13
this—are you willing to allow 1it®"

““ No!” roared the crowd.

“ Down with the blacklegs!'™

“Hurvah!” '

““ We're not going to stand any non-
sense >’

““ Hold on, Handy,” I shoulcd. “ Lot
me do the speaking. These peopla
have come here to work. and it's quile
likely that another crowd wiil arrive to-
nmorrow—if we don’t do somcething in

roared H.undforth
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the meantime. In the end it will simply
mecan that the strikers will be perma-
nently dismissed. They’ll lose the fight.
and we shall have a complete new staff.”

‘“The rotters!” ‘shouted Hubbard.
“ We'll half-slanughter them!”

“ Yes, rather!”

‘*“We'll kick them out!”’

“We’ll duck them in the giddy foun-
tain!” roared Handforth. “It’s like
their beastly nerve coming here—"

“Hold on!”” 1 yelled. ‘‘Why on
earth are you in such a hurry, Handy?
It won’t bo fair to chuck thesc people
onut——-"’

“* What !’

** To chuck these people out violentlr, I
was going to say,” I went on. ‘ They
were told that the jobs were open, and
they naturally accepted. They can’t be
klamed, and it would be gross injustice
to treat them roughly.”

“ Are you suggesting that we should
allow them to stop?”’ demanded IHand-
forth aggressively. '

‘4 NO-,,

‘““ But you just sard——"

“If you'd only give me a chance to

speak, I should make my meaning clear,”
I said., *‘I vote that the Remove takes
a stand against this action of Sir Roger’s
—for he’s responsible, of course. We
rwon't allow these new servants to re-
main " '

‘*“ Rather not!”

“ At the same time, we musin’t use
violence,” 1 said. “We'll take the
people, and load them off the premses,
gently but firmly. We won’t have any
blacklegs in St. Frank’s. We've pledged
ourselves to support the strikers, and
we’'ve got to do it thoroughly. If we

allow these new servants to remain, 1t}

will be the death-knell of the strike. So
it’s up to us to get busy.” :

““ Hear, hear!” . .

1 quitc agree, my dear sir—I 3L_nte
agree,”’ said Timothy Tucker, nodding.
“1 must admit that T am impressed.
Your speech 1is distinctly promising.
Admitted. Somehow or other, I feel
that we are about to be successful.”

‘* §peech !’ yelled the crowd. ““ Go it,
T. T.!” .

Tucker beamed throngh his glasses.

« Comrades and fellow workers

“ Ha, ha,’ ha!” o o

‘“ %u;,t is to say, comrades,® said T. T.
I was thinking, for the moment, that
1 was addressing the honest toilers. But

)
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such 1s not the case. H'm! Admitted.
Well, my friends, to put the matter in
a nutshell, we must band ouraeclves to-
gether strongly. We must fight the cause
of the sweated workers, and do every-
thing in our power to defeat the evll
designs of the bloated capitalist-----7

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Organise—organise! That must be
our watchword!”’ shouted Tucker. " Wao
have agreed to aasist in this most rnight-
cous stitke. Wao have agreed to help
the sweated servants of this establish-
ment. The demands, they are all too
small—all too modest; but that ia their
concern. If they are satished, all well
and good. That is ro. So we must set
our faces against any blackleg labour
being employed. If we remain inactive,
it will mean disaster for ‘our worthy
friends—black and terrible disaster. So
we must work with a mighty will to
further this splendid cause, and I put
it to the mecting that it i1s a treacher-
ous act for Sir Roger to employ these
lacklegs. I further call upon the meet-
ing to pass a resolution in favour of
cxpelling these new-.-comers from the
honest walls of this great factory—that
i1s to say, this plant for the manufacture
of education!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

““Good old T.T.”

The resolution was passed unani-
rnously, and it was definitely decided
that the Remove would not permit the
termporary servants to remaimm at St
IFrank’s for a moment longer than was
absolutely necessary,

The Remove was determined to take
action !

