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t Not cofitent with thzowing Lord Pippinton and Tucker inio the fountain to ceol, Handy seized the bose
' and directed a stream of water over the grinning iunpiors, drenching them from head to Ioot. Just
Ltheu Lady Honoria the Head, and Mr. Pycraft came through Big Arch. It looked as if Handy in

keeping others cool, was going to get himseli into hot water.
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Startling New Series Begins To-day!
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T he opening long complete story of a rousing new series
of school-life and adventure yarns, featuring the

Boys of St. Frank's.
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CHAPTER 1. 1

THE ARRIVAL OF THE DRAGON.

HHE Remove IForm-room literally swel-
E tered.

In spite of the sun-blinds, the heat
was stifling on that close, sultry, May
aftecrnoon. The whole of St. I'rank’s sizzled.
There was scarcely a breath of wind to re-
lieve the heat, and the sun was blazing down

out of a cloudless sky.

“Phew! It's getting worse!” grumbled
Tommy Watson, as he ran a sticky finger
round the inside of his collar. “Over an
hour to go, too! Ii's more like August than
Meay.”

Nipper chuckled.

“Ycu wouldn’t complain about the weather

if vou were free to go ontaide.” he murmured
drily. “Try to think of to-morrow, Tommy.
A half-holiday - and ecricket !”

“Yes, and 1t’ll pour with rain!” grumbled
Watson. “Isn’t it always the same? You
know as well as I do, Nipper, that the fine
weather only comes when we're bottled up in
the class-rooms.”

“Begad 1 can’t quite agrec with that, old
boy,” whispered Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
from the next desk. “It's chiefly your
imagination—it 1is, really. On the wholk,
we've had some frightfully decent weather on
half-holidays since the cricket season began.”

Mr, Croweli, the Form-master, locked up
from his desk.

“Now, boys,” he said wearily, “you really
muastn’t talk.”

The murmur of voices died away.

Mr. Crowell was far too hot to be severe.
As long as the Form behaved itself within
rcasonable bouunds, he allowed it to have its
head. Work was more or less of a pretence,
and even Mr. Crowell felt like dozing. It
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was with grecat difieulty that he kept himself
from nodding.

He .glanced longingly out of the window
at the green expanse of playing fields. e
sighed, and turned back to his work. A
gentle snore arose ou the air, Mr., Crowell
zat up. ' ‘

“Somebody,” he said severely, “is asleep!”

“I'm not surprised, sir,” remarked Hand-
torth, “I was nearly nodding off myself just
now. DBy George, 1it’s about two hundred de-
grees in this giddy room !

“It 1s quite pointless to grumble, Hand-
forth,” said Mr. Crowell. “I always depre-
cate these criticisms of the weather. Hap-
pily it i1s not within our power to rule the
weather individually, according to our own
desires. We must take the weather as it
comes,”

“But this heat is a bit thick, sir,” said
Church,
“You boys are utterly Inconsistent,”

growled the Form-master. “If it rains, you
go about the school wailing and bemoaning
your luck. And you are no less discontented
when the sun shines.”

“It all depends on the cires., sir,” grinned
Handforth. *“If you were suddenly to make
up your mind to let us oftf this afternoon,
we’'d vote the weather topping.”

“We need not pursue the subject, Hand-
torth, because, curiously enough, I am still
1n possession of my senses,” interrupted M.
Crowell tartly ‘' This interruption has per-
sisted long enoagh. Get on with your work !

The Form-master’s eagle eye swept round
the room.

“Glenthorne I he snapped curtly.

Archie Glenthsrne made no reply. In fact,
he was in no fit condition to make any reply.
The Gental Ass of the Remove was reelining
back in his seat, his head was resting against
the desk behind him, his mouth was wide

open, anu there was an expression of happy

contentment con his face.

“Glenthorne !” thundered Mr. Crowell.

“I think be’s asleep, sir,” remarked Edward
Oswald Handforth,

‘““Ha. ha, ha!”

“I can see very well that Glenthorne is
asleep !” retorted Mr. Crowell, leaving his
desk, and striding forward. “1 do not need
these comments from you, Handforth.”

He seized Archie by the shoulder, and shook
him,

“What ho! Morning, and all that :ort of
thing I’ murmwvred Archie, opening his eyes
and blinking. ‘" Dash it, Phipps. old lad. you
necdn’t yank the young master’s head off
when you trickle up with the old cup of
India’s best !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Archie started, blinked, then gasped.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated. *“I mean—--
Mr. Crowell, what? Frightfully sorry, siv!
That 1s to say, tons of sorrow, old fright! I
mean—- In other words——"

“Glenthorne, you were asleep,” sald M.
Crowell curtly.

“Just a dozen of the best, sir,” confcssed
Archie penitently.

“A dozen what?”

“A sample of the good old forty winks,
sir——"

“The Form-room is no place for slecping,
Glenthorne,” broke in Mr. Crowell. *1 will
admit there 1s some excuse for you this after-
noon, and it you atlend to your lessons, I
will overlook the matter.”

“That’s frightfully decent of you, sir,” said
Archie. **Thanks, frightfully! 'The fact is,
the old gear-box was never particularly strong
on geography. All this mapping business,
dash 1t.”

“Much as I hate to disturb your afternoon’s
rest, Glenthorne, I am afraid I must insist,”
retorted the IFormi-master. “ All the rest of
you had better get on with your work.”

He went back to his desk, and the Remove
continued te swelter.  Collars were sticking
to necks, and there was no relief. Even with
the doors wide open, and all the windows
letting in the maximum amount of air, there
was no appreciable breeze. The atmosphere
was heavy, sultry, and still. The hum of in-
sects droned lullingly.

Archie braced himself up, continued his
mapping for about half a minute, and then
peacefully dozed «ff again. The pen drooped
from his fingers, and a gentle snore quivered
through the Form rcom.

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Crowell, with
a sigh.  “DBrent be good cnough to give
Glenthorne a vigorous shake.”

Alf Brent obliged.

“Hey: What-ho! I mean Geod
gad !’ spluttered Archie, jerking himself into
semi-wakefulness. “Odds backshding and
slipping! Did I drop off into the good old
dreamless?”

““Glenthorne, this heat is too great for me
to deal with vou as you deserve,” said Mr.
Crowcll wearily. “Leave the class-room, and
go into the copen for five minutes. Wake
vourself up thoroughly, and then come back.”

“Dash it. sir, I don’t need a5t

“Argument is unnecessary, Glenthorne—
go !’ said Mr. Crowell.

And Archie, very unwillingly, left his place,
and wanderad out. The other juniors
watched him enviously, and many began to
wonder if i* wouldn’t be a good idea to doze
off, too. This sort of punishment was worth
earning !

But the noble Archic felt very guilty.

“I mean to say iike being sent into the
dashed corner,” hz murmured, in distress, as
he emerged into the blazing Triangle.
““ Dashed upsctting to the good old dignity }”’

All the zame, it was very pleasant in the
shade of the leafy chestnuts. There was even
a faint brecze. and Archie felt considerably
braced, Ie decided to go back at once, and
to express his sincere apologies.

But then he changed his mind.

He was in the act of turning towards the

School House when he halted. o
He jammed his monocle into his eye and
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stared fixedly. Gradually an expression of
incredulous horror came into his eyes.

“(Odds sights and nightmares!” he breathed.
“I mean to say, is it absolutely poss.? Is the
old vision betraying me or do I actually seo
1%

His gaze remained fixed.

There, in the shadow of the Ancient House,
stood a lady, strangely garbed. She was
stout, she was hatless, and her bobbed hair
was yellow. She was attired in breeches,
brogue shoes, and a man’s TFair Isle pullover
completed her attire. Az a freak, she was
evidently qualifying for the first prize.

To be exact, the Dragon had arrived!

CHAPTER 2.
LADY HONORIA LOOKS ROUND.

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
chuddered slightly.
“Good pgad!” he
breathed. It’s absolutely
alive !”

Now that he had steeled himself against
this sudden shock, he took a second look.
The lady had eudentlv just descended from
a large, expensive open car, and she was
nccompa_niod by a male companion. This
gentleman was a queer-looking specimen of
humanity,

He was tnin, bony, and his face was cada-
verous. In spite of the hot weather he was
attired in a long frock coat, but he favoured
a wide black felt in place of the conventional
topper. Taking him altogether, a forbid-
ding-looking gentleman,

Archie suddenly had a thought.

“Visitors, what?” he e_]aculatod with a
start. “ Abs olutely!  Strangers within the
good old gates. and all that sort of thing !
1t scems to mo that a celtam amount of
rallying round is indicated.’

Archie was always keen to do the honours.
He hurried forward, and bowed with grace.

“If there’s anvthmg I can do, dear lady,
kindly give the r*omi old commands,” he said
accor nmodatmg]u “If there's any assistance

13

- “Who,” demanded the cadaverous gentle-
man, “is this?”

Archie gave a little gulp. Now that he was
at close quarters, this ill-assorted pair looked
more fcarsome than ever. The man, indeed,
was cven sinister in aspect. And the lady
Jooked like nothing on carth. Her face was
fat and round, but it possessed tlic saving
quality of being bencvolent.

“There is no neced to be so rough, Lucian,”
she said, giving Archie a smile which necarly
caused him to reel. “This is evidently one cf
the junior boys of the school.”

**Oh, rather,” =aid Archie. *“Glenthorne,
as it were. That is to say, Archie Glen-
thorne, of the good old Remove. Ancient
House chappie, and so forth. 1If you are keen
on being shown to the good old Head’s
department ”

-

“You need not trouble, boy!” said the
lean gentleman., “It so happens that I am
one of the Governors of this school—"

“Sir Lucian Dexter,” explained the lady
obligingly. "My husband does not, however,
interest himself to any great extent in the
school customs. My brother will, no doubt,
be very surprised to see us.”’
““Oh, rather!” said Archie.
what? I mean <

“Dr. Stafford is my brother,” smiled the
frealk. “I am Lady Honoria Dexter, vour
Headmaster’s sizter.”

“Good gad!” bleated Archie,

He wondered if he had heard correctly.
The shock was a fearful one for his systen.
Until now, he had not even known that Dr.
Maleolm Stafford had a sister, And a sister
of this sort was, in Archie's opinion, more
like a liability than an asset.

“This, of course, is quite ridiculous,” said

“Brother,

Ladf,*_ Honoria, pointing an accusing finger at
Archic’s spotless collar.  “What did I tell
you, Lucian? Is it not outragecous?”’

Sir Lucian Dexter started, and frowned.

“The collar?” he said curtly. “My dear
Honoria, I am not interested i linen. Let
the bov wear what he chooses. It is no
business of mine.”

““But the thing is horrible,” =aid Lady
Honoria, with a grim note in her voice. ‘1
will soon bring about some changes, Lucian!”

Archie felt rather dazed.

“Without wishing to be absolutely inquisi-
tive, might T ask if you are referring to the
priceless old neckwear, madam ?” he asked

stiffly. “1 trust there is nothing wrong with
ifn?”

“It is all wrong!”’ said Lady Honoria
promptly.

Archie opened his mouth, but said nothing
Why this lady should p‘ck on hiz collar was
quite beyond his understanding. It was
clean, it was uncrumpled, and it was un-
doubtedly the finest collar in the Remove.

“IHowever, we will not discuss the matter
now,” continued Lady Honoria. “Why are
you here, young man? It is barely three
o’clock, and I understand that all the boys
were In their class-rooms.”

““ Absolutely,” replied Archie.  “The fact
is, the good old lesson dcpartment was so
dashed frightfully hot that Mr. Crowell sent
me out to get some air. I mean to say, ovens
aren’t in the same old breath. Ihc poor
chappies are positively roasting in the place.

[.ady Honoria gave a cry of triumph.

“There! What did I tell you, Lucian?”
qho exclaimed, turnimg to her husband.

“These boys are cnmpelled as you sce, to
work in conditions that are littlo better than
the Black Ilole of Calcutta! Stifling rooms,
unhygienic clothing, and utterly unhealthy
surroundings generally. It is high time I
came here to institute some reforms.”

“Really, Honoria, it would be advisable
for you to proceed rather less preeipitately,”’
said Sir Lucian Dexter grufily. “It will bo
better if we go straight to Maleolm, and

“Nothing of the sort!” 1nterrupted Lady
Honoria firmly. ‘““Dear me, no! I am going
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to this boy’s class-room before I do anything
clse. It i1s a splendid opporiunity to inspecé
the actual conditions as they really are. I
would not miss 1t fors worlds.”

“But, my dear 2

“Lucian!” said the lady, in a terrible
voice,

“"Very well, my dear:!” said Sir Lucian
meekly.

Archie blinked. All the gentleman’s sinis-
ter agpect seemed to wither and decay. Under
his wile’s blazing eve he positively crumpled
np. But the change was only momentary.
He was himself again at once, and he looked
at the ciegant junior with dark, lowering
gaze.

‘“Boy, escort Lady Honoria to your class-
room at once,’’ he said curtly. “Since you
mnsist, Honoria, I will leave you to your
own devices.”’

*Oh, rather,” said Archie. “I mean, this
way, dear lady, if you are anxious to view
the good old oven at close range. But I warn
you, vou’ll be frightfully frizzled.”

“I am anxious to be frizzled,”
Lady Honoria firmly.

replied

CHAPTER 3.
WELCOME, STRANGER!
R. CROWELL glanced

the clock, and {rowned.
. Hami{ton, » he sad

tiredly.
*Sir 7

looking up from his work.

“Y think you had better go out and look
{or Glenthorne,”” said the Form-master. “ He
has becn absent for over fifteen minutes, and
I fear he has fallen asleep again. 1 shall
really punish him severely.”

““Oh, go easy with him, sir,” said Nipper
good-naturedly. ‘' It’s tremendously hot this
afternoon, and Archie has enough trouble to
keep awake at the best of times,”

“Well, bring him here as scon as yvou find
him,” said Mr. Crowell, without commiiting
himself,

Many envious glances followed the Remove
captain as he passed out through the wide-
open doorway. Even to get outside for five
minutes would be a glorious relief.

Nipper turned the corner of the passage
and then halted. IIe had come face to face
with Archie and Lady Honoria, and for a
moment even his self-possession forsook him.

Archie gave a glad yelp of relief. He was
only too anxious to get the lady off his hands.
As a matter of fact, the Genial Ass of the
Ancient House was beginning to have grave
fears for Lady Honoria’s sanity. He was
mortally offended by her comments on his
collar. Archie took a great pride in his spot-
less neckwear, and he was especially proud
of the fact that his collar was uncrumpled
and uncrcased even on a blistering afternoon
like this.

“Cheers and so forth,” he said.

at

caid  Nipper,

" Nipper,

Nipper.

—

old saviour, kindly dash forward. Lady
Hcenoria Dexter—Dick Hamilton, the skipper
of the jolly old Remove. Kindly get tagether,
and all that sort of rot. TLady Honoria, allow
me to leave you in charge of the captain.
TI'he master of the gocd old ceremonics on all
State occasions.”

Nipper smiled.

“Pleasc take no notice, madam ®’ he caid.
“Glenthorne’s all right, but he’s a bit of
an ass, and H

“ Disgraceful!” interrupted Lady Honoria,
fixing a stern cye on Nipper’s collar. * The
same suffocating abomination. The same pre-
posterous clothing. It passes my compre-
henston that healthy boys can be condemned
to such atrocities.”

Nipper said nothing. He was too surprised.
The lady’s appearance had been stariling, but

L her words were incompirchensible.

~ “Where 1s this apartment " went on Lady
Honoria. ““ Which i1s the room you belong to,
young man? I am determined to scc 1t at
once—to inspect it with my own eyes.”

“That will be quite easy, madam,’” smiled
“If it’s the Remove TForm-room
you're talking about, 1t's just round the
corner. But iv’s no different from any of the
other rooms. They’re all baking hot this
afternoon. We can’t expect anything clse
with the thermometer registering eighty-some-
thing in the shade.

“Lead the way,”’ said the lady firmly.

Nipper gave Archie a curious little glance,

and Glenthorne shrugged his shoulders. It
was as much as to say that he accepted no
responsibility whatever for Lady Honoria

Dexter.

A moment later the Remove was cffectually
startled out of its letharzic sleepiness.

“Great Scott!”

“Who's this?”

“Aly only hat!”

“TLook what the heat’s brought out!”

“What—what is this ?”

All sorts of murmurs went
eraphy was forgotten, and
turned upon the visitor.
seemed utterly indifferent to
scrutiny,

A sensitive persdn might have been em-
barrassed by the concentrated gaze of a whole
class-room of junior schoolboys—for there is,
indeed, something rather fearsome in that
combined stare. Nervous people have been
known to quail miserably under it. But
Lady Honoria Dexter was unaffected.

She strode into the centre of the class
room, and made puffing noises.

“Poof! Poof! Outrageous!” she exclaimed
angrily.  “This atmosphere is stifling! It is
a shame and a disgrace to keep these helpless
boys hemmed in like this! T amn shocked—
I am overwhelmingly indignant!”’

“Really—"" began Mr. Crowell in amaze-
ment. ;

She turned on him with a frown.

“And you, sir!” she went on. “What
have you to say with regard to this appalling
state of affairs? Why do you keep these

round. Geo-
CVery e}'ﬁ was
[.ady Homnoria
the general
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boys imprisoned in such a deadly atmos-
phere 77

Mr. Crowell was too startled to speak for a
moment. He was a man of some dignity,
and it was one of his pet aversions to be
interrupted during his work. He hated
people to butt in. But when a lady adopted
this sort of tone he was out of his depth,
for it was an experience without precedent.

“I—1 Really, madam, 1 hardly know
how to answer,” he stammered at length.
“The day is extremely hot, and one cannot
expect But pray forgive me,” he added
stifily. “Might I have the honour of your
name ?”’

“I am Lady Honoria Dexter!”

“I trust your presence here is canctioned
by the headmaster, I.ady Honoria?"”

The lady waved her hand.

“I don’t care whether the headmaster
sanctions my presence here or not,” she
retorted. “He is probably unaware of my
arrival, but that’s a detail. I came to inspect
the conditions, and I am thoroughly appalled.
Do you hear me, sir—appalled!”

The Form-master ragarded her helplessly.

“If—er—if you will come with me, madam,
I will take you to Dr. Stafford,” he said
nervously. “No doubt, if you have any
complaints to make, he will listen to
you——" |

“He will listen when the time comes—
make no mistake of that!” interrupted Lady
Honoria grimly. ‘“Is there no humanity in

this school? Is there nn sense of proportion?
Why are these boys crowded into these
rooms, stifled and kept away from the fresh
air?”

“We have the windows open, and the door
is wide—"

“That 13 a mere trifle,” interrupted Lady
Honoria. ‘“The boys should not be hemmed
in like this. I not only disapnrove of it,
but I sill not permit 1t. 1t is an outrage
against Nature. Youth demands the open air
—the clear sky—the freedom of movement!”

“Upon my soul!” said Mr. Crowell feebly.

“And here, in this—this den of super-
heated horror, I find .the poor boys net only
half-dead with fatigue, but "

“Really, madam, I cannot permit this!”’
protested Mr. Crewell, recovering himself.
“I take it that you are a visitor to the
school? Kindly let me point out that this
interference in the work of the boys is totally
opposed to all regulaticns.”

The Form-master was exasperated. St.
Frank’s was often visited by cranky reformers,
but they were generally kept well in hand.
Lady Honori:. secemed to be a particularly
robust specimen of the breed, and she had
evidently wandered in unnoticed. Mr. Crowell
felt that it was up to him to assert himself.

“Regulations ?” repeated Iady IHonoria.
“Pan! It is high time that these ridiculous
regulations were abolished. I refuse to let
these boys swelter in this appalling atmo-
spher2 any longer.”
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“You—you refuse?” gasped Mr. Crowell.

“Yes, sir, I do!” retorted the lady.
‘“Boys,” she added, turming to the Form,
“lJeave this room at ouce! Go out into the
open—into the fresh air.”

The Remove received this order with
sudden interest. 3But every fellow looked at
Mr. Crowell uncertainly. Lady Ilonoria’s
idea was a good one, but was it safe to carry
it out? Evidently not.

“Keep your scats, boys!” shouted Mr.
Crowell excitedly. “1f any boy moves, I will
punish him severely. Really, madam, this 1s
bevoud all bounds! [ am in authority here,
and I must ask you——" .

“Be silent, sir!” broke in Lady Ionona.
“Your authority c.unts for nothing. 1 am
Dr. Stafford’s sister, and my orders must be
obeyed! Boys, leave this apartment at
once!”’

Mr. Crowell fell back feebly, and mopped
his brow. The Remove gave a cheer, then
swept out of the room. The headimaster’s
sister | No wonder she had adopted such an
authoritative tone!

“Welcome, stranger!” grinned Reggie Pitt,

of the West House. “If she’s got any more
orders of this sort up her sleeve, good luck
to her!”

“Rather!”

“Iree for the rest of the afternoon, you
chaps!” velled IHandforth.

“Hurrah!”

And the Remove rejoiced in its unexpected
jiberty. Evervbody felt that there would be
some startling developments, but “‘sufficient
unto the day was the evil thereof.”  They

were free, and if anybody got into hot water,
it would be Lady Honoria.
they worry?

Se why should

CHAPTER 4.
THE HEAD WORRIED!

R. MALCOLM STAFFORD
was agitated.

He stood at the window
of his study, and stared
unseeingly  across Inner
Court. "Behind him, seated on the cdge of a
chair, was Sir Lucian Dexter.

“Really, my dear Malcolm, there i3 no
reason for you t. be so startled -~cause your
owrn sister has come to visit you,” Sir Lucian
was saying. “It is a most unnatural atti-
tade on your part.”

The Head tirned.

“You know qrite well, Lucian, that Honoria
is a most-——a most forceful woman,” he said
desperately.  ““You know that she has an
extraordinary  wit! -a  determination of
character which  singularly wnusual.”

“Yesz, I know,” said Sir Lucian ‘eelingly.
“1I know!?”

“Why did you bring her here?’ went on
the Head, in a tone that was [raught with
anxiety.,  “Why, in heaven’s name, Lucian.
did yvou bring her?”

-

-

““And can you tell me how T could pre-
vent her?” asked Sir Lucian tartly. *When
Honoria makes up her mind 1 ecan- do
nothing. I am a mere cipher. I came solely
and entirely for your sake, Maleolm. I
thought T might possibly be able to mitigate
some of Honoria’s activities.”

“ Activities ?”’ gasped Dr. Staffora. with a
violent start. “Good heavens, you are not
telling me, Lucian, that she intends to foist
some of her-—her insane idiosynerasies on this
school? I cannot allow it! I cannot possibly
permit such nonsense!”

Sir Lucian shrugged his shoulders.

“You had better {ell that to Honarin,” ho
said gruflly.
Dr. Stafford winced. The very thought of

speaking to Honoria in that strain appalled
him. His sister was onc of his secret horrors
—a sort of skeleton in the family cupboard.
An excecdingly fleshy skeleton, 1t is true,
and one that was bustiing with life. And lis
creature had come to St. Frank’s at last!

