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The Ist Chapter.

Pankhurst’s Plot.
ANKHURST came into No. 10 Study

—_—

P.hajr——which is saying a great deal.
Mo fung himself into a chair and looked at
Price, and Price stopped the fretsaw he was
using and looked at him in return. .

¢ Anything wrong, Panky?’ asked Price:
ankhurst grunted.

(What's the matter?’ asked Price, quite
@mmed by the disturbed and excited lock of
his hosom chum. “ What’s wrong, old chap?”’
ing!” growled Pankhurst.

]

* Ut the same old story,” said Pankhurst.
I'm getting fed up on it. They've been
pping me again about that cycle ride the
er day.”’

érinned, in spite of his eoncern for
Pankhurst’s worried looks. :

“Well, we were done, and no mistake, old
B

3

I koow we were; and if it were only
indester, Neville, and Flynn who chipped
about it I could stand 1t, but the whole
m hias got hold of it, and there’s no end
the confounded matter. It's too rotten!”

| “Quito 0.”

It was all through Miss Clara arranging
0 have a épin in the afternoon with those
dés,” said Pankhurst. ““Of course, we
to chip in and muck them up, so
they couldn’t go out, and then take Miss
Llara along with us.”

““Quite s0.”

l, .
If it had ended there it would have been
tight, but they laid an ambush: for us,
cured -our - tyres, and carried off Miss
under ,our eyes——"

. And the

er since.
knew it only too well. He had been
ipped about that adventure as unmercifully
3 chum.  He could think of nothing com-
t‘{“yg and so he only made his usual
—"“ Quite s0.”
t'was an unfortunate vernark to make
moment. Pankhurst was in an irritable

Yfellows have been cackling about

af

0r goodness sake, Price,” he said, “do

I S&methmg_else to say sometimes. You
 that out”hke a parrot every time a chap

o you. .

tte 0,” eaid Price tly.

kh’l,lrst)glared, absently.

]:é,d"n’t get ratty, old chap!” said Price.

i B.hl? Sense in our rowing one another
the Combine have got the better of

o065 Paven’t exact] =
[ Xactly got, the hetter of us,
Pankhupgt, We'd have wiped up the

Mith them that. time th
] ey punctured our
if there hadn’t been a Jndyppresent.”

e I mean, yes, rather.’”
ﬂle}:‘ did us brown, though,” said
hAfter all, it’s no good trying to
': at the whole school knows. The
5 been"_’ cackling over it ever since.
’;staigw Plx]-ice.
7191 I8, how are we to get our
3 S:hl'd Pankhurst, running his fingers
t"‘,’“gh his red hair. “If we
; f‘hg“?ritgyrspon to raise our
ek orth living at Cliveden.
W't expect you to ! said Pank-
m&% have to”think it out. Hallo,
gm:f_the Fourth, had put.in his head
ggbﬁg?’” said Greene, grinning. I
! cyclo o} -ask ytou 15’ you had been on

e yet— ;
"!}“nped Up in wrath, and Greene
5 some

« _l;ﬁore f "t 3" 3
W. spore of it orowled Pank
© can’t even he left alone in our

.. ‘d‘ >
h? ‘:‘gy.

hey trying to thin i
o e think anythin
M‘gob:,ellfed up by a silly cuckoo why
Wy words like a silly parrot!”

ab Cliveden with a face as red as his
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“ Oh, I say, Panky—"

Gatty, of the Fourth, looked into the study
with a genial grin. :

:: Hallo, you fellows !

Hallo !” grunted Pankhurst, sliding his
ha‘l‘](l surreptitiously towards a Latin grammar.

I just looked in to ask if you ciaps had

ad any more punctures lately,” said Gatty.
"I—— Oh, you heast!” ¥ ¥

Gatty dodged. out just in time to escape the
grammar, which crashed upon the door a
second later.

“I say, let’s go out and have a think.”” said
Pankhurst.‘restlessly. “I can think better in
the open air, and we can have a jaw over it.”’

Price glanced at his fretwork, but he nodded
a cheery assent.

“TI'm ready,” he said.

e auburn-haired chums of the Fourth went
down the passage. Philpot was looking out of
lxs‘s_tudy, and he grinned when he saw them.

“Hallo!” he said. ‘““Have you been taking
any more ladies out—— Ow-ow-wow !!
. The chums passed on, leaving Philpot sitting
in- his doorway, where he had been felled at
one swoop by Pankhurst’s good right arm.

. On the lower floor three youths were stand-
ing in a group and chatting. They burst into
a chuckle as Pankhurst and Price came by.

The three were Poindexter, Neville, = and
Micky Flynn, otherwise known as the Cliveden:

mbine.

“ Faith, and it’s a nice day intirely for a
cycle ride,” Micky Flynn remarked, affecting
not to see the red-haired chums passing.

1 guess youw'ro right,” said Poindexter.
““We might get some punctures, though.”

“ Sometimes you run over a Jof of tin-tacks,
and get no end of punctures,” Dick Neville
remarked solemnly. .

And the Combine chuckled.

Pankhurst -and Price walked on, apparently
not hearing any of the remarks, but out in the
Close, under the shady old elms, the red-
headed chums of the Fourth looked at one
another expressively. .

“I'm getting fed up with it,” eaid Pank-
hurst.

“ Quite s0.”

The postman came along the Close, and
Price glanced towards him. ;

“I say, wait a minute for me, Panky—"

“Oh, rats! It doesn’t matter about your
letters now,” said Pankhurst crossly.

“I'm  expecting
one from my
sister——""

“Never mind it
now——"

“It°s “to say
whether she's com-
ing down to see me
this afternoon,” said
Price warmly. * 1f
she is I'm going to
meet the train.””

