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CIHATTER I
A WELCOME VISITOR.
LADPSON, of the Reinove. des-
' cended the stairca:e at express
specd.

He dispensed with the use of
his feel during this opcr:ulicn—gmte a
sitnple  performance. I'or lapson
merely soated hiumself on the bhalustrade,
and let himself go. Ile descended
tovards the College Hcuse lobby with
cver galhering velocity., And,  of
course, at that very mcment, Mr.
Smale Foxe appeared.

Clapson landed at the foot of the
slaircase, with a thud, and nearly
staggered into the arms of tha House-
master, who was standing l.oking
on rather grmly.

“ How dacve you, Clapson?’ szaid Mr,
Toxe.

““Why, [T was cnly coming dow:u-
slairs, sir!’”’ gasped Clapson. _
“In  future, Clapson, vou will

descend tho stairs like a human being,
and not liko a thunderbolt!” said Mr.
Foxe sternly. “ On this occasion, you
will wrile meo fifty lines!”

“ Yes, sir!"” said Clapson meckly.

Tho Housemaster passed along, and
Clapson stared afler him, scraiching his
head. And just then, Bob Christine

and Yorke appcared, from the Tri-
angle.
“ Fifty lines for sliding down the

giddy  Dbalustrade!’ said  Clapson.
‘* How the dickens was I to know that
old TFoxey would appecar just then?”
Bob Christine grinned.
““You’ve got to be more careful now,
my son,”’ he said chcerfully. “ Things
ain’t the same in the Collego House aa

they wero last wecsk—not by lonE
chalks. We’ro ourselves again, than
goodness. And you ought to be joily

¢lad to gel lifty lines for sliding down
the giddy balustrade!”

Clapson grunted. and didl not look
very pleased.  There had Dbeen big
alterations in the College House during
the last day or so. Alr. Smale Foxo
was in charge—but not the same Mr.
Smale Foxe. This genlleman was tho
real Ilousemaster. His rascully brother
who had taken his place for several
weeks, was now a fugitive from jus.ice,
bis evil schemes having come to nougit.

There had been a good deal of excile-
ment of late, with the twin brothers—
Mr. Smale I'oxe the genuine, and Mr.,
Smale Foxe the nmpostor, Bul all the
troubie was over now, and things weroe
ranning along nicely.

Dr. Stafford himself had relurned,
and he had learned all the facts from
Nelson Lee. ‘I'he school itself, as g
whole, did not know the exact truth.
The school certainly did not know that
Mr. James Smale JI'oxe had burgled a
house in Bauninglon, and had been
compelied to fleo frem the polico—
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although a few juniors of the Remove
knew all about it. But Nelson Lee had
warned them to say nothing, and the
Loys had given Lee Lheir promise.

And so it seemed that the whole
matter would blow over without
becoming public. .

And now the fellows had something
else to occupy their thoughts. Defore
many days, t.ﬁe Easter holidays would
commence. And already all sorts of
preparations were being made for the
great event. Within a day or two.
now, the school would ‘‘break up,”
and the fellows would disperse to their
various homes.

Lessons were over for the day—in
fact, tea had been dispensed with—and
quite a number of fellows were gathered
out in the Triangle. ¥or it was a
heautiful evening, mild and bright.
And practically the sole topic of con-
versation among the various groups of
juniors was the forthcoming KEaster
holidays. All scrts of plans were being
made. and olher plans were being dis-
cussed. ‘.

‘* The question is, what shall we do
with ourselves?’ enquired Tommy
Walson, who was helping to ‘Jrop u
the wall of the ﬁymnasium. “ We shall
have to fix thingg up, you know.
You're going to be-in London, Nipper,
cin’t you?”’ .

‘““ Yas, I think so,”” I replied. ‘‘ The
guv'nor and I will go up together, and
we shall Erobably make straight for our
place in Grays Inn Road. We're bound
to meet during the holidays, at some
iime; but it’'s just as well to have
things cut and dried.”

‘“ Rather, dear old boy!’ said Sir
Montie Tregellis-West. *‘* We don’t
want to have any misunderstandings,
begad! I sha'n't go down to Tregollis-
(‘astle this trip. ny aunt is in London,
you see, and I shall join her there. \Ve
ought to be able to have some pretty
decent outings, you know—we ought,
really. It’s enly a question of malkin’
plans in advance.”

‘“ That’'s all,”> 1 agreed. ‘“ Novw,
look here——""
I paused abruptly.

For at that moment, a low, sporling
motor car had come worming it's way
into the Triangle, through the big gate-
way. It was a magnificent car—a
powerful racer, rakish looking and
painted a brilliant yellow. It contained
one anlitarv occupant, who lounged bhack
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bebhind the }vheel as though lie were in
an easy chair.

_ **The car was almost noiseless, and
it caine pihdmg across the Triangle with
delightful smoothness. I started {or-
ward, my face flushed, for I recognised
the occupant of the car at once.

“ Great Scott!” I yelled.
Dorrie !”

** Begad!"’

‘*Lord Dorrimore!” said Tommy
Watson excitedly. ' Oh, good!”

We raced across the Triangle, and
arrived near the Ancient House ju:t as
the car came to a standstill. We were
glad to see Lord MNorrimore, for he wes
one of the best. "The sporting peer w: s
Nelson l.ee's greatest [riend. They
had been together in all parts of the
world, had shared dangors and had
passed through many perils sido by
side.

As n matter of fact, I had been with
them—to say nothing of a d many
other St. I‘rank’s juniors. ot one of
us had forgotten the wonderful trip to
the Amazon on Lord Dorrimore's
steam yacht, the Wanderer. We had
had many exciting times there, and we
had liked Dorrie enormously.

He looked just the same as ever, as
he sat there in the car—tall, broad,
clean-shaven and scrupulously attired.
He wore the same old expression of
lazy good humour, and he grinned
cheerfully as we climbed up on the foot-
board. -

‘** Dorrie!"”” I ejaculated, grabbing for
his hand. * This is great! We didn’t
expect to see you!”’

*“ No: I suppose nol,”” said his Lord-
ship languidly. ¢ But theso sort of
shocks do come occasionally. You've
been having a frightfully quiet" time
down here, so I thought it was about
time for me t{o stir things up a bit.
When you've finished treading on the
engine, you might make way 7or me to
get out!”

‘“ Same old Dorrie!”’ I grinned. ‘' My
word, it's splendid to see you again'
sSuppose you've come down to see the
guv'nor?’

“ Well,' as a matter of fact, I was
thinking of having a few words with
the Professor,”” replied Dorrie lightly.
‘“* If he’s knocking about handy, thero’'s
no reason why I shouldn’t bother him
with my presence. How’s his hairt”

* His hair?' 1 repeated.

‘“It's
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¢ Exactly,” said Dorrie. *“ How's il
gettin’ on?"’

“It's just the same as il always was,
as far as I knowv—-"

‘“ Oh, I'm glad to know that,” inter-
ruplted his rdship. “ You see, 1
thought it might be t,urninil rey. I
know what a shocking job ho has got
here, looking after you terrora!”

‘“ Oh, it would take mere than that
to turn the guv'nor’s hair groy!” 1
chuckled. wondered what the
dickens you were geotting at, Dorrie.
How long are you going to stay?”

“Oh, about an hour,” replied Lord
Dorrimore, llﬁhting a cigarette,

**Only an hour "

“WellL, I might stay until to-
morrow,’”’ went on Dorrie, grinning.
“ There's no tellin®, you know. gt

all depends whether I'm kicked out cr

not. . It's quite likely that Leo will
groan when he sees me, and present me
with the order of the boot. Whenever

I come to St.<Frank’s, I gencrally upsot
all the works and create h&voc in
general. It’s a queer thing. but that’s
how it happens. And yet, I'm quile
an inoffensivo chap!”

All tho juniors were grinning, and
they listened to Dorrie with enjcyment.
He was always tho same—always light-
hearted and full of jokes. I had never
seon Dorrie in a real temper—but when
the occasion demanded, he could be as
grim as Nelson Leo himself. and
intensely active, too. DBut it was only
in times of extrecme emergency that
Dorric ever emerged from his natural
languor.

"““You'd better come along to the
guv'nor's study at once,” I said. ** Heo's
there now, I know, and he’ll be de-
llfhted to see you. Come on, Dorric!
I'll eacort you!’

““ Frightfully good of you, I'm sure,

youn 'un,”’ said Lord Dorrimore.
“* And it’s just as well that I should
have a guido; bezause 1 might go

blundering into s>me sludy where I
don’t bte'ong. I haven’t chained Lizzie
up; but fdon't. supposo she'll run
away!"

** Lizzie?' I repeated.

“The old bu3!" explained Dorrie,
with a jerk of his head. ‘‘I call her
Lazy Lizzie, because I can't get moro

1y

than seventy miles an hour out of her!

rinned. .
“ Oh, she'll be all right!' I said.
‘““The fellows won't interfere—they
darcn't., Now you come a'ong.”

Al THE [INISH
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Dorrie was obedient, and he followed
me though the lobby anjl along the
tusaagcs unti] wo arrived at Nelson

ee’s study. Quito a number of other
juniors followed, out of sheer curiosity.

tapped up:-n the setudy door, and
cntered.

‘** Somebody to see you, sir!’ I said
cheerfully. ** The cne znd only !’

“ Why. Dorrie, this is a delighiful
surprise!”  exclaimed Nelcon Lee,
jumiping to his feet. ‘Come in, old
man!”’

A moment later the pair were shaking
hai:ds vigorously, and Dorrie was
forced into an easy chair. Nelson Leo
was genuinely pleased to see his old
friend, and Iyatood by smiling, The
door was closed, and we were quilo
private.

““Vell, what has brought you do:rn.
Dorrie?"’ asked Nelson e, after the
greetings were over.

‘“ Oh, nothin’ much;”’ said his Lord-
ship. ‘“As a matlier ¢f fact, Lizzie
wanied some exercise, a0 1 thought I
would bring her out. And as 1 felt
rather depressed. I thought I might as
well comne in this direction, to catch a
glimpso of vour smilin’ faces. It's
ucked me up wonderfully, by gad!'
I'm feeling top hole already!”

‘“And you had no other molive in
coming?’ smiled Nelson Lee.

‘“Well, to tell the truth, I was think.
in’ about scatterin’ a few invitations,?
suid Porrie. ¢ These young gentlemen
are comin’ out oun bail for the Easter,
aren’l they?”

“On bml?”

““0Oh, beg pardon,”’ said Dorrie. ‘1
way forgettin’ for the moment, I thought
this was a prison! 7That's where tho
majtc')rity of theso young rascals onght
to be, you know! They're going away
for the holidays, soon, I believe—some-
thin’ seemns to tell me so!” .

“ That’'s quite right!” raid Nelson
Lee. ** Within two days, to be oxact.”

“Good!' exclaimed the visiter.
‘“Well, my i1dea was this. I thought
somo of the young bounders might hke
to spend a few days at my littlo shack
in Suffolk. I dou’t often go there, but
when I do I like to have company. An’
it would be rather like old times to
have a few dozen of these jape oxperts
about meo!”’ -

I was eager at once. Dorrie’s shack
in Sullolk—as he called it—was really
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a_ magnificient mansion. Dorrimore
Hall, »n fact, was one of the most
Leautiful buildings in Suffolk, and it
was surrounded by a wonderful park.

“Of course, I should want you to
rome as well, Lee old man,” went on
Dorrie. I couldn’t think of being
"there without you. What do you say?
[s it a go?”

Nelson Leo chuckled.

“ Well, Dorrie, you'ra rather
sudden,” he smiled. ‘‘Personally, I
shall be only- too delighted to accept
-the invitation. A week at Dorrimore
Hall would be most enjoyable, I am

sure. But you said something about
iwo or three dozen boys. You did not
riean that literally, surely?”

His Lordship nodded.

“Why not?’ he asked. ‘' Tho more
the rmerrier, by gad! I'll leave it
eniirely to Nipper. He can bring as
many fellows as he wants to—or as
many as want to come. They're all
welcome, He can bring the whole
I:ally school if it would please bim!
Thero 1s Plenly of room at the Hall,
and there'll be plenty of grub, too.
Just let me know, a day or two before
vou arnve, how many to expect, and
then things will be all serene. I'm
gettint up a big party, and things of
that sort, and we'll have quite a merry
old time.”

“Ripping!” I exclaimed. *‘* You can
bhet wa’ll be there, Dorrie; and 1
sha'n’t have any difficulty in finding a
number of fellows to come—they'll all
be fulling over theinselves to be invited.
And when do you want them—now, at
cnce, as soon asg the holiday starts?’

* Well, not exactly,” said Dorrie.
‘““ We must give the chaps a chance to
go to their own homes first, you know.
We don’t want to spoil their holiday
altogether. Those little things can be
arranged later on. But I came down
now just o give you the tip." |

“ Good !’ saidd. ‘ You'ro a brick,
Dorriet”

“Of course, I'm doin’
»urely selfish motive,”

it from a
went on his

ordship, lying back-languidly. *‘I'm
pro _rly fed up with London, by gad!
Nothin’ to do—nothin’ to see! It's the

most deadly dull spot on the face of
the earth!” .

‘ Opinions differ, old man,”’ smiled
Nelson Lee. ‘It would be unfortunate
for London 1if the rest of humanity
shared your opinion, But, of course,
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you would preler to be prowling in.the
depths of an African forest, or
staggering along under a blinding sun
in the Sahara, or sweltering in the
humid heat of the Amazon—"’

‘“ Anythin’ like that,” interrupted

Dorrie, nodding. ‘ But don’t keep on
talkin’, Lee, you fairly make my mouth

water. Gad! "I'd love to go on some
more  adventures—somethin’ really
thrillin’. I suppese there won’t be

time for us to take a t{rip abroad during
the holidays?”
Nelson Lee chuckled.

‘““It all depends what yon mean by

‘abroad,’” Dorrie,”” he smiled, *“ Wo
could run over to the Continent,
perhaps, for a day or two; but as for

going further afield, 1'm afraid it is
quite out of the question.”

‘“ Of course,’”’ sighed Dorrie. *f That's
just what I expected. Dy the way,
Lee, when I ecome to look at vyou
closely I can see o remarkable differ-
ence 1In you. You're gettin’ {rightfully

thin!”’

“ Thin?"’ )

“Yes; an' your face i3 lean an’
haggard!” said his Lordship gravely.
“You haven't got any colour, an’.

you’re nothin’ better than a physical

wreck. I don't like to tell you the:eo
things., old man, but I feel that I
must.”’

“All T can say, Dorrie, is that my
feelings Dbelie my looks,”” smiled Nelson
Lee. **I was never ftter in my life!”

Dorrie wagged his finger reprovingly.

“You mustn’t take any notice of
vour feclin’s,”” he said. ‘“‘It’s your
looks that give you away. What you
want, Lce, i1s a thunderin’ long rest—
a change of air—tropical climate, by
gad ! fadvise you to chuck up this
school stuff for & month or two, and
put yourself in my hands. I have
mapped out a rippin’ trip—"’

‘““ My dear Dorrie, you might as well
gsave your breath!?”’ interrupted Leeo,
with a grin, I fully understand your
game now, and I can tell you that it
won't work. “Moreover, if I put myself
in. your hands for a ‘ thundering lon
rest’ as you call it, I'm afraid
should find myself in for a very
strenuous time. I'm sorry, old man,
but I cgn’t think of any prolonged trip
abroad just now.”

Dorrie shrugged his shoulders, .

“Just what I expected,” he said.
‘““What's the good of {ryin' on any
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wheezo with you, Leo? It's too bad of
vou to stick here, month after month,
leavin’ me in the lurch. Can’t you do
soniethin’ with him, Nipper?”’

- ' Nothing at all!” I grinred. * But
look here, Dorrie, lot's drop the subject,
and talk about something that matters.
Now, with regard to this party. Do I
undersiand that I can invite as many
fellows as I choose?”

‘“ Exaclly,”” said Dorrie.
entirely in your hands.”

““ And can't we come to soa:e defliniie
decision now?”’ 1 asked.

““ Definite decision?"’

‘““Yes; about our time of arrival at
Dorrimore Hall, and all that kind of
thing,”’ I said. ‘* There's no reason
why we should leave these things in a
state of uncertainty. Jf we fix things
np now I can tell all the fellows before
they go home for the holidays, aud
that will save no end of trouble later.”

His lordship noddexdl.

““ That's quite right,"”” he admitled.
“In fact, it’s a brain wave. Nov,
lemme see. I'll {ell you what., Nipper,
I'll have a chat with your guv’'n:r, and
I'll let you know exact details iater,
before I go. How will that suit?”’

“Iirst  class!” I replied. “It’s
awfully decent of you, Dorrie, to ask
us down te Dorrimore Hall.”

