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Next moment h

Lord Pippinton gave a frantic ery as he found himself pushed over the lip of the quarry.

e ——

was falling down—down towards the terrible rocks which reared their jagged edges below!

.
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It’s Not Too Late to Start This Grand Series Now !
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T'he Boys of St. Frank’s in an enthralling long
complete yarn of fun, mystery and adventure.
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CHAFTER 1.
The Worried Hounsemaster !

e UST a minate, Handforth!”
J Fidward Oswald Handforth, of

the Remove IPormn al Ht. Frank’s,
_ came to a halt, and glanc**d round,
“Speaking to me. (Castleton?” he asked
coldly.
“Yeg 1"
“Phen don’t ™
Alan Clastleton,

catd Handforth, walking on.
the new fellow in the West
Flangs, bit las lip. It wasn't the first tre-
buff he bad had that dey or the previous
day, or the ane before that, cither.  Cast'e-
ton was decwdedly unpopular, Sinea  his
arvival at 8¢ Frank’s. he had proved himself
to be a rotter and a ead. The only roal
friends he eould count upcn were Gordon
- Wallace and his despicable pals of Siudy A,
in the Ancient House.

[Mandforth joined Chuarch and Ml lure near
the fountain, in the middle of the Triaugle. .

Nipper and Tommv Watson and Tregellis-
‘i\pt were there, too.

"1 can’r stick that chap!”™ growled Hand-
forth, *“#lad the nerve to talk to me just
now !

“Rhocking ! said Church, shaking his head.
“The best thing we can do 1s to ignore
him,*™ said Nipper.  * The feliow 1:0’t worth
any cousideration, anvhow, He came here
with the reputation of being a great sports-

5]

man—a [ine boxer and a w nmlt‘rfui footbatler,
But he's only a fraud.  Forget himn !
Evea the shrewd Nipper—the Junior

skippor of Bt. Frank’s—did not guess that
tnere wore two (fastlotons! He did not
lcirow that the reputation which bad heralded
Alan’s arrival, had really been the reputation
of Arthur C(astleton--Alan’s twin brother,
who was now at St. Jim's.  The twins were

50 absolutely alike that even their own father

could searcely fell tnem apart. It was in
thetr navares that they differcd so greatly.
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For Alan was a rotter, and Arthur was one
of the best fellows breathing. '

John Busterfield Boots and Percy Bray
came up, and Boots nodded cheerily.

“8o you fcllows are going to dine with us
in the Modern House to-day?” he asked,
“You'd better behave yourselves—or we shail
pitech you out on your necks, you know !”

“Rats I” said Handforth, frowning. “Do
vou think we want to dine in your beastly
old shed?”

“You needn’t come in unless you like!”
grinuned Bray. “You're quite welcome to
go without your dinner, old man!”

Nipper smiled. _

“It’s only a temporary expedient, anyhow,”
he said. “They’re pulling up the floor of our
dining-hall—something wrong with the
electric light wires underneath, I think—and
the place i1s in the hands of the workmen.
We've been distributed throughout the other
Houses for a day or two. Let’s hope that
everything is normal again to-morrow.”

“Hear, hear!” said Tommy Watson.
“Goodness knows what kind of rubbish we
shall get to eat in the Modern House!”

“Well. there goes the bell—so we shall
soon see,’” sald Nipper. *Don’t look so war-
like. Buster. We're only chipping you!”

“We're your guests. don’t forget,” grinned
Watson. “ You can’t toueh us, Buster ! House
jupes are decidedly off for to-day.”

“You're lucky !” said Buster Boots signifi-
cantly.

They all laughed, and went into the Modern
House. Nipper and his chums, Handforth,
and several others, were among the Ancient
House group which had been added to the
Modern House dining-table for this special
occasion.  Ag it happened, Nipper and Hand-
fecrth found - themselves at Mr. Stockdale’s
own table, Mr. Stockdale was the House-
niaster of the Modern House, and he was a
quiet, reserved, elderly gentleman. “Old
Etmky" was deservedly popular among his
boys.

“Can’t understand what’s wrong with him
lately.” murmured Bob Christine, of the
Fourth, who found himself sitting next to

Nipper. “He’s been getting worse during
this last week, too. Just look at the poor
chap! As haggard as the dickens!”

Nipper glanced at Mr. Stockdale.

. “He cortainly looks a bit worried,” he
admitted,
Me Arthur Stockdale was very haggard

indeed. There was an expression on his
face which denoted great mental stress. His
forehead was lined, and he was strangely un-
tidy in his appearance—a most unusual thing
for Mr. Stockdale,

“Some family worry perhaps,” breathed
Nipper. “Even schoolmasters, vou know,
have their own troubles, Bob. Don't you
know why he's been so worried ?”

“Haven't the faintest idea,” replied Bob
Christine, shaking his head. “We don’t like
it at all.  Of course, we can’t ask him any-
thiing—it wouldn’t be the thing. But some-
thing ought to be done.”

“By George! Look what he's doing now !”
said Handforth, from further along the table:

In an absent-minded way, Mr. Stock-
dale was tipping the sugar-sifter over his soup.
Several of the fellows were staring at him,
but he took no notice. He was evidently in
a very absent-minded state.

“Does he usually take sugar with his
tomato soup?” asked Handforth, turning to
Bob Christine.

“No, of course not!” growled Bob, with
a frown. “1 say, he's getting a lot worse!
He's never done anything like this before!
Poor old scout!”

Mr. Stockdale wag totally unaware of the
whispers that continually went round the
table concerning him. He was so preeccu-
pied that all the fellews could have talked in
quite loud voices, and he would not have
noticed it. A few of the janiors—the more
callous ones—were rather glad of Mr. Stock-
dale's condition, since it allowed them a
much greater laxity than usual. They were
able to talk, and there was no danger of
being pulled up.

When the meat course came along, Mr,
Stockdale scarcely ate anything. And, later,
he merely toyed with his marmalade pudding.

Somebody passed the mustard, winking to
the other fellows near by. And Mr. Stock-
dale opened the mustard-pot, and proceeded
g:_: smear some of the condiment over his pud-

ing |

“Great Scott!” muttered Bob Christine.
“Look at him! H#'s putting mustard on his
sweet now !”

“The fellow who passed it te him ought to

be boiled !” murmured Nipper, with a frown,
“That was a dirty trick! I don’t like to
Sﬁe a man ragged when he is so worried as
this.”
“The trouble is, we «.idn’t see who did it,”
said Bob. “Of course, old Stocky will soon
find out—— My only aunt! He’s eating
the stuff! He’s actually cating that giddy
marmalade pudding, and doesn’t even know
that there’s mustard on it! Phew! He must
be absent-minded !”

“It's very rummy !” said Handforth. “I
think he ought to see a doctor, or some-
thing.”

And later, when the mecal was over, Buster
was looking very concerned.

“TI say, you fellows., what about old
Stocky ?” he asked. *‘““We're jolly worried
about him, I can tell you. Something ought
to be done.”

“But what can
Christine.

“T don’t know—but isn’t there anybody
here with a wheeze?” asked Buster. “0ld
Stocky has been getting worse and worse
every day. He was the limit at dinner-
time! There's something on his mind—some-
thing pretty big, too. 1 wish we could help
him !”

But it was a very difficult problem. It was
cqually impossible to spy en him, and discover
his trouble by stealth. It recally scemcd as

we do?” asked Bob
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though the Housemaster of the DModern
House would have to bear hiz secret warries
entirely alone

e . S——

CHAPTER 2.
The Caddishness of Castieton !

LAN CASTLETON glanced
round as he heard a hail.
He was wheeling his
bicyele across the Triangle
~ towards the gates. It was
a half-holiday that day, and Alan was bent
upon a little trip to the village. "o be quite
frank, he wanted to send off a telegram in
connection with the three-thirty race at
Kempton Park.

He frowned a: he saw Mr. Stockdale on
the Modern House steps.  What on earth did
Mr. Stockdale want with him, anvhow? But
he was a Housemaster, and Alan could not
very well ignore him.

“Speaking to me, sir?” he called.

“Yes, myv boy—yes!” replied Mr., Stock-
dale, as Alan approached. “I want you to
do mo a littl~ favour, if you don’t mind.”

“That's all right. sir,” said Alan ungraci-
ously. “What is 1t?"

“You are going to the village, are you
not?"” asked Mr. Stockdale. “I saw you
wheeling your bieycle towards the gates——"

“Yes, sir: I'm going to the village.”

“Then be good enough to post this letter
for me.” said Mr. Stockdale. “I have no
stamp, and it iz very important, Thank
you, my boy—thank you.” |

Alan took the letter, and glanced at it.

“Do you want me to buy a stamp for it,
sir?” he asked pointedly.

“Ah, ves, to be sure !” said Mr. Stockdale.
“How forgetful of me! Here is the money
—er—er—— I don’t seem to know you.” he
went on, looking at Alan searchingly, “ Surely
you must be a mew boy?”

“ My wname’s Castleton, sir—West House.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Stockdale, as he
handed over the necessary coppers. “C(Castle-
ton. of the West House? Verv interesting
—very intercsting, indeed! Splendid!”

He went off, still very much preoccupied,.
and Alan pursed his lips as he put the
money into his pocket.

“Queer sort of old bird!” he murmured,

It was only by chance that Mr. Stockdale
had requested him to do this little favour,
There had been no other junior in sight at
the moment. Naturally, the Housemaster
would have preferred to make the request
of one of his own boys. But in his present
mental condition he hardly knew one fellow
from the other. His worry was evidently
very serious. -

And then Alan Castleton noticed some-
thing. Just as he was about to tuck the
letter into his pocket, he saw, with surprise,
that the flap of it was unsealed! There
scerned to be no end to old Stocky's
absent-mindedness! Not only had bhe given
the letter to Alan without any money for
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the stamp, but he had even forgotten to seal
it!  And it was an important letter, too,
by the look of it, for it was marked

“Private.” Alan looked at the name and
address with frank ecuriosity,

“Dr. James Martin, Gossmore House,
Wigmore Street, London, W.” That was
the superseription on the envelope. Evi-
dently it was addresced to a West-End
specialist of some kind.

Alan Castleton was thoughitful. Quite
possibly Mr., Stockdale was suffering from
some secret ailment or other—something
which he didn’t want to tell anybody about.
Alan’s curiosity was aroused,. And the
temptation was great! Hoere was this lettor,
absolutely unsealed, asking him to look inta
it.

“Hallo! What have you got there?”
Castleton turned sharply, and found
(iordon Wallaee bestde him. Gulliver and

Bell wore there, too, and Alan folt shightly
relicved, These fellows were his own tvpe,

“It's a letter,” said Alan. “0Old Stocky's
just asked me to post it.”

“Like his cheek!” said Wallace. “Why
the dickens can’t he post his lefters in tho
school box?”

“He hadn’t a stamp.,” replind Alan. “T'm
roing to the wvillage, anvhow.”

“Tt isn't stuck down.”. said Bell, in sur-
prise,

“No. T noticed that, teoo.” replied Alan,
with a grin. “0ld Stockdale i1s fearfully
absent-minded, I suppose. Jolly carcless of
him, anyhow, to leave his letter unsealed.”

“Some of the fellows are talkin’ about
Mr. Stockdale,” satd Gulliver, “They’re
worried about him, the silly fatheads! What
the dickens docs it matter to us whether old
Stocky is in trouble or not? We have our
own worries, without bothering ahout
masters ! "’ |

Alan looked thoughtful.

“T was just wondering whether 1t
wouldn't be a good idea to take a neep wio
the letter,” he suggested tentaiively,

“Oh, cheese it!"" said Dell, with a rather
scared look.

“YWhy not?” asked Wallace  “Tf Steeky
is so dashed carcless as to leave his letters
open. he can’t expect anvthing else. Who's
it addressed to, anyhow?” -

“A doctor—in Wigmore Street,” replied
Alan, “I've got an idea that Stocky
suffering from some sceret illness. We might
be able to discover the truth if we take a
glance at this letter. What do you say?
A bit of sport, what?”

“Of course!” replied Wallace.  “T don’t
believe in openin’ people's letters. but when
they’re left open for us to look at—well,
that’s a different thing.”

“Quite a different thing!”
coolly.

He knew well enough that lLis suggestion
was despicable in the extreme. DMr. Slock-
dale had left the letter open in sheer absent-
mindedness, and it was a blackguardly thing

b

Alun

satd

} to open it, and to pry into his privaie
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affairs. But it was quite characteristic' of
Alan Castleton to regard the act as “a bit
of sport.” He appeared to have no scruples.

“Let’'s get behind the gym.,” suggested
‘Gulliver eagerly “Nobody can see us there,
and it won’t take us more than a couple of
‘minutes to read through the letter.”

“We might be able to make something out
of this,” went on Alan, as they all moved
off towards the gymnasium. “It’s useful

sometimes to know something about a
Housemaster !” . )
“Oh, rats!” said Wallace, frowning.

“You’re not suggestin’ that there’s anythin’
squiffy about it, are you? 0Old Stockdale 1s
a straight old stick. He couldn’t do any-
thing wrong if he tried. That letter will
prove as dull as ditchwater, I expect. A
note about old Stocky’s deafness, or about
his liver, or something disgustin’ like that.
You know what these old codgers are—
alwayws full of fancies and fads. Let’s read
the thing and get it over. If anybody spots
us, we'll be slaughtered !”

“1 don’t think we ought to read it,” szid
Bell bluntly.

“Saquecamish " sneered Alan.

“No, I'm not!” retorted Bell sullenly.
“But some things are a bit too thick, aren’t
they ?  Anybody might have seen you take
_ that letter from old Stocky, and anybody
might have seen us come behind the gym.
here. And if the Head got to know of it,
it would mean a floggin’ all round—a public
Aoggin’, toa! It's not worth the giddy risk!”

Castleinn Jaughed.

“You can go away, if you like,” he said.
“T'm goin’ ta read the letter, anvhow.”

And he removed it from its envelope and
nnfolded it.

— —

CHAPTER 3.
Quite a Joke !
:G-:-'l' gone!” said Handforth,

in a strained voice,
“Gone?”
Church tragically.
. pound-note ?”’
“Yes!” repiicd Handy dismally,
“Gone!” said MecClure. “Do you mean
to say you've lost it?”
“How should I know !” asked Handforth
gruffly, "I put the thing in my pocket
before dinner, and now there’s no sign of it,

echoed
“Your

It’s a giddy mystery! I can’t understand
what’s——-"

“Which pocket did you put it into?”
asked Church.

“This one,” said Handforth.

“In your handkerchief pocket?” yelled

Mac. ““Oh, you hopeless ass!”

“Rats!” said Handforth, “I
Lottom of the pocket, and my handkerchief
on the top of 1t—to keep it down! DI'm
j0lly careful with my money!”

. "1t looks like it, doesn’t 1t ?” said Church
hitterly, “Of all the 1diotiec pockets to put
a quid-note into! Naturally, when you used
vour handkerchief, you whisked the note

ut it at the

out! That’s the only possible explai.ation.
It’s probably lying about the T'riangle some-
where.” :

““And it’s the only quid you had, Handy !
sald Church. “The last money of all! Mao
and I are broke, and now——"

“Oh, don’t be dotty!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “We’ve only got to look for it, and
we shall find it. We’ll go out into the
Triangle now and search about.”

Edward Oswald’s optimismm was famous.
He seemed to take it for granted that he
would be able to find his missing pound-
note without any trouble at all. But Church
and MecClure were somewhat dubious. It
was rather windy that afternoon, and a loose
pound-note would not be long in floating
away somewhere—into a nook or crevice,
where 1t would be effectually concealed. It
was rather a waste of time to go out in
search of the thing.

“It’s no good railing at the old fat-
head !” said Church, as he and McClure went
out together., “He can’t help being care-
less; he was born like that, Look at the
idiot now—going over into the East Square,.
And I don’t believe he went in that direc-
tion once this morning.”

“We'd better separate,” said McClure.
“You go towards Big Arch, and I'll work
towards the West Square. If you find the
note, give a yell.”

“You bet T will!” replied Church.

They separated, and the search proceeded.
Handforth, quite certain that he would soon
locate the missing note, worked his way
round the East Square, passed along the
rear of the building, and came within sight
of the pvmnasium. In ordinary circum-
stances. Handforth would never go near
this place alone. He didn’t know how for-
tunate it was that Fate had led his footsteps
in this direction now, Much was to develop
in consequence of this chance happening.

Intent upon the ground, ¥Handforth did not
notice any other presence until he heard the
sound of voices. He knew those voices—and
he didn’t like them.

“Castleton !” he muttered. *“Castleton and
Wallace and those other cads! What the
dickens are they up to behind the gym.?
Smoking, I'll bet! By George! TI'll sail in,
and smash the whole erowd of ’em!”

Handforth was always spoiling for a fight,
and he instinetively pushed his sleeves up as
he prepared to go into action, He had for-
gotten all about his pound-note now.,

But perhaps it would be as well to make
absolutely sure before he took drastic action.
Edward Oswald was no spy, but he didn’t
want to smash the cads unless they deserved
it. So he approached the corner cautiously,
and peeped round. ,

As it happened, Wallace & Co. and
Castleton had their backs towards him, and
did not know of his proximity. They were all
laughing uproariously, Alan in particular,
And Alan was holding a letter in his hand.

“Let’s have a look at it, you ass{” Wallace
was saying.
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“Rats!” said Alan. “I baven’t finished
rcading it myself vet, By pad! Poor old
Stocky! So he’s been trying to sell his rotten
old paintings, has he? Some hopes!”

“Not so loud, yvou ass!” said Bell uncasily.
“What's that about paintings, anyhow? You
might let us hear!” :

“All right, I'll read it out!” said Alan.
“No wonder old Stockdale has been looking
so down in the mouth recently. I expect he
thought he was going to be hung in the Royal
Agademy:. And, 1n all probability, he
deserves to be hung for his nerve in thinking
that he can do any painting!”

“Well, lot's hear the letter, you ass!"™ said

Wallace, moving closer.
Alan Castleton read aloud:

“Alodern House,
“St. Frank’s Cgﬂeg{‘-,
“ Sussex.

v

“Dear Dr. Martin,—Your letter has given
me very grave worry. I really had no idea
that myv sister was in such a weakened con-
dition. It appals me when you say that the
onlv chance of saving her life is for her to
take a long trip to a tropical climate. As
vou say, this will be a very expensive under-
taking, and I am soriously afraid that it 1s
q}uite impossible for me to hope for any such
thing. ;

“As 1 think vou know, 1 have recently
bheen tryving to sell my landscape paintings,
Bul thev ure very slow in selling. T spent
practically the whole of my summer holidavs
at work on these paintings, and I dreamed
of selling them for good prices, But they
hang fire badly, I am beginning to realise
that my dream was indeed a dream.

“ Nobody wants my work, and T have only
sold one very small painting during the past
month. And, as I was rather hoping for a
considerable success in  this direction—in
order to raise the necessary money for my
sister’s expenses—I can now do nothing but
tell von that such a trip as you outline is
gquite 1mpossible.

“Tt is altogether beyond my means, and
I have really no hope of raising the money in
anv cther direction. Unless a miracle hap-
pens with regard to my paintings, T must
take my sister away from the nursing home,
and send her to some other relatives in the
Isle of Wight, Perhaps your fears are un-
feunded. At least,
Please let me know as soon as possible how
my sisler 1s progressing,

“Yours wvery sincerely,
“ARTHUR STOCKDALE."”

Gutliver uttered a chuckle,

“By gad!” be said. “So old Stocky was
fool enough to believe that he could sell his
mouldy paintin’s? Well, of all the silly old
1diots !

“I didn’t know he went in for paintin',”
said Wallace.

“Oh, in the summer time you can often
see him gotn' out with his easel and his

I sincerely hope so.|}

paint-box,” said Gulliver.
daubs are no good. No wonder people don't
buv them! This 1s one of the richest jokes
['ve heard for a long timie!”

“Rather!” agreed Alan, “Well, we've
seen the letter, and now - we know the
explanation of the myvsterv: = I suppose we'd
better seal 1t up——"

“Cave!” said Bell hurriedly.

They all turned round, and found Fdwayd
Oswald Handforth just behind them !

“Of course, his

——— | —

CHAPTER 1.
Less Than They Deserved |

| ANDFORTII was
very dangerous,
“Give me that letter'”
he said ominously,
Alan Castleton scowlexd
at him. and adopted a truculent attitude.

“Mind your own confounded business!”
he said, flaring up. “ Who told you to come
here interfering, Handforth? If you start
any of your nonsense we'll all =it on vou,
and give you what vou deserve! (o away
and mind your own business!”

Handforth said nothing for a moment. Il -
was disgusted and dismayed. In spite of
himself he had felt ccmpelled to listen (o
Castleton as the latter had read ihat letter
aloud. At firat Handforth had not quite

alised the purport of it. But he instine-
vely knew that Alan was up to something
despicable—something characieristic of his
nature. And then, in a flood, IHandforth had
realised the truth.

That letter had been written by old Stock-
dale! Handforth knew that Jong before
Alan had read out the signature. And hers
were these rotters, laughing over the un-
fortunate Housemaster’s troubles! Laugh-
ing when they knew that Mr. Stockdale’s
sister was dangerously ill, and in peril of los-
ing her very life!

“Yes, clear off, Handy !” said Wallace un-
easily. ““This is none of your business!”

“Isn’t 11?” thundered Handforth. *Nono
of my business, eh? You dirty rotlers! Yon
spving, contemptible cads! What do you mean
by reading Mr. Stockdale’s letter? How did
you get hold of it, anyhow?”

Castleton stared at him,

“Oh-ho!” he said sneeringly. “And whe
the dickens are you, to talk about spying?
What have you just been doing? Who told
vou to creep up behind us, and listen to our
private affairs? If that wasn't spyving and
eavesdropping, what was 1t?” ’

Handforth went nearly purple with rage.

“1 was justified in hstening!” he roared.
“I suspeeted what vour rotten pame was,
and any decent minded fellow would know
that I listened with a good motive. I'm

going to smash you, Castleton! Put up youn

hands !”
“SQteady,

lookingz

ras

Handy—steady ! said Nipper,
from the rear.
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And at the same moment Church and
McClure appeared—to say nothing of Reggie
Pitt, Tommy Watsen, Fullwood, Archie
Glenthorne, and one or two others. Hand-
forth’s roaring voice had attracted them all

As a matter of fact, Church and MecClure
had called the others, for Handforth’s chums

had believed that their leader had found his

pound note, and that there was some trouble
over it. But they could now tell that they
had made a mistake. This was something
very  different.

““What's wrong?” asked Nipper, as he
looked from one to.the other.
“ Kverything’s wrong!” snarled Alan.

“This interfering rotter comes pushing his

1

nose-

“T'Il tell you what’s wrong!” interrupted
Handforth, with surprising calmness. “I
was looking for a pound note of mine., I’'ve
dropped it somewhere,
matter now. And, as I came behind the
gym, here, I heard these cads laughing and
cackling. I wondered what they were
amused about. And then Castleton started
reading a letter out.”

“Yes, and you listened to 1t!” sneered
Alan. . :

“That letter is from Mr. Stockdale to a

doctor!” went on Handforth accusingly.
“It’s about his sister, who 1is lying
dangerously ill, and about Mr. Stockdale's

paintings that he’s trying to sell!”

Handforth turned to the other juniors,’ his
eyes blazing.

