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The moment Castleton struck his lighter inside the gas-filled room there was a terrific explosion. Lord Pip- |
pinton, catching the full force of it was sent hurtling through the window as though he had suddenly been |
flung from a catapulf, while Castleton lost his grip on the ivy and went tumbling groundwards.
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Castleton’s Caddishness!
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When Alan Castleton finds himself “cut”™ by all the Juniors

at St. Frank's, he vows to get his revenge.

His opportunity

occurs when Nipper, Handforth and one or two others plan a

jape on the East House.

He deliberately schemes to get them

expelled from the school and—but read for yourselves what hap-

pens by getting started on this

stunning school story now—ED
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CHAPTER 1.
Handy on the Scent !

IMOTHY ARMSTRONG, of tire East
House Fourth Form at St. Frank’s,
nodded in a friendly way as he
passed Handforth & Co. of the

Remove. And Handforth suddenly came to
a halt and sniffed the air.

“What 1s it?"” he asked in a disgusted
volce.

“Which ?” inquired McClure.

“Didn't you smell a peculiar niff just now
—as Armstrong and Griflith passed us?"” de-
manded Handforth, staring suspiciously after

the two Fourth-Formers. “By George! One
of those idiots is using scent!”

Church and McClure sniffed the air, and
nodded gravely.

“You're right!” said Church. “I can smell
it distinctly !” '

“ Horrible !” said Mac with a shiver.

Edward Oswald Handforth set his jaw, and
then he hurried off on the traek of Armstrong
and Griffith, The two KEast House fellows
had just joined TFreeman and Dallas and
Steecle, three other East House Fourth-
Formers, They were standing in a group,
chatting and enjoying the mildness of the
evening.  There had been a lot of cold
weather lately, and it was a change to be
able to stroll about in the Triangle minus
overcoals.

“Just a minute, Armstrong!” said Hand-
forth aggressively,
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The Fourth-Formers glanced round.

“Hallo! What’s biting you?” asked Arm-
strong.

‘*Nothing’s biting me—but I'm nearly
choked!” said Handforth, with a glare.
“Whe’s the chap here with perfume ?”

“With what?” chorused the Fourth-
Formers.

“One of you cuckoos is using scent!” roared
Handforth indignantly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
joined the little throng, and Reggie Pitt of
the West House came_along, too.

“Perfume!” said Reggie in a shocked
voice. ‘““Can 1t be possible 7%

He glanced at the East House fellows, and
noticed that Timothy Armstrong was flushing
rather deeply,

“There's the culprit!” eaid Pitt, pointing.
“Come on, Armstrong—confess!”

“Rats!” ehouted Armstrong blusteringly.
“1 haven’t used any scent, you funny idiots!
What do you think I am—a girl ?”

Handiorth frowned.

“You needn't start insulting the girls!” he
said severely. “ By George! If you were a
girl, Armstrong, I'd be jolly sorry for the
gentle sex! But that’s not the-point. You’re
using scent !”

“Lavender!” said ’Tommy Watson, sniffling.

“ Absolutely not!” put in Archic Glen-
thorne languidly.  “It's lily-of-the-valley,
dear old thodd.m

t33

“Rats!” said Nipper. “Parma violet. I'd
know it in a moment.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Armstrong was redder than ever.

“You fathecads!” he roared. “1 haven’t

used ary scent at all! It’s only my new hair
cream !”

“What !

“I ecan use halr cream
demanded Armstrong aggressively,
Remove chape can go and eat coke!”

He was rather self-conscious about that hair
cream of his. Tt was of a highly perfumed
nature, and although the odour scon wore off,
it lasted very strongly for the first five or
ten minutes, and Armstrong had just applied
a dose of the concoction. Armstrong was a
bit of a dandy in his own way, and he rather
fancied himeself. |

“I don’t care whether it’s hair crcam or
whether it’s ardinary scent,” said Handforth.
“But what T jolly well do know is that you
smell like a flower-shop! Take him away.
vou Fourth Form chaps! Sprinkle him with
disinfectants or something!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“At’s all right for girls to use scent.,” went
on Handforth. “Tley like that sort of thing,
But when a chap starts dosing himself with
lily-of-the-valley and making the whole Tri-
angle reek iU's time to say something !

Armstrong walked away with his nose in
the air, but he felt aware that he did not look
very mgmﬁed. He was followed by a shout
of laughter. Jven his own Form fellows were

if T like, can’t 177
“You

joining in the fun, At St. Frank’s any junior
who used perfume was regarded askance. It
was not merely an indignity to the sterner
eex, buf it was positively against all good
form. |

“I expect they're all the same,” said Hand-
forth, looking at the Itast House fellows with
scorn. ‘I believe they sprinkle their hand-
kerchiefs with lavender water! If we go into
their studies we'll- find flowers all over the
place !”

“Ha,

“Oh,

ha, ha!” |
chuck 1t, Handy!” said Freeman,
glaring. “What do you take us for?”

“I wouldn’t like to say,” replied Handforth
promptly. *“But the next time I smell any
perfume on any of you chaps, I'll take you by
the scruffl of the neck and dip you in the
fountain—just to wash the niff away!”

“Rats!” said the Iourth-Formers, walking
off. '

And everybody was grinning and cackling
--everybody, that is, except Nipper, the
popular skipper of the Remove. Nipper was
wearing a  very thoughtful expression,
although at the same time there was a
twinkle deep down in his cyes.

e ———

CHAPTER 2.
The Cut Direct !

IDICULL is the only way
to cure these chaps who
use scentl,” said Hand-
forth, as he walked to-
wards the '\nciont House

with Chureh and McClure, “Hold em up to

ridicule and they're squashed.”
“No neced to make such a fuss about it,

Handy,” said Church. “ After all, Armstrong

wasn't using real scent. Hair crcam ien’t so

ba(]__.______.‘!!

“1 don’t care whether it was hair eream or
whether it was face powder!” interrupted
Handforth grimly. “Scent is scent, and it
docsn’t matter how you shove it on. The
ehap absolutely reeked. When he passed me
I felt sick and dizay for half a tick!”

“Well, let’s go indoors and see about some
tea,” said McClure diplomatically. “Nearly
ceverybody has gone in——"

He paused, and at the same time Hand-
forth- and Church stiffened slightly. They
were nearly at the steps of the Ancient

House, and Alan Castleton was just coming
down, having emerged from the lobby.
Castleton was a comparatively new fellow
in the West House Remove. :

“Seen Pippy about anywhere?” he asked,
glancing at Handforth & Co.

The cfums of Study D did not reply,
Instead they moved aside with very exagger-
ated actions, and continued speaking to one
another as though Alan Castleton had never
addressed  them, They walked into the
Ancient THouse without giving him a glance,
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Alan bit his lip and walked on.  His gyes
began to glitter in that evil manncr of his.
Since comi ng to St. Frank’s he had done
cvervihing possible to  alienate his Formn
fellows,  He was recognised as a cad and a
despreable hound.  Iiven Gordon Wallace
(o., of Study A, were not quite so detestable
as thix new boy.

Nipper and Tregelhis-West were strolling
up at the moment, and Nipper was still look-
ing very lhoughtfnl (‘astleton paused and
lonkod at the pair.

“Have you seen Locd
asked.

Sir Moutie Tregellis-West pointed across to

the school clock.
“As 1 was savin’, dear old boy, T believe
there is somethin’ wrong with the works!” he
satd, brushing past Castleton without a glance
at him. “The cloek 1s two minutes slow, and
that's frightfully unusual.”

Pippinton ?”  he

“How do vouy know it's two minutes slow,
Montie 7" asked Nipper.

“Accordin’ to wmy watch, dear old fellow,
the minute hand ought to point to——"

Montie's voice trailed away, and Alan
(‘astleton stood there biting his lip more
ficrcely than ever. Twiee in swift suceession
he had been given the eut direcr.  And 1t
wasn't an unusual bappening either.  All that
day he had bLeen cut-—cut by practically every-
body.

Alan's fuce was glowering and sullen.

“ All right,” he muttered savagely, *They
can cut me all they like, but my time will
comie ! I'll make them sorry for themselves!

His vindictive nature was aroused. And he
was all the more angry. perhaps, because he
ninat have known in his heart that he deserved
the condemmnation and disgust of his fellow
JUnR1Ors.

"They dud not forget his action in the affair
of Mr. Stockdale. the Housemaster of the
Modern House.  They had got up a lirtle
hoax especially for Mr. Stockdale’s benefir—
so that he could raise some money on his
amateur oil paintings. And Alan had cruelly
given the game away to Mr. Stockdale, thus
ruintng evervthing that the g(‘nolonwlwuﬂml
feilows had done. Fortunately the matter
was now over, and Mr. Stockdale was freed
from his recent worries. But this made no
difference to Alan Castleton’s action.  And
the juniors remembered. They held Alan in
contempt.,

They held him in_ even greater coutemipt
because, when he had fiest come to St
IFFrank’s, they had expected to find a genuine
sportsman.  They had scen his photograph
in an iliustrated weekly, with the information

that he was a famous fnntbal!or, a wonderful
hoxoer,

and an all-round sportsman. Dut

there was one thing the St. Frank's fellows
didn't know. That photograph was not of
Alan at all! Tt was a picture of Arthur
Castleton—Alan's twin brother! Nobody at
Frank’s knew that there were twins., And
how couid they guess? For Castleton him-

e e

1 corner of the Triangle.

]

scelf had never breathed a word. That was

a little seeret of his own family.

Alan woeat into the West House, and came
upon Wailace & Co in the lobby,

“Just lookin’ for you!” said Gordon Wal

lace.

“ Where the dickens have you been?” asked
Gulliver.

“Eh?" said Alan, with a start. “0Oh,

somewhere about! The rotters! The heasts'"

The cads of Study A looked at their new
friend in surprise.

“What’s up?” asked Wallace.

“Lverything's up!” snarled Alan.
cutting me evervwhere—morning,
night! If I speak to them they refuse to
answer. They get away fromm me as though
I wore carrying smallpox, or something!”

Wallace grinned.

“Well, when you come to examine it, what
clse can vou expect?’ he asked, rm}ekmp;ly.
“You haven't done much to endear yoursclf
to the rest, have you? And you know what
a lot of goody-goodies thev are! Take my "
advice, and ignore them. You'll get hardened
in time.”

But Alan shook his head.

“I'tl not ignore them !”” he replied fiercely.
"I'll get even with them soon! TlI rnalco
‘em sit up !’

“Who are you refer ring to in particular?”
asked Bell curiously.,

“That cad, Hamilton!” replied Alan, “ And
Handforth—and Pitt—and Glenthorne—and
Fullwood—and——"

“That’s cnough.,” Interrupted Wallace.
“We know them all! Thev're all in the same
ciass—too dashed good to live! Chuck it,
(‘astleton! You'll never make them any dif-
ferent—and 1if you try to get even, as you
zav, vou'll only have the fhing recotl on your
own head! T've tried it., and I know!"”

But Alan Castleton made no reply. Only

his gleaming eyes told of his evil vindictive-
11258,

L rgy

hey’re
noon, and

CHAPTER 3.
Hatching A Plot !.

ALLACE & Co. shrugged
their shoulders, and went
off to their own study for
tea. "They were not in-
clined to associate with

Alan Castleton while he was in such a bitter

termper.  And Alan himself wandered off, his

hands thrust deeply into his pockets, his brow
lowering and sullen.

A Iittle later Handforth & Co. happened Lo

across to NMrs, Hake’s tuckshop, in the
They were after sup-
plies for tea.  And in the shop they cen-
countered Nipper and Watson. in deep con-

1145
829

versation with Tregellis-West. Nobody “elso
happened to be present.
“What's the secret?” asked ITandforth

curiously,
Nipper looked up.
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“Oh, just a wheeze!” he said coolly. “T1'll
tell you about it later on, Handy. Somecthing
up against the East House chaps.”

“The East House chaps——'" began Hand-
forth.

“Shush !
loud, you ass!
secret,”

“T'Il tell you what!” murmured Nipper.
“Come along into the gym., and we'll talk
about it now-—just the preliminary details,
If we don’t, Handy will only haunt us every-
where we go.”

“Rats!” said Handforth., " But 1if it’s some-
thing against the Iiast Honse chaps 1 want to

murmured Watson.,  “Not so
We're going to keep this a

be in it! We haven’t japed Armstrong and
his lot yet, have we? It's high time we got
busy !

The six Remove fellows went into the gym.,
and noted with satisfaction that 1t was empty.
It was an ideal place for hatching a plot.

Of late, there ©iad been a big revival of the
old House rivalry. There had been japes be-
tween the West House and the Ancient House.
But, so far, the Removites hadn’t made many
raids upon the Fourth Formers. At St.
Frank’s, the Remove was divided into the
Ancient House and the West House.  The
TFourth boarded in the Modern House and the
Fast House,

“Well, what is
cagerly,

it?"” asked Handforth

“Nothing much—so don’t get excited,” said |

Nipper. “It was that hair-crcam of Arm-
strong’s that put the idea into my head.”
“Oh, was it ?” said Handforth with a start.
“Don’t forget that I smiffed that hair-cream
first 1" -
Nipper chuekled.

“T'll give you full eredit for that, Handy,”
he replied dryly. “You've got a wonderful
nose for secent!”

“Rather !” said Church, nodding. “Handy's
always kidding himself that he’s a great de-
tective, and he got on the scent all right this
evening, didn't he?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Har, har, har!” mocked Handforth sar-
castically. “Very funny, isn’t 1t ?”

“We won’t pursue the subject, Handy,”
said Nipper gently. “Now about this jape.
Why not follow up that hair-cream business?
My idea is for us to raid the East House to-
night—after lights-out. No good doing it be-
fore, because we should be spotted. We'll
go into all the junior studies, and decorate
them with flowers and ribbons and things.”

Handforth’s eyes gleamed.

“By George!” he grinnad.
a bad wheeze!”

“It’ll cost a bit of money, but it’'ll be worth
it,” went on Nipper. “We can buy the
Aowers this evening—in the village. That’s
why it’s necessary to make the plans now, well
in advance. We shall want some scent,
too !”?

“ That's not

““Just the six of us, you know.

“Seent ?” said Church and McClure staring.

“Rix bhottles—one each!” replied Nipper.
“We'll get all sorts from the chemist—Iily-
of-the-valley, palma-violet, wallflower, and
any old thing you like.”

“But why scent?” asked Handforth, staring.

" Because, after we've decorated the studies,”
explained Nipper, “we'll creep up into the
Fourth dormitories, and sprinkle that perfume
over Armstrong & Co.’s clothing.”

“Dear old boy, it’s great!” said Tregellis
West, It is, really!”

Handforth gazed at Nipper admiringly.

“Great!” he echoed. “It’s marvellous!
Saturate their clothes, you mean?”

“Exactly,” said Nipper. “And not only
the clothes they are wearing at the time— -
but everything! We'll open the wardrobes,
the drawers—and shove perfume over their
best suits and spare shirts, and collars and
tiecs!  And wherever they go to-morrow,
they’ll simply reek! The Fourth Form room
will be like a scent factory !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Old Pycraft will be on their trail all day !”
went on Nipper, with a chuckle. “ Wherever
they go,”they’ll leave a recking trail. And
do you thimk we shall laugh at them to-mor-

c

row?
“Laugh!” said Watson. “We'll kill our:
selves ™ .
“Ha, ha, ha!”

And they roared at the very thought of it.
It was certainly a good idea for an innocent
jape. The essence of a good rag was to make
it thoroughly laughable—being, at the same
time, harmless and goed natured. And this
scheme of Nipper's fulfilled every necessary
ingredient,

“It’ll be a great triumph for the Ancient
House,” went on Nipper. with a chuckle.
We won't teil
anybody else about it—until to-morrow. So
be jolly careful, Handy. Don’t talk about it
after we've gone out of here. We'll meet

‘again after tea, and pop down to the village

for the supplies.”

“Trust me,” said Handforth. “Only six
of us, eh? That's ripping! And to-morrow,
when Armstrong & Co. are going about the
place, scenting the whole atmosphere, we'll
let the cat out of the bag!”

“That’s the idea!” said Nipper. “It's
only a simple scheme, but it ought to work
wonderfully.”

And the six plotters went out of the gym-
nasium, chuckling. Little did they imagine
that that harmless plan was destined to. de-
develop into a very complicated drama! And
the recason for this was not o difficult to find,
after all.

For as soon as the schemers had vanished
out of the gym., there was a movement from
behind a pile of stacked-up deck-chairs.

And Alan Castleton emcrged, his eves
gleaming vindictively ! .
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CHAPTER 4.
The Eavesdropper!

AN had not deliberately
hidden himself behind those
deck-chairs with the object
of spying upon the chums
of BStudy C and Study D.
No, it had been more or less accidental.
That much, at least, can be said for Alan.

He had wandered into the gymnasium idly,

still sullen and morose. He had not wanted

to go indoors for tea. Ie was trying to think
of some scheme, whercby he could get even
with the other juniors for their treatment of
him. It did not occur to Alan that he de-
served all this, and that he could expect no

othier treatment as long as he acted like a

cad.

Just as he had oot to the door, intending
to wander round the Triangle again, he had
spotted the six Removites coming towards the
gvm. They had cut him once, and he did
not want them to cut him again. And so he
had backed hastily, and had hidden behind the
deck-chairs—believing, at the time, that the
fellows would soon go out again.

And Alan had heard everything!

He had heard—and hot one of the schemers
knew that their plot was in the possession
of an outsider. True, the plot was innocent
enough. Nothirng could have been more inno-
cent than this little scheme to smother Arm-
strong & Co.’s clothing with scent, and to
decorate their studies with ﬂO'ﬁEI"S and
ribbons.

But Alan Castleton looked at it in a dif-
ferent way.

There was something very cunning in his
mind—something evil. And his brain was
working rapidly now.

“Just the six of them!” he muttered.
“They are going to break bounds after lights-
out and get into the East House! Oh-ho!
The plan is to decorate the studies, 13 it?
And then sprinkle scent on Armstrong & Co.’s
clothes!”

Already an idea came to him, as despicable
as any of his other ideas.

“Yes, it'll be easy—dead easy!” he mut-
tered. “It’s only a matter of arrangement—
and waiting my opportunity. And I won’t
say a word to anvbody. I’ll keep this entirely
to myself. It’s just possible that they’ll all
be sacked—the whole six!”

