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Meet '' Scatty '' Scattlebury, The New Headmaster of St. Franl,,'s I . . -

By 

EDWY SEARLES 
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CHAPTER 1. 
The Amiable Stranaerl ., GOOD old Bannington !" said Ha11J­

. for-th warmly. 
He drove his little l\1orris Minor 

· slo,vly, so that lie and }1is chu1nf3 could 
feast tl1ci1· eyes on the scene. Hannington 
High Street, this after11oon, was looking its 
best. The ,vide Toa.cl and the f am ilia.~ 
buildjngs, son1e qooi11t]y old-f ashioncd, 
some ultra-modern, were bathed in tl1c l1ot 
sunshine of tl1e early su111me,r' s day. 

• , Loolct3 good-eh?'' went 011 Handf ortl1 us 
he glianced at Church, who sat next to him. 
•• By George! Old ~~11glanrl bakes a Lit of 
heat,ing, yot1 chaps l'' 

'' We' re jolly g lac) to be bAck, a11yway, ,, 
. re11!ar'ked Ch11rcl1. '' I say, how abol1t stop­
ing at t.l1e Japanese Cafe for an ice-cream?" 

•' Not likely !'' replied Handfortl1. '' I 
, ,vant to push on~-I ,vant to get to St. 
' Frank's. \V c can }1a,,.o all th·e ice-rrea.rn \\"C 
· wa 11 t 1 h ere. '' 

--
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'' I'll need a-bout a dozen,'' said llcClure, 
from the rear. ''Phew l I'm ba-king !'' 
.. MoClure was sittinf in the confined rear 
space at the baek o the l_ittle ealo~n; lie 
was aln1ost hidden ,by the piles of s111t-oases 
and ot.her baggage ,vhich the juniors had 
brot1ght ,vith t.11em. 

The celcbratecl chun1s of Study D ,ve1~e not 
al \Va v·s so entlittsiastic about tl1e a rcl1i tc(~· 
tt1ruf beauties of Ba1111ington. Tl1is ,vas 5. 

,~ery special occasion. I~ ,,ras tl1e first dfiy 
of tho half-tcr111, ir11n1Qcl1ately following the 
Wl1itsun holitlays, and Handfortl1 & Co . 
,vcre 1·ett1,rni11g to St .. Frank's after a so111c­
\V hat long abse11ce. 

With a cio,Yd of other St. Frank's fcllo,v~, 
they had only just got back fron1 their 
astonishing and exciting adventures in tl1e 
Arctic-in that queer little cot1nt.ry ca.lled 
Northestria, ,vher~ time had stood still for -many centt1ries. 

It ,vas goo<l to be back in these ol<l 
fainili61r scenes. Lord Dorrin1ore's ~UJ)er­
Sltibn1ari11e h3d reached }1or11e at the tag-en,] 
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Rollicking_ New Series of School-Life Yams Starts To-day! 

of the Whitsun holidays, and all the St. 
Fr an k's f el lo,v ~ u nd tl1e l\lo or Vie ,v girls 
liad been a.hie to spc11d a f e,v d,a:ys at homo 
before tl1e half-t.errr.. com111c1,cemont.. 

A nttmbcr of f{~llo,,Ts ,vere rett1r11ing to 
scl1ool by road; Handforth & Co. in tl10 
l\for-ris ~linor, Nipper, Tra,~ers, Reggie Pitt 
and several otherg 011 their motor-bil{es ; 
\Villiam Napole~n Bro\\'ne and ia ~e,,,, other 
Fifth-Formc-rs 1n Bro\\·11e's iiorr1s-Oxford. 
But tl1c rr1:ajority of cotrrse, had to be con• 
tent "" i th th\) l\.'\ i 1, v a v. 

'' Buck up, Hnnd~T 1" said Cl1ttirch, with 
some impatience. '' ''"" o ,vere late in sta.rt .. 
ing, and everj9 ·bodJ' else ,vill be there ,,·hen 

Bandforth WAS OUT I 
The Bead said '' NOT OUT ! '' 
And that was a ENOCK OUT I 

' 
• ,ve arr1 Ye. Tltere won't be nn ice-cream 

left!" 
Handforth needed no tlrgi11g. As soon as 

tl1e little oar had got clear o,f the busy Higl1 
Street, Han.df orth opened the throttle n11d 
the ~iinor ,,·as soon humming stu'fdily along 
the open country road at a brisk tl1irty. 

'' Be tl1ero in fiv,, min,ttes nO\V !'' sa.id 
Handf orth gaily. '' (:ricket this term, mj' 
sons! I've mad0 up my min-d to lrnook up 
a century in the very first match!'' 

His chums grinned. 
'' Pcrl1aps the bo\vle·r3 will make up their 

minds to send you out for a duck,'' sug­
gested Church. '' l'ity ,ve can't have a gam~ 
to-day. \Ve're badly out of practice, and 
it's perfect cric.kct ,,leatl1er. '' 

• 

-----... -
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"Of course ,ve tin h&ve a game to-day­
a practice game, any,vay, '' replied Hand­
forth. '' The giddy season's nearly a tnonth 
old, and we haven't touched a bat or a ball 
this year! Tt,at's one of the dra,w.haoks to 
going off on these adventure trips. Still, 
,ve' 11 soon make up for lost time.'' 

"We'll be pretty stale in our studies, too,., 
8aid l\lao, f l'om the rear. '' Old Crowell will 
probably tear his hair, and we shall be 
booked for extra lessons so of ten that we 
shan't have much time for cricket.'' 

''Rats!'' retorted HandfoTth. '' If Crowell 
tries on that sort of game and in the summer 
term, too-we'll--'' 

He broke off, for no apparent reason, an·d 
at the same time he eased his foot on the 
throttle pede.l. 'l,h3 ?t1orris Minor r·educed 
apeed, now gliding along slowly. 

"\Vhat's up?'' asked Chu.rcb curiously. 
'' Look there I', replied Hand£ ortb. 
His voice waa charged with wonderment., 

and Church, following the direction of his 
leader's gaze, uttered a surprised ejaculation. 
The little oar had turned a bend in the 
qui~t country road, and was gliding into 
a dip. 

On one side there was a belt of· woodland, 
and on the other a stretch of green meadows, 
~vitl1 .the. Ri':er Stowe just beyond. Down 
in t.h1s dip there was a shallow, sparkling 
brook which ran parallel with the road for 
t,venty or thirty yards, after which it cut 
off acroSf3 the meadows to empty itself into 
the Stowe. 

But it wasn't the scenery which caused 
Handforth and Church to shMe so hard. It 
was the fi~ure of a man in that dip. He 
was a highly respectable-looking, elderly 
gentleman, dres3ed in sober black. And 
the elderly gentleman, with his trousers 
turned up to his knees, was contentedly 
paddling in the brool<:. Over hia head, to 
protect him from the hot eun, he held an 
open umbrella. 

The spectacle was ·such an unusual one 
tl1at the schoolboys wete more bewildered 
than amused. Handforth even stopped the 
car so that he coJld obtain a better look. 
McClure, shif ti rig some of the luggage, had 
a look, too. 

'' The old boy's got the right idea,'' said 
~.Lao, grinning. '' There couldn't be a 
better day for pad-dling. '' 

Hand-forth and Church ,vera still too 
astonished to make any comment. At close 
quarters they ea,w that, the stranger was ap­
pairently a gent!eman. His clothes were of 
the finest quality; a platinum watch-chain 
a~orned his ,vais~oat: bis hair was tinged 
with grey, and his scholarly face ,vas full 
of chaMcter. 

'' Well, I'm jiggered 1'' murmured Ha.nd­
forth, at last. 

'fhe sce~e ""'as so utterly incongruous. A 
boy p~ddl1ng would hav, been fitting enough 
on this hot afternoon ; or even a passing 
tramp might l1ave cooled his feet in this 
way. But to come upon this eminently re-

spect&ble gentleman thus engaged, left 
Han-dforth & Co. son1e)l.1hat breathless. 

The gentleU1an in question was aware that 
the boys were taking a great intere·st in him. 
Indeed, he could not fail to be so, for the 
car h~d . stopped rig~t opposite, _and the 
thr~e _Juniors were star1.ng at, him with frank 
cur10s1ty. But -he evidently misunderstood 
their motive in stopping the car. 

'' Oan I be of any help, boys ? '' he asked 
genially. '' If you have los~ yot1r way, I'm 
afraid you won't find me of much use. I 
am a com-plete stranger in this district 
myself. Hovs,·ever, I am quite willing to do 
the best I Of.,n. '' 

He spo·ke ch~rmi11gly1 and he gazed upon 
Handfo·rth & Co. ,vith such a friendly eye 
tha.t the boys were imm-ediately at their ease. 

'' Nunno, sir, we haven't lost our way,'' 
said Handf orth hastily. ''We ,ve were 
,vondering if you ,vo11ld like a lift.'' 

They weren't actually wondering anything 
of the sort, but Handf orth was rather at a 
los~ for words,_ and h~ said the fiTst thing 
which came into his head. The genial 
stranger la11ghed amt'sedly. 

'' A lift?'' he repeated. '' It's very kind of 
yo~, but I am quitt- ~appy where I am. 
Quite happy. A charming spot, this. My 
feet haven"t been so comfortable for weeks. 
Besides, I don't need a lift. ~fy own car 
,viii be baok presently.'' 

'' Your own car?'' repeated Handforth 
blankly. 

He had opened the dooT of the Morris 
l\finor by now, and he climbed out. Church 
and McClure did the same. They were intri­
gued by this remarka.ble stranger. And 
when they stood on the g,rassy verge of · the 
road and eyed him at closer quarters, they 
were even more surprised. ·The old boy was 
splashing about in the brook and positively 
chirruping to himself with glee. 

'' Why don't you come in?'' he asked 
gaily. '' I oan give you my personal ae-
surance that the ,vater is fi11e. '' 

'' Oh, rather, silr, '' said llandfortb help­
lessly. ''But-but did I understand you to 
say ith.at you have a ~ar of your own?'' 

'' Cerba1nly. '\Vhy not ? ,, 
''Eh?'' 
1'Why shouldn't I have a aar of my own?'• 

asked the stranger. 
'' No reason at all, sir,'' said Handforth 

hastily. ''1-1 was only· thinking----'' 
'' I quite understand, my boy,'' interr11pted 

the stra!1ger. '' Y Ot! were thinking that you 
could give me a 11ft? A very charming 
tl1ought, and one which I fully a_ppreoiate. 
But I can assure you tl1at I am thoroughly 
enjoying myself, and I am in no need of a, 
lift. Hackett will be back presently. with 
the towel.'' 

'' Hackett ?'1 breathed Handforth, looking 
helplessly at his chums. ''Towel?,, 

''Well, my dear hoy, I must have some­
thing to dry my feet \Yith,'' said tbe stranger. 
'' Good gracious I That's very bad grammar, 
is it not? As a schoolmaster, I should cer­
tainly do better than that. I must have 
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something with which to dry my feet. Ah, 
an imrro,,ement, eh ? A decided improve­
ment l' 

Handf orth & Co. l1ad only heard one word 
-'' schoolmaster ''-and they regarded the 

r friendly stranger with more interest than 
ever. 

'' Y ~ur schoolbo:ys ? " gasped ~110 three. in 
one voice. 

'' Ah, that's sur{lrised you, eh?'' chuckled 
the stranger, ev1de11tly enjo),.ing himself 
immensell'. '' We haven't introduced our­
selves, have we? You must tell me your 
names, but first of all I "rill tell you mine. 
I am· Dr. Scattlehury, ihe new headmaster 
of St. Frank's College-Dr. Inigo Seattle• 
b11ry l'' 

'' Hackett is my chauff cttr, '' continued tl10 
old boy chattily. '' A splendid fellow in 
every way, and most o·bliging. I simply 
could not resist the ture of this sparkling 
brook. It called to me a.s we were passing. CHAPTER 2. 
That's the worst of ne,v shoes.'' 

'' New shoes, sir?" put in Churcht staring. Dr. Inigo Scattlebury I 
'' I don't see--1

' 

E D\VARD OSWALD HANDFORTH 
'' 1\'ly new shoes pinched me quite badly stood with his jaw agape for a second 

to-dai, and my feet became hot and ached,'' or two, and then he burst into a roar 
explained the stranger. " I cottld not resist f I h 
th t t . l h S I Id o aug ter. -e temp a 10n to coo t em. o to ,, Oh, rather!" he grinned. c, I say, si_r, 
Hackett to stop the cnr, and he has gone cheese it!" 
back into the town to buy a towel.'' ,, Ha, ha, lia !'' 

Handforth & Co. excl1angcd glances again. Church and McClure yelled with a.muse• 
This stranger was an amiable old bird, a ~ent, too. The very idea of this extraordinary 
charming personality in e,Tery way, but it stranger being the headmaster of St. 
certai11ly seemed that he was & bit ''loopy." Fra11k's tickled the1n t-remendottsly. He was 

'' Well, we'll be getting along, sir,'' said an amiable old bird, but he was clearly 
Handforth, grinning. '' Glad to see that irresponsible. Besides, his statement was 
yeu're enjoying yout·self so much. You said obviously ,,~ide of the mark. Mr. Nelson 
something just now abottt being a school- Lee, the c-elebrated schooltnaster-detective, 
master--'' "Tas the Head of St. Frank's, as everybody 
. '' Did I yu interrupted the old boy, with a knew. 
slightly-puzzled look on his face. r, Why, For a moment Dr. Inigo S"Cattlebury, as 
yes, to be sure I I am a schoolmaster--'' he called l1imself, gazed at the three juniors 

He pa1.11ed, and a sta1·tled look came into in some ~urprise, and then he cht1kled, his 
his Clrcs. eyes twinklin~. • 

''I am a schoolmaster,', he repeated, as ''You find 1t amttsing?" he asked, 
though to himself. '' But £or the life of me ''Rather, sir !'' yelled llandforth. '' Ha, 
I b h f h h I ha, ha ,,, ca11not remem er t e nazne o t e sc oo to ' 
"·hich I belon~ I H'm! Most remarkable l '' Ha, ha, ha!'' roared Dr. Scattlebury. 
In fact, most disturbing! 'It is no cxas-gera- '' Ha, ha. ha 1'' howled Church and 
tion to say that the situat-ion is extraordinary. ~fcClure. 
A school, after all, is not a thing which one They all laughed uproariously, the genial 
can easily mislay. Yet I am certain that I stranger joini11g ir1 with extreme gusto. 
belong to some school or other.'' Handforth & Co. were so tickled, in fact, that 

,, We're from St. Frank's ourselves, sir,'' t.hcy completely forgot t-o introduce them­
selves. 

said Handforth. ,.The only other school about ''Well, we'll be getting along,'' chuckled 
here is the River Hot1se '' 

'' Ah, to be sure!" interrupted the stranger, Haotlforth' at length. '' I hope your 
his face breaking into a beaming smile. "St. ~~:.:r.~ur won't be too long with that giddy 
Frank's! Of course-of course." · He looked ,, Oh, yes, the towel!,, beamed the old 
at the boys with renewed interest. '' And fellow. ,, And that reminde me! The rascal 
yott are St. Frank's bo~rs? Splendid l How went off with my slioes and socks. I left 
do lrou do? I ca11not say how delighted I them in the car. So there's no help for it 
atn to meet you.'' but to paddle until Hackett comes back.'' 

He ad, .. anced to'\\~ards the edge of the · Handforth & Co. clin1bed into the Morris 
brook, and extended a dripping-wet hand, ~finor. 
having been running his hands through the '' If I were you, sir, I'd c-ool your head 
,vater a 1ni11ute ago, evidently desiring to as well as your feet,'' advised Handforth 
cool then1, too. cheerfully. '' Well, so lonff, sir I'' 

He sl1ook hands all round, and his grip "Hope we see you again, sir t'' chimed in 
was both wet a.nd l1eartJ~. Church and 1\-lcClure, grinning. 

'' This is indeed "rell 1net, boys,'' he said. '' You will-yott certainly will,'' promised 
'' V\7e sh.all be seeing a great deal of each the old chap. '' Oh, yes, l'ou'll see mo 
other in future.'' again !'' 

'' S·hall we, sir'!'' asked Handforth Handforth touched the electric starter, 
dubiously. and a mornent later the Morris ~1inor \\ .. as 

'' To be st1re,'1 said the old boy. '' At least, gliding a,vay. 
I sincerely hope so. There is nothing I like '' Genial old bird, but ·a bit loopy,'' com­
better than to be on intimate friendly terms mented Handforth. '' Head of St. Frank's, 
witl1 my schoolboys.'' eh? ~fy only Sttnday topper l'~ 
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'' He m11st have escaped from somewhere,'' 
,aid Church. '' The rummy thing is be looks 
eo brainy I I wonder whether we ought to 
do something about him? I mean it's a 
bit funny leaving him there paddling' in that 
brook.•• 

" If he likes to paddle, let him paddle,,. 
said Handf orth. '' W?10 cares ? We offered 
him a lift, and he dicln't seem to want it.'' 

'' His own car is coming for him,'' grinned 
McClure. '' And Hackett is bringing a 
towel.'' 

'' Ha, ha, ha!,, 
And tho chums of Study D, laughing at 

the recollection of that amusing meeting with 
the queer stranger, drove on towards St. 
Frank's. 

'-

the way, Handy, I shall ,vant you for crickot 
practice this ev~njng." 

''Fathead! Y 011 neen't tell me I'' retorted 
Handforth. '' I'm going to change into 
flannels at once. I've been cl-reaming about 
cricket ever since \\,.e left London.'' 

He loo·ked round amongst the crowds of 
Removites and Fourth-Formers. 

'' \Vhore's our old pal. K.K. ? " he asked. 
'' Where are all the other Red-Hots? I 
.ha,ven't seen one of 'en1. '' -

'' A11d yo1..1 ",.o!l't, '' said Nipper. '' K.K .. 
& Co. have lcf t. '' 

''Left!'' 
'' 'l,he ,vl1ole lot of them," ~aid Nipper. 

'' 1,hey've all gone back to Carltoµ. '' 
'' Well I'm jiggcrad !'' said HandfOTth, 

'HALLO, Handy!'' • with regret. ''I ~ay, that's a pity, you 
'' Welcome back, you chaps l'' k K K t, '' now. . . ,vas a spor . 
'

1 Good old Study D I'' 
Handforth & Co. had just climbed He felt genuinely sorry to hc.ar that Ki:rtby 

out of the Minor in the sunny Triangle at Keeble Parkington and Ha~vey Deeks and 
S~ F k' Th · f I · I Conway Baine~ end all tho other members 

,.,. ran s. eir aces were g owing. t of that stal,viart cro"'-d known as the '' Red-
was good to be back again, and better still 
to be welcomed i.n this boisterous fashion by Hots'' had left St. Frank's. There weTe 
the crowd of Removites and Fourth-Formers twelve altogether, and they had created very 
which pressed round. keen rivalry in the Remove. 

'' Lucky bargees !'' said Dick Goodwin. '' I think old K.K. got a bit fed up ,vith 
'' It's about time you <:ame back to school. things while we were al\~Y, '' said Nipper. 
You had some pretty hot adventures up in '' Anyhow, he and the otl1ers have now gone 
the Arctic, we hear.,, back to Carlton in a body. So they're the 

'' Bother the Arctic!'' said Handforth Carlton Gang once again.'' 
gaily. '' By George I Good old St. Frank's I '' Well, it's a pity,'' insisted Handforth.­
\Vithin a couple of days we shall never ''! Thin~e'll be awfully quiet ,vit~ut those 
realise t4at we've been away. Everything's cl1aps.' 
just the same not a giddy blade of grass "Don't you believe it!" replied Nipper. 
different.'' '' They ,ve·ra all very well, but they ca11sed a 

He and his chums were looking round lot of disruption in the Remove. We shall 
eagerly. It was indeed, good to be back now be able to concentrate upon dishing the 
at the old school. They had an affection for Fourtl1. Up, Remove! We'll let the Fourth 
those stately buildings of grey stone, and see that it's only an imitation Forr,1 !'' 
t,hey were intent enough upon getting into '' Go it!'' grinned Lionel Corcoran, the 
the Ancient House to renew acquaintance breezy Fo~~th Form skipper. '' Do you hear 
with their cosy den-Study D. these fatheoded Removites, Buster?" 

But· for some time they were kept busy ,, I'm not deaf,'' said Buster Boots, with a 
shaking hands with such fellows as Solomon sriiff. ,, We'll soon show them what's ,,.,.hat l'' 
Levi, Clare11ce Fellowe, Timothy Tucker, ,, I'm rather Jlad that K.K. & Co. have 
Alan_ Castleton, Doyle, Scott, Owen major, 
Hart, and others. Handf orth had never gone,'' continue '' Corky. '' •• In future it'll 
quite realised his popularity, and he be a straight scmp between the Fourth and 
expanded like a Hower under all this the Remove as it used to be in the old days. 
enthtisiasui. Good old days!" 

'' Jolly nice of you chaps to give us this '' We haven't seen the last of K.K. & Co., 
welcome,'J he aaid happily. '' Hallo, Nipper! either,,, put in Nipper. '' We're fixing up 
You,ve got ·here all 1ight, then? And you, • regular matches against Carlton, so K.K. 
Travers I -And yo11, Archie l'' & Co. will. come ovc-r here occasionally-and 

'' We've ~een. here for n~a!lY a!l hour, we'll $·o ov~r there. It'll b_e nice t? renew 
Handy,'J said Nipper, the genial skipper of old fr1endsh1~ now and agaa.1n. Things are 
the Re~ove. changed at ~t. Frank:s-and yet, in a way, 

''More than an hour, dear old fellow,'' they've really 011ly gone back to the old 
added Travers. '' Our motor-bikes are so order.'' 
nilich faster than your car, you know. JI 

1
' Rats I'' grinned Handforth. '' I'll give 

you a race any day. My Morris can do 
fifty-five '' 

1
' We won·t go into any argun1ents on that 

point,'' chuckled Nipper. '' By Jove, it's 
topping ·to be back again 1 I'm all in favou•r 
of a change now and again, but give 1ne 
St. Fn,.nk'a at thia time of -the year 1 By 

R. ALING'I.ON WIJ,KES, the House­
master of the Ancient House, came 
along to greP.t H-andf orth and the 
other newcomers. He did so witl1 

all his customary geniality. 
'' We've got to work h-ard tl'lis half, you 

fellows,,, said Old Wilkey, ,\~it.11 th&tl 
familiiarity the boys liked so much. 
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Handlortb & Co stared at &be dignified-looking man who was paddling about 
in the stream. '' WhJ don't you come In?'' be invited gaily. 

'' Clleese it, sir!'' protested Tra \'ers. '' Is 
it rea.lly ncc~ssary· to ta.lk about ,vork 
to-dav? '' 

OL 

" You bet it is,'' replied l1r. ,,~ illies. 
'' \V c' ve got to in.a ke llp for lost. time: So 
,Ye must work at our studie:S, and ,ve must 
,vork o.t our play. \Ve're all stale when ?t 
conies to oriC'ket and other sports. I undcr­
derstand that tl10 Hea.d is partict1La.rly l{een 
upon tl1e school making a big hit with 
cricket this season." 

'' By George! Tl1a~ ren1ir1ds me," grin11e<l 
H,andfortl1. ''I've got to tell j,.Ou f cllo,vs 
about a loopy old boy "\\"e rr1et on the Ban­
nington Road.'' 

l\Ir. \\~ilkes Jriftcd a,vay to greet so~c 
freshly-arri,,.ed seniord, and the cro,Yd of 
jtlniors rounrl Handfori:h ~;elletl with laughter 
as ho told of the cncottn tcr ,vith the paddling 
gc_i,ntlcn1an of the brook. 

'' Said he was t lie lie.a cl master of St. 
Fr,!l.nk's," grinned Hanclfort.h. '' Did vot1 

e,rer hoar such a gidily joke? Ancl he toltl 
us his nar11e was D! .. Indigo Scatty !" 

'' Ha, ha, ha!'' 

'' Not Indigo Beatty, you cl1u1np ! '' said 
Church, Y.'ith a grin. '· rvr r. l11igo Soattlc-
bury. '' 

"WJ1at's the differc11co? ,: retorted Hand­
f ortl1. '' Scatt-y is a much better name for a 
man like tl1at ! Aud the runlmy thing is, 110 
,vas such a cl1ir1>)· old boy. He ,\-as enjoying 
himself lii<c a kid in tliat brook, 0.11d ho 
prattled a,vay quite n1erril.r. '' 

'' Said l1e \V~s ,vai ting for his cll.auffeur 
to tu·r11 tip ,•;ith a towel,'' cl1uckled McClure. 
"Some new sl1oes had n1ado l1is feot hot, 
so 110 ,vas cooling them off. No mistaku 
a.bout it; tl10 old fello,v ,,·as properly loopj'. 
\\~}1:at I can't under.gtand is ho,v tl1e dickens 
he got ther~. I expect 11e' s pa{ldling sti il. 
and he'll keep on paddling until his l~eepers 
come along and persu:i-de hi111 to \\'alk into 
theil9 nice~ padded ambulance." 

'' H:a, l1a, i1a !'' 
"It's a fu11ny thing tl1a.t yo11 cl11aps shot1lcl 

tell us this,,, saiti the Hon. Douglas Single• 
to11. '' I've heard rttmours tl1at ,vc .are going 
to have a ne\v Head this half." 

'' \\7hat !" cjacul,atec\ Handforll1, st.a ring. 
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• 1 1 say, that's rot 1'' protested Church. CHAPTER 3 • 
• , Everybody kno,vs that Mr. Lee is our Extraordinary r 
Head--'' 

'' The guv' nor's not· coming back this H ANDFORTH & CO. stood like chunks 
term,'' put, in Nipper, joining the crowd. of stone. 
'' Didn't you fello,vs know ?'1 

'' My only sainted aunt!'' breathed 
'' Mir.. Lee not returning?'' asked Hand- Handforth, at length. "I say, 

forth, with wide-open eyes. .. Who told Churchy, can you see what I see?'' 
you that s~lly yam?,, '' 1-1 believe -so,'' muttered Church,: 

'' Well, Mr. Lee's my guardian, so I'm brushing • hand over his eyes. 
the fellow who ought to know,'' replied '' It's him I'' breathed McClure hoarsely. 
Nipper. '' As a me.tter of fact, th& guv'nor '' But the whole thing's mad I It's im• 
has been commissioned by the Home Oflioe, possible !'' exclaimed Handforth. '' I've never 
or the FOTeign Office, or one of those big felt so bowled over in all my giddy life 1 
Government departments, to undertake a What the dickens can it mean?'' 
delicate detective mission, ·and he'll be abroad His chums were. unable to answer. In any 
for eome wee·ks. '' case~ there was no opportunity of answering • 

• , Oh!''-· ejaculated }landlorth·. '' Then- For the new arrival, having talked with 
then who's the new head?" . Mr. Wilkes for some moments, was now 

· '' Don't know,'' . replied Nipper. '' I moving forward towards the big _group of 
thought perhaps that old Wilkey would juniors, who, remen1bering what Handforth 
deputise, but--'' had been telling them, were all looking 

'' Let's ask old Wilkey hitnself, '' broke in politely interested. 
'.PraverL '' I say, Mr. Wilkes! Can we ''Certainly! Certainly, Mr. Wilkes!'' the 
speak to you, sir?'' newcomer was saying. ff I shall be only 

'' No reason why you shouldn't, old chap,'' too delighted to meet some of your boys. 
said Mr. Wilkes, joining them. ''What's the As you say, there is no time like the 
trou.ble? '' present.'' 