Pankhurst started.

“By Jove! Your
sister’s - -a nice
girl, Pricey, and it
would make the
Combit’l’e wild  if

Wi

“That's why I
asked her to come,”
chuckled Price. * Of
course, I .want to
see her as well. But
I thought, too—"

‘“See if there’s a
ietter for you.” «
There was a letter
éolg Ii’)rigf‘, and the
- Cliveba! postman
handed it out e?his
sack. Price nodded
with satisfaction.
“Is it from your
sister, Pricey?” s
" “Yes, old chap;
it’s Amy’s writing.””
“Then “réad it,
quick!” said Pank-
hurst eagerly. X
'Price tore open .
the letter and
glanced through it,
and an expression
of disappointment:

e

Uﬁ'ﬁent Miss Prlce’§ arms. There was a smack, aad the ball was

“overspread his face. Fiith could have done.

for Its Splendid Complete Steories.

“She can’t_come !”

Pankhurst’s face fell.

:“ an’t come?”’

No; it’s put off. I'm sorry, old chap,
but— “What’s the matter 7’

Pankhurst had given a sudden jump, as if
struck all at once with a new and brilliant,
He grasped Price’s arm.

“T've got it!”

““Got, what?

“The wheeze! Your sister is

“She isn’t.”

“Yes she is. You're awfully like your sister,
and your face is smooth and plump, and you
know how rippingly you made up as a girl
in the amateur theatricals, when I was spend-
ing the vac. at your place last Christmas.”

Price started.

“I say, Panky—"

“It’s a ripping wheeze. We can go to the
costumier’s in Clivebauk, and give out that
we're going to meet the train your sister’s
coming in.”’

“Ha, ha! But——

“You'll come back alone, having missed us,
and you’ll take in the Combine, and make
regular'gsses of them if you play the part well,
and—-

Price’s face expanded into a grin.

“My word, Panky! It’s a great idea, if you
think I can do it !”

“I know you can if you try.”

“ Well, I'll try, anyway.”

“Come along, then. The cricket can go for
this afternoon. The Combine are going to
write up the next number of the ‘Cliveden
Rag’ this afternoon, as I happen to knas.
Let’s get out.”

“Hallo, is your sister coming down, Price " *
asked Trimble, of the Fourth, passing th.
Old Firm in the Close. Teddy Trimble we.
the gossip of Cliveden, and a surer means of
disseminating news—true or untrie—could not
have been found.

“I've just had a letter from her,” said
Price diplomatically. “ Must get off to Clive-
bank at once.” 2

And the Old Firm walked out of the gates
before Teddy Trimble could speak again.

The 2nd Chapter.

Price’s Sister.
E must have an
said Poindexter.
Dick Neville looked up.
“On what 7*
“On that cycle ride of the Old Firm the other
day.”
Neville and Flynn chuckled.
““Faith, and ye’re right, Puntpusher {*’

coming—""

s

article on it,”

1 Study, No. 4, in the Fourth Form. The study

... The Cliveden Combine were busy in the
-editorial office. The editorial office was their
was  also  the - ﬁ"ﬁb}‘i—shi'ng department. As
Flynn put it, when you were in the editorial
office, and you ‘wanted to get into the publish-
ing department, you stood just where you
were, which saved time." .

“The whole Form will grin over it,” said
Poindexter.  ““It had better be an article -on
punctures, and how red-headed chaps get them
wl}‘en th(g g0 cycling.”’

a

, ha!
“I’ve finished the leading article, and I'd
better make this a leaderette. I guess—""
‘There was a tap at the door of the study.
“Get along!” shouted Poindexter. * We're
busy, ™

Tap! ;

‘“ We can’t be bothered now !”

‘“Oh, hang!” growled Neville. ““I suppose
it’s those red-headed rgtters come to bother
us with some of their rotten contributions.”

“Faith, and it isn’t!” said Micky Flynn.
“They’ve gone to Clivebank to meet Price’s
sister 1"’

) i Didn’t know he had one,” said Neville.

Tap !

‘“Oh, come in, fathead!” called out Pein-
dexter testily.

he door opened timidly.

The next moment the chums were on their
feet, Poindexter with a face quite scarlet with
confusion.

For it was a girl who stood in the doorway
of No. 4 Study, looking in timidly at the
Fourth-Formers.

A girl, seemingly of about fifteen, with a
pretty figure and a charming plump face, and
long, golden hair, inclining to rich auburn,
and a large summer hat that threw her face
somewhat into the shade.

If you please—"’ -
“I—I—I beg your pardon!” stammered
Poindexter. ‘‘I—I -thought——"

“Faith, and ye've put ve'r foot in it this
time, Puntpusher I”’ murmured Micky - Flynn.
“The top of the afternoon to ye, miss!”’

*“ Is—is this my brother’s study ?”

Poindexter started. -

The resemblance of the girl to Price had
struck hime at once, and he understood now
how the case stood.

It was Price’s sister.

“ Miss Price, is it not ?”’ said the American
chum, recovering himself a little.

“That is my name.”

“Ah, yes, T heard that you were coming
down this afternoon!” said Poindexter.
‘“ But your brother has gone to the station to
meet you, I believe.”

The girl looked disappointed.

‘“Oh, dear, I did not see him there!”

“ Pankhurst has gone , with him,” said
Neville. “They must be a pair of duffers to
miss you—I mean, it’s an awful pity—""

“Faith, and ye’re right—"

“Oh, dear! And isn’t this my brother’s
study ?”

The Combine could not help grinning.