His lordship politely rejuested me not
lo talk out of the back of my neck,
and I withdrew. And I found Sir
Moutie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson waiting for me. We went
along to Study C at once.

‘““Good news, my sons!” I said.
“ Dorrimore wants us to spend a part
of the Kaster holidays al his country
place in Suffolk. It's left to me to
invite as many chaps as I choose, and

it's going to be a bit of a problem, 1

“T leavo 1t

imagine.’’

‘“Oh, I don’t know.,”” =aid Watson.
“ This is ripping of Dorrie—I've often
wanted to seo his country place. Have
you ever been there, Nipper?”’

. — As it happens, I haven’t,” I replied.
‘You see, Dorriec is never at home,
generally speaking. He's a reslless
chap, and for nine months out of the
year he's dodging about in dilferent
parts of the world. I don’t suppose he’ll
evor settle down to the quiet life of an
English nobleman.”

“IVIl be jolly interesting,” wenl on
Watson. “ But I can’t quite see where
youw'll find much difficulty in choosing

trouble,”’

the guests. The chaps will be only t:o
ready to accept invitations.”

‘“ Begad That'll  just Dbe
remarked Sir Montie."

‘““You’ve hit it, Monlie,”” . I said.
““ There'll be a lot c¢f jenlousy and that
kind of thing. 1 daresay I could invite
ffty or sixty chnﬁ)s, and they would
all be only too willing to accept. DBut
I reckon we must limit the number to
about two dozen, and they must all bo
from the Remove. Hang it all, |
couldn’t have the nerve to take more
than twenty-four chaps with me.”

Wo discussed the situalion with
inlerest, and practically decided who
should be invited, and who should be
left out.

And then. Dzrrie looked in.

‘“ About the little party,” he cbserve.l
Ian%u:dly. “ We must give the fellows
a chance to spend some tume with their
people, an’ so I suggest that you all
come down to Dorrimore Hall on the
first day of next montl.”

“Good enough!” I said. ' That'il
do fine, Dorrie!""

‘“You might as well all come down
together—by the same Llrain,”” went on
his lordship. ‘¢ There's no reason why
yotl shoulc}i) straggle in by twcs and
threes throughout the day. ‘L'hero’s a
gcod train from Liverpool S:ireet at
two-thirty. You'd Dbetter tell all tho
chaps to collect together at Liverpool
Street at two o'clock. Then you'll al!
be able to come down togetlher, onil
I'll meet you at the other end.”

This was eminenlly sentisfactory, and
I had nothing to say against il. And
so the Flnn was decided upon, We
should all go down to Deorrimora Hall
on the first of the new month, by {he
two-thirly trzin from Liverpool Street.

tho

The plan was simple and straight.
forward. Misunderstandings would be

impossible.

After - Dorrie had left tho study, I
made out the list of gueslts, and il ran
as follows: Ancient llouse:--- Walson,
Tregellis-West and myself; Handforth,
Church and McClure; Reginald DPitt,
Tom Burton., Justin B. I‘arman, the
Trotwood twins, Fatty Little, Cecil de

Valerie, the Duke of Somerton anl
Dick Goodwin. College House:— Bob
Christine, Yorke and Talmadge:; Old-
field, Clapson and Nation; Turier,

Page, Harron and Ernest Lawronce.

Upon examination, this lList revealed
the fact that <here would bo fiftecg
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Ancient House guniors, and ten College
House juniors, By a process of acute
calculation, I camo to the conclusion
that thére would bo twenty-five alto-
gether.

““I don’t think we can improve on
this list,”’ I said, after looking it over.
““ Solly Levi would be included, but I
know for a fact that his people are
taking him over to Paris for the vaec.
Of course. there are a lot of others we
could include, but
line somewhere.”

‘“What about Jack Grey?’ asked
W?ltaon.’ ‘““Ho’'s a decent [ellow,
and—"’

‘“ His pater 18 taking him straight off
to Scotland, so he'll ﬁ)o out of it,” I
interrupted. ' Then there's Hart. He
can't come, because he's booked for a
holiday in Norway. It's the same with
a lot of the chaps. DBut all these on
the list are free, I imagine; but we
shall soon know for certain,"”

For the remainder of the evening we
were cngaged in going rtound the
various studies, scattering invitations
broadcast. The lucky juniors were
delighted, for Dorrie was universally
popular, and they knew that they would
?{avi? a Orst-class time at Dorrimore

all.

And by the time the bell clanged out
for bed, practically all the arrangements
were made. The invitations had been
accepted, and 1t was fixed that the
whole crowd should collect together at
Liverpool Street Station on the first of
the new month, at two-thirty.

But if the juniors could only have
known what these apparently simple
invitations were ultimately to lead to,
they would have been filled with wonder
and amazement.

CHAPTER IL

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E came to a halt in the middle of
the upper corridor, not far distant
the door of the Remove
dormitory. And he glared ferociously
at Church and McClure, his faithful
and long suffering study-mates.
“You—you prize asses!”’ he
witheringly.
Church and McClure stared,

from

said

wé must draw a

‘- What's the matler now?’ asked
Church in surprise. .

_‘* You dummies—you’ve got memories

like sieves!’  snapped Handforth.
“Didn’'t we arrange to bring up a
writing block and a pencil, so that we
could map out our movements for tho
holidays—with exact times, and all the
rest of it? Where's the writing pad?
Where’s the pencil 1

McClure F'runted.

'“ Wo can't be expected to remember
everything,’’ he said. ‘‘In any case,
it doesn't matter now. We'ro the last
fellows up, and we shall be the last im
the dormitory. We'd better make
haste, or we might get into a row-—""

‘* Rats!” interrupted  Handforth.
““This i3 what comes of trusting to you
chaps! I might as well trust—"

‘ Yourself?”’ suggested Church sar-
cast.ically.

it Eh?  J

‘“ Oh, it’'s no good getling your rag
out, Handy,” snapped Church. * You
jaw about our memories. What aboutl
your own? Why couldn't you re-
member to bring up the pad—"

‘““‘I’'m not going to argue, and if you
fellows give me any more of your cheek,
I'll punch you on the nose!’ said Hand-

forth ag rqasivelg. " The best ihing
you can do is to buzz down id the study
and get those things! DBuck up, one of
youl”’

‘“‘ No fear!” said Church. “ I'm not
going to be collared by a prefect—"’

‘““ Are you going or not?’' roared
Handforth.

‘“ Not!"' said his chums in one voice.

Handforth glared. Defiance of this
kind was not usual.

‘“ Oh, all right, we'll soon see!”’ he
snorted. ‘' Take that!”

He lunged out at Church, but that
exasperaled junior ducked in the nick
of time, and Handforth went sprawling
forward. His momenium caused him to
sail headlong over Church’s back, and
he hit the floor with a thud, and rolled
on his back. Without wasting a second,
Church fell upon his leader.

“Lend a hand, Clurey!"’' he gasped.
“It's a rnpping chanco to get some of
our own back.”

“Good!' said McClure, with en-
thusiasm. , |

Practically thoe whole evening ihey
had been listening to the sound -of
Handforth’s voice; they had been
worried and troubled by his constant
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orders. And now, for him to blame
them for his own forgetfulness was
rather more than. they could stand.

They had been exasperated Dbeyond
ordinary endurance, aud their -.endurance
was, as a rule, quite remarkable,

‘““ You—you trailors—yzu tarncoats
snorted Ilandforth bhotly. ‘' Lemime
go! 1f you don’t get wup, I'll half
sleughter you when—--"

‘“Don’t take any notice cf him!’
Church. ‘That’s right—ho!d

Now., I'm going to slosh himn

Y

this!"' e¢x-

1"

antod
Eis fect.
in the eye until he promises
‘““ Hallo, hallo!  What's
clatmed a voice from the rear. * T'wo
of you kids smashing another? You
“don't call that cricket, do you? All
vight, Handforth, I'll rescue vou from
these bullies!™

It was Chambers of the IFifth, who
had appeared  upon the scene.
Chambers was a big fellow, and an
amiable sort of ass, and it was one of
his favourite habits to bult in when he
wasn't required. He seized Church by
the coal collar, and yanked him back-
wards. The next moment, Handforth
was on his feet, fuming.

**That’s al! right,”

said Chambers

kindly. ‘ No need to thank me, Hand-
forth. I'm always ready 1o lend a
hand when I see a Youngster in
trouble!”

“ Trouble?™” bellowed Handforlh
fiercely. ‘* Who was in trouble? You
—you interfering fathead! Who told

you to lend me a hand?”

Chambers stared. :

‘“ Steady on!’ he said, in a patrvonis-
ing voice. ‘' None +0f vour nonsense,
Handforth. I did you a gcod turn,
and the least you can do is to thank
me!'"’

“ You—you did me a good turn®”
gasped Handforth * Why, you prize
dummy! I was just going to knock

the stairs! 1 was
Tako that

these idiots down
oing to slaughtor them!

1"

or interfering'
Bift!
Handforth’s fist landed squarely in
the cenlre of Chambors' chest, andv the
IFifth Former went staggering back-
wards. He was taken by surprise, and
ho gazed at Iandforth blankly, Then
he frowned.
. ** You—you ungrateful young sweop!”’
he said hotly, *‘I'll never do you a
good turn again!"
His dignity was upset, and he hurled
himself forward. Handforth wasn't

Y half the Iifth on to you,
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exactly looking for an atllack; and
beforo he knew what bad happened,
Chambers’ fist caught him a beautiful

swipe on the nose.
‘* Yarooooh!” Handforlh

wildly.

He was in pain, and by the time ho
recovered himnsclf, Chambers was walk-
ing sedately into the Iifth Iorm
dormitory. Iis dignity was salisfied.
He had avenged the insult. And Hand-
forth fairly foamed at the mouth.

howled

I'ltl. B}'” George!” he gasped. ‘‘1'll.--
‘“ Steady  on, Hundy " muttered
Church. “You can'yt go after
Chambers now!”
“Can’'t IV roared Handforth.
“You’'ll coon see! I'm going to---- "

“Cave!” hissed McClure sudden!y.
“0Old Crowell !’

Before Handforth could say aunything
further, Mr. Crowell, tho Remove
masler, came round the corner of the
corridor. McClure had recognised his
footstep. Mr. Crowell frowned saveroly
as he surveyed the juniors, .

‘“ Are you responsible for the extra-
ordinary noise I hoard a moment ago,
Handforth”"' he asked sharply.

“I—-I-I " began IHandforth.

““You will take fifty lincs, Handforth,
for creating 'a disturbance,”* said NIr.
Crowell curtly. *‘  And you will get
inlo your dormitory at once--all thrce
of you. You are Jate already. Now,
boys, obey me!"

Handforth clenched his fists, looking
helplessly at his chums, and chen went
aiong to tho Remove dormilory. As
soon as he was inside, he turned and

glared at the other two juniors,

“TIl deal with you to-morrow!" he
snid darkly. ‘‘‘I'here’s something niore
tmportant to do to-night! As sdon as
the lights are out, I'm going into the

Fifth dormilory, and I'm goiung to
knock that ass Chambers 1nto theo
niddle of next term!”’ |

“Oh, . don't be an idiot, Handsy !

whispéred Church anxiously. “ Torget
it! If you go into the Iifth dormitory
and pommel Chambers, you’ll. have
and then

you'll be—:"'

““1 don't care about that!” snorted
Handiorth. * He swiped me on the
nose, and I'm going to repay him wilh
inlerest. I don't care what happens
to me afterwards. The main thing i
to wipe up Chambers!”

L]
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Church and McClure gave it upw It
was obviously useless to argue. hen
Handforth made up his mind there was
no holding him. And he had certainly
decided to invade the Fifth Form dor-
milory—whatever the cost might be,

Accordingly, shortly after lights-out,
Handforth rose from his bed. ost of
the juniors were already asleep, and the
others were dozing off. li—Ila,ndft:brt-h
didn’t trouble to dress. He crept out of
the room attired only in his pyjamas.

All was quiet out in the corridor. He
padded his way along the cold linoleum
until he came to the door of the Fifth
Form dormitorB He turned the handle,
and entered. Dead silence reigned.

Then a startling thing happened.

A Drilhant light flashed into Hand-
forth’s eyes completely dazzling him.

" Thought so!’ multered a voice.
“ Now then, you chaps!”

A blanket, appearing from nowhere,
enveloped  Handforth’s  head and
shoulders. It fell upon him heavily,
and the next moment the valiant leader
of Study D was on the floor, held
down by many strong hands.

IIe tried to struggle, but the odds
were too great. He tried to yell, but
the blanket drowned his voice and
rendered it into a dull mufied murmur,
'The blanket was drawn tight round his
neck and round his waist. ’

* Got him!” chuckled a voice, which
Handforth had no dificulty in re-
cognising as Chambers’. ‘“ Can - you
hear me. Handforth, old son?”

"“Mmmmm!"” came {rom behind the
folds of the blanket. ** Grrrr!”

Chambers grinned.

**1 had an idea that you would come
along, Handy, and 350 I prepared
things,”” he said cheerfully. ** We're
going to teach you to be a good lttle
hoy. 'Oo mustn’'t show ’'oo’s ’'ickle
temper! Naughty, naughty!”

| ]

Handforth literaily writhed; but that |{College House.

was all he could do.

He was lifted from his feet, and ihen
ho felt a rope being passed round his
waist,. It was drawn tight.
Handforth was cerried some way and
hoisted up. He wondered what was
gomg to happen; and he was con-
siderably startled when he felt himself
dangling in spuace, The coldness of the
atmosphere round his feet and ankles
—which wero bare—told him that he
was in the open air. _

Then his feet came into conlact with
some hard, icy, stony subslance, which

| not investigate any further.

Then l
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he recognised as gravel. He was in the
Triangle! He had been lowered from
one of lthe upper windows, and was now
stranded.

This was the Fifth Formers' idoa of a
joke. Handforth fumed as he rolled
over, for he found it impossible to keep
his balance. Dimly, the sound of
chuckles came down to him, and then
2 window was softly closed.

It took Handforth axactly five
minutes to extricate himself from that
blanket. And then he was perspiring
onormously above, and chilled below.
Chambers & Co. were not at all par-
ticular.

‘“ The rotlers gasped Handlorth
breathlessly. ‘‘I shall probably catch
a cold over this, and then it’ll turn to

‘Au, or pmeumonia, or—or even scarlet
fever! The cads! I'l smash Chambers
for this!"”

Ho drew the blanket round him

closely, and then moved forward. Then
he gasped afresh, for the gravel was
painful to his bare fcet. He was more
careful after that, and he picked his
way. like a ghost towards the window
of Study D. DBy -chance it would be
unlatched, and Handforth would Le
able to get in.

Fortunately, he saw that the window
of Study B was not fastened, so he did
He was
just about to push up the sash when he
fancied he heard a slight sound—as
though a boot had grated on the gravel,

He turned, his heart in his mouth.
If a master sawwv him in this plight he

would be wunable to give any ex-
planation; for, of course, it was im-
ossible to sneak. Handforth would

ave bitten his tongue in half before
sneaking. _ '

In the gloom he saw a figure in the
Triangle. It was crossing - to the
And curiously enough,
it was not making for the door, butl in
the direction of a lighted lower window,
It was the window of the Housemaster's
study.

Handforth stared, filled with curiosity.

‘Behind that lighted window sat Mr.
Smale ¥Foxe. This gentleman was the
Mr. Foxe who had been appointed
temporary Housemaster during Mr.
Stockdale’s prolonged absence from St.
Frank’s,

It was the other Mr. IF'oxe—the House-
master’s twin brother, who had
recently been causing such trouble at
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the old school. And as Handforth stocd
there. he had a vague suspicion that
tho dim figure he had seen Lelonged to
none other than tho rascally twin
brother himself.

And so, Handforlh waited.

Ho thought it quite likely that Jamcs
had come back to have a quet word
" with his Dbrother while tho school was
asleep. And Ilandforth was filled with

indignation at_ihe thought. He knew
well enou{:h that Mr. Ralph Sinale
Foxo would not welcomo any further

intrusion by his brother.,
Almost immediately afterwards, Hand-
forth’s suspicions were confitmed.

For the figure reached the lighted
window and tapped upon the glnss.
After a very short inlerval the lower
sash was pulled up and the Xouse-
master’s form appeared. Handforth
stood stock still, histening.

“ James !’ said Mr. Foxe, in surprise.

The word came dislinctly over 1o
Handforth, and he knew that his sus-
picions had been justified. And as he
watched, the visilor slipped in through
the window. tho sash wns lowered, and
the blind fell into place.

“ By George!” muttered Iandforth,
his eyes gleaming. ‘‘So that rotter’s
had the nerve to come back—after all
that's happened! The Remove will
have something to say about this!”

Without waiting any longer, Hand-
forth slipped into Study D, peassed
through, and was soon mounting the

stairs,. He entered the Remove dor-
mitory without any attempt to Dbe
silent. And I was awake on the instant.

