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s fist shot out, but the conductor dodged, and the blow fell upon

Handfiorth

an old gentleman sitting behind.




A LAUGHABLE STORY OF FUN
AND ADVENTURE.

., An amusing story of the adventures of the famous
ans '} | St. Frank’s Juniors, and how they spent Easter
: _ Monday at the Crystal Palace. Introduces NIPPER

‘ & CO., HANDFORTH & CO., ARCHIE, and many
p other well-known characters. By the Author of
‘ The New Page Boy,” ‘' The Fooling of Archie,”’
W The Mystery of Handforth’s Pater,”” and many

other Stirring Tales.

L1
.l

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGH-
L OUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER L
EASTER MONDAY,

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH sat up in bed and stretched himself.
“ Ripping morning !~ he said, vawning. * The Sun’s shining like the very dickens!
Jolly good ! Looks like being a first-class Bank Holiddy !
I sat up, too.

“ And we haven't amy particular plans,”
I said. ' Never mind—we can always find
plenty to do in London. By the way, have
vou arranged to meet Church and McCluce
somewhere??”’

“ They're coming straight here—and they
oughlit to be on band soon after breakfast,”
replied Handforth. * The fatheads should
Liave *been here yesterday, really, but you
know what they are!”

I hopped out of bed quickly, and com-
mmenced to dress. The sun was, indeed, shin
ing with alinost summer-like brilliance. It
was  Haster Monday, and the April day
promised to be hot and fine.

It was quite early yet—ouly a little after
cight—but it seemed a pity to stay in bed
any longer. We were not at St. Frank’s,
but under the hospitable roof of Sir Edward
tlandforth, in the West End of London.

We had been staying there two or three
days—ever since the dramatic affair when
sir KEdward had been kidnapped by his finan-
cial enemies, That plot had been frustrated
—mainly by Nelson Lee. But the one and
only Archie (Henthorne and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West and one or two dther fellows




Liad lent valuable assistance. It was all
over now, of course, but Sir Edward was
still enormously gmteful And he had pressed

us to remain until the Easter holidays were |

over, That’s why there were six of us staying
with Handforth’s people—or five, to be inore
exact, for llandforth himeeli was really at
hhome,

In addition to Sir Montie Tregellis-West
.and myself, there were thiee more—the Hon.
Douglas Singleton, John Willard, and Archie
Glenthorne. And we had spent qmtt, an en-
joyable time in the Handforth home.

““We can’'t afford to waste weather
this!”* T said.
thing .extra special to-day, Handy.”

“Hampstead Heath?” suggested Handforth,

‘** Oh, I don’t know—a bit stale, isn't it?”’

sked Smgletnn ‘““ We can think of some-
1hing better than that, I'll bet.”

There were three of us in the bedroom, and
we were all dressing. As soom as [ had

wmpleted my toilet, I passed out into the
:ov ridor, and went into the next apartment,
This was another bedroom,
a " solitary sleeper—no less a person than
Archie Glenthorne himself. The other fellows
were in.a room a bit further on.

Archie was sleeping peacefully. He looked
happy and perfectly content as he lay there
in bed, with his mouth open, and a kind of
dreamy smile on his face. But I had no
compunction. I seized him b} the shoulder,
aiid shock him,

““ Wake up, old son!"’ T said briskly.

““Hallo! Hallo!” murmured Archie, open-
ing his eyes. ‘I mean to say, so there yYou
are, what? Morning, and ali that! Consider-
able consignments of sunshine bursting
through the old curtains.”

“ Yes, rather!” T said. ‘" It’s a ripping
morning, Archie! Buck up and get dressed--
we’ll go out for a walk bhefore breakfast,
and find an appetite!”

“Archie sat up, looking rather dismayed.

““Dash it all!’’ he protested. '‘ Rather
too steep, what? I mean, going out for
waiks before breakfast! Somewhat inclined
to exhaust the old frame, and all that sort
of rot! I'm frightfully afraid, old tulip,
that there is distinctly nothing doing.”

‘““Rate!” I said. * You've got to conle.
If you don't buck up and get dressed, we'll
come in and shove your clothes on!”

““That would be {frightful!” said Archie,
“1 mean to say, dashed undigniﬁed, and
all the rest of it. A chappie ean’t allow
things of that sort. Absolutely not! Kindly
warble the time, "Nipper,”’

“The time?” I said. * Why,
ten past eight!’.

‘“(Gadzooks!”

‘““ A bit late, eh—=""

“I mean to say, absolutely not!"’ said
Archie. ‘' Most .fearfully early, old top!
Quite ridic., i fact. I had a feeling, don't
you know, that several hours of the ald

like

1t’s abhont

S

and it contained }

}

“ And we’'ve got to do some- |

t ten.”’
“* Not a bit like it, Archie,” I said hrmly. i 38

“wouldn’t think .
b water-jug, and emptying it over your head.”

dreamless were missing. Kindly retire,
ret‘mn to the old bedside by ahout half-past

“You’re getting up now!”’

““ But, dash it all, quite imposs.!”
Archie.
the ques., old sportsman.
done.
of a c¢happie.
not that!”

‘“It's Bank Holiday!”

‘“ Absolutely!”

‘““ And a glorious day!”
- ' Absolutely twice!”’

‘““And we're going to
times!”’

Anything else, dear lad, but

have some good

‘“ Absolutely, as it were, with large knobs

affixed!” said Archie,
whole argument, old [ruit.
tissues require further rest.

‘“1 agree with the
They positively

call for it, don't you know. QGoing? Trick=

ling away‘? Thanks awfully—-"

‘““ Better not be too quick about it!” I

grinned. “ I’'m not going, Archie.”
‘““How dashed frig.htful!” |
“‘*You’ve got to get up—no slacking
allowed,” T said erisply. ‘* And you’d better
turn out before Handforth comes in—-he
anything of grabbing

Archie shivered.

‘* Dear lad, you make me go all hot and

flustered!”’ he exclaimed. ‘1 mean to say,
a chap wouldn’t do that kind of thmn to a
guest, would the?”’

and

But the old

_—
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“That is to say, absolutely out of
1t simply can't he =
I mean to say, it’s asking too much
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‘ Handy would do anything,” I replieck

‘“Now then, are you going to "et up,
shall I lend you a hand?”
Archie sighed. -
‘Talkmfr about that reminds me of

Phipps!” he said sadly.
the priceless chappie who gets busy on any-
thing you want! A feaxfully brainy <ove

and a perfect treasure for getting a first-

class crease down a pair of trousers! I miss
Phipps deucedly. I don’t know lhow I'm
getting on. without him!”’

‘“I dare say you'll survive until we Uet
hack to St. Frank’s,” I said. ‘“ And what
about Phipps? Haven’t you got any feel-
inge, Archie?
chap to have a well-carned rest?”

“ Oh, rather!” said Archie.
old boy' S0, under the circs.,

Phipps, and plo«ceed to deal \nth the forty
old winks!”

“ No, we wou t~'
out now!”

“ Quite imposs.,’
might even say t~‘1at
bally rotten! Dear lad,
Kindly replace the old Wltne3s'
be exact, is most putrid!”

I said, *f You re *ettnw
) l.»'

How
youl
to

said Archie ﬁx-m}y.

Great Scott!
I bessech

T‘11-

I yanked the bedc}o-thes back, and Ardne'
Irelplese;

lay there in his silken pyjamas,
and 'looking rather comie, . - . ;

“Up you come!” I said. “ You'll find the
special suit of ¢lothes all laid out ready. {oF

‘““ Good old Phipps— |

Don’t you want the poor

- f&bcolute?y,“
we'll dismiss

or



bt e 3 L

yoi on the wside-table. 1It's a pity Phipps
isn'f here, to lend you a hand. But I dare-
say you'll manage by yourself.”

I poassed out of the room, taking the
blankets with 'me, @as a precautlonarv
measure. And Archie, with a heavy sigl,

proceeded to get dre&sed

The previous night he had laid out a par-
ticularly
Phipps liked, too. And an;thmg that Phipps
approved of was, of course, just the thing.

But the suit appeared to have disappeared.

It was not where Archie had placed it,
and, strange to relate, his other clothing
was nowhere to be found—~for he had several
spare suits with him. But there, upon the
side-table, lay a most ettraordmary assort-
ment of wearing apparel.

““Gadzooks!" exclaimed Archie
““ What is this? What, I repeat,
Do the old optics deceive me, or
true?”

He picked up one of the garments gingerly.
Tt was a jacket—but qulte an extra spe»cml
one. It was of an extremely loud check,
and almost over every inch of it there were
pearl buttons—dozens and hundreds of them!

blankly.

can it be

“ My sainted aunt!” observed Archie
faintly. * This is what a chappie might call
the limit! What shecking taste' What

truly appalling clothing! It ‘is utterly im-

poss. for me to wear such stuff!”

He picked up the waistcoat, and this was
decorated in the same way gs the jacket.

There were. trousers, too—trousers with
vearlies all down the sides. The bottoms of
the ftrousers widened out into ‘hell-like
shapes.

murmured
quite ghastly, and
Scmething has got to
must be accomplished

“ This, as it were, Is priceless!”
Archie. *“ I mean to say,
all that sort of rot!
he done—something
quite rapidly!”

And Archie went to the door and called
for help.

He lLad hardly uttered the first cry when
Uandforth and I dodged out of the next bed-
room, and the other juniors followed. We
fooked at Archie inquiringly, with quite
innocent expressions.

‘““ Anything 'wronﬂ‘f” I asked.

“1 mean to say, absolutely!” said Arcchie,
“Dear lads, I meed you! I am simply in
the most frightful kind of a mess, don't you
know! The fact is, something fearful has
happened.”

“ What's the trouble?” asked Handforth,
whriding into Archie’s room. ¢ Hope you're
not put out at al!, Archie? 1 shouldn't like
no guest in the pater’s house to be upset
over anything!”’

“On, rather not!”’ said Archie. “That
would be appalling. Upset, what? - Hardly,
dear old bean! But, don't you see, the

folly old clothing department has gone sort
of loony! Kindly observe!’"

Archie indicated the terrible suit with cone
pweep of hig hand. : :

nice fancy serge suit—one that

18 thie?

\

Handforth gazed at it in admiration.

“l say, that's gorgeous!” he
enthusiastically. |

“I mean to say, what!” exclaimed Archie.
‘“ Gorgeous? Dash it all, hardly! To be
quite frank, 1, personally, thought that the
thing was what one might describe as being
perfectly foul!”

said

“Foul!” I put in. “ Why, my dear
Archie, it’s lovely! Just look at all thcse
buttons! Did you ever see anything so
sweet?"’ :

‘“The very latest fashion, too!” said
Singleton.

“Begad!" ejaculated Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, gazing at the suit in a hornﬂed mel
of way. ‘' Really, dear fellows, this is goi®’
rather too far—it is, really! That I

“You ass!” I said quickly., “It's a
special one for to-dayv—Archie will look
ripping in it! Suits like that are all the
fashion on Bank Holidays—in some parts
of London. Pearlies, bell-bottom trousers,
and everythinz! '1t must have cost an enor-
mous sum.’’

““ Absolutely!” agreed Archie.. * T can sce
it, old top! The thing is absolutely mar-

vellous! But, don’'t you see, it’s hardly the
thing for me, what? Not quite the fash.,
as it were. Decided!y off, in fact!”
““Nonsense!” said Handforth. *TIt'1l suit
you down to the ground!"
“0Of course it will, Archie!” 1 said.
“Just try it on!”

Archie siuddered. |

** Absolutely mot!”” he declared -firmly,
“My dear o'd lads, it couldn't he done——
I mean to say, it’s asking too much of a
chappie! The very idea is enough to make
me feel pipped for a week!”

“Now, look here, Archie!’ I said, grasp-
ing the trousers. * You've got-to be reason-
abhle—-""

“1 mean tfo say——

“It's no good tryving to get cut of it,
hecause it won't work,”” I proceeded. ** This
suit was obtained especially for you, and
we're simply bubbling 'with eagerness to
see how you look in it. Are you going to
get dressed?”’

Archie gazed at me fixedly.

“ Decidedly not!”’ he replied. “ That i5 to
say, @absolutely not! Laddie, there s
nothn(lﬂr doing! Finally and positively nix’
The scheme does not appeal to the good old

??

senses. hmdly desist!™

“Well, you've got one chance!’ I said
grimly. ¢ Either vou get into this suit of
vour own accord, or we’ll dress you hy
force. Now, Archie, it’s up to you. What'a
it going to be—force or otherwise? -

Arcliie looked 'somewhat blank.

‘““ Dash it all!” he remarked. ““I mean tn
say, deucedly undig., what? A <chappte
hardly expects this kind of stufl under the

gcod old hospitable roof, as it were. Rather,

so to spealk, off the mark, and so forth!” .
“Rot!"” said Handforth. * You can't say

that there's a lack of hospitality in this
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houge, Archie!
oat that this suit is undignified. You
haven't got any idea how you’ll look when
you're dressed up!”

“Well, don’'t you know, I've got a sus-
pish.!” said Archie, with a horrified glance
at the suit. 1 shall look, dear old lads,
itke one of those frightful bounders who go
to the Derby on a bally old barrow!”

I grinned.

'Well we're wasting time,” T said
briskly. ‘“ What’s it to be, Archie? Are
you going to dress, or stay in bed all day?”

‘A sound scheme!” said Archie promptly.
“The Ilatter, dear old tulip—absolutely!
Every time, in fact! The old feathers and
the linen for me!” )

Archie dived back into bed, with immense
relief upon his features. But it was only
momentary. he juniors fell upon him,
drageged him out, and without any fvrther
drwument commenced dressing  him. He

was pulled about from side to aade, and was |

quite helpless.

“* This is ghastly—I mean to say, dashed
awful!™ panted Archie, as he was hauled
ahout. ‘* Mercy, and that sort of stuif!
Kindly observe, old tulips, that the bally
white flag is hoisted ! Pomtuely flying in the
Dreeze!’” .

“*You surrender?’”’
- Absolutely !

"““And you'll get dreszed?”

Archie shuddered.

“The old alternative doesn’'t seem to
exist!” he said miserably. *‘ It appears,
dariings, that the frightful thing must be
done! Pray retire and allow me to robe!
Later on 1 shall require a bevy of doctors
and ha'f a dozem ambulances! The old
tissues will never stand the ordeal!”

“We're not retiring!” said Handforth,
“ We'll remain here and see that you get
dressed properly, Archie. Buck up! No
larks, mind. or we won’t ha.e pity on you
next time!”

Archie groaned, and proceeded to dress
himself. He groaned at intervals throughout
the unde:takmg And he took particular
¢are not to approach the mirror.

“One glance, my dear chappies, and it
would be all up!” he explained feebly,
‘““That is to say, fits and convulsions, and o
forth! Kindly remove the old mirror into
the offing!”

The mirror was not removed, and Archie
turned his back to it—only to find himself
looking at his reflection in the pier glass of
the wardrobe, He groaned again and re-
treated. Then he managed to complete his
toilet. We stood around, grinning hugely.

Archie looked a perfect scream.

He was, of course, a knut of knuts—a re-
plica of the very latest fashion plate. In
many respects, he was far more elegant and
dandified than Sir Montie himself. For the
Jatter always wore Etons, and Etons were
always somewhat restricted. Archie burst

demanded Handforth.

'rms NELSON LEFE LIBRARY ; .

It’s sheer bunkum to make]

.)9-;'(4

forth in lounge suits of various Ilues,——fancy

socks and sxlken ties.
And for him to be attired in the garb ot
a coster was too ludicrous for words. He

stood there in the middle of us, and we |

clung to one another, howling. It was &
sicht for sore eyes,

i Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Good old Archiel”

‘“* Ha, ha, hal!”’

“Oh, Archie,
photograph!”

“1 mean to say!”’ exclaimed Archie in-
dignantly. * Hardly sporting, what? 'The
old cackle appears to be somewhat mis«
placed!
the bally joke!

deuced!”’

‘“Really, dear old boys, it is certainly a
bit too thick!” protested Sir Montie. ‘“1b%
is, really! I entirely disapprove of this jape!

We simply must take 3our

Absolutely! T feel ddshed

Please take it for granfed that I shall have ’,

nothin’ more to do with it!”’

‘““ Considerable quantities of gratitude, old
bean!” said Archie. * I‘rwhtfully decent of
you to shove out the old qympauh\' A kind
of fellow feeling, what?”’

Archie fancied that the ordeal was over,
but he was mistaken. Handforth and le-
lard and Singleton ‘seized him, and hauled
him out on the landing. Archie fairly
gasped with horror when he realised that he
was to be taken downstairs. He collapsed.
He fell upon his knees, and gazed at his
captors.

That is to say, I fail to appreciate Y
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““Yards of the old beseeching &tuft!” he

pleaded painfully.
plication!
In other words, my dear old sportsmen, be

*“*Several tons of sup-

good enough to ring down the curtain!
This “llabtly affair has, as it were, gone far .
enough. Absolutely! Be pals, don’t you
know! Be sports! Bended knees, and all .
that kind of rot!” f e
- I grinned,

‘““ Well, perhaps so0,”” 1 chuckled. 1t
- would be a dirty trick, you chaps, to go

any further. But doesn’ b Arcme look sunply
great in that sait?”

*Rather!” said Handforth. “I want to
take him down and show him to ma..er-and
pater! They’ll die of laughing.”

Archie lcoked hopeful.
*“I mean to say, murder, what?2”

asked. * Killing the old mater and pater!
Somewr,l'at severe, as it were! ‘I might{ even
Say——

“Look cut!” said Singleton. ¢ There’
somehody coming!” ‘ -

Archie gazed round wiidly., = |

‘“Severe gales!” he gasped. ‘' In other

words, the wind is pefrfectly up!”’

And Archie, without giving us a chance,
dived head first for his own doorway.
crashed into Handforth, and the latter went:
over with a thud, and Singleton fell on the
top of him. There was a. moment of cen-
fusion. td

With a )t]p of relief, Arc‘hle dlved mto

f‘lé. : J

Cartloads of appeals for mercy!

He



hiis bedroom, slammed the door and turncd

the key. Handforth, with a roar, charged
at the door, and bhammered upon it
thunderously.

“ Unlock this door!" he roared.

“Quite impos.!"" gasped Archie, from the
other side. ‘“I mean to say, absolutely not'
I'm feeling ecmewhat used! Positively
crumpiing!  Pray retire, and a'low me to
restore the old tissues!”

“It's all right, Archie!” I ecallied. “ Un-
lock the door-—we won't interfere with you
any more. The joke's over, and we'll bhring
in your proper clothes. You can rely on us
to smother Handy!"

“Why, you—you—"" began HHandforth.

“ Peace, my son!’ I said. *° We've seen
Archie as the coster, and that ought to be
enough. It would be a dirty trick to carry
it any further. Besides, it's near]y breakfast
time, and we shall be Iate.’

And so Archie was allowed to drees in his
usuwal elegant attire.  And when we went
downstairs, we found that not only Church
and McClure had arrived, but Reginald Pitt,

Jack Grey, and Fatty Little into the
bargain,
There were now twelve of us—a round

dozen—for Tommy Watson showed up a few
minutes later.. We had aPranged for the
little party, because we meant to thoroughly
¢njoy ourselves on this Bank Holiday.

To be exact, we were going on the spree!

CHAPTER 1L
ON PLEASURE BENT.

REAKFAST was a great
SUCCESS.
Handforth's  father
and mother were as
genial as could be—particu-
ltarly Sir Edward. He
whacked out a handsome tip
for Handy, which the latter
was evidently expecting. The leader of
A~tudy D was always well supplied with cash,
ior his father was a most generous man. in
fact, father and son were very much alike.
''hey were both blunt, somewhat t.:ctless.
and very likeable. And Handy, being in his
own ‘house, naturally tock it upon himself to
be the leader.

““ Now the question is, what's to be done?”
he asked briskly, as soon as breakf.ast, was
over. ‘“It's only about ten, and we've got
the whole day before us—a ripping, sunshiny
day, too. What's the programme?’

‘““ What about a picnic?” sugeested I‘attv

“ Picnic?! Where?” .

“Oh, it doesn't matter where!"
fat junior. ‘“ We can pack three or four
hig hampers, and buzz off into the local
park, or a commoil, or soinewhere like that,
'I'he main thing is the grub—"

‘“ Always talking about grub!” interrupted
Handforth, *“ Rats! Picnics are off! We can

said the

zet plenty to eat withoutv cartinzg grub about
in hampers!’’

““ Besides, we can always have picnics at
St. I~zanks said Tommy Watson. * Now
that we're in London we want to do some-
thing different. I suggest a trip to Hamp-
stead Heath.” |

“That's what

I said!” exclaimed Handy.

A good titdea, too! But these fatheads
don't want it! There’'s all eorts of things
on Hampstead Heath on a Bunk Holiday.

Rather third rate, of course, but what's it
matter? We ain't proud!”

* Absolutely not!” agreed Archie. *° But
don't you think the scheme is somewhat
strenruous?  Allow me to trot forth a sugges-
tien. There is a perfectly priceless old gar-
den hoverinzg about the rear of us. Cosy
nooks and what not! The sun is quite rip-
ping, and the air dashed balmy! Why mnot
spend the goed old morning loun"mﬂr about,
as it were? Taking the good c¢ld sun cure?”

“ You're like the air—dashed barmy!" said
Handforth.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 mean to say, what?’ eaid Archie.

““ Rather terse, as it were!”

““And, after spending the moruing asleep,
I suppose you'd like an ecasy afternoon?”
asked Handforth gcarcastically. ‘A visit to
the pictures, say, where you could doze oft

to your heart's content? How does that
suit you, Archie?”

‘“ Absolutely!” eaid Archie. “Down to
the old ground!”