'' Is it a fact that we've got a new Head Handforth, Churc}1, and McClure almost 
this term, sir?'' goggled as they beheld Dr. Inigo Scattlebury. 

''Yes.,, He was the same and vet he was not the 
'

1 Do you know anything about him, sir?'' l!ame I For this q11ietfy-spoken, dignified, 
asked Handforth. scholarly gentleman was complete master of 

'' I've never met him, if that's ,vh•t you himeelf. He was the exact type of man one 
mean, ' 1 replied old \Vilkey. '' However, he would take for the headmaster of a ~reaf; 
is a gentleman of very distinguished repu- Public school. His fig-ure · was tall, straight, 
tiation-an eminent scholar, and, I believe, and he carried himself wit.h a dignity and 
a 1nan who is co11vinced of the importance an assurance which &tamped him as a man 
of school sports. It's rather a wonder that of strong personality. His clean-shaven face 
he hasn't arrived; ,ve've been expecting him was eloquent of strength and kindliness. In 
·for the past hour. Oh, yes, Dr. Inigo every inch of him he looked an ideal head• 
Se.nttlebury is a great man.'' mas~-a scholar to his finger-tips. •. 

Handforth's jaw sagged, and he_ seeJDed to . '' These are some 0£ m.1 youngsters, sir,':. 
find some- diffic11lty in swallowing something said Mr. Wilkes· cheerfully. '' You fellows, 
,vhich had suddenly come into his thi-oa.t. let me introduce you t-0 Dr. Scattlebury, our 

., What-,vhat name did you say, sir?,, he new Head.'' 
asked hoarsely. There was an epiden1ic of cap removing 

. '' Dr. Inigo Sc.attlebury, '' replied Mr. and shuffling. The Juniors were not only 
Wilkes. '' A curious name, but you can't impressed by the fact that this elderly gentle­
judge a man b:r-- What on earth's the man was their hea.draaster, but they instinc-
matter with you, Handforth? And you, tively respected him. His very bearing 
Ch11rch? And you, McClure?'' demanded respect. 

'' Nun-nothing, sir!'' gasped Handforth '' Welcome to St. Frank's, sir!'' said 
feebly. '' I-I mean-- Oh, my hat! Travers, with his usual easy assurance. 
It's impossillle ! There must be some mis- '~Thank you, my boy-thank you all I'' said 
take!'' Dr. Seattle-bury, smiling. '' I am very fleased 

'' There'e no mistake about Dr. Sc.a.ttlebury, to meet )'OU 1n this infor111al way. am a 
if that's Yi'hiat you mean,'' said Mr. Wilkes. newcomer to this great school, and the 
'' \~•le Ilousem,asters have al~ received official sooner I can get acquainted with its 
intimation from th~ governors-- Ah! scholars the better. I like to be on friendly 
Perhaps this is Dr. Saattlebury now?'' terms with my boys.'' 

He broke off, and moved a\vay briskly. He had a kindly word for this fellow, a 
IIandforth & Co. and the other juniors, smile for that, and he chatted in the most 
gazing at him, saw that ho was walking friendly way, always maintaining his quiet 
to,va.:-ds the gates. A splendid limousine. dignity, however. The Removites and the 
had just glided thrrough. Fourth-Formers were much impressed; they 

And the man who emerged, after Mr. felt that they were going to like their new 
Wilkes had pulitely opened the door, was Head. He ,vas just the sort --of man, they 
the remarkable stra.nger who had amused felt, who would be able to control the 
himself by paddling· in the hTook I destinies of the great school. 
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Handforth and Churcl1 an<l ~IcClure, wl10 
,\,.ere longing to escape, ,vere afraid to mo,,e. 
Presently Dr. Scattlebury came opposite to 
Handfortl1, and he seemed a t-rifte puzzled, 
for a frown flitted across his face for a 
second. 

'' Come, come l'' ho said gently. '' Yott 
need not be so nervous, young man ! You 
mttstn't be afraid of me!" 

'' Nun.no, sir!'' gasped Handforth. '' I-I 
did11't expect to meet you again so soon, 
air." 

'' Meet me again?'' repeated Dr. Seattle­
bury, lifting his eyebrowi. '' I don't think I 
quite understand. We have never met before, 
have we?'' 

''1-1 thought we had, sir," said Hand• 
forth, with a gulp. 

'' Surely not,'' smiled the Head. '' You 
must have made a mistake, my boy.'' 

He passed on, and it was obvious to all 
tl1e other fellows that Dr. 8-cattlebury had 
ne,"er set eyea on Handforth before. Or, if 
he had, he had completely forgotten it. 

As for Hand£ orth & Co., • they were more 
bewildered than ever. This man was totally 
different I 

'' GIVE me air!" babbled Ha.ndforth 
feebly. 

Accompanied by Mr. Wilkes, Dr. 
Seattle bury had just got into his 

limousi11e, and the car was gliding off 
through Big Arch into Inner Court, en 
route for the Head'~ house. A crowd of 
Rcmovites and Fourt}1.Formers pressed round 
the chums of Studv D. ... 

"You giddy spoofer !'' said Tomml" \Vat­
son, with some warrnth. ., What the dickens 
do yott rnean by telling us that dotty l'arn 
about Dr. Soattlebury? '' 

'' Yes. What was tho idea of telling us 
that yott saw hint paddling in a brook ?'1 

demanded De V o.lerie. 
Handf ortl1 was trying to recover himself. 
''We did!'' he said fiercelJ'. ''He was 

paddling!,, 
''Rats!" 
• , Cl1eese it, you ass !'' 
~• Draw it mild, Handy!'' 
'' But it's true!'' insisted Handforth. ~, I 

-I can't 11nderstand it, you chaps, but it's 
true! And the rummy thing is he didn't 
e,ren remember me or Churchy or 1-lac 
either!" 

'' ,,r11at' s the idea of keeping it up, yott 
cht1mp ?" asked Travers, staring. '' A joke's 
a joke, but--'' 

'' Ha11d.r isn't joking!'' interrupted 
Cl1ttrcl1. " I don't pretend t.o understand it, 
hllt wl1en we . saw Dr. Scattlebury for the 
first time he was paddling in that brook, 
\\'"ith his tro11sers turned up to his k11ees, and 
'Y."itl1 a11 umbrella over l1im. '' 

'' Ha, ha, ha !'' 
'' It's 11ot good eno11gh,"' 8aid Nipper, gri11• 

raing. '' Yott can't fool us with--1
' 

' ' nut it's true!" shot1ted ifcC~lt1re. '' ,,. e 
all sa,v }1im !'' 

~,Rot!'' 

'' But look here '' 
'' Tell it to the Marinos!'' 
The juniors fra.nkly discredited the story, 

a11d even Hand{ orth & Co. were beginning 
to wonder if they had dreamed that incident. 

'' Tl1e only thing I ca11 think ia that the 
Head must have a double-or a twin 
brother,,, said Handforth breathlessly. '' By 
George, that's the truth of it 1'1 

'' Ha, ha, ha!'' 
'' The very idoo of that dignified man pad­

dling in a brook is ridiculous,'' said Nipper, 
shakin~ his head. '' I mean, you can't pos­
sibly picture it. It's absurd!'' 

'' Absurd or not, we saw },im, '' 88.id 
Handforth defia11tly. '' By George! I won• 
der if he ,vas doing it deliberately ? I mean, 
perhaps lie tried to catch tis, )"OU chaps,'' 
he added, looking at his churns. '' Some of 
these headmasters have run1my notions--'' 

'' But not as rummy as that,'' interrupted 
Church. '' Didn't we say at the time thab 
the old boy was loopy T Hang it, no head­
master under the sun would do sttch a dotty 
thing! I'm beginning to think that 10me­
body must have been playing a trick on us.'' 

'' One of those River House chaps, per­
haps!'' suggested Handforth, with a start. 
'' Perhaps they knew that Dr. Scattlebury 
was comi.ng ! Perhaps they knew what he 
looked like, and they got up an impersona­
tion-- Oh, rot I It's too thick!'' 

'' Either you chaps are still trying to pull 
our legs, or you're all dotty!'' said Corcoran 
frankly. '' Anyhow, we don't believe that 
silly yarn of yours. We've seed the new 
Head, and he promises well.'' 

'' I entirely agree,'' said Timothy Tucker, 
the learned junior of Study U, blinking 
round through his ]1orn-rimmed spectacles. 
''Yes, I entirely agree. The r1ew headmaster 
is obviously a man of strength and dignity, 
and this story of yours, my dear Handforth, 
is not only unconvincing, but verging on the 
peurile. Yes, I regret to say it, verging on 
the peurile. ,, 

''If you're asking for a punch on tl1e nose, 
T. T.--'' 

'' Dear, dear! Certainly 11ot 1'' said T. T . 
hastily. "Really, Handf orth, I hope you are 
not going to g~t violent.'' 

'' Leave him alone, Handy !'' interrupted 
Church. '' You can't blame tl1e chaps for dis­
believing us. I'm in a maze myself. The 
\\'hole thing is so queer--'' 

'' Hold on ! " interrupted Handforth tensely. 
'' Look at this! Looi~ what's coming I'' 

His voice '\\~as so charged with significance 
that the other f ello\vs turned, a.rid so.w tho 
Head's limousine gliding through Big Arch. 

'' What's tl1e matt~r, ass?'' asked Buster 
Boots. "Tl1at car's cn1pty .'' 

"No, it is11't. There's tl1e chattffeur,'' said 
Handforth breathlessly. '' I'll show you 
chaps whether I've bee11 pulling l"our legs or 
not ! '' 

'' But how the dickens--'' 
'' Did,n't we t.ell you that Dr. Scattlebt1ry 

was by himself when we found him?'~ asked 
Handforth. '' He said that he had sent hia 
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chauffettr into Bannington to buy a towel." 
'' My 011ly hat, yes!'' grin11ed Bob Chris­

tiner "But you don't mean t.o say you're 
going to ask this m,in--" 

'' I am!'' 
Handforth ran forward, ,vhilst the other 

fellows yelled with laughter. They gathered 
round aznuscdly as the limousine ca.me to a 
halt in response to Handforth's frantic 
sig11als. Ed ward Oswald was no,v clinging to 
the coa,chwork 011 the driver's side. 

'' What's the idea, ;young gent ? '' asl<ed 
the chat1ffeur. '' If you're after a lift, I'tn 
sorry--''" 

'' Is )'our name Hackett?'' asked Hand­
forth bluntly. 

''Why, yes.', 

had he got l1is shoes and soclrs on again 
than he was just the same as ever.'' 

There was a silence whilst the juniors 
listened to this astonishing corroboration of 
Handforth's extraordinary tale. 

'' But he doe6n't usually do things like 
that?'' asked Handforth quickly. 

'' Never kno\\'ll him do anything like it 
before,'' replied the c;iliauffeur, taking a 
deep breath. '' All I could put it down to 
was the heat. Anyhow, it fair shook me up. 
Thank good11ess he's all r_ight again!'' 

And Hackett drove on. 

CHAPTER 4. 
Something New In Heads 1 '' There you are!'' roared Handforth, 

looking round. '' His name's Hackett!', 
'' What of it?'' . asked Travers mildly. '' 

'' Hackett's as good a name e.s any other.'' 
ELL?'' asked Handforth, looking 

round triumphantly .. 
'' You've proved your case, 
Handy, old man,'' said Nipper, 
'' Hackett's evider1ce is conclu­

The chat1ffeur1 obviously puzzled, was 
looking from one junior to another. He was 
a quiet., respectable-looking man, and it 
,vas noticeable that he was in a disturbed 
frame of mind. He seemed nervous and 
worried. 

'' Look here, Hackett, n said Hand£ orth 
quickly. '' I ,vant to MJk you a straight 
question. Did you bring that towel back 
for Dr. Soattlebury ?'' 

''Towel?'' ejaculated Hackett, with a 
violer1t start. 

He looked at Randforth very hard, and 
Handforth looked back harder. The other 
f eflo,vs, sensing that thie was a dramatic 
motnent, gathered round, silent. 

'' Just a minute, sir,'' said Hackett, forc­
ing himself to spook quietly. '' What do you 
know about a.ny towel?'' 

'' I ,vant you to prove one thing to these 
chaps,'' · said Handf orth. '' They think I've 
been pulling their legs; but I haven't. I 
met Dr. Scattlebury on the road, as I was 
coming here. He was paddling in that little 
brook, besiJe the rosd, and he told me that 
he had sent you back into Bannington to buy 
a to,vel. '' 

Hackett removed his peaked oap, and 
scratched his head. 

'' Well, I wasn't going to say anything 
about it, )'Oung _gents,'' he exclain1ed dubi­
ot1sly. '' But as you seE·m to know as much 
as I do, there can't be any harm, c-an there 7:, 

'' ~,·hat do you mean?'' asked Nipper, 
staring. 

'
1 \Vell, it's e r·un go, that's all I can say,'' 

replied Hackett. '' The rummie@t go I've 
ever heard of! I've been in Dr. Soattle-
bury's employ as che.uffeur for teli years, but 
it's the first time I've ever known l1im to do 
an.vthing funny like that.•• 

'' Like ,vhat ?'' yelled the crowd. 
'' Wl1y, to makE;' me stop the oar, and 

paddle in a wayside brook,'' said Hackett, 
,vith feeling. '' Fair shook me up,· it did! 
He calmly sent me back into Bannington to 
buy a to\vel, and ,vl1en I came baok, there 
he was, paddling, as happy as a kid 1 I 
11e, .. er saw anytbinl' like it I Yet no sooner 

• • gr1nnmg. 
sive. And 

''Eh?'' 
what are you going to do no,v ?'' 

'' After all, it is a hot day, and there's 
really no earthly reason why Dr. Seattle• 
bull'y shouldn't cool his feet in a rippling 
brook if he want.s tro, '' said Nip~er. '' A bit 
Ullusual, perhaps, but that's all. '!'here's 
certainly no need to go about th~ school tell .. 
inK people that our new1 HeSrd is loopy.'' 

'But you didn't see him!" protested 
Handforth. ''You didn't hear him, either. 
\Vhy, he even forgot the name of St. 
ltrank's !'' 

'' Oh, let's go in to tea,'' ea.id 'fravcrs, 
• yawning. 

Although Hand.forth & Co. were proved 
right, nobody took much notice of them. 
All the fellows wl10 h&d seen Dr. Inigo 
Scattlebury were quite satisfied that the ne\\" 
Head was a man worthy of their respect. 
In foot, everybody accepted Handforth's 
yarn with a pi1lch of salt. As usual, they 
con<.·luded, Handy had indulged in a lot of 
exaggeration. 

So the matter was allowed to drop. 
Eveµ Handforth and Chuirch a11d l\f cClure, 

in the satisfaction of getting back into 
Study D, soon for got the new Head. 

Then there ,vas cricket after tea, t-oo. The 
evening wa, glorious, and, dressed in airy 
flannels, the l·uniora thoroughly e11joyed 
themselves on i ttle Side. 

But there ,verc other people who began to 
notice · slight eccentricities in Dr. Soattle­
bury's conduct-people who knew nothing 
whatever about that paddling incident, and 
who were the ref ore unprepal9Ad. 

There "as Mi·. Pagett, for exarnple. ~Ir. 
William Pagett was the master of tl1e Fifth 
Form, and he ~~as a man with a somewhat 
pompous and overbearing disposition; he 
had an immense idea of his ow11 i1nportance. 
Therefore, upon hoo;ring that Dr. ~t~I~­
burv had turrivcd, Mr. Pagett m&de 1t his 
business to hasten forthwith to the Head's 
house so th~t he could present ~is compli­
ments and introduce himself .. 



Pompous Mr. Pagett, very red 
and embarrassed, entered the 
tuckshop and ordered two ice-

eream cornets. 

--

... ~s it ,vas so ,varm, the front door \Yas 
sta11ding ~,ide op2n, and ~fr. P·agett ,v1alked 
in u11a11r1ounccd. lie t 1apped at the door of 
tl1e Head's stud)', arid ,vas some,,~ l1a.t 
startled to hear a boi::;te,rotts voice f ron1 
within. 

'' co~ne in-come in!,, it sang out. 
:\Ir. Pagett ~djustcd his glasses 

nose, set his go\vn straight, and 
Ile took 011e look i11to tl10 study, 
started so ,riole11tl)r t11a t his glasses 
,vith a clatt.er to the floor. 

on 11 is 
cntere,i. 
and he 

dropped 

'' Good gracious me!" ejaculiated ~Ir. 
PagC1tt, aghast. 

Dr. I11igQ Seatt lel-,t1ry ,Yas 1n the n1i ddle 
of the floor, performing an extr.a.ordinary· 
balancing feat. He had, in fact, remo,rcd .a 
large n1od0l of thC' ,vorld ftor11 its ~t.nnd. 
and ,vas using it. as a kind of balancing ball~ 
~11d ,v.as pcrforr11ing tl1e f r-11t ,vitl1 great 
crC'dit. 

rl'he sigl1t so start lecl ~Ir. l.,.agett t l1a t. t l1e 
Fifth .E"'orrr1 magter. after tha.t first excla.­
r11ation, could only· stand an(i gog_~le. ~.\ rt d 
the IIrad. los:;ing hi~ l~aa!!!!"''-'~ ~~~ }1e g~:,uc,\ci 

II 

,,, .. ',1•,. 
I I } ' 

I I 
l I 

' . 

rot1r1d, slitl1ered to the floor a11d 11early ov !:·­
ha lanced. 

'' A pity·, Ill}" clear sir-a pity,'' lie saill 
regretf11lly. '' You n1ight, at le.a.st, 11.ave 
perrnit-ted me to complete 1ny lvalk across 
thP. P~1 cific. '' 

"1-1 beg ,·ot1r f)ardon, sir?" 
'' ~ I ,Yas \\'a.lking round tl1e ,vorld, '' cx--

pl:ained Dr. Soa.ttlebury, ,vith a ,vave of l1is 
hand toward~ the globe. '' A most tricky 
undertaking, I fnd. '' 

'' \Valking rou11d the ,vorld? '' asked ~Ir. 
Pagett feebly·. "Oh, I see, si;r ! I n1ust con• 
foss I did not at first gather-- I am ~Ir. 
Pagett, sir. l\Ir. \\rilliia1n Pagett, of tho 
Fifth Form. I tl1ought, perhsaps--'' 

'' Splendid, i-ir. Pagett!'' beamed Dr. 
Scatt.lebury, extending hie ha.nd. '' I am 
dPlighted to meet ~Tou. Perl1aps :you ,vol1l rJ 
care to ,valk rot1nd the ,vorld '?" 

1\/Ir. Paget.t's hand '\\"as flabb:y as it en­
tered the He·ad·s firm grip. 

'' If :vou don't n1in-d~ sir, I ,vot1ld prefeT 
not to,'' said t.he Forr11-ma.ster hastily. '' Tl1c--

1 . I • • ' er -~.i('.'.lt l:' :--O)tli'','.-:1:!:· ()flt't'l'~'S)\'P. 
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'' You are qt1ite right, \Tr. Pagett," agreed 
the He.ad, nodcli11g. "It is ,varm to-day, 
isn't it Y An ice-cream ,voultin't con1e amiss, 
\vould it? Ho,v ,,rould yo11 like an ice-cream, 
111y de:a r si119? '' 

'' 'fhan k you \"ery n1uch, Dr. Scattlebury 
" --

'' \Ve'll have t,vo ice-creams,'' declared the 
Head serenely. "One each, Mr. Pagett. I 
ttnderstand tl1at icc-crcan1s are to be ob­
tJained at the school shop. Here's a shilling. 
PerharJs you' 11 be goo<{ enough to ru11 along 
and obtain t\vo of tho~e fine-looking ice• 
ere.am cornets ,vhich I ha·ve seen the boys 
consu 1n ing? '' 

"But, really, sir, 
'' Say 110 more,'' 

,vith another ,vave 
my t~ea.t. '' 

"Good heavens!''. 

yot1 don't mean--'' 
interrupted the Head, 

of his hand. '' This is 

"Jco-cre..an1 is an excellent food,'' continue..J 
Dr. Scattleb11ry. '' ,vhile you are J0ne, my 
dear sir, I will resume my walking tour. 
Bnt don't. be long.'' 

• 

~1-r. Pagett esca,ped in a sba.to of 11 t.tt~r 
be-.vilderment. ..~n-:l many juniors :\vero 
startled, some minutes later, to behold the 
pompous master of the Fifth 14..,orm sidling 
into the school shop, a11d edging tlp t.o the 
counter. \Vher1 he asked for a couple of ice­
cream corne~, there ,vas a mi1d sensation. 

'' Jiggere.d if it isn't old Pagett 110\v !'' 
murmared Do Valerie. ~, All t11e n1astcrs 
seem to be going sc.atty !~' 

'' Rats t Gootl luck to him!'' sai({ Fttll­
wood. ''Where's the harm in buying ice­
cream cornets, any,vay ?'' 

'' But Pa,g-ett !'' sa.id De Valerie l1lankly. 

Mr. Pagett, l1a·vi11g obtainccl the ice-cream 
cornets, slinkcd away across t.he Triangle 
as though he l1ad j11st committed a crime. 
But if lie expected to get back into l.nner 
Court unnoticed~ he was a sadly-disappointed 
man. In fact, it seemed to him that every­
body in tl1e c11tire school came out to watch 
him. He \\1antcd t.o drop t-hrough tlie ground. 
His dignity ,vas in tatters . 
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'l.,hat he William Pagett of the Fifth­
should be seen goi11g about i11 the open with 
an ice-cream cornet in each hand was beyond 
belief. But tl1e Head had requested it, and 
the Head was a matl to be humoured. 

His· mind still in a whirl, Mr. Pagett 
arrived back at the Head's study. He trans­
£ erred the two ice-cream comets into one 
precarious hand, and tapped on the door. 

'' Come in l '' said a quiet, dignified voice. 
Mr. Paq"ett opened the door and went in. 

He gogg1ed. Dr. l11igo Scattlebury was 
seated at his desk, a figure of scholarly 
trravity. He stared at Mr. Pagett, plainly 
mdicating that he had never seen Mr. Pagett 
before in his life. He \\~as astonished, too. 

'' lfay I inquire, sir, who you are and 
what this means?'' asked the Head coldly. 

In his agitation, Mr. Pagett's hand shook, 
and one of the ice-crea1n~ dropp~d out of 
its cornet and fell wit.-h a blob to the polished 
Boor. 

''Really,'' protested the Head rising to 
his feet, '' you will please explain the meaning 
of this extraordinary conduct, sir 1'' 

Mr. Pagett gulped. The Head was looking 
at him as if he were a madman. 

'' But, sir, you requested me to purchase 
these ice-creams l1

' panted the Form-master in 
self-defence. 

''I? I requested you to-,, The Head 
paused, momentarily at a loss for words. 
''Upon my soul, sir, l1ave you taken leave 
of your senses ? '' he asked. '' I don't even 
kno,v who you are.'' 

'' But-but I introduced myself before,', 
gasped !\Ir. Pagett. '' Don't you remembert 
sir ? You were walking round the worla 

'' --
''Walking round the ,vorld !'1 thundered 

Dr. Soattlebury. 
''I-I mean--'' 
'' Are you ill, sir?'' asked the Head, with 

sudden concorn. '' The heat, perhaps ,, 
'' I am not ill I'' almost shouted Mr. 

Pagett. '' We met n•)t ten minutes ago. I 
am Mr. Pagett, the master of the Fiftli 
Form. You requested me to buy these ice­
creams--'' 

'' You are dr~aming, Mr. Pagett,J, cut in 
the Head sternly. '' It is quite unnecessary 
to sl1out at me. I haven't the faintest idea 
of what you are talking about, and I can 
only conclude that you are the victi1n of some 
f ooiish practical joke.,, 

The Head's tone was c11rt, and his whole 
bearin~ was one of severe dignity. Mr. 
Pagett s own dignity ,vas shattered into a 
thottsand fragments-and con1pletely pul­
verised a moment later, ,vhen, taking a.n 
impulsive step for\vnrd, lie trod upon that 
fa lien ice-cream. 

His foot slit,hered from under him, he 
uttered a wild howl of alarm, and sat down 
on the rest of the ice-crean1 with a squelch­
ing, crashing thud. 

To make matters worse-if this were pos­
sible - the other · ice-crean1 jerked from its 
cornet, leapt into the air, and dropped neatly 
down the back of Mr. Pagett's neck. 

'' Oooooooh !'' shrieked the unfortunate 
Form-master. 

Dr. S'Cattlebury, much ooncerned, oame 
round his desk, and he ••ilted Mr. Pagetti 
to his feet. 

'' My dear sir, are_ you hurt ! ' 11 he asked 
anxiously. ,~ Really, Mr. Pagett, I do nol 
think you can be quite yourself. This 
behaviour of yours, to aay the least, i1 
peculiar. Perhaps you had better lie down 
fq.r an hour.'' 

He was fairly close to Mr. Pagett'a face. 
and he· sniffed suspiciously. Mr.· Pagett, who 
waa a teetotaler, turned red with indigna­
tion. 

'' Are you hinting, sir, that I am intoxi• 
cated ?11 he asked hoarsely. 

'' No, no ; not at all,'' replied the Head. 
'' But when a Form-master comes into my 
study carryir1g two ice-cream cornet., I 
naturally look for Borne logical explanation, 
since such behaviour, in itself, is incompre­
hensible. ,, 

'' But you sent mo I mean, you requested 
me ,, 

'' Come, sir,'' said Dr. Scattlebury sooth• 
ingly, '' I really must insist upon your lying 
down for an hour. I think 1.ou said tha• 
iou are Mr. Pagett, of the Fifth Form! I 
shall be glad to interview you later, Mr. 
Pagett, "·hen you are more yourself.,, 

He _gentlv led 1'fr. Pagett out of the study, 
and Mr. Pagett, returning to the West 
House, whert3 he resided, felt that his brain 
was on the point of bursting. What could 
it all mean T Had he dreamed that he had 
seen the Head balancing on a globe of the 
world ? Had he drearaed that the Head had 

.requested him to ·buy two ice-cream cornets! 
Judging by Dr. Scattlebury's attitude when 
it:r. Pagett· had arrived with the cornets, it 
certainly seemed that he h.ad been dreaming. • 

Mr. Pagett was in such a confused state of 
mind about it all that he decided to keep 
the incident completely to himself. At first 
he had decided to go to Mr. Stokes, tl1e 
Housemaster of the \Vest House, and tell 
him all about it. But he ca.me to the con­
clusion t-hat it would be far better to let the 
unfortunate affair drop. 

And a little later, when he met Dr. 
Scattlebury on the plaving-6elds, the Head 
greeted him with kindly geniality. 

'' A fine school, Mr. Pagett,'' said the Head 
enthusiastically. ''I am proud t.o be its head .. 
master.'' 

'' Oh, quite!'' said l\fr. Pagett, with & 
suspicious look. 

'' I am holding a conference of masters this 
evening,'' contint1ed the Head. '' I hope you 
will be there, 1\lr. Pagett. I like to get on 
friendly terms with my masters at the earliest 
possible 1noment. I have a feeling that we 
shall all pttll together very splendidly at 
St. Frank's.'' 

'' Oh, q,1ite !'' said Mr. Pagett, plucking 
up his courage. '' By the way, sir, have you 
ever-er-walked rottnd the world?•• 

Dr. Scattlebury raised his eyebrows. 
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'' What a remarkable question, ~fr. ''Nonsense!'' said ~fr. Wilkes, giving 
Pagett,,, he said, smiling. '' No, walking is Tubbs a sharp look. '' No man in his right 
11ot one of my accomplishments-at least, senses sends telegrams to himself. Let me. 
not that kind of. walking. &hall we go have this, Tubbs. I'm just going to Dr. 
across to watch the cricketers?'' Scattlebury1 and I'll get the 1·ight address 

~fr. Pagett gave it up. for you.,, 

l __ _,, -
CHAPTER 6. 
High Jinkal 

T UBBS, the Ancient House page-boy, 
was the next one to notice something 
peculiar abot1t Dr. Inigo Scattlebury. 

