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And we returned laden with a cooked ham, loaves of bread, tins of sardines,
half a cheese, tins of biscuits, and cakes galore. We brought enough stufy
to provide the whole Ancient House section of the Remove with a regular feast.
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the most taiked of woman in England.

: SCHOOL TAKEN OVER

.- “MISTRESSES RE./”:

“GREATPUBLIC

BY WOMEN!

]

PLACE MASTERS AT
ST. FRANK'S COLLEGE!

“ NOVEL - SITUATION
AT A BIGC PUBLIC -
SCHOOL!"

_Thegse are a few of the startling head-
lines which appeared in the Press, an-
nouncing to the astonished world the extra-
ordinary events taking place at St.
Frank’s. Miss Trumble was rapidly becoming
There was no denying her courage, but how

far she would succeed in carrying out her schemes was a doubtful matter among
educationalists, and a subject for humorous speculation hy others.
No one should fail to read the following story which leads up to the most exciting

4 Barring-0ut  series we have had for a long time,

(RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER)

CHAPTER L.
TUE JOKE OF THE SLASON,

DGAR FENTON crinned.
“* My dear fecllows, there's no need
to look as solenin as a ccollection ot

dying owls!” he reinarked cheerfuily.
“ There's nothing to worry about.”

“*On, isn't there!” growled Morrow,

“ Good heaveus!” added Conroy major.
*“I've never known matters to be in such
a ghastly condition as thy are now!”’

The prefects of St. Frank’s were holdiug a
conclave. Every prefect of the whole &chool
had obeyed the summons of Fenton, the
popular Captain of St. Trank's.

And now the prefects’ room in the Ancient
House was pretty well filled. Everybody ex-
cept Tenton was looking grave and troubled.

It~was morning—shortly after breakfast,
in fact. Within about half an hour lessons
would commence, and the very thought
of the morning caused the prefects to shiver.
TFor everything was not mnormal at the
school, everyvthing was topsy-turvy.

Morrow, of tae Ancient House, looked as-
tonished.

““ Nothing  to worry about!” he echoeed,
turning to Fenton. ** That's-a queer things
for you to say, old man'  Haven't we lost
all the masters, includite even the Head
himsclf?”

“ We have!” agreed Fenton.

“ Haven't we got a large number of
females planted on us?” demanded Morrow
warmly. ‘““ Ye gods. Think of it! It was
bad enough for Miss Trumble to come down

ahd take charge of the school! But now
she's  put e lid on trings! Women
teachiers for all the Forms!™

“It's—it's madness ! declared Wilson.

And the other prefects agried with great
vehemence.

They were certainly concerieda to a tre-
mendous extent. And ‘they wers not con-
cerned withiout reason. For St. Frank’s, al
present, was a school without masters.

This, in itself, was extraordinury e¢nough -

but things were even worze. The school
was under the control of women-lady



feachers who had been
Miss Trumble.

And the whole aflair had come abhout in a
scinewnat peculiar way.

Miss Jane Trumble was the recently
appointed chairman of the 8f. Frank’s
Board of Governors. Nobody exactly kuew
why she had heen placed in this responsible
position, bhut that, after all, was of small
consequence,  She was there, and that was

the thing that mattered.

krought down by

Aund Miss Trumhle—a hony, angular
maiden lady of aboat forty-five—had
chanced to arrive at St. Frank's just 28 a
public fogging was in progress. She had

heen so shocked that she had commanded
tlie Head to ceause on the spot.
tone had heen <o aggressive, so authori-
tative, that the Ilead had taken the only
course possible,

He hLad resigned. It had been out of the
question for hiin to maivtain his dignity
Lbefore the whole school in any other way.
‘To submit to Miss Trumble's dictation, in
the presence of all the boys, would have
robbed him of every vestige of self-re-pect.
<o he had resigned. And all the other
masters-—even iucludinﬂ Neison Lce himeclf
—had resigned, too.

At the tinmie they had believed that Miss
Trumble would be Prought to her senscs by
this action. They had Cfmﬁdentl}' cxpected

that the Lady Head would :zurrender with-
~out delay, and tender an apology to Dr.
Staflord.

The masters received a shock.

For Miss Trumble accepted their resigna-
tions! And the masters had left the
«chool. An uproar had followed, p:irticulurly
among juniors. The whole of St. Frank's

had wonderced what new dmelopmtnt would
¢rop up.

Nobody had guesszed the truth

And this morning the shock had come. For
Miss Trumble lhad introduced six ladies to
the school—six women teachers, who were
to take the places of the absent masters!
In short, St. Frank’s was t¢ be run by
women!

It was hardly
was in a ferment.,

LEven the seniors completely lost their cus-
- tomary dignity, and gathered in groups,
discussing the situation with excited and
Mushed faces. And Fenton, the head pre-
fect, had called all his colleagues together.

Edgar Fenton was a very sensible fellow—
a level-headed, thoroughly reliable senior,
who carried a great deal of responsibility on
his shoulders. He was the most popular
skipper St. Frank's had ever had. F¥or Fen-
ton possessed a large amount of that useful
quality—tact.

But his fellow-prefeets were plainly non-
plussed by Iis present attitude. In their
opinion, the whole position was ghastly in
- the extreme. But Fenton seemed to he en-
joying himself.

. ““Justivtry to picture wl,at'q going to hap-
pen!” exclaimed - (arlile, of the College

surprising that the school

And lher |

*“ Do you believe f>r & moment that

HUU\E‘
the juniors will subwmit to being taught by
women?"’

““ Never!" declared Mosrow.

“ They'll jib—and they’ll jib quickly!™
said Wilson. *“It's no good talking--—the
thing's impossible. And think of ourselves!
“ t?tl\E' even got a4 woman at the head of the

Sixth!”

“1It's terrible!” said Morrow hotly.

I*untun arinned again.

* Don't "et r|u1te s0 cxcited, old sons!”
he said Pd&l]j’ *“Things aren’t half so bad
as you seem to imagine. Why, the thing's
the biggest joke of the scason, in my
op.nion!” -

“Joke ! shouted Morrow.

"* Yes!” .

"“You must be mad!” said Couroy major.

““No, I'm not,” went on Feiton. “ 1 tell
You, it’s a joke. The whole things tco
funny to be serious. Why not look at the
thing in the right focus, my dear fellows?
Don’t get any em"gerated ideas. Women
at a place like St. Frank’s—holding control
over t[lb school !

"“It's a farce!” snapped Morrow,

" Lwctl} 13

“And it can’t go on—="

“It can—for a few days,” said Fenton
“That's where the joke comes in. Grin,
you idiots! The whole situation deserwﬂ
a perfect yell of laughter. It’s a scream!
1he funniest affair that ever happened!"

The other preiects stared at Fenton in
amazement.

“1 think it must have turned your brain,
old man,”” said Reynolds.

“ Not at all,”’ smiled Fenton. * But it

just happens that I've got a sense of
humour—and- thank goodness for that! If
I was different, I should get on my high

horse, and start protesting. But that would
he a mistake. If we treat the matter as s
Joke, we can’t go wrong.”

Morrow took a deep breath.

*(Come to think of it, it is a bit funny!"”?
he said, with a faint grin. I mean, . all
these women descending on the school {o
take command!”’

“Funny!"” chuckled I*tlltm] “It's what
I card just now—the joke of the season. I
know for a fact that lots of the juniors are
raising Cain ahout it—and so are sowe uf
the Fifth.”

““They are lmldmg indignation mectings in
every corner,”’ said Wilson.

“ Exactly!” agreed Feuton. * But what's
the good of doing that? What good can
come of protesting and talking about revolt?
We've got to keep law and urder—dlsc.p]me
must be maintained. If these fellows get
their minds firmly fixed on a revolt, there
might be some trouble. But if the presence
of these women 1s treated as a kind of
comic¢ interlude, there'll be no harm done.”

The other prefects were looking less
serious.

“'Of course, that's one way of regarding
it,” said Conrov maior, ‘'‘ At the same_ time
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I don't quite agree about the
can't see anvthing to go into screams about

“ You wiil presently!” grinned Fenton.
““ When these women get fairly .
they'il made a hopeless mess of things. It's
only matural—women have never conbrolled
a big school of this kind. They're probably
capable enough when it comes to a kinder-
aarten, but they'll find St. Frank’s a fistful!
Experience is costly—as they’ll find out.”

“So vou reckon we ought to treat the
whole thing lightly?”

“ Of course,” said the sKipper. * There's
nobling ¢lse to be done.: What's more, I
mean to get the whole school with me. These
upsets—these indignation meetings and
whiispers of revolt—are all wrong. And I've
called gou together because I want you to
lend a hand.”

“ We're game for anything,” said Morrow.
“By Georze! I'm hanged if you're not
right all thie time, Fenny! Women teacuers!
It’s enowgh to make a cat langh!”

And Morrow’s face broke into a wide grin,
and he laughed uproariously. And that
lawgh sct the other prefects gaing, tce. Fen-
ton's sensihle view of the situation had
wrought a great difference among these
stately Sixth-Formers. -

“ There's anotiier tiiing.”” went cn Fenton.
“I had a few words with Mr. Lee hefore
he left, and I promised him that 1I'd do my
very ubtmost to maintain diseipline. This is
the way we ecan do it. T want all yeu fel-
lows to go round at once.”

- Y Go round?”

““Yes,"" said Fenton. *“ Talk to the juniors
in particulor. Point cut that there’s nothing
‘to be worried about. Show them that it's
all a joke, and that it can't last lonz. I'll
deal with the Remove.”

“ Right you are!” s=aid Morrow,
we shall have to look lively.
be starting scon.”

“By the way,” asked Wilson. *“ What
about these women? Who sre they? Have
you heurd their names yet?”

Fenton chuckled.

“ Yes,” he replied. * Miss Trumbie gave
me a list of the whole gang. It seems that
two of them are to be Housemistresses. On
this side we've got a precious female named
Miss Babbidge.”

“ The wame is enough!” growled Cownroy
major.

“ What

“ But
Lessons will

ahout tue College Housze?" azked

Carlile.
* Oh, youwre rather more hieky,” - said
Fenton. ** The Housemistress over on your

side 1s to be Miss Rice.
the fat face.”
“The pudding

She’s the one with

face, you mean?”’ said

Carlile. * It suits her name.”
“That's the way—make a few jokes!™
grined Fenton. * Why, my dear fellowe.

1 tell you this thing is worth its weight in
gold! We'll get endless amusement out of
it—and our precious women teachers “will

—— —r——

joke. T

started |

Py
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make themselves a laughing-stecek  before
they're through!™

“ Hold on!"" said Rees.
Sixth?”

“ We've got Mizs Skinner,”' smiled the cip-
tain.

“ Did vou ever hear such names?" grinned
Morrow. ** Babbidge — Rice — Skinner! !
must say they're suitablel We saw Gthw
ladies, and I dou’t think we were partice-
larly impressed.”

“The ugliest set you could imagine!” said
Wilsan. ‘

“Well, I'd hardly say that,” corrected
I'enton. “ There's one, anyhow who cin
easily be separated from the rest. She i/
the Third-formm mistress. Quite young, too.
[ thought she lecoked rather pretty.””

“ What about the

“Yes, I noticed her, too!" said Conroy
major. ‘* Rather a pity we couldn't have

her in the Sixth!”

““You ass!”’ grinned Fenton. ** That’s Mica
Nixon. [ pity her! She’ll have a fearful
time with the fags! The other two are
Miss Teezer and Miss Crimp. Miss Teeczer,
by the way, is booked for the Remove.”

‘“She’ll find the Remove a teaser, too!”
chuckled Rees,

Fenton made for the door.

“ Weil, that's emough for me!" he ex-
claimted. “I'm off—and you fellows had
better get busy, too. Don’t forget what |

told you. Make the juwiors theroughly
understand that there’s nothing to worry
about. I want to sce the whole school

laughing !’
And Fenton Thurried away to the junior

quarters.
When he arrived he fowsnd matters ex-
actly as he had anticipated. -Juniors were

talking in the passages, in tlie lobbiez, and
in every odd corner. They were excited
and indignant.

They regarded Miszs Trumble as an in-
truder, and they reckoned that she was
interfering in a manner which could only he
described as unwarrantable. There was only
ptne thine to be done—muake a stand against
it.

Edward Oswald Handforth, of Stwilde D,
ras  waxing eloquent. He was preithing
revoit, and even suggested that the whole
Hézm?lx-'e should refuse to go in for lessons
at atl.

I wa2s in the junior common-room, talking
with a number of other fellows., [ was
rather grave, but not excited. T didn’t wané
to see any hasty action takeir

Some of the juniors were quite capable of
making .a mess of things. Any .ill-con-
sidered move now would niean nothing but
defeat and ‘humiliation, To have these
women triumph over us would ¥e too awful
for words.

Aud then Edgar TFentox arrived.

He was followed by a large number of
Removites, whom he had collected on the
way. He had told them to follow him, in-

lit;{i:'n.ating that the had something importang

announce,
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do, by the time he found himself in the
colnmon-ioom, practically every member of
the Remcve was there, too. And there was
a hush &s the skipper raised his hand.

Everybody respected Fenton. e was
almaost loved by the great majority of the
junicra. Jor Ienton was a Kind of popular
ero. He was a fine wman at sports, and as
a prefect he was Kindly and always con-
siderate.

“* Now, Kids, just attend to me,” sald
Penton genially.  ** 1 can see you’re all ex-
cited, and I'm not very surprised. 1 take
ittt you are a bit apset about these
lidy teaciers?”

"We're not going {o stand ‘em!” e
clared Haudforth aggressively.

“ No, of course not!"” said Fenton. *“ Por-
haps you will suggest what you intend doing,
then?”

“That'll take me about five seconds!”
retorted Handtorth. ** I've got the Remove
behind me—uaud we mean to start @ re-
bellion! We'll go on strike until we get
the masters bhack!”

** Hear, hear!”

*Good old Handy!"

**We're not standing  these women
teachers!”

Fenton grinued.

“Thot kind of talk is very cheap,” he
suaid.  ** Remember, 1'm talking to you in
a chmnmy kind of way now. 1'm not a pre-
fect—I'm just one of your-elves. If 1 chose
to exert my authority I could give you
beans for that insubordinate talk. You
young asse3!  Put all idex of rebellion out
of your heads., Therve's nothing to rebel
.iffun-«t' .

*What!"

‘“ Absolutely mothing!™ went on Feaiton.
“ No, dom’t interrupt—I've got something to
aay If yeu youngsters worry over this new

wder of things, you've got far less sense
_th an I credited you with.”

“\What do you mean, TFenny?’ asked
Reggie Pitt.

*“ Exactly what I say,” replied Fentca.
'*Now, I've ot a high opinion of the
Remove brand of common sense. You
youngsters are pretty cwte, and it's not
often yocu go wrong.”

Fenton was tuctiul. The Remove gave
him full attention.

““ Now, 1 shouldn’t like you to shatter
this little idea of mine,” went on the
skipper. “If you Kkick up a dust about
these women—and keep up this ridiculous
talk about revolting—well, @'l prove 10 e
that you're a pretty brainless sct.”

‘““ Look here, IFenton, we’re mot going to
be tauvht by a weman!" exclaimed De
Valerie, with warmth. ** We can stand some
things—but not that!”

_ " Of course you can stand it—and enjoy
it, too!” retorted Fenton,

“ Enjoy it!"
“ Certainly!” said the captain. “I don't |
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mind admitting that I was just a bit
alarmied at  first. But, by jove, what .Ju
eartii’s the goad of xwrr}m"? You surely
don't think that these ladies will. lust long?
They'll make a hopeless mess of thipngs,
and: then peter out. But that’s private—
o=t bhetween you and me. Don't  talk
about it too much.”

“You think they'll give it up scon?" I
inquired, '

“‘My dear ass, they can't possibly stand
it for leng,”” replied ¥Fenton, ** Personally
I give them aboat a week. Don’'t jib—
den't talk about revolt. Stick it! Go on
inst as usual—and stick itl" '

‘ But—but——"

“1f anythinz, be on your very best be-
haviours,” continned Fenton. **Look here,
we'll «tnl\e a bargain, eh? Drop all this
strike talk, amnd give the ladies a run for
their money. You can he quite sure that
the prefects will sympathise with you, and
mdke things as easy as possible. What
yvou've gut to do is to keep law and order,
and enjoy lfe!”

M Hnw can we cnjoy it with these giddy
females about?” growled Handforth.

“You can find something to laugh at
every hour, if yon only look for it,”" re-
plied Fentow. * The whole thing's fumny—
the very idea is a joke. And I can tell
yvou candidly that if you do any more jib-
bing, there’ll be trouble. The prefects have
got to maintain discipline, and if you begin
any nonzen:e it'll not ongy cause us a fear- _
ful amount of trouble, but ycu'll find

plenty of it yourselves! Take my adyvice,

and erint!”

And Fenton, feeling that he had said
enough, passed out of the commom-rocm
with a nod. And the Remove broke into a
babble of excited voices.

“By jove, he's right!"” I said, taking a
deep breath. ** When you come to look at
it squarely, the whole ‘thing's funny ! Thew.-
womedr teachers can't be taken seriously.”

“0Of course not!" grmned Pitt. ‘“ By
talking about rebellion we're only making
asses of ourselves. 1 say, can’t we have
some fun in the class-room this morning?
What a chance!”

““ Rather!” said De Valerie. ‘* A woman
teacher and absclutely new to everything.
My only hat! We’'ll jape her no end!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"™

Feuton’s tonic was infectious. Before five
minutes had elapsed the whole Remove was
Yyelling—and all sorts of plans were being
made. The Remove had seen the humoroua
side of the rfuestion,

And-it was just the same in other parts
of the school. All the fellows regarded the
position frcem a new point of view. And by
the time the bell rang for lesscas ‘there
avas no further talk of jibbing, and mo
signs of indignation.

Edgar Fenton was clever,
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CHAPTER II.
TEASING MI!S§ TEEZER!
HE Remove was ul-
usually quict.
Never, in [fact had

the fellows looked so
meek  and  mild. With
searcely a scund, they had
walked into the Form-room,
and had taken their places. And they were
all looking innocent and harmless. It really
seemed as though butter would not melt in
their mouths.

As a general rule, the Remove went in
far lessons in a noisy crowd, and Mr. Crowell
was obliced to rap sharply for order. But
the new lorm-mistress would bave no such
trouble apparently,

So far, she had not turned up.
“ pDoa't forget, you chaps!” 1
“ Keep it up. ‘This is great!
her beautifully!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

It was only a quiet, subdued chucklie, and
the wext mompent all faces became <com-
posed and innocent once more. For a foot-
step was heard out in the passage. Then
‘Miss Teezer arrived. ;

The Rewmove regarded her with placid
calmness, _

Uatil this moment they had not been quite
sure which lady had been told oft for the
Remove., The fellows were not particularly
impressed. Miss Teezer proved to he large,
decided!ly unhandsome, and there was a cer-
tain masculine air about her which was by
no means attractive. \

She closed the door behind her, and went
to her desk.

“ Good morning,
pleasantly.

As thougl fixed together by strings, the
Remove stood upright.

“ GGood morning, teacher!" tley
a kind of chorus.

Miss Teezer looked astonished.

“ You may take your seats, boys,” she
said smiling. ‘I am pleased to see that
you are so well-mannered. I confess I:was
hardly expecting it. Apparently Miss Trum-
ble ‘was 1istaken.”

Up shot Reggie Pitt’s hand.

¢ Pleaze, teacher, may I say something?”

whispered.
We'll -peof

hoys!™ she exclaimed

said, in

“ What is it, little man?"' asked Miss
Teezer,
“ Please. teacher, we're all gcod little

boys!"" said Pitt gravely.

[t was as much as the Remove could do
tr sttt still. Everybody wanted to howl
There was something indescribably ccmical
about Pitt's face. But Miss Tceezer had mo

suspicions.
“1 am very pleased to hear you say
that, laddie,” she replied. **What is your

name?”’
*“ Please, teacher, Reggie!” .

*“ And quite a. nice mame!” said Miss
Teezer. . Well, Regugie, yeu must not- do

#
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any *more -talking now. We must get on

with our lessons.'

Pitt sat down, and Church raised Tis
hand at once.

“ Do you want semething, my boy ' aukod
thic wnistress.

“ Yes, thank you, teacher!’ sail Cherch
rnervously,

* Welly?”?

* Please, teaciier, I'm  feeling, tiirsty!”
satd Chureh, * May I have a drink of water,
teacher?”

Again the Remove
cheek by an effort.

“Dear me!” said Miss - Teezer. “* You
really should not bother about wiatar now,
my «lear. [ canmot allew you to leave the
class-room  before leszons havie  actualty
begun. You must be patient.”’

“ 0li, teacher!” said Cluureh veproachiuil:,

He sat down and rubbed his knuekles into
s eyes.

“ There, there!”’ exclaimed the lady sooth-

only held itsell ia

inzly. * You must wnot cry! We will sew
presently.”
““ Please, teacher, I'd like a- drink of

water, too!” exclaimed Pitt, holding up his
hand once more. ** You've got such o kiud,
sweet face, that 1 thought you wouldn'.

mind! You look ever so lovely, teacher!”
Tommy Watson gave a gasping Kind of
sound.

“ We shatlt

“ Dot

*“ Help!” he murmured faintly.
never stick it!"”’

“Dry up, yYou ass!” I breathel.
spoil the show!”

Migs Teezer rapped sharply upon the desk

“There must be no further talk about
drinking water!” she exclaimed severcly.
“We are here for work, children—not for
play. [ think it will be far better if wa
begin by getting to know one anopher
thoroughly. Each child will stand up, and-
gsay his name in turn.”

The Remove did so, commencinyg from the

back row. And Miss Teezer examined
every boy, apparently with ithe idea of
memorisitig the names. The Remove still

maintained its appearance of childlike inn%-
cence.

“ And now,” said Miss Teezer, at length.
“what is your usual lesson for this morning?
[ think it will be just as well to go on in
the customary fashion. Can any littie boy
tell me?”

Up went a Jdozen hands.

“ I think ome will be sufficient!"” said Miss
Tearzer gently. * Yon will do, Reggie. You
are a mice. polite little boy!"”

“Oh, thank, you, teacher!” suid Pitt, with
a smirk, “ This is the day for spelhing
lesson, ma’am.”

“ Very well, we will commence with apell-
ing,” said Miss Teezer. *‘* By the way, who
is-the head boy of the class?”

