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With one movement Handforth swept his chums' toppers off their heads. With another move-
ment he sent the hats sailing over the hedge into a neighbeuring meadow. The breeze
caught them and carried them far. ‘‘Now go and fetch ’em [’ said Handforth coolly.
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JAPING IRENE & CO.—Nipper, the popular Junior skipper al St. Frank’s,
has not forgotten bow [rene & Co. “ put 1t across ” the Removites recendly, and
when be learns that a cranky old food professor is fo lecture at the Moor View
School, be sees bere an excellent chance fo pay off that score. Unfortunalely, the
jape comes “ unstuck ”’ ; complications arise and they lead up fo——

"By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St, Frank’s stories now appearing in *‘ The Popular ” eyery Tuesday.)

— — et =

CHAPTER 1.

Revenge is Sweet!

“Somethin' about cricket, old boy ?” asked Tregellis-West,
“-.NU-”
“Tootball 2"

“Not quite,”

“Well, never mind what it’s about,” put in Tomny Watson, “Puss the strawberry jam,
futbhead, and don’t bury ryuur:-mlf so much in that local ragl”

Nipper laid aside the “Bannington Gazetto ” for a moment, and slid the jar of strayw-
berry jam across the table, Tea in Study C, in the Ancient House at 8t. Irank’s, was
proceeding in its usual free and easy way.

“Now, what's tho interesting subject ?” asked Watson.

“Iiver heard of Dr, Huxley Crane?”

“No. Yhat is he?”

“My decar chap, how can you sit there and express such ignorance?” asked Nipper
faintly “Don’t you know thet Dr. Huxley Crane is a great scientist? Don’t you know
that he's one of the leading specialists on dietetics 7"

“On which?"”

“Dietetics—tho science of healthful eating, to be exact,” said Nipper in his best
dictionary manner. “ Articles by Dr. Crane on ¢ Your Daily ¥ood ' are always coming out,
in the newspapers, If he was here now, he'd pull that strawberry jam out of your hand
and chuck it away. He'd grab that loaf of white bread and shudder at it. As for these
surdmes, 1 think 6ne look would be enough to make him ill for a week, Oh, he's a great
sprcialist, is Dr, Crane "

" Well, let him specialise somewhere clse, old boy,"” said Sir Montie.

“That’s just it,” grinned Nipper. “He's coming here on Monday.”

“Coming here!” yelled Watson in alarm., “Creat Scott! You don't mean to say that
lic's going to mess about wilh our crub?”

4 V}:}R‘f interesting,” said Nipper musingly. *In fact, thundering interesting!”
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“Not exaetly  ours,” rephied Nipper
gently, “When 1 say ‘here,” I don’t mean
that he’s coning to St. Frank’s. He’'ll just
be in the district. In point of fact, he’s
gt}ilnggi to deltver a lecture to the Moor View
girls.

Tregellis-West and Watson locked relieved.

“Ass!” snid Watson witheringly. “Who
cares what lectures he delivers to the girls?
As long as he doesn’t drift in here by mis-
take, no harm will be done. T've no patience
with these seientifie specialists. As soon as
he's finished one of his lectures I'll bet he
goes into a restaurant and has a whacking
big steak!”

“That’s quite likely,” said Nipper. "He
may approve of steaks. Anyhow, he’s an
expert on grub, and the relation of grub to
athletics.” : :

“T'm surprised at Miss Bona for allowing
the - chump to go to the Moor View School
with his bunkum,” said Watson bluntly.

“That’s no way to speak of one of the
world’s gredtest experts on diet,” said Nipper
sternly. “Schoolboys, of course, aren’t
interested in diet. As long as they get three
or four square meals a day, with an
occasional extra feed, they’re contented.
But schoolgirls are "different.”

“Are they?” asked-Montie mildly. "I
haven’t particularly noticed it when they've
been here to teal” '

“They probably let themselves go when
they’re out “visiting,” ‘explained Nipper.
“But you kmow as well as I do that girls
will sacrifice any amount of grub for the
sake of keeping slim, Not that Dr. Crane
will encourage them much,” he added, with
a grin. "I seem to remcmber that he’s all
against the modern girls® starvation diet,
He's coming to the Moor View School to
warn Irene & Ceo. against the dangers of
under-feeding, L-expect. Health before slim-
ness, sort of thing. He’ll probably tell them
that a good square meal is a lot more valu-
able than a packet of thinning bath-salts.”

“Good luck to him!” commented Watson.
“T admit that I like slim girls better than
fat onecs, but health comes first. Not that
I care much either way. Why not talk about
ericket for a change?

Nipper chuckled and glanced at the news-
paper again,

Things were mere or less normal at St.
Frank’s now. Nipper had recently been in
hot water, and half the school had been very
much against him. That half was now doing
its best to make amends, having realised
that it had gravely misjudged the popular
Junior skipper.

Claude Gore-Pearvee’s Reform DParty was
as dead as a door-nail, and the cads of the
Ancient House were now very subdued. Gore-
Pearce, in fact, was so much in the back-
ground that the other fellows were hardly
aware of his existence. The ericket season
was coming on apace; the majority of the
fellows were concentrating all their cuergies

| and all their thoughts on the great summer

game.
"It seems to me,” said Nipper, “that it’s
about time for us to do something.”

“Do something " asked Wateon, * What
about 7" -

“About Dr. Huxley Crane and the girls,”
said Nipper. "I suppose you haven’t for-

gotten what happened on Easter Monday?”

“Begad! Easter Monday?” repeated
TregellisWest. “Why delve into the past,
dear old boy?”

“So you have forgotten,” sighed Nipper.

“My dear chap, what about our reputation?
The girls spoofed us up to our eyes on
Easter Monday. They worked a jape on us
that had us fooled all along the line. And
we haven’t had our own back yet. We've
been too busy with those rotten reformers,
and with the Head’s weird ideas on
snecaking.”

“Bother the Head!” said Watson. “ We've
cured him  Dr. Morrison - Nicholls is as
harmless as a kitten nowadays, and I dare-
say he’ll keep things running quite smoothly
now until Dr. Stafford comes back. Dut
you’re right about getting our own back on
the mirls.” ;

“It’s a frightfully difficult thing for us to
get our own back,” said Sir Montie, shaking
his head. *“We can’t jape themn as we would
jipe the River House .chaps, for example.
We've got to be careful what we do. A
fellow can go bald-headed for a crowd of

boys and slosh out with euthusiasm; but
he can’t do that with girls.” |
“Of course not,” agreed Nipper. “No

violence allowed. Those sort of japes are
naturally out of the running. But thewe's

no “reason why we shouldu’t get up an
elaborate kind of spoof.”

“Too risky!” said Watson, shaking lus
head. " Don’t forget Miss Bond!l”

“H’m! T'll admit that Miss Charloite
Bond is a bit of a handful, but we can risk
it for once,” said Nipper. *“It says in the
paper here that Dr. Crane is coming down
from London on the afternoon train. He’'s
gpoing to deliver his lecture at the Moor View
School in the evening. That means’s he'll
arrive at Bellton just about tea-time. There’s
only one train at that hour,”

“But what does it matter to us?” asked
Watson, staring.

“Webll, supposing Dr. Crane went to the
Moor View School and told the girls that
their present food is all wrong?” asked
Nipper musingly. “Supposing he advised
them to eat lots of queer things—such as bran
and raw ocatmeal, uncooked potatoes, and
boiled stinging-nettles, and things like thaty”

“You ass! Dr, Crane isn't as bad as all

that.”

“There’s never  any telling with theso
dietetic specialists,” said Nipper, shaking
his head “It’s quite possible that Du,

Crane might lecture to the  girls on those
lines, and they, knowing what an expert ho
is, would naturally take a lot of notice of
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him. What fun to hear of the girls cating
raw potatoes for breakfast, with trimmings
of dandelions and mixed herbs.”
“You're crazy!” said Watson. “Dr.
Crane wouldn’t advise the girls to go on a
diet like that, He may be a crank, but—"
“Begad!" interrupted Montic, with a start.
“You're not suggestin’, dear old boy, that

somebody should impersonate the worthy
gentleman, are you?”

“Myself, to be exact,” said Nipper
modestly.

“"What!" roared Watson, |

“Why not?" said Nipper. “I don’t

suppose the girls have ever seen Dr. Crane,
and I'm not so bad as an actor. I think I

could manage to pull it off all right. It
wouldn’t last long, etther. Think of the
laugh wo'd have, even if it only lasted for

half an hour!”

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Watson
Lreathlessly. “It couldn’t be done, If's too
—too terrificl And yet, if only you could
spoof the girls to begin with—- Oh, my
hat! What a lark!”

“What's a lark?" asked Handforth, in the
doorway.

Ile came in, followed by Church and
McClure, his faithful chums. The Study D
trio looked at Nipper & Co. with interest.

“What's the excitement!” added Edward
Oswald Iandforth,

aNipper's got a brain-wave for spoofing
Irene & Co.,” said Watson eagerly.

Handforth frowned.

“I'm not sure that we ought to do any-
thing like that,” he said, with a judicial air.
“The great question is, are girls fair game?
T doubt it. It would be different if we could
have a scrap with them. But we can’t.
(iivls are—well, they're girls!”

“(io hon!” said Nipper, then added: * It
all depends wupon the jape, old man,
Naturally, violence of any sort i3 barred.
Tuo fair damgsels, poor things, mustn’t run
the risk of getting a bruise or two. So we've
got to get up a thoroughly peaceful jape.”

“That means it'll be a wishy-washy
affair!” said Iandforth tartly. y
“Not necessarily,”  replied  Nipper.

“fasten to this, Wait a minute, though.
Weo'd better fetch Fullwood and Travers and
one or two of the others. Might as well get
the thing arranged.”

So Fullwood and Travers and half a dozen
other juniors were brought inio the con-
forence. It was Saturday evening, and there
wasn't much time to lose if the thing was to
be properly planned.

TS the goods!”
I approvingly,

“Yes, ratherl”
“There’s only one improvement that
I can suggest,” continued Travers. " Instead
of vou doing the Dr, Crane stunt, Nipper,
let me do it.”
“Rats! It’s my wheeze, and Tm going to
be Dr. Crane,”

gald Travers
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“You'vre both wrong!" snorted Huandiorti.
“I'm the chap for the job!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You'd give yourself away in ten seconds,
Handy,” grinned Nipper. “I'm afraid you
won't come out very strongly in this affair.
You're & good chap in a scrap—nons better
—but in this business you'll be a mere
spectator.”

“I shan’t even bo that,” grumbled Hand-
forth, “The whecze is all right, but whero
do we come in? You'ro the only fellow
who'll get the fun, as far as I can see,”

“Exactly!” murmured Vivian Travers.
“That’s what I was thinking, too."”

“But the girla will be spoofed, and wao
shall all have the laugh on them afterwards,
especially if they adopt the wonderful dict
I'm going to map out,” said Nipper,
grinning. “The general laughs will comne
later on.”

“What about getting somebody else to
help you?" suggested Fullwood.  “That’s
what the girls did, you know, and that's
how they spoofed us so neatly. Sylvia Glenn
got her aunt and uncle to help, so naturally
we never - twigged. Hasn’t anybody got o
useful uncle knocking about?”

Nipper shook his head.

“It couldn’t be wangled,” ho objected.
“The girls played their jape in holiday
time, and that made all the difference.”

“Well, how about a senior?" asked Harry
Gresham. “Stevens, of the Fifth, for
example? He’s a born actor. Finest actor
in the school, in fact. Ho could do a thing';
lika this on his head.” e

Nipper lovked round coldly.

“I don't know whether you mean to be
impolite, but this isn’t very complimentary

te me, 13 1t ?” he asked.

. . “Don't you think
I'm cupable of making up fur the part and
bringing it off t”

“lvery time, dear old fellow,” said
Travers soothingly. “But a tall, imposing
Dr. Crane would be more impressive—antd
more likely to pull off the jape. That’s all
wo were thinking. Still—"

“Rats!” said Nipper. “Plenty of these
brainy professors are no bigger than Third
Form fags! In fact, most of them are small,
insignificant-looking men. Their brains have
developed to the detriment of their frames.
They ean't have it both wave, you knosw,

Objection number one ruled out! Auny
morge 7" : .
“Yee," eald Handforth. “If it doesn't

matter about thoe size of the spoofer, ' the
man for the job."”
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This objection, of course, was ruled out
without even Dbeing discussed. Handforth
was promptly sguashed, and in the end it
was definitely carried that Nipper should do
the deed,

CHAPTER 2.
Keeping it Dark!
the foitowing afternoon the plan was

B
lcarned it by heart. It is to be feared that
much of Sunduy was devoted to this base
task.

\obody clse bhad been told of the wheeze.
*We can't be too careful,” said Nipper.
“If a thing like this gets tafkm- about ah
over the school, rt'll be the genet.. gossip
in no time, And if some fathead lets the
cat out of the bag, the whole game’ll fizzle
out. So it's up to us to keep mum until the

thing's over,’

The other conspirators promptly agreed.

Church and McClure were vastly worried
about Handforth., His will was good enough,
but he had an awkward habit of letting
things out unintentionally. So Church and
McClure haunted him like shadows, and
during that morning they had occasion to
pull him up on at least four scparate
occasions,

“We shall be grey by to-morrow evening,”
said Church wearily, us he and Mae waited
for Handforth in the afternoon. “Why does
_he want to go for a walk now? Supposing
we meet some of the girls?”

“We shall have to keep away from the
lanes and footpaths,”” replied MeClure, "“We
can't risk a thing like that! Handy’s only
got to be speaking to Irene for two minutes
~and he’ll tell her everything—before he

lises it.”
“Handforth econ appeared, looking
and tidy in his “Bunday best.”

“8illy custom, this!” he said tartly.
“Why can't we wear the same togs on
Sunday as on other days? I feel awful!
Daren’t biff anybody, or ¢ven bend down!
Are you chaps ready?”

“Been walting for ages,” said Chureh.

Handforth inspected thmn closely and they
appearcd to pass muster, so they strolled
out into the warm spring sunshum and were
soon on their way up the lane in the dirce-
tion of the Moor View School. This was pre-
cisely the direction in which Church and
McClure did not want to go, but Handforth
went that way, and to let him go alone
was unthinkable.

“Yook here,

cut and dned, '
Nipper had rehearsed his pert, he
ha-d prepared his speech, and had

neat

Handy—about to-morrow's

ja.p:\i” said Church tentatively. _
“Are you going to warn me again?’ de-|
manded Handforth. “You silly fathead! 1f

you say another word—-"

“But we can’t be too careful——"

“You mind your own p’s and q's, and I'}
mind mine !” interrupted Handforth. “ Any-
body might think I couldn’t be trusted with
a secret! I want this jape to be as success-

™

“alarm.
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ful as you do—muy I certainly think 1t
would stand a lot more cham.«, it 1 played the
part ot old Crane.”.

"Don't shout 1t!” guspedz Church, in
“I'nere you go, rtandy ! Uut here,
in the open lane, talking about the thing in
your usual loud-speaker voice.”

“My what vowe?”

“Megapnone voice ! retorted Chureh, ex-
asperated. " Oh, what’s the use? We'ro
commng with yvou o tnat we can gag you if
necessary, and 1t doesn't seern to be any
good! 1t’s a pity Nipper ever told you any-
thing about it.”’

Handforth halted in his tracks, staring.

“Oh!” he saird ominously,

“What do you mean—* Uh’7"” |

“You're conung with me to keep mo
cagged, are you?”’ roared Handforth indig-
vantly, " Afraid to let me be ont alone, 1
case 1 let the cat out of the bag! Well, you
GiLn both go back!”

“Not likely I"" saad Mae.

“I'm gomg on tms walk alone’
Handforth. :

“Rats! We're sticking to you—and that's
final I” snorted Chureh. *'Try to shake us
off—that's all!”

“Ioasy !” said llandforth.

With one movement, he swept his chums’
toppers off their heads. With another move-
ment, he sent the hats sailing over the hedgo
into the neighbouring meadow. Lhe breeze
caught them and carried them far. Chuygh
and MeClure were so taken by surprise that
they stood stock-still for a moment, speech-
less with outraged d:g,mtv .

"Now go and fetch "emn ! -ud Handlorth
coolly, “I'll walk en alone.”

“Why, you—you-—-="

“Of course, you can come with me 1f you
like” added Handforth, with a careless air,
“but there are some cows in that ficld, and
your toppers won't be improved if they're
trodden on. Still, that’s your conecern.”

“You awful retter!” gasped Church,
finding his voice.

“Hi1!"" howied McClure.
quite near!”

They dashed through the nearcst gap,
alarmed about their precious toppers. ‘Lhey
found that the hats bhad fallen in a parti-
cularly boggy patch of meadow, and to reach
them was something of u feat,

With feelings too deep for words, they

" Insisted

“"Those cows aro

shooed a npumber of peaceful cows away,

pulled some long sticks out of the hodgt‘

toppers.

HﬁNDFURTH strolled on leisurely and
for his drastic action, this feeling was
immediately quelled by the remem-

stuck so close to him.

As luek would have 1t, he no sooner turned
with three or four of the Moor View girls—
who were also out for a Sunday afternoon

and made attempts to reach for those

contentedly. If he felt any remorso
brance of why Church and McClure had
a bend in the lane than he came face to face
stroll. They were looking particularly
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attractive to-day, since they were allowed to
wear fashionable Frocks, instead of the
ordinary school dress.

And in such sunny weather as this, crepe-
de-Chine and similar material was the oxrder
of the day. Without doubt, Irenc & Co.
were looking particularly charming.

“Why, hallo, Ted!” said Irene. a3
Handforth came up. “All alone to-day ?”
“KEh?” said Handforth with a start,

“ Afternoon, girls!” he added, as he hastily
raised his hat. “You mean Church and
MeClure? Oh, thev're behind somewhere!”

“I can’t sec them,” remarked Doris
Berkeley, looking down the lane.

“They’ve gone into the meadow,” said
Handforth vaguely.
“Thae fatheads lost
their  toppers—— At
least, their toppers——
I mean—— Oh, well,
what does it matter?
They'll soon be here.”

The schoolgirls
tacitly understood that
any pressing inquirices
would be ewkward,

“We're just ing
for a wall,” said Ircne
casually,

“Good egg! What
about strolling along
the river?” asked Handforth.

“I dare say
weo shall find some of the other fellows t.}mr{n
Still, we'd better avoid 'em, perhaps,” he

added.
“ Avoid
Summers.
“Well, they've got something on for
to-morrow evening—something special,” said
Handforth, “And as you girls are pretty
closely affected—— Eh? I mean, might as

them ? Why?” asked Mary

well go in another direction,” he added
hastily.

“But how are we affected?” asked Irene
curiously,

“Of course you're not!” said Handforth,
with such an air of carelessness that the girls’
suspicions were instantly aroused. “In any
case, you'll be busy to-morrow evening,
won't you?”

“Shall we?” asked Doris. “Ilow?”

“Well, that scientist chap is coming, isn't
he ?” asked Handforth,

“0Oh, you mean Dr. Huxley Crane!” said
Trene, with a grimace. “It’s Miss Bond’s
idea. I hope he won’t make a long speech.
We're all dreading it. Just as if we nced
telling what we should eat and what wo
shouldn’t eat!”

Handforth grinned.

“T'll bet he'll give you a few surprises!”
he chuckled. “Nipper's got it all planned
out—every word of it! A regular speech!”

“Has he really ?” murmured Doris.
“Of course, it's better that we shouldn'
meet  him  this  afterncon,” put in Ireue,

7

“Perhaps we'd better do as you say, Ted,
and walk the other way. Isn’t everything
looking glorious now ?"’

“Rather!” replied Handforth.

“But what were you saying about Dr.
Crane giving us a surprise ?” continued Irene,
with rare skill. “Do you think that Dr.
Crane will do anything awfully outrageouns?
Is he such a ecrank as all that?”

Handforth started, warned—as TIrene had
mtended—that he should say no more.

“Eh? Dr. Cranc?” he said hastily. “IIow
should I know?  Bother him! Thank

_—

| roodness he isn't. coming to St. Frank's!”

“Let's change tho

[ =]
subjeet,”  said Doriy
sweetly,

Handforth breathied

an inward sigh of re-

lief,  Certainly he had
not the faintest sus-
picion that he had
practically given tho

show away—and Irene
& Co. said nothing to
causa him any uneasi-
ness, They had
changed the subject
adroitly, and Hand-
forth took care not to
raise it again,

‘s REAT Scott!” said Chureh, in dire
G alarm, *“ Look!”

“That’s done 101" groancd
McClure. “The game’s up!”

They had got back into the lane, after re-
covering their toppers, and they could seo
that the worst had happened. There was
Handforth, strolling along with some Moor
View girls!

“Quick! Let's join them!” said Church
urgently, “We may still be in time.”

Thev hurried up, raised their hats, and
looked at the girls closely and searchingly.
Not that they made any discoveries.

“Just talking about our g cricket malcl
for Wednesday,” said Handforth,

“Oh!"” ejaculated his chums.

“We shall try to como and see it,” said
Irene smilingly. *“I hope we shall havo
strength enough by then,” she added, with a

@

chuckle. “There's a food crank coming to
lecturn us to-morrow, and the outlook 14
black."”

“Oh., we shan't take any notice of huwm,
whatever ho says,” put in Mary.

