SPEGIAL NEW YEAR STORY THIS WEEK?

-

_ not fail to :
- read this week’s live-
1y story of the merry
New Year schemers
of St Frank’s,

MNo. S552. ouT ON WEDNESDAY, January 2, 1926,
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A strange figure seemed to materialise out of the very'shadows. And Bruce
felt a quegr sensation assail his skin as he recognised the familiar form of a
Cromwellian Roundhead.
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This week’s story relates how our youthful guests at Dorrimore Castle
connive in a daring plot to bring about a reunion between Miss Halliday
and Mr. Bruce, each of whom thinks the other dead. Though at one txme

Miss Halliday does not seem to appreciate the good intentions of the merry
schemersg, the result more than Just:ﬁes the means. Altogether, it is a

tophole New Year story. THE EDITOR

CHAPTER 1. squashed choeolates, intermingled with a
. . " hunch of muscatels.
THE CHRISTMAS CONSPIRATORS. - llo'h Corkb'” bre‘athEd JUIC\ Iﬂ dlq]nﬂl

the lanky skipper of the Fifth | Brother Le¢mon,’”’ said Browne. “lLet us
- Form at St.. Frank’s, threw open | not inquire too closely into further details.
the door ol Dorrimore Castle, and |1 trust, however, that you will clear away
allowed the moonlight to flood in. s the debris with all decent speed. I may be
““ A wonderful night, Brother Willy,” he | squeamish, but mangled chocolates invari-
ohserved genially. “Without wishing to be | ably affect me with nausea.”
too personal, I trust that you and your| Browne turned his head away in silent
young companions are in a fit condition to | agony as Juiey Lemon stuffed a con-
face this icy ordeal?’ . glomerated mass into his mouth, and pushed
“I don’t know about Chubby and Juicy, | the rest of the stuff back into his overcoat
but I'm all right."” replied Willy Handforth, | pocket. Considering that Juicy had been
as he struggled into his overcoat. “W hatq steadily packing himself with good things
that in your pocket, Juiecy? My hat! | for the last eight hours, it was a matter
Haven't you eaten enough without boning | for wonder where he found room for these

WILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE, “A  somewhat awkward predicament,

a pocketful"" | final items.
“Alas! Such criminal tendenmec in one It was Christmas night—late. In fact, it
so young!” said Browne sadly. was close upon elevemn o'cloek, and
“You Fifth Form chump!” roared Juicy | although the party was by no means peter-
Temon. “It’s only my cap!” ing out, Browne had insisted upon escortinz

He indignantly pulled out the headgear | Willy & Co. home. It was a surprisinz
in order {to prove this statement. Unfor-{move on Browne's part, for he was not
tunately a number of Brazil nuts rattled | usually keen on fratermsmn with the fags.
to the floor, accompanied by three or four{ It was all the more astomahmg, too0.
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because Browne had .been the life and soul
of the evening, and his Joss would be
severely felt. However, he had insisted,
and when Browne insisted he was as firm
as a rock, ‘

“Jt’s a dirty trick, Browne, buzzing off
like this,” complained Reggie Pitt, as he
came along with one or two other juniors.
“It's hardly eleven yet, and I thought we
were going to keep up the revels into the
small hours!”

William Napoleon Browne sighed.

“YWhile realising that my loss will be a
bitter blow I have no alternative bub to
tear myself away,” he replied. Something
impels me to venture forth into the night
with these human confectionery depositories.
It is no exagzeration to state that they are
literally overloaded to a point far beyond
the danger mark. At any moment they may
capsize. It is therefore my duty, as the
eldest fellow of the party, to steer them

bomewards.”

Dick IHamilton chuckled.

“Perhaps you're right, Browne,” he
agreced. “In any case, it’s time those fags
were off home. Mr. and Mrs. Heath will

wonder what on earth’s happened to ‘em.”’
“Jf they stayed any longer they’d pro-
bably explede,”’ declared Pitt, *“1it’s a

sood idea of yours to see them- home,

Browne. They’d never manage it alone.”
The fags wmade no comment. Under
ordinary circumstances they would have

indignantly protested against these remarks.

Bui Juicy Lemon and Chubby Heath were

in a condition bordering on coma., I
wasn’'t all due to sleepiness. It was a kind
of reaction after hours of overwork. Their
interiors were still performing miracles of

overtime.

But they were quite happy.
spent one of the most enjoyable Christmas
evenings they could remember. JXven Willy
only grinned cheerfully at _the gentle
sarcasm of the Removites. And presently
they went out into the moonlight, and set
off through the glistening snow, with Browne
dodging round them like a hen looking
after her hrood.

There were quite a number of St. Frank’s
fellows in Dorrimore Castle. Handforth &
Co. were in c¢vidence, to say nothingz of
Dick Hamilton and Tommy Watson and
Tregellis-West, Reggie Pitt and Archic
Glenthorne were there, foo, and a few
others.

In order to make the party more com-
plete six of the Moor View girls were
among the guests. And all of them were
looking happy and cheeriul after the merry
fostivities, -

The girls were in fancy costume, while
the fellows were resplendent in evening
dress. - Curiously enough, however, there
were no adults in the party. They seemed

huge joke.

They had

lo have the whole great castle to them-
selves. ,

_Willy & Co. had come over during the
aay from Chubby Heath’s home, which was
situated a mile or two distant. As a
matter of fact, the very party itself bad
originated in Willy’s fertile brain. _

He had tricked them down into Derby-
shire on the Christmas Eve, thinking it a
But be hadn’t reckoned on the
blizzard which had swept the country from
end to end. And the party had found itself
stranded in the snow.

To the best of Willy’s belief, Dorrimore
Castle was empty, deserted. In despera-
tion, the stranded guests hagd broken in,
and there had been many surprises.
Although Lord Dorrimore was not in resi-
dence, the party had fared sumptuously
throughout the whole of Christmas Day. In
fact, they had had a perfectly glorious time.

For 1t turned out that a number of
special banquets had been prepared, and
the party was not slow in taking advantage
of the faet. It was the whim of Mr.
Henry DBruce, a distant connection of Lord
Dorrimore’s. Ten years earlier Mr. Bruce
had made every arrangement for his
wedding on Christmas Day. But at the
last moment his financée’s parents had for-
bidden the wedding, and had taken her
awdy. A merc girl of seventeen, she had
been compelled to obhey her stern father.

And the affair had affected Bruce so
deeply that every year sinee then he had
come fo the eastle alone, and had lived his
wrecked wedding-day over again. But on
this occasion his arrival had heen delayed.
After that tragedy he had gone to Amcrica,
to forget, but had never forgotten.

And every Christmas he had inade the
pilgrimage across the Atlantic. This year,
however, his liner had shed her propeller
during a storm and the had not arrived
antil  Christmas night, only to find these
unbidden guests in possession,

As they were all personal friends of
Lord Dorrimore's, and® as they had sought
refuge- there from the storm, he had
willingly permitted them to remain. In-
deed, he had urged them 1o accept the
castle’s hospitality for two er three days,
and had promised to do everything in his
power to make their Christmas a happy one.

But Henry Bruce himself had not joined
in the festivities. He had retired at once,
leaving the youthful party to itself. And
the youthful party had enfered into the
spirit of Christmas with a vim. Even
now the jollifications were in full swing,

The departure of Browne, however, had a
big effect. Soon after midnight the party
grew quieter, and .little groups were
scattered about. here and there, talking.
Yawns were frequent. It seemed, moreover,
as though some special subject was occupy-
ing the mirds ol many.



Handforth & Co., for example, were deeply
engrossed in an alcove. And on one of the

hiz lounges Irene Manners and Doris
Berkeley were conversing earnestly with

Reggie Pitt and Nipper.

“It’s no good putting it off,” Doris was
saying. “We've got to setile on something.
Can’t you suggest a scheme, Dick?”

“But it's a very delicate subject,” pro-
tested Nipper. *Strictly speaking, 1 don’t
~think we ought to butt in. At least, if we
do, we shall have to be jolly tactful.”

“That’s my opinion, too,”” agreed Pitt
dubiously., “Take my advice, girls, and
leave this thing alone.”’

The two cgirls regarded him ecoldly.

“I'm surprised at you, Reggie,” said
Doris. “I'm disappointed, too. 1 thought
you had more enterprise. I thought you
were always ready for something brainy.”

Reggie Pitt was greatly distressed.

“But think of the situation!” he pro-
tested.

“We have thought of it,” put in Irene.
“And it demands attention. We all
that DMr. Bruce has been pining for ten
vears because Miss Halliday was torn away
from him on their very wedding-day. And
she's one of our under-mistresses at the
Moor View School. lmagine that!
Doesn’t that fact alone give us a right to
help?”

“1t’s all very well to talk about helping,”’
growled Nipper. “But in an affair of this
kind our help may not be welcomed.
That’s why we've got to tread so lightly.
I'd like to see this romance glued together
aszain, but—well, you girls are suggesting
a jolly tall order!”’

“The taller the better,” insisted Doris.
“Where's the credit if we don’t do some-
thing difficult? Miss Halliday was forced to
marry somebody against her will, and he
was killed a year or two ago in Italy, in
a mofor smash. She’s using her maiden
name again now——"

“But we know all this!” interrupted Pitt.

“Of course you do; but you're so jolly
thickheaded that I've got to drive it in
again,” said Doris, in her direct, straight-
from-the-shoulder fashion. “Haven't you
chaps zot any sense? Here's Miss Halhdax
only- t“enty -seven, and ready to look years

vounger if she’d only try, a widow, and
earning a living in our school. Why, it's
wicked. Her husband left her penniiess,

and she's got to work!”
“It's shameful?”’ said Irene indignantly.

“But we can’t do anything——"" began
Nipper.

“Mr., Bruce is worth pots of money,”
continued Doris unperfurbed. “And .the
very fact that he’s come here year after
year proves that he's always remained
true. And now ‘he believes that Miss

Halliday was killed!”

know

-

happen,*’

admitted
to

rotten,”
“It’s gquite easy
Not living in England,
He must have
in the papers, and accepted

*Yes, that's pretty
Nipper thoughtfally.
understand, though,
he’s probably out of contact,
seen the reports
them as genuine.
certainty that Miss
municated with him.”

“Well, we've got to bring those two
together,’” said Irene firmly. *“Ten years
ago they ought to have been married here,
and I'Il bet they still love one another.
He's a bachelor and she's a widow. Why
the dickens shouldn’t we wangle it hefween
li.,‘}i#

And, of course, it’'s a
Halliday never com-

——ey

MORE SCHEMING.
ICK HAMILTON
D “Sounds easy,
doesn’t i£?’ he
take it from me, pgirls, it’ll
be  fearfully ticklish. In

“Coward!” said Doris scornfully.

Nipper grinned.

a hole in the ice to pull out a drowning
eat, and I'd fight any amount of hooligans

CHAPTER IL
scratched his head.
ohserved. “But you can
fact, it's so ticklish that I funk it.”
“1'd cheerfully dive into the lake through
to order,” he said. “But when it comes to

repairing a shattered romance—well, I AM
a coward. I don’t mind admitting it. 1

tell vou it's a precarious business.”

“But why?’ asked Irene.

“Because there's no telline what might
replied XNipper grimly. “ Women
are so jolly rummy. I'Il bet Miss Halliday
will go through fire and water rather than
come mnear Dorrimore Castie, when she
hears that Mr. Bruce is here. That’s a
woman all over. She's prdbably pining for
him, but she wouldn’t touch him with a
barge-pole.”’

The girls looked at him coldly.

“Is that your true opinion of girls?”
asked Doris, with chilly disdain. ~

“Cheese it!” grinned Reggie Pitt.
“ Nipper doesn’t mean to be personal And

I agree with him, too. The only way to fix
this thing up is to get Miss Halliday here
on a pretext of some sort. We mustn’t
breathe a word of the real ohject. This
iz where strategy is required. She and
Mr. Bruce have got to be brought together
as though by accident. It's the only way.”

¢““] believe they’re right, Doris,” said
Irene thoughtfully, “ Of course, we could
tell Mr. Bruce that she's still alive, but

that would spoil everything. He'd dash off
to London, and we shouldn’t be in the
show at all. The great thing is to bring
her here.”

““Does she knew where you are, Irene?”
asked Nipper,



“ Not exactly,” replied Irene., <«1 told her
that I should do some visiting during the
lolidays, but I didn’t go into any details.
She's a dear, and 1'd just love fo do some-

thing.”
'*1 supposa you know her addre§s‘:"”
L 1 eourse,”” put in Doris, ¢ Her

parents are dead, and during the holidays
shie stays with an aunt of hers in Crickle-
wood.”? :

““Well, why not send her a telegram in
the morning?” stiggested Nipper.

‘“ But she'd smell a rat when
this address 12

“ 8he mustn’t see this address,” said Nip-
per., “We can hribe one of the {ootmen
to take an early train into Chesterfield, say,
and send off the wire from there. He'll
Imv? to wait for a reply, and then ’'phcne
up.’ 3
“Buf .I don't quite understand,” said
Doris.

“The scheme is to send a telegram some-
thing like this,”? said Nipper. “ We'll make
it urgent: * Need you terribly badly. Please
come by first train., Wire time of arrival

she saw

to post office, Chesterfield. Will wait
- anxiously,  Please, please, come.—Irene
Manners.” She’ll simply think you’ve got

stranded, or something, and dash down to
your assistance like a two-year-old.”

Irene’s eyes sparkled, _ _

‘“She’s ready to do anything to -help any-
body!” she exclaimed. ¢ She’d come at
nnee if she got a telegram of that sort.
All the better to give no ‘explanation. She’d
be so worried that she wouldn't waste a
minute. What about when .~the reply
comes??

“The footman will wait for it, of course,
and telephione up to the castle,” replied
Nipper. ‘I heleve we're disconnected now,
owing to the blizzard, but the line wiill prob-
ably be all right to-morrow. We shail have
heaps of time, and we can go to Chester-
field and meet the train.”

‘““And then what?” asked Doris,

“That's the rub,” admiffed Nipper. ““ But
vou wanted me to suggest a way of get-
ting her down, and I’ve done my bit. We
could have a car there, and you could easily
piteh a. yarn—without telling any fibs, of
course—and then we could drive here with-
out her knowing the actual destination.
It’1} be dark by the time she arrives, and
once she’s in the castle—— Well, won’t
that be enough?”

““Enough!” echoed Irene. «It’ll  De
everything! Dick, you’re a genius!”

“Rats!?? grinned Nipper. < It’s the one
obvious plan.
have thought of exactly the same stunt. it
Miss Halliday i3 as soft-hearted as yon
say, she'll fall into the trap beautifully.”

‘““ Before we go to bed we’ll find one of
those footmen, and bribe him to secrecy,”
declared Dorizs. ‘“And by to-morrow night
we'll have Miss Halliday here. Oh, rip-
ping! Mr. Bruce won’t know anything
about it uniil she turns up—and she won’t

A dozen other fellows might

We ¢an meet them,
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know who she’s going to mcet until she
sees him !

“ Gorgeous!”’ breathed Irene.

They would probably have received a
little shock if they could have listened to
Handforth & Co., who were over in the
alcove. The chums of Study D were close.in
confab.

“We’'ll work this thing absolutely single-
handed,” Handfcrth was saying jubilantly.
“We’'ll surprise everybody. See?”?

“I don’t think we ought to touch it,”
said Church, shaking his head.

““Rats!” retorted Edward Oswald. “You
know the faets as well as I do. 1f any two
peaple ought to be brought together,
they’'re Mr. Bruce and Miss Halliday! Dash
it all, I'm not wusually sentimmental, but it's
Christmas-time, and there’'s a line chance
here to show the others up!®?

“How shall we show them up?” asked
McClure.

“ By proving that we're smart enough to
bring off a wedding that was abandoned
for good,” replied Handforth. My dear
asses, it's easy! It’s as simple as rolling
off a form!»

“Don’t you believe it—— began Chureh.

“You hopeless idiot!” snapped Hand-
forth. ¢ All we've got to do is to write

- Miss Halliday a letter, and tell’ her that
“Mr, Bruce is here, and that he thinks she’s

dead. She'll simply whizz down by the
first train, and chuck herself into his arms.
Easy !>

Churehh and McClure grinned.

“Is that what you call taet?’® asked
Church. My dear Handy, she wouldn’t
move an inch from home! She’d eall vou
an interfering young puppy for meddling
in her affairs! And she’d*be estranged {rom
Mr. Bruce for all time!?

*““0Of course she would,” agreed McClure,
“You mustn’t do anything ram-headed like
that, Handy. There’s only one way. We've
got to send her a telegram.”

“By (George! A wire, eh?”?
<« That’s it.> nodded McClure.
mustn’t send it from here, either.
tumhle. We ecan pop into Buxton in
morning, and send the telegram there.» '

“How- would it be fto sign it as though
one of the girls sent it?"” suggested Chureh.
“That’s not a bhad idea, you know! I['ve
heard that she’ll do anything for the
girls, Let’s use Doris Berkeley’s name.”

‘“But what shall we shove in the wire?”?
asked Handforth,

“Oh, anything,” said McClure.
intimate—without using the actual
—that Doris is stranded in Buxton. Miss
Halliday will come down like a shot. We
can easily reckon what train she’ll ke on—
there can’t be more than two, anyhow.
and spin her a yarn
about Doris. Then we’ll bring her here in
the dark, and there you are.”

Handforth's' eyés gleamed.

““By George!” he ecxclaimed tensely.
““ Haven't I always told you chaps to trust
me when it comes to something big? We'll

¢ And we
fhe'd
the

“We ean
words
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have Miss Halliday here by to-morrow night,
and there'll be a wedding in no time! A
new line for us, eh?”

“Handforth & Co. matchmakers!®’
grinned Church.

‘““ Anyhow, it’s something to pass the
time,” said McClure, with a rather callous

attitude towards affairs of the heart. - We
shall get some sport out of it, too. There'll

be general excitement when Miss Halliday
arrives to-morrow evening. Won't the girls
be pleased?”

Undoubtedly, Nipper had heen perfectly
rigsht when he declared that his suggestion
was the obvious one. It had occurred to
two sets of conspirators independently.

And this, in a way, was very unfortunate.

One wire would probably bhave the de-
sired eflect. But when Miss Halliday re-
ceived two there was a distinet risk of com-
plications. In fact, by the way things were
going, Miss Halliday was in for a somewhat
astonishing day on the morrow!

For others were putting their heads to-
gether, too.

There was something very humorous in
the whole situation. The St. IFrank’s f{el-
lows and the Moor View girls had been
discussing the affairs of Henry Broee and
Muriel Halliday all the evening, on and
off. Lverybody agreed that it was too bad
that this ten-vear-old romance should be
allowed to languish, and die. And it was
only natural that various sets of heads
should be put together on precisely the
same scheme.

The trouble was, these
worked independently.” ¥Yor c¢ach group
wanted to surprise all the rest. A highly
pratseworthy plan, but it would have bcen
far better if all the guests had combined in
a general meeting.

As it was, the most unfortunate complica-
tions were probable!

sets of heads

¥

CHAPTER III.
ARCHIE, TOO!

£t HIPPS, laddie, the
ol bean has been
buzzing!”?

Archie Glenthorne
made this startling an-
nouncement as he lolled in

. bed, attired in his dazzling
silken pyjamas. It was now two a.m., and
thet house-party had at last retired to
rest.

Archie had a bed-room to himself, and
Phipps was stealthily moving about, arrang-
ing his young master’s attire for the morn-
ing, And for some littie time Archie had
been wunusually quiet. Phipps, indeed, had
believed that he was already asleep.

““ Indeed, sir?’” he said mildly.

¢ Ahsolutely !”’ declared Archie.

¢ 1 trust there is nothing sericusly wrong,

sir.»
“Wrong ! repeated- Archie. ¢ Good gad!

the

Phipps!
young master, has become dashed romauntic!”
**1 am surprised to hear that, sir,”

Certainly not, The fact is,

‘“What-ho! I mean, what?” said Archie.
“ Romantic, Phipps. Absolutely! Instead
of pushing off into the good old forty winks,
I've been absolutely lying lere, thinking of
this and that, and so forth. The old gear-
box has fairly hummed.”

“Upon what subjects, sir?” asked Phipps.
“I venture to suggest that you wear the
grey tweeds to-morrow——* .

“0Odd coats and waistcoats! We're not
talking about clothing, Phipps!” ejaculated
Archie, pained. “I'd like to see you with u
somewhat moony expression on the old dial,
gassing about romance. 1 mean te say, |
ffil like it. The old atmosphere recks of
it.

Phipps nodded slowly, .

‘“ You are doubtless referring to the little
affair of Mr. Bruce and the young lady
whomn he was to have married ten years ago,
sir?’’ he asked. ““ A sad case, Master Archi-
bald. A distressing business altogether.”

“ What-ho! Rather!” agreed Archie. “1'm
glad to see, " Phipps, that the telepathy
scheme i3 working. In othier words, you've
biffed the old nail fairly with the mallet.
I presume you know all about this dear
girl?  This young lady of the splintered
romance??’

“L cannot say that I am fully acquainted
I mean!” broke in Archie, aghast.
“You, Phipps! Dash it, tlie young master
is absoclutely staggered! I ‘thought you
were the laddie who knew every dashed
thing! This Miss Halliday is an under-mis-
tress at the Moor View School.»

““Miss  Halliday, sir?” asked Phipps.
¢ But I understand she was a widow.”

““ Absolutely! A Mrs. Thornton,” ex-
plained Archie. ¢ But when the Thornton
blighter legged it off the old sphere, she
considered she’d had enough of his bally
name, and went back to the old love. I
mean to say, it sounds a lok better for a
schoolmistress to be a miss.  That’s dashed
rummy, Phipps! How can“a mistress be
a miss??

““1 gather your meaning, sir,”” said I hipps.
“But let me advise you to dismiss this sub-
ject, and compose yourself for sleep 2

“Good gad!” interrupted Archie stillly.
““1f T choose to dispense with a few of the
forty, it's my business, laddie. And just
at the moment the grey matter is fairly
bubbling, I mean, I can feel it seething
behind the old forehead. In {act, Phipps.
I’'ve been thinking.”