Of all the studies in the Fourth Form
passage, Miss Price had happened upon the
very one which contained the deadly rivals
of her brother and his chum. But the
Combine were not-likely to let her know that.
Chivalry to the gentle sex was a ruling trait
in the character of the three chums.

““No,” said Poindexter; ““I guess this isn’t
Price’s study, but we know Price awfully well.

| He’s a very decent chap, and we all like

him.” 2 : 5%

“Faith, and ye're right! I love him as a -
brother ! said Micky Flynn. : !

‘“He's a champion,” said Neville earnestly.
“One of the finest chaps in Cliveden. I’ve often
envied Panky having him for a chum.”

The girl smiled sweetly.

“How kind of you to say so! Waould you—
would you mind showing me where my
brother’s study is, so that I can wait for him 7’

“With all the pleasure in life!” exclaimed
Micky Flynn.

“Hold on!” said Poindexter.  Price may
wait for you at the station, Miss Price. He
may think you are coming by the next train.
You may be hung up in the study all the after-
noon if you wait for him.”

The fair visitor looked distressed. :

““Oh, dear! What shall T do?” SR

‘“No good waiting in No. 10, I guess,” said
Poindexter. ‘ As Price’s special friends, it's

‘caught. Then Miss Price threw it into the air,
alm as it came down, as

Tap!

and caught it in her
easily and truly as any fieldsman in the

our‘l’;’usiness to look after you till he comes
ok :

“Thank you so -much!” -
“Not at all. It's a real pleasure, to sav
nothing of obliging a chum like Price!” said
Poindexter. “You must be hungry after your
railway journey. I wonder whether you would
have tea with us?”’
Miss Price nodded.

“I should be very pleased.”

The Combine beamed at one another. To
entertain a pretty girl in the study to tea was

pened on such occasions as Speech Day, when
the sisters and the cousins and the aunts of
the Cliveden boys came down to the old
school in force. - . ¢ :

“ Faith, and that will be jolly!”” said Micky
Flynn. “ Puntdodger, old man, T'll take Miss
Price for a stroll in the Close while you get
the tea £ 3

“Bosh!” said Neville warmly. “I am
going to show Miss Price over Cliveden, while
you and Puntdodger get the tea. It’s not fair
to leave it all on Punty.”

Poindexter grinned. _

“T guess that Miss Price would like me to
show her the improvements in the gvm.” he
said. ‘“You chaps can get tea while we're
gone.”

“* Look, here,
“T guess——
“ Faith, and sure I— S
*Oh, dear, T am sure I am giving you a
great deal of trouble !” murmured Miss Amy.
The commeéncing altercation ceased at once.
‘“Not at all—mot at all?’ exclaimed Poin- -
dexter eagerly. ‘These youngsters always
want keeping in their place. I'm the boss of
this study, you know ! e

* Faith, and sure I—"" ;

“I guess. 'm going fo show Miss Price
round while you get the tea,” said Poindexter,
looking daggers at Micky and Dick with the
left side of his face, which was turned away

: ’Puntdodger-~-”

e

from the fair visitor, and smiling at Miss

rather a novelty, and had hitherto only hap- |

r

S
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PRICE'S SISTER.

2\ (Continued from the previous page.)
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Price with the right—an effort which led to
startling facial contortions. :

“Thank you so much!” said Miss Price.

Poindexter smiled triumphantly at Neville
and Flynn, and walked out with the smiling
girl, picking up his cap as he went.

Neville and Flynn looked at one another.

“Well, of all the cheek!” said Dick Neville
emphatically.

“Paith, of all the nerve!”’

«Well, we'll get a ripping tea,” said Neville,
“and we'll rag Poindexter afterwards for his
choek ! Let’s get down to the school shop and
lay in a supply of grub.”

““ Faith, and I'm wid ye!”

The chums passed Poindexter and his fair
companion as they went down to the tuck-
shop. Amy and Lincoln G. Poindexter were
strolling towards the cricket-field, the girl
looking up at the American chum and chatting
sweetly, and many fellows casting envious
glances at Poindexter, who looked extremely
pleased with himself.

The 3rd Chapter.
Taken In!

R O you play cricket?”
- Miss Price asked that question in

a timid voice, and with a sweet
smile, as they stopped by the ropes and looked
on at the practice for a few minutes. The
Fifth-Form cricketers were playing, and Crane
and Cuffy of that Form were slogging at the
ball in turns. :

_Poindexter smiled condescendingly.

#] guess so,” he replied. “We all play
cricket here. I'm considered rather good in
the Form eleven.” :

“Yes, 1 have heard my brother speak of
you.”

« Have you really?” said Poindexter, flattered,

“Yes, but he pronounces your name dif-
ferently—but I supgose it is the same.”

“Oh, he does, does he?’ murmured Poin-

whose name freguently underwent all
Hos

dexter,
sorts of curious variations amongst his
quaintanees.
“Yes,” said Miss Price, with a charming
smile. -~ He pronounces it Beefpotter, I think.
Is that correct?”

Poindexter’s eye glimmered for a_ moment.

“No: that isn’t quite correct, Miss Amy.
It’s Poindexter.”

* Ah, yes! I shall remember,
bexer.”

* No—Poindexter.”

“Ves, I remember Sidney speaking of you,”
said Miss Price thoughtfully. *“He spoke
about your cricket. It was something about
duck’s eggs.”

Poindexter turned red.

“Was_ it?”

“Yes; I think he mentioned that you scored
more duck’s eggs than any other fellow in the
Form,” said Miss Price innocently. “ That is
a great distinction, I suppose?”’

oindexter murmured - something unintel-
* ligible.

