No. 248.—Tells of Singleton in Straightened Circumsiances!
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“ON HIS UPPERS"” |

you should get a copy of the only other paper containing
stories of | '

e e S ———

Nipper and Co. at St. Frank'’s,

-

- and read the splendid yarn, entitled
. “Nipper and Co's Capture!”
——————————— c————————————————————— :

which introduces many of your favourite characters.
it appears in
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CHAPTER .

IN QUEER STREFET.

b YSTERIOUS!”
M albsently.
W Eh?

“MNMhat's what it
now—mysterious !’

“ Wihat the dickens "

““ There's no getling away from the
faot,”” satd Handforth. stirring his lea
with a penholder. ‘“He’s been like 1t
for two days now, and goodness knows
when he’ll smile again! IHe hasn’t
emiled since. last week.’’

Churah and McClure rezarded their
leader curioudly. Edward Osawald Hand-
forth was certainly absent-minded on this
particular ocoasion..
deeply, and partaking of tea al the same
time. And he appeared Lo be talking to
hiiself as a sido line.

Study D, in the Remove passage of the
Ancient House, was looking quite cheer-
ful. Thoe early Maroh day was nol yet
over, and Handforth and Cs. were hav-
ing tea by the light of the sunset. A
ciowing fire burned 1n the grate, lhe
mufhins were loasted to perfection, and
tie tea was dohightfully hot.

““ Not since last week,”” said Handforth
droamily. -

Church rapped the table.

“What the thunder are you jawing
abowt?”’ he roared.

“Bh? What the— You silly ass!”

15, you
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said Handforth

He was thinking

THREE-HALFPENGE.
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and NIPPER and the Boys of St. Frank's.
By the Author of ¢ Deeper in the Mire,”’
‘““ Singleton’s Rival School,"”
Plunge,’”’ etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT

¢ Taking the

BY NIPPER.)

snapped  Haudforth, with a  star(
“ What's the idea of yelling like that®”

“ You seem to be afl right now,” said
Churoh. “ I thought you were dream-
ing, Handy. Anyhow, you were talking
rol to yourself."”

“Oh, was I?" growled Handforll,
strirring his tea. ‘1 was thinking about
that chap Great pip! What the
' Who gave me this—this fatheaded

peuholder instead of a  teaspoon?” ho
roared.

Hiz chums egrinned.

“You took 1t vourself,” explained

McClure blandly.  “ You rcached over
for it a couple of minutes ago. I thought
perhaps you fancied the Havour of red
ik i your tea.”
“* Ha, ha, ha!” grinned Churoh.
“Very funny, ain’t it?”" sneered Hand-

forth, hurling the penholder down. 1
was thinking about Singleton, if you
want to know. There’s something
mystevious about that chap.”

“ Mysterious?”’

“Yes,”" declared Handforth. *‘ Look

at the way's he's been mooning abont
this week. There's a terrific change in
Wim.  He hasn’t even smiled. that I
kuow of, and he's absolutely off his fecd.
I’ve noticed him at.meal times. To-dav
he hardly touched a morsel for dinner."

““Perhaps he's in love,” suggested
Church.

Handiorth glared.

“You wutter ass!” he exclaimed.

““ C'haps v love don’t look worried. They
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0 about with dreamy expressions on
eir faces. They buy chocolates, and
wo?t’? love-letters, and all that sort of
r L 2 :

““They go off their mb, too,’
Church. g.

“ Perhaps they do,” waid Handforth. |

‘“* But Singleton isn't in— love. He’s
terrifically worried over something. 1
know the signs. I've been like it myself
occasionally, when I've had a bust-up
with you chaps, fer instance. But Sin-
gloton's worse. It's financial trouble, 1
should say.” : -

“ I'm not surprised at that,”” remarked
McClure. ** The wa:]y he’s been spending
money is—is wicked, That’s the only
word to describe it. Look at the supper
he gave last week. It must have cost
fifty quid.” :

Handferth nodded.

“ That was the last splash,” so to
speak,”” he said. *‘ Since then, he’s been
stimt up in his shell, He hardly speaks
to a soul, and he’s getting thinner. His
face looks pinched and wan. The chap's
pining away.”’

“ Oh, rot!” said Churdh.

“‘ There's something the matter with
him, anyhow,” deelared Handforth.
** Somehow, I rather hke him, He's an
ass to pal with Fullvood and Co., bat
he's not so bad, on the whole. And 'm
sorry for him. 1 was wondering if we
couldn’t do sorething.”’

““What could we do?”’ asked McChure.

“ Well, I suggest we go to his study
and ask if there's nothing he’d like,”
satd Handforth. “ Tl go fimst, and I'll
tey to pump him—not that I'm inquisi-
tive. 1 just want to find out the cause
of his moodiness. You chaps can come
afterwards, one at once. en, if the
othor fellows do the same—-"’

“ Singleton will go dotty altogether,”
said Chureh, g . d o

“You ass! He'll get fed up, and tell
us the.trouble,”” said Handforth. * Once
we know it, we can help. He's a
Remove chap, remember, and it's up to

us, as his Form-mates, Lo give him a
log-up.” -

““ Woll, that's true enough,” said
McClure. * I'm game.”

But Handiorth and Co. were not
likely to help the Hon. Douglas Single-
torr very materially. The spendthrift of
8t. Frank’s was in a bad way. He was
Enni!em; he bad lost every cent of his

rtune,

said |

b
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Owing to- his foolish trust MY, sl
Philip Smith Gore and Mr. Carslake,

he had been plucked clean—he had been
literally skinned. The two men had
obtained the boy’s whole fortune—a very
considerable su ' .

And now, when "it was too late,
Singleton was realising the truth. He
could do nothing; he had no-evidence
against Mr. Gore. That gentleman had
been too clever; he had not left a single
loophole which could convict him.

For weeks the Hon. Douglas had been
regarded as a_walking bank by the
uniors of St. Frank's. He had splashed
his money about everywhere. But now
everything was altered. - |

Singleton had no 'money to splash
&bowt.' ’ ' - . i ? '

The fellows did not know this; they
could only guess. - Singleton had not
told anybody of his misfortunes—mainly
because he was ashamed to. For he now-
realised to the full extent that he had
been a young fool.

Handforth was full of his new plan.

When tea was finished, he jumped up
and made for the door.

“I'm going along to Stidy N,” .he
said briskly. ‘‘I'l have an interview
with Singleton, and ask him what the
trouble is. If he won't tell me, you oan
go, Church. Then McClure can have a
shot later. I don’t hke to see the chap
mooning aboul the place; it gets on my

nerves. We must try to cheer him up.
Understand?”’ ‘ |
“ Yes, rather!”’ said Church. ‘° Buck

up—we’ll be in the passage!” . .
Handforth nodded and passed out.
He walked down- the corridor until he

came td Study N. This apartmont was

occupied by the Hon. Douglas. It was a
latial junior study, replete with every

uxury and comfort. -

Handforth tapped on the door. At
least, he thought he was tapping. In
reality, he hammered with considerable
violence. Handforth was always heavy-
handed. He could not help 1t.

““ Who's that?’ came a voice from
within. ‘“ Go away!” ]

“1 want a word with you, Singleton!’
shouted Handforth. :

“ Bigad! I can’t be bothéred—""
~ ‘““ Bothered!”  roared”  Handforth.
“I've come to sympathisel” =

“ What!"”’ . ;

‘““ Open the door, you ass!"

-
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Handforth snorted, and rattled the
handle. He had been under the impres-
sion that the door was locked. But it
suddenly flew open, and Handforth was
precipitated into the study. He sat
down on tiue floor heavily, and caught his
'imﬁd a whack against ‘dfxo cornier of the
able.

‘“ Yaroooh!”’ bellowed Handforth.

‘“ Egad!” '

All was darkness in the study, except
for the glow of the fire. Handforth,
.rubbing his head, turned and saw that
Singleton was lolling in frout of the
fire in an easy-chair.

“Ow!”’ groaned Handfosth.
you—ow !—you ass !’

““You're a frightful disturbaunce, you
know,’’ said the Hon. Douglas. ¢ Why
can’t you leave me in peace, Haudforth?
Clear off, there’'s a good chap. I'm
frightfully busy!”

"~ Handforth rose to his feel. painfully.
‘““Busy,’”’ he repeated—‘‘ busy?”’
“Yes."

** You—you idiot!"”’ roared Handforth.
““ You're doing nothing!"”

“I'm busy with my thoughts,’
plained Singleton.

“ You—

'

cX-
““Why you want to
come here, blundering about, i3 a puzzle
to me. Please get out, and ctop out.
I don’t feel like talking mow.”

“ That's not my fault,” said Hard-
forth. “I want to have a jaw wilh
ou. For days past you’ve been looking
tke a donkey with a sore foot.”

‘“ Egad! Have I, really?”

“ Worse than that,”’ said Handtcrth.
‘““ You've been mooning aboul fright-
fully., Wihat)s the matter?”’

‘““ Nothing."’
‘““ Are you feeiing ill

A

(13 NO.” “

“Have you had bad mnews from
home?"’

‘““ No."”

“ Then what (e thunder’s the matter
with you?’ demaunded Handforth.
“ You're not like yourself at all. Instead

of lounging about, as usual, you stick 1n
your etwdy all the time. You keep to
vourself; you won't speak tn anybody:
you've become a giddy hermit!”

“ That's awfully interesting !’ said the
Hon. Douglas. ** The fact i3, Handy
I'm not fealing very bright.  I'm well
cnough, but ['m a bit worried. Thal's

UPPLERS 3
all. You needn't bother yourself about
me, thank you all the same!”

“And you won't tell me what's
wrong?”’

“ fi wouldn't interest you, if I did,”
said Singleton. *‘ There's a draught
coming from the back door. You don’s
mind closing i, do you—and you don't
mind getting ou the other side first, J
suppose?’’

Handforth giared.

“If you want me to get out, say so—
don’t talk #u riddles!” he roared. *° And
iIf you won't tell me what’s wrong with
you, I'll tell you myself! You've iost a
lot of money, and vou're worried out of
your life. You've been going the pace

[BAJ

too fast, my son—that’s the trouble!

** Good!”’

“ Why, you—you——
~ “Your remarks are
inleresting,’”” said Singleton languidly.
“But I'm sorry I can’t continue the
conversation. Good-evening!”’
~ Handforth was on the ﬂoint of punah-
ing Singleton’s nose, but he decided that
this would scarcely be polite. So swallow-
ing his fcelings, he charged out of the
study, slamming the door behind him.

(8]

wonderfully

Out in the passage he found Chiirch
and McClure. '

“ Well?”’ asked Church. ‘ What’s the
news?"’

“The ass won't speak—he’s dotty, I
think,”’ said Handforth indignantly.
‘““You go in and try him, and if you cau:
get any information out of him, I shall
be jolly surprised. I tried hard enough.”’

‘I expeot you tried the wrong way,’’
said Church.

‘“ What!”’
But Church did not think it necessary

to explain. He entered Study N, aud
closed the door.

¢« Egad! Is that you again, IIand-
forth?' asked the Hon. Douglas
irritably.

‘“No, ite me,” said Church un-
grammalically.

‘“ Me?"' npepeated Singleton, without
turning. ** Who's ‘me '?”’

“I'm OChurch, you ass!’ said the

juntor.  *‘ Handforth just came in (o
ask about your health, you know. 1
expfot he went to work the wrong way
—oh?"

‘“ Ho did,"”’ replied the Hon. Douglas.
“ And if you get to work, vou'll do the
sammo thing., Kindly buzz off! 1 dou'd
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feel lixe jawing now. And there’s no
[ ]

reason why you should be inquisitive !’
Church turned red.
“I'm not inquisitive, you fathead!”
he said warmly. “ I'm only asking if
there’s anything I can do—"

*“ Thanks, but I'm' quite satisfied!”’
interrupted  Singleton.  ‘“ You don’t
-understand +the position, and you

wouldn’t understand it even if I told
you. You'll oblige me hugely by sh:ft-
ing.”

““ Oh, all right!” said Church huffly.
‘““ T won’t stay where I'm not wanted. 1
think you're a bit of a rotter, Singleton!
Just because a chap comes to sympathise
and to ask if he can do anything

“ Don’t misunderstand me,”” put in the
Hon. Douglas wearily. ‘“ 1 don’t mean
to be rotten, Church. But if you only
knew how I am feeling, you wouldn’t
be so short-tempered. I'm worried, and
1 want to be alone. Be a good sort, and
buzz off, please!”

Church nodded.

‘““ Right!”’ he said briskly.  “ That’s
good enough, old son! Sorry you’re feel-
ing seedy and worried. I hope you’ll be
_all serene to-morrow.”’

' Thanks!”’

Church cleared out, and found Hand-
forth and McClure just outside the door.
There were seven or eight other fellows,
too. Handforth had outl:ned the wheeze,
and the juniors were keen upon carry-
ing 1t out.

“Well?”
result?”’

““The poor chap wants to be alone,”
said Church. ¢ Don’t be a mean beast,
Handy. Let him-be in peace when he’s
worried. The, best thing we can do 1s
to sheer off altogether.” - ]

““Oh, is it?’ roared Handforth. * So
he’s been talking you 'round, 'has he? It
won't work, my son. Not likely! We've
come here to find out what the trouble
is, and we're not going until we’ve suc-
ceeded.”’

‘*“ Hear, hear!” )

“TH go in next,” grinned Reginald
Pitt. ¥ |

““ Good egg!”’

Pitt entered Study N, and a groan
came from Singleton’s chair. He turned
round, and gazed at the intruder with an
irritable expression. Pitt had left the
?oor open, and the space was filled with
aces.

asked Handy. ‘ What's the

-

““ Who is it now?”’ demanded S:ingle.
ton. ‘“ Oh, it’s you, Pitt! What’s the
bally idea? Can’t you all leave me
alone? Don’t lorture me like this, you
rotters! I'm worried, and I want to he
left to myself.”’ ‘

““Sorry!” interrupted Pitt. - ‘“* We
want to cheer you up, old man. We've
come here to give you a few words of
comfort and genial advice. If you’re in
any trouble, open out your heart to me,
and relate your woes.” |

“T don’t want to talk to anj}body,
thanks!” i

- ‘“ But you’re looking seedy
““Can’t yeu see that I'm off colour?”
snapped Singleton. ‘‘ What’s the idea of

pestering like this? Leave me alone!”
“ But, my of

dear chap, I'm full
sympathy !”’

““I don’t want any sympathy!”’
“T'm very concerned——"’

““You needn’t concern yourself about
me!” shouted the Hon. Douglas, getting
to his feet and facing round. “ You're
jeering at me—making fun of me! 1
can see what your game 18, you—you
bally rotters! Well, I don’t care if you
do jeer me—I expect I deserve it, any-
how !”’

“T didn’t mean to jeer at all,”’ said
Pitt quietly. “‘The fact is, Singleton,
you haven’t been yourself for days, and
everybody in the Remove notices 1it.
We thought we might be able to help
you ’ _ :
“You—you can’t!” interrupted Sin-
gleton abruptly.

“We don’t know until we’ve tried,”
said Pitt. ¢ A little help 1s worth a lot
of pity, you know. We don’t pity you,
but we’re all ready to extend a hand, if
you’re in a bit of a hole. Don’t mis-
understand us, old man. There’s no
need to be offended.” ‘

The Hon. Douglas sighed wearily.

“I’'m not offended, but I do wish
you’d leave me in ce,”’ the said quietly.
‘““ Please realise that I know best, and
I tell you honestly that you can’t help.
I shall be all right in a day or two, if
you leave me alone.” |

‘““ But, look here, there’s no reason
why we should be kept in the dark uke
this "’ exclaimed Handforth, entering the
study. ¢ Dash it all, if you’re in a fix,
Singleton, we might be able to . help
you!”’ . L

‘“ For the twentieth time, I say you
can't!” exclaimed Singleton huskily.

bR
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“That's vol! If il's a quesltion of
money, we mighl have a w'hiP round,’’
said Handforth. “ I know you're rolling
in tin, as a rule, but perhaps you're hard
up for a time? Just say the word, and
wo’ll see what we can do in the financial
direction. Is it a go?”’ -

Singleton gave a curious laugh.

“A whip round!” he said bitterly.
“Egad! You don’t know what you're
talking about, Handforthi! Nobody here
realises what Phis all means. I'm broke
—absolutely penniless!”’

“ What!"

“ For the time being, you mean?”

