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CANNOT FAIL TO MAKE YOU LAUGH FROM BEGINNING
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‘“ If any other idiot tries that game on me I'll punch his nose ! bellowed
Handforth. ‘‘ I’'m fed up.! AIll this piffle about something on my back! Do
vou think you can fool me again 7"

i —_—




A STORY OF

APRIL THE FIRST,

Like all big schools, St. Frank’s has
had its full share of fun on April
Fool’s Day, as the following story
will show. Handy, of course, is made
a victimi very early in the day. But
that is merely the beginning of more
elaborate plots, which only the inge-
nuity of a schoolboy can perpetrate.
For sheer humour, and the delight of
unexpected situations, ‘‘ The Fooling

of Archie’” would be difficult to
surpass. By the Author of ‘‘The
Amazing Inheritance,” ‘The Lost

Schoolboys,’’ ¢ The New Page Boy,”’
and many other Stirring Tales.,—
The EDITOR.

m———
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(THE STORY RELATED

CHAPTER 1.
VYERY FOOLISH !

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST gazed
out into the sunny Triancle from the
window of the Remove durnulom Nir
Montie gazed with approval, for the

gpTing morning  was  certainly a particularly
brilliant one,

“ Rippin® day. dear old boys!"™ said Nir
Montie, “ Absolutely toppin’ for the footer
this afternoon.” 1

I strolled over to Montie's side, and stood
‘Jooking out. ‘St. FFrank’s was a cheerful place
on this Saturday morning, with the Ancient
House looking picturesquite and attractive with
frs ivy covered walls,

* What's  Sir

Edward {ln'n" here 27

b

t

“Hallo!” I exclaimed,
“ Sir Edward ? * repea‘ed Montie, .thb ing

| Handtorth ! "

THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

his pince-nez. ¥ T must confess, dear old boy,

1|ni | {.1nr1nl-—-—”
“Can't you see him 2" T asked, 2 Down
tlwt‘v, look !

** Begad ! "’

“Sir Edward who 27
thie rear,

“Why, Handy's pater, of conrse-——3ir lidward

Jd replied. 1 wonder what
St. Frank's to-day—and as early
too ? Looks rather queer, to my

demanded Pitt, from

he's doing at

as this,

mind."”
Fdward Oswald Handforth leapt out of bed,

“What's that 2 he roared, ' My pater
here 27 |
“Come and look ! " T said. turning. “ Ol,

rats ! He’s not in view now ! "’
Handforth commenced thrumn" his clothes
on at lightning speed.
Ni r [
The pater here!

he ginned, “T say,
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this Is pretty good !
"him for some cash—just when funds are short,
too! Chuck those socks over, Church ! Buck
ap.d ™

]F[andforth performed a record. He dressed
with astonishing speed, and was out of the
dormitory before anybody clse. Whether he
was delighted at the prospect of secing his
father, or delighted at the prospect of ** touch-
ing ”* him, was something of a question.

“ Tazy lot of slackers!” said Handforth,
as he hurried out, * I've shown you the way
to hustle, anyway ! ” -

He rushed @ownstairs, and in the lobby
he met Morrow, of the Sixth,

“ What’s this—a miracle ?”” asked the pre-
fect, ““ It’s the first time yvou've got down in
deeent time this term, Handforth !

“ Oh, don’t rot !’ said Handforth, * Where's
my pater 7V’ ) :
“7T haven't ot him!? retorted Morrow,

“ But yon've seen him, haven’t you ?

“Yes, once!” said Morrow. * I heard

" him, too. He’s got a voice like yours, only it's
conmewhat more so——" '

“* You—vou silly fathead——"

“What 2"

“ No offence, Morrow, hut whai’s {he good
of messing about 2" growled Handforth,
* Have you seen my pater this morning ?

“ No, of course I haven't !.”

Handforth stalked away, and then ran into
i'ubbhs, the page boy. Tubbs had recently
arrived back at St. Frank’s, after taking a
brief holiday—mainly owing to the little
affair of Clarcnce IMitzGibbon, Archie Glen-
thorne’s pal still caused a grin among the fellows
when he was mentioned.

“0Oh, hallo, Tubbs!"”
hriskly, # Just the chap 1 wanted! Where's
Sir Bdward 2

“ Beggin® vour pardon, Master "Andforth ?
said Tubbs,. -

*“ Ass !  Where's my pater ?

“ Which I aln't never seen 'im ! said Tubbs
stontly, i - )

“But isn’'t he here—didn't he come this
morning ? -

“ Nobody ain't come !’ said Tubbs, * That
I'm sure of, voung gent. We ain’t 'ad no
visitors this mornin® at all. You can go and
ask old Cuttle. Nobody couldn’t get in with-
ouf,passing Im!”

**'Well, that’'s queer!’” said Handforth,
“ Nipper saw my pater out in the Triangle ! »

““ Master Nipper must ‘ave saw. twice!”
remarked Tubbs,

Handforth snorted, and stalked away once
more. He went out into the Triangle, marched
round the fountain, and then went through the
great arch under the clock-tower and had a look
at the Head’s garden. But there was no sign
of Sir Edward, o5 _

Finally, after passing through the cloisters,
and making a circuit of the chapel, Handforth
returned into the Ancient House. He hurried
upstairs to the Remove dormitory, and found
the fellows almost ready to come down,

““ I can’t find my pater anywhere ! growled
Handforth. * Where was he when you saw

Jhim, Nipper 2™ ' . _

T shall be able to touch

said  Handforth |

“Eh?” X said. - “ Your pater ? "

“ {)idln‘t you gce him this morning ¢

e ,LTO | -y
o “}N ot out in the Triangle 2™ roared Hande
orth,

“ Of course not. !

Handforth stared blankly,

" But—but you said—"

“My dear chap, I simply asked Montie if
he could see Sir Kdward. 1 didn't say that
Sir lidward was there ! As a matter of faet, I
don’t, think he's here at all ! ”

Randforth went purple. _

“You—you funny lunatic!’ he hooted,
“You babbling fathead! What's the idea ?

“To-day’s Saturday !’ I said vaguely,

“BSaturday ! 7 stuttered Handforth, & You
—Vou—you 4 ’ |

“ The first of the month !’ T added casually,

*"Ha, ba,hal” : .

The whole erowd of juniors burst into a roar,

“First of the month!” said Handforth
dazedly. * But—but 2

‘“And the month i3 April!” I grinned,
¢ Caught you, Handy ! April fool | ”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

““Jolly good!” chuckled Pitt. ¥ I'd for- -
rotten all aboutit ! Poor old Handy ! Dashing
out. of bed like a two-year-old, chucking his
clothes on, and searching for his pater! Hard
lines, old son! No tip—no cas 18

Handforth let himself go. He simply
charged forward at me, with the fixed intention
of slaughtering me on the spot. But, some-
how, it didn’t happen. Handforth was pulled
up by a dozen hands., And then he suddenly
calmed down, and regarded me coldly.

“ Well, after all, it’s not worth sloshing you |”?
he said. ** I suppose that’s what you call a
joke ? Tf I couldn’t make a better joke than
that I'd boil myseli! Huh! Cackling
idiots ! ** :

‘*Ha, ha, ha ! ”

The cackling idiots roared, and Handforth
beat a dignified retreat, One.glance had told
him that Church and McChure were not present,
He was anxious to find them. The unior-
tunate pair would probably have to suffer for
my sins,

They were down in the lobby, and theyv looke@
innocent enough as Handforth joined them,
But before he could say anything, Church
happened to glance at Handforth’s back., He
grinned. _

_“lBetter let me brush yvour back Handy,” he
said, '

* What for ? ” barked Handforth,

“ There’s some chalk marks——"

‘ Chalk marks, eh?” sneered Handforth,
“You don’t catch me again! That fathead
of a Nipper acted the giddy goat, but I'm not
being spoofed any more! It won’t work!
You needn’t think I'm an April fool!l”

** But, my dear.chap——""

#¢ If you say anything more, I'll punch yous
nose ! ”’

Church grinned weakly,

** We were a bit too late, Clurey.! ” he gaid,
“Rotten! We thought we'd cop old Handy
1{1ice]y.‘ The fact is, Handy, vou're too smart
orust?”
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My dear asses, if you think you can trip )

¢ a fearful bloomer!” said
What's that ? "

said Pitt, as he touched

e up, you've mafi
Handforth., “ Bh?

“Your back!”
Handiorth’s arm.

““ My back ?”

# Chalk marks on it ! ** said Pitlt bricfly.

Handforth glared.

“So youw're trying the game, tco?”
snapped. * Go.and eat coke!”™

Pitt grinned, and walked away. Before
Handforth could continue his conversation
~with Church and McClure, Cecil De Valerie

lounged up. 1 Sy
Y. etter

he

“Just a word!" he said soft
brush your jacket, Handy——"

- You—you madman!” roared Handiorth
violently.

De Valerie backed away.

' What on earth——"" he began.,

“1If any other idiot tries that game on me,
'l punch his nose!” bellowed Handforth.
“I'm fed up! Al this piffic about some-
thing on my back! Do you think you can
fcol me again ? " '
_*“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled De Valerie.

" A crowd of other juniors came by, They
went behind Handforth, halted, and their faces
broke into wide grins. Handiorth looked at
them ferociously—when it came to a practical
joke, he very seldom saw the point.

- Asg!” said Owen major, with a giggle,

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

¢ Ass!” yelled Hubbard. |

* By George!"” snorted Handiorth. * By
George! TI'll make you suffer for thix, yvou
blithering fatheads! Stand still, Hubbard,
and I'l punch your nese ! ”

But Hubbard did not stand still. He
bolted. And the crowd of fellows velled more
than ecver. And then, in the middle of it,
Morrow of the Sixth hove into view, He
grinned. -

“Some ass has been writing his name on
vour back, Handforth ! 7 he suggested.

Handforth reeled back.

““ What, are you trying the same game 2 ' he
snapped. “ Look here, Morrow, it’s a bit rotten
for a prefect to try and play a sloppy April-first
joke on a chap! You know jolly well there's
nothing on my back!”

Morrow grinned wider than ever,

“ We ean't spoof you, Handy, ch ? *” lic said.

§ Clever chap!”
, and Handforth looked

~ Morrow walked on
round in triumph,.

“ Well, that's finished you ! " he said. “* Even
Morrow admits that yvou ean't diddle me! I'm
sick of this mad April Fool business! And it
won’'t be long before yvou find that I'm pretty
groodd at the game, too! Tl fool somchbody
before the morning’s ont !

“ T.ook out—here's old Crowell ! 77 whispered
e Valerie.

“Oh, my hat ! ” _

- Handforth had his back to the oncoming
Torm-master, and he stuck his hands in his
pockets and lounged away down the corridor.
@he other fellows waited, meek and cxpectant.

** Handforth I.” said Mr. Crowcll,
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“ Calling me, sir 2?7 asked Edward Oswald,
turning round. _ s

* I think you had better brush your jacket,
my boy,” gaid Mr. Crowell, mildly.

** What ? ” gasped Handforth. ““ You, too ?”

“What do you mean, Handiorth ? > asked
the 'orm-master. ““ I seem to remember that
it is the first day of April, and therefore I shall
niake no enquiries concerning this little affair.
Brush your coat at once, Handforth ! ** - -

“You—you funny fathead!” exploded
Handforth.
“Good gracious!” gasped Mr. Crowell.

“ How dare you ? Handforth, you will come
with me immediately to the Headmaster's
study—-—"'

“I—I didn't mean vou, sir!’ panted
Handforth, controlling himself with an effort.
“ That is, I—I apologisc, sir ! Quite a slip, sit!
But these idiots have been pestering me for
hours about something on my back, and I'm
fed up with it ! They think they're funny, but
they can't fool me! I know jolly well there's
nothing on my back ! ”’ .

8o you imaginet, Handforth, that I have
attempted to fool you, too ? " demanded Mr.
Crowell, curtly.

. It can’t be ‘done, sir!” said Handiorth.
“I'm too wide ! ”’

“Indeed ! ” said the Form-master, his eyes
twinkling. *° Under the circumstances, Hand-
forth, I will accept your apology, and overlook
the grave nature of vour insult. You may be
interested to know, howewver, that far from
being wide, as you term it, you are reaily quite
the opposite.”

* Yes, gir,” said Haundrorth, thickly.

“You have been—ahem—fooled very com-
pletely, by what I can sece,” continued My,
Crowell. *' Remove your coat, Handforth ™

* Remove it, sir ?

&id 'XT(‘S.” .

“ But—but——. It's all rot, sir!”

*“ Remove your jacket at once! ™ barked
Mr. Crowell.

Handforth reluctantly wrenched his Titon
jacket off, and furned it over. He nearly fell
down. Upon the black cloth at the back was &
single word, roughly but clearly chalked:
“Ass!"” Handforth gazed at it in a kind oi
}'-lran;:ve. Realisation came to him in a great
“flood.

“ Great pip!” he gasped faintly. “I've
been dished all the time !

**Ha, ha, ha!"” _

The passage fairly rang with roars of laughter,

“ Please refrain from making use of such
absurd expressions, Handforth!* said Mr.-
Crowell. * Obstinate as udual, you thoroughly
dezerve to be tricked in this way. I hope it
will be a lesson to you, my boy.”

Mr. Crowell walked away, leaving Handiorth
staring dazedly down the passage. Bul,
stranzely enough, he was now utterly alone.
The audience had faded away, but, somewhere
in the distance, the faint echo of laughter could
be heard. . =

Edward Oswald Handforth had been fooled
twice. He felt erushed—but only for the minute

.} —a fierce determination awoke within him to



avenge the dreadful insult, Somcthing had to)
be done !

But it would be rather a difficult matter
to fool the juniors now—for they were all on
their guard. After all, All Fools’ Day at St.
Frank’s only came once a ycar, and the day
was just beginning.

Some rather surprising events were in store.

CHAPTER II.
TONE CLD ARCHIE !
= HAT-HO! What-ho !

\R} So here we are,

laddie | ” said Archie
(ilenthorne, languidly

stretching

lv priceless morning !

himself. ** Perfect-
C'hunks
of sunshine, what ? !
brilliant morning,

“A very sir 177 said
Phipps.

Archie sat up in bed, and gazed out of the
window upon the sunny landscape. Phipps, his
man, placed a small tray upon the table near
the bed—a tray containing a steaming cup ol
tea,

“The good old brew !’ said Archie,
tinctly the stuff, Phipps. Makes a chappic
fee) bright and vig.,, what 2 Takes away the
old Ianguid scnsation, and all that sort of rot ! ™

* You feel well this morning, sir 7 2 asked
Phipps.

* sprichtly, old tulip—positively sprightly !
declared Archie. *° Nine hours of the good old
Jreamless have restored the tissucs. 1 mean {o
«ay, we're ready for another day, don't you
know ! Labour and strife, and all that., Well.
Phipps, what about it? What about the
stirring business ? "

*“ I was about to suggest, sir, that you were
not, looking quite yourself,”” said Phipps. ** Not
nquite the usual colour, sir.™

* By Jove! ” exclaimed Archie. ““T pean to
say, by Jove ! Dash it all, Phipps ! Not looking
wp to the old standard, what ? Quantities of
paiencss, and so forth ?  That's deucedly
serious | 72

** T hardly think so0, sir,”” said Phipr:&t. “A
triffic more exercise, I think, would be more
heneficial.””

“ BExercise 2 ' repeated Archie, blankly,

** Yes, sir.”
“ But, I say! Dashed fag. and all that ! ”
protested Archie. ‘“ A chappie can’t be exer-
vising all day, don't you know ! It’s a frightful
bore to stagger downstairs and do the old
necessary by attending meals, and what not.
Well, Phipps, on with the good work! How
about, the old heather mixture ? *°

“ ¥ should suggest the blue serge for to-day,
~ir,”” said Phipps.

** Youreally would ? * said Archie, “ And the
green tie with the red spots ? 2

*“* Not at all tasteful, sir,”” said Phipps.
“ Decidedly wrong, if you’ll pardon me saying
8o. The grey silken tie would be much more
artistie, sir.”: .8

*Dash it all, T can’t wear my own bhally
things now ! 7’ said Archie. ** You'll have {o

“ Dis-

top this, Phipps. 1 mecan to say, a chappie

gets peeved. TPositively obtaing the pip, as it
were ! There’s no doubt that you're a brainy
lad, but I simply must assert myeeclf now and
again, Phipps! =2

“Yes, sir,-

“So trot out the heather mixture and {he
green-and-red cravat.,’

“1 strongly advise yom, sir, fo refrain!™
said Phipps. *“ The heather mixture suit i3
somewhat  thick—quite a winter suit, sir.
}[oslt-iurmomforlable on a warm spring day such
as this.”

: Archie adjusted his monocle, and sipped his
ca.

“'Well, don't you know,” he said, “ that’s
frighttully brainy ! I shouldn’t have thought of
that, Phipps! A warm day, what ? You're
right, laddie—absolutely ! We'lll wear the
good old serge.’?

Archie condescended to gt out of bed,
and he was soon dressing with the assistance of
Phipps. For a Remove junior to have a
separate bedroom and a valet was something
unprecedented in the history of the school.

But Archie was so different from evervbody
clse that the other fellows were quite coutent
to make him an exception. They raised no fuss
over this special arrangement. Archic was
immensely popular. He was a Knut—a genial
ass—and the juniors regarded him as their
own particular property.

Of course, Colonel Glenthorne—Archie’s
father—had to pay special fees, to say nothing
of Phipp's wages. But he was glad that Archie
had consented to come to a public school. 1t
was far better than being under a private tutor.

Phipps was a man of many parts—an
invaluable servant. In addition to looking
after Archie—dry-nursing him, as somé of the
fellows put it—he fulfilled the duties of a
butler to Dr. Stafford. Phipps’ time was
occupied from morning till night.

“T think we look all right now, sir,” he
said. “ Take a glance, sir.”

Archie surveyed himself in the pier glass, and
nodded.

“'Topping, old onion—quite toppinz! ™ he
caid. ** Somewhat calculated to impress the
populace, what ? 2 |

“Yes, sir,” said Phipps. “ I think our
bilue serge is looking very necat,”

*“ Absolutely !’ said Archie. * And now to
{rickle forth ! I don’t suppose I shall need you,
Phipps, until breakiast is over. But be on hand
it the young master calls. Be ready to fly to
his side ! ™

“ Quite =0, sir ! ¥ said Phipps.

‘r' 'Onen the door, old lad, and we'll stream
out!

Archie lounged elegantly through the open
door, passed down the passage, and was just
about to descend the stairs into the lobby when
I met him at the top. He nodded genially.

* Greetings, and all that ! hic said. *“ How
goes it, darling ? X

“X feel fine,

- “T'm all right!” T replied.
Archie, But what’s the matter with you ? ™
matter 22 repeated Archie. “1

L Thﬁ
mean to say——"2

**Pale checks, and hollow cyes!"” I said
gravely,



" 7%l THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY H & 5

 Dash it all!” exclaimed Archic. “ Not !
really, fruity one ? Pale cheeks ?  Hollow
optiea, and so forth ? Dut, 1 say ! Deucedly
disturbing, old rhamm t "1 thought I was
f{.‘{llll" quite priceless ! "

“It's not only what you feel like,” I said.

" chap’s got to look wdl in addition, Archic.
Dldu t you see yvourself in the glass before you
came out ? "

" Abﬂolutch 3

“ And didn’t you notice anything ? " _

“ Absolutely twice!” said Archic, “1
mean to say, I thought the old colour was
blooming, and all that kind of thing! [ had a
distinct impresh., in fact, that the hcalth busi-
NeSs was ﬂounshmg [

I shook my hecad.

“You mustn't make any mistake ! " I said.

“ One minute a chap may be pale, and the next
minule flushed and hmlth\ looking. But some-
times that fiush is -:"unerl by a fever——".

“ But dash it! " said Archie. * That is to

say. dash it ! Fever, don't you know ! Quite
ridic., old son! Horrid, in fact! To be quite
candid, I don’t feel quite as sprichtly as T might.
The old bones appear to be deucedly stiff,”

“Abh !’ Isaid. * That's a bad sign! Take
iy advice, Archie, and go ot.ﬂls When a
chap’s in delicate health, he can't be too carc-
ful! I'll probably sece you later!”

1 nodded, and passed on. And Archie stood
staring *lftcr me with a worried frown upon his
brow. He shivered slightly, and pulled himself
up straight. |

“ Deucedly rotten! ™
cnappic was serious,
stroke, and all that !

He passed down the stairs, and just got to the
bottom when Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey
strolled up. They paused as they saw Archie,
and stared at him curiously. It was not an
ordinary glance—but quite a stare.

“ Good heavens ! " said Pitt softly.

“ Something wrong, old bean?” asked
Archie. 1 mean to say, the tie, or the old
coliar 7 I shall have to talk to Phipps——-"’

““You're dressed beautifully, Archic—it's not.
that ! " said Pitt. *° But don’t you think you
ought to have stayed in bed ?

*“In bed ? ” repeated Archie faintly. * But,
my dear old spertsman, what priceless rot,
don't you know! That is to say, rather! In
bed, as it were! But a fellow simply must
tm kle down-——-"

‘ Not when he's ill | 7 said Pitt,

““ Almost dying ! ”” added Jack Grey, shaking
Lis head.

“ Dying ! ” breathed Archie.
700ks !  But—but—it’s impos., my dear lads !
I'm feeling topping, and—and At least, I
was., I mean to say, it seems that there's some-
thing wrong with me! "

“Wrong ! " echoed Jack Grey.
mean to say you don't feel awful 2”7

“ Dash it all, hardly awful! " said Archie.
“ Somewhat pipped, if vou know what I mean,
but nothing more. Tell me, old tulip, whats
wrong ? 7"

he murmured, “‘ The
too! ‘Put e off my

“ Great. gad-

“Do you

What's the old trouble *
“well. if vou don’t kncm it's no good saying

anvthing ! " aul Pitt, ** How on carth do you

inanage to walk abont ?
to get up, Archie !

“ [ mean, plucl-. ry "

“ Rather ! ™ said Pitt.
sent for the doctor 7 '

“By Jove! The doctor!”
“ Deucedly forgetful, and all that ! The fact i,
old lad, notatall! The brainy cove who shoves
“lll‘ﬂ;l(‘dl knives into the old carcase knows
nothing ! Absolutely ! "

“ You'd better send for him at once ! ™" gail
Pitt gravely. * Why, some chaps peg out
through not sending for the doctor in time !
Take my advice, Archw, and go straight to bt
and lay quiet until the crisis is over ! ”

“ Crisis ! 77 said Archie feebly., “ I mecan to
say—— DBy Jove, you're not going ? Noi
oozing away. as it were ? Don't descrt
chappiec who's waltzing round the jolly old
crisgs !

“* Sorry, Archie-—=we can’t stop ! said Piit.
““T hope I shall see you again!”

“ That's dashed queer ! ™ said Archie.
me again, what ? "

“ Alive, I mean ! "' said Pitt, as he strolled oit.

““This is posit.iwly foul ! 7 murmured Archie.
chitching at the balustrade. * By Jove! The
old lezs are becomihg shaky, and all that !

Jolly plucky of you

“ Of course, you've

siid  Archie.

“ See

Phipps ! I sayv, kindly releasc the $.0.8. for
Phipps ! The }'DIIHL{ master is sinking !’
* What's that ?” demanded Haudforth,

bustling up with Church and McClure. * Great
pip! Look at Archie! Weli, 'm jiggered ! ™

*Awful ! 7" said Church. | :

“ Ghu 5tl'. ! z agreed MeClure,  * Is it Archie,
or his ghost "

Archie breathed faintly, and clutched at his
heart.

“I mean to say, ghost!"” he panted.
“ Rather frightful, what ? Makes a chappie
see visions of the next old hemisphere, as it
were. Kindly rally round and extend a few
dozen paws ! The old tissucs are fecling some-
what groggy !’

