


Schoolboy King Menaced By Caronian Plotters !

The KIDNAPPED

CHAPTER 1.
A Shock for Phipps!

(X |n

OOD gracious me
If Phipps had been suddenly
stung by a large and angry
hornet, he could not have
jumiped more violently. The colour had
flown from his cheeks, and he looked like
a man who has received a terrific shock.

In a way this was right, for Dhipps had
just rcceived a large brmwn-papm parcel
and this large brown-paper parcel, opened,
reposed 1in front of him in the Ancient

House at St. Frank’s.

Phipps was Archie Glenthorne’s valet,
and he was a man of placid tempera-
ment. But there werec moments when
even Phipps shed that mask of im-
perturbability, and stood revealed as a
very human man. However, Phipps was
a well-trained servant, and only a great
and unexpected shock could affect him
as noticeably as this. As he stood by
Archie Glenthorne’s table on this hot
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he  resembled the

afternoon,
smart City man man who, having cauglit
the eight-fiftcen by the skin of his tecth,
and having squashed 1nto a crowded com-

summer’s

he has
word,

partment, has discovered that
omitted to don a necktie. Tn a
I’hipps was stirred to the depths.

A spasm of momentary weakness shook
his frame, but, pulling himself together,
he firmly grasped the contents of the
parcel and drageged them into the tull
light of day. It roquil‘ed a strong effort
of will to do- this, but Phipps was no
coward.

At this moment the door of the study
opcened, and Tubbs, the Ancient House
page-boy, whistling shrilly, entered with
spme letters.

“Oh, hallo, Mr. Phipps!” he said,
interrupting his song. ‘“What’s the
matter? You look like you’ve scen a
ghost 1” .

“I have scen something worse than a
onost I replied Phipps hoskily
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“That will do, Tubbs !” he said coldly.
“What are these? Letters? Who told
-you to take them out of the rack?”
““Master Glenthorne always tips me for
bringing his letters to the study,” ex-
lained Tubbs. “I thought he was here,
Em 'ing a nap. My ! That's a lovely
suit vou 've got there, Mr. Phipps !”
Archie’s valet started. He was inex-
pressibly shocked. to learn of Tubbs’
— depravity of taste. The thing he held
in his hand—the thing he had Just taken
from that parcel—was the cause of his
mental anguish. He held 1t at arm’s
—_— length as a man might hold a poisonous
— reptlle
— “Lumme !” - said Tubbs admiringly.
— “That’s what I calls
smart !”
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Somcething  scemed

to snap in Phipps’
head.,

— — “Smart !” he burst
- out “It is an
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abomination! A hor-

— ror! An atrocity!
The tailor who per-
- - petrated this—this

/ \—"? outrage—ought to be
— hounded out of busi-

, —~ ness .’
//// / p/ e ————— Tubbs® jaw dropped,
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and his eyes opened
wider.

o , 3"-” “Crikey !” he ejacu-
..—;;,.\_i:: lated. ,

"‘Z\é—‘;&b\ _ | Ho was far more

—_— ovm==_  surprised by Phipps’

- behaviour than by

Tubbs looked round the study curiously. Phipps’ words. He had never before seen

“I can’t see nothing !” he remarked. Archie’s valet so moved. The valet seemed
“Crumbs! You arc looklncr groggy, Mr. to quiver with indignation.

Phipps !” “But there!” went on Phipps bitterly.

Phipps, mortified to learn that his mask ‘ You always have shown a lack of taste

of 1mperturbability had so completely where clothes are concerned Tubbs. Put
fallen from him, pulled himself together those letters down, and go.’

with an even stronger effort. Tubbs blinked.
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“Well, I’'m blowed !” he said. *“Are
you looking so upset, Mr. Phipps, be-
cause of that therc suit?”
~ “We will not discuss the matter,” said
Phipps stiffly.

“Looks all right to me,” commented
Tubbs. “Jolly nice suit! One of Master
Archie’s, I suppose? What’s the matter
with it, anyhow?”

“We will not discuss
young man,” replied Ehipps coldly,
away. You worry me.”

“Steady on, Mr. Phipps,” protested
Tubbs. **You're funny about clothes,
amn’t you? But I’m blowed if I can sce
anything wrong with the suit. It’s a nice
colour—a sort of brownish-purple.”

Phipps shuddered.

“I should rather call it a purplish-
brown,” he said distastefully., “An
atrocious hue, Tubbs. The cut, too, is
impossible. However, we will not pursue
the subject. Put those letters down, and

O.))

5 There was such a note of authority in
Phipps’ voice that Tubbs placed the
letters on the table and took his de-
parture—but not without a last admiring
glance at that new suif.

Phipps once again held the suit at
arm’s length, and gazed upon it in a

the subje;:t,
1 GO

sort of fascinated stupor, as though
hypnotised. .
Ordinary people could mever quite

understand Phipps’ attitude with regard
to clothing. His taste was perfect, of
course, and he gencrally saw to it that
Archie Glenthorne was turned out as
nearly perfect as anybody could be turned
out. But whereas the sight of a highly-
coloured lounge suit would merely call
for a passing remark from the ordinary
Eerson, Phipps would be affected for
ours—perhaps days. He had been known
to reel at the sight of a neccktie, and he
had many times made a long detour of
the school, merely in order to avoid meet-
ing Mr. Alington Wilkes, the Housemaster
of the Ancicnt House—who, in Phipps’
. opinion, was a standing disgrace to the
school. A gentleman, of course—a
charming man—but, in the matter of
clothes, a menace to the community.

Phipps was funny that way.

Only by constant supervision did he

revent Archie Glenthorne from making a
opeless young ass of himself. Archie’s
taste in suits and ncckties was deplorable.
He had a passion for colour—and vivid
colour at that. Left to himself, he would
run absolutely riot.

Here, in this appalling suit, was an
instance of Archibald Winston Derek
Glenthorne’s wilfulness. Quite unknown
to Phipps—without even consulting

.gager
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Phipps—he had had this suit made by his
tailor. Only by the merest chance had
the parcel come into Phipps’ hands first.
It was a narrow shave—so narrow that
Phipps was still feeling shaky.

There was only one thing to do, of
course; hide the suit. Better still,
destroy it—and trust to luck that Archic
would forget all about it.

But this was so unlikely that Phipps
felt dubious. When Archie ordered a
suit without his—Phipps’—knowledge, he
seldom, if ever, forgot it. Rather did
he wait upon the doorstep, looking witi
eyes for ‘delivery-men. Phipps
could only assume that Archie was not
here now because he had been detained by
the cricket match which was just takiny
place on Little Side. The St. Frank’s
Junior XI was playing Hal Brewster &
Co., of the River House School. This
match was a “local Derby,” and it always
attracted very considerable interest.

The study door opened again, and once
more Phipps was discovered with that suit
in his hand. But it wasn’t Tubbs this
time. It was Orlando, of the Remove.
Orlando shared this study with Archie
Glenthorne and Alf Brent, so he had a
perfect right to walk in.

“Hallo, Ihipps!” said Orlando cheer-
fully.

“G@ood-afternoon, sir,’
deference.

Phipps felt that deference was due to
this new Removite. For Victor Alexis
Orlando was not of thc ordinary run of
schoolboys. -

Although it was definitely understood
by all and sundry that King YVictor of
Caronia should be trcated as an ordinary

?

said Phipps, with

schoolboy, Dhipps could never forget
Victor’s real station. Phipps, 1in fact,
considered that Study E was greatly

honoured by its new member.

Victor Orlando, King of Caronia, had
recently come to St. Frank’s, accompanied
by his boon friend, Paul Maddox. Paul
was the son of a prominent Caronian
tradesman, but he and Victor had been
chums since early childhood, and they
werc practically inseparable. ‘

It was difficult to realise that these two
boys were not English. Wictor was a
cheerful, mischievous youngster, with
twinkling eyes and curly chestnut hair;
Paul was fair and rather handsome. They
had- had an English tutor since child-

hood, and they had spent two or three

years in a high-class preparatory school
in Bedfordshire. And Victor’s uncle,
the Grand Duke Rudolph, who was the
regent of Caronia, was a great lover of
England and all things English. Thus
these two boys wcere very much Anglicised.
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‘There had been quite a stir when they
nad first come into the Remove about a
week ago. But by now they had secttled
down, the Remove had got over the novelty
of having a king in their ranks, and
Orlando and Maddox were regarded as
ordinary, common or garden juniors. The
Remove had soon found that Victor was
a very human boy, as fond of mischicf
as anybody, and the fact that he was a
king no longer mattered.

But Phipps, whose duties took him con-
stantly in and out of Study E, could
never forget the new boy’s status, and he
rather deplored the fact that Orlando
lacked that dignity which such a status
demanded.

¢ NEW suit, Phipps?” asked Victor,
eyeing the atrocity with interest.
“Yes, sir.”
Phipps badly wanted to say
" Your majesty,” but he had been warned
not to do so. However, he managed to
get an extra amount of deference into his
tone. :
“Not bad, Phipps.”
“1 beg your pardon, sir?”
“A nice piece of stuff, that,” said
Victor appreciatively. |
Phipps had the impression that the
room was rocking to and fro.
“You are joking, sir.”
“Joking P’ said Viector. “What do you
mean? ‘There’s nothing wrong with the
suit, is there?”

This time the room positively heaved.
His majesty was serious! And Phipps,
who had so scorned the taste of Tubbs,
was shocked immeasurably. He had ex-
pected words of stern condemnation from
this highly-born boy who was a king.
And here was Victor Alexis Orlando
giving that suit the O.K.!

“I imagine, sir, that you have not yet
secen the suit in the full light,” said
Phipps, moving aside. “If you will look
at it- now sir, you will observe the colour
of the material.”

“Ah, yes,”’ said Victor, nodding.

Phipps, eyeing him anxiously, failed
to see any repulsive shudder.

“You agree with me, sir?” asked
FPhipps, almost pleadingly.

‘“Agree with you about what?”

“In my opinion sir, this suit is—er—
hideous.”

“I don’t agree with you, Phipps.”

6¢ NO, SiI‘ ?”

“1 like 1t.”

“You—you like it, sir?” asked Phipps
dazedly.

‘““A mnice-looking suit, Phipps. Cheerful.
Bright. Colourful. A suit expressive of
happiness.”

Phipps fought against a growing im-

pression that he was dreaming. Could
1t be possible that he—Phipps~was
wrong? Archie Glenthorne Jliked that

suit, or he would not have ordered it;
Tubbs liked it; and now the King of
Caronia liked it! Phipps looked at it
again, and his whole being revolted.

“I can only assume, sir, that you are
saying this out of politeness,” he declared
ﬁrmlr “Master Archie ordered this
appalling suit without my knowledge. I
regret to say that that is one of Master
Archie’s weaknesses. I cannot, of course,
permit him to wear it, and I am hoping
that he will forget all about it. It is
my intention to hide it. I should con-
sider that I was lacking in a sense of
duty, sir, if I allowed my young master to

~appear publicly garbed in this—this un-

fortunate apparel.”

Victor laughed. It was quite the
longest speech he had ever heard from
Phipps, and the bitterness in Phipps’
tone was amusing. '

“You’re old-fashioned, PRhipps,” said
Victor genially. ‘“You don’t move with
the times., It is an age of colour. If
you ask me, I think it was rather brilliant
of Archie to order that suit without your
knowledge. It’s hard luck on him that
you opened the parcel first.” .

Phipps’ opinion of kings slumped.
Their stock had gone down rapidly.

“1 regard it as my duty, sir, to con-
fiscate this suit,” he said, with quiet firm-

ness. “I shall hide it away. In no
circumstances shall I permit Master
Archic to wear it. I have a good mind
to destroy it.”

“Don’t do that,” said Victor.
wear the suit myself !”

[ 1 I!ll

CHAPTER 2. .
The Mysterious Strangers!

OR the second time that afternoon,
Phipps jumped as though he had

been stung by a large and angry
hormnet. ‘
“I—I beg your pardon, sir?” he
stuttered.

“T said I'll wear it myself,” smiled
Yictor.

“But really, sir

“If Archie isn’t to be permitted to
wear it—and during my short period at
St. Frank’s I have discovered that you
are his boss in all matters sartorial—I
might as well bag it for myself,” said
Victor Alexis Orlando genially. “So hand
it over, Phipps, and wipe that startled
look off your face.”

1
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Phipps, with an effort, became his usual
imperturbable self.

“Very. good, sir,” he said, in a voice
not unlike the sound of an Arctic blast.
Valiantly he concealed his consternation;
bravely he smothered his pain.

“It’ll be rather a lark,” grinned Victor.
““After all, Archie’s my study-mate, so
why shouldn’t 1 wear this suit? I've
taken quite a fancy to it, Phipps. 1
think it’s topping !”

“Yes, sir,” said Phipps stonily. His
voice, this time had the bitterness of an
east wind direct from Siberia.

But as Victor took the suit and went
over to the window, so that lhe could
examine it the better, Phipps’ expression
softened. An idea had come to him. Per-
haps it was for the best, after all. Foolish
of him not to have looked at it in this
way before.

For, assuredly, when Archie Glenthorne
saw that suit on somebody else he would
have his eyes opened to the ghastly
truth. He would probably have a fit on
the spot. Thus he would approve of
Phipps’ ban, and everything would be all
right.

. ““Is 1t your intention to don the suit
at once, sir?” asked Phipps respectfully.

“Yes rather,” grinned Victor., ‘“Why
not? Archie and 1. are just about the
same size, and the suit ought to fit me
perfectly. Poor old Archie! His face
will be worth quids when he sees this
marvellous suit on me !”

And the King of Caronia, chuckling
gleefully, dashed out of the study and
ran upstairs to change.

Of course, actually there wasn’t much
wrong with that suit. On the debit side
there was the colour, which was certainly
a bit vivid, But on the credit side there
werc many good points. The material
itself was exquisite in texture; the tailor-
ing was perfcection. Victor Orlando, who
knew something about good suits, recog-
nised the unerring touch of Savile Row.

“RBhipps,” he said, as he changed, is
an ass !”

Surveying himself in the mirror, after
he had donned that suit, he came to the
conclusion that Phipps was not merely
an ass but a silly ass. Why, this was a
ripping suit!

Victor’s spirits soared. He had been
feeling a little depressed that afternoon,
dut as he now surveyed himself in the
mirror he was once again his own gay,
cheery self. Perhaps it was the colour
of the suit which gave him such a feeling
of gaiety. In Caronia, his own country,
colour was much in evidence. Garbed 1n
this new suit, he felt at pcace with all
the world.

Speealally written by Wally Hammond—

His recent depression had not been
caused by the weather, which was perfect.

No; Victor had been fecling slightly
gloomy because he was mnot playing
cricket. He loved cricket, and he was
as keen as mustard.

He had already proved his prowess, and
he might have been included in the Eleven
this afternoon, only the team had already
been selected, and the list of names posted
up. Nipper, the Junior captain, had not
felt justillled in dropping anybody to make
way for Orlando, good as he was. Such
a thing would ¢ have smacked of
favouritism, and favouritism was a thing
which Nipper distinctly and definitely
barred. So Vietor Orlando, this afters
noon, was a mere spectator,

He felt happy, however, as he strolled
out into the bright sunshine in that
creation of brownish-purple—or purplish-
brown, according to the way you looked
at it. He met Biggleswade, of the Sixth,
on the Ancient House steps. The prefect
gave him a swift, appraising look, and
grinned, ,

“Chase me !” said Biggleswade.

“Too hot!” replied Victor, shaking his
head.

“What’s the idea of the finery?” asked

Biggy.

“Finery ?”
“You’re in your Sunday best, aren't
you?”

“Oh, this suit?” said Victor, as though
he had only just noticed it. ‘“How does
it strike you?”

““ Like.a Dblow between the eyes,” said
Biggleswade cheerfully.

“ Like 1t ?”

“Not so bad, kid,” said Biggy, who
rather enjoyed saying ‘“‘kid ” to a king.
“In this sunshine it’s a bit dazzling, but
on a dull day it ought to be just the
thing.”

Victor chuckled and passed oh. He was
fond of a joke, and he was curious to
see Archie Glenthorne’s recactions when
that elegant junior first caught sight of
him. There ought to be some fun.

HRETL well-dressed and gentlemanly-
looking men, strolling from the
cloisters, had not failed to see
thosc two figures on the Ancient

House steps. Biggleswade, in white
flannels, was not so conspicuous, but the
schoolboy king, in a brownish-purple halo,
so to speak, had rather caught their eye.

The three men were attracted. Now, as
Victor sauntered off towards Little Side,
they gcazed at him with concentrated
1interest.



—the famous Test Cricketer.

“Y es!” murmured
one of the men. “You
sece? As I told you,
the boy is Victor him-
sclf.”

“And we can do
nothing,” said one of
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the others regretfully.

“Not now—but an
opportunity w il l
come,” murmured the
first man.

They did not speak
in English, these
strangers. They used
a language which was
unfamiliar at  St.
Frank’s—a branch of
the Slavonic tongue,
hinting at a Balkan
origin.

The young King
Victor 'did not even
sce the men; he was
far too intent upon
getting to Little Sida
and %ndmw Archie
Glenthorne. The men
themselves were glad
that they had been
unobserved. T h ey
were here for a
sinister purpose.

They were ostensibly
Jooking over the
school—-havmo' of
course, received per-
mission to do so. At
this time of the year
visitors were common-
place enough, Tourists
often came to St. Frank’s to look rouna
—particularly Americans, Foreigners
were by no means uncommon, and, as a

general rule, the St. Frank’s fellows
hardly took any notice of them.

These three men were undoubtedly
foreign-looking, but it could nct be sald
that there was anything sinister in their
appearance. They were young, well-
dressed, and ther manners were charm-
ing. Biggleswade, in fact, had just left
them, and Bmcrleswade was ready to vouch
for their gooa character. In a manner
which was both charming and compli-
mentary, they had eulogised the famous
old school, talking to ngy in very ex-
cellent Enohsh "He took them to bey
Swiss, or Dolish, and it never occurred
to him that they might be Caronian—
Caronian plotters!

Chatting leisurely, they strolled out of
the school grounds, and went to a smart,
expensive sports car which had been
parked outside.

".‘ \\' "'
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Browne went down on his knees and salaamed low to King Vietor
who, in his vivid purple-brown suit, was a sight for sore eyes,

“Well, my friends, we have seen,” saic
one of the men. “We know just how
things are, ch? You have memorised the
exact details of the school buildings and
the grounds?”

“We have not misssed much, Licutenant
Klotz,” said one of the others.

“Gocd !” mnodded Lieutenant
“You, Karl, and 1you Nickolas, will
return to the launc It will be your
duty to keep a careful watch on that side.
I shall be ready here. Do nothing until
an opportunity arlses—-and wait until it
is a good opportunity.”

““We have seen the boy, and we know
in which House he boards,” said Karl
pleasantly. “ We know his study and his
bed-room. We know that the boys who
ghare his study and bed-room are named
Glenthorne and Brent.’

They

Klotz.

Klotz nodded with satisfaction.
had made their inquiries innocently, and
they had had no difficulty in obtaining
the exact information they desired. Chat.
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ting with a fag or two, here and there,

their curiosity had seemed perfectly
natural. Most people were interested in
the young King of Caronia, and f{for

strangers to ask questons concerning him
and his companions was natural enough.

“Is it wise to leave yet, licutenant?”
asked Nickolas. “We have official per-
mission to be on the school property this
afternoon. Would it not be better to
remain until we have made ourselves
familiar with the appearance of these
other boys—Glenthorne and Brent?”

“Quite unnecessary—and quite risky,”
replied Licutenant Klotz. “So far we
have avoided any encounter with young
Yictor himself. So much to the good.
The other boys may take us for easual
visitors, but if Victor comes face to face
with us, he will suspect. No, my friends;
we have done well. Let that be sufficient.”

And the three Caronians, after a few
more murmured words, parted.

EANWHILE, other people had not
failed to take special notice of

Victor Orlando as he strolled
towards the playing-fields in the
sunshine, ;Victor himself, totally un-

conscious of the fact that he had created
so much interest in three of his own
countrymen, was feeling doubtful.

That sunit, so attractive indoors, looked
startling in the sunshine. Victor now
liad to admit that the colour was dis-
tinctly on the purplish side. He even
wondered if Phipps was right, after all.
Phipps knew. Phipps had had experience
of these things. His eye was unerring.

Victor wasn’t sure that he liked the
suit now. It was too vivid.

““Ah, Brother Horace,” he heard a voice
saying, ‘“unless I am greatly mistaken,
here we have our youne friend Brother
Oriando, of the Remove.”

Victor glanced round and saw the lean,
lanky figure of William Napoleon Browne,

the genial skipper of the Fifth. With
him was his 1nseparable companion,
Stevens. They were both in white

flannels, and they wcre both regarding
Victor with interest.

