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CHAPTER I

MYSTERY !

ANG! Crash! DBump!
B Teddy Long descended the
stairs to the lobby. He didn’t

usually do it in this way, but it
was a matter which was quile beyond
his personalecontrol. Ten seconds before,
strong arms had propelled him along
the upper passage, a bool had heen
implanted firmly upon his rear, and ne
had commenced the descent of the stairs
with far greater speed than elegance.
““ Yow—yargooh !’  howled  Teddy
wildlv. “ Ow! Ah! YWhooop'"
IIe hit the stairs about a third of the
way down wilh a crash, rolled over, and

concluded his descent in  a series of
bumps, jerks, and twists. IFinally, he
landed upon the mal at the Dbottom

upside down, with his head {ucked under
his left knee. And even in this exira-
ordinary position he found it quute pos-
sible Lo roar.

“ And the next time you come nosing
aboutl you'll gel it worse!™”

It is hardly necessary to explain tha!
ithe threal was ullered by no less o
person Lhan LEdward QOswald Hand(lorth,

|

of the Remove. Handiorth stood at the
top of the slairs, regafding his unfos-
tunate victim wilh extremme satisfaction.

Teddy Lon_g rolled over, and moanecil.

“QOh—ow!’ he groaned. “I--T"m
dving !’
“*'Good!'" satd Handforth callously.

relief for the R

“ What
move!"’

“ You—you murderer?!” howled Lonz.
“ After I'm dead. you'll be arrested ar.d
{ried at the Old Bailey, and—and then
vou'll be hanged:”

Handforth grinned at the prospect.

“ Well, 1t would be something worlh
hanging for, anyway,” he suid ealinly.
‘““And don’t forgel what I told you
about nosing mto things that don’t con.
cern you. And don’t die on the mat
(here—a prefect might come along. The
best thing you can do i1s lo crawl awany
in some corner and peg out in sol-
tude.”’

Teddy Long groaned louder than ever,
and made no effort to rise.

““You—vyou hearllezs assazsin!”  ha
mumbled 1n an agonised voice. ' My
spine’'s broken! ‘Three of my ribs are
hanging loose! My lefl leg is fractured
im  three places! My  head’s all
cracked!”’

a merciful
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“T seem to have made a prelty
thorough job of it"’ remarked and-

forth, gazing down upon the wreck with-
out a trace of sympathy. *‘‘But your
head was cracked long before I slarted —
it was cracked when you wore born!”’

At that ppoment Morrow, of the Sixth,
hove into view. Handforth saw him
before Teddy Long did, and for a second
tho leader of Study D thought about

fading discrectly away. But then he
stood nhis ground. He wasn't afraid of
Morrow.

*“ Hallo!” said the Sixth-Former,
coming to a halt. ‘‘ \WWhat on carth are
vou doing there, Long?”’

“It’s all right,” | said Handforth.
' He's only dying "

§ Dyinﬁ?" repeated Morrow sharply.
o e says, anyway,”’ went on
ITandforth; ‘“and he ought to -know.
I should think. He fcll down the stairs,”
he addetl pglibly. *“ 1 wonder if we shall

have to wear black?®”’
Morrow loo’:d up. the stairs suspi-
ciously,

“ Fell down?’ he repeated. ' Didn't
you touch him?’

“Well, T'll admit I helped him a
it,"” confessed Handforlh. ‘““ He was a
bit reluctant to ‘go, so I started hir: off.
It’s about the sixth time he’s been dying
this term; but I've got a ripping
method of reviving him——"'

“You lemme alone!" roared Long,
sitting up suddenly.

“Get up from that mat, and don’t
be a young ass!” said the prefect

grimly. “I'm not going to have you
b‘pl'n\.\r'llﬂF there and moaning over
nothing.”

* Nothing!” hooted Teddy Long.
' That—that bullying beast half-killed
me! Ho smashed my arm in two places,
and my neck’s broken! Ow! I'm dying !
Hapdforth'll be arrested for this!

“ He. won’t; but he'll wrile fifty lines
for causing a disturbance!” said Morrow
calmly. *‘ No” you’d belter not start,
Handforth—I know ,?,ll about it. Take
my advice, and don’'t take up murder
as a_hobby !" R

" Fifty lines!” roared Teddy Long.
‘“Am't fou going to report him to the
Head? I'm injuréd, '] tell you, and I'll
jolly well go to the Head myself if you
won’t do your duty as a prefect!”’

M%ll']row t'rowr;d. ;

“ Thai'a eno v’ he snapped. ** And
I think I knowqthe best remgdy for your
complaint. Let’s see if it’]l work!”

-~
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He scized Teddy Long by the ear, and
cxerted gentle pressure. " The sneak of
the Remove was on his feet in a second,
howling afresh. Morrow had a cane in
his hand, and he swished it suggestively.

Teddy Long wrenched himself away,
and fled.

“ Yah, beast!” he howled defiantly.

He ran down the Remove passage
liko a hare;. and, considering Lhat his
spine was broken. that his left leg was
fraclured in three places, and his ribs
were hanging loose, this was a remark-
ably creditable performanco.

‘“ As for you, Handforlh, you'd belter
come down—"

Morrow paused, for he found that he
was talking to the thin air. .Edward
Oswald Handforth had vanished [rom
his elevated post at ihe head of tho
stairs. And it was a question of con-
siderable doubt whether Morrow woulid
ever sec the imposition of fifty lines that
he had inflicted. Morrow was a good
Erefect, but he was ecasy-going, and he
ad a habit of forgeiting to ask for
imposie. Needless to say, the juniora
\?3re cqually forgetfiul on their own
side. " '

Teddy Long crawled into Sludy R,
rubbing his left elbow. This member,
as a matter of fact, was the only part
of him that had suffered during the
fall downstairs,

It was evening, and, striclly. speaking,

the Remove fellows ought to have been
busy at their prep. Some of them were;
but, on the other hand, somoe of them
were not. Outside, a ﬁlf, miserablo
drizzle was falling, and all the buildings
at St. Frank’'s were dripping, and the
air was bitingly cold.
. It was a regular November evening,
and not a fellow of either House set
foot out of doors unless he was com-
pelled to do =o.

In Study B, Teddy Long found Hub-
bard. The pair shared the study be-
tween them, and Hubbard, at the
moment, was on board a three-masted
schooner with a gang of pirates. In
other words, he was lolling before the
fire, deep in the pages of a thrilling
adventure lale.

“1 say—"' began Teddy.

‘“ Shut up!” _

“But look here—"' _

“ Don't jaw! Tm right in the middle
of the most interesting part,”” snapped
Hubbard. * If you're going to jaw, I'll
kick you out!” .
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‘Teddy Long was gencrall treated in]you oul of the sluds on yeur grimy

this way, since it was really the only
way in which he could be treated. He
wouldn’t take any nolice of gentler
methods. Hubbard’s lot in Study B
was not an enviable one, for Long was
the Paul Pry of the lower school, and
he was about the most barefaced liar
that one could possibly meet. Hubbard
ruled himn with an iron hand.

‘““Oh, easo off!”” said Teddy Long,
coming lowards the fire. ‘‘ Handlorth's
just beon bullying me—the rotter!”’

‘“Good for Handforth!' said Hub-
bard, turning over a page.

““The beast chucked me down the
stairs!”’ .

“I hape he hurt you!”

" Look here! Are you going to side
with that rotter against me?’ roarcil
Teddy Long wrathfully. ‘' There's
somoLhing on, I tell you—something
pretty big. And it's something mys.-
lerious, too!” '

e ‘waited for Hubbard to be im-
pressed.

“Yo-ho, ye ]ubber]j' scum ! said
Hubbard absentily. “ Avast there!

Anolther word, and I'll fling ye into the

scuppers! Ye scum!”

“What?’' gasped Long faintly.

Hubbard turned from his book, and
glared. ‘

‘“ Don’t bother!’ he roared.
you see I'm reading?”’

“ Oh, was Lthat rubbish something oul
of the book?’ asked Long. * There's

somecthing on in the Remove—some-
thing big and inysterious,”” ho added

‘“Can't

eagerly. “1I ‘iolly well know it. and
I'm going to find out what it is!”

Hubbard was slightly interested at
last.

“ Something on?’ he repealed.
. W'hat are you getting at, you young
ass?’

“Y know what I'm gelting al,” said
Teddy T.ong knowingly. ‘' You can’t
diddle me! I've been kecping my ecyes
open—""

“ And glueing vour ear {o keyholes,
I suppose?”’ _

“ 'Bou know jolly well I never listen
at keyholes!” said "Long indignantly.
¢« wouldn’t descend to such a thing!”

““ There’s no need to descend—all the
keyholes are pretty lmgh in our doors,”’
caid Hubbard. “T1 don’t want to hear
any of
worm !

your blessed tittle-tattle, you | with heavy sarcasm.
If you don’t dry up I'll pitch!they vere pretty wide.

neck!"’

Long looked aggrioved.
~ U But it’s true—I'm serious!'’ heo sail
insisletly.  ‘‘ There's .something on—
rcally. Haven't you noticed it? Nipper
and the olher chaps—Tregollis-West,
and Watson, and P’itt, and Handforlh.—
they're all in it.”

‘““All in what?”

““In this—this something,”” said Ted:dy
vaguely.

** And 1= this your marvellous dis-
covory ?”’

“ Oh, come off il!” said Long. “'I
found out a lot more than that. Thoso

(-l}nﬁs disappear from-their studies every
might; they've been doing it all the
week. You must go about wilth your
eyos closed if you haven't noticed it!”

Hubbard grunted.

“T've  got my own business to
nolice.”” he said. ‘I don’t go about
nosing into what doesn’t concern me.
If Nipper and the rest like to ~ dis-
appear from their studies—well, they'ro
welcome to do it.”

‘“ Ah, but you don’t know where they
disappear to, do you?’

““No, and I don’t care!”’

“They go to one of the box-rooma,”
said Long. in no way disheartened hy
Hubbard’s lack of interest. ‘‘To box-
room number {welve, to be exact—thal
big. empty one at the end of the
corridor.’

Hubbard looked at his study male
curiously.

““They go up into the end box:
room?"”’ he repeated. ® What rot!”

“OTain't rot!’ said Teddy oagar.l_v.
“ I've walched 'em. and I know! I've
followed the bounders two or three
times. They all sneak into that box-
room. and lock the door afler Lhem.
That's why Handforth kicked me down
the stairs—because he happened to spot
me when I was following him."

“ And serve you jollv well right!”
caid Hubbard, ** But I'll bet it hasn’t
taught you a lesson. Of course. you
tried to squinl through the kevhole of
that box-room. didn’t you?”

Long snorled with disgust.

““ The rotlers have blocked it wp!”
ho said indignanlly. ' Just as il anx-
body would try to spy on the cads!”

“Ridiculous thought!” said Hubbanrl,
“If you ask mnc,
And so you



4

haven't been able to discover anything,
my precious littlo spy? Awful hard
lines! You have my sympathy. And
now dry up, or I'll hiff you one on your
inquisitivo nose!"

“ But—but I want to talk about this!”
protested Long. * What do you reckon
those chaps are up to in that box-room?
It's jolly mysterious! And they'ro keep-
ing 1t so quiet Lthat no other chap has
a chance of getting a look in. The
window’s too high up, and there’s no
balcony or ledge. It doesn't give a chap

4 chance!'

“* Awlul!” said Hubbard.
my sympathy.” |

But, although he gave Teddy Long
no encouragement, he was, nevertheless,
rather struck by what the other junior
had been saying. As a malter of fact,
Hubbard had noticed something rather
peculiar in  tho Remove during the
present week; Dbut ho had noticed it
subconsciously, and it was only now that
ho camo to think of it that it assumed
any special significance.

““It cerlainly does secem a bit queer,’
ho went on Lhoughtfully. “ I've noticed
that those chaps in Study C have been
away during the evemngs. Hand-
forth’s been looking a bit strange, too.
I suppose they’'re up to some dodgo of
their own; and it’s no business of ours,
anvway."”

And Hubbard dismissed the matter,
and went on with his book. Teddy
Long was ralher disgusted, and after a
feww minules he passed out into the
passage, wondering if he would be able
to get somebody elso interesled.

But he had not gone far before he
noticed Tonimy Watson coming out of
Study C. Long dodged-into a 5oorway,
and watched; and cerlainly Watson's
‘lidvements were somewhat suspicious.

Ho looked up and down the passage
wilh a kind of exaggerated caution, and
then walked swifily, and silently to the
lobby, and hastened upsiairs. ‘Teddy
Long was after him. like.a flash.

His former experience did not deter
him. Spying into” the affairs of other
fcllows was the breath of life to him,
and the hope of discovering what thiz
mﬂstcry was, urged him (o lake risks
which he would never otherwise have
chanced.

By tho timoe he got to the top of the
stairs, Tommy Watson had vanished
round one of the other corridors; but

‘“ You have
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Long knew which ene it was, and he lip-
loed (owards it. Gazing round the
angle of the wall, hie just caught sight
of W-atson,standinﬁ outside the door of
the box-room at the end.

Long watched, fascinated.

Tap! Tap-lap-tap! Tap!

It way a soft rap, and OE\'iciusly a pre-
arranged signal.

** The night is cold!”’ came a subdued
voice through the door.

“* Yes, and frost is in the air!’ szaid
Watson deliberately.

The key t(urned, the door slightly

.opened, and somebody looked out.

‘“ Enter, brother!” said a solemn
voice. '
Watson slipped 1, thoe door was

closed, and the key turned in the lock.
Teddy Long stood out into the passage,
fairly quivering with excitement. His
face was flushed, and his eyes were
gleaming.

“I knew it!” hoe muitered. “ It's a
secret society, or something; and that
was the password just now! Those
bounders are plotting something!”’

And then, as he stood there, a thought
came¢ to him—a daring, appalling
thought which almost caused his heart
o stop beating. Would it be possible?
Wag 1t worth the risk of receiving o
dcking? .

Teddy Long considered for a few
momente,

He was a frightful coward, and the
slightest pain would make him howl
If there was any way of avoiding per-
sonal suffering, he would avoid it, But

now it was a battle between his
cowardico and his  curiosily—and
curiosity won. Ho docided that ho

would risk tho consequences.

Pulling himself together, he clenched
his fists, and liptoed softly lowards the
door of the myslerious aparlment. Ho
raised his hand, prepared to knock. and
then his courage oozed away. Three
times he bl'nccg himself up for the
ordeal, but he could not gather tho
nerve necessary to knock.

“Oh, my t!"” he muttered. *“1
might as well do it; if they cop me hero
I shall got licked in any case. And they
can’t kill me; and 1 might be able to
nip off before they can grab hold. And
I stand a chance ol sceing right into the
room. Yes, by Jingo, it's worth it!”’

This time, feeling somewhal more con-
ident, he raised his hand firmly.
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Tap! Tap tap-tap! Tap!