He happened to pass the Head in 
Inner Court as the great man was returning 
to his house. Tubbs had been delivering 
some papers from Mr. Wilkes, and he 
touched his cap as he ",.as passing. 

'' One moment, y 011ng man,'' said Dr. 
Scattlebury, beaming upon Tubbs. '' You are 
employed in this establishment, I take it?'' 

'' Yessir.'' i; 

' ' Excellent I Tako thie telegram to tha 
post-office for me,'' said the Head, pulling 
ottt a scrap of paper and scribbling upon it. 
'' Here's two shillings a shilling for the 
telegram and a shilling for yourself.'' 

'' Yessir ,'' grinned Tubbs. '' Thank you1 

sir.'' 
He glanced at the ,,.,ords on the paper, 

knowing that he would have to re-write 
them on an official form. Then he gave a 
sudden start. 

'' I say, sir, this is a mistake, isn't it, 
sir?'' he asked. 

'' I think not,'' said the Head. '' The mes­
~age is quite brief: ' Will be with you at 
8.30 to-night.-SCATTLEBUBY.' Isn't that 
what I have written?'' 

''Yes, sir. But you've addressed it to your­
self l'' said Tubbs. '' You've put the address 
as 'Dr. Scattlebury, St. Frank's College.' ' 1 

''Exactly,'' said the Head amiably. 
''Eh?'' 
'' I'm niost awfully fond of receiving tele­

grams,'' explained Dr. Scattlebury, with a 
charming smile. '' Whenever I receive a tele­
gram, young man, I get a thrill.,, 

He nodded and walked on, leaving Tubbs 
bewildered. Tubbs couldn't make head or 
tail of it, &nd, after scratching his head 
and taking a good look at the two-shilling­
piece, he gave 1t up as a bad job. 

As he was passing_ through Big Arch he 
nearly bumped into Mr. Wilkes. 

'' I say, sir, can I speak to you, sir?'' 
asked Tubbs eagerly. 

'' You can,'' · said Old Wilkey. ''What's 
the trouble?'' 

''This telegram, sir,'' explained Tubbs. 
11 The Head just gave it to me, and told 1ne 
to send it off.'' 

Mr. Wilkes read it. 
"But this is a mistake," he said. '' Dr. 

A few minutes later, when Mr. Wilkes was 
in the Head's study, he produced the scrap 
of paper. Dr. Scattlebury looked at it in a 
puzzled way. 

''" But I don't know what the boy means,'' 
he said. '' I gave him no telegram, or in­
structions to dispatch it. l don't even know 
t.he boy. As for his assertion that I enjor, 
receiving telegrams, it is palpably ridiculous. ' 

'' 'rhe young rascal,'' said l\ir. Wilkes, 
frowning. '' If he has d,a;red to pliaJ1 a joke 
on me, I'll give him a severe talking to., 

The Head ,vas looking at the piece of 
paper i11 a puzzled way. When he noticed 
that l.\fr. Will{es was ,vatching him closely, 
he crumpled the paper up and hastily threw 
it into the waste-paper b~kct. 

'' Tho boy says yott wrote the telegram 
on that scrap of paper you have just thro,tn 
away, sir,'' ~tid llr. Wilkes gently. · 

'' I 11eve-r saw the paper before in all niy 
liie, '' declared the Hoa d. · '' At least, 'I 
have no recollection of it. That was ,vhy I 
examined it so closely j11st now. The 
scribble does seem to resemble iny own hand­
writing, and for that reason I iam puzzled. 
Howev~r, the matter is of no importance, 
Mr. \\~ilkes. :r11e boy ought to be re~ri .. 
manded for playing sttch a foolish trick. ' , 

Five minutes later, when 1rfr. Wilkes de­
parted, he found Tubbs a,vaiting him. 

'' Look here, yotlng man, what are you 
trying to do?'' asked old \Vilkey. '' Dr. 
Scattlebury gave you no telegram.'' , 

'' But he did, sir 1 '' 
'' He doesn't even know you.'' 
'' Why, he etopped me not ten yards from 

this spot, sir·--'' 
'' Look here, Tubbs, you'd better tell me 

thC\ &bsolute truth,'' interrupted Mr. Wilkes. 
.'' '11he Head gave you th.at telegram and a 
two-shilling piece eh? You pointed out the 
peculiarity of the address, and he seid that 
it was quite in· order?" 

'
1 Y eesir I Here's the n1oney, sir.,, 

Tu·bbs ,vas so much in earnest, he was so 
obviously telling the truth, that Mr. \Vilkes 
believed him. 

'' Here's another two shillings, Tu-bbs, '' said 
the Housetnaster. '' Now, don't ire.ragino t'liat 
I am b·ribing you. Don't think I'm buying 
your silence. But it'll be much better if we 
keep this Jittle matter entirely to ourselves. 
I think the headmaster must be a little 
&ibscnt-minded at times. I don't want you 
to go amongst tl1e boys ,vith such an absurd 
story. ,t 

'' I catch on, sir," said Tubbs promptly. 
'' Thanks, sir! I know 'ow to keep my 
mo11th shut, sir.'' 

He saluted and went off-puzzled but 
happy. He was four shillings the better off, 

told 'im., · sir, but he said and the more incidents of this sort, in his 

Scattleb11ry has given you the wrong 
address. 1

' 

' ' That's what I 
he liked receiving telegrams.'~ opinion, the• better I 
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!\fr. \'\7ilkes returned to ]1is House, worried. ''Have you forgotten Hackett?'' he a.skcd 
He had heard albout the Pagett incident, and with a sniff. 
this fresh example. of Dr. Scatt.lebury's ,, Eh?'' 
eccentric behaviour g,ave him food for 
thought. He _was quite certain of one tJ_iing. "The ~ead's own chauffeur proves that 
The Hood himself had no recollection of th8 man in the brook was the Head him­
scribbling that r,eculiar telegram-a11d :yet self,'' said Church. '' Don't be a chump 
he had rooognised his own scrawl I Hence Handy I . What did Hackett say when yo~ 
!tis ~asty or:impling of the paper iand throw- asked him those questions? The man was 
1ng 1t a\\Tay. the Head. And it's no good trving to think 
,, "l\-I~st disturbing," murmured Mr. Wilkes. of rany explanation. Let's get. indoors." 

A l1kaible man, a famous man; but if he 'l'hey trooped into Big Hall ,Yith the 
plays tricks of this sort '\\Te shall have to do others, reluctant to leave tl1a delight-ful 
.s~met?ing about it. Quite an ext.raordinaa:-y freshn~ss of the eve11ing twilig.b.t. In Big 
s1t~hon." Hall 1t was hot and stuffy, and everybody 

'I he. more _he thought of it, the more ex- hoped that the new Head would not keep 
traord1nars· 1t seemed. Dr. Inigo Scattl~- -them long. 
bury ,v~s one of the mcst learned school- As a 1nattcr of fac1_ the school soo11 forgot 
masters 1n the cot1ntry; he had only re~ently the stuffiness, for . 1Jr.. Inigo Scattlebury 
conc~uded .fifteen l~car_s headrnastersh1p at made a speech which impressed everybody, 
Hed1ngham (jollege, 111 the \Vest, and he from the smallest fag to the most dignified 
,v4\_s a 111an with a brilliant record. se~ior. 

~fr. Wilkes liked him; he could under.. E,rery~ody had been expecting a dry dis• 
stand ,vhy Dr. Soattleburv had been 1,0 course; instead, ,the Head delivered a witty 
popular at Hedi!)gham, and why that school fri_endly, ~asterly sp1;-ech. There· was .some: 
!1ad be111oa11ed his 106s. He seemed to be the t~1ng_ ll:t. hie pe~onal1ty, too, ,vhioh gripped 
-idea! headmaster. l1u; listeners. Hero "'s a man who could 

'' Oh, ,veil,'' murmt1red Mr. Wilkes, ,vith be ,veil trusted ,vith the control of St. 
a shrug. '' Frankly, I oan't underst.and it. Frank's; a. man in \\~horn tho bovs could 
We sti,an have to awia.it further develop- believe. He ££l6de a very deep impTession. 
ments. H , h h · 

B Y mid-e,,.ening the school had more or 
less shaken do,vn. 

All the boys v.·ho had been away 
on that adventure trip in tl10 first 

half of the term were already feeling t.hat 
the}' had ne,"er been a\\·av. It was surprising 
ho.w quickly and ho,v easilv they got back 
into the old habit6. .. 

''There goes the bell for Big Hall,'' said 
Church, as he lounged in the Ancient Houge 
doonvay with Handforth and McClure. 
'' 'Y'hat ra fag I . On a lovely evening like this 
we ve got to listen to a lot of silly speech• 
making by the Head l '' 

'' First day of term is always rotten!'' 
growled Handforth. '' I'm jolly glad we're 
going in, you chaps. It'll give us another 
ch11nce of having a look at the Head. There's 
something fishy i&bout him, if yott ask me.'' 

.McClure grunted. 
'' I'm beginning to think that we imagined 

that giddl incident on the rood,'' he said 
bluntly. 'The more I think of it, the more 

. dotty it seems. Perhaps it \\·as some silly 
practical joker-somebody made-up to look 
like the Head.'' 

'' That's ,,,hat I thought," said Handforth. 
'

1 But it's a bit too thick. By George, 
t.hough ! I wonder if K.K. is behind it?" 

'' K.K. 's gone, you ass!'' 
'' I know that; but I've just heaTd that the 

half-term at Carlton doesn't start until to­
morrow,'' . said_ Handforth eagerly. '' It 
would be Just like K.I{. to "'ork off a jape 
on us-as ca kjnd of parting shot. And l'OU 
~no,11 jolly well that Baines is hot stuff at 
1m_personations. '' 

Church looked at bis chums pityi11gly. 

e expressea t e ope that the \\"l1ole 
school_ would pull togetl1er ,vith a ,vill, and, 
f~r his o,~n J>:&rt, he promised to throw all 
his energies into the task of making St. 
Frank's e, .. en greater. • 

'' I ,~m !l,t (lresent a st,rangeF withi~ the 
gates, said Dr. Scattlebury qu1et,ly. '' It is 
my ea-T11es~ ,vislt-inde-cd, m)1 i11tc11tio11-that 
,ve ,shall soon know one another bettor. I 
don t ,vant the school to look upon me as 
a f us~y old co~gcr "'Tho sits in the splendid 
secl_us1on of his study, lecturing fello~·s on 
!heir misdemeanours and delivering thrash­
ings at regular intervals. V\"' e'ro living in 
differe1lt ti1nes. If ~·ou h,ave any troubles, I 
want you to bring them to me. Your House­
~sters, of course, will deal with all :your 
minor troubles. But no,v and again thero 
is something bigger-son1ething very special. 
Don't forget that I'm on the spot, and that 
I shall be ever ready to help. Abo, .. e all, 
don't be afraid of me. We all know of the 
tfflditional schoolboy ,,·ho enters l1is hood­
master's study jn a state of trem,bling fear. 
No,v, that's all ,vrong. I want :you to re• 
spect me, but not to fear m~. '' 

And so he \\·ent on, entert.aining t.l1e scl1ool 
by his friendly attitude. Yet he lo.st no 
atom of prestige by his friendliness. 

At length he ga, .. e the order for dismissal, 
and the cheers '\\"hich went up for him ,vero 
not formal cheers, but a genuine expression 
of the school's sa +.isfaction. St. },.rank's 
liked its new Head so much that the absence 
of Mr. Nelson Lee ,vas not likell· to be 
greatly felt. 

Mi-, Alington ,,1'ilkes, who v.·as on the 
pla.t!orm, felt rather relieved e.s the school 
prepared to .file out of Big Hall. ~ld "rilke~;, 
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in fact, had ,been rather ,vorried about the 
Head. Mr. Pagett, of the Fifth, was still 
feeling bewildered. He could11't get that 
picture of the Head out of his mind-that '' 
pictuire of Dr. Soattlebury lJalancing on a 
globe. 

And then, at that point, something hap­
pened. 

CHAPTER I. 
Making Whoopee I 

ELL, what did I tell you?'' shouted 
Handforth excitedly. 

He and a n1ob of other Re-

'' One moment, you fell()w@ !'' sang out Dr. 
Scattlebury boisterously. · '' Hold on, there! 
Just a word!'' 

The school halted. Everybody noticed a 
eubtle difference in Dr. Soat~lebury's voic;e. 
And when the school looked at him, it was 
clear that he had changed l1is mood. He 
was smiling so g~r.ially, ~o amiably, that it 
almost a1nountecl to a wide grin. His eyes 
t,vin 1t1cd with friendly gaiety. 

Ho ,vas the same niun-and yet he was 
totally different. Gone was that scholarly 
dignity. 111 a ftash ho was almost like a 
great, overg,rown schoolboy. 

"I rather think wCJ ought to have a little 
celebration-eh?'' said the Head cheer.fully. 
'' Something to brighten us up on· the first 

_ .. ,lay of term-eh ?'' 
'fbo school waited wonderingly. 
'' I'll tell you what,'' contin11ed the H~d .. 

'' It's a gloriotts evening, and it seems pretiy 
~ough on you fellows to keep you bottled up 
indoors. So, for the Test of the day, you 
can for get tho school regulat,ions. '' · 

"Ye gods l'' murmt1red-Mr. Wilkes. 
He and the other Housemasters exchanged 

glances. They all noted the sttdden change 
in Dr. Inigo Scattlebury. And this whole­
sale permission for the boys to ignore the 
school regulations was startling. 

The prefects were looking worried, too. 
There was iBlways a certain amount of laxity 
on t-he first evening of tho term, and this 
generally meant a lot of extra work for the 
prefects. The Head wasn't making things 
any the easier for them. 

''Yes, that's it," continued Dr. Scattlebury 
amiably. '' Just for once we'll let the regu­
lations go to pot. The whole school can do 
as it pleases. You can bathe in the river, 
or play tag, or do any old thing you like. 
Let's all make whoopee t'' · 

'' My only hat I'' 
'' Great Scott I'' 
The fellows were so surprised that they 

could not even laugh or cheer. 
'' Never mind about bedtime I'' shouted the 

Head gaily. ° Forget the clock altogether. 
Go out and come in just when you like. 
For to-night you're f rec-and jolly good luck 
to you !" 

He waved a oheery hand in dismissal, 
chuckled hugely, and vanished through· the 
doorway rat the back of the platform. 

"Hurrah !'' 
'' We're free, you chaps-free for the rest 

of tl1e giddy eveni11g !'' 
'' Three cheers for the Head ! '' 
The school went crowdin~ out of Dig Hall, 

eager, excited and enthusiastic. At last St. 
Frank's was provided with a headn1aster of 
the right sort I . . 

movites ,vere in the Triangle, and 
all round them Fourth-Formers and Third• 
Formers wete yelling and cheering. Seniors 
stood in grottps, discussing the extraordinary 
situation. · 

'' What did I tell yot1 ?" demanded Hand--
forth again. '' Didn't I say that the Head 
was scatty ?'' 

'' Sea tty be blowed ! '' retorted Travers. 
'' In my opinion, dear old fell ow, the Head is 
th-e most sensible man under tho sun !'' 

'' Hear hear l'' ' -

''Yes, but no Head in his right senses 
would tell the ,vhole school to buzz out and 
ignore the regulations !'' protested Hand .. 
forth. '' I'm all for him, of course he's a 
corker !-but he must have got a, screw loose 
somewhere. I vote ,ve make hav ,vhile the 

• w 

st1n shines I" 
" Rather I'' 
'' Let's go to the pictures in Bannington I'' 

suggested somebody. '' We shall just be in 
time for the last house l'' 

''Good egg I'' 
'' But we shouldn't get back until after 

eleven,'' said somebody else. 
'' Who cares ?u 
'' Ha, ha, ha!'' 
''We needn't get back until midnight ! '' 
It was a, case of High Jinks·. The i·uniors 

in particular immediately took f u I ad-­
vantage of this unparalleled liberty. Per­
mission had come from the headmaster him­
self, .. and therefore it was official. House­
masters, Form-masters and prefects could do 
nothing. 

They didn't even get the chance, for the 
boys dashed away immediately. Parties 
went off to the river to bathe; others got out 
t.heir bic~·cles and went off light-heartedly 
into Bannington; still others decided to go 
for a long ramble across country. 

There wias still plenty of daylight left, and · 
the sky was cloudless, with the warm glow of 
the evening sun in the west. It was a per• 
f ect evening for being out of doors-as the 
Head himself had said. 

Prefect,s and Form-masters, of course, were 
in despair. They had to stand by whilst the 
school enjoyed itself. 

Everything was at sixes and sevens. At 
this hour the gates should have been locked, 
but now they stood wide open. Most of the 
fellows wisely lcf t the school premises-in 
case the Head should change his mind. 

Bedtime came, and there weren't a dozen 
f ello,vs on the spot to answer the bell. Pre. 
fects l1ung about in the Triangle at a coID;­
pletc loss. 

'' What are we going to do about it, sir?'' 
asked Fenton of the Sixth as he encountered 
Mr. Wilkes. u The 'l,hird and the Fourth 
and tlie Remove ought- to be in bed by now, 
but there's nobody here. Goodness only 
knows when they'll turn up 1'' 
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The si. Prank's playing llelds presentea an amazing sight. Everywhere were juniors 
plaJlng crlcket-an1how and with anything-by &be Bead's orders I • 

Old Wilkey sighed. 
'' It seems to inc, Fenton, that we must 

make the best of a bad job,'' he said. ''We 
can't punish any of the boys for being out, 
that's certain. We oan only hope that they'll 
ha,,.c sense enough to retttrn at a reasonable 

· hour." 
'' Ha,·e you seen the Head sir?'' 
'' Not since he ga,·e the school this ttnust1al 

libert~,," replied old \Vilkey, shaking his 
head. '' What would be the good, Fenton? 
Af tcr all, the headmaster of a great school 
like St. Frank's is the-er-Big Noise.'' 

"What on earth made him do it, sir?'' 
asked Bigrgleswade helpless~y. "It's all 
,rery ,veil to give the fellows a, bit of a 
spree on the first day of the term-but 
1.here's a limjt:" 

"I don't pretend to understand," replied 
~Ir. Wilkes gruffly. '' In any case, it's no 
~ood going to the Head this evening. Even 
1£ he had changed his mind the boys aren't 
here. All we can do is to wait until they 
come back, and get tl1em to bed as quickly 
e.s possible.'' 

But the time passed, and only a few of tho 
felloYt's trickled in. By ten o'clock, when the 
dusk had deepened almost into night, over 
half of the Remo,"e and Fourth still re­
mained absent. 
· ·ordinarily, the Triangle. ,vould ha,"e been 
empty at this hour; btlt now prefects· ,vere 
grouped about, and other seniors were still 

talking o,~er the the strangeness of the 
situation. 

A httsh fell as a figure was seen striding 
through Big Arch. Dr. Inigo Soattlebury 
,vas comi11g. He waas not wearing his gown, 
but v;as attired in o. comfortable t,veed coat, 
a cloth cap, end he l\,.iclded a stout stick. 
Clearly the Head "·as off for a brisk walk. 

He seemed puzzled as he came into the 
Triangle; he glanced at the Houses, at the 
many lights in the· lower ,vindo,vs, at the 
wide-open doors. He looked with particul3.r 
interest at the groups of seniors \\1110 ,vero 
standing about so idly. 

Dr. Scattlebury approached one of the 
grou~s of seniors. His bearing was qt1ictly 
dignified. 

'' Is somet,hing wrong?'' he asked, "·ith 
concern. 

'' llow do you mean, sir-wrong?'' said 
Biggles\viade. 

'' Why are the Houses still open?,, de .. 
manded the headmaster. '' At this hour-ten 
o'clock-I fttlly expected to find the school in 
bed. I did not. know t.hat you senior bos·s 
were allowed to stay up so late.'' 

'' It wouldn't matter much if it \\~as only 
the seniors, sir," put in Fent.on. "But over 
half the juniors are still out-even the fiags. 
They ought to ha vc been in bed· ages ago.'' 

'' Indeed ? " said Dr. Seattle bur;·. ., Then 
1Vhat is tho meaning of this alll6zing lax;~Y? 
I take it th.at yott are a pref cct ? " 
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Y . F " '' es sir- ◄ enton. 
'' Jf'ent,011 ?'' repeated the llcad. '' I think 

you aro the oaptain of tho school, a,re you 
t ?" no . 
'' r1~hat's right, sir." 
'' Then what iare :you doing here, Fenton, 

standing about in this idle fashion-knowing, 
as you do, that so many junior boys are 
defying the regulations?'' asked Dr. Seattle­
bury sternly. '' What are the Housemasters 
thinking abo11t ?'' 

•• But sir--'' ' . 
"I a111 fully aware that a certain amount 

of Laxity is allowed on the first evening of 
term, but this is beyond all reason,'' con­
tinued the Head. '' I've never heard of such 
nonsense 1" 

The pref ccts stared at him hard. 
''°But it was you who gave the chaps per­

mission to be out, sir l" said Biggleswade 
bluntly. 

'' I ? I ga,~e them permission?" e jiaculated 
the Head, startled. · 

'' Of course yott did, sir l '' 
'' Nothing of the sort!'' said Dr. Seattle­

bury sharply. '' Don't talk s11ch no11sense, 
young man!'' 

'' Oh, well, sir·--" 
"What is yottr name ? '' 
"Biggleswade, sir.,, 
''Well, Biggleswadc, I am an easy-going 

man generally ; but I don't \\~nt you to 
make any ft1rthcr jokes of that kind,'' said 
the Head. '' They are not ft1nny, Biggies-

,vaclc. When :you tell 1ne that I ga,~c }Jer­
mission to tl1e bovs to ren1ain out after the 
regulation hours, ;•ou are talking rubbish!" 

Biggy gave Fenton a helpless, appealing 
look. 

'' You are not qt1ite fair t-0 Biggles,vade, 
sir," said Fenton quietly. '' The ,vl1ole 
school was present in Big Ilall when you 
said that everybody could-er-make 
whoopee for the rest of the evening." 

Dr. Soattlebury looked at Fenton in a1I1:a1e­
ment. 

'' I said that the school could-could-er­
make whoopee?" he repeated, iag}1ast. 
'' llave you taken leave of your senses, 
yotlng man ? '' 

"But everybody heard you--'' 
"I don't know wh:at you are trying to do, 

Fenton, b11t I refuse to listen to another 
word of this nonsense!'' interrupted Dr. 
Scattlebt1ry angrily. '' See that all the boys 
are rounded up at once and sent to bed. 
This is a perfectly scandalotls situation-on 
my very first diay in the school, too! Upon 
n1y v..~ord !" 

Tl1c prefects, Fenton i11cll1ded, felt some­
what weak at the knees. It was as obvious 
as da)~light that the Hood rcn1en1bered 
nothing of ,vhat he had said in Big llall. 
He ,,ras t.horot1ghly annoyed. 

'' We'll do the best. ,ve c.an, sir," said 
Fenton. '' But it may be an hour or more 

• before the boys conic in." 
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'' ThcJ' n1t1st be very se,~erely punished for 
this ir1subordination," said the Head. 

'' That v,"'ouldn't be fair, sir,'' replied Fen­
ton. '' 1,he boys all believe that they have 
your personal permission to be out as late 
as thoy like, and any punishment would be 
an injustice.'' 

The Head "'·aas impressed by the school 
captain's tone. 

'' Well~ frankly, I don't understand,'' he 
said. "I can only assun1e that there bas 
been a misunderstanding. In these circum• 
stances, perl1aps, it would be ttnfe.ir, as you 
say, to punish the offenders." 

Dr. Scattlebttry walked off, leaving the 
prefects breathle~s. 

"\\
1ell, it's a rum go,'' said Biggleswade 

in a lo\\' voice. '' And the rummiest part of 
it is, he doesn't e,!'en kno,v he gave those 
~rders. The old boy isn't pretending. He 
Just doesn't know." 

'' We're going to have a high old time 
this term~ then,'' commented one of the pre­
fects. '' We shall ne"·er know where we 
stand. Come on! Let's see if ,ve can round 
up some of these kids.'' 

A noisy crowd of juniors l1a.d just entered 
the gate."ra~,r. They were led by Viscount 
Bellton, and they included Clive Russell, 
Fullwood, Gresham, Duncan and Adams. 

'' No need to hit the hay yet, fellers !'' 
Skeets Rossiter was eayiJtg. '' I guess it's 
not m11ch after ten, and we're at liberty to 
do es ,ve please--" 

'' One moment, young men !" 
Dt. Scattlebury came out of the dusk, 

and he faced the group of Removites. The 
Head, in fact, was puzzled. lie could not 
see ho,v there had been a misunderstanding 
about bedtime. By qt,estioning these 
juniors he might gain some cnlig}1tenment,. 

'' Whv, l1allo, sir !" said Skeets cheerily. 
"I guiss it was sure swell of you to let us 
celebrate to-night ! '' 

'' 011?" said the Head, compressing his lips. 
'' N.,w, let mo see. You belong to a Junior 
Forn1, do you not?" 

''Yes. sir-Remo,·e.'' 
'' And your name?" 
'' Skeets, air-Skeets Rossiter.'' 
"Indeed ! Is that l'Ottr real name, my 

boy?" 
·· Well!' strictly spooking, l'1n Viscount 

Bell ton, sir," replied Skeets uncomfortably. 
'' You see, my dad is the Earl of Edgemore. 
I've jtlst. been over to Edgemore ""ith these 
fellers. Dad _thottght there must be some 
sort of r11ist1nderstanding, and he sent tts 
back." , 

"·y ot1r fat her was undot1btedly right," 
said the Head pron1ptly. '' Of course there 
has been a misunderstanding.,, • 

'' Gee !'' ejaculated tl1e ~·oung viscount. 
'' But )'"OU told us, sir, that ",.e could spend 
tl1e r~st of t-l1e e1lening jt1st as we liked­
and th . .at ,ve could go to bed when "'·e 
pleased.t• 

.. H'm ! \,rell, perhaps it ,vonld be as \\'ell 
if )'"Ott v;ent to bed "·itl1011t any· further 
delay," said the Head hastily. '' After all, 

there is nothing to be gained b~· remaining 
up. Off you go, my boys-and good-night." 

''Good-night, sir I" 
They crowded off, and Dr. Inigo Seattle• 

bury paced back to his own House frowning 
deeply. · One fact was very clear : he was 
just as puzzled as any of the other masters 
or any of the prefects. When he indulged 
in those little fits of levity he was another 
personality altogether, and upon coming to 
himself he remembered nothing. 

It wasn't until nearly midnight that the 
rest of the fellows turned up. 

Many had gone to the second house of the 
pictures; others had attended a big circus 
1n Ca.istowe; Bernard Forrest, Gulliver, Bell 
and a crowd of other '' blades ,, had been to 
a dance. 

But they all turned up sooner or later, 
and the masters and prefects "~ere heartily 
glad when the last boy had been accounted 
for, and the doors were closed and locked. 
And everybody in authority fervently hoped 
tl1:at Dr. Soattlcbury would not indulge i1' 
any more of his peculiar pcanks ! 

--
CHAPTER 7. 

Another Surprise tor -the Scheol I 

T HE chief subject of conversation in the 
morning, of course, was the previous 
night's ''orgy." Everybody was 
chuckling about it now, and it seemed 

all the more humorous becaus& the rumour 
was getting round that the new Head had 
denied giving the permission. 