** Look out, there!”

It was a yell from the fieldsmen.
the Fifth, had just given the ball a swipe, and
i was whizzing through the air, and came
directly towards Poindexter and his fair com-
panion.

o Up went Miss Price’s arm. There was a smack,
" and the ball was caught. Then Miss Price
threw it into the air, and caught it in her - palm
as it came down, as casily and truly as any fields-
man in the Fifth could have done.
“ How's that?”’
. Poindexter gasped. : S :
1t was Miss Price who called out * How's
ﬁmﬁ" as she caught the descending ball in her
- palm. < -~

-prs fieldsmen stared at her in amazement,

nd 8o did the American chum. For a girl who
'%id not know what cricketers’ duck-eggs were,
‘Miss Price was a good field.
Thank you!” said Morris,- of the Fifth, as
Price tossed the ball to him. *Thank

ch. That was well caught!”
k I could give you Fifth-Form
in fielding a ball,” said Miss Price.

now—Point-

Crane, of

. *"Oh, stuff!
a ball caught so neatly
S }6&)3: for Price to have a
cricket with him in the holidays.”
““ Do dyou think so? Shall we have
that ol :
towards the ruined tower—one the
nt relics of the former abbey of Cliveden,

Ipides ta 22 -

Poindexter.

the
chance of being heard if you shout.

b at Miss Price.

e at
tower?”’ said Miss Pricesfwiﬁx ned

has told me about it. Some boys
up in it once, I believe—some rivals |
othet and Pankhurst. They were

Poindexter clinched his teeth.

if the door gets

school-buildings, that there

how it was that we—that the fellows y

Panky let them out.”
“ How interesting!”

)
the liveliness of the cricket-field.
oaken door creaked on its rusty
Poindexter opened it.

“ How dark it looks!”

“T’s cool and shady. Look!

half-way to the top.
and you can’t go higher.”
“ T should so like to see-it.”

little shiver.

‘“ Dear me! What a

Poindexter laughed.
through the little doorway.

inside.”
He stepped up the stairs.

been afraid, anyway.

He tapped on the door.”
e say, Miss Amy.”

o

“ How did the door come shut?”

voice, " and it clicked shut.”
“What did you push it for?”

yout It
simapha’’
Several minutes elapsed.

last.I

* T haven’t got it open.”
“Pull it back!”

* It doesn’t ‘move.

somehow ! - Pull harder!”
Another minute of suspense.
“Is it moving, now?”

“No. Its exactly as it was.”

not even touching it.

“My hat! It’s jambed,

faintly through the oaken door.

“It’s all right. It’s not dreadful.
in here -before.
if you’ll go and tell Neville.

Poindexter grinned.

He well re-
membered the occasion upon which he and
Neville and Flynn had been trapped in the
tower by the Old Firm.
Miss Price heard many stor
doings at Cliveden.
“Tet's have a look at it, by all means,” said
“It’s a curious old place.
you get inside, there’s no getting out again
fastened ; and it’s so far from
much
That’s
rou speak
‘of—were kept there until your brother and

It was evident that
ies of the Old Firm’s

isn’t

They strolled away to the old tower. It was
indeed a very quiet and secluded spot, shaded
by old trees, and seemed strangely silent after

The old,
hinges,
Dark and gloomy looked
the interior of the tower, though the hot,
summer sunshine was blazing down outside.
The girl glanced in with a little shiver.

“Oh, you get used to that,” said Poindexter.
This little door
leads on to the spiral staircase that goes up
It’s rotten further on,

Poindexter opened the staircase door. Dimly
within could be seen the spiral stair, winding
upward, lighted here and there by shafts of
sunlight through the crannies in the old wall.
Miss Price looked at it with another pretty

mysterious-looking
place. Would you dare to go up the stairs?”

“Well, I should say so!” he replied, stepping
“ Mind the door
doesn’t get shut, as it won’t open from the

He only meant to
show Miss Price that it was quite safe, and
that he, Lincoln G. Poindexter, wouldn’t have
He gave a start as he
heard a click below, and turned back hurriedly.
The. door at the bottom of the stair was shut.
“My hat!” muttered Poindexter. * What
on earth did she want to shut that door fory”

“T just pushed it,”’ came,back a dis

5 murmured
Poindexter. “ How exactly like a girl?”’ Aloud
he went on: * See if you can find the lock, will
pulls back, you know—it’s

““ Have you found it?’ asked Poindexter, at

“Great snakes! I guess it’s got '

This was rot surprising, as Miss Price was
But Lincoln G. Poin-
dexter, of course, was not aware of that fact.
; [ to a certainty!
Never mind, Miss Amy, don't bother; go and:
tell Neville and Flynn, and they’ll see to it.”
“But I cannot go away and leave you in that’
dreadful place,” came the distressed voice

T've been'
I sha’n’t mind, in the least,

*You might die of fright in the solitude!”
“T guess I shouldw’t die of fright if there’

Once

as

tressed

quite

5ammed,
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was any danger—and there isn’t any,” he
replied.

“ 1 can't bear to leave you there.”

“My dear Miss Amy, if you can’t’ open the
door, you must go and tell Neville;” said Poin-
dexter, with admirable patience. 1 couldn’'t
make anybody hear, if T shouted, and I can't
remain here all night.” .

“ Shall T go out and seream for help

9%

“No!" roared Poindexter.
“But if -1 sereamed and ~ shrieked loud
enough?

Poindexter murmured something. He eould
guess what a grinning crowd would assemble,
and guy him unmercifully when he came out, if
Miss Price carried out her suggestion,

“Shall I shriek?”