Twenty minutes later his plans were clear.
And Alan was looking cool and collected
again,

All his sullenness had gone. Ile was no
lonp:er morose, no longer ill-tempered. He

had found a solution, and the simplicity of it
was startling.

e went into the Ancient House and made
his way to Study A. It was ‘o0 late for him
to hai: tea in Hall, and he didn’t fancy going
to his own study in the West House. Perhaps

e would be in time to snatch a cup from
Wallace & Co.

“Still in time 7"
wallked into Study

Wallace & Co. loul;ed up from the tea-table.

“Yes, there’s some tea in the pot, if you
want 1t,” said Wallace, looking at Alan
curiously. ““ And there are still some sardines
left—and plenty of cake.”

“No bread-and-butter, though,” said Bell.

“That's all right!” grinned Gulliver. “I1
expect Castleton will make a decent tea off
the sardines and the cake. They go well
together!”

Alan chuckled as he sat down at the table.

“You can keen the sardines,” he replied

he asked cheerily, as he

coollv, “but I'll have the cake, Iif you
don’t mind.”

Wallace was still looking at him in a
straight way,

LE - win 1.3

H‘ne vou backed a winner tlLis after-

noon * " he asked. “Just got the news that
vou've cqgne into a fortune ?”

“What do vou mean?” asked Alan.

“Well, there’s a big difference in vou, isn’t
there ?”’ asked Wallace. “When we left vou
in the West House lobby yvou were like a bear
with a sore head. You snapped us up, and
your face was as black as thunder. Now
vou're happy.”

Alan (Tastleton nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “I’'ve thought ~% some
thing. T've thought of a way to get even
with Nipper and Handforth and their beasily
pals!”

Study A looked at him with :
than ever.

“Oh, you’ve thought of a way, have you?"
said Wallace. “This is jolly interestin’! T‘nl
it out, Castleton!”

“If it’s all the same to you. I'll keep it
to myself,” replied Alan, as he sipped his
tea. “You’ll probably be interested to-mor-

ore interest

row. Something dramatic will hnppeﬂ But
T’ll let it come as a surprise. Anvhow, look
out!”

Bell zave him a frowning glance.

“Dash it, Castleton, we're none too par-

ticular in this study, but there’s somethin’
about vou that makes me shiver!” he said.
“You're so dashed cool and calculatin’! T
wouldn’t like to have vou p against me!”

“That’s all right,” said Custleton., “We'ro
friends, aren’t we? 1 shun’t be up against
you as long as you remain one of my pals.”

“But what’s this scheme vou’ve got against
Handforth and those other fellows?"” asked
Wallace pointedly. “If you didu’t mean to
tell us, why did you say anythin’ at all?
Don’t be so confoundedly mean, Castleton!
Out with it!”

“Frightfully sorry,” drawled Alan, “but I
rather fancy keeping it to myself. You'll
know in the morning. Don’t be impatientg.”

Wallace & Co. were rather incensed, and
for a moment they thought ubout throwing
him forcibly out of the study. DBut they
changed their minds when Alan produced a

Lpaf*k of cards. and suggested a little game
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of solo whist.
anyhow, and they forgot the other matter.
So they settled down to a quiet game, and
indulged in a cigarette or two.

But they were still very curious about
Alan Castleton’s plan. “QGetting even ” with
the enemies of the Remove. They had little
doubt that that plan was a mean and spiteful
one.

Many times in the past Study A had
attempted to get the better of Nipper and
Handforth, but they had very seldom suc-
ceeded—they had never succeeded, in point
of fact. They wondered if this new fellow
would meet with better results!

CHAPTER 6.
After Lights-Out !

OU fellows ready?”
Nipper, speaking cau-
tiously, put his head into

Handforth & Co.’s dormi-

tory. The chums of Study
D were almost dressed. It was well after
lights-out, and the Ancient House juniors
were sound asleep, save for these six.

“Yes, we're ready,” replied Handforth
softly. ‘“Where’s all the stuff?”

“Down in Study C,” replied Nipper. *It’s
in the cupboard, safely stowed away. If there
isn’t any hitch, we ought to be back within
half an hour, and then we can sleep peace-
fully—knowing what a laugh we shall have
to-morrow.”’

“We’'d better have a good wash before we
come back from the ¥ast House,” grinned
Tommy Watson. ‘“We shall probably reek
of scent ourselves, unless we’re jolly careful.
It’s easy enough to sprinkle the stuff over
our own clothing, and the joke would be
rather spoilt if we niffed of the perfume
as much as the East House chaps!”

- “We’ve got to be careful, that’s all,” replied
Nipper. “Well, come on. And don’t forget—
no lallunn' as we go downstairs. We don’t
want any prefects butting in and putting a
stopper on the game.”

They crept downstairs like shadows, and
succeeded in getting into the Remove pas-
sage without any interruptions. They en-
tered Study C, and Nipper switched on a
small eleetric torch.

“We'd better distribute this stuff now,’
he said, as he wecut across to the cupboard.
“We'll each take a bottle of scent, and
each a handful of flowers and ribbons and
things. Then, when we get into the Kast
House, we’il separate, and work in the dif-
ferent studies.,” :

It was a good plan, sinee they would be
well separated in the rival studies. There
would be no chance of conversation if they
were working alone.  And, besides, the task
wotlld be accomplished all the quicker.

They grinned as they cach took a small
bottle of perfume. There were all kinds, and

They had wanted a fourth,)

they were careful to keep the ato pers well
in and to avoid actual contact with any of
the scent. And they each took a hlg bunch
of flowers, too, and all kinds of highly decora-
tive and highiy coloured ribbons. i
Chuckling, they went to the wmdmv and
Nipper prepa:ed to unfasten the catch.
“Hallo!”’ he said in a puzzled voice.
“What’s wrong 7" aqked Tommy Watson,

“Nothing’s wrong,” said Nipper. “ But
this window is unfastencd.”
“That's not wvery startling, 1s 1t7” asked

Church.

“No, but it’s qucer,” replied Nipper, frown-
ing. “I'll swear I fastened this window be-
fore we went upstairs to bed. Perhaps 1
forgot it, though—I know I meant to fasten
it. quer "

He was f‘loughuul for & moment or two.
Why was this window unfastened now ? Had
he forgotien it, or had somebody becn in
there? It weuld have been quite possible
for an unauthorised person to enter the study
after Nipper had left—and to put the catch
back. But why? There secmed to be no
object in such a thmg Nothing in the study
had been touched—that, was certain. Nothing
had been interfered with, so Nipper dismissed
the matter, and concluded that he had over-
looked the window-fastening, after all.

Stealing out, they found themselves in the
West Square, and from here they went
through West Arch, and then across the
Triangle to East House.

The school was very quiet. A low wind was
moaning round the buildings, but not a light
was showing anywhere—save from one or two
upper windows in the masters’ quarters. DBut
there was very little fear of an interruption.
As long as they made no noise, and went
about their work swiftly and stealthily, there
was no reason why they should not get back
into their own House with complete success.

And what a laugh they would have on Arm-
strong & Co. on the morrow.

It was well worth the risk of breaking
bounds after lights-out. It was a perfeetly
innocent yape, and the ldast House fellows
would look very small and sheepish in the
morning—when they were compelled to go
amongst their fellows, reeking of scent.
What was more, they wouldn’t be able to
get rid of it. Whatever clothes they donned,
all of them would be saturated with the
cheap, high-smelling perfume. ‘lepel & Co.
even intended to put somie of the scent into
their rivals’ boots and on to their caps, and
all over their overcoats. And perfume of that
kind bas a habit of chnging and remainmng
pungent for quite a long time. Really, it
would be davs before Armstrong & Co. got
rid of that odour. Tt would ecertainly be a
glorious jape. .

There was no difficulty in getting into the
East House. For Nipper, following his usual
course, had made three or four preparations
in advance. He had walked into the Fast
House just before bed-time, and had deliber-
ately tampered with the window at the end
of thie junior passage. This window looked
out upon the Fast Square, and was tucked

2
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The mysterious man chuckled evilly when, after movine the gas-fire and turning the gas full on, he climbed

throueh the window and closed it tightly behind him.

And Lord Pippinton, fast asleep, wasa blisstully nnawaro

of the impending tragedy !

away in a corner. Nipper had not left the
catch unfastened, but he had so loosened it
that the slizhtest tug would pull the window
opeén.

“Here we are!” he murmured, as they
catne to a halt outside the window. *'Now,
yvou chaps. As soon as we get in, we'll attend
to the studies first. You know exactly what
to do, and there's no need for us to talk once

we're inside.  We really oughtn’t to be
talking here.”
"Oh, it doesn’t matter,” said Handforth.

“Who's to see us! Who's to hear us? Ilvery-
body’s asleep, and the might's as black as the
dickens. This wind, too, 1s jolly handy. It
drowns all the other sounds. Buck up with
the window, Nipper. Let’s get in and start
the good work!” '

“Begad, ves!”

“Poor old Armstrong & Co.!” grinned
TeClure. “(Ch, what a shock in the
morning |’

“And won’t we chip them!” grinned
Church. “Won’t we make their lives a

misery to-morrow ? ['ll bet there’ll be some
fun in the TFourth Form-room during lessons
to-morrow morning. I can sce all the Modern
Houtse chaps avoiding Armnstrong & Co. like
the plague! 7The whole class-room will whiff
of scent for weeks!  And all different sconts,
too! What a lark!”

And, chuckling afresh, the plotters slipped
through the window, and then distributed

themselves towards the various studies. They
knew the inside of the Kast House like a

book—and within a couple of minutes thoey
had all vanished. There wasn't a single sign
that any intruders were about.

Every invader was armed with a littie
electrie torch, and once inside the studies thoy

switeched these on and set about the
preparations.,
CHAPTER 8.
The Mysterious Watcher ¢
N the shadow of the Woest

Square lurked a figuroe,
A mysterious hgure—

pressed against an  angle
of the wall, still and
mysterious!y silent,  The figure had been

there for some little time. The movemenls
of Nipper & Co. had been watched and noted,
And now all was still and quiet again. *

The gaunt stranger!

Yes, this man, who lurked in the shadow nt
the West Square, was the very same indr
vidual who had once attempted to take Lord
Pippinton's life. He was a curious-looking
fellow—a tall, wiry old man, with bent
shoulders, and with hair that came over his
collar. His face was lined and gaunt, and
his eyes were curiously wild and baleful,
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Lippinton now ?

It certainly scemed like it-——since he was
watching a certain window of the West House
~—watching 1t closely. And that window was
the window of Lord Pippinton’s bed-room!
Alan Castleton occupied that little dormitory,
too. Perhaps that was why the stranger was
walting.

But why should this stranger take such an
interest in the schoolboy peer ?

There seemed to be no reason for it. Lord
Pippinton was one of the most harmless speci-
mens of humanity on the face of the earth.
He was every kind of a simpleton, and it
scemed impossible that anything could be
gained by his carly demise, He was the only
son and heir of the Duke of Walsham, and,
“even if he died, there were no other relatives.
The old duke’s fortune would go to charity.
So who could this stranger be? And what
was his object in haunting old Pippy in this
way ? There was a mystery here—a mystery
which seemed as intangible as it was sinister.

Only the previous week the stranger had
persuaded old Pippy to go for a walk with
him—and then he had flung his young ecom-
panion over the edge of the moor quarry.
When Lord Pippinton came back, and ex-
plained the circumstances to Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey, he had been disbelieved. And
small wonder!
come nto the House, and he had not told
Pitt and Grey about it until he had com-
pletely changed. Naturally, they bad assumed
that the simple junior had been dreaming.
Old Pippy was in the habit of going off into
these trance-like conditions.

But there could be no question
danger was very real indeed.

IFor here was this mysterious old man again
—lurking in the West Square—watching Lord
Pippinton’s bed-room window,

Perhaps he had had intentions of climbing
up to that window—and the advent of Nipper
& Co. had made him pause. He was waiting
now. Waiting for what? Obviously for the
EKast House raiders to return, and until the
school was quiet again.

And then, cautiously, the
Pippy’s bed-room opened.

'he gaunt stranger darted forward slightly,
and stared up, watching intently. A figurc
was at the window. And this figure acted
definitely. It climbed over the sill, and then
clung to the ivy, whickh was thick on this
particular wall.

The old man shook his head as he watched.
This was not Lord Pippinton, as he could
tell quite easily in the dim moonlight which
flooded the West House wall. This was the
other® junior who oceupied the same bed-
room. - .

Alan Castleton!

Yes, Castleton was climbing down the ivy.
It was an easy climb for any energetic
fellow, and Alan’s nerve was good. KEven
if he had slipped he would not have come
to much harm, for the distance from the bed-
voom window to the ground was com:
paratavely slight,

that the

window of old

- had watched.

FFor nobody had seen Pippy
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Was he intent upon some dnjury to Lord !

Alan was feeling very contented.

From the end window of the pussage he
He had seen the six Ancient
House fellows leave five minutes earlier, and
he had waited until now before taking action
on his own account. Now it was time [or
him to get busy.

Once on the ground he slipped through
West Arch and crossed the Triangle. He
had no idea of that watcher in the corner
of the wall. ¥e knew nothing of the
mysterious stranger.

There were many queer things going on
this night!

IFor after Castleton had gone, the gaunt
man became active, too. Only for a few
minutes did he hesitate. Then he crept for-
ward, and arrived at the spot immediately
below the window of Old Pippy’s bed-room.
If Castleton could climb down the ivy, then
he could climb up the ivy. And this he pro- -
ceeded to do.

For a man of his age he was extraor-
dinarily agile. Up the ivy he went, and at
last he reached the window-sill. Here he
paused for a moment, to glance down and
listen. But there was no sound—only the
moan of the wind as it came through Weést
Arch, and round the angles of the old
buildings. ;

" The man’s actions were now peculiar, and,
moreover, deadly in their awful itent.

Liké a shadow he slipped into the bed-
room, and one glance told him that Lord
Pippinton was sound asleep. He crept to
the door, turned the key in the lock, and
then went close to the fireplace.

There was a gas-fire fitted in the orate.
Not every junior bed-room had this luxury,
but Lord Pippinton was inclined to be
delicate, and on very cold nights he was
allowed a little warmth prior to going to
slecp.

“Ab, ah!” murmured the gaunt
“As T thought—as I suspected!”

He bent down and closed the register of
the stove. Then, with a wrench, he pulled
the gas-fire out into the hearth, so that the
vent was quite clear of the chimney. Then
he turned the gas full on, and chuckled as
he heard it hissing out. '

Again he crept to the window, and then he
climbed on to the sill, and closed the window
tightly behind him. "'A minute later he had
vanished into the night.

man.

CHAPTER 7.
On The Job !

ORGEOUS!” murmured
Handforth eecstaticaliy.

He viewed his handi-
work with great pride.
Handforth was in Study

16, usually occupied by Freeman, Dallas, and

Steele. And the study was looking very:
unusual. It was, in fact, a sight.
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The overmantel was decorated with little
knots of highly-coloured ribbon. At either
end of the mantelpiece stood a football boot,
and in the football boots were sprays of
flowers. Round the walls there were pic-
tures—photographs, for the most part, of
Freeman, Dallas, and Steele in various sport-
ing rig. And every photograph was now
decorated with little bunches of violets, or
sprigs of evergreen, or festoons of ribbons,

The window, too, was very different from
usual. Little fluffy lace curtains had been
hastily put up, and these curtains, too, were
decorated with more ribbouns.

And the table was a picture in itself.

I'lowers were sticking out of ink-pots, and
two little saucepans had been placed at either
end of the table, filled with more flowers.
Handiorth had been hard put to find a
substitute for vases, but he had done very
well on the whole, and Study No. 16 was
looking highly decorative. Freeman & Co.
would probably . fail to appreciate these
efforts to improve the study’s appearance.
~ The door softly opened, and Nipper iooked
in. -

“Finished ?” he asked with a chuckle.

“Yes," said Handforth. “ How does it
look ?”

“First class!” said Nipper, as he glanced
round with the aid of Handy’s electric torch,
“By jingo, you've done it well, old man!
Coms and have a look at Armstrong's
study !”

They went along to Study No. 12, and
Handforth nearly burst into a roar of
laughter. If anything, Avmstrong’s study
was evelf more highly decorated than No. 10.
And the flowers were beginning to send off
their perfume already. No doubt the flowers
were very nice, but schoolboys do not
appreciate flowers.  They appreciate them
less than ever when they know that therr
Form fellows would howl with laughter at
them.

The rest of the conspirators came along,
and they all joined forces in the silent
corridor.

“Well, that’s that!’’ said Nipper genially.
“We haven't been long on this part of the
job, but the most difficult. work 1s to come.
We've got to go jolly carefully now, my lads.
We mustn’t let anyihing ruin the jape.”

“Rather not!” said Ilandforth. “But
where does the risk come in?”

“Why, if we wake anvbody when we’re
shoving the scent on the clothing the game’ll
be up,” replied Nipper. “TFortunately, these
Iast House chaps sleep pretty heavily, I
believe, We mustn’t forget to be absolutely
silent. Come on, let’s get busy.”

And they all crept upstairs,

The task was not quite so ticklish as they
had feared. For when they distributed and
entered the various junior bed-rooms, they
found the Xourth-Formers sleeping so
soundly that there was very little danger.
And their task, after all, was a simple one.

The scent-bottles were all ready. They

1

were fitted with sprinkler tops, and it was
only necessary to locate the junior’s clothing
and then proceed to sprinkle them.

It was rather more diflicult getting into
the wardrobes and opening the chests of
drawers. But they hadn’t really started on
this latter task yet. The first job was to get
the ordinary everyday clothing saturated.

Never for a moment did these 1nnocent
raiders nmagine- what was to come of this
jape. For it certainly was innocent. There
was no harm in it whatever. It was just a
good-natured joke on the East House fellows,
A joke which had been instigated by Nipper,
by reason of Avrmstrong’s highly-smelling
hair-cream,

How was it possible for snch a little game
as this to lead to anything serious? How
could it? Even Nipper, with all his shrewd-
ness, did not imagine there was any peril
whatever.

But then, of course, he did not know that
Alan Castleton, the vindietive, was on the
trail. He did not know that Alan was bent
upon a particularly sinister revenge.

(‘oming out of one of the bed-roon=, Nipner
came face to face with Tommy Watson.
They paused for a moment to exchange notes.

