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it was a bit of a coincidence that Willy should have performed this trick of -
all tricks ; for, little though he guessed it, he had actually brought the Head
to his very own room. -




A ROLLICKING STORY OF SCHOOL
LIFE AND ADVENTURE AT ST.
FRANK'’S,

Dr, Stafford, the venerable Head of
St. Frank’s, has accepted an invitation
to join an exploration expedition to
Africa, and hands over the resPonsibil.ity
of looking after St. Frank's to Dr,
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Hi! Get cuter the way—"’ wheel of a neat two-scater.

'{he] taxi-driver's remarks wer¢t 1, the most reckless fashion, he had

Do time for f short =abruptly. There Wwas|  gorved across the road, and the taxi, in
iddiln 1e for further abuse. The taxi swerved | gnite of its effective brakes, had been unable
Eld t,{' narrowly missecd the private car |to pull up. The driver deserved much .credit
étlreet lﬁerofr-sndc front wheel crashed into a for acting so promptly. And, to the cabby's
And Ppge. - . . chagrin, the two-seater calinly rolled off in

i iccadilly Circus looked on with|¢)e"ide of trafic, and was lost to view

terest, '
WM least, this small scction of it did. The | 40W" the Tarmarket. .
ger portion of the celebrated traflic vor-| A face appeared at the taxi window—a

tex carried on in_ils usual calm, peaceful, | Somewhat startling face.

direnpied way. °Buses lumbered by in all[ It was coalblack, and shiny, with an

pcdgqtlo-','b" taxis sped to and fro, and |enormously large and surprisingly red mouth.
‘wﬂ"‘“*' thronged in myriads. Upon the head of this dusky individual there

daylj H'? A warin June evening, and although | was a white, squat top-hat, set at a rakish
JEUL - was still in cvidence, the London | angle.

Pavilion blaze : . i
azed out like a torch with its I ani ’
thousands of electric-lamps. rlden]'?l‘l" said tbe black face. *‘‘What's the

11&2:%&“““”” climbed out of his seat,} ‘“Tulking to me?” demanded the driver,

about thec '%'c.e. and well-chosen remarks | glaring. ' .

individuals. anq' '8 capabilitles of certain] *Yes, I am!” said the black face. ¢ Didn't
The I;céi' lﬂnd one young man in particular. | I tell you to hurry? What the dickens do
-~ dent was a shght one—the off- 1 you mecan by sticking bere, and stopping your




“1 chartered this cab, ~nd I'm not going
to be dished. And you mind your own
business, my lad!” '

The gzoblin sighed.

“QOh, all right—go ahead!” he,
resignedly. “I never knew such a chap
for bheing pigheaded! Perhaps you expect
the taxi to skid along on Its axle?”

“ Now then, what's all this?” demanded n
pnliceman, in an officia’ voice. “Ah! A
nice little smash! ] shall want your
nuombor——""

“Yes, and 1'd like the number o' that fool
what caused me to swerve!” said the taxi-
driver savagely. *“JIt's.a good thing I'm
insured.”

The policeman regarded Lhe minstrel and
the gnome with interest.

“ Were you gents in the taxi?” he asked,
in a doubtful volce.

““Yes,’”* sald he of the hlack face,

‘“And what may yous names be?” asked
the policeman cordlally. .

“ Handforth—Edward Oswald andforth
—they're my mnames!” said th2 minstrel.

said

“1] dou’'t want to have a row—1 hate
squalibles—and so 1'll pay you!" said Hand- -
forth. ‘‘But I reckon it’'s a nerve on your
part ta expect any fare after wrecking us
like this!”?

“He couldn’t_ help it,”” put In Willy.
‘“And the man must have his money. Don’s
be mean, Ted!”

“Mcan !’ gasped Edward Oswald. |

“Obl, all right!” said Willy, with a sigh.
‘“JIave it your own way! The chap doesn'd

‘deserve his fare, and you're omly giving it

to him through sheer.
won't argue!”

Handforth glared.

“ Doesn’t deserve his fare?’' he repeatel,
‘“« Are you suggesting that I should swindle
him? You unprincipled young rotter! 1'm
surprised at you—my own brother--hinting
that I should owe this man a paltry two
and {tbhrecpence!” S o

“Good!” said Willy promptly. ‘‘Pay up!”

He had known from the first what would
happen if he adopted that tone, having
a full understanding c¢f his major's com-

generosity.  We



“Well, I wasn't talking to myself!”
retorted Willy. “Do you remember what
happencd just before we started out?

Remember that little bust-up we had in tho
hall, just before the pater hoofed us out
for making a row?”
"I don’t know what you're talking about
“Of course, you don't remember me tell-
ing you that you hadn't got any money,
do you?” demanded Willy. “You don’t
remember me advising you to buzz upstairs
and get your casho”
“My hat!” said Handy. ¢ I—T torgot!”
“And you don't remember, elther, that I
wanted to bring some cash, and you stopped
me?” went on \hlls relcntlcssly “Well,

fhli ia vanr funam.. P R P

aid “-ll.l-{w.--.—u. IVOKS umcx and ominous!”

Bec"-lhe if
CWith the bl‘.cl-k If ain’t,

he won't
.Cabhy TRt

these

this 'ere young spark
ace is gom to get a swipe
in a 'urry! went on the

threatening) ¥
ere trickseos You can't comne

‘“ Leggo!” snorted Edward Oswald, < It's
no good you tryving to persuade me! X'in
going to biff tlus cihap! He used insulting
lauguage, and—

“You ain't makm things better by tak-
ing on that %one, n8 put in the policeman
grufly. “ You’ll have to get into another
cab, young gents This crm-.ds getting
blgger every minute, and you're eausing an
obstruction. Look allve!”

“] want this rotter to apologise!” snorted
Handforth.

“Why, you young swab, I'll smash your
face in!” roared the oabhy, losing ° his
temper. ““As for that' there talk about
hall a quid, I don’t heclieve §t! 1 don’t
suppose your father earns .that much a

mana V. 108

other taxicab halted some little distance off,
owing to the block in the trafie. It con-
tained three gaily attired individuals—Sir
Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy Watson, and
myself. Wo waited pat:errtlv for some tlme.
wondering what the stoppage was for.

I put my head out of the window to
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~mvestigate, and my attention was suddenly
~acutely attracted. I heard a never-to-be
forgotten voice raised in indignant tones.
- “tere, leggo!” it roared. “ What! You’re
going to arrest me? You silly fathead! I’ll
report you to Scotland Yard——"
«I drew back into the taxi, alarmed.
“Quick ! I said. “ There's Handflorth just
ahead—he’s the cause of this delay, I expect

—and the fathead’s just on the point of.

being arrested.”
“ Arrested !
forth!”

13 YES.”
. “Begad!” ejaculated Sir Montie. “This
i3 frightful—it s, really! But are you sure,
Nipper? 1 thlnk you must be mistaken
dear old boy.”

“Pd know that voice in a million!”? 1
retorted grimly. “Come on! Let’s go and
investigate.” _
© ‘We bustled out of our own cab,
created further interest—for Watson was
attired as a sailor, Sir Montie looked a gor-
geous edition of a seventh century buck, and
I was dressed as a pierrot. We pushed our
“way through the crowd with determination.
Of course, we were all on our ‘way to Glen-
thorne Lodge-—-—Arch:es pdters place. A
good many-8t. Frank’s juniors had been in-
vited to the fancy dress ball,
expeeting to have a. great tnne. '

It was the last day 6f the. ko giaxc* for
on the morrow we should return’td-the cld
school for the summer term. And Colonel
-, Glenthorne, always generosity itself, had
thought it would be a good-wind-up to the
hohdu}’s to give Archie's friends a treat.
And Archie’s friends were numerous, for
over half the Remove had .arranged to turn
“Up. pe g “ .
And now it seemed that Handforth was
- doomed to get into trouble before the ball
started. We pushed our way to the centre
of "the crowd, and found a black-faced
minstrel struggling with a policeman twice
his size. A green gnome was looking on
with interest. '

*“What's the trouble here?”’ I panted..

“Oh, gcod!”?’ said the gnome. ‘¢You've
just come in time, Nipper. Ted’s on the
. point of bheing bunked into chokey. The
bobhy’s just going to send for the black
maria.”’ _ |

I grabhbed at the policeman’s arm.

‘““Hold on!’’ I said. ¢ There’s no need to
“be rough with that chap—he irrespensible.
As a matter of fact, he oughtn't to be
allowed out without a keeper. We'll take
‘charge of him, if you like.”’

“You’re welcome to him!’* sald the police-
man promptly.

- Handforth glared at me with an L\prewoﬂ
that was plobahly ferocious; but 1
contdn’t see it because of the ‘nlack paint.
He only succeeded in looking more comic
than ever. v
“You mind he

gasped Wat-son.. “Iand:

andl

your, own Dbusincss!’’

[
]

t we found the party to be bright aud gay,

‘and we were |

and  policemen

interfere!

1o
This policeman tried to arrest me, but—"’

snorted. ““ Nobody told you
“ Shameful!?? I said diplomatically,
Willy was quickly obtaining some money
from Tregellis-West, and it anly took him
a moment to slip five shillings into the cah-
driver’s hand. Then he told us that everny-
thing was all clear, and in less than two
minutes Handforth was in our own taxi.
We had rushed him through the crowd at
such a speed that he was hreathless by the
time we pushed him into the cab and sat
on him. And we proceeded towards Glen-
thorne Lodge, hot and dishevelled,  but
triumphant. - i &

'CHAPTER IIL,
THE FANCY-DRESS -BALL,

ANDFORTH cooled
down by the time we
~arrived, although he
was still disposed to
argue, .But almost the first
person we saw upon entering
Glenthorne wodge was Irene
Manners—absolutely  radiant in  a silky,
fluffy costume, that suited her fair beauty
to pelfectmn
JTandforth forgot all
and

about taxi-drivers
similar unwelcome.
subjects.

The rest of us were soon d:stmbuted and
with plenty of laughter and good cheer.
When Colonel Glenthorne got up an affair of
this nature he did it thoroughly. |

Archie himself was on the spot, welcoming
all the guests as they arrived, and: makmn
himself generally agreeable.. And it - muc-.t
not be supposed that the guests: mamly‘
coasisted of boys.

There were heaps of grown-ups, m{,ludlng
such celebrities ag Sir Edward Handfortih,
Lord Dorrimore, and even Nelson Lee. And
there were quite a number of young ladies,
too, Irene had hrought several of her Moor
View School chums. There were the Onions
brothers, too, and ftheir recent]y adopteﬂ
sister, Teqsa

The circus was new practzcally a thmrr of
the past, as far as the St. Frank's fellows:
were  concerned. Professor Onions . had
taken his big show into the Midlands, and
we were not Ilikely to see any more. of. it
in the neighbourhood of St. Frank’s.

And Tessa was hooked to go down to the
Moor View School, and the circus girl was
looking forward with keen enjoyment te the
heginning of her schooldays.

Coloncl Glenthorne’s London house was a
most palatial place, and on the present
cecasion it was ablaze with lights, and gay
with decorations. And there was not the
slightest fear that anybody would go .short
of food.

Thers
provided for,

was not only an elaborate supper
hut the whole place abounded
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with: buffets, where one could ecat ecvery
imaginable kind of dclicacy to one’s heart’s
content.

Needless to sey, Fatty Little had Dbeen
haunting these spots of heavenly bliss ever
since his arrival. He had, indeed, only come
to the ball for the purpose of having a good
fced. He regarded the dancing as an un-
necessary waste of time; he looked upon the
music with disdain, and he had taken extra
care to choose a loose-fitting fancy dress.

The scene was splendid, indeed.

The great ball-room, with its throng of
strangely assorted figures, in every conceiv-
able kind of costume—colours of the rain-
bow, in myriads, and the hum of conversa-

tion, and the sound of laughter mixing
with the sound of the music.
‘‘How goes jt, dear old- lads?’’ -asked

Archie, coming up to .a group of us who

were sealcd on a lounge.
screne, and so forth?”
‘““Yes, thanks,”’ said De Valerie.
doing fine!”’ - :
“ There's a wmerchant somewhere in the
ofMng with a large assortment of Ices and
drinks, and all that sort of rot,"” said
Archie. “Don’t be afraid to plunge, dear
old companions. I mean to say, this is one
of those occasions when we can all go the
pace a bit., what?” ) .
Ilandforth suddenly sat forward, staring.
““Who's the chap in Etons?’’ he asked

“ Everything all

“We're

blunily.

‘“Eh?’ said Archie. “Oh, rather! You
mean the priceless chappie over in the
north-cast seciion? As a matter of

absoljute . fact,
_aJul ourselves, I haven’t got the faintest
idea.”

Ilandforth rose to his fect.

‘““Etons!”’ he said. warmly. *“Of all the
nerve! Actually coming here in his giddy
8chool clothes! And not gven a St. Frank's
chap: Mec ought to be lynched!"’

‘“ Steady o, old man!’? whispered Church,
tuguing »t Handforth’s sleeve. “ After all,
you'rc not the host, and It's hardly the
thing. to criticise. Squat down again.”

“Yes, keep cool, old man!”’ advised
McClure. g
They were hoth dressed as  minstrels,

?Irnu_lar lo Handforth—the famous
'aving arranged all this beforehand. But
H:tndtorth had insisted upon beinz more
i’.lougeous than his cbums, since he was the
Ig:f;ldcr. And he was now disporting himself
8¢ . an cflicer with two batmen. As a
glﬁnttcr of fact, Church and McClure had
ed this position for months,

‘ .
a ;#‘3830!" said Handforth curtly. ‘Here's
ordin sl Al a fancy-dress ball dressed in his
Btopoy ) jclobber—in  common or garden
NS e hasn't even had the decency

o put on evenin d everybody
il g dress. And yet every
¢lse in jp fancy costume!"’ yet ever

i ’
“{Iornble!” I said, shuddering.

hat have you :
A, got to say about Iit,
Arch:e?__ demanded l.landrorth}ﬂercely.

trio
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Archie {rembled visibly.