“Hallo !” said Victor, mnodding.

“His majesty has graciously con-
descended to notice us, Brother Horace,”
said Browne, humorously kneeling on the
grass and salaaming low. “We are
_ honoured. It is rather a pity, however,
that we did not equip ourselves with
smoked glasses before venturing abroad.”

He rose and surveyed Victor approv-
ingly.

“St. Frank’s will take it as a compli-
ment, I am sure, Brother Orlando,” he
- commented.

“Take what as a compliment?” -

““This donning of the Caronian national
costume.”

‘““National” costume [”

“I have heard it said, on the best
authority, that, where clothing 1s con-
cerned, Caronia is a land of bright and
vivid colours,” continued Browne. “The
tourist, wending his way through the
land, constantly encounters picturesque
peasantry, gay in their recds and greens
and Dblues, with embroideries and trim-
mings to match. I must confess, how-
ever, that my informant neglected all
mention of heliotrdpe. The colour is
heliotrope, I think? Or am I wrong?
Can it be violet? Or-purple?”

“Look here »?

“We assume, Brother Orlando, that
you, being a kipg in your own right
have decided upon something distinctive,”
continued DBrowne, beaming. “I don’t
blame you. Nobody but a king 1in his
own right would have the unadulterated
nerve to appear publicly i1n that eye-.
scorching creation.” |

“It is a bit colourful,” admitted Victor.
“1 didn’t quite realise it until I got out
here 1n the sunlight. But you jolly well
know that I’m not in Caronian national
costume.”

' 1 4 NO ?”

“It’s quite an ordinary suit——"

“There, Brother Orlando, I must
demur,” interrupted Browne. ‘1 shouid
call it an extraordinary suit.”

“Chuck it, Browne !” murmured
Stevens., “The suit’s all right. A bit
colourful, but what of it? Colours are
bright and cleery. Good luck to him !*

Browne passed a hand over his eyes.

“I consider it our duty, Brother Horace,
to issue a word of warning to would-be
snapshotters,” he observed.

“What do you mecan?” -

“On such an aftermoon as this, as you
may be aware, visitors are apt to beetle
in without the slightest warning,” con-
tinued Browne. ‘“They are all, without
exception, armed with cameras, and [
venture to predict:-that the pastime of
snapping the young King of Caronia wiM
become a most popular ome. It would

.be only fair to the would-be snapshotters

to warn them that they stand a grave
risk of cracking their lenses, even of
totally destroying their cameras, if they
attempt to snap his majesty in his prescns
attire. The modern camera 1s a marvel
of scientific ingenuity, but it has its
limitations. And this particular shade of

2

purplish-brown—— - |
“All right!” grinned Vietor. “I’ll
admit the suit’s a bit highly-coloured.
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But don’t worry. It isn't mine, anyhow
—and I’m only wearin%vit for a jape.”

He passed on, and illiam Napoleon
Browne shook his head.

‘““Ah, Brother Horace, these kings 1” he
sighed. “You heard what he said? A
gtpe! It gladdens my heart to see this.

rother Orlando may be a king, but the
Remove has claimed him for its own.,”

CHAPTER 3.
A Ticking Off For Phippsl

RCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK
GLENTHORNE, resplendent in
spotless white flannels, was loung-
ing elegantly in a deck-chair. He

was ostensibly watching the cricket—and
it was well worth watching.

Harry Gresham and Vivian Travers
were batting, and the River House
bowlers were getting badly thrashed.

From the point of view of the St. Frank’s
spectators, the cricket was exhilarating.

Archie Glenthorne had allowed his
monocle to drop from his eye, his hat
had tilted over his forehead, and he was
indulging in what he was pleased to term
a slicht dose of the dreamless.

Actually, it was not anything of the
sort; for Archie, although asleep, was
dreaming of pleasant things. Perhaps
his mind had been dwelling upon that
new suit he had ordered. At all events,
in his dream he was standing 1in the
centre of about a hundred cardboard
bcxes, and he was unpacking these boxes
with feverish excitement, and out of every
box he took a purplish-brown Ilounge
suit. It was the sort of drcam from
which Archie did not care to be awakcned.

However, he was awakened—very
eﬂ‘cctivel{. Travers, getting hold of &
loose ball, swiped mightily. The leather

came soaring through the air towards
Archie, and whizzed past within a few
inches of his nose.

Archie sat bolt upright with such a
jerk that he necarly fell out of his chair,

“Hallo, hallo !” he exclaimed. “I mean
to say, what happened Good gad !”

He blinked round, disappointed. He
was still thinking of those hundreds of
purplish-brown suits. He saw any amount
of green turf, white-clad figures, sun-
shine, but the stacks of suits werc very

conspicuous by their absence.

“1 say, what rot !” he complained. “Tt
must have been a dashed dream! Odds
disasters and tragedies! I mean to say,
dreams like that are so few and far
between »

He broke off, quivering in every limb.
He wasn’t dreaming now; he was wide
awake. He could see the cricketers—one
of whom was running up to retrieve the
ball—he could hear the voices of the’
Removites and Fourth-Formers who were
standing round. Therefore, that ap-
proaching figure in the purplish-brown
suit must be a real figure.

Archie groped for his monocle, jammed
it into his eye, and stared again.
jumped wildly to his feet. It is mno
exaggeration to say that Archie was
shaken down the entire length of his
spine.

“Odds shocks and horrors!”

It would not be true to say that Archie
spoke these words; he bleated themn. And
his bleat was charged with consternation,
confusion and indignation.

Archie was inexpressibly shocked. As
he dithered across the turf—it could
hardly be called walking—he saw that the
fellow in the purplish-brown suit was
Victor Orlando. PRaul Maddox was by
Victor’s side, and Paul was grinning
appreciatively.

“Snappy isn’t the world,” Paul was
saying. “Where did you dig it up, old
man? Of course, the colour is a bit rough
on a fellow’s eyesight, but there’s no
denying that the suit is It, with-a capital
I.,,

“Like it?” asked Victor cheerfully.

“Well, T wouldn’t say I like it,” replied
Paul, with caution.” “It’s a suit you can
admire—a suit you can gaze upon iIn
wonder—but you can’t exactly like it.
Then there’s the tailor to comsider. He
must be a man of invincible courage.”

“I say! I say! I sayl”

Archie Glenthorne Had arrived on the
sccne, and apparently he wanted to say
something. Victor and Paul regarded him
politely.

“I say !” ejaculated Archie, in case they
hadn’t heard him the other three times.

“ Hallo, Archie, old chap !” said Victor,
with a mischievous gleam in his eye.
“How’s the cricket going?”

“The  cricket?” repeated  Archie,
battling for brecath. E, you mean the
cricket? Dash the cricket! That suit

“Rather smart, eh?”

“What I mean to say is ?

“On the snappy side,” said Victor,
nodding.

“Where did you get it, dash

you ?”

demanded Archie, pulling himself to-
gether.
“Ah!” said Victor. “You want to

know the name of my tailor, eh? But

it’s no good getting jealous, Archie—-"

He
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“ Absolutely the identical!” babbled
Archie hoarsely, as he made a close in-
sgection. “Good gad! I mean to say,
t

ere’s no coincidence about this. It’s
I ought to know. 1

»

the absolute stuff!
sclected the pattern

“Pardon me, old man, but may we
know what you’re drivelling about?”
asked Victor politely.

“That suit !”

“I know you’re drivelling about the
suit, bu »

“I’m furious!” said Archie, his eyes
burning. ‘“I absolutely demand, laddie,
that you shall tell me the name of your
tailor !”

‘““Aren’t you satisfied with your own
tailor?”

“I should say I’m dashed well not!”
ejacuiated Archie hoarsely. ‘The chappie
is nothing more nor less than a blister-—
a fibber who yelps all sorts of rot to his
customers about exclusive summer suit-
ings! IExclusive be dashed! The man’s
nothing more nor less than a frightful
fibber !”

“That a hard thing to say about your
tailor, Archie,” protested Victor.

“Not a fortnight ago he sent me a
bunch of exclusive summer suitings,” said
Archie tensely. “And he absolutely
assured me that there wasn’t another
tailor on the face of the earth who could
get hold of the same cloth. The man’s
a dashed scoundrel !”

“Not quite as bad as that, surely?”

‘““Absolutely a scoundrell” insisted
Archic, “I mean to say, here you are,
laddie, wearing a suit made from that
very stuff. And I’'m expecting mine by
every dashed post! When it comes, I
shan’t be able to wear it! Two of us
can’t drift about the landscape wearing
identical suits !”

“No, that would be too rough on the
other fellows,” remarked Paul, shaking
his head.

Victor suddenly laughed.

‘““Checr wup, Archie,” he said. “Don’t
harbour such hard thoughts about your
tailor. He hasn’t let you down at all.”

“Not let me down? I keep telling you

»

GRS

“I know,” nodded Victor. ‘“But it so

haxpens that this is your suit.”
rchie reeled.

“My suit?” he babbled. ‘“What rot!
I mean, how That is to say—"

“It came this afternoon,” explained
Victor. “I went into the study, and
found Phipps unpacking the parcel. So
don’t warry about that tailor of yours
‘any more. He’s a man of his word.”
Archie’s relief upon hearing this in-
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formation was somewhat nullified by his
indignation at the rest of the news.

“My suit I” he breathed fecbly. “Good
gad! Dash it, old scream, you may be
a king and all that, but isn’t this doing
it a bit low down on a chappie? I
mean, bagging his new suit, an >

“Well, T thought I'd better wear it,”
explained Victor. “You see, Ehipps was
going to put it on.the fire, or something.”

“ Wha-a-a-at !” shrieked Archie.

“Fact!” nodded Victor. “Phipi)s dis-
approves. He was in a frightful stew
about it. I only got into the study in the
nick of time. VVeEiI, rather than have the
thing destroyed, I thought »

Archie scarcely heard. His head was
buzzing. He had known all along that
he would have a battle with Phipps about
that suit. Phipps was too dashed auto-
cratic in these matters.

Now, as Archic listened to - the {full
explanation, his gore rose higher and
higher. Victor Orlando, having had his
little joke, was only too pleased to give
the full facts. To tell the truth, he was
rather anxious to take off the suit.

“I don’t blame you for this, laddie,”
said Archie, when he had heard all. “In
fact, I’m dashed grateful. You did the
right thing. But kindly come indoors
with me. An interview with PEhipps,
during which a large assortment of hard
words will be brought into wuse, is dis-
tinctly indicated. Absolutely! I mean to
say, the blighter! Vetoing the youngz
master’s summer suit !”

ALF an bour later, Archie Glen-
thorne surveyed himself in the
mirror with complete satisfaction.
He had donned that suit, and it

was undeniably a stunner.

His good-humour was restored;
fairly beamed as he gazed
elegant reflection. Onlc)l' when he thought
of Phipps did a hard, relentless light
come into his eye. But Phipps would do
later; for the moment Archie was revelling
in the joy of his new possession.

Having satisfied himself that his
trousers were hitched up to the .correct
eighth of an inch, that his necktic was
straight, and that everything clse was in
order, he lounged elegantly downstairs.
Victor, long before this, had changed into
flannels and had gone out again,

Archiec went into Study E, closed the
door, and arranged himsclf picturesquely
on the big lounge. Having done this,
he reached out and rang the bell.

“Now for it,” he murmured, as he fixed
his monocle securely in his eye. |

A curious sound, not unlike the cry of
a soul in torment, drew Archie’s atten-

he
upon his
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Indulzing in forty of the best,
Archie Glenthorne was jerked
into wakefulness as a cricket
ball whizzed past within a few
inches of his nose.

tion to the doorway. Phipps was stand-
ing there, having entered with his usual
noisclessness, And Phipps had taken one
rlance at Archie, zamdp momentarily he
had wilted groggily at the knees. Like
the strong man he was, however, he
quickly pulled himself together after
that one involuntary yelp of agony.

““Alh, Phipps!” said Archie vaguely.

“You rang, sir?”

“I did, Phipps,” replied Archie, in an
icy voice. “And I’'ll bet you dashed
well know why I rang, whatp”

“1 have a general idea, sir.”

“Weli, kindly gaze upon the general
idea, and feast yourself,” said Archie
coldly. “I understand, Phipps, that it
was your intention to confiscate the young
master’s new summer suiting P”

“In my opinion, sir, the suit is hardly
worthy »

“Never mind your bliihting opinion,
Phipps,” interrupted Archie. “I'm the
chappie who ordered this suit, and I'm
the chappie who is going to pay for it and
wear it. Did you, or did you not, tell
Orlando that you were thinking of
destroying it?” _ .

“I did, sir,” replied Phipps, in a hard
voice. ‘‘Purely from a sense of duty,
gir, I considered that such a suit had
far better be destroyed. I should be un-
worthy of your esteem, Master Archie, if
I permitted you to think that I approved
of such an atrocity.” .

“Well, Phip
off,” said Archie, with some heat.
kindly prepare yourself for the storm. [

ps, I'm going to tick you
“QO
N

mean to say, who the dickens do you
think you are to unpack my dashed
parcels, to grab my suits, and to talk
of destroying them? It may interest you
to know, Phipps, that I am going to wear
this suit.” |

“Have you viewed yourself
mirror, sir?”

“I have,” replied Archie. “And I like
myself. So you can turn that over in
your mind, Phipps, and see how it feels.”

“I am pained, sir.”

“I hope you are,” agreed Archie. “You
deserve to be pained. I’ve a dashed good
mind to sack you.”

Phipps brooded. He had been hoping
that Archie, upon seeing that suit on
somebody else, would realise its hideous-
ness. But apparently Archie had realised
nothing of tRe kind.

“If you will permit me to suggest,

in the

si

“Nothing doing !” said Archie, waving
his hand. ‘““You can dashed well trickle
away, Phipps. I only brought you here
to show you that I'm having my own
bally way about this suit. I've ticked
you off, and the matter is finished with.”

Archie waved a bhand in dismissal.
Phipps, down but not yet out, stole
moodily awavw,
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CHAPTER 4.
Kidnapped!

i ND that’s that!” said Archie

firmly.

- He felt that he had gained a

moral victory. Yet, upon due
reflection, he did not quite like the look
which had lurked in Phipps’ eye just
before the valet had retired. It was a
disconcerting thought, but Phipps 1in-
variahly had his own way in these matters.
Occasionally—as now—Archie would jib,
but sooner or later he gave in.

“But not this time,” said Archie,
bracing  himself. ““Absolutely not!
There’s always a dashed exception which
proves the jolly old rule, and this is it!”

Phipps could plead; Phipps could
threaten; Phipps could make himself
generally unpleasant about the place, but
Archie would not knuckle under—never!
He was in a firm, unrelenting mood.

Of course, Archiec knew that he would
have to suffer.- Phipps would be -cold,
distant, aloof. There would be a strained
atmosphere about the study, and the
valet would glide about like a chunk of
cold fish. No feelings for the young
master; no warmth; no friendly, cheery
word.

“Oh, well |” said Archie, with a sigh.

He decided that the Great Outdoors was
calling him. No sense in sticking in this
study on such a warm, sunny afternoon.
Besides, he wanted the fellows to see his
new suit. And more than anything else
he wanted to show Phipps that he—
Archie Glenthorne—was 1n earnest.

He strolled out, and met Willy Hand-
forth, of the Third, in the lobby.

“H'm!” said Willy, giving Archie a
critical up and down inspection.

Somehow, Archie didn’t like that “H’m *
at all. It was far more expressive than
any number of words.

“What are you * H’m ’-ing about, dash
you?” asked Archie sternly.

“Words failed me, that’s all,” replied
Willy. “It isn’t often I’'m stumped,
either.”

“Were you saying ‘H’m’ at my suit,
you frightful young ass?”

“Oh, it’s a suit, is it?” asked Willy,

in surprise.
What do you think it

“Good gad!
was ?”

“We won’t talk about it, old man,” said
Willy, shaking his head,

He passed on, leaving Archie vaguely
uncomfortable. If a mere fag could not
trust himself to give a frank opinion,
what would the other fellows think?
However, Archie liked that suit im-
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mensely; he squared his shoulders, and
walked out into the sunshine.

He did not go towards Little Side, but
he guided his footsteps in the direction
of the river. Why should he invite cheap
witticisms from. the Remove fellows, who
were, almost without exception, devoid of
the artistic soul? '

And he remembered that some of the
Moor View girls had gone to the river
earlier in the afternoon. He might meet
some of them., IZerhaps Marjorie Temple,
his own particular girl chum, would be
there. And she, as Archie knew, would
appreciate that wonderful suit.

Yet soon he hegan to have a few doubts.
Like Victor Orlando, he found that the
bright sunshine had a disturbing effecct.
He scemed to be walking along in a
purple halo. Still, he had made up his
mind to wear the suit, and he was not
going to change. If he did so, Phipps
would score a triumph—and it was high
tilme that Phipps was put definitely in his

ace.

P Unfortunately for Archie’s hopes, there
wasn’t a sign of the girls on the river—or
anybody else, if it came to that. He had
the landscape entirely to himself. He
looked this way and that, but he looked
in vain. Practically all the seniors were
on Big Side, and all the juniors on Little
Side.

The only living things within view were
a few cows grazing peacefully on the
Half Mile Meadow, and a few more cows,
grazing just as peacefully, on a meadow
beyond the river.

The air was hot and sultry, and scarcely
a breath of breeze stirred. The sun beat
down mercilessly, and - Archie was con-
scious of feeling hot. In fact, unusually
hot. Rerhaps it was the suit. After all,
it was essentially an afiernoon for ioose,
airy flannels.

“If it wasn’t for that dashed Phipps,
I'd go back and change,” he complained
bitterly. ‘“Oh, well, lizorty of the good
old winks won’t come amiss.”

He sclected a delightfully shady spot
on the river bank. There were soms
graceful willows here, and the shade they
afforded was grateful. He stretched him-
self out on the grass, his hands behind
his head, his fingers clasped as an
auxiliary cushion.

“Not so frightfully bad, what?” he

murmured, yawning.

In spite of the shade, the bright sky
and blazing sunshine had a disturbing
effect, so Archie pulled out a silk hand-
kerchief, covered his face with it, and
settled himself again. It was certainly
very pecaceful and tranquil here. The air
was filled with the lazy humming of
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insects, and he could hear the twittering
of birds, to say nothing of the rippling
of the water.

Archie succumbed to the .
peace of the summer’s afternoon.
slept.

languorous
He

OR ten minutes nothing happened.

At least, nothing important. A

couple of sparrows, greatly dar-

ing, hopped down from the willows

and inspected Archie at closer quarters.

A couple of seniors, in a canoe, paddled
lazily down stream and were lost sight
of round the bend. Then, after another
period of complete peace, a gentle chug-
ging sound smote the atmosphere. It was
so gentle that Archie was not even
disturbed.

A smart, well-equipped motor-launch
appeared round the bend. It contained
only two men—obviously holiday-makers.
The fact that they were foreign-looking
mcant nothing. All sorts and conditions
of people tooﬁ their summer holidays at
Caistowe, the seaside resort only two or
thrce miles away. Motor-launches fre-
quently wended their way up the river for
some miles.

This particular launch was in no hurry.
Its motor was only going at a quarter
power, purring lazily, Suddenly one of
the men, happening to glance towards
the bank, uttered a short exclamation.
The next moment he turned to his com-
panion.

“Look, Karl!” he murmured, in a
foreign tongue. “Do you see?”

“It is the king !” muttered Karl, in a
startled voice.

Both men stared. There could be no
mistaking that distinctive suit! The face
of the boy was hidden by the silk hand-
kerchief. But how could these men doubt
that they werc gazing upon the sleeping
form of Victor Alexis Orlando, King o
Caronia?

It was a natural mistake.

They had seen Victor in that suit little
more than an hour ago. It was quite
impossible that there could be two suits
like that in St. Frank’s. So this must
be the boy himself—sleeping by the river
%)ari{k.' It was an astounding piece of
uck.

These men, whose presence on the river
was plainly mischievous, had come across
their quarry at a moment when they were
not even prepared for action. They
hardly knew what to do. The man who
was at the controls instinctively throttled
down the eneine, however, until the
launch was almost at a standstill, edging
imperceptibly towards the bank.

. hours.
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“We murmured Karl

tensely.

“Here? In the full daylight?” asked
Nickolas incredulously. “No, no! It is
too dangerous! Klotz told us ” '

“What do we care for Klotz?”
rupted the other contemptuously.
is Klotz to give us his orders? He tells
us to be careful, yes. We are careful.
But if we let this opportunity escape us
it might be days before another is found.
And do not forget, my friend, that the
summer holidays are near; the boys will
soon be leaving the school to go to their
homes.”

They were silent for some moments,
and they were closely watching that
sleeping figure on the river bank. Their
eyes were active in other directions, too.
Up and down the river there was no
craft in sight; up and down both banks
there was no human being to be seen.
Nobody—ecxcept that one resting figure.