“Finished in there?’’ asked Watson.

“Yes, nearly,” replied Nipper. "But the
fact 1s, 1 was going to have a word with
vou chaps, if I could lecate you. 1 doun’t
think we'd better interfere with the chests
of drawers and the wardrobes, after all.”

“Why not?”

“Because it might spoil everything,”
replied Nipper. "1 tried to open a drawer
just now, and it creaked horribly.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter much, does 7?7
asked Watson. “Kven if they wake up, it
won't hurt. They'll be too late to stop the
thinge—and we can be off in less than two
ticks. T'he laugh will still be on Armstrong

& Co.”

“Yes, I know,” agreed Nipper, grinning.
SBut it'll be a lot better if they wake up
in the morning and they make the discoveries
then. And we shall do quite enough scent-
spilling, anyhow. Phew ! The whole passage
recks of the stuff even now!”

“Qo it does!" replied Watson. I
I just remembered! Did you hear
thing about two minutes ago?”

“Hear something 7"

“Yes; downstairs.”

“No, I didn’t—and I hope you didn’t,
either,” said Nipper. ‘Because, if there's
something going on downstairs, that smells
of a master or a prefect. It must have
been your imagination, Tommy. There’s no-
body about.”

“T'm not so sure,” said Tommy Watson
uneasily. “I could swear 1 heard a door
close downstairs two or three minutes ago.
And we shall look fine if we're caught here,
shan't we?”

“Well, T dare say it'll mean lines, and
perhaps a gating,” said Nipper. “But old
Mr. Goole isn't such a bad Houscmaster, He

say,
sOome-

]
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won't be too severe. Anvhow, he'll know that
it’s only an mmnocent school jape.”

Innocent! 1t certainly did scem so, but
then, Nipper didn’t know the actual facts!
He didn’t know that other forces were at
work on this eventful might!

CHAPTER: 8.
Another One on the Job !

LAN CASTLETON chuckled
to himself,

“Now for it!” he mur-
mured with a quiver of
gloating _triumph in his

for it! But I mustn’t make

noise! That confounded door banged
blow it! Slipped out of my giddy

I hope nobody heard!”

atson’s cars had told him

* NaOwW

vOice.

anvy
just now,

hand !

So Tommy W
arigit!

For Alan Castleton, in entering this par
ticular study, had allowed the door to slip
through his fingers, and it had banged
slightly. But he did not worry. He did
not fear any interruption.

For Castleton was not standing in one
of the junior studies at all. He was, in
fact. in the study which was usua.lly occu

pled by Mr. Horace Pycraft, the ill-tempered

master of the Fourth Form.

Mr. Pycraft lived in the Fast House, and
all the occupants of the Ancient House and
the West Hlouse and the '\1odarn House were
very glad of this. TFor they could well do
without Mr. Pyeraft.

He was the most unpopular master at St.
Frank’s. As a scholar, no doubt, Mr. Pycraft
was a very clever man. In his capacity as
master of the Fourth Form bhe was cvery-
thing that could be desired, but in his treat-
ment of his bovs he was a tyrant—a petty
bully-—and nothmg pleased him better than
to pick on his pupils. and to toady to the
rich and influential fellows. In many res.
pects, Mr. Horace Pyeraft was several kinds
"of a snob. ‘

Just recently, too, he had aroused the ire
of Nipper and Handforth and many of the
other juniors. During the previous week
Bannington had been placed out of bounds,
owing to a case of smallpox. But several
members of the Remove had gone into Ban-
nington during the period of the ban, and
Alan Castleton had whispered a word to Mr.
Pyeraft on the subject, and, naturally, the
master of the Fourth had informed the
Head.

A swishing had resulted, and the Removites
were in no way inclined to love Mr. Pycraft
in conscquence. Alan remembered all this
—and it formed a part of his little plot.

“Evervbody knows that Nipper and Hand-
forth and the others are dead against old

Pveraft.” he murmared to himself. “®o
when this affair is discovered, it’l] look just
like an net of revenge. Oh, ves! I'm domg

the job thcrm:ahi_v I don’t }ehme in miss-
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ing out any important details. If those
chaps don’t get the sack, it won't be my
fault!”

He scemed to take great pleasure in ,pon-
dering over the despicable nature of his
work. He looked round the study, wonder-
how to begin. :

It was a comparatively small room, and
very neat and tidy. Mr. Pycraft was a
terror for having things in apple-pie order,
and before he went to bed every night he
made sure that all his books were in the
right places, that his mkpot was closed, and
that eventhmg was ‘‘just so.’

Alan Castleton looked round the study and
grinned more than ever.

“Looks very nice!” he murmured. * But
I don’t think it’ll look quite so nice by the
time I’ve finished with 1t. I shall have to
hustle, too—I haven’t much longer than five
minutes., DBut I think T can de a lot of
damage in five minutes!” '

He did!

His first task was to take down the most
valuable books from Mr. Pyeraft’s chelves,
and these he proceeded ruthlessly to tear up.
He wrenched off the covers, he tore the
leaves apart, and he wrecked them utterly.

Then he took the inkpot. and hurled the
contents over the walls, There were great
ink-splashes on the pictures and on the wall-
paper. He shovelled out the ashes from the
fireplace, and smothered them all over Mir.
v veraft’s papers on theo desk.

Not content with this, he took out his
pocket-knife, and slashed at the furniture,
making great marks on the highly-polished
surface, and cutting through the leather
cushions of the chairs. This was sheer des-
trnetion—not an ordinary jape at all.

Alan, Castleton was wrecking Mr. Pycraft’s
stucdy completely.

Within that brief spaco of five minutes, he
created absolute havoe. The place was in
a terrible condition by the time he went to
the door. hof, breathless, and triumphant.

“Well, that’s that!” he muttered. By

gad! They’'ll have a job to explain this
away ! Caucht red-handed in a rival House,
and ol d Pycraft’s study wrecked! The thm,r_-;
will be as clear as daylight! Thev'll never
he able to get out of 1it!”

But Alan was not finished yet!

Cautiously leaving Mr. Pyceraft’s study, he
tip-toed his way to the end of the passage,
and stood there listening. No sounds came
to his ears. The raiders were still upstairs,
still engaged upon the scent-sprinkling busi-
ness, and Alan went along the passage, until
he eame to that end window—which had pur-
posely been left open, in case of a sudden
alarm. The raiders wanted to have their
exit clear.

And now Alan proceeded to close the win-
dow, to fasten the catches, and to jain them
tightly. Within a minute, the window was
immovable. No amount of pushing and fore-
ing could open it. He had cut off the raiders’
exit! '

Thiz done,
into another

turned
final

he went further aleong,
corridor, and made his
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oxit from the House by a study window. It {

wouldn't matter about leaving this catch
unfastened, for, naturally, Nipper and his
companions would know nothing of this
means of exit. They would be trapped within
the Housel

- And now for the warning!

Alan’s way of giving the warning was
peculiar,

Having reached a very dark corner of the
East Square, he bent down, and picked up
numbers of the stones from the gravel. Then
he chuckled, and took adim.

Whizz !

Crash'!

One of the lower windows of the East
House went into splinters, making a terrific
commotion in the night.

Crash—crash! ,

Two other windows splintered to atoms,
and Alan paused in his ill-natured work.
Tights had been switched on in two or three
- of the upper rooms. Voices were making
themselves heard.

Alan Castleton grinned to himself.

His task was over..

' CHAPTER 9.
An Amazing Development !

*‘; UMMY!” murmured

Nipper in a curious
volce.

Those crashing win-
dows had not sounded

vet. T'he raiders were busy at their work,
unsuspicious of what was going on below
even at this moment. They were all satisfied
that they had plenty -of time, and that there
was no reason for any alarm.

Nipper had just emerged from one of the
Fourth Form dormitories. He paused in the
corridor and gingerly sniffed at his fingers.
They smelled strongly of wallflower—the par-
ticular perfume which his bottle contained.

“Rummy !” said Nipper again. *Funny
kind of scent, anyhow! Cheap stuff, I
suppose.”

But he was still very puzzled.

Although he had done his utmost to keep
any of the scent off his fingers, certain tiny
sprays of it had touched him. DBut it wasn't
this fact which caused him so much puzzle-
ment.  His fingers were burning—burning
painfullv. This perfume scemed to have an
extraordinary strength, almost. like a powerful

- acid,

Nipper sniffed at the bottle again and
shook hts head. It was certainly wallflower
perfume. And just then Sir Montie Tregellis-
West came along the corridor. |

“Oh, here vou are, old boy'!” he whispered
as he caught sight of Nipper. “Anythin’ the
matter?”

“No,"” said Nipper “Not exactly.”

“Begad! You mean the scent?” asked Sir
AMontie. “lHave vou noticed it, too?"”
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“Yes; it seems to burn my fingers.”

“Dear old boy, that’'s exactly what I
found,” said Sir Montic in a strange voice.
“But I've never known scent to do that
before—I haven’t, really. It’s most peculiar—
most frightful, as a matter of fact. Do you
know that the skin of my thumb is absolutely
peeling off ?”

“What!” muttered Nipper in a startled
voice.

“Yact!” said Montie. “Look here!”

Nipper switched his light on, and examined
Sir Montie’s thumb. The damage was very
slight, but there could be no doubt that the
outer skin of the thumb was peeling away.

“QOf course, it's nothin’ to write home
about,” smiled Sir Montie. “I don’t supposc
I shall notice it to-morrow. But at the same
time, have you ever known perfume to do this
to your hands before?”

“Never!” =said Nipper. “By
There’s something extraordinary about this

He sniffed at the secent again, and mentally
decided that he would visit the chemist on the
morrow and make a few inquiries. It was
certainly not ordinary perfume, although it
had been purchased as such. )

Could those bottles have been tampered
with by anybody else? Nipper shook his
head. It scemed so ridiculous. Who would
tamper with them? And, if it came to that,
who knew anything about them?

Nipper could not guess that Alan Castleton
had overheard the whole plan, and that Alan
had shrewdly guessed that the materials for

Jove!

,H

.the raid would be stowed away in Study C.

And Alan, of course, had visited Study C just

before bed-time, and had slipped the catch
back.

And then. long before Nipper & Co. had
started on their raid, Alan himself had paid a
visit to Study C in the Remove passage. He
had paid quite a lot of attention to those six
bottles of scent!

“T expect it’s very bad quality stuff, that’s
all,” said Nipper, as he switched off his light,
“They’ve no right to sell such stuff. We'll
carry on, and——"

Crash!

“Begad!” gasped Montie.
was that, old boy?”

“A smashed window,” said Nipper with a
frown. “That’s what it was, Montie. Some
fathcad has been carcless. Handy, I expect.”

“But it came from downstairs.”
“Yes, I know, but perhaps Handforth went

down——"
Crash! Crash!

“There it goes again!” said Sir Montie
with a jump. “Begad! Somebody’s smashin’
up the happy home!”

Nipper looked grave. Heo knew now that
this was no accident. Even Handforth, for all
his clumsiness, would not smash three win-
dows in succession. There was somecthing

“What—what

very significant about the whole affair, espect-

allv as it had come on top of thiz discovery
about the scent.
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Handforth came rushing down the corridor,
and with him were Church, McClure and
Tommy Watson, All of them had emerged
from various dormitorfes upon hearing these
ominous crashes,

“What’s happening ?” gasped Handforth in
alarm,

“Goodness  knows!” said Nipper. “‘But
we'd better get out of here now while we're
safe! The whole House will be aroused in
less than a4 minute!”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Church,
*“Come on!”

“Rather!” said Watson breathlessly. “If
we're copped here by old Goole or by Pyecraft,
we shall be in the soup properly.”

“Breaking bounds after lights-out 1s a
pretty hefty offence,” said Nipper. *‘Come
on! We've done a good bit, anyhow. I can’t
possibly understand what it means, but this
1s no time to make inquiries or to stand herc

discussing the matter. We've got to scoot,
and scoot quickly!”
Theyv hurried downstairs, hoping against

hope that they would be able to get out
before any alarm was raised. It would only
take thein a minute to reach that window and
to slip through. And then:

“Stop!” came a shouting voice.
boys! Stop at once!”

It was the voice—the hard, metallic voice—
of Mr. Horace Pycraft! And Mr. Pyeraft
himself had just come out of another corridor,
attired in his dressing-gown, and holding ‘a
lighted candle.

“Don’t take any notice 12 whispered
Nipper. “Quick—straight for that window—
all of you!”

“Stop !” roared Mr. Pycraft from the rear.

But they didn’t stop—they went straight for
that window. And when they reached it they
knew, for the first time, that there were some
forces at work against them. For the window

“Boys—

was 1immovable and they could not get out!.

Nipper wrenched at it in vain. He pulled
and he tugged, but it was all useless.

They were trapped! Mr. Pycraft was on
them!
CHAPTER 10.
Caught in the Act!
ANDFORTH uttered a

gasp. -

“Why don’t you open
the window?” he asked
fiercely. “What's the

matter, vou fathead ?”

“I can’t open it, Handy—it’s fastened in
some way,” said Nipper. “It’s been
tampered with since we came in!”

“What!”

“Somebody has been here and secured the
window so that we can’t open 1t,” went on

Nipper. “The only thing we can do is to get
out by another means. One of the other
windows —"
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Ie broke off as the corridor became flooded
with electrie light., And there, just a little
further along, stood Mr. Horace Pyeraft. At
his rear was Mr. Goole, the Housemaster.
Any further attempt to escape was impossible.
They were caught red-handed !

“As I suspected!” said Mr. Pycraft, as he
came striding up. “Boys from the Ancient
House! Remove boys, Mr. Goole! You
see?” :

“Yes, I see, Mr. Pycraft,”
master. “Upon my soul!”

He advanced towards the culprits,
first glance he could sce who they were. And
his expression became rather less severe. Ile
knew those boys well. He knew that they
had done much the previous® week to help
Mr. Stockdale. And, morecover, he knew
them to be thorough young aporfsmcn He
was not inclined to take a very serious view of
this affair. But his duty had to be done.

“Well, young men, what have you to say
for yourselves ?” he asked.

“I'm afraid we're collared, sir,” said Nipper
rucfully. “Only a jape on Armstrong and his
crowd, sir,  We've becen decorating therr
studies, and sprinkling scent over their
clothes,”

“Indeed 7" said Mr. Goole. “And was it
necessary to break windows in the process of
this—ahem |—pastime ?”’

“\W2 didn’t break any windows, sir,” said
Handforth. *“Somebody else must have done
that We were all upstans at the time, and
didn’t know anything about 1t wntil we heard

the crashes.”
“Preposterous!” broke in Mr. Pyecraft.
““Nensense, boy! Who else could break the

windows but you?”

said the House-

At the

“If you please, Mr. Pycraft!” said the
Housemaster quietly.
“l beg your pardon, sir—I beg _ r par-

don!” muttered Mr. Pycraft.

Mr. Barnaby Goole turned to the juniors
again.

“We will leave the matter of t'.e smashed
windows for a moment,” he said. *‘If you
are not guilty of that act, you need not
fear that you will be pumshed for 1t. But
what was the real object of your visit? You
came here, you say, to decorate the studies,
and to sprinkle some of my boys’ clothing
with perfume?”

“That’s all, sir,” said Nipper, with a grin.
“You see, Armstrong was using some highly-
scented hair crecam this evening, so we thought
we’d give the Fourth-Formers a little scent
to be going on with. Only a jape, sir.”

Mr. Goole’s eyes twinkled, although he
tried to look stern.

“Nevertheless, boys, you have done wrong,”
he said. *“You know that it is against all
rules to leave your House after lights-out.
I can do nothing but report you to your own
Housemaster for this eoffence—and T trust
that he will not deem it necessary to call in
the assistance of the Head!”

“Really, sir, T think the Head should be
informed at once!” said Mr. Pyeraft.
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“This matter i3 entirely for Mr. Lee to
deal with,” said Mr. Goole quietly. “These
boys belong to the Ancient House, and Mr.
I.ce 1s the Housemaster there. I shall report
them to Mr. Leeo in the morning. For the
present, boys, you may go.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”

“Would it not be as well to examine these
studies?” asked Mr. Pycraft. “They say they
have been decorating them. But is it not far
more probable that they have been doing
some wilful damage? You know what the
boys are, Mr. Goole! They have really no
idea of judgment.”

“If they have done any wilful ddll’ld.gﬁ'
Mr. Pycraft, they will be punished for it,’
replied Mr. Goole shortly. “They will
One moment, Handforth!" he added curiously.
“What 1s the matier with vour sleeve ?”

“My sleeve, sir?” asked Handforth, glanc
ing down.

“There appears to be a stain—-"

“Oh, that!” said Handforth, with a grin.
“I only spilt some of this scent on my
arm Hallo! What the dickens—— Well.
I'm jiggered! Look at this, you chaps!
There are some whacking great holes in my
sleeve, here!”

He held out his arm. in sheer amazement.
There, plainly noticeable to <1l the interested
lookers-on. were several big b- "z ir the cloth,
They were not jagged at the edges—clearly

proving that they were not tears. The
material apparently had been burnt through.
And burnt through by some corvosive kind

of acid.

“The srent!” said Nipper, a great light
dawn'ne upon him, “Don’t vou remember,
Montie?"

“Begad, yes!” said Tregellis-West.  “ But

scent doesn’t do this sort of thing, old boy!™

Mr. Gosle’s expression had become very
stern-——aud Mr. Pycraft was looking frankly
incredulous.

“Please take no notice of these innocents,
sir,” bhe said. “T have no doubt that the
Loys are cnly trying to throw dust into our
eyes  Perfume, eh? They have been sprink-
ling perfume about? I am more inclined
to believe that they have been doing de-
liherate du*n'we No ordinary perfume would
burn holez like that. It iz some sort of acid
—-30me ::Em:mmxh!e concoction of their own!”

“Boys, eome upstairs at cnee!”™ said Mr.
Gonle quietly. “You will lead me into the
bhed rooms 5'{}1 penctrated, and vou will point
out to me the clothing that you sprinkled with
this—thiz ligud!”’

“Yes. sir.”

Tn a kind ol daze. the six juniors followed
Mr. Goole upstairs to the dormitory corri-
dor. and went from bed-rcom to bed-room,
And they received further shocks eovery
moment. For every atom of clotning that
had been sprinkled with this “perfume "

was ruined.