I sat up, staring into tho gloom.
“* Who's thal?’ I demanded. .

“NMe! said Handforth ungrammati-
cally. *“ I say, Nipper-—""

“You ass! Why aren’t you in bed?”
I asked. *‘  What games have you
been up to now, Xandlorth? You'll
have a master on your track—="

“Oh, do dry up and let me get a
word in!’ snapped Handforth. * I've
just been out n the Triangle—those
"ifth I'orm rotters had the nerve to
Lic me up and lower me down from one
of the upper windows!”

I grinned.

‘“Well, I daresay you asked for it!”
I said calmly. *““Jf you go aboul
looking for trouble, Handy, you won’t
have much difficulty in finding it.
Perhaps you’ll have the sense to get
into bed now, and—"

and you, as

“Am I going (o speak or not?”’
snorted Handlorth. *“ Never mind
about those IFifth Form asses—I'll deal
with them to-morrow! Thero's some-
thing that must be altended Lo at once,
Captain of the Romove,
ought io be enthusiastic. Old IFoxe 1s
hero! The rotten I'oxey, I mean!”

“I'm - not very cnthusiastic about
that,” I answered. “ But how do you
know ?”’

**T just saw him out in Lhe Triangle,
crecping across to the College House—
to the Housemaster's study window!”
said Handforth. *“ By George! The
rotter! Having the sauce to come here
again! You can bet your boots thal
the decent Mr. IFoxe doesn’t want him.
I vote we rise in our mmght, pounce
upon the cad, and kick him out!”

I con:idered for a moment.

‘“ Are you sure about this, Handv?”
I asked suspiciously. ‘“You'ro a
famous chap for giving false alarms,
you know. I agree that we ought to
chuck Mr., Foxe off the premises; but
we don't want to make asses of our-
sefves!”’

“*Obh, you make me tired!"’ snappe.
Hanraforth, “ There's no doubt about
this, at all!”

And he explained the exact circum-
stances. When he had finished I was
convinced that on this occasion, at least,
he had made no blunder. He had
distinctly heard the visilor greeted by
name, and that was good enough.

I slipped out of bed.

up,” T
chms.

“ Wake some of the chaps
snid  briskly. “* Your own
Tregellis-West, Watson, Pitt and somo
of the others. We'll swoop down on
Mr. TFFoxe's study. and relieve him of
the presence of his beautiful brother.
He may notl like it. Lut he'll be grale-
ful to us afterwards.”

And in less than three minutes, the
Remove dormitory was alive and active.

Meanwhile, Mr. Ralph Smale IFoxe
was regarding his unscrupulous brotiher
with decided disfavour. James had
Just entered the slfudﬂzI and he looked
very different now. 1s clothing was
untidy and muddy, his collar was dirty,
and he had a three days' growth of
beard on his chin. Auvud there was a
wild, hunted look in his eyes. There

was not the slightest difficully in dis-
tinguishing one brother from the other.
Thero was now a great deal of

difforence between the two.
“ Why have you come liere, James?"’
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demanded Ralph angrily.  Heaven

knows you have caused me enough

trouble already——"

“Don’t start your saivelling!”
snapped Mr. Foxe. ‘ You've got to
help me, do you understand?”

‘“ Heip you?”

“Yes; to get away from 1his
district !’ said the olher. ‘“I've been
wailing for an opportunity to speak to
vou, and at last I have been compelled
(o come here. I'or days I have been
half starved. T have lived in the woods
—unable to show myself. There’s no
sense in mincing matters. You know
all about that burglary, and everything
. else. Curse that interfering brute,
Nelson Lee, for upSettinF my plans!
Now I'm hunted, and I'm afraid to
show myself—"'

‘“ If thal’s your trouble, you may as
wetl set your mind at rest,”” put in
Ralph curtly. ‘It may interest you to
know that no proceedings will be taken,
James. You can walk out of this
district freely, and you won't be inier-
fered with by the police. I have no
sympalhy with you. You made your
own bed and you must lie on it. Don't
come whining to me, DBut if you need
n little ‘money. I will give you some.”

!

““ What false story is this?’ snarled
Mr. I'oxe. ‘‘Do you think you can
deceive me? Do you think I believe
this story—that the police will not
interiere, and that proceedings have
stopped? You are simply doing it tlo
get rid of me, Ralph, and I tell you
at once that I won't put up with any
nonsense!”’

“If you'll only listen—"’

“But just at that moment an inter-
ruption occurred—an interruption which
was as startling as it was unexpected.
The window sash was flung up abruptly,
and a swarm of juniors cate surging
imto the room. I led the way, and
Handforth and  many others swarmed
after me. There were no College House
fellows; but this was only because
Christine and Co. could not be reached.
They would be sorry, afterwards, that
they had taken no part in the affair.
But it couldn’t be helped.

‘“ All nght, Mr. Foxe, don't worry!”
I said, as I tumbled into the study.
‘“ We've come 1o «rclieve you of this
gentleman here!”

‘“Rather!” said Handforth grimly.

Mr. FFoxe started back, scowling.

literally kicked out of St. Frank's.
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“You young hounds!' he snarled.
“If you dare to lay fingers on me——"

‘““ Boys—boys!" protested the Iouse-
master. ‘* You must not—"'

“But no nolice was taken of him.
Mr. James Smale Foxe was seized by
many strong hands, and resistance was
useless. There was no possibility of our
making a mistake, for it was obvious
which was the right Mr. Foxo and
which was the wrong. -

Struggling, cursing and prolesting,
Mr Smale Foxe was dragged to the
window and hurled oulside. There
were at least a dozen juniors on the
job, and Mr. Foxe had not the slightest
chance. And we had no pity; wo
were going to teach him a lesson which
he would not forget.

““The frog-march!’ shouted Hand-
forth.

‘“ That's a good idea, begad!'™

‘“ Rather "’

Mr. I'oxe was flung into an inverted
position, and spreadeagled out, he was
carried round the Triangle. 'The
fellov's had forgotten all about caution
now, and they were shouting lustily.
A complete circuit of the Trianglo was
made, and by that time, Mr. Foxe was
feeling the effects.

““ Good!"' said Handforih,
we'll duck him in ithe founlain!™”
‘““I1a, ha, ha!”

But I put the veto on this draslic
trealment, afhd Mr. Foxe escaped 2
ducking by a very narrow margin., As
an alternative, suggested that he
should be compelled to run the gauntlet.
‘This 1dea was at once accepted.

And Mr. Foxe, in spile of all his
prolests, was forced to run. Two lines
of fellows wero formed up, and Mv.
IFoxe was given a start from the end.
And as he dashed by-he received jcers,
Eunches. and blows from knotted hand-
erchiefs. It was drastic treatment,
perhaps; bul the rascal deserved it.

Ilandforth was at the end of the line,
and when Mr. Toxe reached that
section, the leader of Study D thought-
fully assisted him on the way with a
boot. And Mr. James Smale Foxe :\[\:as
‘or
he recached the Triangle wall, gasping
and swearing, and ave ono leap
upwards. He clutched the top, swarmed
over, and dropped in the darkness
beyond. .

And that was the last that St. Frank’s
over taw of the rascal.

i1 No‘v
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CHAPTER IlL

OFF YO THE HOLIDAYS.

inquity as to the cause of the
disturbance that mght. It was

obvious that Dr. Stafford must
have known about the affair, for the
whole school had rang with the shouts

of tho excited juniors.

After Mr. FFoxe had gono—for good—
tho Removites scuttled back to the
dormitory, and they were very aslon-
ished to find that they met no master
on the way. I had been quite prepared
to receive a flogging for my part in the
cscapade; but% received nothing. The
matter was not even mentioned.

And we could easily understand it.

Mr. Ralph Foxe had obviously inter-
cepted the Head and any other mastler
who had happened to come on the
scene. DBrief explanations had followed, |
and it had been decided to let the
juniors finish their job. Jt was most
ircegular, no doubt, but the Head

CURIOUSLY enough there was no | (hristine.

s
I@hing e'lso," interrupted DBob.

probably thought it wiser to wink at
it and say nothinF. It would save all
inquiry and trouble, And so the affair
blew over.

Lord Dorrimore left that day, after
promising that he would meet us all at
the local station in Suffolk, on tho first
day of the new month. And on the
following day, St. Frank's was in a
turmoil. Tor it was holiday time, and
tho school would ‘ break up.”

There were no lessons, of course, and
the fellows had all their time occupied

I packing ete. Yorke and Talmadge,
of ‘the College House, with their armns
full of various items of personal
property, wenl charging into Study

shortly afler breakfast. And they

II

hat!” exclaimed Christine. “ As a
matter of fact, I was thinking!"”’
“0Oh!”

‘T was thinking deeply,”” went on
; *“In [fact, i'\'e got a
wheeze !”’

“Connecled with the holidays?"

asked Yorke.
arrangements !’

“Y I know that, hut this is scme-
“IU's u
jope, my sons. A first-class, gili-ed‘;cd,
number one-sized jape, against (hose
giddy I‘ossils, It’s going 1o be the jape
of the season.”

His chums stared.

“You must bo dotty!" szid Tul-
madge. ‘‘ Who over heard of japes on
the last day of term? We've got no
time for messing aboul Ilike that,
Christy! Don’t be an ass! Japes are
all very well in the middle of termm——""

“If you'll only listen, inslead of
Jawing so much, you'll understand,"
said Christine patiently. *“I'm not
suggesting that we should jape thae
Fossils to-day; but later on. Go and
fetch some of the fellows together—
Clapson and Page, and some of the

others. We'ro going to hold a con-
ference.”

His chums couldn’t quite see tho
point; but they did not argue. They
weni out and searched for a numnber of
othcr Monks, and presently returned
with a fairly large crowd. Study
was packed with impatient juniors.

“This is a bit too Lhick, Christy!”
protesled Oldfield. *‘* We're right In

‘““We've made all our

| the middle of packing, and——"

“Never mind the packing,” said
Christine. ‘‘ I've been thinking things
over, and I’ve come to the conclusion

wero | that wo've been presented, free gratis

Talher astonished to find Bob Christine | and for nothing, with a Tipping oppor-

silting there, starin
him in a dren.my‘kimF'of way,

The other two juniors set
things down, and stared at their leader.

“ What's the idea?’ asked Yorke
curiously. -

i¢ Eh ?’I

“Why the boiled owl
demanded Talmadge.

Christino started,

‘ What's that?’ he
H }:Vho's looking like a

. You are!"

Since you've never seon a boiled

ennoression?’”’

saird absently.
boiled owl?"

iheir | down

owl, vou must be talking oul of your

straight before | tunity "to jape those Ancient House

chaps. Wo've all beon invited to go
to Lord Dorrimore's place,

haven’'t we—every fellow here?”

“Yes, except me,” said Steele. I
should have been included, too, I sup-
pose, but my people are carting mo off
to tho Riviera.”

“Well, you needn’t stay,”” said Chris-
tine. “ This affair doasn’t concoern you,
Steelo, old man. You can buzz off as
soon as you like.”

Steclo buzzed off, as he was busy
and wanted {o calch an early train.
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The other Monks looked at their leader
oxpectantly. |
“You know the arrangement. don’t
you?"' said Christine. ‘'* We're all to bo
at Liverpool Street Station at half-past
two, on tho first day of next month.
-\WWe shall all gathor there, Monks and

Fosails alike.”

- ' Yes, of course,” said Yorke. ‘* Well,
what about 1t?” .

*“ Hasn’t it ever struck you that the
date 1s a significant one?’ said Chris-
tine mysteriously. ¢ Think of it, my
sons!” ,

The juniors thought.

“ Well, it's All Fools’ Day, if that's
what you mean,” said Yorke,

“ Ot course!” smid Christine. ‘‘ And,
what’s more, we're going to fool the
Fossils! Do vou get me, Steve? We're

going 1o fool these Ancient IHouse
fellows properly 1
“My hal!’ exclaimed Talmadge.

“1 badn’t thought of that. Now yon
comoe to miention it, Christy, it will be
the first of April. But what’s your
scheme? Hew do vou reckon we shall
be able 1o fool the bounders?”

“I've thought it all out.” said Chnis-
tinc carelessly. *° After all, the idea is
a sunple one. 'The best wheezes are
always simple.  But iUll come a bit ex-
pensive, that's all.” -

“Then it's off !’ said Yorke firmly.
'* Those Tossils ain’t worlh spending o
lot of money over!"

* We can fool them
1INg any expense !’

- Of course!’”’

“We shall have to get some other
idez, Christine,”

* A cheap one!”

Christine glared round.

“Am I going to speak, or not?’ he
roared. ** When I =ay expensive, I
don’t mean that it'll cost us very much,
, after {he exs. have been divided wup.
Half a crown each, or somethirg ke
that. In iy opinion, it'll be well worlh
tho money ™’ :

*“*Well, let’s hear it?" said Yorke.
‘““We can’t stay here all the morng,
you know. We'vo got to finish our
packing, and get to London, and—"’

“Well, I'll'put it in a nutsheli,”’ said
Bob Christine. ‘‘ Early on the morning
of April the first, all Sw chaps who aru
going down to Lord Dorrimore’s place
will receive 2 telegram.”

“Eht”

‘“ A telegram?”

without incur-
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~““Who from?’
* I'romr Lord

Dorrimore,” replied
Christine calmly. ** And each telegram
I will run ‘something like this: ‘Plan
| altered. Be at Victoria Siation noon. .
Join others there. All will catch
twelve-twenty to Brighton. College
House boys coming later. Look out for
me outside station—Dorrimore.” How
does that strike you?”’

‘“Go to DBrighton?' said Yorke,
staring. ‘' Meet at Victoria Station?
What on earth are you talking about?”

‘“ We're not going to DBrighton, you

ass!’ said Clapson. * We're going to
Suffolk—"’
v " Oh, you poor, _
Christine witheringly. ‘““1t’s  only
spoof! Can't you understand? Those
telegrama will be part of the jape'”

]'; Then Dorrie won’t send them

Ill -8

“*Of course he won't!”’ said Chris-
tine. * As a matter of fact, Clapson
will send them.”

' Oh, shall T?" said Ien Clapson.
‘t ;1,1h19 is the first time I've heard about
it! i

“You’ll send them, my son, because
vour home is in Suffolk,” explained
Christine. ' You'll be in Suffolk for
the holidays, won’t you?”’

*“ Yes,” replied Clapson. ‘“Then
on the fust of Apsuil, 1 shall
just get on my bicycle, and {ake a run
{o Dorrimore }i-lall-—,;it’s only about ten
miles from my place. You chaps, of
course, will come along by train from
Londen.”

“ Exactly,” said Chrisiine. * That’s
why you will have to send these tels.

rams, Clapson. You’'ll be in Suffolk, so
the telegrams will be sent from Sufiolk.
Then, when the Ancieni House f[ellows

et them they won’l suspeci anything.

‘hey’ll take 1t for granted.that Dorrie
himself had sens the wires off.”

“But I don’t quite understand, even
now,’”’ said Yorke, frowning. ‘' What's
the idea of sending all tho chaps to
Brighton?”’

“ To fool them, of course!”’

{i Oll !)l

‘““ And I suppose this is tho jape?”’

“Of course it’s the jape, you
duffers!” snoried Christine. * Don’t you
think it’s a good one? Personally, I
reckon it's top hole! Those giddy
IFossils  will be fooled completoly.
They'll assume that Dorrie had decided

itiful asses!’ =said

at
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lo enlertain themn st Brighton, and
they'll all go off by the twelve-twenty
train; but when they get to Brighton
they’ll  find themselves  stranded.
Dorrie won't be there, and they'll be
all upside down until they roalise the
lnllth.' Then they'll be kicking them-
sclves.”’

Several grins broke out on the faces
of tho jumors.’

“Il’s a protty
admit!”’ chudkled Talmadge.
Jingo, those Fossils will be fooled
beautifully. It's a great idea, Chris-
tine, to send them off on this wild
goose chase. 'They'll look as small as
microbes when they finally turn up at
Dorrimore Hall, late in the evening!"

‘- Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Jolly good!"

“I'irst class!”

“Well, I'm glad you think so,” said
Pob Christine, smiling. ‘" But, as I
said, it will come just a little bit ex-
pensive--those  telegrams will  cost
something, you know. So I was going

to suggest-—-""

“ Hold ou!" interrupled Oldhield.
“I've a suggestion lo make.”

“Oh? ILet’s hoar 1t!"

“I'irst of all, I want lo ask you a
“queslion,”’ eaid Olditeld. * Are you
reckoning to send Nipper a wire, just
tho same as the others?”

‘““ Yes, of course!”

“Then don't do !’
firmly.

