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The boat was swung round, and a moment later Handforth dived overboard,
hoping to be in time to save the drowning woman.
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7 AN ENGROSSING STORY OF
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THE POPULAR NEW HEAD
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larity with the boys. Outwardly,

y Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A., the locum

tenens of Dr. Stafford, during the latter’s
absence on an expedition in Africa, is
very different from the usual
Headmaster.
follower and participator of sport, and,
instead of standing aloof from the boys,
he mixes with them freely.

feel completely at ease in his presence

type of

He is youthful, a keen

The boys

aFdh Wi g

and look upon him as an ideal Head.
His wife, Mrs. Stokes, arrived at the
school last week, She is young and at-
1::Irra.ctive ,and has already won great popu-

and Mrs. Stokes appear to be on the

best of terms, but owing to certain discoveries by some of the boys it is
whispered that the Head ill-treats his wife, Whether this is merely scandal

started by Teddy
this week’s story will show.
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Long, the sneak of the Remove, further revelations in

THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER I.

TROUBLE FOR ONE!

R. BEVERLEY STOKES, M.A. halted
abruptly.
The stranger’s action struck him as

being singular—even suspicious. And
Dr. Stokes gazed at him in a curiously
intense kind of way, The fellow was

Obviously i!l at ease.

The HMeadmaster of St. Frank’s had been
Walking briskly. up from the village, and he
was only a short distance from the school
gates. It was mid-evening, and, Dbeing the
month of June, broad daylight.

It had been rather a chilly, unpleasant
day, with several sharp showers. But the
€vening made full compensation, for the
air was now delizhtfully sweet and fresh,
and the lane was devoid of its usual dust.

- Dr. Stokes had been whisiling absent-
Mindedly, and he hadn't scen the stranger
until he was almost upon him. It may seem
Curious that a headmaster should whistle.

ul Dr. Beverley Stokes was a most un.
COommon 1lead.

N don't like
Muttered Dr. Stokes.

look!”’

that beggar’s

The man was small, dapper, and immacu-
lately dressed. One glimpse of his face
had revealed the [fact that he was a
forcigner of some kind. And, [oreigners
heing unusual necar the old school, the Head
had naturally taken a second glance.

And for some reason he lovked almost
alarmed.

The dapper little man was fully aware of
the lead's sudden fixed attention, and he
made hazte to remove himself. e had
stepped through a gap in the hedge, unaware
that Dr. Stokes was approaching.

And it was Dhis behaviour that scemed
50 strange.

For the man hesitated, crouched hack, and
then bolted swiftly through the gap and
vanished from sight. That one glance at
Dr. Stokes had been suflicient to alarm
him—Ilike a nervous rabbit at the sight of
a fox-terrier.

Ordinary peaceable wayfarers are not in
the habit of bolting through hedges at the
sight of a mere pedestrian. And the
stranger’'s action,. together with his foreign
appearance, caused the Ilcad to make up
his mind swiftly. This malter had to be

| investigated.
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And Dr. Stokes, being emlnently a man of
action, hasiencd his steps, and broke through
the zap in pursuit. He wanted to find out
precisecly who this man was, and why he
had taken fright.

On the other side of the hedge he paused,
pursing his lips grimly. :

‘The dapper little forelgner was on the
run, making his way across the meadow, and
swerving towards Bellton Wood. Dr. Stokes
erowled out an exclamation, and gave chase.

s¢t11old on!’’ he shouted. ‘I want a word
with you, sir!”’

But the other only ran all the faster—
not that he had the slizhtest hope of getting
away from the athletic Headmaster. Dr.
Stokes paid no heed to the thought that it
was an andignified proceeding for him to
engage in this chase. Indeed,
thought less of his dignity than the average
Fifth-Former thought of his.

The little foreizner was now scared, for
he realised that he was being rapidly over-
taken. In desperation he doubled back,
and bolted like a hare for the lane again.
By a supreme effort, he reached the road at
cxactly the same second as his pursuer.

One swift zlance up and down was enough
for hhin. [lis hopes died down. MHe had
praved that somcbody would be in sight—
trusting that the IHead would refrain {rom
anything drastic in pyblic.

Jlut Bellton Lane was guite deserted.

"« You infernal little toad!”” shouted Dr.
Stokes, his voice quivering with fury.
‘«What are you doing In this district? By
Heaven! I'll have the police on you—-"’

«“Me do no harm!’ gasped the other.
“ Me on holiday—"

“ Lying won't help you, you unclean rat!’’
broke in Dr. Stokes, his rage apparently
nncontrollable. *“I know why you're here;
I can see through your dirty game! And
vou're going to clear—this very Iinstant!
And if ever I find you prowling about the
~«chool again, 1 won't be responsible for
what happens!”’

The stranger was fairly shiverlng with
(right. The llead's attitude was sufficiently
alarming. _The fellow was a Chinaman—
refined-looking on account of his extremely
neat attire and his spotless cleanliness. But
the Chinaman’s face was little short of
hideous when gazed at closely.

‘““You no touch me!”’ he panted, fear in
his tone. ¢ Me velly good now, Dr. Stokes—
no tly any tlicks—"'

l*As long as there’s a breath of life in
your confounded body, you'll be as chock
full of tricks as ever!'® cut in the Hcad
curtly. “X warned you once hefore, Yen,
and this time I'm going further! And if
you cowe again, I'll break your infernal
neck !

At the same second Dr. Stokes teached

out and grasped the Chinaman by the scruff

of his neck. His rage was terri!yini. And
it was all the more so because he was

apparently acting without provocation. Dr.

the Head |

‘my own hands I've gained some
-amusement.

hniloé:es bad been the aggressor from the very.
rst.

He shovok the Chinaman until the yellow
man’s teeth rattled. And then, with one
driving blow, the Head sent the man recling
to the ground, where he collapsed In a
dishevelled heap.

But he was up In a twinkling, and quickly
as he actcd, the Head was quicker. For as
the Chinaman half-raised himself, Dr. Stokes
brought his foot round, and literally lifted
the wretched OYiental on the toe of his
hoot. Yen collapsed azain, howling.

Even this was not suflicicnt for the Head-
master of St. Prank’s. }e bent over his
victim, lifted him bodily as though he were
a sack of rubbish, and pitched him with a
strenuous heave into the ditch,

Splash! Bquelch!

The previous day that ditch had been
nearly dry, but the recent rain had half-
filled it, and it was In a shocking condition.
The  previously Iimmaculate Chinaman
plunzed into the sticky mire and vanished
from sight. A second later a Dblack,
dripping, ghastly object appcared. _

The llead recarded his handiwork with
complete satisfaction.

“ A1d let that he a warning!’ he said
breathlessly. ‘‘I've dealt with you lightly
this time, Yen; and by taking the law into
slight
Now get out!”

The Chinaman crawled out of the ditch,
wailing and splultering with fright and pain.
And it the MHead was amused, be dido't
look It. For the expression he turned upon
the yellow man was one of flerce anger.

There was something rather mysterious
about the whole incident.

CHAPTER II. _
ARCIHIE, THE CNAMPION.

RENE MANNERS
enthusiastie.
‘*She’s a perfect dear!’?
she declared stoutly. “I
didn't know that any schools:
master’'s wife could be so
sweet. And she’s so young
too—she doesn’t look a day older than nince
teen or twenty!”’

‘“ Absolutely!’’ agreed Archie Glenthorne,
‘“ As a matter of fact, dear old girl, Mrs,
Stokes is a perfect ripper! I mean, there’s
not a chappie in the whole Remove who
wouldn't lay down his life, so to speak.”’

“‘I'm awfully pleased,’”’ said Irene. ' It’s
lovely to bave somehody like that at St.
Frank’s.”?

‘“Rather!’’ agreed Marjoric Temples
“Somechow, there was always somcthing
lacking at St. Frank’s when Dr. Stafford
was herc. But 'Mrs. Stokes has changed
everything.?’

“Well, in a way,’”’ said Archie. ¢ That is,
not precisely if you grasp what I mean. It’s
the good old Uead himself who has done

wayg




guch a frightful amount of changing busi.
ness. Why, dash it, since Dr. Stokes arrived
the good old routine has Dbeen positively
washed and manicured!"’ _
Archic was strolling up the lane wheeling
his bicyvcle. Me had mcet Irene and Co. a
few moments before, and had naturally dis-
mounted, in order to walk a little distance
with the Moor View girls., There were four
of them, including Tessa Love, .the adopted
gister of Johnny and DBertie Onions of the
Remove.  Until quite recently, Tessa had
been a circus girl, but now she was no
longer “Queen of the Ring.”” And since
her arrival at the Moor View School, she had

become very friendly with Irene and her
chums, and was, indced, a member ¢of the
‘lCO.,’

““Yes, Dr. Stokes is a wonderful man,”

said Tessa. “I'd love to mect -him, Archie.
We've heard such a lot about him, and
everyhody praises him up to the skies.
Indced, one might almost think that Dr.
Stokes was a boy, and not a master,”’

Archie Glenthorne nodded.

‘“And there, if I may say so, vou have
placed the old fluger upon the spot, as it
were,'' he observed. “ That is to say, the
Head is so absolutely priceless that mere
words cannst describe him. le jis just as
much a schoolboy as the rest of the
chappics; he has tea with us in our studies,
he plays cricket, and gencrally behaves like
a bally Removite!’?

‘“Isn't that rather awkward somelimes?’’
asked Irene,

‘‘Oh, rather not! In fact, ahsolutely not
—with knobs on!"’ replied Archie. ¢ The
Head’s such a brick, don't yvou know, that
all the lads of the village adore him. 1It's
no exageeration to say that most of us
would clean his good old footgear with
positive relish. And Mrs. Stokes, in her
own way,. i3 just as priceless.”’

“You're lucky,”’ declared Marjorie,

“ Lucky, dcar old girl, is scarcely the
word,”' said Glenthorne. “ The new Head
is a sportsman to his finger-tips; he abso-
lutely couldn’t commit a piece of dirty work
at the cross-roads if he tried! That is, he's
true-blue, and a white man, and all that
Surt of stuff.”’

The girls were rather amused at Archie's
eulogistic description of the liead. And it
wasn't the frst tlme they had heard Dr.
Stokes praised up so highly. Handforth and
Co. had been just as cloquent, although, of
Course, in a diffecrent way. And many of
the other juniors had all added their song
Of praise to the general voice.

And the reason for all this was obvious.

Since the ‘beginning of the term, Dr.

everley Stokes bad proved himself to be a
headmaster of a novel type. He had set
himseli out to get on intimate terms with
15 boys—to join in their pleasures and
Dastimes, to help them in  their litlle
troubles, and to generally make himsell a
Close and intimate chuin,

He had succceded beyond all his hopes,
mainly because his own personality was
cheery, sunny, and lovable. And he had
been greatly assisted by his attractive young
wife. For Mrs. Stokes was generally regarded
as a kind of human angel.

The Ilead’s methods were so new and
novel ihat St. Frank’s had hardly got over
the shock even now. And-:Irene and Co.,
naturally cnough, were extremely interested.

“It would be rather jolly if we ran into

Dr. Stokes this evening,”” said ‘Doris
Berkeley. “‘I'd just love—— Oh, goodness!
Just look at that poor man Dbeing
knocked—"’

«‘Good gad!’ gasped Archie. “The
Hoead!™

He nearly let his bicyvele fall over In his
blank astonishment. And all the girls were
staring in a horrificd kind of way.

They had just strolled leisurely round the
bend, and a short distance up the lane
@ remarkable scene was taking place. Dr.
Beverley Stokes was talking with a beauti.
fully dressed stranger. But even as the
newconers caught sight of him, the llead
abruptly attacked his companion.

He seemed Lo do so without any provoca-
tion. He shook the mun, he knocked him
down, he kicked him, he picked hin up,
and he flung him into the ditch To the
girls it looked like an exhibition of sheer,
unwarrantable brotality. As for Archic, he
was speechless. :

He was horrilied to sce that the Head hid
all the advantage. TIhis was no mere fight,
but a one-sided attack. The Head was
nearly double the size of the insignificant
little foreigner. For the Clhinaman was
diminutive in the extreme.

“0Oh'"” cried Irene indignantly. “ What a
brute!"* :

“Lh?" gasped Archic. “Oh, I say i

“lt can’t be Dr. Stokes—and yet it is!”
panted Marjoric. ““Oh, Archie, what does
it mean? You told.us that Dr. Stokes was
such a wonderful sportsman—"

“And, oddslife, so he Is!” broke in
Archic warmly. ¢ Dash it all, I don't pre-
tend to know what this foul affair means,
but I amn bally certain that the Head is
justified! Ablsolutely! The Mcad, let me telt
you, is not only true blue, but gilt-cdged!™

“ Archie!”" protested Irens, “Iow can
.ou?"

)"How can [?” repeated Archie vaguely.
‘“Sorry, old girl, but I don’t quite follow
the trend—--"

“How can you stick up for Dr. Stokes
after sceing this?” demanded Irenc angrily.
“Why, I've never seen such an exhibition ol
atrocious bullving! That poor little man
lwas been terribly treated!™

Without waiting for Archie to make any
further cominent, the girls raced up, and
were just in time to sce the muddy, de:
jected fgure of the little Chinaman vunish.
ing through the hedge. The Oriental stag:
gered away across the meadow.




“*You brute!’ said Irene hotly.

Dr. Stokes turned, his fury leaving him.

“F beg your pardon?"” he said, raising
his hat. o

‘“1low dare you treat the poor little man In
that way?” asked Marjorie. * Oh, it was
shameful! And all the boys bave told us
that you were so wonderful, too! You
onght to be arrested, Dr. Stokes!”

The Head’s eyes twinkled.

“Come, come!'’ he said gently. ¢ What's
all the excitement about, young Iadies?
] am sorry if I have olfended you s0 much—
and il I had been aware of your approach,
I might have been more carceful.”

Irene looked at him scornfully.

*“You thought your brutal action was un-
observed, didn't you?” che asked, in a
biting tone,

“Well, as n matter of fact, 1 did!” con-
fessed the Head eandidly. ¢ But, I say, let
me¢ make a slight correction, please. My
action wasn’t brutal at all, but a highly
necessary act of chastisement. 1 am afraid
you are rather prone to jump at concju-
sions, girls.”

“What ho!” said Archie breathlessly., 1
say, sir, I amn bally certain you had a dashed
gnod reanson to wipe up the poor old lad
as you did! But these young ladies are some-
what hasty, as you )just observed—-="

“We're not hasts at all!” denled Iremne.
**There can't be any excuse, because there

can be no justification for such bullying! Good-

evening, Dr. Stokes!”
Irene tossed her head, and marched on.

Rut she was pulled back by her chums. And
the Head chuckled.

“Jt gricves me to learn that you have
formed such a poor opinion of me,” he said,
with mock gravity. “ But I dare say I shall
outlive the ordeal. I am sorry 1 can’t say
more,’"

lle ralsed his hat, and walked ofl—leaving
Ircne and Co. hot and fustered. They
recalised that they had rather overstepped
the mark in speaking to Dr. Stokes $o
bluntly. But his tieatment of the Chinaman
had been so drastic that their indignatien
got the better of them.

“There you are!"’ said Archie. * The dear
old Head is absolutely as calm as you iike!
I mean to say, he must have had a pietty
priceless reason for hilfing into the merchant
as he did—7

“ Are you trying to defend him?” inter-
rupted Marjorie coldly.

“ Rather!’ sald - Archie stoutly. ‘“The
licad’s an ahsolute top-holer, and—— Here,
I say! Just a minute, dear girla—"

But Irene and Co., to Archie's dismay,
were walking indignantly away.  And it must
be confessed that Archie Glenthorne realised
tbe weakness of his own championship.

And he was not only .puzzied about the
Hcead’s bebaviour, -but' gravely ‘worrjed, too.

CHAPTER IIL
TilB HBAD'S PROMISE.

g OB CHRISTINE grunted,
- B “I'm game, (I)!'é
l

course—and in sayi
that, I'm speaking for
the Monks in general,” he
said. “But 1 certainly think
- that Dodd ought to be left oup
of the Ancient House Eleven.”

“Dodd left out?” sported Handlorth
‘“What on earth for?”

‘“ Because he's too hot!”’ replied Christine,
‘“Look here, Nipper, you want to fix up
this inter-House match, and I'mm as keen as
you are. But we donr’'t want the thing to
be a farce, do we?”

** Well, hardly,” I smiled.

‘“Then the only thing you can do is tg
play a reserve in place of Jerry Dodd,” said
Christine firmly. < He's an unholy terror,
and although I'm proud to play in the same
eleven with him in all the big fixtures, I'm.
dead scarcd of him in a House match.”

Handforth leughed scérnfully.

‘“Then you admit the Anpncient House
whacks the College House?” he demanded.
“You admit that you're afrald of one of
our players?”

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!’ growled Bob.
“0f course 1 admit it—I'd be a fool if [
didn’t! Look at the way Jerry Dodd plaved
against the senlors last week! The man’a
a marvel! And if he plays against the
Monks in a House match, the game will be
a mere comedy.”

‘“Wait a minute, old man,'”” I said. “It’s
awfully good of you to hand Jerry these
bouquets, but the College House isp’t s0
badly off when it comes to good cricketers,
How about yourself, for example?”

“] am no good at batting,’”” said Christine
modestly.

“But what about bowling?” 1 said.
“You've been showing wonderful form juss
recently, my son, and In some ways, you're
nearly as good as Jerry. So [ don’t altogether
agree to your proposition.”

We. were on Little Side, near the practice
nets, and we had just Axed up this arrange
ment for thoe inter-House match. But
Christine firmly maintained bls objection to
Jerry Dodd—on the ground that the
Australian junior was so hot that the College
House wounld start the match under an iD-
superable handicap.

And while we were talking, Dr. Stokes
strolled up. There was now no trace of the
Iead’s recent anger.  His drastic trcatment
of the mysterious Chinaman had, indeed. ap-

parently put him in an unusually good
humonur.
“1 don't agrece!” llandforth was saying

loudly. “ Dodd’'s in the Ancient flou28
Eleven, and it's like -your giddy neri¢ 10
bring up a fathcaded objection of this kind:

“But it'M be too one-sided!” roared
Christioc, annoyed.



¢« All right-—all the better!" shouted Hand-
forth. “In any case, You're hooked for a
ghastly licking. My only hat! You silly
Monks don't expect to have an earthly
chance, do you?”

““ Look here—-"

‘“You fatheaded Monk.-—"

« Here, steady!” laughed the Head, Joining
us. “I can’t allow you boys to squabble
like this! Scandalous!' added Dr. Stokes,
in a shocked voice. *“Wbhat's the argument
about, anyhow?”

He was quickly informed.

“My dear young dullers, what's all the
storm about, then?"” asked the Head, at
Jength. “We'll soon scttle the point. What
do you fellows think of me as a cricketer?”

“We think you're a living wonder, sirl”

““ You're one of the Keenest players al St.
Frank's, sir!”

‘“You're a genius at the game, sir!”

““ Hold on—hold on!” said the Head hastily.
¢« Upon my word! You'll make me blush
with all thes¢ undeserved compliments! [
didn’'t really mean to ask for praise like
that, you know. But I take it that you re
gard me as a player worth including in a
match?”

“ Rather, sir!”

“Then it's fixed!"" said Dr. Stokes calmly.

Jerry Dodd wlll play for the Ancient House,
and I'll turn out for the College Housc.
Perhaps my inclusion in your team, Christine,
will level things up a bit, eh?”

“ You—you mean it, sir?” asked Bob
jubiluntly.

“0f course—why not?” said the Head.
*“ Any objections?”

““ Nong, sir—your idea Is a very simple way
out of the little difculty,” 1 declared. *“I'm
afraid we Fossils will bave a hard fight, but
I'll. get Dodd to bowl you out for a duck,
pir."’

Dr. Stokes grinned.

“Splendid !’ he chuckled. “But If I don't
put up a better show than that for the Col-
lege House, I shan't deserve anything better
than a swishing!”

And Dr. Stokes, with a nod, strolled off.

Accustomed as we were to his little sur-
prises, it had nevertheless pleased us
enormously to sce this fresh display of

chummy interest. The inclusion of the Head |

in the match would make it altogether more
attractive. And, if anything, the odds were
now more In favour of the College House.

“1 don’t agree to it!" sald Handforth
lirmly. “1 objeet!"

“Why didn't you gell the Head 30?” de
Mmanded Christine.

“l object!" roared Edward Oswald. 1t
won't he fair! The Head's a man—he's
Played for this University—he’s scored a cen-
tury in County cricket! I refuse to play if
the Head's included!" -

“That's a bit awkward,” I said. “ Sorry
You'll be unable to turn out, Handy. 1|
shall have to play Church in your place.”

}‘Iandforth stared blankly. -

But I'm playing!" he howled.

the thing's sctiled,”
[ grinned. “But I'm the Ancient House
skipper, Handy, and if 1 agree to the licad’s
proposal, you haven’t got n word to say.”

l[l{andﬁr:;rt,h gave us one glare, and stalked
Oll.

“If vou're playing,

CHAPTER 1V.
HELPING TUE MEAD'S WIFR.

ANDFORTII strode into

the Triangle in a hufl.

