A Fine Sketch of St. Frank’s as Seen from Playing Ground!
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A Capital Story of Archie, the Genial Ass of St. Frank’s.
Introduces Clarence, an old acquaintance of Archie’s,
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The following story is mainly | -
about our popular new cha-
racter, Archie, and -his in-
dispensable = valet, Phipps.| «g§
Archie has undoubtedly
scored a great hit, not only
with the regular reader, but
with everyone who can enjoy |
areally good laugh—and who
does not ? You can, there-
fore, safely recommend this
story to your friends, and
know that he or she will
want to read more about the
Genial Ass. Other stories
by the same Author are:—
“The Trials of Archie,”
¢ The Amazing Inheritance,”
| ¢ The Lost Schoolboys,’’ etc.
—The EDITOR. |
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| CHAPTER I.
SOMETHING WRONG WITH ARCHIE.

' IFF—Crash—Bang ! _
“That’s just to be going on with ! o

said Handforth grimly. -
. “ Ow-yarooooh ! ” howled McClure.
; Oh, my goodness! Ow!?”
McClure was not exactly in a happy position.
¢ sprawled on the floor of Study D, in the
.. _ Ancient House at St. Frank’s, with his head in
. the coalbox, and with the study table resting
on his chest. |
: And if I have any more of your rot, I'll give
1. You something to remember ! '’ said Hand{forth. .
o< You rotter I If you think you can call me a

%;.ﬂlﬂb-sidcd maniac, you've made a mistake.”

{THE NARRATIVE RELATED
' THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

= I—I'm half killed !’ moaned McClure,
, You—you murderer! One of these days
vou'll be lugged oft to prison for this kind of
thing, Handy, Oh, my hat! I1'm smothered
incecoal!” . |

““That’s not my trouble it’s yours!’’ snap-
ped Handforth., '

* Still, it was a bit steep,”” remarked Church.
“ Dash it all, there was no nced to chuck the
table at him, Handy.”

Edward Oswald Handforth spun round.

“Do you want something, too ?”” he bel-
lowed. |

‘“ Keep your giddy hair on ! said Church,
“ Blessed if I know what’s the matter with
you this evening, Handy. Your temper’s like a
giddy file, Just because old Crowell gave you
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a hundred lines for biffing Armstrong in )
the lobby, that doesn’t mean to say you should
take it out of us.”

Scencs of this kind in Study D were, of course,
of every day occurrence, Sometimes they
took place more or less every hour. It all de-
pended upen Handforth. He was a most
erratic junior, there was never any telling
what he would do. Church and McClure lived
constantly on tenterhooks.

sSometimes Handy would be as sweet os
honev. It was quite likely that the day would
be raining, and everything would go wrong.
But Handtorth would go about as cheeriul as
a monkey with a bag of nuts,

And at other times, without any reason
whatever, he would suddenly let fly with one of
his famous punches. This was just one of his
little ways., Taking him altegether, he was
a generous, free-and-casy junior. But even
Church and McClure, although constantly as-
sociated with him, never quite understood
him. .

It was a glorions evening, and the dusk had
scttled down with a clear sky and a soft, warm
bre~ze, giving promise of lovely spring weather
on the morrow, And in Study D all had been
cheerful.

Tea was quite a happy meal. Handforth: was
fiush, and he had whacked out handsomely
providing the festive board with an unusual
supply of good things. 'Then, atter the meal
was over, the table had been ecleared, and
Handforth & Co. had chatted amiably in front
of the fire,

Then, wmost uafortunately, McClure started
off the conversation on the subject of football.
He had ecompared Handforth’s goal-keeping
wilhtsvnior form, and this had led to an argu-
ment,

A few hot words resulted, and then MeClure
felt the weight of Handy’'s right. He caught
the punch fairy and squarvely in the chest, aiter
dodging all round the table in trying to avoid
it.

Over he went with terrifie fore>, turning a
somersault over the table. alighting in the fender
with the table on top of him. This was just
one of Handforthh’s little ways of showing his
disapproval,

* You needn’t think I like doing this ! " he
growled. “ DBut when you start saying that
those fatheaded Sixth I'ormers c¢an beat me at
goal-keeping, I'm jolly well going to hit out.
You called me a maniac, tco!”

“I—I didn’t!” snorted MeClure, strug-
aling up. I simply said that any chap who
thinks the seniors are no good at football is a
slab-sided maniac, I wasn’t talking about

'ﬂll..”
Yo We won’t say any more about it!” snap-
ped Handiorth., ““ It was all your fault, going
over the table like that. I’ve never seen such
weak asses. You can’t stand a tap!”

“A tap!?” groaned McClure, holding his
chest. ** If that’s what you call a tap, a full-
sized punch would be enough to knock the
school over. You're dangerous, Handy, You
don’t know your own strength.”

Handforth grunted.

“ Wo'll drop the subject,” he said grufily,
*“ By the way, Clurey, you're a bit short, aren’t

you? I don’t mind lendilig you five bob, if
you like. I was going to mention it before, but
I forgot.”

Handforth threw a couple of half-crowns into
McClure’s lap, thrust his hands deep into his
trouser’s-pocke(s; and strolled across the scudy,
He stood regarding a map on the wall with
great interest, although he had seen that i p
every day for weeks and weeks. -

thurch ghinced at MecClure, and winked,
They knew their leader of old, and this was one
of his favourite Jodges, If Handforth con-
=idered he had gone too far, he alwayvs tried to
make it up by becoming extra generous in the
matter of lending money.
~ He always had a good supply, and Church and
MeClure enjoyed the benefit of it. They weren't
spongers by auny means, but they considered
that life in Study D needed a little extra
attraction.

* Now, what about prep ?" asked Hand-

forth, turning round and facing his chums,
“We won’t say anything more about football.
I’'m fed up with the subject, anyhow, Let’s
get, to work.” '
. This was unusual for Handy, but he cvi-
dently wanted to show his chums that the
whole incident was forgotten. It was quite
likely that Handforth and Church would forget
it. Mec€CTure was not so liable to. '

All the fellows were back in the Ancient
House now, The Cadet camp on Willard’s
Island had broken up a day or so earlicr, for
thie repairs to the Ancient House dormitorics
had bheen completed,

And now the old school was going on in the.
same way as of yore. Everyvthing was running
smoothly. In point of fact, things had been
rather quiet during the past week. |

The Cadet Corps was still a very live proposi-
tion. But the members of it only turned out
for parade and drill twice a week. The neat
khaki uniforms were not seen cvery day as
they had been during the camping period.

U'pon the whole, the fellows were glad to be
back. Camp life was all very well, but it was
far more enjoyable in the summer-time., It was
generally agreed that there was to be a big
camp later in the year. S

As commander of the Cadet Corps, I was.re-

sponsible for its doings, and Nelson Lee had

given me to understand that things would be
much better very soon., The corps was to :be
greatly enlarged, fellows from the other Formns
being recruited. The Cadets, in fact, were to be
a big feature at St. Frank’s., But at present
we were waiting for the warm weather to come.

Handfiorth, of course, was a sergeant, and
he was still inclined to throw his weight about.,
This was simply a natural habit of his, but-he .
had developed it considerably while on duty
in the capacity of sérgeant. . Lo

* Silly rot, having rows every minute!” he =
growled, as he sat down at the table, *‘As
you chaps know, I simply detest arguing.” .

** Oh, of course,” said Church sarcastically.

““ S0 the best thing we can dois to get busy

at work,” said Handforth, who could never




- You—you awful bounder !

“I've got to do some rotten

dctect sarcasm.
geography this evening.,. Old Crow’s-feet
wants ane to draw a giddy map of Ttaly. Abso-
lute rot, of course ; but it’s got to be done.”

“ That’s not prep.,” said Church. ** You did
a map of Italy this afternoon, and Crowell said
it looked like a nightmare. He thought you’d
gpilt the ink over the paper!”

Handforth sniffed.

“ What’s the good of a Torm-master as a
judge ? " he said sourly. “That map of Italy
was better than you see in a blessed atlas. And
old Crowell told me to do it again, and I've
ot to mess my time away on it this evening,
By the way, where's the atlas ? I must have
a guide.”

“You huad the atlas last,” said McClure.
You're always
losing jt."” 4

“1'm an awiul bounder, am I?" roared
Handforth. * Look here, Arnold McClure, If
you start again——"

*“ Who's starting ? *’ snorted McClure, “ You

know jolly well you uz2d the atlas to draw the
fire up with! And then you were surprised it
caught alight. We haven’t got onc now.”
- ** Better borrow Glenthorne’s,” suggested
C‘hurch. *“ He's got a beauty. About the best
in the Remove, 1 should think. He’s a good
sort, he’ll lend it to you without any trouble.
You might have a difficulty in some of the other |
studies. The chaps know what happened to
our atlas.”

Handforth rose.

“I'lIl go and get Archie’s,”” he said.

He passed out of the study, and strode along
the passage until he came to the end., The
Fifth Form quarters really formed a con-
tinuation of this passage, and Archie Glen-
thorne resided in Study No. 13. It was the last
study in the Fifth Form corridor. .

Archie Glenthorne himself, of course, was in
the Remove, But as the Remove studies were
full up, he had been placed in No. 13-—which
suited him admirably. It was the most luxurious
study in the school.

Archie was a knut—a johnny of the most
pronounced kind., But, although he was not
renowned for his brain power, he was a thor-
oughly good sort, and immensely popular in
the Remove,

Handforth halted in front of Study No. 13,
grasped the door-handle, and walked forward.
The next moment he caught his nose a fearful
bang against the door. For it refused to open,
and Handforth hadn’t been prepared for this.
He had meant to walk right in, but was brought
up short, :

What

" “Yow !’ he howled.
](l_______"

He rubbed his nose and glared at the door.

He grasped the handle, and turned it again.
But, although he shook it violently, the door
refused to budge. It was faitly obvious, in fact,
that it was locked on the inside.

“Of ali the giddy nerve !’ snapped Hand-
forth indignantly,

He had frequently locked his own study door
inside, and had thought nothing of it. But he
regarded it as unadulterated nerve for anvbody

«¢ to do the same thing, He gazed at the.door

“ (ireat pip!

as though it had done him an injury—which,
after all, it actually had.

“Hi!"” he roared. * Archic!
2iddy door!”

He shook the handle, thumped the top panels
with his fist, and kicked at the bottom with his
fecet. He certainly let the occupant know quite
plainly that he wanted to enter.

“ Dash it all, as it were, what!"” came &
voice from inside. ** Larthquakes, and so
forth ! Kindly desist, dear old lad ! Yerfectly
priceless of you to call, but there is, so to apeak,
nothing doing ! ””

“ Open this door ! ” roared Handiorth.

“I mean to say, dashed awkward!"™ pro-
tested Archie, from within, ¢ Bally inconvenient
and what not! The fact is, old fruit, I'm
frightfully busy. Absolutely! I might cven
say, I’'m working the old bcan in the top
gear!”

Handforth breathed hard.

“I don’t carc -about that !’ he shouted.
“Tf you don’t open this door within ten seconds
I’ll bust it down ! You lazy slacker! You fat-
headed rotter! Do you think I'm going to
stand this 2’

‘“ Well, there you are ! ”’ came Archie’s voice.
‘““ Somewhat insulting, don’t you know! [
mean to say, slacker! IFatheaded rotter!
Deucedly near the jolly old knuckle ! In other
words, rather off ! Absolutely ! ”

Handforth fairly danced. Considering that
he had come to Archie’s study for the purpose
of asking a favour, it was hard!y polite of him
to act in this way. But he quite overlooked
little details of this kind. Handforth was quite
capable of presenting a fellow with a bluck eye,
and then asking him for the loan of a dictionary,
or some such useful article,

‘“ Just wait till I get inside!"” he hooted.
“ Keeping me out here like this! Who the
dickens told you to lock your door ?

“well, don’t vou know, absolutely not!"™
replied Archie. * That is to say, nobody, old
dear! But the fact is, the door’s locked !
Absolutely secured, and so forth ! Dash it all,
a chappie can be his own bally master in hig
own castle, what ? Yards of apology, ol course,
but there it is! I mean to say, that’sit! As 1
already  warbled, there’s nothing doing!
Kindly trickle away ! ”’

The very idea of Handforth trickling was
rather comic. And he certainly didn’t proceed
to trickle now. He was determined to get into
this study, and nothing but wild horses would
drag him away.

“J give you fair warning!” he bellowed.
“Tf vou don’t unlock this door in a couple of
seconds, I'll smash it down! And after that
I'tl punch your nose until it's the size of an
orange ! Then I’ll Kick you down the passagce,
and dracg you round the Triangle by your
hair L ¥

This awful threat took a few moments to

Open this

{ sink in,

**1 mean to say, what ?” came Archic's
voice. ‘' I've been exercising the old brain, my
dear sportsman! It seems a frightfully good
idea to keep the door locked, don’t you know ?
What 2 »

“ Locked ? " roared Handforth,



“ Absolutely ! said Archie.
is ! I mean to say, 1 have rooted objections to
being dragged over the landscape by the old
loeks ! Must be dashed painful, and all that
sort, of rot! Deucedly undignified, as you
might say ! Rude stares from the populice
and what not ! Have you gone, laddie ?

* No, I haven’t gone!”” howled Handforth.

“ Great gadzooks !’ said Archie, ‘ This is
frightful ! Absolutely ! ”’

Bang! Thump! Crash!

Handforth fairly magde the door shake, He
kept it up, too. Archie’s voice came fecbly
through the din, but this made no differcnce.
Fellows came out of their studies to know
what on carth all the noise was about., As soon
as they saw Handforth they went back. They
L‘\pm,trcd a noisc from him,

* By George | ™ snorted the leader of Study
D. *“I'm fed up with this!”’

He grasped the handle, and heaved at the
door with all his strength. Unfortunately,
Archie unlocked it at that very moment. The
prenial ass simply couldn’t stand the racket any
longer,

Handlorth entered Study No. 13.

He entered, to be exact, on his neck, The
door flying open, he hurtled through the open-
ing, tripped on the edge of the carpet, and
sprawled full length, In any ordinary study he
would have hurt himself.  But in Archie’s
study the carpet was thick. Handforth sat up,
and pulled his necktic out of his ear.

. You—you babbling lunatic!”
claimed ficreely.

* Ahsolutely ! ”” said Archie. ** A shockingly
bad babit, don’t you know, to talk to yourselt,
cld dear-—"

“1 wasn’t talking to m_\'svlf I bawled
Handiorth, jumping up. Vhat the dickens
do you mean by opening the door ?

Archie Glenthorne blinked ]lll](ll}

*“yWell, T mean to say, that's rather rich,
what 2’ he observed. *‘Two dozen ecarth-
quakes, and so forth, in order to get the door
open, and then you start the old questioning
stnft ! I thought, old walnut, that you required
ithe portal to swing wide, as it were ! ™’

** I didn’t ask you to swing it as wide as that,
you fathead ! said Handforth grufily, ** Now,
what’s the matter 2’

** Nothing—absolutely,” replied Archie. “1I
mean to say, I thought the matter was on vour
side., A fearful amount ol commotion, and all
that. The fact is, I think you wanted to see
me 7 You were anxious to enter into the old
disensh 2 72

*“That’s got nothing.to do with it,” said
Handforth. *‘ I'll tell you what I canmie here for
Jiter on, Why didn’t you let me in at first 7

“Well, as a matter of tact, I, as it were,
rather wanted to be private!” explained
Archie. * Surely a chappie can have a quict
hour, and all that sort of thing ? What 1 mean
is, he doesn’t expect the [frightful commo-
tion i

** Blow the commotion ! ”’ roared Handforth,
*“I was justified! WRhy did you lock vour
door ? Why did you refuse to admit me 2

Archie looked rather helpless,

he ex-

_ “ Fearfullyn
sorry to disappoint you, old bean, but there it

" Exactly ! he said, “ What-ho! Well,
rather ! 1-—I mean, of course !’

“ Gone dotty ? 7 mhed Handforth, staring,

‘“ Absolutely ! That is to say, of course,
absolutely not ! * said Archie hurriedly. * The
old bean may be somewhat weak, but it's per-
[ectly sound. Positively unim;mired, and all
that. Now, old top, kindly slide into the next
hemisphere | Fearfully sorry to turn you out,
don’t you know. But thereitis!”

“Who’s turning me out ? ” asked Handforth
gruflly,

“ Well, T mean, this is where you go, what 2

“No, it isn’t ! ?

““ But, my priceless old carrot

‘““ Are you calling me a carrot ? "’ bellowed
Handforth fiercely. ** Look here——"

““Sorry !’ interrupted Archie, holding up
his hand, *‘ That is to say, sorrow ! No offence,
old top! Not at all ! Absolutely ncne ! A dis-
tinct slip, don’t you know. I should have said,
old sportsman! Exactly! What about it ?
How about the buzzing off stuff ? Anything
doing ?

Hundforth regarded Archie pityingly.

““ As soon as ever I get inside you want to
chuck e out!” he exclaimed. * You're a
jolly fine host—I don’t think! Ask a chap to
come into his study, and then you treat him
like this!”

** But, really, that is to say, great gad-
2ooks ! ” gaid Archie. ** The old memory failg,
don’t you know ! Did I ask you to stagger in ?
Surely not 2 In other words, absolutely nix !
In fact, old lad, I’'m most deucedly anxious for
you to slide! Dashed perturbed,.in fact,
Would you mind floating away ? ”’

Handforth looked round suspiciously.

“What's the matter?” he demanded,
“ What’s the idea of all this ? Locking the door
so that nobody c¢an get in, and then jumping
about like a cat on hot bricks all the time 1'm
herc! What are you doing in this study that
you don’t want me to see¢ ?

Archie gulped. |

“* Nothing. I—I mean to say, nothmg | 9
he panted desperately., < Abaolutely ! In fact,
I might say, nothing at all! Dear lad, I'my.
fearfully worried. Work to do, and 2il that.
Affects the old nerves——

“ Oh, well, it’s your business ! ** said Hand-
forth. ** And it’s a sheer waste of time to
stand here jawing to a blessed dummy! Fve
met a few asses in my time, but you fairly take '
the bun|”

“Oh, guite ! 7 said Archie,
old dear!?”

“ T won't tell you what I think of you now,”
continued Handforth, *““I’ve got soine work
to do. And that reminds me., T came here to
borrow your atlas. I suppose you don’t mind
lending it to me 27

Archic was rather breathless.

* I mean to say, yards of nerve!” he mur-
mured. * Yon triekled round, so to speak,
in order to borrow the old map stuff ? And you
created themoise, and what not ! Beastly tall,
don’t you think ‘? But never mind—in fact,
don’t bhother! The atlas? Well, rather!
Take it, old sport. Take any ball y thing
you like | Oniy kindly filter away |

“ Lvery time,



Archie obligingly fetched the atlas, and
handed it to the visitor. Handforth took it,
gave a final glance round, and thén marched
to the door, Archie followed him with much
more than his usual energy. Handforth paused
just before going out into the passage,

“What’s up with you to-night, Archie ?”
he asked., * You're not the same as usual.”

““ Dash it all, what priceless imagination, old
tulip ! 7 said Archie. ** Not the samne as usual ?
Absolutely ! T mean, sheer piffle, and all that
kind of thing ! Going ? Good ! I-—I mean—---"’

* (riad to get rid of me, eh ? " asked Hand-
forth bluntly.,

“ Absolutely ! agreed Archie. * Great
gadzooks | Sorrow, old dear! I should have
gaid, absolutely not! Frightfuily cut up to let

vou go! DMust you drag yourselfi away ?
Good ! Toodle-oo!”’
Handforth was outside now, and Archie

closed the door, and Handforth stared hard
at the panels. There was no doubt about it,
Archic had deiiberately edged him towards the
door, and had then practically pushed him out.
For some uncarthly reason, the one and only
_Airchie was extraordinarily anxious to be left
alone.

This was most unusual. Az a general rule,
Archie welcomed everyvbody who came to his
study.
home, to sit down, and to regard the study
a3 their own property.

It was, therefore, decidedly surprisine for
Archie to act in thiz way., There was something
exceedingly wrong. And Handforth glared at.
the closcd door with a considerable amount of
ferocity.

Yes, it was true. He had been turned out !
He, Handiorth, had been led into the passage,
and the door closed upon him. ‘This, of
course, was more then flesh and bleod could
stand.

“You bounder! " shouted Handforth.

He seized the door handle, and shecok it.
The door was locked again. Archic had taken
good care to sce to that point.

“You rotter | * roared Handforth. ** Open
this door! I was an ass to walk out! Open
this door, and I'll give you a good hiding!

D’yvou hear 2 Unlock it, you asz ! I’m going to |

smash vou up!”

“ Frightiully awk., don't you know ! '’ came
Archie’s voice., ** Dear laddie, can’t vou really
disappear ? I'm most shockingly worried, and
your voice, ag it werc. i3 not what a chappie
might call soothing. Absolutely not ! Reminds
one of a bally saw mill, and all that ! -

Thump-bang-thump ! Thump-bang-thump !

*“ Unlock this door!” howled Handforth
furiously. “ You—you i

“ Good gracious me ! " came the voice of Mr,
Crowell from the rear., ** Handforth! What
i3 the meaning of this ? How dare yvou make this
unearthly din 2 Apswer e at once, boyv 2"

Iandforth turned round, looking startled.

“Oh! TIt—it's nothing, sir!’ he said
casually, * Just calling upon one of the
fellows, %o0u know ! " ® b

The Form master looked severe.

‘I it is your usual habit to call upon your
friends in this way, Handforth, you had better

J

|

L

He told themn to make themselves at |

|

!

refrain from doing so in f{uture,” he said
mu_-t.ly!.” “You are making a most disgraceful
noise

“The—the fact is, sir, I o

“ You have no excuse to ofter, Handforth ! *'

“ But look here, sir ™

““ I shall require you to write me fifty lines ! "
said Mr. Crowell coldly. “1I really cannot
allow such a thing to pass unnoticed. And if
there is any further noise here, Handforth, I
shall be very severe indeed. Go away at once.”

Handforth instinctively c¢lenched his fist, It
was only by a supreme effort of will that he kept
himself in hand. Many and many a time Mr,
Crowell had been in danger of receiving a violent
punch on the nose. But, fortunately, Handy
always managed to check the impulse.

“ All right, sir!* he growled thickly.