IL was a somewhat tentative knock,
but it was exactly the same as Tommy
Walson had dol‘;vered. Long waited
with his heart in his mouth, and then
came {he voice from within.

“The night s cold" it said
cauliously. _

Teddy gulped, and pulled himscif
togother.

“Yes, and frost is in the air!” he

stuttered thickly.

The key turned after a brief wait, anAd
then the door softly opened. DBut if
Toddy Long thought that he was about
{o see within the apartment, he was
very sadly mistaken.

The only thing he did actually see was
a hand. It shot out, grasped him hy
the neck, and twisted him round. Th»
hand was followed by a body and some
legs—which were the sole property of
myself. 1 propelled Teddy Long along
the passage until we were a safe dis-
{ance away.

“* Now, you little worm, I've a good
mind to lick you unlil you can’t stand!"
I said grimly. *‘* What do you mean hy
spying ronnd that door, and repeating
our special password?”’

‘““ Lemmo alone!”’ said Teddy plain-
{ively. ‘' I—I was only trying to play a
joke, you know. I didn't really want o
see into tho room. I—I didn't Lhink
you'd rumble me so quickly!”

“You voung idiot!” T exclaime:l.
“Do you think I didn’t recogmse your
voice nt once? Il’s no good you hanging
about here: there’s nothing that vou'll
discover. And the next Lime I find you
prowling I'll give you a good licking!”

“I'vo got as much right up here as
vou have!” growled Long. ‘“ Why
shouldn’t T be here? And why shouldn't
I know whal von’re doing in the box-
room? I'l bet you're up to something
clover,” he added ecarerly. *‘ I—I sav,
Nipper, you might let me into {lhe
know., I wonldn't breathe a word—
honest. I wouldn't.”

“1 Lelieve you!’ I said, nodding.

““ Then you'll tell me nll about——"

“You wouldn’'t breathe a word—
youw'd yell about a thousand words!' [
went on. ' Look here, my son, I'll have
pity on you this tiine, but it’s the last
chance you’ll have. Slide—skip—
vamoose! And be sharp about it!”

I released him, and he flad to the end
of the corridor, and then turned. Ho
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rudely made a grimace at me, and then
put out his tongue. Teddy was quite an
arlist at this kind of thing—when he
was at a safe distance.

“Yah! I'll bet T know what vou'ra
doing !” he yelled tauntingly. *‘ Blessed
snobs and hvpacrites! 'So jolly goody-
goody, and I'll bet you’re smoking and
playing cards! You can’t do it in the
studies, and so you come up hero—"

Heo didn't get any further. for he
found it imperatively nececssary to re-
move himself at lightning speed. With
me on his track, he shot down the cor-
ridor, and descended the stairs.

I went back to the box-room. enlered.
and closed the door. Tregellis-West, and
Watson, and Handforth wore there, and
they looked at me inquiringly.

‘“* Teddy Long again!”’ I said briefly.

“Thal young bounder ought to bn
kicked round the Triangle six times!”
said Handforth, with a snort. * Tha

blessed little spy. nosing about from
morning till night!" '

“TI knew il was him all the time.” T
said. ! The young ass thought ha'.l
disguised his voice, but it didn't deceive
me. I'm afraid we can’t keep this thing
secret very much longer, my sons.
Teddy Long will be spreading the varn
all over the House, and we shall beo
pestered out of our lives.”

* Well, nobody will Le able to know
anything for cerlain.’’ remarked Tommy
Watson, ‘‘and we'll keep it sccrel ns
long as we can. We don’t want thosa
College House bounders to get wind of
tho wheeze.”

‘“* Rether not!”

And while we were talking in this
way, Teddy Long doscended to thae
common room. and broke in. Thero
were not very many fellows there, but
quite suflicient o provide Teoddy with
an attenlive audience.

““ Heard the latest?’ he said im-
portantly. ‘

“Rats! We don’t want any of youe
yarns!” exclaimed Owen major. ‘‘Tf

you're going to tittle-laltle. you’d bettoe
stop bofore youn begin! Shall we kick
him out, you chaps?’ he added, looking
at the others. .

“You—you rolters!”’ shouted Long,
backing away. * I've got as much right
in here as you have, and if you touch
me U'll tell a prefect—"'

“ Shut up, you sneak!'’

“* Well, you shouldn’'t threaten|™
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exclaimed Teddy. “ I've got some im-
poriant news to tell you, and if you
don't. like to listen-—well, you needn’t.
But I know what I know, and I'm jollv
wcll,going to show Nipper and his crowd
up

*“ Show them up?’ repeated Fullwood
curionsly,

* Yes, rather?' said Long. *“ The
bounders pretend to .be as good as gold.
and they wouldn’t do anything wickel,
and yet they're up in one of the box-
rooms now, smoking like the dickens,
and playing cards!” -

" What?"”

" You little liar!"

“It’s the (ruth!” roared Teddy in-
dignantly. ‘“I've seen ’em—]—I mecan
1 kp‘ow they're in the box-room, ani

“ What proof have you .got?’ asked
BSolomon L.evi grimlly.

“ \Well, there's plenly of proof.”’ re-
plied Long. ‘ If those chaps ain’t up
to something off-side, why should they
lock themselves in a box-room, and use
secrel faps and passwords, and all the
rest of it? IU's a giddy smoking club,
or something.”

Solomon Levi looked round. -

“ Believe me, this chap can beat
every one of us when it comes to
imaginalion!"” he exclaimed. ‘' I'll put
it to the vate. Uands up everybody who

|
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offers to help in the pleasant task of
kicking Long into the passage!”

A dozen hands were raised, and Teddy
[.ong jumped back in a hurry.

L %nn'l touch me!” ho roared.

* Collar him!” said Levi sharply.
“By my life, we'll teach the young
bounder a lesson! Grab hold of him!"

Long looked round wildly, saw that
there was no hope, and made a dash for
the door. Then he gave a squeal of
{error as he found that his reireat was
cut. off. Owen major, and Somerton,
and DBurton were there, and Master
Teddy was grabbed by many willing
hands. He kicked and struggled n

vain,
" Lemme go!” he howled. ' I—I

“Dry up, you worm!” said Somerton
grimly. ‘* We want to know what proof
you’ve got that Nipper and his pals are
smoking and gambling in the box-room.
If you can’t produce posilive evidence,
wc'{l rag you uniil you can't stand!”

Teddy Long breathed hard.

“J-T1 didn't exactly mean—that is, T
saw the cads in tho box-room, and I
know it’s true!’ he stuttered. ‘‘ They—
they are up to something fishy—I—I
mean they’re not doing anything wrong
at all¥’ he added hastily, as the grip on
him was tightened.

“Souse my main-deck!’ exclaimed
Tom Burton. ** This lubber 1s a dis-
grace to the whole ship! I reckon we'd
belter put him in irons!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*“If you touch me, I'll yell the place
down!’ roared Long. ‘‘'I—I mnde a
mistake about Nipper. Hoe wasn't
smoking at all, and he wasn't even in
the box-room! I didn't see Nipper st
all! I—I don’t know anything about
the box-room?”’

Somerion stared.

** Well, for sheer unadulterated nerve,
you're about the limit!" he exclaimed.
**We can't stick him any longer, yon
chaps. Lend a hand, and we'll pitch
him out!”’

Teddy Long howled and yelled in
vain. Somebody obligingly opened the
door, and the spy of the Remove was
propelled swiftly and noisily Lowards tha
exit. When he arrived he was hurled
out like a stone from a catapult.

He rose i the dal¥, emerged into_ the
passage, with his arms and logs flying:
then he descended wilth a thud, and
rolled over against the wall.
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“ Yow—yarooh!' he bellowed. ' I-—
I'm killed!"”

““ Thalt’s Lwice you've been dead lo-
night "’ grinned Owen major. * Some-
body told me that HHandforth killed you
on the stairs. We shall have Lo revive
you—""

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!’

Long needed no further reviving. He
leapt lo his feet, and raced down the
possage al top speed. When ho arrived
at the corner he turned, breathless and
‘dishevelled, and executed tho extremely
rude performance of poking out his
{ongue.

‘“Yah! Cads!’ he howled. ‘“ Rollers!

"

Boaasts!

And, feeling somewhat relieved
mind, but aching considerably,
precious young bounder disappearcd.

1n
the

CHAPTER 1II.
IMOUBLE IN STUDY D!

ANDFORTH entered Study D-—-

I——I and peace departed. .

This, of course, was quite tho

usual order of things. Church

and McCluro were busy at their prep.,

eagerly seizing upon the quiet spell in

orcllor to get the work finished and done
with,

Thoy had hoped to conclude their
labours before Handforth barged in;
bul this hope was in vain, for Handforth
had now arrived. Church sighed, and
McClure groaned: but they took the
precaulion 1o do these things very
softly.

Handforth had been rather queer of

late, particularly since the morning. He |

" had gone about the school with a frown
upon his mighty brow, as though soma
dread secret weighed upon his mind.

Church and McClure had questionel
him until they were tired. Their
ingquiries only resulted in contemptuous
roplios from Handforth. He informed
them, bluntly and pointedly. that they
didn't possess enough brain-power lo
understand the great scheme which was
afoot.

And Church and McClure. aller o
while, gave it up, and adopted difterent

{actica.
forent, knowing full well that Handforth

performed an extraordinar

They became supremely indif- |

would

many hours had elapsed. To question!

ive the whole thing away belore |
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him was fruitless; to ignore him would
have the opposite elfect.

But, at the moment, Handflorla
hardly scemed himself.
Glancing cautiousl Church saw’

up,
that "his mighty leador ﬁnd an absent
look in his eye. His lips were moving,
as though he were in tho midst of a
complicaled sum, and ho stared straight
hefore him with a far-away expression.

“The greal ono thinketh!' mur-
mured Chnrch softly.

McClure grinned.

“ Wisely spoken, O oracle!’ ho
chuckled. - )

Handforth took absolutely no notice.
At any ordinary time, Church and
McClure would have suffered severely
for these plcasantries, but now Hand-
forth was apparently quite oblivious of
his surroundings.

He sat down in the big armchair, and
gazed dreamily inlo the fire; thon he
| ) aclion. FHo
raised- his hand slowly and deliberately.
clenched his fist, and then brought it
down with considerable force upon his
heart.

“Ugh!" he grunted. “ By George!”

_Apparently he had struck too hard in
his absent-mindedness, for he rubbed his
chest tenderly, and then becamo awarv
of two chuckles. Ho came back to earth
for a second, and then glared.
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But, for a wonder, he didn't speak.

A moment later he was again con-
templaling the fire; and Church and
McClure, glancing significantly at onc
another, proceeded to discuss the ques-
tion.

““ What’'s up with him?”’ whispered
Church. * at did the ass want to
punch himself in the chest for?"’

*“ Goodness knows!”’ replied McClure.
“T don’t think he's well. Look at {hat
line on his forchead—look at the dull
expression in  his oyes! I think we'd
botter ask him if he's feeling O.K.”

' Good idea,’”’ said Church. * Handy'
I say, Handy!"

Handforth maintained a stony silence,
then he performed another queer
aclion. Without the slightest warning.
‘he jumped to his feet, grabbed at ihe
air, and brought his clenched fist down
wilth full forco upon the back of the
casy-chair. :

** My hat!” gasped Church. *‘‘ He's
gone off his rocker!”

“J say, Handy what's the matter?”’
asked McClure sharply.

‘* Stabbed to the heart!”
ITandforth in a hollow voice.

“ Eh??

“ What 1" _

‘“ Murdered!” said Handforth. ‘‘ Yes,
and by heavens, the varlet thal com-
milled this base crime shall be hanged
on Tyburn tree!”’

Church and McClure stared in blank
amazement,

' Great Scott!” panted Church. * He's
propertljy dotty !'"

Handforth rose to his feet, and made
a sweeping gesture,

“The highwayman fled with flect
f[oot!” he roared, with sudden fierceness.
“ Upon his magnificent steed, Dink
Beauty, .he charged down the village
strcet to the toll-gate. What cared he
whether tho gato was open or shut?
With a wild cry of triumph, Jack Plun-
dderer raised his horse to the leap. Over
they went together, and raced on iuto
the night. Only by a hair’s-breadth haql
they escaped being . dashed Lo pieces hy
the I.ondon to York express which
roared past at the moment!”’

Jandforih’s voice had been trailing
away towards the end, and he mumbled
tho latter part of this extraordinary
narrative to himself. ‘T'hen he sank back

into his chair, and grinned with seeret
satisfaction,

exclaimed

“My gooduness!’ said Church. *“1V
aiways thought ho'd go off hisa chump
one day, but I never dreamed it would
bo as bad as this!"’ -

‘“ Poor old Handy!”’
McClure sadly.

“ Great!” said Handforih.
lutely o masterpiece! And then Jack
Plunderer halted by tho wayside inn,
stamped his way into the tap-room, and
called Iqudly for the landlord. ‘ Ho, ye
provider of good ale!” he quoth. ‘ Bring
meo a tankard of the strongest rum, dog!
IFail, and T will slice thee in two?
That's the giddy stuff! By George, it
ought (o fetch ’ein properly!”’

“ Highwaymen—wayside inns—tank-
ards of rum!’ said Church dazedly.
‘““Oh, he's as mad as a hatter! No
doubt about it at all.”

McClurae nodded.

“Yes. Handy awvas reading one of
those Dick Turpin stories last week, and
I'll bet it’s turned his brain!” ne said,
i alarm. ‘* We’d betler go carelully.
It’s always dangerous to deal with dotly
people. Wo'll humour him!" .

* That's it,”’ agreed Church.

nmarmurerd

‘“* Absa-

They advanced towards Handforth
slowly, ready to back away if necessary;
and  Handforth, suddenly becoming

aware of their close attention, started
and looked up at them.

“What's up with you asses?’ he-
asked * irrilably. ‘' Gona dolly, or
what ?"’

“ They always Lhink other people aro
mad !’ whispered Church. -

“ Eh? What’s that?’ asked Handlorlh.

 Don’t mumble, you fathead! What on

earth’s the matter with vou?
stare at me like that!”

McClure nodded end smiled, -~

“It's all right, old son,”” he said
genlly. ** We—we're nol going to hurt
you, Jusl keep calin, and everything'!l
be all right. We'll felch a doctor—"

"“ What?" snapped Handforth.

““ You musin’t excile yourself,” inter-
rupled Church. ** And don’t keep think-
ing about Jack Plunderer, the highway-
man, or Tybnrn tree—-"

Handforth leapt to his feet, and his
chums backed away hastily.

*Jack Plunderer?!’ shouled Hand-
forth. * Who told:you anything ahout
Jack Plunderer?”

‘* Why, you—yon wero saying somes
thing about him.” explained ﬁc(}hlre.

Don’t

I You said he jumped over an exprees,
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of a
Didn't

ana landed in the four-ale bar
luvern, or somothing like that.
he, Church?”

“ Rather!”