“0Of course, dear old potato, it’s [Iairly
ghastly,’’ he admitted. - “I might even
rermark that the scheme Is pestiferous. I
mean to say, at a fancy-dress ball a chappie
is suppostd to keep to the jolly old rules.
And 1 can't place the blighter; mever even
suw-him bhefore!’’

“ Ask him.what he means by this breach
of ctiquelte!’ commanded Handforth,

“Oh, rather!' faltered Archie. * That,
of course, is to say, rather not! 1 wouldn't
like to offend the old thingummy.  Pro-
bably n ripping cove when vou get to know
him. And he may have come in Etons
because his faney-dress failed to turn up, or
something. 1 mean, accidents are always
likely to happen.”’

But Handforth would not be satisfied. He
gave ‘Archie one glance of scorn, and strode
aocross to the spot where the boy in Etons
was in the pleasurable act ol consuwming
an ice-crecam. And there was something
about Handforth’s attitude which hinted
at coming trouble. Edward Oswald was &
masterpicce for stirring up strife. Ile didn't
mean to do it, because he was one of the
easiest-going fellows under the sun—but he
just couldn’t help it.

-We all looked at one anpther significan{ly.
“I think,”” I observed, ‘‘we shall be
necded.”’ *
“It's a certainty!”’
McClure. -
‘“0Oh, but recally this is dashed distress-
ing!"’ said Archie with alarm. “I do hope
the frightful chump doesn’t start a row, or
something. That would be just -about the
old limit."” . J
The strange bhoy in Elons was sittlnz in
a chair, completely engrossed with his ice.
Ile was unaware of the impending danger.
He did not sce Handforth approaching, and
getting ready to pouunce.
The junior was quite good lookirg, in
his way, fair, medium-sized, with a ralher
wise look about his face— a look which was
decidedly misleading. It was really impos-
sible 1o judge what'kind of a fellow he was.
Handforth pounced upon him abruptly.
‘“You've got a nerve!'’ he said, planting

himself in front of the stranger.

¢“Eh? Oh! Speaking to me?’’ ejaculated
the other. -

“Yes, I am.” :

“ What's the matter? What's biting you?"
demanded the unknown junior. ‘“And I
don’t think I've had the pleasure of belngz
introduced, either. Have I offended you, or
something?"’

He looked at Handforth rather nervously.

‘“You haven't offended me any more than
you have offended any of the rest of the
guests,’”’ replied Handforth severely. ¢ You
know this i3 a fancy-dress ball, I suppose?’’

The junlor nodded.

‘“Well, I gathered that that was the
idea,’’ he replied. - -

‘““Then what the dickens do you mean by

said éhurch and



pusticd up ge:nally.

A “Let’s go into the
hall-rcom, dear old

lads,'’ he said. ¢ They're
just starting a ripping fox-

trot, and—??

**Blow the [foxtrot!’’ said Handforth,

LY ]

Handlorthn

LY - AR ] ~rau

““ All the snmc, T thmk s a
bit stcep, and it shows a pretty awlul
disrcgard for your  host’s hospitality.
What's your name?”’

“Oh! My-—my name?’ sald the stranger.
‘““ Er—Barry. William Barry. DYleased to

BOOKS OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE

Sixty-four Pages Crammed with Enjoyment!
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“ No, pol this dance,’”’ he I‘P])Lﬂl ¢« She
told me she was booked up for the next
three—that’s why I'm here. And I want

to know what this fellow means by coniing

here in Etons-—-"' |
“1 say, ’'m awfully sorry if I've coffended

.anyhody,”" put in the stranger, locking frowmn

PRO'S.
A Brilliant _Yarp of tho Cricket FPield, introducing Smith of Rockland.

CHAUCY tHdb 1 urgni U 0 your s5CU00l. 1
hope so0, an)how.”

“We're rather parlicular at St. Frank's.”
said Handforth. * So your name's William
Barry, eh? You look it! 1 supposc you're
a junior—iower school chap?’’

“*Yes,/' grinned Barry, nodding

n{ coupde.*?

LI }."eq,
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Ile shook hands with me, and then went
round the rest of us, looking as golemn as
an.owl. We all introduced oursclves, much
to Barrv's pleasure.

«“ We're getting on fine!”’ he declared
briskly. ¢ Supposing we go along (o a
buffet and have a snack? I’d like Lo hear a
few details about St. Frank’s. I'm awfully
interested in vour school. 1'd love to be in
the Third with you chaps—-"’

¢“Third!'"’ interrupted Handforth warmly.

‘¢ Aren’t yvou in the Third?"

¢““No, we're not, you fatheaded chump!’’
said Handy. ‘“ We all belong to the Remove.
Do 1 look like a fag?”

“ Well, hardly,”’ replied Barry lightly.
¢“J should say you closely resemble a dark
-pight. - But we don’t -want to become
personal, do we? Sorry if 1 trod on your
corns just ncw.”’ -

“ You never touched me,’’ said Handforth
tartly.,

1 . was speaking
exclaimed DBarry.

‘““You mcan you were speaking ouf of the
back of your neck!”’ said Handforth.
‘““You're a queer kind of ass, anvhow! If
we had you at St. Frank’s, we'd knock you
intd shape in a couple of days. We'd turn

you into a real chap, instead of a hopeless.

duffer!"’

Barry grinned.

“Well, there’s nothing like being frank,’’
he remarked. * Don’t mind me, you know.
It's one of my lifelong maxims, to treat all
insults as compliments. So you can go right
ahead and say any old thing you like, and
I'll simply smile. Smiling is a virtue!"

“You've got a bit too much to say!"’
retorted Handforth gruffly. .

“We'll tell you anything about St.
Frank's you like,”” I put in, fearing that
E!le conversation was becoming too personal.

course, we start the new term to-
morrow. I expect the term will be pretty
g;llillifltl. on the whole, although there’s no

‘1 hear you're strong on ecricket at St.
Fr.f‘tnk 82" asked Barry. .
¢ Rather!"* I replied. *¢ ¥{ possible, we mean
00 break a few records this term. One of
Pl_ltr best players is away—a fellow named
ri:;lt;t_'l')u'; I dare say we shall manage all

{}n{r.vl nodded.

Ald aren’t veu having a new Head?’
he asked. <] helieve I saw an item in the
Paper aboutr Dr—e Yes, Dr. Stafford,

T

mectaphorically,'’

clear as deylight.

interest.

“Qh, a rotter!’ repliecd Handforth.
absolute’ heost!”’

“ Indecd!"’

“ EKh?!

““1 mean, is he really a rotter?’’ said
Barry hastily. “ Then you've met him, I
supposc?'’

‘« llow the dickens could we meet him when
he hasn’t arrived at the school- yet?
deinanded Handforth | gruflly. ¢<It strikes
me you're a bit of a chump, my lad. The
new Head is named Stokes—Dr. Beverley
Stokes, if you please. By George, what a
name!"’

‘“It doesn't strike me as being particularly
horrible,”’ said Barry mildly.

“1 wouldn't mind betting that he turns
out to be a heast,”’ said Handforth. * His
name's enough for me; I can see him a3
A round-shouldered old
rotter with a beaztly inquisitve nose, and I
shouldn't be a bit surprised if he's got side-
whiskers!"’

“ By Jove!' said Barry. * You've got a
pretty wonderful imaginationt!"’

“0Of course I have!™ agreed Mandforth.
‘* There's not much that I don’t see!” '

‘“ 30 it appears,” agreed Barry, with 1
chuckle. * In fact, you see a tremendou
lot that probably doesn’t exist!" '

“ Bally good!” said Archle approvingly.
‘“ Topping, old Doy! You've got Handy's
character absolutely nailed down, by gad!
Personally, I imagine that Dr. Stokes will be
a rather decent old bird.”

“ Well, it's all A matter of conjecture,” [
put in. ‘“ We haven’t seen Dr. Stokes—we
haven't had any description of him, and wo
don't konow a single fact about him. 8o it’s
a mere waste of time to discuss the man at
all. The best thing is to wait.”

DBarry nodded.

“1 agree!" he said. ' And It wouldn't
surprise mo a bit if you all got a big
surprise.”’

1 looked at him curiously.

‘“ Why, do you know Dr. Beverley Stokes?”
I asked. _

‘* How on earth should I know him?' sald
Barry. “I'm just talking in a general
sense. When a fellow makes up his mind
about anybody or anything in advance, he
gﬁnerally gets a shock when he sees the real
t ing.ll .

‘““ Rubbish!” said Handforth. * I'll bet =«
gquid that Dr. Stokes will he a bharsh old
bounder, and, what's more, 1 think we ought
to get up a big protest against him. We'll
show him a3 clear as daylight—on the very

‘Al
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hirst day of term—that we won't put vp with
any hoxpmse.”

Williama Barry chuckled.

"hC!I?odl" he agreed. "' That's the way to
talk ¥’

But I couldn't help noticing that Barry
had deliberately evaded a direct answer to
my question.

CHAPTER V.
NOTHING LIKE BRING CANDID!

OMELOW, I was Just a
. bit suspicious about
William Barry.
I couldn't help feel-
ing that he was pulling
our legs. There was
nothing tricky about his
appearance, but there was that twinkle In
hia eye—and the keen, acute look on his face.
llo wasn't exactly like an ordinary junior.
‘here was something—well, something dif-
ferent about him; but I couldn't quite
give a name to It.

Although 1 said nothing further at the
moment. T still had an idea that Barrv knew

R PPV ¥ ALl AN | APV AV Fa A iy I LLACA R A LAY .

lika independence in this life. I like to hear
it! A fellow of your sort ought to be the
captain of the lower school.”

* You mustn't take too much notice of
Handiorth,” said Boots. ‘" He's a marveilous
chap for talking, but when it comes to action
h¢ makes a mess of everything he touches.

The most extraordinary fellow fer muddling
things up.”

*Eh?" roared Handforth.

“ But, at the same time,"” sald Boots,
‘““he’s a fine fellow! Qenerous, good-hearted,
and as true as a dle! One of the best pals
any chap could wish to have."”

Handforth paused, disurmed by " s
eulogy.
" You—you rotter!’’ he breathed. *“ I was

just gomg
can’t!’

*“ Sorry!” grinned Boots.
the truth!"

Barry chuckled.

*“ Well, there’s nothing like having |t
straight from the shoulder,’” he remarkey.
“And so you're all [eeling pretty apxious.
about your new Meadmuster? I shouldn’t
worry, if 1 were you. I don’t suppose Dr.
:lle\erley Stokes will turn things quite up:nde
own,"

‘ He'd better not try to turn them at all! 0
said De Valerie. ‘1 can tell you, my lad,
there'll be some big trouble if Dr. St.okes
makes a lot of radical changes. He'H find
St. Frank’s too hot for him! He'd better be

nawnlfal 1}

punch your nose—and pow 1

“ But the truth’s

O you Teally mean uhav? " 1
curiously. -
*1 do.”" -
‘““ And what school! do you belong to now?"
put in Boots.
‘““ No school at all—it’s a holiday.”
“Don’t try to be fupny!” said Buster
severely., ‘‘1 must say you're a queer card!

asked



my mina Is jauy mauc uyr.
st. Frank's—positively!”’ .

With a chuekle, he strolled off wilh his
nhands in his pockets, leaving us looking after
him curiously. Handforth wanted to drag
Barry back, but we wouldn’t let him.

“ That chap was telling the truth,” I said
thoughtfully. * But I can’t quite make him
out—he's n bit too deep for me. And he
-knows more about Dr. Stokes tlhian he admits.
lle’'s got something up his slecve, if you ask
me."’

De Valerie nodded.

“['ve got that impression, too,” he said.
“ Well, let's hope he comes into the College
House."

“ You're welcome to him!" sniffed Ifand.
forth “ Wa unnldn’t own a lanatie like

L i RgUIng Lwu

VOUMG Ul Sy »MONKS: NOU I1IKRCLY Ana n
}'ou,_chaps start- argulng, I'll biff you!”
:\:\1115' put in an appearance.
Oh, there you are, Ted!” he said. " I'm
il(l):‘l[:l::sed at you! In fact, I'm ashamed ol
“ Eh?" :
I'm jolly glad you're disguised—because
I don’t like to own you as a brother!” went
on Willy, sadly. * By the way, your face is
Tunning a bit! Your dusky complexion is
0ozing nto your giddy collar! I suppose you
l‘-_g::':"t-hat n sweet young thing is waiting for
Ilandforth jumped.
N You—you mean——*'
But it's too late now,”

shaking his head. went on Willy,

pAL] ‘“ Miss [rene’s been very
. lent, but she got fed up, and is having
A dance with Johnny Onions. These girls
are so fickle, you know!"

Handtorth rushed off, amid general grins,

Nif‘ld__-dl" the meantime, William Barry-had
it makin. duiet corridor. Me hurried along
i.n't.o 6 'ng curious sounds. Finally ho burst

olonel Gleathorne's library, sank limply

CHAPTER VI
THR BIG IDEA.