T Head had always feared the evil day.
The thought of his sister descending upon
St. Frank’s had oflen haunted him, but he
hal resolutely brushed it aside. And now she
was heve!

Dr. Stafford had no reason to feei proud of
his younger sister. She had always been a
stormy petrel. There was mnothing dis-
honourable in her character, of counrse—the
Head had nothine to fear on that score—
but she was a Modern Woman. with a
capital “M ” and a capital “W." TIn her
yvarious viscissitudes she had been a Suf-
fragette. a Social Reformer. a DProhibitionist,
and a hundred and one other things. In
brief, a handful.

On different ocrasions during the past year
or so Lady Honoria had talked abcut visiting
her learned trother at St. Frank’s. DBut the
Head, by dint of much tact, had succeeded
in choking her off. He was In 1o way
ashamed of lis sister. bul he was mortally
afraid of her. And he was particularly
scared of her fads. Ie never knew whatl sho
was going to be up {o next.

Quite cpart from this, Dr. Stallord, as
headmaster of a great Public School, had his
dignity to maintain. And he had a vivid
fear that his encrgetic sister would do much
to hold him np to ridicule.

It had been his constant hope that she
would be kept so busy with her erazes that
she would never find time to visit St. Frank’s.

And now she was here—on the spot!

The ITead had had no opportunity of chak-
ing her off, because she had arrived un-
announced. e readily believed that she had
dragged Sir Lucian down to the school against
his will, and that she had come by surprise
so that the Tead could offer no excuse. She
was here, and he could hardly fail to make
her welcome—no matter what his  inward
thoughts were. .

Dr. Stafford felt helpless. = Homnoria had
always had this effect upon him. She was
i woman. and lLe could not use force with
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‘¢ Be silent, sir ! ?’ exclaimed Lady Honoria, thrusting the protesting Mr. Crowel!l aside.

A

e s e T,

. S

““ Boys, leave this

apartment ai{ once !’ Mr. Crowell fell back feebly, while the Removites gave a cheer and swept out of the
stuffy form-room.

her. And when it came to a buattle of
tongues, the unfortunate Head was hopelessly
out of the running. His nature was benevo-
lent and peacefnl. Her nature was arrogant
and warlike. She thrived on battle.

“These—these activities, Lucian,” said the
Head suddenly, turning upon his brother-in-
law. “Ilave you any idea what Illonoria
intends? (21 you not give me some
warning ?”

Sir Lucian Dexter had been staring out
of the window iIn an absent-minded manner.
There was a strange, far-away look in his
eyes—a queer expression of intensity, as
though he were inwardly excited. e started
violently, and flushed. One might have said
that he flushed guiltily, as though the Head
had surprised him i7m some sinister thoughts.

“Eh?” he said hastily. “I beg yqur
pardon.”
“Do you know the nature of Honoria's

proposed activities ?”’

“Well, yes,” admitted Sir Lucian. “You
need not be alarmed, Malcolm. At the
moment, my wife’s energy is being expended
in a very harmless direction.”

“What do you call harmless?”
Head tensely

“Well, she is President of the Open Air
Society, an organisation which won many

-

asked the

adherents this spring,” replied Sir Lucian.
“"Quite a number of branches have been
formed all over the country—and Honoria, 1
need hardly say, has been responsible for their
inception and development.”

(44

Open Air Socicty ?” repeated the Head,
with a slight measure of relief. “II'm! I
must confess I had fecared worse. What does
Honoria hope to achieve at St. Frank’s?”

“Iler object, as you may well imagine, is
to form a branch of the society here among
the boys,” replied the other. “Her intention
s to open up a canip, and——"

“Ridiculous !” interrupted the Head firmly.
“I won't allow it, Lucian. Positively, I
won’t allow it. I am the hcadmaster of thig
school, and even Honoria cannot talk me into

33

“One moment, Malcolm !” said” Sir Lucian
coldly. “You may recall that I am a
governor—although I did not wish to remind
you of that fact. Much as I disapprove of
Honoria’s methods, in this particular instance
I believe that her object is sound and praise-
worthy. If you will be sensible, you will give
her a free hand.”

“I shall do no such thing!” said the head-
master stoutly, “Never, Lucian! Giving
Honoria a free hand is tantamount to hand-
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my reins  of asuthority. Good
heavens! Why did she come?”

Sir Lucian looked at him intently.

“Remember, I shall support Honoria,” he
said, in a voice tense and grim. “De care-
ful, Malecolm.”

The Head looked at his brother-in-law
sharply. There had been someibing strange
in his tone—an unnecessarily determined ncte.

g her

'~ a5 |

Il o, = CHAPTER 5.

1‘ {!'lﬁ""'{ I STIRRING UP THE SCHOOL.

il h‘ lll' e

; A1) ADY HONORIA DEXTER

; 5 iiﬁ strode into the Third Form

1 o class-room and threw the
Mg LT'hird into confusion.

Her appearance came as
a shock-—both to the Third and Mr. Sun-
cliffe, the TIorm- master. Not only was
Honoria 510Lc‘~quo in appearance, but she
scemed to exude Foree and Determination.

“Ha, just as I- thought!” she said im-
patiently. * This room i1s even worse than the
other! A stifling oven!  Boys, you may
dismiss. Go out :into the open, where you
may breathe.”

The 'Third

made

no move. The TForm’'s
surprise was 1co great.
“Did you hear me?” said Lady Honoria.

“ Dismiss |*
“My only hkat!” bLreathed Willy Handforth.

A slow grin overspread his features. The
recdoubtable Willy was  always quick to
seize a chance. This afternoon he had

cxhausted all his ideas owing {o the heat, and
had resigned himself to the stress of lessons.
He jumped ic his feet.

“Thanks!” he said briskly. *“Come on,
vou chaps! We shall just have time for a
game of cricket!”

- “One moment:” shouted Mr. Suncliffe.
" Keep your scats beys! Handforth minor,
it down ! '

He turned to Lady Honoria,

“Madam, do you realise that this is an un-
warrantabl: intrusior 7’ he went on heatedly.
“This Form 1 Is under my conirol, and I can-
not permit

“Yon shou'd be ashamed {o admit it, sir,”
inferrupted Lady IHonoria. " Any man with
an. ounce of humanc fecling would not keep
these poor boys hemmed in this room like
slaves in a tropical prison. It is disgraceful,
and I refuse to permit 1t.”

“*But :

"My name is Lady Honoria Dexter.
the hecadmaster’s sister.”

“Oh!”’ chorused the Third.

“I am sure the school will be honoured by
vour presence, Lady Honoria Dexter, but, at
the same time, I would again remind you
that I am 1 chargc of this FForm,” said Mr.
Suncliffe firmly. ‘No boy will leave his
place until T give the order.”

lhe Head’s sister turned curtly to the Form.

* Boys, I” she commanded.

I am

dismiss!

-

-

-

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr. Suncliffe.
“Tlna is outrageous— -

“Silence, sir!” ordered Lady Honoria.
“What?” breathed the Form- mastoer.
“Boys, dismiss!” repeated the lady. :
And the Third, to save all further argu-

ment, went oul of the I‘olm -room in a flood.
The order was one which they were only too
glad to obey, or they might not have shown
such alacrity.

When they streamed out into the Triangle,
they found the Remove already there. 'The
juniors were standing 1n groups. mostly where
the shade was to be found, and Lady Honoria
Dexter was the sole topic of conversation.
Judging by the general trend of tallk, she was
alr eadv on the high road to popularity.

“Well, T must say thc Head’s got a jolly
good choice of sisters,” Tullwood was re-
marking, with a (_,lll.l(_.l-.lt}. “Anvbody who lets
us out from lessons on an afternoon like this
is worth cncouraging.”

“Yes, rather !”

“She’s the 11ght sort !”

"1 supposc there’s nothing squiffy aboutit?”
asked Handforth. “I suppose we're not
being japed? It’s the first time we knew the
Head had a sister!”

“That’s true,” said Church thoughtfully.
“Siill, T suppose the Head can have a sister
without taking the school into kis confidence,
can't he?”

““Oh, she’s his sister all right,’
McClure. " If you look closely there’s a cer-
tain family likeness. DBut she’s so fat, and
she’s made such a freak of herself that it's
difficult to notice. If you ask me, Lady
Honoria is going to stir things up a bit. Let’s
hope she’s come to stay for a few days.”

“We need some excitement,” said Hand-
forth. “Things have been pretty quict since
Gresham went away last weék. It was a
bit thick on his mater to cart the chap oft
until after the Whitsun holidays. He's such
a ripping cricketer that we need him.”

“Oh, we can manage to rub along without
Halry Gresham,” grinned Church. “His
mother hadn’t seen him since he was a little
kid, remember, so she naturally wants to
make a fuss of him. He’ll be back for the
new term—and there’ll be plenty of ericket
then.”

“Hallo !*
Third !’ .

Willy and his men camc pouring out.

“I’ll bet that young minor of mine lias been
up to mischicf !”’ said Handforth darkly,
“Just like him to take advantage of Lady
Homnoria’s rot!”

“You didn't take advantage of it, did you?”

rinned Church.

declared

saild Mac. “Here cemes the

“Ich 7 011 well, I'm different,” said
Handy. “I'm eapable of keeping my bahnco
—— "Hallo! Well, Tm jiggered! Hero

comes the IFFourih now !’

“QShe’s dismissing the whole giddy
chuekled Duncan.

And so it scemed. The Lower School,
all events. had gained its liberty a full hour

school !”?
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before the recognised time. Perhaps Lady “Off with ’em!”
Honoria dccided that she had gone far And collars came off by the dozen.
¢nough for one afternoon, for there was no Lady Honoria stood looking on, much
sign of the Filth or the Sixth. gratified. It pleased her to sece how

The juniors were too surprised by the whole | enthusiastically the boys were adopting her
unusual happening to utilise their liberty. | principles. _
They just stood about in groups, talking But evea ILady Honoria was somewhab

Then Lady Honoria herself appeared.

“Look out, you chaps!” sang out some-
body. “She’s here again!”’

“Cave!l”

“Cave be blowed!” said Handforth.
on our side!”

Lady Honoria advanced towards the curious
juniors, and there was a silence. On prin-
ciple, the fellows did not approve cf women
giving orders at ut Frank's. They had had
one experience of pettlcoat rule ” in the
past, and they were never likely to forget
it.  But, then, they didn’t take the Head's
sister seriously,

But the Head's sister evidently meant busi-
ness !

“J] am amazed!” she said, addressing every-
body in general, and nobody in particular. "1
am uttuh amazed that you boys can be com-
fortable in such thick clothing, and in such
stiff, preposterous collars!”

“Who said we're comfortable, ma'am?”
asked Fullwood. “These Etons of ours are
regulation, and the collars go with ’em!”

“She’s

“They're awful in this weather,” agreed
Russell.

“Good gad! How utterly ridic!” pro-
tested Archie, shocked. “I mean to say, it's

a bit fughthll when you chappies run down
the good old clothing department !

“Rats!” said Handforth.. “We're not
dudes like you, Archie! We belicve in com-
fort—and we can’t get it!”

“Only when we're playing ericket,” said
Pitt. “ You sce, Lady Ilonoria, we can't
wear flannels unless we're in the Eleven, or
unicss there's definite cricket matcluq ar-
ranged. At all ordinary times we're obliged
to go about in these things

Several juniors pulled at their collars.
This talk of clothing had made them feel
hotter than ever. And, without question,
those stiff collars were frightful things to
wear on a hot day. T.ady Honoria’s eyes
glittered as she noted these movements.

“The whole costume is ridiculous,” she
declared. *“‘Those preposterous collars are
unhealthy, stifling and unhygienic. Re-

move them at once.”™

“Remove them?”
aghast.

“Yes—remove them, and cbtain freedom
to breathe,” replied Lady Honoria firmly.
““I precach the doctrine of I'resh Air. Take
those abominable collars off. Allow the
fresh air to perforin its true duty! Enough
of this hide-bound nonsense!”

“By George!” roared Handforti. *““Lady
Honoria’s right, you chaps! I’ve been
wanting to take my giddy collar off all the
afternoon. It’s the best idea we've heard
this week!”

““Hear, hear!”

asked a dozen volces,

startled by the way in which Handforth
took her at her word. She wanted them to
be cool, and he saw no reason why the job
sheuldn't be dona thoroughly. Iandforth
was always an extremist, and he proved it
now more than ever before.

CHAPTER 6.
DOING IT THOROUGHLY!

[ ANDFORTH was very
®¥ hot — exceedingly hot—
and perhaps that was

somea excuse for him.

“It’s all very well to
take cff our gmiddy collars,” he said, looking
round at the other fellows. “PBut what

Why not
about ninety in the

about our jackets and waistcoats?
peel them off, tco? 1It's
shach, this "L[’LCIIIODH'”

“Chuck Handy !’
“Go easy, old man!i"”
Handforth nodded.

“Iixactly !” ho agreed. “I'm going casy,
I beliete in being easy, and Lady Honoria’s

idea is absolutely right. Here you are,
Church. Hold my E;"Idd‘;" jacket!  And
here’s my waistcoat, Mac!”

ITo stripped them off, and stretched him-
aet luxuriously.
“Ry George!” he said, lookine round at
the others. *“That's better!”
“You silly fathcad!” shouted Church,
alarm. “If a master comes along and sees

you, you'll get swished!”

“Rot!"” said Iandforth, “If I shall get
S“'I:jh(‘d. then so will you. We might as
well do the jeb properly while we're about
it. That's me—whole hog all the time!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Lady I1lenoria had strolled off, being
interested 1n lh!_ architecture of Big Arch.

And perbaps she felt that thizs one parhur]ar
junior was going a little further than she

had originsily intended.

“Isn’'t anybody else going to peel like
this®"” asked lHandforth, glaring at the
others. **What about you, Pippy?"”

TLord Pippinton, of the West House,
started round as he heard his name called.
As usual, ho had been in ono of Lis trance-

like conditr
the heat.

in a sfate ¢of coma owing to

“EhY he zaid. I mean, oh, rather!”

“Then take off vour giddy jacket aud
waisteoat!” ordered IHandforth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The expression on Lord Pippintoun’s face
was worth watching.

“Oh, I den’t think so!"
moean, take thom ofY? The

he said. i §
tdea, I take it,
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is to remove them? It couldn’t be done, | the tap on, that there was a plentiful supply
thanks all the same!” of water. He swished the hose round, and
“Rats!” said Haadforth. “Isn’t any- [ithere was a wild stampede.
body going to follo'v my example?? “lLeok out!”
“Why don’t you pgo even further, “Oh, crumbs!”
Handy " asked Reweoie, with a grin, Rl “Stop i1t, Handy, you madman! Turn
vou want to get coel why don’t you get into [ the giddy ilaing off !’
the fountain and swish about a bit?” Swish—swish !
‘““Ha, ha, ha!" 'I'he hose-pipe swung round, and about
“Dryv up, Regegie!” said Chureh uneasily. | half  the fe]lclv in  the Triangle were
“IFor two pins landy avill get into the [ smothered in a wet shower.
fountain. You know what an obstinate “There’'s nothing hke getting cool!”
chap he 1517 rocarcd Handforth, grinning. ““Now [I'll
“I was only rotting!” said Reggic, with Fshow you!”
a chuckle. *“0Of course, he daren’t get in, * Ha, ha, ha!”

really.”

Handforth jumped.

“Daren’t?? he shouted. “By George!
1'll show wyou whether I daren’t or not!
As a maiter of fact, it’s a iolly good idea!
Just the thing {o get cool!”

A yecll of laughter went up as Handforth
ran to the fountain pool, in the centre of
the Triangle, and burled himself into the
cool water.

““Ha, ha, hal?

“(Gocd old Handy!”’

The rest of the fellows gathered round,
and they ragged Handforth unmercifully.
It was quite characteristic of him to go to
extremes, It was one thing to be cool, but
another to make ar ass of himself like this.

“Come on'!” he roarcd as he stood up,
(iupptnw “It’s  glorious! Absolutely
lovely! Isn’t anybody else coming in?

“Not to-day, tharfks!”

“We'll see about that!” shouted Hand-
forth, leaping out and grabbing Lord Pip-
pmton with one hand and Timothy Tucker
with the other. **Come cen, you chaps—in

vou go!*
“My dear sir!” protested Tucker. * Dear,
dear ! This 1s altogether toco outrageous
22
“Ha; ba, hal?”

Splash—splash'!
Both the unfortunate junicrs were tipped
backwards into the fountain pool.

“0Oh, mv hat!” groaned Church. *‘“He'll
cet the sack for this if a master comes
along. Right 1n the open Triangle, too!

Did you ever know him to ask for trouble
1m such a loud voice before?”

“Never!” grinned Nipper. “He'll geb it,

too!”
But Edward Oswald Handforth hadn’t
done yect. His gaze suddenly lighted upon

& hose-pipe, left against the wall of the
Ancient House by one of the gardeners. 1t
was very handy, and it looked very invit-
ing, IHandforth gave a roar as he spotted

it.

“All  right, my sons!”  he  said
friumphantly “If you won't get into the
fountain poo] then I'll show you what I’ll
do. There’s nothing like being healthy
nothing like being cool. And a shower-bath
is just as good as a dip in the fountain!”

e had reached the hosepipe before
anybody realised his true intention. With

a gasp of joy he found, when he turned

L

v

b there,

All the fellows who weren’t soaked }cllcd
with laughter.  There was something in-
deseribably comic in the anties of Handforth
with the hose-pipe. And then Church gave
a tremendous yell, and stared dazedly

through Big Arch.
“Cave!” he gasped. “Old Pyecraft!”

“Great Scott!” ynuttered Nipper.  ““Old
Pycraft, of the Fourth! IHe’ll go dotty
with rage cver thist!”

“Cave!” panted somebody else. “The
Head's with him, too!”

**Oh, corks!”

“Run, Handy!”

Handforth, turning round in surprise,

swung the hose pipe in the same direction.
Nothing could have been more unfortunate.

For that stream of water, hissing force-
fully out of the nozzie of the hose-pipe,
caught Mr. Pyecraft fairly and squarely in
the middle. The master of the Fourth gave
a fiendish yell, and leapt about threc feet
into the air.  And the hose-pipe, continu
ing round in an are, delivered a splashing
cascade upon Lady Honoria herself !

**Oh, gocdness!”

Evm'ybody halted in their tracks, collarless
as they were.  The presence of the Head
made 1t impossible for them to bolt.

Handfortlh dropped the hose, and
frozen.

And then Dr. Stafford emerged from DBig
Arch, and he saw the crowds of juniors
walking about without their collars—and he
BAW Lzuly IHonoria. The unfortunate Head
nearly had a fit on the spot!

stood

CHAPTER 7.

COLLARS OFF!
~NI OOD heavens!”
] Dr. Stafford Dbreathed

hard with dismay. His
worst fears were realised.
Much as he had dreaded
that his sister would make herself ridiculous,
he had never anticipated anything quite so
appalling as this.

Lady Honoria’s very
enough to stagger him.

And she certainly did look an aw fv’ freak,
The Head was apt to be old-fashioned in
his ideas, and to him a woman in breeclies

appearance was

was a scandalous spectacle.  Pecple with
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moro modern ideas arc growing accustomed
to such calamities. The modern woman 1s a
creaturo of surprises, and onec ncver knows

what she will do next.

But T.ady Honoria was Dr. Stafford’s
sister, the wife of one of the governors.
And here she was, complete with her
breeches, her mannish  pullover, and ler
short-cropped, bobbed hair. A slimmer

woman might have looked graceful even in
those clothes—even  feminine—but  Lady
1{onoria had physical disadvantages which
were better concealed rather than exaggerated,
and her soaked condition did not improve her
looks.
“Phis—this, 1s
Head hoarsely.

terrible I murmured the
“ Already she 1s a laughing-

stock. T shall never be able to hold my
head wp again, Never! Ilow trul_\; appal-
line! Why did I not come sooner?’

IFor a moment he hesitated. He thought
about turning on bis heel, and resorting 1o
flight. But the fellows had seen him, and
it would be impessible for him to run from
his own sister in sight of the Junior School,

“Here’'s the Head, you chaps!” shouted

Handiorth enthusiastically.  “Come on—
let’'s chow him  that T.ady Honorass
popular!  Three cheers for t,l,m Ilcad’s
sister ! Now then—all together!

“iurrah !”

“Hip—hip—hurrah!” -

“Welcome Lo ot Trank’s, Lady

lionoria !”
The juniors werc only t adv to adopt
I'he juniors werce only too ready !

Handforth’s  suggestion, and  the old
Triangle echoed with the rousing checis.

Ncbody had ever believed it possible that the
etaid old Head could have had such a sporty
sister.

There was another reason for those cheers,
too. The fellows realised that they were
liablo to get into hot water—and if they
could onlv please the Ilead by showing that
ithey liked his sister, it might be all the
better for than. Handforth had seized upon
that chance at once., DBut Mr. Pycraft tried
to spoil everything.

“This—this is terrible!” he shouted,
dancine about, with water splashine down
from him. “I am soaked! I am drenched!
This—this is an absolute outrage!”

“Really, Mr. Pycraft!” exclaimed
Head, agitated. “I—I hardly know——"

“] demand to have these boys thrashed,
sir!” shouted Mr. Pycraft excitedly. “ IHand-
forth is the culprit! e was the young mascal
with the hose-pipe! Look at me, sir—look at
me!”

Lady Ilonoria looked at him coldly.

“If it comes to that, sir, look at me!” she
said. “I am ncarly as drenched as you are
vourself. And yet I do not get excited!”

Mr. Pycraft started.

“Really, madam, T—-I—"

“Malcolm, T do not think that this boy
deserves to be punished,” went on  Lady
Honoria, turning to the Head. “It was [
who advised him {n remove his collar, and it
15 only too clear that he has been doing his

the

best Lo follow out my principles—he has been
attempting to kecp cool on this hot after-

noon, And what can be cooler than a
shower-bath from a hose-pipe? I do not
want him to be punished.”

*“FHurrah |»

“Good for you, Lady Honoria!”

“Three cheers for the Head’s sister!”

‘roared Handforth, much relieved.

“Hurrah!”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Head in
amazement,

A feeling of intense rclief swept over him.
She wasn’t a laughing-stock, after all. The
boys were checring her—showing him, as
plainly as possible, that they were glad to
welcome her! And there was no spoof about
it, either. Those cheers were the real thing.

Lady Ilonoria herself became benevolent.
This was what she had dreamed of. She
had come here to conquer the school—to win
the boys over to her ideals. And withi:
the first hcur she was well on the road (o
SUCCeSS.

The Ilecad came forward, reassured, but
still alarmed. The sight of all these boys
in a coliarless condition pained him, He was
a great stickler for the conventions. And it
was a strict rule at St. Irank’s that the
fellows should wear IStons and stiff collars.