“Perhaps we had better make the
attempt,” whispered Nickolas tensely.
“It seems madness, but it is such a
chance, Karl! As for the boys leaving
the school, that will be better for us.
Victor and his friend will remain.”

‘““‘Better for us?” repeated Karl. “Oh,
nol! There 18 safety in nupbers, my
friend. The more boys here, the easier
our task. If we take him now, nobody
will know: he will not be missed for
By the time a search is made, it
will be too late. He will be hundreds of
miles away.”

They rapidly considered the' problem.

They had had no intention of making
any attempt to-day; their only object in

might—yes ?”

inter-
“Who

gliding up the river had been to
familiarise themselves with the sur-
roundings. Moreover, they wanted the

boys and the other local inhabitants to
get to know them by sight. They were
ostensibly holiday-makers, and, as such,
they would arouse no suspicions. People
would just take them for granted. Thus,
when the hour came for them to strike,
all would be plain sailing.

But that sleeping figure on the river
bank changed the situation. Now was the
time to act!

“Get the stuff ready!” said Karl sud-

denly. “We are fools to hesitate! Look,
Nickolas! Not a soul in sight! We take
him, and nobody knows!”

“But if we are seen?” objecte:d
Nickolas.

“Bah! What of it?” said the other.

“Can we not say that we saw the boy
o the bank—that we thought he was ill?
We go to him, we find him unconscious,
so we take him on our launch. It is so
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easy! Even if we are scem, it does not
matter! Come !”

Some rapid preparations were made;
and then, with a last look up and down
the river, the¢ men made certain that no
other boats were approaching. Thero
wasn’t even a barge in the distance. The
towing-path was deserted.

The launch glided noiselessly to the
bauk, and Karl leapt lightly ashore. In
a moment Nickolas followed, and the
launch was made secure. Evcn if those
men had been seen, what of it? Two
blithe holiday-makers, attired in while
flanuel trousers, bluc jackets, and white
pecaked caps. There was nothing sinister
in their movements—as yet.

Creeping carefully, they approached
the sleeping figure of Archie Glenthorne.
But they could not see benecath the silk
handkerchief, and it did mnot occur to
cither of them to lift the handkerchief.

a million!
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They took this boy to be King Viector.
It was the suit that did it. A suit in
Once seen, never forgotten!

Now that the men had decided, they lost
no time. They revealed a deftness and
an cfficiency which was most creditable.
Dropping on their knees beside the sleep-
ing junior, they acted. Nickolas gently
held a pad of muslin-like material over
Archie’s mouth and nostrils. He pressed
it lichtly. Archie stirred, but he did not
awaken, and gradually his breathing be-
camc morc heavy. The pad was pressed
down hard, and held. The other man was
looking anxiously up and down.

“Is that mnot enough?” he
“Somebody may come !”

The pad was removed, and it was at
this juncture that the men might easily
have discovered their mistake. It would
have been so simple to remove that silk
handkerchief. But so cecrtain were they

asked.
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that this boy was their proper victim that
they did not trouble.

Nickolas thought i1t a good idea to make
use of that silk handkerchief, He rolled
Archie over, and at the same moment he
seized the ends of the handkerchief and
tied them securely at the back of Archie’s
head.

“In case!” he murmured. ‘“He might
awaken—and he must see nothing.”

They lifted Archie bodily, and it was
only the work of a couple of moments
to carry him across to the launch and
drop him into one of the padded seats in
the comfortable cockpit.

The engine purred again, the launch
glided away from the bank and made a
wide scmi-circle in the river. Then she
glided down and vanished round the bend.

Peace and solitude once more descended
upon that sunlit sceme. Archie Glen-

thorne had been kidnapped in broad day--

light !

CHAPTER 5.
Plotters of Caronia!

WO men sat smoking under the awn.
g on the promenade deck of the
small luxury steam yacht, which

rode sedately at anchor well out in
the Eunglish Channel.

She was a smart craft. Her trim decks
were gloriously white; her brasswork
glcamed in the sunlight; her paint was
spotless. She flew the Caronian flag—in
fact, the royal standard.

The two men in the comfortable chairs
were dressed 1n the coaventional yachting
attire, and whilst one of them was short
and elderly and stoutish, the other was
slim and comparatively young. Both were
dark and foreign-looking,.

“While this weather hasts, my dear von
Stelf, there is nothing to prevent us from
making this daily trip out of our friendly
French harbour and to take up anchorage
here,” said the younger man lazily. “I
have scldom known this Channel of ill-
fame to be so placid.”

“Yet we are taking the risks, your
highness,” said the other man uneasily.
“By St. Peter! I am none too comfort-

able |

Both spoke in the same language as
thcse men who had been at St. Frank’s
that afternoon. It was one of the many
variations of the Slavonic tongue. The
younger man laughed at his companion’s
fears.

“My dcar von Stelf, you make moun-
fains out of molehills—as usual,” he said
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lightly. ‘““Are we not at liberty to anchor
here, in the English Channel, if we so
desire? We are on holiday. We are—
shall we say?—fishing.”

Count Frederic von Stelf looked at him
sharply. : |

“Yes, fishing, your highness,” he agreed.
“But we are ngt fishing for—fish. And
if our activities are even suspected, the
British authorities ”

“Bah !I” interrupted Prince Zcno with a
snap of his fingers. ‘“You think I care
for the British authorities? Not that,
my friend !” he added, with another snap.
‘““We are breaking no law. And perhaps,
after a little paticnce, we may be re-
warded. Three days, four days—perhaps
a week. We cannot tell. But my faith-
ful men are at work yonder, and they will
not fail me.”

There was an almost contemptuous note
in the voice of Prince Zeno of Kazatova.
He was an arrogant young man, this
Caronian prince. He was King Victor’s
half-brother, and he took his name from
the great province of Kazatova, which was
nearly half of the entire Caronian domain.
Kazatova was a wild, mountainous pro-
vince, populated almost entirely by
Slavonic peoples. .

“Yet, your highness, we play a danger-
ous game !” said Count von Stelf, leaning
forward in his chair. “We fly the Caronian
flag. But who is deceived by that? Is it
not an open secret that we are revolu-
tionaries ?”

““And soon, my good von Stelf, we shall
come out into the open,” retorted the
prince, nodding. ‘“We are nearly ready
for action. If only my efforts in England
are successful, the day will soon come.
Every man aboard this yacht is loyal to
me ; there are thousands of our supporters
waiting in the Kazatova Mountains—wait-
ing merely for the word. Ol, yes, my
friend, we are ready!”

It was a fact that the owner, officers and
crew of this yacht were avowed revolu-
tionaries. Prince Zeno had gathered a
powerful party round him. Big trouble
was brewing in Caronia.

The British newspapers had printed no
word of it as yet—mainly because they
knew nothing. Caronia, to all intents and
purposes, was prospering well under the
rule of the Grand Duke Rudolph, the
Regent. The drastic and startling changes
he had made were apparently working out
splendidly. Only the Grand Duke him-
self and his immediate advisers knew ef
the ugly undercurrents which were at
work.
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SMALL river launch, containing a

A couple of smart holiday-makers,

purred its way through the motley

collection of small boats and sail-

ing craft which werc anchored in Caistowe
Harbour.

The launch had come leisurely down the
River Stowe, and now, apparently, it was
making for the open sea.

“Well, my friend,” said Karl coolly, as
he s?at at the wheel. “We have succeeded,
yes )

“The prince will be pleased,”
Nickolas, nodding.

He glanced into the little cubby-hole of
‘'a cabin, and satisfied himself that the
prisoner was still unconscious. That drug
had done its work well. To be on the safe
side, the captive’s ankles and wrists had
been lightly secured.

“He sleeps still,” said Nickolas, in a
moment of uneasiness. “There 1s mno
danger, I take it, that we may have given
him too much ?”

The other laughed.

“The drug 1s harmless enough,” he
replied. “He will come to himself within
an hour or so. He should be well pleased,
my friend; for he will find himself the
guest of his charming half-brother.”

They both chuckled, and the launch
gathered speed as it hcaded out for the
open sca,

said

RINCE ZENO reached for a pair of
hinoculars, which stood on the
table just in front of him.

| “H'm! That launch seems to be
coming in our direction,” he remarked,
levelling the glasses.

Count von Stelf started.

“The i1nterfering British'!” he muttered.
“They come to make the inquirics, yes?”

“Let them come !” replied Prince Zeno.
“You are nervous, my dear count, and I
have rcpeatedly assared you that there is
no occasion for mnecrvousness. We are
breaking no laws.™

A moment later,
escaped him.

“But this is good !” he ejaculated. “It
is my launch, von Stelf! I did not expcct
1t for some days!”

“No doubt Klotz comes with ill news,”
sald Count Frederic pessimistically.

a little exclamation

By now other people on the yacht were -

becoming active. An accommodation
ladder was lowered, and a couple of smart
officcrs descended and stood ready. The
launch approached across the calm, sunlit
water at high speed. Then, her engines
slowed down, she glided alongside.

“Wait lere, _N.lckolas,” sald Karl
briefly.
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He¢ was cvidently known to the officers,
for they nodded to him and allowed him
to pass up the ladder. On deck he came
face to face with Prince Zeno of Kazatova.
He bowed stiffly.

“Well?” demanded the prince. *Is
Klotz not here?”

““We had no opportunity, your highness,
of reporting to Lieutenant Klotz,” rephed
Karl. ‘“We thought it better to come
straight out to the yacht.”

“For what reason?” asked Prince Zeno.
“What is your report?”

“We have King Victor with us,
highness,” said Karl coolly.

“By St. Peter!” ejaculated von Stelf,
stepping nearer. ‘‘What is that you
Sayp,’

“We have secured the boy, your excel-
lency,” said Karl, with justifiable pride.

“But this is splendid !” exclaimed the
prince, his eyes gleaming. ‘“Such early
success ! What of your gloomy predictions
now, von Stelf? The boy is here!” He
turned back to Karl. ‘“Well, why do you
not bring him aboard?”

“I awaited your orders, your highness.”

“Bring him at once, then,” said the
prince with a quick gesture. ‘Later, you
shall tell me how you achieved this early
success.”

Karl returned to the launch, and, with
the aid of Nickolas and the two officers,
he carried the unconscious figure of the
prisoner up to the deck. Prince Zeno and
von Stelf met them.

your

“What is this?” asked the prince
sharply. “The boy is hurt?”
“No, your highness,” replied Karl.

“But 1t was necessary to deepen his
slumbers. He will awaken very soon.’

The limp figurc was carried below, and
Prince Zeno turned to von Stelf with a
smile.

“Am I not clever, my good count?” hLe
asked. ‘“My plans have succeeded—and I
have avoided all unpleasantness with the
English police.  What can they prove?
This boy has d1sap£eared from his school.
There W111 be much searching throughout
the countryside. , yes! But he is here
—and soon he will be far beyond the reach
of any possible rescuers. In the Kazatova
Mountains none will find him !”

There was an evi), gloating note in
Prince Zeno’s voice. He went down into
the saloon, and the officers were dismissed.
The prisoner lay on a comfortable lounge.
The only men present now were Prince
Zeno, Count Frederic, and the two agents.

“This is excellent work, my friends,”
said the prince approvmgly “You shall
tell me how you secured my charming
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young brother. But first we will see if his
majesty is in any need of restoratives.”

He went across to the lounge, pulled
the silken handkerchief aside, and smiled
down triumphantly. Then suddenly his
smilc vanished, wiped off as though he had
received a sudden physical blow. Con-
sternation and incredulity appeared in his
eyes; to be quickly transformed 1nto a
licht of dangerous fury.

“What foolery is this?” he snarled,
spinning round. ‘‘This is not the king !”

Karl and Nicholas, who had been pre-
paring themsclves for the congratulations
to come, stared stupidly.

‘“Not—not the king!” stammered Karl.
*Impossible, your highness! We cannot
have made a mistake—"

Like shadows the two
Caronian plotters
crept up to the sleep-
ing schoolboy on the

“Fool!” shouted Prince
Zeno. “I tell you this boy is
not King Victor! He 18 an
English boy !”

‘“‘But, your bighness——"

“Look for yourself,
dolt I snapped the prince. ‘“Look! Do
vou still tell me that this boy is King
Victor? Do you think I don’t know my
own half-brother?”

The two men stared dazedly down at
Archie Glenthorne’s reposcful features.

“Did I not say that it was madness?”
camc a groan from von Stelf. “This game
is dangerous. An English boy! By
St. Peter! What complications may not
"arise now !”

Karl and Nickolas stood like stricken
men.
“Well?” grated the prince.

“But I do not understand, your high-
ness !” panted Karl, “We were with
Lieutenant Klotz; we saw King Victor.
He was wearing this suit—a most dis-
tinctive suit. Later, we saw this boy

you blundering
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sleeping by the river bank. We naturally
assumed »? : -

“Bah! Are you such fools that you
must assume things?” interrupted ‘the
prince savagely. ‘“In a matter of this
kind, you must be certain.” He turned
and shrugged helplessly. ‘Look at them,
von Stelf!” he went on. “My trusted
agents! Mave I not always been cursed
Where

They
and bring
Imbececiles !

with such pin-brained blunderers?

can I find men with intelligence?
assume—and they seize this boy
Pigs !

him to me! Dolts!

Karl and Nickolas, pale to the lips, and
trembling with apprehension, stood dumb.
Their brains felt paralysed.

“Could you not see tge boy’s face?” de-
manded the prince, swinging round on
them.

““It was hidden, your highness, by the
silk handkerchief,” muttered Nickolas.

“And you seized him, and drugged him,
without even looking at his face?” asked
the prince in amazement.

“We could not have been mistaken
that suit, your highness !”

“You hear them, von Stelf?” asked the
prince. ‘“Heavens! They bring me this
boy bccause he wears a suit like Victor’s!

1m

Are they men, or are they brainless
children?”
However, he calmed down somewhat

when Karl and Nickolas, between them,
told the full story. Their defence was
almost pathetic in its feverishness. But
even Prince Zeno was compelled to admit
that that suit was unique. The blunder
had not been so reprehensible.

“Your mistake was in seizing the boy
without looking at his face,” growled the
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prince at length. “A moment’s work—
and you neglected it. Otherwise, you did
well—you acted commendably.”

These words, after his _
demnation, sounded sweet in the ears of
the wretched men.

“Ydu tell me that the boy did not
awaken?” went on the prince, in a relieved
tone. ‘‘He knew nothing?”

“Nothing whatever, your
said Karl eagerly.

“Good! It 1s not so bad as I had
theught,” said the prince. ‘' No great
harm has been done. You will take this
boy back at once; you will return up the
river, and you will place him on the exact
spot where you found him. You under-
stand? When he awakens he will never
know that le has been disturbed. But
you must lose not one second of time.”

It seemed lucky, indeed, that no real
harm had been done. But perhaps Prince
Zeno would have been slightly disturbed
had he known that the still figure on the
lounge was not only fully conscious, but
very alive to all that was taking place
around him !

highness,”

et |

CHAPTER 6.
The Adventures of Archie!

FELLOW of infinite
A Archie Glenthorne.
in fact.
The casual observer set him down
as a languid, feather-brained slacker. But

surprises,
A dark horse,

Archie’s intimates of the Remove, at least,"

knew that he was capable of big things
when the occasion arose. Archie was cer-
tainly a slacker—he would have been the
first to admit it—but he was certainly not
feather-brained. He liked to take life
easily, and the line of least resistance was
his favourite route in any problem. How-
cver, when it came to the point, Archie
was always there. In spite of all appear-
ances to the contrary, he could think
quickly, and act quickly, too.

Thus, when he had recovered conscious-
ness in the little cabin of that motor-
launch, he had promptly realised that
something was very much amiss, and he
bhad practised the art of lying doggo.

Fortunately, his two captors were “on
deck,” and had not observed his involun-
tary movements upon recovery. That
‘‘shot >’ of sleep-inducing drug had not
been sufficient. Archie possessed a consti-
tution like iron, and lungs of leather.

Dazed and bewildered, he had dimly
realised that he was no longer sleeping on
the river bank, as he had supposed, but
was in a strange boat, and, judging by the

“ SEVEN SCHOOLBOYS AND SOLOMON!”

previous con-.

understand these strange men.

Featuring Tom Merry & Co.

motion of that strangc boat, out at sea.
It was all very bewildering. It was all
the more bewildering because his face was
still covered with that silk handkerchief,
and something was bound round his
mouth. Furthcermore, his feet and ankles
were tied.

It seemed very much like a dream, In
his dazed state, Archie had not been able
to rcason to any grecat ecxtent; but, at
lcast, he kncw that these pcople in the
launch could not be friendly, otherwise
they would not have bound him. So he
had been very careful to remain, to all
intents and purposes, totally unconscious.

Since then he had had a most astonish-
Ing cxpericnce.

He had felt himself hoisted out of the
boat, he had known that he had been
transferred to a ship, and carried below
to a saloon. There were many men around
him—men who used a rcmarkable foreign
language. It was a language which Archie
quite failed to recognise. It wasn’t
French, or Italian, or Spanish, or German,
He had not understood a single word.

But he certainly understood that it was
better for him fo remain ‘“unconscious.”
For, while his wrists and ankles were
bound, he was at the merey of these men.
If he showed them that he was awake, they
would probably put him to slecp again.
And he was hoping that somebody would
remove {hose bonds. If that happened, he
would have a big advantage. He would
be able to spring unexpectedly into action
with some possibility of success.

It was a grcat pity that he could not
Still, he
was permitted to see them now. The hand-
kerchief has been removed — and its
removal had occasioned a most extra-
ordinary fury in the man who scemed to
be the master of the ceremonies.

His enraged shouting, in fact, did much
to drive the last traces of stupor from
Archie’s brain. By the time this man
had calmed down, Archie was very much
alert. He had his eyes ostensibly closed,
but he was pceping éut from bencath his
lowered lids, and he was taking stock of
this luxurious gabin and its occupants.

There were two fellows in flannels who
looked like holiday-makers; a stoutish,
elderly man with a soldierly aspect; and
this chief robber, as it were, who was
younger and quite frightfully villainous.
Other men came 1in, dressed as ship’s
officers. It was all very confusing.
~ And then, unfortunately for Archie’s
high hopes of escape, something happened
which completely upset his calculations.
The silk handkerchief was replaced over
his face, and tied at the rear. And while
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he was wondering why this had been done,
a pad of something was pressed over his
mouth and nostrils, and his senses reeled.

For a second he thought of struggling.
" But what was the use? Before he could
make up his mind one way or the other,
his mind developed a sort of cnginc
trouble and conked out. Archic experi-
enced a sensation of sinking. Down-—
down! Slowly at first, and then rapidly,
and after that—oblivion.

¢ HAT will be enough,” said Prince
Zeno sharply. “We don’t want
to send the boy to sleep for too
long. But it was better that he

should have this second dose. It would be

awkward if he recovered too soon.”

“Well, he knows nothing, and that 1is
some consolation,” growled von Stelf.
“But I don’t like the look of all this,
your highness. It’s going to lead to
trouble. England isn’t the kind of
country where we can play fast and loose

”

R ge—

“For heaven’s sake, von Stelf, kecp
your pessimism to yourself!” interrupted
the prince. ‘“You are the most.infernal
growler in existence!”

The count turned away to hide
anger.

his
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“Well, we shall sece,” he muttered. “1
don’t like this business at all”
Archie was lifted and carried out. He

was replaced in the launch, and Karl and
Nickolas took their places.

“Sco that you carry out my orders,”
sald the prince, as he watched them go.
“And the next time you blunder you will
have no sccond chance.”

Karl and Nickolas were only too glad
to get away. During that return trip to
Caistowe they discussed the matter con-
tinuously. Even now they could not, for
the life of them, understand how the
thing had happened. In the end they
came to the only possible conclusion—
that both King Victor and this other boy
had been wearing that same sunit during
the afternoon. So they had a grievance.
They weren’t to blame at all. How could
they possibly have foreseen that one suit
would be worn by two boys?

Luck favoured them.

They made the trip up the Stowe with-
out attracting any unwelcome attention.
And when they arrived at that fateful
spot they found, to their intense satis-
faction, that it was deserted.

Nobody was in sight; no boats were on
the river. It seemed as though holiday-
makers, farmers and the §St, Frank’s
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fcllows had conspired together to keep
away for the especial benefit of these
Caronian gentry.

It was merely a case of luck, Not five
minutes before a noisy crowd of River
House fellows, returning to their own
school from the match, had passed this
way. Boats containing St. Frank’s
seniors had been much in evidence, too.
A steam-driven barge had only just
vanished round a bend of the stream.
Handforth & Co., of the Remove, were
setting out along the towing-path now,
and were approaching. But at this par-
ticular moment the coast was clear.

“This is good,” said Karl, in a low
voice. ‘“Comec! We put him ashore
quickly.”