At least a dozen juniors turned in theic
seats, and pointed straight at Teddy Long,
wio, of course, was the bizzest duffer
the school,
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“ Pleaze, teacher, he

{riumphantly.
““Great pip!”

faint voice.
He sat there,

gasped Teddy Long, in a

dazed and rather bewildered,
He had knrown nothing about that little
prearranged mosye. 'i'he juniors had been ex-
pecting Miss Teezer to ask such a question,
and they were ready for it. She went up
the rocm, and patted Teddy on the shoul-
der.

**So you are the clever little boy, e¢h?"
she sald approvioegly. * There, there! You
must not biush in that way. 1 can see
that you are quite modest. I like it--
moedesty is a splendid guality.”

Teddy Long, was too startled to make
any reply.  And Miss Teeczer went down
to the desk and looked round once more.

“ Aud who is the backward bovy”’ she
inguired. It is just as wel] that I should
know, for 1 would like ‘to heip bhim. Is
there one hoy wnong you all who iz a
dunce?”

“ Please, teawcher, yes!” went up  a
chiorus.

“ And wiere is he «lttmg‘?”

* There, teacher!” yelled the chorus,

Aid a perfcet
a b Handforth.

fedward Oswalid
joke was a ioke,
as tiie dunce «f the
mach of a good thing.
rather dangerous.

“ You—you—=""

** Please, teacher, he doesn’l like heing
tuie he's a dunce!” interrupted Pitt hastiiy.
“Jlic name’s Teddy., and he’s ever sach a
nice hoy. You wouldn't believe it to look at
him, but he is.”

“T am afraid you must give more atten-
tion to your classes, Teddy,” said Miss
Teczer, looking ot Handforth, and shaking

starled up, glaring, A
but. to bhe pointed .out
Remove was a bit too
Handforth looked

her head.  ** You mnust pot remain at 1le
hottom ¢¢ the Form. It is hardly a
position o©f honour to be known as a
dunce.”

“I'm not a dunce!” roared Handiorth

violently.
It was like a blast from a ship's siren,
aud  Miss Teezer started bacek. It was
the first indication she had received that
the Remove was not quite so gentle as it
appeared to Lo,
“Good  gracious!”

she exclaimed, in a

shocked voice. ** My }1ny—~znv boy, you
must not shont in that way! Whatever
are you thinking off?”

Handforth gulped.

“ Please—please, teacher, I didn't mean

it!"” he mumbled thickly.

Handy had been particularly warned not
to give the show away, and he just remein-
bered himself in time. But, inwardly, he
resolved thal ceveral noses should suffer
Jater on.

“I am zlad to find that yon realise your
fault,’”” said Miss Teczer. ““ We will let it
pass. And now we will et our books nut,

is!" {hey exclaimed

collpetion of fingers pointed

' Dear
minutes.

and commence lessons jn ecarnest.
me! We have wasted at least ten
That will never do, children.”

But for Fenton's little talk with the
Reniove, the fellows would have been
u{trenwly gpalled at being thus addressed.
Buf they could now see the ludicrous side
of the whole matter.

And instead of getting ﬂIl"I‘}', they were
highly amused, These lady teachers
appeared to have an idea that thcy were
dealing with infants.

The boys opened their desks, t-ook out
books and pens, and made a great show
of preparing for work. And while they
had their desk-lids up, they grinned at one
another, and were permitted to relax for
a few moments. But Miss Teezer saw no-
thing of this.

For one thing, she was startied by her
discovery.

Her own desk was a large one. Strictly
speaking, it was M. Crowell’s desk, and
was nzually filled with an extremely staid
collection of seholastie volumes. But now
there was a great change.

Upon the fiap of the “desk a mirror had
been Jixed—somewhat hastily, but it was
certainly fixed. And just inside the desk
itself lay a box of powder, with a powder-
pufi resting on the top.

Near- m {here were a few hairpins, and

a sMall tube of lip calve. Yor such things
to he in the desk of a schoolmaster was
rather astonishing. Miss Teezer gazed at
them somewhat blankly.

" Dear, dear! What can this mean?’’ shae

asked wonderingly,
Up inmped Pitt.
** Please, teacher, have you found the
powder and the other things?' he asked.
Miss Teczer looked at him severely. '

“Do yon kpow anything about (hiz—
ahem !—this powder-puff?””  she inquired.
““0Oh, yes, teacher!” replied Pitt. ' We
put it in there as a little surprise. Aren't

yon awfully pleased, teacher?”
Miss Teezer compressed her lips.
“ How dare yon!" she exelaimed angrily.

“ This—this is beyond endurance! Why
should you imagice that I require such

articles?"
“ Plaase, teacher, we didn't know that
you wel going to be our Inistress.”
Reggie innocently. ** We thought

replied
our teacher would be ngly. But uu}bodv

can see that you don't need any beauty
preparations.”

The Remove held its breath, and nearly
exploded.

“Indeed!” said Miss Teezer, in a milder
voice.

”Sn we put the things in your desk,
ma‘am,” went on Pitt. T We thought it
would be rather nice for our teacher to
have a little mirror and a powder-pufi
ready. Our sisters always use powder,
ma’am."

The lady was somewhat molhﬁed :

“Tf it was an act of thoughtfulness. I
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puaishh you,”
o Bat 1
should be very angry

canuot
e 5.1 .

belicved tlmt
you were  deliber-
ately impertinent,
We will say no more
about e Illﬂttt‘I‘, ;
childeen.” .
she c¢iosed the desk f
witlt a little slam, ' /
aud the Remove
waited. The fellows
had not expected
anvihing very start-
ling at this point.
But the way in
which Miss Teezer's
lex was being pulled
was decidedly rich.
Besides. no work
was being done—ana
RITE mh qmte to
the Remove's liking.
Work didn't start
at once, either. For
as the T'orm-mis-
tress looked round,
she was surprised to
observe that Fatty
Little was using his

if |

Jaws vVery effec-
tively. And there
was a0 euornmous

bulge in one of his
cheeks.

Miss Teezer
frowned.

** Are you eating 5
something?’ she it. ‘‘ Qood
asked sharply, 1
am talking to you,
my child!” she
added, pointing a ruler at Fatty.

“ Yes, rather,”” said Fatty, in a mumbling
voice. ““I['m just having a snack, ma’am.
I alwavs have one at this time.”

““A snack!” repeated Miss Teezer, horri-
fied. *“ Really, I cannot allow such a.
thing. This is no place for eating e

" Please, teacher, he's different,” put in
Bob Christine, Tholding up a band. ** He's
always huogry, and must have something
in <class, or he wouldn't last out uatil
dinner-time!"’

Miss Teezer weunt to TFatty's Jdesk, and
abruptly opened it.

“ Good gracious!” shie said startlad.

The desk was literally filled with foodstufl
—sandwiches, miniature pork-pie<, pam-tarts,
chooolate eclairs, and the hke.

“This—this is appalling!™ exclaimed Miss
Teezer, in a startled voice. * What is
all this feod doing in here?”

“It's ouly just a biting on,
faid Matby, in a humble voice.
htave more than this, but-—"

“[ cannot allow it!" said
mistress curtly.

“Oh, ‘Leacher!" shoutedd
Voutces reproachfuily,

teacher
“I generally
the Torm-

abhount a dozen
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Miss Teezer went to Fatty’s desk, and abruptly opened

she said, startled. The desk

was literally filled with foodstuft.

“ Silence, children!”’ she snapped,
auld frowning.
“But, you

turning

see, our
has food in
Reggie Pitt, with

surely wouldn't be
ferent to
48 B“r
forth.

littie!"
“Kxcept his

little fat plavmate
class, teacher,” said
perfect truth. * You
so0 unkind? He's dix-
otlier little boys.”

George, he is!” murmured Hand-
“Thera’s not much abont him that's

name!"" breathed Churcls.
“You funny fathead——""

“TUpon my soul!" said Misz
turning., ** What was thwal I heard?”

Y l—l—— Handforth paused, and guiped.
“Ob, nothing, ma’am,” he went on, 1 -1
wus just speaking to——

“You bave no ri{:ht to speak during
Tessons,  little  man, said  Miss  "teezer
severely.,  ““ With rt-gahl to all this food,
[ will suy nothing further at the moment.
But | shall consider it my duty to con-
Miss Trumbie."” -

went back to her desk, and Fabty
procecded with his feed. He didn’t worry
about the future. Tor the first time sivee
his arvivai at the school he was allowed
atd openly feed his face during

.l-L. {. 7 ' r'

sle
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lessons,
 lege.
Needless to say, the other juniors eyed
Ihim euviously. They had expected the food
to be confiscated. Such a thing would
hive been quite enjoyable to witness. But
it was a bit rough to sit there watching
I"atty scoffing all the good things. Ilamd-

And Fatty revelled in the privi-

forth glared round while Miss Teezer wasn't |

Jooking. .
" Gimme one of those tarts, you glutton!”

be hissed.

* Great douchuouts!" muttered Patty., 1
can’t spare one, l've only just got about
cnough to keep me alive!”

The next second he let out a yell. For
Handforth, reaching over, seized one of the
farts, took complete possession of it. It
was a big tart, too—the best of the lot.

i, gimme that back!” roared Fatty.

““ Not likely!” snorted Hapdforth. **1'm
cating this.” -

Miss Teezer turned, utterly astounished.

* Children—<children!” she exelaimed.
“ What is the meaning of this?”’

T'p shot Fatty's hand.

“ Please, teacher, he’s pinched cne of ny
tarts!” he shouted.

“Yon-—-you mean bounder!"
forth darkly. * All right—take it!
want your silly tart!”

Sueieh !

Handforth reached over, and bhapded the
iart bhack to Fatty. Ie did so in his own
peculizr fashion. The tart was delivered
squarely in PFatty's face, and it spread
over the fat junior’s ample features in a
most  attractive wmanner, Blohs of jam
onzed down,

¢ Gug-—-gue—gugg !’ curgled Fatty.

Miss Teezer nearly fainted.

* This—this is terrible!”™ she
weak voice. ‘““And 1 thought yon were
sueh well-behaved children, too! Oh, dear—
o, dear! Whatever shall 1 do? I do
hope you wou't be naughty any more!”

* Dry up, Handy—keep quiet!” breathed
Cihrch,

Aud Handforth (just managed to control
nimself,

A few inutes later the Remove was
quiet again. Fatty had cleared the tart
off his face—consimning the bulk of it
He didn't sce why good food should he
wasted. And, at length, the Form settled
down to lessons.

The juniors bad been ragging Miss Teezer
for quite half an hour, and they feit
satisfied. They went on with their work
in very much the same way as usual. But
their tasks were by no means arduous.

In fact, the Remove had an ecasy time.

said Hand-

And then Tommmy Watson suddenly
pudged me. . : ’
“1 believe it's coming,” he whispered,

with a grin. |
I looked up, and tiaen I grinned, too. ¥For
Miss Teezer had opencd her desk, and was

I don't’

said, in a |

| believing that all the boys were intent on

their work.

‘** She’s powde ing her giddy nose!' whis-
pered Reggie, with a chuckle.

“1 jolly well hope so!”" murmured Grey.
“My hat! Look out for squalls if the
gentle creature has really succumbed to the
temptation!”

“We ecan't tell yet—-"

The flap cof Miss Teezer's desk descended
with a crash,

And Miss Teezer sat there, her mouth
wide open, and with her features screwed
up. Then, as she grabbed frantically for a
handkereinef, the wiiole Form-room Tres
sounded with a tremendous sneeze.

“ A-tish-00!"" said Mizs Teezer violently,

“ 1la, ha, hal”

The juniors could not contain themselves
any longer. They had been hoping for this
all the morning—and now it had arrived.
She sneezed again and again, and was red
with confusion.

‘* Please, teacher. can we do something?™
asked Pitt innocently.

The Form mistress glared.

**Oh, you—you wicked children!” she
gazped. “* You—a-tish-oo!—you naughty
little boys! What did you do with that—

a-tish-oo—powder?”’

“Ha, ha, bal™

As a matter of fact, the powder was an
invention of Reggie Pitt’s, He had bor-
rowed the puff and all the rest of the things
from one of the house-maids—and he had
thoughtfully mixed a counsiderable amount
of snuff with face powder. Miss Teezer
bad certainly been powdering her nose!

1 thought she couldn’t resist it!'’ grin-
ned Pitt. ** The vain old bouuder! As ugly
as 2 gargoyle, and was tempted by face
powder!”

He =aid this in a low voice, and only his
immediate neighbours heard it. Miss
Teezer was making for the door with quick,
short strides. In other words, she fled:

She did not return until ten minutes had
elapsed. And now she was composed, firm,
and rvather grim looking. She was just
beginning to realise that the Remove was a
differeut proposition to what she had at first
believed.

And as soon as she entered the room she
knew that something had happened.

The fellows were all sitting in their places,
it is true. There was also an air of calm
peacefulness in the apartment.

But, somehow, the atmosphere was hazy,
as though a considerable amount of dust
had recently been stirred up. And for some
peculiar reason, HHandforth’s necktie was
round at the back, and his collar was
crumpled and grimy.,

In addition, Handforth's hair was ruffled,
his iface was flushed, and there was an
aggressive look in his eyes. Near by, Church
awd MceClure were sitting in their usual
places,

Strangely enough, however, they had both

apparently  busy  with something inside— | altered 'in appearance..
i



Church's left ear, for example, was very
red, and there was a kind of smcar on his
lower lip. McClure had great difficnlty in
reeing out of his rigut eye, and his nose
was apparenty tender—judging hy the way
he held it. -

One or two other fellows were also show-
ing signs of recent warfare. JFullwood, for
example, was very dusty. Teddy Long was
even duastier., But the air of calmness in
the Remove reigned supreme.

Miss Teezer stood looking at the TForm
for a moment in silence,

She was certainly not a simpleton, and
she could easily tell that some upheaval
had been going on during her absence. But
she =aid nothing. She went to her desk,
sal down, and rapped.

“ Now, children, on with  lessons!' she
said curtly. |

The Remove was disappointed. The fel-
lows had expected something better. Miss
Teezer had undoubtedly been teased, but
she was beginning to get the measure of her
tormentors,

-—— —

CHHAPTER I11.
TROUBLE IN THE THIRD!

some

place in the Third

FForm class-room, quite near
by

If the Remove was deter
mined to have a bit of sport with Miss
Teezer, the fags were equally determined to
obtain some fun from Miss Nixon. They
had made full preparations for a lively
morniog.

During the first half-lhour, there had been
no trouble in the Third.

Miss Nixon, who was a quiet, simall, attrac-
tive leoking girl, had found the fags to be
very well-mannered and meek. For Willy
Handforth and his merry men had adopted
very much the same tactics as the Remove.

Miss Nixon gave the Third a bit of a
surprise. Of all the lady teachers, she was
undoubtedly the pick of the bunch. The
others were angular, ugly, or old-maidish.

But Miss Nixon was quite different,

She was no more than twenty-two, and
quite a pretty girl at that. She had a soft,
charming voice, and o figure of extreme
neatness. For her to be in charge of the
Third was the worst kind of hard luck.

For the Third was a pretty complete hand-
ful—even for a man.

If the Remove had had Miss Nixon for a
m:stress, the Remove would undoubtedly
have behaved itself. There would have been
no japes. For the Remove would have seen
that this sweet girl was not the kind
to be teased. The fellows would have
stumbled over themselves to be polite. For
the juniors had a strong sense of admiration
for the fair sex. Never for a moment did

they consider that Miss Teezer helonged to‘

the fair sex. She wasn’t fair,

: " THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

EANWHILE,
rather startling
events were taking

s o

But the Third was different.

The Third made no distinctions, The fags
regZarded Miss Nixon as their especial prey.
She was their Yormn mistress, and she had
to go through it. Ugly or pretty, it made
no dillerence. The fags had no eye for
bheauty,

To begin with, Miss Nixon had no trouble.
And she almost deluded herself into believ
ing that the Third Form consisted of a
collection of cherubs. She had never
dreamed that the boys would be so well
behaved.

Then she observed that Willy Haundforth
rogcntmlly opened the flap of his desk, and
attended to something inside. For the first
two or three times she said nothing. But
it began to get monotonous.

And, strangely enough, Willy gazed over

at  her every time he performed the
nianeeuyre.

At last Miss Nixon stood up, and went
forward.

“ What is your name, my bov?" <he asked
frowning.

“ Handforth Willy
promptly,

“"Well, Haundforth minor, why do youn keep
opening vour desk?" |

“ Opening my desk, miss?*

“Yes.”

“Oh, I—I was just looking at something,
miss,” said Willy vaguely.

“ What were you looking at?"

“1 don’t think you'd he interested, miss,”’
satd Willy, shaking his head. * Not in your
line at all. In fact, 1 wouldn't advise you
to come near here. You might get =«
fricht!"

* Ha, ha, ha!™ -

The fags velled, as though at somc hidden
joke,

“ Silence!"' commanded Miss Nixon. “1I
am surprised at you, boys! Now, Handforth
minor, you will tell me what you have got
in your desk that I must not sce!”

She advanced, but Willy raised a hand.

* Better keep back, miss!"” he said warn-
ingly.

““ Indeed, T shall not keep back!"” retorted
Miss Nixon, in a firm voice. I will not

miner, miss.”  said

allow you to behave in this manner. [
insist upon Kknowing what vou have been
doing. Now then—show me!"’

She had arrived at Willy's side, and was
(uite inperious.
Willy looked up at her, all concern.

‘“ Don't, Miss Nixon!” he pleaded.
“Don’t make me open it!" |
“You silly boy!"” said the girl. 1 sus-

pect that you are simply trying to make
fun of me. II that is the case, I shall
punish you. Now, open your desk, and
let us have no more nonsense!”’

“ All right—but don't blame me!’ =aid
Willy calmly. * The fact is, miss, I've gol
my white mice here! Look out!”

With a sudden jerk, he opened the flap.
And there, sure enough, were about half-u-
dozen grubby looking white mice. Seeiug
the door of liberty onen the mice streaked
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out. - One, indeed, balf jumpcd uvpen Miss
Nixon, who had turned as pale ar a sheet.

‘“Oh!” she gasped frantically. ' 0Q-ooh!”

And then she let out onec jong scercam, and
fled. She dashed. aeross the Form-room to-
wards her desk—probably with the jdea of
clilnbing on to the chair. And the Third
roared: with callous merriment. In the
opinion of the fags, this was the best joke
they had enjoyed for icrms,

**Ha, ha, ha!”

*** Go it, Miss Nixon!”

““ They're after you!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
~ Then, in a flash, the Third’s uproarous
merriment ceased. I'or Miss Nixon, turning,
saw two of the mice almost at her fect. She
clutched at the desk, and then coilapsed in
a limp heap.

- She lay there, huddled up.

‘“Great pip!”? gagped
fainted '

““Oh, my goodness!”

" ¢ Quick—get some water!” roared Willy.

““ The joke was all right, but we didn't
expect this! What a silly chump! Faney
- fainting because she sees half-a-dozen giddy
mice. Ain't girls dotty!”’

" Willy was quite a practical junior, aund he
© rushed to Miss Nixon’s side, and raised "her
-head. The Form-mistress had not gone
off completely, and was more frightened
than anything else. - '
.She opened her eyes, and looked up dnlly.

*Oh!”? ¢he murmured. . Oh, you wicked
boys!”

“Only a joke, wmiss!”" said Willy, with
copcern, ‘* We didn't mean to scare you
like this, you kpow. Buek up! - These
blessed white mice ean't hurt you! They're
as harmless as blackbeetlesi”

Willy.  ** sShe's

‘* Have—have - they gone?”” asked the
Form-mistress fearfully,
“* Ages ago!” replied Willy confidently.

“1 think two dodged under your desk, and
they're well out of sight now.  We just
wanted to make you scream—we didn’t know
- that you’d crumple up like this!”’

“ Cave!”” hissed Chubby Heath from the
doorway.

Willy looked round.

“ What’s the matter ~with

face?’” he asked politely.
© *““Get back to your places, you jossers!”
breathed Chubby. - Mits  Trumble i3
- eoming.” , -

“Oh!”

The fags scuttled to their scats like so
many rabbits. And the next <ccond, hefore
either Willy-or Miss Nixon ecould move, the
deor opened, and the Lady Head appeared.

“T heard a noise in herve!”” she said

you, funny

severcly. ' There was a disturbance
Dgar me! Whatever's the matter, Miss
Nixon?2" i

“Willy looked impaticut.
“Oh, don't come butting in, ma'am?!’’
‘he protested. ‘' She’s fainted—that’s "all!”

. Fainted!” ~ exelaimed Miss  Truomble.
¥ What do you mean?™ - | )

?

ﬁ

“you should show such

e
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“ My hat!” said Willy. * She's fainted!
Haven’t you ever fainted, Miss Trumble?”’

*“Do not be impertinent, little hoy!'”
snapped the Headmistress. “1 am very
surprised that Miss Nixon should he s0
weak——'"

“Rats!”’

“ What did you say?”? .

“Ahem! Sorry!” said Willy. *“ Just a
slip, ma’am! I mean, Miss Nixon wasn't
weak at all. She just happened to spot
some of my mice. They escaped, you know,
and rdn over the floor.” :

Miss Trumble went to the colour of chalk.

“ Mice!”’ she screamed wildly.

“*Oh, my goodness!”’ exclaimed Willy,
‘“ She's another of 'em!”

Trumble. *“ Did—

in the

* Mive!’’ gasped Miss
mice loose

did you say there uare
room?*'

Willy nodded.
- " Only about four!” he said comforiingly,
““No need to get the wind up, ma'am. In
any case, mice are as harmless as guinea-
pigs! I was surprised at Miss Nixon faint-
ing. She only saw my white mice. I won-
der what she’d have done if Chubby had
let hie collection loose!” -

The Headmistreesa was very startled. ;

** Are—are there any other mice in this

roomi?"’ she asked in a voice that trembled

with fear and anger. **Oh, you wicked
boys! You wicked, wicked boys!”

“No need to rub it in, ma'am!”" mur-
mured Willy. *“ We heard you the first
time! And, anvbow, white mice are always
liable to slip out! Now, Chubby's got

about a dozen real beauties!”
““A dozen!” breathed Mise Trumble.
‘“ All fattened up and as active as you
like!" said Willy nodding. * Brown mice,
you kmow—real beauties! He's got ’‘em ia

his desk—-"’ '

““In—in his desk!"” shrieked the Lady -
Head. ' '
“Why, yes, ma’am,” said Willy. "I say,
Chubby, just let those mice out and let

Mies Trumble have a look at ’em!”
Miss Trumble gave one terrible gulp.