“Ahem! I am pleased to see you, my dear
Honoria,” said the Head, as he came for-
ward. “It is—er—good of you to come and
see us.”’

“1 think it is high time I did come!” re-
torted Lady Honoria. “Where is Lucian? I
wish to have a very serious talk with you,
Maicolm, and——"

“Quite so, my dear,” interrupted the Head
hastily.  “DBut please remember the boys
This spot, after all, can scarcely be called
private. If you will go indoors, I will join
you almost at once.”

The Head turned to the collarless groups.
Truth to tell, the majority of the fellows
were now feeling ill at ease. The Head’s
presence always had a subduing effect, but
in their present unconventional condition tho
juniors felt as though they were hardly
decent to appear in public.

“What is the meaning of this?” continued
the Head, frowning upon all and sundry.
“How dare you remove your collars? Such
a thing is opposed to all rules, and I shall
prunish ?

“You will do no such thing, Malcolm!”
interrupted Lady Honoria firmly. “The boys
removed those ridiculous collars at my
suggestion.”

“DBut, my dear

“It 1s disgraceful to keep them at work in
those stifling Form-rooms,” continued Lady
Homnoria angrily. “I am delighted that I
arrived unannounced, and that I was thus
enabled to obtain first-hand knowledge. I am
shocked at the conditions. Growing boys
should bo allowed to spend every available
minnute in the open air——"

2

“But, really, Honoria——"
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“They should be permitted to dress
hygienically, and not in these atrocious, tight-
fitting abominations. As for collars, they are
an absolute outrage against nature. In such
weather as this it i1s little better than torture
to condemn the boys to wear such relics of
barbarism.”

The Ilead began to feel beyond his depth.

“Yon must allow me, Honoria, to knoav
best——" he began. ‘“ Please remember that
I am the headmaster of this——"

“It seems to me that you forget it!”
snapped his sister. “If you had any {true
feeling for your scholars, you would not
permit them to endure this undeserved
penance. Everything has got to be changed.
[ am an advocate of hygienic clothing. Open
believer

necks, bare legs, sandals. I am a
in fresh air.”
“But I must msist——"

“I have rcome to St. Frank’s Lo bring this
crueity to an end!” said Lady lonoria re-
lentlessly. “I shall net rest content until
my mnussion is fullilled. St. Frank’s is going
to lead all the Publie schools of the country
in a great campaign of rationalism! Away
with fusty old woollens! Into the dust-heap
with stiff eollars! Fresh air! The open sky
and the sun! That is the doctrine 1 preach,

Malcolm.”
The Head cucceeded in gelting his breath.
“Quite so. my dear—quite so!” he said
feebly. “We-—we will talk about 1it. W=

will discuss the subject in all its aspects.”
And, somehow, he managed to lead her
away.

. CHIAPTER 8.
3% 11 ANDY CATCHES THE FEVER.
= CATTY 1

“Absolutely  off her
nut !’ _
“NMad as a  giddy

hatter!”

These were the uncomplhimentary comments
concernine Lady Honoria’s mental condition.
The juniors now had the Triangie to them-
selves, and they were thoroughly enjoying
the mild sensation that the advent of the
Head’s sister had caused. And they were
revelling in their collarless state, too. It
was a great relief to dispense with those
stiff “relics of barbarism.”

“Of course, she’s erazy about {resh air)”
chuckled Nipper. “But there’s method 1n
her madness. I don’t think many of us wiil
grumble at being i the cpen anr when we
ought to he stewing in the class-room.”

“No fear! Good Iuck to her!”

“And I don’t think we shall mind

'.':";xlj'll
o e

about eollarless on an afternoon like this,”
continued the junior skipper with a grin.
“For this relief, much thanks! I have never

parted with anytihing so willingly before.”
“All the same, she’s crazy,” said Reggie

. - I—J‘:J-
Pitt, “As long as her crankiness takes +this

shape, though, we’ll encourage her in the
good work, and help it along.”

“Rather !”

“Why not take our jackets off like Handy,
just to show her that we approve of her
policy 77 suggested Fullwood.

“Ilear, hear!”

“0Odds disasters and calamities said
Archie Glenthorne in  distress.  “I trust,
laddies, that this frightful fever is not likely
to persist? Good gad! The old optics are
strained enough as it is!”

Archie, of course, had rcsolutely refused ta
remove his collar, and he eved the other
fellows with disdain and disapproval. But
Archie was a walking fachion-plate, and the

‘[}J

slightest disarrangement of dress in any of
his companions was an eyesore to him. At

the present moment the entire landscape was
filled with eyesores. It was httered with
them. _

“You buzz off, Archie!” said Handlorth
L grimly. “You’re not in this act! Lady
Honoria is a woman with wonderful 1deas!
She’s showing the Head a thing or two—
and 1t’s high time, too.”

“Checze 1t, Handy ! said Church in alarm.
“You'll get a swishing if you don’t go in
and change those wet things. You’re an
awful sight!”

Handforth looked at him coldly.

“T'm cool!” he retorted. “1It’s the first

time P’ve felt cool to-day!” He tore his shirt

open at the neck. “By George! That’s
better! Freedom at last! I can breathe
now !”

*“HMa, ha, Ial”

“Handy’s caught the fresh air fever!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old MHandy!” grinmed Pitt.  “We
can always trust him to go the whole hog!”

“IIa, ha, bhal”’

“Any more cackles, and biff a few
noses!’”’ voared Huandforth  aggressively,
“When I take up a scheme, I take it vp in
carnest! T don’t play at it! ILady Honoria
is hiere to bhenefit the whole school, and if we
only encourage her in the right way we shall
have an easy time.”

“Yes, but yow've got to go geutly?’ pro-
tested Church. “You mustn’t walk about the
schoo! like that, JTandy, dressed only in your
hags and a pair ol braces!”’

“I’ve got a chirt on, haver’t 17”7 demanded
Handforth.

“Well, T mean—-"

“Im taking up this Docirine of Health,”
said the leader of Siudy D finunly. “If any-
hody doesi’t like my appearance, he can lump
3 A s

“Perhaps Trene will like your appearance 27
asked Nipper casually.

Handforth gave a violent start.

“Irene ?”’ he said, with a gagp.

He looked round wildly, and heheld three
figures in white which had just entered the
gateway. Trene Manrners, Deoris Berkeley. and
Winnie Pitt. of the Mooy View School! The
sirie were looking gloriously cool in  their

I'li

white attire.
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Both Church and McClure gasped as they realised that the bundle contained Handy., Then, ranning forwazd,
they unfastened the ropes encircling the sack, and déew theiir leader out, only to find that he was bound hand
and foot

“These girls have all the luck!” said Full-
wood enviously. “They can go about on a
hot day wearing muslin and stuff. No wonder
they look cool!”

“If T.ady Honoria has her way, she’ll be
shoving us into muslin next!"” grinned Nipper.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth was looking round wildly.

“Where’s Mac ?”’ he asked, in a thick voice.

“He’s just gone indoors,” said Church
casually. “I think he took your jacket and
waistcoat in.”’

“Oh, help!”” moaned Handforth.

Church did not think it necessary to explain
that McClure had bunked off after an ex-
change of winks between himself and Church.

“1—TI'll go and find him!’ said Handforth,
trying to speak carelessly.

“No, yvou won’t!”” eaid Nipper.

“h 7"

“You’ll stay here, and greet the girls.”

“Dut—but I'm in my giddy braces—"’
“That’s your own fault,”” interrupted

Nipper coolly. *lold him, you chaps! I
call fer witnesses. Didn’t he distinetly say
that if anybody didn’t like his appearance
they could lump it?"’

“Yes, rather!”

“Then you can’t grumble, Iandy, if you
meet the girls like this,”” said Nipper blandly.
“But I am grumbling!”’ hooted Handforth.
“I don’t care what I said just now! How the
dickens was I to know that the girls wonld

come 1n at an hour like this? Lemme go,
blow you!”’ ,
But it was Impossible to escape. In any

case, the girls were already joining the throng,
and they had sensed that something unusual
was in the wind, quite apart from tho fact
that three-quarters of the juniors were walk-
ing about collarless.

“It doesn’t look very respectable, Ted. but
I expect you feel cool,”” =aid Irene, smiling.
“Is this one of the Head's new rulings? If
so, he’s a brick!”’
“I—I was hot!”’ said Handforth desperately.

“I don’t wonder at it,”’ put in Doris. “Yon
fellows are martyrs! It’s awful, the way they
mako you wear these thick suits during the
hot weather. Look at us!”

“We're looking,”” said Pitt enviously. “ And
we're jealous. By Jove, sis, you were jolly
lucky to be born a girl!”’

“Don’t be silly, Reggie,”
Pitt.
and

1 emiled Winnio
“Men’s and boys’ fashions are too hard
fast—that’s the trouble. If you would
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all make a stand against these old conven-
tions, instead of being slaves to them, you’d
soon be wearing somcthing cool. Look at
Ted! Ile’s the most sensible one of you all!”

Handforth forgot his embarrassment.

“There you are!” he said triumphantly.
“Doesn’t that prove that my idea i1s worth
taking up? Away with the old-fashioned
halmts! Let’s have something modern—let’s
have freedom and coolness!”’

“Hear, hear!”’

“Look out!”’ gasped Church. “Ilere comes
Mr. Lee!”

Several of the juniors scooted. Mr. Nelson
Lee, the Housemaster of the Ancient House,
was approaching with a severe frown on his
face. He was concentrating his attention
upon Edward Oswald Handforth.

“What is the meaning of this, Handforth ?”’
he said sternly. “Where is your waistcoat?
Where is your jacket? How dare you anpear
publicly in this half-dressed condition ?”’

“It’'s Llady Honoria’s idea, sir,”” said Hand-
forth, with perfect coolness. “She advised
all the chaps to take their collars off—"’

“Yes, so I am aware—and I have no doubt
the headmaster will adjust the matter before
ithe day is out,”” interrupted I.ee. “But Lady
Jlonoria made no suggestion that vou shonld
discard your jacket and waistcoat, HHandforth.
Where are they ?”’

“Indoors, siv.”

“Then go indoors, and put them on,”
ordered the Ilousemaster. “While you are
there, yon might as well write me a hundred
lines, Handforth. T hope vou will not be so
foolish again.”

“But—but ILady Honoria—-"’

“It will pain me to cane you, Handforth—
and I have no doubt that 1t will pain you,
also,”” Interrupted Nelson Lee drily. ‘“That
13 enough! Go indoors at once!”

And Handforth went—very red in the face.
When Nelson Lee looked round agam, he
observed that practically every coilar had been
re-donned, and the Triangle was again look-
ing respectable.

“What’s the good of being a reformer?”
sighed Reggie Pitt, as Nelson lee walked
away. “As soon as a reformer starts some-
thing new, somebody else comes along and
chucks a bomb into the works.”

The three Moor View girls were laughing
merrily.

“Hard luck !’ gaid Irene. “Let’s hope that
Dr. Stafford’s sigter proves strong enough to
conquer! DBut there’s something I'd like fo
know,”” she went on. “Who’s that queer-
Jooking man over there, and what in the
world is he doing?”’

The juniors looked round. Sir Lucian
Dexter was wandering about in the distance,
near the shrubbery which half-screened the
ruins of the old monastery. And Sir Lucian,
apparently oblivious of the observing eyes,
was scouting about like a retriever, darting
keen glances at the ground, and pausing now
and again to gaze absentmindedly into the
infinite. :

b me.

“Seatty !’ said Cecil de Valerie. “If vou
ask me, Lady Honoria and her husband are
a pair! I wonder which asylum they esecaped
from ¢”’

CITIAPTER 9.

LADY HONORIA MEAXNS
BUSINESS.

R. STAFFORD gank limply
immto his chair.
“Where is Lueian?’ he
asked, iIn a tired voice.
“Why has he deserted

-

me &0 suddenly 7’
“You will get no sympathy from TLucian,”
said L.ady Honoria coldly. “He has promised
to support me, and I shall see that he does.
We will leave Lucian out of this discueszion.”

“Yes, but, my dear &

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
Malcolm!”” went on Lady Honoria. “Oh, 1
know that you are my elder brother, and
that your position in this school is a dignified
one. But you men are all the same—yon
make me thoroughly angry. Will you never
learn that times are changing, and that the
old order should give place to the new ¥’

“Nonsense!”” said the IHead, with egpirit.
“Sheer nonsensegg Honoria!  You are so
gteeped in vour preposierous reforms that yon
have lost all eense of proportion. I must teil
vou plainly that I cannot allow this inter-
ference. You have already caused much
harm, Honoria. It must go ne further. Do
you understand? Please remember that 1
am in authority here!™’

Skee regarded him with composure.

“I don’t want to question your authority,
Malcolm. but these old-fashioned ideas of
yours muet be swept overboard,”” she said. “I
have already told you that I am the President
of the Open Air Society, and I have come to
St. Frank’s to organise a hranch——"’

“T cannot allow it!”’

“And 1 shall invite the boys to join.”’

“I tell yon, Honoria——"’

“There will be no entrance fees, and every-
thing will be provided,”” continued the IHead’s
sister calmly. “ Fortunately, Lucian 13 a rich
man, and he is willing enough to spend some
of his money for the benefit of hie fellow
beings.”’

“But these boys don’l want charity
shonted Dr. Stafford angnly. “The whole
thing is preposterous. St. Frank’s is one of
the proudest colleges in the kingdom!”’

“¥You may be proud of it, but I’mn not!”
retorted J.ady Homoria. ‘“The simple truth
1¢ that you’re morially afraid to disturb any
of your fusty old conservative methods. The
school has always had these regulations, and
so they persist! 1 don’t agree wil. it!”

The Head quivered.

“Whether you agree or not, Honoria, is
entirely beside the point,” he said hotly. “I
should like to welcome you here as a guest—
as a brother should naturally welcome his
sister. But you make it very difficult for
Your mission at St. Frank’s seems to

l”
.
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be an impertinence. Yes, an impertinence!
I have nothing against you in all ordinary

matters, Honoria, but these crank:- schemes
of yours must be taken elsewhere. They
can have no place at St. Frank’s!”

“You are very trying, Malcolm,” said

Lady Houoria patiently.

“(iood gracious!” ejaculated tl.e ITead.
“And what of yourself? What is your
record, Honoria? HKver since you were a
mere girl vou have swept up and down the
country, foisting your infernal reforms on
people who have no use for them. You
mean well, no doubt, but you are uiterly
misguided. Thank IHeaven  this present
discase of yours has taken a fairly rational
form. Tresh air is good for all, and it is
even conceivable that you may do a certain

amount of gocd. But T will not have my
s(*lm()l {urned upszde down by vou or by any-
hody else. 1 will not be held up to ridicule
by my own scholars! That is absolutely
final, and the sooner you realise it the better.”

The Head felt rather pleased with himself.
Seldom had he spoken to his dragon-like
sister so plainly. He felt that he was rcdeem-
ing his self-respect. No, she wasn’t going
to ride ronghshod over him again! He mar-
velled that he had ever been afraid of her.

He glanced at his sister. A little of his
satisfaction oozed away. Lady Honoria was
lookn*fr at him in a very straight way, and
!]I;ere was 1 glint in her eye which boded
ill,

“Have you finished, Mualcolm?” she asked
coldly.

“Fm‘gi':e me if I spoke roughly, my dear,”
replied the Head. “1 was angry, and I don’t
want vou to think that I have any desire for
a quarrel. Zt the same time, I ust re-
iterate my firm resolve 4

“You needn’t trouble,’
curtly.

“You are welcome to remain at St. Frank’s
as my guest for as long as you nlease,” con-
tinued Dr. Stafford. “It is a very delightful
spot at this time of the year, T can assure

said Lady Honoria

yvou. (Give up this nonsense, Honoria—allow
vourself to relax. Twuecian, I am sure, will be
only too glad

“Wo will leave my husband out of the
argument for the moment,” interrupted Lady
Ilonoria. “And whether you desire my
presence, or whether you disapprove of it,
makes no difference. My mission is above
all such- petty ftrifles. I intend to open a
branch of the Open Air Socicty forthwith,
and 1 shall urge the boys to rally to my
banner—the banner of Health and Streuagth;
the banner of Freedom and Liberty!”

The Head started.

“Upon my word, Ilonoria, I cannobt per-
mit

“Yes, Malcolm, I heard all that just now,”
interrupted his sister calmly. “If it relieved
you to say it, well and good. But I take a
strong view on this subject. These boys are
not slaves, and if they choose to join my

society, I cannot see that it i3 any business
of yours.” ;

“ No business of mine!”
desperately. ‘“What of my authority ? What
of tho school regulations?”

“The schonl regulations are ridiculous.”

“Whatever you may think of them,
Honoria, they persist, and it is my duty, as
headmaster, to enforce them,” said Dr. Staf-
ford heatedly. ‘““Hew many more times must
T tell you that I cannot countenance this
inferference ?”

His confidence had left him. The ground
seemed to be slipping from under his feet.
There was something inexorable about Iady
Honoria’s expression.

The Iead could deal with a dozen school-
boys at once; he could make them quail before
his very glance. He could even cause his
under-masters to shiver in their shoes as they
stcod before him. DBut his sister was a dif-
ferent proposition. The greatest disadvan-
tage of all was that she was his sister.

Other people had a fitting respect for his
decision, for his exalted position. But no
man can expect such deference from his own
sister—especially when that sister is as strong-
minded as the Lady Tonoria.

There was a pitying look on her face as
she regarded her brother with a cold and
calculating eye. Somehow it made the ITead’s
heart beat faster. It caused him to grip his
chair for support.

“T shall commence operations to-morrow,’
said Lady Honoria simply.

The Tlead wilted visibly. After ail his
strength of purpose, after all his insistence,
she merely made a sin hle statement. But
that statement possessed the property of a
law. If she had been a man, the Head could
have stormed at her. But she was a woman—
a self-willed, obstinate, purposeful woman.
And she was his own sister! He felt ex-
hausted.

“You cannot be seriouz, my dear

, My
began feebly.

“We shall see about that to-morrow,” In-
terrupted T.ady Honoria In a calm, contented
voice. ‘“‘Of course; if you wish to maintain
your dignity, I have no objection to your
giving the necessary orders. But if you fail
to do =0, I shall take matters into my own
hands.”

The Head made a final struggle.

“I shall iInsist upen Lucian takinz vou
away,” he said hoarsely. “You are too much
for me, Honoria! I cannot stand these up-
heavals N

“You can spare your breath so far as
Lucian i3 concerned,” said his sister calmly.
“My husband has promised to support me,
and you may remember that he is a
governor of this schonl. Since ho sanctions
my programme, it i3 hardly for you to raise
these ridiculous objections. No, Malcolm,
you had better admit yourself beaten.”

The Head admitted nothing of the sort—
but he was.

snouted the Head

Lk

heo

"




18

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

CHAPTER 10.
JUST LIKEE HANDY!

H, rats!” said Church dis-
gustedly.

The chums of Study D
were strolling in  West
Sguare, enjoying the de-
lightful coolness of the evening. But it was
rather a matter of comparison. The evening
was actually still and close, but it seemed
positively refreshing after the burning heat
of the afternoon.

It was still daylight, of course, for at this
time of the wvear, what with the lenthening
evenings, and the Daylight Saving Act, the
fellows always went to bed in daylight.

And the bell for retiring was just going.
“Rats!” said Church again.

““ And that’s another thing,” said ITand{orth
darkly. “That’s another iniquity that’s got
to be abolished! Iancy sending us off to bed
in full daylight—up into those stuffy dormi-
tories! I’ve a good mind to ignore the bell
altogether, and stay out here!”

“Do as vou please, of course,” ~ said
McClure. “We shan’t try to hinder you,
ilandy. You can rely upon Churchy and me
to think of you to-morrow, and to sym-
pathise.”’

“To think of me?” repeated Ilandforth.

“Yes, when you're stewing in exira lesson
all the afternoon,” explained Mac. * Churchy
and I are going down the river. You wero
coming, too. to-marrow being a half-holiday ;
but as youw'll be kept in detention—

“You howling ass!” roared Handforth,
haven’t been dctained!”
“No, but you will be f you ignore the

bell 1" rephed Mac pointedly. “It’s no goaod,
Handy—you can’t jib at ihe school rules.”

Handforth grunted. He was feeling vaguely
disappointed. He had expected Lady Honoria
to sweep through the Houses like a tornado
durinz the evening, condemning this and

III

disapproving of tha But the Head’s sister
hadn’t even shown herself.

And it seemed only too clear that Dr.
Stafford had subdued ner. It was. a sad

thought., Lots of fellows had been relying
on ]'_."dy Honoria to ecreate a welcome diver-
sion. But she had, apparently, petered out.

“Oh, well, T shall have to carry on single-
handed,” satd Handforth grimly.

Ior the redoubtable Edward Oswald hadn’t
petered ont, and he had no Intention of
petering out. The Head’s sister had put this
stunning idea into his heﬂd, and once Hand-
forth grasped a new idea, it clung tenaciously.

Tellows were drifting into their various
Houses from all parts of the school grounds.
Handforth & Co. went round the end o. the
Ancient Ifouse, and took a look .t the green
expanse of Little Side before going indoors

The Junior playing-fields were empty—save
for a solitary figure in the far distance.

There was something peculiar abont that
figure.

It was moving alongside the far hedge, the
head bent down, as though its owner was
searching for something. Now and again the
figure would turn, and it even scemed that
he was taking mecasured strides, as though
attempling to calculate distances.

“Who the dickens is that?” usked JTand-

Jorth, frow ning

“T;ﬂﬂ‘]\"'l like Iady Honoria’s hushand to
me,” said Church, concentrating his gaze.
“Sir Lucian somebody or other—Dexter, isn’t

it ¢ There’s something funny about that
chap!”
“He’s probably oft his rocker,” said Ale-

Clure. “He must be, or he wouldn’i have
marrted a freak like Lady Honoria.”

Handforth frowned,

“Youd better not insult the ITead’s sister
like that I he said envtly. * Lady Honoria is
the bramiest person who’s heen at St, Frank's
for months! And if the Head’s boitled her
up. I shall jolly well tell him what 1 think
of him!”

. \'\-"cl] let’s
ingly,
and that’ll mean
these prefects are
nothing.”

They went indoors, and ascended to their
dormitory in the Remove passage. Ifand-
forth strode into the little bed-room first, and
he halted just inside, beaiing the air with
exaggerated gestures.

“Whew!” he gasped.

s go indoors,” said (;hurch sooth-

“ We shall Le late unless we're quick,

lines, You know what
They jump on a chap for

“It’s stifling in here!

The window’s wide open. 100! I]m-.' the
dickens can we sleep in this heat
€hurch grinned.
“ It orse th ] o
s no worse than it was last night,” he
pointed out.
“These dormitories are unhygienie and

unhealthy,” decltared Handforth.

to have big rooms.”

“Rats !” said McClure. “You were one of
the first to cheer when the old dormitories
were done away with, and when we were
given special bed-rooms 1o ourselves, There’s
no pleasing some people.”

