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Fullwood, of the Remove, who had the
cvening paper in his hand, looked round
indignantly. He had burst excitedly into
the Junmior Common-room, in the Ancient
House at St. Frank’s, a minute earlier.
But the Removites were not at all im-
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pressed with his startling news. In fact, were all regarding him with mild amuse-
they didn’t believe it. ment.
It was a dull, rainy evening, and cricket =~ Fullwood began to look exasperated.

was definitely “off.” So the fellows were  “You must have rcad it wrong, old
either 1in their studies or in the Common- man,” said Sir Jimmy Potts kindly. ‘“How »
rooms. Fullwood found a fairly large could a king come into the Remove? There
gathering, including such prominent isn’t one young cnough, to start with. Of
stalwarts as Nipper, the Rcmove skipper, course, there are pienty of kings who have
Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West, Hand- lost their thrones—but they’re men.
forth, Gresham, Travers, and Potts. They There’s ex-King Manuel, of Portugal, and
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ex-King Alfonso, of Spain, and ex-King

“I'm mnot talkin about ex-kings,” in-
terrupted Fullwood tartly. “This chap 1s
a real king. He’s just about fifteen years
old, and he’s cntering the St. Frank’s
Remove as an ordinary pupil.”

‘“Ia, ha, ha!”

The Removites laughed ironically. They
just wanted to show Ralph Leslie Fullwood

that tjs joke of his was not at all funny.
Fullwood waxed wrathful,

“You—you disbelieving fatheads!” he
roared. ‘I tell you it’s here, in the
evening paper, in black and white! Xing
Victor of Caronia is coming——"

“By Jove!” said Nipper abruptly.

“Oh !” said Fullwood. ‘ You’ve changed
your tone, haven’'t you?”

“Sorry, Fully, old man,” said Nipper.
“I remcmber »eading something about

$Great Scott!I”

So he’s coming down to-morrow !”
““And he’s booked for the Remove !”
‘“Well, I'm blessed!”

“Let me finish, you fatheads!” said
Fullwood. “There’s a lot more et.
Listen to this: €It has always bcen thie
wish of the king’s uncle—the Grand Duke
Rudolph, who 1s the present Regent of
Caronia—that Victor should be cducated
in England. It is, perhaps, unnccessary
to say that no better British Public School
than St. Frank’s could have been choscn

“Quite
Travers.
“¢——and the young king himself is
equally enthusiastic regarding the plan.
He is very anxious to enter St. Frank’s
as an ordinary boy, and to be trecated in
.exactly the same way as his schoolfellows.
However, in order to be sure of having

unnecessary,”  murmured

King Victor of Caronia a week or two A20. @t Jeast one staunch friend constantly by

It’s quite true that he is a boy of fiftesm.”
“What!” went up a general shout.

The St. Frank’s fellows were not parti-
cularly interested in ‘kings—at least,
modern kings. They were far better
acquainted with the histonies of long-
deceased monarchs than fthey were af
Europe’s current Royal Houses.

“King Victor of Caronia,” said Edward
Oswald Handforth, with a start. “By
George! I seem to have read something
about him, too! Let’s have a look at that
paper, Fully.”

“Rats!” retorted IMullwood. **This is
my paper, and I'm -sticking to it. I'll
read out the paragraph, if you like.”

He had gained the attention of the
crowd at last, andl he recovered some of his
good humour. Everybody was eager to
hear his news now.

‘headbine,”

“There’s a ‘big he said.
“This is what it says: * A KING FOR AN
ENGLISH PUBLIC SCHOGOL ’; and an-
other smaller headline under that—*‘ How
Will 8t. Frank’s Greet Its New Pupil?:
That’s plain enough, isn’t it ?”

“My only hat! Rather!”

‘““A giddy king for St. Frank’s |”

“Well I'm jiggered 1

“Now listen to the paragraph itself,”
sald Fullwood, referring to the mnews-
paper. “‘ The boys of St. Frank’s College,
the famous old Public 8chool in Sussex,
~will, no doubt, feel honoured when a dis-
~ tinguished new pupil arrives to-morrow.
This distinguished new pupil is none other
than the young King Victor of Caronia.
We understand that his majesty will enter

the Remove Form in just the same way as
an ordinary scholar.’2

thizs :side, she has insisted upon taking with
{him ’'his ‘boon companion, Paul Maddox.

Paul, who is about the same age as the
iking, and :a compatmiot, is the son of a
prominent ‘Caronian tradesman. Thus we
ihave the interesting spectacle of king and

subject joining the same school on the

same day as staunch friends.

“¢It has been arranged that these two
young Caranians shall travel down into
Sussex by the ordinary train, arriving ab
the little station of Bellton by mid-aftere
noon ; but they will travel, of course, in &

gpecial Pullman coach of their own,

acconrpanied by a number of high officials
from the Caronian Embassy. We wish the
young king the best of luck, and we hope
that his new life at this grcat English
Public School will fulfil all his expecta-
tions. It is rather interesting to con-
jecture how the boys of the Remove Form
at St. Frank’s will regard this notable
entry of European Royalty into their
midst.’ ”

Fullwood finished speaking, and as he
%ut the paper aside, Handforth, of Study

, gave vent to a characteristic grunt.

“These giddy newspaper men make me
tired I” he said. “What does he think
we're going to do with this King of
Caronia when he arrives? If he’s coming
into the Remove as a Remove chap, he’ll
be a Remove chap. Just that, and nothing
more.”

“Good for you,
Well said !*

Everybody turned and loocked at the
doorway, where Mr. Alington Wilkes, the
Housemaster of the Ancient House, was
standing. He was dressed, as usual, 1n
his baggy flannel trousers and shabby

Handforth, old man!
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Norfolk jacket. Hec¢ advanced into the
crowded Common-room, twirling at his un-
tidy moustache.

“I hope you other chaps are thinking
just the same as Handforth,” he said,
glancing round through his glasses. “A
new boy 1s a new boy—and nothing else.”

“I say, sir, is it true—really?” asked
Forrest cagerly. ‘I mean, about the King
of Caronia?”

Mr. Wilkes sighed. |

“I am very much afraid, Forrest, that

ou're going to be snobbish about this,”

e said. “But you mustn't be snobbish—
neither must anybody else. There are two
new boys coming to-morrow, and they are
both Caronians. Omne is exalted, and the
other lowly. But they will both be your
schoolfellows, and it is up to you to treat
them both exactly the same.”

*“Then 1t i1s true about that young king
coming, sir?” asked Hubbard excitedly.
¢The newspaper’s right !”

Mr. Wilkes sighed again.

““I came in here purposely to talk to
you about this,” he said. “I guessed that
you would have seen that wretched news-
paper. No, Hubbard, it is not right that
the King of Caronia is coming to St.
Frank’s.”

“Not right, sir?” went up a general
shout.

“The two boys who are coming into this
Form are Victor Orlando and Paul
Maddox.” ~

“Victor Orlando being the king, sir?”
asked VForrest, grinning.

“You must forget that he’s a king,”
saidd Old Wilkey patiently. “At the
present moment I can sce a duke, a
viscount, and a baronet. But to us they

are merely Somerton, Rossiter, and
'lll‘rcgellis-Wcst. We don’t use their titles
here.”

“Quite right, too, sir!” said Handforth
heartily. “ Whoever would think of look-
ing upon that scarecrow of a Sommy as a
blue-blooded duke !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!?

The young Duke of Somerton, shabby,
ink-stained and untidy, laughed with the
rest.

“And so it must be with young XKing
Victor,” said Old Wilkey. “Orlando is
the family name of the Caronian dynasty.
And simply as Orlando this young monarch
will enter the Remove. I
to treat him any differently than you will
treat his companion, Maddox. And I’'m
thinking just as much of the boy himself
as I am of you. It isn’t fair that he
should be embarrassed and worriecd. Hoe
18 coming to St. Frank’s unostentatiously,
and I am relying upon you fellows to help
me—and to help him.”

Mr. Wilkes.

on’t want you.

“Leave it to us, sir!” said Nipper.

“As a matter of fact, that report should
never have been published at all,” con-
tinued Mr. Wilkes. “But you know what
these journalists are—they get their noses
into everything. The whole affair was all
planned and scttled. It had Dbeen
arranged that King Victor should come
to the school incognito—merely using the
name of Victor Orlando. It is a great
pity that this over-zealous newspaper-man
should have let the cat out of the bag!
I’'m really sorr{ about it, and all I can
do now is to rely upon you boys to forget
that you ever saw the paragraph.”

‘“But we should have known, sir,” said
Bernard Forrest. “A thing like that
couldn’t be kept secret for long. It’s just
as well that we should be prepared.”

Old Wilkey looked at bim very
straightly.

“Be prepared for what, Forrest?” he
asked.

“Well, to give his majesty a fitting
welcome, sir.”

“Forrest, haven’t I just been telling
you that Orlando is to be treated the
same as any other Removite?” demanded
‘““What’s all this nonsense
about a fitting welcome? You don’t get
up special celebrations for other new boys,
do you?”

“It's all right, sir—leave it do us,” said
Handforth grufily. “We won’t let Forrest
do anything silly !”

“May we have—er—Orlando in our
study, sir?” asked Forrest boldly.
‘““Gulliver and Bell and I would be only
too glad—"

“l have already decided that Orlando

shall go into Study E with Glenthorne
and rent,” interrupted Old Wilkey
gently. “Most of the other studies have

three occupants already, so I think the
arrangement will be quite satisfactory.

You have no objection, Glenthorne? Or
you, Brent ?”
“Good gad, no, sir!” said Archie. “Of

course, it’s frightfully alarming, having a
dashed king knocking about the place—"

“Forget that he’s a king !” growled Mr.
Wilkes. “What on earth’s the good of
my telling you?”

“Oh, rather, sir! Frightfully sorry!”
said Archie. “What I mean to say
IS »

“And Maddox will go into Study G
with De Valerie and Somerton,” continued
Mr. Wilkes. “Of course, these two young
Caronians could have a study to them-
selves, but I think it is better that they
should mix freely with you other chaps.
Now, for goodness’ sake forget what you’'ve
read in the newspaper. Forget that
Orlando is really a king. Treat him as
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you would treat any other new boy. He’ll
like it all the better, I can assure you.”

And Mr. Wilkes, with a friendly nod,
departed from the Common-room. But if
he really expected the Remove to take him
literaily, he was very much of an optimist.

CHAPTER 2,

Getting Ready for Royality!

“ LD WILKEY didn’t mean it,
O really,” said Nipper thoughtfully.

“Didn’'t mean what?”

“Why, asking us to forget that
this Victor Orlando chap is a king,” said
Nipper. “Still, he knows that he can rely
upon us to act sensibly. And by ‘us’ I

mcan the crowd on this side of the room.” -

The Remove skipper glanced sig-
nificantly across to Bernard Forrest, who
was on the other side of the room, sur-
rounded by Gulliver, Bell, Hubbard,
Teddy Long, Gere-Pearce, and a few
kindred spirits.

“By George, you're right!” said Hand-
forth gruffly. “Old Wilkey wasn’t speak-
ing to us at all, but to those fathcaded
snobs! He was just giving them a word
of warning! And look at ’em! There
they are, as excited as the dickens,
already making plans to bow and scrape
to this giddy young king !”

“There’ll be no bowing and scraping if
Y can help it,” said Nipper.

Forrest looked across the room with a
sneer.

“I should advise you to mind your own
business,” he said sourly. “Wilkey is a
fool. We know this new man is a kigg,
and it’s rot to tell us to forget it. e
don’t often get kings in the Remove, so
we're going to make a fuss of him! Why
not ¢”

“What kind of a fuss?” asked Nipper.
“He may not like it if you fawn round
him just because he’s a king——*"

“We shan’t do any fawning,” inter-
rupted Forrest. “But a king, even when
he’s a Remove chap, deserves some special

attention.” |

‘“He probably won’t understand a giddy
word of English,” grinned Handforth.
“Or, if he does, it’ll be such broken
English that nonc of us will be able to
understand. These two new chaps will
speak Caronmian.”

Nipper grinned.

“No need to show your ignorance,
Handy, old son,” he said gently. “There’s
no such language as Caronian.”

é¢ Eh P)’

‘““Caronia 18 a little kingdom in Central

Europe,” said Nipper, “Tweo or three

languages are spoken—Slav, German and
Italian. Even English, I believe. We
haven’t heard much about it, although X
believe some remarkable changes lhave
been taking place in Caronia under the
rule of Grand Duke Rudolph.”

“Who the dickens is he?”

“The Grand Duke Rudolph is the king’s
uncle—and the regent,” replied Nipper.
“Caronia has been progressing mar-
vellously under Rudolph’s administration.
But there’s no need for us to look up any
of the facts—these two new chaps will tell
use all we need to know about Caroma.”

“They’re coming down by the afternoon
train,” said Forrest thoughtfully, “That
means they’ll get into Bellton at about
four o’clock. How about mecting the
train with a special car?”

“Rats !”
““Well, why not?” demanded Forrest.
“Hang it, it would omnly be doing the

decent thing. King Victor and his pal
are coming with a lot of high officials
from the Caronian Embassy. ell, let’s
show them that we can do things properly.
Let’s meet them——"

“With all sorts of pomp and splen-
dour?” interrupted Nipper. *‘Nothing
doing, Forrest! We’ve got to respect Old
Wilkey’s wishes, He doesn’t want us to
make a fuss like that.”

“Blow Old Wilkey!” said Forrest
sourly.
“Still, there’s mno rcason why we

shouldn’t do something a little out of the
common,” went on Nipper, a twinkle com-
ing coming gnto his eyes. “ What about
a gigantic spoof, you chaps? Why not
kid these new fellows?”

“Kid them? How?” asked Handforth
eagerly.

“That must be discussed, and settled
upon,” replied Nipper. * Victor may be a
king in his own country, but at St.
Frank’s he’s nothing but a new kid!
And new kids are always liable to have
their legs pulled !” |

“By George!” chuckled Handforth.
“Let’s think of something !”

Thereafter the Removites put their
heads together, and ways and means were
discussed.

ICTOR ORLANDO
fully as the train steamed out of
the great London terminus.

‘““Well, how about that for a piece
of bright work, Paul, my son?” he asked,
with a grin. “Aren’t you going to con-
gratulate me?”

“Rather !” said Paul Maddox cheerfully.
“Great work, Vic! After all, what’s the
good of being a king unless you can give
your orders? XYoor old Colonel Rutz was

chuckled glee-



—the famous Test Cricketer.

Coming down the road was a number of

luxurious limousines. Forrest & Co., the

snobs of St. Frarnk’s, meant to meet King
Victor in style.

properly fed up to the tecth, but I dare
say he’ll get over it in time.”

They both chuckled, and scttled them-
selves down comfortably in the third-class
compartment they occupied. It was the
following afternoon, and the two new boys
for the St. Frank’s Remove were on their
way down to the old school, according to
schedule.

But there was a difference.

They were not travelling in a special
Pullman coach, accompanied by a host of
officials from the Caronian KEmbassy.
Young King Victor had dismissed the
officials on the London platform—and he
had insisted upon the Pullman coach
being dispensed with, too.

As he had cxplained to the scandalised
officials, he and Paul wcre entering St.
Frank’s as two ordinary boys. Then why
all this pomp during the journey down?
Far better for them to travel as ordinary
schoolboys, and to arrive unostentatiously.
Besides, the third-class fare was so much
less. And Victor Orlando, like any other
schoolboy, was kecen enough on having a
good supply of spare pockct-money.

It’s heaps better for us to go down
like this, Paul,” said the young king, as
the train gathercd speed. *‘‘By Jove!
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Those fellows at St. Frank’s will probably
be expecting all sorts of nonsense, and we
shall turn up without a giddy escort of
any kind! They’re bound to have read
those silly reports in last night’s news-
papers.”

Paul Maddox grunted.

“That’s the worst of 1it,” he said.
“They’ll be buzzing round you like flies—
and they’ll ignore me completely.” -

“The worst of it, from my point of view
—7yes,” admitted Victor. “Do you think I
want them buzzing round me like flies?
It’s a beastly nuisance, my son. I didn’t

want anybody to know my real name.”
Paul Maddox sighed.

“It’s a rummy world,” he said. ““You’re
a king, and you don’t want to be a king
—at least, not until you’re older. I'm =a
merce nobody, and I'd give a term’s pocket-
money just to have a go at your job for a
few days !”

“You're welcome to it!” said Victor.
“You’re the luckier of the two of wus.
Fellows make friends with you for your-
sclf alone. But I'm never surc of the
fellows who make friends with me!”

The two Caronian boys were speaking
perfect English—the ordinary English of
native-born schoolboys. Even in appecar-
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ance they were English. Young King
Victor, with his wavy chestnut bhair and
his permanent expression of mischicf, was
a typical schoolboy. Paul, in fact, was
much more kingly-looking than Victor,
He was fair and handsome, and he carried
himself with a fine air of distinction. Any
stranger, looking at the two, would un-
erringli. pick out Paul Maddox as the

young king.

They were staunch lovers of England,
and everything Englhish—and with excel-
Icnt reason. rom early childhood they

had beemn close friends, and had had an
English tutor; on the top of that, they had
spent two years in a sclect preparatory
school in Bedfordshire. They really knew
far more about England than they did of
their own native country. And although
they were being taught French and Latin,
in the same way as other scheoolboys of
their age, they had no knowledge of the
Slav, or German, or Italian languages.
This was not so remarkable as it might
have seemed. For the Grand Duke
Rudolph, who was to all intents and pur-
poses ruler of Careomia, was himself a
great lover of England.

He was the strong man of Caronia—very
much of a dictator in his own way. Under
his régime, that little country, formerly so
backward, was progressing by leaps and
bounds.

The Grand Duke, Victor’s uncle, was a
man of originality—a man with such
strength of character, and so beloved by
the majority of the Caronian populace that
his edicts were not difficult to enforce.

To an extent the Grand Duke Rudolph
closely resembled in his methods that
famous man, Mustapha Kemal Pasha, of
Turkey.

Kcemal Pasha has introduced European
dress and the European alphabet into
'Turkey, and he has done marvellous things
in Europanising the habits of his country-
men,

The Grand Duke Rudolph had gone even
a step further. Perhaps his ideas were
elichtly too advanced, for he was mnot
without his opponents and enemies. But
the QGrand Duke, believing that the
English language would one day become
the universal language of the world, had
passed an edict that English was to become
the one and only language of Caronia.

By taking this step, the Grand Duke had
shown his perspicacity
degree. Caronia, tucked away in Central
Europe, and bordered on every side by
pecoples speaking Slav, German, and
Italian, had for centuries used all these
three languages. Those Caronians mnear
the Italian border spoke Italian; those

in a marked®the Grand Duke—and already

ncar the other borders spoke the lan-
guages of the people with whom they
mostly came in contact.

By making Slav the only language of
Caronia, the Grand Dukc would have
plcased the Slavonic element of the
Caronian population; but the others would
have bcen antagonised. By ruling that
Italian should be the language, he would
have displeased the Slavs; and if he had
decided upon German as the national
language he would have been up against
the same problem.

So he had acted drastically. English,
the coming language of the world, was
proclaimed as the national language of
Caronia. Thus, at ome master stroke,
Rudolph had silenced all his critics, sinco
all the people were treated alike, with
favours to none.

By this one move the Grand Duke had
solved a lomg-standing Caronian problem.
The newspapers of the capital, Galvarad,
hitherto printed in three languages, were
now printed in the one. Notices on rail-
way traims, sign-posts, along the road,
Goverament proclamations, and so forth,
benefited in the same way. And once the
transition period was over—and that
kad, indeed, been a trying period—the rest
was simple.

For some years mow this law had been
in force. Caronian children, in all the
schools throughout that little kingdom,
were taught nothing but English. The
ori%inal anguages of the country were
forbidden; to speak them, after a certain
fixed date, was against the law; and se
rigidly had this been enforced that by now
young and old were all using English.

But, like most grcat men, Rudolph had
his enemies. In some parts of the king-
dom people secretly gathered in order to
have the pleasure of using their old lan-
guage. There were agitators who sprcad
discontent, and these secrct soeieties,
harmless enough at present, might well
become dangerous later on.

Thus, by these radical changes, the
Grand Duke Rudolph was making a new
country of Caromia. The army, the police
force, and so forth, were all modelled: on
the British pattern; factories were run in
the same way as British faetories; street
cars, motor omnibuses, and railways, were
patterned on those of England.

It had been a bold move on the part of
it was
bringing wondrous prosperity to the for-
merly impoverished Caronia. English and
American tourists, finding the languago
problem so easily solved for them, were
pouring into the country on holiday.
Business transactions were the more easily
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dealt with; for even the currency and the
postage stamps, by order of the Grand
Duke Rudolph, had been changed. It was
an audacious experiment—and it was
succeeding. The influential people of the
country were solidly behind the Regent,
for they knew that his policy was wise and
sound. Caronia was being put on the map
as a rapidly-growing industrial community
with ever-lncreasing prosperity.