He marched off, and Mr. Crowell passed on.
Shortly afterwards, sounds of fearful and awful
strife came from Study D. It was impossible
for Handforth to go for Mr. Crowell. RBut it

{ was quite easy for him to go for Church and

MaeClure,
He had to take it out of somebody !

CHAPTER 11.
THE TROUBLES OF CLARENCE.

RCHOIDE GLEN-
THORNLE stood in the
centre of his study, and
looked round with ex-

aggerated caution. He notoed
that the blind was drawn, and
he made quite certain that the
door was locked.

Then he screwed his monocle more firmly in
his eye, and surveyed the big lounge which
adorned a corner of the study.

“What-ho!"” he murmured. * The coast,
as it were, i3 absolutely serene ! Emerge, old
dear ! Materialise !

A head appeared over the back of the lounge.

* You—-you are quite sure, Archie ?’ it sald
weakly.

“ Absolutely ! " _

The head rose, and it could be scen that a
body supported it. There were some legs,

| too, & pair of arms. The apparition climbed over

the back of the lounge, and sank down into the
cushions.

Archie’s strange visitor was a somewhat
peculiar specimen. He was, in fact, a young
gcntleman of between sixteen and seventeen—
somewhat older than Archie himself., He
was by no means robust.

In feet, many people would have described
him as weedy, and unkind folk would have
declared that his legs closely resembled a coupla
of broomsticks. He was attired in a lounge
suit. of a reddish brown tweed with a moest
pronounced check. s socks were startling
in hue, his collar was high, and he was evidently
something of a dandy.

His nose projected far out of his face, and his
chin started all right, and then gradually
petered out, His hair was parted in the middle,
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and there was a look in his eyes which Handforth |

would have described as soppy. .

No, he was certainly not a very prepossessing
looking young gentleman. Obviously, he was
a member of the idle rich—a knut. Not that
he could compare in any way to Archie himself,
But he seemed to be of the same class,

“Oh, Archie!’ said the stranger, * It’s
awful ! Absolutely frightful ! I'm positively
2 mass of bally nerves! T hope nobody will
come! T don’t know what to do—I'm in
shocking trouble ! ”? .

Archie nodded.

* That’s all right, laddie !’ he said cheers
fully,

* Absolutely all serene. The fact is, Clarcnce,
we're pale. We're a couple of real sportsmen,
whitt 2 Known cach other for years, and all
that sort of thing. ‘What abhout it ? What, in
faet is the idea ?  Trot out the old narrative.”

Clarence TitzGibbon sat on the edge of the
lounge, looking unutterably miserable. 'T'here
was, indeed, an almost wild look in his eyes.
And he kept casting nervous glances towards
the door. ,

'This younz gentleman was the only son and
heir of Sir Cyril FitzGibbon, Bart., of Helinford
Ha!l, Hehinford. Sir Cyril was the most influ-
cntial landowner in that neighbourhood, and
quite wealthy., Tt was decidedly rough Ihuek
that this weedy young gentleman should be Sir
Cyril’s sole heir., A great many people had
silently sympathised with the baronet on the
matter, Clarence was not exactly an ideal
iype of youth,

He and Archie Glenthorne had known one
ancther sinee boyhood. Archie considered
himself to be a chump—he admitted it. But he
revarded Clarvrence FitzGibbon as a positive
imb~eile, At the same time, they were pals,
Archie and Clarence had a good many things
in common. But, all the same, Archie was not
}};mi{ularly delighted to have Clarence at St.

frank’s,

“I had to come to you, Archie—nowhere
clee 177 sajd  Clarence, *“I'm  in  beastly
trouble.”

“Oh, absolutely,” said Archie. “ I gathered
that, old top. A chappie doesn’t come stealing
through the old window unless he’s in something
of 2 mess. T judge, laddie, that you're fairiy
up to the hilt, what ?

“Worse than that!” said Clarence miser-
ablv. * You must help e, Archie! 1 don’t
know what I should do if you turned me away !
J'm in a beastly troublec!”

*“Well, what about it ?? asked Archie,
““ What about the old explanation ? In ether
words, Clarence, trot it out ! Choke it forth, and
all that stuff ! Archie is waiting with his ears
flapping, as it werc. Bring forth the bally old
varn, I’'m most deucedly intcrested.”

At the same time, Archie was slightly
worried. He didn’t like this sort of thing. He
simply hated secrecy, and this was thrust upon
him. He couldn’t avoid it. Clarence had come
to his window half an hour ecarlier, having
stolen secretly across the Triangle in the dusk,
And Archie had been compelled to admit the
young gentleman., But, so far, he had had no
time of asking for an explanation,

[

*" The—the fact js, Archie, I can’t explaiy »
said Clarence weakly. :

“I wmean to say, what ?”" said Archie
* Nothing doing in that line ? But, my degp
old stick of rhubarh! What priceless rot, )
You’ve simply got to choke up the Irightfy)
yarn. The fact is, Clarence, you’ve becn up to
;;mlnlp:t;hing. Absolutely ! You’ve been a bhagd
af

“No, T haven't, really,” said Clarence,
* It was guite an aceident.”

“ Which was, old thing 7 ”

“I—1 ean’t tell you!” faltered Clavence,
“ But I’mn in beastly tiouble.”

** Dashit all—dash it all ! 7’ exclaimed Arclie,
“1 mean to say, dash it all! What ? Dut, jny
dear old bean, you've said that hefore. ‘Fwice,
I helieve., Absolutely ! We know all about the
bally trouble, Buat what is it.? What, to he
exact, is the precise posish 77

(‘larence shook his head hopelessly.

“I—-T can’t tell you,” he said. ** But I'm in
beastly trouble———"' _

“ What-ho! T mean to say, becoming comea-
what monot.” interrupted Avchie, ** Kindly
remove the old record. What about another
selection?  Anything doinz ?  Fhe fact is,
Clarence, youn're a most, {rightful chump, don’t
yvou know.”

“T'm in beastly——" g

‘“ Absolutely ! ” said Archie hastily. ** You
know, Clarence, I always had a suspich that
vou were lacking in something.  You are,
Positively lacking ! The old bean, I might. say,
is somewhat hollow. Dashed cracked, in fact !

(‘larence seemed to pull himself together,

“You’'ve got to help me ! ”” he said ficreely,

“ Oh, rather!” said Archie. * Any old
thing. Cash? The good old doubloons ?
What’s the tig., old spifft 2 Pray wmensh the
amount, ‘I'rot cut the information, and all that
sort of rot ! "’ | ;

“Butl tlon’t want any money,”’ said Clarence

i Nﬂ ? r

“I've got plenty,” said the other. * But
I'm in beastly trouble, Archie. I can’t tell yon
what it is, but it’s awful | It’s terrible ! It’s
ghastly ! It’s abscolutely horrible |

““As you might say, somewhat ncar the
cedge ? ' asked Archie. ** But, my dear laddie,
vou’ve got to be more explicit. We can’t have
this. Absclutely not ! Bally waste of sime, and
so forth. Come, come ! I mean to say, come.
What-ho! Trouble 2 Such as what ? Aunoyed
the old pater 77’ |

““ He doesn’t know anvthing about it—yet.”

‘“ Not bhetting 27 asked Archie horrifled.
“ My dear laddie, you don't mean that you've
started on the giddy old flutter ? Clarence, ¢ld
top, I don’t believe it, Absolutely not ! ”

“ No, it’s not horse-racing,” said Clarence.
“Then what the bally old dick. is it ?’
demanded Archie, e
“I can’t tell you—it's—it's too awful!
groancd Clarenec,. holding his face in. hi8
hands. *“ All T know is that I can’t go back
homeggd daren’t! You've got to let e stay

here, hie,”

‘“ Here ! ” exclaimed Archie blankly.

“Yes.”

“ But, don’t you know, impossible, and» all




that !’ said Archie, * Absolutel,v out of the
ques.  In other words, it can’t be done, old
tulip. A considerable quantity of sorrow, and

what not, but there you are, Deucedly AW Kward
p »sish. A chappie can’t do the imposs.’

Clarence clutched at Arvhw s sleeve,

“You've got to help me [ he said feverishly,
“ Oh, Archie, yonu must! Trust me! Don’t
ask me any guestions, but trust-me! And let
e stay here,”

Archie adjusted hig monocle,

“The fact is, Clarence, I wouldn’t do it for
anvbody else,”” he said. * Absolutely not!

sut it's different with von., Positively difl.
Old pals, and all that sort of pifile ! Kids to-
gether, don't you know., TI’ll see what can be
deone.  Yes, laddic, 'l rally ruum! 2

“T Knew you would!” said
fervently.

“ I'll stagger forth and interview the good old
apurtsm;m who rules the old roost,” said Archie.

That is to say, I'll buzz into Mr. Yee, the
Housemaster, don’t you know., He'll pro-
bably get busy on the job. A bed, and so
forth——""

“But it's impossible !’ gasped Clarence.
“You mustn’t go to a master! Nobody must
know I'm here. You—you don’t understand !
T want you to hide me, I want you to keep me
here in secret,”

Archie looked blank again,

*“Oh, but really,” he said. ** In seeret, yvonu
know. Pray be reasonable, Clarence. It simply
can't be done. It absolutely can’t! You must
realise, old lad, that the thing’s hinposa.”

It isn'e,”” said Clarence weak!y, ** And even
if it is you've got to help me ! Oh, Archie, yvou
don’t know-—you can't realise. You see, 1-—I
mean, it's this way-—— I can't explain., But
I'm in a beastly hole ! ” |

“I had an idea you were,” said Archie,
nodding., ' But kindly gather the old wits
tocether and concentrate, How, as it were, ean
I keep you here in sccret, old dear 2 There’ll
be other chappies coming along soon. They’ll
stagger in, and there you are. Dash it all, you
can't hide behind the bally lounge all the time.
You can’t live in this apartment.”

“T1 don’t mind what I do-———-"’

“ It isn’t a question of minding,
Archie, * Not at all. Quite diff. The thing is,
Clarence, it's positively hopeless, TI'll admit
that there might be othcer ways--but the old
brain isn’t capable of thinking. But vou can’t
stay here, Absolutely not! By the way, what's
the idea ¥ How long do vou want to do the
dtﬂppmnnﬂ act for ?”

“Always !’ :

“I mean to say, how dashed awkward!”
satd Archie, Alwtm don't you know. In
other words, you're not returning to the old
homestead ? You'll never stagger back to the
good old hearth 2

* Never !’

“It's frightfully Qiff.,”" said Acchie, shaking
his head.  “ You know, Clarence. I believe
you've been robbing a  bank. Smnething
gh thl\ liko that.”

‘I haven't!”

:' The police mll be round here——""

*The police ! " gasped Clarence hoarsely.

Clarencc

" interrupted
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Thump—bang—thump! Thump!
Bang! Thump !
‘““ Unlock this door!’” howled

Handforth furiously. ** You—you—'

|

“If they come, Archie, don't let them sce me !
Oh, don't | "

Archie paced up and down.

“This is appalling ! " he said. “ It's pm.-
tively shocking ! The fact isqnld sport, you're
just about under the surfac®. You're abso-
lutely well in for it. You’ve done the deed, as
it were. 1’m bally well stumped. All tfic works
are buzzing round in the attic. Positively
chasing one another.”

Archie held his head ;
looked up.
eyes,

“I mean to say, it’s come ! " he exclaimed.
“It’a arrived, old dear. The idea. 'l'he stunt.
The bally old scheme. All of a sudden, don’t
you know! Zing! I've arrived at the old
conclusion ! ”’

“You've thought of something ? " asked
Clarence eagerly.

“ Phipps ! "

(1] “rllﬂt ? H

“ Phipps ! " said Archie triumphantly,
“The very {.hdpple ! The brainy cove who dos

_ then, suddenly, he
There was an intelligent look in hig



things ! He’s the merchant, Clarence ! We shall
have to bring Phippsintoit. Absolutely nothing
1lse, Deucedly reliable oid buifer. Faithiul to
the young master, and what not. Phipps will
think of something. Phipps, in fact, will rally
round, and come to the old rescue ! ”’

Clarence shook his head,

** Phipps is your man, isn't he ? " he asked.
** Absolutely !
“* But we can’t tell him all about it—— "’

* Dash it all, there’s nothing to tell ! ™ said
Archie. *“ I don’t know a thing. I’'m fairiy
proping.  You're deucedly clese, Clarence,
Oysters not it, you know. You see, we’ll just.
tell Phipps there’s some trouble. No details, of
vourse. Phipps won’t ask questions. A fright-
fully discreet chap. He’ll do the trick. 1've
got absolute confidence in Phinps., We’'ll tell
him what’s required, and there you are ! Ideas
will flow forth ! Phipps will work the stunt ! ”

- “ Do—do yvoun think so ?” asked Clarence
doubtiully.

* 1" bally sure of it ! *’

“ But he might give me away 2
~ ““ Never ! said Archie stoutly. “ T mean to
say, never! To be absolutely exact, not at
alll  Well, rather not! Phipps will keep the
dread seeret! Right in the old bosom, 23 you
might say ! Packed away and all tnceked up!
Leave it to Phipps, Clarence, and you're on a
cert1”

* Tf—if you really think so——"

“My cheery old knut, it's there!” said
Archie. ** Absolutely! Phipps is the man.
Phipps, in fact, is the precise merchant. Now,
I’ve got to talk to the lad seriously. Some-
thing’s got to be done. I think you had better
disappear. You cateh on ? Bob up when you're
wanted, as it were.”

“You mean get behind the lounge again 2 ™

“That, old sport, is it!” said Archie.
“Carry on!”

Clarence climbed over the back of the lounge
and disappeared. He was certainly in a state
of great nervousness, and Archie was tremen-
Jdously curious to know what the exact trouble
was, But as Clarence wasn’t disposed to tell,
the only thing was to help him without pressing
him further,

. Archic touched the bell-push.

Phipps, the invaluable manservant, had fixed
up an electric bell, which communicated be-
tween Archie’s study and the butler’s pantry.
'Phis, of course, was quite a novelty in a pubiic
school, But then the very idea of Archie
having a man was unprecedented,

Having rang the bell, Archie waited. Phipps,
he was certain, would wangle things. Phipps
was an absolute expert in the art of wangling,

'ANSWER
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CHAPTER 1II.
PIIPPS RALLIES ROUND.

AP-TAP!
“1I mean t{o =eay,
walk in, and all that ) »?

said Archie languidly,

The handle of the door was
turned, but nobody walked in,
Archie adjusted his monocle,
and stared, Then, suddenly, he rose to his fect
and beamed.

** Dashed remiss of the old memory ! ™ lie
murmured.  *“ Of course! Absolutely ! ‘The
bally old door’s locked | Positively sealed | ™

He passed across, turned the key in the lock,
and swung the door open. Phipps was standing
outside, Phipps was looking just the same as
usul, calm, impassive, and highly respeetful,

“Come in, old Spiffer!” said Archie,
“nter, and all that !t ”

. T Yes, sir,” said Phipps. I think you rang,
sir !’ :

“ Oh, rather!” replied Archie.  “ You've
hit it, Phipps. In fact, you've struck the idea !
Oh, by the way. I mean, don’t you know, by
the way ! The old door—the portal ! Turn the
locking apparatus, and what not ! ”

Phipps obeyed without (uestion,

‘“Now, Phipps, I've got something fright-
tnlly serious to say !’ exclaimed Archie, I
miight even mention that this thing is deucedly
private. Absolutely confidensh! You've got
to use the old discresh. in large ¢chunks!”

“ Very well, sir,”” said Phipps.

“ Yeu quite understand, old top, that there
must be no chatting with the other members of
the old staff 72" asked Archie,

I trust, you can rely upon my judgment,
sir.!”

* Of coursc—of course !’ said Archie. I
mean to say, absolutely! Sorrow, Phipps—
considerable amounts of it ! No slur upon the
old character! Not at all ! Now, to get, down
to the stuff ! The fact is, Phipps, I’'m in a hole,
But not exactly. As a matter of fact, not at
all,  It’s another chappie who’s in a hole—
that’s it ! A priceless old pal of mine. He's
simply in the very dick. of a mess. Wallowing,
as it were, right up to the bally neck, Nearly
submerged, and 20 forth.” '

‘““ [ gather, sir, that your friend is in sorious
trouble ? 7’ said Phipps. .

*“ That is to say, putting it mildly ! " said
Archie. " The dear old lad is going grey.
Absolutely turning colour as you watch him!
Frightfully sad business. Well, we've got to
rally round, and shove out the old hand. Yon
know what I mean. Bung him the glad fist, a8
it were,” |

‘“ Quite so, sir,” said Phipps.

“Gool! Brainy chap, Phipps—you aiways
grasp the scheme !’ said Archie approvingly.
““ Now, to proceed. This old lad is Clarence,
don’t you know. Dear old Clarence ! A per-
fectly priecless ass, but there you are
Ahem !
deecent, ehappie.”

Clarence, I should say, is quite &~

Arehie cast a glance towards the lounge—

having momentarily overloocked the fact that =




Tarence was capable of hearing all that was | Clarenee i3 anxious to remain here—in theo

said.

“Dear old Clarence ! repeated Archie.
 One of the best, don’t you kunow, but some-
what short when it comes to scheming out
things, And I am a bit that way myself,
Phipps.
get into gear just when I want it to. Dashed
rotten, as yvou can guess. But there it is, A
fcllow can’t be cverything, can he 77

“ Certainly not, sir,” said Phipps. “* I under-
stand that your rriend is Master (larence
TI'itzGibbon, from Helinford Hall 27

“ Now, don’t yvou know, how really top-
ping!” said Archie .ulmumgl} “1 siinply
must applaud, Phipps!” he added, clapping
his hands, “The way vou know these thines
staggers uw-——sunp‘ v makes me reel, as it were,
But you’'re right on the nail, You've hit the
thing squarely on the top.  Absolutely !
Clarence, to be exact, is in frightful trouble.
S0 frightful that I tl{}n t know what the bally
trouble is ! ”

“That is somewhat awkward, sir.”’

¢ Most inconvene !’ agrced Archie, * But
Clarcace has, to put it hluntl\ done a guy. In
other “f)l‘tlb, Phipps. he’s slid from the Anees-
tral roof. And, in fact, the dear chappie is
here.”

* Here, sir 27 said Phipps.

“ Absolutely !

“ T take it that you are joking, sir 2’

“ Not at all-—ahsolutely not at all 1" replied
Archie. I was never more serioud in all the
old exis. Clarence, | repeat, is on the spot.
Now that you are ]H’L‘D.ll‘f‘d for the shock, as it
were, we might as well proceed. Clarence, old
lad, kindly come on view ! ”’

Phipps gave one little start as Clarence slowly
appeared fromn behind the lounge. But the
valet’s fuce remained as impassive as ever. He
regarded  Clarence without any change of
¢ XDIPSSION.

““'Phis, Clarence, is Phipps !
waving his hand. *“ Plnmw old lad, thiz is
Clarence. Good! Intro. over! Now we'll con-
tinue with the old froml. This cheeriul cove.
Phipps, is in trouble

“* So I understood mu to say, sir.’

“He has bunl\mlﬁpﬂmtn ely  se D(lt-l‘[] !
went on Archie. * And he has sailed in here in
order to find a haven of refuge. A harbour,
don’t vou know. A sheltered nook where he
can rest the old bones until things do the calm-
ing stunt.”

*“T1 quite understand, sir,”” said Phipps., “ 1

cather t!mt Mr. Clarence lm-} severcly otfendaed
his father——""

“ No, oh, no ! " said Clarence. * That's not
it. Of course not! The pater knows nothineo,
But he’s bound to find out, and he mustn’t
know wliere T am, I want vou to hide me ! ”

*“That’s the scheme !’ said Archie. * Do
vou follow, Phippz ? C(larence, in short, re-
quires to be puckml away. It doesn't matter
where, DBut it’s up to yvou to think of some-
thing. Commune with vourself, old son. Gather
the wits togethm*, and think out one of your
priceiess stunts.”

“ Please let me got this quite clear, sir,’
gaid Phippa, “ Awm I to understand that Mr,

" said Archie,

L2 S

{ school ?

Somehow the old box of tricks won't
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“ And he doesn’t want that fact known 2 ””

“ Precizely twiee,”” gaid Archie,

“I'm afraid it will be very diffienlt, sir,”
saldl Phippz. “ However, I have thought of a
little scheme——-"

I mean to sayv, not really!” execlaimed
Archie, staring, ** Dash it all, Phipps, not
reallvy 2 1 know the works run S!HUO“II\, and
all H::L'!' but it couldn’t be done—not in the
time !

“ It all depends, sir, whether you approve,”
said Phipps.  “ This little idea of mine could
casily be worked., It will mean just a little
arrangement, and careful handling pu

*If it comes to that, yon're the very chappin
to do it,”" said Archie, * And as for mundanc
matters, there'll be a denecedly fat tip, old son,
'l see to that, Don’t worry 1"

““ Oh, no, that’s not 1air!” put in Ciarence,
“It's decent of you to help me, Archie, 1'l}
give Phipps a good tip, you know, Leave that
to me!” ’

“I'm sorry, sir, #f von suspeeted I wis
Innkuw of mn tinancial gain,” said Phipps
stiffly. ** Nothing was further from my thoughts
gir.  I've always tried to do everything thut
will be satisfactory.”

“ Of coursc—exactlv ! ” said Archie, “ Most
rotten, Phipps. Two apologies—one from
each of n3! Now. that's settled, what ? About
the idea, ‘I'rot it out, old tulip ! Let's hear the
brain wave !

“*In the first place, sir, it will be quite im-
practicable to conceal Mr. Clarence in the
school,” said Phipps., ¢!

T'here is no place that
I know of where o young gentleman could be
hidden.”

“I mean to
sald Archie.

“* However, sir, there is no need to despair.”
said Phipps. 1 take it that Mr., Clarence i4
anxions to remain under this roof for severasl
days 27

* Oh, rather ! ™ said Archie,  All his life, as
vou might sav !

Phipps didn’t even smile.,

“Quite so, sir,” he said gravely, 1 hardly
think that will be necessary, however, {
imagine that Mr. Clarence will be quite satisfied
ir I can arranege to fix him up here for a week—
or possibly a mrtmrrht i ™

“Yes, that would do—for now, T mean to
gy, said Clarence,  ** Anything, in fact. But
I must be hididden., T can’t let people see 1,
That would be simply frightful, don't you

know.”