In his heart, he was

rather pleased that

the IHead would play in that

House match, but he didn't

like being thwarted. xnd he

was looking roynd-for Church and McClure,
his long-suffering chums.

Whenever -Handforth was wild, he always
relieved his feelings wpon - Church and
McClure, much to their detriment. But in
this instance they had sniffed danger from
afar, so to speak, and were safely out of
harm’s way.

“0h, dear! How trying!”

The voice was impatient. but quite sweet.
And Ilandforth, glancing round, saw that
Mrs. Stokes was standing rather helplessly
in front of her neat little two-scater. No-
body else was near by at the moment.

The llead’'s wife was looking uas sweet as
oever, and she was daintily dressed In tennis
costume, with a light dust-coat for motoring.
But there was a troubled frown on her

o

brow.

““Anything 1 ec¢an do, ma'am?"” asked
Handforth gallantly.

‘“Obh, thank you so0 mueh!"” said Mrs.

Stokes, giving Ilandforth a smile that won
him over on the instant. * Buat I'm- really
afraid we can't do anything. The engine
won't work at all.”

Handforth laughed.

“That all?’’ he said lightly. * Just leave
it to me, ma'am! You go and sit down.
and I'll have the motor going in two jifls!
I know a lot about engines!™

*“That’s simply splendid of you,” said
Mrs. Stokes. “ Why, I'd no ldea you were
so clever, Handforth.”

“ Well, vou see, I don’t boast!" said
ITandforth modestly. “I'm one of those
fellows who know things by instinet, ma’am.
Jolly funny, but there it Is! I've only got
to look at this motor, and I'll locate the
trouble in no time."

I{andforth was in his element. There was
nothing he liked better than airing his skill.
And it was particularly gratifving to show
ol his prowess before a lady. lle rolled up
his sleaves with a businesslike ajr, and
whisked up the metal bonnet of the car.

“I'm!" he said significantly.
As a matter of [fact, the engine was
almost a mystery to him, but he felt that

he had to say something, And he really
beliaved that he knew quite sufficient about
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engines to put his finger on the trouble after
a very brief scrutiny.

** Ah, here we are!” he said briskly., |
wouldn't mind betting there’s somedhing
wrong with the carburetter! Got a small
-_zp:Lnner, Mrs. Stokes? 1t won't {ake me a
tick.”

“*But that’s nct the carburetier, llund-
forth,”” said Mrs., Stokes gently., * You've
got your hand on the dynamo, or whatever
it is that makes the cleetric light.”

Handforth removed his hand in confusion,

*“0Oh, rather!” he said hurried:y. “*Of
course, I meant the dynamo! I suppose
you've tried to start the engine?”

‘““Yes, and it won't fire at all."

— T —— —— — — e —
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led her to believe, But the leader of Studly
D was so brisk and active that he gave hi3
fair companion no time to crilicise.

“Oh! The tank's full, eh?"” said IHand-
forth, in no way abashed. * Then I'l tell
you what it is, ma’am—the gear-hox has
gone wrong! The eonly thing Is to crawl
under the car and put it right.,”

Handforth was hecoming rather desperate,
and to admit himself beaten was pot to be
dreamed of. And it struck him as rather a
good idea to get under the car, so that he
would bhe out of -range of Mrs. Stoke:'s
suspicions eye. Handy was sensing that sho
was losing faith in him.

Apparently he believed the gear-box to be

———
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seized the

Handforth nodded wisely,
starting-handle, and yanked it round
vigorously. e had apparently overlooked

the fact that the car wa3s provided with an
electric starter, and that this exertion was
quite unnecessary.

After about a minute he desisted. breath-
less, and with perspiration streiming from
him. Cranking up a car on a warm summer
evening i3 no child’s play.

“* No wonder we can't get a start!” he
panted. * There's no petroi!l”

" Oh, bhut there is!"" said the Head’s wife,
“The tank’s quite full.”

She was beginning to suspect that Hund.
forth wasn’t qwite soclr-ancéxpert as he had

snmewhere near the back gxle, judging by
the manner in which he wormed under the
chassis. And io his haste he was unfortu-
nate enongh to rub his face against the oil
{ray, improving neither. And for some little
time he fumbled about, trusting that he
might hit upon something by accident.

But all his efforts were uscless.

And at Jast, having reccived a large blob
of oil in his open mouth, he felt that the

time had arrived for him to emerge. So he
wormed his way out, and sat op.
“ Qood!” said his youmger brother. “ So

you're alive?”
“Who told you to interfere?” demanded



ll.andforth thickly, and in an olly kind of
way.

Willy grinned. He had, as a matter of
fict, stroiled up a moment earlier with two
or three other heroes ol the Third. And now
the fags gazed upon Hapdforth with com-
plote satislaction.

“ We thought you'd got run over, or some-
thing?!"’ sald Wiily. *' Of course, there's no
accounting for tastes, but when I lie down I
prefer a couch!"

*“ Go away!” roared Handforth violently.

““Oh, dear!' said Mrs. Stokes. ‘' Please
d-on’t quarrel, boys—""

llactlndforth jumped to his feet, and glared
round.

" Sorry, ma’am, but how e¢an I do these
intricate repairs while these young idiots are
cackling at me?”’ he demanded. * And
what is thero to laugh at, anyway? I can’t
sece anything funny!”

“You would if you looked
mirror!” remarked Willy blandly.

** ia, ha, bha!™

Quite a number of
strolled up now, and Handforth turned red
beneath the smears of grease "and dirt and
oit lle certainly hadn’t reckoned upon an
audience.

“ I'erhaps I had better call Dr. Stokes's

into a

chauffeur,” suggested the Head's wife
gently,
“ No lear!” panted Handlorth. *' It's all

right, ma’am—1'll bave the engine going in
next to0 no time!'

Ile turned back to the car, and pushed
his head right inside the bonnet, and glared
about him desperately. In the mecantime, his
minor and two or three of the other fags
criticised him impartially, as though he
were not within hearing. 1t was only Mrs.
Stokes's presence that saved Willy from
being slaughtered on the spot.

““Anything wrong here?” inquired Archle
Glenthorne languidly, as he lounged up. “1
sincerely trust there is nothing frightfully
amiss? Kindly allow me to shove out the
good old assisting fist!”

“ Thanks very much, Archle, but Hand-
forth is -already helping me,” said Mrs.
Stokes sweetly. *“ The silly engine won’t
start, for some reason, and we're just
putting it right.”

“If it goes after Ted's done with It,
ma‘am, that engine must be enchanted!™
remarked Willy. ¢ He repaired my watch
once, and by the time he’d done, the works
rattled like castanets!'

Ifandforth withdrew himself, aH patlence

at an end.
“Have I got to stand this?" he asked,
appealing to the heavens. _
“*What-o!’ observed Archie. *1 say,

dash it! Oddslife, old gargoyle, but the
Countenance is somewhat besmeared! I mean
I say, you're looking absolutely streaky, if
nay say so:.”
[ didn't ask you
howled Handforth.
He jerked Archie’s handkerchief out of his

to say anything!"

Remove fellows had

—

pocket, and wiped his face—Archle looking
on with a kind of fascinated horror. DBut he
was t00o well-mannered to protest.

Instead, he bent down, and peered at the
engine.

Archio knew more about motor-cars than
the juniors suspected. But the trouble here
was absurdly simple. An ignition wire was
loose, having become detached from the
magneto. Without even soiling his dellcate
hngers, Archie connected up the wire.

“ Al serene now, Mrs. Stokes,” he sald
blandly.

The Ilead’s wife jumped in, depressed the
clectric starter, and the engine purred
musically. And Handforth clutched at the
air for support, while the =audience yelled
with laughter.

And after Mrs. Stokes had driven serenely
out of the Triangle, the juniors airily let
themselves go. But, curiously enough, Hand-
forth quite failed to see the joke.

COAPTER V.
THE SCREAM FROM THE TRIANGLE.

' EDTIME in the Remove
dormitory was usually
the occasion for s
general chat. And on
this particular evening the
chief subject of conversation
was a letter that had just
arrived from Reginald Pitt.

Pitt and Grey were away—in Central
Africa, to be exact. And Reggie was faith-
fully keeping his promise, and was sending
regular batches of his diary for publication
in the St. Frank's Magazine. '

“ They're gotting almost beyond the limlits
of civilisation now,” I remarked. * And this
batch of stuff is particularly interesting,
because the expedition is getting into the
cannibal country."”

“ It strikes me this explorin’f game can
be carried a step too far,” said Tommy Wat.
son. ‘* What's the good of golug among
canoibals? For all we know, the poor chaps
are eaten by this time!"”

“ Well, they can't say I didn't warn "em!"”
said Handforth, as he got into bed. “I
distinctly told Pitt it was a mug's game,
and 1 advised him not to go to Africa at
allt”

We grinned. Handforth’s memory was
rather faulty. As a matter of fact, he had
been green with jealouzy because Pitt and
Grey had gone oll on the tropical trip. But
it was no good bringing up an argument—.
Ilandforth was too ready to carry on with it.

Even as # was, the discussion went on
unti! ten o'clock, but after this hour the
fellows began to drop off to sleep. And by
ten-fifteen the dormitory was quiet. The
last lingering rays c¢i daylight were slill in
the western sky.




I didn't go to sleep at first. Archie had
told me, in confidence, of what- had hap:
pened in the lane, and I Knew Archic well
cnough to be assured that he had not
oxaggerated. And that account of Dr.
Stokes's brutal treatment of the Chinaman
wa3s disconcerting.

In all his dealings with the junlors the
Head had proved himself to be a real sports-
man. Could it be possible that he had
another side to his character? Was bhe a
bully when the mood took him? I couldn't
help remembering, with an uncomfortable
start, that Teddy Long had. circulated a
strangoe story a few days earlier. According
to Teddy, he had seen thoe Head ill-treating
his wife. Nobody credited the yarn, and
Teddy was severely dealt with for telling
such lies, And this was rather hard lines
on Long—for, in all truth, the ine¢ident had
really happened.

I told myself at length that there was
nothing in the suspicion, and I settled
mysell for sleep. 1 was soon slumbering
soundly, and the whole Remove dormitory
was quiet.

But at elevem o'clock Alf Brent suddenly
awakened. Ile had been dreaming—he had,
n faect, had a nightmare, In which all his
eflorts to post an enormous letter were in
vain. The letter had been small at first,
but it had grown Jarger and larger, until it
wa3 a3 big and heavy as a great slab of
paving-atone. And Alf had staggered about
with his burden uptil he awoke with a
mizhty start.

And after a few mooments he knew why he
had dreamed of a letter. He remembered,
with a jerk, that his study mate had given

him a Jetter to post that evening—and Alf

had forgotten all about it!

He sat up in bed, rather worried. Archie

had positively declared that the letter was.

vitally urgent, and it was most imperative
that it should be sent by the evening post.

“ My hat! And [ completely forgot the
thing!” muttered Brent. ‘" What a rotten
memory!  That's the worst of putting a
letter in your poeket! It's too late pow,
anyhow.”

But this didn't console All. His conscience
pricked him. And at length he slipped ot
of Dbed, padded softly to the door, and
slipped down the corridor towards Arch:ie's
bedroom—the elegant jupior having tha
Inxury of private sleeplng quarters. Brent
shook Archie’s shoulder vigorously.

‘¢ Absolutely not!’”’ mumbled  Archic.
“]It's no good, old boy—I1 positively refuse
to venture jorth clothed in a bally chunk

of sacking— Eh? What the—— Hallo,
hallo! Al, by gad!"’

“Wake up, you chump!”” whispered
Brent.

“ Rather!"’ said Archie, sitting up in bed
and cazing at his disturber in the faint

I mean, it's a long

enormous schems?
time from dawn, and I might mention that

you aroused me out of a pretty foul dream,
Handforth was absolutely pushing me out
upol:l tlle public gaze attired in a bally
sack—-"!

‘‘Never mind your dream now,”’ said Alf,
‘“‘I'm worried, Archie. You know that lctter
youn gave me to post?”

‘“*Who, me?*’ asked Archie vaguely.

4 Yoy

“Pig 1M

“0Of course you did, you duffer!’?

“Qh, well, if you say so, I suppose it
must bhe a fact!’” murmared Archie. *‘But,.
candidly, old gargoyle, I haven’t the faintest
recollectlon.” ‘

All looked at him indignantly.
*t No recollection!’’ he sported. *Aund I
worried so much that I had a beastly night-

mare. 1 got up especlally to come and ask
you about that letter!’’
“ Good gad!” suddenly

iaaped Archie,

sitting bolt upright. ' The letter, what?
My dear old laddie, it all comes back!
You don't mean to-abhsolutely tell me that
you forgot the thing??

““Yes; I kept it in my pocket by mistake.”?

Archie sank back with 2 groan.

“ Then, dash it, I'm undone!’”’ he said
fcebly. ‘‘This, if I may say so, is the end
of all thingzs.” I don’t revile you, dear old
hoy, but you have wounded mec deceply.”’

“I'm awfully sorry the letter was so
important——??
““It was vital!"’ groaned Archie. *“In

fact, everything depended upon that leiter.
It's useless, Al—youn can't console me,
Nothing on earth matters now, dash it!”?

DBrent was duly penltent.

“T suppose it was to your people?”’ he
asked geatly.

“ My people?’ repeated Archie. “ 0Odds-
life! What gave you such a frightfully
ridie. idea? My dear old blighter, that
letter was a bally important order to my

tailor!”?
““Your tailor!’” gasped Alf, reeling.

‘¢ Absohitely!”?

‘““ Dash it! There's really no need to jump
down Lhe old throtile department, laddic,”’
protested Archie. “*JI'm dashed if I know
what Phipps will say to.morrow. Two siits,
don’'t you know—a grey one and—'’

“ Blow your giddy suits!"® snorted All

warmly. *“I1 might have known! You—
you giddy dummy! You fathcaded josser!
Youn tailor’'s last hope! You dithering

lunatic!”’
Archic was horrifled.

“I mean to say, what?'’ he murmured.
‘“Really, Alf, old dear, your vocabulary.lis
foully personal. And I must be allowed to
remark that it's a bit on the jagged side
for a cove to enome here in the middle of the

moonlight. * Dash it all, old lad, what's the | night and bally-well insult me after for-



-
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gotting to post my letter! T mean, it strikes
the old bean as being somewhat mouldy.””
««Good!"? said All wilh relish.
«In fact, not only mouldy, but positively

putrid!’’ went on Archie. ““T'm an easy-
ooine  blighter, but, dash it, there's a
limit! Kindly retire from the old bed.
chamber, you painful disturber of the
peace, and allow me a few hours in wiich
to recover.”

Alf's quick anger left him, and he
chuckled.

«You'll be the death of me one of these

davs, you funny fathead!”’ he said
candidly. < All right, Archie—I'll go! But
pre

I'm blessed if I shall worry any more!

[ Archie Glenthorne

CIIAPTER VL
VERY MYSTERIOUS.

6l ELL, I'm jiggered!®’
murmured Alt
Irent.

He stood therc,
watching. momentarily
astounded. Ilig first inpulse
was to shout for help; his
seccond impstlse to rush down and go to
the Head's assistance.

But he obeved neither.

For he saw something else that startled
him ten times as much. DBy this time
had leapt out of bhed,

-

/\——-.

The Head bent over his victim, lifted him bodily as though he were a sack

of rubbish, and pitched him with a strenuous heave into the

itch. 1

“I shall send Phipps to TLondon,”’ sald
Archie firmly. *¢I shall shove the old lad oft
by the Arst bally train, and—"'

Archie broke off abruptly, for a slrange
sound floated in through the open window
from the Triangle. It was a kind of seream
—half smothered at the outset.

_And the two juniors in the bed-room had a
Vague impression that the scream had been
DPreceded Ly a quick run of footsteps and
A scuflle.  All Brent went quickly to the
window and glanced out.

It was faint moonlight, and just below

r. Beverley : ; : :
Samebody, vy Stokes was struggling with

and was by his chum’s side. The pair were
looking straight down upon the remarkable
struggle. But Dr. Stokes was totally um-
aware that therc werc wilnesscs.

““What’s up?”’ breathed
‘“ Burglars, what?’’

¢:Shssssh! It's the Head!"!
Alf, clutching his companion’s arm.
having a row with Mrs. Stokes!’’

“What!"* breathed Archie faintly.

“Took! Can't you sce? I tell you——"’

““Gardzooks!’’ =aid Archie, with a start.
¢ Impossible, iaddie!”’

Bu{ pnow t{hat his attention
concentrated by Al's words

Archie.

whisperced
‘““ He's

had been
he could see



thaat the other figure was that of a woman.

Even without his famous onocle Archle

recognised the form ol Mrs, Stokes.

And, In any case, recognition was not
cven necessary, for the volee of the Head’s
wife came clearly up to the two juniors,

“ Let me go—let me go!’’ she was panting
breathlesslv. ¢‘“Oh, Barry! Why don’t you
let me goy”’

‘“ For llecaven's sake keep quiet!?’ came the
Ilead’s voice, tense and strained. ¢ Do you
want the whole school to know of this?’

“You won't keep me here—you shan’t!’’
said plrs, Stokes, her voice rising with anger
and anxicty. ‘‘Let me go, Barry!”’

But the Head apparently held his wife
even more securely than before, for the two
juniors could sce them still struggling.
The moonlight was just strong enough to
make the two figures stand out.

And finally Dr. Stokes lost all patience,
and he !ifted his wife bodily and ecarried
her swiftly away towards his own house.
She kicked and struggled, and even screamed
slightly. And Archie Glenthorne and Alf
Brent stood at the window until the two
fipures had vanished, and until the last
sounds had died away.

Archic turned back into the room and
carcfully pulled the curtains, "

-

““ lfow absolutely ghastly!”’
huskily.

“1 can't understand it!? muttered Brent.
““The Head’s such a brick, you know—and

said

Mrs. .Stokes has always been so fine, too!9

1 never drcamed that they were like this!”’

“It’s dashed disturbing, old thingummy,
that’'s what it is—dashed disturbing!’’ said
Archie, dceply distressed. “ I mean to say,
it’s shoved us into a simply horrid posish,
if you know what I mcan. Watchers in the
dark; eavesdroppers, and all that sort of
thing!*’

“0Oh, don't be silly!’? said Archie.

““1 feel like a bally spy,’’ declared Archie,
sitting on the cdge of the bed and pulling
his dressing-gown round him. “‘If the other
chappies get to know of what happened the
whole dashed sgchool will ring with the
affair. And that would be foul!*?

** There's no reasen why the story should
get any farther—we’ll keep it to ourselves,’’
said Alf. ¢ Not that we’re obliged to,”’ he
added thoughtfully.

“IWhat on earth do you mean, old dear?”

“Well, I'rr not altogether sure that we
ought to hush up the Hcad’s beastly
behaviour,”” said Brent.  “It’s all very well
to say he’s a good sort, and a brick, but
to-night’s business puts a different com-
plexion on his character.”

“Oh, I say!?

“Well, don’t you think s0?’ demanded
Alf, point-blank.

“The fact is, Alf, my dcar old sausage,
I'm not absolutely sure,”® said Archie
cautiously. **What I mean is, it hardly
scems the thing to judge the Head by a
trifling incident—="’

“That won't do, Archie, and you know
it!"’ growled Brent. *“It wasn't a trifiing
incident in the [first place, and in the
second place, it's far ecasier to judge him
by what we saw to-night than to judge him
by his previous actions."

““ 1 must confess, laddie, that I don't
follow.”?

All grunted.

‘“Whenever you're getting the worst of an
arguinent, Archie, you pretend to be dull,”’
he said grimly. “*1t’s a good thing I know
you!’?

“Oh, really—I mean—"’

““In public the Ilead’'s everylhing that
could be desired—checry, genlal, and a
sportsman to the finger-tips,”’ went on
Brent. *“In other words, he’s made himselt
tremendously popular since he's been at
St. Frank's. DBut when you come to cone
sider it, how much do we know about his
private life?”?

“ His private life?”?

(1] ch.”

“ Whose, the Head’s?!

‘““Yes, fathead, of course!’’ snapped Al

“ Well, old dcar, practically nothing,"’
admitted Archle. ‘I mean, when it comes
to the lecad’'s private life, it Isn’t exactly,
it you follow me, his public life. Therefore,
it's really a dashed impertinence for us to
talk about these Intimate affairs at all!®’

“ You've got tuo many scruples!’’ growled
Alf impatiently. “ You know as well as I
do that the Head was treating his wile

rottenly. Didn’'t we sce it? Didn’'t we
hear?”?

“Oh, rather! That is, we saw some-
thing—"’

‘“‘We saw Dr. Stokes struggling with his
wife—Keeping her back by sheer force!”’
snapped Alf. “We saw him carry her in-
doors, struggling and screaming. 1Is that
what you call being decent?’’

“ Absolutely not!'’ confessed Archle, moro
distressed than ever. ¢‘But we don't know
the precise facts, old Ilad. I mean, Mrs.
Stokes may have wanted to go out to order
a new hat, or something, or perhaps to in-
vite her mother down— By gad! I'll bet
that's it!"’ said Archie firmly. ‘“The IHHecad
was so startled at the ghastly prospect of
having his mother-in-law here that he
positively laid hands on the fair thing!"