“Don’t you be too sure,’’ said Handforth.
“I've heard that Dr. Iluxiey Crane 1s a

regular terror——" _
broke in Church

*“About the cricket!"

desperately. “If you girls come along on
Wednesday afternoon, we might arrange a
bit of a tea-party at the same time. Let's

hope it keeps fine for the occasion.”
They managed to get Handforth off the

| subject of Dr. Crane, and it secmed to them

that this was the first reference ho had mada
‘to the worthy dictetic specialist,. At all



events, there was nothing in Irene & Co.'s
of the real truth. )

They were enormously relieved, balf an
Bad as the situat.on had seemed, 1t was
apparently saved. Handforth had managed
& ks, sald  lrene  mmpressively,

G “oere’s somethirg on !’ ;

now, and this was the first oppor-
tunity they had huad of tatking togetlicr.
Doris. . E o

“Led gave it away—aud didn’t know it!
incautious words from us, and he would h;}ﬂ.-‘u
scen thut he nad said too much. But 1 think

“You mean you did!" laughed Doris.
“You changed the subject in the nick of
jingo, then, there's something spucm} in the
wind ! Didn't Ted say that Nipper's got a

“We don't need to bo detectives to know
what the is,” said Irene, with a

. Those boys are getting up 2 jape against us
—a sort of revenge, I expect, for what we
" #1 %onderea when it would come,” mur-
murcd Mary. “It’s almost a shame, 1snt
away? 1 mean, it’s awfully. rough on
Nipper.”
firmly. “As sure as the sun’s shining,
Nipper means to side-track the real pro-
give us a spoof lecture!” )

“But he, would’t dure! -

“l{e's daring enough for anythmg,l de-
clared Irene. "Don’t forget that he’s the
sponsibility’s on his shoulders. It's a sort
of duty. The stain bas got to be wiped out!

“Well, he’s an optimist—that’s all,” said
Dorie. “Surely he couldn’t possibly hope Y
disguise in no time. We know him too well.”

Irene shook her head.
she argued. “Ted told us that Nipper had
prepared the speech, but he may be arrang-
perhaps—to come as Dr. Crane. Don’t for-
get how we spoofed the boys with Sylvia’s
out of our own book.” _

“Well, what are we going to do about

“Nothing "

“0Oh, but we must do something!”

Irene firmly. “We'll let him come, we'll pre-

tend to be deceived, we’ll listen to his lecture

demeanour to give them the slightest hint
hour later, when they parted with the girls.
to ‘‘keep it dark.”
toey were quite by themselves

“You mean about Dr., Crane?” asked
went on lrene. “OUh, my hat! A couple of
we managed 1t rather neatly.”
time, and Led didn't even suspect. By
speech all rcady 7’

amao ¢

gleetul qugl%l. “It's as plain as daylight!
did on Easter Monday.”
it, that Ted should have given the game

“It will be rough on him!"” replied Irenc
fessor, and como to our school himself and
Removoe ocaptain, and he feels that the ve-
'That sortof thing, you know.”
hoodwink us? We should see through his

“It needn’t necessarily be Nipper himself,”
ing with somebody else—a stranger to us,
aunt and uncle. They mean to take a leaf
it ?” asked Mary practically.

“Nothing until to-morrow night,” said
—and then we’ll have some fun of our own.”

—=
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broke mto a chorus of
as they thought of the

The schoolgirls
merry laughter
possibilities !

— .

CHAPTER 3.
Not According to "Schedule!

~ RAIN’S due in five minutes,” suid
i - Handforth, looking at his watch.

“Yes, you fellows had better get

off,” replied Nipper., . “Leave mo

here. As goon ag you’ve got rid of the poor

old professor, give me the signal, and Tl

come Into existence.
I'm nothing.”

“But you look something!” grinned
Tommy Waltson, By
This was perfectly true. Nipper looked

so remarkably unlike himself that the other
juniors experiented a startled fecling every
time they glanced at him. They ecould not
help having the impression that they were
in the prescnce of a stranger.

It was Monday evening, and the Remove
japers were all ready for the big event.
Nothing had transpired 1o give them tho
faintest hint of the wunhappy truth—that
Irene & Co. were aware of the plot, and
were preparing a special reception—a very
special reception—for Dr. Huxley Crane.

The boys were in a little thicket on tho
other side of Bellton Station—just within
sight of the raillway line. It was Nipper’s
plan to lurk here until D¢ .Crane had been
successfully side-tracked.

Nipper was attired in o somewhat eccentric
facshion—although by no 1means grotesyue.
He wore a loose-fittine Norfolk suit, care-
less and professor-like. His hair was long
and grey, curling over his collar. He wore
large horn-rimmed glosses, and he had
affected a drooping grev moustache.

His facial disguise had taken him most of
his time. althongh there was not a great deal
of . 'T'he less, the better. It would have

 been so easy to spoil everything by over-

doing it. Handforth, for . instance, had
suggested a whacking great false beard and
even a false nose. :

Nipper’s make-up was a triumph, but, as
Tommmy Watson had carelessly pomted out to
the admiring group, Nipper had learned his
art from Nelson Lee—who, as everybody
knew, was a pastomaster. So there was
nothing amateurish about that make-up.

The Remove captain looked learmed and
thoughtful. Me¢ did, indeed, fulfil one’s
mind-picture of a learned gentleman with
scientific propensities. Rather small, perhaps,
but this was nothing against him,

“Better buck up,” he murmured. “Don’t
want to be late for the train. You’ll do maost
of the talking, Travers.”

“Leave it to me, dear old fellow,” nodded
Vivian Travers. '

“Supposing some of the girls cotmo to meet
the train ?” asked Church. *“That’s the point
that’s worrying me, you know.”

At the present moment
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The two girls shrieked with laughter as they saw the Removites.

one of them.

2

““ Irene & Co. know all about your jape and your fake

““ You poor chumps !’ said
professor, and now they’re

giving him the time of his life ! ”’

“Forget it,"” said NNipper. “I’ve considered
that possibility, and it's only remote. Why
should the girls meet a scientific lecturer at
the station? We're not in the wilds down
here. No:; there’s practically no danger of
that. And if there ¢s somebody at the
station to meet him, you fellows will have
to take measures to deal with the situation.”

“Leave it to me, dear old fellow,” repeated
Travers.

“I don’t think you can do better than
work off the stunt we planned,” said Nipper.
“ Hallo, there goes the signal! Only another
two or three minutes. As soon as Dr. Crane
shows himself, pretend to be interested in
him, and get talking. When he mentions the

Moor View School—as he’s bound to—be
shocked.”
“Look startled, you mean?” asked
Handforth.

“Not you,” said Nipper.

“Not me? Why not me?”

“You’ve got to be a scout,” replied Nipper
hastily.  “Your place will be down the
village street, keeping watch, in case any of
the girls come along. The most responsible
duty of all, Handy.”

“Yes—perhaps so,”
certainly, ) _

He had a vague imprcssinr} that he was
being pushed out of the main event; and
this, of course, was actually true. But if was

said Handforth un-

always necessary
Edward Oswald.

“Look properly startled,” said Nipper to
the others. “Dr. Cranc is certain to ask
vou what’s wrong, and then you’ll hesitate.
Don’t tell him at once. Pretend to be a bit
confused.”

“I’ll do most of the talking,” said Travers.
“I'm not particular about a whopper or
two o

“No whoppers allowed!"” protested Nipper.

“¥or the love of Samson! Not even in a
good cause?” sighed Travers. “Oh well,
all right! No whoppers, then. T shall have
to bow to your delicate susceptibilitics. But
if Dr. Crane doesn’t get the impression that
scarlet fever has been raging in the Moor
View School, I shall cheerfully eat my
topper.” .

“Don’t forget to remind him that the only
other train for hours back to T.ondon i1s due
almost at once,” said Nipper. “It's a lucky
thing for us that these two trains come in
within five minutes of cach other—one up
and one down. Once you’ve got old Cranc
on the train, we shall have the coast clear.”

“My hat! She's coming now!” said
Tommy Watson urgently.

“Come on!” yelled Handforth. “Quick!”

“Well, well! What’s all the excitement ?”
asked Travers mildly.s “Plenty of time, dear
old fellows. The train may be m sight, but

to be’ diplomatic with
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it’ll be a long time before it pulls up in the
station. You know what these locals are!”

out any fluster. In fact, after the

train had pulled to a stop, the juniors

were casually crowding in the booking-
office, waiting for the clerk. They had
osteusibly come to inquire after a parcel.

One or two passengers came out. The
first was clearly a local gentleman of the
farming fraternity—well known by sight to
the St. Frank's fellows. The second was
Mv. Sharpe, the ironmonger. The third was
the cobbler’s wife, luden with shopping.
The fourth was the viear, who nodded
cheerily to the boys as he went out. The
fifth-—~ But there didn’t seem to be any
fifth,

The train was puffing away again, and the
ticket-collector had como Dback into the
-booking-office. The juniors, looking puzzied,
but trying hard to appear carcless, looked at
the clerk with seme anxiety.

“Waiting for me?” asked this young man.

“Yes,” said Fullwood. "Have you got a
parcel here for me?”

“Never mind your parcel,” said Travers,
waving a hand. “Let the gentleman finish
his duties first. T e¢xpect there are some

more passengers———

“No more,” said
has gone.”

“But—but isn’t there anybody clse off the
train ?” asked Watson blankly.

“Nobody else.”

“Are you sure?”

“Well, ’'m not sure, of course,” said the
oflicial sarcastically. “ Sovinebody might have
got mixed up with the hen-coops and the
milk-churns at the end of the platform. 1
suppose I'd better go along and look!”

He walked into his oflice, and the juniors
razed at one another in consternation. Here
was an unexpected set-back! Travers took u
look on the platform, and the only hiving
person in sight was the aged Bellton porter,
who was sorting out a miscellancous collec-
tion of merchandise that had been dumped
mn the platform,

“Well, well!”
is a bit steep.”

He knew there was no other way out of
the station. It wasn’t possible that Dr.
Huxley Crane had wandered off alone some-
where. If he had come off that train, they
would certainly have seen him., Travers
called to mind all the passengers who had
passed out. He knew them all by sight— they
were all local people.

Tho distressing fact became obvious. Dur,
Crane had not arrived.

“What the dickens are we going to do
now ?” asked Watson, after they had drifted
out into the station courtyard. "“'We can’t
give the signal to Nipper, can we?
it’s no good waiting for the up tram.”

P-[‘\IIEY arrvived in good time, aund with-

the clerk., *“The crowd

]

murmured Travers, ‘“This

And |

|
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“Perhaps Nipper had beiter go straight
ahead with the wheeze?” said Harry
Gresham dubiously. **What clse can he do 7

“Too risky,” replied Travers, shaking his
head. "The real merchant may turn up
while he’s in the middle of his lecture.”

“But there’s no other train!”

“There’s the road,” said Travers pointedly.

“This is what I call a Jlow-down trick,

dear oftl fellows. Why do these local news-

papers get things all wrong? The ‘ Gazeite’

distinetly said that Dr. Crane was coming

down by train—and by this train. It secms

to me that he must have motored instead.”
“Oh, iy only hat!”

“You—you mean he's gone straight to tho
Moor View School?” °

“What else?” said Travers sadly. “1It's
most frightfully disappointing, but it scems
to me that the wheeze 18 ‘off.” The f{ates
are against us, dear old fellows.”

“What an absolute frost,” grunted Watson,

It was indeed a keen disappointment.
After all their preparations, the whole thing
had fizzled out.

“"Better go and tell Nipper, I suppose,”
said Church despondently.

moment Handforth ecame

UT at that
tearing mmto the station wvaud.

“Cave!” he panted. “Two of the

eirls comimg!”

“It doesn’t matter, Handy,” said Churcl,
“The thing’s off now."”

HUE?’,

“Dr, Crane hasn’t come.”

“Hastn't come 7” yelled Handforth, aghast.
“Then—then the jape’s squashed ?”

"Looks very much like it, old
remarked Montie.

“But why 1" demanded Handforth
excitedly. *“It’s all the better! 'There’s no
need to choke Dr. Crane off now! Nipper
can go straight ahead il

“Bhush ' murmured MceClure.

Two fgures had suddenly appeared from
the road—-figures on bicyeles. They belonged
to Joan Tarrant and her own special chum,
of the Moor View School. This other girl
was Maudie Royce, a simpering sovt of ginl,
well fitted to be Joan’s ecbhum. Joan herself

boy,

was by no means the type of girl that the
St. Frank’s fellows admired. Trene & Co.
frankly and freely rveferred and

to Joan
Maudie as ' the cats.” ;
“Ha, ha, ha!®
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For some remarkable reason, the two girls
burst into a shout of laughter as soon as they
turned into the yard and caught sight of the
St. Frank's boys. It wasn’'t very pleasant
laughter, either. It was quite derisive in its

tone. They laughed so much that they nearly
fell off their machines. _ _
“ Anything the matter with us?” asked

Handforth bluntly. :
“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Joan and Maudie.
“Thero’s something gueer about this, you

chaps!” said Fullwood, “I believe they know

about our jape!”
“Great Scott!” yelled Handforth.

The two girls had now jumped f}*uxrllnif
their machines, and so great was their mirth
that they allowed their bicycles to crash

ﬂ“’(‘ri
“What’'s the matter?” asked Fullwood.

“Jave yvou girls gone dotty?”

“You poor chumps!” gasped Joan, when
she could find her voice. “You thought
vou'd spoofed us, didn’t you, with your fake
professor 1"

“Wha-a-at?”

“Irene and the other girls knew all about
it yesterday!” chimed in Maudie Royce.
“Ted Handforth gave the game away——"

“1 knew it!” groaned Church, looking at
McClure in horror. “Didn’t we suspect 167
All because we left him alone for one

L 1”
ml‘p}%txet. it's all rot!” roared Hnnflfurt'rj
indignantly. “I—I mean—— Beg pardon!
ho added, with a glare at the two girls.
“You must be wrong! I didn’t give the
way !” ;
gﬂ‘?}&?'esa. vgu did " laughed Joan Tarrant with
relish. “You met some of our girls in the
lane, and they twigged the jape at once, but
Irene purposely led your chums to think that
you hadn't let the cat out.”
“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth faintly.
“But—but what’s happening?” asked
Fullwood. )
“Miss Bond sent us down to the station
for a parcel—otherwise we’d be joining in
the fun,” said Maudie. “Come on, Joan !
T.et's hurry back. We may still be in time
for the chief fun.” .
« Chief fun?” shouted all the schoolboys in
one voice.

- - L]
“0f course,” said Joan. “Your precious

Dr. Crane has arrived—and thg girls are
giving him the time of his life!
CHAPTER 4.
Ragging the Wrong Victim!
a hand

dramatically to his forchead.
“We are undone!” he said mourn-
fully. “Dear old fellows, the jape
has not merely come wunstuck, but thero
appears to be some pretty fearful
complications.”
The two girls broke into fresh laughter.

VIVIAN TRAVERS clapped

11

“You’re right about the complications,”
chuckled Joan. “Oh, it was very smart of
vou to deliver your Dr. Crane by car. Miss
Bond was taken in beautifully. She accepted
him as tho real article without question,”

“But he s the real article!” said Gresham
frantically.

" Oh, don’t be silly!” said Maudie. “ Yon
know well enough that he's only a fako
professor—prepared by you fellows. He's
giving a lecture now, and tho givls are
rapging him gloriously.” .

“Worse and worse!” groaned Travers.

“They’re going to take it out of him
properly,” put in Joan. “By tho time he's
finished, he'll wish he’d never been born!
Fancy vou boys thinking that you can spoot
us girls!  We've got you beaten every
time!”

Handforth gulped.

“There’s been an awful mistake!” he said
frantically. “It’s the real professor who's at
yvour school—not Nipper.” :

“Of course he’s not Nipper,” nodded Joan.
“We know that! He’s somebody you've
brought in to help.”

“* But—but——"

“And after the ragging’s over, they'ro
going to chase him off the school premises,”
laughed Maudie. “In fact, he'll be lucky if
he doesn’t get ducked in the ditch. It’s a
case of the spoofer being spoofed!”

Tho ‘juniors were aghast. The situation
was acute. The unfortunate Dr. Huxley
Crane, arriving at the Moor View School
by car instead of by train, had been mistaken
by Irene & Co. for the St. Frank’s spoofer!
And the girls were treating him exactly as

they would have treated the disguised
Nipper! .

Exactly what the unfortunate man was
going through the juniors could hardly

imagine, but there wasn't the slightest doubt
that the whole position was serious. The
worthy gentleman would naturally kick up a
tremendous fuss after the rag; the girls
would get into trouble over the whole affair.
For Miss Bond, their headmistress, would
naturally take no notice of their excuses that
they had believed Dr. Crane to be a spoofer.
The girls wouldn’t give Nipper & Co. away
—and, in any event, such an explanation,
even if it came out, would be no justification.

Irene, as the ringleader, might possibly
be expelied, and the other girls heavily
punished. Tt was distinctly time for some-
thing drastic to be done. The boys had
never intended their fair rivals to get into
this mess. :

“Listen, girls!"” said Travers earnestly.
“Honest Injun, you're wrong!”

The two girls were surprisced by his tone,
and their laughter ceased.

“What do you mecan--we're wrong ?” asked
Joan. , .

“We expected Dr. Crane by this train—
and Nipper's waiting, disguised, to play
the jape,” said Travers. “That man at your
school is the real Dr. Cranc!”
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“You can't fool us like this!” said Joan
sceptically.

“Honour bright!" urged Travers. “I tell]
vou, the thing’s serious! You've got to get
back to the school and give the warning.

There'll be terrible trouble if the girls go |-

too far. He's tho real Dr. Crane, I tell
you !”

“But—but you don't mean it!” gasped
Maundie.

“I dol”

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Joan.
“Then—then Oh, what a surprise!
Come on, Maudie!”

The two girls dashed into the booking-
office. got Miss Bond's parcel, and hurried
off. Travers watched them with deep sus-
picion, but the other juniors were feeling
shightly relieved.

“Let's hope they get back in time,” said
Tommy Watson,

“I'm a Dutchman if those two girls are
going to eive the warning,” said Travers
grimly. " Didn't you notice tho look that
passed between them. They're not going to

gay anything,”
“Rot!” snorted llundforth,

“Joan Tarrant is the Gore-Pearco of the
Moor View School, and she's always up
against Irenc & Co.,” declared Vivian,
“Maudie Royee 1sn’t much better. If we
leave themn to carry this warning, it won't
be done.” '

“Let's go and fetech Nipper!™
son, 1n alarm,

said Wat-

»

. TIPPER took it very calnly.
He listened to the excitedly given

information, and he made a wry
grinace when he heard the report.
“Hard lines on us,” he said. *“QOur gamo

<pems to be pretty well =nookered.  Dr.
Crane has dished us.”
“By George!” said Handforth. “You

think he knew?!”

“Of course not, fathead!” replied Nipper.
“It’s just onoe of those tricks of fate that
you read about in novels, Dr. Crane
changed his plan for some reason, and came
hy road instead of train. Net result—we're
dished! But you're right, Lravers, about
warning the girls. It’s got to be done.”

Nipper was brisk and businesstike., He
peeled oft his make-up—which had taken
him so long to adopt—and he regretfully
abandoned his beautifully prepared lecture.
The only thing to be done now was to
make a desperate effort to save Irenc & Co.
from getting into trouble,

“If they're taking it for granted that
Dr. Crane is a spoofer, they’ll lead him an
awful dance,” said Nipper. ‘“Even his
proper lecture is liable to be a bil steep,
and they’ll rag him just as much as they
would rag a fake., I quite agree that Joan
Tarrant and that other girl are capable of
.‘*iitill,f.!; tight and saying nothing. So it's up
b us,”

Chureh

rave v bitter snort,
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“It’s all Handy’s fault,” he said. “But
for him the girls wouldn't have been m any
danger at all. They'd never have known
therc was a jape planned, and this compli-
cation wouldn't have arisen.”

“Yes, it's IHandy's fault!” chorused the
aothers.

Handforth tried
the ecircumstances
couldn’t do so
Edward Oswald,
open as a book.

“I can't understand it,” he said miser-
ably. I don't remember giving the show
away !  They must have heard from somes
body clse.”

“ Never
Nipper,

indignant, but
were  sueh  that  he
with any rea! sincerity.
above all things, was as

to. look

mind  that now,” interrupted
“The fat is in the fire, and we've
got to put on some speed. The trouble with
you, Handy, 1is that you give the game
away without even knowing 1t.”

“llo ought to be kept in & padded celll”
said McClure darkly.

- 128 tall,” murmured Ivene.
H “Quite impressive looking, too,™
nodded Doris,

The girls were in the lecture hall
of the Moor View Scheol. Everything was
very sedate and proper Nobody woeuld
have suspected these young ladies of bemng
anything but prim and demure. It was in-
credible that they could be contemplating,
gven ab this minute, the biggest rag of the
term:

The conditions were all in favour of it.

Here was this fake Dr. Huxley Crane—
as they thought. He had arrived by car,
and had been interviewing Miss Bond for
little time. The headmistress

SOk :‘;TEJ.E
now ushering that learned gentleman into
the Jecture hall. The girls felt that Miss

Bond's presence would be a bit of a draw-
back, but it couldn’t be helped. If she
became shocked at the way they treated the
professor’s lecturg, she would readily forgive
them when she found out about the hoax.

“It’s a wonderful make-up!” said Mary
Sumimers breathlessly,  “I say, I supposo
there isn’t any mistake, i1s there? It would
be perfectly dreadful if we ragged the actual
professor !"

Irene shook her head.

“I’'m certain he’s a fake,” che said con-
fidently.” We've been keeping a watch on
the bovs—although thev never suspected it.
Ted Handforth and lots of others went out
immediately after lessons., Missed tea alto-
gether. And they were all chuckhing and
laughing.” :

“But he’s so tall,” murmured Mary., “laea
can't be a boy.”

“That’s where Nipper shows his braint
ness,” replied Irene. ‘“He’s got somebody
to help—and it’s really the omnly successful
way. Ilush! Miss Bond’s going to speak
to us.”