“ Quite possibly, sir,” said Phippa, * But
it is unavoidable. Nevertheless, it can be so
arranged that there will be practically uo
daneer., Do [ inderstand, sir, that you will
be willing to adopt any deviee in order to remuin

concealed 277
(1] Ib

. Anvthmn.“
matter what ! ”?

“ You wnuhl then, be willing to worL ?

“ Work!”  said Clarence, “I—¥ don’t
know any work ! "

say, thai’s doshed beastly !

said Clarence, doosn't
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awkward !” murmured Archie.

“ Dashed
“Work’s a frightful bore, and all that.”
" The scheme, sir, is quite simple,” went on

Piipps. “1 happen to know that young
'Tubbs, the page-boy, is very anxious to leave
the school for a short holiday., I can quite
eagily arrange for him to depart this evening,
and Mr, Clarence can step into his shocs during
the period of Tubby’s nhaﬂm,(,.”

“I mean to say

“ In the character of the page-boy, sir, Mr
Clarcnce will attract no attention ulmtvwr
said Phipps. * He will, in fact, be quite dis-
gused, and the pm:qpcct.s of disvowry will be
negligible, Do you follow me, sir 27

“ Oh, absolutely !’ said Archie wonderingly.
‘“This is simply amazing, Phipps! A priceless
scheme | In fact, a winner every time! You
know, Phipps, you're a marvel | You're simply
a walking wonder ! *?

“Thank you, sir,”” said Phipps modestly.
“Just a little suggestion, sir.  Nothing more,
I assure you!”

“ It takes a nw-.trr brain to scheme out such
ideas,” declared Archie, ** Positively o stun-©
- ning stunt, as it were. Good enough, Phipps.
It shall be done. What do you say, Clarence ?
How does the idea go 27

Clarence looked rather dmlbtfu]

“I—T'll do it! " he said. * It's splendid,
but I—-hut, I'm afraid I shall make a mess cf the
work !"

“That will be quite all right, sir,’”” said
Fhipps. * Please don’t worry on that account.”

** A page-boy, vou know ! ” went on Clarence,
“ Bally monial, and all that,  But it's the only
way, isn’t it ? There’s nothing else 277
“ I'm afraid not, sir,”

‘“Then it's got to be done,”

*“ My dear old tulip, it’'seasy ! ” put in Archie,
in fact, theru’s nothing in it. Absolutely
nix ! All you’ve got to do is to stagger about,
and carry messages, and so torth ! Open doors,
and all that }\md of rot 1"

* Exactly, " said Phipps. * But it will
b necess: ATy, 1 Lhinlc, t0 give yvou just a little
cmllnng

“ Coaching 2 repeated
Lo say, why the necess, 77

o Woll sir, I hardly think that Mr. ('larpncc
14 ‘-lllt»;l.blt‘ for a page-boy in his present con-
dition,” replied Phipps.  *“ A page-boy belongs
to the lower sphere of life, sir, if you understand
what I mean., Mr. Clarence is a member of the
higher circle.”

* Oh, absolutely ! said Archie. “ T grasp
th2 old scheme ! Of course-—rather ! You mean
that Clarence is too bally posh ? Toco knutty,
u,ml all that 27

‘ Lxactly, sir! ™

" But what's to be done ?° asked Archie
helplessly. 1 knew there was a cateh in it
don’t you know ! 'There's always a catch in
these bally things ! This is where we strike
against a snag!”

* Not neccssarily, sir,” said Phipps. It
will mercly be cssential for Mr. Clarence to
cultivate a few words belonging to the coarser
set, as it were, It will be further necessary for
hitn to drowv an aitch here and there, and to add

Archie, “I mean

one when it is not neally required. -“his will

sound more realistic, .

“ How perfectly- prepos. !’ said Archie,
*“ Still, you know best, Pluppu You’re the
lad with the brains ! Ha.v the word, and it’s all
0.K. Proceed to suguest the coarse words,
which must be employed 2 Deucedly inter-
esting !’

“ Well, for example, sir, Mr. Clarence can
make use of the expression ‘bust!’” said
Phipps. “ That would do for one, and——-""

‘“Oh, but dash it all!” protested Arr-hie.
“1I fail to grasp! Dust, don’t you know! A
perfectly ripping word ! Lots of people have
busts, my dear lh‘l])])le My mater, for
¢ mmplv had a ripping bust of herseli scul pturud
by orie of those bally merchants who iness about,
with marble, and so forth! A priceless effort,
and fnghtfullve*{p{-nan e. The only dm“back
don’t you know, was that the dashed thmg
looked no more like the mater than it did of

b me | "’

*“You have not grasped my meaning, sir,””
said Phipps. *““ When I say ‘bust’ I am
using it in quite another way. * Bust’ is the
common method ol pronouncing the word
‘burst’ |

* How deucedly queer ! »’ said Archie. *“ Now
that’s wonderful, Phipps. How do yotu know
these things ? Of course—of course! Kor-
getting, and all that. Of course, you come
from t-ile lower strata yourself, what ? No
offence, Phipps—no slur upon the old dignity.
But facts are facts.”

“ Quite so, sir,”” said Phipps. *“ Mr. Clarence,
I would sus__.t;;{-st., must make use of such an
expression as, ‘* Oh, bust it! I'm halways
running q.hout for hmenhoﬂ}' Blow these
bloomin’ herrands ! * Something like that, sir.”

Archie and Clarence stared, fascinated.

“But, I mean to say, what frightiul
language ! ** said Archie. “ Do you think you
could manage that, Clarence ? Do yvou really
think, old lad, that you could talk so deucedly 7°°

*“The thing may be done—TI'll try,” =said
Clarence dubiously. * And there’s no other
choice. I'm here now, and I daren’t leave.
And if anybody inqguires about me, I'm not
here. I—1 don’t feel safe, ecven now ! ™’

“ I would suggest, sir, that you come round
to my own quarters,” said Phipps. * It is
hardly wise for you to remain here."”

“ But how can it be done, laddie ? 7’ asked
Archie. *“ I've been taxing the old bean for
some time on that question. But I'm afraid
that the dear fellows will spot old Clarence, and
start in on the questioning stunt.”

*“ I take it, sir, that Mr. Clarence entered by
means of the window ? ”

“ Absolutely !

“ It would then be advisable if he departcd
by the same method,” said Phipps. * I will
accompany him, and taku him straight to my
own room. I shall then be able to give him
quite a numbu of hints, and see that everything
is correct. And Mr. (,Ia,rcnec will hw:,m his
duties in the morning,’

Archic nodded.

“* Topping ! ”” he said. “I knew you’d turn
up trumps, Phipps. I simply left everything
to you—and the whole thing’s ripping. Clarence



old walnut, it’s up to you to do the gentle smile,
I don’t know what the bally trouble is, but
you're safe. Phipps will sce you through,
Absolutely !

CHAPTER 1V,
THE NEW BUTTONS.

EGINALD PITT
halted, and stared.
“Do my cyes deceive

me, or do they nov 2 he

asked, *““ Gaze upon it, O ye

little ones! TFeast your eyes
upon th» wondrous vision ! "’

Pitt was standing at the top of the stairs, and

he stared down into the lobby. I was coming

Archie’s strange

“ We'd better go down and make inquiries,”
I said, grinning. *“ I expect Tubbs has been
taken ill, or has got a holiday. We'll ask this
funny-looking bounder all about it.”

We certainly could not have guessed that the
new page-boy was the only son and heir of Sir
Cyril FitzGibbon, the wealthy baronet of
Helmford. But the scheme which had been
concocted by Phipps and Archie was just com-
ing into operation.,

Before we could get to the bottom of the
stairs, Handiorth arrived in the lobby. He
was on his way outside. DBut, suddenly, he
paused in his stride, came to a dead halt,

visitor was a somewhat peculiar specimen. He was,
in fact, somewhat older than Archie. |

along just behind, with Sir Montie Tregellis-
West and Tommy Watson. It was moraing,
and we were descending for the work of the day,

“ What’s the excitement about ? *’ 1 asked.

“ No excitement,” said Pitt. ** But possibly
you can tell ine what the object is down in the
lobby ? Either Tubbs has been taking antipon,
or my eyesight's got twisted | ”

We looked down into the lobby. The page-
boyv was down there, attempting to pin a notice
on the board. He was doing it most ¢lumsily,
and, indeed, making a hash of it. And he was
certainly not Tubbs.

The previous evening, Tubbs had been in
evidence, as usual. We had heard nothing
about him going away, and it was rather sur-
prising, therefore, to find a strange buttons in
his place. -

The newcomer was extremely weedy, and by
what we could see, he had been born without
a4 chin. He was obviously wearing Tubbs’s
uniform, for it hung loosely upon his frame, and
his ankles protruded well out of the trousers,

[ |

and stood glaring aggressively at the unfor.
tunate Clarence. .

“Hallo !’ said Handforth. “ Who the
dickens do you think you are 2" -

This question was fairly roared out. Hand-
forth had a most unfortunate habit of shouting
at the top of his voice, in a most aggressive tone,
if he happened to come upon something which
was new to him. He always seemed to take
it as a personal affront that anything fresh
should take place at all.

Clarence turned, and tried to smile.

** Great pip ! "’ said Handforth blankly.

““ He had seen a few page-boys, but never
one like this. Clarence was by no means a
handsome youth at the best of times. His very
prominent nose, and his extremely weak chin
gave him the appearance of a comic drawing,
And now his usually well-plastered hair was all
brushed up info an untidy mop. This, as
Phipps had explained, was more suitable for a
page-boy, and would help the disguise.

*“ What’s the idea ? ”’ demanded Handforth.
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“'Where’s Tubbs 2 What the dickens are you
Joing in his place ? And who are you, anyvhow?”
i - | Rather ! ” said Clarence weakly.

“What ? "

“ I—I mean, jolly decent of you to——"
Clarence paused, pulling himself up with a
jerk, *‘ Bust these motices!” he went on.
*They're most deucedly hawkward, don’t you
know ! Hi was hordered by the Ousemaster
to pin these ’ere papers hup. Hand the bally
things won’t stick. By gad, they won't!”

Handforth reeled back,

He was astounded—and well he might have
been, This extraordinary new page-boy spoke
with an affected drawl—-a real ** toney ”’ touch.

But the addition of unuecessary aitches simply |

made bhis speech ludicrous,

“You—you funny idiot!"” snapped Hand-
forth. ‘“ What are you doing here ? And
what’s the idea of all this fathcaded talk?
I don’t believe you're a page-boy at all! It's
some dotty joke or other——"’

‘““ Oh, really ! ”” protested Clarence, in alarm,
* Don’t rot, you know !”

** Don’t what ? *’

‘““ T should say, you make a fellow nervous,’y

said Clarence, taking a deep breath., * Hi
ham the new page-hoy. Gad, that’s it ! Tubbs
'as gorn hairway, don’t you know. On his
‘olidays—hon ’'is bally vacation.”

*Then 1Tubbs ought to be ashamed of him-
sclf | 77 said Handforth, * To leave a chap like
vou in his place is disgraceful ! And what do
vou mean by tellinz me not to rot 2 Who do
you think you are 77

* My dear fellow—-

“ Dear fellow ! ™ bawled Handrorth, * One
more word, my lad. and you go over back-
wards ! And don’t forzet to call me *sir.” I'm
not going to be jawed at by a blessed buttons.”

Clarence puiled himscelf together.

“*Hi am sorry,” he said nervously. “TI'm
blowed if T hain’t, and all that sort of business,
I’ope you'll hexeuse mie, I ’ave got to do some
mure busted work ! ” -

Clarenee scuttled off, thanktul to escape,

.y

And Handforthh stood Jooking after him
wrathfully,
- *The blithering fathead !> he said. “* Just

as I was going to dot him one on the nose, too !
All right—TI’ll meet him later in the day, I'm
blessed if I'm going to let a page-boy echeck
mel” .

“PDon’t be an ass, Handyv!” 1 grinned.
“ The chap wasn’t cheeking yon intentionally,
He couldn’t help it.”

*“What do vou mean 2

“ Why, it’s just his way,”” I replied. “ The
fellow seems to be a bit of a novelty in the
buttons line.”

** He must have picked up a lot of ways from
a classy family,” chuckled Pitt, * He probably
thinks he’s talking the right stuft, but he made a
terrible hash of it, I wonder why Tubbs has
gone ? 7’ | |

“I'm going to find out!” said Handforth.
*“The nerve! Ieaving a freak like that here !
We didn’t even ask his name.” |

Clarence, in the meantime, was hurrying to
the servants’ quarters. Asriving there, he
went up the back steirs, and then along the
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corridor until he came to a door. This, in facts
was the door of Archie’s bedroom.

Archie had arrived at St. Frank’sewhil: the
alterations were being effected to the Ancient
House dormitories. He had thereiore been
placed in & room to himself. Now that the
dormitories were completed, Archie still re-
mained in his private room.

As his pater had explained to the Head, he
was afraid that Archie would oniy get into
trouble if he slept in the dormitory with the
other juniors. He was different from everybody
clse.  And Colonel Glenthorne was quite
willing to pay extra fees. Consequently, Archic
still reigned supreme in his own bedchamber,

Clarence tapped quickly upon the door.

** Enter, Phipps, lad—cnter ! 7’ came Archic’s
voice,

Clarence entercd, and found Archic. sitting
up in bed, attired in gaily coloured silken
pyiamas., He was just about to rise—for he
always believed in taking things easy.

“I mean to say, what!” he exclaimed
blankly.

He stared at Clarence in a dazed kind of way,

** Do—do I look all right ?’* asked (larence,

“ Well, dash it all, not exactly !’ said Archie.
“ Deucedly rotten, and all that, hut a chappie
must speak the truth. The fact ig, Clarence, you
look frightful! You look positively repulsive,
and so forth! I'm dashed if yvou didn’t give
me quite a turn,”

“1 don’t know about this idea!?” said
Clarence. “ Your bally man is smart, but I
don't think this will work, ©h, Archie, can’t
we think of something else 2 Something more
secret 2 "’ ‘

“ Imposs., laddie—quite
Archie, shaking his head. “ The schene, as
it were, is a priceless one. No trouble
nothing! I don’t know what your deuced
worry is, but you're safe, Absolutely secure !
Nobody would suspect & page-boy, don’t you
know | "’

“ I—1I hope not !  said Clarence fearfully.

“ But rea]lly, so to speak, don’t you know ! ”?
said Archie. "** Really, and what not! The
clothing, old sport! 'The clobber! Simply
ghastly ! Nothing more nor less than horrible |
You look absolutely appalling [

“That’s what I thought, but Phipps says
it doesn’t matter,” explained Clarence., *“ He
reckons, you know, that it’s all the better, and
all that sort of business, And he ought to
know. Phipps is brainy. I wish I had brains
ltilllie Phipps—I’d soon think of something
hen,”

“Don’t you worry: it’s all serene,” said
Archie. * Everything, in fact, in the garden is
sublime.” -

** Perhaps it'll be all right after a bit.”

“Youw’ll be ag comfortable as any old thing ! ?
declared Archie cheerfully. - *“ That is to say,
old tulip, you'll be settled down. And now
I think you’d: better stagger away, or the
chappies might think things. That would be
frightfully awk.! Trot out, old lad—in other
words, skid ! ”” |

Clarence took his departure, and went back
to the servants’ quarters., . He had only been
gone a few minutes when Phipps noiselessly

imposs, | said
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entered Archie’s bedroom. He carried a news- )
paper in his hand, and he handed it to hig young

master. It was that morning’s issuc of the

*“ Bannington Gazette.”

“The jolly old rag, what!” said Archie.
‘“ Sporting of you, Phipps, but nothing doing !
I'm not anxious to peruse-——""

“ Begging your pardon, sir, but T would
suggest that you glance at the item in the stop-
press news,”” said Phipps firmly,  *“ It will
be interesting, sir.”

“But, I mean to say

“It is most important, sir,”

“ Dressing, and all that,” said Archie.
“What about it, you know ? Something
ought to be done, Phipps. The hour, as it were,
is becoming somewhat late. Breakfast calling,
and what not, The old rag can wait——""

“I repeat, cir, that it will be advisable if
vou glance at the paragraph I have mentioned
without any delay,” insisted Phipps. ¢ I think
you will agree, sir, that it is highly vital.”

* Right ho, Phipps ! "’ said Archie resignedly.
“Rizht ho! It shall be done. Absolutely !
While I'm allowing the old stuff to sink in,
yvou might as well trot out the light-grey
Norfolk.”

“The Norfolk suit, sir ?

“ Absolutely ! ”

“ Hardly suitable, sir,”” said Phipps. “1I
would suggest the lounge suit of blue serge,
with the light-grey fancy vest as a possible
addition.”

“You really think so, Phipps 2"

“1 do, sir.”

“ But the jolly old Norfolk, don’t you know,
is frightfully comfortable,” said Archie. “I'm
not exactly keen on blue serge——""

“You look distinguished in it, sir,” said

Phipps.
“ By Jove! I mean to say, really 2 asked
Archie. *“ Well, that’s &Il right, Phipps.

Quite, as you might say, Proceed with the old
blue serge. And now ['ll just cast the optics
upon the printing material.”

Archie gazed at the stop-press column, and
commenced reading the short paragraph which
Phipps had pointed out. He read it through,
frowned sonmewhat, and then looked puzzled.

Once again he read through the paragraph,
and this is what he saw :

“SHOCKING AFFAIR NEAR HELMFORD.

“ A terrible shooting tragedy occurred just
on the edge of the FitzGibbon estate, near
Helmiord, last night. 'T'homas Reed, a farm
labourer, was found lying on a little-used foot-
piath in a dying condition, and suffering from a
fatal shot wound,

- He was discovered by two of his fellow farm
workers, and managed to gasp out the following
words : ‘* He shot at me—I'm done!’ The
police have been informed, and further details
are awaited.

“The brutal scoundrel who commilted this
crime has not been found, but there is a rumour
to the etfect that a young man dressed in a
reddy-brown sunit was seen in the vicinity,
carrying a gun, The police arce following up
this clue, -

|

~ ““At the time of going to press no further
information is avaitable.”

Archie laid the paper down, and gazed ab
Phipps,

“ Awfully decent of you to think of me,
laddie, but the good old enthusiasm fails to
bubble ! " he said. * These frightiui affairs
may interest you, Phipps, but i'm absolutely
disgusted. Appalled, and so forth. The gory
story interests me not, dear lad.”

“ You have read the item through, sir 2"

“ Absolutely.”

“ But surely, sir, you must be struck by this
case ? "' asked Phipps. “ Might I venture to
remind you of the reddy-brown suit, that is
mentioned ?  Rather significant, sir.”” .

“ Signii, what ? "’ said Archie. *‘ I'm afraid
I don’t follow the trend, Phipps. That is, I fail
to grasp the—-""

* Mr. Clarence, sir.” |

“Xh? What about the dear chappie ? "

“ His suit, sir,” said Phipps. * Distinctly
brown with a reddish hue. Then there is a
mention of the IitzGibbon estate, And you
are aware, sir, that Mr. Clarence carme here
nslfling to be concealed. Hec was flustered, sir,
an = "

“PBut, but-—I mean to say!” broke in
Archie, horrified. * What ? Dash it all, Phipps
Oh, no! Never! I mean to say, abso-
lutely imposs ! I'm surprised at you, Phipps,
Old Clarence ? Positively imposs ! "

“1I wish I could share yvour opinion, sir.”

Archie gazed at the newspaper again.

“ But-—but this is quite ghastly ! ™ he said
blankly. *‘ I mean, as it were, dashed rotten !
Old Clarence shooting a chappie, and all that |
There must be some horrible mistake, Phipps.
Oh, absolutely !’

“ I'm afraid it is only too obvious, sir."”

Archie had gone somewhat pale, and now he
jumped out of bed and paced up and down in
his pyjamas. He found his monocle c¢n the
dressing-table, and seemed slightly relieved as
be jammed it into his eye. ,

“ Gives a chappie more confidence, and all
that ! ” he exclaimed. * Buaf,-1 mean to sayl
Clarence ! You really think, Phipps, that the
lad has been perpetrating some frightful deed ?
You think, in fact, that the whole thingis ob.? "

“I'm afraid I do, sir.”

“ But—but—— T mean Well, as it
were Dashed if I can command the old
flow ! ”” said Archie helplessly. * The bally
words refuse, Phipps—positively stick in the
jolly old throttle !

“ The whole affair is very disquieting, sir.”

“ Disquicting ! "’ echoed Archie. *“I mean,
what priceless rot! Sorrow, Phipps, and all
that, but I really must speak bluntly. Abso-
lutely ! Disquieting is not the word to use—a
bally silly word, in fact. ‘T'his business is posi-
tively stageering. Frightful, don't you know,
To be quite candid, putrid ! ”

“How do you intend to act, sir ?” asked

Phipps.
“Act 27 repeated Archie vaguely. “ That




s to say, how—— Dash it all, Phipps, you're
not goinyg ‘to desert me ? This is just when 1
need you, old lnd ! This, in fact, is where you
do the rallying round stunt !

gather up the oll forces and get busy ! ”

* 1 take if, <ir, that you wish me to look into
this affair 7"’

* Absolutely ! !

“Then 1 would suagest, sir, that you get
dressed as soon as possible, and go downstairs,”
said Phipps. I will then bring Mr. Clarence
into your study, and you will have an oppor-
tunity of guestioning him. I think we shall
soon know whether Mr. Clarence is at all con-
neeted with this Helmtford outrage.”

* Rrilliant, Phipps—sparkling, to be exact !’
said Archie admirvingly. * What-ho! I mean
to =ay, just the very stufi !  Get old Clarence,
and put him through it, w hat 2 Shove the old
inquiries forward, and demand truthful replies ?
we'll go to work in a masterly way, Phipps.
Auwd now for the blue serge, and so on.,”

Archie was dressedd much more quickly than
uwanal, Nevertheless, when he cmerged, he
was lcoking spick aud span from top to toe,
and he lounged downstairs, and made his way
to Study No. 13. He was very glad that none
aof the juniors stopped him on the way. His
hicad was buzzing with anxiety, and he wantad
to find out the truthh about Clarence without
any delay,

Phipps was as good as his word—in fact,
batter,  For Clarence was already waiting in
Arelg s study when the latter arrived. le
was looking nervous and scared.