‘" “’h}' not?"*

‘" Because, for one thing,

ood wheeze. I must
‘““ Yes, by

stid Oldfield

Nipper s

#

I3

II'none, and speak to Dorrie about ik
it’

fr advice is lo leave Nipper out of it—
| be safer.”

“ Well, perhaps you're right,”" said
Christine, after thinking for a moment
or two. ‘" Wo don't want to endanger
the whole thing, do we? And if Nipper
knows it—if Nipper's left out, it won't
work. ‘The other chaps would probably
assume that he's gono on with Mr. Lee.
I'd bettor leave it at that.”

And so it was decided.

Christine proceeded 1o do some
reckoning. by the aid of a scrap of
paper and a piece of pencil—to say
nothing of his brains. And he reckoned
out exaclly how much Lhe japo would
cost, and then divided it by ten, since
there were ten College House fellows
invited to Dorrimore Hall. In the end
it worked out that every Monk would
have to contribute two or three shil-
lings. The juniors did not object, bul
paid up wilhrgly. Like Christine, they
considered that the jape was wel! worth
the monevy.

‘“ Now, Clapson, my son, you've got
lo take charge of this little pile,”” said
Christine, pointing to the money on tho
table. ** You'd belter put it in your
pockel, and forget all about it. It's left
in your charge, and what you've got to
do is' to send off all the telegrams at
about eight o'clock on the moruning of
the first of April.”

“Right you are!” said Clapson.
“ You cun leave it to me—I won't fail.

But what about the addresses? Havo
yon got them?’
‘** Not yat,”' replied Christine. ‘' I'vo

g jolly cute bird!"” said Oldfield. *He | got some, of course, and you’d bettor

might think there was somelhing fishy
about his wive, and it wouldn’t take him
long to make the other chaps suspicious,
loo. Then our scheme would fall to
the ground, and the laugh would e
on us. We don’t want anything of that
kind, you know.”

“Why should he t?"’ asked
Christine doubtfully. may be

B11S

(L

cule, but thore'll be nothing to lead |

him”to suppose that the wire is a fake

“ We don't know about that,' inter-
rupted Oldfield. *‘ Lord Dorrimore is
a special pal of Mr, Leo’a. I'or all we
know, Dorrie might send Nelson Lee a
wire on that very morning, and then
Nipper would know that sometlhing was
wrong. He might even
send through a trunk ecali on the iele-

o so far as to |

put them down now. And I'll have Lhe
others within an hour, don’t you worry.
It won’t be hard to get the addresses
out of the chaps. I can make any old
oxcuse—say I want (o send them a
picture-postcard, or something. I shall
send a picture-postcard, of course, but
that’ll only be a blind.”

Bob Christine was busy for about au
hour, buttonholing Ancient House
juniors. He oblained all the addresses
without mukeh difliculty, and he- was ox-
ceedingly pleased to find that every ono
of the fellows who had been invited to
Dorrimore IHall would be in London.
The only exceplion was -Clapson, and
he was a College House junior. All the
Ancient Llouse chaps would either bo
wilh their peoFlo or with relatives in
London; therefore ‘t would be quito
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casy for them Lo gel Lo Victoria Station
by noon.

* My sons, it'll bo.easy !’ said_Chris- |

tine to his two chums. “ It'll be the
jape of the season! Those Fossils will
be fooled as they’ve never been fooled
before. They'll never suspect us; they'll
never dream that we planned the whole
thing before going home .for the holi-
days. That’s the geauty of it.”’
Throughout the morning the Monks
continued to chuckle with glee. Not
much notice was taken of their high
spirits, since high spirits were general
ou this particular morning. The Anctent
House juniors had something better to
do than to watch Christine and Co.

But I noticed their grins. 1 noticed
Christine and his chums whispering to-
gether, chuckling, and suddenly yelling
with laughter. And these oulbursts
gencrally occurred when there were
some Ancient House fellows in sight.
Clearly, the Monks were amused at
something connected with the Ifossils.
What was it? '

‘““ Montie, my son, I'm suspicious!”
I said, as I stood looking out of the
window of Siudy C

* Dear oléd boy, why are you suspi-
cious?’ inguired Sir Montie Tregellis-
West mildly. *‘ Is anything the matter?”

** Well, I'm pretty cerlain that some-
thing is on,”” I replied. *‘Il’s only a
vague guess, but I don’t beheve I'm far
wrong.’

** Something on?’ repeated M\lonlie.
. Bogad! What do you mean, old
boy 7" |

** Haven't you noticed the way Chris-
tine and the other monkeys are grin-
ning?’ I asked. ¢ They've been at it
for an hour past. Just look at that
crowd out there now; they're cackling
like a set of old hens! It smells like a
#.pa lo me.”

* Begad! Surely Chrisltine is not
thinking of playing a practical joke to-
day 7’ askch Sir Montie, in alarm.
“ Fuat would be frightfully incon-
siderate, dear old boy! We shall have
to be on our guard—we shall, really!”

‘“ That's just what I was thinking,”
] «aid. ' Ll advise you to keer your eyes
open, my son. .o on the look-out all
the time. There’s mischief afoot!”

The study door opened, and a fat
face ap{:earcd. It was. the face of
Jimmy Little, of the Remove,

** I say, Nipper,"”” he said, edging his
way Iinto the study. ‘'‘Just a word.”
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*What's the trouble?”’ I asked.
‘““ Heve you lost your appetite, Fatty?"'’

‘“ Great bloaters!”’ said Faity Litile.
‘““ Have I lost my appetite? hy, I'm
as hungry as a hunter—I'm  half
starrmg! There’s nothing like packing
up and bustling about for giving a
fellow an appetite. I had a decent
breakfast, 1'll admit, but I am famished
again. How the dickens I shall Jast out
until I get to London, goodness only
knows!”

I grinned.

“1 dare say you'll survive,”” I said. -
‘* Well, what’s the idea of coming here?
What's the word you want to say?”

** About our trip to Dorrimore Hall,”
said Fatty anxiously. ‘‘ Have you over
beqn\ down to Dorrie’s place?”’

** No. ™

‘“Then you don't know:- what the
grub’s like?”

“No: but you can bet your best
Sunday topper that it'll be first class.”

“ Plenty of it?” asked Little.

“Even enough to satisfy you,” I
replied. ‘' There’s no need for you io
worry your head about grub at Dorrie’s
place, my fai porpoise. As a matter of
fact, there'li be too much; you'll over-
eat yourself, and be ill for a week.
Dorre always does things on a large
scale, and he doesn’t care a rap about
expenses. This party of his will be a
first-class affair, m'ldy the grub will be
of the highest possible qua.lity. Now
you'll be able to sleeél peacefuily !”’

I'atty Litile grinned.

“Well, it is a bit of a relief,”” ho

admitted. I was uncertain about 1it,
you see. Great doughnuts! If thore
was any likelthood ot a shortago of

grub, 1 should meke some excuse and
fail to turn up. But if you say the
grub’s all right, ')l take your word
about it. When a fellow’s got an appe-
tite like mine, he's got to be careful.
I—I suppose you haven’t got anything
in the cuphoard now—just a snack, for
example 7’

‘““Well, hardly a snack,”” I replied,
shaking my head. * There are one or
two things lefL in here which we sha’'n’t
want—itwo or three jam tarts, half a
dozen sauwsage rolls, three doughnuts,
and a scone. But a bite like that isn’t
any good to you, Iaity. It wouldn’t
last you for more than a minute!”

Fatty Little’s eyes lighted up.

**Oh, I don’t know!’ he said. “1I
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might as well clear it up for you,
Nipper. *There's no sense in leaving it
hero, to go bad. Thanks awfully, old
man. These sausage rolls are Al.”

IFatly had already commenced opera-
tions, and we left him in the study
working at full pressure. I chuckled as
I went down the corridor with Sir
Montlie.

“*Tf Dorrie isn't ruined by the {imu
Ifatly ends his stay, I shall Dbe sur-
prised,” I grinned. *° Anyhow, TFaity’s
people will be tremendously pleased to
get rid of him, I should say. I reckon
they'd rather keep him a weck than a
fortnight!”

And s0, nol long afterwards, we left
St. IFrank’s for the holidays. We were
off Lo enjoy Easter. I had mnpped out
quite a 'lon programme with T'ommy
Watson and Tregellis-West. We had
arrangoed to meect in London on liaster
Monday, and then we were going on
tho spree.

When we left St, Frark’s that day
wo were all feeling very happy and
content. I'or we had a very pleasant
prospect in front of us, and we were
quile certain of an excellont finish up
to tho holidays by our iisit to Dorri-
more Hall, in Suffolk. But belore we
arrived at Dorrimore Hall, a few sur-
prising events were deslined Lo nappen.

- —

CHAPTER IV.
NOT QUITE A SUCCESS.

STARED blankly at Neison I.ee

as he entered Lhe consulling-room

at Gray’s Inn Road.

. * Good heavens!’ I ejaculated,
in horrified tones.

““ My dear Nipper
. the matter ?"’ asked the auv’'nor. ‘“ What
aro yvou staring at?”

“ Your—your face, sir!’ I
‘““ Have you just been sharing?

“Yes.”

“ But—but what have you been doning
lo your face?!" I asked huskily. ** Look
at 1t, sir! Oh, my goodness:”

Nelson Lee, wearing a puzzled ex-
pression, turned round and gazed at his
countenance in the mirror. Then he
looked at me agdin

‘“* Roally, Nipper, T do not see Lhe
reason for your startled----'" he begau.

what on earith 1s

gaspea’. !

I5

“Caught you, guv'nor!” I grinned.
[ April 11‘00]!!'

Nelson Lee burst into a laugh.

““ Upon my word, Nipper, you did
caich me!"’ he chuckled. “1 rmd for-
gotlen all about the date. Yes, to-day
13 the first of April, my lad. I shall
have to make a point of -catching you
before long!”

“ You'll have a job on hand, sir!” I
smiled. ‘““I'm on my guard, and you
weren't."”

Nelson Lee, slill chuckling, walked
over to the window, and gazed out
upon the busy thoroughfare below. Tho
sun streamed in the windows gloriously,
and the sky was blue, with a few fleecy
clouds here and there.

“Quile glorious weather, Nipper,”
commented Nelson Leo. “ It seems that
wo shall havo a nice journey down to
Suffolk to-day."”

“ Looks like it, sir,”” I agreed. “ T'll
bet we'll have a ripping time at Dorri-
more Hall. I'm enjoying the holidays
tremendously !"’

So far overything had gone sinoothly.
I had spent a very eonjoyable Easter
with Sir Montio Tregoﬁis-West and
Tommy Watson. I had taken them out
for motor-car rides, and we had had a
really ripping time all round. On two
or threo evenings Nelson Lee had taken
us to theatres, and we had scen someo
splendid shows.

Now it was the morning of the first
of April, and we were due to go down
to Suffolk. to Dorrimore Hall.

And while wo were in the middle of
breakfast, my thoughts aere inter-
rupted. I had planned with Tommy
and Montie to mect them at Liverpool
Street Station, according to the pro-
grammo. They would be there at two
o'clock, which would give us plenty of
time. And just as I was thinking of
these things, the interruption came.

A light step sounded on tho stairs,
and as I Jooked up, the door of the
dining-room Opanes. and Dorrie ap-
peared. He was attired in a motoring
coat and a check cap, the peak of which
was at the back of his neck. He grinned
at us, and nodded.

““Lazy bounders!"” he said, as he-
entered the room. * I had my Dbreak-
fast hours ago. How goos it, pro-
tessor?”’ -

Nelson Leo smiled. ’

“Quile an early visitor, Dorrie,”” ho
saxd, laying aside his newspaper. ‘“ You
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surely don’t mean to say that you have
come up from Suffolk this morning?”’

‘“I can assure you that I have,’” said
Dorrie. ‘“I did the trip at an average
speed of thirty-eight miles an hour.

ot so dusty, what?’

‘“* Man alive, you'll break your neck
one of these days!’’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“ But what's the idea?”

'“Oh, one of his usual harebrain
stunte, guv'nor,” 1 grinned. ‘“ But I'm
filled with amazement. How the dickens
did you manage to turn out so carly,
Dorrje? How many people were you
obliged to hire {o haul you out of
bed?”’

His lordship {rowned.

“I don’t want any sarcastic remarks,
young man!’ he said cheerfully. ** 1t
was such a glorious morning that I
simply couldn't resist running up to
London {o sce your smiling faces. Lizzie
-1s behaving splendidly, and I’'m ﬁoing Lo

give her a long drink soon. v gad!

She’s Eot a terrific thirst, you know,
and she has a strong partiality for
spirits !’

" Meaning pelrol?’ I grinned.

“Well, T don't know about petrol,”
satdd Dorrie. ' They call it petrol, I
belicve, but it isn’t! DBut we don't
want to go into any arguments concern-
ing the quality of motor spirit. The

question is—are you rcady, Lee?”
[ " Ready?’ said Nelson Lee. ** What
or?’

“I'm going to carry you off in

(riumph,” caid Dorrie. *‘I've come up
here specislly to take you down to the
ITall in my car. So you’d beller buck
up, and throw one or two things into o
valise, and come along.”

** Oh, that’s ripping!’ I said. ‘ So
we're going down by car, Dorrie?”’

“'No, we’re not!” said his lordship |

promptly.

* But you said—"'

I was speaking {o your respecied
guv'nor—not to you,’’ said his lordship.
“ You'll tuck to the original arrange-
ment, my son. You've got to go to
Liverpool Street, and catch the two-
thirty train, with all the other feilows.
I couldn’t think of allowing you to
desert them. The professor and 1 will
go down by roasd—alone.”

'* Ch all right; have your own way, "
I saad. “ Be se'lﬁsh, if you want to. 1
don’t care!”

Dorrio chuckled.

glad to see

|

| mil
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“ But, jcking apart, Nipper, I think
Eou had belter come down by train,”

o said. “ I don’t want to hurry youw
particularly, Lee, but the sooner we're
off the better.”

Nelson Lee had no objections to
make, and before ten-thirty he and
Dorrie had left. I was now in sole
command of the establishment, so to
speak. I was left quite alone, and I
had two or three hours to kill before
it was necessary to make my way to
Liverpool Street Station. I was some-
what surprised, therefore, when Sir
Montie Tregellis-West strolled in at
about half-past eleven. He was attired
in all his glory, with a particularly fine
fancy waistcoat. His topper was glitter-
ing, and his shoes were like mirrors.
He was spotless from head to foot.

'On the other hand, I was dressed any-
how I had not yet commenced
changing. Of course, I had no.intention

of goimg down to Dorrimore Hall in
Ltone. I had a Norfolk suit all ready,

and 1 had been on the point of stirolling
into the bedroom when Sir Montic

arrived. He regarded me wilh some
show of consternation.
‘“ Begad!’ he ejaculated. ** You’ll be

frightfully late, dear old boy!" .

‘“*Late?’ I.said. *‘ What the dickens
are you talking about? And what's the
idea of your blowing in mnow? I'm

Xou, Montie, but 1 thought
we arranged to meet at Liverpool
Street "

Sir Montie nodded.

** So we did, dear old boy,’’ he agreea.
“ But that was before we knew of the
new arrangement. You haven't started
dressing yet, and you’ll never be able to
do it in time!”’

I laughed.
“I’'m pot like you, Montie,’”’ I said
lightly. **I don't take three hours to
dress. And I've got a good two hours,
anfvway. We neegn’,t leave here before
half-past one!"

‘* Half-past one!"” echoed Sir Montie,
staring at me through his pince-nez.
‘“ Begad! What are you talking about,
dear old fellow? The train leaves Vic-
toria at twelve-twenly!” |

““ Victoria?’ I said wonderingly. ‘1
think it’s up to me to ask what you'ra
talking about, Montie? What do you
mean— Victona?”’

“But Victoria is the
Brishton, Nipper boy!"’

ly.

station for
said Montie
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And then suddenly Bob Christine started back, his mouth wide open.
‘“Good heavens! It’'s—it’s—Nipper! The driver is Nipper!' he

reared.
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““ Brighton?"' T yelled.

e Beg;ad! You don’t seem to under-
stand!” satd my noble chum. ‘‘ Haven't
you had a telegram?”’

‘“ Not this morning,”” I replied.

“ That's frightfully queor—it is,
really,” said Tregellis-West. *‘ I received
a wire this morning, and I assumed

that you had had one, too. Begad!
['ve got it in my pocket now., It
came about helf-past mnine, and 1

thought I might as well call for you.
I've got a taxi waiting oulside.”

I looked at Montic rather queerly. °

“ Lel’'s have a squint at that wire?”
[ said abruptly.

Sir  Montie tock out a crumpled
cenvelope from his pocket, and handed
1t over to me. I extracted the [imsy
sheet, and spread it out. And this is
what I read:

“ Sir Montie Tregellis-West, West
House, Grosvenor %quare, London,
‘\WW.—Holhday arrangement altered.
Join others Victoria Station noon.
Party catching 12.20 (o DBrighton.
(‘ollege House Dboys coming later.
Look out for mo outside station.—
—Donrrnore.”