Yet very little mention of it had been
made 1n the English newspapers; for
Caronia was a small, insignificant country.
At the time the Grand Duke Rudolph
had made those drastic changes—some
years ago—a good deal had becn written
on the subject; but, more reccently,
Caronia, and all matters Caronian, had
dropped out of the news.

So the St. Frank’s boys knew very little
about the young king who was destined to
come into their midst. To them he was a
foreiligner. and they were picturing him as
such.

UT there was very little foreign-
looking about the cheery, curly-
haired youngster who sat in that
third-class compartment of the fast

train from London.

“I don’t mind telling you, Paul, old son,
that I’m worried,” remarked King Victor,
after a somewhat lengthy silence.

“Affairs of State weighing on your
kingly brow?” inquired Paul blandly.

“Don't be an ass!” retorted Victor.
“What the dickens do you think I care
about affairs of State? My uncle’s big
enough and old enough to look after that

end of the pgiddy business! No; I'm
worricd about that silly newspaper
report.”

“You're a queer fellow, Vie,” said his
friend. “You're a king, and the St.
Frank’s chaps know that you are a king.
The prospect, in my opinion, is jolly in-
teresting! At our other school you were
sumply ¢ Victor Orlando,’ and nobody ever
guessed your real identity. But at St.
Frank’s it’ll be different.”

“It will!” agreed Victor gruflly.
“Everybody will be staring at me as
though I were a freak !”

“Merely because you're a king?”

“Yes,” said Vietor. *“I want to make
my way freely—independently. I don’t
want all sorts of privileges and advan-
tages just because I happen to be a king.
It’s not my fault I’m a king, is it?”

‘““Well, don’t blame me,” said Paul de-
fensively.

“It’s not all honey being a king,” said
the other. “There’s nothing I loathe more
than those occasions when I have to

appear in public, and to go to big func-
tions, and appear before everybody as the
‘boy king.” It’s all rot! Things would
have been topping at St. Frank’s if that
beastly journalist hadn’t let the cat out
of the bag.”

“The news i1s 1n lots of other papers this
morning,” sald Paul. “There’s no hope of
your hiding your light under a bushel
now, old man.”

““They’ve ruined cverything!” grunted
Victor, “I don’t believe I'm going to be
happy at St. Frank’s.”

“I only wish I could be in your shocs!”
retorted Paul Maddox enviously. “If
must be great fun, being a king !”

“You haven’t tried it—so you don’t
know !”

“But I've always been with you,”

argued Paul. “And you’ve always had
the limelight, whilst I've been left more
or less in the dark.”

“Lucky  beggar!” said Victor.
“There’ll be too much limelight for me
at St. Frank’s!”

‘““Some people are never satisfied !” com-
mcnted Paul with a sniff. ‘“Even when a
chap’s a king, he doesn’t want to be a
king! I’ve never heard such ”

He broke off, an ecxcited light coming
into his eyes.

“Well?” agked Victor, turning away
from the window and looking af him.

“By Jove!” breathed Paul Maddox.
“I've got an idca, Vie! A rcally white-
hot, sizzling idca!” |

CHAPTER 3.
Under False Colours!

ING VICTOR OF CARONIA was
K not particularly impressed.
“I've heard some of your idcas
before,” he commented tartly.
“But this one is a real corker!” urged
Paul Maddox excitedly, ‘Do you remem-
ber that we went to a pantomime in
London at Christmas time? That show
called ¢ Cinderella ’! Remecmber it ?”
“Of course,” said Victor. “There was

‘a screamingly-funny comedian——"

“Never mind the comedian!” inter-
rupted Paul. “Do you remember the girl
who played the principal boy—° Prince
Charming ’?*

“You bet! She was great!”

“And do you rcmember that other girl
—the dark one, who played ¢ Dandini ’?”

““She was pretty good, too,” smiled
Victor. “DBut what the dickens——"

“In that pantomime, ¢ Dandini’
chan%ed places with ¢ Prince Charming,’ v
said Paul impressively. '
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King Victor stared.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated. “You
don’t mean »?
- “Why not?” asked Paul eagerly. “No-
body knows us at St. Frank's! We’re

going down alone—so there’ll be nobody
to introduce us. I look just as much like
a king as you do, don’t I? Why mnot
change places? You say that you’re fed
up with the idea—and I'd like to know
how it fecels to be a king! The wheezc
ought to suit us both.”

‘“Here. steady!” said Victor breath-
lessly. “Give me a chanoe to think!”

He did not think for long. Soon his
mischicvous cyes were twinkling, and on
his good-natured face there was a broad
grin.

“Yes, I can see some possibilities,” lie
gaid dreamily. “We'll get to St. Frank’s,
and you’ll be the king, and I'll be the
subject. I say, what a lark! What a
glorious spoof on the St. Frank’s fellows !”

“You're on, then?” asked Paul breath-

lessly. o
‘“Here’s my hand on it,” grinned
Victor. “From this minute onwards I'm

Paul Maddox, and you arc Victor Orlando,
King of Caronia !”

T St. Frank’'s that afternoon there
A was considcrable activity—particu-

larly in the Junior quarters of the

Ancient House.

It was a glorious summer’s day, and,
strictly speaking, cricket practice was on
the sciedule. But for once cricket was
side-tracked.

By about three o’clock a number of
Removites, looking hot and dusty, drifted
upstairs to wash and change.

“Well, everything’s all set, my sons,”
commented Nipper cheerily. “And we’re a
good hour before time.”

‘““All the better!” said Fullwood. “I
hate doing things in a last-minute rush.
By Jove! There ought to be some fun this

afternoon !
“There will be !” chuckled Nipper.

Handforth’s face, red and gleaming,
emerged from a towel.

“How about going down to the train to
meet these Caromian chaps?”’ he asked.

“Better not,” said Nipper. ‘‘The less
fuss we make, the better. Besides, my
guv’'nor has made arrangements to mect
the train.”

“Your guv’nor?” rcpeated Handforth,
staring. “The Head’s going to meet the
train?”

“Not the Head himself,” said Nipper.
“But he’s sending two big cars down.”

Handforth looked indignant.

“ THE JOKER OF THE REMOVE.”

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co.

“Well, that’s a bit thick!” he com-
mented. “0Old Wilkey comes along and
warns us not to make any fuss; and Mr.
Lec sends two cars down to the station
to meet a couple of raw new kids !”

“Onc of those same raw kids, dear old
fellow, being a king,” murmured Vivian
Travers.

“That’s not the point!” .said Hand-
forth, “We were told that these chaps
were to be trecated in the same way as
ordinary new kids. The Hcad doesn’t send
his car down to meet trains——"’

‘“Hold on !” interrupted Nipper. “ Victor
Orlando and Paul Maddox are ordinary
ncw kids. But you seem to have forgotten
that somz high officials from the Caronian
Embassy arc coming, too. It’s only
common courtesy for the Head to have the
train met in an appropriate way. There’ll
be no fuss or ostentation. Those cars will
just bring the party to St. Frank’s, and,
after the usual formalities, the new chaps
will be brought over to the Ancient House
and left to cur mercy.”

Handforth grinned.

“That’s when the fun will start!” he
saidd with relish. “Oh, well, perhaps
you're right, Nipper. We can’t do much
until those fatheaded officials from the
embassy have got through the giddy
formalities. But, by George, we’ll be
watching—and we’ll be ready !”

The Removites attired themselves in
free-and-easy white flannels, and, as there
was nothing much doing during the next
hour, Handforth took it into his head to
get out his little Morris Minor, and to
run down to the village. Church and
McClure, of course, went with him,

“You’re not thinking of meeting that
train, Handy ?” asked Church suspiciously,
as they drove down.

“Of course not, ass!”

“I mean, it wouldn’t be quite the
thing,” said Church. “The Head's
arranged everything——"

“Keep your hair on!” said Handforth.
“If you want to know the truth, I’'m
doing a bit of detective work.”

“Oh !”

“Yes, rather!” continued Handforth.
“Didn’t you twig Forrest and those other
snobs going out of gates about ten
minutes ago? All dressed up to the nines,
if you please! There was something fishy
about it, to my mind !”

“Nothing in that,” said McClure. “I
expeet they’re going to the station, to
stand round and stare when the train
arrives.” _

“Well, we're going to clear them off !”
said Handforth firmly. ‘“It has been
definitely agreed that no Remove chaps.
shall be at the station. It’s just liie
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those snobs to try to steal a march on us.
Anyhow, 1'm going to round them up, and
ask them what the dickens they’re up
to!” .

Rounding up Forrest & Co. was not a
difficult matter. For they were all found
at the end of the village, on the Banning-
ton road. There was quite a crowd:
Forrest and Gulliver and Bell of Study A,
Gore-Pearce and Hubbard and Long of
Study B, Owen major, Doyle, Tucker and
a few others from the West House, and
Merrell and Marriott and Snipe and a
whole crowd of Fourth-Formers. All of
them were in their ‘‘Sunday best.”

1

Handforth’s efforts to greet
the schoolboy king in French
and German were screamingly
funny. °‘*Somehow, I be-
lieve this fellow wants to
speak to us !’’ grinned King
Vietor at last in perfect
English,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Handforth,
as he brought the Morris Minor to a hait
opposite this gathering of dandies.

“If you’ve come herc to start any of
your rot, Handforth, you’d better think
twice!” said Bernard Forrest, stridine up
to the car, “Take my advice, and clear
off while you’re safe !”

“Why, you silly idiot

“Easy, dear boy !” interrupted Forrest
coolly. “You and your pals are hope-

lessly outnumbered. You don’t want us
to start anything unpleasant, do you?”

Handforth swallowed hard.

3
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‘““What’s youf game?” he asked darkly.
“What are you doing here, dressed up like
tailors’ dummies ?”

Before Forrest could reply, a shout
went up from the others. Handforth,
gazing down the Bannington road, beheld
no less than six magnificent limousine
cars approaching., They were all pgaily
decorated, and each car was driven by a
gorgeously liveried chauffeur, and each
chauffeur had another liveried man by
his side.

“What's—what’s all this?” asked Hand-
forth blankly.

“Nothing much,” grinned Forrest.
“We’re meeting the London train, that’s
all. We're giving the King of Caronia
the welcome he decserves. It’s costing us
a good bit, one way and another, but I
reckon we shall get our money’s worth.
Anyhow, King Victor will get in touch
with the right chaps as soon as he sets
foot on the %ellton. platform.”

Handforth fairly & for-breath.

“The right chape!™ he yelled. “Yom
and your mouldy set! hy, it was
distinctly agreed by everybody in the
Remove——"

“We didn’t agree te anything,” broke
in Forrest seurly. “If the Remove
skipper and all you other fellows chocse
to ignore a king when he arrives at the
school, it’s your own funeral! But we’'re
different ! e believe in doing the thung
in the right way.”

Forrest turned aside, and a moment
later he and this snobbish companions were
swarming round the expensive limousines.

“Ye gods and little fishes !” ejaculated
Handforth thickly. “We've get to do
something, you chaps.”

“But what can we do?” asked Church.
“There are only three of us—"

‘“Perhaps you’re right!”’ agreed Hand-
forth, a gleam coming into his eyes.
“We’ll let ’em carry on with it] What

do we care?”

ERNARD FORREST, in spite of his
B threats, was rather relieved when
He proceeded to get very busy.
The limousines drove up to the station
yard, and they were arrayed in all their

gplendour outside the booking-office.
When the two cars came down from the

school, Forrest lounged up to them and
nodded coolly to the drivers.

“It’s all right, you men,” he said. “No
need for you to wait. We're meetinp;r
these nobs from the Caronian Embassy.”

“But the headmastar told us—" began
one of the drivers.

“We’ve arranged it with him  since
then,” interrupted Forrest glibly® “It’s

he saw the Morris Minor departing. P
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a little special celebration of our own—
you see? King Victor and his pal are
coming into the Remove, and we’re
Remove chaps. The best thing you can
do is to pop along to the George Tavern.”

Forrest deftly slipped a pound note into
each man’s hand. They grinned and
nodded.

“Good egg !” chuckled Gulliver, after
the two school cars had gone. “You did
that in a masterly way, Forrest, old bean.
We’ve got the field to ourselves now.”

“Didn’t T tell you it could be worked
easily enough?” grinned Bernard Forrest.
“Now for King Victor of Caronia !”

“It’s costing an awful lot of money—"
began Bell.

““Who cares?” laughed Forrest. “We'll
get:l 1t all back—wi in]t;erest. We’'ll get

ally with this timpot king in no time,
gndywithin a few days w§’11 be pretty
thick with his. Me and this fellow
Maddox are si rolling in money.

Don’t worry! It's & good investment.”

There was r of time before the
train came m, . Forrest proceeded to
hold a little releemysal. He lined up tho
liveried chauffewrs, making them stand at
attention just outside the stationr, in front
of the cars. Yhe whole scene looked very
imposing.

“As soon as yeu men hear the train
coming in, yom take up your positions
and stand sm to attention, as I've
shown you,” sadd Perrest cheerfully. “ Wo
chaps will go om the platform and mect
the party as it lemves the pullman coach.
Understand? Amd as soon as theso
Caronian johnmies appear, salute them and
open the doors of the cars.”

“Easy enough, yeung gent,” said one
of the chauffeurs.

The juniors passed on to the platform,
and Ulysses Spencer Adams, the American
boy, who was one of the party, looked a
little sceptical.

“Gee! I just can’t believe that this
Orlando guy is a real, live, honest-to-
goodness king,” he said. ‘Seems kinda
honey to me. I'm sure tickled pink,
fellers. This racket is costing me twenty-
five frog-skins, but I don’t give a whoop !”

“Twenty-five what?” asked Hubbard,
staring.

“Twenty-five frog-skins,” said Adams.
“ Green-backs !”

“ Green-backs ?”
“ Bucks |” explained Adams.

“ Bucks ?”

“Dollars !” said the American boy.
“Gee! Ain't you guys dumb! Five
pounds in your funny currency eomes to
twenty-five frog-skins in real money.”

Some of the other Removites grinncd.
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Adams, being a one hundred per cent
American, was very keen to be one of the
first to grect the schoolboy king, and he
had cagerly contributed a fiver towards
the expenses.

It scemed an interminable wait before
the signal was lowered; then followed a
period of tenseness. At last the train
1tself came into sight down the line,
and with a roar and a rush it entered the
little station and pulled up against the
platform.

Bernard Forrest and his cronies watched
eagerly. The first and most startling
thing they noticed was that the train
consisted only of three ordinary coaches.
There was no pullman at all!

This train was a part of the express
from London. It was the custom, at Ban-
nington, to detach three or four coaches
from the express, hook a local engine on
to them, and passengers for Bellton and
Caistowe were thus carried straight
through without changing.

The only people who alighted were Mr.
Sharpe, the ironmonger, three of the
lesser lights of the Moor View School—
whom the St. Frank’s fellows hardly knew
—the landlord of the White Harp, and an
old lady with a shopping-basket.

Forrest & Co. were frantic.
“By gad! They’re not here!” breathed
Claude Gore-Pearce, the millionaire’s son,

“But they must be here!” snapped
Bernard Forrest. *We saw the report in
the papers, and—and the Head sent his
own cars to mect the train, didn’t he?
Hi, guard !”

He ran up to the guard, and grabbed
at that official’s arm. -

“Where's the king?”
breathlessly.

“Now then, young man—now then!”
said the guard admonishingly. “None of
your games !”

“But isn’t the King of Caronia on this
train?”

“No, and the King of China, neither,”
said the guard sarcastically. “Trying to
pull my leg?” |

He waved his flag. This guard had only
come on duty at Bannington, and he knew
nothing of his passenger list—although
he was quite certain that the train carried
no king.

So it steamed out of the little station,
leaving Forrest & Co. stranded on the
platform, and outside, in the yard, the
gaily decorated limousines and the

smartly liveried chauffeurs remained un-
wanted.

Bernard Iorrest Ead never felt so
“done ” in all his life.

asked TForrest

) 3

CHAPTER 4.
Meeting His Majesty!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E was not entirely unconnected with
that little fiasco at Bellton Station,

Upon leaving Forrest & Co.,

carlier, Handforth had driven like the
wind towards Bannington. In fact, he
had ‘“trodden on the gas” so vigorously
that Church and McClure had protested..

“What's the ideca, Handy?” asked
Church, as they sailed along. *“Great
Scott! We’re doing mnearly forty!” .

“Pity it ism’t necarly fifty!” snapped
Handforth.

“But what’s the hurry?”

“Use your brains!” Handforth had re-
torted. ‘“Do you think we’re going to let
King Victor and his pal fall into the
hands of that crowd of smobs? There’s
only one thing to do, my sons—and that
is to intercept the train at Bannington.”

“Oh, my only aunt!” said McClure.

“We'll just be able to do it,” continued
Handforth. ‘ Unless we’re held up by a
trafic block in Bannington, we ought to
get to the station a minute before the
express.”

hurch and McClure were all in favour
of the idea. If they could “dish”
Forrest’s elaborate plan by ‘“stealing™
the young king and his friend from the
train at ¢ Bannington, it would be &
distinct triumph.

Nipper and Travers and all the other
prominent Removites had decided not to
meet the train, but to await the moment
when Victor Orlando and Paul Maddox
would be brought over to the Ancient
House, proba-bfy by the Head. Nipper
and the other fellows knew nothing of
Forrest’s ingenious plan.

But Handforth did—and Handiorth was
doing his best to put a kink in it.

There were no traffic delays in Baa-
nington, and the +three Removites
tumbled out of the Morris Minor and
dashed upon the arrival platform just as
the London express was drawing in.
Handforth was looking flushed and trium-
phant.

“Well, we’ve done it, my sons!’ hc
exclaimed. *“Good egg!”

“But what are we going to do now?”
asked Church.

“Get hold of those two new chaps, of
course !”

“What about all the officials from the
embassy ?”’

“Well, we can’t take the whole crowd
in my Minor, that’s certain,” replied
Handforth. “ But we can hire some other
cars, can’'t we? Anyhow, we've got to
diddle Forrest !” '
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They had no difficulty in spotting the
special pullman coach which the rallway
company had attached to the train—but
which had not becen used. The three
Removites were rather startled when they
discovered that the coach was empty.

“What's the 1dea?” asked Handforth,
as he appealed to the guard. “ Where’s
the King of Carcnia and his g1ddy suite?
We thoucrht they were coming down from
London in this pullman!”

The guard smiled. He was not the
cuard who took charege of the ‘““local ”
sccetion of this train; Bannington was the
end of his run.

“There seems to lhave been a last-
minuie change, young gents,” he said.
“That Pullman coach was to have been
tacked on to the local—but it won’t be.
It’s empty. We had {resh instructions
just before we started out from London.”

“Then the King of Caronia 1isn’t on

“ THE LUMBER CHAMPION.” Exciting adventure in Canada.

the train at all?”’ ejaculated Handforth
blankly.

The guard looked at the three school-
boys with amusement.

“You're from St. Frank’s, aren’t your”
he asked.

(19 qu 3 |

“And that young kinge is for St.
Frank’s, isn’t he' ?7" went on the cuard.
“Well, maybe I can help you. 1% you
look closely in those three carriages
which have just been unhitched, you
might find somebody you're lookma for.

“Eh?” ejaculated Handforth.

“None of my business, of course,” con-
tinued the guard, with a wink, but by
what I eaw on the London platfonn, I
scem to have an idea that them two boys
did travel down on this train, after all.
But the officials were left behind. See?
I don’t blame that young king for avoid-
ing the publicity. Good luck to them !”
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“I say, thanks awfully!” said Hand-
forth breathlessly.

They dashed along to the ‘“local ” sec-
tion, and almost the first persons they
saw were two sturdy-looking schoolboys
who were on the platform, stretching
their legs, just outside the open doorway
of a third-class compartment.

“That can’t be them,” breathed Church.
“They wouldn’t travel third, Handy.
Besides, they’re English !”

Handforth paused uncertainly. He hap-
pcened to glance back and he caught the
eye of the friendly guard. The guard
nodded significantly towards the two
strangers.

“By George!” brcathed Handforth.

He strode up to the two boys, followed
by Church and McClure, who were quite
certain that there was some blunder here,
The two strangers were eycing them with
polite interest. Victor Orlando and Paul
Maddex were vastly intrigued by the
activities of Handforth & Co.—for they
had spotted, at once, that these three boys
wore the St. Frank’s colours.

“Which of you chaps is the King of
Caronia?” demanded Handforth, looking
from Paul to Victor, and from Victor to
Paul.