“ Groggy isn't the word !V said Handiort!:.
“ Why. my dear chap, you don't know how
horrible you look !

“ Dash it all—horrible ! " moancd Archie,
“Somewhat terse, as it were. Not exactly
horrible, old chappie ?

“I remwember seeing my uncle, just before he
departed !’ said Church. ** Anybody could el
that he was zoing [ast ! You can'’t mistake it !
And Archie looks just .the same—the same
colﬂu'r in his cheeks, and the same look in his
cyes ! "

Archic seemied to have difficulty in breathing.

“ This, I mean to say, is positively wretched!”
he murmured.  “ It’s most frightiully dencesd.
in fact ! Dear old lads, please be good enough
to skate off and grab Oltl Phipps. DBring the
dear boy to my side

“ That'll be no good ! ”

“ Why not, old top ?’

“1It'll be too late! " said Handiori h.

“Oh! Oh! Thatis tosay, oh!" breathed
Archie desperately. * Too late, and all that 2
But what about the pater ? 1 should say. what
about the old family, and all that rot ? No
tinte to gather tham up at the bedside 7 ™ -

Handforth shook his head sadly.

e

said Handiorth



‘“*Poor old Archie!! he said.
beastly shame! And just after yvou'd bhecome
80 popular, too! Jolly rough luck to go off in
this way | ”

“Of course he’s not the only one,” remarked
MeClure, * Pienty of chaps do it. I once knew
2 fellow who was as right as ninepence onc hour
~ and the next hour he——"’

“Don't |7 groaned Archie. '* Dear lad, it
simply makes the agony worse, dou’t you
know ! Piling on the old pain. Frmhttully
strange, too! I thought 1 was feeling in the
yood old pink. Fit, and so forth.”

“ Self-deception—that’s what it is!’” said
Church, * We'd love to do soinething for you,
Archie, but we're in a bit of a hurry. Besides,
vou know, it might be something catching ! ”

. Catchmg 177 gasped Archie. * Gadzooks!
That's dashed fearful! I mean to say.
catehing !

Handforth & Co. marched off, leaving Archie
drooping and dismal. IRather to hig surprise,
he found that his legs managed to bear the
weight- of his body, and he staggered uncer-
tamnly along the Renmove passage,

A study door opened, and Dc Valerie came
oit. DBut the instant he caught sight of
Archie, he backed away, holding up his hand.

* Don’t come near me ! ”’ he said hoarsely.

““* My dear chappie, I mean——"’

“Go away—go away!"” exclaimed De
Valerie. * That glassy starc! Those pasty
vheeks! 1 can’t bear to look at you, Archie!

Poor old chap—poor old fellow ! 1!d hetter say

pood-bye now !

De Valerie re-entered the study, slammed |

the door, and locked it.

- Archie clutched at his throat, and staggered
dazedly along the corridor. He never exactly

~ knew how he arrived at Study No. 13. But
he got there somehow, closed the door, stag-

gerod across and pushed the bell, and then sank

Bke a limp rag into one of the easy chairs.

Archice’s study had an cleetric bell connecting
it with the butler’s pantry, some distance away
in the domestic quarters. Phipps presided over
this apartment. And within a few minutes
Phipps answered the call.

Ilp lcoked at Archie curiously,

*You rang, sir 2’ he asked, in his usual
even voice.

** Phipps ! g whispered Archie. “T mean to
sayv, dear oid chappie! You've got to promise
e that you won't wear blavk }

““ I beg your pardon, sir ?’

i anrhtrul expense, ‘and so forth! ” moaned
Archie, ' Flowers not required, Phipps. I'm
going, old tulip—sinking with a priceless show of
speed ! Too late for the medicine merchant !
'Too Jate for the gathering of the clans! Hold
my hand, Phipps, and smile sweetly ! "

Phipps walked across, and loocked down at
Archie,

“ Is anything the matter, sir 2 he asked.

“ Matter ! ” breathed Archie, “ I'm dying,
don’t you l-mow ! t
o l)zalng, gir ?

A olutul}'
“ ¥ hardly thlnk s0, sir,” s-nd Phipps.
“ Dash it all, old e¢hap!” said Archie,

That is to say, f]a.ah it all.I I'm the cove to

“What a [

surcly 7 All the lads of the village hiave

Know,
bheen lmmng round, pointing out the zlassi-

ness |

* f3laskiness, sjr? Y

“ The old eyes ! explained Archie. ' Signg
of sinking, and all that, Rally round, Plupps
be a sportesman, you know. By Jove, and hv
the way. I mean, as it were, by the way !
The old suits, Phi]}ps——the wearing material !
Yours,oldlad ! Do what you like with them !

Phipps nearly smiled.

* 1 understand, sir, that the yvoung gentle-
men have been mmnmng vou that your eyes
Iook somewhat glasﬁv 77 he asked.

* Absolutely.”

"“ And that you probably
8ir 2 2

* Absolutely ! 22

“ And that you appear to be in a low state of
health 7° \

’ That dear one, is precisely it! " said
Archie fecbly. “The end is coming, Phippr.
I am, as you might. observe, dashed low ! That
is to say, practically at the bottom of the old
deseent.™

Phipps coughed.

“But you felt quite all right when you
arosc, sir 7 !

“Out of the old cot, you mean 2%
“Yes, sir.’

look very pale,

* Oh, rather ! eaid Archie, “ 1 felf
sprightly, Phipps—aquite nippy. in fact.”
“ Then, begging your pardon, sir, 1 fancy

the young centlemen have been plaving a
trick,” said Phipps. * Actually, you are in a
perfect state of health, and yvou have been made
to believe that the very opposite is the case

“ But, I mean, so to speak—I mean,” said
Archie, sitting up. * That's frightfully awiul,
Phipps! You mean to imply, laddie, that the
dear fellows have been having a somewhat
strenuous pull at the old leg ? 22

** Precisely, sir.”:

“ Dut, really ! ”” exclaimed Archie helplessly.
““Really, Phipps! Fearfully ridic., and all
that ! Why ? 1 mean to say, what's the
scheme ? 22

“T'o- daw sir, is the First of April.”

“ The First -——— Gadzooks ! " gasped Arehie,
“The First of April, what ? 'The day when
the lads get fooling, and that sort of stuff 7 22

“Yes, sfr.”

“ Then—then  there’s nothing  wrong ? 2
asked Archie. ** I mean to say, no glassiness 2 i

‘““ Not a trace, sir.”

“The cheeks are blooming with youth, and
so forth ? &2

“ They appear to be very healthy, sir.’

“ Thig, as you will notice, i8 dashed rotten 13
said Archie, with dignity. “ The voung maaln
has heen foolcd Phipps—literally messed about,
and all that. The lads , in fact, have been lag-
ing the mnrry old deuco with Archie ! Decidedly
thick, what ? Don’t you thmk 20, lad ? 2

" \Iere]v a joke, sir——=":

“ Ha, ha, ha |

The door had opened, and a number of grin-
ning faces could be seen mzing in. The
,cmnning faces: emitted various sounds of
hilarity. ) .

““ Poor old Archie ! "’ grinned Reginald Pitt,



““ At his last gasp ! " chuckled Church.
“ Ha, ha, hat”
Arrhle rose, and languidly cli tp]n‘d his hands.
“ Bally good !” he observed. *1I mean to
say, several yards of lauuhtor‘ A PUl‘fEﬁ“}
pri wleua joke, don’t you know !
"You were nic 01\- fooled, any 110“

said

Handforth, “I'm not the onh one."”
““Fooled ?  asked Archie. * Oh, rather!
Absolutely dished, and pesitively diddled!

Dear old lads, it was topping —that i3 to say,
ilhmltnta:l} ! Kindly proceed with the loud and
ung "

“ Ha, ha, ha!” o

The juniors procecded with it.

— e —

CHAPTER 111,
FAIR VISITORS,

ALLO! Hallo! What
have we here 7" gaid
Reginald Pitt. “ Two
damsels fair have en-

tered the portals ! "
“ Christine’s sister, by
Jove!” I said. * Youa re-

member her, don’t you? Agnes Christine ?
She came with us on 2 Summer holiday trip

once, in Lord Dorrimore’s yacht. Quite a
nice girl.”
“Rather ! said Tommy Watson. * She

and my sister Vi were great chums—they are
now, 1 suppose. Let’s go and offer greetings.”

“’As Archio would say, absolutcly !’ ex-
claimed Pitt.

Dinner was just over, and the ecarly afternoon
of the spring day was fine and brilliant. It was
more like May than the tirst of April. Most of
the juniors were making plans for spending the
half-holiday out of doors,

On thiz particular Saturday therc was no
junior fooiball—mainly because the Senior
£leven had a very important- fixture. Quite a
number of fcllows had decided to stand round
the ropes of Big Side, watching.

We looked with interest at the two girls as
we approached them., They had eutered the
cateway only a few minutes earlier, escorted
by Bob Christine, and they were now strolling
over to the centre of the trianzle.

Agnes Christine, of course, was well hnown
to us. She was not radiantly pretty. but very
pleasant and exceedingly good-natured. She
was tall, dressed in a blue serge enstume, and a
neat hat tripnned with bunches of cherries.

Her companion was slightly smaller, and
vory dajnty in appearance. She was dressed
in a very tritn coat-frock trimmed with braid.
The dress reackied just below her knees, and
she wore #ilk stockings.

Her ankles were neat, and her feet were

cnecased in a pair of patent leathoer shoes, cut

in a pretty openwork pattern. A particularly
cxcuisite hat covéred her head, coming low
over her face in & most bewitching manner,
And tier hair fell in a number of long ringlets,
“Jolly pretty girl! ” murmured Watson,
* Rather! ™ I agreed.

* Hallo, you chaps! ™ said Bob Christine.

~

L round [ 2- said Miss Christine.

said

my dear chap,

you don't know how horribie you
iook ! "

isn't the word!"”’
‘‘ Why,

‘‘ Qroggy
Handforth.

L]

“You've met my sister, haven't youn 7 She
was in Bannington with some fricnds, so |1
brought hier over for an hour or two. Let me
introduce you to her friend, Miss Doris Lang-
ton.”

We all shook hands.

“ 1t seemas ages since I saw yvou all !’ said
Aznes Christine.  “* Usimply had to conie over
this afternoon.  You don't mind my bringing
Doris, do you ? "

“ Rather not ! " said Pitt. * Delighted ! 7

“You bet ! ” said Tommy Watson.

“It's very nice of yvou ! ”’ gaid Dorts, smiling
preftily., 1 was nwfullv curious to see St
Frank's ; and, of course, 1 couldn’t possibly
come over by myself, I was cever o0 ¢lad when
Acnes said she'd bring me.”

“I suppose you come from ILondon, ioo,
Miss Tangton ? " I asked. . . .
“0Oh, no!” she replied. I live in {his

neizhibourhood @ but 've always bhad a longing
to sce this wonderiul old school at close (uav-
ters.  Isn't it glorious 2 Such beautiful build-
ings ! I've neverscen anything 3o picturesaue.”

Tommy Watzon glanced at {he magnificent
old pile.

““* Not so dusty !
used to it!”

“Come on,

" he said, OF course. we're
Doris ; we'll make Boly show,us

" You've gob



w0 sce the Chapel, and the old cloisters, and |

the monastery ruins. ‘There arc cver
pots of interest here.”

*ihcy went off, and Reginald Pitl grinned.

1O many

* Decidedly a rippcr ! he remarked. A
jolly fine girl, ch 2 ”
*“Rather ! * said Tommy W atson.  ** Miss

Langton beats Christine’s sister to fits ! "

“We'd try and fix up a tea for the girls in
Study C, but it's hopeless,”” 1 said. ** Christine
will keep ’em in the College House., Well,
vome on—-we might as well put in a bit of time
on Little Side ! ”

While we went there, Bob Christine proudly
escorted his fair charges towards the chapel.
Kverything was quiet here, for the juniors did
not often spend much time in this guarter,.

‘The cloisters, too, were gilent and descrted.

* Look here, #i3, just look after Doris for a
few minutes,”” said Christine. ** I want to rush
off and tell my chums that youre here. 1'm
mapping out a big programme for this alter-
noon, and we mustn’t waste any time,”’

** Don’t be long, Bob !’ said Agncs,

¢Christine promised he wouldn’t be long. and
hurried off. But he had only gone a few yards
when he ran into Archie Glenthorne. The latter
wag strolling clegantly along, surveying the
huildings.

" What ho! What ho ! " said Archie, ** Just
taking the old air, laddie ! Admmng the
priceless architcctnre, and what net !

Christine juimped at him.

*“'This is good, Archie,”” he saijd. = I par-
ticularly wanted you to meet iy sister. Come
on ! There’s another ripping girl with her, too.
You ean look aftér them while I gather the
erowd together.” .
© Archic looked dismayed.

“1 mean to say, deucedly embarrassing,
and all that!” he said., ™ Girls, don't you
hunow | 7

* Not afraid of them, are you 2

* Dashed unexpected ! ” exclaimed Archie.
“ F mean to say, "' I'm not respectable, laddie !
Observe the ancient suit. 1've got to go in and
colleet Phipps, and do the old changing stuff.
Put. on the glad rags——"

“You ass!” grinned Christine. * You're
a8 neat as o new pin—smartest chap in the
school. You don't need to change your clothes.
Come on!"”

Atchie protested for a moment, hut he was
unable to resist Bob Christine's insistenee.
The College House fellow was keen upon leaving
somehody reliable to look after his sister and her
friend. Archie was just the fellow.

Having made the introduction,
hurricdd off acain—Ileaving the
Archie alone with the two girls, He was looking
somcwhat nervous and ill af easc. In the
presence of the fajr sex Archie was rather at sea.

* Well, what about it ?’* he asked genially,
trying to be chatty. * Topping day ! Spring,
and all that! Birds singing, and what not !
How about the old architecture ? Somewhat
ripping, eh ? "

“It’s perfeetly lovely |7 gaid Miss Doris.

** Oh, absolutely | ”

“ Don't you admire jt awfully, Archie ?

“ByJove! 'Thatistosay—I1 mean—Archie,

Christine
untortunate

|

| alone,

know ! "

don’t.
{urning slightly red.
getting on, what 7

vou murmurcd = Glenthorne,
*“1 mean to say, we're
Palh, and all that sort of
rot. Oh, rather!:

Doris similed,

“ Oh, what does it matter 2" she asked
sweetlyv, “ We can’t call you Master Glen-
thorne, can we ? It sounds so horrid. So
formal and stiff. .

*“ Oh, absolutcly ! 7 said Ard:w ““ Stiff, ﬂnd
rotten, and so forth ! By the way, I think 111
trickle round, and gather up the lads——"

“Oh, you mustn’t go, Archie ! ™ gaid Agnes
(quickly.

* Abzolutely not !’ said Archie hastily.
“Just a suggestion, don’t you know. IlI
reynain on the old spot—and assist in the
honours, Oh, good! The deur old chappies
are coming. tlhcm re positively staggering into
the scene!”

Bob Christine had appeared, accompanied
by several other College House fellows. Most
of them were almost strangers to Archie. He
never had much to do with the Monks, He was
itnmensely relieved to see them, however,

* Getting on all right, Archie?” alf-‘.k{ffl
Christine. * How do you like my sister ?°

** Oh, toppmg——prmeless, and all that !
said Archie. “ A sister a t*h'lmm' could bﬁ
proud of, old fruit! Absolutely !

“ Good ! "’ said Christine.

He joined Agnes, and the other iellows
collected round, langhing and chatting. Archie
gazed about him carclessly for a few moments,
and then gradually edged away, He had Ligh
hopes of slipping off unseen.

He was, in faect, jusf getting into the cloisters,
where everything was guiet and still, when he
felt a licht touch on his arm. He halted, and-
looked round in some surprise.

“T hope you won't mind ! " said a soft voice.

Archie felt his heart beating gquickly. Doris
Langton was facing him, and they were gnite

Archie looked round helplessly, and
sought in vain for something to say.

At last
he n:nmd his voice.

* Oh, absolutely ! " he oulamud coniusedly,

“You mean veu do mind ? "

“ Rather ! said Archie. * That is tn cay,
absolutely not. Rq]pmg of yvou to g.:thm
round, darling. ove! I-—I mean

Archie paused, as red as a beetroot. It was
quitc a habit of his to address the fellows as

‘dear ome,” or “darling.”” Archie’'s ex-
pressions, in fact, were decidedly novel and
unusual. But he telt that he had put his foot
rizht into it now.

** 1 beg yvour pardon,’

I“!

" said Doris softly.

“Yards of apology!” exclaimed Archie.
“Pray acecept large quantities ol sorrow.
i Quite a slip, old carrot ! That—that is to say,

—J mean—— By Jove!
deuced, don’t you know ! ”

The girl kept herself from laughing wiih
diifice lfy

“Tt’s «uite all right—you needn’t be ner-
vous,”” she said, ** 1 just took this opportunity
to 1.135\-'5: a word with you. You don't mind, do
you ?’

“ Not a hit—absolutely not."”

* That's «plendid ! " said Dorig,

This is simply

“Oh, look !
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There’s quite a nice seat here,. We can go and
sit down, can’t we ? "

‘“ Oh, rather ! ” said Archie, helplessiy.

He felt that all hope was lost now. Ut had
heen bad enough to be leit alone with the two
girls, But this was rather beyond the limit.
To find himself absolutely in solitude with this
charming damsel was a bit too much for him.
He felt that he couldn’t string three words
tozether in a correct sequence. _

Archie was not usually so nervous.  but the
way in which this little aff2ir had eome about
had taken him by surprise. And he hadn’t had
time to pull himself thoroughly together.

““ Oh, this is splendid ! ** said Dorig, as they
sat down. “ Now, you don’t think this is
awfully forward of me, do you ? ™

“ Forward ! © said Archie. * Dash it all!
Forward, what ? I mean to say, not at all.
Not a bit. Not, in fact, a bally trifle. Carryon,
old fruit-—-- ¥r-—I—I mean Mlss—Miss—--
By Jove! How dashed awkward! "™

‘“ Miss Langton,” smiled Doris. “ 1 wanted
{o speak to you because I believe you are related
to the famous (lenthorne’s, of Glenthorne
Man(;r. Isn’t Col. Glenthorne connected with
vou?’”

“ PDashit -1

“Connected ' said  Archie.

mean, well, rather!  The jolly old pater. As
you might say, the dear old dad ! "

Dorts looked cager.

*“ Oh, Col. Glenthorne is yvour father 7 ' she

asked.

“ Absolutely ! "

“ How splendid—how wonderiul ! ™
girl delightedly.

“Oh, rather!"™ said Archie. * 1 mean,
wonderful. Not absolutelv—not really. The
pater is a ripping sort, of course, but he has his
faulte, don't you know. Somewhat peppery.
and all that sort of rot. The old temper is
rather rapid—"

“ Yeg, 1 know,” said Doris. ** Then there's
a man nzined Mr. Giddy. isn't there. T think
he's the manager of yvor father’s estate 27

“The very bounder,” agreed Archie, feeling
rather more at ease, now that the conversaiition
find taken a definite turn, * Giddy. in fact,
is a blot, as vou might say. A bally nuisance to
thie landscape, and what not ! A clever chiappie,
and all that, but most dencedly vnpleasant !

“Oh, he's eruel!” said Doris, feelingly,
€ Mr. Giddy is harsh and cruel !

** I mean to say o

“That's why 1 wanted to speak to yvou.”
went on the girl, **1s Mr. Giddy in sole
charge 2 I mean, does he poscess full authority
to do anything he likes on (he estate 7 7

“AWell, as a matter of fact, exactly.” replied
Archie.  * During the time when the pater
i3 juzzing somewhere abroad, the old lad—that
is, Giddy—hurls himseli about, and so forth.
Makes the populace know that he's 1t, il yvou
grasp my meaning. A decidledly foul cove, in
faect.”

“ But vour father i< at home now, i=n't he 2

““ Absolutely ! ™

“Then—then it's wicked! ™
indienantly., “ It's shameful ! "

Acrchie dropped his monocle.

¢ Somewhat severe, and all that ¥ ! Lie asked.

said the

s«aid  Doris,

“ 1 mean, the pater can be at home if he likes,
what 2"

“ L don't mean that,” said the girl., ““ It's
wicked of Mr. Giddy to be so harsh when Col.
Glenthorne is at home. I'm quite sure your
father wouldu't agree if he knew all the facts.
[ want yvou to help me, Archie.”

“To—to help you 7 " faltered Archie, “ Oh,
rather! I—1 mean——"

“ What would you say il a poor old lady was
to be turned out of her little cottage just hecause
she was a week behind with her rent ? " asked
Doris, her pretty face expressive of deep in-
dignation. “ What would vou say if Mr. Giddy
had threatened to eviet her and her belongings
into the road ? 7

Archie swelled with wrath.

* That. ax it were, would be quite frightful ! "
he said. ** I should say. absolutely beastly !
But surely even old Giddy— —-"

* Oh, vou mnust help me ! 7 said Doris. “ You
see, my old nurse is sueh a sweet thing. She's
a dear creature, and she lives in a lovely little
cottage all by hersell. It's not jfair that she
should be turned ounf, is it 7

“ Absolutely not.”

“Mr. Ciddy is ever such a nasty man!"”
went on the gicl.  * Supposing he earried out
his threat this afternoon ? 1T want vou to come
with me to Lidgemore—it's only & little way
from here-———""

“But T mean, rather imposs.. what ? " put
in Archic, in dismay. A Jrightinl  fag.

walking. and all {hat.”

“Oh, bnt Agnes and I have onr bieyeles
here.” said Doris.  “ You can ride g bieyele,
can’t vou ? "

“In oa owayv of speakivg. absolutelyv.” replied
Arehie.  © Peariully strenuous, and so forth :
but 1 have pushed the joily old pedals at
diterent times, you know. Daf I imean to say,
abont this old lady—--"

" We mustn't waste any more time !
the girl,  * Mr. Giddy might act while we're
falking, O course, Agnes will eome with us.
and  perhaps Bobh will come, too, but do
promise, Archie !

“lor—that i, yvon see, IT—T—-

“You do promise, don't you ? "

“Absolutely 17 =aid Archie. " That is to
Y

**Oh, thank yvou ever so much ! 7 said Doris
quickly., “ I knew yvou were a nice hoy directly
I saw syou! It's so generons of yvou, Archie !
I'l run off now and arrange it with Agnes,’s

Gefore Archie could say any more, the gisl
left her scat, and tripped off. Archic lay back,
aazed glassily in front of him, and sighed.

“ By Jove! " he murmured. © This, as vou
might say, is the limit ! 1 need assistance, |
innat stazeer ronnd and dig out old Phipps.
He'l know what to do, He'll bhring up the ol
advice.”

Then hessaw that Dorls was running back
towards him. He collected himsell, and waited.

“ Dack again, what 27 he said cheerfuliy.
“That is to say. changed the jolly old mind ?
Not going, and all that 27 ‘

Y Oh, ol course I'm going !’ said the girl.

ul U've just remembered something, I want
you to promise me that you won't tell anybhody

" said

J
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1 shouldn't like tlie other hoys 1o
will you,

about this.
know. You won’t say a word,
Archie ? "

“ Rather not ! said Archie,  ** Trast me,
dear old thing ! ‘I'rust e, don't you know.
The old seeret is Jocked in the hosom !”’

She hurried off again, and Archie realized
that this time he had positively done it. By
giving this promise he had made it iimpossible
to even approach Phipps. Things were getting
worse and worse.

He was still sitting limply there, trying to

gather his thoughts tegether, when Bob
Christine ecame hurrying along with the two
girls.

“ Decent of you, Arehie, 1o take Agnes aund
Doris along to the cottage,” he said briskly.
“Thanks very much., By the time you get
back, T'll lmn a ripping tea ready, and yowu'll
h'ne to join us.’

