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The squall struck the girl as she was crossing the road, and the suddenness of it caused her to
upset the contents of her basket into the wet roadway. “*Oh, I say !’ ejaculated Archie
Glenthorne, and dashed to the rescue—and that was the beginning of Archie’s latest love affair !



Nipper & Co. are in Preston and Blackpool this Week, Chums !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Normally Archie Glenihorne is funny enough, bul when be’s in love—

well, Archie’s a perfect scream! This time be gels smitten exira

badly—and the amusing adventures of ihe lovesick Archie will keep
all readers tn fiis of laughter !

CHAPTER I.
Archie Makes Himself Useful!

thorne, of the St. Frank's Remove. “Or, at lecast, call a dashed halt !”
*“Oh, my hat!” said Reggie Pitt. “ He's spotted a tailor’s!”

There was a number of St. Frank's Removites in the lhittle group, and
they were passing along the busy thoroughfare of Fishergate, in Preston. The famous
St. Frank's School Tramn, in fact, was in Lancashire. _

It was evening, and the fellows were taking advantage of an hour or two of liberty
to have a look round “Proud Preston.” Although they had found nothing extraordinarily
beautiful in Preston, they were nevertheless interested, Some of them had alrcady
been out to Moor Park, by tram, others had been round Preston Grammar School, and
had basked in the sunshine in Avenham Park, too.

Now they were in Preston’s busy centre, having a final stroll round before they made
their way back to the railway. As usual, the School Train was not ““parked ” actually
in Preston itself, but some little way out, where the line was not busy. A quiet siding
was generally chosen,

The train had only recently come down from BSeotland, and on the way the school
had spent & very interesting and instructive week-end in the Lake District, But it
must be confessed that they were looking forward with much more enjoyment to the
prospect of sampling the joys of Blackpool.

Schoolboys, as a rule, are not very keen on scenic splendour, and beautiful as tho
Lake District undoubtedly is, it failed to appeal to the majority as Blackpool probably
would.

This stop at Preston was merely incidental, On the morrow, the train would move on.

**Come along, Archie—no time to look at these summer suits now,” said Harry
(Gresham, as he seized the aristocratic arm of Archibald Winston Derek Glenthorne, “We

“WHA'J['-I'IO! Kindly sound the order to retreat, laddies,” said Archie Glen-
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might be late for calling over, and that
will mean us getting into trouble with old
Pycraft—"

“ Absolutely not,” interrupted Archie.
“Kindly remove the good old brake. Some
of these dashed suits strike me as being top-
hole. This one, of course, 1s absolutely awful.
Gives me a pain in the eyesight. But look
at this creation, laddie! Good gad! I think
I'll dash in and buy it!”

“What's all this stoppage about?” asked
Nipper, the cheery Remove captain, as he
retraced his steps. ““1 thought we had all
agreed to kecep together?”

- “It’s Archie,” explained Reggie Pitt. ““ He
insists upon looking into this tailor's win-
dow.”

“Oh, does he?” interrupted Edward
Oswald Handforth. “Don’t take any notice
of him. Just grab him and yank him along.”

“I have the most rooted objections to being
vanked, dash you!” said Archie coldly. ‘1t
vou start yvanking me, you blighters, I'll
absolutely resist.  Odds scandals and pro-
tests!  It's a bit thick i1f a chappic can't
pause to gaze into a shop window without

X

“Oh, leave him alone,” said Church., “If
he wants to stay behind and look at these
tatlor’s dummies, let him!”

“A sort of fellow feeling, I suppose,’
Handforth tartly.

The juniors were not inclined to waste
their time on a tailor’'s window—artistic as
this display was. But Archic Glenthorne had
a mania for new clothes, and any such dis-
play alwavs atiracted him as surely as a
moth is atiracied to a flame.

“Jut's leave him  behind,”
McClure.

“A dashed good 1dea,” agreed Archie,
“Kindly vanish, dear old things! I have
a desire to linger awhile and feast the good
old optics upon this wealth of summer suit-
ing. Absolutely!”

And before Archie had half finished his
inspection, the rest of the fellows were
already in I'riargate.
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suggested

ful. Some of the fellows, knowing 1n

advance that Preston 1s really one of

the oldest towns in the country, had
expecied to find some interesting buildings
of ancient date. But they were disappointed.
For although Preston is certainly old—the
(Charters of Incorporation go back to the
tiines of Henry II, in 1179—there is very
littlo in the appearance of the town itself to
suggest its age.

Such famous thoroughfares as Stoneygate,
IFishergate and Friargate remain almost pre-
sisely as they were in olden times. he
aames of these streets, in themselves, speak
»f “the good old days.” But progress has
wiped out the old buildings, and now there
ire shops and warehouses, factories and
:chools, and all sorts of business premises,

. Preston has seen plenty of hard fighting
in its days, There is the famous battle on
RibWleton  Moor, when Oliver Cromwell,

PR—ESTU.\T was not architecturally beauti-

marching from Stonyhurst with an inferior
force, fell upon the unprepared Royalists, It
was this battle which was the death-knell of
the Stuart cause, in August, 1648,

Industrialism has converted Preston into
a hivo of modern activity, and the St.
Frank’s fellows, as they went round inspect-
ing all the interesting points, were impressed
by the town’s up-to-dateness,

Archie Glenthorne was particularly im-
pressed by the general attire of the populace.
He had always had an impression that Lan-
cashire folk went about in heavy clogs, and
that all the girls wore shawls., It needed a
visit to Lancashire to convince Archie that
tho inhabitants of such towns as Preston and
Blackburn and Burnley and Nelson were as
smart and as up-to-date in their attire as
the inhabitants of any other pait of the
country. '

He lingered outside that tailor's window,
completely “lost ™ in the varvious models. He
quite overlooked the fact that it was neces-
sary to get back to the School Train for call-
immg-over. Ile was o engrossed that he even
failed to mnotice that an ominously heavy
cloud was mounting towards the zenith.

There had been one or two showers earlier
in the day, but the afternoon had been quite
fine, and there was no thought of rain in
Archie’s mind.

So he was surprised and startled when,
without warning, a sudden downpour com-
menced, It wasn’t merely a shower, but an
absolute squall. The rain pelted down with
tremendous effect, drenching the stone sctts
of the strect in less than half a minute.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie, spinning
round. ‘T mean to say—— The good old
waterworks must have blown up, or some-
thing! S.0.8.! Which is the nearest way
to shelter?”

He looked round wildly, and it was at tlis
crucial moment that he saw the Lancashirve
lass. Of course, he had been secing Lanca-
shire lasses all the evening, but there was
'something very special about this particular

OlLe.

I to attract Archie’s immediate attention,
Any kind of damsel in distress, in fact,

arouscd his most chivalrous emotions. His

one desire, in such cases, was to dash to the

rescuc.

This girl in Fishergate was in no actual
peril, but she was certainly unfortunate.
The squall caught her as she ‘vas crossing
the street. She was carrying a large basket
and an umbrella, and in attempting to open
the umbrella it blew round, causing her
basket to be upset. The umbrella itself was
jerked from her hands, and went careering
across the road.

“Oh, I say!” cjaculated Archie, dashing

N the first Fl_ucv, slm.v.'&s. mm distress, And
iL Lﬂ-llﬂﬂﬂ 1nre !HEE 111 dlStI‘ﬂSE Was bﬂll!ld

up. : i
It must be plainly stated that up to this
point .-\n-lu? had not even seen the giil's
face: he did not know whether <he was
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pretiy or otherwise. Proof positive that his
chivalrous instincts wero gilt-edged.
_ In the pouring rain, the girl was trying to
recover tho fallen articles—which appeared
to be a miscellancous assortment of groceries,
A packet of tea was lying on the tram-lines,
butter was slithering away towards the
gutter; rice had distributed itself liberally
over the road. :
As Archie rushed to the rescue, a passing
van was inconsiderate enough to run com-
pletely over the umbrella, reducing it to
hopeless wreckage. Perhaps the driver knew
nothing about this; at all events, he did
not stop. To make matters worse, the rain
poured down with greater violence than ever.

“I mean, what about it?” asked Archie,
grabbing a packet as it went sailing down
the gutter. “I say, old girl! Kindly allow
me to dash about and do a bit of helping.”

“Thanks awfully, but you mustn’t bother,”
said the girl, who was looking bew_:IcIered
and startled, “I don’t know how it hap-
pened. Ih, but it came so suddenly that I
wasn't prepared.”

Archie wasn't prepared, either. He ex-
perienced a sudden shock, too. For as the
girl spoke, she glanced at him. Archie went
absolutely dithery at the knees. But her
glance was a grateful one, and there was
an expression in her eyes which reduced
Archie to helplessness,

Besides, her voice! Sort of silvery, like
onc of those dashed rippling brooks that the
poet chappies babble about. Not particularly
Lancashire, but just sufliciently so to make
it priceless. A sort of slight brogue, and
simply topping in its genecral sort of tone.

‘““ Absolutely !” said Archie stoutly.

“I—I beg your pardon?”

“Oh, rather!” went on Archie. “I mean,
can I do anvthing? That is to say, what
about i1t? Or, to be exact, just say the
good old word, and I'll dash about and &

“I really think that most of the things
are spoilt,” interrupted the girl i
very kind of you to help me like this. [t
was my umbrella’s fault, I'm afraid. The
ocatch has been faultv for weeks——"

“Umbrella, what?” interrupted Archie.
“(ood gad! Eow absolutely frightful! It's
raining! I hadn’t noticed 1t before!”

“No?" she said, looking at him in wonder.

1t was now raining so hard that both of
them were drenched to the skin. Perhaps
Archie felt that he was acting strangely —
perhaps the girl’s look gave him a hint—-
for he suddenly sprang into activity and
picked up the rest of the fallen goods with
lightning specd. The faet that unost of
them were muddy made no difference. 1le
clasped them all in his arms, regardless
of the consequences.

“Now, old thing—that is to say, dear oid

lass—what about it!” he said brightly.
“Home, what? Which is the good «id
way?"

“Oh, but you musin’t,” said the girl.

“Thank you for picking up my things. 1T

| Ann,” she murmured.

can get along nicely now—especially if you
put them into this basket.”

“What-ho! The good old wickerworks,”
said Archie.

She held out the basket, but she happened
to glance into Archie's eyes again at thae
same moment. He nearly dropped ths
whole collection. Now that he came to
look at her at such close quarters, he could
gsee that she was an absolutely priceles:
peach. As pretty as the dickens-—absolutely!
Her hair was sort of fair and fluffy, and
her eyve: were gloriously biune. She wia
smartly dressed, too—silk ant

stockings

crépe-de-something frock—to say nothing of
a perfectly gorgeous hat.

“That’s better,” she said, in that topping
voice of hers,

“Qh, rather!” agreed Archie. “Ilere, 1
say! None of this, you know! Kindiy
allow Archie to carry the good old burden.
I mean, I'm going to carry it all the way
home."”

“I wouldn't think of bothering wyou,” she
Eaid earnestly.  “Thank you very much,
LIt. LR

“Bother ?" interrupted Archie. *“ Nothing
like it, old dear. I shall regard it as a
priceless privilege. And you really must
allow me to buyv vou a new umbrella.”

“No! Certainly not!”

“But it wasn’t your fault that the other
one was reduced to wreckage,” protested
Archie. “Dash it, it's only doing the right
thing! By the way, I'm Archie Glenthorne.”
he added, as a thought struck him. * Odds,
omissions and blunders! Fancy forgetting
the good old formalities! Archie Glen-
thorne, you know—of St. Frank’s.”

“Oh!" said his fair companion, looking
at him with fresh interest. “You're one ot
the boys from the famous School Train,
then?"”

“ Absolutely |7

“I'm pleased to meet you,” said the girl.
“I've heard so much about the School Tran
that I'm interested. My name's Margares
Bradbury.,”

“Oh, I say, really?
name,” beamed Archie, “Reminds one of
the good old currency, what? Absolutely
sterling! And Margaret! I mean to say,
just the sort of name ’

“But evervbody always calls me Peggy

What a priceless

!
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“Thai’s better still,” said Archie delight-,
edly. “How absolutely priceless. You
really must let me carry this basket home
for you.”

CHAPTER 2.
A Rash Invitation!
ITHOUT question, Archie Glen-
W thorne was ‘‘smitten.”
He was always more or less sus-

ceptible. Being a reserved sort of
fellow, however, he seldom came into actual
contact with the fair sex. It was only when
such an incident as this occurred that he
really got into his stride., Chance had pro-
vided an opening, and Archie was doing
the rest.

Miss Peggy Ann Bradbury really had no
mtention of dragging Archie home with
her just so that he should carry the basket,
but when Archie insisted, it was very diili-
cult to refuse. Besides, the girl was amused
and rather charmed by his quaint manner,

It was not surprising, therefore, that her
protests soon dwindled away, and she
allowed Archie to ‘““do the honours.” And
when he suddenly seized her arm, whirled
her into a shop, and bought her an umbrella,
it was all over before she could get her
breath again. Her cyes had opened very
wide when Archie had cheerfully whacked
out thirty shillings for th-t umbrella. She
had never owned such a splendid *“gamp”
before. The one that was destroyed was
only. @ cheap seven-and-sixpenny touch,

“I—I don’t know what to say!” she ex-
claimed, as they came out of the shop. “You
shouldn’t have brought this umbrella. It's
not raining now, anyhow.”

“Good gad, no!” said Archie, glancing
at the sunshine. “Well, I'm dashed! Isn't
the weather always frightfully tricky?”

“It wasn't rgining when we went
either,” she reminded him.
this umbrella, reallv. I'm not sure, but 1
belicve it means bad luck——"

‘“ Absolutely not!” broke in Archie firmly.
“Kindly take no notice of those dashed
superstitions. If vou don’t accept it, I shall

1.

be most dreadfully cut up. In fact, I'll
throw the dashed thing away.”
“Eh, but that would be wasteful,” she

protested.
“Then, old girl, if you don’t want to make

me wasteful, kindly accept the good old
gift,” beamed Archie. “Now, what about
1t? Which way do we go?”

He was totally oblivious of the fact that

his cellar was wet and crumpled, that his |

necktie was a ghost of its former self, and
that his whole appearance was marred
the recent soaking. At anyv other time
Archie would have been horrified, but now
he was so preoccupied with his companion
that his own affairs entirely escaped him.

“Come on, then,” said Pegzgv Ann.

They set off briskly, and Archie’s heart
sottled down to a more normal heaf. [le

Yy

“1 can’t accept |
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had been fearing, from the first,
would dismiss him.

that she
He strode along, carry-

| ing the basket with joy.

“I say, Archie! What the—— (Great
Scott !”

The voice came from the other side cof
the road, and it was Handforth's voice. 1In

fact, it was a volce which could not possibiy
be ignored. Strangely enough, however,
Archie not only ignored it, but he actually
failed to hear it. He hadn’t the slightest
idea that Handforth & Co., and Nipper and
a few other juniors were watching him. They
had been sheltering from the rain, and had
now strolied back to look for the missing
member of the party.

“Who's that girl?” asked
suspiciously.

“Goodness only knows,” grinned Nipper,
“But at a random guess, I should say that
Archie did a bit of knight-errant stuff duringz
the shower. You know whet a fellow he is
for dashing to the assistance of distressed
damsels,”

“Rather a nice-looking girl,” said Travers
critically.

“Just what I was thinking,” nodded
Regg’_i’e Pitt. ‘“Archie’s taste is as sound as
ever.

“YWhat rot!” frowned Handforth. “I'm
surprised at him! "The best thing we can
do is to grab him, and 1

But at that moment Church and McClure
grabbed Handforth.

“No, vou don't,” said McClure firmly.
“JLeave Archie alone, you ass! What's the
girl going to think if we butt in and drag
him awav like that? It's such a noveliy
to see him ocarry anything that we'd
better let him get on with 1t."”

“Lemme go!” snorted Handforth., “Take
your hand off my arm, Mac! You—you fat-
headed Scot! Lemme go!”

McClure grinned.

“No fear!” he replied calmly.
vou say, Churchy?”

“Never,” agreed Church,
surprised at vou! Let Archie get on with
his chivalry stuff. If he likes to carry the
girl's parcels, why shouldn’t he? Don’t be
jealous.”

Handforth fumed. Since the Schonl
Train had been to Scotland, he had noticed
a marked difference in the attitude of his
faithful, long-suffering chums. DIrevious to
that visit they had always been content to
obev  hizs  ecommands; they had alwaxs
“knuckled under” to him!

But now it was changed.

That trip to Scotland had established the
fact, bevond dispute, that Arnold MeCinre
was a hundred-per-cent Scottish. Mac had
heen instrumental in healing an old quarrel
which had disrupted his family for fifteon
or sixteen vears. He had brought his parents
and his grand-parents together—and the
Remove had helped. Now, as a consequence,
Mae was subtly changed.

The fact that he was a
scemed to strengthen his character.

Handfor:h

“What do

“Handy, we're

genuine  Scot
He was
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getting into the habit of resisting Iand-
forth, instead of submitting to Handy's
autocratic dictates. And Church, not un-
naturally, followed Mac's example. Thus
Handforth was beginning to notice a differ-
ence,

The other Removites wandered olf,

deciding to get straight back to the

School Train.  Archie would un-
doubtedly be late, but that would be entirely
his own fault. It wasn’t their job, 1n any
case, to look after him. Quite apart from
this, he seemed to be able to look after
himself—and fair strangers, too.

“It isn’t far,” said Pegay Ann, after a
while. “I hope you won't be late, or any-
thing, becanse of this, I believe somebody
was calling you a few minutes ago. I saw
gome boys on the other side of the road—"

“Bovs,” repeated Archie, glancing round.
“Good gad! Where?”

“They've gone now.” -

“Then everything’s all serene,” went on
Avchie, with relief. “IP1obably some of the
good old lads. I'd like to intreduce you to
the gang, Miss Margaret. I say. doecsn't
that sound frightfully formal? 1 think we'll
make it Miss Peggy Ann—what?"”

“This way,” said Peggy Ann, emiling.

They turned into a quiet read, and almost
before Archic had {ime to inspect it, they
halted outside the gate of
a modest little house. The
girl hesitated with her
hand on the gate.

“Thank you so much,”
_she said gratefully.

“Oh, rot! I mecan—

Archie experienced a
sense of disappoiubtment,
Perhaps he had expectoed
that tﬁc gir] lived on the
other side of Preston, and
that the walk would go on
for an hour or two. At all
events, the knowledge that
she had arrived home
came to him as an unpleasant shock.

“Pegegy Aun!  Where have you been all
this tune*"

A rather youngish, but motherly, woman
was standing in the open doorwayr of the
Lhiouse. Pegey Ann turned, and quickly ex-
plained what had happened. Archio stood
by. surging with protests,

“Oh, I sayv! Nothing of the kind!” he
managed to sayv. ‘T mean, it was nothing.
As for the good old gamp, T really in-isf——
No chappio could do anything else, if you

SO Archie Glenthorne was not disturbed.

L]

nnderstand what T mean, A lady in dis
tress, and all that sort of thing.”
Mrs. Bradbury was looking at  Archic

keenly, and she sized himm up very accurately.
she could tell that Archie’s actions had been
wholly prompted by generosity.
“Come in, lad.” she said kindly.
still wet from
might —"

“You're
the rain, and a cup of tea

“What-ho!” said Archie dreamily. “Tea,
by gad! Absolutely, fair lady! A spot of
the good old brew, what? Kindly lead me
to it!"” :

IVE minutes later Archie was in
ecstasv. He was sitting in an easy

chair in the comfortable living-room,

and a cup of steaming hot tea was
before him., He had already sampled the
tea, and had found it to be ‘““the goods.”
He wasn't so sure, but it struck him that it
was even better than Phipps’ tea. And all
the world knew that his valet's tea was the
most priceless stuff under the sun,

“ About
Bradoury.

“Oh, recally!” begged Archie, “Kindly
close the good old subject, old dear! I--I
mean Mrs. Bradbury! 1 want vour daughter
tc regard it as a little present. I don't
suppose the pater will cut up rusty, will
he ?”

“Iather is dead,” said Peggy Ann quietly.

“Oh, 1 say! How frightfully clumsy of
me !"” exclaimed Archie, in distress. “What
a dashed faux pas! Forgive me, Miss Peggy
Ann——-"

"

the umbrella—-"began Mrs.

“There’s nowt to worry about, lad,” put in
Mrs. Bradbury shortly. “Ie's been dead
these ten years, and my

lass scarcely remembers
him,”

“Obh, but all the
same——"

Archie was at a loss for
words, and he was com-
forted by his companions’
cheeriness, He gathered
that Muys. Bradbury and
her daughters lived quite
comfortably in this modest
house. It appeared that
there were two younger
sisters, Peggy Ann herself
worked in a mill. She
wasn't more than sixteen—if that.

“But I'm having my holiday at present,”
went on Peggy Ann, as she attempted te

sort out the groceries. ‘Oh, mother, I'm
so sorry about these things. It was clumsy
of me.”

“Sithee here, lass, accidents will always
happen,” interrupted her mother. “There's
nowt for thee to upset thyself about.”

“Holidays, what?” put in Archie, hoping
to turn the conversation. ‘““How priceless!
The good old seaside, what?"

“Blackpool,” smiled Peggv Aunn.

“Reallv?Y Good gad! How absolutely
topping!” said Archie, so delighted that he
nearly upset his tea. "I mean, Blackpool !”

“Blackpool's champion,” said Peggy Ann,
with shining eyes. *“1 went there last yea

for the first time. We're starting to
morrow. "’
“We?" repeated Archie. "1 mean——"
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“I'm going with lots of other girls,” ex. |
* Mother dovsn’t mind,
We're going by quite |

plained Peggy Ann.
and it's reallv better,
an early train, so that we can have the whole
day. Blackpool isn’t far, vou know.”
“But you're gomg (o stop longer than
the day, aren’'t you?"” asked Archie,
“Oh, ves! We shall be there for a week,”
“Jt's dashed funny how these things
happen,” beamed Archie, "1 mean, I'm
going to Blackpool to-morrow, too.”
Mother and daughier looked at
auiringly,
“ Absolutely,”

him in-
went on Archie brightly.
“It’s all fixed. The good old School Train
dashes to Blackpool before breakfast. As
a rule, the train dashes hither and thither
during the mnight; but Blackpool is so ncar
that we're not starting until seven o'clock
this time,”

“And our train leaves at eight,” laughed
Pegey Ann,

“Odds ideas and brainwaves!” said Archie,
jamming his monocle into his eve, and look-
g at the girl ecagerly. “Eight o'clock,
what? 1 say, how about coming on the good
old School Train?”

“Oh, but—"

“ Absolutely!”  Arvchie went on  firmiy.
“It's a priceless sort of irain, I can assurc
vou. Lverything absolutely tophole. And
vou'll get there a bit sooner—and you'll all
save vour fares, too. I mean, we're going.
s¢ why not take advantage of the good old
epporiunity 7 |

Peggy Ann glanced at her mother,

“I'ne lad means well, but T doubt if he
has the authority,” <aid Mrs. Bradbury,
<haking her head. " Wouldn't your masters
object " she added, looking at Archic,

“NMasters ¥ said Archie, with a start.
“Oh, T see what vou mean? 'The masters,
what?7  Absclutely not! Good gad! I mean,

why e&hould they*object? Take it from me,
dear lady, that vour daughter will be wel-
some on the good old train—and her friends,
toq.”

