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Extra-Long St. Frank's Yarn this Week, Chums-Start Reading it Now! 

K.K. Parkington : the 
be-man of the Remove 
-in Jove ! How the 
Remove laughs-how 
you'll laugh ! - but 
there's more in it 
than meets the eye. 

CHAPTER 1. 

K. K. Causes a 
Sensation! 

T EDDY LONG 
took the letter 
011t of the rack 
a n d grinned. 

And when Tcck(y Long 
grinned it generally 
meant something uu
plea~ant. 

rr11e sq11at, t11hhy He
rnov itc was in the Jobbv 
of · the Ancient House 

, 
I • , 

at 8t. :Frank's. The September eve11i11g was 
dull, and a persistent, miserable drizzle was 
falling. Outside, through thf' open doonn\)'. 
tJwrc was a mournful vista of dripping cheGt

uut tn•es and wet gravel. 
Brown, sodden leave.~ 
were ly iug • untidily 
,1hrn1t. 

"F11nny thing K. K. 
didn't. 11otiC'e 
t.his at. ka-
tinw," m 11 t -
kre<I Long-. 

The Iette1·, of 
course, was 
not a,Jdressed 
1o him:-;elf. It 
wa8 1.3eJdom, 111-

deed, that lie 

rereive<l letters; Lut it ,vas 
01,e of his unplea.!-ant JittliJ 
habit5 to investig~te the 
letter-rack at frequent 111-
tervals, and to finger the 
\'arious missives whic·h hnp
JJe1l('d to he there. 

, Teddy had made an art of 
thit-. It mattered not to him 
whether the envelop~ was 
thin or thick: he could tell, 
hv the -feel alone. whether a 
letter ('Olltainect' UII l'ellC'Y 

'l/ llotes 01· not. Thc~e which 
/ di<l not-and t he_<.f'•, lll('I-

dentally. were in the va~t 
1najority-l1t• n·jectcd with a .~nitf. Hut 110'.V 
and again he would come acro~s one of a 
promising 11aturc 1 ancl althoug-h it was no 
,•arthl,v h1t:-:i111 1 :-::-: of Iii~. hr• wo11ld convey it in 
triumph tn the fellow to 
whorn it was adclr1·~~cd. 
Af tPr t l1a t he wo11 Id 
hoH'r ah011t expedamly, 
d2Pmi11g that lie had a 
ri~ . .d1t tr) H m1e 
of 1 lie ·"'I ,oi ;~. 

A::. a gei :er,t I 
r11lc. he ,vas 
c: 11 ·r t I y clis• 
mi~--ed ·a 11 ,1 
as~i!'itecl on his 
wav hv tl10 tne 
o f ~a ,vt·ll-
planted boot. 
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His school-fellows had rooted objections to 
having their letters mauled and fingered by 
this inquisitive young bounder. 

Archie Glenthorne, it seemed, ,,·as the cause 
of all t.he trouble; for on one famous occa
sion, terms ago, he had been rash enough 
-to whack out a ten-shilling note to Teddy 
in the exuberance of the mom·ent. Since 
then, Teddy had never ceased to hope. He 
1·egarded every letter as fair game. 

This present one was an exception. It was 
addressed to "l\ilaster IC K. Parkington " in 
a firm, feminine handwriting. There was 
obviously no cash in it, but Teddy was in
trigued on account of tho handwriting itself. 
The postmark, too, was of exceptional in
terest, for it informed Teddy that this letter 
lrnd come from Carlton, in Surrey. 

"One of IC K.'s giddy girl friends, back in 
l1is old school," grinned Teddy. "Not tho 
first time I've seen a letter like this, either!" 

His grin vanished, and a frown came over 
his face. He rubbed himself tenderly. He 
was still suffering from the effects of a right
hander which IG rby l{eeble Parkington had 
delivered with all his customary vigour just 
before tea-when he had found Long sampling 
a special cake in K. K.'s study cupboard. 

Here was a chance to get his own back ! 
K. K. was in the Common-room now and it 
would be 1·ather good fun to watch his face 
when he received that letter-in front of all 
the other- fellows. 

In 1nany respects, Teddy Long was an 
obtuse person. Handforth, of Study D, had 
frequently declared that Teddy's brain ha.d 
never succeeded in getting out of first gear, 
and was, in fact, nearly always in reverse. 
Handforth, being the proud owner of a Morris 
Minor, had a habit of using mechanical 
similes. If Teddy had paused to think at 
this moment, he would have put that letter 
back in the rack. K. K. was certainly not 
the kind of fellow to take kindly to what 
Teddy had in mind. 

But the sneak of the Remove never thought 
of these things until it was too late. There
fore, with a wide and unsavoury grin upon 
11is face, he barged into the Junior Common
room. 

"Letter for you, K. K. ! " he announced 
loudly. 

· Parkington looked up. He was in the midst 
of a game of Mah-Jongg, with Deeks, Goffin 
and Bonner-three of his henchmen. K. I{. 
was a veritable young giant, with a mop of 
fiery-red hair, and a face which expressed 
vigour, determination, and abundant good
humour. Not that there was much: good
humour on it now. 

"\Vhat's that?" he demanded. "Half a 
tick, Deeks, old trout! I want to chow that 
Red Dragon of yours-" 

"Ass!" said Deeks. "You can't chow 
Dragons. You can only pung 'em." 

"Well, pung, then," said Parkington. 
"But wait till I come back!" He rose to 
his feet, and the various other occupants of 
tho Common-room looked on with interest. 
·"Where did you bag that lctte1· from, Long, 
you fat worm?" . . 

"It was in the rack," replied Teddy, hold-
ing it up for inspection. 

"Nobodr told yon to take it out--" 
"And its from a lady!" grinned 'reddy. 
"Yon young toad!" roared I{. IC, lca•ping 

forward. 
"I thought that would touch you up a 

bit," giggled Teddy, dodging. '~It's from a 
young lady-and from your old school, too. 
It's got the Carlton postmark on it. The girl 
you left behind you, I suppose?" _ 

"Give me that letter!" roared K. IC furi
ously. 

His voice had taken on a note of savage 
alarm, and everybody else in the Common
room stared in astonishment. It was so un
usual for Parkington to lose his temper. 

"Here, I say ! " gasped Teddy, scared. "I 
-I didn't mean--" 

Crash! 
K. K., dashing at him, floored him with a 

single blow. Breathing hard, he grabbed the 
letter, nnd his face was pale as he looked 
at the handwriting. Then, without a word, 
he turned and hurried towards tho door. 

. "Here, what about our game, K. IC?" 
sang out Goffin. - 1 

K. K. did not answer. IIc went out and 
slammed the door. It wasn't so much an exit 
as a flight. 

"'Vell, well!" murmured Vivian Travers. 
"Our genial IC K. eeems to have Leen 
touched on the raw." 

"Can you blame him?" demanded Hand• 
forth warmly. "It's like Long's nerve to bone 
people's letters.'' 

"I'm htll't !" groaned Teddy, ,vrithing on 
the floor. "Help! Fetch the doctor! That 
-that brute's half killed me!" 

"Too bad!" said Nipper, the Remove 
skipper. "Steady on, Handy, this poor chap's 
half killed. We've got to do something about 
it. He needs assistance. Who's got the 
bigg<"st feet ? " 

'.' Handy has!" promptly yelled half a dozen 
v01ces. 

"Hi! Keep your feet to yourself!" howled 
Teddy, leaping up with remarkable agilitv 
for a half-killed -~erson. "You ratters·! 
Didn't you see how K. K. lashed into me?" 

"And serve you jolly we11 right, you in
terfering blighter!" said Nipper. "I've a 
good mind to lash into you myself-just to 
complete the good ,vork. You're too fond 
of taking chaps' letters out of the rack." 

· "I only disl it for a bit of fun," complained 
Teddy sullenly. "How was I to know that 
K. K. , ... ·ould go off tho deep end like that? 
That letter was from some girl at Carlton. 
I wonder what Vera \Vilkes would say if 
she knew?" 

There were a few chuckles, but most of 
the juniors frowned. It was well known that 
l(irby I{eeblc Parkington had a soft spot for 
the Houscmaster's daughter; and there was 
every reason to believe that Vera had rather 
a liking for K. K., too. 

"You'd. better dry up, Long," said Nippe!
briefly. 

"I don't see why I should," retort('d Teddv. 
"It isn't the first time K. K. 's had le~ter·s 
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from that girl in Carlton I I've seen 'cm 
before-and in the same handwriting, too!" 

"Rats! It may be his sister," said Harry 
Gresham. 

"Not likely! K. I{. 's people live in Wilt
shire," replied Teddy, who made it his busi
ness to know all these facts. "Carlton's only 
a little village-except for the school. \Vo 
all know that K. K. was at Carlton College 
before ho came here. And there's no girls' 
school thcrC', either. I'll bet that letter's from 
one of the housemaids!" 

"I th ink," said Harvey Deeks, getting to 
his feet, '' that we've liad enough of this 
young beast. Somo of us were at Carlton, 
too, and we know jolly well that K. K. never 
had any girl friends there." 

"Then who was that letter from?" jeered 
Teddy. '' The postmark was Carlton, and it 
was addressed in a girl's handwriting. You 
can't fool me! And it's no good trying to 
shield K. IC, either." 

"Shield him!" roared Deeks. "What the 
dickens are you trying t.o insinuate?" 
· "Nun-nothing!" gasped Teddy Long. "I 
-I didn't mean--'' 

"Oh, dry up, and forget the whole thing," 
interrupted Nipper. "Long was biffed by 
K. IC, and that ought to settle it. In any 
r:isc, we're going over to Carlton on Satur
day, and if }(. K. has got a girl friend there, 
he'll ho ablo to answer that letter in person. 
Tho sooner you learn to mind your own busi-
11ess, Long, the better." 

Nipper had his back to the door, and thus 
lie did not observe the entry of l{irby Keeble 
Parkin~ton. The red-haired junior had come 
in brisl{)y enoi.1gh, his face composed and 
ehccry. At Nipper's words, however, he 
halted, and a startled expression leapt into 
his eyes. Everybody stared at him in 
wonder. \Vhat was it that had caused hin1 
to express such consternation? 1.'herc was a 
silence in the Common-room-a tense, hushed 
6ilence. 

N ippcr glanced round, puzzled-until he 
snw I:. K. · 

"llallo !" he said. "I didn't know you'd 
come in again, old man." · 

"\Vhat was th~t you just. said, Nipper?" 
nsked K. IC quietly. "About going over 
to Carlton, I n1ean ?" 

''Why, the eleven." 
'' \Vha t do you mean-the eleven ? ,; 
"Football," said Nipper patiently. "The 

cricket season's over, old man. I've been 
in touch with Walton, the junior skipper of 
Carlton, and I've fixed up a match for 
Saturday." 

"Oh!" said K. K., as though crushed. 
"I thought you would be 1·ather keen on 

it," continued Nipper mildly. "I didn't say 
anything abou_t it to you or these pals of 
yours because I wanted it to be a bit of a 
surprise. You're all ex-Carltonians-" 

"I know,"· in~errupted Parkington. "All 
the same, you nught have told me about this 
n1~tch. I could have warned you." 

\Varncd n1e ? ,, 

"It's no good going to Cazlt.on," MIi 
K. K. almost desperately. "Oarltcn's ~ 
good enough to play again.,h St. Jf-r&nk'L 
The best thing you can do is to write t() 
Walton and scratch that match. He's a 
decent chap-he won't mind. Or perhap3 
he'll agree to bring his eleven over here 
instead." 

"You're flustered, old man, or you wouldn't 
have given yourself away like that," said 
Nipper quiet]y. 

"What do you mean?" asked K. K., 
startled. 

"WelJ, in ono· breath you say that Carlton 
isn't good cnou~h to play us, and in the 
next breath you intimate that the fixture will 
be quite O.K. if tho Carlton chaps como 
here. What you 1ncan is that you don't 
want us to play away, eh?" 

"No, I-I--" 
K. K. paused, corucious of the fact that 

all eyes were. upon him. Ile had gone very 
red now, and tho light of alarm in his eyes 
was stronger than ever. 

"I am sorry if I've upset you over this," 
continued Nipper steadily. "I didn't mean 
to, K. K.-I thought you'd be 1·athcr bucked, 
in fact, particalarly as I . want you to play · 
right-back. l'1n posting. the names to• 
morrow--" 

"You want n1e to play?" ejaculated Park
ington huskily. "You-you mean that I'm 
booked to go over to Carlton with the 
eleven?" 

"Exactly. A fixture is a fixture." 
"It's jolly decent of you t.o give me a 

place, Nipper, but really, I don't think I'm 
good enough," said K. K. "If you don't 
1nind, I'll stand down and make room for 
somebody else-somebody who can play 
better." 

If tho juniors had been astonished at 
Kirby Keeble Pa1·kington'a attitude at first, 
they were now dumbfounded. Such a state• 
mcnt from him was akin to a bombshell. 

CHAPTER 2. 
Peppery I 

N IPPER looked at Parkington very 
straightly. 

" Do you expect me to believe 
that?" he asked. "Ever since the 

footer season started, K. K., you've been 
training your hardest; you've been urging 
me to include y_ou in the Junior Eleven. And 
now, when I've given you your place, you 
calmly say that you're not good enough. It 
doesn't fit, old man." 

"I-I need more training," said K. K. 
feebly. 

"Well, I'm perfe~tly satisfied with your 
present for!Il, and I want you at right-back," 
1·etorted Nipper. "Of course, if you can give 
mo any definite and satisfactory reason why 
you don't want to play at Carlton, I' JI re
lease yo11. Merelr saying that you are not 
good enough is a waste of breath." 
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K. K. K. K. 's face cleared; hope showed in his 
eyes. 

"I've got a definite reason, ns a matter 
of fact," he said reluctantly. "I was hoping 
you wouldn't press for· it, old sardine. The 
,fact is-well, I 1nean, Carlton's my old 
school." 

"Go hon ! " said Nipper sarcastically. 
"Walton's a pal of mine-or was," went 

on K. K. "At least, I know him to speak 
to. Somehow it doesn't seem to be right 
that I should be included in a team that's 
visiting my old school. Understand? It's 
sort of •:playing against the chaps I used to 
play with. So you can leave me out, sweet
heart." 

Nipper grinned. 
"And is that what you call a reasonable 

and satisfactory excuse for oot playing ? " ho 
asked.. "Rats, K. K. l Rubbish! You'll 
have to think of something better than that, 
old, man! Hang it, there's nothing in play
ing' against your old school, is there? You're 
a ·St. Frank's chap now, and you're a good 
full-back, and I don't want any more of these 
feeble excuse.a." 

For a fellow of K. K. 's resource he had 
certainly made a bad hash of this affair. It 
-was as clear as daylight that he had thought 
up a desperate excuse on the spur of the 
moment. ~ an cx-Carltonian he should 
have been all the more keen to_ play for St. 
Frank's-if only to show his old school that 
h,1 had made his mark at his new school. 

"It's not feeble," protested Parkington 
frantically. "Besides, I--I'm not feeling 
any· too well. I-I believe I've got a cold 
coming on. I feel all. shaky." 

"You'll be fit enough by Saturday," de-
clared Nipper. · 

K~ K. opened his mouth to speak, thought 
better or it, and charged out of the Common
room. 

His behaviour was _very strange. It wasn't 
so much that letter which Teddy Long- had 
brought in: the red-haired junior had clearly 
recovered his composure before returning to 
tho Common-room. His composure had 
been completely shattered by tho sudden nnd 
unexpected knowledge that he was booked to 
go over to Carlton on the Saturday. 

l?or some reason, known only to himself, 
he was desperately anxious to avoid his old 
school. None of the juniors could be blamed 
for connecting that letter with K. l{.'s atti
tude. It was- particularly significant that 
Deeks and Goffin and the other cx-Carl
t-onians were as puzzled as the rest. 

"Can't make it out," growled I-Iarvey 
Deeks, scratching his head. "Anybody might 
think that K. K. had a guilty secret-a dark 
past! The chap's acting as though he's 
afraid to go back to Carlton." 

"So he is," murmured Travers. '' The 
very thought scares him.'' 

"Well, I'm jiggered if I can understand 
it," put in Goffin bluntly. "l'1n ns keen as 
mustard to szo back for half a day and to 

look over the old surroundings. 
ought to feel the same." 

"It's pretty clear, my sons, that your red
headed friend has a skeleton in his cup
board," said Hand forth abruptlv. "The fact 
that you know nothing about it. doesn't prove 
that it isn't there. I wonder what the 
chump's been up to?" 

"I'll bet that letter could tell us!" snid 
Teddy Long, grinning. 

"Oh, let's drop the whole thing," said 
Nipper impatiently. "GiYe IC K. a rest, 
and he'll probably forget all this nonsense. 
After all, we don't want to butt into his 
affairs, do we? If he likes to have a little 
secret, let him." 

NOTHING more was said that evening, 
and K. K. himself was looking nor
mal except for the fact that he had 
become silent and thoughtful. 

He made no reference to tho match until 
the following morning, when he happened to 
meet Nipper in the Ancient House lobby. 
He hesitated, and then J{ave a queer little 
cough. It wasn't well done. It sounded 
forced. 

"Afraid that cold's developing, Nipper," he 
said huskily. 

"It doesn't sound particularly bad," 
replied the junior skipper cheerily. "You're 
a strong chap, K. K. ; you'll soon throw it 
off." 

"I'm game for to-morrow if you really 
want me," continued Parkington, "but, 
honestly, you'd better_ be thinking of a sub
stitute-just in case I crock up. I can't help 
feeling that this cold is g-0in~ to be bad." 

He sneezed violently, hastily clapped his 
handkerchief to his face, and walked away. 

"Funny!" muttered Nipper, frowning. 
Once . or twice during the day he noticed 

that K. K. gave an occasional sneeze. He 
irritated ~Ir. Crowell in the Form-room by 
his sniffing and snuffiing. As the day wore 
on, Nipp<rr became more convinced than ever 
that K. K. was "putting it on." The climax 
came after tea. 

It had turned out rainy again this evening, 
and the juniors were disgusted. Footer prac
tice had been brought to an untimely end, 
and the Common-room was cro,vde<l. Into 
this crowd camo Kirby l(eeble Parkington. 
lio was in a sorry plight. He was sneez• 
i ng violently, and his eyes were watery and 
red. · 

"Frightfully sorry, old boy, but I'm unfit!" 
he said between fits of sneezing. "lfeel 
pretty rotten." 

"That c.ol<l seems to have developed 
rapidly," remarked Nipper. 

"Never known anything like it," mumbled 
K. K. 

"I saw you in the passage half an hour 
ago, and you were ·all right then," continuecJ 
Nipper. "I'm sorry about this, Parkington." 

"Got a bit damp-out on Little Side," 
whispered K. K. huskily. "That's why it's 
developed so quickly-" He broke off to 
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sneeze v iole"l1tly. "I'd better report to the 
sanny," ho added ghunly. "What a life!" 

"You mean you can't play to-morrow?" 
asked Nipper grimly. 

"Afraid it's impossible, old n1_an-tho 
doctor's bound to keep me in bed," replied 
K. K. "Oh, my eyes! lly nose 1 I feel 
1·otten ! " 

·• You look rotten," said liandforth bluntly. 
I{. K.'s eyes ,vere running worse than ever, 

and ho was coughing and sneezing to such 
an extent that most of the juniors steered 
well clear of him. Nipper, however, went 
up to the patient and clapped l1im on the 
back. 

.. Buck up, old man!" ho said heartily. 
"If you get to bed early and--" He broke 
off, and a rather queer light dawned in his 
i,ycs. '' Y cs, if you get 
to bed early and sleep 
5otmdly you'll be all 
right for to-morrow," he 
went on. "You 1nustn't 
think of going into the 
sa.nny, I{. I{. Once 
there, they'll keep you 
thct·o over the week
end." 

•· Yes, I'm hoping-
I mean, I' 111 afraid they 
,,;ill," gulped I(. K. 
hastily. 

1-Ic staggered off to a 
corner and sat down, 
11smg his handkerchief 
with much ostentation. 
Jio did not observe 
Nipper's exit; still less 
did he guess Nipper's 
errand. 

rrho junior skipper had 
no desire to play an unfit 
man in an important 
match; but, at the Eame 
time, he wasn't going to 
bo hoodwinked. He 
wanted I{. I{. for right
back, ....-ttnd if K. K. was 
tit he wou]d have to 
play. Aud Nipper was 
very suspicious. 

He went straight to 
Parkington's study and 

-

,t ,, 

II 

===-

L 
was glad to find it empty. Ile closed the 
door behind him, and sniffed the air keenly. 
The suspicion that he had formed in the 
Common-room was now confirmed. 

"Pepper!" he muttered, •breathing hard. 
He examined the table without 1·esult; but 

K. K. had been careless over by tho cup
board. There was a fine sprinkling of pepper 
showing on tho polished mahogany top. When 
Nipper opened the cupboard itself, he found 
the pepper pot handy. 1 

What on earth should he do? 
The case was such an unusual one that the 

Junior skipper was nonplussed. liere was a 
junior, norma11y as keen as mustard on foot
ball, deliberatciy fnklnz illness jn order to 

g~t out of playing! Not exactly that, either. 
K. K. didn't object to playing so much as he 
objected to going over to Carlton College. 
All this trickery on his part was done with 
the one obje'!t of getting left behind. 

Obviously, he had drawn pepper into his 
nose, and he had sprayed pepper into his 
eyes. It was n. good stunt as far as it went. 
He looked exactly like a fell ow in the first 
stage.s of a bad cold in the head. 

"Well, l10's not going to get away with 
this bluff!" said Nipper grufHy. "If there's 
a good and valid 1·eason why he doesn't want 
to go to Carlton, why ~oesn't h,~ say so_? I 
don't like the look of this at all. 

Nipper's blood was up. He hated any kind 
of subterfuge. Frank and open himself, ho 
liked others to be open; and if they weren't 

K. K. seized the letter from 
the howling Teddy Long and 
dashed from the room in panic. 

he wanted to know the reason ,vhy. K. R". 
was the last fellow in the school ho would 
have suspected of deception. He had always 
thought I{. I(. a. thorough sportsn1an. 

He went back to the Common-room. K. K. 
was just on the point of reeling out, hand
kerchief to his face. 

"Better go and report ·straight away, old 
man," somebody was saying. "You're real1y 
bad." 

"Just a minute," put in Nipper. "I want 
a word with you, K. K. All this is ·very 
clever, but I don't admire you for it. If 
you don't want to go to Carlton, why can't 
;you say so ooenly, and give me a good reason. 
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I can't have much 0£ an opinion of a chap 
who fakes a cold as an excuse." 

"Go easy, Nipper," prote5ted Deeks indig
riantlv. "That's a bit thick, isn't it? K. K.'s 
been ·sneezing all oYor tho place, and his eyes 
arc watering liko fountains. A fellow can't 
do that sort of thing to order." 