“ Poor ofd Stocky’s trouble is out now,”’
he went on. "“His sister must go on a long
sea voyage, to save her life, and old Stocky
has been trying to sell his paintings to raise
the money. But they won’t sell—and that’s
why he’s so terribly troubled and worried.
And these beastly rotters have been laughing
over the business!™

“Well, isn’t it funny?” asked Alan, with
a curl of his lip. “It’s like the old fool's
idiocy to believe that he can sell any of his
silly paintings!®

“You’d better [I;o
said Nipper quietly.
tetter.”

“Be hanged to you!”

“Let me have it!”’ said Nipper dangerously.

And there was such a IDOE in his eye that

carefully, Castleton,”
“Let me have that

Alan sullenly handed the letter over. Nipper
licked the flap and stuck it down.
“Tll post this,” he said curtly. “Did you

open it ? The gum seemed to be unused——"

“And so it was unused!” interrupted
Wallace. *“Mr. Stockdale gave it to Castle-
ton, and Castleton found that it was unsealed.
If Stocky leaves his letters in that condition,
he can’t blame people for reading——"

“You despica%le cad!” said Nipper, turn-
ing to Alan. “It was your plain duty to
seal that letter and to post it. Haven’t you
any sense of honour at all? By Jove! You're
something new in despicability !”

Alan winced.

“You’d better go easy "’ he muttered.

Nipper’s tone had cut him. Even his thick
hide had been penetrated.

but that doesn’ty

to the conclusion that it would be ver

“Clear off—all of you!"” said Nipper grimly,
“And don’t breathe a word of anything in
that letter, either! If you spread this story
about the school, we shall know—and we’ll
deal with you drastically!”

“We'll make your lives so miserable that
you won’'t want to live!” added Reggic Pitt.
‘““Nobody else here will spread this unhappy,

tale—so if it gets about we shall know ‘the

truth. You deserve to be horsewhipped—all
four of you!” v |

“Hear, hear!” o4

“Hold on!” said Handforth. “We're not
going to let these cads go, are we? I think
we ou%ht to wipe them up now! We’re be-
hind the gym~—it’s quite private here. . Let’s
sail in and do a bit of damage!”’

‘: I’Iear, hear!” said Church hotly.
on!’

“Hurrah!”

And Nipper approved of this suggestion.
Alan Castleton and Wallace & Ce. wero
seized. They were forced to fight—and, in-
cidentally, they were thorough%y thrashed.
Handforth made a very complete job of Alan,
He blacked one of his eyes, he gave him a

“Come

‘thick ear, and he administered a general bat-

tering which left Alan dizzy and dazed.

Wallace & Co. were almost as unfortunate,
By the time they staggered away they were
in a very wrecked condition. And they came
un-
wise for them to say a word about Mr. Stock-
dale’s private affairs in public. It would be
far safer to keep mum!

— —

| CHAPTER 5.
Boots and Co. Hear the News !

. W IPPER was looking rather
serious as he and the other
fellows tidied themselves
up before emerging from
behind the gymnasium,

“0Of course, we must keep this affair to our-
selves,” he said. “Poor old Stecky! We
don’t want to make his trouble any the worse.
It’ll be an awful shock to him if the school
gets to know about his worry.”

“We'll keep mum about it, never fear,”
said Handforth, “And I don’t think Wallace
and those other chaps will say anything. Not
after what we've done to them, anyhow!
They'll ‘be too jolly scared, the rotters!”’

He flung his jacket on, and something
white fluttered to the ground. Church and
MecClure stared at it dazedly. .

“Isn’t that your quid-note, Handy ?”’ asked
Church quickly.

“By George, so it is!” said Handforth,
picking it up. “Where the dickens did it
come from ?”’

“Out of your jacket, of course!™ said
MecClure in a disgusted voice. “Just like
you! The thing was in your inside coat-
pocket all the time!”

“Well 'm jiggered!” said Handforth. *“So

T put it in there

it was! I remember now!
for safetv.”
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Gloatinzly the thres cads perused the letter—a letter given them by Mr, Stoekdale fo post
the richest jokes I've heard for a long time ! ' chuckled Wallace,
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““ This is one of
And then, nmt at that moment, Handforth,

looking very warlika, came up behinl them !

“You mrght to have padlocks on your
pockets!” said Church with a suiff, Sl
we're not going to growl at vou, Handy. It
was because of that pound-note that we found
out this affair of old Stockdale. We've pro-
bably saved the varn from being broadcast
all over the school.”

"That's true enough,” said Nipper. *So
even old Handy's ecarclessness comes in handy
at times. No pun intended. Please note!
But about Stocky,” he went on. becoming
grave. “Isu’t there something we can do ?”

“How can we do anvthing " asked Reggie
Pitt, scratehing his head. “ We haven't scen
that letter, remember—at least, we're not
supposed to have seen it, That affair of Mr.
Slockdale's sister is entirely his own con-
cetn. As for his pamhngq I thought he
only dabbled in art as a hobby.”

“30 be does,” said Nipper. ‘“DBut, in des-
peration, I expect he’s been frying to rase
money on his pictures, Poor old c¢hap! I
fee! awfully sorry for him.’

“1 think we'd better tell Boots about this,”

said MNuliwood thoughtfully. " Boots and
Christine, say. They can easily be trusted—
and M. Stockdale is their House-master,

don’i forget. I think they ought to know.”
Nipper nodded.

old

as Iwell tell them,” he

b '}-"e‘
agreed,

But when Boots and Christine were sought
for, it was found that they had gone off to
Banmngton

“Well, it’s all right—we shall probably spot
them thoro,” said Nipper. “We're just going
into Bannington, as it happéns. Are any of

you other fellows coming 7"’

we might

“Yes, we're booked for Bannington, too,”
said Handforth.

“Are we " said Church.

“Tirst 1T knew of it!"” said MceClure.

“Well, we're going, all the same!” said

Handforth grimly. “There's an art shop in
the High Street. You've seen it, haven't you?

I'll bet a penny to iy best footer boots that
Stocky's paintings are in that shopf
Where elsa could he take them mund here ?

I want to go and have a look, anyhow.”

The others were equally interested, and so,
very soon afterwards, they left in a group
on their bicveles and rode into Bannington,

On the way, Nipper posted Mr. Stockdale's
letter, and felt more comfortable after it had
left his possession.

They soon arrived at the art shop—quite a
smart place, where all sorts of water-colour
paintings were displayed in ‘the windows.
There were a few oils, too—and any amount



&3
10

of ineéxpensive prinws. Mr, Piper, the pro-
prietor, was somewhat surprised when he saw
a large crowd of schoolboys gathering round
the window, eagerly looking at the oil-paint-
ings. SchOOIbOys_tf;dn’t usually display such
an interest in his wares.

“There you are!” said Nipper, pointing.
“You're quite right, Handy. There are two
6f old Stocky’s cftorts! Jolly good, too!”

“By Jove, yes!”

The {wo oil-paintings were quite small
They were unframed, and the “ A.S.” in the
corner denoted that Mr. Arthur Stockdale
was the artist. Handforth was very shocked
.when he observed the price-ticket on each of
the paintings.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated. “Five bob
each! Why, it’'s disgusting!”

“SBo it 1s!” agreed Fullwood. ‘Those paint-
ings must have taken old Stocky hours and
hours to do. Five shillings each!
terrible!”

“And even at that price there’s no sale
for them!” said Nipper sombrely, “It’s a
bi.t; pitiful when you come to think of it, isn’t
lt :??

“Pitiful isn’t the word!” growled Hand-
forth, *“It's wicked! There’s poor old Stocky,
wanting to raise money to send his sister
away to recuperate, and he can’t even get
five bob for the oil-paintings! What's the
matter with the people of Bannington! Don’t
they appreciate art *”

Nipper coughed,

“Well, as a matter of fact, old man, I'm
afraid that Mr. Stockdale's '
exactly be classified as art. 1
—for an amateur. But anybody can see that
they’re only crude. Jolly good impressions,
in their own way, but "

“Rats!” said Handforth. “I think they’re
ripping!” |

But as Handforth was no judge of art, no-
body else took any notice of him, And
there was a diversion at that moment, because
John Busterfield Boots and Bob Christine
came along. They observed the other juniors
gathered round the window, and wondered
what the interesi was about.

“Something special 2’ asked Boots, pushing
. through the group.

“Yes—old Stockdale’s paintings,” said Nip-
per, with a nod of his head towards the
two oils.© **Have you seen them, Buster?”

“By jingo, no!” said Boots. ‘“Those

Thev're very good

things? Did old Stocky paint them? Good
man!”’
Bob" Christine was looking at the Re-

movites, and not at the paintings. _

“But why all these serious faces?” he
asked curiously. “You’re all looking as
though you had just come from a funeral!
What’s the matter?”

“Matter enough!™ growled Handforth.
“Come over towards tho Green, and we’ll
sit down there and Tl tell you. We can’t
very well speak here—in front of the shop.”
. And, within five minutes, Bob Christine
‘and Buster Boots had bheen aequainted with
the facts.

It’s

paintings can’t |
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cerned. And both of them were quite at a
loss.

““This is pretty awful!” said Boots, frown-
ing. “Poor old Stocky! Trying to raise
money on his paintings! What can we do
to help him?” . | -

“Well, to begin with, let’s think,” said
Nipper. “Let’s put our heads together and
think hard.”

8 48 CHAPTER 86,
Lulo AR

A Perplexing Problem !

ANDFORTH grunted.
“Qh, what's the use?”
he asked. “There’s nothing

* L]

we can  do—absolutely

nothing! I’ve been think-
ing for ten solid minutes, and there’s no
result.”

“Don’t let that discourage you, old man,™
said Nipper soothingly. “We’re all in the
same boat. We’ve all been thinking—and
we can’t arrive at a solution.”

“It beats me,” confessed Buster Boots.
“I'm usually pretty quick on ideas, but this
time I'm stumped. How about you, Archie?”

Archie Glenthorne started.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated. “Me? That
is to say, 1? My dear old chappie, you
surely don’t expect me to get ideas? The
good old grey matter is absolutely stationary.
Not a sign of movement, as it were.”

Nipper shook his head.

“As far as I can see, there’s nothing we
can do,” he said. *“Even if we buy the
paintings, old Stocky will probably get to

'hear of it from the art people—and then

he’ll refuse to let us keep them.”

“And at such prices it wouldn’t be much
good, even if we did buy them,” said Hand-
forth. “1I mean, five bob each! It’s—it’s
outrageous! How much do you reckon old
Stocky wants to send his sister away for
that tropical voyage?”

“Nothing less than a hundred pounds,”
said Boots, shaking his head. “A hundred
and fifty would be nearer the mark.”

Handforth screwed his face up acutely as
he made some mental caleulations,

“ A hundred quid!” he said, with a startled
expression. “Why, at five bob each, old
Stocky would need to have five hundred
paintings.” ‘ N

“Go to the bottomm of the class!” said
Church. *“You mean four hundred.”

- “Well, what’s the difference?” demanded
Handforth, with a glare. *‘Four hundred!
I don’t suppose he’s got more than twenty
or thirty for sale—and if there was any
appreciation of art in this town, they’d fetch
the money,; too. Those oil paintings we saw
in that window are worth ten quid each any
day!”

XWeli. they’re worth a lot more than
five shillings, T’ll say that much,” remarked
Nipper. *The dealer has evidently priced

Both of them were much con-}them low because he wants to get rid of
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them. He probably paid Stockdale much
less than that—or he may be just an agent.
Perhaps old Stocky doesn’t touch a penny
until the paintings are actually sold.”

Handforth rose to his feet, and
round the open space.

“Well, it’s pretty cold here,” he said, but-
toning his overcoat. *‘Why should we stay?
There’s nothing that we can do. You're a
fine lot of chaps, 1 must say! Not an idea
among the lot of youl!”

“I haven’t heard many brilliant suggestions
from you, Handy,” said Bob Christine.

“Well, I'm going to make one mnow,” said
Handforth triumphantly. “When we get

ack to St. Frank’s, we’ll get up a deputa-
tion, and go to Mr. Stockdale.”

“Fine!” said Boots. “And what then?”

“We’ll offer to lend him a hutdred and
fifty pounds,” said Handforth firmly. “We
can make it up between ourselves—especially
it we get old Pippy on the job, and Bingle-
torr, and all the other chaps who are rolling

looked

in cash. We'll tell Mr. Stockdale that we
want to lend him the money, and—-"
“That’s enough!” interrupted Boots.
“ Nothing doing!”
‘SXE'That?i)

“That idea is absolutely hopeless,” said
Boots. “In the first place, old Stocky
wouldn’t listen to it for a minute. Do you
think he'd accept money from juniors?”

“He needs money, doesn’t he?” asked
Handforth defensively. |

“0Of course he does, but he wouldn’t accept
it from us,” growled Boots. “ What about
Lis dignity?”

“What about his sister’s life?” asked
Handforth. *“When il’s a matter of life or
death "

“No, Handy, it wouldn’t do,” put in
Nipper. “We couldn’t possibly offer to lend
Mr. Stockdale any money. There’s another
reason why it’s impossible—one that you
seem to have forgotten.”

“Well, and what is it?"" asked Handforth.

“My dear man, it’s as obvious as day-
light,” replied Nipper. *“If we go to old
Stocky, and offer to lend him money, he’ll
know that we have learned his secret.”

“By George! So he willl”

“And he'll naturally make inquiries,”
went on Nipper. ‘He'll want to know how
we found out. And then we shall have to
explain about- that letter, and that would
be awful.”

“Too frightfully awful for words, laddies,”
agreed Archie Glenthorne. ‘0Odds brainwaves
and wheezes,” he added, with a start. “An
idea, old cheeses! Absolutely an idea!™

“Bravo!” said Fullwood. “Trot it out,
Archie! -What’s your solution?" .

“Phipps!” replied the Genial Ass of the
Remove. _

“Eh?”

“Phipps!” repeated Archie,

“What the dickens do you mean—Phipps?”
asked Handforth, glaring, ‘Do you call
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Phipps an idea? If you can’t say something
sensible, Archie—"

“But, my dear old teacup, it’s absolutely
the stuff to ladle out!” said Archie. * Phipps
is the man with the brain. Phipps is the
chappie who shakes ideas and suggestions out
of his dashed shirtsleeves! A conjurer, if
you know what I mean. I've only got to
put the thing to Phipps, and in two jiffs
he’ll have the whole business mapped out.”

The others were not particularly improssed.
I we can’t get an idea, Phipps can’t,”
said Fullwood. * And I’'m not sure that you
ought to tell Phipps anything about it,
Archie.. You seem to have forgotten that
this is & very private matter.”

“Yes, of course,” said Boots.
15 only a valet—a manservant.
tell him Mr, Stockdale’s
Archie!”

“Odds slurs and insults!™ protested Avchie
(ilenthorne. * Kindly remember, you foul
blighter, that Phipps is a confidential adviser!
Why, good gad, he knows the Glenthorne
history from start to finish. He knows more
family secrets than any lawyer chappie! And
Phipps can be relied upon. His discretion
is positively guaranteed in every hole, I mean.
That is to say, jewelled in every hole, to be:
precise,”’

But still the others were unimpressed, and
Phipps was forgotten. The juniors were com-
pelled to admit themsclves beaten, Evon
Nipper was stumped. It seemed that there
was no way in which they could help the un-
fortunate Housemaster of the Modern House.

Il

“Phipps
. You can't
private affairs,

CHAPTER 7,
The Man of Brain !

S anything wrong, sir ?”
It tea-time

~was in
Study I, and Atrchie
Glenthorne was gazing

pensively at the blazing
fire. Al Brent, his study-mate, was not in
evidence, but Phipps was hovering about with
the teapot and the buttered scones. Dut
somechow Archic seemed to have no interest
in the “good old brew,” and Phipps was
mildly astonished, although, being a well-
trained manservant, he showed no sign of it.

“Lh?” said Archie, gluncing up and adjust-
mmg his monocie. “Oh, PPhipps! What-ho!
The doings, and all that sort of thing, eh?”

“Your tea, sir,” said Phipps.

“ Absolutely ! said Archic, * Kindly shove
it across, laddie. Now you come to remind me
of it, the old tissues aro absolutely switching
on all five valves!”

Phipps handed the toast, but Archie shud-
dered slightly, and waved it away.

““Not to-night, Phipps—not to-night!” he
said firmly. “Food is not for the young
master this evening. You may have observed
a somowhat wrinkled condition of the old

L brow.”
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“To be quite frank, sir, 1 have certainly

noticed that you are not yourself,”’ said
Phipps.
. “Oh, rather!” agreed Archie. “I mean,
somebody else—what? No, not exactly that
The fact is, Phipps, old bean, I'm
deucedly worried. The pride of the Glen-
thornes is i the throes!” e

“Perhaps I can help, sir 7" suggested Phipps
politely. S

*“That, laddie, is absolutely the stuff!”
agreed Archie; as he sipped his tea. *‘It may
interest you to know that I was waiting to
broach the subject. But I didn’t like to dis-
turb you while you were wrapping yourself
round the teacup and the other thingummy-
jigs., All ¢lear now, as it were 77

“*You have my full attention, sir.”

“ And what,” said Archie, *could be nicer ?
Well, Phipps, be good enough to tack back
tho earflaps and listen. Words of much import
are about to flow from the young master’s
lips. To be absolutely precise, and to get
down to brass nails or tacks, or whatever the
dashed things are, some poor merchant is in
frightful trouble.”

*] gathered as much, sir.”

“Of course, you would,”” said Archie, nod-
ding. **You're a wonderful gatherer, Phipps.
Dashed rummy, when you come to think of
it! You gather everything! Well, to carry
on, this is absolutely for your private ear.
Kindly understand that, Phipps—confidential
and private. Mum, so to speak, is the good
old word. I trust you gather my meaning ?”

“Quite, sir,”’ said Phipps. “I hope you
will realise that anything vou tell me will be
absolutely sacred. You have never had cause
to question my discretion, sir.”

“Good gad, no!” replied Archie, with a
start. “Odd slurs and evil suggestions, no!
But this is something particularly juiey,
Phipps—something positively ripe!”

And Archie proceeded to tell Phipps all
about it.

Phipps listened deferentially at first, with
much nterest. But before Archie had pro-
oeeded long the valet was very concerned. He
had merely thought that Archie was about to
recite some trouble—or imaginary trouble—
of one of the juniors. But Phipps was much
exercised in mind when he heard about Mr.
Stockdale’s unhappy predicament.

“And so, PhlpPa, it's up to you,” pro-
ceeded Archie. ‘The lads have absolutely
failed. Wheezes refuse to flow, and there is
nothing doing. What about it, Phipps? Trot
out the good old ideas!”

“1 must confess, sir, that the problem is
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for as long as you like, Phipps. Sit down in
one of the good old lounges, and allow the
forehead to swell. Take your time, laddie.
The young master is relying upon you.”

It was not long before Phipps glanced across
at his young master, with a quiet gleam in his
eye. He had not accepted Archie’s invitation
to sit down on the lounge, but was standmg
by the fireplace,

“I should suggest, sir, collusion with the
art dealer,” he said at length.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie, frowning.
“You should suggest what with the art dealer,
Phipps "

“Collusion, sir.”

“My dear old crumpet, I thought you said
a collision with the art dealer!”’ said Archie,
with relief. “Collusion—what ?”

*“ Precisely, sir,’’ nodded Phipps. “It would
be a good suggestion, I imagine, to see this
Mr, Piper, as I think you said his name is,
and to swear him to silence.”

“BSwear him ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Phipps firmly. *“Make an
arrangement with him for a special art
exhibition—a Stockdale exhibition. This will
take place on a certain day, and will be
immediately followed by an auction.
Naturally, the art dealer will come to Mr.
Stockdale and arrange the details, and there
13 no reason why Mr. Stockdale should not
imagine it to be gehuine,”

“Eh?” said Archie, groping. *“This sale
business—the good old auction—won't be
genuine at all 7”7

“So far as the moneyv is concerned, sir, it
will be genuine enough,” replied Phipps. * But
I am about to propose that your young friends
of the Remove and Fourth Form should
attend this sale in the guise of genuine buyers
—art lovers. Perhaps it might be as well for
Master Browne to be the auctioneer. I
believe that Master . Browne 18 somewhat
gifted in the matter of speech.”’

“You’ve hit it!” echoed Archie. *“Good
gad, that laddie is absolutely a genius when it
comes to exercising the lower jaw!”’

“With such an auctioneer, sir, and with
such buyers, any preposterous prices can be
bid,” proceeded Phipps. “ And thus, you see,
the necessary amount will be raised, and Mr.
Stockdale will be none the wiser. He will, of
tf-:i?iurge, believe that the sale has been bona-

) e' 3 F

Archie lay back in his chair, fanning him-
gelf. He felt rather faint. This scheme of
Phipps’ was too colossal for words!

i . il ﬂ._‘

— ——

somawha;:] difﬁculb,’;)lsaid Phipps %raﬁely.s il CHAPTER 8.

is naturally impossible to approac r. Stoek- "

dale himself on this delicate subject. What- The Mysterious Stranger |

ever is done must be done by stealth.” | RCHIE GLENTHORNE
“Btealth 1 repeated Archie., “Oh, I sce. rose slowly to his feet,

You mean stealth—a sort of detective
business £

“Not exactly, sir,”’ said Phipps. “Perhaps
I might be able to suggest something if I am
allowed to think for a few minutes.” .

_ “Absolutely !” said Archie heartily. “ Think

23

“Phipps, old cheese, let
let me get this quite clear,”
he said dazedly. *“First of
all, we have a collision with the art dealer—
that is to say, we eollude with him. T mean
to say, we absolutely get together—what ?”
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“That expresses it very neatly, sir.”

“Wo arrange with Mr. Piper to have an
auction—a special Stockdale Exhibition, and
all that sort of stuff,” proceeded Archie.
“And then on the appointed day, Browne
takes the good old chair, and the rest of the
lads rally round and do the buying?”

“That is the suggestion, sir,”” said Phipps.

“But mightn’t there be a snag, old
article 7" asked Archie. **What if this dashed
art dealer shoves the veto on the whole
suggestion 7 He might not be willing to join
in this collusion stufi.”

“That is hardly likely, sir, since Mr. Piper
will naturally receive his ordinary commission,
with some exira commission on the top, no
doubt.”

“Oh, yes!” said Archie.  “ Absolutely!
Phipps, laddie, you think of everything, don’t
you? Kindly let me stagger forth and pass
the idea on to the chappes without. This is
too big for me to keep to myself.”"

And Archie wandered out of Study I, and
went along the corridor. John Busterfield
Boots, Bob Christine, Percy Bray, and Len
Clapson were coming along from the lobby,
and they stopped outside Study C. The
Modern House Fourth-Formers were all look-
ing grave and troubled, and Archie guessed
what their errand was.

“Just a minute, lads!’ he sang out.
“ Allow me to come forward with the idea of
the century!”

They all went into Study C, and found that
Handforth & Co. were visitors there already.
By the time they were all in, the apartment
was pretty well filled |

“Any ideas?” asked DBuster Doots, without
much hope,

“Nothing yet,” satd Nipper. “We're all
trving hard, though.”

Archie Glenthorne beamed,

“The problem, old sausages, is abselutely
solved,” he said smoothly. * Phipps has done
the good old trick. Always rely ‘on Phipps.
The man with the brain! The chappie with
the donie!”

Handforth looked at Archie without
enthusiasm.

“Well, get it out!” he said. *“We might
as well hear it. It's better than hearing
nothing."