Handforth glared ferociously at
chuma,

“You—yon eavesdroppers!’ he said
wilheringly.

id I!:h ?l'l

“You—vyou lisleners "’

““ Bul—Dbul—-"" :

‘“Do you call yourselves my chums?”
went on Handiorth, with bitter cor-
templ. *‘ Pretend to be pally, and all
vou can do i3 lo spy on me and eaves-
drop! What do you mean by listening
to whal I said?”

Church recovered himself somewhal.

“You dolly fathead!” he shouted.
‘“ How could wo help listening, with von
bawling all over the study? Do yon
think we're going to shut our ears up,
or stuff them with cotlon wool, just to
please you?"

Handiorth grunted.

“Huh! T supposo I've heen a hit
careless,”” he admilted gruffly. ** Woell.
you'd beiler forgel all about what
you've heard. I've got a seccret, and
you won't learn anything about it.
Understand? You can’t be trusted with
anything of a private nature—you’d let
1t out "

“Oh, ves!' said Church sarcastically.
““I suppose you’re so jolly mmum? Why,
once you've got & secrel, il’s every-
body's properly within a few howrs!”

Haundforth rolled up his sleeves.

“ Youn—you insulting bounder!" he
exclaimed wrathfully. ‘“So I can’t keev
a secret. eh? Whal about the secral
that vou've been trying to pester out f
me? Whal about this ripping idea of
Nipper's to bring out a new—er—that
i3, ?emean to say—— I'll show you
whether 1 can keep a secret!”

Handforih concluded in dire con-
fusion, which really added to his anger.
IFor he suddenly realised that he was
giving Lhe show away, and that was jusl
what he wanted to avoidl. There was,
therefore, only one course to adopt.

Whenever Handforlh was in a corner
he always resorted to the samo policy—
he went for his chums bald-headed: and
any atlempl to reason wilth him was;
out of (ho question. Ho pointed a
quivering finger lo lhe door.

‘““ Oulside!”" he roared.

‘“ ook here——"'

Yhis
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“ dide—both of vou’" bellowel
Handforth. “ Do vou think I'm gomg
{o stand here and listen to vour rol anvy
longer? No. yo spving varlels—]I—I
mean vou rollers! I'll jolly well slice

"ll

thee in two wilh my trusly blade!

Handforth was evidenlly getling somo-
what mixed, and he realised it. So ha
didn’t wail for any furlher argument,
but charged forward, seized Church by
:lho collar, and whirled him towards Lho
oor.

Church had absolutely no chance.

He wenl hurtling onl into the passage,
collided with the opposile wall, and sank
limply to the floor. That particular por-
tion of wall was considerably scralcheil
and dented, for Church and McClure
had made close acquainlanceship with ¢t
on many other occasions. To Church. it
was quite like meeting an oid friend--
or, perhaps, an enemy.

“Now, vou’re going as well!” roarel
Handforth. twirling round. *“ Why. -
what—where the dickens have you got

to "
He slared round the sludy, hat

McClure. anxious to avoid all trouble.
had =lipped behind Handlorth, oul of
the doorway, and Edward Oswald hail
known nothing about it. McClure was
now helping Church lo get to his feet.

“ Oh, thero you arve!” snorted lan-i-
forth, as he tuifned round. *‘* All righ!,
vou don’t come back into . this study;
I'!m going {o be in peace for the resl of
the evening.”’

Slam ! '

He strode in, and pushed the door lo
violently. His chums glared at it wilh
ferocious expressions, and Church rubbal
the back of his head tenderly. i |

‘1

‘“ The—Llhe rotter!” ho panted.
don’t think he's mad, alier all; he's only
full up with one of his dotly schemea,
Gooduess knows what il is. or what 1l
will end in. A chap like that ow:ht {o
be restrained!™

As it happened, at that moment T
came along the Iémove passage, en
routo for Study C, and I eould nol
avoid seceing Church and McCluve, T
vegarded them curiously, as T could =c
that somelhing was wrong. >

“Trouble?’ I inquired syropalheli-
cally.

‘“It’s Handy again!"’ growled Church

“So I gathered.” I said. * What’s o
heen up to this time?”’

“0Oh, I'm Dblossed if I know!”
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exclaimed McClure. * Got another of his
brain waves, and won’l lell us anything
about it—some dark and dire sccret.
Wo've Llried to get it out of him, but
he won't say a word.”
. ““ Why, hasn’t he told you about my
new wheeze?'’' 1 inquired, in surprise,
“ No.l!
“The aes!’ 1 grinned. “ X thonght
you knew all about it, and T wondered

why you didn't come along to the
office.” .

“Tho office?’ repeated Church,
staring.

**Come inside, and I'll tell you all
aboutl it,”’ I said briskly. ‘' If Hand-

forth can be trusted, so_can you cha?s.”

*“T say, you'd ‘better go careflully.”
exclaimed McClure. ‘‘ He's inclined to
be violent, and you've no -idea what
gibberish he’s been talking. We thought
he'd gone off his rocker at first.”

“ (zibberish 7"’ :

‘“ Rather! He called us varlets, and
satd he’d slice us.in two with his trusty
blade!” said Church. *‘ But before
that he was worse—he was talking about
Jack Plunderer, the highwayman, and
Tyburn tree——"' :
- *“Ha, ha, ha!" I roared.

“Blessed if I can see
funny !’ growled McClure.

“IHa, ha, ha!’ I yelled. *““It's very
funny, my sons! So old Handy has been
going the pace, ch? Well, weo shall have
to lonk into this; and I'll admit you inta
tho dreadful secret. Coma on."

I scized tho handle of the study door,
and strode in.

“Clear out!” Dbawled Handforth.
‘““By my halidom—— Great pip! I—
I mean—— Hallo! What do you want?"’
he added, glaring at me. -

“Take my advice, Handy., and go a
bit easy.” I said. “I hear that Church
and M:Clure aro quile in the dark about
the new wheeze.”

Handforth pgdded. . .. .

‘*“Of course they
promptly. - -

“Why ‘of coursea ' . .

‘“ Because I can’t trus
your secret——"’

- That’s all right—TI'll trust them,” I
said. ‘‘ In. any case, the whole Remove
will know about 1t soon, so I sha’n’t be
telling much. You see, my children, it's
this way,” I went on, turning to the
others. *‘ Lasl week I was struck by an
idea—not exactly a novel one, but quite
new to St. I'rank’s.”

where it’s

are

o
H
L]

he . said

"letn with

|
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And Church and MecClure listened
cagerly and intently while 1 told them
what the big scheme was. They were
eager and infercsted, and their eyes wero
gleaming by the time 1 had finished.

““Great!”’ said - Church, at length.
“We might have guessed it! I wish you
luck, Nipper, and hope everything turns
out all serene.” '

** Rather!” agreed McClure. “Ii's a
gorgeous idea !" -

“ But don’t forget—no jawing,”’ I said
warmngly. “ We don't want any of the
chaps beyond our own circle to know
anything. The whole thing has got to
bo sprung on Christino and Co. as a
great rurprise. The College House,
above all, musin’t hear the slightest
inkling. ™’

“You ‘can trust us,” said Church and
McClure.

‘“Oh,. yes—I don't think!’ sncercd
Handforth heavily. “ Just you wait,
Nipper, and I'll het the whole school
wi{l. be talking about it before bedlime.
You're dotty to tell these fatheads; but,
after all, it’s your lookout, and I'm not
going to say another word."” .

And Edward Oswald bent over the
table, .and picked up his pencil. The
next minute ho started .scribbling away
as hard as he could go. Church ard
McClure counld now. understand mugh
that had previously been obscure.

CHAPTER I1I.

PROWLEIS OF THE XNicnTl

EDDY LONG was feeling dis-
I consolate. '
He was greatly irritated by the

fact that he. had not been able
to discover the.secret of Box-room 12.
He only knew thal something was going
on behind that locked door which was
being kept from the bulk of the fellows.

And anything in the nature of a secrat
was like a mmagnet to Teddy. He was
inquisitive to a remarkable degree, and
would undertake all sorts of risks 1n
order Lo satisfy his great curiosity,

But what could ho do here?

He had already made several attempts
lo get near Lthe box-room, but he had
always been spotted and sent about his
business, gencrally suffering from a few
odd bruises, Ilandforth had thrown hun

(Continued on page 12.)
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(Continued from page 10).

down the stairs, and olher fellows had
been nearly as drastic.

. Thero was obviously nothing lo be
gained bf lurking about the upper cor-
ridor. All the fellows who went into the

box-room were in the ' know.”” DBelore
they were admitted they had to give a
password, although this appeared to be
mora or less of a joke.

Teddy Long’s ellfort o give tho pass-
word and thus sneak in had ended in
disasler; and, on top of this, the chaps
in the common room had refused to
believe any evil of the plotters,

Therefore, Long was feeling miserable.

He lounged through tho lobby, with
his hands in his trousers pockets, and
looked out into the Triangle. 'The
drizzle had stopped, but the evening was
still murky and chilly. It was not a
very inviling prospect out there, and
'I'eddy half-turned back into the lobby.

But at that moment hoe saw somelhiny
which aroused "his curiosity.

Two juniors wero wandering about
the T'riangle, near the old chestnut trees,
apparently examining tho ground. One
held an electriec toreh, which did not
give much light. They appeared to he

scarching for something, and had.
obviously come out now because the
rain had stopped.

Teddy Long wondered what they were
looking for. It was absolutely impos-
sible for him to go :ndoors without find-
ing out. His inquisitive
manded that he should proceed at once
and make investigations,

So he passed down the Ancient House
steps, and ran across lo the chestnut
trees. The two juniors looked up as he
approached. ' T

““Buzz off ! said one.
want your help, thanks!”

* Have you lost something?” asked
Long,

" Wo'd much rather loso you!” s
Bob Christire—for theso two juntors
were Christine and Talmadge, of
Study Q, in the College House. They
had no particular desire for Teddy Long
to bear them company.

. Oh, T say !’ protested Teddy. ‘“‘I'm
only. asking %)ecauso I might know what
you Jlost, and I can lend a hand—-""

“Thanks all the same; but you're not
wanted.”” said Christine bluntly. ' T'al-

has got a hole in his pocket,

“Wo don't

satd

immadgo
aud %10 dropped two hall-crovwns some-?

naturo de-
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where in tho. Triangle. We're looking
for Lthem now.”

'“ Oh, good!” said Teddy Long. * I'l
help !H

** No, you won’t!” growled Talmadge.

““J romember-you helped a chap to find
some money last lerm, and cn de-
pened {o

manded half because you ha
spot it first. You can {)uzz oft "

IL.ong snorted, and turned away. As
he did so, Talmadge gave a litlle chortle
of satisfaction, and bent down. The next
second the weleome sound of silver
smoto Teddy's ears.

““Good!"” said Talmadge. ‘' Got ’emn!
I thought I must have dropped these
half-crowns just against the trecs. They
wero both together, half hidden in a

puddle. Come on, Christy—we can go.
indoors now,”

Teddy Long snorted.

‘“ Ain’t you going to give meo some-
thing?’’ he atked indignantly,

“(Givo you something? hat for?’

““Why, for helping

‘“ Oh, yes, of course!"” said Talmadgn.
" What aro we thinking about, Christy?
This generous chap has lent wus his
assistance, and wo must reward him in
a litling manner. He’s asked us to give
him something. I call upon you as a

witness to prove that he used those very
words !’

L3,

“Quile correel!’ said Chrisline.
‘“He did.”’ :

“Well, wo'll give him somelhing
straight away,”” grinned Talmadge;

‘“ something to bhe going on with, in

fact. Grab him!”

. Belore Teddy could dodge, ho was

seized. -
“Ow!” ho roared. ‘‘ What's the

idea?! Lemme ge—"’

“We're going to give you something,
my beauty!” chuckled Christine. * You
asked for it. and we never like disap-
pointing people. And you shall havo
your choice, loo. What's it to he—a
thick ear or a punch on the nose?"

Long sitruggled wildly,

“You—you Collego ilouso cads!”’ he
howled. * You rotten monkeys! If vou
touch me I'll have all our chaps on your
track, ang—"

‘““TRRatls! Nipper and his set will %o
quite delighled when they hear that
we've laught you & lesson,” eaid Chris-
tine. * You must learn not to bo in-
quisitive, my son. Yaon must also learn
not to be greody and covetous.” '

*“* Lemme go!’ panted Teddy. ‘' I—I
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say, I'll tell you something!” ho adda:l
cagerly, “Iji' you'll let me go, I'll
revenl a secret to you; it's a most -
portant one, too, and it's right that you
. should hear it.""

Talmadgo snorled with disgust.

“You voung spy!” he snapped. " Do
you think we wanti to hear your secret?
I'll bet you've been nosing about some-
where, and listening at kayholes! Why,
if you were over in the College Ilouse,
wo'd smother you within the first hour.
We haven't got any ure for worms!™

Teddy struggled wildly.

“I haven't been spying! I haven't
been listening!” he gasped. “It's a
secret—really ! Everybody in our IH:use
knows it!"”

“That's 8 new
grinned Chrisline.

‘“T don’t mean they know it——'

“ Bul you just said they did!”’

“I—Y mean they know it, and vel
they don’t know it !’ stammered Teddy,
“ Don't vou understand?”

“ Oh, petfectly " said Christine. -

““ Clear as mud !’ remarked Talmadgo,
“In factl. it’s about as clear as yvou'll be
in a few seconds, because we're going
o give you a mud bath instead of a
black eve! IL’ll probably make you wash
vourself for once!"

“ You—you cads " panied Teddy des
perately. ‘“It's a real scerot, bni
nobodvy knows exactly what it- means.
But Nipper and his gang are up (o
something: Lhey're as hot as mustanrd
upon a new wheeze. And I wouldn't
mind belting ten-to-one that it's soms
buge jape against. the College House!"’

“ What?'’ said Chrisline.

‘“ Don’t you believe him!'"
madge. ' IV's all spoof——""

“*Tain't spoof—it's all true!"” shouled
Long. ‘' You needn’'t believe me——"'

‘“Wa don't!”

‘“ All right: ask Hubbard—ask Singl»-
ton, or Watson!” wont on Lony.
““ Evervbody knows thero's sotnething
spacial being prepared over in the
Ancient House. Nipper's as keen as
anything about it: and it is sure Lo he
up against you chaps.”

“* Thero may boriomcl.himr in 1t,” said
Christine thoughtflly. * Things havo
been rather slack of late. If Nipper's
roally gelting up a )ape against the
College Houso, it's quite time we made
inquiries, Look here, Long—what i
this new wheeze?’ . -

kind of a seerel!”

satrd Tal-

THE BOX-ROOM 13
“ The beasls won't lell me!” rephled

Teddy, .

“ Well, I'm not surprised at thal,’
said Christine. “ But you must hava
some inkling surely! Remember, if
vou don'l tell us what yvou know, we'il
it you in one of these puddles. You'r.
a prisoner, and you've got Lo answer il
questions. How much do you know
about this giddy secret?"