Archie was so enthusiastic that he made
this rash statement without giving it a
moment’s thought. Indeed, in his opinion,
it wae pricelessly idiotic to give such a
matter anv thought whatsoever. Wasn't it
perfectly obvious that the masters would
raise no objections?

But, then, Archie was scarcely himself juet
0w !

CHAPTER 3.
Rather Awkward!

EGGY ANN saw no reason to gquestion
P the wvalidity of Archie Glenthorne’s
little
perhaps, but e&hao

invitation. Her mother was a
doubtful at
soon got over this,
Archie was o emphatic—&o confident—that
heth mother and daugnier came to the con-
clusion that there had been some precedent.
No doubt strangers were carvied on the
School Train quite frequently.

firet,

“1t you're sure it's all right—" began
Pegegy Ann,

“Oh, racher!” interropted Archie, **1
wean 1o say, we shall be most frightiully

honoured if vou and vour pals trickle along

a1 seven oclock in the morning.  You're
woing 1o Blackpool, and we're going o

Blackpool. so there you are! I mican to say,
why not 7"
He beamed
:HI”{‘(].
“Well, it's very kind of you,” she -aid
aratefully. " Of course, we shall be awfully

upon Peggy Ann, and «ho

pleased to travel on the School Train. 1t'll
be =0-—=0 novel.”
*“Oh, rather!” said Archie, nodding. “The

School Train is positively the last word in
luxury. Class-rooms and dormitories and
lounges and studies snd dining-ears, and all
that sort of stuff. I mean, you've got to
see it (o believe 1t.”

“You're very lucky, to be going abeut
rhe country like this,”” said Mrs, Bradbury.
“There was nowt of that sort when 1 was
s gl

“Oh, well, yvou know, there’s not much of
it nowadays,” said Archie. "I mean, old
Dorrie is the cause of it. Lord Dorrimore,
don’s you know. A frightfully decent
chappiec—one of the best. A millionaire, and
so forth, It was he who bought the Schooel
Train, and gave it to St. Frank’s. A really
priceless cove, old Dorrie.”

Ile continued chatting, and he gave all
sorts of details about the School Tramm—
details which made Peggy Ann all the more
curious to see the train with her own ceyves.

Archie had forgotten all about calling-
over, and the possible consequences of being.
late.  He only took his departure from Peggy
Ann’s home when Mrs. Bradbury plamnly
Linted that it was time for him to be go'ng.

And as Archie wandered annlessty through
Preston he kept sceing a vision of fai,
fluffy hair and blue eyes. The thought that
he would sce Peggy Aun again in the
morning flled him with serene contentment.

“Hallo! What are you doing here?”
It was a eharp voice, and Archie felt a
hand on his shoulder. He turned round,.

and found himsclf looking at Wilson, of the
Sixth,

r]“Ulh_ hallo!" said Archie.
all that!"

“Have you got special leave, Glenthorne ¥
asked the prefect.

“Special leave?” repeated Archie. “Obh,
I see what you mean! Special leave?”

" Keod,”

“Absolutelv ! said Archie.
sav. absolutely not!”

“Which de you mean, vou young ass?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I don’t quite
gather the trend,” confessed Archie. “ Specia
leave, what? I don’t seem to remember——"'

“You'd better cut off back to the Scliocl
Train—and be as quick as yon can,” s=aid
Wilson. " Report yourself at once to Mr.
Pyeraft. Don't you know that it's past the

“Cheerio, and

“That 1s to
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“ You have no authority whatever for bringing these girls here, and they certainly cannot come

aboard the School Train ! ** said Mr. Pycraft acidly. Archie Glenthorne turned red and then pale.

He had rashly invited Peggy Ann and her friends to travel on the train to Blackpool, and now Mr.
Pycralt was putting his foot down heavily. The position was decldedly awkward !

hour of calling-over? You're confoundedly
late, my lad!”

Archie did not seem to mind. He had a
dreamy look about him—and was apparently
unaware of the fact that his collar was
crumpled, his suit creased and muddy, and
kis whole appearance marred,

The prosvee, of getting into hot water did
rot scem to worry him in the least, In fact,
he was more leisurely than ever as he
wended his way towards the railway siding
where the School Train was ““parked.”

6 Fi! So vou have condescended to re-

A turn, Glenthorne!” said Mr. Horace
Pycraft acidly.

Archie had got aboard the School

Train to find calling-over a mere memory;

1t was well past the hour of locking-up.

Fverybody was on the train for the night,

Mr, Pyeraft, apparvently, had been on the
look-out for the truant.

“Eh?’ said Archie, looking at Mr. Pyeraft
and starting. ““Oh, rather! Heve I am, old
thing "

“What did you say, Glenthorne?”

“TI mean to say, here I am, sir,” said
Archie hastily,

“8o 1 see!” snapped the Form-master. 1
take it that vou nad a special pass, (Glen-
thorne *” :

»y

“Well, not exactly, sir——
“1f vou had no pass why are you so late?”
“Well, the fact 1s. I met a priceless—— 1
meoean, there was a bit of a delay, sir,” said
Archie hastily. ““The rain and so farth,

don't vou know.” .

It was really impossible for Archie to give
any adequate explanation. He steadfastly
kept Peggy Ann's name out of his excuscs,
and Mr, Pyeraft was gratilied when he found
that Archie had no excuse. e thercupon
flicted an imposition of two hundred lines,
and went on his way, a happicr man,

Archie, forgetting the impot. the moment
Mr., Pycraft had gone, wandered absent-
mindedly to the Junior Class-room ecoach—
which, out of lesson time, was used as a
Common-room. There were many fellows
present when he went in, and all eyves were
turned upon him,

“Well, well!” said Vivian Travers mildly,
“What have we here, dear old fellows? Our
own immaculate fashion-plate—but looking
slightly the worse for wear,”

“And we,know why, too!”
forth. “By George! Don’t vou remember
that girl he was with in IFishergate—or
Iriargate, or whatever the place was called?
My only hat! This needs locking into, my
sons !’

It was quite obvious that Archie was hardly
himself.  Otherwise he would eertainly havo
visited the dormitory and the bath-room be-
fore showing himself in the Common-room.
As a general rule, he was extraordinarily
particular about his personal appearance.

Handforth strode over and clapped him on
the back.

“What's her
briskly,

“Peggy Ann,” replied Archie dreamily,

“Crumbs!” said Handforth., “Peggy Ann?
I don't think much of it.” -

put in Hand-

name, Archie?”’ he asked
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“Why, you frightful fright "’ said Archie,
glaring. ‘A priceless name! I mean to say
—Peggy Ann! Absolutely topping! Of all
the girls I've ever met, Peggy Aun's the best,
you bet, Good gad! Poetry!”

The juniors gathered round Arclie in a
grinning throng.

“Great Scott!" said Handforth piivingly.
“Fhe poor fathead 1s an love!”

“You needu’t talk,” said Church, ‘h'ou re
just as liable to falling in love as Archie 1s

“Why, you—you——

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Love!” said Archie, with a start, *“ Odds
rot  and rubbish! Absolutely not, old

cherubs !

“If you're not in love, Archie, what's tlw
meaning of this dﬁgr'mcful clppeamnw?
asked Nipper severely.

“Kh? I mean, what?” :

“Look at yourself!” went on Nipper.
“Look at your vollar! Look at your necktie
—and your suit—and your shoes—and your
hair! You're positiveTy scarecrowish !”

Archie gazed down at himself in horror.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated, aghast. *‘I
mean, I didn’t know! At least, I'd for-
gotten—— (dds horrors and frights!  And

do you mea'. to say, laddies. that [ came
?H

through the streets hike this!

“You did!” said Nipper, “You'd betier
go and change, Archie. And you necdn’t tell
us that vou're not in love! Deggy Anun has
captured your heart, my son! By what we
saw of her, I'm not surprised. She scems to
oc a jolly nice girl !

An absolute ripper!” said Archie happily.

o mtmduce you to her m the morning, old
things.”

“ My poor ass, you've apparvently forgotten
th.:.t we re going to Blackpool in the morn-
ing,” said Handforth witheringly. “The
:Echnni Train leaves at seven o'clock.”

* Absolutely ! nodded Archie.
“'I'hen how are we going to sce Peggy
in the morning?”’ asked Edward Oswald.

“She’'ll be here, old dear.”

“HEI’E‘”

“ Absolutely on the good old spot!”

“ At seven o'clock to-morrow morning?”

“Slightly before, I trust,” said Archie,
bheaming.  ““She and her pals are coming,
don’t you know. All of them.”

“Coming?” repeated Nippor
“T'o see us off, do you mean?”

“They're coming with us, laddie,” replied
Avchie. “I invited them.”

“Wh-a-a-at!”

“Good pad! Kindly refrain from discharg-
ing the dynamite so violently,” said Archie,
with a start.

“But—-but You c;i]l:f ass! You don't
mean, to say that you've invited this girl to
vome with us to Blackpool 7"

“Youn sece, old things, Peggy Aun is start-
ing her im]iduy to-morrow,” explained
Arehie. ““She was going to Blackpool by the
right o'clock train—the ordinary train, I
mean,  Well, dash ik, as we were stnltmg ai
seven, 1 thought 1t a pretty ripe and juicy

Ann

it tevestedly.
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scheme to ask her to come with us. Not so
dusty, what?”

“Help!” said Nipper. “And all Peggy
Ann's friends as well?”

‘“ Absolutely !”?

“You're dﬂ”}‘ I put in Reggic Pitt.  “ Did
vou have any authorily for issuing this
invitation, Archie? I mean, what aboWt the
masters?”’

"1 should trust, dear old checse, that none
of the masters will raise any objections to the
scheme,” said Archie sternly.

“You can trust all you like, but if I know
anvihing about the masters, they'll cut ap
pretty rusty,” said Reggie, shaking his head.
“They won't allow girls to come aboard rhe
train—us passengers. It may be all right
from vour point of view, Archie, but Mr. Lee
will probably have a totally different idea.”

“Just what I was lhmkmg,” said Nipper.
““ Avrchie, old man, you’ve put your fﬂm in

it. 'There'll be some trouble over this.”
Archie looked distressed. :
“Not really?”’ he said. “I mean, vyou
don't abhsolutely think that the good old
masters will regard the scheme with  dis

favour?”

“They'll not merely regard it with dis-
favour, but they'll put the veto on it said
Nipper. ‘““How many of these girls aro
there? I mecan, what about Peggy Aunn's
friends?”

“Yes,” said Archie, taking a deep breath,

“What do you mean—* yes ' ¥’ put in Hand-
forth. *“ Are there six girlg—or ten—or twelve
—or what?"

“Well, the fact is, I don’t exactly know,”
cm:fu:,mcd Archie, with a startled CXPression.

“You don’t know!” yelled Handiorth.
“Why. vou silly ehump! There might be
a hundred!”

“Oh, T say! I mean, what rot!”

“Probably two hundred!” went en Hand-
forth relentlessly. “You know what these
Lancashire girls #re! They go to Blackpool
in big parties for their holidays. And if
you've handed out a general invitation for
Peggy Ann and her friends to travel on the
School Train, there's no telling what the
result will be. My poor, pitiful fathead!
You're in the soup!”

Handforth’s plain speaking had the cffect
of reducing Archie to a quivering, nervous
wreck,

"Good gad!” he moaned, passing a hand
over his brow, “This is frightful, dear old
dears! I mean, T hadn’t thought of it like
this!”

“You were so struck with Peggy Ann that
yvou issued the invitation without thinking.”
sald Nipper, nodding. “I know, Archie. In
fact, we all understand. Well, there’s only
one thing vou can do. You'll have to buzz
back to Peggy Ann’s honse, and tell her that
the whole !lnng;' is off.”

“Oh, T say! That's imposs.!” protestcd
Archie.

“No, it isn't,” said \Fippcr* “ Ask lfr. l.co
if the mrls can come, He'll say * no,” and

then you can go to the sweet damscl and say
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that the whole thing is prohibited.  She)
won't blame you, Archie.”

Archie suddenly gave a violent start.

“0Odds frights and discoveries!” he ejacu-
lated. “Good gad! I mean to say, I don't
know the dear girl's address.”

“But you must know!” said Travers.
“Didn’t you go home with her?”

“Absolutely! But I don't seem to re-
member the good old street, or—or any-
thing!"” said Archie feebly. “Oh, I say,
how frightfully frightful!”

Archie was stunned. Now that he had
thoroughly come to himself, he realised
the truth, He certainly could not remember
Peggy Ann’s address. He had walked to
the house, but for the life of him he couldn’t

remember it—or the street, either. Ie had
been so “smitten” with Peggy Ann's charms
that he had been utterly oblivious of his
surroundings.

“Well, that's done it!" said Nipper, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “ Archie can’t communi-
eate with the girl, and there'll be no time
for anything in the morning. We shall just
have to wait and see what happens.”

And the juniors, as a whole, were very
glad that Archie’s memory had failed him.

The morning promised to be somewhat
catertaining |
CHAPTER 4.
All Aboard for Blackpooll

6 ORNING, and all that sort

M thing 1” said Archie dreamily.

Somecbody had just given him

@ friendly shake, and, turning

over in his comfortable bunk, he had seen

that the early morning sunshine was stream-

ing through the windows of the School
Train,

“Better buck up, Archie,” said Reggie
Pitt, who was the fellow who had given
Archie a shake, “It's half-past six, you
know."

“CGood gad!” said Archie. “I mean to
say, half-past six? What's the dashed idea
of waking me up at this dashed hour, dash
you ?"

“As an example of gratitude, Archie, I
don't think much of this exhibition,” said
Reggio soverely, “‘Have you forgotten your
lady-love 1"

Archie started violently.

“Eh?"” ho gasped. “I mean, what? Odds

of

| apparently something had gone wrong,

11

I mean, there's absolutely no time for a
chappie to get dressed!”

“I've managed it in three minutes before
now,” said Reggie,.

“Imposs. 1" declared Archie, as he leapt
out of bed., *“I mean, a chappie needs to
dress with particular care when visitors arg
oalling. Kindly let me pass, old thing! A
good deal of dashing about is indicated.”

He hardly paused to wrap his dressing-
gown round him before he rushed off to
the bath-room. Other juniors wero getting
up, too—although the rising-bell had not yet
sounded, and was not due for some little time.
This unusual energy was accounted for by
the fact that the juniors were anxious to
sce what would happen when Archie's 1in-
vited guests arrived,

Handforth turned out as briskly as any
of the others—in fact, he was inclined to
be a bit indignant. Me had definitely
arranged to awaken at half-past six, :Put
‘or
it was Church who awakened him at ncariy
twenty minutes to seven,

Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
and a few others were dressing, too. By
a quarter to seven a fairly big crowd of
fellows was standing about outside, all of
them sunning themselves and enjoying tho
invigorating air of the summer's orning.

“I don’t suppose the girls will turn up
at all,” said -Handforth. ‘“Or if they do
turn up, they'll arrive at about half-past
seven—half an hour after we've gone. You
know whnat girls are for keeping appoint-
ments. Always late!”

“But not when they have to catch a train,
Handy,” protested McClure.

“Always!” insisted Handforth. “I don't

| suppose they can help it, poor things—

they're born that way.”
“If Archie's sweetheart turns up in good

time, you'll have to apologise,” grinned
Nipper.
“I say! I mean, dash it, go easy, old

dear,” said Archie Glenthorne, e¢olouring.
“Sweetheart, what? Dash it, there's no-
thing like that, dash you!”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“You can’t spoof us, Archie,” said Hand-
forth., " You'ro smitten, old man., You're
sweet on this Lancashire lass!”

“I absolutely deny it!” said Archie
stifiy, ““The dear girl has made an im-
pression. I'll admit. She’s absolutely top-
ping. - She’s a ripper. She's a—a—"

“Peach?” suggested Pitt.

“ Absolutely not!” said Archie. *“No
girl, dash you, can be a peach. I object
to these American expressions.
is absolutely a corker!”

“By George! And here she is!"” ejacu-
lated Handforth, in surprise. “Well, I'm
blowed! It's hardly a quarter to seven yet
—and the girls are on time!”

Everybody lwoked in the same direction
as Handfortit. The School Train, on its

disasters| Six-dashed-thirty, and the dear
girl gaid that she would be here by seven!

siding, was on!r separated from a road bv
| some railinga. and 1t was poszsible to see for

Peggy Ann

I
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prite a distance along this quiet road. There
was a band gate close by, through which

the fellows had been in the habit of pass-
mg in and out from the railway. .
“Odds munltitudes and throngs.  mur-

mured Archie, in a faint voice,
There was every reason for his consterna-

tion !
H the short trip to Blackpool; he had

also told her that she could bring
her friends with her. But never in his
wildest dreams had be imagined that Peggy-
Ann would bring such a crowd!

A great nmumber of girls had appcared in
right, and they were looking exceptionally
anart in the uniform of Girl Guides. There
mist bhave been between forty and fifty of
them, all marching along briskly, resolutely
aud very smartly., They made a charming
rn{_tum in the early morning sunshine as
mm came along in their blue uniforms,

“Good gad!” breathed Archie feebly.

“Well, old man, you asked for trouble—
md by the look of it, you're going to get
-:a-nc,” said Handforth, not without relish.

‘My only aunt! There's a whole regiment
of the girls! What's going to happen, you
¢haps, when they try to get aboard the
train 17 N

“(Goodness only knnw&!” said Reggie Piit,
aking his head. “I'm afraid that Archie
mlI have to mako his apologies, and call
ihe whole thing off.”

_'\rviain St,al‘tud.

*Absolutely not!” he said frantically.
“Good gad! That’s imposs., old fruit! . No
chhappie can do a thing like that—to a lady !
I invited Pegey Ann and her friends on
the School Train, and, dash it, they're com:-
ing on the School Train! I mean, abso-
latelv! I trust that you fellows will rally
round and stand by me in this hour of
trial.”

“Rely on us, old man,
ding,

‘nm»hmh was grinning, Archie’s ra::n
invitation had evidently been taken seriousiy
by these Launcashire girls. It must be cou-
fessed that Archie experienced a slight pang
of disappointment; he had hardly expected
Peggy Ann fo ta.l-.r- :.ueh advantage of his
invitation. Although he would not admt it
to himself, this sort of thing was hardly
playing ihe game,

I had told Peggy Ann that she wouid
be welcome on the School Train for

" said Nipper, nod-

“Better get readv, Archie,” murmured
Tommy Watson. *Put vour tie straight,
and see that your hair is properiy
brushed——"

“Good gad! Isn’t my tie straight al-

ready ?” asked Archie frantically.

“It docsn't look so bad,” said Watson,
yrinning.

Archie was so worried over the general
«ituation that he had no tume to bother
about his necktie, He» had no definite plan
as to what he should do. But he had posi-
rively deecided that it would be quite 1.
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possible to make any excuses to the girle,
tle had invited them to make the trip 1o

Blackpool on the School Train—and on :he
School Train they should go!
He was looking eagerly for Pegr. Aun's

irim ficure; and he was rather concerncd
because he could not distinguish her,

“Hallo!” said Handforth, in surprise,
“They're going straight past!”

“0Of course!” grinned Nipper. “Yon
Lhump' You swrely didn’t think that all
these Girl Guides were Peggy Ann’s friends,
did you? Their p:hulng at the moiment is
only a comecidence.’

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Most of the juniors bhad arrived at this
conclusion, and they had only kept their
faces straight in order to enjoy Archics
consternation. DBut Handforth, too, was
surprised.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he said, thoroughly
disappointed. “What a swindle!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Swindle !” gasped Archie.
Odds relief and hope!

“I mean—
I see what you mean,

laddie! ‘'These girls aren't the girls at
all ?”

“They're girls, Archie,” said Nipper
gravely., “At least, I imagine so. They

look like girls to me.”

“T'm sure they're girls,” said T'ravers,
he inspected the passing procession, .

* Nice-looking girls, too,” nodded Nipper.
“These Lancashire lasses want a bit of beat-
ing, vou know.”

Archie’'s mind was so confused with relief
that he failed to catch the “good old trend,”
as he would have called it.

“Hardly, old thing—hardly,” he pro-
tested, “T mean to say, all girls arc more
or less hable to kick over the traces nowv
and again—just the sume as boys. But I'm
surprised at you for suggesting that they
require beating, I mean, it's hardly the
thing——-"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“I didn’t mean that, Archie,” said Nipper,
egrinning.  “I simply said that Lancashiie
girls require a lot of beating—I mean, that
you'd bave to go a long way to find pretticr
and daintier and more charming girls—"

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie brightly. “1I
see what you mean, laddie! Oh, absolutelv!
Oh, positively! IEvery time, old teapotl
I've got to confess that these Lancacshire
girls are not merely stunning, but—>"

He broke off, and his monocle dropped
from his eye,

“One of them scems to have stunned yon
all right,” said Handforth bluntly.” “ My
only hat! What's the matter now, fai-
head 77

“*She's coming!” murmured Nipper.

“ Absolutely ! said Archie, in a soft voice.

“Good gad! Isn’t she absolutely a tip-
topper, you chappies?”

The other juniors were grinning mecre
widely than ever. Half a dozen girls had
now appeared in sight—the Girl Guides

il &
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gaily dressed in summer frocks; they were friends—who were all girls of abous

having vanished. The newcomers were, PEGGY ANN introduced Archie to her
carrying suit-cases, and one or two of them the same age as herself with the ex-

had light macs over their arms. It was ception of one, who was several years
quite clear that these six girls were ready | older, and evidently in charge.

to sct off on a trip, and it was {:quall}'i By the time the introductions were over
nbym{;m that they were Peggy Ann and her Archie had completely forgotten that he had
:frmn 8. received no official permission to bring tho

- There was no longer any doubt in Archie | girls on the train. He acted as though he
Glenthorne's mind.  He rccognised Peggy | owned the train. He invited them on board,
Ann on the instant. She was leading the | and he almost overlooked the other juniors.

way, and she looked more dainty, morc “All aboard for Blackpool, what!” ho

charming, more alluring than ever this morn- | 5514 happily, *“This way, Miss Peggy Ann'!
ing. Archie’s heart was beating at a tre- | Wo'ro off within a few minutes—> '

mendous rate as ho ran forward towards the “Hold on!” interrupted Handforth.

ga‘t;e - we!cm'na her.l o “What about us, my son? Whero do we

I hope we're not latel” said Peggy Ann | .ome in? Aren't you going to introduco
cheerfully as she came up. s 7"’

“Rather not!” said Archie, as he took her | ‘‘Oh, rather!” said Archie, with a start,

hand. “How frightfully decent of you to | “Frightfully sorry, old bean!™
come, old girl. I mean, this is absolutely | Ie started introducing the juniors, but
—er—champion, That’s the right word, | Nipper laughed and interposed.
what {"’ “I'm afraid it'll take you too long,
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Archie,” he said, with a chuckle.
introduce ourselves|”

Everybody proceeded to do so at once.
Nipper and Handforth and the other fellows
were compelled to admit that Peggy Ann
was indeed a ‘‘corker.” Her girl friends
were corkers too. In faet, 1t was generally
admitted that Archie knew what he was
about. Having these girls as passengers for
the trip to Blackpool was a decided brain-
wave.