S g— g—

CHAPTER VI
DEALING WITH THE BLAGKLEGS!
ANDFORTH held up his hand
H warningly. ”
““No )jawing, remember,” e
said, in a stage whisper. ** We've
ot to do this job quietly. Each victim
as got to be selected separately. It's
going to be a peaceful business, but if
anybody starts hitting —well, we'll hit

back.”
“Good old Handy!”  chuckled
McClure. ‘“ You don’t believe in peace-

 ful methods, do you?”

Handforth grunted.
“T think 1t would be far better to
chuck the bounders out, neck and crop!”’
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he replinel.  © They deserve it for com-  fright, incidentally smothering Hand
ing here ! florth’s boots with dirty water and
Two hours had pasmed, and nothing | potato peelings. ) -
had been done in the throwing.out line.|] ' You—you clumsy idiot!" roared
The new staff, amall as it was, had - com- | Handflorth, |
rvenced work., In the kitchens, washing| ‘°Corks!” exclaimed the boy. *‘ You
wupr was proceeding apace, and other | gave me a rave fright—-""" .
wotk was goang on at full apeed. ' Look—look what you've done to my
Hir Roger, no doubt, befieved that| boots!” bellowed Handforth. |

sverything was all right, and that the| * I'm sorry, sir— | |
Homovites would take no action. It was| " Rot! You shouldn’t be such =
wow nearly daek, and toe servants in the [clumsy  ass!” - anapped ~Handforth.
village had learned of the new servants’ ‘ “. Another word from 'y'ou, my son, and
arrival, There was n eortain amount of | Ull punch your nose! You're coming
themay among the strikers, and some of | with us—understand ?” . ‘
the hatheads were in favour of going up| ** With {?“?" said the youth, staring.
ko the scheol, tn order to make al“ Waot for?" ' :

p—

jemonst ration. “ Because you're a blackleg!”

But Broome was against this, He| *“ Get away!" grinned the youth,
thought it would be better to wait, ,amﬂ " You can’t spring them yarns on me,
o the demonstration did not come off. |y young shaver. I've got this job, and
It wax just as well, for we should be | I'm going to stick to it! See? An’ if
abie to carry out our plans in comfort. | [ 'ave any more o' your lip, I'll report

I was fully in agreement with the| you to one of the masters, You'd
scheme. | knew how badly the staff | better clear off afore I lose my temper.
hal boen treated, and it was groml un- | See, my young kiddies?” -
fatr that the Yig--lwadad Sir Hoger| Handforth and Co. fairly gasped.
should be allowed to have his own way. | *‘ You—you cheeky blighter!"” roared

The school staft had waited for months | Handforth, ‘“ My only hat! I've a
without grumbling. [t had waited | good mind to wipe you up on the spot.
patiently, expecting to receive justice; | Grab him, you chaps!” - "
and now it was receiving injustice. It} * Hi, loot' hero——""
was little wonder that the Remove sided| But the youth was seized, and then
with the strikers. As a matter of fact, | he was rushed across the Triangle at
the whole school was with the staff. | express speed. He couldn't help himselr,

Koven the mastors sympathised,  for  Handforth, Church, and McClure
Act ot | until they were right out in the road.

The Sixth was too lordly to engage in' y ' There you are'!” punte('i Handforth.
any swh eaterprise, the Fifth 314? not | };0“ can clear off home ! i -
posaens  enough organisation, and the | You ’mﬂy young fools——
fags wore tseless. tga it was up to the| Smash! ' : :
Hemove to get busy, - Handforth's fist l-a-,tgded fmr(; in the
I bad made my plans carefully. | centre of the youth's face. He went
I hiterent bands of juniors were placed | OVer With a thud, howling wildly. Tt
in various parts of d,@ rounds, moat of | Was apparent that these new servants
them uear the school. Christine and Co., | Were far from being high-class. g
of the CUpllege Howre, wore just as| ‘‘Clear off I"" roared FHandforth, ** If
erit iumnstic ns ourselves, and they were | you show your face at St. Frank's again,
cacrying out their own part of the pro- | you'll get kicked out next time!”’