“ Frightiully deecent ! 72 Archie,
* Thanks, old tulip! ™

“You'll be starting off at onee, I suppose 7™
ﬂaked Christine. :

- " Well, as a matter of fact, no ! said Archie,

““That is to say, ves! " he 'ultlml ag he ¢ nu..ht
signt of Doris looking at him in an anxious
kind of way, ** Oh, rather! Right on the spot,
as it were.  We're trickling off at onee, old
top!"”

* That's splendid ! "7 said Agnes,
along ! "’

entd

“Come

“And T'Il lend you my hike, Archie,” said
Christine.  ““In a matter of this kind jt’s
impossible for anybody e¢lze but vou to do the
business. Be as quick as you can, of course.
We're the only people who know about this
little affair of Doris’, so you'll keep mum,
won't you?’

“ Oysters, laddie,
with it !’

“Good !
brick ! "’

*“1 mean to =ay, a ehappie miust rally round,”
said Archie. ** Rather! ™

They all went back into the Trianele, and
found it rather descrted. For the majorityv of
the fellows were on the playing fields., And
those that were not had gone off for bicyele
spins, or rambles an fodgt. Such a glovious aifer-
noon as this could not be wasted,

The girls” bicyeles were just inside the main
agates, where DBob Christine had placed them.
Christine's machine was there, too, He took
hold of it, and passed it over to Archie,

““Just about your «ize,” he said,

“ Rather ! " agreed Arvchie. ' But. dear old
Iad ! Quite impos., don’t you know. A chappie
can’'t ride the old bike dressed like this, I've
got to wander indaors and change.”

*“ No tiine for that ! ™ caid Chivistine promptly.

“ But, I mean, really—-""

“YWhy, vou'd take an hour, Archie !’

“Dash it all! A chappie can't, change Lis
bhally clothes in less | suid Arehie. ** Even
with Phipps waltzing round, it would take nwe

at least an hour. But I won't be longer ———"*
- “You w nnt be o minute !’ interrupted
Christine. "My dear ass, it’s impossible to
change ! You've got to go off at onee. Hasn't
he, Doris 7 22

are not in the same street

said  Christine, “Youre a

I S ———

“ Yes, you must come now, Archic!’’ said
Doris, tmlrhmg his arm.

Archie shook slightly.

“Oh, yes, rather!” he said. *“ Now ?
Absolutely | Any old thing you like, as it were )
But I'm frightfully worried. 1 don’t (uite
lknow what to do with the old That is
to say——""

He paused, rather helpless, and gazed down
at his trousers,

“Oh, you mean your trucks will get mixed
up in the chain ? ”” asked Christine, with a grin.
“1If you used your eves, my son, vou'd see that;
my bicycle's got a gear-case. Fheres no mud
to-day, and you'll be able to ride without
gettin,; yourself messed up in the slightest
degree.”

Archie nodded vaguely.

“The fact is, I'm fecling quite hot and
bothered,” he confessed. ** But it’s no good
izlumhling, what ? 'The thing’s got to be
done, I mean to say, the old ndc must really
he started on, and a1l that. Right-ho! Right-
ho! We'll trickle away.” .

They wheeled their bicyeles out into the Iane,
and mounted. Archie hung slichtly behind—
not because he was afraid of making an ass of
himself on the bieycle—he was quite a good
rider—but he felt that it was bettier to let the
young ladies go first.

“ Now we're off, old things!” he observed.
“ Fairly, as you might say, started on the old
job. Hallo! Hallo! Something appears to be
wrong ! 7’

Bob Christine was running bechind,
shouting.

“ Half a minute, Agnes!” he called out.
“Just a minute, gis ! ”’

“We have, so to speak, got to stop,” said
Archie. * Pray allow me .

“ Oh, we'll be riding on ! "’ exclaimed Doris,
who was gliding b» Archie’s side, ** Agnes can
casily catch us up.

Archic wobbled slightly.

** Oh, absolutely !’ he said. “* Quite so, t]ear
old fruit ! I—I mean to say. old aportqman. :

They eycled on—alone.

and

—.\_—

CHAPTER 1V.
AT THE LITTLE COTTAGE.,

ORIS LANGTON was

evidently an excellent
cyclist.,

She nedalled quite

hard, and Archie was coni-

pelled to exert a great deal of
: energy in order to keep up the-

Pace. He was, as he would have deseribed it, in

& frightfully difficult posish. '

ile couldn’t very well complain—it was im-
possible for a fellow to admit himself whacked
by a mere girl. The only thing, therefore, was
to keep it up and say nothing.

And this required a lot of doing.

Just before they reached the village, how-
ever, Archie considercd that it would be just as
well to make a slight hint.

I *“ Pardon the old sug ggestign ; but don 't you
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woitldn't it_be as well— -
What ? ™ he remarked. * 1 mean 1o say, Miss
Christine, don’t you know ! Deuccdly diienlt
for hier to eateh up, and all that ! T readly think
it would be bvitvr ir we made the pace 201e-
what less speedy.’ o

“Oh, it doesn't matter! sail  Doris.
“ Agnes can easily cateh us up. She's a first-
ciass eyelist., Come on, Archicr—put some beel
into it, yoit know, and get a hustle on ! 7

Archie felt rather queer.

** Oh, rather ! " he said weakly,

Miss Doris was somewhat more rree and easy
now, amd Avchie’s nerves hecan to be ruther on
edze, 1t was bad enough 1o be lett alone with
the yvoung lady in the school precinets.,

Jut here, out in the open country, it was
rather feariful. She practically had him at her
merey. He felt that something dreadial was
going to happen. He knew very well that he
would ncever be able to keep his own end up
against this sprightly voung Iadyv.

"This way, Archie—there’s no need to go
into the village,” said Doris. * If we bear
round here, we Jll*-.f ¢o along this lane, and we
shdll soon come to Edgemore, It won't take us
long.'

* There appe .lrn to be some (rightiul hwry,’
said Archie. I don’t mean to suggest, old
Huug, that the bally case isn’t urgent, Of
course, it’s feariully s0. Old Giddy is a bounder
onee hie gets on the trail. But doa’t you think
we lnlszht drop into second speed. as it were ?

i No, Archie ; we must o on.’

“ Of Lourw—oh, of course!"” said Archie.
“ You mean get on?  Well, to tell the truth,
we're doing it all the bally time ! But 1 really
think we ought to slacken down somewhat,
Miss Christine—-—" |

“Oh. it doesn’t matter about her,” inter-
rupted the girl.  * Alter all, she was only
coming just to Keep us coinpany. And it's

think——— That is,

really much better to be alone with you,
Arehie !V |
‘I mean 1o say ! " gasped Archie, “1—
b5 J

T think yvou're awiully nice !’

“ByJove! ‘Thatistosay. gadzooks !’

“ Don’t vou like me, Archie ? ™ asked Doris,
siuiling at him.

Archic narrowly
ditch.

“This—this is somewhat speedv——swiit, as
vou might sav!” he said desperately. ** Oh,
rather! Like you? [ really think you're
quite priceless, Miss Doris !  Stunning, and all
that! You make a chappie fecl most fright-
fully frightful ! I mean, I'm.an awful chump-—
A most. bhthermg ass, to be quite frank !

“ Yes, of course ! * said Doris w-weﬁth

“ Dash it a1 ! " protested Archie. 1 mean
to say. don’t you know ! As it were, dash it
all! Somewhat frank and candid, and so forth!
‘The jolly old truth, but a cove hardlx likes it
Hhiuvd at lumI =

* But vou're a dear,
Doris, as they IO(IP aloug.
, Absulut(*h "said Archie. “ I should say,
pray desist! What priceless rot! I'm
bothered if I know what 1'm saying, old onion !
Giood graemui' These words simply flow out

missed nning into the

all the same !’ said

[

i1 forth ?

uubidden, don't you know. I just.think a bit,
and then-—zing !\ There you are ! ”

Doris faughed, and pedalled with all her
strengih. le\ were just going up a little rise,
and Archie was left yards behind. 1t was as
much as he could possibly do to pedal to the
top without falling off. And this was probably
the most strenuous  exercise he had undertake
for many a long day.

Nobody else on earth but a member of {he
fair sex could have persuaded him to undertake
sich an ordeal.  But he couldn’t get out of it.
Whichever way he looked, there was no way of
{1..“1' Jl)fl

And he was filled with humiiiation by the
time he topped the rise. Doris liad got there
long since, and was now standing beside her
machine, looking particularly atiractive,

Archie gave her a sickly smile.

“ The bally old chain, or something '’ he

mumbled.  “* T'he brakes, don’t you know-—or
something ! Anyhow. the old jigger wouldn't
buzz ! Something trightfully wrong ! SOTTOW,

old dear! ™

“Well, we're nearly there now. Archie,"” said
Doris, as she remounted. ** And then }011 11 be
ever so glad that you came with me. Let's
hurry on.”

“I was thinking ——"'

““Well? 7

“ Perhapz you needed just a little rest. and

ail that sort of rot ? " asked Archie breath-
lessly., I mean to say, a breather. and so
What about it 7 Do we linger, and
admire the old scenery 7 7
“ Oh, 'm all rieht, thank you.’
“You needn’t worry about me!”
*“ Oh, good ! =aid Archie. * Abzohluteiv ! ™
But his heart sank. He had bheen Iu};nn'r

said Doris,

| against hope that he might be able to have a

little respite. Miss Doris, however, scemed
determined to keep going without any pause.

They free-wheeled down a small hill, and then
came to a rather lonely part of the road where
there were no houses cr cottages in sight. The
little hamlet of Edgemore lay further on, round
a nitmber of bends.

This part or thie country was quite new to
Archie—he had never been here before. And
he hadn’t the faintest idea where the girl was
leading him to. He 1elt quite helpless. And
there was a kind of sensation within him that
all this was wrong —that he ought never to
have started.

“ Round this
suddentdy.

She went shooting round a sharp bend—
down into a much narrower lane than the one
they had been following. Archie nearly went
full tilt into the hedge, endeavouring to turn
quickly. By a rave piece of luck he managed to
keep his balance, and gob round all right.

And now he saw, just in front, a little tumble-
down cottage set a short distance from the road.
The very appearance of the place did not strike
Archie as being picturesgue.

And as Doriy dismnounted at the gate, Archie
followed her example. The cottage seemed to
be something of a wreck.  The upper windows
were boarded up, and the lower windows had
the outside shutters closed.

way, Archie!’ said Doris



~ By Jove!" said Archie, adjusting his |

what ?

r?
-

nionocle. 1 mean, rather fearrul,

Hardly what the old mind pictured
© e Isn't it terrible ? 7 asked Doris concernedly.
“This is all the fault of that horrid man,
Mr. Giddy ! !

* Really, I fail to gather the old frend!"
said Archie. * In other words, kindly repeat
the observation, 1 didn’t quite gather the
drife ! !

It was Mr, Giddy who canzed these shutters
to be put up, I expect,” =aid Doris, ** The
poor old lady must have been nervous—perhaps
she thought that the mian would break into the
cottage.’:

Archie nodded.

* Brainy ! Deucedly brainy ! he =aid, |
“ sbhsolutely ! Now. do you know. I shouldn’t
have thought of that ? The old barricade.

what ! Keeping out the enemy, and all that
kind of stunt 7 =

= Of courze ! " said the girl, * Come along !’

sShe pushed open the ramshackle gate, and
ihey entered. ‘The short garden path was
smoihered in weeds, and the whole place was
in a fearfully untidy state. Archie noticed all
this, and he thought that it looked very nueer,
Lut there wag no time Tor him to have any real
snspicions,

Just az {they reached the front door, it
opened wide, Doriz passzed inside, and Archie
tollowed. It scemied very dim in there. Strong
hamds grasped bimn from the rear. and he was
pushed vielently into the eentre ol the room.
.Jit, the same moment the door closed with a
shinl.

Doris T.angton uttered a soft. mocking faugh.

* You pititual idiot | 7 shie gaid, her soft tones
vanishing, ! dido’t think it would be half so
easy to trick vou!

* This is somewhat stageering ! " said Archie,
ax he suddealy went linp. * The old brain
fails to keep pace, don’t von know! This, in
fact, is where { need Phipps! [ mean to say,
wiere are we ? What's happened 7 What's
the tremendouz idea ? In other words, the
whole scheme appears to e deucadly trightrul ¥

“ Better keep quiet, young ‘un, and 1ry no
tricks ! "’ said a grodl voice in his ear. " That's
right, Bill ! Prinz thatrope! We'll =oon have
the brainless brat bound up ! -

Archie started.

“T mean to =ayv, what?" he exclaimed
severelv, ‘1 sav—Dbrainless brat ! Decidedly
insalting, and so forth ? Rather near the old
edee ! In other words, somewhat close to the
knuekle !

* Silence ! ”’ commanded tiie voice.

““* All this is most decidedly roiten !’ =said
Archie, “1I don’t cateh on to the scheme.
Pray explain, and —="%

“Don’t you underztand ? ' asked Doris,
standing in front of Archie. and laughing at
him. “1I've trapped_you—I've decoyved you
here so that youw'll be held & prisoner ! It was
all part of a plan ! 2

* Imposs. ! ”’ said Archie blankly,
to say, quite ridic.! I don’t belicve it, dear
oki-thing! I mean, I can't think that you—a
girl, doa’t you know-—should be so shockingly

2

1 mean

Doris langhed again.

And then Archie could see that the orhep
people in the cottage were four ill-dressed
ruftians,  They wore rongh clothes, and chokers
round their necks, Their faces were hali hidden
by means of black masks,  And thelreaps were
pulled over their eves,

Archie could see this now that his own eyves
were growing accustomed to the gloom. And
almost before hie realised it, he was bound hand
and foof, and laid down upon a heap of straw.

The ¢irl who had led him into this trap steod
looking on with obvious amnuzement, She had
no reerets—she had done the thing :;lu:*liher:ttefy,
and was openly vloating over the resnlt,

“Tt was all a plan ! " she said.  ** T worked
it. all out. with the help of iy Iriends here. 1
came with yvou aloue, Archie, Lecause tb was
important that nobody else should knew where
vour had ot to.  And now we're 2oing to hold
vou a prisoner !

“Oh, absolutely ! ™ said Archie, * That
certainly appears to be the =cheme. Ropes,
and eaes, and all that 72 Remind: me of a
bally thing 1 saw at the old theatre,” Fright-
fully exeiting, and what not -2

“ Look here, young 'un, it won't help vou to
Keep up that talk ! said one of the men.
*This eal is in with ns—s<ee 7 We're a gany
workin® together, an’ we mean to get a whole
pile out of your father hefore we "and you over.”

*“ The pater! ™ <aid Archie, * But, dash it
all, that’s out ol the ques, ! The old boy won't
hear of it, you _know ! The dear old Iad will
positively jib! In other words, there’ll be
nothing doine ! *2

“ You'll sce about that ! ™ arowled the man.
“ Unless yvour father pays up, you wou't leave
this ‘ere plaee at all ! 2

1 mean to say—that'll be trightfully awk-
ward ! 7 suid Archie. * A chappie can’t stay
here all the time, vou know. HWardly comiort-
able, what ?  Not exactly what you might call
playving the gawe 7

It was rather exasperating to Archie’s captors
to see him taking the whole thing so coolly. He
may have been several kinds of an ass, but there
was no doubt that he was game enough. It was
anite possible, on the other hand, that_he was
too langnid to take much heed. His strenuous
cyele ride had fagged him out, and the heap ol
straw was by no means uncomfortable,

Archie closed his eyes, and lay back at
E':lﬁﬁl

“Carry on, old things!' he murmured.
“ Kindly proceed with the chat. If you don't
mind, 1'll partake of a few winks, 'The old
lforti':', to be exact. Gives a fellow a bit of &
buek.,’:

*You won't ‘ave much sleep, my fine young
spark,” said the man. ** Afore long you've got
to sign a paper, and we'll bring it in to youn, If
1.'ouit’-£y any games, we'll make it ‘ot for you,
too!

The man passed out through a door at the
rear, and entered a small, dilapidated scullery
whichh overlooked the back garden, The rear
door was open, and the afternoon sunshine
streamed in,

And here, in this inll light, the ruffiaes did

- treacherous | 22

L not 1ook 20 convincing, They removed their
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masks, and surveyed one another. And Miss
Doris laughed with great amuscment.

But, before any of them could speak, a
crackling sounded in the garden. and a figure
came into view. It approached, and resolved
itself into the well-known form oi Bob Chris-
tine, the leader of the Monks.

“ All serene ? ”° he asked softly as he enfered.

“ Right as ninepence,” said one of the
ruflians, ,

“@Good!” grinned Christine. * This, my
sons, is where we smile. TLater on we shall
cackle : and, after that, the whole giddy
College House will roar.”

CHAPTLR V.
QUITE UNEXPECTED.

ORGEOUS abso-
lutely great ! chuckled
Talmadge. * Poor
old Archie has been
fooled up to the giddy neck!
We've got him on  toast!
And it’ll be the jape of the
term acainst the Ancient House.”

“ Rather,” repeated Bob Christine. “ We've
worked for it, my sons, and this is where we
get our reward. It's high time the Fossils were
japed, and this time we'll make the bounders
realise that we’'re the real goods at St. F'rank’s.”

The four ruffians had resolved themselves
into Talmadge, Yorke, Clapson, and Nation.
They removed their masks and chokers, and,
in the strong daylight, it was obvious that they
were disguised. |

It had been very different in the gloomy
front room of the cottage, where the window
was boarded up, and only a faint glimmer of
licht was allowed to penetrate. It had been
finite impossible to detect the true state of
affairs.

“ I reckon we ouzht to hug ourselves,” went
on Bob Christine. * As for yvou, Oldy. vou've
covered yourself with glory. Even Pitt, of
the Ancient House, couldn’t have done better.”

Oldfield grinned.

“ Oh, sir, you are flattering me,” he sim-
pered.

And with one sweep of his hand he removed
his wiz and bowed.. And the dainty Doris
grinned all over an extremely boyish face,
This apparently sweet young thing was no
less a person than Harry Oldfield of Study Z.

Without a doubt, it was an exceedingly
clever impersonation. Nature, of course,
assisted Oldfield to a certain extent—ior he was
small, fair, and had a fresh complexion. And he
possessed considerable ability as an amateur
actor. Christine, in fact, had been quite right
in stating that even Reginald Pitt couldn’t
have done better. And Pitt was the champion
impersonator of St. Frank’'s,

The College House juniors had gone into this
¢ gtunt ”’ thoroughly, and had spent (uite a
lot of their pocket-money, too. Oldfield had
gone to the little establishment in Dannington
. High Street, kept by Mr. Isadore Morris. ‘his
- gentleman supplied wigs, make-up, and so

——

.y

|

forth, and was a kind of local Clarkson. He
always did a big trade whenever there was a
faney-dress carnival at the Town Hall.

Old Morris had rigged out Oldficld to per-
fection. So clever was his work, in fact, that
even the fellows at St. I'rank’s had not seen
through the deception. But even Oldfield
himself would not have dared to take too many
chances. '

For example, his delightiul curls concealed
most of his head, and he wore his hat right
down over his face in a bewitching wanner. It
also served as a aaeld in case he cane in con-
tact with fcllows who were particularly sharp-
eyed. Dy judicious avoidance of these chaps,
Oldfield had succeeded inh playing his part
without a hint of detection.

He had purposely gone into the cloisters, in
order to be free from unwelcome attention.
And it had been by pure luck that Archie had
dropped into the trap so easily. Iverything,
in fact, had gone smoothly from the start.

Archie had never secen OQldfield before
except at a distance, and it was quite impossible
that he should know anything of thetruth.
And the Collegs junior's disguise was so ex-

| eellent that Archie could not be blamed in any

way for falling into the plot.

** So far everything is all serene,” said Bob
Christine. ““ We six chaps are the only fellows
who know anvthing about the game, but the
whole school will be yelling over it by the

evening.”’

“ Rather,” grinned Talmadge. “ And then
we shall do a bit of crowing. Those blessed
Fossils have had things their own way too long.
It's hizh time that Nipper & Co. were made to
sing small.”

“ And it’s All Fool's Day,” remarked Yorke.
“Just the very time for a spoofing game of
this sort. But I must say that Archie is acting
like a good 'un. He doesn't seem to care a
ha'penuy about it, and I'll bet he's [ast asleep
on that pile of straw,”

Christine laughed.

“Rather!” he said.
enough, by all that I can sce.
how did vou get on, Oldfield ?

“* Miss Doris 7’ chuckled.

“It was as easy as falling ofi a form,” lhe
replied.  * SImply nothing in it. I led Archie
a gorgeous dance, puffed the beggar out in no
time. And he was spoofed up to his collar.
Even now he doesn't know who I am.”

“Well, vou mustn’t tell him," caid Christine.
“We've ot to keep the game up. don't forget,
and do it thovoughly. Archie’s got to sign a
paper, and all sorts of things. And we’ll finish
off the jape in style.”

“How ? " asked Clapzon. _

“ Leave it to yvour uncle,” gaid Bob Christine,
“I've zot all sorts of ideas, and we'll work “em
out to the best advantage.”

“ I can’t qnite understand how you zot vour
sister into it,” said Nation, :

“ Can’t understand ? ”

“Well, pot exactly.”

“You ass ! Jt made it fen times as good,”
said Christine. * If Oldfield had siinply rolled
up as a dainty young damsgel—without an

“ Archic -is game
By the way,

| escort—the chaps would have been suspicious
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in 2 minute. It's the first of April, don't for-]
get, and they re all on the alert.:

“ That’s quite right,”’ said Talmadgc “ And,
gome of ’em—chaps like Nipper, for example—
might have suspected things even if the sw ppt
young thing had been escorted by one of us.’

‘“ Of course,” said Christine. “In fact, 1
don’t suppose 1 should have thought of the
jidea if my sister hadn't been in the district.
But, you sec, she came down with some girl
friends of hers to a big house just on the other
side of Bannington. That gave me the wheeze.”

“Jolly good too,” said Yorke.

“Well, it's not so bad,” admitted Bob
nmdost-ly. * You see, if my sister came with
this other girl—well, there wouldn’t be any-
thing to suspect. Most of the chaps know this,
and they'd never dream that her compauion
would be a chap in disguise. She caught on to
the scheme in a tick. and entered into it with
ur-mg, enthusiasm, I arranged it all before-
hand,’?

*“ Of course.™

* It was dead easy,”” said Bob Christine, “ 1
<imply fixed up the time when we should meet,

and she came over to Bannington. Then we
picked up Oldfield at old Morris's. And we
cyeled to St. Frank's without delay. XNobody

had a chance of taking a good look at Oldy on
the road,’”

“Jolly smart.” =aid Talmadge. °° And now
we've got to think about the next move, It
\muldn t be a bad idea to—"!

*T say,” interrupied Clapsen suddenly. 1
believe tllerr's somebody  prowling about
outside,”

‘e Whlt' "

Clapson was staring out of the little window,
and he was looking alarmed,

“ I just saw somebody behind those bushes,”
he said. “* He seems to have gone now.”

The other juniors peered out through the
window,

“ Rats! " caid Christine, “ There’s nobody.'
‘Hut T saw "
“ Tmagination,” put in Yorke. ““Who the

dickens would be prowling abont here, any-
how ? 'This cottage is all by itself, and there
aren’t any other houses for a long way.”

“*My hat!” gasped Talmadge. * It might
be one of the chaps !

“ What do you mean, you ass ? *?

“ Fossils,” breathed Ta]madgo “ Perhaps
they've got on to the wheeze, and are buzzing
round to rescue Archie.’?

*“Oh, rot ! ” said Christine. “‘ They couldn't
have got on to the wheeze, It’s absolutely im-
posyible. Nobody had the slightest suspicion,
and, m ,any case, llO";‘- can they find their way
here ?a

o« They might have followed Oldfield and
Archie,’:

_ T bet they jolly well didn’t!” put in
Oldfield. ““T was looking behind all the time,
and theré wasn’t a soul. Don't be an ass,
*'I:ps?n ! There's nobody w ithin a mile of this

“Well, we'll just buzz out and have a look,
anyhﬂw,” said Christine, ** Can’t be too sure,
you know.’?