It was the work of only one breathless
minute. After another quick glance up
and down, the men leapt ashore; Archie
Glenthorne was hauled limply out, and
he was laid on the grass in an attitude
of complete repose. The bonds were re-
‘moved. Only the silk handkerchief was
left loosely over his face.

The two men leapt back into their
launch, the engine purred, and the little

craft slid out into the centre of the
stream.

“We have done it, my {riend!” said
Karl breathlessly. “And it was easier
than we expected.”

“Yes, we are safe mnow,” agreed

Nickolas, with a deep breath of relief.

“But what of our afternoon’s work? All
wasted! What do we do now, Karl?”

““There is only cne thing for us to do--
get hold of Vietor as quickly as possible,”
sald Karl. “It is the only way in which
we can put ourselves right with Zeno. He
called us fools and blunderers. Yes, my
good Nickolas, we must make oursclves
right with Zeno, or we shall be sent back
to Caronia in disgrace, and others will
replace us. And what of our pleasant
little summer holiday, then? What of
our rich payment? We must get hold of
that boy—and quickly !”

OR threce or four minutes after the
departure of the launch the scene
remained peaceful. Archie Glen-
ihorne, reclining full length on his

back, had not moved. Then the peace
was dcfinitely broken by the arrival of
Edward Oswald Handforth.

Hc was strolling along, his hands
thrust deeply into his trousers pockets,
and he was chatting with Church and
McClure about the match against the
River House fellows. At least, Hand-
forth was doing all the chatting, and
Church and McClure were listening.

“We ought to have given Brewster and

\

way
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his crowd a terrific licking !” Handforth
was saying. Instead, we just managed to
win by a few rums. What's the good of
that?”

“Better than losing,” commented
Church, slipping a word in for the first
time in threec minutes.

“I’d show you how to win matches if
I was skipper of thc Eleven !” said Hand-
forth, with a sniff. “Nipper’s all right,
but he lacks originality. Did you sec the
way he placed his field while Commerford
and Ascott were batting? All wrong! I
should have had (ommerford out in a
couple of overs, instead of letting him

knock up eighteen off his own bat. He
gave three or four chances——"
“Hallo !” interrupted McClure. ¢ Look

who’s here!”

Handforth frowned. He did not hike
his cloquence to be interrupted in this
brusque way.

“I don’t carec who’s here!” he retorted.
“We’re talking about cricket, and ”

“Funny !” said Church., “It looks like
Orlando—but it can’t be Orlando. We
left Orlando in the Triangle, chatting
with Maddox and Travers.”

Handforth now became aware of the
figure sprawling on the grass. He forgot
all about cricket. That suit was enough
to make him forget anything.

“It must be Archie,” he said grufily.
“Haven’t you heard about that beastly
suit? Orlando bagged it, and Archice
had a row with Bhipps about it. So this
i3 where Archie got to!”

“I suppose he came out here to drown
his sorrows in slumber,” grinned Mac.
“You know what "Archie is after he’s haq
a dust-up with Phipps. As miserable as
anything. And Phipps will get his own
in the long run, of course. My only

That suit is a bit dazzling, isn't

hat !
it ?”

They approached, and Handforth flicked
the silk {mndkcrchief away from Archic’s
face. The genial ass of the Remove was
looking singularly peaceful.

“The lazy bounder!” said Handforth
accusingly. ‘“He must have been sleep-
ine for hours! And it can’t be doine
him much good, either. It’s not so warm
now, and this grass may be pgetting o
bit damp. Hi! Wake up, Archie, my
lad !”

Archie failed to oblige.

“Sleeping like a log!” growled Hand-
forth, seizing Archie’s shoulder, and
shaking it violently. “Hi! Wake up,
you fathead! Do you want to catch
cold ?* -

“That’s rummy !’ said Church, staring
down. “He hasn’t cven lheard you yet!

(Continued on page 24.)
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THE EDITOR’S
CHIN-WAG.

00D Wednesday, you chaps—how are

you ? Down and out ? Then come to

Doctor Handforth for a tonic. Here’s

your prescription. Don’t take it to a

chemist. Your nearest newsagent will make it
up for you. The prescription is :

1 “ Handforth’s Weekly,” every Wednesday,
and 1,000 jolly good laughs (which will be de-
rived from the former).

You’ll soon feel better if you stick to this
medicine,.

Next week, yvou fellows, the old WEEKLY
will contain two new features. That chump
McClure says it would be better if the IEditor
of the WEEKLY could obtain lots of new
features—particularly substitutes for those
written by E. O. Handforth. I've attended
to Mac, and you can take it from me that he
jolly well needs some new features at the
moment.

First of all, the most brilliant writer at St.
Frank’s—or, in the world. for that matter—
will commence his LIFE STORY.

You will want to read this thrilling yarn.
The writer of it is a well-known journalist, and
has won great fame as the Editor of a certain
school weekly journal. 1 won’t tell you his
name at the moment. You can guess it, if you
like. |

The other feature is by Our Interesting
Interviewer. He is starting a new series of
Imaginary Interviews—this time with §St.
Frank’s fellows when they are 50 years old.

I wanted him to open the series with me
as the subject. He said he was sorry but he
didn’t care to risk over-taxing his brain by
endeavouring to imagine what I should be
like when I was fifty. I have a suspicion he
was being rude.

Anyway, I'm sure readers will be interested
in this novel scries. Look out for the first
onc next wefk. E. O. HANDFORTH.
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ST. FRANK'S LIMERICKS

By
TOMMY WATSON

FELLOW called Timothy Tucker
A Played cricket, but soon came 8
muclker ;
Two speedy full-tosses
Fell on his proboscis
And made him cry loudly for succour,

A fatheaded Modern named Boots,
With a large rubber catapult shoots ;
He aimed a hard pea
At an owl in a tree ;
But the owl didn’t worry two hoots,

When Archie’s dressed up to attract,
His clothing is neat and compact ;.
He lounges and struts,
For he’s one of the knuts—
A ‘“ knut,” sad to say, that is *‘ cracked.”

Handy’s motto is ‘ Never surrender ! |
He'’s never too soft or too tender;

His young sister Ena

Has this same demeanour—
She’s ‘“ Handy " in feminine gonder.

P

—

SPORTS DAY AT ST. FRANK'S.

Held last Saturday in glorious weather., Only
one incident marred the day’s proceedings.
E. O. Handforth entered for the throwing-the-
cricket-ball competition. His effort landed
plonk on the top of his ;ﬁter’s topper. Said
topper slightly dented. andforth senior is
now taking a courso of arm muscular develop-
ment for certain reasons.

Tho egg-and-spoon race provided a comie
interlude—with LK. O. Handforth again per-
forming. Somebody had stuck a real, ripe egg
in his spoon. Handy fell. The egg broke,
Nobody finished the courss.
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lMAGlNARY INTERVIEWS.

Our Interesting Interviewer chats with
CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS

BEDIENT to the instruc-

tions of our Mighty

IEditor (on whom be

the peace, but who

doesn’t let the peace be on

anyone else), I duly transported

myself to the year 1498, ind met,

Mr. C. Columbus in his office in

one of the New York sky-

scrapers. He spoke Spanish
with an American accent.

‘“ Breeze right in, kid!” he
said cordially. “ I guess I've
only just discovered this burg,
but I calculate I can give a few
minutes to a reporter, Yep!?”

‘“T just looked in to ask you
if 1t is true that you discovered
America, Mr., Columbus ? ”

“ Sure ! *

“ Well, arc you sincerely sorry
for it, and do you promise never
to do it again 1 "

“ You bet ! Have some gum.”

*“ Thanks. Now tell me how
it happened.”

“‘ Right ! ” Mr. Columbus lit

a cigar. “I1 just went in to
King Ferdy and told him I
wanted a ship to take me to
Amorica. He came across with a
tidy old boat, and I got busy and
whipped up a crew and we
started out from Spain way
’bout six months ago. Then ono
morning the look-out raised a
cry of ‘Land 1’ 2

‘“ And it was America ?

‘““No,” said Columbus, *“it
was a whale.”

““ Not land at all 27

““No; just a litile mistake.
But—I shall never forget it !
Three mornings later there

camo another cry of ‘ Land !’

“And this time it was
America itself !
‘““No 1 ¥ said Columbus, “ It

was a raft ! ”

I began to get ratty.

“ Well, go on ! ” I hissed.

“ Not & week after that tho
cry of ‘ Land !’ was raised for
the third time.”

‘“ And this time 1t was

‘“ A false alarm !

1 ground my teeth as I said :

s;0on!l”

“ At last, on one eventful
morning, everybody on the
ship cried *Land !’ "

‘““ And it was America at
last ?

‘““No ; it was a wreck !’

I rose to my feet and grabbed
my hat.

‘“ And after that ?

‘““ After that,’ said Columbus,
“the cry of ‘Land!’ was
raised for the fifth time.”?

‘““ And it was Amer——1 ”’

*“ It was a lump of seaweed !

Two scconds later 1 slammed
the door behind me. As X dnd
s0 I heard the cry of *“ Land | 2
being raised for the sixth time.
Doubtless it was an albatross.

y

—

THE DOCTOR CALLS.

By WALTER CHURCH

ANDY’S little car has
developed measles, or

something, and stub-
bornly declines to pro-

coed to proceed, Personally, I
think it’s gone off the boil ;
but Handy fancies that he must
have forgotten to flood the
incubator or condenser or
something Mac, of course,
sticks to it that all it requires is
winding up. He Says that the
car is obvoiusly ‘ run down.’!

I really do think we should

have car doctors, the same as
doll

doctors and ordinary doctors.
I've got an idea I should make a

doctors and wireless

good car doctor. I have an
excellent road-side manner,
You sce, if we knew a
really good car doctor, Handy
would call him in, and he would
Eack his gtethoscope and screw-
ammer and barge right along.
“ Well, well, well ! I’ he would
say breezily. “ And how is our
little patient this morning ?
Still very immovable ? I'm
sorry to hear that. May I tip-too
into the garage ?
(Continued at foot oj column 3)

A stunning short story that

Spccially written by the world’s |
E. O. HA

CONI MARVELL was the bright-

est scholar in the Fourth-Form at

St. Sumwun's, Marvell of the
Fourth was usually known to hJS chums
as the ‘“ Marvel of the Fourth.” You
see, it was a sort of pun on lus name,
And Marvell was a marvel, too,

It may surprise you to hear that this
bloke Marvell was an inventor. DBy
Georgo, he had invented some *‘ marvel”-"
lous things ! (’Nother pun.)

When he was quite a kid he invented
a machine which could cut large holes in
pen-nibs. Of course, nobody wanted
holes cut in their pen-nibs, but it was a
jolly good machine for all that. He won
the first prize (£1 13s.) at the INTER.
NATIONAL DISPLAY OF CUTTING-
HOLES-IN-PEN-NIBS MACHINES
held at the Crystal. Palace. He won the
second prize, too. In fact, he won all
the prizes, because none of the other
machines could even grip the pen-nibs,
let alone cut holes in them.

A little later he won a gold cup (com-
plete with saucer) for a patent dye which:-
could turn cigarettes blue. aturally
nobody wanted to turn cigarettes blue ;:
but it was a brainy idea, all the same. o

Hxs chums in the Fourth at St. Sum-.
wun’s wanted him to invent somethings
to take away the pain of a hefty licking.
Stephenson Ma.rvell jolly soon did that.|
Heo invented four large, flat exercise-
books which could be placed inside ao
fellow’s bags at the locus cani—that’s a
Latin phrase made up by me. It meanshH

‘“ the place of the cane ’-—and no whack,
however hefty, could be felt. .{

But his submarine was the most mar-
vellous thing he ever made. Everybody-
* marvelled ” at Marvell. (Pun!) He:
made this submarine in the woodshed. 4
and carried it down to the seaside. !

It was a huge thing, capable of holding
forty or fifty people. It was quite as
large ns the DPioneer (that’s the sub-
marine belonging to Irene Manners®
pater, though, of course, she has nothing

STEPHENSON EDISON MAR.:
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' to.do with this yarn), and it was far more
. poworful.

When Stephenson Marvell was ready
.to go out in his submarine, the whole of
'St. Sumwun’s came down to the seaside
to see hum off. He had invited a huge
party to go with him on his first trip.
There was Dr. Duckweed, the Head ;
Mr. Cribb, the Fifth Form-master ; and
.Mr. Grimjaw, the master of the Fourth.
In addition, thero were scores of the
fellows, from Stan Still, the captain of
the school, to Owen Munnie, the frowsiest
fag in the Third. In fact, the whole
school, with the exception of Craven
Kerr, of the Fourth—who was a bit of a
coward—were going on the submarine.

‘“ Bless my soul ! *’ gasped the Head as
the party reached the sea. ‘‘ What a
remarkable-looking vessel! A most
wonderful invention, my dear Marvell !

“A truly mmmense bit of work,”
nodded Mr. Grimjaw. ° Marvell, my
boy, I will let you off the hundred lines
I gave you this morning.”

-Marvell chortled with
.sltepped on to the submarine.

““Walk in, gentlemen !’ he bawled,
opening the conning-tower. * Welcome
to my submarine ! ”

The crowd flocked up the gangway
‘'with such forco that Mr. Cribb was
‘knocked into the sca. The fags and the
‘juniors were very excited, and even the
seniors could not retain their usual look
of vacancy,

. * Get inside the submarine and we'll
dive to the bottom ! *’ roared Marvell.
v After you, my dear Grimjaw,’’ said
ho Head politely.

They all slid breathlessly into the great
vessel’s innards, and Marvell closed the
conning-tower and tied it up with string.

Vhen all was right and tight, he took a
Fover in his hand,

* Roady ?  he yelled.

He pulled the lever, and the giant boat
sank like a lifebelt to the floor of the

ocean, When they bumped on the
ground, Marvell pulled another lever and

glee, and
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two sets of wheels gshot out at
the bottom, and the great ship
travelled along the ocean bed
like a charabanc,

‘ Amazing ! !
Head.

Then the schoolboy inventor
mado the submarine perform
tricks—looping the loop in the
sea, rolling over and over, and
standing on its nose. After an
hour or so of this, the Head
said ¢

‘“ Enough, my dear boy—
enough! Let us return to the
surface. I feel giddy.’!

Marvell suddenly went as

stuttered the

white as a giddy sheet. He
looked an absolute ass.

“Well I'm dashed!” bhe
gasped. “I'm blessed if I

haven’t forgotten to put in any
machinery to raise us to tho
surface again ! 2

““ What !’ screamed
Head.

“It's my fault!?
Marvell sheepishly. ‘1 abso-
lutely overlooked it. YWe can’t
get up again. We’re doomed.”

The whole school fainted
with the exception of Mr. Grim-
jaw, He said :

‘““Boy, you will take back
that imposition"of a hundred
lines I gave you this morning |

THE END,

the

grinned

THE DOCTOR CALLS.

Then he will tell the car to
open its bonnet while he feels
its magneto. I can imagine
him shaking his head gloomily.

“H’m ! Action very irregular
—slight congestion in the induc-
tion, I fancy. You may give the
car a little hard oil three times a
day, with perhaps just a wine.
glassful of spirit. If the patient
gets worse, I'm afraid we shall
have to rush it to the nearest

repair-shop for an operation.
That will be two gujnea-s,
please. (Good-morning.”

But I suppose car-owners
would not be in a hurry to call
in experts at two guineas a
time. No doubt they would
actually prefer to pgive a
mechanic five bob to repair it.

Not that Handy would pay
that five bob—he didn’t pay as
much as that for the car itself.
He thinks he can do all the
repairs necessary. He’s going to
try this afternoon—but I think
he’ll be unlucky. Mac and I
have hidden the car under an
empty matchbox,
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READY WIT
FROM

REGGIE PITT.

HERE is a ncw craze in
|| the Junior Common-
room these days. Even
the chess and draughts
experts are catching on to it.
It is the game called Pit—not
named after me, although
possibly one of my wvenerable
ancestors may have been guilty.
I expect you know it. The chief
idea, it seems to me, is to make
a3 much noise as possible and
wave scveral cards about like
an idiot.

Needless to say, Handforth
is a first-class player. It comesg
natural to him,

° ® ® e

This game caused rather an
amusing situation the othex
evening. I barged into the
Common-room and saw a
crowd of fellows sitting round a
table and bawling for all they
were worth. Tommy Watson
was looking on, and I called out
to him :

“ Tommy-—what’s on ? 2

He answered :

‘““ Reggie—Pit | 22

[ 8 ] C

Pit, I understand, is founded
on the Stock Exchange deals,
and a player can oither be a
‘“Bear ” or a *“Bull.” You
can always tell when Handforth
is one of these, When he’s a
‘““ Bear > he roars like a bull,
and when he’s a * Bull 2 he’s as
savage as a bear. ‘

. @ a s

Handforth was saying this
afternoon that he ran across a
man be knew in the village. I
hope he wasn’t in his Morris
Minor at the time,

e

Mr. Alington Wilkes is due
to give a lecture to-night on the
famous Bronte family—Char-
lotte, Emily and Ann—all three
of them authoresses. I wonder
if he has ever heard of the
books written by the celebrated
Dover family @ Here they are :

‘‘ The Highwayman,’: by Ann
Dover.

‘““ The Fall from the Cliff," by
Eileen Dover ; and * Six ! 2 by
Ben Dover.

° [ ] ¢ ]

This station is now closin
down: Hope you've enjoye
the programme. Toodle-00,
everybody, toodle-oo |
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THE KIDNAPPED KING !

(Continued from page 20.)

What the dickens is the matter with
him?”

“Nothing !” retorted Handforth. “You
know Archie when he gcts fast asleep.
Wild horses won’t wake him. Perhaps
we'd better chuck him in the river. That
ought to do the trick.”

“But we-should ruin that new suit of
his !” protested McClure.

Handforth nodded.

“That’s what I was

thinking,”
replied.

he

CHAPTER 7.
Rough on Archie!

HERE was much to be said in favour of
Handforth’s idea. Throwing Archie
Glenthorne into the river would pro-

~ bably revive him at once, and his
terrible suit would be irretricvably ruined.
Two birds killed with one stone.

However, Church and McClure dissuaded
Handforth from the project. It was a bit
too thick. Handforth contented himsclf by
cupping his hands and dipping them into
the river. He splashed about a pint of water
over Arehie’s face. Archie did not even
quiver.

“I say, you know, there must be something
wrong with him!” said Church, in sudden

aﬁa!}'m ‘““‘He won’t wake up! I believe he’s
l )

““Sun-stroke!”’
conviction.
“Great Scott!”

“That’s what it is all right—sun-stroke,”
satd Handforth. *“Well, it serves the silly
ass right for coming out here and lying down

and going to sleep. What else can he expect
but sun-stroke?”

* Sun-stroke’s asked
Church. |

“Might casily be fatal,” nodded Hand-
forth. *‘“Hc’ll probably be unconscious for
days.”

“Well, don't look so jolly pleased aboit
it! said McClure tartly. *“Can’t we do
something to help the poor chap? Get
somo more water!”’

“Water’s no good for sun-stroke,” replicd
Handforth, shaking his head. *“I kncw a
cha» once—"

But his chums were not interested. They
dashed to the rive:r baak, got some more
water, and splashed it over Archie’s face.
. To their relief the patient now showed some

signs of awakening. He stirred and tricd
to open his eyes,

“Hallo! What's going on here?” askad
Vivian Travers, strolling up with Sir Jimmy
Potts, Skeets Rossiter, and Harry Gresham.
“So this is where Archie has got to?

nodded Handforth, with

serious, isn’t 1t?”
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Orlando and Brent have been inquiring all
over the place for him.”

‘““He’s had sun-stroke,” explained Hand-
forth.

“Rats!” said Church. *“It can’t bo sun-
stroke, or he wouldn’t show any signs of
coming to himself. Get some more water,
Mao.”

“Well, if it isn’t full sun-stroke, he’s had
a touch of it,” insisted Handforth. ¢ Chaps
don’t slcep as soundly as this unless they’ve
had sun-stroke, or something.”

More water was splashed into Archie Glen-
thorne’s face; and his recovery was assisted,
perhaps, by the fact that he opened his
mouth to yawn just as a large dose of water
was splashed upon him. Some of the water
got into his mouth, and it not only went
down his throat, but it went the wrong way.

The unfortunate Archie gurgled, he
spluttered, and a moment later he was sitting
up and coughing violently. Church and
McClure were patting him on the back, and
generally hammering him about. Under the
influence of this rough-and-ready #geatment,
a complete cure was cffected.

‘““Here, I say, dash it!” spluttered Archie,

finding words at last. “Chuck it, you
blighters!”
“Wake up, Archie!” said Church. ‘“Great

Scott! We’ve becen trying to knock some life
into you for the last five minutes!”