OLOXNEL GLENTHORNE
‘ : paused in the act of
lighling a cigar.
“*Good pgad!”
ejaculated. " What
carth——"'

‘“ He must have heard on®
ol Sir Edward Ilandforth’'s latest jokes!”
chuckled the fincly built, Lroozed man who
lounged ia Wnother easy-chair. * Don't inter-
rupt; him, colonel—iet him Iave his laugh
out!”

They bolh regarded DBarry with interest.

The bronzed mwan was no less a. person
{han the famous Lord Dorrimorc —ihe cele-
braled big game hunter and explorer. [le
look a sip of his whisky and soda, and wWA3
compelled to join in the laughter,

“Ifang it all, T can’t help mysell!” he
chuckled. ** The man looks so ridiculously
kiddish in that outGl! Il was an absolute

ho
on

| brain-wave to come in Lhat costvme.”
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Barry controlled himself at last.

“ Sorry, colonel!’ he gasped, wiping a tear
from his eye. “In haif. a minote 1'll tell
you all about it. Do you mind pouring me
out a drink, Lord Dorrimore? ‘Thanks!
You'll save my life!”

Barry sat up, took a cigar from the box
on the table, and lit it. Then be took a
long drink of the whisky and soda which
Lord Dorrimore handed to him.

** Come, Dr, Stokes, what’s the fun about?”
emiled Archie’s father.

Dr. Stokes! Was it possible—was it con-
celvable—that this mere schoolboy was the
new Headmaster of St. Trank’s? The very
suggestion of it seemed wildly fantastic,

Yet it was equallr faptastic to believe
that a schoolboy would ask for a whisky and
soda, and light up one of his host’s cigars.
Indeed, of the two possibilities, the former
seemed the most feasible.

For a subtle kind of change had come over
the genial Willlam Rarry,

ITia voice was not guite 3o voyish now, for
when he spoke he did so on a deeper note.
And his actions—the very way in which he
sat in his chair, and the way in which he held
his cigar—were the actions of a full-grown
man. :

.-\::d Lord Dorrimore’s remark was signifl-
cant.

Ile had referred to Barry’s Eton suit as a
costume! In qther words, it was not his
ordinary type of clothing at all, but a
fancy dress! He had come to the bali as all
the olher guests had come—in a opecial fap
tastic get-up for the occasion.

‘* You must have been told some remark:
ably fine jokes, old man,’”’ said Dorrie.

“What's the idea of keepin’ us out like,

this?  Perhaps if 1 another
whisky—"* _

** No—it's all right, thanks,”” said@ DBarry.
“The fact is, I've been laughing at a little
practical joke of my own. To be brief, I've
Just had a long and entertaining chat with a
number of St. [‘rank’s juniors—including your
son, colonel. Apd, by Jupiter, the young
beggars took me into their arms as one of
themselves! Never had tbe ghost of a sus-
picion of my real identity!”

“I'm not at all surprised,’” smiled Colonel
Glenthorne. ™ M{ dear son, you don't realise
how preposterously youthful you look! Seeing
you for the first time in that rig, I'd swear
you were no older than fifteen!”

" llear, hear!"” said Dorrie. ' No need to
be surprised at the youngsters for failin’ to
tumble. DBut, ] say, wasn’t it a bit risky
to play a trick like that on the beys you're
goin’ to control?”

** Not at all,”’ said Barry.
have been mcre opportune.”

' Il¢ went into fuller details ¢oncerning the
conversation that had recently taken place,
and his Jistencrs roared when he described
what Iandforth and the other_guniora had
snid regarding their new headmaster,

- And- this mere boy, this fair-haired young-

ster in Etons. was Dr. Beverley Stokes bim-

give you

‘* Nothing could

" Dr.

‘me.
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self! He was the man who had been
appointed by the St. Frank’s Governors to
fill Dr. Stafford’'s post during the latter’'s
absence.

Actually, Dr., Beverley Stokes was Just
twenty-six years of age, and, being falr, with
a fresh complexion, he looked even younger.
Ile was small, too, and the adoption of Eton
clothes, and a boyish manner, immediately
lent him the illusion of extreme youth. And
there was not the slightest doubt tbat Dr.
Stokes was a consummate actor.

He had told no fibs about himself.” Iis
first Christian name was William, but his
second name—Beverley—had always been ¢on-
tracted by his parents to the more simple
nickname of Barry. So, in giving his name
xtas t\:illiam Barry, he was strictly within the
ruth, '

The new Headmaster of St. I'rank’s had
thought it rather a good joke to come to the
fancy dress ball as a schoolboy. lle had only
done it to raise a laugh, and because ho was
very much of an overgrown boy himself, And
he had ‘‘ kidded ' the St. Frank’s [ellows
quite on the -spur of the moment—never
believing for an instant that they would be
deceived for long. : .

But as soon as he had perceived that his
deception was undetected, he had kept it up
out' of sheer love of mischief.

“ Nothing pleases me better than your
appointment, Dr, Stokes,”’ sald Colonel Glen-
thorne, after they had had their laugh. ** And
St. Frank’s is not the only great publi¢c school
that is instilling young blood into Its organi-
sation. Many of our most famous colleges
are appointing youthful headmasters. [
regard the new departure as a great silep
forward. [For the young understand theo
young.’'

“ Well, I'm certainly beginning to under-
stand these Remove youngsters,” chuckled
Stokes. ‘‘Upon my word, I never
realised what the junior youngsters were
actually like! I'm cnormously glad of this
opportunity, because it enables me to study
these fellows in their own natural atmo-
sphere, And I like them . tremendously.
They’re a fine set of Kids! Handforth espe-
cially i3 a corker! Blunt—straight Irom the
shoulder—and really delightfully candid!”

Lord Dorrimore chuckled. ,

“ Good old Handy!" he murmaured. ‘ We've
had some vport, onec way and another. As
straight as a string, that kid; but the most
infernally obstinate beggar under the sun!
And, by gad, because of that I like him all
}ll_le 'II'IOI‘EI You' can’t help being fond of

im!

“That’s just what I found,”” agreed Dr.
Stokes. “I've never had such an important
appointment as this before, although for
four or five vears past I've held fairly re-
sponsible positions—and I've had the con-
trolling aof boys until it's second nmature to
n fact, I realise that I've lost torcn
with them."” ' o

“ Lost touch?"” repeated the colonel, qucs-

Liopningly.



come. It was @ sheer joy to me to be a boy
again—and to be among boys.”

-« [ seec your point, of course,” sald Colonel
Glenthorne, nodding. “ And that is why I
am so delighted with your appointment, Dr,
Stokes. I am an Old Boy, you know, and

t. Frank’'s iy dear to my hcart.”

“I'd love an opportunity of studying the
whole of St. Frank’s In this same way-—
before taking command,” said Dr. Stokes
thoughtfully. ‘It would give me a wonderful
jnsight into the inner selves of the great
school. I should, as it were, be able to fecel
the pulse of St, Frank's, and thus be in a
position to take control under the happiest
conditions.”’

“l am afraid that’'s impossible,”’ said the
coloncel. .

“An' why?" demanded Lord Dorrimore,
suddenly sitting forward and grinning. * Why
impossible? (Gad, Stokes, why don't you
keep to that fakery, an' go down to St.
Frank’, to-morrow as a new boy?”

CHAPTER VI
POOLING BT. PRANK'S.

w R.WILLIAM BEVERLEY
STOKES started.

“Go down to St.

Frank's as a new boy!”

he repeated, slowly. “It’s an

idea, Logd Dorrimore — by

Jove, it's an Idea! And, what's

it appeals to me with overwhelming

more,
force.'’

“Oh, but come!" protested Colonel Glen-

thorne, laughing. “You don't mean thls,
Doctor? It's impossible! - dood gad, man,
you couldn’t do a thing like that! It’s abso-
lutely unprecedented!”

Dr. Stokes nodded.
_““Precisely!” he said calmly.
¥CIy reason I want to do It!"

:: B.ut. man alive—"’
old I'm not the kind of man to stick to the
hi grooves,”” went on Dr. Stokes, rising to
Qis feet, and pacing restlessly up and down.

There’s something in this that appeals to

dnnShormously.  And why shouldn’t it be

“That’s the

ANd, the way 1 =ee 1t,
joke as a kind of duty.”

‘“ Hardly -that!”" said Colonel Glenthorne,
laughing. “ You can’t call it a duty, to [ool
the whole of St. Frank's!” .

‘I don’t agree, colonel,” said Dr. Stokes,
coming to a halt in front of his host. “ Let
me make my meaping ciear. If 1 take up
my appointment at St. Frank’s in the
ordinary, commonplace way, I sball know
absolutely nothing of the great school's
feeling towards me. From the very moment
of my arrival, a wide guif will separate me
from the boys—particularly from the junior
boys. In almost every great college, the
Lower School regards the Headmaster as
some kind of ogre—some all-powerful
potentate perched upon a high pedestal. He
is looked upon with awe—-—"*

‘“ And respect,’’ said the colonel. “ Don’t
forget that, Dr. Stokes. And no Headmaster
can hiope to control his school unless he has
the respect of bhis boys. And such a decep-

It 1su°'t S0 much a

{ tilom as you propose might rob rsou of that

respect at the very outset.” -
“] don’t think so,’”" said Dorrle. ** What’s
your idea, old man?” .

‘““] belleve that Colonel Glenthorne Is mis-
taken,” replied Dr. Stokes. ‘“ And that
makes me all the more eager to apply the
test. I cannot sce how I shall saorifice the
school’s respect by bridging that gulf. I
shall disperse the awe, no doubt; but that
wlll be for the good. By going to St. Frank's
in the capaclty of n schoolthoy .I shall get
over the chasm in one stride. And alter-
wards I shall be able to lessen that chasm
until it practically ceases to exist. I firmly
believe that a mutual understanding between
boys and masters is for the good of a school
in general.”

Colonel Glenthorne laughed.

‘“Well, perhaps you're right,”” he said.
““You are certainly in a better position to
judge than I am, Dr. Stokes. And I do not
think there i3 a better school in Great
Britain for the «xperiment than St. Frank’s.
It is famous for its good sportsmanship in
general."”’ .

‘“Then It’s settled!"” said the young Head-
master. “Il won't say e word about it, of



got to hurry auag-—hls boat sails on Thura-
day, I believe.”

‘“ And how long do you propose to keep up
. this deception?”
“0Oh, only for a few hours—just the first

morning of my arrival,”” replied Dr. Stokes.
“And in that short space of time 1 firmly
helieve that I shall be able to get an inmer
knowledge of the boys, nnd of their likes and
dlsllkes, th.nt. uould take me_ ten years to

- PR —

danger m the underiaking. S0 ILs a go!™

And Darry sat down again, and finished his
cigar with complete enjoyment.

The more he thought of the scheme, the
more he liked it. lle was aware that he
would be taking & certain amount of risk,
but he was game ecough to face the conse-
quences.

-He. belleved that the St. Frank's fellows
would take the joke in the right spirit.
Some, of course, &l objeet; but Dr.
Stokes believed that. this section would be
in the minority.

If the whole school condemned him for the
affair, it would be an eye-opener for him,
proving that all his ideas of schoolboy
character were wrong. The new Head was
perfectly content to take his chance.

He was a man with pew ldeas—a man who
was quite fearless in the institution of far-
reaching changes. He wouldn't be so rash
a3 to interfcre with a single one of the old
school traditions. But when it came to un-
necessary red tape,-he v.ould aweep it away
ruthlessly,

L —

And, above all else, Dr. Beverley Stokes

‘| was a firm believer In the policy of being on

close, Intimate terms with his scholars, And
by golng down to St. Frank’s in the
character of a schoalpoy, there would be no
doubt or questlon of this |ntimacy'

By all appearances, St. Frank’s was booked
for a surprising day on the morrow!

A few short hours earller, the great school .
had -been silent and uncmmlly still, But
after the arrival of the first. train from
London, things had begun to awaken.

And now, by midday, two-thirds of the
school had arrived, and both the Ancient
Mouse and the College House were ringing
with shouts, the clatter of running foot-’
steps, and a Lundred and ome other noisy
sounds that would be firmly suppressed later
on.

To begln with, however, the school did
pretty much as it liked. Studles were put
into ship-shape, baggage was carted up-
stairs, and senlors and jubniors alike were

‘enormously busy.

“Heard the latest?” asked Tommy Wat-
son, as he ran into Handforth & Co., in tho
Ancient House.

“No. What is 1t?»

‘“There’s a batch of Magazine stofl turned
up from Reggle Pitt,” said Watson. It
came this moming, by the first post.
Nipper's got it, and he says it’s good stuff,
A kind of dnary, you know.'



Trackett
bitterly.

“Well, that’'s only to be expected,” said
Watson. ‘“ An editor takes every opportunity
to improve his paper "

¢« \What?'" howled IHandforth.

“ Great Scott!' gasped Watson. ¢ Don't
yell like that! And don’'t glare, either!
As for your Trackett Qrim stuff, therc'll be
plenty of room for it, in addition to Pitt's
Diary---worso luck!"’ . -

““What's the argument about?” I asked,
coming up.

“Oh, here you are!” sald Handforth, turn.
izg on me fAcrcely.: “The first thing you do
when you get back Is to push me out of the

UTim atuit:. sald nanaloron

Magazine! ['ve pnever heard of such a dirty
frirk »
wmsper. " Fathead! Nobody knows I'm

“Uncle Edward *! If you talk in that loud
voice, you'll give the game away!”’

}‘ grinned—loudly.