"I-Io ca~ if ho uses pepper," retorted 
Nipper. 

"\Vhat !" went up a general shout. 
"llere, I say!" protested Parkington feebly. 
"Do you deny it? "asked Nipper. 
"I-I-- \V cll---" 
"\Vhcn I slapped you on tho back a littlo 

·while ago, I smelt pepper," said Nipper. 
"That made me suspicious, so I went to your 
study 'l'herc's pepper all over the top of 

"For goodness' sake don't make a mystery 
out of nothing,'' growled IC K. "I can't 
explain, but for prh·ate reasons it's impos
siblq for me to go to Carlton. Is that plain
or shall I repeat it?" 

"I'll cross your name off the list," replied 
Nipper briefly. 

"T_hanks awfully!" 

"4nd don'~ grumble, old man, if you're 
not mcludc<l m the eleven for our next biN' 
game," added Nipper. "If you don't play at 
Carlton you might not get into the eleven 
for months. It all depends upon the fellow 
who takes your place. If he plays a good 
game, he'll keep his position." 

"You're mad, K. K.," urged Deeks. "\Vhy 
tho dickens are you throwing 
away your opportunity? What's 
all this mystery? Why don't 
you want to go to Carlton?'" 

"I don't want to go!" re
torted K. K. "Am I obliged to 
give reasons?" 

"'I.1he fellows are susnecting 
that there's something fishy-" 

"Let them suspect!" roared 
Parkington, with a flash of 
temper. "Do you think I care? 
Blow the lot of them!" 

Edward Oswald Handforth 
pushed himself forward. 

" Are wo going to stand this, 
you Old-Timers?" he demanded 
noisily. "Are we going to let 
this fatheaded Red-Hot talk to u~ 
like that? Let's bump him!" 

"Hear, hear!" 
"Ho d~serves it for trying to 

fool us with that dud cold," said 
Travers. And before he could 
escape Kirby Keeble Parkingtou 
was seized by an excited crowd 
of Old-Timers and bumped hard 
and often. 

CHAPTER 3. 
The Remove is Amused I 

T HE Removites wero exas
perated because the whole 

~ "e;-\t::. -, thing was very akin to a 
~ Q~ storm in a teacup. Nobody 

the cupboard, K. K. ,vhat's the idea of all 
this?" 

Parkington grinned sheepishly. 
"I'm a good boy-I can't tell a lie!" he 

said mockingly. "Sweetheart, you're · too 
clever for n1e ! Blow you l I've been work
ing up to this all day long, and you twig it 
first pop! Rats and dash! I don't mind tell
ing you that l'1n disappointed." 

"And l'1n puzzled," said Nipper. "IR this 
one of your Carlton gnmes, K. K.? Do you 
think it's funny to mess about like this? Yot1r 
1,amc's on the Est for to-morrow's game--" 

"I'1n not playing to-morrow!" declared 
IC K. (.'mphatically. 

"Not playing? Aud you're perfectly fit!" 

could understand why K. K. was 
acting so strangely-and the juniors instinc
tively hated a. mystery. 

Tho leader of the Red-Hots, dishevelled, 
dusty and sore, managed ro crawl away after 
the bumping. The rest of the fellows drifted 
back into the Common-room, and the incident 
was over. 

It was about fi ,·e minutes later that Vivian 
Tra,·e1'8 wandered out of the Common-room 
and spotted some crumpled sheets of paper 
lying in a dark corner. Trn,·ers was by wav 
of being a tidy fellow, and h0 nntomaticall~· 
picked u1> the r,npcr, intending to throw it 
awa ,·. He t110t1!..d1t it was a disrnrdcd notice, or 
sonw half-done lines; but at the first glanco 
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he snw he was wrong. In fact, the first words 
he 1·eacl were intriguing: "~Iy Big Red-
Headed Darling-0 · 

Tra\'ers halted in his tracks, his eyes open
ing widC'r. He uncrumplcd the sheets, and 
read. As he read, his eyes twinkled. Finally, 
he chuckled. 

"Light in the darkness!" ho murmured. 
"\Ve1J, well I'' IIo hesitated for some 
mom_cnt.s, and then shrugged his shoulders. 

° For the love of Samson, I'm no magician. 
I Cati't say with any certainty to whom this 
belongs,,, he told himself. "Best thing I can 
·do is to pin it on the board and let the 
owner clain1 it. Judging by its contents, he 
might Yaluo it." 

He chuckled again. lie was something of 
a wag, and as he had found that letter on 
the floor he was perfectly justified in pinning 
it on the Common-room Notice Board. Fel
lows should not be so careless. 

Not that there was much evidence of care
lefJlness in this particular case. Travers re
membered that K. I{. had received the bulk 
of his bumping in that shadowy corner
shadowy corners being considered ideal for 
such a purpose, always remembering that 
prefects ar~ lia·ble to appear at awkward 
moments. 

Still chuckling, Travers strolled int-0 the 
Common-room and went to a table. He 
took pen and paper and wrote in printed 
characters: "FOUND IN PASSAGE. 
OWNER _ (UNKNOWN) CAN CLAIM 
SAl\-lE \VITHOUT CI-IARGE. NO RE
WARD EXPECTED. BY FINDER." Then 
he strolled across to the board and pinned 
up the notice. l\'Iany pairs of eyes followed 
his. movements. . 

"'Vhat's the idea, Travers?" asked 
Gresham, staring. 

·" Somebody might want this," explained 
Travers blandly, as he jabbed a drawing-pin 
into the letter and stuck it beneath the 
notice. "There's no name on this, and I'm 
11ot supposed to kno,v which particular red
hca.licd fcl)ow it belongs fo." 

"Red-headed!" said Nipper. "K .. l{.'s 1·cd-
headed." ·· 

"So is Boots. of tho· Fourth." replied 
Travers easily. "So is Sumpter, of the Fifth 

'' . ,- . 
"Steady on!" protested Nipper. "If that's 

n private letter, Travers, you shouldn't pin it 
up there!" _ 

"Private? I found it kicking about in tho 
" -passage. 

"Our passage ? '' 
"Yes." 
"Then you jolly we11 kno,v that it must be 

K K ' ,, . l N' ,,.B t . . h · . . s, sate 1pper. oo s 1~ 1n t e 
Modern Honse, and Sumpter in the East. 
They wouldn't drop their letters over hc1·e. 
And look! This letter is addressed from 
Carlton College!" 

"\Ve11, well! So it is," said Travers mildly. 
· "·F1·ightf ully careless of K. I{.· to leave 'it 
· lying about on the floor." 

A noisy crowd pressed round the notice 
·board. mu] Nipper was elbowed nside. 

"My only sainted aunt!" ye11ed llubbard. 
"This is the letter that Teddy Long b1·ought 
in! It's from a girl, too. Did you ever read 
anything so mushy? ' My Big Red-Headed 
Darling , !" 

"Ha, ha, ha ! " 
"A giddy love letter to K. K. ! "· 
'' ~Iy only hat!" 
After that it was impossible to keep the 

thing secret; somebody, in fact, took the 
letter down and read it aloud. The crowded 
Common-room was regaled with the following 
extraordinary effusion: 

"High House, 
"Carlton College, Surrey. 

"My Big Red-Headed Darling,-\Vhy 
don't you write? I wait and wait, and 
every post comes in, and there's nothing 
from you. Yet, when you left Carlton 
you promised that you would w1·ite very 
often. I'm afraid you've forgotten your 
little sweetheart. But I haven't fo1·got
ten you, my big boy. I loved the choco
lates you sent last week, and you don't 
know how much I prize that book of 
poetry you gave me beforo you went 
awa_y. I read a verse every night. 

"I an1 keeping up my diary ns · I 
promised you, and I write about you in 
it every day. How I wish I -could co111e 
to St. Frank's to see you in your new 
school; but I don't think daddy ,vould 
let me, as St. Frank's is too far off. It's 
a shame for my big boy chum to go so 
far away. But if you'd only write to me 
quite, quite often, it wouldn't be so bad. 

'"It seems ages since we wandered in 
the woods together; there's nobody else 
here who takes me for such lovely walks. 
Do you remen1ber how you carried 1ne 
over that stream, and how you slipped 
and got wet through? Wasn't it fun ? 
And what a job you had to avoid Old 
Sneezer ! Oh, how I miss you I Thoso 
walks were our own little sec1·et, and 
nobody else ever knew. l'Yo often 
thought how awfully clever you were to 
keep it so dark, without even letting 
your own friends guess anything. 

"I am thinking dreadful things about 
you, and I shall be awfully jealous if I 
hear that you have found another sweet
heart at St. Frank's instead of n1e. I 
hope your headmaster hasn't a daughter 
]ike me! Please write and tell nie that 
you love me as much as ever, and that 
you'll soon come and see me. 

"With heaps-oh, heaps and heaps !-of 
kisses from the lonely little girl you left 
behind you, 

"DOLLY WILKINSON."· 

WAVES of laughter echoed through
out the Common-room after tho 
letter had been read out-particu
larly as there wcro two full lines of 

crosses after the signature. It. w~s_ hardly to 
he expected that the juniors should take any
thing but a comical view of this p1·ize docu
ment. 
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"Ila, ha, ha!'' 
"K. K.'s dark past!" 
"The Head's daughter, too!" said Deeks 

faintly. "'It's the first time I knew that old 
Wilkinson had a daughter! Old K. I{. kept 
it as dark as the dickens, and we never sus
pected!" 

"She hopes that our Head hasn't got a 
daughter!" grinned Hubbard. "He hasn't
but our Housemaster has!" 

"Ha, hn, ha ! " 
"And poor Dolly's suspicions are right!" 

yelled somebody else. "K. K.'s got a new 
girl alrcarly l Vera's made him forget all 
about Dol1y ! " 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
"Well. of course, now we understand why 

he doesn't want to go to Carlton to-morrow 
with the eleven!" said Handforth with a 
sniff. "The bounder ha.sn't written, and 
he's jolly ,\·ell afraid to meet her!" 

u There's another reason, too," said 
Nipper, nodding. "Ile thinks it's more than 
likely that wo shall twig something if he 
goes. The girl's quite capable of giving the 
game away. I expect he's made up his mind 
to write and warn her not to breathe a word 
to any of us chaps. Its a. lot safer than 
going himself." 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
"Poot· old K. I{. ! What a fix!" grinned 

Travel's. "Don't these girls get fellows into 
fine old tangles? Still, it's K. IC's own fault. 
lie shouldn't nrnke promises and then forget 
all about 'cm!" 

There wn& so much laughter that nobody 
noticed the door opening. Kirby Keeble 
Parkington himself entered. There was an 
expression of anxiety on his face, but it 
('hanged to blank consternation when he 
11e·ard the drift of the shouts. 

"Dry up, you chaps!" yelled somebody. 
''Here's K. K.!" .... , 

With n sudden rush the red-haired junior 
dashed forward and snatched the letter out 
of Travers' ha:id. 

"You-ycu spying rotters!" he panted 
hoarsely. 

"Steady, clear old fellow!" protested 
Travers. "No need to push me about, you 
know. I was just going to pin this back on 
the board." 

"It's a private letter!" shouted K. K. 
furiously. 

"Not now," said Travers. "E\·erybody 
knows about it." 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
"You-yon miserable blighters !" panted 

K. IC, turning as red as a beetroot. .. Who 
bagged this letter ? Some cad picked my 
pocket--" 

"Rats! Travers found it knocking about 
in the passage," interrupted Handforth. 
"You should be more careful with your 
precious love-letters, K. K." 

Parkington b~athed hard. 
"You don't understand," he said fiercely. 

!'This letter-"• 

"Don't undc1·stand ?" broke in Jimmy 
Potts. "l\iy dear chap, we'ro not so dull as 
all that! 'fhat giddy letter speaks for itself! 
K. K., you're a naughty boy! I hope you've· 
told Vera all about ' the girl you left behind 
you' l" 

"Ha, ha, ha ! " 
Another bur.st of laughter billowed 

throughout the Common-room, and K. K. 
Pnrkington went pale again. 

"I tell you you don't understand I" he 
shouted frantically. "I can explain this, you 
silly, cackling asses! I don't mind admitting 
I was friendly with Dolly, but-" , 

"Friendly!" yelled Hubbard. "That's put
ting it a bit mildly, isn't it? We can jolly 
well understand now why you don't want to 
go to Carlton to-morrow! Afraid to face 
her, eh?" 

"You-you--" 
"Shut up, you chaps!" said Nipper. "It's 

a pity that letter WaB ever found, and as far 
as I'm concerned, I shall forget it. It's a 
bit rotten, you know, chipping K. IC. like 
this. All the same, I hope you've changed 
your mind about coming with us to-morrow, 
K. I{. You can't very well keep that rot 
up now." 

"I'll come with you! I'll play for tho 
eleven!" shouted K. K. "But if you'll let 
me explain about this letter--" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" ' 
He couldn't get a word in edgeways, and 

after trying desperately to make himself 
heard, he suddenly changed his tactics. He 
grew calm; a grim, defiant light came into 
his eyes. He squared his shoulders reso
lutely. 

"All right-cackle away!" he said bitterly. 
"Do you think I care? And I'm hanged if 
I'll explain things now l I'm proud of being 
Dolly's friend-and you can think what you 
jolly well like!" 

He crammed the letter into his pocket, 
spun round, and charged out of the room. 
He could hear the yells of laughter long 
after he had got down the passage. And it 
was significant that he made himself scarce 
for the rest of the evening. 

Vera Wilkes, of course, heard about it very 
soon afterwards. It was well known that 
K. K. was a bit u soft " about her; and 
there were plenty of fellows ready and eager 
enough to "spill the beans." 

Claude Gore-Pearce, for example, was keen 
on Vera himself, and for the life of him he 
couldn't see why she almost went out of her 
way to avoid him. She never gave him the 
cut direct, but if he happened to ~ass her 
and raised his hat, she would smile the 
briefest of brief acknowledgments and walk 
straight on. 

Gore-Pearce was not only annoyed about 
this, but his vanity was touched. In his own 
opinion, 110 was a very fine fellow-just the 
kind of fellow, in fact, that the Housemaster'1 
daughter should have "cottoned on to." 
Wasn't he the son of a millionaire? Wasn't 
he always dressed as smartly as Archie Glen-
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tl1orne himself? \Va:m't he ever ready to 
take her off to the School Shop and treat 
her to ice-cream and similar delicacies? Yet 
never once had she accepted these oft-repeated 
invitations of his. 

Gore-Pearco 1·egarded I{. I{. 's present dis
comfiture as his opportunity. For nearly two 
hours ho hovered about in the \Vest Square, 
keeping his eye on l\:Ir. \Vilkes' private door. 
Just when he was beginning to think that 
ho had wasted his time, his patience was re
warded. 

Vera appeared in \Vest Arch with Irene 
l\ilanners, Doris Berkeley, Phyllis Palmer and 
oi10 or two other ~Ioor View girls. They 
were all in white, and Vera was carrying a 
tennis racquet. Although it was now autumn, 
tennis was still going strong. 

To Gore-Pearce's relief, _ the other l\Ioor 
View girls bade Vera good-night, and left 
her to cross the square alone. Claude 
straightened his tic, braced himself, and went 
over to meet her. 

-

CHAPTER 4. 
Gore-Pearce Does His Best! 

IT was rather a clever move on Gore
Pearce's part. By all appearances ho 
was casually strolling across the square, 
and his converging direction made it im

possible for the girl to reach the private 
door without passing him-unless she de
liberately turned aside to avoid the meeting. 
Vera wasn't the kind of girl to turn aI;ide 
for anybody. 

u 'Evening, Mies Vera," Eaid Gorc-Pcarce1 
raising his cap. "Weather's n bit better now, 
isn't it? I'll bet you found tho grass damp, 
though, for tennis.,, 

"It wag, rather," admitted Y era. .. Good
night l" 

"Here, I say!" protested Claude, who had 
no intention of accepting such an ahl'upt 
dismissal. "I-I was wondering if you'd 
come along to the Shop and have an ice
crean1 sundre." 
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"I'd love to," replied Vera, smiling. 
'' Thanks awfully, but--" 

"Good egg! Let's go l" 
"--but Mrs. Hake hns sold out," went on 

Vera calmly. "I've just been there with 
8omo of the girls, and we bagged the last. 
Too bad. isn't it?" 

Sho prepared to pass on, bnt Gore-Pearce 
barred her way. 

"Ila ve a heart, Miss Vera ! " he protested. 
"I-I wanted to have a word with you about 
K. K." 

Sho flashed him a sharp glance, and her 
colour roso slightly. 

"Good-night, Gore-Pearce," she said coldly. 
"Perhaps you've been wondering why you 

haven't seen him this evening," went on 
Claude, with a rush. "Well, I C'an tell you. 
He's afraid! IIe's had a lo,·c-letter from a 
girl at Carlton-his .old· school, you know. 
rrhe headmaster's daughter, too! You never 
rend such awful mush-" 

"I'm sorry, but I'm not interested!" in
terrupted Vera, compressing her lip3. "In 
:rny case, you must be a cad, Gore-Pearce, 
for reading I(. I(. 's private letters." 

Gore-Pearce ,,rent red. 
" Steady ! " he exclaimed. "You don't 

understand, Miss Vera! All the chaps have 
read that letter-.the whole Remove! I{. K. 
left it in the passage and somebody pinned 
it on the board." 

And Gore-Pearce, with many chuckles, gave
her all the details. Vera would not have 
been true to her sex if she had not stayed 
to listen. She liked K. K., and it came as a 
bit of a shock to her to learn that he had 
frnd such a letter from the daughter of Carl
ton's headmaster. However, she masked her 
concern behind an assumed indifference. 

"Really. I don't know ,vhy you're telling 
me all this," she said impatiently. ''I'm not 
in the least bit interested, Gore-Pearce." 

"Oh. come off it!" said Claude. "You 
know jolly well that K. K.-- I-I mean 
IC IC-- That is to say- \Vell, dash it, 
we're not all blind in the Remove," he 
ndded slyly. "It's only right that you should 
know that IC K. is several kinds of a flirt." 

"I think you're perfectly horrid!" said 
,.,. era icily. '' If you want to say things like 
this, why can't you say them in front of IC. K. 
himself? You're afraid to! You know jolly 
well that he would knock you down!" 

Gore-Pearco flushed. He wag about to 
answer when Parkingt.on himself turned into 
the square. The millionaire's son was not 
renowned for courage, but after that taunt 
-and from a girl, too !-he became desperate. 

"Here he is!" he said. breathing hard. 
"Pm not afraid to say the same thing in 
front of him! IIere, IC K. You're wanted!" 

The red-headed Removite had paused, 
rather confused; but now he ran up. 

"It's a fact, isn't it, that you've had a 
letter from a girl named Dolly Wilkinson?" 
damandEid Gore-Pearce, in a rush. "Miss 
V or:i doesn't believe_ it.'~ 

"You tittle-tattling rotter!" said IC IC 
ferociously. "\Vho the dickens told you to 
babble about my affairs to people?" 

"Rats! The whole Form's babbling about 
them." 

"IVs tr~te, then?" asked , ... era, her ey(.)s 
openmg wider. 

"I had a letter, yes, but-" 
"And did this girl call you her ' red-headed 

darling,' as Gore-Pearce says?" 
"Yes, but look here--" 
"And did she end up with a lot of-of 

kisses ? " asked Vera scornfully. 
"Yes," admitted K. K., in desperation. 

"But you don't understand, old. girl! Dolly 
isn't the sort of girl you think! I can explain _,, 

"Please don't!" interrupted Vera coldly. 
"Why do you suggest that I want you to 
explain? I think you've said quite en~ugh
and, really, I'm not at all interested. It 
doesn't matter to me who your girl friends 
are, or where they come from, or how many 
love-letters they write to you!" 

And with a toss of her head she ran in-
doors and slammed the door. . 

"This is your doing, you toad ! " snapped 
K. K. furiously. 

Crash! 
Claude Gore-Pearce ,,...as grinning in 

triumph; but that grin quickly came off his 
face. K. l(.'s heavy fist thudded upon his 
unshapely nose, and the millionaire's son 
sprawled headlong on the ~ravel. I(. K. 
walked off without even k>okmg _ at him. If 
only he could get a word with Vera alone, he 
would put things right! Not that he cared! 
,vhy should he care ? If she liked to think 
things about him, let her jolly well think! 

All the same, K. K. tried several times 
that evening to get in touch with Vera. Ho 
invented all sorts of excuses to visit the 
IIouscmaster's vrivate quarters. l\ilr. \Vilkes 
was most genial. He invited him into hi~ 
sitting-room, he chatted with K. IC about tho 
football, and he e,·en suggested that I(. IC 
might like to go into the drawing-room to 
listen to the wireless. · 

This was all very promising, but when 
IC IC. got into the drawing-room he merely 
wanted to escape. Mrs. Wilkes was there, 
and a game of Bridge was in progress, 1\1:r. 
and Mrs. Stokes, of the ,vest House, and 
!\fr. Crowell making up the four. Of Vera 
there was no sign. So K. IC made his ex
cuses, and escaped. To· ask 1\Irs. \Vilkes 
directly if he could speak to Vera was awk
ward. In fact, IC K. hadn't the courage to 
do it. 

He went to bed that night in a disgruntled, 
irritable mood. Sundry Rem(?vites had 
chipped him on the way upstairs, and even 
Decks and Goffin-his own pals, and who 
shared the dormitory with him-ga,·e him no 
rest. 

"How the dickens clid you do it, IC I{.?" 
asked Deeks wonderingly. "\Ve're alone now, 
so you needn't--" 
_ "If you're going to talk about that rotten 
letter, you might as well shut up!~~- snapped 
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JC K. "I don't want to hear any more about vaguely uneasy. They hadn't seen their leader 
it!" , like this before. That blue-eyed girl must 

''Well, dash it, there's no need to jump have left a very deep impression for K. K. 
clown my throat!" protested Deeks. "And to go "soft " like this at the very thought 
it's not very gentlemanly of you, you bounder, of seeing her again. 
to call n lady's letter ' rotten.' " 

"I didn't nican it that way," grunted 
I(. K., exasperated. "Can't you fellows be 
sensible? \Vhat's the idea of goggling at me? 
There were some things I did at Carlton 
that even you didn't know about." 

"So it seems," remarked Goffin, nodding. 
"And Dolly is one of the best little girls 

in the world,'' went on K. K. deliberately. 
"You can grin all you please-and cackle, 
too ! Blow you! Blow the whole crowd ! 
And you can whistle for your explanation 
now! I'm tired of the whole subject." 

"What do you mean-explanation?" asked 
Deeks•sourJy. "Who needs an explanation? 
That giddy love-letter from Dolly \Vilkinson 
is. enough for anybody, I should think. Poor 
kid! You're a fine sort of chap to make 
promises and then forget an about 'cm.>' 

This was intended as a taunt, and Deeks 
was ready to dodge. But K. K. merely 
nodded slowly and sat down heaYily on his 
bed. 