Alf gave Archie a violent push.

“I'm fed-up with you!”” he exclaimed

angrily. “All yosu can do is to make
fatheaded excuses. What about this
evening?”’

“¢This evening?’’ repeated Archie vaguely.

‘““Yes. Didr’t you tell me about the Ilead
and that poor chap in the Jane?”’ demanded
Alf. “ Without any provocation, Dr. Stokes
knocked the fellow down, kicked himn, and
threw him in the ditch!’’ "

Archic scratched his head.

“ I'm compelled to acknowledge, old sand-
wich, that the whole posltion is somewhat



poisome!*” he remarked. “1 mean to say,
on the tace of tluags the Head has acted
like a poisonous blighter. And it would bhe
a Ifrightful disappointment if he turned out
to be a4 cad and a brute, what?”’

««Oh, well, it's no zood talking all night!’”
said Brent, preparing to go. **We don't
know all the facts, so we'll give the Head
the benefit of the doubt. And I'mm going
back to bed.”

“ A brainy proposition,’” said Archie
stoutly. **But, dash it, I'm afraid I shan’t
have any more slumber to-night, old boy!
I'll dashed well have a shot at wooing the
good old forty winks, but a wave of
pessimism whispers that I shall have a foul
night.”’

lle crawled into bed, and Alf went back to
the Remove dormitory. And Brent was very
worricd. He liked the Head immensely, in
common with all the other fellows, but he
found it impossible to dlsmiss the feeling
that Dr. Beverley Stokes was not all that
he seemed to be.

And Brent feit hurt. It was such a dis-
appointment to find that all was pot as the
school imagined. Happily, he and Archie
were the only ones who knew of this mid-
night incident—and they would rigidly keep
the secret to themselves. .

But Alf was just a little too optimistic.

CHAPTER VIIL
BROEE TO THE WIDE.

' R. MIKE BRADMORE
grinned amiably.

“Sorry, Kkid; but

your thrce kings

don't stand a chance against

my little bunch of aces,”” he

observed, with a laugh.

Better luck next time, mebbe.”

" Thanks!
. Ralph Lesiie Fullwood breathed hard as
thirty shillings in good money vanished from

before'his eyes. 'The rascal of the Remove
was dimly aware of a turmoil witlin him,
and he was feeling shaky and unsteady.

- 1t was merely the afier effect of the recent
diigh "bidding in which Fullwood had deemed
himself the certain winner. And to sud-
denly find that his own cards were inferior to
Mr. Bradmore's had left Ralph Leslie with
4 peculiarly sinking sensation within him.

- The hour was late, and the little back
Parlour of the White Hart Inn, on the
outskirts of Beliton, was very cheery. It
was, of course, long after closing time, and

the village was asleep. All the respectable
folks were In bed. g :

i
HBUt Mr. Porlock, the landlord of the White
1|Jart. had no particular reputation to live
cll: to. e was kngown as a fairly shady
ar::lctiet;. and nt]rns nothing unusual for him
rtain a little rty  af .
room was closed. party” after the tap

Mr. Porlock was a bookmaker In his own

way, too, and the majority of his friends
were questionable individuals connected with

betting and the turl. Mike Bradmore, for
example, was a particularly disreputable
fellow, having served a term of imprisoumeint
only a mmonth or so earlier.

But Mike, having a thick skin, had returned
to his old haunts, and was just as bold
and impudent as ever. He knew Fullwood
well, having rooked that junmior of many a
dishouest pound.

“ Caught you that thne, Mr. Fullwood,”
grinned the Jandlord, as he shufiied the
cards. *““Blowed if I thought you had three
aces, Mike! Wish 1 could get a hand
liRe thut!”

“There was something Jolly queer about
that hand,” said Fullwood, with a mbasty
inflection in his voice.

“What do you mean, queer?” demanded
Bradmore sharply.

“Oh, nothin’!”

“If you're hinting that 1 cheated,
young swab, I'll—="

‘“ Steady, Mike!” said Mr. Porlock haslily.
“The kid didn’t mean no insults. Did you,
Master Fullwood?” he added.

“No!"’ said Fullwood sourly.

e picked up his ecards, and examined
them. But for the handlord's intervention he
might have voiced what was in his mind—
that Mike had had only two aces to begiu
with, and had introduced a third by certain
sleight of hand methods which were only too
well known to him,

And so the game proceeded without a flare
up. [Fullwoo:d was under no misapprehension
regarding his companions. They were quite
capable of cheating right and left. And this
inade it all the more astonishing that the
junior should so rashly risk his money.

But the explnation lay in the simple fact
that Fullwood sulfered from an exaggerated
idea of his own cleverness. lle deemed
himself quite capable of detecting any
attempt to cheat; he was so certaln of his
ownh smartness that he believed the others
were afraid of him,

In addition to Mike Bradmore aod the
landlord there was a third man—the potman
from the George Tavern, to be exact.
And the party was quite a convivial one.

Fullwood rather fancied himself at playing
poker, and for some little time bad been
winning steadily. But then a run of bad
luck had set in, and his pile of winnings had
vanished, and his own money was {ollowing
it along the same crooked lane.

Iis eyes glinted as he observed that he had
a pair of jacks. Ilis other cards were use-
less, so he threw them in, receiving three
new ones in exchange. Ie was overjoyed
when he found that one was thie joker, and
the other two a pair of fours.

“By gad! A full house!” breathed Full-
wood to himsell,

He sat back in his chalr, apparently In-
different. Here was a chance to get back
everything he had ‘lost—and over! Unfor-

you



other three players had

the
wreteched hands, and threw in.

“ Here, wait a minute!’ gasped Fullwood
frantically.

“ Your deal, Mike,” said Mr. Porlock.

“ Look here, that's rotten!” shouted Full-

tunately,

wood flercely. “I've got a full house here!”

“ Hard lines!”” grinned Mr, Bradmore. ~If
there's one thing makes me cuss more than
another, it’s when 1l've got a good 'and, an’
everybody chucks in!  Well, you've got the
opeuing mouey, anyway—so you necedn't
grumble.”

Fullwood snorted with dlsgust as he raked
in the miserable coppers [rom the centre of
the table. And this was all he got for a fine
hand like that! He continued the game in a

sulky mood.

- He was beginning to feel that he had been
a fool to drop in at the White Hart at all.
But he had been unable to resist the tempta.
tion, and he swore that he'd get his money
hack before he lelt.

Fullwood had had rather an
evening.

One of his uncles had arrived unexpcctcdl;
—au boisterous gentleman who had bad busi-
ness in Bannington, and who had come to
ive hls nephew a good time. There was no
doubt about the excellent inltentions of Full-
wood’s uucle,

MHe had obtained a pass for Fullwood to be
out extra late, and had carried the junior
olf into Baunington, and they had partaken
of an excellent meal In the Japanese Café.
IFurthermore, FFullwood’s uncle had bandcd
over a crisp five-pound note.

Soon_ after this he proposed a visit to
the ctnemu, which Fullwood bailed with joy
openly; but, within him, he was dismayed.
He didn't relish the thought of spending the
whole evening with the gentlemaun.

He bad been lucky enough to meet one
of the Bannington Gramnar $choo! boys—
while his uncle was popping into a garage, to
pive some instructions regarding hls car.
And when Fuilwood’'s wuucle cmerged, he
lcarned from the Grammar School junior
that a rather nasty accident had happened,
and Fullwood was urgently required.

And so Rulph Leslie managed to escape—
caring little whether hls uncle discovered the
truth later. Ile had the satisfaction of see-
ing his relatjve depart at once.

And Tullwood thought of the White Hart
and the crisp fiver in bis pocket. IHe saw
no reason why he shouldn’t double it, and
thus have a clear teoner in his pocket for
the purpose of a few bets during the week.

Unlortunately, Fullwood's scheme had gone
a blt wrong.

interesting

The fiver, instead of belng doubled, was |

now reduced to threo pounds end a few odd
shillings.. And so he played recklessly, hoping
ngainst hope that his luck would turn. And
he argued that the only way in which he
could recover his losses was to go “all out.”
ITe had a great and clorious half-hour,
And, certain'y, some excellent hands were

dealt him, Again and again he indulged in
heavy biddivg, feeling that his cards justi-
lied big money. But lu every case his oppo-
nents had better hands. It was exasperating
to a degree.

If Fullwood had two kings and two queens,
Mr. Yorlock would have two aces and two
lens; if Fullwood had threec jacks, Mike
Bradmore would blandly reveal three queens,
And so on,

And at jast, wheu the hour was not fur
from midnight, Fullwood's fiver was a fiver
no longer, but a myth. In addition, bis own
supply of cash had gone wlith it.

*“Care to keep on, young gent,: or must

you be going?” asked the landlord gentially,

By Lhe way, you'll be owin' me a little:

matter of two shillings for cigarettes—-"
“Confound your two shlillings!' spnapped
Fullwood. * I've lost over six quid!"

“It’'s all in the game,” said DBradmore
smilingly. '

“Well, Jook bhere, glve me another tcn
minutes—to get some of it back!” growled
Fullwood. ** You're sportsmen, I suppose?”

“You bet we are!” said Mike, nodding.
“You deal, Jonas.” J

The landlord nodded, and dealt the cards,
But if Fullwood hoped to improve his posi-
tion, he was disappointed. He mlight have
known, from past expericnce, that he was

merety flying in the face of dunger to con-

tinue playing when he had no money.
The result, indeed, wuas inevitable,
Without the actual cash before him, he
was singularly reckless—a  dlsappointed

garobler genemlly is when he’s trying to re-

cover lost money. And Fullwood was startled
when he realised that he now owed Mike
Bradmore the sum of three pounds aund four
shillings. _

And Mike put his foot down firmly.

“It's no good, kld—your luck’'s dead out,”
ho said Anally. “If you keep on like this,
you'll get worse and worse. I tell you what
I'll.do—1"11 cut out the four bob, and you can
write me an 1.0.U. for three quid.”

“An J1.O.U.?” repeated Fullwood grufy.
“Can't you trust my word?” ' '

“ Business,”” sald Mr. Bradmore, “Is busi-
ness."” '

“This Isn’t business!'' snapped Fullwoad.

“Mebbe not—but it's a debt of honour,”
persisted the other. ‘“ And you know as we¢ll
as I do that between gents an I1.O.U. is
always tho correct thing. Come on--don’t
waste time over it.”

‘““You’d hest do It, Master IFFullwood,” said
the landlord.
ness in my house! Unless you act like a
gentleman, I won't open my doors to you
no more!” | -

Fullwood muttered an exclamation,
scrawled out the 1.0.U.

. “Thanks!” said Mike Bradmore, tucking it
In his waistcoat pocket. “I'll give. you

and

until the end of the week to pay me back.'.

“] don’t promise anything,” said Fullwood
scurly.

“] don't allow no tricky busji:
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« That's awkward,” sald Mr. Bradmore,
« pecause if you don’t dub up at the end of
{he week, 1 shan’t have no other course but
to come up to the school, and show this
pit o' paper to your lleadmaster!”

CHAPTER YIII.
WIIAT FULLWOOD B8AW,

_e ONFOUND  him—the
infernal beast!"
IF'ullwood murmure«

. the words with
viclous hatred as he trudged
disconsolately up the laune to-
~wards St. Frank's. And the
objeet of his viluperation was Mr. Mike
Bradmore.

Fullwood
evening.

In fact, he couldn’'t remember one that
had Dbeen quite so -bad as this. Over six
pounds in cash gone, and three pounds in
debt! It was alarming—it was positively
staggering when he thought of it.

‘“ How the dickens am I going to pay the
beast three quid at the end of the week?”
he muttered savagely. “Qulliver and Bell
“are nearly broke, an' I can’t get any money
oa to-morrow’s races, either! Hang it!
Every darned thing's gone wrong!"'

He didn’t think of blaming himself for
his present unhappy position. Jle seemed
to imagine that he was the vietim of a
plot, and completely ignored the fact that
Dic was the master of hls own actions.

And he was greally worried aboul Brad-
more.

¢ didn’t actually bhelieve that Mike would
e fool enough to approach the IHead, but
the man couM certainly make things
decidedly unpleasant. And Fullwood racked
his brain for some solution to the problem.

He also had to think of a plausible excuse
for being late. This, however, was' a minor
matter to a fellow of his inventive ingenuity.
HHe had the good excuse of his uncle, and it
would be casy enough to coolly explain that
'rhg.y had gone for a ride, and that some-
thing had happened to the car.  And, any-
how, he had his pass.

But it was just a little after midnight,
and Fullwood was hoping that he would be
able to get in on the quiet—and leave
explanations until the morning. They would
e much ecasier then, for he would blandly
dec_lare. in answer to inquiries, that he had
arrived home between tea and cleven.

He cautiously slipped over the Triangle
Wwall, concealed by the trees. And he was
Just about to step forward into the clear
moonhght‘ when he came to an abrupt halt
and caught his breath in.

Two figures were visible,
Sl-rugg]ing_

In short, Ralph Leslie Fullwood witnessed
Precisely the same incident as Archie Glen-
thorne and A!f Brent. Fullwood didn't know

had bhad a most unfortunate

apparently
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it, but at that very minute the other two
juniors were gazing down from the sccurity
of Archie’s window,

It was soon over.

Fullwood, absolutely concealed in the
shadows, gazed in blank astonishment as he
saw the Head lift Mrs. Stokes from her fcet
and carry her swiftly indoors. Fullwood’s
clllriosit,v was aroused, and he changed his
plans.

Instead of going straight in, he worked his
way nlong the wall until, finally, he was
crouching beneath the window of the MHead’s
drawing-roont. This was the only window
with a light behind it.

Fullwood was not obszcérved by a soul
Archie and AYf had withdrawn their heads
long since. And the rest of the school was
silent and peaceful.

Fullwood could hear a murmur of voices
coming from the room. But as the window
was sceurely closed, he could not distinguish
the words. The curtains were drawn, bhut
there was one little opening through which
a watcher could see. :

And he cautiously raised himsell and
pecped through the curtains. He could just
see the figurc of Mrs. Stokes sitting on the
couch. She was in a light summer evening
dress, hut somewhat- dishevelled. Her hair
was disordered, and her cheeks were wet
with tears. :

The Head’s wife, usually so pretty and
attractive, was now sobbing convulsively,
and at swift Intervals Dr. Stokes passed to
and fro on the other side of the curtalns.

It was clear to Fullwood that the Head
was pacing up and down, and he was talk-
ing violently, too, by the sound of his voice.

Indeed, on one occasion Dr. Stokes paused
and bent over his wife, talking rapidly and
with considerable vehemence. The llcad’s
usual cheerful expression was conspicuous by
its absence. Ile was now haggard, strained,
and in a state of considerable nervous excite-
ment. To Fullwood it seemed as though
the Head were furiously angry.

And once the Head scized Mrs. Stokes by
the shoulder and shook her roughly. DBut
she only cried even more pitifully than
hefore, and it was perfectly obvious that the
llead's words were bitter and lashing.

“The beast!” muttered Fullwood, not
without relish. “ I always knew he was a
rotlen fraud!” : .

It annoyed him exceedingly beecause he
couldn’t hear a word. He strained his cars
to no purpose. The windows were soundly
made, and only an indistinguishable mumble
came out to the listener’s ears.

At last, Mrs. Stokes rose to her fcet on
a sudden Impulse, and fled from the room.

_And the Head hurried after her, switching

off the light. So Fullwood crept cautiously
to the Ancient House, and succeeded in get-
ting inside without attracting attention.

A few minutes later he reached the dormi-
tory and slipped in. It only took him a
brief space of time to undress and get into
bed. DBut the springs made a slight noise,
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and the fellow in the next bed sat up with
a start.

* That you, Fully?"” he breathed.

** Yes! Shut up!” .

** 1 say, you're jolly late, ain’t you?”

*Go to sleep!” growled Fuliwood.

“You ass, it's after midnight!” whispered
Gulliver., *“ Bell and I have heen anxious
ahout you. We kept awake for hours, an’ 1
was only just dozin’ off even now.”

* Pity you dldn’t sleep properly!” snapped
Fullwood. “ ] didn't ask you to keep awake,
did I? Like your cheek to worry about
me! Think I'm a kid, that I can’'t look
after myself?”

Gulllver looked at hls leader closely In the
dim light. ‘

*You’re a bit snappy, aln't you?” he
asked. * What's bltin' you, old man? Did
you have a row with your glddy uncle?”

** Mind your own business!” said Fullwood
tartly. *It’s a pity you fellows can't look
after your own affalrs, Instead of buttin'
into things that don’t concern you! Qo to
sleep hefore I chuck a boot at your head!”

Gulliver srunted.

* Well, you’re a nice chap!” he grumbled.
**It’s the last Lime we'll worry about you, 1
can teil you! After-losin’ all this sleep, you
come here like a bear with a sore head! I'll
bet you've heen gamblin’, an’ you've lost all
your cash!”

‘** Confound you,
~snarled Fullwood.

“*1la! So that touched you on the raw,
ldid it?” jeered Gulliver, “I knew I was
right! Well, you ncedn't expect to borrow
snythin® from me—because I'm down to my
last five bhob!”

And Gulliver

1

F

can't you keep qulet?”

went to sleep, secretly

pleased at the misfortunes of his leader.:|.

The chums of Study A were rather strangely
.constituted. They generally rejoiced over
ane another's troubles. There was no real
alfection among the trio.

Fullwood didn't go to sleep immediately.
He lay in bed, thinking over an fdea that
had come to him—an idea that he wouldn’t
even conflde to his own intimate pals.

This secrecy on his part was not entirely
hecause he distrusted them, but because his
newly formulatced scheme was so unutterably
despicable that he couldn’t even tell his
unscrupulous study mates.

And the keynote of it was cash. By hook
or by crook, he had to have three pounds,
or over, within the next day or two!

CIIAPTER IX.
SOMETHING WRONG.
" OOD-MORXING, :sir!”
_. said  De  Valcrie
smilingly.
Dr. Beverley
Stokes walked straight past ]
the junior without even potic-
_ ing hlin—without taking the
slightest_heed of his cheery greetinz. And
this, to say the least, was unisual.
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De Valerle bad been one of the first down,
and the morning was bright and sunny—a
typical June dag. And De Valerie gazed
down the Ancient House lobby at the Head'’s
disappearing figure.

“ Rumniy!” murmured De Valerie, puzzled.

As a general rule, the llead was all smilgs
and cheeriness in the earlr morning. It was
his habit to greet the fellows with a hearly
word, a joke, or some facctious reference to
the weather. |

But thls morning the Icad was a changed
mAan.

Cecil De Valerlie had noticed It at once.
Dr. Stokes was wearln¥l an expression of
deep abstraction, and he appcared to be
walking like a man who bad the worries of
the world on his shoulders.

‘* Good-morning, sir!” sald Handferth
boisterously. :

The chums of Study D halted in the pass-
age as the Jlead came striding towards
them. All three juniors ralsed their caps,
In this Instanee, it was Impossible for Dr.
Stokes to go by without noticing them—for
the passage was blocked.

‘“ Don’t take up all the room,
snapped the Head irritably. N

He pushed past roughly, his face looking
qulte savaze for a moment. And the chums .
of Study D stared after him blankly, and
then stared at one another.

‘“Well, I'm" jiggered!” said Handforth.

“ Didn't even say ‘ Good-morning!’ ™
exclaimed Church. :

“ And nearly knocked me over!” added
MecClure. *“1 say, there’s something wrong!
Did you twig his facec?”

“ Rather!” said Church.
a giddy savage!”

‘“ Rubbish!” said Handforth. ‘" He was
just a bit thoughtful—that’s all, There’s
nothing much wrong, and I bet he'll be ail
right by breakfast-time. Somecbody’s been
cheekinz him, perhaps.”

“ Well, you're a finc chap to call yourseM
an amateur detective!” said Church scorn-
fully. ** Didn’'t you notice the Head’s hag-
card look?” :

*“ His what?¥ :

¢ Didn't you see that he’s pale and ill?"?
went on Church. ** Why, he’s got great bags
upder his eyes—and I woulda't mind bet-
ting he hasn’t had a wink of sleep. He's
had some bad news, or something; he
doesn't look the same chap as he did
yesterday.”?

Church's description of the Head was an
accurate one, and Handforth realised it.
But he wouldn't admit that he had failed to
see these signs in the first instance.

“ Oh, of course, 1 saw all that!” he said
" You don’t think I’'m blind, 1
supposc? But these headmasters get worried
over trifles, you know. I shouldn’t make oo
much of it. A3 far as I'm concerned, I
dismiss the matter.”

Armstrong came along the passage, looking
excited.

boys!?

““ IIe’s as wild as



“I say, you chaps,
what's wrong with the
Head?”? he asked., 1 a
snoke to him just
now, and he nearly Lit
wmy oiddy head ofi! L
e Jovked so pale and '
drawn, too! 1 hope
he isn't ill”?

JTandforth nodded

graveiy.

“H1?” he repeated.

“ You fathead! I

ihe Ilead was only jil

it wonldn’t matter!
Being a bit of a detec-
{ive, il's easy cnough
for me to form Q
hypolhesis of these
cases,  Did you notice Y
the bags under 1he : { /
Head's eyes? 1 ¢
deduce from that Lhat

o ——

he hasn’'t had any
sleept”

My  hat!”  said
Church faintly.