.Poor Qld 'Handy!” 1 said, as I wailked
away, “l always suspected 1hat you
-'jltl:'f'lpred from delusions—and pnow I know

I passed out into the Triangle, and almost
the first fellow I saw was a well-set.up
junior i smart Etons, and with a shiny

topper set rakis . -
Cair Toad, akishly on the buck of his

“Hallo!* I said,
"Ir‘he other nodded.
Ruther! he replicd.
I“':;R coming?"
ovied at Willi; : i ider-
Able e & Hliam Barry with consider
but 3:11 said there was a possjbility of it.
A were very vague,” I repliegd. ¢l
g(;rfaamly didn't expect to zee you mre to-
Y. Have you come for good?”

¢
anyway,” repliecd Dr.

For this term,"
Stokes, with truth. “Jolly glad to meet

“You here!™”

“ Didn't I tell you

halting.

place.

BATFY calmiy. ** 13Ut Wiy suoulan't & new
boy have just as much chance as an old
hand. What's the idea of this red tape?”

“Red tape?” I repeated, staring.

‘“This favouritism,” said Dr. Stokes, taking
immediate advantage of the opportunity to
pursue the policy he had outlined.

‘“Iook here, Barry, 1 lJike you,” I said
grimly,

“Thanks!"

“] think you're the kind of chap we need
at St. Frank's,”” I went on, “But il you
start any talk about favouritisin in the
selection of the Junior Eleven, you're asking,
in a loud voice, for a karge black eye. Have
1 made mysell plain?”

“No,”’ said Barry.

Nonturn "

“That was left to

shouldn’t new boys bhe put straight into the
Junior Eleven if they're good enough?”

“They are!” I replied briefly.
Barry was rather taken aback.

“They are?’” he repeated. ‘*But you told
me__ll

“1 spoke like that because there's not
one new fellow out of a thousand good
enough to play In the_important fixtures,"”
I replied. “ But it you ®an prove to me that
vou're bhetter tlgan the weakest member of
my present team—you'll be put in that
weakest member’'s place. My policy bas
always heen to play the best eleven men in
the Junior school, irrespective of their posi-
tion in the Form. A fellow can be my worst
enemy, but if he's good at sports he gets his
I bar favouritism with a 6ffty horse-
power barrier!”

“ Splendid ! exclaimed Dr. Stokes. really
delighted. *“ You don’t know how pleased L
am to hear thgt!”

“I'm overwhelmed!"” I said sarcastically.

And at this moment lHandforth arrived oa
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the scene, and further conversation on cricket

was quite out of the gquestion. Within the

- Nirst few seconds it appeared thauhe subject
weald change to boxing.

CUAPTER IX.
SHOWING HIM THE ROPES.

DWARDOSWALD

* IANDFORTH was ac-
companled — much to

his shame—b his

young brother. He had tricd
his utmost to shake Willy off,
but cvery kind of threat had

failed, and Handforth had given up attempt-

Il'.l

Ing to biil his minor on the nose. Willy
was about the only fellow at St. Fr.mks
who perlectly understood the art of evading
Handy’s right.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” sald Haodflorth,
gazing at Dr. Beverley Stokes with a kind
of triumphant joy. ‘“That BDBarry chap!
He's come bere, after all! By George! The

nervel!” - .
‘* Nothing pnrtlcularlg nervy abeut it,”
said Willy. *“ A new chap has got to show

hime«elf, hasn't he?”

“T1 wasn't talking to you!”’ roared ITand-
forth. “Clear off! Your face worries me!”

“* And your face makes me feecl that I
shan’t cat for a week !’ retorted Willy. “In
fact. Ted, there's something about your dial
that makes funny spasms go up and down
my spine!”

Handforth leapt down the steps. despair-
ing of dealing with his minor, and planted
himsaelf in front of Barry, who was waiting
with kecen anticipation for what mlight
follow,

"“Tave you come here as a new kid?” de-
manded Ilandforth.

“ Well, yes, T suppose s0.” sald the Head.

¢ A4 lo- ul‘l'. tn honin with P

ANSWE

EVEQY MONDAY.__PRICE 2°

RS

}Iandfc;rt.h faint-—tbls

felt rather new
fellow was (oo much for him.
““Are you asking for a fat ecar?' Bhe

bellowed. _

“ My dear fellow, why get excited?’” asked
Barry. ‘ The great .thing is Lo kcep cool,
and avold all exertion. A chap of yoor
temperament is lmble to pop o[I at any
moment.”’

‘““Pop off ?” rcpeated HDandforth blankly.

“ Rather!” said .Barry. ‘ You ouglit to he
more careful! And now, to change the sub-
ject. Who's going to be a good sport and
show me {he ropes? 1'd like t.o have a looL
round the school.”* -

“ Right you are!”
“I'm your man!”

‘““ Thanks!” said Dr. Stokes.
pose we make a move?”

Ile linked his arm into Willy’s, and they
walked off across the Triangle, leaving Hand.
forth fighting for breath. The leader of
Study D suddenly charged forward, but he
was grasped by half a dozeon of us.

“0Oh, leave him alone!” I said. *“The
chap’e a good sort, and you don’t want to
get into trouble on the first day of term.

said Willy promptly.

“ Then =up-

1f y!nu biff Barry, the new Head might sce
yon L} ]

At the time, I didn't reallse how true my
words were. The new Head, in fact, would
bave both seen and felt” And, at Iast,

Wuandtort,h was cool eliough to be_relensed.

“] look upon the lellow with disdain,” he
sald tartly. ¢ And, anyhow, ] wounldn't
tonch him with a bargepole pow that my
minor's walked off with him! That young
brother of mine Is the most revolting kid
I’ve ever seen in my life!”

Armstrong nodded.

“ Yes, Willy is a mouldy little beast!” he
agreed.,

nifr!

“Yow! Yaroooh!” howled Armstrong,
¢ What’s that for?”

staggering back.

PPvrou. . ]
Happily for the fag’s peace of mind,
was unawale of this slight detail.

And it had better be admitted.at once that’
Handforth minor had conceived a dark and
sinister seheme concerning his charge. Barry
had asked to he shown the ropes. Ie hadn't
nicentioned what ropes. So Willy thought it

he



was a good opportunity to indulge in some
of his own special brand of humour.

t(«You're a lucky chap, you know,” he said
reflectively. “I wish I was a new Kid!?
vou'd be surprised at the way new Kids are
treated in this school! Like lords, you
know!”’ . _

“ Do they have a good time?” asked Dr.
Stokes.

, A good time?” repeated Willy, ¢ Wy,
my dear old fathead, you're simply in for
a picnic! New kids are pampered up to the
giddy neck here. They're provided with
special studies, and goodness knows what
clso! DBy the way, would you like to sce
your study now?’* he added carelessly.

b stoers,

have spoill the joke for worlds, and so ho
meekly followed.

“So this iz the way they treat new young-

eh?’” he chuckled to himself. *I'm
beginning to get interested.”

lle was decidedly more interested when
Willy dodged into the porch of the IHecad s
House, after a hasty glance up and down to
assure himself that the coast was clear. Dr.
Stokes became more suspicious than ever.

“This  way — quick !’ gasped Willy.
‘“Don't stand there gaping, you ass! It's
one of the rules that a new kid has got to
get into his study without anybody seeing
him. If you're spotted, you won't get the

study!”

His clenched fist caught the tramp on the point of the Jaw, the fellow reeled
over, and crashed to the ground with a string of curses.

““Rather!” said Barry. *But do I have
ohe to mysell? 1 always understood that
luniors took shares in a study.”

Willy nodded.

I “So they do,”” he agreed. ¢‘But new chaps
1ave a rosy time of it—at least, to begin
with. I'm going to show you into a study

that'll absolutely s . d

“Dr; Stokes had a vague suspicion that
Itcn, was something a triflc too artless
gL WVilly's behaviour. The fag was brisk
(o aemal, and obviously anxious to make
r this mysterious study. DBarry wouldn't

A

Barry could quite believe it, but didn't
Say so. ‘

They got indoors, and with an exaggerated
air of confildence that did not deceive his
intended victim, Willy reached the dogdr of
the lead’s study, and opened it. 1lis heart
was in his mouth as he holdly flung the door
wide open—and his relief was enormous wuen
he saw that the room was empty.

¢There you are—your study!”
crisply.

Dr. Stokes stared. The firat glance told
him that this apartment was Dr. Staflord’s
own sanctum—the room Lhat would now he
his—Barry’s., And the pew Ilead gave a

he sald



and is this my study?”

“All of it!” sail Willy gencrously. I
Jdon't want it—it’s yours! Rather too still
for me—1 like somecthing more homely. But
ncw chaps arc trcated like lords, as 1 said
belore.”

Barry was convinced that Willy was doing

. this as a pure jape.
And it bLecume more cntcertaining than
CvCr.

CHAPTER X.
ENJOYING RIMSELP.
STOKES threw him-

R. A
[ AT Y sar o he” game

- — - - - -

own books In here, and my crlciet hlngs
and crerything!’? w

Willy nodded.

“Yes, it's about the hest. stud In the
whole qvhool as a matter of fact, W he sald.
«“And I'd better warn you that you may
Jose it before long.”

*“And now,” added Willy, “I'll buzz off!
I've just remembered that I've got an ap-
pointment with two of my pals! No! Don't
yon come—sit on the couch and enjoy your-
sell! Be happy while it lasts!”

Aind Willy shot out of the doorway, gavo
a fearful glance up the corridor, and whizzed
ont Into the Triangle at express spced.
Arriving there in safety, he breathed an
immense sigh of relief, and his face hroke
into _a glorious grin.

“Well, T wish him Inck!” he commented

c.tllously “I thought I was gelng to be
caught red-handed, but fortame always
favours the brave! Poor kid!- He'll prob-

ably get swishtd for lolling om the Ilead's
couch!”

WO R

Dld I hear some.

Lol il = L -- W LA

though deceived. ‘‘Hallo!
thing about. ecricket?”
Handfort.h was the centre of the crowd,
and he turned.
“Yes, you did bear somethmg about
cricket.” he replied. ““T suppose you know
what the game [a?”» :
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played with _a ball?” asked
Barry mildly. “I'm awfully glad we've got
cricket here. I think it's a fine game. I'd
love to have a shot at it now.”

« Just like your nerve!' retorted 1land.
torth. < I'll bet you couldn't hit a ball for
more than five yards! You new chaps are
all the same—you all think you can do
wonders. And it takes me to knock the con-

ceit out of you!”

¢ Isn’t st

CTTWEll, 1 maimuiin wiiavr jyuvua cvuiuan v
last for five minutes against my bowling,”
said Dr. Stokes.

‘“ You dithering idiot!* snorted Mandforth.
‘““Come along to Little Side, and wc'll see!
Here, Church, buzz indoors and get the bats
and things., We'll soon make this new kid
look a bigger maniac than ever! [I've never
seen n more soppy-looking fathead!”

Dr. Stokes was undoubtedly hearing a few
frank and straightforward remarks concern-
ing his personal appearance—remarks that
would probably eause Illandforth to shiver
violently when he recollected them alter
the disclosure. But the new Head didn't
mind a bit. He knew that the epithets were
hurled as from one hoy to another.

at\:u. ue ncing the finest player in the Lower
'uchool. Indeed, the Remove firmly declared

at Jerry was miles better than anything
the Sixth eould produce.

mB:m-y took a short run, and his arm came
Uit with an easy swing, and the ball

:'_'l:rﬂe_d down, perlectly pitched.. and travel-
‘0g at terrific speed. And fhere was &

demcniac twist on it that deceived Hand-
forth completely.

‘“EKasy!” snapped Handforth.

Whizz! Crash! -

Handforth’s bat swished through the air,
but it met nothing, and the next second his
wicket was a wreck. He gazed at it, felt a
bit giddy, and {hen stared at Dr. Stokes,
who was standing near the other wicket,
calm and smiling.

A ——

CHAPTER XI.
AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT.

IR MONTIE TREGEL-
LIS-WEST adjusted bis
pince-ncz and stared.-

‘“Begad?!” he sald
fuintly, “JIs it a fact, or
am I dreamin’, dear old boys?
Do I see It, or don't I?*”

“You do,” I replied. ¢ Well, I'm hanged!
Just look at him! Phew! That’s a boun-
dary, I'll bet!”

We had strolled on to Little Side, mainly

to sece who the enthusiasts were who were
alreadv nuttine In snme nrarfice And uwes

%‘

- - — — - —_— -

— — -— .

lessly.
“I'm sceing him now,” I replied.

4“Yes, but were you here when he was
bowling??”

f No'"

“Then you've missed something!’” panbded -
Jercy. ‘I tell you, Nipper, this new chum
is kinder uncanny. He bowls like a prolcs-



pray Im all vnc nRewuove matcles Irrom this
minute onwards!”

IHandforth, being a keew sportsman, forgot
everything clse in his enthusiasm for the new
fellow’s prowess. And when Barry Landed
his bat over to somebody else and strolled
np to us, Handforth thumped him vigorously
on the back. Indeed, he pearly knocked
Barry flat on his face.

“Topping!” said Handforth.
giddy wonder!” .

“Thanks!” gasped Dr. Stokes. ‘1 But
there’s . oo neerl Lo be quite so vigorous
about It. You've got a fine playineg ficld
herc—almost as good as the senior side.”

“ Better!” said HMandforth promptly.

“We don't want to discuss the respective
merils of the bplavine fields.” I ot in

‘“You're a

Bl W I W AT "B ew W - .

becoming delicate.

“] think }'ll get indoors to atiend to my
things——>’ he bhegan. .

“Think agaln? interropted JYlandforth
wrathfully. ** Why, you lopsided rotter, you
can’t treat us like this! A cheeky new kid,
too! Will you play for the Remove, or
not ?*

“I tell you It’s impossible,” said Barry
quictly. '

“ All
forth.

Bi(r! .