Everything was going very swimmingly
when Mr, Horace Pycraft arrived on the
scene. And Mr. Pycraft, having gazed in
astonishment at the girls, then proceeded
to make himself unpleasant., Not that this
was a difficult task for Mr. Pyecraft, since he
wis unpleasant enough without any extra
»ffort on his own part.

“May I-—er—inquire what these young
ladies are doing here?” he said acidly.
“Surely you boys know that we are on the
point of leaving for Blackpool 7"

‘“ Absolutely, sir,” said Archie, nodding.
“Peggy Ann and her friends are coming with
s !?

“Indeed ! <aid Mr. Pyeraft sharply. “ By
whose invitation, Glenthorne?”

“Mine, sir.”

“Yours!” said the Form-master. “Oh, I
see! Since when, Glenthorne, have you had
the power to issue such invitations as this?
[ am sorry, yoeung ladies, but 1 cannot pos

is Ri‘e!ll

<ibly countenance your presence on ihis
train,”

“Oh!” said Peggy ' Ann in dismay.

Her companions were looking rather

startled, too. In fact, they had told her that
<he was all wrong-——that her boy friend had
had no authority to invite them on ihe train.
Now, apparently, their view was to prove
correct.

“Oh, I say!” protested Archie, turning as
red as a beetroot, '“Dash it! I mcan, you
can't do this! I've asked these sweet young
things——"

“Be silent, Glenthorne!” interrupted Mr.
Pycraft. “And do not use such ridiculous
terms when referring to these young ladies.
(iood gracions, boy ! Surely vou must realise
how impessible it 18 for—"'

‘“ Absolutely not!” interrupted Archie
stoutly, “Imposs.? Good gad, no! Kindly
be pood enough, sir, to fade away!”

“What!” gasped Mr. Pycraft, with a

fump,  “What did you say to me, Glen
thorne 7"

“This,” replicd Archie sternly, *i1s my
affatr! Therefore. sir, I shall take it as a
favour, as one gentleman to another, if you

stagger ot of the pieture!”

CHAPTER 5.
All Serene!
R. PYCRAFT was dumbfounded.
M Nipper and Handforth and Reg-
gie Pitt and the other juniors were
almost equally dumbfounded. Archie’s
rashness was unheard-of. It could only he

]
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accounted for by the fact that Peggy Ann
was present, and that her prefty eyes were
upon him,

“Glenthorne!” rapped out Mr. Pyeraft,
after he had recovered his breath. *“How
dare you? If you speak to me like that
again I shall be compelled to punish you.”

The unhappy Archie went redder than
ever, So far, Mr, Pycraft had never
punished him; mainly owing to the fact that
Mr. Pycraft was reluctant to punish any
fellow of social standing. Mr. Pycraft, un-
fortunately, was a snob.

“Really, Glenthorne, I don't know what
you are about,” he sald acidly. ‘' These -
these girls must not come on the train.”

“But I have invited them on, sir,” pro-
tested Archie.

“I cannot help that,” said the Korm-
master. ‘ You should not be so rash, Glen-
thorne. You have no authority whatever
for issuing any such invitation.”

“Good gad! I mean—— Dash it, [-—-I-———
Really, sir—-="

“It's all right, Archie,” said Peggy Ann,
smiling.  “We unnderstand. Tt would have
been champion to go to Blackpool on this
train, but we don’t want to be where we're
not wanted 5

“But, dash it,
Archie.

““ Hear, hear!”™ went up a chorus from: the
other juniors,

“There's no harm done,” said Peggy Ann
“There's plenty of time for us to get back
{o the station, and our train doesn't go unti!
cight o’clock. We arranged {o go by that
irain, anyhow B

“Oh, but I say, what rot protested
Archie. *'I mean, I invited you—— An.l
now this blighter comes along and— [
mean -

“Good- heavens! Are you referring to me,
Glenthorne 7"’ ejaculated Mr. Pycraft, with -
start.

““Well, dash it, sir, there’'s no need-for
you to be so dashed unpleasant!” said
Archie, with spirit, “What harm will the
girls do on the train—just for the short
trip to Blackpool? I mean, 1t’s not as
though we were going to Cardiff, or South-
ampton, or some frightfully distant place
like that!”

“The principle is the same,” argued My,
Pyeraft coldly. “This train 1s expres:ly
built for the accommodation of boys. No
passengers are allowed.”

But just then Mr. Nelson Lee himgzcif
emerged from the School Train, and Nipper,
edging up to him, quickly put him in posses.
sion of the faets,

“0Of conrse, Glenthorne had no right to in-
vite these girls on the train for the trip,”
caid Nelson Lee, when he had heard.

“But Archie only did it in the gooducss
of his heart, sir,” said Nipper. “They're
quite nice girls—and it’s only a short trip
to Blackpool. It’s rotten of Mr. Pyerafi.
I mean, the way he’s laying down the law

you are wanted!” said

a8
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“I wili look into this mat{er myself, Nip
per,” said Lee,

He considered that Mr. Pyeraft should
have reported the incident to him—for Mr.
Pyeraft had no authority to deal with it
personally., In fact, it was fortunate for
Archie—and for Poggy Ann & Co.—that M.
Pveraft had so excceeded his authority.

“Good-morning, yvoung ladies,” said Lec,
as he joined the group. “Is there any-
thing .wrong hecre, Mr. Pycraft?”

The girls noted the difference in Lee’s tone
at once, and they returned his greeting
cheerily. Mr, Pycraft, in some surprise,
turned upon the acting Head.

“(Glenthorne has invited these girls on
the train, sir,” he explained. “I knew, of
course, that you would not countenance——"

“Oh, I say!" broke in Archie. “Be a
sport, sir! Dash it, it never occurred to
mo that there might be this spot of bother.
Let me introduce Miss Peggy Ann DBrad-
bury, sir. These other girls are her friends,
don’t you know, All going to Blackpool for
their holidays. And as we were going this
morning, I thought it would be rather price-
less if we joined forees, and all that sort ot
thing. I mean, no harm done, what?”

Nelson Lee smiled,

“There is certainly no harm done, Glen-
thorne,” he agreed. *“‘It wus, however, un-
wise of you to invite vour friends for this
trip” without having previously consulted
ITc.

“Just as I said, sir!” put in Mr. Pycraft
triumphantly.

“However, I do not think we neced to be
very hard and fast, considering that the trip

is such a short one,” con-
tinued Lee smoothly.
“You may bring your

friends on the train, Glen-
thorne—and I hope they
will enjoy the short
journey to Blackpool.”

“Really, sir—" began
Mr. Pycraft.

“There is a little point
concerning the geography
papers that I would like 1o
discuss with you, Mr. Py-
craft,” said e smoothly.
“Will it be troubling you too much if I ask
vou to come with me now, so that we may
look into the matter?”

“Not at all,” gasped the Form-master.
“But—but—— This boy, sir—"

Nelson Lee linked his arm into Mr. Py-
craft’s, and they went off together.

“Bravo, sirl”

“Good old Mr, Lee!”

There were many murmurs of approval,
and Archie himself was beaming with
delight,

“Does this mean that everything is all
right?” asked Peggy Ann.

““ Absolutely !" replied Archie. ““Mr. Lee
is a top-notcher, by gad!”

““Hear, hear!”

“He did old Pyeraft in the eye nicely!"
grinned Handforth,
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“Yes, rather!”

The :ix girls were delighted when they
thoroughly understood that everything was
“all serene.” Mr. Nelson Lee had been so
brief, so easv, that they hardly realised the
truth.

“Ie's like that, yvou know,” said Archic
cheerfully. ““A rvegular sport.  Absolutely a
brick! This way, old things! I'm most
frightfully keen to show you our class-room,
and our studies, and all the rest of the good
old works.”

“We shall be awfully pleased to have a
look round,” said one of the girls.

Archie pyoudly led the girls on to the train,
and then he proceeded to show them the
class-rooms, and the dining-saloon, and the
studies, and, indeed, all the "rest of the
works,” Needless to say, Peggy Ann and
her friends were 'overwhelmingly interested.

FEW minutes after seven o'clock an

A engine was affixed to the School

Train, and then the briefl journey to
Blackpool started.

“It's under twenty miles,” re-

marked Nipper, as the train glided smoothly

along. “We shall be in Blackpool in less
than balf an hour if everything goes all
right,”

LA

“That's not very quick travelling, is it?
asked Peggy Ann.

“Oh, there's nothing fast about the School
Train,” smiled Nipper. “You sece, 1t's a
special train, and it has to be fitted in as the
railway company plans the opportunity.
Sometimes we're shunted into sidings and

kept waiting for ages, But nobodv cares.
We always get to our next
stopping-place sooner or
later.”

“It's gradely on this
train,” sald one of the
other girls. “We never
had owt of this sort while
we were at school. It's
ohampion to be going all
gver the country, and see-

ing so many different
F]aces. Ay, but you're
ucky, you boys.”

“Oh, absolutely,” agreed
“Yel, at the same time, the good

Archie, _
old School Train has its drawbacks.”
“Yes, we're rather handicapped for ericket

practice,” nodded Nipper,
ind a handy ground ”

“We can’t always

“I wasn't thinking about ericket, das<h
vou,” said Archie stifly.,  “There’s the
question of studies; at St. Frank’s there's

1

plenty of room——
“Don't grumble, Archie,” said Reggie Pitt,
“As these voung ladies sav, we're jolly lucky
to be on the School Train at all.” -
“Oh, rather! In fact, absolutely,” agreed
Archie, * At the same time——"
Nobodv took any notice of him. And
Archie himself, finding that he was next to
Peggy Ann, completely forgot what he had

been going to say. At close quarters he de-
'cided that Peggy Ann was far more charming
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than he had cver imagined. She was looking
particularly bright and sunny this morning,
too, There was a dull ache in Archie’s heart
when he remembered that this journey to
Blackpool was a brief one, and that after
rhat he would probably never sce those blue
eves again,

“I gather that you will be staying at some
kind of hotel, what?” he ventured at last,

“Mother won’t allow me to stay in &
hotel,” replied Peggy Ann, smiling. “We're
going to a boarding house—kept by Mrs,
Witherspoon.”

“Good gad!”

“She’'s a dear old soul—a friend of the
family, vou know,” explained Peggi Ann.
“Some of the girls have been there three or
four years in succession—and I've been once
hefore, too. We're safe enough at Mrs,
Witherspoon’s.”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie. “So I <hould
imagine, dear old thing.”

“It’s quite near the front, too,” continued
Peggy Ann. “1 wonder if we shall see any-
thing of you in Blackpool 7"

““(dds hopes and dreams! T trust so!”

“How long will the School Train be stay-
ing?"’

‘g‘I haven't the faintest dashed idea,” re-

lied Archie. ‘“But I gather that we shall
En at Blackpool until over the week-end, at
least.”

“That’s splendid!"” said the girl. “Will
vou be free this afternoon—Archie?”

“T mean to say—""  Archie felt rather
dizzy because she had used his Christian
name. “Oh, rather! Free? I see what you
mean! Abselutely! If there’s any chance of
meeting vou on the good old pier, or——"’

"All right!” smiled the girl. “Just near
the Central Pier, let’s say.”

The appointment was fixed, and Archie
was in a dream of happiness. He was quite
oblivious of the fact that Nipper and Hand-
forth and Reggie Pitt and many of the others
were close by—and that they had overheard
everything.

“That’s done it!” murmured Nipper, as
he drew Handforth and one or two of the
others aside. ““Archie’s arranged to meet
Peggy Ann on the front this afternoon. Good-
ness only knows where this matter will end!
He's head over heels in love with the girl.”

"I don’t blame him,” said Reggie Pitt,
“8he’s a tip-topper.”

“Oh, I'm not so sure,” said ITandforth.
“Peggy Ann’s all right, but there’s one of

those other girls—the one with the dark eyes
and reddish hair ”

“Here, steady!” said Church, in alarm.
“Grab him, Mac! It’s quite bad enough teo
liave-one of our‘chaps in love!”

Handforth turned red.

"\Who's in love?” he bellowed,

“Go easy, for goodness sake!"” gasped
McClure. *“No need to let the whole train
know, Handy!”

“You can go and eat coke—vou
Scotchman ! said Handforth tartly.

silly
ik And
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if you say that I'm 1n love again, I'll doi you
on the nose!”

[ “0Oh, will you?”’ said MecClure heatedly.
“Try it, you—you English fathead!”

Everybody else grinned, Of late, McClure
had gained quite a lot of spirit. The know-
ledge that he was one hundred per cent
Scottish probably added to his confidence,
At all events, Handforth was finding that
Mac was not nearly so easv to handle as he
had been in the old days. :

Blackpool was soon reached—not Blackpool
itself, but a quiet siding a mile or two out-
side the town. As it was necessary to pass
through Blackpool Station itself in order 1o
reach this siding, however, Peggy Ann and
her companions were disembarked during the
brief stay.

They went off, laughing and happy—{full of
high spirits, And  Archie Glenthorne
watched them go, his eves gleaming con-
tentedly !

CHAPTER 6.
Trouble in the Form-Room!

R. HORACE PYCRAFT rapped his
M desk 1mperiously.

“Attention!” he said, glaring at

the juniors over the tops of his

glasses. “Upon my word! How many more
times must T tell you to confine yourselves 1a
vour work? If I bave to warn vou again, I

shall defain the whole Form for extra
lesson.”

. “"Oh, go easy, sir!"” protested Handforth.
“It's a lovely summer’s dav, and——"

“The type of day is immaterial, Hand-
forth!” interrupted Mr. Pyveraft coldly.
““And the fact that we are in Blackpool s
equally immaterial. It is necessary for von
to remember that we are in the class-room,
and that work is required of you.”

Handforth grunted, and a number of e
other juniors grunted, too., Mr. Pryeraft
never made exceptions, And surely this was
a day of all dayvs for a few concessions?

The School Train had arrived at the sca-
side. There was the ozone in the verv air,
and it was tantalising to know that the
beach was so necar at hand on this hat
summer’s day., Yet here were the juniors,
bottled up in the class-rooms, pegging away
at work, It was really ““too thick!”

Most of the fellows had already forgotien
Peggv Ann and her fair companions. That
little affair was looked upon as a mere
inctdent.  Even Handforth, in his thoughis
of bathing and of the prospect of ericket, had
no time to bother about the charms of the
Lancashire lass with the dark eves and the
reddich hair. TFortunately. he had not scen
enough of her to become really impressed.

As Church whispered to MeClure, it wus
bad enough to have one chap “down"” with

the disease, And Archie Glenthorne was nn-
questionably down,

At the present moment he was sitting at
his desk, looking dreamily in front of him.
| oblivious of his surroundings, My, Pyerait
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Mr. Pycraft brought his hand down with a resounding thwack on the desk, causing Archie to jump

about two feet In the air.

had grown accustomed to Archie's lacka-
daisical habits by now. And Mr. Pycraft had
been rather surprised to find that Archie, in
spite of his apparent slackness, was well up
in the Form.

This morning, however, Archie was so
different that even Mpr. Pyeraft was com-
pelled to sit up and take notice,

“Glenthorne ! he said abruptly.

Archie made no replv. He continued to loll
back in his scat with that happy look on his
face.  Handforth unkindly called it a
“soppy "' look.

“(lenthorne ! repeated Mr, Pyeraft,

ITe was at the end of the long coach, at his
little raised desk. It was a proper class-room,
this coach, only differing from the normal
class-room in so far as it was long and
somewhat narrow, DBut there was plenty of
aecommodation for the joint TForm—half
Removites and half Fourth-Formers.

(Crack !

Mr. Pyeraft brought his cane down across
the desk with a resounding thwack,

“Glenthorne ! he thundered. *“Are vou
asleep, boy, or are you deliberately ignoring
moe "

“Eh? Oh, rather!” gasped Archie, az his
next. door neighbour gave him a jab on the
ehin. *“Good gad! Don’t be so frightfully
violent, you hﬁght[‘rl”

Mr. Pycraft's jaw sagged.

“Have you the—the impertinence, Glen-
thorne, to call me a—a blighter?™ he ejacu
lated blankly,

Which was most unfortunate for the Form-master, for Archie's head
crashed into Mr. Pycraft’s chin with a nasty click.

Archie dazedly.

““ 0dds concussions and smites ! ** exclaimed

L. N

A titter went up and down the long class-
room coach,

“Bilence!” roared Mr. Pvyeraft.  “Glen-
thorne! Answer me at once!”

Archie, rather bewildered, stood up.

“Frightfully sorry, old thing, but 1 didn't
know you were talking to me,” he said
confusedly, ;

He eat down again, and seemed on the
point of going off into another daydream.

“You are behaving very strangely, Glen-
thorne!" said Mr. Pyeraft. “For addressing
me so rudely I shall inflict a punishment of
one hundred lines. Now, sir! I will test
whether you are attending to the lesson or
not. Tell me the date of Queen Elizabeth's
hirlli; We are dealing with history, and

“ Absolutely !” said Archie abstractedly.
“Peggy Ann is one of the most priceless——"

“Peggy  Ann!”  repcated Mr. Pycraft
sharply.,

There was another titter, but Archie
Glenthorne did not even hear it. Mr. Pr-
craft glared round the class, and rapped
his desk again.

“What do you mean, Glenthorne?” he
demanded. " Are you referring to Anne

Yolevn—Queen Klizabeth’s mother ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

This time it was a regular chuckle, and
Mr., Pyeraft failed to see the point,

“If there 1s any more of this unseemly
tittering, I shall take severe measures!"” said
Mr, Pyeraft acidly. “ Glenthorne, vou ought
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to know that Queen Elizabeth was born on
September Tth, 1533, What was the date of
Ler accession to the throne?”

“Yes!” gaid Archie contentedly.

“What do you mean?” demanded the
t'orm-master. **That is no answer! 1 have
Lbeen telling you, within the past five minutes,
that Queen Klizabeth ascended the throne in
1658, What was her age at that time?”

Archie started,

“Her age, sir?”
collect his thoughts,

“Yes, Glenthorne—her age.”

““About sixteen, I should think, sir.”

“Sixteen!” thundered Mr. Pyceraft.

“ Absolutely !” said Archie. “Of course,
slie may be a few months younger, but
ihere’s no doubt she's a rather priceless
sort of girl. One of these Lancashire lasses
vou read about, and—-"

“Glenthorne!” shrieked Mr. Pycraft. “To
whom are you referring?”

“Peggy Ann, sir, of course.”

“Peggy Ann!” yelled the Form-master.
“What do you mean, sir? I am asking you
to give me some information about Queen
Klizabeth 7"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a regular yell of laughter this time,
and Archie was fairly awakened.

“Queen Elizabeth?” he gasped. “Good
gad! That is to say, odds blunders and
misunderstandings!  Frightfully sorry, sir!
I thought you were telking about Peggy
Ann,”

. "And who, may I ask, is this—this Peggy

Ann?” fumed Mr. Pycraft,

Before Archie could answer a gleam came
into the Form-master’'s eyes, and he pursed
his lips,

“Oh, I see!” he went on tartly. **Good
heavens! Is it possible, Glenthorne, that
vou are referring to one of those girls who
came aboard this train to-day' I am
shocked! I am amazed! Here am I, trying
to teach vou history, and all you can think
about is a frivolous mill girl.”

“Oh, I say!” protested Archie, jumping
up. [ believe that Peggy Ann

he repeated, trying to

"“What rot!
is a mill girl, but it’s a bit steep when you
sav that she’s frivolous! She’s absolutely one
of the best——"

"I do not want to hear anything about
her!” said Mr. Pycraft, breathing hard. " If
vou mention her name again, Glenthorne, I
shall cane you. Upon my word! What are
vou boys coming to nowadays? I am begin-
ning to think that it was a grave mistake on
the part of the school governors to indulge
in the luxury of this School Train. 1 fear it
iai] having a demoralising effeet upon you
a .n

“Why drag us all in, sir?” asked Hand-
forth indignantly,

“Be good enough to remain gilent, Hand-
forth!” rapped out Mi. Pyeraft.  * Atten
tion! Now then! Lect us get oen with this
leseon 1"
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ND after that Archie Glenthorne man-

A aged to drag his thoughts away from

Peggy Ann, and to give some litile
thought to the work in hand.

Not that this lasted long.

For during the next lesson—which hap-
pened to be geography—Archie wandered oif
as badly as ever. Afrer discoursing at sonie
length nwpon the geographical characteristics
of Italy, Mr. Pyvcraft instructed the Form to
draw their own maps of that country.

The fellows didn’t mind in the least; map-
drawing was always regarded as more or
lces an easy job. Mr, Pyeraft buried himesell
in a book wf:iuh was presumably connnected
with his work. The fact that this book was
heavily enshrouded in brown paper, how-
ever, led the juniors to entertain a few sus-
picions.  Mr. Pyeraft had a weakness for
thrillers, and the attention he bestowed upon
that book, and the eager way in which lie
devoured it, seemed to hint that it was
not entirely without grip.

Archie, commencing sincerely enough on
his map of Italy, drifted off into other
channels. DBefore very long he found himn-
self drawing outlines of Peggy Ann's head
and shoulders.

Pegey Ann herself would probably have
received a considerable shock if she could
have seen this alleged likeness. Iven
Archie himself was not quitea satisfied. He
told himself frankly that the greatest artist
in the world could not do justice to such a

face as hers. So his own efforts were
necessarily inadequate.
However, it was pleasant to sit there,

sketching Peggy Ann as he pictured her in
his mind’s eye. Far better than wasting his
time on an nninteresting map of Italy,
anyhow.

Archie was still engaged in this delightful
task when the lesson came to an end. Not
that Archie took any notice. He was lost
again. He did not even hear the rapping
of Mr. Pyeraft’'s cane; he did not hear the
closing of books, or the issuing of ordere,
His pen still drifted leisurely across his
paper.

“I am gratified, Glenthorne, to find that
vou are working eo assiduously,” =aid Nr.
Pycraft ominously. “However, you have
had ample timé to draw vour map of Italy,
and vou must now put vour pen away.”

Archie, of course, heard nothing of this.
In magination, he was on the Blackpool
front, strolling along the promenade with
Peggy Ann. The expression of serene con-
tentment upon his aristocratic face was sig-
nificant,

Nipper and Reggie Pitt and Handforth and
Boots and Christine—in fact, most of the
fellows—read the signs easilv. Archie’s sue-
ceptible heart had been touched again.
Handforth was bad enough when he hap-
pened to get “‘smitten,” but Archie gener-
ally went one better,

Myr. Pycraft left his desk, and came striding
down the class-room. Archie’s failure to
reply—or {o take any notice whatsoever—
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had aruused Mr, Pycraft's ire. Generally, he
left Archie alone., But to-day Archie had
been so inattentive, so “far away,” that
Mr. Pycraft felt 1mpelled to single him out
for special attention,

“Now, young man!” he ejaculated, bring-
ing his hand down with a resounding slap
on Archie's desk.

