GRAND XMAS HOLIDAY SERIES BEGINS TO-DAY!
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

This week we publish the first of a series of three special Christmas
Holiday stories dealing with the Yuletide adventures of the Boys of St. Frank’s
and the Girls of the Moor View School. The curious predicament in which
our young friends find themselves on Christmas Eve, due to a prank of
Willy Handforth’s, is but the beginning of some unexpected developments
that will be disclosed in our next story, which you will be able to obtain
before Christmas Day. THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER L
A VERY SPECIAL OCCASION.

¢ Where are smoked

; ILLY HANDFORTH swayved dizzily,
“/ and shaded his eyes. :

my

glasses?”” he asked faintly.
“Ielp! I can’t stand a sight- like this all
in one go! Juicy, can you see it, too, or

is it only a vision?”

Juicy Lemon wisely made no comment,
but he grinned broadly. The two Third
Formers were standing in' the lobby of the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s. Willy was
clutching desperately at one of the ban-
misters of {he staircase. And Edward
Oswald Handforth, of the Remove, who had
suddenly appeared at the head of the stairs,
paused in his stride.

“Clear off, you cheeky fags!’" he said
severely, :

i matter of course.

““Is that the way to talk to your own
beloved brother?” asked Willy, with a re-
proachful air, ¢ Let’s have another look!
My eyes are getiing used to the strain
now—— By lingo! What a gorgeous .
sight !”? e

“Gorgeous isn’t the word!” agreed Juicy
firmly. :

Handforth continued hi: descent of the
stairs. Without any shadow of doubt, he
was splendid. His appearance, from his
glittering shoes to his shiny topper, was
immaculate in every degree. Never before
had his Etons been so well brushed—never
had his trousers possessed that perfect
crease—never had his linen been so dazzling.

As a general rule, Handforth was exceed-
ingly careless in his attire. Baggy trousers
were commonplace with him, and a small
detail like a crumpled collar was a mere
But this evening he



looked like a second edition of Archie Glen-
thorne. And Archie was famed far and wide
- as being the dressiest fellow in the Lower
School. Even Lord Pippinton, the new chap,
was unable to compete with Archie.
“Well, what are you staring

. at,?”
manded Handforth

“‘Ted, old man, you’re absolutely killing!"” |

said Wllly, in an awed voice. ¢ You're mar-
vellous! That erease! That spotless collar!
That wonderful tie! I've never seen any-
thing so ripping in a-. my life!”

Edward Oswald thawed considerably.

“Think I'm O.K. then?” he
- genially,

“My dear chap, it you go out like that
you’ll knock ’em all dead!” declared Wﬂly
“And you’d better not meet any girls,
either. 1It’ll be positively fatal. The poor
things won’t stand an earthly chance.
_ Could any ordinarily human girl resist such
a specimen of manly brilliance?”’ :
“Yes, I shall have to be pretty careful, ke
- admitted Handforth thoughtfully.
¢ Careful!’” echoed Willy.
earth’s the good of being careful? Ted, old

son, you’ve oot to be on your guard every |

second ! Once {he girls catch 51ght of you,

" they’ll make one -leap, . and it’ll be the

"finish of a promising young career!. They'll

simply eat you up“’ :
Handforth frowned. -

4 Tm willing to take the risk,” he said,
‘with a SprIClCﬂlS glance. “ 00k here,
Willy, if you’re trymg to pull my leg—

“What a thought!” interrupted Wllly,

horrified. “Have you ever known me to
indulge in that sort of wickedness? But,
I say' You might let a chap into the

secret! What’ a]l this dazzhno scintillation

for??

you ~can go and

Handforth tartly. ¢ Well,
I

eat eoke! You, too, Lemon ‘my lad!
don’t tell fags my. bu%meas‘ Not likely!”

Church and MecClura appeared at this
peint, and Chubby Heath had joined Willy
and Juicy. It was nearly tea-time, and the
majority of the fellows were in their studies,
juggling with tea- poss and tins .of sardines
and jars of jam, and such-like trifles.

But it seemed fairly obvious that the
chums of Study D were booked out some-
where. They would never have dressed
thmselves up &0 immaeunlately under
ordinary ecircumstances. For Chureh and
MeClure, although below the standard of
their redoubtable leader, were nevertheless
smart. Not that they satisfied Handforth.

¢“What did I tell you about that coﬂar
Church?” he demanded sternly.
go to a party in that thing! There’s a
spot of ink on one side, and a crumple on
the other! Go and change it!»
_ %0Oh, ratsf” said Church “It’s
enounh'”

“A party, eh?” said Willy reﬂectwely

clean §

don’t claim to be a second Ezra Quirke when Willy.

de-

asked

“tht on {

‘““You can’t-

e

_—we shan’t tell you anything!
- we're golng to

- t(}f"a !

| Handforth with a nod.
ing about your major?

% Yow'd like to know, wouldn't you?” said ' a few mistakes in my time, but he looks like

 blunder—it’s a calamity!

1f comes to =zazing into the future, but at

| & random guzss I should imagine that you're

booked for the Moor View School?® -
“Didn’t 1 tell you to bunk?? demanded
Handforth. “You needn’t hang about here
It’s likely
satlsfy your ".mqulsitive
curiosity! It’s likely we’ll tell you we’ve
been invited t0 a party by Irene & Co!*
“Awful!” said Willy, shocked. ¢ Why
should we know these things? An invitation
from Irene, ¢h? No wonder you look like
4 model in one of the latest tailoring lists!*”
“You—you——->° Handforth  paused,
breathing hard. By George!>> he went on.
*1 mloht have expected it You’re taking
advantawe of me because you‘kuow I can’d
slosh you' -1 daren’t do a thing in these
And how did you know we were going
to Irene’s party?? |
¢ 0Oh, buck up, Handy,” put in 1'bI\c(}Im'cﬁ:

“We don’t want to stop here, arguing with

these kids. We shall be late.
Pitt and most of the others
this time. Get a move on!”

Handforth started.

““Yes, by George, we shall have to move!”
he said briskly. “We can’t let those fat-
heads steal a march on ubf This is a special
party, and we’re the guests of honour 7

Willy frowned. _ i

“There’s been some :rank" carelessness
somewhere,” he declared. ¢I don’t know
whose fault it “is, but somebody’s made a
bloomer. A ghaatly bloomer!?”

“Yes, it looks pretty awful,’”’ said Chubby

Nlppei and
are there by

Heath, noddmg

““What looks pretty awful???

“That thing!” said €Chubby, indicating

““Weren’t you talk-
My hat, I’ve seen

a catastrophe. The first time he sits down
he’ll split something!®”
“Why, you young sweep!” roared Hand-

forth. “I'l}l—-?
“Basy, old man,” interrupted Wllly o
wasn’t referring to you at all! Not that

Chubby can be blamed for holding such a

- view. No, there’s been z blunder ef another

sort. Where are our invitations?? -
¢ Your what?” : -
¢“Who forgot to nend ’em 7’
* What on earth
¢ (Clearly an overatcrht on somebody s
part,” went on Willy mdlona.ntly ““Three
strapping chaps like wus, with healthy
appetites, and we baven’t even been invited
to the party! Why, it’s more  than a-
As far as 1 can
see, there’s only one solution.’* =~ .
Handforth laughed with scorm. -
“You hepeless young duffer!’”” he said
tartly. “ Do you think the girls would invite
a crowd of grubby fags? My only hat!
You’ve got a nervel®
& Theres only one solution,” repeated
4 We shall have to go alcmv Wxthout
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the invites, and march in. Iow’s that,
Chubby? What do you think of if, Juicy?”’

““Fine!” grinned the other fags.

“That's settled, then!” said Willy. ¢ No
need to change—we're quite smart enough
as we are.
my major—-"

““You silly young idiot!”” howled IIand-
forth, *“The girls only invited a few
Removites and one or two Fourth Formers.
I'm blessed if I know why they wanted the
Fourth Formers, but there’s never any ftell-
ing with these girls! They do the queerest
thm% under the sun!”

8 Verv likely—but
. Church, with satisfaction. < Just out of
sheer curmslty, though, I'd like to know
how much longer we’re going to stand here?
Of course, it doesn’t matter. We shall only
be about ten minutes late. Might as “el
make it a quarter of an hour wh:le we're
about it.?”

. Handforth failed to appreciate the sarcasm,
but he leapt into activity. Pushing Wlllv
aside, he strode into the cloak-room, and
dontied his overcoat. Church and McClure
lost no time in following his example. The
fags watched proceedmgb with a kind of
mstful interest.

“I say, Ted,” said Willy persuasively.
¢ What about five bob?”’ :
43 Eh‘)”

¢« Just as a little consolation, you know,”

explained Willy.. ¢ These are hard tune
" Chubby’s got a bad penny, Juicy possesses
a threepenny bit with a hole in i, and
I've only got ninepence in the wide. Now,
we can't get much of a feed for ninepence,
can we? What about that five boh?”
- ¢ What. five bob?” |

““The five bob I just asked you for.”

““ Look here—-"

“Don’'t!” pleaded Willy,
hard to keep my eyes away. A chap’s got
to think of his eyesight, you know. You
can’t tell me that five bobrs going to make
any difference "

“Come on!” said Handforth brusquely.

He pulled open the big door, and Church
and McClure followed him out into the
Triangle. Willy looked out in dismay.

“I say, Ted!” he c‘llled ¢ What about
that five bob‘ »

““Go and eat coke!?” nnorted Handferth,
without turning. <‘If my appearance hurts
wout- eyesight, "I wonder that you look at
me! You can jolly well go and have tes
~in Halll”

And with that heartless remark, Hand-
forth continued his way onwards towards
the 'gates.

ning.  For about the first time that teim
their leader had resisted his . minor’s
financial appeal. Times . without number

- Willy had wormed cash out of Edward
Oswald—and in nearly every instance it had
been the exact sum of five shillings.

THE ST. FRANK’S WEEKLY

We might as well go along with

they bar faga,” said |

- Ted jibbing like that!

“I'ra trying

Church and Mc(Clure were grin-
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But on this fateful night Willy had failed.,
It was fateful because that trivial mcide»nt»
was destined to lead to very surprnsmg con-
sequences,

CHAPTER II.
WILLY MEANS BUSINESS

HUBBY I{EATH gave
‘ : a hollow groan,

“You ass!” he
said, glaringly.
. ““Why did you chip your

major just then? He’d have
“hacked out that five bob in

two ticks!”

‘““ And now we’re dished!”’ growled JUIOY’
Lemon. ¢ What's the good of ninepence?
You promlsed us you'd get that five bob,
Willy! Why, we even went to Mrs. Hake
and ordered all the stuff!”

“And’ she wouldn’t let us
w1thout the cash!” added Chubby, with a
snort. “That’s what I call a bit th:ck' People
can’t trust us for five mouldy bob now!”

Willy shook his head.

“Well as it hapnena, Mrs. Hake was
pretty w::e,” he adriitted. ¢ She wouldn’t
have seen the cash, would she? Fancy old
Just because he’s
going to a girl’s party! That’s what’s given
him so much courage! Just because he was
dressed up like an exhibit for the Lord
Mayor’s Show! You don’t think I'm’ finished,
1 suppose‘?”

His two <chums
moment. .

“But we can't do anythln can we?”
asked Juicy. . Your major’s gone, and it’s
too late to—"

‘““We're going after him,”
Willy firmly.

‘*“But he won’t shell out——"

‘“We're going to that party,” explamed'
Willy. “They don’t know it yet, but we're
going! My dear chaps, it’il be eaby' Just

watch me!?”?

“But we haven’t been invited!” proteated
Chubby Heath. '

“What’s a little trific like that‘?” asked
Handforth minor contemptuously. “It’s not
as though it were a big, formal affair, It's
only a spree at ihe Moor View School.
Besides, the girls are as soft as the dickens.
We’ve only got to smile sweetly, and they'll
fold us in their giddy arms!?

Juicy Lemon shuddered. .

“Chuck it!"” he protested.
go without the feed!”

“I don’'t mean literally, you ass,” said
Willy. “Thank goodness we're not dotty
about girls, like some of those Remove -fat-
heads! When it comes down to brass tacks,
what are these girls good for?”

“Inviting chaps to feeds, for one thmg."
said Chubbs

¢ 0Oh, well,
that,” said Handforth minor,

take it away

looked hopeful for a

interrupted

“I'd rather

I'll admit there's somethmg in
nodding.



¢ Angd they’re easy to deal with, too. That’s
another point in their favour. Conie on—
we’ll buzz along straight away.,”

“ Hadn’t we better change first?” asked
Chubby doubtfuliy.
¢ ‘f? Change?” said Willy. ¢ What on earth
or?”’ '

“0Oh, well— I mean, look at old
Juicy!” said Chubby, scratching his head.
“ He’s -got mud on his collar, and there’s a

tear  in his bags, and his boots look like a |

tramp’s, and his jacket’s ripped——-"

“What. about you?”’ demanded Juicy in-
dignantly.
me when you've got two butions missing off
your waisteoat! And I’'m blowed if there
isn’t a whacking great hole im your left
soek! And that collar looks more like a
piece of crepe than anything else! -You
ain’t too smarf, either, Willy,” he added
critically. - : =y

Willy Handforth waved his hand. -

“If we were going to the pictures, or a
football match, or something important like
that, I'd smarten-myself up,” he said firmly.
“ But you needn’t think I'm e¢oing Lo change
just for those girls! Not likely! Besides,
we haven’t got time! - Unless we're quick,
the feed’ll all be over!” » :

The thought was so awful that Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon made no further
objections. They piled into their overcoats,
and .sallied out. ' They were full of con-
fidence. too. When Willy made up his mind
to do a thing, nothing could stop him.
Chubby "Heath and Juicy Lemon looked
upon that feed as an absolute certainty. -

It was a keen, brisk December evening,
and the darkness had already settled over
the wintry countryside. - It was very near
to Christmas—St. TFrank’s, indeed, was break-
ing up for the holidays on the following
day. Such an unimportant thing as work
was totally forgotten.. The Christinas vaca-
tion was the one topic throughout the entire
school. .

It had been rather nice of Irene & Co.
to ask a crowd of St. Frank’s fellows over
to a kind of breaking-up party. A week
previously the girls had descended upon
St Frank’s, and had been feasted royally.
So this little affair was by way of returning
the compliment. |

“Rain coming,” remarked Chubby Heath,
as he glanced at the sky. ““I{’s a bit thick,
ism’t it? We never get any snow nowadays.
Christoras isn’t what it used to be.”

‘““No need to worry about that, my lad,”
sai@ Willy. ¢ When we get to your people’s
place for Christmas, we shall have tons of
snow. It always snows in Derbyshire-—especi-
ally in the Peak distriet.”

Chubby brightened.

““Yes, that’s one advantage of living up
in the hills,” he admitted. “ We ought to
get some good sport these holidays.
a ripping lake at my pater’s place, too.
If there’s a decent frost, we shall have
plenty of skating. Christmas isn’t Christmas
without snow.,” |

“There’s a sauce—talking about

There’s |
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Willy nodded thoughtfully. Both he and
Juicy Lemen had aceepted invitations from
Chubby to spend Christmas at Heath's
home, in Derbyshire. It appeared that
Chubby’s pater was a country squire of the
old-fashioned type—one who believed .in

~homely parties, with an enormous amount of

-was always. an ordeal for Willy.

——

—

| one person in the world he feared.
| fore, an invitation to spend Christmas away

she’d delight in,

Christmas fare. It struck Willy and Juicy
as an excellent proposition. They had ac-
cepted the invitavions gratefully.. . .
Willy was particularly pleased, for other-
wise he would have been compelled to spend
tiie Yuletide at home. And such an event
It was
quite bad enough to have his major con-
stautly about the place—but there was Ena,
too. Handiorth minor always did his best
to steer clear of his sister. She waf:;l the
There-

from bome was welcome. .
The thought of Ena gave Willy a jar.

“My hat,” he remarked dubiously, “I'd
forgotten my sister for the minute! Take
my advice, you chaps, and steer clear of
hert TFor two pins she’ll push the three of
us into the eold, cold night. It’s-just what
she She’s got a heart like a
stone.”

]I think we ought to have changed,” said
Chubby firmly. ¢ Theose boots of Juicy’s wiil
ruin everything.” , " o

‘“ What about your collar !’ snorted Lemon.
“Isn’t there soimne way we can dodge your
sister, Willy? The other girls are bad
etiongh, but she’s & terror! Somehow, I
don’t think we’ll get that feed, after alll!l”

‘“Won’t we?” said Willy grimly. “You
leave it to me!” ‘

They had arrived at the gates of Moor
View School. Lights were gleaming brightly
from the windows, and there was an wir
of warmth and comfort about the scene. The
icy wind came whistling round the. angle of
the building as Willy & Co. marched to the
front door. . -

‘“« Hold on!" said Juicy. “ We ought to go
to the other .entrance, you ass! We want
the sechool door—not this private one! -We
shall probably run into Miss Bond—and then
we shall be properly diddled!” '

Willy shook his head. ‘

“I'm attending to this,” he said calmly.
“If we go to the school entrance, it's a
ten-to-one chance we shan’t even get our
feet across the threshold! But once we're
inside—it doesn’t exactly matter how we
get. in—they wouldn’t have the nerve to
turn us eut. This is where a little cool
assurance is reeded!”

“You mean cheek?” asked Juicy Lenmwcn.

« Same thing!’ said Willy, as he pressed

lthe hell-push.

There was certainly something in his plan.
Once within the stronghold, the girls would
probably good-naturedly let them remais.
After all, it was a time of festivity and
cood cheer, 2

The door opened, and a meat maidservant

" was revealed. The glaice she bestowed upon



Willy & Co. was hardly promising, however.
- ¢ Run away, little boys!"' she said severely.
$Jt’s too early for the waits i

% ¢ Waits!' howled Willy. “We're St.
Frank's chaps!”

. The maid's confusion was downright,
pitiful.
¢ 0Oh! I—1 beg your pardon, young gentle.

men!" she said, flustered. * FFor the moment
I thought you were some of the village
boys. We've been pestered with them quite
a lot this week—-"’

s ¢ 0Oh, have you?’” snorted Willy. ¢ Well,
it's like your giddy nerve to mistake us for
a set of urchins! But we'll forgive you if
you lead us straight to the girls’ party.
‘We're full of generosity.” i
.The maidservant was relieved. Actually,
she could searcely be blamed for having
made the mistake. Willy & Co. were--to be
painfully frank—decidedly disreputable in
appearance. They hadn't even washed be-
fore coming, and such pastimes as wrestling
in the Triangle, to say nothing of punting
a football about, were hardly calculated to
jmprove their appearance. _

t But good cometh out of evil. The maid-
gervant made no attempt to inquire into their
‘credentials, She wunhesitatingly admitted
them, and took them through Miss Bond’s
private. corridors to ‘the school-rooms. = The
fags couldn’t have gained such entry under
purely normal circumstances. .

't The maid opened a big baize door, ushered
the fags through, and pointed.

* ¢“The party's in there, young gentlemen,”
she said conficentially. “I'm ever 80
SDITY-—-—-—-” ' . .

¢ “That’s ail right.” said Willy Kkindly.
¢« Anybody’s liable to make a mistake. You
needn’t announce us. We'll just stroll in
without anybody noticing. As a matter of
fact, we're a bit late.” .

¢ ¢ Very good, sir,” sald the mald, relieved.
“ She closed the baize door, and Willy & Co.
glanced at one another with gleaming eyes.
Just in front of them lay the big- school-
oom where the party was being held. The
’élattfer of cups and saucers came oub In-
vitingly. The odour of tea was hovering in
the air. The merry sounds of laughter
rose above all else. .

By jingo!” breathed Chubby Heath.
_“We're in!” murmured Juicy Lemon.
,«0f course we're in!” grinned Willy.
¢« Didn't I tell you to count on me? Always
trust your uncle, and he’ll never let Yyou
down!” |

CHAPTER III.
NOT QUITE A SUCCESS®

N = 00D gad!”

\\ﬂ , Archie Glenthorne
O - .was  Sso utterly
Y startled that he
4 nearly spilt some tea on his
trousers. It was only the
acute presence of mind of
amilton that averted this catastrophe.

(1Y Ui

Dick H

“What’s the matter, Archie?'’ asked Dick.
“What on earth—— Archie, you ass, are
you seeing ghosts, or what?”

* Odds ragamuffins and urchins!"’ breathed
Archie. ““Nipper, old lad, this is absolutely
frightful! I mean to say, the o0ld bean
positively refuses to grasp it! What is that
thing?’’ he added tensely. “Dash it all,
what is it? I mean, when did it appear?”
_He pointed dramatically with his teaspoon.
Nipper, glancing round, gave a start of sur-
prise and then grinned. They were over in a
quiet corner, near the door, while the rest
of the party filled the bulk of the room.
By all appearances, it was a merry
gathering.

Handforth was making himself very pro-
minrent. At the present moment he was

-apparently giving a juggling performance

with a large plate of bread-and-butter, a dish
of cakes, and a tray of pastries. It was his
intention to pass the eatables round. But
Handforth believed in doing things
thoroughly. He tripped, and deposited the
entire contents of the eake-dish into Full-
wood’s lap.

**Thanks ! ”  said Fullwoood promptly.
‘“ Awfully decent of -you, Handy, but I
prefer them one at a time, if you don't
mind.” ;

“You clumsy ass!” hissed Handforth,
turning. ¢ Whose hulking big foot—'"" -

“1 believe it was mine!" smiled Winnie
Pitt sweetly.

“0Oh, I say!’ gasped Edward Oswald.
“Really? I—I thought—— Awfully sorry,
Win! I—I thought one of the chaps—-
That is—-"" ' ‘

“It’s all right, Ted—don’t trouble to ex-
plain!”’ chuckled Winnie. ¢ You'll only get
yourself into a tangle. Reggie, 1'm surprised

at you! Why can't you help with tliese
cakes?”
In ceveral cther parts of the room the

party was progressing on similar lines.
There was no lack of good humour, and no
lack of good food. - All the girls were look-
ing their best, too. And why not? With
the Christmas holidays so near at hand, there
was every reason for cheeriness.

The only disturbing element appeared to be
in the corner by the door. Archie Glen-
thorne was still sithting rigid. his gaze fixed.
On the other hand, Dick Hamilton seemed
to be rather amused.