"You're right!" he muttered. "I deserve 
it! I have been a beastly rotter to neglect 
that sweet kid!" 

"l\Iy hat!" 
"One of the best little girls breathing," 

went on K. K. dreamily. "You never met 
her, did you, you chaps? As pretty as a 
picture-lovely wavy hair and deep blue eyes. 
Dig eyes, you kno,"·· And she had a habit 
of looking straight at you until you .5imply 
bad to do everything she asked you.u 

"~Iy only sainted aunt!" ejaculated 
Goffin, staring. 

"Now we know!" said Deeks, with convic
tion. "\Ve often wondered, K. K., why you 
called us ' s,veetheart ' and ' darling ' J ,v e 
thought it was just your fun, but we now 
know that it was through sheer force of 
habit!" 

"Quite possible," admitted K. K. blithely. 
Dolly is a peach of a kid, sweethearts! I'
I mean, you chaps! '\Vhat a fool I was to try 
to get out of going to Carlton to-morrow! I 
was a fnnk-and I ought to be boiled. Tho 
square thing is for me to go there and ask 
Dol1y to forgive me." 

"I wish you luck," said Deeks, with a 
sniff. "I'm jiggered if you're not getting 
sloppy, K. l{. ! I never dreamed it of you! 
I suppose you know that Vera's going over 
in her pater's car to-morrow?" 

"Vera?" asked K. !{. "Oh, you mean 
Wilkey's daughter?" he added 1 as though he 
had never heard of l1er. ",veH, what about 
it? It's Do11y I'm thinking of-my own little 
Do1ly ! By jingo! I'll introduce you to her 
whe:r:i we get there, my sons, and if you don't 
admit that she's the greatest little girl under 
the sun I'll slaughter the pair of you!" 

lie got into bed, leaving Decks and Goffin 

NEXT morning, l{irby Keeble Parkington 
was changed. 

He went about with his head in 
the air, and he was loftily indifferent 

to any chipping. He was so indifferent, in 
fact, that he did not even bother to punch 
anybody's head .. Ho had evidently come to 
the conclusion that his schoolfellows were not 
worth bothering about. It was Dolly who 
counted; Dolly who filled his thoughts. Yes .. 
tcrday ho had been almost frantic in his 
desire to hide his friendship with Dolly; but 
to-day he did not care who knew about it. 
The thought of seeing his girl chum again 
outweighed all else. 

Even when. Vera Wilkes deliberately 
turned. aside in the Triangle, so that she 
should not meet him, he merely smiled nnd 
shrugged his shoulders. Vera's charms, ap
parently, were only temporary. Do1ly was his 
real girl. 

"You've got over your cold, I see,:, re
marked Nipper dryly, after lessons. 

"Rather," said K. K. "I'm perfectly fit 
now, old man." 

"Feel like playing a strong game against 
your former school ? " 

"I was considered pretty good at Carlton 
-but those chaps will hardly know mo now," 
replied Parkington coolly. "I shaU -be so 
much improved that they'll mistake me for 
a professional." 

., That's the spirit!" grinned Nipper. "I 
hope the Head's daughter won't distract you 
too much--" 

"Distract me?" broke in K. K. "Sweet
heart, she'll improve my game a hundred per 

. cent. I'll make her promise to watch the 
match, and that fact alone will put such Yi1n 
and . .6.ro into me that-·well, you'll be sur
prised!" 

"As far as you're cctncerned, old man, 
nothing can surprise me-now!" replied 
Nipper politely. 

But he was wrong. He got a surpriso 1rnlf 
way to Carlton. Tho team went over in a. 
big saloon coach, and as there was plenty of 
roon1 they were accompanied by a number 
of Ren1ovite supporters. Carlton was a 
goodish way off, and the start was made im-
1nediately after dinner. The journey was 
little more than half over when the coach 
pulled np at a level crossing in the middle 
of a small to,vn. It was one of those level 
crossings adjoining a station, and a paseengcr 
train was just steaming in. 

Several fellows, including K. K., got out 
to stretch their legs during the wait. ,vhcn 
the gates were opened, and - the coach was 
l'eady to start, Kirby Keeble Parkington 
lmd mysteriously disappeared. 
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Gore--Pearce grinned as Vera Wllkes left K. K. standing-and then howled 
as K. K. 's fist smote him lorclbJy on the nose ! 

CHAPTER 5. 
K. K.'s Unlucky Move! 

NIPPER was not only surprised., but 
annoyed. 

"Didn't somebody see where he 
went?" he asked impatiently. 

"Several of you got out while the gates were 
closed." 

""\Ve're not supposed to look after I{. K. f". 
growled Handforth. "The last I saw of him 
was when he went across the road to have 
a look at that sports car that was standing 
against the opposite pavement." 

"We'd better wait a bit-he'll probably 
turn up," put in Deeks. "Perhaps ho's gone 
to a shop to buy some chocolates-for 
Dolly l '' 

But the minutes sped by, and I(. IC did 
not 1·eturn. 

"Ho's gone-he's dodged us l" said Nipper, 
exasperated. "Confound the chap l This is 
a bit too thick l He's had us on a pieco 
of string all the time..:-.Or else he's lost his 
courage at the last moment." 

"That's about what's happened," said 
Reggie Pitt. "As soon as he saw a chance 
of disappearing, he took it. Oh, these girls! 
But I never thought one would affect K. K. 
liko this." 

"He's letting the ·side down, too," said 
Nipper grimly. "If he doesn't show up at 
Carlton-and that doesn't seem likely now
I shall have to play Church at right-back." 

"I'm game l" said Church eagerly. 
"Good egg l" put in Handforth. "Churchy 

always plays in that position, anyhow, and 
I don't see ,vhy K. K. was given his place." 

"Simply because I(. I(. is a, better back 
than Church," replied Nipper. "Church 
hasn't found his form this season." 

They got back into the coach, and the 
journey continued. K. K.'s mysterious dis
appearance was the chief item of conversa
tion. It wasn't Jike him to back out in 
such a fa5hion-without a word of explana
tion or excuse. 

As a matter of fact, K. IC had had no 
intent.ion of letting tho side down. Ile had 
merely acted upon impulse. There hadn't 
been time to explain to tho others. 
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For Parkington, in stretching his legs, had 
wandered on to the station platform. Then 

· he had suddenly discovered that the train 
standing in the station was one which went 
through Carlton. A chance I The train 
would get there a clear half-hour before the 
motor-coach ! 

There was no time for hesitation. K. K. 
jumped aboard as the guard was blowing 
his whistle. The very opportunity he had 
been hoping for I From the commencement 
oi the journey he had been wondering how 
he would be able to meet Dolly without tho 
other fellows knowing; without their watch
ing and· sniggering at him. Now he would 
be at Carlton first, with a clear half-hour of 
freedom. Just what he wanted. 

Alas, for his hopes ! 
Tho train was passing into a long tunnel 

when K. IC felt the brakes being applied 
and it came to a standstill. Ile thought 
nothing for a minute or two, but after that 
he became impatient. This delay was going 
to mess things up! 

Fifteen minutes elapsed, and by that time 
K. K. was frantic. He hung out of the win
dow listening to tho roar of escaping steam 
from the engine. There were no lights on, 
for it was only a local train, and the tunnel 
would normal1y have been negotiated in a. 
minute or so. 

"Now then, sir-now then!" came an 
annoyed protest, as K. K. opened the car
riage door. "You mustn't do that!" 

The guard loomed up out of the gloom. 
'' \Vhat's the matter with this beastly train ? " 

asked I{. IC "How much longer are _,ve 
going to stick in this tunnel?" 

_" If we're lucky, we ~hall get away in half 
an hour," said the guard. 

"Half an hour!" yelled tho junior. 
''Yes, and we can be thank£ ul we're not 

hurt, young man," said the guard severely. 
"A lot of bricks became loosened and fell on 
tho permanent way, and if it hadn't been 
for .the smartness of some platelaycrs we 
shou]d have been derailed." 

·• l\Iy only hat!" said K. _K. thick]y. "Just 
my luck! And I took this train on purpose 
to get thero first ! I say, can't I get out 
and walk?" 

"You can't, my lad!" said the guard. 
"Leastways, I shouldn't advise you to. 
There's only a deep cutting on each side of 
this tunnel, and no village for three or four 
miles." 

"\Vel1, tell those men to buck up and clear 
tha line~" urged K. K. '' I've got an im
}Jortant engagement." 

"I daresay you have," chuckled the guard. 
~' !i- football match, most 1ikely, seeing that 
1t s Saturday afternoon. I daresay a good 
many other passengers have- important en
gngement.s, too. But when tlieso things 
happen the best thing is to be patient." 

He walked on, and IC K. sat dov;n f urning. 

l\ff EANWffiLE, the coach arrived. at 
, jJ_ Carlton College, and the St. Frank's 

"""' fellows were favourably impressed. 
Carlton did not, of course, come up 

to tho description that the Red-Hots l1ad 
frequently given, or anything like it; but it 
was, nevertheless, a biggish establishment of 
the super-Grammar School variety. It was 
a comparatively new school; a pile of severe 
1·ed-b1·ick buildings. 

Deeks and Goffin and Langley and Baiues 
and the others were boisterously greeted by 
their old schoolfellows, a11d for a time th era 
was an orgy of introductions. 

"Jolly glad to have you fellows over here 
for a game," said Walton, the junior skipper. 
"I hope we can count on two or three fix
tures during the season after this. You'll 
naturally want us over at St. Frank's after 
~e've licked you to-day." 

"We shall want you over at St. Frank's 
whether you lick us or not-and you won't 
find us such easy prey," said Nipper cheerily. 
"By the way, has K. K. arrived?" 

"Ginger Parkington, do you mean ? " asked 
one of the · Cal'ltonians. 

Deeks winced. 
"Cheese it!" he protested. "We've never 

told anybody at St. Frank's that K. IC 
used to be called 'Ginger;' and we don't 
want it started now. He always answers to 
' K. I{.' " 

"Sorry!" said the other. "'' No, we haven't 
seen him. We thought he was with you.·" 

"H'n1!" said Nipper. "I was afraid he 
wouldn't be here." 

The Red-Hots were particularly worried. 
They took K. K. 's behaviour to heart; he 
was their leader, the fellow who had put 
a great deal of new life into the St. F1·a11k's 
Remove. It was a pity that he should go 
and spoil everything because of a girl. 

"I wisJ1 we could spot her!" said Goffin 
darkly. "By jingo! I'd like to give her 
a piece of my mind. I'd ask her what she 
means by writing such 1etters to a St. 
Frank's chap!" 

Deeks suddenly grabbed ,at his companion's 
arm. 

"Look over there!" he said in a hoarse 
whisper. 

"Eh? Where?" 
"Over by the Head's house-walking to

wa1·ds the pav.," said Deeks breathlessly. 
"It's her, old man. She's just come out of 
the Head's house, anyhow! And she's 
alone! What about it?" 

Clemenb Goffin gulped. 
"Dare we?" he asked. 
They both looked at the gh-1 with awe. 

She was certainly a very charming person
a trim, dainty young lady of perhaps six
teen or seventeen. She was dressed in a 
light, summer frock, and her wavy hair was 
innocent of any hat. 

"Wavy hair!" murmured Goffin. -'' Twig 
it? Remember what K. K. said last night? 
It's Dolly, sure enough. We can't see the 
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colour of her eyes, but I'll bet they're blue. 
This is the giddy siren, my son ! " 

At that moment tthey saw Vivian Travers 
and Jimmy Potts and Handforth and a fow 
other Rcmovites marching resolutely towards 
the playing fields. 

"Coming our way?" sang out Handforth, 
grinning. "\Ve're going to tell Dolly that 
1~. I(. hasn't turned up, and we're going to 
express our regrets-and watch results l" 

'' Better go easy," said Goffin, looking 
scared. "'11herc's never any telling what 
girls will dot They'ro so jolly difficult to 
handle, too. You can't slosh them in the 
-e)·e. or bump them." 

"Yes, that is a drawback," admitted Hand
forth. 

Deeks and Goffin joined tho conspirators, 
and the girl was considerably astonished 
when she suddenly found herself surrounded 
by a small army of schoolboys. She turned 
her big blue eyes upon then1 wonderingly. 

"~1iss \Vilkinson ?" asked. Travers, deftly 
re-moving his cap. 

"Yes, that is my name," said the girl, in .. 
surprise .. 

It was enough. She had admitted it! This 
,v:-. .; the siren I ___ , 

CHAPTER 6. 
The Girl in the Case. 

VIVIAN TRAVERS looked J.\iliss Wilkin
son up and down with approval. 

"Well, I must say that I{. K. shows 
good taste," he remarked coolly. 

Her start at the mention of "K. I(." was 
eloquent. 

"1-1 don't think I understand," · aho 
faltered, colouring slightly. 

"I'm stire you do, l\fiss Wilkinson," said 
Travers gently. "I{ .. I(. is merely short for 
J(irby Keeble Parlkington. A great friend 
of yours, I believe ? Please correct me if I 
am wrong when I state that you wrote him 
a letter a day or two ago." 

"Ohl" exciaimed the girl, catching in her 
breath. 

Her eyes opened wider, and her expression 
,vas one of mingled consternation, anger and 
indignation. One or two of tho juniors 
backed away. They had an idea that it was 
11carly time for the balloon to go up. 

"Oh t How dare you ? " cried ]Miss 
,vilkinson hotly. 

"No offence, old -thing, I can assure you," 
said Travers. "But I think you ought to 
know that I(. I(. accidentally dropped your 
fottcr-that one wlhich began ' l\iy Big Red-
1-Icaded Darling '-and _practically cveryo11e 
in the Remove read it. Rough on IC IC., and 
rough on you, if it comes to that, but it's 
hPtter that we should tell you the worst." 

The girl's eyes were flashing now. 
"I'm not in the least interested," she said, 

with deadly coldness. 
"Still, you did write that letter, didn't 

you ? " asJ.-.Pil Dcek1. 

"Yes, but-but-" 
"Don't worry yourself, l\iiss Dolly,,. said 

T_ra vers. " Personally, I think it was a top
ping letter .. Although," he· added reprov
ingly, "I'm sure you wouldn't like K. K. 
to !hear you say that you' re net in th~ least, 
interested. However, that's beside the point. 
\Vhat we've come to tell you is that K. IC 
hasn't turned up-and now that I can seo 
what ho's missing, I think he deserves to be 
boiled in oil l" 

The girl did not reply at once. She was 
plainly at a loss for words. She bit her Jip, 
and the colour drained from her face, leaving 
her very pale. 

"I don't !know how you dare to come to 
me like this," she said in low tones. "I 
think you are all horrid boys!" 

"How sadly wo can be misjudged," said 
Travers, solemnly shaking his head. " \V ~ 
only came to you in a friendly spirit, ~1iss 
Dolly. ,v o merely wanl:ed to give you a 
word of ·warning." 

"\Yarning l" repeated the girl. "I?'' 
"Don't write any more of those letters to 

K. K. !" urged Travers earnestly.. "He's an 
awfully careless chap, and ho might leavo 
another one lying about. He has been 
chipped unm~rcifully as it is, and-" 

'' He deierves it l" she cried lhotly. "Oh, 
how could ho have dropped that lettC?r? I 
shall never, never forgive him." 

She coloured at the very thought of it, 
. and her confusion ,-ras so great that aho 
· turned and ran away. 

"\Yell, that's that," said Travers cheer
fully. "Such a stunning girl, too~,, 

" By George, rather l" said Hand£ orth ad
miringly. "I wonder what the dickens she 
cou Id ever have seen in K. K. ? Imagine it t 
Writing him letters like that I" 

"Here, I say, look out!" gasped Goffin 
suddenly. "Here's K. K. himself!" 

K IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON. hot 
and flustered and frantic, came dash
.ing up. He had juf,t arrh·cd. 

"Easy,. old man-easy!" said 
Travers soothingly._ "Everything's all rig1,t. 
,v e've seen Dolly, and broken tho ice for 
you." 

"You've seen her?'·' gurgled K. K. 
"\Vo can see her now," said Handforth, 

wlho was still looking. "You lucky bounder! 
I've never seen a prettier- I mean-" 

"Oh, n1y hat !" grinned Potts. "Handy's 
smitten now I" 

I{. K. was staring after the retreating 
figure. 

"You-you mean-" he began. 
"She admitted all," nodde.1 Travers. 

"How could she do anything else? She told 
us that she liad written that letter, and 
that-" 
. "She admitted it?" yelled I(. IC "Do yott 
mean to say that she actually told you that 
she \\Tote tlhat letter to me?" 

"Come off it," growled Handforth. 
"\Vhat's the 8'ood of messing about like thi1? 
\Vhat that girl could ever see in your ugly 
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n1ng is more than I can undentand ! And 
you're a bit of a rotter, you ~now, ior not 
writing to her as you promised. I hope 
you've brought her a whacking great bottle 
of scent, or somct:Jhing, to square yourself 1" 

The red-headed junior apparc~1tly did not 
hear. He was still looking after tho girl, and 
ho seemed to bo less alarmed now. 

"I think I'd better go and havo o. word 
with her," he said thickly. · 

"\Vhy didn't you turn up earlier?" .de
n1anded Handforth. "\Vhere did you get to, 
anyhow? \Vo thought you'd funked it, and 
that you wouldn't show up at al!." 

"K. I{. wouldn't <lo a. thing like that-," 
said Coffin loyally. 

IIis leader made no comment; but suddenly 
ho broke into a. run and went dashing after 
the fair :i\1iss \Vil:kinson. 

"It's easy enough to talk about him 
squaring himself, but he'll have all his work 
en t out to do it," said Travers, chuckling. 
"\Vhat the dickens madu him dash off so 
abruptly?" 

"I think I know," said Deeks. "Look 
round, you dhaps. No, don't stare-just 
glance round casually." 

They did so-and were enlightened. Vera. 
\Vilkcs was walking towards the Head's 
Honse with her father. A strange contrast, 
the!;c two: Vera, neat and pretty and dressed 
with exquisite taste; ~1r. Alington \Vilkes in 
J1j3 inevitable baggy flannel trousers and 
crumpled Norfolk jacket. 

"K. l{.'s for it now!" said IIan<lforth with 
a ,,· histle. "Ye gods and little fishes! \Vhat 
rrbout squaring himself with Vera.? She's 
spotted him ! " 

"'Spotted Ihim running after Do11y !'' 
grinned Travers. "The fat's in the fire now, 
with a vengeance 1 No wonder K. K. 
bunked!" 

"It's difficult enough to keep right with 
one girl, so goodness only knows what it's 
like to have two!" said Jimmy Potts, laugh
ing. "I{. I{. may be a bit of an ass, but I 
c«n't help being sorry for him.'' 

Fortunately there was no further tin1e to 
waste on Parkington's "lovo" affairs. Tho 
St. Frank's fellows had como over there for 
the purpose of football, and kick-off was 
approaching. Travers and Hanclfortlh were 
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obliged to dash like mad for the pavilion in 
order to got changed. 

"Buck up, you ela.ckers !" said Nipper. 
"\Vhere tho dickens have you been? wc·re 
practically ready l" 

"Sorry," grinned Travers, as ho prepared 
to strip. "Just been having a friendly littlo 
chat with I{. K.'s best girl. · And the 1m
fortunate part ·about it is, his next best girl 
is on the war-path." 

"If ho plays a good game to-day, I'll bo 
surprised," said Handforth. 

"Where is K. K., anyway?'' asked Travers 
briskly. "I suppose lhe is playing?" 

"I'm getting fed up with K. K.," replied 
Nipper darkly. "There's only about threo 
n1inutcs beforo the !kick-off, and- Oh, 
here you are,,, ho went on, as Parkington 
dashed in. "What is it this time? Have you 
come to tell mo you can't play, or what?" 

"I'll be ·ready in two shakes, sweetheart," 
said K. I{. crisply. "Before you've tossed 
with Walton I'll be on the field. Go to it, 
darling, and your own little K. I{. will do 
his stuff." 

Handforth snorted. 
"We· can jolly well tell where you've just 

come from!" he said sarcastica11y. "Hadn't 
you better kiss Nipper good-bye before• he 
goes out?" 

"Thanks all the same, but I don't want .to 
be carried away on a stretcher before I even 
get on to the field!" replied l{. K. blandly. 

CHAPTER 7. 
Lovelorn K. K. 

T l-IE Carltonians took football seriously. 
The Junior school was at strength, 
and practically every lower ]form of 
Carlton had gathered in the pavilion 

and round the ropes. The few St. Frank's 
fellows who had come over with their eleven 
were more or less swamped out. 

But they managed to give their champions 
a hearty cheer as they appeared on the field. 
\Valton won the toss, and it was worth win
ning, too. The Saints had to face a £>tiff 
breeze and a strung sun. 

"Never mind, you chaps, ,110 shall l1ave tho 
advantage in the second half," said Nipper. 
"If we hold the fort this half, we've got the 
game in our pocket.a P' 

"I'll hold the fort," said Handforth con
fidently. "It'll be a pity if you E>illy forwards 
can't score a goal or two before half-time." 

"Absolutely," said Archie Glenthorne. "I 
don't mind telling you, dear old blunderbu~, 
that I'm feeling dashed ener~etic. l{ind]y get 
ready to cheer. A goal 1n the first two 
minutes is my chief aim in life." 

"Good luck, Archie!" chuckled Nipper. 
Tho genial Archie was keeping up his 

form, and he was proving a great success in 
the forward line. He did not actually fulfil 
his ambition to score in the first two minutes, 
but he came very close to it. He sent in a 
hot cross shot which had the goalie guessing 
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all the way. But for the wind it would cer
tainly have found the mark. 

The Carlton· custodian just managed to 
clutch the leather as it swerved-carried round 
by the wind-and he neatly dodged a charge 
from Travers and kicked. The wind carried 
-the ball into mid-field, where it was seized 
upon by Walton and swept out to the wing in 
a clean, accurate pass. 

The outside man ran hard, centred, and 
,v alton was there. He kicked on the run ; 
a first-time shot which took Handforth com
pletely by surprise-and it had to be a re
markab]y good shot to do that! 

The burly leader of Study D made a tre
n1endous upward leap, his hands outstretched. 
The ball whizzed between thorn into the net, 
while Handforth's head hit the·crossbar with a 
dull thud. 

"Goal!" 
",~..1 ell played, Walt on ! "
" Hurrah ! " 
The referee's "histle blew sharply, and then 

it wns noticed that Handforth was lying in 
a crumpled heap in the goalmouth. Nipper 
and two or three others dragged him up, and 
somebody came along with a wet sponge. 

"Chuck it!" gurgled Handforth, as his face 
y,·as swamped with cold water. "I'm all 
right. Caught my head against the bar. 
Tnev didn't score, anyway!" 

"i'm afraid they did, old man," said Nipper 
gently. 