“No, please -don’t, Miss Price. There's
nothing whatever to be alarmed about. Just
go quietly back to the study, and as soon as you
soc Neville, tell him what’s happened, and he’ll
have me out in a jiffy.”

“You are sure you don’t mind my leaving
you here?”

“Nota bit.”
“Then I will go.
“My courage is all right.
the matter.”

“Then I will go.”

And Miss Price’s voice was heard no more.
Poindextér imagined for ‘a moment. that he
heard a_chuckle through the oaken door, but
he ‘dismissed the idea. He settled down to
wait patiently—more patiently than would
have been possible had he known how long that
wait was to be.

Keep your courage up!”
There’s mothing

The 4th Chapter.
Gauests in No. 4.

and where’s that

said Neville, with a grunt.
they were.
was a part of his nature, had walked Mis:

task of getting tea.

there-was no sign_of hini, e
And it was, as Neville said, a ripping tea.

and delightfully fresh butter and - cream
Neville had surreptitiously raided a bunch o
flowers from the Head's

mantelpiece. Nobody could have found faul
with the fact that the jars

jam and marmalade.
the room.

down now, for the afternoon was warm. T

on some excursion, the spalpeen!” exclaime
Micky Flynn. “And forgotten about the ta
intirely "’

** Shouldn’t wonder!”

“The beast!”

“7Pll see if the bounder’s in sight.”” sai
out into the sunny Close.

Then he gave an exclamation.

“ Sure, and phwat is it?”’

“ There's Miss Price!”

Micky looked out too, and he, too,
an ejaculation. 4

* Panky's with her!”

There was no sign of

Lincoln G. Poindexte

Chicago

i AITH,
bounder got to with Miss Price?”
exclaimed Micky Flynn.

“1 suppose he’s forgotten all about tea,” the real: footing that matters
The chums had cause to be exasperated, and
Lincoln G. Poindexter, with the coolness that

Price off under their noscs, leaving them the | hour ago,” sai
Tea was ready now, and
the American chum had not returned, and

There were ham and tongue, and salmon, and
cake and biscuits, and nice wholemeal bread

garden, and they were
tastefully arranged in jars on the table and

had onte contained
The flowers were the
thing, and they were looking very fresh and
sweet, and shed a pleasant fragrance through

The kettle was singing on the hob. Flynn

had lighted the fire to bol it, but it was dying ) ‘
he | ¢ You'd better get some

window was wide open to let in the breeze | have a chance. Gatty
from the Close, and the distant shouts from | you, and—" *
the cricket field. ¢ T’m not going to
“ Where can that Chicago rotter be?” noon. I’'m going to
« Faith, and he may have taken the lady off “You're not; Miss

Neville, crossing to the window, and looking

uttered

tandine
Panl(hur;?dmlgo.

Wers |y,

Miss Pri y
i 1ce was §
I)GQ red.
Miss Pri
somnthinmcQ Smfi- Pankhurst
B g, Neville conlq
was too far off to hegy wh
My hat! I wonder whert®
got to? Where
“ Faith and | is i
back withont Priggs: - (1At Patky
l\‘IoO\hl]lei c{mckled. 2
; ds s . & ¥ 3
station ! R still
:‘ ¥ka, ha !” ‘
‘This is rather i
up with Panky, a,?tht:% PM]“.P
Hll':‘..“ he rather out in the 1,co’.lI’:’i.
m_S)urc she’s promised to h;;“

“It’s all Poindexter! 5
have kept heq underel:.ié1 vitil:lt' He
her to fall into Pankhumtg' T A
Neville, frowning. “Wh‘eres M
lm\-oFtukon himself off o7 .t fy

“Faith, we'd bettor go gui o
I’)nco, anyway, before sﬁﬂd&@
L‘H’k)ﬂl d:aud Flynn. ”'Thil"bcuﬁ.q
jolly glad to take h and logre,
our tay alone!” ehs S

“ Yes, rather! Come ont? :

Neville and Flynn hurri(id out
Miss Price looked up with 4 char
as zhny came up, and Pankhurst

¢ Hallo,” he said, “T see sou'
Am)&s acquaintance " i

*“Yes, rather,” id Di
friends of Price——”smd 2 -

£ ﬁs what?”? -

“As friends of Price” re :
phatically. ** Miss Pri » b Promise];
tea with us in the sl‘udlyc.?’has )

Pankhurst grinned again as:
that he would not give them avay,
Neville felt relieved. It would
painful if Miss Price had let

tween the Combine and the 0ld
“Where's Poindexter?” asked.
“He was showing Miss Price
den,” said Diek, looking pu
leave you, Miss Amy?"
8 “T lost sight of him about

Pankhurst dn the Clese.”
“Tve just got in from Clived
hurst. ** When we got to the
had to go—a suddei~enga
Miss Price, and here I am. |
looks to me to look after his
X “ That’s not at all :
£ | “ We're looking after her.”
“ But—"
“Don’t you worry, Pank
t | you going to'do some cricket
noon?”’ RSty
“ [ wasn't thinking of—"
“You can’t be too careful.
member you're in rotten
next week——"
“* AmFe ,gaid-szkhmt'

to know——

d | have tea withus.” * ;
¥ o %aith. Bl; 'Sl}iy e~ ”ﬁ
“ Yes, certainly,” said I
. | 1 am’ looking forward ever
tea in a jumior’
d | excuse me if—if-
¢ Certainly I sa
“1f I do not ‘e‘aff 0]
Price shyly. M
dexter and his frt
tinnod-beef, sent from
father 4 :
¢ Faith, and su
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AugY
'ty well

gous so  knew perfectly we
N .ll.les I?llzntin‘g the glutton of the
'“abecause it was impossible to
Ol}?;éction in the presence of Misa
im ! said Miss Prici‘. ?
.df’ 1”1,(”11;:} Dick Neville. ‘ Just I]onl;
-"Cettalﬂ.ﬁ’ you, Panky, and bring him along
or him, W 5T £

all }neaﬂf;‘;d sure we'll be plazed intirely !”’