Not that it made any difference. Nobody 
had received any punishments, and the 
masters .and prefects, by tacit· consent, were 
saying nothing further on the subject. It 
"~as allowed to drop. 

However, those in authority saw that the 
regulations were strictly adhered to this 
morning. All the boys who .came down late 
-reluct.ant to get out of bed owing to their 
late retirement-were sharply punished. The 
school was made to understand that there 
would be no more laxity. 

Prayers in Big Hall were conducted admir- " 
n.bly by Dr. Inigo Scattlebury. He was a 
figure of reverend dignity. 

So if the school had expected any fresh 
''excitement," the school was disappointed. 
In fact, the normal routine of St. Frank's 
'"'as now going sn1oothly. 

It was a blazingly hot day again, and 
when the boys got into their c1ass-rooms they 
found that work, after the holidays, was 
going t-0 be irkso1ne. 

''We wouldn't have cared if- it had been 
pouring with rain t.o-day,'' said Nipper, with 
a. grin. "But this cricket ,veather-just 
\\""hen ,ve'rc so ottt of practice-is too 
ex.asperating for words !'' 

"Thank goodness it.'s a half-holiday," said 
Reggie Pitt, of the West Hottse. '' By Jove! 
We'r~ l11cky to hn ve a half-holiday so early ! 
You',·e fixed it. Ull with the Fourth, haven't 
)"OU, Nipper?'' 
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,. Rather " replied Nipper. '' We're hav-
ing a For~ match this af tcrnoon-only a sort 
of practice affair, of ~ourse, but it'll knock 
us into ship-sl1ape a bit.'' 

'' Yes, and there'll be sheets of rain this 
afternoon 1 '' grunted Hand£ orth... '' It 
generally haP,pens like that ! Fine in · the 
morning, while we're stewing in the class, 
rooms-,a,nd wet in the afternoon 1'' 

'' I thought you were an optimist?'' 
grinned Church. '' Why, you ass, there's not 
a sign of rain I'' 

The Removites were not the only ones 
who were thinking of cricket at that 
momerit. · 

Mr. Austin Suncliffe, the master of the 
Third Forni, was wandering dreamily across 
the Triangle from the East House to the 
School House. He was a bit late, although 
he did not realise it; his Form was waiting. 

'' Good-morning l" said a pleasant voice. 
'' Eh ? Oh, I beg your pardon, siT ! " said 

:!.'Ir. Suncliffe, with a start. '' Good-morning, 
sir ! '' 

He ,vas rather flustered, and he regarded 
Dr. Inigo Soattlebury in con£ usion for a 
mome11t. Hut tho Head's manner wae quite 
cha,r1ning. 

'' I ho:ee you will forgive ine, sir, but I 
don't think I know your r;ame, '' said the 
Head, smiling. ,. I ant so new here '' 

'' Su11cliffe, sir~. ..t\ustin Suncliffe, ,, 
6aid the master of the Third. '' It is my-er 
-dubic,us privilege to rule the destiniee of 
the Third Form. A wonderful morning, 
air." • 

"I->er£cct, Mr. Suncliffe-p~rfect, '' agreed 
the He.ad, glancing up at the blue sky. 
'' We are having summer early this year.'' 

'' Too early, I'm afraid," said Mr. Su11-
cliffo, shaking his head. '' We shall have to 
pay for this- later, sir. In all probability, 
we shall get a wet July, and a still wetter 
Augu.st. The two best cricket months, too!'' 

'' "\Vell, we must hope for the best,'' smiled 
Dr. Scattlebury. 

Mtr. Suncliffe sighe-d. 
'' I sometimes regret, eir, that we cannot 

have ou!r holidays earlier,,, he said dreamily. 
· '' No,v, think of the great match at Lord's 

which is a-bout to take place the mat~h be­
tween Middlesex iand New Zealand. If this 
weather lasts-- However, I must be 
getting along to my cl.ass, sir.'' 

''You appear to be int.erested very greatly 
in oriclcet, Mr. S11ncliff e, '' smiled the Head. 

'' Interested, sir?" repeated the Form­
mastcr. '' Good gracious! I am more tha11 
interested. Cricket is the greatest ~ame on 
earth! Cricket, Dr. Soa.ttlebury, is the 
eleane_st, most sporting, most deli~ht-fu) game 
ever invented! By t.he ,vay, s1~, did you 
liappcn to notice Sinclair yesterday 7'' 

''Sinclair? I a.in afraid I don't know the 
boys by nan1e yet-if Sinclair is a. boy." 

"I had forgotten, sir-I apologise,'' said 
Mr. Suncli.ffe. '' Of co11rsc, you wouldn't 
know, would you? Sinclair is i11 the Sixth, 
and I watched him at the nets last evening. 
I'm not sure that I altogether approve of 

-' 

Sinclair in the ordinairy ,,·iay, but as a 
cricketer he is wonderful. Quite "Tonderful ! 
His batting promises to be bett.er than ever 
this season-and Sinclair l1as alwia.J-,.S been a 
brilliant bat.'' 

Dr. Soottlebury ,vas amused A glo,v had 
come into ~fr. Suncliffe's face, and his eyes 
were shining. Cricket, it seemed ,,nae his 
god. "'"~s a n1atter of fact, Mr. Suncliffe lived 
for nothing else. 

His life, during the winter months, was a 
sort of human hibernation; he only sprang 
into full activity when the cricket season 
commenced, and througl1out the summer he 
did nothing e1se but talk cricket. It ,vas 
an obsession ,vith him-as the 'fhird-Formers 
well kn-e,v. 

The fags took full advantage of Mr. Sun­
cliffe's little wea.kness; at any and every 
opportunity they got him going on the sub­
ject of cricket, and a half-hour ,vas \vasted 
1n the class-room whilst Mr. Suncl iffe dis-
.coursed on batting or bowling or fielding. 

'' Yes, Sinclair promises well,'' continued 
the Form-master, glancing up at tl10 sky. 
•• A pity, sir-a pity !'' 

'' What is a pity, MT. Suncliffe ?'' 
'' That the boys should be bottled up in 

the class-rooms on such a morning as this,'' 
replied Mr. 8uncliffe, almost indignantly. 
'' Look at the sky, Dr. Scattlebwry ! Look 
at the sunshine I Feel the soft, delightful 
breeze! Could the.re be any better weather 
for cricket ? And here are our boys, many 
of them bursting with enthusiasm for the 
great game, 8tewing away at lessons in 
the class-rooms ! It alwa1s seems to me a 
crime that full advantage 1s not taken of such 
weather.'' 

Dr. Sc.attlobury laughed, a11d as he 
laughed his manner changed. He became 
aflable, genial, and merry. His eyes twinkled 
and danced. 

'' A splendid idea, Mr.--Mr.--'' He 
paused, and laughed more merrily than ever. 
'' I,.m bothered if I haven't forgotten yo11r 
name! Or did you ever tell me?'' • 

'' My name is Mr. Suncliff e,'' said the 
Form-master, starin~. 

'' Ah, then you didn't tell me, for I have 
certainly never heard the name before,'' 
grinned t~e ~ead. '' Tba t idea of yours, 
Mr. Suncl1ffe, 1s a corker.'' · 

'' A-o what, si-r?'' gasped Mr. Suncliffe. 
'' A top-noooher, my dear. sir,'' said Dr. 

Sc.attlebu.ry, with enthutl1asm. '' Why 
shouldn't the hors plal cricket?'' 

'' But, really, sir----' 
'' Whr, should they stfl-w in the class­

rooms? ' 
'' I didn't quite mean--'' 
'' It is a great shame,'' said the Head 

tirmly.. '' Boys are outdoor animals, Mr. 
Sunclifle. And cricket, as you uy, is the 
king of outdoor spOTts. By all means let 
the boys play." 

~fr. Suncliffe sagged at the knees. 
"But-but lessons, sir?'' he asked feebly. 

''I was only speaking figurat.ivety--'' 
(Oontintu.ed on page 24.) 
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H ALLO, e,rerybody ! 
I'm just going to start off this week 

vtith a grouse. I'm just, about fed 
ttp with the R.emov·e. Anrl not, only 

tl1e Remov·e, ~ut all t,he reBt of tl1e gidd)"' school. 
In fact., I think St. Franlr's l1a.s gone pot.t~.r. 
E'\-·ery one of tl1em. Bar me. It's ratl1cr a.wft1l, 
don't you think, to be tl1e only sane fellow in a. 
scl100 I of loonies ? 

It's tl1is "\\'EEELY of mine, ~"OU know. 
Everybody says it's piffle. I did what I could 
to point 011t tl1st it wasn't piffle. After I had 
finished pointing it out, Cl1t1rchy had a black 
eJrc, l\Iac l1ad a swollen nose, Tommy Watson 
had a thick ear, and Tra'1?ers l1ad a large bruise 
on his lunch-trap. But, after all, e. man can't 
thrasl1 the wl1ole school. 

CONSIDERING tho world as a whole, 
it is remarlcable 110w few truly great 
novelists \\'O l1ave. I suppose t.hat, in 
all tl1e world, there are only four who 

st.and head and sl1oulders above the common 
crowd. There are only four writers whose 
no.mes will liv·e f ore,"er. 

These four are : R,t1dyard l(ipling, H. G. 
Wells, Edwv Searles Brooks, and Edward 
Oswald Handiorth. And you can bet your 
boots that Handf orth is tl1e best of the bunch. 

Yesterday Nipper came into 
said: 

I'm not saying, mind you, tl1at ~fr. Brooks is 
bad. I merely say tl1at he's not quite my class­
I mean, Handforth's class. After all, \\"}1at does 
lie do ? He merely puts our ad,,.enturee st 
St. Frank's into stories, and n1a.kes 'em in­
teresting. (He tells a few whoppers at times, 

Study D. He too. Especially when he writes about me.) 
But Handj· has to think 

'' It's rather rotten, 
Handy, to write all tl1e 
paper yourself. You can 
vvrite the Editorial, if you 
like ; bt1 t, dash it all, you 
ought to let somebody else 
have a l1and in the rest of 
the paper.'' 

After 110 had gone, I sat 
down and had a long think, 
and I came to t.he conclu­
sion tl1at Nipper was right. 
So in tl1is issue you will .find 
contributions not by St. 
Frank's juniors-but by 
some of tl1e greatest writers 
who have ever written. 

If you say you have never 
l1ea.rd of these famous 
,vriter~, it merely shows your 
ignorance. If you would 
like to seT1d a letter to an)" 
of tl1em, address it c/o :&IE, 
St,udy D, St. }.,rank's. I'll 
answer it in dlte cotirse. 
I mea,11, I'll so11d it on to 
t.l1e ,vri ter cor1cerned. 

E. 0. HANDFORTH. 

PICTURED PROVERBS otit his own plots for those 

'' llarking dogs set(lotn b·ife.'' 
George Fullerton, looking at the dog, 

dldn 't believe it ! 

great Tra.ckett Gri1n stories. 
One letter, which was 

Rent to Handforth by a 
reader, is worth qucting: 

" Dear Handf orth,­
Kindly re-name your 
stories ' The Adven­
tures of SJlli11ter,' in­
stead of • l,l1e Adven• 
tures o:f T r a c k e t t 
Grim.' Grim is the 
poor fish who is always 
getting k i d n a pp ed. 
Splinter is the hero 
"' .. 110 rescues him. 

Yours truly, 
"BORED-STIFF.,, 

"P.S. - \Vhen you',re 
re-named your stories11 
put 'em in the dust-can.', 
This reader was wise 

enough not to put his name 
and address on his letter, 
but Handforth has a hlnel~ 
ey·e \\ .. oiting for l!i·11 ....... ~,---:~ 
ho fincJs ol1t. 
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Running from the Runners I 

O N tl1e village green at Betl1nal, 
Hawk the Highwayman pulled 
up to give his horse a drink. 
Hawk was a fearsome and awe­

inspiring figure. The sun shone malig. 
nantly on his bald head, and his eyes 
gleamed fiercely through his l1orn-rimmed 
glasses. When he opened liis mout,h, he 
revealed an expensive set of terrible 
teeth. 

In the holsters at his saddle were a 
pair of pistols, and ,,,.hen ho wa.c, mad 
with rage Hawk often grabbed up the 
pistols, and, on one occasion, nearly 
went so far as to pttll the trigger. Had he 
done so, the buckshot 
would almost cer-
tainly }10,ve slightly -i □ =:, 
wounded his oppon- -i 

ent. 
His horse dipped 

his nose in the borse­
pond, and drained 
it dry. Hawk's eyes 
roved over the coun­
tryside, ana he noted 
a distant cloud of 
dust on the high­
road. 

" 'Sdoatl1 ! 'Slife 

\ 
TNE -

HIGHWA 
., 

) . ...,, ' 

'""'\.-1' ))..) 
4"' I ~ • • 

/ ' J 

By FULLER THRILLS. 
The writer who won 
11,000,000 at the Batlonal 

Wute-Pa,er Ocmlelt. 

athletes who could run for days without 
feeling tired. 

'' Drat and bother them ! '' howled 
Hawk fiercely. '' I shan't have time to 
plunder the wllage. I must away. Kim 
up, Haricot, old bean.'' 

Haricot, the horse, reared up and 
galloped furiously down the street. 
So fast did the horse tear that it nearly 
overtook an old lady wl10 was carrying 
a basket. Hawk chlng to the saddle, 
panting dizzily ! 

Out of Bethnsl Green they tore, and, 
ignoring a '' Trespassers will be pro­
secuted '' board, they galloped across the 
wide London Fields towards the distant 

Hackney Downs. 
On the top of the 

downs, Hawk paused 
and panted hard. 
Though it was the 
horse who had been 
doing all the rnnning, 
Hawk did his fair 
share of panting. He 
glanced back, and 
frowned as he eaw 
tl1e R11nners toiling 
up the hill behind 
l1im. 

" Z o u n d e ! ,, he 
1Swounds ! Ods bodi­
kins ! Adslidikins I 
Beshrew me ! he 

'' Hide me from the Bow Street 
Runners!'' snarled Hawk. 

cried. '' The hounds 
are after me, beshrew 
them. I intended 

muttered. "I recognise that dust. 
It is tl1e Bow Street Runners, or I am 
much mistook. Well, I will first plunder 
the village, and I will then show them a 
clean pair of l1eels. Ha, ha ! '' 

'' Hee haw ! '' laughed his l1orse, for 
the intelligent animal alwalrs 1.mderstood 
its n1aster. 

A villa.ge yolrel came by. Hawk glared 
at him. 

'' Y otir money or your life ! !~ he 
snarled. 

" Rats ! '' sa,icl tl1e yokel. 
Tl1e fiendish high,vayman clipped his 

ear. 
By tl1is timo the dust wa.s so near that 

Hawk co11ld easily distinguisl1 the 
presence of tJ1e Bow Street Runners. 
They were running 11ard. There were 
three of tl1om, and tl1ey were pelting 
along tl1e road for all they were worth. 

The Bo,v Street Runners were famous 

to go to Cambridge Heath and hold up 
the night coach to Birmingham. But I 
suppose I shall have to spend the night 
dodging these mongrels from Bow Street. 
Kim up, Haricot ! '' 

''Hoy!'' yelled the Bow Street 
Runners, from the :rear. '' Stop I Ease 
off ! Let up, will ye ! Come back l '' 

Hawk threw an acorn at them, and 
jerked the reins of his horse. The 
intelligent animal judged by this that 
Hawk wished him to start moving, and 
l1e trotted swiftly across Hackney Downs, 
towards tl1e distant Cambridge Heath. 

The Runners yelled furiously and 
fallowed hard upon l1is t1~ack. Hawk 
groaned to himself as lie saw them catch­
ing him up. 

" Buck t1p, Haricot ! '' l1e gasped. 
" If they get much nearer, I'll have to 
dismount and walk. I can't stay and 
be caught.'~ 

Tl1e faithful animal, obeclient, 
to his voice and a dozen blows 
of his fist, accelerated promptly, 
and the speedometer on tl1e 
horse's collar registered fillp.p.h .. 

At Forest Gate therl fras a 
small inn. Hawk the Highway­
man galloped up to the inn and ~ 
dismounted. Then he '. _. went.·! 
inside and in~rviewed th~and- . • 
lord. ;, 

'' I will shoot you dead :unless,_, 
you hide me from the Bo"N~treet.-, 
Runners,'' snarled Hawli.· ::. 

The landlord trembled.!: But,·· 
before he could replyt thwe was .. 
a terrible noise from outside. 

"They're here! " ·marled 
Hawk. " They're here ! ' 1

: 

He strode to the door. What 
a sight met his seen--,1 mean, 
what a scene met his sight. 
The inn was complete}# sur­
rounded by Bow Street &.nners. 
They were everywhere. They 
simply swarmed. There were 
at least. three of them. 

'' \\Tell, dema,nded Hawk 
proudly, '' what do you want ? ,, 

The leading Runner advanced 
and took off his hat. He then 
felt in his pocket and produced a 
cigarette case. 

'' Excuse me, sir,'' he said 
politely, "but do you happen to 
have dropped this case? We 
found it on the road, and have 
been running after you to return 
·t ,, 
l • 

"Thanks awfully, old bean! '' 
smiled Hawk, taking the case. 

It was a nice case--goltl~ with 
a diamond initial. Hawk felt 
that it was as good a bit of 
plunder as he had ever bagged. 

'' Not at all,'' said the Bow 
Street man, bowin~. " Glad to 
have been of service. By the 
way, have you, by any ei1ance, 
come acros~ Hawk the Highway­
man in these parts,. We're 
looking for him .. ' ' 

'' He ro:de into the forest an 
hour ago,'' nodded Hawk. 

'' Tl1anks most frigl.tfully. 
Come on, boys ! Letts get 
after 11im, Chin, chin, sm-! '' 

'' Toodle-oo I '' cried Hawk 
genially, and tl1e Bow Street 
men trotted away. 
. Ha,vk we11t back iJto the 
lllll. 

'' Har, har ! " lie s11arled to 
tl1e litndlord. '' I ;soon sent 'em 
rm1ning a\\·ay. They ~d not 
to11cl1 me. Bring me t~~fgs at 
once. I'll show you tht.. .a..1nd of 
man I am.'' 

And tl10 landlord, trembling 
fearft1lly, obe·yed. 

THE END. 
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took the biscuit at the Crystal Palace.) 

I N the first place, you've jolly 
well got to know what 
music looks like. It ]ooks 
like a lot of silly blobs and 

lines on a lot of other lines, and 
more lines in between the other 
lines. And that, in fact, is what 
it is. 

I can't play myself except 
on Churchy'e mouth-organ. But 
music is quite easy t.o leam if 
you take tips from an expert. 

Music is played upon instru­
ments. Of these, the hardest 
is the organ and tl1e easiest is 
the drum. Starting with the 
easiest first, I sl1all now teach 
you how to play the drum. 

You take two sticks with 
fairly hefty knobs on. These 
sticks you keep whacking on the 
drum, until somebody tells you 

to cheese it. ,Vhen t.his happens 
you can either (a) cheese it or 
(b) go on banging. 

There are four sorts of drums : 
Be.~s drum, trap drum, kettle 
drum, and ear drum. The first 
three are damaged by the drum• 
sticks. The fourth is damaged 
by the first tl1ree. 

.After tl10 drum, you should 
leam the organ. 

'rl1e main thing is to get the 
time rigl1t. If you turn the 
handle too fast, you will jazz up 
the music. If you turn too 
slo,v, you'll n1ake a funeral 
march of it. You want to turn 
it medium. Some people, I 
notice, think- a monkey is a help 
to playing the organ ; but it is 
not essential. 

Having mastered tl1e drum 

RIGI fl' IS MIGHT · 
By DODGE QUICKLEY 

(the famous boxer, who won the Lonsdale belt and the 
Boldfasi braces at &be Bannington Flower Show.) 

R. CROWELL, in clase this morning with a perfect left. 
the other day, said I'm quite sure I couldn't have 
some awful bunk. He got more vim into a right. So 
said: "Never forget is McClure. 

that Right is !\light." Or. it The fact is, the popl1lar stunt 
might have beeri the other ,vay is to use the left for defence and 
ronnd. I forget. the right for attack. But that 

But the point is, all these is all bosh. Tl1ere's no trick so 
fatheads keep on good as feinting 
about Right being with the right and 
l\light, and I'm ~ bringing over the 
fed-up with ~~; left in a cruel 
it. None of 'em ;-----.._ QI 1100k. 
seems to under- I'm all for a 
stand the first prin- -- ----- straight left. I 
ciples of boxing. won a figl1t in the 

Old Crowsfeet,. -a.. ...... .-.... __ .._ vi 11 age witl1 a 
for inst a. n c e, straight left. l\ly 
talks about Right being Migl1t, oppone11t was about the size of 
and entirely ignores the Left. Carnera, and everybody said 
I know a lot of boxers who he wo11ld cat n10 clliv·e. Instead 
specialise on rigl1t hooks and of tl1at, I lot l1in1 have a stra.igl1t 
right jabs; but I maintain tl1at left in tl1e first n1inute, ~ncl l1e 
you can't beat a good left- had to be carried off. 
handed clout. I felled McClure ( Continued at foot of ne::rt cot.) 

and the organ, yo11 should try 
the saxophone. The object in 
playing the saxophone is to 
produce a noise like the groan 
of a dying snipe, and in this 
most amateurs are remarkably 
successful. 

You are now well on the road 
to being a fine musician. The 
next instrument to master is the 
bell. All that is necessary in 
playing the bell is to gra~p the 
machine and waggle it from side 
to sitle. Really first-class bell­
sters can also waggle it back­
wards and forwards. 

But, talking of bells, I can 
hear the dinner bell ringing, so 
I must cheese it now. 

Doh, ray, me, f ah, soh, lab, 
te, doh ! (This is Siberian for 
'' Good-bye, everybody ! '') 

WHAT A NERVE! 
ELL, chums, wl1at do 

you think of Handy's 
latest ? Not only has 
he tried to kid me that 

Professor Stryko. Kord, Dodge 
Quickley, Fuller Thrills, etc., 
are all real writer~ he has en­
gaged to write for his WEEKLY; 
but he has e,ctually l1ad the 
nerve to ask me for e, " fiver'' 
to pay these fictitious gentle­
men. 

He writes: 
- u You can't get articles from 

these famous men for notl1ing, 
you know, and I reckon a 
fiver is jolly cheap, when you 
consider the.t they are usually 
paid hundreds of quids for 
writing stories. Bo please eend 
the fiver by return of post, as I 
am practically broke.'' 

Needless to say, Brother 
Handforth will continue to be 
broke as far as I'm concerned. 

Editor, NELSON LEE. 

Mind you, I don't say tl1a.t a 
hefty right swing. isn't useful, 
too. There are times when it is 
essential. The otl1er evening, 
in Study D, Church and Mac _ 
were making such a scratch_ing 
noise with their beastly pens 
that I could l1ardly hear the 
military band on tl1e \\"ireless. 
So I gave Church my lo£ t and 
}lac my right. If I had used 
my left only it would l1a·ve tak:en 
me twice as long, and I should 
have missed a bit of tl10 ba11d 
concert. 

So my advice is: Don't pay 
any attention to t.he fat.heads 
wl10 say Rigl1t is l\Iigl1t.. Use 
your left, too. 
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Bigh Jinks at St. Frank's ! 
(Continued, fron1, pa.ge 20.) 

'' Lessons can ,vait until later-until it 
rains,'' said the Head genially. '' Pouf ! 
Who oares ~bout lessons on a glorious 
morni11g like this? Do ~{OU ·. think for ono 
JW>ment that the b(!Ys wfll do anJ· ,vork in 
the class•rooms? The}· ,viii pretend to, 
perhap8, but that's all Let them out. Let 
them er1joy the glories of this hot summer's 
day.,, 

''Good he.avens !'' ejaculated l\lr. Suncliffe. 
'' Of course, I quite see your point, sir, and 
I only expressed a doufbt beoaus~ it is so 
unusual--'' 

'' I ,am an unusual man, 1\Ir. Suncliff e, '' 
said the Head, dittging l\f.r. Suncliffe Lris~l.Y 
in the ri.bs. '' W1t.h 011r tln<'ertain weather, 
the best t,hi11g for tho boys to do is to grab 
the chance y,--hile tl1e grabbing is good.'' 

'' Of c,Jurse-to be sure!'' gasped l\Ir. Sun­
cliffe, do.dging adroitly ras the Head f re­
pared to make another ja.b. '' I am al i11 
favour of your decisio11. But I must con­
fess that it has come as a suirprise. '' 

'' I' II tell you what," &1.id the Head briskly. 
'' I'll go round to the Form-rooms in person, 
and tell the boys that they can do\vn tools.'' 

He pa.tted ~Ir. Suncliffe on the baok. 
'' You are a genius, sir,'' he added, bean1-

ing. '' Without the slightest exaggeration, 
~ou arc ra genil4s ! Why should the boys stc\\~ 
1n their class--rooms on "uch a morning? 
Why, indeed?'' 

And Dr. Scattlebury dashed off ,,·ith a 
ch11ckle of glee, leaving Mr. Suncf1ffe fight­
ing. for breath. Tiiere was somethi?g vol­
cap1c about the Head wh.en ho "'·as 1n these 
moods. He was the li,ring embodiment of 
joviality a.nd boisterous fun. 

The first class-room Dr. Soattlebury dasl1ed 
into happened to be that of the Rcm<?'"e. 
Mr. Cro\\·ell, the Form-nta.ster, ,,as Just 
getting his boys to settle do\\·o and it had 
b~en no ea5y task. ~fr. Cro,vell was a 
stickler for discipline, and e,ren on the first 
morni11g of work he would not .allo,v any· 
liberties. He considered it excellent trai11-
ing tl1nt the boys should Le rigidly dis­
ciplined. 

'' Ah ! '' sang out the He.ad, 8...3 he strode 
into the room, his gov,.n flying. '' As I sup­
posed~ Ste\\'ing ! Positively ~tc,ving !" 

'' Good gracious!'' ejaculated Mr. Cro\vell, 
nearly dropping his glasses. '' 1-1 beg your 
par-t.!on, sir?'' 

'' And I. sir, beg youirs, '' said tbe Head 
~litely. '' You are, I take it. the master 
of this intelligent-looking Form?•' 

'' Why '-"es sir---'' ' .. , , 
'' Then allow me to eav a f C\V words,'' con-• 

tinued Dr. Scattlebury, gazing iat t.he Form 
,vith twinkling eyes. '' Hallo, my boys ! How 
,vould :you ·tike to go out and play cricket?" 

'11he Rcn1ove ~a-t stock-stili. be,vildercd. 
u Stunned eh?" chuckled the Head. 

'' Stunned by the.. good news I I don't 
,vonder. '' 

''But really, sir, yo11 are 11ot st1ggesting 
--'' began Mr. Crowell. 

'' I am suggesting 09thing, my dear 
f enow, '' interrupted the Head. '' I arn 
making a ~tatement. On such a perf~ct 
mor11ing as tl1is, it i~ &\ mistake that the 
boys si1ould be cl>nfi:1od to this st.uff~", ovf't"­
heated cLass-room. Let· them play <;rickeb. '' 

•' H11rrah ! " )relied the Remove, finding its 
• voice. 
'' Ah., that's ,vhat I l H\e to hl'-ar, '' laugl1ed 

the Head. '' Healtl1,y bovish cheering! A 
sure eign of enthu8iasin-e.l1? But OllO 

n1oment ! " 
He turned tl[•On the Form, ,vhile 1\·fr. 

Cro\vell stood looking Vt"?rjr much like a 
froshly-]anded fi~h, opening and ~i;ing his 
moutl1~ bttt uttering 110 sound. 