“Oh, 20 here you are, old fruit!” =aid
Archie. ** Dright and chirpy, what 2 I mean
to say, not exactly ! The old face, don’t yovu
know, is somewhat pasty, and all that kind of
1ot ! What's the trouble, Clarence 2 Speak up
laddie, and explain.  You've been up-to some-
thing appalling—1 know it. Bring ont the
narrative,  In other words, trot it up!”

* I—1 can’t. explain, Archic !’ said Clarence
shakily.

“ That's dashed awkward!” gaid Archie,

* Now, old bean, I'ln going to put it to vou
qtmwht Just lllw the (Iuppn- in the detective
-ntory, don’t you know. Stand there amd gaze
at me 1 ”?

Archie adjusted his monocle,
'Iﬁrvm‘c sternly.

‘The fact is, laddie,
things with a bally gun !
people, and all that !
and so forth !
Clarence ! 7

Clarence went white, and clateched at the

table.
* Murder ! ” he whispered. * But—but—-
Oh, Archie! It ean’t be true! The man isn’t

really dead——-"’

** Great. gadzooks !’ said Archie blankly.
** Then-—then, as it were, you actually did. the
trwk;" You posilively pottml the poor nhl
cove

“Yes |V multered Clarence wretchedly,.

and regarded

vou've been doing
 he said.  * Shooting
I mean to say., murder,
Deueedly serious business,

You've gﬂt. to

CHAPTER V.
THE DESPERATE CRIMINAT )

RCHIT sank weakly into
a chair.
* The fact is, I'm too

young ! " he observed,
in a hollow voice. ** But this
is just the time when a chappie
needs a whacking stimulant,
and what not ! The good old B, & S. would be
the pater’s reviver, but there’s nothing doing
in that line with Archie. But I mecan to say,
I neced things ! The cup of tea would conie in
frightiully useful. Awinlly priceless stufi, tea,
don’t you know. Steadies the old nerves
wonderiully ! 7’

* What does it matter abont tea ?” asked
Clarence, ** How—how much do you know,
Archie ! ” |

* Kverything! " |

“You—you mean all about the gun acci-
dent 2”7

** Absolutely ! Y replied Archiie.  ** 15h, what?
T mean to say, what-ho! What-ho! YWhat's
this, old dear ? Accident ? That is to say,
didn’t you shoot the cove on purpose 7’

* On purpose ! ”’ said Clarence huskily.
conrse not. ! It was an accident, Archie !
but they won't believe it—1 know they won’t !
L ean’t think of anything!"”

*“Well, there you are ? 7 said Archie. " As
a matter ot fact, Clarence, you always were
somewhat scattered, what ? That is to =ayv,
the works in the attic are frightfully slugeish,
and all that. Pints of labrication reguired,
don’t you know. DByt here you are. Gaze upon
it, laddie !’

Archie handed over the newspaper, and
Clarence read the report in the stop-press
column with eyessthat lairly buleed from his
head. The newspaper fell from his shaking
fingers when he had finished,

“ Oh, it’s too awful ! ” he muttered.
—they’ll have me ! ”

“Well, rather ! ”” said Archie.
ribly foul, as vou might say,
The gallows, and all that!”

“Don’t ! 7 said Clarence, with a gulp.

““ Dear old lad, it must be faced ! ** said Arvechice
firmly. * You've got to be brave—you've got
to gather up the orfd courage. I mean to say,
it’s deucedly hard on me ! Lesing a pal, and
so forth ! ”

Clarence rairly slmok.

*“ Hard on vou!” he said weakly. * What
about me ? They'll take me away, Archie—
thw il excente me, vou know ! ”’

* Absolutely ! 7 saidl Archie. * Quite herrid,
but these t.hin_c:ﬂ dUrhappen ' A chappie can’t
vo about shooting people——"

" But it was awn accident!” persisted
Clarence. ** I—I was-afraid {o tell yon before,
but I suppose I'd better make a clean breast
of it. You've got to help me, Archie—yon
absolutely must 1’

“ But, really I mean= Well, proeceed
with the old tale!” execlaimed Archie. *1'm
dashed worried, don’t you know, '‘Fhe wholo

* Of
Oh,

* They

““ Most, hor-
but there it is!

posish. is frightrully dift. 1"
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* It's not difficult for you——""'

“ Harbouring a criminal, and things like
that ! "' said Archie. “ Why, dash it all! I
nmean to say, dazh it all !  They’ll shove me in
chokey, Clarence ! Positively bung me behind
the old bars | Aiding and abetting, and what
not! 1It’s a dashed serions business 1 "

“ Oh, but Archie. you wouldn't desert me ! "
picaded Clarence, with a choke in his voice.
*“ Listen ! I'll tell you what happened !'”’

“Good ! Carry on, darling!"”

“You 3ee, I was out last night for a bit of
sport,” said Clarence. * I mean, in the evening,
while it was dusk. You've been to Fitz-
Gibbon Hall, haven’t vou ?2 "’

““ Absolutely | " said Archie, * Thousands
of times, my dear sportsman, T've stagoered
to the old spot once a year, at lcast.”

“Then you know that there are scme price-
less rabbit warrens just near the Bannington
Road end of the estate,” said Clarence, ** I'm
rather keen on rabbit shooting. A real sport,
in fact. Dead shot, Archie. Well, 1 took the
pater’s ritle out last evening——-""

“But, here, I say!” interrupted Archie.
“Isay! Apply the brake, old Ind ! Easze up!
What about it? I mean to say, a riie!
Rabbit shooting, don’t_you know ! Decidedly
unusual, what 7’ .

“I know that,”” said Clarence., *“But I
couldn’t find a shot-gun. ‘The pater’s rifle was
handy, and there’s more aport in it, teo.
You've got to be a dead shot to hit a raboit
with a single bullet. Well, T saw «a rabbit just
against a hedge, and I took aim, and pulled
the trigger.”

‘““ And the rabbit expired ? 7

“ 1—1I don't know,”” said Clarence.
was awful! ‘Yerrible, Archie!
terrible ! ™

‘“ Because you missed, what ?”*

“*No, no! Of course not!” mutfered
Clarence. * Directly I shot, I heard somchody
give a frightful cry, just on the other side of
the hedge.”

**Byv Jovel" said Archie. A
cry, what 2 ” :

*Yes! And—and I knew that I'd done
gomething awful ! " said Clarence. ** For a
few moments I was rooted to the spot—-frozen,
don’t you know. Positively rfrozen with
horror, Archie!’’

Archie nodded sympathetically.

“Tve had it!"” he said. *‘ Absolutely!
The same old sensation. Makes a chappie inost
deucedly uncomi. I remember once, in the
suminer, don’t you know. I was strolling down
Piccadilly with the pater. Then I found a
bally button missing from my waistcoat | Most
horrid shock, you know, Just the same as you,
Clarence, Rooting business, and all that. 1
positively froze solid ; and the sun was stream-
ing down like what-not.”’

“ But that wasn’t like this—it couldn’t have
been ! "’ said Clarence impatiently. “ It’s not
half so bad to lose a button as it is to Kill
somebody.”

** No, Isuppose not,”” said Archie. ** Although
dear lad, they're both frightiully beastly
things to happen to a chappie.”

“ After a bit, I 9ort of came to myself,” said

“ Oh, it
Absolutely

frightful

("

Clarence. ** So I ran forward, pushed through
a gap in the hedge, and then I found a—a man
lying there. Oh, Archie! It was fearful! I
can see him now.”

“I mean to say, not really ! said Archie,
looking round,

“In—in my mind, I mean!" exclaimed
Clarence. *“ He was lying there, Archie—
absolutely still, you know. As still as any-

thing. And there was—you know—Dblood, you
know. Oh, I can’t talk about it! I'd shot
him. I'd killed him, 1 think I lost my wits

at first.” -

““ Oh, come,” protested Archie. “ I mean to
say, come. A chappie can’t lose something
he hasn’t got. Quite imposs., Clarence ! But
I gather the trend. I grasp the old idea. 1
take it that you were somewhat flusterad ? "

“1I didn’t knew what to do,” said Clarence.
* So, after o bit, I just ran off. I ran like mad.
I daren’t go home, and I daren’t do anything,
Then—then, like a flash, T thought of you.”

“ Frightfully decent !’ said Archie, *° At
the same time, old walnuat, it would have been
a dashed lot better if you'd have thought ol
somebody else! You see, the posish. is guite
appalling here. School, and all that. Pub-
licity, you know. We're in a ghastly pickle,
Clarence. Fairly, as it were, in the old gravy—
that is to say, the soup. Wallowing, to be
exact.” ‘

“I came to vou because there was ncbody
clse,”” said Clarence. * And now I suppos:
yvou'll turn against me. Oh, Arcliie, what are
you going to do ?2” :

““ Send for Phipps,”” said Archie,.

('larence looked startled. .

““ But—but Phipps mustn’t know——"'

“ I mean, what rot ! ** said Archie, *° Phippa
knows everything."”

“You've told him ? " gasped Clarence.

* My priceless ass, he told me ! " said Archie
calmly.

“ Then—then he’ll inform the police, and
and they’ll come !’ moaned Clarence, “I'm
going, Archie ; I've got to escape.”

“Don’t be so hally ridic.!™ said Archie.
“ Phipps is the lad with the brains. He’'ll sce
that everything is all serene, Phipps, in fact,
will do the trick. Leave it to him, laddie, and
there you are. The stuff!”

Clarence sank back into his chair, and had
nothing to say. And then the door silentiy
opened, and Phipps glided in. His face was
quite expressionless as he stood looking respect-
fully at Archie.

“ You rang, sir 2 ”* he said.

“The fact is, Phipps, yards of troulde!”
said Archie. **'T'ons of it, in chunks ! Dear old
Clarence is under the surface, as you might say.
The shocking truth has come out, and all that
sort of thing, YWhat's to be done, Phipps 2

“You are referring, I pre:une, sir, to the
little matter mentioned in the morning news-
paper 2 ”

* Little matter 2" echoed Archie. “ I mean
to say ! The fact i3, Phipps, we all look like
taking a spell in the old juz !

“The jug,.sir?” .

“That is to say, the place where chappics

. wear broad arrows, and what not.” sald
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Archie. I don’t want to be
gloomy, and depressing to a fellow, but the
facts are rotten. Absolutely! If the police
trickle round, we shall all be landed, Phipps.
And, to tell the truth, I'm expertmg a whole
squad of the bounders to appear on the horizon
at any moment.”

Phipps shook his head.

™ | hanlly think =o, sir,”” he said. “ Do I
understand that Mr, Clarence ac knowledges his
connection with the unfortunate affair ? ™

“ Well, there you are ! ” said Archie, “ The
Jdear lad can’t do amtlnng ¢lse, He shot the
poor chappie, and that’s it. A fellow can’t
bluft it nut yvou know, The bally thing's
obvious.” _ _

** Qnite so, sir,” said Phipps.

* And qermu% g

* Very, sir.’

“ Oh, dnn t tell on me ! ” pleaded Clarence
p:tnfnlly “Tt—if was an accident! 1 was
shooting at a rabbit, you know, and that chiap
was behind the hedge, I didn't do it on
purpose.”

“ I quite appreciate that, sir,” said Phipps.
* A most rorrrptt.lhle aceident. llw position is
somewhat grave,’

* Supposing they catchme 2 7 isl-.{ d Clarence
fearfully. ** I—T suppose [ shall be charged
with murder, and then they'll hang me. ( )h_
it’s awful! I'm in a ghastly pickle! You've
simply 2ot to help me, Archie ! ”’

“ Rather ! ”* said Archie.  * Phipps,
n.bmlt,-it /i

what

* T hardly think that Mr. (larence would be -

charged with murder, sir,”” said Phipps. * He

can undoubtedly prove that the whole affair

was an accident, And tlmt of course, makes a
great deal of diifference.”

- Clarence looked hopeful,

“ Do w,on think they mjzht let me off 27 he
breathe

' WP!I not exactly, sir.’

“ But thm.* won't lmng me ? "

** Oh, no, sir,” said Piupm “If vou are
unmrtunattlv apimed the r.lm"ﬂc will prob-
ﬂﬂy be one of manslanghter,”

* Oh, dear!”” said Clarence weakly, *JIz—
i= that bad ? *
** Very serious, sir,”
* Chokey, and “all that ? ** asked &r(hm

** Possibly & term of fifteen years’ penal
servitude, sirl”
* Fifteen years ! " shricked Clarence, * But

—-Dbut I shall be over thirty then ! And I ve got
to 8O up to Oxford, and my pater
* Of conrse, sir, things mwht not be quite so
bad as that, i mterruptul Phlppq smoothly,
** Being a minor, you will probably be sent to a
reformatoryq—Borstal, for example. And by
good behaviour you might even be released
after a comparatively brief pﬁrtod——mx, ior
instanece, a matter of five years.’
*“ Oh, I think I shall die 1 groaned Clarence
lnrzbly. |
“1 say!” cexclaimed Archie. * Dear old
fruit! I say! Come, don’t you know !
ey | Somnwlmt gloomy, and all that ! Phipps,
okd lad, we've got to buck the poor bounder
up !l We bave, as it were, glanced upon the
dark side.

frightiuily.

¥

|

W hat about the bright and Lh(‘ﬂ'y L

prospect 2 How do we stand ? Auy ghu.]wp ?
Any ghmpbe of the good old hope ?”

‘* Quite a distinet gllmmer, sir,”” said Phipps.

“Gadzooks! You've thought of some-
thing 27

“In a way, yes, sir.”

“There you are ! *’ said f&rclue “ Dear old
Clarence, what did I tell you? Haven't 1
always said that Phipps is a marvel ? Fact is,
he’s simply one large mass of brain fitted with
lf*;l:;:hl ’!lrot it out, Phipps—roll up with the
scheme |

Phipps coughed.

“Well, it is hardly a scheme, sir.” he said,
““And at the moment I do not feel justifled in
going into details, 1 suggest, however, that
Mr. Clarence shall remain in the school until
the evening—that is, until darkncess falls,”

“ And then the old smuggling stuff ? ** asked
Archie, ** Spiriting the dear chappie away, and
all that kind of rot 2 ”°

‘““ Something like that, sir,” agreed Phipps.

* But what'’s to be done now—right on the
spot, so to speak ? 7

“T consider it would be inexpedient for Mr,
Clarence to =how hiwself, «ir,”” said Phipps.
“When I made the suggestion that Mr.
Clarence should become temporary pageboy, I
was unaware of the true state of things., 'The
matter m f.u' more serious than we first imag-

ined, sir,’ |
“ Oh, rather ! "’ said Archie, * Absolutcly |
“I would suggest, therefore, that Mr,

Clarence remains within this apartinent as
much as possible,”” said Phipps. ** Duoring the
peried when lessons are proceeding, he will be
quite undisturbed. At the luncheon hour | will
see “lmt can be done to make the position more
easy.

“There you are, Clarence, dear lad ! eox-
claimed Archie. * Nothing to worry aliout.
Of course, it's deucedly frightinl, harbouring a
eriminal, and so forth, but these things are sent .
to try one, what %'’

Phipps glided silently out, and Clarence did
not look quite so nervaous,

“0Oh, T wish I Enew how it was going to

=,

end ! he said huskily. ** 1t—it’s all so nn-
certain, Archie, Jeastly  undcecided, you
know.” |

Archie gazed at Clarence through his
monocle,

“Weil, old top, we're deing the best,” he
said, * Phipps is rallying round like mu(- of the

real lads. I mean to say, you ought to have
trotted out the whole bl.l]},r yarn last nicht,
Then we should have known things, As it s,
we hadn’t the faintest notion that you were in
stivh a ghastly old mess |

* T—1 was 8o scared ! ™ said Clarence.

“ Well, there you are ! Potting chappics with
rifles rather makes a fellow nervous, I should
think,” said Archie. * I'm. doing something
Irightful by allowing you to remain, But,
dash it all, I ¢can’t go back on a pal. T can’t
leave him in the old mire, as it were. Cheer np,

(Continued on page 25.)
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FROM LAST WEEK.
The Bad Boy has three grown-up sisters, whose good looks have altracled many suilors in the town,
Bent on mischief, the Bad Boy gcls hold of a number of photos belonging lo his sisters of their ad-
mirers. The photos have been humorously touched up and inscribed with uncomplisnentary remarks
by his sisters for their own amusenent. Unbeknown to Lis sisters, the Bad Boy returnas the photos to
each of the young men concerned. A party is to be given the following weel:, and these young men
gre wnvited.  How the party ** went off 77 is told in the following antvsing extract frrim the Diary.—
THE EDITOR,

to fiy upwards. It’s over a week since2 I've had the harte to rite onc word in iy diry.
Poor diry ! The reckord of a braking harte, I come to thee for consultashun !
On this paige will I inscribe my wose. It hurts me yet to sit down square on my sete, but I
“will tri to bare it for thi sake. _

It all dates from the day I carrid the fellers back their fotografs. As T said, the girls they
tezed ma to give ’em a party, wich she promised, so they was in hi fether, an’ begun to rite out
the list of those they meant to ast, that afternoon,

They wur all three as bizy as bees, an’ I was beln’ good, settin’ on a chare, a listenin’ quictly,
coz I was tired, when the bell wrung, an’ who do you s’pose it proofed to be but our Aunt Betsev,
she that lives at Hoppertown an’ comes to see us twicst a yere,

My sisters was put out, *cause they gnu she’d stay a week, an’ be hiere to the party., Lily made
a rye face when she herd it.

** Nasty ole thing ! *” sez she ; “‘ she alwis comes at the most unconvynyant times.”

* She’ll be sure to stay,” says Bess, “* if she heres about it, and she’ll ware that old green silk ¢’
fiern, with a ycllow hed-dress. and them lile thred gloves.”

* she’ll mortify us awrully,”” sez Sue.

I b’leve Aunt Betscy iswriteh, but she’s that old-fashined
you'd think she come out of the ark, with the animals, too
an’ too, only Aunt Betsey must a come alone, ‘cause she is a
ole made.

S0 when I heard ’em say they hoped she wouldn’t
stay to the party, I hoped she wouldn’t too. 'To tell the
truth, I had a gilty conshuns ’bout those fotografs wich I
had done for spite.

Oh, it is drefiul to hav a gilly conshuns, it ways like
lead. I wisht I hadun’t done it, but there’s no use eryin’ for
spilt milk, so Iresolved I'd do suthing for my sisters to

make up.
‘em say 80. Don't let on 1 tole you, Aunt Betsey, but jns’

When tea was over, I got Aunt Dewsey by herself into
My sisters lecktured me for
halff an hour on how to - !
behave at parties. go _home quiet the day before nex” Thursday, an’ I'll be

O DERE! O dere! Wot a world this is! Little boys are born to trubbie as the sparks are

“ Wood you like to make my sisters happy ? **

““What do you mean ? *’ sez she, :

“?Cause if you wood,” sez I, * please go away before
the party. They don’t want you here that night. 1 herd

“*he hall, and said to her:
s obliged to you as ever was,”




I don’t think i was wc-ll-l.)rd o’ her to get

angry when i spoke to her so polite, do you ?
It was rele mene to go an’ tell when I ast her
ot to speke about it, wich she did so quick as
cver she could, an’ the next mornin’ she up an’
went away, sayin® she'd never, never, never
visit us agane.

But that ain't all. It scems

borroed a lot o' money frum er, ’cause the
times is ’ard, she twitted ’im with that, an’
givin’ parties on borroed capital.
. OF coarse the rath of all fell on one poor
little ait yere ole boy. Suthin’ clse fell two.
I'll not disgrace thee, my diry, by sayin’ wot—
it is enuff to ad they spoiled the child, altho
they did not spare the rod.

Betty pitied me, an’ maid me a rele soft
quishion out of a ole pillo. I ain’t gone out fur
fear the boys would notis there was suthin’
rong ; time passes awful slow, I do not think
I'd care to be a Robinson Crusoe. When I
grow up and have a little boy I will not trete
him s0. I will not punish him fur wot he didn’t
mene to do, but fede him on spunge-cake three
times a day, nor let his older sisters speke to
himn that rude as if he was a monstir,

All this time my mind was never esy about
them fotografs. I expected evev hour the cat
would be let out thie bag wot I had done,

Day after day passed by ; the nite of the
party came at last. Betty drest me in my best
sute, tide on my new cravat, an' put lots o’
sent on my handkercher, my sisters lecktured
mic for half an hour on how to behave at parties
or I'd be sent to bed, an® I was aloud to come
in the parlor.

The house was all lit up, there was bekase
ecverywhere, a man come to play the peano.
My mouth watered to think o the ise-cream
an’ cake, the orranges an’ gelly. the chickan
salid, an’ the sandwiches wich was in the dinin’-
room. The girls looked awful hansome dressed
in white, their crimping-pins took out, their
cyes brite, flowers in their hair,

The company began to arrive. All the
fashunable yung ladys of the villedge wot
moved in our sct come—the clock struck nine—
the only gentleman present was Dockter Moore,
the one that's going to marry Sue. My sisters
began to look trubbled. I was shakin’ in my
shocs.

The feller at the peany plaid an’ plaid. Some
of the girls took hold of one anuther an’ woltzed
around, but they did not seme to enjoy it
much. Half-pas’ nine struck on the clock !

Oh, how my gilty conshuns wade 1he down !
I said to myself :

“The trane is lade, the slo-match is applide,
now for the jeneral bust-up ! ”

The gests began to whisper, the girl: looked
like they would sink thru a augur-’ole. Then
the bell rung rele loud ; evervbuddy britened
up, but it was only Betty brought a card in an’
'anded it to my sisters. They turned all eolors
when they seed wot it was. It wasn't ** regrets
at all—only a fotograf wich they ’ad writ an’
wich used to be in their drawer of their desk.
The bell rung again—another foto! Phancy
the seen !

That bell rung twenty times, an’ cvery
time it was anuther, an’ anuther, an' anuther,

my papa had H

At last two
yung men
arrived. I knu
in & minit how
they happencd
to come. On
their cards was
writ: “Oh,
voudarling
felloe!”” An'
“Too bright,
too butiful to
last!’” wich
was clerk in a ;
shoe-store, but
he didn't see
the pun.,

They got up
a set o' lanecers, with three gentlemen an’ five
ladies, Miss Hopking, she gigoled a good deel
of*the time ; my sister most eried. The supper
was tip-top, but 1 knu the party was a fizzle.
1 felt so unesy I had to give up on my fifth
sawceer of ice-cream,

“If I knu who did it.,”” I herd Sue tellin’ the
dockter, * I'd shoot 'im—yes, I wood! A
mene, dastardly, practical goke, I hate such
gokes ! They're mad at us now. We can never
malke it up, We'll have to move to some other
town to live, I shall never dare to show my
face on the strete agane, I wish I could find
out who did it!”