““No!" shouted the Hon. Douglas
desperately. ““ I'm stony !™

‘*“ Rot!"”

“You're worth thousands, you ass!"”
“You've got tons of money!”’
“You can't spoof us, vou ass!”

““I tell you I'm broke!" shouted Sin-
gleton hoarsely. ‘“ Hang it all, T'll tedl
you the truth, and then you won’t bother
me any rmore!
I’ve been looking worried, and why I
want to be left alone. I've lost all my
money—every penny of my fortune! I'm
ot worth a brass farthing!”

““ Phew!”

“ It—it can’t be true!”

““ Of course not!”’

““ I wish to heaven il wasn't true!”’ said
Singleton miserably. *“ But il's aun
absoluto fact. When I came to St.
Frank's, I was rich—I was worth nearly
a. couple of hundred thousand. But it's
all gone now—it’s all gone. I've run
through the lot! I'm a spendthrift, and
['ve squandered it!”’

Singleton had changed in his attitude.
He faced the juniors with glittering eyes,
and with his cheeks burning. He looked
rather desperate as he stood there, his
fists clenched, and his whole figure rigid.

““ Two hundred thousand!"

¢ And you've blued it all?"’

¢ Great pip!”’ ‘

“1 don't believe it!" said Handforth
bluntly. *‘ Why, you’ve only been there
a few weeks—since the beginning of this
term. No chap living could go through
nearly a quarter of a million in that
time.’’ .

““I didn't realise what I was doing—I
was a fool!” shouted Singleton. * Yes,
that's the truth of it! I was a blind,
weak fool! You might as well know the
truth, and I'd better tell you the absolute

You’'ll understand why |
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facts, T wust have been mad, and T

think I'm mad even now! I'm broke—-

stony—on my uppers! But, for good-
ness’ sake, don't make a song about it’
l.eave me alqne, and clear off. If you

dou’t, I shall’ go stark staring mad!"’

He sank down into his ohair, breathing
heavily, with his back to the juniors.

They looked at one another with
startled expressions.  'Dheir grins had
vanished, and they seemed to be half

frightened. It was true, what Singleto
had said—every word of it.

‘he Removites knew il—it was im-
possible to misunderstand that desperato
Little spcech. The Hon. Douglas Single-
lon was broke!

~ And Handforth and Co. and the other
juniors went quietly away from Study
N, deeply impressed and rather stag-
gered.

CHAPTER II.

VISITORK FROM BANNINGTON.

VERYBODY knew Singlelon's
E terrible secret before an hour had
passed.

He, the junior who had been
regarded a3 a millionaire, was poorer
than a fag ¢én the Third!

Most of the fellows were horrified, and
the seniors could hardly believe the story.
But there was truth in it, and ‘it was
impossible to think otherwise. Single-
ton’s very attitude was cnough to cen-
vince the most sceptical. '

There were a certain number of juniom
who adopted the “I told you so"
attitude. They declared that they had
<aid all along that Singleton was going
the pace too swiftly, and that he was
riding for a fall. Now that he had
actually falten, eome of the fellows were
inclimed to jeer. .

Others, of course, were sympathelic,
and the Hon. Douglas was the recipient
of many oxpressions of condolence which
he did not appear to appreciate.

I was rather astounded, and I full
intended to have a few words with
Nelson Lee at-the first favourable oppor-
tuwnity. I wanted to 'hear what the
guv’'nor had to say about the matter.

Somehow, I had an idea that he knew
more of Singleton’s affairs than he
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appeared lo know. 1 wasspractically con- |

vinced that he had been interesting him-
self in Mr. Philip Smith Gore. the man
who was primarily responsible for the
IIon. Douglas’ downfall.

It seemed curiows to me that nolhing
could be done. It was astonishing that
a man could hoodwink Singleton in sudh
a way as to make the boy part with all
his fortune, and it was even more curious
that the fellow should go free with his
booty !

For the rest of that day Singleton kept
to himself—as much as he was allowed
to do. But when he went up to the
Remove dormitory, with the rest of the
fellowe, he was questioned by nearly
everybody.

I could z2ee that he was worried and
troubled, and he did not welcome the
many inquiries, the majority of which
were needless and ‘bothering.  But
Singleton managed to keep his temper.
All the life seemed to have gone out of
him. He was dull, listless, and lethargie.

‘““ Look here, leave Singleton alone!”
I sa‘d, at last. ** We all know the truth
s0 what's the good of bothering him?
He’s lost his money, and that’s an end
of it. You don’t need to ram it down
his throat every minute!”

Most of the fellows took my advice,
and those who did not were dealt with
retty effectively by Handforth and a
ew othera.

Singlelon was missing from his bed
when the rising-bell went next morning.
At first 1 had an idea that he had run
away during the night; but this idea was
aenost immediately abandoned, for I
espied the Hon. Douglas walking up and
down the Trigzle, his head sunk on his
chest, his hands thrust deeply into his
trousers pockets.

It was clear that he had risen early in
order to escape the questions of the
Removites. .

It was noticed that he had ceased to
care for his personal appearance. That
morning he was wearing a dirty collar—
not dirty in the ordinary sense, but he
had worn it on the previous day. And
hitherto -the Hon. Dougts had never
dressed in the morning without donmng
a clean collar,

He was getting untidy in other ways,
too, and it was easy enough to guess the
veason. He smply did not care. He
whs in that state of mind when a fellow
bardly knows what he iz doing.

LEE LIBRARY

During morning lessons the Hon.
Douglas was dull and inattentive, anl
Mr. Crowell was not pressing. He had
heard the news, of course, and he allowed
Singleton a little freedom.

It was none of Mr. Crowell’s business,
and he took care not to interfere. But
it was plain to see that the Form-master
was thoroughly disgusted  with the fallen
spendthrift. -

When lessons were ofpr Singleton
retivted to his study, still moody and
worried. He ha rd{y knew which way
to turn, and he kept thinking of a letter
he had received a day or two before.

His guardian, who had been in Africa
for many months, was now on his way
bhome, and Singleton dreaded to think of
the coming interview. He did not know
how he would be able to face the ordeal.

He tried to discover how he had been
swindled and robbed. This was easy
cnough, for Mr. Gore's methods were
Plu.in enough, now that it was too late.
T'he Hon. Douglas was amazed that he
aad not seen through the trickery before.

It was true that the Hon. Douglas had
been rather suspicious of t.}ne last trans-
action—an affair concerning a large

| number of shares in a Bolivian copper-

mine. He had given Mr. Gore a cheque,
but Singleton had withdrawn the money,
in cash, before that cheque could be
presented.

But, although he had beaten Mr.
Gore that time, the money had been

taken from Singleton’s desk the same

I frankly

nightt He had been robbed of it,
and openly, and the Hon.
Dougtas knew well enough that he would
gev;:r be able to bring the scoundrel to
ook.

They had swindled him so astutely that
they had left no loophole. They were
free, and they had got his money. More-
over, Singleton was anxious to avoid

publicity. At all costs, he wanted to
prevent the story getting into the

papers.

Things were bad enough as they were,
without being made far worse. He did
not want his guardian to find the news-
papers filled with his woes, and the Hon.
Douglas did not zeriously consider the
question of informing the police.

What could the police do, anyhow?

How could they get ¢n the track of
Mr. Gore? Even supposing they caught
the man, what would the resuit be? Tuey
would never regain the moncy, and the
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ouly langible
pubticity.

The Hon. Douglas was thinking this
way, puzzling how he could carry on,
when he became aware of a curious com-
motion out in the Triangle. He did not
trouble to look for some time, but at
last, feeling irritable, he walked to the
window and gazed out.

What he saw puzzled him soinewhat al
first. .

Several men were talkinz rather
excitedly, surrounded by a number of
juniors. Then Singleton gave a violent
start, and he went paler. For he recog-
nised several of the men as Bannington
merchants,

One, for example, was Mr. Normand,
the owner of the big motor garage.
Amother was Mr. Salter, the jeweller.
There were several more, too, and the
Hon. Douglas recognised every man on
the 1nstant.

For he had had business dealings with
them all!

And the truth came to him. He
remembered, with a feeling of despalr 1n
his heart, that ‘he had bought a guantity
of goods some days earlier. He haca
bouwght them when he believed tuat his
fortune was to be made—when he
thought that everything was rosy.

He had, as a matter of faot, counted
his chickens before they were hatched,
and he had felt extremely reckless.
Every article which had been purchased
had been paid for by cheque.

And thoze cheques, Singleton
remembered, were useless!

He had given them in all good faith,
intending to see that they were
honoured. But the disaster had come,
and all thoughts of those insignificant
cheques had been driven from Singleton's
mind.

Fov at the time he had regarded thiem
as insignificant. A few hundred pounds,
altogether—what was it? Tho Hon.
Douglas was sure that this was actually
the case. And he was right!

‘I happened to be in the Triangle a:
the - time, with Watson and Tregellis-
West, and we' were Interested in the
little scene. A good many other juniors
were there, too, and there waz qute 2
deal of excitement.

Some of the Banninglon gentlemen
were quiet and calin, but one or two were
inclined to be violent.

Mr. Normand, of

result would be further

now

the Banninglon
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Garage, was one of these, and he was
ably assisted by an excitable little man
who was the propnelor of a smart
restaurant—Mr. Trentini.

““The young fellow 1is an absolute
scallywag ! There’s nothing else for it!™’
sald Mr. Normand angrily. ‘I want to
ktuow where he is, and I'm not going to
lea:"e: this school until I’ve squared things
up !

““ But what’'s he been doing?”’ askea
Handforth.

‘““ He's been swindling me!” roared
Mr. Normand. *‘ Not only that, but he
swindled all these other gentlemen, too!
I'm going straight to the Headmaster,
tand I'm going to demand——"’

‘“Hold on!” I put in grimly. “I
shouldn't advise you to go to the Heauq,
Mr. Normand. He won’t help you at all.
And I can't quite believe that Siugleton
deliberately swindled you——"

“It doesn’t matter to me what you
believe!”” shouted the garage-ownenr.
““ Look at this! What is it—what is it?"”

‘““ Begad! A dheque, I should thirk,”
murmured Sir Montie.

““ Yes, that’s just what it is—a cheque
for close upon a thousand pounds!”’ said
Mr. Normand angrily. ‘Do you see
what it's got marked on it? ¢ R.D."!
That’s what it’s got marked on it.”

“ Well, 1L's all right, isn’t it?”’ asked
Handforth.

““ All right!”’ roared the man. ¢ * R.D.
means. ¢ refer to drawer’—that mesns
refer to the man who drew the cheque!
It's dishonoured—it ‘hasn’t been paid!
Anybody who gives a cheque like that
i1s a swindler!”

‘““ T have oune, too!” shouted Mr.
Trentini excitedly. * See! I carnnot
afford to lose so much money! It will
ruin me—ruin me'! I was a fool to let
the boy have the goods!”

“ Yes, you're in a bit of hole,”” said
Handforth. ¢ Mr. Normand can get his
car back, I dare say, but all the grub’s
been eaten, Mr. Trentini. You wou't
be able to have the goods returned !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ It’s no laughing matter!” said the
garage-owner grimly. ¢ These other
gentlemen compared notes with me, and
we all found thal we thad dishounoured
cheques. It's as clear as . daylight that
young Singleton worked the trick on us
deliberately. It was a plant!”

“ I think you've made a mistake, Mr.
Normand,"’ i put in. ¢ When Singieton
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gave those cheques he thought he would
be able to mect his obligations. But
things went wrong, and I expect he
forgot about these httle matters—"’

“ Little matters!’ shouted one of the
other tradesmen. ‘¢ VV'hv¥ it runs into
theusands, altogether! We can’t afford
to lose all that money, my lad. Per-

sona,l,ly, I mean to see the Headmaster

““You won't see him this afternoon,”’

I put in._ “ Dr. Stafford happens to be
a- iy. I saw him_go out in hig car

ha.f an heour agvo. Mr. lee’s out, too.
Take mny advice, and sce Singleton thim-
seif. If he can possibly manage 1it, he’ll
make things riggt.. You misjudged the
chap, gentlemen. T'M take you along to
his study, if you like, and he’ll probably
put things in order.”

‘“Well, perhaps we'd better see the
boy,” said Mr. Normand grimly. <1
want that car baeck, and I shall have a
bill on the top of that, too!”

The other tradesmen agreed to follow
My, Normand’s example, and I led the
way across tno triangle to the Ancent
House. A whole crowd of juniors
followed fp behind—to see tue fun, as
Owen major had unfeelingiy put it.

Meanwhile, the Hon. Douglas had been
active. |

He knew well enouglh what was com-
ing, and he also knew that he had uo
money. The absolute truth was that the

Hon. Douglas possessed about three
rounds. He had no other money i the
wornld.

So he thought of Fullwood and Co.

The Nuts of Study A had been his
friends all along—at least, he had been
very pally with them, and they had
profited greally. But the Hon. Douglas
did not know the exact character of tne
precious trio who had sponged on him
all alonz the line. He thought they we:c
‘his real friends. -

Knowing that the blow was coming,
he hurried along to Study A, and buist
in. Fullwood and Gulliver and Bell were
taking things easy. They were com-,
fortably sitting in front of the fire, smok-
ing and chatting—planning, as a mattler
of fact, how to spend the afternoon.

“* You silly ass!”’ said Fullwood tartly.
‘“ What's the idea of rushin’ in like that?
You made me chuck a whole cigarette-
end into the fire!” .

““ Can’t help that,” said the Hon.
Douglas. **1 want yoau o do me a
favour.”

NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“ What kind of asked

favour?”’

| Gulliver.

‘1 want some money."”’
“ Eh?”
‘ Somoe money

““ Oh, don’t try to be funny!”’ grinned
Bell. ““ You want money! ¥You, the
bloated milhonaire—"’

““ You know well enough that I've lost
everything, and I'm broke!”’ said Sin-
leton fiercely. *‘‘Look out into .the-
nangle—look at that crowd therel!
‘They’re tradesmen from Banningtion!’
““ Really !’ said Fullwood laaly.
‘““ What’s that got to do wilth us? We're

’9

‘not interested in the beastly tradesmen!”

““ They’ve come for me—they’ve come
with rolten cheques of mine!”’ exclaimed
the Ilon. Douglas, staring at the Nuts.
““1 drew those cheques when I thought
that cverything was all serene-~when I
believed that everything was going to be
rosy. I was an ass to be so premature!”

““ You were,”” agreed Fullwood. ‘‘ An’
now you’ve got to face the music.”

Singleton could not quite understand
the Nuts' attitude.

** They want money—all {hose men
want money,”” he said grimly. * I've
only got a few-quid—a mere trifle: I
thougt%nt that you chaps might be able to
help me out. I know I can rely upon
you to lend me a hand——-"

““ Oh, come off 1t!” interrupted Full-
wood sourly. ¢ Don’t talk out of your
hat, Duggy! What can we do? We
haven’t got thousands >

““1 know you haven’t, but you’ve got
two or three hundred,” interrupted
Singleton.  * That’ll be enough to
satisfy the men for the moment. I can
return most of the goods, and a couple of
hundred might see me through, at a
pinch.”’

Fuallwood laughed.

‘““ My dear ass,”’ he said unpleasantly.
““ What’s the idea of coming to us for
two hundred quid? You must be off
your rocker! We've got nothin’—
nothin’ ?ike that sum, anyhow.”

“ Rather not!”’ said Gulliver.

Singleton regarded the Nuts squarely.

““ You're got nothing?'’ he repcated.

““ That’s so0.”’

‘““ But only a day or two ago—before
the crash came—I gave you about two
hundred and fifty!”’ exclaimed Singleton,

| “I was feeling particularly genecrous
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that evening, because I was fool enough
to believe that I'd made a fortune. So
I gave you the bulk of my spare cash.
Previous to that I'd advanced you big
sums—forty and fifty pounds at a time.”

“Well, what of it?’ inquired Fuli-
“wood cafmly.

““You haven’t spent it—I know for a
fact you haven’t!” declared the Hon.
Douglas. ‘“I want you to let me have
two hundred and fifty, between the threo
of you. I'm not trying to make out it’s
my money—that’s not my way. I gave

1t to you. But you can do me a big
favour now.”’

‘““ Don’t talk out of your hat!”’ snapped
Fullwood. ‘“ You’ll get nothing out of
us, you silly rotter!”’

‘ Nun-nothing out of you!”’

‘“ Not a penny!”’