Utterly and absolutely ruined!

There were holes appearing everywhere.
Trousers were spoilt, jackets were rendered
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useless; shirts, socks, and everything else
were completely destroyed.

And all by this scent!

Nipper & Co. were not only rtaggered, bub
they were startled in the extreme. What
could it mean? They knew' nothing o this
strange quality in the perfume. They had
acted all imnocently--but who would believe
them ? '

CHAPTER 11.
Black Evidence !
R. GOOLE was now look-

ing not only grave, but in-
tensely troubled.

“Boys,”” he said, “this
IS very serious, very serious

A\

indeed. How could you have done such a
thing as this? What could have led you

to such dreadful lengths?”
“But we don’t l\nnw anything about

it,
sir!” protested Handforth.

“We thought it

was ordinary scent———"

“Really, Handforth, it won’t help you in
anv way to say that sort of thing!” inter-
rupied Mr. Goole, puined. “You cannot telt

me that vou sprinkled this stuff on the cloth-
ing, believing it to be ordinary scent! No,
no. that won't dot”’

“A likely storv!” said Mr. Pyeraft with
a sneer. “We caught them red-handed, Mr.
ioole.  We mnght them with these bottles
of acid in their hands—acid, thinly disguised
as periume! The trick is quite clear, and it
i only natural that they will attempt to deny
the abominable thing.”

“But it’s not true!” roared Handforth ex-
citedly. ““We thought it was ordinary scent!"

“Handiorth. be qmet”’ said Mr. Goole.
“All of vou be quiet! This matter will be
inquired into thoroughly, and if you arc
cuiltless there is nothing to fear.  But let
there be no fmther talk now. Come down-
stairs at once.

Of course. Armstrong. and Griffith. Dallas,
and al! the others were wide awake now,
and they were highly indignant, furiously
angrv. All their clothing had been ruined,
utterly destroved by this Sptlnkled acid! In
the sleeves. in everv other part of the gar-
ments, there were holes. Not very big holes,
but serious enough to make it impossible to
wear the clothing. Tt was as thouzh hundreda
of moths had been at the suits at the samo
time.

There was guite an uproar upstairs when
Ninper & Co. were led away by Mr. Goolo
and Mv. Pyeraft. This affair was not gnitoe
<0 simple and innocent as it had at first
appeared. Not only had these boys done wil-
ful damage in the dormitories, not only had
they smashed windows, but another discovery
was soon made—the worst discovery of all.

“Better keep quiet, you chaps!” murmured
Nipper, as they found themselves in the lower
corridor. “Of course, we didn’t know any-
thing about the sceut, but it looks very black

¥
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ngainst us; as black as night.
an awful ]nh to get out of this

“But—Dbut 1 dunt understand it!"  <aid
Tommy Watson. “ Didn’t you buy that scent
from the chemist?”’

“Yes, but I*m beginning to suspect that
it’s been tampered with,” said Nipper in a
‘whisper.  “Den’t vou remember that the
catch of Study C window was unfastened?
Somebody had been in there!™

“My only hat®’

“Somebody had been in there, and it’s
pretty certain that he must have tampered
with the bottles of scent. But who?”

We shall have

!H

“That’s just i1t!” said Handforth. “Who
the dickens could have done it?”
*“Goodness knows!’” said Church. ‘“But, by

Jupiter, I’ll bet he’s the same chap who
closed that window downstairs, so that we
couldn’t make any exit!”

“Of course,” said Nipper. “It’s as clear
as daylight, but who’ll believe it? Don’t for-
get that we’ve been eaught here, red-handed.
Obviously, we’re the culprits. You can’t ex-
pect anyvthing else. Mr. Goole is one of the
most- reasonable men under the sun, but we
can’t blame him for accusing us.”

“And those smashed windows, too!” said
Handforth. ‘“They must have been done by
the same chap. There’s been somebody work-
ing against us all the time! But “hof
Nobody knew of this jape. except us six!”

Nipper frowned.

“That’s 1ust what I was thinking,’* he said.

“We're the only ones who know anything
about it, Handy. You haven’t spoken to any-
body, have you ?”

“Not a soul!”

“Oh, well, I suppose we shall get at the
truth sooner or later,” said Nipper. “Dut
we’re likely to get into a whole pile of trouble
first. This is one of our off-nights, by the
look of it. The whole scheme’s gone wrong
from start to finish. And there’s somebody
at the bottom of it—some beastly plotter!”

But, as Nipper had said, how could they
f\xpect Mr. Goole to believe them? They
had been caught in the act—caught red-
handed, with thosc- bottles of thinly disguised
corrosive acid on them. Naturally, the raiders
themselves had not suspected the truth of
those bottles -of scent—for they smelt like
scent. The schemer, whoever he was, had
only emptied about half of the scent out, sub-
stituting strong acid in its place. Thus, the
perfume still smelt exactly the same, but it
had become an agent of destruction.

And these boys had been found at their
work—they had been caught while actually
doing itM Of what use was it for them to
deny the charge?

*“Come to my study, boys!” said Mr. Goole,
as they reached the corridor. “I must leave
you here while 1 go over to the headmaster
and awaken him. This is altogether too seri-
ous for me to deal with—or for Mr. I.ce to
“deal with, either. This is cessentially a sub-
ject for Dr. Stafford’s attention.”

“My study 1is nearer, sir,” scaid Mr.
Pycraft, as he flung open the door of his own
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room. “I will take care of these young

rascals while you are absent. I will—"
He broke off, uttering a gulping kind of

gasp. He bhad just switched on the electrio

light—and then he jumped nearly a foot into
the air. QOne glance at his study had given
hitn the shock of his life.

“What—what Look, siri’’ he shout.ed
hoarsely. *“Look at this, sir!”

“Good heavens!” e]aﬂulated Mr.
Goole, staggered.

“Oh, my goodness!”

“ What—what’s happened ?”

\Ir Pycraft spun round.

“You young scoundrels!” he shouted furi-

ously. “You dangerous voung blackguards!

Barnaby

-How daré you wreck my study like this?

How dare you come here, and——"

“But we didn’t do thlc'" shouted Nipper,
amazed.

“Didn’t do it!” roared Mr. Pveraft. “Then
who did ? Tell me that, sir! Who did? How
dare you deny it ? Did we not catch yon here,
red-handed ? Who else has been in this House
but you? Have you not confessed that you
have been decorating the studies? Decorat-
ing. indeed!”’

“Oh, my goodness!” murmured Nipper.

“We're properly trapped!”  muttered
Watson.

“Did you hear that, sir?”
Pycraft. “They are admitting

“T wasn’t!” gasped. Watson.
mean——"

“ Enough!” said M. Goole, his voire cold
and stern. “You will remain here while I
fetch the headmaster' This matter is becom-
ing more and more grave.”

He went out and hurried away, and the six
juniors, closely watched by Mr. Horace
Pyeraft, remamed there—wretched and dazed.
They would be accused of wrecking this study.
And yet they knew nothing of it!

But of what use would it be to deny the
charge ?

They had been found at work in ihe Ilast
House—they had admitted that they haid Leen
giving their attention to the studies. And it
was known that these particular fellows had
a grudge z:}amst Mr, Pyeraft. The thing was
obvious from start to finish. And in the ab-
sence of any real culprit, it would be sheerly
imposstble to establish their innoeence.

And there were other
happening this night, too!

Even at that moment, Reggie Pitt, in the
West House, was getting dressed. Jack Grey
was putting his things on, too. They kLad
both been awakened by the crashing of plass.
They had heard those windows Dbreaking in
the East House. Reggie was a fairly hght
slecper, and the window had been wide open.

After the first two or three erashes, he had
got up and had gene to the window. And
then he had decided that it was time for him

shouted Mr.
it, ! LR ]

“I—1 didn’t

astounding events

to make a fm\ investigations.  Obvionsly, all
was not right in the East House.

“There’s :-.OII](!TI"IIII[! queer going on,”” he
said to Jack Grexy. *“Why not go out :md

have a look ? Bu"glara nuih..lps?”
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Handlorth viewed his handiwork with great pride.
and {here were flowers in profusion.
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Everything in the study had been decorated with rtthn,
Just then the door opened and Nipper looked in.

‘“ By jingo, you'voe

done it well, old man ! ' he complimented.

'!l

“But burglars don’t make all that noise!

cbjected Jack, yawning,

“No, I dont, suppose they do,” admitted
Reggie. " Still, I'm curious. Let’s go along
tho passage to the end window, anvhow. We
can sce across the Triangle from there.”

It was the hand of Fate, apparently, that
caused these two juniors to leave their bed-
room just then. They got out into the cor-
ridor and went along towards the end window.
But as they were passing Lord Pippintor’s
bed-room, Reggie came to a sudden halt.

“By Jove!” he muttered. “Can you smell
something '

“Gas!"” said Grey in a startled voice.

“Gas by the ton!” replled Reggie. *“ And
it’s coming from old Pippy's bed-rooin, too!
By Jove, there’s a gas-fire in his room, isn’t
there? The careless ass! I expect he's left it
turned on—and not lighted I”?

-There was acute alarm in his voice. The

smell of gas was tremendously pungent. This

part of the corr:dor was completely flled with
it. It came out in wafts—in sickening waves.
And when Reggie tried the door of Lcrd
~Pippinton’s bed-room, it refused to budge.

”LOCLEdHlOCl{(.‘d on the inside!” he said
huskily. *“Pippy—Pippy!”

He banged on the door in his ngltation

“He doesn't answer!” said Jack Grey,
hoarse with alarm. “Pippy! Pippy!”

They both raised their voices, careless as
to whether they were heard by any of the
others. Bang—bang! They thudded upon
the door, but there came no sound from

within, There was no answer! What could
it mean? What else, indeed, but that Lord
Pippinton was incapable of answering? His
room was probably filled with that poisonous

gas !
“It's no good!” gasped Pitt at length.
“We can't gcl: in! Quick—let’s run along to
Mr. Stokes’ bed-room and tell him!”

And, like the wind, they sped off!

CHAPTER 12.
A Serious Business !

R. MALCOLM STAF-
FORD, the Head of St.
I'rank’'s, came into Mr.
Pycraft’'s study and looked
round
He said nothing for a moment or two. His

face was grave, and his eyes were troubied.

He had got up from his bed, and had hastily

dressed himself. Ior Mr. Goole had assured

him that it was absolutely essential that he
should be on the spot himself. This matter
was too scrious for anybody else to deal with.

“Youesee, sir?” asked Mr. Pycraft at last,
unable to contain himself any longer. “You
see what has happencd? Not content with
sprinkling this wretched acid over the clothing
of my boys, these reprobates have been here
and have wrecked my study! If this is what
they call a rag. I am sorry for their sense of
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"proportion. To my mind, it is an unwanant
able outrage—a b]ackguardly ”

“Mr. Pycraft, you will please control vour-
self I’ interrupted the Head sternly. "1 can
quite imagine that you are annoy cd—angered.
But that 1s no_reason for you to use such
extreme words.’

“ But—but the destruction, sir ”

“These boys shall be made to pay for what
they have done,” replied the hecadmaster
grimly. ““Their punishment, you may
sure, will be very severe indeed.” He turned
to the six juniors. “Boys, what have you to
say about all this 7"

“We deny it, sir,
“You deny 1t ?”
“Yes, sir!” chorused the six.

“But is this wise ?”’ asked the Head, pained.
“Do you think it will do you any good to
make such a denial? Mr. Goole has informed
me that he came upon you in the very act
of using bottles of acid.”

“We didn’t know. it was acid, sir,” replied
Nipper. " Somebody must have changed the
stuft.”

“Hamilton !”

“Oh, I know it snundq pretty thin, sir!”
replied Nipper grufily. “1 don’t e\pect you
to believe us, either. But it happens to be
the simple truth. We only came here to play
an innocent jape—to put perfume over Arm-
strong’s clothing, and to decorate the studies
with ribbons and flowers. We didn’t wreck
this furniture, and we didn’t——"

“Stop, Hamilton!”’ interrupted the Head
grimly. "I am amazed—I am astounded
that you should make such statements.
Hitherto, your character has been absolutely
untainted. If you did not wreck this study,
who did ?”

“We don’t know, sir.”

“Of course you don’t,” agreed the Head.
“How should you know? You are the only
intruders who have been in this House, and
after yvour confessions it is idle for you 'to
pretend. Perhaps vou vourself, Hamilton,
knew nothing of this. Perhaps some of your
compantons wrecked the study unknown to
you. We will not go into that now. You
are all equally guilty, since you have all
been caught together. My duty, of course, is
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replied Nipper quletly.

obvious. I must punish you all for this out-
vageous act of destruction.”

“Oh, my hat!”

"We didn’t do it, sir—we swear we

didn’t !’

“Bomebody’s been plotting against us!”

“Yes, rather!”

“I would very much like to believe you
boys, but I find it impossible t& do so,”
said the Head. “You cannot deny that you
were found with those bottles of corrosive
acid actually upon you. That is deadly
evidence in itself. You will go back to your
House now, and your punishment will follow
i the morning.”

Y
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“You're—you’re not going to sack us, sir?”
asked Church huskily. “You're not going
to expel us?”’

“You undoubtedly deserve expulsion,”
replied the headimmaster. “But I shall
seriously consider your punishment. I shall
consult with Mr. Goole and with Mr. Nelson
Lee. They are the two Housemasters con-
ceyned. You will know your punishment in
the morning. TFor the present, get to your
bed-rooms.”

Handforth gave a kind of gulp.

“But—but you don’t believe this, really,
sir?” he asked hoarsely. “We wouldn’t do
a thing like this. We're not such cads and
rotters as to do actual destruction. You
can’t believe 1t, sir—vou can’t!”

“I have already told you, Handforth, to
get to your bed-room,” said the Head coldly.

“Yes, but—""

“That is enough!”

“It’s not fair!” burst out Handforth
excitedly. “We only came here to do an
innocent jape, and now we're accused of
this rotten |

"Mr. Goole, will you kindly escort these
boys over to the Anment House ?” interrupted
Dr. Stafford. “Mr. Pycraft, please rest
assured that every atom of this damage will
be made good. The boys will pay full
compensation for every act of destruction.”

“And so thnv should, sir!”" said Mr,
Pyeraft hotly. “So they should! Never in
my life have I known such a disgraceful
incident. A harmless joke 1 can forgive,
Sometimes the boys have placed everything
m a study in disorder. That is neot bad.
But this is real, wicked destruction. I hope
that you will expel them from the school.
They deserve it. They deserve it thoroughly.”

And the six wretched culprits were led

away by the unhappy Mr. Goole. For the
Housemaster of the East House was very,
very concerned. He did not relish this

task. Yet the boys were obviously guilty,
and so he did his duty.

And outside a figure lurked. And
figure was chuckling with evil glee.

Alan Castleton had been watching from out-
side Mr. Pyeraft’s window. He had heard
a good deal, too, and he knew that he had
had his revenge.

“Well, they’re done now!” he said to him-
self, as he moved off cautiously towards the

that

West House, “They’re finished, blow them!
Unless they’re jolly lucky, they’ll be
expelled. Sacked! Kicked out of the school

on their giddy necks. That's what I meant,
too. T’ll teach them to ignore me, to give
me the cut direct. And I’m safe. Absolutely
safe. They can’t do a thing to me, because
there’s no evidence. They’re cooked—
positively ccoked !"”

And Alan Castleton,
vanished into the gloom,
to the West House.

with another chuckle,
on his way back
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CHAPTER 13.
Hard Lines on Old Pippy !

ORD PIPPINTON sat up
in bed, his head reeling,
and with a sensation of
choking in his lungs. In
was only half-ccenscious.

he
lu a dazed, dull sort of fashion he seemed

to remember having heard some bangings.

fact,

Some thumps on “the door. And now,
although he was too far gone to realise
what had happened or exactly where he was,
he knew that something was definitely wrong.
He had not awakened from an ordinary
sleep. His mind was dulled, and his brain
was sluggish., It was sluggi sh at ordinary
times, but now it was on the point of ceasing
to function.

As a matter of fact, Reggie Pitt had saved
Lord Pippinton’s life by banging so heavily
upon the door. :

For in another few moments it would have
been too late to arouse him. That room was
filled with gas—f{rom ceiling to floor, it was
choked with the awful, noxious fumes.

“Something,” mumbled old Pippy, “is
wrong ! Something 1s positively out of the
good old order. I mean——"

He broke off, unable to follow the train
of thought that had started. Something else
had occurred to him. Soniething had come
into  his mind—a great and tremendous
conviction.

- Air!

He must have air—and plenty of it. This
was the instinet of self-preservation. Lord
Pippinton didn’t know why he wanted air,
but he certainly knew that he wanted it.
With a feeble motion he threw the bedclothes
back and groped his way out of the bed, then
he crashed to the floor. He picked himself
up, clinging to the furniture, and then made
off towurds the window.

There is some instincet in all of us at such
times of peril as this. The window! Old
Pippy knew that he had to get to the window.
His very life depended upou it.

Aud yet the window seemed to be miles
and miles away. He could see it dancing in
the distance, jigging and jogging up and
down in the most fantastic manner. He
could see the patch of moonlight on the waull
and roof of the Ancient House, on the other
side of the Square. But he couldn’t get any-
where near 1t. The more he groped the
further away it seemed to be,

Most of this was imagination, for the un-
fortunate junior was getting ncarer to the
window every minute, feeling his way along
the wall, and clutchmh‘ at the articles of
furniture until he at last reached the window
itself. He hadn’t the strength to raise his
arms to the cateh. He couldn’t have located
the catch, in any case.

With a last despairing

cfort, he

fell
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heavily against the window, and it burst
open. It was a lattice window, and therefore
Lord Pippinton’s weight had the desired
effect. 1t had been securely closed, but not
lutched or fastened..

And there he hung, taking in great gulps
of life-giving air.

His brain was very much dulled, however.
He was so giddy that he could not see
things straight even now. Tho whole of the
Square was rocking up and down. But that
fresh air was giving him life again—it was
reviving him with every moment that passed.

And from behind came the wafts of gas.
Only a very little of the gas-laden air had
escaped so far.

And then—was it imagination, or did he
really see 1t 7—a figure came climbing up the
ivy. No, two figures. Pippy stared in dull
indifference. Yes, it was one figure, after
all. Somebody clunbmg up from the ground.
Not that it mattered to Old Pippy if a dozen
climbed up. All the better, perhaps. They
would take him out of this place—take him
to where there was pure air.