Thev became all attention.  Niss Char-
lotte Bond, the headmistress, appeared to be

(Continued on page 14.)
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(Continued from page 12.)

not only hoodwinked “up to the eyes” by
the dud professor, but it seemed that she
was charmed by his personality, too. The
girls were very nmch impressed. The man
whom Nipper had persuaded to help, who-
ever he might be, was a very accomplished
Vs

The girls also came {o the concliision that
he was a past-ruaster in the art of make-up.
Dr, Huxley Crane appeared to be a tnﬁ,
spare man, with slightly-drooping shoulders.
He had an iron-grey beard "and moustache,
ncatly trimmed, and pince-nez perched at the
end of his nose. His hair was full and wom
fairly long. In every way, he looked like
the genuine article. Nipper & Co. might
have told Irene and her chums why gﬁs
was so!

AMiss Bend said a few suitable words, and
prepared the school for the professor’s lece-
ture, *

“Dr. Crane is an expert on all matters
concerning diet and athleties,” concluded
the headmistress. “I want you to give him
your full attention; und 1 want you, too,
to take heed of his words He bhas come to
the Moor View School to rive ue the benefit
of his learning and brilliant abihities.”

Somebody started clapping It was im-
mediately taken up by the other girls, and
the next moment the lectur: hall was filled
with a perfect sterm of applause. Lots of
the girls even started cheering.

“Dear me!” sard Miss Bond.

She had had the impression that the school
was by no means enthusiastic about this
fecture. One or two of the undermistresses
had hinted that the girls would treat Dr.
Crane very coldly. This only proved how
wrong that first impression must have been.
The girls were giving the great man a won-
derful reception.

At last the applause died down.

1 am grateful.,” said Dr. Crune, in a
deep, resonant voice. ““I have generally
found that my presence—in girls’ schools
particularly-—1s somewhat resented. Young
people do 'not like us old fogies to lectura
themn. My gratification, therefore, at this
sreat weleome 1s all the more pronounced.
I thank ycu, young ladies, for your toler-
ance.”

“Doeczn’t he do 1t well?” murmured Doris
admiringly.

“1 wonder if lLe really 18 a spoof? said
Mary, her eyes full of doubt. *Oh, don’t

" T of SRS
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| “Don’t be so silly, Mary.”

you think we ought to be careful? It wouid
be dreadful if we made a mistake.”
“But thero’'s no mstake,” satd Irene.

And Mary subsided, trying hard to,still
those qualms of hers.

s E——

CHAPTER 5.
Thoroughly Enjoying Themselves!
CRANE cleared lis

R. HUXLEY
D throat.
He had tzken his stand Grmly on

the platform. His notes were in his
hand, and he had surveyed the girls clos:ly
...... momaents——freshly gratified, no
doubt, to observe the astonishing intentnesy
with which he was being followed.  Miss
Bond was standing near by.

“Now, young ladies, I don’t intend to
confuse vou with long-winded -ecloguence,
neither is it my intention to select the longest
words in the dictionary for-the purpose of
my address,” said Dr. Crane pleasantly.
“.{‘Iy object is to talk to you about your
daily food, and its effects upon your con-
stitutions. Nowadays, athletics are excecd-
ingly popular—amongst the fair sex just as
much as amongst the—ahem !—stern sex. T
want to talk to vou about dieting—about the
appalling habit, which is nowadays amount-
ing to almost a vice, of eating too much.”

He glanced at Miss Bond.

“While being honoured by your presence,
dear lady, might I suggest that you leave
the girls entirely to me?” he went on mildly.
“1 fcel, perhaps, that I can exert a greater
influence over them if they are relieved, fov
the time being, of the stern eye of authority.
I hope you will appreciate my meaning 7’

“Perhaps you are right, Dr. Crane,” said
Miss Bond, nodding. “1 am sure 1 don’t
wish to detract from the influence of your
lecture.”

The girls hugged themselves. The unfor-
tunate Dr. Crane—or the spoofer, as the
girls believed—had played right into their
hands. It was almost too good to be true.
With the headmistress present, they could

for

not very well indulge in those little
pleasantries which they had rchearsed so
carefully.

But Miss Bond was going, and everything
would be all right,

And Mary Suwiumer's doubts now faded
away once more. This snggestion on the
lecturer’s part seemed to prove—to Mary’s
mind—that he was without any question a
hoaxer.

It did, not oceur to the girls that Dr,
Crane might be perfectly sincere in  is
suggestion, for it was undeniable that the
zirls would attend to him with greater free-
dom if the headinistress made hervself scavce.
No doubt D¢, Crane was one of those
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lecturers who preferred to Dhe on terms of
free and ecasy friendliness with his audience.

“ Al Splendid!” beamed the great man,
aftor Misk,Bond had gone. *Now, young
ladies, we&dan have our little heart-to-heart
talk., HoWEver, do not fear, Do not have
any trepiiations. Tho suggestions that I
minn about to make regarding your daily diet
are oues that you will probably endorse.”

" Hear, hear!”

“(Go ahead, Dr. Crane!”
There was much enthusiasm,
worthy gentleman beamed afresh.

“First of all, I want to tell vou that the
averagra civilised human being eats far too
mucl,” he said impressively, “ And not

)

and the

anly too much, but he eats the wrong food-
stuffs.  Slowly but surely lie is undermining
bis constitution, Great as are tiie benefits
of civilisation, yet it cannot be denied that
civilisation has its curses. And food is the
createst of them!”

“Um glad we're not in it, Dr. Crane,”|
saidl Irenn brigntly,

“Indeed! Do you not partake of food?”

“Yes, but you kept saying ‘he,” didn't
vou?" asked Irene, so demurely that the
leceturer was unsuspicious. “You didn't say
“ she,” did he, girls? Bo T don’t see how we
cann be affected,”

There were one or two giggles, but they
wero quickly stifled, 1t was recognised that
this was the beginning of tho rag., The fun
would soon be going strong,

“Really, my dear young lady, I cannot
possibly accept this an an indication of your
intelligence,” egaid Dr, Crane reprovingly.
“You cannot make me believe that you
honestly thought that I was leaving the ladies
out of the discussion. ILet mo tell vou at
once that tho ladies are far greater sinners,
with regard to [foodstuffs, than are the
gentlemen,”

“Oh1” chorused the girls.

“Chocolates!” said Dr. ('rane accusingly.
“As T look round this hall, how many young
ladies can [ see who have not a weukness
for choeolates?”

Thero was a significant zilence.

| such candour.
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“None!” coutinucd the great man in
trimmph.  “"And yet you perhaps fail to
realise that chocolates are tantamount to
poison,

‘lolllll

“Without any desire to exaggerate, or to
aggravate tho gravity of the position, 1 say
without fear of contradiction that chocolates
are a curse!” boomed Dr. Crane. “Yeos,
voung ladies! A menace! Your -peariy
white tccth, which you value so greatly—
your teeth which aro ono of the greatest
feminine charms-—do you suppose for a
moment that they will remain sound if you
continue the indiscriminate consumption of
chocolates? Let me urge you to cut theso
vile atrocities out of vour weekly diet. Cut
them out completely. Regard chocolates as
you would regard an enemy. Avoid them.
Aud not only chocolates, but sweets of all
descriptions. They are definitely bad.”

Irene & Clo. felt that things had gone far
eniough. Clearly this man was a spoofer.
No genuine lecturer would stand in front of
an audience of young ladies and urge that
audienco to abandon chocolates. It was
altogether too steep. Surely he knew that
chocolates were one of the mainstays of life?

“0Oh, I say!” protested Doris. “Weo're not
going to give up our choes!”

“No fear!”

“You can tcll that yarn to the Marines!”

Dr. Cranc started.

“You must allow me to remark that von
are singularly frank in your comments,” he
said tartly. "I was not—er—prepared fou
If you imagine that I am
attempting to deceive you—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

A regular storm of laughter broke out.

“Please—pleasel” wvrged Dr. Crane. “1
have scarcely commenced my lecture, and
this unseemnly hilarity——"

“Say that chocolates are good for us, and
we'll lot you go on!” put in Irene calmly.
“I’lease, Dr. Crano, let us eat chocolates.”

“Yes, please, do!"” chorused all the girls,
taking their ene.

“But this is nonsense!” protested the
startled lecturer., I am telling you that
these sweetmeats are definitely injurious—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ill tell you what!” ervied Irene, jumping
up. “How often do von cat chocolates, Du.
Cranet"”

The great man recoiled in horror.

“I1?" he said, aghast. [ eat chocolates!
Perish the thought! Ilow can you mako
such an appalling suggestion ?”

“Let’s make him eat some, girls!” sang
out Doris. “Come on, out with your choco-
lates. We won't let him go on with his
lecture until he samples some!l”

“Iear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bags and vanily-cases were opened by thae
dozen, and as though by magie chocolates
wera produced in great numbers.  Ifully

LGty per cont of the girls had come into



oy
the lecture hall  prepared with these
delicacies. To listen to a lecture without
cating a few chocolates was unthinkable,

The girls entered inte the rag with
enthusiasm  1f he had been a genuine
lecturer they would, of course, have taken
no action whatever. They would have
listened with cold disdain to this denuncia-
tion of chocolates—popping one into their
mouths every now and again to 511*nngthcn
their opposition, But as "“Dr, Crane” was
a spoofer, here was a golden and unexpected
opportunity to start somecthing really
interesting. :

“Come on, girls!” sang ont Irene.

In a moment half the young ladies were
swarming round the platform. Tvene, Dopis,
Mary, and all their chums were in the fore-
front, pressing round the startled gentleman
and foreing bags and boses of chocolates
upon him, He was surrounded by a veritable
sea of the tecth-destroying horrors,

“Have some of mine, Dr. Crane!” pleaded

Irene.
Wi . LB " ® ik ¥
No--mine !” said Doris. Mine are nut
chocolates.”

The great man groaned,

“Worse and worse!” he wailed. " Choco-
lates are bad, but nuts are infinitely more
appalling.”

“Oh, it"s not true!” protested Irene
indigriantly. " Listen to him, givls! Doesn’t
it prove that he's a fraud! Every doctor
knows that nuts are good!”

“A  fraud!” thundered
lecturer. "“Good gracious! How dare you
suy a thing lhke that? Young ladies!
Young ladies! Have you gone out of your
senses 7 Kindly remember i

"Come on—have some chocolates!” cried
Irene. “We won’t let you go out until you
sample some|”

“Particulurly these
Doris,

“1 am not saying that nuts in themselves
are harmful,” protested Dr. Crane. " We all
know that nuts are beneficial. But in choco-
lates they are definitely bad. There i3 no
getting away from that established faet.
Go away! Upon my word! How dare you
press round me—— 1 protest!”

He was practically overwhelmed by
Irene & Co. as they thronged round the
platform. By this time the girls had for-
gotten that Miss Bond might come back,
But perhaps not. She might conclude that
the lecturer was keeping his fair audicuce
highly amused.

“Have some of these chocolates, or out
you go!” said Irene, feeling that the time
had come for something more drastie. "I
say, girls. Why not ehase him out, whether
he has any chocolates or not?”

“ Hear, hear!”

“We won’t want to hear his silly lecture !”

“Out with him!"

Dr Huxley Crane looked round him
wildly., There was no mistaking that terri-
fied expression in his eyes. The girls, steing

the harassed

put onesl” insisted

——
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it, immediately assumed that the hoaser had
scented the fact that he was exposed, and

- his terror was natural.

Perhaps 1t was just as natural for a
genunine lecturer to be terrified by this flood
ot young giels, swarnung round him menac-
mgly and threateming to chase him out. [t
wuas not exactly a sate situation.

" Poerhaps—perhups 1 had better depart!”
savd Dr. Crave tantly. :

“ta, ha, hal”

It nad ceased to be a mere question as to
whether he would accept the chocolates or
not. That bad now become a minor detail.
I'he excited girts, positave 1n their belief that
the lecturer was a traud, were bent upon
throwing him ocut.  Miss Bond would be
scandairsed it she bappened 1o spot rhe chase
—but she wouwid undoubiedly approve whon

t she heard the truth. Bo the girls felt that

gy

they were safe.

" Quick—coular him!” sang out Doris.

Dr. Huxley Crane pulled nimse!t together.
Possibly bhe had taced dangers in his tune,
bul none so acute as s ne saw that there
wis one possibuity ol escape. At the side of
the plattorm there wuas a window—wide
open. It looked out upon the courtyard at
the back of the school.

“Yes!” he mutiered desperatcly.

With a sudden eflort, he freed bimeelf from
the girls who immediately surrounded him.
In three strides of his long legs he reached
the window. Dignity was cast to the winds.

| He went through the window lLike ag acrobat,

turned a half-somersault, and landed with
a thud on the Hower-hed beneath,

“Oh, he’s gone!” <houted Irene. “Quick!
After him!"

They crowded to the window, and were
Just In- time te sce the worthy dietetic
specialist loping across the courtyard like a
youngster of eighteen. The speed he
managed to make was astonishing. Hat!ess,
with sotl elinging to his coat-tails, he fairly
streaked for %ibc.-tty.

“We'll

o R{__}und to the front!”" eried Doris.
cut him off! Come on!”’

They went strean:ing out, shouting with
excitement and laughter, There was a dis-
tinet possibility that they would reach the
drive before the professor. It seemed a pity
to let him go in this fashion, They hadn’t
half firizhed with him yet |

T that same moment Nipper & Co.

A came running through the gateway

of the Moor View School from the

road. They were breathless, They

were all hoping against hiope that they would

be in tine. But before they had taken two

strides into the drive they pulled up short,
aghast,

“Too late!” groaned Nipper.

He beheld a grey-bearded gentleman skim-
ming round the swe of the house like a
Marathon racer, his bhair Hoating in the
breeze, his tie unfasteued, his whole bearing
one of terror.

“It's Dr.

Handforth,
“Great Scott !

Crane!” gasped
tle's bolting }”
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Nipper & Co. arrived at the Moor View School just in time
to see a terrified Professor Huxley Crane bolting [or his life
down the drive, pursued by a horde of yelling girls.

too late [ *’ groaned Nipper.

““1Icad him off I"" yelled Nipper, “There'll
bo an awful row over this—and we've got to
explain, Don't forget, you chaps—we've got
to take the blame—all of it!”

“Yes, rather!” said Travers. “It's our
wheeze, and it went wrong., We called the
tune, and we've got to pay the piper.’”’

They sped forward, hoping to outdistance
Or, Crane, At the samo time a perfect flood
of femininity came dashing out of the school
—and Dr. Huxley Crane saw that he was
caught boetween two firca! Ie gazed in fear
at the schoolboys, and In terror at the
schoolgirls.

Heo came to o halt—a beaten man !

——— e

CHAPTER 6.

Quite a Sportsmanl
ON'T let him get away!l”

‘6
D “Pull his beard offl”
“ Ha, ha, hal”
“Down with the fraud!”

The girls came swarming round, laughing |
and shouting, Dr. Huxley Crane regarded
them with terror,

“Young ladies|
“Good heavens|
your minds?”

“The game's up, Dr. Crane!” said Irene
sweetly, “How would you like us to dip you
in the ditch?”

“Hua, ha ha!"

The girls wera particularly noisy beeause
they had beheld Nipper & Co. on the other
side of thke drive; and they naturally

I beseech vou!" he urged.
Have you all gono out of

r

assumed that the 8t, Frank's fellows had
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“ We're

victims,
show
failed,

Nipper was horrified, Tlere wero theso
girls, treating the great scientist in tho mose
outrageous fashion—thireatening to pull his
beard off, and to dip him in the diteh! Tho
sttuation was even worse than Nipper had
feared.

“Just a minute, girls!”
urgently, as he ran forward.

“Stand back!”’ exelaimed a stern feminine
voice. “How dare vou boys come running in
hero like this?t Keep baeck! Dr. Crane,
I am overwhelmed with mortification! What
has happened? Why ave these girls treating
you g0 shamefully?”

Miss Charlotte Bond, the headmistress,
bad now appeared on the scene. Nipper &
Co. glanced at one anotlier, exchanging looks
of helplessness, and thev remained still. Miss
Bond's presence seemed to have paralysed
thermn. The worst had happened, and it
seemed that nothing could now be dono.

Dr. Huxley Cranoe produced a silk hand-
kerchief, and mopped his brow.

“T am thankful that you have come, decar
lady,” he said, with relief. * Without stress-
ing the point, I think I can say that I havo
passcd through a terrible experience. Ifor
soma reason utterly unknown to me, theso
young ladies appear to imagine that I am «
charlatan. They have {reated me with the
grossest disrespect, and much against my
will T was compelled to dash through

. Irene & Co, were determined to
the schoolboys that the jape had

Lhe shouted

=l

But let me beo frank,”” he added {irmly, “I
confezs, I was compelled to bolt.”
“I am shocked bevond measure!l™ said

eome along to watch tha epoofing of their) Miss Dond, her voice trembling with angery
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“Never, in wmy whole experience, have |
known my girls to behave so shamefully, 1
think thev siust have gone off their heads!”

She turned to the schooigiris, and was
ratuer surprised to find that they were not
look!ng frightened or alarmed, Many of
the lesser hgnts were perhaps a trifie uneasy ,
but Irene & Co. were serene.

“We haven't gone oft our heads,
Bend,” said lrene calmly. "We chased him
ouat deliberately,”

- "What are you saying 7" asked Miss Bond,
i horror.

“But 1t's quite true,” declared Irene
“You sce, Miss Bond, he’s a fraud.”

*Miss Manners!”

“We knew it from the very start,” con-
tinued Irere ““He'r not the real Dr. kHuxley
Crane: He's somebody that these boys—-
I mean, he's a practical joker. He came
here deliberately to jape us.”

“To do “‘gat?” asked Miss Bond,
scandalized,

*To spoor us,” said Irene,

De. dlaxley gazed in bewilderment from
the girls to Miss Bond.

“1 can only assume that there has been
some terrible mistake,” he said., * How these
young ladies could gel such an i1dea 1nto
their bezds 18 beyvond my comprehension.”

“Ob, come off it!” smiled Doris. " Can’t
you sce rhat the game 1s up?”

“Silence " commanded Miss Bond, her
agitation moro apparent than ever. “Dr.
Crore, 1 beg of vou to be patient. I eannot
think that these girls deliberately treated
you with such disrespect. There must, as
you say, be some terrible mistake. I de-
mand an immediate explanation !” the head-
mistress added, turning to Irene.

" But I've already told you, Miss Bond,”
protested Irvene. **This man isn’t Dr. Huxley
Crane at all! He’s only a fraud. The whole
thing 1s 2 bhoax|”

scemned to find some diffienlty in
breathing He  looked
siunned.

“1 cannot believe that there i1s any truth
in thi= astonishing story,” said the head-
mistress sharply. "1 demand a full ex-
planation—'

“May I speak, Miss Bond 7"’ asked Nipper,
coming forward

The good lady fixed him with a stern eye,

“No, ycu may not!” she replied. *“I
should b2s much obliged, indeed, if you boys
went about ynur own business.”

“Birt we hnow something about Dr.
Crane,” urged Nipper.

“Indced !

“Yes, miss,” said the Remove captain.
“In fact, we cun explain everything.”

Miss Dound chauged her attitude.

“In that caee, perhaps you had better lose
no time,”’ she said tartly. “For it seems o
me that this regrettable incident will take
quite a lot of explaining.”

“It’s really our fault, miss,” put in Hand-
forth cagerly. “You sce, we got a wheeze
for a jape—"

DR CRANE looked at Irene, and he

almost

Mis: |
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“1 did not mvite you to speak, young
man !’ said Miss Bond.

“Eh? Ob, all nnght! But 1 thought——"

“Leave it to me, Handy, old man,” said
Nipper gently. “We planned to play a little
joke on your girls, Miss Bond,” he went on,
‘Quite a harmless affair—only a bit of fun.
The 1dea was to send somebody here in tho
character of Dr. Crane, so that the giris
would be spoofed. In fact, 1 disguised my-
self and 1 wns coming aiung as the pro-
fessor——" J

“1 ara more shocked than ever,” cut in
Miss Bond. “I am amazed that you boys
should get such outrageous ideas. Well?”

“Well, the jape didn’t come offi——that’s
all,” said Nipper. “We found that the real
Dr. Crane had arrived by car, instead of by
train. o our whole plan fizzled out,”

“Wh-a-at!” murmured Irene, turming posi-
tively pale with the sudden shock.

“We wouted to get here in time to warn
you, Ireno!” said Nipper. “It scems that
we're too late—" _

“But--tut we tnought—" began Doris.

“I kncw you did,” said Nipper soothingly.
“ It was Handy’s fault, really, for letting the
cat out of the bag. If he hadn’'t done
that, you wouldn't have made this Little
mistake, I'm very much afraid that the
gentleman you have been ragging 1s Dr.
Fluxley Crane himself.”’ . L

“Thank youn, my boy—thank you, indeed !
said the grcat man fervently. I am grate-
ful to you for this simple word of explana-
tion. No doubt the young ladies will now
appreciate the regrettable nature of their
conduct. Not, of course, that I intend to
blame them——" .

“The real Dr. Crane!” said Ircne faintly.
“0Oh, but we thought I moan, 1,13‘5 too
terrible!l  I'm dreadiully ashamed!”

She had gone fiery red, and her distress
was so painfully obvious that Dr. Huxley
Crane lost his expression of severity and
anger. The other girls, too, were similarly
embarrassed. :

“There, there!” said the food specialist,
“There has been an ‘error. It is all a mis-
take. Let us forget it, young ladies. I
am not a man of vindictive nature, In the
cireumstances, I freely forgive you.”