And Archic proceeded to outline Phipps’
plan of campaign. At first the juniors listened
without acute attention, but by the time the
long-winded Archie had finished they were all
looking flushed and exeited.

“There's only one word for an idea of that
sort.,” said Nipper at length. “It's a gem!”

“By George,” said Handforth, “a corker!
It's a funnv thing, but I had a glimmering
of an idea like that——"

much

“Cheese it, Handv!” grinned Church.
*Give old Phippa his due.”’
“It's a gem!” repeated Nipper., “I can’

se¢ a single thing wrong with it. And old
dJrowne as the auctioneer will be a seream.””

“It'll be a first-class rag!” grinned Boots.
“Of course, Stocky himself won’t be there.
We shall have to make certain of that. And
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I don't suppose any ordinary customers will
be there either, But wo'll go through with
the thing—hold the exhibition, and then have
the auection, Mr. Piper will naturally say to
old Stocky afterwards that everything went
off sinoothly, and that the sale was a great
suceess. And it’ll all be true, too.”

“Exaectly !” chuckled Nipper. “We’d bet-
ter call another meeting later on this evening.
And I'll suggest that we arrange the exhibi-
tion for Saturday morning, and the sale for
Saturday afternoon. That's a half-holiday,
and there’s no important match on. We can
all get off.”’

“Great!” said Handforth., “Of course, we
shall want Old Pippy there, and Singleton,
and the Duke of Somerton, and ail the other
chaps with lots of money.”

“QOh, rather!’ agreed Archie. “I shall
withdraw certain chunks out of the bank in
readiness, don’t you know. Nothing like
being well armed with the good old splosh!”

There was no doubt about the reception of
Phipps’ idea. Everybody was enchanted with
it. 1t seemed to solve the complete problem.
And Phipps went up greatly in everybody’s
estimation.

There was a good deal more discussion, and
then the little meeting broke up., with the
arrangement that a bigger meeting should
take place later on in the evening—with all
ihe prospective “art lovers " on hand,

Emerging from Study D, Handforth & Co.
cume face to face with Alan Castieton.
Handforth barred the way, and Alun looked
at him with cool insoleuce.

“Want all the passage?”’ he asked.

“What are you doing in this House?" de-

manded Handforth aggressively.

*1 ecan visit my Irtends, I suppose?”

“Then you suppose wrong!” roared Hand-
forth. “ Reptiles aren’t wanted in the Ancient
House! You rotten cad! Get out of here!”

“T’ll get out when 1 like!” retorted Alan
hotly. |

“Then you'll like now!” sunorted Hand-
forth., “Come on, you chaps—grab him!
Pitch him out! He doesn't belong to this
House, anvhow! He’s not wanted!”

And, forthwith, Alan Castleton was booted
down the passage, booted across the lobby,
and booted out into the Triangle. He was
shown,- very plainly, that his company was
undesirable.

“Stay out. and don’t come back again!”’
roared Hundforth, as a final sally.

Alan Castleton went over to the West
House, sullen and sore. He was glowering
with rage. He went into his own study, and
found Lord Pippinten there,

“Fh?” said Old Pippy. starting up from
the lounge. “Oh, rather!”

He promptly got up, gave Castleton a cold
glance, and walked out. The action was
significant. Lord Pippinton, it seemed, was
not quite such a simpleton as he looked. He,
too, didn’t like Alan’s company.

He went out into the dusky Triangle, and
saw a queer, gaunt old stranger unear the
gates. ko



CHAPTER 8.
0ld Pippy’s Peril |

ORD PIPPINTON only
saw the gaunt old stranger
when he was actually upon
him. He had strolled to-

N\h L
his trance-like conditions, hardl
where he went, or why he went there.
there seemed to be nobody else’in sight.

For some reason, the stranger looked at
him closely—and then a queer gleam came
into his eyes. ¥

“ A pleasant evening, my young friend,
he said in a curiously soft, husky voice.

“Fh?’ said old Pippy. “What-ho! Oh,
rather!”’ ; .

He looked at the stranger wonderingly.
The old man was tall, with rounded shoulders.
lron grey hair fell about his neck. His
frame was obviously wiry, and his face was
lined and wrinkled. In the evening light,
indeed, he looked rather sinister.

“We can never equal the glories of nature,”
proceeded the stranger, “What can be more
wonderful than a walk on such an evening
as this? Perhaps you will care to come for
a stroll, my young friend? The exercise is
good. There is nothing better than walking.”

wards the gates in one of

knowin
An

“Oh, rather not!” said Pippy. “I1 mean,
walking ien’t absolutely my style.”
“Come, come!” laughed the other. “Ii

will do you a great amount of good.”
“Really ?” said Lord Pippinton.
well, of course, if you put it like that——

"He passed through the gateway, and went
up the lane with the stranger. He didn’t
quite know why, but he went. Old Pippy
was a very simple youth, and he had practi-
cally no will-power of hie own. The mere
suggestion that he could go for a walk seemed
to indicate that he had to go for a walk.
And it never occurred to him to turn back,
and to leave this old stranger to go his own
way. .

‘y’l‘he-t'e is frost in the air,”’ continued the
old man. “There i8 frost on the ground.
See the blades of grass—see how they stand
ip crisply from the hedge-rows. 'There is
museie in every scene.’’

“You think so?"” said Lord Pippinton.
“I mean, rather!”

“But what beauty is there more great than
the beauties of the moor in the eventide?”’
went on the gaunt one. “Let us wander
to the moor, my young companion. Let us
taste of the delights of the great open space!”

“The great open spaces!’” said old Pippy.
“1 saw something of that in one of those
dashed cinema places once. Deserts, and so
forth.”

“The beauty of the bleak countryside is
far greater than any desert,”” replied the old
stranger in a severe tone. “What can be
more exquisite than the moorland on a wintry
cvening? Let us examine it closely—let us
taste the pure, rich air coming from the sea.
The air that is laden with ozone—the air

o oh’
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-they were strolling along briskly.
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l_t.ll}at”goﬁs into our lungs, and gives us fresh
ife, ,

Lord Pippinton was rather taken off his
feet. And the stranger continued in that
same eloquent strain. The junior scarcely
found a chance of getting a word in. Not
that he really wanted to. His ene desire
was to get back to St. Frank’s, and to find
some place where he could have a rest. But
he didn’t quite know what to do. He was
hoping, every minute, that the stranger would
turn back. But notfling like this happened.

And before long they found themselves not
only on the edge of nnington Moor, but
progressing across it.

By this time the queer old man had placed .
one of his arms into Lord Pippinton’s, and
There
was something very peculiar in the whole
circumstance,

It was growing very dark now—and a
stif wind was coming acroes the moor—a
cold, bitter wind, I.ord Pippinton had no
overcoat on, and he was beginning to feel
chilly. Only the brisk walking saved him
from being actually cold.

And then, on the edge of the old, deserted
quarries, the stranger came to a halt. If
Lord Pippinton could have seen his eyes, he
would have noticed a curious, baleful light
in them.

Baleful eyves! -

Were these the same eyee that had looked
through the window of Lord Pippinton’s
study one evening, ounly recently?

The gaunt stranger was now pointing up
towards the sky, where the stars were begin-
ning to peep. | :

“1f you will observe closely, you will see
the curious formation of the planets,”” said
the old man, paiuting. “lLook—this one high
above! Deoes it not twinkle with every colour
of the rainbow ?”’ |

Lord Pippinton looked up.

“Oh, that chappie?”’ he asked. “ Rather!
But isn’t it somewhat chilly here, as it were?

ouldn’t it be a brainy idea to——""

His words broke off with a gasp.

For, without any warning, he had received
a push in the very centre of the back. He
could not possibly have been aware of what
was coming, for he was staring upwards, and
he did not know that he had been standing
within five or six feet of the edge of the
quarry. Only the gaunt old stranger had
known that. |

“Here " ]
mean w

That tremendous heave had sent him for-
ward so that he could not possibly pull him-
self up. And then he saw the edge of the
quarry in front of him. There was the
abyss—sheer and awful!

Pippy gave a frantic cry
sort of cry, for he realised his danger.
it was too late!

He grasped at the grass growing on the

gasped Lord Pippinton.

a rather wild

Bug

edge of the quarry, but he could not gain

any hold. And he went down—down—to-
wards the terrible rocks which reared their
jagged edges below!
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“ At last—at last!” muttered the gaunt old
man, in a quivering, shaky voice.

He turned on his heel, and walked away
into the gloom-—-vanishing utterly!

—

CHAPTER 10.
Not Believed!

OWN-—down !

The unhappy Lord
Pippinton fell sheer. And
then—erash !

But it was a curious
crash, followed by a loud splashing of water,
And Old Pippy, half stunned and half
winded, siruggled frantically in the icy
water, and then struck out for the bank.
For he had fallen into a decp pool of water
cansed by a recent storm, and there was a
thin sheet of ice on the top of it.

There was something almost miraculous
about the way in which Lord Pippinton had
fallen feet first into this one particular spot
—the only spot where there was auyv safety.
He was, indeed, scarcely hurt at all. Shaken,
perhaps, and bruised in one or two places,
but etherwise uninjured,

And the gaunt stranger, hurrying away,
was telling himself that there would be no
tell-tale footprints on the frozen ground. He

was telling himself that Lord Pippinton’s
body would be found on the hard rock: at

the foot of the quarrv, and that at the
inquest there would be a verdiet of acei-
dental death. Iverybody would believe
that the schoolboy had wandered off., and
had met his end by a sheer mischance.

A deliberate attempt at murder.

That was the long and the short of it.
But why should this stranger attempt to
take the life of such a simple vouth as Lord
Pippinton? He was the son and heir of the
Duke of Walsham, and there were no other
relatives.  His death would only mean that
the Walsham fortune would go to charity,
So what could be the meaning of this extra-
ordinary attempted erime? |

The stranger had made a miscaleulation.
dne solely to the gloom of the night. He
had taken his intended vietim to the wrong
spot. Tt was only a matier of a few feet,
but i had made all the difference.

Pippy, of course, had no coherent thoughts
at all as he crawled out, and ran towards
the sloping ground which led up from the
quarr;. There were many sheer cliffs here,
but 1n other places the ground was rough.
and oue could reach the moor again without
much trouble.

And Pippinton had enough sense to know
that it would be madness for him to hang
about. Ile was soaked to the skin, He was
bewildered, but he knew that he had to get

back to 8St. Frank’s and change bis
clothing.

He hardly knew how he got out of the
quarry.

Ceortainly he did not rememhber it after-
wards. He was so dazed and shaken that
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he had run half way to the school before he
remembered that bhe had been pushed from
behind. He was quite certain, in fact, that
the stranger had deliberately tried to kill
him. But why? Lord Pippinton was more
bewildered than cver,

But his prompt activity had saved him
from ecatching a chill. By the time he
reached the school he was in a fine glow.
And he had also managed to throw off most
of the ill effects. He had got his wind back,
and there was very little danger that he
wotlld have any bad effects afterwards,

By another quecr chance he got into the
West House without anybody spotting him.
tle even got to his bed-room without meet-
ing a soul, and, then and there. he tore off
his clothing and made a complete change.
And half an hour later, when he came down-
stairs, he was looking just the same as usual.
There was nothing about him to show what
he had just been through. A little scared
look In g}is eyes, perhaps, but nothing more.
He rather wondered what he should do. He
thoughi it was his plain duty to go to his
Housemaster, and to report the matter. But
perhaps it would be as well to tell some of
the juniors first.

And with this idea in mind, Old Pippy
wandered along to Reggie Pitt's study. Pitty
after all, was the junior skipper, and he was
the one to tell, |

His lordship went in, and found Pitt and
(irev hard at work on their prep. They
had just come back from a meeting in the
Ancient House, and they were hoth feeling
very bucked, They were taking great
interest in the Stockdale affair.

“Hallo, Pippy!” said Reginald Pitt brisk-
ly. “Just the man I wanted to sec. 1 want
vou--or, at least, we shall want you on
Saturday.” :

“Oh, ah!” sard Pippv. “But I
to tell vou—"

“That’s all _right—tell us anothor time!"
interrupted Jack Grey. “We're hard at
work. If vou can help me with this beasztly
grammar i

“Oh. but really!™ said Lord Pippintan.
“It's frightfully serious.  Really! Very
sprions.  Some awful chap tried to mnrder
me just now.”

Pitt and Grey stared at him.

“Somebody tried to murder
repeated Reggie.

“Absolutely !"” said Pippy. “A frightiul
cove with a lined face and bowed shoulders.
A queer-looking merchant. Absolutely tried
to murder me!”

“My dear chap, you've been dreaming!™
said TPitt.

“No, really!” msisted Old Pippy. “I went
for a walk with him.”

CA walk3”

“Yes, rather!” said his lordship. “A walk
on to the moor.”

“You certainly Fare been dreaming,” said
Pitt, grinning. “Nobody but a bhorn idiot
would go for a walk on the moor at this
time in the evening—when it’s practically
dark. 1It's cold and windy. too.” '

wanted

s

you?"

: ]
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“I went to the gates, don't you know,”
said Lord Pippy. ™ 'I'he chappie was there,
and he asked me to go with him, and I
didn’t like to refuse, so there you are. And
we went to the moor, and he biffed me over
the quarry.” :

““And you bounced up again, 1 suppose?”
asked Jack Grey, grinning.

“As it happens, I fell into a frightfully
big pool!” said Lord Pippinton,

*And you didn’t even get splashed!” said
Pitt dryly. “That’s quite enough,” Pippy !
You’'ve been dreaming! You’ve been walk-
ing about in one of your trances! That
story is a bit too thin!”

“But I want you to tell me what I ought
to do about it,” said Old Pippy.

“Forget it!” replied Pitt promptly.

“Forget 1t ?”

“Yes, that’s the best thing you.can do,”
replied Pitt. “Forget it completely.”

“Oh, all right, then!” said his lordship,
with relief. “ Perhaps you’re right.”

And he wandered out, leaving Reggie
Pitt and Jack Grey chuckling. Never.%or
an instant did they believe that there was
any truth in the story! . '

CHAPTER 11.

Preparing the Stage !

» R. PIPER
dubious.
“Am I to understand,
young gentlemen, that
you are quite serious 1in
“Do you realise what you

looked rather

this?” he asked.
are asking me?”

“We are perfectly serious, Mr. Piper,”
said Nipper. “We want you to arrange
this exhibition for Saturday morning. And
wo wanft you to allow Browne here to act
as the auctioneer on Saturday afternoon.
If any members of the ordinary public come
in, so much the better, but whether they
come or not, we want to hold the sale.”

“A genuine sale, you understand,” said

Buster Boots. “No fake about it. Any
prices that we bid will be paid. The

auctioncer will collect every penny.”

“¥Fou can leave that to me, brother,”
no;iicd William Napoleon Browne, of the
Fifth.

It was the next day, and a deputation had
gone to see Mr. Piper, the art-dealer, in
Bannington, The general outline of the
scheme had been given him, and he didn’t
seem to think much of it.

“The most important thing of all is that
Mr. Stockdale should know nothing of our
part in the game,” went on Nipper
earnestly. “We want it to be kept com-

letely from him. You see, the idea is for
Eiin to raise a lot of cash—by selling his
pictures.”

“I am afraid there’s not much chance of
them selling in the ordinary way,” said Mr.
Piper, shaking his head. “I have more
than a dozen of Mr, Stockdale’s paintings

here now, and although they are quite good
for an amateur, I cannot sell them as
genuine works of art. It is only by mark-
g them at a very low price that 1 can get
rid of them at all.”

“Well, you’ll get rid of thein quickly
enough, if you bold this special exhibition
on Daturday morning,” said Nipper. “There
won’t be a picture lett after the sale. They're
all going under the hammer! Now, %dr.
Piper, it’s a purely business deal, and 1
know you won't turn it down. Don’t forget
that you get your commission on every pic-
ture, and the more money it’s sold for, the
greater profit you'll get. There’s no fake
about it.”

Mr. Piper look suspicious.

““Are you quite sure of this?"” he asked.
“1 must warn you that I cannot possibly
allow any—er—ragging in my show-rooms.
I know what you schoolbovs are, and it
}\Efould,do my business a great deal of harm
if —’

“Brother Piper, allow me to enter a word
at this juncture,” put in Browne gently.
““As a responsible member of the senior
school, I vouch for the good behaviour of
these juniors. Usually, 1 will confess, they
arc high-spirited and obstreperous. But
always remember that they will be under
my care, As auctioneer, I shall make a
point of kceping order among the buyers.”

For a solid hour the juniors talked to
Mr. Piper. And by the end of that time he
was appreciating the situation. Indeed, he
proved himself to be a sportsman. He
entered in the thing heart and soul. What
was more, he promised to see Mr. Stock-
dale that very afternoon, and to further the
whole plan by proposing the exhibition at
the sale as though it was entirely his own
idea, In this way, Mr. Stockdale would
guess nothing.

Browne had a great deal to do with Mr.
Piper’s capitulation. Browne had a very
able tongue, and by the time he had finished
with Mr. Piper, that unfortunate gentle-

man was rather weak. It was really im-
possible to choke Browne off, once he
started. And the lanky Fifth-Former had

thrown himself whole-heartedly into this

offort on Mr. Stockdale’s behalf.

And, sure enough, while the school was
at lessons that afternoon, Mr. Stockdale
had a wvisitor.

The Housemaster of the Modern House was
momentarily alarmed when he beheld Mr.
Piper. He regarded the art-dealer’s coming
with apprehension. For it immediately came
into his head that the tradesman was about
to tell him that he could take no more of his
paintings.

Mr. Stockdale was looking weary and worn,
Seldom had the school seen him so utterl
dejected, His shoulders were greatly bowed{
and his whole bearing was careworn. During
the past two or three weeks he had aged
several yvears. It was a tragie change, for
usually Mr. Stockdale was cheery and bright.

“Ah, Mr. Stockdale,” said the art-dealer,
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“I am glad that you can
spate time to see me. [
have a  proposition to
make. I have come es-
pecially to see you, as |
am enthusiastic about it.
With your permission
am going to hold a special
exhibition of your paint-
ings on Saturday morn-
ing.”

“{rood gractous!” said
Mr. Stockdale, startled.

He stared at the art-
dealer in amazement, and
a flush bad come into his
vheelks,

“You1 mean to hold an
exhibition of my paint- ||
ings*" he asked incredu- |j
lousiy.

“Quite 30, my dear sir,”
said the other, *And,
what 1s more, I want every
painting that I can lav
hands upon. I shall make
a big feature of this ex-
hibition, And in the after-

¥

noon I am planning an
auction sale—a very big
sale in  which all your

paintings, I hope, will be
disposed of.”

“ But—but this i1s so un-
expected ! said the House-
master, “Did wyou not
tell me that my paintings
were of little use?”

Mr. Piper rubbed
hands.

“Since then I have had one or two clients
to see me,” he sald vaguely, “Wealthy
clients, I may say. Several people have taken
a great faney to your particular style of work,
Mr. Stockdale. 1 have every reason to believe
that this sale will be an immense succoess.
There 1z no reason why we should not realise
a conziderable sum—always providing, of
course, that- you have a sufficient number of

Smack !

his

palntings =
“J have manyv—many!” interrupted Mpr,

Stockdale breathlessly, ““Did 1 not tell you
that I have at least two dozen canvases which
you have never seen? You wouldn’t let me
bring them to you, Mr. Piper.”

“PBut I want them now, sir—I waunt them
all!" satd the art-dealer. “And the more the
hotter. This Stockdale exhibition will be
somathing big—something very unusual for
Bannington. Leave it entirely in my hands.
I rather think you will have a pleasant sur-
prisc on Saturday evening after the auction
sale.™

[t was only natural that Mre. Stockdale
shionld suspeet nothing. Here was the art-
dealer himsel mooting an idea which scemed
ta be his very own. And Mr. Stockdale. wlho
knew practically nothing of the sale, assumed
that Mr. Piper was inspired only by his own
basiness instinets, ~ And when later the art-

i7

Irene brought her hand round and slapped Castleton’s face with
such force that he staggered back. *“ You cad ! * she exclaimed indignantly.
Just then Mr, Stockdale, looking very grim and angry. came siriding up.

dealer took his departure, old Stocky was
looking like a different man.

There was new hope in him: and his
gleaming - eves and his flushed cheeks were
worth seeing.

CHAPTER 12,
The Bombszhell !

® A\'TURDAY morning dawned
clecar.  And there were
many fellows in the Re-
move and the Fourth who
got up that morning with
a particularly light-hearted fecling. They
were the plotters—the fellows who were
arranging to help Mr, Stockdale by stealth.
They had not failed to notice the extra-
ordinary change in the Housemaster during
the past day or two. Indecd, since DMr.
Piper’s visit, old Stocky had been a different
man. Once again he had regained his hope.

Nipper and his co-conspirators were par-
ticulariy pleased because nobody else in the
sehioo]l knew of this little game. It was just a
secret of their own, There weren't mapy in
it really. Just about a dozen all told. Aud
every arrangement had been made. No stone
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had been left unturned to make the sale a
complete success,

. The exhibition, of course, would be a mere
fiasco, since none of the Bannington inhabit-
ants would go to it. One or two people might
drop in, perhaps, but they would not be
allowed to buy anything. None of the
pictures were for sale until the afternoon,
when the auction would be held.

All the plotters had gathered as much
money as tﬁey possibly could. Nipper had
.managed to get a couple of fivers out of
Nelson Lee. Handforth had wired to his

pater to send him some cash at once, and he,

too, had obtained a tenner. Archie Glen-
thorne, naturally, had gone the whole hog,
and was simply wallowing in notes. Alto-
gether, he had two or three hundred pounds
on him, The others had laughed at him, for
this was an outrageous amount of money.

“All the same, laddies, it’s just as well to
be on the safe side,” declared Archie firmly.

“Yes, my dear ass. But if we raise a
hundred pounds for old Stocky’s pictures it'll
do fine,” said Nipper. “We’re not going to
let you bid any fancy prices, you ass. There’s
no sense in going to extremes.”

It was nearly time for prayers, and the
juniors were waiting near Big Hall. Reggie
Pitt was there, and Lord Pippinton, too.
Pippyv, of course, was essential to the success
of this sale, for Pippy had pots of money, and
he had been told to bid heavily. He was
quite ready to join in, too, for he knew that
it was for a good cause. And all the other
moneyed youths of the Lower School were
rallying round nobly. Anything to help old
Stocky. _

“1It's good to see the light in Stocky’s eyes
just now,” said Buster Boots as he joined the
others. “I passed him in the Triangle a
minute ago, and he's looking ten years
younger already. He doesn’t suspect a thing,
either. We've got him spoofed beautifully.”

“Yes, and we’ll keep him spoofed, too,” said

Handforth. *“‘He’ll never know a thing.
He'll always think that he sold his paintings
in the ordinary way. 1 say, what a lark!”

There was something rather fine in the way
these juniors were rallying round to the
Housemaster. They didn’t want him to know
anything about it. They were doing it all by
stealth. The very knowledge that he was
being provided with the money that he so
badly needed was all the reward they
wanted.

And then, just svhen everything seemed all
right, the bombshell crashed.

Immediately after prayers, Dr. Stafford
made a brief annoumcement. It was only
short, but it was enough to strike consterna-
tion into the hcarts of the plotters. .

“TI have to tell you, boys, that Bannington
is strictly out of bounds,” said the Head in a
matter-of-fact voice. - |

“Out of bounds, sir?” shouted Handforth,
startled.