“ Don't—don'tt you dare to do anything

of the kind!"” she shouted f{rantically, a!
her dignity going to the winds. * You
naughty, naughty children! I am shocked

and amagzed!”’ |

By this time Miss Nixon was getting to
her feet. She still looked rather shaky,
but the colour was returning to her cheecks.
The presence of the Headmistress made the
girl pull herself together.

“I am very sorry, Miss Trumble,” ghe
faitered. '

‘““ And so you ehould be, girl!”’ snapped
the Headmistress. “I am surprised that
arrant cowardice!

Just because a few harmless mice are i€t .
loose you faint! Disgraceful!”

Chuhbby Heath frowned darkly.

“The awful old ecat!” he hreathed.

Y Slanging her becansge she was ecared—and

-



:1 it show her!”
Chubby acted on tue spur of the moment.
- He ftad not intended doing anything drastic

"aud opeaed the Iid.

1he Form-roon,
squteakiag

" Form-room fairly

"served to shiow

Nixon's,

.of cold nwater.
- he would have ihanded it to Miss Nixon.
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Truwble's acarly

a minute earlier. But the injustice of the

 Headmistress's condemnation of Miss Nixon

was rather too much for the fag.

. -He opened his.desk and fum-ble(l with a.
“wooden

box which
pulled the box out,

was just inside.
placed it on the floor,
About ten brown mice
they spread fanwise over
scuttling in all directions,

whizzed out, andl
noisily,

“Then the fags st nted, aghast.

Tor Miss Trumble scremmed again and
again—and it was such a ecream that the
shook. DMiss Nixon's effort
llad been a mere whisper by comparison.

- Without question, it was a most undig-
nified bisiness altogether for a person of
such itmportance as Miss Trumble. And it
how really absurd petticoat
rule, was at a school like St. IFrank's. .

The Headmistress raised her hauds above
her head, turned round about four tiines,

“and then collapsed weakly into the c¢hair.

She had fainted.

It was a difierent kind of faint to Miss
There was no question about this
one—it was the real thing. And, «L‘lll‘lU'l‘-‘-h’
enough, Miss Nixon kept her 'head now. Per-
Jmps her previous experience had hardened
her: or, possibly, her attitude wus the result

of Miss Trumble's preseuce.

. She stood there, her eves bilazing with
anger.
O, vou bad, bad hoys!" she said scori-
Tuily.
Handforth minor looked rather startled.
“ My hat!” he murmured. * She's pro-
perly wiltd this time!” ..
“ What about my mice?” demanded
Chubby. * I let e out, but I'm not going
to lose 'ent! Some of you chaps help me

to chase the liftle beggars up!”
Miss Nixon stamped her foot.
“You will all keep in your places!™ she
said sharply. ]
“PDPou’t you think I'd better go
some water, miss?” .asked “IH\
Prumble looks a bit groggy. yeu Kuow.

“.Miss
She

meeds something. It won't take me two
ticks.” |

“Yez, vou had better go!” replied the
Torm-mistress.  *“*And hurry!”

Wiily dashed off, feeling somewhat cou-
cerned. e “dido’t care a jot .about Miss
Trumble, but that expression of scormn in
Miss Nixon's eves had rather pierced his
armour—and Willy's armour was pretty
tough.

He "w-h':zied down the passages, and in
about three minutes retumned with a big jug
If he had paused tfo think,

But Willy was something like his elder
brother. He was impulsive. And he ralsed
the jug, swnng it- back, and dashed the coun-
teuts of it into Miss Trumble’'s face.

Y

as scared herself!

He

and fetehr

1

.Inomcute she was practically herscif.
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Swish!
 The Headmiatress was-soaked.
“Oh!" gaspeﬂ Miss Nixon. * Dh, vau Lmd

boy!" __
“Well, T like that!” .said Willy, indig-
naatly. . “I'm doing all I can ‘and. then

you.slang me! There you are!
The. trick's doue!
water!"
Undoubtedly the cure was cRective.
Trumble recovered.
ing and spluttering.

{ koew ib!
Ther'e‘s uut-'hiug like cold

Misa
She sat forward, gasp-
And in a very few
Bub
site looked a sorry picture, - | '

Her hair was. streaming with waler and
the entire upper. pﬂrtmu of her dress was
soaking. She rose unsteadily to ‘her . feeb
and tried hard to maintain her dignity. I!‘.
was very difficult.

“I ean only believe that this trick was
deliberate!" she exclaimed. her voice quiver-
ing with anger. *‘ Every boy in this Fﬁrm-
room will be punished!’”

““ Here, steady on!’’ said Wiily warmlv :

“ Three parts of the chaps didn't take any
part in it! Besides, what about the water?
Dido't I bring you round? If it hada't been
for me——"

‘“ Silence, you wretched chiid!™
Miss Trumble shriily, * There
dinner for you.”

““No dinaer!” roared “"llly in f:I.,wm

“ There'll be no dinner for any boy in this
room!"” declared the Hewadmistress fiercely.
“ I do not believe in violent punishmeunt,
but you shall suffer! In place of dinper,
you will all have bread and water! That
15 my command!"” :

And Miss Trumble swept unsteadily out
of the Fornn-room.. If.the Third had uot
been quite go staggered by the asenteuce
they would have howled with merrimeat at

dliouted
sh::ii he no

”"E luaicrous digure which Miss Trumble
cuf. . |

But the Third was startled.

“We have had enough of this nonseunse,
boys!"’ said Mize Nixon quictiv. * You will
get on with your lessons at once!™

And the Third got on-with them. The
Third was sobered. DPlaying jokes on the

lady was a bit too expensive!

CHAPTER 1V.
ROUGH ON ARCHIE!

EA-TIME arrived, aad
tz.e day was over—at
least, so far as les-

600Ss. were concerned.
Upon the whole, the «ay
had heen successful. The
lady teachers h'ul done .Erairly

teachiors

v.\ell
~There had been mo trouble in the Fifth
and Sixth, for the ‘seniors were quite above "

induiging in apy japes. And afternoon les-
sons had passed off quietly in the Remove
and the Third.

Miss Nixon was proving that
ready for the fags at all times.

she was
“And | Miss
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Teezer had shown the Remove that joking
wag not to lher liking. As for the Head-
mistress, she kept strictly out of eight for
the remainder of the day.

Willy Handforth and his gang were not
supremely happy. Bread and water may
be acceptable to hungry mouths, but it
was not very pal®#table. Aad by tea-time
the fags were quite ready for something
‘appetising. Miss Trumble had becn as good
as her word. The fags had ‘had nothing
for dinner but bread and water—plenty of
it, but There was not inuch consolation in
that.

Upon the whole, the fags would bave pre-
ferred a swizhing, or even a gating. Te
punish- them, -by afiecting their stomachs,
wuas torribie,

Of coutse, there was a great deal of dis-
cussion at tea-time. It was all very well
for Fenton to say tlhat the whole tling was
a joke. It was, up to a certain point. But
any joke is lia%le to become monotonous if
it is carried too far.

Most of the bwys decided to wait for am-
othier day or two. Life at St. Frank’s with
mistresses instead of masters was a bit of
a novelty, anyhow, and it certainly couldn’t
last.

- So .the fellows decigded to have patience.
As long as Miss Trumble cidn’t make any

I2

drastic alteratisas in the school rules—as
long s -she didn't make changes which
affected the ordinary mode of life—there

was nothing much to growl about.

But Miss Trumble did make changes,
That was just the trouble. And her first
step was one wiich affected one fellow Iin
particular, but nobody ‘else. Archie Glen-
thorne was the unfortunate victim.

He was louwaging languidly in his study
aftyr a most enjo2able tea. The fire was
bumiing hrightly, the air was warm, and
Archie felt comiartably drowsy. He Iay
back among the cushicns in a dreamy kind
of way. . --

There came 2 soft tap at the door.

Archie opened his eyes.

““Come in, old bird—enter, and all that
rot!” he murmured. *“ What ho! Rather
. an unnecessary expenditure of breath, what?
It appears, laddie, that you are in already!’”’

“Yez;, =ir,” said PhLipps, who had slipped
in with all his usual quietness. ;

“You know, Phipps, it’s rather marvel-
lous,” said Archie wonderingly. 1 'mean
to say, the way you steal about. I'mn dached
- if I know how you do it. Absolutely! It's
a kind of stealth if you grasp my meaning.”

Phipps looked at his youngz master with
hiis usual imperturbable exgression. Phipps
was Archie’'s valet, and had held the posi-
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tion ever since the elegant junior had come
to the echool. Archie had never been witl-
out him. Life without Phipps was not worth
thinking aheut.

“1 have zomething to say,’ sir,” said
Phipps quietly.
*“Good!" murmured Archie. * Say on,

laddie—say on!”

“I am afraid it will give you something
of a shock, sir.” ;

“ Wihat?” ejaculated Archie, sitting up.
“A ehock? You won't mean to tell me,
Phipps, that the old lounge suit hasn't
turned up? The one with the green stripe?
ﬂm'{ hally awiul! 1 was counting on

i;l “___Ti

“The suit arrived this morning, sir.”

“ Good!'"  beamed  Archie. = In fakt, -

priceless! To-morrow, Phipps, we sghall sally-
forth in a kind of Lalo of renewed glory!
What ho! 'That wasz rather good—what?

{ Da=hed near to poetry, Phipps!™

* Quite so, sir,” said Phipps. “* But 1 was
going to tell you &

“.-\hmlutelf!" interrupted Archie.
nld shock, and so forth.
hootmaker haa let ns
laddie? 'The youpg
perturbed.”

“1 think you will be presently, sir,” said
Phippe. 1 regret to inform you, Master
Archie, that, from henceforward, I ®hall mo

“The
Perhaps the bally
down. Is that it,

master is somewhut

longer he in a position to attend to your

requirements.”

Archie adjusted his monocle, |

“I'm bheastly =arry to trouble- you, old
lad, but do you mind saying that again?"’
he asked ¢uietly. * I'm afraid the old bean
is a somewlhat 1usty condizh. Strange to
relate, Phipps, 1 fail 1o grasp the trend.”

‘“ Briefty, sir, I cease workiug for you
irom this evening.”
“That, as you might =ayv, i3 dashed

blunt ! ejacuiated Archie. ** At the same
time, it's the wost poisonous piece of rot
I’ve heard for a bally century! Joking,
Phipps, is a Kind of art. I'm afraid you've
never heen taught how to do it! The thing
is ridic., old bean-—absolutely!”

“ Unfortunately, sir, it happens to he
trlle-!l = 'I -

Archie atarted.

“True?”’ he repeated. * Doen't, Phipps—
don’t cause lIarge and excessive quantities
of the good old wind to blow up! What, [
mean to say, is the scheme? No further
work for the voungz master?’

‘“ Precisely, sir,” said Phipps. “I am exe
tremely sorry, but Miss Trumble has given
me instruetions that I must confine my
duties solely to the private section of the
house. In other words, I must act as Miss
Trumble’s butler. withiout devoting any of
my time to you.” _

Archie sat forward abruptly.

** But that’s absolute rot!” he exclaimed,

** Quite so, sir!"

“ The most foul buziness I've ever heard
of,”” went on Archie indignantly., ** Do you
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mean to tell me, Phipps, that the lady lias
abszolutely passed the old decree? 1 mean
to say, I'm feeling wounded?”

Arclie spoke in a plaintive voice. Plipps,
of course, oceupied a kind of double posi-
tion ab St. Frank's. Nominally, he was the
Headmaster's butler—now the Heddmistress's
habler,  But this was more or less of a
tarce.  [or Phipps spent the bulk of ‘his
Lime abétending to Archie.

“U can well understand your perturba-
tion, 2ir,”" said Phipps. ** Needless to say,
Il am quite indignant, and I fee' the position
keenly., However, it is not for me to take
auy ackion, 1 thought, sir, that vou might
be able fto adjust matters.”

Archie started.

“ It strikes me, Phipps, that she's a
dashed ecurious per-on!” satd Archie wiainly

‘1l mean to say., rather near the edge,
vhat? Not her business, and afl  that!
Nerve, Phipps—uabsolutely !

“I was struck by the same idea, aie,"”
aereed Phipps.  ““ At the same time, we
cannot exactly blame the lady. %You see,

sir, she did not know tbhe preci-c arcsnge
ment under which 1 ¢ame to the -chool

“ But didn't you tellMher?™

“ Yes:, sir.” |

“ Well, what about it, laddie?”

“1 am afraid tiat Miss Trusable was nob
very attentive, sir,”" replied Phinps.  *f She

Cins sted that I should confine mysell io ghe

-
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Handforth reached over and handed the tart back to Fatty in his own peculiar

fashion.

The tart was deliverad squarely in Fatty’s face, and it spread over

thoe fat junior’s ample features in a most attractive manner.

—

“ But, look here, I'm mo ba.ly good at ad-,

justing !’ he exclaimed. ‘“ 1 mean to say,
when it comez to dashing about, and all
that kind of rot, I'm something like the
peor onappie on the raft! That is Lo say,
ab sea!" ,

““1 can quite believe it, sir,” declared
Phipps. *“ I have recently had an interview
with Miss Trumble. Needless to eay, it
was a most unhappy interview, Master
Archie.”

“ Lumps of
[imps "

“'fhank you, sir,’” said Phipps gravely.
“You seo, Miss Trumble waz most anxious
to know why L spent a considerable portion
“of my time in this section of®the building.”

sympathy, old tulip—large

s

dutics of butler. She even stated that ib
was ridiculous for me to waste my time in
looking after a schoolboy.”

Archie stood up, and squared s
shoulders.
““ Now that, as it were, is several feeb

over the limit!” he satd firmiy. ** You wmay
not believe ic, Phipps, but the 'good old
red gore of the Glenthornes i3 rising! Abso-
lutely rising!”

““ Furthermore, sir, Miss Trumble declared
that no boy is in need of the assisbance of
a valet,” sdid Phipps. T shall therefove
find it impossible to atfend to your wunts
in that direction.”

# The position grows moee faul as we



proceed " said Archie, n a
“* Life, as it were, has become empty! 1
niean to say, what’s the good of a chappie
living at all if he's got to dress himself, and
all that kind of rot? Phipps, old lad, have
pity! 1 can't do without you! 1If you go,
old darling, J shall wither away like the
autumn leaves!"

Phipps kept hi. face straight=he was well
practised,

i hnl'lﬂy think the matier is as gerious
as that, «ir,”" he replied. * Needless to say,
I am "tmth disappointed. 1 have always
taken a keen pleasure in looking after you,
Master Archie. Tuis is a sad day for me!”

“* Nohly =aid—in fact, brave words!”’ ex-
claimed Archie, with cmotion. ** They prove
that you are as true asx the old ivy that
c¢lings to the @aden wali! More poetry,
what, Someliow, Pliipps, troubles always
seem to make mie bring out the old fixw
with a most marked fluencey!”

“What do you propese to do, eir?”’
Phipps practically.

“ Do!"" zaid Archie. My dear old sports-
man! What a perfectly ridie. qgues.! 1
shall trickle forth at oree, and interview
Miss Trumbie cn  thie zpog Absclutely !
Delay is ratal. There's nothing I:I-.e td}-ul"'
the old hull by the herns, so to speak.’

‘1 cearcely think it will serve any good
purpose to see Miss Trumble, sir!” exclaimed
Phipps. " She is a2 mast awkward lady’ to
argie with—ius [ have found to my cost. 1
necd hardiy say that 1 used every cfiort
to further your interests, eir.”

“I quite understand, old tulip—I quite

ashed

seize the trend!"" said Archie. “* But it's
xot to be done, Phipps. Tiese things come
along, and a chappie must face them. 1
mean to say, there's nothing like grabbing
the old hollyhoek firmly !™

“*You mean the nettle, ~ir7”

“T knew it was one of those juily Thorti-
eultural thiugs,” =aid Archie, nodding. ** As
you say, Phipps, the nettle, Pmsi.hly yvou
have an idea buzzing about in the old works
that 1 ehall get stung, what?”

** Precizely, sir.”

“* Have no fear, Phippz—have no fear!”
declared Archie firmly. ** When I start on
2 thing, I—well, don't yon know, 1
start! Nothinz can ep a Glenthorne hack
“once he gets fairly goizg! So now T shall
proceed to dash oif like one o'clock. Or
don’t you think so?"”

‘T leave it entively to you,

*Perbaps you are right, Phipps!" ex-
claimed Archie. 1  absolutely  dislike
trouble, but when it does come, I revel in
it!  Miss Trumble has displayed large con-

signments of nerve. [t iz up to the young
master to stagger into lher presence, and
do a little ticking-off business!™

And Archie, with hiz mind firmly made up,
" passed out of the =ztudy, and wended his
wiy along the pas:ages. When lie grew
nearer to the Head’s study he was not feel-
ing quite so confident.

hil‘.”

But he would not turn back—no matterl

— e —
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hollow vaice.
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what  Thiis feelings were, he would go on.
Archie was not the kind to show tile white
feather, "He reached the Headmistress's
door, and tappad. -

‘Com: in!” commanded an acid Jemin’ne
vaice,

*Chills, and what not!” murmured Archie.
“1 mean to say, something after the sensash
of the good old shower-bath! Spinc trick-
lings, and all that sort of thing!”

He squared his shoulders, "atnerul bin-
self together, and opened t:he door. Then
he nmrched into the study, beaming. Archie
thought it was rather a 2oo. idea to heam.

F——a-—_q._‘

“Well, here we all are" ne observed
genially,  ** Wihat-lio!  Greetings, fair lady!
Archiec has come to chat:!”

Miss Trumble was astonished. She was
busily engaged in going threugh o pile of
papers——for she was finding that the position

of Headmistrezs entailed a lot of hard work.

And to be suddenly disturbed by this
elegant youth was rather calculated to sur-
prize anybody. And Archie’s opening words
were or.ginal. 3Miss Trumbie looked at him
coldly.

*Yon should not have come here witliout
my permission, ¢hild!” =he eaid severely,
“ I do not allow iy boys to disturb me.”

* Absolutely not!” «iid Arehie. 1 quite
agree, old dear! 1 mean to say, its fright-
fully frightiul when a chappic comes hui-
zing in, and disturbinz yvon when——"

“ Stop!” commanded Miss Trumble, 1
think your name is Glenthorne?”

“ Well, don’t you know, that's rather re-
nmrk:tble!” said Archie. ‘“ How, as it were,
did you discover the secref?  Alsolutely!
My name is Glenthorne! As a matter of
fact, 1've got a large assortment ol- ot%u:
nanes, too.” .

“ You need not trouble to mention them,
said Miss Trumble curtly.

“ You think not?” asked Archie.
rather priceless names, you know,
just as you like. I wowuan’t
bothering a lLidy——"

“ Why did you come here?” broke in Miss
Trumble.

“ Oh, ah!”? said Archie brightly. ** Dashed
careless of me! Why, as it were, did 1
come? Gadzooks! That's fri;zhitullv quecr,
you know! | don't seem to remember
What-lio! The good old plates of memaory
have come to my assistance! We have it,
dear lady—absolutely !

The Headmistress rapped her desk.
“You are a most absurd boy!” she

¥

““'They're
But still,
dream  of

il

impatiently. I have Thad quite enm:-rh of
this foolishness! You must tell me the
object of your visit at omnce, or I shall

order you to leave!” _

““ The old boot, what?’’ said Archie. ** O°
course, that’s deucedly fearful, between yon
and me and the inkstand. I gather that
you would prefer me to start on the old
chat?”

“1 :mn growing impatient

* Sorrow !’j said Archie hastily,

(Continved on page 15.)

* Well,
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A Clever Detective Story revealing how
Scotland Yard set to work in unravelliog
an abduction mystery ease.

OCKWARD'S hand was shuking, and ) to o upoun in Miss Rockward's case, she
his atrong, hieavy lace was qu:xietr!i:ilgius witl turn up safe and well in the end.”
1e finished. Yet lLie was he )Y YT FP— o o
égmmmr {;epute a  man {:ompletei:\' ThP mf“"maire brofiered his cigar-case.
hoyond Lhuman emotion—a man whose soul | ‘' Porgive me, Mr. Barraclough. I'm a
was wrapped in the collection of miliions. r hLL-E:_-..(-x-‘vrstru_lned. [ know you will do your
“If it is blackmail, why haven't they de-| 1tmost. and il you want mouey. call upon
manded money in the letfer? ['d have paid | M¢—never mind for how much.
anybhing—rather thkan the girl should run Detective-inspector  Barraclough did not
t'“_e ri!‘il'L Herc's three d“}rs g{\ne SE"C@ th ﬁftrl:'“ Sn}{}ke h-'.llf’crﬂwn Hﬂ\'-ﬂl‘l—ilh, ﬂ“'[.l l]*e
vanished.”” He was working himself into a | look one mnow with gratitude. He could
petalant anger, unusunal for a man of his ll.lI(!EI‘.-faH[I the millionaire's f&E‘liﬂg in the
temparament. ‘ If your people had taken | circumstances and make allowances. But
it in hand at the first you might have done | in spite of 'hiz professional optimism—a
something. As it iz, T've employed two con- | detective, like a doctor, is bound to have
founded agencies, and we'rz not an inch | & surface optimism in dealing wilh outsiders
nearerc finding ‘her.” —it was with a perplexed mind that e made
“ I'm sorry, Mr. Rockward." said Baira- lis way back to headquarters to lay bho
clough. “ If we had known when you firgt | Mmatter helore his chief.
reported it that your daughter had Leen “It’s a hit out of the ordinary rcun, sir,'’
adbuctsd we might have handled it. You | he said in the privacy of the superintendent’s
aee.”” he want on soothingly, “more than ten | room, * Pockward's halfi off his head, and
thouzand people are reported missing to tiie | I don't wonder. Misxg Elsie Rockward’'s a
police every year. Very few of them have | young zirl—she'll be nineteen next June—and
eommitted any eriminal offence, and in the y the old man would have spoit hee f he
majority of cases there is some perfectly | could. That's  mnothing to the point,
natural ¢explanation of why they went away. | though, As a matler of fact, she went out,
‘There’'d be no end of trouble if the depart- | according to the servants, at eleven o'cdock
ment went chasing after each one. All that | on Monday morning—three days ago. She
can he done I8 to cirenlate a deseription | was believed to have been going to Rogent
and have men Kkeep their eves open. But | street. Anyhow. she's not been seen since.
you can rety that, now we have something Tiis morninz Mr. Rockward had a letier.
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This is what it says.”
his pocket, and read:

** ¢ Sir,—This iz to Inform you that your
daughtor is safe and well. She will be per-
mitted to return to youa unharmed in prob-
ably less than a week from to-day, pro-
vided you comply with a cerizin request
which may be made to you, and which will
cost you nothing. This is not blackmail
- You will be wise to remain quiel and not
approach the police.’