““Dash it!” ejaculated Archie at length.
“I mean to say, dash it! 1 believe it’s
Willy! Absolutely! And those two frightful
pals of his! Odds tears and rents! Isn’t
this somewhat too juicy, old boy?"

“Dry up, Archie!” murmured Willy Hand-
forth. < We’ve just dropped in, vou Kknow.
Don't make a fuss. Any tea flyving about?”

Willy & Co. were very cunning.. They
insidiously projected themselves into the
midst of the party. In faet, their entry
was so unobtrusive that they were hardly
noticed during the first few moments, And .
in next to no time they were busy on the
eatables. There were plates of stuff lving
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akout-everywhere, It was rather more diffi-
cult to get hold of some fea. One was
pbliged to ask for tea. There weren’t cups
of it lying .about loose, as-. it were. . And
Irene- Manmers and PDoris Berkeley, who pre-
sided over-the
it was, - . . ..@ o

‘“Semething,” said Archie, “ought to be
done. 1 . mean, absolutely! Good gad!
Have you seen the frightful footgear of these
ycung blighters? - The good old appetite is
absolutely wilting. " Ever the choice brew
This sort of
thing is positively mouldy!” - . .

‘“Leave ’em - alone!” chuckled Nipper.
“They deserve kicking out, but it's nearly
‘Christmas-time. Besides, they've earned w
feed hy their cheek!” e

~ Unfortunately, Nipper’s. opinion was not
géneral, .. ... .. : B

The, climax was really caused by . Juicy
Lemon.  Giving up all hope of obtaining a
cup of tea for himself, he annexed one from

a neighbouring desk. By sheer ill-fortune, it

happened to belong to Ena Handforth. And |

Ena, rteaching out for her tea-cup, was
astofiished to_see the contents of it disap-

£ My hat!” ejaculated Ena blankly.
.Juicy Lemon nearly choked.
was swallowing the last drop he caught
Ena’s .eye. = As he -afterwards. declared, it

was just. like an electrie shock.: It seemed '}

to go right through him and come out at
the back. ¢
“O0h, corks!” gurgled Juicy shakily.

Crasht The teacup dropped out of his'k

hands and- shattered. It was the one thing
needed to attraet general attention:
was on her feet by this time, deadly calm,

~and with that celebrated look of imperious |
really. a |

. severity on her face. Ena was
very nice girl, but when she was. dealing
with her brothers her manner became icy.
In fact, Willy bad often declared that you
only had te touch Ena and you’d go -all
frosty. : :
“Willy!” she exclaimed grimly. .
“O0h, hallo, sis!?’ said Willy, with a care-
less air of geniality.

looking so chirpy. Hallo, girls! We just |
dropped in, you know!>’ . ! -
“Just came round to look on,” said

Chubby Heath feebly.

“By George!” roare ndforth, ing } L
¥ g oared Handforth, dropping  antly. “Now then, my lads, are you going

the pastry all over the floor. ¢ My minor!
And those two sweeps with him. Look at

’em! Dirty, grubby, and generally dis-
gradeful. Clear out of here, you young
rotters!?

“Go!? commanded Ena.

“Oh, I say——" began Willy.

“At once!”? :

“But look here, Ena, old girl,>’ said
Willy persuasively. “Keep your hair on,
you know. And don’t look so jolly frozen.

The faet 1is, girls,” he added, addressing |
the. company generally, “we came along

teapots, were busy enough as |

. invitations—"?

Just as he

t¢ say  good-bye.
to forgive you.” :
“Forgive us?’ repeated Irene in surprise.
“My only hat! What nerve!” murmured

-DOPiSo . '

- “Of course we'll forgive you,”  deeclared

Willy generously. “We know it was a pure

oversight on your part to forget the

“That’'s enough!’’ ' roared Handforth.
“You ecan’t nse that bluff. - You .sneaked
in without permission, and you'ré going
‘out ‘on your necks!” ; :

“I've only got one neck,” said Willy
- grinning, Fow

“¥Fm talking about the three of you!”
snorted ‘his major. “Not that we can see
your necks,” he added  tartly. “It’s a
wonder to me you don’t grow mustard and
cress on ‘em. There’s plenty of soil there.”

“They’re disgraceful!’”> agreed Ena.
“Ted, take them out and deal with them
firmly 1”2 . it
“ Absolutely!”
absolutely with knobs on.
absolutely with bronze fittings.

And we’re quite ready

said Arehie.- “1 mean,
To be emphatic,
Dash it

pearing rapidly into Juicy Lemon’s interior. | all, it’s a bit murky when these blots buzz:

along and mar the view! I'm not the kind
of chappie to make a fuss, but there’s a
- dashed Hmit!” : =

Ena
- lesson.’?

t

;{'- “T can chuck ’em out?”

“Glad to see you| Irene tried hard not to smile.

' perfectly awful.

even a spoonful.  Come on, girls.
spoil everything by—-"".

“Hédar, hear!” grinned Fullwood. "* Sorry,
Willy 6ld son, but I've got to agree. Ii
youw'd  all smartened yourselves up I
shouldn’t have said a word. But you've
. got to remember you're in the presence of
ladies.” ' e

“You're quite riglit, Ralph,” said Winnie,"
nodding, “They ought tfo be taught a

Doris Berkeley waved her hand.
“Out with *em!’”> she said sternly. “We
can’t have all the proceedings stopped by
Ted, be a sport, and cast them .
out inte the cold, bitter night. In other
words, Willy, you've got the order of the

‘these fags.

oot }?

£}

“It's all right, Irene?” as_ked ‘Ha‘m‘i{orth.:

“It seems to be a general edict,” she
replied. “And I must admit they Ilook -
Proceed with the dirty
work.” : - : 5

“Hear that?*® said Handforth = triumph-
quietly, or shall I ehuck youn ouft om your
necks? Choose!”? :

Willy backed away cautiously. _

“Now, look here!” he protested. “It’s
nearly Christmas time. You’re not going
to be hard and flinty. at such ‘a time as

this? I haven’t had a drop of tea yet, not
Don’t

“QOutside!” bellowed Handforth fiercely.

Willy was putting on his best smile. And
when Willy became persuasive it was very

it T
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difficult to resist him. Two or three of the,

girls had already begun to exchange
inquiring glances. Willy’s sister was about
the only one who remained grim.

" “.This way!” she said coldly.

,She grabbed Willy by the shoulders and
marched him firmly across the room. It
was too late for any persuasive methods
now. With Edward Oswald to lend assist-
ance, Willy was hurled forth into the night.
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, in the
grasp of the other Removites, joined him a
second later. The door slammed, a bolt
.was shot, and the.heroes of the Third found
~ themselves in the midst of the bitter wind.

-n;-u—q“

, CHAPTER 1IV.
'THE MYSTERIOUS MISS HALLIDAY.
' HAND-

ILLY
- FORTH took a
‘ » deep breath.
“ Chucked out!”
he said tensely. “Booted off

the giddy premises. My
sons, are we going to stand

527
. .Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon snorted.
' “Leave everything to your uncle, and it’ll

‘be all right!”’ sneered Chubby bitterly.
““You're a fine chap—I don’t think. I only
-grabbed one piece of bread-and-butter.
:Not even a cake!” : '
~*“1 had ever less than that—-"
Juicy.
. “There's something more important than
grub in this life,” said Willy, with a grim
.note in his voice. “My hat! Think of it!
Kicked out by all and sundry.
wasn't one who stood up for us. Not one.
Xven-old Archie urged my major to chuck
‘us out!” |
- “The heartless beggars!” growled Juicy.
¢ And those girls are just as bad. Worse!

began

Where's the idiot who said that girls were

soft-hearted? 1Irene and Doris and that
lot are worse than flint stones. And as for
your. giddy sister, Willy, she’s—-"’
#“Pon’t talk about Ena,’’ interrupted
Willy sourly. *“I can think of bettér words
to describe her. But I won’t trouble; the
.English language isn’t descriptive enough.
I can’t quite believe it, you know—all
those girls throwing us out.”

“The Remove chaps naturally turned
against us—they always do!” growled
Chubby. “We couldn’t expect any

sympathy from those beasts. But, hang it,
I hardly thought the girls would be so
callous. It was just like . turning a starv-
ing man away from the door.” .

. “Let’s gebt in again?” 'suggested Juicy
eagerly. . -

. But Willy shook his head.

¥ That’s crude, -and it wouldn't work,
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- Opening the door, Nipper could
| see that the snow was drifting against
the train. Already it was knee-deep
—and reaching to the footboards.

anyhow,” he replied. “We should only get
hoofed out again. I suppose they think
it’s rather funny to play that sort of game.
And all because of our appearance, too.

What's wrong with it? "Anybody might
think we were contaminated. You chaps
are a bit awful, I'll confess, but—*’

“What about you?”’
“Your boots o,

“Oh, well, it’s no good arguing!” inter-
rupted Willy curtly. “We’re dished,. and
we’d Dbetter get back home. And we
haven't even got that five bob for tea!”

“It’s too late for tea in Hall now, too,”
moaned Juicy. “We're dished on - every
side. This is what comes of relying on
you, Willy. I'm starving, and we can’t
get anything from -Mrs, Hake on tiek—"

“Don’t worry about tea,”” interrupted
Willy. “There’s bound to be some food
knocking about somewhere, and we’ll get
hold of if. We'll have revenge, too. We'll
get even with that crowd. You leave it
to me!”’

They started trudging back towards St.
Frank’s, hungry, -irritable, and ‘thoroughly
disgusted with -life in general. Things had
come to a pretty pass when they -couldn’t

growled Chubby.




even join a party——espeually at this scason
of the year—without being kicked out.

As far as Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon were concerned the incident was
over. And even Willy Handforth, after
pondering awhile, realised that there
wouldn’t de much iime for revenge in the
immediate future. With the school
breaking-up on the morrow there would be
no opportunity for any elaborate plotting.

But while Chubby and Juicy allowed the

thing to slide, Willy stored it up. Hc was}

hy no means a revengeful junior, but he
considered that the Third Form had

received a deadly insult. And before normal |

relations could be resumed that insult
had to be wiped out.

However, it could -wait. Willy possessed
an endless supply of patience. When the
right epportunity cropped up he would be

ready.

As for the perpetrators of the insult,
they seemed to take a purely heartless
view of the matter. They were Jaughing
and joking . considerably over the dis-

comfiture of Willy & Co.
think it quite a good joke. _
“It’s the only way,” Handforth was say-

They seemed to

ing. “You've got to be firm with my
minor. Give -him half an inch and he’ll}
take a mile. Like his nerve to push in
without an invitation, and expect us to
stand it.” :

“All the same, it was a bit rough,

wasn't 14?7  asked Winnie. * They’ve had
their lessor. Wouldn’t it be a good idea
to ask them in now?”
“And spoil all the good work
done?” asked Ena. *“No fea.r”’
A1t wouldn’t be any frood anyhow,”

we've

said

Irene. *They’ve gone by this time. ~Willy
isn’t the sort of boy to hang about. And
t,;:e-y? DID look dreadfully unt-idy, didn’t
t ey 2

“What-no! I mean to say, absolutely!”
ohserved Archie. “Why, dash it, the old
appetite was wilting .away—— Good gad!
Who's the fair stranger, what?”

Archie rose gracefully to his fect, and
the other fellows stood up, ioo. The door
had opened, and a lady was standing there.
She was rather small and graceful, and
although her dress was very prim and her
hair severe in appeararce, nothing -could
disguise the fact that she was very good-
Ivookmrr Her age seemed {o be well over
thlrty but Nlpper who was quite near,
ludged that she was considerably younger.
She was smiling, but there was an in-
definable air of sadness in her brown eyes.

“Haven't you finished tea yet?’’ she
asked in a soft, well-modulated voice.
“What a dreadful time you're taking.
Aren’t we {0 have some dancing?”

“So sorry, Miss - Halliday,’’ said Miss
Irenc. “We've been taking it easy, you
know, and the time slips away so quickly.

—

This is sts Halliday, you fellows, I don'l
 think you’ve met her before.”

‘“ Absolutely nott” beamed Archie.
“Charmed, old thing! I—I mean to say,
pleased to meet you, dear lady, One of
the heads, I gather?”

‘“Not exactly one of the heads,” smiled
Miss Halliday, “I am merely an under-
mistress. The lecture-room is all ready
when you need it,”* she added, turning to
the girls. “You wont be Iong, will you?”

s Tuo minutes, Miss Halliday,”’ said
Doris briskly. “Buck up, Reggie. You're
taking an awful time gver that cup of tea,
It’s your fifth, too.”

“No fear!” denied Regﬂle Pitt.
fourth!”

Miss Ha,lhday departed, and the juniors
cast inquiring looks at their hostesses.
Irene smiled.

“She’s ‘a dear,” she e*:plamed “ Miss
Halliday's only been with us a week or

“Only the

two, and there isn’'t a  girl here who
wouldw's go mtiles for her. She's simply a
brick!?’

“Rather!” agreed Marjorie  Temple.
“The other day I sneaked in twenty
minutes late, and she didn’t even report

And yet she's down on us girls like a
we ‘do something really

me.
ton of hrnks if
bad.??

“Oh, so you are bad sometimes?” asked
Buster Boots, gainning.

“You’d go grey if you heard all™” said
Doris grimly. “But we won’t harrow you.
with any details of that sort. We were
talking about Miss Halliday, and she's a

real tlp—t{}pper. There’s & bit of a
mystery about her, too.”
- “No! I say, what?’ asked Archie. “XNot
really 7 '

“Well, not exactly a mystery,”” put in
Irene.

“Buf it is!” insisted Doris.

“And I say it isn’t!” ‘declared Irene
stoutly.

“Why not go outside and fight it out?”
suggested Reggie Pitt.

“Don’t be silly,” said Ireme. *Doris is
wrong. There’s no mystery at all—at least,
not a real mystery., It’s simply that Miss .
Halliday isn’t Miss Halliday at all. And
yet she is!”? '

“That’s what I call really lucid!”’ grinned
Nipper.

“Don’t b2 horrid?® frowned Irene.
“She isn’t Miss Halliday because she’s really
a widow. Miss Halliday is only her maiden
name. Can’t you understand? I Dbelieve
she’s had a lot of trouble in her life, and
she won’t tell us anything about her
hushand, or why she is compelled to take

a job as a school mistress. We’'ve often
tried to draw her out, but she won't
hudge.”

“She seems rather a nice sort,” remarked

Tommy Watson. *“1 believe she’s younger



than she looks, too.
more than thirty.”
“You howling fathead!” snorted Hand-
forth. < She’s over forty——-"
He caught Irene’'s €ye upon
words failed him.

him, and

“As_a matter of fact, she’s just twenty-

seven,” said Irene calmly.

“Twenty-seven!”

“She told me so herself.”

““Then it MUST be true!” chuckled Full-
wood.
state their correct age!”

“Ralph, you’re awfully sarcastic,” pro-
tested Winnie Pitt. *“ Reggie, is he as bad
as this always?” '

“Nearly!” chuckled Pitt. “And I must
say 1 agree—"

“Well, you can say what you like,” inter-
.rupted Irene, tossing her head. €¢I believe
Miss Halliday!
way, and dressed more fashionably, she
wouldn’t look more than tweanty. She’s
made herself prim .deliberately. And, any-
“how, she’s awfully sweet.” .

“ We've caught her sighing once or twice,”
said Doris thoughtfully. “I believe she’s
got a big secret——"

“I'm sorry for Miss Halliday, and she has
my full sympathy,” interrupted Handforth.
“But what about this dance? Are we going
to make a move, or stop here all the even.
ing talking about your new under-‘mlstress.‘?”

“Blunt, but to the point,” smiled Doris.
¢« And Ted’s right, too. There's none too
much time, so we'd better make the most
of it. Now then, you fellows, choose your

partners!”

_‘H

CHAPTER V.
THE CURIOUS INCIDENT OF THE BROKEN PENDANT.

NDOUBTEDLY, the

party was a success.
Following the tea,

there was a jolly

sort of informal danece,  and
Miss Halliday presided at the
piano. Miss Bond herself
even looked in, and beamed upon the com-
pany in general, All the same, there was a
general air of relief when the headmistress
gave a kindly, motherly nod and withdrew.

- <« Having shoved the seal of approval ¢n
the old gathering, she’s staggered away,”
observed Archie. “I mean to say, dashed
good taste, laddies. Somehow, these mis-
tresses always cast a cloud over the festive
scene.” ,

“Not all of them,” said Marjorie, who
was dancing with Archie at the moment.
“Miss Halliday is quite different. We never

feel awkward when she’s with us. Miss
Halliday’s a sportsman."”
“ Absolutely!” agreed Archie. “I mean,

dash it, this fox-trot, what? Positively rip-
ping! It helps a chappie to dance so much

She’s not a year, better, you know,
improved frightfully since we danced last.

«“It’s proverbial that ladies always

If she did her hair another ;

Marjorie, old girl, you've

Absolutely!
were,”

Marjorie smiled.

“That’s Miss Halliday again,” she smiled.
“Although she takes us in general sub-
jects now and again, she’s really our
dancing mistress. And she’s given us some
ripping points, too.”

There was no doubt that Miss Halliday
was as great an expert at the piano. Her
dance playing was perfection. The time was
so good that the dancers were genuinely
sorry when each: dance ended.

“What a pity we shan't be spending
Christmas together,” said Handforth during
one of the intervals. *“There’s been nothiug
arranged- this year—no Christmas party, ot
anything. Sometimes we go to Tregellis-
West’s place, or Archie Glenthorne’s home.
But this year the invitations don’t seem to
have happened.”

“Well, T dare say we shall meet once o
twice during the holidays,” replied Irena.

The old steps merge, ag it

“My people live in London, too, Ted.
You;ll spend Christmas in London, won’t
you?” |

““Rather!”  deelared Handforth. “Weo

shall have to fix things up. I dare say we
can arrange one or two parties of our own.”
“And perhaps you'll take some dancing
lessons, in the meantime?” asked Irene carg-
lessly.
“Eh? My hat! You don’t mean—"
“I've got to be frank, Ted.” said Irenc.
“Do you know you've trodden on my feel

{ at least three times this evening?”

“Oh, I say!” protested Edward Oswald in
distress. . ¢ Awfully sorry, Irene! The fact
is, you’ve improved so much since we last
danced that I'm all at sea! What's
happened?” .

“Miss Halliday’s been coaching us.”

“TI'll take some dancing lessons as soon as
ever I get home,” said Handforth firmly.
“I won’t be long in—— Hallo, what’s this,
a waltz?”

The music had started up again.

“Yes, but I've promised this dance to
Dick,” replied Irene, rising. *“Sorry, Ted
—we’ll have the next fox-trot.”

“Good!” said Handforth.

But he frowned with ill-concealed jealousy
as Nipper claimed Irene and waltzed off
with her. Everybody seemed to be dancing,
too. Handforth looked round for a partner,
and, as far as he could see, there was
nobody but his sister left. In desperation
he approached. |

*How about it, sis?” he asked gruffly.

“Thanks all the same—nothing dolnz,”
replied Ena coldly, “Some of these other
girls may like you to clump on their feet,
but I don’t! You're bad enough when
you're fox-trotting, but when you're waltz-
ing you resemble a l{imp elephant!”



seen &

“I’ve never
snorted Handiforth.
“Well, a flabby one, then,”

limp elephant!”

saild Ena.
“Oh, are you ready, Jack?
waltz is nearly half over.”
Jack Grey took Ena info the swirl of
dancers, and Handforth received a pleasant
surprise when he observed that Tessa Love
was sitting out. He ran up so boisterously
that two of three pairs of dancers were
sent careering and swaying.
- “Will you risk it, Tessa?”’ asked H'md-

forth.” “T'm a bit off colour—" )
- ““There’s nothing like pluck!” smiled
Tessa, “I'll chance it!”

Handforth was certainly hopeless when it
came to waltzing., Teéssa was an excellent
dancer, and she guided Handforth’s steps to
a con31derable extent. But he was too much
for her. He had a habit of getting into a
spin, and failing to recover. And when. he
did finally’ stralghten up, he was so dizzy
that he lurched into everybody else,

Affer about two of these spins, Tessa was
.nearly - exhausted. But - . she
bravely, hoping that the waltz would soon
be -over. And then
.e‘{pect-edly-—owmg to ‘bhe capsmng of the
‘orchestra,’

Handforth - developed one  of his
treacherous spins near the piano, and when
he came out of it lost his balance so com-
pletely - that he lurched dlzzﬂy into \Ilss
Halliday,

The - result was dlsastrous ;e

- Dragging Tessa ~ with him, Handforth
literally swept the unfortunate mistress of
the stool, the music sudden]y ceased, and
Miss Halliday, Tessa, and Handforth
collapsed to the floor in a heap.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In spite of themselves, the others, couldn t
help laughing. Handforth was sitting up,
looking dazed and stunned. Before Tessa
could rise, half a dozen hands were helpmg
her up. And Miss Halliday was assisted to
her feet, too.

“1 say, awfully sorry!” muttered Hand-
forth, 'as red as a bheetroot. “I—I don’t
seem to know exactly what——"

“You hopeless ass!” panted Church.
“Things have come to a nice pass when
YOu biff into people like that!”

“You might have hurt Miss Halliday
padly!” c:aud McClure breathlessly.

“It’s all right—don’t trouble!” laughed
Miss Halliday. “I'm not . hurt a bit,
really. Bub it was so unexpected—-

“Hallo! Is this yours?” asked Fullwood,
picking something from the floor and show-
ing it to the under-mistress. “I seem to
remember you wearing—-"

“Oh!” murmured Miss Halhday

There was something in her tone whick
made all the others stare at her. TFull-
" wood had picked up a pendant with a thin
gold chain. As a matter of fact, Handforth
had snapped it with one clean sweep as he
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Come on, the’

continued:

it ended quite un-

clared Irene firmly.

‘Thornton—and one
___sh_o_‘we_d me his photogrgph.”
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clutched at Miss Halliday in falling. The
pendant was rather heavy, with a folding
device. It was open, and the glass was
shattered.

Fullwood and Reggie Pitt—indeed, ‘bwo or .
three of the juniors—caught sight of a tiny
photograph within the pendant. It was the
picture of a striking-looking young man—

an excellently preserved likeness. - He had
strong features, and a kindly, frank-
expression. ] '

“Please!” said Miss Halliday faintly.. .