#*“There is no need for you to shout in that
fashion Handforth,” =aid ghe Head, frown-
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ing. “I do not suppose the town will be out
of bounds for more than a few days.”
“ But—but——-"

“Bilence, there!” sang out one of the
prefects.

“There has been a case of smallpox in Ban-
nington,” proceeded the Head. “1 think it is
only mild, and there is very little danger of it
spreading. But you will all please understand
that the town is strictly prohibited. Any boy,
senior or junior, who enters Bannington until
this order is rescinded will be very severely
dealt with, Juniors, I may say, will be
flogged. That is all. You may dismiss.”

And the school dismissed.

Nearly everybody took the news with calm-
ness. It didn’t matter much to the majority.
If Bannington was out of bounds for a few
days no great harm would be done. It was a
bit of a nuisance, of course, but there the
matter ended. :

There were others, however, who thought
différent,

William Napoleon Browne gathered his
fellow plotters together. Nipper & Co., Hand-
forth, Reggie Pitt, Buster Boots and all the
others joined forces in the Triangle, and their
expressions were ones of deep concern.

“What about our auction this afternocon ?*’
asked Handforth breathlessly. *‘Bannington
banned! It—it’s awful!®

The others nodded gloomily. Dr. Staf-
ford’s ban had certainly complicated matters.

“Yes, what about 167" said Nipper. *“ You
heard what the Head said, didn’t you? Any-
body who's seen in Bannington will be
flogged., How can we defy an order like
that 7™

“It's a bit of a problem,” agreed. Pitt,
frowning. “We're bound to be seen if we
go, and it isn’t an ordinary case, either.
There’s smallpox in the town, and we don't
want to risk infection, do we? T’'m blessed if
I know what to suggest.” '

“Brothers, the situation is serious,” agreed
Browne, “It really secems that we must
abandon our entire scheme. It is the irony
of fate that some misguided person should
contract smallpox at this juncture. But fate
is always waiting round the corner with a
sledgehammer. We must face these trials
with a stoical calmness.”

“That’s all very well.” growled Handforth,
“but are we going to let old Stocky down?
Are we going to see this thing fizzle out?”

“We can’t!” replied Nipper between his
teeth. “We've got to go through with it—
and hang the consequences !”

And the others agreed, although they were
looking grave and troubled. It was a very
serious matter to ignore the Headmaster’s
order. Bannington had been put definitely
and completely out of bounds. And this was
the very day on which the auction sale of
Mr. Stockdale’s paintings was to be held!
Could anything have been more unfortunate ?
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CHAPTER 13.
Worth the Risk !

OTHING definite was settled
then.
The more
thought of

the fellows

it, the more

they realised that they
wero called upon to do much more than
they had bargained for. It was one thing
to go to this fake sale and to have a little
sport, and to bid exorbitant prices for Mr.
Stockdale's paintings.

But it was another thing to face the cer-
tainty of a public flogging !

Handforth suggested that they should all
disguise themselves, and go to the sale-room
as gonuine customers. fe was full of the
suggestion, and when morning lessons were
over he told all the others,

“It ought to be casy,” he declared. "We've
vuly got to dress up and put on false whis-
kers and things, and we shall trick every-

body. Besides, it'll make the sale scem a
lot more genuine. Even old Stocky could

come along, and he won’t even guess!”

Nipper shook his head. -

“Don’t you believe it, Handy,” he said.
That sort of thing can be done in a comie
paper, but not in real life, The only safe
way i3 to keep Mr, Stockdale right out of
it. And we must go in our own personali-
ties, and not faked up like a lot of guys.
We should have crowds after us if we wore
those disguises, as you suggest. No, it can't
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be done.”
And all the others heartily agreed.
“All right! Have your own way!"

growled Handforth, *You always sit on my
suggestions! But I say it’s a jolly good idea'!
And there’s something else, too, now I'm

about it, I think ought to be the
auctioneer.”

“Rats!” said DBuster Boots. “That's
Browne's job.”

Buster was looking very worried. Mr.
Stockdale was his own Housemaster, and
Buster kaew that Stocky was one of the
best. All these Modern House fellows were |

grateful to the other juniors for the help
they were extending. But it was a bit thick
if they were to land themselves in for a
flogging as a reward for their good-nature.

They were out in the Triangle, near the
fountain, and it so happened that Mr, Stock-
dale himself came by. The Houscmaster
walked with a springy step. His eves were
gleaming, his colour bhad returned, and he
was upright and straight. He nodded cheerily
to the juniors,

“A splendid day, my boys,” he said.
“Wonderful weather—wonderful !”

“ Rather, sir!”

“ Sometunes,” - said Mr. Stockdale, “we

believe that everything is black and hopeless.
But we mustn’t allow ourselves to get into
that condition, boys,” he went on. with a
far-away expression in his eyes. “Let us
always look on the bright side. That is the
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best way to go chrough life. Well, well!
Yes, a beautiful day—a beautiful day!”

He walked off rather hurriedly, probably
realising that he had been saying a trifle
too much. But the juniors glanced at one
another after he had gone.

“Well 7" asked Boots defiantly.

“My dear chap, there’'s nothing else for
it,”" said Nipper. “We've got to go through
with the scheme! If we don’t, poor old
Stocky will know everything.”

“That’s just 1t,”” agrecd Boots, “Mr, Piper
will have to confess that the whole thing was
a fake, and that the art lovers didn’t turm
up because they were confined to gates! And
then old Stocky will know everything, and
that bright look will go out of his face.
Those paintings of his will be on his hands
again.”

“They’ll never be on his hands!” declared
Handforth. “ We're going to that sale. We're
going right through with it, and nothing is
going to stop us. Smallpox, eh? Blow
smallpox{ There’s no danger at all, in my
opinion. I never heard of such an idiotio
thing!”

* My dear ass, there's no danger of small-
pox,” grinned Nipper. “That’'s not the
trouble. But it seems to me that there’s
a pretty strong danger of a flogging.”

“Well, we can stand a swishing for once,
can’t we?” A

“We've got to,” replied Reggie Pitt
cheerily. “It’s all in a good cause, so why
should we worry? Besides, if we're lucky,
we might get to Bannington, and even get
bm{\k without being spotted. It’s worth the
risk.”

“1 am delighted, brothers, that I should
hear vou voicing such views,” said Drowne as
he joined them. “Undoubtedly there is but
one course for us to pursue. We must go.”

“Hear, hear!”

“(iood old Browne!”

“I will confess that I view the prospect
with many misgivings,” continued DBrowne
calmly, “but we must steel ourselves. Wo
must hope for the best, and we must be
prepared for the worst.”

“That's all wvery well for you,” said
Church. “But if vouw're collared you woun't
be flogged. I wonder why they don’t flog
seniors nowadays?”

“Let us not go into these painful sub-
jeets,” said Browne. "I am about to wmake
a suggestion, brothers, and I desire your
ears. It is my plan that we should leave
singly after the meal is over.”

“How do you mean singly?
forth.

“Well, I venture to suggest that a few
suspicions might be aroused if we all went
out in a buoch,” continued Browne., " There-
fors would it not be better for us to wander
forth alone? In twos and threes, perhaps,
but not in greater numbers. We could sneak
into Bannington by the by-ways and by the
alleys. Let us all make a bee-line for b
Piper's establishment—and, indeed, there is
no reason why we should not slip in by the

y

asked Haud-
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back door. | will make a point of that. 1
will ring up the gentleman, and obtain the
precise information we need.
better than proceeding along the High Street,
where we stand many murky chances of being
observed.” .

“That’s a brainy notion!” grinned Nipper.
“1f we go in by the back way, we can avoid
being scen by anybody who knows us.”

And when the juniors dispersed, to go to
their various Houses for the mid-day meal,
they were all agreed. It made no difference
to them that Bannington was out of bounds,
They wonld go to Mr. Piper’s art shop that
afternoon, and carry on with the sale, so
that Mr, Stockdale could raise the money he
needed.

Any other thought was absolutely out of
the question.

It was impossible to let the Housemaster
down now. He was living in a new world.
He was living in a dreamland of hopes and
contentment. He had seen the preparations
in the art shop, and Mr. Piper had led him
to believe that the auction sale would be a
great success,

Hpw could the boys desert him now? How
could they back out, just because Bannington
was placed out of bounds? For if they failed
to hold that sale, old Stocky would know

" everything, and then his misery would be ten-
fold. The rcaction would be so great that

he might ¢ven suffer a general collapse.
No, Mr. Stockdale’s bopes had been raised, |
and that auction sale was going to

S

take
place !

CHAPTER 14.
Castleton’s Threat.

'3 .
" LAN CASTLETON looked
» very thoughtful.

He was lounging on
the Ancient House steps,
wondering  what  he
should do that afternoon. His thoughts, in-
deed, were mainly connceted with the affairs

of Mr. Stockdale. For Alan was no fool.

- He knew about that letter; he knew of
Mr. Stockdale’s trouble. And he had not
failed to rotice the signal difference in the
Housemaster’s mien of late. Alan had also
seen the wvarious ineetings of Nipper and
Handforth, Pitt, and Boots, and the rest. By
keeping his cars open, he had caught words
here and there, and he knew exactly what
was going on in Bannngton.

“Silly fools!” murmured Alan to himsclf.
“They think nobody knows, ch? But I
know! Thev're getting up that giddy sale
at Piper’s shop, so that tﬁey can raise the
money for old Stockdale. Well, let them get
on with it! e

3

.
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They're crazy!
And he dismissed the matter from his mind,;
. Castleton had more sense than to take aay
action on his own account. He knew that
. the fellows would make things ierribly hot for
him 1f he breathed a word to the school in
general, So far the whole affair had been

It will be far
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kept secret, and Alan had ne intention of talk-
ing. The risks were too great; the costs
would be too heavy. |

But he knew, all the same.

“Oh, ho!?” he murmured, with
“What have we here?” .

Irene Manners had just walked in through
the gateway, and the Moor View girl made
a very pretty picture as she came daintily
towards the school buildings. Irene was quite
a pretty girl, and at present, in her winter
coat and her small hat, she locked particularly
attractive,

Alan bad passed one or two of the Moor
View girls on different occasions, but he was
not yet acquainted with them, and, in his
opinion, Irene was the faircst of them all.
He was particularly attracted by her blonde
beauty.

He went forward, raising his cap.

“ Good-afternoon !’ he said genially.

Irene halted, and looked at the Remove
fellow steadily.

“I don’t think I know wyou,” she said, in
her frank way. * You're a new boy, aren’t

a grin,

you 7

“Castleton,” nedded Alan. “Alan Castle-
ton. Entirely at your service, Miss—
Miss—"

“I'm Irene Manners,” replied the girl

“ Perhaps you can tell me where I can find
Handforth ?”

“Handforth minor or Handforth major?”

“1 want Ted Handforth, of the Remove,”
rephed Trene.

“Then I'm afraid you won’t see him just
yot,” said Alan, with a grin. “Handforth
has gone out to Ban—— Anyhow, he’s gone
out. And, what’s more, his cheeky young
minor has gone with him. They won't be back
until this evening, I'm sure.”

Irene looked rather disappointed.

“That's & pity,” she said. “I
Ted to come out with me.”

“"Ted 77

“Handforth major,” explained Irene.

“That’s all right,” said Alan. * Don’t
worry about Handforth. He's a loud-voiced
ass, anyhow. If you want somebody to come
out with you, I'm perfectly willing.”

Irene looked him straight in the eye.

“J dare say vou are,” she replied. *“But it
so happens that I'm not.”

She didn’t like this new fellow. There was
something too supercilious about him—some-
thing distrustful. He was getting altogether
too familiar. too. Alan had a tremendous
opinion of himself, and he fondly imagined
that no girl could withstand his attractions.
He glanced round quickly, and saw that no-
body else was in sight.

“Oh, don’t say that, old thing!” he mur-
mured. - “I’d love to go out with you for
the afternoon! As a matter of fact, I was
just wondering what to do. You’ve come
out of a clear sky!” :

“Don’t be silly,” said Irene: “Let me pass,
please.” o |
~“All right, you can pass if you like—but
you'll have to pay for it,” said Castleton

wanted

-
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" coolly. “And 1 suppose you know what- the

payment will be ?”

“You'd bettes be careful,” said Irene dan-

gecously, “1 don’t want any nonsense from
your !~
“The payment will be a kiss,” said Alan,

with a grin., “Come along—let’s have a kiss,

old top ! '
Irene laughed scornfully.

"I wouldn’t kiss you for a thousand
pounds!” she replied, in a contemptuous
tone.

Alan flushed at her scornful flash of the
eves. -

“ All right!” he said, in a low voice. “If
you won't kiss ‘'me for a thousand peunds,
perhaps you’ll kiss me for nothing?”

He was annoyed. He hated to be flouted by
a girl. And the next moment he grasped
Irene, and tried to force a kiss upon her. But
ha didn't know who he was dealing with! In
a flash, Irene brought ker hand round. and
slapped Alan’s face so soundly that the sinack
could have beer. heard on the other side of
the Triangle. He staggered back, his cheek
burning.

“How dare you?” asked Irene, in a low
voice.  “You cad!”

Whether Alan would have made another
attempt was questionable. But, in any case,
there came an interruption at that moment.
Mr. Stockdale cawmne striding across from the
Modern House. He was looking grim and
angry.

“Boy !” he said eurtly.

Alsn glanced round, his lips set in a thin
line.

“Well?"" he asked sullenly.

“What is your bame?”
Stockdale,

“(‘astleton !”

demanded Mr.

“(astloton—what ?” snapped the House-
master. ) )
“Alan Castleton!” replied Alan, with

studied insolence.

“1 am afraid, Castleton, that vou are de-
liberately impertinent,” said Mr. Stockdale,
with heat. “I saw yow attempt to force your
attentions upon this young lady., I am ex-
tremely sorry, Miss Irene,
should have——"

““Oh, that’s all right!” smiled Irene. ““Don’t
trouble, Mr. Stockdale. It was nothing.”

She walked on, and Mr. Stockdale turned to
Alan again.

“I shall report you to your own House-
raaster,” he said. “And I shall advise Mr,
Stokes to give you1 a severe caning.”

He walked away, and Alan scowled. Sure
enough, within half-an-hour, he was in-
structed to go to Mr. Beverley Stokes’ study.
And thera he passed a very painful five

minutes. He came out, his hands burning,
his eves glittering with evil, vindictive
hatred.

“By gad!” he muttered, as he went dewn
the passage. “T'lIl get even for this! TI'll
make old Stockdale sorry that he ever inter-

that « this boyw
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fered with me! Yes. and I know the way,
too ! '
There was something very sinister in Alan
Castleton’s mutiered words.

it iy

CHAPTER 15.
The Mysterioug Stranger Again |-

g O far,” said Reggie Pitt, “so
s good !V
He was cyeling along the
Bannington road with Lord
Pippinton and Willy Hand-
three had eclected to
Reggie felt that it was

These

forth.
come together.
highly necessary for somebody reponsible to

take charge of Old Pippy. And Willy went
with them because he had no great desive
to accompany his voleanic major.  Willy, of
course. had been in the “know” from the
very start. Willy was a very ente yvoungsler,
and it wasn’t » wise policy to keep hun outk
of anvthing like tris. |

“Of course we're safe so far,” he remarked,
as they eycled along. “We're wiot out of
bounds yet. We're all right until we get
within the boundaries of Bannmglon., Tt
wouldn’t matter f we met every masler of
St. Frauk’s here,”

“Wouldr’t 11 1" grinned Pitt, “ They might
smell a rgt, my son! It's a pity they couldn’t
have waited until Monday before putting
Bannington out of bounds.”

“Just like "em!” said Willy, with a snill,
“The whole thing is a lot of rot, of course.
I don’t suppose there’s a case of smallpox at
all. DBut vou know what these schoo!masters
are!” he added wisely. “They get the wind
up in half a minate if a report goes out that
somebody has come out in spots!”

“I'm not sure they're not right, either,”
said Pitt. “And in any other circumstances
I wouldn’t break bounds like this—especially
to go into a prohibited area. But old Stocky's
fate is in the balance, so to speak, and 1t's
a matter of necessity. Let’s hope the sale
goes off all right.”

“Oh, rather!” =aid TLord DPippinton.
“Plenty of cash is the main thing, what?
I’m all over with it, don’t you know. Bulg-
ing with the good old stuff.”’

“That’s the ticketi” said Reggie. “Don’t
forget to make some good bids, Pippv. But
don't go too high-—don’t be mad about it
Keep the thing within reasonable bounds. If
we don't. we shall defeat our own ends, be-
cause old Stocky will smell a rat.”

“Just what I was thinking,” remarked
Willy sagely. “We shall have to keep our
cye on Archie, too. If we let him have
enough rope, he'll go and bid twenty or
thirty quid for a picture that’s only worth ten
bob. That sort of thing won't do. Stocky
will only beeome suspicious.”

They turned a bend in the lane, and beheld
a small two-secater motor-car further along,
pulled up against the grasz border. Theo
motorist was evidontly suffering from a punec-
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tured tyre. For he was bending over the
rear wheel, tinkering with a jack.

Reggie Pitt frowned.

“I'his old chap seems to be all alone,” he
murmured.  “ Pity we're in such a huarry, or
we'd offer to lend him a hand.”

“Yes,” gaid Willy, " Still, we might be
able to do him a service, even now. Perhaps
we can carry a message to the garage. There
is onc a little bic furiber along. Shall we
ask him?” :

“Might as well,” said Reggie, as he applied
his brakes.

They jumped of their bieyeles, ‘and politely
ra;i'se? their caps as the motorist glanced
rotindd.

“Anxthing we can do, 2ir?” asked Pitt.

“1 say !” babbled Lord Pippinton. “1I say!
Why, this—this "

He paused. incoherent. For he was star-
ing straight at the gaunt old stranger who
had led him towards the moor quarry an
evening or two back!

This was the very man—as gaunt as ever,
but apvarenuy unaffected by Lord Pippin-
ton's blank stare. He only gave Pippy a
glance, and then smiled at Reggie.  Never
for one second did the stranger reveal the
fact that he was face to face with a boy he
had receuntly attempted to murder. The
man's composure was extraordinary.

Was he really unconscious of the identity
of his woulc-be wictim? |

“Thank vou, my boyvs, but there is really
no need for vou to trouble,” he said, in that
same soft. husky voice that Lord Pippinton
had heard before. “I don't think it is a
puncture—only the valve.”

“We'll take a message to the garage, if you
like,” offered Willy.

“No, there is really no need,” said the
gaunt stranger. ‘“‘Thank you ever so much
—but you needn’t trouble.”

He turned back towards the wheel,
though to signify tha% the conversation was
over, And Reggie Pitt and Willy got on
their bicycles again. Somehow, Lord Pippin-
ton scrambled on to his own machine, but he
wobbled about the road so much that his two
companions looked at him curiously.

“What’s the matter, Pippy?” asked Pitt,
staring.

Lord Pippinton was ecting very queerly.
He could hardly keep on the saddle. His
face was flushed. and his eyes were excited.
For once, that vacant look had vanished from
his face.

“The police !” he blurted out. “ What about
the police? 1 mean, where are they? Why
aren’t they here?”

“The police?” ejaculated Reggie Pitt, in
astonishment.

“What-ho!” said Pippy. ‘' Absolutely the
police! That old chappie. don’t you know!
That frightful cove with the lined face!”

“%’011! mean that motorist?”’ asked Willy.

(21 es -’J )

“What about him ?”

“He's the beggar who tried to kill me the
other night !” said Lord Pippinton excitedly.

as |
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With a powertul k:g:l’ Handforth sent Aian |

don’t come back !

“ Absolutely tried to kill me, you know ! Shot
me down into the old quarry, and I might
have broken my neck!” \

“He tried to murder you!” echoed Willy,
startled out of his customary calmness.
“You're dotty, old mant You've gonec off

our rocker! I've never seen a more harm-
ess specimen in all my life. And if he tried
to murder you, why didn’t he bolt, or show
some sign of recognition?”

Reggie Pitt was thinking the very same
thing.

““Cheese it. Pippy!” he grinned. “You
mustn’t get these fancles into your head !”

“But, I mean, they’re not fancies!” pro-
tested Pippy. ‘‘ That’s the man! I'd know him

anywhere !”

“What the dickens is he talking about?™
asked Willy.

“QOh, the other night he had a dream, or
something,”” explained Pitt. “He came to
Jack Grey and me. and said that some old
fellow had taken him to the moor quarry,
and had thrown him over the edge. Of
course, it was all rubbish. He must have
had a nightmare.” |

“But—but Look here, I mean!” gasped
Lord Pippinton, *You don’t understand!
I tell you that fellow—that old chap—abso-
lutely the same chappie v

'a-..-\l_'_'—_
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down the Ancient House steps. ‘‘Stay oat,
ls aren’t wanted here !*’ '

“It’s no good, Pippy—you can’t spoof us
with a yarn like that,” said Pitt calmly.
“Didn’t you tell me that it”was practically
dark when this gaunt stranger chucked you
over the edge of the quarry?”

“Qh, rather!”

“Then, if it was nearly dark, how could
you tell what the chap looked like 7’ chuckled
Pitt. ““No, it’s just your imagination. That
motorist was one of the most harmless chaps
I’ve ever seen—as Willy just said. You
mustn’t go about accusing people of murder-
ing you. It's a shocking thing, Pippy!
You’d better go easy!”

“If you don’t, you’'ll get into trouble!”
ad(i:ed illy, giving his lordship a strange
look.

And the unfortunate Lord Pippinton gave
it up for a second time.

That old man was certainly the stranger
who had thrown him over the guarry! But
v?at could he do? i
the very idea of it. They thought that he
was going loony, or something. Never for
a moment did they dream that there was
an atom of truth in the story.

And they continued on their way to Ban-
nington, dismissing the incident entirely from
their minds. Lorxd Pippinton, howewer,
thought over it deeply—in his own trance-

His companions flouted
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like way. And the more he thouglt, the
more confused he became. In the end he
gave a sigh; it was certainly beginning to
seem fantastic and unreal now.

But Lord Pippinton knew that it was no
dream. Upstairs in his bed-room were the
soiled and ruined things which he had taken
off after coming back from that alarming
adventure!

— —

CHAPTER 186,
Something Like a Sale !

g ENTLEMEN, the sale is
now open!” said Browne
genially. *“I invite you to
bid. Y. e are now about
. to dispose of some very
valuable works of art—the entire collection
of oil paintings executed by Mr. Arthur
Stockdale. Allow me to draw your attention
to this wonderful view of Bellton Village!”

“Go it, Brownel!”

“That’s the style, old man!”

There were many chuckles as William
Napoleon Browne raised his bammer, and
looked wery solemn. The little sale-room
was crowded—but only crowded with St.
Frank’s fellows. There was not a single
stranger there!

Although the exhibition had been held
that morning, and although the general public
had been invited to attend—quite honestly
and with bona fide intentions—none of the
Bannington inhabitants had thought it worth
while to come. There was no rush for Mr.
Stockdale’s masterpieces.

But the boys didn’t mind.

They much preferred to be entirely on their
own. The sale, when all was said and done,
was only held so that some money could be
raised for Mr. Stockdale in a legitimate way
—in a way that would leave no room for
suspicion. This was a genuine sale, held
under the auspices of Mr. Piper, the art
dealer. Mpr. Stockdale would have no cause
for suspicion.