The lcader of Study D was not cele-
brated for his tact; and in the present
instance he made his inquiry with all his
usual bluntness. The two young Caronians
were momcntarily startled, and they only
stared blankly.

“By George! I'd forgotten!” muttered
Handforth, glancing round at Church and
McClure. “They’re foreign, aren’t they?”

“But look here, Handy ”

“What’s their language?” hissed Hand-
forth. “Slav, isn't it? My hat! How
the dickens do you specak Slav?”

“Perhaps they don’t use Slav at all!”
whispered McClure. *‘Perhaps they speak
German—or Italian. In any case, I'm not
ccrtain that these are the right——"

“Well, we’ll soon find out,” interrupted
Handforth, turning back to the two
strangers. ‘“Now, lemme see! Ahem!
Er—bon jour! Er—comment allez-vous?”

The two strangers omnly stared, and
Church tugged hastily at Handforth’s
sleeve. )

“Shut up muttered Handforth.
“Messieurs les voyageurs, je suis bien a
votre disposition!”

“You—you hopeless chump !” breathed
Church. ‘“You'’re speaking French—or
what you think is French! ‘What’s the
good of telling these chaps that you're at
their service—in French?”

“Great Scott! I'd forgotten!” gasped

1"
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Handforth. ‘Perhaps I'd better try Ger-
man, or Italian!” ‘

“But you can’t spcak German or Italian,
you idiot !”

“H'm| Not much, anyhow,” admitted
Handforth, scratching his head. ¢‘That's
awkward !” He turned back to the two
strangers. ‘“Er—er—guten morgen.”

The two strangers still stared,
Church and McClure grinned. |

“That mcans ‘Good morning,” fat-
head !” whispercd Mac.. ‘“And it’s after-
noon !”

“I don’t know how to say ¢ Good after-
noon,” but they ought to know what I'm
driving at,” said Handforth, beginning to
feel helpless. “Er—es freut mich sie
kennen zu lernen. Well, how’s that? Can
you understand? Stels gern zu thren »

*“Oh, dry up!” said Church impatiently.
“It’s all very well to say that you are
pleased to meet these chaps, and to tell
them that you are at their service—but
you might at least spcak properly. That
German -of yours is so awful that I can
hardly recognisec i1t myself. And these two
chaps can’t understand a giddy word.”

“Then it’s pretty clear that they can
only understand Slav,” said Handforth,
with a sigh “We’re done!” He looked
at the two, and shrugged his shoulders.
“Sorry, it’s n» gool. Na poo! Nicht
gut!”

The stranger with the curly chestnut
hair turned to his fair companion.

“It seems to me. Vie,” he said, ‘“that
these chaps are trying to get in touch with
us.” '

Handforth’s jaw sagged.
“They’re  English!” he gurgled.
“They’re not those Caronian——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two strangers yelled with laughter.
For some minutes they had been keeping
their faces straight only with the greatest
difficulty. Now the effort was beyond
them, and they fairly yelled with merri-
ment. 1

“I say, loock hcre——" began Hand-
forth wrathfully.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly asses——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you think you can stand there, howl-
ing like a couple of Cheshire cats, you’re
jolly well mistaken!” roared Handforth.
“VYery funny, isn’t it?”

““Oh, it’s a scream !” gasped one of the
strangers. '

‘““Ha, ha,
McClure.

Handforth fairly danced with anger.

“Are you chaps laughing at me, too?”
he demanded, turning on his chums. “Are

and

1

ha!” roared . Church and
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you going to let these idiot’s score over
us? I’ll bet they're new chaps for the
Grammar School—or the River House !”

““No, no !” gurgled one of the strangers.
* Frightfully sorry, old chap—forgive us
sor laughing, but we just couldn’t help it.
Your efforts to get into conversation with
us were too funny for words.”

*Oh, were they?” asked Handforth,
glaring.

“I'm afraid we shall have to be going
ucw—our train will be starting in a
minute,” said the curly-haired boy.
“We’re booked for St. Frank’s College,
you know. I think Bellton is our station

““St. Frank’s?” broke in Handforth ex-
citedly. ‘' Here, I say, what’s your name?”

“Paul Maddox.”

‘““What |”

“Paul Maddox.”

“But—but you can’t be Paul Maddox !”
said Handforth suspiciously. *You're
English.”

‘““No, I'm not—I'm Caronian.”

q “But you speak English as good as I
0 !”

““That’s because English is the language
of my country,” explained the curly-haired
boy blandly. “I’m afraid we’ve had a bit
of @ joke at your expense. Never mind.
I hope we can be friends, just the same.
This is my chum, Victor Orlando.”

It was Victor himself who was speak-
ing, of course, and it was Paul Maddox
who was introduced as ¢ Victor Orlando.”
But Handforth & Co. knew no different.
The great substitution was definitely “on.”

CHAPTER b&.
Pulling Handy’s Leg!

ANDFORTH & Co. stared at the
H two boys with greater interest than
ever.

“You're Paul Maddox—and this
other chap is Victor Orlando?” asked
Handforth breathlessly. ¢ Then—then it’s
a fact? You're the two Caronian chaps
for the St. Frank’s Remove?”

“Yes, that is so,” said Paul haugh{ily.

It was the first time he had spoken, and
he did so with unconscions importance. He
was acting the part of the king now, and
he told himself that he was going to revel
in the whole business.

“Look here, I'm a bit mixed,” said
Handforth suspiciously. *‘You say that
you two chaps are (z,aronians? Is that
really true? Honour bright?”

“Honour bright!” said the two in one
voice,
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“Oh, well, I've got to bclieve you,
then,” said Handforth, relieved. “But I
thought you were being escorted down by
a lot of offictals from the Caromian Em-
bassy? I thought you were coming in a
Pullman coach ?”.

“His majesty dismissed the officials in
London,” explained Victor smoothly. ‘‘His
majesty dislikes all pomp and splendour.
He thought it bettér that we should travcl
alone.”

“Come, Paul, we mugt get into the
train,” said Maddox.

‘“No, wait a minute !’ urged Handforth.
““We came here to intercept you. A lot of
our chaps—snobs, most of them—have gone
to Bellton Station with some whacking
great limousines. Their wheeze is to meet
you there, and welcome you with a lot of
bunkum and display. So we thought we’d
run along and haul you out of the train
herc. I've got my little car outside, and
we can run along to the school in next to
no time. So we shall diddle those snobs
nicely !”

Victor considered for a moment and
glanced at Paul.

“Does your majesty approve?” he asked

respectfully. “ Would your majesty care
to continue by train, or go with these
friendly fellows in their car?”

““Perhaps it would be as well to accept
the offer which has bcen so kindly ten-
dered,” said Paul graciously.

“His majesty will accompany vou,”
sald Victor, facing Handforth & Co. again.

Paul turned to the open railway carriage
door, and waved an imperious hand.

“You may fetch out my attache-case,
Paul,” he said in a voice of command,

““As your majesty desires,”” murmured
Victor.

Handforth & Co. looked on in astonish-
ment. Even Church and McClure, usually
8o alert, had not the faintest idea that
they were being japed.

Victor emerged from the railway carri-
age with two attache-cases.

“One moment, my friend,” he mur-
mured, drawing Handforth aside, and
lowering his voice. ‘‘You wish to be on
good terms, I take it, with King Victor?”

“Well, of course!” replied Handforth.
“By the way, I haven’t introduced myself
yet. My name’s Handforth—Edward
Oswald Handforth, of Study D. These
two chaps, Church and McClure, are my
chums.”

“I am very delighted to mcet you,”
replied Victor gravely. ‘My name, as
you know, is Paul Maddox. You may have
read in the newspapers that King Victor
desires to be known at St. Frank’s merely
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as ¢ Victor Orlando.” But you must not
take too much notice of that.”
*“No?” asked Handforth in surprise.

“No,” said Victor firmly. “His majesty
is an exceedingly nice young fellow, and
as long as you treat him with the defer-
cence that is his due, he will be graciously
pleased to smile upon you.”

“My only hat!”

“He is inclined, however, to get huffy
and upset unless he is treated in a manner
which is fitting to his station,” continued
Victor coolly. ‘“His majesty is not a
snob, but you will easily understand that
he has a great pride in his position. He
is haughty, too. Unless you address him
as ¢ your majesty ° every time you speak
to him, he will be greatly offended.”

“Oh!” said Handforth blankly.

“Just a friendly little word of warning
—that’s all!” murmured Victor. “I
thought you’d like to know.”

Inwardly, he was chuckling. This was
a little joke of his own—on Paul. Paul
wanted to be the king—so Paul should
have a good old dose of it!

The extraordinary thing was that Hand-
forth ‘“fell ” for i1t so easily. At St.
Frank’s, hc had been loud in his declara-
tions that King Victor was merely a “new
kid,” and that he should be trcated as
such. But now, under the influence of

17

N

!

Solemnly the japers led the two Caronian
new boys into the specially-prepared
Junior Common-room. °‘‘This is your
study ! ** announced Nipper to King
: ‘Victor.

Victor’s personality, he conlpletely suc-
cumbed.

There was a little interruption as the
local train pulled out, leaving the five boys
on the platform. Victor seized the oppor-
tunity to take Church and McClure aside,
and to whisper the same warning to them.
Paul was totally unconscious of this little
by-play.

“Well, we’d better be going, I suppose,”
said Handforth, taking a deep breath.
“Are you ready, Maddox? Will—er—
your majesty follow me?” he added, glanc-
ing at Paul. “I hope your majesty won’t
mind being a bit squashed in my little
car? I darc say it is smaller than the
cars your majesty has been accustomed
to.”

Paul looked at him hard.

“I shall be all right, thank you,” he
said stiffly.

“Your majesty has relieved me,” said
Handforth.

‘“Well, let’s get on,” nodded Paul.

““This way, your majesty,” said Hand-
forth, waving a hand.

Yictor

Paul’s discomfiture.

inwardly

grinned as he saw
Clearly, Paul didn’t

Nke being addressed as ‘“your majesty ”

so frequently.

The wheeze was working

well.

They all went down the platform and
passed out through the booking-office.
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Handforth, who never troubled to lower
his voice, talked loudly with Paul, and
people turned to stare. The frequent use
of the words “your majesty * naturally
attractod attention.

Before a couple of minutes had elapsed
people were crowding round. Everybedy
had seen the reports in the newspapers
about the young King of Caronia; all Ban-
nington knew that Victor was coming to
St. Frank’s. And here he was—in the
flesh! In an extraordinarily short space
of time the crowds had increased to some-
th:ng like a mob.

“Welcome to Bannington, King Victor !”
went up a shout. .

“Hurrah !”

“It’s the king

“Where? Which is
Where’s the boy king?™

People crowded round more closely than
ever, and the excitement grew intense.
Handforth & Co., quite startled, were
obliged to fight their way to the little
Morris Minor.

R4

King Victor?

“Here, go easy!” roared Handforth,
glaring round. ‘“What's all the fuss
about?”

“Which one of ’em is the king, mate?”
asked scmebody, pushing forward.

“ SEVEN SCHOOLBOYS AND SOLOMON ! ” FPeaturing Tom Merry & Co.

“Rats !” replied Handforth., “These
two chaps are St. Frank’s chaps! We
don’t recognise kings, or dukes, or princes
in the Remove !” He managed to open the
door of the car. “This way, your
majesty I’ he added loudly. “I thnk
your majesty had better sit in the back.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Everybody laughed at Handforth’s con-
tradictory behawviour. His deference to
the schoolboy king did not look very much
as though be regarded Victor as an
ordinary Remove chap.

Paul, who wasm’t at all certain that
this little Morris suited his new dignity,
nevertheless climbed in. Victor scrambled
in after him, and Handforth got into the
driving-seat.

“One of you chaps can get in,” he said
to Church and McClure. ‘““I don’t care
which it 18. The other will have to come
by bus.”

“Oh, will he?” said Mac, glaring.
“You’d berter think again, Handy!
Come on, Church, old man—plenty of
room on my lap.”

“Good cgg!” grinned Church.

They managed to squash in and close
the door. Handforth, who was too busy
getting out of the crowd, had no time to

)
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Sensation |
Clavering |
Tom with fair hair and blue eyes!|

A DPolice Inspector at
Asking for a boy ocalled

It must be Tom Merry!  Where
was he at half-past ten last night?
The dark finger of suspicion points
at the boy who is standing fas a
candidate for the captaincy of the

Hero of

Lower school! His enemiesrejoice! His
friends are bewildered! What is the
mystery of *° The Hero of Clavering ” ?
Get this ripping Long Complete
School Yarn to-day. It tells you
the fascinating story of the early
schooldays of Tom Merry and ls
chums! Read it in this week’s
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object. He was glad enough to get away.

“Phew !” he¢ ejaculated, as the car
glided past the outskirts of the crowd.
““All that giddy fuss, you know. Did you
cver see a crowd gather more quickly?”

“Perhaps kings do not often come to
Bannington?” asked Victor mildly, from
the rear.

“Great Scott, no!” said Handforth.
“We’ve never had a king here before——at
least, not a schoolboy.”

“Well, there was no nced to make such
a fuss,” grumbled Paul. “It was your
tault, Handforth. I think your name is
Handforth, i1s it not?”

“My fault?” gasped Handforth, glanc-
ing round.

“Certainly 14t was!” replied Paul with
cold dignity. ‘Was it necessary for you
to shout ‘ your majesty ° at me as you
were coming through the booking-office?
Kindly remember, 1n future, to be more
careful.”

“But look here—"

“Enough !” said Paul sternly.

“Yes, but hang it—"

““His majesty has spoken !” said Victor
in a tone of reproach. *“My friend, please
do not forget yourself again.”

Handforth swallowed hard:

“All right,” he said thickly. “We
won’'t argue here. But wait until we get
to St. Frank’s!”

He drove on, his brain in very much of
a whirl. And as he drove a sudden idea
flashed into his head. Xing Victor was
very obviously aware of his own import-
ance; he evidently desired his kingly
person to be treated with due deference.
Then it was only right that St. Frank’s
should welcome his majesty in a fitting
way. Handforth decided that St. Frank’s

would oblige!

CHAPTER 6.
Spoof and Counterspoof!

¢ OT come!” said Nipper, in astonish-
ment.
““That’s what I said—they’ve rot
come!”’ repeated Bcernard Iorrest
sourly.

“But yvou must be wrong,” said Nipper.
‘““The school ears were sent down to meet the
train—"’

“I can’t help that!” interrupted Forrest.
‘““We were there to meet the train, too. And
the train came in, and those confounded
Caronians weren’t on it! It’s cost us quids
and quids—and all for nothing!”’

“Well, that’s your funeral,” said Nipper
cheerfully. ‘‘Nobody asked you to hire special
limousines and meet the train—just for the
sake of giving a big show. But I’m jiggered
1f I can understand the thing. It was

definitely arranged that Vietor Orlando and

19

Paul Maddox should come down by that
train.”’

There was quite a crowd in the St. Fraak’s
Triangle. Bernard Forrest and his fellow
dandies had arrived some minutes earlier—
in the hope of getting some news. But
nothing was known at the school. The two
Caronians had not arrived. ‘

‘““Well, it’s a beastly fraud!” said Forrest
bitterly. *‘ We spend all this money, and we
get nothing for it!” _

‘I suppose they changed their minds at the
last minute, dear old fellow,” suggested
Travers. ‘Kings, don’t forget, are privileged
to change their minds. His vouthful majesty
13 probably coming down by car, instead of
by train. Well, weil! It serves you dashed
well right.” :

“Oh, go and fry your face!” snapped For-
rest, turning away.

There was nothing else for it but to dis-
miss the limousines, and tho snobs were
thoroughly fed-up with the whole affair.

Still, as they had paid for the cars, they
decided to ride to Bannington in them—just
to get a little of their money’s worth. There
was just a chance that they might encounter
the young king on the way—or learn somc-
thing about him in Bannington.

They certainly did not suspect, when a
modest Morris Minor hummed past them, that
it contained the schooiboy king. They did
not even recognise it as Handforth’s ‘‘bus.”’
Morris Minors were beneath their dignity.

Meanwhile, back at St. Frank’s the Triangie
was a scene of great activity. This activity
had commenced immediately following a tele-
phoune call for Nipper. The call had come
through just as Forrest & Co. were departing
in the limousines. Nipper was grinning
hugely, and he bustled about giving orders
to the Removites, who, all smiles, readily car-
ried them out.

Thus, when Handforth’s Morris Minor shot
through the gates of St. Frank’s, a great
crowd of Removites and Fourth-Formers rad
assembled in the Triangle. They were wait-
ing to greet his majesty, King Victor of
Caronia—in the way as suggested by Han-
forth over the ’phone to Nipper.

A red carpet—which had seen better days,
and which had been scrounged from an old
store-cupboard—led down the Ancient House
steps. At the foot of them, standing to atten-
tion, was a band; a very extraordinary band,
for the instruments seemed to consist mostly
of saucepan lids, an iron bath-tub, tin whistles
and mouth-organs.

The Morris Minor came to a stop.

“Here we are, your majesty!” said Hand-
forth loudly from inside the vehicle. ‘‘This
i3 St. Frank’s, your majesty!”

With great dignity his majesty stepped out
of the car. On his head was a crown, and
cloaked about his person was a. robe of red
and white ermine. These had been hired at
a costumier’s in Bannington. Handforth had
kidded the Caronian boys that the king should
appear at St. Frank’s in a manner representa-
tive of his rank. Victor and Paul had been
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suspicious, but Handforth was so insistent that
they had at last agreed. '

The appearance of his majesty was the
signal for the ‘“band ” to commence opera-
tions.

Clatter, bang, crash, bang!

Saucepan lids clanged, tin whistles shrilled
and mouth-organs blared. A hideous caco-
phony shattered the serenity of £t. Frank’s.

Removites and Fourth-Formers swarmead
round.

‘“Stand back, stand back!” roared Hand-
forth. ‘ Allow me to introduce Victor, King
of Caronia!”

Paul Maddox, in the réle of King Victor,
was looking startled. The noise perpetrated
by the band was enough to startle anf/«
body, of course, but that was not the only
reason for Paul’s consternation. He could see
that this comic welcome was a spoof. He
did not know whether to fcel amused or in-
dignant,

However, he was not allowed to give the
matter much thought. The band had de-
sisted. Juniors were swarming round him,
and his arm was soon aching as he shook
hand after hand. The real Victor, elbowed
roughly aside, was enjoying himsclf hugely.
What a relief it was to be ignored!

But he misjudged the St. Frank’s boys if
he thought that they were ignoring him
because of his supposed lesser importance.
It was merely curiosity which impelled them
to crowd round the “king.” After they had
ncarly wrung Paul’s hand off, they give their
full attention to Victor. They greeted him
almost as heartily-—f, perhaps, a little more
casually,

“Well, we’re awfuly pleased to have you
two fellows in the Remove,”” said Nipper.
“I’'m the Form captain, that’s why I’m
doing the jawing. Good luck to you both!
We hope you’ll soon seflle down and become
real, genuine Removites.”

Victor nudged him.

‘““Better be careful when you’re talking to
King Victor!” he murmured. ‘Your comic
welcome hasn’t pleased him, and he’s very
particular. You've got to say ‘your
majesty,” or he’ll get huffy.”

“Then I’m very much afraid that he’ll get
huffy,” replied Nipper smoothly. *“We’re not
using ‘your majesty’ or any other cere-
monial form of address here.”

““Hush!”’ panted Victor, in horror. “You’ll
offtend him!”

“Just a minute,” said Nipper steadily.
“You’re Maddox, aren’t you? Well, old
man, that’s all right. You’re Maddox of the
Remove. And this other chap 18 Orlando of
the Remove.”

Paul was somewhat taken aback.

‘““Are you referring to me?” he asked
haughtily.

“Let’s have a thorough understanding,”
said Nipper cheerfully. ‘*No, Handy, leave
this to me.” He turned to Paul. ¢ There’s
nothing like having things straight at the
very beginning. You are Victor Orlando,
King or Caronia 9

LEL LIDBIRRAIRLX

“Well 7’ said Paul, pulling himself up to
his full height.

“Well, old man, you’ll have to forget the
last bit at St. Frank’s,” said Nipper gently.
“You’re Victor Orlando. That Xing of
Caroma stuff doesn’t apply here. That’s why
we arranged the welcome stunt just now-—to
show you that even kings arc spoofed as much
as anybody else. In the Remove, we’re all
just schoolboys—see 7’

Paul, in his heart, was relicved. He was
getting a bit fed-up with the fuss, anyhow.

“I am glad that you have been so frank
with me,” he said graciously. ‘It is, as you
say, just as well that we should have a
thorough understanding at the beginning.
Very well!l I am Orlando of the Remove.
Splendid !”’

“Welcome to St. Frank’s, Orlando t*

‘“Hurrah!”

‘““Spoken like a man!”

“He’s all right!”