“ Well, it doesn’t suit us,” said Hand-
forth. *“This is a Bank Holiday, and we're

not going to waste it! Any other brilliant
suggestions?”’
““What about the Zoo? asked Pitt.
“That's not so bad,” said Handforth.
“We could leave Archie in the monkey

house while we went round!”
“We might not be able to pick him cut

when we came back!” grinned Pitt.
““Ha, ha, ha!”
“ This, as it were, is positively beyond

tiie old pale!”” said Archie firmly. **1 mean
to say, dash it all! Imsults rolling out in
the most frightful way. I am game for tha
gcod old joke, absolutely! But——"
“PDon’t take any notice of ’em, Archie,’
I put in. “ And we sha’n't go 1o the Zoo

anynow. We've all been there before, and
it's too crowded on a Bank Holiday., We
want something diflerent—something more
exciting.”

““ What about the Tower of London?”
asked Watson. -

“ Tathead!"

“ Ass!”

“There's a fat lot of excitement at the
Tower, isn't there?” snorted Handforth.

“We don't want to go sight-seeing! Blessed
if T can think of anything gooed, unless we
turn up at a big football match this alter-
noon—-""
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“T'Il tell you what,” I izterrupted. “ We'll
go to the Crystal Palace.”’
The juniors looked at me.

_‘““But there’s nothing on there,” said
Church,
“0f course there is,”” T said. ‘**Side-

shows, and round-abouts amnd cokernut-shies,
and everything, twice as good as Hamp-
stead. Heath. Bands playifn.g, and ripping
grounds to walk in, and enjoyments of all
kinds. We can Spend a fine day there. Who
votes for the Palace?”

Everybody agreed, even including Hand-
forth. ‘
*“As a matter of fact, I've already

thought of going to the Crystal Palace,”
he said. “1 was just about to suggest it
when you took the words out of my mouth,
Well, the best thing we can do is to start
ol at once.”

** What about a hamper?”’ asked Iatt}
Little eagerly.

" Rats! We can get plenty of tuck when
we arrive!”

* But we must have something on the
journey—-"*

“Oh, my hat!”’ groaned Handforth.
“You gorger! You glutton! I’'ve a good

mind to make you starve for the rest of the
day. Anyhow, you're not taking any grub.
1 suppose we'd better go by train?”

“*No fear,”” I eaid. ‘* We can easily pop
to Oxford Circus from here, and jump on a
No. 3 ’'bue. That'll take wus right to the
doors of the Crystal Palace. Come on, my
sons! No mneed to delay!”

And so, about a quarter of an hour later
we went off. The twelve of us made a
happy, cheerful ecrowd, and Archie Glen-
thorne was quite content to be with us. If
he had known of the strenuous times which
Iny ahead he might have been less serene.

Fatty Little, of course, had his pockets
stuffed. In some strange wmenner he had
managed to get hold of a large quantity of
sandwiches, And we had hardly got on the

motor-’bus at Oxford Circus before he com- |}

menced operations,

Fortunately, the ’'bus had been nearly
empty when it arrived, coming from Camden
Town. And we had scrambled on board first,
and we secured the front six doub]e ceata
-and gettled down,

It was a most emjoyable day,
sun shining warmly, and with the whole
populace in the best of Fumours. The real
holiday spirit was uhroad, aad the weecther,
o doubf, was partly responsible for this.

I{.mdforth of course, found it impossible
1o sit still and enjoy the ride. He was com-
pelled to engage in an argument with
Church and Mc(‘]ure. And the 'bus went
al?ng with people glancing up at it from all
sides,

with the

“ Dry up, Handy,” said_ Pitt. “ You’re
making us conspicuous.  Everybody’s star-
mg! They'll be taking us for- a collection

of freaks mnext, especially if you stand up
and exhibit ;yourself'”

Handforth turned round and glared.

**Are you calling me a {freak?” he
manded sharply.

“1 didn’t exaetly say so, but yeu seem to
know all about it!” replied Pitt, “Why &
can"’t’ you sit dewn, and—look out, you
ase !

Handforth’s cap was whisked by
breeze, for he was standing right in the
iront. He made a wild g‘mb at his head,

buat he was too late. The mext second hts
cap was sailing away through the air, and
it fell to ear uh in the mldule cf the road
some distance behind.

“ Stop!’ howled Handforth.
you fathe(\d' *

‘*Ha, ha, bhal!"

“ Pull up;

Handforth’s shout was evidently .addres:ed ;
The motor-’bus failed to pull’ =

to the driver. )
up. It had jnst left the foot of Nelson’s
Column in _mealn'ar Square, and was 10w
proceeding down thtehal! As unsual, the
'buses generally progress at a smart speed

down this wide, imposing thoroughfare.
Handforth dashed to the rear of the ’L‘tm,
incidentally knocking off one
bowler, and nearly ramming ancther gentle-
man's pipe down his throat But How dferth
reached the bell signal, and commenced to
thump upon it for all fe was worth., He
seemed {o imagine that tlis wos necessary,

de-/ 8

the 8

cent eman’s

The ‘bus selowed up at once, vecring to-
wards the curb. And ine conductor came

runiing up the stairs, somewhat red with in-

dignation. He glared at Handforth hotly,
‘“ What’s the meanimg of this ’eve?” ’
demanded. ‘' Think the blinkin’ bell s -a

punch-ball or what? Lorst your cap,

'!?

like an inmate of Colney Hatch!

““Why, youn cheeky rotter!”
Handforth. *“*Another word from 3ycu,
lad, and I'll dot you one on the mxe!” »
** Oh, you will?” snapped the conductor. . 8
“Yes, I will,” bawled Handforth, * Take &
that!” k S
Bift !

Handforth’s fist shot out,
tor was a pretty smart chap, and he saw the
blow coming. He dodged like lichtning, and
Handforth's fist
whiskere of an old
ting in the rear seat.

eentleman who was sit-
The eold gentleman

gave a gasping howl, and staggered up. °
“What the—— How the——-—-” S
“ Great pip! horry 8ir!" ga.-ape_d Hand-

forth. " Quite an accident, you kmow,

This—this fatheaded cond-uctor made me

wild !

Before the old chap could say anything
else, Handforth slithered down the staire
oi the now stationary ’bus, and dashed off
after his -cap. It still lay in the road, amd
was in imminent peril of heing rum nwr Ly
other ’'buses which were followmc.

he

eh 7 {EN
Thot ain’t no reason why you should b’have

snorted (|0
my |

but the condue- .

thudded squarely into the "
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Pitt and Watson and 1 jumped up and
made handsome apologies on behalf of
Handfgrth to the old gentleman with the
whiskers., He wasn't hurt much, for Hand-
forth’s punch had been at the end of its
reach, so to speak, by the time it arrived.
And the old fellow was easily mollified.

In the meantime Hamdforth recovered his
cap all right.

The conductor fumed on the step, wmtmrr
The driver, however, didn’t see the fun of 1t

and without Wulﬁhﬂ“’ for the signal, he
started off. Htmdforth running up, saw the

'pus shooting away from him.

“Hi! Pull up!”’ he roared. *‘° Wait for
me!” -
- *“Oh, boil yer 'ead!” growled the counduc-

tor lI‘I‘ltcl,hlV

He turned inside to collect some f&res, and
Handforth, ran with all his speed. Just at
first he munaged to keep pace, but then the
distance between him and the ’bus grew,
and he was left behind.

The spectacle was quite a comic one, to
judge by the expressions on the faces of
pedestrians. Handy, chasing a ’bus and
shouting at the top of his voice, was cer-
tainly rather amusing.

“1 say, this is a bit too thick!"”
Church. * Ring the bell, somebody.”

Pitt obliged, and the ’hus again pulled up.
Handforth, panting and hot, seized the brass
‘rail and hauled himself on board. The con-
ductor eyed "him with extreme disfavour,
and jerked the bell for the vehicle to pro-
ceed.

sald

“'Avin' a fine game, ain't yer?’’ said the
conductor sarcastically. ‘*“1 suppose you
think we can take the ’ole day gittin’

to the Pallis?”

“You—you babbling lunatic!'®  gasped
Handforth, ¢ Why the dickens couldn’t you
wait? I've a dashed good mind to Teport
vou. U've paid my fare, and I'm jolly well
not going to run behind!
to have his cap blown off!”

“Come on, Handy—no more arguing!”
called Church from the top. |
Handforth stormed up the stairs, went

to the front of the ’'bus, and sat down. He
suw that we were all grinning hugely.
“T'ine joke, wasn't it?” he demanded
sourly,
‘“ Absolutelv !’

gaid Archie. “1 mean to

cay, somewhat priceless, and all that! The
old brow appears to be overheated! Several
pints of the the good old persp! .The fact
i3, old cucumber, you've been——""

“T know what I've been doing!” said
Ilandforth. “ If this is what you ecall an
eniovable Bank Holiday, I don't! I've a

good mind to jolly well leave vou, and go
off somewhere else!”

To Handforth’s chagrin, this terrible
threat appeared to have no  eftect. We
nhowed no signs of concern; but, on the
contrary, merely grinned. We had been
¢specting some kind of trouble with Hand-

Anybody’s lxa,ble‘

L

could
up

Oswald

Edward
venture abroad without stirring
strife in one direction or another,

forth.
never

The great

But, having - crossed over Westininster
Bridge, all went well for a period. We
passed through KXenmington, and then on
towards DBrixton. Here Fatty’s supply of
tuck ran out, and he suggested that we
should sacrifice the rest of our fares, and
get off. Iatty had spotted -a restaurant.
We soon made it quite clear to him that

e was very much offside, and that he
wouldn't touch another morsel of  food
imtil we arrived at the Crystal Palace.
Fatty was filled with dismay.

““ Great onions!’” he exclaimed. I sha’n’t
be able to do it, you know! I—1 didn't
know it was such a terrific way! How do
you expect me to last out? I'm starving-—-

I haven't had a morsel to eat amce—m—-'

“About two minutes ago!” put in Jack
Grey. “It wouldn't be a bad idea to
starve you for the rest of the day, Fatty.
This gorging business is a bit too ¢thick.
What you need is a little hardship!”

Fatty groaned, and mumbled something to*
the effect that he was sinking rapidly.
And then we came to Brixton, and looked
about us with interest. There had been
much to see all along the rout.

The same holiday spirit pervaded all the
suburbs, and it was fimpossible to feel un-
happy. The 'bus filled up to its fullest capa-
city at Brixton, for other people were keen
upon visiting the Crystal Palace, too.

And all went well for a short time. We
proceeded up Effra Road, turning into Dul-
wich Road, and akwbmﬂ Brockwell Park,
antil we arrived at Heme Hill. Here the
'bus came to a stop once more. |

Looking over the side, I noticed a crowd
of boys arOUped about, looking up and down

somewhat anxiously. One of them held a
football. They were of the working class,

and looked a cheerful, good- natured  crowd.
Some of them spotted us, and looked wup.

And Handforth, who was gazing down at
them gave a sniff.

“I'ootballers!” he said disdainfaliy. “f
don’t think!”

“No need to speak so loud, Handy!w mut-

tered Church.

One of the working-class boys poimnted up
with a derisive finger.

“Hi, Jim!” he ‘velled. *‘‘Look!
panzee's escaped!”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!™” -

“You asked for it, Handy, and you've got
it,”” I gricned.

““Absolutely!” agreed Archie. “1 mean
to say, one insult deserves another, what?
At the same time, the cheery old lads be-

The chim-

low were dashed personal! A chimpanzee!
Decidediy fearful, if you know what [
mean!”’

Ha=ndf0rth jumped up.
*Am 1 going to stand this?”’ he beliowed.
‘“ Steady on, Handy--—"" began McClure.
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‘‘Leggo my coat!”’ roared Handforth, “I'm)

going to smash that chap who called me a
chimpanzee! My only hat! This is where
something happens!”

Handforth dashed to the back of the 'bus,
and scooted down the stairs so rapidly that
he failed to notice the conductor mounting.
They collided with a crash, and the conduc-
tor nearly fell over backwards. But before
he could do anything, or say anything,
Handforth had squeezed past, and was on
the pavement.

Without even considering the odds, he
dashed in amongst the grinming boys there,
and glared round.

“ Who called me a chimpanzee?” he de-
manded fiercely. .

““ Bill must ’ave made a bloomer!” said
one of the boys. *‘ He didn’t mean to insult
a harmless animai!”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth nearly choked. |

“ Now you've asked for it!" he t{thun-
dered. ‘* By George! Put up your bhands,
you rotters! I'm going to smash you all to
pu}p!!!

The next second Handforth charged, and
he succeeded in delivering halfi a dozem
hefty punches before the footballers seized:
him and held him down. By this time the
' ;bus was just starting off. I jumped to my
eet'a -

** Oh, the hopeless aes,” 1 grinmed. * We
ecan't leave him here, you know. Come on,
you chaps, we’ll rescue the fathead, and go
on by the next 'bus!”

And we all streamed off as quickly as
possible, Archié being hustled between Pitt
and Willard,

““Daeh it all!” protested Archie. “1
mean to say, {rightful exertion, amd so
forth! Kindly cease the old back-jabbing
husiness!’’

But Archie was fairly pushed off the ‘bus,
and the conductor heaved a sigh of relier
as the vehicle moved away.

“ Werse than a cartload o' blinkin® mon-
keys!” He growled. '“ Good riddance!”

Handforth had vanished by the time we
collected on the scene. He had disappeared
beneath the crowd eof excited and yelling
London boys. To be exact,
full length on the pavement, with bhis cap-
tors sitting over practically every inch of
kim, He was vanquished.

And then we arrived.

“Billo!” yelled one of the youngsters.
*“ Here's & whole blessed crowd of blokes
comin’ for us!”

“It’s all right, my sons, keep your hair
on!" I shouted. '* We're net spoiling for a
Aght, although we're quite willing to
oblige if you feel that way. But it's holiday

time, and we don't want any rows!” .
‘“ Well, your pal shouldn't go for us!” said

cne of the boys. *“ Who are you, anyway?

Come from some ewell school, I s'pose?”

he was lying |

il “{en, yes,” T S‘:&lid. 6 We"fre from 53. _.?!

“ That'y |

Frank’s College.”
““ 8t. Framk’'s!” said the boy,
down in the coumiry, ain't it?”
“In Sussex.”’ :

“ Thought it was down there somewhere,”
“My mame’s Harry
Billings, and I'm the head chap in the ex- =

exclaimed the other.

seventh in our school.”

‘““Good!” I said. *‘Pleased to meet you, =
old chap. Shake.”
We shook hands, and the other boys
looked on, grinning. Harry Billings was a

big, bony fellow with a freckled face and
fair hair.

“1 dom’t g'pose you'll be so chummy when
you knows we come from a London County «
““You chaps from . =
these ’ere big pot places are generally S)o,

16

Counecil School,” he said.

blooming snobbish to take mnotice of
likes of mns! We're from the Yorkston
Road School, down Dulwich way.”

‘““It doesn’t matter to me where you come
from,” I said. * Some chaps may he snob-
bish, but we're not.”

“Not at all, dear fellows!” said Sir
Montie. ‘“Delighted to meet you—I am,
really. But don’t you think it would be as

well to let Handforth get up? The dear
chap is in a frightful position!”
““ Handforth?” said Billings.
“Yes, begad!”’ said Montie.
on the ground, you know!”
Billings turned.

‘“ Stow it, you chaps!”’ he said.
feller get uplt
The other
once. Billings

boys releazed Handiortn

was evidently the

common. Quite a few of the other Council
schoolboys were apparently gentlemanly and
refined, and compared very favourably with
the S8t. Frank’s juniors. But Harry Biliings
was the bhoss of the show.

Handforth struggled to his feet, dusty and

hot.

“ Now for it!” he gasped. ‘' You-—
you & ‘

‘* Hold on, Handy!” I pubt in. *“ These

chapse were only having a bit of fun.
There's no need to kick up a dust.”

Handforth stared blankly.

** Ain’t you going to help me to smash ‘em
up?” he howled.

“Of courze not,” 1 said. ** Why should
we smash ‘em up? They’re just as much
entitled to have a hLit of fun as we are.
Make it pax, and forget all about serapping
for to-day.”

“They called me -a chimpanzee!” <zid
Handforth fiereely. .

Harry Billings grinned. .

“That was Bill Stevens!” he said. ** Bill

allus was a fuany bloke., Hi, Bill, you'd
hest apologise!”’
One of the boys turned red. , ;
“ Not likely!” he said, * It was only a kit
of fun!”

‘““The fellow

“ Let that il

ab
C leader, - &
notwithstanding the fact that he was rather 7

§
: ;
s 3



¢ (tood! That's settled!” T said briskly.
“ Well, look here, we seemed to be causing
a bit of a commotion amongst -the natives
we shall have to he getting off mow, Bil-
lings. Jolly pleased to have met you.”

“ Oh, absolutely!” sald Archie. ¢ Fright-
fully priceless in fact. 1 mean to say, deu-
cedly interestimg, and ail that, to hobnobH
with the jolly old masses! Mixing with the
populace, so to speak!” 4

“ COrikey!" said Billings.
speaks posh, don’t he?”

They stared at Archie, and Archie ad-
justed his monocle and beamed.

““What-ho!' ‘he said. * That is to say,
what-ho! Taking the good old view, what?
I gather, old onions, that you'll know Archie
the next time. I mean to say, dashed em-
barrassing, and what not!”

“1t’s all right—Archie's quife harmless!”
1 grinned. - *““He was brought up like this,
and «couldn’t help it. He's a kind of
claborated edition of the one and only Sir
Montie.”’ |

““ An’ who's ‘e?’
schoolboys.

“ This bloke

\

asked one of the Council

‘“ Allow mc to present Sir Montie Tregellis-

West!"' I said.

The Council boys gtared.

“Garn!’ said Billings. ¢ What are
rettin® at? That chap ain't no -sir!
only men what ’ave titles!”

‘* Begad!” exclaimed Sir Monfie.

‘““ All the same, this chap is a baronet—
hut he's just about as snobbish as a “bus-
driver!” 1 said easily. *‘* Montie doesn't care
who a chap is as fong as he’s decent. Thank
poodness we're all a bit like that. 1f Yyou
had any idea otherwise, put it out of your
head!”

‘““ Blowed if I ain’t surprised!™ said Bil-
lings. ¢ What do you think of it, mates?
swell blokes from a public school, an’
they're ag decent as any of our chaps! 1
allug thought these fellers were as stuck up
ng posts!”

‘“Haven't we discussed the subject long
enough?” asked Pitt cheerfully. ““ And we
don't want to detain you, my sons. Just
soing to play football, I suppose?’” he added,
mdicating the leather under Biilings’s arm.

T'ne latter looked up rather crestfallen,

““ We waeg!” he said. “ But we ain't now!”’

‘““ Why not?”

“The other team ain’t turned up,” said
Billings. “* A set of bloomin’ rotters—that's
what they are! Promised to give us a
yame this morning, and we got here all
ready, and now there’s nothing doing.”’

‘* Something detained the other team, 1
ruppose?’’ asked Church.

““Well, it ain’'t what you might call a
feam!"” said one of the Council schoolboys.
“Jdust o kind of made up lot. Being Bank
Holiday, wa thought we'd have a game over

yolu
1t’s

‘your money’s worth!”

Bang! There was a sharp, loud ex-
plosion. Fatty Little had come down
fairly and squarely upon the football.

in the park!” he added, with 2 nod of his
head towards the green spaces. They're
chaps from the Kenton Road School, down
the other way. We were going to whack
'em hollow!”

““Yus, and they knew it!"’ said Billings.
“ That's why they didn’t turn up! Sent a
blamed littie kid round here to tell us it was
off! Fine sportsmen, ain’t they? And now
we’re done out of our game!”’

I looked round at the St. Frank's feliows.

“ What about it?” I asked -cheerfully.
‘“ Are you game?”’ |

“ Anvthing you like!” said Pitt. * We've
got the whole day before us, and we're out
for a spree, anvhow., What do you other
chaps sav?"”

# You mean play a game of football with
this crowd?” asked Church. ‘I don't mind.
It ought to be jolly gooed, in fact.”

¢ Hear, hear!”

“That's fine!" I said briskly.
em on!”’

Harry Billings looked at me with excited
fnterest,

“What's thie?” he asked.
a game with us?”

“ Certainly. old son,” I said.
nleased to!”

““Hooray!” vyelled Billings. ‘" It’s on?
Now, that’s what I call real e¢portin’! Good
for you, mate! We'll jolly well give you:

““ We'll take

“You'll play

“Only {090



P ey o 5

| THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY [I&:

CHAPTER 111,
SOMETHING LIEE A GAME—RBUT NOT MUCH!

- ¢y ARRY BILLINGS was
. H genuinely  delighted,
and all his followers

were fr ankly

{ astonished  that we shonld
suggest such a thing as a

~ game. They had apparently

. looked upon us as a set of
stuck-up bounders who wouldn't even con-
descend to speak to them.

And, finding that the oppozite was the
case, their surprise was all the .more
delightful.

As for Pitt and Grey, and the rest of our
party, they entered into the spirit of the
thing with gusto. As Pitt had said, we were
out for a spree, and were ready for anything
that came along. And this idea of a foot-
“ball match struck me as being just ithe very
thing neceseary. * |

The Council schoolboys probably thougit
that they would lick us to fits—and we were
rather bucked at the thought of showing
them what we conld de. Handforth was the
only [fellow who disapproved. Before any-
thing else, he wanted to punch a few noses
—Just to prove that he was a power in the

Jand. But nose-punching wae distinctly off,
and we advised Handforth to forget his
little grievance. And e0, in a hody, we

moved off and soon entered Brockwell Park.
We experienced someibing of a difficuity in
finding a suitable pitch for the match, for

pr-acti_cal]y all the grassland was already
occupied, |
- However, after clearine off a lot of

children, we succeeded. There were no goal-
posts, but the Council schoolboys made light
of this defect. They provided their own
goalposts by piling up bundles ef clothing.
“ Dashed interesting!” observed Archie, as
he eyed the proceedings. **1 mean to say,
I shall be most deucedly keen to wateh this
bally old game! 1 understand that the
scheme is to push the jolly old ball past the
chappie who's gcuarding the <lothing depart-
ment?”’ -

“ Exactly!”
Archie.”’ .
. Oh, absolutely!” said Archie.
hean 1s pretty sharp oo
don’t you know! The chappies just grab the
balloon “thirng, and stagger along at the

I grinned.  ** You've got it,
“The old
things like this,

great old double. 'Then they push—-7

‘““ Half & mipute?’ 1 interrupted. ** You
mustn’t handle the ball, Archie. Only the
goalkeeper is allowed to do that.”