I read the telegram in surprise, and
then looked up at Sir Montie.

“Js this a joRe?’ I asked. *‘‘ Are
vou trying to fool me, you duffer?’

‘““ Begad, no!' protested Sir Montio.
“* That telegram came, and I assumed
that Dorrie sent it. As vou sece, dear
old boy, it was dispatched from Suffolk
this morning.”” '

I had a Fook at the form, and saw
that Sir Montie was right. ‘The tele-
gram had certainly been handed in at
Stowmarket, at eight-five a.m. '

** Well, this is rather curious,”’ I re-
mawked, staring’ at the telegram. ‘' And
iL's certainly a hoax!”’

‘“ A hoax?"’ said Montie, nearly drop-
ping - his pince-nez. |

‘“Yes, my son—a hoax!"" I repeated.
““ My only hat! Who's been geotting up
to this game? Surely Dorrie hasn't
aitempted to fool us? He's not above
that kind of thing, you know—he's a
born practical joker—and to-day's All
I'ools” Day '’

“ Begad!’ said Tregollis-West. *‘ I'm
[rightfully bewildered, dear old boy!"

I thought for a moment or two, and
then I whistled. |

““I don't' think Dorric would have
done this,”” I said at length. * And if

{
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he meanl to fool the whole crowd of
us, why didn’t he send me a wire? Oh,
wait a minute, though!”’ I added. ‘ He
couldn’t have sent that wire—and I’ll
guarantee that he knows nothing about
it. Dogrie was here only about an
hour ago!”

‘““Here?’ said Sir Montic. *‘ Really,
old boy, I'm more puzzled than ever!”
“ Dorrie came up from Suffolk this
morning, by car,”’ 1 went on. *‘ He and
tho guv'nor went off only about an
hour ago. And I'll guarantec anything
yvou like that Clapson, of the College
Iouse, soent you this wire. And he's
probably sent a similar wire lo every
other Ancient House fellow—that s,
overy fellow belonging Lo the party.”
b Tregellis-West passed n hand over his”
oW,
~‘*My brain ain’t capable of standin’
it!""’ he said protestingly. * It’s too bad
of you, Nipper—it is, really. Why can’'t

you explain? Clapson! Why should
vou conclude that Clapson sent this
telegram? I know you're frightfully

cute, and all the rest of it, and I know:
that you can meake amazin' deductions.
But this seems a bit too thick, old
man!’

“It's nol too thick, when rou come
to think of it!" I said. * Clapson lives
just ouiside Stowmarket, you know—
is people have got a whacking great
countrf seat there. Clapson’s pater is
lord of the manor, or something. And
it would have beon quile easy for the
ass to run into Stowmarket tﬁis morn-
ing and send cff a sheaf of telegrams.”

*“ But what for?"’ asked Sir Montie.

““ Don’t you remember how Christine
and Co. were chuckling and cackling on
the last dag. of term?’ I said keenly.
‘* Well, nothing came of it—until mow.
I'll guarantee anything you like that
Cbrlstme lanned out this wheezo then.
It's a dodge, my son—a trick to fool
us. Christine’'s idea is to send us all
down to Brighton on a wild goose
chase. And when we get Lhero wo shall
find that we've been fooled. It’s tho
first of April to-day, don't forget!”

Trogellis-West took in a deep breath.

‘** Dear old boy, I believe you're right
—I do, really!’ he said. ‘“ What a°
Sfrightfully deeE scheme, begad! I
didn’t think Christine was capable of

Dut what shall we do?”

““ Whal's the time?' I said sharply.
‘“ About twenty minutes to twelve,
dear old boy.”

it.
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“Good!’ I said. *“*I'll be dressed iIn
about ten minutes, and then we'll rush
off to Victoria.”

‘““But you ain't thinkin’ of catchin’
that train to Brighton—"

“Of course mnot,”” I interrupted.
‘“But we're going to Victoria to pre-
vent the other fellows catching the
train! You can bo quite certain that
they’ve all had telegrams, and they’ll
all collect together at Victoria. We've
got ta put a sto? to i{his scheme, old
son, and then we’ll get busy on our own
account. We'll beat Christine at his
own game!”’

It didn’t take me long to get dressed.
And while I was engaged in this occu-
pation I thought of thet telegram and
exactly what it meant. And I was more

than convinced that Bob Christino was.

at the bottom of the whole scheme.

Dorrie was certainly not responsible.
If he had actually sent the wire, he
would not have shown himself at Gray’s
Inn Road that morning. For he knew
well enough that Sir Montie or Tommy
Walson might probably drop in, and
then the wﬁole thing would li,m ruined.
No:; Dorrie was not the culpnit.

Who else, then? _

Christine and Co. were the only people
left—and I not only suspected them,
but I was positively certain. I remem-
bered their behaviour at St. Frank’s
on the last day of term, and then I re-
“membered something else.

** The last link!"”’ 1 said, with convic-
lLion.

“LEh?’ said Sir Montie, who was
watching me as I dressed. ‘‘ A link,
" dear old boy? DBut you put them on

only two or three minutes ago—"’

“I'm not referring to my cuff links,
you duffer!” I grinned. ‘' I'm talking
abou( the last link in the chain of evi-
dence. I’'ve solved it. Christine and Co.
are the jokers. Don't you remember
how the Morks were grinning and
chafling beforo we left St. Frank's?”’

** Yes, I remember that, old boy.”

*“ Do you remember if Christine came
up to you, and asked for your address
in London?”

‘‘ Begad, yes!’ seid Sir Montie, with
a start. ‘ He said that he wanted my
address, so that he could send me_a
picture-postcard, or something. As a
mai&tcr of fact, he did send me a post-
card—"

‘“ That was only just for the sake of
appearances,”” I interrupted. ‘' Chris-

THE TINISH

19

line went round to nearly every follow
in the parly—every Ancient House
fellow—for their addresses. Whﬁ should
he be so anxious to: know where wo
were all stayin%? Sim‘rly for this one
reason—so thit he could send these tole-
grams this morning !’

“ Nipper, old boy, you've hit it!" said
Sir Montie. ‘“ And what a frightfully
lucky thing I decided to call upon you.
Otherwise we should all have gone down
to Brighton on a fool’s errand! How
shockin’ly ridiculous that would have
been!”

I nodded.

“Yes; and the Monks would have
had the laugh of us for days,”” I said
grimly. ‘* You see, they missed me out
—prog)ably because they thought that
Dorrie might look in here. Anyhow,
we’ll show Christine that what's sauce
for the goote is sauce for the gander!"

And within another five minutes we
were off. The taxi was still waiting
outside, and we jumped into it and
drove straight away to Victoria. We
arrived therc at about ten minutes past
twelve, and, sure enough, just inside
the station, against one of the larger

latforms, we found a group of §St.
‘rank’s juniors. All the Ancient Housc
fellows were there, including Tommy
Watson, Handforth and Co., Reginald
Pitt, De Valerie, I'arman, and the
others. They spotted us at once. '

““You asses!’ said Pitt. ' We thought
you were going to loso the train. I
suppose you got telegrams, the scme as

we did? 1 wonder why Dorrie has
changed his plans like this. I'm not
particularly disappointed, anyhow.

Brighton will suit e all serene——"’

‘““I thought as much!” I said grimly.
“Have you all got your tickols?"

“ Yes,” satd Tommy Watson.

‘“ All right; we shall have to go to
the booking-office and get ithe money re-
turned,”” I said briskly.. “ We're not .
going down to Brighton to-day!"”’
~ The juniors collected round me, ask-
ing all sorts of questions.

* What’s the matter, Nipper? Why
aren’t wo going?’ asked Pitt. *‘ Has
anything happencd 7'’

““ Not yet—and it's not
heppen!’ 1 replied. ‘‘ My sons, this is
just a genial altempt on Bob Chrisline's
part to make fools of you all!”

“ What?” '

- ‘“ An attempt to fool us?’ -
‘“ Precisely !"" 1 said. *‘ Dorrie didn'g

gding to
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soncl those telegrams at all. They were
dispatched by Clapson, of the Removo.
who lives just outside Stowmarket, In
Sulfolk !"’

““ My only hat!”

‘“ Great Scott!”’

““ The—the awful rotters!”
Handforth indignantly., “ Tl
Clapson a punch on the nose when I
see him next time! As a matter of fact,
I was suspicious of those telegrams all
the time, and 1 don’t suppose I should
have gone to Brighton—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

It did not take me long to explain
the situation, and when I had done the
juntors were excited. Another teu
minutes, and they would have been on
the train for Brightcn—they would have
been fooled! _

“ It was_jolly cute of you, Nipper, to
ses through the wheeze !’ said Pitt.

“Rats!'” I replied. ‘I know all
along that Dorrie hadn’t sent the tele-
grams. There was nothing cute aboul
it. I was suspicious at the very starl.”

““ O course, Christine and Co. will
go to Liverpool Street, as arranged.”
satd De Valerie. *“ They'll be a bit
surprised when we turn up, as large es
life, and with smiling faces!”’

I grinned. |
Y That's just ! I said calinly.
“ We sha'n't turn up at all!”’

“ Fh?

“ We sha’'n’l be at Liverpool Street
ai 2.30:"

“ But—bul —"

“I'm going to pay Christine and Co.
back 1n their own coin,” I said cheer-
fully. “T've got an idea, my children,
and those giddy Monks will be beauti-
fully dished before long. Leave it to
your uncle, and everything will be all
serene!’’

The juniors looked at me curiously.

““Yes, but what’s the idea?’ asked
Pitt. * You might let us know!”

““Say, hand out the information!”

ut in Justin B. Farman, in his easy
Yestern drawk ‘1 guess we're sure
puzzled a heap. Come across with the
idea, Nipper!

I shook my head.

“I can’t toll you all about it, now,”
-1 said briskly. *‘ There are one or two
things to be done. But I may as well
tell you this—we sha'n’t go down by the

two-thirly train at all, but by the four-
thirty !*’

roared

give

|

|
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“I've got you,” said Farman. * But
what's the all-fired stunt?”

“ Well, for ono Lhing, we can’'t show
ourselves at Liverpool Strcot at half-
past two, because Christine and Co. will
be there,- and they would know that
their own scheme had failed,”” I went on.
““ Wo shall have to arrange a meeting
place, and then all you fellovs will calch
the four-thirty from Liverpool Street to

Stowmarket—that's  where Dorrie 1s
going to meet us.”
‘“ Exactly!” said Tommy Watson.

‘““Dorrie will be at the station Lo mncet
tho first train——"

** No, he won't,” I interrupted. “I'm
going to send Dorrie a wire .now, say-
ing Lhat we can’t come down until four-

thirty. He'll know what to do then,
and we'll easily -explain things after-
wards. Christine and Co. planned to

leave us stranded al -Brighton, but we'll
go ono better.'’

Having dispalched the .telegram (o
Lord Dorrimore, 1 thought it just as
well to lel the rest of the fellows into
the secret. I told Lthem of my scheme,
and it was received with chuckles, grins,
and, (inally, yells of laughter.

CHAPTER V.

FOOLED!

O3 CHRISTINE chuckled.

B “Just ten past two!"” he re-
marked. ‘‘ Those Ancient House
bounders have been in Brighton

for a long time now, and I'll bet they’ro

feelin‘[.’-: small, too! What a joke, my
sons !

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The other Monks who were gathered
round Chnistine roared with laughter.
They considered tho jcke to bo an ex-
cellont one, and they were hugely en-
joying 1t.

They were all gathered together in
Liverpool Streot Station, almost under
the great clock. Their train was not
due Lo leavo for another twenty minutes,
so they did not see any reason why they
should get on the platform. Besides,
they were waiting for Billy Nation,
who had not yet turned up. All the
others, with the exception of Clapson--
who lived at Stewmarket—were thero.
They comprised Christine, Yorke, Tal-

b
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madge, Lrnest Lawrence, Oldfield,
Turner, Page, and Harron. ' And they
wero all grinning delightedly over tho
hugely successful japo which had been
perpetrated on the Ancient ~House
juniorg. For, of course, by this time
the Fossils were in DBrighton, kicking
their heels, and probably kicking them-

selves. They had been fooled in a
glorious manner.
""Of course, wo shall get down (o

Stowmarket at the right time,”’ said
Christine. *‘ Dorrie will meet us, and
we'll explain what happened. He's a
sport, and he'll enter into the joke.

nd Handforth and Pitt, and all the
recst of them will probably turn up
about nine o'clock this evening!"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll chip them to death!” grinned
Talmadge. '

‘“ Rather!”

““Yes, but what about Nipper?”’
. asked Yorke. '* He didn’t get a wire,
and therefore he didn’t go to Brighton.”

““ Oh, I suppose he’ll go by this train,
the same as us,” said Christine. ‘“ He
ought to be turning up soon, then we'll
£xplain things to him. My hat! Won’t
he stare when he hears how his pals
have been dished 7

'** Rather !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

And Christine and Co. wentl off into
fresh outbursts of hilarity.

And they were in the middle of this
when Nation appeared, hurrying up

with a rug over one arm, and a port-
mmantcau in his hand. .
“Oh, good!” he punted. ‘ Have I

kept you fellows waiting?'*

‘““You have,”” said Bob Christine.
‘ Never mind, there’s heaps of time. If
you chaps will give me your tin, I'll
dash along to the booking-office, and
get all our tickets. There’s no need for
us to go separatelﬁ. We're going first

e

class, 1 suppose?”’ added wilth a grin.

‘“ Rather not!’ said Yorke. ‘' We'll
order a special train while we're about
it, including a Pullman car, wilh lounge
chairs !’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Third class is good enough for us,
with fares at the prices they are now!”
said Oldfield. ‘‘ Money 1is none too
plentiful nowadays!”

The juniors proceeded to shell out,
and they weire in the middle of this
occupation when an alert little man
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appeared. He was attired in smart
livery, and he touched his cap. wilh
respect as he came to a halt in front of
the juniore. Christine looked up, and
regarded the man curiously. HMis face
was red, and he wore littlo side whizters,
and his teeth wero prominent.

‘“ Beg pardon, young gents!’ ho said
apologetically.

“ That’s all right,”
‘“ What's the trouble?’.

‘““ Can you tell me if there’s a young
gent here named Master Nipper, siux?”’
said the man.

‘““ No; Nipper doesn't seem to be hero
just now,” said Christine. ‘‘ He hasn’t
;urned up yet. What do you want him
Or??l

“It’s awkward, Master Nipper not
being here,”’ said the man, scratching
his head. ‘‘ Mebbe you could tell me if
Master Bob Christine is here, sir?”

Christine grinned. , _

‘“ Yes, he’s hero all right—talking to
you now !’ ha replied. *‘ \WWhat do you
want me for?” _

“ Oh, you're Master Christine, sir?”
said the man in livery. * That's good!
I’ve got instructions to take you all
away, sir!”’

Tho juniors stared.

“To take us away?'’' asked Christline.
‘““What the dickens do yocu mean?”’

“Well, you see, young gents, I am
employed {»y the Hadley Motor Coach
Company, of Kensington. Our manager
received 1nstrucltions this morning 1o
send two big motor coaches to Liverpool
Street Station to colleci a party of boys.
I'm to take you all to Dorrimore HMHall,
sir, In Suffolk—just near Stowmarket."”

Christino and Co. looked at one
another In astonishment.

“ But—bul we're going down Dby
train!”’ said Yorke.

“If you'll pardon me, young gents,
you're goin (Town by charabanc,’”’ said
the man in fivel‘y. “ Them'’s my instruc.
tions. I can’t say for sure, of courso,
but it looks to me as if there might be
some upset near Stowmarket. ﬁ'laybe
there’s been a railway accident, or
something, blocking the line. Anyhow,
I've got instructions to take you down
by road.”

The critical moment had arrived.

Would Christine and Co. suspect:
Certainly, there was no reason why
they should; but, if they had their wits
about them, they might be able to

said Chrisline.
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dotect something rather suspicious 1In
this ctrecumstance. Why had thoe arrange-
ment Dbeen altered al the last moment?
Why were they being talen down by
road. instead of being allowed to go by
train?

Christine  himself locked rather
Lhoughtful, bul, fortunately, the other

[cllows started spenkin(i;.
“So we're going down b{l chara-
banc?' asked Page. ‘I say, that’s rip-

ping! I'd ten times rather go by road
than rail—and, besides, we sha’'n’t have
any fares to pay!”’

“My halt?’ said Yorke. ‘‘I'd for-
gotten that! It'll be heaps better to go
by road. We shall be taken straight to
Dorrimore Hall. There won’t be any
trouble or anything—and a charabanc 1s
nearly as quick as the railways nowa-
days!'”

Boh Christine nodded.