There was much Jlaughter and cheering.
The Removites and Fourth-Formers, on the
whole, were very astonished to find that these
two newcomers did not look at all foreign.
They were even more surprised to find that
they spoke the ordinary Public School
Englieh, just the same as themselves.

““However,” said Nipper, “we fellows of
the Removse recognise that you are not quite
the same as any ordinary new boy, Orlando.
So we hope u’ll honour us b’y letting us
escort you to your special study.”

“Oh! Do I get a special study?” asked
Paul.

‘“Naturally,” said Nipper gravely. *No-

thing can alter the fact that you are really a
king. And, after all, a king must have a
study suitaole to his station. So we shall be
honoured, Orlando, if you will accompany
us."
“Just a minute,” safd the real Victor.
‘““Wouldn’t 1t boe better for us to run along
to see the headmaster, or somebody? 1
believe we’re expected——"’

“We will escort you to the headmaster’s
house immediately after you have seen your
study,’”’ replied Nipper. ‘' At least, we will
escort you to the Housemaster’s study. He,
no doubt, will desire to take you to the
Head. We wouldn’t dream of robbing him of
that privilege.”

Even the genuine Victor was impressed
row. His own spoofing wasn’t going quite
so well as he had hoped. It had worked all
right with Handforth to begin with—but these
other Removites weren’t swallowing it. They
weren't falling for that ¢ his majesty > stuff.

It was an impressive crowd which entered
the Ancient House. Well- over half the
Remove was there, acting as an escort. It
was gencral knowledge that another ‘‘spoof”
was on, and the fellows were eager and
amused. The young king of Caronia was
once more having his leg pulled.

1t was Nipper who led the way to Orlando’s
special “‘study.” Actually, Nipper led the
way to the Remove Common-room, and he

(Continued on page 24.)
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ANDF RTHS

EDITORIAL STAFF.

July 18th, 1931.

Handforth Productions Ltd.
Present

“EDITOR'S CHIN-WAG”
A One-Reel News Film.

Editor

(This s to cerlify that ** Editor’s Chin-Wag
has been passed by the ST. FRANK’S BOAPD
OF FILM CENSORS for presentation to any
audience )

ET ready to laugh, you fellows! What
do you think of my latest stunt ?
A Special Film Number! Fix your
blinkers on these pages, and bust
your buttons.

This PROGRAMME is a continuous one—
you can read this paper over as many times
as you like, without extra charge. That’s
more than you can do at the pictures. We
have an ALL STAR CAST this week. Even
Our Interesting Interviewer chats to a
celcbrated Film Star for you.

The Price of Admission to this ripping show
is TWOPENCE (paid in advance). The
BOX OFFICE is now open at your nearest
paper shop, and 1 advise you to get your
ticket at once.

I'm sorry to say that our talking apparatus
is not on view this week. I refer to William
Napoleon Browne—the silly ass of the Ififth.

Don’t forget, you chaps, that the brain
that thought of this Special Cinema Number
has thought of many other npp ing stunts
for future use. We're going to have some
fine larks in this WEEEKLY before long and
we'll make it the brightest paper in Britain.
Look out for further Special Numbers.

—

Editor-in-Chiet
E. 0. Handiorth
E. O. Handforth
Chief Sub-Editor
_ E. 0. Handforth
Literary Editor
. E. 0. Handforth
Art Editor E. O. Handforth
Rest of Staft E. O, Handforth

Two-Reel Comedy
Thriller.

“ THE MUFFIN MAN”

From the Story by
I'ATTY LITTLE.

Scenario by
WALTER CHURCII.

Paper and ink by
ST. FRANK’S SCHOOL.

Large imposition by
MR. CROWELL.

Titles,

sub-titles, under-titles, and all other
titles by

ARNOLD McCLURE

Released by :
GRUBB & GLUTTON, FILMS INC.

Controlled by :
EDWARD O. HANDFORTH.

Directed by :
EDWARD O. HANDIFORTH

Thick ears by
EDWARD O. Ditto

(Sorry, Fatty.

No room for the story after all
this E 0. .H) f

THIS WEEK'’S ATTRACTIONS

CINEMA DE LUXE,
Bannington High Street.

Showing daily at 2,30, 6,0 and 8.30. Roland
Butter and Hammond Egges in *““ THE PICNIC
BASKET,” a six-reel Mirthquake., Supported
by an ALL STAR CAST.. Children undcr two
not admitted. Also NEWS FILM, EDUCA.
TIONAL PICTURI: and TOPICALS.

PICTUREDROME, BELLTON.

ONE WEEK ONLY—and quite enough, too.
“ ALMOND BLOSSOM "”—a thrilling, blood-
freezing story of the Mystorious East, featuring
LONG TUNG, the famous Chinese Talkie Star,
Also, “CHEERY BLOSSOM,” an epic film
of the Polish brush, featuring KLEEN BOOTZ,
the famous Polish musician,
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Brainless-Babble Films Ltd., Present

Featuring SIR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST.

AN really lucky, dear old
I chaps. Some little while

ago, I had an experience

I wouldn’t have missed
for quids—at least, not for under
a good number of them,

The Bellton Picturedrome
had just installed their new
Talking Apparatus, and 1
wanted to go to their first
talkie—a picture entitled *' The
Miser’s Maw,’” Neither Nipper
nor Tommy cared about it, so
I went by myself—and [I'm

jolly glad I did.

It so chanced that the
talking apparatus broke down
that night and the wrong
words came in the wrong
places. Or, rather—well, you
know what I mean.

I assure you, dear old fellows,
that I sat there and saw the
hero talking to his dog. He
said:

“I love you! Be mine!
Let us fly together to some
distant land.”

And the dog answered :

“ Oh, Charles, that can never

be. Do not—oh, do not tempt
me thus,”

Rather peculiar, what. And
then, when the hero did meet
his girl, he spoke to her like
this :

““ You think you’ll crush me
with your devilish cunning,’
he hissed. ‘ But I tell you,
Jasper Munnie-Bagge, that I
will ight you to the last ditch.
Aye, I'll battle until I can no
longer stand.’

And the girl smiled at him
end answered in a coarse voice :

“ Wretched fooll You do
not know tmy power. Begone,
before I lay my whip around
your shoulders.’

Almost uncanny. They got
the apparatus right again before
the film was shown for the
second time, but I do know that
the film was a lot more in.
teresting while it was wrong.

If the Beliton Picturedrome
will let me know by postecard
when their talkie machine is
due to break down again, I'll
be there if I have to pay five
bob for a seat.

A St. Frank’s Interest Film.

IMAGINARY

No. 4.

CcTING on the ipstructions
of our esteemed and
awe-inspiring editor, I
took the Graf Zeppelin

to Hollywood and knocked at
the door of the magnificent
residence of Mr. Micky Mouse.
The answer to my knock
rather surprised me. The door

opened and two rifles poked
out. A voice cried * Hands
up ] R

I put my hands up—rather
quickly—and two mouse foot-
men came out with the guns in
their hands. On seeing me,
they lowered their guns and
‘apologised,

) —

_——  —

INTERVIEWS.

MR. MICHAEL MOUSE.

“ We're awfully sorry, sir,”
trembled the first mouse. * We
didn’t know it was you.”

“Why the guns 7 »’ I asked.
“ Are you expecting a Chicago
bootlegger, or something ?

* The fact is,” explained the
second mouse, ‘‘ there’s a couple
of cats snooping around here
somewhere, and we have to be
careful. That pest Felix called
here yesterday, and snaffled my
brotherMaurice, "

“ I've called to see Mr. Micky
:ndCﬂJBGb!! I:I“:hi.
(Continued in column 5)

Sensational Studios Present a Puls:

- CANNIBAL

Story and titles by

SEGACENFSNENENESESENIASSNENIUADSENERBARROEY

TOM DOUGH STOOD ON THE
BURNING DECK.

The sun blazed down on the great
liner which was ploughing its way
through tropical seas. Tom felt like
a large chunk of melted butter as his
feet sizzled on the scorching deck. But
had he known it, his position was to
become even warmer in a few moments,
IFFor creeping up behind our hero was a
sinister figure, with a large penknife
clutched in its upraised arm., Suddenly
the bold bad villain lunged forward, the
blade of his knife glittering nine hundred
and ninety-nine fires in the sunlight,

YleeNEase
sagusera

NS0 NUESA0CECDENESESERENOSNOREDAROEERAENIY,

‘“ NOW I'VE GOT YOUR DOUGH,
DOUGH !

PognnennEi00R0SePEUNTENICESRCANBOREEE0RERAES

he cried triumphantly. But before he

could bring the knife plunging down,

the ship gave a terrific lurch, and he lost

Igis balance, and dented the deck with his
oko,

Tom’s heart beat forty to the dozen
when he realised what a narrow shave
he had had, and he gazed coolly at the
prostrate form of the villain,

“I've foiled you again, Stephen
Murgatroyd ! said the boy scornfully.
“1 know you want to kill me so that
you can bag the manoy leit me by my
father, old Lottsa Dough, but you're
going to be unlucky.” .

Murky Murgatroyd said nothing, but
rose to his feet and walked away with
hate in his eyes. Meanwhile, I forgot
{o mention that

hY
OGO ES00ONEEISEAOUAREEORNGENONSOAEREADERSEY

THE SHIP WAS SINKING, §

...-.'.I...Illlll..l..l..l"..ll‘....'.l!.Iz

That terrific lurch had been caused
by the vessel striking a lump of sea-
weed or something, and it was now on its
last legs. Our hero found himself
struggling in the sea, and as he couldn’t.
spot & lifeboat in the offing he decided
to swim round and look out for land.

For hours and hours he swam miles
and miles, thoroughly enjoying his dip:
He spotted one or two islands but
didn’t like the look of them, 8o he gave
them & miss, However, eventually he
found one which took his fancy, and with
f -gg.ssp of relief he landed on the golden
sanas,

tgEReanP4
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"‘ Wonderful ! breathed the boy.
;‘&:\\v all my troubles_are over, Old
gatroyd will never worry me again.”
But he was wrong, A sudden hullabal-
loo from behind caused him to look

round.

' “..'.ll.l.I..'Ill...Illl...IIDI.I.II..II.I‘

a

:COMING TOWARDS HIM WAS
:AN ARMY OF CANNIBALS—
:LED BY STEPHEN MURGA-
TROYD !

- SEBecsEeSDODOSSSREEERBEESNOBOEESARERDERNEGND.

seESNSeNEEREN
JuSRESsEBEARD

LA 8 ] |

" Tom was jolly annoyed to think that
the villain had raced him to the island,
and he showed his displeasure by
knocking out about fifty of the cannibals.
But superior numbers told, and our
luckless hero found himself trussed up
like a turkey. Murgatroyd leered at

Tom.
“Now TI've got you—this is your.
fmish ! '’ hLe snarled ; then turned to

the cannibal chief. ‘Do your stuff.,”
‘“ Oolah boolah, walla walla ! >’ ordered
Ole King Cole, which in English meant :

‘ST UCSENEENENONEUONCARENODNDESTOOERREGDERARS

‘“ PREPARE THE COOKING
POT ! ”

]
. SUGRGEBBcsvOSTOEAEEESOOODRRREDRGERARNS

Tom was dismayed at the thought

of making a nice juicy steak for the
cannibals. He struggled desperately,
and niggers went flying in all directions,
MMrgatroyd, tearing his hair in rage,
yoshed up, but Tom butted him in the
tutmy. The villain staggered back and
gak on the point of a spear,
[ Tom, heF less in his bonds, was sub-
-sliied after half an hour’s terriflc scrap-
»pige, and then the blacks—all of whom
thsll black eyes, only they didn't show—
:drlagged him towards a stone block beside
sié cooking pot.

VS CESaoNaa DO DEENERRANCoRGNEEEENREENSRD

HE WAS DOOMED TO DIE. &

~
"+ Our plucky hero was forced to kneel,
kis head resting on the block. A huge
nibal raised a spear and brought it
shing down.
ang !
Tom Jones fell out of his bed in Pimlico
and hit the floor with a thud,
. " Gosh, what a dream ! ” he exclaimed.

Tag Enp

HANDFORTR’'S WEEKLY

Collected by REGGIE PITT,

ALLOo, everybody! Here
we are again, Still
disturbing the old ether.

This is a Special
Cinema Number. You know,
it has always been Handforth’s
ambition to be a film star. And
quite right, too. He has the
kind of face that always ought
to be * screened.’.

. 8 $ ®
Why is—by the way, this is
an original riddle. Why is
Coates, the Cotton King, like
Charlie Chaplin © Because they
both made their fortunes from
‘‘ reels,’’

Talking of films, I have
thought out an absolutely new
and original ending for a drama.
A finish that has never appeared
before. It’'s a close-upt A
large picture -ef the hero, with
the heroine in his arms, in-
dulging in a little osculatory
exercise. (That’'s Latin for
kissing.) Do you think, if I

senit this to one of the big film
companies, they might pay me
£100 for the idea ?

Nipper asked me the other
day if I had ever thought of
what I should do if I had
Douglas Fairbanks’ face and
figure. I haven’t. But I’ve
often wondered what he would
do if he had mine.

I've just read a pathetio
story of a cinema-photographer
who was taking a jungle film.
The poor fish wound the camera
the wrong way, and took it all
upside down—from back to-
front—inside out—and good-
ness knows what. I should
like ta see that film. Imagine
the lion eating an antelope
with his tail, and then being
so pleased about it thatrhe wags
his mouth. It would be funny,
too, to see the lion runnin
backwards. Of course, if it ba
been Teddy Long, it would have
been quite natural.

p—
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IMAGINARY
INTERVIEWS

(Continued from Column 2)

‘““ Certainly, sir! Will vou
follow me ? Mind the mouse-
trap at the corner here,”

I went in and found Mr,
Mouse sitting at breakfast,
which consisted of breadcrumbs
and cheese rind. He greeted
me cordially by pulling off his
tail and playing the Overture
to Lohengrin on my fingers and
top-knot. '

‘““ Have some brealkfast,” he
squeaked. ‘I know you don’t
like cheese rind—but what
about a nice sausage ?

*“ Thanks awfully, Mr. Mouse”

“Come with me to my

sausage-kennels,” he said.

We went out to the sausage-

‘kennels, and found a number

of sausages sitting up and bark-
ing, Mr, Mouse quickly cut

some slices of bread and placed
them in a row on the ground.
Then he put the sausages in
between the bread-slices—eo
that they looked like the black
and white keys on a piano.
With this instrument he played
me The Rustle of Spring, after
which the sausages each jumped
on to a slice of bread and
another slice jumped on top to
form sandwiches, Very nice
they were, too.

““ Thank you very much,
Mr. Mouse, for your kind inter-
view,” I said, when we had
finished eating. ‘' I'll have to
be getting back now, or I shall
bag lines frommyForm-master.’?

“I'm very glad to have met
vou,’”! squeaked Mr. Mouse.
““Come again some time., I’ll
show you the way out.”

And he walked with me to
the door— not forgetting to
play Rachmaninofi’'s Prelude
on the mouse-trap as we went

by.
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HIS MAJESTY OF THE REMOVE!
(Continued from page 20.)

flung open the door with a certain amount of
pomp.

“Your study, Orlando,” he said smoothly.

¢“We do hope you'll be comfortable in it,”
said Travers, in an earnest voice. ‘‘Of course,
it will be for you to say whether Maddox
ehares it with you or not.”

They crowded in. Victor Orlando and
Paul Maddox—who had now discarded nis
crown and cercmonial robes—looked about
them in wonder and delight.

The Ancient House Junior Common-room,
even at ordinary times, was a fine apart-
ment. With its panelled walls, its luxurious
easy-chairs and lounges, it was a popular
resort of the Removites. But just at present
it was completely changed.

There were gorgeous hangings of red and
gold plush. There were vases with festoons
of flowers. There were soft rugs on every
gection of the floor, and each chair contained
numbers of beautiful cushions. The trans-
formation was startling, but Orlando and
Maddox knew nothing of this. To them the
apartment was just a handsome, imposing

room. .
“Well, this is glorious!” said Paul
wonderingly. “And is this really my study ?”

“A king must have something special,”
murmured Nipper.

“Oh, rather!” said. Paul hastily. “Thanks
most awfully. You will, of course, share it
with me, Paul ?”’ he added, addressing Victor
in a voice of command rather than a voice
of invitation.

“Your majesty honours me,” said Victor
in a tone of awe.

The Removites were keeping their faces

atraight with difficulty. It had been an
anxious moment at first, but these two new-
comer3 were once again completely spoofed.
They had no idea that they were the victims
of a jape. All the cushions and rugs and
other luxuries had been contributed by such
feilows as Archie Glenthorne, Travers,
and Singleton, who had partially stripped
their own studies in order to add to the 1m-
pressivencss of this ‘joke ” study.
I “We will leave you for a while—just for a
few minutes,” said Nipper kindly. ‘“You
may want to compose yourselves before meet-
ing the Housemaster. So we will return
very shortly. In the meantime, please make
yourselves thoroughly comfortable.”

The Removites crowded out of the
Common-room, and the door was closed upon
the two Caronians. The juniors only waited

until they got to the lobby, and then they
burst into roars of laughter.

 “Ye gods and little fishes!
the eyes!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

"They haven’t guessed a thing!”
__“We've started well, you chaps!” grinned
Nipper. “We've twice japed the king
five minutes after his arrival. That'll show

Spoofed up to

in
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him—when he gets to know the truth—that
he’s regarded as just as ordinary chap.”
‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”
“I like them,” said Reggie Pitt of the
West House. “You'd never take ’em for
foreigners, and they seem to be sports, too.”

“Orlando is a bit too haughty,” com-
mented Nipper. “I suppose he can’t help
that, poor chap—he’s a king—but we'll jolly
soon make him forget it in the Remove.”

“Rather!”

They crowded out into the Triangle, and
were just in time to greet Bernard Forrest &
Co. as they returned. Forrest gave the
crowd a sour look.

“What is there to laugh at?” he asked
tartly.

“Plenty!” grinned Handforth. “If we
weren't laughing at King Victor and his pal
we'd be laughing at you.”

“What do you mean—laughing at King
Victor and his pal?” said Forrest, with a
start.

“They’re indoors.”

“What!” yelled Merrell.
thought they hadn’t come!”

“They’ve come all right,” said Handforth

“But—but we

coolly. ‘I brought ’em.”

“You.”

“Didn’t you know?” asked Handforth
blandly. “I met them at Bannington, and

brought them here in my Morris Minor.”
Forrest took a deep breath.

“You—you poacher!” he shouted thickly.
“You met us in the village, heard what we
were going to do, and so you went on to
Bannington!”

‘“Exactly!” grinned Handforth.
smart of me, wasn’t 1t?”

“You—you—you——"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The discomfiture of Torrest & Co. was
ccmplete.

“It was your own fault, Forrest,” said
Nipper. “And go easy with the two
Caronians when you see them. They're In
the Common-room now. Only they don’t
know it’s the Common-room—they think it’s
their study.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“We've japcd ’em beautifully,” laughed
Reggie Pitt. ‘“We’ve hung the Common-
room with plush curtains, we’ve put lovely
rugs on the floor and cushions on the chairs,
and King Victor thinks that he’s in luck’s
Way.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And you chaps talk to me about pomp
and splendours!” esaid Forrest disdainfully.
“Why, I'm dashed if you haven’t been doing
the same thing yourselves!”

“With a difference,” said Nipper. “We’re
spoofing these chaps. But your little affair .
at the station wasn’t intended as a spoof,
and you know it. Your idea was to impress
King Victor with your own importance.
Well, thanks to Handy, the whole thing has
fallen flat.”

“Pretty
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Bernard Forrest, with a sneer on his lips,
and a look of excitement in his eyes, turned
away.

“Come on, you fellows,” he said to his
cronies. “We'll go indoors and introduce
ourselves to King Victor.”

“Rather!” went up a chorus.

“Hold on!” said Handforth, planting him.
gelf in front of them. “We can’t prevent
you rotters from introducing yourselves; but
you’d better not tell the new chaps that
the Common-room is not their study.”

“Oh! And why not?” asked Forrest.

‘“Because, my son, if you give the spoof
away we’ll slaughter you!” retorted Hand.
forth. “Understand? Those chaps are
kidded, and the time hasn’t arrived for them
to be un-kidded. See?”

Forrest shrugged.

“Oh, all right,” he grunted. “We’ll keep
up your childish jape, if you like.”

He and the others went in, and it was
quite certain that they would say nothing
to upset the little game. For they knew
well enough that they would indeed be
“slaughtered ” if they gave the show away.

However, they were not concerned with
that. Their main object was to get in
touch with the schoolboy king, to introduce
themselves to him, and to fawn round him.