"Rats! I tipped it over the cross-bar." 
"You mean, you thought you did," said 

Nipper. "Anyhow, the referee has a vague 
idea that Walton scored a goal, and we shall 
have to abide by his decision. Still, we're 
1mt downhearted." 

"\Vell I'm blowed !" said Handforth dis
gustedly, as he sat up. "So they scored, did 
they? It'll take them all their time to get 
another 1 It was really K. K.'s fault for not 
being in position when- \Vhoa ! Oh, my 
hat!" 

He had attempted to rise,· but fell back 
with a gasp of pain. 

"Something w1·ong with my ankle!" he 
c•jaculatcd, startled. "I seem to remember 
twisting it as I fell. Nothing much, though. 
I'll soon be all right." · 

But he wasn't all right. "1•any Freeman, 
the St. Frank's coach, who had come over 
with the team, took one look at Handforth'3 
ankle, which was already beginning to swell, 
-and shook his head. 

"Not much of a sprain, but you'll have to 
rest- it," ho announced. "Afraid you'll be 
out of the team for the rest of this game, 
old man." 

"What rot!" protested Handforth. "I shall 
be nll serene in a minute." 

There was nothing w1·ong with his pluck. 
Ile would ·have been ready enough to play 
on, hobbling about in goal. But it was use
less. \Vhcn he tried to walk he found that he 
<'ould only do so with difficulty. As for 
keeping goal, the feat was beyond him. 

So, much to his chagrin, he was forced to 
retire, and- with only ten men on the field 
Nipper had to make a rearrangement. K. I(. 

dropped back into goal, Jimmy Potts took up 
his position as right-back, and Travers became 
right-half. This left the Saints ,.,.ith only 
four forwards-Harry Gresham, Archie, 
Nipper, and Reggie Pitt. lt was a decided 
handicap-particularly as the visitors were 
already one goal down. 

"Afraid this has done it, K. K.," re• 
marked Potts, ns the teams lined up. "It'll 
be a miracle if we save the game new." 

"Don't you believe it!" said Parkington 
cheerily. "We've come over to Carlton to 
win. We"ve got to win, too! I've promised 
somebody that- Oh, well, never mind! 
They're off, anyhow." 

The schoolboy baronet grinned as ho 
glanced round. The charming Miss \Vilkin
son was in the pavilion, watching the game 
with ke~n, intelligent interest. It was clear 
that she understood every move, and that she 
was following closely. Her eyes, for the most 
tJart, were concentrated upon K. K. 

Vera wa.~ interested, too; but the St. 
Frank's fellows who happened to look at the 
pavilion noticed that Vera was · sitting well 
away from her "rival." WhethC'r this was 
by accident, or by design, remained uncer
tain. 

The Carltonians were dangerous now-e,·cn 
more dangerous than before. Not only had 
they the advantage of wind and sun, btit 
they were now playing against ten men only. 
Nipper decided to concentrate upon defenre. 
If the Saint.s could only break up the attack
ing movements and hold the fort during this 
half, they might still leave the field at the 
end of the game without having suffered a big 
defeat. 

1-Iandforth's ribscnce made a tremendou! 
difference; K. K. could be relied upon in 
goal, but the whole side was weakened. 
Again nnd again the Carltonian forwards 
broke through, and Buster Boots, at centre
half, found it almost impossible to hold the 
agile Walton. The Carlton centre-forward 
got away twice in succession; the first time 
he was boldly robbed by McClure, the Saints' 
left-back, when it seemed certain that he 
would run clean through. The second time 
he did get through, and the shot he sent in 
looked a winner all the way. But K. K., in 
goal, was ready. He caught the leather 
deftly, dodged round another_ forward, and 
kicked the ball almost to the half-way line, 
despite the wind. Archie, nimble and ~ure, 
was on it in a moment. 

"What ho!" he sang out cheerily. "Tall, 
ho, and so forth ! " 

He took one look round, passed to Reggie 
Pitt, and ran up. Unfortunately, he was 
rather too eager, and placed himself off-side. 
From the resulting free kick the ball was 
taken once more into the danger zone. The 
Carlton forwards pressed determinedly. 

"This is a goal!" said Church gloomily. 
He was standing behind the ropes, near the 

St. Frank's goal, and Tommy \Vatson and 
Do Valerie and Jack Grey were with him. 
They watched ar.xiously. 

Bang! 
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The ball came in like a bullet. IC K. coolly no matter which side scored it. Back m the 
punched it back. It was returned deft]y from St. Frank's goalmouth, K. I{. turned a grin
\VaJton's head, and this time the St. Frank's ning face towards Church and tho other Re
goalie ]eapt and made another brilliant save. movites behind the net. 
Tho ball fell into a crowd of players, and "Pretty good, eh?" he said. "We haven't 
::r-.IcClnre, dashing in, managed to effect a good lost this game yet, sweethearts!" 
c!earance. "And we won't lose it if you keep 'em out 

"Phew! That was hot!" said Grey, with as you have been doing," shouted Deeks, 
a whistle. "I'm dashed if K.K. isn't doing who had joined the group. "Go it, K. K. !" 
ns well as Handy I They were hvo glorious ,. Show the Old-Timers that you really are 
saves jnst now!'' red-hot!" roared Goffin. 

•• By jingo! Look at Nipper!" yelled "Ho's not so bad," admitted Handforth 
C'r.urch excitedly. "He's streaking for goal! handsomely. "Question is, can he keep it 
i.io it, Nipper! Shoot, man!" up? He's only a silly Red-Hot, and that 

Nipper had seized upon a sudden chance. isn't .saying much! I'm expecting him to 
A pass had come his way from Pitt, on the crack up any minute!" 

wing, and Nipper was dashing through. Ho "You fatheaded Old-Timer, K. K.'s a 
n nd tho home defenders were having a race; cert!" yelled Deeks indignantly. 
he got through just in the nick of time, and "Ho won't be if he keeps on looking to
the goalmouth loomed before him. Tho wards the pav. ! " said Handforth, with a 
Onrlt.on goalkeeper was leaping from side to sniff. "No good thinking about girls when 
side. Nipper steadied himself, an<l made as you're on the footer field. It'5 fata1." 
if to 6hoot hard into the left-hand corner of 
the net. The goalie lenpt that way. But it "Well, you ought to know-you're an ex-
was on]y a bluff. Nipper cool1y ran on for pert on girls," said Goffin blandly. "I 
another two yards, and then sent in a low believe you've fallen in love with Dolly 
~hot in the other corner. The goalie hadn't yourself!" 
an earthly chanco of getting there in time. I-Iandforth turned red. It was a home-

" Goal!'' howled the St. Frank's fellows. thru~t. He had been concentrating so much 
"\Ve11 p]aycd, Nipper!" · on the pavilion that he had nearly missed 
In spite of the odds, the Saints had equalised Nipper's goal; only tho tremendous shouting 

-and Nipper's goal had been a clever one. had brought his attention back to the game. 
Cheering came from everybody in general. Ilandy had felt peeved at first-peeved 
A goal like that simply had to be applauded, with l\ir. !freeman for sending hi1n out of 

Footballer: "It was a Cup Final. The 
score was two all with two minutes to go. 
I had the ball at my toe and wa_q tea.rin ,., 
through tho opposing defence. I saw th~ 
referee look at his watch, and the crowd 
shouted, 'Shoot, man, shoot! ' ond I 
shot." 

Reporter (excitedly): "Did you score?" 
Footballer : " Score ! ,vhy, it took ten 

minutes to get my foot from bot ween the 
bed-rails ! ,, 

(lV. Osborn, II, Sumatra Road, TJ'est 
Hampstead, N. W.6, has been awarded a 
pocket w~llet.) 

HELPFUL I 

Jokes from our readers wanted for this feature ! If you 
know of a good rib tickler send it along now-and win 
a prize ! A handsome watch will be awarded each 
week to the sender of the best Joke ; all other readers 
whose etlorts are published will receive a pocket 
wallet or a pe!)knife. Addr_ess your lokes to " Smilers,,, 
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmellte Street London, E.C.4. 

Father (looking at paper bill) : "Terri
blo ! Ruinous ! ,v e shall have to economise." SMART LAD! 

The inspector had come to take the class in 
physiology, and he tried little Tommy with 
this teaser : 

.. How many bones have you in your body, my 
lad ?- " . 

" Nine hundred," replied Tommy promptly. 
" Ob, Indeed I " said the inspector. " Well, 

that's a great many more than I have." 
" Very likely," said Tommy. " But, then, 

perhaps you ain't had kippers for breakfast I '' 
(N. Jl.. ll'alton, "JVoodlands," Arnsi<le, 

l:-7est_ntorelan<I, lias been awarcled a liand
sontc u:ofc/1.) 

ONE EXCITING MOMENT 1 
Reporter (to famous footballer) : " What was 

the most exciting match you ploy~d_ i~?~! 

Small son (helpfully) : ",vel1, father, I could 
buy my NELSON LEE myself-if you gu.vo me 
eightpence instead of sixpence for my pockct
money." 

(1lJ. Hartley, Windyridge, Ben Rhydding, nr. 
Ilkley, has been awarded, a penknife.) 

THE PORTER'S RETORT l 
The train was moving swiftly out of the 

station when a passenger put his head out of the 
window and yelled at the porter : 

" Fool ! Why didn't you put my suit-case 
in here as I asked you ? '~ 

" Fool yourself, guv'nor ! You're in the 
wrong train ! ~! 

(W. Huggins, 48, Poole Road, Westbourne. 
Bournemouth, has been awarded a penknife.) · 
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the game-but after ho had hobbled out 
of tho dressing-room and had reached the 
ropes, he knew that the coach was right. 
His ankle wouldn't cause him a great deal 
of trot1ble if he was careful with it for a 
<lay or two; but to have kept on playing 
would have been asking for trouble, be.sides 
being unfair to his side. 

Edward Oswald turned his attention to the 
pavilion again, and his heart gave a leap 
when he saw that l\Ii.ss \Vilkinson was stand
ing up in her seat and waving. 

"~:ly only sainted aunt!" breathed IIand
forth huskily. 

She was waving at him! He was almost 
on the point of waving back when he 
noticed that K. K. was just in front-and 
waving, too. \Vhat rot! She was waving 
to I(. K., after all! 

And then something else happened. 
The St. Frank's forwards, fired by the 

equaliser, were pressing hard, and play was 
confined to the Carlton end. K. IC had time 
to lounge up and dQ.wn in tho St. Frank's 
goalmouth, and even to lean negligently 
ngainst one of the posts. \Vhile he wa~ 
doing t~ a .small boy dodged under the 
ropes and 1·an up to him. The small boy 
was one of the Carlton fags. 

"You're Pilkington, aren't you?" he asked 
breathlessly. 

"Parkington, dear one," corrected K. K. 
kindly. 

"That's it-Parkington," said the fag . 

"Well, here's a note for yon-from the 
Head's daughter." 
, "l\~y .son, come to me after the game and 

I 11 gIVe you a bob ! " promised K. K. "I'd 
give it to you now, only .they make no 
allowance for n1oney pockets in these togs." 

The fag grinned· and bolted back. His 
move, naturally, had been spotted by the 
St. Frank's group just behind the ropes. 
The juniors now beheld IC IC 1·cading that 
precious note. 

"Hi, you!" said Hand forth, grabbing the 
fag. "\Vhat's that you've just given to 
K. K.? \Vho sent it?" 

"The Head's daughter," grinned the fag. 
"Gave me a bob to take it-and I'm going 
t~ get another bob, too, after the game! 
I hope she'll send some more!" 

"\Yell, I'm jiggered!" ejaculated Hand
forth indignantly. "She's actually sending 
him love-letters while ho's playing! This is 
going to mess the game right up! He'll go 
right to pieces after this!" 

"Look at him!" ejaculated Church in 
alarm. 

There was certainly cause for alarm. 
K. IC, still reading his precious letter, was 
leaning against one of the goalposts. 
There was a dreamy expression upon his face, 
and he seemed completely oblivious of the 
match in progress; completely unaware of 
th~ fact that the Carlton forwards had broken 
away and wero bearing down upon the St. 
Frank's goalmouth. A roar went up. ............................................ 

TOO HASTY! 
The salesman had been travelling on the iocal 

line for years-and one day, to his surprise, the 
train came in on time. He immediately went 
up to the guard and said: 

" Here's a cigar. I want to congratulate 
you. I have travelled on this line for fifteen 
)'ears, and this is the first time I have caught a 
train on time.'' 

" Keep the cigar," replied the guard. " I 
can~ot lie. This is yesterday's train." 

(P. Edmunds, 59, Sack-ville Road, Hove, has 
been awarded a pocket wallet.) 

WHEN NOT TO LAUGH I 
Old gent : " ,vhy are you crying, my boy ? " 
Boy : " Father hit his thumb with the 

hammer just now." 
Old gent : " Wlu~t a kind-hearted boy you 

t\re. Is that what makes you weep ? " 
Boy: "No, but I laughe·d when father did it." 
(J. Phillips, 49, Stiven Crescent, Eastcote Lane, 

South Harrow, has been awarded 
ci penknife.) 

OBVIOUS I 
Harry : " Hallo, Bill ! Been 

fighting ? " 
Bill: "Do you suppose I'm 

advertising sticking-plaster ? " 
(D. Hardie, 20, Stirling Road, 

Va.usewayhead, has been awarded 
" vocket wallet.) 

COHGRATTERS! 
Arthur: "So your brother tried to get a 

Government job ? ,vhat is he doing now ? " 
Ben : " Nothing. He got the job ! " 
('}-l. Kirkman, 236, Boom Street, Pietennaritz

burg, Natal, S. Africa, has been awarded a pocket 
wallet.) 

FATHER'S GOOD EXAMPLE. 
Father: "I am grieved to hear, my boy, that 

you have told your mother several falsehoods. 
Always tell the truth, even if it should brin~ 
trouble on you. '\\~ill you nromiso to do so ? " 

Tommy: "_ Yes, father.'; 
Father: "All right. Now go and see who it 

is knocking et the door. , If it's the landlord, 
say I'm out." 

(H. Rowe, 92, Lower Union Lane, Torquay, 
has been awarded a penknife.) 

DID HE GET IT? 
Teacher (who has found a 

sixpence) : ., Has anyone lost a 
. '" sixpence. 

\Yillie: "Yes, sir." 
Teacher : "And where did 

you lose it?" 
\Villio : ",vhere you found 

it." 

(I'. J(ilby, 70, Spencer Road, 
l.Atton, ha., been awarded a pocket 
wallet.) 
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"Look out, there, K. I{.!" lie was playing as though inspired-and 
~• What's tho giddy idea, I{. K. ? Pu!J perhaps, indeed, he had been inspired. ~t 

yourself together." all e\'euts, · he had become much more brtl-
" Now'a your chance, Carlton! Shoot l" liant since receiving that note from the 

. A goal seemed certain. \Valton, the hom_e Head's daughter. And that note, at this 
side's centre-forward, l1ad the ball at his very moment, was blowing about in the 
foot, was preparing to shoot. And still neighbourhood of the goal-line. 
K. I{. leaned against the goalpost, reading During those energetic moment., the littlo 
hi3 letter, lost to the world. \Valton's foot scrap of paper must have jerked out of 
flashed up and down, the. -ball hurtled goal- K. K's hip-pocket, where he had hastily put 
wards-and it was then that K. K. came out it during the last Carlton offensive. At all 
of his reverie. In an instant he realised the events, ho had lost it. A sudden gust of 
danger. In one n1ovcment lie stuffed the wind now seized it and carried it near~r to 
letter into the pocket of 11is shorts an~ - the ropes. Deeks and Goffi_n spotted ~t at 
hurled himself across tho goalmouth. ll1s the same moment, and they Jumped at 1t. 
outstretched fist tipped the bal_l round t_he "T,hat giddy lo~e-~~tter !" gasped Deeks. 
post for a corner. A great sigh of relief "We d better bag 1t l 
went up fron1 the St. Frank's supporters; But Handfortb in spit~ of his "wonky "· 
groans of disappointment from tho Carlton auklc was there' first. He dived under the 
onlookers. . ropes: seized the note, and held it fast. . 

Tho corner came to nothmg, and tho ball "Not likely!" he roared. "Readmb 
was cleared. \Vith the play transferred to IC K.'s love-letters is becoming a habit! 
Carlton territory, I{. K. took ~he l~tter ~ut I'm blowed if you're going to broadcast 
of his pocket and started readmg it agam. this one!" 

"By Jove! Look at hiin now r' gasped Parkington looked round, attracted by tho 
Church. commotion. . 

IC K. was ?oing a brief war-dance b~twecn "Hi, .YOU careless ass!_" roared H~ndforth. 
the posts. His face was flushed, and lus eyes "You're making a practice of dropping your 
were sparkling. giddy letters, aren?t you? I'm keeping this 

"Old sardine, you've got to keep 'em out one till half-time, and you can thank your 
now as you've never kept 'cm out before," stars I've collared it or everybody would be 
he told himself firmly. '' Come on, you reading it." ' 
Carlton ·forwards! Try and score! I dare I{irby Keeble Parkington laughed happily. 
you ! " "\Vho cares?" he sang ot1t. "Read it! 

He was so serenely happy that he ahnost Let everybody read it! The more, the mer-
sh~ntc~l the. words. . 1,, • I-Iandforth. rier ! I've made three good saves, and I'm 

Ile s gomg pott.y · said hoping for some more 1" 
It wasn't long before K. K. was called 

upon to show some action. Hard as the 
Saints pressed, they could not keep up tho 
pace. After three or four n1inutes of sevcro 
pr~sure in the Carlton half of the field, the 
hall came down on the wind. The Carlton 
forwards got busy. 

A clrive came in from the left wing, and 
IC K. ran out and blithely kicked clear. 
Tho ball was trapped, centred, and \Valton 
leapt upon it, to send in a first-time shot 
which ma<lo K. K. leap. 1-Ie cleared again 
at the expense of another corner. 

'fho kick was taken, the ball soared over 
the goalmouth, and many heads were ready. 
But Parkington leapt up with perfect cool
ness, and his fist was there. It was a good 
clearance,. but not good enough. The ball 
dropped at the feet of one of the Carlton 
forwards, and he promptly slammed it goal
wards. Down went K. K. full length, and 
in a flash he had the leather in his grip. 
Ile was up in another flash, an'd the way he 
dodged the Carlton forwards .was an edu
cation. Bouncing the ba11 twice, he kicked 
clear, and the immediate danger was over. 

"Well played, K. K. !" roared the Saints. 
"Keep it up: old man!" 
K. K. waved cheerily. 
"That's three saves within a minute!" he 

---
CHAPTER 8. 

A One-Man Game! 
' H ANDFORTH was so astonished by 

K. K.'s invitation that he allowed 
Deeks and Goffin to jerk that letter 

out of his hand before he could decido 
what to do. 

"The chap's off his rocker!" he gasped. 
"lie's so much in love that he's light
headed I He actually wants these Carlton 
chaps to shoot goals ! " 

'' And no wonder!" yelled Decks, who had 
just read tho note. .. 

"Eh? Look here, you rotter!" said Hand
forth. .. It's not playing tho game to read 
that-" 

"Rab! He invited us to I" broke 1n 
Deeks. "Look at this!" 

It was a very brief note-but very. n1neh 
to the poiut: 

")ly Big Ilero,-,-I'll give you a kiss 
for every save you nrnke, and I hopo 
our men try to score lots and lots of 
goals !-DOLLY." 

murmtir~<l liappily. "By jingq, I hope they "Great Scott!" gurgled liandforth fainUy. 
attack like that again!" ~• So that's wJ1y he's dancing about like a 
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giddy Zulu! I-Ie's just made three saves! 
And that means three kisses! Oh, my hat!" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
The other Removites were shouting with 

laughter, although they weren't sure whether 
to be amused or not. 

"This is a bit too thick ! " protested the 
burly lender of Study ·n. "\Ve read that 
first letter of his by accident-but now he'.s 
broadcasting his giddy love affairs!" 

"He's got to that stage when he doesn't 
care," grinned Jack Grey. "\Ye know so 
much that he thinks we'd better know the 
rest ! A kiss for everv sa \·e he makes, eh ? 
Ily jingo! Here come "'the forwards. K. K.'s 
going to earn some 1nore kisses, by the look 
of it!" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
AnothC'r laugh icnt up, and it was so up

roarious that the homo spectators in the 
vicinity wero puzzled. They couldn't see 
anything to laugh at. Their n1en were about 
to score, by the look of things_. 

"'Vhat's the matter with you St. Frank's 
c-haps ?" asked one of the Carlton juniors. 
",vhat aro you cackling at? You're going 
to get beaten hollow! There's a goal. com
ing now!" 

' "Don't you believe it l" roared Handforth. 
"IC K. was a good goalie befm·e, but nothing 
can get past him now!" 

It seemed that he was right. The home 
forwards were pressing determinedly and shot 
after shot was rained in upon the burly, 
red-headed St. Frank's goalie, but he saved 
them all. 

Ordinarily, Carlton would haYe been two 
goals up by now; and on the run of the 
play they deserved to ho two goals up. · 
E\·erything was · in their favour-wind, sun, 
and greater strength. Again and again they 
broke through the visitors' outer defences, 
and goals seemed inevitable. 

But there was always that last barrier. 
I{. I(., in goal, was invincible. The fact 
that he was an ex-Carltonian made his per
formance all· the more praiseworthy, and the 
Carlton fellows consoled themselves by the 
reflection that it was at Carlton, after all, 
that Parkington had received his early train
ing. They could turn out footballers at Carl
ton, by Jove! 

"FOUR times!" said Handforth, taking 
a deep breath. "Phew ! That was 
a hot three minutes, if you like l 
Four times K. K's saved the fort, 

nnd cYery one looked a certain goal. Bravo ! 
I co4ldn't have done better myself!" 

"You silly ass, you couldn't have done Iha.If 
as good!" said Church tartly. "ICI(. 
couldn't havo dono half as good, either, if 
he hadn't been thinking of the kisses he'll 
get! Isn't it marvellous what a girl can 
do?" 

"If Dolly Wilkinson can make ICK. play 
Iiko this, she's worth her weight in gold!" 

· dllclared Deeks. "Keep 'cm out, ICK. !'~ 
- ··------ -·- -·· - --

he added excitedly. "". e're still .all square, 
and it's nearly lhalf-time !" 

"By George, yes," grinned Handforth. 
"And after that we shall have the sun with 
ns, and the wind, too. ,v e'll make 'em sit 
up!" 

During tho last two minutes of the first 
half the Carlton forwards again pressed. 
'!'hey realised how necessary it \vas for them 
to score now. If they couldn't find the net 
this half, t:hey were not likely to do it after
wards. And it was always K.K. who pre
vented them. 

l\fcClure and Potts were beaten again and 
again-not because they were playing badly, 
but because tho Carlton forwards over• 
whelmed them.· Yet, to \Valton and his 
fellow forwards, it seemed that the St. 
Frank's goal-mouth was boarded up. ICK. 
was there, and K.K. was like rock-a solid 
piece of rock which stretdhed from upright 
to upright, and from ground to cross-bar. 