All the same, the room was cerlainly hot.

“We ought

Outside, the air had cooled somewhat, but
indoors (he upsiairs rooms were stn!’?_‘; and
hot,

Handforth steed av itlie window, looking
absentmindedly across the Square,

* By bemgc' he szid suddenly., “I've got
it | Ivo got the wheeze! Why should we

stew in this deadly atmospherc? As &con as
it’s a bit darker, we'll take our mattresses
and steal out, and sleecp on the veranda of
the Junior Pavilion! ITow's that for a brainy
idea 77’

Church and McClure gave him one con-
centrated look of scorn.

“Rotten ! they said in unison.
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CHAPTER 11.
NIPPED IN THE BUD,

ANDFORTH started.
“What's that?” he de-
manded, “What did you

say 77

“Rolten!” repeated his
chums with emphasis.

“Why, you fatheads, it’s the idea of the
term " snapped Edward Oswald. “Iivery-
body knows that sleeping in the open air is
the finest thing for health. ILook at the way
consumptives in those homes sleep on ver-
andas!”

“ But
Church.

“That doesn’t make any difference,” said
Handforth wzoving his hand. “If fresh air
13 good for invalids, 1t's good for everybody !
You can't get away from a fact like that!
Desides, if wo sleep night after night in this
beastiy atmosphere, we shall get consump-
tive! And I say that prevention is better
than cure!”

Church signed.

“Cheese 16, IHandy,” he said patiently.
“There’s no law against us leaving our door
wide open, and you know jolly well that
the room gets cool after midnight.,  Why,
only last night we had to pull the blankcts
over us becauvse we felt chilly.”
~But Ifandforth brushed aside this. objec-
tion.

“That's beside the point,” he said curtly.
I'm a believer in the Open Air, and from
now onwards I'm going to live out of doors
as much as I can. To-morrow, I'll even do
my prep. outside, under the hedge! And to-
night we'll sleep on the pavilion veranda.”

“We shall get swished—"

“Rot! Lady Honoria will stick up for us,”
put in Ilandforth. “She's on our side, and
she won’t let the Head jump on us.”

“She’s been squashed herself,” said McClure
sadly, "I expect the Head's put the kybosh
on her little game, so you can’t rely on any
support from that quarter. No, Handy, you'd
better chuck 1t up.”

“"Rot! We're going!”

And Handforth prepared to haul his mat-
tress off the bed. Even he felt that it would be
advisable to take a certain amount of sleeping
comfort along with him.

Church and MeClure watched him in grim
silence, and made no attempt to follow his
cxample,

“ Buek
going !

“Are we?” snorted Church. “You can go,
if you like, but we're staying here! We don’t
want to be detained all to-morrow afternoon,
vou silly chump! It’s still daylight—we
shall be seen. The scniors aren’t even in
bed yet, and you know how the prefects spot
things. Wo don’t want to be hauled before
the Head for breaking bounds.”

we're not consumptives!” howled

1)

up!” said Handforth. “We're

“H'm! Perhaps we'd better leave it for a
bit,” said Handforth grudgingly.

He sat on the =dgo of his bed, but made
no attempt to undress. And when Church
and McClure commenced opcrations on their
apparel, he sternly ordered them to ccase.

“T don't want to be nasty, but if you chaps
refuse to back me up, I'll lick you to a stand-
still,” he said. “This TI'resh Air stunt 13
healthy and beneficial, and there's no fear
of getting punished, even if we are spotted.
In fact, blow you, we'll go now, and I don’t
care who sees us!”

" But 1it’s crazy !’
absolutely potty !
the rules to 4

“I don’t care about the rules,” said Hand-
forth. “In this kind of weather all sorts of
things are allowable, and rules don't count.”

His chums argued in vain. Handforth had
made up his” mind, and the only possiblo
course was to humour hiin. Resistance meant
an unhely serap in the dormitory, and Church
and McClure felt that i1t was altogether too
not for exercise of that kind.

“Jt’ll be as easy as falling off a log,” de-
clared Handforth. * We've only got to slip
down the back stairs and sneak off to Little
Side; there's not a chance of us being spotted.
And think of the glories of sleeping in the
open air!”

There was something in this, and his chums
resigned themscelves.

And the scheme, strangely enough, seemed
to prosper. HHandforth & Co. were lucky.
They smuggled their mattresses out of doors
without anybody spotting them, or inter-
fering. They got across to Little Side, and
finally arrived on the veranda of the pavilion,
And there was no denying that the coolness
of tho late evening was grateful.

The sky was clear and serene, with cne or
two stars beginning to twinkle. Over in tho
West, a glowing radiance still remained. On
every side the fields and meadows were still
peaceful.

*Now what about
trinmphantly.

“Well, by Jove, it's pretty good!” admitted
Chureh. “Tho pav.’s locked, though.”

“YWhat does that matter?”

“We might want to dodge in, if it rains,”
said Church. “There's not much shelter on
this veranda 2

“Don’t be an ass!” said Edward Oswald.
“JFancy talking about rain on a night like
this!  And what about the glass? It hasn’t
been so high for weeks. This fine weather
is going to last.”

They placed their mattresses in a row on
the floor of the veranda, and prepared to
undress. The gloom of the night was now
beginning to fall in earncst. They had each
brought their sheets, and two blankets apiece.

And then a coupic of forms loomed up.

“As we suspected, Brother Fenton, thero
are lurking figures on the veranda,” camo tho
familiar voice of Browne, of the Iifth. “I
fear there's dirty work afoot. Not that I

pretested McClure. “1It's
You know it's against all

asked Handforth

it'}n
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approve of this investigation. Kindly re-
member that I distinctly advised the adoption
of a blind eye.”

“That’s all very well,” said Idgar Fenton,

the stalwart captain of St. Trank’s. “If
these juntors are up to mischief Well,
I'm hanged! Handforth! What on earth

are you up to, young ’un?”

Handforth & Co. were thoroughly slartled.
They had believed themselves to be safe, and
now the head prefeet of the school had found
them! They had had no opportunity of
escaping.

Handforth adopted bold tactics.

“What’s the i1dea of that tone, Fenton?”
he asked. *““We've come out here to sleep,
of course. Can’t you sec our beds? It’s so
jolly stuffy in the dormitory that we’ve de-
cided to sleep out here, on the veranda.”

“Oh!” said TFenton. “So that’s what
you ve decided 7”7 .
“Yes.”

“Then you’d better decide to come 1ndoors
again,” said Fenton coolly. " And if you've
got any sense, yow'll decide q.uicl-:ly.”. _

“Pray refrain from including me in this
pichald business, Broether Handforth,” said
William Napoleon Browne. “Happily, I am
not a prefect, and therefore these onerous
dutics do not come within my sphere.  You
will be gratified to hear that I am entirely
on vour side.”

“That’s not the right sort of talk, Browne,”
objccted Fenton grufily. .
“ Alas! I am compelled to speak the truth,
sighed Browne. “And, much as T hate up-
setting you, Brother Fenten, T must observe
that this out-of-doors-steeping wheeze strikes

me as being singularly ripe.”

“There \-'%.u a—r%!” said Handforth. “Chuck
it. Fenton! We’re doing no harm out here.
1t’s cool, and P _

“Qorry, but it's against the rules,” said
Fenton.

“Blow the rules!”

“ Under the circumstances, I am willing to
smuggle vou back indoors and forget the
whole incident,” went on Fenton generously.
“But only on condition that you obey orders,
and come at once. No nonsense, Handforth!
You ean’t sleep out here—and that’s finall!”

CHAPTER 12,
VERY MYSTERIOUS,
[ITURCH and McClure felt

cnormously rcelieved.
Handforth felt disgusted.
Fenton had acted very

decently, and Handforth’s
chums considered that they had escaped
easily. They had been right, after all, for
from the very first ithey had feared that a
watchful prefect would spot them in the
dusk. Handforth was disgusted because his
plan was ruined. Even MHandy had more
sense than to argue with the captain of the
school,

“Oh, all right!” he said grudgingly. “I'm
surprised at your lack of vision, IFenton, but
there’s no accounting for people. T’'m blessed
if I can see any harm in sleeping in the open
on a hot night like this.”

“'There’s no harm at all, you young ass.

“Then what’s the i1dea of ordering us
indoors 27

“Because regulations are regulations,” re-
torted Ienton. “If you were allowed fic
sleep out here to-night, and the school heard
about 1t to-morrow, there might be hundreds
trying the dodge to-morrow night. And then

)2

where do you suppose we should be?
There’d be chaos.”

“We  won’t tell anybody,”  bLegan
Handforth.

“I don’t suppose vou will—because you're
not  staying  out!” nterrupted IFenton,
“Come along, my sons! No more of this

} nonsense !’

And the chums of Study D, their little plan
ruined, were escorted back to the Ancient
House by Fenton and Browne. The schoul
captain did not leave the juniors until hLe
had seen them into their dormitory.

“Now get to sleep like reasonable human
beings,” he said. “I’ve let you off this time,
Handforth, but if vou repeat the offence. [
shall have to come down heavily. Bear that
in mind.”

He bade them good-night, and went,

“All  moonshine!” said Handforth dis-
contentedly.  “Poof! 1t’s still as hot as the
dickens in here. How can we sleep in this
atmosphere? It’s stifling! I'm choking!”

Church and AleClure paid no attention.
As  usual, their leader was grossly
exaggerating. The dormitory was close, but

-there was no call for Handforth’s grumbles.

In fact, Church and MecClure were beginning
to feel glad that they had come back.

They undressed speedily and got into bed.
It was only possible to bear a single shcet
cver them.

“Well, Fenton was Jolly decent,” said
Church sleepily. “The wonder is he didin’t
give us detention for to-morrow afternoon.”

“I’'ll bet old Browne influenced him,” said
AcClure. “Browne’s a good sort.”

A sudden grunt came from Handforth.

“Where are my pyjamas?” he demanded,

“How should we know said  Church,
peering at Handforth’s unadorned form in
“tho gloom. “When I saw them Ilast they
were slung  over the rail of the pavilion
veranda.”

“What!” roared IIandforth.

“1idn’t you bring them in%”

‘}JJ

“No, I didn’t!” said Iandforth. 1
thought you—"
“That’s right—blame us!” said Chureh

indignantly.  “It’s a pity if you can’t looik
after your own giddy pyjamas! Well, you
needn’t worry, Nobody will pinch them,
They’ll still be there in the morming.”

“And what am I going to do tonight?”

“Haven’t you any other pyjamas in the
drawer ?” asked Mac. **Don’t make such a
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fuss, Handy! and

3

Take out a clean suit,

“And lose those others, eh?” broke in
Handforth. “Not likely! One of you chaps
i1s going oub to fetch them!”

“Don’t be funny!” growled Church.
“Blow your beastly pyjamas! You left them
there through your own carelessness, and you
can go and eat coke! Are we going to sleep
to-night or not 7"

Hardforth breathed hard.

*““All right, you faithless rotters!” he said
fiercely. “I’'ll go and fetch those pyjamas,
and I’ll deal with you to-morrow!”

His chums sat up.

“Don’t go out again to-night, Handy,”
urged DlcClure. “You'll only pget spotted,
and—-—

ot!

“But

The prefects are all in bed.”

the masters aren’t!” said Church
quickly. “And if you're caught a second
time, yvou ass, you'll be flogged. Breaking
bounds after lichts-out is a serious business.
No master will believe that you're only out
to get your pyjamas.”

Handforth considered for a moment.

“All right, I'll leave it for a bit,” he con-
ceded. “I’ll wait until all the masters are
sound asleep, and then sneak out. I’dl have
a nap till midnight, and go out then. Does
that satisfy you?”

“Iine!” said Church.

“ Absolutely brainy,” commented McClure.

They were reassured. Their leader, of
course, would fall asleep, and he wouldn’t
wake up until the rising-bell went—next
morning. Handy had never been known to
wake up at a given hour, just because he
had made up his mind to do so.

But for once in a way he succceded.

True, he didn’t wake up till nearly one
a.m.—and this was because he had  gone to

sleep uncovered, and the chill air of the
night had effectually aroused him., He
awoke, shivering.

“My goodness!” he breathed. “YWhat’s the
time?  Where the dickens are my bed-
clothes? Who’s been messing about ?”

Then he suddenly remembered. He hastily
donned a cricket-shirt and a pair of {lannel
trousers, then went to the window. The
moon was up now, and the summer’s night
was perfect.

Handforth cogitated.

Perhaps it would be as well to leave those
pyjamas over until the morning. It was a
lovely night, but still He yawned. Yes,
he'd get into bed again, and be up half an
hour before the rising-bell, so that he could
recover those pyjamas before anybody else
was about.

Ho felt his way back to his bed, and
accidentally put a hand on McClure’s face en
route. McClure gasped and sat up.

“What the—— That you, Handy?” he
asked. “My hat! What’s the time? What
are you doing in those flannels?”

Handforth gritted his teeth,

“Just going out to get those pyjamas,” he
retorted promptly. “Didn’t I tell you I'd
wake up at midnight, and—"

He broke off as the school clock began to
chime,

“One-o’clock,” said MeClure with sarcasm.
“You must have mecant midnight according
to Greenwich time!”

“Don’t be funny!” retorted Handforth.
“I shan’t be long.”

Never would he admit that he had forsaken
the project, and that he had been on the
point of getting back to bed again. There
was nothing elsc for it but to go out on the

mission. £

“Here, hold on!” said McClure hur-
riedly. “You're not going out to that
pavilion now, Handy, are you?”

“Yes, I am!”’

“You silly ass, it’s one o’clock in the

morning !”’

“I don’t care about that,” said Hand-
forth, with all his characteristic obstinacy.
“1 said 1 was going—and I'll go! You
chaps needn’t trouble to pget out of bed, ‘I
shall be back in ten minutes.”

And off he went, leaving Church and
McClure in a state of uncertainty.

““Oh, rats to him!” said McClure grufily.
“If he gets himself collared it's his own
look-out, and 't’s quite likely that a master
will be up and about on a perfect summer’s
night like this.  One o’clock isn't too late
for a master to be awake.”.

“QOughtn t we to go after him?”
gested Church anxiously.

McClure vawned, and turned over in bed.

“Oh, he’'ll be all right, I suppose,” he
growled. “‘Let’s get to sleep again!”

In the meantime Handforth had crept
silently downstairs, and had emerged from
the Ancient House by means of the studv
window.  Then, creeping cautiously round
the West Square, ‘he climbed the two pairs
of gates, and found himself on Littio Side,

Clink! Clang! Click!

Handforth jraused, staring. A curious
muflled sound of metallic blows was com-
ing from the other side of the playing fields.

Tlandforth wondered what it could be.
The moon was low in the sky, and just at
present a few clouds obscured it. Lvery-
thing was m deep shadow.

But, in spite of this drawback, Hand-
forth managed to sece two or threo dim
forms necar the centre of the pitch, Ho

sug-

caught his breath in. _Who were they?
What were they doing there?
Handforth was not the kind of fellow to

leave things in doubt. He ran across thes
grass softly, making no sound as he pro-
gressed. He was going to investigate this
mystery without any delay.

And, suddenly, there were one or two
startled exclamations. e beheld the
figures at close quarters now. Two of them
were carrving spades, and another held a
pickaxe. Iandforth nearly reecled, Was it
possible that some vandals were injuring the
pitch? His brain tottered at the very

thought of it.  The Junior pitch was a
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sacred spot. Hours—days—weeks had been
spent 1 laboriously bringing that strip of
turf to perfection.
“IIn!” said Handforth hotly.
rctters! What are you doing there?”
Ifiec ran up, and a hissing voice sounded
from one of fhe men.
“Hold him!” 1t camae,
‘“Don’t let this voung
He'll rouse the
hold him!”
There was a clatter as the men allowed
their tools to fall. And then, with one
accord, they sprang upon Edward Oswald.
Crash! Biff!
IHand{orth hit out, and his
home,. 1le fought desperately,
suddenly occurred to him that he was abso-
lutely outnumbnred. and that he was alone,
“By George!” he roared. “I don’t know
who you are, bat I'm going to smash you!”
And he fought on, vainly trying to sce the
faces of his GppOI‘l(Ht‘: But the gloom was

“You

In great urgency.
1diot  get away!
whole school! Hold him—

blows went

so dense that he could not distinguish any |

features, He only knew that these nen
were strangers, and that it was up to him
to show them what was what.

Unfortunately, Handforth’s optimism
greater than his strength.

For the end of that baitle was inevitable,
There was a sudden rush, and Handforth
found it impossible to cope with 1t.  With
a crash and a thud he was borne to the
ground. IHe went over, sprawling, and the
strangers fell upon him, helding him down.
Panting heavily, they kept him there, and
onc of them held a cap over his mouth so
that he should give no outcry.

“Bring him along!” was the tensc voice.
“We've got some rope over by the hedge.”
And Handforth, dizzy and dazed, was

carricd swiftly 'tlong, helpless in the grip
of these encmies.

And by this time Church and McClure
had fallen asleep again, and were totally un-
conscicus of their leader’s predicament,

Two hours passed—three hours. Then,

at about a quarter-past four, McClure
It had

was

awoke, grown rather chilly with
the dawn, and Mac only had a sheet over
him. He sat up sleepily. reaching for the
single blanket, 1t wouldn’t matter about
the quilt. The blanket would be quite
enough——

“My hat!” he said, with a start.

I'or, glancing across at Handforth’s bed,

he found that 1t was unoccupied! Daylight
—-and Handforlh had not returned !
McClure was wideawake in a second. He

leapt out of bed and thumped Chureh

heavily.
3l 1 ,r;:usped Church. *“What the
“Quick ! said MecClure anxiously,
122
“Hasn’t

“Handy hasn’t come back!
“Ih?” =aid Church, blinking.
como back? But I didn’t know he’d gone
—— Obh. yes! You mecan at one o’clock?”’
“Yest” said MceClure, looking at his
“Great Scott. 1t’s about twenty-
past four! [t’s dayhight, too! Tl bet the

watch.

for 1t ]

- “You know
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Handforth gave a startied exclamation when he scw
the three figures at close quarters. Two of them
carried spades, while the third shouldered a pick-
axe. ‘‘Ei!” he shouted, as he rar lorward.
‘“ What are you rotters doing here? °> The mys-
terious trio suddenly rounded on him, *‘ Hold him !
Don’t let him get away ! ’’ one of them snarled,

silly fuilicad is sleeping outl on that veranda,

after all!”
“But he can’t be!” protested Church.
didn’t take any blankets with him!”
““That wouldn’t stop Handy!” replied Mae,
what a crazy fathcad dic is when
he gets an idea into his head. Come on'!
Let’s slip some things on and go and fetch

“IHe

him. Thank goodness we woke up so early.
We shall probably he able to smuggle him
bacl 9gain, and nobody will be any the
wiser.

They hastily dressed, and then crept down.
They got out of their siudy window, and then
ran lightly through West Arch and turned
out of the Triangle. Their idea was to skirt
round the Ancient House, and to reach Little
Side without delay. But, as they passed the
Ancient House steps they eame to a sudden
halt, amazed.

‘My only Sunday topper!” gasped Church.

“YWhat—what is 16?77 asked McClure, star-
ing. _

There was something on the Ancient House
steps—a  huge, cumbersome sack,  And it
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B T e T 5] | Jattle Side T found that some men were
Stmpn s TR e jyé t ,// there, messing about with the piteh !”

R sasteiinigg ! “You must have bheen dreaming!™ =aid

iHi e a R ST C'hureh,

! SerHngibeT T R nh / “1 suppose I was dreaming when they

L et 3 E”’%E e [ : . hat et ande and

PEbIEaEe S . . <hoved me nto that sack?” demanded ITand-

71 G o {ﬂ Bl 1 forth fierecely. ‘1 don’t know who they were,

5 ilifhid i ,l or anvihing; but they pounced on me, ll'mld

| me  down, and then shoved me inio {that

rotien sack and gagged me. Then they

In point of fact,

was [lled with something.
it was filled with Edward Oswald Ilandforth!
What was more, Edward Oswald Handforih

was gacged! A ccarf was tied completely
reund his face, and nothing but his face was
clear of the sack. All the rest of hiin was
inside.

“What does it mean?” L!_{_'El‘*I;('(‘: (__'THH'("}JJ in
alarm.

“(zoodness knows!” said Nace. “letl’s un

do the poor chap!” =

I'hey ran forward, and with nimble fingers
they unfastened the ropes that were com-
pletely c¢neircling the sack. Then they drew
their leader out, only to find that he was
hound hand and foot. They released him,
and were greally relieved to {ind that he was
<till eonscious and quite unhurt.

“IMandy!” <aid Church  breathlessly.
“Whal’s happenced?  Iow did you get like
this 7

Flandforth was making fearful grimaces as
he stretched his eramped limbs.

“T don’t know!” he said vaguely.
had a terrible time! When |

l‘I,\?G
vent on o

.they,

72

bronght me here, and left me on the steps.

“Returned  with thanks, eh?’ grinned
McClure, “1 I mean Ahem! DPoor
old Handy!” he added hastily. “ You must
have had a terrible time!”

And, although they pressed him for details,
he was unable to supply them. He did nor
know who his assailants had been—he did not
know wha he had been bound and cagged.
Jut there was no doubt that his chums were
moire or Jess correct.

Edward Oswald Handforth had interrupied
the mysterions labours of those strangers, and
not desiring his interference, had
rendered him harmless, and had returned him
to &t Frank’s with thanks! Or perhaps it
would be betier to say that they had returned
hini without thanks!

And ihe whele affair remained a compleia

| puzzle.

CHAPTER 13.
NIPPER’S DISCOVERY !
? [PPICR sat up in bed as the

school eclock was chining
the half-hour. The nn
vas shining  dazzingly

through the window, and
the amr was filled with the bewildering song
of numerous birds. Quiside the morning
locked too perfect for words.

“* Hall-past six!” said the Junior
briskly, “Good egg!
Out of 11, Montie!”

He relentlessly dragged the bedclothes frem
his chums, and they locked at him slecpily
and with a ecortain amount of annovance.

<Kipper
Up you get, Tommy !

“PBegad! This is too bad, Nipneir. old
bov,” protested Tregellis-West.  “*The risin
bell hazn’t gone yct-—"

“Never mund  the rising  bell,”  put  in
Nipper cheevily,  “Take a lock outr or the
window. Il's a sm and a shame to stav 1n
bed on a morming hike this.  DBesides, 've
arranged {o give IFullwood and Ilandforih

and some of the others a shake. Yes, and
Reggie Pitt bet me a ginger-pop that he'd
be on the field before any Ancient Houso
chap. Buck up! We can’t let those West

|22

House fellows beat us!

“Not likely!” said Tommy Watson. laok-
g out of the window. By jingo! You're
right about the weather. It would he shecy
wickedness Lo go to sleep again- now!”

Fhiey dressed quickiy and cheerfully. Then
Nipper went down the corridor, and aroused
a nuwmber of other juniors. It was cricket
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practice this morning, and who could hope
for better conditions?