“ P'raps George can give you some informa-
tion,” scz the dockter, lookin’ me strate in the
eye,

“Oh. no!” sez I, “lest it was Towser., I
give "im some of them fotografs to chew on, an’
he may a dropped "em on the strete,”

“Then you had them ? ' scz she, quite
awfnl like. i

The cat was out o’ the bag. 1 slipped away
an' went to bed, I didn't want to be around
when the folks went away.

I lay and thunk, and thunk, a long time. I
knew 1 was in for- another whipping., L have
not yet rekuvered from the effecks o' the tother
one, Itseemed to me 1 could not bare the trials
wich morning had in store for me,

I couldn’t sleep a wink. I was detyrmined to
run away. There was Aunt Betsey ; it was
only fifty miles by rale to her house. 1’4 bin
there oncet. I had two dollars in my banl,
The moon was shinin’ brite as day. 1 got up
and drest myself, took my bank Krept down-
stares as still as a mouse, unlocked the front
door, and stept out. _

I run as fast as I could lick it to the station,
It was geftin' daybrake. A goods trane siood
on the switch blowing off stemie. I wotched my
chance, an’ krept into a car wich was emypty.

Pritty soon the bell rung—we wur oft {

“ Farcewell, my friends,”” sez I. ** You won't

ran as fast as 1
could lick it to the 1
station.

be bothered with that bad boy no more. IHe's
goin’ to lye lo till the storm blows over."

Further Confessions of the BAD
BOY will be told next week under
the title of:

THE ELOPEMENT
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A SCHOOLBOY
ARTIST.

HE two sketches on this page are by a
voung artist whose work has never
before been published. Robert Cooper

13, in fact, only fourteen years of age.

He is the son of Mr. Henry St. John, the
popular author of so many famous boys’
storics. He has never had any training as an
artist. But he has been trying to make sketches
ever since he was old enough to hold a pencil.

Robert lives at Sunbury, a small up-river
resort on the Thames, He has read the NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ever since it -first appeared, so
that he can justly call himself one of its oldest
rcaders. And it was his greatest wish that one
day his sketches should appear in it. This wish
has been granted him—and very much earlier
than in the case of most boys.

I think this is a very good illustration of the
old motto, * Keep on Trying,” for it mustn’t
be supposcd that Master Cooper has done
these sketches so well by accident. They are
the result of great patience and perseverance,
And their publication in NIPPER’S MAGAZINE
is very well earned.
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8hort-sighted Motorist: ! Best bit of road I've struck for weeks ! "’
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Where Nuts Come

From.

During & geography
lesson on the penin-
sula of Spain and
Portugal, the master
of a school i Maryle-
bone had an i1nci-
dental experience
which was quite as
diverting as it was unforseen,

Towards the close of the lesson, he
touched upon some of the exports of the
peninsula, such as wine, raisins, oranges,
leinons, nuts, ete.

In connection with the export of nuts,
the lads heard with much interest that
everyone of the ‘‘little nuts ’'—or reddies
-—which were sold in linglish shops, came
from over the seas, and, in fact, were gath-
ered in the cxtensive woods around the
town of Barcelona. The master assured
his class that, in the neighbourhood of
this town, the nuts grew wild and in
mtllions ; and hence the reason that they
could be sold so very cheaply.

On receiving this information, certain
of the boys seemed to become extraordin-
arily excited ; and one lad in particular
could not contain himself, but committed
a breach of discipline by whispering
something in the ear of the scholar who
sat next to him. The boy thus whis-
pered to forthwith broke out into a half
smothered laugh.

I'he master fixed his eyes sternly upon
the two culprits, and said—

*“7ell me instantly what that unseemly
merriment is all about! Ben Chapman,
what has Cross]oy said to you to make you
laugh so 7’

“Why, sir,” replied Chapman, ‘it was
abart them millions o’ nuts glowin wild
at Barcelona ; he just said to me, ‘ Oh, golly
there be smne truantin’ at them Barceclona
Board Schools’!”

* * *
A Bit o' Luck! _
The following incident also took

place

. in & school which drew its children, for the

most part, from the poorest classes,

Being a series of humorous stories about scholars
of various schools throughout the country.

A certain  kindly-disposed gentleman
had offered to give the children a magic-
lantern lesson or entertaimment, pmmdcd
that the schoolmaster had no objection. .

Amnnrrst the pictures displayed was one
entitled ** A group of French peasants at
supper.” The lecturer, in 'Ihc’a'l*m” about
this picture, explained to the lads in a
chatty way that the French peasant’s
“supper ” might be compared to the
Iinglish labourer’s ** tea,”” And, moreover,
he endeavoured to make clear to the
children that our English meals, and the
time at which we took them, did net
quite correspond to those of the French,
or other nations.

* For instance,” he said, ‘““if you lads
have a meal at twelve o’clock noon, what
do you call it ? 7

And one ragged, hungry-looking little
archin eried out fmm behind :

" Why, sir, a bit 0o’ luck !

I do not know whether this lad’s answer
—s0 cloquent in its way—made it occur
to the gentlemen that perhaps he was not
aiving these poor urchins the very best or
most appropriate form of entertainment,
or, at any rate, that it might well have
Leen supplemented with something else.

o * =
‘ Admission '’ Defined.

During a reading lesson in a villagn
school, the word ‘‘ admission ”” happened
to occur in the sentence which a lad had to
read.

" What is the meaning of * admission ’ ?
asked the dominie.

The boy, taken by surprise, thought for
a moment, and then stammered out—
R Sixpence, sir !t

“How do you make that out ?”
master asked.

= \Vhy, sir, it says €0 on the Circus hill
wot’s on the Green !’

“Yes,” added a lad next to him, by way
of c‘mchmg the matter, **it’s quate irue,
gir ; an’ children half- prlco 1

the

* *»
“Do take some jam,’ pressed the lady,
kindly, ‘it is rea]ly very nice,”

- ’\‘o, thank yer,” replied the lass, “¥
works where they makes it !>



THE MAN

A Strange Client!
RACKETT GRIM recarded the visitor
curiously. The latter was certainly
strange in appearance. He was a
tall man, well dressed, and his face was
almost completely hidden by a silk scarf
- which was wrapped round and round his
head. Only his eyes were visible.

“ Ah, ,qoo-:l morning ! "’ said Trackett
Grim. “ Pray be seated, sir. I can see
you have a had cold.

“Not at all ! said the
ciient. 1 will explain,
Mre. Grim.”

Trackett Crim looked
hurt. This was the first
time for ten years that
any one of his deductions
had been proved incorrect.
But, as he explained to
Splinter afterwards, the
slipwasamostnatural one,

The client was obliged
to unwrap the silk scarf
before he could speak.
And then he revealed to
Trackett Grim's gaze an
extraordinary deformity.
His nose was a brilliant

TRACKETT GRIM

The Amazing and Staggering Adventures
of the World’s greatest Criminal Delec-
tive and his Boy Assistant, Splinter.
By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

WITH THE

GREEN NOSE.

““I have an enemy, Mr. Grim—a mig-
creant who 1is l’]d(]\. to his very soul ! "
said Mr, Mutton. " His name is Philip
Fizick, and he is the village chermist. IL

was he who caused this beastly disfigure-
ment.”’

“ But how did he do it 2"
oreat detective.

“ My nose, for
has recently
Mr. Mutton.

asked the

sonie reason unknown,
become rosy red,” replied
"1 have taken every kind of
stimulant, but to no pur-

pose. Indeed my noso
got redder! I thercfore
went, to Mr. Fizick for
advice,”

“But he is vour
enemy,’ said Trackett
Grim,

“ Unfortunately, he is
the only chemnist in Silver-
nide “ replied Mr. Mutton.

* I was compelled to go to
him. I willexplain. Both
Mr. Fizick and myself are
in love with Miss Rosie
Redd, the daughter of the
man who owns the local
dye works.”

green in hue !

The Chemist’s Revenge!
* GGood gracious ! said

Trackett Grim took out his
maqnifying lengs and closely
examined Mr. Mutton’s nose.

** And vou objected to
vour nose resembling your
fiancée’s name ? "’

1" said Mr.

Trackett Grim. ** I can see,

my dear sir, that you are

sufiering from some unfortunate malady !
The client looked fierce.

“My name is Seymour Mutton, and T
am a butcher in the village of Silverside,”
he said. ‘“I have come to you, Mr.
Grim, because you are the only man who
can track down the author of this das-
tardly outrage!”

“ Kindly “toll

said
Trackett Grim,

me the facts,”

!

* Exactly !

. Mutton. *““Miss Redd
favoured me, and Mr., Fizick was cut
out. And in his heart he nursed a vilo

hatred towards me. I didn’t know this, for
he kept his secret well. He gave me a pot
of ointment to rub on my nose, and told
me to apply it before going to bed. " I did
so—and this morning I awohe to find
my nose a brilliant green !’

A Stiff Problem !
Trackett Grim rose, took out his magnie



fying lens, and
Mutton’s nose.

* Frightful !  he mattered.
outrage ! ”’

"“The scomndrel’s object was {lear
gaid Mr. Mutton fiercely. ‘‘He did this
as a means of revenge, and to ruin my
chances with Miss Rosie Redd. She will
not look at me now. She says she will
never look at me again ! ”’

Trackett Grim sprang to his feet.

“Come!” he cried, **We will go to
Silverside !

closely examined M,

‘““ A rotten

A Startling Surprise!

Two minutes later Trackett Grim’'s

magnificent racing car was speeding wh;

the country, with the detective at
wheel, and Mr. Mutton clutching for dem
lifo to anything that he could hold. Fm
Trackett Grim never drove at anything
less than sixty miles an hour,

Splinter had been left behind, to deal
with thirty-four important clients who
had made appointments for that morning.
And Splinter could be relied upon to Leep
them wmtmg unti Traclkett Grim returned.

Silverside was reached without mishap,
and just as Trackett Grim's car pulled up,
the well-known figure of Sir Coppem
Shérp crossed the pavement. The Chief of
Scotland Yard nodded to Trackett Grim.

““So you are engaged on this case, too,
Grim ! he said briskly., “ A serious
business. Mr. Reuben Redd has died!”

““But he’s always dyeing!”  said
Trackett Grim.

*“ Exaetly,” agreed Sir Coppem. ‘‘ But
this is different. The poor man was foully
murdered during the might ! ”

“Murdered !’ gasped Mr. Mutton.
““ Rosie’s father murdered ! Impossible ! ™

“Ah!?” salcl Sir Coppem Sharp. ™1
know you! Your name is
Mutton, and you have been missing since
early morning! I arrest you on the
charge of killing Mr. Reuben Redd. You
foully did him in by ducking him in a vat
of his own dye ! ”’

Arrvested !

Mr. Mutton staggered back with a hoarse
cry.

i You fathead !” he roared. * You
‘babbling lunatic! Do you think I killed
the father of the girl I love R

“The evidence is obvious!” said Sir

Joppem curtly. ‘“ Mr. Redd was drowned
in green dye—and a splash of it has fallen
upon your nose, Such a clue ig certain
proof. You are under arrest!”

gﬂ I@QSE (AGAZINE S
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‘““ Ha, ha'!
Fizick mockingly, as he emptied a
bottie of rat poison down his thrcat.

Too late !’ jeered Mr.

Mr. Mutton turned
Tracket Grimn.

“Save me!” he wailed,
for I am innocent ! ”’
““ Have no fear !” said Trackett Grim,
his voice soft and silky. ‘ Have no fear,
my friend! 1 am sure of vour innocence,
and I care not for all the evidence in the
world. 1will prove that yvou are not guilty,

Be brave ! ”’

frantically to

“Save me,

Face to Face'!

Sir Coppem Sharp laughed "'-{IT'Cﬁ‘:Ll-.,{l“V-

“Do you think that w,::m can whack
Scotland Yard ?’" he asked contemptu-
ously. *“This man killed Mr. Redd, and
stole the secret of Mr. Redd's marvellous
new dye. That formula is worth a mithon,
and the motive for the crime is clear.”

Trackett Grim said no word, but jumped
into his motor car, and sped away. He
pulled up outside the chemist’s shop, and
dashed in, And there, behind the counter,
stood Mr. Philip Fizick, surrounded by
bottles of medicine, He was sleekk aund
sinister looking.

““What can I do for you, sir ? 7’ he asked.,

*“ My name is '] rackett {Jr:m the famous
cr nmnal detective——"’

“ Curse you!l” snarled Philip Fizick,
“The game is up! Once Trackett Grim
is on the trail of a man, he is doomed ! It
would be useless for me to make any
attempt to escape! Good-bye!™

“Don’t go!” said Trackett Grim
quickly. ‘“My Heavens!”

“Ha, ha! Too late!” jeered Mr,
Fizick, mockingly, as he emiptied a bottle of
rat poison down his throat, “1 have
foiled you ! ' '
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Mer. Mutton’s Triumph!

Trackett Crim sprang forward, but it
was useless. With a yell, the chemst
collapsed into a heap on the floor. Two
seconds later Trackett Grim had found the
valuable dye formula. And at that
moment Sir Coppem Sharp entercd the
shop with Mr. Mutton,

‘“ Here is your prisoner ! cried Trackett
Grim victoriously. ‘“ He may be dead,
but he iz the murderer of Mr. Reuben
Redd ! ”

“Yes—yes, I confess!” gasped the
dying man. ‘‘1 wanted to make a fortune
from the dye formula. I knew that Mr.
Mutton is frequently at the Redd’s house,
so I placed green dye in his ointment so

.only consumed rat poison.

- (NIPPER'SMAGAZINE }

But for Trackett Grim, iny plot would hava
succeeded ! "’ »

Trackett Grim smiled.

‘“Take him away ! he said. *‘ He has
In his flurry he
made a mistake! Not being a rat, he will
live ! ”

And the murderer was placed in hand-
cufis, taken away to the police court, and
tried on the spot. Before the evening came,
he had been hung—he had paid the full
penalty for his erime. . '

And Mr. Mutton came off pretty well.
For now he had Miss Redd for his own—
and the dye works as well ! Fortunately,
his nose resumed its normal colour after
a gnod wash.

Still again, Trackett Girim had proved hiz

that he would be accused of the murder ! ! astounding powers.

THE EDITOR’S DEN

IMPORTANT!—Correspondence to the
Editor- of the Magazine should be ad-
dressed to the Editor, The Nelson Lee
Library, The Fleetway House, Farring-

don Street, London, E.C.4.

Editorial Office,
Study C,
Ancient House, )
St. Frank's.

My Dear Chums,—I am giving Handy a rest next week. That is to say, |
am holding over his Trackett Grim story in order to give some of the other

fellows a chance to appear in print.
make it

write things for the Mag.

i Besides, 1 have found it necessary to
plain to Edward Oswald that he is not the only fellow who can

ST. FRANK'S IN THIRTY YEARS' TIME.

Perhaps the most novel of next week’s features will be a contribution by

Jack Grey, entitled: *“ In Thirty Years’ Time.”

into the future at St. Frank'’s.

It is a delightful glimpse

We are carried forward to Visitors’ Day, 1952.

Those whom we know so well as boys are now grown men of the world.
Some have won wealth and fame; others have failed to achieve anything.

Nevertheless, though they all bear the marks of time, they still retain much
of their old characteristics.

-

OTHER CONTRIBUTIONS.

Reginald Pitt will give us another very human article, called, ‘“ The Book-
Title Fiend,”” and Cecil de Valerie something quite out of the ordinary,
entitled, ** Impossibilities.” '

Your old Pal,
NIPPER (The Editor).




(Continued from paje 16.)

Clarence—Kkeep smiling, Iaddi{'. Rely on
Phipps, and you’ll be fixed up.”
But the unfortunate Clarence FitzGibbon did

not locok very cheerful,
..-_.-d'--——-l-

CHAPTER VI
ROUCGH ON (LAREXTE.

HE hours seemed to pass
terribly slowly.,
Clarence, locked up in
Archie’s study, was com-
paratively safe for the time
being. He had taken the pre-
caufion to secure the dcor on
the inside—although there was not mueh likeli-
heod of anybody trying to get in. Morning
lessons were still in progress, and Archie was
away.

While proclaiming that all lessons were a
bore and a frightfully bally fag, Archie really
secemed to enjoy being in the Remove Foru-
rooi. He was practically no trouble to Mr.
trowell, and his only serious complaint was
that comfort in the Form-room was appallingly

' lacking,

However, Archie made up for this by spend-
ing mmost of his spare time lounging abont in his
own study, waited upon by the faithiui Phipps.
The [,anl ass didn’t believe in doing apvthing
himself if he could get sonmebody else to Jdo it,

Clarence was not blessed with a farge amount
of brain power., At any ovdinary timme he was
singularly obtuse and ianguid. s presend
predicament and peril had aroused certoin
dormant  flashes oi  intelleet  within b,
Ordinarily, he was onc of the dullest fcellows
it was possible to mect,

He was particularly foud of lolling about
and doing nothing. But this morning he couldn’t
rest. He was on his feet nearly all the time—-
pacing aimlessly up and dowe Archie’s study,

'The solitude lent to his fears, and he was
constantly expecting a few dozen police ofticers
to pour into the 'Frisngle-—in search of him.

Time after time he went over the nufortunate
incident which had Jed to the disaster, It
wasn’t his fault—-he knew it wasn’t. But the
police wouldn't look at it in that way, it wag
rather strange, he thought. that they hadn’t
come for him already. Dut then, of course,
they wouldn’s think of looking in & big school
like St. Frank’'s. |

He read that report through in the stop-press
colummn of the Gazctte o dozen times, It gave
bim no eomfort.

The unfortunate Thonms Reed was dead by
this time, no doubt., He had been dying when
the newspaper was printed-—in the m.rl:, hours
of the morning. And the reference te a young
man in a rcddy-brown Suit alarmed Claréned
more than a little. The police couldn’t fail to
follow up a elue like that,

Clarence would be, missing from home, of
courge. His father nught even go to the puhvo
and give a description. And this descnption
would tfally with that of the supposed mur-

derer, And all this meant, in brief, that the
country was now being scoured, not for an
unknown ruffian—but for Clarence FitzGibbon,

There was no ¢lock in Archie’s study, and
Clarence couldn’t see the high old clock tower
of the school. But he thought that five or six
hours had passed. The time ran slowly and
painfully.

At last Clarence could stand it no longer.

He felt reckless and desperate, and he was
tremendously uncomfortable because he hadn’t
got a handkerchief. So he rang for Phipps. As
it. happened, Phipps was busily engaged upon
hia duties as butler for Dr. Stafford, and didn’t
even hear the ring. So Clarence pushed the bcll
again,

The result was the same. In the end, f‘laronf'e
unlocked the door, and peered rautlom]v up
and down the passage. Kverything was quiet
and still, While lessons were on the junior
corridors were always deserted. Tt seemed safe
cnough, and so Clarence took his courage in
both hands,.

He closed the study door, and erept softly
down the pussage. He wanted to find Phipps—
but he certainly wouldn’t tind him by taking
the direction he now chose. Clarence was un-
familiar with St. Frank’s, and he ecertainly
thought he was going the right way., As a
matter of fact, he simply went down the
Remove passage towards the lobby—whereas,
the dowmestic guarters were in the opposite
direction,

He found onut his mistuake quickly enough,

It was extremely unfortunate that such a
thing should happen just while Clarence wag
ount of Archie’s study. But things generaily
happen like this, 'The fugitive junior couid not
have venturad forth at a more unsnitable time

I'or, just as he was beginning to realise that
he was going wrong, 2 small, thin gentleman
appeared from the -iirr_*(‘-t-inn of the lobby, He
was walking nueertainly, pecring over the tops
of his spectacies, It seemed as though lu wus
not (uitc certain as to his bearings.

Clarence came to a halt, and ncarly expired
ot the spot.

“The pater ! ” he muttered fearfully.

He stood raotad there, and clutehed at a
doorpost.  He elosed his eyes, casping for
breath, aml all the colour had fled out of hig
cheeks, The sight of his fatlier was so unex-
peeted ..uul s0 «ignificant that Clarence felt like
s<inking throcugh the floor, His alarm was
terrible.

Fortunately for him, Sir Cyril FitzGibhon
was decidedly hhmtqlghwd and if he saw
apvthing at all, it was merely a blur—just an
indistinet m,ure up the passzage which could
not cven be recogunised as a pageboy. But
Clarence, in his alarm, overleoked his father’'s
shortq'ghtrdnosq One thought gripped him—
he must make himself scarce—he must varigh,

The most simple method, of course, was to
scoot back with all specd, and take rofuge in
Archie’s study. But Clarence hadn’t the
wesence of mind to do a sensible thing like tt js,

¢ lost his head completely.

And he simply dived into the first doorway—
and found himself within Study D, This, 01
course, was just a pure picee of chance, !
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But, anyway, he was safe for the moment,

He closed the door, and breathed hard. His
father was here—-at St. I'rank’s ! Clarence was
so startled that he had gone as pale as a ghost.
What could it mean ¥ Why was Sir Cyril at the
school ? "

So far as Clarence could remember, his pater
had never been to St. Frank's before. Then
why should he come to-day ? Obviously because
he was in search of his son. Something had been
discovercd—-=perhaps the full truth was out !

In his panie, Clarence shivered and shook as
he stood. This was awlui—-really too awful to
stand. He sank limply into a chair.

And then, dimly, he became aware of the
fact that fecllows were shouting out in the
I'riangle. There was a stumping of feet in the
Passagfr. The Removwe, in fact, had been released

rom morning lessons,

For a moment or two the significance of this
fact did not penetrate into Clarence’s mighty
brain. But then suddenly he heard a much
louder voice than the others, It was the voice
of the terrible fellow who had questioned him
carlier in the morning !

Clarence was in a fearful fix.

Reoalisation came to him in a flood. The fact
that his father was at St. Frank’s was bad
enough, hut it would be truly appalling if he
was discovered in this study by its rightiul
QWners.

Some sort of instinet told Clarence that not a
gecond was to be lost. With a little yelp of
dismay he dived head first under the table.
This, fortunately, was provided with a cloth so
that he was concealed.

And then the door opened, and Handiorth
and Co. marched in.