“Good gad!” yelped Archie, jumping about
two fcet into the air.

Unfortunately, Mr. Pycraft was in the way.
Archie's head crashed 1into Mr. Pyeraft's
chin as tho latter was commencing to bend
over the junior., There was a nasty eclick,
and then a fiendish yell. Mr, P}{‘T&ftﬁ
glasses jerked from his nose, slithered on to
the desk, and fell to the foor.

“(Odds concussions and smites!’ ejaculated
Archie, rubbingshis head. “1 mean to say,
good gad! What was that?”

“You—you dangerous young lunatic!™

bellowed Mr. Pycraft, dancing round. “My
jaw 18 bruken! Good heavens! I beheve
my teeth are loosened!”

“Th?" said Archie, looking round. *“Oh,

hallo! So it was you, what? Dash it all,
gif, is therd any nced to go about bmﬁing
chappies on the head? Rather near the
edge, what?”

- Ynu—}ou young idiot!” roared Mr. Py-
craft. “It was your own doing entirely!.
‘What do you mean by jerking up like that

and pushing your head into my jaw? I'm
hurt !"”
The Form looked on approvingly.  Any

incident that caused pain to Mr. Horace Py-
craft was naturally an incident to chard
over and to remember with glee.

“I say, really!” protested Archie. "I
mean, sir, how was 1 to know? You came
daah’inrr up, slapping the good old desk, and

“Enough!” panted the Form-master. “In
the—er—circumstances, Glenthorne, I will
overlook the matter, Let me see your map
of Italy.”

“My map Good gad!”
. Archie blankly.

Mr. Pyecraft enatched the papers from
Archie’s desk, and gazed in dumbfounded
surprise at the alleged drawings of Pegegy
Ann.  Archie was fairly strong on swimming,
and in running, and in his studies he was
by no means backward. But when it came
to drawing, the genial ass of the Remove was
unqguestionably on the weak side,

“What—what are these atrocities?” de-
manded Mr. Pyeraft. '

“ Atrocities ' repeated Archie. “0Oh, I
sav! Kindly be good enough, old thing,
to leave my private documents alone.”

“Your private documents!” thundered Mr.
Pycraft, “Wero you not supposed to be
drawing a map of Italy?”

“Now you come to mention it, gir, I be-
lieve there was some eort of general
scheme——"

“(Glenthorne, vou have been wasting vour
time!” snapped the master. 1 am amazed
that you should sit here, draning these
grotesque impressions of animals.”

of —— said
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

The whole Iorm rocked with laughter—
not eo much at Mr. Pycraft’s words, bul
at the expruasion on Archie’s face.

“Animals!” he gasped, horrified. * Why,
dash you, you blighter, these are portrmtu
of l‘egg‘. Ann!”

Mr. Pycraft started as though he had been
stung.

“Did I understand, Glenthorne, that you
called me a—er—Dblighter 7" he asked breath-

lessly. i
“I did, sir—and I apologise,” replied
Archie, breathing hard. “A mere slip of

the tongue—in the heat of the good old

But,
any chappie let his tongue skid when—

moraent, dash it, it's enough io make

“That will be suflicient!” broke in Mr.
Pyeraft coldly. *Since you have apologised,
(Glenthorne, I will not punish vou for that
gross insult. However, you will write me
five hundred lines for inattention during this
lesson.  As for these—these abaurdﬂ:lm, they
will go into the waste-paper basket.”

IIe strode back to his desk, tore the
sketches up, and consigned them to their
fate in the waste-paper basket. And Archie
Glenthorne looked on, hot and red with
indicnation.

1

CHAPTER 7.
Archie to the

1°S serious,” said Nipper, shaking his
i]\. l':]
Lessons were over for the day,

Rescue!

1

and

most of the fellows were hurrying
into  flannels, or otherwise smartening
themselves up, preparatory to  stunning

Biackpool with an invasion.

Archie Glenthorne, of course, was busily
engaged in changing into his most ‘:Llpﬂl‘b
suit.  And Nipper, as he stood beside the
School Train, in the welcome shade, had
a l:mk of great gravity on his face.

‘What's serious?” asked Handforth, com-
ing up with Church and MeClure.

“Jhis alfair of Archie—and Peggy Ann,”
replied Nipper.

Handforth a*uffvd

“Bother Archie!” he said. “We're not
g0oing fo Worry ourselves about that ass, are
we? He's old enough, and big enough, and
ugiy enough, to look after himself I should

hope . . ;
not the point, Handy,” said

“Phat's
Nipper. “When a fellow is as badly smitten
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as Archie, he needs looking after.
had to deal pretty drastically with you now
and again, but Archie is more helpless—"

*Hold on!” interrupted Handforth omin-

ously. *“*What's that you were saying ebout
me ("
“My dear chap, don’t get excited,” said

Nipper mldly.
& short one? What about that girl in
l.ondon? 'That one you met in a Tube train
on Whit Monday? Margaret was hor name,
wasn't it 7"

Handforth coloured.

“Oh, rot!” he blustered.
in danger, and I went to her rescue. 'This
affair of Archie’s i1s quite different. This
Preston girl is only in Blackpool on holiday,
and Archie ough: to have more sense——"’

LIie UIOuULio l.a, a 1C11UwW 's SCliath 1ca¥o il

when he falls in love,” said Nipper.
““Archie’s not really in lovﬂ, of course—
he'’s too young. But he thinks he's in love,
and that’s really worse. I've got a feeling
that we shall have to butt in before long.
Anyhow, we'll see how he goes on.”

“But the girl has gone now,” remarked
T'ommmy Watson. “Archie isn't likely to
meet her again.”

“My poor innocent!” grinned Nipper.
““Archie has arranged to meet her on the
front somewhere! 1 don’t suppose she cares
inuch about it—she doesn’t seem to be the
kind of girl who would hang round a chap
because he happens to have plenty of money.
No, I think she’s too good-hearted to tell
Archie to go and eat coke. So we shall
probably have to go to her assistance.”

“That girl was

“By squashing Archie?” asked Hand-
forth,
“Exactly.” "

“All right—let's squash him now and g
it over,” said Edward Oswald, with rehah
"“There’s no time like the present, my sons.
Where 15 he?”

“We’'ll give him a chance,” said Nipper.

“It's just possible that he :mght get aver
it during the day—and then we shan’t need
to take any action at all. We don’t want
to spy on him, either. We ean tell by his
attitude—to-night—if he’s still in the throes
or not,”

A

so absolutely gorgeous that a crowd of fags
whom he passed had the greatest d:ﬂicultv
in refraining from rushing up in a body
and rolling him in the dust.
pity to let him wander into Blackpool like
that. He was so absurdly neat and tidy
that he invited a little rough stuff,

Ille never knew what a narrow escape he
had had. And presently he found a well-
appointed tramecar which carried him into
the eentre of Blackpool—right to Talbst
Square, IFFrom here it was a simple matter
for Archie to get to the f{ront, and to mingle

ND so Handforth was disappointed.
The fellows

went off in  various
groups to have a good tihe 1n
Blackpool. Archie went off alone—

“Perhaps your memory is

It seemed a

—

=
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with the gay and happy throngs of heliday
makers,

“0Odds multitudes and throngs!” he mur-
mured. “I thought Blackpool was a pretuy
livelv sort of spot, but, dash it, this is a
dashed eye-opener !

He was rather bewildered by the crowds,
and by the general atmosphere of happy-go-
lucky gaiety. People who came, to Black-
pool for their holidays left behind all cares
and worries. At Blackpool they were deter-
mined wholeheartedly to enjoy themselves.
Blackpool iz essentially a town where tha

holiday-makers take their pleasures in the
highest spirits. |
Archie had no trouble, once he was on

the front, in finding the Central Pier. Peggy
Ann had told him to look out for the Tower,
and Archie found that it was impossible o
miss seeing the Tower. Tor, after all, the
Tower is Blackpool’s most outstanding land-
mark. Many of the juniors were to discover
that the Tower is one of those places where
vou can enter in the morning and - stay all
day—and find plenty of amusement during

every minute,

Archie was not interested in the Tower,
however, IIe hovered round the Central
Pier, and he began to get the wind up

very seriously. He had not expected to find
such throngs here. How wasz it possible for
him to locate Peggy Ann amongst all the-e
hundreds of prettv, gaily-dressed girls?

No matter where he looked, there were
girls, The vast majority of them were abo.¢
Peggy Ann’s own size and Dbuild—dainty
and sdm and attractive. They were all wear-
ing the latest fashion summer frocks, just
like Peggy Ann. And nowadays the fﬂahiﬂ‘.’li

are so similar that girls look very much
alike. More then a dozen times Archie
moved forward eagerly, thinking that ho

had spotted Peggy Ann, but in every case,
with a sensation of dismay, he realised that
ne was mistaken.

It afforded him some little relief, how-
ever, when he suddenly became aware
the fact that he was half an hour early fnr
the appointment. It was hardly likely thas
Peggy Ann would be here vet.

So Archie wandered off on to the beach,
intending to come back to the Central Pier
after about twenty minutc:.

uf

Considering Blackpool’'s size, and the
countless number of 1ts visitors, it was a
remarkable coincidenee that Archie shou.d

actually spot Peggy Ann soon after he had
got down on the sands.
Peggy Ann, to be exact, was bathing.
Being a good swimmer, she was some little
distance from her girl friends, and as Archie
approached the water's edge, she saw him,
And at the same moment he saw her.

“What-ho!” ejaculated Archie gladly.
“Oh, I say! Ilow positively priceless! 1
mean to sayv, Peggy Ann!”

It wasn’t astonishing, perhaps, that Hand-
forth & Co. and a few other St. Irank’s
juniors should be on the beach close oy.
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As vet they had not seen Archie—or Peggy )

Ann, either., The beaech was so thronged
that even Archie was mnot particularly
noticeable, except to those within a close
radius.

GGY ANN ceased swimming, and
trod water, She waved gaily.

Archie waved in return—and he

was so intent upon looking at Peggy

Ann that he quite failed to realise that he

was walking down the beach towards the

sca,  Happily he continued to wave;

serenely ho continued to walk forward—
right into the water 1itself!

But still he went on, oblivious of every-
thing. There, ahead of him, was Peggy
Ann, looking absolutely charming as she
bobbed about in the blue sea. Archie could
see nothing else; he wanted to see nothing
else. 8till he went walking forward until
the water reached up to his knees—

Nipper and Handforth and the other
juniors, watching from the beach, looked on
in  amazement, Peggvy Ann herself was
dumbfounded. Mechanically she econtinued
to wave—and in that moment Archie's
whole atlitude changed.

It was an indication of his state of mind
—for now he assumed that Peggy Ann was
in difficulties. She was waving for help!
She was out of her depth, and about to

sink! These were the thoughts that chased
themselves frantically through Archie’s
mind. :

“Good gad!” he panted hoarsely.

Archle was not the kind of fellow
hesitate, and he did not hesitate now,
plunged forward into the sea, swimming
strongly. His straw hat was lifted off by &
gentle wave,

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Handforth,
staring. “‘Look at Archie! He's gone off
his rocker!”

“Swimming—with all his clothes on!” said
Reggie Pitt, shaking his head. *“ Poor old
Archic! He's gone potty at last!”

Peggy Ann, having recovered from her
double  astonishment, was  swimming
towards Archie now—and for the life of her
she could not understand why he had
piunged in so dramatically.

With a few sewift strokes, she met him,
and then stopped swimming. She looked very
charming in her gaily-coloured swimming
suit and rubber cap.

“Whatever is the maiter, Archie?” she

to
He

’.
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“How frightfully ridie.!” said Archie. *1I
thought you were drowning "

**And 15 that why you swam out to me—
fully dressed like this?” asked the girl
softly. ““Obh, it was champion of you, Archie.
But vou shouldn’t have done it. You've
spoilt your suit.”

Archic was so confused—so embarrassed—
that he hardly knew what to say. He felt
supremely ridiculous. In his haste he had
jumped to a perfectly preposterous conclu-
sion. Peggy Ann was merely swimming,
and he had been ass enough fo think that she
was in danger!

“I'm most frightfully sorry!” he said
awkwardly. “I mean, dash it, vou must
think that I'm a priceless sort of chump,
yvou know. If it comes to that, I suppose I
am a perfectly priceless sort of chump!
Absolutely !

“T think it was verv nice of you,” said
the girl, “Only I can’t quite understand
why you should mistake my friendly wave
for a danger signal.”

““Oh, absolutely not,” replied Archie.
‘“Perfectly preposterous of me, old fairy.”

“I was going to meet you at the Central
Pier in about half an hour,” said Peggy
Ann. *“I was just coming out, in fact, so
that I could get dressed mn time., T'll still
meet vou there, if vou really want me to.”

“Oh, rather! Absolutely!” said Archie,
“But hardly in half an hour, old girl, if you
don't mind. I mecan, it'll take me slightly
longer——"

“All right, then—we'll say an hour,” in.
terrupted Peggy Ann., “You'd better get
ashore now, Archie, and change those wet
things of yours.”

Some of the other girls were coming up,
and Archie did not feel like facing them.
He gave Peggy Ann a grateful glance, and
swam off towards the shore—only to find
a whole crowd of grinning St. Frank's fellows
awaiting his arrival, .

He came out of the water looking wvery
much like a drowned rat. All his super
elegance had gone. ;

“How's the water, old man?” asked Nip-
per politely. '

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Really, Nipper, old scream—'

“You scemed in such a hurry to bathe
that I thought the water was exceptionally
nice,” continued Nipper. *“I suppose it's a
new fashion to go in dressed like this?”

»

“You dashed blighter !” said Archie coldly,
“You know dashed well that I was under
the impression that Peggy Ann was drown
~—— I mean, I thought—" SRaRt -

“Ha, ha, ha!” e "R

“So that's it!"” yelled Handforth. *Poor
old Archie! He thought Peggy Ann .was
drowning! Oh, my only sainted aunt! Hag
anybody scen his keeper?” s

““Ha, ha, ha!l” i

Archie Glenthorne raced away, his ears
burning as the other juniors yelled with
boisterous laughter.

asked wonderingly..

“Don't attempt to swim, dear old thing!”
anted Archie. “Just cling to me. I'll
ave vou ashore in two jiffies.”

“But I don't want to go ashore,” said
Peggy Ann. '
"~ ““No?"” ejaculated Archie, with a gulp.
“But I thought—— 1 mean, it seemed to
me—— Odds mistakes and blunders! Arcn't
you drowning, old girl?™

“Drowning ?"” gasped Peggy Ann. “0Of
course I'm not !”

L
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CHAPTER 8.
Time to Take Action!

b4 IDN'T I say that something 1nust be
D done?” asked Nipper, looking
round at the others.
“But
Heggie Pitt,

“We've got to cure Archie of his fifty-
hiorse-power  affection,” replied Nipper.
“1t's not fair to Peggy Ann! Think how
einbarrassing it was for her out there in the
water—with one of our chaps swimming out
wo her fully dressed!”

‘There were many chuckles. The group of
Removites had gathered together on the
Lench after Archie had fled.

“Well, ke knows what he's about,”
vrinned Dick Goodwin. ‘‘He couldn’t do
iw'.,lt:’l; than fall in love with a Lancashire
vuss !

“You only say that, you ass, because
vou're a Lancashire chap yourself,” said
iiundforth, with a sniff. ‘ These Lancashire
virls are jolly fine, I'll admit, but there’s
o reason why Archie should go so dotiy
over one of them!”

“I dare say it'll be your
next ! chuckled Goodwin.

*NMe?” said Handforth, with a
glare. “If you're asking for a
thick ear, Dick Goodwin——-"

“Well, well!” put in Vivian
Travers. “There’s no need to get
cxeited, Handforth, dear old
fellow. We've been expecting you
to ‘ fall ’ for one of these Blackpool
belles for hours!”

‘““Ha, ha, hat”

Handforth looked Ilike being
violent for & moment or two; then
shoulders and

1

what can we do

turn

iie shrugged his
rlJHf!]d.
“(:0 ahead!” he said tartly.

“ You can't get my rag out like
ibat! These Blackpool girls are
jolly nice, but there are so many
attractions of another kind that 1
haven’t any time for 'em.” ’

“Yes, that reminds me,” said
Church.  **What about going along
to the South Shore? ? want to
have a thrill on the Big Dipper, and there's
a thing called the Velvet Coaster, isn't
ihere? And the Matterhorn?”

" Rather !” said Handforth enthusiastically.
“I’ve got a handbook all about those shows.
We'll go through the River Caves, and we’l]
try the Whip and Noah’s Ark, and all the
rest of em. Then we've got to go up the
Tower, too, and goodness knows what else.”

~ “No need to do everything to-day,
Handy,” said Nipper. “Plenty of time,
you Jmnw. We're not leaving Blackpool just
yet.

“Yes, but I'm afraid we shall leave before
the Lancashire and Worcestershire mateh,
which starts on the 29th,” said Handforth

y!f:-t_uni]}, “Why can’t the school authorities
5.;[::’;:'; s 1o stay over, so that we can sce
T

said |
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“Well, I dare say we shall be able to =ee
some decent club ericket matches in Stanley
Park,” said Nipper consolingly. “But I
scemn to remember that we were talking
about Archie. I really think that we cught
to do something for the poor chap. He's
in a bad way. Any fellow who cam mis-
understand a bathing girl’s cheery wave for
a signal for help is evidently in the last

11

throes!

“The only thing to do with Archie is to
put handcuffs on him, chains round s
ankles, and then lock him up somewhere,”
said Handforth,

“It would be different if Peggy Aun—1
think that's her name-—had a fiance,” =aid
Nippexr thoughtfully. “Or, at least, a boy
friend—about twice Archie’s size. If he

‘came along and found the girl with a chap

When Archie came out ol the water he looked

had gone. ‘‘ How’s the water, old man? ™ g
bathing when dressed Iike this ? ** Archie st
ter. They had no

like that, the -hiock would be enough for
him, and he'd <oon get over it.”
“By gum !” said Goodwin suddenly,
got an idea, you fellows,”
“QOut with 1t!” =aid Nipper.
“Well, T used to know a fellow in Black-
pool,” continaed Dick, “named Dave Wad-

“1I've
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dington. Ife keeps a cyvele shop in the town,
A big, hefty chap—and he’s as keen as mus-
taid on practical jokes.”

“But how cun he help us?” asked IHand
forth.
“Well, it's easy,” replied Dick. * Why

shouldn’t we go to this old pal of mine and
tell hirn how the position stands?
mroduce hun to Peggy Ann., and [ix it up
with her so that Dave Waddington is with
her when Archie comes along.  Naturally,
Archie will be a bit stariled to sce this

chup with the girl, and he'll be scared off

rowned rat.

All his former superb elegance
v. ** And I suppose it’s a new f[ashicn to go
. but the other juniors shrieked with laugh-
lovesick Archie !

when Dave Waddington gives iiim a black
look."”

"“A black look’s no good,” said Hand-
forth, **He'll have to give Asch'e a biff on
the nose.”

“T'm not sure that the pfiri wonld agree
to all this,” said Nipper, shaking lds head.

\We'll n- |
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Ui fellow, Dave Waddington, may be a
vight, ek, but he’s a stranger to the girl,
and e
I "isasy. dear old fellow
| Fravers,

P

casy P murmured
“The fair damsel approacheth.”
|

LGOY ANN and two ov three of her
pirl friends were connng along 1he
beach. Peggy  Ann had  quickly
dressed, and she was now looking

frest and radiant after ber bathe, her bhar

wuvine 1 ithe sea breceze,

.. *Tm

glad vou boyvs are heve,” she sad,
i~ she came up. 1 hope your
frtend, Archie, will be able to get.
back to the wtrain all right.  Hae
was dreadfully wet, vou know.”

“Anvbody who dashed into the
scie as he did couldn’t help geiting
wetl,” smiled Nipper., “But vaou
needn’t worry about him:  he'll
tirn up again before long, and as
clogant as over.”

There was a  brief

pPause-—a
ruther awkward pause.

“"Teok here,” =aid Handforin
bluntly., “We were just talking
abiout vOil—Miss—Miss Pogey
Ann!”

“Were  vou?”  she asked in

."-IH'!}]'?.‘*‘I:"!.

“Yes, rather!” said Handfortn,
who goenerally came out with a
thnng srraight from the shoulder,

“We've got an idea that Archie’s
*eone’ on you.”
“1 believe he does rather like
e, sadd Peggy Aun demurely,
“But how about vou?”’ aszked
Handforth, “It's ull very well for
Archie, but vou can't have this

~illy ass hanging round you for the
next few davs, bothering vou all
the time. We've got an 1dea that

vou wonld like him to be choked
'_-Jﬁ"'.‘:!

Pegegy Ann's friends were smil-
me, and Peggy  Ann herself

~cemed amused, too,

“Well, not exacily choked off,” she said.
"1 wdmit he’s rather pressing. And I don’t
ke to rell him that T don't want himn. He's
such a champion sort, So good-natured. and
wo friendly.”

“"He's all that,” said Nipper. *“"Archie’s
oue of the best—true biue. But if we can
hetp vou, Miss Peggy Ann, vou've only got to
sav the word, you know.”

“How can you me ¥’ she asked, iu
.5111‘]}Ti31', .

“Welil, we think that if Archie came along
' and found you with some other fellow--a big
fellow--he would get the wind up and give
vou wip as a bad job, as it were.”

ll{]ii 11‘1

“He only necds one short lessow like that”

aontied Nipper.  **Dick Goodwin here Q

help

1%
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Lancashire chap himself, you know, and he
knows somebody in Blackpool who'll help.
It must be a stranger to Archie, or he'll sus-
pect something.”

“You don’t mean anything violent, do
you?" asked the girl, *“Perhaps it would be
as well if Archie was—was simmered down a
bit. I like him, but I'm afraid he's getting
a bit too interested in me. I mean, he's only
a schoolboy, isn’t he?”

“That's all—and he's a good-natured sort
of chump,” said Nipper. ““Once ho gets over
this little affair, he’ll be as right as rain
again, You see, we want to cure him be-
cause he's such a handful, and he'll be getting
into trouble with the masters, too. He's
neglecting his lessons, and getting absent-
minded, and—and all sorts of things. So we
really want you to agree to this scheme, Miss
Peggy Ann.”

She laughed.

“All right, then,” she said readily. *“If it
will help Archie, I'll readily agree. I don’t
want hin to get into any trouble with his
masters. But hnw 13 it going to be done?”

“Nothing casier,” replied \mpm “You're
going to meet him soon, aren’t you?"

“Well, he insisted,” she murmured.

il hen vou meet him make an appoint-
ment for this cvening,” said Nipper. “Natu-
rally, he'll grab at it, and agree to be there.
'lh{:n ﬁhen he arrives this evening, he’ll find
that vcru ve got this big fellow with you.
He'll assume that the big fellow is your
fiancé, or somcthing like that—particularly
when the big fellow gives Archie a black look
and tells him to buzz off.”

“0Oh, it's too bad,” said Peggy Ann,
alarm.