They eantionsly made their way out through
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the back door, Into a tiny patch of garden. It
was full of bushes and weeds, and there was a
high hedge at the bottom, and bLig trees growing
near by,

“ Not a soul!” said Bob, lonkmg round,
“ Not a sign of—— Why, hallo ! Scoot back—e
quick ! 2

“ What the dickeng——"1

“There's somebody bolund that hedge !
hissed Christine. “ If yon're spotted in that
get-up, the whole game will be ruined.”

The five juniors scuttled back into cover,
Christine with them, The latter was looking
rather grim.

“My hat ! ” he muttered. *“ Ii those beastly
Fossils have followed us out here I'll say all
sorts of sweet things. You chaps keep m here,
and I'll buzz out and have a look round.’

Christine, of course, was able fo do this, for
he was wearing mdmarv Etons. He was the
general in command of the operations, and, as
such, took no actual part in them.

And now he was very anxious, for it would be
a great pity if the little plot was brought to an
untimely end. He looked ont through the win-
dow, but could se2 no sign of anybody.

“You chaps remain here, and I'll do a bit of
scouting,”” he said. ** We'll continue discussing
the plans afterwards.’:

“ Buzz off then !’ said Talmadge.

Christine paqqnd outside, and cautiously
made his way through the weeds and bushes
until he arrived at the rear hedge. He pushed
through a small gap, and looked up and down.

A ploughed fleld lay in front of him, with an
old farmhouse right away in the distance,
nestling peacefully in a hollow. In the further
distance a fow specks conld be seen in a meadow.,
Christine took them to be cows,

In the immediate vicinity there was one
solitary individual {o be seen. He was a rough,
ill-clad individual with a slouch hat and a red
scarf round his throat, He looked like a gipsy.

Once he glanced round, and Christine caught
sight of his face—sw arﬂn with a big, drooping
moustache Then the man maqed on, and
disappeared throngh a hedge. He had made no
attempt to conceal himself,

Bob Christine grinned.

“0.K.!"” he murmuared. “ Nothing to ged
the wind up about, affer all ! ™

_He returned almost at once to the cottage—
aftor making certain that there was no sign of
the gipsy’s return.

“Well 77 asked Talmadgze, as Bob entered.

“ All serene!” said Christine, “ Only a
giddy gipsy chap going along that footpath.
1 don’t suppose he even saw us, or knew that
we were here, And now to get to business,
We've got to spoof old Archie a bit more | 22

“Shall T have a shot ? 7 grinned Oldfieid.

“ No—you've had your turn!” replicd
Christine. * You’ve been spoofing Archie all
the time—Ilike the villainess in the play, yon
Iured him into the trap. Now it's somebody
clse’s turm 1 2

It was decided that Yoirke and Talmadge
should go in, as they looked rather more vil-
Jainous than the others. At first Yorke and
Talmadge were somewhat inclined to resent



Dut, as he pointed
out, it was really a compliment to their disguise.

tlig remark of Christine's.

50, adjusting their masks, they went into
thie dim front room of the cottage. All was still
~nd silent. And there, on the pile of straw, lay
Archie Glenthorne—as sound asleep as a b.1by

“Well, I'm blessed ! ”” muttered Yorke under

his breath.

Talmadge heard the muriur, and nudged
his companion.

“ Now then, my fine voung feller!” said
Talmadge, producing the ;.,rulfoqt voice he
could manace. “ Wake up! You darned young
whipper-snapper! You've got to do wot we
saysl®

Ar{'iue remained serenely asleep.

Talmadze strode across, took the prisoner’s
shonlder, "and shook him vicorously., And
Archie openod his eyes, blinked, mul yvawned.
Beinz bound up, he couldn’t very well move—-
but the ropes were not tight, and he was in no

way hurt, :

** Hallo! Hallo!
asked mildly. “ I mean to say,
rotten ! The fact iz, old fruit, 1T was just in the
middle of a priceless dream ! Oite of the real
ones, don’t you know !”

“ Never mind your dream, young shaver!”
snopped Talmadge.

“ Oh, not at all ! " said Archie.
important—ahsolutely ! About

YWhat's all this? " he

“ Quite un-
a chappie

diving off the bally old picr at Brighton. Most
deucedly exciting, and all that rot! The

chappie, you sce, was just doing the old dive in
ovder to rescue a beastly black eat ! Frightfully
absurd things, dreams, what ? "

“You've got a nerve, vou ‘ave! " growled
Talmadge. * Going off to sleep now ! We want
vou to sign a blamed paper!”

“ Absolutely ! ” said Archie. “ Anything
you like, old darling! The fact is, I'm most
fearfully comfortable. Rolling in luxury, and
so forth. Queer things, but a fellow docsn’t
rcalise the ripping comfort of straw until he
trics the jolly old atuﬂ" Pricelessly casing to
the old bones!”

Talmadge nearh gave himeself away.

*“You young rip ! ”’ he roared. *° Why can’t
;:‘lo_u ?how a bit of spirit ? Taking it calinly like

s !

Archie, as a matter of fact, was showing the
very Kind of spirit that Christine & Co. dis-
liked. He had no idea that the whole game was
a spoof, and yet he was taking it all as calmly
as it such events were of everyvday occurrence.
In A way the whole jape was ruined.

. “ Well, T mean to say, nothing to vell about,
what ? " observed Archie. * In fact. I'm frlght-
fully obhgcd to yvou for being so pally. All
sorts of comfort on hand, as it were. But T must
confess—that is to say, I've simply got to
admit—that the old brain is worryving fever-
ishly over the young lady ! "

l “You don't need to concern yourself about
10T o

*“ Absolutely not ! ” put in Archie. “ At the
same time, old haricot, a chappie cin't very
well rest content. A sweet young damsel, 2o to
speak, in the hands 8f a bally gang of rotters!
sSomewhat awiul, what ? I'm nof saying that
slic doesn’t deserve telling off for fresting me

frightfully

Yorke, holding his sides.

as she did. Absc-lutely ! And when she comes
in here again, it’s going to be done—absolutely
twice! The tmkmff off stunt, and all that kind
of stuff!”

“She was engaged by us on purpose to get
you to this ’ecre cottage!”™ said Talmadge.
* But about this paper——"

“ Oh, rather ! ” said Archie.
paper, what ? "

“You’'ve got to sign it——""

“ Shove down the old sig., and all that ?2 ™
asked Archie. “1've got you, old hean! I've
gathered the trend of the arg. A deucedly big
demand for several cartloads of doubloons.
And this, 1 presume, is to be bunged over to
the old pater ? ”

“Yes, it is! ”” said Talmadze gruflly.

“One dozen fits, don’t you know!” said
Archie. “ The pater, let me tell vou, is one of
those cheery old buffers with a most jazzy
temper. Yon just look at him, and there you
are! The flery eye, and what not. ! TFollowed,
probably. by the hefty old boot. Large amounts
of eaution necessary !

“ Never you miond about that!"” said Tal-
madge. * You've got to sign this ’ere paper,
wot we’ll bring in soon. Do you understand ? "

*“ Abs nlnhlv ! said Archie. “ 1 mean to
sayv, absolutely not ! ”

(1 “f[]t ?ll'

“In other words.

“The jolly old

old onion, there's nothing

doing ! _
“Do you refuse to sign it ? 7 bellowed
Talmadge.

“Twice ! ” said Archie. “ That is to rav,
every time!"”

“ You—vyou durned young picce of scunm—-—""

“Great Scott, and all that! ™ protested
Archie. 1 mt"ht c¢ven say, gadzooks, and my
sainted aunt ! scmn what ? 1}eucodi$ rotten
stuff, if you grasp the old suggestion ! Hardly.
the material to hand out ! ”

“We'll go and tell the chief about this "cre!
snapped Talmadge.

** Absolutely ! ”* said Archie. “ DBut which
one, deaf old lad 2™

“Which one ? ”

“ 1 gather that you were referring to the old
flappers—the hearing apparatus ? 7 said Archie.
“That is to say, the ears. You mentioned
something to the effect that you'd tell the chief
“about this ‘car '——"

Yorke made a fearful gurgling noise. He
was almost on the point of exploding—for, in
spite of himself, he had nearly burst ouf into
| open laughter on several occasions. The one
and only Archie was the limit. Nothing could
perturb him. The calm way he sat there, on his
pile of straw, was rather more than Yorke
could stand. He fled out of the ronm Tal-
madge followed him.,

“ You—you blithering fathead ! muttered
Talmadge fiercely.

““ How the dickens could T help it ?2 ** grinned
*“ That chap ought to

You simiply couldn’t

ne put under a glass case,
He refused to

put the wind up him, "Cally,
bite ! ™
The other juniorg lister.ed while Talmadge

. explained what had occurred. But they aiready
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knew most of it, for they had had their ears at |
the erack of the door,

“ Well, this isn’t exactly what we expected,
but we shall bave to make the best of it,” said
Bob Christine. * You weren’t brutal enough
with him. You ought to have started knocking
him about-—not really. but pretending to.”

“ But he’s bound up ! protested Yorke,

“ Well, you're supposed to be ruffians, and
vou can’t have amy scruples like that,” said
Christine. ** Don’t huri the ass ; vou can easily
Jdo the trick without actunally damaging him.”

*“ He simply doesn’t care,” said Talmadge,
* He just lolls on that straw and moons at us!
I dou't think it matters to Archie whether he
is rescued or not. The fathead is indifferent.
And our ripping jape is on the verge of petering
ont.’2

* Rats ! " said Christine. “ We'll soon think
of something. And there’s no hurry, anyhow.
The best thing we can do with Archie is to
leave him alone for about an hour, so that he
can ponder over the position.”

“He'll do a 1at lot of pondering!" said
Yorke, * The fathead will go to sleep. and
torget all about his troubles,”

“ We won't let him,” declared Bob,

And so, for the next hour, the plan was put
into exeention.  The four fearsome-looking
iufians continually pestered Archie with
threats, and didn’t give him a moment’s peace.

But Archie remained serene and calm all the
time. Christine & Co. realired, at length, that
a9 Jong as Archie wasn’t bodily disturbed, he
would keep on until the patience of his captors
was exhausted.

And so at length the conspirators held =«
consultation.

At least, they collected together in the little
back scullery for that purpose. But just as
they had got started, Nation suddenly dashed
to the window, and pecred out through the
sdirty glass.

“ There’s somebody prowling round again | 7
he said excitedly. v

The other juniors zazed out of the window,
foo. And for a moment. they canght sight of
a ragged figure, with a swarthy face, between
two bushes, Christine nttered an exclamation.

* My hat ! *" he said, ** 1t's that same chap—
the gipsy ! &2

* I say, this looks a bit queer ! gaid Tal-
madge. ** I'm pretty certain that I was right
at first. Nipper and his crowd have got on to
the wheeze, and they're trying to work off

ome game on us.’:

*“ Don't be an ass ! " said Christine. “Haven't
I told you that the Fossils can't know anything
sbout it 7  1t’s absolutely impossible! I'm
p#oing out.to have another look at this ‘chap.
He may be a farm Jabourer,’

Christine was rather irritated by this scecond
interruption. And the great jape with regard
fo Archie had not gone off so wonderfully well,
;'ibhf‘l’. Bob Christine had expected something
etter,

He passed out into the little garden, and
pushed his way through the rear hedge, Then
he gave a little gasp. For, standing ¢uite close

{ roughly.

attired in ragged clothing, They were gipsies,
without (uestion,

Christine had not expected to gee them at
such close squarters, and he had no time to draw
back. He rose to his feet, deterwined to ask
these men what. they were doing there.

As he assumed an upright position—ior he
had erawled through the gap—-he noticed that
a little gipsy encampment lay away to the left,
in a slight hollow. It had not been there earlier.

And now, of course, Christine understood
the reason for that solitary gipsy's {irst appear-
ance near the cottage. He had obviously come
on ahead of his crowd in order to locate a
suitable camping spot, The thing, after &ll,
was perfectly natural.

And Bob gritted his teeth as he realised that
he had been altogether too rash, The chances
were that these gipsies had had no idea that
the cottage was oecupiced, and they would
never have given any attention to it.

But now they regarded the junior queerly
and rather suspiciously, ~Christine looked at
them, hardly knowing what to say. The
encampment just in the distance consisted of a
ramshackle-looking caravan, and one or two
ragged tents. A fire of brushwood was burning,
with an old hag busying hersell in its vicinity,
Three or four tiny mites of children were racing
about in the grass, '

“ Er—good afternoon! ™ said Christine.
* Ripping day! Just ecamping near here, I
iﬁ;lppkoﬁe ? Just the right spot tor it, I should

ink.”

* We got permission,” said one of the men
*“ Wot are yon doin’ ‘ere, anyway,
Mebbe you've goft a copper or

yvoung gent ? t
These are "ard times nowas

two to spare ?
days- -

" The young gent won't mind givin® us a
*bit 0" silver,” put in the other man.
Bob Christine felt in his pocket.

“* Yes, of course ! ' he said readiiy,
a bob between the two of you.”

c i W
Here 8

silver, and picked a shilling out of it. The
two gipsies looked at the money greedily. Bob
was quite certain that they were a couple of
thieving rogues, undeserving of any charity.
But he considered that it would be diplomatic
to tip them.

* A tanner each!" said one of the men.
“YWot's the good o that? A tanner won't
buy a ‘air ent these ‘ere times ! Come on, young
gent. You can spare more than a blinkin’ bob.
IFive is wot we want—an’ sharp! Shell out,
young ‘un! Ain’t that right, Bill 2 "

*“ Yus!" said the other gipsy grimly,

Christine looked at them, and zlared.

“You rotters !’ he snapped. *" If yvou think
I'm going to put up with this, yvou've made
a bloomer ! I'm jolly sorry I gave you the first
shilling,
you ! 2

L

ficantly.

And then, before Bob Christine could dodge,
they suddenly sprang upon him, apparently
believing that he was guite alone. and away

“t0 him, were two grimy-looking individuals, |

{Continued on page 25.)

Rather unwisely, he produced a handfal of

You won't get any more. I can tell

The two men looked at one another signi-

|
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BROKE of ruther abrupty las’ night ’cause

a mouse come out of a hole in my bedroom,

80 1 tride to catch it. I broke my wash-

bole throing my shoe at it, but I didn’t get the
Imonse.

Well, the breaksman an’ I we had a reel good
talk. I tole him ’bout my sisters, an’ Aunt
Betsey, an’ everything. He was sory for me ;
he wouldn't take money for my fare ;: he said,
wen he was my age he use to be whipt evry
night, reglar, an” 1 must get use to it and not
mind it.

“The frog gets used to bein’ skinned,” sez
he, ** but don't brake off yvour sister’'s matches
aganc if you can help it, for beaus is scarce this
year ; the war in Europc has maid a corner n
the market.” ;

Ile love that breaksman till my dyin’ day, he
was 80 good to me. 1t was about ninc a.m. wen
we got to the plaice where 1 was to get off, so we
;;houl-: hans and said good-by, like we was ole

rens.

I b'lieve T'll give up bein’ 2 Bufio Bill, and be |

a breakman wen I gro up. Such a jolly lite !
You can ride for nothing all you want to.
There were some boys around the depot
wich was surprised to see e alite from a frate
car. 'They introduced theirselves, so I thought
Ide stop an’ play a spell ‘fore 1 let Aunt Betsy
kno Idec come to live with her.
They proofed to be very wicked, bad boys,

wich had no bringing
AR

up. They stole my
bank, an’ tored my
new jacket, an’ thru
mud that I wasn't fit
to be seen. 1 thought
wot it said in one o’
my books —*“ Bewair
of strange dogs."”

It was noon wen 1
got to Aunt DBetsys.
I diden’t reelize 1 was
hungry till I smelt
thosc apple pies. She
was eating dinner all
by herself wen 1
come in,

They stole my
bank, and tored
my new jacket.

“ Mersy sakes alive !
sereemed, lettin® her knife drop on her plate s¢
hard it broke a peace out of the cdge. ** Whare

George Hackett ! ' she

did you come from ? Wot’s happened to your
close 7 Who skratehed your face ?

“Aunt Betsy,” sez 1, “ I never told a lie.
I've run away.”

“ Run away !|—run away from vour buchiful
home, your good papa, you dere mamma, your
lovin® sis——"

'_I‘ha_re she stopped as if she’d bin chopped off
an Kinder choked. You sea she rekolected
bout how they didn’t want her to the party.

“ I don’t wunder,” she ads, ** those girls were

enuff to drive ennybuddy a way. Tell me all
about it, my poor child.”
I explained the hole affaire to her. I showed

her my bleeding scars, because Ide made her
mad when she was to our house.

Wen I confessed about the fotografs her eyes
sparkled, shc was so pleased to think my sisters
were in a scrape.

“’Twant rite for you to do that, George,”
sez she, ' but boys will be boys. Ime glad you
cum to me. Gorite in the kitchen an’ wash, an
hurry back to dinner fore the chickun gets cold.*

* Will you promise, aunt, not to let ‘em kno
where I am ? °’

“If they don’t find out till T tell ’em,” she
sorter snapped, * you'll stay with me till your
groan up.”

You sea, she had a spite 'ganst our folks
‘cause I tole her they didn’t want her to stay
to the party.

sShe stuffed me that I couldn’t hold no more,
I had to leive my third slice o’ apple pie an’
mended my jacket, an” was as ¢ood to me ag
cver was,

Long ’bout fore o'clock thare came a telegram
from papa :

““Is Georgie thare ? 2

Aunt telegraffed back ¢

* What do you mene ? 2

So of coarse they thought I wasn’t.

I forgot to say 1 brought my diry tideup in a
handkerchief with a clene shirt an’ a pare of

| stockings,



It was Aunt Betsy's wash bole wich I broke
a tryin’ to hit the mouse. It was funny ole blue
china—the wash bole not the mouse—an’ aunt
felt awful bad. I was afrade she'd send me
home..

. I've been here two days now, she kepes me

Jus to spitc my folks, but O! she makes me

E';‘u:ll.;k like a perfeck slave. I'm gettin’ wery
it.

I've had to pick up chips an’ cven string
benes—a perfeck shame! Cook duz such
things at home.
other boys.

Twict I've stolen down to the depo to look
fur my breaksman to take me back. He'll do
it, I am sure. Homesickness is a fearful thing.

~Fore wery, wery dayvs an’ nites! How slo
time crepes, at a snale’s pace. Ime desperut,
no money, no frens, the hbreaksman I never get a
chance to sea. :

To-day I had to pick twelfe quarts of hukkle
berrys, a deggeradation my proud spirut does
not freeze to.  Oh'! could 1 sca my childhood’s
home onest more Ide be a moddul boy.

Vane are these sad reflecshuns ! Stay ! hold
on! 1 have a thought! I will not rite in myv
diry 'cause I believe Aunt Betsy reads it in my
absunce,

O, happy boy ! at home onet more! Teres
blind my eyes wen I think of the seen wen my
father brought me home in triump: my
mother’s sobs, my sister’s kisses, even cook
was blubberin’, and Betty's apurn to her eves,
The holl town has made a fuss over me.  Thare
was a grate crowd to the depo to meet me ; such
atime! |

Papa’s so angry with my aunt he never spoke
to her wen he come to take me home, ‘cause
cvervbuddy said I must be dead or stolen.

The way I gnt the money to telegraph was
this—she sent me to pick huekel berrys to dry
but I sold 'emr an® went to the depot, and
telegrafed :

“Ime at Aunt Dettsy's—plese, plese com
and take me home. Your son, George,”

My sisters are awful nice girls,
never will do anvthing to teaze “em long as [
live. I am furmly resolied to take the Father
of his Country for my moddul, an’ gro up to be
grate an’ good.

The gnu minister came to our house to tea
to-nite. His name is Revrund Nebneczer
“Slocum. He is 26 yvears old, he said so hisself.
He is pail, wares a white muffier, an’ is fond of
girls an’ swect-cake, so I juge.

. He patted me on the head—I hate to be

patted on the head, that will do for boys of
three or fore. [ think he's sweet on Lil, but
she won't have him. The only sole on earth
Lil cares {or is Montagu De Jones., I carried a
letter to him this afternoon.

She gave me a penny if Ide prommus not to
tell ennybuddy. He wrote one back, an’ he
give me another penny. Lil was out in the
yard waiteing wen I got back. She put his
letter in her pocket an’ went upstairs. Wot
duz this mene ?

When tea was et we all went in the parlor.
Mr. Slocum ast me was I fond of gum drops,
'cause- I was eating some. We was by ourselfs
in the winder ; hc wanted to be pleasant, I
tole him yes, I liked ‘em ; when Mr. De Jones

She will not let me play with |

I never

| doged behind a barrel. Sure enuft
a carridge stoped at the corner.

zive me money for bringin® letters to my sister
Lilly T allus bouglit gcum drops.

What could a made him turn <o green when I
said that 7 At last he ast me how often do
vou buy ‘em? and 1 said every day. He
cave a little kind o' mone like he had et too
much. Pritty soon he sed he must go back to
his bording-house and write a sermon. :

Oh, such a time! Fur onest they didn’t
scold little Georgie, nor whip him, nor send him
to bed by dalite, Pa says h’s going to get me
a scooter next week.

It seems I've bin of a good dele of use if T am
only ait yeres old. Las’ pight wen I had writ
in my diry I wasn’t a bit sicepy, so I went into
Lily’s room to put on one of her rappers to scare
Berty, and I felt suthin’ in the pocket wich was
a letter that I read. It said :

“The carridge will be at the corner at nine
to-nite—slip out quitely, all will go well ; do not
fale. me deerest Lily."

“Wots up? " sez I; ™it's most nine now.
I'll go and see.”

[ hung the rapper back in the clost, krept
down the back stares, an’ reeched the street. 1
dozed behind a ash barrel; sure enuff @
carridec stoped at the corner. ’Bout a minit
after 1 see my sister Lily come along rapped in
a watterproof, carrving a satehel,

Mister De Jones jumped ont of the carridge.
helped her in, shut the door, un’ off they went ;
the driver he licked the horses like he was in a
oriule hurry.

I run home with all my mite an’ mane, burst
in were the foiks were sitting, an’ gasped :

““ You better hurry up if you want to catch
‘'em. I think somebuddy eought to arest that
driver for lickin’ his horses.”

“Wot are vou talking about ? * scz mamma.

“ Oh, nuthing. Why, Lil’y's_run away with
him in a earridge. They're goin’ to Plattville
to @et marrid. I see ’em start.’?

Then papa said a very bad word. Dess she
flue up to Lil's room to sce if I tole the truth. |
was whisked off to bed, like I allers am when
there’s fun goin’ on, an’ wen I woke up thia
mornin,” an’ come down to brekrast, there was
Miss Lily at the table with the rest, an’ after

| brekfast she sez to me :

“ Oh, Geordie, how eould you tell on us?’
an’ burst rite out a ervin’,

I wish T hadn't,
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VISITOR’S DAY, 1952.

T. FRANK’'S looked splendid in the
S glorious sunlight of the May after-
noon. Fellows were moving about
leisurely. The old walls of the “Ancient
House and the College House were 1vy
covered and picturesque. T'be new Modern
House, nearly as large as the old school
itself, reared itself up in great masses of
white stone architecture, surmounted by
the great glass dome. This was the school
nbservatoqf. A little further afield towered
the tremendous aerials of the St. Frank’s
wireless,

It was visitors’ day, and a great number
of Old Boys had come down 1o watch the
sports. The chief event of the day would
be the Flying Race, betwcecen the Lower
School and the Upper School. Twenty of
the man-power aeroplanes were being used
for this race. KEngined machines were not
allowed.

A luxurious limousine aeroplane came
into sight, dropped like a feather, and
dhghted xertlmlly in the old Trian gle.
The chauffeur jummped down, opened the
door, and three Old Boys stepped out.