No matter at what angle the ball sizzled 
in, K.K. was there. If it was a low shot, 
he dived first; if it was a high shot, he wns 
waiting. His ant.icipation was uncanny. 
'\Vithout any question at all, it was a one
man game. It was the Carlton Junior XI 
versus I{irby Keeble Parkington. 

The St. Frank's spectators were breathless 
-spellbound. They no longer laughed. 
Chipping K.K. about the Head's daughter 
was a thing of the past. The chap was in-
spired; he was a magician. ! 

And then came the whistle for half-time
ono all! 

T HE roar that went up must have been 
heard miles away. These Carltonians 
were generous, and tthcy cheered l{.K. 
to the echo. They could apprC'cia te 

good football, and K.K., after all, was by 
way of being a favourite of their own. They 
realised what they had lost. ' 

" Congratters, l{.1(., old man ! " exclaimed 
Nipper heartily, as he clapped Parkington 
on the back. "!'Ye never seen anythi.ng like 
it l Goodness only knows how many saves 
you made during this last twenty minutes ,, . . - . 

"I know," interrupted l{.K. c901Iy. !'I 
counted 'em." 

"Eh?" ' \ 

"Fifteen!" said Parkington, with a cheer• 
Iul grin. "Only tweh-e really decent ones, 
and three <'asv ones. Still, they count. 
Fifteen saves si~ace Dolly sent me that note. 
I suppo~c I can't go into the pav. now?", --1 

. "Not likely!" said Handforth, pushing for
ward. "You've got to wait till the game's 
over m v lad ! If you go and collect that 
rew~rd i'.iow you'll be useless in the second 
half. All yo~r pep wil~ be gone t" 

"Reward?" asked Nipper, staring. . \ 
"Didn't you know?" · asked ·Handfor.th. 

"ICK.' s best girl sent him a note, and pro-.. 
mised him a kiss for every save he made t 
No, it's not pri,•ate-I(.l{. invited us to read 
it. I dare sa\· h(\ felt that it lrould be better • . .. _ .. ·-- . . -- . . 
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or w0 were liable lo ihiuk ihal !lie Jiall £'0110 

mad." 
"Yon know ~o much about Dollv a1re~c1y 

that there's no harm in your kno~wing the 
rest.," said IC K. seren<'ly. '' She's my chmn 
-and I don't ca.re who knows it! If it 
comes to that, I don't <·are who knows about 
tl10~0 ki~scs, either! l'n1 going to collect 'crn 
,is soon as the gam~'s O\"l'r, and you can all 
go 1 o tho dickens!"· 

"Ila, ha, 1m. ! " 
~ippcr began to undcn-fand. 
'' \Vc'd better G1old him here, you chap~," 

J,o ~aid firmly. "If ho ~<'ts an:nd1cre nea.r 
the pavilion Jie'll be a lost ~oul ! Once he 
co1lects tho~o kif-scs he'll be a goner." 

"You <'an chip me all you like-I don't 
care now! i, said K. K., with supreme indifTer
<'ncc. "I was a chump to care in the first 
place. Do11y \Vilkinf-on is a jolly nice !rirl, 
and !-he's my pal. ,v11.v the dickens did I 
e,·cr try to spoof yon chap~? I don't caro 
who knows ahout her loving 
me! I love her, too!" 

"\Ve ought-anc1 we !-haH," rc1J1icd ~ipper, 
nodding-. "\Vhy, in his present mood-fired 
up as lw is-l1c'll on1y n1akc a hopeless chump 
of himseJf ! " 7n',·c got to prote<>t him. And 
we must think of tlhat girl, too! \-Yo 
nrnstn't allow K. I{. to n1ako her tho 
laughing stock of the wholo place! She's tho 
}{earl's daughter, and this giddy football 
E=ccms to J1ave turned her head, too. Thcy'ro 
:i pair. and wo must i;ave thcn1 fron1 thcn1-
~c!Yef-.. , 

"IIow do vou 1ncnn ?" asked Han<lforth, ., 
staring. 

"\Vhy, as soon as tho game's over, K. I{. 

":\Iy only sainted aunt!" 
gasped Handforth. •• Stca~ly, 
K. K. ! Yon know, a thmg \"\... f ~ S) .>Y 
like this can be carried too ~ ~ct'- l a ; 
fur-" , '-\ ij 

"Not where l'tn con.. ~ ~ ~ _. '--' ~ J_,,j~ ;:_ j, ' 
ccrned !" interrupted K: K. \:. " ~ '- / ~ ~ .... 1/ ~/ ~~ nF 
firmlv. "Dolly is my little -· •~ 
sweetheart, and l'1n pron cl 
of it! As soon as the game's 'fAJ 
over, I'll introduce you." 'tfl 1 

"But we'vo 1net her," 
grinned Travers. ( 

"1-Iave you?'' retorted 
K. K., shaking his head. 
"Don't you believe it, my 
son! I want you to rneet 
her as she really is. As the 
Americans say, ' Yon ain't 
seen nothing yet! Oh, boy, 
what a girl! ' If you're 
nice to her, sho might eveu 
kiss you, too!" 

"Great Seott ! A u d 
,rouldn't yon be jealous?·• 

.. I dare say I should," acl
n1ittcd K. K. thoughtfulh·. 
"In fact, I won't let her 
kiss anybody else, cYcn if 
:;ho wants to." 

lie walked away. coolly 
8ucking a ehunk of lemon. 
The St. Ji,rauk's juniors 
stared after hi1n in wonder. 

"Ife must be light-
headed!" declared Hand-
forth. "Thnt's what we· 
t,hought at first-and now 
we know it! As far ns the 
game's concerned, it's a 
good thing-he's brought 
victory wit.bin our grasp.· 
But don't yon think we 
onglit to do somei hing after 
the match?" 

----
,:__---__. 

---------~ ,------::::-__:=::;------------------~----1 

C. ' 

• 'I 
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'\,ill rush to the paY. a.1id collcC't thoEo ki~~<'s 
· h. " 1· d N. " \ 1 unlrss "·c stop nu, rep 1c 1 tpper. 1 nc 

-think 610w ~nvful that would be !or Dolly! 
:Not at th~ mon1cnt, perhaps-.becausc sh~'s 
cYidcntly Just as potty as ho 1s. Bnt she d 
11 cvct be able io live it do,vn. Dash it, she's 
a conplo of years older than I{. 1(., I shoultl 
jmag-inc. ,vo mustn't let it happen." 

'' Then why not act now?" asked Ifand
ort h. 

" .:\ss !" retorted Nipper scornful1y. ",v o 
"'·ant to win this game, don't we? Our 
policy is to let things .run on until the final 
whi:;;t le. '!'hen we'll act ! " 

CHAPTER 9. 
Thanks to K. K. I " p ASS, Archie-pass!" 

The St. Frank's spectators were 
not many, but what they lacked in 
nun1bers they made up for in noise. 

'fhc second half was only five minutes old., 
and already tho Saints were feeling the 
advanta.gcs of wind and sun. 

A long, sweeping pass fro1n J\fcClurc had 
taJkcn tho ball down tl10 fieid, and Archie 
ucatly trapping it, ran on. Two defender~ 
bore down upon him, and the St. Frank's 

supporters groaned as Archio 
made no attempt to get rid 
of the ball. But Archie 
knew what he was doing. 
His idea was t.o draw the 
defence. At the last second 
he sent the ball gliding over 
the turf in a perfect pass. 

Gresham, on the wing, 
was well on-side., and tho 
ball came t.o his toe. He 
took it on the run, and a 
quick glance told him that 
if a goal was to be ecored 
he must .score it himself, for 
Nipper was covered by ono 
of the backs. 

" Shoot, Gresham ! " 
Harry ran in, and in his 

stride he kicked. It was a 
diagonal shot, and it rose as 
it left his foot. The ball 
whizzed into the top left
hand corner of the net like 
a bullet, beating the goal• 
keeper all ends up. 

"Hurrah 1" 
"Goal!" 
.. ,Veil played, Gresham!'' 
"And good old Archie ! " 

shouted Church. '' That pass 
of his was worth quids!" 

"Keep 'em out, K. K. !"· 
· urged Handforth. "'\V c 

can't expect the forwards to 
scoro again-so it'a up to 
you!" 

Parkington, between the 
posts, glanced round. 

"If these silly Carlton 
for,vards think they're going 
to scoro, they'd better wake 
up!" he said calmly. 
"Nothing's going to get 
past me, sweethearts! They 
couldn't score if they used 
a high-cxplosi ve shell ! " 

l lea • ~ghfh~g up to save the Carlton forward 's shot, Handforth 
1s head on the cross-bar-and fell in a crumpled heap I 

"Good old I{. K. ! That's 
tho spirit!" 

"Keep it up, old man, 
and you'll be playing for the 
} .... irst soon!" 

Parkington, although so 
blithe, was q~1ite in earn,~st. 
liis words sounded boastf nl, 
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but the:y weren't. In his present mood he was 
an insurmountable obstacle to the Carlton for
wards. They tried once or twice to get past 
him when their opportunities came-and these 
opportunities were r-ot many. The Saints 
were in the nscendant now, and they were 
pressing hnrd. However, now and then 
\Valton and his men would break through. 
One or two movemcmts looked dangerous
indeed, but for I{. K. they would have re
sulted in goals. Driving through the St. 
Frank's defence with do~ged determination, 
\Valton ran clean through and took a hard 
shot from within a foot of tho penalty spot. 

"Sorry, old son," sang out K. K. cheerily. 
He did not even trouble to dive after the 
ball. He did a thing which seemed utterly 
mad-and ,vhich would have been mad in 
nny other circumstances. It was only his 
present mood which made it possible. Ile 
1eap/t sideways nnd met the whizzing ball 
with the toe of his hoot. Th-3 loather soqred 
well out into mid-field. 

"Great Scott!" gasped ,v alton, chagrined. 
"Oh, well saved, I{. K. ! " 
"The man's under a epell !" ejaculated 

IIandforth. "I thought it was a certain goal 
just now!" 

"It's a certain kiss, anyhow!" grinned 
Deeks. 
'l'he game continued, and there were moro 

knsc situations as the time grew shorter. 
But J(. ·I{. wns unbeatable. I-le punched, he 
kicked, and he even headed with tho im
partiality of an automatic machine. No 
matter what came his way he sent it back. 
And this, of course, began to have a moral 
~ff('ct upon the Carlton forwards. Once they 
realised that it was well-nigh impossible for 
them to score, all the ginger was taken out 
:>f their attack. 

It wasn't surprising, therefore, when the 
Saints scored another goal within fh·e minutes 
Jf time. It was Nipper's turn, and he made 
ru.> mistake about it. To add to the debacle, 
Reggie Pitt thril1ed the crowd with one of 
his famous runs during the last half minute, 
and the goal he scored was a corker. At last 
the final whistle blew, leaving St. Frank's the 
winners by four goals to one. 1 

-It was IC I{.'s n1atch. No sooner did the 
referee's shrill blast sound than he was sur
l'Onnded by swarms of ('Xcited, enthusiastic 
juniors. He was slapped on the back and 
rlnpped on the ~houldcrs until he scarcely 
had any breath left. 

"You're a marYel, IC IC!" declared Nipper. 
"I feel like kissing you myself!" 

"I-Ia, ha, ha!" 
"Dolly will do all the kissing." grinned 

1.,rnvers. "I-Ie nn1st have a score due to him, 
I should think." 

"Twenty-seven, to be exact," said I{. K. 
calmly. "I've counted nll my saves, and I'll 
het Dolly has kept a pretty close score, too. 
Pity those Carlton forwards couldn't have 
made it an even thirty." 

"Ila, ha, ha ! " 
"Well, I'll be going," went on Parkington 

!"ontentedly. "If you chaps wi1l get out of 
the way I'll run to the oavilion-"-

..• -- . • - I 

"No fear!" said Nipper firmly. "Dash i_t, 
K. K., you can't expect Dolly to kiss you 1n 
your present state! There's about• half a 
pound of mud on your faco, and your hair's 
filled with it. Come along to the dressing. 
room, clean yourself up, and get drossed. 
l\1ust do the thing properly, you know." 

"By Jove, perhaps you're right," admitted 
IC IC "I hadn't thoug'i1t about tho mud." .◄ 

"\Vhen a chap's in love he forgets every- I 
thing else!" ~aid Handforth. "It's surpris- · 
ing the silly things he can do! I remember 
once going out to meet Irene and forgetting 
all about my collar and-- ,v ell, it doesn't 
matter ! " he added hastily. 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 
"K. IC can forget as many collars as he 

likes," said Nipper soothingly. ",vhen I-Iandy 
was crocked at the beginning of this game 
it looked as though we were in for a certain 
licking. K. K.'s love affair has given us the 
game-and we're not ungrateful. Let's give 
him a lrnnd, yon fellows." 

They lifted hitn off his feet, set hin1 on 
their shoulders, and carried him triumphantly 
to the · dressing-room. He deserved it, but 
this move was not really n1ade in the spirit 
of h0ro-worship; it was merely a dodge to be 
sure that K. IC didn't slip off. 

So the hero of the match was watched over 
closely whilst he washed and changed. Fel
lows were on every hand, helping :him. Their 
attentions, in fact, became embarrassing. 
IC K. found it impossible to move n yard 
without clusters of juniors impeding his pro
gress. 

He was glad enough when he had dressed 
and when he wns ready to go. I-Iis face was 
flushed and shining fro1n much towel rnassage, 
and his hair was neatly brushed. He smiled 
checrilv at the other n1cmbcrs of the team. 

",v c·ll, thanks awfulJy for looking after 
me so well," he said graciously. "Awfully 
decent of you, tnd all that. but I didn't really 
ask for it. And if you don't mind I'd like 
to get to the door." 

"It's all right," said Handforth breathlessly 
as he came in. "She_'s not in the pavilion 
now. She waited a bit, and then went in
<loors with her pater and l\'.lr. \Vilkes and 
Vera. The coast's clear." 

K. IC frowned. 
"What's the idea?" he asked suspiciously. 

"Dolly promised to wait for me-" 
"I daresay her pater made her go indoors," 

interrupted Nipper. "Hard cheese, old man! 
It might not be so easy to collect that reward 
of yours. ch? Well, it's all to the good, I 
suppose." 

"All to the good!" ronred Parkington. 
"Look here~ you nsses, you'd better stop this 
rot! I belie\·c it's some wheeze of yours! 
You silly Old-Timers think--" 

"Cheese it, 1{. K. !" interrupted Deeks un
comfortably. "We're in it, too. ,ve couldn't 
sec you make such a hopeless a~ of yourself 
without lending you a helping hand. Later 
on, when this feyer has le£ t you, you'll th:tnk 
us." 

"Fever!" gasped K. K. "What the dickens 
---" . 
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"This way!" said Nipper briskly. 
'l.'ho astonished K. K. fo1md liimsclf seized 

hy many hands. Ile wasn't seized roughly, 
but with a firmness which left hin1 in no doubt 
as to which way ho had to go. 'l'hc- juniors 

said Nipper. "There comes a tirne 
fellows in your mental condition have 
rcstrain(\cl. You're coming with us!" 

25 

wlwn 
to be 

And K. K. Parkington went. 

surrounded hin1. in a solid phalanx. · 
CHAPTER 10. ''You-you dmumics " he began in-

dig11antly. 
·' Coach a 11 

ready ? " a s k e d 
. Nipper. 

"\Vait-ing !" 
"Good! Th e n 

we'll take h i n1 
straight to it," said 
t.he Junior skipper. 
"It's a good thing 
I explained to \\Tal
ton that we should 
want to dash off 
inunediately t h o 
ga1ne was . o,·er. 
Pity wo can't stop 
to tea, but we've 
got to think of that 
girl-to say nothing
of tho dignity of 
St. Frank's." 

I{. K. was looking 
startled now. 

.. \Vhat arc yon 
going to do?" ho 
demanded angril)·. 
"You can't carry 
me off like this, 
yon babbling luna
tics ! I tell you 
l'vo got to find 
Dolly--"-

"You've made a 
howling ass of your
self in private, 
K. I{., but you're 
not going t-0 do it 
in public!" in tor-
r u p t e d Nipper. 
"You ought to be 
grateiul to us. ,v c're forgoing tea 
on your behalf." 

"Tea!" howled 
Parkington. 
'' I don't care any
thing about tea! 
But I promised 
Dolly that I'd-" 

"That you'd go 
along to collect 

Dolly Delivers the Goods! 

Next Wednesday's Extra-Long 
Trut! 

-·~ -~- ':~:=:· ,;· ... 
. ,· : . . : . ' ' ~1 . 
. . ·. ·.· _,,;,;,,.-;, .: 

Buy British goods, says Handfortb senior In 
a lecture, and E. O. Handf orth become·s bis 
father's staunchest supporter. Studies at St. 
Frank's are ruthlessly torn asunder ; goods 
dumped-some In the river ; be becomes a 
nightmare to local shopkeepers l When the 
ramheaded Handy gets going there's no stopping 
him! 

You can guess the amusing situations that 
result-and there are troublous times for Handy, 
too I Look out for this screamingly funny 

extra-long yarn noxt week, chums-

"IT'S AN OLD SPANISH CUSTOM!" 
And order your copy In Advance. 

IT was a shock 
for the leader 
of tho Rcd
Hots. Ho had 

not expected any
thing so drastic at, 
this ; and the worst 
of it was, he was so 
completely outnum
bered that he hadn't 
an earthly chance. 
Even Deeks and 
Goffin, his o w n 
study-mates, wcro 
against him. The 
other Red-Hots, too 
-all had joined 
forces with tho old
Timers. It was felt 
by tho St. Frank's 
crowd generally that 
the sooner K. K . 
could be got a way 
from Carlton, the 
better. 

K. K. w a s 
bundled unceremon
iously into the wait
ing motor.coach and 
in spite of his frantio 
struggles, ho was 
jammed into a seat 
and held down. 
The other fellows 
piled in, and the 
driver was given 
the word to start. 
Only a few Carl
ton ians • stood by, 
looking on and grin
ning. They hadn't 
been let into the 
secret, and they 
hadn't the vaguest 
notion what was 
really taking place. 
Fortunately, Nipper 
and the re.st of the 
St. F1·ank's tean1 
had bade good-bye 
to Walton and his 

. thoso twenty-seven 
kisses, ch?" said 
Nipper. "Exactly! 
\Vell, we've had a jaw, and we've decided 
that l\Iiss Dolly has done ~nough already. 
She's given us the game-and why should 
she suffer for it?" 

men earlier. Wal
ton knew that s01nethiug was "on," and ho 
was discreet enough to make no inquii;ies. 

"Thank goodness we're off,,, said Hand
forth, with 1·elief. "And not a sign of Dolly, 
either." "I-Ia, ha, ha!" 

''You-you maniacs!" bellowed IC K., now 
thoroughly aroused. "If you'll only listen to 
Ille. for a n1inute--" 

~' \V c've listened to you enough, old son," 

"I'm not so sure of that," said Nipper. 
"I think she must have sent her little sister 
out to scout. All the better, because she'll 
go back and tell Dolly that K. K. has gone._"-
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"Little sister?" repeated IIandforth. 
"Y cs, didn't you notice that little kid 

standing by while we were pushing K. K. into 
the coach?" asked Nipper. "A girl of about 
:ix-in a pink frock. Pretty little kid, too
and she wus looking so scared and indignant 
that I'm pretty certain she had been sent 
vu t by her sister." 

I{. K. was nearly foaming at the mouth. 
"You-you blundering idiots!" he gasped. 

"Stop this coach! Y ot'l don't understand! 
If you'd only let me explain-" 

"Better gag him!" suggested Travers 
mildly. 

"Not a bad idea," nodded Gresham, pro-
ducing a scarf. • 

The unfortunate K. I{. was promptly 
1nuffled, and a crowd of fellows jammed him 
so tightly into his scat that he couldn't move. 
IC .IC wriggled convulsh·ely, and made 
6endish sounds under the muffler. 

"Let him rave!" said Handforth, grinning. 
"I thought he'd get a bit better after we had 
once started, but he's worse. Ifallo ! I'm 
jiggered if old '\Vilkey isn't trying to race us 
in that n1ouldv old bus of his." 

The others glanced out of the off-side win
dows. A shabby open car was over~aking 
them, and at the wheel sat Mr. Ahngton 
\Vilkes. It wasn't much of a car to look at, 
but it could ce1 tainly move. Like all else in 
connection with "Old \Vilkey," that car was 
a surprise packet. Under its shabby exterior 
i~ concealed a super-tuned racing engine. l\1r. 
\Vilkcs himself was a driver of outstanding 
brilliance. 

He signalled to the coach-driver as he shot 
ahead, and pulled up some distance in ad
v~nce. The coach was obliged to do the 
same. l\'.lr. Wilkes, with an expression of 
mild remonstrance on his face, ]ooked up at 
the faces in the open windows. 

"And what's the idea of this, you silly 
young asses?" he asked grufHy. 

"\V e-wo thought we'd better get off, sir," 
.said Nipper lamely. 

"Oh, you did?" retorted the Housemaster. 
"\V'hat about the courtesies of this occasion? 
People don't go to other schools to play foot
ball matches and then barge off without 
cercmonv. What about tea?" .. 

"\Ve explained to the chaps, sir," said 
Nipper. "Walton excused us, and we real1y 
had a particular reason-" 

"Well, you can forget your particular 
reason," interrupted Mr. Wilkes. "It's like 
~~our blessed cheek to make me get out the 
old bus and chase you! You're all coming 
back." 

"Oh·, I say, 6ir, but-" 
"\Valton can excuse you all he likes, but 

Dr. Wilkinson doesn't," Eaid the House
mnster. "He's prepal'ed to entertain the 
whole crowd of you in his garden-his 
daughter's idea, I . believe. She particularly 
wants her pater to meet K. IC And you 
push off before anyone has a chance to stop 
you!" 

"\Ve're sorry, sir," ejaculat(.'d Nipper. "\Ve 
never dreamed of anything like this! \Ve
we rather wanted to hurry off-'~ 

''Just a minute before you carry on," put 
in Mr. \Vilkes. "What's that 1·ummy noise 
I can hear from inside the coach ? Is some. 
body in pain ? " . 

"It's only K. IC, sir," said I-Iandforth 
desperately. "He's-he's a bit short of 
breath!" 

"And so would you be if you had a wooll0n 
muffler , .. Tapped rou-nd your· gills," said Mr. 
\Vilkes sternly. "Take it off at once! That's 
a fine way to treat the fellow who's won the 
game for you." . · . 

"You don't understand, sir-it's for K. K.'s 
own good!" said Nipper. 