“You've got to be cruel to be kind!” said
Handforth bluntly, *“It's no good taking
half-measures ‘H'itfl a chap like Archie—when
he's so badly smitten. I don't blame him, of
course,” he added, as he looked appmnn&;h
at the girl’'s blue eyes and pretty face.
fact, Archie has got thundering gnnd
taste——  Hi, what's the matter with you,
Churchy? Leave my arm alone, Mac!”

There were many chuckles as Church and
McClure tried to drag Handforth back. They
were in mortal fear that Handforth himself
would take a tip from Archie, and get
smitten with Peggy Ann's undoubted charmq
¢ “You can take it from us that everything

n

will be all right,” said Nipper hnshly “Tlus
bxg fellow s a chum of Dick Goodwin's, and
Dick can guarantee him., Can’t you, Dick?”

“Dave Waddington is a chnmpmn " said
Gnﬂdwm promptly. “You'll like h1m miss.

*++++++++++

uesdag Qd
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He'll only be with you for five minutes, any-
how—and we shall be in the offing to watch
how things proceed,”

Still the girl hesitated.

“I'll tell you what,” said Nipper. “We'll
go along and see Dave Waddington now, and
we'll fix it up with him, and then we’ll bring
him along and introduce him to you. How's
ti{!}ilE!? If you don't like him the whole thing's
off.

: e ‘»i‘{ell, that's better,” said Peggv Ann
SI0OW1Y.

“There's really nothing in it,” smiled
Nipper. “You wait for Archie until he comes
up. As goon as he arrives Dave Waddington

appears on the scene and makes Archie
believe that youw’re his girl. Archie gets a
shock, says goad bye, and he's cured. Dave

W a.dihnrgtan raises his cap and goes off, and
vou won't be bothered any more. That’s the
whole thing in a nutshell—and I don’t see
how it can fail to work.”

“Oh, I think it will work all right,” said
Peggy ‘Ann. “But is it quite fair to Archie?
He's such a really good sort, yvou know. I
like him immensely—and if he wasn't so—so
pressing, everything would be all right. But
after the way he ran mtn the water a little
while ago to ‘rescue’ me, I hardly know
what he'll do next.”

“You take my tip and let us arrange this
plan,” said Handforth. ‘" Archie’'s a fair
terror when he gets going, and he won't give
yvou a minute's peace as long as the School
Train’s in Blackpool. He had an awful time
with his Form-master to-day, and he'll be
worse to-morrow. He'll get lines and swish-
ings, and by the way he's going on he might
even get sacked from the school!”

Pegey Ann nodded

“ All right,” she said briskly. “I'll agreec'
I hate to think of Archie gethng himself
into such trouble on my account.”

& ELL, that's that,” said Nipper con-
tentc-dh

They were in the town now,

and they had arranged to meet:

Peggy Ann within half an hour

outside the Tn 011 in Talbot Bquare, :

“] shouldn’t be too sure, dear old fellow,”
said Travers, shaking his head. *““Peggy Ann
is a tender- hearted damsel, I imagine, It
wouldn't surprise me in the least if she
backs out at the last minute.”

“I don’t think so,” said Nipper. “Any-
how, it all depends upon this chap, Dave Wad-
dmgt{m If he agrees, and if Peggy Ann
likes him, the wheeze is bound to work,”

“Well, come along,” said Dick Goodwin.
“We'll soon-be at Dave's place now. I
1 haven’t seen him for years, and I'll bet I'll
givo him a surprise. It's his father who's got
the cycle business, of course; but I expect
Dave 1s at work now, too. He left school a
couple of yeats ago.’

They found, upon mveshgatmn, that the
cycle busjness had now grown into a very
large garage and service station, And it
wasn't long before Dave Waddington himself
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appeared—brought out from the office by
1iek Goodwin.

He proved to be a big young fellow—
nearly six feet high—in overalls. Dave, like
most Lancashire people, believed in working
hard kimeelf, even though he was part pro-
prietor of the garage, He was an open-
faced, grinning young fellow, and he shook

hands cheerily with the St. Frank’s boys,

“What’s this Dick’s bees telling me?’ he
asked hoisterously. “You want me to meet
a pretty girl?  Where s she? I'm your
wan !’

Dick explained the sitnation, with a little
help from Nipper.,

“H'm! A rather ticklish job,” said Dave
at length. “It's a tall order, my lads, You
don’t want me to do anyihing drastie to
vour young school c¢him, I suppose?”

“ Nothing much,” said Nipper. “Just
make hire understand that Peggy Ann s
your girl—even though she isn’t, vou know,
and put the wind up him a bit. e only
needs one shock like that, and the fever will
leave him.”

Dave Waddington grinned

“Well, I can spare ten minutes now,” he
said briskly,  ““Where’s this sweet young
thing #”

“*No larks, mind,” said Dick warnimgly.
“8he’s a hice girl, and she won't welcome it
if vou get too fresh with Lher. Understand,
Dave, it’s only a wheeze to cure old Archice.
The girl doesn’t want to meet vou at all—it's
our idea. And it won't be plaving the game
if vou take advantage of the sitnation.”

Dave chuckled.

“Youn can trust me, can’t you?’ he said,
giving Dick Coodwin a <lap on the hack.
“T'll play the game!”

3

CHAPTER 9.
A Shock for Archie!

o ITAT-HO ! Greetings, and all that
“f sort of thing !”
Archibald Winston Derek Glen-

thorne, resplendent once more,
gracefully raised his hat as he joined Peggy
Ann near the Central Pier. The afternoon
was a hittle older, but the sun was still <hin-
mgly warmly, and the scene in general was

s gayv as ever,

“However Jid youn mauage it in time®”’
arked Peggy Ann, regarding him  with
approval,  “You leok splendid again,
Avchie.”

“Oh, really!” protested Archie, "I mean,
how absolutely ridie.! That is teo say,

absolutely not!”

“And what about your oither clothes?”
went on the girl. “U'm afraid they're rmined
—and it's all my fault.”

“Good gad, no!” protested Archie. "1 was
a frightfully silly chump to assume that you
were n danger just because von waved to ane.
I' mean, T ought 10 have known that you
were able to swin like a dashed fish, Kindly
refrain from referring to the good old sube
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ject agaw,  What about a spui of some-
thing jolly, and all that? The switchback, or
a cinema, or something equally vipe?”

“Shall we go to the South Shore, thent"

“Anywhere you say, old dear—that is to
say, old thing,” replied Archie cheerfully,
“I mean, I'm something of a stranger in
these parts, But I gather that we shall bhe
able to have large slices gf enjoyment if we
go hither and thither a bit, Blackpool secins
to be one solid mass of amusements, if vou
get my wmeaning.”

They went off—Archie quite
notice that Peggy Ann's friends were no
Jonger with her. Strictly speaking, the girl
would have preferred to spend all her
time with her girl chums; but she cou'd
sec that Archie was in deadly earnest, and
she hadn’t the heart ro choke himm off. Tn
fact, she couldn’t do tt.

And before long she found that she was
thoronghly enjoying lersell  in Archis’s
company.

They went for a long walk along tw
promenade—which at Blackpool runs for
practically six miles in a series of realiy
amazing roads and terraces, sheer with the
sea all the way.

Considering ithat Blackpoo! lius spent over
a million paunds on its promenades, ot
can easily be satisBed that the result 1-
worth while.

As Archie and Peggy Ann strolled alowg
the mnain promenade, they saw a fine road-
way alongside them—with motor-cars glid
ing to and fro. Then there was a double
track for the tramwav serviee—one of the
best and swiftest in the country. Between
the trams and the sea there was the broud
parade; broad enough to accommodate ol
of Blackpool's thousands of summer visitors
without anybody getting in another's wa..

failing to

The great span which stretches from tne
Northh Pier round the bend of the eliff's
heyond, is we!l worth sceing. lier upowu

tier, 1ae four splendid promenades continue
—the most wonderful parade, perhaps, in
the world. Along the lower tier, one is
practically level with the sea, and one geis
the lmpression of strolling along the deck
of a veszel 1n mid-ocean. Higher up, there
are breezes to battle aguinst— glorions seau
breczes, stralght from the oeecan.

Aud high above all, crowning everything,
is the real promenade—magnificent strefehoes
of wonder, with restful sunken gardens, an.d

Fs:.-lﬂ-*l.'nri;y-da‘:wrl.ﬂwd beauty spots,

Az for other pleasures—of the more thrill
ing kind—DBlackpool has everything to offer,
Dancing, bathing, boating, theatres, cinemas
—cveryraing. A number of the 8t Frank’s
fellows were already sampling Blackpoo! -
famous open air baths, acknowledged to Le
the finest in the world. An mmmense elip:
tical building in the Renalssance style, wirh,
diessing accommodation for nearvly six hun
dred bathers—and  where five thousun:
pectators can assemble and view the sconw.
These haths are always supplied with filtered
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water, pgraduated in depth
visitors way either paddle, plunge about,
or actually swim. It is an aquatic coliseum.

= And then the piers—three of them., The
North Pier, the Central Pier, and Victoria
Pier. All are tip-top, and Archie was rather
confused by so many splendours during this
walk with Peggy Ann. Not that he gave
much attention t® Blackpool’s attractions;
he was too contented with Pegesy Ann's
companionship.

Peggy Ann herself
charmed by Archie’s
He was so obviously
true blue.

Archie hardly realised how the time had
gone when, at last, they found themselves
“back near the Central Pier.

“Well, I'm afraid I shall have to be going
now," said Peggy Ann, smiling. “And you
must get back to your Sclmol Train, too—="

“Oh, what rot!” protested Archie. I
mean, there's plenty of time wvet.”

“But we've been walking for nearly two
hours,” smiled Peggy Ann.

“Good gad! It doesn’t seem {two
minutes " e;aculated Archie, with a start.
“Perhaps you're right, old dear. 1 mecan,
what you say is the: good old law, you know.
I was wondering if there's any chance of—
of meeting you—"

- “If you could possibly get out later on
this evening, how about a wisit to the

so that the

was amused and
genuine friendship.
decent; so patently
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Empress ball-room?’
lowering er gaze,

She only just caught sight of Archie’s
flush—of the gleam of happiness in his
eves—and she felt guilty. For it was at
the Empress ball-room that the little
“wheeze'” was to be worked on Archic.
Everything was definitely arranged, and al-
though Peggy Ann had agreed to it readily
enough, she was now beginning to feel that
it was not quite sporting, Archie was so
thoroughly decent, It didn’t seem like play-
ing the game, However, Peggy had herseif
realised that Archie was far too interested
in her; and, besides, he would probably
get into very serious trouble with the school
authorities unless he was forced to come to
his senses.

“The Empress ball-room?” said Archie
brightly. ‘ Absolutely the stuff to give them,
old thing! Absolutely! I'll be there on
the guod old spot. Just mention the time,
and you'll find me waiting.”

3 RCHIE went back to the School Train

suggested Peggy Ann,

in 8 kind of delirium, He had prd

up the appointment, and he could

hardly believe in his good fortune.

He was to go to the Empress ball-room

with Peggy Ann later on in the evening—

and everything was all serene, HE& felt that
he was treading on air.

When he arrived at the School Train, he

long Bay."
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found one or two fellows casually lounging
abon:. T'he fact that he was late for calling-
eover did not worryv Archie in the least, The
expression of seraphie happiness on his face
was eloquent.

“You're in lad,”
satd \aner. your
track !

*(ood man!" said Archie heartily, as ne
climbed abeoard the train,

*“Buat he's after your blood——"

“Who cares?” sang Archie,

He continued humming as he passed
through the class-room coach on his way to
change his clothes. e quite failed to sec
Mr. Horace Pycraft barring the way.

“One moement, Glenthorne!” said the
Form-master ominously.

**Oh, hallo! 8o there you are, what?”
said Archle, slapping Mr. Pyeraft on the
back, and gripping his hand. “Topping,
old horse! Dashed pleased to see you!”

“Why, what on earth

“Frightfully rushed just now, though,”
went on Archie, beaming. ‘““Sorry I can't
¢top, old sea-lion. Another time, what?”

He was about to pass on, but Mr. Pyeraft
caught him by the arm.

“(lenthorne!” he gasped.
gone mad ?"

‘ Not precisely mad, old dear, but I mm*r
think that I’'m a bhit dotty with joy,” said
Archie. ‘““Be good angh to remove fthe
good old ﬂ:pper I’m in the deuce of a
huarry

“How dare you?” fumed Mr. Pyeraft,
who had an idea that Archic was dehbprateh
checking him. “Glenthorre, I am amaz>d
at your insolence! You are late for calling-
cver.”

* Absolutely !
“What is your excuse for hemg late 2"

Arclie,
Pycraft's

trouble,

*QOld

my
orl

“Iave you

“Kxcuse?” said Archie, *There's absn-
lutely no excuse, old walrus, A chappie
can’t always be on time, yvou know

“If you dare to use any of these gl‘ﬂ:“]}
absurd terms to me agai=, I shall cane you !
<napped Mr. Pycraft. " Glenthorne, you
will write me five hundred lines for being
late for calling-over.”

“Thanks most frightfully, old cheese!”

“What?” gasppd Mr. Pyeraft,

““Oh, rather,” said Archie, bmming.
" ‘kmrhmg to please vou, old onion!

lHe was so enraptured with his arrange-
ment to meet Peggy Ann that he completely

forgot Mr. Pyeraft’s dignity and station,
In faet, he hardly gave Mr. Pyeraft a
thought. And a mere matter of five hun-

dred lines struck him as a trifle. The fellows

had not exaggerated when they had toid
Peggy Ann that Archie was liable to getl
himself into serious trouble with the school
authorities.

“You—you impertinent young scamp !
panted Mr. Pyeraft hoarselv, ‘“ After what
I have said to you, how dare you continue
n this strain. And what of the lines that
I gave you this morning? Where are they?”

“Techo answers where,” chuckled Archie.

p 1

“A: a matter of fact, old cheddar,
forgotten all about the dashed things.
fully careless of me, and all that sort of
frightfnl rhing, but yvou know what it i-
Something in the sea air, what? Another
time, laddie—another time!” '

“Good heavens!” said Mr.
jaw sagging,

He was so starfled that he .allov.ed Archie
to walk away—but his manner soon altere |,
and it was evident that Mr., Pycraft was
preparing ‘“‘a rod in pickle” for the love-
lorn genial ass of the Remove!

R. PYCRAI'T lost no time in goiug

M to Nelson Lee’s study. He felt that

such behaviour as Archie's should

be dealt with by the School Train's

Head. Unfortunately for Mr., Pyeraft's

plan, Nelson Lee was cut, so the thing had
to be left in abeyance.

Exasperated, Mr. Pycraft seized his cane
and went charging through the train, looking
for Archie.

“Where i1s Glenthorne?” he demanded,
as he arrived in the Junior Study Coach,
and barged into Handforth and one or two
other juniors in the narrow paszage,

“Somewhere about, sir,” said Handfor-h
vaguely.

“I do not intend to chaze up and down
1his train!” snapped Mr, Pyeraft. **1f any
hoy here knows where Glenthorne 15, let
him tell me at once!”

But the juniors seemed to be mnipluvn
i the dark regarding Archie’s whereabonr.
Actually, they knew that he was in the dor-
mitory coach, changing his clothes,

Mr, Pyceraflt met with more success when
he came opposite to Study A, and found
(‘laude Gore-Pearce just emerging.

“Do you know where Glenthorne i&?"” de-
manded the Form-master.

“(Changing his clothes, sir—in the dormi-
tory ! replied Gore-Pearce promptly.

“Rotter!” came a bellow from Handfor
further down the corridor.

Mr. Pyeraft found Archie half-undresec:],
and he was somewhat startled when {he
4]r=;_rant Remov:te ave him a cheery salute.

‘Here again, at?" said Archio- {‘nﬂph

“What a lad yuu are for dodging about, sir
All over. the d'lwhed place, if you T-mnw
what I mean.’

“Glenthurne, I have had enough of your

I've
Awe

Pyeraft, s

nonscnee!” said Mr, Pyeraft.  “Hold out
vour hand!”

“(Good g;ad‘ caning, what?” gaid
Archie. Oh, well, just as you lke sir,

If it’s going to give you any pleature
ahead !”

He held out his hand, and MNr. Pyeraft
brought his cane down noientl

“What-ho! Sundry tingles!” saxd Archie,
wringing his hand, but grinning quite hap-
pily. “Well, thai's that. Thanks very
much, sir. There’s nothing like getfting it
over and done with.”

“The other hand, Glenthorne!”
Pyeraft.

g0

roared Mr.
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“Eh? The other hand?
vou mean!"” said Archie. “Right-ho! Any
old thing, sir. You might as well have a
good time while you're about it!”

Swish!

“The other again!”

Swish !

“And again!” grated Mr. Pycraft.

Swish !

“0Odds delays and hindrances!” protested
Archie. “This 1s getting somewhat monoto-
nous, isn't it, old shrimp?”

“How dare vou call me a shrimp?” bel-
lowed Mr, Pyeraft, “Glenthorne, 1 am
beginning to think that you have taken
leave of your senses! Even when I cane
you, you are no better! You will write mo a
thousand lines for this fresh impertinence!”

He stormed away, and Archie sighed.

“Oh, well, I suppose these things are sent
to try ws,” he murmured, as he gazed rue-
fully at his pufly hands. "I must say that
the blighter has plenty of strungth in the
good old arm department. Dash i

Oh, T sco what

him!

And Archio dismissed all thoughts of Mr.
Pycraft and the swishing, and proceeded with
his dressing. Canings and lines were mere
trivialities to him just now!

the dormitory coach, resplendent in
immaculate evening-dress, with a
light overcoat slung over his arm. Ile
was gorgeous from tip to toe,
“What's the great idea?” inguired DBob
Christine, of the Fourth.
“Just off, laddie,” replied Archie brightly.
“(roing to the good old dance, you know.”

“Have you a permit to go out after lock-
ing-up ?”

“"A permit?” gaid Archie, waving his
hand. “Who cares about dashed permits?
Pray don't be so ridic., old dear.”

TEN minutes later Archie emerged from

“You'll get vourself sacked if you go on

like this,” said Bob carnestly. “ You mustn't
go out to a dance without a permit, Archie!
Don't forget that we're under the same rules
and regulations as at St. Frank's. You'll be
breaking bounds, and that's a serious
offence——"" |

“Be good cnough, you ass, to move out of
the way,” said Archie coldly. “ Who cares
about bounds? Or who ecares about rules

and regulations? Dash them! I have an
important appointment.,”
And he pushed past the startled Bob

Christine, opened the nearest door, and left
the train,

Incidentally, Nipper and Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West and Handforth and a few
others left the train, too. They had no per-
mits, but they felt that Archie needed look-
ing after, and they risked the punishment
for breaking bounds in order to be ready
to stand by him.

Besides, there was likely to be some amuse-
ment outside the Empress ball-room very
shortly !

CHAPTER 10.
Not as Planned!

1?!

i DDS  visions and dreams said
Archic breathlessly. *“1 mecan to
say, how absolutely stunning!
Pegey Ann, old girl, you look per-

feetly priceless!”

He had just met his Lancashire lass, and,

in all truth, Peggy Ann was certainly look-
ing wonderful in her dance frock. It was

by no means an expensive creation, but Peggy

Ann wore 1t so becomingly that it scemed to
Archie that no dance frock in the whole
world could be equal to it. It was so warm
that evening that although Peggy Ann had
a light coat witnh her she was not wearing
it.

They were outside the Empress, and
although it was not yet dark, myriads of
electric lights were gleaming. The place was
noisy with gay laughter and cheery voices.

Peggy Ann felt more guilty than ever.
This was the great moment. Neither of
them knew that Nipper and the other St.
Frank's fellows were within sight—ready to
lend a hand 1f necessary.

“Iid vou get permission to come, Archie
nsked Peggy Ann, striving to satisfy herself
that she was justified in being a party to
Lthe trick. “

“Permission ?”" repeated Archie.  ““ Abso-
lutely not!”

“But won't you get into trouble ?”

“1 dare say there might be a spot of
bother later on, but who cares?” replied
Archie blithely. “As a matter of fact, old
Pverafr swished me rather heftilyv—— I mean
Good gad! I didn’t mean to say

“Oh, look at your hands!” eried Peggy
Ann, with concern. “Oh, how awful!
You've been caned—and caned hard! And
all because of me!”

“ Absolutely not!” L |
say, what rot!”

“And now you've come out again—vou're
breaking bounds,” continued the girl. “1It's
because I asked vou to! You might even be
expelled from the school I

The prospect of thie sack did not seem to
worry Archie in the least.

“Let's go in,.old girl,” he said hastily.
“I mean, what about a slice of dancing, and
all that sort of thing?"

Peggy Ann steeled herself now, and she
felt more casy in mind. It was very evi-
dent that Archie needed a serious jolt to
jerk him out of this dangerous condition.
For unless something drastic happened, he
would undeubtedly get himself into wvery
serious trouble with the school authorities,

“Hallo! Here we are! Sorry I'm a bit
late, Peggy!”

A boisterous, cheery voice struck Archie's
ears, and he spun round. He beheld a tall
voung fellow, also in evening dress, with a
frank, open, cheery face. He was in the act
of taking Peggv Ann's arm,

“Here, I say!” protested Archie indig-
nantly,

"1”

protested Archie.
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Peggy Ann’s ‘‘flancé >’ gave Archie
a shove, and the junior went somer-
saulting backwards into the roadway.
When he sat up his superb evening
dress was dusty and solled, and his
topper was a battered and ruined
wreck. ‘“Oh, you brute!’ ex-
claimed Peggy Ann,

"Friend of yours?” inquired Mr. Wad-
dington, as he glanced at Archie,

“Well, yes,” said Peggy Ann. “He's—
he's one of the schoolboys from the St.

Frank'e train.”

“Oh, I see,” said Dave. *‘Pleased to meet
you, young ’'un. Now you'd bhetter be run-
uing off !”

Archie bristled,

““Not merely a ridiculous suggestion, but a
foul one,” he said warmly. “I have ar-
ranged to take this young lady into the ball-
room. A few waltzes and fox-trots and so
forth seem to be indicated. Be good enough
te take vour dashed carcase elsewhere, you
blighter!”

Mr. Waddington, who had been expecting
a very easy conquest, regarded Archie with
surprise.  He had taken it for granted, in
fact, that Archie would get the wind up and
go away. But this dandified junior was re-
vealing a considerable amount of spirit.

“Now look here, young ‘'un,” said Mr.
Waddington genially. “You’re only a kid;
a schoolboy. You can’t take this young lady
ymto the Empress.”™

“Dash you!” sald Archie. “What hag it
chunk of inter-

got to do with you, vou
ference? You frightful oscillation! Peggy
Ann has arranged—"

“Well, I';n going to arrange it differ-

ently,” interrupted Mr. Waddingion., " Come
ulong, Peggy Ann.”

Tho girl hesitated.

“1I'm not so sure——"" <he began.

"But he's only a kid!” protested Dave
Waddington  boisterously. “Look lhere,
youngster,” he added, turning to Archie,
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“don’t you think it's aboul time vou buzzed

offt ? My fiancée——"
He paused, deliberately, hoping thut
Archie would jump to conclusions.  Archie

did.