“ This lotter fs unsigned and in palpably
diaguized hamdwriting., 16 was posted at
Winchmore Hill, und is postmarked mid-
night yesterday. That, of course, only meais
that the one place we're eertain the writer
will not be found is Winehmore Hill."”

““ There’s more than oue kind of bilack-
mail,” comniented the chief. ' In some City
deals, for insiance, if Roekward could be m-
duced to throw his weighi one way or the
other it would tip the balance.”

“ Yea.”! Barraclough sucked in his lower
Vip. ** Of course, I've not iost =igzht of that.
[ suppose 1 hiave a free hand¥”

* Entirely. QGo 4head, and good luck to
}‘Q'll.” . -

- Barraclough went away to begin pulling
the -obvicus wires necessary to an investiga-
tion.. "Tliere was the already circulated de-
seription of Miss Rockward to he gone over,
to see that nothing was omitted from the
" eolour of her eyes to the texture of her
stockings. Two photographs of the lady he
sent down to have sufficient c¢npiez made to
suppiy every .divisional acetion of the
Criminal Tnvestigation Deporiment, to say
nothing of the more important provincial
police forces, -

" In their little studio on tlie second sverey
Lhe staff photozraphers were buey with the
letter that had been sent to Rockward. One
of the :zhirt-sleeved ascistants came to tel)
Barraclough that all was ready. He fol
lowed the man up to a windowless room,
at one end of which stood a sgnare, white
“gereen.  ‘U'he photographer tovched a switeh,
and the screen alone remained illuminated.
Then he inserted a «lide in the magie-
lantern, and the letter magniticd cnormously,
leapt into heing. :

Very carefully Barraclough examined the
enlargement, word hy word and letler by
letter. Ie liad had the thing thrown on the

sereen, not hecause Tie had any definite idea §

a8 to wihat he was to look for. but on the
general principle that it should be submitted
to the minutest possible examination. At
.last he came to the final word, and drew
back. |

“ Thanks,” he said. * Tt doesn't help
-mueh, but that isn’t your fault. By the
way, have you got the focus right? The
edges of the letter eeem to be in the shade.”

The photographer switched on the light.

*“ That's not the focus, sir. That's on the
letter itsel. There's a kind of pinkish
shade on the margin.” ol
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He produced f rom

‘does so.

“Oh, yes! I was forgettine,” said Burra-
clongi,

The tint around the margin of the letter
had not cseaped his notice, but it had not
impressed him particularly. IHe went back
to his ¢wn room, and consilered the original

closely,  There was a decided, uineven pink
Lorder, shading off  irregularly into the
cream colour of the paper itseif. Moreover,

the cenvelope showed the same peculiarity.

He called Cranley, the first-class detective-
sergeant who was his inevitable assistant in
Il:i_s investigations, and handed the sheet to

hin.

" Notepaper—good  velliim,  very  bhest
quality, 1 should say,” ecommented Cranley.
“It's an eduecated writing, thengh it's dis-
giised. No finger-prints, «ir? That's a pity.
I imagine whoever wrote tis is not an
ordinary ecrook.  Maybe one of Rockward's
friends in the City."”

“ Oh, shut up!” said Barraclough irritably.
“It may be the Dbutler of one of Rock-
ward's friends, or it may the Loni Chan-
cellor, but we don't kunow. You're a good
chap, Cranley, hut carryin: deductions too
far will bring you into trouble one day.
An anchor tattooed on a man's hand doesn't
prove that he is, or has been a eailor, but
it's a mark of identifleation.””

All of which Cranley knew 2s weil as Var-
raclongh, Being a wize man, however, he
reeogitised that he had laid himsell open to
rehuke, and apologised with a certain degree
of humility,

U What we want,” went on the insnectoer,
*“is somethinz that'il save us guessing, 1
don’t objeet to guessing when sou can’t do
anvthing else, Lt if it's possible to know, |
prefer that. Who's & good paper manufac-
turing firm¢"”’

“I'll go and find out,” said Cranley.

He went away, and im a little refiirned
with a ponderous drectory. He planked it
on the table, and, with a stubby forefinger,
turned over the leaves till he came to the
trade section. = b,

‘“There's Rogerfelt's, in Upper Thumes
Street,” he caid. ** They're about thc big-
gect people in the trade ™ : '

“ Right you are. 111 go along to =sce
them. You’d better stav on tap here till
I come hack. may want you.”

- - . a L] - . ]

Wihen Inspector Barraclouch cmerged from
behind the yellow-gtained partition which
shielded off the sanctum of one of the de-
nartniental managers of Rogerfelt's from the
comnion lLerd, his face betrayed a supreine
content. The most hardened campaigi@r
does not seek discomiort. If he can steep
on a bed instead of the bare groumd tie
Equally so a detective does not
enjoy being baffled. He prefers to see hig
way as clearly as possible He does not
climb a fence if he can open a gate.

Barraclough knew that his quest was still
far from simple. Nevertheless, he had at
last something to go upomn, something de-
finite to unravel, He made his way /to
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" a public telephone call office, and called up ;
- | quadity.
1 want you | lowing up a case until he had shaken it to

Cranley.

‘““ Yes, it's me, Barraclougi.
to get through to the divisions. Find out
if they know of any wrong 'un who's been
itl tately, or who's had ilines. in the place
where he's staying—it doeen’t matter what

for. [ cau't tell you over the wire. Get
on to it as socn as you can, sonny. Get
someone to help you if you can. Me? Oh,

yes, oh, yes, [l be about! I'll either drop
i or ring up. ['ve got a lot of business to
do."

He  hung up the receiver and wended his
way eastwards. It was a warm day, and
by the time he had reached the Convent
aud Garter, off the Commercial Road, he
was glad to turn into the gilded and plated
saloon. He ordered a lime-juice and soda,
and leant against the bar with the air of
a man to whom nothing mattered. All the
while his eves were quietly searching the
groups of customers.

Presently he beckoned to a group of three,
and they greeted him with deference. One
would never have guessed from their joyous
‘manner and their anxiety to pay for his
drinks—which he would mnot permit—that
they were each mentally checking off any
secret cxploit of theirs that might have ex-
cited the attention of a staff mam from
Scobtland Yard.

Something of the same scene was cnacted
at Blackfriars, at Islington, Brixton, and
flaff a dozen other distriects of London.
Barraclough was always genial, willing to
buy drinks and falk over affairs. There was
qothing of the stern, iron-handed, clumsy
officer of police. beloved of the novelist,
about him. Had he not strictly confined
himself to non-intoxicating drinks, it would
have been a drunken man who reeled back
to headquarters. As it was, disappointment
and physical weariness were plain on his face
when he dropped into his chair.

“If vou offer me a drink, Cranley, I'll
hit you,” he said. “I'm full up to the
tid with lime-juice and ginger-ale, and ten
thousand other poisons. Who says we don't
¢arn our pay?”’

“ Any luck, sir?" queried Cranley.

Barraclough shook his head.

“ Not a ha'porth. How about you?"

His subordinate handed him a sheet of
papec, which the inspector perused with
wrinkled brows. TUltimately he crushed it
up, and, with a gesture of disgust, threw
it into the wastepaper-basket.

“ Not a bit of it,”” he declared. Then, as
Cieanley's puzzled gaze met his: “ 1 meant
some infectious disease—I ought (o have
made that clear. Ah, well!” He yawned
wearily, and drew out his wateh. *° Feel in-
clined o make a night of it, Cranley? It's
eight o'clock. Let's have a bit of diuner
and drop into the Alhambra, and forget all
ahoub things for an hour.” T

Doggedness is one of the most +valued
attributes a *member of the Criminal In-
vestigation

coated

Department can possess, and tently. ** ['ll he more careful another time.
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Barraclough had a reputation for that

He had a bulldog tenacity in fol

picces " that had on occasions served better
than a thousand brillidnt inspirations.

- At ten o’clock he and Cranley had ocons-
menced a  fresh tour—this time of the
supper-rooms and restaurants of the West
Fnd. Cranley was puzzled—-more puzzled
than he would have ecered te admit. He
could hrave grasped it if they had been seck-
ing some particular crook who could have
given definite information. But apparentiy
Barraclongh was merely questing around in
gearch of a scent. With the reticence whicl
he sometimes displayed even to his most

intimate colleazuesz, he would . vouchsafe
nothing beyond that he wanted to find a
criminal who had recently beepn in some

house where there was an infectious disease.
For the life of him, Cranley could not see
fhow an infectious diseasc could be oon-
nected with the threatening letter that had
been written to the millioutire.

But everything has an end A string band
was making an undercurreat of melcdy to
the laughter and conversation of hundreds
of men and women clustered in twos and
threes about little tablas under shaded
lichts, as they descended into the basemas;
of one of the great supper-rootas--where no
one =ver dream! of taking supper. A frock-
undar-manager caught a glimpse of
them out of the tail of hiz eye. and
promptly threaded his way towards them.
Barraclough laugiied.

“ Just having a look round, that's all,”" he
explained. ‘' Nobthing to eet alarmed about.
We know vou're always pleased to see us.”

The official snriled and rubbed his hands.
The proprietors liked to be on :00d terms
with the police.

“ We're very careful.
Barraclough.”

“Of course,” agreed the detective cheer-
fullv. *““ You've got your licence to consider.
[ suppose you'll give a certificate of
character  to every one here—men and

VLR

women?
“We see that everyone behave them-

selves,”” said the under-manager. *° Where
wotld you like to =it?’

Cranley was locking over *Barraciough’s
shoulder into one of the big mirrors.

“ There's Big Billy sitving at the cighth
table on vour right.” he said.

“ We'll go and have a talk with Billy,”

You know that, Mr.

{ =aid Barraclongh.

He picked his way along the tier of tahles
and dropped a hand heavily on the shoulder
of the [at man who was :eated with his
back towards them,

Big Billy sprang to his feet with a starg,
and a liqueur-glass tinkled in {ragments on
the carpet.

“ Snakes!" ik yon,

ke ejaculated. ' ls

Mr. Barraclough? You shouldn't do Ehat.
You gave me the jumps.”
“ Sorry, Billy,” said the detective peni-



and indicated another chair
“ How's tdiings? 1 haven’t had
you on business for a 1ng

He =at down
for Cranley.
a talk -with
time.” _

The twinkling little ferret eyes set in the
heavy, hroad face became a trifle appre-
hensive, Big Billy did not like the oflicer’s
tone. His nerves had been a littie s=huken
hy the sudden manner in which Barracloagh
had anncunced his arrival.

‘“ Business!” he said, with a laugh that ill-
concealed his nerveusness. 1 didn't know
that you wanted to talk Ir|1-‘1u:-.-, “ith ine,

or 1I'd have called on you hefore this,

Barraclough crossed his legs.

“0Oh, it isn’t exactly business, Billy. We
ﬁpotted you just now. and we thougat we'd
ke a talk over old times. I'm suve vour
lady friends will exeuse us fo- ten minutes.”

** Right you are. Run away for a little

while, kids,” said Billy.

The two girls who had Leen enjoying
Bily's hospitality seemed inclived to resent
this abrupt dismissal. Cranlev, however, had
half-turned his head, and the umler-tmmngfr
was rapidly approaching.  They rose and
swept away, haugatily contewnrptacts.,

*And now what'll yoa havey™ said Barra-

ckragh.

“ Absinthe will do me.”" =atd Biltls., And as
the deteclive wave the order: * Now,
gnv'nor, what's the lay?”

There are few more hmry uatraths than
that which insists that there is houour

among thieves. If the axiom held, the work

of the professitonal detective furces of the
world would Dbe teniold wore anuxious. and
arduous than it is. In isolated cases itow
and agein criminals wiil Keep taithh one
with amother. But such occasions are very
rare. Weakuess, jeniousy, revenge, the

mere desire to curry favour with the police

are motives upon which it is possible for
the tactful detective to play. Tuae devious
enannrls of imformation that ran to Scot-

tand Yard from the underworld are o great
asset in the preservation of law and order.

|
|

**Oh, nothiag much, Billy.” Barraclough
lay idly back and began to toy with an
empty glass. ** Been anything of Dougicy”
Green lately?"

The fat mwman wrinkled his brows. Tle was
all alert to fathom the detectives intentions,

and whether any barm to himsell was
coming. He sipped his absinthe.
& Dun;slev' " he repeated. *“ Why. Duug-

ley went down at Nottingham for six years
three months ago. Didn't you kuow that?”

“Come to thiuk of it, so he did,” said
Barraclough. *“ It had slipped wy mind,
He alwayve was unlucky, was Bongley. Do
vou remember that jewel businecss 1o Bond
Street? You were on top theny”

The reminiscence was apparently not
pleasing to Big Billy. He shot o malevolent
glance at the detective. Ile remewberod
how Dongley and he had concocted a neat
little scheme to attack a certain five hua-
dred guinea ring; how Dougley, in the
neatest of morning-dress, and with a small

‘the chewing gum,

had

pic{‘e of vhewing gum
walked into the shop inspecting trays and

in his mouth,

trays of gems; and how he had at last
failed to prnperl) fix the ring he had abh-
stracted to the ledge of the counter with
whence Billy was later on
to take it when he strolled in as an in-
dependent customer after the trouble had
diedd down. Dongley had worked 2l right
up to a point, but while he was bheing
cearched, the ring aud the <hewing gum
had dropped from their hiding-place. It
had been a narrcw shave for Billy, against
whom nothing could be proved. '

“He wasz a clumsy dog,” he growled.

“ Wasn't he in with Gwennie Lyune for a
time?"" aareried Barraclough, with the air of
one tryingz to keep up a languishing cou.
versation,

Jig Rilly settled himself heavily.

“That old hag always seems tfo slide
aloug, but anyone who works with Dher
seems to cateh it,” he growled. ** There was
Dongiey. Now, pour old Brixten George is
in for it, Yid Foster has been staying at

her place down at Tooting, and he pretty
wel! died of typhoid or measles or some-
thing. I'd like to wring her neck.”
Cranicy shot a signiflcant glance at his
superior, who gecmed to he suppressing a
yawn. Here was the information that Darra-

clough bhad been secking, and yet it ecemed
to make little impression on him.
“ Ah, ves!” he said.  ** Brixton
He was committed for trial a week or two
hack with one of the bank clerks. The
Great Southern Bank forgery, wasn't it?”
“That was a neat job,”" broke in Billy.
““ Someone's split up a hundred and twenty-
odd thousand, and all you get is Gearee aind
the etooi-pigeon. That is, unless you've ot
comeone in  line.” He looked cunningly
acrosg the table. '
Barraclough smilingly shook his head.
“I'm not hawmdling that case. Well,
won't keep you any lopger iromn
friends, 1%

o long!

- L L] L] L4

He thrust his arm throungh Craaley’s as
they got outside and hurried him with long,
qmﬂk steps (o Trafalzar Square, where they
picked up a taxi. ** The hest pieue of luek
U've had to-day,” insisted the inspector inore
than once.

At Great Derby Street the cab halted,
and Barraclough hurried into headguarters,
When he returned ten minutes later he
bronght with him a third man, a sloping-
shonldered individual with shrewd coyes and
a light moustache.

“Three of us ounght to be enough cven
for Gwennie,”” he gaid. * I've sent someone
to drag Watford out of bed—he's lonnking
after the Great Southern Bank _case, But
I doubt if we ehall want him.’ .

Cranley tugged at his moustache.

“I'm not qlnte clear what the point is
yet, sir,” he said.

]inrraflou"hs eyes twinkled,
garded the “other \xhnmbimhw.

George!

we
vour

“and he re-
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“I'm too old a bird to show my hand
until I'm dead sure,” he smiled. ' I'll tell
vou all about it sometime—when it's needful
for you to know.”

The car whizzed on and convergation lan-
guished. In half an hour it drew up pant.
ing at the corner of one of the neat, re-
spectable streets of villus that fringe Toot-
ing Cemmon. Barraclough Ilaughed as he
got out, and cast a glance down the row of
tiny front gardens arranged in geomelrical
decigns of caleeolarias and geraniunis,

s

1 g T s 2 R

““ No. 107, =ir,” he said. ;

They advanced up the path and Barra-
ciough plied knocker and -bell. In a littie
a light was switched on at an upper win-
dow. They heard footsteps. Then a light
sprang up in the hall aud the door opened.

A skeleton of a man with deep-sunken eyes
and a dressing-gown hanging lankly aboul
him, stood peering out at them. ** Well,”
he demanded curtly, ' what is it?"”

(‘ranley leant wponchalantly against the

| doarpost, &0 that it was impossible to shut
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Cranley leapt swiftly.

““Civil Service clerks, small business nen,
and maiden ladies,”” he commented. ** Won-
der what some of the neighbours will say
when they learn who Gwennie is? Come on,
boys. You'd better wait, driver.”

Not a soul did they meet as they saun-
tered down the dimly-lighted street, scru-
tinising the mumbers on each side. At last,
Cranley lifted his hand in signal, and his
companions joined him outside the gate at
which he was standing. e

The revoiver crackled noisily as he overbore the
little man, and they fell a wriggling heap on the tiiss.

the door. Barraclough, dazzled somewhat
by the sudden glare of electric light,
wrinkied his brows at the interlocutor.

** That vou, Velson?"’ he said, as he picked
out the features of the man. * How's
Gwennie?"

“I don't know you,” retoried the other.
“And my name’s not Velson.”’ &

Barraclough stepped inside. _

“ No, very likely not,” he admitted coolly.
““ Rhall we cut all that out?”



A suddern biaze of wrath flammed in the
dull, sunken eyes of the Ilittle man.  He
- withdrew his right hand from bencath the
iolds of his dressing-gowy, and the blue
barrel of a revolver ehowed in the cicetrie
lght.

**No funny business!™ he warned thes,
“*You guys can’'t play it cn me.”

Cranley leapt swiitly. The
zrackled noisily as - he overbore the
man, and they fell a wriggling heap on the
tiles.  But Velson stood no chance. In
rather. lese than sixty -seconds he was dis-
armed, pulled to his feet, and handeulled.

Barraclough picked up the revolver.

**1 knew you were a gum man, Velson,”
he observed quietly, ** but 1 didn’t think you
were a fool. You wouldn't have pulled out

the weapon unless you were mighty
frightened that something was going 1o
happen.” _
“You o to blazes!" said the piisoner
sulkily. ,

“ Al right.” The inspector added the

““ No need to tell you we're
Apnything you say may be
You look ajter

formal warning.
police officers.
uszed as evidence, you know.

iim, Comder. 'Take him ‘into the dining-
room. Cranley, you'd bhetter stay at the
door.” There were movements upstairs, the

shufling of footsteps, the sound of- voices.
Then the authoritative tone of a woman
could he heard apparently ordering the
frishtened servants to bed. | -

As Barraclouesh reached the foot of the
stairs the woman descended, dignified aand
self-possessed. © She was somewhere about
fifty years of age, not uncomely—indeed, at
onre time she must have been possessed of
striking beauty. Her -compiexion was as
delicate as a c¢hild’s, and oaly the grim
mouth and an indeflnable quality about the
velvety-blue eyes gave any plausibility to the
supposition that she was a crook.

There had heen plenty of time for her
alert wits to gather what had bappenexl.
Her face showed no sign of perturbation.
She smiled sweetly at Barraclough.

‘*“Good moming, Gwenpie!” he said
urbanely. “It’'s a pity to wake you up.
Suppose you know what we've ¢pme about?”

The smile persisted,
~ **Good morning, Mr. Barraclough!
it's gone one, so it is good morning!”
If .Barraclough had hoped to surprise any
admission out ol her he was disappointed.

1 e&ee

““Is there anyone elge in the house?’’ lLe
asked, .

She ¢<.ook her head.

“Oniy the tWwo maid-servants.  But vou
won't take my word for it, 1 kpow. You'll
search anyway.” t

“That's so. You're a sensible woman,

Come on.” . .

He half led, half pulled hLer into the
dining-room, where Conder and the other
prisdner were seated. She took a ehair with
composure. ' :

* Yeu've overdone jt this time Mr, Barra:

revuolver §
little |

;

k

.were  concerned

ciough,'” she said,
us for?” -
. Barraclough  shirugged his shoulders. "

“You'll learn that a little later on,” he-

“What are yecu puiling

said, In point of fact, he was still uncer-
tain himseli  as to what the charge might
be. '*Meanwhile, .if you wiil tell us where
Miss Rockward is it may save trouble.”

“She clevated her eyebrows.

** Miss Rockward! Who is she?”

The detective turned abruptly away.

“I'm going to search the house,” he said.

He went through all the twelve rooms that
composed the villa to make certain that
Gwennie was speaking the truth when she
gaid that there wae no oune else in the place
but the maid-servants.

From the two servants, all in a flutter by
the unexpected raid, he extracted Ilittle.
Mrs. Frankton—which was the name by
which they knew Gwennie—had employed
them for about six weeks—that was since
she had taken the house. They understood

that she wae going to conduct it as a
hoarding-house. There had been only two
boarders so far—Mr. Green (Barraclough

~understood that Velson was meant) and a
Mr. Shilworth. Mr. Shilworth was a c¢om-
mercial travelier. He. was pow away ob
business—had been away for four days. .

Here was food for thought. Miss: Rock-
ward ‘had ' been
Barraelough shot a question at the more in-
telligent and least Austered of the two girls,
Yes, Mr. Shilworth had been away bhefore—
sometimes for oue day, pever more than two.
He was a middle-aged man, with a .sear on
the right temple, bad a pointed beard,
slightly auburn, and light hair, two-coloured.
-Barraclough got thein ito point out the
rooms which had been occupied by Gwennie
herself, by * Green,” and by ‘‘ Shilworth.”
It was in the drawer of a writing-table in

missing for three. days.-

the apartment of the commercial traveller .

that lie came across what he wanted. He
descended to the dining-room and addressed
the two prisoners.

‘“ See here, you two people,
well as I do that I've no right to question
you, but 1 may as well tell you that 1'm
not on the bluff. 1've got evidence that you
in the abduction of Miss
Rockward, and 1 know why. You can’t do
any good by helding her up any longer.
We're hound to find her—and Yid Foster,
Now, where is she?” ' 3

“You're a wise guy,” speercd Velson.

“ Shut up,”’

She fixed an  appraising gaze on
Barraciough. *“You're a gentleman, ;
Barraclough,” she said. ** Will you let up
on us if we put you on the line?”
“ 1 can't make' bargains, I'm afraid,”
said Barraclough. -3
Gwennie Placidly crossed her arms. i

silence.