“ Nothing at all--I—T mean I know a
good bil, but nol & tenth of what Tl
like to know,”" said Teddy Long. *“ Why
do Nipper and the others sncak off Lo
that box-room whenevee they can gel
the opportunity?  Thal's what I'd like
to know. What aro they doing there?'”

“Oh, they snouk off to a box-room,
do they 7’ asked Christine.

“Yes, rathev.”

“How often””

““Whenever they can slip away.” ro-
plied Teddy. * The door’s locked, an:l
the suspicious cads have put somothing
over the keyhole, so thal you can't se:x
. They're doing something queer, I
can lell you!”’

“ Which box-room is it?"" asked Chris-
{ine kecnly. -

‘* Number twelve, in the upper cor-
ridor,”’ . replied Long. ‘I can tell you,
they go in thero, and plot and plan.
Its a kind of secret sociely, and yen
can't got n the Dboxroom without
giving the password.”

‘“.Password ?"’

“Yes: and.socret tapz on the door,
too!"" said Long mystoriously. “ Thero
you are—I’ve told you now' If you were
spor(s, vou'd let me go. And I advisa
you to be on your guard, because there's
bound to be something happening
soon !”’

Christine and Talmadge looked al ona
anolher,

“Aro you trving lo spool us, you
little blighter®’ demanded Dol suspi-
ciously.

“0Of course notl!”
“IVs tho truth®”

“Well, it doesn’t sound hike 1t,”" re-

snoried Toddy.

marked Talmadge. ‘““ Secret  taps!
Passwords! Whal rot! TLel's drop the
young beggar tn a puddle !’

T'eddy Long panted with alarm.

““ You—you rolters!’ he gaspe:l,
““Ii’'s true, I tell you! Tf you don't
believe me, ask some of the others! I'm
not asking you to take my bare word,
although you ought to do that withont
making all this fuss. I'm a truthfu!
chap—I vever tell ary whapoers.”
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Bob Christine slaggered. .

** Hold mo up; I feel fainl:”’ he said
weakly. ** Oh, my hat! \What a nerve!
He never lells whoppers—and ho's the
most expert liar in the whole giddy
Remove! Well, you little worm, you
deserve to escape for having such a
nerve! Now let’s have some morve
details.” L

“T—T don't know any more details,”
protested Long. - Ain't T told you
cnough? Nipper and his blessed ecrew
are up to something fishy in that box-
room, and I'll bet il's against you
Monks.”

" Box-room No. 12, you said?”’

" Yes, at the end of the corridor.”

Christine and Talmadge looked at on»
another again.

* Well, T think we'll let him off.”
vaid Christine. *‘I'll bet he's telling
whoppers, but we shall have to chance
that. Clear off, you litlle worm!”

Teddy Long, only {oo glad to be
released, scultled off across the Triangle.
He disappeared into the Ancient Houze,
and the two College House fellows stood
for some few moments under the old
chestnuts.

“I've got half an idea that there's
something in this.”” said Bob Christine.
“* Nipper and his lot have been too quiat
st recently; and when they’re too
quiet it means that there’s something
brewing. You can bel your last cent
that there's something 'in the wind
acainst us.”

‘Falmadge scratched his head.

* Yes; but dash it all, what can they
do m a box-room?’ he asked. *‘ They

may be plotling something, of course,

but-—T'll tell you what,” he added sud-
denly. " Let's go round the Ancient
House and have a look up at the window
of that box-room. If there’'s a light
there, it'll prove that Long was telling
the truth.” _

This scemed a good suggestion, and
the two juniors hurried across the damp
Triangle, until they oould gain a clear
view of the west side of the Ancient
House. They were fairly well versed
i the geography of the school, and
they knew where to look for the box-
room windows. Numnber twelve, aa
Teddy Long had said, was at the end of
tho corridor; therefore it weuld be the

last winclow.
My hat?’ said Christine. ' There’s

a light there right enough.”
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It was not very noticeable, for tho
heavy blind was drawu closely, and only
one or two cracks of light leaked oul.
Bul it proved hevond doubt that Teddy
J.ong had been telling the truth—to a

asked

" cerlain extent, at all events.

“* Well, what shall we do?"
Talmadge.

“T'Il tell you whal we’ll do,” replinl
Bob Christine grimly. ** We'll buzz
indoors, and call a council at once.”

is "!)

A council?

“Yes. We'll hold a giddy meeling,
and -discuss the matter in all its bear-
ings,’”’ said the leader of the Collego
House juniors. ** We're certainly not
oing lo sit still and let these blessed
"osstls get ahead of us. If there's some
Jape in the wind, we'll ind out what it
12, and then turn the tables.”

As a mauter of fact, the pair were
rather excited, and they immediately
hurried _indoors, and went straight to
Study Q. ‘Then Talmadge went round
o the other studies. and collected a
number of fellows—Clapson, Oldfield,
Page, Harron, Yorke, and a few othera.

By the time they all erowded into
Christine’s study, that apartment was
fairly well packed; and all the juniors
were anxious to know:what this hurried
meeting had been called for.

“Don’t all jaw at once !’ said Chris-
line. holding up his hand. *“Ii’s jollv
important that we should deal with this
thing at once. Nipper and his gang
have gol some wheeze up against ue,
and the only course for us to adopt is
to spy out what it is, and then deliver
a counter-stroke,”

‘A \\'heeZB?” Sﬂid é.]apso'n_ ‘ol ‘tht
kind of a wheeze 7" .

" My dear chap, that's what we’ve got
to find out,”’ said Christine. *‘ Lend me
your ears, my children, and I'll whisper
sweet nothings into them Y )

And Christine proceceded to tell his
followers what he had learned. They
were somewhal sceptical when they
heard that Teddy Long was the source
of information. However, Bob somewhat
convinced them after he explained how
he and Talmadge had seen the crack of
hght procceding from tho mysterious
box-room. -

** Whether there's. anylhing in the
yarn or not, we've got to take action,”
went on Christine. ** We s:mply, can't
afford to stand still. and let these Foseila
get ahead of us.”
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“ Whal's your idea, then?" asked Old-
ficld.

 Well, lo begin with, we've got to
discover what those chaps are doing in
that  Dbox-room,’” replied Christine,
" There's only one way to get to work.
Il be a sheer waste of time to ask
questions, We must look into it for our-
sclves. '’

“Yes, but how?"” asked Yorke.:

‘““How? By pgoing to the box-room
and looking round, of course!”

‘The other juntors slared.

““Dash it all, that’s easier said than

TIE BOX-ROOM Is

evening. The thing's gol to Lo done
sccretly—in olher words, after lights-out,
when everything's still and calm.”

“ Phew!' whistled Yorke. “But
that’ll be pretty risky!"”

“We can’'t expect to achieve any
object unless we take a fow risks,” said
Christine, ‘I wanl one or two picked
chaps with me, and then we’'ll sally oul
upon tins tonr of investigation to-night.
By hook or by crook weﬁl gel into that
box-room and probe the mysteries cf
this dread secret!”

‘““ Good 1dea !
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exclatmed Oldfield

done!”’

inloe the Ancient House? It's a ten-

to-ono chance we shall be spotted and.
kicked oul on our giddy necks. And even G
il we munage to escape that, we shall! Christine.

fipd the box-room locked when we get to
Bob. old

it, It's nol worth chancing,
son.”’

Christine smiled paliently.

“ My dear, fatheaded asses:” he ex:
claimed.  “ You'ra all off:side—youre

groping in the dark. T'm nol suggesl-

ing that we should enter the Ancient
House row, or al any time during the'

dubiously. |
‘““ What's going to happen if we snecak i madge.

“TI'Il voluntear, Christy,” said Tal-

“ Count me. too.”’” pul in Clapson.
““ Sama here,”” smid Yorke.

““ Good—that’s enough:” said Dol
““It would be too risky for
more than four of us to go. We'll fix
the time at half-past ten. So you thres
chaps have gol to keep awake after the
prefect has put the giddy hights out.”

“You can trust us.” said Talmadge.

“I's not often we have anything up

againsi the Aucient House, so we sha'n't
miss this chance of scoring. Dersonally,
I reckon wo ought to wait until eleven,
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By Lhat time most of the masters will
have gone to their rooms, and there’ll
be less risk of us being spotted.’’

Bob Christine nodded.

‘* Perhaps you’re cight,”” he agreed.
" Right-ho—we'll say eleven o’clock,
sharp on the stroke!”

There was a considerable argument
for some little time, many of the junioys
considering that at least six or eight
fellows ought to be in the expedition.
But Christine was firm. He maintained
that four would be ample. A larger
party would be more inclined to give it-
sclf away, and four, in any case, woulil
easily bo able to give a good account of
themselves if it came lo a scrap.

And so, after a lot of unnecessary
tulking the meeling broke wup. The
Monks kept their plans very secret, and
not a word of what was afoot leaked
out. They were determined to discover
the truth about box-room Ne. 12 in the
Ancient Tlouse, and they were certainly
not going lo let their rivals have any
inkling as {o their intentions.

Bedtime came at last, and Christine
and.Co. went up to their dormitory in
the ordinary way. A keen observer
might have noticed that thero was u
slight air of subdited excitement among
certain of the juniors, but upon the
whole the Monks managed to keep
themselves well in control.

Carlile of the Sixth was the prefect
who saw lights-out in the Remove dor-

mitory. He certainly noticed that things |

were slightly different to usual. The
juniors did not seem to be quile so
sleepy, and just before he had entered
there had been hasty warnings whispered
round. DBut Carlile was not a suspiciou-
fellow. and he did net think much of
Lhese litile signs. So he turned oul the
lights without asking any questions, znd
went his way. .

“ Good !’ murmured Bob Christine.

The dormitory was in tolal darkness,
and was now left to ilself for the night.

Unless somelhing of an unusual nature
took place, no prefect or master would
visit the dormitory until the morrow.
And the time was just after nine-thirty,
And Christine warned his companions
against talking, for a prowling master
or a prefect might hear, and commence
mvestigations,

'I'he old clock boomed oul the hour of
ten, and the Remove dormitory in the
College Ilonse was still and quiet,

Al
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lulk had died away, and new cnly the
steady breathing of tho juniors could be
heard in the long, dark room. The
fellows were laking heed of Cheistine's
warning in a vely thorough manner,
And the explanation, of ccurse, was

simrle.

They had all fallen sound asleep, and
there was aboul one chance in ten
thousand of them awakening at the
stroke of eleven, according to the care-
fully prepared programme., Bui, happily
for the Monks' plan, Bob Christine him-
self remained awake. He was the leader,

and under no ecireumstances could he
allow himself to doze. .

“You chaps asleep?” whispered
Christine cautiously,

No reply.

**Jolly  enlhusiastic, ain't  wou??
growled Christine disgustedly. * Can’t
even keep awake for a half-hour., We

should look pretty blue if we relied on

any of you bounders to keep awake.'’ .
As nobody heard this remark it re-

mained unanswered, |

And by a quarter-past ten. Christine
himself was feeling decidedly sleepy. He
heard the quarter hour chime out. And
then, a few seconds later the half hour
chimed outl—at least, so it secmed to
Christine,

He sat up with a jerk and rubbed his
eyes.

“My only hat!” he gasped. “ I must
have dozed! What o lucky thing the
chiming of the clock woke me up. This
won't do!” -

He slipped out of bed, paced up and
down until he felt chilly, and then stood
looking at the cosy sheets and blankets
just dimly visible in the gloom,

They looked iremendou:ly tempting,
and for a mowment he was half inclined
to slip back into bed. But this, as he
knew, would probably be fatal. And so
he donned hs clothing and then sat on
the edge of the bed—half-dozing, half-
awake, but unable o sleep properly in
such a position,

And as cleven o'clock struck he roused
himself and shivered slightly. :
** Thank goodness!' he muttered. ‘1
couldn’t stick that much longer. Once

we're on the move it'll be 0. K.”

IHe bproceeded Lo the beds of Yorke,
Talmadge and Clapson, and he gave each
junior a vigorous shake in turn.

* ! \vg'hal,'s up?’ grumbled Tal-

madge zleepily. * Lemme alone! 1
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' “The dcor opened slowly and then a hand shot out, grasped Teddy iong by the
neck; and twisted him round.
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wag just dreaming that T had a new
motor-bike—""

‘“ Never mind your dreams!’ nder-
rupted Christine Lriskly. “It’s eleven
o'clock—time to get up. Nice bright
chaps, ain’t you? All falling off to slceL)
and forgetting about the wﬁecze. Buc

up, my sons!”’

‘““ Goal "’ said Yorke absently. ¢ That
makes three up!”’

‘““Eh?” grinned Christine.
chap dreaming!”’

Y I—]— R\'hy, hallo!” mutitered
Yorke, sitting up. . ‘" What tho dickens
aro you doing out of bed, Christine?”

‘“ Waiting for you to get up.”

“ But it’'s dark—— Oh, I remember!”
said Yorke. ‘‘ Here, I say! Let's chuck

‘“ Another

it 1||:! After all, we couldn’t find out
much by going over to the Ancient
House. It’s cold, and shivery, and "

‘““ You—you backsliders!"’ said Chris-
tine witheringly. ‘' I'll give you just
ien seconds to get out of bed. Tf you
haven't moved by that time T'll get one
of thoe giddy water jugs!”

The threat had due effect. for all three
juntors hopped out of bed and hastily
commenced dressing. Once they were
into their clolthes they forgot all about
sleepiness. And then they stole out of
the dormitory like so many shadows.
But in the corridor all was silent and
dark, bul it was necessary lo go very
cauliously, for it was quite possible that
a masler or two would be about.

‘“ Follow me, and don’'t Dbreathe a
sownd !”” whispered Christine,

They passed downstairs in single file,
creeping carefully, and secretly alarmed
at the extraordinary number of c¢reaks
which the stairs set up. This was
- eurtous, too, for the stairs never seemed
to creak during the daytime,

However, the four conspirators arrived
in the lower passage without mishap.
'T’"his was by no menns the first time they
had slipped out of doors after lights-out,
and they knew an easy way. There was
a littlo window at the end of the study
passage which led directly oul into a
corner of the Triangle.

This window, of course, ‘was always
kept sccurely locked at night time, and
there had been some talk about having
bars fixed across it on the outside.  If
this was done it would put a stop to the
juriors’ goings and comings. Not that

tha juniors were -worrred.- --There were-i starts clmbing up.”’

other ways of getting out.
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However, this was the easiest, and
Bob Christine softly slipped back the
catch and raised the lower sash, It was
only a very srhall window, and with the
sash fully up there was just sufficient
room for a lithe junior to slip through.
The four Removites managed to make
the passage, and they found themselves
out in the cold, dark Triangle under the
cloudy sky. '

It was rather-windy, and there vas a
cold rawness about the air which made
the juniors pull their jackets tighter
eound them. So far as they coul
there were only ono or two lights show.
Ing in upper windows—indicating that
everybody had already gone up to bed,
even if they were not yet aslecp.