“Your fiancée!” he babbled. “Good gad!
I-=I thought—— Oh, 1 say, I'm most fright-
fully sorry, don't von know! I didn’t know
—I mean——"

“Well, I hope you understand now,” eaid
Mr. Waddington, taking a firmer grip on
Peggy Ann’s arm,

Archie stood there, dumbfounded. The
thing was déne. The shock had been given,
and the jolt was a complete success!

VERYTITING would have been all
E right if Peggy Ann had not glanced
at Archie just before she went off
with Mr. Waddington. Archie be-
lieved that this tall yvoung fellow was the
girl’s fiancé, and that he—Archie—was an
outsider. As a schoolboy of honour hLe
woild have gtolen gracefully out of the pic.
ture, and no doubt he would have quickly
recovered from the stunning blow-—just o=
Nipper & Co. hoped and expected.

BBut that look of Pegey Ann's made-all 1he
difference.

[t was a glance thrown over her shouldor--
an expression of regret, of sorrow, of pain,
of compassion. It went right to Archie's sus.
ceptible heart,

That look fn the girl’s eves restored him i
a split second, Somehow, he felt that M.
Waddington had no real right to earry hev
oft like this. She was being taken against
her will; she really wanted to go into 1l

| the Empress with Archie,
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“Whal-ho!” he exclaimed,
minute, laddie—just 2 minute !”

“Can’t stop now,” said Mr. Waddington
briskly.

“Yes you can, dash wxou!” said Archie,
grasping Mr. Waddington by the arm and
pulling lnm round.  “ What's the big 1dea,
vou frightful blister? I don’t believe vou are
Peggy Ann's fiancé at all.  Is he your
fiance, Peggy Ann?”

Directly appealed to thus, Pegey Ann shook
her head.

““No,” she uncomfortably,
“He's—he's not.”

“Then, odds rognes and vagabonds! DBe
good enough to sheer off ! said Archie hotly.
“CGood gad! What next? Unhand the lady,
dash you!”

Dave Waddington began to sce that the
whole game might go “phut” unless he
acted drastically, And Mr, Waddington was
a fellow of boisterous methods, In some
ways he was not unlike Handforth.

He seized Archic by the lapels of his coat,
pushed him backwards, and set lim down
violently in the road.

“Oh!” eried Pegegy Ann indignantly,

She had not bargained for this—neither
had Mr. Waddington, Dut he was deter-
mined to choke Archic off very thoroughly.

“Now, my lad, I hope you'll understand
that I'm in carncst!” he said sternly, 1
hate doing this sort of thing, but I'm not
going to have you bothering this young lady.”

“You frightful fright!" gasped Archie,
staggering to his feet, and taking no notice
of the groups of prople who were gathering
round. “You dashed blighter! St. Frank’s
aboy ! Rescue, Remove !

b “Tor goodness sake don't make a scene,”
said Dave, in some alarm, “Don’'t be a
voung ass! Clear off while you're safe!”

But Archie was too excited to take any
notice. He charged with considerable force,
and nearly knocked Mr. Waddington off his
feet, Beforo he could reach Peggy Ann's
side, however, Dave seized him and held him
firmly,

“1I meant what I said!” snapped Mr. Wad-
dington, who was now beginning to lose his
temper, “Confound vour nerve!  What do
_'T}u ?mr-&n by punching, me in the chest like
that? y

“Just a

murmured

Clear out of it!
The whole affair was beginning to take a

turn that none of the plotters had foreseen.

Even Mr., Waddinzton forgot himself,

He gave Archic a shove which sent that
unfortunate junior slithering backwards so
rapidly that he lost his balance. Onece again
the Removite crashed over in the road,
turned a somersault, and fell sprawling.
When he sat up his glorious evening dress
was dusty and soiled. His topper was
crumpled and ruined.

And then Pepgy Ann, as Handforth after-
wards remarked, put the lid on it,

“You brute!” she said angrily, turning
upon the startled Dave., “Oh, you wreteh!”

“Iere, 1 say——" began Waddington.
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we  didn't
this!” eried

“You know very well that
arrange to do anyvthing like
Pegegy Aunn, her eves flashing, “I think
you're a cad! You're a rotter! There
wasn't any neced to trecat poor Archie like
that !"

She pushed him aside, ran to Archie, and
was just in time to assist him to his feet,

“Myv only sainted aunt!" said Haundforth,
from a distance. ‘“Lonok at that!  The
whole thing's gone wrong!”

“It's Dave's fault,” grunted Dick Good-
win. “There wasn't any neced to bift Archie
about o violently.”

COMING NEXT WEEK!

*“* 'm
sadly.

It certainly looked like it.
linked her arm with Archie's, and she was
leading him away to a spot where it was
less crowded.

“1'm so sorry, Archie,”

afrard we've failed,” said Nipper

Pegev Ann had

she said breath-

lessly.
“ Absolutely! But—but I don't quite
understand,” said Archie. “I mean—

I'm most frightfully sorry to have dragged
you into this =

“You didn't drag me at all,” interrupted
the girl. I feel terribly guilty. It—it was
only a trick, Archie,”

“ A trick!”

“Yes; it was arranged by some of vour
gchool chums.”

“ Good gad!”

“They thought that you were getting into
\trouble with your masters, and they—
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Well, they wanted to make you lose your
interest 1n me,” she said softly. ‘“ So they
arranged with this big friend of theirs—the
l:mtiz-d'-—ta come here We thought that you
wouldq——

She broke off, hard!v knowing how to put
it |

“They thought that I would give you up,
sort of thmg”’ asked Archie, his eyes gleam-,

ing. “Qdds scliemes and plots! I never
thought the good old lads had soe much
duplicity, ['m frightfully bueked.”

“7T don’t see whv.,”

WVAAAAAILAN - AN

“THE KIDNAPPED
SCHOOLBOYS!"

Who’s kidnapped ?

Why, Edward Oswald Handforth, of
course ; he’s just the sort of chap to land
‘Thimsell in trouble.

He certainly gets a large packet of it in
Liverpool—he and his two chums, Church
and McClure.

They go down to the docks, and Edward
Oswald, ever curious, staris nosing over a
tramp steamer—and that’s the beginning
of many exeiting adventures for the Study
D chums.

This is a really magpificent yarn, ehums,
written in Edwy Searles Brooks’ best style
and full of thrilling situation$. Look out
for it next Wednesday.

“RIVALS OF
e THE RAMPANT!"

Stanton Hope’s corking serial gets
better and better. Don’t miss reading next
week’s absorbing chapters.

wawnananan ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“T'm bucked because everything is all
serene,” said Archie hapmly. "1 mean, as
it was only a trick. and the whole dashed
thing is exposed, therc’'s nothing to worry
.nlmnt what? But I shall certainly refuse to
«peak to any of these blighters after this,” he
.ttltli d firmiy,

*You mu stn't ke \,mmnn

Archie,” she

cuid.  “* They were oniy tlnruking of your
awn goad, vou kEnow _-_,_L

o Pﬂl'hﬂﬂ" 0. - nlf'!lhl-.((i _\t*phip' ‘i "&.ﬁ 5-011
cav, old fairy. Good guad! That’'s a good
vword, too. I mean 1o sav. you look just like
a fairy, Peggr Anr. So doshed damnty and

retty, ﬂl]d—dm] all that eart of thing.”

She coloured slighilv.

“ T hope reu're nct bart mueh,” she mur-
mured. .

“Ti’s absointely nothing.” ceclared Archie,

And now we ! tvickle inte the good old

| fellows,

L ericket 1o elaim onr

ball-room, what? A brace of fox trets will
restore the good old tissues.”

" Ought. we to go?”’ asked l’feggy Ann.
“If you're going to get into serious trouble
over this, I'd rather you went straight home

I now, Archio.”

“ Trouble?’ laughed Archie. ' There’s no
such word in the good old Janguage, old
thing. This way for the ankle exercise!”

He carefully dusted himself down, adinsted
his shirt front, which had become somewhat
displaced, and then led Peggy Ann
frmmphan:h info the TFmpress—watched in
dismay by Nipper and Handforth and Dave
Waddington :m(l the other plotters.  Un-
questionably, the scheme had sprung a de-
cided leak!

CHAPTER 11.
An Unexpected Arrival!l

RCHIE was extraordinarily licky.
He didn’t get back to the Nchool

Train until nearly eleven o'clock—

long after lights-out in the Jumor
dormitory. DBut he succeeded in h[‘tllllg‘ in,
and none of the masters werc the wiser.

It wasn't really all due to luck,

Nipper felt that Archie needed help hore
than ever now, and he and Handforth and
the others fixed up some bolsters yvery eflec-
tively in Archie’s bed, so when . the prefect
came round to see ]ights out there  was
nothing to show that Archic was not f{ast

asleep. Biggleswade happened to be the pre-
fett—'lnd “Biggy ? was notorionsly carcless,
Besides, it was a  commotplace thing for
Archie to he asleep long before anybody elso.

After that Nipper and Handforth kept on
the wateh, and when Archie appeared they
whispered to hiio and hauled him in_through
one of the windows.

So his escapade went unpnonished.  But it
had been a risky thing, and it wasn’t hkely
that he could escape so easily on another
occasion., Not that Archic hims=elf seemed
grateful. 1le regarded all these precautions
as entirely unneceszary.

Such things as school rules and regulations
were of no importance 1o him now.  He re-

garded them with supreme indifference. Ho
was ““ well away.”
The next dav {the juniors - were rather

anxious about him. It was a half-holiday,
and he went off directly morning léssons were
aver, No doubt he had arranged to take
Peggy Ann to lnncheon somewhere. Tt was
quite impossible to turn him from. his puor-
pose; and to lock him up, and keep him o
primrmr. was too difficult to be considered.
It might have been ecasy enough at St

Frank’s, bhut on the train it couldn’t be
done, _ '
“Oh. well, it’s a half-holidav, and he’s not

likely to get into much trouble.” said Nipper
rpmgned]v “The best thing we can do, you
is fo leave him alene. He may come

the day. We've got
attention ”’

to his senses during
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The Junior Eleven had fixed up & match

with one of the big Blackpool schools, and'

tho juniors were even mnow preparing to
leave. It was a glorious afternoon, with the
sun shining hotly, and with a gentle breecze
coming in trom the sea.

Handforth & Co. were lounging necar the
steps of the Study Coach, looking very smart
in white flannels and blazers, and with their
cricket bags near at hand,

*“ How much longer are those fatheads

going to be!” Handforth was saying. “ We
shall be late!” _
“Plenty of time yet, Handy,” said

McClure. *' It's only just two o’clock, and
the gam=2 isn't booked to start until three.
It's a Baturday afternoon, and we've got
special permission to be out later——"

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth
abruptly.

“ What's the matter?”

“Look!” gasped Iidward Oswald. ““Am
I drecaming, or is it possible—— My only
Sunday topper! Look who's here!”

He fairly yelled the last words, and
Church and McClure jumped. For, approach-
ing along the side of the permanent-way,
cscorted by a ratlway official, were three
girls, all of them charmingly dressed in
summery frocks, and carrying small suitcases.
One of them was Irene Manners, another was
Doris Berkeley, and the third was Marjorie
Temple—all of the Moor View School!

“Irene & Co.!” ¢jaculated Church blankly.

This was an unexpected arrival! None of
the St. Frank's fellows had had any idea
that Irene & Co. were coming to Blackpool.

“By George! This 1s ripping!” yelled
Handforth, as he raced forward., “1 say,
Ii-uan!-:ePi how topping! We're delighted to sce
ou
¥ “How is he?” asked DMarjorie urgently.

“Eh? How’s who?”

“How’s Archie?"”

““ Archie!” said Handforth, staring.

“QOh, Ted, please don’t be so exasperat:
ing.” put in Irene. *Can’t you tell us how
Archie is?"

“He's all right, as far as I know,” re-
plied Handforth, in amazement. “Why
shouldn't he be? Ie went off Oh, by

George!” he said blankly.

He had suddenly recollected that Marjorie
Temple was Archie’s special girl chum—
when the school was at St, Frank's. Aurchie
had apparently forgotiterr Marjorie of late,
and Handforth had a fear of ‘‘putting his
foot in 1t."”

“But he can't be all right,” said Marjorie.
“He's tll, isn't he?”

“IIl? Of course he's not ill!”

“But he must be!” insisted Marjorie, “I
got that telegram, and Miss Bond gave me
special permission to come down to DBlack-
pool at once. She ailowed Doris and Irene
to come, too—mainly because Doris knows
some people who arve staying at Blackpool
for the holidays, and we've arranged to stay
with them until Monday morning.”

“Telegram?” said Handforth, repeating
the only word he had really hcard.
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“Yes; from Travers!”

“Travers!”

“Qh, you—you parrot!” said Doris impa-
tiently. *Didn't you know that Travers had
sent Marjorie a telegram?” ,

“This 1s the first I've heard about it!"”
replied Handforth. **Here, Nipper! Reg-
gie! Just a minute, you chaps! There's a

mystery here!”

Nipper and Reggie Pitt and Harry
Gresham and a few others came up—all of
them delighted to see the girls. '

“You're just in time to come along for
our match,” said Nipper cheerfully, *' Any
more sweet young things knocking about?
What about Mary Summers?! Didn't she
come 7"

“Just a minute!” said Handforth, “ Mar-
jorie says that Travers sent her a telegram

“Here it is,” said Marjorie, opening her
beg. ‘‘Please read it for yourselves,”

Nipper took the telegram, and the other
juniors craned over him as he opened it out,
They read these words: *‘Please try to como
at once. Archie ill. Needs you badly.—
VIVIAN TRAVERS.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!"™ said Nipper.
“When did you get this, Marjorie?”

“Yesterday.”

““It’s a spoof,” said Nipper.
ill at all.”

““A spoof!"” cried the three girls, in one
voice.

“It must be,” said Nipper. ‘““Archie’s as
well as I am, and evidently Travers' idea
was to get wvou girls up here just for tho
fun of ®.”

“Then he's a wretch!” said Marjorie in-
dignantly. *“We're glad to come to Black-
pool, of course, but we've been terribly
anxious—"’

“Here's Travers now!” sang out s®he-

}

“ Archie 1sn't

body. _

Vivian Travers, cool and calm, joined the
group.

“Well, well,” he said, smiling. *“Awfully
glad that you were able to come,
Marjorie, It's nice to 'sce these other
girls, too. By Samson, you're needed!”

“A joke is a joke, Vivian Travers, but I
think this 18 going too far,” said Marjorie
coldly, *“What do vou mean by sending mo
that telegram ? What what do you mean by
telling such—such fibs?”

“Fibs?” repcated Travers coolly. “I can
assure you that the telegram doesn’t contain
one single fib.”

“But vou’ve said here that Archic is ill,
and that he neceds me.,”

“Well, 1t's true.”

“True that he's ill1?”

[1] ‘&"EE'!!

“QOh, what does he mean?” asked Mar-
jorie, turning to the others.  “You've just
told me that Archie isn’t ill, and now ho
says——"

“Not ill in the usual way,” put in Travers.
“He's mentally 1ll, And, as far as I can
sce, Marjorie, you are the only person in the
world who can cure him.”



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY O SCHOOL STORIES

“I don’t understand you at all,” said Mar-
jorie helplessly.  * If Archie 1sn't ill, he 1sn't
ill, and there's an end of it. And how can
I cure him? I think it was mean and un-
fair of you to send such a telegram. It
upset me tremendously yesterday—="

Travers nodded,

“You'll soon get over it,” he said serencly.

“You—heartless—"

“Let me explain,” continued Travers, [
didn’t want to give you a very serious shock,
and I knew, in any case, that you would
soon recover when you got here. Let's taku
the words of my telegram, °Archie ill—
needs you badly.” 1 maintain that those
words are strietly true. I can assure you
that if he doesn't have you by his side very
shortly Le'll run a grave risk of being
sacked.”

“How 1" asked the perplexed Marjorie.

“Bince we've been in Blackpool he’s been
breaking bounds, defying rules and regula-
tions, and behaving the giddy ox generally,”
sald Travers. ““He can’t help it, poor fellow
As 1 have explained, he's mentally ill. Or,
to put it more plainly, he's smitten, One of
ihese Lancashire lassies, you know——"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper and Handforth
roared.

HEY could see Travers’ point now;

I they had begun to sce 1t for some

little time, in fact, And they were
| compelled to admit that Travers was
enlart,

Marjorie Temple was Archie’s special girl
chum, and with her on the scene i1t was
more than likely that he would quickly re-
cover from lis “infatuation ” for Peggy
Ann. Perhaps it was rather a risky thing
to do—to bring Marjorie here—but Travers
had plenty of faith in her common sense.

“And do you mean to tell us that you
eent  that telegram  yesterday—before we
worked that wheeze with Dave Wadding-
ton 7’ asked Nipper.

“Yes, of course,” said Travers.

“You didn't place much faith
wheeze, then?”

“T was pretty sure that it would fail,” said
Travers, grinning. ‘‘Dear old fellow, when
a chap gets in love he isn't normal. It really
i« & kind of illness.”

“In love?” said Irene, opening her blue
eyes wider,

“*What nonsense!” said Marjorie.

“8She’'s a lhittle girl from Preston,” ex-
piained Travers. “A charming creature, 1
must adwmit, with fair hair and blue eycs—
sontething like you, Irene, and nearly as
protty.”

“Thanks awfully,” said Irene, smiling.

““ Archic happened to meet her during a
rain storm, and the poor fellow was smitten
on the spot,” exclaimed Travers. *“She hap-
pened to be coming to Blackpool for her holi-
days, and we came, too. Need T say more?
Kiver since we've been here Archie has been
- -well, not exactly pursuing her, but making
rimself considerably attentive.  They went

and the others

in that
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bathing together yesterday—Archie withouws
troubling to take off any of his clothes.”

“iay, ba, hal”

“He scemed to think that a swimming
costumie was unnecessary, proceceded Travers
blandly. **So he went in fully dressed. After
that they went for a long walk, as lovers
will, and then they went to a dance together,
and Archie crawled in somewhere abour mid-
night." )

“This 1s terrible!” said Marjorie, ** Are
you serious, lravers?”
“Well, he's not far from the mark,”

smiled Nipper. *‘It's not so bad as he mukes
(}ut.”bul it's a fact ithat Archie’'s really smiz.
ten.

“How lovely !"" smiled Marjoric.

“We knew you would take it in the right
spirit.”  drawled Travers. “You're realiy
his girl chum, arven’t you?”

“I suppose 1 am,” admitted Marjo:ie
colouring slightly.

“Well, it's your duty to bring him back
io the straight and narrow path,” said
Travers, “I don't know exactly how vou'll
do 1it—but that’s up to you. I’ve plenty of
faith in vour fggninine abilities in that line.
It will probably be enough if you just fine
Archie and smile at him,”

“Don’t be so silly,” said Marjorie. ;

“1 was never more serious in iy life,”
declared Travers. ““One look at you, dea:
old girl, and Archie will realise what a mjs
take he has made. Ife will allow Peggv
Ann to enjoy the rest of her holiday in
peace, and he will thereafter be true and
faithful to his first love.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 think you're perfectly idiotic!” <aid
Muarjorie coldly, as she looked at the grin-
ning Travers. “1 like Archie very wuch,
hlut there's nothing silly about our friend.
shap.”

“Of course not,” smiled Travers. ‘Al
sorts of apologies if 1 have upset you, |
didn’t mean to. Only my joke, you know,
But, really, Archie does need you. 'The
fellows have done the best they can, but it's
all no good. It's up to you to try vour

hand.”
“Well, T think Travers deserves a vo'e
of rhanks,™ said Handforth handsome!v,

“It was a bit thick, sending that telegram,
but it's brought vou here, Irene—and that's
top-hole.”

“It's hrought
Pitt contentedly.

“And the sooner you get busy on
job, the better,” said Travers, I suggest
that vou find Archie at once, drag him
away from the syren of the blue eyes, and
bring him to the cricket eround.”

“Do you know where Archie 1s?”
Marjorie.

“Not exactly—but I spoke 1o him before
he went out,” replied Travers, “I thoughi
it as well to get a sort of mkling. 1lv told
me that he had arranged io meet Pergy A
ai {he Tower for lunch., "~ Afier that they

11

Doris, too sald Ruwree
¥ 2 -

5 -
thie

a<ked
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were going to have a look at the scenery
from the Tower top, and thcn go for &
stroll a.lnng the promncnade.”

“Woell, it’ll be a bit of a tall order, but
we'll ‘tr;,,” smiled Marjorie. “I'm a bit
doubtful, however. iackpcol 13 fairiy
Crow :led, isn’t it

“Crowded ?" said Handforth, *It's simply
packed! Trying to find Archie will be like
looking for a needle in a haystack.”

But Marjoric Temple was not discouraged.
She at least had a starting-point, and she
was really keen upon helping the boys 1o
cure the genial ass of his “illness.”

CHAPTER 12,
The Lightning Cure!
“ISN’T it wonderful?”

breathlessly.
‘“ Absolutely priceless,” declared
Archie Glenthorne. “I mean to say,
sca, and all that sort of thing.”

They were at the top of the great Tower,
having been whisked swiftly upwards on the
elevator. Now they were something like
five hundred feet above the level of the
promenade and the sca.

The view was entrancing.

sald Peggy Ann

There was a superb panorama of seca-
scape, landscape, and down below stretched
Blackpool, with its tr-ﬁmmg visitors. ho

sun was shining in all its glory upon the
vista of blue and brown and gold.

“Some people don't like to come
here,” remarked Peggy Ann, "yet
it's as safe as being on the ground.”
+ “Oh, rather,” said Archie. “Talking
abont the ground, what about buzzing down
and taking our stroll along the promenade ?”

“Yes, if von like,” satd Peggy Ann.

She hardly knew what to say. Her own
desire was to go bathing with her girl
friends, but Archie was so attentive and so
obviously enjoving himsclf that she hadn't
the heart to send him away. She liked
him well enough, but she was a sensible girl,
and she had come to Blackpool for a holi-
day. In her heart, she knew well enough
that she would bo glad when the School
Train moved on to its next stopping-place.
And she wasn’'t the kind of girl to hang
round a fellow beeanse he had plenty of

up
really

money, and because he took her to lun-
cheons and dances and so forth. She wuas
quite embarrassed, in fact, by Archie’s

lavishness. She ‘-‘."I.SIlt ‘lC‘E‘llafﬂmf‘d to thh
50T of thing.

RRIVINGG on the broad expanse of

A Central Promenade, Archie had an

idea of taking Peggy Ann for a ride

on one of the open tramway oars,

hnt she scemed to favour walking, and ho

was quite contented. Ordinarily, walking

bored him, but now he was prepared to
walk for miles if necessary.
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““Are vou sure that you're not neglecting
any of vour lessons by being here?” asked
Peggy Ann, tryving to give him a gentle
hint. “I should feel awfully guilty if you
got into trouble—"

“Kindly remove all such dashed ideas
out of vour head,” said Archie. “I mean
to say, it's a half holiday, and everything i3
all serene. Nothing in the whole world t»
trouble wus.  There's nothing——  Good
gad!"