You know as

p,  ordered Gwennie bnperatively,
aud the little man rejapsed into scowling:

Mr.

b

“ Then you'll hiave to work out your own .

bueiness,” aehe ohserved.

- Deigetive-Tuspecior

4

-Watfofd faced Detee .



tive-Inspector Barraclough as they sat in
two of Gwennie's softly-cushkioncd armchairs,
Gwennie and Velson were safely on their
way ' by taxi-cab to Kipg Street police-
station, and a more minnte scarch of the
house than Barraclough lad been -able to
make was being systematically «¢onducied
by the threec men Watford had brought with
bim.

The latter tapped the bowl of an empry
pipe thoughtfully upon the heel ©f his boot.

**1 wish I was sure yYou hadn't dragged
me out of hed on a wild-goose c¢hase,” he
ohserved. .

Barraclough stood up.

“0f all the infernal gratitude! Why,
man, it's as clear as crystal! Here's this
forgery committed. You suspect one of the
bank clerks, and keep young Elsleigh under
observation. You find him eolioguing with
Brixton George, and, like a scnsible man,
you seud ’em ‘hoth down. They're both as
tight as oysters, and there’'s a hundred
thousand of the best stowed away some-
where that you can’t lay your finger ow.”

“Well?” said Watford dryly. ,

““ Well, it stands to recaeon that there's
something behind it. They've briefed Luton,
K.C., to defend them at the trial. Some-
hody's finding the money, and that somehody
hhas got the hundred thousund stowed away
in an old stocking. Now, yom told me the
other day that the defence intend Lo apply
for an "adjournment to 1he pext scssions
when the case comes up at the Old Bailey.”

“ Well?" repeated Watford.

** There'll be an application for bail,”
went on Barraclough. *“The rest of the
gang know Brixton George. They've got Lo
get him out if they want him to fave their
own. ekins. - He would talk too much if they
deserted him. 'That’s what Luton is for—
to get bail—and then George could slip the
country. Now the judge is bound to want
a Jperson of reputation ae well as. financial
standimg for bail—a man like Rockward, for
instance.” :

““J esee your theory. Miss Rockward bhas
been abducted to force Rockward to go bail
for Brixton George.” -

“ That's it, It’s certain that Brixton
George has ‘been in close touch with Gwennic
and” Yid Foster.  Add it all together and
you couldn’'t get a likelier gang than
- Gwenuje, the Yid, Velson, and George for
2 job of this kind. Apd why did Velson
draw a gun?” |

A tap at the door, and the cuiry of one
nf his men prevented Watford from answer-
ing.. He took from him a couple of letters
and three bank pass-books, and looked them

through. The creases smoothed out of his
hronzed face. b
‘“* By the great horn spoop, you’re right!”

ehe cried. “ Here's letters from the Yid.
Why on earth Gwennje kept them 1 don't
know. Where did you find them?”
“Stuffed between the mattrees and the
spring of her bed;™ replied the “otber, -

[

2 Up now.

L']‘hal.-’ﬁ all there was to it."”

satd Watiord.
wonder,

He read:
Gwenunie, After

‘* Listen to tuig,”
“*You're a real
"you had given the gir] the dope in the tea-
room in Bond Street I got her away to

Charing Cross as siraply as A B C.. She
kept up her daze right across the water,
though I got a bit of a shock % Boulogne
when 1 thought she 'was conifng round.
However, it was a false alarm. We got here
safe enough to your {fricnd at Rue Vail-
lant 24.

‘““Then there's the other letter: ‘I went
round to see the kid this morning. She's a
little tartar, but 1 guess T. will teach her
to he good. 1 am staying at the Bristol,
and am feeling a heap better. Have you
fixed up about Chelsea yet?’’ .

“The Bristol!” remarked Barraclough.
‘““ That’s going some. I suspect the Yid will
have worse lodgings before long. Will you
go out amnd burn up the wires, or shall [?”

“1'll go,” said Watiord.

The unravelling of a skein, once the righd
end of a mystery is found, proceeds rapidly.
It was ten o'clock in the morning when
Barraclough and hie assistante finished ran-
sacking the house at Tooting. A bath and
a shave effaced the traces of a sleepless
night, and Barraclough made his way to
Scotland Yard. He found Watiord in this
room, with a packed bag in oae ¢orner.

““Paris?” he asked. .

“*Yes,”” replied his friend. . “T'm off to
fetch the Yid. The business is well ‘weighed
Those bank-books show that all
the money has been paid into the account
of Gwennie and her pals, and we shall have
no difficulty in proving the case. The Bri-
gade de Sihreté have nobbled Foster and
found the girl. She was in a little house,
cooped up with an old hag named Temple-
ton, who was with Gwennie in a swindling
ladies’” bank in the States some years ago.
Rockward is going over with me. He asked
to be remembered to you, and said that i
the commissioner approved he would like to
nand you over a cheque.” -

“ That e0,"” said Barraclough. * Good!"
Watford tapped him on the shoulder.

‘“ See here, old man, I'm puzzling how you
goii on to this in the first place. You might
tell.”

Barraclough sighed and dragged the note
that had been sent to Rockward out of his
pocket.

‘““ See how that's edged with pink?” he
said “‘ That's how 1 got my tip. It seemed
that sulphur fumes might have done the
trick—they had heard of a case where it
had bhappened when a room had been fumi-
gated. ‘ ‘

“1 bit right on to that. A room would
probabhly be fumigated after some infectious
digease, and that was what I had to look
for. 1 had gone right over London hefore:
1 bit Big Billy and got the straight tip,

THE END
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crowds vhat streamed out of the Dis-

trict station and poured in stea:y

procession up Villiers Street num-
bered many clerks, book-keepers and sales-
men wio were going to their employment
in the neighbourhood of Charing Cross. Car-
fax Baines, sitting over coffee and toast in
his room, which was warmed and br.ghtened
by the October sunlight, felt inspired by
the trampling feet and the rumble of traflic
—the voice of the mighty London that he
loved g0 well. His breakfust finished, and
the tray removed by his landlady, he lit
his pipe and consulted the pages of a note-
book, He had plenty of work on hand, and
what case should e¢laim his attention that
day was the problem at which he now
hesitated.

““The Diamond Dealers’ Protective Asso-
ciation, of New York,” he audibly remarke:
to himself. “ They want me to discover
who has been smuggling diamornds into the
United States, in large quantities, about
cnee every six weeks. Been going on for
a year. liumph, a deep business that!
Main artery in Holiand, I'l warrant. 1
may unravel it in time, but it won't be an
easy task, and I'm all in the dark so far.
Here's another affair with a Dutch flavour.
Man, unidentified, robbed at Amsterdain,
and thrown into the harbour. Ile comes to
his seuses long enough to describe his as-
sailant, who is supposed to have escaped
by the Harwich beat., Iuspector Tlint,
acting on instructions received, watches for
his man in vain yesterday. Thinks he gave
him the slip, and wants me to search for
the fellow in London. I can't do it to-
day. I promised to consult with Lord
Templeton at two o'clock about his stolen
Raphael, and that engagement stands.
There’'s a case to my liking. Nobody but
‘;:l crimjnal of the first water would venture
1) P

TIIE morning was yet young, and the

‘Baines did not finish the sentence aloud,
for just then he heard footsteps in the
passage, and an instant later there was a
timid rap on the door. Being invited to
erter, a man about forty, short and stout,
waddled into the room. His round, rubi-
cund face was a mixture of cunning and
good-hvmour; he wore a black moustache

&
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alid gontee. and his eyes were small and
teep-set,

“ 1 believe T address Mr. Carfax Daiues?”
he said, in English, with a foreign accent
that proclaimed his nationality,

“Yes. What can I do for you?”

The reply was irrelevant—a eulogy of
the detective's skill and reputation, aoubt-
less offered by way of explanation. Bain.s
cut in short.

“I am very lusy.”” he said. * Will you

the

come to the point at once?”
“* My name is Pieter von Whele,”
visitor stated, " and my Dbusiness is of a
rather peculiar nature. [ want your pro-
fessinnal help, but with the understanding
that yon will be guided entirely by g,
and that you will respect my confidence."
“(Go on, sir.”

*As T said, this is a matter out of ik
resumed Mr. von Whele. * 1
hardly knrow how 1o put it. But let s
suppose that a certain young man, in a
moment of temptation, robbed his employers
and fled,the country. And suppose the
younz man's family, and because ot hisg
previous good record, degire to hush the
affair up aod pive him another chance, %o
take him baeck on condition that he is peni-
tent and inakes restitution.”

** Spare me your allegory,”
curtly, “ and give me facts.”

“You shall have them, Mr. Baines. You
are a gentleman, and my confidence will be
sa¥e¢ with you. The young man is Dirk
Maas, and he robbed an Amsterdam firm—

Baines =aid,

which I have the honour to represent in

London—of a—a large sum of money. lic

got away by a cargo steamer that sailed-

at an early hour yesterday morning; it is
a fast vessel, bound direct for London, and
sl_;otugd anchor cff Wapping scome time to-
night.”

“ The name of the steamer?”
" The Zeeland,” ]
“And the firm?” - _
* Magdalenus and ' Company,” was the
hesitating replyv. *‘ They are large exporters
of—of tobacco and cigars.”

““And buyers and cutters of diamonds
as well,”” Baines said to himself, *‘ The name
of the firm was familiar to him, and he

-~ - -

-was quick to smell a rat. It was at least

a strange coincidence, he reflected, that

»



this visit should fall on the heels of the
other Amsterdam affair, and at a time when
he held a commission to check the smugeling
of diamonds into vhe Unifed States. But he
did not betray any signs of interest. laving
filled and lit his pipe, aud motioned the
Dutchman to be seated, he asked careiessly:

“What do you wish me to do?” |

““1 am instructed to procure your szer-

vices,” replied Von Whele. “ It is a very
sitnple matter. [ have reason to Kknow
that Dirk Maas—who believes that his

escape by the Zeeland is not even sus-
peeted—sailed in the guise of a com-
mercial traveller for the firm, with some
sample boxes of cigars., e will make no
disguize of that, though his name will
not be Maas, lle will come ashore with
the Customs officers, after they have
boarded and inspected the vessel; our
“eccmmercial travellers very often do that.
You will be waiting at the quay, and when
he Jands you will draw him aside, intimate
that you are an officer of the law, aud that
he is to have a chance to redeem his folly.
Tell him he is not uirder arrest, and that
I—mention my name--am empowered to
make terms with him. Then bring him
to the Silver Key in Lower Thanies Street,
just hehind the Customn House. You will
find me there, in the private bar, and be-
tween us o very livtle argumrent wiil per-
suade Dirk Maas to give up the stolen
property and consent to return with me
to Amsterdam.”

“You scem to have calculated his move-
ments very preeisely.”

“That credit belongs to the firm, sir,
and they have cvidently done =ome good
actective work in  brief time. I merely
repeat what (itey cOmmunicated in ther
letter,”

“But why do vou nrecd assistance?™

‘“ Recanse I should probably bungle the
affair by myself, and perhaps lose my mau,
The knowledge that an officer is ready to
arrest him, that there is no alternativa,
will speedily bring Dirk Maas to terms.”

“Then I had better have a warrapnt
my pocket,” suggested Baines.

““Oh, no, that will not he necessary.”

“ Does this young man deserve the mercy
You propose to grant him?”

*“Yes; it is his first offence, and he yielded
to a sudden temptation. And I may tell
you that he is a distant relative of the
head of the firm.” ' )

“That puts a diffcrent complexion oun
the matter,” =aid Baines. *‘1 have acted
in similar cases, and under the circumstances
I think I will help von in this one. But
I can imnrove on your plans. I have a
friend in the Custom House, and I will go
with the men when they board the Zeeland.
Thus I shall be able to keep Dirk Maas
in sight.”

Picter von Whele stirred uneasily in his
chair, and opened his mouth on-e or twice.
*““Yes, yes, that is a good idea,’’ he assented,
in a tone that Dbelicd his words. *“ But

in
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you will say nothinz te him until you are
ashore?’ he added, after a pause.

“ Certainly not.” :

At this Von Whele
entered into a further discussion of the
matter. A few minutes later, after des-
cribing Dirk Maas, he took his leave, stating
that he would go to the Sifver Key carly
in the evening, and there await the arrival
of the detective and his quarry. The public-
house was one that remained open for the
bhenelit of the night toilers in the vicinity.

Baines, when the door had closed on his
visitor, threw himself into a ehair, and
poudered and smoked for half an hour. He
was far from believing that the allair of
Dirk Maas had any connection with the
diamond smuggling or with the man who
had been assaulted at Amsterdam, but on
the other hand. from long experience, he
was oo wise to utterly throw overboard
such a theory. Moreover, he was convinced
that all was not what it serined to be on
thie surface—that there was something being
concealed for a purpose.

“T'I1 stick to the letter of my agreement
with Von Whele, I can't do less,” he re-
solved, “but at the csame time 1'll keep
my eves and cars open, and try to discover
what 1s going eon beneath. The Dutchinan
is deep apd cunning, but he is not a good
actor. He didn’t want to tell me thie name
of his firm, and he has the prospective
movements of Mr. Dirk Maas down just a
littie too fine. And how his jaw dropped
when I said I would go aboard the Zeeland
with the Customs people! I'l do it, too,
thouely at present I can't make head or
tail of the thing. 1 would give a good bit
for a peep a«at that letter of instructions
from Magdalenus and Company.”

Big Ben at Westminster was striking the .
hour of ten, and the sonorous pealing re-
minded Baiczes of his day’s work., lle tock
a Distriet train to the MNonument and
wialked to the Custom House, where he
sought and found bhis friend, one of the
surveyors, and made 2!l pecessary arrange-
ments witiv him. :

“ Glad to do you a service, Mr. Baines,”
said the kindly official. ** Yes, I'll wire you
as soon as the vescsel is reported. And when
you come to-night my men will lock after
you,

The weather changed early in the after-
noon, and what promised to he a steady
rain set in; the air was raw and biting. On
returping to his rooms at cight o'clock,
after being engaged for many hours on the
mystery of Lord Templeton’s stolen Ranhael,

brightened up and

Baines esaw the expected telegram on his
desk. 1t was to the effect that the Zeeland

had passed Gravesend, and would reach the
Poal towards midnight. So far, so good.
The detective dined, smoked a pipe, and
was at the Custom House hy eleven o'clock,
ready for anything that might develop from
hig blind lead. i

A patrol-boat was tossing at the foot of
the stairs, and a number of men were stand-
ing about waiting. It was still raining



P | | -
SR

s
-.-.-.‘

amaitly, and the wet stones were responasible
for a strange aceident- —and of o far-reaching
one—to tho deiective. He clipped «t the
edge of the quay, slid dnun the gpranite
stairs, and plunged ]lt‘dd first into the water.
He was (-.mg.lt by & bystander and dragged
cut in time to cuapv a thorough f|llf‘klll;:.
luit his hat was dripping. and so were iils
tleeves and the upper part of his coat.

“This wou't do, sir,”" said the coxswain,
who had been instructed by the surveyor
to look after Baines. ' Come inside, and
'l fix you wvp with dry togs. There i3
plenty of tiwe; we don't start for ten
urintites vet.”

A little later Baives
slouch hat for a regunlation glazed
peaked cap, and his drenched “outer
ment for one of the blue coats worn
the Custoing afficials when on duty.

“Couldn't be a better fit, sir,” said the-
coxswain, approvingly. "*They belong to
oae of our men, Navlor, who i3 on the sick
list at present. You look quite smart.”

his
and
AT
by

had exchanged

“The cout is very  commfortable,”” the
detective repiie:! “I'I1 play Naylor's part
tor to-uwight.,”” lLe added, jestingly, Ilittle

thinking that he was to have a chance to
play it in earnest,

The men presently got into the boat,
two at the oara, an cflicer in the bow. and
the coxswain in the stern. Baines joined
the latter, and followed the example of his
mm[mnioua by pulling his cap down and
his coab-collar up: for the rain was beating
in a swart drizzle, The night was dark,
but there was o mist, and the river was
weirdly fascinating in ita solemn grandeur.
The Customn Hens<e, with its eleetrie lights,
witii the barges and Dutch eel-hoats lying
oft the jetty. qnickly fe!l bhehind. The
patrol-boat sped on its course, now gliding
«n the open waterway, now steering a wind-
ing track hetween anchored shipping and
sooty strings o f colliers from the Tyne. A
police- zalley slipped up stream with a
spiasiiing of oars. The Tower Br’idge lnomed
up and vanished. St Katherine's Docks were
passed, then Wapping lay black ahead, and
shortly afterwards the coxswain pointed to
a glow of advancing lights in the distance.

“An inconiing st::*mner,” he said. *° Watch
sharp, men."”

The oars vwere plied with fast strokes.
The steamer took shape in the glootn, drew
stowly near, and she had hardly wmoored,
dropping anchor and cable, when the C(Cus-
toms boat slipped alongside the big hull,

The officer in the bow caught a rope ladder
thvat dangled witliin reach,

“What vessel?'” lie hailed.

“The Zeeland, from Amsterdam,” a voice
shiouted over the hulwurk.:

This was music to the detective's ear. He
clambered up the ladder behind the oflicer
and the coxswain, and was followed by
one of the oarsmen. On deck all was polite-
neas, The steward led the party to the
cabia, and here was undoubtedly Dirk Maas,
for he produced his samples of cigars, stated
that his name wes Klein, and that iie was

‘House jetty,

traveller in the employ of
Company, and produced
that eflect., But he

a  commercial
Maodalenns - and
written crodentials to
was not a voung man. He was at least
thirty-five, strongly buiit, with a crafty,
clean-shaven, unprepossessing countenance.

“ 8o that's the voune man who is to
have a fresh chawnce?” reflected Baines.
“te looks as if he neecded it.”

The detective. while careful to keep his
face from the light and his cap over his
cves, pretended to be supervising the work
of his companions, as if he was in charge
of them. Nevertheless, he observed that
lie came for a good bit of furtive scrutiny
from Maas, and he wondered if the fellow
csuspected him, which guess was far from
the truth. There was not much to do on
the Zeeland, after her cargo of tobacco,
wines, and cocoa had heen declared. A
visit was made to the forecastle, where the
bunks and Ilcckers of the crew were
searched. The engineer’'s quarters, the
enginc-room, the coals in the bunkers stood
a similar test. Then to the deck again,
where Dirk Maas stood by the bulwark,

his bundie of cigar-boxes in one hand; he
was ready for departure.

“You'll take me ashore. T suppoze?’ he
caid in a low tone to the detestive. He

spoke with a ncte of confidence that Baines
did not overlook, though he was far from
understanding it.

“Yes, of course,”” he replied instantiy.

The men swarmed down the ladder, aund
the presence of Magdalenus and Compnu_v’:s
traveiler occasioned no surprise or com-
ment. The oars dipped, and the Zeeland fell
astern as the return pull began, for this
particelar crew had finished their unight’s
work, leaving the rest to other patrol-boats
that were on the river. "The tide was ruan-

ning up, and the journey was a short-one.

Dirk Maas stepped ashore on the Custom
bade the men a hearty good
night, and walked away, briskly at first,
then with a sauntering gait as he reached
the far side of the quay. He did not turn
round when Baines overtook him and drew
alongside. .

“I'm going to have a drink at the Silver
Key yonder,” said the detective. * Will
vou join me. mate?”

‘*“ Not to- mght Nayior; Im in a bit of a
huarry,” was the reply. * You are huy!or
['ve no doubt?"

“ Yes, that's right,”” Baines answered, oa
tlie spur of the mrnueut What did this
mean? he asked himself with a keen thrifl
of curiosity; he konew he had struck bottom.

“Of course, I'in a stranger to you,” Maags
went on, “bubt it's all right. You see
Micholls ig ill, aud young Milgdulenu- i3 in
Berlin, so tlm sent me instead. [ koow
tire ropes——""

With that, something eclinked iuto the
detective's hand. and when he looked at
carelessly he saw five goldem =govereigus.
With a word of thanks and a meaning aod,
he =lipped the money into his pocket.
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The two had now emnerged on Lower Thanies
Street, and DBaines judged it likely that
Picter von Wheie was watching [rom the
public-house across the way.

*“ Well, if yon wen't have a driak——" he
hegan hastily, hcping to sfound his way.

** Not to-night,” replied Maas. ** You
off duty?”

L }'CS.‘I

“Then take me to Lhe Nomadie as guick
as you can; I suppose she lies at her usuo)
mooring in the Pool, and satls carly in the
nierning I want {o floish tiis busivess with
Captain Lovibond, and get back to Amster-
dam to-morrow. I daresay the boat is in
1lie same place?”
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his mind in the flash of a second, and as
quickly he clntehed at a saving inspiration.

It worked well at the start, aad no Pieter
von Whele came out of the Silver Key to
muzzle the game; he was probahly drinkineg
hotlands in the private bar. Maas was un-
suspicions of the detective’s lagging in the
rear. He pressed slightly ahead as one who
knows Lia way, hore eastward for a hundred
yards without a word, and turned down a
aarrow  passage between blank walls. At
the bottam of it the river flowed, and here
wias a2 lonely wharf, Baines took the ecue
with olaerity, and scrambling down a ctout
ladder, he untied a skiff that was under the
pites and drew it forth,

aeeind

hkies

lll’fﬂlﬂ”

e

I L

edl

d

-

——

[} R

DETCHIL \

ey
M
r

e

b

moge .’j}
L}

1 _’.“l - igrt 40 ] -
] igsiv e
dorty

l:':" i

RN _

) I’k ', . ey
»

i L

;!‘F u - R e

sl e Sl
Pt e T

4
%
» ; il —
o L 0
- -+ \ A g T
% T | i b adid T
k- i ) 5 -
a1 Y 2 e e =
A =
A o .
ar 1R 3
i o e
.

W

e I
id [

" 'y | .i-v._; ]
magpri
Ii Spakinl
lgqiumﬁ
¢ Ll
At
Py
. L |

; ~

b
L] ' N, 4

i
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“ Yea, it is,” was the hold answer.
“ Then come along,”

For an instant the detective's nerve mearly
deserted him; thea he determined to hold
fast and trust to luck. He kpew that ne
was on to a big thing, and he vaguely sus-
pected what it was; in spite of his com-
pact he must throw Von Whele to the winds,
aund he did not doubt that he was justified
in doing so. As for the steamship Nowmadic,
he could find that easily enough. Bul where
was the boat that Naylor evidently made
use of? The above reflcctions went through

“ You’rs not Tom Naylor !'’ he cried, with an oath.

|

‘‘ He has a long scar

“ Here you are,” he whispered.