Clarence caught his breath in with a gulp.
Only in the nick of time had he found cover,
The narrowness of his escape nearly caused
him to faint on the spot. He crouched there,
shivering with apprehension.

“You chaps can say what you like, but
it'’s fishy!”” exclaimed Handforth. “I've
been thinking about it all the morningz. The
silly ass isn’t a page-boy at all ! There’s some
spoof about it, I belleve ! ™

“Well, suppose therre is?” said Church.
“What’s it matter to us ? No need to make
a mystery ont of nothing, Handy ! ™'

“I'm not asking for your opinion!” said
Handforth tartly. “In any case, vou're
not expected to investigate, 1t needs a detective
to do real work of that kind. I've had lots of
experience, and when I get an idea that
something is fishy, it's always an absolute
fact. My instinct is unerring ! *’

“ All right, go ahead, Trackett Grim!”
faid Church. * The Mystery of the Strange
Buttons ! Drackett Grim grimly on the
track! "™

*Hn, ha, ha ™

“ Very funny, isn’t it ? " roared Handforth.
“ You leave Trackett Grim alone ! I created
him—the greatest detective in modern fiction !
But swe're not talking about the Mag. now.
I waat to find out who that imbecile is who
pretends to be a page-boy ! I'm going to rout
cut  his seceret !

(‘larcnce shivered. He didn't want to over-
hear things that were not meant for his earg.
but he eouldn’t very well aveid it; and thig
conversation vitally concerned himse!f.

“1 say, Handy, better chuck it up
said McClure, *° Alter all, what does it matter
about a page-boy ? Your powers are worthy
(E_f some greater cause.  Don’t waste your

ime -

“T1don’t want any rot from yvou, McClure !
interrupted Handlorth.
yoit two chaps can do now is to dry up!
I want to think; 1've got to concentrate !
This problem needs a lot of unravelling ! ™’

*““Which problem ? " asked Church,

*“Why, that page-boy.”

* But he’s not a problem——"

‘““ Are you going to dry up, or shall I punely
vour nose ? ”’ snapped Handiorth tortly. * It
either of you speak again, I'il let fly ! When a
detective’s got to think, he must have periect
quietness ! ”’

“Yea; but look here! We're not going to
sit here like a couple of dummies ! ™ protested
McClure. *“ I wanted to have a chat about
football.  There’s an important match on
Saturday——"’

“I gave you warning, and now you’ll
have to suffer the consequences ! ” interrupted
Handforth deliberately., * Will you put up
yvour fists, Arnold MecClure, or shall I punch
your nosc¢ on the spot 2

““ Look here, Handy——"

Handforth pushed up his sleeves and gave
the table a jerk., He lifted one corner and
heaved the edge up so that the tahle toppled
completely over with a crash. This, of course,
was a usual proceeding in Study D. Sometimes
the table went over when it was full of things,

*“Now ! ”” said Handforth grimly. *“ We
can move about now, my sons! And you'd
better put your hands up Why, what
the dickens ! Well, I'm jiggered ! Great pip!”

Handforth stared blankly at the spot where
the table had just been., There, crouching
down and looking as pale as a ghost, was
the unfortunate Clarence. The sudden removing
of the table from over his-head had come as a
tremendous shock, and he had not been
preparcd for it. All he could do was to kneel
on the floor and blink.

Churech and MecClure stared at him in
astonishment. They had had no suspicion
that the remarkable new page-boy was in the

study. Handforth simply glarcd, and then

beeame teily calm.

“On!” he exclaimed. * Oh, so that'’s it
eh ? Spving! Sneaking into the studics and
cavesdropping! Getup!”

“ [—I--that is, I—I e

“Get up!” shouted Handforth grimly.
“Don’t kneel there mouthing at me! You
rotter ! You spying bounder! I'll show you
what you'll get for playing a game of this
kind !”

Clarence rose shakily to his fect.,

“But, den't you know, I--1I couldn’t help
it !’ he stammered, in a feeble voice. ** That
is, T came in by accident. Absolutely an
accident !  Frightfully sorry, old chap! Lr—

Py

—mn

| I—1I think I'll go, if you dou’t mind !

. Te—

“The best thing
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“Well, I do mind! ™ said Handforth curtly.
“You've got to explain just why yon were
biding under that table, my lad. You've
put to explain a few other things, too ! ”

Clarence clutched at the overturned table
for support, . 'This, of course, was the end,.
He was trapped—hopelessly and horribly

trapped |

T o

at

]

HANDF(]RTH looked
couch it up!” he
I’'m not going to hurt the chap;
“1I'm—I'm in—in a fearful hurry, you
*1 don't believe you're a page-boy at all.
and now I mean fo get to the bottom of it,
“larence ! " gasped Handforth, * Great
it oughtn’t to be allowed! And it proves
what to do. He realised that he had made a
to open and swallow him. Anyvthing to get
aquestions—and he had about a hundred and
“ Coming out for a kick-about, you chaps ? ”
Pitt had a football under his arm, and he
upon Handforth’s set face,
Clarenee gave a violent, start,
“Pon’t be a silly voung ass ! ™ interrupted
IT you’ll answer all my questions, I won’t even
any nonsense !’
He knew that he would give himself away if

CHAPTER VII,
THE LAST STRAW |
Clarence sternly.

“ Now then, my lad,
exclaimed., ** Church, stand by
the door in case he bolts!

I don’t believe in that sort of thing. But
1I'm jolly well going to find out the truth!”
know ! " said Clarence desperately.

“ Very likely, but I’m not,”” said Handforth.
You don’t talk a bit like one, and I've suspected
something ever since you first appeared ;
What’s your name 77’

* Clarence, I--J mean——'
pip ! Of all the nerve ! A page-boy having a
name like Clarence! Why. it's unheard of ;
that I was right!”

Cltarence was so scared that he hardly knew
terrible slip by giving his real name. He felt
at that moment that he would like the floor
out of the presence of these curious juniors.

PBefore Handiorth could put any further
sixty-five all ready—the door opened and
Reginald Pitt looked in.
he asked cheerily.  ** Why, halio! ‘What's
the trouble here 7’
was evidently on his way outside. He looked
at, Clarenee, and then he turned his attention

“What time does the murder happen 27
he asked pleasantly.

*Murder ! he panted hoarsely. “ I—I
mean, murder ! Oh, I——7 :
Handforth. **1'm not going to hurt you!
You needn’t take any notice ef this ass!
punch your nose. But you'd better understand
at once that ' not willing to put up with

Clarcnee felt that the world was abouv to
come to an end. He was going to be guestioned.
he made any replies at all, and if he didn’t
reply the alternative was to receive o fearful

thrashing. 'The position was certainly pretty
ghastly.

And then Clarence saw a loophole, Under
ordinary circummstances, he could never have
done it: but when a fellowgis desperate it
makes all the difference, a,na Clarence, just
now, wus ready to go to any extreme. He
felt that he was capable of pushing a ’hus
over, as he afterwards confided to Archie.

“Handforth, at the moment, had his attention
distracted by Pitt, and he was not even looking
at Clarence ; and the latter acted bhefore the
opportunity slipped away.

With a gasping squeal of apprchension, he
dashed to the door.

Church tried to stop him, but wasn’t quite
uick enough, MeClure was too far away, and
Reginald Pitt made no attempt to pull Clarence
up. It wasn’t his business, anyhow,

I was coming along the passage with Sir
Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy YWatson,
and we had just got opposite Study D when
Clarence came flying out., He fairly scuttled
down the passage.

Then we heard a mighty roar, and Handflorth
came charging out right on the top of us.
He bumped into Tommy Watson, and Tommy
gave a wild gasp and collapsed into Sir Montie.
The pair thudded to the floor, with Handferth
on top. §

*“ You—you silly asses ! ”” howled Handforth,
sitting up. ** I've lost him now ! He’s gone ! ™

“* Begad !’ moaned Sir Montie. ** This—this
is frightful, dear old boys! It is, really! My
clothin’ is ruined ! Pray take yvour foot off my
waisteoat, Tonnny boy !

*“*Which way did he go?” demanded
Handforth, * Never knew such fatheads !
You’ve spoilt everything ! I'd got that imitation
page-boy in the study, and I was just going
to ask him all sorts of guestions! It’s a pity
a chap can’t do things in his own study without
being messed about like this ! ”

I grinned.

‘“ Hard lines, Handy T said lightly,
“ Better luck next time, perhaps, What
startling mystery were you about to unravel ?
I'll admit that page-boy interests me a bit,
but, I don’t make too much of it. Take iy
advice, old son, and leave the chap to himseli,
He's quite harinless ! ”’

Handforth snorted and stalked downr the
passage, but he found no sign of Clarence.
(‘larence was cafely behind the locked door of
Study No. 13. He sank limply into an casy
chair.

Archie was there, and he regarded Clarence
severely through his monocle.

“ Disregarding orders, what 2?7’ he said,
“The fact is, old top, you don’t descrve to
have a chappie rallying round you. Phipys
distinctly gave out the old word that——"

“Yes, I know,” panted Clarence, I was
a fool to go out. Ob, Archie, I’ve had a per-
fectly fearful time!”

“1 mean to say, what about it 27" asked
Archie. ** Explain, my dear old sportsman
Bring out the horrid story. I'm most deucedly
interested, The old cheeks, I may say, are.
somewhat pasty, as it were.”

* 1 feel as weak as anything,” said Clarenee

| *?
L]



“Yon
Archig !
thon I nearly ran right into the pater.”

don’t know what a time T've had
I only went out for a minute, and
“LEh? I mean, what ? The
Gear old dad r s
(17 Y{:“‘ | ] -
“But, Iaddie, it’s impos,” said Archie.
“ Quite ridie, don’t you }\110“' You can’t
mean that your pater has trickled round.

The pater ?

Because if so, it’s positively frightiul! The
thing’s becommg daahed rotten.”
“It is for me!” groaned Clarence. “1I

didn’t know what to do, Archie. There was
the pater coming down the passage, and I sim-
ply froze to the floor. Then I knew that some-
thing had to be done.”

* Absolutely !’ said Archie. * So youstirred
up the old brains, what ?

ell, rather,” said (arence. “TI had fo,
you know., I went into the first doorway I
could see—one of these study places. And just
as I was thinking every thing was all right, three
chaps came in.”

*“ Frightful ! ” said Archie,
obligvd with a fit 2"

“ No. I—I was under the table.”

- Toppmg scheme,”  exclaimed Archie ap-
provingly. “ I didn’ t know you had such rip-
ping brains, Clarence. Under the table, what ?
Still, thﬂ posish. was something deuced, all the
same.’

“It was worse than that.” said Clarence.
“ But then some other bounders camea long.
This was after the first bounders had pushed
the table over. Anyhow, I dashed out and

“ 1 suppose vou

escaped. I don’t know what'’s going tﬁ:hﬂﬁl)en
nextﬁ’
"Well, old dear, T think Tl ftinkle fop

Phinps,” said Archie. * Nothing llLt“ Phipps for
bucking a chappic up. “The man’s like a bally
tonie, don't you know. You nuffht just jazz
across and give the old push a ﬂl

Clarence obliged, and pressed the bell-push.

“But what can Phipps do ?’ he asked
weakly.,

* Absolutely,” replied Archie. “ That is tg
say, ev ervthmg old tulip. You mustn’t worry
too much Clarence. Dash it all, it’ll end up by
your going off your onion, We shall have to

send round for the jolly old van. You’'ll be
carted off to the loony house. I mean fto say,
as it were, not very far to go, what 2 Just a
degree or so, and all that.”

“It's terrible,” said Clarence, going to the
window. “Ican’ t stand it, Archie ! It’s getting
too much. Oh! TLook—Ilook ' Hclp!"

“Why the plamtwe cry for assistanen ?”
asked Archie. °*° Great gadzooks! The chap-
pie’s slipped under the surface! T say!
Clarence, old top! I say! Buck up, you
know !"”

Clarence had fallen limply into the nearest
chair, and was whiter than ever. There was
a fixed glassy expression in his eyes.

“ They—they've come!"” he
feebly.

“I mean to say, come!”’ exclaimed Archie.
“Somewhat obscure, and so forth. I fail to

(Continued on next page.)
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gather the old ehat, Where's Phipps ? Why

“doesn’t the bally man come ?. Here, I say!

sSmelling-salts required. Large doses of re-
storaiives, and wﬁmt not. 'This is frightfully
upsetting, don’t you know.”

Archie rose to his feet, and went to Clarenee’s
side, He glanced out of the window, started,
:mdl his monocle dropped to the end of its
cord., .

*“ Dash it all,” he said. * That is to say,
dash it all! Decidedly near the limit. By
what I can see, €Clarence, this is where you
skate off to the place with the barred-window.
In other words, you're booked for the cell de-
partment, with bolted dooors and skilly, and
all that sort of rot!”

Archie continued to look into the Triangle.
He had just caught a glimpse of a uniformed
fHgure striding towards the private doorway of
the Ancient House., This figure was that of
Inspector Jaineson, of the Bannington police,

It was hardly swprisng that Archie and
Clarence were startled.
“He—he’s  coming,”  whispered Clarence

fearfully.

“My dear laddie, he's eome,” said Archie.
““ He’s here—positively on the old foundations
At this very minute he’s waltzing along the
spacious corridors to the old quarry. That's
yvou, old fruit. A quarry, don’t you know, is
a chappic the bobbies are running down, and
all that., Deucedly silly, but there you are, It
seems to me that we can do nothing,”

“But—but I've got to cscapel” gasped
Clarence wildly.

“ Absolutely.”

“You've got to help me, Archie.”

“T mean to say.” protested Archie, * Don’t
be dashed silly, old walnut.”

" But—but .

“Leave & to Phipps,’
vlacidly., ** Rely on the

“* But he isn’t here.”

* No,” agreed Archie, gazing round. *‘ Phipps
doesn’t appear to be on the old spot. Most
deucedly awk., you know. Frightiully rotten,

went on Archie

*hipps bird.”

Clarence ! What's become ef the man ?  Has
he 1ailed e in the hour of need 77
Archie began to look somewhat anxious. He

was even more anxious when a second jab of the
bell was devoid of result., Phipps, apparently,
wis in some place where the summons could
not be heard.

“T say, this is somewhat beastly ! de-
clared Arvchie, ** Nothing doing, if you know
what 1 mean. We're stuck, Clarence. Abso-
lutely., That is to say, things are looking some-
what foul.” )

“ Oh, why doecsn't Phipps come ? ' groaned
Clarence. * The police are here, and they’ll
have me soon. Can’t vou dash out and find
him, Archie 77

“ Dash out,” said Archie. *“ I mean to say,

rather undignified, what ? A chappic can’t go.

dashing about like that, old lad. Besides, what
could I do? I don’t knew where Phipps is, I
can’t.run him to carth, and rout him out of his
bally lair ! The fact is, we're stymied !
Clarence paced up and down like a caged
The extremity of his position had sud-

denly forced itself wpon him to the full, The

police had arrived, they had come to arrest
him. He would be hauled away, placed in the
dock, and charged with murder.

He gave a litile squeal of terror as this
thought came to him. And vet he was inno-
cent. The whole affair had been an aceident !

“ Archie ! ™ he gasped, ** Archie! I mean
to say, Archie!?”

*“ Dash it all, no need to carry on!’ pro-
tested Archie. * I'm here, old lad ! Gazing at
you, in fact, I'm fearfully worried.” -

© But what about me ?” wailed Clarence,
“You saw that policeman, didn’t you 2 ”°

“ Absolutely ! said Archie. ** With haoth
eves, darling.”

** He’s come to arrest me,”

“ Absolutely twice.”

“What shall Tdo 2"

“Well, there you are,” said Archie. “ I mean
to say, what does a ehappie do in these cires.?
If Phipps weuld only come we might wangle
something, ‘That is to say, we might do the old
spiriting away, stunt. The old bean is buzzing
like anything, Clarence, but nothing comes, ab-
<olutely nothing ! I mcean to say Great
vadzooks !’

Arvchie stared in front of him, and his colour
nereased,

“ Have—have you thought of something ?
asked Clarence eagerly.,

“ My dear old top,”” said Archie. “* What-ho !
What-ho ! Have I thought of anything ? Abso-
lutely not! I mean to say, ves., A brain
wave, as you might say. One of those flashes
{hat only coimne to a ¢happie once in“a jolly 6ld
century.”

*Oh, Archie! What is it ?2”

* Don’t flurry me, old boy:; don’t bother
me ! 77 said Archie. " The fact is, I've done
old Phipps in the eye. Positively beaten the
bounder at his own bally came ! All you've got
to do is to change clothes with me.”

“What ! 7 gasped Clarence,

“ A most deuced sacrifice, and all that, but
a fellow must do something for a pal,’” <aid
Archie generously. ** You get the idea, Clarenee?.
You catch on to the wheeze 7 Get into my old
efad rags, and stroll out. Brave the natives,
as it were, 'They won’t know the diff. They'll
take vou for me, and there you are! You'll
slide out, and freedom yawns befcre you.”

*“Jt’s wonderful,” said Clarence admiringly
“T don’t know how you think of these things
Archie ! ”

CHAPTER VIII,
PHIPPS EXPLAINS,

HIPPS glided noisclessly
P to the door of Study

handle. The dcor was

would soon be sounding,
“What-ho!” came a voice through
door.
doing ! I’'m most frightfully busy——"'
“ Yery well, sir 1 ”” said Phipps.
“Oh! Dash it alll Phipps, what ? "

the

No. 13, and turned the.

locked. Phipps tapped. It was
nearly dinnertime, and the hell’

" Sorry, old bean, but there’s nothing -

i



il THE NELSON

exclaimed Archie. ** The very lad ! Wait until |
I unlock the old chunk of wood, Phipps! By

the way, are you alone 2 Any of the lads in the

offing ? ”

“ 1 am quite by myself, sir.

“Good !

The door was unlocked, and cautiously
opencd.  Phipps enfered, and found that
Archie Glenthorne was half behind the door,
Phipps looked at him, and gave a slight start,
But this was the only sign of astonishment he
revealed. Phipps was very well trained.,

T'or he had plenty ot excuse for blank
amazement. Archie’s appearance had ander-
cone a startling transformation. He was, to be
exact, attired in ‘Tabbs’s old page-boy uniiorm.
As he stood there, with his monocle fairly
screwed into his eye, he looked absolutely
ridiculous. Phipps restrained a roar of laughter
with dificulty. The man didn’t even smile,

“ Somewhat. ¢hastly, and all that ?” said
Archie. ' Phipps, laddie, the young master is
in putrid trouble, Rally round, and ictch the.
good old tweeds, what ? I can’t exist like this,
you know !"”

“ Hardly, sir !’ said Phipps.

“ Do I look frightfully bad %

“Your appearance, sir, if I may say so, is
quite shocking,” said Phipps. ** 1 gather that
yvou have becn carrying out some plan of your
own invention, sir 77

“ Absolutely ! ”

“ Yery unwise, sir.”

* Unwise 7277 repeated Archie.
it all! I mean to say, as it were, rather thick,
what 2 The fact is, Phipps, I'm annoyed-—
I don’t mind saying that I'in deucedly annoyed !
I'in boiling, to be exact ! ”

*“ I'm sorry to hear that, sir!”

“Sorry 2 ‘That’s a dashed lot of good
exclaimed Archie, severely. ** You deserted e,
Phipps. You let me down, and atl that sort of
rot. Absolutely let me down! I'm surprised,
Phipps ! In fact, ' most confoundedly dis-
appointed.”

“I'm sorry, sr, if such is the case,” said
Phipps. * But 1 must confess that I do not
quite see how I have caused you this annoy-
ance.”

“yWwhat about the old tinkler ? ”

“T beg vour pardon, sir 27

“MThe jazz wirc—the bell ! " said Archie.
“ I've pushed it until the bally thing’s knocked
sideways! And you didn’t come, Phipps.
Just when dear old Clarence was right in the
soup, you failed me!”

“1I was absent from the pantry, sir, and
could not hear the bell,” said Phipps. ‘At
the same time, sir, I should like you to know
that I was actively engaged upon the task of
assisting Mr. Clarence.”

“I mean to say, vou were ? '’ asked Archie.
* what ? I mecan, what ? "

*May I ask where Mr. Clarence is at the
moment, sir ? *’

“The old chappie has gone.”

“Gone 7" suid Phipps. * Begging your
pardon, sir——"’

* Absolutely ! ”’ said Archie. ‘“ \We spotted !
the inspector cove—the buffer in the blue

vy

“YWell, dash

L)

uniforzn, and so forgh, 'T'he chappie had come

rp
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to shove the bracelets on, and to haul Clarence
off to the old cells. So Clarenee tegged 16,

“In your clothing, sir 2" -

“That, old lad, is precisely it,”” said Archie,
‘** Rather a brain-wave, what? A pricelesy
stunt, in fact. What do you think, Phipps 2

“* Meaning no offence, sir, I should remark
that the idea was not exactly a sound one,”
said Phipps, respectiully,

‘“ But, dash it all! I say! Dash it all——""

“There was no necessity for Mr. Clarence
to run away, sir,” said Phipps. * I happen
to know that the police-inspector came to
St. Frank’s on quite another matter. I person-
ally conducted him to Mr. Nelson Lee's study.
The inspector had no knowledge whatever of
Mr. Ciarence’s presence.”’

Archie stared.

“Wait ! 7’ he said, firmly. - ** Wait, Phipps !
Allow me to gather the old wits together ?
This, is somewhat thick, as it were. I'm
decidedly at sea, old lad ! The inspector knew
nothing about dear old Clarence ?

** Nothing whatever, sir,”” said Phipps. ™ He
merely canme to the school to seek Mr. Nelson
Lee's advice concerning one or two clues con-
nected with a local burglary. And it may sur-
prise you to learn, sir, that the police have no

intention whatever of interfering with Mr.
Clarence.” _

“ But—but the murder 2" asked Archie,
faintly.

*Thrre was no murder, sir.”

“well, the manslaughter—the shooting
stuff 7 ” :1§kud Archie, “ Clarence potted a poor
COVEr—r

* Beaging your pardon, sir, Mr. Clarence did
nothing of the Kkind,” interrupted Phipps.
** He was under that impression, certainly, but
the impression was totally erroneous.”

Archie fell back into his chair, and beat tho
air feebly,

* I say he protested. *This is rather
frichtful, what ? So much all at once, Phipps !
I’m groping, don’t yvou know! 1‘yhat about
Clarence’s pater ? He’s here—on the spot!”