“J Dbelieve you're
right!” agreed Arm-
strong, failing to

**If it goes after Ted’s done with it, that engine
must be enchanted !’ remarked Willy. ;

Handforth withdrew himeelf, hie face black with oil.
‘“ Have | got to stand this 7’ he asked.

understand the highly
concenlrated expression which Church bent
upon his Jeader.  * That's a pretty Keen
deduction, of course, llandy.”

Edward Oswald waved his hand.

“*0Oh, it's nothine to me.,”” he said
casually.,  *““And I don't mind telling you
that I shall make it my business to find out

the exactl trouble, and put things right!
The llead's worried and halfl off his head

with anxicty. So I'm going to investigate
the case and put everything in order.”

“ Belter steer clear of it!” advised Arm-
Birong, walking off.

**1 thouzht you sald you were going to
dismiss the whole matter?” asked McClure

pointedly.

CER?T said Handforth.,  *“Oh, that was
only a figure of speech! We can’t have the
Head going about looking like an animated
ghost!  Leave this to me, and he'll soon

]’L' ().K'll

The juniors were not the only ones who
were struck by the extraordinary change in
Dr. Stokes. Everybody detected the same
difference. The Ikead’s  bubbling good
humour had gone, and in its stead he was
moody, absent-minded and irritable.

Fortunately for MMandforth, he had no
“pportunity of putting his ‘‘ investization *
Into practice.  And then marning lessons

inlervened, and the Head was forgotten.

_But at mid-day the fellows found that Dr.
Stokes was just the same.

Ife was only seen by three or four juniors
lfm‘ @ brief spell, and they all reported that
l‘.‘{ a3 worse than cver, and entirely unlike
s usual self. Aund-yvet he was not actually

nasty. Ilis irritability seemed to be caused
mainly by intense and acute . worry.

It was poted, too, that Mrs. Stokes had
falled to appear. Nohody had scen a sign
of her to.day, and her non-appearance
pave rlse to further rumours. It was sug-
sested by many fellows that Mr. and Mrs.
Stokes had had a tifl,

Archie Glenthorne and
not =0 puzzied as the others, Ilaving seen
that incident the previous night, they
regarded the Iead's change as quite in
keeping with that scene.

Fullwood, too, was equally enlightened.
But Fullwood didn't say a word to his
chums. He was still thinking over that
niea of his—an idea which he was half
nfraid to put into practice.

1t was half-holiday, and the inter-House
match was on the programme for the
afternoon. But when the time came for
starting the zame, Dr. Stokes failed to put
In an appearance. -

“ Dash it all, he can’t have forgotten
it!"” protested Bob Christine, as he and 1
held a short consultation. * lle promised
to play for us, and he wouldn’t fail on a
thina like this!"

“Well, hardly,”
soon."’

But we vaited for a further five minutes,
and by this time the rest of the cricketers
were getting impatient. IHandforth sug-
gested that .we should start the game with-,
out further delay.

But the Monks were firm.

‘“* Not likely!” declared Bocets. * The
Ilead’s promised to play for tbe Colleze

Alf Trent were

I said., ““ ITe’ll turn up
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Ho1ze, and he's got to play! Besides, the
game will be Loo one-sided il he doesn’t
turp out for us. We haven't got any
miraculous players like Jerry Dodd.”

“I'm glad you admit we’re top house!"’

said lanrdforth.

“* You necdn't boast; it was only by a|

fluke that Dodd went into your mouldy old
Darn!” said Christine {artly.

“ Qar what?” roared Handforth.

* Por condness’ sake, don’t have a row
] broke iu. ‘* What on earth's the good
of --- Why, hallo! 1 say, the Head’s just
going ont, by the look of it!”

“ Going out!"’ shouted Christine, In alarn.

1 pointed over to the Triangle, and every-
body saw that Dr. Stokes was just In the
act ol stepping into his car. And he was
attired in ordinary clothing, and bhad
obviously forzotten hls engagement. Aond
this after he had made the promise §o0
definite! Christine and Co, rushed across to
the 1riangle, and surrounded the car belore
it could get moving.

** Now then, boys, don't bother now !’ sald
Dr. Stohkes, looking Impatient and aogry.
-** Pon't get In the way—"

“\What about the match, sir?”’ asked
Christine anxiously.

* The matchi”

“ You promised to play for us this after-
noon, sir,”’ shouted half a dozen Monks.

Pr. Stokes started, and muttered some-
thing under his breath.

- " We've been walting for you for ten
minutes, sir,"” hinted Christine.

S~ I'm awfully sorry, you [ellows,’” said
the Lead, with a slight return of his usual
manper. [ completely forgot your cricket
mateh! I was just starting out for Bap-
nington.'” :

_ * Aren't you golng to play for us, sirg”
asked the Monks.

‘“* A promlse is a promlse, boys,” replied
the Head quietly. ** Certainly I will play.
And please forgive me for belng so In-
cxcusably careless. Just give me NAve
minutes to change, and I'll be with you.”

CHAPTER X.
NOT QUITE A BUCCESS'

OB CHRISTINE smlled
with satisfaction,

**Qood man!" he

saild approvingly.

‘““ Somehow 1 thought the

Head wouldn't let us down

like that! But fancy him for-
Blessed if I can understand it!"”

aetting !
‘“The poor chap looked drawn and hag-

sard with worry,”’ said Buster Boots. ' And
he wauted to go out, too. I''m Bnot sure
that we oughtn’t to release himm from that
promise.”’

““ No fear!’ sald Christlone firmiy. ** He’s
too valuabhle, We've seen him play, and we
know what a marvel he ls. He’s not ouly
a ripping bowler, but a glorious batsman.

RY OIS ¢

But I must say it's decent of him to turh
out, alter all.”

The Head soon appeared, attired In
flaunels. Apnd he did his utinost to throw
olf his worry and join into the spirit of the
game with the juniors, -

“We hope there's nothing wrong, sir?”
said DBoots respectfully. * You're looking
awfully worried, you know—-"

“ Amn 19" ioterrupted the Ilead. * You
mustn’'t take too much potice, old man.
I’'m a qucer card, and now and again I get
these moods,” he added lightly. * Well, Jet’s
begin.”’ -

The Ancleit llousc went In to bat hrst,
and Bob Christine and his men took the
lield. Christine wanted the llead to open
the bowling, but he asked to be excused,
promising to bowl later. 8o Christine and
Yorke were the College House bowlers.

The Kossils started well, Handforth and I
being the opening batsmen. We were very
cautions with Christine's bowling, but Yorke
was knocked into every corner of Little Side.
1{andforth, indeed, grew reckless, and
elogged away cheerfully at every one of
Yorke’s deliverles.

And it wasn’'t long belfore he made a
olunder.

Yorke sent down an easy ball—so easy
that Handforth let fly at it with all his
strength, and the leather went soaring up-
wards in the most attractive fashion.

** That's dope it!” said Church grimly,
** The fathead!™ .

The catch was perlect; In fact, the ball
was descending in such a way that no flelds-
man could possibly fail to capture it. And
the leather was descending straight towards
Dr. Stokes, whom we all kpnew to bc a
delightful fieldsman. :

But, to the horror of the Monks, the Head
stood like a statue,

He was standing on the grass, his hands
behind him, gazing abstractedly over towards
the River Stowe. It was clear enough that
he was In a deep reverie, and entirely
obllvious of his Immediate surroundings.

** Look out, sir!” :

* Catch it, sir—catch It}

Dr. Stokes started, looked about him
qulckly, and came to himsell. Bug his brief
abstraction had been fatal. The ball camc
thudding down, and rolled on the grass ten
yards away. ,

* Mlssed, by George!”’ sald Iiandforth
breathlessly. _

** Missed!"' roared the wicketl-keeper.
‘* You fathead, he didn't even try!”’

“ What’s the matter, sir?’’ asked Christine,
running up to the lead. * We made
sure—"" )

“I'm terribly sorry, Christime,”’ sald the
llead earnestly. ' There's no excuse, s0 1'd
better say as little as possible. I'll try to
be more attentive.”’ |
l“l wish you'd bowl Instead of quke,l
sir.” _.

‘“Oh, all right;
Dr. Stokes.

Bob was greatly

just as you like,” sald

relleved—at first. liut )
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goon became evident that the Hcead's bowl-
ing was a mere shadow of its former sell.
He was so off-colour that his deliveries were
erratic and Absolutely easy. Doth iland-
forth and I Kunocked the lead over the
boundaries wlth ease, ‘There was not the
slightest trace of sting or trickiness about
his howling.

“ My goodness!’’ sald Christine, in dismay.
s }ie¢’s not so good as a giddy [ag to-day!”’

And this was literally the truth. “The
Monks were in a bad way. Try as they
would, they couldn’t dismiss the FKossils,
Iiandforth and I were ultimately sent back
to the pavilion, but Jerry Dodd proceeded
to make hay while the sun shobe.

Aud when the Anctent liouse score had
nounted to 150 for four wickets I declared.

“ If we can't get them all out for a hun-
‘dred 1°'ll eat my hat!” I remarked. “ Jerry’s
in tip-top form to-day, und he’ll make hay
of these batsmen."

Jerry did.

Boots and Yorke, who went in first, were
clean bowled for only 1ive runs between
them. Then the llead went in to ‘bat, and
the Monks became more hopelul.

e faced Jerry’s howling, apparently
failed to see the first Ball, and his middle
stump was lifted neatly out of the ground.

“* llow's that?"” grinned the wicket-keeper.

““* Out!” veiled the crowd. '

Dr. Stokes gave one glance at his wicket,
tucked his bat under bis arm, and walked
away. There was a8 look of relief on his
fuce. Christine and several other Monks
rushed up to him as he approached the
pavilion.

‘* 1 suppose you boys will excuse me now,
won't you?'' asked the lead.

* Ul course, sir,”” satd Christine bltterly.
‘“We expected big things of you, sir, and
we're horribly disappointed.”

He failed to add what he would have heen
pleased to add—namely, that the tlead had
hopelessly messed up the whole ganie. In-

stead of being a help, he had been a ghastly |

hindrance.

""1I'm sorry, you fellows,” sald the lead
penitently.  ** Don’t tell me how rotten 1've
been—] know it! (iood heavens! Until this
minute I dida't realise what a ghastly show
I've made?!”

“ Glad you know It, sir,”” growled some-
body.

" Forgive me, young ‘uns, but I'm worried
-to-day,” ndmitted Dr. Stokes. *' I'll make
up for this ftaseo some other time.”

lle passed a hand over his brow, drapped
s bat. and wailked AWaY.

CHAVYTER XI.
FULLWOOD'S LITTI.LE SCHRME.

ALU'H LESLIE FULL-
WOUD'S eyes glinted.

Ite was loungtug in

the ‘Lriangle agawnst

one of the chestnut-tries.

t!mtf’ the cause of his satis:
action was the unexpected
appearance of Dr. Stokes, ‘The Head walked

stralght across the ‘Iriangle and went

indoors.

“By gad! Now’'s my chance!” muttered
Fullwood keenly.

e had been dlsgusted to see the Lead
playing cricket with the juniors. And bhe
had resigned himself to wait untll the
evening. But now, on a sudden impulse, he
marched to the Read’s door, which was
standing open, and walked straight in.

e tapped on the door of Dr. Stokes'
study.

**Come In!" came the llead’s impatient
volce.

IFullwood hesltated. Now that the actoal

1 second had arrived, he had a momentary

attack of nerves. But with a sudden
strengthenin of his determination he
opened the door and walked in. Dr. Stokes

was standing before the window, witn s
hands thrust deep into the pockets of hii
flannels.

“Well?”" he said shortly.

*“* Am I disturbin’ you, sir?”’ asked Fu!l-
wood respectfully.

** Yes, you are!'’ replied the Head.

“Oh! Then perhaps 1'd better go, sir?’”’
asked Fullwood, taken aback by that poiated
reply. * I-=I just wanted a few words—""

~*“ All right; go ahead,” said Dr. Stokes
impatiently. ‘' But only a few.”

He walked cver to his chalr, and sat
down. Then he glanced inquiringly at Lis
youthful visitor. Fullwood was tongue-tied
for a few moments. Impudent, brazen, col-
lected as he usually was, the lead's very
calmness rather unnerved him.

‘“Well?’ asked Dr. Stokes impatlently.

“It’s—it’s about something that happened
last night, sir,”” said Fullwood, taking his
courage ints both hands, and making a
plunge. *“I don’t know whether you know
it or not, sir, but 1 was out late last night.
I had a pass, of course.”

The Head looked at Fullwood swiftly.

‘““Late?’’ he repeated. ““ What do you call

Inte?’”

“Well, it was a little after midaight,
§ir—

* Good heavens! Who gave vou permission

to remain ot until alter midnight?” de-
manded Dr. Stokes curtly.

‘“ Nobody, sir, but I was with an uncle
ol mine, and we had a breakdown in the
car,” suid Fullwood. ¢ But I wasn’'t going
to talk about that, sir. 1 happened to see
somethin’ a3 I came into the Triangle.”

“Oh! You happened to see something?”
said the lHead slowly.

“Yes, sir.”

¢“ And what was this interesting sight?"

‘““ Well, sir, I saw you and Mrs. Stokes!"’
replied Fullwood.

His heart gave a leap as he brought out
the words—for at that sccond he realised
the almost unbelievable audacity of his
errand. Dr. Stokes started to his feet with
an exclamation, - and his face became suf-
fused with instant anger. But he sank irnlo
his chair again, and compressed his lips.



‘““So you saw Mrs Stokes and mysell?”?
he asked, with a smooth quietness that
would have Leen ominous to any less self-

satisfied fecllow. Fullwood? And
what now?"”

**Oh, well. sir, it wasn't exaclly nice, was
it?” said TFullwood, emboldened by the
Hend’s | calmpess. “Of course, I haven's
said a word, and I don't intend to say
a word. I'm not a sneak, sir.”

Ralph Lesliec saw an expression of relief
on the Ilead's face.

‘““Your generosity Is most gratifying,
young man,” he said, taking a deep breath.
““S0 you have kept our little secret, have
you? Thank you, Fullwood—it was very
considerate of you,”

“That's all right, sir—no need to thank
me,” said Fullwood coolly. ‘“ But the fact is,
I—  Well, I thought we ought to come to
some little arrangement.”

‘“Ah! An arrapgement, eh?”

¢ Yes, sir.”

“Of what nature?” asked Dr. Stokes. 1]
don’t want to be inquisitive, but Y must
confess that your proposition interests me.
It was certainly unfortunate that you should
have witnessed the little incident between
Mrs. Stokez and myself.”

Fullwood nodded.

“ Yes—for you, sir,”” he replied. ¢ You
wonldn’t like that yarn spread all over the
school, would you?”

‘“I eertninly should not, Fullwood.”

“That’s what 1 thought, sir,”’ said the
rascal of the Remove. * But you needn't
worry a bit—your seeret’s perfectly safe
with me.”

*““My relief is unbounded,” said the Mead,
with a sigh.

““ And, under all the circumstances, sir.
.1 think it ought to be worth a little
consideration for me to keep the thing
mum,*” continued Fullwood boldly.
can just imaglne {he scandal that would go
about if the whole of St. Frank’s knew of
that afair.”

“ Which affair?®

“Why, in the Trianzle last night, sir.”

“And was it so very dreadful?”’ asked the
Iead mildly.

“I don’t know about being dreadful, sir,
but you weren't treating Mrs. Stokes very
gently.” said Fullwood ‘¢ And what would
the school say when I told everybody that
you Jifted Mrs. Stokes up, and carried her
acreaming indoors? I can tell you, sir, that
things would get pretty hot for you.”

‘“ Really?” asked Dr. Stokes anxiously.

“Too jolly hot!” declared Fullwoad
grimly. . “Most of the chaps are pretty
down on a man who illtreats his wife—"’

lle paused, as Dr. Stokes leapt to his [eet.

“[—I mean, sir—?*

“Go on! Flnish what you were saying!”
multered the Head.

He sank back into his chair agaln, like a

broken man
“Well, that’s all, <ir.’’ said Fullwood,

openly gloating over the lever he was wicld.

“Well,

“You

ing. It delighted his rascally nature to sec
the Headmaster of St. Frank's fairly cring-
ing before him.

‘ And—and thls proposition?” asked the
Head huskily.

‘“ Well, sir, I thought a fiver might settlc
it,”” remarked Fullwood easily.

““ You—you mean five pounds?”
Dr. Stokes, with eager relief.

Fullwood was quick to note the change.

‘“ Pive pounds to start with, sir,” he said
promptly. ‘' If you band over the cash now,
I'll promise to keep my mouth absoluicly
ﬁl-%sﬁd' Ani you needn’t worry yourscif a

it.

Dr. Stok¢s passed a hand over his brow.

“I am glad you came to me, old man,
before breathing a word to any of the
others,” he said. ‘I regard this visit of
yours with acute pleasure. So you require
five pounds now?”?

“That's the .dea!’”™ said Fullwood, with
ecasy familiarity.

Dr. Stokes nodded, and pulled open a
drawer. He 1036 to his feet and withdrew
his hand from the drawer—with an ex-
tremely serviceable looking Dbirch in his
grasp.

And tho way Dr. Beverley Stokes gave
the birch a preliminary swish throuzh the
air was, to say the least, ominous.

askcd

PAYMENT IN FULL.
ULLWOOD stepped hack
“ What—what's that
: for, "sir?”” he asked,
fascinatedly upon the birch,
“ I—I thought yon were going
‘“ Anticlpation and realisation are iwo
very different things, Fullwood,” interrupted
—at this exact spot!” he added, pointing
to the carpet.
““ At once!’” thundered Dr. Stokes.
Fullwood nearly collapsed. He hadn't
hadn’t heard that grim, terrible note. He
had long since formed the opinion that Dr.
nincompoop—far teo young to recalise the
responsibilities of his position. Those deas
flash.
“Yes, sir!” he said faintly.

CHAPTER XII.
a pace, startled.
his gaze fixed firmly and
to give me that fiver, sir—"
Dr. Stokes grimly. ‘¢ Come here, boy! Here
“ But—but——*
heard the Ilead speak like that before—he
Stokes was oan  easy-going, incompetent,
were knocked out cf Fullwood’s head in a
“Before I give you the biggest thrashing

of your life, I'd Jike a word with you,”
exclaimed Dr. Stokes, deadly calm. Do
you realise, FFullwood, precisely what vour

recent proposition amounts to?*

“I—I thought you wanted that Incident
kept guict, sir, and it was a good chacee to
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get some cash!” faltered Ralph Leslie, thor-
oughly cowed by the Head’s tone.

¢ Good heavens! Then you actually did
know what you were proposing?’ asked the
liend, in amazement. “ You tnfernal young
blackguard. If I did the right.thing I would
expel you from this school without a
moment's hesitation.”

« Expel me, sir!” gulped Fullwood, [ran-
tically. ‘

¢« Your scheme [or oblaining five pounds
from me amounts to nothing more or less
than criminal blackmail!” sald the Head
furiously. **And Dblackimail, Fullwood, is
the most atrocious—the most contemptible—
the most unutterably vile crime under the
face of the sun.”

Fullwood felt his knees golng saggy.

¢ But—but——""

“You wretched young cur!” thundered
Dr. Stokes. *“ You came here with the onc
intention of blackmalling me——"'

‘“ But—but I didn’t realise, sir!"’ gasped
Fullwood, frightened so much that he was
u3 pale as a sheet. *']—I only thought I
could make a bit of ocash. 1'm broke, sir,

and I need some money badly— So—s0——
‘1 mean—=""
¢ Iullwood, you had better be quliet!”

said the liead, as the junior’s words fal-
tered and died away. 1] will give you the
henefit of the doubt. 1 don't believe you
fully understand what blackmail Is—I don't
believe you appreciated the uatter black.
guardism of your suggestion.”

“ Please, sir, 1—I »

Fullwood was absolutely terrified, and he
burst out sohbing like a child. He had
‘been hauled before many masters in his
time, and he had received many severe swish-
ings—but no master had ever made him
sob like this before. There was something
about Dr. Stokes’ tone—there was something
about the scorn and contempt in his voice—
that reduced Fullwood to a blubbing coward.

“Ift I did believe that you understood
your criminal action, I would send yon
away from this school this very instant!”
continued the Mead grimly. < But you are
young, Fullwood—you cannot possibly under-
stand the enormity of vour vile suggestion.”

“I—I didn't know it was crimMmal, sir!”
wailed Fullwood miserably. *I'm in a hole,
SIr, ’fmd I thought perhaps you'd pay up

“The less you say the better!” broke
in the Ilead. * There is no question that you
are not entirely inrocent—and your punish-
ment is going to be drastic. 1 intend to
give you a lesson, Fullwood, that you will
remember for many a day!”

Fullwood started back, re aining some of
his pluck now that he knew he wasn't going
toube expelied.

But 1 didn't understand, sir!” he pro- |
tofted desperately.

‘By the time I have finished with vou, 1
dare say you will!” retorted Dr. Stokes.