Edward Oswald’s fist struck Dr. Beverley
Stokes in the middle of his chest. and the
full force of Ilhkandforth's shoulder was
behind it. Dr. Siokes nearly turned a

vight--take that!” roared Hand-



juntor. It would be grossly unfair. And
later, whea the school koew the truth about
him, his action in engaging n a scrap
would be condemned.

¢ Come on!” snorted Handfortl.
got to fight now !’

Barry rose to his feet, and we all stood
by without making abny comment. The
thing had gone too far for us to interfere.
The new boy had been knocked down, and

‘“You've

It was up to bim to prove his calibre.

He faced Iandforth with perfect calm-
ness.

“Put up your fsts!” sald Iandforih
grimly.

“I'm sorry—but I'm not fighting,” sald
Barry.

‘“ Not fighting!"” repeated Handforth, with
amarzement In  his ° volce. “ But—but I
punclhied you! You ain’'t golng to take
that tamely, I suppose?”

Dr. Stokes made no reply, but turned on
his heel and walked away—considering this
move to be the best and quickest way out
of a predicament that promised to become
guite impossible.

»And we gazed at bls retreatinog form In
| amazement.

CITAPTER XII.
SHOWING HIS CALIBRE! °

6 UNK
Somebody shouted
the word after

Barry in a derislve
tone. Jle paused for a
moment, then squared his
shoulders and walked on.

“Stop that!” I said grimly. “I'll admit
the chap’s attitude Is a bit startling, but
there may be a reason for it. He doesn’t
look the kind of fellow to back out of a
scrap.”

‘“But he has backed out!” roared INand-
{gfrtth. ’:‘I was golng to biff him right and
LIt you hadn’t Interfered, thls awkward
situntion wouldn't have arisen!” 1 snapped
curtly. I don’t know why it is, Handy,
but you always seem to mess things up!

Whenever you open your mouth, you pul
Your foot in il;!"p d g p

““Oh, do 1?” roared ITandforth.

“HE'tl’need a2 mouth the slze of an
clephant’s—to get his foot Into it!" re.

marked Willy, with a grin. “ Of course, you
didn't mean that, but—"

“Go and boi "
mftjor. d boil your [ace! his
¢ T_hanks all the same, ‘but I'd prefer to
S;Y yours:” replled Willy. * And don’t get
dmt'::ccat.ed. Ted! Only last week a fellow
themfl_ed |dmv:n dead through getting red In
have acel Think of the trouble we should
‘o in carrying your remalns indoors!
U ought to be moroe conmsiderate!”
andforth made a rush at his mloor, but

yelled

he might as well have attempted to catch
a shadow.
“I'm hanged I I

can understand that
new fellow,” 1 salid, frowning. “Oh, do
bhe quiet, Handy! Why on earth did Barry
walk off like that? 1ile seems such a good
sort, too.” :

And while we were discussing him, Dr,
Stokes went off absent-mindedly towards
the rear o! the Anclent MHouse. e was
deep in  thought—indeed, worried, That
little incident bad upset him.

I* was a possibility that he hadn’t
reckoned upon. He blamed himsell entirely
for allowing Ilandforth to strike him. But
for that unfortunate blow, he might bave
been able to smaoth matters out. And
afterwards, when he revealed himself, the
real explanation would be obvlous.

And as It was, he had given the fellows
the impression that he was a coward. Ie
turned rather pink when he remembered
that word which had been flung after him
in such scoruful tones.

¢ Funk!” muttered Barry. “By Jupiter,
how rotten!”

He tried to assure -himsell that every-
thing would be all right when he assumed
his correct position. But would it? Would
the Juniors reallse that he had refused bo
fght because of his position? It was quite
on the card: that they would contloue to
regard him as a funk. ~

And it waa a thought that worrled him
lntensely.

He didn't quite know which dlrection he
took, for he was 50 abstracted. And it was
with a start that he reallsed that he had
inadvertently wandered to the domestic
quarters of the Ancient House.

He could see some washing hanging on
a line, he could sece steam Issuing from a
window which was 'obviously that of the
Ancient House kitchen. Aand Darry pre-
pared to retrace his steps,

But Just before doing so0 he half turned
an angie of the bhullding, and came“withio
sight ol a sile door. He paused, his atteu-
tion attracted Dby something that was
obvlously unusual. :

A neatly dressed housemaid was standing
at the door, and she was talking to un
tcamp In curt terms. The man was one
of those cadging individuals who occaslon-
ally sneaked in for what they could cateh.
He was a big, burly looking rufiar, with
an cvil face,

“Be off with you!” the lousemald. was
saving. ““We've pot nothing for Yyou.
And my time's more valuable—"

“Ain't you got an old pair ol boots, or
somethink?” asked the tramp, pushing him.
self forward. ‘Come on, miss—don't be
‘ard on a Dbloke! A nice, pretty gal like
you wouldn't turn a fetler offt—"

“Well, I never did!"” Interrupied the
maid indiguantly. “I doa’'t want any of
vour talk—you're too saucy! I’ll call Mrs.
Poulter -—’
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“ Now, then, missie, don't be so bloomin
touchy!” lutcnuptcd the ruffian, * Stra:ght,
you're a pretty gal! Anp' if you won't give
e nothink, I'll take it!”

The man uttered a coarse laugh, grabbed
Lhe startled housemaid, apnd kissed her.
The gitl gave a gasp of indigoation and
fear, aund struggled desperately in  the
tramp’s abimal-like grip.

And it was this little scene that Dr.

ARSI BV JERILE ul AJWAWSIVL & LUl Ul AL LALE WG

thankful that you’re not handed over to the
police for assault! XNow then; move your-
self \”?

The rufMian was staring at Dr. Stokes in
o kind of dazed wonder. That blow had
hurt him, and it was positively startling
to see that his attacker-was no more thao

insignificaut jubior schoolboy—a slim
B]'f of a fellow whom he could easily brain
h ong flst.

Dr. Stokes, In fact, had momentarily for-
gotten his youthful appearance. Jle had
dropped his impersonation like a cloak, and
for these few seconds: he was hinself—a
strong, vigorous man. Small, no doubt, but
none the less dangerous because of that.

“Yon hlinkin'

voanine enhi1?2? cnarlad the

attention, too. Teddy Long, always on the
look-out for something fresh, pecred round
the bulldiug inguisitively. Ile saw what
was going on, and then raced round into
the Triaugle, bubbling with excitement.

“Quick!” he gasped. “That new Kkid's
round the back—fighting like mad with a .
tramp!” |

Handforth and Co. and Jerry Dodd and the
rest of us bad just arrived in the Triangle,

s al _ > [ | P ]

There was somethiog rather
rabout the new fellow!

mysterious

. €HAPTER XIII.
TEA TN THE IIBAD'S STUDTY!
RASH!

‘“And that,” sald

Barry, “is that!”
He had just,
delivered the final puneh—a

devastating blow which . laid
the tramp flat, and which
left him devoid of interest in the immediate

bappevings of the moment. Jn short, the

trammn had ronoivod tha hioeact hidline ~f



ITRE""
LR )
"’ty’"

—a

2z

-y
iy

-

Cups and plates went flying, and the heroes of the Third made @ne swift
I lightning-Ilke dive for the doo. ° '
130[;-'(}'-:;3! Aud you would have bad your |due, and he would only stay for an hour or

lime,

them, ang
afternoon,
In order,
things tha

And pr,

again,

pretty full up, old man.”
“By George, 1 Thpese T sl
Handforth thought
ctI'I like that.
ap wouldn't
hecFlick me!”ﬂght
Dr. Stokes didn’t
The juniors
during the gr
they were set
unpacking,

suppoese should ! said
“] hadn't looked at
tay, what a brick!

me because he thought

appear again for some
plenty to occupy
eater part of the
ting their studies
and doing scores of
eren’t at all urgent.

enjoyiong
lot of time¢ with

Stokes

himself
He epent quite a

so—just long enough to show his locum
tenens round, and introduce him to the
school. After that, Dr. Staflord would catch
the cvening train for town, and would
sail away on his holiday the pext day.

Barry chuckled as he caught sight of
Willy Handforth chatting with four or
five of his fellow Third Formers near the
gympasium. Willy was Jaying down the
law to his own particular set—Owen minor,
Chubby Heath, Lemon, and Dicky Jones,

“ Hallo, kids!” said Barry, stroliing up.
“ Tea-time, isn't 1t _
¢« Just ahout,” replled Willy, “As a



TuialT cnorusea ne 1ag’s aeunguieualy.
: “With—with you?” repeated Willy, start-
ng.
*“Yes—in my study.”

“Your study!” said Willy, with a gulp.
‘“Oh, rather! Thanks, old man! Thanks
awfully! But—but we doun’t feel inclined
—?

“Don't we?” broke in Chubby Heath.
“We've accepted the invitation, you ass.
Thut’'s all right, DBarry—we'll come.”

Willy bad a swilt fight with himsell. To
accept this Invitation would be to Invite
"disnster; but to refuse would be to make
himself look sllly. Aand the latter was out
of the question. He nodded rather feebly,

“Oh, all right!” he sald. “Thanks,
Barry! Jolliy)re deceat of you! But—but
wouldn’t it better to have tea io the
. tuck shop? No oeed to bother about your
study’mynu kno'__ll
. “No bother at all,”” sald Barry promptly.
“As a matter of fact, 1've already glven
orders.” '

“Given orders!”
faiotly.

“ Yes—come along.”

And Dr. BStokes marched off, the [fags
following. Willy’s chums couldn’t quite un-
derstand thelr leader’s scared look. Buf
it only needed ome word from him to ex-
plain the matter.

s W _ a0 _

said Handforth minor

& f__ _ = o~ Wl 5_ s -» 4 _ha

threatenlogly. ‘“ Remember! I'll slaughter
you on tho spot if you bunk now!”

And Willy, helng champlon fighter of the
Third, was heeded.

The joke, which Willy had engineered with
such cunning, was neatly being turned
against him! DBut Haaodlorth minor; for

LIS VYISILOrS 1.

“Make yourself quite at home,” he said
cheerfully. ‘“Qo abhead, and disport your-
selves over the furniture! Look upon It as
your own home! Don’'t mind me a bit!”

“0Oh, rather!” said Chubby Heath
nervously. * Thanks awfuliy!”

Although the study was empty, save for
themselves, the fags were filled with awe.
It was as though the ghosts of past Head-
masters hovered ahout, gazlog with stern
disapproval at these lntruders.

Handforth minor's chums had yelled with
laughter when he had told them of the
way Iin which Barry -had swallowed the
yara., And now they were actually his
guests for tea!

“ Pretty good study, eh?"” said DBarry, as
he Btond on, the hecarthrug. ¢ Pleaty ol
comfort here! Now, this is what 1 call
doing a thing properly! In some schools,
they only provide little poky box-roaoms for
the juniors.”

Willy smiled with difculty. . ,
“Ye-e-08, rather!” be sald weakly. ¢ But
-~but it's a bit too grand, im my opinion.
Why not get out of here, and——*
“Certainly w©ot!” Imnterrupted

“ This is n:lv study, lsn't t?”

He turned, and moved towards the fre-
place, reaching out a hand to the electric
hell push. Willy leapt a yard lato the
air.

“Hi!” he gasped frantically.

Barry.

The door opened, and a maldservant
entered, wheeling a tea waggon full up
with cups and plates, piles of sandwiches,
cakes, pastry, and other thiags dear to
the hearts Tbird Formers.

And Willy and Co. felt too weak for mere
speech!



AMAZING !

‘ OPPING!" said the
schoolboy Head-
master, selzing the

tecapot, and prepar-
ing to do the honoors.
«« Pass the sandwiches round,
somebody! And don’'t look

LpoUuPPUSC L76 reaq mauages all Ngus, you
Now, ’l hope Dr. Stafford won't arrive just
et. I'd like to be out In the Triaugle when

e does. So let's hurry—-°
, I expect he's here already,” said Barry,

glancing at the marble clock.

L ""cre!" velled Chubby Heath, spilling

“':\ .4 cupful of tea over his Ltrousers.
uick!  Let's get out—2»

!

“J—I be.teve I can hear him comlngl*”
said Lemon fearfully.

“Go and listen at the door,
ordered Willy, with a gulp. -

Dr. Stokes nearly gave the whole show
away by roaring with laughter. He con-
sidered that this little Joke of his was fully
justified. Wllly had asked for it, and he
was getting It! But the fags hardly thought
of their host at all. ¥

Juley 2

“Can’t help that—we're going!” snapped
Willy. “ At least, 1 am. You chaps can
stay here il you like—after all, it was my
wherze. so I'll take the hlame, Wc've got
to do the right thing!”

His chums stared at bim, aghast.

“You--ycu chump!” breathed Chubby.
“ You’ve gonc mad!”
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““No, I haven’t,” replicd Willy gruflly.
¢ But there's the honour of the Third at
- Btake! Are we going to allow that new
Remove chap to accuse the Third of leaving
him in the lurch? Never! Why, he’ll get
ogged for pinching the Head's study! And
it's up to us to go along, and admit that we
played a pructical joke on him!”

_d““'e!”" yelled Lemon.  “Jt was your
ideR—

LRIy LUV ALY WO UULRY HIDd LCYUCLY Luunbanug,.

So they followed thelr leader along the
corridor, looking like prisoners on their way
to the scaffold. And just as they turned
the corner they came face to face with a
Ellcortul junior who was whistling a merry
une, .

The junior was Barry.

Willy and Co. canme to an abrupt halt,
.I:‘Id ts'lared at him as though he were a
Zbost!

\

CHAPTER XV.
A SBHOCK FOR MR. CROWELLI.