gromme. ’ ¥ | | Just at that moment Sir Montie and
‘hook ouwt!”  aaid Handforth sud- | Tommy and 1 arrived with an unwilling
denty. ** The door’s opeged.”’ companion-~a man who had put up no

- ‘The chuma of Study D had been | resistance, but was distinctly alarmed.
pomted news one of the side doors of the] ** Now, old chap, the best thing yon
Ancwnt  House, They watched, and|can do it to buzz off home," f said
saw & youlh in an spron come out with [ smoothly. " We're not allowing any
a pail. Handforth and Co. immediately | tomporary gservanta to remain at St.
moved forward. - - j¥rank’s. Ulear! Scoot! Bunk! Good-
Wilth & apring, they were upon the jmight!” SN T TR Y
youib, aud be dJdropped the pail with! T'he man possessed no courage, for he -
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hurried off down the lane at a run. And
then we noticed Handforth and Co.,
and we noticed their victim on the
ground. He was still howling..

**I thought there was to io no vie-
lence, Handy,” 1 said severely. '

*“ Oh, talk sense!” snapped Handforth.
**'I'his msulting rotter called us fools
and all sorts of other things., So 1
punched him My hat!” ' P

The youth picked himself up, and a
stone came whizzing past IHandforth’s

head. At the same moment the youth
commenced using foul language.

*“ Stop that !”gI shouted anguily.

He didn’t stop it, and we acted. We

rushed at the young blackguard, seized
bim, and bumped %ﬁm on the  ground
until he had no breath left. Then we
gave him a final boot off, and he ran
helter-skelter down the lane.

*That’s two settled,” 1 said. *‘ The
rest will soon be dealt with.”

We returned to the attack, and each
new servant was seized i turn. Some
of them were obstinate, but they had to
go. The women and girls, of course,
were treated gently. In Fact, no violence
was necessary at all. We simply told
them to clear off before they were forced
to go—and they went, |

In order to do this thoroughly, we
mvaded the kitchens., We interrupted
all the work, and sent the new staff
about its business, so to speak. Before
an hour had elapsed, everybody had
been seen off the preniises, and every-
body had been advised not to return.
They took the advice.

‘And Sir Roger Stone, scenting the
truth at last, came charging out into the
Triangle, to discover the exact meaning
of what had occurred. He had been
ringing his bell for some time, but had
received no reply. On gommg down to
the servants’ quarters, to investigate,
he had found the place deserted; and so
he had emerged mto the Triangle,
where the juniors were creating a con-
siderable din,

“ Hurrah for the strikers!”’

** We won’t have any blacklegs

* No fear!”
“Good luck to the good old staff !”
ir Roger Stone !”

tre

“ Three groans for
‘“ Booh! Boo-ooooh!”
Sir Roger emer
near it, and he fairly jumped with rage.
‘* Silence ! he roared.  ** Boys! How
—how dare you create this disturbance

- Th}‘ee chieers for the strikers!”?

i.
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*“ Hip, hip, hurrah!”
* Good luck to the staff!”
“Hurrah !” |
‘““ Down with the sweaters I'’
" Milence—silence at once!” thun-

| dered Sir Roger. ‘‘I demand to know
what you boys have been doing——"

" We've chucked out all your giddy
‘blacklegs "’ roared IHandforth.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !’

““They’ve been sent home!”

d just in time to| strike, but we

‘*And they won’t be allowed
return !’

‘“ Not likely !’

Sir Roger gulped with rage.

““Is it possible that you have had the
utter andacity—the unparallelled im-
pudence—to interfere with the servants
of this establishment?’” he shouted. *‘ Is
it pq:;sible that you bave sent them away

““Yes, sir! It is possible, and it
happens (o be a fact!” I shouted. ‘* We
have agreed to support the strikers in
their just cause, and we won’t allow any
new servants to work here!”