'' ~t\.ll :you f~llo\vs ,vho defiire to play 
cricket can cut off,,~ said Dr. Sc.at.tlcbury. 
''You are freed f ron1 lessons if :you promise 
to pla....,v. Y Ott urtderstand ? I ,,ron' t allow 
a11y of y·ou to stand round as s1Ject.ators. I 
reg.ard all sp2ct1:ors as slackers. If the)1''re 
not keen enough on th-~ g8,mc to play i_t, t.hen 
t.he.r"-rc no _good! So male~ up l"OUr minds as 
qttickly as yott like. Everybody "rho ,vants 
to go outside and play cricket can go. All 
the rest \\"ill remain here and continue their 
lessons.'' 

"Hurrah !" 
" Thanks awfully, sir ! '' 
'' Good old Head l'' 
''Bravo, sir t '' 
The Remove, as one man, leapt to its feet 

and n1ade for the door. Most of the follo\VS 
were startled beyond measure, in eddit-ion to 
being delighted. But nobodlr questioned the 
order. The Head himself was ''on the job," 
and the Head's word was good enough I 

'' Sir l Dr. Soattlebury !" gasped l\{r. 
Crowell, as the hors went dashing out. 
''Really, I cannot allow-- I mean, this is 
absolute folly l I ha,-e never heard--'' 

'' Cricket, my dear fellow, is & ~re.at 
game,'' interrupted Dr. Soattlebury, with a 
,va,·e of his hand. 11 Mr. Sunoliffe said so­
and Mr. Suncliffe kno,vs. Let the boys go I 
Let them have their flin~ t Who cares?'' 

And the Head, chi1ckl1ng merril~T, dashed 
off to spring his surprise on the next class­
room. --

CHAPTER 8. 

Mass Production Cricket! 

T EN minutes later the spectacle was 
astonishing. 

Th~ entire Junior School left tl1e 
class-rooms in a body-the Third, the 

Foiirth and the Remo,,.e. A few Fifth­
Formers joined in, too; but the seniors, as a_ 
wh·ole, felt that it was tl1eir dut)· to uphold 
the dignity of the school by remaining at 
lessons. The jt1niors, who had no truck with 
any sttch nonsense as dignity, grabbed t.his 
opportttnity with both hands. 

Cheering aP.d shouting and lat1gl1ing, t.hey 
streamed ot1t to the playing fields, over­
joied t.o l)e out in the '\\'arm sunshine. 

' As loopy as a March hare ! " grinn~d 
Hand£ orth. '' Didn't I tell yott so ycster-
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day? Didn't Churchy and Me,c and I see 
him paddling in that brook? Perhaps you'll 
believe me n~w 1'' 

'' We'll believe an7-thing about the Head I,, 
chuckled Nipper. ' But, loopy or not, he's 
a sport l'' 

'' Rather I'' 
'' And while he has these little s:pasms 

we'll encourage him l'' continued Nipper, 
with a chuckle. ''That means that we 
mustn't overstep the mark, you chaps. 
Whatever he gives us permission to do, we'll 
do-but nothing more. Understand? Then 
the other masters oan't drop on us.'' 

'' Good egg I'' said Travers. "We're on 
velvet all the time, dear old fellows.'' 

In a miraculously · @hort space of time 
cricket matches were being arranged. Every 
available inch of Little Side was utilised. 
The boys did not forget that they had to 
play, or they were liable to be called back 
into the class-rooms. 

There ,vasn't much fear that Dr. Soottle­
bury would call them back ; but the masters 
and prefects were buzzing about like a 
crowd of angry hornets, and if they saw 
any fellows ~ta1'ding idly by as spectators, 
they would pounce upon them. Even 
Bernard Forrest and his languid chums fixed 
up a game of their own. 

Any excuse served for '' cutting ,, lessons, 
and playing cricket was about the best excuse 
of all. Thus, within a ~uarter of an hour, 
there was the extraordinary spectacle of 
about six or eight cricket matches going on 
at one and the same time. It was a sort of 
mass production affair. 

Niat.urally, there wasn't sufficient ground 
for so many matches, so the games over­
flowed out of Little Side into the neighbour­
ing meadows. No matter where one looked, 
cricket matches were in progress. Two or 
three of them were quite respectable games, 
but most of the others were farcical in the 
extreme. 

However, the boys were obeying instruc­
tions-they were playing, and not watching. 

There weren't enottgh bats and balls and 
stumps to go round for so many games. 
Tennis balls were brought into use, odd 
bits of stick were used as stumps, and 
hastily fashioned pieces of planking were 
used as bats. 

"Mr. Wilkes-Mr. Wilkes I,, panted Mr. 
Crowell, dashing up to the Housemaster of 
the Ancient House as the latter stood in the 
gateway of Little Side watching the remark-­
able scene. '' I am glad that I have found 
you, Mr. Wilkes I What are we going to d9 
about this?'' 

Mr. Wilkes, who was in n~ wiay excited, 
emiled at the Form-master's agitation .. 

''There's only one thing we can do, Mr. 
Crowell,'' he replied. '' We must let these 
games go on.'' 

'' But the morning's work, sir 7" asked Mr. 
Crowell, aghast. 

•• The morning's work, I am afraid, will 
have to go by the board.'' 

.\ 

'' Really, sir, you don't appear to be uilse\ 
in the slightest degree,'' said Mr. Crowell, 
with some asperity. 

'' I cannot see any reason for getting up­
set,'' replied the Housemaster, with a 
twinkle in his eyes. '' After all, M-r. Crowell, 
there is a humorous side to the affair. Just 
have a look at this l Did you ever see any­
thing so funny?'' 

'' I confess,~' said Mr. Crowell acidly, '' that 
my sense of humour does not permit me to 
fin,r} amusement in this outrageo_us scene:' 

They wouldn't have done much work this 
morning,'' commented old Wilkey dryly. 

'' That is not the point,'' protested the 
Form-master. _,, The whole discipline of the 
school has been set at naugl1t I And by 
whom? By the headmaster himself l'' 

'' Exactly I And what are we going to do 
about it?" as~,ed Mr. Wilkes. "We can't 
,·ery well order the boys in-because it i1 
the Head himeelf who has given thetn per­
mission to be out. The boys have right on 
their side, and our best policy is to stand 
clear of tl1e whole business. The headmaster 
started thi'i thing, and it is up to him to 
take whatever action is necessary.'' 

'' I suppose that is true," admitted Mr. 
Crowell: cooJing down somewhat. "Upon 
my word, Mr. Wilkes, what does it all 
mean ? Last night the Head allowed the 
boys to stay out as -long as they pleased, 
and afterwards he declared that he had given 
no such permission. Now, this morning, he 
does virtually the saJDe thing. I'm begin­
ning· to think Dr. Scattlebury is-er­
cranky !'' 

'' A little eccentrio perhaps,'' murmured 
old Wilkey. 

"More than eooentric, air l'' retorted the 
Form-master. '' He ia absolutely irre­
sponsible-more like & boy himself th.an a 
headmaster. Yet, at other times, he is t}Je 
very embodiment of scholarly dignity. I 
confess I o.m bewildered by it all.'' 

'' Well, he's the Head-and I suppose we 
shall have to put !IP with his little 
idiosyncrasiest'' said Mr. Wilkes. '' Far 
better to take the thing philosophically, old ,, 
man. 

Ho,vever, there were other masters who 
were not so tranquil as old Wilkey. Mr. 
Stockdale of the Modern House, and Mr. 
Goole of the East House, came over and had 
a consultation with Mr. Wilke$ and Mr. 
Stokes. This ]atter gentleman was of very 
n1uch the same temperament as old Wilkey, 
and he saw the humour of the situation. 
Barry Stokes was _a real sport .. 

''But what can we do, anyhow?'' he asked, 
grinning. •• The boys have received per­
mission to play cricket-they're all playing 
cricket.'' 

'' Only a few of them are J?layinf cricket~ 
the others are playintr at cricket,' said Mr. 
Stockdale, worried. The whole thing is • 
farce ! I certainly think, gentlemen, that 
we, as the Housemasters of St. Frank'e, 
should go to Dr. Scattlebury and protest.'' 

'' I am in entire agreement with that,'' said 
Mr~ Goole~ 
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''Well, perhaps you ere right," admitted Wilkes. '' There is not merely one gentleman 
Mr. Wilkes. '' At least, it will make our who oan corroborate this, but many. And I 
own position clear. The Head will see ,ve do not think you will accuse us all of 
are opposed to thia strange conduct.'' ~magining the in<?idents. The boJrs -are out 

Several of the Form-masters ga.tl1ered 1n the fields, playing cricket. You gave the1n 
round, too-Mr. Crowell of the Remove, Mr. perµiission to do so. We are here, sir, so 
Pycraft of the Fourth, and even Mr. Pagett that you m_ay tell us just where we stand in 
of the Fifth. Mr. Suncliffe, of course, was the matter.'' 
out of it. He was as ploosed as a cat with Dr. Soattlebury was no longer looking 
two tails, a.nd he was on Little Side, watch- bewildered; his expression had become 
ing the cricket. grave, and he wore a puzzled fro,vn. He 

It wa.s a formidable party· which descended passed a hand over his eyes, and then stroked 
upon the headmaster's study ten minutes his chin very thoughtfully. 
later. The masters of St. Fran~'s, after '' You see, sir--'' began Mr. Goole. 
their brief conference, had decided that it '' Pardon met'' interrupted the Head. 
was up to them to make their own position "Just one mom~nt, gentlemen I I do seem 
perfectly clear. Their authority had been to have a. faint recollection of visiting the 
taken out of their hands b_y the Head, and various class-rooms this morning. What an 
they wanted to know just where they stood. extraordinary thing!'' 

It seemed significant to them that the Head He shook himself, stood up, and paced up 
should have gone back to his study after and down for a few moments; and when he 
letting the Junior Scl1ool run riot, as it faced the Jl}asters age.in he was smiling con-

- were. It looked very much as though Dr. fidently. 
Scattlebury had become alarmed at his '' Yes, it is quite possible that I ga,,.e the 
action, and had· bolted for cover. boys permission to go out into t.he open and 

It came as a great surprise to the masters, to play cricket," he said frankly. '' If I 
t~erefore, when the Head was found busy at ha,re upset any of .yott, I am deeply sorry. 
his study desk, and he aat back in real aston- Perhaps I am inclined to be impulsive to do 
iahment as the deputation filed in, ushered things on the spur of the moment. How-
by ·tho flttstered butler. e, .. er, no great harm has been done.'' 

'' Upon my word I,. said Dr. Scattlebt1ry, ., I disagree, sir,'' said Mr. Crowell warmly, 
adjusting his glaases and looking fro,n one '' My bo}'"S are playing instead of working. 
mu&er to the other. '' Mar I inquire, gen- It will be quite impossible to maintain 
tlemen, why I am honoured by this visit at discipline if this sort of thing is permitted to 
such l\ll hour of the morning?'' continue.'' 
. '' S1irely you are fully a ware of ottr reason, ''Well, it v.'"ould be hardly fair if we 

sir?'' aid Mr. Stockdale sternly. fetched them all in now,'' replied Dr. Seattle-
'' I can assure you that I am completely in bury. '' So we'd better let them continue 

tha dark,J' replied the Head. '' I was under with their gaµies. It is a half-holiday to-day, 
the impression that _you gentlemen were anyhow, so it won't matter very much.'' 
taking your various Forma. '' Ho was so genial, so affable, that n1ost of 

.. , Taking our Forms, sir?'' burst out ?tlr. the masters very soon forgot tl1eir indignant 
Crowell excitedly. '' How can you say that- consternation1 and they found themscl,·es 
wh~n it was you who dismissed our Forms ?0 laughing witn him. 

"I disn1issed them?'' r0peated Dr. Seattle• '' An absurd sitt1ation, of course,'' chuckled 
bury, in a_mazement. '' Bttt, really, I don't the Head. '' I really must be more careful, 
understand at all l'' gentlemen. Mind you, I don't exactly 

The start.led masters became even more remember doing what you tell me I did, but 
st.artled. They could see that the Head's I take your "·ord for it. I am afraid I a111 
a.maze1nent was genuine. For a quick .. chta.nge inclined to be absent-minded at times. I am 
artiste, Dr. lnitto Scattlebury \\"Ould ha, .. e sure you won't bear me any ill-will." 
taken some beating. Even Mr. Crowell was smiling now. There 

'' I think, gentlemen, I had better be tho was something magnetic about the Head's 
spokesman,'' said Mr. Wilkes gently. '' The personality. He \\yas quite normal now, and 
fact is, Dr. Scattlebury, a large number c;f his manner \\Tas so charming that when all 
the ho)'S-mostly juniors-are out pla.ving the masters took their dep!l,rture they "·ere 
cricket." . perfectly at ease. The Head had won a 

'' Not in the morning, surely?" victory h)'" his likable personality. 
'' It is not usual for the boys to play After tho visitors had gone, Dr. Seattle-

cricket in the morning,'' replied Old Wilkey, bury sat in his chair and he pressed his 
his ,roicc still gentle. '' But you Jml.Y fingers to his tcn1ples. 
rememlJer going from class-room· to class- '' Most singular ! " he JllUrmttred. '' I cannot 
room, not. more than half an hour ago, giving dottbt ,vhat those gentlemen have just told 
permission for the boys to lea,ro their ~"ork n1e. Yet I remember nothing I Upon my 
and to go out into the open. I earnestly word, it is extraordinarily disturbing!'' 
urge you, sir, to tax your ·memory.'' He got up, ""alked over to the mantcl-

Dr. Scattlebury sat back, looking be-- 11iece, and examined himself in the mirror. 
wildered. "I feel well-I was never so well in my 

'' Bttt tl1e ,·ery idea is preposterous, 11 r. Ii f e ! " he went on, pttzzled. ''Yet no sooner 
Wilkes !n lie said. "I did no such thing!'' do I come to St. Frank's than I behave like 

''There. sir, you are wrong," replied Mr. an irresponsible schoolboy 1 At least, so they 
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tell me I I can't believe it-I simply can't 

27 

belie~le it ! " 
·; However, '1e w.as compelled to believe it, 

.:and he was inwardly uneasy. It was truo 
:that he had never felt fitter in all his life, 
, and for that reason he found it difficult to 
· credit these strange stories. 

He ""ent outside into his garden, and he 
l\Tas still uneasy. 

CHAPTER 9. 
The Head and the Hose I 
HA 'I' tl1e other n1asters 

feared "~as that the bo:ys 
,vould t.ake ad,rantago of 
t}1e Head's '' fu11nv little 

,vays," and that 
discipline ,vould 

· go by the board. 

But the bo:ys 
. ,vcre too clever to 
let that happen. 
Thcv knew on 
"'·hicl1 side their 

_ bread ,vas but­
tered, so to speak . 
... i\ t 12.30, ,v he11 
mor11ing lessons 
w c r e norn1a.llv .. 
disn1issed, t h e 
fa"rce ,,·as ove-r. 
The ·Jn11ior School 
resun1c<l its or­
di11ar~y aspect. 

Nipper, as cap­
tai11 of the Re­
move, made a 
point of having a 
cl1at "'·ith Lionel 
C o -r co r ia n a11d 
\\~illy Handfortl1, 
tho skippers of 
the l◄,ourth and 

... 

'f l1ird res pee ti velJ~. 
He toolc thern 
aside for the pur~ 
pose. 

'' No,v, look here, you chaps,'' he said. 
'' \,t e'v·e ~ad a good old spree tl1is morning, 

•a.11cl I think ,vc've nil enjoyed ourselves." 
'' Yes, rather !" grinned ,,.,illy. '' And do11't 

for get that you',1'e got to thank old St1nny. 
It ,vas he ,,~ho put this idea into the 1-Iead's 
110,lclle." 

"N c,,er 111ind tl1at., '' said Nipper. '' Tho 
n1ain tl1ing is to see· tl1at. everytl1ing goes 
011 s111ootl1l:y, so t.l1a.t tl1e For111-n1astcrs and 
Ho11sc111ast.ers ca11't drop 011 us. I dare sa~y 
)'Ot1',,.o 11oticed, too, tl1nt. t 11c prefects have 
bec11 l-1a.r1gi11g nlJ011t, rcacly to grab if tl1cy 
got 1110 cl1anct~." 

'' Like ia pack of l1u11gr:y· ,vol,Tes," nodded 
Co1·corn n. 

'' \\l' ell, it's up to tls to g~t 011r ForrlIR 
toget.l1er, a11d to t.cll t.}1e fe}lo,vs straight," 
co11ti1111ed NipIJer. '' 1'111 c1oi11g it in tl10 
Re1110,,,c, a11cl I l101H-3 :you el1aJJs \vill do it in 
yot1r Forn1s. '' 

---

Bandf onh, clambering over 
the wall, received a stream 
ol water full In the face. 
And the culprit was the 

Head I 

'' Of course we will,,, promised Corky. 

' 

'' If any of us kick ovor the tr:iccs, ,,~e,ll 
be j111n11ed on," said Nipper. '' Btit as long 
a.s '"Tc st-ick to tl1c He,a.<l's rtiling ,yc're safe. 
Nobody can to11ch 11s. The ,vhecze, 111y sons, 
is to cncot1rage tl10 Hea.d in his good '"·ork. '' 

'' I'm afraid tl1crc "~or1't be 111t1cl1 more of 
it,'' snid \Villy, ,vitl1 a sigh. "Ono of these 
da:ys he'll be taken a,vay-i11 a nice padded 
ambt1lancc, \vi t.l1 ·a kceJ)cr on ca.ch sido of 
him." 

"Rats ! " saicl C~orky. '' ,,r c kno,v-lJV now 
-tha.t the He1Ud is Sl;bject to tl1ese little fits 
of lloist0rous irres1Jot1sibility, but lie' s as sane 
as I am.,, 

'' Tl1ttt's 11ot sa:ying mt1cl1," commented 
\'7illy, ,vith a grin. 

"Ilc's all therc-a11cl l1e's a sportsman,'' 
contint1cd Corcora11, ignoring tl10 fag's 
rc111ark. "They ca11't }1a.v·e him lock:cd t1r> 
bcctttlse lie has spasr11s of absent•n1indedncss." 
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'' Of cotirso they can't,,., agreed Nipper. 
'' And it's qt1ite on the cards that l1e'll do 
some Jnore rt1mmy things. So v.'e've got to 
keep tl1e flag flying by sticking strictly to 
discipline." 

It was a ~ood idea-from tl1e point of viow 
of the juniors. Tl1ey ·y;-cre cor1fident that 
their no,·cl headtl11Rstcr ~~ol1ld soon institute 
son1e nc\v rules, and, j tldgi11g l>~Y his per­
f orn1ances up to date, they ,v-ot1ld be popular 
ones. 

The- boys belonging to the junior Forms 
did not ,vant mt1cl1 telli11g b:y· their skippers. 
Thev cot1ld sec the t.rt1th for themsel,·cs. 

L • 

' ' Take this n1orning, for exiample, '' said 
Nipper, ,vl1en he ,vas speaking to a crowd of 
Rem·o,,.ites. '' Tl1e Head told us that \\re 

cot1ld co111e ot1t of doors to play cricket. Well, 
\\·e can1e 011t-and ,ve played. But if ,ve had 
gone off to the ri,,.er, boating, or had slacked 
abot1t, reading ttnder tl1e trees, l\·e should 
l1a,·o been in t,he '",.rong. The other masters 
and prefects ,vo1tld ha,"e l1ad a chance of 
piling on tis. As it "'.Pas, althot1gh the cricket 
""as more or less of ia farce, ,\·o stttck to the 
letter of tl1e llead's permission, and ,ve ""ere 
safe. So ,,·o',,.e got to keep it up.,, 

''Yes. r-.a t l1er ! '' 
'' I'n1 not so s11re, laddie, that tl1e scheme j5 

reia.1ly jt1ic~" ~ ''· said Archie (} lenthor11e. "I 
me.an to ~ay, al] morning I've 1Jecn clasl1ing 
hither and thither, and I feel about as 
ditl1erv as the dickens. In the Form-room a 
cl1app1e doQS get the chance, no,v and again, 

• 

of ptttting in an occasiona1 spasm of tl1e good 
old dreamless.'' 

''Rats!" s·aid Handforth. '' Yot1 oan't fool 
us, Archie! You're jttst as keen on crickot 
as a11ybody, and jus .. t as kecrt or1 missing 
lessonB, too.'' 

'' Good gad, yes,'' agreed Archie, "·ith a 
shudder. ''Lessons? 'fl1e ,,·ord ought to he 
deleted from the dictioniar:y." 

'' I>he,v ! I'm hot!'' we11t ort Handfortli. 
''Let's get i11doors for a ,v,ash and brush-­
up." 

~hey ,vcre all hot, for tl1ey had bceo 
doing a lot of viole11t exercise-and they· ~·ere 
not dressed for it. For this morning'• 
'' cricket " l1ad beo11 plaJ·ed in ordinary 
clotl1es. There i1ad bee11 no t~me to change 
into flannels. 

Handf orfh &. (~o. iand t,,·o or three otl1ers 
"W'l3lked off J ... ittle Side~ sTi:irting the .. ,._,.1all 
which di,,.ided -the pla~"ing-fic-lds from t.ha 
Head's gaTden. It ,,ras reall:: a double ,vall, 
with a lane in bet\veo11-tl1is lar1e extending 
right round the school premises. 

'' By George, I am hot!'' Hand£ orth ,,·as 
saying, as he JDOpped l1is bro,v. 

'' Grumbling at the weath~r no,v ! " sniffed 
Church. '' 1·f it , .. ,as a cloud.}' da)", j"ou'd 
complain· llhout being cold!'' 

'' Don't be an ass!" said Handforth. '' I 
like being hot. Still, a good old sho,ver• 
bath would cl'me in handy· just no\\" " 

'' \\' ... ait u11til y·ou get 1 ndoor.s, ,, said 
l\lcClure. '' Yott c.an•t expect to hav·e a 
sho,,,er-batl1 ot1t in tl1t• open air.,, 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

-

'' Tommy, •1 sl1a eaid angrily, entering 
the boy•s bedroom, '' didn't you hear me 
calling you ? '' 

'' Yell, mother,'' calmly replied the boy: 
11 but only yesterday you told me not to 
answer you back.'' 

( L. Dat•ie.a, llf ill Streett St. ABaph., Soot,. 
land, has been awarded a pocket wallet.) 

Jokes from readen wanted for this feature J If you THE BUSINESS INSTINCT. know a good rib-tickler, send It along now. A 
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the 
sender of the best Joke ; pocket wallets, penknives 
and bumper boots are also offered as prizes. Address 
your jokes to '' Smllers, '' Nelson Lee Library, 5, 

Eric : '' Uncle, can you change mr 
penny?'' 

Uncle : ''Row do you want It changed? ,, 
Bric : '' I would like it changed Into a 

shilling.•• Oarmellte Street, London, E.C.4. · 

COULDN•T BE DONE 
Teat!her to B,u,, : 'f J/ flOU tcant to learn 

anJlfhing p,-ope,-111, the onl11 way u to 
,rtc,rt at f.he hotfont.'' 

BUl11: '' That wouldn't laelp me, IIW.'' 
Teaeher: '' AJld u,11,11 not,'' 
BU111 : '' Becau,,e I want to learn hou, to 

swim.'' 
(R. Taylor, 80, Framllngton Place, Heweastle~ 

on-Tyne, bas bean awarded a handsome watch.) 
Olf.BYIHG ORDERS. 

llot,her stood at the bottom of tl1e etaire. 
'' Tommy,'' sl1e called up, '' come down here 

at once.'' 
There w&S no reply. After calling once more 

and still receiving no reply, she mounted the 
stairs. 

(W. Bonltam, 8, H11lfon 7.'ewaee, 
North ShieldB, hall been t1tl'arded o boolc.) 

ASKING FOR TROUBLE. 
Passenger (to driver of car wl10 is speeding 

furiously) : '' Hey ! Why are you going so 
fast T '' 

Driver : '' I've just found out we have no 
brakes, and I'm l1urrying home before we have 
an accident.'' 

(N~ Croft, 28, Greyatonea Roadt Ecclesall, 
Sheffield, kaB been awarded a pocket wallet.) 

SEE-SAW. 
Housewife : '' Did you notice that pile or 

wood In the yard? '' 
Tramp : '' Yes, mum, I seen it.•• 
Housewife : '' You should mind your grammar, 

my man. You mean you saw It.'' 



THE NELSON LEE LlDBAllY 

But "'~hether Handforth expected it or not, 
he got one-end so did the other f ello,vs. 
For, remarkahly enough, !.-'lcClure had hardly 
finished spoolcing bof ore ,vetnese, thick and 
drenching, descended in a deluge upon the 
party. 

'' Hi r What the---- Whoa!'' yelled 
Handforth, j11mping &bout ]~ke a kiangaroo. 

'' \Vhat's-"·hat's happening?'' gasped 
Full,,Tood. 

'' Where's the ,vater coming from?,, asked 
Church, staring round blankly. 

And then they understood. The shower, 
still fallir1g thickly, \Wl3 coming in a great 
arc over the circular lane and tl1e tv.ro brick 
,valls. The source of it, ,vitl1out question, 
,vas from within the headmaster's garden! 

Somebody in the garden ,Yas using a hose 
-and ,va.s holding the hose _at a slanting 
angle so that the spray sped upwards, 
crossed the lane, and fell on the other side 
of the "~1,ll. 

'' Well, I'm jiggere-d ! '' gurgled Hand.forth, 
,vho ,vas fairly drenched. '' Wl1ere is he? 
\Vho's doing it? By George! .. I'll slaughter 
him!'' 

'' And we'll help you!'' said Fullwood 
,vrathfu]ly. 

They suspected one of the gardener's boys 
-wl10 probably thought that the joke was 
ft1nr1y. He must ha.ve overheard Handforth's 
remark about a shower-bath, and he had 
tttrned his hose over the wall. 

'' Come on!'' said Har1<lfort.l1 fiercely. '' I 
want to see the chap who's had nerve enough 
to drench me I'' 

He leapt at the wall, swarmed over, and 
dropped into the lane. The others were \\7 ith 
hin1. But Full,vood, at least, hesitated as 
H·andforth prep3red to loop at the inner 
wall. 

'' Hold on!'' he urged. '' Don't_ forget it's 
the Head's garden over there, and if we're 
caught it'll 1nean a s,vishing ! '' -

''Rats!" retor~.ed Hand£ orth. " ,,i e .shan't 
be rr.ore than half a tninute: All I "'rant to 
do is to gra;b t.hat hose and turn it on the 
fatl1ead ,vho soaked us!'' 

He waited for 110 further argument, b11t 
lea.pt up, grabbed the top of tl1e ,vall, and 
haauled himself over. 

Actually, he only got half o,,.er, for he was 
met by a direr1ching spray of water which 
caught him full in the n~ck. The othe1· 
fellows, jumping to the summit of the wall 
at the same time, sh·ared Ha.ndf orth' s fate. 

'' Ha, ha, ha 1'' roar2d a hearty, boisterous 
• voice. 
'' Great Scott I'' gurgled Church. '' The 

Head!'' 
'' Wha-a-a4-at !'' 
The bo:ys h,a.d expected to find a gardener's 

assistant; and there, standing on the edge of 
the ]a,vn, just against a flo,ver-bed, was Dr. 
Inigo Scattlebu~y, holding a hose and roar-

··········································~ 
Tramp : '' Ko, mum. You saw me see It, 

but you won't see me saw it.'' 
(T. MotTis, 82, Richmond Road, Bays­

uater, JV.2, has been awarded a book.) 