One was big, rugged, and agressive.
This was ldward Oswald Handforth, the
world-famous fight promoter. Prosperity
had made him somewhat stout, but all his
old power remained. He glared round, and
sniffed.

“Huh ! Nothing new !’ he said, stick-
ing his hands into his pockets. ‘‘ Almost
the same as when we were here as boys.
Remember the time when we were all in
Study D togetiher, Church ?”’

Mr. Walter Church, staid and slightly
grey, nodded.

“1 do!” he replied. *“ Good old days,
Handforth, although you were somewhat
- gelf-willed in those times. 1Eh, McClure ?

Mr. Arnold McClure, the celebrated en-
gineer, smiled.

*I don’t think Hand{orth bas changed |

much,” he said. “ We meet fairly often
nowadays, and he always strikes me as
being the same. DPersonally, 1 think the
old school has altered a good dezal P

““ Nonsense !’ snapped Mr. H a.ndforth.
“ Utter nonsense ! ”’ :

“*“ But, really

“Don’t argue !’ broke *‘Hl Mr.
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H&nd-

forth. “ \Vhy, don’t I know ¢ All yew' can
do i1s to argue. Hallo! Who’s that cmnmg
along ? Why, I'm hanged if it isn’t Mr.

Levi! Lookmg more proaperous than ever,
isn’t he ?’

Mr. Solomon Levi,
financier, was chatting with - Professor
Timothy Tucker, the great authority on
anthropology. Professor Tucker had long

the great City

hair, a decided stoop, a whispy beard, and
he was attired in 'a rusty black suit and a
The professor was

wide-brimmed hat.
very poor. His walk
in life was not a e =
lucrative one. Mr. sl G
Leviwas very different bl
in  contrast. Stout,
well dressed, with a
great diamond spark-
ling in his neck-tie,
and a fat cigar be-
tween his teeth.
“Why, hallo, Hand-
forth!” said Mr. Levi
cheerfully. ‘" Looking
as well as ever, believe

me! Just having a At o
chat with Tucker. k
He's dropped all his Ly i) ,

old - fashioned Com-
munist nonsense. That
sort of thing is dead
nowadays.”’
“And so are all
the Communists!”
said Mr. Handforth.

Before they could

A\

\Ju“

| say anything: {urther, E. 0. Bandlorth,Eﬂ
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o huge, mountainous man waddled into

sight. He was enormous, and could casily
be recognised as. Mr. James Little, the
owner of the luxurious Hotel Superbe, in
Piccadilly. This was the greatest hotel in
Kurope, towering higher than any New
York skyscraper, and containing thousands
of rooms.

A Ittle way behind Mr. Little came
Lord Pittacre, chatting with Sir Cecil De
Valerie, M.P. The latter was a member of
Lord Pittacre’s Cabinet.

Few would have realised that the Prime
Minister had been onc of the most mis-
chievous boys in the Remove of St. Frank’s
—he was then known as Reginald Pitt.
He had progressed wonderfully after taking
up a political career.

Major-General Thomas Watson was
talking earnestly ‘with Sir Montgomery
Tregellis-West, Bart., the well.known big
game hunter,

They all collected together in a group
and talked about old times, when they
were all at St. Frank’s together. Those
times seemed far off now. Lord Christine,
the great judge, appeared with Sir Charles
Talmadge, K.C.

, And, standing quite alone, were two
weedy, miserable looking men, prematurely
aged, who could have been recognised as
Mr. Edward long and Mr. Enoch Snipe.
T'hey were seedy, too, for they had never
succeeded in life. Growing older, they
were both ill-tempered and sour.

And it was just at this point, when Mr.
Richard Goodwin and ILord Glenthorne
were entering the main gateway, that
everything scemed to grow dark. Mr.
Justin B. Farman, the American million-
aire, faded out as he was approaching Sir
Edgar Fenton, the great Harley Strect
physician.

And then I discovered that that silly
ass, Reginald Pitt, was shaking my
shéulder.. And I woke up to find that I
was in Study E, and that the year was
still 1922 after all. -

It was a tremendous pity, because I
had wanted to see a few other fellows as
they would be in thirty years time. But,
unfortunately, you can’t doze off again
and finish a dream—particularly if it’'s an
interesting one. -

¢

Next Week’s Magazine.

MORE LEAVES FROM THE
BAD BOY'S DIARY.,
TRACKE.IT GRIM' &cll &c.
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MY HAT!

By BOB CHRISTINE.

With apcologies to the Author of the
well-known scng: ‘“ My Word!?”
Dedicated to E. O. HANDFORTH.

l’M splendid at footer, at footer I'm
splendid,
In goal 1 am simply first-rate.
I can say without boasting I save goals bv
the hundred,
And my kicking is really quite great.
Why, Chelsea have asked me to captamn
their first team,
So I needn’t say more as to that.
I'm a wonder, a bustler, a winner, a hust-
ler,

A tipper, a ripper—my hat |

L L] 2 ' r

I'm an expert at boxing, at boxing an-
expert, _ ity
And Joe Beckett 1'd face without fea.@‘"

I can say without swanking, if things cogigs

be managed, N
I could easily beat Carpentier ! '
Why only last winter I knocked out Jark

- Dempsey,
So I needn’t say more as to that.
I'm a dreadnought, a spiffer, a bruser, a
hiffer,
A crasher, a smasher—my hat !

I'm first-class at ericket, ot cricket I'm
first-class,
I hit sixes off every ball.
While as for the batsmen when 1 begin
bowling,
They simply can't face me at all.
Why the papers last season nicknamed me
Armstrong,
So I needn’t say more as to that.
I'm a scorcher, a fighter, a hitter, a smiter.
A battler, a rattler—my hat !

I'm hot stuff at billiards, at billiards I'm
hot stuff,
I make breaks of a thousand or more.
I beat Smith and Inman the first time I
played them, :
Though 1'd never played billiards before.
Why 1 beat them together with cne hand
behind me,
So I needn’t say more as to that.
I'm a wizard, a whopper, a mervel, a
topper, '
. A razzler, o dazzler—my hat !
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SMAGAZINE § '
SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

Kindness to Animals

In many schools
the teaching of
“kindness to ani-
mals”” has been in-
troduced, either in
the form of reading
lessons, or as spe-
cially prepared
lectures.

It was at one of these schools that a
teacher—on the return of the children
after a short holiday—said to one of the
second standard lads, as he patted his
hoad :

““1 hope, Tommy, that during your
holiday you have remembered to be kind
to all dumb animals, as I have so often

improssed upon you. Have you. my
boyv 2"
““Oh. yes, sir,” replied Tommy. I

think 1 have. [t was only vesterday, sir,
“that I let mmy aunt’s poor little canary out
of its caze, for [ see that it wanted it3
liberty : and when a cruel cat got hold of
it, sir, [ set the bulldog at her—so I did !”

Heard at an Evening School.

~ And in connection with evening schools,
[ am reminded of another amusing inci-
dent. It should be explained that in such
schools the schoolmaster does not expect
or attempt to maintain the same strict
order and discipline as he does in his day
schoo!. He knows full well that he would
not get it if he tried ; and, accordingly, he
lets the pupils talk now and then, so long
as they do not disturb the work of the
majority of the class.

During an arithmetic lesson, a school-
master, whilst walking about the pupils’
~desks looking at the work, overheard two
big lads speaking to each other as follows :

“1 tell thee what, Bill,” said one,
ovidently disgusted with the whole busi-
ness of sums and saccounts, “I'm just
getting about sick on it !”

_ " Oh ?" said his mate curtly,
ing on steadily with his worl,

and keep- u

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

“ Aye, Bill,” continued the other, ‘I
tell thee I were a fool ever to come to this
bloomin’ institooshion ! ™’

“Aye,” responded Bill, now quite angry
at being thus interrupted, ‘* aye, so thou
wert ; and, what’s more, thou'st re.
mained one ever since!”’

Father Ain't No Qood at Makin?

Excuses !

Teachers attach great importance to a
child attending school regularly and
punctually. Indeed, some of them treat
an absence as an actual offence or breach
of discipline unless the child brings a
written excuse from the parent.

At a certain Board School in Southwark
the teacher, whilst calling the morning
roll or register, noticed that one of the
lads had been marked absent the previous
afternoon.

Calling the scholar out, the master said :

““I see you were absent yesterday after-
noon, Higgins. Where is your note ? ™

“1 didn’t know as 1 had to bring one,
sir,”” answered the lad.

The master then recollected that the
scholar was a comparatively ‘" new boy,”
and Rence might not know the rules of tho
school in this respect. So he said to him :

“ Well, 1 believe you. However, when
vou come this afternoon you must bring
the written excuse with you.”

“Who from ? " asked the lad.,

“Why, from vour father,”
master. -

““Oh,” responded the youngster, “ my
father ain’t no good at making excuses,
sir;  why, mother catches him every
time !’

‘““ Catches him ? 7 exclaimed the master,
“Whatever do you mean 7"

“Why, finds him out, sir, soon a3 ha
opens his mouth !’

said the

“ Who has ever seen a leopard skin ? "
asked the master.

“Me, sir!”” answered one lad, .

““ Where ? °’

¢ On the leopard, sir, at the menagiry ! .
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WANDERED
into the Ancient
House lobby, and
Handforth happened
to be coming in at
the moment. Just
then young Chubby
Heath of the Third
marched up and con-
fronted the leader of
Study D.
“You babbling
fathead ! ” said Heath.

“You trod on my
pocket knife just now, and smashed it to

bits ! Take that!”

Biff ! \

Chubby Heath's fist crashed into Hand-
forth’s face, and Edward Oswald went
down with a howl He
scrambled to his feet, blubbing.

“ It—it was only an acci-
dent ! he muttered. “ I'm
awfully sorry, Heath.”

“'Well, don’t do it again!™
said the Third Former curtly.

* o *

I wandered further on, and
camme across the Hon. Douglas
Singleton having a chat with
the Duke of Somerton. Somer-
ton was looking perfect. His Eton suit
was elegant from top to toe, without a
crease, and absolutely spotless. - His
boots glittered, his collar was as white as
snow. MHe was wearing a necktie which
could not hope to be surpassed for taste
end quality. And upon his head rested
e topper which fairly gleamed.

1 passed on.

o x *

I wandered back into the Ancient House,
and Archie Glenthorne shuffied towards
me. His clothing was untidy and grubby.
His collar was smothered with ink, and
horribly erumpled, and his neck badly
needed a wash,

““Going out, Archie ?”’ I asked.

“You bet!” said Archie. “ You've
never known me slack .about, have you ?
I’'m just off for a ten-mile run across
country, and it'll put me in form for my
boxing contest with Christine to-night.
So long!?”

Vs
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By CECIL De VALERIE.

Archie walked briskly on, and passed
out into the Triangle, whistling cheerily.
* * ®

I wandered into the tuck shop next,
and found Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
dirty and untidy, gorg.
ing as hardas he could
go. He was stuffing
himself with doughnuts
and jam -tarts and cakes,
and swilling it down with
ginger-beer.,

Then Fatty Little came
in, dressed in running-
shorts. Hewent straight
up to the counter, and
put a bag of sweetson it.

“You might look after
these for me, Mrs. Hake,” -
he said. ** I'm just going with Archio
for a ten-mile run, and 1 sha'n’t havo
time to eat sweets.”

““* Have some tuck with me, Fatty.,” 1
said invitingly. ‘ I'm pretty flush just
now. Order what you want—patties,
sausage-rolls, cakes, buns =

“ Sorry, but 1 can’t stop !’ said Fatty,
as he went out. *‘ Besides that, I'm full
up. I only had dinner three hours ago,
and a chap can’t be eating all the time ! ”

* B *

I wandered, finally, into the Removo
passage. Handiorth & Co. were standing
just outside their study door, whispering
together. They spokein hushed f

voices, and were obviously
talking secrets.

The door of the next Study
happened to be open, and Teddy
Long suddenly came out.

‘“lI say, you chaps, clear
off ! > he exclaimed. *I'm
just waiting for Pitt — I pro-
mised tolend him ten bob this
afternoon, and I'm making it
a quid. And all you can do
is to jaw out here — secrets,
too! Idon’t want to overhear ° .
what you're saying! 1 detest listening
to something that’s not meant for my
ears ! ”’ - .

Of course, I had just been imagining
these things. And I grinned as I realis
how impossible they were, *
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THE BOOK-TITLE FIEND

By Reginald

evening, I'd finished my prep., and I

was writing a couple of important letters
home. 1o be exaet, funds were short, and
times in Study E were somewhat lean.

Jack Grey was writing home, too. We
thought we might as well have two strings to
our bow, so te speak. Then the door opened,
and Cecil De Valerie looked in. He nodded
cheerily.

*“ Read the latest book ? "’ he asked, as he
advanced into the study. “A
ripping yarn, called ‘ The Knock-
Out Blow.””

“Who's it by ?” asked Jack
innocently.

“ Handforth A.
grinned De Valerie.

Jack Grey fainted, and I reached
for the inkpot. De Valerie yelled
in the peculiarly inane way that
this particular type of fiend does
vell. He grinned at us with his
face about a yard wide, and looked
terrifically pleased with himself.

“See the joke ? " he gurgled.
“Handforth A. Punch—easy !
Hand forth « punch! Pretty
good, ch ? 7

“Youn—you funny fathead!” I
said. “I’veread all sorts of things
like that—they’re stale! ° Star-
vation,” by Norah Bone, and all
that sort of thing. Chaps who
make those jokes ought to be put
in the county asylum !”

“ Rut these are difierent, yon
258 ! " snid Do Valerie, ** I've gota
whole list—I invented the lot! Of
course, the usual way is to take a
Christian name and  wangle it

ﬁ S it happened, I was particularly busy that

Punch!”

about. But mine's more original.
I've been using surnames. You see, Hand-
forth =

“ Will you leave quictly, or shall we use the
poker ? 7" asked Grey.

“Don't be a fathead!™ said De Valerie.
“TI've got some good ones—you’ll simnply roar.
“The Lover’s Squeeze ” isn’t bad.”

“Who's it by ? " I asked grimlyv.

“ Nipper Hand ? " cackled De  Valerice.
“ Then there's another—* Ships on the Ocean,’
by Watson Water. And you've got to read

“The Borrower,” by Owen Cash. And how
about that little thing * Where to Get Wed,)’
by Marriott Church ?

“Stop ! I said faintly,
awful !
~“ Rats! They're jolly good!” said the
book-titie fiend. ““I've got a lot more to tell
you yet. ‘ The Kidnapped Mother-in-Law,’ by

“This is simply

r

Pitt.

Tucker A. Broad., See? Took her alwoad !
You catchon ? "

“My only hat!* I breathed. * They need
expl:}'ining ! Of all the horrible, ghastly jokes

“Wait 2 minute! " interrupted the flend.
“This one's particularly rich., *The Salmon
Profitcer,” by Canham Quick. And * Iixpecta-
tions,” by Levi A. Legacy. Here’s a good one !
"The Heavy Hand,” by Clapson Back. 1
caught Singleton beautifully on that one.
** Hints on Manners,” by Grayson
Charin is pretty decent too. Then
there's ——"'
- I rose feebly to my feet, and
Jack Grey followed my example.
Together we advanced upon the
book-title fiend, who was grinning
like a Tom Webster cartoon. He
backed away hastily towards the
door.
- “Get outside ! ' I said hoarsely.
“Wecan't stand any more of it!’’
The vizitor opened the door and
scooted out.  1tut he turncd baek,
and shoved his face into the study.

“You must have read that one
-called ¢ The Fisherman's Slacks,””
he said, *‘It's by Hitchen M. Up.
And I simply must tell you an-
- other one—it came to me just
now. ‘‘The Dilizent Readur,” by
Turner Page——""

Crash !

Jack Grey, in desperation, had
flung a book with unerring aim.
The title caught the book-title
firnd squarcly en the nese, and
he stageered back into the pas-

sage, howling., Duf thiy time
he was using quite a ditferent
tune,

I happened to pass him in the passage an
hour later, He had quite recovered, and he
looked very innozent as he caught hold of my
sleeve.

*Read that book ecalled
Fist " 7 "' he asked blandly.

“No,Ihaven’t ! 1 snapped.
want to know the author!™

THIS WEEK'S LIMERICK.

There’s an unpleasant beunder named
S ... 0, ’

Just to look at him gives you the g . .
If he dislikes this verse '
Which 1s certainly terze
Well, we dare him to give us a swipe!

‘“The Gripping

“And I don’¢

.B-




(Continued from page 16.)

from all Lielp, This little lane was a very
lonely one. )
Christine fought desperately to get iree.
But he was tripped with extrcmne neatness,
flung on his face, and held down. But, so far,
he was still capable of using his voice. And
s was obviously an occasion to use it.
*“*Help ! ! he roared loudly. * Rescue, St.
rank’s ! 2
* It ain’t no good vou hollerin’ ! ”’ snapped

Bill. * There ain’t nobody near ’ere wot can
‘olp you! That's right, mate ; go through 'is

pockets.’ !

This was robbery with violence, and Christine
forgot everything in the excitement of the
moment. He shouted again and again. In the
meantime, his pockets had been rifled, and he
was still held a prisoner.

In the little cottage, the other juniors heard
their leader’s cries quite clearly. They were
alarmed.

“What the dickens has happened to the
ass 7?7 asked Talmadge anxiously. * Dash
it all, we can’t 2o out like this! These dis-
gnises may be all right for a dark room. but
they're no good in the daylicht--—"

* Listen | ”’ said Yorke.

Christine was calling out again, and this time
his shouts were even more urgent. And.
peering through the windows, the juniors canght
a glimpse of struggling figures through the gap
in the bottom hedge.

“Come on!’ said Talmadge
“ Bob’s in danger by the look of it,’:

They rushed out, careless of their appearance
and pelted across the little patch of garden,
I.ike a whirlwind they burst through the hedge,
and found their leader struggling desperately
with the two gipsies.
~** Chuck these rotters off ! *' gasped Christiue,
“ They've pinched all my money, and——-
Yow!l ™

Christine was silenced by a jab in the back.
By now it seemed that the affair was destined
to grow to considerable proportions. .Just
because Christine had refused to ** dub up,” the
gipsics were getting dangerous.

And, having once gone into this scrap, they
cauddn’'t withdraw.

The two men shoufed at the top of their
voices. And from the caravan three others
appeared, and stared across at the commotion.
Then, with one accord, they rushed to join in
the fight,

By now the battle was assuming big propor-
tions. Christine & Co. nearly got the better of
the first two gipsies. Bat before they could
reap the reward of their advantage, the rein-
forcements arrived.

And then the fur began to fly.

There were five gipsies against the five
schoolboys, and at onc time it almost seemed
that Christine & Co. would succeed in gaining
the upper hand. But just then Christine met
with a misfortune. He caught his foot in a tuit
of grass, and tripped. In falling, he cannoned
into Talmadge, who met Christine’s head with
his waisteoat.

As a direct result, Talmadge doubled up and

arimly.

|

|

collapsed. He was winded. Christine hurt his
ankle, and was floored with eomparative ease.
This psoved the turning point of the fight.

Two of the gipsies from the caravan had
brought ropes with them. And now, seizing
the chance, they looped the rope round the
ankles of their prisoners. Once bound in this
way, Christine & Co. were helpless,

As soon as Talmadge recovered he was readyv
for further battle—and so was Christine, But
it was too late. With their ankles tightiy
tethered together, they could do nothing.

One by one they were dealt. with—roped up,
hand and foot. The gipsies scemed excited,
and they jabbered together in a foreign lan-
guage which the juniors conld not understand.
Their swarthy faces were flushed, and their eves
glittered,

And then Christine & Co. were earried into the
caravan, ;

The April TFirst jape had changed into some-
thing of a far more menacing nature. Through
that one little act of incautiousness, Bob
Christine had got himself and all his com-
panions into what seemed to be a hopeless
tangle. What did these gipsies intend ?

And, in the meantime, Archiec Glenthorne,
serenely indifferent to the position, lay sleeping
on the pile of straw within the cottage. The
very point ot this jape was all against hing-—
hut he appeared to be enjoying himselt |

CHAPTER VI,

FREEDOM FOR TWO !
HE lane was peacetul

I and qniet.
The aiternoon  =un
wae shining warmly. and
the soft breeze stirred the fresh
voung leaves o the surronnding
trees. Not a soul was i sighr
and everything seemed at reat.

The little dilapidated cottage looked as
thouglrit had never been visited for vears, and
now there was no sign whatever of the gipsy
caravan. The little community of Nomads
had passed on, And nothing remained to tell
of their recent presence except the warm enibers
of the wood fire.

A figure appeared.

It was that of a man, and he came rather
cautiously down the rutty lane, glancing abont
him from time to time. He acrrived opposite

| the cottage, looked round once more, and then

pushed through the gateway.

He made no attempt to enter by the front

door, but =slipped guickly round to the back.
He was quietly dressed in an ordinary overcoat
and a bowler hat, His manner wag alert and
sharp.
. At the back door he paused, and then lifted
the latebh and passed guickly inside. The tiny
scullery was empty. The man lListened, bug
could hear no sounds. He opened the inner
door, and rfound himeself in the front room of the
cottage—where .the window was boarded up,
and where the gloom was thick.

A movenent came from the pile of siraw,
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(razing more closcly, the man could see the
elegant figure of a vouth attired in a lounge
suit. He appeared to be bound, but he was
reclining back on the straw in case and comfort.

The man took a step forward, and knelt down.
]IIP touched Archie’s shoulder, and gently shook
nm.

“What-ho! What-ho ! murmnred Archie.
“ 1 mean to say, pray desist, old lad! What,
as it were, is the idea of waking a Lhappin up
in the small hours ? Dash it all, it’s not light
vet! The old dawn hasa't bllﬂ\‘t‘{l il an
appearance !’

* Wake up, sir—wake up!”

“ Oh, rather ! " said Archie,
vet, surely ¥ Another large
dreamless is reqgyired. Why,
niean ¢ say, what's this 7 Phipps !
yvou, laddie ?

** I think you fail to appreciate the position,
sir,” said Phipps, " You are, in fact still
somewhat sleepy, and unable to grasp the full
tacis,"”

“ Absolately ! "' agreed Archie. opening his
¢yes again and blinking. * The facts, what ?
The jolly old truth, and all that ¥
scott | That is to say, gadzooks !
bed seems to be fulling to pieces !

Archic held up a handful of straw, and eyveéd
it wonderingly. Then he sat up, 2azed rcund,
and nodded., He was now fully awake., fe
regarded Phipps with tll‘-’[lnt‘:f approval.

I will explain, site———"’

“Wait, old onion=3rait ! interrupted
Archie. * Explanations, and &o ftorth, are
needless, The old brain has recovered its
normal aetivity ! The tissues, in fact, are
refreshed and invigorated. In other words.
Phipps, the old memory comcs back in
chunks!”

“ T have comne here. sir. to releaze yoil-——

“ Fxactly ! said Archie. *“ The rescue
stuff, and what not ! Absolutely! This i3
where you shine, Phipps—this i3 where you
come out, as it were. By the way, what have
yvou done with the bodies 7 '

“The bodies, sir 27

“ Absolutely 1™ said Archie, “1 mean
say, I gather that you were compelled to
1*{1"11"(‘ in fearful battle with the kidnapper

l"\mn{’ ? I trust yvou spared the life of the
mhguidcd yvoung lady who did the luring act,
and all that sort of rot 2 *

| l?lipps, for once in & way, allowed himself to
sinile

* 1 do not think you need fecl any concern
regarding the kidnappers, sir,” he said smoothly.
“ If you will allow me, sir, I will free you from
the ropes.”

“A sound scheme, Phipps!
Archie. ** Proceed, old dear!”

’hipps soon cut through the ropes, and

Archie stretched himself. Then he Jay back
on the straw, and closed his cyes.
. Dashead decent !’ he observed. ** In fact,
Phipps, I'm most beastly comiortable, don't
you know. Pray vanish—in othier words, fade
away ! The young maqtvr would care to have
anofher supply of winks !’