““What?” gasped Sir Roger. * You
won't allow—— Great heavens! Am I
hear’i:)g anight? You must be mad

to

*“We’re not mad, sir,” I interrupted.
““We're simply determined—that’s all !
Sir Roger clenched his fists, |

““1 will punish the whole Remaove with
the utmost severity !” he declared. ‘“I
will see that every boy 1s caned and
otherwise punished. ‘To-morrow the
servants will return——-"’ '

Wi NO !f’

““ We won’t allow them to

‘** Rather not!”

The uproar was considerable. |
" i Sil.elzlnce 3y ravetgl Sir Roger,., “ Every
oy will receive a flogging——

"yl{ats P’ roared Hzgl]dforth defiantly.
“1If you punish anybody in the Re-
move, you’'ll be sorry for it! For two
pins we'll all go on strike, too!”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” g e

“I'm not joking,” shouted Handforth.
“I meant it! We can do it! We can
strike in sympathy with the - stalf!
We'll refuse to do all work—to write all

stay [

impots—to accept any canings! They
can’t fight the whole crowd of us! I'm
not -suggesting that we should go on

Il soon do it if Sir Roger
brings-any of those servants back from
Bannington !’ ir

‘** Hear, hear!”

“Yes; rather !’

** Hurrah !"’
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‘*“ Good for vou, Handy!” '

The uproar was quite terrific, and Sir
Roger Stone could not make himself
heard, although he shouted at the top
of his voice. He yelled away to, the
deserted air, for nobody took any notice.

And, truth to tell, Sir Roger was
rather alarmed.

He realised that the best thing he
could do would be to retire—until the
storm was over. The Remove was in a
reckless mood, and it would only require
another small spark to set it right off.

Sir Roger retired into the House,
followed by a perfect yell of derision and
scorn. The cnairman of the Governors
writhed. That he—Sir Roger Stone—
should be treated with such disrespect:
It was appalling!

He stormed into Dr.

“hid—did  you
hoarsely.

** My dear sir, I could not help hear-
ing,”’ said the Heud. ¢‘ The disturbance
13 constaerable. Bul the boys liave been
aroused, and we cannot altogether blame
them for——'' -

““ Cannot blame them ! shouted Sir
Roger. *‘ Are yvou mad, sir? Do you
realise that we have no servants? Do
you reahise that we are i1n the same
position as before” These infernal boys
have sent every servant away!” _

““ I'he position is very serious.’” said
the Head. * There is no doubt with
regard to that point, Sir Roger. I am
sreatly perturbed. 1lf we are not care-
tul, the bovs will take matters into their
own hands!”

" (Good heavens! You speak as
though the boys are capable of running
the school!”’ said Sir Roger holly.
**'They are to do as we say, Dr.
Statford! And I intend to have them
punished——"’

" They will probably cieate a grave
aisturbance,”’ interrupted the Head
auxiously. “ We cannot afford to take
any risks. It is a terrible pity this has
come about. It seems so pointless, too.
'‘['here was_ no necessity for all this
trouble. I earnestly beg of you, Sir
Roger, to consider——"’ _

I will consider nothing until the
strikers return to the school ! snapped
Sir Roger. ‘ That is final !”

‘““ But please consider—""

‘““ I have considered,” said Sir Roger.
**The position may be serious, but we
shall be the masters!” -

The Head paced- up and down
agitatedly. '

hear?”’ he shouted

Stafford’s study.f

| demands.
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‘“ Serious!”" he echoed. ‘“ My dear
sir, 1t 18 quite appalling! There's not
a single servant in the school, and it is
quite -obvious that the boys do not in-
teund to allow any outsiders to take the
places of the strikers.” - |

** The boys do not intend to allow 1t !"
thundered Sir Roger. ‘‘ Good gracious!
Who are they—these boys? Are we to
be browbeaten and dictated to by a
parcel of mmpudent junior schoolboys?"