““1I mean to say, that’s deucedly awk.!”
said Archie. ““No handhng, what? Then
how do the old sportsmen wangle it? -1
mean to say, the ball’s got to bhe shoved
through somehow!” \ :

“It's kicked, you ass!” 1 said. *“In
Rugby, of course, the rules are quite dil-
ferent. But this is Scecer.”

l

‘with

" Absolutely !” said
‘“ Soceer!”

Arehie. ¢ Which?’?

“I fail to grasp the old trend!” said
Archie. - ““1 mean to say, Soccer, what? .

Sounds dashed peculiar, old tulip!
is, I'm frightfully ig.
Sorrow, and all that, but there you are! A
chappie can't know everything!"”

‘““Soccer is merely a way of
Association football,” 1 said., ‘‘ By Jovel
I've got an idea!”

‘““ A bally old brain wave, what?".

‘“ Exactly!”

The fact

. “ A considerable quantity of notions, and

all that?”’
““ Yes..
forward in the eleven!” 1 explained. ** There
are twelve of us, so I'll stand down and give
you the place.”
Archie’s monocle dropped.
‘“That’s frightfully priceless of you!” he
said, ‘““1 mean to say, large supplies of
self-sacrifice, and so forth! But, dear old
lad,

verse of anything doing! Absolutely!
Kindly carry on! I'll stand by and assist
with sundry” samples of the good old

encouragement!”

““ No, you won't!”’ I said firmly. ‘* You're

going to play centre-forward, Archie. It’ll
be good experience for you, and——"
“*“But, really!” protested Archie. ‘1

mean to say, really. Absolutely ridic.!
Positively piffle-ish, if you grasp the clad
meaning. The fact is, it can’t be done! It
absolutely can’t be accomplished! Dash it
all. 1 don’t know the bally rules of the
old game!”’

‘““That’s all the better!” 1
“You're going to play!”

‘““ What's that?’’ asked Pitt, coming up
‘““ Archie’s going to play?”

‘“ Absolutely not!”’ said Archie. :

“Yes, he is!’ I insisted. **There's no get-
ting out of it!”

chuckled.

T'he other juniors soon heard of the idea, -

and they grinned with delight. The very
thought of Archie playing football was ludi-
crous. And it was certainly caleulated to
make the game funny.

I took Harry Billings and two or
of the Council schoclboys aside,
plained.

““This is only a scratch game, after all,”
1 said. ** We might as well make it as
entertaining as possible. Archie—the chap
the eyegiass—knows as much about
football as a baby in a pram.! We're going
to play him as centre-forward, just for a
bit" of sport!” ~

Billings grinned. -

“I've got you!” he said. ‘ Right-ho! ]t
don't matter to us! We’re going to wipe
you up, anyhow, and this’ll make it easier!”

“Will it?” murmured Pitt, into Jack
Grey's ear. ‘‘1 rather fancy that we shall
romp home, even with Archie in the team.
Why, we ought to score about a dozen goals
against these chaps. We can easily afiord

three
and exe-

| to have Archie in the forward line.”

on these matters.

describing

I’'m going to play you as centre-’

as it were, there is decidedly the re-/
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was strictly true. Pitt,

of course,
alone, was capable of scoring all the neces-

Tlis,

sary goals. He was a most astounding foot-
traller, and had played in professional games,
“¢overing himself with glory. And with
Watson and Handforth and Montie and Grey
with us, too—all members of the St. Frank's

Junior Eleven—we looked like getting the
best of things.
“ Now, we might as well do the thing

““ What about a referee?”

said Billings.

“1'll pake on
Is

properly,” 1 said.
- “ Don't want no ref.!”
““Oh, yes, we do!” I said.
~the job, if you like—as I'm not playing.
that all right?”

“ Good enough for me!” said Billings.

“ But, look here! Look, as it were, ab-
solutely here!” put in Archie desperately.
“It can’t be done, dear old cucumber! You
don’t seem to realise how perfectly ghastly
the whole thing is! I might even say that
~ithe very prospect is not only insane, but

absolutely senile!”

“Off with your jacket, Archie!” [ said
briskly. ** Be a sport, you know!" _

“Oh, rathcr!” said Archie promptly.
“ A slrort what? That, as you wmight say,
has done it! Positively ripped it! I mean
to say, if 1 back out, you wil! look on me as
a bounder, and what not?”

“0Of course!”

“ Bt if I play, I shall be a sport—one of
the lads?”

“* Exactly!” I said.
us, will you, Archie?”

““ Absolutely!"” said Archie. ¢ That i3,
absolutely not. 1I'll plunge into the bally
same with several tons of enthusiasm! But
kindly observe that there will be a large
amount of the most dashed errors! I mean
to say, mistakes! I shall simply stagger
about like a what-do-you-call-it out of
water!”’

“We'll chance that,
“ Now then—line up!™”

The feliows entcred
keen enjoyment.

The very fact that it was such a ¢ rag-
time 7 affair only made it the more interest-
ing. A real game of football would not have
attracted the fellows much on an occasion of
this wsort, for they were out for a jolly time

You won't disappoint

Archie!” I grinned.

into the game with

And football of the right kind could be
indulged iIn at St. Frank's,
The two teams lined up, and large

numbers of spectators had strolled up from
other quarters of the Park, and were stand-
inz round. They could sce that this was
to be scmething a little ocut of the common.

As a rule there was ncthing but a rough-
and-ready  Kick-about ptcs(eedmrr in  this
section of the Park, indulged in by perhaps
half-a-dozen boys. But here there were
twenty-two players complete, and a referee
to rule the game.

Certainly, the conditions were mnot ideal.
The ground, for . example, was not marked,
and I should have to rely solely on my
jidgment in awarding a penalty, or when it

\

‘Archiie,

- Archie,

'whizzed ount from

came to a matter of deciding where the
touch-line existed.

However, these were details,
made the thing more attractive. Further-
more, [ had no whistle, and one was noi
procurable. But this was easily remedied.
The two forefingars of my right hand pro-
vided an excellent substitute.

I put them to my mouth,
shrill blast.

The game had started. The Council
schoolboys kicked offi—not because they hiad
lost any toss, but Dbecause Billings ~was the
first one to get to the ball. -He was play-
ing centre-forward for the Londoners.

The St. Frank’s team was composed a3
follows—Handforth; Church, Willard; Wat-
son, MecClure, Fatty Little; Pitt, Grey,

Tregeilis-West, Singleton. The for-
line, with the single exception of

was considerably hot stutf and
capable of doing great things.

I wasn't so sure about the haif-backa.
Tommy Watson and MecClure were decent
plavers, but Fatty Little was a very pro-
blematical starter. It was almost a car-
tainty that he would peter out early in the
game. Fatty was built for comfort rather
than speed. o

“’Ere y'are!” roared Billings,
over! DBillo, Sam!”

He gave the ball a hefty kick, with the
intention of passinfr it to the outside-right.
But Biliings was not precisely a crack shot,
and the bail whizzed away at an angle, and
caught Fatty Little in the mlddle of his
waistcoat.

- ““Ow-oooouch!” howled Fatty.
frying pancakes!”

He sat - down abruptly, and -looked dis-
mayed. The next moment several of our
opponents charged over him in a clump, and
gained possession of the ball. The fact that
T had blown my whistle was quite ignored.

Fatty looked a wreck by the time he
scrambled up. He was in his shirt-slecves —
we all were—and he gazed at several tears
with some consternation.

“I—I need something to
he panted. ‘1 wsay, Nlpper
buzz oft for some orub——-——

“ Fathead!’ 1 Qhonted “Get up!”

I had no time to attend to Iultty s wants.
The Council schoolboys were surging rouna
the St. Frank's goal. About four forwards
were all trying to kick at once, and the halt-
‘backs were hovering near.

Handforth stood between his imaginary
posts grinning hugely. He was such an ex-
pert goalkeeper that these eflorts amused
him. He gazed across to me as I ran up.

- “Lend a hand, ref.!” he said, “1I'm

and really

and gave a

ward

“ Comin’

§¢ ureab

buck me up!
I'm going to

1

whacked!”

This, of course, was meant to be taken as
sarcasm. But the next second the leather
_ among the crowd of
Council schoolboys, bounced at Handforth's
feet, and dl»ppeared between his legs,

S“Goal!” roared the Londoners delightedly,




“You are whacked, Handy !’ T=said grimty.
“ You ass! This is what comes of being too
confident!”

“ Great pip!”’ gasped Handforth, staring
round.  ** That—that wasn’t a goal, you
kunow! The rotter was ofl-side—="

Jutt T pointed to the centre of the lield,
aund the teams lined up again. Our
nents were hugging themselves with delight.
They didn't seem to realise that the goal
liad been scored by a pure fluke. Handierth
wasn't likely to let any more shots like that
vo through. |

1t must not be supposed, of course, that
our oppouents were giving a typical exhibi-
tion of L.C.C. School football. This was
not the case. The regular teams of the
Council schiools are exceedingly smart, and
capable of giving a fine exhibition of the
great game, ‘ |

Rillings and Co. were not members of
sucit teams. They were simply a crowd of
healthy youngsters who were out for a bit
nf sport on Bank Illoliday. The only science
5f football they knew was to run for the
reather aud kick it.
particular about keeping their positions on
che field. Indeed, it is' very doubtiul

whether some of them remembered whether’

they were forwards or halt-backs. Buat, for
all that, they were a decent, cheery crowd.

**That’s one up to us,” said Billings, as
they stood ready. ** We're goin’ to get half-
4-dozen more yet, an’ don’t you forget it.”

I got my hand ready.

“ Wait, dear old lad,” said Archie,
"1 mean to say, ‘kindly refrain froig blowing
the old blast. Absolutely. The position, so
<0 speak, is rotten. NSoutewhat over-ripe, as
it were.”’ |
' What's the trouble, Archie?”

"I think, dear old fruit, that things would
he frightfully better if I gathered together
rouad the old ropes, and so forth. 'Things
are fearfully diff. A bally old button has
become somewhat strained onm its moorings,
don’t you know. Disasters in theé offing,

what? Fearful catastrophies pending, and
so forth.” _ ‘ |
“That's all right, Archie,”” 1 «¢rinaned.

“You won't come undone.”

I blew my whistle, and the game restarted.
Archiie was left staring at me rather blankly,
but he was soon hustled away by the ener-
getic footballers. le suddenly decided that
there was no hope, and so he entered into
the game with gusto. |

He dashed away, leaping over the ground in
a series of bounds, his monocle flying at the
end of its cord. And, more by luck than
anything else, thie leather came his way.

- Kindly clear the path, old lads!’”’ he
exclaimed. ‘* This, as it were, is where
things happen. Zing! A bally old goal,
what?"’ -

Archie apparently intended to score at
once. He ran at the ball and gave a territic
kick—which, incidentally, was directed to-
wards the touch line, and miles away from
the gnal. But Archie didn’t notice that.

They were not at all

-

oppo- |

[

It ought to have been an excellent kick,
but it wasn't. His flying foot missed the ball
by about three inches, and Archie nearly
turned a double somersault. He came to
earth and bounced—owing to the faet that
he sat fairly and squarely on the leather,

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’ '

““Good old Archie!’’

The genial ass rolled over, and sat up.

“ I mean to say, what!” he gasped. ** Who,
as it were, did that?” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“ Peals of the old cackle, and what neot,”
said Archie. ‘‘ Soinething, don’t you know,
went wroing. I might even say that this
gamte is perfectly ghastly. The bally old
air balloon moved, or something. That is—
Great, as it were, Scott!”’

Archie stared blankly as two or three
oponents surged down upon himn, dribbled
the ball away, and left him still prone. The
fact that one of the Council schocl hoys had
trodden on his chest upset Archie consider-
i:.bl)&. He staggered to his feet, breathing
1ard.

“ Liberties, and all that!” he gasped. ** 1
nmean to say, the whole thing is dashed
horrid.  Absolutely. A chappie staggers
along, hurls himself mightily into another
chappie, and there you are. "Pray ochserve
the old ticker cable.” ’

He fingered his watch chain ruefully. 1%
was a solid gold one, and it was smdthered
with dust and bits of turf. But it was
otherwise unhurt. Archie’s glorious waist-
coat wasg a sight to look at. .

““ This, dear old lads, is where I retire!”’
he declared firmly. *“The old mind is
absolutely made up. We must proceed to
port, don’t you know, for extensive repairs.
Large chunks of damage have heen sus-
tained.”’

No one took any notice of Archie, for hLe
was on a blank piece of ground, all by him-
self. The game had gone swinging up the
field towards the Londoners' goal. And Pitt
and Grey thought that it would be just as
well to equalise and bring matters on level
terins, -

Tlie way they went u
glorious to wateh.

They adopted short passing tactics, and
transferred the ball from one to auother
with such skill and precision that. iheir
opponents had no chance whatever. Finally,
Pitt sent over a pass which Jack Grey
trapped, and then, with one stinging drive,
sent the leather hurtling past the somewhat
dazed goalkeeper. - | L

““ Goal!” roared the St. Frank's fellows.

“ Oh, good shot, lad!” ' e

Many of the spectators shouted, too. Omne
old gentleman was quite excited, and he was
waving his stick, and giving advice the whole
time. He evidently knew something about
clasg football, for he beamed all over as he
léad watched the 'masterly efforts of Piit and

I‘EY. - '

Again the teams lined up, and again
Archie found it impossible to back “out.

-

p the field was simply
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Twice he had tried to slip off the field, but

on each occasion he had been stopped by the<

juniors, and hustled back,

““A nice kind of centre-forward!” said
McCiure sternly. ¢ Why, you ought to be
doing all the scoring, Archie!”

“ Absolutely,” said Archie feebly. ¢ Oh,
rather! But don’t you see, I'm most fright-
fully puzzled, and all that. Deucedly con-
fusing, if you know what I mmean, I gather
that the old ball has got to be shoved down
the bally field, and then pushed between the
piles of tailoring?”’

*“ That's it,” grinned Mc(lure.

" But, dear old tomato, the thing's impos.”
satd  Arclie. ‘1 mean to say, there's a
chappi: barrins the old way. Scarcely fair,
what? It doesn’t give anybody a chance,
vou kunow!" :

“_ We qau"t_ play without goalkeepers, you
Fathead!" said MeClure.

“ Oy, rather not,”” agreed Archie. “ The
chappies whe push the ball about.”
“Of course not, you duffer!”’ said

Mc(ture.  ** The chaps who push the ball
about are the forwards., The goalkeeper has
gt to protect his ecitadel.”

“ Guard the old gates, as it were?"” asked
Archie. |

Before McClure could say anything else,
tite game was in progress. This time Ar:iiz
determined to show that was learniag. e
was a good trier, and there was no cdoubt
about 1t, that when he liked he could show
quite an cxceillent burst of energy.

One of the Council schoolboys had tried a
long shwot, which Handforth easily gathered
up, and threw back into play. MceClure
headed the ball neatly, intending the pass
for Singleton.  But Archie dashed up, and
srabbed the ball as it bounced. /

“ Now to stagger the old populace,” Le

murmured firmly. “ Absolutely.”
fle didn't realise the staggering process
tad  already  been  accomplished. A per-

feet roar went up from all the footballers. A
voar of indignation from the (ouncil school-

foys, and a roar of launghter from the St.1

i'ranik’s chaps, -

“ Hands!”

“Drop it, vou fathead!"”

I blew the whistle with difficulty, for in the
middie of a laugh it wouldn’t work properly.
'T'ha footballers stood still, watching Archie
with indignant interest and amusetnent.
all depended which side they were on.

“ Pull up, you fathead!” roared Tomm)
Watson. .

3at Archie rushed on, clasping the ball
for dear life. e had seen Handiorih yick
it up, and he saw no reason why he shouldn’t
do the same thing. It was evidently all in
the game.

Aud he pelted on towards the goal like a
racer. e quite overlooked the fact that he
was rushing towards his own goat. But this,
of course, was just a detail. Archie wasn't
at all particular,

e arrived, found Handforth

glarihg at
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him, and then he pulled up, and threw the

ball with all his strength past the zoal-
keeper. . o
“ (toal, what?” he said breathlessly.

*“ Cheers, and all that.”

‘““ Ha, ha, hal”

Archie turned round and grabbed at his
raonocle, and jammed it into his eye.

“T mean to say, why the old cackle?” he
asked. “ I've just scored, don't you kuow.
Fairly pushed the old thing past b

“ Oh, you hopeless ass!”’ roared Handforth.
“Don’t you know you're not allowed to
handle the ball?” |

H Bu?. darling, I distinetly saw vou doiag
SO——'

“I'm the goalie!” bawled Handforth.

“ Abs?lutely. But, I mean, that i3 to
say——'

‘““And, on the top of all that, vou go aad

{ shove the ball into your own net!” howled

Handforth.
ain’t you?"
“ Distinetly and absolutely not!" said
Archie. ‘I admit, dear old sportsman, that
I'm most putrid at the game. But the ola
net, what? T mean to say, the optical depari-
nient fails to observe the bally thing—-"’
“There tsn't a net, really you chump!”
gsaid Handforth. “‘That’s only a way of speak-

‘““ A jolly fine lot of footballers,

ing. 'The best thing you can do is to clear
oft the flieid. You're messing up the whole
game!"”’

‘“ Absolutely !’ agreed Archie. ‘' I'ta fear-
fully afraid that such is the case, laddic.
But the dear old top with the whistling digits
has shoved the old foot down. 1'm in the
mo3st deuced state of worry.”

[ came up, chuckling.

““ All right, Archie—I think you can huzz
off now,” I grinned. ‘° We'll take pity onu
you, and play with only ten men., I thiuk
we shall manage, at a pinch.”

Archie stared at me hopefully.

“ Pray allow me to grasp the idea,”” he
said. ‘“* Am I, as it were, allowed to skate
into the background?”’

*“Yes, old son—you can leave
I said.

““.Several cartloads of the heartiest!” ex-
“1 mean to say,
laddie, furlongs of thanks, and all that!

Poles and Perches and roods, in fact.
Toodleoo, dear old beans. Pray carry on with
the bloodthirsty conflict.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!’

Archie limped away, wiping his brow with
a silk handkerchief. Football, in his opinion,
was a perfectly ridiculous pastiine. FEvean
after he had taken the trouble to score a
goal, he had not even received a word of
thanks, -

“ Bally disheartening!" he murmured. * I
m.ef%u to say, it sort of gives a chappie the
pip!”’ .

With Archie oftf the field, the game settled.
down into something more like a real thing.
FFatty Little was like a porpoise floundering
about, and he was just about as uszeful as
Archie had been,

it to us,’



* When the ball did happen to come hiz way,
he either missed it, or barged into three or
four players, and caused complete confu-
sion, Fatty himself had not gone over once
fet. He was like a rock in a stormy sea.

But. the goals were piled up in rapid suc-
;ession. The St. IFrank’s forwards were as
Keen as mustard now. Pitt and Grey and
Montie and Singleton dominated the game,
and time after time they swept down the
field, passing ope to the other with all the
signs and skill of which they knew.

Just because this was a comic game, they

saw no reason why they shouldn’t do their |

best. Within four minutes Sir Montie scored |
two gaals. Pitt added another immediately
after XLick-off. And then Grey sailed in
and contributed a fourth. This made the

score five—two.

“ Crikey !’ panted Billings, as the teams
lined up again. * Bloomin’ ‘ot stuff, ain’t
you? I never thought as yocu could plav like
this! Still we'll get even soon, I'il bet!”

The Council sehhoolhoys certamly tried their
hardest to manage it. They put terrific dash
into their play. They swept down the field
in a clump, and after one or two such
attempts, literally barged into Handforth,
and sent him, with the leather between the
imaginary posts.

Strietly speaking, I oughtn't to have
allowed the goal, for at least two of the
opposing torwards handled during the course
of that rush. But it didn't wmatter much,
aud it added to the interest,

Again the teams kicked oft. The juniors
were now showing signs of tiredness. It was
rather hot,
‘trealy,

I.:lhno's managed to get the ball,
and sent ¢

cut & pass to the wing.

But F atty Little was there, and be seized |

tits chiance. He trapped the leather, gazed
round, and-raised his foot to kick the hall
across to McClure. But just then one of the
mfntdonerb rushed up, and charged into
Fatty
ihe Council schoolboy fell over backwards
with a thud, apd I atty remnained immovable,

“ Kgsg!® he gaid. ** What are vou trying
fo dﬂ"”

“ Crumbs!" gasped the other.
“arf a lump, mate!”
i‘atty kicked at the ball earelessly, and the
forece of his thrust completely upset
halance. Like Archie, e missed the leather
altogether, and sat down with enough force
to cause a miniature earthqualke.
Bang! |
Fhere was a sharp, loud explosion.
httle sat there, looking rather d.ued
"Great frying pans!’ he panted
what the beef gravy was that?”
“HMa, ha, Ha!” -
FThere wis no need to azsk what
nened. Ifatty had come down fairly and
vquarely upon the football. And no self-re-
¢pecting foothall conld he expected to stand
suelt a test as that.
It bBad burst.
And the same, automatically,

“You ain't

Fatty
" What

had hap-

wag <¢ver.

and the perspiration was flowing |

his §

CHAPTER 1V.
IHE FUN OF THE FAIR.

¢ A, HA, HA!” |
‘ The SIght of
Fatty Little sit-

ting there was al-
together too fumily for most

of the  fellows. They
simply howled with meryi-
¥ ment., TFatty didn't quite

realice what had happened at first, and he
looked round wonderingly,

' Great bloaters!” he exclaimed.
the noise about?”

Ai_ Hta.rry Billings rushed up, red and .Ildlg,-
L nan

“You great fat idjit!” he roared. “You've'
 husted the bloomimg balll”
| That's about settled it, I f;—m,ey,” [
said, grinning. *° We can’t very well proceed
with a football in that condition. And it's
quite beyond repair. I suppose the best
thing we can do is to call the game off.”
- But what about my foothall?’” demanded
' Billings. “ We ain’t got amother one, e'ther'
- Just when we was winning, too—"’

“ Winnimg !’ reared Handforth indignantly.
'““Why, you babbling ass! You were five
goals down! In anofther ten minutes we
should bhave aviped you up——-"" %5

“Peace, my children,”” 1 said calmly. ** Ar-
- gu ng' about it won’t make it better. We'll
al”’ the game square, and that’ll save oll
jawing, By the way, Billings, wkat’s the
damage?”’
 ““Damage?”’
“What fer?"