The room was situated upstairs, and was,
ordinarily, a mere stock-room. But all Mr.
SQtockdale’s pictures were hung round the
walls, and they made gquite a brave show.
There were paintings of all sizes, and the
majority of them were views of St. Frank’s,
or Bellton, or the surrounding district. The
Housemaster of the Modern House had been
very industrious with his brush during the
summer holidays, and many of his efforts
were quite praiseworthy.

Painting was Mr. Stockdale’s hobby, and
he prized every one of these canvasses. Onl
sheer necessity would have made him se
them. And it undoubtedly seemed that he
was going to sell them now!

“Here,” said Browne, “we have an excel-
lent view of Bellton Village! Gaze upon
it, brothers, and let me have your bids.
Do not be stingy in your offers. Let the sale
open with a bang.” |
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* Which is the painting you meap 7"’ asked

Nmp’*r
*This one, brother,’
“with tus hunvener. _

“You ax!" erinned Nipper.
lellton Village.”

“No?" said Browne politely.
not recognise the tuck-shop ?”

“That’s a painting of the West Square at
St Frauk’s!” said Reggie Pitt.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lpuu c*io;aer inspection, 1 believe that you
are right,” said Browne coolly. *“Well,
brothers, let us now proceed ! Here we have
a wonderful view of the West Square at St.

said Browne, pointing
“Tnat’s not

“But do I

Frank's. Observe the colouring. If you gaze
(l!h&} upon this canvas, yo! ay even see
the window of Brother Handforth’s study!

And is not thut worth a high price?”

“Well, here goes!” said the Hon. Douglas
Singleton. “Tivo pounds!™

“Splendid!” said Browne. “Now, geutle-
met, what advance on two pounds?”

“Twn pournds ten!” sang out Somerton.

“Come. come!” said Browne. “Surely
this wonderful painting is worthy of better
bidding than this? Shall we say three
pounds. Brother Glenthorue ?” 5

“ Absolutels!” said Archie, with a start.
“Three pounds, whit? Absolutely not! A
ﬁver. lﬂddit‘-"-ﬂl)‘.itﬂl.tfﬁly a good old fiver!”

‘Five-ten!™ said Singletan.

“Anv sdvance on five-ten?” asked Browne.
“No? This splendid view of Bellton Village
—1 should say the West Square at St. Frank’s
—is to be knocked down for five pounds ten?
Nn further bids?”

Dang!

“Sold for five pounds ten!” said Browne.
“ Now we come to the next view. Ah, won-
derful! A genuine landscape! Here we have
the Riv er. Stuwo flowing along between green
banks

“You've got the green banks all right,
Browne, but that’s a picture of Bellton
Lane!” said Handforth. “Do you think I
don’t know Bellton liane?”

“Evidently you don’t,” chuckled Nipper,
“hecause that partlcular painting is a view
of the Caistowe road!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well. anyhow—three quid!” said Reggie
Pitt. “I bid you three quid!”

“A fiver, "dash wyou!” said Lord Pippin-
ton. *“That’s a blessed good view! A fiver,

auctioneer !
said Handlorth.

“8ix pounds!”

“Go it!" grinned Pitt. “1 give vou best.
Carry on, all of you!- T wonder what we're
poing to do with the paintings after we’ve

hought them ?”
“We can send ’em home.”

said Nipper.

“We mustn't take them to St. Frank’s, of

ANSWERg

Price 2d

| Rather a pity, really.
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course, or old BStocky might spot them.

The ’d do fine for
decorating our studies.”

“The risk’s too great,” said Fullwood.
“Whoever buys these paintings had better
let Mr. Piper pack them up, and send thet:n
off to our homes.”

And so the sale went on, conducted éﬂ
quite the orthodox manner. Browne prov
himself to be an able auctioneer, and h
efforts were appreciated by the “art lovers.,

And then, just when about a third of tkie
pictures had ~been disposed of, Mr. Pip
came hurrying into the sale-room, and hTﬂ
expression was one of alarm.

“Boys—boys!” he said hurriedly. “Mr.
Stockdale is here!” .

“What 27

“Q0ld Stocky here?”

“ Brothers—brothers !” said Browne. *‘Not

<0 loud! This iz indeed a tragedy! How has
it come about, Brother Piper? Was 1t not
distinctly wunderstood that Mr. Stockdale

should be kept away until after the sale?”

“I know!” said the art dealer. *“I strongly
advised him no: to come during the sale—
knowing, of course, it would be fatal. But
he is here—he savs that he wanted to come
and see how things were progressing. Poor
gentleman, he couldn’t wait!”

“I can understand it,” said Nipper softly.
“Poor old Stocky was worried—and anxious.
He wanted to see how things were going.
(roodness knows what’s going ¢> happen now!”’

“1t appears, brothers, that we are quite in
the soup,” said Browne. “..t all costs we
must prevent Mr, Stockdale from coming
into this sale-room——~"

“That’s impossible!” said Pitt guickly.

“Of course it is!” added Buster Boots.
“He'll smell a rat in a tick if he’s kept out.
He thinks the ordinary public is in here—
and he has as much right as any of the
others. What on earth can we do?”

Willy Handforth dodged towards the door.

“It’s all right—leave it to me!” hz said
coolly,

*“And what do you think you can do, you
young ass?” inquired his major,

“I think I can wangle the thing!” replied
Willy, “Mr., Piper, rush downstairs and
keep Mr. Stockdale in conversation for two
or three minutes.”

“Yes, but—-"

“I'll be down in half a jiffy!” went on
Willy. “ After that, you can leave it to me.
But, for goodness’ sake, keep Mr. Stockdale
down there for a bit. Show him some other
paintings—get him interested in some tubes
of oil, or something. Tell him the sale’s
going all right, and that x-w’ll conduct him
upstairs shortly.”

“But. really——"" began the art dealer,
confused.

“That’s all right—we'll waungle every-
thing!™" said Willy. “Only do go down, and

grab old Stocky before he can spoil every-
thing."”
And Mr. Piper, much agitated, went down:
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A chap who deliberately throws
{| away winning chances in an im-
portant footer match is asking for
trouble . .

To all intents and purposes

Arthur Castleton has let his side
down badly . . .
I There's to be a reckoning: - his
Form fellows are naturally enraged
and are prepared to give Castleton
the ragging of hus hfe ., .

But, quite unexpected]y, it 1s re-
vealed that Castleton is a victim of
circumstance ; that he is true blue;
that he is a fellow whose name any
school would be proud to include
on its register. l"{)ow all this comes,
about you will discover in—

which appears in —
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~—this week’s magnificent school story of Tom Merry & Co. and Arthur Castleton of St. Jim's
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stairs. He was only just in time, too—for “No: you must come now!” urged Mr.
Mr. Stockdale was on his way up. Thel Piper.

Housemaster was looking eager and anxious.
Even now he couldn’t guite believe that this
sale of his paintings was real. It seemed
altogether too good to be true. He huad seen
the announcements outside—the big placards
in the shop itself. But he wanted to see
the auction-room, with the members of the
general public bidding for his works of art!

“Well 7 he asked, as he met Myr. Piper
on the stairs. “How iz it going, Mr. Piper?
Please tell me! How js it going?”

“Splendidly—er-—splendidly |7 said  Mn

Piper, with a gulp.
quite brisk!”

" The bidding 15 quite—-

“Really 7 murmured Mr. bta{,kddle g
must &ee a
“Exactly !” interrupted the other. *Bul

there is something I want to show you, Mz,
Stockdale—something new 1in oils. You
really must come downstairs fer a moment
while T
“But surely this will do later
‘Stockdale impatiently,

7 asked | Mr.

| all his

And he scized the Housemaster's arm, and
fed him downstairs. He didn’t know what
on carth to show him, but at least he had
succeeded in getting the Housemaster away !

CHAPTER 17.
Willy Wangles It !

ILLY’S eyes were gleaming,
“Now then, you young
fathead !” said Handforth,
as he seized his- minor.
“What's the idca of send-
Mr. Piper downstairs on a fool’s exrand?
can't keep old Stocky there! The cat's

ing
He

out of the bag now with a u_nrrt,ance' Why
the dickens couldn't he keep away? The
whole game is ruined!”

“That’s
Boots,

it!” saxid Buster
with «deep concern. “We're doing it
or old Stocky's sake, and he’s spoiling
chances of getting the money o

the worst of

all
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Oh

needs ! What a rotten

mess ! .
Willy looked round at the excited crowd.
“There'll be no mess if you all keep your

heads.” he said coolly. *“If we try to keep
Mr. Stockdale out of this room, he'll sus-
pect things, If he sees any of us here, he’ll
suspect things, too. It won't matter if he
sees just one of us—me, for example—but it'll
be all up if he comes across the whole
crowd.”

“Of course it will,” said Nipper. **He'll
kuow in a moment that it's a put-up job.
What do you think you're going to do?”

“There's one chance!” said Willy shrewdly.
“Old Stocky is shortsighted!”

“(zo0od gad!”

“What has Stocky’s short-sightedness gzot
to do with 1£?” demanded Boots eruffly,

“Everything !” replied Willy, “He's like
a bat without his glasses, and I'm going to
see that his glasses are removed!”

Ninper started.

“Willv’s got 1t!” he =aid. nodding.
the only thing to be done.”

“Rv  jingo!” said Buster Boots, staring
at Willy. '

“Buat T don’t see what vou're driving at!”
sal Handforth major.

“My dear old chap. don’t you under-
stand " said Boots.. “ Mr. Stockdale is ter-
ribly short-sighted. If he doesn’t wear his
glasses, everything is a blur—everything is
all shadowy-.and indistinct. We know that—
don’t we, you chaps?”

my goodness!

“1t's
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“Rather!” said DBob Christine
Ciapson, of the Modern House.

“As soon as old Btocky loses his glasses,
he's like a bat, just as Willy says!" went on
Boots. “If he comes into this room without
glasses, he’ll never see any of us. We shall
all be so many blobs, indistinguishable from
the furniture!”

“But, vou fathead, he ecan hear our voices,

and [Loen

can't he?” asked Jack Grey. . o
“Not if we disguise them,” said Willy
quickly. “Carry on with the sale, and all

of you adopt gruff voices. It doesn't mattee
what you sound like, or how vou grin at one
another. Alter vour voicez, and trv to act
like adults!™

“Byv jingo!”

“The scheme might work!”

“It's got to work!” said Willy grimiv.
“If necessary., disguise yvourselves a bit.
Turn your coat collars up. and don’t forget
about the voices. I ecan’t wait now. I've
got to get busy on the other business.”

He hurried off. and Browne's voice boomad
through the sale-room.

"‘Gontlgmen. here we have an excellent
example of landscape painting.” he said im-
pressively. “Shall we start the bidding -ab
five pounds for this fine specimen?”

“NMy only hat!” murmured Handforth,
staring,

Browne's voice had utterly changed—his
wheole manner had ehanged. He was no
longer Browne, of the Fifth, with his svave,

FINEST VALUE
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easy-flowing manner. His voice was deep,
and he spoke in a business-like manner. He
had taken Willy Handforth's tip, and he was
acting his part to perfection.

i “Three pounds!” said Nipper, in a gruff
woice, :

« “And ten!” sang out Pitt professionaily.

“Any advance on thrce pounds ten?i”
asked Browne. *“Gentiemen, this 1s a very
wonderful painting [

- And while they were putting in  some
practice like this, Willy Handferth was
downstairs in. the main shop. One glance
snowed him that there were no customers
abouty at the moment. Mr, Piper was keep-
ing the unwelecome visitor at the back of
the shop, and he was showing him some
long sticks of crayon. And Mr Stockdale
very obviously wanted to get away. Willy's
eyes gleamed as he hurried forward. So
far, Mr. Stockdale had not seen him—and
perhaps there would be no necessity for him
to be scen at all. Tt would be all the better,
for in that case the Housemaster wounld never
know that a St. Frank’s boy was there.

Crash !

Something suddenly
Stockdale veryv violently.

“Ob, awfully sorry!” said Willy, in a false
volice, *

He had banged into Mr. Stockdale, and
at the same moment he caught his hand
i the thin cord of the Housemaster’s pince-
nez. A violent tug. and the glasses fell to
the floor with a clatter.

“Really ! exelaimed
angrily, “Mv glasses!
You have torn my——"

He broke off with a sudden exclamation
of angnish. For an ominous grinding, erush-
ing sound came., Willy was taking no
chances.
pince-nez, and the glasses were smashed to
atoms. TIn the circuamstances, it had bceen
the only thing to do. Never again would
Mr. Stockdale wear those glasses! And. for
this afternoon, at all events, he was half-

blind.

butted 1 nta Mr.

Mr. Stockdale
Be careful, sir!

“Oh, I am fearfully sorry, sir!” said Willy.

backing away. ‘“Kindly allow me to pay
for the damage.”

“That is all very said Mr.
Stockdale, with heat.
of you—very careless indeed!
lutely lost without my glasses!”

“But surely you have a spare pair, sir?”
asked Willy,

“I have not!” snapped the Housemaster,

“Good!” murmured Willy, under his
breath.

“What 7" said Mr. Stockdale. **What was
that ?” : '

Mr. Piper stood looking on, and listening.
in confused wonder. But he was beginning
to realise the trend of events now. He, too,
knew how short-sighted Mr, Stockdale. was.

Somehow, Willy escaped, and returned to
the sale-room.

“Tt’'s all right!” he announced. “T’'ve

well, sir,”

I am abso-

smashed his glasses to pieces, and when he

One of his feet had gone over the

“It was very careless

|
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comes up here everything will be O.K.
Carry on, you chaps. You're. doing fine!” -

“Good for you, Willy!”

And the sale went on. Two or three
minutes later, Mpr., Stockdale himself came
up, escorted by the rchieved dealer. And at
the sight of that sale-room all Mr., Stock-
dale’s annoyance vanished., He completely
forgot about his smashed pince-nez,

He could see lots of misty figures, and he
could hear strange voices. What was much
more to the point, he could hear big prices
being bid! |

“MTen

199

pounds!” he murmured, as though

"he could scarcely believe the evidence of his

own ears. ‘Ten pounds for my painting
of the school chapel! Did I hear somebody
bid ten pounds, Mr, Piper 7"

“The bidding has reached twelve pounds
now, sir,” murmured Mr. Piper.

“(Good gracious me!” |

And Mr. Stockdale stood there in a kind
of daze. e had no suspicion whatever that
all this was a fake—a good-natured, generous
fake, put up specially for his benefit.

And at last, fully satisfied that this dream
was an actuality, he was persuaded to go
away, Mr. Piper led him downstairs, and
invited him into his own private quarters.
He was only too glad to leave the boys to
carry on alone.

“Now, Mr. Stockdale, vou mnst remain
here quietly,” said the dealer. * The sale is.
proceeding satisfactorily, and 1t will soon be
over. At the earliest moment I will come
and tell wvou the figure that has been
realized.” -

Mr. Stockdale sat down, and passed a hand-

“Tt is amazing!” he said softly. “Tt is
too wonderful for words! My paintings -my
paintings that I had thought so worthless!
Fate has been very kind to me, after all!”

And the Housemaster's joy was a sight for

.over his heated brow.

CHAPTER 18.
Yery SuccesSful !

il sale was over.
Immediately after Mr.
Stockdalie had been mian-
ceuvred below by the art
dealer, the bidding had
continued very briskly, and the last of the
paintings were disposed of. There was no

reason to hang out the farce any longer,

The sooner it was finished, the better.
And those final paintings went like wildfire.
All the conspirators succeeded In getting

safely off the premises without Mr. Stock-

dale secing them—or, what was more im-
portant, hearing them,

Complete success had attended  their
efforts.

“They not only got their bicveles out, but.
they even succeeded in getting away from
the town without meeting anybedy in
authority., Once clear of the Barnington
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boundaries they were safe. And they all
arrived at St. Frank’s, in due course, feeling
clated and happy. They had done a good
and generous service. And it was only
natural that they should feel content,

Mre. Sloekdale’s trouble was over,

And the Housemaster would never know
the truth! That was the beauty of the
whole affair. He would have the money for
his sister’s journey, and he would always be-
lieve that he had sold his paintings to the
ordinary publie. Later on, perhaps, he might
get a bit of a shock if he attempted to hold
another sale. But that wouldn't matter.
Fven if Mr. Stockdale did suspect at some
future date, he would never be able to prove
the thing,

“Well, everything passed off fine!” said
Nipner, as he stood in the Triangle with some
of the other juniors. “We worked the sale
all right, and we've got home safely. No
fear of being flogged or anything. It all went
like a «dream,” -

“Rather!” said Boots warmly. “T must
say that vou chaps have acted jolly decently.”

“Rats!” said Handforth., **How did vou
expect us to act 2V |

“Well, T mean old Stocky is our House-
master—not  vours!” replied Boots,  “We
shatl  remember this, Thanks awfully. you
fellows, for all that you’ve done. Without you
rich Ancient House fellows the dodee couldn't
have been worked.”

“Dear old boy, please forget it!1" said Sir
Montic Tregellis-West, smiling,
“Yoes, rather!” said Church,
over, and Stocky i1z all screne.

indoors and get somne tea,”

L]

“The thing's
So let’s go

A jolly sound suggestion, too,” said
"Nipper,
And with cheery words they parted.

Archie, entering his study soon afterwards,
found PPhipps on duty with supplies of tea.
’hipps was looking uneoncerned and calm.
But Archie went so far as to clap his man on
the back,

“Nashed good, Phipps, old lad!” he said
heartile,  “ TEverything in the garden s
lovely.”

“Really, sir

“1 mean to say, evervthing in the garden
1s absolutely grand!”’ proereded Archie with
enthusiasm.  *In other words, and to bLoil it
down to a nutshell, the good old sale was a
ripping success,”

“I am pleased to hear that, sir.”

“As I told the dear old lads, it required a
man of brain to think of a wheeze like that,”
continucd Archie, “Tea, what? The cup
that cheers! What-ho, Phipps! Kindly pour
the young master out a faece-full!™

“I am gratified to hear, sir, that the sale
was such a suecess,” said Phipps. “ As the
fown of DBannington is at present out of
hounds, T was rather afraid that there might
have been a hiteh.”

" Absolutely mnot,”’ said
hitehes whatover, old bean.”

Anil he chatted genially about the sale, ex-
plattiing  all the details to the intercosted

‘;?’
.

Archie,

“ No

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Phipps. And at last the valet glided towards
the door, bent upon taking his departure.

“QOne moment, Phipps!™ said Archie, pro-
ducing his wallet. “In fact, two moments.
Kindly be good cnough to accept this liltle
token of the yvoung master’s esteem!”

He wafted a fiver towards Phipps.

“Thank you, sir,” said the valet.
did not anticipate——-"

“ Absolutely endugh!” interrupted Arcchie
firmly. “Take it, laddie, and may it bring
you joy! You dashed well deserve tt!”

*“Thank you, sir,” said Phipps.

He glided out, and Archi¢ sank back among
the cushions of the lounge, thoroughly satisfied
with a good afternocon’s work.

And at that very moment, Mr. Arthur
Stockdale was sitting in Mr. Piper’s office,
dazed and bewildered. He was bewildered
with joy.

For Mr. Piper has just informed him that
the sale had realised the extraordinary sum
of onoc-hundred-and-fifty pounds, seventeen
shillings and sixpence.

It was indeed a staggeror, '

Mr. Stockdale vividly remembercd that the

“1 really

~dealer had once told him that his paintings

were not worth ten pounds to him! The
Housemaster was so stunned by it all that
he could hardly grasp it at first. Jven after
sceing the sale—through a kind of blur—-he
had thought of sixty pounds, or sceventy
pounds, as the outside limit. But the actual
sum was well over double!

“A very successful sale, Mr. Stockdale,”
said the dealer, rubbing his hands together,
“Splendid! 'T'he accounts are all here, and

1

"Yes, wyes!” mutteredd Mr. Stockdals.
“Quite so, sir. Of course, I want you to
deduct your commission——""

“1 have alrcady done so,” said Mr. Piper
promptly.

And. when the Housemaster left the pre-
mises, thalf an hour later, his pockets were
bulging with notes—fivers, pound-notes, ten-
shilling notes, and silver. He was all over
money., And his heart was thumping hard
with a joy that he bhad never expected to
realise.

Only that very morning he had heard that
his sister could be sent away for that life-
saving voyage for the sum of ninety-five
pounds, nclusive., This, of course, was with-
out any luxuries whatever. And as Mr. Stock-
dale went home, he went into further dreams,

For now he would be able to give his sister
a real good time. With all that money she
could go first-class, perhaps, and have every
comfort. She could have little luxuries that
would otherwise have been denied her.

Mr. Stockdale hardly remembered getting
back to St. Frank's, He didn't even know
how he had made the journey. All Le did -
know was that his pockets were full of real
money—goenuine money. He had sacrificed lus
paintings, it was true—but not for a song.
At five shillings each, it would have been a
wicked shame to let them go. DBut now ho
falt that he had boon justified in selitng thom,
And he was foeling pleased with himsolf, too.
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Politely the juniors asked the motorist if they could be of any assistance. Then, as Lord Pippinton saw the
man’g face, he started, This was the very man who had pushed him over the edge of the quarry—had tried
to murder him—only an evening or two back !

He had always had half an idea that his paint-
ings were very amateurish—that, as works of
art, they were valueless,

Incidentally, Mr. Stockdale's opinion of his
own work was very true|

- But now he was thinking differently. If
people would buy them for such sums, then
there must be something in them!

He went towards the Modern House, and
felt that he was treading on air. To-night
he would be able to send the moncy off. No,
perhaps, with luck, he would be able to get
a day's leave of absence. The Head would
surely grant it to him.

And on the morrow he would go up to
London, and he would see his ailing sister.
He would tell her the good news with his
own lips. What a wonderful prospect !

Everything was now joyous for the hitherto
harassed Houscmaster.

-He passed Boots and Christine on the way
to his study, but did not even see them. But
they saw iim——and their joy was increased,
Never before had they seen Mr. Stockdale so
happy.

And then the Housemaster entered his own
study., He closed the door, and, turning,
found Alan Castleton sitting in a chair,
waiting | o

CHAPTER 189.
Shattered Hopes !

P OOD-EVENING, sir,” said
= Alan coolly.

Mr. 3Stoeckdale had ex-

perienced a sudden jar.

He wanted to be alone =
And it incensed him -to see this

quite alone. .
junior sitting in his study, as though he owned

the place. And this was the very boy he had
reported to Mr., Stokes for that offence,
earlier in the afternoon.

“I think your name is Castleton ?” asked
Mr. Stockdale.

“Yes, sir,”

“Well, Castleton, what are you doing in
my study like this " asked the Houscmaster.
“You do not belong to this House, and I
think you know well enough that you have
no right to enter my room in this fashion.”

“Sorry, sir, but the matter is rather im-
portant,” said Alan, with a touch of insolence.
“There’s something you ought to know, so
I've come aleng to acquaint you with the
facts.”

“Indecd!” said Mr. Stockdale angrily. “I
wish to hear no faects from you, Castleton.
It is a piece of sheer impertinence for you
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to come here like this. Go at onoe! If you
wish to make any complaint, make it to vour
own Housemaster, and he will i

“Just a minute, sir-—just a minute!” ia-
terrupted Alan.  *“I don't want to make a
complaint. My business is connected with that
sale of paintings this afternoon.”™ |
~ Mr. Stockdale started, and stared at
juntor, _

“What did you say ?” he asked sharply.