“Now, ir! If you are ready, we will
begin!» _

£
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Fullwood wasn’t ready, but the TIlead
began. And he administered the most awlul
thrashing that Ralph Leslie had ever re-
ceived. Severe is hardly the correet word—
Fullwood’s swishing was really tremendous.
And he deserved every ounce of strength
that the llead put- into his blows.

‘““And now, young man, you can go'"
panted Dr. Stokes, at last.

During the latter part of the birching,
Fullwood had fairly howled for merey—an
unusunal thing for him, for he was capable
of taking a swishing with comparative
stoicism. Fven Fuliwood's worst enemles
would not describe him as a funk.

“ All right—I'll go!’ he muttered hoarsely.
“But I'll write to my paler about this!
['ll write to the papers! I'Nl tell everybody
in the whole school ahout tast night—"

' Silence!”” thundered the Head furiously.
‘“TUpon my word! Leniency is apparently
lost upon you! Just one more word, Full-
wood, and I will reconsider my decision, and
expel you as you undoubtedly deserve.”

Fullwood closed wp like a trap, {freshly
scared by the possibility of being sacked.
He staggered out of the study, and made his
way upstairs—where he locked himsell in a
bathroom.

Half-an-hour later, he emerged—shaky,
rather pale, but looking quite himself olher-
wise. There was an evil glint in his ere,
and all his old viclousmess had returned.

He was so sore that the very thought of
sitting down made him shudder. He ached
in every limb—in every joint of his body.
He wouldn't get over this punishment for
a week.

“By gad! I'lli show him up!” muttered the
cad of Study A. < I'll make the whole con:
founded school ring with that story!”

He went downstairs, and was pleased o
find the junior common-raom well fitled.
Tea was over, and a good many members of
the Remove were chatting before getting out
of doors again.

Some were writing letters at Lhe tables.
others were =sitting in the big, comlortable
chairs, reading. Fullwood's entrance createrl
hardly any <omment until Singleton hap-
pened {0 look at the newcomer closely.

‘“Feeling off colour, Fully?"’ asked the
Hon. Douglas.
“Yes, 1 am.”’

¢ No need to jump down my throat—"'
¢«An’ I've got somethin’ to say bto you

fellows, too,”’ snarled Tullwood, bursling
out violently. * The Head’s a beast—a cruael,
bullying, murderous beast!”’

¢ Steady!”’ I said, turning round. ¢ You'd

better not wuse those terms about Dr.
Stokes, Fullwood!”’

‘““By George! 1 should think not!’’ roarcd
Handforth.

“I'Ml cse what terms I like!’’ shouted
IFullwood fiercely. “ Half an hour ago he
nearly killed me! My back’'s a mass of weals
and bruises! e freated me worse than

any dog!’’



“I'll bet you deserved cverything you
got!'’ snapped Handforth.

* Hear, hear!”’

I did nothing!"’ said Fullwood thickly.
“But I happencd to know of somethin’ that
occurred last night. I saw the Head ill-
treatin’ his wife, an’ because of that he’s
dropped on me like a ton of bricks!”’

Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent exchanged
startled glances. The same thought had
occurred to both of them. Each knew that
he himself hadn't breathed a word, and it
was only natural that they should
momentarily suspect one another.

- But Fullwood’s next words relicved them,
for Ralph Leslic proceeded to explain how
he had dropped over the Triangle wall just
after midnizht, and how he had scen the
whole Incident between Dr. and Mrs. Stokes.

The crowded Common-room listened, dumb-
founded, but before any comments could be
made the door opened, and the Hcad him.
sclf walked in.

CHAPTER XIII.
ARCHIE HAS A VISITOR.

6 URRAIIL!”
“Three cheers for
I I the Head!??
The shouts broke
out at once, and Ralph Leslle
Fullwood started back, scowl-
ing. If he had needed any-

thing to convince him that his story had

carried no weight, this dcmonstration
sufficed.
‘“I[allo, hallo!*? smiled Dr. Stokes.

‘“What's ail the cuthusiasm about now?”’

““We don't beliecve a word of it, sir,”
shouled Mandforth.

“Eh? You don't belleve a word of what?”!

“ Fullwood’s ULeen {elling us that you
treated him Dbrulally, sir; but we think
he deserved everything that came to him,”
said De anerle. ‘“ As for his rotten Iung
varn, we’re going to send him to Coventry
for daring to even brcathe it!’?

““ Hear, hear!”

‘“IWell, it’s very decent of yvou fellows to
have sitch confidence in me,”’ said the Head.
“Thank - you—I am gratified. But 1
shouldn’t scpd Fullwood to Coventry; he's
had his punishment. And I might 2s well
tell your at once that I have never caned any

hoy so <everely before. Please let the
whole matter drop,”” added the Head
quictly.

““ All right, sir.”?

“]1f Fullwood breathes arother word,
1I'll smash him!’? said IHandiorth.

It was clear enough that nobody believed
the things that Fullwood had been saying.
Indeed, coming from such a source, it was
hardly surprising tbat the fellows discredited

Sir,

" Brent.

Fullwood, the
precisel y

Fortunately for

the story.
lHHead refrained from mentioning
why he had been birched.

And Fullwood himself realised that he
was done. He had only to open his mouth
after this and he would be jumped on. A
single syllable would be suficient for the
Form to. send him to Coventry—a whaole
sentence would probably earn him a [rog's-
march, running the gauntlet, and various
other forms of violent ragging. And Ralph
Leslie didn't guite fecl in the mood for such -
recreations.

Very wisely
mouth shut.

And so the incident passed over. The Head
was quite like himself again—bright, cheer-
ful, and full of jokes. He had made a swift
recovery from- hjs deep depression.

At least, so it secmed.

But underlying his jovial manner I
detceted the HMead’s real demeanour. Iis
cheerfulness was forced; he was doing all
this just for the sake of keeping up
appearances.

And after he had gone out of the Commans
room, Archie Glenthorne and Brent went
olt to their own study, to discuss the
situation, '

“(Of course, It's absolutely foul,”” said
Archie. “1. mean, that dashed blighter
spotting everything last night!™’ |

‘¢ As it happens, it doesn’t matter,’’ said
‘“1 wouldn’t mind betting, Archie,,
that Fullwoad went o the Head to black-
majl him—"?

“Impos., old saveloy!’' protestcd Archie,
horrified.

‘““Don’t you believe it,”” replied Alf. It
you don’t know Fullwood’s character by this
time, you ought to. lle’s as unscrupulous
as a professional erook. lle¢ probably doesn’t
realise what he’s doing, but he’s got the
makings of a fine waster in him. Of course,
the llcad turned down his proposition and
swiped him. A good thing, too!”’

“ Absolutely!"’ agrced Archie firmly. «I
mean to say, it would be a dashed good
thing if Fullwvood had a swishing every day

he slunk offi and kept his

—a kmd of regular c¢xercise, what? The
zood old daily dozen, as it were!™?
“Well, I'm going out to the cricket,’’ said

Alf, making for the door. ‘‘Coming, old
son?’

“Well, as a moatter of absolute fact, I
rather think not,”’ said Archie, sinking on
to the lounge. * The truth is, Alf, the good
old tissues feel somewhat exhausted, and the
only cure is a dose cf the famous old forty! -

Frightfully sorry, laddie, but nature, so to

speak. is nature, what? The old couch
calls me!”?

‘““You lazy, slacking hbhounder!’’ grinned
Alf. “Oh, all right! Ilave your sleep!

You'd cnly be in the way, anyhow."’
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He went off, and Archie contentedly lay
back and dozed off. Phipps appeared soon
afterwards, but the valet quickly withdrew
when he saw that his younrng master was
elceping. It was quite a usual thing for
Archic Glenthorne to spend an hour in this
way.

As a matter of fact, he spent over two
hours, for he went ﬂoundly into a happy

glumber, and didn’t awaken until a curious
scrt of tapping came vaguely to his ears.

« What-ho!’? mumbled Archic. ‘“Why,
oddslife! What the—— Good gad!’
lle Dblinked abent him in deep gloom.

It was much later than he had expected. In

fact, the hour was alter ecight-thirty, and
had alrecady come indoors from

cveryhody
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astonishment, for he was gazinz Into the
face of Mrs. Stokes! And it certainly was
an extraordinary proceeding for the Head-
master’s wife to visit a jupior's study in
this singular fashion.

“I mean to ¢ 1
murmured Archie,

** Please lock your door, Archie,” =caid
Mrs. Stokes quickly. ““Yes, the door of

your study! Please!”?
‘“ Absolutely!”’ said Archle, confused.

He crossed the study, locked the door,
and was then utterly startled to see that
Mrs. Stokes was Jizhtly and actively climb-
inz through the window. Once inside, she
lowered the sash and pulled down the blind.

T T

But, to the horror of the Monks, the Head steod llke a statue.

He was standing

on the grase, his hands behind him, gazing abstractedly over towards the River

Stowe.

The everinz was pre-
lcu.'.y banks of

the playing-ficlds.
maturcly dark, owing to

Lthunder clouds obscuricg the sky. Outside,
the twilight was nearly merging into black-
ness, although no raln fell.

““ This,”? ohsenul Archie, '*is not only
thick, hut bally-we!l poisonous! Where's
llnmm Where's Alf?  Why dida't they

drag me out of the good old embrace of
lurp‘lcu:-?"

. Again came that tap, and Archie suddenly
rcalised that It weas from the window.
Puzzled, he got up, crosscd over, and pushed
Up tke lower sash.

“llush!*’ whispered a voice.
your voice, Arehie!’’
The elegant juuior

‘“ Dor’t raisc

starled in Dbiank

CHAPTER X1V.
OR A STRANGE ERRAND.
‘s ON'T leave us In the
dark, Archie!?
came a soft voice

through the black-

ness.
“ObB sorry—Irightfully
sorry, Mrs. Stokes!’? faltered

Archie, fumbling for the switch and pressing
it down. ‘¢ The—the fact is— Oh I say!
I mean— Well, it—it's hardly—

Archie broke off, exceedingly cmbarraased
Now that the hﬂht was on, he could Bsee
that Mrs. Stokes was attired In a light
summer  evening  frock, something of
shimmering silk, and she looked wobnderfully



Alter all. she was only a glrl
of about twenty-two, and very pretty.

““] am rcally awfully wicked to come here
like this, Archie,”” said Mrs. Stokes quickly.
“ But I do so want you to do me¢ a favour,
and I felt that I could trust you more than

attraclive.

any other boy. You'll smile when you hear
what I want you to do, but it's of much
greater importance to me than you could
possibly imagine."’

“Oh, rather!”’ said Archie fecbly.

He was gradually recovering, although
he still felt nervous and shy. After all, it
was a bit extraordinary for the Head’'s wife
to come into his study in this secretive
manner. And he now noticed that she was
looking excited and highly strung.

‘““Do you sce this note?'’ she asked, pro-
ducing a neatly sealed envelope, and handing
it to the junlor. “I want you to run down
the lane to the stile. You know where I
mean, don’t you? It's just agalnst the wood,
where the lane curves—"’

‘“0Oh, absolutely!"’ said Archle. ¢“The
stile, “what "’
“Yes. It's nearly nine o'clock now, and

you will find a man waiting there,”’ weat
on Mrs. Stokes hurricedly.

“A man? Gadzooks!”’

“Iie will be expeeting this note, and all
you have to do Is to hand it to him, and
walt for an answer,”’ said the girl. ‘‘Do
you mind, Archle? I'll be waiting in the
cloisters for your return.'’ :

Archie stuffed the note into hls pocket.

“Dear old thing, it's done!”’ he said
stoutly. ‘“Er—I mean, rather! Anything to
oblige you, Mrs. Stokes! Dash it all, I
shouldu’t be much of a chapple If I refused
a fair lady's request, what? I'l stagazer
forth at ounce and meet the Jaddie by the
stile.”

“ And remember—brinz the answer!’’ urged
Mrs. Stokes. *“'I'll bg waiting lo the
cloisters. And please say nothing to your
friends, Archie—I'ma trusting you. There's
nothing dreadful ahout this, but I can't
:'lx(jl)la’ln. and you wouldn't understand if I
id!’

“ Dash it all, surely a cove can do a bally
service withoyt wanting to know all sorts
of dashed inquisitive things?'’ sald Archie
warmly. “ You can trust me, Mrs. Stokes;
I'll absolutely fill the old contract to the
bally letter!’’

“Thank you ever so much;
dear!”’ whispered Mrs. Stokes.

Archie had no reply to that, and a moment
later his visitor left by the same way as she
had come, after Archle had switched off the
light. The junlor himse!f passed out Into
{he passage, wondering il he was on his
head or his hezls. Indeed, he paused in the
lobby and wondered if he had dreamed the
whole occurrence,

you're a

For it scemed so fantastic, so stranzelv
unreal. But the letter was in his pocket,
as he made haste to ascertain. It was no
dream; the strange request had actually
been made.

And Archie had given his promise.

He hastened out into the Triangle, and
was relieved to find the big space deserted.
So he was not questioned, and he was able
to climb over the wall without attracting
any attention. '
. There was no other person In St. Frank's
who could have got Archie to climb over Lhe
wall in his spotless flannels. But he dnd it
for BIrs. Stokes without even a thoughl.
And, sure enough, when he arrived at the
gtile there was a dim figure lurking near by.

“ What-ho!"”’ murmured Archie. ¢ Were
you expecting-—"’

He -paused before betraying his errand,
and gazed at the other closely. And he was
startied to sce that the man was forcign-
leoking. It was impossible to be certain
in the gloom, but Archie fancied that he was
facing a Chinaman—the very fellow that Dr.
Stokes had kicked into the ditch -on the
previous day.

And this discovery was a fresh shock.

“You come from Mrs. Stokes?’" asked Lhe
man, in a solt voice.

““ Absolutely!"” replied Archie,
that the fellow had paved the way.
fact is, I've Lrought a note—

“Yes, [ expe:t note—give me!"” said the
stranzer.

Archie Glenthorne handed it over, and he
had to wait only a few briel moments belfore
he was placed in charge of a bulky letter.
It was heavily sealed, and before he could
say anything, the strapger turned, and
vanished into the wood.

“Well, dash it all,
Archie blankly.

He put the bulky letter Into his pocket,
and hurried up to the school. Again he was
lucky. for nobody saw him enter the Tri-
angle, and he succeeded in getting into the
cloisters without trouble. A fizure emerged
from the shadows

“ Have—have you got the reply?” asked
Mrs. Stokes, her soft voice rendered strangely
discordant with anxiety. * Archie! Ilave
you got it?”

“ Absolutely! You see, [—"

“Let me have it!" broke in Mrs. Stokes
huskily. “Oh, thank you—I shall never be
able to repayv you for this, you splendid boy!
Youhld?n'b know what you ve done for me,
Archle!”

To Archie’s utter horror, Mrs. Stokes sud-
denly grasped his shoulders, and gave him a-
light kiss on the cheek. Archie went all hot,
he felt shaky, and by the time he had re-
covered, Mrs. Stokes had gone.

She ran indoors—and came face to face
with her husband just inside the hall.

thankful
“ The

what?’”’ murmured



CHAPTER XV.
MRS. STORES’ STRANGE BEHAVIOUR.

OYCE! Where on earth
have you been?” asked
the Head anxiously.
‘“1I've been looking

everywhere—*"*

“]—1 was just getting some
fresh alr!’ said Mrs. Stokes,
trying vainly to control her agitatlon. *“It--
it was so close—— Ob, Barry! Why are you
jooking at me like that?”

The Head was gazing at hls wife with a

kind of (lerce, intense anxilety—intermingled

- with tender pity. And Mrs, Stokes was
trembling in the most alarming manner.

« Good heavens, Joyce, don’t you realise
that you are driving me mad?'’ demanded
pr. Stokes tensely. *“ Why bave you been
outslde? Is It necessary for me to watch—"

He broke off abruptly, for he had caught
the sound of a slight rustle in Mrs. Stokes’
right hand. She attemnpted to put the hand
behind her, but the Jicad selzed her arm,
and almost brutally pulied it forward. He
drew his breath in with a hiss as bhe caught
sight of the letter.

** Then—then you——" Ile paused, chokMng.

As pale as a ghost, he wrenched the letter
out of her grasp. She stood swaying for a
second, as though she was fainting. And
then, with a sobbing little screamn, she ran
to the stairs, and vanlshed. The Head heard
the door of her little sitting-room close with
& slam.

And the sound aroused him, e had been
standing like a statue, his face still pale.
The old haggard expression had returned
witii doublc its former intcosity.

He walked into his study like a man de-
mented, closed the door, and roughly tore
open the letter., He drew out the contents,
and uttered a husky cry of horror.

He was absolutely aghast at what he saw,
And then, sitting down, he stuffed the
letter into his pocket, and remained there
Wwith his chin sunk upon his chest. For full
five minutes he didn't move an inch, didn't
make the slizhtest sound.

Then, with a start, he got to hls feet and
walked heavly to the door. Ile went up-
stairs slowly and [lalteringly. Arrlving at
his wife's sitting-room, he tapped, and en-
tered, .

The room was dark, and when Dr. Stokes
Switched on the light he found the apart-
ment cinpty. IHe was about to go, when he
muEl:t sight of a piece of notepaper. propped
on the mantelpiece. He crossed the room,
Picked up the notepaper, and read what was
upon jt. '

“Great Tleaven!” he gasped hoarsely.

For a sccond he looked round the room in
thq wildest consternation. And then, with
? cry of anguish, he rushed to the door. His
Oc;nix_e.r mertia had vanished—he was a bunch
t“.l:w wires. And the way he tore down-
tarrs was a remarkable sight.

And while this was happening, Handforth

and Co. had rather a curious little exper:.
ence. The chums of Study D had utterly nc
right to bo on the river—but they were on
the river.

It was supper-time, and the dormitory-bell
would soon be ringing. But Handforth was in
one of his obstinate moods. He and his
chums bad gone for a long row up the
river—Church and McClure, of course, doing
all the rowing.

And not withstanding the gathering dark.
ness, and the obvious lateness of the hour,
Handforth insisted vpon taking things casy.
His watch—a remarkable instrument—clearly
declared that the time was eight-forty, and it
was in vain that Church and McClure pointed
out that Handforth’s ticker was nearly forty

minutes slow.

“Don’t he asses!' said ITandforth, dis-
miaging the whole question. “ My watch is
right—it's always right! This darkness is
caused by the clouds! We've got hcaps of
time yet!”

And so It happened that Handforth and
Co. had just arrived within a hundred yards
of the boathouse when the exact time was

twenty minutes past nine. Church and
McClure knew this, but had grown tired
of repeating themselves.

And all three juniors were not a little

astonished when they caught sight of a dimn
figure pushing a canoe out of the boathouse.
They saw the occupant paddle [nto mid-
stream, and go down with the current.

“* Mrs. Stokes!’’ breathed Church, startled.

“What of it?” growled Haudforth. ¢ She
can go for a lat¢ paddle in her own canoe,
I supposei”

“ Yes, but it seems a bit queer.”

“Rats! There’s no necd to make a inystery
out of nothing,” said Ilandlorth tartly.
“You know as well as I do that she and the
Head have had a Lifl, or something, and she
might have got a headachbe.”

“Well, it’'s a good thing she didn’'t spot
us,’” said McClure. “ 1t’s nearly bed-time,
and we shall get in an awful row if we're
spotted—"

“Idiot!"" snorted Hapdlorth.
quarter to nine yet!™

“It's nearly half-past!" snapped Church.

“I tell you—m?

“0Oh, chuek it!” growled AMcClure.
“ What's the good of starting the squabble
all over again? Leook out, Handy—sawing her
round to the boathouse! Do you want us
to go for another cruise?” he added sar-
castically,

Handforth operated the tiller, and Church
and McClure shipped their oars. The rowing-
boat lecisurely drifted towards the bank.
And at that moment the three jJuniors were
quite silent,

There was no sound except the slighd ripple
of the water against the boat's sides, And
during the brief spell of quictness, an un-
mistakable sound eamo from further dowp
the stream.

Splashl

“Jt's not a
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It was as though something heavy had
fallen suddenly into the water. Uandforth
and Co. looke.l at onc another, rather scared,
and then gazed down-stream, into the thick
gloom. : .

* What was that?’ breathed ITandforth.

“]—I don’t know!” muttered Church,

‘“Sounded like somebody falling into the
giddy river!" said McClure, with a catchh in
h]is voice, 1 say! You—you don’t think
that —"

*Think what?”

“Well, Mrs. Stokes, you know—>"

“EFathead!” said Handlorth uneasily.
“Don’t be dotty--—"'

*Canoes are rummy things to handle!”

said Church, straining his eyes into the
cathering darkness.  * They tip up belore
vou Kknow ..-—=" .

“ Listen!" gasped McClure hoarsely.

“What was that?”

*“You ass! You pgave me a turn—"'

“Quiet—qutet!" hissed McClure. “ Listen!"’

The three juniors rewmained absolutely
still, the nose of the hoat butting against
the grassy bank. At first there was no
sound suve for the distant barking of a dog.

And then, faintly but clearly, came a cry.

“Help!"”

It was a frantle appeal, and the volce was
a woman's! MlNandflorth and Co. awoke to
mstantaneous life.