“Eh? What's that,” asked Archie dizzily.
““Oh, I see what you mean! Knocking tho
lifc out -of me, what?”

“Knocking the lifc into you, fathead!”

““Then bo good enough to ccase fire,” said
Archie feebly. “I mean to say—"

He looked somewhat blearily at the circle
of juniors. Then, his consciousness returnin

fully, he gave a violent start. He looke
round wildly.
“I say!” he ejaculated. *I say!

Whers
are they?” ,
“Where are what?”

““Good gad! Am I here?” asked Archie.
“T mean, where am I1? This isn’t the
yacht !”

““The what?”

‘“No, not the what, you frightful ass—the
yacht!”

“What yacht?” asked Handforth blankly.

“This is most rummy,” said Archie,
passing a hand over his brow, “Odds
mysteries and staggerers! I mean to say,
here I am, back on the good old spot,
what ?”

“You've been on the good old spot, my lad,
for two or three hours,” said Handforta.
“You’ve been sleeping like a log—"

‘“ Absolutely not!” interrupted Archie.
“I’'ve had a most blighting adventure.”

““Tell us about it, dear old fellow,” grinned
Travers.

“I don’t exactly know how it started, but
I came to this jolly old spot and decidnd
that it was just the stuff to give ’em,” said
Archie. ‘““That is to say, I rested the good
old bones on the landscape, and came to the
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conclusion that forty of tho best and sweetest
would restore the tissues. When I woke up,
I was miles away!”

“You silly ass, when you woko up you
were here!” said Handforth., *We woke you
up, didn’t we?’ '

“I mean, when I woke up for the first
time,” explained Archic. *I was on a ship,
out at sea—and a ship, my dcar old things,

which was simply overrun by gabbling
forcigners.”

““Ha, ha, ha”

‘“ Absolutely !’ insisted Archic. “You’ve
‘never heard such foreigners in all your life.
‘I’'m dashed 1f I could understand their bally
language. These blighters carried me off in
@ launch, and I was hoisted on to this other
ship, and lugged bclow, and @& whole gang
of thesec merchants held a sort of- general
meeting, and I i1magine that I must havo
bcen”t-hc chief item on the agenda. Anyhow

““Cheese 1t, Archie!” grinned Handforth.
“I was wrong about that sun-stroke, after
all. There’s nothing wrong with you—except
that you’ve been dreaming.”

“Of coursec he’s becen drecaming,” said
Harry Gresham. ‘“He’s been sleeping hero
on the river bank—-"

“Kindly allow mec to know best, whether
I’ve been dreaming or not,” interrupted
Archic coldly. “Dash 1t! I distinctly
remember being carried on to that yacht. I
was bound hand and foot——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” .

“And gagged, too, 1
Travers cheerfully.

“Well, sort of gagged,” replied Archie. “I
couldn’t see much because I had a dashed silk
handkerchief over my face. But these forcign

suppose ?”’ asked

- merchants removed 1t when I was down in

the cabin.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

‘‘ A top-hole cabin, too,’” said Archie. ‘Rich
lounges, soft carpcts, and all that sort of
thing. And these gabbling blighters talked
like anything, but I couldn’t understand a
word. There was onc chappie avho got into
a most fearful rage. I don’t quite know
what happcned after that, because I must
have been drugged again.”

“Poor old Archie!” ghuckled Skcets, “I
gucss you’ve Lad more than a dream., 1t
mmust have been a nightmare.”

‘““What have you been eating?”
Jimmy Potits.

‘‘Eating wasn’t the cause of it,”
Handforth. “It was that suit.”

*“Good gad! I mcan—="

““Of course i1t was that suit,” continued
Handforth. ‘' Any fcllow going to sleep in a

sult like that would have vivid nightmares.”

Archie was looking very startled. By
now, he had recovered his wits completely;
his brain was quite clear. And all that had
recently happened to him took on a vague,
unreal aspect. The clearer his brain became,
the more fantastic those adventures seemed.

asked

sald
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“It’s dashed disturbing, laddics,” he said,
passing a hand over his brow. ‘“I mean to
say, all these frightful things absolutely
happened. Dash it, I recmember distinctly!
I was in a sort of motor-launch, going out to
sca. Then thero was that bally ship, and
all those gabbling foreigners——"

“Drcams, old man—drcams!” said De
Valerie, who, attracted by the group, had
strolled up with Somerton and one or two
other Rcmovites. ‘““You’ve been asleep for
hours.”

“It’s all very rummy, said Archie. ‘What
I can’t understand is, finding myself back
here.”’

““Therc’s nothing rummy about that,” said
Dec Valerie. ““You found yourself back here
because you never went away. Why, two
hours ago, when I happened to go to the
boat-house, I spotted you lying on the grass,
aslcep. More than two hours ago. You
haven’t moved since then. It stands to
reason.’’ -

Victor Orlando and Paul Maddox, who
were now with the crowd, werc looking

interested.  Victor, 1n particular, was
curious. .
“I’m wafraid 1t’s that suit, Archie, old

man,” ho said to his elegant study mate.
“I woro it for a bit, and so I know. It's
the kind of suit to make you dizzy.”

““I thought you liked this dashed suit?”
asked Archic stiffly.

“I did—at first,” rcplied the young king.
“ Afterwards, however, I decided that it was
just @ little too bright for my liking. But
what about this drcam of yours?”

“It wasn’t a dream!’” insisted Archie
frantically. ‘““Good gad! Can’t you chappies
belicve me? 1 tell you, I went to sleep on
this spot, and when I woke up I was in a
motor-launch. I was taken on a ship, with
all sorts of gabbling foreigners.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” |

“What were these foreigners like?”’ asked
Victor, looking strangely startled.

‘““Well, there was one stout chappic—an
elderly blighter, with a {ferocious sort of
moustache,” said Archie. *‘“And there was
another one, who scemed to be the master
of the ceremonies. A younger bloke, fright-
fully authoritative, and all that. The
other merchants absolutely quailed when Le
yapped at them.

““What was this man like ??”? asked Victor.

“Oh, a tallish, well-built sort of chappie,”
replied Archie, frowning. “Dark and
sinister, if you know what I mean. Foreign-
looking, but well-dressed. I will say that
for these blighters—they were pretty snappy
in their apparel. This gangster-chief fellow
struck me as being an aristocrat of sorts. A
frightful scoundrel, of course, or he wouldn’t
have let me iiec on that dashed lounge with
my hangg.,and fect bound! But, in all fair-
ncss, ’'"® got to admit that he was a man
of dashed good stock.”

There was a general laugh,
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“My poor old Archie, why can’t you be
sensible 7’ asked Travers. “Isn’'t it as clear
as daylight that you’ve been dreaming? All
this 1s mere drivel. 1 mean, about this
yacht, these foreigners, and your being bound
hand and foot. You must have been reading
some thriller and, what with that and the
suit and the heat of the afternoon——"

““All I can say is, it’s dashed rummy,” in-
terrupted Archie, disturbed.

He was beginning to have doubts. It rot
only secemed dashed rummy, but ridiculous.
On the face of it, the thing was crazy. I1f
all those things had recally happened, why
had he been brought back? Upon awaken-
ing for the second time, why had he found
himself on the grass, lying on the very
spot where he had fallen asleep? Who
would kidnap him just for the fun of the
thing—and then bring him back?

He had already felt his pockets, and ho
had assured himseclf that his wallet was safe,
and his other valuables intact.

““Oh, well, perhaps you’re right,” admitted
Archie reluctantly. “I suppose it must have
bcen a2 dream—although, dash it, I’ve never
bad one like it before. Most frightfully
alarming. I shall have to ask Phipps about
it. He’'ll rally round, and Good gad!”

It wasn’t so much an exclamation as a
groan. Archie had just remembered that he
and Phipps were scarcely on speaking terms.
Phipps wouldn’t do much rallying round.
© **Oh, well, there’s only one thing for it,”
murmured Archie, more to himself than to
the fellows. ‘I suppose I shall have to give
this dashed suit to Phipps and tell him to
burn it. That will restore the old boy to
the usual formm. Then he’ll dash about with
restoratives, and the young master will onco
again be himself.”

The juniors chuckled, and Archie, stiil
feeling decidedly groggy, wearily set off
towards the school. The rest of the fellows
dispersed. At least, they would have done,
only Victor Orlando detained some of them.
Victor was looking quietly serious. He
buttonholed Handforth & Co., Travers, and
one or two others.,

““Can you fellows come along to my study
soon?” he asked.

‘ No reason why we shouldn’t,” said Hand-
fortt. ‘“What’s the 1dca ?”

“Something I want to tell you,” replied
Victor. ‘“And it’'s something startling.”

CHAPTER 8.
Victor Springs a Bombshell!

TUDY E was rather crowded.
S Half an hour had eclapsed, but
Archie Glenthorne was now looking
quite contented. He had had a five-
minutes heart-to-heart talk with Phipps; Le
had removed that purplish-brown suit, and
was elegantly attired in flannels. Phipps
had smiled upon him once more, and the
worll was looking pretty good all round.

Mpystery and adventure : “ THE TRAIL OF THE BLACK RUBY!”

That drcam was now very vague, and
Archie was doing his best to forget it com-
pletely. He couldn’t quite understand why
all these chappies wecre gathering in his
study, but they were perfectly welcome.
After all, 1t was Orlando’s study as well as
his, and Orlando had invited them.

Nipper was here with Tregellis-West and
Watson, his own study mates; also Hand-
forth & Co.; Travers, Potts and Gresham;
Skeets and Fullwood—and, of course, Paul
Maddox, Victor’s own special pal.

““What’s the general idea of this?”’ askea
Nipper.

‘“A jape, I expect,” said Handforth, with
relish. “Orlando’s pretty hot on japes. He
may be a Caronian, and he may be a king,
but he’s the goods.”

Vietor Orlando shook his head.

“JIt’s not a jape this time, Handy,” bhe
said, the gravity of his tone making all the
others stare. ‘No, I'm afraid I'm going
to bother you with my family troubles.”

“Do kings have family troubles?” asked
Handforth in surprise.

‘““More family troubles than ordinary
people, I’'m afraid,” replied Victor. *For
they're the kind of troubles that involve
wars and revolutions.”

‘““ What the dickens are you getting at?” -
asked Gresham, in wonder.

“I didn’t want to bother any of you
fellows with this matter, but after what
has happened to Archio to-day, I feel that
you ought to know.”

“But nothing’s happened to Archic!”

‘““Fortunately, he has comne to no harm,”
replicd Victor. ‘ But something might have
happened—something very nasty.”

“Good gad!” said Archie, sitting up.

““All you fellows believe that Archie had
a dream out there on the river bank,” con-
tinued Victor. “But I happen to know
that that story of his was true. He was
kipnapped, he was taken aboard a strange
vacht with a lot of gabbling foreigners, and
he was brqught back, drugged.”

There was a chorus of startled exclam-

ations.

““Cheese it,- Orlando!” protested Hand-
forth. “Draw 1t mild, old man!”

But Nipper, who could sece the earnest
light in Victor's eyes, looked at him
squarely.

“Why are you so sure?’” he asked.

‘““Because I know a few things which vou
follows don’t know,” replied the young
King of Caronia. ‘I know, for example,
that certain of my own countrymen are
plotting against me.”

“What!”

*Great Scott!”

‘“Being @ king isn’t all honey,” continucd
Victor. ‘“And ecven in England I'm not
safe from these conspiracies. I thought 1
was going to have a fairly good time of 1t
at St. Frank’s, but this affair to-day has
given me a bit of a shock.”

’
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HandfortR & Co, seized poker, shovel and tongs and ranged themselves around King Victor.
They were his majesty’s bodyguard !}

“What affair?” asked Travers. ‘' You're
talking in riddles, dear old fellow. Nothing
has happened to you, has it? Archie 1s the
merchant ”?

“I'll explain,” said Victor,
heard Archie’s story, I was immediately
struck by one significant fact. He was
taken to a strange yacht and then he was
brought back—after being drugged. In other
words, he was kidnapped, but he wasn’t
wanted.  So the kidnappers brought him
back and placed him on the same spot think-
ing that he would awaken without any
l\nouledge of what had happened.”

The juniors were bewildered;
seemed absurd.
“ Archie was vpretty, brilliant 1n  that
affair,” continued Victor admiringly. “ Con-
gratteb, Archie, on your presence of mind.”

“Oh, really !” protested Archie. ‘I mecan
to say 2

“If you had allowed those men to know
that 3ou were really awake, they wouldn’t
have brought you back ¥ said Victor gravely.
“They’d have kept you there—a prisoner.
They darent have brought you back, for
vou d have known too much. But by lymo'
doggo, and allowing them to think that you
were unconscious all the while, you have
enabled us to gect a clear line on what’s
happening.”

‘““The poor chap’s raving ! said Handforth
sadly. “He’s just drivelling |”

all this;

“When I

“Leave him alone,” “Go
ahead, Orlando |’

““The whole thing hinges on the fact that
Archie was wearing that new suit,” said
Victor impressively.

““What on earth—"

“I was wearing that suit earlicr—and
that’s the point,” said Victor. ‘‘While I
was wearing it, my enemies must have seen
me. The suit fixed itself in their minds.
Can’t you sce? When they came down the
river in their launch, and spotted Archie
acleep on the bank, tbey mistook him for
me.’

‘“My only sainted aunt!”

“But who the dickens would want to kid-

nap you?”’ asked Nipper.

““Therco’s one man who 1s very interested
in me,” sald Victor quietly, “He’s the man
Archie has described—the aristocratic-look-
ing leader of this gang of gabbling
foreigners. I'm pretty certain that the man

said Nipper.

was Prince Zeno of Kazatova, my half-
brother.”
Archie started as though he had bcen

stung. .

“1 say!” he ejaculated. ‘“Odds regretis
and apologies! And I called the chappie a
dashed scoundrel! Really, Orlando, old boy,
I hadn’t the faintest 1dea ”

“Don’t worry!” interrupted Victor.
“When you described my half-brother as a
dashed scoundrel you weren’t half severe
enough. Prinee Zeno is the mast dangerous
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man in Caronia—or out of Caronia.. He
hates me like poison, and I'm not exactly
mad about him myself. Our feelings towards
one another, in fact, are pretty mutual,”

The juniors were all looking excited, and
more than a little bewildered.

“It’s. all perfectly clear,” said Victor.
“Archie was Eidnapped in mistake for me.
He was brought back because Prince Zeno
thought that he knew nothing, and because
he was the wrong victim.”

“It all sounds like a lot of rot to me,”
said Handforth bluntly.

“Perhaps’ it won’t sound like rot when 1
tell you that my half-brother has becn con-
spiring for months,” replied Vietor. I
happen to know that he is on a pleasure
cruise at the moment in his own private
yacht—or he’s pretending to be on a pleasure
cruise. His right-hand man and companion
is Count Frederick von Stelf, and von Stelf
is a stoutish, elderly man——"

“Good gad! The chappie I described!”
said Archie.

‘“Exactly,” replied King Victor. “The
men you saw were Prince Zeno and Count
von Stelf. The others were cither some of
the “yacht’s officers or some of my half-

brother’s agents.”
I had an i1dea all

“Well, I'm dithered i 1 .
the time that ‘I wasn’t dreaming,” said
“Dash it, a chappie can't mistake

Archie.
a thing like that., Absolutely not!”
fooled

“By .lying doggo, you them
beautifully,” said Victor. ‘“And that's the
only recason you were brought back. I'm not
saying that my half-brother would have
dropped you overboard, or anything drastic
like that, but he would certainly have kept
you a prisoner,” _

““Then I seem to have had a pretty price-
less shave,” said Archie with relief.

Victor was looking troubled.

“At tho risk of ioring you fellows, I'm
going to be a bit long-winded,” he said. “I
wish you’d sit down and make yourselves
comfortablo. This little chat of ours may
take some time.”

The juniors, far from bored, settled down.
They had an idea that they were going to
Lear something sensational—and they were
not disappointed.

CHAPTER 9.
His Majesty’s Bodyguard!

T was difficult to rcaliso that this cheery,
curly-haired schoolboy was a king; yet
it was not so difficult now as it had
been. Until this hour, Victor had

shown himself to be just an ordinary, mis-
chief-loving schoolboy. But now he seemecd
to assumec a new strength of dignity which
made him different from all the others.

Paul Maddox, his friend, was looking

anxious and worried.

‘““Do you think there’s any real danger,

Vic?” he asked with concern. “I'd no idea
that your half biother was really active.”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“We'll sec—we'll sift the facts, as they
say 1n the detective stories,” replied Victor
with a smile. ‘“Now, all you fellows know
that Paul and I are practically as English
as you are. Since childhood we have had
an English tutor; then we spent some ycars
in an Knglish preparatory school; then we
came here. We don’t want you to look upon
us as foreigners.”

“We don’t,” said Nipper.  Forget 1,
old' man. You're Removites, both of you.”

“My uncle, the Grand Duke Rudolph, has
had this dream in his mind for ycars,” con-
tinued Victor thoughtfully. “He 1s a great
patriot, and his love of Caronia is some-
thing which even I can’t quite understand.
Perhaps I will later on, when I'm old
cnough to reign. But at present, as you
know, I'm only just a schooFboy, and so my
uncle is reigning for me. Hec is the regent.
He’s more than that; he’s the supreme dic-
tator of Caronia’s destinies,

“Years ago he realised that Caronia was
drifting helplessly; that the pcople were
more or less poverty-stricken, and that
prosperity seemed as far away as cver.
Caronia’s a queer littlo country. Some of
my people speak Italian, some German, son:e
Slav. At least, they did. Then my uncle
issued a decrce that. those languages wero
to be abolished, and IEnglish substituted.

‘“When he took hold of the recins, on the
death of myv father—who was a grand old
chap, but old-fashioned—ho decided that the
time had come for him to put his dreams
into practice,” went on the young king
quietly. “I was only a kid, and I hadn’t
any say in the matter. Now I'm a bit older,
I know what it all means, and I'm one hun-
dred per cent in favour of my uncle’s plans.

“The people, for the most part, are be-
hind him, too. In Galvarad, the capital, my
uncle 1s backed up by ninety per cent of
the pecople, and it is just the same in all
the other big towns. 'The people are help-
ing him loyally, willingly. And during these
past fow yecars amazing changes have taken
glace in Caronia. The country, instcad of

eing poverty-stricken, 1s prospering; fac-
tories are springing up everywhere; roads
are being built on a magnificent scale; un-
employment is almost unknown. Everything
is patterned after the English style.

““Our railways, our roads, our factories,
our post-office, our army—they’re all just
like the English,” continued Victor proudly.
“Our necwspapers are printed in English,
since every other language is forbidden.
And the people have learned English by
now, and most of them prefer it. In the
old days, our newspapers had to be printed
in three languages, our stamps were printed
in thrce languages, and there was always a

"lot of confusion. That’s all been wiped away

at a singlo stroke. My uncle believes that
English will one day become the language
of the whole world—and he means to be 1n
time with Caronia.”

““And jolly good luck to him!” said
Nipper. “ Y%ur uncle is a bit before his
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‘Ime, but he knows what he’s
doing

“That’s just it—he’s a bit before his time,”
vdmitted Victor, with a sigh. ¢ Like all great
pioneers, he is misunderstcod by some. It is
:he Slav population which i1s causing the
trouble. The pcople in the Kazatova
Mountains are bitterly opposed to all these
new-fangled ideas. They want to go on in the
rld way; they distrust all changes. What
was good enough for their ancestors i1s good
enough for them. That’s the attitude they
take. My half-brother, Prince Zeno, has
appointed himself the champion of these
revolutionaries. But he has only done so
because he believes that he can gain power.
He wants to precipitate a revolution—and
force my uncle to abdicate—so that he, Prince
Zeno, can scize the throne and rob me of my
birthright. Ho wants to put Caronia back
where 1t stood, and to abolish all these
modern innovations which are bringing such
prosperity to the country.”

““The man must be a fool !” said Nipper.

““Not a fool—a rascal,” replied Victor.
““He’s not thinking of the country—he’s no
patriot. He’s only thinking of himsclf. He
wants to become the king, and if the country
is sacrificed so that he can mount the throne,
l}qle )W'il’l be satisfied. That’s the kind of man

e 18.’ .

“But where do you come in?”’ asked Hand-
forth curiously. .

-4 If Prince Zeno can get hold of me—

nap me, in fact—and hide me away, he
will possess a "weapon of tremendous
strength,’”” replied Victor. “Don’t you under-
stand? He can even threaten to kill me,
and so force my uncle to abdicate.”

“Phew! The man must be a most frightful
blighter !’ said Archie. *Of course, I could
see that when I spotted him. But, dash it,
this 1s a bit blue round the edges, laddie!”