Archie sat up. and gazed at Phipps in-
tently.

““The scheme,” he went on, “is to bring
these two fractured hearts together, what?
It seems a frightful shame, PYhipps, that
they should remain unstuek. I'm not a
romantic lad, as a rule, but this thing has
ahsolutely biffed me In the centre. I mean.
the poor chappie doesn’t evem know that
she’?;iitl_i?e;!’f.

[l
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“ Distinetly distressing, sir.” :

« Something’s got to be done, Phipps,”
declared Archie. **What about it? We've
cot, to bring these two together. I leave it
fo you, Plnpp@ to dash out a brainy sug-
;_e-,tmn

¢ Have you thought of any plan, sir?”

“1 say, rcally I piotested Archie. “‘mu re
the lad to think, Phipps! I mean, you’ve
got all the mechanism 1> -

““Jt i3 a very delicate sub_;ect, sip

“ All the same, Phipps, you've got to deal
with it,” insisted Archie. “The young
master is firm on the noint.”. '

Phipps continued liis minor tasks for scme
little time, and ..rehie did not disturb him.
Ha felt ecertain that the massive _brain
was getting to work. And, stvr2 enough,
Phipps soon came up to the scratch.

“As far as [ can see, sir, the best thing
will be to get Miss Halliday down fio 1;13
castle by a simple ruse,” he ventured. “A
ruse, sir. She must not know, of course,
her actual destination—neither must she be
aware of the faet that Mr. Bruce is lhere.
Either of those itcms would have the effect
of ruining the plan.”

B

t‘;,(‘o on, Phlppa—l’m absolutely eatmw
“The. more azmple the ruse, sir, the

hetter the chances of sueccess,” continued
Phipps. “Y do not think we need worry as
to the course of events after Miss Halliday
is actually ir the castle. In {the nature
of things they will shape their own path.
We cnly need scheme for the purpose of
enticing Miss Halliday here.’’

“A somewhat mouldy proposition, what?’?

“On the contrary, sir, it is simplicity
itself,” said Phipps. “A mere telegram,
sent 1n the name of one of the young
ladies, from a neighbouring town, such as
Matlock, and Miss Halhdav will come.”

“Good gad!” said Archie, staring at
Phipps in fascination. -

“1f you wish, sir, I will journey to AMat-
lock in the early _morning,” continued
Phipps unperturbed. “I happen to know the
clerk of onme of the principal hotels there.
So Y shall have an address from which to
send the felegram——?’

And Phipps smoothly proceeded to out-
line the scheme which had independently
occurred to XNipper and. Handforth & Co.
Without the sightest hint of combination,
the same suggestion had occurred to all
three parties.

It was not coincidence, it was merely an
abvious expedient. There were not many
ways in which Miss Halliday could be
fetched, under the circumstances. And the
ruse of a decoy telegram was the simplest.

Without queqtlon Miss Halliday was due
for a surprise on the morrow.

T'or still more people were active. .

Ab that very moment in fact William
Napolean Browne and Willy Handforth were
reclining amid the cushions of a corridor
coach an an express train for London, It
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train, one that had left
Buxton at midnight. In consequence of
the recent stoppage, all sorts of extra
frains were being run,

“I consider, Brother Willy, that we
have proved absolutely the brainiest of all,’’
Browne was observing genially. “Without‘
being absolutely certain, I have a suspicion
that more than two heads have been put
together onm this eventiul night.”

“You bet they bave!” grinned Willy.
“But we'll have the laugh on them.,”

“0Of that there is no question,” agreed
Browne. “Tor while the others are think-
ing of futile schemes to induce Miss Halli-
day. to journey fo the castle, we are en
route for London to feteh her, if necessary,

was a4 special

by force. Shall we bg denied, Brother
Willie ?” _ _ . _
“Not while we c¢an Dbreathe!’’ replied

Willy promptly.

“A bhrave, hold sta.tcment” said the tall
Fifth-Former with apploval “1 like it,
Brother Willy; I have no doubts as to the'

wisdom of my choice of companion. 1 feel
that we are a victorious team.”
They were both in high spirits. Litfle

did the others imagine the truth. Browne’'s
non-return had occasioned no comiment. It
was faken for granted that he had been
persuaded to stop at Chubby Heath’s home.

But .the brainy Willilam Napoleon had
come to the same decision as the others.
He would bring IIenry Bruece and Muriel
Halliday together—after ten years.

- Browne, however, had decided to Ileave
nothing to chance. He was going to London,
and wounld bring Miss Ialliday back
personally. -

Realising the delicate nature of the sub-
ject he considered that it would be rather .
a ripe scheme to take Willy Handforth
along. Willy was celebrated for bis audacity
and coolness. If anybody on earth could
persuade Miss Halliday, Willy could. He
was a genius at getting his own way.

And it had heen so simple, too.

The three fags had decided to go home,
for Chubby’'s people would necessarily be
anxious. And Browne, after a brief con-
sultation with Willy, had escorted them
ont. They had left at the hour of eleven,
becanse there was only just sufficient time
to reach the train.

Browne’s frip would not even be sus.
pected, for he judged that everybody would
take it for granted that he was at Chubby
Heath’s place. In reality, Browne and Willy
were rushing through the night towards
London.

. Expense, of course, was no object, for
Browne was exceedingly flush. And he was
determined to getahead of evervhody else.

There could be no denying that Miss
Muriel Halliday was booked for one of the
busiest days of her life,
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CHAPTER 1V.

EXTRAORDINARY!
2 'VE got to go, aunt--I
simply must!”
“But, my dear
child i
“This telegram is from
Irene!” said Muriel Halliday,
2 with ) worried frown.
“Whatever can have  ‘happened? Why
doesn’t she say? Perhaps the poor girl is
stranded in Chesterfield? She only says

that she urgently wants me to go by the
first train.”’

“But Chesterfield is such a long way,”’
protested her aunt.

“I know it is, but what else can I do
but go?’ asked Miss Halliday, in distress.
' “1'd no idea that Irene was up in Derby-
shire. And when she's in trouble I've got
to be by her side. How can 1 find out
about the trains, auntie? Have we a time-
tahle?”

The simple home of Mrs. Walters was in

A ferment. DMuriel's aunt was a stout,
kindly lady, who had beén widowed for
more than twenty vyears. She had a

comfortabie ingome, and she led a smooth,
tranquil life.
It was breakfast time now, rather a late

breakfast on Boxing morning, since late
hours had been Kkept the previous night,
The time indeed was after ten o’clock.

And right in the middle of breakfast that
telegrama had come from Irene Manners.

Murie! Halliday was full of concern at
once.

She ‘hadn’t the faintest idea what had
happencid., But Ircne wanted her, and she
would have to go. For Miss Halliday felt
sure that the girl would never have wired
unless the matter was very vital.

Muriel had not been at the Moor View
School for long. But she was already
attached to many of the girls there. And
Trene & Co. were among her particular
favourites. She felt compelled to fly to
Irene’s assistance.

“*You really ought to think twice,
Muriel,” said her aunt earnestly. “It is
Boxing Day, and the train service is bound
to be limited. Besides, isn't Derbyshire
the place where they have had that terrible
amount of snow?”

Muriel nodded.

“Yes, but the trains
now, I saw it in this morning’s paper,”
she replied. “Oh! I wonder—— Why, of
course, aunt! How silly of me not to think
of it before!”’

“Think of what beiore, child?”

“That snowstorm,” said Muriel, * Irene
must have been caught in it. She's stranded
in the midst of all that snow.”

‘“But the trains are running again——"

“We can’'t tell what happened,” inter-
rupted Muriel firmly. *1 expect Irene was

are running again
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¢« Well, the fact is;, we’ve come here
especially to take you up to Derby-
shire,’’ said Willy impressively.

in one of those trains that got snowed up
on Christmas Eve. She’s probably at a
hotel, and hasn’t got any money left—"

“Surely she would telegraph to ‘her
parents?’?
““Oh, aunt, why are you so exasperat-

ing?"’ asked Muriel. “I'm dreadfully sorry,.
but I shall have to go to Chesterfield at
once. The girl has appealed to me, and I
can't possibly disappoint her. It isn't as
though she were a forward girl. She's one
of the swcetest creatures in the school.
1 couldn’t imagine her doing anything
foolish or wrong. 1 expeet she’s just
frightened, and wants me to help her. Will
you ring for Janet?”

Mrs. Walters sighed and rang
maid. Muriel was determined to send a
telegram at once, addressed to lrene
Manners, c¢/o the Post Oftice, Chesterfield.

Everything in fact was going smoothly.

The whole idea of that telegram had been

for the

to leave DMuriel in doubt. She would
naturally assume all sorts of alarming

things, and would hurry to catch the first
frain. The plan was working beautifully.

- Muriel searched the bookcase for a time-
table, bhut after she had found it she
realised that it would probably be useless.
After that big blizzard it was certain thuat
the trains would be rupning at different.
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would have to rinz up the

She

station inquiry office at St. Pancras.
Although only twenty-seven, Mrs. Thorn-

ton—ory, as she preferred to be called, Miss

times.

Halliday—looked considerably older. But
this was solely owing to her determination
to he a perfect schoolmistress. She felt
that she could wield more authority if she
cultivated an austere aspect.

It was rather a hopeless task, for Muriel
Halliday was not the type of woman to be
austere. With smarter clothing, with her
hair arranged attractively, and with a little
touch of powder, her appearance would
have been transformed. Indeed, she knew
well enough that she could make bherself
look years younger than her actual age if
she desired. But it didn’t suit her book.
1t was rather a pity, for Muriel was recally
a very pretty girl, It seemed a shame that
she should conceal her beauty so
drastically.

~ Fortunately there was no thought in her
mind of Dorrimore Castle. She knew, of
course, that Chesterfield was in the same
neighhourhood, and perhaps she had an un-
conscious lJonging to go back there. She
had not been to Derbyshire since that fate-
ful Christmas,” ten years earlier. Her life
had been one of hardship and saduess.

A mere girl of seventeen, almost a child,
she had been compelled to marry a man
she secretly detested. But her cld-fashioned
parents had beep as hard as nails, and had
broken her will. Their harshness had re-
coiled upon themselves, and they had
received full punishment. For the man of
their choice had turned out to be a worth-
iess rogue, an Jjdle waster who had soon
tired 'of his girl-wife, and who had neglected
ler gressly.

Muriel’s parents had never really
recovered from the shock of that discovery.
To the full they had realised their almost
criminal blindness in separating her from
Hernry Bruce. All along she had uncon-
sciously showed {hem that she still cared
for the man she had been parted from.

And they had died within a short period

of one another, regretting to the end their
terrible mistake. And now Muriel’'s waster
hushand was dead, too, having killed him-
self while recklessly driving a motor-car
in Italy. It was only by the mercy of
Providence that Muriel herself was alive.
- It was scarcely to be wondered at that
she desired to live in obscurity, occupying
the post of schoolmistress at a .private
academy. She was thrown upon her -own
rescurces now, and for the first time in her
life she was enjoying a little contentment.
But now and again, as Irene & Co.: had!
noted, a certain inexpressible sadoess
would creep info her eyes. And they in-
stinctively felt that in these moments she
was thinking of Heury Bruce, ' o

b
-

“Walters frigldly.

As the girls had said, what a chance!
_ Bruce was at Dorrimore Castle, labour-
ing under the delusion that Muriel was
dead. And Muriel herself had long since
come to the conelusion that Bruce had
thrust her out¢ of his life. - It seemed a
sin and a shame to neglect this opportunity
of bringing them together.

If she had only guessed the real pur-
port of that telegram! But any idea of
Dorrimore Castle, or Henry Bruce, never
enfered her head. Her one thought was to
reach Chesterfield as soon as possible.

Matters might have gone smoothly if
all the guests at Dorrimore Castle had
joined together in their consultations. But
there were four independent  parties
engaged in the task of Dbringing Muriel
Halliday and Henry Bruce together.
Complications were inevitable.

Janet, the maid, answered the ring and
entered the cosy little breakfast-room. She
brought a surprise with her in the shape of
another bufi-coloured envelope.

“Please’m, it’s just come,” said the maid,
flurried.

“Good gracious!” ejaculated Mrs. Walters,
*“ Another telegram?”

“Yes’'m, for Miss Muriel.??

“Quick! Let me see it!*’
“You may go, Janet,” *

She tore open the wire, and her aunt
watched her anxiously while she read it.
Muriel’s expression chapged, and a be-
wildered look came into her eyes.

“1 can’t understand it!” she exclaimed
at last. “This telegram is from Doris!”

“0Oh, dear!” said her aunt. *“Whoever is
Doris? 1 do wish you would explain,
Muriel, FPm 8o mixed up——"

“But I can’t explain, aunt,’’ said Muriel,
worried., *“It’s a perfect mystery. Doris
Berkeley is Irene’s closest chum. And this
telegram is from Buxton. Doris urges me
to take the first train and go to her. She
seems to be in some sorb of fix. YWhat a
strange coincidence.”’

“But where is Buxton?” asked poor 3Mrs.
Walters weakly.

“Why, Buxion is in Derbyshire, t00,” said
Muriel, with a start.

““ Then another of those girls must have
got lost in the snowstorm!”’ exclaimed her
aunt, with a shake of her head. *“There’s
something very peculiar about it, Muriel.
Surely they could communicale with one
another, if they are so ciose? Why shonld
they send telegrams to ycu, on Boxing Day,
too? It’s too bad!”’

“But, aunt, I can’t ignore them-—-""

“Perhaps not, my dear, but I think these
girls- are ¥very inconsiderate,”” said Brs,
“I don’t believe they are
half as sweet as you make out. 1% isn’t as
if you were their headmistress.  Besides,
during the holidays you are supposed to be
free. Why should these girls ask you to
travel all that terrible distancei™

sald Muriel,
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¢ Listen !’ said Muriel suddenly.  What
was that?” . _

She had heard something which sounded
suspiciously like a double-knock, and a
moment later the door flew open, and Janct
reappeared—with still another buff-coloured
¢nvelope,

“Pleass Miss Muriel, there’s another of
‘em !"* she said breathlessly. L

“ How perfectly extraordimary.” ejaculated
IMrs., Walters. _

Muriel took the wire, and Janet retired.
And a minute later Muriel was looking
rather grim. The anxious light had died out
of her eyes, and its place was occupied by
an expression of suspicion..

“JIt must be a trick,
firmly. .,

“My dear child, what in the world—

““This telegram is from dJrene Manners,
ton!”’ said Muriel. “And it isp't {from
Chesterficld at all, but from Matlock.”

“ Matlock?™ said her aunt feebly.
“YWiiere is Matlock?” .

““In Derbyshire, too!’ said Muriel. ¢ Irene
couldn’t be in two places at once, c¢ould
she? 7The little wretches! It’s just a joke
—but 1 can't understand why they should
take all this trouble. 1t isn’t the First of
April!”-

Mrs. Waltars, although hopelessly con-
fused, seemed to see one gleam of hope.

“Then you're not going away at all?” she
asked anxiously.

«Of course not!'’ replied Muriel promptls.
«“1 don't know whether Irene is at Chester-
field or Matlock— Besides, it's ©obwi-
ously a practical joke. 1 shan’t even send
them any replies. It'll be a lesson to them
not to play such tricks. Why, it’s dreadful!
These other telesrams might have been de-
layed, and I might have gonme! 1 neyer
thousht these girls were so mischievous!

Mrs, Walters sighed, and shook her head,

“« Ah, vou never can tell, Muriel!” abe
said wisely. “The sweeter they are, the
more careful you've got to be. I've always
thought you were rather too generous in your
praise of those girls.” :

Muriel sat back in her chair and frowned.

« All the same, I'm puzzled,” she admitted,
“I'm dreadfully puzzled!™

aunt,”” she said

WILLY HANDFORTII ONX THE JOB.
— -~ ILLIAM NAYPOLTON
. e 5‘-‘ %’ the clutel and
AN RS brake pedals,
‘ b and brought the little saloon
to a standstill azainst the

CHAPTER YV,
BROWNEdepressed
slipped his gear into neutral,
vc switched off the engine, and then

kerb,
turned and smiled benevolently upon Willy
1I%zsu:niforth. who occupied the seat next to
vim. '

“ As they say in the great classics, Brother
Willy, so far so good,” he ohserved. *“If
you’il take the trouble to gaze through the
Triplex, you will be stunned by the architec.
tural beauties of Cricklewood. 1 must con
fess that this particular region is somewhat -
blighted, but we must not judge toc
harshly.”

The smart saloon—one of the very latest
things in the Morris-Oxford line—had glided
to a standstill in the main road, not fa
from the celebrated Crown. Motor-"buses
and taxis were continuailly passing, and
there was an appearance of briskness on this
crisp Boxing morning.

“We have it officially that Miss Halliday
recides in this desirable residential thorough-
fare immediately to the left,” continued
yrowne, indicating a quiet side street.
“ While 1 lurk here, Brother Willy, it is your
duty to beard the lioness in her den, and
act the part of a decoy. Remember, I am
placing one hundred per cent faith in your
vast abilities. I trust, Brother Willy, tbat
I am not too optimistic.”

Willy grinned.

‘““You'rse too gassy, anvhow.” he said
frank!ly. “Leave it to me, Browne, and
there'll be nothing to worry about. I'll be
back here within five minutes.”

“Splendid!” beamed Browne. 1 observe
thiat you have the do-or-die spirit highly de-
veloped. But there remains one grave ques-
tion., Will you return alone, or bring the
dawisel with you?” |

“*I ghall probably refurn alone,” replied
Willy,  “We can’t expecet Miss Halliday
to walk to the end of the street, can we?
P’ll buzz along and give you the tip, and you
can draw up to the front gate in style.”

“ A programme that warms my old heart
to its innermost cockles,” said Browne ap-
provingly. “Iaving no dictionary chained
to me at the moment, I am slightly uncertain

as to the meaning of the word ¢ cockles '—

but we can dispense with this dear little
pgogl*em. Go, Brother Willy, and do your
S u .J.l

Willy opened the near-side
hopped out on to the pavement,
a cheery hand, and sauntered round the
corner, whistling. He was so confident, in
fact, and his spirits were so high, that he
performed one or two dance steps, and finally
vanished from Browne's vision, careering
along backwards. . :

““ Alas, T fear there is no controlling thess
sprightly  children!”’” murmured Browne.
“ However, Brother Willy is undoubtedly
bulging with the necessary grey matter. I
feel that I have made no error in sending
him upon this delicate mission. While lack-
ing the celebrated Browne tact, he possesses
in marked degree, the eqgually celehrated
Browne confidence. And in an affair of this
kind, extreme youth is the vital point.”

Browne had revealed remarkable wisdom
in his decision. He was determined to
return to Dorrimore Castle with Muriel
Halliday. No amount of rebuffs would shift

door, and
He waved -



him from his purpoze. And when William
Napoleon started anything, he never rested
until it was finished. [Failure was the one
word which
vocabulary.

But he had realised from the very cutset
that the mission was delicate., e had
perfect faith in his own eloquence—in his
own tact—In his own extraordinary powers of
persuasion.

-But he freely admitted that he lacked
Willy’s stupendous checek. He had plenty of
cheek of his own--a staggering amount, in
fact. But it was of a totully different brand
of cheek to Willy’s. And Browne felt that
where he wounld meet with insurmountable
obstacles, Willy would take exactly the same
path and find a perfectly smooth coursec.

It wasn’t any ordinary subject.

It was an affair of the heart, and Browne
feared that his own presence would be em-
harraszing to Muriel llalliday if the con-
versation turned on that question, Browne
was a tall fellow, who looked nearer twenty
than his actoal seventeen sumiiers,

Willy, on the other hand, was a mere
voungster—and he was capable of discussing
love affairs with a perfectly impartial cool-
ness. e wes undoubtedly the right {fcllow
for the job. | |

Not that ecither Browne or Willy antiei-
piated any such subject cropping up. Their
scheme was to geb Muriel Halliday to accom-
pany them to Derbyshire on a pretext—an
apparently innoceut one which would have
the desired effect. The general idea was to
make no mention of Henry Bruce,

In faet, Browne's

similar to all the others—except in the
vital particolar that Willy would deliver

the message by word of mouth, instead of
relying upon a telegram, Browne had plenty
of confidence in Willy's persuasive abilitics.

So he wailted in his new car with a feeling
of serene anticipation. 1lle was pleazed with
his car, too—another reason f{or his con-
tentment. He had previously owned an open
two-seater, but now he was the proud
pcssessor of a saloom of the same make,

In the meantime, Willy Handforth walked
about a hundred vards down the quiet strect
and entered the gateway of Mrs., Walters’
comfortable little home.  Janet answered
the door to him, and Willy rather wondered
at her flustered appearance. He didn't know
that Janet was somiewhat bewildered at ail
these Boxing-morning callers, :

After a brief delay Willy was escorted into
the hreaktfast-room, where he found 3Muriel
and her aunt waiting for him with smiles of

welcome. At least, Muriel was smiling. Iler
aunt was looking a trifle worried.

“Hallo, Miss Halliday!” said Willy
briskly. “Merry Christmas! This yogur
aunt? Good ! Merry ¢€Christmas, Mrs.
Williams 1"

“Really ! protested Maiicl's aunt, **Who

he refused to include in his

scheme was precisely-

—who is this young gentleman, Muriel?
name is Mrs. Walters, if vou please!”
_ “Oh, sorry!” said Willy lightly. “1I knew
it was one of these Christian names begin-

My

ning with a * W.” Hope I haven’t disturbed
brekker?” he added, with a glanece at the
table, It can’t be helped if I have-I've
come on a jolly impoertant suhject!”’

“Really?” said Muriel. **Forgive me, but
I don’t know who you are. I've seen you
before—and I know that you belong to St
Frank’s. DBut I can’t quite remember——"’

“My hat!”’ said Willy tartly. “I’m Hand-
forth minor, of the Third! My major's a
bit sweet on Irene Manners, you know. XNot
that he ean help it, poor chap—he's ofien
smivten like that. I'm blessed if I can sve
anything in these girls to go dotty about.”