“Tt's—it’s very nice of yon, Dr. Crane!”
said Irene with gratitude. “I hardly know
what to say. It's so-—so unexpected] We
were certain .

“We never dreamed!” put in Marjorie
““Oh, what terrible girls you must
think we are!”

They remembered the way in which they
had laughed at Dr. Huxley Crane's state-
ments; they remembered bhow they had
pressed their chocolates upon him; how they
had virtually chased him out of the lecture
hall. Their consternation 1was supreme.
The one rav of hope was Dr. Crane’s present
attitude. Undoubtedly he was a sportsman,

“I cannot accept this as a reasonable ex-
planation,” said Miss Bond coldly, “VYou
have treated Dr. Crane with scandalous dis-
respect, and when you tell me that you be-
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lioved him to be a practical joker, I find it ]

difficuit to accept such a preposterous ex-
planation.”

“But it's true, Miss Bond!” said Nipper,
“Please don't blame the girls.  It's really
all our fault.”

“I ean readily believe that you boys were
at the bottomn of the mischicf!” retorted Miss
Bond, adjusting her glasses, and regavding
Nipper with an icy gaze. “1 shall certainly
make it mny business to report you te your
own headmaster.”

“Oh, I say,
asked Nipner.
Miss Bond.

plained—"

“Tt was all a mistake, you know!"” said
Trene carvanestly, ‘“Please don’'t be hard on
the boys, Miss Bond! We've done wrong,
and weo'll take our punishment. DBut we
didn't know., Really, we didn't.”

“Then you should have known,”” said Miss
Bond sharply. “Good gracious. Cannot
vou tell the difference between the real and
the unreal? Cannot you see that Dr. Crane
is Dr, Crane? Do you imagine for one
moment that a practical joker would present
the appearanco of this gentleman?”

“Well, we did think the make-up swas
pretty good,” said Doris.  “ My hat! No
wonder, It's not a make-up at all!”

“I am by no mean satisfied with this ex-
planation,” said Miss Bond icily. “I can-
not help thinking that—-"

“Dear lady, cease thinking!” put in Dr.
Huxtey Crane with a smile, ‘“Let mo urge
vou to erase this incident completely from
vour mind."”

The great man had entirely recovered his
composure. And the girls, watching him,
were not merely relieved, but enormously
grateful.  Dr. Crane’s attitude was all in
their favour; his sportsmanship was a recal
blessing. Another man might have made a
tremendous fuss,

“T wish I could do as vou say, Dr. Crane
—" began the headmistress,

“Tf it is your desire to do so, there ean be
no doubt that you will be merciful,” said
Dr. Crane gently. “Personally, I bear these
. voung ladies no ill-will. To my mind, their
cxplanation is perfectly satisfaetory. They
assumed tnat I was a practical joker, and,
consequently, they dealt with mo as such.
Now
been cleared up, I have no doubt that they
will regard me in a different light.”

iz that really wnecessary?”
“We've done the right thing,

“We've come along and ex-

“ [ndeed wo shall, Dr. Crane!” said Irene!

quickly. ‘*We all apologise for our disre-
speet and rudeness. Please do forgive wus.
We're really dreadfully sorry.”

“Yeg, Dr. Crane—we are¢!”
other girts,

The learned man smiled,
kindly hand.

chorused the
and waved a
“There, there!” he said, beaming, *Let

us forget it. The incident is over. With
your permiszion, Miss Bond, I will return

-

that the littlo misappreliension has |
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to the lecture hall, and if theso young ladics
arc willing, I will deliver my lecture——"

“Yes, ves! Please do!” shouted Irence &
Co.

HIEY were very anxious now fo give
I Dr. Huxley Crane their full atten-
tion. They wanied to atone. Amd
it was mupossible for them to have
any hard feelings against Nipper & Co., for
the schoolboys had saved the situation.
Miss Bond had commenced to thaw, too.

“"You must be thankful, young ladies,
that Dr. Crane i3 a goeutlemsn of such a
generous nature,” she said.,  “Sinee 1t 15 his
request, [T will overlook this welvappy io-
cident.”

“ And there will be no punishments after 1
have gone!"” asked Dr. Crane. “I shouid
not like to think that I have been the un-
witting cause of such a minor traged:..
Please reassure me, Miss Bond.”

“T give you my word, sir,” said the head-
mistress.

“Splendid ! beamed the professor. “* Weli,
we can now rcturn to the lecture hall. I am
cager to proceced.”

Miss Bond marshalled the girls into liie,
and then she proceeded to march them back
into the lecture hall. Iandforth and
T'ravers and most of the other boys were col-
lected In a group, talking in low voices—-
thankful that the affair had ended so satis-
factorily. i

Nipper, however, had joined Dr, Huxley
C'rane, and was helping to brush some of the
dried soil from his coat.

“Thank vou, young man—thank yon in-
deod !” said Dr. Crane. *“My exit frem the
lecture hall was somewhat hwrried, and—-="

“Cheese it!” muttered Nioper grimly.

“*l—cr—-beg your pardon:i”

“You're a marvel, but you haven’t feoled
me 1" said Nipper, in a kind of hiss.  * Great
Scott! It's a spoof all the time—and yct
wa never guessed! Browne, you deserve a

L

barrowful of medals!

“Hush, brother—hush!” murmured the
great man, ‘‘Let us procced with tho hust
ness in hand. I urge you not {o blow tho
gaff 1"



CHAPTER 1.
The King of Spoofeirs!
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the lectire that I am about to deliver.
Whilst it is primnarily intended fer the cars
of young ladies, it is a lecture which is
novertheless of mueh benefit to tuck-loving

Here was a staggering devel- | schoolboys.

WILLIA}I NAPOLEON BROWXNE!

opment. Just when the Moor
View girls were convinced—utterly
and absolutely convinced—that Dr. Huxley
Crane was the. genuine article, it turned
out that he was the reverse, Ile was the
King of Spoofers himself! Willimn Napo-
leon Browne, of the Iifth Form of St.
Frank’s! \ .
Nipper had experienced a slight sensation
of faintness when he had “twigged ” the im-
personation. None of the other juniors had
seen through Browne’s make-up; -none of
them had recognised his voice. He had dis-
guised it superbly, and his whole manner
was a masterpiece of brilllant acting.
Browne had had the rare commonsense
to admit his identity to Nipper during the

very first moment. He realised that any
argument would be dangerous. Ii he at-
tempted to refute Nipper's suggestion it

would only causo Nipper to press it, and
then the other fellows might come round,
and, in the general excitement, the impos-
ture would probably be exposed. )

“Well, everything’s all right now, sir,
‘thank goodness,” said Nipper cheerfully.
“How did you do it, you cunning bounder?”
he added, in an undertone. “1 ncarly bad
a tit when I spotted you!”

“I had a presentiment, Brother Nipper,
that your spotting propensities would rise to
ihe occasion,” whispered Browne. “Much
as I admire your keen cyesight and general
faculties, I nevertheless regret this develop-
ment. I had hoped to remain undiscovered
until the conclusion of this interesting epi-
sode.”

“Don’t worry, 1 won’t give you away,”
breathed Nipper. ““Browne, old man, you're
a gift from the blue skies. Just when we
thought our jape had fizeled out, it's boom-
ing better than ever. 'The girls are con-
vinced that you are genuine now, and they'll
swallow anything,”

“Precisely myv own view, brother,” said
Browne. “But let me correet the inpres-
sion that this is your jape. I would point
out that T knew nothing of your childish
plans, and I will admit that for a certain
yeriod 1 was not only puzzled, but in no
-;mu.ll way perturbed. It oeceurred to me
that I was sinking—if not actually sunk.
However, I understand now, and the generzl
situation is unquestionably improved. 1 do
not doubt that the young ladies will listen to
me with rapt attention. Rely upon me,
brother, to complete my task nobly and
with that thoroughness which is character-
istic of the Brownes.”

“That's better, sir,” said Nipper briskly.
“All the dirt’s off now.”

“Thank wyou, young man—thank you, in-
deed ! said Browne, changing his tone. “1
am glad to have made your acquaintance, I
only regret that you will not be able to hear

——

Some of the otlier hoys were coming along,
and it was advisable to be careful. Brownc's

Hdisgursed voice was a wonder of intonation

and smoothness. It was totally different
to bis crdinary speaking voice

JRS BOND came along just then, and
M at the same soment Nipper had an
1cdea,

“If you will come with me, Dr.
Crane, you will find the young ladies in
readiness to reccive your lecture,” said the
headmistress.” I regret very much that® this
uinthappy incident should have -

“Pray make no apologies, dear lady,” in-
terrupted Browne, with a wave of his hand.
“1 am in full possession of the facts, and |1
am satisfied that no disrespeet was intended
to my person. Let me guce again suggest
that 1t should be completely forgotien.”

“You are very good-natured, pDr. Crane.”

b said Miss Bond, with relief.

“Not at all,” beamed the great man,
“Merely appreciative of the high spirits that
are necessarily part and parcel of youih.
It matters hittle whether the youth is repre-
sented by boys or girls, They are equally
mischievous., I well remember in my own
young days But perhaps this is not the
occasion for such reminiscences,” he added
hastily. J

“May I ask a favour, Miss Bond ?” asked
Nipper politely.

The headmistress regarded L somewhat
coldly.

"Well 1 she =aid. “I have changed my
mind about making a report to your head-
master, young man. Dr. Crane has forgiven
you—like the generous man he is. But I
cannot averlook the fact that you attempted
to perpelrate a singularly audacious practiea)
yoke, That 1t failed wus no fault of your
own, but largely a matter of chance., 1 Jdo
not approve of such outrageous jokes,”

“Oh, 1t was enly intended as a bhit of [un,
miss !’ protested Nipper. I was wondering
if you would allow us to go into the lecture
hall to hear Dr. Crane’s speech?”

e gave a side glance at Browne at the
same time, and the latter nodded gravely.

“Why not ¥ he said. “1I understand, Mi:s
Bond, that visitors are welecomed in your
splendidly appointed lecture hall ?”

“Well, yes, that is so,”” admitted the head-

mistress.  ‘“‘DBut 1t is not usual for school-
boys to .

“A trifle.” said the mmitation Dr. Crane,
waving & hand. “Let them come, deav

lady ! The larger the audience, the beiter
I shall be pleased. Would it not be a gesture
of goodwill if you allowed this? The bursying
of the hatchet, shall we say? It will indi-
cate, I hope, that there is no ill-feching.”
“Here, I sav!” protested Handforth, look-
ing blank. “We don’'t want to hear—I
mean-—~ Oh, well, of course, perhaps 0"
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he added lamely, as Nipper glared at him.

“Well, in the circumstances, I will grant
my permission,”’ said Miss Bond grudgingly.
““As 1t 13 your desire, Dr. Crane, I will not
oppose you,”

She turned to the boys, and regarded them
scverely.

“Let me warn you, however, that T will
not countenance any high-spiritedness,” she
said, *“ Unless you behave vyourselves as

voung gentlemen should, I shall be com-
pelled to ask sou to icave.”

“Thanks awfully, Miss ~Bond,”" said
Nipper. “Leave the chaps to me. I'll

guarantee that they'll be well-behaved.”
“Very well,” said Miss Bond. “Come!

“FATHEAD:” muttered Handforth, as

¥

he and the other juniors went
indoors.

“It's only fair, Handy,”” whis-
pered Nipper, “It's up to us to square the
old boy.”

“H'm! Perhaps
mitted Handforth.

He, like most of the other juniors, had a
horror of lectures. They had to sufier
enough of them at St. Irank’s—from I’ro-
fessor Tucker, from the headmaster himself,
and occasionally from the Houscinasters, It
was generally agreed that lectures, as a
whole, were dull and dreary.

This one, however, promised to be some-
thing of an exception.

Not that Handforth knew anything about
this, or even suspected it. Nipper was the
only fellow who knew the truth about “Dr.
Huxley Crane.,”’ and even now Nipper was
fecling somewhat dazed. For the life of
him, ie conldn’t understand how William
Napoleon DBrowne had brought the thing
off.

No wonder Dr. ('rane had failed to arrive
at Bellton station! Browne had got at the
worthy man first!  Nipper was pleased
when he realised this. His own calculations
hadn’t been so much at fault as he had
feared, But how could he have guessed that
Browne—a senior—would erpetrate this
hoax on the Moor View girls?

It was true that Browne was the champion
hoaxer of St. I'rank’s. He had hoaxed the
school on his very first appearancc—even
before anvbody knew that he was a new
fellow—and since then he had performed
many simtlar enterprises to maintain his
reputation, _

It was just coincidence that he had clected
to bring off one of his stunts to-day so that
it clashed with the Removites’ activities.
He couldn’t have known that they had
planned the self-same jape, or he would un-
doubtedly have given them a warning, or
would have co-operated,

On the whole, Nipper felt that the position
was saved.

FTER all, it didn’t much matter who
A performed the actual jape. Browne
was even better for this task than
Nipper himself—as Nipper would

have been the first to admit. And, unsus-

g0

vou're right, ad-
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' picious as the girls might have been had thae

original plan worked, they were now trebly
unsuspicious.

Considering what had happened, they
accepted Browne without question. "Uhey
had thought that he was a fake, and thev
had been staggered to learn that he was
the genuine article. When Nipper & Co.
had named him as such, they lLad belicved
that he was. 8o the girls had ne reason
whatever to doubt this greyv-bearded Jecturey
a second time. \

Browne himself realised the advantages,
and he was now glad that the mishap had
happened. It gave him much greater con-
fidence. Ho felt that he would be able to
give a much more outrageous lecture than
he had originally planned.  There was fav
less likelihood of it being suspected.

Nipper was keen to hear tne tecture. e
saw no reason why he should muss such
treat, And he managéd to whisper a word
to L'ravers, and also to Tommy Watson aud
Tregellis-West. They could be relied upon
not to give the game away by look or word,
and it was only fair that they should buo
placed 1n a position to appreciate thoe
humour of the situation.

Handforth, of colirse, was not told., Oune
had to exercise a little precaution. It was
rather hard lines on Edward Oswald, but
Nipper was taking no risks. Time cnough
to tell Handforth later—when the game was
over.

So, although the majority of the juniors
suspected nothing when they took their seats
in the lecture hall, a few of themn scttled
down to listen with eager anticipation. This
was a development they had never hoped
for—to be actually present while the Moor
View girls were being spoofed. Failure had
become suecess.

Miss Bond herself was present this time.
She was taking no’chances. She placed her-
self on the platform firmly, and one glance
was sufficient to show that she meant to be
immovable until the lecture was over, The
St. Frank’s fellows disereetly seated thems-
selves at the very back, where there was
plenty of room.

“Now we can begin again, I trust,” said
Browne kindly, as he scanned his notes and
adjusted his glasses. “I was talking, I think,
on the subject of chocolates, was I not?”

The girls chorused their assent. They
felt extremely guilty, too. Many of them
went hot and cold when they remembered
how they had pressed round the professor,
urging thetir chocolates upon him.

“Let me repeat my warning,” said Brownao
gravely. “You wiil, of course, disagree with
me, but I am prepared for that. Chocolates
and sweetmeats of any kind' should be for-
bidden. Let me advise you to rule them out
of your diet.”

Several of the girls swallowed
hastily, and there was a
rustling bags.

“Being young ladies of the modern age,
you will, of course, be anxious to maintain
vour syviph-like figures,” said Browne, beam-

rather
suggestion  of
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ing. “Let me say at once that I have
seldom, if ever, seen so many charming

cirls m the course of one evening,
15 why I am so aunxlous to warn you. It
would paln me exceedingly to learn that you
had all lost that gracetul slimness which 1s
such a charming feature of your present
apprarance,’

“Is this really necessary, Dr.
asked Miss Bond dubiously.

“Madam, it is vital,” said Browne,

Crane?”

“1

would remind you that I am giving this lee- |

ture at vour invitation, and I beg of you
(o let me give it In my own way, You may,
or may not, approve. Perchunce I shall
give voice to many views that do not coincide
witih yonr own. However, I am hopeful
that 1 shall convince you of the truth of my
theories,”

“YTorgive me,” said Miss Bond., “1 did
tot really mezn to intervupt.”

* 8Say no more, deal Iudf-ﬁ—all is forgiven,’’
veplicd Browue gracefully.  “I am  well
aware that there is some talk to the effect
thot the present age of slimness 15 passing.
Do not be deinded. Do not be caught in
this snare. If vou are unwise enough to
increase vour avoirdupols, under the 1m-
pression that such an mercase 1s
fashionable, you will bitterly re-
grot it. I can assnre you that it
is far easier to gain weight than
1o lose it. A few brief wecks of
olattony, and the worst  will
happen ! .

The givls were beginnmg to
listen attentivelv, The lecture
wie becoming interesting.

“You will, perhaps, resent iy
use of the word * gluttony ’; but
ihis 1s no time for beating about
the bush,” said Browne firmly,
Let me explain my real meaning.
I regard your present diet, as
scheduled bv the school, as the
rankest of gluttony!”

“Really, Dr. Crane!” protested
Miss Bond., “I had not meant
to interrupt, but I cannot allow
sich a statement to pass—->"

“Patience, dear lady—
patiecnce !” said DBrowne m his
decpest voice. *You will see,
piesently, that my censure is
justified. ILet us take, at ran-
dom, a day’s menu. Bread and
butter for breakfast. Perhaps
eges and bacon, with luck., Jam,
or marmalade—concoctions of un-
speakable harmfulness. At mid-
midday, a joint, or perchance the homely
steak-and-kidney pudding, embellished with
cooked potatoes and greenstuffs, and, most
appalling of all, a plum duff to finish with,
or some similar atrocity.

Browne was now speaking slowly and
impressively,  Also there was a note of
imdignant exasperation in his tone, as thongh
lie couldn’t understand why people failed to
realise  the dunger of cating these
“atrocities.”

That |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“We live rather betiter at this school, Dr,
Crane,” said Miss Bond {rigidly.

“ Better 1 repeated Browne. " You doubt-
lezs mean worse, although perhaps you do
not think so. However, the illustration wiil
gserve, Added to the foodstuffs I have
{ mentioned there is, of course, the customary
iadtiitiun of chocolates, biscuils, 1ce-creams,
and such-like abomimations which ave deav

to a schoolgiri’s heart. Let me wuarn you

most solemnly ngainst all these pitfalls.”

““You heartless wretches——'" began Irene, and then bri
revealing all the delicacies therein.

“But if we can’t eat any of these things,
Dr. Crane, we shall starve!” protested Irene,
voicing the thought that was in many of the
zirls’ minds. "“We like to be sliin, but we
don’t want to be as thin as rakes.”

“Heayr, hear!” '

“Wait!” said Browne. “I shall now pro-
ceed to tell you exactly what you should eat
in order to keep that schoolgir]l ecomplexion.
Heed my wordz:, and the resulrs will he
i astonizshing !”
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CHAPTER 8.
Up to the Eyes!

IPPER, who had planned Lo deliver a

N lecture on quite different lines, was

very interested. He was beginning to

met a glimpse of Browne's trend. The

lanky Fifth-Former was evidently planning

to make his spoof a more lasting one than
Nipper hunself had ever intended.
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and the other juniors whipped open their cricket bags,
girls were swarming round happlly.

“I can say, with all truthfulness, that I
have made a study of food since my child-
hood days,” declared Browne stoutly. “I
have examined food in all its varying moods.
Food is mankind’s companion, without which
mankind cannot exist. A worthy companion
whilst it is well treated, but should you
chance to misuse it it is liable to turn
against you.”

The audience

listened, surprised and
interested.

Without doubt., there was some-

- are double armour-plated.
any danger of excess weight accumulating

| nesses. : & ma
| without realising it,

o

thing fascinating about Browne's snyle of
address. It wasn’t exactly the words he
employed, for these were frequently out-
rageous in their exaggeration, but it was his
general air of supreme confidence. There
was something irrvesistible about his delivery.
He was one of those people who ecan make
black appear white. At St. Frank’s it was
gencrally predicted that Browne would wune
day be called to the Bar.

L]

Girls should be more careful of theiv food
than boys,” he declared firmly. * Boys, as

| 18 well known, care very little for appear-

ances. As long as they get a good feed
about eight times daily they are satisfied.
It iz well known that theip-—er—interior
And if there 1y

they frisil{' work it off by fighting one
another, playing games, climbing frees, and
generally copying the anties of the simians,
You will all agree, howevor, that

giris cannot reasonably be  ex.
pected to follow this e
course.  Girls are looked vpon

as boing more carceful amd par
ticular. That they arve everv bil
as bad as the boys s neither
hiere nor there,”

“On protested the amdivnce,

There was alsa a ripple ol

langhter, for the girls were
boginning 1o wunderstand  than
this lecturer was somothing of
i hunorist, evave as his nuine
was, Nipper save  fravens
nudee,

"Amazmg ! Le murmured,
“He’s putting 1t over marve!l-
lously !

“"He couldn't have done it

originally, though,” whispered
Travers, ‘‘As Jnnga arc, 1he
I whole.”

girls are swallowing it all

“I am going to suggest some-
thing drastic,” boomed Browne,
“For breakfast you must eat
nothing but half a grape--fruit
or an orange, with one small
piece of unbuttered prown byread.
A frugal repast, perhaps, bur
healthy, Tea or coffee, natur-
ally, is strictlv prohibited. The
fruit juice will be ample lhqguid.
The midday meal must be simi-
larly Spartan. I suggest that meat
should be definitely abandoned.
It has been well said that over-eating is the
cause of ninety per cent of mankind's ill-
And the majority of people over-cat

“PBut isn’t it just as harmful to under-eat,
Dr. Crane?” asked Miss Bond tentatively.