Maas descended to the boat, and Baines
drove it into the current and plied the oars,
They slipped rapidly away from the wharf,
avoidingr all anchored craft as they drited

down the dark river. There was little time
to epare, and at first the detective failed to
draw his companion. But when he produced
a flask of brandy, and Maas had taken a
deep pull at it, he soon became communica-
tive and confidential. Baines put the links

together as he listened and talked. Dia-
muonds, Captain Lovibond, the Nomadice—
one side oi the case was growing clear. And
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Naylor, whom tlie deotective
was deep in the gane.

But Maas suddenly tightened his lips, and
by a ray of light from a iantema on a barge
e leant a little forward and stared at his
companion. He scttied back carelessly.
“ Don't you <chunge your clothes wopen you
come off duty?”’ he asked.

‘“ oh, I'll do that when I return.”

Maas nodded. He leisurely filled a Ddipe,
struck a mateh, aud ignited the tobacco,
and then held the little flame forward and
up in the air, .

““ You're not ‘Tom Navior!" he cried, with
an oath. “ He has a long scar across his
cheek !

“No, I'm not Nayior,” Baines answcred,
with admirable coolness. 1 happen to bhe
a detective, and 1 must trouble you to come
ashore with me.”

As he spoke he reached for his revoiver,
which he had transferred when he changed
coats. But hefore he could draw the
weapon—he had uader-estimated the temper
ot his man—Muaas whipped a short cudgel,
a Duteh life-preserver, from his pocket, and
made a fyrious leap. Baines, springing up,
received a stunning blow on the head. But
e arappled with his enemy, and both fell.

A desperate struggle ecnsued. They
tambted from side to side, each trying to
disarm the other, for in one hand the detec-
tive gripped his pistol. -The boat was in a
dark spot, under the shadow of a long line

reprezented,

of barges. Baines was dizzy with pain, at
a great disadvantage, therefore, and his
cry for help was muofled by a muscular

tland clapped to Lis mouth.

“1 won't be taken!' enarled the enraged
Putehhman. ** Curse you——"

With a superhuman effort. Baines hroke
free and staggered fo his fect, only to find
that he had lost his pistoi. Muaas was up
as quickly, confronting him. He aimed a
heavy blow, tlie force of which was partly
broken by his stumbling over a seal. DBut
the life-preserver again landed on the de-
tective's head, and falling backward on the
gunwaie, he slid into the water. He sank
at once, and was carried a considerable dis-
tance by the current before Le came to the
surface. He wag then invisible, c!ose to the
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black hull of a barge, and he had barely
strength enough left to secize a piece of
timber, lost fromnt some vessel, that was float
ing by. He clung to it with both arms, and
went drifting down the river in the deep
sitadow, what littie sense of consciousness he
had ebbing fast. Dirk Maas watched for a
moment, then sut down with a shudder, and
pulled with rapid strokes towards t(he fac
cide of the bargaes.

The rest, up to a certain point, is another
story, and may be skimmed over briefly.
Buaines, helpless and fainting though he was,
held to the timber until he was rescued
below the Pool by a prowling waterman—a
sort of Rogue Riderhiood—who took (i
home on “zpec.” to a hovel near Limehouse,
pulled him round in the course of a few
hourz, and was duly rewarded for his paine.
The detective had a thick skull, and he
was none the worse for his injuries. Dy
this time the Nomadic had left the Thames,
and he was certain (hat Maas had sailed
with her for fear of being arrested for mur.
der. That seftled the scoundrel for the
present—he was safe enmough. Baines's first
step, to find Von Whele, was a failure; for
the Dutehman had dieappeared from his
London addrese. His second step was to in-
terview Mr. Tom Naylor, of the Custom
[Mouse, who wilted, confessed, and was takea
into custody. Then the detective had re-
coursge to the cable, and when the Nomadic
reached New York ten days later—she was
a elow cargo steamer—Dirk Maas and Cap-
tain Lovibond were promplly arrested, tihe
former for atiempled murder, and the lat-
ter on a c¢harge of smuggling diamonds;
stones to the value of five thousand pouunds
were found in his possession. Maas was
extradited and brought back to England. .

Justice was done. Maas<and Naylor were
punished according to their desents,  while
(‘aptain Lovibond lost his ship and. was
heavily fined in addition. The Diamond
Dealers: Protective Association, grateful to
Baines f{or what the had accomplished in
their interests, rewarded himn munpificently.
As for Magdalenus and Company, they had
a severe lesson, not fo speak of pecubniary
loss, and they are mot likcly to burn their

| fingers again with smuggled diamonds.

THE END.

THE DETECTIVE

STORY SECTION

Will contain next week another tip-top Scotland Yard mystery entitled:

“THE

STRING

And the further Thrilling Adyentures of Carfax Baines in:

“ The Case of the Vanished Grand Duke!”
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(Continued from page 14.)
1o be absolutely exact—that is, to put the
“whole thing in a nutshell—what about it?
1% seems to me, talking as one chapnic to
anocher chappie, that something has got
to be done!”’

Miss Trumble hreathed hard.

““Will you tell me why jou came here¢?”
she shouted shrilly,

Archie staggered, -

“ Pray, allow the old temper to cimmer'”
he cxclaimed severely, 1 mean to say,
what's the idea? 1 was about to remark
that Phipps By the way, I gather thut
You know Phipps?”

=1 do1?r”

“Well, that rather puts us on a decent
sort of footing,” went on Archie. leaning

over the desk in a comfertable attitudc.
** You get the idea? 1 know Phipps, and
- You Eknow Phipps—and Phipps knows us.

So, in a way of speaking, we're what yon
might call pals! The whole bunch, what?”

“Boy! You are exasperating me to a
very high piteh!"™ said Miss Trumble, rising
to her feet. *“1 have had =ufficient. You
will go at once—-"

“ Absolutely not’ said Archie firmly. “*In
fact, absoluteiy not twice! I trickled in
here to put things straight—and at tue pre-
sent  moment they're frightfully crooked.
Now, about Phipps. Do I understand, ol
€portsman, that Phipps is to ab:viutely
desert the young master?”

" What do you mean?”

“That is to say, do we agree, or uot?"
replied Archie. ** Now, about Phippe. He's
my man, don’t you know—a priceless <ort ot
cove, who does the most uszful things. The
way Phipps can serve ur a cup of the old
brew is rather startiirg. You know what
I mean—the real, strength- stuff, with about
a seventj-live  horse-power flavour. Tea
don't you know—the real goods. When

——=Phpps makes a cup ot tea lle wins alout

fifteen medals!

“You are absolutely impossible!” ex-
claimed Miss Trumble. *“ Where did vyou
learn this absurd style of speech, child?’’

Archie looked round in astouishment.

““ Dash it all, I thought we were alone!'"
he said mildly.

“I am talking to you,
snappea Miss Trumble.

“What!” gasped Archie. “ But, I mean
to say—child! 1 thought some other cove
nad trickled in—some priceless bounder——=

** Will you never cease talking?” shoute

Glenthorie !

the Headmistress furionsly. Do I under-
stand that you have come here to discues
this man—this Phipps?” ’

““ Absolutely!” suid Archie. “ I mean,

we've been trying to get at that for the
past ten minutes. But it's all serers. It
-seems  that we are now fairly started on
the right trend. Of course, Phipps stays
with me—absolutely! 1 couldn't live
out him!”

“In that case, my boy, I am very sorry
for you!” said Miss Trumble. “ It is myv
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belief that all boys should he treated kindly.
[ disapprove of violence in any form. 1 alsg
disapprove of children being pampered.”

“ Pampered!” repeated Archie. ' A some-
what harsh word, old dear. I mean to say,

# kind of word that poesesses a few sunay
Enoh<!"?

“ Pamipered!”  insisted Miss  Trumble
curtly. **And it is a distinet sign of
pampering for you to have this man attend-
ing to your every insignificant need! [

w.ll not allow it!”

* But, pray consuder

“I have already coasidersd, and my mind
i< made up,” put in the lady. ** There is no
otlier boy in the schocl who has such a
privilege. You shall nmot have this ran to
wait upen you hand and foot.”

“1 don’t want to indulge in the old eon-
tradicting busiless, but a chaspie simply
must protest!”” said Archie. "1 wiil admit
that Phipps does a frightful lot of wseful
things But when it comes to a question of
feet, absolutely not! I never allow Phipps
to touehi the old pedals!”

“1 think you are the mest ridiculous
boy 1 have ever known!" declared Miss
Trumble. **That is suificient! I will not
argue any longer. Phipps will ceaze to work
for yvou from new cnwards il

“I trust that you will pardca a some-
what timely iuterjection!” put in Archie,
holding up a finger. ** Now thece, as it
were, I've got you! I mean to say, thig
is where I score large and juicy chunks
of trinmph! Who, as it weie, pays the
good old wage?”

“Boy, what do yon mean?”

‘* Naturally, the whole thing s mundane!”’
said Archie. “ In point of fact, it's bally
cordid! A chappie never likes to go into
questicns of doublcens, and so forth.” .

* Doubloons?” repeated the Headinistress,
staring. .

“ Absohitely! That 133, specie—cash!”
said Arehie. ** Who, 1 mean, pays Phipps
the weekly dole lhat keeps body and soul
together?” -

1 really do not knov wky I am wasting
my t:me with you!™ snapped Miss Trumble.
*“ Phipps is my butler—he is naturally paid
by the school,” -

Archie siniled.

“ Now that my dear lady is where I
po=itively have you «n the gocd old slab of
teoast!” he said. ** Phipps is paid by mme—
absolutely! He is my valet, and in my ems-
ployment. These things are dashed ucpleas-
ant to talk abcut, but his services as
butler are sort of thrown in as a kind of
makeweight. The school gets him for no-
thing.”

Miss Trumble was impressed at last.

“Is this true?” she asked sharply.

‘““ A Glenthorne speaks mnothing but the
truth!” said Archie, with dignity.

The man was a fcol not to tell me this!”
said the Headmistress. “In future, of
course, Phipps will be paid by the school

1

-



* Absolutely not!” declured Archliie. “.Par-
den my bluatuess, but that is frichtfully
steep! Verginz on the perpendicular, iu
- fact! Phipps is my man, and I won’t re-
tease him! You can't come along and de-
liberately steal him, and things llhE‘ that!"
Miss Trumble was zilent for a few
moments, and then she pointed to the door.
“You may go!" she said. * Phipps will
leave the =school in the morning. Since he
is not on the staff, he has no busimess here.

The matter is quite settled. Phipps will
gol”

“ But, dazh it all—-"

“ That is enough!”

““ Pray consider—-

“ My child, vou can leave nie!" sitapped
‘-.\li.-ss Trumbie.

Archie attempted to argue, bubt in vain,
Aad, finally, feeling hot and fiustered and
Hewildered., he fouund himself out in tiwe
paasage. He could hardly regard his inter-
view as a very startling stccess.

With dragging footsteps, he wanl bacek

to his ewn study. He groaned as he found
that the apartment was empty. He badly
walted to talk with Phipps. He repeatedly
raug 1he bell, but Phipps did not come.

So Archie collapsed upon the lounge, aud
stared glassily into the fire.

“Plhis is° 2 time when huge
--l’ courage are required,” he murmured.

"The blow has fallen. 1 mean to say, I
can understand how those poor chappies feel
in books, when they lose all their bally
fortunas at one swoop! It's a pretty
zhastly feeling! I have an idea that 1 shall
shrink, hour by hour, and day by day!”

And - Archie clozed his eyes, and pon-
dered miserably over the situation.

After about twenty minutes, he suddenly

assortments

sat up, and there was a startled look in
lu.?_._ eVes, _
' By gad, aud by jove!” he ejaculated.

Perlmpn the poor cove has aone already!
That's why he. dldﬂl respond to the old
ring!"

The door opened, and Phipps entered.

Archie leapt up with a glad cry.

“ Phipps!” he exclaimed. “1 mean tor
say, Plipps. A sort of warm feeling is
buzzing through the old veins! So here you
are, old lad! We've cot {o do something
dou't -you know!"”

"L am afraid there is nothing to Dbe
done, sir,” interrupted Phipps gravely.

“But lcok here——"

“ Miss Trumble suntmovned me ten min-

utas ago, sir, and I have been instructed to
leave the school premises early in the morn-
ing. I must go, =ir. There i3 nothing
else for me to do.” | :
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1 I don't care what you say.

Archie collapsed on tha lounge.

““ Kindly dash about, and produce a quan-
tity of water!"” he said feehh “ Lif¢, Phupps,
ceases to interest the young :rmster Within

two days [ shall be a shadow. And then,
laddie—and then the end will come!” _

And Archie closed his eyes, moaniug
stichtiv.

CHAPTER V.

EABLY TO BED.

‘6 ELL, upon the
whole, we haven't
got very much to
grumble  abouk,”

4 remarked as I sat in Study
C with -fregellis-West and
Watson, ““We thmwnt thmg+
were going to be a lot worse.’

Bub this is only the first day,” haul
Tommy. *“ And what about football? Miss
Trumble has forbidden that; put the ban up
completely. Of course, there’'ll be ructioms
when the next mateh is due.”

‘ Begad, rather!” said Sir Montie, shak-
inz his head.
““ Well. yes!”” I said, thoughtfully. *' But

[ don't kuow whether we can take that
seriously. Don’t forget that Miss Trumbls
was a bit excited at the time. Amnd you can
be quite sure that Fenton will talk to her
like a dutch uncle. 1 don’tv think she’ll dare
to stop football.”

“ She’ll dare anything!” growled Watsomn.
““ As for thase other wcinen teachers, they
won't last more than a week! They're only
fit to 't-e:wh infants! I'm fed up with things
already.’

“ We've only got to exercise a little
patience, and we shall be "all right,” [ de-
clared. *‘‘ Fenton gavé us some good advice.
We've gol to take it, too. He's a first-class
prefect—"

The door burst opem abruptly.

“ Are we 2uing to stand it 9
violent voice.

Handforth strode

“ Great Scott!™

roared~ B

and furious.
““ What on

in, red
I gasped.

earth—" _ _
‘“ Are we going to put up with it?”
snorted Handforth fiercely. “ You're tlm

Captain of the Remove, and I've couie o
vou for your opinion! And you're sitting
there as though you don't care a toss!"

Behind Handforth the passage  waa
crowded with Removites.

“ What's the matter now?’ [ asked,
“ What's all the excitement about?”

“ Haven't you heard? shouted Pitt from

' outside.
“I've heard lots of things & ;
“ Abont the alteration in Ded-time!"
roared Handy.
uNo: X h:ueut heard anythme,” [ satd.

“ I'va been in the study, lere, for-the laat
hour——""

“ A fine
Handforth.

skipper—I don’t think!"" sneerad
““ You don't know a giddy thing!
I'm going to

-



kick up a fuss! You can call it a joke if
you like, but I don't!”

I looked at all the juniors curlousiy.

“ Well, what about bedtime?” 1 asked.

Reggie Pitt pushed fTorward.

“ Of course, nine-thirty is our usual time,”’
he said—* and carly enough, too! Miss
Trumble seems to think differentiy. She's
viven orders that we'ro to bhe upstairs in
the dormitory by eight o'clock sharp!”

“ By when?” 1 asked blankly.

“ Eight o'clock sharp!” repeated Pitt.
“ That means no supper, and the best part
of the evening gone! It's twenty minutes
to eizht already! Hcew do yon like petii-
coat rule now?”

“* Is this honour bright, or are you pull-
ing my leg?” I asked gravely.

'** Honour bright!”

“Why, it's monstrous!” [ declared.
‘““ We're not infants! Up to bed at eight
“o'clock! Who ever heard of such rubbish?”

Handforth grunted.

** Well, I'm glad to sec that you appre-
ciated the sericusness of the position!” he
exclaimed. ** And now what are you going
to do? If you think that I'm going to bed
at eight o'clock, youn've made a pretty big
blecomer !’

. “It’s no good going on like that, Handy,”
-1 said quietly. * 1If the order’s been made,
we've got to obey it.”

' What!"

“ We've got to obey it!” |

“You—you backboneless honnder!”  said
Handforth tartly. * You leader without a
spine!  What do yon eall yourzeli? Make
me skipper, and I'll soon bring about a
change !’

[ smiled.

““ As a matter of fact, Handy, I feel just
the same way,” I said. *‘ But we can’t
always act in accordance with our feelings.
It isn't wise—it isn't good policy at all.
'There's no sense in being impulsive and reck-

~~less. This thing needs some careful
thought.”
‘“ Exactly,” agreed Pitt. “ Good man,
Nipper! Now, you chaps, perhaps you will

understand why Nipper is such a good Form
Captain? He's not one of these spectacular
fellows, but by Jove, he does keep his
head! When it _comes to anything serious,
he's as cool as ice!”

* Thanks,” I grinned,
ing for bouquets!”

“This is all rot!” growled Tlandiorth.
‘If you felt the same as 1 did, you'd get up
a revolt——"'

“ Haven't I told you a dozen timés that
he time isn't ripe for a revolt?” I broke
. ** My dear chap, we've got to have cast-
iron justification before we rebel against
the school rules—so that public opinion will
be in our favour i the truth comes out.
If we revolted under the present circums-
stajrfces we shouldn't have a leg to stand
on.

“ Nipper's right!"” said Somerton.

“Jf 1 wasn't right, I wouldn't he talking

“but T wasn't ask-
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in this way,” 1 continued. ' You chaps can
trust me (o do something pretty drastic
when the right time comes. But you won’t
get me making a ghastly bloomer by acting
before the thue's ripe. And now, about
this cight o'clock non:zense, Is it really
official ¥’

“* Posted on the board, and everything!”
said Jack Grey. * A notice, signed by Miss
Trumble herself.”

**And what reason does she give?”

““*0h, some rot about sleep bheing good
for the joung!’ snorted Jack. *“ Did you
ever hear anything like it? Children ought
to be in bed for iwelve hours! What utter
pitie! She thinks she's being kind, 1 sup-
pose—so we can't very well condemn her.”

“Gh, can’t we?” said Handforth grutily.
** She's an interfering busybody! I don’t
care what you say! And this is just the
thin end of the wedge, my sons. Mark my
words! This is just the first step! If we
tamely submit to it, she'll make all sorts
of other alterations.”

“Well, we'll go to bed, anyway,” I said
quiet!y, -

**At eight o'clock?”

“Yes,”' 1 replied. “But that doesn't mean
lo say we're going to sleep. We'll go up to
the dormitory, according to this new rula
We can jaw then, and if we wanlit to make
any new plans, we ean make them—in
peace, without any fear of interruption.”

“That’'s rather a good idea,”” said De
Valerie.” ** You've got a scheme, thent”

“* Yes, a bit of one,”” 1 replied. ** My sons,
there's going to be something doing! You
can't accuze me of letting you down in the
leadership!”

““ Right you are, Nipper—we {rust you
all rieht.”

** Rather!”

I was very pleased to find that the
fellows had plenty of coifidence in me.
And the Remove resigned itsell to the

new order, and prepared for bed just before
eighit o'clock.

It seemed a ridiculous hour, for at this
time nobody was sleepy, and there was very
little prospect of us peacefully going off
into dreamland. Even at the ordinary
bedtime the majority of the juniors were
very reluctant to get down between the

| sheets,

So I could well imagine that there would
be a little trouble this time. It was up
to me to keep the fellows in check, and
stop them from doing anything foolish or
No good would come of anything
like that.

‘“0Of course, Miss Trumble's idea is that
the order is for our good,” 1 remarked.

‘“ She =eems to think that we don’t get
enough sleep. And she probably believes

that after a few days of this we shall be
quite accustomed to the early hour, and will

be able to go to sleep all right.”

‘““ She's wrong,”” growled Tommy Watson.
“0f course she is,”” I said. ‘' ler ideas
are a bit eccentric in every kind of way—



aud we've got to sulter. Still, it cau’t last

long.™’

We won't let it last long,”" declared
Reggrie Pitt firmly.

Then Mdarrow ciaane along, with o curious
grin- on -his {ace. - Mofrow - was  always
popuiar,

“flard Inck, yon Kids!" he exclaimed.

“ You have my sympathy. But loox here.
vou'd better not gct up to any tricks in the
dormitery.” "

“You can trust us to be good little boys,
Morrew,” 1 said innoeently.
- The prefect grinned even maore, aud soon
afterwards he escorted the Remove upstairs,

"By now, the junicrs had got over their
exasperation, and - were treating the aflair
-as something of a ioke. '

“T'm jolly glad to see that you've taken
the thing sensibly.” observed Morrow, as

be stood at the door. * Well, good-nigit,
my ronps.”’

““ Good-evening ! growled Handforth.

“We!l, it is evening, rather than. night,”
cenuckled - Morrow.,  *I- sha'n’t come back
aagin—-—""' -

i (:'I_}Od !‘I

““ So thoughtful of you, Morrow!"

“And I trust you youngsters to Keep

went on the prefect. ** LFor your
you'd better do that. Don't make

quiet,’
owlh sake,

a fuss—and don't "get japing. Keep quiet,
angd yvou'll be all serene.”

Morrow nodded, and went—having told
us by his attitude we were at liberty to
do just what we liked, providing we didn’t
create a disturbance.

Nobody thought of undreszing.

““ Now, Nipper—what «about it?" de-
manded Handforth grimly.

“ What about witat?"

“Youn're the leader—what's  the [lirst
“wove? asked Handfortirn "*You needn't
think we're going to bed now., I you
haven't got any wheezes, 1T have. Now,

1 propose that we

“Dry up, Handy!”’

“I propose that we drape a lot of sheets
round us, and buzz down to Miss Trum-
hle's study,” went on Handiorth, “ We'll
jump in on her, and scare her cut of her
wits!  How's that?"”

‘“ Rotten!”
““ Ghastly !
Tlandforth
wore volceed,
“Why, you—yon

glared as these caudid opinions

Yy

=illy jossers—=--

“ Peace—peace!” 1 broke in gently. ““ We
don't want to have any squabbles now.
And there won't be any japing either.

There’s something more importand,”

“ What's that?” inquired De. Valerie.

“Grub!" 1 said briefly.

““ Heat, hear!” roared Fatty Little, with
hearty emphasgis,

“Gruh"’ I repeated.
we' going to get
t,ulzi[:»»er? Not likely.
411_@ got an
/by sending

“Do you think
into bed without any
Perhaps Miss Trumble
idea that she can economise
us- to bed early, But this

|y
-g' ¥
4

evening, at any rate, it'll prove to be a
very . expensive experiinent.  We're goiuy
to feed iike lords!"”