Muriel smiled at Willy’s refreshing
candour.

“I don't think we need discuss either
your brother or Irene,” she said. “You
mentioned thav your visit was an important
one,” she added drily. *“If there is any-
thing I can do——"

“Lots!”’ interrupted Willy.
old Browne’s outside—-"’

“Old Browne?”

“Fifth TForm
*“Quite a Dbrainy
He's got his own car.
things on we'll hurry off at once.
not a minute to waste.”

“The fact is,

chap,” cxplained Willy,
sort, In his Oown way.
If you'll get voar
There’s

“Indeed!” said Munriel. “But -where are
we going to?”
“Well, the fact 1is, we’ve coame here

especially to take you up {o Derbyshire,”?
siid Willy impressively.
Mrs. Walters gave a gueer cry.

“ Derbyshire!’’ echoed Muriel,
start.

“No need to faint over it!” said Wiily,
with a stare. “It’s not at the other end
of the earth. Some of the girls have got
a scheme on, you know. I can’t tell yeu
what it is because it's a sccret. But you
can take my word for it that theyre as
keen as mustard on you joining ‘em. They
need you bhadly. So bhuck up and gel your
things on.”

Willy spoke in a matter of fact tone, and
apparently took it for granted that Muriel
Halliday would obey the summons withoub
question, just as though she had been asked
to go along the road as far as Kilburn.

After due consideration Willy and Browne
had deeided that this matter of faet alr
would pay the best. According to Browne,
women were funny people. Let them think
needed and they

with a

they were, urgently

wouldn’t budge an inch. I.t was hetter to

pitchfork them into the thing.
Unforturately for the two schemers,

Muriel was nobt ‘'entirely unprepared, She

smiled rather grimly and shook her head.
“Y am sorry,” she said. “But I can't

i gO-”
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CHAPTER VI
NOT QUITE SUCCESSFUL.
ILLY HANDFORTH
frowned:
This wasn’t the
exact ldea He

had been expecting Muriel
Halliday to evince a great
deal of interest in the sub-
ject, and he had anticipated the enjonuent
he would gain from keeping her in the
dark. DBut “she didn’t seem to care a jot.
She just said she wouldn’t go.

“Look here, that’s all rot!" said Willy
firmly. “You don't seem to understand the
importance of this thing, Miss Halliday.
Browne and I have come all the way from
Derbyshire to take you back. We've been
travelling all night. You can’t let us down
like that. Becudes, what about the girls?”’

“Well, what about them?”’

“They'll be terrlbl) disappointed if you
don’t turn up,” said Willy earneﬂh
“They're not exactly in trouble, but you're
badly wanted. Take my word for N

“Havern’t you got any message from
Irene, or one of the othera?” .
e Well no," admitted Willy. “But that’s

- nothing,

= Are you sure this isn't a trick?”’

“A trick?”’ echoed Willy aghast. "You
mean to stand there and thmk I could
come here with the idea of tricking you?
Great Scott! 1 say, Miss Halliday, that’s
a bit offside, isn't it 9"

He spoke with such indignation that fnr
A morrcnt Muricl was deceived. Willy was
inwardly alarmed. Things weren't going
right at all.
«harper than Browne had given her credit
for being.

“You do it very well, Willy,” said Muriel
calmly. *1 think your name is Willy, isn’t
it TFor some reason you want me to
aceompany you back to Deﬂmhlrc

“Yes. The train goes 4

“Never mind the train,” <interrupted
Muriel. “What part of Derbyshire are we
going to?’

Willy was mnearly floored.

“What part?’’ he repeated, gaining time.
“0Oh, you know-—where there’s ]ots of snow!
We shall get out at Buxton—-"

“Not Chesterfield?”

“dy hat, mol!” said Willy promptly.
o Chesterﬁeld? Never seen the place. What
on earth put Chesterfield into your head?”

“Is Irene at Chesterfield?”

«“0f course she isn’t.”’

- “You're quite sure

Muriel. |
“Sure? I'm positive!”
“ And she’s not at Matlock, either?”

“Matlock!” echoed Willy., “Of course
she isn't at Matlock. Haven't I told you
that we shall go to Buxton?”

of that?’® asked

Muriel Halliday was obviously

it

“Then- Irens is at Buxton?”

“Nu, she isn’t!” growled Willy. “DBut
that’s not the point—-"’

“Is Doris at Buxton, then?”

“Oh, my goodneb*'" snorted Willy
exasperated. “I'm blessed if yvou're not as
bad as old Suncliffie. No wonder you're a
schoolinistress, What’s the idea of all
these giddy questions? Anybody might
think I was In class!”

“You haven’t answered my question,”

said Muriel, keeping her face straight with
dificulty. < I'm sorry if I'in upsetting you
with all these questions, Willy. But I
really want to know if Doris is in Buxton.'

Willy took a deep breath.

“Of course she dsn't in Buxton!”’ he
roared. “Of all the dotty—— Sorry!” he
added with a grunt. *“You're enough to
make a saint say things!”

“So neither Irene nor Doris are in

Buxton?” said Muriel. “ And they're not at
_Chesbe;*ﬁeld or Matlock? That's quite final,
sn't ey’

*““Absolutfely,” said Willy. “I'd tell yon
where they are in a minute if I could—
but that would spoil everything. You've
got to take my word for it that you're
badly wanted.”’

Muriel Halliday looked at him calmly,

““I1f there is a good reason for my going
to Derbyshire I will go,”’ she said. *“ But
I won't dream of leaving London unless 1
know the reason. I'm noit going all that
way on a fool’s errand. Come along,
Willy, tell me the exaet truth. Why am
I wanted so urgently?”

Willy was growing
every minute. .

“(irls and women are all the same!”
he said tartly. “They want to know every-
thing. Can’t take anybody's word now.
1t’s a Dbit thick, Miss Halliday. You'll
never forgive yourself if you—"

more exasperated

“Just a minute,” interrupted Muriel.
“There's something here 1 can't under-
stand. You have distinctly told me that

Irene is not at Chesterfield. But does she

want me to go to Chesterfield?”
“\u"’ said  Willy firmly. “What an
idea.’

““It may seem absurd to you, but can you
explain the meaning of this?” asked Muriel,
handing Willy 2 pink form. “Read that,
and then let me know your opinion.”

For some few minutes Willy had felt
that there was a piece of grit in the
machinery. He didn’t exactly know why

the scheme wasn’t functioning properly, but
Muriel’s very manner was significant,
There was her aunt, too. Throughout the
conversation Mrs. Walters had been regard-
ing Willy with an expression that was posi
tively warlike.

“Great corks!” gurgled Willy blankly.

It took him about ten seconds to read
that wire, and to see that it had beea dis-



It took him
to realise that

Chesterfield.

patched from
five seconds

about another

lie had put his foot in it properly. He
ecouldn't be blamed for this, for he had
known nothing about this wire.

“Well?” asked Muriel.

~“Eh? Oh, this wire!” said Willy, with
a start, i

“Can you explain it??

“It’'s trom JIrene; she wants you fo go
{o Chesterfield.”?

~“1 know that$,” said Muriel Halliday.
“ But you have just told me that Irene is
not at Chesterfield, and has no intention
of going there. I’erhdpa you can tell me
W 11.:11; this means, too?”

She handed over another wire.

“From Matlock!” gasped Willy. “And
this is from Irene, too!”
“Curious, isn’t it?" asked Muriel, with

deadly coolness. “If is even imore curious
when you noie that one was dispatched at
nine.thirty, and the other at nine-thirty-
SCVEN.
fraom Chesterfield to Matlock in  seven
minutes, could she? And she couldn’t be
in two ]'J]J.CEb of once.”’

Willy realised that he would have to do
sontething drastic.

*“Oh, “ell of course,”’ he Dbluffed.
“ There’s nothineg funny here. Just a little

hitch, that’s all. Some of those girls must
bave sent those telegrams hy mistake. D’'ve

already told you that you’re wanted in
Derbyshire. Those wires simply prove that
I'mm right!”

*“They prove that a good many of you
have been conspiring {o entice me away
from London,” agrecd Muriel. “I don’t
mind going if I'm satxsﬁed with the reason.
But I “don’t mean to be made the victim of
a Christmas joke. 1It’s a long way to
‘Derbyshire and yowll have to tell me the
full truth.”

She handed Willy the third tfelegram fo
read, and the hero of the Third was in-
\mldly staggered. Now he could under-
stand why he had been received so sus-
piciously. But for those wires he would
probably have succeeded in carrying Muriel
off with ease. DBut now, of course, her
mind was filled with suspicion. A child
could have seen that some sort of plot was
afoot, and Muriel was no child. She was a
keen observer with @ ready, alert brain.
She wasn't the sort of girl to rush into a
thing without careful gonsideration.

“Of course, the whole thing’s messed
up,” said Willy indignantly. * Properly
messed up. Just when Browne and 1
thought we were going to work the wheeze,
tho=e featherhmda up at the castle send
those wires.. No 1M)nd-frr you gave me  the
bird when I came in)’

Muriel had only heard ome word.

“The castie!’’ *she .echoed with™a start.
“Oh! You—you don’t mean—-""’

I don’t think Irenc could have got

“Its all right; 1 said it on purpose!®’
growled Willy. “it wasn’'t a slip. What's
ihe good of keeping it secret any longer?
You “ont budge an inch until you Know
the truth, so I might as well bring it out.”

Muriel had gone very white.

“Do you mean Dorrimore Castle?’ she
asked qu,tetly
“That’s it,” nodded Willy. “Six of the

girls are there, and quite a lot of St.
Frank’s chaps. We're having a merry time,
a .really ripping Christmas, Miss Halliday.
And we thought it would be a great idea
if you Jomed us.”

“Is that all?”? asked Muriel, with strange
intentness,

“You'll have a wonderful time,”’ declared
Willy, hedging the subject. “We've got
skating and toboganning, and all sorts of
things. One of the merriest house parties
you can ihink of. We want you to come.”
~ Muriel had been thinking rapidly for a
few scconds. She shook her head, and
there was something about that shake which
filled Willy with dismay. It was so abso-

Iutely finall :
*No,” she said. “I am sorry, Willy—I
can’t go!”
CHAPTER VIIL
BEYOND WILLY'S UNDERSTANDING.

HIS was beyond all

reason. All  this
5 tiime, and  Muriel
" Halliday $had made
7 exactly the same refusall
i

Willy Handforth felt- that he
would have to do bOIllEtllln“‘
to wake things up.

“That's all rot, Miss Halliday!” he pro-
tested. “You ecan't slide out of it like
that., The girls are expecting you. Those
wires are encugh fto tell you how eagerly
they need you. And Browne and 1 have
come all the way to London on purpose to
take you back. Don't do the dirty on ys!”

“] ean’t go, Willy,”* insisted Muriel. “In
any case, why. was it necessary for you all
to adopt these subterfuges?’

“These which?”
“Why should one telegram be sent from
Chesterfield, one from  Matlock, and

another from Buxion?” put in Mrs, Walters.
“If you ask me, there's something behind

it all. And doesn’t Dorrimore Castle be-
long to Lord Dorrimore?”

“Of course it  does,’’ said  Willy.
“But—-"

“Then my niece could not think of going
unless she received a formal invitation from
Lord Dorrimore himself,’® declared Mrs.
Walters. “The idea! It wouldn’t be
proper at all, What next will you ehildren
expect?”



his

-Willy Handforth
famous patience. :

“0Of course there's something behind it!”
he roared. “Anybody could tell that.
Something jolly good, too. I didn’t mean
to say a word about it, but I've gof to
now. And when I do tell you you”'
upstairs like a jack-in-the-box and pack
vour things,” he added confidently.

Willy had come to a decision. Those
telcrrrdma had ruined everything, so the
onl\ course was to come straight out with
the full varn. That, of course, would clinch
mafters. To Will;r’s mind there wasn't a
shadow of doubt on the subject. It was a
trump card.

Here was Muriel, a widow, and she didn’t
even know that Henr} Bruce was at the
castle. As soon as she lecarned that fact,
site would be as keen as mustard upon Ll.hh-

was rapidly losing

ing down to Derbyshire by the first
express,.

Willy’s reasoning was typically that of a
Jjunior schoolboy. Ie had no conception ol
the traps and pitfalls that Dbeset his
delicate path. He simply took it for
agranted that everything would be straight-
forward. He couldn’t understand how it
could he otherwise. :

Anyvbody with an ounce of sense knew
that Bruce was still dotty on the girl he
had lost ten years earlier. If he wasn’t,
why did he keep up the Christmas
banquets? And everybody knew that Muriel
Halliday had spent a prett;v awful time
with ler late husband. If there was one
sensible thing in all the world, it was to
bring the lnnﬂr parted pair together, Willy
broufrht his trump card out with a flourish,
only to find that he had mistaken the suit.
It wasn't a trump at all.

“Qh, well, I've got to tell you,” he said
grimly. “The fact is, Miss Halliday, you've
got to come with us to Dorrimore Castle

hecause Henry Bruece is there. Now what
about it?” ;

Murie! jumped to her feet, aghast.

“Henry DBruce!”’ she “hl:pertd breath-
lessly.

“] thought that would do the frick!”’

grinned Willy. “He’s waiting for you, and
all the rest of us are jolly keen on seecing
vou engacged. With luck, we ought to briug
the 1»"-&({';1111rr off on New Year's Day.’

“Good gracious me!” ejaculated
Walter blankly.

¥or the first time Willy noticed that
Aurie] was takine the news in a rather
peculiar  way. Instead of flushing with
delizht she had turned more pale than
ever. She grasped bis arm with sueh {orce
that he winced.

Mrs.

“Go!" she said tensely.
“Rrh? gasped Willy. “What the—-*’
«“0h! How dare you?’’” panted Murisl

*“Iow dare you come here on such
Auntie this is dreadful. Oh,

angrily.
8 wission?

it jump

Mr.

| fied by al!

it's perfectly dreadful! 1 shall die of
shame. 1 can't BELIEVE it!”

Willy stared in utter dismayv.

“Here, I say, chuck it!” he protested.

“What the dickens—-"

“You wretched boy!” said Muriel, turningz

upon him fiercely. *“I shall never forgive
you for this—I shall never forgive any of
you!'-

“Buf—

“You don't realise what you've done!”’
went on the girl in agony. “I wouldn’t

go with vou to Dorrimore Castle if you paid

mie a million pounds. The humiliation of it.
Bruce must he filled with contempt——"
“But he doesn’t know anything ahout it!”
roared Will}'. “Great Scott! You don't
think we've told him the wheeze?”
A wave of relief passed over Muriel's dis-
tressed face. |
“You haven't told
“He doesn’'t know?”’
“0f course, he doesn’t!” snorted Willy
indignantly. **We're not q¢nite mad, are
we?! Thut's the whole idea of the thing—to
give him ? surprise !’ he added, {treading
deeper into the mire without realising it.
“To give him a surprize?” breathed

Muariel.
nodded Willy. recoverinz

“Exgctly ™
some of hiz assurance. © Faney you p,ettuw
Here's the idea in

it all wrong like that!

a nutshell. Henry Bruce is down there,
mooning about, and looking pretty miser-
able—thinking about you, of course. He’s
not miserable hecau&e he's tuinking about
vou, but because you're not there. 1s that
clear?”

Murie¢l had no words.

“So we've been talking about things,”
continued Willy blithely. ‘“Browne and v
got our heads together, and we've come to
London to fetch you. We're going to take
vou back to Dorrlmme Castle, and give Mr.
Bruce the surprise of his lite 1*?
~ “Oh!” breathed Muriel, her cheeks flush-
ing.

“* Just imagine his joy,” went on Willy,
treading on such thin ice that it was liable
to crack at any moment. ¢ Think of his
delight! We'll smuggle you into the castle,
and then spring vou upon him ail of a sud-
den. See? You'll fall into his arms, and
we'll simply fade away. How's that?”

Willy Handforth ended on a tnumplmrt
note. It seemed to him that the thing was
a dead cert. Naturally, Muriel would leay
at it, and agree like a shot. Being a
sensibie girl, how could she do anything
else? It was obviously her duby to buzz
along and make the poor chap happy!

¥or once Willy was out of his element.
In any ordinary, every-day affair his colossal
cheek worked wonders. But in this delicate
matter of Henry Bruce’s shattered romance,
he was on perilous ground, indeed.

“0Oh, auntie!” murmured Muriel brokenly,

She sank into her chair, and covered her
flushied face with her hands. She was horri-
that Willie had said. These 8t.

him?? she pressed.
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Frauk’s boys, and her own girls of the Moor
View School were planning to take her to
Henry Bruece's side! To Muriel Halliday
the whole thing was too terrible for words.
she was sensitive to a degree.,

Ever since her hushand’s death, two years
earlier, she had half-hoped, half-dreaded, to
hear from Henry Bruce. But d.ring those
two years he had kept silent. snd she had
realised that her unformed dream was im-
possible. She had deceived herself into be-
lieving that it was her own seecret—locked
within her own heart. And here were the
boys and girls openly discussing it! It
filled the poor girl with agonized confusion.
- 1 say, what’s the matter?’” asked Willy,
staring. - !

“Go!” breathed Muriel, finding enough
strength to steady her voice. “Oh, I daren’
trust myself to tell you what I think! do,
and don't dare to interfere aguain! Apd if
yout hreathe a word of this to Mr. Bruce
I shall never forgive you. Indeed, I'm
afraid to ever show ‘my face again!”.

Willy was staggered.

“You take the giddy cake!” he snorted.
““What the dickens iz there to worry abont?
bon’t 1 keep telling you that Mr. Bruce is
waiting? He loves. you like anything! He’s
gone through that wedding feast every
Christmas Day for ithe last nine years—->»

‘e Stop!” ecommanded Muriel tensely.

“No jolly fear!” retorted Willy, with
warmth. ¢ Perhaps it's not right te say
that he loves you—he only loves your
meniory-——*

“* Will you be guiet?” iusisted the girl.

‘““He loves your memory because he thinks
you're dead1”

“Dead!” echoed MNuriel, with a start.

““Ah, I thought that would shake you up
a bit!” said Willy, with a nod. ¢ Perhaps
you'll change your tone now? - Don’t you
understand. He saw that report of an acci-
dent in Italy, and the poor echap thinks
that you were killed. He hasn’t the faintest
idea that you're alive!”

“Oh!” murmured Muriel,
coming softer, ,

“Zo just think of the surprise when we
trot you in, alive and kicking!® continued
Willy ealmly. ““ He’ll fairly go off his doz
with joy. You don't seem to realise that
he’s pining for you. So come along and
make him happy. Two hearts asunder—rvou
Know the stuff!»

Muriel had calmed herself considerably.
““Nnt another word!” she said, her voice

her eyes be-

trembling,  “Perhaps I ought not fo be
-angry with you. for this, Willy—you don't
understand.  But if yon want to please

me, go back to the castie, and tell your

NSWER

- Every Saturday. Price2d .
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iriends that the whole plan is impossible,

And please, please say nothing to Mr.
Bruece. Don’t even tell him that I am
alive.” ;

“Oh, that’s all pifile,” ”protcst-ed Willy,

“You've got to come—— .
“You must go!” she interrapted quietly.
In spite of himself, he was propelled

across the room to the door, and then

through the hall to the exit., Before he
could fairly recover himself the front dgor
opened, and he was thrust out, and ihe
door slammed. Willy found himself looking
blankly at the brass knocker. :
“Well, my hat{” he said disgustedly.

““This is what happens when you deal with

women !

e — e ety

CHAPTER VIIIL
BROWNE TRIES 18 HAND,

HEN Willy reached
Browne's  saloon,
the one and only

William  Napoleon-
was watching for him with

reproachful eyes.
. , ‘“Ah, Brother Willy,” hLe
satq sadly. ¢ Without wishing to be too
critical, may I lightly remark that you have
heen absent for the better part of five and
twenty minutes? 1 will not stress the
urgency of——-—>?

“Chuck it, Drowne!” growled Willy.

He got in the car, and slammed the door
with such violence that the windows shook.

“Correct me if I am wrong, but is there
some trifle disturbing your peace of mind?»
asked Browne. “1 will not mention that
these doors, while soundly built, are scarcely
constructed  to withstand the simple
pleasures of railway porters. 1 had no idea
that it was your ambition to embark upon
life with a peaked cap and shiny buttons.
Neither is there any necessity to practiso
on my car——> ¢

““She’s

“I’'m fed up!”»
reflused !” S

«“I feared as much,’” sighed Browne. ¢ Tell
me all, Brother Willy,»

Willy told him all—with
quence, -

S0 it’s no good{” he concluded bitterly.
“Just like all these giddy phirls, she’s as
obstinate as a mule! 1 told her everything
—pointed out how she would surprise Mr.
Bruce, and all she did was fo biff me out!”?

Browne looked at Willy In a sombre
fashion,

“Alas and alack!” he szald gravely. I
anticipated better things of you, Brother
Willy. I hoped in vain. TFor onee 1ihe
Browne judgment iz at faunlt, In a word,
you have dropped uj in the oxtajl!’

“What do you mean?” demanded Willy
warmly. “It's a rice thing to blime me!
You couldn’t have done any better, you
ass! How was I to know that she’d take
iv like that?”

snapped Willy.

vehement elo-
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“1 fear that your celebrated tact failed
{o come up to the scratch, Brother Willy,”
replied  Browne, “In the course o0f a
chequered career I have encountered a great
many blunders. But mnever have I en-
countered sueh a ecolossal fiasco as this.
Brother Willy, you have saddened my poor
old heart.”

“@Go and try yourself!” snorted Willy, ex-
asperated.

“I fear that it will be too late,” said
Browne, < The mischief is done—I go upon
a lost cause, But yet I wonder? Have
the Browne's ever been checked? Never!
When we return to Dorrimore Castle,
]ir?t’her Willy, we take Miss Halliday with
us!’