“That sale of paintings this afternoon,”
drawled Alan. “Your paintings, Mr. Stock-
dalc-—at Piper’s place, in Bannington. I dare)
say it realised quite a tidy sum, eh?"’

Mr. Stockdale stared,

“Upon my soul!” he ejaculated.
the insolence——-""

“*No insolence intended, sir,” said Alan.
“I happen to know something about this sale,
and it ¥ my plain duty to tell you about it.”

*This is beyond all bearing!” said Mr.
Stockdale furiously., ‘‘How dare you interest
yourself in my business, Castleton! How
dare vou, sir! I shall report you to the
Headmaster for gross o

“Steady—steady, sir!”’ interjected Alan.
“By the time you've heard what I've got to
say, I don’t think you’ll report me to the
Head. In fact, I rather think you’ll want to
keep mum about the whole business.”

“Keep mum!”  stuttered Mr. Stockdale.
“CGood heavens! What in the world-—"

“Yon won’t want the Head to know how
you've been tricked, will you, sir?” went on
Alan calmly. *“And you won't want the
school talking about that hoax, either.”

“Hoax!"” said Mr, Stockdale in a startled
voice.  ““Castleton, what do you mean?
Unless you can explain yourself thoroughly,
I <hall be very angry. Hoax? Which hoax ¥’

For an instant a suspicion came to him.
Then he brushed it aside. How could he
believe anvthing that this boy said? And
why should he believe 1t? ‘

He adjusted his pince-nez—a fresh pair
which he had obtained from the optician’s,
aftor leaving Mr. Piper’s. They did not suit
him very well, for they were only a makeshift
pair. But, at least, tiey enabled him to sec
frirly welly And they would do until he had
some new ones made for his own eyesight.

“Now, Castleton!” he said grimly. “Be
good enough to explain yourself.”

“Nothing easier, sir,”” said Castleton,
“You've been hoaxed, that’s all. 1 don’t
like to see that sort of thing, so I thought
I'd hetter come along and tell you.”

“(io on!"” said the Housemaster,
strained voice.
“That-sale of

thoe

“Ot all

¥

in a

our pictures was a swindle,
sir—a fake,” eaid Alan. “It was all a put-
up job by the fellows—Boots, Christine,
Hamilton, Handforth, Pitt, and the others.”

“What!"” gasped Mr, Stockdale, in a
strangled wvoice. “Custleton, do you realise
what you are saying?”’

“Quite, sir,”” replied Castleton. “I know
what I'm saying—and I know it's the truth.

You thought that sale was a perfectly bona-
fide affair, didn’t you? You thought the
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bidders were members of the ordinary publied
Well, they weren’t. That's all!"

+ “Nut—not members of the public!” ejacu-
lated Mr. Stockdale. “Nonsense! You—
you young scoundrel! How dare you sug-
gest——"" s

“ Better go easy, sir.”” said Alan truculently,
“1 don’t like being called a young scoundrel I”?

""'Up?,n my word! How dare you speuak to
me—— 1

“You can go to these fellows, if you likeg
sit. They’re holding a little tea—a celebras
tion tea, 1 beliecve—over in the Ancient
House,”” went on Alan. “There’s Brownej
of the Fifth, too. Browne was the auctioneery
They wanted to raise some money for you,
but they knew they couldn’t lend iv to you
in the ordinary way, or give it to vou. You
would never have accepted it. Ho they got
up this dodge, so that you would be fooled.
1 thought it was my duty to teil yvou.”

There was something singularly despicable
and caddish about this action of Alan’s. It
was purely a matter of revenge. He had
vowed to get even with Mr., Stockdale—and
this’ was Alan Castleton’s way of doing it!

It was a detestable act—the act of a rascal.
For Alan absolutely gained nothing. Nothing,
that is, except his evil satisfaction. And Mr.
Stockdale lost everything ! He lost his money
—he lost his hopes—he lost his faith. In one
crash, everything went.

“Castleton, you can go!” he said, in a
dull, low wvoice. “I will inguire into this
matter, I am not sure whether to believe
you or not—but you can go.”’

“You can take my word for it, siz, that it’s
all true,” said Alan languidly. “ Surely you
didn’t think you’d gain all that money from
vour paintings? It you'll think a mnute,
you’ll realise that it was all a put up——-"

“Qo!” shouted Mr. Stockdale. his voice
rising shrill with the anguish thet filled him.
“Go, sir!”

“No need to shout at me, sir!"

“You young scoundrel!” thundered ihe
Housemaster. “You disreputable young
rascal! Leave this study before I thrash you
within an inch of your life!”

And there was such a world of meaning in
Mr. Stockdale’s tone. that Alan Custleton
very hastily departed. He grinned as he
went down the corvidor, He had done his
work—and he had done it thoroughiy!

=

—_——

—

CHAPTER 20.
All for Nothing !

A 'R, STOCKDALE sat in his
i chair like a dazed man.

He uneeded no proof that
he had been hoaxed.

Alan Castleton’s word
was enough for him. It mattered nothing
whether Alan was a liar, or a cad-—the thing
was too utterly obvious.

Indeed, now that Mr. Stockdale knew the
truth, he womdered why he had not jumped
to it before. What a fool he had been to
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think, for a moment, that his paintings could
. have sold for such high prices to real cus-
tomers! These boys had done it out of their
good-heartedness—to help him! How they
had known of his trouble he could not guess
—but somehow they must have found out,

And Mr. Stockdale’s heart warmed towards
these generous juniors who had rallied round
so wonderfully. And his heart hardened
against Alan éast-let«on for the latter’s mean,
contemptible act in giving the game away.,

But, of course, there was only one thing
to be done.

"Mr. Stockdale rose to his feet, and when
he walked across the room he dragged his
limbs as though he had suddenly become an
¢ld man,

And over in Study C, in the Ancient House,
that celebration tea that Alan had referred
to was -n full progress. Nipper & Co. were
the hosts, and Handforth, Church, MeClure,
Fullwood, Reggie Pitt, and several others
weire the guests,

The study was crowded, and everybody was
merry and joyous, Buster Boots and his men
had promised to come over later—after they
had held a little celebration on their own.

“Bilence for the chair!” called Reggie

Pitt, as Nipper rose to his feet.
Nipper, old son—speech!”

“Rats!”’ grinned Nipper. “I’m just going
to drink the health of Mr, Stockdale!?”
“Hurrah!”’

“Good old Stocky!”
Teacups were raised, and Mr. Stockdale’s
health was drunk with great heartiness.

“One of the best!” went on Nipper. “He’s
not our Heousemaster, but he’s a jolly good
sort. And now that we’ve got him out of
this little trouble. we shall see him going
about with a smiling face again.”

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth happily. “I
hate to see people going about with long
dials! It gives me the pip! Good luck to
old Stocky!’ "

“Yes, by Jove!” said Pitt. “And good
lnek to his sister!”

“Hear, hear!”’ ;

“Good health, too!” said Fullwood. * Let’s
hope that she comes back from that voyage
hale and hearty!” -

Tap, tap!

“Come in!” sang out everybody. : @

The door opened, and Mr. Arthur Stock.

dale entered. He had heard those final words
outside the door—good health to his sister!

“ Speech,
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And his eyes were somewhat moist as he
entered the room. His step faltered slightly.
But he steeled himself, and cleared his throat.

A dead silence had fallen upon the merry
throng. There was something in Mr. Stock-
dale’s attitude that chilled them. He was
haggard again—as haggard as before. And
now his eyes were utterly miserable—and
yet, withal, there was a gleam of warmth
in them as he looked at the juniors. These
were the good fellows who had helped him—
who had attempted to get him out of his
trouble by stealth!

“I am sorry to disturb you, boys,”” he said
guietiv, hw -o'e¢ breaking somewbat. “But
there is one question that I must ask you.”

“What is it, sir?’ asked Nipper, fearful
to hear the answer, |

“Are you boys responeible for a hoax this
afternoon 2 asked Mr. Stockdale, “1 am put-
ting this question to you point blank—and I
want a straightforward answer, There was
a sale of my pictures at Mr. Piper’s art shop
this afternoon. Do you boyvs know anything
of this affair?” '

There was a dead, startled silence,

“] am waiting!”” said Mr. Stockdale. *“One
word from you will be enough. Did you
boys arrange that sale?”’

“Mr, Piper arranged it, sir!” said Hand-
forth blusteringly. “What should we know
about it? Didn’t Mr. Piper come to you
and tell you—-""

“T'hat is an evasion, Handforth,” said Mr.
Stockdale quietly. “What 1 want to kuow
is this. Did you go to Mr. Piper and request
him to arrange this sale?  What is more to
the point, were you boys the buyers of my
pictures 7"’

“Well, sir—-"

“You see, sir, it’s like this

“ Please—please!”” said Mr. Stockdale, in
agony. “Yes, or no?”’

“Yes. sir!”’ said the juniors unhappily.

“1 thought so—indeed, 1 knew 1t,”’ said
Mr. Stockdale. his voice faltering. “Any
words from me are unnecessary. At all
events. only a very few are needed. Naturally,
[ cannot accept this money.”

“QOh, but vou must, sir!”

“Really, Mr. Stockdale—"

“In no circumstances can I accept it!”’
insisted Mr. Stockdale. “liere is the entire
amount—the whole ®swmm that Mr. Piper
handed to me. 1 wili leave you boys to dis-
tribute it among yourselves—each to take
back his own particalar sum. 1 thank you
for your good intentions on my behalf, but
you will realise that my position is quite
definite. Thank you, boys—thank you!”

And Mr. Stockdale, half choking, passed

out of the room, and closed the door softly
behind him.

And that celebration tea was shattered,
Not. a word was spoken. The juniors sat
staring at one another in a dazed, pained
fashion. The money lay on the table—and
they all realised that their eflorts had been
for nothing! In some uneanny f[ashion, Mer.
Stockdale had learned the truth.

It wa: o heavy blow—a devastating shock |

L
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CHAPTER 21.

More Trouble !
Y goodness!” said Hand-
forth, at last.

He spoke in a dull,
dazed voice. It was a
voice of tragedy, too.

“How did he get to know?”” asked Nipper
huskily. “Oh, I say, how rotten! After all
our trouble ,too! After all our efforts to
keep it from him!”

“And we thought we were successful,”
said Pitt wretchedly. “What a giddy frost!
What a fiasco!”’ |

The door opened, and Archie Glenthorne
came in, smiling and urbane.

“What-ho, lauddies!”’ he said cheerily. “The
good old spree, what? Celebrating the—
Good gad! Is anything the jolly old mat-
ter?”’

“Matter enough, Archie!” suid Nipper
quietly. “Shut the door., there's a good fel-
low. Somebody has blown the gaff!”

“Qdds tragedies and disasters!” gasped
Archie. “I mean to say, blown the gaff?
But vou don’t mean—""

“Yes, 1 do!” said Nipper. “Mr, Stock-
dale knows all about it, and he has returned
the money."” |

“But how could he have known?’ asked
Handforth. “He'z only just found it out—
that's certain. Old Piper couldn’t have told
him-—because here’s the money!”

“Piper didn't tell him,” =aid Nipper.
“Mr. Stockdale must have heard of it since
he got back to St. Frank's.”

Crash !

Buster Beots came rushing in, excited and
alarmed. _

“Have you heard?” he asked breathlessly.
“Yes, I can see vou have!”™

“0Old Stocky has {old you. then?” asked
Handforth,

“Yes—I met him out in the Triangle just
now, and didn't wait to go back into my
own House,” said Buster. “O0Oh, my good-
! He's returned all the mouney, then?”

Ness |

“Yes, every penny of it!” said Nipper.
“Pretty awful, sn’t it? We can't under-
¢stand how the dickens he got to know. It's
a mystery!” |

“I'm not so sure about that
his eyes gleaming,

“What do vou mean?”

“Why, I belicve that cad, Castleton, gave
the game.away,” said Boots.

“What?”

“Castleton !

“Yes!” said Boots grimly. “I passed him
in the Modern House not five minutes ago,
and he was coming away from the passage
where Mr, Stockdale’s study is situated.
And the rotter had a gloating, evil expression
on his face!”’

Handforth leapt to his feet.

“That's good cnough for me!” he roared.
“Castleton blew the gaff, of course! It’s:
just the kind of despicable thing he would

(5 ]
.

said Boots,
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do. He knew of Mr, Stockdale’s trouble, too.
Come on, you chaps—we’ll find Castleton,
and reduce him to mincemeat !

“Hold on!” growled Boots,
there’s some trouble coming. I saw Castleton
talking to Pycraft, too. He went out, and

met Pycraft in the Triangle, and they both |

went off towards the Head’s house.”

“What !™

“The—the awful sneak!”
~ And then came another interruption. The
door opened, and, curiously enough, Mr.
Pycraft himself strode in. And he was
accompanied by no less a person than Dr.
Malcolm Stafford! -

“Ah, here they are, sir—here they are!”
said the ill-tempered master of the Fourth.
“As you see, they are holding quite a
pﬂrt}'.”

“Yes, T can see that, Mr. Pyeraft,” said |

the Head. *“There is really no reason why
the boys should not hold a party if they
wish. That is not the matter in question.”

““No, sir, no!” said Mr. Pycraft. “Of
course not!”

The Head entered the study.

“1 am sorry to disturb you, boys,” he said,
“But I want to ask if you have been to
Bannington this afternoon?”

The juniors exchanged startled glances.
More of Alan Castleton’s work! He bhad
ﬁwen the game away to Mr. Stockdale, and

e had sneaked to the Head about their being
in the prohibited area! There seemed to be
no end to Alan’s caddishness.

“Well?” asked Mr, Pyeraft. “Why don’t
you answer ?” y |

“I was in Bannington, sir,”” said Nipper
quietly.

“And I, sir.”

“And 1!

They all answered—as there was nothing
else to be done.

“This is very serious,” said the Head, |

looking grave. “You boys heard my warn-
ing this morning? You know the punish-
ment for disobeving the strict orders? Ban.
nington i1s out of bounds.”

“Yes, sir,” chorused the juniors,

“And flogging is the punishment for dis-
obeying,” continued the Head.

“¥Yes, sir.” |

“Every one of you boys will report to my
studiy in half an hour,” said Dr. Staflord
curtly. “1 believe there are one or two
others who accompanied you, and I shall
search for them. That is sufficient. Recport
to my study in bhalf an hour.”

He went out without another word, and,
from one of the shadows of the Triangle,
Alan Castleton watched the Head emerge
from the Ancient House. He grinned
vindictively. Not only was he revenged
upon Mr. Stockdale, but he was making his
enemies over in the Remove sit up, too.
Alan was quite enjoying himself! For Alan
Castleton’s 1deas of enjoyment were weird
and wonderful!

In Study C the interrupted revellers were
looking at one another with dazed dismay.
A flogging! And their plan for Mr, Stock-

vl be-lieve-
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dale’s *“‘fund ' was shattered! Just when
everything had seemed to be right—every-
thing was wrong! ;
And they all knew quite well that Alan
Castleton was responsible for everything!

CHAPTER 22.
Another Sarprise !

\ 9 ITH heavy, dragging foot-
steps Mr. Stockdale went
back to his study in the
Modern House.

The bottom  was
knocked out of all his dreams. He felt faint
and dizzy, The reaction was terrible, All
that day he had been in & kind of dream-—
living in a Paradisc. His paintings were sold
—the money was here! His sister’s life was
now secure, and everything was rosy and
splendid !

And now—this shock!  This devastating
blow, which shattered everything at one fell
sweep.

It seemed to Mr. Stockdale that there was
a mass of lead within him as he opened the
door of his study and walked in. He was
feeling rather faint, too. He wanted to rest
—to sit down quietly—to repose his aching
head and his throbbing brain.

“Ah. good-evening, sir—good-cvening!”
sard a voice,

Mr. Stockdale looked and
beheld a perfect stranger.

“Really, sir—" he began, at a loss.

“Have I the pleasure of speaking to My,
Arthur Stockdale?” asked the other,

“Yes, that is my name.”

“My name is Oscar Hammerton, represent-
ing Oscar Hammerton & Co., Ltd., of Oxford
Street, London.,” continued the stranger.
“I understand, Mr. Stockdale, that you have
some paintings for sale?”

Mr. Stockdale started.

“Ts this another hoax?’ he asked fiercely.

“Really !” protested Mr. Hammerton. *“A
hoax? Mr. Piper, of Bannington, has been
holding a sale of your art, I understand—"

“There was no sale!” interrupted Mr.
“It has fallen through.

up sharply,

Stockdale heavily.
It was nothing—nothing.”

“And your paintings are still available?”
asked Mr. Hammerton eagerly.

“Yes, they are still available,” said Mr.
Stockdale, in a bitter voice.

“This 1s splendid!” said the wvisitor. *I
came here in the hope of securing all your
future work, Mr. Stockdale, But it is a
great gratificatton to know that 1 can now
obtain the paintings I had feared were sold.”

Mr. Stockdale sa: down heavily. Dimly he
was realising that the name of Oscar Ham-
merton was not new to him. He was grop-
ing.  Still dazed, he looked at the other
across the table, and then the significance of
the name came to him. Why, of course,
Mr, Hammerton was one of the biggest art
dealers in the West End.
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“If it is indeed true that all your paintings
in Mc. Piper’s shop are for sale, then I shall
be most delighted to purchase them,” said
Mr. Hammerton, “Would an oftfer of two
hundred potunds in cash be of any use to you,
Mre. Stockdale?™

“UTwo hundred pounds!”
Haousemaster, in a thick voice.

““1 shall be most happy to pay you In
cash at ones, if you are agreeable,” continued
the dealer. *1 shall, of course, leave it (o
Mr. Piper to send the paintings on to my
London show-rooms. Or you can send them
on yourself, if you please. This s all a
maiter of arrangement.”

Mr. Stockdale listened in a fresh daze.

After all the hoaxing—after all the spoofitg
—hie eould hardly beliove that this  was
genuine. But what else could it be? Here was
this famous man—the great Mr. Oscar Ham-
merton, of Oxford Street—offering him two
hundred pounds for bis paintings!

There could be no fake about this!

Otherwise the nian would never
suggested sending the paintings to Londou--
for. if there wasz any trickery about it, that
would have given the game away at once,

“Regarded as pure art, I'm afraid that
your paintings are not quito—er—perfect,”
procecded Mr. Hammerton. *‘But they just
happen to be the particular type that I have
been looking for. I am sure that I shall be
able to dispose of them very readily, You
need not imagine, Mr. Stockdale, that I am
influenced by any philanthropie——"

“Tell me, sir—tell me!” interrupted Mr,
Stockdale huskily, ““¥s this a genuine offer?
I may as well tell you that 1 have been
recently hoaxed by some of my schoolboys.
It was a verv generous action on their part
—a kindly., good-natured trick, But it was a
trick, nevertheless. I do not wish to fall into
another trap.”

“My dear Mr. Stockdale!” protested Mr.
Hammerton. “My dear sir! Surely you do
not expect a8 man of my reputation—"

“No, no!” muttered Mr. Stockdale.
“Please forgive me!”

And then, in a fresh dream, Mr. Stockdale
found himself possessed of two hundred
pounds in five-pound notes. He signed a re-
ceipt, and gave an undertaking to personally
see that all the paintings were sent on by
train to Mr. Hammerton’s London show-
rooms. It was genuine! Theroe could be no
doubt about this! Just when everything had
seemed at its blackest—some light had burst
through!

echoed the

CHAPTER 23,
The Confession’

RCHIE GLENTHORNE,
walking rather painfully,
entered his study in the
Remove  passage, and
found Phipps hovering

about with the fire-irons.

have |

Archie went across i
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to the- lounge, anl
very gingerly,

“Good gad, Phipps!” he murmured in a
foeble voice. “ Kimdly rally round and give
the young master every kind of brand of
assistance.” :

“1s anything wrong, sir?” asked Phipps.

“Ansthing  wrong retorted  Avchie.
“Good gad! Is anything right? ‘The whole
blessed works have gone phut, Phipps! And 1
may as well inform you that the young
master has just received a somewhat foul
swishing,” :

“Indeed, sir!”

“ Absolutely indced,” said Archie painfully,
“The good old rear section is dashed tender,
Phipps. But that matters nothing, as the
good old novelists say. The most frightful
thing of all these other frightful things ts
that poor old Mr., Stockdale knows the truth,
and he has returned us his money, Iivery-
thing is knocked sideways, Phipps.”

“1 hardly think so, sir,” said Phipps with a
disereet cough.

towered hiwmself very

r{ ¥y

Archie Jooked wup, regarding Ihipps
curiously,
“You don’t know, Phipps,” he said. “ You

don’'t know the sad truth.”

“1 rather think I do, sir,” said Phipps.
“I have a little confession to make to you.”

“0dds life,” said Archie., *'A confession?”

“Yes, sir,” nodded Phipps. “1 happened
to see Mr. Stockdale coming into this House,
and I observed him go to Master Hamilton’s
study, And, naturally, when 1 saw Mr.
Stockdale’s expression I guessed the truth.™

Archie nodded.

“Of course you would,” he said. * Nothing
misses the good’ old eagle eye of Phipps,
what ?”

“And 1 seized the opportunity, sir, to don
a quite simple disguise,” went on Phipps
smoothly, “A small moustache, horn-rimmed
spectacles, and a changed voice. These trifles
were quite sufficient, sir, with the addition of
false eyebrows.”

Archie sat staring,

“Kindly explain, old lad!” he said feebly.
“The young master is wallowing.”

“T took the liberty of going across to Mr.
Stockdale study, sir,” said Phipps. “ My little
impersonation was rendered all .the easier
because ®Mr. Stockdale ie at present wearing
some pince-nez which are mot quite suitable
for his eyesight, Therefore, there was no fear
tl.at he would recognise me.”

“But why?” asked Archie. “Why did you
do this, old thing 7

“Well, sir, I impersonated Mr., Oscar
Hammerton, the famous art-dealer of
London,” continued Phipps imperturbably.
“As you may know, sir, he is a friend of
your family—quite a personal friend of Colonel
Glenthorne’s.”

“Good gad!”

“Furthermore, sir, 1 took the added liberty
of using your money,”” continued Phipps. *“}
have purchased all of Mr. Stockdale’s paint-
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ings 10r the sum of two hundred pounds—all
the money you had.”

f"‘What!” shouted Archie, leaping to his
1eet,

“Yes, sir,” proceeded Phipps. “And I
really think that Mr. Stockdale is happy at
last. He has no idea that this is a second
hoax—because I used the name of a real art-
dealer, and I have instructed Mr. Stockdale
to send the paintings on to Mr. Hammerton’s
London address.” |

“QOdds staggers and shocks!”

“I need hardly remind you, sir, that it will
be necessary for you to put things right with
Mr. Hammerton,” continued Phipps. “I
should suggest a discreet letter, and no doubt
Mr. Hammerton will take it all in good part.
Since he 1s such a big friend of your father’s
there can be little harm done. And I have no
doubt that Colonel Glenthorne will consider
that the two hundred pounds have been well
spent. It was in a very good cause, sir.”

Archie groped with the staggering im-
mensity of this revelation.

“But, dash it!” he gasped. “Do you
absolutely mean to say, Phipps, that every-
thing 1s all nght?”

“1 rather think so, sir.,”

“You mean to say that Mr. Stockdale has
been paid—that he thinks his paintings have
been actually sold?” asked Archie happily.
“Phipps, old stilton! Phipps, old dutch!
You're not only a living marvel—you're
absolutely too brainy to live in this world !”