“Great pip!” gasped Handforth. “It's
AMrs, Stokes, after alit”
“She’s drowning!” shouted McClure. * Oh,

llandy, you idiot! Why didu't you take
notice of me at first? We muy be too
late! Her canoe’s upset, and she's——*

“We'll bo too late il you keep jawing!”
snorted liandforth.

Ilis chums needed no urging.  They took
the oars and commnenced rowing down
stream as hard as their muscles wou!d allow,

CHAPTER XVI.
A NARROW ESCAPE.

66 ASTER — faster '
F urged Handforth
tensely.

“We can't—we're

going all out!” panted Church.

“llelp!¥ roared Handforth,

at the top of his voice. * 1li,
Ileip!”

Itlandforth’s volce was

Helip!
powerful,

rescue!
Always _

now like a megaphone, and it weut cchoing

across the meadows and the playing fields in

the stillness of the sultry evening. Ilis idea
was a good one. It was possible that he
and his chums would be in time, but it was
just as well to make doubly sure by getting
further assistanece to the spot. .

And that ery of Handforth's waa dis-
tinctly heard by Dr. Beverley Stokes, as he
Fushed .aimlessly from the Triangle Into the
plaviaz lields. The Head tore like mad to-
wards Uhe tiver. :

LEE LIBRARY I' o

Handforth end Co., their hearts In thelr
moubhs, kept a keen look-out for the victim
of the accident. At least, they assumed it
to be an accident. Obviously, the MNead’'s
wife had tipped the canoe over, and was in
danger of drowning.

“ We've come too far—she can't be all
this distance down!"” panted Church. ¢ Oh,
we're too late—she’s gone—"'

_ “What's that?” yelled Handforth, polnt.
ing.

lle swung the Loat round, and all three
juniors saw something in the water, just
where the current was treacherous, and
where the depth of the river was notoriously
groat.

“If she's pgone down there, there's no
chance!"”’ muttered Handforth hoarsely.

They saw now that the object which had
attracted their attention was the canoe—
floating bottom upwards. It was a silent,
grim evidence of the tragie disaster.

The chums of Study D were frantic; In.
deed, almost panic siricken. And then they
heard a sound over towards the left bank,
And Church gave a yell as he caught sight
of an arm raized above the water.

“There she is!” he shouted. .

The hoat was swungz round, and a moment
later Handtorth and Co. saw Mrs. Stokes in
the water—half-entangled in some reeds.
And from the juniors’ knowledge of the
river, they felt certain that the water at
this spot was comparatively shallow.

Mrs. Slokez had apparently drified, and
this had saved her life. For, althougzh too
utterly exhausted to utter any further cries,
she was still conscious, as Handforth and
Co. rapidly discovered.

*“It's all rizht, Mrs. Stokes; vou're safe
now!” said Handforth erisply. * Stand by,
you chaps; we'll soon have her in!”

Without another thought, Handforth
jumped overboard, and found himself sub-
mergzed to his shoulders. He supported Mrs.
Stokes, and, helped by Church and McGlure
in the boat, zot Mrs. Stokes to the bank.
And the Head himaelf arrived just In time..

“Who is that?” shouted Dr. Stokes
hoarsely, as he ran up.

‘““ Thank goodness you've come, sir—"

“ Handforth!” broke in the Head. * What
has happened—-  Good heavens! Js—
|S B3

Ile bLroke off, the words chokinz In his
throat, for he had just caught sight of the
limp, inanimate form of his wife. Seeing
her dragged ashore in this way was very
signifieant.

** Bovs,”
*didn't you
dreadfuyl—--*

“1t’s all rizht. sir—Mrs. Stokes is only
just a bit exhausted!” interrupted Handforth .
quickly. * She drifted .nto the reeds, and
they saved her  life! We got here as
quickly as possible——"

By this time the Head was knee-deep In
the shallow water of the bank, and he ten-
derly lifted Mrs. Stokes into his arms, and

shouted the Iead In anguish,
arrive in time? Oh, this is

g1



{then laid her on the grass. She was bhreath-
ins heavily, but there was no cvidence of
fatal consequences,  Iler eyes opened, and
for a moment she looked into her hushanpd’s
face in a terrified kind of way. Then she
secemed to swoon,

*“ Will you hoys hurry to the village and
get the doctor?” asked the lHead quickly.

* Rather, sir!”

“We'll go like the wind!”

“ Tecll Dr. Brett to come straight to the

cechoeil,” said the Head, lifting that (frail
ferm into his arms again. “ And wait!

Boyvs -just a moment!”

The juniors, in the act of rushing off,
paused.

“* Do me a favour, and keep this to your-
selves!”” said the Head quietly. ** We don’t
want a sensation over such an incident.
with the aid of Providence, Mrs, Stokes will
be out again in a day or two.”

* All right, sir,” said Ilandforth promptly;
“ we¢ promise.”

*“ Thank vou;
Head gratefully.

Handforth and Co. were puzzled as they
raced into the village, Handforth completely
forretting his own soaked condition. The
brisk exercise did hlm good, and saved mm
from catching a ehill.

They did not discuss the lead’s rather
peculiar request. But they told themselves
that it was just as well, perhaps, that the
story of the nccldent shouldn't be spread
about.

Handforth and Co. certainly could not be
aware of Dr. Stokes’ real reason for desiring
privacy. For, In all truth, the Head had a
dreadful suspicion that the ** accident ”” had
not been as accidental as the juniors
belicved.

For Dr. Stokes remembered his wife's wild,
hysterical look as she fled upstairs, and he
had good reason to beliecve that in such
moments che was hardly responsible. In
addition, there was that note which had
been Jeft on the mantelplece, and which

would ncver be revealed to any living
person.

IHandforth and Co. found Dr. Brett at
ho:ne, and they rushed him up to the school
with such haste that the worthy practitioner

was quite out of breath by the time he
artved,

Nelson Lee happened to be [n the Triangle
when they reached the school. The famours
schoolmaster-detective said nothing, but he

stood Jooking after the. Doctor for some
moments,

' _Pcrh:l.ps Nelson Lee was putling two and

w0 together; perhaps he knew more than
'{‘]"} body suspected. It was certainly a fact
ml-'llt_bhc detective had been out for a walk;

i 't was equally certain that he had scen
al]lfh stiange Chinaman. And Nelson Lee,
s ough he made no nquiries whatever,
ihi-;l‘IEd‘ content. RBut he told himself that
S mystery concerning the Head's wife was

- that deserved his closest attention.

you're good sorts'!” said the
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** You coma from Mrs. Stokes 7"
asked the man Iin a soff volce.
bt Abuolutolr R P replied Archie.
8,

¢“ The fact
note -

ve brought a

-

Dr. Brett's report was cheering.
Mrs. Stokes had suffered more from shock
than anything else, and after a good night's

‘rest and a thoroughly quict day on the

morrow, she would probably bhe herself,

And Handforth and Co. went to bed, satis-
fled and pleased with themselves. Dr.
Stokes, of c¢ourse, had made no inquiries as
to why they had hecen oun the river so late.
It was better, all things considered, . {c
ignore such a tritte. For in the absence of
the ehums of Study D, a merely exciting
incident might have become a terrible
tragedy. '

But in spite of themselves, Hapdforth and
Co. were puzzled.

“It's jolly queer—al} this giddy secrecy,”
said Handforth, after he was In bed, “1]

:can’t sce why the school shouldn't know—""

“* Shush!” whispered McClure. * Don’'t tell
everybody!” - :

“Why the school shouldn’t know what?"”
demanded Armstrong, yawning,

* Oh, nothing!” said Mandforth,

And he took ecare to remain silent after
that. But Armstrong’s very curfosity was
cnough to show him what a senmsation would
Lave been caused i the ztory had got about.

Dr. Stokes had thanked the chums of
Study D in a qulet, earnest way that had
left an indelible :mpression. There was not
the slightest doubt of the Hecad’s great
affection for his wife. ) o

But hew could this be reconciled with his
strangely rough tehaviour towards -her at
times? And who was the sipister, mys-
terious Chinaman who had felt the weight
of the Mead’s boot, and who had sent a
sceret letter to Mrs, Btokes? '

In all truth it seemed . about time that
Nelson Jee took an active hand - in thle
puzzling affair!

TR END.
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No. 29. ON THE CALIFORNIA LIMITED.
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Y first alimpse of Chicago was from
the window of an alleged express
train from New York; which was
just about two hours late in

arriving at its destination. It was a big

disappointment to me, because I had been
looking forward to sceing Chicago (fairly
clearly.

BBut in consejuence of the lateness, dark-
ness had practically fallen as we travelled
through the suburbs, But there was still
suflicient ligint for me (o see that the coun-
try was as flat az a  billiard-table—and
Chicago, consequently, somewhat unpic-
turesque on this account.

The trains run straight into the heart of
the city, not underground, as in New York,
It on the surface. I saw a good deal of
Chicazo on my return journey, but that will
be described in due course. So perhaps [
had better give Chicago a rest until then.

It certainly wouldu’t be fair for «me to
enter into any description of what I saw
on the cutward trip. The train finally
arrlved, and everybody got out. It had
been raining rather heavily, and the station
was not exactly a palatinl one.

You mustn’t picture anything like one of
our British stations. When I emerged from
the train It struck me that we had come
to a halt in the goods yard by accident.
'I'nere wero no platforms, no brilliant lights,
and scarcely any bustle or activity.

All the passengers stepped out of the
train, right on to the permanent way, where
a mazo of lines was to bhe seen. I simply
followed everypody else, considering ihat
1 couldn't go wrong if I did this. At the
same time, I was surprised at the barn-like
appearance of the surroundings. ®

A gentleman in a peaked cap was walking
up and down asking if there were any pas-
sengers for the 'bus service which connects
the various termini of Chicago. This ’bus
ride is paid for in the full ticket, I Lbad
better explain. :

Being in Ameriea, 1 rather expected some-
thing sumptuous in the way of a motor
ompibus, and was greatly d{isappointed.
Por the ‘bus proved to be an old-fashloned
affair, where the passengers for the Santa
I'e ‘erminus were packed in like sardines,

facing one another, with scarcely an Inch of
knee ronm

I'he interior was practically unlighted,
and soon we were carcering ofl out of the
station-yard, and into the wet Chicayo
streets. The journey proved to be absurdly
brief, and f I had known., 1 would have
walked the distance, in order to obtain a
glimpse of the city before starting off on
the second part of my trans-continental
journey.

llowever, I consoled myself that 1 should -
sce Chicago thoroughly on my way back—
for this was in my programme. And, in
any case, there was not a great deal of
time to be lost, for it was almost s;even
o'clock.

The Santa e depot was far from im-
posing—and having seen to my baggage, I
casily located the traln, which was already
waiting beyond the barrier, but the latter
wase closed. So there was nothing to do bt
to sit on a hard bench until the offlicials
stirred themselves. _

There were mo palatial halls and waiting-
rooms as in New York, and I could hardly
believe that I was in Chicago. Everything
secmed more fitted to a comparatively
‘““ one-horse ” town.

I was quite relieved when the barriers
opencd, for, frankly., I was getting just a
little ‘“fed-up ” with the wait. It was too
short for me to venture out sight-secing,
but tedious ecnough to while away.

1 discovered that the California Limited—
one of the crack trains of the Santa e
system—was bheing run in two sections, and
my berth was on the first. So I climbed on
hoard, handed my baggage into the care of
the Pullman porter, and setiled myself for
the four days’ continuous journey to the
Far West.

I was ravenously hungry, for J had catlen
nothing since lunch-time—and the hour was
now approaching eight o'clock. One cannot
obtain tea on an American train, and I had
not wished to spoil my dinner by indulging
in a snack at the station refreshment.room.

50 I eelebrated my boarding of the Cali-
{fornia Limited by making a bee-line for the
diging-car—wherc dinner, to my entire satis-
facfion, was oalready being served, even
hefore the train moved out.
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No. 30. THROUGH ILLINOIS AND MISSOURI TO
KANSAS CITY.
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[ exactly 8 p.m. the California L'mi-
ted rolled majestically out of Dear-
hcrn Stetion, Chicago—bound for
Lo: Angeles and S8San Francisco—

nearly two thousand miles over the great
Western States of Amerlea.

‘This train, which runs daily, Sundays in.
cluded, ‘s one ol the most importan{ links
with the West, and when one enters the
train at Chlcago, there is no changing
thronghout 1be entire journey. The f{rain
runs straight through to the West Coast,
and takes nearly four days.

It was a Sunday evening when I started,
and we were due to arrijve la Los Angeles
at about ball-past two on the following
Wednesday aofternoon. Bein April, the
weather was qulie cool, and 1 was lqoking

forward to the golden sunshine of California,

There was something magic in the thought
of teaching a land of rpetual summer
within four days. And only on the previous
night we¢ had passed through a raging bliz.
zard of snow and sleet!

The train was srlendidly heated—indeed,
rather too splendidly heated for my personal
liking. But the Americans seem to thor-
oughly enjoy this hothouse-like atmosphere
—which is not only found in railway trains,

but in hotels, stores, and places af amuse-
ment.

However, I felt rather grateful for the
warintn just now, hecause the evening was
id.  And 1 mentally complimented the
Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway Co.
—t0 pive it ils full name—on the luxurious
cqmpment of the ‘“Na. 3 ”’—the California
Limited. By the way, this company is
one of the few in America that uses the
word ¢ railway ” instead of ‘' railroad.”

As we pulled out of Chicago into {he
night, 1 was falrly busy. Not unpacking
my grips, but packing my interior. In other
words, | was sampling the viands In the
dining-car. Aod I should like to mention
20w that the tood supplied on this train
wits not only excellent, but quite astonishing
M 1.3 wide range and perfection of cooking.

Indeed, the dining-car was just like any
first-class restaurant, with a perfect service,
and wonderful comfort. And the charges

:‘l':li;;-‘. to my mind, extraordinarily reason-

gr_‘m‘“"y courses, was one dollar and”fifty
YCts—about six shillings in English money.

Thus, the table d'hote dinner, cons{st'fnﬁ' )
' Next YWeek: ¢

Breakfast and luncheon were n la earte, and
for eighty-five cents or a dollar I obtalned
even more breakfast than I could wish for.
And a dollar generally provided me with
a sumptuous luncheon. Tea, of course, was
conspicuous by its absence. But I must
add that I slways ordered a pot of tea at
breakfast-time, and found that it was better
than any other 1 had tasted in Amerlea.

By the time the meal was finished, the
train was speeding through the ooter
suburbs of Chicago, and I returned to my
berth, and [ound the coloured porter busily
maxing the beds. :

30 1 resolved to have a little tour of In-
vestigation—for one ean.move from. end to
ceod of these American trains in the same
manner as one can move about a ship. First
of ali J went to the library-car, and found
this a very cosy coach, with numerous deep
nrmchairs—with magazines, papers, and ab
endless assortment of railway literatare.

liere there were writing tables, too, cach
provided with printed paper and envelopes
for the use of passengers. I dldn't stay,
us I was cvrions to look at the observation.
car. I had heard a %reat deal about this
particular type of coach, but had never been
on one. They are seldom provided on Lhe
trains East of Cbicago—at least in {he
Northern States.

The observation-car proved to be =a
novelty. HMere, again, there were luxurjous
armchairg and writing tables. But at the
end a door led out on to the“rear platform.
I passed outside, and if I had. gone much
further, [ should have dropped on to the
tra::k—for I had arrived at the end of the
train.

This rear platform was electrically: lit,
with comfortable chairs. But as the air
was ch.lly, and the night dark, I soon re-
turned to the warmth within. Then I. went
to bed. I have called this little -article
‘““ Through- Illinois and Missourl tqQ Keusas
City ”—but I am unable to describe any
part of the journey.

For not only was I asleep, bt I couldn’t
have 3cen anything, even if I had been
awake. And at breakfast-time on the, fu
lowing morn 1 fouvnd that we.had arrived

| in Kansas CHi

First Glimpse of tho

Mighty West.”
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I'his school was founded in 1562, and 1n-
corporated by Royul Charter in 1364, 1t 15
oie of the most famous public schools ot the
Victorian period, and occupies the handsome
buildings which formerly belonged to the
flon. Bast India Company. The school 1s
situated in llertiordshire., Religious traae:
g is given in accordance with the doctrine
of the (Church of kpgland, The school 1y
divided into Upper, Middke and Lower
Schoo). The Upper School 18 again divided

into Classical, Modern and Military Sides.
The boys are boarded and lodged fn t+n
houses on the hastel system—that Is, each
house i3 in charge of a house-master. 1lut
all meals are taken by the whole school to-
gether in the College MHall, ‘T'he number of
boys for each huuse 13 limited to forty-cight.
The school possesses large plaving-flelds, aud
the gygmes playved are rugby, cricket and
fives. The total number of hoys i the
school Is abut 529,
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CAREERS IN CARICATURE
No. 2.—ARCHIE GLENTHORNE:
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In the above sketches our artist this week offers a few so of careers, which be thinks
would find favour with our old friend, Archie Glerthorne.—THE EDITOR. ' -
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Editorial Oflice,
Study C,
St. Frank's,

My dear Chums,

Uncle Edward has beéen receiving so many
letters during the last week or so that he
considers himself the most important person
on the Editorial Staff. Study D has been
converted into an ofllce, and here the great
man thunders out his * Replies in DBrief ”
to his private sccretaries, Church and Me-.
Clure. DBy what I hcar, Lhese poor fellows
have a pretty strenuous time of it, and
when their leader gets excited over some of
the letters he receives, i a moment of
forgetfulness, they frequently come in for
a few dots on the nose.

A QUESTION OF SPACE.

Last week Uncle FEdward handed me
cnough ‘“ Replies in DBrief >’ to fill half the
Mag. When 1 told him that I could not
possibly find room for them all in that issue,
he was most indignant.

‘“You're letting the readers down!” he
bawled. “ When they write to me, they
expect a reply. You invited them to do so
and now you quibble about not having room
to answer them!”

“1 admit all that, my son,” I sauid. “Only
there’s no need to get excited.”
Handy was perfectly right, aod so 1

decided to meel hiin half-way by giving
him an extra page last week for his popular
new feature. A certain number of ¢ Re-
plies ¥ have had to be held over, hut 1 can
promise you, my chums, that every letter
received by Uncle Edward will be answered
in the Mag. with as little delay as possible,
They will be dealt with in strilct rotation,
and, allowing for time occupled ia going
to pre3s, you will not have to wait longer
than a month or five weeks for the
¢“ Replies.”

LAST WEEK'S CRICKET SENSATION.

Everyone will applaud the action of our
new lead in discouraging the convention of
not allowing a Junior, no matter what his
ability may be, to play in the first cleven.
Thanks to Dr. Stokes' intervention, Jerry
Dodd last week practically saved the achool
from ignominious defeat at the hands of our®
old rivals, the Ilelmfordians, Of course,
Christine and ilandy did their share, but (he
palim must he awarded to Dodd, who is
undoubtedly the best player in the school.
There was some slight mistake in  the
account of the match appearing in THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY, where it said that we
woh by seven instead of six wickets,

CHARACTERS' NAMES RESULTS.

The results of this competition have ex-
cceded all expectations, and prove conclu-
sively the extraordinary knowledge pos.esszed
by my readers of the numerous characters
at St. Frank’s. Out of the many hundreds
of competitors, 240 scnt in the correct lists
of names. Since the orlginal prize offered
would not go far with so many winners, 1
have decided, at much greater cost, to pre-

sent cach of these successful competitors
with a cons)lation prize of a handsome
ever-pointed pencil, with refills. The correct

solution and list of prize-winners will be.
published, space permitting, next week.

PITT'S COOD FORTUNE.

An account of the journey from Lagoa to
Kano is the gist of tl.is week's letter {rom
Pitt. One cannot help thinking what a lucky
fellow he is to be right away on the edge
of unknown Africa, while we are poring over
books at St. Frank’s. I expect we shall leagp
more about Kano, the City of Mud, when
his next letter arrives.

' Yours as ever.
NIPPER. -
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Kano, Northern Nigerla.

Dear Old Editor-in-Chief,

Only just got here in Kano, so can't give
many detrils abou$ the place. Still, I've
got heaps to write about on other subjects,
and I can describe Kkano in my next de-
spatch.

I always had &n impression that Nigeria
was dense African jungle, with impenetrable
forests and savages, and all that Kkind of
thing. DBut it’s quite difterent, really.

Of “course, there’s plenty of forest land.
and a good deal of bush, but it’s queer how
the reality is so different from the pictures
you get into your mind beforehand. Awnd
now that we've got to Kano, there’s a very
decided change in the aspect of the country.

Of coursze, the city of Kano itself is pretty
high—about one thousand seven hundred
feet above sca level, I think. 1It's not
much, and you don’t notice it in the train,
because it’s naevery gradual rise. The
country appears to te flat all the way aloung.
And as the trip is seven hundred and four
miles, you can het we're all jolly pleased
to be on solid ground again, 1'd rather
be on a ship any day in preference to a
train.

On the whole, the railway ie pretty good.
considering the nature of the country. I
could give the railway officials a few tips
on management, but 1 don't supposc they'd
take any notice of me, so I'll save my
breath. And there's no alternative route,
anyhow. Strictly speaking, we ought to be
{Qllg pleased’ that there's a railway of any
ind.

