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. THE WILD SCENE IN THE SPINNING-ROOM.
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| “ Come on ! " screamed the lanky youth. * Blazes and flames !
Blazes and flames!™ Bang! went the crowbar, wrecking half the
> spmdles and threads in the nearest frame.

f’ “SEXTON BLAKE AT SCHOOL" Is Just Commencing. (Sec Imside)




The 1st Chapter.

The Old Firm Have Their Suspicions.
" DﬂQHEY’RE up to something,” said Pank-

hurst, with convietion.

* Quite so,’” said Price.

* I haven't the faintest idea what it is.”

I haven’t either.”

‘* But, of course, it's some wheeze up against us.”

** Of course.”

* And we're going to seent it out.”

** Quite so.”

“I do really wish, Pricey.” said TPankhurst
irvitably, ** that you'd find something else to say
sometimes, and not always answer like a con-
founded parrot.”

* Quite so,” answerad Price, from foree of habit,

* There you go again! 1 may be an un-
reasonable nss i ‘

Y Quite s0.””

“ Uh, don’t be a silly cuckoo. The question
ia, how are we going to find out what the Combine
are doing ?* said Pankhurat,

© Quite—I mean, exactly.”

Pankhurst ran his fingers thoughtfully through
hiz red hair, The chums were sitting in No. 10
study at Cliveden, thinking it out and talking
it over. Something was on, ‘that was certain.
Pankhurst, with his usual keenness, hh dis¥Svered
that mysterious whispers and nods were passing
among the chums of No. 4study, Poindexter, Flynn,
and Neville, known in Cliveden as the Combine.
They had received lines from the French master,
M. Frigquet, for whispering together in class. They
had not seemed to care in the least. True, the
good-natured little French master seldom asked
to see the lires he imposed. But it was clear
enough that the Combine had some scheme in
n}ind which rendered them indifferent to imposi-
tions anyway.

What was the scheme ? That was the question
which tronbled the minds of Pankhurst and Price,
us they sat in counecil in No. 10 study.

What new «device were Poindexter and his
What new dévice were 10inaexier #ana s

chums planning to bring about the discomfiture
of their rivals for supremacy in the Fourth Form
at Cliveden ? For that such was their object,
Pankhurst di@ not doubt for a moment.

“We've got to get on to.the wheeze,” said
Pankhurst, after a moment’s silence.

T Quite——exactly !

* Hallo ! what’s that confounded row 277

There was a sound of footsteps and voices in
the passage outside. The door of No. 10 was
Lialf oper.. Pankhurst stepped to it and looked
out.  Then a look of excitement came into his
face, and he signed 1o Price to join him,

© What is it, Panky ?

“ Come and look,” whispered Pankhurst.
< It'a those bounders going into No. 4. and they’re
earrying hig parcels of something. What on
earth does it mean, I wonder 77

The ted-haived chums of the Fourth stared
down the passage. Three lads had come upstairs.
and were going into No. 4 study. and they were
1the three known as the Combine. [Poindexter.
ihe athletic. keen-eyed American chum: Dick
Neville, the eaptain of the Fourth Form eleven :
and Micky Flynn, the tdescendant—according to
his own account, of the ancient kings of Ireland.
"fhree of the best, as Pankhurst would have
heen the first to acknowledge: but they were
the rivals of the Old TFirm, and, therefore.
deadly foes,

Poindexter had & bundle under his arm. from
which long sticks protruded. They were not
golf-sticka or walking-sticks. and exactly what
sticks they were Panky and Price could not
determine, Neville had a bigger parcel on his
shoulder. Micky Flynn carried a bulging bag.
The three chums wore happy grins, which alene
were sufficient to prove to Pankhurst that there
was & big scheme on.

The Combine passed into their study, too
oceupied to notice that the Old Firm were looking
at them along the passage. The door closed,
and Pankhurst, listening keenly, heard & faint
clicl as the key turned in the lock.

He looked at Price in helpless amazement.

* What the dickens does it all mean, Pricey 2"

Trice shook his head.

* Blessed if 1 know, Panky.”

“ What have they got in those bundles 7

< It can’t be grub for a feed,” suggeated Price.

Tankhurat gave him & withering look.

“ No.” he replied. " Unless they're gomng to
invite the whole school to tea in the study. It's
not grab.”’

*“ Then I give it up.™

[ know it's up against

* We've got to find out.

us,

* But I say, we were going up the river this

afternoon, remarked Price. | It was a Wednesday

afternoon, a half-holiday at Cliveden School.
 Blow the old river,” said Pankhurst.

* Oh, I don’t mind ! **

“Come along, and let’s get on the track.,” said
Pankhurst desperately. * This thing will turn
my hair grey it I don’t get on to the mystery.”

Prico looked at Pankhurst’s hair. It was of
such a deeply, deeply auburn tint that it seemed

{ as if it would require a miracle to turn it grey.

But he made no remark, but followed his leader
from the study.

Pankhurst stopped at the door of No. 4. He
tried the handle gently, but the lock did not
budge. He listened for the sound of wvoices
within.

There was a subdued murmur. The Combine
were talking, but in ecautious tones. Unce or
twice the chuekle of Micky Flynn was audible.

** What ean it mean ? ” murrnured Pankhurst.

* Quite so—I mean, I wonder ? 7’

“ T'll make them open the door.”

* They won't ! ”

< Well, we'll see.””

And Pankhurst gave a sudden terrifie kick at
the door which made it ereak. There was an
exclamation inside the study.

** Hallo, who's there 7"

T oam.”?

“ Iy that you, Panky ?

“ Yeg, it is,”’

* Do vou want to come in 7"

* Yes, confound you. Open the door.”

“Not this afterncon. Some other after.
noon.”

* Open the door, you tinned-beef ass.”

Lincoln G. Poindexter chuckled. .

".Come agoin later, dear boy; we'ra not
opening any doors just at present.”

Pankhurst kickaci at the door again.