She took the pendant, and her distress
was obvious. To the astonishment of the
juniors—and to the surprise of the girls,
too—she had gone very pale. She slipped
the broken pendant into her pocket.

“We will get on with the dancmg,” ‘sne
said quietly. :
Somehow, there was an indefinable chan“e

in her manner, and even the dancing was

different from that moment. It could ali
be attributed to Miss Halliday’s -playing.
She had lost every vestige of her former
it and accurate time. She ‘played
mechanically, and, as a result, no dance wa.s

'a. real success,

Indeed, after twenty mmutes had eIapsed
Miss Ha]llday pleaded a bad headache, and
retired altogether. And the party de-
generated into a kind of sing-song affair.
Some of the girls obliged with a solo,” and
there was plenty of merriment. But the
departure of Miss Halliday made a great
difference.

Later on, after the good- byes, the .
Frank’s fellows forgot the incident: 'I‘hav
refurned home, thoroughly satisfied with
the evening’s entertainment, and after that
there were so many things to think of that
Miss Halliday never entered the‘r thou“hts

again,

Trene & Co., however, discussed Lha
incident at bed-time. They were more
romantic than the boys, and it seemed to
them that that tiny photograph was somes
how connected with the m}stery of Miss
Halliday.

“There’s something funny about it,” de-
“Why should XMiss
Halliday carry that little miniature abouf
with her? She’s always worn that pendant, '

you know.”

“Nothing funny in that,” objected Dorls.
T etpect it’s a photograph of her late
departed.”

“QOh, Doris, don’t be so crude!” said
Marjorie, shocked.. “You mean her Ilate
husband, I . suppose? Well, it’s {fairly

obvious that the photograph is of him—-7

' %“The obvious isn’t always the truth,”
interrupted Irené ‘with a wise nod. *“And
that photograph "'we saw isn’t a likeness
of Miss Halliday’s husband at ali. He~ was‘
a Mr. Thornton—and, really, she’s Mrs.>
day last week che
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“You mean thing!” exclaimed Doris.
fWhy  didn’t you tell us?”

“There didn’t seem to be anythmg to
tell,” said Irene
Miss Halliday’s room, and she showed me.
1 felt bound to take a polite interest, but
I wasn’t actually enthralled. But, here's
the point—he wasn’t a bit like that photo-
graph in the pendant.”

““Oh-ho!” murmured Doris slowly. * Thls
looks serious. Two romances, eh? 8till, it's
a bit thick to discuss Miss Halliday like
this. That miniature may be a likeness of
her brother, or something,” she added with
a yawn. “Let’s forget all abhout it.”

— o—

- CHAPTER VI
: THE SAD AFFAIR OF A TOD-HAT,
note in his. pockef-
book.,
asked Willy Handforth.
“Nearly, sir,” said Tubbs
minute Master Handforth. I aln 't such a
scholard as you are! An’ this ’ere penc:l
' ““Any excuse is better than none,” said
Willy tartly. “My only hat! Do you call
making notas‘? You’ll never be able to
decmher em!”

“¢I don’t know about de-syphoning ’‘em,
sir,” he said, “but I can make out mot
Septimus, wasn’t it? I've got to feed hlm

every mornin’—"
go," interrupted Wﬂly 1mpat1ent1y ““ Trains
won't wait. You're sure you've got every-
“Everz,ﬁnk’ here, sir,” said Tubbs,

scanning his notes.
“Mind you don’f

T UBBS made a lahoured |
| ¢ Got. that down?"”
breathlessly. “Just a
ain't wot it might be, neither!” -
that handwriting? What's the good of
"3V The Ancient House page-boy grinned.
I've writ all rwht That last.one was about
“My dear chap, it’s nearly time for me to
thing down? Have another look!”
“Good!” nodded Willy.

- spoil Marmaduke—he’s a perfect beggar for
nufs. And be very careful about Sebastian.
Snakes need careful handling L
. “T’ll go easy with the snake, szr." said
Tubba cautiously. “As long as ’e don’t
sting, I don’t mind.”

¢ Sting?”’ repeated Willy.
stine, you chump"’

“I've heard as ’ow they kill people——"’

“They bite!”” explained Willy. “You
" needn't be afraid of his tongue—he only
shoves that out to feel thmgs =

I thought ’e stung with ’'is tongue!”

¢t Then you thought wrong,” growled Willy,
“My only aunt! It beats me, the way
people get the wrong  ideas about these
animals and reptiles! You needn’'t worry
about Sebastian at all—he hasn't got any
pmson glands, and he doesn’t bite, anyhow.
He's as harmless as I am.

¢ Snakes don't

“I happened to- be in

ra

1 well groomed

“Then

Tubbs promptly.

He made one or two notea—untll, mdeed
his pocket-book was thoroughly mutilated.
How anybody could read those notes was a
compleie puzzle to. Willy.

It was the following day, and the bulk of

I'n ge easv ‘with ’im, sir” said

the school had already gone. St. Frank's
was looking deserted and forlorn. One or
two feilows were trickling out of the various
Houses, but the -greater proportion of the
school had left by the earlier trains.

Willy ‘Handforth had lingered with his
pets. He was very fond of Marmaduke the
monkey, and he had a great affection for
Priscilla the parrot. As for Rupert the
‘rat, and Ferdinand the ferret, he had spent
ten minutes with each, foudlmg and coaxing.

It was one of Wllh’ s big grievances that
his pater had strictly “forbidden him to bring
any of his pets home. He had taken them
home once or twice, and the consequences
had been disastrous. Sir Edward Handforth
wa3 particularly down on ‘\Ia.rmaduke the
monkey.

. Under no c:rcum~tancea was Marmaduke .
to be brought home. And in order to make
thoroughly sure of complete immunity,
Willy’s pater had placedya ban on theée whole
collection. The only solution, therefore, was
for Willy to leave the pets behind, and to
get somebody. to ‘look after them.

Tubbs was staying at the school for
Christmas, and for two or three days Willy
had been coaching him. For a lump sum

| down, and a promise of ‘another lump sum

ab the beginning of the new term, Tubbs
had consented to act as temporary keepe1

Willy revealed traces of astute business.
The lump sum at the beginning of the new
-term was to be far the larger—but it would
only be paid on condition that every pet was
and in perfect condition.
Tubbs, accordingly, would be prompted to
perform his duties religiously. ,

Willy glanced at his Wwatch.

“Twenty minutex before the train goes,”
he said briskly. “It’s not so bad as T
thought. - Heaps of time. Thank goodness
my major went in the morning. I'll buzz
round now, and fetch Chubby and Juicy., I'll
btet they're gorging themselves in the tuck-
shop."” =

He gave Marmaduke a final pat through
the bars of the monkey’s cage. Marmaduke
chattered volubly, and his brwht little eyes
revealed such an expression of anxiety that
Willy’s heart was softened. The monkey
bvnously knew that something very unusual
was in the wind. He was greatly attached
to Willy, and would obey every command of
his young master.

« All right, old son,” said Willy gently.
¢“Jt won't be for long—only two or three
weeks.”

“I'm blowed if ‘e don’t look regular sad,
sir,” said Tubbs.

Willy unfastened the cage, and took Mar-
maduke into his arms. The little monkey
clung round his neck, gleeful and happy.



There was a scuflling of feet outside, and
Chubby Heath fairly- hurled himself w;thm
the Pets House.

‘“Quick’” he yelled.
train!”’ -

Marmaduke gave one leap. He wasn’t
accustomed to these startiing interruptions.
Before Willy eould recover him, he streaked
. through the doorway, hopped over the wall
0ppos:te, and skidded sideways across _the
West Square like a crab in top gear. Just
as he was vanishing through the West Arch
he performed.a couple of eomersa.ults, and
other gymnastic evolutions.

“You bhthermg idiot!”’ howied W:l]y
“ Look n;hat you’ve done! Marmy’s esmped
now—>

“1 can’t help that!” panted Chubby
£ 'I'he;:re s only seven mmuteb before the irain

oes!”

e © Seven minutes!” echoed Wllly “Who
told you s6?’’ -

- “It’s twenty past two"’ gasped Chubby,
pulling out his watch.
two twenty-seven, and there’s not another
until nearly tea.-mmef Come on—we shall
miss it1"”’

Willy snorted :

. ““You hopeless chump"’ he declared “Do
you -call that thing -a watch?. How- the
dickens can you expect it to tell the time?
I saw you sticking a penholder into it this
morning !’ -
. «1 only did that. to maLe it o'o--—

“ Well, it goes too well!” snapped Willy.
«It’s fast! . What's the good of a school
cloek if you don’t look at 1t? It’s only ten

past two, and the train’s. bound to -be
late, anyhow. Come and help me to find
Marmy!”

Willy wasn’t really disturbed. He knew

that it was only necessary to give his famous.

. whistle, and Marmaduke would come.scoot-
ing back. He hurried through the gate into
the West Square, and raced towards the
Triangle. Chubby Heath and Tubbs fol-
lowed. They emerged from the West Arch
just in time to witness a somewhat diverting
incident. .

William Napoleon Browne, the elegant,
‘lanky captain of the Fifth, was striding
towards the outer gates, bag in hand, and
even more immaculate than usual.

Browne was making for the ’s\w-twenty-
seven, too. Stevens, “his bosom chum, had

gone on in advance, having occasion to settle

Browne was
a well-cut
The cold

one or two bills in the village.
resplendent in gleaming shoes,
-overcoat, and a glossy top- hat.

December sunshine revealed him to the very k

best advantage.

"And then ‘\Ia.rmaduke appeared upon the
scene

Ixactly why he took a fancy fo Browne
was a puzzle that only Marmaduke himself
could solve. At all events, he caught sight
of the Fifth-Former, made one bound, and
landed squarely upon Browne’s shoulder.

“William Napoleon gasped. He was one of
the coolest fellows in the school, His self-

.} startling approach.
“We shall miss the

“The train goes at

possession was a by-word. But he had heard
no sound—ie had seen nothing of this
1t was hardly surprising
that he gave a gurgle, and staggered back.

« Great Scott!” he ejaculated blankly.

He turned his head, and beseld a tiny face
close to his ‘own—a whiskery face, with
gleaming eyes and white little teeth, And
Browne recognised the ce!ebmted features of
Marmaduke.

“ Ah, Brother \Iarmaduke"’ he observed
““ As an emmple of pure merve, this ‘would
‘undoubtedly reguire some beatmg When
you have quite finished mauling my over-
coat, be good enough to Temove your un-
desirable presence"’

Marmaduke chattered with sheer delight.

“1 positively decline to agree with you,”
said Browne firmly. ¢ Without wishing to be
- too personal, I feel bound to remark that
you are no ugentleman This habit of leap-
‘ing upon one’s shoulder must be diseouraged.
Whatever you do, be careful with my hat,
Brother Marmy. Be very careful—"

Marmaduke probably understood the mean-
ing of the word “hat.”” He was, uncannily
intelligent. He might have thought that
Browne was inviting him to remove his hat.
&\t all events, this is exactly what he did

0

He not only removed it, but he ]eapt to
the ground, and careered off in triumph.
And Browne stood there, Ratless, watching
him. Willy Handforth and Chubby Heath
and Tubbs paused in the West Arch to watch -
the proceedings. - [ 4 :

Marmaduke made a bee-line for the:
fountain, made a victorious conquest of it,
and perched himself at the very summlt :
Then he calmly donned the hat, and pr acti-
cally obliterated himself. -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Willy and Chubby yelled,
looked excessively pained. .

‘¢ Alas!” he sighed. ‘“Alas and alack!.
That. this grievous exhibition should be re-
ceived with' boisterous merriment! . Brother
Willy, be good enough to recover my head-.
gear. After which, take your infernal,
monkey, wring his neck, and cast him into .
the deepest dungeon ’neath the castle moat.”.

“None of that, Marmy!” shouted Wllly
sternly. ¢ Bring that hat back!l”

Marmaduke emerged from the hat, and in
his exuberance he swung the silken topper
about so violently that it repeatedly collided
with the ornamental spikes at the top of the
fountain,

Browne’s expression ‘was pitifel. A great
sadness came over him. Unq'uestlonably, his.
hat was. being slightly soiled. Already
there were two enormous gashes in 11: and
the crown was bashed in.

Marmaduke completed his riot of destruc-
tion by holdlng the kat at arm’s length,
chattering at it contemptuously, and then
dropping it into the fountain-pool. It struck
with a sickly splash, gurgled once .or twice,
and drifted forlornly off in a half-derehct
condition,

and Browne



William Napoleon Browne approached with
a purposeful stride.

““As a piece of dirty work, this surely
beats ~every known record, "_ he said.
““ Brother Willy, there is no time to
deal with this matter as it justly deserves.

Unhappily, I cannot take Brother Marma-

- duke myself, and place him upon the rack.
I have no time to apply the branding-irons.
Neither are the thumb-screws available. I
will therefore leave you to pass sentence,
and perform the ceremony of execution.”

“Chuck it, Browne,” grinned Willy. “I'm
sorry about your hat. but old Marmy didn’t
do it deliberately ——

“No?" asked Browne mildly. < Opinions,
of course, are liable to differ. Personally, I
have never seen a more premeditated piece
of foulness in the whole of my chequered
career. So proceed with the slaughter. In
the meantime, solely in the interests of
health, I am compelled to commandeer your
own chapeau as a substitute!” '

Willy made one grab, but he was too late.
Browne seized the Third-Former's' shiny
topper, remwoved it, and placed it upon his
own head. It was about three sizes too
small, and it leoked ludicrous in the ex-
treme. Even Willy, in spite of his indigna-
tion, couldn’t help joining in the the howl
"of laughter. Browne regarded them coldly.

“I am aware that my appearance is
bizarre, but there is surely no need for
this Cheshire cat effect?’”’ he asked. ““For-
tunately, there is no mirror near at band.
I am therefore spared the painful ordeal of
regarding my own refleetion. But health is
the watchword. The wintry blast is Dbitter,
and my doctor has ordered me never to
venture forth unprotected. You are, of
course, at liberty to wear my own hat in
exchange!”

Browne glanced at the school clock, and
strode off. There was something in his point
of view, after all. Any hat was better than
none, and he surely had a perfect right to
Willy’s. Once at the station, he could re-
move the offence, and once in London he
could take a taxi to the nearest hatter’s
and buy a new topper.

Willy Handforth breathed h'\rd as Browne

vanished.-

““Well, what do you think of that?” he
asked tensely. *The absolute bounder! He’s
pinched my new tile!”

. ““Well, you can hardly blame him——"
began Chubb

Tt v.aan’t my faunlt that Marmy pmched
his hat!” howled_ Willy. ¢ Besides, it’s not
hurt—there’s only a dent or two in it! As

for being wet, what's that?”

“You'd better wear it, then,” sald Juicy
Lemon, coming up.

But Willy didn’t. _
- tion, he concluded that it would be better
to go off hatless. And it was necessary to
-put somé speed on too. Willy’s chums con-
sidered that Browne had been fully Justxﬁed
in his actwn.

After a brief inspec- |

But Willy, who held that Marmaduke could
do no wrong—and that if he did do wrong
“he couldn’t be blamed—registered a lam'ge,
broad, black mark ag‘unst the name of
William Napoleon Browne..

D i

CHAPTER VII.
THE DESERTED CASTLE.

" NOW !’ yelled Chubby
Heath joyously. - . .
He was standing
at the window of a
comfortable, roomy bed-room,
filled with old-world furniture.
There was only one bed in it,
but it was of .gigantic dimensions—one of
those ancient four-posters which were built
for comfort, and not with the idea of
wedging them into a maisonette. |
Within the bed were two forms, and the
bedclothes were partially pushed back, show-
ing exactly where Chubby Heath himself had
reclined. Chubby was in his pyjamas, and
he was gazing out across a spacious garden,
with steeply rising hills in the distance.
““Snow !”_he repeated. ¢ Come and look at
this, you chaps! What did I tell you?
We’always get snow in Derbyshire! - Good
egal”

The two forms sat up in the bed, reveahnw

‘themselves as Willy Handforth and Christo-

pher Lemon. They were Chubby’s honoured
guests for the Christmas holidays, and the
actual scene was the home of Mr. Martin
Heath, J.P., M.P., in the Peak district of
Derbyshire. Chubbys pater was the most
important man in the neighbourhood, and
quite a big man in Parllament too.

Willy }awnad went to the wmdow, and
grunted.

¢ Pathead!” he said tartly.
me out of bed for nothing!
you call snow?”

“What do you ecall it;
asked Chubby sarcastically.

“It’s not worth talking about!” growled
Willy. ¢ About ten flakes to the acre! It'll
take weeks and weeks to cover enough

“PDragging
Is this what -

ginger-beer?”’

} ground to make a decent snowballl”

~ ¢“But look at the clouds,” said Chubby,
casting his eye upwards. ¢*The pater was
telling everyhody last night that snow was
coming—and it's started already! Look at
those snow clouds!”

Willy was somewhat mollified. Ungqestion-
ably, the heavy, lowering clouds were of
the right brand to p—-mduce a heavy snowfall.
A few isolated flakes were descending, and
Elowing against the window. There was
no sign of snow on the ground yet—and the
whole vista was bleak and wintry, for a
hard frost had set in. But the promise of
snow was evident.

It was quite near to Christmas now.
Chubby had been home for days, but Willy

L and Juicy bad omnly arrived the previous



afternoon. And even in this short space of

time, the redoubtabie Willy had created a
big impression on the hou:zhold.
At dinper the whole table
‘startled by the extraordinary behaviour of
a wine decanter, which 24d insisted on tip-
ping without any visible aid. When it
finally went a bit too far, and deposited
its red contents over the snowy tahlecloth,
‘an investigation revealed a rubber ':mlb,'and
a tube leading to Willy’s piace. And in the
drawing-room, later, a sudden green glare in
the fire; accompanied by a devastating
report, was ‘hardly attributable to the coal.

Chubby stoutly denied all knowledge of
the phenomenon, and Willy was under deep
suspicion. Indeed, Mr. Heath had gravely
temarked to Mrs, Ifeath, upon retiring, that
- he wasn't at all sure whether he had been
.Wise-_'- in inviling
~young: monkeys. ‘Joe was bad enough—but
- they seemed to he far worse. P

Willy ‘had come to Chubby’ home to enjoy
“himself,. "and _.he. " had his. own. peculiar
_methuda, of - e*ttraetmo amusement. Aftef
“all; Christinas was . Chnstmn S0 w h}f not
treteh a point or two? Sl

Willg. had Tofb. his own, :ome with Iittle

regret Only two. days ago he and Ena had
qnarrelled violently, and hadn’t -spoken a
. word. to one another. siner. .And Edward
- Oswald, out ‘of shecr- perversity, had taken
- Ena’s: gide,.. Strained"- relations- were the
-order - of 'the -hour—particularly as .. Sir

Edward and Lady Handforth had separately

lectured Willy, and warned him about the

wickedness of placing beetles in his sister’s.

hed. In vain, Willy had protested that the
_beetles were dead—mere specimens. - Accord-
sng to Sir Edward, th.s made no {h{"erence
whatever.

At Heath’s home, these little" tmuhles
were not likely to crop up, so Willy “was
feeling- seren2 and happy. As he dressed,
he touched one or two tender spots which
reminded him of home and his father. But
he cast these recoliections aside, and sadly
told himself that home wasn’t -‘half the place
it was made out to be. Why, a fellow
couldn’t do a single thing without being
dropped on, and Lhas*rmed It was. little

short of sackemnﬂ Christmas away from
hﬂma was heaps hetter

- “TX think yon’ll have your wish, Toe, voung
man,” remarked Mr. Heath,

[l!‘ﬂa}(fﬂht table. “Unless I am are_qﬂy Inis-
taken, there is a lat of snow coming.”

“I'ine!” said Chubby. ¢ What's under
that dish-cover?”’
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when Lhuhby'
and his guests presented them:.ehes at the

“The Air Ministry tells us that we are
Jiable to have the most severe spell of wintry
many years,” continued Mr,
Heath, unfolding his serviette. * I’m afraid
it’ll cause a "re.at deal.-of inconvenience, but,
after all, one feels the need.of Snow m;
Chnntmaa time.??

““What’s under that dish-cover, mum?”
asked Chubby, dreamily.

“ Anybody might think you were half-
starved, Joe!”? said his mother, with a
severe look. “ And you shouldn’t be so in-
quisitive. Why don’t you listen to what
your father is saying?”

Mr. Heath was making some learned re-
marks on the atmospheric condition, and
deploring the fact that the snow couldn’t
wait: until Christmas day itself. Trains
would he delayed, and all manner of other
would rmult 11' a big fall
came immediately.

Mr. Heath was a big, robuat gemal gentle-
man, with a red face, and a heqrty manner.

"He was ‘a typieal couni,ry squire, and ong

would never have imagined that he wis an -
exceedingly capable speaher and a snrewid
I'or the mioment, he was {hrow-
ing aside all politics, and acting his. part
as host with a true Yule-tide abandon.

“What about some skating after bref:,k-

fast 2 aiked Willy.

“Certamlv not!’? said Mr. Heath. ¢ Good
heavens! What next? Joseph, don’t you
dare take your young friends to the lake!
The ice is {treacherous—very treacherous.

There will have to be a great deal more

frost

' ”I‘opping!” _
and bacon!?”

“What did you say, Joe?

“Eh? Sorry, dad!® said Chubby,vxhﬂ had
been concentrating-- his attention -on * ths
dishes. “Yon were talking about the
weather, weren't you?*

“I was talking about the lake!”  said
Mr. Heath severely. I am grieved to
chserve, Joe, that you retain that grievous
habit of concentrating your attention upon
food. Will you never outgrow that glutton-
ous trait??

Willy glanced at Juilecy, and they both
sighed. It was a Tummy thing, but &il
parents seemed to be the same. How many
timres had Sir Edward spoken to Willy on
the same subject? How many times had
Juiey’s pater scolded him in similar strain?
It was enough to make a chap fed up.

In fact, the three fags were heartily re-
lieved when breakfast was over—althougnh -
they took good care to lay in a solid stock
—and when they sallied out for a walk in
the frosty air they breathed freely.