‘“ Why, the ball—-"’

“ Oh, shut it,”" eaid Blllmnq ‘“I. don't
need no money for that, mate. A football's
always liable to go off, especially if a tem
weight falls on it all of a qudden I ain’t
takin® none o your money.’

I thought it hetter not to pursue the sub-
 ject, and as it was impossible to enntinue
the game, we wiped our heated faces and
donned our jackets and caps. Archie, by
this time, was looking practically hlmcelf
He had spenb a considerable time in brush-
ing hig clothing and making himself tidy.

“T mean fo say finished?”’ he -asked.
“ Surely mnot, dear old beans? I had an
idea that the bally old game would go on
fer hours, don't you know.  What's' the
idea? What, as it were, is the old scheme?”
‘ I‘.-lttv s messed the whole thing up, and

s6 we're dished!” growled Handforth B §
was a fatheaded idea to get him to play

—.—.

‘* How the dickens was l to know the: ball

kL Whaf 'R

said the Cduncei] sehod]lmy.

b
r
|
B

was underneath me?” demanded TFatty
Little warmly. °* A pretty rotten féotball,
| too! After all, 1 only sat on the thing'”

‘““I reckon youd flatten a blinkin’ dannon-
ballt” eaid Billings. ‘“Crumbs! You ‘ain't
| ‘arf a size, matey! Blowed if T ecan under-
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stand what they feed you on!

cuaps’ll be going now?”’
“Yes,' ' I said. ** Thanks for the

and ['m sorry about that football—-"

game,

“ Dou’t mention it!’ said Billings. ** Acci-
denes  will happen. Jolly pleased 1o have

mat you, mates!”

After a little delay we succeeded in part-
mg with our late opponents, and then we
procceded to continue our journey. By a
piece of luck we scrambled on a No. 38 'bus
which came up and discharged hali its pas-
sengers.

And so, once more, we were bound for the

Crvstal Palace.

We arrived in due course, and outside the
imposing  structure we collected in a body
discussing matters. Then 1 noticed that

Fatty Little was quictly edging off,
ing it in an unobtrusive manner.

“ Hallo! Where's Iatty sneaking away
to? I said. “Fatty! Hi, you ass!”

Fatty Little lcoked round guiltily, and
came back.

“J—I was just thinking about a little
grub—--"""he began. ;

*Well, continue thinking about it!” said
{{fandforth. *“You glutton! Can't you wait
until we all feed?”

“But I'm starving!" gpretested Tatty
weakly., “ 1 can't stand it any longer, you
hnow!  It's awful, you chaps! I—1 just

spotted some shops, and i wanted to have
@ little snack

““ We shall all be having a feed soon,” 1
interrupted. ““There are plenty of grub
places inside the Palace, Fatty. Lyons’ cafes,
vou kuow. I think the best thing we can
do 15 to start the afterncen with a feed.”

“*Oh, rather,’ agreed Tatty eagerly.
“ There's nothiug like laying a seolid base
when you've got a long spell before you.
{'ve had practically fnothmﬂr to eat all day
lun«f"-—-——-"

“"Oh, nothing!” agreed Handfcorth sarcas-
tically. * Notlnng, that is, except ten slices
of bacon for breakfast and half a dozen
egos, and a couple of loaves, and two hun-
dred sandwiches coming along!’

“ You silly ass!”"’ snorted Fatty. “1 didn't
have half that! You knaw jolly well I

only had three egzgs——
“ Don't argue about it,”’ mterrupled Pitt.

“ As a matter of fact, we're all hungry,
so we can do with a feed. Let's come in-
side!”

“ Right-ho! Lead the way, old son!”

We u111 paid our money, and went threugh
the turustiles and into the body «f the im-
mense glass and steel structure. The whole
piace was considerably crowded. Diut this,
of course, was all the better. You ecan’t on-
iy yourself much in a place of this Kind if
it ws nearly empty.

We were not particularly mtereated in the
interior of the building. We were far more
concerned regarding the intericr of our-
selves. And with practically no delay we

[ suppose you |

and do-

!
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entered one of the biz cafes, and com-
mandeered three tables. We were rather

lucky in getting them rext to one another.
The feed was a great success. JPatty Little

faitly broke all records. He indulgzed in
pcached  eges on toost, Welsh rabbit, sar-
dines, bread and butter, and literully went

throuvgh the whole menu. The waitress who
served uz was looking somewhat fageed out
and tired by the time IFatty's wanis were
supplied.

Pitt sugeested that if we decided 1o sit
there all day, Fatty would keep <n eating.

“ He orders one Iot of grub, and it's gone
in about two ticks!” explained Pitt. ** Then,
by the time the next lot comes, he's gob lus
appetite baek in full strength. That'tl keep

coing on until closing time! The only way
is to drag him off by force!”

** Hear, hear!”’

“ Buck up, Fatty! We're going!”

 Wait a tick,” said Tatty Little, in
alarm, ¢ Be reasounable, vou know! ['ve only
had a snack so far, and I've ordered szome

sandwiches to shove in my giddy pocket! I
shall need "em in half an hour!”

“* By absolutely Jove!" said Archie, ad-
justing his monocle and gazing at Fatty in
wonder., ‘1 mean to say, som-ewlmt capa-
ciovs, and 2il that sort of rot! Reminds a
{‘lnlpple of the genial lad in the baily old
fairy tale! Only "atty seems to shove it all
down into a genuine supply department!
Pesitively amazing. - Absolutely!  And yet
the dear old fruit doesn’t seem to expand!
No sign of splits in the waistcoat section!”

“* My dear Archie, it's a mystery we've
never been able to solve!’ said Pitt. ** It's
no good vou tryving vour hand at the game
now-—we gave it up ages ago. Strictly speak-
ing, Fatty ought to be included in a mena-
gerie of freaks!”

‘““ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. “A most
rapid cove! Eggs and toast and Welsh

rabbit en masse, 80 to speak. And then--
zing! A chappie looks away, and looks back,
and the old mountains of fodder have done
the disappearing aet!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

We nll ot up, having paid the bill, passed

out. F atty lingered behind, still gazing at
the menu,
- Half a minute, you chaps!” he pleaded.
“ There's something here 1 haven’t tried. 1
didn't mnotice it before—— Hi! Leggo,
Handy!"”

“1t wouldn't be a bad idea to gharve vou
for a ;nouth as a lesson!” growwd Hand-

forth. * How the dickens St. Yrank's keeps
going, I don't know! With you to feed
every day it's enough to make the whole

show g0 broke!”

Fotty was only drageed away by force,
and after that we made all speed to the
great terraces which overlooked the exten-
sive grounds, Here was every sign of life
and ﬂalefv and fun.

In the distance, half-hiddea by the t.rees.



all

there were roundabouts and
sorts of other attractions where money can

swilgs and

‘be spent with astonishing ease. We set off
towards the lure.
‘““Hallg!. * This
elaimed Pitt,
have to pay a visit there!

might lose Fatty inside!”

“You—you rotter!” said

pantly.
- " We'd never have a stroke of fortune like
that!” said Handforth. ‘¢ Still, it oweunld
probably do Fatty good. He'd chase himselt
‘about uvatil he got as thin as a pale! |
vole we take him there at cnce!”

I wouldn’t jolty well go!” said VFatty

Little warmly.
. However, the threat was not put into exe-
cution, and presently we found ourselves
down in a hollow where the fair was st
ated. There were several gigantie round-
abouts, side shows in plenty, a number of
eocoanut-shies, and swings, A little dis
fanee away we could see a huge Kkind of
aerial contrivance, with boats whieh swung
ountwards at an
was going round. Maxim’s Flying Boats was
the name of it, [ helieve.

“Well, what's ta be done first?” uaeked
Pitt. ‘- Might as well try this roundabout,
eh? Locks a pretty goad one—and it's just
stopped. Comie ont”

Archie regarded the
f.‘lly through his monocle.

*F mean to say, really?” he asked. It
seems to me, dear cold laddies, that danger §
furks abroad, and what not! I‘xi*‘rht*’vliy
yisky, and all that! Balaneing skill required
i harge chunkst”

e Ratst” caid  Handforth.
thing in it!”

* Dash it allt”
f mean iz, dash

way to the maze !’ ex-
indicating a board. * We shall
With luck, we

Fatty indig-

roundabout Jdonbt-

*There's no-
exclaimed Arehie.
it allt The scheme ig ab- |
solitely sound, but it requires considera-
tion, what? Fearsome looking momnsters,
al th&t P : -
¥ grinned. This particular roundabout was
one of that type where the passengers re-
quired to sit astride or upon extraordinary
fooking ecreatures representing driagons and
weird birds,
'They were all gawdily painted,
wmr‘iption was quite apt.
‘I6's _easy enough to Kkeep your bhalanee,

and Archie’s

Arehie”” 1| osaid., “* Come on!”
,_‘“Ab..olut(lyl" said  Archie. “That is,
enward to the old doom! But [ muet re- S

mark,
is dashed unwise.

ald tulips, that the wlhole bally thing i
I mean to say,

kchoon,

“YWhat |

acute angle when the thing-

and other impossible ecreations.  Patty was on it
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"s\'l}f)!@
tlz hesitated before climbing on board.

seized hBim,

g | with
“UY terashed to the platform steps on his haek,

 tinuned

s own words,
time.

Somewhat caleulated 1o

s

dop't you kpow!
stiv thinge wp!”

We took no notice of Archie, but climbed
on to the roundabout, and took cur seats.
Humdforth blundered on, and nearly smashed
up i1ine particulay dragon that he chose. The
thing shivered and shook. VFatty Lit-

Possibly bhe was thinking of stealing mv;ay
for some more grub. But Pitt nnd Grey
and furcpd him on to the plat-

‘f:;'»rrkn. The whole roundabout sagged omin-
ausly.

“ Endangering the populace, what!” ob-
| served Archie, '
e Loagk herve, I don’t want to come on this
beastly thing!” exclaimed Yatty * These
plessed roundabouts always make me feel
sick! P’'m jolly well off—"

“stand elear, ladies and gents!” bawled

one of the attendants. *‘ Just geoing! Any
more? Thréepeuce, the eheapest ride in
Hengland! Walk up!”

lhe ¢ngine in the centre gave a warning
toot.

“* Now then, young gents—comin’ oa or
not?’”  asking the attendant, lcoking at
 Patty., < Take y’ seats, please!”

Fatty hesitated.

“I'm blowed if I'm going!” he said. “It's
Fall right for youw chaps, but—— Hi! Great
 kippers!  What the— Wow!  Stopt”

The roundabout had eommenced turning,
gradually at first. Fatty was still on the
pl.}th}rm unseated. And - the peculiar
monsters were moving up and down:im the
most awkward fashion. Fatty was ‘holding
o to his own dragon desperately when' it
btﬂ}’t(”d going upwwrdq and he lost his grip.
L And he stnod there, with one leg high In
tthe air, balancing himself precariously.
Suincthvnﬂ wWas bound to happen. Something -
It
The ronndabout gathe,red speed, and Fatty,
a wild howl, lost his balance. He

swirled round, and then gracefully s
off on his baeck.

slithered
He arrived in a tangled
heap in the dust, and the roundabout econ-
serenety on  its course, and en an
event keel. There had been a stight list while

& My-—-my oMy lat!”’ panted Fatty, sitling
up.  “Oh, you rottere! Great doughnuts!?
Im dym{r' I necd something to buck me up
—-arub! The only thing tha.t 11 save me ig a

qo0d feed!” o

He serambled to his feet and glared at the!
' rest. of {he juniers, wio were now whizzing
yound at a good speed, and grinning \\1th an

atrocious Lu,k of %)mpathv. Mo:st of tihe
teliows quite enjoyed it.
Avebie Glenthorne, however, acecording to

‘was having a perieetly {cul
This kmd of thing was abhsalutely
new to him. He had never been on a roun:d-
abauat an all his life.

(Continued on page 25.)
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‘ OU never saw such a muss in your life as
i thare has bin in our house the last few
days! P’raps I can ride a horse m a
circus ring, but I've abandoned the attempt to
be a magishun,

It don’t pan out like I expected. It looks esy
wen he’s a doin’ of it, but wen you come 1o try
it yourself, you're &isappointed. The night
after pa took me to Herman's sho I thought
I’d have a sho myself.

Lotty Sears and two ofher girls wos in to
spend the evenin® with my sisters. I went 10
cook’s panfry and hooked a duzzun eggs.

There was a young man cum with Lotty
Sears, a reg’lar swell from Nu York, vou never
ace! I got the eggs an’ then I wanted a hat
like Herman used, so I tcok his'n off the hat-
rack in the hall—it wus & shiny bhever hat, the
latest thing in hats.

f smashed the eggs up in the hat, an’ then I
got a little table in the back parlor an’ fixed
my things, so I could play I was a wizzard, an’
then I sez:

“* Folks, won’t you come to my exbishun ?
I'm a conjuror. Entranse sixpence.”

They all laffed, an’ cum in ; the yung swell
e give me sixpence for the hull crowd. 1 took
up the hat an’ shook it, an’ said :

*“ Ladys and gentlemen, this
trick.”

They looked in an’ see the eggs all in a jelly.
The feller he didn’'t kno it was his hat, an’ my
sigters they didn’t think at first, so they smiled
like enny thing,

is the egg

“Nowyouseeit,”’ sez1. |

" Yes,” sez they.
“Now youdon’'t,” sez L.
Then I shook ’em aw’
did wot the wizzard did,
bhut the plagy
wouldn’'t come together
again, I had
it up.
The swell he lafied fit
» to kill, but wen I said 1
was sorry his hat was in

wf

eggs |

to give |

would he ware home, he got scrius mighty
quick ; his face got about three foot long, and
e looked as if he’d like to eat me.

Bess clered me out of the room. Sue. said
she’d tell my father, an’ so it goes—a innocent
little boy ean’t do the lese thing without he’s
scolded and banged round. Offen an’ offen
have I wished 1 was a injy-rubber boy. |

The next day I thought I'd have a sho out
to the stable, 1 put my prices down to a penny.
All the boys cum in.

I had mamma’s gold watch—I got it out of
her buro drawer wen she was eating dinner—
an’ cook’s morter-an’-pestle that she pounds
almonds an’ erowkets in, I sed:

. Will enny lady lend me her gold wateh ?
Iike I herd Herman ask, an’ Johnny, as he
agreed, ‘canse I let him in for nothin’, he said :

“I'll lend you mine,” an’ he gives me over
mamma’s watch, wot I'd put in his pocket for
F that purpose ; so I pounded it all up.

It was awful hard to smash—on the crystel,
t-hg{, broke esy. I had to take a stone at last. 1
said :

“ You see the wateh is all banged up 2 2

They hollared ** Yes.”

I took 1t an’ held it behind my back a minit,
an’ then I let 'em see the watch game. I was
awint scared wen I saw it was just the same an’
wouldn’s ¢o back niee like it was. |

The hoys were scared, too, so we hid it in the
manger, 30 the folks would think that Prince—-
that's our horse—had got it out of the buro
drawer an’ chewed it up. :

“You ain’t swollered the sword!” yelled
 little Bill Brown,

I said I hadn’t got a sword to swoller. ,

" Won't a jacknife do as well 2 asked Bob
Smith,

I said I’'d try. Then he opened his big iack-
niie, and lent it to me.

I tried to swoller it, but I choked perfecily
dreadiuvl—the blood came out of my mouth—-—
s0 Bill he heollered : |

;}'G’iye it up! You ain’t no conjuror worth
a g } x3

All ithe boys said I'd given 'cm away—1

y

= gsuch a sticky mess, wot )

L




rust pay back their money.
>0 1 did, an’ my tongue hurt
awful—swelled up like enny

hornet ’cause they talked 80 ;
so I went into the house.

Mamma asked me what was
the matter with my mouth.
I said T guecssed it was the
beetroot we had fer dinner.

I didn’t feel very good the
rest of the afternoon., My
tongue hurt like fury. I felt
kind of sorry, too, about mamma’s watch.

Wen we was at tea, an’ I dippin’ my cake in
my tea, ‘cause my tongue was sore, in comes
Sam, rite in the dinin’-room—he’s our man—
with cook an’ Betsy, he a holding up the watch,
Tivery one of the folks looked at it, then looked
at me. Wot made ‘em ? :

“1 found it in the manger,” gasped Sam,
cgiving it to mamma.

“ Mamma,” sez I, “ I do believe Prince must
a got it out of yore buro an’ chewed it up like
that., Lemme look,” sez I, “ an’ see if 1 can
sce the prints 0’ his teeth into the case.”

** Oh, my son, my son, my fon,”’ says mamma,
“ don’t you remember the story of your name-
sake, little Georgic Washington, an’ his
hatchet 2 An’, lookin’ at the watech agane,
she burst into teres an’ refreated from the
room.

- How came you with it 7 ’* asked my father,
so sturnly that I began to shake.

thing. I was as mad a3 a

But let me drop the curtin on the haroing’

scene, a8 they say in stories. 1 will not pollute
ihy#pages, my dcre diry, with what happened
NeXY. '

Suffishunt he it to remark that for the fol-

lowing week my one grate thought wag, ¢ O, |

how I wish I was a Idison, so I ¢could get out a
patent for makin’ injy-rubber littlie boys! ™

Wen I gro up an’ have a family I don’t mean |

to punsh ’em for wot they didn't mean to do.
Such unjustness is enough to make a boy pack
up his nite-shirt, an’ his tooth-brush, an’ run

away an’ live with Injuns. Why don’t they go

an’ buy another watch Y There’s plenty down
in Mr. Goldsmith’s jurely store, stid of mnaking
stiich a fuss about that.

At last they’ve got somethin® clse to think
of ’sides little Georgic bean such a dreadiul
Iad child, They’re as pleasant and good-
natured as a basket o’ chips.

Montague de Jones’ old aunt over in Ireland
has died an’ left him five thousand pounds. I’m
sure 1 don’t kno wot it’s pounds of-—mebbe
it’s pounds of money, which would be a awful
lot, wouldn’t it ? .

He and Lily is goin' to get married now. Pa
savs he allers did think Montague was a nice
fcller—only too young to marry.

So it’s all made up. I'm goin’ to try to be a
real good boy till after the wedding, *cause Lil
she took me in her room an’ talked to me with
teres in her eyes, an’ gave me a gold dollar to
keep, an’ asked me wouldn’t 1 try an’ not do
enny mischief, ‘cause everyboddy was in such
a hurry, so much to do, an’ she wanted the
affare to go off withont any aksidents.

1il's a good girl. 1 like her best. I'm goin’ to
{ry to pleze her, so’s I can go an’ live with her

gl
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wen she's got & home of her own, She sez U
may. She’ll have a little room on purpose for
me, with ia buzz gaw, an’ a keg o’ nails, an’ &
set of tools.

1 guess I won't tell Montague she bleached
her hair to make it that gold colour with tar
sope—it used to be as black as cole. ’

Oh, Goody ! Ain’t I glad—such lots o cake.
Little Johnny's folks ain’t got a wedding like
our folks has! 1 crowed over him to-day, you
bet.

I've been zo busy thal 1 haven’t writ in my
diry for awful long time. I guess folks find out
their little brotliers can be usciul when theyre
asked pleagantly, .

My legs is that tired when 1 go to bed, rannin®
for spools of thread, silk, cotton, needles, pat-
ternz, raisins, eitron, post offigis, notes to Mr,
De Jones, an’ so forth, I wish I could take them
off like old Billy Giles does bis, at nite. .

To-morrow i3 the grate day wen the wedding
will take place. I must go to bed at onst, 03
to be up urly. .

It isall over at last. T got up bright and urly.
They were to be married in church at eleven
o'clock. Cook an’ everyboddy was too busy to
get breakfast, She =aid : '

' Get yourself some bread and butter; I've
got lots to attend to.”

1 didn’t kno boys had to eat bread and butter

'wen thev're sisters got married.

I went in where they had a grate long table
set, all flowers an’ cake, salad, oysters, you
don’t kno. As I stood up I was able to cat
’bout twiest as much as if I'd set down,

Noboddy was in there. I spilled a decanter
on the table-cloth. Such a stain, such a owdcr
of sherry ! T got out as quick as I could g0's
thev'd think Bettv tipped it over.

Betty she said ¢ Come be dressed,” €0 I'was
dressed. an’ bad a buttonhole boguet, a han-

{ kerchief stuck out of my brest pocket, an’

shiny zhoes,

“ =it down,” sez she
won't 2poil youtr clothes.” |

1 sat down a little while, then 1 slipped out
{he back door an’ went over to Johnny's to
play a speli to pass away the time.

So Jobnny gaid, * Thare’s a nice big mud
puddle where we can sail our boeate,” an’ he
;ms}herj me  in, which surely wasn't my
fault.

Wen I got home the whole company had {o
wait while I wag dressed in my ole clothes, an’
mamma crvin’ "bout the table-cloth, purtendin’
she was cryin’ ‘vause her daughter was goin’
awayv, and papa whispering he would * tend
to me wen all was over.”

I tell vou Lil looked nice wen shic come down-
stares in her white satin, her chekes as red as
rozes, a'grate white vail all over
her.

Sue looked pretty, too. She
was a bridesmade. Mr. De Jonces
seemed as if he couldn’t believe
it was Ocktober, he wias S0 warm
an' uncomfortable; he stepped
on Lil’s trane an’ tore it, 8o they
had to pin it up in the hall, He
wondered where hix hat was
wen it was on hiz head, an’
he burst four pares of white

“ Repe still, so you
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kids trying to get them on, be was in such
a hurry.

8o I pinned Aunt Betsey’s red silk hankerchif
on to his cote behind, an noboddy found it out
till he was walking up the ile. All the people
ptegz‘gx to laugh a little, an’ the docktor jerked
it off.