”Fql‘h' s uare!” said I’ankl}urst.

"nght yol' cap to Miss Price, and walked
Ho lifted "Sf ing, and Neville and Flynn,
in quest b round for Poindexter, escorted
No. 4. The (llﬁﬂp])(},‘i{r-
ican chum was_inexplicable.
hA{:erl;ng called suddenly away,
td‘a:'olurt.(-musl to Miss Price to ](\.z}\‘c
i It ~was necessary for Neville
“ﬁ additionally ettentive to make
e k0 hortcomings of their American

rice.
wOh.

k
co ll,?,oto Study

i ik e G g
wer-scented and ad )
Tooked '."‘l'l”.‘:;stc]:igag? white tablecloth, and the
stud ";l;hir;i“g crockery upon it.
“Qh and it's rather nice, isn’t it?” said
aith, “You know, we don’t often
Flynn. g lady visitor I”
wa ol said Miss Price. -«
;eleilltlg s?z;ncf:iuzltt her. Miss Price (}\‘?s \lmv
ike her brother, and she seemed to have
very ]loke of speaking, too. That “ Quite so!
his mha o been uttered by Price himself.
mxnght v'll sit by the window, won’t you?”’
“You Efe “We're going to let the fire ouf
zlio?:v‘gﬁe tea’s made. Make it, will you,
Micky?” 3 2 X
« that’s what I'm doin’,” said
wcf;rl?‘iv::dpoking sticks under the kettle to
make it beil, and in;lustrwusly blowing until
: in the face. . :
h%"ya:,;ﬁ‘xr‘;]:g ’:l: cool here,” said Dxck”ch:llo;
aqnd there’s a nice view of the Close.
“How nice " 3
! "gou’d like this cushion, wouldn’t yog? n
<l the doore-in case there’s a draught.
Pankhurst was'just coming in, but apparently
ik did not notice that, for he shut the Joor
with a slam. Pgnkhurst gnve]n yell, and hurled
i n the next second.
th?'ég;"::rh?;xv:sling ass!” he roared. ““ You gave
1 "
mie a biff-—
“Pankhurst!”
| “You shrieking idiot—""
. “Pm surprised at you,”’ said Neville severely.
You seem to have forgotten that you are in
the pre of a lady.”
‘ m remembered himself.
“I beg your pardon, Miss Price !””
| “Ohy it is nothing ! said Miss Price. “You
were naturally startled. Ah, this is King! I
am very glad to see you, King ! : 5
Miss Price shook hands with King. King said
¢ was very glad to make the acquaintance of

i um'
W How swe

L]

J but from the glimmer in his eye
s he over the table, it might have been
uessed that he was gladder still to make the
cquaintance of that feed in the study.

“Make the tea, Micky !

- “Sure, and 've made it 1"’

“Better let the fire out, then,” said Pank-
burst, “It's hot in here.”

“Sure, it would be cooler if ye left ye’re head
utside,” said Micky Flynn.

“I'm ready for fea,” King remarked. -

ea's ready,” said Neville. *‘You might
t r, Panky.”
anky shut the door, and the juniors seated
iselves, and tea commenced.

The 5th Chapter.

~ Tea in the Study.
EA'in Study No. 4 at Cliveden was gener-
- ally a cosy and comfortable meal, and
o the present occasion there was an
wsually excellent spread,
° Was plenty of everything, and it was
2 v_S_t qna.lity. King’s eyes glistened as
d!an}, a sign, that he meant to do his
¥ in the cause of clearing the festive
and he did .
TR poured out the tea, © Miss Price sipped
I her ap in. & really charming way. She
d the dﬁhfmciés Neville kept her supplied
ut a single refusal, and certainly she
ent appetito.
Price isn’t here 1

mmh:h could safely

said Dick Neville,
express regret, as

ance of vetti
% ‘Ohuoklod? Price getting there.

Neville looked at him

a%, r,’}")n&‘, Panky 7

frigidly.
he asked.

oo, Miss Price, I'm reall
ihere 1 said Nevilfe
51© party complete,”

¥ sorry your
again. It

y o said Neville, - §
T 1y e “You remind
g,,‘ﬁ’ pf your hrother, Miss Price,

SGonsiderad mych alike,” said Mi
Y% I will have some jans;,n plea;:?
Pased the it Prive.
e jam,  Misg P i
I”!‘l’ggaxp,‘ for she had already cray
o %ﬁa ang now she made another.
 thang asel’u (.lgto see 1. Miss Price

her compliment than
ﬁte:, and that she was certainly
s as mg,ilamg ta.g_ood onhe, too,
Ho ol 08 did not join in the con.’

seldom ﬁxd at meal times, C(I)'I!:s

provisions within his reach, and he was too busy
to talk.

It is very kind of you to entertain me lik

- el g riain me like
this,” said Miss Price.

*“ A real pleasure!” said Neville.

““Faith, and ye're right, Dicky darling.
We—"

f‘l\ly‘bl‘()tl{ok' will be very grateful to you,”
said Miss Price. * It is very unfortunate that

he had to go out this afterncon, when I was
coming down.” .

““Oh, he knew he could trust me to look after
you,” said Pankhurst, ““and, of course. these
other friends of Price’s were bound to come to
the rescue.” ;

*“ Faith, and sure we——"’

“Isn’t Poindexter coming to tea?” asked the
girl, glancing at Dick Neville.