¢ The pater makes me .tired"’. said Chubby
rebelliously. “ Always gassing .about grub
—always grumbling at something or other!
JTe even told me to give you a friendly warn-

ejaculated Chubby. “Kiqneya

 ing, Wﬂh §*2



“0Oh, did he?”
“What abouf?” _

“Oh, nothitg—a lot of fuss over a trifle,”
growled Chubby, as they came into the
Toad. “That bomb-thing you put in the
fire last night. The pater didn’t seem to
appreciate it.” '

“I thought it was rather good,”’ remarked
Juiey. '

‘“ Distinctly good!”” declared Willy firmly.

‘“ Well, the pater says that that sort of
thing has got to &top,” growled Chubby.
““Might as well be prisoners! Even the

said Handforth minor,

mater started on me! Said that there was

-
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hadn't been at Heath's place twenty-four
hours yet!
. However, the brisk nature of the morning,
'and the assurance of snow, worked wonders
on the fags' feelings. After they had been
walking for ‘half an hour, and had covered
about ¢two miles, they found themselves
upon a high bluff. From this vantage
point they could gaze down into the neigh-
houring valley, and it was possible to see
for miles.

“Look at the old feudal castle!”
marked Juicy, pointing.
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Phipps led the way with the lantern, and.the St. Frank’s fellows followed in |
pairs—each pair with a girl between them.

a whacking great hole in the carpetf, where a
chunk of hot coal flew out!”

Willy sniffed. |

¢ Fancy kicking up a dust about a little
hole,” he said disgustedly. < 'Well, thank
goodness we’re alone now. They won't drop
on us, I suppose, if we- push through a
hedge, and break a few twigs?”

As a matter of fact, Willy was beginning
to feel rather indignant. He had left home
with a feeling of joy, thoroughly relieved to
be away from all the bother. And now

things were - getting just as bad! And he

. i
' :

mit of an adjoining bluff stood a grim-
looking buiiding—an aged castle of grey
granite, or stone, with rising turrets: and
towers., They peeped out from beyond
the masses of surrounding trees—for all
the Jower sides of the bluffi were thickly
wooded. .

““Looks  deserted,” continued Juicy.
¢“Not a sign of life there—nof even a coil
of smoke. My hat! Reminds me of some
of the .stories you rtead about sinister
castles in the Balkans = Fancy that place
being here, in Derbyshire.”

Chubby Heath chuckled.



“Pon’t you know who zt belcmrra 102" he
asked amusedly.
¢ No!” replied Wl"? “‘Whu?”

¢ Por once I know more than you know!” |

grinned Chubby., “I know all abouf{ that
castle—and Fm going to give you a sur
prise,”?

S an ——

CHAPTER VIIL
REVENGE IS SWEET!

ILLY HANDFORTH
- sniffed.
- “Jolly = clever,

aren’t- you?” he
asked tartly. 4¢ Boasting
because you know something
about your own neighbnur-
My hat! You’d be an ignorant ass

hood!
if you didn’t know all the loecal landmaﬂm“’

“Well, there’s something special about
ithat p!ace," said Chubby, looking hurt. “It
belongs to somebody we all-know. Rummy
thmg 1 meant to tell you about it ages
—.ago, but I've always forgotten. Somethi) ng

erops up, you know, and it gets left—?"

. “Don’t gas s0 much!?” interrupted W]lly
" ¢« Who does it belong t0?7”
- “You’ll know as scon as I tell you the

amg L}

¢ Then tell us, you exasperating dummy’”

“That place is called Dorrimore Castle,” |

* said Chubby ealmly.

Willy Handforth and J mcy Lemon -‘tfnrted‘

“ Dorrimore €Castle!*’ echoed Willy.
&L YEE 3
fNet the pmperty of old Dorrie?®

“0f course it is,” grinned Chubby. “It’s
his country seat. At least, one of ’em:
Being a millionaire, he’s probably got three
or four. But this old place 8 his ancestral
home.. Tunny thing I haven't told-
before.”

“Youn've always had
sjeve,” retorbed Willy,
Dorrimore has got two or three places in
other parts of the counfry—— ' My hat!

a memory

TFancy that castle belonging to Dorrie! Well
J’'m blessed!”? -
They rtegarded the newhhourm" castle

with mueh greater interest. 1t had become
personal. There wasa't a fellow at St.
Frank’s who didn’t know the .genial, good-
natured Lord Dorrimore. To the juniors he
was particularly beloved. They had had
heaps of good times with old Dorrie.

But his lordship was an explorer—a big
game hunter—a globe-trotter who never
seemed able to settle down. Consequently
“his English mansions were more or less
pnpulatt,d by their stafls alone. Not that
Dorrimiore Castle seemed to be populated at
the moment.

“Isn't there anyhody there?*
Juicy, after a whila

¢ Not a soul.”

asked

you’

like it 5
"¢ T know that Lord

L]

| Juiey- Lemon.

do you know that?”

“ How
Willy. :

‘““My dear chap, everyhody knows it aboui
here,”” replied Chubby. “There's something
rommy about Dorrimore Castle—one of old
Dorrie’s secrets, I expect. A kind of family
skeleton.”?

] never thought he was that sort ”* re-
marked Willy thou-ﬂhtfully “Fancy old
Dorrie having family skeletons! Do you
mean to say this castle 15 always empty
and deserted?”

¢ No, only at Christmas time.”

“Only at Christmas time!”

“That’s all,” replied Chubby, enjoying
the sensatlon he was creating. ‘“The
ordinary staff lives tlere during the year.
But they always go off about {two weeks

demanded

‘before Christmas, and don’t come back until

the New Year. And the castle is left locked,
bolted and barred during the interval,”

“Well, it’s a rummy business,” declarasd
Willy. “Some old d¢radition, perhaps.
These ancestral castles have all sorts of
gueer customs.”

“It hasn't always been like It" said
Chubby. “1 was talking to the pater abou$
it this week, and he says that the castle’s
only been locked up like that for the last-
ten years. Before then there were always
high old times there during Christmas week
—whether Dorrie was present or not.”

“Well, it’s no business of ours,” put in
“ Supposing we walk round
in that direction, and have a closer look?
Might as well do that as anything else.”

““ And there’s nohody there at all?* asked
Willy, slowly.

“Not a soul.”

“You’re sure of that?”?

¢ Positive,”

“ And it’s locked, bolted and barred‘?”

“Like a giddy prlson"’ .

L H’m”’ said Willy reflectively.
interesting. Very interesting.
thundelmg interesting.”?

““What the dickens are you gefting at??

“That’s
In fact, it’s

-asked Chubby, staring.

Willy looked dreamily aeross the hills.

““And old Dorrie himself is touring in
South America somewhere,”” he went on. -
““ That’s what Nipper told me, anyhow—and
he heard it from his guv’nor. Touring
in South Amerieca—and not likely to be
home for months. Yet there’s no telling,”
added Willy ealmly. ¢ Dorrie’s full of sur-
prises. It would be quite like him to turn
up a day or two before Christmas, and hold
a huge party.”

““ You're dotty ! said Chubby.

‘““Even Mr. Lee wouldn’t be surprised if
hes suddenly heard that Dorrie was back in:
England for Christmas,” continued. Willy.
absently. “By jingo! I believe it would
work! 1 jolly well- beiieve it would work;*

“ What would?” ~

“I'm jolly well sure it would work,” de-
clared Willy. :

“You—you—?*



I've got an idea!” exclaimed
Willy, his eyes gleaming. ¢“It’s more than
aa  idea. - It’s a brain-wave! It's a
stupendous wheeze! 1t’s the jape of the
century !’

“What is?” in omne
voice. -

“ Listen to me!”” said Willy tensely. ¢ The
day before Christmas Eve we’ll send tele-
grams to Nipper and my major and Pitt
and Grey and Fullwood, and all those other
chaps! Yes, by Jove, we'll send telegrams
to Ireme and Doris, and the other girls,
too I*>

““Send ’em telegrams?’’ repeated Chubby,
amazed.

1’1l cost you quids!” gasped Juicy.

¢“No, it won't—not mose than twenty-five
or thirty bob,” said Willy. *“1've got over
two pounds, anyhow. And it’il be worth
every penny! This, my sons, is where we
get our revenge!l”

‘“ Revenge!? _

““Revenge!” said Willy fArmly. ¢ We'll
-, send those wires fto everybody, extending a
cordial invitation to spend Christmas at
Dorrimore Castle! Everybody will think
that Dorrie has got home, and has got up a

¢“ My sons,

roared his chums,

surprise party! That’s as certain as the
sunrise !’
“ But—but why%?” gasped £hubby. ¢ Ycu

mean them to get here on Christmas Eve?”
“Exactly!”
““You howling chump, they’ll find the place
all locked up and barred!” snorted Juicy

Lemon. *‘They’ll find no party at ail!”

¢ Precisely,” nodded Willy. ¢*That’s the
jape!” ;

“Jape!”

“That's the way we’ll get our revenge!”

““ Revenge 1’

“You giddy parrots!” roared Willy. < You
haven’t got as much sense as Priscilla!

All you can do is to repeat my last words!

Can’t you think? Haven’t you got any
machinery ?*?

“It beats me,” confessed Chubby, scratch-
ing his head.

“Then cast your mind baek to that nighe
at St. Frank’s—the evening before we broke
up,” saild Willy grimly. ¢ Think of the way
those Remove chaps kicked us out of the
Moor View School! Think of the way Irene
& Co. approved of the dirty piece of work!
In fact, they absolutely egged the chaps to
do it! They were all in the same boaf—
-and they'll all suffer!” -

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon stared.

““ But—but it’s too thick!?  gurgled
Chubby, aghast. -

“Too thick be blowed!?” snorted Willy.
1t wasn't too thick for them to kick us
ouf, was it? If anybody insults the Third
I believe in getting revenge! And I be-
lieve in doing it thoroughly, too! Come to
think of it, there’s old Browne, too!*’

“ Browne !”” said Juicy feebly.

“Didn't he pinch my hat?”
Willy, with indignation.

demanded |

|

¢ Crumbs !

“Yes, but your monkey ruined his!*

““That's nothing!” interrupted Willy
hastily “ Browne had no excuse for burg-
ling my topper like that.” And he’s going
to get one of those telegrams, too! On
Christmas Eve, at about tea-time, they’ll
roll up, expecting to find a gorgeous party—
and they'll find barred gates!” ;

CHAPTER IX,
WILLY MEANS BUSINESS!

HERE was something
50 daring about
. Willy’s proposed
practical joke that
Chubby Heath and  Juicy
Lemon wére breathless, They
[ were normally intelligent
juniors, but their -brains failed to grasp
the completeness of the project. . ,
“They won’t come!” said Chubby,  at
length. ¢ They won't be fooled by a tele.
gram like that! You're mad!. They know
Dorrie’s abroad——*’ i e
““That's nothing,” interrupted Willy.
“I’'m simply counting on Dorrie’s character-
istics., Everybody knows he’s a bounder fo:
giving surprises., It would be just like him
to get up a party at the last minute.” - .
“Yes, but everybody will have made their
own arrangements,” objected Juicy -Lemon,
¢ They'll have Christmas all fixed up. In-
stead of getting that crowd down here,

“there’ll be a sheaf of felegrams, saying

that nobody can come!”

Willy shook his head. _

“Don’t you believe it,”” he replied. * There
may be one or twoe non-starters, but the
majority will roll up.- I happen to know
for a fact that nearly all the chaps are
planning to spend Christmas at home.
They’ll simply leap at the chance {c come
to one of Dorrie's parties.”

“ Well, that’s true,” admitted-Chubbj’,-

“ Dorrie’s famous for his. parties,’' went on
Willy. “Being- a millionaire, he spends
money like water. Everybody will rush at
the thing and not a soul "~will suspeet that
it's a trick., We'll cven get Nipper down
here. He’ll probably discuss the matter
with Mr. Lee, but even Mr. Lee won't know
that Dorrie isn’t home. Dorrie’s. sueh an
erratic beggar. I tell you, we’re on safe
ground.”

Chubby’'s face breke inte a slow grin. .

¢ There's something in it,” he admitted.
What a lark! And we shall get
our own back, shan't we?" e

“It's good enough for the First of April!”
chuckled Willy. “They'll all be properly
fooled, my sons. We'll chip them all next
tei'iu} over.this affair. The whole school will
ye 123 -

“Buft will they come?” asked Chubby
dubiously. ¢ Your major knows youn're in



this district, and he might smell a rat. If
he got talking wish the other fellows——?

‘ We shall have to risk that,” replied
Willy, frowning. ¢ That’s the worst of hav-
ing a big reputation! Not that there’s much
risk,” he added thoughtfully. ¢ Dorrimore
Qastle is nearer Buxton than your place,
Chubby. We ean send those telegrams
from Buxton—it’s the station for the castle,
anyhow. Nobody will catch on.”

‘““Yes, that’ll be safe enough,’” agreed
Chubby. “But 1 say, isn’t it a bit too
mouldy ?*?

“ Mouldy?”

“J mean, we don't want to b vindictive,”
said Chubby. ¢ It’s Christmas-time, and
we’'re supposed to be bunged full of good-
fellowship. Let bygones be bhygones, you
know. That sort of spirit. Doesn’t it seem
a bit steep to spoil their Christmas uxe
that?»

“ Who’s going to spoil their Christmas?”

“You will, if you carry out that dodge,”
veplied Chubby. ¢ After all, they only
biffed us out of that party because we
weren’t invited. It was more or less of
a joke———>

“And so is this a joke,” interrupted
Willy coldly, ¢ My hat! You’re as soft as
putty! I’ve got the honour of the Third
more abt heart! If the Third’s insulted,
the Third’s got to wipe it out!”

‘¢ Yes, but—">

““Yes, but nothing!” snorted Willy.
“You’re talking out of t{he back of your
neck, my son! There’s no question of spoil-
ing anybody’s Christmas. Hang it
wouldn’t play a dirty trick like that! It’s
only a rag!” '

““A pretty steep Kkind of rag,” said
Chubby. * They’ll get here on Christmas
Eve, and find themselves miles from afy-
where, with the eastle all locked. I don’t
suppose there’ll be any trains running on
Christmas Day, so they’ll simply be stranded!
I don’t call that much of a joke!”

“ Neither do I, agreed Juicy Lemon.
“Jt’s too thick!”

. Willy regarded them with pitiful con-
tempt.

‘““ And you thought me capable of that?”»
he asked tartly. ‘“You thought I'd sug-
gest a filthy trick of that kind? My _-only
hat! I hope I'in not a vindictive——** :
“ But you have suggested it!”’ interrupted
Chubby. _ _

¢ Rats !’ roared Willy. *“Rot! Rubbish!
Piffle 1»° '
“Steady!” protested Juicy indignantly.

“My poor, hopeless cuckoos!” sighed
Willy. ¢ When I send those wires, I'll name
a certain train—one that’ll get ’emn here in
the afternoon. It’s net much of a journcy
from London, after all—three or four hours,
at the most.” :

“ Welle?

“Well, I’l] fix it so that they’ll have heaps
of time to get here, and then caich a
train back for London the :ame evening,”

all, 1

“ Their Christmas won’f

explained Willy.
be spoilt—they’ll be back home on u hrist-

mas Eve. But they’ll have had the journey
all for nothing., And we shall be outside
the castle gates to explain, in sweel tones,
that we’ve had our own back.”

Willy’s chums grinned with relief.

“0f course, that makes it different,” said
Chubby heartily. “ As long as they can get
back in time for Christmas, it’s a ripping
wheeze., They deserve something pretty
stiff, too, to pay ’em back for the way they
treated us!” _

‘“ Rather !’ said Juicy, nodding.

“I'm glad you can see it!” growled Willy.
“It’'s like your nerve to suspect me of let-
ting the chaps in for a ruined Christmas.
What about the girls, too? We couldn’t
leave them gstranded!”

“0Of course, everything’s all right, the way
you’'ve planned it,”’ said Chubby, “ What a
joke! What a wheeze! Even if they dor’t
all come, plenty of ’em will roll up! We'll
crack our giddy sides!”

And Willy & Co., as they turned their
steps towards the castle, entered into closer
details of the sinister plot.

CHAPTER X.

A ‘COMPLETE SUCCESS.
Y RCHIE GLENTHORNE
62 £ adjusted his tie with
LA great care.
i_ff;,f;'f;-,;g{',";“ . “Everything all in
’.;Hh ortllgg,unlghlppsf” he inquired
1 o il 1X1] ~ L]

“Yes, sir,” replied Phipps.
¢ 1 shouldn’t advise you to touch your neck-
wear. There are many blacks in the air this
morning, and they have a habit of clinging

to gloves. Better let well alone, sir.”
- ¢“Good gad!’”? ejacdlated Archie. “A
dashed wise observation, lJaddie! I mean to

say, when one looks out of the old window,
one realises the general murkiness!”

¢ Just so, sir.”?

Archie was gliding through the West-end
in a taxi, en route for a big London ter-

minus. On the seat opposite sat Phipps, his
valet, cool, ealm, and unemotional, as
usual.

“] trust we have bags of time, Phipps?”?
asked Archie, as the taxi halted. ¢‘These
blocks are a frightful bother, you kaow. I
mean, dash it, we could have walked to the
bally place in half this time.»

“1 was prepared for delays, sir, and
allowed ample time,”’ explained Phipps. “1I
imagine we shall arrive fully half-an-hour
before the train leaves. Quite necessary, too,
sir, for there is hound to be a big rush on
Christmas Eve.”

“Oh, absolutely,” agreed Archie. “It’s
a rummy thing, Phipps, but all the dashed
citizens appear to dash -off at the last
dashed minufe! It doesn’t give a chappie
breathing space, I mean!” '



“ Undoubtedly, the trains will be rua in
duplicate this morning, sir,” said Phipps.
““It is rather a pity his lordship did not
give us longer notice. I have done my best
under the  circumstances, but I am afraid
-our wardrobe is far from satisfactory.”

Archie looked worried.

““Yes, that’'s a frightful
news,” he remarked. “Dash it, Phipps,
you’ve given the young master an absolule
spasm! Just when I was feeling consider-
ably bucked, too. I hope we've got all the
essentials??”? -

“You can safely rely upon that, sir,"-

replied Phipps. ¢ At the same time, I share
your own antipathy to fthesc precipitate ex-
cursions, sir.”

Archie seemed to go pale.

‘¢ Excursions, Phipps?”’ he gurgled fecbly.
“0dds crowds and sardines! Not rteally? I
mean to say, not absolutely?
telling me, old article, that we're dashing
off by one of those blighting excursion
trains?” ! g 3

“Oh, no, sir,” replied Phipps.

“But, dash it, you just said——"’

“1 merely used the word in its ecorrect
sense, sir.”

¢ Then I wish you wouldn't give the young
master these heart shocxzs!” complained
Archie. ¢¢If there's one thing I absolutels
bar, Phipps, it’s an excursion train. And
I mean to say, on Christmas Eve— 1 dis-
tinctly abhor the idea of the populace squash-
ing me into a corner, or edging me up cn to
one of the bally luggage racks! That sort
of thing, Phipps, depletes the old tissues
to a frightful extent.”

Phipps looked perfectly unemotional.

““There is no necessity for you to be
alarmed to-day, sir,” he said. ¢ There are
exactly eighteen in the party, and three
first-class compartments have been reserved

in advance.”

‘““ What-ho!” -said Archie genially. €1
mean, that's a fruity wheeze, Phipps!
Who's the lad with the excessive brain who
thought of that?”

It was my suggestion, sir.”

¢ Phipps, you're absolutely overflowing
with the good old grey matter!® said Archie

approvingly. “I’'m dashed if I know how
you think of these juicy schemes? So
everything’s all right, what?* “ |

¢ As far as I know, sir.?

¢ Good!’ . beamed Archie. ¢“The old
morning locks less foul.”

He gazed out at the streets., London was

positively packed. It was a bright morning,
with a touch of frost, but the sun had some
difficulty in penetrating the misty haze.

In a word, Willy’s scheme was proving
thoroughly successiul.

He had sent twenty-four telegrams, and
cightcen of the recipieals were answering
the call. A magnificent proportion. Even
Willy had bhardly expected such a number,

The telegrams had arrived on the previcuz

piece of bad.

You're not |

vitations.

the
off. There had been no

day—Ilate.
party was setting
time during the brief interval for any search-

And now, this morning,

ing inquirtes to be made. One or two of-
the invited guests had wired to the mythical
Lord Dorrimore " at the Castle, regretting
their inability to accept the invitation. One.
or two others had wired, accepting. . In all.
probability, those telegrams would trickle
back to their senders, sooner or later—or,
at least, something would be heard to the .
cffect tha$ they bhad not been delivered. .
But Willy Handforth had been cunning.
He had despatched the wires so that they
would arrive late. Messages of acceptance
and regrebtful refusal would not be sent of
until the following morning. Thus, the:

party would be wcll on its way before any

hitch could take place.
it wouldn’t matter. Ior, according %o
Willy’s calculations, everybody would ba
back in town the same night. :

Things had gone veiy nicely.

Most of the prominent Remove fellows

And then, of course,

| were in town, and so were the Moor View

airls. Such young ladies as Ena Handforth,
Winnie Pitt, -and Violet Watson were
naturally with their respe:tive brothers ang
families. Willy had saved money on these”
particular wires, for he had included brother
and sister in the same invitation. At Pitt's
home, for example, Reggie and Winnie had
received a telegram addressed . to them
jointly. It was the same with the others.

Naturally, the telephone had been busy
the previous evening.

Tommy Watson had lost no time in ring:
ing up Nipper. And Nipper had got into
communication with Reggie Pitt and Hand-
forth and Archie Glenthorne. Archie was
staying at his brother’s flat. engaged in
Christmas shopping. o

A few of the fellows found it impossible
to accept “Lord Dorrimore's ** invitation,
much as they desired to do go. The Duke of

| Somerton, for instance, was compelled to go

to his own country seat. Cecil de Valeris,
Jack Grey, and one or two more were
already away. .

But Willy’s scheme was successful, naver-
theless.

Those who were free eagerly deeided to
go. They knew what to expect! At least,
they thought they did. Dorrie was always
a marvellous host. To miss one of his
parties was little short of tragic. 8o,
although the notice was short, there was
a rush to go.

Exactly as Willv had predicted, nobody
questioned the authentic nature of the im.
They had been despatched from
Buxton, and Dorrimore Castle was near by.

- Why, it was as clear as daylight that good

old Dorrie had returned to England, and was
bent upon giving the chaps a good fime.

It was &0 characteristic of him, too. That
was where Willy was safe. It was just liks



It -was just
like the genial peer to arrive home, prepare

Dorrie to spring it suddenly.

a party, tinal
minute.