“T doubt if it is *possible to under-eat,”
replied Browne. “I am earnestly going to
snggest that veu should trv this experiment
for least one month, 1 will give sy s

L
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completo list of the menus I recommend.
Boiled vegetables must no longer be tolerated.
Tea, coffee, und cocoa must be barred.
Whito bread—vile product of modernity
-—must never enter these portals again. As
for cakes, pastrics, puddings, and their
kindred brethren, words fail me. Regard
them as you would regard a pot of poison,
Brown bread of the coarsest, wholemeal-est

kind is indicated, and this should be eaten’

dry. Copious draughts of water arve excellent
for tho constitution.”

And Browne proeeeded to enlarge upon this
themme., If anybody else but Browne had
made these suggestions they would have been
laucghed at. DBrowne, however, had such an
air of genuincness about him that the girls
actually histened with rapt attention. Iven
Miss Bond was startled to find that she was
toying with the thought of ordering a new
regime.

By the time Browne had finished his
audience was rather dumbfounded, but at
the same time it was so deeply impressed
that several pounds of chocolates were ruth-
lessly thrown away, and the girls found
themselves eyeing one another apprehensively.
Many of them felt that they had grown
appreciably heavier since the consumption
ot the last chocolate.

¢ I are all very grateful to you, Dr.
Crane, for your earnest lecture,”
said Miss Bond, in the privacy

of her own study, later. “But
you must permit me to say that you took
us rather by surprise.”
“Really ?” murmured Browne.

“When I invited you to address my girls,
I had no suspicion *that you would put such
strange ideas into their heads,” said Miss
Bond slowly. "I am not sure that 1
altogether approve. Aund you will realise
that it is quite impracticable for me to
abandon my present cuisine and to substitute
the somewhat extraordinary diet you have
suggested.”

Browne wrung his hands.

'_'But, dear lady, this is distressing!” he
said gravely. “Surely you ecannot adopt this
diet yourself and withhold it from your
pupils?  Would that not be a species of
selfishness 2"

“I have no intention of adopting it my-
self, Dr. Crane.”

“No intention Browne paused as
though thunderstruck. He gazed at Miss
Bond with such consternation that the good
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lady f_@lt quite uncomfortable about it. *“No
intention of adopting it?” went on Browne.
“I cannot, of course, accept that statement

without the strongest possible protest. Has
my eloquence been utterly wasted? Has my
time been frittered away?"

"1 have no wish to offend wyou, Dr.
Crane—-"

“1 am not offended, Miss Bond,” Browne
hastened to assure her, “but unless you show
more speed in embracing my suggestions I
shall certainly be saddened. T shall leave
this establishment with a heavy heart.
Think! Remember the advantages I have
outlined !”

“1f there could be any possible way of
compromising I might modify my decision,”
said Miss Bond slowly. " But really, your
health diet i3 so revolutionary, so drastic,
that I could not possibly i~ ’

“Nay! KEither do the thing thoroughly
or not at all,” interrupted Browne sternly.
“I am no lover of half-measures, Miss Bond.
To eat a grape-fruit for breakfast and then
follow it up by steak pudding for Iuncheon
is neither here nor there.” :

“I wish I could see eyve to eye
you &

“You will!” said Browne with quiet con-
fidence. " (Give me another ten minutes, dear
lady, and you certainly will. Do you not
realiso that it is your duty to adopt the diet
I have suggested? With such a little effort,
what a lot could be accomplished. A month
at the outside, dear ladyv. And always
remember that health Is the most valuable
of all possessions.”

“I cannot quite understand your reference
to duty, Dr. Crane.”

“But surely 1t is obvious,” said Browne
promptly. “It is your duty towards yourself
and the school to trv out my scheme!”

“A month seems to be a long while,” said
Miss Bond reluctantly.

“A ftrifle!” declared Browne. "It will be
gone almost before you know it, and you
will bo amuazed at yonr abounding energy.
You will find yourself leaping over hedges
You will be tempted
to climb trees. And all vour friends for
miles around will be begging of you te
reveal the seceret formula by which you have
wrought the miracle. Inecidentally, the
experiment mayv entail a little expense, since
it will undoubtedly be necessary for you tc
have all your dreszes reduced!”

Misz Bond was impressed by the picture.
Her inclination towuards stoutness was,
indeed, a cause of much worry, and when
Browne referred to a seeret formula, she
nearly winced. If the truth must be told, it
was Miss Bond’s weakuess to obtain courses
of every weight-reducing remedy that was
advertised. For vears she had started the
day with cither a tablet or a draught of
some cvil-tasting concoction. For years her
weight had been steadily increasing. Her
faith in sccret formulas was getting rather
vocky; and she Lad frequently gone quite

with
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piale upon mentally reckoning up the amount
of money she had spent on *“cures.”

Dr. Crane’s formula was different. It was
merely a secret of diet. His suggestions were
not revolutionary, although theéy were start-

ling. To live on the frugal fare that he
advised would startle anybody.

“Would there be any effect within a
week ?” she asked tentatively.

“You are scepticul, Miss Bond,” said
Browne reproachiully. “But do not think
that I am oflended. Try this diet for a

week, and I shail be very much surprised if
vou do not earry on with it indefinitely.
Start the new regime to-morrow. Weigh
yourself before breakfast, asd then weigh
vourself on the same scales next Monday
morning. Without exaggeration, I can say
that yon will be astonished at tho result.”

“T am afraid it will be too rigid for the
rivls,” said Miss Bond musingly. “It 1s my
idea, Dr. Crane, to try this experiment
alone—"?

“In that case, I must beg of you to exeuse
me,” said Browne coldly. “I can see that
my cfllorts have been wasted on the thin air.
Either the whole school or nobody, dear
lady! Cannot you see that any other course
would be grossly unfair to me? If you
imagine that vou are imposing a hardship on
these voung girvle, let me disabuse your mind
of such a fantastic theory. Cannot you sce
that they are longing for such a change?”

And so, minute by minufe, he won Miss
Bond round. By his persistency and his
cloguence he  conguered. Browne was
irresistible.  Indeed, Miss Bond came to the
conclusion that the only possible way of
gottineg rid of him was to give her promise.
And by the tiine she did give lier promise,
she sincerely meant it.

Wiliamm Napoleon Browne took his depar-
ture, cool and debonair. He was rather dis-
appointed by the fact that the givls did not
give him a rousing send-off, but he realised
that this oversight was reasonable. The girls
appeared to be at prep, and were therefore
out of reach.

So the King of Spoofers stole silently away
into the dusk of the evening—only to run
into a crowd of Removites who were waiting
patiently for his appearance.

CHAPTER 9.
Waiting for Results!

e ERE he comes!”
“ood egeg!” :
“Don’t let him get away!” eaid

Nipper. “We've got to find out a
few things from Browne! Goodness only
knows what he’s been up to since the lecture!
He's probably made Miss Bond promise to
fast the school for a couple of days.”

“1 waut to have a word with him, too!”
said Handforth indignantly. “Why didn’s
he tip me the wink? It was like his nerve
to keep most of us in the dark. We thought

o

-
he was the genuine article while he wus
L lecturing "
“Browne’s a wounder!” said Church

admiringly. _

It had come as a complete surprise to moss
of the juniors to learn that the great spoof
had been brought off, after ali., When the
schoolboys had departed from the lecture
hall, Nipper had not hesitated to divulge the
secret, and those fellows who had not been

“in the know"™ Lad stared in blmk
amazement.

“Of courge, I suspected something all tha
tiine,” said Handforth indulgently. “1I'm
not saying that 1 actually recognised old
Browne, but you needn’t think that I was
spoofed by all that rot!”

The others chuckled. Fortunately, Browne
joined them at this moment, so Handforth
was not able to do any arguing.

“Well done, Browne!” said Nipper
enthusiastically. “You did it like a master.”

“T1 did it like a Browne!” corrected Willlimn
Napoleon. “Which, as you will admit, is the
same thing.”

“What’s happened since we left?” asked
Fullwood eagerly. “Did you let the givls
into the sceret ?”

“What insanity is this, brother?” asked
Browue,

“But isn’t it time to let them. o the
secret 7 asked TIullwood. “They've bhecn

spoofed, haven’t they 7”

“A mere beginning,” said ‘Browne, waving
an airy hand. “I1 am hoping that this httle
game will be carried on for at least a woeek.
I trnst, brothers, that you will be duly
cautious.”

“We shall have to give old Hguly a
sleeping draught, then,” said Church., “We'd
better make 1t a long one—so that he doesn's
wako up until next week. It's the onlyv way
to be certuin of him.”

“Idiot!” said Handforth hotly. "“If yen
thing you're being funny, Walter Chuich

“Um not funny—T"'m serious ! said Chure,
with a sniff, “Owr own jupe all went phug
because of wour silly tongue! The givis
knew everything! Trusting a secret to von
is like talking in front of the microphone.”

“ You—you——"
“Hush, brothers!" urged Browne,
“Kindly remember ithat we are on  tha

public highway. Af{ any moment a Moor
View damsel might trip out of the offinge.
Do we wish to zive them a clue =0 carlv?
Let us retreat into safety.” |

They retreated into the Triangle,
before Browne was allowed to get away they

P_—
tﬂl'.r

dragged him behind  the shelter of  the
shirubbery. Iere they were private, ana
Browne was able to remove the greater
proportion of his make-up.

“All is well, Drother XNipper,” Le said
contentedly. “ You need feel no disappoint-

ment over the failure of your own infantiio
effort. In vyour chiid-like way you had

arranged to jape——"
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“Never mind my child-like ways,” said
Nipper. “What’s the result at the girls’
school ¥

“1 fear—1 gravely fear—that our fair
yvoung friends are booked for an incredibly
lecan week,” said Browne sadly. “Their
daily diet will be sufficient, at a rough
estunate, to keep a couple of wmice free from
the pangs of starvation. But it is all in a
grood cause, as you will no doubt agree.”

“But it's impossible!” ejaculated Nipper,
staring. “You don't mean to say that yvou've
convinced Miss Boud that your fatheaded
diet 1s worth trying?”

“Whilst agrecing that my suggested dict
is indeed fatheaded—sinee it was tended to
bo fatheaded—I must nevertheless call you to
order regarding the rest of your statement,
Brother Nipper," said Drowne sternly.  “Let
me assure yon that I can convinee anvbody
of anvthing, Your implied doubt is a slur
upon my ability.”

“You long-winded ass!”
“I'm only doubtful
impossible.”

“Nothing,” said Browne, “is impossiblo.
When I start a thing, brother, T finish it.
And let me add that when T start a thing,
I start it properly. Miss Bond is now busily |
engaged in the task of emptving the larder.

grinned Nipper.
because 1t seems ro

I very much fear that she is making a huge
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bonfire in the back garden and burning large
quantities of execellent foodstuffs.”

“But what aro the girls going to live on?”

“Hope, for the wmost part, I fear,” said
Browne. “I do not anticipate that the ex-
periment will continue for longer than three
or four days. Hunger, brothers, 1s a great
force. It 1s always liable to make one change
one's opinions. My ouly consolation is that
Miss DBond appears to be a lady of great
strength of mind. She will doubtless rise
above these material gnawings, and will allow
tho mind to tritunph over the flesh.”

“When he’s done gassing, porhaps he'll
explain what's happeved®” snia  Huandforth
tartly.

“It’s stiaple,” said Ninper. “He's spoofed
Miss Bond up to the eyves-—and she’s going to
give his erazy diet a week’s trial.”

“Oh, my hat!

“What a lark!”

*Ha,; hn, ha!”

“Isu’t it a bit rough on the girls?” asked
Tommy Watson dubitously. “What about myv
sister 2 When sho finds out the truth, she’ll
half-slaughter me for being a party to the
thing "

“I trust vou are willing to sacrifice vour-

self in tho cause, brother,” said DBrowne
sternly.
“I waut to know how you worked it,”
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said Nipper. “I suppose you knew nothing
about our own plan 7’

" Absolutely nothing,” replied Browne. “It
was merely a case of two great minds think-

ing alike. And the greater mind, not
urnaturally, thought first.”

“It was our plan to meet Dr. Crane at the
station, and to spoof him up with a yarn
E}.brﬂLiI gome contageous illness at the school,
Wo wero going to pack him off to London
by the next train. so that the coast woula
be clear.”

“Crude,” caid Browne deprecaling!y.
“ Astonishingly crude, Brother Nipper. 1
am astonished that you should confess to
such an unripo plan. Did you not consider
the possibility of Dr. Crane writing as soon
as ho got home? In that event, the gaff
would undoubtedly have been blown by the
morning.”

“Well, we didn't expect the jape to last
more than an hour ov two,” said Nipper.

“I do these things more thoroughly,” said
Browne calmly, “I made it my business to
meet the train at Bannington, and T had no
dificulty in introducing myself to Dy,
Huxley Crane. Once that feat was accom-
plished, the rest weas easy. With Brother
Crane in my Morris-Oxford car, T did my
worst.”

“And what, exactly, was your worst?”
asked Nipper. “You're such a thorough
bounder, Browne. 1 hope you didn’t drop
the old chap into a wayside pond or some-
thing like that.”

“I may be thorough, but 1 am not so de-
moniac as you hint,” replied Browne, shaking
his head, “1 mecerely talked to DBrother
Crane.”

“That's nearly as bad as killing bim,”
said Travers.

“IHa, ha, ha!”

1 chatted on various subjects,” continued
Browne, ignoring the slur on his conversa-
tiona! abilities, ““and T soon discovered that
Brother Cran> was a gentleman with absent-
minded propensities, Such scientific gentle-
men are by no means rare. 1 profited by
this discovery. In a very brief time, Brother
Crane imagined that his appoimntment at the
Moor View School was for next Monday and
not this.”

“My only hat!” .

“Do you mean to say you really bluffed
him 7"

“Brother Crane was lgd to believe that he
had come to Bannington on purpose to chat
with me,” chuckled Browne. “In the end
I placed him in a train for London, and he
is definitely booked to deliver his lecture
next Monday. The chances are that he
won’t turn up until that day.”

]

ROWNE’S plan had probably worked
Bbucausﬂ of its simplicity. And the idea
of fooling Dr. Huxley Crane into think.
ing that his appointment was not until
next Monday was characteristically
“ Browne-ish.”  The audacity of it had as
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sured its success, and with Browne to “put
it over ” the unfortunate man had been in-
stantly convineed,

The Remove japers yelled at the ruse, and
Browne was freshly congratulated.

YT am always willing to help in these
little matters,” said the lanky Fifth-Former
benevolently. “I knew that it was vour
desire to get even with the young luadies,
and I saw an opportunity of putting in somo
strong work.”

“You've done marvels, old
Nipper heartily,

"Pity he isn't a Removite, though,” <aid

man, £3id

Handforth, “His being a senior rather
spoils it.”
“Rats!” said Nipper. “He’s a St, Frank's

chap, and it's a school jape, so what's {he
difference?  Anyhow, Browne’s really a
Removite at heart, HHe's one of us.  We're
proud of him.”

“Kind words, brother, for which T am
duly grateful,” murmured Browne. “But
when you point-out that I am one of von, T
must remind you that T have not yet <.ink
o low -

“And we've got to be jolly careful,” con-
tinued Nipper. “Browne’s done wonders
with this jape. It's up to us to kecep the
ball rolling. What 2 scream if these girls
accept that dotty diet! And what a perfect
roar if Miss Bond enforces it!”

“Hua. ha, ho!”

“It'll be many a long day before Trene &
Co. jape us again!” said Fullwood, with a
nod. “They'll find it's a bit too costly! T
mean, dash it, we can’t allow a givls’ chool
to beat us.”

“Awful thought!” <aid Nipper, shocked,
“Up, St. Frank’s! We'll show lrene & Co.
that we can beat them at their own game.”

“But always let us rememuvor, brothers,
that theso young ladies are worthy oppo-
nents,” declared Lhrmvne. “1 can say, with-
out fear of contradiction, that T have scldom
had the wind up quite so vertically as I had
this evening. Consider my position! A
mere male against a horde of jape-inflanicd
maidens. Picture my consternation when [
detected that the wheeze had become loose
in the joints, and when 1t was obvious *nat

my imjmrsonatian of Brother Crane way
twigged.”
“You must have had a lively time,”

grinned Travers.

“The English dictionarv, Drother Travers,
could easily provide a better word,” said
Browne. '*None has ever dared question
my courage, yet I will confess that my only
thought was of flight. There are some odds
which even a Browne cannot face.”

“But when the girls explained things o
Miss Bond, and when we came along and
said that it was all a mistake, yon woere

safer than ever,” chuckled Nipper. *“Thev
accepted you without question after thar,
You couldn’t have worked the thine se

thoroughly without it, old man."”
“ Admitted,” said Browne promptly. ** As
things stand, I was able to spread mivself tn
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somo purpose. Our co-operation has been n
great success. Let us hopo that the success
will be lasting.”

“Good man!” agreed Nipper. “And
now we'll wait for results!”

HEY didn't havo to wait long.
Next day o keen look-out was kept,

and on more than one occasion somo

of the Moor View girls were sighted
and questioned. They scemned to be losing
their enthusiasm. They all had o bhungry
look,

When Nipper happened to rmeet Irene
Manners and Mary Summers in the even-
ing he found them hungrily eyeing the
village tuck shop.

“You're not thinking of going in, are
you:” asked Nipper, paincd,

“We're desperate,” satd Mary, in a hollow
voice. ““Oh, my hat! Now I know hat
it's liko to be cast on a desert island !”

“YWe've had nothing to eat all dav,” said
Irene mournfully “ Absolutely nothing.”

“Nothing at all¥” asked Nipper curiously.

“Well, you can’t call it anything,” sighed
Mary., **An orange each for breakfast, with
a bit of old brown bread that tasted liko dog
biseuit, Then, for lunch, we had a stewed
apple, moro dog biscuit, and as much lettuce
as wo could cat. But who wants letiuce by
itself?”

“Didn’t you have any tea mn your study?”

“Btudy teas are prohibited,” said Irene. |
“Miss Bond has cut tca out altogether. We
shan’t get anything else until supper time,
and then it'll only be a slico of lemon, per-
haps, with a tablespoonful of bran!”

Nipper shook his head

“You girls are never seatisicd,” ho said
sternly.  “What aro vou grumbling at?
This famous specialist comes down and tells
vou how to keep healthy: and you don't
seem to appreciate it!”

“If we go on at this rate, we shall be
liko lamp-posts,” said Mary

“Nonsensel” said Nipper “You know
very woll that 1it’s all for your own good.”

The girls scemed sﬁmuw%mt consoled.

“Wo'll stick it,” said .Irene, with a do-1
termined little tilt of her chin. *“We'ro not
going to call a halt. If wt's for the benefit
of our health, wo'll keep it up.”

“Good man—I mean, girls!™ said Nipper
~approvingly. “And now, how about coming
into the confectioner’s and having a dough-
nut each? Nobody would know, and——"

“Certainly not!” said Mary, licking her
dry lips. ““T'm surprised at you, Dick, for
tompting us Oh, my goodness—doughnuts!
Come on, Renic!”

Thev fled. and Nipper chuckled to him-
self. When ho got back to St. T'rank’s ho
told the others, and there was a distinct
chance that Irene & Co. caught somoe cchoes
of the laughter even as far away as the Moor
View School. Not that the girls could
have guessed that they were the cause of this
hilarity !

i

CHAPTER 10.
Tea for Two—and More!

e ATS! Blow! Bust!” sauid Hand-

R forth disgustedly,

“It's no good going on like that,

Handy,” said Church, shaking his

head, *“It won't stop raining because you
use bad languago.”

“Who's using bad language?
Handforth indignauntly,

Ho and hLis chums weroe standing m the
Ancient House doorway, looking out upon a
rain-soaked world., It was Wednesday, and
luncheon was over There had been a
shower or two in the morning, but now tha
clouds had rolled over in carncst, and a
regular downpour had commenced.

“Why does it always rair on half-hols
days*"” asked Handforth ficreely., **And
particalarly when we've get a ericket matceh
fixed "

“It doesn’t,” said McClure soothingly.
“On tho average, half-hiolidays are pretty
finc.  Wo only notico then: more when
they're wet,”

The chums of Study D were not the only
disappointed fellows in tho schoo!, Every-
body, in fact, was more or less fed up. A
big senior match bad been arranged for tos
day, too—a sort of trial game

Nipper was philosophical about it.

“If it’s wet, it's wet, and we shan't 1m-
prove matters by going about with long
faces,” he said cheerfully. “ As cricket is off
tho board, what about inviting ourselves out
to tea?”

“In tho rain?” asked Tommy Watson,

They had joined Handforth & Co. 1n the
doorway, and I'ravers and Iullwood and
(sresham and a fow others were there, too.
They all looked at Nipper without any ex-
aggerated display of cnthusiasm,

“And where can wo go for tea, anyhow
asked Handforth heavily,

“Where but to the Moor View School(”
said Nipper.

“What!"”

Everybody shouted tho word ab onco.
They wero all stirred out of their gloom.

“The Moor View Schoo!?” said Travers.
“Well, well! Is your mewnory at fault, dear
old fellow, or are your idcas of tea weird
and peculiar? If wo descend upon Ireno &
Co. we shall probably get a couple of grapes
cach, with & drink of water to wazsh them
down.”

“I met Mary just beforve dinner,” said
Nipper thoughtfully. “She's  looking
thinney.”

“Well, the wheeze is still working,”
grinned Tommy Watson.

“Her eyes are getting hollow, and her
chieeks secm to be a bit sunken,” said Nipper.

“By George! I thought I noticed the same
thing about Ireno when sho popped i1n this
moruing,” said Handforth, with a start,
“Perhaps we'ro going too f{ar with this
thing, vou chaps!”