‘“ Alas, yonder descen-
dant of Dick Turpin has
forestalled us,’”’ interrupted
Browne. _

A taxi-cab had wisked |
up, and Muriel and her
aunt were already about to
step into the vehicle.

“I'm sick ¢f the whole thing,” grunted
Willy, “And to make matters worse, you
jump down my throat!
me those telegrams I couldn’t do anything
else but trot out the truth.”

“That, if 1 may say so, iz where you
entered the nosc¢-dive,” declared DBrowne.
¢“ The subsequent crash was inevitable.”

““But, vou hopeless duffer &4

““ When dealing with such a delicate sub-
ject as this, Brother Willy, the one essential
was to make no mention of Henry Bruce,”
continued Browne. It was there that you
trod on the banana-skin. When you have
grown to the maturc years of a man of the
world—sueh as myself —you will realise that
the one way to obtain a woman's refusal i3

After she showed-

to suggest the very

most desires.”
“You're dotty!” -
““ Under the circumsztances,

thing that her heart

we willi over-

look these insults, and proceed with the
discuszion,” ¢aid Browne, fr.wning, “In
vour childish innocence, you assume that

Miss Halliday is ready to act in accordance
with her desires. In that, Biother Willy,
vou are vastly mistaken.”

“But she wants to meet Bruce again!”

insisted Willy.
beamed Browne. ¢ DBut

“ Undoubtedly,” i
would che, of her own volition, ever ap-

proach within a hundred miles of him? No,
Brother Willx!

She wonld not! You toor

’
v
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to kill our final

the one course
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“* Well, she deserves to be left out in the
cold.”

necessary

“Women are strange creatures,” con-
tinued Browne wisely., ““Mr. Bruce, 1 have
no doubt, would dash Cricklewood-wards by
the first train he could ecatch if he heard
that the girl of his heart was not only
widowed, but alive, He would, in fact, fly
to her feet, and fix up the wedding. But,
;q Ii‘}ke circumstances, will the girl fly fo
mi?”’

“Why shouldn’t she?” demanded Willy.

““Ah, there you have the problem,” satl
Browne, with a fatherly air. ¢ Far from

| approaching the man of her heart, this girl
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wilk do everything in her power to ercct ihe
barricades. Such is the way of a woman,
Brother Willy. She would checriully die
before voluntarily approaching the castle.”

‘“ Well, she must be off her giddy recker,”
growled Willy disgustedly. **It’s not often
that I admit myself beaten, but 1'm
whacked here! She’s spent ten years of
misery, she’s free, she loves the chap, and
yet she won’t go near him! Oh, there's 1o
. question of it—she’s loony!”

Brownc smiled with superior wisdom.

“Jt’s all a question of, psychology,
brother,’> he observed., *‘“And by reveai-
ing the truth to her, you have not only
closed the gate, but you have attached a
couple of padloeks. That was your fatal
mistake. Persuasive methods are now n-
possible. The decoy scheme iz defunct. It
remains for me to concentrate, and evolve
an alternative plot.” o

“3Why not have a Halliday
yoursejf?”’

“(ne go is sulficient,” replied Browne
firmly. I may observe, Brother Willy,
that your own go was extremely drastic,
No, I shall not venture to approach Miss
Halliday in the ordinary manner. You were
bitffed out, and you will probably recover.
But for a Browne to be biffed out—— No,
no! The thought appals me! 1 have the
family honour to think of!?

Browne hunched himself behind the wheel,
and stared unseeingly at the passing trafiie.
For once Willy was silent, He was begin-
ning to realise that he had blundered, bui
he didn't blame bimself. His blunder had
been an unconscious one. How on earth was
he to have guessed that Muriel Halliday

20 at Miss

would refuse to do the very thing she
wanted to do? That was the worst of these
women! They were so contrary!

“ Thought of something yet?” asked

Willy, after about five minutes.

¢ Qur only course is to eonvert ourselves
into villains cf the deepest dye,” murmured
Browne. A sealy prospect, but we must
never admit defeat. We must become kid-
nappers, Brother Willy!”

¢ Kidnappers?”?

¢ 4 drastic measure, but warrantable in
ithe circumstaneces,”” nodded Browne. Our
only course is to seize Miss Halliday, and
convey her to Dorrimore Castie by force.
Once aboard the lugger—— You are ac-
quainted, I believe, with the formula. It
i3 now necessary for us to evolve the plan
of procedure.”

Willy whistled.

““ Kidnap her, ¢h?? he said brightly.
““That’s a good secheme! If only we can
get her into this car, she’ll be helpless!
It's all closed in, and we can pull the
blind down! Supposing 1 go to the house,
and say that you urgently want to speak
to her for a minute?”

Browne shook his head.

‘“ Crude, DBrother William,” he declared.
“Unworthy of the brain which nestles be-
neath your manly forehead. We must think
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of something more that, A
brief concentration

“I'll tell you what,” said Willy.
got a mouth-organ here.’

Browne winced.

“I've heard it on several occasions,”
said sadly.

“You take it, go opposite the house, and
start playing,”’ suggested Willy.  “ Then,
when Miss Halliday comes oub fo give you
some coppers—she’s bound to do ihat to
drive you away-—I'll drive the car up with
a door open. You push her in, and we’re
off in two ticks.” '

Browne shook his head. :

subtle than

13

“I've

he

" Better than your first effort, Brother
Willy, since it reveals a certain remote
frace of genius,” he admifted. “ At the

same time, I cannot quite picture myszelf
operating the instrument of torture yon
indicate. No. We ean surely attain our
end without resorting to actual crime.”
“ Kidnapping’s a crime, anyhow——-"
“The crime I was referring to was not
kidnapping, but polluting the air with the
strains from that relic of the Spanish
Ingquisition,” said Browne. “I am not
aware that the Spaniards actually utilised
the mouth-organ, but if not, they lost the
chance of a lifetime, Can you imagine any
more ghastly form of torture than to tie
a man tag a chair and play a mouth-organ
in his face for twelve hours? The only
explanation as to why this was not
adopted is obviously simple. The torturer,
as well as the tortured, would naturally he
demented in the same period of time.”’

Browne shook his head again, and settled
himseif to think deeply. And Willy Hand-
forth left him to it. He thought it was a
rather great scheme to visit a neighbour-
ing confectioner’s and lay in a stock of
milk chocolate, Dbullseyes, and similar
delicacies. :

Somehow the great plot was misfiring,
and while Browne thought of furiher
devices, Willy fortified himself,

CHAPTER IX.
COMES OUT OF THE BAG.

¢ 0 there you are,
whati?” said Archie

S Glenthorne genijailly.
“Archie, it's
wonderful ” confessed

Marjorie Temple, “Did you
really think of that your-

THE CAT

self 2”
“Good gad, no!” said Archie. “Phipps
was the lad with the bulging brain. I

mean fto say, it ‘takes a bally Cabinet

Minister or a valet, to think of a thingz

like that. Ordinary chappies ean't do it1??
““And Phipps has gone to Matloek?”

-



- “Absolutely!”  nodded  Archie. < Of
course, dear old girl, this is strictiy sub
Tosa, and all that. Between ourselves,
what? I'm expecting one of the dashed
serfs to whizz out of the castle any minute
with a message that I'm wanted on the
good old phone. Phipps, you know, Iis
going to ring In¢ up as soon as the reply
tele"ram drxfts in.

Archie and Marjorie were gracefully gliding

round the Iake in Dorrimore Park. The
Ice was still perfect this morning, and the

weather was plorious. Only a comparafive
few of the guests were indulging in skating.
The others perferred the delights of the
sunow-covered slopes, where a tubo,;gan run
of Alpine-like glory had been constructed.

In fact, all the fellows and girls were
¢njoying the delights of the winter sports
to the full. They had all spent a wonder-
ful time until now;
to be the best yet. Several of them were
eagetly anticipating the evening, too.

That morning Henry Bruce had delighted
everybody by presiding at the breakfast-
table. He had lost a great deal of his
sombre aspect, and had come out of his
shell fo such an extent that he was now
toboganning with the rest of the fellows,
and thoroughly enjoyving himself, too.

1t was only Christmas Day that be looked
upon as sacred to the memory of Muriel,
He was now ready to throw himsell heart
and soul info the revels of the youthful
guests, He was rather pleased, indeed, that
YFate had brought them to the castle. - He
was being lifted out of himseli,

Marjoriec Temple had known nothing of
the plans  which the others had made,
‘l\lm}e Pitt, Irene, and Doris had sent one
wire ; Handtorth & Co. had sent another,
and Phipps and Archie had plotted the
third. FEvervbody else was still in complete
1gnorance.

Marjorie was Archie’s particular favourite,
aud vice versa. They naturally skated to-
gether. And it was just as natural that
Arcliic should confide the scheme to the
girl. She was full of enthusiasm for it,

“She's bhound to come, of course,” szaid
Marjorie. * Do youn know, Archic, I had a
suspicion that Irene and Doris  were
planning something on their own account,
but we've got ahead of them. At leust,
you have. And once Miss Halliday is in the
casfle the rest will be easy.”

“0Oh, rather!” sagreed Archie. “ A some-
what declicate szub.; but I mean to say, I

don't see how the dashed thing can go
wrong, The good old meeting, and tnere
vou are. I mean, what?”’

“It's Jovely to think of them being
brought tosether again after all these
vears,” nodded Marjorie, I do hope
there’s no hiteh”

Handforth & Co. were expressing the

same hope. They had ceased toboganning

headed

L insisted

but Boxing Day seemed |

K When 1

for a while,
ment on tue
Church
a very anxious time.

“You’il ruin everything if you keep going
indoors and asking if vou're wanted on the

and were holding a little argu-
hillside, apart from the others.
and McClure, in fact, were having

telepbone 2 said Church rebelliously.

“You've been three times, Handy., The
chaps will get suspicions soon!”

I{andfurth snorted.

“Well, why the dickens doesn't that fat-
footman rinz up?’ he asked. “I1
distinetly told him fo ’phone me as soon
as he got the reply. The chap’s a
“dqhmt"’ |

“You ass, it’s pretty obvious that the
reply hasn't come yet,”’ said McClure.

“*Rot! T{ must have come hy this time)”
Handforth, *“He went off before
breakiast, and the telegram must have
been  delivered before ten. It's nearly
eleven now!"’

“You can’{ expect a telegram before ome
o’ciock at the earliest,” growled Church.
“"And what's the hurry, anyhow? If Misa
Halliday takes the first train, she can't
get to Buxton before the evening. Why
worry "

“We want to know something for
certain,” returted Mandforth. “I'm sick of
this wuaitinz. Of course, the wheeze can't
fail, It's a dead certainiy, right from the
start. We sent that wire in Irene’s name,
and Miss Halliday iz as good as here)”

“In that case, I'm blessed if I can sce
why you should be on the jump,”’ said
Church, “Let zet this toboggan on the

g0 a4Zain—m— -

“By (Georgel” Handforth,
starinz. “There's just come out
of thute zate. bet he’s brought a
message. N, going the other way,
blow him!"”

Handforthr was gazing towards the castle.
A fizure had appeared from one of the
numerous courtyvards, but instead of coming
across the park, it turned in the direction
oi the drive. Obviously one of the domestic
staff going about his usual business,

“Are vou fellows expecting anything?”
asked Fullwouod euriously,

interrupted

somebody

1'1l
he's

He and Buster Boots were drageing &
toborean up the hillside, and they pau:zed
for & mon:znt.

“Eh?¥" said Handfortl:, with a start.

“You seem umeasy about something, old
man,” went on Fullwood. *“There’s some-
thing on your mind. Choke it up, and
Buster and 1 will unite in rushing to your
assistanece.”’?

Handiorth frowned darkly

“Asi!” he  said, with icy  disdain.
want vour help I'll ask for it?
What tot! How could there be anything
on myr mnd:"
“It°s a bit of

a puzzle,
to know  Lesi”

remarked

ouzht
Boots,

but vou
Buster



it?
consult

nothing, can

dea 1o

“Nothing can’t rest on
It wouldn’t be a bad
Kuclid on thai point.”
They passed on, chuckling, and Church
and McClure grinned. Handforth didn't
quite cateh the purport of Buster’s remark.
He was too worried about other matters.
‘““There you are!” he said, with a grunt.

“YWhat did 1 fell you? We shall have (o
be carefnl, Some of these chaps are
noticing !’

"Well, you've only got yourself tu

“Jf you will go
73

declared - Chureh.
4 care-worn expression—-—
Look there!” roarcd

blame!”
about with
“Ilallo, by George!

Handforth, *“A pageboy running out from
the castle. He’s brought that message for
me. Come on, you chaps!”

Even Church and McClure tuok it for
granted that Handforth was right this
time. A pageboy was hurrying out towards
the guests, and it was quite evident that
he was bringing a message of some kind.
Archie Glenthorne and Marjorie Temple
spotted him at just about the same time.

“Oh!” said Marjorie, “I wouder if—7"
*“Absolutely !’ said Archie firmly. “The
vcod old message from Phipps. XNow we

sitall end the poisonous suspense. old girl
How about .staggering towards fhe lad?”

And Irene Manners and Doris Belrkeley
made a move towards the pageboy, too.
Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt were also
inferested. They joined Irene and Doris as
they hurried through the snow.

*That telephone message, of
said Jrene briskly.

“Pretty certain

course ¢*?

nodding.

The three pariies converged tupon the
pagehoy as he approached. He, paused,
rather alarmed. Perhaps he had aa idea

that he was about to be rolled in the snow,
and he thought it bhetter to he prepared.

“Hallo!” murmured Pitt. “What’s the
idea? We're not the only ones who seem
i0 be expecting a message. Handforth &
Co. are running up like mad, and even
Archie has developed some energy.”

“Got a message for us?” asked Doris, as
they all paused.

“Yes, miss,”” replied the pageboy. “AMr.
Yiates #

“Rats!

This message is for me!’? roared

Handiorth, rushing up. “I'm wanled on
{he ‘phone, eh? Good! I'll come =ziraight
iIl!”

“Bry up, you ass!” hissed Church.

Put Handforth, as usual, nhad impulsively
10t the cat out of the bhag., It wasn’t fully
ont, but it was certainly peeping. Nipper
and Pitt and the others were regarding him
in rather a curious wayv. So Handforth
was expecting a ’phone call, too., The page-
oy merely scratehed his licad.

“No, young gent, there’s nobody wanted
oh the telephone,” he replied. *Mr, Yates

to Dbe,” agreed Nipper,

sent me out fo ask if you'd like some sand-
wichesZ—”

“What!’’ snorted Handforth indignantly.
“Hasn't Fred rung me up from Buxfon——
I—-I mean—"

He paused,
arinned.

“So Fred went to Buxton for you, sir?’?
he asked. “We was all wondering down-
stairs what it all meant. Tom's gone to
Chestlerticld, too. And they say that Jr,
Phipps is in Matlock—"

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie.

confused, and the pageboy

“ Laddie,

iaddie, desist! I mean, dash it, you're
absolutely spilling the good old Dbeans.
Odds scerets and conspiracies, They're

littered all over the frightful place!”
Nipper whistled.
“By Jovel” he exclaimed slowly.
“There’s more in this than meets the eye!l
We'd better investizcate at oncel”?

CHAPTER X,
AXOTHER TELEGRAM.

RENE AMANNERS was
I looking fixedly at Hand-
forth. :

“Ted, why did you
send Fred, the footman, to
Buxton?” she asked.

“Eh??’ said Handforth.

The fact is—well, he just went there,
vou know,” he added weakly. “We thought
it would be rather a good idea if he
‘'phoned up, just—just to see if the line's in
arder e
“Ted, that's
Doris grimly.
“ It isn’t!”’ gasped Handforth.

ltoi,l !

whepper!” said

“ At least,

an awful

not exactly. I'm not going to tell you
about that telegram we senf to Miss

Halliday o

CSWHAT!® shouted ahout six voices in
unison, ‘
“J—Y mean—-"

Haundforth paused, red in the face, and
flustered. In his confusion he had revealed
the whole secret.

“Wait a minutfe!” said Nipper quielly.
“This necds sifting out. Did you send a
telezram to Miss Halliday, asking her to
come down to Derbyshire to-day? Have
you chaps fixed up a plot to get her here
so that she and Mr. Bruce can mnecet again?”

Handforth glared.

“Well, supposing we¢  have?” he asked

gruffiy, ¢ We thought it was rather a good
wheeze. We were going to keep it quiet

uantil she arrived.”

“(Qh, my only aunt!”
“‘That's torn it!”?

“Fairly in shreds!™ szaid Pitf, noddiog.

“I don’t see what there is to worry
about,” growled Handforth,

said Doris feebly.



““Not at alll” said Irene sarcastically.
¢ QOh, not a bit! Only we happened to send
a telegram to Miss Halliday in exactly the
same'stmin. That's all! What a hopeless
mess ’?

“Great pip!’ gurgled Handforth. “You
sent a wire, too? In whose name?”
‘“Mine,” replied Irene.

“¢0h, corks!{” groaned Church. < We

sent ours in your name, Irene—and we gent

it from Buxton!”

““ And ours was sent from Chesterfield!”
saild Irene, in alarm. “That means she's
got two telegrams from me—from two dif-
ferent places! There’s a borrible mix-up
What's the matter, Archie?”

Archie Glenthorne  was butting in
desperately. :

“(dds shocks and bombshells!” he ejacu-
Inted. I mean to say, good gad! This is
absointely - frightful! Phipps has gene to
Matlock, and he’s sent a wire to Miss Hal-
liday in Doris’ name!”
t-‘:‘j'l‘hat-,” said Doris, ““lLas finally kinked
it

Nipper grinned.

“1t’s rather more than kinked, I'm afraid
—it’s fairly busted!” lhe exclaimed drily.
“This is what comes of planning these
things independently, We'd have done much
befter if we’d held a kind of general meet-
ing on the subject. The whole scheme’s
kyboshed now. Miss Halliday won't dream
of coming after getting three telegramsz of
that kind.»

¢t She’ll smell a rat, of course,” said Irene
dubiously. ¢ 8he’ll think it's a practical
ioke, aud stay just where she is. I say,
what a fearful frost!”

“But—but there’'s something
about it!?? gasped Handiorth. <« The idea
was a brain-wave! Somebody must have
overheard me {felling Chureh and McClure
about it——*

“Rats!”? interrupted Nipper. It was just
an obvious frick. There's nothing par-
ticularly surprising in the fact that it was
thought of by three independent parties.
We've got to do something to repair the
damacge,”

“Laddie, I leave it to you,” said Archle,
shaking his head., “You're the cove with all
the brains. I mean, this sort of thing is
beyvond the powers of Archibald. Kindly
praoceed to spout forith the wheeze.”

“ But there's nothing we can do,” groaned
Doris. “1I say, what a pity!”

¢ Naturally, Miss Halliday won't dream of
coming under the existing ecircumstances,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. ¢ And if we get
up an elaborate plot, she’ill only get more
suspicious. As far as I can see, the only
thinge we can do is to send a perfectly
frank telegram,”

““How do you mean?” asked Pitt.
“Why, we’'ll just tell her that we've got

uncanny

a big Christmas party here,” went on
Nipper. “We'll say that we wanted fo
surprise  her, and we've discovered that

there’s been a mix-up. And we'll conclude

L 4

a
by ‘azking her to come down by the after-

noon train, just the same. A sort of general
appeal to get her to join the party. Per-
haps she’ll bite.”

Irene shook her head.

¢ But when she hears that we're at the
castle she'll figlit shy > gshe began.

¢ Naturally, we won’t tcll her that detail,”
imferrupted Nipper. < We’ll just say that
we’ll meét the train in. There’s quife a
good chance that she’ll decide to come.
Anyvhiow, it’s all we can do.”

And the telegram was dispatched without
further delay—being sent direet from the
castle by telephone. I{ got through guite
quickly, and was, in fact, delivered in
Cricklewood forty minutes from the time of
dispatch. It was only just on the stroke
of twelve when a telegram-boy jumped ofY
his bicycle opposite to Mrs., Walters® house,

i and approached the door.

Janet, the maid, nearly collapzed when she
saw the familiar bull envelope for the fourth
time that morning, Telegiams were few
and far between in Mrs. Walters’ household,
and Janet always seemed to imagine that
the arrival of one meaut a death, or some-
thing terribly serious. Four in one morning
ieft her in a state of nervous prostration.

In the meantime, Muricl Halliday was
quietly preparing to make a journey to the
West End before luncheon. She was rather
different now. Willy Handforth’s visit Iad
brought abont a subtle change.

A quieft talk with her aunt had composed
her mind somewhat. She was still grimly
determined to keep away f{from1 Dorrimore
Castle, No amount of inducement would
miake her go there.

But her outlook upon life was altered.
“Just one little thing that Willy had told

her had made this great ditfercnce. llenty
Bruce thought that she was dead! Hitherto

she had never dreamed of this possibility,
and she had secretly wondered why he had
never attempted to communicate with her.
She had, indeed, taken it for granted that
he wag married, and wrapped up in his own
family circle. |

But Willy’s vizsit had made all the differ-
ence,

Muriel now knew that Hensy Bruce was
still true—and she was touched deeply by
the thought that he made this yearly pil-
grimage to Doirrimore Castle, sclely in her
memory. Indeed, she found it impossible to
analyse her own thoughts—and her gung
wisely decided to say little,

It was Mrs. Walters who -suggested o
matinee visit fo one of the West Endd
theatres. It_would help to cempose the girl’s
mind, Being Boxing Day, all the big. shows
would naturally be booked right up, butb
there were one or two theatres where there
might be a chance of getting some seafs,

So Muriel and her aunt were about to
take a shor{ trip in quest of them. Muricl
was wunusually quiet, and that sad look
seemed to have left her expression. It's
place was takeu by onc of gentle content-



THE NELSON LEE

LIBRARY (@R ~=

ment. e was not only unmarried, buf he
still cared!

She dared not think deeply on the subject
—and the very idea of going to Dorrimore
Castle appailed her. She wondered if the
hoys and girls would tell Bruce that she was
really alive. In a way she hoped No,
but that would be terrible. Of course,
really, it would be rather wonderful~—

She fushed at these thoughts, and was

positively relieved when Janet appeared,
carrying the fourth telegram. Both Muriei

and ler aunt were just ready for venturing
out.