“ Qo away and play ! called out Poindexter.
N I guess that if I come out to you I'll give you
heans.” ’

* (Come out then, I'm ready ! shouted Tank-
hurst.

* Not just yet.”

“Yali ! You're a funk.”

“You ean’'t get the door open by talking,
Tanky.”

“Yah! Tinned rats!

* Ha, ha, ha !

Pankhurst, with a face as red as his hair, gave
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it up. Price was grinning, and his grin irritated
Pankhurst.

¥ Oh, let’s get off {7’ growled the leader of the
0Old Firm. “ We can’t get the door open, and
it’s no good sticking here.  I'll give it a kick or
two for luck.”

He pounded at the panels with his boot. There
was a yell from the direetion of the staircase.

* Btop that row up there, will you! ™

Pankgurst grinned.

“ That's Grahame. Perhaps we’d better chuck
it. All right, Grahame, keep your wool on, kid.
Come along, Price.”

The Old Firm reluctantly left the spot.
Pankhurst was not beaten yet.

* We'll keep watch on the study, and as soon
ns they open the door we'll rush ’em,” he said
vengefully. * I'm going to know what's going
on, Pricey, or bust something.”

* Quite s0,” said Price,

But

The 2nd Chapter.
The Redskins.

INCOLN (. POINDEXTER chuckled as
he heard the footsteps of the Old Firm
recede along the passage.

* They're gone,” he remarked. “ Poor old
Panky ! He reckoned he was going to bluff me
into unlocking the door to whop him!  Ha, ha,
ha!”

 Ha, ha,ha ! echoed Neville and Flynn,

T guess he’d open his eyes if he could see into
this room now,”’ grinned Poindexter.

“Sure and he would, darling. Faith, it's
surprised they’ll. be,”” chuckled Micky Flynn.
1t’s & new wheeze at Cljveden intoirely.”’

“The best of it is that Panky was talking of
getting up something of the sort for amateur
theatricals,” said Neville., ** We've got the 1dea
from him really, and that’s the cream of the
jol.”

 Faith, and it’s right ye are.”

“1 guess so.” )

The Combine were busy in No. 4 study. TPank-
hurst and Price would ecertainly have opened
their eyes it they had seen the Combine at that
moment. The bundles the chums had brought
inta the study were open now, and their contents
littered over the room.

They contained hunting-shirts, fringed leggings,
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feathered headgear, spearz, and tomahawks :
all the paraphernalia of the make-up of Red
Indians. The Combine had hired the costumes
at the costumier’s at Clivedale, and they were
now busy in making themselves up as red-
skins.

The idea had originally come from Pankhurst
and Price.

Pankhurst was rather given to amateur theaf-
rieals, and he had a quantity of stage properties
in his possession, iucluding the garb of Texas
cowboys, in which he and Price Lad sometimes
clad themselves, in the privacy of the Fourth
Form dormitory, much to the admiration of the
Cliveden juniors,

The idea of getting some Red Indian costumes,
and getting up a Wild-West drawna some evening

in the common-room; had been mooted by
Pankhurst.
Nothing further had been heard of it; hut

the suggestion had remained in the fertile mind
of Lincoln (i Poindexter, with the outcome
now to be seen in No, 4 study,

The Combine, with the greatest secrecy, had
procured the Indian costumes, and smuggled
them into the school, and were now turning
themselves into full-fledged Comanche braves.

Their intention was to execute an Indian raid
upon No. 10 study, and take the Old Firm
yrisoners, and give themn a ‘‘ high old iime”
generally. Micky Flynn suggested putting them
to the torture in the eommon.room, to mnake

the thing realistic, but Neville pointed out that
that could not be done without hurting them.
And Micky, who had the tenderest heart in the
world, agreed to give up that idea.

*“But we must make it realistic,” he said
anxioualy. ** Indians generally kill somebody
when they go on the warpath——"’

1 guess we won't kill anybody,” said Poin-
dexter, as he painted his face before the glass,
** You see, it would make such a muck.”

*“Faith, and T H

“ Besides, what could we do with the body 7"
said Neville solemnly. * It would be a fearful
trouble to have to attend to the funerals ”

“ Sure, and it’s rottin’ ye are, Dicky darling!
But we shall have to make it realistic, somehow.
Couldn’t we set anything on fire 2" said Micky
Flynn thoughtfully.

“ Yes, there’s Panky’s study ; we could shove
his head against it and set it on fire—=a’

* Ha, ha, ha! But sure-—"

“ How does this look, Dick ?” asked Poin-
dexter.

“ Ripping! TI've never seen such a savage-
looking chivvy in my natural. Your face would
stop an eight-day clock at the present moment.”

I guess I can say the same of yours!”
grinned Poindexter, looking at him. ** My hat!
It's taken a long time for us to get the colours
on. Hand over those leggings.”

 Faith, and aren’t ye going to undress first,
Pointpusher 7"

* No, only the collar off. Our own clothes
will make us look fatter under these, you see.
and we want as much bulk as possible, I guess,
We're not exaetly the full size of Comanche
warrjors.”

* Besides,” said Dick Neville shrewdly, * we may
happen to want to change back all of & sudden.
This kind of & joke may not exact‘lg meet with
the approval of some unreasonable prefects
and masters, you know.”

** Bure and it’s a janius ye are, Dicky darling 3
ve think of everything!™

i § guess we’ll do,” said Poindexter, looking
round when the dressing was ecompleted. * Wa
should take in Buffalo Bill himseli, 1 reckon,
in this rig! "

“ Now ubout the plan of campaign,” said
Dick Neville. ‘‘It’s pretty certain that Panky
and Price aren’t very far away from our door.”

Poindexter grinned.

“That's 80, I guess. We've let them see
enough of our whispering together to make
them aware that something’s on, and Panky
gave himself away by hammering at the door.
They're watehing and waiting for us to go out;
I expect.”

* Faith, and we won’t disappoint the darlings ! ™
said Micky Flynn, going to the door and pytting
his hand on the key.