So he“thought he wanted -to tell himm some-
thing, an’ he stopped and looked back, while
Lil didn't kno an’ went ahead. So the foiks
giggled out loud, an’ he got as red as a piny.

That embarrised him so that wen the minister
asked him for the ring he dropped it, an’ it
rolled along and went down in the register, an’
sue had to tak off one of hern.

By that time he didn’t kno one fromn another,
he was that confused, an’ he went to walk ocut
O’ church with Aunt Betscy.

Lil sayvs I shant come to live with her, 10 pay
for that.

I don’t care. I'm going to tell my brother
Montagu about those letters of hers 1 found in
her lower buro drawer from that other ieller
what used to come here last winter that give
‘em back to her because she was such a flirt,
I’'m goin’ to tell him how she pads her shoulder-
blades ar’ what a temper she’s got.

We all went into the dining-room wen we
got home. I guess there were napkins spred
over where I spilt the sherry. I like to
burst, there were so many kinds of weddin
cake.

““ Now, little Georgie, mak a speach,” some-
boddy said.

An’ this is wot T said : .

“ Good Iuck to my sister wots gone an’ got
married. May ber little boys never get there
ears boxed, nor there hare pulled, nor .there
Iegs run off, like her little brother has.”

They had to hurry to get to the trane ; Bess
she throwed her slipper aiter the carriage.
everybod«l}, said good-by : so they didn't
miss me, an’ I improved the opportunity to
have another big feed.

Wen mamma came to look for me I was
under the table, cfful, offul sick.

Then she called Betty to carry me upstares -
an’ put me to bed, an’ side and side like her
heart would break, an’ said :

“ Oh, Georgie, Georgie, what will you be up
to nex ?

So 1 answered her ¢

“I'd be up to bcd nex,” which was the

{truth.

i
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'THE © DO IT NOW FIEND

By REGINALD PITT.

PR Sk

HERYE are-some

I feliows who have

a4 most unfortu-
nate habit of putting
things off. For ex-
ample, voir want one
of the c¢haps to lend
vou a JIrench die-
tionary, and vou buzz
into  his study  and
put the matter to
him. He agrees

At once-—says

that nothing 24
gives him A
greater plea-

sure,

Unfortunate-
1v, he can’t find ’
lt, and retnarks that he'll bring it ronnd in five
minutes,  Of course, he never arrives, He’s
forgotten it, or he’s allowed the matter to slide.
"The fact is, he doesn’t care. He’s one of those
Younders who lets things rip as a natural course.

On the other hand, there’s another type of
fellow who’s exactly the opposite. He might
very well be described as the *““ do it now ”’
fiend. He can’t wait. He thinks of a thing, and
it’s got to he done on the spet.

declared that he’d do the thing at once.

The ““ do it now ” fiend is, in 8 way, a fright- i

ful nuisance. He’s a sort- of public danger who
ought, to be smothered. Only the other day I
happened to be talking with Jack Grey and
H ; a (College House
chap. He’s one of 'em. One of the * do it now ”
fiends, I mean,

Jack suggested that it wouldn’t he a bad
idea to re-enamel his bieycle, as it was looking
a bit shabby. Holroyd at cnee remembered
that his own bike was rusty and dilapidated,
He hailed the suggestion as a good one, al}d_

0

sense in delaying;

We patiently pointed out that the time was
not snitable, The bicycles, for example, were
muddy. A high wind was blowing, and if
Holroyd put the enamel on in the shed, the
draught, would smother it with dust, and riin
all his work., But the ‘“ do it now ” hemi;
brnshed these objections aside,

Oif he went at fll speed to the v lllare ;:ot
hig- enamel, and commenced npemtn,nq at
once. It was a half- holiday, and by tea-time
the bike was enamelled. By tea-time, also, the
wind had increased, and the bicycle shed was
filled with the smell of enamel, parts of Holrovd’s
bicyele, and thousands ol particles of dust.
And the next morning the enamel was dry—
but ruwined. This just shows what comes of

(Continued on column 2 page 24.)



SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

Cleanliness.
In their excreises,
boys often make

statemoenis which, on

the cxpression  of

some  precept or

teaching emanating

from home — not

from school. In the

following extract-—taken from a lad’s

cssay on Clea-nlineSb ’——the teaching of

the mother does as plainly oppear as if
~ho hersclf had guided the child’s pen.

‘We should always keep oursclves

clean m case of axident i the street. 1f
you was run over, and you hurt your leg
badly, you would be undrest by the
doctor, and you would be disgraced all
down the street if you was unclean. 1f you
was to fall over and cut your hand, the ]S‘t
thing is to wash your hand well, and got all
the bits of dirt out. 1t will then heel
quick.”

*

* *

A Buddmg Phil May.

T am sometimes quite startled when T see
sigms of genius 1 a  lad—signs which
plainly indicate that the posfﬂblhtlcs hefore
Inm are almost unlimited. 1 recall onec
hoy now who could draw little pictures and
caricatures with surprising rapidity and
cleverness, He was, 1n a word, & budding
1’hil May or Tom Brown.

On one occasion, the boy made a surrep-
titious skotch on a bit of paper during an
examination in arithmetic.  He had passed
fhe drawing to a chum behind, and 1t was
this lad’s lctuffh ‘which led to my finding
he matter out. I ordercd the drawing to
be brought out to me.

It was done 1n pen and ink, and repre-
sented o burglar making a precipitate
(ucape thmugh a window ; whilst a
servant-givl, in her night -dress and with a
candle in her hand, was spylng at him
behind a door !

I'rom the servant-girl’s mouth was issu-
ing the letters—L O I C U,

I could not help smiling as I looked at

w

the face of them, are |

|

T

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

8

the si:ctch
artist :

“Very good, my
these tive letters mean

*“ Why,” he replied, ** Hello f I sec you . /
The servant is a frightnin’ of him, sir.)’

“Ha ! ha!” 1llaughed ; * Well, my lad,
now backle down to your arithmetic ; your
drawing will take care of itself,”

and I said to the young

lad.

?73

But what do

* +

*

A Youthfu! Poem.

As 18 well known, prose composition 13
ono of thesubjects taught in our elementary
schools, Metrical composition 1s not
taught ; though, considering the number of
foolish faddists there have been on Boards
and other educational authorities, one
would scarcely be surprised to find yerse
among the list of ‘Sllb]eCtS' to be crammed
into the little one’s heads.

Now and then, however, scholars do, on
their own' mitiative, indulge in ** writing
poetry,” as they call it. These juvenile -
efiorts are sometimes amusing. I herewith
give a specimen written by a boy of twelve ,

S

“‘

‘King Harold fought with might and main ;
He fought but twice, and never again ;
He te ught his men to fight the foe,
That when they’d won the battle they
might know
That Harold was their King,

His treacherous brother was named Tostig,

‘Who fought him at the battle of Stamford

Bridge ;
But, alas, this treacherous bhrother was
alain,
And there on the grass he was lain ;
And Harold was the people’s l\mg

When Harold heard the words, he knew,
That William had landed with his erew ;
He hurried to the South, leaving mno
wastings,
And there ‘he was slain at the battle of
Hastings ;-
So William was the penple King.
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"THE CASE OF THE

A Baffling Mystery.

TRACKETT GRIM

The Amazing and StaggermgAdventures
of the World’s greatest Criminal Detec-

By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

S MAGAZINE |
PROBLEMS OF

his Boy Assistant, Splinter.

PINCHED. PAINTING,

¢ 'I'rackett Grim waved his hand. .
“ A simple deduction, my dear sir,”” he

RACKETT GRIM looked up sharply| . e :
as the door of hie consulting-room | $21d. You did not even pause to change
opened with a crash. It was]|Your smock ! Neither did you use your

morning, and the sun was shining through
the window of the celebrated criminal-
detective’s chambers in Baker’s Inn Road.

“Mr. Grim—Mr. Grim!"” gasped a
husky voice. ‘‘ I've come to you for help !

- Oh have you ? " said Trackett Grim
curtly,

He turned, threw his book on crimin-
ology aside, and glared at the visitor. The
latter was a man attired in rough old
tweeds, with down-at-heel boots, a tremen-
dous bow 1n his soft collar, and hair that
was long and tangled and sadly needed
acquaintanceship with a comb. Over
his ordinary clothes he wore a ragged coat
of drab cotton stuff, daubed with all
celours of paint. Altogether, he looked
a disreputable specimen, with his scrubby
chin included. |

“Yes, Mr. Grim, I want your help Ly
he said huskily,

“I am sorry—try next door!” said
Trackett Trim, in cold tones. *‘‘ It is one
of my practices never to assist beggars. 1
can see at a glance that you are a tramp,
and badly in need of a wash——""

“You are mistaken, Mr. Grim ! " cried
the other, striking on attitude, and placing
one hand upon his chest. *° My name 1is
~ Mr. Dauber Lott, and I am the great
painter of Chelsea ! "

Trackett Grim sprang to his feet,

“Just my little joke, Mr. Lott ! ”* he said

hastily., “Quite so! 1 am perfectly
willing to extend any help that may be
required. Kindly 8it down, Mr, Lott, and
make yourself at home. I gather that
you loft your studio in a great hurry ? ”
“ How—-how can vou know that?

‘11

1

|

Gillette this morning,”

“ Wonderful ! » said the famous painter.
* Your cleverness, Mr. Grim, is astounding.
But to business! I have come to you
becauise my masterpiece has disappeared
It has vanished utterly ! "

Off to Chelsea !

“ Your masterpiece ? '’ repeated Trackett
Grim. ixactly, I understood
say that you are a painter, Mr. Lott ?
Leaving your trouble for the momnent,
would you care to accept a commission
for me ®* The bedroom and the dintng-
roorn badly need redecorating-——"

“ I am a painter of pictures, Mr. Grim ! ™
said Mr. Lott indignantly.

“ Pictures ! "' repeated Trackett Grim.
““Oh, I understand ! An artist ? Forgive
me, Mr. Lott—a natural mistake. And
your masterpiece-has vanished ? Kindly
relate the c1rcumstances of this extra-
ordinary affair.”

* The masterpiece is my life’'s work,”
said Mr, Dauber Lott.
production, and has taken me years to
complete-—a glorious painting representing
the fall of a factory chimney!”

“A  striking subject!” commented
Trackett CGrim. £

“I chose that subject in order to obtain
the effect of swift action,” said Mr., Lott.
“This great painting was to have been
hung in the Academy—the great Royal
Academy ! I left it in my studio last night,
and this morning it had gone. There was
no trace of any burglars or anything { '’

“Come ! " cried Trackett Grim drama.-

gaspod Mr. Daubor Lott,

J tlcauVA

“We will go to Chelsea !’

you to

‘*“ It is a magnificent



‘The Clue of the Dustman’s Coat !

. {\ft;er a long, weary 1ide, in Trackett
Lrrim's racing-car, Chelsea was reached.
Fhe character of the place could not be
mistaken., The very atmosphere was
. charged with the heavy scent of oil colours
~and  Chelsea buns. Practically every
house was a studio; and every shop displayed
mountains of buns. Chelsea is famous for
burs and artists,

Passing along the streets were lonig-haired
be:mocked men, with long hows and bage}
trousers. It seemed
that no other persons
but artists lived in
the district. Trackeit
Grim felt lhike a
foreigner in a strange
Jand,

And at last the car
pulled up in front of
Mr. Dauber Lott’s
studio. This was a
-magnificent bunga-
low, and the pair
entered at once. Over
half the room was
entirely of glass, and
the place was as light
ns day inside, and
consisted of one large
wtudio, with a cook-
ing - stove up one
corner, and a bed in
the other., Hanging
from a line were vari-
ous articles of wash-
ing. ¥From their drab
condition, Trackett
(irim deduced that
My Dauber Lott had
performed the work
bimself.

All round the walls
there were oil paintings—and the floor
was littered with empty paint tubes, and
seraps of canvas.

“ The masterpiece was lying against the
wall,” said Mr. Lott. ¢ It was there last
night when I went to bed, but it had
wvapished by the morning. And yet I was
here all the time !

“ What callers did you have before you
were up ? 77 asked ‘Irackett Grim.

‘“One—the dustman,” replied Mr. Dauber
lott., ** He always comes on Thursdays
and elears up for me, thus increasing lis
pay by twopence,”

Trackett Grim glanced round the studio,
and wondered how it must have looked

| before the dustman vistted it,
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The detece
| tive imagined that a dozen dustmen were
required to finish the job.

** Very well, Mr. Lott, I will investigate,’”
said Trackett Grim briskly. *° Wait here !
Within an hour I shall return with your
masterpiece,”’

L ““You have a clue ?
joyfully,

| Y am never without one,” said Trackett
Grim. " If you try to suggest that I can’t

b iy

cried the painter,

Altogether he locked a disreput-
able specimen, with his scrubby
chin inciuded.

ind clues, I'll biff yoit on the nose ! Wait
here until I return!”

Trackett Grim
hurried off. And just
outside Splinter was
waiting — Splinter,
his faithful young
assistant.  They
walked along and
saw a dustman turned
out of a public-house,
using the back of his
hand as a serviette.

“*Ah!” said Track-
ett Grim dramatic-
ally. ** The evidence!”

A Disappointment !

He pointed with a
quivering finger to
the dustman’s coat.
And there, clearly
visible, was a spot of
green paint. It was
a direct clue. Ani,
then and thee
Trackett Grim and
Splinter shadowed
the dustman, sus-
taining themselves at
intervals by the pur-
chase and consump-
tion of Chelsea bums.
was with a cart, and

The dustman
Trackett Grim and Splinter were obliged

to follow this from house to house. Bui,
at last, the dustcart was full, and off it
went to the great refuse heap somewhere
'behind the Town Hall.

The dust cart was tipped up, and all the
rubbish shot out. Instantly, Trackett
Grim darted forward aund seized a square
piece of canvas about a foot long by
eighteen inches wide. Trackett Grim took
one glance at it, and then snorted with
disgust, |

“We have failed, Splinter ! he said
curtly. ‘" Bah!”

For he could see at a glance that this

) v
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canvas was merely an odd piece upon which ]
Mr. Dauber Lott had wiped his brushes.
However, Trackett Grim placed it in his
pocket, and searched the rest of the dust
heap. There was no sign of the great
masterpiece. And the dustman had now
gone, so it was 1mpossible to question him.

“There is oniy one thing to be done,”
said Trackett Grim. “ We will return to
the studio, Splinter. -Mr. Dauber Lott
will be able to tell us the exact colours he
used—and we shall be able to compare
them with the smudges on this scrap of
Canvas, and then use thc latter as a guide.
Come !’

Joy !

The great painter met them just inside
the door. The air was heavy with the
oadwur of frying kippers, and it was clear
that Mr. Dauber Lott was partaking of
luncheon. He nearly swallowed a bone in
his excitement.

“You have succeeded, Mr. Grim !’

asked feverishly.
- ““No—I have failed!”
Grim’s bitter reply. * But there is just
- a chance, Mr. Lott. ‘If you will show me
the colours you used by glancing at this
odd %rap of waste canvas— "

Mr. Dauber lLott snatched it from the
detective’s hand with a wild whoop.

“Great pip ! he gasped. “* This is the
nasterpiece ! 7’

“The nmsterpleoe 777 panted Trackett
Grim bla,nlsly, and just catching Splinter
a8 he fainted. . *° Ah, yes, of couese ! Just a.
little ]oke Ot mine, Mr, Lott ! I knew it all
the time.”

“ As a reward, I w111 present vou with
half & dozen of these other masterpieces,”

he

was Trackett

sutd Mr. Daubeor Loct generouzly. * Tut,
tut ! It is nothing.”

“Thank you,” said Trackett Grim.
“But 1 miust decline, Mr. Lott. Kindly

lecave them here until next Thursday—when
the dustman will eall for them. It was he
who made a mistake on this 0"093101&. and

took your masterpicce for a piece of
rubbish 17 | o
““ Rubbish ! shouted Dauber Lott.

“ Why, my dear siv, I shall be hung in the
Academy this vear.’

Trackett Crim departed, firmly con-
vinced that Mr. Dauber Lott ought to be
hung somewhere else !
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— THE
“DO IT NOW ” FIEND.

(Continued from page 20.

¢ doing it now ”-—when the time
happen to be approprmto

Of course, T believe in the 1)rmf iple mwelf
There’s really nothing like * doing it now.’
Applied anmlv the scheme is absolutely O.K.
The fellow who does things on the spot does
them. They don’t get put off, and forgotten.
But when it becomes a mania , it's a very dif-
ferent matter.

There's another “ do it now * fiend in the
Ancient House—Lincoln, of Study J. Doyle
and Armstrong and Griflith have a fearfu! lot
of trouble with him. He thinks of things, and
does them on the spot. No matter what hap-
pens to be procéeding in the study, Lincoln
gets busy.

Last week he thought it would be a 1"npmg
wheeze to buy a portable gramophone.
couldn’t wait. The thing had to be accomplizshed
on the instant. Off he wevt to Bannington,
bought the blessed thing, and brought it bach
He'd seen it in the second-hand shop a few dava
earlier.

Having no patience, the *““ do it now "' ficnd
promptly got the gmmophone going, It didn’t

matter to him whether his study mates were i
the middle of prep. or not. As a matter of fact,
they were, And, afterwards, Lincoln wag rather
upsot as he picked, up the remains. They were
ultimately used to light the fire with.

Then,’ again, the same complaint sometimes
affects a prefect, or a master. Mr. Pagett, of
the Iifth, is one of them. He gives a chap a
hundred lines. . Mr. Pagett isn’t conteni with
those lines being turned in the next morning.
They’'ve got to be done at once. If it’s a hali-
holiday, and there’s an important cricket match
on—well, that’s a mere trifle. The unhappy
culprit has got to do the lines, and let cricket
rip. Mr. Pagett demands that dnnm. shall bc

doesn‘t.

_done on the lnst wnt.

Ansther member of the tribe is Wilson, of the
Sixth. He's a prefect, of course. He wants a
message taken across to the College House,
That message will do in an hour, or any old
time. But Wilson demands that it shall be
done at once. He collars hold of a fag, and
sends him oftf. Sometimes the fag is in the
middle of tea. What does the *“ do it now ™’
fiend care ? TIf the .thing was important, it
would be a different thing., *° Doing it now ' is
2 first-class principle, always moviding that
the time iz suitable for ** doing it now.” Dut it
becomes nositively iiendish when a fellow up-
sets the whole routine of life in order to get
something done which really needn't he done
at all.

Upon the whole, the week has been
fairly quiet, with an absence of storms
in the Form-room. Just a gentle breeze
now and again. Mr. Crowell has had
very little to grumble about—and we
have been somewhat bored.

He

]
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(Continued jrom page 16.)

Be clung to the monster upon which he
at with a certain show of confidence at
tirst. Then the speed increased. And as
it increased, the monster shot up and down
. the most disconcerting fashion.

Archie was pearly Jerked oft his seat., He
fell forward, clasped the dragon round the
neck, and clun«r on for dear life.

““Great Scott!” he gasped. ‘I mean to
say, great dashed Scott! This is frightful'
(h: ustly sensations below the old belt, don't
vou know! 1 believe, dear laddies, that
disasters are in the old oﬂmfr"’

The speed grew even greater, and Archie
slithered round slightly, and seemed in
fearful peril of falling off. And just then
a somewhat untidy-looking gentleman arrived
on the scene, and gave Archie a hitch up.

*“ Fares, please!” he sazid briskly.

' Oh, rather!” <said Archie. ‘ Thanks
awfully, old bean! Gratitude in chunks for
{he timely hiteh! 'Thanks, don’t you know,

inghtfully awfully! I'ares—what!  Abso-
Intely!”

“ Frippence!”’ said the collector, holding
ouf a hand.

“ Bvery time, old lad!” panted Archie.

** But, the fact is, a chappie has only got

two hands, if you grasp my meaning. Two
hally old flippers—what! I mean to say, I
could do with [Irese—that is, three! And

it's quite xmpoc,s. to mzz, down into the old
vash-container!”

‘“ None o' them. fricks, my lad!” eaid the
collector. “Tryin’® to work it—eh? Trip-
pence, or you gits chucked off !’

“ Really, old lad, I seriously thgmk the
chucking-off business will happen in any
caee,” said Archie. ** 1'm slipping, dear one

powtwcly casting the old moorings!
Archie, in fact, is coming adrift!”

‘“ Al right, I'll pay hLis fare!”
Pitt, from the mext seat.

The man grunted, passed on, and collected
- mixpenee  from  Regimald Pitt.  'The round-
~about, ‘in the meantime, was shooting round
i tremendous apeed. It was not one of
those slow, old-fashioned affairs that cam be
ridden with impunity.
a speed merchant.

Arehie gazed round desperately. This was
wertainly more tham he had bargained for.
Again he slipped, and this time he parted |
company from the dragon altogeiher. But
e l'()rnt:nued to cling to a bxas: rail like a
leeceh
ping out like a ﬁag in the breeze.

“ This, laddie, is the end!”
wadly, ¢ U-rge‘nit- howls for help, 8.0.S., and
what not! This is absolutely the time when
I need old Phipps to rally round. But Phipps |
iy - What-ho! What-ho ! Application of
(he old brakes! Sixteen varieties of relief!”

shhouted

The roundabout, in fact, was slowing|
down,  And '&rchle as soon as he {felt safe,
released his hold, He was somewhat t_oo_

It was something of |

\nd there he hung for dear life, flap-.

he murmured

F that !’

-

l

shriecked
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previous, for he had his baek to the outer

edge. The momentum, which was still faiily
great, cauwsed him to shoot outwards witu

treme’ndnm speed.

Be landed fairly and qqua:ely i the middle
of a crowd of emiling young ladies. He sat
up., dazed, confused, aud bewildered, to find
himself fdu'ly sumom}ded with musiins “lu.
silks, and other feminine dainties. The gir
with merriment at Archie’s conm,
expression of diemay.

“Great sainted gunts!” egacu’ated Archie
faintly. 1 mean to say—what! That is,
l-—-er—— To be precise, I—I Assistance
required! Confusion, as it were, reigns!”