Seven minutes later the chums of Study C
dashed out of the Ancient House, looking
business-like in their white flannels, and
carrving cricket bats, balls and stumps, to say
nothing of leg-pads. At the same moment
Reggic Pitt, Jack Grey and two or threce
other West House juniors swept out of their
own qguarters.

“Buck up!” yelled Nipper. ‘“ We're first!”

There was a wild race for Little Side, and
Nipper & Co. just won by a short head.

“That’'s a bottlo of ginger-pop I owe you,
old man!” grinned Reggic Pitt.

““Rats!”” raid Nipper. It
Well, how goes 1t this morning?
this for cricket weather?”

““And 1t’s a half-holiday this afterncon,”
said ‘T'rotwood coutentedly. ““No big match
on, though, worse luck! I wonder when ”

“What's that over there?’ interrupted
Nipper abruptly.

“Eh? What?”

“There!” said Nipper, pointing.

The others stared, struck by the skipper's
sharp tone. There was nothing particularly
extraordinary in the view. Little Side looked
very much the same as usual. Tho pitch wus
creen and smooth, and——  But what was
that in rhe grass? A pile of carth, by the
look of 1t!

With one accord the Removiies ran for-
ward, dropping their bats and other imped:-
menta as they ran. And then they made an
amazing discovery.

There, on Little Side, perilously near to
the sacred pitch, was a hole! A deeply-dug
hole! There had been some attempt to fill
it in, but nothing could disguise that ugly
sear. .

“Well, T'm Jiggered !” said Tommy Watson
breathlessly.

“Who's done
startled voiee.

“ISither a lunatie, or somebody who owes
us a grudee, I should think,” =aid Nipper
fiercely. ““What a rotten shame! What a
airty trick! Thank goodness they didn’t ruin
the niteh itself !’

“But—but it's frightfully mysterious,
begad!” said Sir Montie, gazing in wonder
at the ugly hole through his pince-ncz.
“There’s no object, dear old bhoys! Why
should somebody come here in the middle of
the night and create this damage ?”

At that moment, Handforth & Co. came
sirtding briskly on to the field. And when
they saw that deep hole in the turf Handforth
gave a sudden roar.

“Look at this!’ he shouted.
Church and McClure.
rotters were up to!”

“Which rotters?”’ asked Nipper sharply.
“Do you know who did this. Handy ?”

NSWE Rs

Price 2d.

was a lie.
What price

this " asked Tiit, 1n a

turnine  to
“So this 16 what those

Every Saturzay.

“Yes!”

“Who ?”' asked a dozen voices.

“I don’t know !’ said Handforth.

“You fathead! You just zaid you did!”’

“Well, I know that some trespascers wero
here during the night, because 1 saw ’em, but
1’d no idea they were up to a game like
thiz,”” said Handforth excitedly. “We ought
to tell the police ? '

“Bother the police,”” interrupted Nipper.
“When did you see these people ?”’

“At about one o’clock in the morning.”

“Raits!’ said Watsou. “You must have
dreamed it."”

But Handforth explained the circumstances,
and the others listened with growing mystifi-
cation.

CHAPTER 14.
SOMETIING NEW!

I was impossible to arrive at
any satisfactory solution.
Handforth’s storysounded
fantastic, and but for the
positive corroboration of Church and McClure
it is doubtful if the other fellows would have
believed it. DBut they could hardly dispute
the testimouy of three witnesses.

Tho whole affair seemed so utlerly sense-
less,

Why should anyone dig a hole in Littio
Side ?

“T’Il bet it was done by some rotter who
has a grudge against wus,”’ said Fullwood.
“That’s the truth of it Wellbourne, of the
River House, perhaps. Or some of those
village louts. They’ve done this for revenge.”

“You've hit it!”” said Watson fiercely.
“We’ll round them up, and smash ’em——"

“Steady on!” interrupted Nipper. *“Wo
can’t smash them unless we have proor of
their guilt. Besides, you're wrong, Fully.
Those louts didn’t do this. In fact, it wasn’t
done for revenge at all.”

“How do you know ?”’

“Because the circumstanceg all point to
something else,” replied Nipper keenly. “If
this mutilation of the playing field had been
done for revenge, the perpetrators would
naturally have chosen the pitch itself.”’

“They might not have found it in the
dark.”

“(0Oh, that's too thin,”” said Nipper. It
wasn’t dark, either. *Didn’t 1lIandy say the
moon was shining? Anybody witfl half an
eye could have found the actual pitch—moon
or no moon.”’

“Well, if the outrage wasn’t committed as
an act of revenge, what's the explanation?”’
demanded Fullwood.

“I don’t know,”” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“The thing seems just crazy. I shall have to
tell Fenton as soon as he comes out, and we
ought to get the groundsman on the job. With
a iittle care this place can be patched up.”

TFenton was very concerned when he heard,
All sorts of investigations were made, buf
nothing came of them. The generally ac-
cepted explanation was that the mutiiation
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had been performed by some maliciously-in-
clined person unknown.

And immediately after prayers the subject
was quite folg‘nttcn i view ol an announce-
ment by the Head. St. Frank’s was thrown
into a state of amazement and excitement.

“As the weather is g0 oppressingly hot just
now, I have decided to conduct one or two
experiments for the general comfort of the
school,”” said Dr. Sialford. “This sort of
weather has taken us by surprise—we are not
guite prepaved for such heat at the end of
May. Ilowever, as the weather 15 so oppres-
sive, we must do what we can to mitigate the
conditions. A heat-wave is always more up-
setting when it comes nnexpectedly. T have
been makinggvarious inquiries, and I under-
stand that the c¢lass-rooms arve apt to hecome
oppressively hot and stuffy.”

“Hear, hear, sir!”’

“They were unbearable yesterday, sir!”

“Tt is not my wish that youn should suffer
nnnceessarily,” continued Dr. Stafford. “1
can quite believe that the class-rooms become
irksome during this hot weather -particularly
in view of the fact that yon are wearing
dton suits and stiff eollars.  This latier com-
ment is intended, of course, for the Junior
School.,

“T have come to the conclusion that the
open air would be l"”l(‘ﬂt‘id]' to all concerned,”
pursned the Head. *This morning, therefore,
we shall adopt an experimental ]’lldl] Instead
nf tllslIlL’,‘ lessons in the class-rooms, you will
work in the open air.

““Oh, my hat!”

“Hurrah !’

“T.essons in the open air, by jingo!”’

“One moment!” shouted the Head anxi-
ously. “I hope you will not look upon this
as an excuse for slackness. The change is
being made for your benefit, and I am trust-
ing you to comport yourself with dignity and
decorum. Another concession I favour will be
in regard to dress, All hm; who wish ecan
discard their ordmaly clething, and substitinte
flannels and open shirts. 1 trust the gchool
not to abuse these privileges.”

“Hurrah !’

“Three cheers for the Jead!”

“You mean, three cheers
Honoria!”” shouted Handforth,

“ Hurrah!”’

The cheers were given with a greater will
than ever. For Handforth was not the only
fellow whao detected Lady Honoria’s influence

Llatly

for

here. Withoul any question whatever, the
Lieadmaster’s gister was responsible for the new
order.

And Tady lonoria’s popularity soared up
by leaps and bounds.

Lessons that morning swere cagerly looked
forward to—instcad of being loathed, as usual.,
And the various Forms, instead of trooping to
their class-rcome, made for varions sites in
the open.

Flannels were the gen€ral order. TLoose,
comfortable flannels, with cool tennis shirts
and blazers. Collars were dispensed with, and
open necks were general. The school hadn’t
{:'ij)}(‘d such comfort in ite whole hietory,

The Remove, by goneral vote, clected to
take lessons in the Triangle, under one of the
big chestnuts. The Fourth and the Fifth had
vanished in the direction of the plaving fields,
and Mr. Snteliffe took the Third in the grate-
ful shade of the gymnasium.

Mr. Crowell was an ountraged man.

He regarvded the whole business as a farce.
The master of the Remove was a great stickler
for the proprieties, and even thongh le en-
joyed the grateful coolness of the morning
breeze, he would have preferred to endure
the [‘llD(‘l’ heated atmosphere of the Form-
room.

For, as he had very truthfully prophesicd,
work was practically impos ssible. Out in the
open air, away from all atmosphere of work,
the juniors allowed their attention to stray
conlinually.

Diversions came in a continuons stream.
Visitors would arrive, and pause to have a
good look at this unusual spectacle. Birds
would constantly create distractions, and bees
and other insects were on the job In earnesrt.
To make matters worse, a considerable brecze
had sprung up this morning, and the Remove
spent half its time chasing papers across the
Triangle, and retrieving thein.

It all depended upon the point of view.

_ The Remove thought it was the finest morn-
ing’s sport that it had had for many a day.
A, Crowell suftered torture.

And in the middle of it all, Lady Homnoria
Dexter went round from class to class,
triumphantly viewing the result of her handi-
work. Knowing very little about boys, she
honestly believed that the whole school was
benefiting, And so it undoubtedly was—from
the poimnt of view of health. But when 1t
came to a question of study, St. Frank’s
might just as well have been granted a whole
hohiday.

CHAPTER 15.
THE FRESH AIR CAMP!

OO0OD luck to Lady Honoria!”
That was the general conm-
ment after the different
Forms had been dismizsed
for the day. Ior it was a
Wednesday, and a half-holiday.

“Let’s hope this fine weather lasis for
weeks!”” grinned Handforth. “We zhall have
jessons in the open every day as long as this
heat-wave persists.  It'll be just like a long
holiday !’

* Rather!”

“It’s all very well, but poor old Crowell
will be in his grave by the end of a week.”
said  Nipper, shaking his head. “T,Ad‘?

Honoria has got the right idea, but it’s a
bit too sudden to be successful.”

“Rats! Tt was the Head’s plan,” said
Watson.

in Handforth.
into his head,
After all, Le’s
doesn’t  want

“That was just bluff,” put
“Lady Honoria put the ideas
and he passed them on to us.
the big noise here, and he
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everyhody to know that he’s under his sister’s
thumb !

“Rut everybody does know it!”
Regygic Pitt.

As soon as dinner was over, the juniors
set about their various recreations for the
afternoon. "There was a cricket match among
the juniors, but none of the prominent fellows
was playing. IHandforth & Co., for example,
had arranged to tako Irene and two of her
airl chums for a run down to the river. And
Hand{orth, resplendent in flannels, dashed
off to the boathouse immediately after dinner.
Church and MeClure went with him.

“Everything’s going well,” said Handforth
cheerfully. “T1'he glass is still high, and I
heard T.ady Honoria saying that she means
to stay on at St. Frank’s for two or three
weelks.”

“Well, as long as she’s here, we can be
sure of some sport,” grinned Church. * By
the way, where did we arrange to meet
the mirls?”

“They’re coming here,” replied Handforth,
looking at his watch. “And, by George,
they’re due, and we haven’t got the boat out
yoebt"

“We'll let you do all the rowing, Handy,”
said McClure generously. “You're the Open
Air Fiend, and rowing is one of the healthiest
exercises under the sun. We wouldn’t de-
prive you of the privilege for worlds.”

““Not likely!” said Church stoutly.

Handforth regarded them with disdain.

“You can’t bluff me like that, you fat-
neads!’ he said. “You chaps are going to

grinned

3

do the rowing, and I shall entertain the girls.
I'm thinking about catching some fish, too.”

“That’s all it’ll amount to,” said Church,
nodding.

“E[l ?.‘!'

“You can think about it, but I wouldu'’t
like to bet on the ecatch!” said Church,
shaking his head. “I’'m afraid yvou'réc not
much of an angler, Handy. You're too
noisy—and fish like quietness.”

“Rats!” said Handtorth.

He went into the boathouse, and emerged
again carrying a truly wonderful fishing rod.
Only a few days carlier he had purchased
it cheaply from a local worthy in the village
who had been short of cash. IHandforth had
got a bargain. That angling-.outfit was a
corker.

“1 thought about giving 1t a good trial
ino-day,” said Handforth importantly. “ While
yvou fellows do the rowing, I can fish and
entertain the girls at the same time.”

“Why not use a net, and drag for them?”
suggested MecClure sarcastically. “You silly
ass! You can’t catch fish unless you’re on
the bank, or unless the beat 1s still.”

“What does it matter?” asked Church.
“He'll catch just as many, whatever the
conditions. Here come the girls, anyvhow,
so we needn’t argue any more."”

Irene & Co. arrived, looking radiant.

“Lverything ready?” asked Irene cheer-
{fully. “Doris and Marjorie have arranged
to desert us after an hour, Ted. They're
going off for a ramble with Reggie Pitt
and Archie Glenthorne.”
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“Just like those {wo fatheads to mess the
afternoon up!” said Handforth. *“I’m blessed
f I’ll let yeu go, yon girls! They ecan take

you for a 1unble this evening! Although
I’'m blessed if T can see why you shonld
want to ramble at all, on a hot afternoon

hke this!”

“We’re going into the woods to lock for
ferns,” execlaimed Doris naively.

“Ferns!”™ said Handforth, staring. “My
only hat! I wouldn’t give you tuppenrp for
all the ferns in the world! You'd better
stay in the boat, and help me to cateh some
fish.  Afler we’ve caught them, we’ll make
a camp fire on the bank and cook them for
tea.”

“ Never {ish
caught,”

count your bhefora  they’re
warned Trene.

They were soon off, and Church and
AMcClnre did very little work. 'There was
no hurry; there was ne particular place to
ro to, and they just allowed the hoat to
drift. HHandforth was fooling abont in the
stern, casting his line, and gencrally making
an ass of himself.

Trene seemed slightly disuppointed. FEdward
Oswald gave the girls no attention whatever,
and his idea of enteriaining  them was
scarcely sueccessful.  Ile made a bad start by
fishing out a can of worms and passing it
round for inspection.

“Is that houwr up yeib?”  asked
politely, after abeut five minutes.

Doris

“TLong ago!” said -\Llljt’}];l. “If yon 1]
row us to the bank, we’ll
““Oh, what rot!” said Handlmth “You re

not going yet! 1 haveut caught any fish,

and besides, we haven’t been on the \mtu
for more than ten minutes.”
He stared at ‘hul(,h, and an-. astonished

look came into his face. Church was giving
him a warning look, and making grimacces,

“What’s the matier?” usked Handforth.
"“Got a pamn?”

Church turned red.

**No, you ass!” he snorted.
vou chuck np that idiotic rot, and do some-
thing sensible? Throw {hose worms over-
board! You'll never catch any fish!”

“ Another word from yon, my lad, and I’ll
put one of {hese worms down yvour neck!”
said Handforth, forgetting, for the moment,
that Trene & ('o. were present,

But Church didn’t forget it.

“T°'d like ¢ see you do it!” he grinned,

ITandforth grabbed a worm and hurled it
at his chum. Unfortunaicly, it flew wide,
and fell on Irene. For the next few moments
sundry sereams rent the air, and the boat was
nearly overturned. But in the end the worm
was sent 1o a watery grave, and Handforth
spent the next five minuties in apologising.

“It’s no good, Ted—we want tc g ashore!”

said Irene coldlu “We thought you werc

“But can’t

;;rmnrr to take us for a row on the river.
'This fishing expedition is more than we
»

bargained for. So you can
“Hallo!” interrupted Church.
dickeng i 2ll this?”

“What the

The diversion came at an opporiune
mement.  ldverybody turned and looked at
the river bank ahead. There had bee- sur-
prise in Church’s tone, and there was ampie
reason for his astonishment,

The boat had just glided lazily round a
bend of the river, bringing another reach
into view. Just ahead lay Willard’s Island,
and practically opposite, on the meadowland
which sloped gently upwards in the direction
of the school, were dozens of tents.

A pgreat camp was being crected.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handlorth,
staring. ‘““What’s the idea?”

“There’s Lady Honoria there!” put in
McClure. ““I say, this is evidently one of
her stunts. What on earth is she up to*”

'Fhey allowed the boat to drift and watched
curiously. Men were busy about the camp
—perspiring men in shirtsleeves. Tents were
beirg erected with great speed, and the camp
was growing enormously. And Lady Honoria
Dexter was unquestionably superiniending
the operations.

What was she contemplating now? The
Head’s sister had only arrived at St. Frank’s
on the previous afternoon. Iven her worst
enemy would have been compelled to admit
that she was a fast worker.

CHAPTER 16.
LADY HONORIA HAS HER WAY.

HE boat drifted past, and its
occupants were mnone the
wiser.

Handforth, . of course,
had been intent upon call-

ing to lLady onoria, and asking her for
details. Bunt she had vanished behind a
number of the tents, and Church and

McClure made no effort to row the boat to-
wards the bank.

“Who is this Lady Ionoria?"” asked Irene
curiously,  “*Of course, we’ve heard a lot
abont her, and we know she’s your head-
master’s sister, but we want to know meore.
What’s she doing at St. Frank’s?”

“Turning the whole place upside down, 1
should imagine,” grinned Church. “ My hat!
She must be a handful, or the Head wouldn’t
let her have her own way. But this camp
1s a complete surprise. We didn’t know any-
thing about i1t.”

Handforth gave a start.

“Why, of course!” he ejaculated. his eyves
gleaming. “Isn’t Ladv Honoria the presi-
dent of the Opnen Air Sociely? Hasn’t che
started branches all over the country?”

“And now che's going to start & branch
here. eh?” asked Church.

|n

“Of course!
They were all intrigued by the possibilities,
“I wonder if she’s going to get any of us
..1p'- to join?” asked NcClure at length,
“I’'m not sure T should like to. T’m always
seared of these freak societies. Fresh wir s
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all very well 1n its way, but you can overdon
it

“Well, it’s no good guessing, is it?” asked
Doris practicaily, “If thero’s really going to
be a club, we girls might join, tno.”

“There’s not much chance of that,” said
Trene, shaking her head. “Miss Bond won’t
allow us to forsake lessons, and fritter our
time away on these recreations. We've got
to work, and stew in the class-rooms, too.
We may look cool, Ted, but you can’t always
judge by appearances.”

i_J.‘i

In the meantime, Lady Honoria was stand-
ing  near the river-bank, watching the
approach of Dr. Malcolm Stafford. The

Head had come over at her express request,
and he had already ecxperienced his first
<hock.

The ¥cad had known that a camp of sorts
was to be set up, but the magnitude of this
canvas city stageered him. When he joined
his sister, his expression was one of alarm

and consternation.

“My dear Honoria, this Is impossible!” he
exclaimed agitatedly.

“Which is impossible 7?7

“This—this enormous camp,” said the

Head, looking at the vista of tents.

“It can’t bo impoessible, because it’s herc,"
replied T.ady Honoria, “Do try to be
sensible, Malcolm. The men will be all thc
afterncon before they have got the rest of
the tents up.”

“The rest of them?” ejaculated Dr.
Stafford. :
“Yes, I have planned- everything for the

rececepticn of at least two hundred members of
the St. Frank’s branch,” replied Lady
Honoria calmly. “I want you to come and
have a look at these tents——"

“My dear Honoria, this 1s simply
ridiculous !” protested the Head. “And think
of the cost! Have you no regard for poor
Lucian’s pocket? This camp must have cost
an enormous amount of money.”

“Never mind what it cost,” replied Lady
[Tonorta. “And as for having mercy on my
husband’s pocket, every penny of this ex-
pense 15 being borne by me. You scem tn
have forgotten, Malcolm, that I have money,
too."”

ITer learned hrother shook his head.

“I am afraid Lucian i1s very careless with
vou, Honoria,” ho said.  “He should not
allow you to indulge in these absurd fancies.
[ have alveady acceded to several of your
requests, but I shall put my foot down
strongly if vou attempt to influence my boys
witiv regavd to this Open Air Society.”

“Huave yoit no regard for the health of
vour school 7”  demanded Tadv  Honoria
aternly. “This  morning the bovs were
happy. They were under the open sky, they
were breathing the pure air——2

“And, incidentally, they were doing mno
work,” said the Ilead grimly. “No, Honoria,
this sort of thing can’t go on. You de-
SC‘Oildednllpfnl the school without any warning,
and —

€ T L x 5| 4
i dm cso 1ntentionally,” interrupted the
lady. I know ulmh you are, Malcolm, and
being fc_nt.“drm,d is being forearmed. L sus-

pected that you would raise all sorts of un-
necessary objections, and so I forbade Luclan
to even write you of our coming. The boys
will be happy here,” she went on, looking
round the camp beamingly. “It is really thoe
most complete branch of the society T have
yvet organised. There 12 ev m_\thmg here.
Tents, cooking utensils, beds, and——"

“Yes, llonoria, but

“I have no fear that I shall be mable to
obtain the necessary membership,”

continuoed

the Head’s sister, *“There is nothing like the
appeal of the open air life. 1 shall admit
boys from every secction of the school, uo

matter what their age. All will be welcome.”

“But, good gracious, have I no say in this
matter ?” demanded the Head. “I tell yonu,
Honoria, that the whole idea 1s preposterous
and impracticable.  You may form as many
branches of this society as you please, but [
will not have my boys dragged in.”

“They won’t nced any dragging,
Lady 1llonoria calmly.

“But what of their lessons?” asked Dr.
Stafford desperately. “How do yon suppose
they can continue their studies if they fool
their time AWy ——""

“Fresh air is more important than lessons,’
interrupted Lady Honoria. “Health comes
first, Malcolm. In any case, 1t 1s only a week
or so to Whitsuntide, and then the school
will go away for a holiday. What docs 1t
matter if the boyvs are released from their
dnties some dayvs in advance?”

“What does 1t matter?” echoed the Ifead,

23

snidd

staring,  “Don’t yvou realise, my dear, that
you are *:urmestmrr a perlectly 1mpossible

state of ':ﬁ’dnq" Yuu do not understand the
routine of a Publie school.”

“T am glad T don’t!” snapped Lady
Honoria. “That 1s all to the good, Maleolm.
The less T know of your hide-bound con-
ventionalities, tho better! Illow many moro
objections are you going to make? IHave
you no heart? Are you not willing {o let
these boys enjoy life in full measure?”

cc*&-“
es, but
“Do you intend to hiuder and criticise mo

continually ?” went on Lady Honoria, her
jaw becoming firm. “Not that it matters in
the least. 1 shall proceed with my pre-

arranged plan, whether you approve or not.
You had far better let me have my own way,
Malcoln.”

The Head groaned.

“There scems nothing else for it,” he said
in despair. “When a woman of your typeo
makes up her mind, mere man is bencath
consideration. My school stands for nothing.
My dignity is a plaything in your hands. My
very authority is Houted and ridiculed. T
do not wonder that Lucian lets you havo
vour own way! I imagine that it is the only
possible method of gaining any peace!”

IIis sister looked at hin coldly.