He uttered the ejaculation in startled sure-
prise, and came to an ahrup* halt on the
promenade.

“YWhat ever is the matter?’

as’l-:cd Peggy

Ann, looking at him in wonder,

But Archie was rendered dumb for the
moment, He was transhxed. He had even
gone slightly pale. For fhere coming

straight towards him, was the slim, dainy
ﬁguu. of Marjorie Temple !

It was more by luck than anything elso
that Marjorie had located him so soon.
Irene and Doris were some little distanco
away, but Archie had not spotted them yet.
They had eome to the Ceniral Promenade, a3
Travers had directed, and had walked abous
near the Tower. So, after all, this meeting
was not altogether a coineidence,

“(dds disasters and predicaments,” mur.
mured Archie, aghast,

“Are yvou ill?” asked Peggy Ann. “ Ay,
but vou're looking quite pale, Archie.”

“0Oh, rather,” said Archie feebly. i |

mean, absolutely not! The fact 1s—— Oh,
I sayv, what a perfectly ghastly predic.!”

For the life of her, Peggy Ann could not
understand what he meant. And Archioe
himself was having a kind of inward battle,
Hiz first impulse was to seize Peggy Ann
by the arm and fo whirl her away some-
where. One of those rummy-looking tram-
cars had stopped pricelessly handy, and
Archie nearly jumped on board, dngging
Peggy Ann with him. Then he pulif.i him-
self up. |

Flight like that would be weak—it wounld
be contemptible,

Besides, what had he fn fear? And what
would Marjorie think if she saw him racing
away with this other girl? The sifuation
was certainly an awkward one for the un-
fortunate Archie,

Marjorie came

demure,
(11 “‘h1

up, smiling, cool, and
ha!lo, Archie!” she
fully., “How lucky to meet vou like this!

“Luckyv?” babbled Archie. “T1 must
admit, old thing, that I don't quite e R

Oh, ra.therl You mean lucky? Absolutely !

Peggy Aonn jvas looking inquiringly at
Marjorie.

“I don't think T know vour friend.” she
said, looking at Archie, a rather cold note
in her voice.

csaid cheor-
()]

“Eh? Oh, no, of course not,” mntod
Archie. “Never seen one another before,
| what? Silly of me. Kindly get together
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so forth. Marjorin,
Peggy Ann, this s
pleased to meet

and fraternise, and
this is Peggy Ann.
Marjorie.  Frightfully
youl I mean 5

He pansed, confused. It was Peggy Ann's
coid look which had given him a shiver,
She was beginning to wonder, in faet, if
Archie was really genuine after all. If he

was, why did this girl come up so boldly
and so friendly? Was it possible that
Archie knew all sorts_of girls in Black-

pool ?
“T'm just a visitor,’
smiling at Pegev Ann,

¥

explained Marjorie,
“I only arrived in

Blackpool this afternoon. You sce, I'm at
school near St. Frank's. Archie and I have
alwavs been chums,”

“Oh!” said Peggy Ann.

At that moment she caught sight of a
number of figures in white flannels—Nipper
and Reggie Pitt and Handforth and a
few more. In a flash, Peggy Ann under-
stood. This was merely another stunt! She
did not doubt that Marjorie was an old
school friend of Archie's, but 15 was clear
to her that Marjorie had come up like this
on purpose to effect that *'cure.” And
Peggy Ann was glad—for Archie’s sake as
well as her own., She had enough wit, and
encugh senze of humour, to appreciate the
sitnation.

“Perhaps I had beticr be going, then,’
she said demurely. I am suare, Archie,
that vou will want to talk over a lot of things
with vour old school friend.” '

“Oh, rather—— I mean, absolutely not!”
<atd  Archie  hastily, “That 1s, yes!
Please don't buzz off so quickly, Peggy Ann
~—I—I mean, Miss Bradbury.”

“1 think Pegey Ann is sweet,” said Mar-
jorie, with a smile.

Archie looked at Marjorie through a kind
of haze. He had not scen her distinetly
vet, He had been so dumbfounded at her
nnexpected arrvival that he was still be-
wildered and confused.

Now, suddenly, his vision cleared, and he
saw her in bold relief, so to speak.

And he experienced a’'bit of a shock., Mar-
jorte was looking extraordinary attractive

to-day. It wasn’'t so much her charming
frock as the girl herself. Marjorie was
pretty—dark-eved, merry, and with little
earls of c¢hestnut hals peeping from her
daintv hat. If Archie had thought of her
at all, L had pictured her in her plan

Now she was attired like_ tho
something fAimey

school dress,
other heolidav-makers, in
and silky and alluring.

“Good gad!” murmured Archie.

It came to him, with overwhelming force,
that Marjorie was really the prettiest girl
he had ever known. All his old enthusiasin
for her returned in a flash.,

Glancing at Peggy Ann, he was astonished
to ind that she was a comparative stranger,
Pretty cunough, of course—and a really price-
le_ssl sort—but, after all, Marjorie was the
grrl,
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“There's a cricket matceh on this after-

noon,” said Marjorie sweetly. I thought it
would be rather nice, Archie, if we went
along 10 sce 1t? But don't let nie alter
any of your plans,” she added. *“ I you

.;a.*.e arr:mgnd to go somewhere with Peggy
nn-—-—"

“Oh, absolutely not!” put’ in Archie un-
comfortably. “I inean, not exactly. We
were just strolling ubout vou know, and all
that sort of thing:”

“1 thought ebout having a bathe with
my girl chums,” said Peggy.

“Oh, rather! A good old dip in the
briny ?” said Archie. *““Good gad! You
didn’t tell me——"

“No,”" said Peggy Ann, “but I think thev
are expecting me to join them. Perhaps v
would be better, Archie, if you went cif
with vour friend to the cricket match."
“0Odds enlightenments and eye-openers!™
said Archie, with a sudden grin. “I mean
to say, what a frightful ass I've been!”
“You mustn’t say that——"
“Absolutely !” declared Archie firmly.
“Peggy Ann, old thing, I've been a most
fat-headed {:hump I mean to say, getting
swished, and getting impots, and lla!-.mg.,
Hm baek and all that sort of dd.-:!ltd rot.’
“But you teld me—-""

“Somehow, at the time, it dld[l't SO0
tc be sermus.” sald Archie, “but now the
good old optivs are unstuck. I mean, if 1

hadn’t pulled up with a pretty hefty jerk, 1
might have got myself bunked from the good
old school. What a frightful prospect!”

"I am glad you have come to your sensce.
Archie,” murmured Peggy Ann.

- **Oh, rather! Nothing like being frank,”
caid Archie. ‘' Straight from the shoulder,
what? Thanks most awfully, old dear! 1
—I mean—— But we're still friends, what "

“Of course,” smiled the Lancashire lass.

“Couldn’t you come to the cricket match,
too?” asked Marjorie, glancing at her.

“Well, T might drnp in later,” said Peggy
Amn. “T'm sure it’'ll be champmu to watch
the =t, Framk's boys playing in a cerickes
mateh, Is _”nchw playing ?”

“1 think s0,” said Marjorie.

“What!"” ﬁ.aid Archie. “I sav,
lew —"

“I believe that Nipper has a place for you
in the team,” said Marjorie. “That is, of
course, iIf vou get to the ground in time. 1
think some cricket, Archie, would do vou
a Jot of good.”

Vivian Travers’ simple plan had certainly
worked—and worked well. The mere gight
of Marjorie, as he had shrewdly suspeeted,
Fhad done the trick. Although Peggy Ann
was pretty, Archie had to admit that Mar-
Jorie, in his eves, at any rate, was prettier.
How could he have been such a {,hum]} as to
ever forget his schoolgirl chum? And how
frightfully decent of her to be so dashed
sporting over it!

Archie hardly rvealised that Marjorie was
aughtily amused over the whole mcident—
and Peggy Ann was just as amused,

I didn't
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“Cricket, what?” said Archie briskly.
“Tally-ho for the good old ground!”

“It's a perfect day for cricket,"
Marjorie,

“How about a good old feast afterwards?”
suggested Archie brilliantly. *“On the School
Train, I mean. All the good old lads, and
yvou, Marjorie, and vou, Peggy Ann, and
your priceless friends? WWhat about it 7”7

“Would your masters _allow 1t?” asked
Pegepy Ann dubiously,

“Oh, rather!” said Anrchie,
room in the Class-Room Coach.
a perfectly gorgeous spree,
ripping finish to the day.’

RCHIE was so enthusiastic that he
A playved like a Trojan in the cricket
mateh that afternoon, He didn't
usually figure in the Junior Eleven,
byt this was a special occasion, and I"«npppr
felt that he was justified in giving Archic a
place. Archie not only knocked up twenty
seven runs off his own bat, but he did
marvels in the field. ¥or when Archie liked
Ire could bo as energetic as any of the other
fellows,
It was a good idea of hiz to have a kind
of informal spread afrer the matceh. It
proved to DPeggy

said

“Plenty of
We can have
and it'll be a

Ann that the fricondlinessi

 was still there, although the infatuation had

gone. Archie ceased fo be self-conscious
in her presence; he was his old cheery, bright
self. The coming of Marjorie Temple had
made just that difference; withont saving a
word, she lad brought Archie to his sensecs.
The feast on the School Train was a huge
succesz, Many of the 8t. I'rank’s fellows
were inelined tfo {link that Archie's taste
was of the best. Jor these Lancashire girls
were merry and care-free, and they proved
themselves to be thoroughly true bluc.
When the School Train moved on, there
were many happy memories of Blackpool.
But  Archie Glenthorne's Tanecashire lass
caused him no heartaches when he thought

of her.

As for Irene & Co., they were heartily
glada that Archie had been so emitten—for
thev had been enabled to have a very ripping
weeck-end at Blackpool, and they went back
to their own school on the Monday well
content.

THE EXND.

(Next week the boys of St. Frank's mect
with many erciting adventures in Liverpool
and Manchester, ILook out for this stunning
yarn, which 1is entitled, “The Kidnapped
Sehoolboys!")
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¢ BETWEEN b=y«
URSELVES/

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

NOTE.—Il} any reader writes to me |
shall be pleased lo mmmcul upon Such
remarks ds are I:Lt!ﬁ interest the
niajorily. All lelters s ﬂuld be addressed,
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, cjo The
Eguo;. {Hb T{ELSGM’F LEE ;ILIH%?H};. Bl 1M
I'ie Fleelwa ovuse, Farringdon reet,
E. 8. BROOKS ¥ ondos. E.0.8, BERNARD T” COOXE |
KRE'S a paragraph fromm your letter ; You say: “In any case, do you read every
—Bernard W. Cooke (Ashby-de-la- | letter 1|g]1L through, or do you, if you come
Zouch)—which 1 can reply to better | across mmethmg that wou know m’ very
after repeating it: **Did I know that -just pass it over?” No,

the gates of the Gatun Locks weighed hun-
dreds of tons, and that eclectric traction
CALS t{ml\ charge of big ships along parts of
the Panama Canal? No; and I don’t mind
admitting that my gfmeral knowledge during
the last six years has been chicfly obtained
from the * N.L.L.,” assuming, of course, that
these facts that mﬂu give us are perfectly
triee, and not Juht made up for the story.

Please confirm this if you acknowledge this |

tetter in the Old Paper. If parents who
vondemn  this twopenny weekly only knew
the benefit that 15 obtained from reading
your yarns, they would not hesitate to buy
the ‘ N.L.L.’ for themselves, as well as for
their sons and daughters,”  Well, Bernard,
old man, let me assure you that all such in-
formation in my yarns as vou refer to is coer-
tainly  authentie, If wou sce it in the
“N.L.L it iy so—whenever I make refer-
ences to real places  T'hins has always been
my motto. L may say that I go to very
great pains to get my facts as accurate as
13 humanly possible. So if yon have learnt
a few things during ihe past six years from
my yarns you can comfortably know that
[ have not misled you. By the wav, here's
vour handsome dial opposite to my unhand-
somme one this weck,

= * *

No, “Interested™ (Langford). Nipper has
no sisters as far as [ know. His parentage is
a bit hazy, you know, Neclson [Lee having
become his guardian when he was a real
nipper.  Of course, he may have a sister or
IWo Lnnvkmg about somewhere, nml perhaps
& brother or so—but I've never heard of
‘em.  Still, vou never know! Thanks muchly
for the cigarette cards, and for your offer

to <end another bateh.
+ " »
Yes, Reg. 'I'. Staples (Walworth), I do

really keep every letter that is sent to me
by readers. T know it sounds a bit tall, but
it’'s a fact—and 1t may interest you to know
that T keep a special box-file for you alone,
and other box files for other readers whao
are cqually prolific in their correspondence.

Reg, I read them all through, and if they
were all as boring as yours T'm afraid I
should do no work at all, as I should feel
compelled to rcad them over and . over
again. Keep it up, old man. Don’t fail
to let me have my weekly tonic, With 111];‘1\',
anothel

you may get a reply by post, or
mention on this page,
s . )
The Moor View BSchool-—F. R. Dayman
(Wellington, New Zealand)—is a private
school, and is 1n no way connecled with

St. Frank's. (rooke of the Fourth is no rela
tion whatever to Gerald Crooke of St. Juu's,
Since 1t would tﬂ,Ln too much space for me
to give vou a full list of Removites’ namcs

I'm afraid you'll have to sort them out of
the stories. They are all mentioned at
different times, vou know, and will be again
and again. So here’s a chance for youn to
start a new hobby. It’s guaranteed to Lkeep
vou busy for months.

# ¥ *
The occupants of Studies 18, 19 and 20,

the East House. (. Rollins (Birmingham),
were not in evidence the last time I looked

in. In fact., these three studies are still
empty, as I have mentioned before. T can't
give von the titles of all the numbers of
the Old Series vou require, as T haven't the
space, Claude Carter 1= no longer at S,
Frank's,

L - :

You can always get the Old Paper by
mail--J. Davies (Whalley)—if you send vour
subscription to the publishers. You’ll find
full particalars on the back page of thie
issue.

s
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This Weak’s Instalment is a Corker—Start Reading it Now, Chums !

Busky Breaks Bounds!
LIKE the other boys, Busky was wear-

ing one of his spare fannel vests

which was the regulation nightwear.

As he emerged from his hammock,
however, Jack saw in the gloom that he had
put on trousers and socks under cover of
!t.i]e blankets, and as he stood on the cold
floor—or deck, as it was invariably called at
the Rampant—Busky added to his ap-
parel by donning 1iersey, jumper and boots.
i The last person that Jack wished to inter-
fere with was Busky
BSmith, but on the 1mn-

pulse he sat bolt up-
right,

“What's the fresh
Jittle game?” ho de-
manded.

. Startled, Busky drew
& sharp breath.

“Phewi It's you, 1s
it, nosey? Pipe down
and mind your own
bizny!"” A pause, and
he added: “If you'rg so jolly anxious to
know, I'm only just going dewn for some-
thing I left in that wash-place.”

Jack sank back on the pillow, although he
knew that Busky was lying,

After all, it was none of his business, as
Busky had told him. If his rival wanted
to make a foo! of himself, let him, for it
was obvious he had some game on which
wouldn't be appreciated by the authoritics
if it were found out.

This became the more apparent by the way
Busky left the dormitory. Somewhere
patrolling round the Collingwood block was

By STANTON HOPE

“Stand by Clem Smith as if you

were bis own brother,” writes old

Barny Morland to Jack, and [ack

vows be will—little realising the

mess 1nio which be is going o land

bimself when the time comes to
carry out his promise !

b\ 27 1'
MG HRLY B L TR T -
§ T.'!.l.'___i'liU_.'l.I“}‘[!JIl s :l.n;:..-j*r—_-

3

h A
e :i}i' ?tmj%,?"_?‘;ﬁ 2
P "Hf:l =5

R

BT L TARE

AH_T_ Hil_ ._1: 1llﬂ. {Mdﬂl‘?%}- ”

’l

T T B o
g (LA 8 o X
il THIE 79 .

;' g —

-

LT

a Marine sentry, one of scveral on duty in
the establishment, and, aware of this, Busky
crept down the stone stairs with ruch
caution that his boots scarce made a sound.

“Oh, let the rotter stew in his own juice!”
muttered Jack.

Then less than a dozen words of Darny’s
letter became illuminated in his mind.

“Stand by him as if you were his own
brother.” R

That was the written request made by
the old man who had been his great friend
in life, indced, a se-
cond father to him.

Stand by him! Jack's
conscience pricked him.
Certainly Ln had not
carried out old Barny's
wish by letting Busky
leave thart dormitory
without more vigorous
protest,

“The chump!” mut-
tered Jack. ““ Where the
dickens has he gone?™

He heard the eclatier of the sentry’s rifie,
and rightly guessed that Busky was lurking
at the foot of the stone steps behind the
door until the man had gone on his patrol
again.

Jack's hands fumbled at the blankets.
What was Busky's game? Why this fool-
hardy breach of discipline so soon after his
arrival in the Rampant?

A suspicion began to grow in Jack's mind,
and noiselessly he staried to get into his
uniform,

Before leaving the dormitory, he put some
of his newly issued gear into the hammock
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snd bunched the blankets over it to give the
appearance of a human form in the gloom.
Then, as silently as Busky, he crept down
the stairs,

No easy maditer, this, in regulation boots!
The stairs were of polished stone and his
hoots shod with steel. Suddenly, he missed
his footing and they shot from under him-—
and he sat down with a thud!

“C-erumbs!” he gasped.

IFor a short space he sat where he was,
nursing his bruses and resisting the urge
to dash madly back to the dormitory.

But no one came, and he slipped behind
the half-opened door of the block to await

until the Marine sentry had reached this
end of his patrol and had taken his
departure again. The "Jolly” halted

almost outside the door, as Jack could hear
by the mectallic click of his heels. There
followed the smart clatter of a rifle as the
sentry came from the ““slope” to the “stand
casy 7’ position,

The distant clock of the Porthaven town
ball boomed with faint. sonorous note.

Hang 1it! Was the sentry going to stay
there all night? As long as he was just out-
side the building, Jack could neither set
forth after Busky nor creep back to the dor-
mitery., To Jack, in his highly-strung state,
what was but a few minutes secmed an hour
of waiting |

At last, to the youngster's relicf, the sentry
marched away.

“Thank goodness!” breathed Jack.

Lights were burning in the officers’ mess,
which he could sce about three hundred
yards distant, and he could hear the gruff
sumble of voices from across by the main
gates. A hurried dive and he covered a
wide pathway outside the Collingwood Block
which was lighted by an electric lamp in
wire casing. A moment later he was in the
shadows, and, without hesitation, he made
for the small shrubbery at the back of thi
¢tore building.

Stooping, he confirmed the suspicion he
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had formed. Where Busky Swith had
hidden that money—ihe collection maide

aboard the ferry—there was now a mere hole
in the ground. In recovering the loot, Busky
in his haste had not taken the trouble evep
to kick back the carth he had scraped out,

“The rotter!” muttered Jack between his
clenched teeth. “I'm hanged 1if he’s going
to get away with 1t!”

In Busky's keeping was no less a sum
than £7 15s. 4d. It was meant for the boy
who had performed the feat of grounding
the ferry on the Pilots' Bank. And Jack
rightly  considered the moncy had heen
carned by him, and that he ulone had the
right of 1ts disposal.

But where had Busky goue? He certaimnly
had not returned to the dormitory.

A faint metallic sound followed by a
muffled grunt caught Jack's car, and e
made his way among various buldings,
_keeping to the heavy shadows until be
reached the gun sheds,

He paused and looked about him.
¢ Tt sounded like Busky's voieo,” he mut-
tered.

The high wall of the Rampant was befove
him, and his keen eve quickly discerned a
rope suspended from it.  Approaching nearer
he saw that it was a rope evidently borrowed
by Busky from the gvin, and attached by a
hook in the upper end of it to the iron
spikes that surmounted the wall

Busky had ‘“broken ship!”

The thought of the treacherons Busky with
all that money in his possession.made Jack’s
blood boil. What did the cad intend to do
with it? One thing was certain—that when
Busky returned he would have little, if any,
of 1t left.

“My bhat!” panted Jack after a pause.

12

“Tll see it through'!

In this determination, he <hinned up the
rope, avoided the steel spikes on the top of
the wall, and quictly dropped into the ill-
| lighted aund deserted road outside the schools!

JACK GILBERT, a cheery pyoungster of some
the course of one night,

to kis doom,
tells his story to his only friend,

with a steamer,

action.
becomes known ags Busky-—-is looked upon as

BARNY MORLAND, who takes him under his wing.
a naval training school at Porthaven, atong with his—Barny's—-nephew,
CLEM SMITH, a worthless individual, who hates Jack,
to leave a tum of £2,000 to the one who acquits himself best in the Service,
by ferry on the way to the school, the boat on which the two boys are travelling collides
Jack is horrified to see his uncle on this latter hoot.
ferry boat from sinking, but everybody thinks that Smith is respounsible for the heroic
Smith doesn't deny it, while Jack says nothing.

climbing very stealthily out of his hammock,

(Now read on.)

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

It happens when his rascally uncle, and his only living relative,
LEW BONNER, asks the boy to burgle a certain place.

Bonner falls through a trapdoor, and is swept away by an underground stream- apparently
Jack thereupon decides to forget the sordid past and to start afresh.

fifteen years, has his whole carecr changed in |
Jack refuses. A fight ensues, in which J

He

Barny gels Jack to join H.M.Y, Rampant,

Barny tells the boys tihat he intends
Crossing l

The lad saves the
At the Rampant, Smith—who |

a hero. tine night Jack awalens to find Busky |
Is he bent on causing mischiefs - i
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D

in the Royal Navy he had broken one of the

The Leave Breakers!

IRECTLY Jack's feet hit the wet
pavement outside the naval schools,
hoe berated himself for a fool.

On the second day of hLis carcer

strictost rules of the Rampant. He had
“broken ship,”” and all for the sake of an
avowed rival—the despicable “ Busky "
Smith.

The street in which he found himself was
dcserted, but there was a light about fifty
vards along. Y¥or a epace Jack remained
crouched in the shadow of the high brick
wall, heartily wishing he might return. It
was one thing, howover, to scale the high
wall by a rope from the other side, but
quite another to get back again. Of course,

he should have dropped that rope over on

the outside against the time of his return,

Again there came to his mind the re-
membrance of old DBarny’s words which had
set him on this crazy mussion: “Stand by
him as if you were his own brother.” Like
Cain of old, he was inclined to protest,
“Am 1 my brother's kceper?”

Anyway, there was no sign of Busky Smith,
elthough Jack peered up and down the street
and across to some half-finished buildings
opposite where the scaffolding stood gaunt
against the night sky. s

“The big rotter!” muttered Jack, clench-
ing his fists in fresh determination. “1I'll
be hanged if I'm going to let him blow
those dibs I earncd!”

Now it was past ten o'clock, but although
most of the places where DBusky might
“blow ” the money would be closed, there
were bound to be others where he could
indulge in a spree, such as dance-halls or
billiard-rooms.