Red as a heetroot, Archie serambled to lLis
feet and raised his hat. At least, he put
his hand to his head with that intention.
But his hat had relled off, and was some
distance away., This on®—added to his eon-

fusion.
accept the bally

“ Pray

_ apologies!” The
sald desperately.

‘“ Quite an accident, old

tulip——  Gadzooks! I—I mean—— That
i1s, dear ones! I should say, darlings! Great
Scott! This ig qguite ghastly! Kmdl) pardon

the confusion stuff! Ah, this is priceless!
Gather round, laddies, .,.nd lend me your
support! Archie is in the baily old throes!”
Tommy Watson and Montie and I, aad
several other fellows, joined Archie, and we
dusted him down, recovered his hat, place:l
it on his head, and led him away. The girls
watched us, and giggled with amuseinent.
“I’'m surprized at you, Archie!” said Pitt
reproaeiifully,
“I mean to say, whatf’
meekliy. “1I don't quite grasp
“Trying to get off with the girls like
went on Pitt. “ We shall have to
look after you in future! And you're not
merely content with one, but yon want nali-

ask ed Arehie

‘a-dozen round you!’’

| ‘“What! That is to say, what:?”’ ex-
- elaimed Archie. Y I—I mean——  Oh, dash
it all! Look here, don't you know! Dash

it ali! I niean to remark, somewnat awful,

and all that! My dear old tin of fruit! The
egirls, what? XNot at all, laddie! Not, as it
L were, at alll”

‘““ Ba, ha, hal”
| ““ We'll forgive you this time, Archie, bub
you'll have to be more careful,”” grinned
Pitt. ““Now what about =ampling the
swings?’’ |

- Archie cast a hunted lock abouf him, and
hegan to smeak off,

“ Hallo! Where away, Archie?” 1 zang

out.

“ Abgolutely Y’  gasped  Archie. $1--1
mean, oh, rather! Just-—just—er—taking
the old look round, don’t you know! I mean
to say, the ewm«m, old cucumber! Hardly i

my line, you see. I might even mention that
I'm feeling dashed hot “and dashed hothered !
Al over alike, and what not!”

I grinned.
AN right, Archic—we'l}

spare -you!
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sald.  *‘If some of the chaps like to go on
the swings—let 'em go. You can stand by

and look on.”

Archic sighed with immense relief.

A few dozen portions of gratitude, old
bean!”" he cbhserved gratefully. ‘1 mean to
say, thanks in abundance, and all that!
The old tissues are just about fagged, if you
grasp my meaning. Pesitively sagging at
tlie joints, and all that sort ¢f thing. ‘Lhe
life is deucedly strenuous!”

Archie had sampled the roundahout, but
the very thought of going on the swings was
sufficient. He backed away to a safe dis-
tance, and stood watching. One or two of
the other fellows were with him—the Hon.
Douglas Singleton, Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
and Temmy Watson, and Willard. ‘They
were not hankering after the thrills of the
big swings.

But Edward Oﬂvald Handforth stalked for-

ward with keen anticipation. For some
minutes he bad been watching tlhie swings
with contemptuous gaze. He would show
this crowd how to swing properly!
CHAPTER V.
' MANDFORTH AND CO. FALL OUT!
HURCH looked at
McClure, and McClure
winked. Then they
both strolled casually
away. They were not at all
averse from indulging in a
swing, but they did not
etac‘fly fancy having Hand-

had a fairly strong
cause

forth with them. They
inkling that Edward Oswald would
trouble.

But they were not to escape.

Handforth turned after a few yards, talk-
]n(v

“Now, the three of us can get in one of
these together.” he remarked. ‘* Of course,
you'll be a blessed nulsance——"'

““ Talking to me, mate?’” asked a gentle-
man by Handforth 2 side. _
Handforth started. He found himself

staring at the gentleman who had spoken,
and who was wearing a bowler hat on th'e
back of his head and a cheap cigar in his

mouth. .
“Eh? What?"' said Handforthi blankly.
*“Oh, sorry! Il thought I was talking to

my chums'- The rotters! They ve backed
out of it—but they needn't think 1'm put-
ting .up with any rot like that!”

- Handforth stormed back, and let out a
vell whiclr attracted notice from ali sides.
'Church and McClure came to a halt.

- ¢ Hi!

Handforth. A
“ Better go!” whispered Church. . *'T'he
fathead's making ev erybody stare!  He

ought to know better.”

?

e

Come here, you rotters!’’ bellowed |

leader, and Handlorth

| They joined their
looked ferccious.
“Trying to sneak off, eh?"' he said fiercely.

“ You—you slackers! Afraid to go on a
swing——" , '

*Who's afraid?”  demanded MeClure

L Don’t be an ass, Handy! Church and |

thought about going up in one together, you
know-s—"*

“0Oh, did you?”
“Well, you'd better think again!
coming up with met”

““But there’s not room for three
of those hoats!”

‘“ Rats!” =aid Handforth. “ Rot! You
chaps are going to pull the ropes and swing
us up, and I'm going to sit in the middle!
I'm not going to jolly well let vou get oud
of it like this. Come on!”

Churehr and McClure agreed. They didn’t
want Handforth to start a fearful row ia
the middle of the fair grounds. And refusal
on their part woeuld certainly lead to such
H dljabte{

The other juniors collectﬂd in a group and
lcoked on. T couldn’t help chuckling.

“This is where we're going to see somec-
thing funny, my childmn' "1 said.
your eyes, and watceh closely, The one-and:
only Handforth is about to provide us with

interrupted Handforth.
You're

in one

to say,
screaming, and all that, when a chappie
views them from afar. You gather the old
trend? But when a chappie is on the job
himself. Well, don't you know, it's different.
Absolutely diff., in fact.”

One of the swings had just become vacant,
and Handforth and Co. marched up, aad
ciimbed on to the platform which led
straicht into the swinging hoat. The man in
charge grinned as the three juniors got in.

‘“Now, then, you chaps equat down and
pull away at the ropes!” said Handforth.
*“\[f vou don't do as you're told at ounce,
I'll jolly well pitch you out!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“That's right, sonny!’ grinned a spec-
tator. ‘ Don't let them there pals o° yours
do any slackin'. Go it!"”

Church and McClure turned red.

“ Simply making a public exhibition of
ourselves!' muttered Church. .

““What?” snapped Handforth.

‘““ Nothing!”

backwards and ferward. Handforth held on
to the iron uprights, and seemed quite oh-
livious of the fact that large numbers oi
~holiday-makers had paused to look on. They
somehow had an idea that something was
going to happen.

The swing rose higher and higher, and
when Church and McClure thought that they

| 'were going nicely, they ceased their eftorts.

*Rub

eome <cheap amusement. It ought to he
better than a pantomime.” ‘
‘““ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. *“1 mean

these things are most frightfully

His chums commenced pulling at  the
ropes, and the swing commenced moviug
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landforth suddenly became aware of this
ak looked at them contemptuously.

‘“What's the idea?’ he demanded.

“Eh? The idea of what?”’

*“ Why, slowing down—-"

" We're going high enough, aren’'t we?”
asked MeClure, *f These thmga aient par-
ticularly safe, you know, and your position
can’t bhe called gecure, Handy. We don’t
waut to see you pitched out, you know——"

“ Rot !’ aald Handforth sourly. ¢ The
fact is, you're funky! You daremn’t go up
any higher!”

Oh daren’t we?”’ roared Church,

"\Io you daren’'t!”
(hurch glared across at MeceClure, and the
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He and Church worked away, and the
boat swung even bigher, At the top of its
swing, the boat nea,rly assumed an Inverted
position, and geemed in danger of going
round in a complete cirele. Handiorth clung
“on for dear life, Church and McClure were
slightly ““ windy,”” but they “ouldnt have
admitted it for worlda -

“ Great!” gasped Handforth, * That 3 tue
stuit!  Just—just what I wanted, you know!
Abcut enough, eh? I—I——- Great pip!
Look ont, you fatheads!”

Handforth was being lifted right out of

the boat at certain pemods of the down-
ward and upward swing, He was conm-
| pelled

to cletch at the iron supports with

Arohie took h:s throw.

descended with an ominous crack upon Handforth’s head.

Unfoftunatd!y, the ball slipped from his fingers, and l

latter nodded.
hard.as they could possibly pull. They used
all their stremgth and energy.  They didn't
quite care for s-uc-h such high swinging, but
IHandforthh had cast aspersions upon their
courage, and now they determined to put
the wind up him,

The swing rose higher and higher—it was|

stigoting up and down with temﬁc velocity.
The erowds looked on, enjoying it all. Some
of the elderly people sihook their heads|
Jfoubtfully, but the younger ~ones had no
tynalms,

“ Phat’s better!”
ing to the supports.
hit! I thought you'd bhe dll rmht lf 1
hueked you up.” .

“We've - hardly
Meilure,

‘started -yet!”’ pa'nted

Then they began pulling as)

all his-strength. And Church apnd McClure

still pulled away,

“How do you like it, Handy?” panted
Church grimly. _
- *“Fine!” breathed Handforth, * We—we'd
better slow down now——"’

““Not likely!” said Church, " We're only
haif up yet!”

‘Handforth gulped. The man below, in
charge, applied the rough-and-ready brake

‘at times, in order to stop the boat’s head-
long career. But Church and McClure car-
ried on strenuounsly, and as fast as the boat

“‘dld Handf(}rth C]Ut«l_.h I de blm\’{’d dOWIl they mdde [t ﬂwlno' hfgher

‘““Now we're moving a

-and_higlher.

‘“Poor old Handy!” gunned Pitt. “ MHe
asked for it¥" - | ,
« Ahsolutely!” agreed Archie. ‘I mean

‘to say, the dear chappie positively requested
the stuff, what? And, as it were, he’s
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KPS,

The old walnut is positively

receiving it.
obtaining it in considerable chunks!’

““Begad!” said 8ir Montie. It looks
!I?rwhtfuilv dangerous, dear old boys.”

““Not a bit of it!” I grinned. * As long
as Handy keeps hold he’s safe enough—and

I don t think he’s ass enough to release the

grip.’
““The old clutching hand, and all that!”

observed Archie,

- Handforth, to tell the truth, was not

troubied by nervousness—he was probably

the most reckless fellow within the (rystal
Palace grounds. He never considered any
kind of odds, and was capable of rushing
bald-headed into the most desperate danger.
Handforth was, as a matter of fact, suffer-
ing from certain internal spasms.

The violent swinging had not affected
Church and MeClure much, because they
were seated. But Handforth was standing
up, aSsumm" all sorts of queer attitudes.
His one desire at the moment was to fect
solid earth beneath his feet. DBut it was
almost impossible for him to teil his chums
to desist. Pride would not allow it. \

““ This is fine!” said Church, hauling away
o the rope. * Something like a swing, eh?
Put some bheef into it, MecClure!™

“ Rather,” eaid Md‘}uze “Tally-hor' Up
she goes!”

Handforth capitulated.

“ Slow down!” bawled Handforth desppr«-",
ately.
Church and McClure pulled harder than 3

| ever.

“J—1 think we've had enough!” ne
gasped ‘““ Better slow ‘down now!” "

“ Not likely!"” said Church “You asked
us to jolly well buzz, and we're buzzing! We 8
could go a lot higher if th: 1t rotter WIL‘\ it

the plank didn't l\eep on—-""

‘““ You—you rotters!” snorted Handforgth. 3
“I—I'm feeling ili! If you don't slow down
at once I'll |ollv well kick you out of the
boat' Trying to murder me—that’s what |
you're doing! If T peg out over this youwll
have my death on your heads! And yowll
have to pay the giddy funeral e\(pen;c‘s'

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” i

Handforth’s words were audible to all and 4
a vell of laughter went up. Church and
McClure nrrlrmed and manfully proceeded '
with the good work., TFor months anad\‘
months—for terms—they had been waiting |
for an opporfunity to get the agsxresswe o
Edward Oswald on toast. He was fairly |}
on it now. He was at their mercy. Unfil |
they chose to slacken their efforts, Hand-
forth was helpless. And they could easﬂy 1
afford to risk the consequences,

“Go it, Churchy!” eaid McClure,

“ Rather!” said Chureh. * Now, "just
big effort——"

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

‘“If—i you pull any higher 1'il—I'1l1 pul-
verise you!” howled Handforth,
think 1'm standing any of your
made a bloomer Yarooooh!
Hi! What the—— Whoa!”

Handforth had turned elightly, and one
hand came away from the iron support.
He swung round, unearly fell out of the
hoat backwards and slithered to the bottom
on his back. Both Church and McClure
automatically ceased pulling, filled with
momentary alarm,

“*“You—you fathead!” gasped Church.
‘1 thought you’d gone, Handy!”’

Handforth sat up and clenched his fists.

‘**You rotters!” he roared. - I'lb——
Yarcooh!”

Handforth was unwige in sitting up at
that moment. The boat was just nearing
the top of its swing, and as Handforth sat

rot you've
Look out!

up the momentum nearly caused him to
turn a complete somersault into space.
McClure was in- danger of being carried

over, too. He clutched at Handforth and
wwed them both. '

- ‘“Steady on!” he gasped desperately.
Incidentally, MeClure jabbed his fist into

Handy'’s right eye. This, of course, was
quite. accidental and excusable under the
circumstances. But Handforth was not in
the mood to excuse anything.

“ Yeu--you <lumsy fathead!” he roared.

“1'm blinded!”

Biff'!

Fven in that awkward position Hand-
forth managed to bring his fist round. 1t
canght MeClure under the c¢hin and the
unfortunate junior gave one despairing howl
and toppled over backwards.

He was still clutching on to the boat,
and although he swung outwards, he did not
lose his grip. Handforth grabbed him by
(he elack of the trousers and hung on with
a1l his strength.

‘*You clumsy lunatic!” he said faintly.
‘““You nearly went that time!”

““Hang on tignt, for gecodness
rasped Church.

. Church was doing his ntmost to bring the
nwing

sake!”’

to a standstill, and he was .ably
assisted in this noble work by the gentie-
man helow, who operated the plank-brake

with signal effect.

The awing grew lower and lower, and a
cpasp of relief went up from the crowd.
Handforth and Co., of course, had been ‘pro-
viding the thrill | of the f.m' Indeed, so0
rm.lt was the interest that the whole inci-

dent was later reported in  one of the
cvening  papers, headed ‘‘Rag by public
refoolboys at  Crystal Palace.”” Handforth

was immensely proud of that paragraph
when he saw it h

“The reckless ass!” I snapped. ‘“ Thank
poodness that swing’s slowing down. I was
cxpecting the idiots to break their necks
tvery minute!  There ocught to be a law

**1f you

29
passed. forbidding Handfortn {o appear
publiely "’

‘““ Absolutely!” agreed - Archie, adjusting
liis monocle. 1 mean to say, deucedly
fearful risks, and what not! The dear
c¢happies positively made my dashed blood

run cold, don't you knoew! Trickles down
the old spine and so forth!”

*“ Handforth's capable of  anything!”

grewled Tommy Watson,
‘“He’'ll come a <ropper yet!? dectared
Pitt. = He'lll—- My hat! He’s come!"
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The swing was nearly at a standstill, and

Handforth, very red in the face, got to his
feet, still clutehing at MeClure. Church
came over to assist—for, even stationary,
the swing was some distance from the
groundg.

**Just like you, Handy!" said Church.
“1 thought——"" '
“*Who told you to interfere, Walter

Church?’” bellowed Handforth,
releasing his hold on MecChire. *“TI'11 jolly
well puncii—— Hallo! What the— Well,
I'm jiggered! Of all the asses!”

McClure descended to the ground with a
thud and a howl. He had desperately

turning and

attempted to save himself, but it couldn’t
he managed. Handforth saw him sprawl-

ing in the grass and then turned to Church.

*“That was your fault!” he roared.

“My fault!” said Church indignantly.
“Why, you silly cuckoo——"

‘};'{lﬁke that!” snapped Handforth grimly.

1

Chureh took it. He received it fairly and
squ.«lrelv on the nose and he staggered wildly
in the unstable swing and toppled over the
side.  But Handforth did not escape.
Chureh’s clutching hand grasped him desper-
ately and he followed his chum into space.
They sprawled on the grass in a tangled
heap—just as McClure was getting up.
McClure crashed to earth again, mth Hand-
forth s boot in his chest.

“And there they lay, gasping and groan-
1n,fz, in a mangled up heap of arms and legs.

And the crowd, finding that all danger\
was past, Iaughed uproarlouely The only

fellows who couldn’t see the point of the

joke were Handforth and Co.
In more ways than one the famous chums

of Study D had fallen out!
CHAPTER VI
THE KNUTS AMONG THE NUTS!
ANDFORTH dusted him-
self down fiercely.
“I'm jolly well go-
ing to make you
suffer for thm, my sons!’’
he declared. ‘* Making a pub-
lic exhxbltlon of me like
that——
‘“ Olt, be reasonable, for goodness sake!'*
"lldpp(‘d Churech. “ It was you who made
the exhibition, Handy! Why, it was touch
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and go whether we were Kkilled "or
You're too jolly dangerous to be ou
swing!"”

1landforth glared.

“Didn’t you pull the boat up too high?’ |

lie roared,.
" Didn’t you tell us to?’! reterted Church
. promptly.
“No, I didn’t.”
B You did!’”’
- “1I mean to say, quarrels and all that
kind of thing, what?’ put in Archie.
_ *“ Dashed bad form, old lads. Upsetting the
old harmony, if you know what I mean.
Absolutely. Kindly remove the scowls and
frowns and what not.”

““ Good for you, Archie!’” said Pitt. “ Now
then, Haﬂdy-—-—dry up! The affair’s over,
and we're going to try our luck at the
cocoanut qhies But you’d better not join
in, or you’ll brain half the population!”

Handforth snorted.

“Oh, shall I?” he roared. *‘ We'll jolly
soon see about that. I'm going to slosh
- down a cocoanut with every ball—you chaps
call go and collect-’ém. Just wait till I
get started.” “

Reginald Pitt was satisfied.

cessfully changed the subject,
- forth forgot about the swings and his
- quarrel with Church and MecClure. 8o, in
a body, we moved off to the ‘ bally old
- nut department,”’ as Archie put it.
“Iold on, you chaps,” 1 said. *‘‘ Before
- any of us start, I thought we ought to give
‘Archie a chance. I've got an idea that
he'll do great things at this game. Now
then, Archie—off you go!”’

Archie looked rather helpless.

- “But, dash it all!” he protested. ‘I
. mean to say, dash it all. Scarcely dig., if
vou know what I mean. Hardly the stuff

He had suce-
and Hand-

" for us, what? Don’t you think laddie, that ]

~we ought to give the old nuts the go-by?"

" Rats!” said Pitt. ““ There’s no question
of dignity about it. We’'ve come here for

, pth,e fun of the fair and we're going to get
lr.,’

In the meantime 1 had purchaseda four of
the wooden balls which are used—chiefly
unsuccessfully—to knock the cocoanuts out
of their sockets. As a general rule the
nuts are fixed in fairly tghl,lv and it re-
quires a direct hit to disiodge one of them.

‘“ Now then, Archie—grab hold!”
briskly. . \

““ Oh, rather,”” said Archie, taking one of
the wooden balls. *‘* Absolutely. This, I
presume, is where 1 start the old biz, what ?
I mean to say, dashed exciting. KXindly
gather round and shield me from the popu-
lace. I'm most deucedly flustered, don't
“you know.” ]

We gathered round, and Archie prepared
himself. Not only the St. I'rank’s fellows
were grinning, but nearly everybody else.
‘Archie went to work thoroughly. e handed
his cane to Watson, his hat to Church, and
then squared his shoulders. ile C‘ueful!y
adjusted his monocle, and grasped the
wooden ball firmly, and flung out his haud.

L8 ]

I said

).

bR

“ Kindly observe,”’ he said. * The idea, |
as it were, is to trickle the old ball down,
and remove a palm-fruit, what? Dislodge
it from its old place, and so forth. Abso~
lutely.”

Archie took his throw. At le ast, he in-
tended doing so. Unfortunately, the hall
slipped out of his fingers as he flung his
hand up, and it descended with a loud crack
upon the top of Handforth’s head.

** Yarooh!” howled Handforth wildly,

Archie shaded his eyes, and gazed
the distance. _

“1 mean to say, somewhat swift!” he.
gasped. ** That, dear old chappies, is mosb
frightfully queer. The bally old ball has
vanished. Simply slithered off into oblit
vion. 1 just raised the old flipper, and
—zing! The disappearing act! Dashed
extraordinary!” i

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Good old Archic!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” LI

‘““ Quantities of ribald laughter,” said 3§
Archie. ‘ What, dear old tins of fruit, is
the joke? I mean to say, not partuularly
funny, what? The wooden sphere has ba.lly
well legged it——" {

“You ass, Archie,”” grinned Church. ‘“I§¢
dropped out of your hand backwards—and
caught poor old Handy a frightful crack.” j‘-

Archie turned, his monocle droppmg

“ Great absolutely Scott!’ he emculated
blankly. ¢ That is to say, by jove, and all}
that sort of rot. So that's 'it, eh? That, |
s0 to speak, is it? I*mghtfullv peculiar.
Frightfully extraord. I didn't feel the /
dashed thing slip—"' | g

“But [ felt it hit roared Hand- ¢

iutxo?_‘

12

ne.

forth. * You clumsy fathead. You slab-"
sided son of a lunatic—"' L
“ Well, dash it!” put in Archie. I8

mean to say. Decidedly terse, what? Slab- '
sided son of a lunatic, don’'t you know. |
Somewhat rough on the Pater. Severe on |
the dear old buffer, if ysu grasp the trend.” ¥

““ you ought to be chained up,” snapped
Handforth, rubbing his head. f

‘““ Oh, rather!” agreed Archie. “* Abso-
lutelv. Chained up what? Shoved in the

old place where a chappie gets peace and |
That, I should think, would be 3

quietness.
the most deucedly ripping. Qulte price- .
less, in fact. Be good enough to lead me

away to the solitude department. At the
same time, old tulip, I'm most dashed %
sorry. Large expressions of regret and
sorrow and what not. Kmdlv auept the -
handsome old apology, darling.”