¢ Zeno has been plotting for two or three
vears,” said Victor. ‘“He has been gaining
stren%th among the Slavs, and the time 1is
rapidly approaching now when he will be
ready to strike. Very little of all this is heard
in the newspapers—even in Caronia pcople
don’t know much. But nmw uncle knows, and
those in his confidence know. At any moment
Prince Zeno might strike. And the fact that
he tried to kidnap me #o-day proves that he’s
getting ready to strike at once. 1 don’t like
the look of things at all 1”?

“I suppose you were sent to England so
that yonu would be safe ?’’ asked Nipper.

“That was my uncle’s main idea, - of
course,” replied Vietor. ““He felt that I
would be secure here, and, at the same time,
he wanted- me to become thoroughly English
in my outlook. He wants the English out-
look to be the outlook of all good Caronians.”

‘““ A stout-hearted chappie, your uncle!”
said Archie approvingly.

‘““Ho needs to be stout-hearted,” said
Victor. ‘““He has many friends, but he has
countless cnemies. And with my half-brother
secretly plotting against him, the crisis is get-
ting nearer and nearer,’>

perhaps,

1

‘““Do you really tnink that Zeno will start a
revolution 7’ asked Handforth eagerly.

‘““He daren’t start one yet,” replied Victor.
“But if he gets hold of me and uses me as
a hostage, ho might risk it. He knows that
the grand duke wouldn’t allow me to be
sacrificed. fo you can tell I'm pretty worried
about that affair this afternoon. It shows
that Prince Zeno is getting desperate. Once
he steps upon the throne he’ll repeal all the
news laws that my uncle has made; he’ll
allow Caronia to fall back into its former con-
diticn. And with the Slavs solidly behind
him, the rest of the people will be pretty
helpless. These Slavs, who move about in
tribes in the mountains, arc a fierce, war-like
lot, whilst the rest of the population is peace-
loving.

“During thesc last few yecars my uncle has
been trying to win the Slavs over to his own
way of thinking,” continued the young king.
‘““Ho has used every kind of diplomacy, and
there were signs that he was succeeding—that
he was getting these fierce pcople to
modernise their outlook.

‘““But all the good that my uncle did has
been undone by Prince Zeno’s revolutionary
activities. While the grand duke has been
persuading, on the one hand, tho prince has
been goading on the other. The very future
of Caronia lies in the Kazatova Mountains.
It’s a funny thing that that wild region should
be of such importance—that the fate of tens
of thousands of lawful, industrious people
should rest in the hands of these tribes who
are little better than bandits and brigands.
But that’s just the way of things.”

““Gee! It’s pretty tough, whichever way
vou look at it,”” remarked Skeets.

“A few days ago I had a letter from my
uncle,” said Victor. ‘“He wasn’t alarmed,
but he warned me to be careful. He told me
about Zeno’s cruise—and he had his sus-
picions, perhaps, that my half-brother was
planning to plot against me. He warned me
to be careful, to be constantly on my guayd.
Yet I don’t think my uncle quite realised that
Zeno was determined to go t6 such lengths.”

“We ought to let your uncle know what’s
happening,” said Paul earnestly.

‘““No need to worry him,” replied Victor,
shaking his hcad. ‘‘He has quite enough
worries at home in Caronia. I'm not afraid
of Zeno or his agents. My uncle said there °
was very little danger of the prince attempt-
ing any funny business.”

“But he has attempted funny business
already,’” said Nipper.

“Yes; and that’s why I've told you fellows
about it,” replied Victor, with a smile. I
think 1t’s only right that you should know.
So 1if you sce any foreign-looking fellows
hanging about, you’ll know who they are.
And perhaps you’ll lend me a hand. I'm a
Removite now, and I’'m rather hoping that
the Remove will rally round. We can attend
to these things without bothering my uncle.”

‘““Good egg!” said Handforth eagerly.
“You bet the Remove will rally round I’

*Rather |”
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‘“‘Bravo, Orlando!

‘“Hear, hear!”

Victor flushed as he heard the enthusiastic
chorus.

“It’s awfully decent of you chaps,” he said
eratefully. ‘I know it’s not right for me
to spring my troubles on you—"

‘“Rats !”

“Dry up, ass!”

“All right, I won’t press the point,”
rrinned Victor. ‘ Anvhow, my uncle tells me
in his letter that he has had secret informa-
tion from one of his spies that there has been
talk in the revolutionary camp of grabbing
me and holding me as a hostage. That’s why
I know so much about i1t. My uncle told me
not to take too much notice of those alarmist

We're with you!”

varns, but he warned me that I had better

be carcful. He says that he is glad that he
arranged for Paul and me to spend our
summer holidays here at the school.”

““Great  Scott!”  ejaculated Travers.
‘“Aren’t yvou going away for the vac.? 1
mean, back to Caronia ?”

‘““No. My uncle thinks it would be bettor
for us to stay on.”

“T say, that’s a frightfully {rightful
prospect !’ said Archie sympathetically., 1
mean, it's most awfully dull for a chappie
to spend the holidays at school. 1 mean
hardly any of the lads trickling round, and
all that sort of thing. Widec-open spaces
whe’rever.you look. Solitude, and all that
rot.”
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know a

and bumper books are also offered as prizes.
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Carmelife Street, London, E.C.4.
STRATEGY.

Uncle (1o nephew playing at ¢ war >’ with -

a companion) : *° If you can take the fortress
within a quarter of an hour, I’ll give you
sixrpence.”’

Youngster (a minute later) : ‘¢ Uncle, the
fortress is taken. May 1 have that sixpcnce
you promised me, please ? *? |

rele : ‘* How did yowuw manage it so
quickly ? V’
. Youngster : *‘ 1 offered the ememy three-
pence and ke capitulated.’” |

(D. Dunecan, 71, The Drive, Golders Green,
N.W.11, has been awarded a handsome watch.)

PREPARING TO RUN.

Pat was sleeping in a haunted house when
he heard a voice moaning ;

‘“ CHUMS OF ST. SIMEONS.,”

Rollicking book-length school yarn.

said
“My pcople will be

‘““You’'ll have to come home with me,”
Handforth generously.
only too jolly pleased.”

““That’s very decent of you, Handy—

“Don’t you take any notico of Handy,”
milcrrupted Travers. ‘“You'll have to come
to my place, Orlando.”
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““No fear!” roarcd Handforth. I asked
him first |

“Well, don’t fight about it,”” grinned
Victor. ‘““We can casily settle that a bit later.

And thanks awfully for being so nice. Let’s
get back to the point. The one fact which
stands out clearly 1s that my uncle’s warning
was more timely than he suspected. The
genial Prince Zeno 1s getting busy; he’s mado
onc attempt to grab me, and 1t’s pretty
certain that he’ll make others when he has
got his second wind. Not that I'm worrying.”’

‘“We’ll look after you, old s=on,” said
Nipper briskly. “Trust the Remove!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

‘“Rats to my half-brother and all his beastly
plots !’ continued Victor lightly. “I'm jolly
glad I’ve got this off my chest—it's made me
fecel heaps better. But after what happened
to Archie I felt that you ought to know.”

““You did the right thing,” said Nipper.
‘“Wo'll form a sort of bodyguard, and we’ll
watch over you night and day.”

‘““Hear, hear!” supported Hancdforth en-

thusiastically. He strode over to the fire-
place and grabbed up the poker. “We'll
show ’em!” he declared fiercely, as heo
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good rib-tickler, send it along now.
handsome wateh will be awarded each week to the
sender of the best joke ; pocket wallets, penknives,

Address
jokes to °‘ Smilers,’’ Nelson Lee Library, 5,

““ There’s only you and me! There's
only you and mo ! ”

“ Begorra ! ”’ said Pat. ‘‘ There’ll only
be ye when Oi get this other boot on ! ”’

(H. Nicholson, 1, P.O. Row, Westhouse,
Ingleton, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

QUITE ENOUGH, THANKS !

‘“ Have an accident ? >’ asked the fellow
who arrived too late at the scene of the
motor-car erash.

‘“ No, thanks,’’ replied the' viectim, as he
picked himself up. °¢I’ve just had one.’’

(Miss F. Duggan, 95, Rennie Street,
Coburg, Melbourne, Australia, has
been awarded a book.)

TESTED.

Foreman (testing wall in new house): “I'm
speaking quietly, Bill. Can you hear me ? ™’

Bill (on the other side) : ““ ’Ear yer ? Lumme,
I can see yer in three places.”

(W. Hedges, 9, Ansley Road, Stockingford
Nuneaton, has becen awarded a pocket wallet.)

THE BARE-FACED TRUTH.

Two men were having a heated argument.

‘“ There’s only one thing that stops you from
being a bare-faced fibber,’’ declared the first.

‘‘ Well, and what’s that ? ’’ asked the other.

‘“ Your moustache ! ** retorted the first man.

(F. Andrews, 5, Challin Street, Maple
Road, Penge, S.E.20, has been auwarded a
penlknife.)

A



BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 296—buy a copy to-day.

marched back and ranged himself alongside
Victor. “Just let these mouldy Caronian
plotters try any of their funny stuff, and
they’ll feel the weight of this on their
nappers !’

Some of the other juniors, following Hand-
forth’s lead, also armed themsclves with tho
shovel and tongs and any other ‘‘weapons ”’
they could find.

‘“Don’t you worry, Orlando!”

‘““Rely on us 1”

“This is your bodyguard, and we’'ll look
after youl” '

““I say, cheecse it, you chaps!” grinned
Victor, but at the same time he warmed more
than ever towards these fellows. They were
true blue.

“They’ro right, Vie,” said Paul earnestly.
“You’ll neced guarding. Zeno has shown s
hand by this afternoon’s work, and we can be
absolutely certain that he’ll start more
mischicef pretty soon. He’s well on the job
now, and he’s not the kind of man to accept
defeat. His agents are in the district; his
yacht is out in the Channel. If we don’t look
after you we'll find you missing one of these
days.”

“If I’'m missing
grinned Victor. “‘But chuck
Things. aren’t as bad as that.”

However, the Rcmovites were thoroughly
cxcited and aroused. They regarded the
schoolboy king as onc of themselves, and they

vou won’'t find me,”
it, Paul!

Sl

were determined to form themseclves into a
loyal and eflicient bodyguard.

CHAPTER 10.
The Schoolboy King’s Peril!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE had every
A reason to feel plcased with himself.
That suit of his had done excellent
scrvice during its short but hectic life.
'or, solely owing to that atrocity, Victor had
got a ‘‘line ” on his half-brother’s activities.
Thero 1s an old saying that forewarned 1s
forcarmed. Victor was on his guard now, and
his many friends in the Remove were ready,
too. '
Archie, the slacker, the duffer, tho genial
ess, had put a very serious kink into Princo
Zcno’s scheming. Archie, by his astuteness in
rcmaining ‘‘unconscious,” had given Victor
tho upper hand. For a ready and watchful
Victor was not such an casy victim as an
unsuspicious Victor.
Ncvertheless, the young king was too con-
temmptuous, perhaps, of his half-brother’s plot-

ting..4 He certainly under-estimated the
wilin®S of his cnemies. He was soon to regret
1{,

Victor did not dream that his enemices

would make another attempt to capture him
itnmediately following their first failure.
Having been frustrated, they would ke baflled
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NOT GREEDY.

Father had been giving his son a lecture on
greediness. :
© “ Now, Tommy,” he said, extracting a three-
penny bit and a penny from his pocket, * which
will you have ? "’

“ Well, father, I won’t bo greedy,” replied
Tommy. *‘I'll have the little one.”

(J. Booth, 3, Pine Grove, Farnworth, Lancs,
has been awarded a penknife.)

LOOKING BLACK.

Teacher : ¢ Who was the father of the Black
Prinece ? *°

Freddy : °¢ Please, sir, Old King Cole.”’

(V. Winn, 8, Darnley Grove, Gravescnd,
has been awarded a bool:.)

WANTED A ’'WARRIOR.

Higgins : * I say, old chap, you might push
me or give me a kick.”

Spiffkins : “ What on earth for 7 ”

Higgins : *“ I've just bought this dog, and I
want to see if he gets ferocious

whcn anyone attacks me.”
(F. Miller, 63, Constitution Road,

Chatham, has been awarded a
pockcet wallet.)
VERY GOOD.

For the first time mother had
gone out for the afternoon and
left her ten-year-old son in charge
of the younger ones. !

‘“T hope you have been good
children,’’ che said on her return.

‘““Oh, yes, mummie ! ** replied the boy.
‘““T kept them amused. We turned on the bhath
taps and let the water overflow ; then we played.
Niagara Falls on the stairs.”’

(Miss O. Day, 3, Hubert Road, Birniing-
ham, hes been awarded a book.)

““ CUTTING DOWN ** EXPENSES.

Old Lady (to small boy): “ You are getting
o big boy. I supposo someday you expect to
step into your father’s shoes ? -

Small Boy : ““ I suppose so. I've been wearing
out everything elss of his rince ma learned
how to cut ’em down.”

(N. Hallett, 22, Ellen Street, Manchester, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A HUMAN BAROMETER.

Jock (explaining to business partner why he
has Pkought a barometer) : “‘It
tells you when it Is going to
rain, you know.’’

Bandy : ‘“Hoots! Tells you
when it is going to rain? Why,
I’'ve never heard of such eox-
travagance ! What do you sup-
pose I’ve got rheumaties for ? *’

(J. Eve, 368, Valance Avenue,
Chadwell Heath, has Ubeen
awarded a book.)
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for the timo being—until another plan was
evolved. But they were not baflled.

It was a sad fact, but a truc one, that
prep. had to be done. A schoolboy king may
bhe in peril of being kidnapped, and his school-
boy friends eager to organise an eflicicnt
bodyguard; but prep. was prep., and unless 1t
was done there would be awkward inquiries
from acid-tongued Form-masters in the morn-
ing, Thus it was that the bodyguard was
forced to take leave of its charge.

When prep. was over in Study E, Victor
arose and stretched himself. Brent wasn’t
quite finished, and Archie Glenthorne was still
in the throes.

“Well, I'll buzz along to the Common-
room,” said Victor, stretching himseif,
‘““Thank goodness there’s no more work this
ocvening.”’

Brent glanced up from his books.

““Mind the kidnappers!’”’ he warned.

‘““Fathead !” said the king.

Hoe strolled out, went to the Common-room,
and found it empty. At least, Victor con-
sidered it _.emply. Bernard Forrest and
Gulliver and Bell and Teddy Long were there,
but they didn’'t count. They urged him to
remain, but he had no use for the black
sheep of the Remove.

He looked into Study G and found that
Paul Maddox and De Valerie and Somerton,
who shared that apartment, were not quite
through 4heir prep. So he wandered out
into the Triangle.

It was a glorious evening after the hot day.
The sky was clear, there was scarcely a
breath of wind, and a complete peace had
~descended over the countryside. |

‘““Hallo, young ’un” said Fenton of the
Sixth, as he happened to meet Victor. ‘‘How
are things going ?”

““Fine, thanks, Fenton !” said the new boy.

“Settling down comfortably in the
Remove 1"’

““Yes, thanks |”

“Don’t forget to come to me if there are
wov little snags,” said the school captain
kindly. *‘Of course, I don’t approve of new
boys running to a prefect with trifles; but
yltl)u _know where to find me if I'm needed,
e ?” )

“Yes, rather!”” said Victor. ‘“How long
before locking-up, Fenton? Is there time for
me to pop down to the post office?”’

““Yes, if you do some quick popping.”

Fenton smiled, nodded, and went on his
way. And Victor Orlando was not only care-
less and thoughtless, but unforgivably lax.

After what had happened that afternoon he
should have known better. -

There wasn’t any real need for him to go
. down to the post office that evening—and
-certainly not alone. But as the other fellows
were at their prep., and there was nothing
particular for him to do, he thought he might
as well fill in the time.

Victor hurried down the lane; he even
trotted. He did not want to be late back.

THI: NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The lane, as he might have expected at this
peaceful hour of the evening, was dcserted.
He did not even glance round when he heard
a motor-car coming along in his rear. More
carclessness. He was thinking of that letter
from his uncle, and he should have been on
the alert.

There was a sudden scraping of brakes, and
the sound of tyrcs skidding on the dry road.
Victor glanced round, and ie was just in time
to see the car swerve towards him.

“Hallo! What the—"

He broke off. One of the doors had been
flung open. Two men sprang out, and at the
first glimpse of thesc men Victor recognised
the characteristic features.

His own countrymen! Slavs!

The young king was completcly taken by
surprise. One of the men had a travelling-
rug, and he hurled it unerringly over Victor’s
head. The other man, glancing rapidly up
and down the lane, saw that no other eyes
had witnessed this dramatic incident. The
driver was racing his engine, recady for a
quick get-away. | .

Victor struggled, but it was uscless. The
whole thing was over within the space of twc
or three seconds.

Helpless in the folds of that rug, gripped by
the two men, he was hauled into the car and
slammed down on the floor. The door
crashed, a shout sounded, and the driver
jerked in his clutch. The car sped off.

“This time we have made no mistake!”
exclaimed Karl triumphantly. ‘“What luck!
He walks into our hands, the young fool I”’

His companion was Nickolas, and the man
driving the car was Lieutenant Klotz.

Bellton Lane, up and down its entire length,
was empty. There had not been a single
eye-witness of that smartly-executed coup. Or
so the kidnappers thought.

But sommebody had seen—and from a rost
unexpected quarter. :

OR it so happened that a light Moth
F acroplane had been gliding overhead
at that crucial moment. .
The fact that the Caron:i:an plotters
had not heard the machine was easily
cxplained; for the pilot was gliding down in
order to effect a landing on the Half Mile
Mecadow, which adjoined the lane. The
’plane’s engine was completely cut off, so the
only audible sounds were those of the gently
swishing propeller and the wind as it sang
through the stay-wires. These sounds had
been cffectually drowned by the racing of the
car cngine.

The pilot, looking out of his cockpit to
make sure of his landing-place, had been an
astocnished witness of the whole incident. He
had scen the car stop, he had seen the man
leap out, he had seen them throw the rug
over the schoolboy. Then he had watched the
car driven off at a furious pace immediately
afterwards.
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The kidnappers jumped out of the car and flung a rug over Vietor Orlando, taking
the schoolboy king completely by surprise.

Now, that pilot was no ordinary light-
hecarted young air enthusiast. He was a
man of action—a man who, in the course of
his varied career, had more than once found
it necessary to make up his mind within a
split second.

In a word, Lord Dorrimore.

The famous sporting peer had been doing
some stunt flying at an aerial pageant in
the South of England. He was always
springing surprises, and it had tickled Lis
fancy to drop into St. Frank’s on his way
back to London, for a chat with the boys.

But he did not drop in just yet. He
changed his plans. That incident in the

lane intrigued him.

So, instead of landing in the Half Mile
Mecadow, ho opened up the throttle of his
engine, zoomed round, and gained height.
He wanted to know where that car was going,
and here was a simple way of finding out.
Iasy ecnough for him to follow!

“Deucedly rummy,” commented Lord
Dorrimore.

He knew that the schoolboys were always
japing one another, and they were often
retting up to unexpected tricks, But for two
men to leap out of a car, and to drag an
apparently harmless schoolboy into that same
car—well, that wasn’t at all usual.

It was, 1n fact, ‘“‘deucedly rummy.”

It was characteeristic of Dorrie to take such
immediate action. Ile wasn’t naturally in-
quisitive, but he instinctively felt that this
business needed looking into.

The car sped through Bellton village, and
it took the road to Caistowe.

Nothing extraordinary so far. But when
the car turned off and made its way along
a narrow track which could only lead to the
barren cliffs, Dorrie experienced a bit of
a thrill. He was always out for a thrill—
and 1t was his standing complaint that there
werco never enough thrills to satisfy him.

Dorrie thought it better to climb- higher
and to fly as far away as possible without
losing sight of the car. The men had not
looked up and spotted him yet, but they
were liable to do so at any minute. Not
that they were likely to take alarm even
if they did sce him. They did not know that
Dorriec had secen the whole kidnapping
incident; and they would feel secure in the
fact that Victor, helpless and covered with the
rug, was not very noticeable on tho floor of
the car.

Dorric zoomed up higher and higher in
wide circles. Very soon he was at an alti-
tude of two thousand fect, and the car looked
a mere toy beneath him. DBut his range of
vision was wide now, and it was easy enough
for him to watch events.

If the mmysterious men happened to spot
the plane, they would not suspect it—as they
might have suspected if the machine had
kept very low.

It was significant that the car cautiously
descended the steep gap in the cliffs which
led down to the beach. The beach, here,
was deserted. It was out by the Shingle
Hecadland, and this particular bay was
secluded and desolate.

The tide was more than half out, and there
was a nice stretch of firm sand. The car
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ran right down on to it, and came to a

standstill. Ono of the doors opened and a
ma;: cmerged. He stocd looking out to
sea.

““Oh, ho!” murmured Dorrie.