¥

asked

n
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““ You wreteh !’ stormed Miss Bond angrily when she realised that she had been hoaxed by William

.Napoleon Browne. ‘‘ How daroe you.

Take that ! ™’

And she commenced to lam the unfortunate

Fiith-Former in no uncertain way with her umbrella.

“That’'s what I was thinking,” said
Nipper.
Some of the others grinned. They were

the fellows who bhad no particular girl chumns,
and they were able to regard the affair with
less prejudice. In their eyes, neither Ivene

nor Mary had changed in the slightest
degre«r.,

‘Rats]” said Church, with a sniff. " The
girls aren’t coming to any harm. It'll do

’em good tc starve for a bit, and teach ’em

a lesson, too!”

“You heartless rotter!” said Handforth
coldly.

“It's not our doing!” protested Church.
“Miss Bond’s at the bottom of it. Who'd
believe that she would have taken old

Browne so literally ?”

Nipper nodded.

“1 rather think we ought to do some-
thing,” he said. "If the weather had been
fine, cricket would have kept our minds oft
the starving young things, and we shonld
cheerfully have forgotten all about them. As
it 1s, we must do something on a wet after-
noon.”

“That's true,” admitted Travers. “Yon
think that we should penalise ourselves, too?
Sample the frugal fare, as it were? By

Samson! We shall need to be heroes!”

"I'm not such a mug as. that,”
Nipper. “In fact, I think it's time that the
jape ended. The girls have been spoofed,
and that ought to be enocugh. Let’s roll
aleng to the Moor View School md take
piles of grub with us.”

grinned

"My hat!

“ Rather 1"

“A regular spread!” said Nipper. “We
can’t ask the girls here, because Niss Bond
might suspect something.”

“Isn’t she more likely to suspect something

if we go there with lots of grub—right under
her nose?” demanded Handflorth.

That’s a good ideal”

“That’s just why she won’t =uspect,”
chuckled Nipper. “We can smugyle the
stuff in, and give the girls a real leed. A

square meal. Pork-pies, ham S;ll':{i\\'if.‘llﬁ?:.
sardines, tons of bread-and-butter, eakes and
pastries. I've got somo spare cazh, and

some of you other fellows arve preity flush,
I believe. What about a whip round?”

HE scheme was grected with enthusiasm,

I and supported effcetively by thL

immediate produetion of many erisp
notes and lots of silver. Everybody
wanted to contribute.

In the end the funds were so am] e that
Mrs. Hake had some difficulty in dmimg
with the orders. By the time everything
was ready the juniors were loaded up.

Lionel Corcoran and his chums of the
Fourth came along and wanted to know what
it was all about. They were [reely told, and
the feed was saved.

"It’ﬂ a good iunrr vou were frank

" gaid Corky.
h!t“k -

“What made you think you {‘Dhld get it 2"

about
“We were going te roid that

| asked Nipper politely.
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“Wo're practically two to one agatnst you,”
veplicd Corky, with a grin. " But as the grub
is for the starving girls we haven’t the heart
to raid it. There aro exceptions to every
rule, and this is one of them. How about
burying the hatchet and letting us cowme
along ?"

“Nothing doing!"™ replied Nipper. “Miss
Bond would get suspicious, and quite apart
from that, you Fourth-Formers would be in
tho way. The girls are a bit particular about
their visitors.”

“You silly
Buster Boots,

Remove fathead!” suorted

The Removites chuckled and preparcd to)

start off on their errand of mercy, while
Corky & Co. sadly went back to their own
qquarfers, robbed of the chance of a good
teced by their chivalrous spirit., If that
grub was for tho girls, then their hands
were tied, so to speak.

The Removites were smart and trim, and
they were cavelessly carrying crickei-bags
and suitcascs. QOue might easily have
imagined that they were on their way back
from a cricket match, one that had been
spoilt by the rain

Luck was with them wher they entered the
Moor View School grounds. Miss Bond
was nowhere in sight. She was probably
taking her afternoon nmap—disturbed to-day,
no doubt, by tho sensation of emptiness
which held sway within her. Nobody was
in sight except two or threo drooping, sad-
leoking gicls who stood in the main deorway.

“Here wo are!” announced Nipper, as he
led the group indoors. “We've comeo to tea,

eirls.”

Doris DBerkeley gave him a somewhat
glassy look.

“"You're welcome,” she said sadly.

“"There's plenty of water in the tapl”
“Where’s everybody ?” asked Handforth,

looking round. g
"I supposo you mean where's Trene?” said

Doris. “ln her study, 1 think, tryving to

drown her sorrows in this week's  Modern |

Girl.?”

“Haven't you got a Common-room in this
place " asked Nipper briskly. "We've come
to tea in rcal earnest, old things. These
cricket-bags are moro interesting than they
look.”

Doris opened her eyes wider, and a sparkle
flashied in them. For a moment sho scemed
to be her old self.

“You mean—food?" she asked in a tense
whisper,

“Pies, sandwiches, doughinuls, jam-tarts,”
said Nipper.

Doris and the other girls swayved with
emotton. The vision wasg intoxicating. Then
T.:"{i‘l?_.‘iii firmly shook her head aud braced her-
selit.

“No,” she said sternly. " You can't weaken
ns like that. Away with yvour grub, you—
you tempters. You ought to be wshamed of
yeurselves for coming herc and-— Ob, my
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goodness!”  She reeled. “T just caught a
whiff of something savoury!”

I« Drs, Hake's special meat-pies,” said
Travers, nodding. “They’re all hot.”
‘Don’t1” begged Marjorie Temple. "Oh,
how can you be so cruel?”
“Come into the Common-room!” said

Nipper briskly. “Gather the rest of tho
gang if you can. We've something to tell
you, as well as something to give you.”

The girls gave it up. The thoughts that
those bags contained piles of food robbed
them of their last defences, For two days

COMING NEXT WEEK!

5 2.
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thev had existed on next to nothine, and
their will-power was gotting undermined.

Irene and Mary and quite a number of the
other givls turned up in the Common-room
in record time. 1t wasn't really tea-time yet.
It was the quiet, lazy hour of the afternoon,
On a wet afternoon like this it was particu.
lavly languid, since the usual ouldoor sports
were abandoned., Nobody had anything to
do except read or kuit or crochet.

“Lrivle, Jet me release the bombshell
immediately,” said Nipper briskly.  “We
haven't the hearts to keep it up any longer,
You've been spoofed!”

“Spoofed " echoed the girls.

“Up to the eyes,” said Nipper, nodding.
“Remember what happened o Monday
evening "

i “Shall we ever
 Haadforth,

pl‘..1'|-

{orget 117

groaned iona
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“You thought Dr. Huxley Crane was & |

fake at fivst, and then you thought he was
genuine,” continued Nipper. “The faet 1is,
he was a fake all the timne.”

“Oh, draw it mild!" protested Irene.
“NXou don't expect us to believe this, do you!
Why, you told us yourselves that we had
made a mistake. It was yvou who explained
to Miss Bond—-"

“I koow,” said Nipper. “That’s becausc
we were spocfed ourselves. Then we found
out that Browie of the Fifth was the chap
who worked the heax. It was Browne who

ANANANY ANANAN AL

“THE ST. FRANK'S
. MENAGERIE!"
It’s Willy Handforth’s idea to have the

menagerie at St. Frank’s. An excellent
idea it is, too, as is to he expected con-
sidering whence it comes. Unfortunately
Snags oecur, .

For instance, the animals escape—
and so we have Edward Oswald
Handforth running about in the middle of
the night, chased by a bear. Archie
Glenthorne wakes up and finds a purring
feopard on his bed !

Next week’s yarn is the *‘ goods,”
chums. It contains plenty of fun and
schaolboy adventure—which is just the
kind of story you like. Look out for it
next Wednesday.

—

“RIVALS OF THE
BLUE CRUSADERS!"”

Another tensely exeiting instalment of
Edwy Searles Brooks’ pepular football
and dirt-track racing serial. o

vy ORDER IN ADVANCE!

did all that gassing about starving your-
selves.”

“Browne!” breathed Ivene faintly.

“Didn’t T tell you lhe reminded me of
somebody 17  asked Doris excitedly, “1It
didn’t occur to me till afterwards, but—
My goodness! Iie’s right, girls. I know it
now. It was Browne!”

“We're risking his displeasure by letting
the cat out of the bag, but we couldn’t allow
you to snffer any longer,” said Nipper. “But
don’t blame Browne—i{ was as much our
jape as his. We told voun we'd get our own
back for that Iaster Monday affair, didn’t
we 2"

The schoolgirls were

] indignant,
and wrathiul.

excited,

w4 W [
“You heartless wrefches!” =aid Trene feel- !
ingly. T wonder: you have the nerve to

come here!l”

“Oh, I say!” prute@ed Handiorth., “We
theught—-"

“And now that you are heve, we'll take it
out of you!” went on Irene, her eves fiashing.
“Come on girls! Let's make them smart
for—"

“Behold!™ yelled Nipper trinmphantly.

He whipped open his cricket-bag, and the
other fellows opened theirs at the same
moment.,  Pastries and  other delightiul
cdibles were displayed before the hungiy eves
of the girls. But it was really the odour
of the hot pies that did it. 1t arose into
tha atmosphere, and Irene & Co’s anger
eveporated like migt befoie the morning sun,

e

CHAPTER 11.
The Lightrning Strike!

£ RUB!"  breathed Irene  dizzily,
“Quick ! If somebody wints to save

my life, let me have one of those
meat ples!”

“ Bother the meat pies!”
“T want a sandwich!" ,

The schoolboys  grinned  conientedly,
Nipper had cxpeected a storm, amd he had
been equally certain that the storm would
sitbside npon the production of the feed.
Within a minute the girls were chuckling
gleefully, and rhe last frown had vanished.

The tables were swept elear of books and
balf-knitted jumpers, and the gorgrous
spread was laid out.  Unfortunately, before
any of the girls could toueh =o much as n
mouthful, Miss Bond arrvived on. the scene.

This was a tragedy that nobody could have
forescen. In  the first place, Miss Bond
had never entered ‘anybody’s  thoughts, and
in the second place, Miss Bond had never
belore come to the Common-room at such an
hour of the afternoon. As Travers later
suggested, perhaps she had canght a whiff of
the meat-pies.

“What 18 all this?”? she asked sternly.

It was an entirely unnceessary «muestion,
for she could see perfeetly well what it all
wos. The feed was in full view., Trene & Co.
and their visitors loeoked at the headmistress
1n consternation,

“We—we came along to tea, Miss Bond,”
satd Nipper feebly.

‘Indeed! I was not eware that T had
permitied such a visit,” satd the lady, with
asperity,

*“*We didu't like to bother youn.”?

cried Winnie 'yt

"1 don't doubt it,"” aaid Miss Bond., *“In
the cireamstances, [ can well understand
vour reticence. Unon my word! How dare

vou bring all this atrocions rubbish into my
school "

“Bat it's food, Miss Bond ! pleaded Irene.
“We're starving, and—-"

“Silence ! coommanded the headmistress.
“T am amazed, I am shocked, Indeed, I
am  horrified, Ilave I not warned 1ou
acainst this very tyvpe of food? Have I not
repeated Dre. Crane’s sound adviee?  This

sebonl s giving the new diet a thorongh test,
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aud I wou't have 1it@pout, You boys will
lecave at once. You wul take your food with
you i’

“Oh, my hat!” groancd Doris.

“On sccond thougtts, you will leave the
food here,”” continued dMiss Bond acidly. *1
shail sve to 1t that It is at once destroved.
Such food 15 just as harmtul to boys as to
girls. It is little better thpan poison, and 1
shall be doing a public scrvice by destroying
T Vg

U'he schoolboys were as much aghast as the
schoolgirls now. And i1t came home to them
with tremendous  force how  thoroughly
Willlam Napoleon Browoe had pertormed
his task, DMiss DBond was converted—com-
pletely  and  overwhelmng, Dubious at
fivrst, she had now embraced the new dict
with a cort of fanatical fervour.

“Oh, I say!" protested Nipper,
stull cost a lot of money, Miss Bond! We
can’{ stop you confiscating it—bhut don’t
destroy it!  Better send it to the villagers.
Some of them would——"

“Why should 1 encourage the villagers
in their debasced appetites?” snopped Miss
Bond. *“This food is harmful to all
humanity ! It shall certainly be destroyced.
As for you boys, you will leave at once!”

“But we thought—"

“At once!” commanded Miss Bond, point-
ing to the door.

They wilted under her fiery glance, and
hastily departed. Out 1n the passage, Hand-
forth checked.

“Why not tell her that it’s all a spoof?”’
he asked breathlessly,

“Can’t do that,” said Nippecr.
give Browne away.”

“M; only aunt! I supposc not!”

“We mustn’t sncak on old Browne,” con-
tinued Nipper. ‘But there's something in
the idea, Handy. Perhaps we can—— Yes,
let's get back! Miss Bond is bound to
know sooner or later.”

They hurried back to the Common-room
and burst in., Somo of the other fellows

“This

“We can’t

hovered in the background. Miss Bond
turned a baleful eye upon them.
“Dida’'t I tell you to lcave theso

premises?” she asked,

“Yes, miss, but wec've got to explain
gomething,” said Nipper. “ You were hood-
v.-i::l:ﬁc;i”by Dr. Crane. Ile wasn’t Dr. Crano
at a

“What rubbish is this?” asked the lady.
#FHave vou the audacity to sugeest that—
How daroe you? Leave at once!”

“ Honestlv, Miss Bond, he was a fako!l”
urged Nipper.

“I cannot believe you!” said the head-
mistress.  “Who was this man, then? If
he was not Dr. Huxley Crane, who was he?”

“We—we can’t exactly tell you, miss,”’
replied the Remove skipper.  “I mean,
wo can't give him away. But ho wasn't
Dr, Huxley Crane, And you mustn't take
any notice of his silly health diet—"

“Once more, I command you to leave!”
broke in Miss Bond angrily. “I wonder
that you have the temeritv to make such an
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outrageous suggestion, Klow dare you speak
50 wmsultingly against Dr. Cranc? 1 am
afraid 1 eshall bave to specak to your hgad-
master about you.”

“But, really—"

“Go " stormed Miss Bond, .

And they went—staitled by their failure,

g T' was not rcally surprising that Miss
1 Bond was so indignant, On the face of
it, 1t certainly scemed that the echool-
boys were attempting a bluff in order
to put her off the unew food rules. Lhey
wanted to conspire with the girls, to defcat
the experiment,

“[t was true what Dick Hamilton said,
miss,” ventured Irene,

“I can well belicve that you wiil support
that prEPDEtDI‘DuE story,’”’ said Miss Bond
curtly. “No, not another word{ I refusc
to listen, I can well see that I shall havo
to take morc drastic measures with you.”

“But 1t was a hoax!” cricd Doris.
“Surely you can see that now, Miss Bond?
It was all a jape! And I don’t sce why
we showd be starved—"

“Silence !” commanded the lady. “Ior
the next two or turee weeks—during tho
period of this experiment—I1 shall confiscato
all your pocket-mouncy, This will prevent
you from buying such wretched fcod as
this away from the eschool. I shall further
instruct all the local shopkeepers to allow
you no credit. I insist upon my orders being
obeyed, Come! Your money!l”

The girls looked rebellious, This was be-
yond all reason. It wasn't so much the
actual confiscation of the pockct-money, but
tho implication that they could not be trusted
with it. Besides, it was theirs. DMiss Bond
had no right to take it! Let her alter the
school’s daily menu if she chose, but shic was
going beyond her rights by stopping the
pocket-taoucy.

“We won't give it up1” cricd Ena Hand-
forth, with something of her brother's
forceful spirit. " Let’s make a stand, girls!”

“How duare you?” cjaculated Miss Bond.
“What 15 ‘his—rebellion? 1 am amazed!
Hand me your pocket-moncy at once! 7This
instant 1"’

She strode amongst them, and they sur-
rendered,

“Now,” she continued triumphantly, “ tako
all thus food and throw it on the rubbizh-
heap. And do not dure to make any attempt

to eat a mouthful on the way. 1 shall bo
watching yvou! Come!”
It was the food that did it. The order

was too much for them. The girls picked up
the food, but their hunger was so great that
they were desperate. Ena took a bite out of
one of the meat-pies, and Doris bit nto o
sandwich,

“Come on—all of vou!” shouted Ena.

The next scecond the muliny was on. Every
girl in the room sampled the particular food
she had in her kand. The idea of carrying
it out ard throwing it on the rubbish-heap
was a Lit too *Lick.

Miss Charlotte Bond starcd, aghast.

11
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“Ilaveo
scnses
heavens,
bellion

She might as well have talked to the thin
air.  I'he girls, knowing that the whole
thing was a spoof, and exasperated because
of Miss Bond’s obstinacy, were in a reckless
mood.

Some of them started marching out, and
tho others followed. Miss Bond was left
with an empty room. She nearly fainted.
Such o thing as this bad never before
occurred in her whole experience as a school-
mistress,

“Come back!” she managed to cjaculate,
“Come back at once!”

But she was still addressing the thin air,
Onitside, the girls had run across the drive,
and wore sheltering from the rain beneath
the t(hick trees. In their excitement, they
had not bothered to get their hats or
macintoshes, Their only thought had been
to run for it,

“We've done it now !
Ii"r-‘*'!}'.

“A\ good thing, too!” cried Ena. “It's
a bit thick when she starts grabbing our
pocket-money! And fancy trying to destroy
this grub "

“We're finding @ better place for it than
the rubbish-heap ! said Irene, nodding.

The food, In fact, wus disappearing at a
remarkable rate. And as 1t disappeared, so

you all taken leave of your
she panted. " Stop this! Goed
this 1s nothing else but open re-

said Doris breath-

the schoolgirls’ appetites were appeased—
and =0, too, their counsternation arose in
similar ratio. Hunger had made them

desperate, but now that their hunger had
gone they could see what they had let them-
sclves in for.

“8he’ll be furious over thisz!” declared
Winnie.  “Goodness only knows what'il
happen! Some of us will get expelled, I
expect.”

“Let's go in!” suggested one of the
others.
“No fear!” :aid Ena firmly. “We've

started 1t now, and we'll go on with 1t! If
anybody’s taking the blame, it's me! I
was the hrst to start eating.”

“We'll all take the blame,” replied Irene.
“But we must do something. We can’t stay
out here mn the rain, and if we go indoors
it’ll be o surrender, and Miss Bond will
punish us.”

“Then what can we do?” asked Sylvia.

“(Uo to St. Frank’s!” replied Irene
promyptiy.

“(Go to St. Frank’s?"” echoed all the others.

“¥Yes, rather

“But what can we do there?”

“Have a good feed, of course,” said Irene.
“I'he boys are bound to help us, and we
shall get shelter, too. Oh, my goodness, how
I'm dymg tor a cup of teal”

“Tea, yes—but we've had a feed,” =aid
Winnie,

“Half a one!” said Irene scornfully.
“We've got to make up for two days, don't
forget! Oh, those boys! They’ve had their
revenge all right!”
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Most of the other girls were in {full agrece-
ment that the only thing to do was to make
a dash for St. Frank's. 1t wuas impossible to
go indoors, and wost unwise to stay out in
the rain, 'The thought of tea was also very
alluring.

; Without any further hesitation, they ran
or 1t.

o OU'VE rebelled!™ exclaimed Nipper

'i faintly.

The girls were crowding into the

gymmnasiutn—the first open door-

way they had seen upon entering the rain-

swept Triangle. Nipper and one or two of

the other feilows had been in there, and

now the boys were looking in consternation
at the hatless figures.

“Yes, we've started a rebellion,” said Ina
firnly. ** A real one, too!"”

"It was more like a lightning strike,” said
Doris. "*One minute we were docile, and tho
next minute we told Miss®Bond to go and
cat coke—although we didn’t use those acrual
words, Then we bunked fer it—and here
we are !’

“Great Scott!” said Handfoirth helplessly.

e uand tho other juniors looked at one
another 1 a frightened sort of way. When
they had started their jape they had never
realised that it would lead to anything zo
awful as this, A mutiny of the girls! Rebel-
lion against dthority! There was liable to
be a considerable spot of bother.

“But wnat ace we going to do?”’ asked
Fullwood. "I mean, tne positicn scems to
be pretty hopeless! We never thought you'd
do a thing hke this, givls. We'll own up, of
course, and do everything we can to put Miss
f.iuml right, but I doubt if that wih pacify
wer,”

“It’ll probably make her worse,” said
Nipper, looking worried. “When she finds
out she's been hoaxed, she'll have a fit.”

“Still, i’ll be proof that wo were righi,
won't it ?"” asked Doris keenly. “She can’t
possibly punish us then. She’ll be only too
glad to forget the whole affair.”’

“Well, anyway, we came licre for some
tea,” said Ircne practically.

“QOh, rather!” replied Nipper. “Let’s
make a dash for the Common-room, vou
chaps. We’'ll have the feed here, instead of
at the Moor View School. Come on!"

Within ten minu the girls were drown-
ing their troubles in cupfuls of steamming hot
tea. There was quite a large amount of food
on the menu, too. As Doris remarked, theve
was a lot of leeway to make up!

CHAPTER 12,
Browne's Little Way!
MISS CHARLOTTIE BOND arrived at

St. I'rank’s like a human hornet.

She fairly hununed across the

Triangle, and she made a bee-line

for the headmaster’s house, The rain had
stopped now, and the clouds were breaking.
The carly evening sunr was peeping out and
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shining on the dr:pping trees. Not that Miss
Bond paid the sligntest heed to these details.
She would have come just the same, even if
a tornado had burst over the countryside.