“ I requested Sir Cyril to come, sir,”” said

Phipps.
Archie gulped.
“You—you . I mean to say!” he

exclaimned. “ Dash it all, Phipps! You sent
for him ? You asked the old chappie to stagger
over 2" ' .

* Yes, sir”

“But—but I fail to gather the scheme
said Archie. * The fact i3, Phipps, I'in in the
dark—surrounded by chunks of gloom ! What’s
the idea ? What'’s the wheeze 7 You’ve got to
explain, Phipps, Trot it out, old lad.”

“I am endeavouring to do so, sir,” said
Phipps.  ““When Mr. Clarence arrived last
evening I gathered that something of a particu-
larly unfortunate nature had occurred, At your
request, sir, I made arrangements for Mr.
Clarence to be hidden away.”

“Good lad,

*“ Absolutely ! ™ said Archie.
Phipps !

* But, this morning, sir, the whole matter took
on a different complexion.” -

* Sort of changed colour, and all that ? ™

“ Yes, sir.”

yo?
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“ Well, and what about it ?

“ I at once realised, sir, that if Mr. Clarenee
had aetually shot the unfortunate man while
rabbit-hunting, it would be no kindness on our
part to give him shelter,” said Phipps. It
would be far better, sir, to hand him to the
police, and advise him to explain the full
details,”

“But you didn't say anything about it
this morning, Phipps.”

** No, sir, I preferred to make inguiries,”

“ Inquiries ? "’ said Archie. 1 mean to
say, that never occurred to me, old tulip ! Dut
I suppose you did the right thing, what 72"’

“I'm sure I did, sir,”” said Phipps. *“1If
Mr, Clarence was guilty, s he thought, it wonld
have beenour duty to send for the police., 'T'hat
may sound unkind, sir, but we could never have
becoine a party to harbouring the young gentle-
man.,”

““ And what did you do, Phipps 2

“I rang up the otfice of the * Bannington
Gazette,” sir.”

“ Oh, you did, eh ?’* =aid Archie.
Phipps—absolutely brainy !’

* No, sir—merely a precaution,” said Phipps.
“ Inckiy, T got into communication with one
of the sub-cditors of the ionrnal, and made
inquiries concerning the report in the stop-press
columm,  As I suspected from the stort, the
report was false in many aspects,”

** TFalse ! soaid Archie. 1 mean to say,
that’s rot, don't you know! Why, dear eold
Ciarence admitted the thing !’

“ The whole thing was an uafortunate crror,
sir,” said Phipps. * As far as I ean gather,
what actuanlly happened was this : Mr. Clarenee
was out shooting rabbits, and he took aim at
one animal whieh was sitting close to a hedge,”

* Absolutely.”

** Ag the raport of the gun rang aut, however,
Nir. Clarence was startled to hear o ery from
the other side of the hedge. Hurrying throuch a
gar, he was staggered to find o ian lyving there.
The unfortunete person was apparently dead,
and covered with blood. Mr. Clarence assumed
that he had shot this man.” s

“ Well, dash it all, rather natural, what 7

The mistake was certainly one that many
persons might have fallen into, sir,”  said
Phipps. ** Mr. . Clarence at once ran away,
and was afraid to return home, He assuamed
that he had killed the man, and was greatly
frightened.”

_** Absolutely.”

“The man, however, was not touched by the
bullet- =

* Hang on, Phipps! I m~an tn sav, pull
up !’ interrupted Archie.  ** What about the
old rag ? It distinctly says that the chappie,
with hig dving breath, warbled out something
to the effect that a cove had shot at him.”

*That, I think, is correct, «ir,”” said Phipps.
“The sub-editor was able to inform me that
the first report was handed in by a young
reporter who possessed more zeal than common-
sense.  Upon hearing the first rumour, he set
it down as fact, and it thus got into print. 'I'he
later editions of the newspapcr, however, ¢on-
tained the correct account of the matter.”’

** All this is jfrightfully nvolved- -

* Drainy,

33

Clarence simply dived into the first
doorway, and found himsalf within
Study D.

“ Not at all, sir,” interrupted Phipps. “ It
is, in tact, perfectly c¢lear. ‘the injured min
was a labourer, and it s~ems that he had a s2vere
quarrel with a companion of his own station in
life. The caus: of the quarrel, I think, sir,
was not unconneetad with a certain young lady
who serves behind the bar in the King’s Head,
a local inn,”

* A lover’s quarrel, what ?2

* Exactly, sir,” said Phipps. *“ The two
yvoung m=n m:'t by chance, apparently, on the
footpath, and th- -result was a brutal fight.
I'"h victor, I understand, was a much bigoer
man and a deliberate bully., He knocked his
opponent abou?, dreadiuily, and left him lying
nearly senseless upon the ground, bruised and
hattered.”

*“In other words, the chappie was fairly .
mangled, what 27

Phipps. * And-

*“ Badly hurt, sir,” said
then, unfortunatzly, Mr, Clarence appeared



upon ihe scene—but on the other side of the |

hedze,  He shot at the rabbit, and the injured
man cried out with alarm ?

** Although he wasn’t hit 2

*“ He probably believed, sir, that his late
assailant was shooting him,” said Phipps.
“ It was for this reason he made the statement
which you read in the early report. Upon
being cxamined, however. no sign of a bullet
wound was found, and the whole truth was
revealed. The man is not severely injured, as
was at first thought, sir, - The matter, indeed,
is quite trivial.”

“ Well, T'm dashed if this isn’t queer!™
e2id Archie. ** I mean to sayv, a bally fuss over
nothing, what 2 *’

‘“ lxactly, sir.”

““ A storm in the joliy old teacupn, and all
that 2 * ¢

*“A very apt expression, sir,”

“ Absolutely ! said Archie. “I'm pretty
good at that sort of thing, Phipps. 1 dare
say vowve noticed it, what ? Sometimes the
old brain works swiftly, don’t yvou know. Well,
what about it ? I mean to say, how do we
stand ? ™

“1'm afraid matters arc somewhat comnpli-
cated by Mr. Clarence running away——-"’

“But, you know, Phipps, vou didn't ex-
plain ! ™ said Archie. “ Why didn’t voir trot
out the glad news carlier 2 "That is, as it were,
what was the rcason for the pretty solid
silcnece 777
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“T thought it as well to give Mr. Clarence g
lesson, sir.”

* A lesson !’ exclaimed Avchie. “I mean
to say, somewhat nervy, and all that! Dusy
it all, Phipps, hardly your place, what 7

. “ Begging your pardon, sir, I considered jt
my duty,” said Phipps vespectiully. *“ It iy
most reckless—indecd, blameworthy—for g
voung gentleman of Mr, Clarence’s age and
temperament to roam about with a rifle,
Fircarms are excecdingly dangerous, unless in
the hands of an expert shet. Although BMr,
Clarence actually did no harm. he might casily
have periormed the act that he imagined he
had done.” ;
““ Oh, rather ! " agrecd Archie,
point, Phipps. T grasp the old
lutely ! Brainy lad !
old Clarence a lesson, asif were ?
say, was precisely the stuif ! ¥’
“So T thought, sir!” sail Pnipps. *“I
accordingly left him in ignorance as to the true
state of affairs, =ir, but took the precaution to
telephone to Sir Cyril FitzGibbon.”
“Ah! A priceless scheme, Phipps!”
“So I thought, sir,” =aid Phippz. 1 in-
formed Sir Cyril as to the true~peosition, and
requested him to come over to St, T'rank’s to
take Mr. Clarence away. -1 considered that w
few hours of anxiety would do Mr. Clarencse
good. It i3 really tu bLe regretted that the
voung gentleman has run oif,”

(Continued on page 33 )

“T sce the
idea, Abszo-
~0 vou wanted to give
That, 1 might
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(Continued from page 32.)

Archie took a deep breath,

- **So that’s why Sir Cyril flowed in!? he
remarked, ** That’s why the old boy rolled
up, what ? The fact is, Phipps., you're too
bally deep !  Brainy, if yon know what I mean !
You’ve pally well arranged the whole business,
and I've messed it ap. What ? I mean to
say, I've placed the lid firmly upon the old
game,”

“In & wayv, ves, sir,”

“I'm most deucedly sorry, Phipps,” said
Archie humbly, “ I thought T was displaving
the old eleverness, but there you are ! T fairly
put my foot into the mire, amd =0 forth'!
sorrow, Phipps—sorrow in large auantities ! ™

" Don’t mention it, sir!” ,

“ But what about Clarence 27 The old Iad

has legged it, don't you know.,”
-1 have no doubt that Mr, Clarence can
easily be found, sir,” said Phipps. At the
moment J think it would be most expedient
for me to hasten upstairs and bring dowin a
suit of clothes, sir, If 1 may say so, you
searcely seem presentable as yonu stand, sir.”

*“ I feel horrible, Phipps—quite ghastly!”
said Arechie. * Bring down the old heather
mixture, Just the thing, what ? "7

* I would suggest the grey pinhead, sir,” said
Phipps respectiully.

**Oh, any old thing—plcase yourself,
Phipps ! 77 said Archie, ** Dash it all, I've let
youn down, and I must do something to make
amends, what 7 We’ll say the grev pinhead.
Trot it dowi, Phipps, and we’ll live once mmore !

—_—me—e s

(CHAPTER IX,
ALL SERENE |

LARENCE FITZGIBBON
in the meanfime was
not having a particu-

larly happy time., Archie’s

great brain wave, in fact, did not
pan out in preecisely the manuer
that he had hoped for.
attired in  Archie’s beautiiul
The

Clareiice,
lounge suit, Jooked more like himself,
st was somewhat too large, it is true, but not

censpicuously so.  And, by pulling his shoulders
straight, he was able to nake himself believe
that he looked very much like the one and only
Archie,

And he held a handkerchief to his face, in
ti pretence of blowing his nose, to add to the
dhisguise.  I'urthermore, he pulled his solt
velour hat well over his eyes.

And thus he ventuied forth,

By a sheer piece of luck he managed to get
dJown the Remove passage, withouf meeting
anybody, And in the triangle he strode across
towards the gates in an clegant manncr which
hinted of no hurry.,

Clarence, in fact, did exeeedingly well,

"I'wo or three juniors were standing in a group
near by, and they looked at Clarence curiously.
They immediately took him to be Archie—but,
somehow, Archie seemed different.  He looked
more weedy, and smaller, But bhefore the

i

f

| Removites could make any inquiries, Clarence

had reachied the gates.

He could hardly realise it,

He was outside—he had escaped!

And the police inspector was still in the
school—searching for him, no doubt, and
waiting to arrest him. Clarence did not cven
realise how luacky he had been to get out
without bzing challenged,

However, getting out was one thing—and
getting completely away was another,

He was just congratulating himself that every-
thing was all serene, and that there was nothing
further to worry about, when he noticed that
four or five juuiors were coming up the lane
from the village,

They were, indeed, within fifty vards.

Clarence stared av them, halted, and shook
in his shoes,

Here was a situation which demanded elear
thought and prompt action, And Clarence
was not capable of it.

He simply stood there, Himply, and stared.

And Handrorth & ¢o., who were with Regi-
nald Pitt and Jack Grey, regarded the station-
ary figure with considerable interest, 'I'he
juniors were jnst coming up from the village,
having been down to make a few purchases at
the various little shops.

** Archie’s taking the air!" observed Pitt,
** But what'’s the matter with the chap ? He
doesn’t seem to be the same as usual.”

“T want to have a talk with Arehie,” said
Handforth darkly. “ I helicve he Kknows
something about that blessed pageboy il

** Oh, give the pageboy a rest ! ”* said Chureh.

“T'll give hima good hiding when I see him | *?
declared Handforth. * 'The cheeky bounder !
I'll teach him not to get under study table
Why, that chap isn’t Archie at all!
He can’t be !

“ It’s—it’s the buttons ! ”* ejaculated Pitt.

“* That pageboy |  roared Handforth., ** By
icorge ! You're richt |

“In  Archie’s eclobber!?”  grinned Pitt,
“This looks rather interesting, my sons.
v hat's the ass doing l.ook out! He's
trying to bunk off ! Tally-ho, you chaps! On

the ball!  After him!”

Clarence had suddenly come to himself,
The nain thing, he kunew, was to get away—
to avoid c¢lose contact with these juniors, No,
with a sudden determination, he spun round
and dashed off up thyg lane.

He fairly panted with terror as he heard
the juniors rushing after him at foll speed.

** Hi, stop!” roared Handforth. *“TIf yon
don't, stop, you fathead, we'll jolly well skin
you!'’

The ¢hase was a short one,

Clarence was no runner, and he was over-
talken swiftly by the athletic juniors, 'They
surrounded him, and Clarence came to a hait,
gasping.  He looked at the Remove fellows
in an agony of disinay,

“ 1 say, let me go, yon know ! he panted,
“T—T'm Avchie } 7

“ Archie !

“Yes, rtather!” gasped Clarence, ' I'm
Arechie Glenthorne ! ”? i
“Ha, ha, ha | ” §
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ass !

said Handforth.
Do you think we
don’t Lknow the difference between a born
idiot and Archie 2 IIe's not particularly

briliiant, but he can mnage to look sane at

times ! 7’

* Really !’ persisted Clarence feebly., “I'm
Archie, you know ! Can't you see my clothes,
and all that 2

“We can see that you're wearing Archie’s |
clobber, ii that's what you mean !’ said Pitt. |
*But what’s the idea ? I thought you were
the new page-boy ! "

“Yes, rather ! ' said Clarence.”

“Then what does this mean 2"

“Oh, I—I—well, T mean " (larence
paused, realising that it was up to him to say
something lucid. ** I'm just out for & stroll.”

“O0Oh, are you.?' exclaimed Handforth..
“ After pinching Glenthorne’s clothes, I
suppose ? "

**But Archie lent them to me!" said

“You—you potty
“You lopsided fathead !

* Lamt™

('larence. *“ You see, I've got to cscape. That
is to say, the police——— I-—I mean &

* ]smp{, 1" gaid Pitt curiously. *“ what
from ? "’

Clarence was too confused to reply.

“He says he’'s got to escape from the
police,” said Jack Grey. “1I tell you, there’s
something rummy about this chap! I think
we ought to take him in and haul him in
front of Mr. Lee ! ™ )

“ Before we do that, I'mn going to punch

his nose ! ” said Handforth. *“ It’s not my
way to be harsh, but this chap has gonc past
the limit. He came into my study and spied
onmel”
-~ “ No; Iassure vou, it was quite an accident,”
said Clarence. “ I—I didn't know it was your
study, old chap. Quite a blunder, and all that.
I'rightfully sorry, don’t you know !

“The chap talks a bit like Archie himself,"”
said Pitt. * 1T believe he's the same kind of
bird—one of the family of knuts, I mcan!
Rather curious that he should come to St.
Frank’s as a page-boy ! "’

* But I didn't !’ said Clarence. ‘ Oh, I say |
Be sports, don't you know! Don't keep me
here ; I simply must get away !"’

Handforth sniffed.

““ T won’t touch the chap,” he said generously.
“ After all, IT'd be a bit of a bully if I sloshed
into him, and I bar bullving! I don’t mind
whacking a chap who can stand up for himself,
but this insect is rather too fecble for me!
I'tl content myself with investigating the
mystery and getting at the truth ! ”

‘““Oh, let him go!' said Pitt. *‘ He's all
right, I've goh half an idea that he’s one of

Archie’s pals.”
“Yes, rather!” said Clarence eagerly.
“I—I mean, exactlyl Be pals! Let me go !

I'm—DI’"m in frightful trouble ! "’
“ Committed a murder ? *’ grinned Chureh,
“Yes, 1 o
i Whﬂt ? #

“No; it—it was an accident!’” gasped
Clarence.
“ An accident !’ said Handforth. “ So

.you have done something 2 By George, I've

{ and hauled along.

‘gat it! T've hit upon the trath, you chaps !

Do you remember old Jameson coming in jua
before we went out ?  I’ll bet he came up to
St. Frank's looking for this c'lmp R

*“ Rats | said Pitt. * He’s not afraid of tho

| police ! *’

““ Police ! panted Clarence wildly, looking
round.
“That’s settled it!"” said Handforth,

“He is afraid ! We'll cart him in and take
him straight to Mr. Lee. Come on!l”

Clarence, in spite of his protests, was seized
But just as the group of
juniors got into the Triangle, Inspector Jameson
came striding across from the Ancient House,
Clarence gave a little yelp of dismay as he
caught sight of the blue uniform.

**There you are ! ” said Handforth, ** He’s
shivering like a jelly ! Hold still, you fellows ;
we’ll wateh the arrest !

Clarence nearly swooned off, and the juniors
stood in & group while the police inspector
came up.

“ Oh, it's all up with me !
“I’'m finished ! "’

Inspector Jameson marched by, nodded
pleasantly, and walked out into the road, He
strode oft briskly towards the village, and the
juniors stared after him and then stared ab
one another. Clarence gave a yvelp of relief,

“ He—he didn’t notice me ! ** he whispered
faintly.

“ Rats!” grinned Pitt. * He saw you all
right, my gon, but he didn’t want you. You've
made some bloomer, T expect ! ”

““ Blessed if I can understand all this!?”
growled Handforth. “ A silly lot of mystery
over nothing | First a chap says he’s afraid
of the police and he’s going to be arrested,
and then old Jameson walks by 1 "

“ What price your theory ? " grinned Pltt
“The mighty creator of Tmfkvtt Geim 18
flummoxed ! Fairly flattened ! ”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

groaned Clarence.

“ You—you cackling fatheads'!'" howled
Handforth.
** Peace, my child—peace!” said Pitt.

“ A stranger draweth near!
our best behaviour | ”

They were just inside the Triangle, and Sic
Cyril FitzGibbon had appeared with Nelson
Lee. Phipps, Archie’s man, was coming
ros?ectfully in the re.e  Clarence gave a
little gasp of dismay.

“ Oh, the pater ! > he murmured.

“The what *
“why, that’s Sir Cyril FitzGibbon from
“1 heard it from

Helmford ! ** said Church.
one of the fellows about an hour agzo. He
can’t be this fathead’s pater, surely ? ™

And then Phipps came hurrying up.

“ Bepging your pardon, young gentlemen,
but will you kindly allow me to take Master
FitzGibbon away ? ” he asked. ** He is wanted
by his father.”

“Well, I'm
blankly.

Clarence, in a kind of trance, was led by
Phipps across to his father. Archie had strolled -
up now, resplendent in the grey pm-head suit.
He nodded genially to Clarence.

We must be on

jizgered ! saidd Handforth
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**In

all
fact,
antd topping !
away, and all that sort of stuff!
shines, and what not ! ”

serene, laddie ! he exclaimed.
everything is perfectly priceless
The bally clouds have rolled
The sun
- " But—but 1 caid
Clarence,

“Oh, so here you are,
aié ! 'said  Sir Cyril, pcering forward at
Clarence. ** Young raseal ! Infernal amount
of trouble you’ve caused me, Clarence! Now,
what’s all this abcut shooting somebody,
ch ? Nonsense, my lad; you've made an
absurd mistake ! ” -

“ It was Archie who expiained the matter
to Clarence, and the latter positively flushed
with joy and rclief. He hardly knew what to
say, but one thing was certain. He wouldn’t
indulge in the dangerous practice of taking his
pater’s gun and shooting at rabbits.

Ten minutes later, he took his departure
with Sir Cyril, and Archic smiled amiably
at Phipps.

don’'t understand!”

my boy ; here you
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said Archie,
By

“ Yretty ripping, what?”
“ All's well that ends well, and ajl that!
the way, Phipps. did you touch ?
* Touch, g8ir 2

*“ I mean to say, the old doubloons, and so
forth,” said Archie. “You performed a
serviee to Sir Cyril, and what net. I trust he
Im!lm;],}nut a supply of the goed old useful
cain !

Phipps coughed,

“ Sir Cyril was most gencrous, sir,” he said.
“1 consider that 1 have been well repaid for
my ftrouble, sir. A five-pound note, sir, ig
always extremely aceeptable ! ”

“Goed lJad!”  said Archie.
all happyv, what 2 ”

And they strolled indoors.

Archie Glenthorne, however, was not to be
<o happy a little later on. Even at that very
minute certain plans were being concocted for
the cepeeial hencfit of the one and only Archie.

In other words, it would be All Fooly’
Day at the end of the week |

“So we're
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Wrasper's school,

Tom Tartar arrives at Mr.

where discipline is maintained by moral
force only. Tom makes several friends
and a few enenms He is tnitiated into

the * Eagles''—a party opposed to the
‘““ Cuckoos ""—or the rotters of the school.
Foster Moore, formerly the school tutor,
becomes the IHead.. Wrasper, having been
deposed, fills the shoes of ihe ex-tutor.
Moore is an unprincipled scoundrel, and
Tom has more than once found him out.
Fearing Tom, the ex-tutor plans to get rid
of the boy.

(Now read on.)

Sy w—— B

CHAPTER XLlI.
Wooden Jerry Catches It Hot!

ANE put the forks into her pocket amd
went about her work.
By and by she went into the kitchen,
i where she found Mrs. Wrasper and
Wooden Jerry.

“Mrs. Wrasper was cooking some bacon
. for Toster Moore's breakfast over a spirit
amp.

Being a very warm morning no fire had
been lighted in the Kkitchen grate.

“I cun't make it out,”” Jerry was saying.
“Three on ’em short.”

“What are short?” asked Jane chertly.

“ Forks,” said Jerry, shorter still.

‘““ Well, go and find them.”

“They've bheen stolen.”

‘“ Nonsense!™ said Jane.

““ They must have been,” said Jeorry.
“They were all right last nicht when I
went to bed.”

“Who should stea! them?"” asked Mys.
Wrasper.

“ Well, I see young Tartar come out o’

oM TARTAR

S(:nooe,.

HARCOURT BurracE

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

my pantry a little after six this morning,”
replied Jerry.

“Don’t tell falsehoods.”

“1It's true, mum. Let him deny it if he
can!”
“I'll feteh

Jane quickiy.

She was away for some minutes,
she returned Tom and two other
accompanied her,

Tom had a short riding-whip in his hand,
and his eyes glittered ominously.

Mrs. Wrasper had left the kitchen.

‘“ What's this vou are saying about some
forks?" asked Tom.

“1 ain't said mnuthin,”” replied Wooden
Jerry, ‘‘except that there's three short.”