“What is the world coming to?”
Mrs. Walters, holding up her hands.

Muriet read the telegram,

“They seem to have found out about
the fiasco of the other wires,” she said,
smiling. . “What a  dreadful amount of
qoney this must have cost!
ong it is, aunt!?

“ A wicked waste!® said Mrs. Walters in-
dignantly.

asked

*0Oh, we can’t be cross with them,” said ;

Muriel. softly. “How eager they are to
get ine there! Even now they haven’t men-
tioned anything ahout Dorrimore Castle.
What a blessing Willy Handforth came and
told me the truth! But for his visit 1
shonld have been tempted to go. Indeed,
I'm sure I should have gone.”

Her aunt looked thoughtful.

“ Perhaps you ought to, Muricl,” she said
stowly.  * After all, why———

“No, no—I ecouldn’t!” interrupted Muriel
hastily, ¢ Please, aunt! ©Oh, I simply
zouldn’t. Let’s go for those tickets.”

It certainly secmed that fate was dead
azainst the youthful muatehmakers! '

CHAPTER XI.
BROWNE THE UNCONQUERABLE.

ILLY HAXDFORTH
- grunted.
“ Anything  stir-

ring yet 1.9

asked resignedly.
**The grey matter has heen
: stirring without interruption
ever since 1his problem confronted us
Brother Willy,” replied Browne. ¢ Unfor-
tunately, the stirring pracess has only suc-
ceeded in producing a2 number of impractie-
able schemes. Clever in their wav—indeed,
toauched with genius, as Dbeatfitting the
schemes of a Browne—but, nevertheless, un-

stiitable.”

“Nearly two hours wasted!” said Willy
tartly. “And we always thought you were
a brainy chap, Browne!” '
__Browne turned in his seat, and looked at
Willy thoughtfully., They were in the
Morris-Oxford saloon, and it was still stand-
‘ng in the same place.

“It, i3 your presence which has such a
vogative clfcet upon my inventive raculties,”

: timee I thought of ab

Just look how,

kerb,*”

L’ll make her believe that I'm hurt.

declared Browne. ¢ That, Brother Willy,
is the solution. Without wishing to be too
blunt, may I suggest a quiet removal of
your unnecessary person?”

“Look here, you lanky chump——"

“ There are various forms of amusement,”’
continued Browne. “Go forth, and pecer
into the windows of the sighbouring lollipop-
shops. Indulge in a ‘'bus ride to Golders
Green and back. Take your mouth-organ,
and amuse some of the loeal children. Any-
thing, in fact, to leave me in peace.

Willy didn’t budge.

“1 left you in peace for half-an-hour, and
when I came back you hadn’t thought of a
thing!” he said severely. “And during that
least five topping
wheezes! That one about the accident is
the best,”

- Browne nodded.

“I am ready to grant that the basis of
the scheme i3 sound, but there are certain
fundamental disadvantages,” he declared.
““No, Brother Willy, with much regret 1.
must decline——*¢

**But it's so simple !’ interrupted Willy.
“It can't fail, either.””

“T am prepared to admit o

“All you've got to do is to drive down
the road, and as soon as youn get opposite
Miss Halliday's house, you dash into the
said Willy enthusiastically. “ Vou
hiff against the front railings, and twist up
the near-side wing. I let out a yell, and you
race the engine—just (o make a noise.”

“I can see all this, but I fail to appre-
ciate—-?"?

“ What’s
Willy,

going to happen?” demanded
““ Miss Halliday will rush out, and
_ We can
splinter one of the windows for effect. She'll
rush in the ear to my help, you'll slam
the door, and away we go. If you can think
of a better idea—*

“IWe will acknowledge that the idea is a
corker,”” admitted Browne, ‘“ There,
Brother Willy, I confess that vou have ex-
ceiled yourself. At the same time, there is
one slight defeet.?

““You're too jolly particular——*?

““It might be possible to serape the near-
cide wing slightly, but on the other hand a
wreck would probably be the conerete re-
sult,” =zaid Browne firmly. < Any impartial
judge would not hesitate to deeclare that
my car would be in no way improved. For-
tunately, we can dispense with your added
snggestion of a shaitered window. Triplex
glass, as you may be aware, refuses to
shatter itscif at the behest of thoughtless
youth.”

“Oh, well, we can do without that part.”

“I think we can safely do without the
other part, too,* declared Browne., ¢ Xo,
Brother Willy, much as I desire to entice
the damsel away, I-do nhot see the {fun of
converting this 1926 chariot into a mass of
serap-iron.”?

But it'll only mean one wing—* .

“Even one wing would result in a con-
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siderable mass of cash fiying from my y moments when action is essential,” he said
already  depleted  pocket,”” interrupted | briskly. “Under no circamstances can we
Browne. “ Repairs, Brother Willium, arc | allow these iadies out of our sight. The

. no light item these days. I am convinced
ithat we can solve this problem without in-
dulging in actual destruction. Indced, the
glimmerings of an idea are already—-"’

“My hat!” interrupted Willy. * Quick!
Now's our chance! She’s here!”
William Napoleon Browne stared, and

looked. Muriel Halliday and her aunt had
iust turned the corner, and were in the very
act of hailing a passing taxicab. They did

not even see the two St. Frank’s fellows,
sitting in the smart saloon,
e
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chase, Brother Willy, is on. The hunt has
commenced.”

He touched the self-starter, and the engine
instantly answered. And a moment later
the saloon was gliding along, immediately
in- the rear of Muriel’s taxicab. Browie
had acted with great presence of mind. It
had not occurred to him that Muriel would
o out somewhere, but now that she was on
her way, he was determincd to follow up
closely. -

They went through Kilburn, along Maida
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It took a great deal {c surprise Handforth minor, but he was surprised now.
¥ Old Dorrie ! ¥’

¢ Qreat corks ! ¥ he gurgled.

F—

s Pate,” murmured Browne, “has stepped
in.”

““Let’s rush up and drag Ler into the
ear!”? suggested Willy., *“It's quiet here,
Browne! We can do it in two ticks—>

«« Alas, yonder descendant of Dick Turpin
has forestalled wus,”” interrupfed Browne.
I fear that we are splashing ankle-deep in
the soup.” : .

A tavi-cab had whisked up, and Muriel
and her aunt were already stepping into
ihe vehicle,
took his instructions, slammed ‘the door,
and blithely performed a complete circle in
the road, entircly regardless of other traffe.

Browne shook himself into alertness,

“Wa have arrived at one of those

were comparatively clear,

The descendant of Dick Turpin.

| by grave complications

Vale, and eontimied down Edgware Road to
the Marhie Arch, Then down Oxford Street,
and thus into Regent Street and down to-
wards {he {heatrical centre. On any
ordinary morning Browne might have
experienced great difficulty in keeping close
behind his quarry. But to-day the roads

There was no congestion, for all the
vehicles were either 'huses, taxi's, or private
cars. And when at length Muriel's taxi
drew up in front of a fashionable restaurant,
the Morris szloon was just behind.

“Qur task grows more difficult,” mur-
mured Browne sadly. “ Alack, we are besct
But what is

.
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this, have

Brother Willy?
still further to go.”

Apparentily we
Only Mrs, Walters had emerged from the
taxi. She spoke to Muriel for a moment
of two, waved her hand, and entered the
restanrant with a kind of awestruck
¢xpression. She was a simple soul, and
these West End palaces always iad that
cffect.
The taxi
hundred yards.

drove on, but only for a few
This tlme it came to a halt
outside the foyer cof a theaire. Browne
pulted up just behind. He was beginning
to understand. While Muriel had come on
to buok some secats, her aunt had gone
into the restaurant to order luncheon.

She dismissed her taxi and entered the

fover. - William Napoleon's eyes glittered.
In a fiash the problem was solved. The

Browne genius had stepped into the breach.
llere was a chance in a thousand.

““All is well with us, Brother Wil_]y,"
he murmured. “Xollow my instructions
carefully, and we will yet descend upon

bourrimore Castle this - evening as per
schedulel”

“You mean——-"

““Delay not by asking questions, brother,”

urged Browne. “Open wide your ears, and
aucl\ in the following words of wisdom!™

Willy - grinned cheerfully as he listened.
Browne, whilst talking, kept. his eyes fixed
keenly on the theatre entrance. I‘ortunate]\
it was one of those streets off the main
thoroughfare, and there was very little
raffic in the streef,

Muriel Ilalliday appeared, and she paused
just on the steps to open her bag and slip

the ticket envelope within. Browne
engaged his gears, and slid straight up to
the entrance. Willy hopped out and

removed his cap. ~ Muriel Halliday paused
as she caught sizht of him.

b‘;ReaIIy!” she exclaimed. "How remark-
able

« Just caught sight of wyou, Miss Halli-
day,” said W:llv busklv “This is Browne,
you hnon——chap I was talking about earlier.
His car. Drowne, Miss Halhdm A

Browne bowed mthout leannﬂ his seat.

“Charmed to meet you, Miss Halliday,’
he bedmmed. “Something told me that we
should not . be entirely devoid of success
this morning. May we crave the honour of
giving you a lift?”

Muriel he:zitated, and looked relieved.
She had been half fearing that DBrowne
would introduce the subject of his trip to

London, and the situation would be
embarrassing, '
“A hit?’ she repeated. “Oh, no! I

wouldn’t trouble you like that, realh I'm
only going a few hundred vards

“Do not deny us this little =act of
courtesy,”> pleaded DBrowne. “Always
rcmember, Miss Halliday, that we are at
your secrvice. In little things we are just

Leap aboard,
Willy, your

in big things,
your destination.

as eager as
and state
arm!”

Muriel could- not help {feeling slightly
flattered. She had no time to think, to
suspect any deep plot. Obviously Browne
and Willy had spotted her by mere chance,
and were laying themselves out to be
polite.

“Thanks awfully, but you really shouldn't
trouble,” she said, as she siepped in. “1
merely wish to go round the.corner to the
Trocadero. My aunt is being dreadfully
exfravagant to-day.”

“That’'s all right,”
“Go ahead, Browne, we're in.
self at home, Miss Halliday.”?

He slammed the door, and Browne seemed
to fumble for a few moments with his own
car. As a matfter of fact, he was locking
it. This particular car was fitted with
special locking devices. It was only
necessary fo lock one door, and the other
three were automatically secured.

“Home, James!” said Willy calmly.

Browne smiled, and the car glided off.
But instead of making in the direction of
the Trocadero, it turned up Shaftesbury
Avenue, and was in the region of Charing
Cross Road before RIurlel reahbed that
something was wrong.

And Browne at the wheel was
decidedly grim.

said Willy Dbriskiy.
Alake your-

looking

CHAPTER XII.
THE BARGAIN.

URIEL HALLIDAY
was kidnapped.
That was thie long

and short of the
matter., And she had fallen
info the trap by sheer
chance, the simplest of ali
possible devices. Browne's scheming had
been unnecessary. For Muriel herself had
provided the very opening which Williagn
Napoleon had sought. '

And now the saloom was purring through
London with a purposeful kind of hun.
Browne was an excellent driver, and there
was something in his very attitude at the
wheel which suggested the stari of a long

C journcy.

“Willy !’ exclaimed Muriel,
the fag's arm. *Where are
Didn't I say the Trocadero?
vour friend——-"

clutching at
we going?
Please ask

“Don’t you worry, miss,” said Willy
calmly. “Browne Eknows what he’s doing.

Taking you for a joyride, perhaps.”

“Mr. Browne, I insist upon ysour going
to the Trocadero at once!” said Murie!
angrily. “It is very nice of you to take mec
on a long detour, but my aunt is waiting
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for me in the restaurant. Plcase return|tinued  Browne, unperturbed. “Strictly
at once.”? speaking, this motor-car is all wrong, We

Browne glanced round. really ought to be on horseback. For

“1t is 1o be feared, Miss Halliday. that
we have been guilty of dirty work at the
eross roads,” he said gravely. *“That it
should have been necessary to resort to
trickery in the case of a lady is a matter

for eternal regret, but there are certain
circomstances which warrant drastic
methods. The present circumstances come

within that category.”?

“IWhatever do you
breathlessly.

“Brother William will oblige with a brief
cxplanation,” said Browne. “YWe must
always realise that life is full of shocks.
There are small shocks and big shocks.
Brother Willy, procecd.”

Browne confined himself to the driving,
and Muriel looked at Willy with wide-open
eyes., Shé even turned pale as a sudden
suspicion entered her mind., Willy had tried
to persuade her to accompany him back to
Dorrimore Castle, and ‘he had failed. XNow
she was a prisoner in this car!

“(Oh!” she exclaimed. '"Have you done
this deliberately? Are you daring to take
me away by force? I insist upon—"’

“Keep your hair on, Miss Halliday,”
interrupted Willy, *“ That’s more than most
wirls do nowadays,’’ he added drily. *Glad

mean?” she asked

to see you haven’t had it bobbed or
shingled. I've always thought your hair

Jooked ripping, but it needs Sfuffing up a
bit,”
“I venture to suggest tunal suen a course

would remove five years in onc stroke,”
declared Browne firinly. . .
*This—this is absurd.” ecried Muriel.

“Why won't you stop? Why won’t yon—

Oh! Whatever can I do? This is an out-
rage!”
“Qh, cheese it!"? said Willy., “It’s

simply a case of force. You wouldn’t con-
sent to go back with us to Dorrimore
Castle, so we’re taking you. Some people
need urging a bit. You seem to forget that
Mr. Bruce is waiting " ‘

“You-—you terrible boy!’’ shouled Muriel
in desperation. “I never dreanicd that you
would play o trick like this., Please, Mr.
Browne! I can understand such 2o trick
from Willy, but I hardly suspected that
yvou would make yoursel! a party to such
an outrageous thing.”

Browne looked pained,

“Let me assure you, Miss Halliday, that
my motives are entirely Dbenevolent,” he
said earnestly. "“In this Jittle affair mere
personalities are of 1o aeccount. 1 am a
Browne, and therefore a go-gelter. I
helieve it has an American origin, bhat we
will pass lightly on——"

“Really!” breathed Muriel stormily.

“Yesterday 1 set blithely forth
the feudal _estates of Vorrimare,”’?

from
Col-

are we not emulating the example of the
medieval knights? I i3 a mistake to
supposc that deeds of valour are now dead.
We are conveying you to the moated castle,
situate in the shire of Derby, for the pur-
pose of welding two—"

“Stop!”® cried Muriel.
all endurance!
by forcel!”

“Merely the normal procedure,” said
Browne mildly. “I will admit that we are
two or three hundred years in advance of
our time——"

“This is simply preposterous!” declared
Muriel, gazing helplessly at the swiftly
passing trafic. “I won’t be a party to this
nonsenseé. Take me back to the Trocadero
at once, I Dbave never had such an
experience in all my life. Why, you are
kidnapping me!*?

*“A ‘harsh term, but one that undoubtedly
fits,” agreed Browne.

“Tnless you stop the car at onece, and let
nme get out I will seream for help!’’ said

“This is beyond
How dare you take me away

Muriel frantically. “I tcll you I will
scream for help!”

Browne smiled.

“A wmoment’s consideration, Miss Halli-

day, will convince you of the futility of such
a course,’’ he said gently. “I will not deny
that a minion of the law would probably
put the half-nelson on our progress. But
what of the subsequent publicity? I urge
you to give pause and think.”

“Stop at once or 1 will scream!” insisted
Muriel tearfully. ]

“ The publicity would indeed be appalling,’’
continued Browne. ‘“Imagine the headlines
in the papers. * Schoolboys Kidnap Sweet
Young Schoolmistress,” * Murky Plot to Weld
A Brace Of Hearts,” * The Schoolboy Knight
Hrrants, Or After Ten Years.,” No, Miss
Halliday, we must above all be caulious.
First and foremost we must exercize dis-
cretion. Publicity must be pushed firmly
and resolutely into the hackground.”

Muriel Haliiday sat back amid the
cushions, pale and alarmed. She was bifing
her lip with sheer desperation, And she
knew well enongh that Browne's advice
was right., To stop the car hy sc¢reaming,
and thus iavite publicity would be too
terrible for words. Her only c¢ourse was
to plead.

Her feelings towards Willy were mild in
comparison to what she felt for Browne.
He was so much older, and ought to have
known better. Her emotions for Browne
bordered on the homicidal, The gaze that
she directed at the back of his head was
so fierce that Willy expected io sce William
Napoleon's hair singeing.

Muriel had no idea that Browne wasg in-
wardiy {ortured, This sord of thing grated



azainst his finer feelings. lle hated taking
advantage of a lady, and something told
him that thiz episode was a trick oi the
deepest dye. But it was either this or
returning to Dorrimore Castle, a faiiure,
And the latter thought was positively out
of the question.

“ Please, please go back!’ pleaded Muriel
at length. “O0h, you don't understand, you
don't realise what this means!”

“Alas, we are only too acutely aware of
tue situation,” said Browne, glancing over

Hiis shoulder. “We beg for your forgive-
ness, Miss Halliday. We grovel at your
feet, humble sinners. At the same time,

we have no alternative but to proceed with
the plot. The Browne reputation is at
stake, and nothmnr can be allowed to thwart
our purpo se.’ ”

“But 1 can’t go—I can't!”
desperately. _

“ At this juncture I fcel bound to remind
vou that we hold the trump card,’” said the

cried Muriel

Fifth-Former. “That we should be com-
pelled to play it is an everlasting pity.
But feminine obstinacy, Miss Halliday,

musty be checked. In more ways than one
I feel justified. And Time, the great healer,
will no doubt purge me of this s=in. One
word from you, and Brother Willy and I
are  your slaves. One word will Dbe

sutficient.”

“That's all, Miss Halliday” said Willy
cagerly. “JuaL promise us you’ll come back
to Dorrimore Castle, and we’ll whisk you
back t{o the Troc.ulero in two ficks.

Browne's only goingz round in circles; we're

guite near Piccadilly Circus even now.
Just vour word, and-—-"

“No, mnot!” said Muriel. “I can’t—I
won't! ‘This is terrible!” She suddenly
grew  angry againn Y1t is an outrageous
affair!” she added hotly. I woun’t agree
to your ridiculous terms. Take me back

4t once! I insist!”’

Willy glared.

“Of all the blind people!” he burst cut,
“Can’'t you realise that we're doing this as
a favour? We've come all the way to
London to help you, and you simply hinder
us at every turn! 1In the end, we're com-

pelled to kidnap you! 1f you won’t see
common sense, we've got to force you.
There vou are—]I don’t want to be rude,

but 1 can’t hel: it!”

“0Oh, Willy, you don’t understand——*"

“ Chuck it, Miss Halliday!” grunted Willy.
“0Of course, we understand. We know ex-
actly  what's  in your mind—don’t we,
Browne?”

“Unfortunately, ves,” agreed Browne.
“You, Miss Halliday, are worrying solely
on a question of convention. In vour heart
you are keen on accompanying us to Dorri-

more Castle. In all truthfulness, do you
deny this?”
“Oh, how dare you?” breathed Muriel

feekdy.

“ At leacst,
Browne calmly,
Willy !
this subject is
time for bold,
tion urges you to avoid Mr. Bruce like the
plague—but your heart is whispering quite

vou parry the thrust,” said
‘““ A point to us, Brother
A distinet point. Such bluntness on
regrettuble, but this is a
unvarnished words. Conven-

a different story. You see, all subterfuge is
useless, And we are determined to dispense
with these foolish pretences of modern life,
and force the issue. At vour age, Miss Hal-
liday, there may be invisible barriers. DBut
at our age there are none. Let us be quite

frank.”

Muriel had absolutely no words. She
could only sit there, her heart throbbing
violently. Uncannily enough, every word
that Browne said was true. 7That's what

Her whole being

she couldn’t understand.

waz thrilled by the thought of meeting
Henry Bruce azain—and vet, left to her own
devices, she would hme stifed =such
emotions.

William Napcleon Browne and Handforth
minor, in their vouthful! wisdom, were de-
termined to dispense with such trifles as
convention. They had come to London to
feteh Miss Halliday, and by all appearances
they were not to be denied!

CHAPTER XIIL
THE SURPRISE IN THE TRAIN.

URIEL was having a

fieht with herself,

It was quite a
one-sided affair, as
e was well aware. Indeed,
what possible chance was
there for her to win this
against  her two determined ab*-
She made one last effort, but was
its futility. Besides.
she

battle

ductors?
soon convinced of
although she wouldn't acknowledge if,
was thrilled by the thought of failure. In

4 word, she wus hoping for failure.

““This—this absurd joke has pgone far
enougn ! she exclaimed, attempting to

make her manner frigid. “I'm not Cross
with you, boys, for taking this interest in
me, but it cannot go on. Take me to the

Trocadero at once!”’

Browne chuckled inwardly. He detected
the note of failurc. He knew that she was
merely bluffing. .

“ Unhappily, we must decline.” he replied
tranqutlly. *‘ Indeed, since you remain ob-
durate, there is only one course left. We
had hoped to return to Derbyshire by train.
I have ample trust i1 my steed, dbut the
journey is long, and we desire to reach the
castle by early evening. Alas, it will he
nearly midnight by the time we actually
pull rein at the dlmnbmlr'e. and urge wuntliv
serfs to admit us.”

“What—what do
Muriel breathlessly.

‘““The answer iz simple,” replied Browne.
“We are now setting resotutely out of Lon-

you mean?” asked



don. In a word, we aré switching off the
inner-circle, and taking the main line. We
now set out upon the turnpike, and start
on the long journey hy road.”

“Oh, but you can’t do that!”
Muriel, in alarm. “You can’t!?
” “d{md vet we are doing it!” said Browne
in

eried

He stepped on the accelerator, and the
car fairly hummed.
‘“Thank goodness!™ said Willy, with a

sigh, ©“It's good to know that we’ve
sctiled qomethmg at last. It'Il take us
seven or eight hours, and I can get a good
nap. Call me when you want a relief at
the wheel, Browne

“While appreciating the- kindly thought,
I must, nevertheless, decline the offer,” re-
plied Browne. “The general idea 1is to
reach Dorrimore Castle— and not, as you
evidently assume, the bottom of a ditch. I
have a high regard for many of your
talents, Brother Willy, but I tremble fto
think of the consequences if you took {the
wheel.