‘““ Not hkely!’ put in Gulliver and
Bell. >
‘*“ But—but ”

“ What if we lend you the tin,” went
on Fullwood. ““How do you think
you're goin’ to pay us back? You're
broke—you’ve got nothin’. We should
have to whistle for our money.”

‘“ T shall be able to pay 1t back sooner
or later; but I must have it now!”
declared Singleton earnestly. ‘I can’t
understand  you, Fullwood. Egad!
After what I've done for you, I've gol
every right to expect a ﬁelping hand
when I am in low water.

chance to prove what you're worth.”
Fullwood looked very unpleasant.
““ You can colear out!”’ he snap
¢ Wec're not lendin’ you anythin’!”’
““ Not even a bob!”’ said Gulliver.
¢ But—but it's impossible!”’ exclaimed
the Hon. Douglas, in amazement. * You
ocan’'t be scrious! You wouldn’t turn
on me like this "

ped.

‘“ Turn on you be hanged!” interjected
Fullwood. ‘“It’s not a question of turn-
ing on think it’s darned

ou. I
unreasonabi?c of you to even expect us
to advance you money! Il's a fact, you
won't get any, so the sooner you realise
that the better. Understand?”’

¢ It seems to me that I was a fool in
overy direction!’’ he said bit,terlfr. “1
was fooled by Gore, [ was fooled b%
Carslake, and I was fcoled by you!
thought you were my iriends, but you're
not. As long as I had plenty of money
you were willing to stick to me; but now
that I'm broke, you leave,6 me 1n the
lurch.”

Now 18 your
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“It’'s the way of the world, my dis
illusioned  youth,” . said  Fullwoou
cynically. ‘“ Awful as it may seem, 1t's
the truth—the shockin’ truth! You caun

buzz off when you like! The soouner thc
better!”’

The Hon. Douglas clenched his fists.

““You curs!” he shouted thickly. 1
can see what you are now—I can sce
what you are really made of! Have you
forgotten the money you borrowed off

me? Ten pounds—twenty pounds—fifty
pounds?  Have you forgotten all those
items? I'm not talking about that twec-

fifty now; that was a present. But you
borrowed over two hundred before that
—borrowed 1t, I say! And I've every
right to demand thé return of that

money. I do demand it!”

““My dear chap, you ocan go on
demandin’ until you're black in the
face,”” said Fullwood calmly. * You
won't get anythin’ out of us. We’'ll pay

back those debts when we can com-
fortably afford it—say, in twenty ycars’
time!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ There wasn’t any stipulation as to
when we shoudd refund the cash,” went
on Fullwood smoothly. ¢ An’ if you go
to the Head, you'll simply get yourseli
into trouble.  An’ we shall deny ever
havin’ a bally penny. So you can do
what you like—an’ rats te you!”’

““ Good egg!"” chuckled Bell.
the stuff to give him!”

The Hon. Douglas breathed hard.

“You contemptible cad!’ he ex-
claimed fiercely. ‘' You beastly cur! 1]
know what you're worth now—I know
exactly what you are! Good heavens!
To think that I could ‘have been such a
fool as to.own vou as my friends! I'm
having my eyes opened in a way that I
never dreamed of !’

Fullwood yawned.

. ““ Quite entertainin’, ain’t it?"’ he said

““ That's

languidly.

"y

““ You—you—
““You’d better not use any violent
language, my son,”” said Fullwood. ‘‘If

you ain’t careful we’ll take you up and
pitah you out of this study! We’'re fed-

up with you! Savvy?’
“ You—you »?
The Hon. Douglas zot no further.

Somehow, the words choked in his throat,
and he found it impossible to stand there,
regarding  Fullwood’s leering face
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Singleton wanted to do someth-ing—-*he

| ‘ shock to me. They’re not worth the
wanted to hit out.

friendship of—of a mongrel !”’

And he hit!

With two stnides he crossed the room,
seized Fullwood by the collar, and yanked
him to his fcet. Ralph Leslie was utterly
startled, and was taken completely by
purprise.

“ ]_ieg'go;, you—you fool!”’ he gasped.

Crash!

“Yarrooh!"”” howled Fullwood wildly.
“ Ow-yow-oooooohp!”’

Fullwood felt the full weight of Sin-

leton’s fist as it thudded into his face.

e went sprawling over the table, and
landed on the floor in a heap. His nose
was bleeding considerably, and it seemed
to be rather out of shape.

“ Get up, you cad—get up, and T'll
give you some more!’ panted Singleton.

“Hold him!” gasped Fullwood.
““ Yarooh! Pitoch the cad out! Ow!
Don’t let him come near me!”’
The Nuts were rather startled. Single-
ton had never struck them as being a
fighting man. And for him to turn on
them 1n this way was rgther disconcert-
ing. Gulliver and Bell looked scared.

Very possibly they would have shared
Fullwood’s fate—for they were quite
incapable of defending themselves—but
at that moment 1 entered the study,
followed by several other fellows.

‘““ Hallo! @ What’s the trouble?”’ 1
asked, looking round. ¢ Who'’s been
spiling the gore? Your nose looks rather
lops:ded, Fully!”

Fullwood staggered to his feet.

““ Take—take this madman away with
ou!” he snarled. ‘ He's dangerous—
e’s’ gone off his head! Take him away

(X

|”

‘“ You'd better not touch me, Nipper
interrupted Singleton fiercely.

““ My dear old son, I wouldn’t dream of
interfering!”” I said. *‘‘ If you're anxious
to continue tho slaughter, go ahead.
Don’t mind us. The gentlemen i1n your
sltudy can wait. It always gives me great
pleasure to see these cads .getting 1t 1n
the neck! Go ahead, old son!”’

*“T'll give a hand, if you like!” put
in Handforth generously. ‘‘I'm always
,wjllinq to oblige.”’

“ It’s all rigﬁt; I don’t want to kick up
a fuss,” said Singleton, still breathing
hard. “I’ve found out what these
fellows are, and it came as a bit of a

‘““Begad! He is secin’ the truth at
last,”” murmured Sir Montie.

‘“ About time, too!”’ growled Watscn
bluntly. *‘The cads have been sponging
on him for weeks, and he didn’t know it.
It’s about time he dropped them.”

“It’s a good sign,” 1 said. ‘T don't
want to be inquisitive, Singleton, but if
we can do anything, we shall be only too
willing to be of assistance. Just say the
word, and we’re with you.”

Singleton gave me a warm look.

““ Thanks!”’ he said quietly. * It was

only a private matter between Fullwood
and me. I'm too diszusted with the cad

to stop here any longer. I'm going at
once. Thank goodness I'm beginning to
get some sense!’’

‘“ There’s nothing like being frank,”’
said Handforth. “ At one time 1 thought
you were devoid of sense, but misfortune
seems to be beneficial. You were living
in a kind of false world before, but now
you’re facing the hard facts.” )

‘““ And you’ve got to face a few in your
study,”’ remarked Pitt. ‘““ A few facts in
the shape of a worthy group of trades-
men from Bannington. You’ve bhzen
doing some naughty things, Duggy."’

‘““ Well, it’s my own fault, so I mustn’t
grumble,”” said the Hon. Douglas bit-
terly. “ When I gave those cheques, I
thought I had the money—or, at least, I
thought it was coming. But I was a bit
too premature, and now I’ve got to pay
the penalty.”

“ Dear fellow, I should like to be of
some assistance,”” eaid Sir Montie.
““ Perhaps 1 shall be able to lend you
somethin’—just a small amount to tide
you over, begad! I shall be only tco
wiilin’—"

““ Thanks all the same,’” said Singleton,
‘“ but I couldn’t do it, Tregellis-West! I
appreciate your generosity, and I think
you’'re a brick, but I got myself into this
trouble, and I’ve got to get out of it.”

Singleton walked steadily out ef the
study, and he was watched ouriously by
the other juniors. Somehow, I could not
help feeling rather plecased that this
terrible blow had fallen, for the Hon.
Douglas was being revealed in a new
light ; he was turning out to be decent.

““Hold on!” said De Valerie, as
Singleton was Qus!im%‘ past. ‘“I'd hke
to be with Montie in that suggestion. 1f

you're in need of cash, Singleton. we
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‘don’t miud advancing you the sum you
M ?
require.”’

“Same here!” said the Duke of
Somerton languidly. ‘“ You can rely on
us, old man. Don’t be offended, and
don’t think you’ll look small by accept-
ing. Woe haven't been your pals exactly,
but that doesn’t make any difference. 1
dare say Nipper will extend a finanaal
hand, too.”

“Of course!” I said, promptly. I
was just going to suggest the same thing.
Don’t be an ass, Singleton! We'd all
like to help, you kunow. We're your
Form-fellows, ad it’s up to us to see you
through. When a chap’s in a hole he
needs some friends, so count on us.”

The Hon. Douglas locked rouud, and
his eyes seemed rather moist.

‘“ It's decent of you chaps—so decent,
that I hardly know what to say!”’ ‘he ex-
claimmed huskily. ‘* You all regarded me
as a bit of a rotter, I believe, and yet
you're willing to help me now. Full-
wood and those other cads refused to lend
me a penny, and they’ve been my pals
all along. I know the truth now, thank
goodness! But, although 1 appreciate
your decency to the fullest extent, I can’t
accept.”

““ Wy not?”’ I askéd. ‘“ Don’t be an
am!!' .

““ T may be foolish, but I'm firm on that
point!"” interrupted Singleton. ‘¢ This
as my trouble, and I've got to deal with
it. I shouldn’t feel comfortable in bor-
rowing money- from you fellows—I
shouldn’t rest at night. TI'll sec these
men, and try to come to some arrange-
ment. Then I can get busy afterwards.”

The Hon. Douglas passed down the

passage and entered Study N, where the
visitors from Bannington were warting.
Exactly what happened in there we do
not know, but somehow or other Single-
ton induced the tradesmen to go away.

Someo of them took their goods with
them. Mr. Normand, for example, took
possession of his motor-car—a smart two-
seater which Singleton had bougnt.
Another gentlemen went away with a fur
vug and a fur coat. Mr. Salter, the
ioweller, was content with the return
of the articles which the Hon. Douglas
Lhad purchased, and which were just as
valuable to him now.

Somoe of the other tradesmen could not
. take their things back—Mr. Trentini, for
example, who had supplied a big supper

one evening. Considering that all the | get the cash.
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food had becn caten, it was gone for ever.

But Singleton succeeded in getting the
men lo go.

And then he told us what had harn
pened—at least, he told us what had been
arranged. Severa. of the tradesmen had
only agreed to a few hours’ respite. They
were coming back in the evening for their
;qmoney, and if the cash was not forthcom-
ing there would be troubie.

““So, you see, I've got to gecr the
money thiz afterncon,” weut on the Hou.
Douglas. ‘I don’t know 'how I shall o
it, bul it’s gol to bo done. I'd sell somc
of the stuff out of my study, if.I could.
But who's going to buy it? My desk,
and the carpet, and the lounge—""

““ But you can’t sell all those things
protested Somerton.

“Why not?"”

“You'll bo left bare!”

““ That doesn’t maiter,”’ said Singleton.
“I can do without luxuries. It's more
important that I should have the momney.
But T can’t see how I can sell the good:
this afternoon, there's no time"’

‘“ By Geor%e!” exclaimed Haundforth
abruptlly. ** By George!”

‘““ A brain wave?"’ I inquired politely.

““ By George!” said Haudlorth.

“You silly ass—'"

f“I've got an idea!” shouled Handy,
his eyes gleaming. *‘A first-class, top-
hole wheeze! It"s a glorious stunt—the
best idea that's been thought of for
years!”

|9)

** There’s  unothing like modesty,”
remarked Pitt.
““ Rats!”’ said Handforth. ‘“ You'll

agree with me when you hear it. What’s
the matter with selling up Singleton’s
things by auction?”

“Eh?”

“ Doing which?"’

‘““ Why not have a giddy sale?”’ sug-
gosted Handforth, looking round. ¢ You
know, a regular auction sale—to raise the
wind. He's got some ripping stuff, and
it ought to fetoh in a pile of money. I'll
be the auclioneer——"’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Is that funny?" bawled Handforth.

““ Yes, rather !’ grinned Pitt. *‘ You’'ll
be a scream, Handy!”’

““ I’'m game,”’ said Singleton, witlroul
hesitation. ¢ It’'ll be a quick way to sell
the goods, anvhow, and a quick way to
The ounly trouble is that
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the fellows here won’t be able to.pay up
at a moment’s notice——"’

‘“ There’s plenty of money about,” 1
interrupted.
the Remove, too. And if you seriously
mean to adopt this idea, Singleton, it
would be just as well to ring up a few
people in Bannington—dealers, for
example. Tell them what’s on, and
they’ll come over within the hour, loaded
uf with notes. They're sure to- seize a
chance of getting some bargains.”

‘““ Yes, rather,”” said Singleton. ¢ It’s
a fine idea. We'll ring up at once, and
make all arrangements.”

~‘“And Handforth 1s to be the auc-
tioneer?”’ inquired Pitt polately.
‘“Yes,”’ said Handforth. ‘‘ It was my

wheeze, and I reckon it’s my right to be
the auctioneer.”

“Good!” grinned Pitt. *“ We shall
kave some fun this afternoon.” '

e ssns lemt hess

CHAPTER IIL

THIE AUCTION SALE.

¢ ADIES and gentllemen, I now beg
L to put before your notice Lot
 12,” said Handforth impres-
sively. ‘“This, you will see, is
a magnificent roll-top desk. A superb
article, unscratched, and as good as new.
It is made of solid mahogany, and 1t
ought to be knocked down for at least
ninety quid—that 1is to say, ninety
ounds. I want someone to start the
idding at that sum.”
‘““ Rotten!”” said McClure.
¢ No good at all!”’ declared Church.

Handforth was practising, and his
faithful chums were .obliged to stand in
Study D, listening to the elocutionary
powers of their mighty leader. They did
not appear to be very much impressed.

“You asses!” roared Handforth.
‘““What do you mean by saying 1t’s
rotten? I was adopting the recognised
etyle.” _

‘““ Rats!’ said Church. ‘“ You can’t
start the bidding at ninety quid, when
tiie thing’s only worth fifty! You’d only
be laughed at. You've got to let the
crowd etart the bidding.”

‘““ Well, we won’t argue about it,”’ said
Handforth, ¢ It’s nearly time to go

““ A good deal of cash in’
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down, and I'm satished with my
rehearsal, even if you a'n’t. The thing’s
got to be done, and it’s not going to be a
joke, either. Some of the c‘iaps seem o
think it’s a funny business, but they’re
wrong !”’ ’

Church and McClure possibly had ideas
of a similar nature, but they thought 1t

unnecessary to mention the fact to
Handforth.

The arrangements were nearly com-

plete.

All Singleton’s goods had been carried
out into the playing-fields. Hosts of
juniors had been only tdo willing to lend
a hand in the job. Study N was stnpped
bare. Everything was taken—furnituie,
carpets, curtains, ornaments—everything,
in fact, that was saleable.

A catalogue had been made by Pitt
and several other juniors, and the
catalogue included nearly all Singleton’s
personal property. ‘The Hon. Douglas
was ruthless. He put everything -into
the sale. His gold watoh, his fountain-
pen, diamond tiepin, and at least a dozen
suits of clothes—new suits which he had
no use for, but which he had had a fancy
to keep by him.

Handforth was to have the catalogue,
and he was to read the items out before
offering them for sale.

And every article was marked and num-
bered, and laid out for inspection. The
news that there was to be an auction sale
had spread like wildfire, and bargain-
hunters from every Form came to inspect
the goods. '

Prefects and Sixth Formers and Fifta
Formers were there in big numbers.

The fags turned up, too, but they were
warned off, bscause to‘xey would only be a
nuisance, and they had no money to
spend, in any case.

"~ And before the sale was due to com-
mence, quite a number of people arrived
from Banninglon.

Some came by car, and some on
icycles, and others by pony and trap.
t was quite certain that the attendance
would be large.

And before everything was quite ready,
a little confab took place in a corner of
the Triangle. T'hree juniors took part in
it, and they ag%eared to be somewhat
mysterious. hey were Tregeliis-West,
Somerton, and De Valerie,

‘“ The question is, how muda money
have we got?’ said De Valerie briskly.
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“ What's the
‘Tregollis-West ?"’

“* Dear old boy; I've got fifty quid in
.banknotes, ‘and a few odd currency
notes,”” replied Sir Montie.