GO BON! 
Doctor: '' Now, my little man, show me your 

tongue. Come along now-put it right out. 
No; farther than that!'' 

The Little Man : '' Please sir, I can't. It­
it's fastened in at the back.', 

(H. Beewy, 74-, Broadway, London Fields, 
Hackney, E.8, haa been awarded a penknife.) 

HE HAD TO BB. 
Father : '' Well, my son, so you are the 

president of your cycling elub 7 That's ftne I 
And why did they choose you ? '' 

Harry : '' Well, you see, dad, at present I'm 
the only one In the club who's got a bicycle.'' 

(C. Ner,lon, 10:1., Uver,,ool lload, .Banks­
town, Sydne11, Australia, has been 
atearded a book.) 

IMPOSSIBLE. 
Father (to son whose head 

is jammed in a vase) : '' You 
little rascal l Don't you look 
me in the face and say it was 
an accident I ,, 

(G. Evans, 103, 
Avenue, Wa-lthamatow, 
haa been awarded a 
wallet.) 

Winna· 
E. 17, 
pocket 

ALL IN VAIN. 
Teacher (after giving a leelure on honesty) : 

1 ' Now, Willie, if you found a shllllng, ,rould 
JOU keep It ? ,, 

WIiiie : •• No, sir.'' 
Teacher : '' That's good. What would you 

do with It, \flllie ? '' 
Willie : '' Spend It.'' 
(J. Upton, 20'1, Galp-ins Road, Tl101•1afon 

Heath, has been awarded a pocket wallet.) 

NOT VERY PROFIT ABLE. 
Commercial Traveller: '' I got two orders 

·from a firm to.day.'' 
Boss: •'' Good. What were they ! '~ 
Commercial Traveller : '' Get out and sta, 

out.'' 
(W. Inman, Jun., 31, North Road, Durham, 

has been awarded a penknife.) 
A VILLAGE THRILL. 

Pedestrian (to vlllage constable) : You're right 
oll the beaten track here, con­
stable. No traffic conJe1tloli In 
this neighbourhood.'' 

Constable : '' Ob, I dunno, sir. 
Only last week we 'ad a bit or a 
collision between old Josh Dug­
gins' bath chair, and the post­
mistreu'a tricycle. 1 • 

(G. E. Cook, 2'1, 0:,,ftwd, 
Avenue, Southampton, Ila• 
been awarded a poelcd 
«~allet.) 
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ing "·ith laughter. He had turned the tap 
t>ff no,,,, and he ,vas regarding the boys on 
the top of t.iae ,rail witi1 the keenest amuse­
ment. 

'' '1,here's nothing like s cold sho"·er "'hen 
you,re feeling hot t" he said affably. 

'' \Ve-we didn't k11ow it \'las )Tou, sir!'' 
saiti Handf orth, in a feeble voice. 

'' You'll .alwa,ys find me ready to· oblige," 
replied Dr. Scattlebury blandly. '' Ho,v do 
you feel ? Cool enough ? Or ,vould :you like 
anot1ier sho,ver?" 

Without waiting for them to reply, 1:,e 
turned the tap again, and canother shower 
hissed o,rer them. The Head bToke into o 
fresh peal of he-..arty Laughter, a11d it ,va.e so 
infectious that the boya con1pletely forgot 
their annoyia.r1ce ~11d joined in. 

'' Only n1y little joke, l'~Oll f ello,vs,. '' said 
th~ He.ad, ~·ith a chuckle, as 110 laid dow11 
the hose. '' " 1hen I heard :you saying that 
y·ou' d iike a sho,ver, I could11't a-esist the 
temptation. No J1arm done, I'm sure.'' 

''None at all, sir!'' chorused the Removites 
bravelv. · ... 

' ' Splendid ! '' b~.amed the Head. '' llo,v 
many aro tl1ere oi. ,,011? Six? \\Tell, look 
here, by \Vay of compensation, I'll tell you 
,vhat I'll do. Come along and h.u,re lunch 
with 1ne. '' 

'' Why-,vhy-yes, sir ! " 
'' But don't corn~ likP, that," ,vent on the 

Head dryly. '' I do11't thi11k you'd be very 
comfortable . el1? Pop indoors, ch9-nge your 
clc;,thes, and- be at n1y table at one o'clock. 
How's that?'' 

''Thanks a\\' full~ .. , sir." 
"Y ot1'ire a. sport,. sir.'' 
'' Off you go~ then," smi}P,d Dr. Seattle• 

bury. '' And don't forget-one o'clock.'' 
The boj .. s ,vere glad e11ough to Io,,~er them• 

sel,--es from the top of tho ,vall. They 
scuttled down the la11e, dodged -in through 
the ,,1cst Gate, and paused i11 the Square, 
at tl1e back of the Ancient House. 

''Well, I, nl dithered!'' said Hand forth 
breathlessly. 

'' The old boy's a caution!'' grinned Full .. 
wood. '' S01ks 11s ,vitl1 hid giddy garden 
hose, iand then invit.-1'\S us to lunch ,vith him!'' 

'' Mad as a hatter!" said Russell, .shaking 
his hNld. '' I'nt !tot altoget.her sure that we 
shall be safe at his giddy taabl~ !" 

They \Yf\r1t indoors, ai~d left a trail of ,vet­
ne6s do,vn the:., 1-temove pasaage. In tho 
lob'by at the ,bottom of the stairs they ran 
int.o Biggl~s,vade of t11e Sixtl1. 

'' H-allo !" said Biggy, staring at them. 
'' ,,rhat's all this? \Vhat have :you kids been 
up tot'' 

'' ",,. e got a, bit ,vet,'' said Hand forth. 
''I can see that, can't I?" asked the pre­

fect.'' Y 011'11 take a hundred lines each--'' 
''Not I ikely ! " interrttpted Hand forth. '' If 

J'OU give lines to anybody, give them to t.he 
Head." 

'' The ,,:hich ?'' 
'' The Head," grinned Ha11df orth. 

did this ! " 
''He 

'' No"~ look here, you yoting s,,·eep--'' 

'' l'fact, Biggy, '' chuckled Fttli V\~ood. '' Y.l e 
were passing the Head's S'&rden, and he 
turned the hose on t=s ! Then he invited us 
to lunch. " · 

'' Honou,r b·right ! " chorused the others. 
Biggles""ade made a helpless geeture, 
'' I give it up,'' he said. '' 'J.,he Old ~Ian's 

a bit too s,vif t for me! u 

Triu1nphantlv, the juniors ascended the 
stairs-safe agiain. B1ggleS\\'&de could not 
very well give t.hetn lines for coining_ in­
doors soaked to t.he skin-for it ,vas t.he Head 
himself ·who had soaked them. 

'l1l1ey changed ioto their best, and whetl 
thev came down they were looking remiark• 
ably spick and span. They ran into a crowd 
of othe-r Removites in the lobby. · 

'' Hallo !n saaid Nipper. '' ,,Thy this tl1us­
ness you chaps? Where's the "~edding ?'' 

''Sorry, can't stop I" said Ha11dforth care­
lessly. '' We're just off to have funch with 
the Head l'' 

'' Ha, ha, ha ! " 
.. You can lau·gh, '' said Fullwood. '' It 

happens to be a fact-honest lnjun ! But we 
can't stop-it's t.hree minutes to one, and 
we're due at one. Old Scatt.y invited us !" 

" \V ell, I'm jiggered I'' 
'' My only sainted aunt !n 
The other fellows watched rather dazedly 

as Handforth, Church, McClure, Fullwood, 
Russell and Potts sattntered elegantly out 
into the Triangle. 

In,,.ited to lunch with the Head ! Another 
of Dr. Scattlebury's little surprises! 

There was still another '\\"hen the juniors 
arri,·ed at the Head's hot1se. - For it so hap­
pened that the guests ran into Dr. Seattle­
bury on the very doorstep. He had ,vatched 
their approach with some surprise. 

'' I thought Inner Court was ottt of bottnds 
for junior boys?'' he asked, frowning. 

'' So it is, sir-but you invited us here,'' 
replied Handforth promptly. 

'' I invited you?" 
'' Of cottrse you did, sir y·ot1 invited us 

to lunch.'' 
"To lt1nch t'' ejaculated the Head, startled. 

''Nonsense! How dare you--'' 
He paused, an anxious look in his eyes. 

He racked his brain. No, l1e cot1ld not re­
member_! 

'' You s,alr that I invited yott to lunch?'' 
he went on, his tono changing. "When?" 

'' About half an hour ago, sir-after you 
had turned tl1c hose on tis." 

''After I had turned--'' The Head 
paused, and seemed to gulp. '' Why, yes, 
of course,'' he added hastily, '' Very thought­
less 'of 1ne. Well, boys, I Vfia.s onlJ" having a 
little joke ,,·ith you. Here l 10u are here's 
somethin~ to spend in the school shop. I 
~eally think ~·ou h~~ better have ~Tour lunch 
1n your o"·n House. 

He gave them half-a-cro,vn each so 
hurriedly tl1at they had no time to protest, 
and a moment later he had gone indoor, 
and had closed the door. 
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'' 

CHAPTER 10. 
.. The Cricket Referee I 

ELL, I'm blowed I'' said Handf orthJ 
staring at the closed door. 

"He didn't give us much chance 
to talk, did he 7u asked Mac. '' Did 

you ever kno,v such a merchant? He invites 
us to lunch, and half an hour later he has 
forgotten all about it l'' , 

"It's a bit thick, if you ask met'' said 
Handforth, with some warmth. '' Fine asses 
we shall .look now-when we go back to the 
other chaps I They'll cackle like ·the 
dickens!,, 

''Let 'em cackle!'' said Fullwood. 1 'Don't 
forget that he who laughs best laughs last-
and we've got half-a-crown each." · 

'' We didn't want his m()uldy half--crowns I'' 
said Handfortl1 disdainfully. '' We wanted 
t.o have lunch with him I By George t He's 
slighted us, you chaps !'' 

'' Cheese it, you ass!'' said Cl1uroh. "The 
Head only invites people to lunch,. a~d lets 
them off morning lessons, and t_hings like 
that when he's under the 'fluence. '' 

'' Under which 'fluence ?'' asked Ha.ndforth, 
•• 

staring. -
'' I don't know, but there seems to be a 

'fluence of some sort,'' replied Church. 
'' Later on the Head for gets everything. But 
he's a sport, all the same. Let's go and 
dig up some ice-creams!'' 

There was a good deal of comment from 
the other fellows when the six '' guests '' 
showed themselves in the Triangle. In fact, 
they were chipped-until the half-crowns 
were heard about. •-

'' Lucky bargees !'' said Owen major 
enviously. .. I'm nearly broke; but I don't 
get any invitation to lunch and a half-crown 
to soothe my injured feelings I'' 

''Well, come and share. this money with 
us," invited Handforth. '' Who wants an ice­
cream? Just time before the bell goes l'' 

"Good old Handy l'' 
That money was soon spent, and most of it 

went on the crowd. There. was a good deal 
of laughter over the inoi.dent, and the fellows 
were beginning to wonder when the head­
master would '' break out ,, again. There 
was always a glorious uncertainly about him. 
One never knew what he was going to do 
next. 

L ITTLE SIDE-that afternoon took on a 
really businesslike aspect. 

Jhere was no repetition of the morn­
ing' a farce. There was a serious 

match to be played-Remove versus Fourth. 
It wasn't one of tho official Form games, but 
a practice match. However, so many of the 
junior cricketers had had no practice at ell 
this season that the game assumed a special 
import:.ance. 

'' \Ve'll knock spots off the Fourth, of 
course,'' said Handf orth, as he oame upon 
the field in spotless white. '' T.heir team 
jsn't worth bothering. over, really.,, 

'' D011't be too jolly cock-sure, Handy,'' 
said Church. '' Boots and Christi11e are both 
hot men, und don't forget that Corky has 
been putting in some good practice this 
season. He's mustard. And both Oldfield 
and Clapson have been doing great things in 
bowling." 

"What abot1t our team?'' retorted Hand­
forth. '' What about Castleton and Jerry 
Dodd and Hussi Khran and Charier Bangs? 
They've been at school all tho time, and 
they've been playing fine cricket. l,he rest 
of tts will soon get into· shape.'' 

''Well, the game itself ,viii show,'' said 
Nipper, as he joined them. "Where's 
Gresham? And what abot1t Travers? Why 
can't some fellows learn to be punctual ? '' 

Within a few minutes all the cricketers 
were on hand. Nipper ,von the toss, and as 
the wicket was in perf et condition he elected 
to bat first. 

'
1 Come on, let's get going,'' said Nipper 

briskly. ''You and Gresham ore in first, 
Handy. '' Get your pads on." 

'' Good egg l '' said Handfortl1, with satis-
faction. ,~ I'll show these Fourth-Formers 
how to knock bot1ndaries. '' 

It wasn't '' swank '' oil Handforth's part; 
it was merely an expression of his supreme 
confidence. He would not have been 
flattered, perhaps, if he had kno,vn the· real 
reason why Nipper was putting him in first. 
Nipper expected that Handy's wicket would 
soon fall, and, once out, the great Edward 
Oswald would be subdued. If he was left 
until fifth or sixth man he wotlld onl:r. kick 
up the dust in tl1e pavilio11 until his 
turn came. 

The Fourth-Formers went out into t.he 
field, and crowds .of juniors stood round the 
boundaries or spm,vled on tho grass, bent 
upon enjoying themselves." 

Just before the game was due to commence, 
Dr. Inigo Scattl~ury put· i~ an· appearance. 

'' Ah, a. match, I perceive,'' he said 
genially. 

'' It's only a practice game, sir," said 
Nipper, who happened to be nearest. '' Still, 
it's quite an important game, really.'' 

, ' 

"All games are important, young man,'' 
s~id the Head amiably. '' Sport is essential 
to the upbringing of any healthy scl1oolboy. 
All this makes me . feel very young again. 
For two pins l,d take off my jacket and join 
in.', 

Nipper ga-ve him a· qttick look. His 
manner was infectiously merry. As Church 
might have _put it, the 'fluence ,vas on. 

'' Masters don't usually join in our practice 
games, sir,'' explained Nipper. '' Bu~ we 
shall be awfully pleased if you'll stay and 
watch.'' 

''Watch?" repeated Dr. Scattlebury. "My 
dear boy, I don't believe in watching. 
Spectators are lazy people. Surely I can be 
of some help? There is nothing I ,vould like 
better than to join in this battle royal.'' 

Traver·s and Boots and Corky and one or 
two others were drawing round now, and 
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tl1ey were looking anxious. Much as they 
liked th~ new Head, there seemed & possi­
bility that he ,vould seriously delay the 
game. 

began '' Thanks very much, sirr--'' 
Ninper. 

'' Splendid I'' beamed the Head. '' Then it 
is all settled.,, 

'' No, sir. I didn't mean--'' 
"Enough I'' said the Head, holding up his 

hand and looking at Nipper with twinkling 
eye$. '' I insist I But since you have your 
teams fully arranied, no doubt, I will con­
tent myself by acting a.s referee." 

A titter went round, b11t it was quickly 
subdued. 

'' There's no referee at a cricket match, 
sir,'' said Nipper gently. 

"No? You surprise me I I always thought 
that a referee was a most necessary official.'' 

'' At a football match-yes, sir,,, replied 
NiP,per. '' At cricket we have two umpires. 11 

' Why, yes, to be sure," said the Head 
wit.h a chuckle. '' How forgetful of me I A 
referee for football, and umpires for cricket. 
Of course I Then I will be. an umpire." 

'' That's very good of you, sir, but we've 
already arranged---'' 

'' Nothing will please me but to umpire 
this match,'' interrupted the Head firmly. 
'' Wait for me, boys 1 I'll be back in two 
shakes t'' 

Bubbling with enthusiasm, the Head com­
menced hurrying away. Nipper glanced at 
the other juniors, and they were all grin-
ning. • 

'' Hold on, sir 1'' sang out Nipper. "\Ve're 
all ready to start I'' 

'' I shan't be long-I've got to •change !" 
roared the Head, over his shoulder. 

"There's no need to chan~c, sir,--'' 
"Oh, '\\?hat's the use?'' said Nipper, shrug­

ging his shoulders. '' Look at the old hoy ! 
Legging it away like a two-year-old t \Ve',re 
got to wait now-we can't do anything else.'' 

'' He's so jolly voloanic, 1 ' grinned Boots. 
r, He dashes here, and he dashes there, and 
it's impossible to be wild with him. He's 
always got such a cheery smile on his face, 
and such a hearty word for a chap. He's a 
caution I'' 

'' We'll gi,1 e him ten minutes, and then 
we'll start," said Nipper. "The chances are 
he'll get indoors and forget all abottt the 
match. W c' re getting to know him by no\\".'' 

~o,ve" .. er, Nipper was wrong. Only seven 
n11ntttes elapsed before Dr. Inigo Scattlebury 
reappoo.red. and his return not only ca.,1sed 
a flutter throt1ghout the junior cricket.ers, 
bt1t sotncthing ,,.cry akin to consternation 
seized them. 

For the Head, remarko,bly enough, was 
attired in shorts, sweater, and.cap! And as· 
he came rt1nning on to the field the start.led 
·boys sn,v th•at he ,vas "rearing football 
boots, and he had a whistle in his hand I 

'' Ye gods and little fishes 1 '' gurgled 
Hnndforth. '' He's dressed himself as a 
footer referee 1'1 

'' Ha, ha, ha 1J' 
"Oh, my only sainted aunt l', 

'' Ha, ha ha I'' 
The Hea'd blew a shrill blast on his whistle 

as he ran upon the field. Juniors gathered 
round from all quarters, and the spectators 
all rottnd the field watched with glee. 

'' Come along-come along t" sang out Dr. 
Soattlebury. '' I haven't loept you waiting 
long, have IT Let's begin I'' 

'' But-but you're not dressed right, sir,•• 
protest~d Nipper feebly. 

'' I will confess that I dressed in a hurry,'' 
said the Head smilingly. 11 The sweater is 
not the one I really desired--'' 

'' I don't n1ean that, sir,'' said Nipper. 
'' Yo11',"e dressed yourself as a referee I" 

'' Well, isn't that right? I am a referee.,, 
"No, sir-an umpire I,, 
'' And what is tlie difference, young man, 

between o.n umpire and a referee?'' 
demanded the Head. '' You don't think for 
a. moment that :you can tell me anything 
about cricket, do you ?1

, 

'' N tin-no, sir but--'' ,. ' Then let tts get on,'' said Dr. Scattle-
bury, waving ran airy hand. '' Where are the 
teams ? Let them line up.'' 

Nipper tried to protest again, but it was 
impossible. He hadn't the nerve. After all, 
this man was the headmaster, and to argue 
\\"ith him was out of the question. There 
seemed nothing else for it, therefore, but to 
get on with the game. 

Other f ello,vs were being attract,ed t,o 
Little Side by now, including a large 
number of seniors. Everybody was taking 
an interest in the Remove v. Fourth match. 

But it "~as the head,naster who was the 
centre of attraction. 

Any other mcW1 might easily have made 
himself ridiculous; he might have been tl1e 
butt of mttch laughter. Bt1t Dr. Scattleburv 
oarried himself "~ith sach boisterous good 
httmo11r, and he ·spread such cheeriness all 
around him, that nobody e,ren thought of 
~ivin~ him. '' the bird.'' . His· geniality '\\'Pas 
1nfect1ot1s-1t spread rap1dl}· from fellow to 
fello,v. Alt.hottgh his position l\7 a.S, in itself, 
ridiculot1s cnottgh, he yet managed to retain 
the complete respect of his boys. 

And so t.he game started-with one umpire 
. attired in t.he regt1lation long coat, and tho 
other as a football referee I 

--
CHAPTER 11. 

Bria hter Crick et I 

C LACKl . 
Handforth, taking Oldfictd's bowl­

ing, swiped a glorio11s boundary. It 
v;-as the first bot1nd_a,ry of the 1natch, 

and Handforth rested on his bat contentedly. 
'' Run, boy-rt1n !'' urged the Head. '' Good 

graciotts I Why are J"OU \\Tasting time?'' 
"We don't need to run here, sir, 11 said 

Handforth, with a grin. '' That was a 
boundary.'' 

'' Ah, yes, I seem to remember,,, nodded 
Dr. Soattlebury. "Boundaries don't count. 
do they?'' 
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'' You big (ellow1 will wait upon us 1 '' eommanded the Head. And the lordly seniors 
were compelled to serve the lowly fags l 

'' They count four runs, sir,'' explained the 
wicket-keeper. 

.. A lazy arrangement," commented the 
Head. '' However, this is hardly the time or 
place to make any alteration, but I shall 
have to think about it. That was a remark­
ably fine hit of yours, young man," he added, 
beaming upon Handforth. 

" Thank you, sir." 
'' What is your name?'' 
0 Hand forth, sir.'' 
'' T11cn carry on, II and forth-keep on with 

the good work," said this remarkable umpire. 
'' I like that energy of yours. When you hit, 
yo1.1 }1it with vigour. 'l1 hat's the way to 
play!" 

H,a11dforth, much btickcd, prepared to t.ake 
the next ball. It came do,vn-a particularly 
poor one. Hand£ orth swung his bat, leapt 
out, and he sent tl1e leatl1cr soaring away to 
tl1e bo1.111dary again. 

"Rem·.arkable ! " shouted the Head. '' This 
boy is a second Lindrum tu 

u T-T a. ha, ha t '' 
'' Iindrum's a billiard player, sir,'' grinned 

IIandforth "Perhar)s vott 1ncan Brad-
n1:1n ? " he added modest.ly~ 

.. I roally forget the fcllo\v's nan1c no,v, bt1t 
it docsr1't n1a tt t'r," said the II ead, \\: ho ,vas 

so thorougl1ly enjoying hi:mself tl1at every­
body else fell i11to l1is mood. '' Keep it up, 
Handforth I Let n1e see some more of that 
play l" 

But tho next ball was of a diff crent 
variety. The E.,ourth Form bo,vlcr sent do~·n 
a snorter. It broke nt an· a,vk,vard anglo, 
and Handfortl1 only tipped the ball with the 
edge of l1is bat. 

"Crumbs !" l1c gurgled. 
He started running, but he knew instinc­

ti ,,.ely that it was r10 good. Out of tl1e corner 
of lus e:ye, as he ran do,vn the pitch, he saw 
the ball dropping neatly into tl10 hands of 
Lionel Corcorian, \\'}10 held it securely. 

'' I-Io,v's that?'' 
.. Ot1t I'' 
'' \Veil caught, Corky !'1 

'' Hard lines I" sa.id Harry Gresham, the 
other Rcmovo bat~man, as he and Ilandforth 
halted in the middle of the pitch. 

'' Can't tinderstand it I'' said I-Iandforth 
blankly. ' 1 Tl1at giddy ball ,~las coming 
straight at n1y bat, and it twisted off at the 
last seco11d I I had my eye on it all the 
,vay I'' 

•~ Well, yo11've knocked up sixtPPn-and 
tl1at 's pretty good.,, 
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''Good?'' rt~pcatcd Handforth, "~itl1 a sniff. 
'' You silly £,atl1ead, I meant to µiake a 
century ! ,, 

Ho started walking back to\\rards the 
pavilion, but the headmaster ,vas calling to 
him. Ile 11aused. 

'' Corrio back !" shouted Dr. Scattlebtlry. 
'' Wl1ero on earth are you going, Ha11d­
f orth? ,, 

"I' . l" m out, sir · 
'' Nonse11se 1 '' 
'' But I Yt'as oaught, sir !" said Handforth, 

staring. '' You're the umpire, and--'' 
" Exactly ! I am tl1e umpire, and I declare 

that you are 11ot out!'' sairl the Head briskly. 
'' C~ome bacl{ to the ,vickct !'' 

1.\. gas11 ,vcr1t round-particularly frotn the 
~,ourth-For111ers. 'l,helT rushed 11p from all 
sides, protesting. Y ct, when tl1e:\r drew 11ear 
to the He,Ld.. t!1oy became t5ilenc. 'fhey ditl 
not dare to n1ia.ke a scene. 

''Just, a 1ni11t1te, sir,'' said Cork} .... ' 'Don't 
tl1ink I'm cheek;· or anyt.r,ir1g like that, but 
"'·her1 a fcllo,v is caught, he's out. And you, 
as t.he 111npire -'' 

"I, as tl1e un1pirc, give njy d(_)cision that 
Har1df ort-h ,v·as not out-,'' interrt1pte.d the 
Hood oal111ly. '' I like t1'e br-y'e batting-I 

f . ,, 
,,,a11t to see so1I1e tnore o 1t. 

'' But-but--'' 
'' Besides, \\1 J1y should 1,e be out?" asked 

the Head, looking round. '' It ~·as quite a 
good l1it-althot1gh, I believe~ lie struck tl1e 
ball ,,,ith tr1e cdgo of his hat.'' 

'' Tliat's "!1ot tho point, sir," protested 
Corky. '' One of ouT chaps cat1ght the ball, 
and it's t.l1e rule of the game--'' 

''Just a n1inutc !'' interrupted the Head, 
pointing to tl1t, st11mps. '' \Vhat's that?'' 

'' '11l1e ,v ickct, sir.,., 
'' What a1·c t]1osc thlr1gs lying across tho 

top?'' 
'' Tl1e bails, sir.'' 
'' Of courBe they .a re tho bail6." said the 

Head, 11odding. '' Are ~"'Ott ~"Ot1ng rascals 
tryincr to teacl1 n1e ariything about cricket? 
Thos: bails ,,·ere not distt1rbed-tl1e st.t1mps 
,vere not l,it. Then why a,re yo11 tryi11g to 
tell me that Handforth is out? Non8e11se !'' 

h . " '' But he ,vas cattg t out, sir, ,v(\nt ttp a 
cl1oru3 of Fourth Form voice.s. 

'' I don't recognise catches!" sn.icl tl1e Hoa cl 
crisolv. '' Get ba.ck to your positions, boys! 
Hand.forth, come and con_tint1e your bat.ting. 
Y 011, young m,ar1, get bel1ind your goal!'' 

'' Ila, ha, ha!'' 
Even t}1e }fourth-For1ncrs Jost their indig­

na.tion. 'l'l1e Head \\"'1.S enjoying himself so 
vrholehea.rtcdly that they gave him best. 

'' \\ro've got to get Handy ot1t_, atlyhow !'' 
said Oldfield. '' It's no good luring him into 
a catch, eitl1er. We've got to get his giddy 
,\·ickot ! ,, 

Yells of laughter went ro11nd from 
all tl1t, Remove spectators when Handf ort.h 
proceeded t.o flog the bowling for all he ,,~s 
\Yorth. He l\"as cute enough to take full 
advantage of the situation. He didn't care 
"rl1ere l1e l1it tho ball. He gave catches b:v 

• the doze11. and durii1g tl1e <'Ollr~{ ... of t\\·o o,·0rs 

lie "~as caught 011t l1alf a dozen times. But­
he didn't care. lie -Y.ras scoring. Tl1is ,•;as & 
new kind of cricket ! 

Ai1d the Head, ,vl10 ,vas attracted by 
Handfo1th's energetic style, stood ,,·iatching 
,\·ith the keenest delight. As a·n 11rr1pire 
lie \\·as a. ,va6h-out, but as a comic relief to 
the match he was an i1nn1ense succccs. 

'fhe junior players soon ga vc up all idea 
of real cricket.. Hand£orth's score, for 
example, didn't reall) count at all. He l1ad 
made nearly fifty-but, ,actually, l,is total 
'\\·as only 16, for he had been legitim1ntely 
caught out at that figu-re And even when 

OMING NEXT WEDNESDAY 

his stun1ps ,vent fl)ring the Hesa.d kept l1i111 
• 
111. 