Muriel listened fto this banter with grow-
ing alarm. She really thought that the
journey had started. And she knew that
she could no nothing to prevent it. She
was helpless. And, at last, she fully real-
ised that the keynote of this twain was de-
termination.

““ Please, stop!”’ she pleaded.
to Dorrimore Castle like this! DIve got
no luggage—I’ve got no clothing! 1 can’t
arrive at the ecastle in this morning dress!
I’ve nothing—absolutely nothing!»

‘“A serious drawback, I will
agreed Browne. ““But the remedy is
simple. "Your word of honour to accom-
pany us obediently, Miss Halliday, and we
will return to the Troc.”? -

‘“There’s my auné, too!”

“71 ean’t go

cried Muriel,

‘““She’ll be in a terrible way, poor thing!”?

“We must trust that she will recover,”
said Browne. ‘Come, Miss Halliday, let us
get down to brass tacks. Give us your
word, and we will return to the Troe.—
where you must allow me to entertain you
at luncieon. Indeed, upon +that point I
insist. Later, we will return to Cricklewood,
you will pack your grips, and we will eatch
the afternoon train. I have the schedule
mapped out to the minute. There is still
" time to put it into execution.” :

1 don’t know what to say!” execlaimed
Muriel despairingly.

¢“Y should imagine the choice is simple,”
declared Browne. ““On the one hand, you

arrive at Dorrimore Castle as you
stand. On the other bhand, you arrive
hours earlier, and wéll equipped. Yon

will observe that the fundamental point is
pre sely the same., Whichever way you
~ho_:e—you arrive!”?

Muriel capitulated. There was nathmrr else
for it, As Browne had pointed out, there
was really only one choice. She tearfu]ly

gave her word of hoanur that she would ae- |

esapany her escorts to Dexb:,shue by the

admit,”

afternoon train.

But Browne clearly de-
tected the nole of breathless anticipation
which crept, unbidden, into her voice, And
Browne felt that his consecience was eclear.
In spite of her .indignant words, she
wanted to go. It was her {rue desire.
And Browne was serenely happy. By tak-
ing the hull by the horns, he had smashed
the barriers of convention at a stroke,

Left to their own devices, Muriel Halliday
and Henry Bruce might have been kept
apart for months—perhaps years. But these
schoolboy plotters were determined to
waste no time.

In less than five minufes the Morris
saloon was outside the Troecadero. The whole
venture was a success. Muriel had recovered
her composure by this time, and she was
pale, but calm. She enterced the restaurant
to find her aunt—Browne promising to join
them after he had rarked the car.

“I venture to proelaim, Brother Williamn,
that our united efforts have chcked »? sug-
gested Browne contentedly. -

“About {time they dld"’ grmned Willy.
“By jingo, Browne, you're a marvel!”?

William Napoleon beamed.

*“A remark,” he said, ‘“that is merely an
expression of tne obwous”’

And they gripped hands on the stlenﬂth of
their victory,

£ ] [ ] k] L] - » » »

The well-filled train glided smoothly out
of the great London terminus, and William
Napoleon Browne lay back with a contented
sigh. There was no getting out of the affair
now.

Everything had gone smoothly—exeept for
a certain painful period in the Troecadero,
when Mrs. Walters had roundly called
Browne to book for his high-handed methods.

But even Muriel’s aunt was secretly
pleased after she had calmed down. Indeed,
she was so secrefly pleased that she was
on the train at the present{ moment, hav-
ing decided to go to the castle, too. Browne
had generously invited her. The mere fact
that he had no authority was a tnﬂe to the
great Willlam Napoleon. '

Muriel had packed quite a lot of Iugﬂaae,"
for Browne had pointed out that she would
probably  stay there for a week. It was
just as well to be prepared. And the girl
was very quiet, now that the train journey

‘| had actually commenced. She had given her

word, and she had no thought of bacning
ont. But, inwardly, she was in a tumult.
The proapect was a strange one for her.

She knew that she was going to meet
Henry Bruce thought that she was dead!
for ten years—since that day wheu her fool-
ish parents had taken her home—aft-r prac-
tically dragging her from the altar, And
Henry Bruce thought that she was dead!
It was undoubtedly a situation of unusual
interest.

Now that the suspense was over, Browne
and Willy were content. Browne decided
that it would be quite an excellent idea
to indulge in a sleep. The train was aan
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arrive in Buxton
It was later than
Night

and was due to
at about eight o’clock.
Browne actually liked, but Boxing ;
was exceptional, and nine o'clock at Dorri-
more Castle would be quite early.

Willy Handforth was nog particularly keen

express,

on sleeping. He thought it a good idea to
walk about the corridor, from one end of
the train to the other. He¢ had no par-
ticular reason for this manccuvre, but it
offered a certain amount of thrills.

He started off on his guest blithely. At
the back of his head he had a vague idea
of loeating the dining-car, so that he eould
direet the others fo it when the appropriute
moment arrived.

There was nothing to worry about now,
When Buxton was reached a party from the
castle would be waiting. JFor Browne had
taken good care to dispatech a  long wire,
maodestly proclaiming his suecess, and stat-
ing the exact time of arrival. That tele-
gram, incidentally, had created something
akin to a sensation upon its delivery. Just
vhen everybody had Dbelieved that the
schhieme  had fallen  threugh, William
Nupoleon Browne bobbed up triumphant.

Willy did not locate the dining-ear. And
for a sufficient reason. He had only got
as far as the seecond coach from his own
compartment when he uttered a casp. He
was juzt passing a first-class compart rent,
and he casually ‘eyed the occupants as le
wentg down the corridor.

I took a great deal to surprise Hand-
forth minor—but he was surprised now.

““Great corks!” he gurgled. & 0l1d
Dorrie!™

““¥h?” ejaculated one of th~ gentlemen
within the compartment. ¢ Why, hallo!
One of those St. Frank’s imps, as I live!
The one and only Willy! Well, well! What
are you doing on this train, young man?”

“ Dorrie !’ repcated Willy blankly. © Great
kKippers!?®
. Lord Dorrimore elevated his ~vcbrows.

“Anyone might think I was an Egyptian
mummy come to life, or somethin'!** he
protested mildly. ¢ Why these picturesque
ejaculations? Is it so very astonishing that
I should be travelling to my own feudal
estates?”

“It’'s not that!” burst out Willy.
going there, too!”

¢“Splendid !” said Dorrie, “We won't go
into any details regardin’ invitations, If it
cowes to that, you're always welcome—
and you know it., But it might be interest-
ing to know the whys and wherefores. 1
was under the impression that the eastle
was bolted and barred.”

.‘:,]}ut——-but we thought vou were abroad,
sir!

““There’s no tellin’ where I am,” said
Dorrie, shaking his head. ¢ You can never

be certain as to my leeation, young "un. I'm
a human will-o’-the wisp. Abcut three

£d I'm

weeks ago 1 thought it would be a bright

idea to get home for Christmaz. 1'm a big
late, but blame the sea. How's every-
body?”

Willy took a seat heside his lordship and
poured out his story. He coukin't contain
himself. Lord Dorrimore here! Lord Dor-
rimore on the way to the castle! It was
almost too good to he true! '

« 8¢ that'’s the position,” concluded Willy.
at last. “0Of course, it’ll be ten times
as good with yvou there, sir.” It'll give the
whole party a zip and a go. And you can
be best man at the wedding!”

Lord Dorrimore chuckled heartily.

“Well, upon my soui!” he exclaimed.
‘““ How on earth you can sit there and look
me in the face I'm hanged if I know!
You unmiticatel young rascal! You mis-
chievous young imp! Dash it, you've got
the cheek of o

“Hi, steady !’ protested Willy.

“AH the same, I admire you for it,”
gn.nned _Dorrle. ““You're the cause of ali
this business!”

“0Of course I am,”” agreed Willy. It
was my original idea to get the chaps and
the girls down {o the castle on a fool's
errand.”

“There’s nothin’ to boast of there, my
Iad!” said his lordship severely. +« You
must have got the mind of a hobgoblin to
think of such things! ‘So the whole crowl
pianted themselves in the castle, an’ wolfed
Mr., Bruce's banquets? I'll bet old Henry
was a bit surprised, wasn't he? I haven’t
seen him for goodness knows when! An’
now you're taking DMiss Halliday down to
the castle! You scheming young scamps:
Words fail me!”

“Don’t you think it's a good idea?”
“My dear kid, I think it's touched with
genius!”’ declared Dorrie promptly. “ As
for your pal. Browne, the man’s a marvel,
We shall have to go along an’ interview
him. The fact is, I've got an idea.”
“Something to help the scheme along?”’
asked Willy eagerly.
“Surprisin’ly enough,

ves,” smiled bhis

lordship. “You needn’t stare like that. Tt
savours of doubt, I don't often get an
idea; T'm a man of action rather than.

wheezes. But this time I fancy I've got
hold of a fairlv useful notion.”’

Browne was delighted when he found that
Lord Dorrimore was on the train. A cer-
tain amount of plotting took place, quite
unknown to Muriel and her aunt.

His lordship very tactfully made his
identily known to Muriel, and swore that
he wouldn't go near the castle unless she
and her aunt promised to be his guests for
at least a week. His genial good nature,
in fact, worked wonders. Long before the
journey was ended Muriel was feeling
happier than she could ever remember.



CHAPTER X1V,
THE TRANSFORMATION.

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH
stamped up and

_ down the platform
with bis hands thrust deeply
into his overcoat pockets.

ks “She’s late!” he
grufity. “The company had an excuse
yesterday, but the line’s clear now. It's
perfectly disgraceful!’?

“Don’t be unreasenable, Ted,” said Irene.
“The train’s only a minute overdue, so
far, and 1 believe she’s sianalled. Oh, I
wonder if Miss Halliday will really arrive?
I've got an awful feeling that Browne has
heen spoofing us.”

“If he has, there'll be practically no
Browne left by the time we've finished
with him,” said Dick Hamilton grimly.
“But he’s not in much danger. I'm pretty
sure that wire was genuine.”

There were cight or nine St. Frank’s
fellows and Moor View girls in the group,
It was just after eight o’clock, and they
were  waiting on  the snow-covered plat-
form for the London express to steam in.

There was no mistake about the period
heing Christmas.
but not in sufficient quantities to defay
the service. The flakes were descending in
feathery profusion, and already the figures
of the wailing groun were whitened.

“YMere she comes!®’ sang out Doris
eagerly. .
. The train rolled in, and within a few
minufes there was a scene of animation
and bustle. The Dorrimore Castle party had
suspended all Christmas festivities for the
purpose of coming to the station. They
could easily ceontinue the revels Jater.

‘* There’s old Browne!” said Church, point-
ing. “My hat! And look! Great Scott!
1t's Lord Dorrimare!®’ ,
Browne and Willy found themselves sur-
rounded as they stepped out of the train,

and Lord Dorrimore was nearly over-
wihelmed. -
“Look out! Steady!” he  gasped.

. "What’s all this? In another second I shall
be under the bally train, By gad, it's good
to see you youngsters again,” he added,
as he pumped the nearest hands. “You

girls, too. Well, this is the best surprise
I’ve had for sons.”

“Fancy you  being here, Dorrie!”
cxclaimed Nipper enthusiastically. *“What

a chap you are for bobbing up when you're
Jeast expected. 1 say, do you know what’s
been happening??

“I know the whole murky story,” .nodded
Dorrie.  *“Your fellow-critninals have told
me everything. And I've got to confess
that I'm a3 guilty as any of you. I've been
hatching a plot, too.”’

said |

Snow was falling again,

Bruce guiped. Sha was facing him.

For a moment he believed that he
had gone out of his mind. It was
Muriel.

“But where’s Miss Halliday?” demanded
Irene.

“Give her a chance,”  said Browne
deprecatingly. “ Being a young lady your-
self, you will doubtless appreciate the fact
that other young ladies invariably take
their own time when leaving railway trains.
There are always sundry ‘packages fo
collect, hats to straighten, hair to be patted
into shape, and similar trivialities.”

“I can see her!” cried Doris. * Cheerio,
Miss Halliday! I say, what a sport you
are {o come., This is simply grand!’’

Muriel found hersel. nearly lifted off ker
feet by the excited girls.

“I'm not a sport at all,” she denied. “I
didn’t want to come. In fact, I'm awfully
afraid, even now., It was Browne who

| forced me. . What a terrible young man!®’

“Browne’'s a living wonder,” said Doris
promptly.

William XNapoleon smiled placidly as he
overheard the remark. It just suited him
to bask in the praise of his f{elloew-guests.
Fame was his life-blood, and whken he was
in any kind of prominence he was at the
very top of his form,

Outside- the stalion several closed motor-
cars ‘were waiting. One of them had been
sent by Yates especially for Lord Dorri-
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For Dorrie had wired to his butil;eri
U
Bruce had intended giving the boys and
cirls a surprise, and had said notlnnrr
“There’s notiing for you to worry about
Aliss Halliday,” said Irene, when they were
bowling over the snowy roads. *“Mr. Bruce
haszn't the faintest idea that you’re coming,
and we're going to smuggle you into the
castle so that he doesn't knuu Then we're
going to do things.”

“Do things?® asked Muriel, perturbed.
“What trhmga?”

“Wait and see!”?’ said Doris firmly. At
school you're our mistress, but now you're

more. :
and he had also wired to Bruce.

S

He just made up his mind to bring me here,
and he allowed nothinz to baulk him. He'll
be Primne Minister one day.”’

“ His pater's a famous judge, you Kknow,
smiled Irene. “I expect that’'s where he
gets his gift of the gab. DBut we're not
talking about Browne., we’re discussing you.

L

After all, why shouldn’t you meet Mr.
Bruce again?”

“YI do wish p

“Now don't be sorry for anything, Miss
Halliday!”  interrupted Doris  severely.
“Now that Lord Dorrimore is here every-
thing’s perfectly proper. He’s the hosg,
not Mr. Bruce.”’ -
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one of us, Miss Halliday. And you’ve got
to obey orders without question.”
Muriel sighed.

“So it seems,” she said. “I've done
nothing but obey orders ever since this
morning. And now I'm less able to assert

nmyself than ever. What can I do against
stich numbers as this?”

“Nothing—except do as you're told,”
smiled Jrene. “We’'ll be awfully tactful,
Miss Halliday. But, oh, it scems such a
dreadful shame that an opportunity of this
sort should be missed. 1 think Browne's
a perfect dear!”’

“He's a perfect terror!” said Muriel, with
feeling, *“I've never known a boy like him.

‘”.l:hnt qoes m.ake a difference,” admitteq
Muriel, with reiief,

“All the difference in the world,”’ declared
Irene. *“We ar- all Dorrie’s invited guests.
And why shouldn’t he invite you to the
castle just as he’s invited Mr. Bruce? And
what is there in you two meeting there?
Why, it's the most natural thing in the

world!”

Murie]l Halliday bardly trusted herself
to speak. She was certainly much easier in
mind now—now that she knew that Lord
Dorrimore was host in his own castle. The
whole situation was different. Muriel had
been one of the first to realise this.

When the castie wa: reached two of the
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cars went straight to the {front entrance
and discharged their loads. Henry Bruce
was in the great hall to welcome Lord Dorri-
more, and he was a bit puzzled as to why
so many of the guests had gone to meet the
train. He concluded that they must have
got to Kknow of Dorrie’s coming.

In the meantime two other cars glided
noiselessly to the rear. Muriel and her

aunt were escorted indoors by the six
girls, and {aken straight upstairs to a

special suite that had been prepared. And
Irene & Co. didn’t lose a minute.

“ Dreadful!™ declared Doris, in horror,

Muriel had removed her fur coat and hat,
and was now standing in her travelling
"dress. Not only Doris, but the other girls
regarded her with blank disapproval. Poor
Mrs. Walters wondered what on earth was
the matter, and Muriel ‘herself was
puzzied. |

* Dreadful!” repeated Doris. “That frock
is ten years too old, Miss Halliday. And
just look at your hair! Quick! Where's
your haggage? You’ve brought some even-
ing gowns, 1 suppose?”

“Several,”’ replied Muriel.
see—="" :

Within a minute her baggage was un-
packed, and the evening gowns brought to
light. One by one the girls rejected them.

“Impossible!’? they declared in unison.

“Irene!” cried Murie]l. “I don’t under-
stand. Doris! Why are you talking so
strangely? Two of those Irocks are quite
new "

“Can’t help it; they're
Halliday,” interrupted Irene.
suitable for a matron of forty. Why should
you hide your light under a bushel? You
may be twenty-seven, but you won’t look
a year more than twenty by the time we’ve
finished with you.” ‘

“What did I tell you?? .exclaimed
Marjorie. “Miss Halliday and I are just
about the same size. I'm sure she could
wear my froeks!”

Muriel was utterly startled.
“0Oh, but that’s absurd!’’ she protested.

“Don’t forget, you're obeying orders
to-day,” said Doris severely. “Any more
insubordination, Miss Halliday, and I'l
fetch the cane. Nowadays all smart girls of
twenty-five or twenty-six wear the same
frocks as girls of fifteen or sixteen. You'll
be in the fashion. And Marjorie’s evening
gowns are too gorgeous for words.”

Muriel gave it up. She certainly pro-
tested once or twice, but hers was like a
voice crying in the wilderness. ‘Whether

hopeless, Miss
“They’re all

she liked it or not, she was compelled to

do exactly as she was ordered. William
Napolecon Browne had been insistent, but
Irene & Co. were positively akin to slave-
drivers. -

“But I don’t

CHAPTER XV.
THE LEGEND OF DORRIMORE CASTLE.

RCHIE GLEN-
A THOEBNE beamed

good-naturedly 1upon

- all and sundry.
.  “A  somewhat  priceless
S party, dear old girl,” he
observed. “I mean to say,

Christmas cheer, and all that sort of stuff.
And the star turn still in the good old
offing ! . . -

Marjorie Temple glanced ab the drawing-
room clock. '

“Not much longer to wait now, Archie,’’
she confided. *“It’s. half-past eleven, and
.MISS; Halliday’s all ready. Honestly, you
won't know her. She looks wonderful—
simply ‘topping.” :

“Oh, rather!’’ agreed Archie. “I always
thought she was a pippin, as it were. Eh?
You want me in this frightful affair,
Handy, old boy? Absclutely! On with the
good old revels!” '

The guests were thoroughly enjoying
themselves. Archie found himself dragged
into a particularly noisy parlour game.
There had heen .plenty of sport ever since
Lord Dorrimore had arrived, and he and
Bruce had entered  heartily into the
Christmas games. Secarcely anybody noticed
that two or more of the girls were absent
at different periods. "

The St. Frank’s fellows did their utmost
to pretend that they had no knowledge of
any secret plot. On the whole, they
succeeded very well. Bruce, at all events,
suspected nothing.

“Well, what about leavin® the youngsters
to it for a while?” suggested Dorrie, as the
clock struck the half-hour. *“Come along to
the library for a quiet smoke, Harry, old
man. We c¢an join the throng later. I
undersiand they’re keepin’ up these noises
until about three o’clock im the morning.
There's a huge supper on the schedule for
one o’clock, im the banquetin® hall, Let’s

{ have a hreather while we can.”

“We need it,” said Bruce drily.

He was quite ready to accompany Lord
Dorrimore to the library, never dreaming
that this wmove had Theen previously
arranged. They found the great, book-lined
room quiet and sombre after the glare of
the other part of the castle.

A log fire was crackling in the huge open
grate, sending forth flickers which played
rather eerily upon the black beams ‘over-
head. Only one electric light was gleaming,
a standard lamp on the central desk, with
a heavy shade. This left the greater part
of the room in dense shadow, relieved only
by the lurid flickers from the fire.

“Ah, mnice and peaceful here!*? sighed
Dorrie, as he fell back into an easy chair.
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“Whisky-and-soda, old man? 1elp
self. Yes, I'll have one. Thanks!”
Bruce poured out & couple, and they lit
their cigars.
the faintest sound of the guests,
areat room was completely isolated.
“I'm awfully glad you’re here, Dorrie,”’
sald Bruce.
prise. It was a bit embarrassing wnen 1
first came and found all the youngsters in
possession; but I've got over thut now.”
*“0Of course, thev know all about that—
well, you know what I mean.”
“Yes,” said Bruce. “They
have the whole story pat.”
“Well, why not?’ asked Dorrie,
whole county knows about it, Harry.
time's a great soother. By the way, are
vou guife sure about DMuriel?”

your-

This

seemed to

“The

“Sure?? asked the other, with a start.

“What on earth—"

“I mean, about her death?” said Dorrie
carclessly, “I've heard that the accident
was only fatal to her husband, There's a
chance that she's alive.”

Bruce leapt to his feef.

“Alive?”? he echoed hoarsely. “Good
heavens, Dorrie! You don't mean *  He
dropped back with a hopeless gesture.
“Forgive me, old man. But I wish you
wouldn't say things like that. If only

there was fthe slightest gleam of real
hope—-"’

*Awfully sorry, Harry,” said Lord Dorri-
more, with concern. *1 ought to have been
more careful. What we need i3 the old
toundhead. Me'd tell us the truth.”

*The Roundhead?” repeated DBruce.
““Amazin’ chap,” said Deorrie. - “One of
our family spectres, you Kknow. He's
supposed to appear at about Ohristmas
time, generally at midnight. Accordin’ fo
the old legend, he's the ghost of one of
the old Roundheads who drifted into the
castle in Cromwell’s time. DMy worthy
ancestors--yours, too, if it comes to that—
saved a lot of his men,
apparently an officer—was so grateful that

he decided to haunt the place.”’
“Queer kind of gratitude, isn’t it?”