““I've got about forly,’’ said the school-
‘boy duke. ‘“Of course, I could get five

hundred by to-morrow, but that’s no
good.”

amount of your oash,

“ That's the worst of having your,

banking account in London,”
D¢ Valerie. ‘It means such a long
delay 1n getting cash. I've got an
account in Bannington, and I've just
got back with a hundred quid. So
between the three of us we're worth
nearly two hundred. That ought to
help.”

‘“ Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Montie.
“If Singleton won’t take it as a loan,
we shall have to use other methods. 1
must remark, De Valerie, that this is a
vippit’ idea of yours—it is, reaily!”

The three juniors were perhaps the
rtchest boys in St. Frank's. The Duke
of Somerton was almost a mllionaire,
Do Valerie was worth pots of money,
and Tregellis-West was certainly as
wealthy as the duke.

But, unlike Singleton, they did not
have control of their fortunes;: two or
three hundred was the most they could
handle at a time, and even then only
for special ocacasions. But even if they
had been in Singleton’s position, they
would have been no different.  They
were not spendthrifts, and were never
in the habit of squandering money.

“Well, T think it's a pretty good
idea,’”’ said De Valerie modestly. ‘ But
wo muit be careful not to let ginglet.on
sce the wheeze. Our idea is to drive, the
price of things up.”

‘““ How will it be managed?”’ asked the
duke.

‘“ Basily enough,”’” said De Valerie.
“ For example, we'll force up the prices
of the small artioles—a gold fountain-
pen, for example; it’s worth about ten
quid, and the ordinary bidding will stop
at about eight. Well, T’'ll bid nine,
Montie will raise it to ten, then you’ll
add another quid, Somerton. We'll
keep on like that until the price is forced
up to about twenty, and then it'll be
knooked down to one of us. The chaps
will think we're dotty, but that doesn’t
matter. Singleton will get his tin.”

It was a very generous plan, for the
three juniors would be simply present-
ing the money to Singleton. They were

remarked
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q}uilo willing to do so, for they knew thal
the Hon. Douglas was in a serious hole,
and they rather liked his independent
spimt.  He was selling everything ha
owned in order to pay off his debts, and
nobody could do more than that.

~ The three conspirators strolled away
into the playing-fields, and arrived oul.
side the pavilion just in time to witness
the start. Handforth was mounted upon
a big box, and he looked rather
important. ‘A small table was in front
of him, and he held a carpenter’s
mallet in his hand, in lieu of a hammer.
The crowd had gathered round, and waa
walting expectantly,

““ Gentlemen, the sale is now open'"
shouted Handforth. “ I must request

you to keep order. There is to be no

talking!  Can’t somebody kick thosc
]flags 'g’ut? They oughtn’t to be allowed
ere!

Handforth brought his mallet down
sharply. He did not quite realise its

weight, and the table was split right
across.

“ My hat!”’ said Handforth blankily.
¢ Ha’ ha’ lla!"
“Go it, Handy!”

“ If praybody interrupts, tap them with
that giddy mallet!”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
““ The sale’s open!”’ roared Handforth.

“I want you all to understand that
everything must be sold. Under no
oircumstances can any article be left

over. Now, lemme see, what's the first
itcm on the programine—I mean, what's
thg first Jot 1n the catalogue? Aih, here
we are! Lot one, a magnificent draw-
ing-room lounge settee, with a large
easy-chair to matoh. These articles are
absolutely wonderful. @ When a fellow
sits in them he wants to go to sleep right
off. They are perfectly made, in rippng
condition, and as good as new. I don’t
want any silly bids, so you'd better start

at a good round sum. Go ahead!”’
“Five quid!’ shouted a Fifth-
Former.

‘“ Five-pound-ten!”’

‘“ Five-pound-fifteen!”’

fC8ix quid !

“T.ook here, it’s no good playing
about like this!” bellowed Haundforth.
“Six quid! Why, you couldn’t get
kitchen chaiks for that money! Thesu
things are worth pretty necar fifty
pounds, so bid something eensible.”’

““ Twenty quid!”’ shouted De Valerie
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“ Ah, -lhat’s better—twenty qud!”’
said the auctioneer. ‘‘ Now, gentlemen,
make your bids, and don’t be slow about
it. We ean’t afford to waste time.”

Very soon the dealers and other gen-
tlemen from Bannington took a hand in
the bidding, and the furniture was
rapidly disposed of. Handforth was cer-
tainly a good auctioneer, if somewhat
unconventional in ‘his style, and he
obtained tiptop prices for the various
lots.

Singleton stood on the oulskirts of the |

There

crowd, listening interestedly.

was a curious expression on his face, 1

noticed—a kind of grim, determined
expression, which told of his firmness.

He was selling everything, and, some-
how, he looked almost contenled. Per-
haps he was rather glad to be rid of the
luxurious articles which had always sur-
rounded him ; perhaps he felt that he
would, in future, be more like the re:t
of the fellows in the Remove.

Porsonally, I preferred Singleton the
penniless to Singleton the rich. He
was by far the better fellow.

Handforth fetdhed wonderful prices
for the smaller articles.

“ Lot twenty!” he shouted. ¢ We
have .here a superb tiepin, set with a
diamond of unusual brilliance. - It 1s a
real diamond, remember, and not a bit
of glass. An article for anybody to be
proud of!”’ ‘

¢ Five pounds!”’ offered Mr. Salter,
"ihe Bannington jeweller.

This was an indicalion that the pin
was worth at least treble the amount.

“Ten pounds!”’ shouted De Valerie.

“ Twelve!” said Somerton.

“7T11 make 1t fifteen,
yawned Sir Montie,

“ Qood!’ said Handforth. . Fifteen
pounds for this beautiful tiepin,  Is
there any advance on fifteen pounds?
Speak up!”’ ' ’

“ Twenty!”” said Somerton.

‘““ Phew !’*

« Sommy must have taken a fancy to

pounds offered,”  said
Handforth. T can’t think of knocking
an article like this down for twenty
pounds!  Will anybody say tlwenty-
five?? ‘

““ Begad! Twenty-five!”

¢« Gtood old Montie!” o

« A’ T whispered. The pin’s
only worth about eighteen!™ .

old boy!”’

forth.
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“Dear old boy, it’s quite-all right,”

Fmurmured Sir Montie.

said Hand-

“ Twenty-five pounds,”
¥

forth. *“ Any advance
“ Thirty !’ said Somerton. |
“Great pip!” exclaimed the auc-
tioneer. ‘‘ You dor’t mean to say——
Ahem! I have been offered thirly
pounds for this beautiful tiepin. 1
there any advance? Going, going—"’
““ Thirty-five!”’ shouted De Valerie.
“Well, 'm jiggered!” said Hand-
““The blessed thing ain’t worth

ten!”’
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’
““ I—I mean, who'll make me another

offer?”’ gasped Handy. ¢ Thirty-five
pounds!  Can’t somebody make it
forty? What about you, Mr. Salter?”’

The jeweller smiled. |

“No, thank you!” he said firmly.
“Ten was my limit.”

“Forty !I”” offered Somerton.

And at that figure the tiepin was
knocked down 1o him.  The other
fellows thought that the duke was quite
mad. But so were De Valerie and
Montie, for that matter. They had all
been brdding rather madly.

Singleton, was astonished, as well as
delighted. But he did not seemed to
be comfortable, and he touched the duke
on the arm.

““ About that pin you’ve just bought,”
he said. |

“ A . bargain—what?”’ smiled Somer-
ton. '
Y I'm afraid 1t isn’t,”” replied the Hon.
Douglas. “1I only paid twenty-two
pounds for it, old man. I can’t possibly
let you pay forty. We’ll halve the sum

' We won’t!” interrupted the -school-
boy duke. T offered forty, and I'm
going to pay forty. Please don’t be a
silly ass!”’ "
“But, look here——""
“ Hush I’ whispered -Somerton.
next article is being disposed of.”’
‘The Hon. Douglas was obliged to be
silent.  Handforth was getting busy
again.  This time he offered a gold
cigarette-case, set with pearls. It was

It was knocked down, after a stiff
fight, to De Valerie for thirty pounds.
The juniors were rather surprised, for
Cecil De Valerie did not smoke. They

“ The

Jtruly a splendid article,
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wondered why hie had bought 1,
especially at such a high figure.

As a maiter of fact, De Valerie had
got it very cheaply, for it was worth
hfty pounds.

“ What do I want it for?’ he asked,
in reply to numerous questions. ¢ Well,
I'm not taking up smoking, if that’s
what you think.”

‘““ But the thing’s no good to you,”
sald Tommy Watson.

“My dear ass, I'm going to send it
away—to my respected uncle,” explained

De Valerie. ““ It'"ll make a yipping
birthday present.”

“Oh!” gard Watson.

Handforth was busy with another
article—a gold-mounted walking-cane,

and this fell under the hammer to Sir
Montie, at the staggening price of forty-
five pounds. Everybody thought that
Tregellis-West was insane.

“You burbling idiot!” said Hanrt.
““It’'s a good cane, but it would be dear
-+ ¥ s 173
at ten qud!

“ Dear old idiot, I will forgive you
for callin’ me a burblin’ idiot,”” said Sir
Montie calmly., * I took a fancy to the
cane, an’ that's enough. Kindly refrain
from interferin’.”

““Oh, all right!” said Hart
vour giddy loss.” |

“* What was the idea, Montie?”’ I whis-
pered.

“ We're helpin’ Singleton, dear boy,”
said my noble dhum.. * Just a littie

“1ts

conapiracy petween Somertonn an’ De
Valerie an’ me.”
f*Good business!” I chuckled, “1

wags thinking thiere was a little plot on.
I'll take a hand next time., Il bad
against you.” .

I did so, and acquired a gold watch
I had no earthly use for, for the sum of
sixty pounds. 1 had come well prepared,
for I had obtained a bundred pounds
from Nelson Lee. I had an idea that
the guv'nor suspected my motive, and he
shelled out instantiy. '

The sale continued, and although
many of the lots went at absurdly low
prices, other lots fetched absurdly high
prices. So things were evened up some-
what, and at last the final lot was dis-
posed of.

Then came the paying in, ete.

The Hon, Douglas found himself in
-possession of a great-deal of money, but
it seemed a trifle to him after the enor-
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mous sums he had been handling of late.
And at about tea-time the Bannington
tradesmen acrrived.

It was fortunate that Sir Montie and
the others had agreed to force the prices
up, for Singleton was just able to pay
off his debtors. He cdleared them all,

and was left with precisely eight
shillings in his pocket.

This sum rvepresented his worldly
goods.

But he had surmounted his difficulty,
and the worried expression left his face,
and he seemed decidedly better. He
was broke to the wide, his study was
denuded of its splendour, and his former
friends had deserted him. |

But he looked rather happy as he went
imnto hall for tea.

Several fellows had .invited him into
their studies, but Singleton refused the

olters. He had no intention of spong-
ing. He 1gnored the sneers of cads like

Teddy Long; he could afford to.

Fuliwood and Co. had no further use
for the Hon. Douglas. He was penni-
less, and they had obtained every
farthing they could from him. So they
despised him, and jeered openly. :

Singleton’s eyes were opened. It was
a shock to him, but he bore it bravely.
T'he friends he had thought staundh were
hollow and false; they had been friendly
because of his money. Now that he was
poor, almost a pauper, they turned on
him and scorned him.,

It was a bitter experience. Fullwood
and Gulliver and Bell were jingling Sin-
gleton’s money in their pockets—they
possessed over two hundred pounds of -
cash between them—but they had
deserted him in his hour of need. The
Hon. Douglas knew them at their true
wortlh. |

His disillusionment was complete.

CHAPTER 1V.
NELSON LEE’S WARNING.

CIRCUS!” said Tommy Watlson.
(%Y Ejh??)
“ A circug in Bellton!”’ went
on Tommy. ** What price we
patronigse the show?”’

“TIt’s bound to be pretty rotten,’ I
said. °“ These small travelling circuses
are always duds, or nearly always. It's
only a one-night affair, I believe, and we

A
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shall robably be hored Lo fits before the Even if he'd gone straight at St. Frank’s, -

cvening's over.”

“ Dear old boy,

nght,” remarked Sir Montie. *“How-

over, as these circuses ain't in the district

very often, we might as well risk it,
begad! I'm geme—I am, really!”

“Oh, all right!” I eaid. *‘ We'll
sotlle on it, then., What time does it
start, by the way?’' -~ ;

- **8even o'clock,” replied
* I've studied the giddy bill.”

‘* We shall have to buck up, then.”

“ Ass! IUs to-morrow evening!”

“Oh! 1 grinned. ‘ That’s all - tahe
better. IVl give us heaps of time. I
want to jJaw about somothing else. What
do you think of old Handy’s perform-
ance this afternoon?’’ . -

" Begad! It was surprisin’ly good,
you know,” said Montie. “1 didn’t
think the ass could do it—1 didn’t, really.
The way he forced up the prices was

s Y X8

really amazin’,

“ And Singleton’s just
I went on.
down for the ochap.

Watszon.

pakl his deb-ts,"’
After spending

Lundreds of quids like ha'pennys, he now

" finds himself broke to the wide.”

“It was his own fatheaded fault,”
cafd _Watson. “I've been expecting
eomotining lke this for weeks. Single-
ton's been going the pace too strengly.
I's a wonder he's allowed to ztay on at
St. Fraunk'’s.” |

‘“ Somenow, I like the chap,’
thou&ﬁatfully, as 1 poured out some tea.
'* He's a good sort, 1 believe. And now
that he's finished with Fullwood and his
erowd, he'll be heaps better.”

* Well, there's no deny
agreed Tommy Watson, ‘‘ But what’s
the chap going to do? | He can't very
well go about with em_pt{ pockets, and
what about his study? It's practically
bare, you know, He must have some-
thing n the way of furniture.”

“It'll be rather interesting to see how
he overcomes the difficulty,” I said, ‘1
feel sorry for the chap, although he

doesan’t deserve it. He's only-got him-
s¢if to thank for this position.
don’t know the exact details of his down-
fall, but we know a good bit, and it's
as clear as daylight that he was an

abaolute fool with his money.”

** He's been taught a good lesson—a
bitter lesson,”” said Watson, helping him-
eoll to bread-and:butter,

“My hat! What a come- |

ing that,”

We

** Perhaps _it’s | be |
the only thing that would have effect. | He spoke w

ou're probably on.

4

* 1 said|

| say, perha

| * ¢ IVID suit-all ﬁght-.”

of the lumber-room an hour ago. -

he'd have squandered all his money latér
Now he knows the ways of the
world better, and he’ll be more
cautious,”’ ‘

‘“That’s one way of lookin’ at it, old
fellow,” agreed Sir Montie. ‘‘ As you
it’s just as well that the
blow has fallen now, while he’s sfill a
goung-ster. He’s had his lesson, but has

e learnt it? That’'s the problem, you
know. He  certainly seems to be
improved.”’ | 5

nodded.

“ The improvement is rather astonish-
ing,” I said. ‘* I thought he’d be dread-
fu*'ﬁy cut-up this afternoon, but he looked
relieved. I think I’ll pop along to his
study soon, and offer some aid. Now"
that he’s fairly on his uppers he warls
some encouragement,”’ ANEE. |

Shortly afterwards, I went along to
Study N with my two chums.. I opened
the door, and received something of 'a
surprise. I had half expected to find the
place deserted and the Hon. Douglas
elsewhere. -~ e ;

But this was not the case, = ‘

S—i-nﬁleton was in possession of Study
N. e was sitting on a hard chair at
the . table—a small - deal table, with a
piece of American cloth tacked over it.
'There was no carpet, and the only other
article of furniture. was a - dilapidated
bookecase. A small fire blazed in the
grate, g
The Hon. Douglas was working away
at his prep, and he looked round with™a
frown, . '

i é Yes ?71
wanted?”’

“.We just came along to sec_how you
were getting on,” I said. ‘‘ If there's
anything we can do, Singleton, we’re
quite willing to oblige.”’ |

“ Thanks all the same, but I'm fixed

ho.._ said. i ¢ Anyt.hi_nQ

up quite comfortably,” said the Hon.

Douglas.

“ Bezad! Is this what you call com-
fortable?”

““ Where did you get the thi
asked Watson.