"Well, take it off, anyhow," said Mr. 
Wilkes. "Give him time to make himself 
presentable. By all I've heard, Dolly \Vilkin
son has a little ceremony to perform." 

"Great Scott!'' gurgled Handforth. "You 
know, sir?"· 

"About those twenty-seven kisses?" 
chuckled l\'Ir. \Vilkes. "Of course I know: 
And it's like your nerve to swindle K. I(. 
out of his reward t All right, driver-you 
can go to the next corner and turn round." 

The Removitcs gazed at one another help• 
lessly. They had done their best1 but Fat& 
was against them. The fact that Mr. \Vilkeg 
know all about that kissing bargain, too, wa~ 
a staggerer. It was 1nore staggering still 
that he should view it in such a matter-of. 
fact way. What was the world coming to ? 

T EA in the IIead's garden was a great 
honour. 

The weather was still warm enough 
for out-door meals; summer was lin

gering, and although there was a fairly high 
wind, tho thick trees and hedges formed an 
excellent screen. 

When the schoolboy visitors nrrived, full 
of inward apprehension they found every
thing nicely set out on the !awn. There were 
dainty tables, with appetising plates of tomato 
sandwiches, thin bread-and•butter and other 
delicacies . 

Dr. Wilkinson was an upright, genial-look
ing man of well under fifty-and looking much 
younger. 'l'he juniors noted, with mild sur
p_!'ise, that the charming l\'.liss Wilkinson and 
Vera · were strolling together arm in arm . 
There wasn't a sign of jealousy here-although 
Vera must have known all about that bar
gain. 

"1'1n glad we got you back, young men," 
said Carlton's headmaster, as he shook hands 
with the juniors. "You played a very splen• 
did game this afternoon, and I am not at all 
displeased with my own boys for losing." 

"It was K. K. who won the match for 
us, sir-I mean, Parkington," said Nipper. 
"His goalkeeping was too marvellous for 
words." 

"It just shows what a fellow can do when 
he is determined," nodded the Head. "I 
won't say that he ·was actually inspired, but 
my little daughter had expressed her absolute 
foith in hirn and he rose to the occasion. 
Well done, Kirb}~ ! " 

He patted 1'... K. affectionately on the 
shoulder. 



'11IIE NELSOl\i LEE LIBR..'.1RY 

/// /1/~~ 
~;-~~ _, 

-,,,...~.,.,,,,,, ... .,n .. , 

3-"r'( 
.l -_,... 

~~I 
;.> 

-:... ~--·-
o1111m10m~ 
- -~ ---- -

----
---------

In spite of his frantic stl uggles, K. K. was bundled unceremoniously into the charabanc 
_ by the grinning Removites. ·--- ·· --- - · 

"I'd haYe been here sooner, sir, only thet;e 
chumps carried me off-and I wasn't expect
ing that," said Parkington. "You know I 
wouldn't dream of leaving Carlton without 
coming along to see you all." 

"I certainly didn't thirik it possible," agreed 
tho Head. "You see," he added, turning 
to the St. Frank's fellows, . "I{irby is very 
much like one of the family here. When he 
was at Carlton he was always popping in 
for tea, and it was gratifying to me that he 
and my daughter formed a very strong affec
tion for one another. At this very moment 
she's waiting to give him quite a lot of 
kisses!" 

"\Vha-a-a-at ?" breathed Handforth faintly. 
The other St. Frank's juniors were feeling 

too weak to express their emotions. It was 
amazing enongh to know that tho Head was 
fully aware of that kissing compact, but it 
was extraordinary that he should openly 
boast of the affection existing between his 
daughter and K. K. , 

"I shouldn't have said anything about it, 
only you boys apparently know," continued 
Dr. ,vilkinson. "K. K. himself was always 
very shy of his schoolfellows l:nowing what 
took place in tlhis garden, and I was ready 
enough to re~p~~t hi~ little secret. Dolly and1 ' 

he have had many a happy hour hero 
together." , i 

"1\fy only sainted aunt!" gurgled Nipper. 
"Nothing pleased n1e better than to lea vo 

then1 hero alone,_ ron1ping about on tho 
lawn," continued the Head reminiscently. 
"It was always good of you, l{irby, to come.' 
Little Dolly was almost heartbroken when 
she lost her playmate." 

"I'm afraid I've been a bit of a rotter, sir,'' 
said K. K. contritely "I ought to ha YC 

written to her more than I did." 
"'\Vell, I dare say she's forgiven you,"1 

smiled the Head. "Now that her sister is 
here, things are much better." 

"I knew that Edna had come, sir, and 
that's why I didn't ,vorry !" exclaimed K. I{. 

i\:Irs. ,vilkinson, yo\lngish and charming: 
announced that tea ,vas ready, and the St: 
Frank's juniors came out of their trance.' 
But they were still very much bewildered.1 

Everything was so different from what they 
ha.d expected. Here was Dolly's father 
actually saying that he liked I{. K. to 
"romp " with her in this secluded garden! 

"Good egg!" ejaculated K. I{. suddenly. 
"Here's Dolly at last 1 I was ,vondcring 
wnen she'd show up." 

(Concludccl. on pa[/C 34.) 
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A Bold Stroke, 

"THAT'S our first j6.b, 
Tom ; burn off thit 
blessed jungle!" 

Lying back on m1 
bunk in our Space-ship, th4 
lVIeteor, that squatted majesti 
cally amid the ruins of Xemos, 
the buried city of the 

Invisible World, I nodded absently. 1\-Iark 
Whitaker's words had broken in on pleasant 
thoughts of our own Earth, many thousand: 
of miles away, and for a moment I hardly 
grasped the meaning of his remark. \Vhen 
I did, surprise made me sit up quickly. 

"Eh?" I gasped. "Burn off this jungle. 
But-'' 

Mark smiled in his usual calm way and 1 
saw that he meant it. 1'1:y eyes turned to 
the huge port window. 

Burn off the jungle! Gosh, some job! A! 
Iar as I could see, it stretched away-leagueJ 
of stunted, dark-red trees, all as ugly as sin, 
and hiding goodness knows what monstrosi
ties in its tangled depths. 

Towering above it, huge, ominous and 
glowing red through the violet mists ~ 
ever, frowned tho Burning 1\Iountains, where, 
we knew, our chief enemies lived. 1\'.ly fists 
clenched instinctively, as they always <lid 
when I looked at those arrogant heights. 
The mountains had become an obsession 
with me, and I forgot l\1ark's words in a 
train of grim speculation. 

Pulling myself together with an effort, 1 
began sizing up his proposition. On the 
steps of tho ruined temple of Xemos he and 
I ha.d maue a solemn vow to free the 
Lebanunes-the tiny human race that had 
once ruled Lcbanu, as this strange world wa! 
called-from the terrors that threatened them 
on all sides. 

,v e were gods of Lebanu; the little people 
worshipped us abjectly, and we kne\,,. the:, 
expected us to win back their kingdom for 
them. But it was a huge task. 
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Three days had gone by since our fight 
,vith the latest horror discovered on Lebanu 
-the Flying Devils-and Mark and I had 
been busy. 

Our first job had been to rally the shat
tered Lebanunes, cowed and heart-sick 
through years of suffering, and to try and 
put their miniature city shipshape. 

This was a job for me. I'm pretty dead 
from the neck up when it comes to plan
ning things, or trying to understand the 
fcicntific marvels old Mark revels in; but 
when it comes to strong-arm work, I'm all 
there and happy. Armed with my big axe 
and followed by a crowd of admiring, twit
tering pygmies, I worked for two whole 
days, cleaning up that city good and proper; 
chopping back the jungle trees and thorns 
that had smothered the little broken houses 
<luring tho passage of years, smashing down 
thoso buildings I saw were past hope, and 
generally enjoying tho free use of my muscles 
once more. 

Late on the second day came some excite-
1nent in the shape of a party of the Green 
Apes. I was breaking 

sc _. e v e n I could 
appreciate t h e 
power ho had har
nessed. But I 
didn't know how 
he meant to use it.· 

He proceeded to 
tell 1ne. 

"Yes!" he nodded, in answer to n1y 
amazed stare. "Burn it down-all of it ex
cept tho bit we're in now. Even if we carry 
out our contract and make these Lebanunes 
the ruling race onco more, what good will it 
do if the jungle still covers their fields and 
crops? It would take them hundreds of 
years to clear it themselves-you see?,, 

I saw. It hadn't occurred to me before. 
"And then again!" 1\iiark went on. "If 

we burn the jungle, we'll clear out the ap~s 
and whatever else ·we find with one stroke. 
As soon as the fire starts they'll probably 
make a break for the open beaches, and then 
-we'yo got 'em!" 

"Rather!" I whooped. "Like shootin' 
rats in a cornfield! When d'you start!" 

"Now!" 
Going to the cabin door, he sent B: long, 

thin cry across the midget city. Instantly 
the Lcbanuncs, who wcro pottering joyfully 
about the ruins, stopped work, and out of 
the temple gates came old Onada, their 
venerable king-a stout fellow if ever the~e 

down the matted vines 
over what had onco 
been an elegant forum, · 
when five of the ugly 
brutes jumped at me 
frmn cover. 

The Fourth Adventure : 

was one! With won
derful dignity for such 
an o1d -man, ho stalked 
across to the ship, 
where l\iiark reached 
down and lifted him 
gently up tho ladder. , 

FLAMES OF DEATH! 

The fun started right then. The first stroke 
of the axe swept their leader's head right 
off, and the backswing cut another in two, 
but the other three closed in, and a very 
hectic five minutes passed before I was able 
to kick and punch two to death and 
break the neck of the third. 

The leather suit I wore was already in 
rags from the first fight with them the day 
We landed, and before this little shindy was 
over my arms and chest were badly torn. 
1viark, however, got busy quickly with the 
medicine chest, and except that the wounds 
smarted a bit, I felt no effects. And the 
Lebanunes thought mo more wonderful than 
~rer-poor little blighters ! 

:\Iark, too, had been occupied, working all 
~ours at his bench, and scaring the pygmies 
into fits with the sword-like flashes of light-

There, on 
Onada bowed 
commands. 

the aluminium deck~ King 
to the ground a:nd awaited our 

Quietly and earnestly Mark spoke to· him 
at some length in tho queer, clicking dialect 
of Lebanu, and Onada bowed again. There 
was no surprise or hesitation in his fine, 
lined face; he just obeyed us implicitly. He 
strode back into the city square, and 
pre.sently I saw him mount tho steps of tho 
temple and summon his people. They 
followed him, meekly silent, into the darkness 
of the building, the rickety doors swung to, 
and all was quiet in Xemos. 

I couldn't help chuckling to myself-it 
seemed so strange, out in this primitive 
jungle. At our bidding, what remained of 
a powerful nation had tucked themselves 
a way in hiding-until we told them to ~ome 
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out. But then, of course, we were-gods I 
lVlark grunted with satisfaction. 
"They're as safe thero as anywhere I" he 

grunted; and sliding into the driving-seat, 
1nado ready for our fli~ht. Meanwhile, I 
closed everything down and ran up into tho 
gun-turret. 

"0.K. ! " I called. 
"Right!" 
The engines purred, - -the Meteor lifted 

smoothly. We were off. Scowling through 
the window, I jerked my fingers towards the 
fiercely-glowing mountains. -

" Burn a,vay, blow you!'' I gloated. "This 
is where we do some roasting, too 1" 

A Sea of Flame I 

I N a clean, upward slant the !\fcteor lifted 
from her jungle bed and went gliding 

. across the plain, a. slim, gleaming an• 
uihilator. 

· llalf a .mile up Mark straightened her out, 
and_ we cruised, looking for- the best spot 
to commence operations-for we couldn't 
risk trapping the Lebanunes in tho flames. 
The moment we shot into the air the Fire 
People in the mountains saw -us, as they 
ahYays . did, for the whole range deepened 
at once to a dangerous scarlet. Barely had 
we covered the first mile when the bright 
light. twinkled on tho highe,t peak, and in 
a 5ccond rings of gas were spinning through 
the sky towards us. 

That didn't worry us o. jot, however. 
Beyond making us 'sick, the gas didn't 
harm. us much. Quietly, methodioally Mark 
dodged the brownish clouds; I felt our pace 
quicken, the Meteor swing round quickly, 
and then-she burst into brilliant light I 
From a clozen points in the hull great jets 
of azure flamo darted out like searchlights 
and. began sweeping the jungle beneath us. 

I· understood then just how Mark intended 
to burn off this vast stretch of chaotic vege
tation.. He was attacking it as he had done 
tho Flying Devils-with rays composed of 
terrific electric heat. 

The gas clouds from the mountains grew 
thicker, ringing us round. Ignoring them 
completely, I crouched in the turret, watch
ing my friend in fascinated silence. He had 
ohe hand on the engine control and the other 
on the switch of a small battery, mounted 
by his side on a tripod, and as the beams 
of light hit the jungle on a wide circle, he 
pulled the switch right over. 

A wisp of dark smoke below attracted 
my attention; then another. I half roso to 
my feet in excitement, when

,vhoo-oo-oosh l 
Above the purr of the Meteor's engines 

rose a deadly, gushing roar, followed by 
fierce crackling. ]flames spurted from the 
jungle, struggled, spread and joined together. 
In less than a second a mile-wide sheet of 
vivid flame exploded into tho air, and the 
Meteor shot away like a dragon-fly. 

The junglo of Lebanu was on fire I 

And what a fire! uuce, when 1 was a 
kid, I saw a celluloid factory go up, but 
tho inferno that opened beforo our eyes now 
simply appalled inc. As a tidal wave sweeps 
over a harbour. so the blaze Mark had 
started flooded the plain, leaping and hissing 
in a devil's dance of destruction. 

Very skilfully my leader had planned the 
stroke, for a light breeze fanned the yellow 
tongues, driving them towards the mountaihs 
and away from Xemos. Soon it was a.s much 
as we could do to see through the waving 
pillar of srnoke that blotted out the violet 
sky; made thicker still by a savage and de
vastating gas-attack launched at us no\9 
from the Burning Mountains, which glared 
and simmered at blood-heat. 

Turning and twisting, l\Iark shot his rays 
into other partB, 1nowing down great malevo
lent stretches, ~ending other fires racing to 
join the main one, which by now was storm
ing irresistibly towards the distant horizon. 

Thicker aud thicker grew the smoke, until 
the whole of Lebanu was dimmed by a screen 
of rce~ing clouds, pierced by a riot of mad, 
eye-scorching red from the Burning Moun
tains, and orange from the holocaust in the 
jungle. And all of it slashed and torn by 
the dazzling beams from the Meteor. It 
was like the end of the world. 

At the. height of the confuaion Mark'~ 
voice from the control-platform roared up tc 
me: 

" Stand by the gun l" 
Stand by! I was quivering like a terrier 

at a rat-hole. The moment I heard his voioe 
I slammed a. shell into the breech and tried 
to see something through the drifting gloom 
beneath. 

In a beautiful circle 1\1:ark swung tho 
11eteor round, lifting her pointed nose out 
of the maelstrom, s1nashing through to the 
cairn violet sky above. The clouds of gas 
from the Burning Mountains followed us, of 
course, but they were some seconds in catch
ing us up, and in that short space of time, 
as we sped towards the sea, I had seen all 
I wanted. 

The apes! \Ve had chased them from their 
jungle lairs with a vengeance l Out of the 
fringe of trees they came in their thousands, 
pelting towards the strip of beach and the 
placid waves beyond; green apes and orange, 
forgetting their rivalry, deaf and blind to 
everything save the terror raging at their 
heels. They were utterly bestial in their 
fear of fire, and as I looked at them, snarl
ing and writhing over each other, trampling 
the weaker ones to shreds, I almost forgot 
my job in tho nightmare interest of that 
picture. 

Only for a n1omeut, though. Slipping the 
control-lever back another notch, l\iark 
ranged along the beach, sank to within two 
hundred yards~ and I let drive gai]y at point· 
blank range! 

Spang! 
A jet of fire spat an1ong the apes, followed 

by the crash of the explosi •fe. In the thia 
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"The gun spat nre and created havoc among the terrified apes ! " 

air an<l density of ·Lebanu, our little one- up before the swift rush of the fire, and 
pound shell went off like a "coal:box," those that cowered on the beach went up in 
spreading death and panic for fifty yards clouds of shingle, or were blotted out of 
around. existence. 

Spang! Spang! Whirr-ump! As fast as Out to sea, back again, swooping and duck• 
I could ram the shells home, I sent them ing the gas-clouds, we stormed above the 
speeding earthwards, tangling up that hideous mob until it was over! A few bobbing heads 
horde. Yet, so great was their fear of fire, out to aea, a few jerky move1nents in tho 
I could not stop the apes, even though my shambles round the shell-holes, were all that 
first six Bhells must have slaughtered remained of the Apes of Lebanu. 
hundreffl3. The survivors, wailing in terror, Our first attack against the enemies of the 
only hurled themselves over the stained Lebanunes was over. But before we could 
craters and torn bodies, and panted on to draw breath we were at deat,h-grips again 
what they thought was safety. with a second host! 
. An a~olute avalanche of brown gas poured -
rlown on us from the n1ountains as soon as 
t~e firing began. At first it blanketed our 
sight, but Mark soon defeated that. In ten 
seconds the Meteor was two miles out to sea 
and clear; in another ten she was back over 
the shore once again in another spot-with 
Mark's electric fire raging once more. And 
~ll that time I w~ pumping gas and lyddite 
into the screaming, terrified fiends on the 
beach, cheering in hoarse delight as the 
Meteor's flames caught them and ploughed 
great lanes through their huddled ranks. 

::r'here was no escape. Tho Fire People 
hied savagely to beat us off, but we were 
too fast. We wanted thooe gi·een and orange 
devils, and we meant to get them. Those 
that turned back into the forest crumpled 

Smoke of Battle! 

THE Flying Devils were on us once n1ore. 
From the heart of the huge smoke 
cloud they swooped down on rustling 
wings, claws outstretched ready to 

grapple us, cruel, deep jaws ngrin. It was 
as though a swarm of hideous grasshoppers, 
magnified a million times, swept down on 
us ; and against the background of flames and 
the hiss and crackle of burning forest they 
looked even more repelJent than when they 
had first attacked us in Xemos City. 

Flying in an enormous crescent, they 
closed with us like lightning. So g1·eat was 
the impact of that first charge that the 
Meteor, travelling fast though she was. reeled 
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and staggered. Flung off her course by the very base of the mountains themselves, we 
weight of hundreds of heavy bodies, she could see flames still eating up tho outskirts 
camo pel'ilously near to hitting the shore in of the forest; while below, in patches where 
a helpless di\·e, while the devils settled on the smoke had drifted away, was nothing 
her, beating at our windows with their great but a sea of charred, blackened plain, dotted 
legs. ,vith stretches of baro rocks. The tiny strip 

The plunge knocked me out of the gun- behind us, where Xemos City lay, was all 
turret; but Mark, ever cool, nursed the ship that remained. 
with firm. gentle hands, and presently It was a terrible spectacie. Yet when I 
slan1med the engines into their fullest speed, thought of the foul, distorted trees that had 
a speed that nothing in the uni verso could. grown there, and the fair crops that would 
hinder. soon spring up in their place-my hat, I 

We streaked across the jungle, shedding chuckled with glee I 
the devils from our curved sides, swung out We had already struck a giant blow for 
to sea and hung there for a breather while the freedom of Lebanu and its pygmy race, 
lVlark, adjusted his battery and coils. Then, but tho day's fighting wasn't o\·er yet-by 
when we saw the wings of our foes beating long chalks! · 
through the smoke again, we rushed them 
of our own accord ! 

\Ve were the attackers now. All out, at 
eye-baffling speed, the Meteor hurtled into 
the wall of vapour, and instantly the black
ness of night swamped down on us. For the 
first tin1e since our arrival the Burning 
1\-Iountains disappeared from sight. It was 
like plunging into a tunnel. The terrible 
rattle of Flying Devils on all sides told us 
wo were n1owing them down. 

1 In the midst of the carnage 1viark switched 
on his battery again. The rapiers of azure 
light stabbed the gloom. 

We saw, then! 
All around us, wheeling and darting in 

an effort to catch us up, were the devils; 
and the instant our fiery rays caught and 
scorched them, the creatures shrivelled in the 
ghastly heat or burst into spluttering flames. 
Very soon, as we circled among them, the 
darkness vanished in the glare of their torch
like bodies, each of which flamed up Yividly 
for some seconds before diving swiftly 
through the s1noke like brilliant rockets 
descending to earth. 

Amid the eddying wreaths they flamed 
and exploded in hundreds, while hundreds 
more were smashed by our zigzag rushes 
until the Meteor's hull and windows dripped 
with their turgid blood. l\'Iy turret · gun was 
useless at the speed we flew, even had I 
he_cn a);>le to aim proper]j·; so I crouched 
there on the ]adder and watched Mark, with 
a saturnine smile on his face, fighting and 
sailing the ship at the same time. 

And there, hidden from the violet sun
light, under the g]aring peaks of the Burn
ing l\'Iountains somewhere lost in the murk 
we fought the Flying Devils as we had th~ 
apes. And won. 

The last of them crackled in the glittering 
heams and drifted to earth, legless, wingless 
and on fire. Mark touched the elevator-bar, 
and we rose slowly through the thinning 
smoke to the clear air above. 

Gosh! From what I could see of the 
stains on the windows I'll bet our ship looked 
n gruesome sight. The jungle of Lebanu, 
to<?, looked pretty ghastly now we had 
fimshed our work. Far away, lickin,g- at the 

The Pillar of Fire! 

H ARDLY had we retreated out of the 
battle-smoke into the upper reaches 
when the poison clouds from the 
Burning Mountains rolled down on 

us again-this time not in volleys of rings, 
but in thick, tumbling billows. 

They were certainly stickers, those fellows 
-or whatever they were in the mountains! 
Time and again we had come through their 
gas attacks unscathed, yet they ,\,.ere always 
ready to shoot it at us at every opportunity; 
and this time they beat all records. 

Not one light, but twenty sparkled and 
snapped on the mountain sides, and such a 
volume of gas as we had never seen bcforo 
sailed towards us. The damage we had 
wrought seemed to have stung the Fire 
People to madness, for in addition to the 
overwhelming gas, the whole of tho ·moun
tains burnt now with such a dreadful 
radiance that I half expected the ,·ast pile 
to explode at any minute and destroy 
Lebanu, ourselves, and the whole Invisiblo 
World in one titanic convulsion. 

Nearer and nearer foamed the brown 
menace, with 1'1ark backing away cautiously 
before it. I wondered. why he did not sheer 
off altogether now the circus was over for 
all this time he had somehow fought shy of 
a direct attack on the Fire People's strong
hold, in spite of my urging him to wade in 
and risk a scrap. We were nearer now 
than we had ever been to them, and I would 
have given quids to have planted a couple of 
shells among 'em for luck before clearing 
for home. 