“Not a bit,” laughed Dorrie. * This
Toundhead is as harmless as a kitten. Just

saunters in when he pleases, you know, anid

brings good news, That’s just the point,
Ite only appears when there’s something
decent to dimpart. DMost ghosts foretell

death, or somethin’ like that. Of course,
we wouldn't stick an apparition of that
sort. We're rather particular”

Henry Bruce laughed.
“Have you e¢ver scen this
ghost?” he asked.

“Well, to tell the truth, I haven't,”
admitted Dorrie. “But you know what
thése legends are. Come to think of it,

remarkable

In the library there was not:

“A perfectly delightful sur-;

An’ i

“embers of the fire.

And this old boy— |

LIBRARY @ &:

Miss Halliday a minute or two ago. I
wonder if there's some good news——-""
“Please, old 1wan,” said DBruce quietiy.
“I'm not over sentimental, but I rather
look upon “that subject as sacred. I'm
afraid you're freating it rather too lightly.”’
“My infernal clumsiness again!” grunted
his lordship. “Forgive me, Harry. Some-
low I’ve got an idea that you're as much
in love as ever. Oh, well, I'll leave you
alone for five minutes, if vou don’t mind!”
he added, gefting to his feet. *Stay here
until! T come back.”

“Right you are,” said Bruce, nodding.
Dorrie went out and closed the door,
leaving Henry Bruce alone in the great
roonm.  Within a few seconds he was sunk
deep into a reverie. He sat in the enormous
chair, gazing absently into the flickering
It was not difficult to

guess the trend of his thoughts.

Boom, boom, boom!

Subconsciously Bruce heard - the great
clock tolling out the hour of midnight. e
didn’t shift from his position. Between his
finmers this cigar idly sent up a curl of

blue smoke.

Clank!

Bruce started. Somewhere in the dense
shadows of the room a peculiar metaliic
sound had disturbed the stillness. Bruce
started up and looked. Then he leapt back
a pace and caught his hreath in.

“Who's that?’ he asked huskily,

With that same clank a strange figure
seemed to materialise out of the very
shadows, And Bruce felt a gueer sensation
aszail his skin as he recognized the familiar

form of a Cromwellian Roundhead. There
was something weird and extraordinary
about this apparition., particularly as it

had appeared almost immediately following
Lord Dorrimore's reference {o the legend.

“Fear not!” came a soft voice, a voice
which seemed peculiariy unreal. “1 come
with tiding~ of happiress!”

CHAPTER XVIL.
ALL'S WELL.

ENRY BRTUCE
at the figure
dazedly.

“Who are
sharply.

starcd
rather

you?”
he asked “What
irickery—"
“Unworthy thought!”
claimed the figure reproachfully.
seldom find I the opportunity to appear
within these walls. Too seldom have I
joyous news to proclaim. And you, Henry
Bruce, are not the man to deny my tongue.”
Bruce felt that he was suffering from a
delusion, This thing was altogether too

ex-
““ Alas, too

it's rather rummy that 1 should mention | fantastic., He wanted to rush forward and
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xet to close grips with this singular visitant.
But somehow he was held where he stood.
- He could only stare.

“Are you man or spirit?’? he demanded
hoarsely.

“Neither!” said the figure solemnly. “I
am :10 man, since flesh and blood is unahle
to materalise from darkness. And I am
no spirit, since spirits are denied the power
of specech. But I brirg news. In your
poor ignorance you believe that your Muriel
i3 dead. Yet I tell you she is living.”

‘“Gouod _heavens!™ = ejaculated  Bruce
aghast. :

“Go you to the great room in another
part of the castle,” said the apparition.
“Look closely, and there you will find your

lost one. Could any tidings be of greater
joy than these?”
yruce was dazed. Before he counld put

any further question, or move a step, the
Thing seemed to vanish. He passed a hand

over his eyes, and looked again., He was
staring « into the shadows. There was
nothing, With a husky ery he tottered

forward. But that section of the great
library was devoid of any presence.
The "door opened, and Dorrie bustled in.

“Hallo?’’ he exclaimed briskly. “What
on earth—— What’s the game, Harry?
Explorin’ the room?®” |

Bruce turned, his face flushed and his
eves gleaming.

“PDorrie, I think I'm going mad?’ he

said tensely.

“IWhat rot!” said his lordship.

“Just now I fancied I saw somebhing—
that infernal Roundhead of yours!” ex-
claimed the other. “I{ must have been a
delusion; but I'!l swear—— It spoke to me,
too. 1 can’t seem to realise It was
all over in less than a minute. I must have
dreamed it.”

Dorrie looked gquite concerned.

“Don’t you bvelieve it,” he said firmliy.
“That's just one of the old beggar’s tricks.
e only appears for a moment or two at
a time. But what’s the good news? He
always brings glad r2

“He said that Mariel is alive!” muttered
Bruce, with a catch in his voice.

“By the Lord Harry!’’ shouted Dorrie.
“Then it’s true? You can count on it,
old man. Rather a pity he didn’t say where
you could find her—-"

“But he did!” gasped Bruce. *“ e said
that I should find her in the drawing-room.
Dorrie, it's madness! It's nothing but my
crazy imagination, Your words must have
preyved on my mind. Oh, this is ecruel—
eruelt I never dreamed that I was sub-

{22

ject to such ha!lucinat_ions.
Bruce’s distress was =0 acute that Dorrie
quickiy crossed over to him, and took him

round the shoulders. |
he said softly.

“ Steady, old son!” _
“Don’t take it like that. Honestly, it wac

| swarming over him.

no delusion. Take my advice, and 2o to
the drawing-room.”’

Bruce looked at him with staring, wide
eyes. :

“Dorrie!” he gasped. “What—what are
you .saying?”’

“Go to the drawing-room,” repeated his
lordship quietly. *“It’s never wise to dis-
believe that old- Roundhead. Go along!”?

He gently propelled Bruce to the door,
and a moment later Bruee was fairly
running down the great corridor towards the
drawing-room. There had been something
in Dorrie’s manner which sent his heart
leaping within him, His common sense told
him that he was_ acting like a madman.
But nothing could stay his progress, His
brain was in a tumult.

Reaching the drawing-room, he burst
through the great doorway and paused,
drawing in his breath with a gulp. He
stood there, clutching at the heavy
curtalns against the doorway.

And his heart sank like lead within hini

The drawing-room was just the same as
when he had left it—full of noisy voung
people. Handforth & Co. were monkeying
about near the fireplace. Irene Manners
and Doris Berkeley were laughing and
chatting with the other girls against the
big Jounge. But there was ncbody else.
The drawing-room contained no added
figzure.

“Fool!"”
kinown!”

He was pale and shaky. e felt that
he had been tricked and defrauded, bub
only by his own hallucination. 1le turned
to go, but some of the fellows caught sight
of him and rushed round. ‘

groaned Bruce. I might have

“Here he is!?’ shouted Regrie Pitt.
“Come on, Mr. Bruce—"

“No, mno!’”” panted Bruce. “I don’t
fecl o

“Rats!” yelled Handforth. “Blind man’s

buff! You’re blind man!”

It was useleSs to resist. They were
In a moment a band-
kerchief was fastened over his eyes, and
he was thrust, reeling, into the middle ot
the room. Ie hearii a rush of feet, the
whisk of skirts, and then everything was
uncannily silent.

“I can’t join in this!” muttered Bruce
desperately.

He tore the handkerchief from his [ace
and stared. The great drawing-room was
empty, save for himself and one of the
airls. Just one of the jokes, of course.
She was half turned away from him-—a
slim, slight figure.

Bruce gulped. She was facing him., For
a moment he believed that he had gone
out of his mind. It was Muriel! XNot the
Muriel as he pictured she might be to-day,
but as she had been ten years earlier.
Exquisitely pretty, with delightful curls aund

fq;“ly

Lenid
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those wonderful eyes of hers. She looked
just as young and charming.

“Am I sane?? breathed Ilenry DBruce.

But exactly ten seconds later he no
longer doubted his sanity. One touch and
e knew the truth,

Bruce's brain refused to work, but he

knew that a miracle. had happened.

. ¥ . . . » L

Lord Dorrimore raised his glass high.
‘ *Now then, all together” he said cheerily.
‘Here's to {he happinexs of Harry Bruce
and his fiancée!’?

*Hurrah!”

A rousing cheer went up, and glasses
clinked. It was 2 a.m, and the supper
party had just sat down in the bangueting
hall, On either side of Lord Dorrimore
sat Henry Bruce and Muriel Halliday. And
Lord Dorrimore had taken the opportunity
to announce the engasement.

Everybody was feeling in the hishest of
apirits.  The boys and girls were particu-
larly pleased with themselves, for it was
THE

;!

owing to their efforts that this Christmas
had brought such happiness to two people.

“There’s one thinzg that’'s puzzlinzg me,”
said Bruce, after he had replied to the
toast. “What about that Reundhead? In
the light of what's happened, I can’t believe
it was a real ghost.”

“Guilty, m’lord!” grinned Nipper, stand-
ing up.

“IWas it vou, jyou
ejaculated Bruce. :

“Well, we had to do something to break
it gently, you know,” smiled Nipper. “Ilt
was Dorrie’s idea. Ife fished-out the old
relics, and I struggled into them. Of
course, I was hiding up that end of the
library all the time—7’

“That’s cnough!” interrupted Bruce, with
a snort. “Well, I've often heard of people
being blind, but I never knew 1 was a bat
until fo-night!” '

And the revels proceeded, and nobody
thought of going to bed untii nearly dawn.
Without question the Christmas. holidays
had proved a time of happiness for-all.

END.
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{(Y¥OTE.—If any reader writes to me I shall
be pleased to comment upon such remarks
as are likely to interest the majority.
ANl letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor, THE
NFPL30N LEE LiBrARY, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London E.C.4, Every
letter acknow]edged has been personally
read by me, and I thank each writer mosd
heartily. But although all letters aiflord
me an equal amount of pleasure, I am
reluctantly ecompelled 1o econfine my
individual replies to those of general
interest,—E.S.B.)

An idea has just occurred to me., In
fact, it’s what I might call a star idea.
No, m not bragging. But as this idea
happens i{o concern stars, you 11 soon gef
the hang of it. And you're quite: wrong
when you deduce that I'm going to talk
about astronomy. FPm not g'oing to rise
above your heada like that. In fact, I
couldn't, because my own Knowledge of
astronomy Iisnw’t anything like so compre-
hensive as Professor Tucker’s.

*. » o

Now about those starz. Hitherto,
has been nothing {o distinguish one of
your extra special letters frem the ordinary
run of .correspondence. Of course, ALL
your letters are jolly welcome, but now and
again I receive a grubby, mauled, pencilled
atroeity which has probably been carried
ahout for weeks in the pocket of the writer
—doubtless waiting for the wherewithal to
purchase a stamp, Affer being thrown in
the gutter once or twice and trodden on
occasionally it finally reaches my hands.
I think X ought to kecp a pair of gloves for
Jetters of this kind.

¥ L ] X

Now, on the other hand, I get letters—
much, mueh more frequently—of exactly the
opposite type. That is to say, letters of
outstanding merit—letters written in perfect
English, or excelling in penmanship, or
generally meritorious. 7Then again, 1 get
Jetters which make no pretence to bhe neat
or grammatically perfect, but which never-

theless  fairly  bristle with downright
hraininess. And really, 1 think these
exceptional letters should receive some

sort of special recognition, even if I can't
spare space for an individual reply. So
in future, when I receive a lefter which

tliere_

r EDWY SEARLES i &
BROOKS CHATS f{gf
To Hus READERS 'ﬁ* i

jumps out of my morning maﬂ and hils
me in the eye Pl put an asterisk against
it, just to let everybody know that it’s a
corker. Naturally, you Eknow that an
asterisk is a star, don’t you? This thing *.
If you ever see that litfle chap after your
name yow'il know that TI've starred your
letter., You’ll know that I’ve placed it in
the front rank. Of course, all the other
writers will simply go green with rage, but
if I put a star against every name the
idca wouldn't fizz at all. 1 shouldn’t be
surprised if one or two stars are knocking

about in the acknowledgements given
immediately below,

" P 2
Mervyn Varnadine (Maylands, W,
Australia), 3071 (Glasgow), R. Linford

(Princes Gate, Kensingion), Harold Winfer
(Worthing), John Francig Tyler (South
Hackney), Elenor Lees (Sydney), L. Smith
(Hudde"sﬁeld) Alec William Wigley
(Battersea), Betty** {Melbourne), H. Tonge*
(Kearsley), Harry Sainson (Beeding),
S. H. Yeo (Wallasey), Good Luck (Luton),
John R. Holt (Wallasey), Stanley Nelson
(Cleetherpes), F. O, Critehley (Liverpool),
G. Larrett (Woodbridge), The TUnknown
(Bradford), Darling (Falkirk), George
Burgess (Selsey), A. J. Southway* (Farn-
borough), Member No. 25383 (Poplar).

You’ll notice that I’ve given Betty, of
Melhourne, two stars for her lefter. No, it
isn’t because she belongs to the fair sex,
so don’t you get any silly ideas of that
sort. Her letter was not only exceptionally
weil written, but the composition was equal
to the e¢aligraphy. Also, she must have
taken immeasurable pains over it. 1 think
it will be a good idea to * double-star?’
any letter that is even better than these
special ones. 1It's a sort of hallmark. So
when you write to me next time {ry fo
make your letter a sterling one.

» o -

Now for some replies. As one {ellow said,
there’s t{rouble coming unless I stick fo
my Jjob. There’'s a fat lot of satisfaction
for you if I £I1 these pages up with non-
sense of this kind, isn’t there? By Jove,
I’'m at it again, too! Bubt don’'t worry;
I'm chained to the typewrifer, and there’s
no escape. I'm padlocked here until I've
polished off these current letters. The
first one that deserves mention i3 from a



I don't
think it would be quite ecricket if I did,
because I'm going to quote some of his

fellow I can't name. At least,

words. Here they are: < ¥or the last fwo
vears my parents have refused me reading
Tug MrisoN LEE, but nevertheless I
managed to smuggle a copy indoors every
week. The other day I thought of an idea
of proving to them what the old book really
was, So I showed them one of your
“PBetween Qurselves,” and they read it and
hecame immediately impressed. Then
they bezan reading your stories, and
were  still  further  impressed. Thanks,
old man. I hope your parents are now
regular readers. I'm afraid lots of people
condemn our paper unread, in spite of my

repeated returns to the attack. 1 use
that word “attack”™ deliberately, because
I don't want anyhody to think for a
moment that I'm defending myself. I take

a pride in my stories, and always try to
make them clean and honest. Anyhow, it
does my old heart good when I think of
the tens of thousaunds of wonderful pals
I’'ve discovered all over the world. And
now I'm talking to you all generally, let
me wish you A Happy and Prosperouz New

Year. We're goinzg to have some jolly
good times bhefore next Christmas comes,
aren't we? I think you all know that I
fairly revel in writing these schoolboy

stories every week, and when I know that
I’m pleasing you 1 feel just like that eold
erandfather you've seen in advertisements.
But I'm not nearly so ancient. In fact, I'm
only a Kid.
L [ w

At least, that’s what some people {tell
me. They've actually called me an over-
grown schoolboy., Like their blessed nerve,
ian’t it? You wouldn’t believe what I have
to put up with. I'm dashed if some of
you recaders don't write and tell me the
same thing. Oh, corks! I'm wandering
off again, after I distinctly told you that
. I was chained to those letters.
& n "

I'li admit, Betty, that I DID shy like
a frightened horse when I first took your
letter out of the envelope. But as ['ve
given you two stars for it, I don’t think
you need fear my wrath. Wrath, indeed!
I should b2 a pretty boorish sort of heggar
if I got wild at a letier that must have
taken you two or three whole evenings to
write. It was entertaining, too—every
single line of it. And not once did I frown,
although your personal hints were more or
less—well, personal. But why should 1
mind? Some fellows write to me and call
me anr oid joszer. Others tell me I'm
getting lazy, anmd that I'm an old bounder.
(That's one of your remarks, Lionel, my
fad). In fact, I'm so used to these personal
tovghes that I like 'em. When it comes

to that I have never noticed any particular |

. Unknown, 1

starchiness between rea! friends. It’'s &
tot better when we just let ourselves go.
As for that wish of yours, Befty, I'm
hanged if you're not going to get it. And
a lot sooner than you hoped for, I'll bei.
Next week there's a new series starting,
and if Handforth doesn’'t come up to the
scrateh in the third or fourth story he'll
probably come up to the scratch in the fifth
or sixth. But he wants a Iot of persuading.
You know what an obstinate beggar he is.
Oh, ves! Do 1 like hot crumpets with
biackcurrant jam? You might as well ask
me if 1 like breathing. And don’t forget
to write again. But you shouldn’t make
your letters so ridiculonsly brief, Let’s
have a lonz one next time. :
% % -

Awfully sorry, Good Luck, but it's not
much use asking me how Tinker came to
be with Sexton Blake. Perhaps you had
better write to the Editor of “The Union
Jack Library.,” He’s an awfully nice chap,
and he’ll answer your question in next fo
no time.

@ B L
There’s no need for you to worry about
those back numbers, John R. Holt, All

the stories you want will be published in
Ty MoNSTER LIBRARY, sooner or later.
However, if you are defermined to make
your set of the Old Paper complete from
No. 1, 1 dare say you will have a chanee

of obtaininr the back numbers when the
League magazine starts. You'll be able

to advertise for back numbers then, hut
only, of course, if you are a League
member yourself,

L % ¥

The next time you write a letter to me,

wish ¥ou'd write in English.
That thing you sent was all gibberish. How
can I read that stuff? Even when I held it
in front of the mirror it was still pretty
awful. Ry the way, aren’t your initials
S. 7.2 Or was that effusion froin your
brother?

% L &

Yes, Darling, girls ean join The 8t
Frank’s League. 1 say, that looks pretty
had, doesn't it? But if these fellows WILL
give themselves such funny names what
am I to do? All the same, I've zot an
idea that this particular fellow is a member

of the fair sex. The League is open to
everybody, every sort of age and every

sort of sex,
& L3 *

You sign yourseif A Staunch Supporter
Always,” A, J. Southway. In fact, you
tell me that it is your motto. In that case,
why weren't you a member of the League
witen you wrote your letter? Anyhody who
wants to PROVE his lovalty to Our Paper
must join the League. So all you laggards,

buck up.
E.5.B.



A Gripping New Tale of Detccttve Ad-
venture, introducing SEXTON BLAKE

“and T]NKER.

CONCLUDINQ INSTALMENT

EILBURG 1eplaced the receiver of
the instrument and stepped back
" sulienly,

“HHave a cigarette, Mr. Blake,”
said Clodie. with a cheerful grin., “1I guess
if we could only have this- gleeful stunt
iiimed we’d sure make lots of dollars. I'm
a bit in the dark still, anyhow. What
happens, anyhow, when th&.e police guys
start their big push!”

“They’ll dlucmer to their «’ld
nend, that instead of being the trappers
they’ll be the trapped. 1\11'. Clodie,” said
Sexton Blake. *““Every person whose name
appeared on that murder-list. has been
warned and i prepared. 1 am hoping it
will be a bloodless affair, but in Kamfak
thay Is 100 much to hope. Instead of the
royalists being in gaol before dawn, I am
expecting a fine haul of secret police and
Sarjoites. We have our lists of these
gentlemen, and we shall be bhusy.”

e Before I abgdicate and hop off the merry
old throne, colonel,” said Tinker, “I’ll give
a last command. Lock up Mr. Vulburg.”

“ Certainly, king,*»’ grinned Blimp
“Gawsh! I never took 2 command I liked
better. He's put a few in clink in his time,
s0 we'll see how lic likes it. A firing-party
at dawn, I suppose. Come on, Veilburg,
my lad, you’ve heard the king’s ordern and
your number’* up.”’

Blimp went clanking off with his prisoner,
and Tinker had a slight fit of hysteries,

“Well, it’s a fine thing to be able to
lavgh a bit,”” he said. 15§ ought to have
been a ng, that’s a fact. But what shal]
we do with the gurys now we’ve got ’em,
guv’nor? We can’t very well shoot or hanrr
them.?”

‘““No, but we ean deport them, young ’un,
and allow them enough to live on outside
Carlovia on their ill- ﬂotten gains, and make
it a death penalty if 'théy
return,” caid Sexton Blake. ¢ The French
t.:mernmunt will be only too glad to keep
a watchful eye on them if we send them to
France. The secret police, of course—the

a_swunie.h-. you,

attempt 1b

rank and 0le, that is—will be disbanded.
There’s a Int to be done yet, a great deal.
I'm expeciing the editors of the two news-
papers, and "1 have a couple of leading
articles 1o dictate to those two ventlemen
wiieh will astomsh them as much as they
will astonizsh Carlovia when they appear in
print.”’?

““Shall T go and see Peter,

¢ If you like, young ’un,”

 And what shall T tell him?” ,

Sexton Blake laughed. “X leave that to
"Tinker,” he apswered. 1t makes
little differcnce.?? |

Celia wus with her brother. Scared-look-
ing servants were standing aboub the corri-
dors wondering wiat had happened, but
they fled at the sight of Tinker, whom they
took to be tune king. Celia was with her
brother. At the sight of Tinker's grin,
('elia clapped her hands.

““Ihat have you done, Billy?’’ she cried.
“I know it's good news, but what have you
done?®?

“ Made your brother a real king, if he'll
wake up and get on with it,>” said Tinker.
““I’ve jugged the lot, Peter. I've got the
whole of your supreme eouncil in clink,
Darro, Sarjo, Bizer, Zuss and the ;ecretary,
and chucked Ve11burg in to make up the
half-dozen.?

“ Jerusalem! You—-—
mild, Billy,”” said the king.
wito arrested ’em?™ '

“Qld1- Blimp, my son; and I sacked Zuss
and made him a colonel on the spot, so
you'll have to stick to that, Peter.” Your
cousin was quite rude to me, so I started
the bhali ro]hncr by arresting him. Then the
old guy in the “corsets went off the deep end
and started gassing that he was boss of the
Royal Guard, and he went through it. I
think Brentschi smelt a very big rat, for
he sneaked out and tried to telephone to
Veilburg that the game was up. And I gue
you my word, old son, it was up. Dear us!
I’ve enjoyed m;;elf Tt's rattling good fun

guvnory?