'' How's that, umpire?'' sang out tl1e 
wicket-keeper triumphantly. '' 1-1 mean, 
110\Y' s tha.t, sir?'' 

'' Not out 1" replied the Head promptly, 
''Eh:" 
'' 1\Iost certni11ly it's not out~'' replied tho 

Head. '' In fact, I ,Yon't have this bo~ .. ot1t !'' 
'' Ha, ha, hia ! '' 
''Dut-but ho \\',as ~l•\an bo,,·Jed.. sir!'' 

ejac,1lated. the ,vicket.-keeper. '' You said 
that '"·l1en his b~ils ,ve11t flying--'' 

'' I 11ave changed m)r m i11d," replied Dr. 
Seattle bury, ,viti1 an ,u ir)1 v.-a,"e of l1is hand. 
'· And, as un1pire '"·,i this g,ame, I claim tl1e 
privilege to change mj,. n1ind i ust ,Yl1en I 
) ·1 ,_. 

1 .~e. · 
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He changed his mi11d again very soon. l11 
ono over Handforth, faced by Christine~s 
b.J\\·ling, fai~d to n1ake a run. It was the 
first tin1e Christine had been on, and Hand­
forth couldn't yet get his measure. When 
the sixth ball of the over came do\\Tn, and 
Hanrlforth n1isscd it altogether, the Head 
raised a hanrl and pointed an aoottsil!g finger 
at Ha11dforth. 

''Out!" he said briefly. 
''Eh? Did-did yo11 roy I'm out, siT?" 

asked Handforth, staring. 
,c I did ! " 
'' But I did·n't even touch that ball, sir t" 

Tl1e garne was, frankly, a humorous one 
no,v. If the Head knew anythi11g about 
cricket, ho kept it all to himself. Ho co11-­
tinually mixed up cricket and f oot:ball terms, 
a11d he gavo decisions, for or a.gainst, just 
,vhen it pleased him. 

As a result, tbe match b~came a farce, 
and it ,vas just as well · that the players 
entered into the spirit of it. Anyhow, they 
were grttin~ --3ome practice-and that was 
the main thing. 

Nobody kne,v how the gan1e ended. Tho 
- score itself had been abandoned, and ,vhen 
all the Remove players were out there \\·as 
only a brief interval. The Removites took 
t.he field, and the Fourth-Formers went in 

' to 1bat . 

II ST. FRANK'S 
AT THE. DERBY I'' 

By E. S. BROOKS. 

More surprises from Dr. Inigo Soattlebury, 
the amazing new Head of St. Frank's. 

Be takes up scooterfng. '' Ii's Doe ran l'' 
be chirrups. 

He takes the whole school to Epsom to 
witness the Derby J 

•• Scatty ''. Scatt!ebury Is a scream-but 
St. Frank's votes him one or the best. This 
rollicking yarn will keep you In fits of 
laughter, ehums. _,,. 

11 The Phantom Foe! 11 

By John Brearley. 
The Night Hawk has been defeated In his 

flrst clash with tbe Phantom Foe and that 
mates him all the more determined to bring 
his enemy to book. Next week's Instalment 
Is a real thriller. 

'' Hai.ndforth'a Weekly I '' 

'' BETWEEN OURSELVES I '' 

ORDER IN ADVANCEI 

'' And that's why yott are out,'' replied 
the Head. nodding. '' I've given you six 
chances, young m1an, a11d you haven't dor1e a 
thing! li you oa.11't bat any better tha11 
tl1a t, you' re out ! " 

'' Ha, ha, ha!'' 
''(~lear off, Handy!'' grinned the wicket-

keeper. '' Don· t fo~·get that you've got to 
abide by the u1r1pire' s decision.'' 

'' Ha ha r.ua ! '' 
Handforth s~vallo,ved hard. The umpire's 

decision had been in his favour up till no,v, 
so all he could do was to aooept his dismissal 
with a good grace. He wns grinning cheerily 
as he ,valked hack to the pavilion. 

'' Well, any,vny, I haa,d a pretty good 
innings,'' he said '' Let,s hope that the Head 
doesn't decide to umpire when we play a 
~l school match!" 

... L\.t this point, however, a sudden cl1ango 
• came over Dr. Inigo Soattlebury. For 

some motnents he had seemn-:1 to be 1n a sort 
of daze, a11d now j1e shook his head, lool<ed 
round, and appeared bewildered. He ,vas 
considerably startled when l e sa,v how he 
was dressed. 

'' Ready for the Fourth innings, sir 1 '' 
asked Nipper cheerily. _ 

''Er-yes,'' murmurre-d the Head~ looking 
round. "Did you say the Fourth inning:;, 
my 1boy? What, exactly, am I doi11g here?" 

''You're one of the umpires, sir.'' 
•• Good heavens!'' breathed Dr. Scattlc­

bury. 1
' Am I really-- Just a minute! 

Excuse me, please." 
He hurried off the field, but his exit was 

dignified in spite of his queer attire. Ho 
went straight to his own house, reached l1is 
study, and ffit dow11 heavily et his desk. 

'' This is amazing-alarming!'' he mut­
t.ered. '' Umpire-and dres3e<l as a football 
referee! Good heavens! I r,a,ren't the 
faintest recollection of what has been hap­
pening this afternoon! Have I made myself 
a fool before all tho boys?'' 

Deeply concerned, he decided to put tl1e 
matter to the tedt. Hurrying upstairs, he 
changed into his norma] scholarly atti:re, an_d 
then hurried back to Little Side. He ,va~ 
himself egain no,v-the grave scholar. He 
found the boys regarding him somewhat 
curiously, but there was no liack of respect. 
Caps \\Yero do.ff ed everywhere, and he was 
relieved. 

The match ,vas going on again-this time 
in the proper way. The juniors had decided 
to st·art it. all over again-the Fourth­
For1ner3 now t&.king the first in11ings. That 
other innings wasn't to count at all. 

The Head \\ratched for some ti1ne, and 
then he walked off to e handy declcchair and 
sat do-1.-n. He wanted to think. He was 
deeply concernecl. 

'' I remember coming out, and then the 
next thing I ren1ember was @banding on that 
cricket pitch d,r26sod e.s a football referee!" 
he murmured. '' A1nazing ! ,,That• happened 
in the mea11time? Nothing particularly 
~crious_ evidently, or - t.he boys would treat 
n1e with ridicule. I dare not ir.ake any 
inquiries, for that would only make matters 
worse.'' · 
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He w~s startled beoousc nothing like this 
l1ad ever happened io him before-at least, 
not u11til lie had come to St. Frnnk's. These 
Lapses of 1n~mory were extr.aordinary. It 
wo .. tld not J,ave been so bad 1f he could reoall 
what h,ad tali:en place during t.he periods 
when he v,as ,. off.'' 

'' If this goes on I shall have to ta•ke a 
trip to London and see a specialist," he 
told himself. '' Yet the very thought seems 
ridiculous. I feel perfectly \\'ell ; my bMin 
is as clear as ever 1t '\\·as. H'm I Strange; 
ve·ry st.range indeed!'' 

He pulled himself togetl1er, got up, and 
\Wis quite certain that he would not '' go 
off ,, again. He was complete master of 
himself. 

'' \Ve'd-,,,e,d be l1appy for you to join 
us, sir,'' invited Conroy major. 

'' '!,hat.' s very nic~ of you, I am sure,'' said 
the Head, sitting down 011 one of the rugs. 
,, But where is this er-tea?" 

'' Coming along now, sir,'' grinned Biggles 4 

,vade. '' 'l1he fags ara bringing it. We 
thought it rather a good idea to have tea 
out of door:o1 !nis afternoon.,. 

"It is not merely a good ide.a," said the 
Head. '' It is a corking idea!'' 

Yet, ,vithin l1alf an ho11r, 
had another spasm ! 

His affability \\118S contagious, and it 
spread rapidly. Two or three other seniors 
joined the group, and they were soon all 
grinning to one another. The Head, how• 
ever, was watching the approaching fags, and 
a look of sympatny had come into his eJ·es. 

Dr. Scattlebury '' Poor boys I'' he commented. '' Dear me! 
This is most distressing!'' · 

--
CHAPTER 12. 

· Fagging fer tbe Faas! 
ELL, well I" said the Head genially. 

Al ways a kindly man, with a 
keen sense of humour, his strange 
mental attacks-for they were 

nothing else-had tho effect of inoreasing 
his kindlineS6 and affability. The only real 
difference in the Head during these spells 
wias that be became entirely und gloriously 
irresponsible. · 

. There ,ves no question of insanity; he was 
e,rery bit as sane during a spell as he was 
ordinarily. He k11cw precisely ,vhat he was 
doing, and he acted more or less rationally. 
But he v.yas certainly irresponsible, and his 
gaiety bubbled up and overflowed. The 
world, to l1i.m, was a playground, and all his 
thoughts were for the enjoyment of others. 

At the present moment he h.ad v.·andered 
on to Big Side, and on the soft grass beside 
the pavilion he found a number of Sixth• 
F~ormers, spra,vling in idleness and comfort. 

They wero lying on rugs, they were read­
ing or sleeping, and they "-Pere generally 
taking thi11gs easy. A practica game was 
going on amongst the s~niors, but these 
f cl lows were taking no part. 

'' ·Oh, hallo, sir!" 9aid Biggleswade, jump­
ing h1.trricdly 4-o his feet. '' Didn't see it was 
:you~ sir! Nice aft~rnoon, sir." ,, 

'' A charroing afternoon, young tnan, 
nodded tl1c IIead. '' 'fht'se rugs look con1• 
f orta-ble." 

'' \\re--:-,,·e \Vere l1aving a bit of a rest, sir,'' 
said \Vilson, v;ho had also jumped up. '' We 
didn't expect you, sir.'' 

'' Don't di:Jturb yourselves or, my account," 
beamed Dr. Scattlebury. '' I dare say you 
have been ,vorking hard, and you deserve 
-vour rest.'' .., 

' ' As a m1atter of fact, we're just going to 
hiave tea, sir,'' remarked Biggy. 

He even rose to his feet. and W:\tched the 
fa~ ,vith gre.ater interest. Undoubtedly, the 
fags ,,.,.ere in need of sympathy, not that they 
got agy from the seniors. 

Some genius had thought of having tea out 
of doors, and the £age ".,ere bearing the brunt 
of th9 brain\\iave. Whilst. the Sixth-Formers 
lolled in comfort, the fags vlere called upo11 
to do all the hard work. And it was hard 
work, to~etcl1ing the tl'a-things and the 
food out here. 

It was a considerable distance f roin the 
school buildings, and the fetching and carry• 
ing was considerable. Trlere were half a 
dozen fags approaching now, led. by Willy 
Hand£ orth. T.hey wecre staggering under 
hoavy trays, the trays themselves being 
piled with crockery, great dishes ol bread-­
and-butter, cak'"!I, fancy pastries, and so 
forth. 

The headrnaster looked at them, and then 
he !urned end looked iat the big seniors. 

'' 'fhis is all wrong!'' he said suddenl,y. 
'' In fact, it's prepostero\1s !'' 

'' Ho,v do you mean. ~ir?'' asked Wilson. 
'' Really, l'>n f!urprised at- you hulking 

great felloYt'S, '' cont.i11ued the Head severely. 
'' You sit here, doing nothing, and you allow 
these small boys to oarty these groot 
burdens! Where is )"'Ottr se11se of proportion? 
You ought to be doing the carrying, inst.end 
of lazing o;bc,11t hcire on the grass.'' 

'!But-hut they're ouT fiags, sir!'' protested 
Bi§gles,vade. 

'I don't care what thev ar0-thev ere only .. "' . 
sm1'll boys, and they are not so fit.ted for th\~ 
task of carrying heavy tro~;s as you are, 
replied Dr. Sc.attlebury. '' Go at once-all of 
you I Relieve those small boys of their 
btl'rdens." 

The seniors ,vero aghast. 
'' You oan't n1oon t.hatt sir," said Biggles­

w,ade q1.1ickly. ''We'd ne,~~r l1e.ar the last of 
it from t.he fags! They're ottr--'' 

'' Co1r1e, come, don't let's argue,'' NB.id the 
Head gently. '' In fact, I don't thi11k l,.ou 
would presu1no to argue ,vith your l1ead-

t ld U '?,, ntas .er, y.•ou yo . 
"Tea?" said the Head, glancing round. "No, sir, of co11r5c 11ot.--" 

'' Sple11did idea! I rather think I could do '' 1'ho11 relieve tho8e small boys of the 
witl1 a cup of. tC'a myself.'' trays.'' 
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''Ye-yes, sir.•• 
The seniors, bubbling lhnd boiling with i11-

,vard helplessness, advanced to\vards Willy 
Randf orth? and Chltbb!____ Heath and Juicy 
Lemon anct the others. They were in a hope­
less position. It ,vaa impossible to ignore 
t-he Head's ordel's. 

'' What's up, Big-gy ?" asked Willy, as the 
seniors advanced. '' We're not late so don't 
MY we are! You told us half-past four, and 
it's only t .. ,venty--fi,,o past--'' 

"That's all right, kid, '1 intenrupted 
Biggles,vade. '' Let's oove thiat tray." 

''Eh?'' 
'' That tray, fathead!'' 
'' ~Iy hat! Are :you going to do a bit of 

work?'' asked Willy, in astonishment. 
'' Don't be cheeky!'' said Biggleswiade, 

• 

.. 

ta.king t110 tray. '' You faags can cut off no,v. 
We've decided to do without you.'' 

'' But there are some other things--'' 
•• Never mind them; do as you' re told," 

said th,) prefect. ''You ~ut off as quickly 
as you can. 1' ~ 

\Villy and the other fags were be,vildered­
until they noticed the figu~e of Dr. Inigo 
Scattlebury standing there. Then they 
began to undereband. They understood still 
more when the Head beckoned to them. 

'' Come on, you chaps!'' murmured Willy, 
• • gr~n11111g. 
'' But Biggy told us to cut--'' 
'' Who e&Tes about Biggy? '' interrupted 

Willy. '' Are we to obey Biggy or the Head? 
Don't be an ass!'' 

The fags fo)lowed the seniors, ,vho ,vore 
(Oont-in·ued on page 43.) 

( 
FEW more weary miles to go before 
there is a halt for tea. Now is the 

r: 
. ' .. 

~ time for Wrigley's. The delightful flavour 
' of Wrigley's Chewing Gum will buck 

.a you up-will refresh the mouth and take 
--. away the parched feeling. 
~ 

And Wrigley's cc after every meal'' 
will aid digestion and cleanse the teeth . 

In two flavours-P.K., a pure pepper­
mint flavour ; and Spearmint, a pure 
mint leaf flavour. Only id. a packet, but 
the finest quality money can buy. 

The flavour lasts-British 1nade 

D 
~ PER 

PACKIY 



• THE l\.,.ELSON LEE L1DRARF 

l\l~i,tlf i~l!t):} 

Edwy Searlea Brooks, popular author or 
the St. Frank's stories, chats with readers 

of the '' Nelson Lee.'' 
-:.:;;•:;·-~,... .-..:=-

T HIS week's ackno'\\"ledgments: Gordon H. Well• man. The only t.hing t11at matters, as you say, 
man (}Iarston Magna), F. Ambler (S.E.21), is whether you enjoy the stories. Age doesn't 
Cecil A. Barratt• (Brighton), K. s,,,.ain (Bexhlll• come into it at all-it doesn't matter a toss. 
on Sea), Frank Chamberlain (Pinchbeck), 

R. J. "riltsl1ire (Dorcl1ester), Erle John J..,ester• • • * 
(Harrow), Cyril Papworth (Combertr0n), R. F. Awfully sorry, Charles Oliver, that Umlosi 
Nichols (N.1), Walter Carter (Cambridge), H. Bar- woan't brought i·nto t.he recent adventure series. nard (Catford), A. W. Dethan (Jersey), John Stock u,o 

(Bristol). G. G. Yorks (Keighley), Cedric L. Woods• I think some other readers missed him, too, as 
(Brandon), Fred Oate9 (Devonport), Albert Borrow. he has always been so closely associated with 
(N.1), Derek M. Young (Coventry), F. A! M. Shooter- Lord Dorrimore. But I don't tl1ink he would 
(Exeter), Kenneth Macdonald• (Barrow in-Furness), have quite fitted in with t.he surroundings. He 
Ronald E. Mabbatt (Fairford), Cyril Lowe (Black• is more in his element in forest adventures, 
pool), Charles Oliver•• (Watford), W. Marchant 
(St,e,,.enage), Sam Polevoy• (E.2), Norman H. Jessop and in fighting savages, 
(Liverpool), Robert J. Wareing (Birmingham), • • 
J. L. Houghton• (Stockport), John W. H. Coombs 
(W.5), Ernest S. Holman (E.10), Miss B. J. Peassy 
(Ponders Efld), Milly Hutchinson (Nottingham), 
Geo. Burgess (.A.rundel). Chas. A. Webb (Heston). 

• • • 
\Villy Handforth'e pets, Walter Carter, are 

quite numerous,. and he possesses 9:uoh an 
influence over animals that he can train them 
very quickly. Needless to say, it is all don~ by 
kindness ; Willy would not hurt a dumb animal 
for anything. His chief pets are : !tlarmad~e 
the 1\ionkey, Priscilla tl1e Parrot, Lightning 
the Grelrhound, Septimus t-he Sq11irrel, Rup~rt 
the Rat, Ferdinand the Ferret, and Sebastian 
the Snake. Tl1e Junior stt1dics at St. Fra,nk's 
are on tl1e ground floor. 'fhe gym, lil<e the rest 
of the school, is electrically illuminated. The 
swimming baths· are situated in the School 
House. 

• • • 
R.a]pl1 Leslie Fullwood sl1ares Study I in 

the Ancient House witl1 Clive R11Ssell and Stan­
ley Waldo. This is in answer to your question, 
A. W. Dethan. Jerry Dodd is in the Ancient 
House, and so is Sir Jimmy Potts. Kenmore 
and Sinclair are both East House prefects. 

• • • 
Tl1ere is one sent.ence in your letter, Kenneth 

)lacdonald, with which I partict1larly agree, 
and I am going to repeat it here : '' Tho qt1estion 
which sooms to worry some cl1umps as to whet.her 
tl1oy shot1ld read tl1e paper a.f ter a certain age 
makes me laugh. ,,rhat tho dickens does it 
matter, if they enjoy tl1e stories T Tl1e idea is 
absurd.,, You've l1it tl1e nail on the bead, old 

• 
The keen rivalry between St. Frank's and the 

River House is going on all the time, W. Mar­
chant, although the !Dany '' s~raps '' are not aII 
recorded in the stones. You ve got to take 1t 
for granted that whenever the St. Frank's 
fellows come across Hal Brewster & Co. there is 
a dust-up . of some sort. But they are always 
friendly, and the ructions are generally trivial. 
If there is an extra hefty scrap it is bound to 
be described in the stories. Of course, there are 
exceptions. There were quite a few battles 
between the rivals while Dorrie's party was in 
Nortl1estria-but as I wa.s describing the adven­
t.urea of Dorrie's party, tl1e events round and 
about St. Frank's went unrecorded. 

Yes, it is more thau. likely that Andrew 
Sylvanus Noggs, the travelling shown1an, will 
again appear in the stories, Robert J~ Wareing. 
Lots of readers have written to me about the 
old chap, a.nd one of these days I may have tl1e 
opportunity of bringing l1im back. 

• * 
Don't forgot that I inv·ite you all to write to 

me and that mv address is-Edwy Searles 
' t, L L"b '' Brooks care of ' The Nelson ee 1 rary, . 

The Fl~etway House, Farringdon Street, London, 
E.C.4. Extra good letters will receive a star 
upon being acknowledged, and those of excep• 
tional merit will be awarded a double star. 



The Night Hawk Triumphs Against the Phantom Foe-and then is Defeated ! 

-

By 

JOHN 

BREARLEY. 

(The story re-told in brief 
on page 41.) 

Victory-and Defeat I 

A FTER that first long minute of astonish­
ment, Thurston Kyle, the Night Hawk, 
recovered his usual cool poise in an 
instant. A for bidding smile spread 

over his handsome face, a smile that boded ill 
for someone. The Phantom Foe, with all his 
cleverness, was playing right into the hands of 
the keen night-flyer. 

Twenty yards above the road the Night 
Hawk hovered, and before him the Phantom's 
car, with its crew and valuable loot stolen from 
the Belhampton Bank., was coming steadily up 

towards him, drawn 
by that weird pneu­
ma tio claw. "\Vaiting 
till it came abreast, 
the N i g ht H aw k 
swirled h i s wings, 
f o 11 o ,v i n g a s i t 
mounted to t.he sky. 
One gun was held 
r e a d y in his left 
hand, his right had 
slid rot1nd to the­
grenades in the back 
of his belt. Here, 
by trailing the racer 
to i t s i n v i s i b I e 
source, was a chance 
of destroying the new 
menace to Britain at 
a single blow f 

Beneath him, the 
d a r k countryside 
spread out, with the 
ligl1ts of stricken Bel• 
hampton still glitter­
ing in the distance. 
Other lights •er e 
racing along main 
and secondary roads 
-the headlights of 
police cars from other 
towns, tearing to­
wards the scene of 
disaster. And the 
Phantom's car went 
steadily a I oft into 
darkness. 

At two hundred 
feet, the Night Hawk 
became aware for 
t h e first t i m e of 
another sound ming­
ling with the hiss of 
compressed air work­
ing the apparatus 
that hauled the car. 
It was the sound of 
a faint soft hum, as 
of big covered 

dynamos working close at hand. A thrill passed 
through the Night Hawk's tense body. 

Rapidly his scientifio brain reviewed the 
situation from the facts about him. Somewhere 
above him an airship must be lurking, and a 
big one at that, for it carried machinery capable 
of lifting a laden car, Also, since the load was 
being drawn straight into the air, the aircraft 
must be stationary-hovering like a seagull. 
Therefore it must be fitted with powerful 
helicopters, the only invention that liad been 
made so far capable of keeping an airship aloft 
without movingf 
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All these deductions flashed automatically 
through the Night Hawk's mind while he 
winged slowly after the e.scendin~ car. He 
t-hought, too,. of his own great airship, '' Thun• 
derer,,, which he had designed in the same 
manner. His smile grew bleaker at that, for 
he had to confess to unwilling admiration for 
the Phantom Foe. The Phantom had gone one 
better than himself-he had made his craft 
invisil.,le, by some stroke of scientific genius. 
No matter how close the Night Hawk followed,. 
nor how keenly he peered ahead,. he could see 
---nothing ! 

And then-suddenly-the gangster's car 
stopped. • 

It hung in space, as though by magic. The 
hiss of air ceased, the humming of tl1e unseen 
dynamos grow sharper,. louder. Above the 
claw that held the car, the steel cables rose, 
shortened now to a few yards. Even as the 
Night Hawk swung closer, however, compressed 
air gush"d viciously once more and the cables 
shortened until, with a soft clang, metal touched 
metal and the car was fixed. It had reached 
-its destination. Its strange journey wa.s finished 
and still the Night Hawk could see nothing. 

But he could act. He was confronted with 
a weird situation-the weirdest of his career. 
Above him, he knew, lurked a great ship, so 
bulky that it blanketed the cool breeze from 
his face, yet complet.ely hidden as though behind 
a dense wall of clouds. ,vell, it could wait. 
There was first the car, whose murderous crew 
had shot down a squad of policemen in their 
frantic efforts to escape from Balhampt-0n. 

It was their turn first. With a flick of his 
wrist, th, Night Hawk flipped a grenade 
from its clip. 

Swinging his wings, he darted away. Then 
his arm flashed over in a clean, powerful throw. 

Crash ! Straight into the dimly•seen oar, 
smashing through tripex wind-screen, leapt the 
venomous missile, exploding with tremendous 
force. filling the interior witl1 whistling, desttoy• 
ing fragments. The hum of the.dynamos above 
was drowned by the sudden uproar ; and 
drowned again by the sl·1•ieks and groans of 
pain, and the rending of metal that followed. 

Crash ! Crash ! In quick succession two 
more grenades· sped on their deadly errand. 
One opened a gaping hole in the side of the car, 
through which a limp figure slid and fell hide• 
ously into the night. The other, landing 
squarely on the claw above the car, completed 
the work. To the roar of esca.ping air, tho 
whine of snapping cables, the gangsters' racer 
dropped ; hurtling earthwards a.t ever-growing 
speed, twisting and turning like a battered can 
tossed from a l1eight. 

The smash as it hit the road below dinned 
across the 9uiet fields, ripped up to the sky. 
There was silence afterwards. 

Two hundred and fifty feet above, with fierce 
joy thrilling his every fibre, the Night Hawk 
plunged into his second attack-the greatest 
air-fight of his life. 

A T the destruction of the racer, the dynamos 
in the hidden airship took on a 
sharper, more vibrant note, as t,hough 
the monster had taken alarm. Almost 

immediately, a great current of air, pouring 
down on its winged enemy, told of a huge body 

beginning to surge forward through the night. 
Snapping instantly into full speed, Thurston 
Kylo streaked upwards like an arrow and 
ran full tilt into an invisible wall that rebuffed 
him, dazed and shaken. 

The shock of that collision would have sen1; 
a weaker man twirling to the ground uncon­
scious. More than that. a fierce, stinging pain, 
like a cut from a whip, darted through the 
Night Hawk's eyes, wringi~g from him an 
uncontrollable hiss of pain. For a moment he 
stag~red on stiff wings, wondering dimly what 
had happened. Then, recovering. he leapt in 
again savagely. 

This time, however, he mingled caution with 
dash, groping forward with outstretched hands 
as he :flew. In a moment h!J had connected 
once more wit-h t-he cold, steel-plated unseen 
wall, that slid away from him as he touched. 
Once more his eyes burned with seering pain, 
but he screwed them up tight, clenching his 
teeth apinst the mysterious torment. Blind 
but resolute, he flew higher, feel~ his way 
along the fast-flying craft, snatching off his 
gloves impatiently. 

Ah ! He touched glass at la.et-the curving 
surface of a big window and he o~ened his 
eyes, braving another stab of agony. It seemed 
impossible, even to his cool mind, that, though 
he was actually fluttering against the airship 
like a moth against a lamJ?-glass, his tortured 
eyes could still see nothmg. Whoever this 
Phantom Foe was, he had discovered a weapon 
that would revolutioniSf' future aerial warfare. 

The speed with which the ship was racing 
ahead now made the Night Hawk set his jaw. 
He realised it with dismay; this bidden menace 
wae even faster than hie own wings, and soon, 
if he did not cripple it, his prey must escape. 
The fact that he could only open his eyes in 
lightning flickers made his task more difficult. 
Throwing himself back, he plucked out a grenade, 
steadied -himself-threw it. 

With an appalling report, the bomb struck 
home. The flame of its explosion stained the 
darkness for a moment ; broken glass spurted · 
in all directions. Quick as a flssh, the Night 
Hawk hurled another bomb, .opening his eyes 
momentarily to catch a brief glimpse of the 
foe. His ruthless determination was rewarded. 

For the first time he saw something solid 
before him : the dark shape of a shattered 
window and a stretch of dented steel plates 
gliding rapidly away from him. Yet the 
glimpse only increased his amazement. 

It was as though part of the airship had 
emerged for an instant from a cloud ; the rest 
was as completely hidden BS bcf ore. A sudden 
change in the dynamo-hum and the tilt of the 
broken window warned him that the wounded 
monster was about to climb higher, to escape 
from its strange attacker. Like a da.rk thunder­
bolt, he burned the air in an effort to catch it 
-braving the pa.in in his eyes again in order 
to reach that smashed window and hurl his 
last bomb through, despite all danger. 