And Alan Castleton, chimbing up the ivy on
his way back to bod had no idea of tho
real truth. He had left the bed-room in
a quite normal condition. That gaunt stran-
ger had gone up, and had turned on tho gas
after Alan’s departure, So, unscrupulous ag
(l'fast.lcton was, he knew nothing of this inci-
aent.

“He was rather annoyed to see Lord Pippin-
ton at the window.

He had wanted to get back into his bed
without old Pippy’s knowing that he had
been out. It was very upsetting. Ten to one
the ass would start talking on the morrow,
and then what would happen? Somebody
might put two and two together! If it was
discovercd-—and broadeast throughout tho
school—that Castleton had been out of his
bed-room during the night, and at this par-
ticular juneture, it might be very awkward.
~o Alan was angry.

~ ¥

“Get inside, you ass!” he muttered, as his
head drew level with the window-sill. “Can’t
vou see I want to come in? And don’t mako
any noise, either!”

He clung there, waiting for Lord Pippin-
ton to wmove aside. But Lord Pippinton
didn't do anything of tho sort. He was too
dazed to move. He just stood there, looking
at Alan with dull eyes.

“Can’t you
angrily,

Still there was no reply from Lord Pippin-
ton. He contipued to lean out of the win-
dow. with his hands on the sill. Alan stared
at him in sheer exasperation. Had tho
feliow gone off into one of his trances hero,
at the very window? It was just like him,
of course!

~ “You infernal  fool!” muttered Alan.
“Move! T want to come in! I can’t climh
on to that sill while vou're leaning over it!”

FFor a motnent, a spasm of intelligence camo
into Lord Pippmton brain.

move ?"”  demanded Alan

!!!
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“I"h ?” he muttered. You
can't—it’s—it’s awful I”

“Don’t be such a fook! " snapped Alan, as
he fumbled with one hand in his pocket,
while he cluiched at the ivy with the other.
“What's wrong with you, Pippy? Are you
in a fit, or what?”

Alan was beginning to feel slightly alarmed
now. He could sce that Pippy was not
himself. Something was very wrong., He
produced an automatic lighter, so that he
could strike 1t quickly, and gaze wupon
Pippy's face. It scemed to him that it ‘was
very pale—very haggard. But he couldn’t
very well cling to tiis ivy for the rest of
the night. Something would have to be done.

Lord Pippinton saw the lighter, and then
uttered a hoarse cry.

“No!” he said warningly, his voice husky.
“Don’t! Don't light—"

Scratch !

Alan struck the lighter, and wriggled fur-
ther up the i1vy, holding the bare flame In
the window. » '

And then, in a flash, came the explosion !

“Don’t go in!

"
~

CHAPTER 14.
A Narrow Escape !

SHATTERING, devastat-
ing explosion !

%t was so utterly un-
expected that Alan Castle-
ton thought that the world
was coming to an end. He had had no
suspicion of gas. Just below the window
ledge there he had not smelt any trace of
the poisonous fumes. He had only been won-
dering what could be the matter with Lord
Pippinton, and he had held his lighter right
in the full flood of the escaping gas.
deadly mixturc—a highly-explosive mixture
of air and gas. \

Boom !

Precisely what happened in that second
wag startling in the extreme.

A hvid sheet of flame curled round the
be]cj]-room, and then came the explosion it-
self,

Owing, probably, to the open window, the
report was not so tremendous. It was a
kind of enorinous puff—a terrific dull sound,
and [Lord Pippinton, who was standing
right in the full blast of the explosion, was
caught fairly amidships, and sent hurtling
out in the open air. He soared up, as
though ho had been suddenly flung from
a catapult, and then, with arms and legs
waving wildly, he crashed headlong into
somne bushes in the centre of the Square—
where there was a decorated little enclosure.

In a way, he had been amazingly lucky.
Nothing had struck him. Only
of the explosion had pushed him clean out—
had lifted him up as though he had been
a feather, and sent bim careering through
tho air.

As for

Alan Castleton. he escaped the

the force

-
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force of the explosion altogether, for he
had been below the level of the window-
sill. DBut he saw Lord Pippinton flung out—
he saw the sheet of flame, and after that he
was too busy with his own affairs to notice
anything. He lost his grip on the ivy for a
moment, slithcred down, and then clutched
wildly. '

He failed to get a grip, and went to the
ground sheer. e landed with a thud, his
ears drumming terribly, and feeling half-
dazed.

He sat on the ground, shaking, and from
many of the other windows of the school
came shouts of alarm.

Figures came running through West Arch.
For just at that moment, Mr. (Goole, accom-
panied by the six East House raiders, were
on their way across the Triangle to the
Ancient House. Mr. Pycraft followed be-
hind, for he was eager to have his nose
in this business until the bitter end, and at
the sound of the explosion they all ran helter-
skelter into the West Square.

In the West House itself, Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey had just brought Mr. Beverley
Stokes to Lord Pippinton’s bed-room as the
explosion occurred. Fortunately, they had
not been actually outside the door.

They arrived in time to see the door burst
outwards into the corridor, as though a
sudden hurricane had struck 1t, and then
came that great pufling explosion, and after-
wards—silence !

““An explosion !”
a gasp. “We're too late, sir!
Pippy must be dead!”

‘“Good heavens!” said Mr. Barry Stokes.
“Comel”

He rushed into the wrecked bed-room, and
switched on the light. Curiously enough,
the bulb had not been smashed by the force
of the concussion, and the light ficoded the
room.

Complete disorder reigned. One or two
pieces of sheet were smouldering, and the
linen or the dressing-table was burning, too.
But, although the disorder was indescribable,
the actual damage was comparatively slight.

“He's not here!” said Mr. Stokes, looking
round. *‘‘Poor boy! He must have becen
flung out of the window! Castleton, too!
Perhaps they are both killed! Quick! Help
me to put these fires out! It will only take
us a moment!” .

In the meantime, Alan Castleton had
picked himself up, and was surrounded by
Nipper & Co., Handforth, and Mr. Goole
and Mr. Pyeraft. They were all asking
questions at once.

Alan pointed. He wanted time to think.
He pointed to the bushes in the centre of the
square.

(]

“There!” he muttered. ‘“Lord Pippin-
ton. He fell-~he fell there?”

They rushed to old Pippy, and pulled him
gently out of the bushes. He wasn’t dead,
as they expected. On the contrary, he seemed
very much alive, and was hardly even
singed.

sald Reggie Pitt, with
Poor old
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“ Absolutely I” he muttered, as he groped
about. *“The gas! I mean, it absolutely——"

“Do net talk, my boy!” interrupted Mr.
Goole.  *“Dear, dear! This is a terrible
oceurrence ! It is a wonder both boys were
not absolutely killed on the spot!”

Alan was thinking swiftly.  He realised
that hoe would have to tell some story. He
was wearing his ordinary clothes, and that
would seem peculiar—for he would hardly
sleep in his coat and trousers. But his quick
brain soon solved the difficulty.

“I don’t know how it happened!” he said,
as the juniors and the masters gathered round
him -again. “I woke up suddenly—I don't
know why——"

“You must have heard us knocking ! said
Reggie Pitt, who had come up by this time.

“Yes, I suppose so,” replied Alan, taking
his cue.  “But I was too dazed, too be-
wildered. Somchow, I got my clothes on, 1
don’t know why I put them on—just
mechanically, I suppose.”

“But how did the explosion occur
Mr. Stokes.

Alan was ready for this. He half-suspected
that he had turned the gas on himself. TIn
getting out of bed, he remembered kicking
his foot against something on the fender, Per-
haps he had turned the tap on by accident!
Actually, nothing of the sort had occurred—
but Alan’s conscience was guilty.

“Pippinton did that!” he replied. “When
he found the room full of gas he went to the
window, and then he must have struck a

Gy

asked

match, or a lighter, or something. Anyhow,
I warned him, but it was too late. I don’t
know what happened after that. We were

both chucked through the window, I think.
Lucky we're not dead.”

The story sounded plausible enough, and
was swallowed without a suspicion. And as
for old Pippy, he didn’t know anything. He
had been too dazed, too far gone. When he
had completely recovered, he remembered
nothing of what had happened. )

And nobody in the whole school suspected
that somebody had made a grim attempt to
murder old Pippy as he slept !

The affair was regarded as a pure accident—
a mishap, from start to finish. And Alan
Castleton was greatly relieved, for nobody
knew of his night escapade. He had slipped

out of the situation wvery neatly. And his
handiwork remained unimpaired!
CHAPTER 15.

Under A Shadow !

N a way, Lord Pippinton
owed his life to the little
jape of Nipper & Co.’s.

Perhaps Alan Castleton
owed his life to the same
cause. Ior would that gaunt old stranger
have stopped at killing two? It was doubt-
ful. He might have had no scruples in kill-
ing Castleton in his deadly design.
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And but for the fact that the Ancient House
juniors were breaking bounds after lights-out,
nothing in the world could have saved Lord
Pippinton from being murdered in his sleep.

The school, of course, was completely
awakened,

That great explosion had aroused all.  And
for some little time there was a great amount
of excitement. IFellows came out of their
dormitories, and the domestic staff hastily
dressed, and came dewnstairs, thinking that
the whole school was on fire, and that they
had to flee for their lives.

It was almost an hour before the alarm hadl
died down., liven then, the fellows sat in
their bedrooms, excitedly discussing the situa-
tion. Not many knew exactly what had hap-
pened. It was only known that an exploston
had occurred, and there was much talk re-
garding Lord Pippinton. He had hal an
amazingly narrow escape.

And yet, after all, gas explosions are very
peculiar phenomena. Sometimes they will kill
ruthlesslv: at other times, a gas explosion
will send its victims hurtling through win-
dows, and through doorways, and scarcely
injure them at all, +

After evervthing was quiet again, Nipper
and Tregellis-West and Watson sat up in
their beds, talking in low voices. _

“Let’s forget old Pippy for the time being,”
Nipper was saying. “He’s unhurt, and
Castleton escaped, too. Let’s talk about our
own affairs,”

“Why talk about them?” asked Watson
ecloomily. “Talking won't make them any
better. We're booked for the sack to-mor-
row.”

“Dear old bovs, T don’t believe it,”" said
Sir Montie quietly. “There can’t be snch in-
justice as that—absolutely there can’t!”

The door opened softly, and Handforth &
Co. crept in.

“Thought we’d have a word with vou
follows, before going to sleep,” murmured
Handforth. ““This is the first chance we've
had since we were brought over here. What
do vou think of it all, eh?”

“I don’t know what to think,” replied Nip-
per. ‘At least, T do know—hut I don’t like
to say it. I don't want to bring .accusations
against a fellow until I have evidence fo
support it.”

“Which fellow?” chorused the others.

“Never mind now,” growled Nipper. “You
all know as much as I do—so why don't von
get vour wits to work ?”

“You don't mean Castleten, do
asked McClure.

“Yes, I do,” said Nipper.

“What!”

“T mean Castleton,” went on Nipper, “T'll
bet he’s responsible for this affair! Of course,
we shall never bring it home to him—anr
we're booked for a pretty hefty punishment,

"
vou?

!

in the morning. The thing is as black as

We were caught with
So what's tho
It only seems

*y
!

thunder against us.
the goods on us, so to speak.
good of making any denials.
wo are making matters worse by lying
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The juniors paid no heed, but rushed straight
The jnniors

frantically, then .gasped when he found it would not move.

were trapped |

[
H

‘* Boys, stop at onee ! ** came Mr, Horace Pyeraft’s raaping voice.
Nipper tugged at

for the window.
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"Ratz!" zaid Handforth., “I'm going to
kweep on denving 1t to the bitter end. We
didi’'t wreck Pyeraft's study. and we didn't
kuow anvthing about that corrosive acid 1n
{hose hottles of seent. By George, I'm not
going 1o be agecusod of o thing thar I dudn'c
da "

“¥You're accused already, old man,” Chureh
reminded - him.

"Well, I'm not going to be punished for
it—not  without a struggle, anyhow,” de-
clared Handforth grimly. “If Castleton is re-
sponsible, we'll prove 1!

“DBut how?" asked Nipper. “That’s the
point, Handy, We ecan't possibly bring an
accusarion against Castleton unnless we have
the evidence o go with it That wouldn’t he
farr. We may be all wrong—it’s only a sus-
meton, at the best. There's ne proof against
Castleton. ™

“1"here’s the preoof that he’s up against
v sgid Wataon.,

“Which isn't anv proof at all,” replied
Nepper, Y We can be fairly satisfied about it
enrseives, bur that’s no good to the Head..
And it would be rank injustice on our pari
to sav that (astloton is the eulprit when we
don't know 1. Wa all feel it, but we don't
knpw 1"

“Yoes, vou're right. old man, ™ said MeClare,
nowlding, " We haveon’t a shred of evidence,
have we? But it's clear enough. Castleton
must nave knewn =omething of our plans, and
I expees he pot that eorresive aeid in the
bottles of scent. Naturallv, we didn't ex-
amine them, and we used the stoff.”

“Castleton must have wrocked Pyeraft's ‘“ Boys, stop at onee ! " came Mr. Horace Pyer
stady. too—while we were upstairs,” con- for the window. Nipper tugged af il franticall
tinued Nipper. * And it was he who smashed
the windows, T expect. And what about that
explosion, teo? In the light of all this other
husiness, that explosion beeomes signilicant. ™

"Heaw i azled Hanidforth.

stuntial evidence, Handy—it's concrete, posi-
tive evidencp,”

: =5 iy 3 s ot M : = et = T wEL

"W L I suppose Castleton must have ; .-H;'ll' ELHdH.&I t put the acid in the bottles !
turned the gas on by accident. or something, " | PTOOsLE ALLICLY. _ _
replice the remove skipper.  “Perbaps he was “I know that—we al know it,” agreed Nip-

havire a cigarette after he got back, and that | per. " But who can we et 1o bedeve iﬁ_?
caused the exploston. We shall pever know | No, you chaps, the only thing we can do is
the real truoth, envhow.,  We can only guess at | to prepare ourselves for the worst, We're in

thinos the soup properly, and we've por to face the
"Bt how does that alter our position @™ | muosie.”
asked  Watson gloomily “We're eilther It secmed that Nipper was right.  They

A O R o N ] o g . . : . 2

|-"’3f3-" d for the sack, or a publiec flogging. 1| were completely in the trap—ecaught in Alan
tell vou, life 1= 1"-"‘-‘5'”{“':{ to look pretty {L"-‘f'j] (Castleton’s nor ! To ezcape from those meshes
to me. And we diudn’t do this thing! That w_f was  =heorly impossible. The raseal of the
e worst of 1t ] That's the thing that makes | Weet Tlouse had made no mistake in his act of

1 ‘5"-'"1"]1'9]” | revenge |

Handforlh orunted,

"T'm naot poinr to believe it he =aud =~
firmty, "1 don't believe for a minute that | '
the Head will be =o beastly unjust as to punish | CHAPTER 16.

us for a thine that we didn't de. The evi-
dence 15 only circumstantial, after all—-="

“That's just where vou make a mistake, e, ..\ LIRS were over,
Hondv,” put in Nipper, shaking his head. 3

“What do you mean?” awog with exeitement, 'Thae

“1I mean that My, Goole and Mr. Pyeraft svents of the night had
found us with these bottlos of =cont on us-—— heen discussed ever
atd wo were ustng thar corresive acid at the | sinee the msing bells had gone. And the
Elng M

replied MNippor, Plal’s not eirevm- | schoal had found another cause for talk, too

The Accnsation !

The whole school was
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The juniors paid no heed, but rushed siraight

he found it wonld no: move. The juniors

—ﬁ(]:]]{?l!][ﬂg that :hrr:..-' Badn't even known
in the howis of the nigit.

Six prominent foilows of the Ancient Hous
were under o shadow !

Nipper—Hamdforth—and il thewr chums!

Armstrong & Co., of the Fast House, did
not let anvbedy nis: the story, They werc
fuli of it. They came out inte the Triangle,
and they penetrated info the West Housc

and the Anpcient Housze and the Modern
Haouze, and teld the Remove fcllows the
of course, and Fullwood and

el Y. Pt )
Archio [_%]\i':llhm'm‘-_, and many others, simply
wouldn't believe it. It sounded too fan-
tastic to be true. They knew Nipper & Co,
and Handforth & Co, beiter than that! It
wasn't like those six fellows to do sueh de-
liherate destruction.

House rivaley was all werv well, and »a
jape was a jape, but this affair had been
nothing less than sheer wanton destruciion.

But now, aiter a lof of talk—after waves
[il.F L‘!KIZE“"H]!"[H i]FH] ]Iu'l-:'\-"*'l"li] Ih['{'.:lll.gh 1.I]J!.'= j'.ll]i':lr
guarters—tihe whaela schocl was in 13'1{,-'.' Hall,
Dr. Maleolm Stafford had eome upon the
platform seceompanicd by Mr. Barnaby Geolz
and Mre, Nelson Lee, and others,

“This morning,” sald the Head gravely,
Y have a very painful duly to perform. 1
have fo punish six bLows for a grave breach
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of dizcipline during the night. XNet oni
dic they break boumds, oo thes seted inoa
manner which 1 unworily—-——-" -

“11': not fair, =tr!" shovted Handlorih ex-
citedly., * We didn’t dg it!”

“HBilence ! shouted 1he prefects,

“I won't be silent!” roared Haudforih.
“I'm sorrv to aoterrupt vou, sir, oot oal:
not fair to accuse us ke this,. We didu't

wreck Mr, Pyeercaft’s study, and nobody eon
prove it! There weren't any wilnesses, amd
if vou'll make some inguirie: vou'll prob
ably find that somebody clse 15 guilty. Whe
pick on wus—just because we were in the
Kast House on a perfectly innocent japas ™
Dr. Staflord looked at Handforth steadily,
“When T have vour permission to procoed,
Handfaoreh, T will de 0, he said dangoerousiz

“I—I'm sorry, sir!” muottered Handiorth
" Awiully sorry, =ir! 1 didn't mean to in-
terrupt likc that!™

An ouwthurst on the Head's part woul
ave only mwade Hamdiorth worze. But 1D

Stafford’s quiet tone had completely conled
him.