“You seem to be forgetting, Malcolm, dhat



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The man struck Reggie Pitt a terrific blow between the eyes. A :
bimself free from Nipper’s detaining grasp and succeeded in making his escape.
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As Reggie reeled back, the captive wrenched
He did not realise, however,

that in the struggle he had dropped the parehment,Nput th:at fact had not escaped the notice of the keen-eved
ipper

my husband Is an important member of the
St. Frank’s board of governors,” she said.
“Furthermore, Lucian fully approves of my
scheme, and is even anxious that the boys
shall join the camp 1n great numbers.”

‘The lead sighed.

“I can only conclude that Lucian has been
deprived of all his spirit,” he said wearily.
“Upon my word, Honoria, you are a most
determined woman. AMuch as I fear ihis pro-
gramme of yours, it seems that I can do
nothing to prevent it.”’

“Does that mean that you
formation of this camp ?”

“Tt means that I am heipless in the
snatier,” veplied the Head sombrely. “If you
wero not my sister, 1t would be a different
matter. 1T cannot help thinking, H9noria,
that you are taking an  wunwarrantable
advantage of our relationship.”

He strode off, highly inccused, and Lady
Honoria siniled in triumph.

the

sanction

e

CHAPTER 17.
RALLYING

OMING " =ang out
Christine breathlessly.
“Eh?? said MHandfurth.
“Coming where 77
- The Modern House
had paused on the towing-

TO THE BAXNER.

Bob

Fourth-Foriner

"to be worth listening to.

path for a moment, and he was looking ex-
Lited.  Handiorth & Co. were =eated in the
middle of the river. That is to say, they
were seated in a boat in the middle of the
river. And Handforth was supposed to be
fishing. So far he had lost two worms.

Jrene & Co. had been gone fcr an hour
past, and the afternoon was wearing on.
Church was asleep in the stern, and McClure
was dly swishing his hand about in the
water over the side of the boat. It was very
pleasant on the river, in the shade of the
willows.

“Haven’t you heard ?” asked Christine.

“l1leard what?”

“ About l.ady Honoria.”

“What about her?”

“Why, che’s going to make a big speech
in the Triangle,” grinned Bob. ¢ She’s going
to appeal for recruits. DMembers for her
giddy Open Ailr Socicty, you know. 1t ought
Come on!”

“I’'m busy!” said Handforth coldly.
“He’s feeding the fish!” explainced.
McClure. “T expect he thinks the poor

things are half-starved.”

“You cilly ass!” roared Handforth, “How
do you expect me to get a bite when you keep
swishing your paws about in the water?
Yon're disturbing the fish deliberately.”

“It doesn’t help angling much 1if you yell
like that, either,” chuckled Bob Christine.

“Betfer chuck it up, Handy, and come and
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listen to the fun. You’re a keen supporter
of Liady Honoria, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I'll come,” said Handlorth promptly.

He had been worrying about his bad luck,
and this interruption would provide him with
a good cxcuse for having caught no fish.
Besides, he was keen to hear Lady Honoria’s
speech.

Church was rudely awakened by Ilandforth
digging him in the ribs with one of the oars,
and Church bitterly complained because the
centire front of his shirt was smothered n
mud. Handforth had just been using the
blade of that oar on the bottomm of the
river. .

“You sdly ass!”’ said Church,
“Look at me! Look what you’ve done!
an absolute sight!”’

“I didn’t do that!”’ said Handforth coldly.
“You mustn’t blame me for Nature’s pranks.”

“You insulting rotter——"’

“QOh, dry up!”’ said Handforth. “We’ve
cot to go along to the Triangle, and hear
what Lady Honoria’s spouting about. There’s
something on this alternoon—something big!”’

“There’s something on the front of my
shirt!”” said Church bitterly. “It’s a pity you
cant wake a chap up decently, instead of
smashing a lot of his ribs, and smothering
him with mud. This is the last time I come
out f’shing with you!”

“Tt’s not even tho first time "’ said McClure.

asked

in horror.
I'in

1'1!

“Who told you Handy’s been ﬁshiﬁp:?”
“Hasn’t he caught anything yet?”
Church blankly.

“Only a couple of crabs, when he was
rowing upstream half-an-hour ago,” said
MecClure.

“Crabs!”’ said Hmdfmth
any crabs!
rivers!”

“Oh, he’s hOpmos._‘ groaned McClure. “He
doesn’t know that ¢ L;lt"hll]"" a crab’ is only
arnother name for rotten rowmg'”

“If you accuse me of rotlen rowing——

“Oh, cheese 1t!”” said Church. “l.ct’s get
to the bank before we have a row, for good-
ness’ sake! Otherwise we shall have (o swim
ashore !”’

Handforth simmered down, and his chums
were relieved when they reached the safety

“I never caught
You silly ass, crabs don’t live in

1

of the bank. And before long they were
hurrying across the meadows towards St.
Frank’s. Handforth suddenly paused, and
stared.

"\Ycll I’m jiggered!”” he said.
iIs again

“Who?” asked Church.

“Lady Ilonoria’s husband—Sir L ucian

Dexter,”’ said  Handforth susplciously.
“There’s something rummy about that bird!
Ile’s always on the prowl! Ilaven’t you
noticed the way he potters about, sticking
his nose in everywhere? ILook at him now ?”

Church and MecClure were impressed.

In the distance, the lean, bony figure of Sir
T.ueian Dexter was visible. He was only just
in sight Lhrough a break in the trees, and he
apparently believed that he was unobzerved.

The monastery ruins were close at hand, and

“TThere he

Sir Lucian was doing strange things with his
walking stick. He was tapping the ground,
his whole aititude tense and alert. IlIc seemed
to be listening.

“What’s he up to?” asked Handforth curi-
ously

“Scems to be sounding the ground for some
reason,’”’ said Church. “In my opinion, tho
man’s off his rocker. My hat! T.ook at him
now! Did you see the way he dropped down
on his hands and knees?”’

Sir Lucian was giving every mdlcation of

lunacy, e was on all fours now, and
crawling about excitedly. Now and again he
would pause to tap with his stick. And,

finally, he vanished behind a clump of bushes,
and did not reappear. And this man was one
of the school governors!

Edward Oswald Ifundforth was torn.

He badly wanted to hear Lady Iionoria’s
speech, and he was equally anxious to creep
to the monastery ruins, and to watch Sir
Lucian Dexter. Already ITandforth’s vivid
imagination was at work.

“He’s not off his rocker!” he said grimly.
“There’s more in this than meets the eye, my
sons! If you ask me, Sir Lucian is trying
to find that underglm.nd passage—the ono
that used to run from the vaults to the old
quarry. By George! That’s it!”’

“But v.hat the dickens does he want with
that underground passage?”’ asked Church,
staring.

“That’s what we’ve got to find oui "’ replied
Handforth firmly. “That’s what we’ve got to
investigate, my lads. Lady Honoria may beo
all right, but I'm jolly suspicious of her
husband. Fle’s probably making plans to
put up some rotten buildings near the school,
and he s making sure that tlxe foundations are
sound.’

“Xither that, or he’s a coiner,
a den,”” said Church sarcastically.

“Fathead!”” snorted Handforth.

They continued their way, and scon forgot
all about the mysterious Sir Lucian. For the
Triangle was thronged with cheering fellows.
Most of tnem were jnniors, but there was

looking for

| quite a sprinkling of Fifth and Sixth Formers.

And zall of them were grinning with complete
enjoyment,

Lady Honoria Dexter was stending on the
steps of the Ancient House, talking fluently.

She had discarded her mannigh attire, and
was now wearing a simple [rock of silk, which
did nothing, however, to diegnise her bulk—

particularly as the skirt was as short as a
scnoolgirl’s

“The Open Air Society is one of the
"reateﬁt movements in the country,” she was

saying. “I have personally organised branches
in Brighton, Bournemouth, Hastings, ISast-
bourne, and many other well-known places.
I have now deecided to bring the Open Air

.Society to St. Frank’s.’

“Hurrah!”’

“We’ll support you, Lady IIrmm'a P>
“My camp is ready, and it only nm:‘r]w you
boys to convert it mfo a thing o life,”” con-
tinued Lady Honoria. “T want you all to
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NEXT

““*ST. FRANK’S IN
CAMP!?”

The Fresh Air Fiends under canvas.
Handy insisting on eating only the
food which he can catch or make
with his own hands. He reckons
that a nice, tasty rabbit is ideal
for bhreakfast—but rabbits want
catching !
Handy is still hungry at tea-time !
There’s a lot of fun in this rol-
licking story—and there is a lot
of real mystery, too. What is
the meaning of the mysterious
parchment which Nipper has
found, and who are the mysteri-
ous men who seem to be haunting
the school ?
There are new thrills and real
humour in next week’s long story
—don’t miss it,

M THE BURIED WORLD!”

This rousing serial is getting

WEDNESDAY !

more and more exciting. You can

make sure of following it if you

ask your newsagent to reserve
your copy of ¢ The Nelson Lee
Library *’ for you.

o vORDER IN ADVANCE!!

The Open

Jom —.L% anany of you as possible ! ]
and 1t

Ay ety has come to your door,
paves the way to freedom and health

CHAPTER 18.
THE SIMPLE LIFE.

OUNDS pretty good, but
where’s the catch ?"7
drawled Bernard Forrest.

“Catch 222 said Gulliver.
“Of course, you simp!”’
“Come and join the Open Air
Very uice, but what about the fees?

said Forrest.
Society !
Yon dnn t supposc you can join for nothing,

do you? What about the cost of that camp.
and the u;:htop‘? I shouldn’s be surprised if
the old girl iries to sting the chaps to the
extent of thyee or four quid a week!”

“By gad! I hadw’t thought of that!’ re-
marked Bell.

“But I Lad,” grinned Forrest. “And I’m
steerin’ clear of this little game! I expect
she’il get plenty of mugs to join up, though.”

Haudfonh wlio had coine up just behind,
had heard most of Forrest’s remarks—for the

cad of the Remove had made no atiempt to
lower his voice. On the contrary, he hai
raised it. And Iandforth was looking startled.
He dragged C'hurc*h and MecClure back.

“An idea!”’ he whispered. “I believe 3ir
Lucian Dexter 1s a Clook-————”

“IWhat !”’

“Yes, and Lady Honoria is a frand!” went
on Handforth. *‘They’ve started this giddy
camp as a swindle. The 1dea 1s to charge a
huge entrance fee, collect all the cash, “and
then bolt.’

“You—you silly fathead!’ saxd Church,
“What about the Head? Do wvou think tne
Head would have a sister like that ?”’

“No, she’s an impostor,”’ explained Hand-
forth. *“According to my theory, she’s fooled
him, and he thinks she’s his sister, and she
isn’t. And he thmks Sir Luci '

“Oh, dry up,”’ interrupted \Tc(“ln*
“There’s nothing like that about it, Handy.
The Head ought to know his own sister. I'm
surprised at yon for thinking of such a dis-
graceful idea! You're saying that one of the
school governors is a crook!”

~ “He’s not one of the school governors—he’s
impersonating him,”” explained Handforth,
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“I believe the whole thing’s a colossal wheeze
to make money out of us i

“Listen!” interrupted Church.

“That’s a point you must not lose sight of,””
Lady Honoria was saying. “There will be no
entrance fce of any kind, and no subscrip
tion. You are all at liberty to join the camp
when and how you please. The Open Air
Soclety provides everything free of charge.”

“Is that what you call a fraud ?”’ grinned
Church.

“Well I’'m blowed !’ said Edward Oswald.
“Then I must have been wrong!”’

“(Co hon!”’ '

“All the same, T still think—-"’

“Oh, dry up!”

They continued to listen, most of the fellows
were now exciied without being amused. The
lady’s declaration that there would be no
entrance fee had come to everybody as a
pleasant surprise. These camps generally
charged high prices.

“You must remember that I am anxious
to promote health and strength in the British
public schools,” Lady IIonoria was saying.
“The Open Air Sociely i1s at your service,
boys, and once you have agreed to the rules
and regulations of the camp, your only ex-
- penses will be for the provision of your own
food. T'or every member must not only pro-
vide his own meals, but he must prepare them
and cook them. That is one of the most
stringent laws. Every member for himself!
Help from any outside source is prot:bited.”

“But what about the camp, Lady Hororia ?”
asked Reggie Pitt. “Who's paying for ail
the tents, and everything else 7’

“The society provides everyvthing free,” re-
plied the president.

“And we don't pay anything at
asked a dozen voices.

*“ Nothing whatever,” said Lady Honoria
quickly. “ Ot course, this is a special camp,
and therefore it has special privileges. You
must remember I am your headmaster's sis-
ter, and that my husband 1s one of the
Governors of this school. In a way, the
camp might almost be called a part of St.
I'rank’s. The camp 1s ready, and you ecan
join within the hour, if vou so wish.”

“DBut what about school 7 asked somebody.

“ILvery boy who joins the Open Air Society
will naturally be excusea all lessons,” replied
the Head’s sister. “That, of course, is ob-
vious. DBut the frecdom and the open air
life will be more beneficial than e

But Lady Honoria could net proceed.

Over half the fellows in the Triangle were
clamouring to join up.

They had learned two facts—two vital
points. Firstly. it would cost no money to
join, and seceondly, joining would excuse them
from lessons! 'There was a positive stampede.

“This sounds too good to be true,” grinned
Reggie Pitt. as he joined Nipper & Co. on
the outskirts of the velling crowd.

“Lady Hcenor'a 1s a erank,” smiled Nipper,
‘I suppose she’s got pots and pots of money,
and doesn’. cae how much it costs. These

all?”

people spend fortuncs on their fads, you
know.”

““Are you going Lo join?” asked Pitt.

“Everybody else secems to be doing it, so
why not?” chuckled the Remove skippor.
*“Anyhow, we might have a shot at it. It’s
not like leaving St. FFrark’s—we're still within
earshot, so to speak. And who could think
of anything more alluring than the Simple
Life in this weather?”

“Glad to hear you say it!” put im Hand-
forth enthusiastically. “Of course, we'll go
round to the camp at once. Wc'll choose our
quarters, and get established before the Head
can squash the whole thing!”

Reggic Pitt grinned,

“Before the Head can squash the whole
thing he'll have to squash Lady Iionoria,” he
chuckled. “And. if yeu ask me, she'll need
some squashing

Within the next half-hour there was a ccase-
less procession of fellows travelling from St.
Frank’s to the Fresh Air Camp. Lady llonoria
Dexter herszelf had preceded the thronz. It
was composed entirely of juniors—for tho
other Torms, as yet, hung back. Perhaps
they felt that their dignity would suffer if
they joined foreces with this junior rabble.

Well over half the Remove gathered at the
camn. and three-fourths of the IFourth turned
up. The Third, under the leadership of Wiily
Harndforth, arrived to a man.  The Third
had no dignity whatever to consider, and the
Third regarded lessons as a totally unncces-
carv evil.

Then came the-shock.

Iiverybody was handed a hittle printed mem-
bership form to be signed, and on this form
the laws of the Open Air Society were briefly
cnumerated. The very signing of that paper
pledged the member to honour every rule.

“What did T tell you 7" said Bernard Iforrest
disdainfully. “Didn’t I say there was a catch
in 1it? I wouldn’t join this giddy freak show
for a pension. Just look at the laws!”

“I've looked!” said Gulliver, with a shud-
der. “Let’s get back.”

“What's the matter with them ?” asked De
Valerie. “I haven't got a membership form
yet, and L

“You can have mine,” said Forrest gener-
ously,

“There's nothing wrong in this!” said De
Valerie as he looked down the list. “Kvery
member must work entirely for himself. He
must lead the simple life strictly to tho letter.
ITe must fend for himself in  every way.
Well that's enly what we expected, isn’t 167”7

“Rats !” said Torrest,
hard work !”

“If you join up vou'll be crazy,”” said Gul-
liver. “ You'll have to make your own bed,
take vour share in keeping the tent tidy, do
your own washing up, slecp on a hard trestle,
and goodness knows what eise! You've cven
got to wear sandals!”

“Ye gods!” said I'orrest. “Sandals!”
The cads of Study A went off disdainfully. -
The simple life had no eppeal to them. A

“It simply mecans



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

33

considerable number of other fellows fought
shy of the prospect of work, and some of the
enthustasmn waned. Ilowever. {fully a hun-
dred juniors signed their mames to those
stringent laws, and the St. Frank’s branch of
the Open Air Socicty became a reality.

CHAPTER 19.
TIIE FRLSH AIR FIENDS!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
becamed contentedly round
the comfortable tent.

“Somewhat ripe and
fruity, Alf, old warrior!”

"I mean to say, the good old

he observed.
simple life, and all that sort of thing. T
don’t absolutely know much about it, but we
live and learn.” '

“Anyhow, you've signed on,” said Brent

cheerfully. “I suppose you read the list of
rules before you signed your name?”

“The list of which?”

“Laws—rules.” -
- “ Absolutely not,”” said Archie. “As a
matter of fact, laddie, I thought the good old
-sheet was innocuous. You don’t absolutely
mean to say that I've shoved the old signa-
ture to a legal document ?”

Brent grinned.

“Well, it’s not exactly a legal document,
but you've pledged yourself to do a lot of
work.” :

" Work?” said Archice recling.

- “For example, we've got to keep this tent
in order entirely by ourselves,” explained
Alf. " We've got to do our own cooking, our
own bed-making, and everything, in {fact,
necessary for the comfort of the home.”

Archie looked rather relieved.

“You frightful fright!” he exclaimed.
“Dash it, you caused the breeze to blow
somewhat gustily at first, but it’s ebbed away.
I mean, Phipps will dash about and do the
necessary.  Phipps is a dashed useful chappie
to have about the house.”

Alf Brent sadly shook his head.

“You can’t have Phipps,” he said.

This time Archie clung to the tent for sup-
port. Phipps was his valet, and at St.
Frank's he scarcely did anything without the
assistance of his faithful man.

“Oh, look here!” he said firmly.  “I mean
to say, stop looking at the dashed infinite, and
look here again. I imecan, Phipps! Arec you
actually telling me, you chunk of Gorgon
zola, that Phipps is disqualified ?”

“A non-starter!” said Brent nodding.

“Oh, but this is too frightfully frightful for
anything, old fright!” protested Archie Glen-

thorne.  “How, T mean. am I going to
dress 7
“"You won't have much trouble in dress-

mg,” said Brent gently.

“But Phipps does cverything, dash you!”
sald Archie. “What about pressing the price-
less old bags?”

-

"you lazy fathead.

"There won't be any bags.”

“Good gad! No bags?” gasped Archie.
" Absolutely no nether wear?  What about
fancy waisiceats, neckties. and so forth?”

“No fancy waisicoats,” replied Alf. “No
neckties, and I'm not even sure about the so
forth.”

““Odds horrors and calamities !I”” said Archie,
with a glussy look in his eyes. “Dces this
simple life business entail going about with
nothing on but a girdle of grass?”

“Well, not exactly that, perhaps——"’

“I mecan to say, there's a limit !’ proiested
Archie. “Upon the whole, old Arcadian, I
rather fancy T’'ll give it a miss. TI'll abse-
lutely resign forthwith and go back to the
good old humdrum.”

“Can’'t be done,” said Brent sternly.
“You've signed the membership form, and
you're in the society. But you needn’t worry,
This sort of life will do
you good. I{’ll teach you to fend for your-
self. Now let's go to the stores and get our
clothes.”

Archic followed Brent out of the tent in a
daze.  All this was new to him. He hadn’t
drcamed of such complications as this. He
took about two paces, and then he leapt into
the air like a frightened mustang.

“Steady !” said Brent, with a grin.

b “Good gad!” gurgled -Archie. “ What is
it?u
Te stared dazedly at Handferth.  The

leader of Study D had just emerged from a

neighbouring tent, and there was a great
difference in Edward Oswald’s appearance.

Archie had been surprisingly near the mark
when he had referred to Brent as an Arca-
dian. For it so happened that Arcadian cos-
tume was the regulatton dress of the Open
Air Society.

Handforth was attired in picturesque shorts,
with a loose tunie, well open at the neck. Tt
was girdled round his waist., and his only
olther attire consisted of sandals.’

“Odds frights and apparitions!” murmured
Archie. “Alf, old lad, kindly whisper n
my car! Is it absolutely ecssential for me
to appear publicly in such robes as these?”

Handforth frowned.

“You silly chump, they're the most com-
fortable things I've ever worn!” he said.
“By George! Freedom! A chap can live in

clothes like this! This simmple Iife i1s gomng
to suit me down to the ground.”

Alf led Archiec away, and the olhers
chuckled. It appeared that there was a lng
supply tent at the rear of the camp. Ilere

there were hundreds of such costumes of all
sizes, enough to supply the whole school if
necessary.

The tents themselves were exceedingly
comfortable, and there were sets of cooking
utensils in each.

The enthusiasm, naturally, was tremendous.

Not only were these campers in for a
high old time, but all school work was for-
gotten. Being a I'resh Air Iiend was a
pretty good proposition all round. Lady
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Honoria’'s scheme was declared, by general
vote, to be the bramn-wave of the year.

*“All the same, I can’t quite get the hang
of it,” confcssed Nipper, as he stood talking
to Reggie Pitt and Ralph Leslie Fullwood.
“It's all so easy. Lady Honocria has given us
a free hand. Shne’s wiavited us to join, and
she has evidently persuaded the llead to
countenance the project. But why?”

““Because she’s ecranky on fresh air, I sup-
posec.”

“That sounds plausible, but I'ln wonder-
ing if there’s something behind it,” said
Nipper, frowning. “Just think of the money
this must have cost. These tents—all these
costumes—the camp beds and the cooking
utensils. Thousands, my sons—thousands of
pounds.”

Pitt nodded.

“Yes; but Sir Lucian is rich, and I sup
yose his wife has got money of her own, teco,”
Le said. “You know what these pcople are
when they get these ideas. Why, I heard
that Lady Honoria spent three or four
thousand pounds over an clectioneering
campaign—and then she didn’t get a scat!
She contested another constitucnecy later on.
They don’t care how much they spend, these
fanaties.”

“IWell, you can call her a fanatic if you
like: but I think she's worthy to be the sister
of the Head!” grinned IFullwood. “Any-
how, St. Frank’s is plecased to welcome her
and take her to its hecart!”

CHAPTER 20.
A MYSTERY OF TIE NIGHT!

UPPER was a cheery,
boisterous meal.
liverybody was in the

highest of spirits, the even-
ing was calmm and cloud-
less, and appetites were razor-edged.

Tea, of course, had been completely missed
owing to the general excitement, and there
was something novel in the rules for eating.
In most camps there was a general sort of
kitchen, with a special staff of cooks.

But here, in this stronghold of the Open
Air Society, every fellow was compelled to
prepare his own meal. IEven when the three
fellows shared one tent, such as Handforth
& Co., it was against all the rules to lump
the food together. Church had to use his
own utensils, llandforth his, and McClure his.
It was the same with all the others. Every
member was provided with the nccessary
utensils.

The majority of the juniors, of course,
feund no difficulty in attending to their own
mdividual food wants. A junier schoolboy
can generally be trusted to leok after his own
stemach.

Jut there were one or two sorry exceptions.