Here, draw it
““Who—1 say

to be a XKing nometlmeq Celia. You're not
savage bLegcausze I Jugged your princely
| cousin,

are you?



¢ And they didn’t saow you wasn't teter,
Billy?*’

“They know who I am  right enough
now,” said Tinker. ¢ Veilburg had got it
and £o0 had the other police-boss, Nalderg,
At the witching hour of midnight, when
churehyards yawn and graves give up their
dead, the rest of the fun will start. The
gny'nor made \’ei‘.burg pluff Nalderz over
the ’phone that you'd signed that wine-tax
thing, and the police were only waiting to
ltear that and were ull ready for the hig
round-up. And don't be rattled becausec 1
roped in your roya. cousin, Peter. He's
@ bad lot, and when I told them 1 wouldn’t
sign the thing, he was the first fo go for
me, which shows he knew all about the
murder plot and was keen on it.”

““ Gosh!” exclaimed his Majesty., ¢1]
alwayz thought Darro an ass, but { never
dreamed e was sueh a dirty rogue. Where
do I come in, then?”

“Qh, take my tip and sit tight till morn-
ing, and give me a chance to dye my hatr
and get rid of fthe padding,”” said Tinker,
“I've abdicated, but you'd better let me be
king a bit longer, though I don’t want any

power. My guv'nor will do the necessary
bossing. Anyhow, we've busted the junta,

Peter, and you’ll be the «nlk of all Europe.
They'll take off their hate to you and
wonder how you did it, and to-morrow all
will be cheering you, except the

the wearing of the green
to-night,”

“What do you mean by that., kid?”
grummbled Peter. ““It': roften to keep me
in the dark like this.”

“How conld I tell you what I didn't
know mysell, silly? It's the guv'nor’s
sfunt. 1*\er:, loyalist wili wear a

mask, and those who wear masks of another
colour will be asked the reason why

Carlevia
sSarjo erush. It's

CONCLUSION,

XCEPT on opera nights and holidays,
the eafés and restaurants of Kamfak
closed their deoors at midnight or
earlier when their proprietors found

that business was not too flourishing. A

bleak wind blowing from the mountains
made people hurry back to their homes,
and before eleven o’clock the chilly streets
seemed practically deserted.

They were not deserted, however, for here
aud there men lurked in the shadows, w aiting
for the cathedral clock to chime twelve,
They were Veilburg's myrmidons, members
of the secret police, armed with revolvers
and carrying jemmies to force open doors If
their demands to be admitted in the name of
the king were refused.

Suddenly the clapper struck the bell, and
the first stroke of midnicht boomed out over
the town, and there was a gentle tapping at
doors and ringing of bells. Most of the
dcors were opened without any delay, and

green

went 11, and kKamfak was quiet

tire police
enough except for tiie humming of the night

wind through the telegraph wires and the

occasional barking of a dog.

An hour later light sleepers were
awakened by an unaccustomed sound, as «
troop eof the LRoyal Guard cantered down

the Grand Promenade. The eathedral clock
chimed one, and then followed a more un-
accustomed sound, for the great bell of the
cathedral began to toll. In an instant the
sleepers had awakencd, and windows were
thrown up.

In the main street, in the glare of the:
arc lamps, nothing was to be seen e¢xcept a
troop ot the Royal Guard, with the big
Lnglishman at the head, riding slowly fo-
wards the palace, From the crowded
windows, as the bell continued to toll, people
shouted to each other to know what was the
matfer. Then, driven slowly, came a motor-
car from one of the newspaper ollices, with
a placard on each side of it, a placard
that made the amazed citizens of Kamfak
wito sasw it rub their asfonished eyes.

“FALL OF SARJO.

KING TAKES OVYER GOVERNMENMT,
SUPREME COUNCIL AND CHIEYF OF
POLICE ARRESTED.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

Kamfak buzzed like a hive of excited bees.
People serambled into their clothes, and the
bolder ones donned their masks and hurried
out. They armed themsclves, too, for it
was impossible for such an amazing thn.rr as
this to happen in Kamfak without tlglmnfr
and bloodshed. The curious thing was that
as yet there was scarcely a green mask to be
seen. The flesh- coloured ones predominated,
which had made it impossible to distinguish
between friend and foe.

Back rode the ftroopers of the ZRoyal
CGiuard, the big commander sitting his power-
ful horse like a statue. There was some
booing and some cheering. There were
troopers with machine-guns on the steps
of the cathedral, and it was whispered that
there were more machine-guns on the roofs
of the opera house and newspaper ollices
and at the palace g:tt-es.

All at once the cathedral-bell ceased toll-
ing and the erash of a gun soundeid from the
duegtlen of the palace. Then, as if by
magic, men in green masks seemed to sprina
from evc'r}‘where, and a great shout went
up:

2 The I{ing, the King! Death to Sarjo and
the junta! Peath tn tyrants and robhers!

The King, the King!”
Revolvers cracked and bullets whistled,
Nearly every

but there was little shooting.
man in the street who did not wear a green
mask found a man with a green mask Te val-
ling a revolver or automatic at his head
and being sternly told to hold up his hands.
The surprise was so great, and the coup so
unexpacted, that Lhere was little resistance.



Their weapons were seized and their masks:

taken away. They were ordered to shout:
*“Long live the king and death to Sarjo and
the junta!” and most of them responded
luastily.
“Ke¢ep to the pavemenis!” thundered the
captain of the Royal Guard.
Again ecame the crash of a gun. At mid-

night balf the arc-lamps in the main streets
of the capital were switched off, but now
they bhlazed onf.

“Phe king, the king!”

The distant shout increased into a roar of
Tt was

voices, for the king was coming.

=

not like those crowded windows, Sarjo had
fallen, and his fall meant that many people
would lose fat jobs and secret pay, and
some disgruntled Sarjoite might fire a bulle®
or throw a bomb from one of the windows or
even from the crowd, though with s¢ many
green masks there it would have meant a
lynching.

The memory of Peter’s statement that his
subjects were wretched shots and rarely hit
anything they aimed at was not very com-
forting. 7The mounted Guard parfed to let
him pass, and he rode his horse wp the
hroad steps of the cathedral, with Blimp at

2 ESe (| FALL OF SARJO!
ERRIN || XihG TRXES GVER
i LW'
& | rﬂl?EEHECﬂBﬁEM
BN (CRIEF € POLICE
: g7’} BRRESTED-

|G LVE BE KR!
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Driven slowly, came a motor-car from one of the newspaper offices with I
a placard on each sids of it, a placard that made the amazed citizens of Kamfak [

who saw, rub their astonished eyes.

Tinker, but few knew that it was not their
boy monarch in person. He rode alone and
bareheaded, wearing the uniform of Colone!
of the Guard, and his breast blazed with
medals and decorations belonging to Xing
Peter. Thirty yards away rode his one
attendant—a groom wearing the royal livery.

“Yong live the king! Long live .the
king! Well done, well done! Death to
Sarjo ¥’ | | 5 ‘ '

Hats were flung into the air, and hats and
handkerchiefs waved from t{he crowded
windows. Tinker nodded and smiled, but he
felt a chilly sensation at the back of his
spine, like a trickle of cold water, He did

his side. As they swung their horses round,
a searchlight from the roof of the opera
house was turned on Tinker. Blimp’s orders
were forgotten,

Cheering wildly, the crowd surged across
the square, and Blimp grinned the grin of
a man who has . atiempted a fremendous
task and accomplished it as he watched
how cleverly his troopers - forced the mob
of people back and formed them in a half-
circle round the steps, for Blimp had made
the Royal Guard a force to be proud of.

The green masks lent their aid, and hand-
ing Biimp a paper, Tinker gazed at the
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sea of masked faces, and waved his hand
for zilence.

“Chi-ike your best, Dlimp,” he said.
“You've got a voice like a giddy earth-
quake, so fancy you're drilling a bunch of
raw rookies, and let out. Tread on the gas
with both fect, as Clodie says, and let
her ript”

Sexton Blake, who had written the Royal
proclamation, and let the colonel read it
over beforchand, and now the colonel raised
hia terrific voice so that it reached the edge
of the crowd, and neatly, as Tinker said
afterwards, broke half of the windows 1in
Kamfak.

“To my people. .For many and serious

reasons unknown {o me and cunningly hidden |

from me hitherto, I have dismissed the
Supreme Couneil, and found it necessary fo
place the members under arrest, to be
dealt with later. For the time being, I
am assuming the supreme power, which 1is
my right, but only till I can gather round
me frue and faithful advisers.

“Tt is my wish that these advisers
clected by the choice and free will of you,
my people, and 1 pledge myself to accept
vour. choice freelv and loyally. At the
moment I can tell you little more, cxcept
that I lave commanded the secret police
to be at onece dishanded, and a force of
special constables will bhe sworn in {o-
morrow to take their place and maintain
order until other arrangements can be
made.”’

Blimp had to pause, for his mighty voice
was drowned in a torrent of cheers. Veil-
burg and his secret police were bitterly
hated, and the news of their immediate
disbandment was received with frantic
delizht. At last Blimp got going again.

“My people, citizens of my capital,” he
went on, “Kamfak has been called the city
of masks. The time has come when it must
lose that hateful name, ‘These foolish
quarrellings and bickerings and- this crazy
inzanity of murder must end. Let no man
be afraid to look another man in the face.
TLet uz be friends and brothers. Away with
vour masks, for 1, the King, command it.
Torget and forgive, and live like brothers,
for a new day has dawned for you and for
Carlovia. 1 am young, but you have many
wise and honest men among you. Choose
these men for me, and let them help to
guide me, for the welfare of my people and
of Carlovia.”

Amid a thunder of cheers masks were
torn away and flung into the air. In the
shadows of the porch, a girl, wrapped in
a dark cloak, clasped Sexton Blake's arm,
- and gazed at the vast crowd with shining
eyes,

“Isn’t it wonderful?” said Princess Celia.
“Oh, if it were really Peter!”

“It will be just as good if you keep Peter

be

R R
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up to the mark, my dear young lady,” said

Sexton Blake.

Tinker's fteturn to the palace was a
trinmph, Until dawn was breaking cheering
crowds thronged the streets and thronged
the cafés and restaurants, which had re-
opened and did a roaring ftrade. Well-
known loyalists and notorious Sarjoites
hobnobbed and drank together without their
masks which littered the streets. The dis-
banding of the secret police pleased almost
everybody, for Sarjo had bheen in the habit
of using them against friends as well as
foes, if the friend happened to become a
little too popular, powerful, or rich to
piease the members of the Supreme Council.

“If the junta has fallen and its power
is broken for e¢ver there is nothing to be
ant out of Sarjo or the junta,” thought the
Sarjoites. *And after all, there was too
much shootinz perhaps. This young king of
ours is a fine lad and a Dbrave one. Let
us see what the King can do, then. Let
us give him a chance. If he aets upon his
words, ali will be well; bhut Sarjo is
strong and cunning, and may beat him yet.”’

But Sexton Blake was even stronger and
more cunning. At the very time the crowd
was cheering Tinker a special train was
steaming out of Kamfak with Sarjo, Prince
Darro, Bizer, ex-Colonel Zuss, Mr. Secrefary
Brentschi, and Johann Veilburg, it’s very
angry and unwilling passengers. The {rain
was bound for the terminus, and had a
strong escort with the new eaptain of the
Royal Guard to see the members of the
junta across the Carlovian frontier,

“I have to inform you, gentlemen,” said
the captain, a3 he handed them their rail-*
way tickets and passports, “that your
estates have been coufiscated to the Crown,
but that a portion of the income, and not
an ungenerous portion, will be paid to you.
Your destination is Paris, where you will
report  yourselves to  the police.  Any
attempt to re-enter Carlovia will be punish-
able by death.”

“And we owe all this to that accursed
English spy and detective, Sexton Blake,”
said Darro bitterly. '

“It is my beliel that Carlovia will owe
much to him, prince,” said the captain of
the puard. “If your Excellencies will write
to me and give me lists of personal goods
vou wish for, I will do my hest to have
them sent on to you.”

Then the captain lighted a cigarette,
bowed. and left them.

Next morning the royal barber dyed
Tinker’'s hair. He was a puzzied barber,

hut he knew ifis place and asked no ques-
tions. The King was still in bed reading
the morning paper, and grinning over it
when the oid Tinker, without any padding,
looked in. .



“Hallo, Billy, old son!
doing all this last  night,” said ‘his
Majesty, with a grin. “Y seem to have
had a joliy fine leceptlon and that little
speechi of mine wasn't half bad. Why the
thump didn’t they shout or heave a bomb
at me, anyway?o?

* Because they’re a lot of silly chumps,”
said Tinker. I believe the Idiots are
actually beginning to like you.”

“Well, I suppose I'd better get up,” said
Peter. *“All Y can say is that your guv'oor
and you have gallons of sauce. You've
deported my Supreme Council and made me
promise to give .the beggars a Parliament,
not to mention sacking the police. 1 believe
I do understand you’ve done some jolly fine
things for me, old son,” he added, holding
out nis hands, “and I'll do my best all
the time if the rotten state affairs don’t
interfere with the fishing and shooting.
Tinker, you’ve been two bricks, you and
Mr. Sexton Blake, and not common or
carden bricks, but solid gold ones.”

“Well, you get on with it,” said Tinker.
“ Peter, I've got a word of advxce for you,
When you ﬂet a parliament you'll have a
cabinet and some weird old beans with
long whiskers and bald heads to wangle out
affairs of state and suggest to you what
to do. When in doubt, my lad, do a bit
of thinking for yourse}f and then don’t
sign danything until

“Until what?’

“Until you’ve
Tinker.

I don’t remember

asked your sister,”” said

On his return to London, Sexton Blake
was warmly congratulated at the Forcign
Office on his, success. The only thing the

heads of that important department of

state did not seem to like was the presence

i{} Kamfak of Mr. P. Clodie, of 1i'l old New
ork.

“I'm afraid you'll have {o put up with
that,” said Sexton Blake, with a- laugh.
“Clodie is a hustler but a real good fellow,
and he has large monetary interests therc.
He is to be appointed financial adviser to
the governmenf. As his own pocket will
suffer unless Carlovia suceceeds, I think it
a wise choice. Clodie is the kind of man
who knows what he wants, and generally
gets it.”

An extract from a letter written by his
Majesty King Peter of Carlovia to Tinker at
a later date seems to suggest that Sexton

‘Blake was right about the man from New

York.

“To close, old bean,”
“everything is quiet; no masks ahout and
no shooting in the streets. Celia sends
Kindest chi-ikes, and the fishing is not so
dusty. I’ve got a notion that that Yankee
guy, Clodie, wants to give my sister the
glad eye, and the worst of it is 1 don’t
think she’d mind if he did. As we owe him
pots of money, I can’t very well slice off
his napper or fire him out., I expect at the
finish I shall have to let him marry her,
though it will bhe an awiul punch to my
ro:,al dignity.  Taking him all round,
though, Arthur P. is quite a decent sort of
oonh and it may save having fo pawn fhe
Crown jewels, Blimp is fine., Come to the
wedding, son, and bring the governor with
you, and F'll give you both such a twister of
a joy-ride that you’ll never want to go
home.”

wrote the King,
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wough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal; It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for thic award. For each new
reader TWO complete forms are needed,
and these must be taken from copies of
the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the fime when the forms are sent in.
On one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C, and write
vour name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who
fills in Section €, crosses out Sections A

and B, and writes his name and address
at the bottom of the form. Now pin both
forms together and send them to the Chief
Officer, as above. One new reader will then
be registered against your name, and when
six new teaders have been registered, you
will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you
from sending in forms for two or more
new readers at once, provided the forms are
taken from the latest issueé of THE NELSON
LEE LiBRARY at the time when the forms
are sent in,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section-B, which has been revised for
this purpose. Every introduction they
make will be ecredited %o them, so that
when the Teague reaches the required
number of members, they c¢an exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions
with which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for id., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS
Spccml Sketch by Mr. Briscoe, for * The
- Neclson Lee Library,” of o

WARWICK SCHOOL
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Myton Road from The Butis, which it had

Warwick Sclool dates back to the time of } Myt
occupied since 1571. Modern science labora-

an egineerineg workshop,

Edward the Confessor. Im 1875 its modern, e
i j S
baths have since been added.

handsome buildings were commenced, and the | niing
o - : - - b
school moved to ite present site in the ! foothall
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5 An ett:aordmau offer

iv THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ‘

R

BOYS’

“ THE BRAND THE COWARI)

Do you I:ke a good boxmg tale, ]ads? Of coiirse you do!
- miss this grand new story Wthh is starting thls week in the

REALM 2d

This ripping namber, packed with footer, boxmg and racmg Stm’lcs, also
contains a Free Football coupon—the first of a new series. Save up these

coupons and win one of the REALM S

TWENTY FREE FOOTBALLS!

-7 L,

Qc:. you mustn 't

—

e
1

100 Different Stamps
’-- 2. Triangular Stamps

24~ page:Duplicate Alhum FREE

“absolutely free’™® Just re-
.gquest. our: ngII](HIS approvals on a p.c¢., whenr this
ﬁrm~ parcel *Wwill bg sent per return. uLlshurn &
#Townsend London Road, L:verpool

" «%s: EVERYTHING FOR »*

0 HomE GINEMATUGR"APHS‘

: iﬂ\ 4 Machines from 8{_6 t0.£12 125, and up-

] ,\; 4 Lighting Sets *E‘d all other Accessor-
PR agae 3> 188 tqr\“Home Cinemas of ali
™ sizes, Films from 1/- per 100f¢.,

| _ , -’A 10007 -length 7/~ post free,
:_Illupst.rated | ‘- FORD'S (Dept. A.P),
' ‘Lists FREE. ¥ 13, Red Lion Sq., London, W.C.1

Cau or Write, Entrance Dane Street., «

Stamn Outfit I‘ree-—S'? stamps, ruled duplicate

egnyclope, * pertumt:on gauge,
mount,s, pocket folder, to genuine applicants for
approvals No. 108 scnding postage.—B. Coryn,
St. :Vincent,. Lr. Island Wall, Whitstable, Kent.

14CT. COLD NIB BRITISH MADE
t ' . R

-

book, transparent.

—_— -

e 0T R A e

LEVER SELF-FILLING

P!
'\

Ae ,'F?J_‘a_ﬂ
:,E WERLELF B s

SAFETY SCREW CAP

Over 200,000 in use the Wortd over.-

‘The Famous FLEET PEN’

The World's Best Value in -Fountain Pens

GUT THIS OU T ssnanssnsassssussssncsennsas

NELSON LEE LIBRARY PEN COUPON VALUE Gd
Five-of these Couvons will+bg’accepted 1n part pa
ment for one of the above handsome FLEET FOUN
TAIN-PENS, ususgvalue 12/6, Fleet price 7/-, or with
5 coupons, onlv 4'6 net cash Ask for Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib. -Send direct 10

wards. » Acetylené;~ Flectric and (Gas-

‘same effect as an Qrchestra.

FAILS. Send stamp for
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Tid,

HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning succesas, Let the (m* an
§ System inecrcase your height. - Scond
_¥P.0. for particulars. andmur £100
e §uarantee to Lnquiry Dept“A.M.P.,
;. 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.

PRBB A RCQ P'Lckeb ‘of stamps. Azerbaid-
jan,’ .Braz:l*(}es lon, " Deccan, Egypt, Finland, "
Gwal iorl: Hung&ry, “India;~ Jamaica, Kenya,

‘Litwa, Mauritiusg; ngerla.*'Oceama Philippinks,
..-Quehmane; -
~Ubanei,*Victoria,- W&llia
Zanzi a.r *and a Triangle Stamp FREE.

Straus B '1‘mmncrm,,
Xpress, Yellow China,
Ask 'fm

apprmals —vICTOR B.&.HGROI‘T. Matlock

LI - T o .‘\

THE JAZZOPHONE

The inost fascmd,t,mg Musical™ Instrument “ever
invented. Exactly imitates the Cornet, Clarionet,
Saxophone, ete. Sounds: splend:d b:, itseif or
when accompamed by the Fiano, Gramophous. or
Wireless, - and .several playced togethcr have tlie
Also imitates animals
and other weird sounds. So simple that any-
one can play it at once without tha
slightest practice. Causes endless fun .and
amusemeng. With full instructions, post frec,
1/3, per Postal Order, or thrce for 3/ Obtain-

Reunmn

‘able only direct irom—THE IMPERIAL‘CO.

(L Dept.), 9-15, Oxford st., London, W.1,

Bi=

Complete

Height Increased
Course.

~In 30 Days.

No Appliances, No Drugs. No Diétl-u"
The Melvin Strong Sysiem NEYVELR
part.mmd:s

(Dcpt.S),10,Ludgul,eHi11.I.-qndoln j_:_nr:
Different Porelgn Stanlps
to coilectors asking fto see wy

120 famed approval seloctions. FREE

R. WILKINSON, . :: COLWYN BAY.

'BE SURE TO MENTION “ THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY ** WHEN COMMUNICATING

FLEET PEN CO0., 119, Fleot St., London, E.C.4. - --WITH ADVERTISEHS.

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictord, T Ama,lt:'llll'it«fld Press- (1922), Lid.,
The Fleetway House,- Farringdon. Strect, -London,. £.0.4, Advertiscment. Offices, The Fleotway
House, - Farringdon Strceb London, .E.C.4, Ticgistered for transmission by (Jﬂll&dlan magazine
05t Subsorm(mn Rates:

or South Africa: Central News Apen
Bossrs, Gordon & G')tt,h Limited:

No. 552.

, Limited.
wfor Canada -

‘Australia and New Zealand:
(Canada), Limited.
January 2, 1926.

Sc-]o Ag(nts for
ThHe Imperidl News Co.

D1

Inland andD%brmd 11/-"per annum; 5486 for six-months. -Sole Agents