“TIt is ouly right thar you should ali kuow
precisely  what happened 1w the Hast Hoo-o
last night,” continued the HFead., ™ Xo doubt
the story heis ol about, but it is liavle to
be exargeratesl. 1 want to tell you the simple
truth.” ) )

And so the Head continued, telling the
school what he really believed te be tho
L]

stimple trati.  The schonl lstened in shocked

QA gement.
“It's wove than T can understand, that's
al]l ' said Fullwood, az he turned to (Chve

Russeil, “1t's not like Nipper (o do a thing

like that! It's not like Handy, cither! They
mivst have been off their rockers!™
“I can't believe they did ! said the

Canadian juanior,

“No; it wanis some swillowing,” agreed
Ralph Leshe,  * But whatl else ean we think ?
Tt secms that they were caugiht red-handed!
You heard what the Head satd, didn't vou ®'"
“"Yes!” sakl Clive, looking troubled.
“And -hie Head wouldn’t talk like this un-

less be was pozitive,” continued Fgllwood.
“Well, its beats me. The asses were crazy,
that’s al.. Hallo! They've been told to

stand forward. My poodnpess! 1 hope they’re

nob roing to be sacked

The six accused juniors had been ordered
on to the patform. Ther walked up, red
1 tho face, and tight-lipped. It was a novel
cxperience for them to be hauled before the
whole schoel, and to face the eondemnation
of their fellows!

Somebody  started a  hiss  somewhere.
Others look it up, and before long there

wern some hoots, and beoing, tee.

“Bilence!" shouted the prefeects |

“Loock at the saints!” jeered a vouee.
“Lock at the ehaps who've always been held
up as good exampleg——-"

“ Bilence!™

The murmurs died away, and Nipper & Co.
were [eellng rather dazed. There were alwayvs
neople  ready to belicve the worst, Fven
now, before thev had really been punished, a
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cortain proportion of the school was eager
ta hies them, and to condemn them.

The headmaster looked them over with a
o aVe oL,
“*Now, bovs. I am going to give vou a

ciianie to confess,” he said quictly. “ What

is the chjecet of keeping up this denial? You
know well enough that Mr. Goole caught
vou, You know that no other bov was in

thee Bast House unlawiully during the night,
Wi do vou not confess to this indiseretion,
g -

“Woe ecan't confess, sir, becansze we didn't
o gt lnh'nthml Handforih erufily,

“Dhay vou stil depy this charge ©7

“NYes, sirl”

“Dear me!” sanl the Head, his brow be.
coming stern. T had hardly expected this.
I 'hh fropinge  Lthat reflection would have
Leouzghe more senze to von nll. Apd so von
maintain that veu are imneeent?  Fren m’tﬁr
being  caught  red-memled, von have the
amdaciry to stamd here and ’rt']l me that vou

il mal eonmnnit this olfenes ¥

“We eommmmttied the offence of hreaking
hounds, sie.” said Nipper., “We also com-
rmticd the offence of raiding the Hast House.
DBt we only went theve 1o sprinkle seent,
and s pat Aowers amd ribbons into the
junioe stodies, ™

dieulous D muttered Mr.
L other side of the nlatform.

“T wish [ could believe this, bovs,”™ =aid
Ahe headmaster, YT r1!l] now, T have ':.['.1."11.*-
neld a very high opinion of vou. But how
can 1 helieve this denial -D-'E vours® Since
vou did not put that corrosive neid into the
seent bhottles—those bottles which vou, your-
wives, were using—who did?  If vou dia
not wrork AMr, Pveraft’s study, who 1= teuly
re=pon=ibie? What have you to say*”

* Nothing, sir,” 'f*p]|{*:;]_ Tﬁ.‘lpm:'r quietly.
“Weo don't know who l“i responzible.

“Hat  we  suspect!” breathed Tommy
Watsznn to himself.

Iir. Stafford shook his head.

&L r

I'iis won't do,” he said gravelv. “Yao
deny the charge, and vet yvon eannot give
any explanation. It is quite obvious to me
that it is a waste of time to talk to vou. I
shall proceed with your punishment at once!l”

Pyeraft, from

CHAPTER 17.
The Punishment !

i
| T was hopelass.
t’:q,/"r As q‘u per  had  sus-
pectod i'mm the first, Dr.
Stafford was not likely to
leave this matter in
abevance. The culprits had been discovered
in the act, and any kind of investigation was

ANSWERg |
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That was the way Dr,

UHNECO33ATY, Qtafford
looked al ic. e had the evidence of Me.
aoole and Lhe evidence of Mre, Pyeraft. EHa
could not question the word of two of his
masiers.

“1  shall make this - punishment very
drastic,” said the headinaster. * At Arsk, -
decd, I had an idea of expelling the ring-
leaders, But I will net go to that extremao

measare, ™

This was a relief, at all events.

Alan Castleton feit a pang of disuppoint-
ment as he heard the Head's words.  Ha
had been wallting eagerly., He had beoen ex-
pecting the Head to annonnce the expulsion
of all the six eculprits. And vet he wasn't
going to sack one of them! Alan felt bitter
with him. And then he brightencd up—at
the Head's next words.

“You will all be publicly Aogged—now
e wens on, “As an added punishment,
every hali-holiday will be cancelled be-
iween now and the rest of the present term.™

“But—but that means we shan't be able

to play in the foothall marches, sir!™ goaped
Handlorth,

“1 am afradd it does”

“Then—then I shan't be able to  play
roalie | ejaculated  Handforth, startled.
w How do you think St. Frank's 1s going to
win if I'm not in goal "

“Ha, ha, hal"

In =pite of the praviiv of the situabion,

a shout of laughter went up from the school.
[t was coaracteristic of Handforth to be
thinking abeut kis position of goalkecper

at a moment like this. The prospect of a
flogging did not worry him in the lcast.
But heinge denied [ootball filled him  with

dismay.,
“But for the fact that you bovs hold :.uf::h

reputations, 1 would certainly expel you,’
continued the Head. * Your offence i3 very
rrave - very serious, indeed. [ am amazed

should have descended to such
mean, despicable triek. It 15 not in keeping
with wour characters. There is scarcely a
black mark against any of your names,
And wyet you have done this! 1 am wvery
SOFTY—Very sgorry in more ways than one.
For it has destroyed a great deal of my
faith in vou.”

“I know it looks jolly black against us,
“ but didn't do

that wvou

sir,”’ sald Handiorth, we )
it. And we'll go on denving it unfil we'ro
black in the face, if you like. We didn't

wreck BMr, Pyeraft’s study, and we didn't
know anything about that acid—-"

“There 13 no need to go all over it again,
Handiorth,” interropted the Head grimly.
“And if vou persist in these absurd denials,
1 can do nothing but add to vour punish-

ment., You had far better remain silent,™
He turned on his heel, and consulted
with Nelson Lee and Mr. Goole. Church
and MeClure  tugged at  Handiorth's
slooves,
“What's the malter?” demanded theip
leader,

“Keoep quiet, you ass!" multered Church,
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. ARTHUR
CASTLETON
AT ST. JIM'S!

Baggy Trimble, the fat and
fatuows junior of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim's, 158 always
open to try out a scheme i
there's any easy money attached
| toit. And once Baggy discovers
that Arthur Castleton has been
generous encugh to give an
itinerant musician a whole fver
—that sets Baggy's fat wits
working overtime ! Why
shouldnt he bag a fiver in
the same way?

What the outcome of the
fat junmior’s latest wheeze is
you will learn from

“THE CHANGELING
| OF ST. JIM'S!"

the next story in the astonish-
mng ' Castleton " senies which
appears in this week’s bum-
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in alarm. “You'll be sacked, or something,

if you keep on jawing !
“Well, it's true, isn’t it?" asked Hand-
forth aggressively. “Why shouldn’t we

deny the charge?™

“ Beeause it's & waste of breath,” replied
Church. “Nobody will ever Dbelieve us,
Handy.™ :

“Yes, it's a lot better to remain silent,”

said Nipper. 1 don't blame the Head,
eitner, The evidencee is  absolutely c¢om-
plete, Let's think ourselves lucky that we'se
not sacked.  Wo'll take our %ruul without
rrumbling,.  And later on, perhaps, we'll be
able to re-establish ourselves.™

Nelson Lee came over towards them—the
first time he had scen them since the story
of the supposed offence had got about.,

“This 15 & bad business, Nipper!|”
Leo quictly. _

“Very bad, guv'nor,” replied Nipper.
“I've just told Handy that it's nc good
denving the charge—bnt I don’t mind deny-
ing it 1o you. We duln’t do 8"

“Do yon all give me your solemn words
on this¥®" askcd Nelson Lee,

said

“Yes, sir!"

“"Hm! I am rather inclined to believe
you, boys,” said Lee, much to their joy.
“However, don’t count on anything., 1 dor't

suppose [ shall be able to persuade the
Huead, ™

Nelson Lee relied solely upon Nipper's
word. Never in hiz life had Nipper teld

a deliberate he to Lee, Whenever a serious
question arvese, Nipper could be relied upon.
Lee knew that perfectly well  And there
WIS Emnﬂ'hi:sg i :‘-iippl.er’ﬁ ey 03 jllﬁ.i. oW
which told him that none of thesc accusa-
tions were thoroughly justificd,  These hoys
had not done the things that were attribured
to them, .
Loc gquickly went across the platform, and
engaged Dr. Stafford in conversation, o
some Little time, the Head hesiteted, and he
and Nelson Lee engaged in carnesl talk., The
six culpreits believed, for & time, ihat tha
whole affair was to be postponed.  Noelzcn

Lee s trying 1o make dolay—:=0 that thee
could be an mquiry., DBut his efforts were
N voin,

“Really, Mr. Lee, I fail to see the roasch
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for any posiponcment,’” said Dr. Stalford, at In the ranks of the Remove, Alan Castle-
last. I we were dealing with circuwnstantial | ton gloated. He was safe now—absolutely
evidenee, I should not hesitate to grant your | safe!

request. ok we have Mr. Goole's word Lhﬂ-tl. But was he?

these six boys were found in his Housc—and _—

they were found al their razcally work, They

must pay the price now., 1 am very sorry-—- 1 CHAPTER 18.
amm deeply grieved—but my duty 15 plain.”
Anid he mmeant it, too. The six culprits Too Stesp For Bell
knew that he meant it shortly afterwards, PRl [SMISSAL came, and every- 4
for they were flogged i front of the whole WAl B hody rooped bk Gf Big*

school— Hogged severely.
They took iheir medicine without a sound.
The indignity of it all was ten times more
painful than the actual punishment. A flog-
ging, when all was said and done, was noth-
ing 1o be afraid of. A lLittle physical pain

for a time, and then it was over, But the | myjanele, found himself face to face with
scorn of the whole school was a different | wajlace and Gulliver and Bell, They hadl
thing. It_ was this scorn which l}urued and followed him out, and had headed him off.
scared and went right into the vitals of the s Tost & minute, Casztloton.” said Wallace,

':“,lli:]'réﬁ' had 1 T “We want a word with you!"”
wre had been no cheering— suppork TH S e oty A

fromm the school, Eyervbody had watched CHAES weid | pAd sl
in grimn stlence. And what could that mean
—except that the school theronghly approved

of the Head's treatment?

Hall, talking excitedly. 1t
was very seldom that six
juniors wera flogeed at tha
same tune, and the school had plenty to talk
about.

Alan Castleton, walking out nto the

“1 wanled fao
see vou fellows, too! No reason why wao
shouldn't have a little chat, eh 7"

They drew aside, out of carshot of any of
the others.

Most of the fellows believed that Nipper “Do you know anvthing about this busi-
& Co. had been carried away by excitement | ness, Castleton *" asked Wallace,
—ihat they had entered uwpon thiz escapade “hnow anvthing about it!" echoed Alan.
m a4 wild hour of indiscretion. The decent | 7 know all about it ™
follows wern silent because they were shocked. “What do vou mean?”
Tha rest were silent because it was too risky “1 mean that T worked it.™
to be anything elsc. And they weren't going |  “You—worked it"" repeated Wallace, in
to cheer the culprits. a voice of great admiration. “ Dy gad! Da
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you mean to say that vou—— Phew! 1
knew von Were i decp chap, Castleton, but
tl:tc; heats me!

"at  how
Beldl,

“As easily as winking!” prinned Alan,
“And now thoso ra.d- have had a fopging.
AL their hali-holidays for the rest of the
term are docked.  Didn’t T tell you that
I would get even? I was hoping they'd be
sackoed, but ' very satisfied, on the wheole.™

“How did you do it, old man?” asked
Wallace, chuckling. I must say you're a
brainy one!”

15 was a= easy as winking,”
“1 happened to hear them
their plans—you know, the
ling Arinsiros ng & Co's ciot
So I got busy.”

w33

*You gﬂt busy

“Yeos,"  proceeded Alan  ecoolly., *'Last
night, just before going to bed, I slipped the
catch of Btudy €, in the Anmwl.. House, And
as =00n as evervbody was in bed, 1 ran down
and got into Hamilton's study, and went te
thoe eaphoard. DBut it wasn’t bare! Oh, no!

did wvou work itf " asked

replied Alan.
tatking about
lens for sprink-
ng with scent.

There were six little scent bottles, if you
pease, filled with secent !

“Neot with  corrosive  acid?” asked
Gulliver.

UM course not,” said Alan. 1 took tha
corrcsive acid  Borrowed it from the lab.
Nobody will'miss it, of course.”

“And do vou mean to say you changed all
that scent % :

“Not all of it," replied Alan. "' Only
abounl half of 11, But thal was quite enough,
The mixture was strong enough to do the
good work—and the scent was strong cnough
to prevent the chaps from suzpecting. If
they
they only fthought if was= the spirit in i, or
something like that.,  Anvhow, the dodge

worked, <o wly should T worry ?7

“And Preraft’s study ¥V

“That was a picce of my work,” grinned
Alan. “Tn fact, a work of art, eh?¥ Gad,

voun ought to have scen it by the time 1
had finished! Torn books—slashed chairs—
and genecral wreckage., I made a thorough
jeb of it while T was about 1L. And of
cour=c, these six chaps wore——"

“You votter!™ said Bell, hotly.

“Eh

“Hang 1, I'm not any too particular,”
said Bell, *but this is too steep for me! Ii's
a bit too thick!" »

“(Chnek i, Bell, voun ass.”™ said Wallace,
[rowning, “Tl admit the thing's a bit steep,
but I'm with Cuastleton all the time.”

“Same here!” aprecd Gulliver.

“"Then I'm not.” said Bell angrly. *1
don't think muoch of Nipper, and T hate
aricd defest Handlorth, Thev've all a lot of
siobe and  eads and goody-moadies | Bt
when it romes to deliberately  trappin’ om

noticed a chemical nill about the scent,
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like that, and wreckin’ Pyeraft’s study, and
all that acid business——  Well, it’s touo
rolten! 1 don't want .|n1.t}1|rug tn do with
yvou, Casileron. By gad, you're nothin® but

a rotten crook!
lous rotter!™
Alan Castleton elenched his feeth,

You're a beastly unscrupu-

“You'd better go carefully ! he said
hercely.

“Confound you!” shouted Bell, “Why
should 1 go Ldrefully? You ecan’t ficht! We

know that well 'enough! And I’m not afraid

of you—vyou rotter!™

“Chuek it, Bell!” szaid Wallace, glancing
round,

“I wan’t chuck it!” roared Bell. “1It’s
too thick! It's too jolly rotien!™

“Don’t shout!” urged Gulliver. *“*You'll

have some of the other chaps hearin’ Fﬂu"’
Bell was reckless.

“1 don’t care 1f they do hear me!” he
retorted hotly. “I don’t want anyvthin® to do
with Castleton! He's admitted that he
wrecked Pyeraft’s study, and he's admitted
that he changed that scent for acid. He's
& beastly tricksier!™

George Bell was very excited. It waz rather
unusual for him. For Bell was several kinds
of a rotter, and he had always supported
Wallace in the latter's unserupulous little
schemes. DBut even Bell drew the line at
Alan’s ecool and callons way. And he took.
no trouble to lower his voice a3 he uttered
those words.

It 20 happened that Buster Boots and Bob
Christine, of the Modern House, were within
earshot. They heard the words, and drew
closer. And poth of them were looking almaost
a3 excited ar Bell,

“What's that you were saying, Bell?”
asked Boots, grasping Bell by the arm.
“Oh, nething!™ said Bell, regretting his

excitemnernt,

“Yes, you were saying something!” said
Bob Christine. “* You'd beller repeat it, too!
You said that Castleton wrecked Pwveraft's
study.”

“Bo he did!” ghouted Bell, az he saw Alan
glaring at him. “He's just told vs =0! He
took some acid from the lab, too, and substi-
tuted it for that scent! He’s just told us all
abgut it, the rotter! I don't want anyrhing
maore to do with him!"

Alar Castleton, wtterly taken aback, turned

WAy, |
“1t’s all les!"™ he =ald, with a coolness
that he did not feel. “The fellow’s mad!

1 never said any H‘l[ll’f of the sort! He's gone

loony, or something "
And Custleton walked hurriedly H.'nh!.\?

But it was too late. Bell had let the cat
out of the bag, and before long a crowd was

ronnd him, eagerly asking guestions, it
seemed that the iruth was to come out, atter
all ! -



CHAFTER 19.

Looking For Castleton |

QOO-00!"

Edward Oswald Hand-
{forth started sz he heard
the booing, He had just
come out of the Ancient

with Chureht and MeClure, He

Hopsn

clenched his fists, and  looked across the
Trianesle, particularly towards the Iuast
House, There, a crowd of the rane and file

wias itawuslging in this barracking.

**1%1 smash them!” said Handforth ageres-
sively.

“Don’t!” said Church. * What's tone use?
We're in disgrace, old man, snd there’s an
end of it. It won't do us any good if you
ro about knocking spots oft the ~haps. 1t
won't help us if wyou distribute black eyes
and thick ears!”

“But it'll help me!” said Handierth
powtedly, *“It'll help to relieve my feelings!
By George! It': a bit thick when the leps

start booing us like this!"

It was, indeed, a novel experience for the
heroes of Btudy D And Nipper and his
chums had come in for the same kind of
treatment, too. They were standing npear
West Arch, talking to Reggie Pitt and Jack
Greyv. Iandforth & Co, joined thom,

“0Of course, we don't believe a word of it!"”
Regoie Pitt was saying., “ Fullwood and Do
Valerie and Archie an' all the other decent
chaps are on your side, my sons. There's
been trickery. Bomebcdy has worked against
ow,”’

. “Hi, Nipper! roared Buster Boots, from
the other side of the Triangle.