However, while I was staring longingly 
through the turret, I heard Mark's voice 
calling n1e down. He was lolling back in 
the driving-seat, steering the Meteor calmly, 
b~1t for all that _I noticed "\ hard glitter in 
his eyes, and his knuckles showed white 
where they grasped the engine-lever. 

As soon as I came up he pointed through 
the bow windows straight towards the biggest 
light that sparkled on the peaks. It was 
from that point that the gas attacks always 
started, and his quiet :words made me· gasp 
for joy. 
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"Tom," he murmured, "if I work the 
,hip a few miles closer in, d'you think you 
c:i1: hit that light up there?" 

I cheered. 
•· Can I?" I carolled. "\Vatch me, old 

~on! I'll hit it right on the nose!" 
1 n two seconds I had startc<l for the turret 

:ndder, but he stopped me. 
"\Vait ! " 
I turned impatiently, to see his narrowed 

eye.CJ studying me absently. 
'' Listen, Tom; I'm not sure if it's fair to 

ask you. If my theory concerning that 
n1ountain range yonder is correct, the ex
p]cGion of a shell up the1·e_ may cause
disaster ! " 

" Disaster your granny ! " I replied 
daintily, not even asking what his theory 
was. "Let's chance it and see!" And I 
was up the turret beforo he could say 
another word. "Let her go, ~lark!" I 
,·e!Jcd; at which he pulled up the lever and 
the :Meteor dashed into -tho approaching 
cloud of gas. 

\Ve were through it too fast even to get 
a whiff, and next instant the fiery cliffs were 
leaping towards us~ Quickly I loaded the 
gun and cuddled down against the padded 
recoil-shield, squinting along the sights until 
I held the distant target squarely in line. 
It took all the elevation I could give our little 
beauty, but I laid her dead on the target 
nnd shouted to Mark. 

"Right!" I heard him answer. 
The Meteor's engines stopped. 1"Iy hand 

grasped the firing handle. Tho turret shook 
n~ the gun roared. Both lVlatk and I held 
our breath as we awaited the result. 

Suffering cats! What happened next I 
11cvcr can remember quite. During one 
gorgeous, breath-stopping moment I thought 
our little shell had knocked the top of the 
mountain clean off. The twinkling light dis
appeared in a fountain of red fire, a ringing 
concussion came to our ears, and then-half 
the mountain-side fell in! 

There was a bellow like the crack of doom, 
n tearing, blinding sheet of flame from the 
very heart of some gigantic furnace. In a 
twinkling Mark had turned the Meteor in 
her tracks and was racing for the open sea 
with tho speed of light. 
. lligh in tho air above us, reaching up until 
its crest was lost in the violet mists, shrieked 
a stupendous pillar of white-hot fire, livid 
and sulphurous. Rising until it lit the whole 
World, it swayed towards us, a monstrous ser
pent preparing to strike, and only a. wild 
swerve and the power of our glorious engines 

saved us then. Showers of blistering ashes 
screeched against our hulJ, the cabin grew 
hot to suffocation; but liark stuck to his 
driving-seat, teeth set hard, while I clung 
to the turret ladder, whooping and cheering 
for sheer n1ischief, like the chump I am. 

11 Yee-cc-ow! ,vhack her 11p., lfark-tho 
house is afire ! Hurray 1" 

Straight out to sea we fled, pulling up 
only when · we saw the searching column 
flicker, weaken and begin to subside. Look
ing back, I sa~v it fade at last to an angry 
scarlet stain on the mountain peak; and then, 
even as I stared, it sank fro1n sight. 

With its passing came a wondrous change. 
From every pinnacle in turn the red-hot 
colour ebbed a,'1111,~; slowly at first, as heat 
dies out of a cooling cinder, leaving a dull, 
cold blackness that spread throng-h the length 
and breadth of the massive chain of moun
tains. It was as though our tiny shell had 
pierced a vital spot and the n1011sters wero 
slowly bleeding to death. Neither l\Iark nor 
I could resist a little shudder; my forehead 
became suddenly cold and damp. 

No danger threatened now; we see1ned to 
have paralysed our foe.s-or perhaps destroyed 
them. We edged back to land and, staring 
through our glasses, made out an enormous 
crater where the shell had landed-a gaping 
hole punched in the roof of the n1ountain, 
out of whose sullen depths trailed thin 
streamers of vapour. 

Something caught my eye and I gasped. 
''Why-it's holJow., llark ! I can see l'ight 

in!"· 
He nodded gravely without once lowering 

his binoculars. 
"Yes-hollow!" he 1·epeated. "As I 

thought. That whole n1ountain range whid1 
looks so solid is nothing but a thin shell of 
rock filled with flame and gas. Those lights 
we have seen twinkling n1ust be vent holes 
through which the gas is forced when we'ro 
attacked!" · 

"But what about the Fire People?" I 
cried, atnazed. "Do they live inside-amid 
the flames ? How can they ? " 

The smile of the genuine explorer, wh9 
never gives up in face of any risk, lit my 
friend's quiet and· clever face. 

"That's what I mean to discover, Tom!" 
he whispered softly. "And very soon ! " 

Which is all he would say. The first part 
of our self-imposed task was over-the second 
was yet to come. I lvon<lered what the end 
would be 1 

THE END. 

Another Gripping Yarn Next Week I 
More thri~ling ; :more exciting 

"INTO TUE BURNING MOUNTAINS I" 
'l'ell ALL Your Chums About this· Amazing Series. Don't Let 

Them, Miss A Good Thi~g l 
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K. K.'S SECRET! 
(Continued from page 27.) 

Nipper and HandfortJh and the others 
started. What did I{. K. mean? l)olly was 
there all the tin10, talking to ,, era.-

They stared blankly. The little girl of 
about six, dressed in a pink frock, had con10 
running across the lawn, shouting gaily. Sho 
fairly Hung herself into K. l(.>s anus-and he 
licld himself ready to catch her in an attitudo 
\Yhich had evidently been well rclhcarsed. 

.. Twenty-seven!" cried the child gleefully. 
"You'n) got to hold still, K. IC, while I gi\"e 
you twenty-seven kisses. Oh, I think you're 
just too marvellous for words!" 

•· I' 111 all ready for my. reward, but for 
goodness sake go ea~y," pl~ded I(. I(. 6'1 
111can, in front of your father and mother 
and all these chaps!" 

'' Oh, never mind them," said the child, 
laugh~ug. 

A great light had dawned upon Nipper. 
"I{. I(. ! " he said fiercely. "Is-is this 

Dollv ~" 
"Of course," grinned K. K. 
·" But-but--" began Handforth. 
It was unnecessary for him to ~ay whnt was 

in his n1ind, for he had looked across at 
that charrning girl of seventeen who was now 
ftrolling o,·cr the lawn towards them. K. IC 
ga \·c a hearty laugh. 

"I t:hought you'd be ~urprised," he 5aid 
calmly. "Allow nm to introduce you, n1y 
~ons, to iJiss Dolly ,vilkinson-my Jittlo 

sweetheart. Just fhre and a ha If years old. 
\Vc'\·e been pals evf'r since she was four.,, 

"You-you bounder!" breathed Nipper 
thickh·. 

"\Veil, it was your own fault, and you 
dc-sc-rved to be spoofed," said K. I~. 

"But-but the girl we met-she said-" 
spluttered I-Iaudforth. 

· u Exactly," nodded IC I(. "You thought 
Edna was Dolly, and Edna was sporting 
enough to keep up the joke. And she did 
write that letter to rnc-for Dolly, who's too 
young to do her own correspondence just 
yet." 

A~D thus I(. I(.'s secret came to light; 
thus was his "love affair " explailled. 
The St. Frank's juniors realised 

th<'v had been spoofed up to tho 
eyes, and they laughed uproariously at their 
discomfiture. \Vhat asses thev had been! 

Two important points emerged fr0tn the 
jape. The first-the juniors saw a side of 
K. I(. 's character they had fl(\VPr suspected. 
The he-n1an of the Rcmo,·e had a soft spot 
for children. Second-the leader of the Red• 
I-lots was red-hot at putting o,·cr japes! 

K. I(. had always been popular-but now 
his popularity was greater than ever ! 

THE END. 

(Anotlw,, q1·a1ul e:rtra-long ('0»1plete St. 
E'1·llnl; 's !J"ri ,,ext lf'ednc.•ula11 entitletl : "lt 's 
r1H Old S11anisl1 C11ston1 I'' A perfect serean& 
fro1n the first cl,apter-don 't ~Hiss it!) 

Parachuting 
THRILLS! 

OF all 
Newsagents 

and 
Bookseller~ 

Do you kno,v what a parachute jnn1per feels like 
v,rhen he 1nakes his hair-raising drop into space ? 
He gets a tren1endous thrill. But you can find out 
1nore about this ,vonderful performance in the 
MODERN BOY'S ANNU.A.L. This fascinating book 
is new in every ·way and i5 packed ,vith interesting 
and entertaining features which tc11 you all about 
the n1arvellous mechanisn1 of Raihvays, Aeroplanes, 
Ships, and l\fotor-cars, etc. There are also lots 
of ,vonderful photographs and n1any thrilling adven
ture tales. If you want a useful present for yourself 

or for a friend-you must get the 

MODERN BOY'S 
ANNUAL Nsr::,:n 6/-
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necessary for you to obtain six new readers for so that when they have secured the requisite 
this award. For each new reader TWO complete number of readers they can exchange their bronze 
forms, bearing the same number, are needed. medal for a silver one. 
On one of the forms till in Section B, crossing 
out Sections A and C, and write your name and 
address at bottom of form. 'l'he other form 
is for your new reader, who fills in Section C, 
crosses out Sections A and D, and writes his 

These Application Forms can be posted for 
id., providing the envelope is not sealed anu no 
letter is enclosed. 

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAG;ES OF JOINING, THE LEAGUE. 
You can write to fellow-members living at Yon a.re offered free hints on 

home or in the most distant outposts of the whether walking, biking, or ca_mping. 
holidays, 

Empire. 
You are offered free advice on choosing a 

trade or calling, and on emigration to the 
colonies and dependencies. 

If you want to form a sports or social club, 
You can do so amongst local members of the 
league. 

You can qualify for the various awards by 
promoting the growth of the League. 

;rr you want help or information on any 
sub.iect, you will find the Chief Officer e,·cr 
ready to astiist you. 
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Stop Here for Plenty of Laughs-the Hikers are in Fine Form I 

HIKERS 
Orphans of the Storm I 

''LOOKS like some soup-bags of it!" 
said Eric Gale. 

Ho grinned wryly at his two com-
panions, Tony Ridgcrs and Eustace 

Giles Trevor Radlett 'farrants, who was 
called Bloop for short. The three chums 
were on a go-as-you-please walking tour. 

Eric's pessimism seemed justified. The sky 
behind then1 had darkened "·ith threatening 
clouds. So far tho weatJher had been kind 
to the three hikers, but now it looked like 
u downpour on a grand scale. 

"\Y c're in for a regular soaker, chaps," 
8a id Bloop, glancing back, "and it's coming 
up fast. lly the ugly look of it, the weather' .s 
going to bust, and it may 
rain hard for a n1onth." 

da.rk as night and the rain bcga t to fall in 
hi5sing sheets. 

"I repeat for the umpteenth time that 
before I started off ,vith you two lunatics on 
this hiking stunt, I ought to have bt:en 
grabbed by the neck and shon:d into a 
padded cell," said Dloop. 

It was so gloomy that they could 1 ,t seo 
across the barn, and t:hey could hardly hear 
Dloop's voice for the clatter of tho rain 
on the roof. 

"\Yhat's the time, somebody?'' Tony 
Riclgers asked. 

"That's a question you ought to put to 
old Slivcy, for I'm pretty sure he's got your 
watch," grinned Eric. "It's only just after 

six, but it's so jolly dark 

'' Cheerful sort of guy 
you are," said Eric. 
"Shove her along, Tony. 
I can't see anywhere to 
shelter yet, but we may 
spot something when we 
get to the top of the hill." 

The Hikers camp in 
a barn : raining " cats 
and dogs" - and a 

it might be midnight. 
Gee! Isn't it walloping 
down?" 

'To n y grunted. He 
hadn't completely got 

'burglar, too 1 over the loss of his watch 
yet. And, as Eric said, 

Bloop helped with the small hand-cart and 
1.hcy gained the hill-top just as the first drops 
of rain began to fall. Near the footpath, 
which crossed a common, thero ·,·,·as a barn. 

"Sprint for it," said Eric. "If wo can 
g2t in, we'll dodge tlhis. lot." 

It was a large barn and its wide doors 
stood open. They only reached it in time, 
for a few seconds later it grew almost as 

it was fairly obvious that 
it had been stolen by 1.\Ir. Slivey, a rascally 
organ-grinder whom the I-Iikers had already 
had trouble with on several occasions. 

Dloop found a flashlamp and investigated 
the barn. It seemed to contain nothing with 
tho exception of faggots, hurdles, and bundles 
of pea-sticks. The floor was unpaved and 
rather dirty, and the smC'll of the place dicln'~ 
resemble lavender, or anything nice. 
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"\V~lJ, it would have been a. jolly sight Tony got busy. He found a fe-.v bricks and 
worse if this had come in the middle of tlhe n1ade a fireplace. Ground sheets were spread 
11ight, when we'd camped out," said Tony, and the tent wc1.s put up. Son1e sacks 11ung 
who always tried to maka tho best of things. on !hurdles forn1cd a tcreen ihat prevented 

Bloop whistled dismally. Even il the rain the glow of the fire from being seen outside. 1 

cleared off quickly, there had been enough The pleasant scent of burning wood qu.iclkly. 
of it already to make things unpleasantly overcame tho musty odour of tho place, and 
wet. Bloop admit tcd that it was a. joUy lot better 

"If I knew where to find it, I'd treat the than he had expected. j 
three of us to a. dry bed," he said, "but I Out can10 kett.Je and frying-pan and coffee-. 
tiaven't the foggiest notion where we are, pot, and Bloop cooked threo succulent chops· 
TJ1is barracks smells a bit too high to iµake to a turn and added a dish of sliced potatoes, l 
a comfortable bed-room." fried a golden brown. In a dozen places 

As Bloop spoke, a police-constable on a. _ the ra_in was leaking throug_h the roof, ·but 1 

bicycle can1e squelching over the grass and the Hi!kers seemed to have picked out one of 
nearly up~et Tony as he rode into the barn. thH dry spots. 1 

"Hallo!" he cried, dismounting. "I didn't · "There are no complaints at all, people,"1 
know there was anybody in here. Lively, said Eric. "Considering what it's like out• 
isn't it?·" side we're jolly lucky. Stick coffee down on' 

"I }1ayen't noticed it," said Bloop. "You your list for to-morrow, Tony, for we've' 
look as nice and as dry as if you'd just swum nearly run out of it. Hallo, hallo! That was 
a river." thunder, wasn't it?" 

"Anq I feel like it,_ sir." The constable "It sounded like it, but it was a jolly long 
ga.Ye a s,·dft glance at the boys and at their way off," said Tony Ridgers. . 
pu~h-cart. "On the hike, eh? Come far It was the rulo of the camp to leavo 
to-day 1" . nothing over till morning, so they set about 

"Linkinbri<lge," said Tony. "We. wore the rather greasy job of washing up, and 
looking for a place to camp in when this then gathered round the wclcon1e fir_e whicl1 
beastly rain came on." lighted up their healtby sun-tanned faces. , 

"Orphans_ of the storm," said Bloop; "lost ".An eerie sort of show this,'' said Eric, 
to the wide world. How far are we from peering into the mysterious shadows of the 
any •civilised place where we can get a decent barn. "You're good at yarns, Bloop. Tell 
meal and a comfortable bed?" us a ghost story, or some tale of a ghastly 

·"There's the Anchor, at Denning," murder with lots and lots of blood in it, sonic• 
answered the dripping policeman. "That's thing to make our flesh creep." 1 

b. ·1 · h th "Now that I've had my supper and that 
a it over two mi es, straig t across 0 beastly smell has shifted, I don't feel either 
common. Darlc hole this, isn't it? Got a 
flashlamp to lend?" ghostly or ghastly," said Bloop. "I don't 

Bloop handed over lhis torcll. care if it snows sharks. Let us warble a 
few." "Thanks,!' said the policeman. "We're 

looking for a chap, and he may be in here. Bloop hammered tfhe frying-pan with a 
A burglary at J\1ajor Cornwebb's bungalow. spoon, three boyish voices rose loud above 
A dirty-looking chap was seen hanging about. the patter of the rain and wakened echoes in 
Did you meet anybody suspicious-looking?" the old barn. 

As the boys had been dodging roads and 
following little-used footpaths, they had met 
very f e,v people, and nobody whose looks 
f-uggested that he had recently bur~led a. 
gentleman's bungalow. Tony and Eric got 
out their own .flashlamps and lhelped the 
policcn1an in his search. 

"Not here, children; not here," raid Bloop. 
"I thought all these burglar johnnies did 
their crib-cracking in style nowadays and 
brought a car, constable?" 

"They do, generally, but we didn't see 
any traces of a car. I'm so wet now that 
if I stood neck deep in the sea !or an hour 
I couldn't get any wetter, so I'm off. If you 
mean to stay here, don't set the show alight. 
'E,·cming, young gentlemen." -

The constable and his bicycle vanished into 
tJ1e rain. l\Iuddy pools were forining on the 
common, and the prospect of a two-mile 
h-amp to the Anchor Inn was a dreary and 
sodden one. 

"V,.T o shall have to stop her~." Ha.id Eric. 
''It does smell a trifle musty, but you won't 
notice that when you get u~ed to it." 

"Yesterday was full of trouble and sorrow, 
Nobody knows what's going to happen 

to-morrow. 
Give yourself a pat on the back, 
A pat on the back, a pat on the bacli, 
And say to yourself, here's- jol1y good 

health, . 
We've had a good day to-day." 

An hour later the three youngsters were 
sound asleep, and the smouldering fire was 
dying out. A breeze sprang up, driving away 
tlhe clouds, and the moon gleamed do\\:n on 
a very damp world. 

The Ca!>ture r 

I T was when all three boys were sound 
asleep that a pile of pea-sticks in tho 
corner of the barn gave a. gentle heave,, 
and a man put a dirty face out of his· 

snng hiding-place. 
Ile hauled a yellow porhnantean out after 

}1im, stood up and yawned. The n1oon, 
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ahininCY' in through the big cpen doorway, 
cast a ~quare of light, and a., a hu_man shadow 
iell on it the man dropped on his knees and 
scuttled bnck to his hiding-place. 

The policeman, wlho had been told by his 
conirade that ho would probably find three 
boys camping in the barn, took a. glance 
ov~r the sacks and went out again. As. if not 
-satisfied, ho can1e back, nnd Tony R1dger~, 
the lightest of sleepers, snapped open h11 
eyes and Eat up. 

"\Vho's that?" -
" Only the police " answered the constable.· 

•" i\:ly 1uate told ~e you ~1ight be in here, 
and I didn't mean to disturb you. You 
haven't seen anybocfy hanging about, I sup· 
pose?'' 

"\Ve Iha vcn' t " said Tony. ",v e ha vcn' t 
poked our nose; outside since we came." 

H It's cleared up now, but it's left the 
ground in a mess. ~1y mate says you helped 
. ilim to search tlhc place, but I'd better have 
another look. Nobody seems t_o, have sc~n 
the going of tho fellow, and it s so quiet 
round here that most people take a. secon~ 
look at a stranger. Sorry I woke you up. 

"I don't think you'll find him here, but 
if you do and want al?-~ help, you've only 
got to give a loud ch1-iko to call out tho 
troops." 

Tony snuggled down again, an~ . the con• 
stable, an older and n1ore experienced man 
than the one the boys had 1nct bcfor~, 
,switched on the light of a. powerful electric 
torch and searched the piles of f3:ggo!s, 
.hurdles and pea-sticks foot by foot with ih 
<lazzling rays. The beam sank low.er and 
mo,ycd over the floor of tho barn, which wu 
-wet and muddy in places owing to tlhe leaky 
state of the roof. 

Switching off the light with a snap, tho 
constable walked back. 

"There's nothing doing here. I'll be 
off " he Eaid rather loudly. "He is here, 
sir'" he added in a ,vhisper. "S-sh ! Over 
in·' the corner there, back of the big pile of 
-sticks. He era wlcd in on !hands and !knees 
and left the prints of 'cn1." 

"I suppose that's you talking in you~ sleep 
now, Eric," growled the sleepy v01ce of 
Bloop fron1 the tent. "Shurrup, or I'll give 
you such a sock!" 

"It's the police back again, to know if 
wl''vc seen that burglar johnny," said Tony. 

"If they think I've got the chap in my 
pocket, they can search me," said Bloop. 
"Hi, wake up, Eric! You haven't got a 
burglar about you, hayc you, for tlhe police 
have n1islaid one?" 

Tony slipped into the tent and whi~pcrcd 
t1w news to Rloop, who yawnC'd and grinned. 

"\Yhat's all the silly fuss?" a~ked Eric, 
half awake. 

It took s0111c time to make Eric under• 
sta.nd. 

"I call it rottC'n impC'rtinenrC', digging a 
<'hnp out of hi~ drC'ams for a silly thing liko 
that." he complained. 

"Shnn~ tho kettle on the old primus and 

we'll give the constable a cup of tea," said 
clear-Gicaded Bloop, €merging from th') tent 
in slippers and pyjamas. "Good-C'vcning, 
constable l 1-Iow about a cup of tea?" 

"I'd love one, sir." He leaned forward. 
"I don't think this is such a safe job t,) 
tackle, sir," he added in a whisper. "Ono 
of the articles missing is a loaded revolver, 
and ho may have it. I wonder if one of you 
could slip down to the Anchor Inn on my 
bike, ,vako 'cm up and 'phone through to 
,vinkleton police· station. They'd send 
along half a dozen men in a car in two 
shakes. Of course, if he smells a rat and 
tries to bolt, I shall lhave to tackle him, 
revolver or no revolver." 

Tony agreed to be tho messenger, and, 
baying received fuller instructions, he slipped 
out of the barn like a ghost and pedalled 
away. 

"A jolly nice cup of tea, this, sir," said tho 
constable, with one eye on the dark corner . 
"~Jore apologies for waking you up~ and I 
hope you're enjoying your 11ike." 

"It's very good in parts, as the curate 
remarked of his egg when they gave hin1 a 
shop 'un for a ne,v-laid," said Bloop. '* How 
do you like nigfht work?" 

"Not n1uch," replied the constable. "I do 
this round three nights a week, and it's a3 
lonely as a graveyard and not 'arf as lively. 
l\fy_ time's up now and I must be off. Good
night, and thanks!" 

Bloop and Eric knew that the constablo 
was not going far away. Five minutes later 
the pea-sticks stirred again . 

"Don't you do no squealin' or make a. 
song about it," said a gruff voice. "You'll 
ho 'urt bad· if you do!" 