Nipper had been conblderably burprasej
Although one of the shrewdest fellows in
The. Remove—probably the shrewdest of all—
undoubtedly THE shrewdest of all—he had
- suspected nothing. Why should he? He
knew Lord Dorrimore better than the other
juniors. .
~ As it happened, Nelson ILee was away,
naving accepted an invitation from Mr. and
Mrs. Beverley Stokes.
Reggie Pitt’s home on Christmas Eve.

And then the wires, purporting to come
from Dorrie, arrived.

Arrangements were swiftly made, and the
party was formed. It was far better to
go down by the same train, in one group.
There was naturally no hint of a trick, for
all the invited guests had received the same
telegrams—clearly proving that Dorrie had
sent out bis invitations wholesale, as usual.

Archie had decided to take Phipps along,
and both L'ld:y Handforth and Mrs. Pitt had
provided their daughters with lady’s-maids.
And Ena and Winnie had promptly arranged
that .the maids should serve for all six
girls -in the party, The maids didn’t mind,
for they kuew they would get liberal tips.

It was a contingency which Willy hadn’t
bargained for. He bhadn’t dreamed that
some of the guests would bring personal
servants with them. Not that it made any
real difference.

Arriving at the big terminus, Archie
alighted from his taxi, and soon found him-
self in the midst of a jolly party. Phipps
had bustied off to attend to the general

and say nothing until the

baggage.
“What-ho! All here?” beamed Archie.
“I say! Good gad! Congrats.,, Marjorie,

old thing! I mean, what a perfectly price-
less picture! Dash it, the old eyes
dazzled like anything!”

“Don’t be absurd, Archie,” smiled Mar
jorie Temple,

But Archie wasn’t absurd in the least.
Marjorie was looking unusually attractive
and meat in her winter furs. Indeed, all the
girls were attractive, for their parents had
sent them away beautifully equipped. An
invitation to Dorrimore Castle was not one
to be treated lightly! The girls, moreover,
were in the highest of spirits. And the St.
Trank’s fellows were fairly bubbling with
Christmas cheer.

They little thought of what awaited them!

Handforth & Co. were present in force,
and the ofher juniors in the party consisted
of Nipper, Tommy Watson, Reggie Pitt,
Ralph Leslie FFullwood, Fatty Little, John
Busterfield Boots and Bob Christine. Last,
but by no means least, was the elegant
Fifth TFormer, William XNapoleon Browne.
Being a senior, he treated the pariy with a
fatherly, benevolent air.

Nipper was going to

are

-

~any possible hitch.

There were six girls—Irene Manners, Doris
Berkeley, Marjorie Temple, Ena Handforth,
Winnie Pitt, and Violet Watson. It would
have been impossible to select a more re-
presentative gathering.

And af last they started off—occupying
three adjoining compartments in one of the
corridor coaches of  the train. They were
able to dodge in and out just as they liked,
and there was any amount, of fun and
laughter.

It was a case where ignorance was bliss.

e et ]

CHAPTER XI.
AN UNEXPECTED DEVELOPMENT,

TRICTLY speaking,
S Willy was a terrxble

W)

young rascal.

. There’s no help for
it—it’s got to be admitted.
1f Dorrlmore Castle had been

"a mere fifty miles from
London, the joke would have been quite
comic, But Dorrimore Castle was in Derby-

B

‘shire—and the fastest trains took between
four and five hours.

The expense, alone,
was considerable.

But in all fairness to Willy, it is neces-
sary to explain that he regarded distances
with the eyes of extreme :youth A hundred
miles or so to him was a trifie as light as
air. As long as the party could reach Dorri-
more Castle in time to be fooled, and then
get a train back, nothing else mattered.

And Willy had certainly seen to that.

According to all the train schedules—and
Willy had made a complete study of them—
he found that the guests would roll up
somewhere between half-past three and four,
allowing them sufficient time to get from the
station. They would still have bags of
time to catch a train back.

Having planned his out satisfactorily,
Willy gave no thought to the distance, or to
It didn’t occur to him
that Christmas Eve is about the last day in
the year when one may expect trains to run
to schedule time. And as for the weather,
tIl]llS detail didn’t enter his calculations at
a

And yet the weather—at Christmas- tnne-—
and in such a county as Derbyshire, was a
very important factor.

The invited guests made this discovery
at about two o’clock.

They had all partaken of an excellent
luncheon in. the dining car, and were feelinyg
happier than -ever. It was snowing. That .
was a splendid development. At least, they
thought so at the moment. |

¢ Snow!?” said Handforth, as he looked out
across the country. By George! What
could be better? It’s going to be a real
old-fashioned Christmas.”

Itene clapped her hands.



“I've been longing for snow!”’ she con-
fessed. ¢““Oh, this is wonderful! And I ex-
pect there’ll be lots of it at Dorrimore
Castle, too!” _ |
- ¢ Rather!”? . said Fullwood. ¢ The Peak
distriet’s famous for snow.” s

“Then we’'ll have toboganning?” asked

‘““ How
Oh, but there may be

Winnie Pitt, with sparkling eyes.
absolutely gorgeous!
no toboggans there!” she added, in dismay.

“Pon’t you believe iti?? smiled Fullwood.
“If I know anything about old Dorrie, he’ll
have every facility for winter sports at the
castle. Don’t you remember how he pro-
vided .everything for us on that South Sea
trip? Dorrie’s a marvel. He thinks of every

, detail. Hang it all, he’s only a boy him-
self1”?

‘““Dorrie’s a brick!”’ said Doris heartily.
“I'm particularly fond of him, because he’s
got my name. The girls call me Dorrie
sometimes. But, somehow, it doesn’t sound
a bit feminine when we're talking about
Lord Dorrimore.”

They looked out of the window with eager }

joy.

It was <certainly snowing. As Archie

observed, it wasn’t merely falling in flakes,

but in absolute chunks. ‘The train was
driving through a snowstorm which seemed
likely to develop into a positive blizzard.

Visibility was so mper-ect that one could
only see for a few yards on either side of
the track. And everything was white. I}
was freezing, and the snow was powdery and
feathery. It fell, and remained like driven
sand, the high wind already banking it up
into minor drifts.

“Good egg!” said Watson, with gleaming

eyes. “It’s ecoming down thicker and
thicker! Good old snow!”

Nipper grinned.

“I shouldn’t crow too much, if I

were
you,”” he temarked calmly, '

“Whatever do you mean, Dick?” asked
Winnie. '

“Weil, I'm just as fond of snow as you
are,” replied Nipper drily. ¢ But it’s not
the best kind of weather for travelling. I
suppose you know that our train’s already
three-quarters of an hour late?”

‘““ By George!” said Handforth, startled.

““She’s losing time all the way, too,”” went
on Nipper. ¢ You can’t exnect anything else
with this snow—and with the enormously
increased Christmas Eve train service.
Bon’t forget they're running double and
ireble the amount of trains to-day, and we
should have been late in any c¢ase.”

¢« And this snow’s making it worse,”
aagreed Reggie, nodding. ‘‘What time are
we due in at Buxton?’

‘“Well, this is a especial  train,” said
Nipper. ‘“We ought to get there at abouf
three o’clock. But we shall be lueky if we
arrive by five.” : :

““0Oh, it’'ll be dark by then??” laughed
Doris. ‘ Who cares a hang about darkness?
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Church simply vanished. With
scarcely any warning, he sank com-
pletely out of sight. _

I can picture the castle already! Thousands
of Ilights—great roaring log fires—{fairy
lamps by ihe million—and dear old Dorrie
waiting to welcome us! Naturally, there’ll
be heaps and heaps of grub——-"?

“Grub!” echoed Fatty Little, from the
doorway. “I say, do you.think Dorrie will
have enough for everybody?”

“Get back to your own compartment,
greedy sides!” snorted Handforth. “My
hat! It’s only half an hour since you cleared
out the dining-car pantry! Lots of people
are going hungry on the train! How can you
| expect anything else with a food-destroyer
like you on board?” ]

““Oh, cheese it!” said Fatty indignantly.
“1 didn’t have much——" .

“] can picture everything,”” went on Doris
dreamily. ¢ We shall be able to see the
castle in the distance as we’re driving to-
wards it. All the gleaming windows, and
the radiating warmth——"’

“My hat!” interrupted Irene.
getting poetical!”

‘““Better come to earth, and look at this
snow !”’ suggested Fullwood. ¢ By gad, it’s
driving down with fearful force now! Just
look out there! Hallo, we’re slowing down!
Where have we got to?” i .

The train came to a halt, and it was im-
possible to see why. There was no station,
and on both sides of the train the view was

“You're




obscured by the whirling snowflakes—which
were descending in such myriads that they
resembled fog. The train stood there, held
up.

The wait seemed an endless one.

“We must expect a lot of this,” remarked
Dick Hamilton ruefully. “With so many
trains on the line, they daren’t take any
risks. By Jove, it's a real blizzard now, 1n
carnest!” '

“ What’s it going to be like in Derby-
shire?”” asked Watson.

The expressions of delight had vanished
by this time. The party was discovering that
snow had very decided drawbacks. It was
perfectly splendid swhen one arrived at
one's destination-—when one was snugly shel-
tered beneath a hospitable roof. Under
those circumstances snow was just wonderful.

But in the train—with a long distance still
ahead—the whirling flakes took on a dif-
ferent aspect., They became a confounded
nuisance. And once the train service was
partially disorganised, there was no telling
what hopeless confusion would ensue. On
such a day as Christmas Eve the service
absolutely depended upon smooth running., -

And this Yule-tide snowfall was the one
curse the railway company had feared. Upj
and down the entire line, officials were
worried, harassed, and making use of
language that could be employed in no draw-
ing-room. - : ’

At three o'clock the train was a very long
way indeed from Buxton. - The hope of
getting there by five was gradually fading
away. It was one long succession of delays—
one long series of stoppages. And each
stoppage became more and more prolonged as
the time passed. '

Darkness descended prematurely, and the
gleaming™ lights of the coaches glinted out
upon the driving snowflakes.

Up and down the whole train, people could
be seen with worried expressions. Nobody
could rest. There was a general feeling of
uneasiness. Nobody could say when one’s
respective station would be reached.

Five o'clock came, and five o’clock went.
Six o’clock arrived—and Buxton was still
somewhere in the indefinite digtance ahead.
Nevertheless, the train had been crawling
along in @ gradual series of slow pulls. It
was getting somevhere, at all events.

“We must be somewhere near Buxton now,
surely?’’ asked Irene at last. <“1sn’t this
dreadful? Nobody seems to know anything!
And it was ages since we stopped at the
last station.” _

“Twenty past six, too,” said Handforth,
looking at his watch. < By George, we're
stopping again! Hallo, what the—"

This {ime the train pulled up -xith such a
tremendous jerk that everybody was nearly
flung out of their seats. Alarmed voices
could be heard ali up and down the corridor.

“Something seems to have bappened:”
exclaimed McClure.
Browne lowered the window and leaned

out. A perfect smother of snowflakes whirled

in. The snow was piled high, and secmed
to tower.up to the very-heavens.

The train was in a deep cufting, and the
drifting snow had banked itself up in
enormous quantities. The other side of the
track, although Browne couldn’t see it, was
even worse., The wind was roaring with a
terrific fury, and it whistled and shrieked
down the train. <The snow was falling as
Browne had never seen it fall before—
choking, dense masses of flakes hurtling
themselves from the sky with ever increasing
ferocity.

The spectacle was not exactly cheering.

Browne had an idea that their destination
was near at hand. He had kept his eye on
the stations, and .-had studicd the railway
map. But even the lanky Fifth-Former’s.
famous optimism received a jolt.

Sltl)mehow, he had an idea that all wasn't
well,

CHAPTER XII.
SNOW-BOUND !
66 HUCK it, Browne!”

¢ Shut that win-

dow, for goodness’
sake!”’

“ We're getting smothered!”

Browne withdrew his head

— and shoulders and closed the
window. He turned to Ahe others in the
compartment, and sadly shook his head.

“ Without wishing to be unduly pessimistic,
brothers and sisters, I fear we are in the
midst of it,”” he observed.

“In the midst of what?’’ asked Bob
Christine.

“The soup, Brother Christine—undoubtedly
the soup!’ replied Browne. ¢ Those who
wanted snow have had their wishes granted
with considerable interest. The heavens are
discharging themselves with a zeal which 1
greatly deprecate. However, 1 fear we are
powerless to stem the tide.”

“We shall get therc, shan’t we?” asked
Fatty Little anxiously. ‘

““It all depends what you mean by € there,’
Brother Little,” said Browne. ¢ At tho
moment we are here. I greatly fear that we
shall stay here, too. Gradually, but relent.
lessly, the snow will now proceed to enfold
us in its chilly embrace.”

«“My hat! We're not snow-bound, are
we?’ asked Church.

“* Alas, I fear so!” sighed Browne.

“QOh, I say!” "protested Winnie Pitt.
““That’s impossiblg!™. :

“He's ouly trying to be funny!” said Ena
stiffly. ¢ Personally, I don’t think it’'s much
of a joke to—" = | _

] deplore this unjust suspicion, Sister
Ena!” interrupted Browne, in distress. ““Am
I the one to spread gloom: and sorrow? It

| is my purpose in life to radiate sunshine and

happiness.  Alack, at. the moment, I am
unable to discover a single, tiny’ray. 1 fear



we arve lost,
literally,” _

“Let’s have a look!” said Boots, going
to the window.

" But the door of their compartment opened,
and Nipper strode in from the corridor.

‘““ Here’s a nice state of things!” he ex-
claimed. * We’re snowed up!”’

They all jum;)ed to their feet.

“ Snowed up!”

** Deep in a drift!’”’ said Nipper. “ What’s
more, the snow’s coming on thicker than
ever, and it’s impossible to make any pro-
gress. By the look of things, we shan't be
able to baeck out, either!”

“Snowed up!” murmured Winnie.
that’s terrible!” _ .

““Did 1 not express my own opinion in the
same terms a minute ago?” asked Browne
gently. “But tell us, Brother Hamilton,

is this information official? Is it copyright
" by Reuter? 1Ig it straight from the horse’s
mouth?”’

Lost, not only figuratively, but

“ But

“I've just seen one of the inspectors,”

replied Nipper. ¢ There are two or three
on the train, I believe. He’s been up to the
front, and says.the snow’s twelve and fifteen
feet deep.” :

““Oh, my gocdness!”

“That’s why we pulled up with such a
jerk five minutes ago,” went on Nipper.
‘“We ran slap into it—a huge drift right-at
thetf?ot_of the cutiing. We’re in the deepest

art.”

B Oh, corks !’ groaned Fatty. “ That means
anather delay! And I don’t suppose they’ve
got enough food on the train for a decent
meal—--""

““ Never mind about food!” growled Buster
'‘Boots. ¢ What about all these people? The
train’s packed—and we shall probably stick
here for hours—perhaps all night.”

“ All- night!” exclaimed Winnie bhreath-
lessly.

“That's cheerful, if you like!” commented
Violet Watson. -

There were all sorts of conjectures and
suppositions. The St. Frank’s fellows and
-the Moor View girls, while being anxious,
were nevertheless thrilled and excited. This
was an,experience, at all events! Snowed
up in a cutting! And snowed up so effectively
ttat the 4rain was completely helpless!

It .wasn’t "lorig _before the awful truth was
made known to éverybody on the train. Any
hepe .of reaching ‘a station was out of the
“guestion. © Breakdown gangs were being
despatched, and efforts would be made to
clear the %racks. DBut many hours must
necessarily pass before the train was free.
“‘The whole main line was in a state of utter
disorganisation. c

They were in the heart of the Peak dis-
trict, and the bhlizzard was one of the worst
that Derbyshire had known for many years.
Later, the juniors were to read of the un-
precedented drifts which had sminthered ali
parts of the county. Animal life had suf-
fered with terrible severity.

|

It was a snowstorm of snowstorms—a
Christmas hurricane that was destined to
be remembered for years to come. And while
the snow flooded down with ever-inereasing
force, London and the southern counties of
England were merely visited by a long period
of heavy rain, :

But the victims of Willy Handforth’s jape
had an idea that they were in the Alps.
Within half an hour a complete change had
come ahout the scene. Opening the door,
Nipper could see that the snow was drifting
against the train. Already it was knee-deep,
and reaching to the footboards. There was
snow, snow--nothing but snow. And there
was no indication that the downfall would
lessen.

““ Well, it’s no good growling,” said Nipper,

as he closed the door. *“ We’re probably
booked here for the whole evening. It’s
seven o’clock already—and we shall be lucky
to get to our station by midnight. Lots of
the people are saying that we shall be here
until the morning.””
At this moment Reggie Pitt came dashing
in from the corridor. Behind him crowded
some of the other fellows, all looking. hot
with excitement.

“I’ve got some news!” panted Reggie
fensely. ' ; aal
‘“Oh, we’re not going, are we?” asked one

"of the girls, jumping up.

“Great Seott—no!” said Pitt. *“We're
stuck faster than ever—shan’t get clear of
this drift for ages.” L

“But you said——""

““ News, yes!” interrupted Pitt. “I just
collared one of the guards—he’s a local man,

it seems. He knows every inch of this dis.
trict. Were only a mile from Dorrimore
Castle!” :

‘¢ What!”

“ A mile!”

“ But—but—-"" '

Everybody talked at once--everybody was
full of excitement. |

“Fact!” said Pitt calmly. < This guard
knows what he’s talking about—and he
wouldn't try to fool me, anyhow. You see,
the nearest station to the castle is two miles
farther onp—-"

‘“We're only two miles from Buxton?”
asked his sister,

““No, Buxton’s a long way ahead,” ex-
plained Reggie. “We were going to Buxton
because this i3 a fast traip, and doesn’t
stop at the local station. = Direct across
country, Dorrimore Castle is only a mile
away. Straight up this left embankment,
and over the fields.”

The same thought occurred to everybody.

“My only hat!”’ gasped Boots. ¢ You—
you mean—-"'

it, eh?”

“We'll walk
citedly.

“Why not?” asked Reggie. ¢ You girls
won't be able to come, of course—but the
rest of us can push through the snow, get
to the castle, and bring back some kind of
convevance,” |

cried Violet e€x-



““Hurrah!”

“We'll try it!”

“ Better than sticking here all night, any-
how!”

“It's absolutely amazing!"” declared Full-
wood. A kind of fate that we should only
he a mile from Dorrimore Castle. And yet
I don’'t know,”’ he added. ¢‘‘The train might
have been snowed up anywhere—and it was
bound to be near somebody’s home. We
happen to be all going to the same place.”

“We'll chance it!” said Boots. ¢“ We'll
walk there!”’

‘““ Rather!”

¢ Hear_, hear !’

'$0,”

of the Empire’s most promising life \sculd'
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‘“You gassing ass!” snorted Handforth,
“What's the idea of talking hke .that?
There's no danger.”

“QGreatly as I hate confrad.ctmg .You
Brother Handforth, I must, nevertheless, do
said Browne. < The danﬂer is great,
If a train can get buried, ‘what of us?
We must prepare ourselves. At least one
lantern will be required. We must seize
that guard firmly, and bribe him. We must
inquire the exact direction from this loeal
encyclopsedia. With any ordinary luck, we
may even annex one of the lamps from

the engine.”
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. ¢ Let’s start straight away!”

* Steady, brothers—steady!” szid Browne
gently, ¢Is this burst of exuberance abso-
- lutely essential? Let us be cautious. 1 am
not the one to discourage youthful energy,
but it seems to me that care is required.
Think of the sensatlon if we all got buried
in the snow!”’ ;

“ Look here, Bro

““Think of the black edges whlch would
be the feature of every newspaper if my
premature death became published,” went
on Browne calmly. ““ A wave of stark horror
would undoubtedly sweep throughout the
length and breadth of the land. The Icss

4

1

Dick Hamilton nodded.

“Browne’s dead right,” he said grimly.
“It would be nothing short of madness to
start off without a few précautions like
thuzt. We must have a lantern, and we
must have a general idea of the right dJlrec-

tion. Even a mile will be a big ordeal in
this snow. It's an awful depth in some
places.”

“ We're all ready to chance it, anyhow,”
said Irene firmly -
“ But you glrl aren't coming——”

¢ That’s  just where you’re wrong!” sald
Irene. ¢ We girls are coming! If you try
to stop us, we’ll go off alone!”



CHAPTER XIIL
THROUGH THE BLINDING STORM.

RENE & CO. werc de-
termined.
There wasn’t a girl
~who wavered. Al six
were inflexible in their re-
solve to accompany the St.
Frank’s fellows on their
trudge to Dorrimore Hall. Even the two
ma.lds entered into the spirit of the thing,
and  were -willing to go, too. It was far
betier than waiting indefinitely in the train,
Phipps, of course, with his usual calmness,
took possession of the party. - He didn’t
appear to do so, and nobody knew that he
had constituted himself the actual leader.
But it was really Phipps who gained the in-
formation from the guard, and it was Fhipps
who secured a lantern. It was qmte a good
lantern—a spare one from the guard’s van.
““] have bheen warned, young. gentlemen,
that this &ttempt to proceed across country
will be risky in the extreme,” declared
Phipps. ““ All will be well"if we keep to the
route, but there is a danger of straying.
And in-that event the danger will be con-
siderable. It i3 a wild dl%tl‘lct with moor-
lands in many directions.  To be lost here
would be quite fatal.” ;

asked Boots.

<1t wouldn’t help us much, sir, if fhiera:

was,” replied Phipps. <“‘In this darkness,

ansi in sueh driving snow, nothing will be-_
visible beyond the rays of our lantern,” -

““Oh, we’ll chance 1it!”

“An“thmgs hetter than st;ck:n« here"’
“ Rather!”

“My main aim, young genbleman is to
impress upon you tihe importance of keep-
ing together » went ot Phipps. “If a mem-
ber of our party strays, it may be very
difficalt to locate him. Otherwise, we shall
be fdirly safe.”

“#0f course we shall be safe,”” said Nipper.
“Once. we get to the top of this embank-
ment we've got to follow the fence for a
hundred: yards, and ve’ll find a stone bridge
over the eutting. There’s a lane there, and
by turning to the left—that is, across the
bridge—~we can follow the lane until we
get to .some-.cross-roads. We take the right-
hand road, -and the gates of Dorrimore
Castle. will soon appear direct in front, at
a “‘sharp. bend.”