Archie was in a pitiful plight, and the re-
doubtable IHandforth was not much better off.
I'or Handforth’s uscfulness about the place
amounted to nil. Deprived of the services of

Church and McClure, he was like a ship with-
cut a rudder,

The society’s rulings on the food question
was an excellent one. For 1t necessarily com-
pelled every member to make himself useful.
There could be no possible paloiing-off of

work on to the shoulders of good-natured
companions. No work meant no footl—and
no comfort. either.

Ilandforth made an awful hash of his
supper.  IHe started off with a bang, how-
ever,

“I'm going to show you chaps just how to
cook,” he said, as he and his chums sat round
their own camp fire. ““I don’t know what
vou're having for supper, but I've decided to
make a Welsh rarebit.”

“Why go to all that trouble?” asked
Church. *““What’s the matter with bread and
chcese? I'm hungry enough to eat the rind.
Bread and cheese, washed down with tea,
will do for me.”

““Same here,” said McClure,

But Handforth laughed their suggestion to
scorn,

*“*NWhere's the merit of cating bread and
cheesc?”’ he asked. “We're in camp, and
half the joy of camp life i1s provided by cook-
ing vour own giddy meals. Think of your
appetite when the stuff’s ready to cat.”

““All right. go ahcad,” said Church.

The juniors had not failed to sccure plenty

of supplies for supper and breakfast, and
simple articles of diet had been mostly
favoured. Bread and cheese, indced, had

been 1n tremendous demand. ”

““Now, where's the frying-pan?”’ said Hand-
forth briskly. “There’s nothing like a good
Welsh rarebit for supper.”

“Finest thine in the world to promote
nightmares,” agreed McClure, nodding,

“Rats! Cheese is all the same whether
it’s raw or cocked,” said llandforth. *‘‘Now
vou brecak the cheese up, and sheve it in tho
frying-pan, and In two or three minutes the
stuff’s ready.”

Ilandforth’s idea of a Welsh rarebit was
primitive. He put half a pound of cheese in
the frying-pan, broken into small lumps, and
then he allowed it to melt. As a matter of
fact, it caught fire, and by the time it was
readv for the toast Handforth suddenly
remembered that toast was essential.

So he made the toast, and then discovered
that the cheese was a parched, black mass
in the bottom of the frying-pan. In the end
he threw it away, and had to be content with
dry bread and tea, since he had used all his
cheese, and it was against the rules to borrow
food from anybody else.

“You can grin!” he said to his chums, as
he munched his bread. “But wait until to-
INCITOW. I’'ll show you how to lead the
simple lifo to-morrow. This open air stunt is
a great wheeze, and it'll make us as strong as
borses.”

Church and McClure were glad when dark-
ness descended, and they turned in. They
had had so much time on their hands that
they had hardly known what to do with it.
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It was so unusual to be freed from the respon-
sibility of looking after Handforth.

Just before retiring fo his own tent Nipper
had a private word with Reggie Pitt.

“IFeel like turning out at about midnight?”
he said softly.

““What on earth for?’ asked Reggie, with
a kecen glance. ‘‘Some jape, ch? A raid on
St. Frank’s, or something?”

“*Not exactly,” replied Nipper. ““A bit
more serious than that. I’'m thinking of
those mysterious marauders who dug a hole
in Little Side last night.”

“By jngo! You think
again?’’

“T don’t think anything—but there's no
reason why we shouldn’t do a lirtle investi-
gating,” replied Nipper.  ““Anyhow, I'm
going to he on the ccene with Watson and
Tregellis-West.”

“I'm your man, then,” said Pitt. L3 |
bring Grey, if you like.”

“Good!” nodded Nipper.
the towing-path, and if you're not there by
five-past-twelve we’ll come and dig you
out.”

And they went off {o their respective tents,

The Open Air camp setrled down peace-
fully. Nobody from St. Frank’s had dis-
turbed Lady Honoria’s protégés since they
had come. Manyv of the fellows had expected
a visit fromm Mr. Nelsen Lee or Mr., Beverley
Stokes, the Housemasters of the Ancient
House and West House respectively.  The
Head himself had been expected, too. Many
juniors had predicted that Dr. Stafford would
come along and order them all back. But the
Head knew enough about the warlike Lady
Houoria to leave her well alone!

IFor she herself was in camp. She had a
special tent to herself, set apart from the
others. Sir Lucian, it seemed, preferred to
stay in the school, for he had no sympathy
with this Simple Life.

Dy midnight the whole camp was slumber-
mg, with the exception of Nipper. He
arcused himself as the chimes from the
scliool clock came floating over the meadows—
to be echoed, a moment later, by the chimes
from Bellion church.

they’ll come

Nipper softly aroused Watson and Tregellis- |

West, and they lost no time in dressing.
On the towing-path they found Reggie Pitt,
Jack Grey and Fullwood.

*“I heard these chaps gelting up, so I joined
im the fun,” explained Fullwood. *I say,
do you think there’s any chance of spotting
anybody 77’

“There's just as much chance of spotting
them as there is of not,” replied Nipper.
‘“People don’t dig up cricket fields unless
there’s some cobject at the back of it, and
they don’t scem to have accomplished much
last nmight.  All ready? Come on! And
don’t forget—complete silence!”

They set off across the meadows, and made
a wild detour so that they would approach
Little Side from the further end, where there
were plenty of thick trees to screen them.

There was a gentle wind, but it was quite
insuflicient to drown any noise, should they

“We'll meet on

.

-

So extreme caution was the order.
was shining, and the playing

malke one.
The moon

ficlds looked ghostly and indistinet. There
was not the slightest sign of any hiving
thing.

“We'll take up our positions, and lie

low,” murmured Nipper. “We may have to
walt half-an-hour, or it may be an hour.
Anyhow, don’t get impatient—and don’t try
to talk to one another.”

“Supposing nothing happens ?”
Watson.

“If nothing has happened by two o'clock,
we'll join forces again, and go back to
camp,’” murmured Nipper. *‘‘Is that under-
stood 77

It was, and the watchers took up their -
various positions.

breathed

e ——

CHAPTER 21.

THE MYSTERIOTUS
PARCHMENT!

HAT'S that?”
Tommy Watson felt a
hand eclose over his arm
warningly :. he uitered the
soft whisper.
came a breath from

“Hush!>
“Pon’t talk, you ass!”

They continued to watch.
clock had just ehimed the hour of one, and

Nipper.
The school

so far nothing had happened. The wind had
died down, and the whole countryside was
still and peaceful. '

Tommy Watson’s question had been justi-
ficd. ¥or on the other side of the playing
ftelds some figures had appeared. There
were three of them., Three indistinet, noise-
less figures. For some little time they moved
about in an uncertain manner.

At this distance it was impossible to dis-
tinguish who they were, or what their char-
acter was. Were they boys, youths, men?
It was mpossible to tell. Once or twico
came a few faint whispers, but no words
could be distinguished.

But there remained no doubt e¢n one point,

These were the same people who had been
there the previous night.  For, alter a little
more of that uncertain prowling to and fro.
the sound of a pickaxe came to the ears of
the watehing juniors.

Thud, thud! Clink, clink!

There was no mistaking the metallic ring.

“What are we going to do?” whispered
Tommy Watson fiercely. ““They’re at 1t
again, Nipper? They're digging up the
pitch !’

““No, it’s not the piteh,” said Nipper.
“They’re well to the left of 1it. But we
shan’t give them time to do much damagec.
You stay here, old man. T'll creep round
and give instructions to the others. At a
sign from me, we'll make a sudden run, and
they'!I never be able to escape before we're

(Continued on page 41.)
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Brooks

chats with his readers.

NOTE.—-It any reader writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks

as are likely to interest the majority.

All letters should be addressed to EDWY

SEARLES BROOKS, c¢lo The Editor, THFE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleet-

way House, Farringdon Sitreet, London, F.C.4
atéention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns.

Every letter will have my personal
Letters of very special

merit will be distinguished by a star, thus*, aguinst the sender’'s name. Communications
which indicate writer's age are naturally easier for me to answer.—I. S. D.

Oliver Evan Grifliths (Watford), Paddy Roche
(Melbourne), FIred J. DPotter (Biggleswade),
Terence Sullivan* (Eastbourne), J. Cutting (l'orts-

mouth), Cecil Algernon Davies (Ton Pentre,
Rhondda), Hughie John Roberts (Morfa-Bychan),
“* Master Hopeful” (Coventry), Denis Rafferty*
(Clonmel), ““Query’” (Ipswich), IHubert Kelk
(Worksop), Victor Cole (West Croydon), TPaolo
Zuccerelli  (East Grinstead), Dorothy Iarvey
(W.1.)
* * #

First of ail, to keep my promise to vou of last
week, Charles Temple Browne, That was a great
sunggestion of yours—that one about doubling the
size of the 0Old Paper, and charging 4d. for it.
teaders like you would be jolly pleased—and would
think it the finest innovation that we have ever
crought out.  Unfortunately, there are many
readers who haven't a darge supply of weekiy
pocket money, and 4d. a week would be rather
too much for them. And we must remember
these chaps, you know. So I rathier think the
price will remain at 2d., and the size as it is.
And here’s another very important point—in fact,
the most important point of all. I am gratified
to know that you like my stories so much—but
it they were double the length, you migzht get
fed up with them! Enough is as good as a
Teast, yvou know.

* +* *

I hope you have joined the League by this time,
Fred J. Potter. By the way, if you happen to
purchase your copy of the OIll1 Paper from
Mr. A. G. Ostler (late E. V. Evans), of 3, Stratton
Street, Biggleswade, you might possibly discover
that Mr. Ostler and I are well acqunainted. To
tell you the the truth, M.. Ostler was once my
own newsagent, and if you are very curious, e
might even tell you what brand of cigarettes 1
usually smoke!

L * *

FPullwood was the first skipper of the Remove.
J. Cutting. lle was the captain when Nipper
arrived at St. Frank’s, and it did not take Nipper
tong to oust him—for at that time Fullwood was
i rotter. The average age of the Removites is
about 15 Thanks for that little sketeh you sent
me. It is a really splendid effort. But I wonld
much prefer to see one’ that is quite original—

and not copied. Then T shall be able to judge
whether you can really draw, Copying, remember,
is a very, very dilferent proposition to creating.
So let’s see what you can do, old man,

L | L 2 *

Yez, Paolo Zuccerelli, of course you can rely
upon the adverts. in the Old Paper. If it wasn't
for your name, I might think you were Scotch!
Now I shall probably get lots of indignan’ letters
from Scottish readers, asking me what the dickens
I mean. Only my Ilittle joke, of course. Tor
Scottish people, after all, are only thrifty so that
they can he generous. That's right, isn't it, you
Scottish chaps?

* * *

I think you'd better have a look at that para-
graph of mine above, Dorothy Harvey—the one
addressed to (harles Temple Browne. You sa
that one ““ Neison Lee ” a week isn't enough Well,
if there wer: two it would amount to the same
thing as inereasing the present one to double its
size. And what about poor me? Don't you want
me to get any sleep? NMustn’t I have a walk
round the garden now and again, or go to the
pictures? If T had to write two of these yarns
every week [ should be a worn-out wreck in next
to no time.

* " *

I always endeavour to make my yarns easy
to read -but that doesn't mean to say that
they're easy to write! 1In faet, it's a general
axiom that when a story is particularly easy to
read, it has cost its anthor mueh time and worry.
So if ever you find any of my varns jolly hard
to read—well, you'll know that I must have been
careless in my work, or something like that!
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Thrills Beneath the Ocean!

Jim Maidand lives in a small shop in Stag-
more. A nysterious man named Stanislaus
Cripps owes money to the shop, and Jim
determines to collect it. He climbs over the
wall «f Widgery Dene—Cripps’ estate—and
drops into th: grounds. There he finds an
amazing mackine which is something between
2 submarne and an airship. Mr. Cripps i3

on board and Jim asks him for the wmoney.
The man refuses to pay, and before Jim
realises | he finds the machine in the air!
It travels half over the world, then dives

into the ocean, It reaches the bottom, and
then insteal of resting on the bed continues
going downwards? It is then floating on the
surface of an wunderground river, and Mr.
Cripps explains that there must be a sort of

leal: in the ocean bed and they are being
‘sucked down to the centre of the earth, They
stop the machine and come on decl. But

as they appear they are captured by several
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Mr.

ITIL Masra'’s foreboding words stili in his

ears, Jim began his period of sentry-go.

In the corridor, out of which the sleep-

ing apartments opened, there was fixed

one of those curious instruments by which the
Kru gauged the passing of time. T'n its primi-
tivencss, 1t was not unlike the candles that King
Alfred employed to divide the day up into hours,

A tall, narrow vessel was so placed that it
caught the drops of water that dripped from a
fissure in the rocky roof above, On the surface
of the water so collected was a float, attached by
a string, that passed over a wheel, and hung down
on the outside of the jar. To the extremity of
this other end was fastened a strip of yellow
metal.

As the water rose in the vessel, so the metal
bar descended down the side of the jar, which was
marked out into spaces, each space representing
a division of time. One of those divisions, Jim
knew, from having tested it by his watch, roughly
represented an hour.

Marching up and down, exploring the adjacent
apartments, listening for any sound that might
suggest the approach of one of the Kru, Jim
carriel out his term of duty. When the metal

Cripp’s Decision!

Our Amazing Adventure Serial!

INTRODUCTION

amazing giants who fall on them from the
shore. Jim escapes and later saves the life of
a little man called Masra. In return Masra
and his daughter Tinta let him lire with
them. Jim finds himself among a colony of
dwarf men who are culled the Kru people.
They are at enmity with the Giants, Jim,
accompanied by Masra and Tinta, rescue Mr.
Cripps. To do this, Masra has to desert from
the Kru opeople. The four set out on «a
journey to the Cave of Fire, where dwells He-
Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spolen, the wmysteri-
ous personage who rules the Kru. He tries
to kill Tinta, and Cripps, to save her life, is
forced to shoot him. The four intrepid
adventurers then return, but find that the
Kru seem to hare disappeared! The three
men take turns of sentry-go, and when Masra
wakes Tim he says: ‘I fear some eril may
have falien upon my people!”
(Now read on.)

bar of that water clock had descended one of
those graded spaces, he turned back into the room
and roused his companions.

Stanislaus Cripps sprung from his couch like a
giant refreshed. It was difficult to imagine that
such a short while before he had been so weuk
and exnansted that he could hardly raise his hand
to his face.

““Seen anybody or anything?” he inquired.

¢ Not a soul, sir.”’

““That’s eurious, boy. Perhaps they’re ashamed
to meet us after the way they treated us. Well,
if the mountains won't come to ANMohammeod,
Mohammed, after he’s breakfasted, must go to
the mountains.”

Tinta, who had ailso risen, prepared the food,
and, squatting on the floor, they began to eat.
Jim, glancing now and again at the faces of his
companions, saw that even Stanislaus Cripps’ iron
features bore unmistakable signs of their recent
dreadful adventure. ITe himself had the feeling
that he had suddenly passed from hoyhood to
manhood Ile caught Tinta watching him with a
question in her eyes.

“ What is the matter, Tinta?”’ he inquired.

““I was thinking how brave and wonderful yon
and the Hairy One are., how much you have risked
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for my sake—the journey to the Caves of the Fires
—the speaking to He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken face to face—and death beyond the gates,
which the llairy One scattered by his magic.”’
She gave a little sigh.
““ There will be more dark paths that you'll have

to tread, O Krim! There is evil here in the
luner Cavern. There is a shadow upon my
people.”

She shivered as if with the cold.

““1le-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken is no
more. The voice will not be there to order and
direct, Already they uare forgetting the law and
the custom. XNever yet have T known those who

tend the cattle and gather the food to leave their
posts nntil their term of duty was over.”

““What's that you're saying, my dear?”’ Stanis-
lans Cripps inquired with his mouth full.

She repeated what she had just said to Jim,

““The cattle will die, O Hairy One, if they are
not looked to, and the food will rot and grow foul
it it i3 not gathered. And how will the Kru live
then? The IFalta have taken fromn them the fish
that come by the great drain. They will die
miserably.”?

Stanislans Cripps reflected for a moment on her
words, and then, turning to Masra, inquired what
he thoucht of the position.

“There is wisdom in what Tinta says. A
madness must have seized upon the Kru, if they
leave the cattle untended and th+ food un-
gathered *?

“I1t seems to me, boy, that it is a case of the
sheep without a shepherd.” Stanislans Crions
exclaimed. ““1 had to kill that very self-satisfied
person down in the Cave of Fircs—a rezrettable
necessity—and in doine that we would seem to
have knocked the keystone out of the arch of the
Kru’s domestic system. There heing nobody to tell
them what to do. they don't do it. I shali have
to take hold of this husiness.”

ITe finished his meal hastily. and then, rising,
hegan to don his armour, ordering Jim and Masra
to follow his example.

““ As soon as the opportunity occurs, my dear,
we must pget you one of thesze costumes,” he
remarked to Tinta. ¢In your present defenceless
condition, you are not only a danger to yourself.
but {o us. Now, if you're ready. we’ll be moving.”

‘“Are we coing to find the Flying Submarine?”
Jim inquired.

Ile desired no more adventurez. TTis one amhi-
tion was to get safely aboard the Flying Submarine
—tn ascend the great shaft and escape into the
outer world of sunshine.

““Not yet, boy. We shall have ta reorganise
the Kru first. 1 expressed myself strongly to
Ie-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken regarding his
methods of government: it is now up to me. boy,
to demonstrate that T ecan da better than he did.
We cannnt allow the Kru to perish for lack of
proper discipline.”

The Submarine in Danger!

ITHOUT another word Stanislaus led t{he

7 way out of the chamber into the cor-

“ ridor, and in single file they proceceded

down along the network of tunnels.

They had been walking for some twenty minutes,

wlien suddenly Cripps halted.

““What is that?” he demanded.

I'rom somewhere ahead of them came a foint

mirrmur, not unlike the humming of a swarm of
bees.

“The Kru are
Tinta exelaimed.
O IHairy One.”

“ Making a dickens of a row, my dear.
we veb there?”

“We have to turn here to the left. and then,
wicn we gain the corridor beyond, it is but a

in the Hall ¢f the TPeople,”
“T1t is their voices you hear,

How do

few paces to the door.
not run into danger.”

““] wanted an opportunity to speak to your
people, Tinta, and this scems just the chance 1've
been looking for.”

He marched cooliy down the passage to the lefb
and turned into the corridor that ran at right
angles. Now they could see the curtained door-
wayv threugh which they had passed on the memor-

But, O 1lairy Gne, do

able day when they had rescued Tinta from
execution.
That distant murmur, as of a hive swarming,

had grown to a very babel of sound that died
away abruptly into dead silence. A man’s voice
became audible, speaking in ringing tones.

“To-day, O Kru, after the gathering of the
food. my feet were led into this Hall of the
People. 1 was here alone, and I prayed to He-

Vhose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken, the Lord of the
Spirit of Life.”
Acain those

ears.

“[t's what the reporters eall cheers,”” Stanis-
lnus Cripps whispered. ¢ Who is it speaking,
Masra?”’

“T Kknow his voice well,
Ka-Ra.
is not.”

Stanislaus Cripps
died down, and

tumultuous sounds recached their

0 Iairy One. It is
ITe is a areat speaker of the thing that

Acain that tumultb
heard K:lfRa

crunted.
once more they

| speakinz.

“I will tel'! you, O my brothers, what my
praver was, so that vou will know I speak truth.
With my head bowed to the ground I used these

words: ‘(O He-Whnse-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken,
four times hLas the food been gathered and
renewed, and yet you have sent us no counsel.

The people murmur and are afraid. Speak to
me, O He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spaken—speak,
I beseech you, to thy servant, that he may give
a messaze to thy neopie who know not what to
do without thy gniding voice,” "’

“This is wvery interestine, boy,”
Cripps exclarmed. ¢ This Ka-Ra seems
anin7 in for polities.”

“Then. O Kru. even as 1 praved with all my
heart and soul in those words whieh I have just
recited to you, there came his voice,” continued
Ka-Ra. ¢ Manv times have you heard it. but
comina asz it did then after it had been csilent for
30 long, it sounded to me even more wonderful
and beantiful than ever.”

As he paused with dramatic efTeet,
voices called ont at the same moment:

“What was the message Ie-Whose-Name-May-
Not-Be-Spoken gave to you, O Ka-Ra?”

“1 will tell you, my brothers. I will give even
the words that Te-Whose-Name-May-Not-DBe-
Spoken deizned to use. They are engraved upon
my mind far ever like the markings on the rocks.
This is the message of which he made me, the
most humble and unworthy of the Kru, the
bearer.”

“Bless us, the feliow knows all the tricks of
the trade,” Stanislaus Cripps muttered. ‘TFalse
humility—the art of suggesting something with-
ont saying it! As he can’t have learned it any-
where, he must be a politician by instinct.”

““ Through the rocky void from the heart of
the Cave o° the Fires,” went on the voice,
“He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken spoke thus
to me: ‘0 KaRa. I grow weary of leading
the Kru people. For countless ages I have
tended them and looked after them like a
father., Now the end has come. 1 have meted
out justice to the girl Tinta, and the man Masra,
and the two Shining Cnes that you sent to me
at my biddinz. Now I have finished.” ”

I'rom behind the curtain there went up a
aroan of horror. Again Ka-Ra's voice was raised.

“*“Tell my poeople, whom I have loved, not to
he down-hearted or afraid. I have set their fee$
firmlv on the path that they must follow. Thke

Stanislans
to be

several
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fact that they no longer have me to guide them
need not cause them to dread the future. For
lo, T have given them one to lead them who
will speak with my voice, and whose wisdomn
will be my wisdom—even 3.nu Ka-Ra.”

“Gf all the unblushing liars ! Stanislaus Crtpps
exclaimed. ¢ Masra, this fellow seems (o have
well deserved his 1'cputfation of saying the thing
that 13 not.”

From within the hall came the sound of the
Krn chanting their acceptance of their new leader.

““llail to thee, Kua-Ra, who speaks with the
voice of Ile-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken,
whase wisdom comes from the Master of the Spirit
of Life. hy word shall be our law. What thou
sayest, that will we da.”

“1t is well, O Kru,” Ka-Ra's voice came again
after that chant had died down. * Harken now to
what, T sav. There were among us one Tinta
and her father Masra, on whom Ie-Whose-Name-
May-Not-Be-Spoken haz done justice. Let their
naines he ever accursed among you. And the two
Shining Ones. who sought to set aside the word of
He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken, and  have
perished miserably, they brought certain things
with them—strangze magie. Even now in the Outer
Cavern there floats the Flyving Thing by which
they came into our land. We must capture ‘it.
Thep shall we be masters of the Outer Cavern
and Lords of the Falta!®?

Aitacked By the Falta!