‘“ They were in the study originally,”’
replied Singleton. ‘1 raked them ut
)
gquite so decent as my old things, but 1
ttOl’l’ﬁ. suppPose deserve anything
better.” |

ngs from?”

ith & rather twisted smile'_
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: '1. ‘““You curs !’ Singleton shouted thickly, ** | can see what you are made
of now ! "’
2. The door opened and the Hon. Douglas peered out.
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on his face, and T could not help noticing’

that there was a queer light in his eyes.
I hadn’t seen 1t bbfore, and I was
puzzled. _

It seemed to me that Singleton had |
come to a decision, and that he had fixed
upon a plan of action and was deter-
mined. His whole attitude had changed;
he was no longer languid, he was alive
and alert.

“T'm afraid vou'’ll be prettv uncom-
fortable he old son,” I remarked.
‘“ As it happens, 1 know of a few things
ﬂn the second lumber-room-—that p‘rdce
the back of the house.
casy-dnair—ratiier worn, but quite decent

—and another bookm% to say nothing
of a strip of mipet We'll help you to

33
re,

‘J

Lring them down, if you hke

The Hon. Douglas shook his head.

“ It’ not worldh 1t, thanks all the
same,”” he said (1111et1

““ Not worth it?”

““No., I sha'n’t be here. It’zs not
worth the trouble,” said Singleton.

“T'm all right, thanks; don’t

about me.”

“We're not v orrying eabout vou.” I
said frankly. © Personally, I thin k it M
do you some geod. It’s not my hab:t to
lecture, but after the luxury you've
been used to, a taste of hardship w i1l
work wonders.”’

WOrLy

“Really?’ said . the Hon. Douglas,
with a touch of bitterness.  That’s
frightfully interesting! Pl ase close the
door after you. I'my busy.”

We retired, and I did not altogelber
blame "Sin p“eton for his little dl-pi.w of
irritationi. But, in the same way, I had
a feeling that cvervtﬂhnv was not exm*l‘f
as it should be. ‘That hf*ht in his eves
made me wonder,

Sir Montie and Tommy accompanied
me out into the Lriangle. We were off
to the gymnasium, to pubt in half
‘hour at exercise. Dul I paused just
outstde” the Ancient House, and looked
at two bright lights which glared across
the Triangle from the direction of the
master’s private door. @

“ A motor-car!”’ 1 remarked.

is the visitor?”’

We moved closer, in order to give the
car an ‘inspection. Them we discovered
that the automobile was a neat racing
two-seater, and I recognised 1t at once.

It was the propertv of Nelson Lee.

““ Hallo, the guy’ 'nor’s gmna out, -by
the look of it!” I remarked. “I won-

der—-:"

“ Who

-

T nere’ s an

atry .
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** Hush, old boy! Mr, Lee’s here.”

- The schoolmaster-detective had jusl
emewrﬂ’ed from the private door. He was
attired in a thick motoring-coat, a cap,
and he was pulling a pair of fur gloves
on. He nodded cheerfully as he saw me.

*“ Good-bye, Nipper!” he said calmily.
“ What's the idea, sir?”’ T asked. ‘1
didnt know you were going out ”

“But you know now, young ’un.’
‘ Where are rou gcing to, sir?”’
“Oh I'm gomv——-out"’
I looked at Neson Lee grimly.

"I'm not going to be satisfied with
Lhat kind of bunkum, guv’'nor,” I said.
“ Why can’t you tell me wheve you're
going? I'm not .inquisitive "

““ Good gracious, Nipper! Do you
suppose for a moment that I could accuse
vou of inquisitiveness?”’ asked Nelson
Lee, with a chuckle. *“ P’m just making
a little trip, and 1 don't SUppose I shali
ge2 you again until to- momm

I moved closer to the guv’ nor,

“ Anything private, sir?’ I whispered,
“‘[e“”
“ May 1 ma]\e a guess’
“ Certaiuly.’

Y Then T'll bet that youw’re after that
volter Gore!” I said keenly. ¢ He’s the
cnap  who qwiudled Singleton, and 1
kiow jolly well you’ve been hot on his
track for a week or two. Am I right?”

Nelson Lee smiled, and pmtod my
sirounlder,

‘;’”

~ 1 told you tnat you may g-uess, but
[ didn’t say that 1 should {tell you

“whether vou were right or wrong,” he
satd.  ““ As a matter of fact, my business
s connecled with My, P}rﬂl Smith
{sorc. More thau that I oannot tell yoiL.
Oh, bu’t, there 1s something else I want
t‘_' ‘.n‘rij ’

more

“ You might be a little con-
hidential, sir,”” 1 protested. |
“You'li know everything in good
time, my boy-—within a day or two
now,” said Nelson Lee. “1I wished to.
:poah 1o you about ‘»111gleton Don’t

| #py upon the lad, but kemp your eye ot
him wihenever you can.’
“ What for, sir?”’

" Well, there’s just a Docqc:.lblhtv that
he may attempt to bolt,” replied the

"E.é:ﬂuv nor. ‘“ Boys have run away from
1 s¢hool  before to day, and with less

reason than Singleton has. A terrible
ordeal is before him, and he knows it.
He may consader it the easier way tlo
| quietly disappear.”
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“ Phew!
bunk 7 _

“T think he might,”” said Lee.
“““Therefore I want you to keep on the
alert, particularly at night. If -he does
decide to bolt, he will certainly make the
attempt after °lights out.” I don't

You really think he’ll do a

‘expect you to keep awake all night, but

you will be able to judge within a few
minutes whether he is contemplating any
such desperate steps. So be on the
watch, Nipper.”

“Tll
agreed. ‘‘ But I can’t exactly see why
he should scoot.”

“ My dear lad, Singleton knows well
enough that a climax will arrive very

shortly—probably  to-morrow,”  said
Nelson Lee. “ Mr. Mornington, the.

colicitor, will be down, I dare say, and
Singleton will be hauled before the Head-
master. He will be cross-examined, and
there will be a regular ordeal. The lad
knows 1t, and he dreads it. He has
made a terrible mess of his affairs, and
he may not be brave enough to face the
music. I sincerely hope he will stay, for
the lad has had his lesson, and he has the
makings of a fine fellow in him. I hope
he will not spoil himself on the last lap,
g0 to speak.”

“And you're
Gore?’ 1 asked.-
~ “ I'm making a trip,”’ said Nelson Lee
evasively.

(¥4 DO
rotter?”’

Lee chuckled.

““ Such a possibility i1s not remote,”’
he said. ‘¢ There i1s just a ¢hance that I
.shall be successful in my efforts. As you
intimated, Nipper, I have not been idle
during the last three or four weeks. 1
have been far busier than you even sup-

off after Mr.

going

you think yowll catch the

pose, and you will understand the precise-

details very shortly. Good-night, my
lad 1’

Nelson Lee climbed into his car and
drove out of the Triangle, leaving me
considerably puzzled. I could not quite
understand his game, and I was on teun-
terthooks.  What had Nelson Lee been
driving at? What was the truth? And
what should we learn within the next
day or two? ‘ .

r{‘drxey were questions I could mot
answer, ] _ ‘
* But I discussed thé subject with my

cdhums instead of visiting the gymnasium,

and we wasted quite an hour, Then we
went in to our preparations.

- somehow, I had

keep my eye on him, sir,” I

UPPERS 10

I was delermined to keep awake that
nignt—until midnight, at least. If Sin-
gleton meant to bolt, he would surely
make his attempt before twelve. And,
an 1dea that the
guv’nor’s suspicions were not ill-founded.
- The queer light in the Hon. Douglas’
eyes perhaps meant that he had resolved
to flee from the school. That was why
he did not care about having the extra
furniture in his study. Since he Was

{ only to remain that cvening, he did not

worry. about furniture.

Morrow came in to see lights-out at

the usual hour, and I was forced to
admit that Singleton had given no in-
dication of bolting. He had undressed
as leisurely as ever, and had snuggled
down into bed with the seeming inten-
tron of remaining between the sheets
until the rising-bell rang.
. He was mnot chipped much. The
juniors were beginning to respect him.
He had faced his troubles bravely that
day, and he had gone up several points
in the estimation of the Remove.

Everybody dropped off to sleep before
the hour of ten struck, and I was the
only one who remained awake.

Singleton’s bed was some little distance
from my own, but before ten-thirty a
moonbeam shifted its position and rested
upon the Hon. Douglas’ bed. I could
see 1t distinctly, and I could see.the form
within the blankets.

Now and again Singleton moved, and
I thought he was awake. But it was
clear that he was only vestless in his
sleep.  Once, too, I imagined that I
heard a sound at the door, but I was
probably mistaken,. :

In any case, Singleton was not the
}c)—alczls-e- of 1t, for he still lay peacefully in

ed.

But I was determined to wait until
midnight. I had come to that decision,

| and there was no reason why I should

alter it, although, by this

. time, 1T
believed that Nelson Lee’s

suspiciohs

were 1ncorrect.

I was just feeling very dozy, soon after
eleven-thirty had struck, and I noticed
a movement on Singleton’s part. Then
I saw him half raise himself in bed, and
a sneeze sounded. |

I sat up like a jack-in-the-box.

‘“ Great Scott!” I muttered, startled.

For there was something about that

sneeze which came as a shock to me. I

knew well enough that it had been made
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by tho figure in Singlelon’s bed. but it
had unot been made by the Hon. Douglas.

I slipped out of my own bed, angry
and oconcerned, with the intention of
investigating. I bent over the bed,
pulled the sheets back, and grasped the
junior firmly by the shoulders. I stared
into his face.

“Hi' Leggo!’ gasped a well-known
voice. *‘ What the dickens '

The figure in Singleton’s bed
Teddy Long!

was

g — — o

CHAPTER V.
THE MIDNIGHT CHJSE,

EDDY LONG!

I stared at the sneak of the
Remove, utterly dumbfounded.
“ You little boupder!’ I ex-
shaking him. ““ What's the
What are you doing

T

claimed, ng
me'anm% of this?
i Singleton’s bed?” 4

Long wriggled, and gave a gasp of
alarm. -

“ If—if you touch me, I'll yell the place
down'!”’ he gasped. “‘I'll bring the
masters here!”’

X1 D’y
sharply.
bed ?"’

‘““ Sleeping.”

‘“ This i3 Singleton’s bed, not yours!”
I exclaimed. ““If you don’t tell e the
truth within two seconds, I'li yank you
out and swam?_) vou with cold water!
Buck up, vou little rotter!”

Long breathed hard with alarm.

“ I—I- That 1s to say, it's nothing
to do with you!” he panted. *“ I don't
know where Singleton is—he didn't
arrange auything with me—— I—I
mean I must have got into this bed by
amistake.’”’

I shook the junior grimly, and T shook
him until he gasped.

¢“If you try any more of those tricks
with me, I'll have no mercy!" 1 said
angrily. ‘‘ Tell me the truth at once.
Where is Singleton?”

*“ I—I don’t know.”

‘“ What arrangement did you make
with him?”’

¢ I—1 say, there’s no reason f[or you

up, [\;ou little sneak!’ I said
‘““ What are you doing in tlas

LEE

LIBRARY

to get excited!”’ said Long desli)eralely.
““ He—he gave me eight bob—all he had
—to change beds with him. I—I believe
he’s bunked, or something. Good rid-
dance, too!”

“ You little worm!” I exclaimed
iercely. ‘I want all the details. I've
been awake ever since lights-out, aud
you were in your right bed then. How
did vou change places without my know-
ing il?”’

Long grinned.

““ So you ain’t quite so smart as you
thought,” he grinned. * We dished you
rather nicely. Yow! Leggo my ear:
Yarooooh!”’

““ Tell me the truth!” I said threaten-
ingly. '

““ It—it was Singleton’s idea,’”’ gaspu
Long. * Everybody was jawing 1mi-
mediately after lights-out, and it was as
black as pitch 1n iere-—-—the moon wasn't
r. I slipped out of bed without
anybody knrowing, and rolled under-
neath. Singleton did the same. We
both crawled along under the beds, and
changed without a soul being the wiser.
Rather neat, wasn’t 1t? Singleton got
into my bed, and I got into his.”

I staved across the dormitory rather
blankly.

The idea was certainly neat, and it
proved that Singleton was ingenions. I
had not been on the look-out for such a
move; I had not even suspected it. Bul
the Hon. Douglas had certainly ‘¢ put
one over '’ on me. ‘

Something would have to be done at
once.

““ Singleton was pretty keen, I must
admil,” I said. * You ought to be
kicked, Long, for agreeing to such a
thing! You must have known Single-
ton wanted to bolt.”

“ It—it wasn't my affair—
"¢ Oh, go to sleep!”’ I snapped.

I was thoroughly enraged, for the Hon.
Douglas had eluded me, after all. I had
carried out the guv’nor’s wish, but I had
failed, I could not possibly sleep after
that, and I was determined to do every-
thing in my power to put things right.
I crossed over to the beds occupied by
Tregellis-West and Watson.

“Byjingo!” 1 muttered. 1 can’t
help admiring the fellow; he’s got his
wits about him, right encugh!”

I shook Watson, and tien shook Sir
Montie. They both awoke, turned over
in bed, and sat up.

shining.

?

L
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- % What’s the idea?’ muttered Tommy.
“ Who’s that?”’

‘“ Nipper!”’ I breathed.

"l

“ Don’t make

a noise

. ‘*Begad! This is frightfully curious,
old boy,” said - Sir Montie, yawning.
‘“It’s dark, an’ I'm sure the risin’-bell

basn’t rung. What’s the time?”

‘“ Nearly midnight.”’

_""You ass!” said Watson. “1 was
just dreaming about a motor-bike. Some-
body had given it to me as a present, and
1t was a new patent, with an engine fixed
on the handle-bar—"’

I don’t want to hear about your
nightmares!”” I broke in. *‘‘ Singleton
has bolted, after all!”’

‘““ Begad!”’

‘“ Bolted!”” repeated Watson blankly.

“Yes.”

‘“ But you’ve been on the watch!”’

““I know I have, and I believe Single-
ton guessed something of the sort,”” 1
said. ‘‘ Anyhow, he’s tricked me, and
there’s no telling where he’s got to by
this time. He slipped out of the
“dormitory over an hour ago—I remember
the door making a noise. We've got to
get dressed.” ‘

‘“ Dear boy, you can’t be serious—you
can’t, really!” exclaimed Montie. ‘ We
can’t do anythin’, can we?”’

‘“ There’s no telling,” I replied grimly.
‘““ If we hustle, we may be able to over-
take him before he’s got far. Anyhow,
we must do something. Singlelon’s
bunked, and it’s up to us to get on his
track. The guv’'nor distinctly told me to
keep my eyes open, and this is the result
of 1t!”’

““ The silly ass doesn’t deserve any
sympathy!”’ growled Watson. ‘'Let
him go! I don’t see why we should
worry ourselves ! )

““ That’s not the point!”’ I interrupted. |

“ Mr. Lee asked me to keep watceh, and
I've failed. I feel pretty rotten about
it, I can tell you. The only thing we
can do is to get busy at once. So slip
into your things.”’

They were both thoroughly awake by
this time, and they commenced dressing.

While we were gelting into our things
I explained how the Hon. Douglas had
worked the thing, and Montie and
Tommy were impressed,

‘““ But he must be on foot,” I said.
‘““ If he gave Long eight shillings, he was
left without a penny, and he can’t go
far in that- impecunious condition. We

s

l
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shall probably overtake him in the lane.
He hasn’t been gone long, you know.”

Within five minutes we were ready,
and we s.lip%ed quietly out of the
dormitory. Teddy l.ong had snugglcd
down 1nto bed, and it was not likely that
he would tell the rest of the fellows what
had happened. In any case, it did not
matter. It was too late.

After we had descended to the lobby,
we went along to the Remove passage,
intending to make our exil by mcans of
the window of Study C—our usual
method when breaking bounds at night.

‘““ Hold on!” I whispered. “ We might
as well have a look in Singleton’s study.
Probably there’ll be some traces of him.”

We went into Study N, and I switched
on tho electric light,

“You—you ass!”
““ Put 1t out!”’

“It’s all right—"’

““ But somebody might see!” exclaimed
Tommy, in alarm. ‘“ The bhnd’s up——"

““ That doesn’t matter,” I saud. ¢ I
don’t particularly care 1f we’re spotted:
we've got a good excuse this time. Per-
haps we ought to go straight to the Head
and tell him, but I don’t think we wili."

‘- Begad!”’ murmured Montie,
‘“ There's somethin’ on the table.”