“ That 1s really not the question, Sir
Roger,”" said Dr. Stafford. ** When
large number of boys get together in
this way—eand when they have made up
their minds to take a certain course—
they”are extremely difficult to deal with

““ You can inflict heavy punishments.”

" Quite possibly,” agreed the Head.
“But I seriously doubt if that would
remmedy matters. After all, the boys
have committed no breach of discipliue.
I shall punish them lightly, but not
heavily.”

“ And why not heavily, pray?”’

““I do not think it would be goo:
policy. And, further, they're not deserv-
ing of heavy punishment,’ replied the
Head. ‘‘Just at presenl they are in the
very mood te do something reckless. 1
understand boys better than you do, Sir
Roger, and, in my opinion, there is only
one safe way out of the difficulty with
which we are faced.”

‘*And what solution de-
manded Sir Roger.

**1 suggest that you grant the staff
the fifty per cent. increase,”’ said the
Head quietly. '

‘I'he chawrman
started.

" You—jyou suggest that we should—
surrenaer 7"’ he exclaimed hoaisely.

“*Tes, if you prefer to put it in that
way,’ Tteplied the Head. “ It is my
opmmion that a fifty per cent. increase
will not be at all unreasonable. Most
of these servants are trustworthy people
—men and women who have been in the
service of - this school for many years.
‘I'hey are deserving of generosity, and,

13 that?”

of the Governors

without the slightest doubt, they are
deserving of fair treatment.”

“Studl, sir! Stuff!"  snapped Sir
Roger hotly. * Upon my soul! You

will be joining the strikers next! What.
ever good qualities these people may
have had, they have sacrificed all right
to expect generosity. And 1 positively
refuse to agree to their impudent
I refuse!”
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The Heuad shrugged his shoulders.

““Then I'm afraid the trouble will .be
intensified,”” he said quietly. *‘ Some-
thing must be done, at all events. We
cannot go on in this way——"

““I will do something—I will even be
generous !” exclaimed Sir Roger sud-
denly. ‘1 told the strikers that they
would only receive twenty per cent. in-
crease when they returned, owing to their
action in leaving this school. But now
1 will make a concession. I will raise
the percentage to twenty-five once again
—and I have no doubt that they will be
only too willing to comer back. They
are only watting for an opportunity to
come to terms.’”’

“T only hope you are right, Sir
Rogeyr,” said the Head. *‘ But, some-
how, I feel that such 1s not the case.
Your concession is actually no concession
al all. You had already promised them
an increase of five shillings in the pound

‘** But I reduced it,” interrupted Sir
Roger. I will now see the leader of
the staff, and give him my final offer.
1f he chooses to cast 1t aside—well, 1
shall take other steps. immediately.”

‘I am afraid »

*“ Good gracious! All you can do 1is
lo say that yvou are afraid !’ shouted the
baronet. ‘‘I -am astonished at your
attitude, Dr. Stafford! You appear to
be in favour of this strike; you appear
to be in sympathy with the strikers!
You are entitled to your own opmion,
of course; out the less we discuss the
matter, the better. What is the name
of the impudent rascal who calls himself
the leader of these malcontents?”’

‘** He’'s my head gardener, Broome,”’
said the Head. _

*“ The good-for-nothing
+apped Sir Roger.

**On the contrary, Broome 13 a very
reapectable man,” differed the Head.
* He 1is steady. capable, and a first-class
gardener. Seriously, Sir Roger, you are
misjudging these people, and I hope 1t
is not too late, even now, to bring you
round to my own way. of thinking.”

“You will never do that—never!'”
«iiapped Sir Roger. ‘* Where does this
man live in the village—where 1s he
staying at present?”’

ruffian !’

‘ I understand’ that Broome is finding

accommodation, with a few others, at
the King’s Arms Hotel—"’

L)
~-J

Roger. ‘' Is there a telephone to this
infernal place?”’

‘““I believe theve 1s.”’

Sir Roger consulted the directory, and
a few moments later he was ringing up
the King’s Arfns Hotel, in Bellton. Hav-
ing got into touch with the proprietor,
he requested that Broome should be sent
to the mnstrument.