Handforth glared. ‘ ,

“ All right,” he growled. ¢ But don’'t do
it again.”

Archie took another ball, and struck the
same attitude. This time he held thie wooden
ball more securely, threw his arm up, and
then hurled the ball with all his strength.
By a  piece of sheer luck—something {ike
a miracle—it struck the ground, rebounded,
and toppled one of the cocoaunuts off ity
perch. - 4

“ daed for you, Archie!l” G
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* Ripping shot!” |

‘“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie, beaming.
“1 mean to say, it’s deucedly. easy. A
chappie only needs to throw the old chunk
of wood, and there you are. There, in fact,
you absolutely are. The old palm fruit
dislodged, and all that. A sound sport,
Jaddies—absolutely. What about it? What
about . another shot? Anything doing?’”’

‘““ Here you are, Archie,” I grinned.

Archie took another ball and hurled it.
This time the missile rose up in the air at
an acute angle, and vanished far beyond the
confines of the cocoanut shy. Archie gazed
after it rather blankly,

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 mean to say, rather swift, that one,”
he observed. ‘‘Not, in fact, a success,
Kindly shove across another marble——"’

"1 reckon you’ve had enough, young
gent,”” put in the owner of the shy. 1
don’t want to lose none ’o them balls. And,
anyways, you’ll get me into trouble if you
starts chuckin’ ’em abaht like they was
made for playin’ this ’ere lorn tennis.”

“ What?” said Archie frigidly. ‘' That is
to say, what? What? Gadzooks! The man
has wounded me! Cast the old slight, don’t
you know. - This, dear chappies, has got to
be settled—-"’

U T'H settle!”

said ITandforth, pushing
forward.  ‘“ You're holding up the whole
riddy fair, Archie. Lemme get there—1'll
soon show you how it ought to be done,
Messing about like this!”

Handforth had purchased half-a-dozen
of the wooden missiles, and he stood well
forward, and then turned to us.

** Just hold yourselves ready,” he said
carelessly. ‘‘ That chap at the bottom will
be chucking up the cocoanuts goon, and
you'sl hetter collar ’em.” :

““ Which cocoanuts?’’ asked Pitt.

“ The ones I knock off, of course!”’

Pitt said mothing; he grinned widely.

** Fathead!”” snorted Handforth. * You'll
see!”’ '

*“ We shall,”” chuckled Pitt. * But
sha'n’t see any cocoanuts.”

. Ifandforth apparently thought that the
- whole thing was as easy as shelling peas.
“lle didn’t even wait to take aim. He threw
the balls with terrific force, one after the
other in quick -succession. And he seemed
to have an idea that all the cocoanuts
. were placed in the extreme corner, where

the attendant was seeking refuge.

'I'he poor chap, in fact, was bombarded.
lie gave one howl, and dived beneath the
canvas,

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!”’

Plop! Bang! Flop! Crash! |

The balls thudded against the canvas, the
uprights, and everywhere, in fact, except
the cocoanuts. Not one of the missiles
went within a couple of yards of the cocoa-
nuts. And the attendant went rushing
round, and appeared at the other side.

“Hi, guv'nor!” he bawled. ‘" Wasser
blinkin’ game?

’

we
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off,”” said Tommy Watson.

Tryin’ to brain me, that’s |

R, ¢

LT S N

And there lay
the huddled-
up figure of a
man. - On the
instant 1 knew
thatsomething-
was wrong.

wiiat that kid’s doin’!
hidiot )"
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
Handforth gazed down the shy blankly.
' Great pip!” lie said. “ I—I didn’t knock
any off!”’ |
“You nearly knocked the attendant’s head

The blooming young

1 reckon we'd
better Jeave this spot, you chaps, it’s get-
ting too warm.” ©ma

“ Rats!” said Handforth.
another try.”

He went up to the owner, where dozens of
the balls were lying in a kind of gaudily
painted crate. Handforth planked down a
sIXpence. '

‘““ Not likely, young shaver.”” said the pro-
prietor. ‘* You best clear off! I’'ve had
enough of this ’ere! Wodjer take this shy
for? A shootin’ gallery, or what? I ain’t
done a bob’s worth o’ bizness since you
youngsters come up!”’

‘“Ain’t you goin’ to serve me?”’
Handforth.

“No, I ain’t!” '

‘“ All right, I'll serve myself—-"

But Handforth was not allowed to. We
gathered round him, and then dragged him
off by sheer force. And while a number of
the fellows were attending to him, Pitt and
I and Willard and Singleton had a few shies.
We weren’t particularly successful, but we
bagged half-a-dozen cocoanuts altogether,
and then came away with our spoils.”

“1 reckon we’d better go somewhe»
else,”” I said. ‘*On the flying boats, for
instance. Even that’s a bit risky, because
Handforth’s bound to fall out—and that
would finish him for good.” '

“Let’s take him in the maze and lose
him,”” suggested Pitt.

“ Fathead!” snapped Handforth, ¢ ¥m
going back to that cocoanut shy.”

‘ No, you’re not——-""

“I'm bhaving

roared
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“71 tell you I am!” roarcd Handforth. |

" I'm going to punch that proprietor on the
nose! And after that I’m going to knock
yvou think I'm going to be whacked by——"

“ Dry up, Handy,” I put in. * It’s no
good making a fuss—your aim doesn’t seem
down every coconut there is. Huh! Do
to be in good form to-day. Let’s try the
maze. Oh, by the way. What's become of
Fatty? We were going to lose him in the
the maze.”

We looked round, but could see no sign of
t‘atty Little. All the other members of our
party were present. But atty was not con-
spicuous, and he was quite large enough to
ee, even in a crowd. |

“*1 missed him ten minutes ago—before
we went to the shy,” said Grey. ¢ I'll” bet
he’s dashed off somewhere for some grub.
The greedy ass! He could have whacked
:nto these cocoanuts to his heart’s content.”

““Don’t worry,” I said. ‘“ He’ll have plenty
nf room for half-a-dozen cocoanuts, or so.
He'll polish them off in no time.”’ '

I looked round Lkeenly, and a little
anxiously, We didn't want a member of our
party to become separated from the rest.
And then, happening to gaze upon a grassy
bank, some little way off, T broke into a
orin.
| “‘;I‘qlg'g a look you chaps,” I said. * Sweet,
isn't it?”

“ There was Tatty Little, squatting on the
yrass, fairly surrounded by an array of

LEE LIBRARY [I/;
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bags. Standing close handy there were a
couple of big ginger-beer bottles, The fat
junior had evidently been obtaining supplies,
and now he was enjoying a little snack, and
keeping his eye on us at the same time. |

“(Come on, we’ll soon put a stop to that
little game!” said Pitt firmly. .

““ Absolutely,” agreedly Archie. ** Fright-
fully bad form, you know. I mean to say,
undig., and all that, to sit in the view of
the whole bally populace, feeding out of
paper bags. Somewhat near the limit.”

We moved off towards the grassy bauk,
and advanced upon Fatty Little in a kind
of solid formation. He saw I was coming,
but made no attempt to rise. It was notice-
able, however, that he put on a burst of
speed with his jaws. The sandwiches aad
cakes vanished with lightning rapidity.

“ Hallo, you chaps,” he mumbled, as we
collected round him. ‘ Have some?”

““ No, thanks,” I said. ** We’re not hungry
yvet. You glutton——"’

“ Hallo! Coconuts!”
his eyves lighting up. * You bagged a few,
then? Good! I can just do with one ofi
them to munch as we go along. Must have
something to keep me going, you kuow!”

We stared at him amazedly.

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Pitt. * He's
more mysterious than all the conjurors of

(Continued on next page.)

interrupted Iatty,
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LConlinued from page 32.)

the ceuntry put together! There's not a
man living who conld make things disappear
as mirvaculously as Fatty can! He'd earn
& fortume on the halls!”

“Well, we're not going to wuait while he |

gorges all that lot down!” suid Handforth.
“ We’d hetter buck up and have a look at
that maze! After all, ve might be able
to lose Fatty there!”

“It'll be amazing, if we de!” said Pitt.

‘“ (Gadzooks!” gasped Archie. I mean to
“Qly!’,

Piti- fled, chuckling. And we all made our
way in the direction of the maze. We little
realised what our visit to that spot was to
Jead to!

o e —re ]

CHAPTER VI1I.
THE CHINEE.

‘-’TAME!" said Hand-

forth disgustedly.

maze, and, after the excite-
ments of the roundabouts and
coconut-shies and the swings,
it certainly did seem eome-
It was very poorly patronised,
too.  We seemed to be about the only
people__m the place. This may have been
a delusion, for one never knows exactly how
nmany people there are in a maze, owing to
the cunning twists and turns and false
corners.

~“Don’t be in such a hurry, Handy,” said
Church,  “* We've hardly got in the blessed
place yet. And I thought we had to pay?
[ saw a hoard somewhere saying that
entrance fee was threepence or sixpence.”

1o was rather puzzling. We had come
npon the maze somewhere at the rear, and
bad not troubled to go round to the front
cutrance. Finding an opening quite handy,
we marched in, and Handforth hud pro-
nonneed his verdict within a few sceonds.

We went round eeveral turiings, and I
warned the other fellows to keep within
gight, so that we could remain in a body. If
once separated, there wouid he no telling
when we should join forces again. And Fatty
Little was watched with particular care. He
was always liable to spneak off after more
grub.

I was leading the way, :nd
redinid another {urning 1 breke into a grin.
There, just in front, was a payhox, with a
tnrnstile  and  an attendant. Handforth
nitered a snort as he caught sight of jt.

‘This was his cam-
did opinion of the

what mild.

““1 thowght there was a ecateh scome-
where!”™ he said. ‘' Look here, ¥'m fed-up
with this! What's the good of paying

money to lose yourself?”
‘“We're going in, and there’s an end of
it I osaid.  *“ Now, then, line up, my zons!

I'll pay the exes}”

after geing.
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We all filed through the turnstile; aud
then found ourselves within the maze prcper.
‘'There were two pathways leading off to
right or left, and it did mot matter pare
ticularly which way we took.

“Follow me,” said Handforth, pushing for-
ward. ‘‘ These blessed things are dead easy!
You only need to keep your wits abhout you
and you can’t make a bloomer! Trust to
me, you chaps, and we’'ll be out of this
within two minutes!”

We all followed Handforth, although we'
had not the slightest hope that he would
be able to lead us directly through the maze
and out at the other end. Handforth
always had a tremendous amount of econ-
fidence.

We continued along the curving path, and
then suddenly Handforth let out a derisive

cackle.

““ The giddy ‘thing’s a swindle!” he suaid
scornfully. * Why, look here! We've got to
the exit already! 1 knew you were chuck-
ing your money away, Nipper.”’

We all came to a halt, and could see a
turnstile ahead, which Handforth fondly
"imagined to be the exit. I grinmed as 1
glanced at the attendant.

“Try again, Handy!” I said. * This I8
the place we just came from! You've led us
back to the entrance.”’

F Handforth glared.

“* Fathead!” he enapped. ¢ We've just
come away irom it! How the dickens cun
this be the entramce when it's somewhere
behind us? We've been walking away from
it all the time——"

“* And coming round in a ecirele,” grinned
Pitt. *‘ This is the right-hand path, Handy.
I think you'd better let Nipper take the
leadership; he’ll show ws the best way.”

“Don't be too sure,”” 1 said., ** These
things are tricky.”

We turned back, and, by making <close
observations, 1 detected a {urning which
would not lead us back on our own tracks.
And we went on, getting deeper and deeper
into the maze, twisting and turning and
doubling back on our own tracks until all |
chunce of making a direct exit was im-
possible.

And yet, try as we would, we could not
possibly reach the centre. We knew that it
lay somewhere close by, and every fresh
attempt eeemed certain of success—until we
tried it. Then we either found ourselves
back at the same old spot, or still further

away.

**OQh, rats!” said Handforth, pulling up
and wiping his brow. ‘A jolly fine mess
you've got us into now! We shall probably
have to stick in this place until the attem-
dants come and eclear us out the last thing
to-night.”’ g R

“ What!" gasped Fatty Little. * But we’
shall be dead by then! Great pancakes! T'mi

e

nearly starving already! All this exereise

has given me a terrific appetitel’

. e T S S
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& Oh, we shall get out after walking &) this place!” growled Handforth “ All we
few more miles!” said Pitt cheerfully can see is Chinamen—everywhere! I ex-

: laddie,”’ said Archie in
dismay. ““I mean to say, that's frightfully
fearful! Dash it all!  Miles, what? The
old bones are aching in the most deuced
manmer already. The tissues can’t stand it,
old lad! Kindly give several large howls
for assistamce!”

“Rats!” 1 said. ** We're not going to call
for the attendamts. We've got iunto this
maze, and we've got to get out of it——"

“ Hallo!” said Grey. " There's somebody
coming. Tet's follow these people——"

“ Not likely!” put in Handforth. ** They’ll
lead us further astray than ever! If you'll
leave it to me, there won't be any mistake.”

We didn't think muech of the idea, and
allowed the other peopie to pass, and then
continued our own efliorts. We only came
across one or two couples here and there,
for the maze did not seem to be attracting
the public.

And just as we were turning a corner
three people came towards us who attracted
my attention more than any of the others.
The rest of the fellows were too intent upor
their own troubles to pay any attention.

These three strangers were Chinese, by the
look of them. They were smartly dressed,
and quite Western i every aspect excepting
their colour. Two were Chinamen of a
somewhat coarse type. Their smari clothing
could not disguise the fact.

The third was a mere boy—also- Chinese—
dressed in a tweed Norfolk suit and cap.
Somehow, he secemed to he rather dazed, and
there was a dreamy, dull look in his eyes as
he passed me. He was tightly held by one
of his companions, and they hurried on. I
looked after them and frowned.

, *“That seems to be queer!” I remarked.

‘““ What. does?!” agked Handforth. ‘* Those
foreigners? The hest thing we can do is to
follow- them! By the way they're walking
they seem to know their way about.”

Acain Handforth's advice was disregarded,
and we turned another bend. And there,
against one of the thick set hedges of the
maze, lay the huddled up figure of a man.
On the. instant I knew scmething was wrong.

This stranger had evidently not collapsed
from exhaustion. The day was by no means
over-hot, and may parte of the maze were

“ A few more m:les

quite shady. I hurried forward at a run,
“I say, you chaps!” 1 shouted. *‘ Quick!

Lend a hand!”’

Somehow I was not very astonished when
I saw that this stranger was Chinese, also.
But he was refined-looking and att.red m a
well-cut suit,
of a West End tailor. His
in the dust a few feet away. And 1
noticed at once that the Chinaman had an
ugly bruise on his forehead

“ Great Scott!” said Pitt quickly, “What's
wrong?"

“ Blessed if I can understand anything in

velour hat lay

which was evldently the work

pect this chap’s spoofing all the time! Try-
ing to work a confidence trick or some-
thing!" ‘ |
“Don’t be an idiet!”’ 1 “ He's
been badly hurt!” |
The most necessary

snapped.

thing at the moment
was some water, but that of course, was
unobtainable., 1 r(used the Chn naman's head
on to my knee, and waved my cap swiftly

up and down in front of his face, causing a

draught. After a moment or two he opened
his eyes, and looked at me dazedly.

““ How did it happen?” I asked quietly.

The Chifaman seemed more dreary than
ever. Then he pulled himself to‘tether and
a live intellicence dawned in his eyes.

“The boy!" he whispered. ‘“Have you
seen him?"’

"We saw a Chinese boy being taken away
by two men of your own nlatlonahty. nob
two minutes ago,”” I replied. ** But tell me
what has happened—-"’ ,

‘““No, no!” interrupted the Oriental
quickly. ** It does not matter about my-
self! I'etch the boy! Get him away frein
these men! Hurry as quickly as you cam, it
is a matter of the greatest importance!”

‘““ Have they kidnapped him?” put in Pitt

“Yes, that is the word!”" said the Chiua-
man. “They have Kkidnapped him! But you
are wasting time! Bring him back!”

“T jumped up and looked round quickly.

** Handy, stay here with one or two of they
chaps, and look after this gentieman,”’ 1
said. ** Pitt, Grey, Singleton! Follow me
like the wind! We've got to get out before
those Chinamen, even if we have to break
through every hedge!”

There was no loss of time, although slicht
confusion reigned for a moment or two.
Most of the fellows wanted to come
me, but Handforth kept Church and Me-
Clure and Fatty Little and Archie with him.
The rest of us hurried oit, trying to find the
exit. This was more difficult than it seemed.

I had not waited to ask the Chinaman
many questions, for questions seemed wun-
necessary, He was obviously a well-educated
gentleman of his own country, and the
urgency cof his tone had told me that delay
might be fatal.

And I rememhered the dazed look in the
Chinese boy's eyes. His captors had ob-
viously drugged him in scme way, so that he
would not make a demonstration. And the
very cunning nature -of the plan was strik
ing.

'lhe two Chinamen had followed tleir vie-
tims into the maze, and had then made
their attack. Hurrying out, they had only
to negotiate one or two twists and cormers
and they were comparatively safe. Nobody
would stop them, and pursuit was almost
impossible. For the Chinese gentleman who
had been attacked could never have gone in
chase .singlehanded.
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It was very galling to be hastening
through the pathways of this maze, knowing
that the kidnappers had a good start. And
there wae always the uncertainty that we
might not he able to find the exit.

After twisting and turning in

vain Jfor

for some minutes I made up my mind to|

bring matters to a. head. We were quite
near the centre. I could teil that without
any difficulty, for we huad been hovering in
this vieinity for quite a long time. Without
compunction 1 broke through one
hedges, and all the other juniors followed.
Then I broke through another hedge.

And, more by luck than anything cise, we
found ourselves in the centre, and an atten-
dant was hurrying up to us with a very red
foce, and with decided trouble in his glare.

* Now then, now then!” he shouted =m-
crily. ** That's not allowed, my i:ds! Sniash-
mg through the hedges like that——"

‘** Sorry, can't stop!” I said. ** Gh, wait a
minute!”

“Yes, you'd best weait, tco!” said tlte man
warmly., |

“Ygu . don't understand,” T hroke in.
“There's & man been attacked in one of the
pathways over there!” 1 added, pcinting
vagnely., “ If vou shout, you'ill p.obably get
an  answer quickly enough. The man's a
Clinese, and he was knockad cver, and a
hoy was kidnapped. We're going after him.
You'd better take some water to the nijured
man a8 fast as you can.”

Without waiting for the aitendant to
teply we hurried out. Yor, from the centre
ol the maze thiere was a direct pathway tc
fhe exit, and within a minute or two we
found ourselves out -on the open grassland.

Yhere were numbers of people walking
ahont in the sunshine, or sprawling in the
prass.  And, only a short distance away, a
police-canstable was confemplatively
wp into one of the trees. I ran to hLim
aitiekly, ,

“ Iave yvou seen a couple of Chii
bovye? b agked swiltly.
The constable turned to me and frowned.

Jt

“1 dou't want any o’ your tricks now, my

bad!” he s=aid sternly. * There’s a young
varmint up in this ‘ere tree. When he comes
dowinn I'm going to give his ear a good
L wisting—-"’

“Never mind the tree!” 1 interrupted.

" Have you seen those Chinamen?’”’

“he constable seemed to realise that the
matter was impeortant. |

“ Chinamen?’ he repeated. " Two of ‘em,
with a boy?”’

“Yest? |

“Not three minufes ago!™ said the
constable,  ** They went down there, along
that path, dewn towards the .
entrance, T reckop. But what's the game,
young mant’’ |

Without troubling to satisfy the e¢on-
stable’s euriogity, we went ofl at the double
along the path he had indicated, s

QAZIng.

amen and

of the'

Penge |

most satisfactory manner.
| tance, I kuew that we should be able to &0

And we wad oniy covered about half the
distance to the exit when I caught sight
of the three figures in the distance ahead.
The twoe Chinamen were still leading the
boy between them, And one of them
glanced behind. )

“Come on!”’ 1 said grimly, ¢ This is

- where the trouble starts!”

CHAPTER VIII.
THE RESCUE OF THE CHING!

i HE Chinamen jumped
"7 to the conclusion that
: we  were on thelr

7] track.
As we approached they
i@ Droke into a  swift run,

e e ® %

' dragging the hoy with them.
They were hoping to get out into the road
before we could overtake them. 1 had no
doubt at 211 that a motorcar was waiting
In readiness. And if once they reached that
all hope of rescuing the Chinese hoy was
over.

“"Buek np!” 1 panted.
you chaps.” |

We fairly flew down the siope, the holiday-
makers pausing on every hand and. staring
after us. I don’t suppose they were par-
ticulariy astonished to sece a number of
schoolboys racimg along. Their attention
was cliefly attracted by the - hurrying
Chinese, and by the fact that we were
chasing them. ‘ |

And we were overtaking our guarry in the
Judging the dis-

“Put a spurt on,

the thing with fifty or sixty yards to spare.
‘The fellows with me—Pitt, Grey, Tommy
Watson and one or two more—were pelting
along at top speed. And we were just won-
dering what the c¢limax was to be when the
two Chinamen turned abruptly and faced us.

We fairly swarmed round thein and pulled

-up, panting, -

“What do vou want?” demanded one of
the men, in excellent Engtish., * Why you
chasing us? 1 call police———"

“That’s just- what I'm going to do!” 1
put in grimly. “ You took that boy away
from. a gentleman in the maze, and we've
come to get him out of your hands. You'd
better surrender him without any trouble.”

Even as 1 said this T realised that I might
be in the wrong. We didn't know any of
the facts, and it was just on the cards that
these men had more right to the boy than,
the Chinaman in the maze. But the prob-
abilities were all against such a thing, and

I felt justified in adopting the attitude.

The two Chinese looked at me viciously. |
““The boy ours!”’ said the one who had
first spoken. ‘ He come with us. You no

interfere, or we—"

At that moment a policeman came’ strole
i!ng_.‘ over towards us, filled with the natural
curiosity that is common to his tribe. Andg
the two Chinamen suddenly lost hearty



Without warning
and ran, Ieavm"

they turned on their heels
the boy with us.

““ Leok after him!" I shouted.