Dick looked puzzled,

“I can’t imagine where he’s got to,”” he con-
fessed. . ‘“He ought to be here, of course, He
must have been called away, or something.”

“Sure, and it was mighty uncivil of him,”
said Micky Flynn. “I’ll punch his head for it,
when I see him again!” z

“Yes, that would do him good,” said Pank-
hurst. ‘“He’s rather a cheeky young bounder,
that Poindexter !”

“If it’s lookin® for a  thick ear ye are,
Panky—" -

“Oh, rats!”

“Sure, and I—”

“I'm surprised at you, Panky!” said Dick
Neville.

“Oh, I beg your pardon again, Miss Price!”
said Pankhurst.

* Quite so!”

“I forgot for a moment.”

““ Quite so!”

Pankhurst looked daggers at Miss Price for a
moment. Miss Price coloured, and she did not
say ‘“‘ Quite so!” again for some time.

“Will you have another cup of tea, Miss
Price?”

“Yes, pleace

(5]

to some cake ?”

“If you please ! ”

“Would you i
‘like some cream
pufis?”

“Oh, please !”

“These are nice
biscuits——"

“TI will have
some, please !”

Dick Neville
smiled with gratifi-
cation. ot a
single offer was
refused. There
was no nonsense,
evidently, about
Miss Price. She |
had an appetite,
and was not
ashamed to own it.
The tea pro-
gressed swim-
mingly. Pank-
hurst was not a
guest whom the
Combine would
have chosen, per-
haps. He seemed
more full of fun
than they had ever
known him before.
He continually

1';‘;;’ u;z‘f]e]a(rirec;w;:: Pankhurst gave a yelil, and

and told Miss howling ass!” he roared.

inflisted upon the o

Combine, without mentioning names, of course,
but in a way that made Neville and Flynn long to
have him alone to themselves for a few minutes.
He told how he had drenched ‘‘ some fellows "’
with a garden hose just when they~were going
on a spin with Miss Clara, the Head’s daughter;
how he had shut up ‘ some fellows ' in the old
tower; how he had Eowled out fnq shown up
““some fellows” who were playing mnigger
m?nstrels at Cliveden; and Nevli)ll_e :and Flynn,
being the fellows referred to, boiled inwardly
and smiled outwardly, and longed for the time
when they would meet Pankhurst in a quiet
spot. ] :

pThe worst of it was, that Miss-I:nce seemed to
'be highly amused by Pankhurst’s stories, ang
agreed with him that the unnamed “fellows
must have been duffers, asses, and mugs.

“They are asses, and no mistake,” said Pank-
hurst. ** We're playing them at cricket next
week, and we're going to“_bea.t them hollow.
They can’t play, you know. :

till next week, you rotter!” e :

¢ “Did you speak, Neville?” -

“ Oh, no; I was jyst thinking.” = - i

“You know the fellows I've been speaking |

of,” said Pankhurst. ‘I won't p}g};tlon their

na.’mes, but aren’t they awful mugs? :

Neville murmured something. y

“You know the’x,n, too, Flynn? Aren’t they
aming duffers ;

solii?]ynn gutteted under his breath. ;
“They're the joke of Cliveden .for” their

.asinine qualities, you know, Miss i’nge, said

Pankhurst. < We've got d joke up against them

at the present moment, and all the sc_l‘)ool will

be shrieking over it presg;::g’ly;,but, bless you,
3y inine to see it. ) .

thgyT!i?etoomB;z: "l;g very foolish fellows,” said

“(Can I help you ‘l’r,l”!”y’ il

f'f‘;h‘

mentioned matters Pankhurst was just coming in, but Dick shut the door with a slan.

Price several atyou,” said Neville severely. ‘‘You seem to have forgotten, Pankhurst,
stories of defeats that you are in the presence of a lady.”

¢ Can’t they?”? murmured Neville. ** You waii.; :
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Miss Price started as the chimes rang out
from the clock tower.

‘“Dear me, my train will be due soon !”

Pankhurst rose to his feet. {

“ You'll let me see you to the station?”

*“ Certainly !’

“Not at all!” exclaimed Dick Neville hotly. |
“We're going to see Miss Price to the station, |
Pankhurst,” |
_“Faith, and it’s right ye are!” said Micky |
Flynn emphatically. !

*“Oh, no,”” said Miss Price. * I—I am anxious |
about Poindexter. I would much rather you |
went and looked for him.”

*“ Oh, Poindexter’s all right.”

“Faith, and he doesn’t matter much, any-
way !”’ 3

“I remember, now,” said Miss Price, that
he said something about the old tower. Suppose
he has got shut up in it, and can't get out
again |’

““Ha, ha; ha!” cackled Pankhurst.

“Oh, he wouldn’t be such a duffer,” said
Neville. * No chance of that.”

“Faith, none at all—at all!”

““Still, T should be glad if you would go and
see,” said Miss Price. ** You may walk with me
as far as the gate, and Pankhurst will take me
to the station. I expect I shall meet my brother
in Clivebank.”

‘“Of course, it’s exactly as you wish, Miss
Price,” said Neville.

“You don’t mind looking for Poindexter? I
have a feeling that he has somehow got him-
self shut up in the old tower.”

““Well, we'll look,” said Neville, feeling that
Miss Price’s anxiety was misplaced, but willing
to humour her. ‘“We'll go there first, if you
like, before we see you off.”