I had looked, and saw that a sheet of
notepaper was placed upright against an
ink bottle, so that it siﬁould be seen by
anyone on entering the room. Singleton
had pu® it there with a purpose,

There were other signs.

His dressing-gown and shippers lay
over a chair, and I noticed that two or
three books were missing from the shelf.
The Hon. Douglas had bolted: there was
no doubt on the point. He had run
away from St. Frank’s, with the inteu-
tion of going right off.

““ This seems to be a note,” 1
remarked. ‘‘ Let’s look at 1it.”

I picked up the sheet of paper and
glanced over it curiously,

““ What does it say?’ asked Watson.

““ Not much ; but 1t’s quite enough,” I
replied. ‘' Look at 1t!”’

My chums looked. The note ran:

‘“ To Everybody.—Perhaps I'm a bit of
a fool, and perhaps I'm a coward, but I
can't stick it any longer. So I'm clear-
itig out, and I don’t suppose many tears
will be shed. I’m bolting because 1t’s
the easiest thing to do, and I don’t
intend to be found.~SINGLETON.”

gasped Watson.
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“ Well, it's to the point,”” said Walson,
* Silly ass! Chaps have bunked before,
and they've always been sorry for it."”

“ Perhaps we shall be in time to get

Iim back,” 1 said briskly. * Anyhow, |

wo'll do ows best, and we might as well

start under this window. We can follow’

the tracks.”

“Can we really, old boy?" asked Sir
Moaotte mildly.  “ But the ground’s
tard, an' I don’t quite see——"

“There was a shower just after
supper,” I put in. ““A pretty suff
shower, too. KEverybedy was in by that
time, %0 Singleton's tracks ought to be
fanly easy to find. There won't be any
confusion.”

“Begad! This 13 gettin’ quile inte:-
estin’,"”

I switched off the light and crossed |

over to the window. A minute later we

weoro oulaide tn the Triangle. The nigit |
L]

was quite calm, and the moon was shun-
ing fairly clearly. X

“We can't eee without a light,”
remarked Watson.

“ Of course not,”” I replied. * This
- will suit us perfectly.” |

I turned on my electric toreh, and the
beam of light shot out and illuminated
the ground under the window. As I
had anticipated, the surface was quite
_soft, owing to tho heavy shower.
Aud footprints were distinctly visible.

They led away in bhe directicu of the
school wall——in a straight line, sproving
that Singleton had gone off with a
definite ohject. _

YiGood!” T excluimed. #° Fhis is first
rato. But I'm afraid we sha'n’t be able
to follow the trail as easily as this for
long. 8till, we can do our best, and we
may be lucky.” |

Wo set off across the Trangle, and
aftor wo reached the wall we dropped
over into the lane. It was rather
diffioult to” pick up the trail again, for
the road was bordered with grass.

“This 13 whoere we're done,” said
Watson.

b”l'm afratd vou're right, dear old

E“}" f"

“ Rats!"" I interrupted. * What about
this?"’ - .

I directed the light of my torch down
Vugou the ground. Watron and Tregellis-

est lookod clesely,

M There's nothing there,”” said Watson.
“The yround's too bard—""
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“My dear “dhap, . the tracks are as
clear as daylight!” I broke in. * They
may not be.obvious to” your untrained
oyes, but I can see them distinctly.
Look!  ‘They lead wstraight down tho
lane, 1n the direction of the village.”

*“It’s amazan’!”’ said Montie.

But after a few minutes my chums
distinguished the marks made by Siu-
gleton.,  They picked thern out of the
other tracks on the road, and for somo
way we followed our quarry without
much difficulty. R
~We were helped by the fact that one
side of the road was bordered by Bell-
ton's Wood, and the surface of the road,

|

| in consequence, was particularly muddy.

Singleton’s footprints were very clearly
dofined. |

But after we had passed the wood the
road. become hard—hard and solid, with
 practically no surface mud, and it was
absolutely impossible to follow the trail.
We came to a halt at last. LA

“I'm afraid we're up against it,”” 1
said. * The only thing we can do 18 to

| walk on. Old Sparrow might be about,

and perhaps he will tell us something.
It's pretly evidént, anyhow, that Single~
ton went through the village.”” |
We continued our way, but saw no
sign  of P.-c. Sparrow, the village
constable. As a matter of fact, we saw
nobody, and although the roads were
muddy further on—at the fork, we were
not able to pick up Singleton’s trail
agatn. ‘

# He may have taken the Banningto:

direction, or he may have gone straight
on to Caistowe. There was no telling,

and it would have been a sheer waste of
time for us to continue the zearch.

So we retraced our steps.

“Tt’s a beastly nuisance!” 1 sain
gruffly.  “1 don't know what the
guv'nor will say when he comes back
to-morrow. Anyhow, we will wake some-
body up as soon as we get in, and the
Head will probably ’phone to the
police.”

‘ e *“ Perhaps we ought to have given the

alarm at first,” saud Watson.

“Well, it's loo late to talk about it
now,” I satd.” “ We didn’t give the
akaror at first, and there’s no reason why
- we saould explain that we’ve been out
on the track. Buck up, my gons!”

I was feeling decidedly irritable.

- Singleton had fooled me so easily in
| thte dormitory that I could not heip being
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angry with myself for having fallen into
the trap. I had actually kept awake in
order to prevent the Hon. Douglas from
bolting, and he had got away in spite
of all my alertness.

We were just nearing the school when
Tommy Watson looked round, and he
halted in the middle of the road, with
an exclamatdtion.

“ Great pip!”’ ‘““ Look
herel’’

Two piercing lights were charging up
the lane towards us.

‘““ Begad!’ murmured Sir Montie.
‘““ A car! Perhaps Singleton is inside it.
He’'s got a limousme of his éwn, you
know, an’ I expect he had it ready—"

““ Of course not,” I'interrupted. * Sin-
gleton sold his car yesterday. Didn’t
ou know?  Besides, I recognise those
ights. The storm is about to break, my
rons. The guv’nor’s here.”

““Oh, my hat!” :

The car undoubtedly belonged
Nelson Lee.

It came to a halt before it reached us,
and I ran forward, out of the glare of
the light

““ Dear me! What does this mean,
boys?’’ asked Nelson Lee’s voice. ¢ What
are you doing out of your beds at mid-
night? I have caught you nicely!”’

‘““ Guv’nor!” I broke in. *‘ Singleton's
gone!”’ |

““ What!”” exclaimed Lee.
Do you mean—"’

‘““Yes, sir; he’s-
‘““Wo've just been searching for him,
but we can’t find the silly ass!”

““ Upon my soul! What is the matter
with you, Nipper?”’ demanded Nelson
l.ee wrathfully. “I warned ou
particularly, and this is what I find when
I return. What have you got to say?”’

“A lot, sir,”” T replied. “T’'ll admt
I was hoodwinked, but I can't see that
it was exactly my fault.”

I explained the position, and when 1
had done, Nelson e nodded.

““ It was a smart trick of Singleton’s,”

he muttered.

to

“Gone!

he said. ‘It proves that the lad is
determined, and he means to elude us il
he can. You had better get back to

bed, boys, and I will do everything In
my power to find the lad.”

‘““ I suppose you'll scour all the local
roads in your car, sir?”’

‘““ That is the 1dea, certainly,’”’ agreed
Lee. * It ia quite possible that Singleton

bolted,” I said.
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will call upon me to halt, with the
intention of asking for a lift. If so, he
will walk straight into danger. 1 am
sorry this has hap?ened, but I do not °
blame you, Nipper.”

““Can’t we come with you, sir?”’ 1
asked.

6 NO;
bed.’’

So we went, and Nelson Lee ghded
off in his car. He spent two hours
roaming the country roads, going miles
in each direction.  But his search was
fruitless, and in the end he was obliged
to return to St. Frank’s empty-handed.

The Hon. Douglas Singleton was
nowhere to be found.

He had fled from sdhool.

you had better get back to

et fre ey

CHAPTER VI
AN ENTERTAINING EVENING,

ISSING!

M Morning came, and Singleton
was nowhere to be found.

He was still missing, and no
reports came in to show where he had
gone. Nelson Lee . telephoned in wvain.
For some reason, Lee seemed particularly
anxious to get the runaway back.

When I met the guv’nor soon after
breakfast, he was wearing a very worried
expression.

‘““ You seem to be taking 1t to heart,
sir,”” I said. “‘I don’t see that it matters
much. Singleton was a fool to run oft
like that, and perhaps it was all for the
best—"’

‘““ It was not, Nipper,”’ interrupted the
guv’'nor. ‘I particularly want Single-
ton here, and you will understand my
reason before long. It is a terrible pity
the lad has run off like this. But per-
haps it is not too late—perhaps we shull
be able to get him back.”

““I hope so, sir.”’

There was a mild sensation in the
Remove, of course. It was very seldom
that a junior took it into his head- to
bunk, and a good many fellows felt
rather sore abeut it.

‘““ A disgrace>-that’'s what it s
declared Handforth. ‘I thought Single-
ton was made of better stuff! Just
because he lost all his money he thinks
St. Frank’s ain’t good enough for him!
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** Perhaps he won’t come back,” said}

Church, " If he does, he'll get into hot

waler. I know for a fact that Mr. ILee
1 protty oconcerned—and if Mr. Lee
can’t find him, nobody can.”

*“I'l have a shot, anyhow,” said
Handforth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly asses!” roarea Handy.

*““ What are you laughing at?”

“The 1dea of your finding Singleton
—after Mrv. Lee has failed,”” grinned
itt.  ‘* My dear old chap, the best
thing. you can do 1s to take no interest
in the affair., Instead of finding Single-
ton, ypu'll find something else.”

““ What shall T find?”

“ Trouble,” said Pitt—‘‘ and plenly of
! ' '

“ Rats " sniffed Handforth. ¢ I'm
poing Lo start on the job straight away.
As all you fellows know, I'm a pretty
good hand at detective work N

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, go and eat coke !’ roared Hand-
forth. * There’'s no fun in talking to
chaps who don’'t appreciate you. I
know what I can do—and I know that
I'm going to do it. You'll look small
later on."”

However, Handforth himself did not
look particularly important that evening,
for he had made no discovery, 1n spite
of all his efforts. Ior that matter,
Nelson Lee himself was equally at fault.

Nothing had been heard of the Hon.
Douglas.

Since his departure, late the previous
night, he had completely disappeared.
The police had been informed in every

direction. Every slep had been taken,
but the Hon. Douglas eluded his
|Pursuers.

Perhaps he was in London, perhaps he
had made for the coast, and it was just
possible that he was skulking 1n the
recesses of Beilton Wood. But this
latter suggestion was not probable.

Anyhow, he had gone. And by tea-
time the Remove had begun to lose its
interest,  The majority of tke juniors
did not particularly care whether Sin-
gloton came back or not.

“ Rats to the chap!” said Tomiy
Watson, as we were partaking of tea in
Study C. *“ All this fuss! Anybody
might think he was the most important
fellow in the giddy school. I'm not
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going lo worry about kim any longer.
After tea I'm going to that circus—"’

“Begad! I'd forgotten all about it,”
said Sir Montie. .

‘“But I badn’t,”” declared Tommy.
“It's only a small affair, but they might
be able to give a decent show.” *

““Yes, we'll go along,”’” T said. *“ Mr.
Lee was having a talk with the proprie-
tor to-day—asking him about Singleton.-
Rather a decent old bird, I think. Of
course, he knows nothing—it wasn’t
likely that he would know anything.
Who else 13 coming down ?”’

““Oh, a crowd, I believe,” said Wat-
son. ““ Handforth and a good many
others. Everybody's saying the circus
will be no good—but everybody seems
very anxious to go. They're all willing
to risk their money.”

So, later on, we went down to the
village. I was not at all interested, and
I would have preferred to remain at
the school; but I went down with the
others for the sake of company.

The show was an enormous affair—to
judge by the bills which were plastered
ih various parts of the village. ‘¢ Duke’s
Magnificent World-Famed Circus !’ was
the name of the affair, and it was
pitched in a meadow off the Caistowe
Road.

When we got there we found the
tent to be- a' very small thing. How-
ever. electric arc lamps were glaring
outside, and there was plenty of bustle,
the villagers having turned up almost to
a man. - o

“It's just as well these people only
give one show,” remarked Pitt. “ I
don't suppose they dare stop for two
nights—because on the second night
they’d get the bird. We're asses to go
in, but 1t’s all 1n a day’s march.”

We paid our money—patronising the
best seats, of course. These were three
shillings, and the accommodation merely
consisted of a rough plank, with a piece
cf coloured canvas over it.  The ring
was small, with a couple  of big arc
la:nps suspended overhead, on ropes.

The ¢ band” was blaring away at a
popular melody, and the result was
terrible, It was almost 1nipossible to
recognise the tune. However, the
musicians were doing their best.

“My only hat!’ said Handforth.
‘““ If this goes on much longer, the audi-
ence will clear off—or get ill, or some-
thing !”’
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“ The ki‘d_s seem 1o like 1t, begad!”’
remarked Sir Montie.
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A weird-looking person had entered
the ring. He was a man dressed up for

The show commenced at last—about |the part—probably one of the ordinary

twenty minutes late.

The first turn consisted of the clown
and a performing donkey. It was cer-
tainly amusing; but all the amusement
was caused by the donkey. The clown

workmen. But he was so painted that
nobcedy could recognise him as a white
man.

He wore tatters of rags, leaves, and
all sorts of oddments. His face was as

was absolutely awful. He didn’t even|plack as ink, and his head was covered

know the rudiments of his job.

But the children seemed to like him—
just as they had liked the band. He
was a clown, painted up and wearing
grotesque clothing, and that was prob-
ably enough for their little minds.

The other turns were of a like nature.

There was very little talent in the
show. The performing horses were very
poor animals, and the conjuror was
simply -a scream. He was supposed to
be serious, but his performance was
highly amusing. We could detect nearly
every one of his ‘ mystifying ”’ tricks.

The interval was made terrible by
the band again.

After that ordeal there was some real
fun. Everybody reared with merriment.
The St. Frank’s crowd howled. It was
worth the admission money, just for
that one item,

And 1t was due to the village boys—
and not the circus performers.

There was a kind of giant spring
mattress stretched in the ring, about
four feet from the ground. The clown
performed on this, and rolled about 1n
the most ludicrous manner. He could
negotiate the thing easily, and it seemed
quite a simple proceeding to jump up
and down, and land squarely every time.

But the village kids didn’t find it so.

They were invited to join in the fun.
There was, in fact, a competition. The
ring-master—who was also the proprie-
tor—offered a sum of one pound if any
boy could emulate the antics of  the
clown. Every competitor was allowed
three tries; and the job looked dead
easy.

But when the amateurs got busy on
the spring they found that the task -as
not so simple as it looked. The way
the village kids fell about was sccam-
ingly funny, and everybody roared. It
was the best ‘‘turn 7’ of the evening.

*“ This i1s rather good!” I chuckled.
“I'm glad 1 came, after all. Hallo!
Here comes the Wild Man from Borneo

to have a shot!”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!’

H

[

with a fuzzy wig. And when he essayed
the spring he was as funny as a born
comedian.

He fell about in the most ludicrous
manner, and at last retired from the
ring in a breathless condition. »lean-
while, the village boys were still trying
to win the prize.

Handforth was immclined to be sarcastic.

““ They must be dotty !’ he exclaimed,
*“ There’s nothing in doing that busi.
ness! I could go and win the quid
easily—if I liked to make myself cheap.
Any ass could do what that dotty clown
does !”’

‘“ Even you could!”’ grinned Hart.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“If you want your nose punched,
Augustus Hart, you’d better say so:”’
roared Handforth, rising to his feet,
“T'll give you Yarooooh !”’

Handforth had been too hasty, and he
fell between the boards with a crash,
landing on the grass, mixed up with
the supports.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Great pip!”’ gasped Handforth.
“ What—what happened ?”’

““Why not go and try
Handy ?”’ grinned Pitt. ‘““ A quid is
always acceptable, you know. It’ll be
awfully rich if you walk off - with the
prize !”’

. ““ Rats !”’ said Watson. * He daren’t!”

your luck,

““ What !I”” roared Handforth. ‘‘ You
say I daren’t go?”’
“(Of course you daren’t! You

wouldn’t have the nerve!’’ said Watson.

** You—you All  right!”’  said
Handy grimly. * You see! TI'll show
you !”’

He stalked defiantly into the ring.