Which they proceeded to do so thoroughly
that Paul Maddox, flying under false colours,
began to regret his bargain. It had been
rather novel, to begin with, to have so many
people fussing round him; but the manner
im which Forrest & Co. kow-towed to him
was a bit of an eye-opener.

And the real Victor Orlando, thrust aside
and ignored, looked on with inward amuse-
ment. He was very glad that Paul had
suggested this little deception, for it was
enabling Victor to detect, with unerring
accuracy, those St. Frank’s fellows who were
genuine, and those who were not.

Gheaseesy «msd

CHAPTER 1.
Mr. Wilkes’ Bombshell!
JGGLESWADE, of the Sixth, looked

into the Common-room, blinked, and
opened his eyes wider than ever.

““What's all this?” he asked blankly.

Bernard Forrest and Gulliver and Bell
and the other members of the Smart Set
thought it better on the-whole to ignore the
question. They were fussing round the
young King of Caronia and Paul Maddox;
and it was certainly not the moment to ex-
plain that the Common-room had been trans-
formed for the especial spoofing of the young
Caronians.

“Hallo, Biggy!” said Forrest coolly. “I’'m
glad you’ve come. Let me introduce the
oew fellow in the Remove.”

He seized Paul Maddox’s arm—under the
impression, of course, that Paul was the
young king—and he led him forward.

“This is Biggleswade, of the Sixth,” he
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said, by way of introduction. “A prefect,
and quite a good chap. Biggy, let me
present his Majesty, King Victor of Caronia.”
Biggleswade, whe privately regarded
Forrest as an insufferable young bounder,
forgot his feelings for Forrest in his curiosity
concerning the new boy. He regarded Paul
with interest, and even suspicion.
“Pleased to meet you,” he said awkwardly,
as he extended his hand. *“I heard that
you Wwere coming. So you're Victor
Orlando ?” ~ "
*King of Caronia,” said Paul with dignity.
“Are you sure?” asked Biggy doubtfully.
“What do you mean—am I sure?”
“Well, I expected to see somebody
different,” explained the prefect. “You
don’t seem very foreign to me. You’re not
trying to pull my leg, I suppose?” he went
on, looking at the Removites with renewed

suspicion. ‘‘Because, if you are—-" ‘
“Do try to be sensible, Biggy, said
Forrest. “King Victor has been at school in

England for some years, and he’s practically
as English as we are.”

“Oh!” said Biggleswade. He gave Paul
another scrutiny, and nodded. ‘*All right,
then,’”” he went on. “I’m looking for you,
Orlando——"

“King of Caronia,” murmured Paul.

“You can forget that King of Caronia
stuff,” said Biggy gruffly. ‘You may be a
king in your own country, my son, but at
St. Frank’s you're a new kid. See? And
I’'m a prefect. What's more, if I feel in-
clined to clip you over the car, I'll clip
you over the ear. We might as well under-
stand one another straight away.”

“Hang 1it, Biggy!”’ protested Forrest.
‘““You can’t talk like that to a king!”

“We can be friends, of course,” continued

Biggy, smiling upon Paul and ignoring
Forrest’s 'E(x;otest. “I’m just putting you
straight about things, that’s all. But 1isn’t

>R 1

there another new boy here?

‘“Oh, yes!” said Forrest, looking round.
‘“You mean Maddox.”

Ho spoke almost indiffcrently. Maddox
was a nobody. The snobs had scarcely
spoken to him once. And Victor, who had
been thoroughly enjoying the humour of the
situation, now stepped forward.

““Here 1 am, please,” he said meckly.

“Good !” said Biggleswade. ‘“You two
chaps will come with me. Old Wilkey
heard that you had arrived, and he’s asking
about you. Why didn’t you go to him and
report ?”

Victor looked as solemn as an owl.

““His majesty is not accustomed to report-
ing to anybody,” he replied gravely. “ When
he is graciously pleased to visit—er—*old
Wilkey,” he will present himself.”

“Oh!” said Biggleswade grimly. *“Well,
his majesty will be graciouslf pleased to
pres?’t,xt himself now, Come along—both of
you !

He marched them out brusquely, much {o
the indignation of the Smart Set, and ho
carried them off towards the Houscmaster’s
study,
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““What’s the idea of you new kids mixing
up with that crowd?” asked Biggy accus-
ingly. ‘‘Forrest and his lot are a miserable
set of young blighters. Still, you’ll soon
find out how things are. It’s not my busi-
ness to tip you off. And look here,” he
added good-naturedly. ‘““Don’t take too
much notice of what I said in front of those
young bounders. I was saying it morc for
their benefit than yours.”

The two Caronians were beginning to like
old Biggy. -

‘““And, honestly, 1if you want to get on
well at St. Frank’s you’ll be wise to forget
that you’rc really a king,” continued tho

refect. ‘“‘I'm jiggered if I can believe it,”
Ee added, staring curiously at Paul. * Still,
I supposc kings are just the same as other
people. Well, here we are.”

He tapped on Mr. Wilkes’ door, opened
it, and ushered the new boys in. Mr., Aling-
ton Wilkes was sitting at his desk.

. “I found them, sir,” said Biggleswade.
“As a matter of fact, they were just com-
ing to rcport themselves. They’d been de-
tained by some of the juniors. This one 1s
Orlando, sir, and this one 1s Maddox.”

Biggleswade retired, and Old Wilkey sat
back 1n his chair, adjusted his glasses and
surveyed the two new boys. The two now
boys surveyed Old Wilkey—and wondered.
Certainly, Mr. Wilkes was not in keeping
with their ideas of a St. Frank’s House-
mastecr. He was an untidy-looking man,
dressed in a shabby old Nortolk jacket and
‘baggﬁ flannel trousers; his hair was ruffled,
and he wore an open-necked tennis shirt.

“I am very pleased to meet you, my
boys,” he said genially as he stood up and
shook hands. ‘“I hope you will like St.
¥rank’s, and do well here. But didn’t
Biggleswade make a mistake just now?”

‘A mistake, sir?” repcated Victor.

“l think so,” said the Housemaster
gently. ‘“He introduced you as Paul
Maddox and your companion as YVictor

Orlando.”

+ “That’s right, sir,” saild Paul, with
dignity. “I am Victor Orlando, King of
Caronia. “This 1s my friend, Paul &

““Oh, no!” interrupted Old Wilkey, shak-
ing his head. ‘“Oh, no!”

They looked 2t him in some dismay.

““Oh, no!” rcpeated Mr. Wilkes. *‘That
won't do at all. What’s the idea of trying
to pull my leg? I know which of you is
Orlando, and which 1s Maddox. You are
Orlando!” he added, pointing a pcnecil at
VYictor.

“But—but—"’

‘“What’s the big 1dea?” asked Mr. Wilkes,
taking a couple of photographs from the
drawer of his desk and adjusting his glasscs.
$You may find it easy to fool the boys, but
)’ﬁl.; can’t fool me. A little practical joke,
0 .))

He inspected the photographs, smiled, and
transferred his attention to the new boys
again. They, having exchanged glances,
were looking more dismayed than ever.

*We—we wero only baving some fun,

Mystery and adventure: * THE TRAIL OF THE BLACK RUBY!”

sir,” faltered Victor. "It’s quite true thac
I'm Orlando, but we’ve changed places.
Maddox thought he’d like to be king for a
bit, and—"

“Neither of you is a king at St. Frank’s.”
interrupted Mr. Wilkes gently. “I should
think the boys have made that quite clear
by this time. Don’t think I'm scolding you
for playing a little practical joke. Good
luck to you! But, of course, you can't
keep 1t up.”

There was something about Mr. Wilkes
which left the two young Caronians rather
breathless. He was so calmm, so cool, so
genial; and yet, at the same time, he was
very authoritative.

““Must we tell all the other boys, sir?”
asked Paul awkwardly,

“You may have your joke out, by all
means,’” replied the Housemaster. ‘I don’t
mind how long you keep it up; but, sooner
or later, the truth 1s bound to come out.
I'll leave it to you. Now, how is it that
'ou arrived so peculiarly? I thought the
%cadmaster sent his car to meet the train?”’

Paul and Victor were still flustered. Old
Wilkey had unmasked them in such a calm,
matter of fact, way, and he secemed to
think so little of 1t that they hadn’t had timeo
yet to recover their breath.

‘“We didn’t like the idea of being brought
down by Colonel Rutz and all those other
officials from the KEmbassy, sir,” said
Victor. ‘“So we came down alone. Then
three St. Frank’s fellows met us at Banning-
ton, and brought us here in a little car. It
seems that some other fellows had arranged
a special reception at Bellton, and—"

“That’ll do—that’ll do!” chuckled Old
Wilkey. "I think I can guess the rest.
Come along. I'll take you straight to the
headmaster; he must be wondering what
has happened to you.”

He bustled up, went to the door, and
marshalled the new boys out.

“Before we go over to the Head’s house
I might as well show you your studies,”
saild Mr. Wilkes as they went down the
passage. * You probably know your study
mates already——"

‘“But we’'ve got a study to ourselves, sir,”
put in Victor, in surprise.

“Oh? A study to yourselves?”

“Yes, sir,” said Victor. “And thanks
awfully for letting us have such a nice, airy
room.”’

Old Wilkey began to smell a rat.

““ A nice, airy room, eh?” he repecated.

“That’s intoresting! And who introduced
you to this charming study ?”
“A fellow named Hamilton, sir—they call

him Nipper, I think,” said Paul. “A lot
of the other fellows showed us in, too. Wa
didn’t expeet to get half such a nice study.”

“] don’t suppose you did,”  murmured
Mr. Wilkes dryly. ‘““Well, let’s have a looR
at it. There may have been a little
mistake.”

The two young Caronians were rather
startled.
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With the second ball of the first over Harry Gresham was elean bowled. He’d scored a duek
against the Moor View girls,

“By Jove!” burst out Victor. *‘Do you
mean that we’ve been fooled, sir?”

““I shouldn’t be at all surprised,” smiled
the Housemaster*‘.

“Well, I'm dashed!” said Paul dis-
gustedly. “I thought there was something
funny about that study of ours!”

They hurriedly took Mr. Wilkes to the
Common-room, and when the Housemaster
opened the door he interrupted a loud burst
of laughifr from the crowd of Removites

within.
“Oh!®* saild Old Wilkey, his eyes
twinkling. ¢ So this is your study, eh?”

“So we were told, sir,” chorused Victor
and ' Paul, whilst the Recmovites were
stricken dumb.

“I seel” said Mr. Wilkes. “Quite a
nice room—and looking much nicer than
usual, cven.” He beamed upon the
Rcmovites. "I understand, you fellows,
that you have given this room to the new
boys as their study?”

““Well, sir—" began Nipper.

“Very generous of you all,” continued
Mr. Wilkes. “In fact, I might say, most
celf-sacrificing. In order that these two new
boys shall be quite cemfortable you have
sacrificed your Common-room. ‘'m very
pleased with you. It reveals a generous
spirit which T had never even suspected.”

The japers looked thunderstruck.

“I raise no objections at all,” continued
Mr. Wilkes gently. “If you are agreeable to
iving up your Common-room for the sake of
rlando and Maddox, all well and good.

Bravo, all of you! I like to see that spirit
of goodwill, From now onwards, this

Common-room shall be regarded as the joint
study of Orlando and Maddox.”

“Common-room!” ejaculated Victor, as he
grasped the situation. “Oh, I say! Whay

asses we were not to suspect it before! But
we couldn’t think of keeping it, sir——"
“ Nonsense,” laughed Mr. Wilkes. * These

boys have given it up for you—so you must

accept 1it. In fact, I insist. This room is
your study. Now, come along, we’ll go to
the Head.”

He carted Victor and Paul away, and left
the Remove japers in a oondition bordering
upon collapse.

CHAPTER 8.
Handy Hits Out!

IPPER was the first to recover, and
he took a deep breath.
“My sons,” he eaid, looking round,
“it’s time that this jape ended!”

“It ought to have ended sooner!” growled
Handforth. ‘What are we going to do about
our Common-room? It's like Old Wilkey’s
Egé-:e cz:}mly fo give the room to those new

i dg——

“We gave it to ’em—not Old Wilkey,”
interrupted Travers mildly. *‘All Wilkey dud
was to place his seal of approval on the idea.
Good old Wilkey! He’s a sport!”

‘“‘Rather!” grinned Nipper. “We can
always trust Old Wilkey to enter into the
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spirit of a joke. But this time the laugh has
gone against us.”

‘“He couldn’t have meant that about our

giving up the Common-room,” said Hand-
forth, in alarm. ‘1 mean, hang it, that would
be too thick!”

“We'll put everything right,” said Nipper
calmly. “Lend a hand, you fellows. Before
those new kids come back, we’ll have these
plush hangings down, and we’ll put the rugs
and the cushions back where they belong.”

““And chuck these silly flowers out, too,”
added Tommy Watson.

A rapid transformation was made. Within
ten minutes the Common-room became itself.

“We shall have to be looking alive,” said
Nipper, as he glanced at his watch. * The
Moor View girls will be here presently—and
we haven’t had tea yet. By the way, how
about inviting Orlando and Maddox to tea?”

“They’re going to have tea with me, in
Study D,” replied Handforth promptly.

““Rats! I’'m the Remove skipper, and it’s
my privilege,”” said Nipper. ‘Those new
chaps will have tea in Study C.”

“Yes, but—"

‘““No time to argue, old man,” eaid Nipper

briskly. “It’s scttled. And don’t smile so
much, all of you, when I talk about
Irene & Co.”

“How" can we help smiling?’” grinned

Harry Gresham. ‘‘They’ve had the nerve to
fix up a cricket match with us, haven't thev?
It’s only an evening game, I know, and it’s
generally looked upon as a joke.”

“And it will be a joke—unless we put out
a strong team,’” said Nipper warningly. *It’s
all very well to scoff! Those Moor View girls
have been doing wonders at cricket this
gseason. They’re hot stuff! Didn’t Doris
Berkeley make sixty-seven runs in a match
last week 7"’

“Yes—against girls,” said Church. *That’s
nothing.” : '

¢¢She can handle a bat—and so can some
of the others,” replied Nipper. “We’ll need
our best men this evening, and even then I
doubt if we shall get the match completed
before it’s time to draw stumps. Some of
you chaps think that we can skittle the giils
out in ten minutes, and then knock up the
necessary runs in another five! But it won’t
be so simple as that!"’

They were interrupted by the return of
Victor Orlando and Paul Maddox. Their
interview with Nelson Lee, the headmaster,
had been brief—much to their relief. Lee,
with his usual tact, had treated them in
oxactly the same way as ordinary schoolboys;
he had merely greeted them, put them
through the necessary formalities, and had
sent them back to their own House.

~ %0Oh, here you are!” said Nipper briskly.
#We want you two new kids!”

Victor and Paui exchanged a quick glance,
and Paul—the supposed King—drew himself
up haughtily,

_ “May 1 ask what all you fellows are doing
in our study?’” he inquired, with kingly
dignity.
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‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!” |

“I see no reason for this absurd laughter,”
sald Paul coldly.

‘““Come off it!”’ chuckled Handforth. ‘“You
know jolly well that this isn’t your study.
Didn’t Old Wilkey tell you? This is the
Junior Common-room.”

“T seem to remember that Mr. Wilkes pre-
sented the room to us, as our study,” replied
Paul, with a majestic gesture. ‘‘Enough!
Be good enough to depart—all of you! I am
the King of Caronia, and this is my study!”’

““Oh, is it?” roared Handforth. ¢ Well,
the joke’s over! See? If you think you can
pinch our Common-room——"’

‘““Not at all,”’ interrupted Paul, elevating
his eyebrows in pained surprise. ‘Is there
any question of—er—pinching? You gave us
this room freely. Do you repudiate your
gift? Paul, I am astonished to hear this. I
had thought better of these English boys!”

“It i a great pity, your majesty,” said
Victor sadly.

The Removites were startled, and they
looked uncomfortable. Inwardly, Victor was
chuckling. This was going fine! Paul’s air
of kingly disdain was worth walking a mile
to see.

“Just a minute!” said Handforth aggres-
sively.

He strode forward, and he thrust a big,
grubby fist under the supposed king’s nosec.

‘“See that?”’ asked Handforth darkly.

““I can see nothing else,” retorted Paui,
with distaste. “It fills the entire horizon.”

“You’d better not get cheeky, my lad!”
said Handforth. *‘I don’t like knocking new
kids about, but sometimes it’s necessary. You
wouldn’t like to feel this fist, would you?”

I should absolutely hate it,” replied Paul,
shuddering. '

“Well, you will feel it—in your eye—if
we have any more of your high and mighty
ways!” said Handforth. ‘You’re not a king
here, as I've told you before. You're just
a raw new kid. Any more of your cheek, and
you’ll get biffed!”

Paul was nonplussed, and Victor almost
burst out laughing. Both of them were really
mightily pleased with Handforth for his
straight speaking. They were just as keen
on being ordinary Removites as the Removites
themselves. But it certainly seemed that
their little jape was coming unstuck at an
early hour.

However, an unexpected issue developed,
for Bernard Forrest, backed up by Gulliver,
Bell, Hubbard, Gore-Pearce, and others,
pushed forward. They elbowed the real king
roughly aside, and they formed a kind of
bodyguard round Paul Maddox.

‘“Here! What’s the idea?”
Handforth. ‘““You silly idiots—"’

“How dare you speak to a king in that
way ?”’ demanded Forrest hotly. “It’s aM
right, Orlando—we’re your friends. We'll
deal with these hooligans!”

“Hooligans ?’ gasped Handforth.

“Yes!” shouted Forrest. ‘‘There’s alwavs
an exception to every rule, and Victor

demanded
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Jrlando 1s the exception in this case. He
may be a new kid, but, at the same time, he’s
a king! He’s the King of Caronial”

All the other snobs shouted excitedly; and
Victor, an onlooker, had ample oepportunity
of judging the difference between the two
sets of Removites. Nipper and Handforth
and the others were genuine; Bernard
Forrest & Co. were not.

Handforth, as usual, got into acttion.

‘“Did you hear that, you chaps?”’ he yelled.
““That cad, Forrest, called us hooligans!
Come on! Down with ’em!”

Crash!

Handforth’s fist shot out, and it was the
signal for Gulliver and Bell and their sup-
porters to make a dash. Handforth went
under i1n the rush; and Nipper, Travers and
a dozen more sailed in.

In less than ten seconds a free fight was
in progress; and Victor Orlando and Paul
Maddox, unable to extricate themselves, were
in the midst of it.

In fact, in the general excitement, they
%ot. half-slaughtered. Handforth went for

aul enthusiastically—not by accident, but
deliberately. Paul defended himself well,
but Edward Oswald’s whirlwind tactics took
him by surprise. By the time Handforth
was finally dragged off, Paul’s nose was
looking slightly farger, his left ear was
puftfy, and his right cye was swollen, .

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Church.
“You've been knocking the king about ¥

“] meant to!” retorted Handforth,
breathing bard. ‘I went for Forrest and
those other cads at first, and then I changed
immy mind. Blow the king! Doesn’t he de-
serve a licking? What does he mean by
haughtily telling us to keep quiet? This is
his study, is it? He’d better think again—
and remember that he’s only a new kid.”

Nipper managed to smooth things over,
and he adroitly got the two new boys up-
stalrs and locked them 1n & bath-room,
where they could clean up.

‘““Cheese it, all your chaps!” said the Re-
move skipper  briskly. “There’s been
enough scrapping. As soon as the new
fellows come out I’'m taking them to tea 1n
my study. So the rest of you can buzz off !”’

“We're having him to tea with us!”
shouted Forrest snmgely. “We’'ve prepared
o special banquet befitting e king——"

“Well, he’s having bread-and-butter off a
cracked plate, and tea out of a chipped cup
in Study C—as befitting & raw new kid1”
retorted Nipper. ‘“And he ought to feecl
jolly honoured that he’s been invited to tea
at all! Understand, Forrest, once and for
all, there’s going to be no rotten snobbery !*’

N the bath-room Victor Orlando and
I Paul Maddox were surveying one
another with different expressions. Paul

was looking rueful; Victor was grimac-

“Did you hear that?”’ asked Paul,
tenderly rubbing his nose. ‘‘We're going
to have tea out of cracked cups.”

ing
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‘“And why not?” asked Victor blandly.
“Isn’t it just what we wanted ?”

“It’s just what you wanted, you mean,”
growled Paul, ‘““You said you wanted to be
treated like any ordinary new boy.”

“Exactly,” nodded Victor. “'Those silly
snobs can kecep their special banqnet 1

““Things don’t seem to be going right,”
grumbled Paul, as he filled one of the
wash-basins. “I’'m not so sure that being a
king 1s all that it’s cracked up to he!”

Victor grinned.

‘““Well, I warned you,” he replied. “I've
had some before. Pecople fawning all round

you and making no end of a silly fuss.
Look how it's been here. I'm the real
king, but they don’t know it! And what's
the result? I’'m i1gnored! Those chaps

have bcen swarming round you.”