The four conspirators did not cross the
Triangle directly, but made their way
round, skirting the old walls. And at
last they arrived at the Ancient House.
Thus far their progress had been simple,
but something of a problem now con-
fronted them. How would they be able
to gel into the building on this side?

There was a passage window closely
corrasponding to the one in the College
House, but this was securely locked on
the inside. Chrisbine tried it just to
satisfy himself, and then stepped back
shaking his head.

““No, we can’l get in Lhat way.” he
said softly. * There’s only one thing for
it, I reckon. I shall have to shin up Lhe
ivy on the olher wall and nip into one
of the landing windows. That little one
at the corner is gonerally open at the
top.”’

“ Too risky!" said Yorke.

“Of course it is,”’ agrced Clapson,
‘“You might fall and break your silly
leg or something. Belter go round thae
back and squeeze into a pantry window."”’

‘“ After pulling out the iron bars, I
suppose?’’ suggested Christine tarlly.

““Byv Jingo! I'd forgotten the bars!”

“TI badn’t!’ said Bob, * All the
windows on the domestic side are barred.
No. my sons, the only way is to climb
up the ivy. You needn’t be afraid, Il's
thick enough, and the rools are strong.
I sha'n’t fall.”

‘* Yea. but we shall all have to climb
up.” said Talmadge. ‘" Not that I mind
—I'm game if you are. 1 was only
thinking that the ivy will probably be.a
bit weakened when the fourth chap

Bob Christine sighed.

5¢0 -



THE SECRLET OF

“ Why 1s it I chose a dotiy lunatic lo
come along 7’ he asked plaintively. * I'm
gong up the ivy alone, and when I get
imside 1 shall slip down and open the

lititle window in the lower passage.
lll]avgn't. you got brains cnough to see
t at.li -

- All right—keep your hair on!”’ said
‘Talmadge. *‘ I understand.’

~And witheut any further ado DBob
¢ hristine commenced the ascent. It was
not at all difhcult, and by no means
dangerous, provided that due precaulion
was taken. And Bob was very cuarelul.

He arrived at a small landing window,
and he had no difficulty in pushing it up.
Tho next second he was inside, and the
other three juniorg went round to the
little corridor wincfow on the other side.

They bad not long to wait.

Three minutes had scarcely eclapsed
before the window was cauliously pushed
np. |

‘Al quiet,” whispered Christine,
Jooking out. “‘ Slip in, and don't talk!”

Yorke and Talmmadge and Clapson
alipped in. They were filled wilth sub-
dued excitement. for there was some-
thing about this expedition which
thrilled them. They were on a voyage
of discovery—they were about to learn
the big secret,

And they were already in the enemy’s
country!

— e

CITIAPTER IV.

TIIE GREAT SECRET!

HADOWS stealing along--stealthily
S and noiselessly. .
This is what Christine and Co.
resemibled as they made their way
along the upper corridor of the Ancient
House. 'They felt fairly safe now—they
had passed through the denger zone
without any untoward incident.

And now they had arrived at the
corridor where the box-rooms were
situated, and this corridor was quite
isolated from the inhabited portions of
the building.
reasonable precaution
chance of their beinf
they c¢ould talk in lo
much risk. T

'* Now, that’'s the door,”” whispered
{%ob Christine; * that one at the end.

ithin that aparlment, my sons, is the
grim and sinister mystery of the Ancienl

there was no
discovered. And
W voices wilthout

F

So long as they exercised | _
architecture of the school?’ demanded
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Order of Fossile, It 1s our business in
find out whal that inystery consists of.”

* There’s no need to make a song
about it!”’ breathed Yorke. * Lel's get
inside !’

But this was easier ¢aid than done.

Christine had come armed with an
electric torch, and he flashed the light
upon the door. Ha (ried the handle, but
the door refused to budge; it was, 1n
fact, securely locked.

“Thought so!’ multered Bob. ‘* And

i’'s no good trying any other keys,
either. 'l%ne rolters have fixed a new
lock on this door—can't you sce?

They’vo put one of those new patent
lutch locks on!”’

" Phew !"* whistled Clapson.
pretly significant,”

“Of what?'

“Why, it’s evident that this secret is
being carefully guarded.” replied Clap-
son shrewdly. * Locks of that kind cost
money, and Nipper and Co. wouldn’t
buy one especially for this door unless
they were jolly anxious to keep
strangers out. No, we can't do anything
here.”

“Then we've had our
mx+?"’ said Yorke gruffly.

Chnistine frowned.

*“ Looks like il,”’ he muttered. ** PDash
it all. I don’t like to give it up so jolly
quickly, thongh. Still, we can't bust the
door down. can we? For one thing. it
would make (oo much noise. and it
wouldn’t Dhe ericket, either. And it's
absolutely hopeless Lo attempt to pick
the lock.”

“ Then whal's to be done?”’

. Chrisline considered bhefore answering.
Matlers did not look very hopeful at the
moment. and thera was not the slightost
doubt that the Monks had met with a
serious check.

‘* Now, let me see,’”” murmured Chric-
line. ' There are five box-rooms im thiy
passage—a fairly big one al cither end,

““That's

journey for

and three small ones in between. Yes,
that’s right; they're underneath the
‘gables.”

“The what?” : !

‘“IHaven’t you ever studied the.é{fldy

Bob. *‘ You know this is a jolly old
wing, and from outside there aro iwo
triangular gables, exactly matching one
another. Jach gable has a window

underneath, and there are three windows

in between—-they’re the

windows of)
these five box-rooms.” o
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“This 1s gelling uws a long way, isn'l
it?"" asked Talmadge tartly.

“ Well, you don’t know,"” said Chris-
tine thoughUfully. * Let’s go into the
other box-rooms. 1t's struck me that
there night be a litlle ledge running
along, and if we can slip along that, wo
can get in by the window '

“ But there isn't a ledge!" protesled
Yorke.

“There isn’l one visible fromm below,
but there might be one, all the same.”
went on Christine. ‘' Anvhow, I'mm not
going 1o give il up without a big effort.
Yorke, you walch al the end of the
rnssuge, and give us the tip if some-
ady comes along.”

Yorke didn't quite like it,
agreed.

Christine and Telmadego and Clapson
went into tho nearest box-room. It was
cinply, except for some dusly trunks and
nacles of a simtlar nalure. The juniors
tried the window, but it was stuck.

They weant inlo the next box-room,
which was the end one—the box-roowm
under the further gable. It was much
larger than the three smell apartments
tn the centre of the passage; the window
was larger, too. 'The juniors moved
across to it, and tho lower sash was
cauttously raised.

Christine looked out, and then with-
drew his hoad.
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‘““ No good "' he announced. ‘' A giddy
fly couldn’t do it!"

The window was closed. and {tho
juniors turned to go out of Lhe aparl-
menl. ‘They weore feeling somowhat dis-
appointed, for it was becoming more evi-
dent than evor that they would have to

reclurn Lo lheir own quarters einpiy-
handed.

h‘i‘-\nd then DBob Christine eame to a
alt.

““My only hat!” he brealhed softlv.

““What's the malter?’ azked Tal.
madge.

““ Look—look up there!”

Bob directed the light from his Lorch
upon the ceiling, and there, in the
contvo of il, was a liltle square trap-
door, obviously leading up into the roof

Space beneath the gablo. ‘I'he other
juniors examined il casually.
“Well, what of it?”" said Clapson.

“T can’L seo anything startlling.’’

“Thal 6nly proves you haven't any
braing,”’ replied Christine politelv. ** Tho
smaller box-room we went into jusl now
didn’t have any trap-door in the roof
like Lhia, DBut this room exactly cor-
responds lo No. 12—il’'s bhoncath tho
opposite gable.”

“ Well, we know thalt; you needn’t
tell us something we'ro alreadv aware
of.” whispered Talmadge. ‘ What if it
does correspond?”’

“If you'd only use your wits, you'd
be a Dbit moro astule,” said Christine.
““It's nol at all certain, but Lhere's
quile a big possibility that tho large box-
room at the olhor end has got a trap-
door in the roof just like this one. Don'i
you sece?"’

(‘lapson breathed qurickly.

“DBy Jove!' he exclaimed. ‘' You--
you mean that wo might be able lo get
up here, and crawl over the raflers (-
the other trap-door?”’

“ Kxactly.”

“Of course, it's jual possible,’’ said
Talmadge dubiously. “I calech on to
tha wheezo now all right. DBut there
won't be any olher trap-door., my sona.
This ono was made so that the builder
chaps could go up to msako ropairs, if
necessary.  One's quite enough; thev
wouldn’t have provided iwo.”

““ Well, you never know,'" said Chris-
tine. “I reckon ilt's quile likely Lhat
there's one in each gable. IlU's worlh
irying, anyhow. Ifelch Yorkey, and
we'll hoist ourselves up.”

‘I'he Monks woro alive with fresh hope.
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Yorke was fetched in, and he announced
that everything was still. The door ol
the box-room was closed, and the juniors
procecded to pilo up the trunks and
boxes in a kind of pyramid.

** It doesn’t look particularly safe. but
I dare say it'll bear the weight all
right,” said Christine. ‘““If that lot
topples over there'll be a fearful crash,
and wo shall bo caught red-handed; so
you chaps had better hold on tight.”

The juniors promised to do so, and
Christino cautiously climbed up until he
was slanding on the topmost box. From
this position he was aEle to just reach
the trap-door. e pushed hard, and the
wooden covering was forced up. Inei-
dentally, a cloud of dust descended into
Christine’s face.

But he didn't care. Ho grasped the
edge of tho opening, and swung himse!f
up. A moment later he was standing
precariously on the rafters, with the lwo
sloping roofs of the gable coming down
to a point. Ho swilched on his electric
torch, and searched round. His only faar
was that there would be no way through
to the corresponding gable.

Then he caught his breath in. There
was just a little space between the brick-
work and the roof. At first sight it
seemed too small; but Christine manage 1
to squeeze through. He now found him-
self over the threo smaller box-rooms,
and tho spaco between the rafters and
the roof was so restricted {that he was
obliged to crawl on his hands and knees.
Agzain ho squeezed through between the
Lrickwork and tho roof. Ho paused,
only half-way, for the light of his torch
vevealed a trap-door, exaclly similar 1o
tho one ho had passed through.

‘“ Ripping?’ murmured Christine,
with a chirrup, -
" Ho pulled himself back, and returned
as quickly as possible to the open trap.
MHe looked down, and those below saw a
grimy, flushed face.

“Jt's O.K.—I was right!' panled
Christine. * There’s another trap-door,
and we can get Lhrough. One of you
chaps can. come up, and the other two
must remain on guard.’”’

Thero was a bit of wrangling as (o
who should remain, and it was finally
decided by a toss. Yorko was the one
who accompanied Christine. In a few

moments ho was up in the roof spaco
besido his leader.

And the pair proceeded to crawl along
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until they arrived at the other trap-door.
They were dusty, grimy, and hot; but
they didn't mind this. Success was
within their grasp, and they had no
thoughts for anything else.

Yorke held the light while Christine
cautiously pulled open the trap-door. [t
responded easily, and came up at once.
Then, with the light turned downwards,
the two juniors stared into the room -of
mystery,

‘They were cxpecting to seo something
very unusual and out of the common.
The secrecy of the whole business hinted
that Box<room No. 12 contained some-
thing of an extraovdinary character.

And Bob Christine and Roddy Yorke
wero keenly disappointed. '

I'or they could see nothing out of the
ordinary. Down below, in the apart-
ment, there wero several trunks, and a
couplo of tables. 'The tables wero
covered with various piles of papers.
Thero were ink-pots, and there was even
a drawing-board., DBut this was not par-
ticularly startling. '

J

“Well, I'm Dblessed!” whispered
Yorke. ‘' It's a swindle!” i
‘“We don’t know yet—wo'll see,” said’
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Christine. “ I'll drop down first, and
you'd betier lend me a hand. I don't

want to descend with too much of o
bump-n

Christine lowered himself, and then,
when he was hanging in mid-air, he
grasped Yorke's band, and was thus
enabled to drop still lower belore letling
go. He descended upon the floor wilh
only a slight bump. |

“ What about me?’”’ whispered Yorke.

“You’d betler stay up there.” replivd
Christine softly. ‘1 ecan have a look
round’ here all right; and I shall want
vouu to lend mo a hand when I come
out—-—"" :

“Rats!' said Yorke. * The door’s
fitted with a lalch lock, and we can get
oul that way.”

‘“ By Jove, so wo can!”

Chrisline tried it, and found that the
door opencd at once. When the juniors
left, 1t would only bo necessary to pull
the door to and it wonld again be
locked. and nobody could know that the
room had been entered.

Yorke replaced the cover of the trap,
and made his way back over the rafters.
It was hiz inlention to return to Tal-
madge and Clapson, and, after leaving
everylhing in its norinal state, the threo
juniors would come along to the secrct
box-room, and Christine, of course,
would at once admit them.

Bob. in the meantime, was making

good use of his time.

He looked. round carefully, and then
contred his attention upon one of the
tables. There were all sorts of papers
lving there, with close writing upon
them. to say nothing of sundry Dblots
- al intervals.

Bul the thing which inleresled Chris-
tine most was a neally pinned logether
little book, about seven inches by hive
in size, and consisting of eighl pages.
It was not a printed journal. but
appavently a preliminary: make-up of
one. There was a heading, exccuted in
mmk, and a rough pen-and-ink sketch
below. Turning the pages over, ('hris-
tine's heart beat more swiftly. The
pages inside were blank, but each was
ruled off into columns, numbered, and
each page had its proper heading; and
here and there were titles of various
contributions.

*““Well, I'm blessed!” mutlered Chris-
tino excitedly.

He knew at a glance that this was| culalo
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{on of what the real thing would be lika.
However, it was tremendously inlorest-
ing and instructive. It told Bob Chris-
line all ho wanted to know.

‘“ So that's the game, is il?" he
brealhed. ‘‘I thought it was something
special, The bounders! Tho artiul

rotters! They moean to spring o surprise
on the whole giddy school with this—
but they jolly well won’t do it!”

He picked up other papers, and com-
menced reading them. They proved to
be greatly interesting, for he hardly
heard a faint tap which sounded upon
the door. It was repealed, and Chris-
tine walked swiftly over.

He turned the knob of the latch lock,
and cautiously opencd the door. Hua
three chums wero oulside, eager and

expectunt, : .
“Come in, and don't make a noiso!"
whispered Bob. “ Don’t touch any-

thing; we mustn’'t let Nipper and his
crowd know that wo've been here. And
if we leave any clues behind, they'll
jump at the truth in a minute.”

Talmadge and Clapson looked round.
They couldn't see much, because Lhe
light from the electric torch was contretl
upon the floor.

“ Why, there’s -nothing much hero!”
said Talmadge. .