The strike leader was soon there.

**Oh, s0 you are Broome?’’ roared Sir
Roger, into the transmitter.

“Yes. sir,”” came the voice over the
wire. ‘I believe I am having the honour
to speak to Sir Roger Stone?”

“Yes, you.are!” shouted the baronct,
““Come up here at once—to the schoc!.
Do you understand?”’

“You want me to come up to
school at once, sir?”’

“Yes—and make haste!”’ roared Sir
Roger. ¢ 1 have decided to be generous,
and if you waste any time, I may change
my mind.”’

He slammed the receiver on its haaok,
and the conversation was closed.

the
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CHAPTER VIIL

THE DECLARATION OF WAR.,

ATTY LITTLE beamed.
F “Everything’s going to be all
serene,”” he declared. “You
ought to have seen the way wn
chucked those chaps off the school pre-
mises! We’'re not standing any nonsensa
—and the only servants we’ll have ave
you fellows.”

The fat boy was addressing a small
crowd of strikers, and he called them all
fellows, in spite of the fact that some
of them were maidservants. The strikers.
were decidedly pleased with the news.

They all knew what had happened.

They all knew that some “ blacklegs"
had been obtained from Bannington, and
it was gratifying to learn that the Re
move had sent the outsiders off befory
they could really get to woik.

““Nothing could ‘ave ’appened hetter,
Master Little®’ <aid Tubbs admiringly.
“It’ll soon be known how them fellers

Y

- were treated—and it’ll scare other chaps

off proper.”

‘** That’s the very idea of it,” remarked
Pitt, nodding. ‘‘ If the local chaps know
that they’ll be kicked out as soon as they
get there, they won’t evenm accopt tl

**Huh! A snitable spot’” sneered Sivl job. These men eame from Banningtow;
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w0 the Governors will have difficulty in
gotting Bannington people to come over.
Jt's my belief that everything will be all
sorene before long., 8Sir Roger will be
compellod to give in.'” '

“Of course he will,” smd Fatty,
can't last, And when it's all over I
reckon we ought to have a terrific feed,
t> celebrate the victory.”

“ TF you had your way,” grinned Hart,
“you'd have o territfic feed every hour!
It's a wonder you're not in old Binko's
shop now !’ '

“ He's sold all his stoek ! said Fatty |

saddly.

‘The fellows had come to the village

in order to tell the strikera the news,

and the strikers, accordingly, were fegl-
g very cheerful,
fre<h pioce of information,

Broome came hurrying along from

the direction of the King's Arma.
And it was soon known that he had

been sent for by Sir Roger Stene!

“1¢ can mean only one thing—the |
Gavernors had decided to suecumb : they |

had sont for Broome in order to tell him
that the strikesa'.. terms would be
accopted.

This was cquite taken for granted.

There was a good deal of cheering
and plenty of excitoment. Viectory had
come soonor than anybody had expected,
ard it was an absolute certainty that the
staff would be back in the school before
the evening was out. _ '
It had certainly been worth striking
for! ' | '

Broome went up to the school, escorted
by a crowd. Some of them were fellow

strikers, but th mostly consisted of | |
Jutitors. - to say?” be demanded.

juniors.  Broome himself was quite
calm and sndate.

He was a cool man, and it was not |

iz habit to get excited. But as he went

towards the Hoad's atudyhhe looked con-

fident and at easo. Sir Roget had said
that he had made up his mind to be
enrerous. 1t could mean only one thing.

" Broome entered the school, and was|

soon tapping at the door oflth'e- Head's

ﬂmiz. : e *
“ Lome in !

The strike leader entered. .

““ Al;, you have taken my adviee!™
exclaimed 8iv Roger, glaring at the gar-
dener. ‘ .
1 was go\ting impationt, Well, my man,
[ have decided to overlaok cortain things,
_andd to Lo lenient.” Py gl e

And th