_When we started out from Lagos it was
like pandemonium let loose. The station
Was absolutely packed with ratives, crowd-
g about in the most fearful confusion,.
€verybody as excited as though the world
was coming to an end.

b And it secmed to me that every passeénger
ad brought aunts and uncles and sisters
‘;{'ﬂl brothers and evcry otlier Kkind of rela-
u"-e to see him off. To appreciate these natives
. oroughly, you nced to be at one of these
V1gerian railway stations when a train s
gomg to start!

Y€ never known siuch din and eanfusion.

The railway officials couldn't do a thing, and

. In this week’s letter Reggie tells us that the party has only-just arrived :
: in Kano. The description of the journey from Lagos occupies most of the
: letter, but we are promised a more complete account of Kano next week.
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I wondered if the train_would cver get
start. You see, the clerks and the other
employees arc natives themselves, and you
can imagine the result,

And, mind you, this scene has been re-
Feated at every blessed stop on the way—
until poor old Jack and {1 thought we'd
rather get out and walk. Dorrie took it all
very culmly, because he's used to this sort
of thing, but Jack’s father has had an
awful time, what with the heat and the
jolting and all the other discomforts. As
for Umlosi, the lazy old beggar has been
aslcep most oi the timd |

We've all been tremendousty impressed by
the possibilitics. At cvery point on this
journey we’ve noticed the wonderful nature
of the country, and it’s my belief that
Nigeria will one day become one of the
most important tropical countlies. It is
rich beyoml all estimate—rich in natural re-
sources of every kind.

In the train, we passed throngh great
belts of coconut palmsz and oil palms, these
gradually giving place to tropical forests as
we came up country. DBut during the final
part of our trip the for:st land has been
practically left behind, and we'vd mostly
scen acacia bush. .

And here we are in Kano, at the end of
the line. From now onwards we shail travel
on foot—with the kind assistance of camels.
We shall scon be leaving civilisation right
behind us, for Kano is an kind of outpost,
a frontier city on the edge of the desert.
And Jack and I are rather looking forward
to the real exploration trip,” which will socn
begin. _

But we shall probably be here for a few
days, so [ shall have heaps of opportunities
for writing. Kano is a wonderfully ancient
city, and it stands o1 a great plain of
cultivated bush land. T

But I'll tell you more about this in my
ncxt despateh—when [ intend to fully de-
scribe this really astonishing city of mud.

All well—hope you're the same, Oh, by
the way, don't forget to send a copy of
the good old *“Mag.” along weekly to
Winnie—my sister, you know. She’ll be
awfully cut up if she deesn’t get It.

Your affectionate chum. REGGIE.
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1'S Jolly hot, guv'nor!”

Splinter and his famous masler,

Tracket Grim, were hittiug the trall.

As a matter of fact, they were spend-

ing the week-end in Texas, and everybody
in_ (hat neighbourhood hits the trail.

The great incriminator and his young as
sistant had been hitting the trail ever since
nine o‘clock that morning, and they were
jolly hot. The terrific heat of the Western
sun was streaming down upon their Stetson
hats. The great “arm winds of the prairies
were sweeping across them, and the sand
wits rising in clouds.

Splinter and his master were riding
bronchos, as horses are termed in the wild
West., Often the bronchos stood on their
hind legs and waved thelr f[ore-feet in the
air.  But Grim and Splinter did not care.
They were used to any kind of horse, and
were not in the least nervous.

“ Splinter,” replied Grim, as the two reined
up under a banana tree, “the heat is
caused by the rays of the sun. It is quite
a usual phenowenon in these parts of the
world.”

“Is that s0?” returned the Ind. ¢ What
a wonderful knowledge you must have.”

Grim nodded assent in hiz modest way.
atd begun to consult his map, which was
tled over his horse's cars. It was. his ideu
to ride to Honkville, Honk, U.S.A,, before
nightfall. And he knes that it was o
journey of over six hundred miles.
would have to travel fast, iwndecd,
were not to be late.

““We must move on, Splinter,” he said.
“We must follow the trail that I see shining
through the rocks.”

No one but a trained observer could have
rpotted the trail, for it was entirely hidden
Ly rough crags and bits of stone. It was
also overgrown by grass and in places weeds,

They
if they

o TRACKETT GRIM
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THE TERROR OF

TEXAS !

A Terrific Tale of Terrible Trials

on the Trail of Ten-Shooter Ted,

introducing Trackett Grim and
Splinter.

By
E. O. HANDFORTH

—

But Girim was never at fault. He spurred
on his mount, anl Splinter followed al his
side.

They had not progressed more than ‘fly
miles when Grim suddenty pulled his broncho
to a standstill.

“Halt!” he whispered. “1 scent danger.
Look at that objcet coming along the trail.”

Splinter lgoked, and he saw some vchicle
oun  wheels approaching. It looked like a
coach, and wus drawn by four big horses.
There was someone on the box-scat who
appeared to be helding reins in his hand.
At once Splinter deduced fhat he was the
driver.

“It is the stage coach,” Grim announced.

I suspect that it will carry passengera
and mails.”
Almost before the words had left his

mouthh the coach came rattling by them.
And at that very instant ive mounted men
rode out from ULehind bushes at Lhe side of
the road.

Each cne wore a mask over his face, and
presented a levelled revolver at the driver
of the coach.

“ Hands up!”’ cricd their leader, a huge
man with a bushy beard.

At once the driver threw up his hands,
and the horses came to a stop. The coach
swaved from-side to side in & menacing maa-
yer, and then came to a stop, too.

From the door stepped a well-dressed man
in evening-dress.

“Hands up, Mr. Samuelstein!” cried the
[eader of the bushrangers, as robbers are
called out West.

“ Mercy on me!” cried the passenger, fall- -
ing on to his Kkneecs

“ That is Samuel S. Samuelslein?!” mut-
tered Grim, through his set tecth. ¢ {
wonder why he is dolog this. Walch,
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gplinter.
in these parts,

Three of the bushrabngers now covered the
nillionaire with their guns, while the other
two went rapidly through his pockets.
and Splinter watched cagerly.

“Ah, Grim observed, ‘these quaint per-
formances are most interesting—very.”

By this time the robbers had tiaken all
Samuclatein’s money, and they now ap-
proached Grim and the !ad.

“ Excuse me,” sald the chief. ‘My pame
is Ten-Shooter Ted. 1 hope you have e¢n-
joyed my little performance. Perhaps you
can spare a few coppers for me,”

“ Certainly,” Grim replied. “It has been
most enjoyable. 1 have only fivepence In

coppers—"’
“Silver and gold will do, my dear sir,”
went on the Terror of Texas.

“0Oh, if you dono't mind,” QArim said.
was afraid it might bother you.

He produced his wallet and counted out
all the money he had, and handed it to
Ten-Shooter Ted. Grim Was a very generous
man, and nobody loved a bit of amusement
better than he did.

Ten-Shooter Ted thanked him politery, and
then pointed his gun at the driver of the
conch. He pressed tLhe trigger, and the
driver fell to the ground. lle had Yeen shot
through one of hls filnger-nails. Then, with
a langh and a wave of his hand, the bush-
ranger rode off, followed by his band.

Grim blew a kiss to the gang, and then
felt a tap on his shoulder. 1t was Mr.
Samuelstein.

“Vot vos you doing—yes?? growled lhe

1

v
e 2
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I expect this Is a wusual custom )

Grim’

A
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financier., “I hal been robbed—mno! | am
ruined! Hem! Vy haf you led them goi”

In a moment Grim was his calm self again.

“What's that?- he ejaculated. Do you
mean to say those fellows have stolen some-
thing from you.”

“Yes'!” crled the other. *‘Pey are bush.
rangers! They have stolen all my moneys!”

‘““Great jumps!” Grim chovted. “And 1
never suspected t!”

At that moment the driver of the coach
came up to Grim and touched the brim of
his sombrero. H¢ had quite recovered from
his fatal] wound, and a new fAnger-nall had
quickly grown, for they do things very
quickly out West,

““We've been sure held up some! Yep:!”
he said. in his countrified voice. “I guess
our old pal here has sure lost hls dope.
Yep!”

- “Id is monstrous'!” roared Samuelstein.
“*Shall I never see my moncys again?”

““You shall, sir!”’ Grim interrupted in
nnging voice., ‘““For I myself will get it
back for you! I am the greatest inerimina-
tor in the world, and I wlll] see that you
recover your gold!”

“Put it thar!” shouted the
“You're sure a real white man, bo!”

Grim shook the rugged hand, and nodded to
Samuelstein, who chmhbhed back Into the
coach. Then, followed by Splinter, Grim
set out on the hard, bard trail.

It was the higgest task he had ever faced.
He meant to capture the gang of bush.
rangers single-handed. If he could not do
that, hc would capture them double-handed.
And if that failed, perhaps he
would capture themm red-
handed.

Who conld teil?

Anyway, the first thing to
do, as Grim knew, was to hike
along the trail. He therefore
tied up the two horses to a
trce, and set off afoot.

Taking out hls pocket-tele-
scope, he carefully spat on his
handkerchief and cleaned up
the mouthpiece. Then, with
the instrument focused on the
trail, he dashed along, Splin-
ter at his heels, occasionally
whooping like a cowbhoy.

driver,

The trail ran along a winl-
ing path, very badly paved.
At times they would run

throngh a little township, and
at other times they had to
swiin across a river.

Once they came to a railway.
The signalman was just about

‘** Hande up, Mr. Samuelstein ! '’ cried the leader
of the buehrangers, as robbers are called out West.

1 to shut the gates of the level-
crossing over which the trail
led. And as Grim and his
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‘he had stolen fell out of hia pockets.
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assistant reached the spot the
gates banged’ in their facex.

But Grim was not defeated.
With a panther-like spring, he
vaulted clean over the gates.
And Splinter, in a desperale
eifort to do the same, slippe:l
and fell on to the lne in a
crumpled heap. At that very
moment the Continenta! ex-
press began to thunder by!

Without a second’'s hesita-
tion, Grim vaulted back to the
line. Would he be in time to
gave Splinter? The huge
engine was blowing clouds of
steam and sparks into his face.
But Grim did not care. lle
threw himsell at the form of
the prostrate lad. Hix strong
arms lifted him clear.

saved !

Splinter was saved. (Grim
tenderly carried him to  the
signal-box. The train had

drawn up and the passengers

‘With the telescope focused on] the trall, Qrim
dashed along, Splinter at his heele whooping like
a cowboy.

gave him three cheers.

Then. with a word to the kind old signal-
man, Grim set ofl once tnore across the lone
trail to the Wild West. The tracks of Ten-
Shooter Ted were still visible to him thirouzh
the telescope. His sharp eyves picked them
out from among the stunted bushes and
rugged rocks of the vast prairie.

By this time night lhad fallen.
it was quite dark. DBut Grim
reached the end of the trail.

Right alhead he saw a little cottage where
a light burnt in th: window. e approached
it carelully. Then, sitting in front of the
door, he saw a big fligure. It was Ten-
Shooter Ted, the Terror of Texas!

Grim thought of the money the bush-
ranger had stolen. and steeled himself to
the task ahead. He hated having to hurt
a man, but, after all, there was justice to
be thought of.

So, with a shout, Grim hurled himself on
Ted. He raised his hand and gave the
Terror a resounding smack on the face.
Desperate measures wer2 indeed e¢alled for.
Ted was no sportsman. MHe pulled Grim
by the nose. and then completely forgot him-
self, and tickled the incriminator under his
armpits.

This brutal action was
could stand. In a second (rim pulled out
his handkerchief and Knotted one corner.
Then, whirling it above him. he brought the
hard knot down with all his foree upon the
unprotected head of Ten-Shooter Ted'

The Terror fell like a log and the money
Grim
stooped and collected it. Thera were no
less than three half-crowns and several loose
bhall-pennies. - A3 Grim  collected the last
co:n of this vast. hoard, he heard a shout

In fact,
had now

more than QGrim

from.the cottage., and saw the rest of the
gang tearing towards him.

What could he do? There was nol a
moment to lose!

Ah! Ten-Shoote~ Ted had left his broncho
tethered to a tree. Grimn leapt on the
animal’s back, swiftly cutting the head rope
with his cigar-cutter, without which he never
went far. ;

Then out into the night he rode—with
Mr. Samuelstein’s fortune in his pocket.

But Grim's work was not vet finished.

. He had still to -colleet Splinter. So he
urged on his tired steet]l towards the signal-
box where he had left the lad.

At last the signal-box hove in sight. Grim
rode straight up to it, and with a soothing
word to his broncho, clattered up the
wooden stairs.

On a chair by the signalman Splinter sat,
dozing.

Ilis left car was in splints, he had a
bandage over his nose, his arms were Doth
in slings, and his legs stuck out sliffly.
But at a word from his master he leapt
to his fect, all his injuries forgotten.

Grim lifted him on to his shoulder and
carricd him tenderly down to his waiting
horse. Then the two bade good-bye to the
sianalman. Grim leapt into the saddle, and
off once more he sct.

As dawn was breaking he cantered down
the main street of Honkville, Honk, U.S.A.
He went straight t¢ the police-station and
explained what had happened. Then he
went to bed and slept soundly. Later that
day Splinter had quite recovered, and
that evening Mr. Samuelstein came also and
received the stolen money. .

Once more Grim had outwitted the
cleverest thiel in the world!



(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

4—SEA ROLLERS:
SQUEAK.

NE of the most curious and dangerous
coasts in the world is that of
Guiana. Although there are. no
rocks, il Is one of the most terrible

consts to be wrecke:l on. A vease]l could
be driven ashore there and broken to pieces,
r-hilie from the masthead you couldn’t sce
and. :

Il the shipwrecked sailors took to the
boats, those boats wonld either be zmashed
up by the awful rollers, or e¢lse they would
drift for leagues without finding land, for
they would get entangled In the mangrove
swamps,

This thousand miles of coast, lying
between the mouths of the Orinoco and the
mouths of the Amazon, has been forined by
the silt brought down by those two big
rivers, and so it i3 low and swampy, but
extraordinarily fertile where it has been re-
claimed from the sea.

The water there Is thick and dirty, like

A NARROW

soip, of a reddish brown colour. That 13
owing to the shoals. And these shoals cause
the rollers which make that coast so

dangcerous—the most terrible rollers in the
worid almost.

My yacht, The Wanderer, got on to one of
these shoals the first time we sailed thosc
waters, Of course, we were all unacquainted
with them. We found ourselves suddenly
among these rollers, which stood up high
and steep like walls of water, and then
eame erashing down and rushed along with
tremendous force and speed.

It was touch-and-go for a minute or two,
And the ship was jerked and pitched about,
driven forwards and backwards in the mest
hew:hloring fashion. We heard afterwanls

:ll‘;?talman}' vessels had com€ to grief on that

This Week's
Josh

{
L By CUTTLE
(The Porter)
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No. 4.—DOWN WITH HOLIDAYS.
O KS was thinking and talking a ;ut

about holidays. YWhy was they
talking a lot about heolidays? Ask
me. Because they don’t like work.
Nobody likes work these days. Al they
thinks about was enjoying of themselves.

When they works they only pretends to o
it, and the one thing they think of was
how scon they can gel away from il. Their
eyes was always on the clock. To find
anybody who does work for the love of il
wWas as rare as a miracle.

What 1 says was that there was too much
holiday spirit about, and that it interfercs
with work being properly done. 1t was all
moonshine to say as how [nlks need [requent
holidays, and long holidays, because of what
they call the pressure of modern life.

What about these ’'cre boys? Ask :ne.
Holidays was bac«d for ’em, 1 reckons. Keep
the young varmints at work was my motto
—then they won’'t get up to no mischief.
And as for going home at Christmas ior
two or three weeks, and at Baster for two
or three weeks, and in the summer for two
or three MONTHS—why, blow me, the young
‘uns never gets down to any real work at
all!

And was they working when they was at
school? Ask me. They was not! Being
at sehooel was play-—and if I had my way,
these ‘ere schools would be more like
prisons. |

The youngsters won't come to no good
with all these ‘’er2 -holidays, and sych.
Come to that, it’s just the same with
grown-up folks. I don't see no signs of
nobody sufferin® much from pressure; they
don't work hard enough for that. Why, our
forefathers did four times as much work 2as
we do. and they weren't always a-wanting
holidays. But when they did get one, they
enjoyed it more'n we do. We're a lazy
crowd in these 'ere modern days,
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FELIX, BLACKROCE, IRELAND: I regard

the insults at the beginning of your
letter with anmmusement, becatse every-
body knows I'm not a bully or a cen-
ceited ass. ] won't repeat what yon
say because 1 haven’t the space. = |
shall have to speak to Mr. Lee about
calling our Editor Nipper instead of Dick
Hamilton. 1 quite agree with your own
remarks, and perhaps something can he
done. No, I haven’t the [aintest idea
which contribution you mean—the one
vou don‘t like. You say it's N.G., and
1I'm completely baffled—~a most unusual
thing for me, as you'll readily under-
stand.

PAMELA, CHELSEA: 1 must say you scem

DK,

-

_help themselves.

jolly inqulsitive—but that’s not surpris-
ing, because you're n girl. But here are
mmy answers to your questions: 1. Your
writing is—well, as you're a young lady.
I've got to be polite. It's wonderful.
2. No, certainly not. I bhaven't got
pimples on my nose, and never have
had. 3. Of course I know E. 0. H. 1
should think I know myself, I suppose?
4. T think of the Trackett Grim plots
by sheer concentration—by bringing all
my brain power into play and working
out the intricate deductions inch by
imch to the very end of eaell mystery.
6. I got vour letter by, the first post.
Well, there aren't any more questions
to answer, and as for the reat of vour
letter, 1 heartily ngree that Irene's
pretty, and that ITandforth is—oh, well,
I don’t want to say I'm handsome, do
J? By .the way, what do those two
crosses mean underneath your signature?
A3 for your P.S., 1 certainly don't he-
lieve in bullies and nose-punching. And
I haven't the faintest ldea who the
portrait is meant to be on the back of
your letter. Perhaps it's yourself?

HAMMERSMITH: No, Handforth
And Church and MecClure can't

Aod they print my
Trackett Grim stories in the Mag. be-

isn’t.

-

CYNTILIA,

MAG MAD, UPPER

EPLY roYOURS
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Correspondence Answered
by UNCLE EDWARD
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cause these varns are the best contribu-
tions o. all. And it’s like your nervo
to call yourself my nephew. You know
jolly well I'm not your real uncle.

GRAVESEND: Congratulations
on your neat, well-written letter. No,
I don't think Fellowe's father is a poct.
If he was, Clarence’s efforts would be
more like poetry, and less like piflle.
llow on earth can you think he's clever?
Glad you like Nipper. Yes, he's a
pretty good skipper, although I know
a chap who'd be a better one. Yes,
I've certainly got a vivid imagination,
as vyvou've noticed, and it was like
Archie’s cheek to finish that Cunning
Carl story of mine, some time ago. My
description is as follows: tall, well-
built, strong, determined features, curly
brown hair, and steely grey eyes. Good-
ness knows why my minor came (o St.
Frank's—I pever asked for him! No
wonder you ask! Jack Grey lives wilh
his father when he's on heliday, at Sir
Crawford’s mansion, Grey Towers, Berk.
shire. Timothy Tucker i3 as safe as
houses—he’s only a bit soft, you know,
Thanks awfully for your lJove. I'm
quite cmbarrassed, and [ hope Ircne

doesn't sce this.

HOLLOWAY: Your
letter is just as nicely written as
Cynthia’s, and if Mr. Crowell saw it he'd
give you full marks. Yes. I'll het
Marjorie D., of Gravesend, iz a jolly
nice girl, as you suggest. I'll bet you
are, too, and it's nice of you to call
me “Ted dear.” I'm glad you think
tne same as Marjorie D about the Mag,
and that Reggic Pitt is the nicest boy
in St. Frank’s. Reggie will be pleased.
From your handwriting, I read that your
character is a wonderful one. You are
neat, painstaking, and highly Intelligent,
and it goes without saying that you're
pretty. ['ve given vour love to Reguie
and the others, and I've told Archie
what you say about that idiotic story ol
his. I'm disappointed you liked his
better than mine—but you're quite
right to be candid. You needn’t sym-
pathise with Church and McClure—they
have a fine time, really. Yes, I think

. Irene likes me a bit—anyhow, she's got

more sense than to make friends wilh
the others. I mean special friends, of
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I'm afrald I can’t publish Pitt's
for the Editor to

course.
photograph—tbat’s
decide,
.. LIVERPOOL: No wonder you can't
answer that question of yours. Wh
does a wasp sit down to bave jts tea
Whoever heard of such a thing? You
know as well as I do that wasps don’t
drink (ea. .
TIIUR D., LOWER MITCHAM: It's like
your cheek to say I've got swelled head.
Bragging Is the one thing I detestv. As
for my ventriloguism, I'll take it up
again when I choose, without any advice
from you. No offence, of course, but 1
never stand anf rot, as you know. It's
a good suggestion of yours that I should
join Sexton Blake, but I don't tbink
I'll do it. I mean to start entirely on
my own laser on, with Church ard
McClure as assistants. '
RUNNACLES, BRIXTON:
Thanks for your nice letter. Sorry to hear
that your dog’s hair is coming out. No,
I don’t think you'd better gently stew
him for an hour, as this might seriously
affect his heallh. You can't do better
than give him a bath, and add half a
dozen ‘uvbes of liquid glue to the water.
As for E. O. Handforth—yes, I know him.
A chap always knows himself, doesn't
he? I'm tall and well-built, with curiy
brown hair, and steely blue eyes. I'd
like to koow the person ‘who told you I

was ugly. Thanks for not believing it—
aud thanks for all your other mnice
remarks

CROWELL TIIE 2nd, NORTHAY: Nipper is

CYRIL MUNCEKTON,
Your postcard bucked me up wonder-

a nickname, and everybody knows that
our Editor was really christened Dick
Hamilton. But he's beem known as
Nipper so long that the name naturally
sticks Lc him. I don't think there’s room
in the Mag. for us to publish our readers’
letters Isn't it good enmough for me
to answer? Glad to hear you'll write

again soon.
FINSBURY PARK:

fully, because it arrived just when I was
s‘tnrtlng another Trackett Grim story.
Glad you think these yarns are fine.
{ course, when you call them funny,
that’s just your little joke.