Nipper turned, and zaw Boots waving wildly
tc him. A crowd had gathered there for
some reason. And Nipper =aw that Alan
Castlotun was walking out towards the gates
—wilking hurriedly, as though he bk d re-
ceived a sudden eall, As a matter of faet,
Alan had a feeling withiz: him that the
Triangle of 8t. Frank’s was .. very unhealthy
spot for him just at this particular moment.

“*Something on over there,” said Nipper,
nodding towards Boots. I suppose wo'd
better mo over. Thank goodness they’re naot
all arainst us. Wa've still got some [riends.”

“Of course you have!” grinned Reggie
Pitt. “*There aren't many chaps who believe
the worst of you, my sons. Keep your
peckers up.  We'll get at the truth, sooner
or later.™ :

“A bit sooner than later!” said Bob Chris-
tine, nd he ran up. “We've found the chap
who did ig]"

“What 7"

“TFact!™ said Bob. “Bell, of the Ancient
House—*
“1ell!" said Handiorth, starmg “Da you

mean to say Lhat Bell—

“No, of course not,” interrupted Bob.
“ Dell i3 the chap who can tell us tha truth.”
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“Can Be!ll tell the truth?" asked Reggie
Pk, 1o surprise.

"""{mt as a rule, but I rather think he's in
a traihful mood just now,” went on DBab,
agrinning. " He's had a row with Castlelen,
ard with Walluee  and Gulliver, 1 beliove.
Anynow ]1& suve that Castleton is the chap

‘l.*i.hfr did the divly work.”

The six o ﬂ|mt=- exe hansrLd glances

“Didu't we say sal! murmureed I'umm;'
“Warson,

“Let's hear what Bell has to say,” saud
Nipper briskly.  "OP course, this evidieonce
150 6 any good, not fiom the pomt of view

of the Head. We ear’t sneak on Castleton.
But it’ll probably do w8 o lof of good in tha
srhow]

“Rather!” satd Pitt. “The fellows will
know the truth, and they'll L:.luunhm with
von instead of booing and hooting.”

They went across, and found DBell  ths
{_Ii"'ITI‘E! of ats raciion. It was a novelty for
Bell, and he was feeling rather pleased with
himnzelf.

“Custleton’s too steep for mel"™ e was
saving., “And when he came along and ad-

mitted that he had put acid into tlose scent-
bottles, and boasted that he had wrecked Py-
cralt's study, T was a bit fed-up. I couldn't
help showting ab the ehap. He's too muth of
a warm for me.'

And Bell readily went into detaila, A great
crowd had collected by now, and there was
such obvious truth in Bell's statement that
popular opinign wveered round in favour of
Nipper & Co. and Handforth & Co. In the
eves of the jJunior school, thay wore
pxonerated,

There was a further cause for this fechng.

Alan Castleton had suddenly disappeared!
He had gone out, and hadn’t said whers he
Wils going, or when he would be back., Parties
went all over the school, looking f{or him,
arnd didn't learn until afterwards that he
had gone towards the village.

And then there were crowds waltinoc—waib-
inz at the pates, ready to give Alan a recep-
tton when he came back.

“We'll smash him, and then we’ll make
hirn go and confess to the Head,” zaid Reggio
Pitt grimly. **I want you fellows to leave
this in my hands. Castleton belongs to the
West House, and T’m the skipper there Tl

deal with him, the worm!"

*“*Hear, hear!™

“Liet Thit take him on when he comes
Lack !

“Hather ™

There was a complete reversal of opinion,
and a hot wave passed ihrough the junior
school. It extended to the Fourth, even—ior
the Fourth was closely concerned o Lhis

alfair. It was Caslleton who had wreckod
Mr. Pycrait’s study, who had maliciously
got thoze six fellows flogged. He had ad-
milted it. Under great pressure, Wallaco and
Gulliver had rcoreoborated Dell's  words,
There wasn't any doubt on the subjeret.  Alan
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Alan Castleton proceeded to wreck Mr. Preraft’s study completely.

bhavoc,

“By gad ! ™ he muttered triumphantly. ** They’ll have s job to explain this away | "

In five minutes he had created absolute

part of his scheme for getting his revenge npon Nipper and Co. !

had admitted it from his own lips, and he
- would Lave to pay the conzequences!

But where was ho

The juniors knew that he had gone towards
the village, but they dared not go out after
him, beecause morning lessons were due to
start 1n a little while.

Seldom, indeed. had the school been so
inscnsed.  Evervbody was against Castleton,
and be had gone—he bhad cleared oui.  Alan
had dane this beeanse he had a fecling with-
in him—a rooled  econviction—that he had
“made 8t Frank’s rather too hot to hold him !

He had never expected this sudden rhange,
He had gloated over his vietory to Wallace
& Co., helieving that they wounld be entirely
nn hiz side.  Bell's sadden ehanpe of tone
had taken Alan by surprise.  And now the cat
was out of the bag!  The lower school was
cnraped aganst hom, and he was in mortal
fcar.

Conitne Lback lowards the schonl, just before
Clessons, Alan bad aporoached behind a cover-
ing hedge, and he had seen the crowds—-he
had licard the shouts of anger.  He know thal
those zshouts eoncorned him!  And he was
. afraid to return—afraid to show himself!

For onec he had gone ton far, and
craven heart wys filled with dread.

!Jiﬁ

This was
; CEAPTER 20.
j
? ik ‘"'zf ; The Telegram,
: ; 5 » 155, Alan  (Castleton  was
'{:/2 afraid,.

A If he showed himsclf Le-
fore lessonis he would bo
seized, he would be ragged
unmercifully.  And that was the right wovd
to usc—unmercifully.,  The fellows were in
such & mand that they would treat bim with
brutal violence, Not only would he be made
to run the gauntlet, but there were other
avwflul cipericnees to go through, And Alan
was afraid to {ace them—he had reachked tha
end of his tether.

He knew what to expeet if he only =ot foot
on St, Frank’s ground again. - He was scared
out of his witz—he was dwnbiounded by this
vnexpected developmont.

And =0 he rambled on across the meadows,
careless of the consegnences. He would wals
until the last bell went, Ther he weuld sneak
mtoe the Remove Form-room. Yes, that
would be i, He would go in after all the
others were in their places—afrer Mr, Crowel]
had taken his scal at the desk.
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Of course, it would mean lines—iwo or
three hundred lines, perhaps. But what did

that matter? Tlu‘.- juniors wouldn't be able

to touch him under Mr. Crowell's eyes.  They
could glare, and they could threaten him.
But he would be guite safe.

Finding himself ncar the wvillage, another

thought came to this voung rascal.

Arnd it was such a stagpering thought ihat
ho halted in his tracks, and stared straight
before him, his eves gleaming and burning.

“Why not?? he multered feverishly, * Andd
yvet— 1 don’t know, though! He mighl
agrec—ho's jolly soft in mosl things 1"

Ho stood there for two or three minutes,

=0 thunderstruek was he by the enormity of §

the scheme that had entered his brain, He
wanted to get it clear-—he wanted to think
it over thoroughiy. By this iime lic had
completely forgotten lessons,

It liad oceurred to him for an instant {hat
it might be a good idea to run away. Pui
then the thewght of bis father made him
dismi-z this idea. He couldn™ run away !
He would rather face St Frank’s than face
his father! And Alan Castleton wasn't made
of the staff that would lead him to seck
adventures- on a ship, or anywhere else,  Hoe
was too fond of his comforts. Desides, run
ning away was only a fool’s pame. He
eould think of a hetter way than that.

He had no fear of lis raseality coming to
the wars of the Head. There was no proof
againzst him. They wouldn't be able fo get
up arw  ovidence to show  that lie had
weocked Mr, Pyeraft’s study. And he would
naver admit it to the Headmaster if he was
prossod,

Na, he was afraid of the juniors. :

He knew that they would make s [ife
unbearable enee he went back to ihe school.
He would be kicked and cuffed all over the
piace. Evervhody would turn arainst him,
His life would be a sheer toriure.

And then this fresh scheme had come inio
hi= cunning mind.

It was o stupendous scheme, and, at ihe
same time, it was a despicable schemoe.

But it depended upon another,

In: his extremity his mind went out towards
his twin brother—Arthur!  Arthor could
help him in this extremity of his.  Arthor
(Castleton was at St Jim's.

“Where 15 8t Jim's¥"" muttercd Alan, as

he stood there 3 the lane, “I5 can't he far |
nif. It's in the 'a'mm county, anvhow—i1t's
in Bussex, Yes, 8t Jim's.  Arthur's there,

and if T send bim " telegram he conld meet
me this afternson. Gad, it'e a half-holiday.
Lo ! Why not?
him ! And whe would know? Tt's a stun-
ning whecze—the greatest idea of a contury !

ITe suddenly shrugged hiz shoulders, and
made up his mind, Then he hurried nlo
the village, and went to the-post office.

He drafted out a telegram to  Arthor
Castleton, at 8t. Jiun's School, near Ryl
combe, It was gquite a long telegram, and it
eost Alan four or five shillings. But
dida't ecare. The wmwoney was well speni,

(FTL

Perhaps T can persuade
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He went out of the post office, and hus heart
was beating more evenly now,

“Will he come*” he muttered. ** Will he
miect moe at Abbotsiord? If he does, I think
I shall be able to wangle him. And he can't
voery  well refuse, because there's no tuno
[or him to put i off, ITe'll have to start for
Abbotsferd almost as soon as he gels the

telegram,  And I know Arthur—as soft as °
putty. He'll come all cight '™

‘He went back towards 5t. IFrank’s, that
weam st in his eye. For momaert  hea

wondered i he should wail—il he should
play truant for the mormng. 1t might be
just as well, What did he eare, anyhow? Tt
wis better than geoing back and facing

“1 don't know, though'!™ bhe murmured.

NEXT WEDNESDAY'!

X R B P N e WP W R E P B P T

“Uhey can’t fouch me while T'm in ¢lass.
And s soon as lessons are over I shall have
to start for Abbotsford myself. L shali bo
cafe enough—and I'd belter go back, any-
how, just to sce bow {he Imm lics,  erhaps
it fmu't so bad as I imagine.’

This was quite a b thought,

If the feeling agamst hon was ol oo

serious s he now believed, he might be ablo
to send Artbhur another {elegram.  And that
would  stop  him  coming. Yo, it was
przeptizl that he should go  back 1o St
Trank's, and diseover how ibhings were going

And g0 he went.

fe recoived o bit whon he

of a shock ok
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into the Triangle, and glanced at the school
clock.

Morning, eesons had been going on for
half an hour! What was Mr, Crowell likely
to do? Probably he would be caned,

Well, it wouldn't hurt him much, al ithough
he dlrlnt quite relish 1t. But he ‘would in-
vent a'good exeuse, Alan was very clever at
inveniing oxcuses !

Ho walked toward: the School House,
entered, and made his way towards the
Boemove FPormeroom. Just for a moment he
hesitated  outside the door.  Then, with
another shrug of his shoulders, he placed his
hand on the door-knob and turned it. He
strade in, cool and supercilious,

And Mv. Crowell, turning from his desk,

" «STAGGERING
THE SCHOOL!”

Arthur Castleton at 5¢. Frank’s !

He takes the place of his twin brother
Alan, little suspecting the true state of
affairs at St. Frank’s., He soon finds
out, of ecourse, but by then it is too
late to retreat. And so Arthur sets out
to redeem his brother’s rascality.

Nipper, Handforth, and the other
juniors sense the change, and they are
much mystified. Apgainst their wills,
almost, they find themselves beginning
to like Castleton,

This, the concluding story of the
present series, is a treat not to be missed.
Make sure of securing your copy by
ordering NOW 1

« PRIDE O’
CIRCUS ! »

Another long instalment of Willy
Handlorth’s popular serial of eireus-
life thrills.

e ORDER IN ADVANCE!

regarded the late arrival with angry eyes. [If
there was one thing that Mr. Crowel de-

THE

tesied, it was latencss,

Mr., Crowell adjusted his glasses, and
drew a deep breath.
CHAPTER 21.
A Grim Prospect !
o ALT !

i Alan Castleton pulled
himself up  as Mr.
Crowell barked out the
word, Alan had been

walking to his place as though evervthing was
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as usnal. He was aware that all the other
Remove fellows wern looking at him with
glaring eves. Trom every desk came these
baleful looks. Alan needed no telling that he
had been wisze In waiting until now.

“Castleton ™ rapped out Mr. Crowell

ﬁ'lﬂir?'J

‘(Come here, Castleton ™

Alan turned and went to Mr. Crowell’s
dezk. He found the Form-mastor looking at
iy in & very angry manner.

“Bince vou have decided to grace us with
your presence after all, Castleten, perhaps
vou will be good encugh to explain the mean-
g of this laieness?” went on Mr. Crowell
acidly., “1 have no desire to interfere with
vour liberiies, but T would remind you that
there are ecrtain hours when von are sup-
posed to devote yvourself to studice, Why are
you late ¥4

“1 went for a walk, =ir.”

“Tndeed ¥ said Mr, Crowell

“So you wionb
for a wally, Castleton?”

“Yes, air!t”

“Ts that all you have to zay "

“Yes, sirt”

“Well, since you can go for a walk =o
Eﬂﬂii}-‘, I:'Elst.lﬁmn, I_J-E_'"t'hﬂ[].‘-i. WOLE will wrile me
five hundred lines [ said Mr. Crowell **And
let me remind you that vou must gg for ne
further walks until those Jines ave™ wriilen

and delivered, 1 shall require them at tea-
timie at the latest. Go to your place!”

Castleton went, cool and insolent. What
did he care about the five hundred lines? I
his pians went well, he wouldn't be anywhere
near St. Frank’s at tea-time. 5o bhe had
nothing to worry about. Ie didn’t care how
many lines Mr., Crowel) gave him,

He sat down in his place, and the morning
lessons procecded, Not that Alan wae feelinge
particularly comforiable. He could see thosc
glares from all sides. He knew that he was
being gazed upen by every one of his Form
fellows, and those gazes were the opposite of
friend!y.

Handforth, who was comparatively near,
leaned across his desk and threw 2 pellet of
paper at Castleton,

S ¥ou wait! hiszed Handforih as  Alan
glanced round. “You think you're joliy
clover, don't woun?  But owanl oantil afler
lessons ! We're going to make you confess

to the Head!
skin of vour
“Huandlorth ™ caid "ui] Crowell sharply,
“Eh? Oh, sorry, sir!” sald Edward Oewakd,
Yoy wore talking, H:Lndfm'ih!”
“-IEI.TEH, sip !

“Then don’t do it again, Handforth ! said
the TForm-master. "I won™t have 1hesc
disturhances

And lessons went on again for five or ton
minutes, Then a prefect came in and engagod
Alr, Crowell in conversation for o moment oy
two. Fullwood seized the opportunity to have
a word with Alan.

“Yaou'd better look out for yourself, Castle-

ton !™ he said grimly. “'We'll have the truth

We'll drag you there by the

E |
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vut of you at breuk—we'll make you confess!
And after lessons we're going to take vou to
the Head—just as Handforth said! And 1
hopoe it means the sack!”

“(5o to the deuce!” said Akn bluntly.

“You rotler!”

“Wait until afier lessons!

“By 1ingo. we'll take it oul of you then!

“We'll make you sore for a month !

Mre. Crowell turned, aslonizhed by
initttered threats,

“Silenee !” he shouted. * How dare you?®”

Alan, at his desk, mentally decided that
he was in a tricky position. It wasn't mercly
one set of the juniors that were against hun,
but the whole Form. They had made up
ihieir minds to foree the truth ouk of him,
and then he was to be taken to the Head so
that he should confess. It would mean a
flogeing at the very least, and probably the
saclk. He would have to go very earefully or
he would find himself bevond his depth.

There was “hbreak ™ to consider, too.
Alan got over this difficulty fairly easily.
put up his hand, and Mr. Crowell frowned.

“Well, Castleton, what do you want?” he
asied curtly.

“*Are vou going to stay in the class-room
during ° break,” sir?"” he asked,

“Nes, T am,” replied Mr. Crowell. 1
have 'ﬁ."r'lH']i tc:u do during the interval. Why ?*

“Well, az T was late, sir, T rather H‘IDU"]||
1'd ::':.111.0 up a lrttle lost time hy staying in
during ° break,”” replied {_H'.'-CHF'tCI-I'J coolly
“"l'!ml is, #ir, if yvou don’t mind.’

g1

11!

these

But

Alr. Crowell softenad somewhat, having no
wica of Alan's motive.

“CUertainly, Castleton,” he =aid. “You
have my full permission to stay in. [ am
elad Lo see you appreciate the point. If you

devote vourself elozely to work, T may even
'r'q:{nrn'- the pumber of vour lines.™

‘Thank vou, sir!” said Castleton,
trinmphant glance at the Form.

Again he had escaped them ! But by doing
thiz, as Alan kpew well enough, it was only
poadine  them further and further. They
would he more and more determined than
ever. It was a grim prospect that awailed
him. And even if he escaped during * break ™
he could not remain in the class-roomn after
leszons were over for the morning.,  They
would have him then!

Ae. {'rowell staved in the class-room during
the interval, and Alan was safe. He worked

with a

hiard, too, much {o the Form-masier’s satis-
faction. He redueed the imposition hy a
hundred lines. Not that Alan cared a toss
about this. Still, he was =afe.

There was a certain restlessnes: in the
Form during the latter half of the morning's
worl, BMr. Crowell noted it, and he shrewdly
suspected  the truth.  But he made no
inquiries. He knew that the Form was
incensed against Castleton, and bhe himself
had no great likinge for ﬂ'I:P new bov. So he
rmnauwd dlnrrwhv unconscions of the brew-
ing storm. At the same time he was rather
pleased  with Castleton, for Castleton  had

He
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acted in a manner which he had not expected.

Three minutes before the time for dismiszal,
Castleton again raised hiz hand.

“Doa you mind, sir, if I leave now?"” he
asked steadily. My tooth has suddenly
started a.::hmg VOry L‘urj.dli; and I've got somae
epeeial stuff m my Etud"r, There's only two

Cminutes to go, sir, and I've finished my ‘work.