“ Stop that !’ howled Poindexter,

“ Faith, and what’s the matter now 7’

“ Don’t unlock the door till we're ready, ass 1"

“ Qure, and it’s ready we are!”’ :

« Wait a bit. Look here, we're not going
out—we're going to entice the Old Firm into
this study.”

“ (iood wheeze,” said Dick Neville approvingly,
*“ if it can be worked.”

1 gucd it can, They were trying hard enough
to get in awhile back.”

“'Righto ; but how——""

“ If we let them hear the door unlock, they’ll
know that they ean come in if they like—and
T guess they'll like——""

* Rather 1"’

© Then the trick’s warked. TPull the curtains
over the window, so 83 to make it a bit shadowy
in here.”

« Qure, I'll be sure they hear me unlock the
dure—"

“ No, you won't, Micky; you'd make such
a row they’d get suspicious at once,” grunted
Poindexter. ‘‘ Let me come there!”

** Faith, and it’s meself can do it, Puntdodger

»

“Ass! T'ldoit!™

*gure, and it's bumptions ye are, Pound-
incher! It's being brought up on tinned
Eeef in Chicago, 1 suppose! Sure, and I tell
Yo

Poindexter took the Irish junior by the shoulders
and jerked him away from the door. Micky's
voice was Taised in protest.

* Pointplunger, it’s a bumptious 88s ye are
intoirely, and if it wasn't for spoilin’ we illigant
make-up, it's a lickin’ I'd give ye!”

* Oh, dry up, Micky——s"
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* Faith, and I——"

“ My only panama hat'! That chap will never
leave off talking—"’ : .

i sum I %

‘*Shut up ! roared Poindexter.  Now got
into your places, just inside the door, ready to
collar them as soon as they pop in. Keep out
of sigﬂ.- till they're in the study.”

‘Righto 1 7

“ Now I'll u}llock the door.”

‘ Shut up !

Poindexter turned back the key. The click
it made as it turned in the lock was borne clearly
to the eais of two juniors wateching the door
from a short distance up the passage.

The 3rd Chapter.
In the Hands of the Redskins.
ANKHURST nudged his chum, The Old
]P Firm were half-hidden in a doorway
very near to that of No. 4 study,

* You heard that, Pricey 77 E

* Quite—yes, rather.”

* They're coming out.”

¥ We'll collar them as they pass——"

*“No; better wait for them to go, and then
we'll nip into the study and see what's the little
socret there,” :

“Good 1™

And - Pankhurst and Price waited for the
Combine to come out. But the door of the
study did not open. Several minutes elapsed,
and Pankhurst looked puzzled.

- “ They’re mot coming!" he muttered.

* Quite s0.”

** What does it all mean ?”

““ Blessed if I know.”’

1 sup, they've put: the things away,
whatever they are, and they think it’s all safe
now, 8o they’ve unlocked the door.”

** Looks like jt !>

“Well, one thing’s certain; if they don’t
come out, we shall go in,” said Pankhurst deter-
ninedly. '

“ Quite 201"

Five minutes passed, during which the im-
natience of Panl?hurst grew to boiling point.
3till no movement was made from No. 4 study.
Pankhurst stepped lightly along the passage
to the door, signing to Price to follow.

In a few moments the auburn-haired chums
were outside No. 4 study. Pankhurst listened
for & sound from within.” He heard the singing
of the kettle at the grate, but no other sound,
His wonder and ecuriosity intensified.

EY

e

“I'm going in,” he muttered. ** Are you
ready for a row 1’
Y Quite sa !’ Wi e e

Pankhurst ' threw the door suddenly open,
and dashed into the study with a shout. Price
shouted, too, and followed him. 'The "next
moment three wild fizures sprang into view,

and the red-haired ehums gave a howl of amaze-«

ment. They had no time for more, for each
was seized by & strong pair of hands and borne
to' the floor, while the third figure slammed the
door shut again.

Pankhurst went down in a heap, with his
assailant on top of him. Hé gazed up in terrified
wonder &t a dark painted face, surmounted by
n feathery head-dress, and a flourishing toma-

hawk, .

‘ WHat thé—who the—how the——"
Pankhurst.

* Paleface dog!" roared a familiar voice.

“My hat! It’s Puntdodger!®’

** Dog of a paleface—-"

¥ Well, of all the giddy asseg———o"

* You are my prisoner.” -

*“Rats ! -

" Paleface dog ! ** said the red warrior, flourish-
ing the tomahawk. ‘I will slay you, and your
scalp shall hang in my wigwam | >

And he made a terrific slash at Pankhurst's
head with the tomshawk.

Pankhurst involuntarily dodged.

The tomahawk erashed on a chair..

“Look out!™ yelled Pankhurst.
brain me with that thing, you ass | ”

** Die, paleface ! ™

“ You utter idiot—-""

Crash !

The tomehawk came down again—again on the
chair—and the concussion was terrific.

¢ Lot me gerrup ! ** roared Pankhurst.

** Quite =0, gasped Price.

“ Wah, you are our prisoners—braves of a
hostile: tribe,” said the Indian chief sternly, but
with a slight Chicago accent. ** You shall burn
at ths, stake to amuse our squaws and pa-

oses.” :

“My hat! T didn't know you were 8 married
man, Puntpusher,” exclaimed Pankhurst.

Poindexter coloured under his paint.

‘ Bilence, prisoner! We have
you"‘""’-”

¢ Bure and we—"" 2

** Bhut up, Sitting Bull ! *

‘ 8han't, Chingachgook! Faith and T——’

“Shut up! I'm chief M

“8Bure and I don’t see it.
T naturally take the lead——"

‘“ As a silly ass you naturally shut up ; or else
get your head knocked against tﬁe wall,”
exclaimed Chingachgook excitedly.