“I suppose Lord Dorrimoro must
-have planned this out at the last
minute,”’ he said. ‘‘ Have you got the
charabanc outside?”’ he added, address-
ing tho man in livery.

* Yes, sir, waiting now,’”’ said the
man. ‘' My name 1s Reppin, sir, and
I've been instructed by the manager to
take you all away.”

““All right, Reppin, you'd beller got
busy,”” said Yorke. * We'ro ready—
and il's a jolly good thing we didn’t
buy our tickets!"

“ But I understood, young genta, that
thero would have been twenty-four of
you altogether,”’ said Reppin, looking
round. ‘' There seems Lo be only nine.”

‘““ Yes—er—exactly ! said Bob Chris-
tine hurriedly. '* The fact is, the other
fellows are delayed, and won’t be along
until later on in the afternoon. Il's no
good watling for them, Reppin.”

The driver shook his head doubtfully.

“Well, T dunno whether I'd bettor
start, young gents,” he said. *‘ My in-
slructions was to take (Lwenty-four
schoolboys. And nine ain't twenty:
four, are they? It don’t hardly seem
worth while to use a big charabane just
{o take nine of you.”

Christine winked.

‘“ The fact is, Reppin, we've played a
joke on the other fellows—it's April
I'ools’ Day, you know,” he said conb-
dentially. ‘It doesn’t make any dif-
ference to vou, does it, whelher you
tako twenty-four or nine?”

And Chiristine slipped fivo shillings

best be going straight away.”
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inlo the man's ready palm.
winked and nodded.

“ Right you are, young
said briskly. “ I savvy.

Reppin

onts,”’ he
Then weo'd

And, followed b the animated
juniors, the man led the way out of
tho station into the yard. Then, stand-
ing there, was a big red charabanc. It
was not one of the very lergost,
although a brand new vehicle. It was
fitted with huge pneumatic tyres, and

looked capable of attaining a high
speed. IL was, in fact, a sp‘l;cndinl con-
veyance.

Christine and Co. tumbled in with
enthusiasm, and before long the driver
took his place and started off. He went

very casily and very cautiously through
tho West End, making his way alon
Aldwych, and then straight throug
Mile lind Road to Straiford.

It was a glorious day, and the juniors
were delighted with the change of plaun.
Travelling by road was far better than
travelling by rail, and, after Romford
had been passed, the driver put on
speed, and he fairly madoe the chara-
banc romp along.

If Bob Christine had had any suspi-
ctons, he had cast them aside. It was
too lale now, anyhow, to say or do any-
thing. They wero well on the road to
Suffolk, and the juniors were certainly
enjoying themselves. On eovery hand
the countryside was awakening, and the
green fields were super) in the sunlight
of the spring day.

““This is glorious, you know,"” said
Yorke enthusiastically. ** Miles betler
than the blessed old railway! ‘These
modern charabancs are making the rail-
way companies look a bit sick, you
know. Why, we shall get down to Dor-
rimore Hall practically as quickly as if
wo had gone by train.”

‘“ Rather!"’ said Oldfield. * This beals
overﬁﬂ'}ing. And what a ripping motor
coach!”’

The road was unfamiliar to nearly all
the juniors. They were greatly in-
terested in the counlryside as thoy
passed along.

The charabanc fairly roared up the
hill into Brentwood, and passed through
that quiet little town at a greater spoed
than the inhabitanils cared for.

And thon straight on through Shon-
field, and then toward Ingatestone.

The driver hardly said a word. He
sat bchind the wheel, all his attention

L
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centred upon the driving.
and again, a quiet little smile appeared
tn his eyes—unobserved by the juniors.

Through picturesque villages the
charabanc' roared its way until, finally,
Chelmsford was reached. The driver
went cauliously through this town, but
as soon as the open country was reached
lie opened the throttle again. And so
the charabanc went straight on through
Hatficld Peverel o the fairly large town
of Witham.

So far, everything had ﬁona smoothly,
and the juniors had nothing whatever
to complain of. There had not been a
single stop—the charabanc had been on
the. go ever since it had left Liverpool
Street Station.

But at Witham a slight halt was called
for refreshments. Thoe driver was tipped,
and instructed (o go off and find him-
self some beer. But he winked, and said
that the beer would do later—-he had his
charabanc to look after.

A fresh start was made, and every-
thing went well at first. The motor
coach fairly roared on ils way to Kelve-
don, but, soon after passing through this
place, the driver turned off the main
road. The juniors wondered why he
was doing so, and one of the fellows
ventured to ask the reason.

“It’s all right, young gent,” said
Reppin. ]

** Oh, a near cut!”’ said the junior.

They went on, down lanes where the
hedges were bright grecen, and where
flowors were springing out under tho
influence of the warm spring sunshine.
The atr was f(resh, and the juriors
breathed in with keen enjoyment.

‘‘ Suffolk seems to be a fine county!”
remarked Christine. ‘* Not particularly
grand when it comnes {o scenery, but
jolly home-like and old-fashioned. And
this air i1s as good as a giddy tonic!”

‘“ Rather!” ' _

“ Why, this ride beats the railway
irip into a cocked hat!”’ remarked
Yorke. *‘‘ We've come along without a
{raco of mishap—"'

‘- But there seems to be something a
bit wrong wilth the engine now,” put
in Christine. ‘ It’s spluttering a good
deal, anyhow.” |

There was no doubt that the chara-
banc was not running as smoothly as
it had been, and, afteir going several
hundred yards further, it appeared to
be missing fire badly. The driver applied

‘“ Makes the journey shorter.” |
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But, now  his brakes, and drew into the side of

the road.

‘*“ Carbureltor trouble, I expect, young
gents,”” he said. ‘' But it won't take
me more than five minutes to adjust.
Most likely a speck of grit in the jet.
I should advise you to get out and
strelch your legs a bit.”’

““ Oh, iood!' satd Clapson.

The other fellows were pleased, too,
and they all ‘tumbled out of the chara-
banc. The driver climbed deown, went to
the front, and lifted one side of the
bonnet. Then, armed with a spanner,
he began to mske his adjustments,
whistling cheerfully. ,

Four or five of the juniors wandered
some distance away inlo an adjoining
meadow, but two or three remained in
the Jane. After a few
driver closed down tho
climbed back into the seat.

““ All ready now?" asked Turner.

“Well, I'm not quite certain yet,
young genis,”’ said Reppin. “ I'm just
going to give her a try. I'll run up the
road and back—there’'s a place just
ashead where I can turn her round. I’ll
let you know when to climb in.”

The juniors watched with interest.
The engine now seemed to be running
smoothly, and when the charabanc
moved off, it did so without a trace of a
splutter. It fairly roared up the lane.

. But, a short distance away, the wait-
ing Juniors saw that tho somewhat
cumbersome vehicle was turning: but,
after it had turned, the driver grought
it to a standstill. And now he pro-
ceeded to behave in a somewhat curious
manner. He left his seat, chmbed over
the backs of the olher seats, and pro-
ceceded to throw all the luggago on to
the grass, beside the road. DBags, port--
manteaux, suit cases—everything, in
fact, went overboard. And then, with
an astonishingly agile leap, the driver
regained his seat,

“My only hat!” said Oldfield, who
had noticed the man’s actions towards
the last. ‘‘ What the dickens has he
been up to? What's the idea of chuck-
ing all our bags out? He must be
dotty I" .

“It's a rmystery!” said Christine,
frowning.

And &en the charabanc came shoot-
ing towards them at over-gathorin
speed. It did not seem as though

?pin intended coming to a stop. |

ZUYTIIr-zrrer

minutes the
bonnet, and
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Tho electric buzzor sent out u jarring
note of warning—a prolonged bark.
Obviously. the driver meant to indicate
that the road must be kept clear. And
the charabanc came sweeping up, the
juniors staring at it wonderingly.

And then suddenly Bob Christine
siarted back, his mouth wide open.

“ Good heavens!” he gasped. *‘‘Il’s
—it's— Look "

“ But—but I can’t see—""

“* Nipper!” bellowed Christine

hoarsely. “ The driver—is Nipper!"

“ Oh, my only aunt!"

“Great Scolt!”

“ But—but 1l can't be—"

“ It 1s—Nipper himself!"

And there was no doubt ihat the
Monks were quite correct. The driver
of the charabanc was little me. With a
few deft strokes I had pulled off m
wig and false whiskers—a disguise whicn
had been prepared with particular care.
But it is fav easier Lo remove a disguise
than to don one.

I continued to buzz the hooter, and I
knew that I should not endanger anf'
of the fellows by dashing past at [ull
speed.

And, as I camg opposite, 1 grinned
all over my face, and waved my hand.

I ‘“ April fools!' I roared. ‘ Ha, ha,
!’

Bob Christine fainted. He collapsed
helplessly into the arms of Talmadge
arid Yorke. And upon his face there
was a sickly expression of consternation
and alarm. Ide recovered his strength
after the aharabanc had shot by.

He gazed down the lane, but all he
could ses ‘was a cloud of dust. The
motor coach had gone, leaving the Col-
lege Houso fellows stranded, with their
Jnggage in 2 heap on the grass furthor
vp the lane.

““ Nipper'’ panled
was Nipper all the time

** Great corks!

“ And—and we didn't see through his
blessed disguise.’’ |

““ Oh. wlat asses—what hopeless
idiots!” snorted Christino wrathfully.

“ Well, you were just as bad——"

“ I'm including myself!” rapped out
Christine. “I'm Dblaming myself as
much as any . I'm an ass—I'm a
duffer—I'm a dolt! And we're sll the
same! There ain’t words in the English
language fit to describe us. Nipper!

Yorke. ' It—it

LEL
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 Monks crowded round hin

L Bob Christine and (Co.”
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And we've *been dished—foolad!

what a yell they'll have over us!"”
“I don’t know!" said Yorke. “ We

fooled the other Fossils, anyway!"

Oh,

““ What's that on the road?’ asked
Page suddenly. ‘I thought I saw
somethin flutter down. I Dbelieveo

Nipper threw something out."

One of the juniors dashed forward,

and picked up an envelope. The other
at once,

exciled, and curious. :
Yhat is it?”
“Let’'s have a squint?”
“ Open it, you ass!"
On the envelope were the words:
Christino
himself tore it open. and extracted a
single sheet of notepaper. And the
Monks read the following message with
mingled feelings:

“Ny dear Fools (this 1is
meant in the April 1lst sense),

‘“ I{ may intorest you to know that
your little game did not work. Not
a single Ancient House fellow went to
Brighton. Your jape was sat on from
the very start. ow do you like the
tables being turned?

‘“I have sclocted the spot where you
now stand wilh great care, and
you will soon discover that you are
just over five miles from the nearest
railway stalion—which happens (o beo
Mark's Tey. The Ancient House
fellows are- leaving Liverpool Streot
by the 4.30 train, and I shall join that
train later. It stops at Mark’s Tey,
and if you step out lively, you'll just
manage {o eatch 1it. IF you . don’t
catch it, you'll have to wait for about
threo hours. So it’s up to you to pul
vour best foot foremost! And we shall
all bo able to arrive at Stowmarketl
togother, where Dorrie will meet us.

‘ By the weay, have a go at spelling
‘Reppin ' _backwards. Don’t you
think you’ve been dense?

“Don’t forgel to walk fast!

‘““ NIPPER.”

Bob Christine looked at his chums
sheepishly, and they looked at him with
expressions which were too deep for
words. Their own plan had failed, and
they had fallen into a trap of tho
simplest variety!

Bob Christine drew in a deep breath.

‘“ April fools!” he said bitterly. *'1I
reckon wo'ro April idiots!™.

eager

only
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CHAPTER VI.
FOOLED AGAIN'!

HEN the four-thirty train left
W Liverpool Street it carried all
the Ancient House members of
the St. Frank’s party—with the
single exception of myself. Tregellia-
West and Watson were there, Handforth
and Co., Pitt, Farman, Fatty Little,
and all the others. And they were in
high spirits. At the same time, they
wondered whether I had succeeded in
my scheme.

Clearly it had started well, for there
wag no sign of Christine and Co. at
Liverpool Street. But, in any case, the
juniors were not left in doubt for fong.
For when the train pulled up at Chelms-
ford—the first stop—I strolled along the
platform, smiling cheerfully. I found a
number of he.ags projecting from the
carriage windows, and a dozen waving
armg greeted me.

‘“ Thero he is!”

‘“ Good old Nipper!”

** Begad ! How did it go, dear old
fellow?”

** Did you fool them?”’

“It was as easy as rolling off a
form,”” I grinned, as the juniors tumnbled
out and crowded round me. ‘' They’ve
been dished, to a turn—done brown, in
lact. And now I expect they're
tradging wearity along, trying to get to
Mark’s Tey in time.””

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ How did you manage it?”’
Watson.

** Only just,” I replied. ““I had time
to get back to Chelmsford, and slippea
the charabanc into a garage. I raced
up here at full speed, and got my ticket
as the train came in. Culting it pretty
fine, eh?’

‘* Rather!"' said Reginald Pitt. ¢ But
still, you did it.”’

‘** And, although il cost a few quid,
it was jolly welf worth it,”” I grinned.
** They know me at that motor coach
company in London, or I couldn’t have
wangled the thing at all. They’re send-
Emgkn.”man down to take the charabanc

ack.” -

I climbed into the train with a crowd
of other fellows, and very soon we were
speeding along our way. And we were
not separated, even now, for the coach
was a corridor one, and our party occu-
pied two adjoining comparlments.
iverybody was grinning at the way in

asked

I arp,!
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which Christino and Co. had been
caught in' their own trap—for this is
what it E;a.ctically amounted to.

And, before so very long, tho train
steamed inlo Mark's Tey Slation—a
small but important junction near Col-
chester. Many heads were projecting
from the carriage windows, and a series
of yells went up when nine weary look-
ing figures were seen upon the plat-
fo:'m. Christine and Co. had manage
1! '

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

. April fools!”

‘* How are your poor feel?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Christine!
Monkeys!™

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The (rain came to a stop, and ihe
grins on the faces of the lossils were
of the broadest variety. But there were
no answering grins from Christine and
Co. 'They glared at the train fero-
ciously. All the nine of them wereo
dusly and untidy. Their shoulders were
drooping and il was clear that they were
tired. Their long walk burdened wilh -
their luggage had told upon them.

“You awful bounders!’ said Chris-
tine fiercely. ‘ You—you rotters—"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm going to fight you for -this,
Nif)per " went on Chnistine grimly.
*“1 may get whacked, but I'll give you
something to be going on wilh before
y Jingo! You horrible rotter

‘“Ratls!” 1 grinned, grabbing Chuiis-
tine’s hand. ** Don’t take it ltke that,

Poor old

old son. You tried to fool us, and it
failed. But we returned the compli-
ment, that’s all. Laugh, you ass!

Don’t you think it was funny®”’

“QOh, it was a scream!” said Chris-
tine bitterly.

But, tn spite of himself, he could not
help realising the truth, and a faint grin
spread over his face.

“Well, I suppose there's no sense in
making a fuss about it,”” he said re-
luctantly. ‘‘ You fooled us, and you
fooled us well! We might as well admit
it. Have your giddy laugh, and gel it
over!”’

Christine's spirit was echoed by the

other fellows, and soon after Lhe
journey had recommenced we were all
joking togelther. There was no ill-

feeling. Tho Monks realised that it was
up {o them to sing small and grin,
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Angd so, by the time the train fnally | about a threq mile walk. Pity it's rein-

arrived at Stowmarket Christine and
Co. “had forgiven—but not forgotten.
But they took it all in good part. How-
ever, I felt quite certain that Chrisline
himself would seize the first opportunity
to get his own back—wilh interest. Not
that we should mind that.

Unfortunately, the brilliant afternoon
had changed into a dull evening, with
threatening clouds sweeping over the
skies. And now, as we stepped out on
to the platform al Stowmarket, rain
was falling. It was quite dusky, and the
lights of the slation were not particu-
larly bright.

“Just our luck!” grunted Chrisline.
- a8 he turned his coat collar up. * Siill,
I expect Dorrio has got a whole fleet
of cars outside, to carry us up to the
Hall. And then for a jolly good time."”

Fatty Liftle smacked his lips.

‘““ Groat doughnuls!’ he exclaimed.
“It’s tho feed I'm thinking aboui. I’ll
bet wo'll hpve a gorgeous teca. I've halt
a mind to dash inlo the refreshment-
room for a snack——"’

““ Nothing doing!” said Nicodemus
Trotwood grimly, ‘‘ My only hat! I've
been looking after you cver since wo
left London, and you've eaten cnough
for a dogen already. If you have any
\':pr.-tlte when we arrive at Dorrie's
aco, it'll be a-wonder.”

“ Appelito!” snorled I‘atty. * Why.
‘T'm half starved!”