Having made up nis mind to sce the thing
through, Jack scurried along in the shadow
of the high wall, and dived down the nearvest
side-street. On this north side of Porthaven,
the thoroughfare known as Harbour Strect
was about the only one likely to offer any
attraction to DBusky. A brisk walk of ten
minutes brought Jack there, and, skilfully
dodging a naval police patrol, he peered into
those places of amusement which were still
open,

Knowing that Busky fancied himeself as
a billiards and snooker player, Jack pushed
open the swing doors of some well-lighted
rooms graced by a large green sign and
the word “ DBilliards " in electric lights.

And there he saw his man.

Busky was standing by one of the tables
and talking with half a dozen sporty-looking
“townies.” ;

“Rightio!” DBusky was saying. “I'll play
for what you like. I'm no cheap skate!”

A man to whom he was spcaking clapped
him on the back,

“That's the spirit I like to see in a lad!”
he exclaimed heartily. “ Pink me, you re-
mind me of me own son, vou do—a real
sportsman 'e is, if there ever was one!”
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Under this flattery, Busky cxpanded like
a football pumped up by air. '

“Give me a cue,” called Busky to a bil-
liard marker; “and if there is any coffee
to be got in this place, supply a cup 1o
cach of these gen'lemen.”

He fumbled in one of the horizontal
pockets of his bell-bottomed trousers for hi;
moncey, but paused with sagging jaw as ho
cought sight of Jack beckoning to him from
near the door.

“'Ullo!" exclaimed one of the men.
Ere’s a young pal of yours. Is he a-goin’
to join in?¥”

Scowling darkly,
Jack. :
“You nosey young beast!” he spluttered.
“What the thump d’'you mean by followin’
me here?” _

There was a steely glitter in Jack’s eve.

“C‘I:_Jrne outside,” he invited, “and I'll tell
youl.

“*Go and ecat coke exploded Buskv.
“Or, if you like, go and eneak on me for
breaking leave—only mind you don't lanl
in for a packet of trouble yourself!”

{8

Busky strode towards

3

1 “You'd better heat what I've got to say,”

Jack told him. “Back in the dormitory iou
lied to me when you said you were merely
going out to get somethin’ you'd left in the
washhouze, Instead of that, vou dug up .
the money that was handed you aboard the
ferry, and vou've come here, like the poor
fish you are, to lose il to a beastly bunch of
shore sharks. Well, you just aren’t going
to do it—sece !"”

“Oh?” ejaculated Busky, bristling, * And
what exactly are you going to do about it?”

“Just this,” replied Jack hotly., “ If you
don’t come out in the street now, I'll set
about you here in front of all these new
flash pals o' yours!”

“What! Why you know jolly well—"

“Ay, T know you're bigger'n me! I'll
put up with what you can hand me so’s the
two of us will get chucked out into the
street, and you don't sgpend that money o
mine! And if a navai police patrol comes
along and picks us up—well, it'll be wour
own fault!”

The “sportsmen ” round the billiard table
were arguing with a marker about a pre-
vious game, and did not get the drift of
Jack's remarks. By this time they had
become aware, though, that the two boys
were squabbling, as was plain to tell by
Jack's raised tones and the changing colours
in Busky's coarse face.

“C'mon!” impatiently shouted one of the
men, “If that young pal o' yours ain’t
going to play, let’s get busy.”

Equally eager were the rest to get on
with the task of trimming the feathers of
the plump young pigeon which had come to
them like manna in the wilderness.

But Busky hesitated.

He was quite confident that, with all his
advantage of strength and weight, he could
lick Jack, who showed the unmistakable

| marks of the previous fight. But he knew
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also that Jack's griv and courage were out

aof all proportion with his etrength, and
that this comparatively f{rail* boy from
London’s Eaet End weuld assuredly carvy

out his threat. Then the pair of them would
be slung out. with il 1he riek of a crowd
collecting and the naval police making their
unwelcome appearance,

Muttering savagely under his breath, Busky
turned to his new-found pale.

“You'll have to excuse me a wminule,
gen'lemen,” he mumbled. **My—my pal
tells me that there's :ome naval cops coming
through the sireet and locking into places
of thie sort. We'll beat 1t for a few munutes
and come back when they've gone.”

“Hi! Don’t go!” yelled the man desper- |

= - T = g

-..._.__-_“-
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break leave and join up with a rotten bunch
who clearly earn half their living on the
billiard tables.” '

“Cheeky cub! That's my bizny!”

“Right; leave it at that!” Jack retorted.
“In the scecond place, you've got jolly near
to turning into a common thief!”

“You——"

“Shut up! A thief! That’s what you'll
be if vou spend so mach as a penny of that
money raised aboard the ferry! It wasn't
you who beached the boat—it was me—anil

therafore that * brass® doesn’t belong to
LB
yOul.

“It was given to me!” argued Busky.
“Only because the chaps aboard the ferry

;Tﬂlf

1.'."ﬂltiLf iJ

T F i i
|
1

It

Jack suddenly wriggled out of the policeman’s grasp and, as he did so, he ducked, butting his captor

right in the stomach.

“There's a e¢mall room at the back:

ately.
wliere

But before he could get the words out,
Busky hurriedly dived through the swing-
rioors after Jack, leaving benind him the most
disappointed bunch ol “sportsmen” in all
Porthaven!

The Pain of Parting!

NCE round ithe corner of the [irst
O quiet street, Busky etopped and|
angrily draggod round Jack to face

him,
“Now let's have a settlin’ of this here

Lk

and now,” he rumbied,

“I mean to,” Jack rephed. “In the fir<t |
nlace you're as potty as they make 'em to!

““ Qocch !’ gasped the worthy representative cf the law,

thought you were the fellow who'd performed
the stunt. But you snow, and I know, tiat
yvou were squirming like a beastly worm on

the deck when the boat was grounded. Now
hand it over!”

“Shan't!”

“"You jolly well will!? exclaimed. Jack

determinedly,  *“There’s not a penny of that
money going into the pockets either of xou
or those tough townies,”

“That 0¥’ exploded Busky., “Now hear
what I've got to say: 1 won't have you fol-
lowin’ me about like a ehadow.  Everyone
from the admiral down thinks I &}lﬂﬁ'fcgﬂlﬁ
ferry aground, and they won't believe a word
yvou say now even .f you squealed. The
dibs were handed to me, and although 1
afferedd {o divvy up fftv-tifty before. I'm now
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hanging on to the lot. And what are you
going to do about it?"

“Simply this,” said Jack,. scarce able to
keep his quivering hands from the mean
cad. “To-morrow, or as soon as I can get
leave, I'm going along to the Seamen’s Hos-
pital to see Cap’'n Kilby, skipper of the
wrecked ferry.” |

A grin spread over Busky’s face.

“You can see old Admiral Britton him-
self if you like!"” he jeered.

““No, Cap'n Kilby will be enough,” re-
turned Jack; “for it happens that before
he crashed down the bridge ladder and got
knocked out, he saw who was standing at
the wheel.”

“You—you mean,” he gurgled, *that
there's someone who saw you at the wheel
and can recognise you?”

“Beginning fto savvy—eh?” remarked
Jack. “Cap'n Kilby, so far as I know, is
the only one who did sce me at the wheel.
I dare say he's come to before this, and
he'll be able to back me up when I say that
all the time you're nothing but a rotten
fraud |

Busky sucked in the night air as though
ho had recceived a short-arm jab to the
stomach,

From bullying he tried
he offered to go ffty-fifty,
money which had been collected from
people aboard the ferry was not to be
to any base use.

He remembered his own struggles in
London and the kindness of many of the
East End folk to him in his darkest days.
In gratitude to them he wanted to give this
money, which he himsell had earned, to
those who were poor and needy.

“I'll tell you what,” he said to Busky.
“Coming through these parts on the way
to the schools the other day, I saw a coa-
vent or somethin’., We'll beat it round theve
now, and you shall put that money of mine
in the colleeting-box for the orphans.”

“My aunt! You're batty!”

In desperation, Busky pleaded. He would
put the 15s. 9d. in the box, and they'd split
up the £7.

Jack said no; the whole lot was to go to
the poor.

Busky was almost weeping as they made
their way to a grim building in a quiet
street, and stopped beside a heavy wooden
collecting-box riveted to the wall,

“Look here,”” mumbled Busky desper-
alely, “if I do put this money in the box,
you'll not go near that ferry skipper? Pro-
mise that.”

“Right! That's a go!”

First, Busky took a bit of paper from his
pocket and a stub of penecil.

“We'd better put a note in with it,” he

gﬁwlcd,

n the note Busky wrote: “£7 15s. 9d.
With best wishes from Doy Clement
Smith R.N." This, Jack would not have at
all; but finally he allowed Busky, who was
fuming inwardly, to write another note bear-

¥

leading. Agamn
ut to Jack that
the
pui
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| ing the words: “£7 15s. 9d.—From the boy

who beached the ferry.” ,

Busky's face was a picture as he inserted
this slip into the slot. Then came the pain
of parting! One by one he put in the seven
£1 banknotes, and afterwards the coppers
and silver, Then, hardly able to keep his
hands from Jack, he sbruptly turned on his
heel and rapidly slunk away.

Jack remained standing on the pavement.
It gave him the utmos! satisfaction that the
callous Busky had been beaten in this round
of the rivalry between them. A number of
poor orphan children would benefit, and the
parting with the money was actually a benc-
fit to Buskv himself, who now would not be
able to make a fool of himscli among the
enooker sharks.

Jack was about to turn away when he
noticed that a half-crown which Busky had
last put in the box had got stuck against a
copper in the slot.

Afraid that some dishonest person might
came along and see it, he tried to push it
down. Finding himself unable to do this,
he took out his jack-knife and attempted
to depress the penny so that the half-crown
might fall, _

“Crumbs!” mumbled Jack. “The giddy
box must be full!”

And then a heavy hand fell on his
shoulder, and a gruff voice burst upon his
ear:

“To, my voung admiral! Robbin" the

poor-box, heh!” )

One glance Jack took over his shoulder,
and he glimpsed a stern face ornamented by
bushy moustaches, and a black chin strap
surmounted by a helmet.

A copper! Thanks to the goloshes supplied
by the Porthaven council, the limb of tho
law had been able to approach him without
registering the usual sounds atiributed to a
policeman’s feet!

And Jack, who, owing to his associatien
with his crooked uncle, l.ew DBonner, had
spent most of his voung life in fear of the
police, gave one mighty squirm and wrenched
himself free.

The policeman made a frantic grab at him
to regain his hold, but the boy adroitly
butted him in the belt, causing him to double
up like a half-shut penknife,

“Oooch!” gasped the constable.

Before he could straighten himself, Jack
was sprinting up the street like a hare.

Pheeeep!

As'the constable gave chase, he sent a shrill
blast on his whistle to attract .the attention
of policemen on other beats. Promptly Jack
swerved round the corner, with only ono
thought in his mind—to get back to the
Rampant, and lively ! '

(But Jack 1s to find that that ts easier
satd than done. The police are properly
on his track now, and they'll take some'
shaking off. Oh, yes, Jack i3 going to have
an exciting time of it next week, and that’s
why you mustn’t miss reading next week’s
gripping instalment, chums))
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VI got some good news for you thi= week,
chums,
Do 1
eyvebrows in polite inquiry”?
I will tell you all about it.
For some time past T have been receiving
requests to publish a portrait gallery of the

1

a shight rasimg of your
|.isten, and

l.]l%'[f'ﬂ

St. Frank’s characters, At first 1 hesitated.
A portrait gallery has already appeared in
the Old Paper—many vears ago, athmitted
and T did not think there was any real neces-
sity to publish it again., But still the requests
ponred in from readers, and finally T felt I
st reconsider my deetsion, 1 reconszidered,
ar:d then it was 1 realised that in the past
few vears the Old Paper has expanded enor-
mously.,  Thousands of new readers have been
enrvolled : new characters have come to St
IFrank’s. And, realising those two points, 1
decided that 1 would be justified i siarting
a new portrait gallery, :

And so it has come about. At Jeast, it will
come about in a fortnight’s time. A portrait
vallery of the St. Frank’s characiers will
detinitely appear i the Nensox LEgE LLIBRARY
the week after next.

So much for item number one. Item
mimber two concerns the St. Frank’s League,
By now, of course, the lLeague has grown
into a big thing, its membership numnbering
many thousands, But that i1s no reason why
1t suouldn’t expand even more. 1 want to
see every reader of the NELSON LLEE L.IBRARY
become a member. The League offers many
athvantages, one of the chief being that it
bying< together by correspondence readers
from all parts of the world. Also, a< Chief
Officer, 1T am always willing o help and
aslv e members,

® Biar: as T have said, T want ALL readers

‘t;# ba®me League-ites. And I want them to
0 vite' M me and tell me anything interesting
they’ve ever done or heard of in connection
with the Teague; to tell me, if they are St.

Frank’s Leagne club secretaries, how their
clubs are progressing. The best and most
miteresting of these leiters will be pnblished

week by week, and the senders wiil receive
II_.L-;,f'l“‘. ol jJI'II"]\!"I' 'H.';].!]J_"j’ﬁ :.ln{i E}t"]‘::‘j\'pf;.
Join the 3t Frank’s League NOW, chums

The Editor.

Your Editor welcomes leticrs from all s yeaders
send him one now, Address it to: The Edilor,
‘“Nelsen Lee Library,” Fleeticay House, Farring-
don Streed, London, E.C.4.

<11 Might mean yvour winning a prize in 1h»
near future! In the meantime, look out for
full particulars of thiz offer,

I also have in mind two or three other
new features which I intend to start fe
NELzox LLEE LIBRARY very soon now. Details
of will be given next week—so rmake
sure von don’t miss nex: Wednesday’s buner

To be on sidde order vour
NOW.
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED!

Albert Gilmore, Glenbrook P.O., Wamkun,
Aurkland, New Zealand, wuants to heas
readers anywhere, and tu exchange postearcs,
stamps and papers,

H. Cathcart, 1421 QGallowgate, Parklie:d
Cross, Glasgow, E.1, wishes to correspond
with readers in India, China, New Zealand,
South  Africa, Canada, Ireland and U, A,
All letters answered.

(x. (. Bew, 13, Hillingdon Parade, Hilling-
don Heath, Middx.. wants to correspond with
readers interested in locomotives, especialiy
those in U.S.A.

P, (¢, Jansen, the Iuternational Correspea-
ence Club, Beeklaan 53¢ the Hague, Holland,

wizshes to correspond with readers in No. th

‘
I

(Condinued vie page 44).
\ )
N i

i

P

Boys!Here's
your bike

A bike to be proud of
for 26 down and
nothing more to pay for
a month. Perfect, long-
lasting and good look-
ing. Write for Catalogue
| and details of 1§ days’ trial.

Dept. (T 847 )
BIRMINGHAM
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} CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

‘ {E’ oot r.ru-hi' prer ‘ J-H':- p"’!"i‘

*+++++++++ - - +++++* '

e . . .
.rn_‘a and  Eastern acd Seathern countries |
it l veelish or Duteh; plhoase wote Posinge 251,

HUE;I‘ 8. “hulmf“n-l "mfil
‘s‘I-illu tar hewr hu‘n tvlrh

I'!mm . {:u_}kﬁ t:r_-:.
"‘*In(f Poplar. London, E.14,
Frote readers in Loodon area: he has o
cestion to o forward: also Trom ., M,

Plyinouth,

201, 21, Rook
Wwialit= B }It-:n'
s

1.

Chetndlov, 20, Dessboroneh Clavdens, London,
W, 1. e
Perev " Young, 9, Weavhorm Soreet, Edue
i} Livl'}l‘i.]ﬂﬂl. wiatits  news of {;[nr”'gtl
Jesson, lute Venier Steeet, Mewone! Mel
bonines al=o Robert Sadon, lare Hl*il:‘:‘s:-]-:l
Riveet. Liverponol, vy |
A, D Lauke, 8, DPawvidise Piaes Plymuuth.;!
wisiis 1o correspond with ceaders o awes 160.20; |
Chas back marabers of the NG, for sale, i
Mis~ Olga Womd, 5589, -Faplanade Xsenue,
Munreeal, Canada, wishwes o beor from an
Fuali<h or” An<tralien givl, age 1014, t
.. Vosper Badenscoth Honse, 60 Timbwers
croft Lane, Phonstead, Locden, S.EGED, wants
CONPP LT I:fhl'f].lil]-.t mit s, -
1. 1. Badag i.“-. ( I.:L Noabutiee T2 r.-i
lentze, o, Hruf..ll.' bl € nli o, 22, Mbalsbep |
ll\diﬂ1 ‘."'i:-Hr‘: iH tL,}:._'. j ‘hh{ i'lj.'ir JE‘I‘H[E -
. — R

ﬂ:ﬁf NO FURTHER PAY.-
MENT FOR A MONTH.
14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL with.
out obligution to buy, JUNO
CYCLES are British through-
Iqut. and eent straight tc you
.~ direet from our factﬂr'}'

1. £3=15- gc,ash « Pertect

in.every parvt
: suparb quality and easy rim-

{ ning. Guaranteed for ever,

] Don‘t ﬂ&lﬂ]‘. ‘Vrite for Free
T ~Art Calalogue. © . :

; JUND CYCLE CO. (Dept.L.2), '

248" & 250. - Bishopsgate, -
London. B.G.2. listab. 51 years

HCKIHG

CARRIACE
FREE

MAGTIC TRICKS, orr—mrom 2'6, 5'6. Ventrilo
Jpis: ["nrrumrm Invisible, - Imitare Birds,  Price bd,
avli, 8 for 14« HARRIEDN 239, Penton-

ville Road. I-unﬂnn. N.1. | >,
L0 Untanc Canada,forapproved |

FREE PASSAGES} oy farm lcarners, ngcd 15 to 14,
-—App‘v Ontario Government, 163. E:tmnd London |

inches  rapidly galnedl '

hrines Free Book with Testimonials, WriteNOW to » 1

Yok of B Your Height Incrcased 10 |
| Am‘tzmz Caomplete Course
b‘IEBBlHG a&'s'rzm 28, Dean Ruid Lunnuzz N. w:

BETAI-L days or money back, 3- '
sent for 5/- PO, .Or STAMP

? HEiﬁHT IHGREASEB 5/’

| The
P Fails,

i Harropz Hovse,

ophiysigue’ hy

P C.&RHE L:ncoln SE

Al apphcatmns for Advertisement spaces in ﬁfﬂ

FIGRIRY O SCHODI, STORES

Alan F. White, 23 I:'t kll. an Steeet, Way-
ville, “87 Austealia, wisties to -,-.(-I I\_f..f.. old
series 509 508, ; .

Norman » MeGan, 227. \-:rﬂuhmul Clarder:
Villev, Melhonrne, Vi ictoria. Austratia, wishe.
to covvespoiid with readers, especialiy  stang
collecrars,

i, B, dehe Drive, Leigh-on.

Frsx. 45a, Fairh

Sea, Losex. offurs B, for Nu, 6, N. L. L. new
NORES

Walle Oz, 4, Claveres Street, Fleming-
fon, Vietocia, Australia, wishes 1o hear feom.
reacders,

A, Bresnahian, Wimaha, 14 Oriinea "\.'nfi
Caulfieid North, Vierowia, Australia, \u:hl*.n
o sell 180 copies of the N L., old series

J. L Badgon, 41, ot L ivd Bl Brightan
tnmh Dk mnnbers ot the .\'.|-.Ii;. ’ a, B
H 'llli'lE{I I': {I"'l’h!, .“] E:t'!'.u':['“' :"':']i'l.‘r‘f tliﬂ'l:
ville, Wiaganuni, New Zealand, - wants core--
spotiglent s tare restedd i wiveless “and medor _
reehantes = ! : o T Ulealn
(lea, P Sargeant. . Owaka, Otpgo, New :
Zealand, v |T~ n*l!ur-];rz-i‘hh'{l.im';-" eer * o f_-;f".'
G Tt 33. Richinon 1 I:ur: Edinhurgh,
witits  menitiegs “for | his ¥ denté® Claby == Wil!
peatders who  are intepesterd [:]n'nw wiite &
buitn, . - Wi W s ,,,'e_‘!
J.o W, Boaelwr, 13, Horaman | Strect,
LEPOav egor S1eel, (-"Z-I!FIIH‘!";'L'.“H La}nﬂun 5 Eh5
has N30 = Tar sales . R v’*,
Wilferdl ixtrkbrnde, 42, Qe PRreed, "'HEH o
wick, Manchester, “wants o Fiespondents a0y
Austvaliag :"-:'-"n‘t a1 {-I'i TR TS T ~tinapes,

Co I:I'J. {o
Cot ua’é 1‘
inches in ONE MONTH .-
Hi'f‘n‘t‘ applitnees — dynes - or diet mz
Famous Clive System WNever
Complere Conrse, 5'- o, prt,
.*‘,hmn A, leeu

or furthel paril
OLWYN J:‘A‘!;' Horth Voles.

BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED
for CANADA, AUSTRALIA' and” NEW
ZEALAND., Yarm training, outfit, nqmated
passages pravided.  The L:-I.h.L'Lif}l] Aty .
keeps in touch with boys ™ aticr Setfle: -
ment in the Dominions. Make unt'nfghhﬁg
application—the Branch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C. e i Wt Pl Lo

BE TALLER! |

Photsands have ingrgmsed Hm -~
height . and  eimp vl “‘Hm‘f: =
Sl mmg |m exvstens, - Same ﬂaw"miqini';:,n‘
mitels ax 4% meles in‘a few months, and 1 have their f-
gratetul “lsiters in o my ;: ALY wluu—]uuuhurm.hw AT e
SHCCeNs of my conurse, Write for beautifwly iﬂuultltu"'
Lok, sent free for 2d. STAMps, * - 5wk - ey -

CARDIFF, S. 'W"ALES

£2 000 umth rhcap lefn Material and d‘f‘mt

Sanples catialoeue free,~'12 x' 10 Enlarerar
men cany phota, Sd. —-HE cketts, Jllly Rd. L:ve:{nﬂa! .

I-I'I'.l'-II'"'II-'Il.ll.I'I‘l.l.l'-.l'l..l.l-..' v-.-’;"'
el

puh—"l %

lication should be addressed to the -Adverfisem

Manager, ‘' The Nelson Lee Library,”’ The Fleetwn
House. Farrinzdon Street, London, E.C. 4.

-III-itl'lllIll Illllﬂ'lI'-l'Il-"l!l.'."'ll.lllllilii ®
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I'rm | lfHI |:r1h.1~.|4::i CYPTyY Im ~.-11' liv 1}_.'- I: TN L lhr- 'I“;.ql.un e -i Prisss, I“- Fleerway Hounsee,
Parvingdan Sipct,  London, i .4, Xdvertisemen:  Offees: The Flittway  Huis, !-1 spEdon  Ripoey E (.3,
Botrostor=d for crmusamission by Cineobian g zine post,  Subseripion F:uu- Inkind and H vived, 11+ per #an ':
£ B Lar sy womihes,  Node Xsonts Goer Somth Aleses @ Cvnien] New s Azcnev. Lomiged, Sele Yaonis fep Ay i'l 3
d e New Seadared @ 3esasess Gamban & O 2" i, Liometiead,
Naw Series No. 164, "o Juna 22nd 1929,