He had switched off his engine. He had
plenty of air space now, and he mignt
glide about for somoe little time before those
men became aware of the planc’s existence.
At that height, the sound of the swishing
propeller and the singing stay-wires was
moro or less inaudible to those on the beach.

At all events, the man ncar the car did
not even look up. Ie was still staring out
to sea. And Lord Dorriumore, from his
superior position, saw a motor-boat approach-
ing. It was a good distance out vet, but it
was clearly making for this bay.

A boy kidnapped by men in a car—tho
car coming to this deserted beach—a motor-
boat approaching that beach!

Dorrie considered that it was the moment
for action.

He had plenty of time. It would be ten
minutes, at least, before that boat could
arrive. IHe did not knew anything about
the arrangements, but Dorrie was no foal
and could guess. Perhaps those men had not
premeditated the kidnapping—perhaps they
had just seized an unexpected chance. But,
clearly, this mecting on the beach had been
pre-arranged.

Dorrie was right.

Licutenant Klotz had come to report; and
now he was gloating because he had brought
the schoolboy king with him. Tt was a great
triumph for himself and for Karl and
Nickolas. They were a little early on the
beach, but that did not matter. 'The boat
would soon be here.

Meanwhile Victor, held securely by Karl
and Nickolas, would be kept hidden on the
floor of the car in case any encrgetic holiday-
makers happened along. DBut, as it chanced,
the bay was deserted. At this hour of the
evening, all holiday-makers had gone home—
cr were listening to the pierrots, or at the
talkies.

And then, at that interesting point, Lord
Dorrimore butted in. He arrived—literally
—out of a clear sky.

Nickolas was the first to spot the danger.
He heard a strange sound from above;
glanced up in wonder—and gasped. The
plane was not more than two Hundred fect
up, diving steeply.

“Quick!” shouted Nickolas hoarsely.

“What’s wrong, you fool?” asked
Lieutenant Klotz, startled by the other’s
tone. |

“TLook!” panted Nicko!as.
car, lieutenant!”

Klotz looked, and then he, too, gave a gasp
of surprised alarm. For the first time he saw
the ’plane. It was swooping down upon them
with a roar. For what reason? It scemed
only too obvious to Klotz. Somechow tho
pilot was in the know; and he was coming
down to take a hand in the game.

s Start the
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CHAPTER 11.
Thanks to Dorrie!

LOTZ bounded into whirlwind action,

ic jumped into the car, operated

the sclf-starter and the engine

purred 1into life. Throwing 1in the

clutch desperately, the car leapt forward

and was soon racing over the bcach. Zoom.

ing only a few yards above was the ’planc.

Victor Orlando struggled desperately. He

had heard his captors’ dismayed words: had

heard the roaring of the ’plane, and he knew

that something unforeseen had cropped up.
The thought gave him strength.

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!

IFrantically he wrestled with the rug that
enveloped him, and such were his cfforts that
hs succeceded in releasing himself from the
clutches of his two captors. In a second te
had thrown the rug from hin—and looked
up to see a ’planc roaring overhead, from
the undercarriage of which dangled a rope
ladder!

Victor leapt to his feet. Nickolas and
Karl attempted to grab him, but his two fists
flashed out and the Carenians staggered
back. DBy now, the car was burtling over the
sands as Klotz, at the wheel, sought to
eludo the pursuing ’plane. DBut he was
forced to keep to @ more or less straight
course, and Lord Dorrimore had no diffi-
cultv in remaining overhead. Lower and

lower he dropped wuntil the rope ladder
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was dangling within reach of the struggling
boy in the, car below.

“Grab it—and hold tight!|” he bellowed.

Orlando hcard the words faintly above the
roar of the ’plane’s propeller. His out-
stretched hands grasped the rope, held—and
he felt himself swung away with a lightning
jerk just as Nickolas and Karl made futile
efforts to grab his legs.

Up, up, up! Desperately the schoolboy
king held on to the rope ladder, and he was
whirled through the air. The wind whistled
and shrieked about him, threatening to tear
him from his perch. But in spite of lis
peril a wild elation surged through him.

‘“ The

Bandits

Of Caronia!?”
By E. S. BROOKS.
The Boys of St. Frank’s in Caronia—

searching for Vietor Orlando, who is a
prisoner in the hands of his rascally half-
brother, Prince Zeno,

Captured by brigands—Handy falling
down a ravine—fights—countless perils—
Nipper & Co. are booked for plenty of
excitement in Caronia. -

Next week’s topping schoolboy-adventure
yarns teems with thrills—don’t miss reading
it, chums. -

' The Phantom Foe!’'
By JOHN BREARLEY.

Another gripping instalment of this
enthralling serial next Wednesday—in
which the Night Hawk once more clashes
with the Phantom Foe in whirlwind battle.

‘“Handforth’s Weekly!”

“OUR ROUND "TABLE TALK.”
wwrswwwORDER IN ADVANCE!

He had escaped. Once more, thanks to his
daring, unknown rescuer, he had been
audaciously snatched from his enemies just
when everything seemed lost.

By now the car had been left well behind.
Victor had escaped from the Caronian
plotters, but he was still far from out of
danger. Now commenced the perilous task
of climbing up the swaying rope ladder and
getting into the cockpit of the ’plane.

Sctting his teeth determinedly, the school-
boy king hauled himself up slowly until
he had reached the undercarriage, after
which he scrambled on to the lower wing.

Lord Dorrimore, at the controls, watched
anxiously. He was an_ experienced pilot,
and all his skill was needed now to keep the
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’plane steady. One jolt and the boy on the
wing would be hurled to the ground—pos-
sibly to his death.

““Great stuff, laddie!” said his lordship
encouragingly, as he saw Victor perched on
the wing. ‘‘Steady, now. Can you manago
to climb up here?” |

“Watch me!” called back the schoolboy
king cheerily, .

And in a few breath-taking moments he
had done it. He sank back into the scat
in front of Lord Dorrimore with a gasp G:
relicf.

“T say! Thanks awfully, sir, for rescuing
me!’’ gasped Victor at last, turning and
shouting above the roar of the engine,

Dorris grinned. -

““Rats!’” he exclaimed rudely. “Why, I've
done nothing. I think it's up to me to
congratulate you. Gosh, what you’ve done
is one of the pluckicst things I’'ve ever seen.
I guess it was lucky I had to fix that rope
ladder for some stunting I've been doing

this afternoon. By the way, youngster,
what’s all the trouble? What were those
men——"’

““They kidnapped me!”’ explained Victor.
“They grabbed me by force—"

““So I saw,” nodded Dorrie. “I'm glad
I happened to be pottering about. You’re
from St. IFrank’s, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Funny!” said Dorrie. I thought 1
knew ’em all.”

“I’'m a new boy—Victor Orlando.”

‘“By the Lord Harry!” ejaculated Dorrie.
““Victor Orlando, eh? Ive heard about
you, sonny! You’re the King of Caronia,
aren’t you? Oh-ho! T begin to see daylight!
These blighting foreigners must be Caron-
ians, and they were trying to nab you, eh?
Elementary, my dear Watson—elementary !”

“J say, sir, you're a caution!’” said Victor

admiringly.
By now, St. Frank’s had been reached.
¢ So

Dorrie shut off his engine.

“Wc’ll glide down here,” he said.
you’'re the young King of Caronia, eh?
Glad to have given you a hand at a useful
moment, young ’un.”

““You’re an absolute marvel, sir—the way
you come along to the rescue was wonderful!”
said Victor breathlessly.

‘“Rot!”’ laughed Dorrie. ‘I suppose you
know Handforth and Nipper and Travers
and Archie and all those other fellows, eh?
Pals of mine, you know.”

“Y don’t even know who you are, sir!”

“Sorry! 1 forgot,” grinned Dorrie. My
name's Lord Dorrimore, and—"

“What an absolute idiot I was not to
guess!” yelled Vietor. *Of course! The
chaps have becen saying lots of things about
you, sir.”

‘“I hope they were nice things.”

‘““Rather, sir—and I ought to have
known!” said Victor. *“It’s just the sort
of thing you would do. I can’t very well
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explain up here, but those men are agents
of my half-brother, Prince Zeno. It’s the
second time they've tried to kidnap me
to-day. It was all my own fault, too. I was
a careless ass!”

‘““We're all careless at times,” agreed
Dorrie. ‘““Well, we’ll hear more about this
after we’ve landed.”

They werc getting near to the ground
now, and they could see crowds of juniors
staring up from the Trianglee. When the
‘'plane gently landed in the Half Mile
Meadow, there was a rush, Handforth and
Nipper and Travers and lots of othaer
Removites and Fourth-Formers were the first
on the scene.

“Great Scott! It’s Dorrie!’” yelled Hand-
forth excitedly. :

‘“Hurrah!”

‘2Good old Dorrie!”

They swarmed round, and Lord Dorri-
more grinned cheerily. There was no doubt-
ing the warmth of this welcome.

““ I thought I'd drop in, old sons,” he said
genially.

““But—but how did Orlando get in your
'plane, sir?” asked Nipper, in amazcment.

“My only hat!”

“Orlando’s in the passenger-seat!”

“Well I'm jiggered!”

All the fellows were astounded. It was
only about half an hour ago that Orlando
had glanced through the doorway of Study
E. Some of the fellows had been looking for
him, but none knew that he had been out.
To find him in the ’plane was rather be-
wildering. _

¢“0Oh, we'’ve had a bit of an adventure,”
explained Dorrie. ‘Orlando was grabbed
by some blighters in a car.”

“What!”

‘I happened to spot ’em as I was about to
land,” went on Dorrie. “So I followed and
I was able to make mysclf useful. Dut
ceverything’’s all right now.”

The juniors fairly dragged him and Victor
out of the ’'plane, and then they insisted
upon knowing all the details. Between
them, Lord Dorrimore and Victor told the
story of their remarkable adventure.

““Orlando’s one of the pluckiest kids
alive,” concluded Dorric heartily.

The schoolboy king flushed at this praise.

‘““Anyway, it’s been a lesson to me,” he
said fervently. ““I was an absolute fool to
go out alone. I ought to have known better.
Thanks to Lord Dorrimore, I'm safe—and
after this I shall be more careful.” ‘

Lord Dorrimore and Victor were escorted
back to the school in triumph by the excited
juniors.

‘““What I rcally came down here for was to
spend tho evening with you chaps, and to
look up old Wilkey and old Lee,” said his
lordship. ‘I want to fix things up,
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wondering if you’d care to be my guests at
Dorrimore Castle?” went- on Dorrie.
““Nothing very exciting, admitted. Cricket
and fishing and bathing and all that sort
of thing. A kind of mherry house party,
ch? What do you say? As many of you

as you like—the more the merrier!”
“Hurrah!”

*““Good old Dorrie!”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”

“I’'m not often at the castle, and it’s about
time the old place was livened up,” continucd
Dorrie, grinning. “I'm going to ask somo
of the girls, too, so thero ought to be plenty
of fun. Oh, and I forgot. Umlosi will be
there.”

““Umlosi ?” yelled Nipper. “Good egg!
We haven't seen him for an awful time,

sir !”’

“You’re a brick, Dorrie!” said Hand-
forth delightedly. *‘The holidays at Dorri-
more¢ Castle will be topping! 1 say, what
about Orlando and his pal, Maddox?”

‘“Bring ’em along, by all means.”

“But we're practically strangers,
said Viector uncomfortably.

“Rot!” replied Dorrie. ‘“Any friend of
these youngsters is @ friend of mine. Eh?
What’s that, Nipper? You say they were
going to stay here, at school, for the holi-
davs? Oh, well, that secttles it!”

““He’ll be offended if you don’t come,
Orlando,” said Nipper, as he grabbed Victor
and Paul. ‘“You, too, Maddox. And it’'ll
be so much safer there, too. Don’t you see?
These giddy plotters won’t have much chance
of grabbing you at a big house party.”

“Yes, 1T undcrstang,” snid  Victor.
“Phew! T hardly know whether I'm on my
hcad or my heels!”

“You’ll get used to that,” grinned Nipper.
“Porric is always the same—he always takes
our breath away. Good luck to him! He's
onc of the best!”

““By jove, I second that!” declared Victor
fervently.

And so it was arranged. Victor Orlando,
the schoolboy king, and Paul Maddox be-
came members of Lord Dorrimore’s holiday
party. The St. Frank’s boys were greatly
excited. They had spent many holidays with
the genial Dorrie as their host and, remem-
bering those glorious times, they knew they
could look forward to a ripping summer
vacation.

As yvet they did not realise exactly how
adventurous it was to prove; how exciting.
For Prince Zeno’s emissaries were far from
beaten, and their activities in the near future
were to involve Victor Orlando and the boys
of St. Frank’s in the grecatest adventure of
their career!

sir!1”

THE END.

(Grand ncw summer holiday serics

if I can. featuringtheChumsofSt.Frank’sstartsnext

What are all you chaps doing for the summer Wednesday. Nipper & Co. in Caronia, en-

holidays?”
**Going home, sir!” went up a chorus.

Joying many thritling adventures. Opening
story entitled : ¢ The Bandits of Caronia! "

“That’s all right, of course, but I was Don’t miss it.)
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A breezy chat on topies in general,
conducted by the Editor and Edwy
Searles Brooks. |

HE following letters from readers have
" been received by Edwy Searles Brooks :

Reg, T. Staples** (S.E.17), Thos,
Watchins (Johannesburg), Eric S, V,
Ryland (Birmingham), Ralph E, Clarry

(Toronto), Gladys Ball (Fort William, Ont.),
Chrissie Crowie* (Stellenbosch, C.P., South
Africa), H. Rupin* (Penzance), Sidney R.
Carter* (Bristol), Chua Tong Hooi** (Penang,
S.S., Malay Peninsula), *“ Old Timer »’ (Notting-
ham), Raymond Cliff (Wolverhampton), Leonard
Burstow (Plymouth), * Daisy *’ (West Hartle-
pool), Irenc Mary Randall* (Sandwich), John R,
Ifearn (Blackpool), Brian A, Greenwell (Buenos
Aires, Argentina), Danicl D, Haslam** (Brook-
lands, Cheshire), Lily Kutnow (Bournemouth),
Aubrey Kemp (Fulham), F. G. Cheesman
(Sydenham), Alice Latham (St. Helens), Ernest
S. Johnson (N.,17), Arthur B. Turck (.2),
“ Hopeful ” (Belfast), F. H. Martin (Bristol),
Ernest S. Holman** (Leyton, E.10) W. R. Os.
borne (Leicester), Joseph B. Ralph (Battersea,
S.W.11), Derrick Greg. Butts (Johannesburg),
G.Dodd (Birmingham), Charles A. Webb*, (Hes-
ton), Y. Barbara Taji* (Tokyo, Japan), Thomas
Moore ' (Battersea, 8.W.1ll), Tom Armitago
(Horbury, Yorks).

* * X

It was not a mistake when it was stated in
one of the stories, Eric S. V. Ryland, that Waters
had been Dr, Scattlcbury’s butler for a great
number of years., Waters came to the school
with his master, and* when Dr, Scattlebury

left, Waters left.
* * *

The steward of the estates owned by Colonel
Barclay Glenthorne, V.C., D.S.0.—Archie’s
father—is a short, fat gentleman, named Horace
Giddy. He first appecared in tho storics, Ralph
Clarry, at about the same time as  Archie
himself,

# * *

All your questions, H. Rupin, have already
been answered in very recent issues, and if
such nformation is constantly repeated it
naturally becomes tiresome to other readers,

Mr, Ulysses Piocombe, the manager of the
Blue Crusaders Football Club, is as active as
cver these days, ¥, H, Martin, and, although it is
still hot weather, ho i1s already beginning to
make preparations for the coming season,
He’ll soon be getting his men together for hard
%1'actice. That cricket match between St.

rank’s and the River House School, dcalt
with in “ Hands Off the Head,” resulted in an
easy victory for the Saints.

* » »

The first headmaster of St. IFrank’s to be
mentioned in the stories, Joseph B, Ralph, was
Dr. Malcolm Staftford.

» » "o

Study No. 1 is not in the Fast House, Derrick
G. Butts, but in the Modern House. It is shared
by Bob Christine, Roddy Yorle, and Charley
Talmadge.

*» L J

It i1s most unlikely, Thomas Moore, that there
will be any further stories of Northestria in the
Old Paper. DBut it i3 quite on the cards that
the St. Frank’s boys might pay further visits to
other strange lands that have been visited in
former series—such as that wonderful hidden
country in the heart of the Sahara, and a some-
what similar mystery land up the mighty
Amazon, known as the Jand of the White Giants.
Lord Dorrimore often talks about getting up
expeditions to go back to those places—and one
day he may prove as good as his word.

4- * »

The regular wicketkeeper of the St. Frank’s
Junior XI, ¥, G, Cheesman, is John Busterfield
Boots. The wicketkeeper of the Senior XI is
Harold Carlilo of the Sixth. The regular goal-
keepers of the Junior and Senior Elevens are,
respectively, Edward Oswald Handforth and
Walter Reynolds.

* * *

Readers should address all letters to The
IEditor, *“ Nelson Lee Library,” Ilectway
House, Farringdon Street, Londomn, E.C.i.
They will secure Mr, Brooks’ personal answers on
any points of wide general interest concerning

tho St. Frank’s stories.
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Snub Hawkins Captured By The Phantom Foe!

The PHANTOM FOE!

Thrill?ng mystery and adventure serial.
By JOHN BREARLEY

The * Thunderer” Attacks!

NUB HAWKINS fought like a demon,

S He was trapped in mid-air; over-

whelmed by the clinging meshes of

the magnetic steel net that trailed

from the Phantom’s airship, and into

which he had blundered in the ctormy

darkness. Nearer with every sccond he

was being drawn to where the two masked

men waited in the air-lock to haul him

into captivity; whi'e lightning slashed

the gloom and thunder rolled crashingly
through the night.

Caught hopelessly on his first trip, when
the fantastic craft had been at his mercy !
And somewhere behind him the Kittens
in the “Thunderer ” and Thurston Kyle,
the Night Hawk, were also waiting to
attack. Rage and chagrin choked the
youngster.

Writhing and struggling with all his

strength, he strove to get away; to jerk
out his flare-pistol and let drive a blaze
of signals. But the beautiful wings that
had carried him aloft werc now the chiel
cause of his undoing. The net clung to
their metal “feathers ” and steel controle
with a grip he could not break; four
strong arms reached down soon and
ograsped him ficrcely. An instant later
the floundering battle was over. “The
Sparrowhawk ” was caught by the Phan:
tom’s men—in the trap that had becr
destined for the Night Hawk.

With the wind shricking triumphantiy
in his ears, the thunderstorm raging in
spectacular accompaniment, Snub was
yanked irnto the air-lock, net and all. A
gong clanged, a hoarse voice shouted. In
the hull of the airship, a switch was
turnced over and the door snapped-to with
a bang. Then his captors wrenched him

b
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by main force from the embraces of the
net, disarmed him, hauled him upright
and hustled him forward. Safe in their

clutches, wing-tips trailing awkwardly on.

a duralinim deck, Snub was rushed
through another door and thrown brutally
down in a heap.

As he went down, he felt the airship
tilt in a flat, gradual climb.

For a moment he lay quiet, recovering
his wits and brecath. He-still wore the
goggles of thick purple crystal, which had
enabled him to spot the Phantom Foe’s
ship, and he stared furtively around.. His
first sight of the main deck and the rigid
men at their stations, all masked, all in
shapeless ycllow cloaks, made him grunt
with amazement. '

A swimming violet light filled the
slender hull, lending mystery and horror
to the scene. Everything looked dim and
ohostly. A few cloaked men, who were
lounging aft, turned their goggled faces
towards him 1n fixed and silent stares;
but the others at the controls miglit have
becn carved in yellow stone for all the
heed they paid. Looking up from where
he lay on the deck, he saw lhis stalwart
captors standing over him alertly, arms
folded. And suddenly, out of a sliding
door farther down, another tall figure
appeared, striding briskly towards him.

Like the rest of the gang, he wore a
mask, purple goggles, and a long cloak
that concealed his figure completely. His
walk, the sct of his head and shoulders,
however, radiated calm authority. Smub
cyed him bleakly as he advanced. Was
this the Phantom Foe at last, the
strangest criminal of modern days, who
used the fruits of modern science for his
own vile ends?

The youngster’s well-muscled body stif-
fened. Heedless of the men bechind him,
he sprang to his feet, crouching at bay.

His swift action had a strange effect on
the tall, cloaked newcomer. It was as
though he had received an unexpected
blow in the face. MHe stood traunsfixed,
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halting in his stride as abruptly as Snub
had risen  Through the thick goggles,

the lad could feel two piercing eyes glar-
ing at him i1n angry and utter bewilder-
ment; and knew that, for some reason,
the man befcre him was filled with swift
disappointment and dismay. Why, he did
not know; but the fact was plain. A
furious clutch landed on his shoulder and
a husky voice growled at him from behind
the mask.