We all moved down the platform,
towards the exit. The rain was falling
steadily but it would probably be of
short duration. The clouds would soon
roll over and then the stars would
shine.

We passed out through the booking-
offico, much to the interest of the few
local inhabitants who were gathered
round. So many boys at once seemed
to bo a bit of a novelty in Stowmarket.

And, just as we got outside, we heard
2 hail in a choery voico and Lord Dorri-
more came marching up attired in thick
bools, and madkintosh, and carrying a
stout walking-stick. He nodded to us
genially.

““So here you are!” he excleimed.
‘“ Anybody muissing?”’ )

“No; wo're all here, Dorrie,”” I re-
plied. ‘“ We've had a few diversions on
the wa{, but they’re all setiled now.
You'll hear the yarn later.”

‘“ Right you are,” said Dorrie briskly.
“ Got your luggage? Good: It's only

a
P

ing."’

*“ A three mile walk!"” said, Christine
blankly. |

“Oh, my hat!”

‘“ Ain't—ain't we going to
muttered DPitt.

““It doesn’t seem like it,’”' said Do
Valerio softly. ‘‘ But we mustn't say
anything—we can't grumble. We're
Dorrie’s guests, you know.”

But there was a general feeling of
dismay among the juniors. Lord Dor-
rimore, the millionaire, was making us
all walk! I was considerably astonished
on my own dccount, for I had expected
somelhing very different.

We were all carrying heavy bags, and
the prospect of a three mile walk in the
rain was not at all alluring. Tho Col-
lege House fellows, indeed, wero posi-
tively thunderstruck. Weary as they
were, they already funked the trudge.

But they knew Detter than {o
grumble—aloud, at all events. What
they muttered among themselves was a
totally different matter.

And so we set off from Stowmarket,
in the gathering dusk and the falling
rain. DBefore we were fairly out of the
lown our bags and suit cases felt as
though they were filled with lead. And
Dorrie strode cheerfully on in advance,
pufling at Ins pipe, and chatling
genially,

* Fortunately, the rain was not hecavy—
a thin sprinkling which was not suffi-
cient to wet us through. At the same
time it was very uncomfortable and we
soon found ourselves out in tho counlry
lanes, struggling hard to tkeep to the
pace which ourgilost was setting.

“Como along, young 'uns—come
along!" said Dorrie, glancing over his
shoulder. “ Only about another two
miles now !’

“ Oh, my hat!”

“ Two moro miles?”

The groans were general—a particu-
larly loud one coming from Iatty
Little. ’

‘“1 shall drop before we get there—
I know I shaH!” he said hoarsely.
‘““ My strength will give out! I'm no
gooc']' unless I have something to eat

ride?”

“* Never mind, boys! Once you gel to
the Hall you’ll have somoe hol tea and
plenty of good food,”” said Lord Dorri-
more. ‘' That'll set ﬁou up, and after
that you'll go up to bed, and slcep like
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tops until the morning. I'm giving you
something particularly good- lo-night,
as it's a special occasion.”

*“ Oh, ripping!’ -

“ By the way,” went on Dorrie, ‘1
might as well tell you now. I thought
perhaps you'd rather all sleep together,
so I’ve had twenty-five beds put in one
huge room. You'll be as cosy and com-
fortable as birds in a nest!” |

The juniors all thought this io be a
fivst-class idea, but just then they were
not in & mood to enthuse over anything.
They walked on, growing moro tired
every minute—and hungrier, too.

The journey had given them appe-
tites, and now the chill evening air was
making them enormously sharp set.
'They all felt that they would be able
io eat a truly record meal—a I‘aity
Little meal, as De Valeri put it.

But all things come to an end in time
—even wearisome trudges on a .wel
evening. It was quite dark now, and a
chill wind blew over the countryside.
At the top of a little rise Lord Dorri-
more came to a helt, and lifted his
stick, pointing.

' Home, sweet home!"”’ he announced
lightly.

** Thank goodness

““ We're nearly there now!”

Dorrie’s stick was pointing to a col-
lection of warm lights which glowed
through. the trees some distance ahead.
'Those lights locked particularly attrac-
live, for they gave promise of comfort,
luxury, and a ripping feed.

‘“We shall be all right, soon!”’ said
Tommy Watson. * Warm fires, hot
ica, sandwiches, beef pies, cokes and
pastries—"’

‘ Great cocoanuts—don't!"” said Fatty
Little. “ I can’t bear to think of it.
It makes me weak all over. I'm necarly
dead with exhaustion!”

'“ And, after a terrible tuck in, we'll
go up to bed and sleep like tops!"” went
on Watson. ‘' The beds are bound to be
comfortable . and warm, and I expect
we’'ll have a huge fire burning in the
room. Dorrie always does things on
tho grand scale.”

At last we arrived al a pair of big
gates. Dorrie pushed one of them open,
and we all trooped in upon a wide
gravel drive, and Dorrimore Hall lay
before us, some way back from the
road. It seemed to be a huge, rambling
old building, with many warmly lighted
windows.

| burning oil lamps.
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““ By the. \wway, Nipper,” said Dorrie,
taking my arm. ‘' You won't see your
guv’'nor to-night. Lee ian’t here.”

“ \WWhy—how’s that?’ 1 asked, in sur.
prise. ‘' I thought—"'

“ Never mind what you thought,”
interrupted his lordship. ** Your guv’'nor
couldn’t manage to be hero this even-
ing; but I'll explain all that later.”

Those last few steps up the drive
seemed easy, for we were within sight of
warmth, rest and food. Dorrie arrived
at the big door first. He mounted the
steps, and flung open the door wide,
revealing a dimly highted interior.

‘“ Enter, boys!' he said genially.
“ Welcome to Dorrimore IHall

““ Thanks, sir!"

The juniors all spoke at once. and
they trooped in. And their first feeling
was one of surprise and keen disappoint-
ment. It was not at all as they had
anticipated They looked about them
wonderingly. .

For they found themselves in a big
lounge hall with a low ceiling. Great
oaken beams were above, but the only
light was supplied 'bﬁv iwo dismally
There was no fire,
and the air struck chill as the juniors
stood, divesting themselves oi thelwr
overcoats.

And of comfort there was no trace.
The floor was covered with cold lino-
leum, and the only chairs were hard,
uninviting looking objects of dmk oak.
There were no lounges—no sofi chairs.

And after the youthful guests had
taken off their overcoats, a bhutler ap-
peared—a grim, gaunt-looking man
with a face which revealed neither good
humour nor welcome. He was a for-
bidding person altogether. -

““ Now, I dare say you all want a
wash, just to make you feel comfort-
able,”’ said Lord Dorrimore. ‘ James
will show you the way upstairs, and you
can have o comnfortable wash and brush
up. Then you'll come down to a good
spread.” '

The [ellows felt much better now.
The journey was over, and they wero
within sight of the welcome feed. Many
of them thought it most unnecessary {o
wash, but they could not object. IFatly
Little considered the idea to be mad in
the extreme, and it ncarly broke his
heart to go upstairs,

All the juniors followed James, the
butler. The staircase was dark and
cold. True, it was richly carpeted, but
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the light was dim, and there was not
that warmth and comfort which the
juniors had expected.

And when they gol Lo the bathroom
they found it to be a long, cheerless
apartment with a number of wash-
basins lining the walls. Two candles
wore burning, casting a flickering light
upon the dismal scene. And the water
in the basins was icily cold. Many of
tho fellows looked at one another
queorly.

“Dash it all, T expecled something
different from this!?" muttered Pitt,
‘““ Who said that Dorrie was a million-
aire? All this locks awfully poor and
mean.”’

“We're ‘all tired,” I
soem diflerent Lo-morrow."

The wash was nol a greal success,
but it was soon finished with, and then
we (rooped downslairs, and were
ushered into the dining-room. Dorrie
stood by tho doorvay. smiling and
chatting genially with the fellows as
thoy weont in.

And now the gucsts were not only
surprised, but they received an un-
pleasant shock. The room was a huge
one, but it was only dimly lit by a
number of candles. In the centre slood
a great table, covered with snowy
white linen, and surrounded by hard
oakon chairs. But it was not the table
or the chairs that the juniors gazed at.
I, was the conlents of the table that
attracted their ettention.

Great plates were piled with Lhick
bread-and-butter—even thicker than was
usually served at St. I'rank’s. And the
bulter was meagrely spread. There
were no dainties, no paslries, no hot
dishes. The juniors had bheen expect-
ing to sce the board covered with every
mannct of delicacy—with huge hams,
roast joints, fruits and sweet dishes.

And there was nothing—except piles
of thick bread-and-butter!

IFatty Littla's eyes nearly slarted ou:
of his head.

‘“ Great jumping lobslers!” he gasped.
“ Is—is this what we're going to have

“ Shush, you
nudging him.

Grumbles were impossible. It would
have been tl' hoight of bud form and
ill-breeding to make any remarks con-
ceruing the fare which Bbrd Dorrimore

smid. I

ass!”’ muttered Pitt,
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provided. But to say that tho juniors
were surprised would be pulting it
m:ldlg. They were staggered. .

~ ““ Now then, boys, sit down, and pile
in!” said Dorrie, rubbing his hands
together with much enjoyment. I
knew you would be hungry, and so I
had the table well filled. The tea will
be along in a minute.”

The juniors sat down, feeling rather

.dazed. Words failed them. But they
wero so hungry that even the bread-
and-butter—shockingly stale as it

proved to be—was welcome. They piled
in with gusto.

And_ presontly the tea arrived—at
least, Dorrie had called it tea. It was
a weak concoction with very liltle

flavour, half cold, and with scarcely any
sugar in. As one of the fellows re-
marked, coffee-shop tea was glorious
by comparison.

And Dorrie walked about, smoking,
and talking animately all the time. The
piles of breed-and-builter vanished in
record time—which was not surprising,
considering {hat there were twently-fivo
fellows to bo fed.

The table was completely cleared, and
the guests wero still very [vlungry. Falty
Little hoarsely declared that he was on
the verge of starvation; but, apparently,
there was no food to follow.

** Now, the Dbest thing you boys can
do is to go straight to bed!’ said
Dorrie. ** You've had a good meal, and
what you neced is a good sleep. OIff you

go. James will show you to your bed-
room. (ood-night, youngsters—good-
rnight!”’

Only a few juniors replied—the olhers
felt that words were impossible. They
rose listlessly and followed the forbid-
ding looking butler upstairs once more.
Several of the juniors were inclined to
be rebellious. 'i‘hey wanted to ask for

more food; but they had no opportunity.

They were hustled upstairs and they
soon found themsolves in their bed-
room. They received a further shock.
It was a chill barren apdartment wilh
cold oilcloth on the floor and with a
single candle to illuminate it and round
the walls there were twenty-five beds
of the most uninviting-looking descrip-
tion.

“Oh, great pip!’ said Handforth,
looking round.

The door closed with a slam, and the
juniors were alone. Somebody felt one
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of tho beds, and il proved to be as hard
s a board. They were all the sarme.
The Dblankets were coarse, and few in
number. The beds in the Remove dor-
mitory at St. Frank’s were havens of
luxury compared to these prison-liko
articles,

““I've never been so surprised in all
my giddy life!” said Reginald Pitt,
a low voice. *‘‘ What «does 1t wmean?
Did you ever soe anything liko it?
Fancy giving us beds like this—"’

‘“ Blow e beds!” moaned Fatty
Little. ‘* What about the supper? 1
sha’'n’t live until the morning—I shall
simply expire from starvation—"'

** Oh, you'll be all right, Fatly,” said
Christine irritably. ‘ But I can tell you
one thing—I'm off home to-morrow!”

‘* Hear, hear!”

“We won’t stand this!’ went on
Christine warmly. “ Dorrie invited us
to spend a week with him, and we
thought we should have a good time.
But this—this! I've never been treated
so roitenly in all my blessed oxistence!”

“We'll all make cxcuses, and go!”
saidd Handforth. * So this is your manr-
vellous millionaire!” he went on  Dbit-
{erly, addressing me. ‘‘This is your
wonderful Dorrie! A jolly fine host—
1 don't think!"”

grumble !’ I “1

‘“ Oh, don't said.
suppose that Dorrie thinks that plain
food and absence of comfort are good
for us. Tho best thing you cheps can do
iIs to get into bed, and go to sleep.
You’ll feel difforent in the morning!”

In the morning two or three fellows
awakened at about the same time, and
the rest wero soon sitting up. They
were refreshed, but they ached 1in almost
every limb. And their hunger was posi-
tively painful,

* No Leastly doorstep breakfast [or
me !’ said Bob Chrisline.

** Nor for me!’ said Do Valerie.
‘“ Loott here you chaps, let’s come to a
decision.  It's carly yet—only just
seven. Lord Dorrimore 1s bound to be
in bed. I vote wo gel dressed as quickly
as possible, slip out quietly, and go to
Stowmarket. l%qu;'ll have a good feed
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there, and then catch the next train
back to London.”

‘* Hear, hear!” -
The voices of approval were unani-
mous, They went quietly along o
the stairs, a.ng descended into the hall.
And the first thing that the foremost
junior saw was o,%mge white painted
oard, with two black words upon it
And these were tho words:

“ APRIL FOOLS!’

The juniors simply pelted downslairs,
exciled and wondering. In less than
five minutes they discovered that they
had the place completely to themselves.
Dorrie wasn’t there—tho butler wasn’t
t}lllere—and no servants were visible at
all!

And, happening to pgo oulside, one
fellow wmade the astounding discovery
that the building was a big orphan
school, which had bean shut up for the
hﬁliduys! It wasn't Dorrimore Hail at
all!

And then, in tho midst of it, Dorrio
himself appeared in a big molor-car..
He was grinning with huge enjoyment,
and lilml‘iv yelled with laughter. And
then the fellows realised that it was all
a practicel joke—they had been fooled
by Dorrie himself!

I had been in the know—for Dorrio
had whispered it to me the previous
night, on the way from Stowmarket—
and I had &ept mum. It had been easy
for Dorrie to make his arrangements
and to oecu?Iy the industrial school for
a single night.

Dorrimore Hall was closo by, and
thero the St. Irank’s guests found
warmth, comfort, and luxury. “lhey en-
ioyed a breakfast of unsurpassed excel-
ence, and even I'alty Little had enough.
And then the juniors were able to ap-
preciate the point of the joke, and they
roared with laughter at the recollection
of their discomiorts.

And so the stay at Dorrimore Hall
commenced, ~with everybody feeling
happy and gay and cheerful. They
littlo realised what startling, staggering
adventures were to befall them in the
very near future!

THE END,

NEXTWEEEl ADRIFT IN MID-AIR!

A atory of a trial trip In Lord Dorrie’s giant alrshilp, and how It leads on to
a series af exoiting adventures in Wil .

wiordania., -
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AUSTRALIAN TALE OF ADVENTURE BY AN AUSTRALIAN AUTHOR

INTRODUCTION.

Jack Mazwell and Jim Harding have come
to settle in Auestralia from the Old Coun-
try. They go to Cairns, where Jack has
an uncle, Professor Mazxwell, the
naturalist «nd explorer. Hearing that the
professor has been absent in the interior
for aome wmonths, the young Englishmen
decide to try and find him., They are
joiried by Tom Anson, an Australian, with
whom they hare struck up a [friendship.
Accompanied by Snaplus, a black tracker,
they start off across the desert until they
come to a dried up water-hole. Here they
find a meseage from Jack's uncle, direct-
ing them to the Secret Valley. some of
the wonders of whichk you will read in
the ensuing chapter.

(Now read on.)

The Overlords.

AXWELL sped up, expecting at any
moment to see a rock hwurtling
down upon him, but rnone came. He
reached the ledge, and halted to

galn his breath ond look about him. As he
had noted from bhelow, the cliff bulged out
above the ledge., eo that it was impcessibie
for anything to b2 dropped from above.

_In the directlon from which they bad come
it ran for onl{ a short distance, norrow-
ing awuy to notbhing within a hundred yards
or so, though there were othoers above it.
But the other way, down the valley, he
could sce it, now broad, now narrow, follow-
ing every curve of the cliff till it disup-
peared round a corner,

The otliers joined him.

*“ This is mighty convenient,”’ said .Anson.
“One or two men could hold their own here
till the cows came home. If those riggers
happen to have uny long spears like tliose
the Kanakas used to use in the 1slands, we'd
have a sweet time.” :

‘““ Jet's hope they haven't.”
well,

rciorned Max-
** Anyhow, 1 haven’'t setn the

long |

spear yet that is as fast as 4 bullet. Como
on!"

They moved cauliously forward, kceping as
close -to the rock wall as they could lcst
they be seen from below, By now jt waa
very hot and the sun-baked chliff reflected
light and heat o that they were half-blinded
and very nearly baked.

‘“ Still, this je better than crawling along
below,” said Harding. * D’you think this 1s
a natural read, Anson?”