And, as his great wings brought him abreast 
once more, straining to their limit, the Phantom 
Foe hit bBCk for t,he first t.ime. 

One instant the Night Hawk was speeding 
through air that was dark, but clean and cool. 
The next--
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Choking, fighting for breath, he ~red 
sideways off his course, clawing frantically at 
the goggles. of his flying-helmet to shut out the 
dense, stinging smoke that threatened to blind 
him. Everywhere around him rolled great 
billows, thickening every second, through which 
he blundered hopelessly. His lungs were filled 
to bursting-point in no time ; racking con­
vulsive coughs seemed to tear his ribs and 
chest. Baffled and helpless, the Night Hawk 
dropped like a stone for long, dizzy yards until, 
under his instinctive movements, the controls of 
his pinions worked again, and the great wings 
checked his fall with jarring abruptness. 

Utterini a fierce exclamation of rage, he 
dived blindly back in ee~rch of hie unoanny 
opponent. Then, as he hit the nethermost 
fringe of the smoke-screen once more and 
struggled vainly for a moment in its dense fol de, 
sanity returned. In a. flash he had changed from 
a raging fury to a calm, collected man bent on 
extricating himself from deadly peril. For, to 
venture deeper "into that cloud in his condition, 
was madness. 

Swerving aside, he held his breath, put his 
hands together and dived~own and down, 
till the tree-tops loomed up, with the night 
wind rustling their branches. Safe at last he 
threw back his helmet, filling his lungs repeatedly 
with the clean air till he could breathe again 
without coughing. After several minutes, he 
swung up again. staring· with red-rimmed, 
smarting eyes. 

Far above, against the dark sky, loomed a 
darker blur-the smoke-screen he had just left. 
It stretched, melting gradually, for over a 
hundred yards-an impenetrable fog. And of 
the Phantom Foe's airship there was neither 
sight nor so,md. The Night Hawk's lips curled 
in a sardonic, slighely rueful smile. 

'' The first round goes to you, my friend, ' 1 he 
murmured, still peering at the smoke.screen. 
'' Well, there will be others I hope ! ' 1 

A thought striking him, he turned and Bed 
back across the dark fields the way he had come 
until, clo~ to a ditch by the roadside, he found 
the wreckage of tl1e Phantom's car. 

He :flew down, surveying his handiwork with 
grim, narrowed. glance. The car was just a mass 
of shattered wood and steel, and, after one 
look, he switched off his torch as quickly as he 
had switched it on. The men inside had paid for 
their crimes with their lives and, from the 
scattered steel boxes lying around, their efforts 
had been futile, for the stolen Belhampton 
gold was still there. 

The sight of a huddled figure lying a few 
yards away attracted his attention. It was a 
butly man whose neck had been broken by the 
fa.II ; and str~pped over his eyes were a pair of 

queer goggles so queer that the Night Hawk 
took them off and knitted his brows as he 
examined them. One of the pebbles had been 
smashed, but the other was intact and made, as 
far as he could judge, of thick purple crystal. 

'' Strange ! '' he murmured, his thoughte 
going back to the bitter pain that had racked 
his eyes the moment he touchell the airship. 
But he had no further chance for investigation. 
There came the sound of a racing car from 
farther along the road, followed by the flicker 
of headlights on hedges and trees. Stowing the 
goggles safely away, the Night Hawk turned 
quickly. 

And when, e. few seconds later, the police-car 
streaked up, halting at sight of the wreck, its 
crew found nothing but the Belhampton ~old­
and five of the Phantom's men whose cnroioa) 
careers were ended for good. 

---
Thurston Kyle Makes Discoverie1I 

''yE-ES ! _,, murmured · Thurston Kyle 
reflectively. '' An old aerial trick, 
that smoke-screen. But very effec­
tive, Snulr-very. I was completely 

defeated ! '' 
The famous scientist, cigar in mouth, lounged 

easily in his sanctum at Hampstead. In other 
armchairs, Snub Hawkins, his sturdy little 
assistant, and Scrapper Huggins, giant leader 
of the Kittens, Kyle's rough bu~ devoted 
followers, silently digested the thrilling tale 
they had just heard. Snlth broke the pause 
eventually with a worried snort. 

'' Blighters ! Bt1t it's that airship I don't 
sa"vy, guv'nor. I can understand that vile 
Yellow Gas, and the pne11matic hoists and the 
helicopters are easy scientific f sets. But you 
say you found an-invisible airship ? ,, 

'' The airship was there all right,. lad l '~ 
replied Thurston Kyle grimly. '' For I heard it 
and touched it. And when I threw a grenade 
through the window I saw part of it, too ! !! 

'' G11mmy ! " 
'' Furthermore, I can hazard a theory as to 

bow the Phantom Foe has achieved this apparent 
miracle 1 ,, finished the scientist, calmly. 

The staggering statement jerked his com­
panions upright in their chairs. Snub, eager 
and keen ; the Scrapper completely bewildered. 
Without a word they waited, while Thurston 
Kyle took from the pocket of his smock a 
broken pair of tmusual goggles. H~ laid them on 
his knee, drawing thoughtfully at his cigar. 

'' These are the goggles I found on the dead 
gangster, as I told you,,, he said at last. '' They 
are made of the anti-actinic. crystal which was 
discovered by Dr. Hutmann, th~ Danish ultra• 

HOW THE STORY BEGAN. 
THB NIGHT HA WK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declare& waT on 
THE PHANTOM FOE, a Tuthless criminal, who has commenced a reign of teTror, killing, 

k~dn_apping, looting. Always he attack, amid a . cloud of ye~low gas, whi_ch. a_tupefl.ts !&ia 
victims; then disappear,, literally into air, for he directs operations from an 1nv1s1ble airship I 
Nobody know, this, however; hence the world is baffled. The Phantom Foe kidnaps thirty 
celebrated people, but he returns them, unharmed, after being paid a huge ransom. Later, 
a number of hi, men, in a car, rob a bank in Belhampton. Hovering overhead, the Night 
Hawk watches them-and i, amazed to see a weird contrivance suddenly deacend /rom the dk!I, 
embrace the car in It, clutches, and draw it up10arda ! 

(Now read on.) 



violet-ray expert, two years ago. c:,,n vey any• Towers, and also how those convicts were spirited 
t11ing t.o you, Snub ! ,, a.way from Dartmoor without trace. And last, 

After a moment's t-hought Snuil ~i1uok his but not least, it is fitted with apparatus for 
head doubtfully, He was a. clever lad, a11d well- bathing the sltip inside and out with ultra-violet 
versed in scientific apparatus, as befitted the light, whicl1 renders the whole craft totally 
assistant to one of the world's most famous invisible to our naked ey·e. ?.ly grenade must 
sav1\nts. But, tl1ough he knew the properties of have smasl1ed one segment of tl1at apparatus, 
anti-actinic crystal well enough, he was still ~~ tl1erefore a part of the airship became 
in tl1e dark. v1s1ble at once. By gad, Snub-I sl1ould like to 

"Nor the fact tl1at, as soon as I touched meet this Phantom Foe! '' 
the airship, my unprotected eyes were blinded He aent a cloud of fragrant smoke into the 
with pain ? ,, continued Tl1urston Ky1e quietly. air, satisfied that his deductions were correct 
At wl1ich a gleam dawned in Snub's grey-green and that he l1&d. guessed the riddle of the 
eyes. Phantom. And, in a moment, Snub Hawkins 

'' Golly ! Yau mean-you flew into a beam of nodded, too, finding no loophole in the clever 
ultra-violet light, sir-which burns ! " His theory. There was a grim light in his eyes when 
ma.st.er nodded and smiled. he looked up again. 

'' Precisely I My theory is that the whole '' And now-what, sir ? '' 
of that invisible airship is bathed in ultra- The answer was prompt. As though a cloak 
violet, outside as well as in. I say outside, had fallen, all trace of the clever scientist, 
becau.c;e I could see nothing until my grenade patiently explaining facts to his audience, had 
smasl1ed a breach in the window and steel vanished from Thurston Kl"le's personality. 
plates. And I say inside, too, because those Instead of the professor, he became the man of 
gangsters in the car were obviously about to action onco more resolute, ruthless, 
enter the airship when I stn1ck, and they had. ' 1 Now that I have formed this theory-I shall 
their goggles on ready. If they entered a beam of test it ! " he snapped, and his voice was like 
ultra-violet light without these glasses, they steel. " I do not think. the Phantom will trick 
would see nothing. And their eyes would be me with his smoke-screen Of' his invisibility-
damaged as mine were!,, next time!,, 

Sn11b lay back in his chair, thinking hard. He crushed his cigar into an ash-tray with a 
By virtue of his training, he followed Thurston fierf8 gestur~. . 
Kyle's deductions easily enough and marvelled We are m for a fight, my friends-a fight 
at the Phantom's cleverness. B~t the Scrapper ~gainst a big and vicio~s gang. This Ph~tom 
was as bewildered as ever and after 8 while IS clever ; we shall see 1f we can match him for 
he said as much, in a husky, diffident mumble. skill •. Our ~rst task is ~o ~nd some way of 

The Nigat Hawk smiled at him gravely. detect1n~ his unseen a1rsh1p, and then to 
"Deep waters, eh, Scrapper , \Veil, I'll dest~oy 1t. These goggles may ~ of use. But 

try to explain simply I ,, He leaned forward. I think I can find a sure~ way I He"laughed 
'' Ultra-violet is one of the light rays that cannot suddenly and rub~d his hand~. ' n Yes, a 
be detected by the naked h11man eye. You can fight ; a battle of science to the finISh • 
see otl1ers tlirough a spectroscope reds, His dark, saturnine face grew keen with 
yellows, blues, etcetera, as in a rainbow. But anticipation, which spread to his companions. 
ultra-violet is beyond your range, just as some The Scrapper, tugging one ear awkwardly, 
minute noises are beyond the range of your struck in with a queer remark. 
ears. Is that clear ? " .. 'S'f11nny you should mention a 'big gang,' 

'' Y-yes, sir I '' chief ! '' he rumbled. '' Somethin' I heard down 
'' \Veil, then, anything bathed in ultra-violet '~itechapel 19;-~t night makes me--'' 

becomes . invisible to your naked eyes, and Yes! yes ? . . 
can only be seen through special crystal which The g1a.nt pursed h1S lips. 
reflects ultra-violet-ra.ys ! ,, Thurston Kyle '' Well, I 'eard ~ ru~our-~ 'ears 'e~ occasion-
turned again to Snub '' Now this is my ally, yer know, sir I he gnnned. And that 
theory regarding the · constru~tion of the was t~_at the ' Ace ' had come back. I'm 
Phantom Ship. It is a big craft indeed, and very· w~~derm:--

1
, • 

fast, fitted with helicoptors Iilce our' Thunderer,' The Ace' ? Who 1s he, man ? '' rapped 
which enable it to liover. Thurston Kyle. Scrapper answered steadily : 

'' It carri~s ~ powerful pne11matic apparatus, . '' !he bi_ggest gangste~ Britain e,rer k.nowed, 
capable of l1ft1ng heavy loadq-which, inciden- sir ! His words carried an emphasis that 
tally, may explain how tl1e Duke of Meldon's made Kyle and Snub stiffen. '' 'Strewth, he was 
guests were lifted from the roof of Longhurst a clever 'un' too . eddicated Jike yourself. He 

ran things hard over here about six years back, 
and- when it got too hot, he bolted for the 

ENLARGED PRESENTATION LIST Continent and set 'em alight there, proper. 
Last I 'eard of him, though, he was a-goin' it 
strong in Chicago. But--I reckon he's back ! !~ With all the various kinds of chocolate manu­

factured by Ntrstles you get Coupons which en­
title you to a free gift which can be selected 
from the '' Nestles Presentation List!' This 
revised and enlarged edition of their Gift Book 
contains a varied selection of things from which 
to make a choice. Send your name and address 
for a free copy to Nestles (Gift Dept. 53)J Silver­
thorne Road, Battersea, London, s. W.8. 

Thurston Kyle studied· his gigantic follower 
closely, well knowing that the shrewd, tight­
lipped Kitten rarely spoke until he had some• 
tliing good to offer. Huggins' knowledge of the 
underworld was more complete even than that 
of the wiliest veteran of Scotland Yard. 

(Continued on 'f)CJge 44:.) 
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lligb Jink's at St. Frank's I 
(Oontinued from 'P(l,ge 37.) 

making tRlch a bad job of carrying the trays 
that a couple of cups bad already fallen, to 
say nothing of a doughnut and a cream bun. 

,.-Good-afternoon, sir!" chorused the fags, 
doffing their caps respectfully. 

'' My poor boys!'' said Dr. Scattlooury, 
going among6t the fags and bending down 
to,vards them '' Good ~acious ! You arc 
positi ve]y stre-.aming with rJerspiration. ,, 

"It's a hot dray, sir,-'' said Chubby, '' 0.11d 
those trays ~tre11't very light.'' 

"You are nearly exhausted after your 
efforts,'' said the Head sympat}1etioally. 
'' This is all wrong. I disapprove. When 
there is heavy ,vark like this to be do11e, tho· 
older boys sl1oold do it." 

'' That's ,vba.t we say, sir,'' aireed Willy, 
nodding. '' But, somehow, tl1e older boys 
don't seem to see the point.'• 

'' They will see it now,,, declared ·the Head. 
'' We are going to have tea out here, n1y 
sons.'' 

'' We're not, sir,'' said Willy. '' That tea's 
for the seniors--'' 

'' That tee, is for us,'' said Di-. Scattlebury. 
'' FOT vou junior boys and for me. You 
brought it here, and it is only right that you 
sJ1ould consume it.'' 

•• I say, sir--'' began Biggles,vade, in 
alarm. 

"Chairs!" broke in the Head, wavi11g a 
hand vaguely towards the school buildings. 
'' Chain, and tables.'' 

'' Chairs and ta·bles, sir?'' repeated Wilso11, 
his jaw sagging. 

" Fetch them ! " 
"But-but--'' 

• 

"You big boys -are quite capable of oarry-
ing chai.m-1 and tables,'' continued Dr. 
Scat.tlebury. '' In with you! And look alive, 
too ! Bring six chairs and two small tables. " 

"But the fags do that sort of work, sir!'' 
burst out Conroy major. '' Dash it1 we're 
11ot going to fag for the fags I If we did, 
,ve should never hear the last of it l'' 

For a moment a cold gleam entered the 
Head's eyee. 

,. Are you da~ing to question my orders, 
yoting n1an?" lie asked ster11ly. 

"~un-no, sir, but--'' 

'' These little boy~ !1'ave been v.-·a1ti11g on 
you, anfl ii is yot1r tt1rn to ,va.i t ltJl011 tl1cn1," 
said the Head b1&11dly. '' Co1110 alo11g ! 0110 
of you ,vill pour 01tt the tea; a!1othm- \Vi 11 
pass rou11d the bread-and-butter. Perso11• 
ally, I have n1y eye on tt,ose excellent• 
looking sarclino sand,vii!hes. Sple11did ! '' 

Even the Re1nove v. Fou1·th n1atch ,vas in• 
tcrrupted so that the players could conic 
across and behold the edifying spectacle of 
Willy & Co. taking tea ,,,ith tho Head, and 
being waited uron by a number of Sixtt1 
Formers. 'fhe correct order of things ,v·as 
totally reversed, and the yells of laughter. 
whicl1 "·c11t up-at a respect£ ul dista11ce­
wero ecl1oed and re-echoed by all. 

That tea was destined to be a star1ding joke 
for weeks at St. Frank's. 'fhe se11iors \\'ho 
acted as ,vaiters were chipped unmercifull:y. 
The Head oarried off the ,vhole affair ,,·ith 
all his usual -,vo11derful geniality. He ,ve11t 
l'ight through tea·, and then he took 11is 
departure with a friendly nod a11d a s111ile-­
but not before he had ordered the senior~ 
to oa1Ty all the things indoors. 

The fags were in high g~e, -nd the ,,'.J1ole 
Junior School voted. that Dr. Inigo• Seattle­
bury was a gift from· tl1e god.s. The seniord 
were not so sure. In · fact, they freelj? an<l . 
frankly "·hispered that the Head's 11a111e 

should not be ,. Scattlebury,'' but ·''Sea tty.'' 
Not that anybody else took much 11otice. 

The Head "1'.as so rational, and he "·as ~o 
completely master of himself, that it ,,,as 
impossible t.o reg,a-rd him as mentally i11-

capable. He }1ad those irresponsible periods 
perhaps, but they \Vere a sheer joy "·hilc 
they lasted. 

St. Frank's, as a whole, felt that this haJf. 
term ha.d sta1"ted well. They had already 
had Higl1 Jink$, and more \\~ere in the offing! 

THI: END. 

(i• Sf. i.•rank'• at the Derb11I '' is the fifle 
of n.ezt teeek's screan&ingl11-funny fl'Wtl• 
.Don't miss reading tl1i• f1-eat-ond tell 
!IOl'r pal• about tlais foppiR!J series o/ 
unique school stories.} 

" 'fhe11 go: and, as the An1erioans ,.,ery .. 
aptly put it, make it snappy!'' 

\Villy & Co., taking irnn1ediate advantage 
of the situation, sprawled at their ease 011 -

the seniors' rugs. The Head was geniality II 
itself 110,v, anJ he kept tl1e fags fully en· • 
tertai11ed. . • 

Presently, other members of the Fifth and • 
Sixtl1 \Vore startled to behold Bigg)ef;w&dc, 
,vilson, Conroy major and two or three 
otl1~rs st~ggering along _ witl1 tables and 
cl1ia1rs. F c~lo\vs gatl1ered round in amaze· 
ment. 

'' Very good!" sai<l che Head, as the chairs 
and tables ,verc set do,v11. '' No,v, you big 
fello,vs, yot1 ,vill ,,lait upon 11s." 

'' ,\
7 ha-a-at l" gu rglcd Conroy n1ajor. 
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Write for my monater money. 
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'' THE PHANTOM FOE!' I 
((}onti1111rrl fro n1 pape 42.) 

'' II a, ! ,, 
'' Y.6u kno,v Vt"l1at c-rook.s are, sir; tlie)",\·e got 

tl1f1 ir lui11g~ot1ts and t,l1ey Rtick a.ro11nd 'Pm. Bt1t 
11or10. of my_ bo)·s 11a \"e seen anJ' qf t 11(\;,e bl(Jl<.es 
for ,vcek:s. A11' 1..>t:"lic,:-c~ me, sir---" Scra1)11or's 
voice ,vas i!l}prcssivi_~-'' '\\·l1e11 tl1oee t>irc.i8 fl~t. 
into 'icling~ thero~s s_q111et.l1ing lloi11g ~or11e,vl1erc. 
A11' sometl1ing lJl001nj_11' big nt t.l~at ! " 

'' H'm ! " "f h11rst 011 l{)'·le Ii t n cigarette, hi~ 
. tl1ougl1ts bt1 . .:;y. 1-I ~ . _"\\,.US ma.l~i11g disco,~eries 
w-it,}1 a ve11gea11ce. A _ gre~t: internat.io11al 
gn.ngst.cr ,vas rumo11retl: ba.c~. 111 Engla11cl-u, 
dozen 11ot.oriot1s cri1ninals niissi11g from t,heir 
t1st1ctl l1at1nts. Ha-cl these. fa,cts an),,. connectio11 
\\

7itl1 tl1e Pl1antom Foe and }1is gang ? 
. " E,rer seen tl1e ' i\ce,' Hu'gginB ? '' 
'' Once, sir. Blol{o point.eel 11irn out t.p me_ on 

tlle sly at Gatwiol< rac.es one tim·e~jest before· 
tl1e polic,e 'tt1mf_)Icd _·hirn, tOOr' a~.' ho l1ad to_ 
scoot..•. I~~-thi11k.J'd kr1ow him aga.in_:_I gotta 
men1{_►ry for c·roaks:''. : . 

'' A·11cf the otl1er.S-.? ,, . ' . . ' ' 

''"Kno\v 'eni Ii-lco--tlle palnl o' ·my hantl, sir! ;, 
" c:oo~i ! ;, _ -· T_li·1,tston Kyle . nodded_ bri~ltl~r. 

· '' Y ot1 ma\~ lJe on .a false trail ; bi-it follow it tip, 
~ - ~ t ' 

Scrapper: _l\fake enqui~ies ; try to find _011t .whcro 
tJ1ese me~ hav·e gone. '"\r 011 kno,v what ·t~ _ do­
I lea.ve it. t.o J~ol1.· _l\Iea~n,vhilc--'' He laughp.d· 
again. ''It.is tl1e Pl1a~tom Foe against 11,s, llo~rs, 
And we C(>mmence \\·ork-nO'\\" ! " .. ·. 

B. -· UT t l1e ,vork of orga11ising a defence 
agai1ist · • tJ1e _. ,,rily ·Pha11t.om ,vas long a.ncl 
i11,rol,,.ec]. ~fllttrsto11 K v·le 11a{l di~coverecl .... 

. : t1it1c.h, )Jll_t m1i~h ha.cl. still to l)e _clone. 
So. m~ch so, in fi~ct.,, ti1~t-~·hen tl1e rn~rst.eriot1s 

gang ,_str_uck ag~~µ-,_' v.r}1ich _tl1eJr clid two 11igllts' 
after_ t~1e Be]l1amr)ton ra.icl, tl1e~y got clear a,vay 
w_it~io_t~t _.OIJP<?Sitiq11. ·. And. with a.11 important 
booty tl~at. J)aral)r~ecl every Clo,,.ernment offieial 
in Grea.t, Britain ! · · 

( 1lft>t•c tit-rills 
i11stol111en.t of 
cl1uti1:s.). 

,ie£t lt~eel~ '.ti 
1t1a.g11·ifice,1t 

• 1•01,s1,1g 

sc~i,il, 
\' .. ~ 

SPURPROOF TENTS 
LightY-,.cight proofed material.. 
Complete with three-piece Jointed 
poles, pegs, guy lines. and valise. 

- \Veight 4• lb8. Size 6 ft, 6 _ins. 
x 4 ft. li ins. x 3 rt: 6 Ins. 

. \VJt.h 6 in. wall 14,3 - .,..._,, Accommodates 3 
~ . _ , _ _ boys. _Post~ge 9d. 

S·pccjaJ extra. J_iglll "'~ight. Egyptian Cotton. 
. ,, ,,. eight 3b lbs. lS/8. 

8rnd -for, hrnut iful .. illustra,ted Campina Lis!:.., f)ost free. 
GEO .. GBOSE & CO .. B, •ew Bridge ::,t., E.C.4. 

. ' ' - . . 

Blushi- n·· g·. Shyness, "Nerves," Self-conaciousneaa 
. · · · cured· Qr.- money back I Complete 

Treatment - &/•, detan, ..... 1 •trtktq testimonials -Free­
L. A. STEBBIRG, 28, .u_ean Bd., LORD OH, If .W .2. . . ; ... .... . 

Be sure to mention·- .'tHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 
wlien communlcttint wttb advertfaers. -

CORRESPONDENTS 
WANTED .. -. ... .-~ ............................ .._ ..... 

I I - • 

: l)o11glas Bro\,·n, ·F. G. Rue ·de 8f'ine,_ Pari~ \"I .• 
France, ,vould likP tu correspond \\·1th re~der=i 
intPr·P~t.ed in sta1nps, shoC!_ting, fishing, and tihn:::.. 

~idnt·Y R11ckin~ha111, 2, Arlington Road. Ashford, 
J\l iddlescx, v.·i:-,hes to hear fro1n 'rt::ader.;; interf'Sted 
in his club. 

S. G. Brook~. 12, Granville ~.trec·t, Peterborough, 
Northants, asks reaclt~r~ iu (.;ihri:.ltar, ('~·prus, 
Hnd l\rlalta to ,,·rite l1in1. . -

L. Olclfirltl, 1Bt Boden Road, Hall (;reen, Bi_r­
mingham1 '"·ant:-. to corrf"f-illOlld \Vi th ren.der:S 111 
Au st r a I i a • l' hi u a, .. \ t' r ic a, . \ \" est In ct i es, and 
An\eriea. . . : i • ..• ·; ·• . 

• 

. F. -\ \. . ~Ii 11 cl e • 1 vo, Dal ~ t Orf 
E . 8, · \\'an ts : - n1 e 1)1 h't~ rs · -- for 
t~orrespondepc~c CJub.· .. · 
~ 

La·rle, London, 
tl1e In11lerial 

. l\'li~s :\faureen .. B~·rnc, -_n5~ ·.Bn_"Ilai1co. Ron.d_, 80\1tl1 
Hacku(•yp, Loridon, E-.-gJ· ,vi~hes -to corre~pon_d _\1''ith 
rea.:lvrs in Nel\~ Zeala1id an(l,. t'lse\\'here overs~as. 
· .B. Le· (~oe;q, Huret House, Alde~'n~y, Chan~I 

·Islands,· "·ants corre~11ondents interested in 
~_ta.rn1,~, coins, and s,-.·in11ning. 
·•Jack Asl1v.·~rt.h, · Bour~e . 8tfPet, .K9ru1nburra, 
bouth (:ippsland, \ 7ictoria, Austral•aJ ,\'ants 
cnrrPspondents; ages 15-16. · 

tf ack }.,_ Flalff•rty, 41,' 1\Ialcoln1 Street, Erskine­
vil_lt·, Sydney, N .S. ,,r ., Au~tralia,·. v.~0!1ld like _ .to 
hear f roru sta1up-coll~ctors-uot 1n --E11gla11d and 
A11:-,t.ralia. -

Jf t·rltf_.rt ,v· .· J a·y, 13,· -1\lo!-ielle. f;tr.eef, Totten­
han1, London;··N.11,·"·ants members for his 
corres·pondenc~. clu_b. · · -

\\-. 1\. (\1ma·cho, 28, · Ilol1ne~ Street, . George 
1'<)Vw'll, British Guiana, v.·ants corresponde)1ts 
interested in· books and stan1ps. · . 

R~:v ('.onnor·, Barkly Place, Heidelberg N .22, 
!\-l elbc,urne, , 1 ictoria, Aus·tral.ia, desires eric-ket 
and tt·nnis corre-sponden-~s; · ages 13-15. · 

(;Prald Chap1nan, 262, Polson Avenue~ 1\"innipeg, 
l\il anitol>a, Canada, ,,·ould . like. to corrr,spo11d ,vitl1 
readt·rs intere~ted in 1nodel boat bu ii ding. . 

i~: · · ,v·. ,,~ ai£~taff, Blake c~ottage, _ ·st. Anne's 
. Road. Blackpool; v.·ishes. to hear . fr.om readers 

keen on cri~kt.~t.; he also \\·ants mc·nlhers for his 
club, Highfief(l Nornads. · 

. . . ,,. 

BE TALL Your Height incrc-ased -in 14 da.ya 
. _or, 1no1}~· -ha.ck. · Amazing Cours!, 

5/-. Send STAltlP NQW fq.r~ ~r~~ Book .. .....:.STEBBINu 
SYSTEM, - 28~ Dean Road, . LONDON, B. W .2. 

300 STAMPS for D.d (Abroad 11-). -tnclud~-
U • !ng Airpost.Barbados. 
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w. A. WHITE,3u,Englne Lane,LYE,Stourbrtdlfe. 

&f.t. 3Jins. THAT'S MY HEIGH~! P~pir:l T .S .• 20, 
gains 3 ins. in month! . T.F., 21, 5 ins. 1n ._1 ~on~hs_. 
Fee ':£2·28. STAMP brings PROOF. No obhgat1on. 
'Ware ~initators. ROSS, ~t. Spe9iallsl., Scarb_oroogh 
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