* Faith. and it's meself that would like to see
you or anybody else knock me head against a
wall I " exclaimed Sitting Bull,

“ 1 guess I'll—u’ )

“Peaco!” exclaimed the third warrior.
“ Peace, my children 2

*“ Rats to you, Dick Neville !

 Peaco——"" E

* Faith, and I want Puntpainter to knock me
head against the wall———"

** Shut up——"" :

‘* Rats—tinned rats—Chicago beef, which ' is
saying the same thing!” eried Micky Flynn

gasped

[ 1’0‘]’11

captured

As an Irishmen

excitedly, jumping up and forgetting all about
Price in his excitcrnent. *‘ Sure, and I want
you to knock me head against——""

Price jumped up.

* Buck up, PauEy 1" he yelled.

Pankhurst made a tremendous 'effort ; but
Poindexter held him pinned down.
*“ Collar that fellow!" he shouted. * Micky

Flynn, you utter ass, collar him | Neville, do
you hear 17

‘“ Bure, and I want you to——-"

Dick Neville seized Price, and they struggled
desperately. i

** Lend me & hdnd, Micky,” he yelled.

 Faith, and I——"

‘" Lend me a hand, you ass !’

Micky Flynn at last lent a hand ; and Price
was got down again.

Pankhurst, gasping under the -weight of the
American chum, gave up the struggle. .

‘' Got 'em ! grunted Poindexter breathlessly.
 They might have got away through that utter
duffer’s idiocy.”

* If it’s referrin’ to me ye are——""

“Oh, dry up ! Get the rdpes out and fasten
up these kids. They have to be bound before
we burn them at the stake in the common-room.””

¢ Bure, and I'll scon have "ern fastened up.”

And Micky Flypn dragged several lengths of
rope out of the cupboard.

ankhurst wriggled desperately.

“ Don't you dare to tie me up ! ”’ he roared,

“Wah! The great chief of the Comanches
has spoken. Bind fast the paleface dogs !’

*“ The great idiot of Cliveden, you mean:

* Silence ! 7’

“ Rats—canned rats! If you tie me wup,
Micky Flynn, I'll give you the thickest ear you
ever heard of 1’

** Bure, and I'll risk it, Panky, me boy.”

“ Lemme gerrup ! "’

* Hould him tight, Puntbuster, darling !

“ I've got him. Get the rope on ; he's wriggling
like a beastly eel.” .

Micky Flynn made a loop in the cord and
attempted to pass it over Pankhurst’s wrists.
Panky tore one hand free and hit out. Flynn
reeled away with a yell. The blow had come

EE)

shackled juniors along, came the two Dbraves.
Thus they marched into the common-room ;
and, needless to say, the sight of three redsking
in full warpaint was quite enough to attract the
juniors of Cliveden from all quarters to the spot.

The 4th Chapter.

The Scalping of Pankhurst.
PAKKHURST and Price were red with rage.

The commeon-room was crowded, and the

Cliveden juniors lnughed thernselves
Hoarse at the sight of the Old Firm in the hands
of the redskins, :

But the three red braves preserved a solemn
gravity suitable to their characters. No Indien
chief told of by Fenimore Cooper could have
preserved a more owl-like gravity than the
Combine at this moment. ‘

The prisoners were marched into the room,
and still held by Neville and Flynn.

Lincoln (. Poindexter addressed the curious,
laughing crowd.

*“ Braves of the Blackneck tribe,” he exclaimed,
*“ behold thegprisoners which your chiefs have
brought home to the torture ! *’

* Who are you calling Blackneck * ™ demanded
& volcc,

“I mean Blackfeet,”” corrected Poindexter.
“ Behold the prisoners———"

“Rats!”

“ Canned rats ! ;

Poindexter’s eyes gleamed. .

“ I the gentleman who made an allusion
to tanned rats will kindly step forward, I shall
be pleased to wipe up the floor with him,” he
said.

The gentleman did not step forward, apparently
having no desire to be used as a duster; and
Poindexter proceeded.

** Behold the prisoners whom your chiefz have

home on his nose
with a terrific l
thump. |

“Arrahl  Ow! |
Arrah |7

“Tie his hands
up, Micky.”

“ Wait a tick.
Sure, and me nose
is broken.”

“Rats! Do get
& move on you.”

““ Faitl &

“Bind his
wrists | >’ roared
Poindexter, * You
ass, don’t waste
time! We shall
have the prefects
down on us if thjls'
row goes on much
longer.”

Micky Flynn
grasped Pank.
huzst’s wrists again,
and this time suc-
ceeded - in pullin
them together an
getting the loo
over them. H‘g
knotted the cord,
and then with the
loose end of it he
shackled Pank.
hurst’s ankles, leav-

ing them loose
enough for the
chief of the Old

Firm_to walk but
not to kick,

cle:ir'ned Poindexter, motion towards him, with
getting up as .soon ed.
a3 Pankhurst was at top spe
secure. “‘The paleface is 2 prisoner, ready to be
burned at the stake——"

“Don't be an ass,
Pankhurst. “ You know jolly well

' Wah'! The great chief has spoken.”

 The great ass has,”

* Tie up the other prisoner, Sitting Bull.”

~“* Faith, and it’s me that will do it in a jifty,

Chingachgook !

And Price was soon rendered as helpless as his

Puntbuster !’ growled

33

“leader.

The two prisoners were writhing with rage,
Pankhurst realised how he had been trapped into
entering the study, and how blindly he had run
into the trap laid for him.

Micky Flynn opened his pocket-knife and began
to strop it.

“ What’'s that for, Micky ?" asked Dick
Neville. -

** Sure, and me name’s Sitting Bull.”

 Well, what's that for, Sitting Bull ? "

" Bure it’s to scalp the paleface prisoners.”

And Micky Flynn turned towards Pankhurst,
knife in hand. "He looked so reslistic in his
g&int and feathers, and he held the knife in so

usiness-like a way, that Pankhurst gave a shiver.
He eyed the Irish redskin very nervously.

* Keep that maniac off ! ” he howled. * He'll
do some damage with that knife.” .