Phipps remained as imperturbable as ever.

“It was nothing, sir,” he protested., “Just
a little act of mine on the gpur of the moment.
I sincerely trust that you will overlook the
liberty, siv.”

“Liberty !” said Archie. “Why, vou dear
old chump, it’s the greatest thing you ever
did 1*

“I think it would be advisable for us to
keep this little secret to ourselves,” went on
Phipps. “The less 1t 1s talked about the
better.”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie as he scized
Phipps’ hand and wrung it warmly. “Just
our sceret, what? Put 1t there, Phipps—put
it there! Dash it, you're the world’s greatest
wizard !” ;

CHAPTER 24,

Two Mysteries !

-
-~
-
e
-

—
-—

-
—

= SHEN 1 come across Alan
/' Castleton——"

now, Handy!” - inter-
rupted Pitt, “We can
leave Castleton for another time. Let’s decide
about this deputation,”

The juniors were standing out in the Tri-
angle under the dark sky. All of them were
sore, for they had all recently tasted the Head-
master’s cane. They had received their swish-
ing in silence, and now they were far more

| said Nipper.

“Never mind Castleton'

15
concerned about Mr. Stockdale thun Alan
Castleton.

“Yes, we've got to get up a deputation,’
“We'll sec old Stocky and urge
him to accept the money. If we put it nicely
he might agree. We'll tell him that his
sister’s life is in danger, and that it is a
duty to humanity for him to accept, even if
he doesn’t like it,”

“That’s the line to go upon,” agreed Buster
Boots. “Come on, don’t let’s waste any timoe
—let’s go at once.”

“How many of us?” asked Bray.

“Well, 1 suggest four,”” said Boots.

“Nipper, Handy, Pitt and myself. How's
that 7
said Handforth,

»

“Fine!” “Come on!
Let’s get it over!” .

The four juniors went into the Modern
House with determined expressions on their
faces, but it must be confessed that they did
not possess very much hope. But there was
just & chance—a chance in a thousand-—that
Mr. Stockdale would see their point of view.
They had all the money with them, and they
wanted him to accept it. For the sake of his
sister they wanted him to take the cash,

They reached Mr. Stockdale’s study and
tapped upon the door.

“Come in!” came & cheery, happy voice,

They glanced at one another curiously, for
it was Mr. Stockdale’s voice, and it was not
the tone they had expected. They went n
and found the Housemaster bright and
cheerful.

“Well, boys,” he said, smiling upon them
kindiy, “I am glad you have come! [ hope
you did not take my words too harshly. But
I was very upset at the time. I appreciate

} your good efforts—vour wonderful thought-

fulness, You hoaxed me, no doubt, but the
motive behind it all was very, very goenerous
and noble.”

“0Oh, choese it, sir!” s=aid Nipper gruffiy.
“We’ve come here, hoping that you might
accept the money as a loan from us—just for
the time being, as it were.”

Mr. Stockdale smiled,

“ Fortunately, my boys, it is not necessary,”
he said. “Since I saw you last I have had
some very good fortune. A famous art dealer
from London has been to see me, and he has
bought all my paintings for a very good price,
even more than—ahem !—the sale realised.”

“You've—you've sold your paintings; sir?”
gasped Handforth. | : -

“Kvery one of them,”’ smiled Mr. Steckdale,
nodding. |

“Oh, iy goodness!”

““Then—then you don't neced our money at
all, sir?” |

“No, boys; but thank you all the same.”

They staggered out, dazed. There was
something very mysterious about this. It was
altogether too staggering to be true. They
joined the other juniors in the Triangle,
and they were plied with eager questions.

“There’s something rummy happened,™ said
Handforth. ““Old Stocky has sold all hijs

L paintings to an art dealer or somebody!™
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“WW hac!”

“He didn't go into any details, but he’s as
happy as a lark,” said Buster Boots. ‘“He
must have sold the paintings, too, or he
wouldn't be like that. After our hoax, vou
about this

cat bet he was pretty careful
ses*oml affair.  Well, good luek to him!”
“ I

Jut  bow—how?”  murmured Nipper,
frowning. “1 don't believe it. There's some-
thing very funny about all this!>’

And a:z they stood there, discussing the
matter, Archie CGlenthorne came out of the
Ancient House, looking wery chirpy. He
strolled off towards the West Honse unaware
that Nipper had been looking at him.

Nipper compressed his lips. Why was
Archie so happy? Obviously he could know
nothinz of Mr. Stockdale’s change of fortune,
and he had recently had a swishing, and yet
he was humming to himself with sheer con-
tentment! It was very significant,

- “By Jove!” murmured Nipper to himself,
“1 wonder!”

He was thinking of Phipps, and he was
thinking of tha art dealer who had recently
scen M-, Stockdale. In fact, Nipper guessed
the trath. But he dida’t sav anvthing to the
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others. Perhaps it would be just as well to
let that little matter remain a mystery.
_“Well, let's get indoors, you chaps,” said
Nipper, turning to Tregellis-West and Watson.

“Yes, we'll come, too,” said Regrzie Pitt.
“T'm blessed if I can understand what it all
means, but it seems to be pretty good. If old
Stocky is satisfied, I'm jolly certain that I
am!”

And a: he went towards the West House
with Jack Grey, he caught sight of a figure
near the gates,

It was a gaunt figure, with bowed shoulders.
And, with a start, Reggie Pitt recognised
the old stranger who had been with the car—
that man whom Lord Pippinton had accused
of attempting to kill him!

And here he was again! ._ :

Here, lurking about the school! Who was
he? Was it possible that there was any truth
in what old Pippy had been saying? And
when Pitt looked at the gateway again the
figure had gone—passed on into the night!

What was the meaning of this strange

myvstery 7

THE END.

“A RANK
OUTSIDER !

Once more Alan Castieton, the new
boy who arrived at St. Frank’s with
such a wonderful reputation for
sportsmanship, is shown up in his true
colours, There’s nothinz govd that
can be said about him !

But a rotter can make a wholg heap
of mischiel amongst decent fellows,
and this Castieton proceeds to do.

The consequences that follow Castile-
ton’s latest piece of blackguardism are
mighty serious—for Nipper & Co. And
~our old friends of the East House are

also deeply involved.

This yarn is ong o! the best Edwy
Searles Brooks has ever written. [If
you miss it, boys, you’ll lose the treat
0! the week !

e
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NEXT WEDNESDAY'! A ciaime ey

.CIRCUS !”

Hani-
lita

Another instalment of Willy
forth's rousing serial ol cireus

* ORDER IN

ADVANCE!
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Willy Handforth as an Aathor! Opening Instalment Below!

By WILLY HANDFORTH.

Thisthrilling story of circus life has been written

by Willy Handforth.

It is exactly as he wrote

it, save that small errors in punctuation and
spelling have been corrected by the Editor.

(Out into the Cold World !

o UT of my way, you cub!”
- And with these cruel words, Jasper
Jelks took Tom by the shoulder, and
sent him hurtling into a corner of the
squalid, poverty-stricken room. But Tom was on
his feet again in a momend, for our hero was a
boy of pluck and spirit.

““You brute!” he cried deflantly.

Jasper Jelks swung round like a tiger.

“I'll give you the ‘idin’ of your life for that!”
he shouted. ¢ 'Ow dare you speak to your father
in that way?” :

But Tom’s eyes were flashing, and he was stand-
ing back, his shoulders squared, his whole face
glowing with deflance. Our hero is a boy of
about fourteen, with clear blue eyes, curly hair,
and a fine figure. Only the previous day he
had left school, having won every honour and
prize that was going. And now he was home—
now it was up to him to look out for work.

‘“You're not my father!” he replied boldly.
‘“You're only my steplather, and you've always
been a brute to me!™

¥For a moment, Jasper Jelks could say nothing.
He was taken completely by surprise, and he
could only stand there, and goggle at Tom., At
last the .breiking point had come—at last the
ﬁr_*aat moment had arrived when Tom was defying

1T,

“I'l larn ye!” Jasper Jelks bellowed, un-
strapping his belt, and whirling it through the
air, ‘Come ’ere, you young cub! What 'ave you
been doin’ to-day? Why ain’t you got a job?"

“I've tried to get a job—but it’s not so easy!™
cried Tom, still standing his ground. - “I only

left school yesterday, and you can’'t expect——?
“You're a lazy young scamp—that’s what you
are!” broke in Jasper Jelks harshly. “You take
after your mother in your lazy ways—-"
“Don’t dare to say a word against my
mother!” cried Tom fliercely. < She's been dead
for over seven years, and I hardly remember her,
But I know she was a kind, wouderful woman!
And youre a brute—you're a blackguard!”

“By thunder!” snarled Jasper Jelks, leaping
forward.
Slash! S8lash! Slash!

Down came the belt with erunel force—but Tom
wasn’t there. He knew what to expect from his
cruel stepfather, and he had dodged like iightning.
Now he was at the door, and his eyes were Hash-
ing more than ever. _ :

“I'm going away!”™ he cried deflantly,
“You're not going to bully me any more—you’'re
not going to thrash me again! I'm going out to
earn my own living—and to make my fortune!”

And with these brave words Tom slammed the
door, and strode out into the cold, eruel night.

It was raining, and he had no overcoat, but he
did not falter. The die was cast. He was running
away from home—and he did not care. Home!
The very word was a mockery to Tom Hamilton!
He had never known a home—and now he was
setting out into the cold world, filled with eager-
ness at the thought of earning his own living—
and the idea of hoeing his own row.

“Free—free!” he breathed happily. *¢At last
I've had the pluck to tear myself away from
my cruel stepfather! Never again will he thrash
me--never again will he leave me without food:
My schooldays are over--and now I must work.



38

Well, I'li strike out for myself, and I'll go far,
far away!”

And he strode on—ever oun.

Through the wet streets of the city he went,
with the lamplight gleaming on the pavemonts,
with the rain beating pitilessly down., On-—-always
on, And Tom tramped on, his determination as
strong as ever.

The rain was coming down in sheets. _

efore long, Tom was wet through, but he did
not care. And at last he had reached the out.
skirts of the town, and he was making his way
into the open country. He did not care where he
went. All he wanted to do was to get as far
as possible from his stepfather.

Little did he know where Fate was leadinz him!

Our Hero Tames a Bull !

N—always on!
. And the rain came down in
F sheets,

All was darkness round Tom Hamilton
now. He was trudging on, along the muddy
roads, and his footsteps were weary. He had
travelled many miles, and at last he was feeling
happy. Away from his cruel stepfather—away
from all the squalid surroundings of his boyhood.

blinding

It was good to be out in the country, out in the

open air, under the sky. What did it matter if
it rained? Tom would not have cared if it had
snowed,

And at last he crawled under a
burrowing out a little nest for himself.
tiiere he slept.

He awoke in a new world, for it was dawn—
full daylight. The sun was shining gloriously,
and all Nature was smiling, ;

How different from the. old life!

Our hero was on the road—setting forth to make
his fartune!

And hiz heart was light within him.

But, my hat, wasn’t he hungry! 1 should jolly
well say he was! But Tom’s heart waz stout, and
his hunger did not worry him. Sooner or latee.
Jie knew, he would get a meal. He would earn a

haystack,
And

meal. Neve: would he aceept charity. And
never would hé steal!

And when he thought of Jazper Jelks. and
that squalid little house that had always heen

his home. he wondered why he hadn't ran away

hefore. What an ass he had heen! This was
hetter than living under his stenfather's poverty-
stricken roof! This was better than being beaten
antt kicked and enffed, ,

Our hero arose and stretched himself, and
then he set off upon the road once more. The
sun was shining down upen him, and all the world
seemed happy :

The birds were singing evervwhere, and Tom
felt, right down within him, that everything was
soon to be all right.

And just then he heard a tremendous bellow, and
a great bull came tearing down the lane towards
him. The bull was a whacking great animal, and
it was snorting furiously, and its head was down
in a great charge.

But Tom stood his ground, and was not afraid.

“ Now then, old chap—now then!™ he said
persuasively. *“What's all the excitement about?
Cool of!"

And the bull, coming to a full stop, looked at
Tom in a bleary sort of way. Our hero then
walked up to the bull, and stroked his face—that
is to say, the front part of his head.

A moment later, a fat and perspirinz farmer
cam% puffing up, and he stared in dumb amaze-
ment.

* Good-morn'ng, sir!” sald Tom hrightly.
CWell T'm blowed !™ said the farmer.
did you do it, young ’'un?”

“ llow
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“ Do what?" asked our hero.

“HNow did you tame this ‘ere bLull?” said the
farmer. “’E’s the worst one I've got.”

“1 didn't tame him,” laughed Tom. *I've got
a way with animals—that’s all. I can always
get on with animals, you know, 1I've got some
wtaihiie mice in my pocket even now, if it comes to
diat t™

The farmer looked on in amazement, and he
gave the buli into the charge of two or three
farm hands who had come panting up in the
rear. Then he looked at Tom with a new interest.

;: 1;011’1'9 a stranger hereabouts, ain't you?” he
asked,

“Yes,” replied Tom. “I'm looking for a job—

I'm on the tramp, and I mean to make wmy
fortune. T haven’t a home, or anything.”
“Poor lad!"™ said the farmer Kkindly. *“ You

look hungry, too. Come along o' me, an’ T'll give
yon a good breakfast.”

“RBut 1 haven't earned it!"” protested Tom.

“Yes, you have?” said the farmer. * You've
done me n good service, my lad, an' I want to
reward yon,”

So our hero went to the farmhouse. and there
he enjoyed a hearty breakfast, and when he went
away he took a package of food with him, for the
farmer’s wife was a kindly soul.

Tom was feeling happier than ever now, because
he had bee~ able to feed his pet white mice. He
had carried them in his pocket all the time. and
they had come to no harm through the rain
and the night,

Now he war on the road again.
within him, and
shoulder.

And the sun shone gloriously.

Befors long., Tom came to a little town. and
as he was going down the High Street, he paused.
A procession was coming down towards him—a
procession that made hima stand still, and look.
For right in front were two hig elephants, and
then eame a couple of kangaroos, followed by a

in a ecage. and a tiger in another cage,

a hearty feed
another feed slung over his

lion in
There were a couple of monkeys, too, and a zebra
and a girafie.

Tom stood there, wild with joy. His love of
animals was terrific, and he had always wanted
to see some of these fine creatures, But he had
always been kept in that poverty-stricken
neighhourhood by his stepfather, and he had
never been to a zoo. So now that he saw this
cireus parade his heart was thumping wildly
against his ribs. Tt was a sight that he had
alwavs longed to see :

A cirens parade!

That was what it was, and Tom's heart leapt
more wildly than ever. A cirecus! All his life. he
had longed to live in a circus! Perhaps he would
be able to get a job in this circus—and then his
enp of happiness would be filled?

And then, as Tom was thinking this. a motor
cyele eame whizzing along. 1t was one of those
noizy things—one of those motor bikes that sound
like a couple of machine guns in action. 1t shot
by, and at the same moment the two elephants
reared up., and ran amok!

1t was a tense, dramatic moment!

Our Hero Qets Into the Circus !

OW, although Tom had a wonderful way
N with him when it ecame to animals, he

hadn't had much experience of elephants.

In faet, he hadn't had any. He had

quelled the bu'l without much difficulty, because

he had dealt with bulls before. But these

elephants were a different matter, and for a
moment onr hero hesitated.

Meanwhile the elephants were charging down

the street, and the air was filled withh shouts and

B |
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screams. It seemed that scores of people were to
be trampled to death.

Then suddenly Tom had an idea, and quick as a
flash, be pulled his white mice out of his pocket.
- He ran forward, and as the elephants came
charging down upon him, he heard the crowds
‘erying aloud with horror. Everybody thought
that this brave boy was to be trampled to death
before their very eyes. But our Tom knew what
‘he was doing! When those frantic creatures were
‘nearly upon him, he stooped quickly, and placed
the white mice on the ground. Then he stepped
aside, and pointed. '

‘““Now then, Mick, show what you can do!”
cried Tom. “ And you help, Mack.”

- It was a tense, dramatic moment!

Mick and Mack, the white mice, semed to under-
stand what their young master meant. For they
-ran forward, right before those enraged elephants.
And those giants of the forest fell back, trembling
like aspen leaves. Everybody knows that
elephants are frightened of mice—and here was
an example of it! |

The elephants were nearly scared out of their
skins. They faltered, trembled, and stood still
—rooted to the ground with fright. And the next
moment Tom, seeing that he was victorious, ran

forward, and he stroked the trunk of the nearest

elephant. _
. “All right, old boy—all right!” he said softly.
‘“ Nothing to be scared of! Trust me!” _

In a flash, he had picked up Mick and Mack,
and they were now in his pocket. The elephants
were instantly velieved, and their trembling
ceased. And they seemed to know that Tom was
their friend.

Cheers were ringing out from all sides, and
as Tom swung round, wondering what the exeite-
ment was about, he found, to his amazement,
that the people were cheering him! An Indian
chap had now come up—a sort of Hindu. He was
scowling ferociously, and he took c¢harge of the
two elephants with brutal cries. Tom took an
instant dislike to this man.

Before he could speak, a fat man in a
gorgeously red suit came riding up on a charger.
He had a tremendous great moustache with
pointed ends, and he was wearing a topper.

“You'll report to me later, Chunga!” he
shouted, looking angrily at the Hindu, It was
your carelessness that caused those elephants to
run wild!”

“ But, sahib, the motor cyecle——" began the
Hindu. _

“ Nonsense !” shouted the fat man. “You
should have kept the elephants in hand!”

““You are the master, sahib—and T obey!”
muttered Chunga. ;

And Tom was the only one who saw the evil
glint in Chunga’s eyes as the Hindu slunk off,
taking charge of the two elephants. The big
man* dismounted from his charger, and patted
Tom on the back. At the same time, he looked
Tom up and down. He noted his rags and tatters,
and the travel-worn condition of his boots.

“Well done, lad—well done!” said the big man

with the moustache.
disaster.”

“1t was Mick and Mack, sir—my white mice,”
replied Tom simply,

“Thia kid ought to be useful to us, boss,” said
the clown of the cireus, eoming up. “Did you

Tt was you who saved &

notice how he made friends with the elephants?” |.

The big man looked at Tom, and he could see
the sparkle in Tom’s eyes. .

“1 am Signor Boggannini,” he said proudly.
“I am the boss of this great circus!”

And Tom looked at him in awe. -

“No yoa want a job?" continued Signor

Boggannini. :
“Why, yes, sir!” panted Tom. “I—I was
wondering—— But do you.mean it?” he gasped.

gireus!
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“Do you mean that I can get a job in ‘the
circus ¢

“Report to my caravan later on to-day, and
I will see you,” said Signor Boggannini, waving a
fat hand ‘““Enough! Let the parade prooeed!
And, boy, I shall remember your good work!”

And so the parade proceeded, while Tom stood
there ir 4 dazed condition. He had seen Signor
Boggannini himself—the owner and proprietor of
the Greatest Circus on Earth! And Signor
Boggannini had promised him a job! Life seemed
too wonderful for words, and Tom hardly knew
whether he was on his heels or his head.

Qur Hero Amongst Friends !

FTER the procession had passed, with all
its glamour and wonder, Tom stood on
the pavement, still in & dream, It
seemed too good to he true. Signor

Boggannini had promised him a job in the
( And it was the one job in all the world
that Tom had longed for!

He didn’t care what work he would have to do.
He didn’t want any wages, either. He would be
perfectly content to work for the food lhe ate,
and he would be willing to sleep in one of the
eircus wagons, Anything to be with the e¢ircus!

At last Tom came out of his dream, and he
knew, then, that it was a reality,. He made his
way through the town, and at {ast he came to
the field where the circus was pitched. The very
sight of it made him stand still.

His heart beat a rapid tattoo against his ribs.

There stood the cireus, with the great main
tent in the centre. Flags were flying over it, and
all round there were other tents and caravans,
and horses were grazing all over the place. And
near the gate which led into the fleld a number
of boys were watching, '

Tom went up to the gate, and pushed it open.
The boys told him that he couldn’t get in—or
that if he did get in he would be quickly kicked
out. But Tom only smiled, and walked on. He
had been Iinvited—and he felt sorry for thebe
other boys.

He found himself in the meadow, and he looked
round uncerfainly. One of the caravans seemed
bigger than all the others, and then his eyes
gleamed excitedly as he saw the name ‘“Signor
Boggannini” painted over the door of that special
caravan. |

And Tom’s heart beat a rapid tattoo against
his ribs.

Just then @ man approached him--a tall, thin
man, with a smiling, wrinkled face. He took a
liking to him at once. There was something
friendly about this man.

““Hallo, kid!” he said, coming up.
come, then?” _ _

“But—but I don’t know you!” said Tom,
staring. _ _ '

“Yes, you do—I’m Smiler, the clown,” said the
man. “I was in the parade. You've come to
see the boss, haven't you?”

“Yes,” replied Tom. “I'm after that job!”

“Good luck to you!” said Smiler. “You'll find

¢ R0 you've

that old Sam Boggs is one of the best. A bit
hasty-tempered, but——"

“Sam Boggs?” repeated Tom. “But who-—
Oh, you mean Signor Boggannini?”

“ Signor Boggannini to the public, but Sam
Boggs to the rest of us,” grinned Smiler. “If
you go in that ecaravan, youw'll find him. He's

probably having dinner at the moment with Mrs,
Boggs and Daisy. You'll like Mrs. Boggs—a
motherly sort of woman. And Daisy is a peach.”
Tom wanted to say something, but he couldn’t
speak. All this was too wonderful!
And as he walked forward, animals from all

(Continued on page 41.)
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Edwy Seartes Brooks
chats with his readers.
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NOTE.—it aify reader writes to me, 1 shall be pleased to comment wpon such remarkz as are

likelu to interest Lhe majority. Al
clo The Editor, THE NELSON LEK
Street. LONDON., E.C4. Every letter will

gpecint merit will be distinguished by a star (%)
offer i« str'l open; my autographed phote for

W. N. Martin (Darlaston). Gladys Lake***
(South Narwood)., Ed. A. Harrison (Bolton),
Robert Johuson. Jor. (Leicester), 1. M. Ambler
(Dulwicin, Tom Treadwell (E.C.2), Harold G
Seott (Walthamstow), H. E. Bueckland (Dulwiech).

Wm, Thos. Daley* (Etna Creek, Aus.), Ronald
Johit.con ( Anerdeen), K. Ash (Liverpool),
“xeout "t (Birmingham), Harry Mullen (Dubliny,

Thos., Jones (Wolverhampton), * Harry Gresham ™

(Hollinwcod), Terence sSullivan* (Tufnell Park),

3itl Knigat (Dover), A, Hall (Folkestone), ¥F. H.

Green (Stratford), Albert W. 'l‘:xll” (Portzmouth).
* * -

“Them's my sentiments,” too, H. E. Duckland.
I want us all to feel that we are friends of the
same circ'e. You say: “You are the only writer
I know who enats with his readers. I think it is
a splendis iden It ecauses a band of friendship
to spring up between author and reader; and
what could be hetter?” And echo answers
“What?”  Well, not exactly, because, strictly
gpeaking, if echo answers anything at all, it
would answer “ better.” And as | don't think
anything could be bhetter, echo can go and eut
coke, or chew caal, or something!