“Oh, no; I am afraid I shall be too late!” |

“Very well, then; let’s get down to the !
gate.” |
|~ Miss Price put on her big summer hat, and o

hurled the door open the mext second. * You
“You shrieking idiot——"" * I’m surprised

: 5
the boys donned their caps, and they left the
study together. King did not move. He had
not spoken a word during the tea-time, and he
did not look up now. He was travellin steadily
through all that was left upon!the table, and it
was certain that by the time the chums returned
there would be nothing eatable left in the
study. Pankhurst grinned M{ he glanced back
at the door and saw the glutton of the Fourth
still steadily at work.

* Wire in, King!” he said encouragingly.

“I'm doing it,” said King, without looking
up.

And the juniors with. their fair companion
went downstairs. P : 3

% et

The 6th Chapter.
A Shock for the Combine.

ISS PRICE took leave of the juniors
M, - at- the gate.  Neville dnd Flynn
ould willingly have wiped up the
h Pankhutst, but: under Miss Price’s
‘eyes that was not feasible, so they maintained
an outward show of bland friendliness, and
mentally promised Panky all sorts of things
afterwards. : : :
. Pankhurst’s face wore a perpetual grin. He
seemed to try to repress it sometimcs, and it
returned in spite of him. It was as though
there was an inward well of merriment which
e i ’
. “Good-bye!” sai iss Price, i
Stk Dol < A thak s e cing. Bads
“Not at all,” said Neville; “you’ve made
the afternoon a real holiday. Good-bye !*?
* Good-bye, Flynn, and thank you, so much ">

Miss Price.

' traye] steadily through all the

. . >

- OB, they are; nob a doubt'about that!”

 Faith, and it’s a happiness ‘to see ye, and
‘hear ye're sweet voice,’ said Micky ~ Flynn.

| HOW TO MAKE A MODEL YACHT, etc.

‘‘Sure, and I hope we shall see ye again,
acushla !’ :

“I am sure you will, soon. Will you tell
Poindexter—or rather, will you give him this
little note? I have written it for him.” 5

Miss Price passed a folded note into Dick
Neville’s hand. The junior took it mechanically.
He had not seen Miss Price write that note,

i and he wondered what it meant, anyway.

“ Will you give that to Poindexier when you

| find him?”’

** Certainly.” 3

I have a feeling that you will ind him in the
cld tower.”

*“*We will look,” smiled Neville.

“Thank you, so much! Good-bye !’

“* Good-bye !

The juniors stood cap in hand as Miss Price
turned away. She walked down the lane be-
side Pankhurst, and disappeared in the direc-
tion of the village.

““ A ripping girl,” said Neville.

“ Faith, and it’s right ye are!”

“ Blessed if I know when and why she wrote
this letter to Puntpusher, though,” said Dick
Neville, puzzled. **I suppose we had better
look for him."”

** Where can he be?’

“Well, we told Miss Price we'd look in the
old tower,” smiled Neville; ‘““of course, he
can’t be there, but we'll keep our word. Come
along !

The juniors strolled away towards the old
tower. As they neared it, Dick Neville gave a
start.

From within the thick walls came the zound
of a heavy thumping and a muffled voice, grow-
ing more and more audible as they came
nearer.

‘““My hat; somebody’s there!”

‘“Sure, and it must be Beefpotter !”’

“TLet’s look; I don’t quite catch on to
this.”

They hurried into the tower. .Certain
enough, someone was thumping away furionsly
aipon the inner side of the oaken door leading
upon the spiral staircase.

Neville pulled back the fastening.

The door swung open, and Linco%n G. Poin-
dexter, looking very red and flustered, was
visible in the gloom of the tower.

Neville and Flynn stared at him.

““What on earth are you doing here, Punty?”
demanded Neville.

“ Faith, and it’s shuttin’ himself up on the
ould tower he’s been afther doin’.”’

“ You asses!” roared the exasperated Poin-
dexter. “Why didn’t you come here before
and let me out?”’

“Eh? How were we to lknow you were
here?”

- ““Didn’t Miss Price tell you?’

““Miss Price! No! Did she know?”’ =

“Know!” yelled Poindexter. “T should say
#0. She shut me in, fooling about with the
lock when I was inside, and couldn’t open it
again. I asked her to tell you, and here you
leave me shut up all the afternoon.”

“But—but she never told wus,” gasped
Neville. “She just mentioned before. she

went, now, that you might be in the old tower *
—that’s all. We came along to look because
we said we would; we never expected to find
you here, really.”
Poindexter looked dazed.
" She didn’t tell you she had shut me up here
by accident.”
*“ Not a word of it! You must be dreaming.”
“Sure, and it’s dreamin’ ye are, Point-
poker.” 3 =
“I tell you she shut me in, and couldn’t
undo the door, and went off to tell you,”
shouted Poindexter. <
“Then I can’t understand it.”” : =
“Didn’t she explain at all?” N
““Oh, here’s this note for you! She gave it 3 fir
me for you just before she went.” e

Poindexter tore open the ncte. e stepped
out of the shady tower to read it in the sun-
light. Then he gave a roar.

“Done!” DT
“What's the matter?”’ 2
““ Done !

“You ass! What’s the matter?”

“It wasn't Price’s sister at all.”

‘“What! Who was it, then?”’ -

‘ Price.” :

" Eb ?”

“ Read -the note and you'll see.”

Neville snatched  the note. Micky Flynn :
read it over his shoulder. And the feelings, of 521
the Cliveden Combine may be imagined as they 3

_perused the following.

“Many thanks for a ripping tea and a
howlingly good joke. Who's top of the Fourth
Form now, you silly duffers, eh? .

(Signed)

H. PANKHURST,
SIDNEY PRICE, alias Price's Sister.”

THE END.
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