“Isn't there?’ asked Christine
grimly. _ * Listen, my sons! Nipper
and Co. are planning tho bigmest thing
that's ever been brought off by tho
Remove! And we're out of it—we'ro
left absolutely in the cold! Thesa
Ancient House chaps are planning to
spring the biggest surprise that's evor
been worked.”

“Yes, but what is il?" asked Yorke
quickly.

“ A mag!”

“ A which?

“ A what?”

‘** A magazine!"

‘“ A—a magazine?"’
staring. ‘' But—but

‘“ A giddy school magazine, run on-
tirely by the Remove!” went on Bob
Christine grimly. * Now do you freeze
on to it? IUs here—not the finished
article, but a kind of general make-up
The price 1s going to be a penny, and
all the contributions are by Roemoveo
chaps. By what I can see, it'll be a
junior mag, appealing particularly to
tho lower school; but 1t’ll probably cir-
among Lhe seniors and tho

ropealed Yorka,

~not a finished article, but morely a skelo- | masters, loo."
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‘“My only hat!”

. Well, 1I'm blessed !

" A—a magazine! And wo'ro lefl out
of il!” said Talmadge. ‘‘ No wonder
. the bounders were so secretive! I can
understand it now. My goodness! What
are you lgoing to do about it, Christy?”’

Bob Christine looked grim.

I don't know yet,”” he replied.
** Something’s got Lo be done, of course.
Wo simply can’t allow this to go on—
we can’t allow these IFossils to steal .a
march on us like this. Just have a look
at it, my sons, I reckon it’s going to
_I:Iu_a a pretty decent mag. by the time it’s
done.”

_The three juniors examined the pre-
liminary copy with much interest. .

““ There’s going to be a drawing on
the front page by the look of it,”” said
Yorke. ‘ Then inside there!ll be some-
thing by the cditor—* Topical Mixture,’
—~which will probably be a colloction of

l'unngI remorks, Then there’s an article
by Handforth, and a piece of giddy
poetry! And look here! I'm blessed

if there isn't a pago reserved here for
.an article by that ass, Tucker!”
. *““"And a serial story, too!" interrupted
Talmadge. ‘' say, this is a bit rolten,
you know. These Fossils will be swank-
ing about like the dickens after this
mag. has been produced. We're left out
of it—we’re nowhere! AWe sha'n’t be
able to hold our giddy heads up !’
- ' 'We'll gsee about that,”’ said Christine
gruffly. “ You needn’t think Im going
to let this pass unheeded, my sons,
And look here—this is evidently the copy
for a poster.” |

‘““ A poster!”’ ‘

'“ Yes, you know—a placard!” said
Christine. ‘ Perhaps they’re going to
have some printed and they’ll hang
about the school a few days before the
rag is published. I expect they’ll pro-
duce a lot of copics on one of those dupli-
cating machines. Lots of school mag-
azines are produced like that."

Christine” held up & large sheet of
paper which he had found on the table.
Unfolded it was seen to have the follow-
ing words printed upon it in large,
rough, capital letters. It had evidently
been executed with a paint brush dipped
in ink.
‘ Look Out! It’s Coming!! Il's Nearly

. Heto ! _
On Wednesday, November 23rd!:
Be Ready For It!
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For What?
The Necalest, DBrightest, Snappiest,
Wittiest School Magazine That Has
Ever Been Produced!
Full Of Ginger IFFrom Cover To Cover!
Price 1d.—Worth 1/-
Be Ready For It Next Wednesday !

You Can’t Mistake The Title—
Nipper's Magazine!!!”

** They mean big husiness, anyhow.’
said Clapson. ‘“ My hat! I can't help
admiring the bouuders, you know. This
15 a ripping stunt, and a magazine of
this sort will go down tremendously.
Everybody in the school will get a copy,
and 1t’'ll bo n roaring success.™

*“ Will it ?” said Bob Christine, ' Dou't
you believe it, my lad.. Weo've nmde
this discovery, and we're going to take

the wind out of Nipper's sails. We'ro
jolly well going one better!"” S
“T'll tell you what!”’ put in Yarke.

‘“ What's wrong with the 1dea of wreck-
ing the whole giddy place? We'll pinch
all this copy, and make it impossible for
them to bring the mag. out?”’

“*Jolly good 1idea!” said Talmadge
promptly. -

Bob Christine shook his head.

“No, I draw the line at that,”” he
said. ‘It would hardly be playing the

ame. After all, this stunt isn’t any- -
thing up against us. We're left out of
it, certainly, but it's not a House jape.
Therefore it wouldn't’be cricket to make
mincemeat of this box-room. I've got
a better idea.” :

‘“What is it?? .

“ We've got practically a week,”” sai
Christine—** five days, anyhow. Why
shouldn’t we produce a school mag. of
our own?”’ )

“Eh1”

““ « Christine's Journal! That sounds
all right,” went on Bob enthusiastically.
‘“ How docs it strike you, my children?
By working hard and x:ushmg it wo can
get the whole thing finished by Tuesday,
the 22nd. Then we can flood the whole
giddy -scheol with copies the day beforo
Nipper’s rag makes its appearance,
That'll Le one in the eye for the
Fossils!” - .

The other juniors were flushed with
excitement.

“ Oh, porgeous!”
“That's the idea,

said

Talmadge.
Christy!

There's

{pothing to beat it We'll be out with-a
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magazine first, and leach these Fossils a
thing or two! Collecge House for over!™

‘“ Hurrah !’ '

“ You—you asses!”’ gasped Chrisline,
‘“Don't make all that noise. ‘‘ Now
let's slip out quiotly and get bnck to our
own dormitory.”

Very cnre[uﬁy they replaced the papers
cxactly as they had been found. Then
like shadows they crept out of the box-
room and pulled the door to with a click
behind them,

Exactly fifteen minutes later every-
Lhing was still and quiet. and Christine
and Co. were back in their beds. Their
mission had been successful—and the
great secrel was in their possession.

CHAPTER V.

y MANY CONTRIBUTIONS.

ANDFORTII entered Study C
H with a sheaf of crumpled paper
in his hand, and a dreamy look

in his eye.

It was just after toa-time on the
following day. and Tommy Watson and
Sir Montie and I were busy at our prep,
As o matler of fact, we were hurrying
soinewhat, as we wnnted to get upslairs
to the Jiditorial Office.

The secret’s out now, so I might ns
well be frank. Between ourselves we
call box-room No. 12 “ The Editorial
OfRce.”” Not very many fellows in the
Remove knew t{he secret—only those
who could be trusted. I wasn’t quite
sure about Handforth, but I had onl
told him becauso I knew well enoug
that he would huve scenled something
upusual, and would have noised it
throughout the Remove. So I had
taken him into the secrel almost at
once.

Other fellowa who were ‘“in  the
know 7 included Church and McClure,
Whatson and Tregellis-West, Fatty Little,
.Timothy Tucker. PIitt, Goodwin and
Jack Grey. All these fellows could be
trusted—even ‘Tucker. And
keeping il entirely to ourselves until the
first number of the new magazino was
ready for publication.

The idea, of course, was by né means
a new one, There wero hundreds of
school magazines in existence already—
there was even one at St. Frank’s. DBut
this was a stodgy affair produced monthly
by the seniors, and the junior section of
the school never even condescended to

WwWe were
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glanee at il. It was dull from the first
line Lo the last,

I had Lherefore decided to bring oul
a little journal iwhich would appeal to
the Remove in particular and the whole
school in general. Il was, of course, an
experiment, but I was fairly certain that
it would be a moderate success.

And T thought the eflect would be all
the better if the whole thing was kept
quiel until a few days before the first
number was due to appear. Iiven
Christine and Co. were kept out of it—
although il was my inlention -to invile
the leading lights of the College House
Remove (o contribule short stories and
articles in due course. 1 had cerlainly
no suspicion then that the Monks were
already in possession of the secret,

Hundforth closed the door of Study C,
and looked us over.

“TIve just brought the first instalment
of my new serial—/"' he began.

“Cut it out!”" I interrupted briskly.
““ My dear old Handy, haven’t I told
you that these things are only to be dis-
cussed within the sacred portals of the
Kdilorial Office? Wail unltil later on.”

Handforth looked rather blank.

“Oh, yes—I forgol thal!" he said. .
“ Well, lel’s go up now.”

“We shall be there in len minutes’
time.”” T replied. “ We've practically
got the first number all ready for press,
and to-night we shall be busy on the
inake-up of No. Two.”

“This mag. is taking
time,”’ remarked Watson.

‘““ VWell. naturally, it tukes up a certain
amount,’”’ I agreed. *‘‘ You can’t expect
to run a mag. withoul devoling a good
bit of attention (o il. But once we're
on the run it’ll be easier. The firsl few
numbers are always the most diflicult.,
When il’s really going iU’'ll practically
look after itself—the printers will know
precisely how to bung the stuff in, and
we shall only have (o read the proofs,
But, as I said before. Lhis 1s no place
to discuss the mmatter.”

So Edward QOswald was compelled Lo
watt for nnother quarter of an hour.
By that time our prep. was finished, and
we hurried up to the Editorial Office,
without any undue show of haste. Iand-
forth was already there, to say nothing
of Pitt, and Grey and 1. T.

We entered the box-room and cave-
fully closed the door. Two or three
candles were lit—for eleclic light was

up a lot of
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not laid on in the box-rooms—and the
blind was closely drawn,

“Heard fromr the printers?” asked
Pitt.
“ I don’'t expect lo hear until to-

morrow,” I replied. * Everything's
going on all right, and there’s no need
to be nnpatient. What we've got to do

to-night 13 to sort out some contributions
This magazine is going
and the only

for No. Two.
to be run on proper lines,

THE BOX-ROOM 25

you know the stuff is absciunteiy rip-
ping.”’ said Handiorth airily. “ I'm the
last chap in the world to boast, and I’m
simply speaking the truth when 1 say
that this serial 1s the most extraordinary

highwayman yarn that's ever been
penned, ™

“ Highwayman yarn*’ 1 ealed
“ Who's it about—Dick 'I‘m‘pinﬁ
Handforth smiled pityingly,

“Just like all the other editors—

FROM NEXT WEEK & ONWARDS
our LONG COMPLETE STORY uwill
be INCREASED to 30,000 WORDS.

THE HEAD'S OTHER SELF

Is the Title of Next Week’s Story,

and as it is the opening of a Grand
: New Powerful Series E

IMPORTANT
should make sure of Next Week’s

that

IT IS

you

=

Number by ordering THIS WEEK.

OuUT ON WEDNESDAY.

way (o do it is to get the copy well 1n
advance.”

** Aboul my serial—"" began lland-
lGI’lh. )

* As a matler of fact, we sha'n't have
room for another serial for five or six
weeks,”” T mterrupted. ‘* The paper 13
not particularly big, and we can’t give
{co much space to serial stortes.”

‘ Why. you—you rotler!” snorted
NMandforih. “I've written this yarn
«wpecially for the magazine! Il increase
lﬂc circulation by thousands: It’'ll Le
the talk of the whole country! It's the
tinest cerial that was ever written!”

‘“ Nothing like being modest,” mur-
snred 1Pitt.

* There's no need to he medest when * havsted with wonder.

PRICE 2d.

always want to stick in the same oid
rut!” ho exclaimed, with withering
scorn.  ** Dick Turpin’s played outl—
finished! My yarn's about 2 wonderful
new character. His name’s Jack
IPlunderer, and he's as fearless as a lLion,
as strong as a bull, and as sure footed as
a cal! He's got eyes like & lynx, and
he’s as cunning and as clever as a fox !’

* A whole giddy zoo, in fact ! grinned
Tommy Watson,

“ }a, ha, ha'’

““ You can cackle!” snorted Handforth,
* Yon wail until 1 start reading it out
{o you. You'll soon be so enthralled
that you'll fall back staggered and ex..
This yarn simply
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puts evory other highwayman slory into|] forebodings. The stage-coach, en route

the shade—it eclipses the lot!”

‘“Well, I'm the editor, and it’'s my¥
job to read the yarn,”” I said. ‘' If my
opinion of it is the same as yours,
.~ Handy, it'll be altogether too good for
a school magazine! We'll send it up.to
a big London firm, and you'll get a
thousand quid for it on the nail ¥’

Handforth stared at me.

‘““ By George!"” he exclaimed. ‘‘ That’s
not a bad 1dea! As a malter of fact, I
was Lhinking that the stuff was miles
ahead of your rag. It’ll be a pity 1o
wasle it in a miserable thing like—"'

‘“ Steady on!” I interrupted. ‘‘ Don't
start running the paper down before
the first number appears! With regard
to your serial, there won't be any room
for it, but to avoid all argument you'd
bettor hand 1t over, and I'll have a
glanco through it. How many instal-
ments have you got ready?”’

‘““ Two—four thousand words each!”

I grinned.

“My dear old anss, we couldn't
possibly publish more than one thousand
words in an instalment. But we’ll let
that pass—we're simply wasting time.
Hand over the piffle, and Iﬁl look
through it—"'

‘“ Rats!” interrupted Handforth. * T'll
read it out.”

‘“My hat!” groaned Ditt.
ali got to suffer?”

Handforth glared, struck a dramatic
attitude, and commenced reading. We
stood round in various attitudes. keen
upon hearing this marvellous literar
offort. And I must admit that Hancﬁ
forth’s description of it was porfectly
accurate. It was, without doubt, tho
most extiraordinary highwayman yarn
Lhat had ever been penned.

‘“ Now, pay altention,” said Hand.
forth importantly. *“ Ahem! ‘The
Robbers Of The ‘T'urnpike Cross-Roads;
or, Jack Plunderer. the Purple-Masked
Pilferer of Putney Common—— "’

““Ripping!” said Pitl. “Is that the
first instalment?”’

/

““ Have wo

‘““ You—vou fathead!” roared Hand-
forth. * Thal’s the title!”

““ Oh, sorry!" grinned Pitt. ‘‘My
mistake! Carry on!’

“I've jusl brought the first instalment
‘“Chapter One,”’ said Handforth.
“Grim Doings on tho
‘Hold!"" The voice rang out
-clarion-call. Tt was powerful,
and full-toned. and charged with sinister

like a

York Road.

strong.-

from York to London, was rattling along
the highway at a smart pace, laden with
passengers and luggage. Sam DPenny,
the old driver, was letting his horses go
for all they were worth, and the stago
was roaring down the long hill. Tho
man on the box next to Sam Penny waa
lustily blowing a long horn. ‘]-{old r
Again came that clarion-call, and Sam
Penny turned a fearful face into tho
darknese. Then he beheold a horseman
riding alongside the coach—a man upon
a coeal-Llack horse, wearing a purple
mask——""

““You ass!"”’ said Grey. ‘' Horses don't
wear rasks!”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth glared.