“THow «do you make that out?” asked
leggie Pitt.

The ~Remove was very iuterested now.
Food, after all. was a very ilmportanh
matter. And to go to bed without supper

uua something of a disaster—especiaily as
his was to be a nightly pnutur-

“llow do you reckou we c¢an
grub?" put in Grey.

Il tell you,” [ replied.
you fellows didn't think of it—but [ did.
Before we came upstairs, I buzzed round
to the domestic quarters and got into the
store-room.”

“ How?"" asked Jerry Dodd wounderiugly.

“Oh, I made some excuse to Mr-.
Poulter, and borrowed the key,” 1 grinocy.
“No, 1 duin’t pinch any gruh——un tire
then. Buat I unlatched the mndaw Do
your brains begin to work now?”

“1 say, that was jolly cute of
exclaimed Singleton, with approval.
unlatehed the window—eh? Good man!”

“Ro I want about five volunteers,”” |
continuned. ** We'll slip cut of one of these
windows—thie rest of you can lower us by
knotted sheets. It won't take us long to

Zel

" Possibly

you!"

b \r””

brineg up a goed supply of foodstuff. And
then, children, we'll have a  nice lithls
feed.” -

The fellows were enthusiastie.

““What '1Iul i tell wvou?” chuckled Piti.
< ﬁ’:dnt say that Nipper was always
ready w lth something? Now, Huandy, what

lhuve you got to say?”

“ Weli, as o matter of | thought
of exactly the =ante idea,”” replied
forth calmly. ** But just when [ was go-
ing to get busy on the scheme, we had
tu come upstairs——="" '

“Ha, ha, hal!”

fact,

any”

Hand- -

Tlandforth was laughed into a:lenm—-—-aml\lw

did not clioose him as one of the volunteers.

The leader of Study D was not a very
silent fellow. He couldn’t bhe trusted for
such =ecret work.

I needn't o into any delails about tha
raid.

I1i's quite enough for me to say that we
exceeded our most. sanguine hopes.  Hav-
ing got into the store-room, we fount
enough food there to supply an army. Auwd
we  returned laden with o whole cooked

haw, loaves of bread, tins of sardines, half
+ cheese, tins of biscuits., and cakes galoere.
We brought enough stuff to provide the
Ancient Nouse section of the Remove witi
a regular feast.

Before nine o'clock struck we were in the
middle of the fun. Regpie Pitt was carv-
ing ham like an expert, and Church aud
McClure were cutting up loaves of hread
as fast as they could manage it. Mosk
of the other fellows were eating. Vatty
Little, in fact, had started almost before
we were in the window.

And the Remove was lmppy“ We felb



hcavily over Mivs
sent us Lo hed early,
but we were cenjoying luxwvries for supper
whieh never came our way. Probably there
would be a reckoning after the feast, Lut

thuat we had scored

PTraimble. She had

that _was a detail for the future. There
was no sense in worrying over troubles
that might come. The time to worry was
wlien they arrived.

I wonder how tho College Honse
houndeis are getting o7 grinned De
Valerie, as he sampled the sardipes. ‘11l

het they didn't have enough seuse to yet
up a wheeze like this.”
“* There's no telling—'
1 broke oif abruptiy, for at that momeht
a step sounded outside the door, and then

the handle was tried. E\eryhndy stood
or sat stockstill, and all jaws had ccoared
maotion.

** Who c¢n ecarth locked this door?’™ caule
a4 voice from outside.
“* I'enton!” breathed Church,
1 looked - round quickly. The whole
Jormitory was smothered with food. We
had taken the precaution to lock the door,
but we had never really believed that we
should be disturbed. NMorrow had said th:t
he wouldn't return, We hadu't thougit
nr I'enton!
*“*Quick!"” hissed somebody.
the grub under the beds——’

with a gulp.

““ Shove all

!

“No!” I broke in. ** We'll open the
door.” .
““ What!" gasped Somerton. ** Feany will

1

skin ug—— !
“Open this door, you young sweeps!”
came Pentoa's voice, from outside.

I walked sharply across to the door,
turned the key, and stood aside. Fenton
of the Sixth strode in. He got about

three paces, and then came to an abrupt
halt. His eves opened wide as he saw the
unisual condition of the dermitory.

** Well, 1'm hapged!” he exclaimed

Llankly.
There wuas utter silence.

“ Well, what does this mean?’ demanded
Yenton, after a moment. * You young
hounders, what have you heen up 1o

Nipper, perhaps you can provide some sort
vf an explanation?”

! Jooked at Fenton calmly.

“la any explanation needed?” 1 said.

*No, 1 don’t think so,”” he replied. ‘‘ By

the way, does anybody clse know about
this—this feast?”’

** Nobody—not a soul,” 1 =said.

Tenton turned to the door,
twinkling.

“Well, T don’t know anyvthing about it,
«ither!”” hLe exclaimed. ‘' Remember, .1
haven't seen you youngsters to-night!”

his eyes

He vwalked out, and closed the door
after™ him. The Remove drew a <eep
breath, and stared at the closed door with

blank  astonizshment.
“By Jove,” I said

brick softly.  “What a
yrick!”

But Willy was something like his
elder brother. He was impulsive.
He raised the jug, and dashed its
contents into Miss Trumble’s face.

CHAPTER VL
THE JOYS OF NET-BALL!
we

URIOUE}LY cnough,
lhad Dbeen fully ex-
pe{.tmg that all sorts
of inquiries would be

made.  Possibly the goods
from the store-room had not
vet heen missed. We feli,
however, that we had scored.

Morning lessons were rather
than usual.

There seemed to be a lack of ideas.
Very few jokes or japes were induiged in.
And Miss Teezer went through the cus-
tomary routine with only one or two
variations. The Remove chafed the whole
time—for Miss Teezer would insist upon
treating the fellows as though they were
little children.

The only consolation was that lessons
were not quite so hard. Miss, Teeczer was
not such a task-master as AMr. Crowell.
Buf, for all this, we should have loved to
see the Form-master back at his desk.

By the time afterndon lessons arrived
mest of the fellows were becoming half-
resigned. They gloomily declared that the
new  order of things had come 1o stay,
and that we should never get the masters
back again,

Aud then, about half an hour after work
had commenced, Miss Trumble entered the
Form-room. The Remove sat up. They
had an idea that something interesting was

more tame

Yy



about to happen. Practically all the juniors
regarded Miss Trumble with a Kind of
withering contempt. Of respect, they had
none,

“I am glad to see, Miss Teezer, that
your children are quiet and obedient,” ex-
claimed the Headmistress, as she beamed
upon the Remove. * We are proving that

gentle metheds are the best. Violence in
any form tends to brutalise the young.”
““Quite so, Miss Trumble,” said the

Form-mistress, nodding.

Miss Trumble turned te the Remove.

** Now, children, I have a little surprise
ior you,” she said, with oune of her famous
smiles. * Strict!ly speaking, you ought to
be atbt lessons now—hut I intend to take
you out into the playground.”

“0Oh, help!” murmured Pitt.
cise!"

‘““ As you all know,
forbidden football because the game
rough and cruel,” went on DMiss 'Lrumble
“It is a game [it for nobody but hooli-
gans., In future, therefore, you zhall play
netball,

““ Netball !
Yoice.

“But—but netbail's a
ma'am!” protested Pitt,

“ It's what they play ia infants’
snorted Ilandforth.

“Do not be so absurd,
exclaimed Miss Trumble

““ Exer-

my boys, T h_w

gasped the Remove. in cne

girl's  gume,

schinols!™

my little man!”
severely, ** Net-

ball is by no means a pame for children
of the ﬂnmller size—ib Is p]zwui by vyoung
ladies.’

‘Bu* we ain't younz ladies!” shouted
somebody.

**No, I will agree,”” sald Miss Trumble.
“But netball is a game that should be
played by boys and girls alike. I'or years
[ have advocated wunetball in our pablic
zchools—but nobody las ‘ever taken my
advice. Now I have an opportunity of

enforcing the game. It may unot be favour-
ible to you at the moment, but when vou
1ave thoroughly mastered the rules, you

will agree that wnetbail is the finest form
M outdoor exercise.”

“What about playing other schools,
ma'am?"" asked Wat~on. “ At foothall, we

play Redcliffe and Helmford and the Gram-
mar School and

““ In time, these other estabiishinents will
adopt net-ball as the standard game,” said
Miss Trumble. ** But St. Frauk's shall lead
the way—St. Frank's shall be the pioneer.
You will obtain just a3 mueh exercisa at
this game as you would at footbull. But
there is no roughuess—no violence."”

“It's as tame as =kittles!"” growled Haad-
forth.

“You will all form up into a double line
and march to the dormitory!” went on Miss
Trumble. *“ I have decided to teach vou
ail, so that the most proflcient can be
singled out, and thus the teams formed.

" Attention!”

The Remove wers

raarched out ol tl:e_

the
but
Alter

~ Some of
fellows were inclined to be indignant,

Form-room in a double line.
the majority rather liked the idea.
all, it was a good joke.

Aud, strictly Rpeakm thiis was an after.
noon dfor lessons. And an_'rt‘hiug was better
than lessons—even net-ball! The juaiors
were determined to make a hopeless mess
of the game—just to show Miss Trumbhle
that it wouldn't do. :

The Headmistress marched us up to ihe
dormitory and stood aside.

“[ will give you ten minutes to change!”
she zaid. ** You will find your playing suits
all ready on your respective beds. Don then:,
anid then colleet in the playground. And
rememnhber, <hildren, no noisy demonstra-
tion!"

She walked off, and the juniors crowded
into the dormitory. Christineg and Co., and
the other Removites belonging to the Col:
leze House, had, o¢f course, gone over to
their own side.

We entercd the dormitory
tho heds,

““Help!" gurgled Ditt.
Gaze, O myv faitnfu! comrades!
blind, or am I sceing red?”

"Tht.‘!"t on the heds were
suits.’ Thev cousisted of serge knickers,
with stmps at the knee, and jersevs. ‘They
were of a brilliant red all over, and on the
breast of each jersey the schoo! crest had

and stared at

“ What's this?
Am 1 coleur

the * playing

been sewn. The costumes were certainly
attractive, hut rather too conspicuous.
“0Oh. my hat!" grinned De Valerie.

“What a lark!™

“f'm wpot going to put these siily things

on!' snapped I[:uiuforth “Not liKeiy!
Everyvhody will howl at us!

“Of course they will, l;ut that doesn't
matter,” said Reggie.

*Doesn't matter?”’

“0Of course not!" c¢huckled Pitt. Ve're

culy
own choice.
thing l‘ltl'.i.‘
business.’ : : )
“Let's do it properly,” I agreed. * Wc'l
dress up in these freak things, go dm\n
and bave a shot at net-ball! There's no
need for you fellows to get impatient., 1f
we ouly look at this in the right light we
can get some fun out of it!”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

** Nipper's right.”

And the Remove commenced changing.
Apparently, Miss Trumble was very deter-

obeying orders—these suits ain t of our
And, after all, there's somec-
hunmrnus about the whole

mined. She had even gone to the length of
having these suits especially made. Her
ideal, it appeared, was to form permanent

net-ball teams,

Of course, the thing was ridiculous,

To begin with, the Remove would never
stand it. For it is essentially a game for
girls, and the fellows would rebel rather
than subinit.

But there was certainly no harm in having -
a shot at it just for fyn. Miss Trumble
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would get ald the higger shock when she
found out the rcal attitude of the juniors.
" Great Scott!’ said Church. "I wonder
if she's suits like these for the
Sixth?" :

‘“Ha. ha, ha!”

“ You bet she has!' said Scmerton.
the Fifth, {oo!
thing!”

The Remove was soon ready, and they
were a somewhat startling collection by the
i1ime they passed out of the dormitory.

Archie Glenthome, of course, took no part
in the affair. Utterly reckless of the con-
sequences. he had gone off to his own study,
hoping that he would not be missed.

For Archie was miserable.

Phipps had gone, and life without Phipps
was hollow and ailmost unendurable. Im-
deed, Archie seemed to be pining away. He
was Jistiess and lacking I energy—even
more than usual.

His only consolation was that he could go
io the telephone, occasipnally, and have a
few words with his faithful valet, who was
at, Glenthorne Mauor, near Bannington. But
talking with Phipps over the ’‘phone was

ordered

““ And

very poor consolation. Archie nceded the
mnan every hour.
Tiie genial ass of Si. Frank's had been

doing his utmost to think of some scheme.
But his brain refused to work properly. But
there was a grim look in his eyes, and 1
there was any possibility at all, he meaut
to have Phipps back.

And while he lounged in his own study,
pondering over the terrible problein, the
Reinove was being marched off to Little
Side by the determined Miss Trumble. She
had now been joired by Miss Babbidge.
the Housemistress of the Ancient House.
This lady, of course, was taking Nelson
Lee's place. She was a rather pitiful sub-
stitute.

Miss Babbidge was a net-ball expert. What
she didn't know about the game was not
worth learning. And she had come along
in the capacity of instructress. Miss Bab-
pidge was nearly as angular as Miss
Trumble. She possessed a sharp nose, like
a beak, and rouand shouiders. When she
walked, her feet pointed outwards, in oppo-
site directions.

As Pitt whispered to Grey, one of Miss
Babbidge's feet pointed north, and the other
pointed south. It was rather remarkable
that she could play net-ball at all. Perhaps
she couldn’'t. There's many a games instruc-
tor who has got past the actual playing.

The effect of the Remove on Little Side
was startling.

It was a clear, bright afternoop, and the
grass looked green and fresh. Aand the red
guits glared out against this background in
a manner which seemed to hit one in the
eye..

To our eurprise, we found that other pre-
parations had becn made. Two poles had
been erected, ome on either side of the
. piteh. At the top of each pole there was a

Siic's dotty enough for any- |

|

kind of big ring, with a net attached to it.

d the grass had been marked in an un-
amiliar fashion.

“ This looks lively!” murmured Pitt. ‘' Are
we supposed to jump into those giddy nets?”

““You ass!” chuckled Grey. * We've gob
to piteh tiie ball in there!”

The ball proved to be an Iinteresting
object, for it very closely resembled au
ordinary football. We gazed longingly at
the goal posts on Big Side, and we were
dyving jor some real sport.

Miss Babbidge looked round.

“ Now, children, attend io me!"™ she ex-
claimed “I will go into all the rules of
the gawe.” ‘

“ Go ahead, miss!”

“We're all listening, miss!”

“ Splendid !’ said Miss Babbidge. * After
I have explained the rulcs I will then give
yon a practical demonstration.” :

““ Hear, hear!”

“1 will show you how the ball must bo
placed =

‘* Hear, hear!*

“ You must not keep interrupting in this
way!"” said the Headmistress severely.

“ Now, you see in my hands the ball. This
is the object which must be thrown about
the field of play by meams of the hand.”

“Can’t we head it?” asked Watson,

“1 wiil come to that presently,” said
Miss Babbidge.. *‘*Now listen attentively,
hecause these details are most important.”

And she proceeded to go into the mys-
teries of net-ball in earnest. Nobody paid
much attention, for the simplc reason that
the fellov's were quite keen upon getting
to work.

Their idca was to seize the ball at the
first opportunity and use it in their own
way. In fact, they had a dark and sinister
design in mind. They meant to play foot-
ball, and they would risk the wrath of Miss
Babbidge and Miss Trumble. It would be
easy enough to explain that they hadn’t
got the hang of the rules. It would be a
rag-time affair, but there would he sport
in it.

CHAPTER VII
WILLY ON THE JOB!

ND while the Remove
was learning the joys
of net-ball, two small-

ish figures emerged
from the Ancient House.
They paused on the steps
and gazed out towards Littic

Side.
* Great jumping crocodiles!” szaid one of

the figures. ‘' Look over there! What are
those things—lobsters?”
This intelligent remark was made by

Chubby Heath, of the Third. His companion
was Willy Handforth. And Willy grinned.
‘““My son, this is Providence!” he said
softlv.
“What 40 you mean, ass?”’ -
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“QGaze!” said Wiily. *“If we go back
into the IForm-room withiout taking advan-

tage of this opportunity we shall deserve all

gorts of bad things. This i= a chanece in a

thousand.” :
Willy seemed very brisk wnd alert.  And

this was somewhat curious, because oliy

tive :minutes earlicr he had been practically
on the point of expiting. At icust, Tte nad
satfd an,
 Without any apparcni rcason,
come over faint in the Form-room. He had
made extraordinarx sounds, and haa  half
lelapat‘d in his scat. And Miss Nixon, the
mistress 'of the Third, had become qnitu
alarmed.

Willy assured her tlmt all hie required was

Willy had

a breath of fresh air—some fumes of the
 fice had got into h!a throat. But he could
not possibly manage te stagger outside un-
uszisted.

S0 Chubby Heath went with him, genlly
assisting the unfortunate fag out into the
corridor. They were to take the fresh wir
for five minutes, to see it it had any good
effect,

Curionsiy enough, the efiect was instan-
Laneous. ok

The very moment Willy and Chubby got
round the corner of the corridor the faint-
negs dropped from Willy like a cloak. He

puttéd bimeelf away from his chum's grasp
and grinned.

“RHow that?" he azked.

“You—youn awful spoofer!” said Chubby
indignaotiy. ** Why, 1 thought you were
had towards the Jast! What the dickens is
the idea?”

Willy gazed at his chum pityingly.

““ And you've always told me that you've

gt a memory!” he scoffed. *Isn’t this
Mrs. Hake's day for maKking those special
mince pies of hers? And ain’'t they ten

times as gond h(}t-—jll*-t out of the oven?

‘Y By jinga, yes!” eaid Chubby.

“ By the time lessons are over, the giddy
mince  pies are cold!” went om  Willy.
“We're going to grab some now—all smok-

ing hot! Come on'! We can scoff down
about half-a-dozen in five minutes.” _
Thus the two fags reached the Awvcient

House doorway, only to find their thoughts
complete!ly  diverted. Willy, at least,
allowad the mince-pies to sink into oblivion.
But Chubby wasn't quite so resigned.

“Look here!” ‘he growled. ** What's all
this ot about Providence? We're going
to Mrs. Hake's shop to get some mince
fHes £

“No, we're mnol!" interrupted Willy.
“PThere's sometliing elee to he done-—zome-

thing far more nnportant'”
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e pointed.
“Dooyoa see
on,

“Thoze
“0Oh. don't
“Those Reds!
but red I'm
chaps, and

Bolsheviks?™" he weal

Heath.

those

gasped
denze,”” snapped Wiily.
they're apything else

Thev're the Removeo
the poor bouaders are bheing
tavnei:t how to play a new game.”

“ How do vou know?"’

“How do | kmow!"™ snorted Willv., **I
can see, can't 17 It's net-ball, I believe!
Look at those poles, with the nets at tho
top! Haven't you seen girls plaving net-
batl? It's about the =silliest, soppiest rot
thhat was ever invented!”

l Willy apparently had a poor idea of net-
JdH :

which?™

he
If
bhlind !

*Yes, bul what's it cot to do with us?"
demanded Chubby, ** I'm sorry for the poor
chaps, but we can't show ours=elves, There's
Miss Babbidge out there—aud she'll pounce
on -us jike a giddy elephant!™

‘ Elephants don’t pounce!" said Willy.
“And there’'s no need to show ourselves,
either. Come with me, my cherub! Cowe
with me, and ['ll show you something! ['ve
taken pity on the Remove vrowd, amd ['d
llk(* to do tirem a good turn.’

‘How?"

“ By putting a stop tu this net-ball rot!"
replied W nlv. *“ All we've got to do iz to
create a dlw sion, and the trick's done,
And T ¥know exactly how we cau get to
work, {.‘olne on!”’

The two fags scuttled across the Triangie
like a couple of rabbits in a hurry. ‘They
vanished iuto the shrubbery, dodged rtound
the monastery ruins, and then fﬂllnll theimn-
selves just hehind thtle Sida.

There was a thick nedge here, so there:
was no danger of them bmng seen. Aruiving
at the corner, they turpcd, and then found
themselves in a large meadow which adjoined
the playing fields.

The ieadow was empty, save for ona
solitary occupant. ‘

“There it is!"” said Willy, with

“There's what?"

“The diversion!"

Chubby Heath
the meadow,

A grin.

said Handforth minor.
stared at the occupant of

“*That—that old bull?” he asked, in be-
wilderment.

“Yon bet!"”

“But—but what can that bull do?”

“ Nothing—it's about two.hundred years
old, and. couldn't toss a pancake!" said

Willy calmly. ** Of course, 1-wouldn’t dream
of . Luruuu:-: a dangerous bull loose in a fiel

crowded with red chaps. A bit too risky,
But DMethuselah couldn’t harm a kitten
I.c 5 nearly a calt again!”

\uu-——vou dotty a‘-q"’

“That old bull is in
hood!™ declared Willy. “ But he looks afil
right—he  looks dangerous cnough.  And
when he's turned loose, I'll bet the two old
girls will shriek like a couple of factory
?'lli.*:!-leﬁf My lad, you're going to sec s':rma
uai”

his sccoud child-
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vather fed up.

s arme, danced about, and
““ordinary noizes.

Chubby Heath grinned at last.
“You are a oune!” he said admiringly.
‘“I've never known such a bounder for

ideas! 1 ceuldn’t think of a thing lJike
that!”
“0f course voun couldn't!” said Willy,

“ You need brains te think with

“ Yon—you—-""

‘“Oh, don'tk stop to argue now!" inter-
rupted Willy. **If you begin any of your
rot, my =on, 1'll dot you one.”

They c¢limbed over the low fence, anc
proceeded along the meadow until they caine
to a ygate. This gate led directly into
Little Side. Willy didn’t know exartly why
it was there, but that didn't matter. 1t
was very handy. It only had to be opened,
and the bull driven through, and the trick
was done.

As a cominencement, the two fags opencd

the gate.

“Now, what about the bull?” asked
Chubby, “It's all very well to make plans,
but it's a hit more dithcult to put them
mto execution. 1 heard somebody say
that in a lecture!”

““I thought it was a hit too steep for
you!" said Willy., * Now,”we shall have to
buck up, or we sha'n't have time for those
mincee pies! Stand ready:! 1L only needs
a hit of gocd generalship.”

By this time the Removites were getting
Miss Dabbidge was some-
thing like the famous brook—she seemed to
go on for ever. It was aill very well to
learn the rules, but the fellows didn’t want
to hear them five times over. They were
beconiing restive, -

Willy was more successful than he had
cxpected. .