“ 1 think it would be far betfer, sir,
come away af once,” said Phipps firmly.

“ But not just
supply of the
what's this? 1
How are

The dashed
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Why, great |

| —absolutely !

“ But, dash it all, T mean to say!” pro.
tested Archie.  * Give me a chance, Pth["’-&
I must recover, if you know whut I mean,
I've simply got to recuperate, and all that | *

“ Most unwise, sir.”

* But, look here

“ Begging your pardon, sir, but the straw js =

most unhealihy.” -

“Rot! That is to say, rubbish!” said
Archie. ** At times, Phipps, it i8 nccessary
to be firm. It is essential to be plain speaking,
and so forth. The straw is priceless—abso-
lutely ! The most comfortable rest I've had
for eons ! 1011 grasp the old idea ? ™

“1 insist, sir, that this straw is a most 1n-
suitable couch tor & young gentleman such as
yourself,”

* Hardly the thing, what ? "

* No, sir.”

“ Below the diz. of the Glenthorne’s, and alj
that ? v

*“Quite so, sir,” said Phipps. * Further-
more, there is a possibility that you may
develop a cold, or even wotse, sir.”

“Several yvards of 'flu,, for example ? 7

‘“ Kxactly, sir !’

“And then, of course, there's thaf- other
stuff—I might get  what'’s-it’s-name,”  said
Archie vaguelv *“ That is to say, the old com-
plaint that gets a chappie by the chest, and
proceeds to do him in ! Pneumonia ! That's it
Upon the whole, Phipps, 1
think I'd better arise and trickle forth! ™

** It would certainly be more beneficial, sir.”

Archic rose, not without reluctance, and
stretched himself. Then Phipps proceeded to
brush him down, producing the neccssary
clothes-brush from some mysterious pocket in-
side. Archic submitted to the treatment with-
out demur,

“ A most thouchtful chappie, Phipps—that's
what yvou are!” said Archie. “* By the way,
vou haven't explained yet. You haven't
rolled out the yarm. HMow did you do it,
Phipps ¥ How did you, as it were, shove it
across the enemy 2"

“1 have seen no enemy, sir.”

“ I mean the frightfual bounders who pushed
me in here,” went on Archic. * The young
lady, and all that ? Dash it all, Phipps,
they're knocking about somewhere, don’t you
know. I saw them. The old optics could
never have been mistaken.”

* As 2 matter of faet, sir, the whole thing
was a jokv," explained Phipps. * You may
remember, sir, that to-day is the First of April !

Archie ﬂ.(!)llht&‘{l his monocle, and nodded.

“ Absolutely ! he said. * The jolly old
day when chappies get busy fooling about,
what 7 But you're wrong, Phipps—every
time ! The merchants who lured me into this
place were frightful ruffians. DBlack beards,
and masks, and what not! They may spring
upon us at any moment ! ”’ ’

“ The ruffiaus, sir, were really nothing more
than some of the College House young gentle-
men dressed up for occasion,” said ]’llipn‘a-
““The leader, [ think, was Master Christine.”

“1l mean to s..wl " exclaimed Archic.
“Dash it all! I mean, Phipps! Don’t be s0
dashed ridic. ! Don't be so prepos. ! Chappics
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from the College House ? My dear old lad,
they don't wear beards! 2

"* The beards, sir, were false.” ‘

“Ah! Absolutely ! ” said Archie.  False,
what ? The lads, as it were, were made up,
and acting a bally old part ? Deucedly rich !
Absolutely ! A perfectly priceless stunt ! And
1 didn’t suspect! The old bean was quite
innocent of any base suspicions, How do you
do these things, Phipps ? 2

‘It was quite easy, sir,”” said Phipps. “1
think we might as well be moving now, =ir.
What do you say ? !

“ Any old thing you like—do just what you

‘“ By Jove !’’ said Archie.

please,” said Archie. * But what about the

old conveyance home ? [ presume vou have
brought something for that purpose ? The fact
is, Phipps, I ecan’t ride that frightfnl bicyele
;u;ailll . Never! The exertion was quile appal-
ing !

“T am sorry. sir, but T am afraid we <hall
have to walk ! 2

‘Walk ? ” said Archie, blankly.

‘* Yes, sir.””

“ But look here! I mean to say, look here,
Phipps,” objected Archie. *‘ It can’t be done!
It simply can’t be wangled ! The old fcet would
never be equal to the strain ! Kindly stagger
forth and locate a taxi. 1 will remain here,
and i

“ But that is quite impossible, sir!” inter-
rupted Phipps. ** There 18 no taxi procurable
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cin this district—and the walk, after 2ll, i3 not

very far. 1 think you will be equal to the task,
sir,’s

Archie grumbled in a dolorous tone. And
then he and Phipps made their way out of
the cottage into the bright gunshine. Archie
looked about him rather wonderingly, and
smiled. :

“Somewhar suarprising ! 7 he observed.
* Warin, and all that, Phipps. I was thinking
that night had fallen upon us., This ig better -
this, I might add. is most dashed hetter!

* Quite =0, sir,”" said Phipps. * This way,

sir,?

‘““ 1 mean, rather fearful-—-what ? Hardly what
the old mind pictured L

They commenced to walk home to St. Frank’s
—slightiy over two miles. Archie, once on the
go, was just as active as Phipps himself, 1Iv
woild never do to take Archie at hiz word.

““ Now, about these chappies in disguisge,"”
said Archie. I might say, Phipps, that I am
completely bowled ! That is to say, I fail to
agrasp the meaning of it all. It's impos. that
those merchants should take all the trouble to
;uie me into that cottage just for the sake of a
joke.” | .

“The yvoung gentlemen have rather quaing
ideas, sir, regarding jokes,” replied Phipps.
“ 1 imagine that they intended carrving the
thing even further, But they appear to have
been interrupted.’ | |

Phipps, to tell the truth, didn’t quite know
how to go on. He had no idea as to where
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Christine & Co. were at the moment. Perhaps
he would have been somewhat startled had he
known the truth. |

For the College Housc juniors were not
exactly in a happy position.

The six of them were bound, and in the
interior of the gipsy earavan. The atmosphere
within this roomy vehicle was by no means
sweef. The whole confrivance jogged along .in
the most uncomfortable way, and the juniors
were jolted about from side to side. |

The gipsies, evidentiy, were of that class who
go about the country districts selling wares of
their own manufacture. For the ecaravan was
completely covered with all kinds of wicker
articles—baskets, chairs, rush marketing bags,
and all things of that description.

The horse which drew the caravan was a
strong animal, and it went alonz at a good,
steady walk. Two or three of the gipsies rode,
-and others walked along in advance. Their
idea, apparently, was to get out of this district
as soon as possible,

Pob Christine was really rather alarmed.

He had given up worrying about the failure
of the little practical joke on Archie. Atfairs had

taken such a turn that dramma had set in where

comedy had been intended.

The imprisoned juniors had made an attempf
at talking to begzin with, but the noise caused
by the ereaking, rumbling earavan was <o great
that ordinary conversation was impossible.

And so, at last, the juniors were silent.

j
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Christine believed that the idea was to carry
them off until they arrived.at some quiet place
—probably on Bannington Moor—and then
the gipsies would try to make profit out of their
capture. They might even make an attempg
to extort money from the school authorities.

In this dramatic way, in fact, the faked kid-
napping had become a real thing.
& (0. had played a trick on Archie—but therg
was no trick about this ! The very idea of these
gipsies being Ancient House fellows was absurd,
Christine had long since given up this theory.

For, in a way, the Monks had been captured
by sheer accident. The gipsics had not swooped
down on the coltage and carried them ofl,
They had taken their prisoners on the spur of
the moment—because they had come -to
Christine’s rescue. Later on, perhaps, the
gipsies would be sorry. They would find their
aptives more trouble than they were worth.

But at the moment the position was serious.

The interior of the earavan was separated
from the driving-seat. There was a’ little doov
by which the driver could gain admittance,
bhut this was closed. It had a glass top, and wax
decorated with some grubby curtains. Butb it
was impossible to see through these.

The door at the rear was closed, too. Thus
the juniors had the place quite to themselves.
Bob Christine was nearest this rear door. It

(Continued on page 29 )
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(Continued from page 28.)

secnied to him that they had been going for
hiours and hours.

As a matter of fact, the caravan had only
been on the road for about half an hour, and the
distance covered was negligible—two miles, at
the mnost, And then, just as the clumsy caravan
jolted over a heavy rut, the door flew open.

Christine could see outside—he could see the
dusty lane, narrow, with high hedges. ‘There
were no houses or cottages in sight. And,
rather to his surprise, none of the gipsies were
at the ream

S0 the door remained swinging opéen.

Bob flushed hotly as a thought came to him.
He was right near the door—and by wriggling,
Lhe wonld be ahle to worm his way out. ‘The
iall to the road was nothing—he wouldn’t even
graze himsels, although bound.

And if the gipsies went on, without noticing
their loss, Christine would probably be found
by some passing farm labourer. Anyvhow, it was
worth trying—and there was no time to waste.

Oune of the captors might fall back to the
rear at any moment—and then the door would
Lbe securely closed on bim. And this time
it would be fastened thoroughly,

Talmadge was next to Christine.

* Look here, I'm coing to drop out ! "
Bob, grimly. .

* Don't be an ass

“1f I'm spotted, they can’t do much—only
shove me back ! ” interrupted Christine. ' And
there’s a chance they won't notice anything
until too Iate. Yon tellows remain in here, and
keep quiet !

“Why ? Couldn't we all wriggle out ?

“ Impossible ! 7 said Christine, . quickly.
“ They’d notice the lightening of the caravan
—and, besides, we couldu’t all get out without
making a noise. The best thing you can do is to
stick In here, and I don’t auppose they'll notice
that I'm missing.” ‘

* All right,” said Talmadge. “ It's a chance.”

Bob Christine wasted no further time, but
wormed his way towards the open door, feet
first. Then, just as the caravan gave another
jolt, he pitched out. He landed rather heavily
on the road, but only shook himst 8,

And he lay there, unseen. For the bulk of
the caravan hid his figure from the walking
vipsies, who were ahead.

But there was a chance that they would turn
round, So Christine, with quick shrewdness,
rolled over and over until he lay in the thick
grass at the side of the lane, Here, stretched
at full length, he was practically hidden.

“ Good egg ! ”’ he breathed. ** I've done it ! ”

Angd then he made another discovery. Every-
thing seemed to be going well now—to make
up for the period of bad luck earlier. ‘The rope
which secured hijs wrists seemed loose—it
actually was loose } )

. Feverishly, Bob Christine worked away at
the bonds. And, to his delight, the rope became
. free almost at once. He threw it aside, and
freed his ankles, Then he stood up, his heart
heating rapidly,

gaid

b )

|

was the best conrse that he could pursue ? Whab
was the best thing to be done ?

He was rather surprised to see that the sun
was still high, and a glance at his watch told
him that the time was only a litile after four.
It was still comparatively early in the afternoon.
A arecat deal had happened since two o’clock—
s0 much that the lapse of timme seemed enornious

Bob commenced running up the lane after
the earavan. He didn’t exactly know what he
could do. And, suddenly, he paused. Single-
handed, he was helpless—by rushing up to the
caravan he would only get himself recaptured.

Foreing himself to be calm, he recognised the
neighbourhood. And he was astonished to find
that it was not a great distance irom St.
Frank’'s. The earavan, as he had imagined,
was making for Bannington Moor. This lang
didn’t lead anywhere else. Andg at a run, e
could get to the school casily in just over
twenty minutes. -

And Le could take a short eut, too—through
the woods, Christine glowed as he thought of the
things that could be done. A crowd of fellows
would accompany him back, and the gipsics
would be thoroughly beaten.

But, just as he was starting off, he remems-
bered that his bicyele was at the little cottage,
This was better. 1t wasn’t very far to the
cottage—especially by taking a run across the
meadows. Then he would be able to cycle the
rest of the distance at full speed.

And so, having decided upon this course,
Bob Christine dashed off. :

As he had expected, the bicycle was still in
the cottage. He was just about to hurry out
with it when lic remembered Archie. He dashed
into the front room, with the intention of ree
leasing the Genial Ass af once,

But Archie was not there ! :

_ Well, I'm blessed ! exclaimed Christine,
“I never thought the fathead had enough
energy in him to work himself free ! Good Inck
fo him! Rats {o the April First stunt now.
There’s something really big on the go! 2
. He got outside jumped on to his machine,
and commenced pedalling for all he was worth,
But he had only travelled about half a iile
before he caught sight of two figures in the
distance ahead.

One was lounging along elegantly, and the
other—a man—walked with more sedate stride.
And as Christine came up, he recognised the
pair.

““Archie and Phipps!?”
“Now I understand ! 2

—_— i —

(HAPTER VII.
ST, FRANK'S TO THE RESCCE!

RCHIE turned and ads
justed his monocie as
Bob Christine leapt off
his machine, !

“ Dear old laddie! * said
Archie. ** Such frightiul energy,
« don’t you know! 1 mean to
say, what, may I ask, is the dashed hurry ? I
might mention that several pints of the¢ good

muttered Bob.

~ Bxcitediy, he thought over the facts. What | old brow juice have oozed forth,”
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"

Christine wiped the * brow juice " from his |
forehead.

“ Glad vou got out of that place, Arvchie !
ho said. ** Something pretiy terrific has hap-
pened ! Talmadge and Yorke and those other
chaps have been Kidnapped by a band of
gipsies !

* What-ho! " said Archic.
gander, and all that !”

“ I don't know about that,” said Christine.
“ We worked the stunt on you, I know, but
how the dickens could we suspect that these
ruffians would come along and pinch us? 1 |
cscaped !” _

E %:mt got away from the foul bounders ¥’

es,”

¢ Absolutely ! said  Archie approvingly. |
“ That is to say, absolutcely good ! We all seem |
to be escaping, what ? But Phipps is the lad !
Just as T was beginning to think that all hope
was dead, Phipps stageered in and started per- |
formiug the old rescue husiness, Pretty decent,
what 2"

“ Do I understand. sir. that vour young com-
panions have met with some trouble ? 7 asked
Phipps.

“Trouble ! " echoed Christine. “ Haven't 1
just told you? We were all Kidnapped by
gipsies. and I escaped. 1'm just buzzing off to
feteh help—police, and Mr., Lee, and a whole
crowd of the chaps ! "

And, without waifing to say any more, Dob
jumped on to his machine, and dashed oft. He
arrived at St. Frank’s just as the First Eleven
tootball match was coming to an end. I'enton,
the skipper, scored the winning goal only a few
seconds before the final whistle blew, It had
been a great game.

Christine’s first idea had been to.get only
College House fellows to help him in effecting
t he rescue. But most of the best Monks were
captured. The others were not available—and,
in any case, they couldn’t be relied upon to put
up a thoroughly sound tight.

So Christine decided to apply clsewhere.

“ Nipper’'s the chap for this job!” he told
himself. * Nipper and Handforth. and chaps like
that. They'll be only too iclly pleased to come
into it. And if Mr, Le¢’s at home we'll take
him, too.”

As he was thinking in this way, he eaught
sizht of Handforth talking with the Duke of
Somerton. Christine harried over to them, and

“ Sauce for the

!

caught hold of Haandy's arm. Handiorth
turned, and glared. .
“ What's up with you, you fatheaded

Monk ? ” he
" Quick !
Clirisiine.

asked politely.
You've 2ot to help me!

“* Help you ? ' repeated Handiorth, ** What's |

the idea 2 And what the dickens have you heen
doing ? You look as if yvou've been beiled !
There's gravy on your face—or c¢lwc it's dust
mixed up with perspiration.”

“ Don’t be a funny ass!” said Christine.
““ Listen! Five Remove chaps have been
collared by a band of gipsies, and they're all
- prisoners in & caravan, and they’re being taken
on to Pannington Moor. Youve got to come
and rescue them o€
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said o

Hangdortlt looked at Christine pityvingly.

i

“Do you expeet me to believe this ? " e
demanded.

* Yes, you ass ! It's true—-—

** It's a beastly thing to tell fibs like that ! »
said Handforth sternly, “ If you think you can
palin off 2 thing of that sort you've made gy
terrific bloomer. And 1I'm jolly certain it's not
going to work on April Fool's Day ! ™

Christine realised that it did sound some-

' what tall.

“ That's—that's just coineidenee ! " he said,
“1t's true, Handy—you've got to believe me!
And there’s no time to waste—not a second !

Handforth grinncd. »

“ That kind of stuff has got whiskers on it.”
he said, in his most aggravating manner.
“You're tryving to rush me into it before I ean
think properly. Dut it’s not happening. Be-
sides, my brain works about six times as fast
as anyvbody else's, and 1'm jolly well not going
to budge!"”

Bob Christine fairly danced.

“Where's Mr. Lee 77" he demanded fiercely,

“QOut!”

=0ut? "

“Out!” said Handlorth., “ There's & lot of
‘out ’ abont that, too. Mr, Lee is not in the
school—and a zood thing, too. What a nerve!
Faney thinking about going to him with a fat-
headed yvarn like that ! 7

Bob Christine, knowing that the precious
minutes were slipping by, turned despairinely
away. And just then 1 strolled np, with Sir
Montie Trerellis-West, We had come from the
playing-fields.

* Anything wrong here ? ' 1 asled cheer-
fidly.

“Yes,” said Handtorth. * Sonie of Christine’s
pals have been kidnapped by a gang of counter-
feiters. Something like that. They’re going to
be put to death in about hali an hour, 50 we've

IR ]

got to buzz off to the rescue—I don’t think !
“That's supposed to be where we Liugh,

isn't it 7 77 1 asked.

** Look here, Nipper, it's serious—really ! 7
said Christine carnestly.  * Yorke, and Tal-
madge and Clapson and Oldfield and Nation
have all heen collared by some rotten gipsies ! 7

“I'rying to fool me ? ' 1 asked suspiciously,

“Oh, myv hat! " groaned Christine. ** Just
becausse it's the First of April, you think that
evervihing 1 say is an attempt to tool vou.
Just listen to me for & minute, and 'l explain.
On my word o honour, 1'm not trying to spoof
vou!"”

* On your word of honour ?

“Xes”

“Go ahead ' I eaid hriskly,
attention ! ”

“ZWell, the whol2 thing started when we
fooled old Archie,” said Christine, ** Oldfield
ot dressed up as a girl, and came here. He
made Archie think that he was wanted, and
suneeecded in decoying him—--"

“I'm all

*Oh, did he?’ ioterrupted Handiorth.
“ And yvou've got the nerve to tell us this. yau
rotter ! "’

“ It was only a joke——-' .
- Yes, against Archie ! "’ roared Handtorth.
“ He's an Ancient House chap, and you blessed
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Monks had the blessed cheek to jape him !
I've a good mind to punch your nose for it !

“ Dry up, Handy !> 1 said. *“Let Christy
finish.”

Bob went on to explain how they had taken
Archie to the cottage, and all the rest of it.
Finally, he told us the manner in which he had
got out of the caravan, and how he had raced
to St. Frank's.

“ By this time those gipsies are on the
moor,” he finished up. “ But we can casily
locate them—they can’t travel fast., And we
¢an speed off on our hicyeles., Are you f2ame to
come to the rescue 7’

“Yes | I said promptly. “ This secins to be
a pretty serious business. Perhaps I ought to
tell the guv'nor i

“Mr. Lee's out!” put in Handforth, “1I
faw him go.”
“We can do without him all right,” said

Christine. ““1I don’t mind admitting, Nipper,
that just at first I had a suspicion that you
chaps were trying to jape us—but I soon knew
that I was wrong. IFor goodness sake he
guick ! "’

* We'll come straight off,” T said. ** Handy,
dash round, and bustle somne of the chaps
together., Gef as many as you can. The more
the merrier !

“Yes, and as we go through the village we'll
collect the policeman! ™ said Bob Christine
grimly. “I mean to give these gipsies in
charge—and 1 don’t care what trouble comes
afterwards. I'll jolly well go in the witness-hox
and tell the whole story. They deserve six
months’ hard labour ! ”

“ All right, you'd better go on in advance,”
I said. ** P.-c. Sparrow isn’t aways available,
and you'll probably have to rout him out from
somewhere. Duck up! We'll be down in the
village within five minutes.”

Christine hurried off, glad to have obtained
the help he required. And with the arm of the
law to make the whole thing official, there was
no doubt that the gipsies would revret ever
having interfered with the St. I'rank’s fellows,

By the time Christine had found the village
constable, the rescue party, headed by myself,
arrived on the scene, There were fiftecen or six-
tcen of us altogether. And we were quite ca-
pable of dealing with any number of gipsioes,

Chiristine was talking to two policeinen—ior
sparrow had just bLeen having a talk at the
cross-roads with the constable who usually met
him on the Caistowe Road. The College Honse
leader was looking pleased.

" That i3 great !” he said. “ Two of 'em,
Ifi-m,mf! We ought to manage now, I should
thing ! ”

““ Rather,” T agreed. * Butf they'll have to
put. 2 hustle on, we're not zoing to wait until
they Iumber up.  These blessed constables
aren't particularly good eyclists, by all that
I've seen.”

Police-constable Sparrow was looking very
important.

““ Afternoon, Master Nipper,” he said re-
spectiully. * Now, what's all this ’ere? [
uin’t”rightly sure as this ‘ere story iz straight
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dashed to the

Nation sudden:}(
out through the

window and peere

dirty glass.
“There’s

round again !

iy

somebody prowling
'’ he said excitedly.

“ Not sure ! ” shouted Christine, “ Do yon
think I've told you lies 7 7

** Now, now, voung aent,” said Sparrow.
“ It don’t do no good to get excited, Rut this
‘ere bein’ the fust day of Hapril, 20 to speak

“Haven't T told vou thet we're not trying
to feol yon? " demanded Christine,

* Well, young @ent, if there’s anything like
that about it, I'd advise vou to think twiea”
said the constable warninely, It don’t do to
play tricks with the lor, You'll get yourself
into bad trouizle.”

*“And vou’ll get vourseli into worse!”
snapped Christine angrily.  *“1f yvou dow’t
come at once, Sparrow, and without any more
argument, I'll jolly well report you to the super-
intendent at Banuivgton |



£ My heye ! *” sald Mr. Sparrow blankly.

# Refusing to do your
offence.”

AN right, Master Christine, all right!”
growlerdd Sparrow.  Don’t need to get so
huffy. I can see as you're in earnest all right.
Look ’ere, Ned, vow'd best come along with
me, These gipsies seem to bz desprit cha-
racters.” .

The other constable agreed,

By this time the main body of the rescuers
had ridden off, taking the lane that Christine
had told us about; bnt we had not gone far
before Christine overtook us, He was looking
hot and excited,

¥ Now we're on the 2o,”" he said, “ this is
where we bring off a big victory.v

¥ And all the credit will be for the Ancient
House,” said Hgndforth. ]

“ﬂ What ! snorted Bob., & Didn't T start it
ﬂ _—ﬂh’.

“ That’s nothing, interrupted ]I:mdy.L
* Where would you have been without us?
You had to come to the Ancient House for
tielp, because you jollv well knew it was no
good going anvwhere else! And all vou’
Monks could do was to get yourzelves kidnapped
by a gang of blessed ruffians.”’

“ How the dickens could we help it 7 ' asked
Christine grufly, ¢ It was all an accident, 1
think I was pretty ’cute in escaping out of that
caravan as 1 did.”

duty 18 a serious

L]

o Rather ! I agreed,
work, Christine,”

We had only gone a little distance further
when we came in sight of Archie Glenthorne,
He and Phipps stood at the side of the road as
we approached, Archie regarded us all ap-
provingly through his monocle,

£ The jolly old rescuing squadron, what ? ¥

§ A smart. piece of

he observed, * Dashed good, Phipps! The
lads of the village are getting busy., A sort of

fiving coltmn, and all that sort of thing. It
secems to me that we've started something
irightfully exciting.””