““Who said the horse was wearing a
mask?’ he snapped. “It’s the man
who’s wearing the mask! And don’t

interrupt so much! Where was I? Weat-

ing a purple mask—yes, that's it. The
man looked grim and powerful, anil
even as Sam Penny looked, he drove his
spurs into his sleed’s flanks. At the
samo time ho produced two glittering
revolvers, and levelled them at tho
driver’'s heart!”

“ Here, steady on!" I put in. “ What
period is this yarn?”
‘“ Oh, about 1750,” said Handforlh.

‘““Then what the dickens is this chap
in the purple mask doing with a couplo
of glittering revolvers?’ I asked. * They
only had pistols then—"

‘“ Oh. if you're going to quibble. T'li
dry up!"” said Handforth stifly. * Just
as if 1t matters about a little detail like

that! How do you know revolvers
weren't invenled at ihat time? Of
course, you're jealous—that's what it
1s.

1!!

‘““ Well, continue
there much more?”’

‘““ Why, you ass, this is only just the
beginning """ said Handforth. ‘' Sam
Penny was made of stern stulff, however,
and in the flash of an eye he whipped
out two revolvers, which glittered even
more than the highwayman's. Heo helsl
them in both his hands, and fired.
While he was doing so he pulled in his
horses sharply—"'

“With his feet, I suppose?”’ inquired
Pitt.

“ Ha, ha, ha!'”

“ The coach swayed and rolled,”” con-
tinnued Handforth, ignoring the inquiry.
‘“ Bolh Sam Ponny’s shots had missed,

I grinned. *1Is
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and the highwayman was still riding
along. The stage driver was doing his
utmost to roach I"utney Common withm
the next minute or so, for there he
would find assistance——"' '

“ Here, hold on!” 1 broke in. ‘I
thought this coach was travelling from
-York ta London?”

‘“So it 19, .

'* Then it must be going by a round-
about route to touch Putney Common,’

1 said. ‘' Putney’s on the south side of
London—"'
‘““Aro you going to let me read or

nol?’ roared Handforth. ‘° What does
it matiter which way the coach goes?
An author is always allowed a certain
amount of licence. Sam Penny was try-
mg to get to DPutney Common.
then one wheel of the coach struck a
boulder, and the next second the heavy
vehicle rolled over into a ditch, and the
brave driver was caught beneath the
heavy body, and crushed to death. Sam
Pennv had ridden his last ride. * Stand,
everybody!” shouted the highwayman,
‘T am Jack Plunderer, and I demand
your gold and valuables. Resist me, and
you will be sliced to bits! I am des-
perate. Now, varlets, bring out your
wealth!” The situation was tense and
terrible. Those amongst the passengers
who were not injured and dying brought
out everything they owned, and Jack

Plunderer seized them. But Sam
Penny’s eyes blazed with fury, and
definnce was in his hearing. *‘ Never!

he thundered. * Thinkest thou T wouldst
hand over my gold to thee, scum of the
ronds? Got thee hence, rogue, or thou
wilt be cut in twain by my lance!' '

Pitt clung to Grey for support.

““ Oh, wonderful!” ho gasped. * What
a marvellous chap that Sam Penny is!"

** Ruther!' said Handforth., ' Ha's
all through tho story!” |

‘“ And does he often get killed like
that?”

‘““Ha. ha, ha!”’

“ Killed?’ said Handforth, with a
start. ‘* By George, I'd forgotten—
Well, it doesn’t matter; I could easil
make that right in tho' proofs. Jack
Plunderer seized the failthful Sam by ihn
scruflf of the neck, and hurled him over
the hedge. And just then, at that
moment, a large forco of Metropolitan
Poli::-.o hove in sight on their hieycles

‘“Ha, ha, ha{"

DBut .

{able.
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“That’s not funny !’ snorled Hand-
forth, |

“Sorry! 1 Lhought it
grinned.  ‘““The Metropolitan Polico
weren't formed until about 1829, and
they certainly didn’l have bicycles!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'” | '

““Jack Plunderer knew lhal ho was
lrapped. and he was in a hopeless
phght,"” went on Handforth, ignoring
our remarks. ' He whirled his horss
vound, and before the startled poalico
could think, the highwayman was over
the hedge. Like a whirlwind he thun-
dered over a ploughed field in a cloud
of dust, and Lhis was all that tho police
could sec in tho pitchy darkness. Tha
rain, which had never ceased, was po2lt-
ing down harder than ever.”

was!’ I

‘““Laying the dust, I suppore?”
grinned Waltson.

'“ Iia, ha. ha!”

“Over the hills wenl Jack DPlun-

derer,”’ said Handforth. ‘‘ His spurs lat
deeplv inlo his steed's sides,, and ere
long they were speeding through. London
town. Jack Plunderer waved a defiang
hand as Lhey passed Tyburn tree. Then
on he went—on, on into the night. e
was hound for Bath, and long before tha
movning that cily was recached. Both
Jack and hs stecd were as fresh ag
aint, in spite of their long ride. ‘Thoy
reakfasted in a wayside inn——"

Handforth paused, and looked round.
His audience, for some reason or
another. appeared to be in a stale of

convulsions, Dilt was leaning against
Grey, and Grey held lilgply on to the
Tommy Watson clung round my
neck, and we were all sobbing. The
moment Handforlh paused, however, we
could contain ourselves no longer.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

We simply howled, and Handforth
glared ferociously.

“ You—you idiols!’ he _ hooled.
““What's tho matler with you?”

‘“Oh, Handy!” I pgasped. *‘ That
yarn’s worth quids! DBut don’t read any
more out, or we shall have half a dozen

fits’! As' a humorous efforl, it's
uniquoe!”’
“ Humorous!” roared Handforth.

“JIt’s a dramatic story!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's too good for the mag!™ T said.
shaking my head. ‘I couldn't think of
publishing it, Handy. It's al:ogelher
above the Remove—Lhey wonldn't anpra-
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ciale it. There’s one good place for that ]

story.”’

‘“And where's that?”

‘“‘There!" I grinned, pointing.

It was somo momenis before Hand-
forth realised thal I was indicating the
waslepapor-basket, and it was quile five
minutes bafore he had cooled down. In
tho meantimo we busied ourselves with
tho work Lhat had to be done. Then
Church arrived, and I groaned as I saw
that he had some sheels of paper in his
hand. _

“ What's that?”’ I asked suspiciously.

‘“ Nothing much—only a piece of
poetry.”’ said Church modestly. “I'l
read it out, if you like——"'

“Don’t!" howled the Edilorial Siafl,
in ona voice.

“Bul--but it’s rathor good.” said
Church; * at least, McClure reckons so.
I can't judge il myself very well. you
know. It's about football, and it gocs
Jtko this:

“ Fanlball is a ripping game,
It's the finest sport of all,
Although it somelimes makes
lame.
Afier kicking tho giddy ball.
The forward line is very keen.
The half-backs sharp and sure.
There’s nothing liko the Remove
team, .
And wo wish we had some more!"”

you

‘“ No thanks—that's quile enough!"
I said firmly. ‘' As a poet, Church. mv
son, you don't shine. Perhaps you’d do
better at limericks—-""

‘“ Larnericks ¥’ said Handforth, with a
sniff, beforo Church could answer.
‘“Anvbody can make up limericks.
They'ro as ecasy as pie! Listen to this
one:

‘““ A fellow whoso name was Nipper.

(C'onsidered himself a good skipper.
But all tho other~chaps
Thought different, perhaps,

And didn’t think him quite such a

ripper !’

‘“ Ha, ha, hat'
“Not so bad—for a hurried one.” I
grinned. “ How does this go?:

““To isn't exactly a dandy.
I{is. temper is not quite liko candy;
I'rom swelled head he suffers,
Ho's the rankost of duffers,
And tho name of tho fellow
Handy "
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“Ha. ha, ha!'”

‘“‘I'hat's one for you, Handy, old
son!"’ chuckled Pitt.
“You—you insulling fathead!”

roared Handforth. ‘‘ And, anyhow, that
litnerick’s not half so good as mine.”

‘“Hold or—somebody at the door!"
whispered Pitt.

Bat it was only McClure, who had
broughl up a short storg—which, with
one accord, the Editorial Staff refused o
hear. McClure was rather upset; but we
had heard enough contributions for one
evening. And then Timothy Tucker,
who had beon very auiet all the time,
produced a bundle of papers from his
pockot.

“Hm! Hm!” ho said. * Qnito so'
I feel suve, mv dear friends. Lhat yon
will now be able (o pay some shght
allention to me. I have here o most
romarkable paper upon the anthropoid
ape. I may say it i1s a masterpieco of
literarv effort, and it 1s my intenlion
to—"

“Dry up'” I inlerrupted promptly.

‘““Really. my dear sir!”" protested
T.T. "“How dare you? Do you
realise {hat this articlo is of world-wide
importance?’ Do you realise that it will
create a sensation when it appears in
print?” ‘

“I rcalise that you're either going 1o
dry up, or make a hurried exit.’”’ I inter-
rupted. ‘“ Choose, my lad—and be
quick about it.”

T. T. did choose. He commenceil
reading out his marvellons paper on the
anthropoid ape. His exit was swift,
anddon, and violent. And while he col-
leeted his wits and hia papers logethor
in the passaga, the Fditorial Staff com-
menced real business.

CHAPTER V1
SOMEWHAT MYSTERIOUS!

OB CHRISTINE
B head.
“Things don’t
coming right,”" he grumblad
irritably. *“This short atory I've
writlen doesn’t seemn to be so bad. But,
after all, it’s all true—it’'s simply an
account of what happened in Study Q.
when we bought that giddy oil-stove a
weeak or two back. It can't be called a
rcal short story.”
‘““ That's what I said at the start.™
exclnimed Talmadge. ¢ Still. T supposo
it's betlor than nothing—"

scratched hiy

seom to De
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_““ Beller than nothing !’ echoed Chris.
time. “It’s a fat lot belter than the
muck you other chaps have turned in!

I’ve never seen such piffle! Some of it’s | can’t back oul,”” said Christine.

cupposed to be funny, some of it’s in-
tended to be dramatic—and it’s all rank
rubbish! A decent editor wouldn’t dare
{o print it

Chrisline and Co., in fact, were in
{rouble.

They were rapidly discovering that tha
production of a journal was by no means
a8 casy as it had originally seemed.
Djfficulties had cropped up at every
turn—and the chief stumbling-block of
all ‘'was the lack of good copy.

Yorke, and Talmadge, and Clapson.
and several others had sot their wils to
work, but their efforis could not exactly
be called masterpicces. Harron, of
Study X, had perpetrated a sketch for
the cover, and the Editorial Siaff had
made- wild gucsses at what it was sup-
posed to be. Christine thought the
drawmg represented a house; Talmadge
declared it to be a landscape; Yorke was
quite positive that the drawing was a
picture of St. Paul's Cathedral. It came
as o great surprise, therefore, when
Harron declared that the masterpiece
was a brilliant caricature of Chambers,
of the Fifth. What Chambers would
have thought if he had seen the effort,
the juniors hardly liked to immagine—and
what Chambers would have done was
simply too horrible to contemplate.

There were one or two topical articles
ready; but the grammar was bad, the
spelling worse, and the articles seemed
to have no beginning and no ending.
Bob Christine, i1n fact, was in a bit «f
a muddle. '

Then, again, there was the question
c[ printing.

One copy wasn’t sufficient for (Lhe
whole school, and it was obviously im-
possible to have the new journal sent
out to a big firm of printers. The
expense would bo too great, and, more-
over, there was no time. The only solu-
tion was to purchase a duplicaling
machine.
~ Yorke hed seen one for sale in a shop
n Banninglon. It was rather expensive,
but Yorke pointed out that it was simple
to work. The stuff merely had to be
written on a stencil. and then an
number of copics could be laken off.
There were to be twelve pages in
" Christine’s Journal,” so a very ele-
mentary calculation mado clear the fact
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(hat the Monks had an enormous
amount of work in front of them.
** Still, we’ve staried it now, and we

* We
shall have to club together and buy that
| giddy duplicating miachine. We vhall

need some paper, (0o. But thal can wait
until to-morrow. The main thing to-
night is {o get all the contributions
ready. These blessed things will have
to be revised and re-written; they're
hopeless as they stand!”

The College House journalists had
taken up their quarters in a small,
deserted loft at the rear of the domestic
quarlers of the school. Here they were
quiet and uudisturbed, and there was
not much possibility of them being dis-
covered by inquisitive juniors like Teddy
Long. :

The loft was not parlicularly warm,
but it was tucked away over a disused
stuble, and there was no window to
betray any tell-tale light. And the
secrecy of the whole thing appealed ‘o
the juniors.

There were six of them altogether.
Several candles were burning, and a
number of old boxes served as editorial
tables. Bob Christine, upon whom the
chief responsibility rested, was greatly
worried. The olﬁer fellows were con-
tent to leave the mest imporlant work
to the editor, and if the whole thing
went wrong—well, it would be his fault.
And, sccretly, Christine was beginning
to have a large doubt in his innermost
mind that the journal would never
materialise.

But he shook this fears aside reso-
Jutely, and settled himself to the work

with -even greater determination than
before.

That c<ame evening, by & curious
chance, I -was coming up from: the
village. It was dark and very windy,

and low clouds were scudding over the
sky. I'was expecling rain to commence
{alling at almost any minute, in fact. I
had been to the post-office to dispatich
some corrected proofs—for *‘‘ Nipper's

Magazineg '’ was being done thorough!y.
and was' in the hands of a large firm of
Bannington printers. '

I had reached the school wall, and was
making for the gates, when I noticed a
man ontering the Triangle. 1 paused,
curious at once. :

There was nothing particularly queer
about a man entering the Triangle. ijut
the very way in which this fellow stunk
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through the galeway was suggeslive.
Ho went in like a shadow-—softly,

silently. And it siruck me at onco that
his dbusinoss could not be of an ordinary
kind.

The wind in the trees had prevented
hitn hearing any sound of my approach,
and it was so dark in the lane that he
cerlainly could not have scen me. 1
was thereforo within a few yards when
he actually made his stealthy entrance.
-1 was afler him itn a minute—but not
through the gateway. Quick as a flash,
I nipped over the wall, dropped silently
inlo the Triangle, and watched from
bohind a iree. The man had paused.
and was standing quile slill. I ecould
fainlly sco him silhouolted against the
glow from the Ancient House. He was
tall, slim, and wore a heavy overcoat
and a sofl hat, with rim turned down.
And then another figure joined him.
For a moment they stood talking. their
voices so low that I could not distinguish
any word Lhat was said. Then together
they slipped off through the gateway
and vamshed.

“O-ho!” I murmured softly. * That's
rather queer, although I mustn’t make
too much of il. I wonder what our
excellenl science-masler is up to?”

The second figure had been that of
Mr. Hugh Trenton. Now, it isn’t
exaclly customary for respectable
science-masters o meel lurking strangers
in lhe Triangle. There mnay have been
nothing in this affair at all; but, on the
ollior hand, il slruck me as being rather
significant, I'rom the very first a vague
distrust of Mr. I'renton kad assailed me:
and I wondered why his visitors should
meet him in this way, instead of going
boldly in and chatting with him i his
own study. There was cerlainly somo-
thing mysterions about it. .