He went round behind the bull, and pro-
ceeded to..aetr like a maniac, lIle waved
made extra-
‘ Shoo!

“ Shoo!” he exclaimed. (o on,

_voun beast!"”

The bull was apparently in the middle of
a rather late lunch. He paused in his plaeid

chewing, turmed his head, and regarded
Willy with a pair of bleary sort of eyes.
He blinked, and swished his tail. -

‘* Sauce!” raid Willy. * Shoo!"

The bull went on chewing again, and Willy
gréew somewhat impatient., He went up
close, and delivered a learty slap upon
Methuselah's rear quarters. This somewhat
upset the old fellow’s dignity.

He gave one leap round, lowered his
head, and started pawing with nh's front
hoofs,

“My hat!" <aid Chubby Heath. * He
scems pretty lively now!”

““That's only swank!” said Willy. “TI'll

tell you wliat—you run like mad towards

“that gate, and dodge at the last minute.

He’ll run after you, and dash straight
through into Little Side.” -

‘““Rats!”’ eaid Chubby. ‘" You do the
running. It's your idea!"

Willy grunted, and procceded to carry out

his " own scheme.
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bull was beginning to take an active in-
terest in the whole affair, 1f Willy hadn’t
been so confident, Chubby would have half
suspected that the bull was quite a danger-
ous animal.

For hardly had Handforth minor com-
menced rununing when the bull gave one
tremendous snort, and started oft in pur-
suit. He covered the ground with thunder-
ous strides, emitting' a bellow of rage.
Chubby Ileath stood there, looking aghast.

“Well I'mn blessed!” he muttered.
“ Fancy an old bull being as lively as” thatl:
Well, anyway, he haso’t got any horns!
1t wounld he rather a pity if Willy got gored
to bits!” _

Willy, in the meantime, was running like
mad., It was necessary. For, to tell the
absolute truth, Willy was becoming filled
with alarm. The bull was acting his pait
too thoroughly for the fag's liking.

He thundered along ko fiercely that Wiliy
wis half afraid that he wasn't qguite so
harmless, after all. bBut Handforth mino-
had got a good start. He reached the
gateway just in tiine,

’_l‘ihtn, with the agility of a fox, he dodged
aside.

The bull tnundered on, shot through the
gateway, and was, in Lictle Side. Willy.
panting hard, ¢losed the gate with a slam.

My goodness!” he panted. * That was
a near thing!”

bouhtis seized hin, Was the bull an aged
one, or not? Judging by its performance,
it wag as active as a two-year-old. And
Wiily was not rendered any more confideus
by the appearance of a gentleman in cor-
dustoy tirousers at the other ¢nd of thec
meadow. 'This gentleman was shouting amnd
waving his hands.

“Thix,” said Willy, “lIs where we fade
away ! =

And the two fags gave one last look at
the bull, and fled. That last glance was
not very promising. IFor the bull was stand-
ing just within the playing fields, tossing
his head, and lashing about in a most dan-
gerous looking fashion. Without question,
he was enraged. /

Then, just over the space of green, he
canght eight of a large number of red
objects—glaring red objects. The bull's
teinper became cven more incensed.

This was rather too much!

lHe had been insulted already—he liad been
fooled by an insignificant fag—and now,
on top of that, he found himself in a place
where there was a large display of the
colour he detested more than any other.

Methuselah tossed his head, gave one tre-
mendous bellow, and charged.

And it was thal fierce bellow which
reached the ears of the Remove.

Just. at the moment, we were preparing
to begin the game. Miss Babbidge had
finished her lJopng-winded discourse. But she
had hardly placed the ball on the ground
when the bellow sounded.

We looked round and stared
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“ Great Scott!” “* Look

what's coming!”

exclaimed Pitt,

I Es—it's a bulil”  elacnlated JTonmny
Watson, ' He looks pretty wild, too!”

“I don't wonder at it,”” 1 put in. * Bulls
don't like red-—and there's plenty of  red
here! We'd better be wary.”

Mis< Babbidee was holding  her  heatt
wildiy,

“ Save me!” she screanwed,

“\;’u—w must  all flee!”" : shouted  Niss
Tewutdle, in a palpitating voice. * This—
tiits dreadiul animal will kill us! Children—

Bun for your lives!™
Help!” shricked Miss Bahbidse.
rieht, ma'am—you get info the
quickly as you can,”” [ said
s,h.,wpiy ““The bull won't follow you—he'll
come for us. It's the red he doesn't like,
And vos'd better hurry, too!”

Bubt both Miss Babbidge and Miss Truinble
had lost their heads.

“qlelp!” they screamed.

and they rashed about this
that, hardly lxuo.nn" what to do.

children!
“ Help!
*Tt's all
’lrm.i"‘v

HU

way and
Auad the

Remm:ne&», in spite of the presence of the
euraged bull,
-{!nt-mupt-m:us.
Here
rile!

could not help feeling slightly
was a striking example of petiivoat

CHAPTER VIIL
HANDFORTH TAKES THE
ETHUSELAH, for ~one

TOSS!

reason or another.
came to an abrupt
halt when he was

about twenty feet away, and

stood tiere lashing his tail
violently, and inoving hisg

bead vigorously up. and down.
Perhaps he was rather puzzled. There
were so many red objects that he dido't
kaow which one to go for. It cergainly wus

viather bewildering, and he could bhardly be
blamed for halting to take stock of things.

Miss Trumble and Miss Babbidge, highly
agitated and nervous, had recovered from
thiecir momentary fricht. And now they were
racing towards the Triangle, escorted by a
number of the Removites.

““I think we'd better clear off, too, my
sons!” [ said. I don't like the look of

this buli—he's pretty wild. There's no sense
in taking any risks with a bull. How he
got here is a puzzle.”
““ Look out!” gasped Watszon., * He's
[‘uﬂ]ﬂlg'“
By jove, so he iz!"
The bull had made up his mind, and e

auddeniy started a fierce dash in the direc-
tion of Pitt and De Valerie, and one or two

others.  They tore away for safety. And
the buil abruptiv ¢hanged his direction.
He went for another set of flying juniors

Aud, in the meanfime, Handforth was g.\'?m"

at the whole scene with scorn.  There was
aa expression of indignation, teo, ou  his

rugged {catures,

“You fatheads!” he shouted. ** ['it show
son how to deal with a bull!

Churceh and MceClure grabbed at bin.

“Quick—let's get into  the Trisnele!”
casped Chureh,
“It's dangerous here!™ added McCiure,

*Rot!™

“ But--but tue bull!”
IS coming this way

" Let it come!” retorted Handforth, *F fro
you think I'm afraid of it? Why. Li¢'s s
old as Adam! He's been in that meadow for
weeks, and he wouldn't harm a  rabhit?
L' turn him off !

“0Oh, yvou fathead

“ Il turn him ol ! repeated Handfortis.
“ Like his confounded nerve, coming on
Little Side like this! It won't take me two
minutes to drive him out, and put him back
i the meadow. Just you watceh!™

satd Church wildly,

[lurl:*i‘l atid MceCiure were rather paie.
" You'll gct kiilled, you reckless chump!™
panted  McClure, “Don’t go, Handy!

Let's escape while we're safe!™

“ Rats!”

Haundforth tarned, and deliberately walked
towards the hull—-\-lm had swung round
again, and was still undecided. Methuselah,
in fact, was bellowing furiously, tﬂmspemtm[
hevond weasure,

By this time practically all the juniors had
siceceded  in getting .off the. field. They
were rather grateful to the bull for baving
wasted so much time. He had allowed thetn
to get into safety with comparative ease.

Bt Handforth still remained. I fact,
i was the only one left. It waz only
nalnral, therefme that he should devota
all hLiz attention tu Edward Oswald. The
otlier (ellows assumed that Handforth Was

following,
But Handiorth didn't follow.

You hle.&anc_*d funks !’ he shonted.
"'llgert‘:'s nothing to be afraid of' This
hull’s an  old pal of ours! I'll soon -.simw

you how to deal with him.”
Just “at that nioment the gentleman in
thie corduroy trousers appeared at the oppn-

site end of Little Side. He was wavinz bia
arms more  wildly than ever. Handforth
looked at him curiously.

In the meantime, the bull had come to a
hrm decision.

"Hi!” roared the man in eordurova.

“ et ve out of it, young gent! That there
bhull's a young ‘un! Ie's rare terce, too!
You'd best 'op it while you're safe!”

““What!” roared H.amlfnrth ‘““ He's been
in that meadow for weeks

““He ain't the same bull, young aent!™
velled the man.  *“ This ’ere’s a regular
demon! He'll half-Xili  you if  you don't
shift—— My lieye! That's done it, and un
mistake ! . :

For the bull had lowered his head, and

was dashing at Handf{orth.

There was no question about tnt daxbh.
It was something definite and absolutely
poesitive,  The bull had a fixed intention thia
time —ail his doubts were cast aside,

Previously, he had had a large number of

-



red figures to
¢harge at. But all
nese  red  figures
except, one had
vanished off the
field. Ilandforth, in
fact, was the bull's
last chance. He
either had to go for
Handforth or mno-
- body. So, naturally,
he went for Hand-
forth. Methuselah
wasn’t going to he
swindled altogether,
Strictly speaking,
he wasn't Methuse-
lah, but that's only
a detail.

Handforth, I'ke
an ass, didn't seem
to realise his
dangen. He stood
there, staring at
the  bull in a
fascinated kind of
way. The know-
ledge tliat the
aniinal was not the
harmless old crock
that had occupied
the meadow for

ho !

m

¢ Well, here we all are ! ’’ he observed genially. ““What-
Qreetings, fair lady !
Miss Trumble looksd at him coldly.

Archie has come to chat! "

weeks was jush
sinking in.

And while it
danger increased.

" Great pip!” he gasped falatly. ¢ I-—I'd
hetter bunk!”

It was just like Handforth to come to this
conclusion when it was too late. All tho
other juniors, in the meantime, were in «
position of safety. They had naturaily
assumed that Handfortn was following, and
it was only at the last moment that Edward
Oswald’s peril was realised.

Looking back, I saw him standing quite
still in the middle of Little Side, with the
hull charging at full speed. And the othe:
luniors instiuctively heid their breath.

“ Run, Handy—run!” yelled Chureh and
McClure.

““ Bunk, you fathead!”

“ Don’t stand there like a dummy!” -

Miss Trumble and Miss Babbidge, their
own danger over, had partially recovered,
and they gazed over the playing-field with
growinz horror. Here was the makings of
a terrible tragedy.

Handforth knew it, too. It secemed to
dawn upon him that he was to be the cen-
tral character in the tragedy. too. Ex-
_citement was all very well—Handy lived for
it—but this was rather too per=onal to be

was  sinking in, Handy's

_entertaining. And now it was tco late to
flce.
The bull was right on him—a sznorting,

'thundering mass of hoofs and bone and
flesh. There was only one thing to be done
—and Handforth did it. He jumped aside

in one tremendous bound, uttering a fiendish
yell as he did so. He actually felt the bull
scraping him as he jumped.

Then Handforth whizzed for safetw,

He didn’t wait to see what had bappencd
to the bull. EHe knew that it was turning.
and the tremendous bellow it uttered proved
that it was on the track once more. Hand-
forth cast all dignity to the winds, nd
hoped agaimst hope that he would be able
to reach the hedge in time. He had spottesl
a small gap, and he was making for it at
express speed.

““Go it, Handy!"”

“ Buck up—he’s gaining on you!”

“ Faster, old man—put your beef into it!"”

Handforth used every ounce of his energy.
He could hear the bull thundoring behind.
It seemed 25 though the whole earth was
shakinz, and Mandy had a horrible feeling
that nothing could save hin.

He wuasn’'t far wrong!

We, who were watching,
judge with perfeet accuracy. And we could
now see that Handforth had no earthly
chance, The Dbull was gaining on him so
rapidly that it was a matter of sheer im-
possibility for the junior to reach the gap
in time.

** Dodge, Handy!” wildly.
“You'll never do it!”

But Handforth didn’t hear. The thunder-
ing gallop of the bull in hiz rear drowned
all other sounds, Of course, he had nobody

were able 1o

yelled Church
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How to Make, Mend and Do
Everything for the Home.

bor=kshelf or chair to a *f wircless ™’

at the momant you want it.

il plans and COLOURED PLATES,
every other Thursday.

#

“ Harmsworth’s Household Encyclopedia,” Part L. of which will be published
on Thursday, February 8th, price 1s. 3d.,
manner, how to make at home thousands of practical and useful things from a }};
set or a model aeroplane.

It will also show you, by means of easy diagrams, how to mend everyihing {|
round and about the home. It is the ideal hook for the handyman, and being
alphabetically arranged for easy reference, you can turn to just what you want

The complete work will contain 10,000 pictures, 10,000 articles, diagrams
and the parts will be issued fortnightly
Order your copy of Part L. now.

-will tell you, in the simplest poscibie

-

to blanie but bimself. If he {ad liked, he
could haw {*&dpﬁd with all the rest nrf IER

“My goodness!” ejaculated Pitt. * He'll
he badly hurt!”

* Seems like 16! I said anxiously, * Oh,
what an idiot! Why didn't he
1“‘ Oh!" sobbed Chureh. * Look. He's—
1e'y—-."

Cliuroh -broke off, horrified. And there was
A tanse, sudden hush among all the others.
For the bull had actuzlly reached Hand-
forth, and the latter had not dodged. The
fatal moment had come.

With his head lowered, and going at full
specd, the bull caught Handiorth in the
rear. It was a matter of infinite relief that
the animal possessed no horns—other®ise
the affair would have been a tragedy.

Even as it was, Handy’s position was
grave, .

He was litted off his feet, and then the
bull, bellowing fiercely, tossed Haundforth
into the air like a shuttlecock. It was a
ghastly moment. Up went the junior, his
arms and legs waving wildly. And he de-

scended on the other hld(’ of the hedge, van-
ishing from our view.

44 0h, he's  Kkilled—he's
McClure faintly,

“[ wouldn't =ay that, but it'll be a mar-
vellous thin:a if he's not smashked about!”
exclaimed Reggie Pitt. “ My hat! Thaok
goadness, he came down on the other side of
the hedge!”

killed ™' said

!

|

geended this side.

“ Rather!” I agreed. *‘The bull would
have pounccd on him in a flash if he'd de-
Quiech! We'il rush round
to help the poor chap.”

Everybody was wild with anxiety. The
man in corduroys was rushing across Little
Side with a big stick and a halter, in read:-
ness to capture the infuriated animal. o
had a pretty difficult task.

But we didn't concern ourselves witht him
or the bull. Handy was out of harm's way
—but what Qad happened to him?

He had landed in a little secluded patehof
ground near the shrubbery. . 8So it was only
a short distapce for us to go. We rusied
along at [ull speed, the ladies following.

Church and McClure were the first on the
spot.  There, lIying still and silent, was
Edward Oswald Handforth. He sprawled in
the grass on his back, his lezs hunched up,

his arms outstretcied.

*Handy ! panted Churei,
voice.

He threw himself down beside his chum.
And Handtorth opened this eyes, and looked
at  Church in a dreamy kind of way.
McClure was there, too. Both the juniors
tried to raise thleir m;ured chief.

““ Don't—don't forget to buy some deccnt

i1 a choking

flowers!” muttered Hundfnrtdl, in a dfaiot
whisper. “* You can have my bike, Church.
It's all right—don't make a fuss—it was

my own fault, But I sha’n’t last long!”



7o)

+ “Handy!”’ breathed McClare. * You—
- you're not dying!”’

- .1 ought to know what I'm doing!” ex-
" elaimed Handforth weakly. ** Of course, I'm
T gdying! 1'm -smashed ail up! 1 can feel
‘wbout &ix 1ibs hanging loose! My right leg
is smashed in four pieces. Good-bye, you
chaps—-"’

* He's dying!” wailed Church.

By this time dll the rest .f us hed arrived,
and we collected round him in a big circle.

. *“There's no nced to make such a fuss!”
growled Handforth, *Can’t 1 dfe in peace
- now without you fatheads staring at me? 1
sha'n’t last more than ten mioutes! 1f I
had a fountain-pen, I'd make a will!”
. * Dry up, Handy!” said Pitt severely.
" Just then Miss Trumble came pushing
- through.

“ My poor, poor child!” she exclaimed
anXxiously. © ** Are you hurt? Ob, are you
bhadly hurt?”

* Hurt ! said Handforth. with contempt.
*“Oh, no! Not a bit! 1 simply love being
tocsed by a bull! As a matter of fact, I'm
dying! I can feel it coming cn——-"

““ This i3 dreadful—dreadful!” said Miss
Trumble tearfully. *‘ My boys! Please lift
this unfortunate playmate of yours, and
carry him to the school sanatorium. He

must be put to bed, and I will fetch the

doctor, and everythive will be done for his
comfort.”
T Right you are, ma’am.”

“ We'll take him indoors, Miss Truuible !
- Gently does it, you chaps—don’'t shake
"hiin too much!”
We advanced upon Handforth to remnder
alid, :
* Stand  back! Stand back!” snhapped
Haudy. * Look here! 1I'm mot going into the
bheastly sapatorium! I hate the place! 1'd
rather die out here, in the grass!”

** He's delirions!” said Church fearfully.
“They always talk rot when theyre de-
lirious—-""

THE

] Biff!

Considering that Handforth was dying, he
still possessed quite a useful punch. Church
found this out, for he went over with a
casp of surprise and joy. He didn't mind
that punch. The very fact that Handy cculd
deliver it proved that he vas a long way
from dying.

“ I'm talking rot, am I?”’ snapped Haandy,
jumping to his feet, and glaring round.
“ And as for going into the sanny—there's
nothing doing! I—1'm Teeling better now!”

* Those bones of yours have set pretty
quickly!” said Pitt.

** Ha, ha, Lal” .

Althoughi we could hardly believe it at
first, the simple truth was that Handforth
had met with no serious injurv at all. He
was bruised in several places, but there was
nothing else ,wrong with nim. :

-Miss Trumble insisted upon hin going into
the sanaterium, d3nd Handforth insisted upon
doing nothing of the kind. Ir the end he
had to go—much to his disgust. . But lLegw
dido’t stay there long. At the first oppor-
tunity lhe slipped out, an¥ joined the other
fellows.

The incident had proved thai petticoat
rule was mnot ready in an emergency. . II
masters instead of mistressies had been on
the field at the time of the bull’'s appear-
ance, Handforth would mnever have bkouva
to=sed. |

And, before long, we “wvere to have several
other striking examples of the futility of
feminine control over a great public school.
In fact, things lbecame so bad that excited
talk of a coming rebellion was soon in the
air. If the Remove was goaded sufliciently,
it would fail to see the humcrous poiut ot
view.

And then the trouble would come.

As a matter of fact, it did—but that's
| anothier story ! -

END.

Editorial Announgeﬁiemﬁ:

My dear readers.—The novelty of feminine
rule at St. Frank’s provided the boys with
endless fun and amusemeitt for the first week,
as you have seen in the above story. But
fun on a bread and water diet was muot
likely to last very long. The juniors began
to feel that Miss Trumble's absurd innova-
tions called for more serious action than play-
ing the fool. There was only one thing to
do, and that was to band themselves to-
gether and revolt. 1t was no easy matter,
particularly as they wera dealing with
women, and they had to think of the good
name of the school. The difficult task of
secretly organising a ‘* Barring-Out ' will
fall to the lot of Nipper, and in uext

week's story, “ GOADED TO REVOLT!” the

1

leader of the Remove will throw down the
clove to Miss Trumble.

" The result of last wesk’™s Story Voling
Competition will be published in about three
week's ircm now. '

There will appear tvwo more complete
detective ctories in * Tle Detective Story
Section ’ next week. “ THE STRING OF
PEARLS!" is the title of one of them and
is a real life, devective romance of Scotland
Yard. The other, “THE CASE OF THE
VANISHED GRAND DUKE!” is another re-
markable story of the celebrated. detective,
Carfax Baines, Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR.
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BANNINGTON MOOR

At last 1 have found space to pubtlish
afiothier of our artist’s clever sketches of
interesting  spots in the loecality of St

prank's, which are mentioned over and over
agpin in ouir stories. 1t is some wecks since
the last of this series appeared, and I have
had =0 wmany letters from readers asking

vhen this feature was to be continued,
that [ Lave taken this first opportunity of
aasuring them that 1 have not forgotten

all about it,

Tue Old Elill ou Banuinglon Moor, repre-
seated in the above skutch, 18 a picturesque
laadmark that has existed as long as St
Lsaak's can remember. It is now a disused

]

rivin, and has not heen in working ordec
for many, many vears., In fact, 1t 15 sup-
po-cd to be hannted, bhut the stories re-
lating to 1t are so unumeraus and varied
that one can  place very little ere-
dence on any of thew, But apart fromn

villuge gossip, the Gld Mill undoubtedly has
a  bhistory, and what that history 18 had
better be- leit to Ninper to tell in one of
his fulure aarratives.

Old readers will remember that the Ban-
nington Mill has figured in wmany of the St.
Frank's stories, aud 1 hope, will appear as
often azain in the future,

THE EDITOR. =
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It To-day, lt s Some-~
thing Out - of - the
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“THE PIRATES
or DEVIL'S RIVER!”

A Stunning New Serial of
" Amazing Adventure Among
Pirates® of the Famous Carnibbean
| Sea. A Tip-Top Yarn Full of Colour
po® (12 and Incident. It's just starting, so

: you can begin 1t now ! |
HOSTS OF OTHER FINE YARNS AND ARTICLES EVERY WEEK!
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B % No. 653. IMPRISONED FOR LIFE! E
A gripping Drama of Prison Life. R
i ] Iltenry St. Johln,
‘THE Mo. 554. THE MAN FROM BROODING WILD.
’ A Thrilling Yarn of Boxing and Peril in the Wilkle of
BOYS the Ynkon., By Eric W, Townszend.
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)

LIBRARY. ; Waliace.
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F‘“]rpence A Wouderfal Detective Tale, intraodnecing Nelson Lee and !
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mm
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\ Tale of Sexton Blake, Tinker, amdl Dr. HUNTON KYMER
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LIBRARY. & G .S
No. 273. NORTH OF 55°,

273.
Fourpence A Story of the Canadian North-west, featuring the Hon.

Per Volume JONN LAWLESS, ete,
AL ‘| No.274. THE GREEN EYES; or, The Curse of Cloome.

A Mystery of t‘lL \n ‘kehire Moors.
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Fate,”” ** The Mystery of Giyn Casile,” “\w&-
ete., ete.

Out on Friday! Order a Copy TO-DAY'
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