“ Good egg!” chuckled Tommy.
thought that would do the trick!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

Watson, of course, had been anxiuvus
{o see Handforth in the ring—and he
had ‘‘ dared > him purposely.  Hand-
forth, not suspecting that his leg was
being pulled, had accepted the challenge

(‘I

at once,
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‘““ Look here, I'm going. to win that
quid,” -he said, striding up to the ring-
master. ‘‘ Clear those kids out of the
“aylii

“Hi'm halways glad to see young
cenls in the ring,”’” exclaimed the pro-
prietor heartily. ‘“ You wants to ’ave
a try? Certamly-——celtaml)' Hi'll be
honly too glad to pay hup if you wins.
Go a'ead, sir!”

“ The clown’s got to do it first,”” said
Handforth.

The clown obliged. He performed
three movements which seemed quite
simple, and stepped out on to the saw-
dust. The audience watched with added
interest; the St. Frank’s fellows grin-
ning hugely.

“Go it, Handy!
‘““ Show us what youw can do, old
man !”’

“On the ball!”’

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

“You won’t crow in a minute!”
roared Handforth. ‘¢ Watch me!”

He jumped into the spring,
promptly fell on his back.  Then he
rolled over, turned a somersault, and
plunged off the spring into the grass'
It was certainly a bad start.

ancl

‘“Ia, ha, ha!”’
““ Oh, my goodness!” gasped Hand-
forth. ““ What—what Where——

IHow the dickens did that happen ?”

““ Good old Handy!”
“ That’s the way to do 1t!”

“ Yon—you cackling asses!” howled
Handforth. ‘¢ 'I‘lnt——tlnt was a Imis-
take !"”

He proceeded to show us how it ought
lo be done. And the result was even
more amusing. Handy discovered that
there was a certain art in manipulating
the spring affair: and he was quile con-
vinced that the proprietor was safe ih
making the offer of one pound.

By the time Handforth had finished
his turn the audience was in a state of
tears. And Handforth retired, with a
good many other juniors. They felt
that it would spoil things to see the
rest of the ordinary show.

“ It was worth double the admission
money,”” I grinned. ‘ Shall we follow
the example of the other chaps, and
clear—or shall we see 1t through 7

“ Might as well stop now,
Watson.

““ Just as you like, dear old boys.”

We decided to stay, and we were
rather sorry for ourselves.

said
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The remaining {urns were awful,
except for one—which came next to the
last. The clown gave an exhibition of
boxing, and his partner was the Wild
Man from Borneo.

It was, of course, a burlesque, and it
was rather funny.

The clown did all the hitting, and the
Wild Man did all the falling. As
Watson remarked, it was give and take

all the time—the clown was giving, and
the Wild Man was taking.

He weontl over again and again, coming
some terrific croppers. At first I
watched with lazy amusement; then I
became more interested. By the time
the turn was over I was of the opinion
that it was the most entertaining show
of all the evening. There had been some
really enlightening sparring. .

At last the band. played—or rather
murdered—the National _Anthem, and
the audience streamed out of the tent.
For my part, I was thoroughly sausﬁed
and my chums were, too,

‘““Jolly good!’ said Watson, as we
strolled towards the village, on our way

home. ‘1 reckon Handy was worth the
three bob alone!"

“Begad! Rather, dear boy!” ob-
served Montie. ¢ It was quite surpris-
in’ to see how Handy fell—— Dear me,
I can’t see Nipper!”’

“Eh?” said Watson. “ Why, what

Nipper! Nipper, you ass!’
Tliey paused 1n the road, and looked

about them. )

But Nipper had vanished. As a
matter of fact, I was just on the other
side of the hedge. I had dodged my
chums puvposely, for I bad a httle 1dea
tn my mind—an idea which 1 wanted to
carry out on my own. I would face
my chums' wrath afterwards.

I wailed until they passad on.

Then I emerged, and retraced my
steps towards the circus meadow. I
found everything in a bustle. A number
of men were busily pulling the tent
down—for the circus was probably due
to perform in the next village on the
morrow. This, of course, would neces-
sitate a night journey. The next stop.
[ believe, was Caistowe. Bul this didn’t
interest me.

I scouted about for some time, and al
last approached the group of caravaus
which occupied a corner of the meadow.
I examined one or two with care—an:l

'was nearly detecled.
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Then I came to a halt beneath the

little window of a small caravan—a mis- |

erable, dilapidated affair. Finding that
everything was favourable, I raised my-
self up, and gazed inlo the interior of
the van,

Then I drew a quick breath.

The caravan had one occupant—some-
body in rags and tatters and leaves.
He was, in short, the Wild Man from
Borneo. But his face was cleanea
now: and it was the face of the Hon.
Douglas Singleton !

CHAPTER VIL
SINGLETON DOES THE RIGHT THING.

SMILED grimly to myself as 1
I dropped silently into the grass. My

suspicions had been aroused during

the show; and now I knew the
truth,

Singlelon was here—in this fifth-rate
hittle circus. A performer!
of the company !

I walked round to the front of the
caravan, and mounted the steps.
when I tried the door handle, 1 found
that it would not budge. The door was
locked. A movement sounded within,

‘“ Who'’s that?” came
voice.

“ Open this ’ere door, young shaver!”
T said grufily.

I heard a step, and then the key was
turned in the lock. The door opened,
and the Hon. Douglas peered out.

-~ “Js that you, Mr. Duke?”’ he asked.
¢ No, my bonny boy—it’s little me,”
I said calmly. ' ‘

I pushed my way into the caravan,
and closed the door quickly. Singleton
stared at me dazedly for a second, his
face going pale; and he backed away in
a crouching attitude. Then he uttered
a harsh sound in his throat.

““ You—you rotten spy!” he
hoarsely. “You confounded
Couldn’t you leave me alone——"

' Steady—steady !” I said. “ Keep
your. hair on, Duggy! I haven’t come
to spy on you.”’ - -

“You lar!” shouted Singleton.
‘“You’ve found out where I am, and
you’ll go back to the school and sneak!
Just when I thought I was safe. You—
-you infernal rotter! I'll ssmash you up
before you leave this caravan!”

panted
cad !

A member:

But

Singleton’s

HIS UIPPPERS

I

l
L

| “ Look here, Singleton!

27

He hurled himself at me fiercely.

‘““Don’t be an ass, Singleton!” I said
sharply. ‘ Look here—— Oh, all night!
If you will have 1t!”’

I seized his wrists, and held him firm.
He tried in vain to get free.

‘“ Lasten!” I said tensely. . I’'m not
going to sneak—that’s not my way. I
found you by acadent, and {’l-l respect
your ecret if you want me to. Is that
good enough?  Be sensible, and stop
this rotting!”’

Singleton gave a kind of sob.

“ All right; T won’t try to hit vou,”
he muttered. ‘' I'm sorry, Nipper. I—I
fost my temper. But—but I thought I
was safe, and when I saw you, I—]——
Oh, what’s the good. I'm miserable’
I'm glad you’ve come, Nipper! 1 can
talk-to you—I can tell you everything '

He sank down into a chair, breathing
heavily.

The boy was distraught, and I knew
well enough that he was hardly responsi-

le for his actiong. He was really glaa
to see me, although, at first, he had been
inclined to resent my coming.

“ All right,”” I said softly. * Don’t
give way, old son. You'’ve been having
a rotten time, and you’ll have to buck
up. I'm your friend—if you want me.
I just popped in to have a chat.”

‘““ You’ll tell the masters at the school
that I'm here!” muttered Singleton.

““Not 1f you don’t want me to,”’ I
replied.

He looked up.

“Do you mean that?’ he asked
huskily.
““ Yes.”

““You won’t sneak?”

“Of course I won't sneak!” T raid.
You'd better
pull yourself together. You're prett
nearly dotty with worry. Why on eart
did you do a silly thing like this? Why
did you come to this circus, and join tho
company as a wild man?”’

‘“ T thought I should be safe!’’ he said
bitterly. ‘‘ But I was a fool! I didn’t
reckon on you—a detective’s assistant!
How did you find me? How did you
recognise me?”’ _

“T didn’t recognise you,” I said.

“You must have done, unless some.
body gave me away,’’ declared Singieton,
looking at me grimly. ‘“I saw you 1n
the audience, with the other fellows, but
I wasn’t nervous. 1 didn’t speak, s0
you couldn’t recognise my voice, and /
was completely disguised.’

I smuled
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“ When you were sparring with that
clown chap,” I explained, ‘‘ you received
vather a hefty punch. Do you remem-
ber? You went down heavily, and
‘caught your head on a post.”

“ Yes, I do remember,”’ said Singleton,
“I've got a bump now. The si%ly a3
didn't mean it, and he apologised after-
wards. But I don’t see—"

“I'll explain,” I went on. - ‘ You
didn’t say anything aloud, but you mur-
mured something to yourself. You
said: * Lgad! You bally idiot!” That’s
what gave me the due, and a pretty
direct olue, too!”’ -

The Hon. Douglas stared at me.

“ But—but you didn’t hear me?"’ he
asked. “Egad!  You couldn’t have
done!” - -

“1 saw yon,” I rveplied. “ 1 saw your
lips form the words, my son. Mr. Lée
has often given me lessons in lip-reading,
and I haven't forgotten them. That's
the way [ detected you.”

““ Well, I'm hanged!”’ said Singleton.

‘““But that’'s of mo importance,” 1
“went on.  ““ Look here, you can’t stop
ann this circus. My advice to you is to
come back to St. Frank’s with me. You
won't make things better by acting
foolishly." - o

I can’t come back—I can’t!” maut-
terod the Hon. Douglas. * I—I'm afraid
to!” ~ N

“ Nonszense!”

“1 tell you I am!” he said fiercely.
“I've been a fool — a mad, reckless
fool! T'vo lost everything, and I
haven’t got the nerve to face the music!
I daren’t see my guardian when he
returns, and I daren’t go before the
Head! You—you don’t understand,
Nl.{)pygr-you don’t understand!”

““ Yes, I do understand,’”’ I said, pat-
ting him on the shonlder.” *“ And I know
that -you’re made of the right stuilt
snside. You’ve beén an ass, and you ve
had a pretty stiff lesosn.  Don’t ruin
everylhing by staying away—by bolting
bike a thief. You're no coward; Single-
ton.”” . '

“1 am
coward!” _.

““Rot!” I said sharply. “ Do you
remember that time you fished me out of
the Riven Stowe—Efrom beneath the .ice?
Was that cowardly? Yousperformed a
feat of astounding courage then, Single-
ton, and I sha’n't forget it in a hurry.
And you're brave enough to stand this

ordeal now.” -

-

1

he muttered.  ““ I'm a rotlen

|
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The Hon. Douglas looked at mo
curiously. -

“I—1 didn’t think you’d remember
that,”’ he said. ‘Do you think I'm an
outsider, Nipper? Do you think I'm «
cad and a rotter?”’ .

“ I think you're a good chap,”
replied quietly. e

** Honour brigit

“ Yes, of course.”” -

“You can’t think it—you can’t!” he
satd. ‘* I've been a skunk ever since I
came to -St. FFrank’s. I can see it now.
I mixed with Fullwood and his rotten
crowd. I mixed with gamblers and card-
sharpers; I became friendly with
swindlers and rogues! I avent to race-
meetings! Oh, what a fool I was!
What a blind, insane fool! TIt's too late
now. I'm ruined—ruined! And I
might have been rich still!”

“ You oan’t repair tlie damage by sif -
tine down and moaning,”” 1 said. °* It's
no use crying over spilt milk, Singleton.
What you've got to do is to pull yourself
together, and make the best of thingy.
I’m tremendously glad to find that you
have changed so much. I like you, and
I want to be your friend. Don’t think
that I want to lecture, or dictate—"’

“ Good heavens!"’ he exclaimed. *‘1
deserve a hundred lectures! I deserve =
hundred 'horsewhiﬁpin.gs! - Why
you scorn me, - Nipper—like Fullwood
does? Why don't you jeer at me? I
deserve it! I deserve 1t, I tell you:
Why don’t you kick me away?”’ e, o8

He gulped, and broke jnto sobbing. -

‘“ Steady, old man!” I said sooth-
ingly. ‘“ You're rather off colour this
evening. Don’t give way like this -
We're all friends in Study Mr. Lee’s
vour friend, too, if you only knew it.”".

“Mr. Lee is my friend,” asked the .
Hon. Douglas—“ Mr. Lee?”’

He looked up, with tearstained eyes.

““ Yes," I replied. '

““ You must be mad!”’ |

“Tm not,”” I went on. * Mr. Lee has
heen on Gore’s trail, if you want to
know the truth, and you can take it from
me that Mr. Gore 13 booked. When the
guv'nor gets on a crook’s trail there's
not- much hope for him.”’

Singleton's face flushed with’ Lope for
+ moment, T ' '

““ Oh, but it's no good!” he multered
miserably. ‘“Even if he collars Gore,
there’s no proof! He won't be ahle to
Eet the money back, Nipper.. T don’t

now what to do. I came here in

9

desperation «Md Duke offered to taks

don't
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me in; he’s i}ust feeding me, and I’ve
got to work hard for my keep. But I
feel rotten about it—I feel that I'm a
ad and a coward! I am a coward, too?
I'm a rotter, sneaking——"" |
“Don’t

“ Steady!” I interrupted.
talk like that.” i -

*“ It’s the truth!”’ he declared tensely.
“I've had my eyves opened. 1 know
who my true friends are, and I know the
traitors. Fullwood turned on me, after
I'd done everything. But I can’t speak
about Fullwood, the thought of him
makes me feel sick! And you're my
friend, after all, you know. Nipper, I
don’t know what to say. You're a brick
—you’re a fine chap!”’

““Nonsense!” I laughed. ‘I want
give you some advice——"’

‘* Please do!”” he said earnestiy. * I’ll
take 1it! Whatever you say, I'll do! T’l)
be guided by you, Nipper. I've been
guided by rogues and cads up till now,
but I've chucked all that. - I'll take your
advice this time.”’

‘“ Good business!”” T said heartly.
“ My advice 1s simple. Come back with
me to St. IFrank’s, and face the music.
You'll feel better for it; you’ll respect
yourself again.” |

““ But—but the other chaps——"’

““ Never mind the other chaps,” I zaid.
““You’re strong enough to stand a few
more Jeers. Take no notice. Come
back with me, and face the racket—face
the consequences of your own fcllv. It’s

- to

the only honourable course.  Nobody
will know of this circus affair. I won’'t
tell a soul.”

THE
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TO MY READERS.

Next week’s story, ‘‘ A LESSON WELL LEARNT !’ brings
to a dramatic conclusion a series which, I am confident, everyone
of you, my readers, will endorse as a huge success.
act in the spendthrift’s extraordinary exploits at St. Frank’s, of
which you will be reading next week, I can truly say, is nothing
short of a masterpiece of ingenuity.
culminating in a most unexpected discovery.
this story as it deserves, let me beg of you, my readers, to refrain
from the temptation of over-eagerness to know how it will end
by glancing through the last chapter before you have read the pre-
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ceding chapters.
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The Hon. Douglas looked at me with
shining eyes.

“Yes, T'll come,”” he said huskily—
“I’'ll come!”’

“Good!’

‘“ And I want to thank vou ”o
| ‘““Rats! You’ve got nothing to- thapk
me for,” I said lightly, * Pull these
beastly things off, and tumble into your
own. We can be off within a ¢uarter of
an hour, 1f you’re sharp. Buck up!”’

Singleton did buck up, and when we
left the circus together he was looking
brighter and happier. He had come to a
firm decision, and he was glad. He was
go:ng back to stand the racket.

He went straight to bed when we got
into the Ancient House. But the school
soon knew of his return, and when I
went along and told Nelson Lee, he was
extremely pleased.

““ Splendid,  Nipper—splendid!”’ he
exclaimed warmly. * You've done well,
young ’un. I.am very glad that this
has happened. To-morrow Well,
never mind.”’

““ What about to-morrow?’ I asked.

“You will know to-morrow,” wmiled
the guv’nor. ‘I may as well - inform
you that the school will receive a big
surprise. But I won’t go into any
details now. Just have patience for
another twelve hours, Nipper.”

Nelson Lee would not say any more,
and I was left wondering.

What would the morrow bring?

If the Hon. Douglas Singleton had
only known, his sleep would have been
rather more peaceful.

END.

|

This final

It is a succession of surprises,
If you would enjoy

THE EDITOR.
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A TaIé of Life and Adventure in th-e North-West.