Bul I was not allowed lo ponder on
the subjecl any more just then, for Lwo
juniors emerged from the College House,
ond proceeded to acl mysteriously, too.
But for the facl that I was standing in
the dark. I should never have witnessed
thia litlle incident. The two juniors
camo right outside, and looked about
them with a great show of secrecy and
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precaulion; then, having salisfied thein-
selves that the ‘Triangle was deserled,
they slipped off towards the rear.

I followed.

I’s not my general habit to act Lhe
part of a spy: but Lhis was a caro of
warfare—the keen rivalry which always
existed belween the Monks and the
Fossils. I could not help thinking that
the Collegoe House fellows were planning
some jape against the Ancient House.
Mysterious movemenis of that kind
generally accompanied any such plan,
so I thought I'd make sure. '

I rounded the College House just in
time Lo see Lhe two juniors making for
the old stable buildings, which had been
disused for some months. Thoy entered.
and closed the door behind them.

“1 seem Lo be discovering quile a lol
of things this evening.” I murmured.
‘““ Now, why are those Monks actling in
this way?”’ ' _

At all costs T wanled Lo aveid prving
into something which didn’t concern me;
but I really felt that iL was my duty, a=x
the leador of the Kosails, lo give this
little matter a closer inspection. So |
crept quielly up to the stable, found the
door c¢losed, bul unlocked. I silently
ontered, and then saw a little patch of
light coming down from a smaﬁ lofL in
the far corner.

I paused, listening. .

‘““No good al ul']!." came (hristine’s
voice. ‘" Why on earth you can’t wrile
some decent stuff is beyond me!”

“1I thought it was jolly good—""

“ Look here. Page, my son, thal’s not
a8 short story—ii’s simply a collection of
rubbish.”” said Christine tartly. ‘Do
ou think weo can produce a paper lo

cat Lhis new magazine of Nipper's if
wo put in piffie like this?”’

I didn’t hear any more. For a second
I was rather slaggered to discover that
Christine and ('o. were already in the
secret, and thev were actually producing
a paper of their own.

I thought rapidly for a few seconds.
Of course. this couldn’l Dbe allowed.
One junior magazine would be quite
enough for St. Frank’s. If Christine
brought out a journal of his own, it
would not only bLe a dismal failure—[for
he couldn’t do il properly in the tine--
but it would utterly spoil the circulalion
of my own magazine. Under no circum-
slances could this business bo allowed
{o contlinue.

(Continued on page 32.)
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TO MY READERS.

THE EVE OF A GREAT TRIUMPH !

You have heard of the excitement behind the scenes of a ** First Night,”’
when producer and author await the verdict of the audience on their new
play ¢ Weeks of hard work and preparation, and then—in the space of a
few hours—they will know the llkely success of their venture. Though I
have no misgivings that every one of you, my readers, will give Next Week’s
Number a hearty reception, now that we are approaching the time when
the last proof leaves the Editorial Office, I share a feeling of triumph with
the theatrical producer when he hears the first rounds of applause that are
fo gather in volume until they echo and re-echo throughout the auditorium.

SOLVING A GROWING PROBLEM !
To me, as with you, the characters at ST. FRANK'’S are as livinz per-

sonalities. They seem to have walked out of the pages of THE NELSON »

LEE LIBRARY info real life. And they have grown so numerous that,
to do justice to them all, I have been faced with a problem similar to that
of the Old Woman Who Lived in a Shoe. But I have overcome the difliculty

to some extent by making the shoe larger, and with the additional periodical »

appearance of NIPPER’S MAGAZINE, I hope to bring you In closer and
more frequent contact with your favourite heroes,

THE AUTHOR EXCELS HIMSELF !

Thanks to the many more avallable pages, our popular Long Complete
Story will be increased to 30,000 words. The first of these longer complete
stories will appear Next Week under the title of ** THE HEAD'S OTHER
SELF.”” 1t is also the opening story of a remarkably fine new series. These
stories have been worked out with exeeptional care, and I ean assert with
absolute- confldence that the author has truly excelled himself, which is
saying a great deal. It is unnecessary for me to repeat here the great list
of other attractions for next week. This has already been done in the display
notices elsewhere in this number. I would remind you, however, that
‘“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ’’ will In future be sold at 2d.

WARNING !

There Is no question that we are offering you a ‘‘ bumper ’’ number of
‘“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,”’ which you really cannot afford to miss.
Order it now, and aveid the risk of finding it everywhere SOLD OUT !

WILL YOU HELP? "

I want you to feel, my readers, that you are all co-operating with me
in making a huge success of our newly-enlarged paper. And you can help
me enormously by recommending it tc your friends. It Is astonishing
what one can do by the aid of that wonderful human power, Co-operation,
meaning, of course, *‘ working together.”” Try It, and you will not only"

‘have done me a service, but you will have earned the lasting gratitude of

the friend to whom you have recommended our paper.
THE EDITOR.
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{Continucd from page 30.}

1 madeo up my mind, slrode to the
ladder, and marched up. Christine and
Co. stared at me blankly as they saw
my face appear.

“ Quick "’ gasped Bob. ‘¢ Shove those
things away——"

“ No need to gel exciled—I know all
about 1, I inlerrupted calmly.

“ Yon—you rotter?’ shouted Chris-
tino  wrathfully. * You—you've been
listening——"’

“ IBxactly,” I agreed. *‘ Scouling is
always allowed in warfare—even if it's
only o peaceful warfare belween two
vival Houses. Somehow or other you've
got hold of the truth about my new
mag. and you're planning {o starl one
oi your own.”

“Yes, I am!"” said Chrisline grimly.

“Well, don't do i,”” I went on.
“ 1,00k here, il’s taken me weeks to
plan this new paper of mine. I've
schemed and worked, and the other

chaps have helped mo like bricks. And
even now tho first number doesn’t come
up to my requirements. How arg you
going (o produce a rival paper within
three days?”’

Bob Cfnrisl.ino rlared.
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roared.
We'll

““Never mind  how!”  he
** ITere. you chapsz, lend a hand!
chuck B

“Pax!’

I broke in huarriedly. “1
walked in. you know. TYax, my chil-
dren' Why not come to terms? Squab-
bling won't do any good."

“ Terms!" snorled DBob Christine.
““ You ought 1{o be boiled in oil! Start.
ing a new paper, and keeping it {rom
me! Weo're all in the Remove, and—--"'

“*You're quile right,” I interrupted
genlly. * But we wanled to give you
a hitle surprise, with the rest of the
school. Bul, since you've discovered the
dread sccret. we'll mako an alteration.
['m willing to appoint two of you chaps
to the Edilorial Staff, and every College
House chap will have the privilege of
sendingi-lin contributions for considora-
lion. ow's that! Tair enough?”

Boly Christine, as a maller of fact, was
only too delighted to have finished with
his own efforts to start a school paper.

Events of a startling and extroaordinary
character were destined to occur ai St.
Frank's—events which would turn the
old school (opsy-lurvy, and cause
general excitemen(, and even bring lho
juniors to Lhe verge of—revolt!

THRB END.

I Grand Value-for-Money Story Books.

THE
BOYS'
FRIEND
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No.

No. 680. FROM C(LUE TO CLUE.
A Lhrilling detective novel.

No. 881. THE BED FIGHTER.
A superb yarn of the Boxing Riag.
822. SLAVE ISLAND.
A grand adyventlure tale.

By \W. AMurray Grardon.
By FEric V. Townsend.
By Matthew Tronsdde.

THE RIVAL HOUSE TDAMS.

By Jack North,
By Reld Whitley,

THE CASE OF THE PARSBEDB'S DAUGHTER.
A fascinating romance of adrenture in India and England.

No. 5231 | hool =t
Fourpenoq N opping nchool miory,
o. S584. EYOND THL DESERT.
Per Yolume. | A fine yarn of Australla.
No. 198. THE 1DOL'S EYE: OR,
THE
SEXTON No. 199. TINKER’'S LONE HAND.

BLAKE
LIBRARY. A thrilling t:le of

A thrilling delective tale, featuring Sexton Blake's young assistant.

. 200. THE FOUR TRAILS: or,

THE CAS8H O THE SACRED SNAKE.
adventure,

intrigue, and wystcry In Darkest

FALSE SCENTS:or, THOI WYE VALLEY MYBTERY.
A atory of clever deduclion, Introduicing Sexton

Blake and Tinker.

By the author of “ The Architect’'s Scercl.,” ete, ete.

No. 202. TERROR ISLAND;: or, THE HOUSEH OF GLASS.
and thrilling

adventure. By thoe author of

“The Man Who Forgot,” ete., cle.
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No. 61. THE OUTCAST OY ST. FRANK'S.
A rattling story of rRchoolboy fun, sport., & adventure, !ntroduc'ng

No. 201.
Fourpenoe:
Per Yolume.
A tale of mystery
THE
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34. Par Vo, John Lawless.

Nowr on Sale.
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Nipper & Co.,, the famous chums,

No. 62. LOST—A FTOOTBALL TEAM. _
A magnificent yarn of cup-ile foatball & deteclive work, introducing
Nelzon Lee. the famous detective, Nipyer his asslstant & the Hon,
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A phony, etec. Write to-day. Don’t
jorget ~to mentivn the S8ubject.
whick interests you. b '

e

THE TECHNOLOGICAL TNSTITUTE OF GREAT .
. " BRITAIN, Ltd., o’

72, Thanet House, 231-232, Strand, London.

Australasian Oflices—8, Barrack Streel, Sydney,
- NS W., Ausiralia. '




J.HL

quality, 9/= cash),
4! uatm
“ments”

Warranty™ *forr

= i

TI—IE WOBURN WKTCI—I CO.
(Deskh‘l .10, WOBUHN HOUSE LONDON w_c1
: IR L --?-n_:-_, ’ r.-:__;,,,
7 o “ n u“” ”

10 pay .iho balance In
*10 years -sent with earh
Don’y risk disappointinent, ax this is manilacturer's ~sfock ™ purohaxed
greal reduetion (usually, sold al-25/-).
and insurance at once to - - )

NELSON LLEE" LID [x“\.ld.

MIGKEL SILVER WATCHES.

ENT'S full-gize Keyless
Cl ‘damp proof-cases, clear dial, gcnuine Lever -Movement, perfect r
timekecper, pl'me 15/-;
Ladies’ or Gent's wristlet model (@ beautiful present),
An_v of these nmemlul watehes sent on receipt of the first pay-
“Afterreeeiving the watch®ou send us a furthep 2/- and prowise
2= montiily. «°
inguiries, s

at?,

mnd 2*- dlld ﬁd extra [{n pustle:uf'

Yours to Waar Whilst
- Paying for it. -

Lever Watch, Silver dust » and

m]“ ay
or cash with order 13/6 (similar watch cheaper

Strong Wickel

weekly instaiments™ ol &d. each ors

waigh, No unplmw nt

il "“-1" ‘f.::-“

"\.!—f

AR AT, TR T

“E M

'POCKET~PICTURE -~~~ -
PALACE. — Stereo-
gcope & Picture
Holder, & 100 Real
Kinema Pictures fem Shids

1'-. postage 2d i
entra. Delight
or money back,

"y Catalogue - - &"'—.-:"' | i

Free -«

PAIN'S Pre- S
Do Btnaofrae' ' '
i | FILM plcrunzs 3

'BECOME BIG NOW 2 sl a's

inohes, and improve your health, figure and car-
riage, h) the Girvan Sclent!ﬁL“’IIEttlant 9 .years
of unblemished record. £100 guarantee of genuing.
ness, « Particulars -for pmtcald Enquiry bept.,
A M P. 17, Stroud Creen Road.” Tondon,-N 4,

CUT .THIS OUT. -

The Nalson Lee Eibrary. Pen Coupon. Value 24,

_Send* 13 of these Coupons with only 2/9 direct to
th¢ Fleet Pen Co., 119, Flect Street, E.C.4.
" You will receive by return a splendid British
Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Yleet Fountain Pen, value
. 10/¢ (Fine, Medium or Broad nib), If - onh 1
. coupon ‘i8 sent {he price is 4/9, -"2d.

BOYS. IVIAKB A‘SHDCE
©  COIL;FOR 1/'9.: -
Shocking Coill &) ‘wtol‘
Paris for making, 1/9.- Battery
Parts,» 1/6. # Postdge 3d. each
Electro Magnet, 9d.; poRtage 3.
{Lifts 1. pound.) « Bo.-: Electrical =
Experiments €3/, poatagcé 6.
Special Cheap Telaphone Set
Complete, 1!5 .postage 4d..5
- Electeic’ 1ghtr —Battery, Switch
' Wire, Lamp,- Holder, Refleclor, 21n-
" gtruotions,. etc ;'S 4/6; pmtagu - 6d.
J4& Targer size, B/6: -postage 9d. (Cab. 1d.)
o Harborne Small Power Co,,
38 (A. P.; Queen’s Rd., Aston, Birmlng‘hag.

FREE F‘J Ourv__ funny  Novelty,

causing Roars . of
Laughter,” FREE to all

sending 1/- for 1[][} Cute Conjuring ,Tricks, 250 -

Riddles, 18 Games,

Readings, T3 Joaitq

5 Funny ‘Recitations. 10 -Funny
21 Monologues, Ventrilogquism,

"Ete. ’I‘lmusat}dvdellghleﬂ' Great Fun! C. HUGHFS

15, Wood Street, Fdebaston, Birmingham. o .

-

 Are . our Easy

Terms for®it sé

Fashionable Brogue_
Shoes, gent.’s~or ladicg’
SizCs, tan or black, prick

Leing allowed i, -
for cuach extra couvon up to 12 (I'ocket ('“11;:- 4d. bl f30 (1 lbend 9/~ now mﬂ
extra), This great offer is made to introduce {he PﬂY 5?"" montbly after delivery. Send 5]"
famous Flect Pen to NELSON LEE readers. Satis- | | to-day. Lists free. .
faction guaranteed Jl't caa.th returned. Foreign MASTERS, LTD., 52. Hope Stores RYE
- post extra » . ’
- Lever self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra. | _y  Established 1859, .. . =3
- Printed and Published cvery Wednesday by the ﬂmpl'luuls. The Amalgamated Press, Limited.: The
Flcetwav House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. - Subscription Rates: Inland, 118. per annum,

6d. for six months.
Al’rma The Central News Agency,
Gordon & Gotch,

No. 337.

Limited,

Abroad, B3, 10d. per annum; 4s. 5d. for six months"-

““Sole - Agents for F-umh

Solc Agents for Australin and New Zealand: Messrs,
Limited: _and for_ Canada.

D/Y

The Imp&u&l Nows Compahy, Limiied.
) . _ November 19, 1921,
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