“And punching me on the nose!” said
Paul tartly.

““Those chaps who punched vou on the
nose are your real friends—our real
friends,”” agreed Victor. * They’re the real
sportsmen i1in the Remove. They've no use
for kings—and jolly good luck to ’em!”

“Jiggered if you're not right, old man,”
said Paul. “I’ve had enough of being in
your shoes. You can come out in your truo
colours just as soon as you like.”

“Oh, no!” laughed Victor. “Nothiong
doing

66 Whlat?”

‘““ A bargain’s a bargain,”’ continued the
young king blandly. “I’'m having the time
of my life—as a mere subject. You can
remain the king.”

‘“But the Housemaster said—"

‘““‘He told us that we could keep up the
jape as long as we liked, and I’'m not readfv
to change places yet,” said Victor. “Wc'll
geep’ up this little wheeze for the rest of the

ay.” ,

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Paul. “And I
thought being a king would be a bit of fun!
I n&ust say tiese St. Frank’s chaps are hot
stuff.”

When they went downstairs Paul hap-
pened to go first, and he was immediately
seized by Nipper & Co., and carried off to

Study C, where tea was waiting. Victor
took the opportunity of striding up to
Forrest & Co., who weroe gathered In a

sulky-looking crowd in the lobby. They re-
garded him disdainfully.

‘““Well, what do you want?” asked Gore-
Pearce, with a sneer. ‘I thought you were
going to have tea in Study C?” _

“I thought I'd give you fellows a word of
warning, that's all,” said Victor mildly.

(‘)‘}Warning?” repeated Bernard Forrest.
¢t ]?”

““Yes,” said Victor. “I happen to be the
king’s best friend, you know. Ii secms to
me that you fellows are merely after him
because he i1s a king.”

“Look here——"’ began Forrest.

“We’re both  Caronians,”” continued
Victor. '‘We're both St. Frank’s {cllows.
That makes us very much alike, doesn’t it?
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Yet it scems to me that you chaps regard
one of us as solid gold and the other as dirt.
That's a bit snobbish, i1sn’t 1t ?”

“You've got a nervel” said Forrest
angrily. “Isn’t it natural that we should
be more fricndly with the king? You're
nobody !|”’

Victor flushed.

‘“We two have been friends ever since we
were tiny children,” he said quietly. It
doesn’t make the slightest difference to us
that onc was born nobly, and the other
humbly. And I don’t see why 1t should
make any difference to you. Nipper and
Handforth and those other fellows have the
right 1idea. Anyhow, I'm giving you a
warning now—straight from the shoulder.
Don’t try any of your beastly soft-soap
tricks with the king, because he doesn’t like
them. Leave him alone, or somebody will
start some trouble.”

“Who's the somebody?” snapped Forrest.

“I'm the somebody,” replied Victor.
“And I'm telling you I don’t want my
friend to be annoyed. Understand ?”

“Did you hear him, you chaps?” roared
Forrest furiously. ‘“We’ve read about him
in the papers, haven’t we? Paul Maddox—
the son of a rotten Caronian commoner!
Let’s chuck him outside !”

‘““Hear, hear!”

The cads roughly seized hold of the young
King of Caronia and rushed him to the big
open doorway. With a mighty heave they
pitched him out, and it was just a piece of
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !

know a good rib-tickler, send it along

sender of the best joke ;
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Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

HOT STUFF.

Teacher : ‘ An abstract noun s the
name of something you can think of bLut
cannot touch. Can you give me an example,
Jones ?

Jones : ‘* Yes, sir; a red-hot poker.’’

(R. Nears, 241, Underhill Road, East Dulwich,
S.E.22, has been awarded a handsome watch.)

ALWAYS THERE.

Police Sergeant (to loiterer): ‘ Move on,
there. We don’t get stripes for leaning against
lamp posts.”

Urchin (cheekily): “No.
zobra if you did ! "’

(A. W. Hawkins, Manningford Abbas, Marl-
borough, Wlts, has bcen awarded a pocket wallet.)

You'd be like a

It you
now.
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the
pocket wallets, penknives,
Address
your jokes to °‘Smilers,’’ Nelson Lee Library, 5,

Rollicking book-length school yarn.

luck that @ crowd of Moor View girls
appeared in the Triangle at that fateful
moment, Ircne & Co. saw the whole
humiliating business. They saw Victor
thrown out on his neck; they saw Forrest
& Co. follow him down and grab him; they
saw Victor dragged along the gravel and
bumped.

Then they saw something else—something
which rather pleased them. Nipper, Hand-
forth and Tregellis-West and about half a
dozen other stalwarts dashed out of the
Ancient House and fell upon the rotters
with a determination and efficiency which
was good to sce.

CHAPTER 9.
Nipper's Predicament!

RENE & CO. watched contentedly. They
didn’t like Forrest & Co. at the best of
times. And now, having seen Forrest
& Co. trcat a new fellow with such

roughness, they watched the ‘‘slaughtering »
of the snobs with real pleasure,

The Moor View girls were in force. They
were all dressed in spotless white, and most
of them carried cricket bags. Prominent
amongst them were Ireno %\danners, Doris
Berkeley, Marjorie Temple, Mary Summers,
Winnie Pitt, Phyllis Palmer, Betty
Barlowe, Ena Handforth, Tessa Love and
Vera Wilkes. They were, in fact, the Moor
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COULDN’T TEACH HIM ANYTHING.

At a Territorial drill-hall a batch of
recruits were undergoing musketry, They
were not a very bright lot, and the flery
sergeant-major noticed a particularly
uninterested looking private yawning.

Striding up to him, he snateched the rifle
from his hands and gave him a lengthy
instruction of its various parts. But
6till the recruit seemed as uninterested
as ever,

‘ What’s your trade?*’ Lellowed the
sergeant-major furiously.

‘“ Gunsmith,’’ was the meek reply.
(F. Williams, 162, Gipsy Road, W,
Norwood, has been awvarded a book.)

TOUGH.
‘“ Waiter, what kind of meat i3

A

Diner :
this ?

Waiter :  Spring lamb, sir.”

Diner : *“ I thought so, I've been chewing a
spring for the last half hour.”

(K. Morgan, 64, Camlan Road, Brom'ey, has
been awarded a penknife.)

NOTHING DOING. .

McTavish had met with an aceident. Meeting
a neighbour, who was a doctor, he hoped for a
little free advice.

‘“ Doctor, what should I do for a sprained
ankle ? °> he asked.
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View girls cricket XI, with a number of
enthusiastic supporters, -

Forrest and his pals were hammered right
and left. Handforth was enjoying himself
hugely. Nipper, wecll aware of the fact
that a prefcct might spot this scrap, hauled
Victor to his feet as quickly as possible and
hustled him indoors.

“Awfully bad form for a new chap to
get into a scrap on his first day,” he ex-
plained breathlessly. @ “You’d better buzz
upstairs and have another wash, old son.”

‘““Thanks!”’ gasped Victor. “I didn’t
rcally mean to start any trouble—"

“We won’t inquire into that,” =said
Nipper. *Those chaps aren’t worth worry-
ing about, anyhow. No need for me to tell
you what breed thcy are.”

“;\To 1” sald Victor grimly. “I’ve found
out.”

They were atbracted at that moment by a
sharp word of command. Glancing out into
the Triangle, they beheld Mr. James
Crowell, the master of the Remove. Mr.
Crowell was angry.

“Stop this brawling at once!” he was say-
ing. “How dare you? Handforth !
Travers! Forrest! Tregellis-West!”

He called sevemal other names, and the
scrap came to an abrupt cnd. The juniors
sorted themseves out and stood at attention.
Handforth, catching sight of the Moor View
rirls out of the corner of his eye, was dis-
maved. It was an cxtraordinary thing, but
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whenever the girls came along they nearly
flways caught him fighting somebody or
other. It was most distressing. He regarded
it as just bad luck, and never seemed to
realise that the very obvious reason was
because he nearly always was scrapping with
somebody or other.

“I'm ashamed of you all,” said Mr.
Crowell sternly. “Fighting in the open
Triangle. Brawling! And to make it worse,

in front of these young ladies!”

“We—we didn’t know they were there,
sir!” gulped Handforth.

“I can quite believe it,” retorted Mr.
Crowell. “You never thought to lock, did
you? Your enthusiasm for fighting and
brawling is so keen that you never worry
about any possible spectators. Well, I’'m
going to make an example of you this time.
You will all come with me to the class-
room.

“Ilang it, sir, look here——" began Forrest,

“Silenca!” thundered Mr. Crowell. *‘How
dare you, Forrest? I intend to detain all
you boys in the class-room for two hours,
and during that time perhaps you will have
:fm“ o’Pportunity of meditating upon your
olly.”

Hardforth was aghast.

“But look here, sir, we can’t stay in the
class-room for two hours!” he protested.
“Travers and Tregellis-West and I are
wanted for the cricket match.”

PP i G i S i i A o e e i B 2 2 S N P S S I A W W W

““ Limp !** replied the doctor, who was also
Scotch.

(E. Crosland, 32, Leymoor DBotltom,
Huddersficld, has been awarded a pocket
teallet.)

CHAMPION.

Caddy (to golfing amateur who has lost his
club for the third time): *If you keep on like
that, mister, you’ll be thg champion of the

world.”
Golfer : “ What—at golf ?**

Caddy: *“ No; at throwing the hammer.”

(C. Lemon, 21, Runacres Cottages,! Western Road,
Mitcham, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

WAKE UP.

Johnny was sitting with his foot on the alarm

clock.

‘“ Good graclous ! What on earth are you
doing ? ** asked his mother. )

‘ My foot has gone to sleep,’’ replied Johnny,

“and I'm trying to make it

wake up.”’
(L. Emery, 1, Lugtrout
Lane, Solihull, near Dir-

mingham, has been awarded
o penknife.)

AN ACCIDENT.

Magistrate: * So you broke
our umbrella over your hus-
d’s head ; what have you

to say ! "

Dofendant :

Magistrate :
accident ?

Defendant : ** Well, I’d no intention of breal:-
ing the umbrella.”

(@. L. Thame, 104, Clydesdale Road, Romford,
haw been awarded a penknife.)

‘“It was an accident.”
““How could it have been an

GREEDY GERALD.

Hostess ¢ ‘‘ Goodness me, Gerald, why are
you eating so quieckly ? *? .

Gerald : °‘‘ Because I want to eat as much
as I can before I lose my appetite.*’

(H. J. Jeans, 7?2, Cochrane Strecet, St
John's, Newfoundland, has been awarded
a book.)

GROOOH!

Jimmy (rushing into father’s office): * Dad,
mother says you are to send
your sandwiches back,”
Father: “I can’t—I’ve eaten
them.’’
Jimmy: “ Mother made a
mistake in the tins, and now we

will have to clean the brown
boots with sardine paste.”

(S. Strevens, 51, Churchfields,
South Woodford, has been awarded
a pocket wallct.)
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“Oh, indeed !”
“We’re in the team, sir——" °
“You mean, Handforth, that you were

in the team,” mterrupted Mr. Crowe!l coldly.
“You are not in the team now. The team
must get along without you, for you will be
detained.”

“()h but really, sir—"

“ Another word, Handforth, and I shall
mcrease your perlod of detention by one
hour,” snapped Mr. Crowell. “Now thenl
Attention ! March"’

And the dismayed Removites were marched
off without any further parley.

“l say, I’m afraid this is all my fault,”
said Victor contritely. “I started the
trouble : ’
" “Don’t you WOITy yourself, old ‘man,” eaid
Nipper. “It wasn’t your fault in the least.
It’s unfortunate of course, because three of
my best men are out of the Eleven.”

The Junior skipper was worried. He
went out into the Triangle, and a crowd of
other Removites followed him, including
‘Victor and Paul. Tea, of course, was com-
pletely forgotten. Gresham and Jiminy Potts
and other members of the Eleven galhered
round concernedly.

But nothing was said at the moment.
Irene & Co. were greeted, and they went off
to Little Side in order to put in some pre-
liminary practice. Nipp was rather
pleased, in fact, to get them out of the way.

“We couldnt _say anything m front of
them, of course,” he remarked. “But we’re
in an awkward fix. We need our best men,
and Travers and Handforth and Tregellis-
West are in detention.”
~ “Irene’s pretty cut up about it,”
Church with a grin.
own fault——"

“Perhaps if I went to that master and ex-

plained that I started the trouble he might
let them off ?” suggested Victor. “You see,
I was talking to Forrest and his frlends
and I said somethmg that upset them. So
they threw me out.”

" “And we sailed
friends,

Nipper.

said
‘“Still, 1t was Handy’s

into Forrest and his
and made hay of them,” nodded
“Sorry, old man, but it’s over. Too

late to do anything now, and I don’t regret

it, anyhow. As for going to old Crowell,
you might as well save your breath.”

“I don’t sece that it matters, anyhow,” re-
marked Jimmy Potts. ‘‘Of course, it’s rough
on the chaps who are detained; but we can
put a pretty strong side into the field. And
we're only playing girls.”

“You'’re all too much inclined to say
‘only’ playmg glrls, exclaimed Nipper.
“¢Only’ doesnt apiy to girls nowadays,
my eson. you think we want to risk
getting hcked? Who am 1 going to play in-
stead of Handforth and Travers and
Montie 1"

“Why, anybody will do,” laughed Potts.
“Anybody won’t!” retorted Nipper.
“Don’t for get that half the Junior Eleven
is drawn from the Fourth, and this is purely
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a Remove game. St. Frank’s Remove versus
the Moor View Girls’ Eleven.”

“H'm! That’s true,” admitted Harry
Gresham thoughtfully. “But, dash it,
there’s no real danger of our bexng beaten,
l\up er.’

In cricket, anything can happen,” re-
plied Nipper, shaking his head. “A fellow
like you, Gres ham, could casily knock up a
century against- the girls, and he could ast.

‘as easily be dismissed for a duck in the

first over.’

“Draw it mild!”’ protested Gresham.

“In fact, it's probable that you wnll get
dismis ed for a duck in the ﬁrst over,” went
on Nipp “You think these girls are soft,
don’t }ou That’s not the spirit to have
when you go out to bat. You’ll be caught
napping, my lad!

“By Jove! That would be a tragedy !"”
said Gresham with a whistle. “QOut for a
duck—bowled by a girl! TI'll take your
advice, and be on my guard.”

“ Irene & Co. have been doing wonders at
cricket,” said Nipper, frowning. “They’re
not to be sneezed at or under- estxmated
With those three chaps out of the Eleven

there’s just a chance that we shall - get
whacked.”

“Horrible thought!” said Reggie Pitt,
grinning.

““Oh, you can take 1t lightly!” grunted
Nipper. “But do you realise that we’d
never hear the last of it? Licked on our
own ground by a girls’ team! My sons,

we can’t aﬂ'ord to take the risk.”

“Ahem!” coughed Victor Orlando gently.

“Eh?” said Nipper.

“T'll play against the girls if you like,”
suggested Victor tentatively. “I know it’s
an awful cheek, putting myself forward.
I’'m only a new boy, and—"

“Do you play cricket? I mean, real
cricket ?”
“I think so,” said Victor eagerly. “Of

course, I djdn’t expect to get a chance at
St. Frank’s this seascn. But as it’s only a
game against schoolgirls—"

“All the more reason we need good,
proved men,” interrupted Nipper. “Sorry,
old chap.

“The km can play, too,” murmured
Victor. “That is to say, Orlando can play.
He’d be no end pleased if you gave him a
chance.”

Nipper felt uncomfortable.

“You two Caronians are keen cnough any-
how, and T admire you for it,” he said.
“ Stl“ I don’t think this is the ideal moment
for you to start your cricket. I want to sce
you at the nets rst.”

“I’m sorry,” said Victor, flushing. *“It—
it was only a suggestion. 1 think I'll go
and find my friend.”

He went indoors hurriedly. >

“That was awkward,” muttered Nipper.
“He meant well, but, of course, it’s out of
the question.”

“Like his nerve, if you ask me,”
mented Fullwood.

com-
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With a devastating drive the schoolboy king sent Forrest to the ground—knocked out.

“Give the chap a chance,” smiled Nipper.
“He doesn’t know the ropes yet; he doesn’t
know that new feflows——" He: broke off,
a sudden gleam coming into his eyes. “By
Jove!” he went an. “I wonder!™

‘“Stop wondering, and tell us what you're
driving at,” said Tommy Watsem bluntly.

“Well, the king has been threwing his
weight about a bit,” said Nipper, his eyes
twinkling. *“I don’t suppose he can help
it, and I rather like him! Don’t forget the
way he claimed the Common-room as his
study; he refused to recognise that it had
been a jape. It might be a good 1dea to
take some of the pomposity out of him.”

“*But how?” chorused the others.

“DBy playing him against the girls,” replied
Nipper. “And if we play the king we’ll
play his friend, too.”

“But they’re probably duffers!” protested
Gresham.

“lixactly,” nodded Nipper coolly. *“With
a couple of duffers in our team we shall be
excused if we lose the match. If we win—and
you can bet we’ll try to win—it’ll be all
right, just the same. And King Victor of
Caronia will have been taken down a peg or
two. T should think a king will feel pretty
small polatoes when he finds himself making
al poor. showing against a girl’s crickef
eleven.

‘““And after that he’ll have to hide hia
diminished head!” grinned Reggie Pitt. ‘“‘My
son, it’s a brainwave!’

‘““Hear, hear!”

““Good old Nipper!”

“It’ll put King Vietor in his place, and
make him feel as small as an inch!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

So the two young Caronians were destined
to make cricket history at St. Frank’s by
appearing in a match on their very first day
at the school, without even having been tried
at the nets!

ey au—

CHAPTER 10.
His Majesty Plays Cricket!

‘ Y Jove! Really?”’ exclaimed Vicior
Orlando eagerly.
“Yes—both of you,” said Nipper.
““Buck up and change into flannels.”
He had just told them, and they were
delighted by the good news—having no idea,
of course, that this was really another jape
against them.

““T shall be pleased to lend my services for
the occasion,’’ said Paul, with kingly dignitv.
“I may add that I am quite a good bowler.”

““That’s splendid!’” said Nipper, nodding.
“We can do with another good bowler. I'ma
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glad yvou told us, Orlando, or we might not
have known,”
“But I didn’t tell you,” said Victor un-

guardedly. “I mean—-"

‘“No, his majesty told us,”” chuckled Nipper.
“Well, he shall have his chance. Now, wha$
about flannels? I don’t suppose you’ve got
your own things as early as this, have you?
Buzz upstairs with me, and we’ll soon have
you fixed up.”

There was a record gathering of juniors
round Little Side when the Remove XI ap-
peared for the fray. The very fact that this
game was against the girls attracted unusual
attention. But the added fact that King
Victor of Caronia was to appear for tine
Remove gave the whole match a sensational
touch.

Irene Manners, the captain of the girls’
side, tossed with Nipper—and won. So the
St. Frank’s fellows went out to field, and the
girls started batting. .

There was a good deal of laughter and
cheering when the opening ‘““batsmen ’ came
out of the-pavilion, Irene Manners and Doris
Berkeley looked very neat and businesslike
in their white, short-skirted dresses, and wear-
ing their pads. They carried their bate con-
fidently.

Harry Gresham started the bowling, and it
was taken for granted that he would secure
a wicket in the first over. But to the surprise
of the schoolboy spectators—and to the delight
of the schoolgirls—Irene, who took the
bowling, knocked Gresham away for a two at

the very commencement, and followed this up

by hitting a glorious boundary immediately
afterwards, and then following 1t with
another two. In that very first over Irene
proved hersclf to be hot stuff at cricket.
“Bravo!”
*“Well done, Irenel!”

‘““Keep it up, you girls!”

Bowling from the other end, Reggie Pitt
sent down a short-pitched ball. Doris, with-
out hesitation, leapt out of her crease ana
drove hard to the boundary.

““Oh, good hit!”

‘““Well dene, Doris!”

In the pavilion, the other girls were clap-
ping and cheering excitedly.

$We'll show ’em!” said Ena Handforth, in
her matter-of-fact way. ‘‘We girls can’t piay
cricket, eh 7"

‘““All the same, I think we’re starting too
well,” murmured Winnie Pitt. “I don’t
think those bowlers are really trying.”

Doris hit the next ball for a single, and
Irene now had the bowling. She brought off
a neat strcke and sent the leather whizzing
through the slips., The girls ran hard, aud
securcd threo.