R. STOKES regarded the
7 D fags with mild curlo-
/f :5 slty. .

TUDY DAV UUD I anu
tea!”
‘“ And—and he drank it?" howled Willy.

“What else do you expect?” sald the
amazing new boy. 1 can give you my word
he didn’t have a bath in.it! [ just came
along to see what had happened to you
kids. What made you dash out like that?”

L ROove uLNIU}) ©K TvUup~ul
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“ What made us—"

Willy paused, words absolutely refusing
to come. According to Barry, the Head had
accepted the situation without get.t.inil wild !
Handforth minor begano to wonder if be was
drcaming.

‘“ Do you mean to tell me the Ilead didn't
sock into you for appropriating his study?’’
he asked desperately.

¢ His study?” repeated Barry. I thouglt

TTWLHIICIE 3y yarud. o

Willy nearly broke a blood vessel.

‘“ Why, all that rot about you giving the
Head a cup of tea!” yelled Willy., “1It’s
like your giddy nerve to pull our leg! We
were just coming along to own up, and got
you out of a hole!”

¢ Oh, were you?' said Barry.
to hear that.”

As n matter of fact, Iiy. Stokes was de-
lighted, It had rather pained him when
Willy and Co. had fled so precipitately, for,
being in ignorance of the actual truth, they
had left him In the lureh. It was gratifying
to find that their sensc¢ of schoolbhoy honour
had brought them back to confess.

“You're glad to hear {t. are you?’” said

TY o A i 1. '\nll"' " lt!'

“I'm glad

imAR heanthine

““lle hasn't come yet, sO don't quibble!™
interrupted Willy tartly. “And your ten
seconds are up, my lad. You’'re fibbing all
the time, and we’re fed up! So look out for
yourself!”

“Jlere! Wait a minute——" gasped Dr.
Stokes.

‘¢ Come on—pile in!” snapped Willy curtly.
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s Wwe've had cnouvgh of this ehceky fathead's
yot! On him??

“Aml the other Third
daunted, hurled themselves at Dr. Stokes
beforc he could dodge. The next few
moments were rather interesting,  Barry was
tripped up neatly—=by a special movement of
willy's, which he had long since perfected
on varions of his own chums.

The surprised Ilead went down on his back
with a crash. Two juniors sat on his neck,
two others held his fcet down, aml with
much neatness and dispateh he was whizked
over. and his jaucket was turned inside ont,
over hig head.

“ Goodl ! panted Willy.
him whacked !”?

Dr. Stohes, bewildercd and flustered, wna
rolled over and over along the passage,
twisted this way and that, and he was finally
hurled into a corner with a crash that shook
the whole wall, 1le heard the sound of re.
treating footsteps, and attempted to sit
up.

e was smothered with dust, his collar was
onfastened, bhis waistcoat unbuttoned, and
his necktie was missing altogether. To be
exact, Dr. Stokes was. very much of a wreck.

~ But he was still good tempered. With
surprising sangfroid, he realised that the
fags had maltreated him as a mere matler
of course, and not through any lack of
respeet. They thought he was a mere Re-
movite, and therefore perfectly [air game.

It was rather unfortunate that Mr. Crowell,
the Remove master, should sail down the
passage at that particular moment. For Mr.
Crowell turned the cormer and came face to
face with Barry just as the Iatter had
reached his feet, '

‘““* Good gracious
Crowell blankly.

He stared at Barry with growing Indig-
nation. His eyes gleamed, and his {ace
bccame flushed with anger. For a new boy
to be in this condition on the very first day
qQf term was outrageous.

“Boy!”  thundercd Mr.
have been fighting!”

‘““Not—not exactly!” gasped Dr. Stokes.
“Just a minute, and I'tl expliin. I'm not
wh;\t,. you think—-"

' Not another word, sir!” stormed the ont-
raged Form-master. “ You have been fight-
‘g, and don’t dare to deny it! You will
Write me five hundred lines for this gross
Ret Oof-—7?

“1 say, old man, just a minute'” panted
Barry. ' 1'd like to explain to you that I'm
DI:. Neverley Stokes——*

S What " barked Mr. Crowell ominously.

Fact, I assure you!” -said Barry. ¢1
:"mt, look very impressive at the moment,
a)'l]'?'- the whole affair can be satisfactorily

"J‘Jsted. I'm the new Headmaster---2?
':.'”‘)W dare youl" shouted Mr. Crowell
,1"”?“,5')’- ‘““I have never met with sueh
-‘:ul.xmty In all my career! You are Barry,
af- o | have already seen yon! Vor this piece

cartrant ampertinence 1 shall take you at

Formers, nothing

“Now we've got

me!' ejaculated Mr.

Crowell. **You
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Dr. Stafford was rather aston-
lshed when the door of hie study
flew open, and his successor wae
huetled iInto his presence by the
panting Mir. Crowell.

once to Dr. Stafford—so that he may deal
with you as you dezerve.”

Farry couldn’t help grinning—and ‘he
really wanted to save Mr. Crowell from =
further shock.

“ But please listen!" he said earnestly.
“I'vo mcrely been playing a trick on the
boys-—don’t yon understand? 1'm Dr. Bever-
lcy Stokes——"

Slap!

Mr. Crowell
master’s ears,

soumddly boxed his Head-
and Barry staggered back
somewhat hurt. And before he could ofter.
any further explanations the outraged
IForm-master seized him by the collar and
hustled him ‘along the pnssage at express
speed.,

And Dr. Malecolm Stalford wans rather
astonished when the door of his study flew
open, and his successor was hustled into
his prescoce by the panting Mr. Crowell. Dr.
Statford had already protested strongly with
Barry, and the latter had promised to aban.
don his deception at once. So Dr. Staflord
wias riather unprepared for this new incident.

“PDear me!”? he ejaculnted, starting up.
“Rcull{. Mr. Crowell! I'm afraid you do
not¢ realisc——"’ ] :

“ This—this boy!”? stormed Mr. Crowell
angrily. “This wretched youih has had the
unparalleled impudence—-"’

“ This—-Lhis i3 mort distressing!”? ejaen-
lated the liead, pained, My dear Dr.
Stokes—I feared _that there would be some
disaster! Really, Mr. Crowell, if you will
listen——*1

v Dr. Stokes!* repeated Mr. Crowell feebly.
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you -very much.”

The Form-master was very pale,
" ¢ My—my dear sir!” he panted.
trust. you will accept my apologles! 1
treated you most abominably! You even
attempted. to explain, and I foolishly ignored
your words——"
v ¢ Ay dear old fellow, forget it!"’ smiled
Dr. Stokes. “I asked for trouble—and I
got it, How _
episode? T am very pleased to meet you,
-Mr. Crowell.”’

hand,

i He held out his
warmly.

“But—but I boxed your ears!’" murmured
Mr. Crowell huskily.

_—— -

— =

and they shook

‘““And probably 1 deserved everything I re-

had been in the Iidst of a8 Iree Hght!”
he exclaimed. ‘“How was I to know, Dr.
Stafford, that he was other than a mere
boy? I hadn’'t the falntest suspicion—"’

‘““ No, no, of course not,"” interrupted Dr.
Stalford. “Indeed, my own astonishment
was Just as great when I discovered that
Dr. Stokes was indulging in this rcmarkable

“1—1.

nbout forgetting the whole,

|

YOUNESLCrs are Stepping INto LLieir snoes.””

“1 sincerely trust we are not going to
lose you for good, sir.”

‘“Well, 1 think not—I hope not,” smiled -
Dr. Stafford. “ But for this term, at least,:
Dr, Stokes will be in full command. And 1
could wish for no better deputy. I am per- .
fectly satisfled that he will uphold the fine
old traditions at St. Frank’s. DBut le is
certainly an extraordinary man, Mr. Crowell
—and I admit he rather takes my breuth
away.” '

Very soon afterwards the door opened, and
a stranger entered—a slight, but finely built
man, wearing a flowing gown. In €very inch
of him there was dignlty and command.
Only by looking closely could it be seen that

SANE, WMILIT YOLY JIVLIUC WUTEa Yy, LI 3UIHIUUI »wads

called together in Big Hall. and Dr. Stafford
introduced the new Ilead to all the boys.
There was a great deal of interest in the
proceeding,

Evety boy was anxious to sce what Dr.
Stokes would look like—and every boy was
qulte convinced that he would prove to be
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an antiqualed old fossil. Iis very bpame
suggested wrinkles and white hair, .

. ‘The school, therefore, was dumbfounded
when the slight, aglle form of Dr. Stokes
came forward to the edge of the platform
in response to Dr. Stafford’s introductlon,

Upon the whole the school was pleased.
They rather liked the look of the new Head.
There was something so open and cheery
about hlin. Nothing forbldding—nothing Lo
be scared at. And it was a chango to have
.a Jleadmaster of this type.

. . I stared at Dr. Stokes hard, and gave a

.kind c¢f gulp as 1 grabbed at llandlorth's
.arnl.

t* Do—do you spot him?” ] askpd breath.
Jessly.

CwEn? Who? Of course I spot him,” said
Handforth, *“Don't be dotty! Do you
think I'm blind?”

“He's Barry !’ 1 gasped. “Can’t you sce?
Ob, my only Sunday topper! The man’'s
Barry—that new kidl”

“Rot!"” anorted Ilaundforth. *‘Flow {he
~diekens—— DBy George!” he added, with a
scared look. ‘1 belicve you’re right!"

Other fellows In .the Remove were also
.jumping at .the truoth, and in the Third a
number of fags were feeling .sick and faint.
Their legs were wcak beneath them, and
they longed for the ground to open and
-swallow them.

‘“It's—It’s Barry!” moaned Willy.
. great jumping corks!"

Daylight flashed into his braln In floods.
.Many things that had been obscure now
hecame startlingly clear. And Willy s&hud-
dered as he remembered how he and hls
fellow fags had treated the new Head in the
Third Form: passage. They had literally
‘biffed Dr. Stokes untll he was dazed. And
'Willy felt indignant through all his fears.

“*“What a_ dirty trick!”’ he muttercd.
“ Fooling us like that!
-he’s going to drop on us like a load of

brickat»

IR
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lle listened feverishly as Dr. Stokes spoke.
The new Ilead made quite a cheery, con-
fidential speech. He gol on good terms with
the school in the Jirst two or three sentences,

~and his frec and éasy mavner made him uni-

versally Itked.

“0Oh, and by the way,” went on Dr.
Stokes. ““ Some of you may have como across
a youngster nmned Barry—a new boy, 1
gndgst—uud. An infernally precocious rascal,
00. :

Those who were “In the know ¥’ held their
breath.

““ Unfortunately, this young fellow, Barry,
has mysteriously disappeared,” went on
Dr. Stokes calmly, ¢ But that needn’'t worry
us, because he is not destined to be a
pupll at 8t. Frank's, after all, It's quite
possible that DBarry got into one or twd
scrapes during the day, and it so there's
not the slightest doubt that he deserved
everything that fell to his lot. Upon the
whole, I think we can be salisfied that Barry
exisfs no more. I can safely assure you that
he rcmembers nothing, und will not appear
again.”

And Dr.
subjects. .

“J say, what a prize packet!” murmured
ITandforth with relief. ¢ And alter all the
things I called him—after I biffed him over,
too! My goodness! lle's a stunner!”

Willy llandforth was holding a hand over
his heart. :

“Sale!” he breathed ecstatlcally, gazin
at his chums. ¢ Kids, this man Is a brick!
Absolutely and positively a brick!” ..

For Dr. Beverley Stokes had made it per-
fectly clear that his appearance as  Barry »
was dead and forgotten. And alter St.
Frank's had got over the surprise, it scttled
Itself down to the conviction that Dr. Bever
lecy Stokes was something entlrely new in
Headmasters! | )

But the new Head had other surprises to

Ln'nﬂn 'A-\J- ' . -

Stokes passed on to other

o owen lnw o w
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No.27. NIGHT ON AN AMERICAN TRAIN.

AVING left New York, on the

IPennsylvania Railroad, in the early

.afternoon, I was due to arrive in

Chicago at about tea-time on the
following day. This meant, of course, a
rigzht on the train.

In my prevlous article T described the
beginning of the journey, and I broke off at
the point where I found my sleeping-berth
prepared, ready for occupation.

These sleeping-berths on the American
Pullman trains are ordinary seats during the
day, and become econverted for the night by
the nimble hands of the coloured attendants
or porters, as they are always called. 1

had a little enjoyment, for the experience

was a noveltly.

_The  sleeping-berths are placed ‘on both
sides of the coaches, with' a gangway down
the centre, and each berth curtained off, so
Lhat the sleepcrs are comparatively private.
Bul the arrdngemnent dces not scem quite
ideal to my mind.

. [ was disconcerted, for example, after pay-
ing a visit to the bath-room at the end of
the coach, and returning collarless, .tousled,
and half ready for bed. For climbing into
the berth immedlately alove my own was a
somewhat “stout, elderly lady. And in the
berth opposite to anine another lady—quite
A young one this time—was just wrapping
her kimono around her preparatory to
rcliring behind the curtains.

For in these American tralns ladies and
gentlemen occups the same coaches, and the
cxperience is rather disconcerting to one
who i3 unaccustomed to it. For the privacy,
after all, is of a superficial kind. Two flimsy
curtains, separated by barely a couple of
fect, can scarcely be called privacy. '

Having sat down on my bed, I drew my
lcas up and closed the curtain. A tiny
clectric light at the head of the bed enabled
me to make my final preparations without
<rouble—althorgh I felt, somehow, that my
movements werc public.