* Faith, and it's & scalpin’ job I'm goin’ to
do, Panky darling ! ™

‘* Keep him off 1 ”

Poindexter winked at his chums.

“Wah! The scalping must bes done in the
sight of the whole tribé 1’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ Put
up your knife for the present, Sitting Bull.
Bring the prisoners along to the great council
wigwam.”

Poindexter threw open the door of the study.
He marched out; and after him, forecing the

MONSIEUR'-FRIQUET HAS
A LITTLE SURPRISE.

“Wah! Selze the paleface master and scalp him!” grinned Poindexter.
And Indians and cowboys yelled in chorus, The little Frenchman stood
“Good!" ex. petrified for a moment, gazing at the wild figures; then,

as they made a
tomahawks flourishing, he turned and fled

brought home -to the torture.
great Coppertop tribe——7"

* Ha, ha, ha't
“TN give you coppertop, you tinned beef
fraud !’ %mwled Pankﬁgrst. ¥ ’

“Wah! Let the ]grisoners be silent.”

* Be silent yourself, you Chicago export1”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Bilence, the Cogpert,op brave!” gaid Poin-
dexter sternly. “‘If he spesks again, let him
die the death, or push the handle of your toma-
hawk into his cgﬂ.tterbox. Gentlemen of the
Fourth Form—1I mean braves of the Blackneck
tribe, we are about to put the prisoners to the
torture——"

* Hear, hear 1

“ Yes, here,” said Poindexter—* here on the
spot. It would be inconvenient to burn them
at the stake, as it would make such & smother——>"

‘“Ha, ha, hat .

“ 8o we

“ Qo it! ; i

“ Bind the paleface dogs to the table | ™

** Lemme alone ! ** roared Pankhurst.

“Rats! I mean wsh! Bind the paleface
dogs to the table.”

The Old Firm were helpless to resist. They
yelled to their friends in the crowd, but the juniors
made no motion to help them. Poindexter had
guite as many backers there as Pankhurst, and
any interference would have led to a_free fight,
without doing Panky much good. Besides, it
was_realised that it was only fair to leave the
rivals of the Fourth to settle the matter between
themselves ; and the joke was too funny for
anyone to want to interrupt it. The juniors
were wondering what Poindexter was going to do.
They svon knew |’

The Old Firm were stretched on the table and

They are of the

are going to scalp them.”

| tace “Took: - &beslutely ferocious,

tied there.

that it overhung the edge.

on curiously. o

. ‘;]I_Jend me your knife, Micky—T mean Sitting
ull.””

“ Sure and here it is, Puntdodger.”

 8ay, Chingachgook, you ass [ *

** Chingachgook, you ass 1’ .

There was a roar of laughter. Poindexter gave
Micky - withering look, which made his painted
Ho took the
knife, and began to feel the edge with hi:
thumb.

“This will -do,” he announced. * We shall .
want a basgin to catch the blood, as we don’t want
to make the floor in a muck.” .

“ I'll get you a basin,” said Green obligingly.

“w Good ! LE]

Poindexter whispered to Greene, who grinned
and. departed. In & few minutes he returned
with a %aﬂfn‘ which was half-full of water, and
handed ‘it to Neville.

* Hold it under the
Poindexter:

. Dick Neville obeyed. Pankhurst was wriggling
uneagily in his bonds. He wondered dizzily
for & moment whethér he was really in the hands
of Indians, and was going to be scalped, Poin-
dexter’s disguised face looked so f&l]y grave
and determined.

“Are you ready, brave of the Coppertop
tribe 7 *

* Canned rats!” replied the brave of the
Copper'top tribe.

“Then die the death! If you survive the

scalping, we will burn you at the stake. Silence, .
braves of the Blackneck tribe, while the prisoner
is tortured | He will soon be making row enough
himself 1 >

The giggling of the juniors died away.

They %:onkcd on with keen, almost breathless
interest. The affair seemed to‘have & serious
aspect now. The three warriors were as solemn
as owls about it. Poindexter drew a sheet of
notepaper from his pocket, keeping it carefully
out of sight of Pankhurst, who was rolling his
eyes wildly in the vain endeavour to see what went
on over the top of his head.

With the edge of the notepaper Poindexter
drew a line along Pankhurst’s forehead, just
below the roots of the auburn hair. Pankhurst
fully believed that it was the knife he felt, and
he gave a convulsive wriggle.

“Btop it!” he gasped. *“Youll do some
damage! Oh—ow! I'm bleeding g

There was an audible sound of dripping liguid !

1t was made by Dick Neville picking up the
sponge that floated in the basin, and allowing the
water to run off into it that below ; but to Pank.

hurst’s excited brain it was the dripping o
blood. .

“Ow ! " he roared. * Murder!
villains 1

The juniors burst into an irresistible roar.

“8top them !’ shrieked Pankhurst. * I tell
you it's no joke ; I shall bleed to death) I can
feel my veina getting cold already.”

5 a, l‘lﬂ, ha!'

*The scalp is not half off yet, brave of the
Coppertop tribe,” said Poindexter. *

“Btop it!” :

“Do_you beg for mercy, and acknowledge
yourself conquered by the warriors of No. 4
study ? ”’ demanded the American chum,.

** No,” roared Pankhurst, ** never 1 ’

* Quite 8o | ** gasped.Price.

* Then off goas your scalp.™*

Poindexter drew the edge of the notepaper
along above Pankhurst's ears. The drip-dripping
of the water was renewed. Pankhurst writhed
madly. )

“Ow ! Ishall bleed to death like & pig !

** Well, you are & pig, you know ! **;

*“ Help, help 1™ : S

** Lemme see, T think the scalp will come off
now with a jerk,” said Poindexter, grasping Pank-
hurst’s hair firmly by winding his fingers in it.
* Now, then!™ :

He gave a sharp jerk. Pankhurst yelled as
thouﬁ} his scalp were really coming off. A junior
put his head in at the door with an excited
shout. +,

“Cave! Here comes the captain!”