S 1t must be admitted, Brother Hamllton
that our directions are simple in the ex-
treme,” observed Browne. ¢ While compli-
neéfiting Brother Phipps on his well-meant
words of caition, I must, nevertheless, re-
mark that we have no necessity to simulate
the  weather and get the wind up. By fol:
lowing the childish direcftions we shall un-
-que:.tmnably solve the puzzle.?

Nipper and Fhipps and Reggie Pitt and one
or two others had all listened attentively
10 the details of loeal geography from the

probably envious.

'after Christmas.

of the surface.

friendly guard. And the party prepared
itself for the start.

All sorts of other passengers knew of the
venture, and ec¢rowded the ecorridors, and
craned out of the windows,. They were
They wished their own
destinations were as near. There wag hardly
a soul in the train who wouldn’t have
risked a mile trudge through the snow.

For there was little hope on the train,
The  storm was getting worse, the snow-
banks were increasing with alarming
rapidity, and wuntil the break-down gangs
arrived to clear the tracks, the prespeet was
dismal. Even then there was always the
chance that an avalanche of snow would
shoot down the cutting, and block the line
again, Indeed, this had happened in
several places up and down the cutting, and
the train was hopelessly trapped.

It was a piece of wonderful luek that the
party for Dorrimore Castle should be able.

| to walk the remainder of their journey. And

their spirits-were so high that they-set -off
full of detelmmation and cheery good'
humour. '

Phipps led the way wrth his ]antern andé
the St. Frank’s fellows followed .in pairs—
each pair with ‘a girl bebween. them. Thus,
Irene. & Co. had plenty of strong arms to:-

4 assist.them through the masses of .snow.
““Isn’t there any part:cular lar}dmark‘?”;.‘r
~ ptically. every jumior carried a bag or a suit-

-The two maids. helped one ‘anhother, " Praé-'E

case of some kind., Only two or:three of.
the guesta‘had ‘brought heavier luggage—and
this, naturally,- would have to wait unfil
“It was. fortunate that the
party was able to czury nearl} everythmg
with them. .

“A lot of fuss over nothing 1Y, panted
Handforth, as he forced his way ‘up the.
steep bank. * There’s nothing in this. The
snow’s only eighteen inches deEp, and it’s’
ag powdery as “Whoa! Look out!”

“ Great Scott!”’ gasped Chureh. |

They had Irene Manners between them,:
and all three gave a fearful Iureh t{o the
left. Church simply vanished. With scareely
any warning, he sank eompletely out of

_sight, and the snow rolied smoothly over-

the spot where he had been.

“0Oh, quieck!” panted Irene.
buried !’

‘““ Rescue, you chaps!? sang out MecClure.

The snow heaved violently, and Church
partially came to the surface. He had
stepped into a kind of deep diteh, and the -
drifting snow had levelled it mt}] the rest
These were the kind of pit-
falls that were to be expectied.

“ A1l right down there?”? shouted ’ﬁ’:pper
from above.
. “Hold on a minute!» roared Handforth.
“Good! We've got him!*»

- Church was yanked out, and Handforth
wasn’t quite so emphatic about the sim-
phc;ty of the going. Those in advance, looks

ng down, could just make out the moving
ngures Further down, the dim outline of

‘“He’s '



the train could be seen in the cutiing—just
a blurred kind of glow in the haze of snow-
flakes. From the train, the venturesome
party had been swallowed up. Even the light
of their lantern had disappeared.

There were many other minor disasters.

Delays were constant, but at last the bridge
was located, and the most diflicult part of
the journey was over. Everybody was in a
glow of warmth, in spite of the biting gale
and the flercely driving snow. The exercise
of forcing their way through the driit was
strenuous in the extreme,
. The girls, indeed, hampered by their
coats and skirts, would have been in a bad
fix but for the assistance of their escorts.
It was necessary to fight almost every inch
of the way. The juniors were actually per-
spiring by the time the bridge was reached.

“ All is well, brothers, beamed Browne,
“ All is well, sisters. A civilised road now
stretches out before us, and the going will
be easier. I can already see the gleaming
windows of Dorrimore Castle—"

“By George!” shouted . Handforth
¢ Where??”

“In my mind’s eye, Brother Handforth 5

“You silly ass——"

¢] can already waft the delicious odour
of hot coffee,”” went on Browne thought-
fully «Cold viands enchant my vision—-"*

- A hollow groan sounded further 'in the
rear and Fatty Little held his hands
tlnhtly over his middle. .

¢ Great -pancakes!” he sald, in a dismal
voice. *‘‘Stop that Flfth-Form ass, some-
body! I'm nearly dead, you know! The
very thought of hot coffee and grub makes
me go all_ faint! I don’t think I shall be
able to last out much longer! . getting
more feeble every minute!”

¢ A sad, sad case,” sighed Browne.- ¢ Alas,
fear we shall be compelled to leave
Brother Litt® in the cold snow. We need
all our strength to drag ourselves along.
He is a lost soul!”

But Fatty Little proved that he was even
more energetic than the others. He and
Fullwood were assisting Winnie Pitt between
‘them, and Winnie found herself hustled
along to the forefront of the party. Fatty
was anxious -to be one-of the very first
over the threshold of Dorrimore Castle.

. The party made a curious picture as it
trudged along the lane. The high wind was
driving from straight ahead, .md all heads
were bent to meet it. Phipps, in advance,
.carried a lantern in one hand and Archie’s
fGiadstone bag in_ the other. And ev’éry
iweary traveller was smothered with snow
‘from head to foot. They were like so many
‘'white ghosts of the night.

5 Hardly any word was spoken, for it was
‘difficult to converse in the teeth of that
bitter wind. The snow was whirling down
in great flurries. The hedges on either side
iwere packed and overloaded, and the white-
ness of the picture was intensified by the
Iurid light of Phipps’s lantern,

I'm

']

L others collected round in a

the cross-roads
The actual distance wag

It seemed .ages before

were reached.

. short, but every inch of the lane was knee-

deep in snow. It was one long, continuous

‘tight against the elements,

It was, indeed, a night to be remembered!
As they drew nearer to their objective,
a sense of relief affected them all. ’l‘hev
pictured the glowing hearths, the roaru:g
logs, and the cheery, joyous atmosphere of
a great household. There would be old
Dorrie, too—other guests—glowing lights,
and wonderful things to eat. And tuere
would be beds—glorious, comfortable beds,
This final thought was the best of all. None
of them had realised how tired they were
until now.

Another trudge into the endless waste
for another age. And then, when even
Phipps was beginning to think they  had

-mistaken the road, the great wrought-iron

gates of a -private park loomed up out of
the darkness. The road took a sharp turn
here, and the gates were just down a wide
entrance, immediately ahead.

The snow covered them, making them loox-
fairy-like and unreal. There was a general
whoop of joy, and a final rush. They had

arrived! Their troubles were over!
- Phipps frowned. . It surprised him to find
the gates closed. It surprised him still

more to observe that snow was heavily
banked up, proving that the drive had not
been used for hours. He shook the gates,
and then started.

They were not only locked, but a great

‘cham was fastened round them with a pad-

lock to make doubly sure of their security.
“This is very strange, Mr. Browne,” said
Phipps softly.
William Napoleon Browne nodded.

-““It is not merely strange, Brother Fhipps,

but disconcerting,” he replied gravely.
““Much as I hate the thought, I am com-
pelled to fear that we are facing an out-
look of the murkiest descriptlon o

e ——TE

CHAPTER XIV,
" THE STUNNING TRUTH.

ANDFORTH
forward.
- ““What’s all the de--
lay about?’’ he asked
impatiently. < :f you want
those gates open, I'll—
Hallo! They’re padlocked‘”
He stared at the gates in amazement. The
ig group. Phipps,
holding his lamp high, lowed the light
to shine on the c¢hain padlock. The
snow came do“n in greater volume than
ever.

““ Why is the gate locked?” asked Irene,
open- e}ed ¢ Surely they haven't given us
up? Lord. Dorrimore must hnow that the
train was delayed!”

puéhed




. 18’8 extraordinary
puzzled ‘“ Look at these great lamps on the
pillars! You’d think they’d be blazing—to
show us the way. And there’s no sign of
ear-wheels, or anything. 7This drive J.asnt
b9en dxsturbed for. Lours,” he added, peer-
ing between the bars.

R Any sign of the castle? asked Tommy
.Watson. .

‘““ There’s nothing at all, » -replied Nipper.
‘“ Just blackness. I can’t even see a gleam.
®But the snow’s thick, and there are prob-
_ ably some trees in the way. What on eartn
b3

‘He paused, unable .to think cleariy The

declared - Nipper,

_whole affair was so diseoncerting—so. utterly

unexpected. They had all antmpated wide-
open- gates—servants on the look-out—wel-
coming lights. >
P And. there was nothing but -darkness—
.nothmg but locked barriers!

With the wind -howling roimd them, and_

snowflakes beating into their . faces, they
felt strangely isolated -and . forlorn The
-blizzard hadn’t seemed so bad in the ‘train
—-for the train, with its eleciric hghtc; and
ts cargo of humamty, had been a kind of
oasis of civilsation. But here they seemed
t0 be lost in the wilds.
. getting late. : o DO

““Perhaps it iIsn’t the right gateway?”
»ugoested Pitt.. “ There may be another
drive further anng, you know.”

““ By George! That’s an idea ! ejacuhted
Handforth, '

“ 1 must urge you not to build your hope‘;
young gentleman,” interposed Phipps quietly.
«« The guard was quite emphatic in his state-
ment that there was only one drive. 1

asked him particularly, in order to avoid
: zmy possible confusion.”

“Well, it’s dashed rummy!”’ s3aid@ Archie.
¥ mean to say, it’s absolutely mottled in
the extreme! Here we all are, don’t you
know, and we're bally well locked out!
We’re too late, what? They’ve given us
up-. laddies!*

1 ecan’t believe it!” growléd Nipper.

“Dorrie isn’t a fool. .He knows what a
- snewstorm like this will cause. He must
ha\«e expected us to be hours late. And yet

Look here!” he added grimly. ¢ Give
me 'a leg-up, somebody. I'm going to fake
a’run up to the castle itself.”

. “By George! Tl go with you!” declared
Handforth
There were plenty of willing helpers.

Dick. Hamilton and Handforth were hoisted
up, and they elimbed the gates, and dropped
to the other side. Then, in the darkness,
they forced their way through the snow up
.the drive.

Sooner than thev expec*ed the gaunt
shape of the castle loomed up. = They could
just distinguish it ahead. They went

eloser, a eurious sensaticn gripping their

,hearty . : ] )
" This affair was beeoming cerie and mys-
teriouz. It wag alarming, too, They had

And the hour was.

It was im-

burned their boats completely.
possible to go back to the train, for the

girls could never repeat that strenuous
journey. - Even so, the {rain Would prob-
ably have moved on.

The castle towered above Nlpper and Hand-
forth. The great steps were just one solid
mound of snow. The door itself was hali-
covered. And every window was black—every
window -was cold . and cheerless. . There
wasn’t. the slightest - indication of life.. 'In
fact, the two juniors realised the dreadful
truth in all its stunning significance. .

Dorrimore Castle was empty—deserted !

“What does it. mean, Nipper??”’ asked

.Handforth huskily.

“ Qoodness knows,” muttered Nipper.
“ But one thing’s «certamﬁ—there’s no €Christ-
mas party here! No Dorrie either! Handy,
there’s only one possible solution. We've
been hoaxed!?®?

“Tloaxed!” Gaaped Handforth

¢ What else -is the:e to think??

¢ But Dorrie wouldn’t be ead enough—

“PDon't be an  as3!”?’ snorted Nipper.
“ood old Dorrie would eut off his right
hand -before playing a filthy trick of this
sort,! We can’t possibly explain, but there’s
no getting away .from the truth, We've
been . hoaxed. And it’s dea-dly-serious 8
he added -huskily,

. “We.ecan find a hotel, can’t v:e?” abked
ITandforth, looking hlank.

“A hotﬂl‘?” muttered Nipper. “Where? _
You seem to forget thy mature of this dis-
trict! There's no village for three or four
miles--and #$hat distance in this snow is
equal to a dozen miles of ordinary walking.
I don’t suppose there’s a house of any kind
for miles, either. And we’ve got those six
girls w:th Uu-‘t(} say nothing of the two
maids! 5 terrible, }I‘mdy"’

“Let’c cro back and teil the others,” sa;d
Handforth hoarsely,

They stumbled baek through the show,
and the waiting party siw t‘;-em coming hko
two white ghosts out of the waste.

¢« Well2” shouted a dozen voices.

Neither said anything until they had
climbed the gates, and ~ere on- the other
side. There was something about their
silence "which struck a eoldness into the

boy?* asked

hearts of the others.

‘““What’s wrong,” Nipper
Tregellis-West anxiously. -
“We found the castle—but it’s as black
as -night!?? replied Nipper. ‘‘There’s no-
body Fhere—it’s empty—deserted! It’s an

awful thing to admit, bubt we've been
tricked. We've come all’ this way for
nothing!?”’ .

“Qh, my only hat!?
¢ It's—it’s t00.awfull”?

And while they stood there, momentarily
stunned hy the nature of their predicament,
three well-wrapped figures trudged grimly
along the road in the snow. They were the
ﬁ"urpa of Willy Handforth, €hubby Heath



and Juicy Lemon—three exceedingly scared
fags.

“Jt's no good, I tell you!’”” Chubby was
saying. ¢‘They can’t have got there, Willy!
All the trains are held up! Didn't we hear
it from my pater? We shail only lose our-
selves like this!?” |

Willy grunted.

‘““We’ve got to march up and down until
they -arrive!”” he. said desperately. ¢If
necessary, we chall have to march up and
down all night! We’ve let ’em in for this
catastrophe, and we’v: got to expiain!”

“I told you what would happen!’’ mur-
mured Juicy Lemon. “Chubby said the
thing was too thick, too—"’

‘““How was I to know we d get a blizzard
like this?”’ demanded Wiily . mdlgmntly
“If the weather had kept fine, they’d have

been ‘here in the afternoon. The snow-
storm’s the worst for years!® o
Willy: was acutely tormented. Mis <on-

science was stabbing him continuously. He
was rtesponsible.for the hoax—but he had

never intended it to be ill-natured or wnd'c-

tive. 'As he had originally planned 1t;, it
would merely have been a first-class jape.
But "the weather <conditions h.xd changed
exer_ythlng

And Willy could find no rest He and his
chums had received their first alarm soon
after mid-day, when the great storm had
commenced.: By three o’clock—when they
hagd stationed themselves outside the gates
of Dorrimore ‘Castle in order™ to laugh at
their victims—the ground had alleadﬁf been
covered by several “inches of snow.

They had waited until five, growing more
and more concerned. Thee a passing
-motorist -had informed them that._all the
trains were hours late. They had gone back
to Chubby’s home to tea—and had sneaked
out again afterwards, for Mr. Heath had
refused to permit them to go for a walk.

Durlng the early evening they had waited
in 'a- growing fever. Lewmnr Chubby and
Juicy on grard, Willy had brudned two miles
to the local station. And there he  had
learned that the train was expected within
the hour. Bu?l hours had elapsed, and there
had been no sign of the party.

At last the three fags had turned home
wards again, full of doubts and uncer-
tainties. 'lhey were all dead tired and
weary. But in spite of this, Willy had sud-
- denly changed his mind, and was going back.

“It’s no good—we can’t let the thlnrr rest
like this!”? “he had said. “We've got to
see it through!”

And so0 it happened that three forms
loomed up out of the surrounding smother
near the castle gates. There were general
shouts as they appeared. At first it was
impossible to distinguish the newcomers, for
they were covered in smow. But it was a

welcome sight to see humanity of any kind.
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“Look!”
pointing. _

Her brother gave a violent start.

“ QGreat Scobtt!” he gasped. My minor!?»

shouted Ena  Handforta,

CHAPTER XV.
ANY PORT IN A STORM.

ILLY HANDIORTH
{ - gave a whoop of
{' % relief. .

“You've got

here, then?” he gasped,; . as
< he rushed up. “‘Thank good-
ness! I've been worrying

like the dickens
‘“How did you know we were coming?”
demanded ~his major. ‘ And what are you

doing here, anyhow? Your giddy chums,
t&?! I say, this is a Dbit startling, isn’t
i 2?2

The party erowded round, eager and ex-
cited.
“It’s not startlma at allt® panted Wally

‘““ We're staying at f‘hnhbv s place, you know

Tt B S LA an

two or three miles | away.”

“My hat! Is young Heath’s home only
two or three miles away from here?” asked
Edward Oswald. “Yes, by George! I
remember now! You came up to Derby-
shiire, didn't you? I never thought——""

‘“ Never mind about that, Handy,” inter-
rupted Nipper. ¢‘Look here, Willy, do you
know anything about Dorrie?*’ '

‘““He’s not here,”” replied Willy breath-
leesly. ¢ It was only a jape, you know——"

“A jape!” howled the juniors.

““Yes, I sent all those wires

?

“You!”
“T only did it for a lark!” said Willy
hurriedly. I thought it would be a good

revenge for the way you chaps chucked us
out of that party at the Moor View School!
'Ihat’ “hy I dragged the girls into the

“Wait 2 minute!” 1nterrupted his major,
his voice thick and grim. ‘Do you mean to

say that you—— I can't believe it! Why,
you young sweep! You Lorrible young
epoofer! I—I—-1

Handforth fairly choked. The others

became positively dangerous as the fruth
flooded wupon them with shattering effect.
Even the girls looked deadly. Willy & Co.
were surrounded. Strong Lands reached out
to seize them. They were on the point.of
cold-blooded slaughter. :

¢ Gently, brothera—*ee.ntly,” int—erposed
Browne, seizing Willy. ¢ While admitting
that this base creature deserves annihila-
tion, it is just possible that he has a form
of explanation. Let us be fair. Let us
grant him a hearing before proceeding with
the execution.,”

¢1 didn’t mean to- be spiteful!” panted



“Dash it all, you know me better

Willy,
than that! It was only a joke!”
““Is this what you call a joke?” asked

Nipper.,

“Of course it isn’t!”” retorted Willy.
“It’s awful! 1'm so joly sorry that I could
kick myself for a week! But I never
dreamed of a development like this.”

‘““ But you sent those wires——?’

-+ “Yes, I know!” interrupted Willy. “But
your train ought to have .got here at three
o’¢clock—Chubby and Juicy and I were wait-
ing for you. We were going to have a good
Jaugh-at the hoax, and then see you off by
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We didn’t know where you were, or what

bad happened, or—or anything.??

The lantern light, gleaming onm Willy’s
face, revealed the concern in his eyes. His
facer was haggard, too—a very wsingular
phenomenon for that usually cheery counten-
ance. It was plain that Willy was nearly
exhausted. A little reaction had set in now,
and he was pale and wan. | .

¢ Under the circumstances, we must defer
punishment until a more fitting occasion,”
said Browne gently. ¢ Nei that any known
form of torture will do adequate justice to
the situation, It is Christmas time. Let us

forgive and forget—-"
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There wasn’t the slightest indication of life.
“the dreadful truth in all its stunning significance.

In fact, the two juniors realised

_ the evening train. We thought you'd be
- able to get back to London by to-night.
How were we to expect this awiul bliz-
- zard?? L &

~ “So the joke, then, was to fetch us here
for nothing, but you meant us to have
plenty of time to get home?’”’ asked Piti.
“That’s bad enough, but it’s a bit better
than we suspected.”

“4I'm awfully sorry,” said Willy con-
tritely. “You don’t know how worried I
- am, We've been out in this snow for hours.

T —

; ‘c‘I That’s all very well—?’ began some-
ody.

“Jet us remember that this is a time of
goodwill towards all humanity,”” continued
Browne., ‘Greatly as these rascals desérve
burning at the stake, we will be charitable,
I# is Christmas time, and peace reigns. Our
thoughts will be better employed in thinking
of a means to extricate ourselves from this
frozen mass of ox-tail.” gt

““Yes, we're in the soup all right!”
growled Handforth.. “We’ll let Willy off
now—but we’ll remember it! Ye¢ gods and
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little fishes! Hoaxed by my minor! And
all these girls dragged in, too!”
~ ““Don’t.be concerned about us!’’ said Irene
tartly. “We can stand as much as you boys!
The thing is, what are we going to do?”

“We mustn’t be too hard on Willy,” said

Doris, pulling her furs more tightly about
her. ¢ He didn’t mean to get us into this
pickle, I'm sure. Besides, we were a bit
rough on him that night, weren't we?’
. ““He didn't mean any real harm,” sazd
Winnie, nodding.
I s Just like glrlb snorted Handforth.
“Ready to forgive anybody for anything!
{;Iea my own iminor, but Im ready to tan
1im——"

““ But he didn’t purposely put us into this
fix, Ted!” protested Irene.

““Thanks, girls!” said Willy, recovering
scme of his usual spirit.

'l’

I don’t expect the chaps to understand.

You see, I found that Dorrimore (‘astle Was

here, and I thought it rather rich——

“Let us not revive that painful subject,”
interrupted Browne, wincing. “We are faced
by a problem and that prob]em must be
solved. - There are, indeed, several prob[ems
We need shelter. We need protection——

‘3 i‘l We need grub’” said Fatty thtle mourn-
uily.

. Undoubted]y, Blother Little, we mneed
grub!’’ agreed Browne. “But you must
allow me “to remark that grub is the least
“important of all our requnements Silence,
everybody!
ceed from my lips of wisdom. Let us de-
light the hearts of Mr. and Mrs. Heath by
dropping in to supper.”

““By jingo, that’s a good idea!” said
Reggie Pitt. “We can sleep anywhere for
to-night—at least, we chaps ean. There are
bound to be some spare beds for the
girls-—"

*Oh, corks!”’ gaaped Chubby.
do that"’

‘““Look here, you young ass——"

“Y tell ypou it’s impossible!” shouted
Chubby, In dismay. ¢ We're absolutely full
up—every room crowded! Besides, my

“You can’t

pater’s fed up with Willy and Juicy alreadx '

Ht?d have ten fits if all you chaps p:led
ln 1y :

“ Yes, it would certainly be a bit thick,”
said Nlpper thoughtfully. “Isn’t there
hofel near here? 1I’ve got an idea in my
heagl, but I'll say nothmg for the moment.

if we can find accommodation-—-

‘. “There’s nothing,” interrupted Willy,
shaking "his head. ¢ There’s no hotel for
miles. There’s hardly a cottage. And the
roads are practlcally snowed up in every
direction.”’