It was true that the Removites had so iar
regarded the game as a sort of joke, but they
soon began to settle down. Unfortunateiy,
Irene and Doris had settled down, too. By
the time the Remove bowlers started in real,
deadly earnest, the girl *‘batsmen were
more or less set. :
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They proceeded to score freely, defying all
the wiles of the bowlers; and the sceptioal
Removites had their last doubts removed.
Irene & Co. were certainly brilliant ericketers!
¢ OW are things going ?’’ asked Hand-

forth breathlessly.
He and Travers and Sir Monto
had just arrived, with all the other
fellows who had been detained.
“Hallo!’ said Church, in surprise. I
thought old Crowell was going to detain you
for two hours?”

““He relented,” growled Handforth. I

believe he suddenly remembered that he liad

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!
3

oy, A

Y

an appointment, or eomething. Anyhow, ho
looked at his watch, grunted, and told us
that we’d probably had enough. My hat!
So the girls are batting?”
“Batting 1isn’t the word!”
McClure. “‘They’re slogging!”’
“What about me?” demanded Handforth.
““Where’s Nipper? I can play now »
‘“Too late, old man,” interrupted Church.
““Orlando and Maddox have been shoved in,
and they’re doing pretty well in the field.™
““Those two new kids—playing in a match
on their first day!” cjaculated Handforth. =

“It’s a wheeze!” grinned Mac. “Nippor
wants to make ’em sing small—particularly
that giddy king!”

Handforth looked at the score-board, and
started,

exclaimad
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‘“What’s this?” he said.
up—and no wickets!”

“Irene and _Doris are doing wonders,” said
Church gruffly. *Our chaps can’t get ‘em
out!”’

“Good old Irene!” grinned Handfortn.
“Well done! Stick to it, Renie!”

“IFathead! She’'s laymrr against us!”

‘““Who cares?” roared Handforth. ‘“She’s
a wonder! Haven’t I always said so?”

Before Irene’s wicket feli, she had scored
24 off her own bat—which was an astonish-
ing performance for a girl cricketer against
such bowlers as the Remove could provide.
Winnie Pitt went in and started off slowly,

“Thirty-seven

‘““ THE KIDNAPPED KING!”

By E. S. BROOKS.

King Victor kidnapped by Caronian
plotters, who seek to obtain the throne of
Caronia for Prince Zeno, the schoolboy
king’s rascally half-brother.

It’s up to Nipper & Co. to defend thelr
new Form-fellow—and right valiantly they
rally rounda

Look out for this topping schoeolboy
mystery and adventure yarn next week.

‘“ The Phantom Foe!l!"’

By JOHN BREARLEY.

Smashing attacks by the Night Hawk
against the Phantom Foe. Next Wednesday’s
instalment is a suceession of thrills.

‘‘ Handforth’s Weekly!”?

“OUR ROUND TABLE TALK!”
A rORDER IN ADVANCE!?

but Doris continued to hit with

Doris lost her wicket, at len
the agility of Victor Orlando. She knoclxed
a ball that looked a certain boundary hit,
and she and the othe: ‘““batsmen "’ started
running.

But Victor, with a Hobbs-like pounce,
hurled hlmself full length, stopped the ball
with a smack that sounded all over the field,
and hurled it in like lightning. The stumf)s
went flying a sccond before Doris’s bat
rcached the crease.

“Oh! Well thrown in!”

“Well fielded !’

‘“Bravo!”

It had been a smart blt of fielding, and
Victor, getting to his feet, flushed with
pleasure.

%:'eat power
owing

stood with Nip
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After that, the girls did rot do so well.
Their “tail * was fairly weak. Still, they
were not skittled out. Only- two were dis-
misscd for a duck; the others scored 7 or 9
or 15, or modest scores like that.

And then, just when it secemed certain that
the boys would soon go in to bat, there was
an unexpected eighth-wicket stand by Mary
Summers and Betty Barlowe. They dnd not
score freely, but they simply Would not give
the fieldsmen a chance. They protected their
wickets effectively; they gave no catches;
they just hung on determinedly.

Nipper was at his wit’s end. None of his
bowlers seemed able to do anything; and
then, as a last resort, he put on Paul Maddox.
And everybody, still unenlightened regarding
Paul’s real identity, grinned.

“Here goes the king!” chucl\led Church.
“Let’s see how his majesty bowls.”

“His majesty ” bowled devastatingly. The
Removites almost rubbed their eyes when
Paul sent down his first ball. He took a
fairly long run, and the leather, when it left
his hand, sped through the air at a terrifie
pace. It seemed to be going wide of the
wicket, but it turned in and nipped off the

bails
“How’s that ?”" went up a yell.

“Out”’
‘“Well bowled, Orlando!” said Nipper
enthusiastically.

“That was a lucky one,” grinned Paul.
But he disproved his words within five

minutes. For it was his bowling which dis-
missed the remainder of the girls’ team.
They were helpless against it. As the last
wicket fell Paul came in for a great
cvation.

“My hat! It’s a pity you didn’t put him

on to bowl sooner!” said Fullwood as he
per. *“The chap’s a marvel.
I dido’t know they played cncket like that
in Caronia!”

“I don’t suppose they do,” smiled Nipper.
“This man’s been trained at an English
schl(;ql, don’t forget, and they trained him
well.”

“Your little stunt seems to be springing

a leak,” chuckled Reggie Pitt. “We’re the
fellows who look small, and ng Victor
has covered himself with glory.”

The Removites were not very pleased with

themselves. The girls had run up the for-
;niiiable total of 116. And worse was to
ollow

Perhaps the Remove fellows were over-
eonﬁdent they were batting against girls,
so there was nothmg to fear. Yet the very
disaster which Nipper had predicted for
Harry Gresham happened in the first over.

Nipper and Gresham went out to bat, and
two minutes later Gresham came back. Hoe
had been clean bowled with the second
ball of the over by Vera Wilkes. Gresham
felt like sinking through the solid turf, and
as he carried his bat to the pavilion he
seemed to have shrivelled to half his mormal
8178,
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Nipper stuck it, and scored freely, but the
cther batsmen failed to stay. Jimmy Potts
cnly scored 7; then Fullwood came in, made
10 in brilliant style, and was then caught
in the slips by Ena Handforth.

Tommy Watson slogged a boundary hit,
and evidently thought the bowling was easy.
He made just the same stroke at the next
ball, missed it, stepped out of his crease,
and was smartly stumped by Marjorie
Temple, who was the wicket-keeper.

“What’s the matter with them?" asked
Handforth dismally. “They’re coming out
in one long procession.. These girls are
going to win, by the look of it!”

“Good luck to ’em!”™ said Mr. Wilkes,
who was watching. ““They’re playing
wonderfully. Perhaps you boys won’t be so
cocksure after this.” |

Fortunately Jerry Dodd settled down, and
he and Nipper made a welcome stand. The
girls were being shown, at all events, that
they could not have everything their own
way.

Nipper finally knocked what he thought
to be a boundary, but a slim figure leapt
upwards, a slim arm reached out, and a
capable hand seized the ball and gripped it.

“Oh, well caught, Irene!”

Then followed another series of disasters.
Reggie Pitt, to everybody’s dismay, only
scored 3, and then his wicket was shattered:
Jack Grey, following him, made 9, after
which he gave an easy catch to square leg.

There was a bit of a stir as Paul Maddox
- carried out his bat. At least, the spectators
thought he was Paul Maddox. He was really
Victor.

He started cautiously, merely contenting
himself with keoping his wicket intact. A
gasp of dismay went up when Jerry Dodd
was clean-bowled, and further disaster was
to follow for Castleton, the next man in,
distinguished himself by getting a duck.

“Yo gods and little fishes!” groaned
Nipper. *“We’re done, I'm afraid. There
goes the last man in—Orlando—and we’ve
only scored 83, all told!”

“It can’t be done!” said Travers gloomily.
“These two new chaps can’t score 30
between ’em. For the love of Samson, we're
whacked by the girls.”

The girls themselves were wildly excited;
the boys were sheepish with anxiety. Nobody
really expected that Victor Orlando and
Paul Maddox would do anything noteworthy.

But these two young Caronians were full
of surprises. What they had done hitherto
was nothing compared with the last wicket
stand which enabled them to snatch a
victory for the Remove XI.

The excitement grew as Paul and Victor
took the total higher and higher. A roar of
cheering burst forth when the 100 was
reached. Victor proved himself to be =a
brilliant batsman, and as soon as he settled
down he scored freely. His driving was
powerful and masterly, and again and again
he knocked boundary hits.
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There was a tense silence all round Little
Side when the score stood at 113. It was
the last ball of an over, and Victor was
batting.

The ball came down, a really good one.
Victor swung his bat up, there was a click,
and the leather went speeding away to the
boundary for a 4.

“Hurrah!”

“Well done, you new chaps!”

It was the winning hit, and the next
moment Little Side was swarming as every-
body dashed towards the two young Caro-
nians who had saved the game,

CHAPTER 11.
A Bashing for Forrest!

¢ OU'RE all right!” said Nipper
& heartily, as he clapped Victor and
Paul simultaneously on the backs.

“Well done!”

“These girls are hot stuff, eh?” chuckled
Victor.

“A lot hotter than we thought,” agreed
Nipper. “We nearly came a cropper, aund
we should have done, but for you fellows.
I don’t mind telling you that I only put
you in this team to make you look small,
and I'm dashed if you’re not the heroes of
the match!” ."

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Caronia!”

“This chap may be a king, but he's the
goods!”

“Hear, hear!”

“A king who can play cricket like that is
a bit of a novelty.”

Everybody was talking at once; the girls
were just as hearty in their congratulations
as the boys. It had been a notable evening.
Even the seniors, and one or two of the
masters, came round and added their words
of pratse.

Victor and Paul were only too glad to get
free of the crowd at last, and even then
Paul found himself seized by Bernard
Forrest & Co., and whirled away. Paul
wasn’t at all keen.

“What'’s the idea of this?” he asked breath-
lessly. ‘‘Where are you fellows taking me?”

“It's all right, King Victor,” grifined
Forrest. “We’ve prepared a special feast in
your honour—something of our own, you
know. You’re our guest.”

“Am I?” asked Paul. "Are you asking
me to join your banquet just for myself, or
because you look upon me as a king?”

“Well, you are the king, aren’t you?”

grinned Bell. “King of Caronia. And
we’'re having you as our guest.”

“That’s just where you’re mistaken,” said
Paul gently. “Thanks all the same, but

there’s nothing doing.”
The Smart Set Jooked at him in disma3.
“What’s wrong?” asked Forrest. “Hang
it, we’re honouring you by inviting you to
the feast, and we want you to honour us by
accepting.” :
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“I’ve been warned against you, if you
want to know the truth,” said Paul bluntly.

“You’ve been warned? By whom?” de-
manded Forrest.

“By my f{riend.”

“By that common clodhopper Maddox ?”

“He is my countryman,” said Paul, his
colour rising. “You’ll either apologise for
that remark, Xorrest, or I’'ll knock you

down.” :
“Hang it, I didn’t mean to offend youl!l”
growled Forrest. ‘‘I’m sorry. ?’ut Maddox

hasn’t any right to interfere——

“Maddox is my friend, and he has told
me that you fellows are insincere, that you
only want to °‘cultivate’ me because I
happen to be the King of Caronia. Th.ankg
for the invitation, but I'm not accepting.

He walked off, and Forrest turned red with
fury.

“SfAnd I even apologised- to him!” he
muttered.  “It’s not his fault. It’s that
beast Maddox. Maddox turned King Victor
against us. By gad! T’ll make him pay,
toot”

The leader of Study A was seething with
fury. He and his chums had already spent
a lot of money that day in their endeavours
to “capture ” the young king, and they had
spent more money on a special banquet. To
be turned down like this, through the inter-
ference of Paul Maddox, as they supposed,
was unbearable.

Forrest caught sight of Victor, and he
hurried across, taking no notice of the other
Removites who were near. He seized Victor
bv the shoulder and swung him round.

“] want a word with you!” snarled
Forrest.
“Hallo] What’s the matter?” asked

Orlando in astonishment. . )
“Who the dickens do you think you are?
roared Bernard Forrest. . s
“Why, has somebody told you—" began
Victor, misunderstanding him. |
“King Victor has told me!” shouted
Forrest. “He told me that you warned him
against me and my pals.”

“J don’t think he needed any warning,”
retorted Victor shortly. o .

““Who do you think you are, giving advice
to your own king?” demanded Forrest
furiously. “You—a rotten commoner! It’s
like your nerve—"

“Just a minute!” said Victor quietly. “I
have been given to "understand that titles
mean nothing in the Remove. What are you
going up in the air about? Why do you
favour my friend more than me? Because
you think he’s a king, eh?”

“T didn't ask you for any cheeky answers,
you—you peasant!” roared Forrest.

“Oh!” said Victor eminously. “8o you
tkink I'm a peasant, do you. Well, Wh'ilt-
ever I am, I know how to use my fists!”

Crash! _ . ]

His right thudded with terrific force into
Forrest’s face, and the cad of the Remove
staggered back. But he soon recovered.

‘taken it for granted that
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“All right, you—you gipsy!” he snarled.
“1’ll show youl!”

He hurled himself at the young king, and
a moment later they were fighting fiercely.
A number of Removites and Fourth-Formers
surrounded them and hid them from view,
for there were prefects in sight and more
than one master.

“I say, you fellows, chuck it!” urged
Reggie Pitt, dashing up. “You can’t fight
like this on the playing-fields—"

“Let ’em alone!” interrupted Handforth.

‘“By Georcie'! It’s a glorious scrap! Go it,
you new chap! Slosh him!”
The new chap was going it, and he made

short work of Bernard Forrest, much to
Bernard Forrest’s consternation. The leader
of 8Btudy A was no mean fighter, and he had
e would be able
to “wipe up ” this Caronian in no time.

But he was the one who was wiped up.

Victor’s right was deadly, and it hammered
upon Forrest’s face like a battering-ram.
In vain Forrest attempted to get through
Victor’s guard, but it was no good. With
a tremendous drive the young king settled
the issue. Forrest reeled back, sat down
andgspr;wled!over,dgﬁ)aniﬁg. . !

“Good egg!” sal andforth approvingly,
“Well done, Maddox 1" i

Nipper came hurrying through the crowd,
and he was accompanied by a number of
other fellows, to say mnothing of an excited
group of Moor View girls.

“Maddox, did you say?’” asked Nipper.
“We've been dished, you chaps. These two
gidd'y;' Caronians have japed us up to the
eyes !

‘““What]” went up a general shout.

“Rather!” said Nipper, grinning. “This
chap who has just knocked Forrest out is
V%cf:t!q’r Orlando, the King of Caronia him-
se

Paul Maddox looked at Victor.

“Sorry, old man, but I just couldn’t keep
it secret any longer!” he said. “Mr. Wilkes
gave me a very rummy look, and I knew
what he meant, and then I saw you serap-
pintgl; So I thought I'd better trot out the
truth.”

Victor laughed. |
“Well, it doesn’t matter,” he said lightly..
“We’ve had our fun, and I rather think we
know who’s who, t00.” .

“Well, I’'m jiggered!” ejaculated Hand
forth, staring from one to the other. “So.
you’re the real king? And you’ve just given:
Forrest a licking. My son, put it therel’

Paul was grinning, too.
“I don’t mind admitting I'm jolly
pleased,” he said. “Poor old Vie. Ive

often wondered what it was like to be a
king, and now I know. Half a day of it
is half a day too much.”

“You bounder!” chuckled Nipper. “So
you were only spoofing when you put ok
that pompous air?”

(Continued on page 44.)
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Gather round, boys, for our weekly chin-wag

Rl A breezy chat on topies in general,
conducted by the Editor and Edwy
Searles Brooks..

DWY SEARLES BROOKS wishes to
acknowledge letters from the following
readers : Sidney Ward (N.W.10), Codric
L. Woods* (Brandon), Reg. T, Staples

(S.E.17), Leslie W. Trevor (Bolton), William
Slogan (Sandwich, Ontario), Harold W, Steff*
(Kettering), Douglas Knox (Dover), Ruby
Drake* (Toronto), Donald d’E Morin (Montreal),
Kenneth Macdonald** (Barrow - in-Furness),
Ernest S. Holman (E.10), Barbara M. Ives (St.
Albins, Jersey), Gordon E, C, Smith (Richmond),
Geoffrey H., Wood (Walsall), Victor Ambridge
(S.W.15), Bertram H, Mallett (Iinfield).
® . *

The regular wicket-keeper of the JuniorXI,
Harold W, Stefl, is Boots of the Fourth. As for
Travers keeping his place in the Eleven, there is
no doubt that he will manage this all right. as
Travers is a most enthusiastic cricketer. With
regard to your postscript as to whether there
are any serious objections to your writing
again, this scarcely needs answering. All
readers are invited to send letters for * Our
Round Table Talk,”” and such cheery, witty
letters as your own are not likely to be dis-
couraged. Let’;s have s‘?me moro, old man !

The holiday adventure series deseribing
Nipper & Co.’s visit to Arizona, Douglas Knox,

eared in August, 1929. You ask if Willy

app
Ifandforth has any girl chum, Well, Willy isa 9

matter-of-fact youngster, and he doesn’t pay
much attention to girls; but he made a real
chum of Molly Stapleton in a series which
appeared a year or two ago. Since then Molly
has come to the Moor View School, and Willy
still regards her more or less as his own par-
ticular property; . .

Wally Freeman, the St. Frank’s Soccer
coach, 13 not Sports Master, Ernest S. Holman.
He is a footer coach, and nothing else. He has
his time pretty well occupied, too. At this
gseason of the year, of course, he is having his
well-earned holiday.

* * *

In answer to your questions, Gordon E, C,
Smith, there is no Russian boy at St. Frank’s
at present. Enoch Snipe isin the East House ;

he shares Study 15 with David Merrell and
Frederick Marriott, There is nobody living in
Moat Hollow now.

» * *

The boys you mention, Bertram H. Mallett,
are still at St. Frank’s—Augustus Hart and
Justin B, Farman are in Study T, in the West
House, with Owen major; Lord Pippinton
(better known as “ Old Pippy ') is in Study W
with Alan Castleton and Tom Burton; and
Charlie * Boomerang » Bangs is in Study I of
the Ancient House with Jerry Dodd and
Hubert Jarrow. Tommy Watson’s sister,
Violet, is st-ilaat the Moor View School.

* *

The gymnasium, Reg. T. Staples, is always
ogen to the boys. No restrictions are placed on
physical exercising, and even when there is no
compulsion many of the boys are to be found in
the gym. But they can only rcceive instruction
at certain fixed times. The gym instructor
has never been actually mentioned in the
stories, but when the occasion arises he will be
Eroperly introduced to the readers. Fullwood

as two sisters. With regard to Conroy minimus
and his eldest brother, Conroy major, although
the prefect is somewhat aloof with the fag at
school, as befits his dignity, whenever they are
in private there is a vast difference. Conroy
major unbends, and he treats his young brother
uite affectionately. Bob Christine also has a
sister at the Moor view School—Agnes,

* * x.

George Wraith, of Halton, near Leeds, asks
for particulars as to how he can join the Mor-
chant Service. He should write to the Seca
Schcol Selection Officer, Board of Trade Office,
79, Mark Lane, London, IE.C.3, or to any ship-
ping company. Unfortunately, he has bcen
rejected by the Royal Navy on account of weak
eyesight, and this may again affect his chances
where the Merchant Servxse is concerned.

* . .

Readers should address their letters to Tho
Editor, *‘ Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, who
will get Mr. Brooks to answer personally for
“Our Round Table Talk,”: any quories which
require his attention.
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Night Hawk and Snub—two winged figures of vengeance !

The PHANTOM FOE!
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The Phantom’s Headquarters!

HI. bleak little 1island, buttressed
ll by granite rocks and saw-edged
rcefs against the onslaught of the
snarling waves from the Atlantic
wastes, lay hidden under its eternal shroud
of raw grey sca-mist. It was one of a
long chain of islets that lay on the lonely
waters like grim flotsam; the homes of
terns and scagulls, places shunned and
forgotten by the world.

Twenty miles to the cast, hidden by the
mists that brood constantly over the seas
in this region, were the Outer Hebrides,
sparsely inhabited and very desolate. A
few fishermen plied their trade in the
coastal bays there, but nonc ever ven-
tured among the scattered islands out
beyond. There was nothing to be earmed
by doing so save a battering from the

A thrilling mystery and
adventure serial

By JOHN BREARILEY

(Opening chapters re-told in
brief on page 41.)

scas and the ever-present danger amid
fog-bound reefs and vicious tide-rips.
Even the big coasting steamers gave the
island-chain a wide berth.

All of which suited certain people down
to the ground. For, on the largest 1sland
of the group, the greatest band of
criminals 1n modern times had their base
and hcadquartcers.