*No. Too regular. But I think most of
it was natural to start with, and that it has
been worked at |n places. Where we came
up was almost like a ladder. Few anhnals
hut a bear could climb that. But it beats
me to think thcee little darkles did cvery-
t'une so intelligent. See those marks there?
They were made by tools, I'll bet!”

Harding ogreed. The rock had been cut
away at the spot without doubt. Equally
without doubt, the stupid-looking tailed
men couid not have accomplished such work

without direction.
Snaplus, who was a httle way in advance,
!:nlte(l and held up his hamd. They were

clese to the spot where the way turned the
cocrner ¢f the <iitl.

* Mackfellow near here,” he remarked in
a whisj.e-, arnd bheld hls hatchet ready as
ile peetwl round tine cornice.

Then Lie beekened. The three joined him.

Beycnd the turn lag Iedge narrowed till
it was Jitlie moroe than a foot wide and
continued thus for a hundred yarda or so.
There it widenad out again to a platform
bovend which was 2 map of some thirty or
forty feet. On the other slde was a similar
platform, upon which lay a great plapk,
rough hewn as (hough with stone hatchete.

“ Weil, I'm Jiggered! A drawbridge!” ex-
cliimed Harding. * And see, that chunk of
stone is tied to it for a counterpoise. I
I believe it's made to swing on a pivot and
bridge the gup.”

It 18,"" conflrmed Maxwell. * Look! A
bit c¢f the rcck hae been left in place mid-
way, to support it. The only trouble is
that we are on the wrong eide of the
diteh.”

*1 think we can fAx that,” muttered
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Anson, ““ There escems to be no one on
guard. Pity we can't get a glimpse of
whiat’s beyond.”

‘““Heap Dblackfiellow,”
“ Big heap. Smell um.”

Indeed, the air.was heavy with an aecrid,
rancid odour, a emell as of ancient butter
shot through with the fragrance of long
dead figh. But since the ecliff turned gway
beyond the further platform they could not
see anything of what lay beyond, except that
the lake waters must come right up to the
cliff foot. - |

Anson grunted impatiently. He had un-
wound a length of thin, but very etrong,
rope which he had worn coiled round his
waist, and was knetting a loop at one end.

“I'm not very great on the cowboy stunts,
but I can throw a rope a bit,” he said. “'If
I can get a noocse ova{\ tlie projecting end
of that plank, I think we can swing it
over. Let’s try, anyhow!”

He strode forward and the others followed,
not  without qualms, for the path was
narrow, and a single false step would have
drepped them to death on the rocks be-
neath. However, they reached the platform
in safety, and, measuring his distance, An-
con threw his rope. He missed again and
again, but soon a lucky throw dropped the
riocee over the end of the plank, and hauling
it taut, he began to pull. -

The strance bridge swung with unexpected
eage, though it squealed a great deal.

“ Stand by to cover anybody,” said Anson.
‘““ Here ehe comes. Whoa, Emma!”’ _

The plank came steadily round, touched
he ledge, and was. hauled into a niche worn
by long usage, and at the same moment, one
of the little blacke turned the corner, and
stood staring. Maxwell beckoned, but at the
movement the little man swung abcut and
disappeared.

* Enemy outposts on the alert! Over we
co—and luck go with us!” cried Maxwell,
and led the way.

Anson brought up the rear, coiling his line,
and swung .the plank back into place as
he teached the platform. No matter who
or what might be behind them, they were
safe from an attack from the rear. Then
they turned the bend and halted.

Before them was a broad shelf that ran
for some distance before it marrowed to a
mere path again. The ¢liff was honeycombed

grunted

with ecave mouths, in and out of which ]|

popped the little people in wild confusion.
At the further end, beyond a low wall of
etones built right across the ledge, the
caves e&cemed larger, and there was no
coming and going at their moutas. |
**No vielence, Temember, except they
attack us,” eaid Maxwell.  “* Keep close fo-
gether. Let us go right to the end.”
Unconcernedly, as though they were strol-
ling thrcugh a park, the four walked for-
ward while the little men squealed and ran
JDlindly before them. One or two, who seemed
petrified with fright, stood rigid, with their
backs to the cliff. The others dived into
their dens ae the travellers drew near, and
as the four passed these caves, from -which

Snaplus. |

3I

came a reek as bad as any from a hyena’s
den, they could see frightened eyes glaring
at them from the gloomy interiors.

But none of these badly-scared little folls
tried to resent this invasion of their domain.
They behaved exactly as children might have
done in the presence of ogres, except that
they made no noise ‘but a low, terrified
squealing. Only when the four reached the
low wall, and Maxwell stepped over it, some-
thing like a4 moan of horror burst from
every throat.

“ By Jove, I hope we're not trespassing in
their holy of holies!” exclaimed Maxwell.
“They've got the wind-up about sometiiing.
Perhaps we’'ll find a big Ju-Ju or a diamond-
eved idol in one of these bigger caves. They
don’t smell eo foul, at all eventz. Hallo,
there! Anyone at home?”

Tiere wae an instant response, in two
kinds, for, while a muflled ghout echoed from
the further cavern, a threatening voice,
very harsh and savage, boomed f{rom an-
other. .

Maxwell did not hesitate. He dashed to
the cave frem which another shout foliowed
and plunged in, <closely followed by his
friends. Sunlight slanted through the door,
and the cave, though fairly deep, was yct
well enough lit to show a strange sight. .

At the further end was a queer, misshapon
figure of stone, an odd thing, which, if it
looked like anything at all, resembled a man
with a enake’s head. It was daubed with
red and yellow, and its head was crowned
with bright plumage. B |

But all this savage frippery only held the
attention of the adventurers for a moment,
since almost at once they saw something
bound to a post set upright in front of the
image, something which groaned and tried
to epeak through gagged lips—a man with
pale face and beard and hair of iron grey—
a white man! _

“Hold the «door, Anson!” cried Maxwell,
and, whipping out the knife at his helt,
slashed at thhe man’s bonds, then caught
him as he reeled and would have falien.

(Qarefuily he lowered him to the ground
and lcosed the gag; then he whistled his -
astonishment, for he had found the man
they had come out to seek. His uncle, Pro«
fessor Derwent Maxwell, the eminent mem-
{:)g:r of a host of learned societies, iay befor
him. Ny ¥ :

‘““ Water!” moaned the professor, from lips
&0 swollen by the gag that he could barcly -
articulate. .

Jack Maxwell poured- a little down his
throat from his canteen, paused to allow the-
parched throat to regain its power of swal-
lowing, and poured again.. The professor
gulped and opened his eyes.

““How are you, uncle? I have come all
the way from England to eee you, and it

eeems 1 got here barely in time. DBut it'e
rather a long way, you know.” et e
“ Little Jack!  But you're 5 big Jack
now. How did you—— But that can wait!
Have you a strong party?”’ e
“ Three whites and a black hoy all told,

but enough for these little chaps with tails,
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The}'_ won't do any harm. They're scared ) if their
blue.”

“They'l attack fast enough if the Wor-
opes set them on.  Give me another drink
sand help me up. Get my gun and bandolier
—they're behind that stone libel. So! Now,
I'll @20 stop those Worgee beasts. I warned
them, and they retorted by.having me tied
up. Fellow me, boys!”

He loaded his gun, and,
arm, walked from the cave. The little folke
were gathered in.a compact body just be-
vond the wall, but at sight of the white
men their hearts failed them and they
seuitled- for shelter. Above the noise of
their pattering feet and equeals rose the
harsh, savage voice rolling from the neigh-
bouring cavern.

Taking no mnotice of the Ilittle people,
Professor Maxwell turned. into the door of
this place and halted with hnis gun swung
forward, _

‘“If I fire, pick vour men and eshoot!”
he eaid. . * Shoot to kill! = These are the
most merciless, murderous, and cruel-hearted
tyrants the world can show. They are
cowardly and very treacherous. Be ready!”

While he was speaking, the three friends
and ‘«naplua, who had followed them close,
ftad time to survey the extraordinary in-
habitants of this eavern. It was a large
place, very much bigger than the temple

next daor, and several doors in the inner
Vvd“ hinted that there were other cha.mbers
beyond.

in the midst of this place was a rqued
dais covered with skins, on which reclined
geveral old and loathsomely fat men. On the
floor of the cave lay many others of various
agzes, while beyond them were more than
twice their number of women. Altogether
there were perhaps a hundred or a hundred
and ten folks present, including a number
of children. None were black, Tle prevalent
tint being a sickly yellowish br(}“n an un-
wholesome colour like that of thcse insects
which spend their lives under stones. All
were gross, while the elders were mostly
g0 fat that they could nct have moved
quickly even to save their lives,

leaning on Jack’'s

-The entry of Proiessor Maxwell and the
others was the signal for confusion. The
S younger womnen snatched up their podgy

children and waddled towards the doors in
the rear, screaming at the top of their shrill
voices, iwhlie one of the obese cld monsters
on the dais howled something that sent the
nimbler of the younger men scrambling to
the outer door.

The professor shouted something in a voice
like the roar of a lion. At once gll move-
ment ceased. Everyone halted, rivétted to
the floor by that imperious call. Then he
began to speak, and though neither of the
three ycung men nor the open-mouthed
Snaplus could make head or tail of his
words, it was evident that theee strange,
bloated beings understood,

They writhed and grunted, twisted and
groaned, while some of the women whim-
pered and several cehildren would have yelied
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mothers had not hushed them.
Finally, the professor pointed at the oldest
and fattest of the men on the dais, and
thundered out something that mdde him
writhe and whine.

At the same moment he wheeled to the

rarvelling young men.

*“ Boys, go seize that wretched old villain
and drag him - into the cave where you
found me. If any seek to hinder, shoot
them. Be quick! It may mean life or death
to us all.”. .

They leapt forward, hurling fat men fo
right and left, and, seizing the fellow Max-
well had indicated, dragged him from the
dais and over the floor towards the door. .
Only one of his followers attempted to aid

“him—a middle-aged fellow not quite so gross

as most. He threw himself across the door,
clutching at the elder. Jack whirled upon
and struck out with his {ist. The hiow,
peautifully timed and aimed, took the would-
he rescuer cleanly on the pomt 6f the jaw.
With a gasp he collapsed on the floor, and
the subsequent proceedings interested him no
more for some time to come.

As he dropped, the rest howled in syvm-
pathetic fear and grovelled with their heads
touching the ground, while a quavering yell
from the victim of this strenuous treat-
ment echoed mournfully to the roof. '

Outside, the three saw the little people
still hovering beyvond the wall, but at
sight of the bioated one they Gcreeched and
bolted to their holes. A minute later Max-
well had dumped his end of the burden
acainst the post to mnch his uncle had been
tied and turned to the prefessor, who had
followed hard on their heels. ,

““Shall I tlc the cld” iniquity, up, sir?"” he.
asked,

“ Yes, mak-: him fast, and from now on till
we contrive to leave this place, we must
guard him constantly, He is our hostage,
you understand? So lonz as we hold him
we are eafe. e is the chief of the Worgees,
and they will not dare set the Bheels on
us for fear ¢f what we may do to him.”

“You hear, boys? Snaplus, you under-
stand? We must take it in turn to guard
the old squab, Snaplus, take the first
turn.”

As the biack feilow took station by the
prisoner, Professor Maxwell went behind the
iniage and returned, dragging his paeck.
From- it he took a pistol which he handed

to Snaplus.”

“If any of the fat yellow men come,
shoot—and see that you aim straight,”. he
eald. ** And now, my lads, tell me Tow you
nappen to bave arrived go opportunely for
me.

Jack - began his story after introducing
Anson and Harding, telling briefly the whole
story up to their meeting.

“ And now it is your turn, uncle,”” he con-
cluded. **Let us Lear all about everything.
Here are mats and our blankﬂta, Let's
sit down and be comiortable.”

| (Continucd on page iii of cover.)
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So, equatted at eaee on the cave floor in
a position convenient for watching the door,
they g¢ettled to listen to the prcfessor’s
narrative.

Worgees znd Bheels.

B HE very beginning of things occurred
rather more than a vear ago,” be-
gan the professor. * When 'Jud—
my black boy—brought me a piece

Of hide and several fragments of bones which

he had had from. another black fellow.

More than once he had thus acquired rare

specimens for me, and, indeed, all the

natives of - his acquaintance knew that if
they ' found anything unusual they were

;:fg,rtain to get something by bringing it to

1im.,

**Well, no sooner had I examined this
katest trove than I saw that I had something
quite extraordinary, for neither bones nor
ekin belonged to any living animal with
which I was acquamted I saw, of course,
that they were reptilian and comparatively
fresh. Indeed, I judged that the beast to
which they had belonged must have died not
more than a vear or so hefore. '

Yet the creature must hiave been of great
cize, very much larger than any living
reptile knowr to science, and, in fact, a
near relation to some of the. tremendous
brutes which rcamed the earth before the
evelution of mankind, of which we oceasion-
aily find the petrified bones,

““ Jud found the man from whom he had
had the things. He told a very confused
story about a big bird dropping a fragment
of meat near a waterhole. He had kept the
«kin and bones for luck or as a charm. 1
managed to find out that the waterhoie
in qucst-ian was some distance from Wurra-
Wurra, and I resolved to follow up the
clue. I did s0, though the ' man grew
emred by my que-atiun, and disappeared.”

*I reached Worlee, then made on to the
dry wuater-hole where I left my message.
hmrc, as I said, we found an old gin dying.
and she said enough to assure me that |
wus on the right trail. After ehe died
we made a forced march, during which two
of the mules succumbed. To cut this part
ehort, we reached the shale slope and
descended.

* Unfortunately, one. of our two survivin;‘:
mules roiled down and started an avalanche
of rock, part of which overwhelmed Jud.
He was dead when I got him out. The re-
maining mule was killed and partly eaten
by .‘aOﬂ]t[hln“ during tfie night while I slept
in a tree, too uftml} exhausted to licht a
fne as [ should have done. |

‘Very shortly after I sighted a party of
little black men and followed them

The Worgees had fite at sight of me,
but I managed to make truce with them
which lasted till yesterday.”

"Here Prefessor Maxwel: stopped {o drink
from a pitcher of water, while his audience
waited breathlessly. “Presently ke continued
in spave, ¢ven tones, as though he had been
addressing etudenis in a c¢lass room.

the
here.
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“ The Bheels, as their masters call them—
the little, blaek-tailed people—are un-
doubtediy the . original inhabitants of this
\d”t‘\' They are a connecting link between
the very far-off, apish ancestor of mankind
an.d the human race, much lower in the scaie
than the Australian native or the Andaman
Islanders. I do not think that they knew
the use of fire or had any tools, or fed on
anything but fruits and such things as they
could c:ntch with their hands, before the
coming of the Worgees. Probably they lived
on these rocks and in tree-tops. They had
nothing that could be called the beginnings
of eivilisation.

“*When the “{Jrf’ees came I cannot say.
They have only the vaguest traditions, but
1 think it could mot have been. more than
three or four centuries ago. So far as I
can make out they were a party of Maiuys
filying from their enemies. They had women
with them.  Probably they entered the
valley much as we did, though, of course,
there may have been another way. They
speak a very debased language, but I Kknow
enough of the present Malay e_-thCh to talk
with them.’

“ But- these are fairly big pt,nple and the
Malays are rather small,” ohlectcd HJI{JH]"
‘“ The climate suited ihem I suppose,”

The professor smiled.

“The point is well taken.
another strain. They have Duteh.
their wveins, The Hollanders

But there s
blood in
were great
the sixteenth and
seventeenth centuries, you know. Somelhow
some of these adventurers got here and
staved. The Worgees use many Duteh words

—gone somewhat wrong, perhiaps, but still
recogn:sable.
““ Well, the inevitable happened. The

Worgees enslaved the Bheels. They taught
them the use of weapons and made them
hunt and fish and do everything meceesary
to their comfort. Thesé simple, semi-humans
obey all their commands, and take all the
risks of life here while their masters loll
around and device new tortures for these
of the *unfortunates who displease them.
In the beginning of my stay here I saw come
horrible crue]tv I have put a &top to it as
far as I was able. I believe the RBheels are
grateful. They always' wag their tails when
I pass them.”

“ But how did you come to be tied up as
we found you, sir?” asked Harding.

“0Oh, the Worgees hated me. For some
time they have been restless, but they are
very cowardly. I think you must have heen
seen coming down the &lide yesterday, though
I knew lmthmﬂ of it. Anvhow, as [ was
examining the rocks at the foot of the cliff,
at the plutee where you ascended to the
ledee, a noose was suddenly dropped over me
from above, and a swarm of Bheels, under
the command of two Worgees, bore me
down, - I had shot a pigeon some while
before near the place, and had only one
cartridee in my gun. 1 gave one the beneht
cf it and Kkilled him.,” £
- (To be continued.) ‘

.
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