““The prospect grows more and more
murky"’ observed Browne. ¢ There are no
Lotels, there are no trains, there is not even
a village. On Christmas Eve we are stranded
in the wilderness. Under the circumstances,
I fear that Mr. and Mrs. Heath must be in-

“It’s awfully,
decent of you to take it so nicely. Naturally,.

a

-t

A suggestion is about to pro-?

vaded—even at the risk of ten ﬁts on the
part of the former.”

But Nipper shook his head

“This was Willy’s doing—not Chubby’s,”
he said. ‘It wouldn’t be fair to ruin lir
and Mrs, Heath's party in that way. We’'re
in the cart, but there’s no need to drag
anybody else in,”

“But we must go somewhere, you' ass!”
snorted Handforth. ¢ We can’t stay out in
the snow all night, I suppose?”’

“No, but we can force a way into the
castle,” replied Nipper. *‘‘Where there’s a
will there’s a way, you know! We all know
that Dorrie wouldn’t mind—he’s a sports-
man, And under these circumstances—"’

““Break into the castle, eh?” whistled
Pitt. < By Jove!” .

“But—but could we?” asked Irene breath-
lessly.

“I say, that’s a topping wheeze!” exclaimed -
Willy, his eyes gleaming. < The castle’s only.
empty for Christmas, you know. It’s not
really deserted—it’s only a temporary thing.
It's all locked and barred now, but every-
thing’s bound to be in perfect condition.
There’ll be tons of grub in the pantries and
store-rooms——"’

“Let’s break in now!” urged Fatty
hungrily.
"~ ¢ There's another thing, t00,” chimed in
Chubby excitedly. “The castle’s got

radiators everywhere—steam heat, you know!-
And it’s all worked from the outside! I
believe . they keep the heat going all the tlme
—one of the outdoor men attends to it——

¢ Steam-heat, well-aired beds, store-rooms
full of Iood'” exclaimed Browne firmly.
““ Brothers and sisters, forward"’

L .
-

‘  CHAPTER XVI.
SAFE FROM THE ELEMENTS.
HERE was a general
feelmg of relief.
-Even the immobile
Phipps had allowed a
few worried wrinkles to mar
his forehead—but they now
disappeared. This idea of
forcing a way into the deserted castle pro-
vided a solution to the immediate problem.
There was rather a thrill in it, too
It was something advenfurous. The very
thought was sufficient to excite the party’s
1m¢101nat10n and set their hearts throbbing.

' Stra.nded in the midst ~f the great bhzzard

in one of the loneliest parts of the country,
they were about to force an entry .into the
great, empty mansion. .

It smacked of real romance—something
quite out of the ordinary. And as most of
the party were young, they entered -into the
spirit of the thing with tremendous en-
thusiasm.

“It would be a different thing if the castle
belonged ‘to a stranger,” declared Nipper.
“But it’s Derrie’s place—and he’d be ‘the



b )
first one to sanction the action. We’re per-
fectly safe in doing it. Besides, there’s

nothing else,” he added finally,
“Undoubtedly, this suggestion solves our
problem, sir,” said Phipps quietly. . “No
doubt I shall be able to prepare suflicient
beds for you young gentlemen. And the
maids, I am sme will sece after the young
ladies.” .
‘Reggie ‘Pitd nodded
“By Jove!” he exclaimed. “It’s a lucky
thing those two maids came along with us!
_They’ll prove jolly handy now. And Phipps,
too! He’ll be worth his weight in gold at a
time like this!’
¢ Absolutely !’* agreed Archie. . ¢ What-ho!
‘Rely on Phlpps laddre"”
- 1 shall try to give satlsfactlon su' »* said
Phipps modestly.
““Well, come on—let’s do somethm
Handfort.h with a brisk air.
spmdmg here and freezing! Wllly,
better buzz off!
young pals with you!”
- “Let’s see you safely in ﬁrst M Sald Willy.
“We can on}y hope that the blizzard will
be over ‘by the morning,” remarked FPhipps.
“In that event, it is almost safe to assume
that there will be a train for town. - The
line will be cleared by then, and there i3 no
'_;:easor’x to anticipate any further ‘complica-
ions.”
«“ Good gad !’ ejaculated Archie Glenthorne.

7 said
good
you'd

« The oId lad’s thinking about the morning |

already What did I tell you? Trust in
Phipps, and everyt-hmg will be abaolutely
priceless.”’

3.5 Thank you, sir,” sald Phipps. ‘1 will
make a point of bemg up early, and will in.
stitute inquiries regarding the railway
facilities. But we must confine our present
a,ttentlons to obtaining shelter,”

f,“ How are we going to open these gates?”
-arsked Tommy Watson.  *Of course, we
¢haps can 'climb over—but the girls aren't

p to it.”

L Aren’t we?” said Doris lndlgnantly “If
you can climb over, so can we!’”’

. ¢Peace!” said Browne. “There is no
necessity for this petty bickering. My eagle
eye, with its celebrated penetration, has
already perceived a gap in the adjoining
hedge. One would naturally wonder why
the gate should be locked, and the hedges
gappy. But the ways of these landed gentry
are strange and wondrous. Let me urge
you to beware of barbed wire.”

« Some yards down the road there was indeed
a narrow gap, bubt it was only a recent
opening. The blizzard had caused the limb
of a dead tree to crash down, and this had
driven through the thick hedge, leaving a
clean opening. Nothing could have been
ﬂmndier

“QOnce through into the grounds, the party
ﬂoundered helpleasly in thick masses of

snow, It was a long struggle to get out of
it, and more than one junior frequently
ivanished amid the smother. Until this

strenuous struggle was upoun them, not a
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"any kind ef darkness or gloom.

And take your preczous :

single member of the party realised how
tired they were, or how much their limbs .
ached. : Their previcus battle had well-nigh
exhaubted them. -

But they reached the drwe at last, and
ploughed on until they found themselves in
front of the gaunt old castle. If there had
only been one or two in the party, they might
have hesitated. There was something grim,
mysterious, even sinister, about the appear-
ance of this stark, desert—ed pile of grey,
standing there in the snowy waste, .

But there were many, and they gave one
another courage. They were ready to face
What they
needed more than anything else was a rest—
a long sleep. They were all tired out.-

Fatty Little, indeed, was the only one
who had any th0u0hts of food. The_ rest
wanted to get to bed. And now that bhere
was every prospect of an immediate couch,
the yawns were Jiumerous and freqruenb

“All nght sis—we’re mnearly in,” said
Reggie Pitt, as he presbed Wmmes arm.

“Tlred old girl?’”

"¢ 0h, Reg, I'm fnagged out,’:f confessed

Wmme wearily, - : ;
“I admire you fo_r adm:ttin it,”? said

Reggie, with a yawn. ¢ By Jove, I'm about

done, too! Look at the others!.

They won’t
say ‘No! to a good sleep, I'll bet!? .

%] dom’t care what happens now,’” mur-
mured Irene. “ Anyhow, we shall be -a.ble 1o
get back home to-morrow, shan’t we?”

«Rather ! ”’ _ said Handforth stoutly,
““That’ 8 eerta,m 1"

A voice. came out of the gloom,

“All right, everybody!” it sang out.
“We're in!” . -

“Good egg!”
. ““What-ho!” breathed Archie. “0dds
aches and pains! The good old limbs are
absolutely tottering! The tissues are wilting
in chunks, dash it! What-ho for the good
old sheets! Yoicks, and all that stuff!”

‘Considering that Archie was the slackest

- fellow in the Remove, he had borne up very

well, . Until now he hadn’t uttered a word
about being tired, but had consistently
helped T\Iaxr,]orlﬁ Temple alonw that trying
route,

Phipps and Browne and Nipper had sue-
ceeded in -forcing a small corridor window
just round one of the gables. It was Dick
Hamilton who had called.

“All clear!” he announced. ¢ We had to
smash the glass, but I don’t suppose Dorrie
will send in a bill for damages. We’re in,
and that’s all that matters to-night. By
Jove, when’s this snow going to stop?”

“It’s thicker than ever!” muttered
Watson.

It certainly was. Far from showing any
signs of abating, the blizzard was working
itself up into a greater fury than ever before
The wind came buffeting down, howling and
shrieking round the castle. And the fiurries
of snow were so powerful that one was
almost blinded.



Willy
trudge back to Heath's home. They were
dog-tired and weary,. but such a step was
necessary. Chubby’s people would be worried
oubt of their lives if the trio didn't return.
On such a night as this they would fear the
very worst.

So they starfed off manfullv——vams!nri&,,
indeed, before the others realised that they
had gone., Willy was afraid that his sister
would try to keep him there., And Willy
had a heavy sense of re-qponszblht\ He
was determined to see Chubby and Juicy
safely home. It may be mentioned that the
fags successfullv accomplished the trudge,
and arrived tired, but safe.

In the castle, there was one unanimous
thought.

Bed!

‘Phipps was standing in the great hall when
all the weary ones entered! . The lantern
was standing at his feet. The hall was
aglow with warmth, and there seemed an air
of wonderful peace in the great place—after
the whirl and shriek of the storm outside.

“If the young gentlemen would care for
food and drink, I will see what can be done,”
said Phipps. "‘No doubt the maids will

assist me—-"
- THE

& Co., however, were defermined to

| Little.

| were no lights.

1 dozen.

Christmas Day!’

“ el

““Oh, Phipps, don’t!” pleaded Irene.
them g@o upstairs and see if there are any

beds! Not that I care where I sleep!” she
added. - “There’s a lovely rug on the floor-
over there—that'll do!” _
“I say, I'm etarvmo’" moaned Fatty
<1 can't sleep- a “wink unless—"
“You spoofing ass!” grhnted Handforth.
“You’re nearly asleep already! Blow. grub!
fet’'s wait until the mornmg' Sleep’s all .
we want!” | .
And there was unanimous agreement on
thiz point. Phipps and Nipper and Browne
went Upatalfa with the maids to investigate,

They didn’t_explore much of the castle—only |

one wing. It was enough.. There were bed-
rooms galore——bed -rooms to spare by the
And all were aired and heated. ~The
place was like a glorious hotel—only ‘there
There were e¢lectric fittings
evenwhere, but the current was evidently
switched off at the main.

And as everybody dragged themselves up..

i stairs, the great clock boomed out the hour -

Christmas Eve! No, it was

of midnight.
What a strange adventure |

it had been!
But how extraordinarily 1tz was destined to

develop!
END.
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'HOW WILLY'S JAPE IS DESTINED TO LEAD TO UNEXPECTED
RESULTS WILL BE REVEALED NEXT WEEK IN:~— -

“THE GHOSTS OF
'DORRIMORE CASTLE!”
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It is a capital Christmas story with a clever -
plot that will keep you engrossed throughout.

Introduces your favourite ST. FRANK'S
characters and the merry girls of MOOR VIEW,
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ORDER YOUR COPY THIS WEEK!

’l!ll'...'.....g.'.'.il.'ll'l!l’lll".!l.l:a’lﬂlﬂiﬂlll!l!,I.Ill"l.!llﬂl..l’ll.llllII!.'I.IQ"

-

|

i
i
i



' (NOTE.—If any reader writes to tne I shalll

be pleased to comment upon such remarks
. a3 are likely to interest the majority.
All letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c/o The Editor. THE
" NBLSON LEE LIBBARY Fleetway House,
Farringden Street, London, E.C.4. Every
Jetter acknowledged below has been
personally read by me, and I thank each
reader most heartily. But although - all

letters afford me an equal amount of {

pleasure, I am reluctantly cempelled to

confine my individual replies to those -of }

general interest.—E.S.B.)

Just to begin with, T would like to
- express my keen pleasure at the general
response to my earlier remarks concerning
THE MONSTER LIBRARY. I have
an ¢enormous number of letters since then,
and in every case their writers have
expressed their determination to make sure
of No. 1.
bought No. 1, too, then there won’t be
mnch doubt as to the permanency of the
~mew venture, which, as I have already told
you, is in the nature of an experiment.

¥ % &

Owing to an extra rush of work in
-eonnection with the New Year Series,
- was rather late with my Chat recently,
- and you may have noticed that it was
- enlirely missed out the week before last.
- That was my fault, not the Editor’s. So
- please put all’ the blame on to me. In
consequence of that lapse I'm afraid you
have had to wait -an awfully long time for
- your -acknowledgments and replies. And
now we find Christmas praectically upon us,
"and that reminds me that No. 2 of THE
MoNSTER LIBRARY is on sale this week. If
you were pleased with the first issue, I
‘hope you all ordered No. 2 well in advance,.
If you didn’t do so, you may bhe left out
in the ceold, for at Christmas time there is
bound to be an extra demand. Se¢ all you
‘who have overlooked the matter dash round
1o the newsagent and grab a copy. Of
- ¢ourse, I’'m only talking to those who are
keen on the thing. Was I wrong in my
former .statements? Don’t you agree with
me that THE MoONSTER LIBRARY is the
elephant’s elbow?

If all you who don’t write have

received §

Regular Readers (Nottingham), G

(Southampton),
John Leiper (Aberdeen), G. H. G. Bulmer
“(Durham),” Leslie Wilkes (Bromsgrove).
1t
.I’

2}
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While T am on the subject of Christmas,
I want to take the opportunily of wishing
every reader of Our Paper a happy, joyous,
and jolly -Yuletide. Somehow, I feel that
most of us are really close -friends, and
when I extend you my Christmas greetings
I do so in the spirit of just ome pal to
another. Here's good luck and prosperity
to all. By the time Christmas is mer may
your shadows he frreater.

» @ 2

Now, I suppose, I'd better acknowledge
some letters. If I don’t I shall be finding
a few bombs in my mail. Here’s a batch
now: Solomon Hirshbin (Bethnal Green},
A Loyal Reader (Folkestone), Three
Watson
(Basingstoke), William Houchin (Wymon&-
ham), Loyal Reader (London), Miss Isabella
(Lofdon, W.L.), W. Butterworth (Rochdale),
K. Wilkinson (Bradford-on-Avon), Albert
Hughes (Bockleton), Robert A, Wheeler
(Hastings), Leslie Lange (Bournemouth),
J. Stewart (Aberfeldy, N.B.), Stanley R.
Cubin (Ilkley), T. W. Gilpin (Penrith),
Frederick Dorkins (Derby), Algy Hay
Row Slater (Willenhall),

* F L
. Than was a xery interesting litile story
of yours, Solomon erahbm, about . the

fellow who thought these replies of mire
were fraudulent. So he’s a -regular reader
now, eh? Good man! You’re the kind of
fellow to earry on the good work. You're

quite wrong about the trees at St. Frank's.

When the old Modern House was wrecked
the explosion took place a long way off, and
the walls of the school simply crumb]ed
and collapsed. The fine old {rees were
naturally left standing. It takes something
like a direct hit ta destroy a tree, Solly.
And you’re also wrong about that other
point. There have been many stories of

mine in which +the Remove had been
featured in the eclass-room under the eagle
eye of Mr. Crowell, and I havé no doubt
there will be many mere. By the way,
give my kind regards to little Izzie, and

4ell him to be uareful with the inkpo{ in
dfuture, : ,



. about Nelson Lee now, Loyal
Reader? He wasn’t absolutely out in the
cold in the Quirke series, was he? You see,
Nelson Lee had to work in the background.
1f I had brought him into the_yﬂ.rna half-
way through the series everybody would
have known what to expect. As it was,
I'll bet that you were a bit surprised. Am

How

1 right? As for a Barring-Out Series—well,
somethmus got to be dﬂne about it. You
wouldn’t credit how many fellows have

written to me with the same request. How
do you like the idea of a Barring-Out
Series for the new Year?

¥ * *

. When you raise a question about the
number of fellows in the Remove and
Fourth, G. Watson, you seem to be taking
it for granted that every dormitory -con-
fains three fellows. 1In the particular yarn
you mention three was given as the average
number. But lots of chaps have bed-rooms
to themselyes—Archie Glenthorne, for
example. And many of the dormitories are
unoccupied. You see, - there’s plenty of
room in the old school for lots of new boys.

¥ L

‘I'm going to quote a few words of a
detter from an enthusiastic reader. I won’t
give bhis name, because he makes an
'ldﬂ'IISSIDIl concerning his backwardness in
English. - No doubt he’ll recognise his own
wards and ‘T thank him for his fine spirit,
and for what he says: “There are still
some parents who think the Old Paper is
a penny dreadful. Well, I think, as a
member of the British Empire (and a proud
one at that) that your stories help to
JYighten  those sacred cords which bind the
heart of the Empire to one of courage and
love, They also help those (myself mcluded)
who do not know the correct way to pro-
nounce every word of the English language.”’
Quite a .nice little tribute, and I only hope
that my yarns DO help a little.
% ES *

- Somehow I think you'll be pleased with
-this week’s yarn, Loyal Reader. You are
rather keen on a good ghost story, you
say? = Well, I'm afraid there’s no actual
ghost this.week, but you won’t be too cross
with me, will you? This year I'm maKking
a short series of the Christmas.yarns, and
I am hoping that everybody will be pleased
with my Yuletide effort, Hang it all, it's
'such a dickens of a job to know how to
piease you best!

L

. Awfully sorry the Quirke stories have
come fo an end, Miss Isabelle. But they
“couldn’t gc¢ on for ever, you know. I hope

L ¥

Jast week’s yarn cleared up the mysteries

friends

_portraits

your luck,

Christmas once again!

all right.
a schﬂolmaate* and a detective.
he occupies the position of a Hausemaster

As -for Nelson Lee, he is both
Although

at St. Frank’s

investigation.
¥

he is siill keen on criminal
* - %

What yeu suggest, K. Wilkinson, is rather
impossible, I am afraid. Now that Our
Paper features school stories we cannot very
well bring back stories of the *“Green
Triangle type, but there is a distinet chanece
that the “ Green Triangle ” Series, to say
nothing of the yarns of “Jim the Penman”
and “ Eileen Dare,” will be published hter

on in THE MONSTER LIBRARY.
* * *
Thanks for your excellent little essay, -

j:J!:)rezrt: Hughes. It is quife entertaining, and
I will hand it over to the Chief Officer for
publication in the League Magazine. I
don’t think it'll be lnng before the Mag.
gets going. And you can be sure that your
contribution will find itself in print.

&

You’d better have a word with - those
of . yours, Robert A. Wheeler.
Nothing is more ridiculous than for them
to assume that the St. Frank’s League is
a “kid's” league. When a Chief Officer
gives the word for members to ‘form clubs,’
there will ‘naturally be senior and junior

branches.

+ «

* % *

1 quite appreciate your desire to see
of your .favourite. characters,
Stanley R. Cubin, but the boys you mention
have already appeared in the Portrait
Gallery. We can’t print them again and

. agam you know.

* ¥

&

I don’t know what to say -to you about
those 4d. books, Frederick Dorkins. If you
cannot get the back numbers through your
newsagent I am afraid you Il have to chanee

-i »

*
Really, Row Slater, I don’t see wh} mu

{ should want to bind the volumes of THB

They are

MO‘GSTER LIBRARY into book-form.

‘in book-form already, but of course it will

be quite simple, if you wish it, to have six-
or a dozen bound together in stiff em*ers,-
Any bookbinder will do the job for yow
guite reasonably. With regard to jyour
query about a Willenhall Orﬂamsin" Officer,
I should advise you fo. write to the C.0.
He’ll tell you like a shot.

8 .

x - - *

Well, here's wishing - you all a Merry.

£.5.B;
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¥ A Gripping New Tale

THE CITY OF MASKS ;

% or, THE CASE OF THE BQY KING !

TR A

of Detective Ad-

ks pitigy venture, introducing SEXTON BLAKE

and TINKER.

FOR NEwW READERS.

The story takes place in the wild and
mountainous country of Carlovia, infested
by bhandits and outlaws. Here life i3 held
very cheaply, and it is with grave personal
risk that Sexton Blake and Tinker fnd

themselves the guests of the youthful King

Peter, the new ruler of Carlovia., The
great detective, in the guise of Mr. Brown,
English tvtor to the King, has been

employed by the Foreign Office on an
important, mission, and Tinker is on a visit
to King Peter as an old school chum. Blake
does not trust the King’s ministers, who
are plnttin_%-- to overthrow the King. There
s no doubt whatever that the detective
anad his assistant are being closely watehed
by BSarjo, Carlovia’s unscrupulous Prime
Minister. In order to obtain an incriminating
document, Blake kidnaps the Secretary of
State and Chief of Police., The document
appears to be an innocent order for the
King to sign, to tax wine, but in invisible
ink it contains a death warrant against the

loyalists and enemies of Sarjo.
care a rap about passports,” said

(Now read on.)
!‘I
" Tinker. “Haw did you work it??

“ Dollars, buddy, dollars. I reckeoned that
wa3 where ] might get shot, so I sprinkled
the five-dollar bills about pretty freely.”

‘“ And you’re walking about in daylight in
Kamifak?”? -

“Sure!” answered Clodie, with a laugh.
“I’ve seen the old police guy, and gave him
to understand that - Arthur P. Clodie had a
right to walk around and inspect the gaols.
And I guess I startled the guy some, 1
reckon, bo, I just about own this old city
twice. I’ve been buying up their rotten
stoek wholesale.”.

“My hat!” exclaimed® Tinker.
why Carlovian stoek boomed, then! You
were buying? My boss—er—Mr. Brown—
thought it might be you; but I said I had
a betier opinion of you, and that you
eounldn’t be sueh -a complete ass.”

“If that’s a ecompliment, you’ve got me
-guessing, buddy,” said Clodie. ¢ Behold the

TS a wonder you gob over the
frontier, for they don’t seem to

éi Thﬂt;’ﬂ.

. P, Clodie

complete ass abt- the back of this eigar,
What I've spent on Carlovian paper won’t
bust me, and if the goods come bhack I
shall have more than doubled my outlay.
The stock ain’t due for repayment for
some¢ months yet, but, anyhow, I’ve arrived
to colleet the interest, so they can’t very
well teil me I’ve no business in the country.
And when, later on, I ask for my ‘ccript,
and they can’t weigh out the dough cash
down, I reckon this guy whe's sitting right
here will have ’em in pawn. How does that
get you, sonny?> ' :

“If 1t’s true, Arthur, my lad, yow're just
about the limit,” said Tinker. “ Have you
really boftled them up like that?®

“Got ’em mortgaged, bo, got ’em beat
unless in due course they can produce the
shekels—and all for the sake of a pretty
face in a photograph. I want o get intro-
duced to that king guy and to—?