PPARENTLY the thought of the Kru play-
A ing havoe with the Flying Submarine was

too much for Stanislaus Cripps, for with

a growl he flung back the ecurtain and
strode into the mpacked hall. Jim thrust Tinta
into the place behind him, and with himsell and
Masra in the rear they waiked straicht to the
centre of the arena.

Their entrance created a sensation. Of a sudden
that vast audience became spellbound. XNot one
of them moved as those three shining figures and
Tinta passed swiftly down.the gangway that zave
admission to the open space in the centre of the
hall. Only Ka-Ra, who stond there, was uncon-
scious of their presence. With folded arms he
continued to address his audience in a majestie,
mperious tone.

“These Shining Ones are no more. He-Whose-
Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken has told me =o. But
their magic remains; it is on the Flying Thing
that floats in the Quter Cavern.”

So far had he cot when Stanislaus Cripps
stepped on to the stone by his side, and, with
one sweep of his armour-clad arm, sent him fly-
ing headlonz to the floor.

“You lie!” Cripps exclaimed. “Do you
imagine that a man of my eminence and attain-
ments can be destroyed as you would destroy a
pig?”

From the closely packed hall a sich went 111%
like the wind playing in the topmast brauches
a [orest. Ka-Ra was looking up. from the ground
at Stanislauas Cripps, a ludicrous expression of
terror and chagrin an his face. And, even as
that pause of astonishment lasted, Tinta, Jim and
Masra joined Stanislaus Cripps on the stone.

The Kru had been dazed by the sudden appear-
ance of the three figures in their shining armour,
hut at the signt of Tinta—the girl who had been
sentenced to “death and yet. by some miracle was
still alive—their feelings of rage and hate got
the uppermeosr band. With a wild demoniac
roar, tiiey raised their arms above their heads
and hurled at her cursing and denunciations.
Stanislaus Cripps turned and touched Tinta’s arm.

““ Never mind, my dear. They don’t know what
they're talking about. Leave it all to me. TI'll
see you righted.”

From the belt about his waist he toock the
cylinder tha. projected the sleeping gas. Waving
it in front of his audience meamu"h he waited
a moment. Instantly those nearest lhim drew
back. For a moument a panic threatened. There
was a rush towards the door, stayed only hy
Stanislaus Cripps.

“Kru,” he shouted, ‘“listen to me.”

A3 he spoke he returned the c¢ylinder to iis
place in his belt. It had served its purpose. He
had “got ” his audience.

“That man there, Ka-Ra, is a liar and the son
of a liar! H: was telling you that He-Whose-
Name-May-Not-Be-i poken had lefit to lhim the
leadership of his people. But a short time ago
he declared that he had this communication.
Well, he can’t have had. Four times since the
food was gathered and renewed, I was speak-
ing face to face with He-Whose-Name-May-Not-
Be-Spoken  He proposed to put to death this
airl Tinta who is under my special protection. X
had no choice but to kill him. Kru, He-Whose-
Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken is no more. lence-
forth 1 will be your leader!”

‘ I({LHH, waving his arms excitedly, leapt {o his
ect.

““He lies. .0 Kru. How can He-Whose-Name-
Cannot-De-Spoken—who is master of the fire of
Life—be dead? These  Shining Ones are
impostors.”

““Boy, I can’t waste time on this fellow,”
Stanislaus Cripps exclaimed in an aside. As lie
F spoke he took the eylinder of sleeping gas from
his belt again, and proiected some of that bluish
vapour straight inte Ka-Ra's face.

The man dropped like a stone. In a busine:ss-
like way Stanislaus Cripps returned the eylinder
to his belt,

“Now, Kru. you will take your orders from
me.”

Even as he uttered the words there was am ear-
splitting report, and the floor shook heneath
their fecet—the next instant, with a shnll ery,
n number of children dashed through the cur-
tained doorway, erying at the top of their voices.

“The Falta have broken in! ™They are at our
heels! Save us—save us!”

Cripps Takes Charge.

ITIT <hrill screams of terror, the mob of
little children poured through +the
door: into the Hall of the People, ¢ry-
ing out that i

that they were close behind them-—beseeching
their fathers to save them. And, hot-foot after
the children came a crowd of panic-stricken Kru
women.

““The Falta—the TFalta!” they screamed.

Every moment the Hall of the People was grow-
inz more congested, as like a flock of frightened
sheep, the women and children poured in in ever-
increasing numbers. But their appeals to the
men to save them seemed to fall on deaf ears.

The Kru, accustomed to have all their ways
ordered fo~ them by He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken, were quite incapable of any organised
initiative. There was no one there to tell them
what to do. and so they did nothing, save to
stand there on the stone seats—staring at that
| terrified mob of women and children in a kind
of helpless lethargy.

The children were swarminz round the stone
now on which Jim’s party were standing. The
bhoy stepped down, and, ecatching one of the
ﬁhi]dren hy the arm, lifted him to a place by
i3 side.

‘“What has happened, little one?” he inquired.

The c¢hild. who was a sturdy youngster of ten,
took a deep breath, and somehow managed to
sti{!edﬂze frightenred sobs by which he was cob-
vulsed.
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¢““We were playing near the tunnel
entrance to the Outer Cavern. Suddenly there
was a great roar. All the rocks fell away,
Jeaving a huge hole. Then we saw the Falta.
I do not know how many of them there were,
because I ran. They were coming through the
hole into the Inner Cavern.”

Jim hurriedly repeated the information he had
gathered to Stanislaus Cripps.

¢“This has got me guessing, boy. I wonder
if they can have been monkeying abont with
some of those cxplosives we left in the tractor?
We shali have to inquire into this, boy. The
first thing is to get these silly sheep in hand.”

He raised his arms above his head.

“ Be silent, 0 Kru, and hearken to me, who am
now what He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken was
to you fermerly—only a much more intelligent
leader!”

His voice went booming through the cavernous
hall.  The efiect of it was -instantaneous. The
authoritative tone in which he spoke—the
evidence they had just had of what they regarded
as his magical powers—all combined to create
the eflect he desired upon a people who, for
hundreds of generations, had learned submissive-
ness to the will of somcone they had never seen!

“T will deal with the Falta. You have nothing
to fear. They are just exaggerated children, and,
like all children, they delight in destructiveaess.
I they have broken into the Inner Cavern, I will
drive them out again!”

The Ultimatum !
o 1M could not help admiring his companion’s

strength of purpose, courage and self-
confidonce. He saw the Kru watching
Cripps in  mute astonishment, clearly

hypnotised by his coolness.

““That little matter can wait for a moment,”
he continued. ¢ Now that I have taken over the
job of runninz you, O Kru, we've got to have
some sort of system and order. Firstly, it’s under-

in the |

-dead.

stood that anr fool sentence you have passed on
Tinta and her father, Masra, are washed out.
There are to be no more of those barbarous
practices. Is that quite clear?”

From somzwhere in the hall a man's voice was
raised.

“ But He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken willed
it. O Shining One. They disobeyed the Buan, and
the penalty is death. We canpot disobey the
word of He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken."”

Stanislaus Cripps clearly found this mute
compliance with the wishes of the strange being
who had dwelt in the Cave of the Fires—thisg

‘habit of submissive obedience—utterly exasperat-

inz. He made an
hands.

“You make me tired! Haven't I told you
that He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken is dead
—aquite dead? I was compelled to kill him.”

“How do we know that you speak the fruth,

impatient gesture with his

‘0 Shinipg One?” someone else shouted.

“Fools!” exclaimed Cripps impatiently. ¢ WIll
vou argue with me when the Falta are at your
gates? You know that I and these others went
down infto the Cave of.the Fires. You know that
He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken sent for us—
this girl in particular—so that he might put her
to death. Well, she isn’t dead, and we aren’t
Isn’t that proof sufficient that something
has gone astray with He-Whose-Name-May-Not-
Be-Spoken? You know that you closed the gates
that He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken ordered
should be opened to us? Yet I fore those gates
away a3 if they were nought.”

In his rising indignation he
gauntleted hand at them.

“You’ll either believe me and do what T fell
you, or I'll leave you to deal with the Faita
yourselves!”

shook his

(Next week’s instalment is a succession of
thrills. Don’t miss a word of this amazing
adventure serial, but there's only one way to
make sure of that—order your copy of the

Nt LSON LEE LIBRARY in advance!)

WONDERFUL VOLUMES OF SCHCOLBOY THRILLS ABROAD! |

NIFPER

& Co., Handy &
Co., and a party
of other St. Frank’s
juniors, have
‘amazing adven-
tures out West in
this topping yarn
of Schoolboy Life
and Fun on the

Prairie. Getacopy
TO-DAY !

On Sale Everywhera!
Price One Shilling .
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(Caontinued from page 35.)

on them. DBy Jove, we'll find out who they
are, anvhow !
“Good egg.” Dbreathed de-
lightedly.
Unfortunately

\Tla.tson

for Nipper’s simple but
effective plan, Edward Oswald Handforth
was awake. And when Handforth was
awake, 1t meant that the normal life of the
camp was put out of adjustment,

He had avakened just upon one o’clock,
and hunger was undoubtedly the cause of
his restlessness, He hadn’t eaten much
bread, and now he was feeling ravenous.
He tried to get to sleep again, but could
not do so. ‘

And then, while he lay on his hard bed,

a thought came to him. That unusual bed,
by the way, may have had something to do
“with his wakefulness.
. “By George, I wonder if those mysterious
rotters are messing about with Little Side
agamn?’ he whispered to himself. “Any-
how, 1t’s worth investigating. I’ll go along
and have a look.”

Handfortlh’s idea of going along was to
arouse Church and McClure as a preliminary.
He ruthiessly pulled them off their beds, and
told them to dress.

Rather to his surprise, they raised no ob-
jections. On the contrary they became ex-
cited at the prospect. They were both
cricketers—particulariy - Church—and  the
thought of Little Side being Iurther mutilated
aroused them. .

“It’s a good idea of vours, Handy,” said
Church. “One o'clock, eh? Just about the
time the beggars will be there, if they’re
coming at all. It’s more than likely that
we shall cateh ’em red-handed.”

Thev werc soon off, little dreaming that
a number of other Remove fellows were on
the scene well in advance of them. And if
it came to that. Nipper had no inkling that
Handforth & Co. were on the track. If he
had known of their approach, be might have
speeded up his attack.

“Not a word. remember.” said Handforth,
as they approached the Junior playing-fields
from the other side, ** We mustn’t give these
rotters any warning that we’re coming.”

“Then rou'd better you ass,”’
said Mac.

“I am whispering!”

L]

]

\'.lzih]}{_‘r,

“If that’s what vou call a whisper, you'd
better not spealk at all,” muwrmured Church.
“That voice of yours sounds like a fog-horn
in this still air, old man. Tone it down, for

goodness’ sake!” .

“Rats!” said Handforth, without any

realisation of his incaution. “‘I'm mnot
132

making any noise, you fatheads!

But even if it wasn’t a noise, it was sulli-
ciently penctrating to reach the ears of those
threc diggers.

Nipper was the first to see that an alarm
had been received. The men ceased their
work, and stood perfectly still, Then, with
one accord, they ran,

Nipper knew that the strangers had re-
ceived no warning from his own party—but
from the other direction. They were fleeing
towards the thick trees which bordered the
paddock. There was a dense patch of shrub-
bery here, too.

Just then a shout sounded.

“There they are!” it came.
They're at 1t again!”

‘““Handforth I’”” growled Nipper. “I might
have known it! He's ruined everything—
just as we were going to pounce! Qnuiek,
you chaps! W¢e'll cut the beggars off, if
we can.,”

Watson, Pitt. Fullwood. and the others,
leapt cut of their concealment, and raced
after the fugitives. Two of the latter were
in advance, the third man veering off un-
certainly towards the patch of shrubbery.

Nipper and Pitt went after this particular
quarry, and as they plunged among the
trees, they heard a crackling of wood ahead,
a thud, and a gasp.

“He’s over!” shouted Nipper. ‘' Quick!
We've got him!”

It was piteh dark in there. If the man
had remained perfectly still, he might have
escaped without further ado. But he picked
himself up, and ran on. And the next
moment Nipper and Pitt were on him.

“Got the chap!” panted Reggie. “Drag
him cut!”

They heard nothing but quick breathing—
desperate breathing. Even Nipper’s keen
eyesight was not able to detect much. A
dim, uncertain figure—nothing more.

Something swept round—a fist. by the feel
of 1t—and struck Reggie Pitt between the
eyes. He momentarily relaxed his hold,
and the cantive wrenched himself free from

“ By George!

Nipper’s detaining grasp. Even in that
gloom, Nipper fancied he saw something

whitish flutier to the ground.
After that confusion reigned.

Fuliwood and Tregellis-West burst into the
shrubbery from another point, and they mis-
took Nipper and Pitt for the enemy. They
attacked, and before any explanations could
be made, the real fugitive had vanished.
Somehow, he had managed to get completely
away in the midst of the confusion,

Nipper remembered that flutter of white.

He found his way back to the spot, and
picked up 2 stiff. peculiarly-shaped picce of
papcr He put it in his pocket and joined
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the others. It seemed that nothing further
could be done.

““None of them caught, eh 7 he said, after
they had exchanged notes. “I thought as
much. Well, we’!l confiscate the picks and
the shovels, anvhow., Did any of you chaps
sce who the beggars were?”

“We never saw them at all,” said Full-
wood breathlessly.

“1t’s a pity you asses couldn’t ecollar them
while you were at it,” said IJandforth 1n-
dignantly. “If I had been on the spot =

““The less you say, Handy, thz better!”
snapped Nipper.

19 \\That?S.‘

“You're a blundering, loud-voiced, double-
barrelled chump!” said the Remove skipper,
with refreshing frankness.

“Why, you—you—-"

“If you hadn’t blundcred along we should
have captured the lot!” said Nipper curtly,.
“So you'd better keep quiet about your mar-
vellous detective abilities! You've done a
fine thing to-night!”

Handforth was in no way offended.

“I sav, I'm awflully sorry,” he said peni-
tently. “I didn’t know you fellows were on
the job. 1 suppose it was my fault o

“It’s no good talking about it. ‘171‘,110‘.‘.
arowled Nipper. *Let’s get back to camp.’

They inspected the damage, and it proved
to bo slight. Only a little of the turf had
heen removed and the beginnings of a hole
had been made. The juniors decided to
lecave closer investigations until the morrow.

“JIt’s so inexplicable!” protested - Reggie
itk “Where's the sense Half a
minute—I've just thought of something!

Didn’t I see you searching in that shrubbery,

Nipper?”
“Yes,”

this!™

He pulled the prize out of his pocket. In
the moonlight, they crowded round, and
could see that it was an odd- shaped piece
of parchment. It was evidently of great
anthulty, and one face of 1t was covered
with curious hieroglyphies 1n a form of
Greek which was unfamiliar to the juniors.
[t was impossibie to decipher i1t or to read
it.

“This 1s getting cuuow: said Reggie,
scratching his head.  *“ What the dickens
does it mean? Holes dug in the ground—
unknown men in the middle of the night—
and now this ancient parchment!”

“Beats me!” said Handiorth flatly.

They went back to camp in a thoughtful
mood. Nipper, indeced, was cven more
thoughtful than the others. For he be-
liecved that the man who had stumbled in
the shrubbery was none other than Sir
Liocian Dexter himself!

But he kept his suspicion to himself,
the very idea of it seemed grolesque.

replied Nipper, “and 1 found

for
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Al LETTERS wn rejerence to the League should be addressed to the Chisf Officer, I'h- St. Frank s
‘League, clo THE NIELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
Enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

What the League Does.

UMEROUS letters this week show the result
of the League work that is going on
everywinere. 1 have heen told more than
once that the St. Frank's League should

be a sports league or a hobby league. But the
S.F.L. is all of these, and also much more. The
organisation includes sports, hobbies, enterprise of
all sorts.  In addition to all that, there is the
spirit of sportsmanship.

That is the meaning of onr sloran. The latter
may be written in a dead language, but it is very
much alive in its appeal to all fellows up and
down the world. “Wisdom and Boldness.”
Link the two together and you have something
which will shift any diffculty, and which cannot
be’ shifted itself.

Candy Making.

J. R. Wilkinson writes from Alberta to say
he is keen on electrical and mechanical work.
fle goes right into things and is never satisfied
until he has mastered all the possibilities of every
iricxy little gadget in a machine. Then he has
another hobby. This is candy making. He has
turned this pursuit into a business proposition,
and sells the candy in bars at the rate of 2id.
per bar. He nas already made ten pounds with
his ecandy. To get throngh with the printing of
labels, advertising, ete., he bought a rubber type

outfit. J. R. W. is a real gecer. Put him on a
desert isiand. and I'll be bound he would have

4 hotel in full swing in a few months.
An Interesting Comparison.

A friend a4t Evandale, South Australia, says
that to compare characters in other books with
those in the *“ N.L.L.”” is like asking a candle to
compare itself with an S0 watt globe. Thanks!
I shall not dream of putting the request to the
candle, but am ready to pass the resolution nem.
Comn.

Heplies hy Post.

A Birmingham chnum asks me whether [ answer
letters personally. Yes, 1 have heen doing this
nard for long past. By the way. the magnificen-e
of the League Membership Certiticate has partien-
larly strnek this reader.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

P. Young, 43, Marmaduke Street, FEdee Hill,
Liverpool, will be glad to hear from members in
his distriet interested in elub work.

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for membership of the St.
Frank’s League will be published sgain next week.
All holders of BRONZE MEDALS who have quali-
fied for SILVER MEDALS. and wish to exchange
their medals for the higher award should send their
medals together with a stamped addressed en:
velope, to the Chief Officer, the St. Frank’s League.
¢/o ‘*The Nelson Lee Library,”> Gough House.
Gough Square London E.C.4,

H. Le Galley, 16, Barwis

Terrace, Penzance,
draws the attention of

all stamp collectors to a

specially  advantageous system of obtaining
fereign stamps. Write to him for details,
Frank Benjamin, Granton House, Potchef-

stroom, 'l‘rzm:_av:ta{, South Africa, wants to hear
from chums in his district to help form a club.
J. Farmer, Water Street, Semaphore, South

Australia, wishes to correspond with readers.

F. F. Hoser-Cook, 21, Rook Street, Poplar.
London, E.14, would like to hear from his old
correspondents; he also wislhies to lhear from

readers anywhere interested in hobbies.
answered.

H. L. Ridgley, 83, Desborough  Avenue, High
Wycombe, Bucks, wishes to hear from readers iup
his district.

Stanley Flanagan, 31a, Arden Street, Gillingham,
Kent, wishes to hear from members in his distriet
with a view to forming a club.

Thomas (. Mercer, 1, Sweden
nr. Liverpool, wishes to hear from
at home and abroad.

A. Plimmer, 55, Bromley Road, Walthamstow,
London, E.17, wishes to form a cyeling elub, and
would like to hear from readers.

Jack Mahap, Crescent Theatre, Fairfield, N.S.W_,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers in
England and North and South America.

(Continued on next page.)
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Send for full details of
our  All-British 4004
“* Marvel '"—rhe finest
cycle ever offered on
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paid.  Money refunded
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tactory prices and cata
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Speed Roadsters, Road

Racers, All Weather

Oil-Bath mounts and
\\ Tradesmen’s Carrier
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Wi Co., Inec. (Dept.
K601)., RBirming-
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stamp collectors
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"CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.,

(Continued from previous page.)

J. TInnes, 193, Tower Street, Portohello, Mid-
lothian, N.B., has {he complete ¢ Schoolboy
Magician® series of the “N.L.L.", and would

exchange these for one of the ¢ Monster®” volumes,
preferably “The Vovage of {he Wianderer.”

S. W, Le Roux, 10, Mackinncun Street, King
William’s Town, Cape Irovince, South Africa,
wishes to hear from readers in his distriet abond
gztablishing a e¢lub.

Ired Davies, 06 Splott, Cardiff,

]

Splott Road,

would like to hear frome readers in his - distried
for getting up cycling teips,

Georze Robert Gardener. 100, Mark's Road,
Romford, Essex, . wishes te hiear from -readers,

cspecially those in the Iiford area.

A Shaw, 114, Miiton Itoad, Gravesend, Kenf,
wishics to hear from readers in his neighbourhood.

Richard Greenwood, ¢, Mozton Street, Reddish,
Stockport, wishes to coirespond -with-readers m
Avstralin and New Zealaud who are interested in
drowing and photography.

T. 1. Coker, Sonserville  Avenue, Gishorie,
New Zealand, wishes to boar from readers.

M
=4

Modelsfrom £4 150 Cash

ren T
brti )

lwithour eblication
Junn Cyeles are
0 Thronghout and sent
ot from Foacltory to you,
wonderfu! Easy Termes,
N Guarantesd for ever, Models
to «nif all, Write for Free Arvt
Jict and raake your choice.
JUNO CYCLE CoO.,
Dept.U.2.168 & 248, Bishops-
gate, London, E.C.2.

300 STAMPS FOR 6d. (o tikirein
Old India, Nigzeria, New South Wales, Gold Coast, etc.
W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

LUSHlNG SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

fimple 7-day Permanent Hceme Cure for
cither sex. Wrile al once and get full particu
lars quite FREE privately.—U.J.D., 12,
All Saints Road, ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

e

JOIN THE ROYAL=NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Loys are wanted for the Scaman Class (from which
relections are made for the Wircless Telegraphy and-
Siguatling Braweches), Age 18Y to 16] years.

MEN alzo are required for

SEAMUEN (SPECIAL SERVICE) .. Age 1B (o 25.
STOKERS cas._see sy _ews s ek wew oes A0 1846 29,
ROYAL MARINE IFORCES .. Age 17 to 23,

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

-4

Apply by letter to the Beeruilieg Staff Officer, R.N.
and R.M., =5, Suffolk Strect, Birmingham; 121,
Vicieria Street, Brietol; 13, Crown ‘Terrace, Dowan.

I1ill, Glasgow; 30, Canning FPlace, Liverpool;-565,
Whitehal', London, 8.W.l; 229, Deansgate, Man-
chester., 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne: or 6,
Waslington Terrace. Queen’s Fark, Southampton,
Height Increased 5 Complete

In 30 Days. /" Course,

No Appliances. No - Drugs. No Dieting,
The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS.
Send stamp for particulars aud testimonials
—MELVIN STRONG, LTD.- (Dept. S), 10,
Ludeate Hill, London, England.

.worth cheap-Fhoto Material. Sam.
£2900 pies catulogie free. 12 by 10 Iin.

largemenl, any pholo, BA.—HACKETT'S WORKS,

Y'§ WANTED 418

offercd i Ansoralia, Canada.
and New Zoaland., The SALYATION ARMY
orants genceroils assistance (owards (rainmng,
ontfit, cte., to bo repaid:-when soitled over-
soas. The Army exercises cflicicnr commorn-
sense aftercare. Apphicniion should be made
HELIS 1) [ad s a ]

- THE SECRETARY.
3, Upper Thames Street. London, E.C.4,
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" NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON, VALUE 34,

~cnd S of these coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)

direct to the FPLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,
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