““But yvou said I had taken them."

“No, I sald you was in my pantry this
morning. That's true, aln't i£?"”

“Yes,”” Tom admittea.

““ You hear that?” said Jerry, addressing
Jane. *“ Now who says I was tellin' lies?"”

“Go on,” said Jane to Tom,

“1 didn't touch anything, of course,”
Tom. 1 just
came out again.’

“You was there,”
can't say mo more.
innocence—ensy, I

Master Tartar bhere,”” put in
and when
boys

eaid
Iookcd into the puantry and

said Jerry, “and I
But you can prove your
should say.’

“ How?"
“ By turnin' your box out.’
“ 1 shall do no such thing.”

““There,”” said Jerry
““what do that look like?
they thinks of it.”

*“You miserable cur/
daghed at him.

One, two, three cuts he gave Jerry with
the whip.

With a howl of terror Jerry tried .to make
for the door.

But Tom hit out with his left, and, cateh-
ing him squarely on the chin, sent him reel-
ing backwards. Then once again Tom got
to work with the whip until, half wild with
pain and fright. Wooden Jerry looked about
for some other way of escape.

There was only one way that he could sece
—and that was the wide kitchen chhnney.

It was a case of ‘““any port in a storm,”

trivmphantly,
Ask anyone what

said Tom, as he
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and certainly the chimney, as a place of |

gefuge, was better than nothing..

So Jerry ‘made a plunge for the chimmney,
scramblimg madly over the grate and up-
getting the fire-irons, the huge capper
kettle, and other utensils.

Yelling like a wild man he endeavoured
.to c¢limb up the chimney, the while Tom,
his anger not yet appeased. laid into him
about the legs with his whip.

_ Quite half a dozem attempts did the hap-
less wreteh make to ascend out of reach, but
eacit time he came tumbling down, dislodg-
ing clouds of =oot, and finally falling in a
sitling pesture into the empty grate. :

Naturally, the mnoise created by Jerrys

performance attracted attention in various

parts of the house. Boys came hurrying
into the kitchen, until it was almost fitled

with them.

And then, suddeniy, Toster Moore made
his appearamnce.

He arrived just in time to see Jerry make
his final descent from ihe chimuey, and to
see Tom, flushed with his exertions, cast the
riding-whip to the flocr.

Jane was standing by the dresser, quictly
looking on.

** Tartar!”  thundered Foster Moore.
““ What. is the meaniug of this disgracelul
affair?”’

1 think you'd better ask him, sir,” re-
plied Tom quietly. He pointed at Wooden
Jerry, who, with his soot-grimed face,
looked very much like a hadly made-up nig-
rer minstrel.

“Y want justice!” howled Jerry. ** He's
pretty nigh kiled me! Justice 1 mean to
‘ave, Mister Moore!”’

?

The schoolmaster recarded Tom with a
scowl. | _ _
“ Why have you been assaulting Wood?"”

he demanded. «

* Because he said T was « thief—or
as said it,” answered Ton.

*“ Well, three forks is missin’ ! 7 roarcd Joriy.
“7T see Tartar come cut 0’ my pantry early
this mornin’, so wio but him could have tock
the forks 2"

“Is it & fact, Tartar, that you were in the
pantry this morning ? 7 asked Foster Maoore,

* Quite true.” admitted Tom ; ** but I know
nothing about the forks which Wood says are
missing, Is it likely I should steal such
things 7 7.

“You've ¢ot ‘'em in vour box, Tl bet! ™
snarled Jerry, as he wriggled out of the grate.,

“*Tartar,” sald Foster BMoore, *“this is a
matter which must be cleared up. Tu view of
Wood's asscrtions, I shall have to scarch your
hoxes.”’ _

* As you please,” returned Tom, curbing his
indignation with difliculty. “ It’s a nice thing
to be suspected of this sort of thing merely on
the word of- —--" |

“ Nilenee ! 7 interrupted Moore,
the keys of your boxes 277~

* Here's the key of one of them,” said Tom
with a disdainful shrug,, *“The other box is

nlocked,” | . ‘

as good

* Give e

Foster Moore took the profiered key and wenb
away, leaving Tom and the erowd of hoys In
the kitchen with Wooden Jerry, who, confident
now that he had Tom in an awkward position,
grinned maliciously behind his mask of soct,

CHAPTER XLII.
Bowled Qut by Jane!

N something under five minutes Foster
Maoore returned.

“There were no forks in Tartar's
box | 7 he announced. .
“What ! velled Wooden Jerry. *“ No

tl'_urkfs ther::l, yvesay ! stuffan’nonsense!  Why, |

* Put ‘em there yourself ! " exelaimed Jane,
advancing suddenly. ' 1 saw you do it, so 1
took 'em ont, again, and—here they are |

As she spoke she whipped from bencath her
apron the three plated forks, which she bran-
dished in Wooden Jerry's grimy face. He
sank back against the grate, and starcd at
Jane as if <he had been a judge sentencing himn
to immediate execution, -

The bovs began to cheer for Ton.

“ Nilence ' erjed Foster Moore, * Go oub
from here all of you, except Tartar, Jane, and
Jerry.”

The boys stopped cheering, and looking
rather chinn, went slowly out of the kitchen,

It was like being sent out of a theatre just
before the curtain rose on the last act of a
very interesting play.

As soon as they were gone Foster Mocre
closed the door, and faced about again.

“ Jerry,” he said, * you've been drinking.”

“T ain’t had much,” said Jerry, ** but I'm
casily overcome, and when I am I don't know
what T'in doin’.” '

The arttul rascal saw at once the tack Foster
Moore was g ing on, and took his cue accor-
dingly. |

Tom saw if, too, and he was not geing to
have it.

“ Look here; sir,” he said. “ This matter
onghtn’t to drop so easily. That fellow deliber-
ately tried to make me out a thief ! ” i

* Oh, nonsense,” said Yoster Moore ; ‘it
would not Linve been 80 serious as that, Come,
Tartar, nobhody would have thought that it
was on your part anyvthing but a joke.”

“ Would you have considered it.so ? "7 asked
Tom. .

*“ Cortainly.”

“'That is if T Zad taken themn,
sider it a joke now'? ?

“I do.”

“On Jerry's part 2

i ‘-EF.” ' "

Tom similed.

* Very welll” he said, T don’t know that
I shali go any further in it at present, but if
any other joke of that sort is played on me I
shall write to iy father, who will know how to
deal with it.” _

*T hope you will not talk about the affair,
Tartar,” said Foster Moore. . i

“ No,” said Tom; ** but every boy in the

" Do you ccln

} sehool knows of Tit,”?
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“I will admonish them to keep silence.
Jane—you are discretion itself, and will not
talk of it 2"

““ No, sir,”’ replied Jane ; “ but for all that
I should like to send Jerry Wood to prison for
ten years ! "

“He may get there soon,”
nificantly.

“ Well—well,”" said Foster Moore, ““it is a
foolish affair and you have certainly severely
punished him. A more contemptible object
than Jerry now presents would be hard to find.

sald Tom sig-

Go and wash vourself, you vagzabond., It is
about time breakfast was ready.”
Jerry departed, and Foster DMoore, after

lli{lgering as if he had something to say, followed
1.

Tom stayed behind to heartily thank Jane,
who said she would do as much for any boy, so
he need not think too much of it.

“But I must do so,” Tom said,
day I hope to repay yvou,"”

He shook hands with her and went away.

Of the other events that happened during the
day one only need be mentioned.

Pubsey Wrasper was behind with his legsons
in school, and Foster Moore, as usual, was very
hard upon him.,

“ You will keep in the schoolroom until bed-
time,”” he said.

“Why not put me in solitary 2’ boldly
asked Pubsey.

All the boys were astonished at the audacity
of the question,

They expected to sce Foster Moore rise up in
”“;lm | majesty of his wrath, but he sat quite
still,

The colour foraook his face, and his lip visibly
quivered as he replied :

*“ I shall put you in aohm:'} in my own good
time—perhaps before the day is over.’

** Oh, no, you won't ! " said Pubsey, * You
dare not do it ! "

A faint murmur arose from the boys.

What had come to Pubsey that he should be
so daring ?

As for his father, he sat at his desk, going on
with his ordinary work as if nothing unusual
wasd transpiring,

“Go on with your studies,”

“and -one

commanded

Fouster Moore curtly, and the matter dropped.

Wy — i —

CHAPTER XLI1I1.
Tom Visits Rosy Ralph.

T was late in the afternoon when a mmessage
came from the doctor attending Rosy
Ralph. The sick boy wanted to see
Tom at once,

It was the doctor’s servant who brought the

message, and Tom asked him if Ralph had
taken & turn for the worse,

“ He's taken a turn of some sort,” the man
said, ““ but what it is I don't know, nor the
doctor cither, I reckon.’

Tom obtained leave, and went over to the
cottage at once.

~ Ralph was lying quietly on his bed, as if he

had ncver stirred since they laid him there that |

‘_i'?if.“_ LIBRARY H

| merning when he was discovered sensdeae in

the back room,

His eves were shut, but he opened them ag
Tom sat down by the bedside.

The old nurse was there, and she asked him
if she should raise him up.

** No,”” replied Ralph. “I ain very com-
fortable and happy. Please go out: I want
to say something to Master 'l'artar.”

The old woman readily obeyed, and the two
lads were left together,

'"II hope you are getting better, Ralph,” Tom*
said,

“I'm not in pain,” replied the boy, ““ but I
don’t feel as if 1 want to get up.”

“ That’s only lassitude, you will get over
that,” said Tom.

“I don’t know what you mean,” sald Ralph,
“ye’ve got words to use as I hevn’t, but it
don't matter what it is. I'want 'eec to tell me
'bout. feyther,” |

“ Perhaps vou had better not talk about
him,"” said Tom.

o 011 yves, I maun do it, t’doctor says I may,”
returned R'lll}ll o H;ue*—the —took him ? "’

““ No,”” said Tom.

“ But they will, I'm sure,” said Ralph. “ He
can’t be far away, and I want ’'ce to find out
where he ig, and tell 'un I forgive him.”

“ And do you forgive mz, Ralph ?

“For what 2 Ye ha’ done nowt.”

‘““I'or insisting on your giving him that
message.”’

*“ Oh, if he beat me for that, it was nowt ; he’d
ha' beat me for summat that night, anvhow,
for he were clean mad. He can't abear bein’ in-
doors more’'n I can, and you know he'd been
shut in for days.’

“ Well, Ralph " said Tum S I am glad you
can forgive him, and me too.’
full‘ Ye may sec ’un, p'r’aps,” said Ralph wist-

e What put that into your head,” asked
Tom.

“I dreamt it,” said the boy. *“ I see him
and yvou, and the p'lice all a-strugglin’ together,
and he was got down and the chain cuffs put
on him, and then I gee him—dead.”

“ Ralph,” said Tom, “ there are many things
I can do for you, bu!l nothing for yvour father.
What is the good of it ? He’s quite hopeless.”

““You know wheare he be ? 7 said Ralph.

Tom sat 2 moment before replying.

“ X do, and [ do not,” he said. * I believe I
know where he is, but I am not sure.”

““ And when will ve know for sure 2"

‘ Perhaps to-night.”

“ And what'll yve do then ? ™

Tom was silent.

“ Doan’t give him up ! " pleaded Ralph. “ He
be a bad 'un, but he be my feyther, and mother
said he would be better some day, and I ha’
hoped for it, and he will be !’

Tom shook his head.

“ Not he,” was the reply,  “ I he could getb
clear out nf the country, and never come here
again, I shouldn’t mind. Bub he is dangerous,
and unless he is put in prison he’ll be murdering
somebody one day.”

‘“ No, no, not that,” said Ralph

“ He tried to murder me,’



e e e " e 2" " " " e " e e '-"-'-"-"n'-'-"-'-'-'-'-'-

The

Get this week’s and

moiselle Yvonne.

e e e e e e T e T e e e e e’

il ‘-'-'-"-"-'h'-"-‘-‘-'-"-'-'-'-'h'-‘-' "-'n'-'-"-"- O

——— -

UNION JACK Library still provides the
best two-pennyworth of detective fiction to be had.
it has been foremost of ils class for close on a
quarter of a century—and it is still at the top!

BLAKE'S new detective partnership with Made-
It is embodied in a grand long
complete story entitled: ‘“ A Chinese Puzzle.”
U.J. is out on Thursday—oprice 2d.

Ask your Newsagent.

read about SEXTON

s "n"n """ 2"u "2 s " "™

The

: TEEEEEEEE

( Coniinued from page 38 )

i You!’ cried Ralph, opening his ey 8.

* t“- he threw me into the lime-kiln,”” said
Tom. T was nearly burnt to death.”

Ralph lay still for a time with his eves fixed
npon the ceiling, With a sigh he turned to
Tom, -

“If he did that,”” he said, “ I'll say no more,
but whatever’s done don’t tell me of it.”

He lay back with a quict look in his face that
touched Tom's heart.

Sickness had refined the raggbd lad, and
the attentions bestowed upon him had further
improved him,

The change was very great.

With commendable discretion Tom turned
the conversation, talking of other matters
likely to be interesting to him.

Ralph listened quictly, and occasionally
said a word, but the interest he exhibited was
of a languid nature,

*  Presently he asked after Noddy Berrill.
““ He may come and sce me now,” he said.
“ They wouldn’t let him do it afore.”

* T will leave word at the cottage as I go by, |
Tom said. ** He will he glad to come and sce
you.”

Presently Tom took his leave after promising
to come again on thie morrow.

The. old nurse was standing ‘outside, and on
Ton’s appearance she signalled for him to draw
a little apart with her.

* Well, what do you think of him ?* she
asked.

| ** He scems better-—in some ways,’” said Fom,

“He’s too quiet,” declared the old nurse.
shaking her head.  ** I'd sooner see him fretiul
and fidgety end out o’ temper than like he is,
Then I should think the poor lad was getting
well, But as it is———" She stopped short
and looked at Tom with a sorrowfulk face,

*“As it is ? 7 said Tom questioningly.

“Well, as it is, I d(}ﬂ’t think the poor laddie
will live! And maybe,” she added, ** ’tis the
best thing that could lhll)p{‘n to hlm for he's
got a bad fdt]l"‘[‘ whose end will be as bad as his
life, I fear.”

Pomleung over the old nurse’s words, Tom
walked sorrowfully away. With Rosy Ralph
he had little in commmon ; still, he had taken a
strong liking to the yuungstcr hecause he was
so pathetically faithful.

From Ralph himself to Ralph’s ne’er-do-well
parent was an easy transitien of thought, and
Tom found himself thinkifig of Posh Powner,
who, he felt certain, was hlddm somewhere 111
the bchool House,

The exact place of concealinent he had only
as vet guessed at ; but on this night he meant
to \(’I‘lf} his %u%pumne, and if what he thouglt
turned out to be true—well, then Posh Powner
would be captured !

For his own safety, as well as that of other
Fpeople, Tom was anxious for the scoundrelly
poacher to be placed safcly under lock and key.

In addition to that, he hoped: that Pow-
ner’s .capture would lead to revelations cone
cerning Foster Moore. ) sil




That therp Was very little to chocse in the |
matter of villainy between the {wo men Tom

was convinced. If there was any superiority
in evil on either side, then in all probability
IFoster Moore possessed it.

All that evening Tom was busy writing
Lhome and to Sir Claude Freshley.

To his father he wrote about the strange
reversal of the positions of Mr. Wrasper and
his former assistant. “The letter to the bharonct
concerned Posh Powner only,

—— ) —

CHAPTER XLIV.
The Hiding Place Revealed!

HERE was a school letter-bag which
Wooden Jerry took to the post every
night, but Tom did not trust his mis-
sives to that on this occasion, for he

knew that Foster Moore generally overhauled |

the contents of the bag, and no dowbt Jerry
also scrutinised the letters,

Tom got Willie Gray to slip down to the
village letter-box with his epistles, aund passed
the rest of the evening until sapper-time in
talking to Sam Smith,

At nine o’clock all the boyvs went to bed, and
at half-past Jonah Worrey, as monitor, turned
cut the lights in T'om’s dormitory.

Tom had undressed and got into bed as usual,
and so had Jonah Worrey.

But neither had any intention of remaining
there long. Practically they were both bound
on the same errand ! .

Jonah knew something of what was going
on, but not sufficient to satisfy him. He had
therefore determined to discover more, if
possible.

Twenty minutes after the light had been ex-
t'nguished, Jonah Worrey crept out of bed and
b~gan to dress.

Tom’s quick ears heard the slight sound the
other made, and then he heard Jonah creeping
towards the door.

The next moment Tom was out of bed also,
only troubling to slip on his socks and trou-
sors, passed out of the dormitory as silently as
a spectre,

There was =ufficient light in the corridor to
show Tom there was nobody there. Jonah
Worrey had alrecady gone downstairs, Tomn
at once followed suit and reached the hall, !

Standing there and listening intently, he
could hear Wooden Jerry in his room croaking
out some fragments of a maudlin ditty. In
the ordinary way there should have been a ray
of light streaming through the keyhnole, hut
no such ray was now visible,

Tom could see the light, however, shining
through a crack at the top of the door, and in-
stantly he guessed what was happening.

; Eliomebudy was peering through the key-
10le !

“ Jonah Worrey ! " breathed Tom to him-
g{_elf, and glided noiselessly up behind his old

oe. :

Tom could dimly see the stooping Jonah,
and for a mecment was tempted to give the

o B

fellow a scare. DBut he thought better of it.

After all, Jonah was on the wrong trail, and if
Tom revealed himself he might get® on the
right one, 5o ‘I'om glided on unobserved to
the lumber-room, the door of which usually
stood open,

Now, however, it was shut, and softly turn-
ing the handle, Tom discovered that it was
locked.

“ Just as I thought!” he murmured exult-
ingly. * Powner is hiding in one of the
‘solitaries,” and Diggles in the other! 1'm
pretty sure of it ! "™

Tom, however, wanted to make absolutely
certain before making an attempt to capture the
encmy.

Almost opposite the lumnber-room was a
cuphoard, where Jane kept brooms, dustpans,
and other domestic utensils. It was a reomy
place, and would have held half a dozen boys
comfortably.

Into the cuphoard Tom crept, leaving the
door ajar, partly for the sake of fresh air, and
partly to keep an eye on anything which
might happen without. :

A few minutes later he heard the voice of
[Foster Moore angrily demanding :

“What are yvou doing there, Worrey ? "

It was obvious that Jonah had been dis-
covered spying through the keyhole of Jerry
Wood's room.

“ I--I've-only just come downstairs,” began
Worrey lamely.

“Then come up again this instant ! ”’ inter-
rupted Moore. I will accompany you, and
lock you in, so that you can't do any more
night-prowling ! ”’ ;

Tom chuckled to think how Jonah had been
bowled out. All the same, though, the locking
of the dormitory door might prove very incon-
venient.

And perhaps Foster Moore would go round
the roomn to see if all the other boys wezxg in
their beds! :

But fortunately he did not doso. In a few
minutes he was back again, and Tom saw him
approaching the lumber-room with a lighted
candle in his hand. There was something un-
canny in the man's appearance and demeanour.
Being, as he thought, unobserved, he made no

1 attempt to conceal the emotions that were

torturing him.

He was on the brink of a precipice and knew
it, without having the power to turn back.
Utter weariness was expressed in his eyes. He
looked like a man tired of his very existence.

Tom watched him half fascinated.  He
dare not draw the door close lest it should
crcak. He must take his chance of being dis-
covered. |

Foster Moore stood by the lumber-room door
for a few moments, as if in doubt what to do. -
Then, with a sudden movement, he drew out a
key and thrust it into the lock. _

Before turning it, however, he glanced
over his shoulder and listened. The look—the
whole attitude of the man made up a picture of .
secrecy and fear which Tom never forgot.

All the house was quiet. The ticking of the
old upright clock could be heard distinctly.

{Centinued on page iii of Cover.)
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(Contenued from page 41.)

Foster Moore turned the key and went into
the tumber-room.  Instantly Tom came out
ol his hiding-place, and tip-toed to the door,
wli.ch Foster Moore had leit open.

in the doorway Tom stood watching the
mwveinments of the schoolmaster,  Moore placed
h:s eandle down on an empty box, and drew
another key from his pocket,

‘t'hen stepping across to one of the places
witd for the solitary confinement ot refractory
pupils, he inserted the key in the door and
turned it sharply.

At the open doorway appeared Posh Powner !

tie would have stepped into the lnmmber-room
but Foster Moore pushed him back.

" You can’t come out vet,” he said, " It's
too early. 1 uni; want to trlL to you for a
sioment or two.’

At this moment a knocking was heard pro-
eeeding from the other - solitary.”  Diggles,
tvo, evidently wanted to come out !

_ loster Moore aulocked the door, and as
Wigales started to emeree Foster Moore seized

hitn by the throat.

“You dare to make a disturbanee here!"
he hissed threateningly. ** What’s the matter
with you, man ? YWhat do you want ?”

"T'm stifled in this place ! " answered Digules
ml!kllv "I'm  about fed up with it! I'd
sooner be in prison ! ”’

* Don’t talk like a fool,
Then, with a sudden change to a conviliating
manner, he went on @ Sit down, Diggles, |
wint t:) talk fo von and Powner, Wait a
moment, amnd I'll feteh you something to
drink.”

Tom waited no longer.  He
ter Moore could turn round.

The boy had made absolutely sure now !
With a Wf_‘”-t'i}')l’t‘illl net, a great haul of villainy
|'(Hll(| be masde !

I'lt 2o to sSir Craude Freshley to-morrow,
he muttvrm], as he slipped back upstairs,  * llt}
will know best what’s best to be done. LDy
Jove ! the chaps have been wondering why.

1!1

man ! said Moore.

vanished ere 1Yos-

L none of us have been put in solitary Tatelyv.,

Won't. they be surprised when they learn the
? LS

reason !
(Tao be ecanlinned.)
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THE GIRL WHO
TORE UP HER
WEDDING
DRESS !

The long complete novel,
by FRANCES SEYMOUR,
appearing in this week’s
‘“ ANSWERS' LIBRARY.,"”
now on sale, price 2d., tells
of a young girl who upheld
the honour of her family,
who fell in love with the
young man her sister was
going to marry, and who
eventually straightened things
out and made everybody
happy with consummate skill
and shrewdness.

You MUST read this grand
novel, so get a copy from
your newsagent to-day.
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