The gorgeous flunky opened the door of

. the reception-room.

““Her Royal Highness Princess.Celia ~ ishes
to: ‘sipeak ito MII;E Jniles.” = :

t’s all right. I omly want to civ
soniething, Billy,” d t il

Without noticing that there was a
stranger in the room, Celia entered quickly,
and gave Tinker a packet wrappéd in tissue-
paper. Putting the ecigar behind him, Arthur
gprang up. As she saw the
stranger’s blue eyes fixed on her, Celia's
cheeks flushed.

“I thought you were alone,’’ she saia.
“The servant did not tell me that anyone
was here.?? ' '

Tinker did not know what to do, for he
could not get used to the etiquette of
Royalties and ecourts, : '

“It’s an American friend of mine,” he
said. “The Princess Celia, Mr. Arthu:
Clodie, of New York.” . e

The princess dropped a curisey, and
Clodie bowed. '

“I trust Mr. Clodie will enjoy his visit
to our poor Jittle ecountry,” she said,
“Open the door for me, Billy,” she added in
& whisper, “and quickly!”

Thé next moment the. princess was gone,
and Arthur P. Clodie restored the cigar to

' his mouth,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY (ER )R ==

She knocks that old photo to a
“I'm sure glad I called.
bo! She’s fine,
If anybody

- “QGee!
frazzle!’’ he said.
That's the girl for me,
she’s wonderful, she’s amazing.
can keep me from putting in the brokers,
I tell you right now, bo, her name’s Princess

Celia. She'’s young, but I'm no old has-been
myself. If there’s any galoot making eyes
at that young lady, lead me to him, and
we'll arrange a shooting party.”’

. *I'm beginning to think you are a com-
plete ass, after all,” said Tinker.

“Cut that out, bo, and invite me to
lunch, anyhow,” said the Yankee.

Though there was something like an
Arrangement to dine with his. Majesty on
pork-pie, Tinker took Clodie to their rooms.
Blake's eyes twinkled as he recognised the
young Americar, for Blake had learned
from Sarjo, through the secretary, that
Clodie was the man who had been specu-
lating so heavily in Carlovia stock, or
rather gambling, for it seemed a pure
gamble of the riskiest kind.

_“Mr. Clodie is lunching with us, Mr.
Browne,” said Tinker. “I’ve got something
for you from somebody. Will you look at
it - __ _

. % After lunch,” said the private detective.

They were at lunch when the King him-
self came strolling in. The pork-pie, it
appeared, had to be specially made, so
Sexton Blake rang for another cover, and
introduced his Majesty to the visitor as
Mr. Lyvanoff. The Yankee knew well cnough

that Mr. Lyanoff was King Peter V. of|

Carlovia, for full-length portraits and
picture-postcards -of the fair-haired boy
King crowded the shop windows.

“This is the gentleman who has bought
up most of the Carlovian stock, Mr.
Lyanoff,”’ said Blake. :
~“J hope Mr. Clodie will get his money,”’
sald Peter. “What will you do if they can’t
cash up, Mr. Clodie?”

- «T sure wouldn't like to do anything
nasty,” said the Yankee. “I can't very well
‘agsk the sheriff to take possession and put
‘the—the—" _

i ¢ Bailiffts in,” prompted Tinker. “I don’t
think you caa sell up the show. You sce,
sir—"

“0Oh, you know who T am, then?’ said
Peter, ,

. “I'm guessing you're the King, sir?”’

. “Not a bad guess,” said Peter. “Do you
mind telling me why you have barged in
like this to collect our stock?”

. ¢“Wal, I was getting my own back, sir,”
said Clodie. “I came here first to look at
the scenery, especially one bit of it which
'sure beats the band, and your police didn’t
itreat me like a gentleman and a visitor
'should be treated: They told me I had
no business here at all, and told me to
aquit. I didn’t quit, so I was arrested and
fired into a dirty cell. T quitted that quick,

hard on us,

only to be arrested again and deported, so
I calculated that the next time I ecame
along they couldn’t say I had no business,
You can take it from me, sir, that when
those bonds are due there’ll be nobody in |
Carlovia with more business on hand,
except your Majesty’s Treasurer, and I'll
make that guy’s hair stand on end.”

Peter laughed, and so did Tinker at the
way Clodie had described Princess Celia as
the one bit of Carlovia scenery that Deat
the band.

“Well, you deserve your money, for you've
certainly got your own back for being
arrested and deported,” said Peter. “Don’t
blame me for that, blame the police. You
mustn’t be too hard on us if you don’t get
the cash all at once. You mustn’t be too
Mr. Clodie.”’ s

“Or bring the American Navy over th
mountains to bombard Kamfak,”” said
Tinker.

“I guess we'll do it good and friendly,”’
said Clodie. *I dare say I could bring
pressure to bear, but I'm easy-going if I
sce I'm getting a square deal. Anyhow, I
shall get my interest, and I can talk over
the other thing with the Treasury pecople.
I'm no Shylock, sir, out for my pound of
flesh.” E

King Peter stopped for some time,
chatting with Clodie. At last the King
went, and so did Clodie.

“What do you think of him, guv'nor
Tinker asked. 5

““He’s what his fellow-countrymen are
fond of calling a very remarkable young
man,” said Sexton Blake. “ With his money
and grit he’ll take some stopping. Not a
word to Peter about his real business here, -
for it might make him furious. And why
not? MHe’s young and strong and rieh, and
not at all bad-looking. He'd be a better
match for Celia than that sleek-headed
hypocrite Prince Darro.”

“But you don’t think Celia would marry
him, guv’nor?”’ | -

“She will if Clodie gets his way, and be
happy, too, I think. He has both hands
in the Treasury, and he'll take some
stopping. He's the sort of fellow, too,
Peter will get to like, for lazy people
generally admire hustlers. Where’s the
packet Celia gave you. We had better
examine it quickly and have it put back,
for Brentschi may ask the King for it.”’

A glance told Sexton Blake that the doen-
ment was an exact copy of the paper taken
from Veilburga.

“Same old smell, too, guv’'nor,”
Tinker. ‘“What's to be done?”

“Get those twg bottles. You can do-it.
Do you remember the lieutenant’s trans-
lation?”

“Every word, guv'nor, and most of the
names, for I learned those before,” said
Tinker.

G
-

said



The sentry allowed Tinker to pass, but
he had kept Mr. Secretary Brentschi back,
and the secretary was biting his thin lips
and  fidgeting with annoyance. And while
affairs of State waited; his Majesty was
lying on a eouch reading a racing novel.

“Get aqut of it, Peter, and come into your
bed-room,” said Tinker. “1’ve got some-
thing to show you that will make your

g
$air curl.”?

“You've just come in time, then, Billy,”
yawned the King.

“I was just thinking of

THE ST. FRANK'’S WEEKLY

“For the sake of Mike, don’t ask so many
questions! Don’t ask how I learned to read
Carlovie, either. I’'m going to read this
to you, word for word. It’s only about a
silly tax on wine, and Celia would have
told you to sign it.?? ‘

Tinker’s brilliant memory served him well,
and he recited the working of the tax with-
out omitting a word.

“What's wrong with that, - you -clever
fathead?? said Peter. “We must tax

something.”

Tinker seemed to have lost either his nerve or his skill, or both, for horse

and rider went down heavily.

sending for the barber, and having it cut.”

Tinker locked the door. of the royal bed-
room, drew the blinds, and switched on the
electric light..

" “Where did you get that?’ cried his
Majesty, 'when he saw the document. .

" Somebady lent it to me, so ‘keep your
hair an for a bit, old scout,” said Tinker.
“Youn’d have signed this, I guess?”

“If Celia had said it was O.K.. You
‘l(-’tp&)w L can’t read that stuff, But where

I -

“You wateh,” said Tinker grimly, “and
I'll soon show you what’s wrong with it,
and what you were being cheated into
signing, my poor old Peter}”

Presently King Peter V of Carlovia was
crouching in a chair, his white face buried
in his hands.

“But what can I do, Billy?” he asked
forlornly. “What ean I do with this gang:
of thieves and murderers? They’re too
strong for me. They have the police in
their pay, and the army, such as it is,



‘They've

and the control of the Treasury.
got me, so what can I do?’

«I don’t know yet, old - man,”’ said
Tinker. “Put Brentschi off. Tell him you
can’t sign this thing till your sister has
read it to” you, and that she’s busy.
We've got t¢ smash the gang. They tried
to murder me just because they thought
we were gebtting a bit too friendly. The
guv'nor thinks it was Dairo, jealous because
I was a bit too chummy with Celia; but
I've not got a swelled head, and I don’t
believe it. Anyhow, though he is your
cousin, he’s an arrant blackguard. -Hold
‘up your chin and set your tepth and Il
wager the guv’nor will pull you through.”

Late that night Sexton Blake -again met
Rivastofi -the ek-brxgand at the tlnsnuth’
shop, when the King was sitting on the
edge of his bed
kaer

“I wish I'd never seen the rotten job,
Billy,” he said bitterly. “If I could get

anyone to take it I'd sell it for a bob!”
A shilling came spinning through the air.

“Catch!” said Tinker, Theres “your
bob, Peter, and the King JOb is mine.”

. “You geb. assier and assier!?’’ growled
.- Peter  dismally. -‘*Don’t be so0 jolly
humorous!’”

Exactly two days before the next meet-
~ing of the Supreme Council, Mr. Secertary
_Brentschi was st:ll without the -document he
was so eager to get hold of, because tae
king would not sign it until Princess Celia
had read it to him, and the princess couid
not find time to do so. Peter rather
startled the secretary by reminding him
.that as the document only concerned a
paltli'y tax on wine there could be no hurry
for it

Tinker had gone *‘or a ride down the
Grand Promenade The chestnut horse was
a beautiful, high-spirited animal, but Tinker
was a good rider, and checked its prancing
and curvetting with a skilled hand. He was
-returning by the left side of the cathedral
when the horse caught sight of a perform-
ing bear and took frlght. Getting the bit
between its teeth, the panic-stricken chest-
nut swerved and went across the square at
full gallop, scattering people right and left.

On the tram-lines the horse slipped, and-

Tinker seemed to have lost either his nerve
or his skill, or both, for he had often man-
aged to keep a horse on its legs after a
.worse slip than that. Horse and rider
went down heavily. The horse got up, and
a man darted forward and grasped its
‘bridle; but the - lad lay as he had fallen,
prone on his face.

.“Say, get hold of his hoss,” sazd Arthur

P. Clodie,- who had dashed to the rescue.

‘““Pat him a bit and quiet him.”

“ The man from Lil’ Old New York turned |

the fallen rider over. He had’ already re-
cognised Tinker on the runaway just before
the spill, and had come to the conclusion

instead of pulling him on his legs.

0lowermg moodlly at

that Master Billy Jones, of the Royal
Palace, Kamfak, though quite a gvod young
chap 0the1w1se, was such a shockmﬁlv bad
rider that his proper place was on a rockmw
horse, not on a live one.

Tinker was limp and scarcely seemed to
breathe. His face did not look pale, for it
was very sun-tanned, and his eyes weie
closed. . There was no trace of blood, and
no bones appeared to be broken. Some
kindly person in the crowd brought a glass
of brandy from a café. One sip of it re-~
vived Tinker. He sat up, spluttering and.
coughing, and blinked at the American.

“A bit jarred, eh, bo’? I guess you pullad.
the wrong string and yanked the hoss over
Riding
back?”

Tinker limped painfully as he was ralsed -
to his feet.

“I think not,” he said with a wince.
“Gee! I came a purler. I’'ll take a cab .
and pay somebody to lead the horse back.”

“Taxi wanted,” cried Clodie. “I’ll ride
the hoss back for you, Billy. You seem to
sag a bit on that left leg, buddy I)oes it
pain much?”

““Not as much as feeling a complete ass
and having this crowd gaping at me,” said
Tinker. “Where’s that cab?”

Tinker was driven to the palace in a
ramshackle - taxicab, but though ancient, it
soon drew away from Arthur P. Clodie on
the chestnut. Tinker began to grin.
Though the gentleman from  Lil’ Old New
York had nof been smitten by the beauty
of Tinker’s horsemanship, Tinker was
perfectly satisfied. '-

“As neat as ninepence,” he thought. I
might have smashed his knees and “knocked
ninety per cent of his value off him, or a
leg, and then he’d have " been. cat’s-meat,
and I'll bet I floored the beggar so nicely
that I didn’t ruffle the hair on his ribs. If
old Clodie knew it was a ramp, he wouldn’t
tell me I.pulled the. wrong string. It was
a great fall, duly to be reported in the
newspapers, and no damage done.” i

Tinker went to bed, and Sexton Blake
telephoned for a doctor, who, curiously
enough, happened to be waiting in a
tobacconist’s shop not a quarter of a milé
from the palace when the call was received,
The doctor was taking wine in a little room
at the - back of the shop with the
tobacconist.

“The news is good,” said the doctor, turn-
ing away from the mstrument “Ah this
king’s tutor is a greai man—a giant of a
man—not, I mean in limb and body, but in
brain. The colour, my iriend, is to be green,
so pass the word that it is to be green and
prepare. It will not be to-night or for many
nights, but be -ready, for it will come., A
giant of a man, and I am proud to work
with him or for him.”

“Dr.” Rivastoff, ex-brigand, put .on a
flesh-coloured mask and picked up his bag.
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At the gates of the palace he removed the you grabbed my eash, so I'm king. I don’t
mask, for they were forhidden, and ‘was | think you’ll have to play possum for ‘long,
passed on from sentry to flunkey until he | and pretend you’re paor me with a sprained
reached the door of the guard-room. Blimp, | leg through heing chucked off a horse.”
who knew him at once, did not let a single Peter was in the depths of gioom.
cyelash quiver. He yawned, and told an “Why couldn’t I play being you?” he
orderly to see that the doctor was taken a% | asked eagerly, as a brilliant thought came
once to the apartments of the king’s tutor. | to him. “I’'Il keep my ‘mouth shut and
Tinker had only gone to bed for ahouat | ead down and hobble about on crutches
three seconds, and the * doctor” did not | When anybody was about. I'm sure they'd
come near him. Tinker was grinning at the | Pever rumble me. Why can’t I do that?”
king. : . e ‘Because you’d be sure to muff it, my
“Jt's no wuse,” said Peter grumpily: lad, and ”t-hls stunt, though it may seem
¢‘ The thing’s too silly, and how am I goiag +fu5nyw— _ o
to stick it? I must have fresh air, or I When is it funny? T call it perfectly
shall choke.” | : rotten. Shut up in these beastly rooms—-"
- “If you must have fresh air, open the “If you think they’re such beastly rooms,
windows, my lad,” said Tinker. “You took | why didn’t you give us better ones for a
my.bob, didn’t you? I seized your offer and | start, my lad? Now, look here, Peter, don't
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play the goat. You can’t act for fofice, )
except act the goat, and you’d foozle the
whole thing. I'm jolly well used to make-
ups and disguises, though this is about the
easiest one I ever had. When the guv’'nor

has got ‘my hair {he right tint, and 1'm 4

padded a bit, you won't know whether I'm
you, or which of us both or neither. I can
do wur “walk and jyour yawn and your
voice just like life. And don’t forget what
I'm up against, a lot of rogues, sure, but
pot a lot of fools, except that: colonel guy
with the corsets who’s near-sighted and
deaf.” |

“QOh, you'll pull it off!” said Peter.
“You'd make a good clown in a pantomime,
Billy.
Why couldn’t you wait till the day of the
Council meeting before you made the horse
skid, and given me a couple more days of
freedom?” ; . .

“You'd better ask the guv'nor,” said
Tinker. “I'm taking my orders from him,
and I suppose he wants time to fix things,
and I must have time. I'm going to try the
stunt on. the servants before I face the.
*apreme  Council. - That beast Brentschi
never seems to be looking at you, but the
beggar has keen eyes and he's always watch-
ing. No, my dear Billy Jones, you fell off
your gee-gee and hurt your poor little leg,
and are confined to your apartments in the
royal palace. Don’t believe me, Billy, but
you’ll see all about it in print when the
evening newspaper arrives. What informa-
. tion shall I give to the reporters, Billy, for
they’'re waiting? A double fracture of the
lobe of the left ear, isn’t it?” '

ear for you if I hear much more of if,” said
Peter “If I must, I suppose I shall have
to, that’s all.”

Peter heaved a sigh of resignation. He
did net object to allowing Tinker to pose
as-the king and take over the royal duties
for a time; but he did object to being a
prisoner. Sexton Blake had -talked to him
very seriously, however, and at last he
realised his true position.  The abominable
trick Sarjo and the junta had tried to play
on him had opened his eyves. Sarjo, at one
tell blow, wished to destroy his real friends
and followers and to screen hiémself after-
wwrds by 'declaring that the king had
instigated the crime.- g -

And Blake had not minced matters.
. “This is actually what it means, Peter,”

he had told Peter, ““for I have gone into
it thoroughly. In his way, Sarjo is a strong
man, so is Bizer, and so is Brentschi. Your
cousin Darro has a big axe to grind, and
Sarjo is quite willing to help him to grind
it. The people they wish to get rid of are
loyal to the crown, not so much because
they have any affection for vou as bhecause
they hate and fear the junta. .Later on, you
mEst’make them like you for your cwn
sake.’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

But how long is it going to take?

“If they win, the power of the junta will
b.e; supreme, and if you kick too mueh they
will plot to get you out of the way. You
will be so hated, for the blame will be put
on you, ‘that your assassination would not
shock many people. That would bring your

sister to the -throne. She is a splendid,
high-spirited, strong-willed girl, but she

could not fight this junta, for she would be

alone and friendless. They would force her
into a marriage with that sleek rascal, your
cousin, Prince Darro, and he is Sarjo’s man.
All this would be very pleasant-and profit-
able for Sarjo, Darro, Brentschi, Bizer,
and their jackals, but it would be ‘a black
day for your subjects and for Carlovia.”

Of course, Celia had also been told. She
was walting anxiously and impatiently when
the message. came that his Majesty
requested her presence at dinner. It was
an informal affair, for only his. Majesty and
his Majesty’s tutor were present, both wear-
ing ordinary English evening-dress. The
lieutenant, who was on guard, . announced
her, and the King crossed the apartment
to meet her Royal Highness, -

“It’s—is it you, Billy—really you, Billy?”
she asked in a low voice.

“Absolutely!” answered the supposed Xing.
“We've got Peter chained up,  and he’s
promised to be good. Am I like him?”

“Absolutely like him! 1t’s just too won-
derful—walk, voice, everything. What have
you done to your hair?” '

- “Peroxide of hydrogen, or some bleaching
stuff the guv’nor put on to get the proper
tint,” said Tinker. “He’s padded me out a
bit, t00, and it made poor old Peter’s eyes

“It won’t be the lobe; it will be a."'i-:--hick L goggle.when 1 went info the bed:toom and

shmx*%d myself, Do you think I shall pull
it off?” ‘
Celia locked at him steadily.

‘?, think so,” she answered. “I can see a

| difference now, but if you had come like

that at first, when 1 went with Sarjo to
meet my brother on his return from
England I'm almest sure I'd have taken
you. for Peter, and never doubted until we
talked about things that happened as
kiddies, and then I should have found you-
out. -But you’re just wonderful.”

“We've taken the liberty of. inviting a
friend, Celia,” said Sexton Blake. “He
isn’t exactly a friend as yet, but we hope
to make him so. He has bought up so
many Carlovian bonds that if -our plans
succeed, he will be a‘“useful person to have
on our side. Even a country, when in debt,
like an individual, ought to try to keep on
good terms with its biggest creditor.”
The lieutenant admitted Mr. Arthur P.
Clodie to the royal dining-room. The good-
looking American bowed to the King, and
even lower to her Royal Highness the
Princess.

.More about Tinker’s impersonation
of King Peter will be related in Next
Week’s instalment of this exciting series.
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- THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

Ay dear Leagueites,

For the last few wecks my little chat
3as been conspicuous :by its absence, and
this week, lo and behold, our League Ap-
plication Form and instructions have shared
‘#he’-same fate. " But don’t be alarmed, -my
chums! This is 1ot the League’s obituary
notice—far from it. Christmas is nearly
npon us, and most of you-“will be so busy
during the week sending off cards, buying
vresents, and visiting the many .attractive
toy .emporiums that you -will hardly have
any. time .to' devote . to the League. That
is why I am giving the League- a rest this
week. By the way, when you do visit the toy
hazaars, don't forget fo look out for the
3t.° Frank’s Table Football Game. - It is
being-sold at 3/6 and. 7/6, and if- you can
pay -a visit to Gamage’s or the Army and
Navy Stores, you will see the game being
Jdemonstrated by experts. '

We have not yet reached that~five thou-
sand membership, and as there are quite

i number. of Leagueites waiting for: their |- -

silver- medals, I am going to ask every

existing member to make a resolution that
he will obtain one new- member for.the first
week of ‘the New Year. If some of you
get two or more new members, all the bet-
ter. But I Wiant every member to set him-
self the simple task of enlisting at least
one new member during the next fortnight.
. Several members have been "asking for the-
address of their local Organising Officer. As
I am publishing a list of 0.0.’s and their.
addresses early: in the New. Year, I hope -
these members ‘will not mind waiting a little
longer. Every member will  then :be: ex--

pected to register his name with "his nearest'

0.0. When this‘has been done, we shali be
able to begin forming our social and sports
clubs without further delay. - - - s
As this is our Christmas Eve Number, .
and* I shall not -be addressing” a Leagiie -
letter next week, I will take® the présent-

‘opportunity of wishing*you all a Right Jolly -

Christmas. .
Your old friend, . .
. THE CHIEF OFFICER.
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| Don'’t let your Meccano get out of date. Scores of new parts

have - been added to the system during the last year or.
two and new parts mean hundreds of new and better models,

Meccano was always the “real thing,” but Meccano to-day, -
1s better fun’ than ever. a
Your Meccano dealer has al! the new parts in stock.,” Ask
him to show them to you—he will be pleased to do so.
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