Pitt took the Chinese boy and held him. 1

dashed on, accompanied by Watson and
{rrev, and we hurried through the exit. We
were just in time to see the two Chinamen
lcap into a c¢losed mctor-car. 1t drove ofl
swiftly, and disappeared under the railway
bridge in the direction cof Penge.

““ There vou-are!”” I said grimly. ‘1t was
all fixed, you see,- They had that car wait-
ing, so that they could take the kid off. We
just came along in time to put a stop to
the whole game.”’

‘““Yes, but what's
Watson bluntly.
understand it!
Chinamen!”

“1 expect we shall understand as soon as
that chap in the maze is able to speak pro-
perly,”” 1 replied. ** Well, those Chinks have
gone.  No c¢hance of collaring ‘em now.
We'd better go back.” :

We returned, and had just a litt'e difi-
culty in getting re-admitted without paying.
But we succeeded in  the end, and found
Pitt and Sir Montie sitting on a seat with
the Chinese boy between them. The curtous
onlookers had passed on their way-—after
finding that there was nothing exciting to
look at.

“How 1is he?” 1 asked.

“We can't get anything out of him,” re-
plied Pitt. ‘“ We've asked him all sorts of
questions. but he simply looks at us in a
sSOpPpYy kind of way, and doesn’t say a thing.
Bither he doesn't understand English, or
he's dotty!"

“ Nonsense!'" 1
Chinésc boy closely.

it all about?' asked
“1'm blessed if I <c¢an
All this messing about with

said, looking at the
‘““ He's been drugged.”’
‘“ What!"'

“Can't you see it?’' I asked. ‘* Not with
opium, or anything like that—but he doesn’t
know where he is. He's still able to walk,
but the poor chap is fairly fuddled. The
open air will soon put him right—the effect
is bound to wear off. We’'d better lead him
back to the maze.”

The Chinese boy was quite willing to come.
We only had to give him a jerk, and he rose
and accompanied us without any objeections.
‘And as we walked I could see that he was
slowly recovering.

He was quite small, and not bad Iookmb,
judged from a Chinese standpoint. He was
evidently well-bred, and there was nothing
of the heathen Chinee about him. 1In every
aspect, except the colour of his skin, he was
just the same as any ordinary Lnnlmh hoy.
His hair was closely cut, and well ‘brushed.
%" Are you sure he's Chinese?”’ asked
Watson. . ‘“ He looks more like a Jap to me.
Where's his pigtail?”’
. ““ My dear chap, Chinaman don't wear pig-

tails nowada)s” I replied. “ That custom
is dyine out—even in China itself. This kid
jooks refined and well cducated. There's a

Chinese boy.

mystery about this whole affair that rather
attracts me. I sha'n’'t be satisfied until 1
know the truth.”

We walked on, accommodating our pace
to that of the Chinese boy. The dull ex-
pression had now left 'his e¢yes, and now
and again he looked puzzled. I refrained
from questioning him until he was in better
possession of his real senses. And he
the flirst to speak.

“You savee me?’’ he asked abruptly.

“Eh? Oh! Save you?” I said. * Yes,
my son.- We saved you from those two
hefty-looking countrymen of yours. 'The,
man who was knocked down in the maze
asked us to follow you out.”

“Him velly goodee anan,”” said the
“Me velly rrlateml for savee
obligee. Pientee much tfankee

me. Much

you!™
“Oh, the kid speaks English, then!"” said

Watson. *‘ Sounds a bit queer, but we can

understand what he means. How the dickens

did you get into such a mess, Chinky? Who

were those men who bunked off with you?"
The Chinese hoy shook his head.

““No savvy,’ he said. ‘" Ching no undel-
stand!"’

“Ching?" T repeated. ‘“Is that your
name?’’

“T’ankee you, yes,’ said the boy. * Yung
Ching. My mnamee.” :

“Well, we're getting on,” I said. ¢ Did

we do. right in getting you away f{rom those
men?"”

‘“* Plentee muchee!” said Yung Ching.

Before we could put any mcre questions
we heard a hail, and saw Handforth and
Co. bearing down upon us. They arrived In
a clump, and we halted. Handforth was
looking pleased 'with himself.

“Oh, so you've got him!"’ he said. ** Good!'
We've brou"ht that chap outside, and he's
praetu,.xlly himself now—just a bit dizzy, but
that's all. He's a big pot at the Chinese
Embassy; I think.”

‘““Oh, he's been telling you things, then?"
I asked.

““Yes,” replied Handforth. ‘" His name’s
Tsen Wang, he says, and he’s terrifically
worried about that kid."”

“We'll soon relieve his
““ Where is he?”

1

mind,” 1 said.

““ Coming on now, with Archie and the
others."
Handforth looked at the Chinese boy
closely.

“ Queer-looking young bhounder!"” he went
on. ‘‘These Uhmese alwa\s look rummy,
don’'t they? Of course, he can't understand
a word I'm saying

“Me savvy wlly much!”’
softly.

“ Eh?"' gasped Handforth.

- 6,])eal\ee Encleesh heapee plentee good!”

said Yung Ching

“ Oh, can \ou"” said Handforth. ‘' Is that
what you cail plentee oood?

What's the

was |
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Wca of shoving all those *¢'s’ on the endy

..f your wordst’’
‘" Me talkee Engleesh likee taunht‘ ’ sam

Vung Ching calmly, ‘‘ Heap goodee, I t'ink. }

\ln plentee glateful!™
“Don’t questlon the chap now!” I put in.

‘lie hasn’t quite recovered from the drug |}
e was forced to take. We sghall probably
never learn the truth about it, but that
«an’'t be helped.” '

We walked on, and Handforth displayed
vgreat interest in the Chinese boy. He kept
putting questions all the time, but for the
mnosh pmt Yung Ching merely shook his
head. And then we came upon Tsen Wang
approaching us with Archie Glenthorne ana
the other juniors. The Chinese gentleman
was now looking almost himself, and his hat

voncealed the ug‘y bruise on his high fore-
he (ld

‘““ Ah, my boys, I cannot exprese to you|]

my gratitude!” he exclaimed, as we allowed
Vung Ching to pass into his care. * Those
wonndrels would have got ¢lean away with
my” c;lmrge if you had not helped me s0
well)’

“I don’t want to be inquisitive, sir, but
V'd just like to know what the trouble was
ahont,”” 1 said. ‘* Those men ought to bhe
punished for a thing like that——-"

“Ah, I'm afraid that will be impossible,”
viaid  the Chinaman. My name is Tsen
Wanyg, and you will always find me at the

thinese FEmbassy, in London. I have}

only recently. returned from China after a
visit, and I've brought Yung Ching over
with me. After these holidays he will go to
school—where, I trust, he will be in safe
keeping, But 1 am afraid,”

“"Of those two men?”’

T A

i
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“Not of those men, but of the organiza-
ticn they are eent by,” caid the Chinese
attache gravely, ‘‘*There is gteat peril, and
if I had kmown of it I would never have
brought the boy out in gubhc to-day.”

p ©,, o Well, if there s anything that I can do,
I'm quite ready,” I gaid. *‘I understand
that you don’t want the police to know
' anyfhing about the affair?”’

The Chinaman shook his head.

‘“It is not that,” he replied. ‘ The police
‘can know—but what can they do? I am
afraid they would be helpless against the
- danger which threatens Yung Ching. I only
pray that he will he safe at school.™
- ““What school is he going to, sir?”’ asked
P:tt withh interest.

‘“ Holtdene College, in Kent,” rcphed Tsen
Wang.

“T've heard of it,”” said Pitt. “ A pretty
big place, I helieve, but right out of the
St. Frank's district.”’

‘““1t’s rather a pity that Yung Ching isn’t
coming to St. Frank’s, sir,” I said. ‘" Mr.
Nelson Lee is the Housemaster there—and
he's cne of the best detectives in England;
in fact, the .best. Yung Chmfr would he
safe enoucrh at St. Frank's

The Chinese attache looked thouwhtful

‘Thank you—thank you,” he said qnietly.

“1 will remember.”

And within a few minutes he took hig de-
| parture, Yung Ching going quietly with him,

And we continued our rtound of enjoyment.
-But 1 couldn’t help thmkmg of that queer
little Chinese boy.

As it happened, we were to zee a great
deal more of him in the future. For Yung
Ching was destined to come t{o St. Frank's
—in the Remove, | -
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THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Since Tom came to Mr. Wrasper's school,
both the principal and Foster Moore—the
usher—have tried to get rid of the boy.
Solitary confinement takes the place of
corporal punishment. By scheming, Moore
takes the place of the Head, who remains
on at the school as the usher. Tom learns
a few unsavoury facts about Moore, and
the ex-usher tries every desperate means
to get the boy out of the way. .

(Now read on.)

CHAPTER L.
The Finding of Diggles.

“morning, Wooden Jerry, having cleared
away the things from the dining-hall
tables, had just retired to his small

pantry, when Foster Moore burst in upon him.

The schoolmaster carefully closed the door
cre he asked in an almost gasping voice :

““ Have—have you heard what has hap-
pened ?

“I've heard nowt ! ” replied Jerry, stolidiy.
“Is the school afire—or what ?

“ Enough of that!” said Moore, sternly.

“I've warned you more than once about

addressing me impudently ! I won’t have it !’

“You axed me if I'd heard the news, and
I give ye a plain answer, Mister Moore. I ain’t
afrald 0" you, so don’t think it! If you don’t
like the way 1 talks to you——""
- “Silence ! ” interrupted Foster Moore. ““ I've
no time or inclination to bandy words with you
just now. Maybe you will not be so impudent.
when you heard what my news is, Listen to

me !’
What is it ? ”

E T about half-past nine on the following

“I'ma- listenin’.
‘ Diggles has been fo'lnd———dead e
“ l)cad—-—eh . :

“door.

oM TA RTAR |

S(:rlool.

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

“ Yes—murdered ! ”

“Oh, lor! ” gasped Wooden Jerry, suddenly
going pa]e, and trembling like an aspen. “Here’s
more trouble ! Why did I ever mix myself up in

| the business ? Where—where have they found

the—the bodv 7 :

““ Down by the chalk-pits. The inspector has
just been to sce me with the news. The body,
was covered up with branches and rubbkish.”

“Well, T didn’t do it ! ” cried Jerry.

“ Nobody says you did,” replied Foster
Moore, sternly. * You know nothing about
Dlgﬂlf-s—-nothmg J And when the police
question vou, as thu wnll you will tell them
s0. You understand ? ’

Foster Moore rose and walked slowly to the
Without looking round, he added:

“1 ought to tell yvou that a knife was founi
near the dead man, and it resembles one I've
seen tn your possession., I don’t want to swear

Mything against you, but I will do so if you
arc¢ not careful.”

With this direct threat Foster Moore left the
room, and Wooden Jerry, with a choking feeling
in his throat, staggered to a chair, and, sinking
into it, quaked with terror and impotent fury.

Moore’s news was quite true, Diggles had
been discovered, murdered by a ruthless hand.

The discovery had been made_early in the
morning by a man g:omﬂr to work. He had found
the ex- gardoner lying in a chalk-pit, near the
lime-kiln long to be remembered by Tom Tartar. ,

Several wounds had becn inflicted, and more
than one would alone have proved fatal. A
knife, presumably the weapon with which the
gounds had been inflicted, was picked up close

v

This knife was a long, straight-bladed pocket
one, a very dangerous weapon in the hands of
a Strong man.

News of the ghastly affair had been com-
municated to Foster Moore at an garly hour,
but the bovs did not hear of it until hoon.

It came upon Tom like a thunderclap, and
aiter dinner he and Sam Smith sauntered out
on to the high road, discussing the affair in
awed tones.

““ Hallo, there’s Noddy !’ said Sam, suddenly.

Tom looked up, and saw Noddy Berrill’s head
above the hedge. Noddy looked very V\hlte and
anxious.

(Continued on page 39 )
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(Contmued from page 38.)

“ Ol eour%e, you ve heard the news ? 7 1h©
pidd,

" Oh, yes,” replicd Tom. * Horrible, isn’t §

I g

* T{, comes of keepmo‘ bad company

*“You mean Posh Powner's comapny i
pndd Ram.

“Yes,” replied Noddy. ‘I haven't been to
work this morning. In fact, nobody has. It
wis one of our men who dlscovered him., I've
heen spending an hour with Ralph.”

‘** Has he heard of it ? >* asked Tom

‘““ Not as you and. I have,” rephed Noddy.

“ What do you mean by that ?
‘ “Welly, he heard of it in his %leep—-—-dreamt
l ‘I! . Yo, - ' a
' Who did he-dream about ? ”’ asked Tom.

‘ Wlw, his father, of course,” replied Noddy,
“and 1 don’t think his dream is far out.
Digeles and Powner were last seen together
and they had for some time been pals.”

" ' Why, then, ghould Powner kill him ? "

" Because he was afraid that Diggles “ould-

“hetray him,” said Noddy. *° To my mind it is
elene umnwh By the way,” went on Noddy,

aflor o hriet silence, * I saw Wooden Jerry on.

the way to Peddleton Mmor this morning. He
piyed Powner’s cottage.”
" What time was that ? *’ asked Sam.

I pn puess what he was going for.”

“'What was that 2

* Drink. They won’t serve him in-the vil-
lugo, Mr: Moore has been to the inn, as'kug
(hem not, to do so.”

CVery kind and thoughtiul of him,” ,.ald

Tom, “ That accounts for Jerry not being

_v:clble durmo dinner.”
* T wonder Mr. Moore doesn’t give Jerry the

sack,” said Noddy.

*“ I don’t,” replied Tom. “ He duesi’t mw
it because J erry would not take it. And

Tom stopped as murmuring of voices in tlun
village fell upon his ears.

“ What’s that ? ”” asked San.

Noddy Berrill turned his face in the divection
of the village, craning bis neck for a moment
or two, The voices increased in volume,

~“It’s Jerry!” he eried. *° He's coming
along the road like the champion running
agamst time, There are about a dozen people -
after him.”

Tom-and Sam leaped nimbly over the hedge,
and saw that it was indeed Wooden Jerry ap-
proaching,

He was hatless, and pounding along as if ior
iucs Im’e with a small dog yelping close to his
reels,

Behind him were half a doze noen, calling
on him to stop. |
"]tht,s up, I wonder ? He locks hali
wil .
~ They steod about midway in the to: ul, and
Wooden Jerry came teamw up, with his eyes

-} fixed ahead.
“ Abhout half-past ten,” replled Noddy. g /\nd'- :

" suddenly he caught sight of Tom, and, Iwerve
ing off. towards the hedge, fell down.

Y. didn’t do it he yelled. “We wero.
friends, old pals. 1 didn’t do it!*

L Get up,” said Tom, & What are you talke-

ing about ? **
" But Weoden Jeuy was now up again, and,



bursting through the fence, ran across the
cricket- ground like a greyhound

Tom, Sam, and Noddy Berrill followed him,
so did the little dog ; but the villagers who had
been purqung Jerry "did not venture to intrude.

“ Stop!” cried Tom. *° What’s the matter
with you ?” Jerry uttered a sort of Indian
war yell, and dashed right through a group of
boys who were too amazed at the spectacle to
get out of his way.

Jonah Worrey and Necker were of the party,
and both were thrown to the ground.

Confounding him, they sprang up again and
gave chase.

The other boys got out of Jerry’s way, for a
heavy man, running at full speed, makes a dan-
gerous b‘xtterm" -ram. He made stranﬂht for the
garden wall.

Just as he reached it, the little dog which had
been following, fastened on his calf. With a
scream of terror he fairly sprang to the top of

the wall—it was not a very high one—and

bounded over.

A moment after he dlqappeared a crash was
heard, and the boys swarmed up the wall to see
what was the matter. '

Jerry had plunged right down into the middle
of a cucumber-frame.

He had also managed to upset a hive of bees,
and the merry little stingers were swarming
about hLis head.

No cry escaped him immediately after his fall,
the shock was too great.

But all the terror that could be expressed by
his countenance was there, patent to the eye.

“You've done it now, Jerry,” said Sam, who
was one of the first up the wall,

“ 1 didn’t do it ! gasped Jerry.
me, it was

“ What is all this rioting about ? ”” demanded
a deep voice.

Foster Moore—pale, and mth set lips
on the spot.

I'rom an upper window he had noted Jerry’s
return, and came upon the ground just in time
to prevent further revelations.

“ Boys,” he cried, “ get down from the wall.”
The boys had to obey, and as nothing could

be seen or heard from the other side, they wan-
dered off, laughing over Jerry’s disaster.

Foster Moore laid hold of Jerry, whose face
and head were stung all over, and pulled him
out of the ruined frame,

* Come away,” hissed the sc-.hoolmaster.
£ What mad game have you been up to now ?

“I wanted a drop o' drink,” said Jerry
stulkilv, *and I went to Peddieton Minor for
l | 8 ]

“Why did you go there ?” asked Toster
Moore, pushing lum before him.

“ Because you’ve stopped my drink here.”

“ And why did I stop it ? Because you've
such a confounded tongue.”

I can’t help that,” said Wooden Jerry de-
ﬁa,ntiy “ Drink’s got to be got from some-
where. Can you do without it 9

Foster Moore did not answer him, but con-
tirued to assist him forward untii ihev were at
a safe place out of earshot.

“ 1t wasn’t

was

from London a few hours

!

“ Now,” he said, * tell me how you came to
have all those people after you ? ”’

““ What people ? ”’ asked J erry.

““ Don’t prevaricate with me,’
Moore threateningly.

_ “They were talking of the murder,”
Jerry, “ and I was going by at the time.”

“ Talkmv of it—where ? 7’

“In the wlhge Ev ervbodvs up about it.
siriClaude’s come back, and he was at the inn,
where the body is—so’s the police, And the
people were saying that they thought l’owncr
did it, and I said he didn’t.”

“ Why did you say that ? ” demanded Foster -
Mocore.

““ Because I don’t think he did.”

“ What are a fool’s thoughts worth 2"

* Not much, Mister Moore, but they're right
sometimes.

> sald Foster

said

it. Look here sir ! "’
“ Well 27 said Foster Moore eyveing him
b]
feromouslv

“If you stop my drink in the village, vou
must allow me some at home.”
“ Tl talk of that in a moment,
told me why they chased you.”
“ Well, T said it was most likely some of the
boys who did it, and then they came for me.”
Foster Moore laughed in his hard way.
“You fool!” he said. ‘ That tongue of
yours will get you into serious trouble unless
you curb it. Come into my study,
to talk to you over this Digales affair,””

You haven’t

CHAPTER LI.
Foster IMoore Resents Being Quosstioned

HE commotion in the little village was
I very great. Diggles, who had been of

very little account in life, became in

death a subject of vast m1p0rta.nce

They had lain him in a shed attached to the
inn, and a policeman kept guard over the door.

Sir Claude Freshley, who had onlyv returned
before, had been to
see the body, and was now awaiting in the inn
parlour the arrival of a dectective ifrom the
county town,

The detective duly arrived and at once com-
menced his investigations. He discovered little
of importance, however, for recently the weather
had been very fine, and although there were
signs of a struggle near the spot where Diggles
had been found, the hard ground showed no
f(])otprmts clear or deep enough to afford a
clue

The knife, of course, was something, but i¢
was not much.

“ There’s a dozen or more like it hereabouts,””
remarked the landlord of the inn. * You see,
sir, last autumn we had a Cheap Jack here who
was selling such things, anrl there was quite a
run on that sort of knife.”

Sir Claude’s carriage was outside the inn, and,
having heard all there was to be told, he was
about to depart when he saw I*oster Mooro
approaching.

(Continued on page iii of Cover.)

I've got my idea about that mur-.
der, and I don’t think I shall have to change
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(Continued from page 10.)

He was walking slowly along, swinging a
cane, and with his eyes on the ground. He came
right on, and almost up to the carriage betore he
paised his eyes.

On seeing Sir Cladde, a startled look sprung
into his face. He would have passed on, but the
baronet stopped him.,

** Mr. Moore, 1 think ? 7 he said.

iroster Moore bowed,.

‘“ } presume vou have heard of the murder? ™
-aid the baronet. ™ Are you in a position to
vive any information concerning the unhappy
man ? 7’

** T — what bave I do with him ? *" replied
I'oster Moore harshly. ** With all due deference
fo your position, Sir Clande, 1 consider the
guestion an impertinent one.”

The elear blue eyves of Sir Claude looked him
(hroueh and through. |

“ A simple question, Mr. Moore,” he said, |

' lias unduly excited youw.”

“ T am not excited,”” returned loster Moore |

violently., 1 don’t know anything about the
n. 1 was never associated with him in any
wav., J—I—don’t know why—1 should be

1

<ir ('laude turned away abruptly.

“ Home,” he said to the coachman. And,
‘lepping into his carriage, was driven® away,
loaving Foster Moore standing before the inn,
wiping his damp brow. -

(lose beside him stood a quietly-dressed
man. whose keen grey eyes had been watching
Ihe other’s every movement.

*“ Nice gentleman, Sir Claude,” he remarked
(ivilly. & But inclined to be prying, eh 2
~ Tle had no right to guestion me about a
man I don’t know,”” replied Foster Moore.

“ To be sure he hadn’t,” said the stranger
~oothingly.  ** That's why I said bhe was In-
clined to be a trifle prying. S0 you didn’t know
(e nutortunate man Diggles, sir 27

I'oster Moore did not immediately answer
Tim.  He had suddenly realised that he was
(nlking to this stranger on matters that bor-
dered on dangerous ground.

* May I ask who you are, sir? ™ he said
whruptly.

“ (‘ertainly ! 2 answered the other. “ My
name is Clark. 1 happened to hear ot this
Corrible aftair, so stepped in to make a few
joguiries.”

O Jt's mo use inquiring of me,” said Moore
ortly, and.turning away, he entered the inn.

“ Prandy-—neat ! ”” he said to the landlord ;

. on being served with the liquid, swallowed
ol gulp,

“(live me another,” he said. * I'm afraid
I have caunght a chill.” |

o gulped down his second glass of brandy
and then a third. Atter which he left the inn by
fhe back way and, with eyes on the ground,
botnined to the school. .

(To be continued.)
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