The three Indian warriors jumped.

“My hat!” gasped Chingachgook, * Theres
8 row coming now !’ :

“Bunk ! " gasped Sitting Bull,

They dashed to the door. Right along the
passage they went with a rush. Trevelyan, the
captain of Cliveden, gave a startled yell as the
three terrible-looking figures passed him, and
were gone before he could put out a hand.

* Wh—wh-—what was that 7" he gasped.

He strode into the common-room. The Clive-
den redskins were gone, but the yells of laughter
within warned him that something was still
going on in the room.

Poindexter placed Panky’s head so
The juniors looked

prisoner’s head ! " directed

Chuck it, you

The 5th Chapter.
Turning the Tables

REVELYAN was accustomed to some wild
ways among the juniors of Cliveden,
but he had never seen anything like

what he now saw. The room was crammed
with juniors, shrieking with laughter, and on the
table were two bound figures. Below Pank-
hurst’s head, on the floor, was the basin with the
gponge floating in it. )

* What does this mean ?  demanded the Clive.
den captain.

“T'm bleeding to death!” moaned Pank.
huarst. My scalp is nearly off,”

“What are you talking about t ”

(Continued on the next page.)
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* The top of my head is nearly cut off 1 *

Trevelyan gave him 8 rap on the top of his
head. ‘

“Phat’s all right,” he said. * The top of your
head is in no danger of coming off at present,
Pankhurst.”

“ I've been nearly scalped 1 ™

“Don't be an ass ! ™’

“1 tell you I felt the knife sawing into my
skin !>

““ Well, there is no blood !

“What are you talking about, Trevelyan ?
Do you mean to tell me that there is no blood,
when [ heard it dripping into the basin myself 1 "'

“It was water !’ shrieked Gatty. 2

L “Tater ! a2

“ Yes, and it was a sheet of paper he was scalp-
ing you with, ,ha, ha!” .

““Ha, ha, ha ! 7’ roared the juniors.

And the air rocked with laughter.
hurst’s face was a study.

“ My word, what an ass I've been ! he mur-
mured. ; '

“Quite 8o !’ murmured Price, sotto voee.

* Dh, shut up, Pricey.”

“Well, I say!? :

“ Will somebody undo these ropes ?’ said
Pankhurst ealmly. 1 think the joke has gone
far enough. Of course, I knew all along that it
was only—-"" :

Another yell of laughter interrupted him.
Trevelyan smiled, as Pankhurst went crimson.
He took. up the pocket-knife Poindexter had
dropped in his hurried departure, and cut the
Old Firm free.

“Thank you, Trevelyan,” said Pankhurst,
getting off the table and stretching his limbs.
* Of course, 1 knew ! " :

Trevelyan laughed.

“Well, not so niuch row next time you're
sealped !”* he said. * 1 shall come down heavy
on you next time, so mind ! ™

And the captain of Cliveden quitted the room.
Pankburst and Price l_%:lked sheepishly . at. the
howling juniors. It really seemed as though the
I'aurth Form at Cliveden would never leave off
laughing. i

'Oh, stop your eaekli&g 1 growled Pank-
hurst. . “Of course, we Were perfectly aware
all along that——""

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Of course, we

“Ha, ha, ha1”

** Or if we didn’t exactly know, we—>7"

*Ha, ha, ha 1™

. “Ol. come along, Pricey, and leave the silly
agses. to_cackle ! 3} .eaid Pankhurst.

And the Old Fizm guitted the room, followed by

Panl:-
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renewed yells of laughter.

Pankhurst and Price lost no time in getting to
their study. The laughter of the Fourth Form
was getting on their nerves, Price was looking
dismayed as they entered their quarters, and
Panky waa looking furious.

“This is & come-down, and no mistake!”
Price remarked. ¢ The whole Form is yelling.
It will be all over €liveden.” ,

“ Ban't be helped now i "

“You were a giddy ass, you know, to think

ihat Poindexter was reslly scalping you ! ™

Tt felt as if he were using a knife 1

“ Yes, but s

“Qh, heng it, what's the good of grousing
now ? Why couldn’'t you tell me what he was
doing 27 !
% lga'efausc I haven't eyes in the back of my
head.”

“ Or sense in any part of it.”

** Look here, Panky- >

“ Qh, ring off ; is thiz'a time to start ragging
one another ?* -exclaimed Pankhurst. *We
have got to get even with those redskinned
rotters: before the Form have langhed us to
death 1™, = :

Price hrightened up a little.

“Have you got an idea how to do that,
Panky 17 . ,

“ ()f course, T have. What price those cowboy
costumes of ours: and the lassoes, eh 7 We've
practised with the riatas enough to be able
to nse them. The Indians have captured mus:
jt’a about time we captured the Indians ™

Price. stared for @ moment, and then burst
into a laugh. )

“ By Jove. what a ripping wheeze ! ™ ’

“ Glad you think so! It will turn the laugh
ngainst the Combine, at any rate !’

“But we're only two againat three in a tussle

“That’s all’ serene, if the lasscing business
comes off 17

““ Well, it's worth trying, anyway !”

“ Buck up and get the costumes out

Tt did not take the Old Firm long, to get ready
for the warpath. It was really a Brilliant idea
of Pankhurst’s, and if it worked it was certainly
likely to turn thoe langh against the Combine.

The two juniors were speedily arrayed in the
buckskin shirts, leather breeches, and top boots,
with the sombreros on the backs of their heads.
Pankhurst browned his face and stack on &
curling moustache, and Price added an artistic
sunburned hue and a small pointed beard. The
iwo jumers bote a remerkable and really striking
resemblance to a pair of Wild-West cowboys:
of a medium size, of coarse, but decidedly dan-
gerous looking.

Pankhurst garveyed the result in the glass
with a preat deal of satisfaction.

¥ reckon that will do, pard ! 7 he said, assum-
ing a nasal drawl. *I kindet caleulate we're
about fixed for the trail!”