“ Indirectly, sir, ves,” agreed Phipps. &1
should stand a little jarther back if I were you
5 el

““ Ahsoluiely,” sald Archie. _
suppose 2 My sainted annt ! The old cloud is
rolling along like 2 bally gas atfack! This,
Phipps. is where we use some of the good old
eneray.,”

And Archie baecked away through a big hole
in the hedee, and waited ifrom this point cf
vantage. The dust blew on the other side of
the road as we all sped swiitly by. Archie
waved amiably to us,

*“That's the stuff, laddies!” he callm_l.
“T'd come along with yon, but it simply can’l
be «one. Prudepece warns me that 1 must
retire to my conch, and take some well-earned

£ The dust, T

(Continued cn page 33 )
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( Continued from page 32)

vest., 'The okl tissucs, in fact, are considerably
ured,”

We only heard a few words of this, of course,
Arehie bad certainly been fooled, but, by all that
I could see, it was the japers themselves who
bhad come off second best.

But it wouldn’t be long before we arrived on
be scene,

(HAPTER VI1IL,
THRE END OF A TERFECT DAY,

b HANK goodness !
muttered Fabhmadge.
A few  moments

carlier 1lhe rumbling
old caravan had come to a
«top. And now the im-
prisoned juniors could hear
he rattling of the harness as the horse was
being taken out of the shaits. The gipsics,
evidently, had decided to camp for the night,
And the prisoners were getting some rest,

They could sce nothing, sinee the ecaravan
was tightlv clozed. But there was a great deal
of bustie and activity ontside, Very coon the
crackle of a fire made itself heard., But it was
not until thines were comparatively ¢uiet that
the rear of the caravan was flung open,

1t was still licht, although the sun had just
sink below the rim of the moor, The spot
was a most desevted one, down in a depression,
and some little distance from the road —indeed,
hidden from the road by an intervening hilloek,
The gipsics considered themselves perfeetly
“afle,

The camp-fire had been lit, and a couple of
fitile tents pitched, The prisoners were hanled
ant ore by one, and laid i a row near the fire,
Their bonds were loosened a trifle, so that they
couid sit up with case. Jn the dusk they could
see their captors walking about, and now and
again talking together. And they used a lan-
gunage which was quite ninfamiliar to the boyes,

“We don't know what they're jabbering
about,” muttered Yorke. * fietting out <ome
plan to deal with us, I suppose.”

* Looks like it,” said Talmadge. * But it's
rather queer, they don’t scem {o have noticed
ithat Christine's missing,”

“71 wish the hounder would turn up with
help,” growled Yorke, 1 expect these ginsies
are talking about it now, 1 shoukdn't be sur-
prised if theyv question us before long, The hest
thing we can do is to keep mum,”

“That'=it,” said Clapson, & Wc'll say noth-
ing at all” )

But the gipsies appeared to bhe guite af ease,
and made no attempt to guestion the bovs,
And it was ecasy encucli to understand how
they had made the mistake, In the rush and
excitement, oi the capture, they had bundled
the prisoncrs into the caravan without taking
any heed of their number, and they were so
certain that escape was impossible, that they
had no suspicion at all,

All the same, it was strange. For Dob
Christine was the only junmior in Etong, The

{ they probably
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1 others were attired in rough clothes, snd they

gtill wore a few traces of their facial disguise,

Oldficld, of course, wax in 1the costitme of 2
voung lady : but the cfiect was rather spoiled
by the fact that he had lost his wig with its
pretty curls, and he didn’t care now, The
agipsies hid seen af. onee that he was a boy. and
knew that the juniors were
cngaged in some kind ol a lark,

And then the unexpected happenc:l.

There was an okl hag of a4 woman potterin2
about the cammp-five. ‘Uhe litile chilkdren were
plaving about near by, pansing now and again
' 1o Jook on at the ~cene with open-eyed wonder,

And suddenly the old wgipsy woman came
across to the boys and starcd at them : she
pointed at one after the other. ‘Then, in a shrill,
cracked voice, she commenced shouting at the
men 3 but the jupiors could not understand
her words. -

Several of the men came hurrying to her side,
and they, too, stared at the prizoners,

“ Where's the other kid 2 * demanded one of
the men rouchly, speaking in Englizh after w
long outburst ot jebbhering, I There were six
of vou,”

The juniors made no reply.

“ Oh, =0 you worr't speak, ¢bh ? "' <houted the
man. *° Where's that other boy ? 7 _

“Find out ! 7 said Talmadge detiantly.

For a moment it seemed that thie gipsices
i wotlld get nasty ; bt thiey checked themselves,
Cand withdrew for a consultation,

“There you are,” said Yorke, “ 1 knew
thev'd be bound {o finil it out sooner or later,
but 1 can’t nnderstand it, Christy ouvght to
have been back hours ago with help, Some-
thing must have happened to him.”

“ Bither that, or they've missed 08" ex-
{ claimed  Clapsen.  *I'm pretty sure that

Chrisiy oot a rescue-party rocether, bt they
Cmast have taken the wrong direction., These
beastly gipsies are cule, ‘Thev came down in
this hollow, and we're cemypleicly hidden [rom
the road.”

In the meantime, the rescue-party was very
mitch nearer than the capfive juniors imagined,

I was riding in advanee with Bob Christine,
and we were now fairly on the moor. It stretehed
away on all sides, bleak and bare Jooking in the
evening light, and a chilly wind was blowing
from the cast.

Behind us on the road came a long string of
cyvelista, with the two constables in the rear.
They were not such active eydists as the boys,
and, try as they would, they could not kKeep up
Lthe pace, _

*“This looks pretty rotten ! saild Christine
anxiously, “ There's not a sign ! ”

* But they must have come this way,” T
caid. ** They counldn’t have taken any side
turiing, and it stands to reason that the
caravan must be in the distance.”

“But we can see for miles, and we ought
'to have overfaken them by this time,” said
Bob, * 7T reckon we'd better go back and
try that little farm track a mile down the
roasd.”

“ Hallo! What's this ? ”* I said suddenly,
L jumping off my machine and staring down
‘the road. ** A heavy cart, or something like

= —— -

y




THE NELSON LEE LI

BRARY

that, went off the road here, straight on to
the moor. Can’t you see the marks 2

“ DBy jingo, yves ! 7 said (hristine excitedly.

It was impossible to miss seeing the marks,
for the wheels of the vehicle had dug deeply
into the =oft little grass edze where the road
met the moor, and, looking over the rough
ground, we could casily follow the track.

“This is it. my son!” 1 said. ** See that
little hili ¥  The rotters have got behind it,
~down in ‘the hollow! This is where we get
busy ! " :

* Rather !’ said Handforth. “ Come on!"™

By this time the other members of the
resclie party had come up and dismounted.
It was ‘impossible to ride our bicyeles over
the moor itself, go we left them at this spot
and proceeded on foot.

P.-c. Sparrow puffed up on his bicyele just
as we were about to make a start.

“ Wot's the idca of this ‘cre, Master Nipper 2
he asked. breathing hard.

I pointed out the tracks.

“ But that ain’t nothin’ to do with this! "
gsaid the constable. *° Why, vou can see with
vour owin heye that there’s no caravan out
there !

“ Not in sight, but I'll guarantee it’s behind
that hill! ™ I put in. “ It must be; there’s
no other explanation.”

We started off without any further discussion,
and soon arrived at the hill. It was really
nothing more than a bump on the woor,
and was only a short distance away from
the road. -

We made our way round it cautiously, and
then, without warning, came into full view
of the gipsy camp. There was the fire, simnoking
and blazing merrily, with the old caravan
a short distance away, and with the horse
grazing peacefully near-by. Several rough-
looking characters were moving about.

“Come on!” roared Handforth. "NO
need to try any fancy business ! ”

He rushed down the slope towards the
camp, and the other fellows, with one accord,
pelted after him. I was well to the fore, and
when we arrived in the camp, we swooped
upon it in a body.

The gipsies had made no attempt to flee,
but stood waiting. They seemed to be dazed
by the large force which had suddenly sprung
apparently from nowhere, and they hardly
put up any fight.

Handforth was disgusted.

He wanted to do as much damage as possible,
but, of course, it was quite impossible to
hammer anybody who wouldn’t hammer back.
The leader of Study D couldn’t very  well
punch the nose of a man who kept his fists

dowiz.
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And the gipsies were forced to the ground,
sat upon, and held tightly. Then, guickly,
I produced a length of rope and bound thew
all together, fastening the rope to their ankles
in turn.

They were fixed in a line and allowed to
stand, but it was impossible for them to
dash for freedom, even if they had thought of
attompting anything so foolhardy.

The old gipsy woman was allowed to stand
by, crouching over the fire and crooning {9
herself. The children had scuttled into the
caravan,

“ Hurrah ! " roared
“ Good old Christy ! ™

“Good man!”

“ Rather ! ” .

The five rescued Monks were soon sel free,
and they stamped about, none the worse
and mightily excited. Bob Christine was
looking flushed and pleased. Lverything
had come off all right.

“0f course, I couldn't have done much
without these chaps!” he said. ‘At first
the asses wouldn't believe me, but they were
forced to in the end, and now everything is
0.K. We'll give these gipsies in charge!”

“1 should think we will!"” said Talmadge
wrathfully.

“They've got. all my cash on 'emi!” wenf
on Christine. “ 1 might as well have that
back at once. The robbers! The thieving
bounders! W¢e'll jolly soon show them that

Talmadge joyvously,

- they can’t mess about with St. Frank's ! ”

|

|

~“My hat!” said Yorke. ““Here's old
sSparrow !’

“ Rather !’ gaid Christine. “1I told him
to come along. There's another policeman
with him." ;

“It was your idea, Christy!” I said
pointedly.

** About the police ?

“Yes,” I said. “ I didn't tell you to bring
‘emn.”’

“T know yeun didn’t, but what dces that
matter ? 7 asked Chris%ine. “It’s all the
better that they should be here, becausc
they can arrest these gipsies at once.  Here
you are, Sparrow ! "’ he added, as the constable
came up. ‘' These are the rotters! You'd
better do your duty !”

P.-c. Sparrow looked at the gipsies grimly.

““ A fine mess you've got yourselves into!
he said severely. ** You've got to come along
with me, and don't you try no games! These
‘ere young gents are goin’ to give me a hand
to see you safe to the police-station ! ” .

“Hold on!” I interrupted. *“I think
Christy hag made a mistake!”

“ A mistake ¥’ said Christine quickly.

“ About the gipsies,” I went on. * There's
really no need to arrest them. It was vour
idea to bring the police into it, old son ; don't
forget that ! Observe! To-day, I may add,
is the I'irst of April! "

I hurried forward and took something from
my pocket. 1t was a sponge, and with the
other hand I emptied .some spirit on to it.
1 gave the first gipsy a quick rub over his
[ace and stepped back.,



“ Presto !

“ Allow me!”? 1 said blandly,
De Valerie !

The gipsy grinned cheerfully.

“ Hallo, Christy, old son!” he said.
this the way vou like it 2 7

Bob Christine staggered back.

“ What—what——" he gasped, in amaze-
ment, “ I-—I—my goodness ! 22

‘““Ha, ha, hat”

*“ Dished, you fathcaded Monks !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ancient House for

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“ April fools!” roared Handforth. * How
do vou like the idea of this jape. Christine ?
A bit better than yours, isn't it 7

I gave another hopsy a rub.

*“ Church ! ” I announced, grinning,

And, before the dazed eyes of the College
House fellows, I introduced McClure, Dick
Gzoodwin, Tom Burton, and at last Reginald
Pitt. He was the old hag who had pottered
about the flre !

“J rather think you've been dished, eh ? 7
¥ said cheertully. ** We worked hard over
this jape, Christine, and we deserve success ;
and 1 think we fairly whacked yvou at your
own game! St. Frank's will yell over this
jape for the rest of the term ! ™

“ Oh, my hat ! " groaned Christine faintly.

“You tried to make Archie an April Yool.
but we've gone one better than that! ™ 1
explained. “You'll never hear the last of
this, my sons !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Captured by gipsies !’
" Collecting a rescue party !
heads ! 2

* Ha. ha, ha %

Christine looked at me blankly.

“ But—but how did you wangle
be asked, in a feeble voice,

“ My dear chap, it was easy ! " I chuckled.
“1 happened to spot Oldfield when he came
fo St. Frank’s this afternoon disguised as a
girl. 1 knew at once, although the other chaps
were spoofed. Dut 1've had a bit of experience
in disguise work, and I spotted the truth! "

“* You—you bounder ! exclaimed Oldfield
gruffiy,

is lﬁ

»
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cver . --

velled Handforth.
Oh, you fat-

it 3 ™

“Sorry, old man!” T grinned. * But
it’s all in the day’'s work! When I saw you
THE

gpﬁng’ off with Archie, I followed on my own
ike.’

“ But I didn't see you ! ™ said Oldfield.

“No; I've followed criminals before now,
and they haven’t seen me, cither!” 1 said.
*“ As soon as I saw you take Archie into that
cottage, T bunked back and thought out this
wheeze on the way, It was all arranged so that
cverything should happen exactly as it did
happen ! ™

“* But—but it's amuzing
faintly.
~“Not at all!” 1 continued. * We knew
Christine would come out ol that cottage to
investigate, and we knew that bhe would
budge if we demanded all his monev. That
led to a serap. My trusty licutenants collared
you, and shoved vou in that caravan ! 2

* Yes, what about that caravan?” asked
Christine.

“1t was that which first put the idea iuto
my head,” 1 said calmly. " [ saw’it nestling
near a little wood, with rcal gipsies camping
ncar, so we went .along and hired the van
for the afternoon. It was worth the money !
The kiddies came with us, just for the sake of
appearances. The gipsies are az harmless as
mice, and they knew we shouldu’t hurt the
youngsters ! I

* But—but——"2 _

“ The caravan door was opened on purpose,”
I went on. grinning, ** and Chriztine was put
near the door on purpose! And his ropes
were left loose on purpose!  Oh, it worked
beautifully ! You fell into every little trap
that we set ! 22

“Well, 1'mm
dazedly.

The College House fellows were absolutely
done, They had a little difficutty. toe. in
squaring the two constableg, but this was
managed by means of a little palm-oil—Iin
other words, a decent tip. Of course, I had
remained at St.-Frank's with Handiorth and
some more juniors on purpose, 80 that we
should be ready to dash off to the rescus
when Christine arrived. .

Everything had happened exaclly as T
had anticipated, and {he Monks were competled
to grovel, They had been tooled as completely
ag anybody could be fooled. and St. Frank's

said Clapson

jiggered |7 zaid  (Christine

The Mystery of Handforth’s Pater

is the Title of another Fine Story of
ST. FRANK'’S, which will appear Next Week,
Look out also for No. 21, 0f NIPPER’S MAGAZINE.

howled over the joke for weeks |
END.
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FIRST CHAPTERS.

B 2

Siee Towm came to Mr. Wrasper's school,
both the privcipai and Foster Moore—the
usher—hace iried to get rid of the boy.
Solitary confincment tukes the place of
corporal puiiishment. By scheming, Moqrcf
tal:cs the place of the Head, who remains
on at the school as the us‘her Tom learns
a few unsavoury facts about Moore, and
the ex-ucrher tries every desperale means
to get the Loy out of the wnay.

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER XLV,

¢ When the Cat’s Away —- 1"

UCH to his relief, Tom found that
Foster Moore had not carried out his
threat of locking the door on Jonah
Worrey. So he softly entered the

domnitory, and got into bed.

But so excited was he by the night's dis-
coverics, that he found it difficult to go to
sleep, atid several hours passed ere at last he
dropped off into slumber,

He was awakencd, not by the usual clanging
bell, but by the noise of his dorimtory-fellows,
who, as they dressed, were exchanging some-
what excited remarks., IFrom these remarks,
Tom quickly gathered that the bell had not yvet
tung. although it was half an hour after the
usual time Tor it to do so.

Tom jumped out of hed, washed and dressed
himself, and went dowastairs.

Not half the boy=s were down yet, and only a
few of them were in the playground.

Among them was Sam Smith,

“YWhat's the matter with everybody,
Tom 7 ’* he asked. * No morning bell rung, and
I was positively the first down—a thing that's
never happoned before.  Hallo ! yeu leok as if
vou wanb it oo to Led agun,”

; ’r
e
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10 Harcourt Burrace

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).
f.l:“‘n‘l

“I hoaven't had much sleep, Sam,”

replied. ** Have you seen Moore this morn-
mg 7"
‘ No—not yet. Why 27

But Tom made an evasive reply. and Sam
restrained his natural curiosity, a]ihmlgh he

Breakfast was nearly an hour late, but
Wooden Jerry made some amends Jor thab
by ringing the bell twice as loud and much
longer than usual,

Mr. Wrasper was in his seat, and Tom
noticed that he looked more cheerful than usual.

The deposed headmaster spoke of the
beauty of the morning, and how well every-
thing looked in the ficlds, and even cracked two
or three sarnall jokes.

Dreakfast finisired, Mr. Wrasper tapped on
the table with his kmfc, and announced that he
had some news for the boys,

It proved to be the most agreeable news they
had heard for many days.

Foster Moore had gone away, having been
unexpectedly called to a distance to ste a sick
relative, Pending his return the schoo! duties
would be relaxed.

“I have no instructions what to do.” said

Wrasper, ““ but I assume that Mr. Moore
duos not (-\pect me to do double duty; and I
shall, therefore, start to-day by giving wu all a
holiday I trust vou will bear in mind that,
if you make undue use of your liberty. I ﬁh‘tli
be blamed by our friends and neighbours,”

This was a gentle hint not to go rioting all
over the place, and, naturally, it was met with
murmured assurances from the boys, that they
would behave themselves.

“Yery well, then, you may go.,” said Mr,
Wwras )er, “Be back to dinner at the wsual
hour.

So far the lateness of everything that morning
had been accounted for, The cat was away, and
the mice had been playing.

“ Now what can it all mean ? 7" =aid Sam
Smith, as he and Tom strolled out arm in arm,
“T'in trying to think it out,” replicd Tom.

¢ I‘o&ter Moore must have gonce away last
111 ht.’

“ He must have started very late then

*“ Ifow do you know 2?2 '

“ Tl i2il youin a mmute "sald Tom.
give me & little time to think.”

| felt that something was in the air,

*Just
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* Here’s Jave,”” said Sant, *° Shall T ask her?”

“If you like.” p

“ Jane ! * called out Samn.

Jane, who was crossing the hall, stopped, and
said rather testily s

** What do yvou want ? *? _

* You've got. out of bed the wrong way this
moruing,’ smiled Sam. o

“ That’s no business of yours, Master Sinith.”
replied Jane, “ and if that is all you have fo
say to me——"

* But it isn’t."”

* Well, go on.”

“ What time did Wr,
morning ?

“ He went away in the night.”

*What time 7

* 1 don’t know,
note, saying he was gone,
want to find out ? 7 i

** No,” said Sam, ‘* unless it is to know what
is the matter with youw.”

Moore leave this

All he did was to leave a
Anvthing more yvou

“ Nothing much,” replied Jane, “'trxmﬂpt that
I think of going away.” .
** Here, say ! exelaimed Tom. * You

mustn’t talk like that, Jane! We can’t do
without you.”

* T am afraid vou will have to fry,”’

“ But why should vou go ? 7

“That’s telling ” =aid Jane. as she glided
away,

“* Hanged if I it alll®
remarked Sam,

“ T don’t like Moore’s going,™

*“What ! exclaimed Sam.
fond of him as all that 27

* No, I don’t want to see him again,” said
Tom. ** All the same, J don’t like his clearing
off like this. Come on, Sam ! I want to have
a peep at solitary,”

can  understand

said Tom,
“ Are you S0

** Perhaps you would like to be shut up for |

the day,” grinned Sam,

Tom shook his head,

*“ T am only going to look at the outside or'it,”
]lf' Hﬂid.

But cven that was denied him ¢ for the door
of the lumber-room was locked, and the key
gone,

* Moore’s taken it away with him,” said Tom.

** Is he afraid Wrasper would shut any of us
up ?”’ asked Sam,

*“ Dow’t be an as3, Sam.” said Tom, * you
don’t, understand.”

““Then why don’t you pake
gtand 27

“ Youwon't sayv anvthing to anybody if 1 do?’

“Not me. On the word of an eagle.”

“ That’s enough.” said Tom. smiling. “1I
found out last. night that Posh Powner and
Pigales are both hiding in the honse.”

* You told me you suspected as mueh,” said
Sam,

*“ But I was nof sure of their hiding-place. I
found where it ig last night, They are hiding in
golitary | ;

* Never ! ” exclaimed Sam in amazement.

“ It's a fact,” sard Tom, “ one in cach of the
dingy little cells so many of us know. 'That's
where they are, and I mean to have them out
to-day. Moore’s going off will givee me a
chance of doing it quietly, But I should like to

me under-

!
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have a talk with Sir Claude Freshleyv fir-8
We will walk over to the Hall togeilier, and
see him, Comeon! We must get away quigtiy,
or the other fellows will want to know where
we are going.”

They left the house by a back door intended
for the use of servants only, and depasted by
the kitchen-garden across the fields, making-a
eireuit 80 as to bring them on the road that led
to Nir Claude JFreshley’s matision,

This brought them to the outskirts of the
village, and there they encountered Miss Hatty
Smatterly, -

It was the first time Tom had met her zinee
he had done her the good oflice of preventing
her marriage with Foster Moore, and he was
quite surprised to see the change in her,

She looked brighter, happier. and yQunger
than he had ever seen her look betore,

Tom raised his cap, and was pazing on. but
<he stopped and held out her hand,

*“ I have never thanked you.” she zaid *° al-
though 1 have felt that I ought to do <0 a
hundred times. T can never repay vou for
what you did, bt I hope to be always reckoned
among vour warmest friends.”

“Jt was nothing, Mizs Hattyv,” said Tom,
“and J hope you won't trouble to speak of it
ag:lili."

* Nothing.” she said. with a bright smile.
*“Is it nothing to save somebody from a life of
misery # 7

With a look of gratitude she passed on, and
Tom and S resumed their way,

O

CHAPTER XLVI,

Wooden Jerry on Show,

N reaching the Hall Tom was greatiy
disappointed to learn that Siv Clande,
Lady Freshley. and Ceeil had gone to
London. They would be abzent some

davs, the butler said,

1 don’t know what to do now,” said Tom,
as he and his elmun turned away,

" " Nuppose we pay Ralph a visit.” sugeested
San.

“Idon’t mind,” said Tom. with a <igh, ** but
I do wish Sir Claude had been at home ! ”

" Why not go to the polies ? 7 suggested Sani,

“Perhaps I will,” Toin replied. 11
iﬁhink things over. But we'll se¢ Rosy Ralph

rst.”

They called at the poacher’s cottage, only
to be informied by the old nurse that Ralph
was asleep. and must on no account be dis-
turbed.

strolling leisurely into the villaze, they camo
upon Wooden Jerry in the act of making a
speech to a small crowd surrounding him, - ¢

That he had bee n indulging in too much
leguor at the village inn was only too apparent ;
for, standing on a flat-topped stone that had
heen used as a mounting-block in days when,
ladies rode behind their lords pillion fashien
he was swaying dangerously to and fro, as he
held forth to his audience of asztonished;
villagers,

“There’s heen changes,” he was saying;.



“in that pl.u‘ ¢ yonder which used to be called

' Wrasper's s School for Young Gents." It ain’t
Wrasper's no more—g«os why ? "Cos Wrasper
have been downed by Mister Toster Moore,
hiesquire ! But Mister Fosteg Moore Hesquire
ain’t agoin’ to have things &1l his own way—
vos why, agen ? Cos if Mister Foster Moore
ain’t mighty earefu!, he’ll find himself downed
hl,v H{}H’l{‘h(}(l}' else ! And who's that somebody
clse 27

- Wooden Jerry paused and looked round him
with a bleared eye, as if waiting for a reply.