DOY Was, lideed, very umiuch ol a tornado
herseif  When trmpps, the Head's butler,
punounced that Lrr, ivictous was in, but un-
avuliubie, eshe wneariyy caused the usually
importurbable Phupps to sanriuk to half his
size.

“Go and tell Dr. Nicholls that I insist
upon seemg hun!” commanded Miss Bond.
“How dare you banuy words with met?
Which 1s Ur. Nicholls’ study? I insist upon
sceing him "

Phepps vanished, beaten for once.

And when he returned he intormed DMiss
Bond that the tiead would immediately ie-
ceive her. The fact that he had been dis-
turbed in the middie of his tea was scarcely
worth mentioning., Miss Bond tairly bounced
into his presence.

“1s anything the matter, madam?” asked
Dr. Nicholls, gn surprise. *“1 must thank
you for this delighttul call, but L trust-—"

“This 18 mno tume, sir, for the usual
plecasantries,” broke in the Moor View mis-
tress. ““My giris have rebelled against my
authority.’’

‘““] am distressed,” saia the Head. ““This
15 indeed a serious situation for you, Miss
Bond. Bu I fuil to see how I can be of
any assistance. However, if you will be
good enough to give me the details—"

“It wil ke sufficient, I think, if I inform
you trat your own boys are responsible,”
broke in Miss Bond. “That is why I am
here, sir.,”

The Head gripped the arms of his chair,

“You have made a very serious accusation,
madam,’’ he said anxiously, “You say that
my boys have incited your girls to rebellion?
This is indeed serious! I shall be glad to
know how this unfortunate affair came
about.”

Miss Bond told him—and the Head was
relieved.

“Honestly, madam, I cannot agree with
yvou,” he said gravely. ‘I cannot agree in
the slightest. I fail to see how you can
hold my boys responsible for this unhappy
incident.  Be assured that it 1s only an
incident, ‘The girls will very soon come to
their sensss. I had feared, from your first
remark, that the situation was of much
greater gravity,”

Miss Bond regarded him in amazement.

“Is it not grave enough?” she demanded,
““And how can you say that your boys are
not responsible 7"

“Well, according to your own story, it
seems that the boys merely went to your
school for the purpose of partaking of tea,””
said the Head mildly. “ Surely there was
nothing very wrong in that? And you have
told me that the girls did not rebel until
after the boys had gone.”

“That is quite true,” admitted Miss Bond
reluctantlyv., *“ But these girls are here now
—in one of vour buildings!”
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“There again I caunnot find reason for
taking auy official action,” said the Head
cveuly. “My boys could not tell the young
ladies to go away, could they? If they are
sheltering them, it is all to their credit. Of
course, the cuse will be different if you order
your pupils to leave and the boys incite thern
to dety you. In such an event I ghall have
reason to act. But you need not fear that,
Miss Bond. "

“You evidently do not know your boys!"
retorted Miss Bond acidly,

“I think 1 do,”” smiled the Head. “Quita
receutly I have been in very closo touch
with them, and I know them intimately.
Pleaso do not make too much of this affair,
madam. 1f you will quietty ask your girls
to leave, I have no doubt that they will
obey.”

L'he Head’s stzong personality soon had its
eftect. There was something remarkably
torceful about him. Before long Miss Bond
was calmed, and she was permitted to see
the matter in its true light. It was by no
means graye,

}IIBt prediction proved to be quite right,
00.
When Miss Bond arrived in the
Auncient House Common-room, she

found a very merry scenc. The air was
heavy with the odour of hot teca and toasted
muflins. The room was packed. The girls
were crowding round the tables, pouring out
the tea, and generally making themselves
useful,

“Who's this one for?” Irene was asking,
as sho held aloft a steaming cup.

“Anybody,” sang out Gresham,
over here!”

“Look ovt! Cave!l”

Somebody had seen the door open, and a
complete silence fell as Mis Bond entered
the room, Irene & Co. had been half ex-
pecting such an interruption as this, but
now thut it had actually come they were a bit
startled.

“Now for the squalls!” murmured Doris.

“I expected as much!” exclaimed Miss
Bond severely., “I am astonished to witness
this—this orgy! Not content with con-
suming an appalling amount of prohibited
food at your own school, vou must needs
come heie and involve these boys in your
rebellious conduct, We shall leave at once.””

“Can’t they stay until after tea, Miss
Bond ?” asked Nipper.

““No, they cannot!” retorted the good
lady. “Not a minute! I command every
girl in thiza room to follow me out.”

“Afraid you'll have to go, girls,” said
Nipper reluctantly,

“Of couvrse,”! agreed Irene. “We don't
want to get you into any trouble, and we've
had our tea, anyway.”

To Miss Bond's inward satisfaction, her
girls lined up without any dewnur, and
marched out into the corridor without any
demonstration. The rebellion appeared to
| be over, Yet it was not precisely a failure

“Sling it

L
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since, because of it, the girls had all par-
taken of a square meal.

In fact, now that their hunger was so
thoroughly appeased, they had no direct
meitement to keep up the mutiny. It was
better, regarded from every standpoint, to
go back to their own school and to face the
music.

“Well, that’s done it!" said Nipper, after
the visitors had gone. “I'm afraid Miss
Bond’s going to make things pretty hot for
them, though. What the dickens can we do
about 1t %"

“Let’s get up a deputation and go fo the
givls’  school straight away,” suggested
Travers. “About six of us. We'll tell Miss
Boud all about the jape, and we'll get
Browne to go with us.”

“Good idea!” said Nipper.
speak on Browne, but if we get him to con-
fess it'll be a different thing. Miss Bond
can’t keep it up then, after Browne has con-
vinced her that his Doctor Crane was a spoof.
And Miss Bond can’t get us into trouble,
either. Even if she makes a complaint to
the Head, it won’t lead to anything.”

“The chances are that she’ll keep jolly
mum about it,” drawled Travers. “The less
said the better, what "

“Let’s go and find Browne,” said Nipper
briskly. -

HOWEVEH, William Napoleon Browne

i - ]
We £

was very much in evidence just then,
although  nobody but his
intimates would have known it.

Miss Bond stood in the gateway of St
Frank’s, watching the hatless girls as they
filed past her into the lane. She was secing
the last of them out. The sunshine was
brilliant now, for the last of the rain clouds
had fled.

“Dear me!” said Miss Bound, with a violent
start.

For at that moment, just as the girls were
about to march off up the lane, she beheld a
long-legged figure striding towards her across
the Triangle. She instantly recognised the
grey-bearded, grey-haired Dr. Huxley Crane.
There could be no mistaking that distinctive
figure.

“Al, dear lady!” beamed Browne, as he
arrived.

“Pr. Crane!” e¢jaculated Miss Bond.
“This--this i3 very unexpected. 1 had no
idea that you were in St. Frank’s. I cannot
tell you how pleased I am to find you here.

own

My girls have revolted against’ your
wonderful diet.” _
“And who shall blame them?” said

Browno stoutly.

“1 beg your pardon!”

“Had they done anything else but revolt,
they would have proved themselves unworthy
to fly your banner, Miss Bond,” said
Browne. “But they are girls of spirit, girls
of courage. By this revolt they have proved
that they are not to be hoodwinked by the
first impostor who comes along.” &

i mean, sir!” ejaculated Miss Bond.

BT [
Ol U
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“Really, T fail to understand what you
"Youw're
talking in a very peculiar strain. After
vour earnest appeals that I should give your
diet a full month’s test —-"

“Alas! I reckoned without the noble spirit
which your girls have so admirably dis-
played,” interrupted Browne. “Or, to be
more exact, and, in fact, to tell the truth, I
never intended the experiment to go longer
than a few days. You have doubtless been
informed, Miss Bond, that I amm a fraud.”

“Perhaps I was informned corvrectly,” said
Miss Bond icily.

“Never,” said Browne, "was a truer word
spoken. Permit me, dear lady, to removo
this growith and reveal my true identity.
When you see who I am, you will doubtless
forgive me on the spot.” -

With a deft movement Browne whipped
olf his wig, removed his beard and moustache,
and gave his face a quick rub round with a
prepared handkerchief.

“Good gracious!” ejaculated Miss Bond,
and in that moment she realised that the

professor had indeed been an impostor.

The girls had paused outside the gates, and
now they were crowding round,.eager and
intent. In the Triangle, Nipper and Hand-
forth and a number of other Removites were
cautiously approaching, equally interested.

“You will observe, dear lady, that I am by
no Imeans so unprepossessing as you would
believe,” said Browne graciously. “Behold
me in my true colours. William Napoleon
Browne, of the Fifth Form.” -

“ A schoolboy!” said Miss Bond faintly.

“1 cast myself at your feet,” said Browne,
“I crave your forgiveness, Miss Boud. I am
sure you will realise that the joke was harm-
less, and—-—" .

“You—you wretch!"” interrupted the head-
mistress, recovering some of her composure,
“Oh, how dare you! When I think of the
manner in which you brazenly addressed
my school. And your interview with me. It
is beyond all endurance. Take that!”

And she suddenly raised her uwmnbrella and
commenced to “set about” the surprised
Browne in no uncertain way. The juniors
looked "on In amusement. Browne backed
away. He felt that his dignity was suffer-
ing a severe jolt. At last Miss Bond desisted,
but apparently she wasn’t yet satisfied.

“There!” she panted. “And now I shall
have you drastically punished by your head-
master "

“Would it not be a pity 7" asked Browne,
still unrufled in spite of his recent lamming.
“If T am punished by the authorities, Miss
Bond, considerable numbers of Remove stal-
warts will also be dragged into the inquiry
with me. Cannot you imagine the publicity.
And do you really think that publicity 1s
desirable- in this affair?”

Miss Bond saw the point.

(Concluded on page 4l.)
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Editor,

E. 5. BROOES.

E3—H. Eastmond (Bideford)—the Hon.
Aubrey de Vere Wellborne is still at
the River House School. Because
the River House fellows haven’t been
featured lately, you mustn't think

that they have passed out of existence.
They're still there, just as lively and as
active as ever, and the Hon. Aubrey, I be-
licve, is still gettng up to his old tricks.

L L "

There can be no doubt—Irederick T. Hill
(Portsmouth)—that football is more popular
in the football scason than cricket—I mean
with regard to my storics. So your eriticism,
that I have turned things topsy turvy this
vear, would be reasonable but for the fact
that the Test Matches took place. And 1
really do think that this winter the interest
of readers in general has been more greatly
in favour of cricket than of football. Your
pliotograph will appear in due course; but

don’t forget that lots of others were in before
yOUurs.

& » ®

Thanks muchly for your kind words—
(rordon I. Seweli (Southampton)-—-regarding
my stories. In referring to the recent
Australian series, you say: “The young
South Africans and Australians and New
Zcalanders who read them will better under-
stand their English cousins, and we chaps at
hotmoe can become better acquainted with the
people and lands of the Empire in a way
which would be impossible by text book or
lecture.,” If this is really the case, T am
much gratified,. No. Gordon, I was never
exactly a journalist.  The first thing I ever
wrote was an adventure story-—called, I be-
liecve, “The Treasure of the Barnabys”—
which, needless to say, never saw print, being
Lorribly crude, and, in fact, too awful for
words,

» 5 -

Clarence Fellowe is still at St. Frank's—
Harold Britton (Nottingham)—but it takes
such a long time to record hiz poetio styles
of delivery that I'm afraid I've neglected
himi.  Whenever you read of a big mceting

reader twrites
shall be pleased to comment upon such
!rkﬁg to dnierest

mujurity. All letters sho
BROOGKS,
THE NELSON LEE
The Fleetway House,
London, E.C.4.

to me I

the
uld be addressed,

cio  The
LIBRARY,
Farringdon Street,

KENNETT EDWARDS.

of Removites, Clarence is always there, even
if he isn't particularly mentioned. You com-
plain about the rotters not being “rotterish ™
enough, but in the recent series I think you'll
have to admit that Gore-Pearce has proved
himself to be a thorough bad lot. It's a
jolly lucky thing for him that he wasn't
sacked. You've naturally missed the Moor
View girls a lot this vear because they
weren't on the Australian trip, but they’'ll
appear pretty regularly on the whole,

L] * a

While not being rash enough—R. W.
Moore (Billericay)—to commit myself to an
opinion upon which game is the better,
Soccer or Rugger, I certainly think that
Soccer will always be the most popular game
with the general public. That's why the St.
Frank’s fellows play Soccer. Just a case of
the majorily again, old man.

* * L]

The empty Remove study—Gwendoline
Norman (Dalston)—is Study T, in the West
House.  All the Ancient House Junior
studies are occupied. But Studies 9 and 10
in the Modern House, and Studies 18, 19 and
20 in the Iast House, are still empty. Plenty
of room for new fellows, you see.

# " +

This week’s photo 15 of Kennett Edwards
(Muswell Hill). Sorry there isn’t room for
a few words to you, Kennett, old man;
but if yvon write to me again, and raise some
interesting point, I shall be able to do you
more justice.
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HERE'S ANOTHER SMASHING INSTALMENT OF E. S. BROOKS’ FINE SERIAL, CHUMS !

RIVALS™

-

BROOKS.

The outcast of Bannington. Scorned by everybody except Fally Fowhes.,
Chucked out of the Blues; barred from lrack-racing any more! Thal's
Rex Carrington, and he's got Burke o thank for this pile of irouble !

Up Against It!

A\ATTY glared at Mr. Piccombe with
hierce resentment. _ - i
“Isn’t it a bit thick, sir?” he de-

manded. “Hang if, you might at
least give the chap a chance to explain! No
need to turn him away from the club be-
cause of the yarns you’ve been hearing!”
“ Unfortunately, Fowkes, ! have hcard
more than—er-—yarnus,” said Mr. Piecombe.
“Tt may interest you to know that Mr. Hard-
ing llﬂ!i telephoned me, and warned me that

“Harding's blind !” interrupted Fatty hotly.
“Dave’s blind! You're all blind! Rex
has given his explanation, and I believe it.
There was a plot agaiust him. and he isn’t
guilty. You can't turn him away like this,
sir. At least, give hun unti! to-morrow to
find some lodgings.”

Mr. Piecombe stiffened.
“T1 shall do nothing of the sort,” he
snapped.  “Whilst I admice your loyalty,

Fowkes, I deplore that you should be so
grossly deceived. I tell you, T won’t have
this man on these premises again. Car-
rington, the sooner you go, the better.”

“T'm going, sir,” mutterel Rex. “I don’t
want to be the cause of trouble ™

“By glory!” shouted Fatty. ~“If you go,

I'lt go!”
®Look hern—"
“And Mr. Piccombe can find another

goalie!” went on Fatty, hLis voice rising to
an indignant roar. “Come on! W&¢'ll see
this thing through togcther, Rex.”

My, Piscombe started so violently that his
glasses leapt from his nosc.

| to Carrington’s folly?

“Fowkes!™ Lie ejaculated, aghast,

“Come on, Rex!" said FKatty, seizing
Rex’s arm,

"Stop! How dare you, Fowkes!” boomed
Mr. Piecombe, “Good heavens! Isn't 1t

enongh for fhe e¢lub to be in trouble owing
Do yo': want to make
our position more hopeless?  This 1s out-
rageous !’

“1 can’t help it, sir,” snorted Fatiy. *“‘I'm
standing by my pal, and even the club is of
less 1mportance!”

“It 1sn't, old man,” urged Rex carnestly.
“You don't know how I appreciate all this,
but—but please don't upset \r. Piccombe
any more. Don’t desert the club, old man.
You're badly wanted.”

Fatty took a deep breath.

“We'll sink or swim together!” he said
stubbornly.

“No,” replied Rex. *“There’s no need for
two of us to sink., You must think of the
Blues, Fatty. They come first—always.”

“Indeed!” cut in Mr, Piecombe. ‘'Since
when have vou had this remarkable opinion,
Carrington "

“Since I have been a mmg, sir,” replied
Rex bitterly. “I've caused enough trauble,
without making things a lot worse, Iatty,
old man, do be sensible. I shall be all right.
Can’t you see that you'll make me mizer-
able if you insist upon breaking away? 'The
old club needs you."

“All right—I suppose you're right,” mut-
tered Fatty. “‘But let me know your lodg-
ings to-morrow. I want to *keep in touch
with you!”

“If you are sensible, Carrington--—which I
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doubt-—you will obtain lodgings in London!”
said Mr, Piccombe tartly. “Or Manchester
—or Sheffield] As far away from Banning-
ton as possiblet” '

Rex's eyes flashed.

“You can turn meo out of the eclub, sir,
but you can’t turn me out of Bannington!”
he said. “1'll choose my own lodgings, if
vou don’t mind, QGood-night, Fatty,”

Hoe nodded, and strode off. Tatty Fowkes
wade as if to move after him, but he checked,
and turned on Mr. Piecombe with such a
menacing movement that the manager tcok
a slep backwards.

“I hope you're feeling pleased with vour-
self, sir,” said Iatty ficrcely,

“Really, Fowkes——"

“It’s a rotten trick!” said the Lig goalie,
s voice hot with indignation,  “*Turning
a chap away at this time of night! Couldn't
vou have given him until to-morrow, so that
he could colleet his things?  And what about
the roughs? After what bappened at the
Speedway, lots of them are wartme  for
Rex, and they might half-kill him!”

“If Carrington is half killed, it will be
entirely his own fault,” retorted Mr. Pic-
combe. "He acted with criminal brutality
on the race track, and he must—er—be pre-

pared to take the consequences, I am
ashamed of him.”
“And I'm ashamed of you,” declared

Fatty,

“How dare you, Fowkes! Really, I must
protest——

“”_5‘1{3 I am, sir!” said Fatty stubboraly,
You might have given the chap a chance,
As for all the other Blues, thev'ro just as
bad as yvou are. One day sou'll be sorry
for this.”
“I forgive you, Fowkes, and I shall allow
this matter to drop,” said My Yiecombe

f
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quictly, “You are obviously-—er—excited..
To-morrow, perhaps, you will sco things in
their correct light, Carrington is so obh-
viously guilty that I marvel at your mis-
placed faith. In no eircumstances could I
allow him to re-enter these premises. I'm
moro disgusted with him than I can say.”

And Mr. Piecombe went in, leaving Faity
to follow a minute later.

Rex, in the meantime, was wandering ofT,
strangely calm. It hadn't surprised him to
find that he was barred from the Strong-
hold. It was, in fact, just what he might
have expected.

Rex remained level-headed., ITo tried to
lock at the affair from the others’ point of
view, and ho could see that the cvidence
against  him was overwhelming.,  They
weren't to be blamed for condemuing him.
And he was absolutely convinced that Peter
Burke was the culprit.

Somchow, Burke had wangled
stitution.

Rex wandered about idly, little realising
that he was in como personal danger. Tho
townspeople were in an ugly mood—particu-
larly the rougher element.  All those who
had scen that race wero furious. No. 1—
presumably Rex—had ridden so dangerously
that he might easily have killed two of the
other competitors, and the erowd could not
ferget that it had been robbed of its victim.

Fortunately for Rex, the hour was now
late, and the streets were practically empty.
It was so dark, tco, that there was littlo
chance of Lis being recognised.

“Oh, well, I suppose I descrve it,” he
muttered, with a sigh. “T'm in the cart
properly now! No more racing—and I'm
barrecd from the Denton City match on
Saturday! T'm finished!  Nearly broke,
too,” he added bitterly.

that sub-

Crusaders—ts worricd,
dirt-traclk: has been opened ucarby,
Especially ‘

fallen foul of

nieces,

complcte rutn of Rew,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

CLYSSES PIECOMDBE—more commonly known as Piecan—manager of the DBlue
Not because the Blues arc doing badly, Dut beeause a
The playervs, however, scem unperturbed,

REX CARRINGTON, the Blurs' brilliant centre-forward.
track rider, and he appears regularly at the Specdiway. Just recently he has

PETER BURKE, ex-manager of the Speedway.

footer, thus adding to Ptecan’s trovbles, for without Rex the team s going to
_ However, the centre-forward’s tnjured foot s practically beiter now, but
he tells nobody of this—excepting Fatlty Fowkes, who promises to keep it seeret-—-
meaning to surprise Pieccan upon the day of the match ageinst Denton City,
Unfortunately for his plans, Burke has thought of a scheme which will mean the
' The ecx-track manager has arranged for somebody to ride
wider Itex's name at the Specdway, and this man races in such a foul and dangerous
fashion that he carns for himself—ar for Rex—the hatred of the crowd. Thus Rer,
his protests of tnnocence wunheeded, finds himself an owutcast,
him—cxcept Fatty Fowkes—while Picean provides the final shock by telling him
that he has been Aclked out of the Blue Crusaders Football Club !

(¥ow read on.)

Ilex 18 also a clever dirt-

Burke it was who disabled Rex for

Freryhody shuns |

it
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He walked on more disconsolately than
ever,

“DBut 1 hate the idea of clearing out-— |
of bolting!” he muttered. “I didn’t do
the thing, and if T left Bammington I shouid

practically confess that I did! Yet what's
the good of staying? There's no hope unless
—uniess i

A keen light came into his eyes—totally

different from the hopeless expression which |

had previously been there,

“Unless I can managoe
Burke and trip him up!™ he went on fiereely,
“By Jove!l It's the only chance!  There's
Hankin, too! I'm only suspicious of Burke
—but T know that Hankin wa: mixed in it.”

He felt better now that he had taken on |

this line of thought. What was ‘Le gcod
of taking things for granted. Sitting down
and remaming idle would get him nowhere.

“TI've got to think of Harding, too,” he
tod himself. " Harding will suffer over this.
If I can clear my own name, I shall clear
Harding at the same time. And I saall be

able to pet back into the Blues, too. I'in
not going to admit that I'm whacked !”
The Rising Storm!
” I gods and little fishes!”
i Rex C(arrington muttered the
startled exclamation as he leoked
at the “Banninglon Gazerte,”

which lLe had fdund on the breakfast-tab'e,
next morning. O
overnight without much difficulty.