“Ha, ha! I mean, quite so! That

2

in to

| they had formed, given a fair chance.

say, ‘I guesa you've abount hit it, pardner!”
giggled Price,

*“Where’s them lassoes ? ™

“ Here you are ! ”

“Come on, thent!” grinned Pankhurst, “I
reckon we're goin’ to rope in them redskins,
pardner !

The Old Firm quitted the study. They
earried the coiled lassoes in their hands, ready
for business. Ever since the ** props '™ had heen
in their possession Pankhurst and Price had
been practising with the riatas, and had become
very proficient in the use of them. They had
no doubt of their ability to carry out the scheme

Pankhurst kicked at the door of No. 4 study.
Several juniors caught sight of the strange
figures in the passage, and the word ran through
the house that more fun was on the tapis. There
was a shout from within the study.

“Who dares to disturb the great chief in
his wigwam ? '

“I do,” replied Pankhurst, kicking the door

open.

IJ"I"he Old Firm stood in the doorway. The
three red braves were still in their costumes,
and the red in their faces that showed under
the paint, and the tears that stood in their eyes
seerned to indicate that they had not yet finished
laughing over the scene in the j#nior common-
room. i
Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn stared at the
invaders in amazement. .

* My word, if you're not off ! ** gasped Neville.
5 W]J,at. sort of animals do you call yourselves

“ Faith, and——"

“1 guess ' E

But Pankhurst and Price were rushing to the
attack. The lassoes were cast as they came,
and the whirling ropes collected up about every-

The chief of the Old Firm took fresh loops
of the rope round their limbs, and multiplied
knots, in spite of their spasmodic wriggles.
Pankhurst was working under - difficulties, ‘but
it could not be said that he did not do his work
thoroughly. Neville and Poindexter soon lay.
absolutely helpless, unable to move a, limb.
Then Pankhurst rose panting to his feet.

Micky Flynn was the next to receive his atten-
tion. Price held him fast while he was bound,
and then the Old Firm executed a sort of war-
dance of triumph round their furiouy prisoners.’

“ 1 kinder reckon we've captured the great
chiets of the Tinned-Beef tribe!™ exclaimed
Pankhurst. *“What do you think, Puntshifter 2 "

‘ Lemme go, you beast !

“ Ha, ha! Bring 'em along—we're going to
exhibit our prisoners, and then——"

. “Quite so!V .

“Drag 'em up !’

The Combine were jerked to their feet.
ankles were loosened sufficiently to allow them
to walk, and then Pankhurst and Price laid
hold of the ropes, and in spite of their vain
s_tru%gles, the Combine were dragged ‘through
the doorway.

etes e

The 6th Chapter.
Monsieur Friquet is Startled.

HE passage was crowded with juniors,
The sight of the three Indian braves,
with their feathers runpled and broken,

their Indian garb in wild disarray, and the

endless ropes wound and knotted about them,

staggering drunkenly along with shackled feet,
sesmed to have a comical aspect for the Cliveden
juniors, though the Combine could see nothing
funrty in it. Shrieks of laughter "rang along

The door suddenly burst open, and three

dog ! said the red warrior, flourishing the tomahawl,

«yowll brain me, you ass1”

thing that wes movable in the siudy. The
clock and ornaments off the mantelpiece, the
books and inkpots and make-up materials on
the table, all went crashing to the floor, knocked
down on all sides. 'There wasn’t much room
in & jumor study for lassoing, but then the
Uombine swere not prepared tor anything of
the . sort. and hefore they realised what the
Old- Firm were at, Poindexter and’ Neville felt
the 'laops over their bodies instantly drawn
tight. They struggled, but jerks on the m}w.
threw them on the floor among the ruins of the
articles “swept there, and the knets jammed
tighter.. Micky Flynn, with a wild yell, hurled:
himself upon Pankhurst and bore him to the
ground, but, wnfortunately, floored him right
on top of Poindexter, knoeking all the breath
out of the American chum’s body. :
_ * Wochooh 1 gasped Poindexter.
me neek ! ”

< Arrah, ye spalpeeng——"" ~ .

“ Collar him, Pricey!” gasped Dankhdrst.

“ P}t look after the others 1™

Price was already grappling with Micky Flynn.
He dragged him off, Pankhurst and rolled him
over on the floor, and sat heavily on his chest.
Micky, struggling wildly, was pinned down quite
helpless. .

Dick Neville staggered to his  feet. But

“Qet off

Pankhurst had hold of both ropes, and a sharp |-

jerk brought Neville tumbling over again. The
loop was. tight round’ him, pinning, his arms
down to his %ides, and he could not get it laose.
‘Pankhurst took a turn of the rope round Poin-
dexter’s body, dragging the two joniors together,
and in spite of their resistance began to knot it.

Micky Flynn was struggling wildly underneath
Trice, but Price kept him down. Both Neville
and Poindexter resisted as hard as they could,
but Pankhurst’s advantage tas too great.

‘your paint comes off.

wild figures sprang into view. "« Paleface
“ Look ont!” yelled Pankhurst,

the passage, and every study door was blocked
with heads looking out.

“ Make way ! " shouted Pankhurst. * Wehave
captured three bloodthirsty redskins, and——"

“Lemme go!™

“Ton’t drag me along like that.” ;

“ Faith, and ye’re rotten spalpeens intoirely 1™

“y guass—-——-“

“(ome along!* said Pankhurst, jerking on
the rope. * You've had your turn, and now
this ia where the cowboys come out strong 1™

' Quite so0! " said Price.

““ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors. The sight.
of the two cowboys dragging the reluctant
braves along. was too comical. Poindexter
larched and fell, but he was dragged on all the
same, skating along the linoleum in a sitting
posture, more or less gracefully., A renewed
yell burst forth.
~*(Jorge on, hraves of the Blackneck iribe!”
grinned Pankharst. “ We're going to give you
o wash in the bath-room yonder, to see whether
A wash will do you
good, anyway !” -

' Quite s0 ! 7

* Lemme gerrup! I guess 'l make mince-
meat of you——"

“(lanned meat you mean, don’t you, Point-
pusher 7 ..