DORIS M. It was jolly nice of you to write

FRANK VOCE,

L g

such a cheery letter. Yes, I've
sister, aud her name’s Ena. She’s about
14, and comes between Willy and me.
In fact, she's always coming between us
when we're at home! She’s very hand-
some, and good-looking—just like me, in
!uct,_. But she tries to boss me, and it
won t work. Irene Manners is gloriously
Pretty, with [air hair and wonderful

blue eyes. Doris Berkeley Is dark, with
rown eyes.

thanks awfully
Jr.,

got a

for your good wishes.
LIVERPOOL: Nipper's

gIven your letter to me to answer. All

Tight, the- - be plenty of stories about

IIARRY

So glad you like them, and

Handforth. In fact, I'm always in every
st«ory.t They wouldn’'t be any good if [
wasn't.

FRANK P!, BRADFORD: So you've been a

regular reader for three years? That's
the stuff to give 'em! Thanks muehly
for your appreciation—but it's all rot to
say that Archle Is your favourite char-
acter! That fathead? |He's a bit
touched, if you ask me, my son. Still,
I expeet there’ll be some more storles
:I‘]pecially about bim one of these fine
ays.

ANNIE SKERRATT, BLACKPOOL: Do I

think Handforth Is funny? Certainly
not! I don't like to contradict a young
lady, but llandforth Is the most serious
chap at 8t. Frank’'s. And I'm not
‘‘gone ”” on anybody, either! The idea!
Yes, I hope Miss Irene does like me as
much as I' like her. I've asked Hand-
forth to write some more Trackett Grim
stories, and be says he will. Ip fact,
I'm in the middle of getting the pext
plot even now.

VIOLET DOBIE, EASTBOURNE: Of course

I won’t get wild at what you put in
your letter. In fact, I think your leiter
is wonderfully clever, considering that
you're only twelve years old. My hat!
You seem to be a regular scorcher [for
boys' games, Miss Vi! As for being
cross with you for writing that little
play, I'm not such a rotter as all that.
I think it's great. And I'll give it to
Nipper at once, and next week I'll give
you another ‘‘reply »” on this page. and
tell you what he thinks of it. How's
that? You see how broad-minded I am
—because that play is really a bit of
a nerve, now I come to read it again.
Jolly persopal, I mean. By the way,
what are the twelve crosses at the
bottom of your letter, and why .do you
tell me not to go red? Glve my regarde
to Ilarry and your other five brothers.
DOBIE, EASTBOURNE: llallo,
Harry, old son! Only ten years old.,
and a recader for two years, eh? You're
a young marvel—that’s what you :re.
But it's like your cheek to say vyou
were disgusted because 1 edited the
Mag. I just put it down to your ex.
treme youth, my lad. 1 give Willy
money to keep the young beggar quiet.
Trackett Grim lives in London—at No. 10,
Baker’s 'nn Road. Your little puzzle is
just as clever as your sister’s play, and
Il show it to Nipper—and give you his
opirion next week on this page. ook
cout for your name. Willy sends bis kind
regards.

MISS I. COLLINS, PORTSLADE: It's ripping

of you to praise the Mag. so hig‘hly. and
thanks for all your nice .remarks. . You
don‘t think I'll ever make an author,
because I'm really a humorist? You siily
ass—— Oh, sorry! 1 forgdt you were a
pirl! But I forgive you, and we’ll be
good fricnds, ch?



Our Weelly
| Speech
By TUBBS, the Page-boy.
No. 4~MY GOOD DEEDS!

HEY say as ‘ow these 'ere Boy
Scouts does a good deed every day.

What are they
An’ you
last of their doin’s.  Dut

What about a bloke in my
allus doin' good dccd {en
Do | get praised an’ thankcd
for the good things I does?

Not ‘arf 1 don’t! It's about time I
opcned my mouth an' told the truth abou?
- this 'ere subject!  I'm doin® nothin® but
good deeds Trom mornin® till night, an’ week
in an’ week out, an® 1 never gets so much
as o word o° thanks!

Why, only l'ast week Master Little gave
me a bob to buy 'im a dozen tarts. They
was rare femptin’, an® so 1 scoffed three
of ‘em—not because 1 was "ungry, but just
to do Master Little a good turn,

'E's teo Tat, is Master Little, as every-
hody knows.  An' if I could stop 'im eatin’
thiee tarts, 1 reckoned I was performin® a
good deed. Butl you should ‘ave ’eard the
way Master Little carried on!  Fair jumped
mown my treet, ‘¢ did, like as though I'd
heenn a thied!

Aun’ then there was Master Chambers, 'E
save me o Uie to clean ’is bike, an’ vou
never s such o fine job as 1 done, either.
1 made thit BiKke z2s clean as a new pin,
vou couvld see yoursell in it., The
andle-bars was all spotied with rust, :o
what did T do? Why, T took emery-paper
an’ rubbed "em until they was all burnished.

An’ then comes Master Chambers, a-ravin’

Suepposin® they do?

]im Scouts for, anvhow?
Lever ‘cars the
what ahout me?
posilion, who's
fimes a day?

\jh

hke "¢ was mad. Jast because I done 'im
a zood turn hke that! "E said I'd took
all the plate efl, or some such silly notion,
an’ "¢ Kicked e out o' the bicyvele-shed.

It ain’t as if these are rare cases. I8z
allus the spme. No matter what 1 do,
there's gen'raliy somchody to jump on me,

an’ make out gs 1'm no more good on this
carth than o hingeet. I shall stop doin’
these 'ere goud decds, an® then 1 can’t get
no blime. - ;

Tangled Tosh - B TimothyTucker

No. 4.—THE PHILOSOPHIC MIND.

ARWINISM is an excellent example of
the extent to which a chimera may
exert a too preponderant influence
over the susceptible intellectual

faculties of the philosophic mind. The

philosophic mind is fu)l of involutions, and
still more of convolutions. And {this

INVYVOLUTED AND CONVYOLUTED MIND
clevates its cevebrows and corkscrews its
lips in ineffable disdain at the obviousncss

of the thusnesses. That which can  be
casily understanded of the people is not
worlh being understood by anybody. Only

the csoteric and the ethereal is worthy of
the concentration of super-minds.
Now, comrades, the philosophic
which is our subject,
LXPERIENCES COMPLEXES AND FEELS
URGES
which Impel it on and ever on towards 1is

mind,

ever-receding  goal. And  bhere 1 speak
feelingly.  What is its goal—the goal of

the phrlosophic mind, my comrades? On
thalt point it is in a slate of abysmal
ianorance. 1t doesn’t know whether it has
ot any goal or not, and it doesn’t care.
What are goals to it? It doesn’t play foot-
ball. But it does play games. Queer games,
ingenious games, word-spinning games, cob-
web-weaving games, which cunfusc and de-
ceive both plavers and onlookers., And all
il carcs about is the game—not the finish
or the prize. It dclights in pbantasms, and
lives in
A WORLD OF PHANTASMAGORIA.

And if any cnmrade contradicts me in
these philtosophic reflections, 1 denounce
him as one who casts upon my argumecats
the evil shadow of an anti-peristatis. 1le
denies my  deductions from the exalted
logic, but I take leave to inform him that
{Iht¢ conflux of his arzument does not sub-
tend the analogy of his case.
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MONDAY.—Did

note a mighly change in
the spirit and tempers of all the fellows,
and indeed of cverybody else, with the
coming of real summer weather. Verily,
sunshine hath a potent charm. To King
Sol we owe everything. Yet, withal, too
much heat or light from the sun is not
«00d. I do contess that extreme warmth
hath a killing effect upon me. Class-
room grind becomelh a misery.

TUESDAY.—The zest of certain fecllows for

food and sport, despite the heat, doth
anmize me, and amuse me “also. AsS
trenchermen, they are as valiant as cver.
And at cricket they arc no less active
and energetic than they were at foot-
ball. I have it in me to envy them their
prowess in these mwatters. With little
appetite for food these sultry days, ana
mighty little for sport, 1 do scem to bhe
a miscrable creature. Clothing doth give
me some trouble, too. To be content, I
must be decently clothed; and to Dbe
clothed to my liking doth hring discon-
fort. Fell to cnvying Somerton again,
and sorely tempted to follow his
example. That ill-dresscd youth
remindeth me of that other duke, who,
when remonstrated with by [riends at
home on the shabbiness of his apparel,
said: “ What doth it matter? Everybody
knoweth me.” And when abroad:
“What doth it matter? Noboay
knoweth me.” A wise man, methinks,

WEDNESDAY.—I to Little Side. Spectator

at cricket, to my great content. Some
good play there was. Did (all into a
Teverie, pondering people's fondness ivr
hall games.  Balls at cricket; balls at
tennis; bLalls at golf; Dalls on the
howling-green: balls at billiards; base.
ball; foothall; children’s ball games.
€rily much time and wouney and energy

spent upon balls, which scemn to
Appeal to some universal instinet. Doth

'

-caper ab the annual flower show.

not the key to the mystcry consist i
the fact that men and women are bLut
grown-up children? A right merry cven-
ing, for I to Bannington with a number
of other fellows, where we did revel ana
The
flowers did intercst mc little, but the
dancing and fircworks pleased me won-
drous well. Home, light In pocket, but
no matter.

THURSDAY.—Much affrighted by sounds in

the night. Did awaken, disturbed, hear-
ing strange nolses, like unto grinding.
Did think that burglars were breaking
in, and I lay abed, wondecring Jiow best I
could alarmm the household without
attracting the wrath of the miscreant
vpon mysclf. Did finally steal out or
bed, and to my disgust the alarm proved
to be but a false one. For jt was paught
but Fatty Liitle himself, sitting up in
bed, munching biscuits. I did remon-
strate, and urged the foollsh youth to
desist. The which be promised to do——
but not until his supply had become
exhausted.

FRIDAY.—1 do find my resources perllously

Jow. Twice to Bannington this weck,
and tbhe money doth flow from my
pockets right ama:zingly, with little o
sece for the expenditure. To move out
of the school grounds doth mecan- to
reduec onc's capital. And when one's.
cash halb gone, it but remaineth that
one stay at home. 'Tis best to be philo-
sophic at such times, and seek pleasuro
with a borrowed story book.

SATURDAY.—0On a review of the week, I

do flatter mysel! that I have made good
proliress in my studies. Have had no
strifes or contentlons; on a pleasant
footing with everybody—my own self
included. An cmptly pocket the fly in the
ointment; but this a mendable {fault.
And so to the weck-cnd peace,



Oow it
Dandies of the great school of St.
Frank’s, one Sir Montic Tregellis-
West, to wit, travelling from the

town back to the school on his cycle, was

rudely accosted by the Village Lout known

chanced that one of the

N

as Lumpy Bill, who dld assail him wlith
Violent Laughter as one of the ldle Rich,
and did make Rude Mock of Sir Montie's
immaculate neck-wear  and his Spotless
Linen. And he did also jest muchly at the
Youlhful Baronet's

PRICELESS CYCLING TOGS.

And Lumpy Bill was on this occasion by
himself, whereas usually he was in compuany
of a gang of Like Rufllans. Sir Montie he
took to be what he called a Soft Mug.
For he was n Great Swell, proud of his
Neckties and Waistcoats, and [cllows of that
sort were ulways Milksops. So he gave
Free Rein to his Coarse Tongue, and did
let loose on Sir Montie an avalanche of
. Scurrllous and Unpleasant Chat. And, be-
hold, perceiving that the Lout was alone,
the Swell dismounted from his cycle and

SQUARED UP TO LUMPY BILL.

And he did ask him, with Sinister Com-
posure, if his vile abuse was addressed to
him—Sir Montie. To which the Boor re-
plied that it Bloomin' Well Was. Where-
upon Sir Montie did ask him if he were
trying to provoke a fight. And Lumpy Bill
did Laugh Unplcasantly, and did say that
Swells of his sort didn’t know how to fight.
At which Sir Montie’s fist did Shoot Out
suddenly, apd deliver a Hefty Blow in the
Lout's fance, which sent him Staggering.
Recovering- from his surprise, the Lout
Jurched forward with the intention of de-
livering whnt he called a8 Swipe on the
Swell's nose.  But when his fist reached

By EDGAR SOPP, of the Fifth.

No 20. THE FABLE OF THE SWELL
AND THE LOUT.

the place the Swell’s nose was not there,
and losing his balance the Village Ruffian

PLUNGED HEADLONG TO TUE GROUND.

Then, bebold, the Smiling Swell did ask
him ‘pleasantly if he had had cnough. To
which the Lout's answer was a Forward
Rush, and a throwing of his arms round
Sir Montie's waist. A tense struggle en-
sued, lasting some seconds, and then the
Swell was IFree, and began to raln Heavy
EBlows on the Lout’'s head and face—having,
in fact, secured the said face and head in
Chancery. At first disposed to be Mild and
Gentle, he was now possessed by a Fierce
Anger, and did Pecpper the Hooligan un.
mercifully and unceasingly until he Howled
for Mercy. To which Sir Montic did reply
that the Frightful Bounder must

SUE FOR MERCY ON IIS KNEES.

lo! the Lout did so. And he did
express his Sorrow in most Humble and
Abject words, and did Vow that never
again would he Insult the Young Gentle-
man, or any other of the Young Gentlemnen
of St. Frank's. Whereupon Sir Montie did
releasc him and let him go, and he Slunk
olf, not without e¢jecting More Venom when
he had got what he considercd a Bafe Dis-
tance away. And it came to pass that the
Swell eyed his once immaculate but new
disordered Clothes somewhat ruefully,. but
decided that the Damage done to his
Clothes was more than counterbalanced by
tﬁz_ﬁ damage which he had Inflicted on Lumpy
ill,

And,

MORAL: DON'T JUDGE A FELLOW'S
FIGUTING CAPABILITIES BY THE CLT
OF IS JIB,



YOURS for
FULL HUNTER Best
guality LEVER WATCH
ffered on Our Unheard

of Bargain Terms.

Gent’s full-size Full Hunter Watceh, .
heavy nrckel.silver.intshedcase with double hack, pere.
rectly made dust and damp-proof. Fully mnterchanges
able Lever movement, fitted with all Jatest improves .
ments > Geld inedalsy earefully timed and testel,
Fully cuaranteed for 3 years,
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RACING!

This is T.T. week -the week

when the big Tourist Trophy

Motor-Cycle Races “are taking
place in the Isle ol Man.

DON'T MISS READING

“ Telford for the T.T.”

the great long complete motor-

cycle racing yarn which is only

one of six splendid story [eatures
in this week'’s

BOYS' REALM

Now onSale. Price 2d. Everywhere
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FREE to - pocket Dauble

Curb Albert FREE
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N¥o sure are we Lhat you w:ll he
inore than satisfied, that we send
this Walch pust
pait upon receipt
ol 6d. only. Ailter
receiving wilch,:f
satixlicd, bualance
2/- on receipl and
3/- monthly untn
20/- 1% pa‘id. Cash
with order (or
4, balance within 7
/ days) 18/-. SNend
3 6d.to.ddy to:—

.- SIMPSONS LTD.,
Dept. 389, 94, Queen’'s
Rd., Brighton, Scssex.
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(MY GREAT OFFER)
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Y e R X T N :

I supply the linecst Coventry-
built cyclex from £5-5-0 cash
or 2¢1- weekly., Any cycle sent
( on 14 days’ approval,
packed free and carriage
ald, on receipt of amall
epomit. Write for free
barganin lists now. Ih‘

[

; !‘“,ﬂﬂl’i@h‘-‘.‘mrm'- Largest Cycle

smimniitigin Dealer, Dept. 24, COVENTRY

HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning succcss. Let the Girvan
Systcm incrcase your height. Seud
P.C. for particulars of our £100
uarantco to Enquiry Dept. A M.P.,
* 17,.Stroud Ureen Road, London, N.4.

ORDERS SENT BY POST

Rcaders should always be careful to include
their full name and addreas when sending
orders to advertirars, olherwine delay iu
delivery 1a ipevxitable. Also, unlems it i»s
defimitely stated otherwise in tho advertiss-
ments, money sent by post should always be
remitted by stamps If the amount is under
Srxpence. ror amoupts of Sixpence or over
use 2 J’0ostal Order, which ensures againat
posaible loas.

NEVER SEND COINS IN UNREGCIS-
TERED LETTERS.
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AGTION-PHOTO SUPPLEMENT

of famous Cricketers, measuring 1
inches wide by 10 inches deﬂ:;g, »

GIVEN WITH This Week’s PLUCK
Every Tuesday - — . _ 24,
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pay for our No. 400A
Mead " Mayrvel' —the finest cycle ever
offered on such  cxceptionally  Casa
ler'ms. Brilliantly -plated,  Fichly
cnamelled, hund -oan calours, Sent
packed free carnage paid, on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. ” Money refunded if
d:saatistied. - Old machines excinanged.
G bargauns in factory sotled mounts,
T'yrexandaccessories A3ipereent. below
shnp prices,” Write 70-21Y fur_testn
moniads and 1llustrated art catalogue.

is all you

e Cy-clc 'Compa_.ny {Inc.),
(Dept. B797) Birmingham

-

NERVOUS _ FEARS.

Ilow many people fear mecting others, travelling
in Trains, Trams, Tubes, or "DBuses, mixing n
Society, going “inlo a Hestavrant or of having
an¥thing sunportant to do. Such Nervous Fears
are rimLation to any man or woman’s chance of
stitecessin hte.* Iecoine Nesve-Strong, S<Iif-Confident,
Bright aund Happy by scnding immediately
penny stamps for parhcutars of. the Mento.-Nerve
Strepzthening Treatment, - GUARANTEDRD CURRE
OR- MONEY RLFUNDED. Godfry Llhott-Smmth,
JAd.. 543, Liperial Buildings, Ludgate Crren.,
London. E.C.47 -
MAQGQIC TRICKS, ctc.—Tarcels 27/6. 5/6. Ven.
triloguist’s Instrument, Invizible, Imitate Bardsx,
I'rice Gd.-cach,- § for-17/-—T1.-W, HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1.
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All applications {or Advertise-
ment Spaces 1n this publica-
tion should be addressed to
the Advertisement Manager,
THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street,
I.ondon, E.C.4.
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Yours for 3d, .o\ _

The "' Big Bea'' HKeyless Lever Watch
oa THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS
ever put before the British Public
by one of London's Oldest-Estab- /4
rder Houses. "9l ¥

== FHEE An absolutely §

5 Free Gift of
= aSo! dSilver English
= Hall-miarked  Double
= Alovert, with Seal

—

_“

s

i
Cur':; \.
: attached, L'.\
given Free with every Waich, =

=% Bpecification: Gent's I'ull. 3

zslze Keyless Lever Wutch, (N
= mproved action: fitted patent AR
ceco.d ~click, ~ preventing k?-\

brealkase of mainspring \-.
Sent on receipt of Q‘_‘
Y more. The balance t:}
"\
i ments of 2, ¢ach.
Send 3d: now to
{Dept. 87). =

by overwinding. .

10 Years’ Warranty. \S!

N - 3d. depos:t: alter @
Y. approval, send 18
' may Lhen be paid

{ ) by 9 mo:thly pay- C‘

' Cash refunded in @

full if dis-atised. @
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J. A. DAVIS & Co. 83

26 Denmark Hill, (&

London, S.E. 5. }§)
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DON’T BE . BULLIED
Special offer. Two Illus. Sample Les-
A sons ryom My Complete Course on
. JUJITSUfor i penny stampsora Largo
, 11lus. Portion.of Course for I'. (3. 3/6.
=" Jujitsu is the best & sim-
, Plest seienccof self-defence
gand altack cver invented.
& . Learntotakecare of your-

seifunderallcircumstances, SENDNOW—='YAWARA' -
{Dept. A.P.). 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

LADS WANTED NOW FOR AUSTRALIA

Aged 14 (0019,
Assisted passages,
do on armval FRREL
Write or call for full

awaiumg vou.—Chure
St’rcetl s-w.l-

A — -

Good health and character.
Advice how to go and what (o
from CHURCII ARMY:
articulars of opportuntticrs
Army, 25, Cockspnur
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