E & *

What you tell me, " Seout.” gives me. as they
say in thea elassies, food for thought. As a
matter of faet, I guite agree with you. This i3
what yvou tell me: “A week ago a friend aof
mine asked if I could lend him a good book.
When | suggested some of my old “ Nelson Lees’
e turtied up his nose with the polite remark of
* Detective rubbish.,” Yesterday the same thing
happened with another friend, except that he
renuarked  * Detective trash.,® The peculiar part
abhout it is thet 1 don’t blame them in the least.
I sirould have done the same thing myself, unless
[ hal bheer. 1n the know. When 1 told these
fricivds that the “ Nelson Lee ' contained decent
school storiez, they were guite surprized, and one
at teast will be a regular reader.” 1 expect lots
of fellows are in just the same position as you,
“Reout.”  Well, the remedy iz quite simple.
ftiive them a copy of the Old Paper and wmalke
themm read . After that, they can’'t possibly
have any wrong ideas ahout the type of yarn that
Onr Pape- contains, As for changing the title,
it is a taller order than you imagine—and, in any
cazs, that i3 a matter for the Editor. You've got
to remember that 1'm only the chap who writes
the slories

x * *

The hest *ofer in the Remove, Harry Mnullen,
is undoubtedly Nipper. Handforth is probably a
better Aghter, and by that [ mean that he can

letters should be addressed:; EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,

LIBRARY The Fleetway House. Farringdon
hare wmy persongl attention. Lelters of very
against the sender’'s mame. My phlote exchange
yours—but yours first, please.—E.§5.B.

slog until further orders. But old Handy i3 too
impulsive and too reckless to trouble much about
scientific boving. In a fight between Nipper and
Handforth, it is quite likely that Nipper would
be knocked out, although 1 do uet think this is
at all probable. At the same time, Nipper is
undoubtedly the best boxer of the two. Ernest
Lawrence, of course, is in the Fourth, and his
prowess as a boxer is well known.

* * *

*“A  Complainer ™  (Douglas, LOM.); W,
Brittian (Pimlico), Jas. A. Frost* (Kentish Town),
Jas. W. Cook (Poplar), Percy Young* (Liverpool),
J. A. Hartley (Haslingden), “T. ¢.” (Kilkenuy),
Bernard Lyn Abbott (Streatham Common), Mrs.
V. Adnum (Montreal), Stanley (. C(onway
(Battersca), John Foster (Huddersfield), J.
Gallimore (Ealing), E. W. A. A. M. Bryar (Brad-
ford), Henry Munday (Mill Hill), Alfred Williams
(Harpenden), M. A. Rajabally (Rangoon), Solomon
Arkin (Cape Town), George Bradley (Thornton
Heath), Agnes Roddick (Bournemouth), *R. P.”*
(Dover), Henry Norman (South Shields), Winifred
Johnson (South Shields).

L4 ¥ *

I should be a lucky fellow, James W. Cook, if
every reader had as much trust in me as you
hiuve. 1 rather like this sentence in your letter:
“ Really, 1 don't ecare whether you answer this
letter or not. so long as you acknowledge its
arrival—beecause I know that you have read it,
and that’s all T eare.” I'm afraid that a good
many other readers believe that I throw theie
letters, unread, into the waste-paper basket. But,
m justice to myself, T must say that vour faith
in me is not misplaced. 1 read every letter that
comes into my hands—and I answer every letter
that is of sufficient general interest. always
providing that 1 have the space. Sometimes, I
fear, I have to let many letters go into my files
with only a bare acknowledgment. But not before
I've read every word of them-—personally! You
ask me if it is impossible to re-start the
Magazine? Well, it’s not exactly impossible, old
man. But den’t you think these serials, written
by the St. PFrank’s fellows, in turn, are every
hit as good as the Mag? In a way, they're better
—sinee you are enabled to get quite a respect-
able dose of the serial every week. No, old nian,
that sketch at the top of the page is not actually
my study. All the same, I've got quite a nice
studv—wita a real earpet on the floor—yes, and
with a genuine easy chair (in which I fall asleep,
sometimes, when 1 oughtn't tol)
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Isn’t - tbere: a bit . of contradiction in your
Jetter, ““T, C.”? After wmaking a few disparaging
remaiks ahout the Congo stories, you say this:
“Do you kuow that between Archie and Browne
the * Nelson Lee Library ' has gone to the dogs?
1t is time that Browne was taken out of the
paper altogether—and Archie with him.” And
then, on the next page, you cheerfully tell me
that you consider the * Nelson Lee Libary ” to
bhe ““one of the hest books on the market.” ['m
sorry 1 ean’t have Browne and Archie sent away
from St. Frank™s just to please you--because
those twu happen to Le two of my most popular
characters. So I'm afraid the Old Paper will
continue to *‘go to the dogs.”

* - »

I'm glad you liked the Archie serial, J.
Gallimore, and I hope jyou enjoyed Handforth's
effort just as much. You suggest that Lord
Dorrimore should write one of these serinls? It
all depends, of course. The majority of readers
might not care for the scheme. We shall have to
wait and see.

* *

*

Yes, M. A. Rajabally, there is one Indian boy at
St. Frank's. He iz Hussi Ranjit Lal Kahn, and he
shares Study N, in the West House, with the Hon.
Douglas Singleton., He basn’t been much to the
fore iately, but 1 shall have to see what can be
done about old Hussi Kahn.

¥ * »

Thanks for your suggestion, “ R.P.” but I doubt
if sueh a series would be of general interest.
You suggest that uext summer we should have
4  channel-swimming  series, featuring Tom
Burton as the schoolboy channel swimmer. Of
gourse, vou live in Dover, and that makes all the
differcnce. Perhaps the general run of readers
wouldn't *‘e¢otton on.”

-

Viviau Golby (Harlington), Frank W. il
{Wallazey), Loden & Leden (London, W, C.), Alec

Bird (Chelmsford), J. W. Busby (Bow), James
Staunton-Lambert (W.2)), Edmund R. Browne*
(Durban), Sidney W. Le Roux* (Kingwilliams-

town, Cape Province), H. Cyd Schyft (Johanne:-
burg). * <Sincere Reader” (Chatham), Edward Jones
{Burcot), James Conway** (Clonmel), D. Vernon
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Evans* (Chicago), J. Burford (Londom, N. 1.), L.
Marsh (Hull), Gladys Marjorie Bowen™ (0Old Hill,
Statfs), Margaret Ada Belcher (Wednesbury),
Charles Price (Leeds), Leslie John Barnett (Ply-
mouth), * kussie-En-Route ™* (Grasinere), Audrew
A. MeCartie (Moultun). :

While 1 know that I have such enthusiastic
readers as you, Messrs, Loden & Leden, 1 am
happy. You tell me that you are joining a new
club, and that you intend taking seventecen back
numbers of the Old Papcr with you—and that
you are sure of getting at least a dozen new
readers. [T hope that you did get the dozen, and
I also hope that 1 shall soon be getting letters
from them,

*

* * *

You have certainly hit upon the reason for
old Handy's popularity, James Conway. You
refer to him as "a personality endowed with

virtues and faults like all of us.” That’s just
it. And I'm inclined to think that it is Hand-
forth's faults, rather than his virtues, that make
him so well liked. We are all full of faults,
although we dou’t like confessing to them, 1
am sorry that Terence ('Grady has been so
mueh in the background, but if you will be
patient enough you will see him flguring prom-
inently, one of these days, in a series.
L £

Thanks for your ecandid opinion of Our Paper,
Gladys Mariorie Bowen: “1It is the best-worded,
exciting, adventurous, and the nicest paper for
voung and old, in England.” 1 particularly like
that hit “for voung and old.” I want people
to realise that although my yarns are about
schoolboys, they are available for everybody.

e ™ ™ e I
« “PRIDE O’ THE CIRCUS!” %

-}
:: (Continued from page 39.) o

™™ e " e e " e " " e e " e e e e e "
sides came towards him. It was absolutely
marvellous. Horses came trotting up, whinnying
with joy. Dogs came round him, barking happily.
And in a cage, near by, a big lion was rubbing
%ga.inst the bars, purring at the very sight of
ont. '

Smiler the elown stood there, wondering. He
had believed that this boy was something different
-—but never had he imagined that our hero was
so wonderful with animals.

Then Tom noticed that Chunga, the elephant
trainer, was talking tb a tall, sinister-looking man.
And this tall sinister-looking man, who had fierce,
penetrating eyes, was staring at Tom intently.
There was something evil in that stare, and Tom
believed that Chunga, the elephant trainer, had
bfee:;l plotting against him. He disliked both
of them,

“Hi, boy!” shouted the man with the sinister
eyes,

“What do you want?” asked Tom, walking up,
his head erect, his eyes clear and bold.
+ “So you're the kid that the boss 18 going to
engage, are you?” said the sinister man. ¢ Well,
;ny name is Silas Spoops, and I am the lion-
amer.”

“Your lion doesn't
fearlessly.

For the lion was lashing his tail now, and
snarling furiously at the trainer. Silas Snoops
uttered a long, mocking laugh,

“This lion is the wildest creature that ever
came out of the forest!” he cried. * Even my
skill canunot tame him yet!™

“71 think I eould manage him.” replied Tomn
quietly,

Silas Snoops gave a roar of rage.

“0Oh, you do, do you?” he shouted.
by Heaven, we shall see!™

And with one swing he pulled open the door of
the lion’s cage, and he grasped Tom, and flung
him into the cage.

Clang !

The door closed behind our hero, and there he
was, alone in that cage with the wildest thing
that had ever come out of the forest! And Silas
Snoops “stood by, shouting with villainous
laughter!

look very tame!” saig Tom

-

* Then,

(Well, you chaps, that’s the end of the first
instalment. I shouldn't be surprised if the Editor
has messed about with my manuscript here and
there, and ke probably thinks he knowg how to
spell better than I do—but he’s promised me that

the story will appear «almost exactly as I've
written it. Anyhow, we author chaps have to
put up with that sort of thing from editors,

Next week wou'll find our hero in all sorts of
exciting incidents in Boggannini's Gigantic Circus.
— WILLY)
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CHIEF OFFICERS CHAT

All LETTERS in reference to the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank's
Lrague, clo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringtion St., London, E.C.4,
Enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

A Complaint!

PUCKIUAM  friend says that some corre-

spondents omit the formuality of replying

to lviters. Our correspondence page is

doiug such excellent work that 1 much
regret there should be any display of diseourtesy.
Aund it s uncivil not to answer letters, take it
s YOU Ay, _

A Bit of Bad Luck!

A Seedley chum says he wag fishing, and his
hadee took a dive into the water as he was
bending over the bank. I am sending my North
Country friend a fresh badge, The old one has
goune for good. Most likely a bright young trout
ate it, thinking thus to become a wmember of
the 8. F. L.!

How to Write a Letter!

K. P. of Burslem asks how to write a letter.
There is but little occasion for him to make the
inquity, for he has a sense of humour, and he
writes simply and naturally. Iunny thing how
some peopl: seem to fancy that a few con-
ventional phrases such as " hoping you are well,
as this leaves me at present,” or “yours in
hasle ™ oare necessary for a letter., Most likely
there is no haste at all, no train to catch, and
dinner i3 far from ready. The really interesting
letter is that from a fellow who has something
to say and who writes it just as he would talk.

A Ciub in Queensiand!
Geo. 8. Thornton, Aubin House, Quail Street,

Lougreach, Queensland, Australia, sends an
interesting  letter about his club, which has

thirty-cicht members, 15—19 years old. He wants
to hear from readers who are interested in snap-
shots, books, ete. They have football, ecricket,
tennis and hoekey players in the club. My
correspondent states that he answers every letter
lie receives.

The Air Force!

* A Constant Reader,” Leeds, asks about the
toyal Air Force. I would have told him at
once, but he omitted his address. He myst
make application in London., Royal Air Force,
4, Henrietta Street, London, W.C.2. His age is
right.

Addressing Letters.

Jem Smith (Manchester) says he thinks the
address on. an ¢nvelope should begin with the
towa or city to which it is going, next the street
and number, and the name last. He thinks this
might help the postman, and I am irclined to
agrec with hin.

' Napoleson! .

Did Napoleon ever come to this country? A
Leicesler chum puts this query.. 1 never heard
of saeh a visit. The emperor meant to come
by the Boulogne route, but he thought better of
it.  Of course, in the early days the Corsican
might have been over here, long before he
watehied the sack of the Tuileries as an unknown
ariillery othcer. Tlis nephew knew Fngland wetl.

The Big and the Little!

Which is the biggest bird's egg in this country,
ditto the smallest? A reader in the Midlands
asks this query. The wild swan comes first,
the wren second.

A Cycling Record! .
A Highbury vcorrespondent queries the state-
ment in the “ N. L. L."” as to the world’s record
for the pushbike, and quotes ™ Cyeling” to the
eifect that the highest recorded bicycle speed is
over 80 m.p.h, reached by Jean Brunier during
his motor-paced record ride of 75 miles 280 yards,
at Montlhery, France, November 1st, 1925. But
that is just what the “N. L. L. said, and 1 do
not see what my chum is gropsing at.

_ The Plaza Cilub!

A Hull member asks about the word * Plaza.”
Would it be a good name for a club? 1 should
say it is just the thing. Plaza is Spanish for
Place or Square, and is O.K. for a title. Good
luck to the Plaza Club, Hull.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

John A. Ewenr, lF'ountain Cottages, High Street,
Banchory, Kincardineshire, N.B., wishes to get in
touch with a Freauch reader, or with one who can
write French. He aiso wants to hear from an
Organising Otllicer.

Chas. T. Browne, 74, Victoria Road, Lower
Edmonton, London, N.9, wishes to secure in good
condition old series “ N, L.L.” Nos, 1—512, 439—455,
413, 424, 420, 450, 452, 424, 437, also 1--55 New
Series. State price.

Kenneth Macdonald, 63, Hindpool Road, Barrow-
in-Furness, wishes to hear frown readers who are
interested in his amateur magazine.

E. Mountfort, e/o Circulation Branch, G.P.0O.
Maritzburg, Natal, South Africa, wishes to cor-
respond with a reader in a large American eity.

Wm. Cormuck, 4. Becket House, Tabard Street,
Boro', London, §.E.1, wants to heur from readers
in his district. as he is forming a c¢lub.

J. Potter, 85, Drove Road, Biggleswade, Beds.,

wishes to hear frow the necarest 0.0. He has
“8t. Frank's en the Congo™ to sell,

5. Waite, 87, Lecontield Road, Highbury,
London, N. 5., wishes to hear from aa 0.0. In
his district: he wants to join a club.

Willinm Kitehen, 33, South Avenue, Buxton,

Derbyshire, wishes to correspond with readers.
D. Douglas-Willan, toseinallow, Houghton,
Hunts., wizhes to buy No. 67 (new series)
“N. L. L. the last story in the African series.
Wilkinson Rirg, 10, Edith Street, Nslson,
wishes to correspond with readers who are
interested in shorthand and stamps. '
G. Hodgson, 70, Scalby Road, UScarborough,
would like to hear from readers in and out of
Scarborough with a view to forming a club. He
also asks M. Ilowe, of Luton, to write and

L return last lot of photos.
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G. Rudge, 28, :
Flymouth, wonld like tn lhear from
show any who live in his distriet his Jibrary.

J.  Miles, The " Lodge, Monlscoombe Schowls,
Mounlseovmbe, Brighton, wislhes  to  correspond
with seouts and fellows in the merchant service.

Juaek Greaves, 3, Row 103, Great Yarmouth,
has 100 “ X, L. L. for sale,

D. Blackburnu, 103, Warwick Street,
Newcastle-on-Tyne, wants (o hear from
anywhere,

N. Cochrane, 44, Walhrouk, Terrace, St. Peter's,
Newcastie-on-Tyne, wishes to hear from readers,
particularly those oversehs,

C. Rendell, 7, Three (olt Strect, Limeliouse,
London, E.14, wishes to  hear from  readers
interested in camping.

Alun H. Green, Loguerheads, Market Drayion,
shropshire, wishes to hear from readers ahroad.

T. Young, Eurimie Street. Coonmmmble, N.SOW .,
Australia, wishes to  correspond with  readers,
ages 160 19, about  any  interesting subject,
especially  the muovies and sports,

Slatiley  Chidley, 32, Towther Road,
Park, Brighton, wisiiex to hear from
in hiz district,

J. A. Burke s N, G
Bublin, wishes ta Lear from
seonts, and readers generally.

Williame G, White, 74, Alexamdra
Nuneaton, Warwickshire. wishezs to hear

High  Street, Stounchouse,

readérs, or

Heaton,
redders

Preston
members

Phibsharos',
collectors,

i,
stamp

Street.
from
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readers ju his’ district with the object of forming
a sports club, o

J. H., Themas, 23, Ashcombe Street, Fulham,
London, S.W.6, wishes 1o diear from readers
interested in photography.

Fred  Clark, 5, Coventry wad, Wavertree,
Liverpool, wants to get in toucn with members
of the N, F. L _in the Allerton, Mossley Hill,
Woolton, and Wavertree distriets, also Teeds,
Scarborough, ete., who are interested in cartoon
drawing and st:unp colleeting.

Robert W. Conner, PO, Box 881, Cape Town,
South Africa, wishes to hear from cigarette card
rollectors,

Walter S8, Croston, 35, Ash Street, Seedley,
Manchester, wishes 1o correspond with readers
inderested In nature study and fishing.

N, Wood, 32, Cannen  Street,  Ardwick,
Manchester, wishes to coarrespond with readers
interested in Pitman's shorthand, and stawmp
collecting,

Len Brown, 22, Prittlewell Street, Southend-on-
Sea, lssex, wishes . to eorrespond with readers

who are interested in butterflies amd pictures of
them : he wants (o form o field elub.

Samuel Lonis Ellison, =5, Donare Terraee. South
Circular Road, Doelphin's Barn, Dublin, wishes to
hear from readers who will help form a elub.

Kenneth  Pemborton, =5, Mooiland  Road.
Burslen, Stoke-on-Trent, Staffs.. wishesx to obtain

back numbers of the NELSON LEE LiERARY.

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Bova are wanted for the Seaman Clasz {(from which §
selectjons ave made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Signalling Branches), 4dge 15} lo 16§ pears.

MEX also are required for
SEAM EN ASPECIAL SERYICE) o s
STOKERS = e S

Age 18 to 25.
Age 18 (o 25.

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter o the Reeruiting Staff Officer, R.N.
and N.M,., 5, Suffolk Sireer, Birmingham; 121,
YVictoria Street, Bristol: 13, Crown Terrace, Dowan-
will, Glasgow; 30, Canning Pliace, Liverpool; 55,
Whitehall, London, 8 W.1; 289, Deansgate, Man-
chesrver; 116. Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or 86,
Ovehard IPlace, Queen’s Park, Southampton.

,i:laig._ht. Increased 5/

In 3D Days. f . Conurse,
No Appliances. No Drugs. XNo Dieting.
The Melvin Strong Systemn NEVER FAILS.
Bend stamp for gamcula rs and testimonials.
~MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,
Ludgut. Hill, London, Evpgland.

worth cheap Photo Material. Sam

£2,00 ples catalogue-free, 12 by 10 En

latgement. any photo, 8d.—HACKETT'S WORKS
July Road, Liverpool.
Ventriloguisis®  Instenments given

FREE FUN! FREE ta all sending Fd. (PO, for

latewt Amusing Novelty and List.—P, Simnson & Co.,
10. Clarence Gardens, Llandudno, N. Wales.

Complete

All applications for Adverfisement Spaces in thu
publication should be addressed to the Advertise-
ment Manager, * The Nelson Lee Library,” The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Streei, London, E.C.4.

memmm GREAT RECORD BARGAIN ! ! ==
: Sale Price® New 1927 Improved Model of the Famous

pEs DE-LUX
30 ORI g AN
Pos!l": V‘iew-ﬁnd'er'.Spring Levﬂl‘_Shﬁtter: L.ever

1Guard, Leatherette Handle, Absolutel

il PHOTOS, size 3ix2iins. British made, complete
wl with Best Quality Plate, Developing & Ptg. Out-
fit & easyinstructions. Send P.0,2 - Sale Cat.,
1,000 MNig Bargaine, Post Preel-—LEEDS
BARGAIN Co. (U.1.) 31, Kendal Eane, Leeds.

DON'T'EBE BULLIED

Seud 4d. Stumps for Two Splendid
Lessons in Jujitsu, the wonderful
Japanese Self-Defence, and Handsome
b Phote Plate of Jap Champions. Take
care of yourself; fear no man.
You can have MOXNRKRTER TIllus-
; traled Portion for P.O. 39,

: Send now “* YAWARA *' (BDept.
AP, 10, Queensway, Hanworih, Feltham, Middlesex,
Practical Tuition London School Daily,

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to sell Private Christ-
mas Cards, Experience not essential, Highest Comnission,
Valuable Prizes. Free Sample Book. Choice Seleclion,

Apply DEXNTON & CO., Depu. D.29, Accrington.
' Cure vourself
Stop Stammering! .. i T
ticulars FPREE.—FRANXK B, HUGHES, 7,

Southampton Row, Lou<don, W.C.1.

CUT THIS OUT
"NELSON LEE"™ PEN COUPON, VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these eonpens, with only 2'9 (and 2d. stamo)
diteet 1o the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4. By return you will receive a handsome _Iew_'r
seif-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid goid
nib (ane, wediube, or broad!, usually 1076, 1"I}n9£ price

4'-, or with 5 coupons only 2.9. De-Luxe Modei 2/-extra »

U ) T - e _ﬂ_'f;r. C e
P “1-; LEVER SELE § il et FL & i)
L M oW | oA A .

Printed and Published every Wednesday by
House, Farringdon Street., TLondon, E.C.4.

London, E C. 4. !
11/ per annum ; 5/'€ fer xix months,
for Australla and New Zealand:

New Series No. 73

(Canada).
iR

Messrs Gordon & CGoteh, Limited; and for Canada:
Limited,

the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,, The Flectwiy
_ EL Advertisement Offices :
Registered for transmission by Canndian magazine post, ]
Sule Agents for South Africa: Central News Agency, Limited.

The '[-‘-h:e.iway Honse, Farringdsn Street

Inland and Abroad, -
Sole Agents
News Co.

Subseriptivh Rates

The Immperial
September 24th; 1927.
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Thns ‘MATCH’ Footbau

o B » ,

Eree for I80 coupons

Bo s‘ Collect B.D.V. Coupons and get good sturdy
‘Ma.tch Footballs free throughout- the whole of the
season. - Itwwont take lonof for a dozen boys to save
180, coupons if every ‘man “of the team will do his bit.
“ Collect from father uncles, big brothers, the fellow next
" door, and everybody who smokes B.D.V. If they do nodt
now smoke B.D.V. get them to do so. The ‘Match’
.Football is full size and a real match-winner. The
case ‘is® of stout good leather; the bladder is of
pure Para rubber. Get together now. The first ball
can be along in almost no time.

end lo-day for a Free Gift Book. There's the ,GID e ‘Q’"»
Train book—full details of BASSETT-LOWKE or ©#oP é

BING complete free model railways. And a new O P
General Gift Book, contammg nearly 200 fine gifts of ‘Q g
all kinds. Either bookm free and is worth five coupons.

) O » S & '_."' &,
. 0 b '.l ...' ....
20 for 11!d. B D Plain or O {2@ * &
. B . 2 . . Al ~ % ot ; o - *

10 for 64d. CIGARETTES Cork Tips QQ:" _‘&‘) Q_QO "'...._,.- .'.'.-_ﬂ 'q_..-‘ .. "-..