INTRODUCTION.

| 1 :

JACK ROYCE, returned from Canada, has

. - called to see his brother, |

*TEDDY ROYCE, « clerk in London.
the brothers are together, they are aroused by a
loud summons at the door. .

GERALD TELFORD has been setupon by roughs
and seeks assistance of the Royces. The roughs
are driven off. Later, Gerald is informed by
his guardian, Mr. Cardone, that the money
which. the lad was lo inherit is lost, with the
exception of £50, The three lads agrec to try
their luck in_Canada. They set sail for
Montreal, and evenlually reach Winnipeyg.

Throughout the journey they are shadowed by ‘Foreigners of nearly every nationality

a man named Obed Snaith, one of the ruffans
qwho -had attacked Gerald in London. and who 18
believed to be in the pay of Mr. Cardone.
While in. Winnipeg, the chums rescue a man,
nicknamed. the Mad Prospector, from ruffians.

* The. man, howerer, dies of his injuries, but
gives the lads a secret chart of a rich gold dis-
covery. The thrce lads proceed to Medicine
Hat, south of Alberta, where they are offered
work at St. Pierre, 150 miles further N.W.
Jack 18 put in charge of the train taking them
there and observes Obed Snaith with the purty.
T'here 13 trouble with them. ‘

(Now read on)

Jack Royce Ma_ke-s a New Enemy.

i ERALD, of gourse, was delighted
G- at the prospect of going out In
+ the wilds to help to bjifgd a new
railrond. As the three friends

had not .slept a night in the boarding-
house, they merely paid for the meals
they had, packed their bags, and,-at
seven-thirty, ~presented themselves at
the railway-station, to ‘which they were
directed by a porter. They found the
~work-train  standing, steam_up, ready
“:to go up to Camp Lake St. Pierre

‘While

Jack, being the only foreman about to
travel on the train, was- given a list of
names—queer-sounding, foreign names,
many of them were. These were the
names of the men who ‘were going to
travel up on the work-train,- to start as
railway “labourers.:: Jack added his own,
Gerald’s, and Teddy’s to the list, then
looked along the train, to count over the
men. : s - L :

"A very motley crew were - sitting
perched” on the flat cars, that were
loaded. with railroad-building material.

were there, all chattering together
eagerly. Many of them were newly-
come immigrants, and-could speak little.
or no English. There were, however, a
few English-speaking men- among’ them.
Jack picked out a few Iinglish names on
his list. | . - ‘

The oconductor of the train, who -had
given the roll of names to Jack, made a
suggestion. s
_““Labour, sure, is scarce,” said tho
conductor, ‘“and Sanderson.had to pay
the employment bureau two dollars a
head for those fellers. If you’re in
charge, you’d better call the roll. Guess
you can’t have bcen in the Army, or
yt)llé'd want to do that without bein’
told.”’ | |
- It was a good 1dea. Jack gave an
order, with the result that all the men
of the train alighted and stood .in the
track. Then Jack began to call the.
roll. He started with the English names
first. There were seven, besides his own
and his chums’. | -

Six men answered their names readily.
Jack scrutinised each man as he did
s0. Then he came to the last English
name. Lo
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‘“ Johnson!” he called."

‘““Here!” came the reply, after the
slightest pause.

It was getting somewhat dusk by this
time. Jack had to look twice at the
speaker before he could see his face
properly—probably, however, because
the man half turned his head away.

- Then Jack started and frowned. and
he felt a flush of anger burning on his
face. Returning his gaze, with a very
faint flicker of a smile on his blue-
chinned face, answering to the name of
Johnson, was Obed Snaith. '

‘“ So your name’s Johnson, is 1t?”’ Jack
asked, his lips curling.

““ Yes—to you!” There was insolence
that was quite intentional in Snaith’s
voice and bearing. ‘“ Anythin’ else ye
want? If not, why not get on with the
job?”’

Jack flushed a bit deeper still, bit his
lips, then went on with the tongue-
aching job of pronouncing the names of
all those seventy foreigners. At length,
however, he had the job done, and,
finding the men present tallied with
those on the nominal roll, he allowed
‘them to climb back on to the flat cars.
Then the conductor gave the signal, and
the work-train jerked 1ts way out of
Medicine Hat, taking the main west-
bound line for the first hour or so, after
which it switched off in a north-
westerly direction.

“ So our blue-chinned friend has got a
job in the same construction gang as
ourselves, has he?’ Jack said to his
brother, when the three comrades were
sitting side by side, swinging their legs
over the edge of the flat car the Engliﬁ
speaking men of the party were riding.
.

““Has he?’ Teddy started; then he
looked about him, at his fellow workers.
The back of the man under discussion was
{urned to them:; he was sitting on the
opposite side of the flat-car. ‘‘ Well, by
Jove, old chap, I'm beginning to think
you're right! His following us all over
the country is no mere coincidence.
Wonder what his little game 1s?”

Jack took Gerald’s armn, and squeezed
it

‘ See that fellow there, with the pea-
jacket on, collar turned up?’ he said.
““ Just you take a look at him, old
chap. Don’t -want to alarm you, but
it's the fellow who tried to do you 1n
that night you ran into Teddy’s digs at
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Bradleyfield.
on hin!”
The train throbbed on through the
now somewhat intense darkness. It
was making good headway. Juack
imagined they would be at their desti-
nation, Camp Lake St. Pierre, before
midnight. Everything appeared to be
going smoothly enough. Jack, in
charge, decided he was going to have
no frouble with his motley crowd of
labourers. The forecigners were huddlcd
together on flat-cars ahead of the omne
he was on. They were singing toc-
gether in a droning key, painful to the
ear. But they seemed happy enough.
The rest of the Englhish-speaking men
were smoking and chatting. Obed
Snaith—or Johnson, as he chose to call
himself—seemed to be quite con‘ent to
sit by himself and talk to no one. He
smoked steadily, the flaps of his cap
pulled down over his ears, though the
night was not cold, his hands i the
pockets of his heavy, rough coat.

Jack and his two comrades were doz-
ing a little about three hours after the
train had left Medicine Hat. The
steady, even motion of the cars soothed
them. Teddy was sitting with his head
propped up against his elder brotheir’s
shoulder. Gerald had lain back on the
floor of the car, and was sleeping with
bis face pointed up to the twinkling
stars. Everybody else on their car was
silent .now, and the smokers’ pipes had
gone out..

Suddenly Jack stirred. The droning
chant of the forcigners in front had
ceased suddenly, and to the young fore-

Just you kecp your eyo

{ man’s keen ears came other sounds—the

sounds of quarrelling.

Gently, Jack freed himself fromn his
brother’s weight, and stood up on the
car. There was considerable cxcite-
ment going on forward. He, in charge,
deemed it his duty lo interfere before
the quarrel, whatever it happened to be
about, got too fur. He knew something
of the ways of these foreign immigrants.
They had to be treated firmly, other-
wise they easily got out of hand.

He stepped away from his brother
and Gerald Telford, and hopped across
the space between his own car and the
one immediately in front of it. The
foreigners on tﬁis truck were chattering
excitedly enough, but it was not here
that any quarrel was going on. He
hopped - across the buffers {o the next

car.
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Here the noise was loudeslt.  As he
stepped up to a chattering. excited

bunch of men, he saw the dull gleam
of steel for a moment. He rushed for-
ward just in time, and caught a descend-
ing arm. He gave a wrench. A foreigner
uttered a yell of anger and pain, but
dropped the knife. Another man—evi-
dently he who had narrowly escaped a
stabbing—rushed for the man with a
knife. Jack, never slow to act, dealt
him a heavy punch in the jaw that sent
him staggering backwards.

‘“ Now, be quiet!” Jack roared, still
hanging on to the would-be &wnfer’s
arm with both hands. * Quiet, I say !’

The man—he was a great, fair-haired
Swede, it appeared, a man of much
greater weight than Jack—growled
something, but did not seem inclined to
obey the young foreman’s 1injunction.
He had lost his knife, and was, there-
fore, less dangerous than he had bec¢n.
But he was a hefty, beefy fellow, as
strong as an ox, and about as slow iIn
the intolleet. He acted this time, how-
ever, with decision; and not too slowly.

He wrapped his free arm around Jack
Royce’s neck, and gave a bearlike hug.
Jack gave a gasp with the first shock
of it, and released ,
fellow's right haud. Both arms went
about the young Britisher, and, by the
neck, he was swung off his feet. His
flying heels caught- another - foreigner,
crowding too close on the scene, In the
mouth. The fellow stepped back, with
an agonised yell.

Jack struggled. Without releasing
him, the Swede let his feet touch the
bottom of the flat-car again. Then he
released his hold on Jack with one hand.
The other he clenched till 1t resembled
a ham in shape and size, and he swung
it, as though to smash the plucky.young
foreman fuUll in the face.

Seeing the Swede had him by the
nock, and that a paralysing blow was
caming, Jack had no time to be too nice
about things. He hacked out with his
heavily booted foot. The Swede gave a
yell of pain as the boet tee caught him
sickeningly on the shin. His grip on
Jack’s meck loesecned. Jack saw his
chance. He struck out with his fists,
left and right in succession. His left
caught the man full in the throat; the
right tapped his nose, with a fojce
sufficient to make the big fellow

The 'Swede put his hands up

10 his

his hold on thef

omant. |
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face. Jack, indignant at the man's
defiance of his authority—for everybody
had been told prior to the train leaviug
Medicine Hat that he was in charge of

‘the party—decided the Swede required

a lesson. He gave him one—a very
salutary one at that. )

The man’s position just at the moment
was good for Jack’s purpose, and Jack
had passed a stiff course in Canada of
using the strong right hand—or foot—
rather than a witty tongue, to enforce
his arguments. The Swede was stand-
ing facing the track, not far from the
edge of the flat-car. The train was
trundling on here at about fifteen miles
an hour. The temptation was too strong
for Jack to resist. He lifted his foot;
he caught the big Swede squarely in the
rear. With a wailing zrunt, Henrik
Olesen shot ouatwards, ar.d dropped.

‘““ Any more of you i1 sympathy with
him?” Jack asked, glowing with joy at
his conquest.

And he looked about him, at the other
foreigners. It was not too dark for him
to see their faces and the expression on
themi. There was not a man 1n the
whole gang whose eyes would meet
Jack’s, not a man who did not shuflle
uneasily en his feet and edge away from

the heavy handed, hecavier footed
Britisher. Nobody aired a wish to try
L the same experiment as Olesen had

tried. The man Olesen had tried to
knife, on the other hand, stretched out
a hand and patted Jack on the shoulder,
jibbering some unearthly sounding
language, and flashing big, white teeth
at him, in a smile of would-be friend-
ship. Jack shrugged his shoulder.
dusted himself, and, while the train
continued to trundle towards its destina-
tion, he hopped back along the cars
until he had reached his own. There
he saw Gerald still asleep, while Teddy
was propped against the prone Telford,
snoring peacefully.

“ Suppose I ought to see aboul pick-
ing thal big brute up,” muttered Jack,
looking back towards the rcar of the
train. ‘“He cost the company a couple
of doilars, and it’s my job to see the
whole bunch gets up to the camp to
work.”

Fverybody on this flat-car seemed to
be asleep, with the exception of Obed
Snaith, who still sat on the edge, hus

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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feet _da,n~g1iﬂ.§; his pipe in his - llloﬁth. .

His back was still turned to Juck.
“ “¥Yes; T'll go and see what the ¢on-
-ductor has to say about it,”’ Jack said,
‘and ‘began to walk backwards aleng the
Train, towards -the conductor’'s. and
brakesmen’s caboose, the last vehicle of
the string. He had to do some seram-
bling, for the cars fuither in the rear
were loaded, ptled high in many cases
with~ construction material—ties, rails,
bags of bolts, tools for the men; and,
in the casé: of one car, foedstufls and
forage for horses. ; '
The conductor was sleeping when
Jack entered his caboose; so was one of
‘the brakesmen. The other  brakie was
at . his look-out post, smoking. Jack
saw the -conductor lying in his bunk.
He touched the man gently. The con-
ductor sat up. - =
“ What’s wrong 7’ he asked gruffly.
A freight condictor on a Camadian
railway train has to snatch his sleep
when he can. [
idea: of being roused just no S
« Fellow off the train,” ‘Jack said
shortly. ..*Can you stop until he
catchescup? Don’t want to losc hin.

now.

He’s - that - great, hefl‘yf- Swede, lf’ you ' BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

remember him.”’ e ‘
«“How did he get off?”’ demandeéd the

.conductor. crossly, rubbing ™ his eyes.
*Thought you told 'em -not:to get off
-once the tram had started?”’ -

“Qo- I did.”> Jack grinned. ‘“ But
this fellow couldn’t help 1it. You see, In
the heat of the moment, 1 kicked him

off.” " - . ‘
~ The conduetor’s eyes- popped wide
“open. He stared at Jack unbelievingly

“for .a moment. Obviously, he remem-
bered something of the Swede
‘question. % |

“ You. did? That «ax-foot-six of beef?
Kicked him off !’ he. exclaimed. * Well,
by heck! :Gee! “Say, Sim, did ye hear
‘that?”’ L Vi, e
- He -addressed .the. brakesman .on- look-
out diaty. The latter grunted, without
taking his eyes from the look-cut
~window. o '

w - . * g g i %
“Vuast . ha’ taken seme doin',” he

remarked. ‘“ Air ye stoppin’, Alec?”
“ Qure, this time,” said the conduc-
tor. “Gee!” .

He felt Jack’s -muscles, while Sim
climbed out -on 1o the top of the
 gaboose, his lamp 1n hand. With this
he signalled the engine. In a little
while the train came to a hjalt‘. :

He did not -relish the;
| When-he saw and recogndscd Jack, he

s |

H_

1

‘shape. - He- shd

1n+4
" i

il

“Just near the bridge over Devil’s
IFalls,”” said the brakesman, re-entering
the caboose. “ How long'll he bo
catehin’ up?”’ R

“1 think I'll go back along the line
and see,”” Jack said. ““T hope I didn't
hurt him badly. * You mnever know,
though; theso' big chaps seem to fecl
bumps worseé than little ones.” .

He dropped down into the track. He
stepped out: briskly along the side of
the rails, in the direction from whence
the train had. come. He walked, per-
haps, a quarter of a mile before, huddled
on the steeply sloping bank, he saw a
down ‘to 11t. It weas
Henrik Olesen.  Jack grew a little
anxious. . He examined .the man closely,
but ecould find ne injury about him,
though. the fellow's eyes were closed
and ‘he was lying very still.

Jack applied a few restorative
measures of his-own. The result was
that, at-length, the big Swede sat up.
put up his arms defensively. But Jack

(Continued on page iv of cov:r.)
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only lau
the Swe

“It’s all right, old chap!” he said.
“No 1ill- [eelmg, you know. Just come
along; ‘the train’s a little way ahead
waiting for you. Come on!’...

The Swede staggered to his feet
bolding both hands to his head. He
groaned, though probably more from
self-pity than pain. Jack knew he had
only been stunned, or dazed, by his fall.
He had fallen on quite soft ground;
there had been no stones, or other

cfhed and put an arm beneath

dangerous things, for hlm to bamp
against. e _
When the fellow was  walking

straight, Jack allowed him to help him-
self along A‘ few breaths of the sharp
night arr did a great deal to restore
Henrik Olesen.~* Just as the rear lights
of the train:came into sight, around a
shght bend in*the-track, the big fellow
stopped in front of Jack,s bent “his tall
head until hlb *face “was  level ‘with, and
qunte close to,F Jack’s ~, and hissed:

o e -

.o That s all,
conductor.
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“ Just you mark mein vords, mister!
Hank Elesen, the big Swede, vill never
forget this. You youmped-up English
pup, I vill von of these gays make you
darned sorry you ever klcked me'
Savvy?”’

““Don’t worry about it,”. sald Jack,
with a shrug. “ While you’re on this
train, my man, you’ll do as I tell you;
and you’ll- be a bit more careful wuh,
your knife. Savvy? Now, hustle !

The man spat on the ground, then
turmed, and caught up with the train at
the double. Jack " followed - him. He
saw Olesen safely-aboard, saw him start
off on his walk-along the tops of ihe
cars to the one he had so unwittingly
left, then climbed back into the caboose.

thanks!” he said to the
‘““He was a bit shaken up,
and very annoyed wnh me; but he’s
well aboard again. Much obliged to

you !”’ - o

s I N
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