I happen t9 be a falrly tall sort of fellow,
and it's no casy task to move ahout in an
American sleeping-berth. Ome has to per.

form all sorls of gvmnastics before finally

getting between the shecets; and how on
carth a really fat man manages to get into
bed at all i3 an ecverlasting puzzle to me.

Try to imagine the actual bherth., It is
about the width of a camp bedstead, and
the same length. That’s all rizht. DBul over
yvour head there is the amooth, polished base
of the upper berth. And when you are sit-
ting on your bhed your hcad is just about
touching the root!

Picture what it is like, thercfore, to he
coropelled to undress on the bed [tself, and
then get between the shects! Everything
has to be done in a doubled-up, crouching
attitude, and you are by no means -assisted
by the rocking of the train—which some-
times, on curves, sways over jn a most dis-
concerting fashion, *making balancing feats
incredibly difficult.

However, I was successful at last, and felt

J relieved when 1 found myself lying comfort-

able in bed, listening to the rhythmic click-
ing of the bogie wheels over the rail-jointas.

1 switched off my lizht, and pulled up
the window blind—for while you have the
gangway curtain on onc side of vou, there is
the carriage window on the cther. But
these windows are fixed, and cannot be
opened—except for a mere inch or two for
venttlation.

I didn't sleep very well on that first night
of my five-day Lrip. Every time the train -
slowed down I awoke, and when it actually
stopped, the dead, utter stlence was almost
vncanny. I was downright afraid to cough,
or to cven shift about in bed. Not Lhe
slightest sound came to my ears from aay
of the other passchgers,

Raising  mysell at_ last and glapeing
through the window, I found that we had
arrived in a Dbig town, and the glare from
many factorics and iron and stecl foundries
convinced me that we were in Pittsburg—
vwhich surmise proved to be correct. And it
vas snowing madly, a blizzard raging.

NEXT WEEK:. |
“THE SAMENESS OF AMERICAN CITIES.”
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REGGIE PITTS AFRICAN

. LETTER .
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trip in a day or two—taking the train for
a place called Kano.

We're not actually in Central Africa,
after all, but rather towards the North, as
vou'll find out, if you look at the map.
'retty hot here, but we're easily capable of
standing a little of that stufl,

By the way, you'll be Interested to hear
that we were met by no less a person than
old Umlosl—as big, as clumsy, and as
bloodthirsty as ever. He’s terrlbly disap-
pointed to learp that we're not going off on
a2 punltive expedition of some kind. He
fancied there was going to be a lot of gore
towing.

It's & qucer thing, though. You re-
member Umlosi’s dreams? And the rummy

Jack and I didn’t have a trace of sickness.
But wec've had a good look round Lagos,
and find the place entertaining enough—
although, of course, there’s nothing wild or
snvage about It.

We've got to wait until we get into the
interior before seeing the—well, the in-
terior. You know what I mean. I think
the plans must bhave been altered a bit, be-

............................. pansdsscssdndennerannantadgedrapiaidane

L
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-----------------

markets are quite interesting once you've
got used to the peculiar sort of niffs.

Dorrie has been looking at some camels—
not that any of these useful beasts are being
bought here—but I understand we shall have
a whole catavan of camels after we leave
the rajl-head and set off up-country. Camels
are hefty crcatures, and they can carry from
two hundred to four hundred pounds, which
Is a pretty good load. -

1 don't want to make a mystery it there
isn’t one, but it seems to me there's some-
thing a bit rummy golng on. Dorric has
been In close confab with two forcign-looking
chaps in the hotel, and there's a whisper
going round that the journey is %o be ad-
venturous—and even danger>as.

be able to give you a description of the
town. I hear it’s a very remarkable place,
where no white men are allowed to reside.

Just hear that the mail s being closed
up. so excuse rush. Good luck to every-
body, in which Jack and Dorrie and all the
others join.

Your aflectionate chum,
REBGGIE.
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< DRUNERS * TRANGTT GRIM |
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| LOST IN THE PACIFIC!

A Remarkable Detective Sténr of London

i and the Bottom of the Pacific Ocean, In-

troducing Trackett Grim and his assistant,
Splinter,

CHAPTER 1.
THE ADMIRAL’S MISSION.

# AINING again!” sighed Splinter.
He ~and his famous master,
Trackett Grims, the greatest inerimi-
nator in the world, were spending
the afternoon in their private sanctum.
Splinter had strolled to the window. His
sharp eyes noticed that little trickles of
moisture were runniag down the glass. And
with his wonderful powers of deduetion,
learnt from Grim, he immediately came to
the conelusion that the moisture was caused
by rain.

“It cften rains,” Grim replied, puffing
clouds of smoke out of his pipe. *‘I have
noticed that when it is very wet the rain
pours down from the sky!" :
Splinter nodded, his keen eyes fixed cut-
side. The Baker’s Inn Road at this time
of the day was crowded. There were busy
City men bustling to and fro, all sorts of
shoppers, and many Americans and other
visitors over here for Wembley.

" If the rain leaves off it will probably

be fine,”” Splinter began, after a moment’s
thoughtful silence. ** But——  Great pip!
Whatever are all the people staring at?”’
. The clever lad had suddenly noticed that,
Instead of walking busily along the street,
People on both sides of the pavement were
standing still, their gazes focused upon
somezthing that was apparently coming aiong
the middle of the road,

The next instant Splinter saw what it
Was, and he gasped. At the sound, Trackett
Grim threw his pipe away and streiled
towards the window.

My hat!” he gasped, stirred out of his
Usual ealm. *' It is an armoured car!”
. With his wonderful skill the ineriminator

Ad onee more probed out the truth.
“_.:“'_01{1”13' along the road u: reckless speed
s 41 armoured car full of men in naval
‘ilorm.  Great six-inch vuns protruded foré
and aft. And there wu- « mast on which
the Union Jack was B one,

By ED. O. HANDFORTH

Before Grim could utter another word the
car had pulled up outside the incriminator’s,
house, and a man dressed as an admiral
leapt out and pealed at the bell. :

“ Great Jupiter!” cried Grim. ‘‘ They are
| coming here!”’

He was quite correct. Heavy footfalls
sounded on the stairs, and an ipstant later
the admiral dashed into Grim’s sanctum.. &y
*“Yo ho! Yo ho!” he shoutedy  ip a#:
rollicking naval voice. * Man the boatsssir!
Man the boats!™ 2 S

‘" Exactly!” -agreed Grim, filling another
pipe with the utmost calm, though he knew
the situation was terribly urgent. * You
are from the Admiralty, and you wish to ask
my assistance in some matter of national
importance.” .

“* Swab my decks!”’ roared the old sea
doz, as admirals are always called. * How.
can you tell such things. But belay there!
The Secret has heen stolen, and our country
is in danger! Only you can save us!”

‘“ Ay, ay, sir!” retorted Grim, who had
spent years in the Navy when a mere bhoy.
“ Tell me all.” k - '

‘“ Shiver my timbers!” bhellowed the
admiral. “ Don’t I keep telling you the
Secret has been stolen? 1t’s wrapped up in a
black bag,” he added grimly.

““ Then it’s been  stolen from the
Admiralty,” queried Grim.

““Cut my topsails, no!”- thundered the
admiral. ‘ It's in submarine UC2.”

“T don’t see two,” Grim returned quiet‘l}f,'
glancing round the room. _

“UC2 is the boat’s name, cap'n,” rcared
the old sea dog. ‘* The Secret is in her
hold, and she’s vanished—vanished from the
face of the Pacific Ocean!” |

At once Grim mastered the situation. .

“ Submarines never vanish,” he said
curtly. There has been foul play. Some
foreign Fower has stolen the submarine, and
very likely the Sceret as well.”

“Marvellous!”” bellowed the admiral.
} "“That is just what we thought. And
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you are the only maan to find it. Will you
do s0?"
T owill!™ Grim answered, clasping  the

other's sea-worn hand.

A seccond later he was dashing down the
stairs to the armoured car. He
snatched a yachting e¢ap from its peg in the
hall, and threw Splinter a telescope, which
tlf lad deltly caught.

‘hen they were in the car,

" Where to, sir?”" aszked
politely,

** The Pacific Ocean!” snapped Grim be-
tween his clenched tecth.

Once on the trail, the great ineriminator
was as keen as mustard. Already a plan for
finding the lost submarine had formed in his
quick mind. DBut there came a sudden check
on his movements,

As the car shot through Woking at
immens¢ sgpeed there ¢ame a terrilic bang.

the c¢hauffeur

The car rocked from side to side, and then

tiited over and fell on its side.

‘“A puncture!” yelled the admiral.

Grim hopped out, followed by the admiral.
But the other occupants of the car never
moved.

So fast had they been travelling that by

the time this happened they had shot
through Woking and were in the open
country. At Jeast, some of it was open.

The rest was shut in by big trees. They
--were-in A& part which was complot-ely shut in,
‘Grim pulled himself to his feet, he

saw two strapping men in maszks hurl them-
selves upon him from behind an oak.

““That was no puncture,” gasped Gnm
“We have been blown up!™

Ile had no time to say more before he was
attacked by

violently his two assailanots,

hastily

both talking in a tongue that he knew to be
forcian, .

Grim never flinched. Ile simply aimed &
quick right and left at the two masked men,
With a couple of gasping gasps they fell
pron¢ to the ground, hall stunned.

Without wasting a moment, Grim dashed
back to the car. To his great relief, Splinter
crawled out from under the bonnct. lle was
quite unharmed. But the others were still
more or 1¢ss unconscious,

‘““We shall have to leave them,” Grim
said, beginping to turn the car the right
way up.

A few seconds sufliced to put it on Its
wheels, and the three who were left climbed
in. Grim took the wheel, and set off once
more for the Pacific.

Would he be in time to save the Empire?

CHAT'TER II.
TOE MISSING SUBMARINE.

Y this time night had fallen, and still
the intrepid incriminator and his two
companions raced through the streets
of peaceful England.

Through many a tiny luonlet they dashed
on their way to the coast, and many =a
tousled head was thrust through a window
to wateh them pass. But at last Dover
was reached, and with five seconds to spare.
Grim and his friends were able to ¢atch the
midnight mail, which always left at about
twelve o'clock.

Once in his stateroom, Grim unfolded hhl
plan to the admiral.

deducting

“I have been busy
time we have been in the car,’’ the great
incriminator explained, ' and I have come
to the conclusion that
there is  only one
thing to be done. I
must search the bed
of the ocean for the
missing submarine. As
sS00nN
Pacific 1
dive beneath
waves.  Only In this
Wiy can hope to
reccover the Secret.”

“ A brilliant idea!”
the admiral agreed.
“ But how ecan you
dive without a proper
suit ? You would
swallow a lot of water.
At the very least, you
would get unecoms-
fortably wet. Haul
my topsails, sir, you
haven't thought of
that!’

“1 bhave,”” Grim
repliecd smoothly. ** 1
have already arranged

intend to
the

voicoe. ‘" Man the boats, sir |

‘“Yoho! Yo ho!' he shouted in a rollicking naval
Man the hoats !

with the captain of
this bhoat to loan wme
a complete diving-swmb.

all tho i

ag we reach the -
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fthe rest will be simple. I have merely to
" gearch the bed of the Pacific Ocean, and I
am bound to find the UC2 if she is {here.”

The next twenty-four hours passed very
slowly to the incriminator and his young
assistant. The admiral retired to his bunk,
for Grim told him a good sieep would do
him good,

It was tive o'clock the next morning when
the Pacific was sighted, and Grim imme-
diately rushed up the compauion and looked
over the rail of the upper deck.

Below him he saw a pumber of waves®

tossing about, and he rightly conjectured this
was the ocean he had come to search in.
But he did not stop to conjecture for long.
- He went aft to the captain’s cabin and
porrowed the best diving-suit to be had. He
hastily donned the garment and gave the
air-tube and the speaking tube to Splinter.
~ “*You must blow down the air-tube, lad,”
he said. ** And if you feel me give a tug
you must immediately tell theg captain to
pull me up.” |

“1 will, guv'nor,” the lad said stoutly,

‘but his eyes filled with tears, and he kissed |

him tenderly on his diving helmet., He was
sure that Grim was risking certain death.
But he knew better than to try and persuade
him not to. Many times Grim had risked
death, He was an expert at it. Without
another word, Grim hopped over the rail
into the Pacific Ocean, and Splinter stood
on deck blowing into the air-tube,

Three hours passed slowly by. . Splinter
began to tire of his blowing, and at last
he could blow no longer. He staggered back
into the first mate’s arms.

“ Have—have you got a pump?’ he
managed to gasp. 1 can’'t blow Do
fonger!”’ .

The brave lad had, in fact, blown away

all his breath!
- Luckily there was a bicycle pump on board,
and for the rest of the day the crew took it
I turns to pump air down to Grim. At
meal-times food and drink were pumped down
to him. But the day passed and the next
night. No sign came from the famous
mceriminator.

L ] " ® &

Meanwhile, what was happening t6 Grim?

For hour after hour he tramped the bed
of the Pacific. And never a sign could he
see of the missing UC2. At noon he sat ob
a rock and munched the sandwiches that had
reached him through the ajr-tube. Later on,
darkness fell on the ocean with a mighty
splash, But Grim was not to be done. He
,Bot out his electric toreh and continued his
scarch.