In the ngmin hut of the island, a frame-
built affair of pine and corrugated irom,
two men in masks and long yellow robes
stared through the window in moody
silence. Thirty yards away, on bare rock,
lay the slender shape of a beautiful air-
ship, seen dimly in the clinging mist.
Many men were on top of the hull, hard
at work; the clang of riveting hammers
rang out briskly, and brazier fires glowed
foggily. But the busy sight brought no
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pleasurc to either of the masked on-
lookers, one of whom turned away at
length with an oath.

“Bad—cursed bad !” he growled.

The other nodded.

“You're right, chief. Gad, it was some
struggle to get home the other night, after
we’d dropped you. Both helicopters were
smashed this time by that hound, Kyle.
And the damage inside from his infernal
grenades was enough to put ycars on me.
We just about crawled here!”

The Phantom Foe grunted again and
paced the hut rather wearily. Poor news
this, to reward him for the hasty sccret
journey to the north. With a maximum
cruising spced of two hundred m.p.h.,
threce hours flying at the outside enabled
the airship to reach her lonely lair from
any point in Britain. But it took the
Phantom considerably longer—from where
he had come!!

Halting in his stride, he glowered at his
lieutenant.

“How long before you can fly properly
again P he jerked.

“At least a week, chief !” was the reply
that made him curse once more.

“Huh! And all through that dog,
Thurston Kyle. Well, anyway, we gave
him something to think about, too, with
our bemb, the dog. No; we didn’t get
him, or his brat of an assistgnt. They’re
still alive—I've seen them. But you
should have seen his house—I had a look
at that, too. We smashed it to pulp !”

The licutenant growled savagc})y.

“Wish we’d smashed Kyle to pulp, too!”
he grunted. ‘

A gleam of insane fury flashed from the
Phantom’s eyes.

“Oh, we'll get him. We'll do it. TI’ll
cet him alive this time, too, lieutenant.
Catch him—like that!” One muscular
fist clenched evilly. “And, by thunder,
I'll makc him regret he ever butted in on

me or my affairs!”

For some secconds neither man spoke
again, the silence broken only by the
furious strides of the Phantom up and
down the room. There was something
tigerish in his restless pacing-—a rage that
choked him and made his firm lips twist
and quiver under the mask. His
licutenant, who had seen him in this mood
before, knew better than to interrupt. He
only frowned at the floor and waited.

At last a bitter gasp from his leader told
him that the fit had passed. The rage
ebbed from the Phantom’s face, leaving it
cold and masterful as ever; and, crossing
to a chair, he sat down, nodding his com-
panicn curtly to another. Then he laid a
firm band on his knee.
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“We’ve got to get Kyle, my friend.
He’s the one thing standing between us
and a complete clean-up. We can do
nothing properly now while he is at large,
swooping on us with those uncanny wings

of his. He’s a scientist, too, remember,
and a great inventor. It won’t be long
before hLe devises some weapon more

powerful than those grenades he carries.
And then, once he catches us—good-
night !”

“And we can’t hit him, either, chief!”
complained the other. ‘“Firing at him i1n
the darkness is like shooting at a moth.
Our smoke screen _holds him off, true.
But it doesn’t catch him .

“Catch him!?” The Phantom took up
the words ecagerly. “Ay, that’s what we
want. Not to waste lead on a will-o’-th’-
wisp, but to capture him—yes, in mid-
air 1”?

The lieutenant looked up with swift
intcrest in his face. Knowing his leader,
he guessed from his tone that some new
idea had occurred to the brilliant brain of
the great gangster. He was right.

“And I've got a plan!” said the
Phantom sombrely. ‘“A plan to nail him
in flight, too. He uses those infernal
wings to attack us. Well "—he laughed
with harsh venom—"“we’'ll use them to
trap him/”

“Ah !’ His companion raised his eye-
brows. ‘What’s the big idea, chief”

“T'll tell you. You say you'll be a week
making rcpairs to the ship? Well, then,
get on with it. And while you’re doing
it, set some of the men on this scheme!”
And, leaning close despite the quietness of
the hut, he began speaking in low, but
forcible sentences that thrilled his listener
through and through. Gradually, as the
idea was outlined, admiration and delight
dawned in the lieutenant’s eyes. When
the clear-cut orders were finished, he shot
out a hand and scized the Phantom’s in
a warm grip.

“My stars, chief, you’re wonderful.
That’s a great idea—simply great !”

The Phantom nodded and lit a cigarette.

“Yes, I think it may do. The technical
details I lcave to you—as usual. But
there is something more yet. The scheme
will be useless unless we can draw Kyle
into the net for certain!”

““That’s so, all right. Well?”

“And this is what we’ll do!” Once
again the Phantom gave his orders, and
once again, when he had finished, hise
assistant chuckled hoarsely.

“A fake raid, ch? Gad, yes. He's surg
to bite, chief. We’ll hook him this timé
for keeps!”

“I think so—I think so!” purred the
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Phantom, well-pleased; and he stood up.
“Well, I can’t stay here. Order me some
food, lieutenant, and I'll be getting back
to the mainland !” He laid a hand on the
other’s shoulder. “You do your part, old
friend. I’ll do the rest—in London !”

““London !”  Disapproval and gloom
edged the licutenant’s voice hs he repeated
the word. He shook his head earnestly.
*Chief, when are you going to chuck it
and come aboard for good? You’re run-
ning the devil’s own risk all the time,
you know; and——-"

“I’'ll comc aboard—when the time 1is
ripec for the clean-up!” vreplied the
Phantom sternly. “Belicve me, T'm quite
safe—for the time being, anyway. It
would take more than the police to catch
mec where I'm hiding, eh?” Both men
laughed as at some priceless jest. “And
until Thurston Kyle is caught, I’'ll be
more useful on the ground, leaving you to
run things here!”

Evcry time the Phantom made one of his
bricf visits to the airship, his loyal friend
made the same remonstrance and received
the same answer. He was no match for
his dominating leader. He turned away
now with a half-shrug.

“0.K.—you’ll play your own game, I
know. I—I’ll see about some food !”

‘““And see to my orders, too!” was the
deep reply.

Left alone, the Phantom walked to the
window again, staring with unsecing eyes
at the busy men on his airship. Suddenly,
as though voicing some plcasant thought,
he spoke softly to himself. His right
hand began to clench, slowly, and in a
ges\‘%ure that was as ugly as it was signifi-
cant.

“Like that, Thurston Kyle.
—that!” he whispered. And
closed finally, like a trap.

An hour later, watched by silent, rigid
figures on the rocky island, a tiny sailing-
boat bobbed out through the reefs.
Gradually the mist closed about it, hiding
it from sight. The Phantom was going

Just—Iliko
the hand

41
away again, back to the mystery in
which he worked and dwelt.

Back to clear away the one man who

stood i1n awmbition’s path.

Message of Menace!

EANWHILE, Thurston Kyle and
M Snub had disappeared !
Their old house at Hampstead,
shattered by the Phantom’s bomb
three days ago, was in the hands of the
builders. Inquiries as to the scientist’s
whercabouts were answered by a certain
lcan and dark-browed gentleman named
Alf Jenkins—of the Kittens—who lounged
about the grounds. If he thought fit he
referred the inquirers to ah old firm of
solicitors in Lincoln’s Inn, where messages
might be forwarded. But mostly he did
not think fit, and mercly scowled and
turned away.

Thurston Kyle, however, was mnot very
far off—no farther, in fact, than the peacc-
ful quictness of his friend, Sir John
Alan’s, little estate among the Surrey hills
down Reigate way. There, with Snub
recovering quickly from his 1injuries,
the Kittens within telephone call, and
his airship Thunderer safely under cover
in its sheltered paddock, the Night Hawk
got on with his own plans for battle.
Lone-handed .plans, without the aid of
Scotland Yard; and conscquently safe
from the Phantom’s eavesdropping.

Knowing the damage he had dome to
his enemy’s airship, he guessed that
Britain would be safe from the latter for
scveral days at least—probably over a
weck or so. For all that, he wasted no
time. Each day he motored up to town,
spending many hours in the works of the
little clectrical firm of which lhe was the
virtual owner. Threc experts there were

always free to attend to any work he

required donc. Moreover, they could be

trusted to do it in well-paid secrccy.
Thus when, eight days later, the

Phantom brazenly announced bhis mnext

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

THE NIGHT HAWK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declares war on

THE PHANTOM FOEL, a ruthless criminal, who has . ]
Always he attacks amid@m cloud of yellow gas, which stupefies his

victims: then disappears literally into air, for he directs operations from an invisible airship.
The Night Hawk discovers this, but in his first clash with the Phantam is defeated. Scotland 5
Yard callse in Kyle, and he promises to assist them to bring the criminal to book. He outlines
a plan to Captain Frank Arthurs, but, owing to a lecakage of information, the Phantom
Then comes the sensational news that Lucius Pelton, of the Treasury, has
vanished, and Arthurs immediately suspects that he is in league with the Phantom Foe. The
Night Hawk also has his suspicions regarding the identity of the crook, but he does not
reveal them to Scotland Yard: -indeed, ajter _ )
following a bombing attack by the Phantom, he severs his connection with the Yard. But
only because he has secret plans of his own,

(Now read on.)

kidnapping, looting.

outwits them.

i

commenced a reign of terror, killing, H

bis house is wrecked, and Snub injured

L Ve
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of his, Thurston

coup in that bold way
grimly and pre-

Kvle. rubbed his hands

L 4

parcd for actiom. .

The Phantom’s message, sent by post
from the Strand to every paper in the
South of England, was brisk and arrogant
as usual, tinged with the sardonic humour
for which his communications were as
famous as they were drcaded :

“To-morrow mnight, at cleven, 1
intend to raid cither Southtown or
Porthampton from the English Channel.
I have not yet decided which. Air-
planes, battleships, and guns will be
uscless, so I advise the authoritics not
to risk their mecen,

““Good people of Southtown or Dort-
hamptor, you will know my dceision 1o-
morrow at cleven. Pay your money and
take your choice. Or, ratier, I make
the choice and you pay the money.

“Trr PrANTOM FoOE.”

Thurston Kyle, perusing the amazing
messaze that even now was causing a panic
in the threatened towns, smiled, although
his eyes held a deadly serious light. The
insolcnce of the Phantom was not the
mere conceit of the average criminal, but
deliberately calculated cleverness. Safe in
their weird airship, armed with their viru-
.lent anwesthetic, the Yellow Gas, his
gangsters could well afford to laugh at
any defence in the world. With his
modern weapons of attack, thc Phantom
had got guns and battleships “stone cold,”
as Snub put it. And by taunting his
prospective victims beforehand, and keep-
ing them in open suspense, he increased
the mystery and terror of his name.

“But perhaps others have a few ideas,
too, my friend I” Thurston Kyle mentally
apostrophised his cnemy. ‘“Possibly I’ll
be over tlhie Channel near those towns to-
morrow night also. Wkc’ll enjoy a good
laugh together—if you are on board!”

It was diamond cut diamond. The
Phantom had not the least intention of
wasting Yellow Gas on the quiet Channcl
towns he had named. But he did intend
luring Thurston Kyle 1o their defence.
And by picking a thirty-miles ‘“beat ” be-
-twecn them, he avoided any chance of gun-
batteries on ground or sea showering lecad
into the air above Southtown and Port-
hampton, on the off-chance of hitting him.

He had planned his trap well. And,
what was more, Thurston Kyle was going

into it. He, too, had a surprisc or so for
the Phantom Foe.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The Attack of the Sparrowhawk!

HE summer storm that had been

“ brewing all day over southern

England had burst at last with the

coming of night. Like the clap of
doom, the first crashing roar of thunder®
split the sky just after tem o’clock,}
heralded by a vivid, vicicus flash of light-»
ning. From then on, pandemonium raged
overhead, as, with every minute, the pent-
up forces of Nature grew in strength.

_Great gashes of livid flame tore the
darkness asunder, illumining the greasy
Channcl waves and the Hampshire
countryside. For quivering seconds on
end, every detail of trees, fields, hcuses
and roads stood out stark and clear in the
brilliant flashes, only to vanish again into
humid blackness. ., The glare shone, too,
on warships cruising off-shore, on two
towns cowering with unlighted streects,
while in the hills behind, anti-aircraft
crews crouched round their guns, ready to
spray the skies with shells the split-sccond
the Ycllow Gas appeared.

To add to the ferocity of the storm, a
savage wind sprang up on the heels of the
thunder, reaching galc-force long before
eleven. It wae a wild night for wild
deeds. The one comfort the townsfolk of
Southtown and Porthampton hugged to
their hearts was that thc upheaval might
prevent aircraft of any kind, and the
Phantom’s in particular, from sailing.

That was a vain hope.

Exactly fiftecn minutes before eleven, a
splendid airship did sail In across the
Channel coastline, magnificently con-
temptuous of the raging storm and gale.
But 1t was not the Phantom’s; 1t was an-
other, just as dangerous, coming likc a
lean avenger to take up his challenge.

And cvery man aboard, as tough a crew
of fichting-men who ever stepped, wore
goggles made of anti-actinic glass, the one
kind that would reveal the presence of
their “invisible” enemy. A few had
binoculars also, fitted with the same lens.

Dircctly above Southtown, the larger
of thg tgreabened towns, the Thunderer
stopped and ‘‘anchored ” in mid-air ’ at
six-thousand feet, under the great heli-
copters whirling on the roof. Why the
Phantom, usually so decisive, should have
made such a vague threat Thurston Kyle
could not fathom, nor did he try particu-
larly hard. It was enough that he Lad
made plans himself to cover the whole of
the thirty miles between the towns. .

As soon as the Thunderer stopped, thosc
plans began. An air-lock opened aft; and
for a moment, as lightning flooded the
sky, a tall, fantastic figure stood revealed
in the exit. The next, the Night Hawk,
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under stifly - spreading  wings, had
launched himself far out into the turmoil
of the wind. He was gone in a flash,

steadily slicing his way out into the
Channel.
And directly he had gome, another

winged figure darted from the hovering
airship also—a short, sturdy youngster
with {mart beating joyously—borne aloft
by wings that were the duplicate of his
master's. There were two flyers quarter-
ing the sky that night in scarch of the
Phantom Foe ! |

- When Thurston Kyle had first’ proposed
to “arm ” Snub Hawkins with pimons like
iris own, the grimly-genial Kittens had
promptly christened the lad “The Sparrow-
hawk.” But Snub, fighting his way out
- to his station above Porthampton, did not
care .a hoot. All he knew was that his
dcarest ambition had come true. He was
in the air at last, flying and fichting with
his keloved chief, as he had always longed
to do.

In theory he knew as much about the
wings as the Night Hawk did. In prac-
tice, however, he had not the skill, of
course, although a week’s hard trainmng
had had its cffcct. He sped westwards now
at a good speed, lurching off his course
oecasionally in the bitter struggle with
the wind. '

Getting the strength and direetion of
the slanting gusts eventually, his progress
became smoother. There had been a few
minutes carlier-on during which Thurston
Kvle had doubted whether he should send
the lad out on. such a night for his first
trip, but Snub, in his obstinate way, had
set his teeth. His orders were to patrol
above Porthampton, while the Thunderer
did the same for Southtown, and the more
experienced Night Hawk watched above
the stormy Channel. Thus the Phantom,
in laying in ambush for his cnemy, was
sending his gang and his ship straight
into another net, guarded at three points
by fast, determined foes. Snub, as he
battled through the storm, prayed that he
would be the first to spot the airship’s
arrival.

And, as he flew two miles off Port-
hampton, his heart gave a single thrilliny
leap. -

I:'l[)is hand streaked to the back of his
belt, where six grenades were c]i%)ped-'—-
new ‘and terrible throwing-missiles of
T''N.T.—which, if hurled cleanly into an
airship’s interior® would smash it wide
open. At the same moment, he jerked out
a flare-gun and fired two signals at des-
perate speed.

Unfortunately, a blinding streak of
forked lightning shot down at the same
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time, “killing ” them both in its fierce
bright glare, so that neither Thursion
Kyle nor the Thunderer's crew saw them.
It was a shp in the plans that led to
strange events.

Snub, burning with anxiety to distin-
cuish himself, whirled on his wings and
raced upwards—to meet the dimly-glowing
vessel shooting down towards him !

His wish had come true. Down from the
tremendous height at which she had been
flying dived the Phantom’s airship, in a
straight, steep tilt. Before Snub rcached
her, the beautiful, evil eraft flattened out;
swung athwart him, and startcd forth on
her “beat,” there to wait patiently until
her enemy, the Night Hawk, fcll into the
trap and attacked her.

But instcad of the Night Hawk, still
cruising above - Channel, came Snub
Hawkins, the Sparrowhawk !

Belting 1into his fiercest spced, he
swirled aloft, coming down again in a
whirlwind, diving onslaught, as Thurston
Kyle had taught him. Necarer and ncarer
loomed the hull of the airship, until Snub
found himself not ten yards off.

The airship was at his mercy.

Quick as a flash, he jerked a grenadc
from its clip, swung back his arm, and
poised himself for a tremendous throw and
a lightning getaway.

But the missile he held was . never
thrown. A fraction of a sccond before he
realised it, somecthing reached out and
gripped him—somethfmg unsecen and un-
canny, strong beyond the stiength of the
wind, resistless as fate. It was as though
powerful, invisible hands had caught him
in mid-flight. They clutched him, draw-
ing him towards the airship as a whirlpool
cnsnares a tired swimmer.

Frantically he tried to throw his grenade,
but it jerked feebly from his hand and dis-
appcared. He could feel the thing that
was gripping him now; his wildly-beating
hands came into contact with thin steel
meshes that clung and stuck to his wings
and the steel controls; wrapped him
tightly about the legs, arms and bedy,
closing over him in an all-embracing grip.

Like a fish struggling in a net, Snub
fought then; and his struggles were just
as vain. Stronger ard firmer grew the
meshes around him. Relentlessly he was
drawn through ihe air towards tlie shining
hull before him. Straight towards two
masked, powerful men who waited eagerly
in an air-lock to haul him in!

(Will Snub be caplured by the Phantom
Foe ? See next Wednesdapy’s scnsationai
instalimment—it’s a thriller !)
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HIS MAJESTY OF THE REMOVE !
(Continucd from page 37.)

- “That’s all,” replied Paul.” “We thought
we’d keep it up as long as possible. Natut-
ally, we don’t want the Common-room for a
-stud We’ll dig with the other chaps, and
‘we're only too pleased

. Bernard - Forrest, slowly recover mg,
Rtafrrrered to his feet. His pthlcal pain,
l‘(.uwevcr was as nothing compared with his
mental anguish. He had heard everything.

- He stared at Victor dully. He had called
him' 'a”commoner, a peasant, a gipsy. He
had insulted him 11ght and left—and actually
he was the "real’ King Victor of Caronia!
Forrest reolcd-m\m, his collapse complete,
and;the other cads were equally staggered.
It 'was tog late now to put things right.

- As for the schoolbuy king and his friend,
thcy were, glad enounh that the jape was
over, and that they could now settle down
as mdmalv Removites.

Victor, in particular, was p]oased. By
arriving at the school under another name
he had gained popularity through his own
personahtv and not by his position. . Also,
he had got the exact measure of his fntme
Qchnol fellows.

'So everything was all serene.

.t THE END.
(Caronian plotters at St. Frank's ! King
Victory. Lidnapped!  Nipper & Co. are

booked for many stirving adventures now
that they have a schoolboy king in their
ranks. Next week’s exciting, long com-
plete yarn, featuring the Chums of St.
Frank’s, 1is eniitled: ‘ The Iudnappod
King ! ’' Order your copy now to avoid
dumppomfnwnt ) -

‘Road, Bow,
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J. Faircloth, 31, \Vllbon Stleet Bmdc‘t
London .3, wishes to correspond
with 1eadcls in Germuany.

Patrick Dockery, Shannon View, Carrick-
on-Shannon, Co. Leitrim, lreland, asks for
(oueSpondents in the ])omlmons U.S. A., and
Franca.. \

J. Farish, 25, Summerhill Terrace, West-

gate Road, Newcastle- an-Tyne, wants a

(~oueapondent at Whitley Bay.. _
Arthur B. Pearson, (‘10\10 Devons})ire

Strect, Woodstock, Ca e To“n, S. Africa,

would like readers im %ootland to  join his
International Correspondence Club. :

Eric J. Robson, Rosedale, Cas“el N. ;\V

Australia, wants comespondents in hmopmn
countries, Java, and Rhodesia.

Russell  Stackhouse, 5124, Sher.n'ool\e
Strect, Montreal, Canada would like to hear
from readers interested in stamp-collecting,
wireless, and model acroplanes; agns 12 to

16.

David A. Moorhead, Castleroa I’.__O.', Co
Roscommon, Ireland, wishes * to  correspond
with a reader in England. His age is 24.

Keith Stacey, 23, Mycenae Road, West-
combe TPark, Blackhcath, London, S.E.3,
wants a ceorrespondent in South Africa;
interested in swimming and shooting; age

10.
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