For a time no reply was vouchsafed, but atl
last an old mun ventured on o auggemnu

* Mehhe the periiee "ull down him,” he said.

Wooden Jerry smiled contemptuously.,

“The prrlice ! he snorted,  ** Wot can the
perlice do 7 Mister Foster Moore Hesquire
won't he downed by no perlice ! He snaps his
fingers at the perlice. ‘ull want a maan to
down Toster Moore, Hesquire—and I knows
the man for the joh ! ™

'Ffo paused again, and nearly fell off his

p=r{ h. Recovering hh's balance, he went ¢ :
“ Here's the man to down hiin ! " He sinote

himselt proudly on the breast. * Here's the
man as will show Mister Foster Moore, Hesquire
that he =

But the violent gestures with which Jerry
was emphasing his threat proved too much for
his cquilibrinm.  He lost his balance, and
toppling off the pillion-block, went to the
ground on all fours,

“ Who-—who shoved me ? " he
ﬂervtlxx as he struggled to his feet,
.\ohﬂth shoved ve.” anm.'urt':l a orinning
vokel,  Ye ve .ul a pint 0" dle too much to-
day. I reckun!”

Jerey seowled at the man. and was about to
ascend the pillion-stone again when a vigorous,
open-handed smaeck caught him between tht‘
hhmn(h s, accompanied by a :

‘ Cheero, Jerry ! 77

He faced about, ‘and confronted Tom Tartar.

“ Was that you smacked my back " he
growled.

* Of course it was ! " laughed Tom.

“What for did ye take the liberty 7 "

“ Oh, just to buck yvou up, Jerry !

“ Look here!” snorted Jerry.  I've stood
a lot from you lately. Your name's Tartar, and
a Tartar you are! Afore you c¢ome to the
school all was “appiness, rest, and peace. Sinee
yvou come everythink's changed.  It's—it’s
heart-breakin’, that's wot it is—heart-breakin’.”

With astonishing suddenness his ferocity
departed, and he commeneced to weep.  livi-
dently the drivelling, mandlin stage of intexica- |
fion was coming on,

demanded

“"Pwaz a bitter day when you  come,
Tartar,” he presently resmned.  * IH's you as
have—a< have—where was 17?7 Ah, ves, |

mind,
it do come et
else look
all! I'll
on Jerry

remeinber ! "T'was a bitter day u-al)uf ne’
wiy dax’s a-comin’, and when
Mister FFoster Moore and every hml;\
out for theirselves ! T'H down “em
show ‘em that they can’t trample
Yood! "™

* Why don't vou go home ? 7 called ent a
middie-aged woman, who had been regarding

e s

the maudlin corator with alternate and
disdain,

“I'll go home when I llke returned Jorry,

“You ought to o now, " the woman said,
“and put Mmrqelf to bed.”

*I'm agoin’ to bed here,” he .t:_;:i'.l.
staggering across the road he threw
dewn against a wall, Folding his arims,
to snore right away,

Whether he meant to feign sleep or not ix
uncertain, but anyway Nature succumbed to
strong liquor, and he slept.

“ Let him be,” said Tom Tartar: *° he'll be
just as well off there as anywhere.,  Stop a
moment, though.”

He held a rapid consultation “1“1
together they hurried into the
Bld!w

*Have you a bottlf- of cum ?  he asked.

“Lor, bless ’ece, a dozen ! replicd the
widow.,

“ And have you zot such a thing
piccc of board ?

The widow rummaﬂcd out a soap-box lid,
smooth and white, and handed it to Tom.

“ Xow a bottle of ink and a brush,” he =aid.

“ Bless the boy, if he isn't going to clear out
the shop ! ” said the widow, pleased, however,
to do business,

“T have a little job,”” said Tom, * and il yvou
don’'t mind, I'll do it here. Sam. look around
and buy a few bohs’worth of biscuits, choes.,
and things. We're out of everything, you
know.”

While Sam was looking round and making
his purchases, Tom went to work upon the

ity

"y

and
hitnself
he began

am, and
shop of Widow

A5 A sqquare

board, on which he rapidly sketched the
following inscription :
“I'M A SILLY FOOL! T OUGHT NOT

TO DRINK SO MUCH ON MY WAGES.”

. “There, Sam ! *" he said, “ I think that will
do.”

Sam agreed, and they left the shop.

Wooden Jerry was still sleeping and snoring,
but a new feature to the entertainment was to
be found in the Imn dog, who had taken a
violent dislike to the nasal sounds he sent {orth,
and was barking angrily at him.

Lawrence Turrell and Jonah Worrey were
now both on the spot, and the latter seceing
what Tom had in his hand, asked Tom why L
didn’t leave the “ poor man alone.”

“1 am going to shame hiwm, it I can,
Tom’s answer.

“Mr. Moore won't like it,”” said Jonal.

*Who's to tcll him? " .

“T1 will.”

“Tell away.! " said Tom, as he placed the
board with the inscription on Jerry's breast |
' or, it you don't like it, take it away.”

: I"w a good mind to,” returned Jonal.

“And 2 better mind not to,” replied Tom :

“lor it you tike that board away I'll pull your
10S,

Jonah Worrey muttered sonmething nof
audible to those around him, and glunk away.

Wooden Jerry was still snoring, and the inn
deg was still barking in resentment,

(Continued on ncxt page.)
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“Now let us decorate him,” said Tom’
“ Turrell, get me a couple of sheets of stiff
paper from the shop, and a tew vards of ribbon.™

In a quarter of an hour they had made Jerry-

as hideous a figure as ever sat snoring in the
sunlight, with a huge frill round his neck, his
feet tied up in an old bit of sacking, and a
dunce’s cap on his head.
~ During the operation Wooden Jerrv never as
much as stirred. He simply snored on.
*“1 think that’ll do for to-day,” said Tom :
“and now we can leave him on show.”

The village policeman now appeared, and all
but Tom decamped. He waited to hear what
the officer would say to it.

All the policeman said was ¢

“I'm blessed ! Very pretty indeed ! 2

* Won't you lock him up ? ™ asked somehody
Near,

** No,”” replied the officer, ““ not till he's dis-
orderly. Now he's only drunk,”

Tom walked after his ehums and returned
to the school, where they spread the tidings of
having once more taught Woeoden Jerry a
lesson,

Some of the younger boys went off to see him,
but speedily returned with the tidings that he
was gone, :

At dinner, Mr. Wrasper presided, and Jane
waited at table,
~ “1 am sorry to tell you, boys,” said Mr.
Wrasper, ‘“ that Jerry has been misbehaving
bimself, and has been locked up.’? -

7 &
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There was a twinkle in hiz eves that rathoer
belied his expression of sorrow. and those boyvs
who knew what had taken place expressed theie
aricf by laughing aloud.

Jonah Worrey alone looked glum,

““Mr, Moore won't like it when he hears it,”
he said. .

*Then Mr. Moore must discharge him,”?
returned Mr, Wrasper.

““He can't do it,” Jonah said.

“What ecan you possibly know about it 7 22
demanded Mr. Wrasper.

“I know a lot of things,” gullenly mutteped
Jonah,

“ Whatever you may know,” =aid Mr.
Wrasper, *“ you will please behave yourseli, or
vou will be punished,’

“Who will punish me ? " sncered Jonah,

1 will ! Mr, Wrasper said. ** De silent ! *?

“I'H speak if 1 like,” said Jonah defiantly,

“Leave the room!’” said Mr. Wrasper,
rising. * You will go into =olitary for this.”

“*1I won't!” cried Jonah.

“ We will sece about that,”” said Mr. Wrasper,
“ Tartar, unlock the lumber-room door. Now,
Woarrey, will you come quietly or not ? ::

Tom saw that a premature explosion was
impending. If Mr. Wrasper carried out his
threat, what about Posh Powner ?

There was nobady there who could hope to
make him a prisoner.

“ 1 don't know where the key is, sir,” Dle said,

It i3 in the study,” replied Mr. Wrasper,
“1 saw it hanging on a nail over the mantels
piece, Plcase feteh it,” .
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There was nothing for it but to obey, and |
i on hurried from the roon.
" Now, Worrey,”” said Mr. Wrasper.

Jonah stood up sullenly, halt-cowed, mh-
defiant still.

“ Follow me,” went. on Mr. W Fasper.
keep orderly until I return.”

Sam Smith wag getting nervous,

He knew Tom would not shirk opening
golitary, but what wonld Posh Powner do when
he was discovered ?

The man, in his desperation and fury, might
kill somebody.

Sam fairly lost his head, and rising from his
seat, said hastily :

““ Before vou lock up Worrey,
speak a word.to you ? ”

“I am surpriscd that vou should plead for
him,” Mr. Wrasper replied.

“I am noft pleading for him.”” Sam said.
“ But you ean’t put him into solitary.”

“Why not ?”

““ Because both places are full 1™

ﬂ[r Wrasner stared at him.

“ Smith,” he said, * what's the matter with

. vou? Have you been standing in the hot sun
to-day ?

= Thf-w 8 nmhmr' thr- matter with me.”
Sam said tlespemtﬂlv **I am quite well, and I
am only speaking the truth. It’s a serious
matter—Tartar knows—I—I1 X

““ Come outside with me,’” said Mr. Wrasper.
““ Worrey, stand where you are. until I come
back. Now, Smith, I am rcady.

As they went outside Tom returned with the
key in his hand.

“ Tartar,” said Mr. Wrasper, “Smith has
told me an extraordinary story about solitary
being occupied, and—-="’

“1 couldn’t help it. "Tom ! " interrupted Sam.
“ 1f that brute got loose, he would kill you—I
am sure he would ! 7

** What brate ? & asked Mr. “Wras wr

Sam hung his head, but Tom, seeing that
ommealment would be of no -further avail,
resolved to tell all,

* Posh Powner and Diggles are hiding there,”
‘he said.  ““Sam, don’'t hang your hecad. It
had to come out.” :

“You don't blame me, then ? ' said Sam,
jooking up,

* Of course not. ! " returned Tom:.

“ Please to explain,” said Mr. Wrasper,
staring from-one to the other in bewilderment.
“ What have you to do with that poaching
rnffian and Diggles ?  What has induced you
to hide tliem here ? It is a very scrious offence
in the cye of the law."”

“T did not hide them."” returned Tom, “ and
| dll? uot discover they were here until last
night.”

“Who is their friend then ? 7 asked Mr,
Wrasper,

" The have tw 0,
Mr. Moorc.”

°f 1;03 S,

sir, may 1

" replied Tom, ““ Jerry and

“Tartar, mind what you are say ing ! 1
know Moore ta be a villain—but that,” added
Mr. Wrasper, hastily, “TI cannot discuszs with
you, Tell me your story,”

covered the two men in hiding. and avoided
* touching on othier matters.
Mr, Wrasper listened with amazed interest.

“ It is imposzible that we can act by onr-

{ selves,”” he said, © or do anything until we have

had our dinner, Then you had better go fo
the inspector and bring him here with sufficient
help to sccure this dangerous man. I will
devise another punishment for Worrey."”

They went back to the dining-roomn, where
every eye was fixed upon them.

* Resume your seat,”’ said Mr.
Jonah Worrey.

Jonah stared at him. and then at Tom and
Sam, as if he did not quite understand.

“Sit. down!” said Mr. Wrasper angrily.
“I have only postponed your punishment.”

To all but thesthree in the secret the “hole
thing was amazing.

The other boys looked at Tom 'm(l Sam
with enquiring eyves, but they \our-hsafud no
explanation. Both went on with their dinners,
and said not a word.

The meal finished, Tom, in obedience to a
nod from Mr. Wrasper, left the dininz-hall. A
few moments later he was on his way to the
police-station.

Wrasper to

— ey —

CHAPTER XLVII.
The Birds Flown !

HE police-station waz about a rile on
the ofher side of the village, in the
direction of the guarry. It stood by
the roadszide, a compact little structure

of stone with a couplc of cells, which were but

rarely occupied.

But to-day one of the cells was nccupied by
Wooden Jerry, and Tom. as he tapped at the
station door, could hear him bawling out threats
of what he would do to thoze who had laid him
by the heels. 4

The inspector himseli opencd the door to
Tom, and bade him enter.

““ No further trouble with our young friend

[ Ralph, I hope ? ' he asked.

L3 ]

“ No," answ nred Tom.,
father I've come.’

They went into the little ofﬁu- and the
inspector pointed to a chair.

** Sit down, youny ¢ entlpmm,” he said, “ aml
tell me the news.  You say yvou've come about
Posh Powner. Have you seen or heard any-
thing of him ? "

“It’s about Ralph's

“1 know where he's hiding,” said Tom
quictly. .
“Youn do!"” exclaimed the inspector.

“Where is he ¥ Anywhere handy ? ™ -

“ Yes—Nie's at the school !

And Tom quickly told ho“ on the previmls
night, he had foumi out tlmt Powner and
Diggles werc in the “ solitaries.

The astonished inspector agked a number of
questions, and finally arranged to bring three
or four constables to the school that evening,
and effect the arrest of the two “ wanted "’ men.

“ I shall have to send over to Delchester for
assistance,” said the inspector; ““so I expect

Toru in a few words related how he had dis-

(Continued on page iii of Cover.)



(Continued from page 40.)
it'll. be getting dark when we arrive. Tell
Mr. Wrasper he can expect us at about nine
o’'clock.”

Tom returned to the =chool, saw Mr. Wrasper,
and then confided what was going to take place
to Sam Smith, |

After that there was nothing else to do but
wait patiently for evening to arrive.

Slowly the hours went by. Supper was
served earlier than usual, and shortly before
nine o'clock the boys were told that they might
either go to bed or to the schoolroom.

Among those who went to the schoolroom was
Sam Smith ; but he set apart irom the others,
and waited with ears astrain.

Presently he heard the bell ring,
Wrasper go quietly to the door.

The click of the lateh was followed by the
somnd of several muffled footsteps,

Sam was now in a state which might be ealled
-iigitated. All hig nsual coolnese had deserted

.

He eould no longer sit still, but rizing, began
to pace up and down,

Jonah Worrey. who wag =ifting by one of the
windows, with his head resting on his hand,
siid :

“Why don't you keep still. Smith ?
to Jisten.
outside.””

*“ Well, suppose vou did ?

“M’s just this,” said Jonabh, “ 1 want to
know what is going on when Mr, Moore is away,
There's a lot of seeref, business going on.”

and Mr.

I want,

* There is,” replied Sam, ** but it. won't. he

ﬁu*i‘l’f‘t- lﬂ]]gt
" What do you mean by that 7™ asked
Jonah.
“JIast what I say,” returned Sam.

Pubgey Wrasper, who was in the middle of |
the room, seated at one of the desks, here

striuek in;

* Don’t talk to him, Sam.” he said, *“ Jonah
is Moore's spy.™

“ I’s a lie,” eried Jonah fiercely, ,
. Y Its true,” imsisted Pubsey.  ** You always
were a sneak. When I was your friend, and
nused to confide things about my father to you,
yvou took them to that villain Foster Moore.
P've an idea, Jonah. that you kaew Moore before
fie caine here.” : '

“ Knew him before ? °
Worrey.

All the other bovs—there, were about half a
reore in all, with Lawrence Tuarrell, Cautious
Johnny, Necker, and Chucks among them—sat
still, listening elosely to what was going on.

*Yes,” said Pubsey, “ there is a mystery
about Moore which we never could make out.
He came here a beggar, and o little time arfter
vou joined the school. From the first he never
‘had anything to say against yon. Who is
Moore ? What is Moeore ? ”

** And who, for the matter of that, Jonah.
are yvou ? " added Sam.
" Yes,” said Pnbsey ;
comes to that 2"

Jonah moved his head from one ta the other,
and it may be assmmed that he was looking at
them, but it was now too dark to sece nis race,

spluttered Jonah

“who are yon, if it

I faney 1 heard the sound of people.

“ Moore came here without a character,”
cogtinued Pubsey. .

“* More fool your father to take him then,"
san‘i Jana;h.

- That's true enough,” retorted Pubsey,
gu_wlﬂy; "he was a fool, and it has been his

lln- :

“He’s got to pull himself up again,” said
Jonah, ‘ and it he can do it-he is a cleverer man
than I take him for.” _

. Pubsey was about to zay something more,
when the door of the schoolroom opened, and
evfrybody looked in that direction.

The figure of Tom Tartar was dimly seen in
the doorway, B -

Sam,”’ l}f‘? said, * Mr. Wrasper wants vou.”

Sam and Tom went, out and the latter eloscd
the door,

f: Have you got him ? ” asked Sam ecagerly.

" Oh, don't put that guestion to me !’ sail
Tom, with a moan.

" What d’yon mean. old ¢hap ? ™

“Why, both the cells in solitary were
empty !V

" What ! 7 gasped Sam. Mean {0 =iy
Powner and Diggles have got away ?

“ Foster Moore smuggled ’‘em away !
replied - Tom  bitterly. ** That's the only
explanation. His "sick relative’ yvarn was

just an artful excuse.  And now he’s got nearly
twenty-four hour's start-—time enough to get
those two fellows out of the country.”

(To be continued.)

is all you pay forour No 400A Mead
'* Marvel’’—the finest cycle ever offered
on such exceptionally easy terms. Bril-
liantly plated ; richly epameiled ; lined
i colours. Sent packed free carriage
paidon 156 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted, Money refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged,
Big bargains in factory soiled mounts.
Tyres and accessories 33 1-3Y4 below
shop prices, Write 70-DAY for testi-
monials and illustrated art catalogue.
» o s -

=

e S

Cycle
\Dept. B 607) Birmin



iv

Monthly Payments Buy

3asters' Double Life Boots, Gent's Driped ancr-
proof Soles, also Ladies’ Boots, S8hoes, 5/ monthly.
Also Suits, Overcoats, Costrumes, Winter Coats,

Blouscs, Bedding, Blankets, Rings, Bracelets,
Jewellery, Gold arnd Silver Pocket and - Wrist
Watches, Clocks, Cutlery, Plate, Accordeons,

CGramophones, etc. Iverything in our Price List on
Xasy Terms., Write for a FREE Copy. (Estab. 1869.
—MASTERS, Ltd., 52, Hope Stores, RYE.

NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest drawback in lile to any man or
woman, If you are nervous, timid, low-spirited,
lack scif-confidence, will-power, mind concentration,
blush, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
send - 3 penny stamps for particulars of the
Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treatment,
Used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to Seaman,
and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s,
M.O0's, M.M.'s and D.CM,/s—Godfry Elliott.
smith, Lta.,, 527, Imperial Buildings,
Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

REPEATER WATER PISTOL.

1/9, Postage 3d. A metal,
ejects 6 powerful
. with one loading., -

POCKET ~-CINEMA., - 5P\
Complete with 250 films, ' N

19, jostage 3d, -
“THE PLURASCOPE.”
- \ S e’ 2/3, postage 3d.
BTy s G Containse & instru-
sty 1mcnts in one: Com-
bined Opera and
Ficld Glasses, Telezcope, Stereo-
scope, Microscope, Kyve-Mirror,
Comwpass, - Anvalvable for examining flowers,
cor.r. microbcs, cte, s :
FREE. I'o all purchaser: of our zoods we will
Live one of the rollowing gilts abso.utely Free.
2-blade steel pocket-knife (hone hand!e):-: Vul-
canite Fountain Pen. Powerful Microscope.
Pefrol Lighter. «. When ordering,. select’ gift re-
guired, 1922 Cutaldégue of Electrieal, Mechani-
cal Models, Novelties, ete,  Now'teady! dd. post
frec.  Qur Guarantee: Sati-faction or Cash
vefunded. BENNETT 8ROS., 5, Theo-
balds Road, Hclborn, London, W.C 1
W Wondorfnt way to grow tall. (2 to § inches
cuarantesd.y  Teousands of  testimonialid--1rom
Rovalty downwards., Send stamp for particulars
Write-=DPorcival Carne., Caerphilly, Cardiff, 2, -

~ CUT THIS OUT.

The Nelson Lee Libirary. Pen Coupon. Value 2.
Send 7 of these Coupous with only 29 direct top
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street,
B.C.4. Youn will receive by return a splendid
British-Made ld-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Tountain
Pen, -value 106 (Fine, Medium or Broad niv).
It only 1 coupon js sent the price is 3/9, 2d.
heing allowed for each extra coupon up to 3
(Pocket Clip 4d. extra). 'This great ofler is made
to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to NELBON
I.LEE readera. Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Forcign post extra.

. S

_prays

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
| A Model STEAM ENGINE.

Complete, ready - for work, 15/-., 21/-," & ‘32/-.
Rails, 6d. per length. Post extra, 1/-. Battery,
Switch, Wire, Lamp, Holdor, Reidector, Instruc-
tions, etc., 4/9; postage 6d. Larger size, 8/6;

S B post 9d. SHOCKING

COIL! Set of parts for
— &\ making, 1/9. Battery Parts,
1/6; post 3d. Electro Mag-

net, 10d.; post 2d. Box
Fleetrieal Experimnents,
2/'9;: post dd. Yertical

Steam Engine, 7'6: post.;

_ : ; ete. 9d.  4-YVolt Dynawo,
12'6; Elcctric Motor 3'9. (Catalogue 4d,) The
HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co., Queen’s
Rd., Aston, EBirmingham. SEND NOW!

WHY BE SHDRT? If a few extra inches are

what you necéd, commenco
the Girvan Scientific Treatment at once. Students
report fromm 2 to 5 inches increase. You will
work, cat, ard gleep better., Send p.c. for par-

ticulars, and £100 guarantee, to Enquiry Dept.,
Ao Py AT

Road, London, N.4

10T’

Saw, Screwdrivers, Chisels,
Gimlet, Bradawl, Gouge, Nail
and Tack Lifter, Etc. The
Screw Up Case (7 ins long),
encloses all Ten Tools when
not in use and also forms
Handle for each when in use,
Quite as Strong and much
handierthan Single Teols 8d.
- tol/ each, Only 1,11 or
nwith~Himmer Head extra,
.to fit on top, 2'Z2: -"Part
.. Postage and packipg:on
_either 3d” extra. Delight
or Money Batk Freo T1-

- lustrated Catalogue post
free. Big Barga.n37::d. to
£8-Watches, Clocks, Jewel-
lery,” Accordeons, Useful
Goods, Novelties, Toys, Etc.

PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE,
DEPT. A, FASTINGS,
Latablished 33_;1'1'1::*::,'

DONI BE BULLIED.
Learn the Wonderful Japanese art of Scif-Defence
without weupons - Scad NOW Four Pouny Stamps
tor Splendid Tlhtstrated Sample Lessons or_3a:. 6d,
for “Large =Portion 7 of Cowrse; (Dept. N.L.),
School ol " Iujitsul«yl, CGolden Square,” Rcegent St
London, W.1.1 Porsonal - Tuition walso  Given.

MAGLG- TRACKS, ‘cle.=Parcels™ 2/6,-5/6.  Ven.
trilogthist’s Instrument. Invisible, Immitate Birds.

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-—T. W, HARRISON. 239,
.Pentonvills Road. London, N1 B

ARE YOU NERVOUS? Get my simple Lome
eure for Timiditv, Nervousness, Blushing,
Send 2¢. Stamp. U. J. D., 12, All Samis Read,
NSt ANnes-on-Sea, ' '

Smud Green

x THE é
NEW

When communicating with
Advertisers please méention
the NELSON LEE LIBRARY._

Lever Seli-filling Safety Model, 2 '~ extra.

i —

d Press, Limited, qng

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, ‘Lhe JllL'””"]"’”]']lnut;nlﬂtnd 13/- per annum

Fleotway House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E.C.4.
Abroad, 11/- per annwm: 5/6 N and New
Sole Agents for Austra ; , Limited,

6/6 for six months, ;
A,I'rlca: The Central News Agcency, Limited,

Sibseription Rates:

for six months. Sole Agents for Soutj

Zealand: Messrs,

Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Canada: The Imperial News compang'”m 8, 1922,

No, 367.

'DIY,