“What’s all this? Who the devil are
you?” Snub was shaken backwards and
forwards, helpless in the powerful grasp;
while a , bitter stare took in his short,
sturdy hgure and youthful. face dis-
gustedly. He was flung at last into the
arms of the men behind, and their irate
leader clenched his gloved fists ominously.

““You are not Thurston Kyle!” The
harsh words were a statement, not a ques-
tion ; but the mortification and uneasincss
bchind them told Snub a lot. He grasped
the situation 1m a flash. Instcad of a boy,
this man had ecxpected to sce the her-
culcan figure of Thurston Kyle. This
much-advertised raid of the Phantom’s on
the little towns of DPorthampton and
Southtown was just a bluff to lure the
scientist to the sccie. While the Night
Hawk had been planning to trap the
Phantom and his gang, the arch-criminal
had been carrying out a similar scheme
for his benefit !

And instead of Thurston Kyle, 1t was
Snub who had fallen into the smare. The
man in the yecllow cloak rapped out a
blistering oath.

“You're mnot Kyle!” ke repeated
savagely. “You're his cub assistant, I
believe. By thunder—two of you. And
we’ve caught the wrong one; a eonfounded
kid!” Contempt and anger crackled in
his voice.

Then abruptly his manner changed to a
deadly smoothness. He came closer, fold-
ing his arms while he sncered down at

the stocky youth,
“Yces, Kyle’s assistant; I know you !”” he

|

kidnapping, looting.

Kyle combines with

connection with Scotland Yard; he

_ HOY THE STORY BEGAN.
THE NIGHT HAWK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declares war on

THE PHANTOM FOE, a ruthless criminal, who has
. Always he attacks amid a cloud of yellow gas, which stupefies n
victims; then disappears literally into air, for he directs operations from an invisible airship.

commenced a reign of terror, killir;lg,
is

CAPTAIN FRANK ARTHURS, of Scotland Yard, to bring the criminal to book, but their plans
are frustrated owing to a leakage of irnformation.
and Arthurs immediately suspects that he is the Phantom Foe.

intends to

Lucius Pelton, of the Treasury, vanishes,
The Night Hawl: severs his

play a lone hand, for he also has his

sugpicions regarding the identity of the Phantom, The criminal annnounces that he intends

to attack the towns of Porthampton and Southtown,; Kyle goes out to meet him in his own
the Thunderer. Flying through the night on wings, his
Hawlins—nicknamed ‘‘ The Sparrowhawk ""—sights the Phantom, attacks, and finds himself

airship,

caught in a trap.

(Now read on.)

young assistant, Snub
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nodded. “Well, my young friend, you’re
unlucky, eh? And now you're going to
tell me whereabcuts your infernal master
1s. Quickly !”

“Am I?” Snub had rccovered his
hardihood by this time and he answered

promptly. “Then you're unlucky, too, my
old friend!”
“R0?” The exclamation was ugly. The

man whirled quickly and called to one of
the crew, who stood before a wheel, with
an electric instrument-board in front of
him. “Pilot! What’s your course and
position?”

“Ten thousand fect, sir!” chanted the
pilot mechanically. *“Cruising duc east—
quarter-spced — midway between Port-
hampton and Southtown !”

“Dead-stop, then!” A bell clanged
instantly; another man pulled over a
lever. Snub heard the whine of helicopters
above him, rising swiftly to an almost
silent whir, He gulped, for they re-
minded him of the Thundercr, still cagerly
watching for the coming of the enemy.
The gangster turned to him again.

But he no longer wasted time in useless
rage. Ile had to act, and that swiftly.
If this kid was up in the air on such a
night as this, he knew cnough of Thurston
Kyle to be sure that the grim Night Hawk
- was close at hand, too. At any moment
a second attack might come. In the short
interval spent in giving orders, he had
recovered himself. He studied Snub
afresh, with cool and deadly internsity.

“Get that net out again!” he snapped
to the two men. And as they jumped to
it. he shook the youngster vigorously.
““Whereabouts is Thurston Kyle? Quick !”

Snub laughed at him insolently. Next
moment, by a lightning movement, the
protective goggles were snatched from his
face.

“Now tell me, you pup. Where’s your
chief ?” |

But Snub, blind as a bat, only reeled
hopelessly. Everything had vanished—
masked men, airship, all. A seering,
stinging agony darted through his eycs;
it was as though red-hot daggcers were
pressing through to his brain. He clapped
his hands to his face with a low sob of
pain; lurched dizzily «nd fetched wup
against a hard, unyielding body. Then
his knuckles were forced down and the
goggles replaced over his eyes.

“Like it?” purred a silky voice. *Ten
minutes in this light without goggles, my
lad, and you’ll never sce again. Where-
abouts is Thurston Kyle?”
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Snub panted, grcat tcars streaming
from his inflamed eycs. Hec saw his tor-
mentor through a watery mist, and, mad
with obstinate fury, hit out cleanly from
the shoulder. So fast and unexpected was
the punch that it got home, taking the
masked man flush on the chin. He¢ went
down like a log, to the sound of angry-
snarls from his men. But no sooner had
he hit the deck than he was on his feet
again in a single lithe bound.

Hunching his big shoulders, he leapt
at the youngster tigerishly. Snub, handi.-
cappcd by his wings, tried to sidestep; a
smashing blow punched the brcath from
his lungs, throwing him backwards, sick
and winded. He bobbed his head beneath
a second drive and fell groggily into a
clinch, knowing, as he did so, that he
was in for the hammering of a lifetime.
But cven as the masked man’s fist was
raised to knock him clecan out of time,
there came a terrific interruption.

It was a frantic shout of alarm; fol-
lowed by the thud of running feet. A
sentry, posted at the starboard windew,
suddenly spun round, flinging up his arms
and bawling at the top of his voice. The
effect of his frightened shout was
instantaneous.

‘““ Another airship, chief. An airship—
closing right in against us. It—it—"

In a moment Snub was slung viciously
aside. His cnraged opponent left him, to
run to the window, turn and rap out a
string of ordcrs. Scarcely had he done so
than a noise like thousands of hammers
beat upon thc airship’s hull in a furious,
nerve-wracking tattoo. The Phantom’s
motor whined into life at thec same jnstant
and the great vessel streaked ahead like
a fish pursued by a shark,

Breathless, bruised and beaten, Snub
scrambled to his feet, checring hoarscly.
Another man, rushing past, knocked him
flat again. He knew what had happened :
the Thunderer had sighted the enemy at
last and was closing in for a machine-gun
attack from her turrcts.

) Raising himself
on one clbow, the boy whooped defiantly

once more.
To find that another airshi? wag
opposed to them, instead of the
lone Night Hawk they had ecxpected,

almost flung the gangsters into fatal con-
fusion. Only the coolness of their lcader
and the splendid speed at which the air-
ship leap off the mark, saved them. An.
other blistering salvo of lead rattled on
the hull, and against the bullet-proof
windows; a hoarse, coughing cxplosion,
almost drowned in a peal of thunder, told
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that the Thunderer’s quick-firer was in
action. - i

With voice, fist and boot, the tall
lecader of the gang pulled his men to-
gether. The airship was reeling and sway-
ing, dipping and twisting madly as she
sought to cscape from the vengeful menace
outside. Crr-ack—spangggg! Snub heard
the quick-firer’s report plainly this time
and the whistle of the little shell as it
missed by inches. And suddenly he saw
the man whom lie took to be the Phantom
Foe come striding past him towards a
steel lever in the wall.

Snub watchcd him closely, secking an
opportunity to get square. Under the
lever were insulated wires running to all
parts of the ship, and connected by ter-
minals to squat, fat cylinders, whose jets
were thrust through tiny loopholes. Some
instinct told him what they were: the
smokc-screen apparatus that had bafiled
Thurston Kyle iz the past and enabled the
“Phantom’s ship to escape.

In another mom~>nt, thick brown fumes
vould belch out into the night, covering
the vessel from stem to stern. And out-
side, in shooting-range, was the Thun-
derecr with—perhaps—the: Night Hawk,
100 !

Hecdless of the fact that if the
bandit-ship was destroyed,

he would be
killed, too, the hard-eyed youngster rose
to his fect silently; balanced lhimsclf for
a moment on the sloping deck; then, with
a blind, determined rush, hurled himself
at the gang-lecader’s shoulders.

His chunky body shot through the air.
By main strength then he hauled the man
back from the lever, fighting like a
sturdy wildcat to give the Thunderer a
few morc seconds in which to slam home
an accurate, crippling shot. A wild-beast
growl sounded in his car, lashing fists
pounded him with bone-crushing force.
On all sides, tough manhandlers rushed
forward to bear a hand. Still sticking
to his man like a lecch, the youngster
heard confused, impatient shouts: “Let
‘im go, chief—sling him off.” Whereupon
an 1ron hand gripped his throat, and
forced his head out and back,

“Get him, then!”

Thud !

A terrible blow slammed fairly down on
Snub’s  head. He -dropped slowly,
crumpling at the knees and waist, fallin
down and down into a bottomless pit of
mad-whirling lights that went out sud-
denly. The darkness of unconsciousness
rushed over him.

And as he fell face down on the deck,
. the mgsked man grabbed at the smoke-
screcn lever with a gasp of thankfulness.

g hideous cloak, but without his
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A Callous Captor!
THE first i1mpression Snub reccived
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when he opened his eyes again

after many hours was ome of stift-

ness, and intense, heavy pain in his
head. After a long dull interval, dur-
ing which he lay quite still, he looked
languidly around, knitting his brows in
an ecffort to think wherz he was.

Above his head werec the wooden struts
and corrugated iron roof of a bare, untidy
hut. He lay stretched out flat, on hard,
naked boards, that were miserably cold.
Everywhere a dismal silence recigned, and
through the window before hLim he saw
drifting wrcaths of raw, white fog that
intensified the stillness.

What first helped him to regzin his
scattered senses was the sight of his
wings, of which he had been so proud.
Vaguely muttering something to himself,
he turned his hcad in another direction
and saw them standing on their tips in
a corner. As though an electric current
had shot through him, he struggled to
sit up, clasping This forehead painfully the
while. A sudden rush of thoughts made
his dull brain spin. Where was he?

One thing was certain: he -was no
longer in the Phantom’s ship, rising and
flecing through the storm with the Thun-
derer on her tail, drenching her with lcad.
He had failed, then, in his attempt to
prevent the switching-on of the smoke-
screen apparatus! The dense brown cloud
had been launched just in time, despite
his mad fight. And the Thunderer’s sur-
prise attack had failed.

Snub fairly’ groaned, staring straight
ahead with eyes for mnothing but his
precious wings. It dawned on him at last
that his captors had neglected to tie him
up. No sooner had he rcalised it than he
made a quick, involuntary movement
towards the corner. |

A quiet chuckle stopped him dead.

“Awake at last, my bonny boy? Slept
well, T trust?”

Snub slowly relaxed, a frozen, stupid
look masking his fecatures as always in
moments of dangera Still holding his
hecad and fighting the dizziness that
threatened to overcome him, he turned in
the direction of the speaker. Lounging
on a stool behind him sat the masked
commander of the airship,’ still in his
urple
goggles. The man inclined his hooded
head in a derisive bow, as though waiting
for him to answer.

No reply came from Snub, however, who
merely looked more vacant still and
leancd back against the wall of the hut.
But hLis eyes gleamed fleetingly as the
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pther rose and strolled towards the folded
wings. He picked them up, holding them
at arm’s length, while his quicT{ cyes
examined every part of their construction,
from the neat battery and controls to the
wonderful way each metal ‘“feather”
fitted into its companions. There was a
certain reverence in the way he did so.
Snub cven heard him utter a little sigh
of admiration.

““A genuine ornithopter The words,
faintly muffled by the man’s loose head-
piece, held a distinct ring of plcasure and
anticipation. ‘‘Gad, I've been experi-
menting with bird-flight for years, my
dear Hawkins. And never solved it yet.
However, I can study this 1dea at my
leisure now; and possibly—who knows?—
I may get you to explain certaln points
before I—er—dismiss you !”

He spoke pleasantly in a quiet, con-
versational drawl. But Snub kept his
mouth shut tight. There was a grim
mecaning in the last sentence that did not
zscape him. '

His captor, still holding the wings,
strolled over and looked at him thought-
fully.

“Your master, the great Thurston
Kyle, must be a clever man, eh?” he went
on in tlre same friendly manner. “I
should love to meet him. Perhaps I shall
—very soon !”

Before Snub could realise it, a savage
kick landed heavily in his ribs.

“And but for you, you pup, I'd have
met him last night!” drawled his captor
smilingly, following the kick with a clout
that made the lad’s wounded head spin
round.. The man was an utterly cold-
blooded bully. The contrast between his
soft speech and brutal actions was
ippalling.

“Now, about that airship that attacked
us—and nearly got us, thanks to you

1»
L ]

again!”’ Another kick numbed Snub’s
thigh. “That, I confess, was very unex-
pected. In fact, it dawns upon me that,

in setting a trap for your precious master,
we very nearly sailed into one ourselves.
It was a splendid craft, as powerful as
ours; although, fortunately, not invisible
as ours is—although I sce you have a pair
of our special goggles and presumably
your friends have them, too!” Thud!
“Where i1s that airship stationed, my dcar
young flyer?”

Snub, gasping under the last heavy
blow and infuriated by the man’s wordy
taunts, growled at last betwcen clenched

{ceth.
“Find out, you hog!”
Uttering a genial laugh, the man
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calmly kicked him again and stood back,
stroking his chin.

“Listen, my boy; and just get wise to
yourself, as the Yanks say. We dodged
your airship last night and Thurston
Kyle, too. You are at present a captive
in our headquarters. That headquarters
18 an island, with twenty miles of very
rough sea between us and the ncarest
mainland. There are over thirty men
here, any of whom would willingly flog
you to death if I give the word. Or prac-
tise a few other little tricks, that would
make flogging seem pleasant in contrast,
Do I make myself clear?”

A dogged stare answered him.

“Quite so. Now, unless you want me
to hand you over to the men, you’ll answer
my questions, See? For instance, ex-
actly how much does Thurston Kyle know
about us? Also, as he has left his Hamp-
stead house, where is he? And, most of
all, where is his airship stationed?”

Snub, bracing his shoulders against the
wall, gave a mirthless grin, and all the
obstinacy of his nature gleamed in his
grey-green eyes. He had had time to
recover. When he answered eventually he
did so with cool, cutting deliberation.

“Mr. Phantom Foe, I wouldn’t tell you
the day of the week, you cur. Do I look
the blabbing sort? Bring in the rotten
scuts you’ve pinched from gaol to do your
dirty work; bring who you thunderin’

‘well please, and let ’em enjoy themselves.

Whatever happens to me, you and your
gang arc duc to get it in the neck mighty
soon. And I hope it keceps fine for you,
you comic-looking Yellow Peril !”

His captor heard him out in a sort of
daze. No one—not ecven the toughest
crook in the gang—had ever spoken to him
like that béfore. Snub saw the muscular
body stiffen with blind passion under the
yellow cloak ;y saw two heavy fists clenched
slowly into balls of steel. ‘‘This is where
I get it bad !” he thought sullenly. And
he was right.

When the furious beating was over, he
sprawled on the floor, limp and semi-
conscious, blinking through half-closed
eyes and clutching at the boards beneath
him, as though to keep them from spin-
ning away. As Iin a drcam, he saw his
attacker pick up the wings and saunter
to the door. There, with one hand on the
latch, he paused and looked back.

“You called me the Phantom Foe just
now, I believe. As it happens, I have the
honour to be merely his lieutenant. The
Phantom was not on the airship last
night. But he’ll be on his way here soon.
And then if you don’t talk, my stubborn
Hawkins—may the devil help you!”
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The door opencd, letting in a rush of

D - -
cold fog, When Snub looked dizzily
again, the tall man had gone. He was

alone ; imprisoiied on the Phantom'’s ‘head-
quarters till the dread chiet himself
arrived.

| The Telephone Message!

T the moment when Snub Hawkins
was receiving the mierciless thrash-
ing from the Phantom Foe’s licu-
tenant, on the gang’s i1sland-lair oft

the wild Hcbrides, a car drew up at Scot-
land Yard, London. Two men descended
from it—Chief Dectective-inspector Len-
nard and Captain Frank Arthurs, once of
the Canadian Secret Service. ,

Both men were dog-tired, stiffi and
hungry. It was four o’clock in the morn-
ing and they had been up all night, on
the alert among the defenders of Port-
hampton and Southtown.

Arrived in thelr room, Arthurs clamped
a cigar between lis strong white tecth
and stood staring out of the window, a
curlously strained expression in his eyes,
like that of a man pondering some weird
puzzle.

One thing only was bringing Leunnard
and Arthurs comfort that morning: the
Phantom Foe had not made good his
threat to raid Porthampton and South-
town. Knowing nothing of Thurston
Kyie's activities, they, like most others,
put the fact down to the tremendous
storm  which must have prevented the
criminal’s airship flying.

Yet it was cold enough comfort. To
guard the threatened towns, anti-aircraft
batteries had been installed and a flotilla

of warships stationed off-shore—all of
which meant tension and expense. And
there was no telling now when the

Phantom would carry out his promise;
perhaps to-might, to-morrow night, any
time. The one thing certain was that he
would carry it out. Lennard felt as
though he was crouching bencath a vast,
menacing shadow.

Also, his own police career, and that of
Arthurs’, too, was in danger: for both
had been warned in no uncertain manner
by high authoritics that something must
be done very soon to smash up this brood-
mg peril. But what? They
everything and ceverything had failed !

The Phantom’s espionage on the Yard
was uncanny. Always he seemed to have
full knowledge of their plans, and
laughed at their defences with his airship
and yellow gas. Lennard, a sturdy bull-
dog @f a man, uttered a sound suspiciously
like @ groan. Then a hand was laid on
his shoulder, and he looked up to sce

Arthurs frowning down on him.
(Continucd on next page.)

had tried”
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all-in, old man!” nodded
the Canadian sympathetically. *Suppose
you beat it for breakfast and bed?
There’s nothing more we can do now
I'll stay and n'et out the report for Sir.
ITugh when Lic comes. Then I’'ll trail
home likewise [” ~

Lcunard began a few conscicntious pro-
tests, but the younger man
them. Disconsolately Lennard went, with
a gruff word of thanks. A few minutes
after he had gone, Arthurs rang for his
sergeant.

“,Any ‘phone calls come for me, Baker?”
The stramed expression in his eves grew
deeper, and he scowled as the sorvcant
shook his head. = - - o

“No, sir, none. Shall I make sure and
ask the oporator P
- He stopped. At that moment, as if in
answer, the sharp thrill of the ‘phone
bell rang out. Arthurs grabbed tlhe in-
strument and  jerked Ins head  curtly
towards the door.

‘“All right, Baker,
ring if I want you!”
alone, = he % spoke tcnsely. “Hallo? .
Ca ptain” Arthurs speaking.” What P
| “Trunk call " for. you, sir!” came the
operator’s” -wvoice; and Arthurs grip
tightened on-the phoile |

fUh-huh. -Put ’em through,
agct off the line. Iallo-o?”

There wps  a. click, and.
ancther voilece came to him,

“Guess you're

you can get. I'll
As soon as he was

then, and

this time
very faintly

over-rode -
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but rapidly So guarded - were the
specaker’s words that . thcy would have
conveyod nothing to.anyv curious listener-
in.” ‘But their- effect ” on Arthurs was
clectrifying. Lo L

His strong jaw haldvnod and his cyes
narrowed to eager,. " pensive .slits. He
listened to the cryphc message without
interruption save,. once, . a - disgusted
-snort and .when his.cautious calle1 had
finished, ]erked out a single crisp. answer.
“Right. " I'll star{ 1ow. Ring oftf !”

Roplacmo the receiver, he stood for
moment thinking. His face had - become
an - expressionless ‘mask. Suddenly he
flung Klmself down at his desk,” dashed
'off a note and sealed it.- Then he rang
sharply for Sergeant Bakor again.

““Sergeant, this is for the Commis-
sioner.” Official. See that he gets it
before you go off dutv I'm awa.y' on a
job now—mdoﬁmtoly o

The officer took the note stolidly.

“Very good, sir. But 1if anyone speeial
asks whore you arc®” he hinted.

Arthurs, struggling into his motoring
coat, stopped and smiled a dour, sardomnic
and nnrthless ‘quirk of the lips. -
© “Tell ’em I'm payln a friendly visit to
‘the Phantom Foc’s gang!” was the reply

rJ/

(.

"that staggéred 901 e mt Baker ™ com-
pletely., “And I dont know when I'll be
back !~ |

- -

(Who is the mysterious Phantom Foe 7
Next week’s smashing insta’ment {tells
you—make sui'e you don’t miss reading
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