“ Ha, ha, that’s more in your line, Puntdodger.”

“1 guess

‘“ Here, come alongse——-=?">

. There was a sudden shout up the passage.
The juniors were raking din enough to wake
the dead, almost. A ery of warning rang out.

“Cave!™

“It’s Mossoo!™

My word ! ” murmured Pankhurst.

The grinning juniors secattered like sheep.
But it was not so casy for the Old Firm and

Their |-

| wildly,

the Combine to get away. -The. prisoners were
he{})less, and, after a second’s . hesitation. the
Old Firm stuck to them.

The fat little figure of Monsiéur Friquet, the
French master at Cliveden, was coming down
tho passage with the well-known trot, His
little fat face was red with indignation. The
possage was growing dusky, and the gas had
not vet been lighted, -The Frenchman' ‘saw
dimly the figures ahead. i b

“(iel! How you dare make. zis noise ? " he
shouted.” ““I—I—— Cielt Mon bleu!”

He stared at the strange figures before him
in amazement. :

Pankhurst was desperately cutting the rope
that bonnd the prisoners; to untie them was
impossible in the time. ; '

*Pax !” he whispered. * We've got to get
out of this somehow, or it means a caning and
@ gating. Is it pax t”

‘T guess 80 ! " whispered Poindexter.

The three red braves were free in a few seconds.
Monsieur Friquet stared at the group with
his eyes starting from his head.

“Ciel ! Vab is zis zat I behold? Is zis a
dream, or are zese ze vild savages zat I see
vizin ze valls of Cliveden ?” :

Poindaxter grinned; and then he gave a
wild yell.

“Wah! Seize the paleface master and scalp
him 17

And Indians and cowboys yelled in chorus.

The little Frenchmaen gave a gasp of utter
terror. .

He stood petrified for & moment more, gazing
at the wild figures : then, as they made & motion
towards him, with tomahawks flourishing, he
turned and fled at top speed.

The redskins and the cowhoys gave another
fearful yell, which seemed to lend the Frenchman
wings, for he simply flew along the passage.

Down the -stairs he twent at top speed, and
bumped right into Trevelyan at the bottom.
The captain of Cliveden, shrewdly suspecting
what the terrible uproar was about, waa coming
to see into it, and had thoughtfully brought a
cane along with him. He went over like a
ninepin as the little Frenchman rushed into
him, and Monsieur Friquet sprawled across him.

“Help! Ciél! Help!l”

“ What’s the matter ?* yelled Trevelyan.

But Monsieur Friquet was too frightened to
recognise his voice, or to see, or to. understand
anything, He imagined that he had fallen into
the clutches of one of the fearful-looking savages
he had seen in the upper corridor, and he struggled

kicking and 'punching at Treve%yan.
The captain of Cliveden received a good many
hard knocks hefore he pushed the Frenchman
off and rose to his feet. ossoo stared at him.

“Ah! Mon bleau! It is you, Trevelyan'!
I am sorry zat I haf punch yog~—-"

“So am L" growled Trevelyan, * Will you
kindly look and see whom you are hitting next
time, Monsieur Friquet ? ™ :

** Oui, I have t SOrtOw——-"" ’

But the Cliveden captain did not wait to hear
the Frenchman express his great sorrow, He
went up the stairs three at a tune.

“Come back!” yelled Monsieur Friquet.
“Come back! Zere are dangerous savages—
ze fearful-looking barbarians, zere! You vill
be keel 17 -

Trevelyan took no notice of the warning. He
guessed pretty ' accurately whom the fearful
savages were. But when he reached the upper

corridor it was emuotv. Save for a few feathers
scattered on the floor, there was -no sign OI tho

redsking who had startled Cliveden by their
appearance.

revelyam went straight to No. 4 study.
He threw open the deor, but it was'empty. He
Faased along the passage to.No. 10 study, and
ooked in.. That study was empty, too; and
the captain of Cliveden could not help grinning.
The Combine and the Old Firm had known
better than to return to their own quarters till
the storm had blown over.

It was an hour later that Trevelyan met tho
juniors. 'They were walking in the lower passage,
nicely dressed and cleanly washed, and looking
as though butter would not melt in their'mouths,
and the most complete amity seemed to be
reigning between the Combine and the Old Firm.

Trevelyan looked at them severely.

“T see yon have got changed and cleaned 1™
he exclaimed. :

Five separate looks of innocent surprise werc
turned upon the captain of Cliveden.

* Kh 7 said Lincoln G. Poindexter.
are you getting at, Trevelyan ?” .

“You know perfectly well what I am getting
at, Poindexter. Where are the Indians who
frightened Monsieur Friquet -

“ Indians,” said Poindexter reflectively. * I've
seen Indians in my own country, but I haven't
seen any since 1 came to England s

“ Sure, and ye've been readin’ lurid literature,
Trevelyan, and it’s got into your head,” said
Micky Flynn, wagging an admonitory finger
at the Cliveden captain. !

* Looks like it,” said Pankhumst. “He'll be
telling us next that there have been Texas cow-
hoys knocking about as well as Indians.”

* Quite so !

“ Ha, ba, ha!™ i

Trevelyan looked as if he did not quite know
whether to be amused or angry foria moment.
TFinally he laughed. '

*“Well, don’t let us see any more Indians or
cowboya at Cliveden, that’s alll”™ he said,
walking away.

The juniors grinned.

“1 guess he’s about right there,” said Poin-
dexter. * But the wheetze was a good one, and
1 guess we've had some fun out of the redskins
at Cliveden.” s

“We have,” agreed Pankhurst, “and out
of the cowboys, too 1™’

.And Price said * Quite so!”

THE END.

{T'wo complete stories next week.)
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