A dirty man with a revolver in his hand 
peered into the lighted tent. Bloop and Eric 
did not recognise him, but Tonv would havo 
known him at a. glance, for., it ·was l\I r 
Slivoy's spiky-chinned friend, Slimmy~ though 
they wero friends no longC'r and bad parted 
company. 

"Now you sit tight wbile you're safe, my 
]ads, and keep your mouths shut arter," said 
Sli-mmy, "for if you let.Ii on me I shall know 
yer again and get yer." 

Ho brought in a cup of warm water, shav
ing brush and razor, and began to lather his 
chin. Using the mirror hanging to the tent
pole, he began to scrape his chin with his 
right hand, keeping the revolver in his left. 

As there was nothing else to be done, 
Bloop and Eric sat tight and watched him. 
Having shaved, Slimmy brushed his stubby 
hair with a pair of silver-backed brushc3 
and got rid of his tattered clothes and ancic!lt 
boots. 

U'ron1 the portn1anteau he took shil't, socks. 
collar and tic, a pair of brown shoes, a tweed 
suit and a cap. ,vith the rc\·olvcr in ea.;;y 
reach, the man proceeded to attire himself. 

"Now what- do You think of me?" he 
asked, grinning. ~ 

"If I told you," said Bloop, bitterly and 
truthfully, "you'd shoot me dead." 
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Slin1n1y grinned again. an<l wriggled about, 
t.rying to obtain a view of his new beauties 
in t-he little mirror. Then he began to fill 
his pockets with small articles of value taken 
£ro1n the portn1anteau. 

.. Now, 1Ir. Baronet's Son," he said to 
Bloop, ,vho sat with his arms clasped round 
his knees. "You see, I knows yer. -That's a 
11ice wrist-watch you've got, but I ain't 
going to tako it from you. Everythink in 
the garden's lovely 'cept one thing, and 
that's a Ehortage of ready money. I know 
you've got a nice fat pocket-book, so fork it 
out." 

Guessing that he would soon get his wallet 
back, Bloop handed it over. 

'' Only eight quid," 
Eaid Slimmy, counting 
the notes, "and these 
f.\vo flin1sies. They 
make n1y n1outh water, 
hut t-hey ain't no use 
to n1e, for if I was to 
try and cash a ten-pun' 

"And a jollier one to hang," said Bloop. 
They were both listening intently and won

dering what the policeman was doing. for 
they were sure he was close at hand .... '.I.'heir 
coolness seemed to strike the burglar . 

"I must say you takes it jolly well," lie 
remarked, as he struck a match and lighted 
n stolen cigar. "It do 'urt to give back 
them crisp notes. but I darcn't try to cai:h 
'em. And now I'll be off-and so-long, dear 
boys, so-long." 

Sli1nmy bent to take a last adn1iring glance 
at hiin.self in the 1nirror. It proved his un
doing. Out of the semi-gloom behind hin1 
stole two eager hands and two arms clothcu 
in blue, and with a glad snap the hands 

Jocked themselves l'ound 
Slimn1y's threat. 

"Bargo out of it, -
Eric ! " yelled Bloop 
frantic ally. 

They both rolled 
asido as the revolver 
exploded with an ear
splitting bang, and a 
cloud of pungent s1noke 
filled tho t e n t • 

A figure loomed out of the darkness, and the startled burglar found himself 
in the strong grip of a policeman. 

note I should get lagged." 
1-Ie to~ed the two ten-pound notes back to 

their owner and straightened his tie. 
"You can keep the bag and ·what's left," 

he i:;aiJ. then added lvith a ferocious glare: 
"And don't you go yarning to the police. 
Leave the1n to find the bag. Don't you tel) 
'trn, or I'll nnirder both of you! If I'1n 
!agge<l nnd do time, I'll get you when I 
Cume out." 

'' You n1w,t be an awfully jolly chap to 
kuow," ::aid Eric, 

Slimmy's kicking feet vanished as the con
stable dragrred him out backwarde. 'fhe next 
moment he0 had his knee on the man's chest 
and his ar1ns locked, and Bloop and Eric 
were sitting on his legs. 

Then the handcuffs clicked hon1c. 
The flying-squad arrived just when Tony 

did but except that they saved the constab]e 
the' trouble of 1narching his prisoner a couple 
of miles to the lock-up, they were not of 
any great assistance. As he was about to 

(Continued on payc 43.) 



On a hay-rick : lighting for his freedom ... and the 
odds are heavy against plucky younK Ralph Forre•ter ! 

... 

A Fight for Freedom! 

NEARER and nearer came the sounds of 1 pursuit. And more and n1ore ciifli
cult ~\·as Ralph finding it to keep on 
running. 

Ile strained every nerve and n1usclo 
to increase his spcod, but his breath wos 
con1ing in short, panting ga.sps .now. Ho 
knC'w J1is pursuers were gaining on him. Ho 
could hoo.r the hoarse haying of the hound.i 
1nore plainly, nnd the mur1nur of voicc5. 
Bruised tand ex.hausted, never a swift runneT, 
he wias now J1rurdly .able to make any way at 
all. . 

He looked hack, and over the crest of tho 
hill, bk1ck aga.in5t the oo.stcrn sky, he saw 
the pursuers and the -dogs in full cry after 
him. The &ava.ge shouts of Calk1.rd and his 
,son re-ached the boy's ea.Ts, iand lie saw that 
the scoun<lrellv hoo<l1naster wa3 o..ccorn
p.anie-d by two ~of the school n1cn-5crv.ants. 

"I won't go hack a Ii vc ! " he cried. " The 
<lo O's shall h"'1r me to pieces fiir..st ! " 

fre charged -through a hedge, iand, doubling 
down the other side of it, struck a way ~t 
right-o,ngle5 to his forrner direction. IIL) 
ca1nc to a haystack and clambered on top of 
it. He took a swift look round him. 'l'hcro 
was a farznhousc not half a 1nile away; it 
was uselC'ss to go there-they ·would give hirn 
up. 

He lookod oYer tlie adjoining hedge, ar~d 
saw the men and dogs sweeping along. 1n 
hot pu:rsuit. 'l'h~y hra,d lo3t sig.ht of h11u, 
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t,ut the ma.stiffs were following his scent at 
top speed. Capture seemed inevitable r 

Ralph set his teeth and gripped tight the 
eharp stake ho had picked up. The odds 
were against him; but, slender and delicate 
as he was, . the boy came of a fighting race, 
iind he knew what awaited him if he fell into 
the hands of Callard. 

\Vith a roar and a rush Callard and his 
inen flung themselves at tho haystack on 
which Ralph had taken refuge, digging their 
fists and toes in and scrambling up, while 
the dogs bayed and leaped furiously. 

Ralph watched them with a keen, cool eye, 
ready to strike whero he could do most 
harm. 

"Now you've got him!" yelled Caliard. 
One of the schoolmaster's men was fore

most-a coarse, brutal-looking groom. He 
pulled himself within arm's length of Ralph. 
The boy swung up the heavy stake, and 
brought. the flat of it across the ruffian's face. 

The groom gave ·a yel1~ and, : losing his 
grip, tumbled backwards, knocking down 
Callard and his son. They fell in a heap, 
Alexander undermost, and as luck had it, one 
of the dogs under Alexander. The mastiff 
gave a yowl of protest, and fastened its jaws 
in the handiest part of ·Alick's person, so that 
when the mix-up straightened itself out, Cal
lard sat nursing a sprained ankle and curs
ing the groom, who was too busy staunching 
tho flow of blood from his nose to take any 
notice; while Alick was running round in 
a circle, squalling loudly, with both hands 
clapped to his back. 

"Bungler!" shrieked Callard, pulling him
self to his feet. '' And I'll make the kid 
pay for this! Come on; he can't get away!" 

"Aye, come on and have some more!" 
- cried Ralph, hie fevered eyes burning with 

the excitement, and he flourished his weapon. 
"Come on, you bullies, and see what you'll 
get!" 

"All together I" cried Callard., as they 
rushed in. 

"Look out for that hedge-stake o' his'n ! " 
called the groom, who had suffered before. 
"The whelp, I'll tan his hide off with it 
when I get him down l" 

_The warning was needed, for Ralph used 
his weapon as a lance this time, and the 

enemy, made cautious by their first failure, 
were held off. Alick, nearly in reach, was 
sharply pricked in the shoulder; and his 
worthy father, making a snat.ch at the stake, 
received a crack over tho wrist that made 
him roar. The besiegers fell back afresh. 

"We'll have ·him down! Hang me if I 
leave him I" screamed the schoolmaster, 
beside himself with rage. '' Stand back an' 
give the dogs a chance! That's it! Haul 
up the barn door an' let them get at him!" 

The two stablemen pulled an old barn door 
against the stack, forming a slope, and they 
crowded round it while the dogs, hounded 
on, sprang up it and leaped at the boy. They 
could just reach him, and when Ralph saw 
the frantic brutes with their red jowls and 
slavering jaws coming right at him, he knew 
he must hit shrewdly, or they would be at 
his throat. 

With all his force he drove tho sharp 
hedge-stake lance-wise at the nearest, and, by 
good luck, the brute fairly impaled itself on 
it. The point ran deep into the dog's breast; 
with a choking howl it toppled backwards, 
wrenching the stake out of Ralph's hands as 
it fell over the edge of tho rick. 

"He's killed the dog!" shrieked Callard. 
"Ayel but he's lost his hedge-stake!" cried 

Alick .. "Now for it! Up an' grab him!" 
The attacking party, maddened with rage 

at being held back so long by a stripling, 
rushed once more at the stack. Ralph 
dragged up another thatch-pin, but it was a 
sorry weapon, light and blunt. There was 
no other ready to his hand. Up came the 
attackers, and the stack rocked at the shock 
of them. Several times they fell back, great 
bunches of hay coming away ii1 their hands 
as they climbed, and soon the grou_nd wa's 
strewn with a cart-load of hay and · thatcl~. 
But the more they pulled away, the easier 
the ascent became, and soon they gained tho 
top. 

Ralph laid about him madly with the 
light stake. As he saw the enemy were 
bound to take him he rose to fling himself 
from the stack. But CaUard was too quick 
for him, and, seizing him by the ankles, 
threw him down on the thatch and pinned 
him there. 
· "Got him ! " shrieked Callard, his voice 

quivering with triumph. "Herc-" 

HOW THE STORY STARTED. 
DICK FO]!RESTER leaTns upon the death of his fatheT that all the vast estates and 

fortune, with the exception of a hundred guineas, have passed into the hands of his rascally 
uncle, 

VA.NE F(!RRESTER • .. The la_tter refuses to give the 'boy hiB money, and, appointing himself 
guardian, states his intention of sending Dick and his brother, 

RALPH FORRESTER, to Duncansby School-a notorious place in the North o/ England. 
Travelling by coach, Vane and the two boys are held up by 

DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman. Dick joins· forces with Turpin, and, after bidding 
Ralph to be of stout heart and promising to fetch him soon, the two ride away. They have 
~any ,tirring_ adve!ltures togetheT until Dick leaves his companion and rides north to see how 
lus brother is faring. In the meantime, Ralph has reached Duncansby Bchool, a dreanJ, 
desolate place on the wild moorlands. Unknown to him, 1-·ane has arranged with the head
master th,zt the boy ,hall "not live long." Ralph is treated cruelly, and during the night 
he e!capes-but hi& persecutors are soon in hot pursuit! 

(Nou, read on.) 
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A cry of warning interrupted him, and 
·iben suddenly a whirlwind seemed to descend 
upon tho attacking party. The owner of the 
haystack, an enormous Yorkshire farmer, 
roaring like a bull with rage, and with a 
son nearly as big as himself by his side, 
burst upon the scene. 1-Ie sprang up and 
seized Callard by the legs, bringing all four 
besiegers to the ground in an avalanche, 
leaving Ralph panting and clinging to the 
thatch. Callard and his men sprang up, but 
the farmer and his son laid about them so 
heartily with a couple of stout cudgels that 
the Duncans by faction was soon scattered 
and yelling for mercy. 
: "What be yo about, ye runagate thieves, 

•ttreckin' my stack?" roared the farmer, as he 
)lied his cudgel. "\Vhat d'ye mean by it
eh ?" 

A tremendous uproar arose, for the farmer's 
bulldog, a huge brindled beast, fell foul of 
the remaining mastiff. In a moment they 
were at each other's throats, rolling over 
and over in a pandemoniun1 of growls and 
howls. 
· . "Stop-slop!" shouted Callard, leaping 
out of reach of the cudgel, and holding his 
smarting shoulders. "What are you about, 
you blundering chaw-bacon! There's a run
away boy of mine on that stack, and I'm 
going to have him!" 

" Are ye so ? " cried tho farmer. "D·o ye 
think thee's to pull my stacks to rags? I'll 
teach thee, thou wreck in' thief!" 

11 Hands off me!" cried Callard, dodging 
as the farmer came at him again. "I won't 
stand it! I'm going to have that boy, do 
you hear me, fellow? I'm a schoolmaster!" 

" Slulemaster I" cried the farmer, snapping 
his huge fingers. "I don't care if ye're fifty 
skulemasters l Thou shan't have t'lad, 
neither. It's little wonder he's run away 
from such ns thou! So off with tha' afore 
I cracks thy pate again! Coom thee down, 
niy lad; they shan't harm thee. Noo, Jock, 
como here an' larrup these skulemasters off 
the place." 

And, plying their sticks like wheat-flails. 
the .farmer and his son soon drove Callard 
and his hangers-on yelping from the field. 
: · "Let's have this nipper down, Jock!" said 
the big farmer to his son. ,. Poor little 

[ whipper-snapper, I doubt they've used him 
·sore! Coom down, · lad! \Vhy, he's 
bleeding!" 

And indeed, poor Ralph, now that the ex
citement of the fight was over, felt his 
exhaustion and hardships come back upon 
him with a rush. His weakened body slipped 
unconscious from the thatch as his grip re
laxed, into tho arms of the farmer. 

"Poor littlo ·nipper!" said the big York
shireman, lifting him up. "Why, his skin's 
aa fair as a girl's, an' he's covered wi' welts 
an' bruises! But sakes alive, he's made a 
,fight o' it while his strength lasted l See, one 
girt maetiff killed, an' hvo o' those runagates 
bore the marks o' him! I love a plucky 
feiirhte1· ! Let's have .him to t' house, Jock.'~ 

They carried the unconscious boy to the 
farmhouse, where the farmer put Ralph in 
chargo of his wife, a comely-looking woman, 
who was much distressed at the boy's plfght. 
·" T' murderin' rascals!" she cried. "I hope 

thou dusted their jackets, John! Poor lad!" 
She laid Ralph tenderly on a couch and 

sponged his hurts as she spoke. 
"Aye, I'd sooner send a son o' mine to 

gaol than to Duncansby School ! " said tho 
farmer. "I haven't finished wi' yon skule
master yet; an' next time I'll put him past 
floggin' his boys for a month or two! Look, 
missus, t' little chap's cooming to!" 

"T' poor lad's in a fever," said the woman. 
"Nay, thou mustn't get oop, little measter. 
Some good hot broth an' then bed, that's 
what tha' wants!" 

What Happened in the Night! 

WHEN Ralph awoke it was evening, 
and he found himself bet-ween la ven
rl~r-scented sheets in a cosy bed
room. He felt a little better, but 

his head was hot and throbbing, and for long 
he lay awake in the darkness, thinking of 
the new friends he had found, and what 
kindly folk they were. 

Then his wits began to wander, and he 
thought hi1nself at home in the old mansion 
at Fernhall once more. Drowsily the events 
passed through his head-the coming and 
going of his Uncle Vane, his father's strange 
illness, and how much weaker he was after 
Vane's visits. Ralph's mind wandered to the 
journey to the North, and the mad escapade 
of his brother Dick when the highwayman 
Turpin stopped the coach. -

Ralph's fevered eyes dwelt on the cur
tained window as, half-delirious, all this 
passed through his fevered brain. Then, 
suddenly, he saw something that called him 
back to realities. 

A dark form was looking in at him from 
the window, and Ralph heard voices whisper
ing. He lay there, spellbound. The · dark 
figure crept softly through the window into 
the room, and he lost sight of it for a 
moment. Then a hand was clapped over hie 
mouth, and a hoarse voice said thickly: 

"I've got him! Bear a hand here; we've 
pinned hi1n at last!" 

Ralph struggled and strove to cry out, but 
the hot, clammy hand held his mouth tight 
shut, and a strong arm held him down on 
the bed. He stared upwards, and with a 
shiver saw that he was in the hands of the 
groom from Duncansby School. A second 
form entered by the window-it was Alick 
Callard. 

"Tie his wrists," whispered the groom; 
"we must have no noise!" 

"We'll have a bit o' sport to-night!" mut
tered Alick, gloating over his prisoner as 
he bound his wrists. "Aye, we'll put it on 
him as -never a boy had it yet. even at Dun-
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can.shy! SJip your hand away, Jim, an' I'll 
bind this over his mouth." . 

Ralph was bound and gagged quietly; he 
was too weak to resist much, but his heart 
was nearly bursting as they lifted hiin fron1 
the bed and passed hin1 out to another n1an 
outside. 

"Bind him on the old horse," w11ispered 
Alick. "Don't make a shindy, or we shall 
have that ]out of a fa1·mer after us again 
with his cudgel. A pity dad didn't come; 
we're shorthanded if it comes to a fight." 

"If it comes ·to a fight wi' yon beggar 
from the farmhouse, you'll see 1ne out o' 
sight in ten seconds," muttered the first 
groon1. "I've no mind to try the taste o' 
him agen. Ileave the cub up.:, 

They lifted Ralph on to a raw-boned olcl 
horse, and, holding him on, left the farm
stead as quickly· and as quietly as they could. 
Ralph felt tho last hopes in his breast die 
as· the lights of the house that had sheltered 
him faded out and were lost to sight. 

"Pull up for a minute," said Alick. "We 
can't hold him on like this all the way. Tie 
his feet under the horse's girths." 

.. Better to tie hi1n under its belly, head 
<lown'ards, an' set t'owd ho.ss to a gallop," 
said the groo1n. "Let's see a bit o' sport 
with him!" 

"Not tilL we get back to the scboo]," said 
Alick. "\Ve nn1st get hirn back alive-alive, 
d'ye hear?" 

Despair brought Ralph's strength back to 
him. 

"You honncls! Yon hounds!" he cried 
wildly, struggling like a n1adman. "Let me 
go!" . . 

He flung himself sideways and fell heavily. 
'The frightened horse began to plunge, and 
in the momentary confusion Ralph, whose 
legs were not tied, stn1ggled to his feet and 
ran blindly away in the darkness. 

THE HIKE-RS 
(Conflnu.etl from page 39.) 

lift the open portmanteau out of the tent, 
Bloop happened to glance inside, and an 
amused grin crossed his face. He seized the 
object that had amused hin1 and slipped it 
iuto the pocket of his pyjama-jacket. 

Presently the inspector who was in charge 
of the flying.:squad shook J1nnds with the 
three hikers. -

-'' Much obliged for your help," he said. 
.. I think you've acted finely." 

"Your officer acted more finely," said 
:Bloop. "He thought you hadn't got the 
message, and it was_ a plucky thing to tackle 
that bully when he 'had a loaded revolver 
in his hand. And please do try to keep us 
out of the police-court business, inspector, 
for we'd hate it." 

- ' 
'' I think I can manage it. Good-night, 

ai1d jolly good luck!" 
When peace and quiet had come again to 

~he camp in the barn, the dawn waa show
ing faintly' in the eastern sky. 

"Well, Bloop, old sc011t. you can't grouse 

"After hin1 !" cried Ali~k, and away they· 
went, the pursuers swearing savagely.. Ralph 
had no _possible c-hance of escape, but he ran 
as a blmded hare runs, not knowing where 
he went, nor caring for anything save to get 
a way frotn ]1i.s captors. 

Sobbing with exhaustion, he dashed ahead 
till he ran straight into a muddy ditch full 
of stagnant water, fron1 which ~his captors 
dragged him more dead than alive. They 
brought hi1n. ha.Gk,. tied him on the horse; 
and took hin1 to Duncansby. 

The wide door was open, and Callarcl hiin
self stood in the porch with a lantern. 

.. We've got hi1n, dad!" sai<l Aliek. 
The schoolmaster said nothing, but he fixed 

his glittering eyes gloatingly ou the boy 
swaying in the saddle. 

"Cut hi1n ,down," said Calla rd. "Bring 
him in." 

Ralph was cut loose and dragged iuto the 
hall. A more pitiable sight could not have 
been found in all Yorkshire that night. 
White as paper, save ,vhere the blood trickled 
fron1 the thorn-cuts, the fever burning in his 
eyes, his clothes hanging frmn hin1 in tatters, 
wet th1·ough and daubed with mire fr01n the 
ditches, the boy looked hardly J1t1ma.n. 

"So you'd try to escape, would you?" 
snarled Callard. "\Vcll, yon have failed
and now you're going to pay the penalty!" 

Ralph, as he heard t.he drPacl words, 
shuddered; and he dared not think of t.ho 
terrible ordeal which he knew lay ahead. 

"Away to bed with him, Alick ! " ordered 
CallarcL "\Ve nn1st get him fit so that he 
can the inore appreciate his punishment!" 

And Ralph, too exhausted to struggle, was 
borne away. 

(Ralpl1 is in a terrible pliglat-H,l1at 
tviH l1appen? Dt·atnofic developuients it1 · 
,aezt Wednesday•s abso·rbit1g it1sfabnenf, 
el1UHlS !) 

about things being slow and tame after this 
packet, can you?" said Eric. 

"You wouldn't if you'd hea1xl the names 
that guy at the Anchor Inn called me when 
I knocked hi1n up and. asked to use the 
.'phone," said Tony. "That's what made ino 
late, for it took about ten miuutes to con
vince the fathead I wasn't bluffing." 

Bloop began to chuckle, and Eric wanted 
to hear t-he joke. .. ' 

"As a matter of fact, I was thinking of 
our old pal l\:lr. Slivey, of tho ,vhiskers," 
said Bloop; "the sweet pet -who got two 
pounds out of me and then so gratefully 
mizzled with · Tony's watch. They eay doe
doesn't eat dog. You're sure that hurgla: 
chap· was Slivey's pal, Tony?" 

"Absolutely. Thel"e can't be two fa<'e~ 
like that on earth." 

"Then they've rlissolved partner~hip, aud 
he robbed olcl Slivey before they partecl. 
llcre's your watch and ehain, Tony. I co:. 
]ectecl it for you." 

THE .l!◄D. 
(.11lu~a11s r ,•l1ee·1·11, tliat's tlie llil~e1·s-at1~ 

fltey't•e 1uo·1·e ,•l(ee1·y, 1nore, ,uJutsing, tl,ar: 
eve-1· iu ,1exf 1.ceek 's ln•eezy eo111plete yarn.: ... 
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