'was a

to get hold of |
'he needn’t be so downhearted.

He had obtained lodgings | selves.
There tand overwhelmingly,
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A roar of indignation went up [rom
the crowd as they recognised Rex
Carrington. Men pressed round him
monacingly and he was hustled off the
pavement. ‘‘The road’s good enough
for youl ** said one man eontemptuously.

kindly old lady who kept a hittle
tobacconist’s not far from tho stronghold.
Rex often patronised the little shop: and,
sceing a light in the window next to the
shop, hie ventured to knock at the door.

The wood lady had heard o few rumowurs,
but she liked Rex, and she was inelined to
relv on her own judgment first.  Without
hesitation, she had welecomed bim m, and
had provided him with a room.

Rex was grateful. He felt that while there
were pood souls liko IFatty awd this old lady,
And now,
this morning, he was able to appreciaie the
extent of the storm that was rising in the
town,

The *“Gazette” had some starthing head-

' hines:

“DISGRACEFUL SCENE AT SPEED-
WAY LAST XNIGHT.
FX-FOOTBALLER'S MAD

SHOU LD

RIDI.
THIS DANGEROUS RIDING -
BE PERMITTED?

GROWING PUBLIC INDIGCNATION.”

“It’s a wonder to
me !” muttered Rex.

IHe went hot all over he read the
reports. The entire front page was devoted
{o the previous ecvening's excitement. 'The
“Gazette ” reporters had not stintod them-
Rex was condemmed wheleheartedly
Even Mr. Harding

me they don't arvest

a8
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was involved. The mnewspaper took the
attitude that such dangerous riding would
not be allowed on a properly-conducted dirt-
track. It was the fault of the management
as much as the rider. The Speedway was
condemned. The newspaper asked 1if it
wasn't time that the place should be publicly
banned.

“Tough on old Harding,” said Rex, us
ha put the paper aside, “By gosh, I'm
more certain than ever that Burke's mixed up
in it! He's killed two birds with one stone
—he’s finished me, and he's ruined Hard-
ing,

After breakfast he went out. e had a
vague idea of going to a telephone and
ringing up Fatty, to tell him whero he was
lodging. But he scon forgot his objective.
He hadn't been in the street long before
people recognised hLim, and he was rather
startled to find that a crowd was gathering.
fle heard all sorts of comments—londly
uitered so that they should reach his ears,

“Ought to be put in gaol!” :

“A horsewhipping would be better for the
likes of him!” -

“"It's a wonder he dares to show himself!”

Rex knew that these remarks were intended
for his ears, and at first Lo fired up and
nirned on his tormentors.

“You're all wrong!” he said hotly.
wasn't me. 1 didn't-——"

Of course, ho was not allowed tn continue,
No sooner did he open his mouth than a
voar of indignation went up. Men pressed
round -him menacingly, and he was hustled !
off the pavement,

“The road’s good enough for yoo!”
one man contemptuously,

Rex managed to get away, only to find
that a gang of boys had followed him up
and these were hooting and jeering at him,
while now and again stones were thrown, It
was fortunate for Rex that the roads were of
asphalt and scarcely any stones were
available.

In the High Street he found himself more
or less secure., There was plenty of traffie
here, and police, too. The urchins were dis-
persed. But Rex still found that all the
decent townspeople were recoguising him.

“It

satd

They were staring at him openly, with scorn
and anger in their eyes. It hurt him, par-|
ticularly when praotically all the girls he |
met turned away at his approach, and cither
crossed the road or made some other deliber-
~ate movement to avoid him.

Rex was a well-known figure in Banning-
ton. Everybody was familiar with his tall,
well-built frame and his handsome face, He
had always been particularly popular with
the feminine football fans. Now they
ignored him completely.

On all sides he heard the same sort of

comment. The Speedway was condemned;
it should be closed. The unfortunate Mr.
Harding was blamed and fiercely criticised.

“What’s a fellow to do?” muttered Rex

miserably., “I daresay old Picean was right.

THI;: NELSON LEE LISERARY OF SCHOOL STORILS

I'd better clear out of the town altogether.
What can I do against this sort of thing?”
He drifted into a tobacconist’s.
“You get out of this shop!” roared the
man behind the counter, when he saw whom
his customer was., “I don’t want your sort

in here. (o somewhere else for your
cigarettes.”

Rex started.

“But my money’s az good as anybody

else’s!” he protesting, flushing.

“Cret out!” repeated the owner.
obliged to serve you.”

Rex walked outy quivering.
muech worse than he had believed. He
began to feel helpless—hounded. e even
made a move towards the railway-station.

But before he got halfway there he
stubbornly checked. No; he wuasn’t going
to run away. That would be the very thing
to stamp him as definitely guilty. IHe had
done nothing wrong, and he wasn't going to
bolt.

He decided that-he would ring up Fatty.
Hoe wanted to talk to him. DPerhaps the
sixteen-stons goalie would bo able to give
him somo good advice. He noticed a sign—
“You May Telephone From Iere.” He went
into the shop—a chemist’'s. Tho man be-
hind the counter flared up as he recognised
the customer.

“You're Carringlon,
demanded.

“What of it?”

“1 don’t want you in my shop—that’s what
of itl” said the chemist.

“1've come in to use the telephone!” said
Rex, with set teath, '

“Well, you can't uso it here. I don't want
vou in this shop,” said the other. *“ A man
like you ought to be hounded out of the
town, and I don’t mind telling you so to
vour face.”

Without a word Rex turned on his heel
and strode out. ‘He was rather pale now,
and his powers of resistance were weakening.
Once again he turned towards the station.
But this time he saw the post-office. There
were  plenty  of telephones there. They
couldn’t turn him out of tho post-office. IHe
went in truculently and jerked open the door

I'm not

Things wera

Pk

aren't you?” e

lof the first telephone-booth, for there were

several of them all in a row. Ile went in,
half expectinz that somebody would try to
pull him out. But this didn’t happen.

He gave his number, inserfed the two
nceessary penntes, and a moment later he
heard Mv. Piccombe’s voice.

“I want to speak to Fowkes, please,” said,
Rex,

“Indeed ! came Mr. Piecombe's acid tones.
“You are Carrington, are you not?”

(11 i.l"eati}

“I marvel at your andacity, Carrington!”
snapped Myr. Piecornbe. " You had better
not ring up again.”

“But look here——"

Rex paused as tho line became dead.
Piecombe hiad hung up.

M.
This was getting
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into a wnightmare. Rex stood quite still for
a few moments, wondering what he should
do. Then he suddenly started. I'ate had
decided what he should do.

Somebody was in the next telephone-booth,
aiid Rex could see him clearly through the
glass, Tle recoguised the figure of Curly
Hankin! :

Rex on the  Warpath!

URLY HANKIN swung round as the
door of his box was opened.
“Yes, that’s right,” he was say-

g, “Iive shillings = each way
on—— Here, what the- Gosh 1”
“I want- you, Hankin!” said Rex

Carrington grimly.

“Confound your rotten nerve!” snapped
Curly, trying to fight down his alarm.
“Can’t you see that I'm using the 'phone ?"”

Rex reached forward, tore the receiver
from Curly’s hand, and hung it on its hook.
Then he linked his arm through that of the
rascally Blues' reserve.

“Come on, Curly,” he said ominously.
“We're going to have a heart-to-heart talk,
and the less trouble you make, the better.”

“Let me go!” panted Haukin. *“ You're
not waunted in Bannington.
ing that you ought to be kicked out!” -

“Never mind what everybody’s saying,”
rophied Rex | "Listen to what I’m saying.
If you attempt to get away or if you shout
for hielp Y11 knock you clecan out, Hankin.
Understand? I'm in a mood for mischief.
T'll give yon such a knock that you won’t
wake up until this time next week.”

“"T'll come!” muttered Curly, with a gulp.

He knew Rex Carrington’s reckless nature,
and something told him that Rex had never
been morve determined than he was now,
Curly kuew that he would be unconscious in
all truth if he goaded this desperate comi-
panion of his., Far better to humour him.

They went out of the post-office into the
High Street. . People stared at them. Per-
haps it was wondered why anybody should
be so friendly with the outcast. For they
were pacing along with linked arms, and
Curly was acutely aware of his unfortunate
postion. Bunt Rex took no notice of anybody.
He {forced Hankin along, and did not utter
a word of any kind until they reached that
little tobaceonist’™s shop where he was staying.

“I've brought somebody with me, Mrs.
Wilking,” said Rex steadily. “You don’t
ming] if I take him up to the bed-room, do
yon 7™

"Not at all, Mr. Carrington,” said the
old lady.

“ Look
alarm.,

“This way !” said Rex, tightening his grip.

(Good old Rexn! He's been waiting for a
chance to get hold of the rascally Curly
Hankin, and now that h€’s got him you con
bet he won't stand any nonsense. Curly’s
bum}cfﬂ for a kot time, and ncxt week's
Stunning nstalment tells you what e ppens!?)

here——" began Curly in dire

Everybody’s say- |

£}
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MUTINY !
(Continued from page 34.)
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“YLet there bhe
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“No, nol” she said hastily.
no publicity-—no scandal1”

“"Madam, if you will grant your fovgive-
ness to me and conveniently forget the whole
incident, no harm will be done,” said
Browne, beaming. 1 also urge you to take
your girls back, and to make no further
mention of the little rebellion. . You will
agree that there was some justification for
that. Hunger -is a driving force. I would
mention that Dr. Huxley Crane himself is
under the curious impression that he is not
due at your school until next Monday.”

“I have no doubt that you gave him that
curtous impression,” said Miss Bond, with a
snort.

“I regard your conduet as reprechensible in
the vxtreme. ““ You should be ashamed of
yourself, sir | H{’);.v dare you play these absurd
1

practical jokes!

Bond was acutally smiling.- Witliam

Napoleon Browne had won again.

His magnetic influence had won her
over. In fact, he persuaded her to see tho
humour of the situation, and although she
didn’t like to admnit it, she realised that her
girls had been more or less justified in.their
brief mutiny.

At all events, no more was heavd of it
Miss DBond was only too anxions {o let the
whole matter drvop. Browne had smoothed
the troubled waters in his own inimitable
Way.

BUT five minutes latgr Miss Charlotte

THE END,

(Jolly fine yarn that, ch, chuwms? Ncaxt
week KLdwy Searles Brooks has written
anothcr corker, entitled, “The St. Frank's
Menagerie!” in which Willy Handforth aid
his chums of the Third Form play a
prominent part. If yow miss reading this
grand yarn youw'll miss a trcat!)

2 ;ﬁ NO FURTHER PAY-
MENT FOR A MONTH,

14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL with-
out obligation to buy. JUNO
CYCLES are British through.
out and sent straight to you

direct from our ?ac?r:

£3 # 15 = (JOash. Ferfect
a every part.

SBuperb guality angd easy rgne

el L

mﬁom ning. Guaranteed for ever.
: H Don't delay. Write for Free
FREE & Art Calailogue.

JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.u,.2),

248 & 250, Bishopesgate,
London, B.C.2. Estab. 5] ycars.
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The Editor.

Your Editor welcomes letiers from all his readera !
send him one now, Address it to: T'he Lditor,
“ Nelson Lee Library,” Ilectway House, I'arring=
don Street, London, E.C,4,

Three Cheers For Cricket!

URRAI! Ounce more King Cricket is
H with us. Good old football has had its

long run of muany months; 1s now on

its last legs; and into the arena comes
cricket. Mention of cricket always brings the
same vivid picture into my mind's eye,
sce white-flannell&l figures against a back-
ground of green turf, with overhead the sun
shining in all its glory from a turquoise sky.
Yes, 1 always associate that entrancing pic-
ture with cricket—in spite of the many occa-
sions on which I Lave been disappointed with
the actuality !

But never mind., Cricket is with us; the
summer is coming., Those two go together,
and that’s why wo welcome them with open
arms, Once again—hurrah!

Nipper and his cheery chums of St. Frank’s,
especially, are looking forward to cricket this
season, They had plenty of practice during

their recent world trip, and now they’ro feel-

tng in fine fetile. Also there’s ‘ Boomerang "’
Bangs, the Australian junior. This new add:-
tion to the Remove is hot stuff at cricket—
by Jove, can't he send ’em down!—and he’s
going to be a great acquisition to the juaior
eleven.

A New Series on the Way!

At this juncture I have an announcement
to make. It concerns a new series of yarns,
i featuring the Boys of St. Frank’s, which will
be starting within a few weeks' time. The
idea behind this series of stories is an unique
one, a startling one. and one which will bs
hailed with delight by readers all over the
country, Cricket will play a prominent part
in these stories—the St. Frank’s eleven i3
going to perform doughty deeds of valour—
and also—but that is all T intend to say at
the moment, Keep your eyes open for
more details of this amazing new series in
next week’s issue, chums! '

Also a New Seriall

Last week 1 mentioned in these columny
that I already had in hand a new serial te
follow on after *“Rivals of the Blue Crusa-

| ders,”

which will shortly be ending. I
further iutirnated that I would give you a
few details concernivg same this week.

This varn is about the Navy; or, at least,
about a naval trainiug school. The author
is Stanton Hope, an old favourite amongst
boys, and one who has penned many popular
and sucecessful tales in the past., In writing
about the Navy, Mr. Hope is always at his
pbest, for he himself has been in the Navy,
and knows all there is to know about it.
ILet me add that his latest story, which has
been specially written for the NELsoN LEE, is
the real ‘“‘goods,”” and a worthy successor
to our present serial.

Look out for full particularz of this mag-
nificent new story next YWednesday.

Tur Epitoxzn.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Frnest Adamberry, 23, Flat Bastion Road,
Gibraitar, has back numnbers of the INELSON
LrE for sale,

Harry Rudd, 12, Workhouse Lane, West
Bromwich, wants Australian correspondents,

C. II. Gosling, 82, Bloy Street, Easton,
Bristol, wants members for his club.

V. G. B. Hill, Burrington, King's Road,
High Barnet, Herts., would like to hear ffom
readers: also wants back numbers of the
NrLson LEE,

Norman Winston, 367, Bury New Road,
Ir. Broughton, Manchester, wants
correspoundents in Paris,

Syd G. 8. Thornton, Box 155, Longreach,
Queensland, Australia, wants to hear fromn
members of the Austworld C.C., as his
register of names has been destroyed.

Bill Davies, 10, Gaol Reserve, Adeclaide,
S. Australia, wants to hear from recaders in
London and America.

H. Svkes, 8, East Strcet, Batley, Yorks,,
would like to correspond with readers any-
where,

8. Dyer, 5, Meclyville St. Jeppes Extension,
Johannesburg, Transvaal, S. Africa, wants
correspondents anywhere,.
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

(Continued from previous page.)
et -
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Miss Gwendoline - Jacobs, 51, 8t. Albans
Road, Watford, Herts, wants girl correspon-
dents; ages 14-16. Readers in Australia and
Africa cspecially.

Bert Longstaff, 13, Vivian Street, Welling-
ton, New Zealand, wants correspondents in
India, Straits Settlements, and Ceylon.

Peter Coppenhall, 6, New Street, Congle-
ton, Cheshire, offers NEeLsoN LEEB, new
series, Nos, 25, 26, 31, 41-48; 55-125.

Miss DBetty Coad, Royal Street, Hayle,
Cornwall, wants NEeLson LEES, old series,
Nos, 23, 25, 27, 561,

Solomon Arkin, 55, Mount Strect, Cape
Pown, South Africa, wants correspondents
m Iurepe, cspecially stamp and posteard

t

‘dn ses  pe
* {H Auiddojs ou sea
L. Coffey, 5 Ingrave } [Pyl i yseaD

pool, wants corresponden ST}

J. Kelly, 14, Kelburrrs gunuzoyzed 105 ¢
Nﬂrﬂl, S.}g. T, hIﬂ'lbﬁnrﬂﬂ,'lt'plld_lﬁ Hq? ur a;}m‘
'Wﬂnts c{]l‘l‘l‘fspﬂlldﬂ]ltﬁ int-l:"l'{‘.‘lu'_lqﬂlu fagla .Eu"-{:
and motor-cycling, R T e

Frederick Williams, Jun., J, Casini,
Avenue, Herne Hill, London, S.E., wants a
co ondent in Australia,

Miss Sheila Creed, Post Office, Lordship
Lane, Wood Green, London, N. 22, wants to
hear from girl readers anywhere, especially
abroad.

E. O. Hammond, P.0O. Box 48, Accra, Gold
Coast, wishes to hear from readers,

Sidney Smith, 63, Moorside Road, Heaton
Moor, Stockport, wants to hear from readers
who collect stamps or who have Nrisox LEES
for sale containing the “Deluge at St.
Frank’s ” series, _

Kevin McMahon, 24, Murphy Street, Rich-
mond, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wants
correspondents, :

D. Grogan, 38, Dresden Read, Highgaie,
London, N. 19, wants to hear from readors,

collectors,

pily the Dnest Covents)

wilt ¢y les ON 12 DAYR' AP-
A rROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
Al CARRIAGE PAID, n receipt ot

 amall depesit. Loweat Casb
M priceas or easy puyment terms
§ Nr'te'orFrea™ar a'nlL staNeu
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YOU CAN SEE THRO'I1T!

The ENGLEBERT transparent AMBER TYRE.

Now that cycling
days are here,
you want a tyre
you can rely on.

The new and wonderful ENGLEBERT

AMBER CYCLE TYRE is the one you |

must fit. Ask your cycle shop for
particulars,

IT WILL SEE YOU THRO !

Made 11t

HEIGHT INCREASEDI|]

Your Height Increased in 14 days, or Money Back!
3-5 inches gained; health and strength improved
Amazing Complete Course sent for 5/ I'.ﬂ.,{ or
STAMP brings Free Book with testimonials, Write
NOW to STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Road,
London, N.W.2,

BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED

for CANADA, AUSTRALIA and NEW
ZEALAND. Farm training, outfit, assisted
assages proVvided. The Salvation Army
eeps in touch with boys after settle-
ment in the Dominions. Make immediate
application—The Branch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C.4.

DONITEE BULILIED

Send 4d. 8tamns for Two Splendid
Lessons in Juijitsu, the wonderful
Japairse Self-Defence  and Herdsome
- Photo Piate of Jap Championa. Take
care of yourself, fear 10 man,
You can have MONSTER Illus.
ol tratvd Portion for P.O, 39,
Send now ''YAWARA' {Dept.
A P, 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex,
®ractical Tuition London Hchool Daily. '

FREE TO SHORT PEOPLE

A  brautifully-illustrated book entitled
“ How to Build Statore.'” Write at once
for a copy of this free book. It shows
a simple, gulek way to be taller and
-"*1stronI§wr. Enclose 2d. stamp.—CARNE
e INSTITUTE, CARDIFY, 5. W.

-—

Belgiwm
to Ontario,Canada,forapproved

FREE PASSAGE boy tarm learners,aged 15 to 19,

—Apply Ontario Government, 163, Strand, London,

PN E N FANERNE S SRR AR AEE S ENERENSA SRR RENERRER
All applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-
lication should be addressed to the Advertisement
Banager, ' The Nelson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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Fox B Dowal

the Mead“ MARVEL,"” the most popular cyele
l bargain of the yeur, i yours Nothing moreto
pay for a month, Carviage paid. (}Eher moxdels
from £3 198 6d cash 15 Days’ Free Tria
Satiafaction guaranteed or money refund
Write to-day for Free Istrated Catalogue,
LIMITED (Dept. E847
BIRMINGHAM

Printed and publisbed every Wednesday by the Proprietors,
' Advertisentcnt (Offices :

Farringdon Street, Lonijomn, E.C 4.
Hegistered for transmission by Canadian magazine post.
E:f8 for slx months.

New Beries Ne. 157.

and New Zealand -

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,, The Pleetway House,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, E.C.3.

Subscription Rates:; Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annun',

Sole Agents for South Africa: Ceptral News Agency,
Messrs, Gordon & Goreh. Li

Limited, Sole Agents for Austraia

mited.
DR Mavy 4th, 1929,
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Be a “ Breakdown Supt

ERAI LMENT at Kitchen Crossing ! Breakdown gang o -
“(Jim, cat:ple the crane on to the Bm dank ). Fhat's
the Sﬂcond engine 1 docL to-day . . . (Btlf dropped the Vufcan :
and bent an axle) . . ' The Nig ht Mail will have to go by -
Drawing Room loop it the main hne 1S blocked i (Lwely,’
there ]zm | P Rlﬂ'ht away now .

Run vour ot b:cakdown gang’ You can get ever :,ft]'ung }ou want to
build and stock a complete model railway FREE in exchange for B:.D.V.
Coupons. = Start savinz to-day, send coupons by rea:stercd poat

GET THE FREE 96.PAGE GIFT HOU!\-—-——-WORTH 5 (‘OUPONS

It cantazns full particulars of the Bassett-Lowke and Bing model railway systems.” Write

to Godfrey Phllhps Ltd., (Gift Dt:pt N.L.) 112, Commercial Street, London E}
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COUPONS COUPONS
BING TANK ®» ; . L.M.S. GOODS

- iy
COUPONS C l GAR ETTE s COUFrONS
BREAKDOWN ¢“—just like hand made?” L.M.S. GOODS

B | 1otartd, Dlor 13d, PinoCorkToon f| oo 08"

N . . tor 6d. 20 for 113d. Plamor Cork Tips COUPONS
3 Coupons also in every packet of |
= BDYV Tobaccon, 11d per oz. y
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