And just after midnight he was rewarded.
Rounding a big rock, he suddenly caught
$1ght of something dark. It was the hull
of the submarine! But why was it resting
on the .bed of the Pacific? Why did the
UC2 not rise to the surface?
; The answer flashed to Grim’s mind the
noment he asked the questions. She could’
Bot do so} And the reason, as Grim’s sharp |

“ | will, guv’nor !’ the lad said
stoutly, but his eyes filled with
- tears. He was sure that Grim was
risking certain death. 2R

eyes saw, was that the other half of the
submarine was firmly stuck in the jaws of
a gigantic whale or shark—it was-too dark
to see which! And the mighty . fish-like
animal was gradually swallowing the sub-
marine! | -

In a flash Grim realised what to do. IHe
leapt at the shark and dealt it a stunming
blow on the point. The fish collapsed with a
howl—and the submarine was free! At once
it bobbed up to the surface of the Pacifie,
and Grim called up the speaking tube to be
pulled up.

A few seconds later, Splinfter was clasping
him in his young arms, and Grim was telling
the story of his wounderful achievement. The
submarine was towed astern. Her crew were
all alive and well, and the Secret was still
in its black bag. It was never known why
the shark or whale had tried to eat the
submarine, but Grim shrewdly suspected it
had been bribed by a foreign Power. Need-
less to say, the Admiralty were awfully
pleased, and gave Grim the honorary rank
of Engineer Commander. And the Navy
were so cheered they presented him with
the UC2, which now hangs up over Grim’s
mantelpiece in the Baker’s Inn Road,
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Because t.hcre_ was
being committed.
there was hold-ups,

crimes
burglaries,
murders!

I'm not saying but what murders was
good, - because every murder means one
person less, #nd there was too many folks,
But all the same, murder and these other
crimes was bad.

And why was they? Ask me!

Some pceople say murders was horrid, but
Lhat was only to hide their own pleasure
in reading of "em. These people what says
murders was horrid was bypocrites.  They
spends every copper they can rake up in
buying papers, and they eats every word
of the crime news as greedy as a  pig
gobbles his swill. Therefore, crimes was
bad.

And the papcers nowadays was nearly as
bad. ‘They give more space to crimes than
any other news, because the people ask for
it. And look at the books in the shops.
Half of them was stories about murders.
And the other half was about blackmail and
robbery, and such like.

This proves that crime was bad-—badder
than what we thinks. For crime was not
only bad in itself, Dbut it makes folks
happy. And anything that makes folks
happy is bad. Fancy people feeling pleased
because there was news about a bhank being
robbed! Kancy people being happy because
there was news of a swindler being tried!
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OME chaps have got bicveles with
threeespeed gears. Rubbish!  They

think they can beat the fellow with
a fix-geared bike. They can't! Their
three-speed hub is so heavy that it makes
the bike drag—and’ that's where you get the
troublc. '
_In this life you only want one speed—fast.
Never be slow—and don’t get into reverse.
If's not a bit of good sitling down looking
at a job. Get busy on it, and polish it off!
I'm an optimist, and T challenge anybhody
to deny my statements. The one thinz you
reed in life i3 a jolly good conviction of
your own capabilitics, and you'll get any-
vhere. But be careful. If vou think too
much of yourself, you’'ll find trouble.

The fathead who zays “I can't!” never
dees a thing. But the chap who says «I'll
try!” not only tries, but fairly stazgers
himself by what he can do. Ilundreds of
chaps have made & mess of an exam., just
because they lacked self-confidence. And
tundreds of other chaps, thinking themselves
in a hopecless position, worked like the
dickens oa a Jorlorn hope. And they won.

And it's worked qust the same all through
lifc. You've got to belicve in vourszelf, or
you won't g2t anvbody else to helieve in
you,
and he'll soon get pushed aside. DBut every-
body admires a chap with tons of self-
conlldence and good iudezment.

sverybody hates a conceited jackass, .



By EDGAR SOPP, of the Fifth.

No. 28. THE FABLE OF THE HUNGRY
- YOUTH and the WELL-FILLED HAMPER

OW it camec to pass that a large and { he go upon His travels. And yet once
ample youth named Katly Little | again did he delve into ihe Good Things
df.l r_ccqiyc an jntimation which | to _fo::t_ify hlm‘s_qlf argainst " the Last Lap.

—— = - — - - — - — ——

A AND §‘“‘Ll FORTH. left prostrate and in much pain—from the
He nd when he did get through the village | blows of his companions, and from the
e became -temnpted once nore, and so he |eflects of his Gorge.
inft the hamper down and partook onee more
A Ilhl?. -200d  things that Lurked Witbin. [ MORAL: NEVER ACCEPT AN INVITA-
And, verily, they soon lurked within Fatty. | TION UNLESS YOU ARE SUCRE OF YOUR
and not within the hamper. And agaic did HOST, :




Hazarded by
“ HISTORICUS

2.—YE FRICHTFUL SLACKER OF
THORNY GLENNE.

OW, in ye dayes of yc goode Kinge
Alfrede, there lived in ye Castle
of Thorny, in ye gleune of that
name, in ye goode countie of

Sussex, a -righte lazie but chivalrous

knighte, of ¢ name of Rainald Glenvere.

No.

And ye same was renowned for his milde S

rule over his serfs and vassals, who loved
hi_:ln]], and served him with righte good
wille. . -

Ye knighte was far famed as ye Slacker,
for he was of ye¢e moste dilatorie habits and
~customs, although forsooth, his heart was
of ye golde, and also a3 softe as ye puttie.

Now, it cauwsed ye populace to wonder
muchlie, for ye Kuighte was a great dandie,
and never wente abroad withoute ye goode
- olde suite being in ye heighte of fashione.
" And it was whispercd among ye serfs that
their lorde and master was looked after

hy a stranea and aneciale corvante whn wase

10 ve battle, he was ffot onliec in ye thicke
of it, but he muchly enjoyed that same.

Which proves that ye lazinesse was but
a pose, and ye name of ye¢ Kknighte was
honoured bye goode Kinge Alfrede, who
changed it to Glenthorne, and to this daye
ve Gienthornes have renwiined slackers—but
sportsmmen and fighters withal.

Our Weekly
Speech

By TUBBS, the Page-boy.

i —

No. 2.—~THE HARD LOT OF A PAGE-BOY,
OU needn’t think as I'm oﬁc 0o’ them

there Bullshavik blokes, because I

ain’t. But I says straight out that

things aln't as good as they

oughter be, an® it’s time there was a change.

You might think as bein' a pageboy at a
big collidge like this ’ere is what thev korl
a_ sorft job, but I give You mi word it
ain’t. I've got tu git up at six, wen it's
oney five, same as I tolied you last week,
an’ then I 'ave to kleen boots, carry koles,
brighten the nives, an” all sorts of other
things wot I can't remember.

I ’ave tolrun hcn:amls til mi legs is

. .amlia

_——— i . — A& __ .

prlaps you'l! say as ‘ow I couldn't be a "tee
becos a 'tec needs branes. Then wot about
Master "Andiorth? A regler bull in a china
shop! If ‘e can be a 'tec, I'll bet T can!
Wot's that? Master "Andforth can't. na
one? P'raps ‘¢ can’t, an’ p'rapa I can't,
neelher,  But I'm blode if 1 shouldn’t like

| to ‘ave a good tri, orl the same.



By GUY PEPYS of the Remove.

MONDAY. I to the Triangle this morn-

ing, where many fellows were gathered,
and the llead did go by, he looking very
proper. I raised my hat to him, and he
to me—or perhaps the wind being
- boisterous, he did place a hand to his
mortar-hoard, which I mistook for a
salute. ''his day one upon- which a
spirit of mischief scemeth to abound.
In the VForm-room that Monday {celing
did spoil all work.

TUESDAY. Much taken wilh Jerry Dodd.

and his pony. Budd, a beautiful amnimal,
and I much like to own him. But im-
possible, my Mfinances being weak, and
Jerry so attached to Budd that he
would never part. But I vow that some
day T will bhe the proud owner of such
A quadruped.

WEDNESDAY. DBeing a half-holiday, many

boys abroad, taking adventage of the
afternoon to eniay themsclves. Some
to cricket, others to hmating, cyctvg,
and so0 on. But I to the river slde
beneath a shady tree with a hook. But
being invited by that bright Jewish

youth, Solomon Levi, to visit his
picture thcatre in DBanbplogton, we
thither,

TIIURSDAY. This morping arrived my new
smt, and I to don it, much to the envy
of my fellows. But I am upset by a
elight misfit of the waistcoat, which con-
€crns me_deeply. The tailor a careless
fellow, who must be set to rights on
fuch a malter. Passing along the cor-
ridor, I did “perceive a youth In a
¢rouching attitude, his car near to a
]'I.EJ'IIIOIE..I would have reproved this
€avesdropper, but ere I could do so.
the door suddenly opened, and he foll
:;-':nthin with much gasping. Crles ‘of
t-str:ess 1Issuing from the study, and 1
urning maught but a deaf ear. And

preseuntly, the door opeuning, the noscy
oune was flung Into the passage, proving
to be Teddy Long. I do hear that this
youth makes o sort of trade of dis-
covering secrets and selling them to
others. A base, scurvy fellow.

FRIDAY. I to Archie Glentherne's siudy

for tea. Much astonished at his fur-
nizshings, and dld express my surprise.
Wealth can procure luxuries, as all
know, but the finding of such thipngs
in a junior study is unheard of. Much
struck by the jntelligence, alertness, and
quiet efliciency of the man, Phipps. A
perfect servant he dild seom, a Tare
good fellow to have at hand. Glen-
thorne a merry fellow, he amusing me
greatly. Later, in private, I had to
reckor up my available funds. And to
bed much relieved to find I am two
shillings tbe better off than 1 had sup-
posed.

SATURDAY. A fine, bot day, and I

greatly distressed at being detained for
a misdemeanour. Jo the mornming I did
offend Mr. Crowell by speaking to my
neighbour. Aund he, being a surly youth,
did give me away. But Morrow to my
rescue, he allowing me to go [forth.
A hapndsome fellow, indeed. To the
river, and there accepted Tom DBurton's
Invitation to a row up the stream.
With a great love for boating, I would
nevertheless not cheerfully trust myselil
with aoy jynior. But the Bo'sun &
very capable fellow on water. All went
well, except for some foul abuse flung
at us by Wellborne., of the River House
School. Methinks this boy not well-born
but low-born—a jest I did make to
Burion, much to his amusement. Weil
pleased with my wit. And so the week
to end well, my cash lasting proper, and
a new supply now in hand.



(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

{

INSECTS.

No. 2.—A BATTLE BETWEEN
WAS once forlunate enough to witness a
rather extraordinary  Dattle — not
between wiid ammalb, Or sSavages, or
anything like that, but a grim, dcadh

licht for lifc bctueen-—-lnsccts

T tell you about it. :

I was in Paraguay at the time—a beautiful
country in some respects, parts of it being
A perfect paradise.  But like many other
beautiful countries, Paraguay contains things
which have certainly no place in paradise.

There was a party of us e\p?onng the
region, and we had ridden under a blazing
sun, and were utterly weary when we dis-
mounted. We lay down to rest under the
spreading Dranches of an cnormous tree.
Gorgeous ﬂu“ers covered this giant of the
forest.

I was just dropping off into a doze when
a fearful scream from one of our Indian
boys awakened me.  On inquiry, 1 found
that he had been ditten by a tarantula—a
giant hairy spider, something like a crab.

I told the Indian boy he had nothing to
be afraid of, but to satisfy him I doctored
the bite witn some strong solution of
ammonia.

The tarantula. after biting the fellow, had
made for its hole. But an enormous wasp
pounced down upon it, and much to our
interest, the two began to fight. They went
ay it like dewmnons, the spider winding its
fong hairy legs around the wasp and biting
and snapping with its horrible mouth.

In the meantime, the wasp was tryving to
drive in its sling, which at last it succecded
In doiny., Triumphantly, it flew away—bhut
minus five Jeas. The tarantula crumpled up
and died. The particular wasp which per-
formed Lhis feat is ¢alled a tarantula killer.

The spider, I mighi mentlon, was cleared
cntirely away in a very few minutes Dby
giant ants, who swarmed up In armies.

Tangled Tosh - By TimothyTucker

2.—THE PREHISTORIC EPOCH OF
THE NEOLITHIC MAN,

HINK, comrades! The neolithic
epoch! We, in this age, are apt to
take things for granted; but remems-
ber the multitudinous momentous-
ness of the past.

What is the neolithic age? You know not
—your paucity of knowledge is abysmal, and
you know nothing of the phantasmagoria
that sheds a wondrous light upon the pre-
historic phenomenalisms.

But let me expatiate voluminously on this
stupendously mountainous- subject, and
speak of the multiplicity of marvels that
characterised that period.

To simplify my language, let me refer {o
this stage as the Stone Age. But there were
two Stone Ages—the Paleolithic Age and the
Neolithic Age. And millions of years clapsed
between these two ultra-marvellous epochs.

What would happen to-day if we were
tarust 'back, by some magical misadventure
of time to Lhis existence of stone? People
are too coatented, too ready to go on im
the same free-and- casy way. They don'‘t
pausc to realise the Infinitely immeasurable
profundity of the cnormous possibilities.
And a3 for the readers of this magazine,
they arc portentous!y ignorant on all
matters except cricket and similar pitiful
enterprises.

It i3 my purpose to enlighten the sinister
shadows of modera ignorance, and I will now
enlarge with laconical expansivencess upon
such animals as the Labyrinthodon, the
Brontosaurus, the carnivorous Dinosaurus.
the Pterodactyl, and various other—

(Whoa! We can't allow language
this! Ring off!—ED.)

No.
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v TIHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

YOU CANT BEAT IT'!
What 2 Why, the “ Boys' Realm,” the bigeest and best twopennyworth of sport
_ and asiventure stories on the markot. - : '
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