1 hope you don’t mind, sir?”

Mr, Crowell glanced at the clock.

“As your Lm:-t-h is aching, Castlelon, 1 will
excuse yvou,” he said. **You may go”

“Thank you, sir!” said Alan coolly.

He walked towards the door, and be could
not reframn from turning a {.-;Iﬂaiing face to-
wards the Form. Once again he was about

| to vecapoe them by a ITlE-f'H;”‘l: of 1'1'11.‘1{!“1-’7

Handfarth rose to his feet, shouting wildly.
This was mwore than he could stand.
“®Htop him before he escapes!” he yelled.
“Don't let him pget out! Come on, vou
chtap=! {irab him ¥

e e—

CHAPTER 22,
Afraid to Face the Manusic .

& 1. CROWELL spun round
armazed.

“Handforth!®
thundered.

“Don’t let Castleton get
out ™ roared Handforth. ”erk vou chaps
—vou fellows near the door! Bar the way !

“Rather

“He won't escape!”

There was a rush, and a number ot fellows
placed themselves between Castleton and the
door. Alan came to a halt, his heart thump-
mg wildly, He was foo late after all. His
trick had failled, and he was dreadfully afraid.
There was something exceedingly grim in the
attitude of his Form fellows.

“That's the idea!" =aid Handiorth.

hao

“{irab

him! It's ouly another of hiz dodges, the
rotter! He means to get out and escape us
agﬂinlﬂ'

Mr. Crowell, who had nearly been clioking,
found hiz voice apain.

“Bovs!" he exclaimed thickly * Boys!
(et to your places at once 1"

“Yes, sir, bul

""-?t!(*ﬁ:,t*. Handforth '™

* But vou don’t secan to understand

“ Another vn::rd from won, Handforth, and
1 will cane you!" shouted Mr. Crowell.

*

“1 think they must have gone mad, sir,
said Costleton, “I've dene nothing to them.
I expeet thevire jealous because I'm going out
first. It's only my tooth——-"

“Castleton, vou had better mo,” zaid Mr.
Crowell coldlv.  “Tf vou other hm 5 have any
quarrel with l'.?'a;.t“l*h_m vou can leave it until
lessons are over.’

“Put it"s time for dismissal now,
Fuilwood, pointing to the clock.

“TIt is timo for dismizsal when 1 give the

word " retorted Mr. Crowell coldly.

1r

sir,” said



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Yes, sir, but—"

“TUpon my =oul!” said the Form-master,
“What 15 the mailer with %mu this morning,
bovs?! You have heen restless ever since we
cormmenced lessonz! And now, appﬂmnt:},
you are going quite off your heads! Tt is
cutrageous, and 1 will not stand any niore
of it! Ewvery boy who is not in his place
within ten seconds will be detained for the
whole afternoon !

This tireat had its dire effect. There was
a scramble, and the juniors got back into
their desks, And Alan was left with a clear
way to the door.

e id not wait to argue, and he did not
give anvlher triumphant glance at the Forn.
He reached the door, tore it open, and went
il 89 hurriedly that Mr. Crowell et,a.rﬂvr] after
him_in some surprise.

“He's gone now "
“He's escaped!™

“And he dido't have the toothache at all
zald MeClure. “That was only an excuse!
By r]utli.w That chap’s decp—as deep as

saldl Handforth ferecely.

thev inake r.n!"
_ Y Bilence Ehi‘.llil:f_‘.d Jnr:]r, E‘rpwnll. “If there
i= any more talking in this Form-room, 1

ehall not orly detain yvou for a further half-
hour, but wvou will be sentenced to extra
]1_*ﬁ:=mm for the aftermeon. T will not be
flasited in this fashion!"

Outside, Alan Castleton was hurrving out
of the School House. His heart was srill
thumping wildly,

He knew that he had only escaped by the
ekin of his teerth., And in another minute the
Remavites would rome fooding out, and they
wanld =earch for him on the mstant. There
was nio time to be lost,

At full speed he ran into the West Haouse,
rushed up to his bed-room, grabbed one or
two things, and then turned into his study.
Less than a minute later, he made a bee-
line for the gates

“Thank goodness!” he muttered.
done it!"

Even as he ran down the lane, he heard
the shouts of the fellows as they came pour-
ing out of the School House.  He dodged
through the hedge, and continned his way
nlang the, other side. If anv of the juniors
czine to the gates, and looked down the lane,
they would not see him. He felt hunted
He was morinlly a'raid to face the music,

And it was necessary for him to hurry, too. |
He glanced at his watch more than once as

“I'we

ke rarm nver the unpeven ground in the
rr_:Eﬁ:l;r.r And, at last, when he neared the
village, he turned back to the rcad, feeling

that he was now safe,

Half-way {hrougih Bellion, h{, heard the
distant whistle of a railway engine, He ran
far all he was worth, and arrived breathlessly
in the station just as a trair was pulling up
arainst the platform.

He hastily obtained a tieket for Banning

ton. Then, running on to the platform, he
pol into the train just as it was abont fo
null out HMe sank bhack on to the oushions. |

and wave a groat sigh of relief,
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“Done it!”" he mutiered. “Phew! I
thought it would be & near thing!”

At Bannington, he decided, %E could get
another ticket, and go across country to
Abbotsford Junction.

He glanced at his i{icket idly, his thoughts
back at St. Frank's. He had left everything
in a turmoil there. He had made the school
o0 hot to held him.

Eﬂddﬂll‘r he gave a laugh—a mirthless kind
of lﬂu
%md pnoticed the date on the ticket.
-"Lnd it reminded him of something.

“ By gad'” he muttered. " My birthday!
S0 it is! - Arthur’s birthday, too! Well, all
the better, perhaps—he won’t suspect any-
thing. He'll think 1 just want to meet him
because it's our birthday, That's fine! I
hadn't thought of it before, or I should have
put ‘ Many Happy Returns’ on that tele-
gram. Not that it really matters.”

Yes, it was Alan Castleton’s birthday! Sa
much had happened since the early morning
that he had overlooked it for the moment.
And what a birthday it was preving to be!
He was running awayv from the school—not in
the ordinary way. bul in a peeuliar fashion
of his own. He was running away becauze ha
had made the place a hormets’ mest,

The Remaove, H'J a man, was against him,
And he bhad ltile doubt that the Fourth
would jein ihe eother juniors in their ani-
mosity., DBy this time the story of his trickery
had got all over the school. It was he who
had wrecked Mr. Pyeraft’s study—he who
had dane evervthing else! He drew a decp
breath, and told himself that he had dene
the right t]nng' in getting away from the
wrath of the juniors. He had any amount
of insolence and assurance, but the prospect
of roing back to St. Frank's appalled him,

He was right in theze fears.

For, at St. Frank's, the whole school was
being searched for lum, Every nook and
eranny was being turned inside ont. And it
was proved, bevond question, that he had
slipped away. Well, there would be a hot
recepiion for him when he showed up again!
A zrim, dramatic reception!

th Alan had ne intention of showing up
"i'“'-u_l][l

- —

CHAPTER 23.
Alan’s Startling Idea!

ALL®, Alan, old son!
"'-rlanv ]IEIE]L:_T,' returns of
the day !’

Arthur Castleton ut-
tered that greeting as he
the train at Abbotsford
thiat had brought him

And Alan, taking his twin-

rf
train
from Byleombe,
brother's hand, grinned cheerfully

stepped  out
Junetion—the

“"Bame to vou. old fellow!™ he caid. ™ Many

happy returns of the day1”
“T had a lotier from father this morning,

e |

went on Arthur. “He sent me twao fivers.”
“Bame liere,” 2add Alan nedding.  * Well,
fet’s po_inta the waltinz-room: awar from the

-
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crowda., Iiverybody is slaring al us already.
And [ hato being stared at.”

Arthur frowned slightlv. His twin-Lirother
had alwars been very sensitive about panplu
looking at them. But what did it matter
Arthur hemg a sunny, good-natured junior,
didg't mind in the lcast. In fact, he was
inclined to enjoy the novelty. Dut ‘Alan was
very different.

They were amazingly alike, these twms.

In repose, it was impossible to tell the
difference between them. Even their own
father could not do so. It was when they
spoko that one could tell the difference.
Alan's tone was generally superciiouns and

superior, whilst Arthur spoke qguietly and
genllv In character, too, Arthur was the
opposite of his brother. He was decent richi
through—a sportsman to his finger-tips,

Perhaps their upbringing had something to
do with their vastly different characters now.
At Walsing Grammar Scheol Arthur Castle-
ton had pone in for sports, and he had asso-
ciated with decent fellows from early child-
hood, But Alan had never had the heneft
of Arthur's puidance. It was their father’s
whim that they should be separated—that
each should fight his own way in the world.
Alan had always mixed with evil companions,
and now the difference in I:hEtu was startling.
But it was a difference in charactor, not in
figure and face.

“"Hopo it wasn’t very awkward for vou to

come?" asked Alan, as thev found them-
selves alone in the waiting-room,.

“Well, 16 was a bit,” admilted Arthur
franklv. * DBut that's nothing, Alan. Always

rlad to sea you, and 11'll be fine to exchange
notes. I'm getting on fine at Bt. Jimn's
They're a ripping lot of fellows there—Tom
"'I.I{"I‘l"f.-" and Jack DBlake, and rood old TV Arcy,
and the rest of them., How do vou like St.
Frank's?"

“Topping!” replied Alan promptly. *A
hno  schaol, Arthor, old son. A gorgeous
place, and all the fellows are rippers, too.
I'm having a simply wonderful time at St
Frank's!”

He lied gliblv—so glibly, in  fact., that

Arthur had no suspicion that hiz twin was
deliberately fooling him.

“The truth of the matter iz, Arthur, I've
ot a liztle wdea,” went on Alan  casually.
“An idea for n good joke. That’s why I
sont you that telegram, and asked wou to
meet me hare”

“You bronrht me here just for the sake of

a .fﬂ'&cc*?” asked Arthur, in surprise.
*Iixaectly,” =aid Alan, *It's necessary
that wou should be here. In faet, it's a very

important point,  Without
[H-

can't bo done at all,

“Waoll, what s 167" smiled Arthar.

Alun got up, and paced up and down the
walting-loom ouee or twice. His heart was
throbhine madiv. but he strove to appear
calm. He did not want Arthur fo euess tho
teue purport of his scheme. ],.‘l.ergﬁ.hmg woutld
ba ruined if his twin gained an inkling of
wie real truth, He must keep up the pre-

vou, the thing

I-,.1I

|

E langh.
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tence that it was a joke
Wiks B OpLers []!E_Li_ ﬂf Fll]'l
”'n‘lr hat's the wheeze, Alan?"" asked Arthur

thiat hia sugzestion

]

=]
arain,
" Well, look ime, it may startie you a hit
at first, but you'll spon et used to it,” saud

Alan, as he came to a halt in frout of his
hrother. *It's just this. Why shouldn’t we
rhange places?”

[t was out! He watched Arthur’s face
eagerly.  Arthi looked bogritdered for a
mament, and then he frowned ac his twin,

“"Change places!”™ he repeated un-
comprehendangly.
“Exactly.”
“But I don’t catch on” said Arthur.
Whar do you mean, change r:lacl
“Just for fun, of course,” said f":.l'm wikin

“1t's our borthday to-day, awed just
the oceaston for a joke of this sort.  Only

twins like us can work it. And think what
a4 FOrgeons =

“But, my dear old chap, 1 don't under-
stond at all!” complained Arthure. " How
can we change places?”

“It's - simple enough,” replied Alpn.
“Instead of you pgoing back to St. Jim's,

Frank's, and I shall go to
Just think what a lark it would

sou'll o to Bt
sk Jim's,
be !™’

Arthur rose to his feet,

"You're dotty!” he sad |'.r[‘1{|.'I_'_l.’

"Tm not! Think what fun

"There wouldn't be any fun!™ growled
Arvthur., *We conldn’t work if, you chunmp!
If I po to S5t. Frank’s in vour shoes I shao't
know a soul. And if you go to 3t. Jim's in
my shoea you'll be in just the same predica-
ment. We should both be bowled out in no
time.” =

“Don't you believe 8!" grinned Alan,
inwardly perturbed at his twin’s attitude,
“Don't vou believe i, Arthur, old maun,
We're so much alike that nobody would ever
guess the truth. Take my own case, for
example, I po #o St Jim's, and evervbody
will immediatelvy ussume that T am you.™

“And yvou won't know a soul.”

“Of course I shan't,”” agreed Alan. “That’s
just the rich part of the whole scheme. DBut
it won't take me long to get the hang of
thinzs. You've broughi those photographs
with vou, I suppose®”

“"Yes," replied Arthur thoughtfully. 8o
that's why you asked me in the telegram
to bring photographs of the Shell and the
Fourth? You wanted me to point out the
pictures of all the prominent chaps?”

“"xactly,” said Alan. “I've brought
nhotngraphs of the Remove and the Fourth
at St. Franks’. 1 can do the same to vou.
Daon’t you see, we shall be well primed, and
it'll be the joke of the season. Nobody at
St. Jim's or 3t, Frank's need know anything
about it. It'll be a glorious piece of fun,
What do vou szay?™

But Arthur zhook his head.

“1 say no!"™ he replied definitely.

And he sounded as though he meant it!
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CHAFTER 24.

The Victim I

LAN was desperate.

He felt that his whole
echeme was  crumbling
about his, ears. He had
relied upon Asrthur’s good

nalure and gencrosity to assist him out of
this dreadful hole he was in. He was so
worried, so dreadfully anxious, that he did
not give any time to consider the despica-
bility of his latest suggestion. Alraid to go
Lack to 8t. Frank’s hinself—afvaid to facc
thre hornets’ nest that awaited him—he was
proposing to send his unsuspecting brodha:
there, 1t was an appalling act of treachery.

“Pon’t be a spoil-sport, Arthur!” he urged,
“Pash it, yvouw've always been so keen on a
pood joke! You'll like the chaps at Bt
Frank's—they're a fine, sporting set. And I
can prime vou up with information about
all the prominent fellows—Hamilton, Hand-
forth, Rergie Piil, Fullwood, Buster Boots,
aid the others. An hour’s talk, and an
exchange of notes, will put everything right
for us.”

“But I ean't see any reason for it,”
insisted  Arthur, in his steady way. “It's
such an objectless joke. There's nothing to
b ained.”

“"There'll be the noveliy of it!” insisted
Alan. " Look here, let’s do 1t just for three
days. IHow's that?”

“Three days?” repeated Arthur.

"Yes,” said his twin brother. " To-day’s
Wednesday, isn't it? Well, let’s ca®ry it on
until next Saturday. That's the next half-
holiday., We'll both pon off on Baturday,
meet here, and then go off to our real
schools,™

Arthur began to thaw a little. After all,
there would ecertainly be a big element of
novelty in the affair. It would be rather
rich to go to St. Frank’s and be mistaken
for Alan—to have evervbody falking to him
is though they had known him for weeks., It
did not oeeur to him just then that Alan
miight have some alterior motive.  DBut it
did oceur to him that Alan would probably
do many things to injure his namsa at St
Jim’s.  PFor Arthur had already suffered
severcly owing to Alan's reputation. At
&t Jim's there had been many misunder-
etandings, for the fellows there had confused
Alan's wretched doings with Arthur's. How-
ever, that was all over nmow, or so Arthur
believed,

"Well 7" asked Alan, as he watched his
brother’s face. " Are you game?” =

The word rather hurt Arthur.

“Of course Pm game!” he replied. "1
should hope I'm game for anything, Alan.
Unly this thing Well, it took me by
surprise, vou know. It wants a lot of think-
g over,”
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"Rate |V grinved Alan, seeing the zigns of
weakening, “Just think what a lark 1471l
be. You've brought your photographs, and
I've brought mine. We'll cach point out the
most important chaps.  Therve can’t be any
cenfusion then. Be a pal, Arthur. [t's our
bivthday to-day, and it'll bhe the most
| gorgecus jupe that ever happened !’

Arthur looked at him steadily.

“Are vou petting on all right at 8t
Frank’s " he asked. '

"My dear old son, I'm doing splendidly
there ! replied Alun elibly. “I've chucked
all my old rotten habits. They didn't pay
me.  Everything’s all right at St. Frank's.™

e was desperate. He realised, of course,
that Arthur would get the shock of his life
once he arrvived at Bt. Frank's, But that
dido’t matter now. The one thing was
to get him to agree. And ones they had
parted Alan would go to 5t Jim's, and he
told himwself that he would stay there. He
would write to Arthur an® make some excuse,
anvthing to keep them apart.

“Just until Saturday ! he said with a grin.
“Be a pal, Arcthap,”

“0Oh, all right,” said Arthur at last.

Victory |

Alan had won, and he conld secareely con-
ceal a gloating note from his voice. His twin
brother had agreed to oo back to St
Frank’s. And thereafter for the next hour
tha pair talked earnestly. They studied the
photographs. They exchanged every possible
piece of information,

And then at last Arthur's train came in.
1t was the train which would take him to
Bellton-

They sheok hands, grinning cheerfully, for
by this time Arthur was just beginning to
appreciate the possibilities of the =cheme.
Never for an instant did he suspeet that he
was being duped.

“Well, good luck, old man!” said Alan.
“We'll meet again on Satlurday-—on this
same platform. By pgad, what a scheme!
The biggest joke we ever thought of I

And so Arthur Castleton started fowards
ot. Frank’s. And as the train wvanished
round & bend, Alan grinned to himself.

“I've worked it!” he muttered. * Heigh-
ho for 8t. Jim's! T shall have a clear field
there—no chance of Arthur having pot hime
zelf into any mess. What a life!”

And in iim other train Arthur was off to
St. Frank®s, rather thrilled inwardly. He °
tried to memorise the names—Iandforch,
Fullwood, Hamilton, otherwise known as
Nipper. Yes, he had them off pretiy pat.

And he lay back in his seat, smiling,

Little did he guess at the real truth.

Little did he dream of the reception that
awaited him at St. Frank's!

THE EXD.

(" Staggering the Sclhioel]” 18 the titie of
next week's magnificent fong complile parn,
Make sure of scouring your copy of the
NELSOXN LEER FLIDRARY by ordering in

adrvance )
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H. Fdk. Muliett [(Comnbe-St. Nicholaz),  Alfred
Dsborn (Camberwell), Terence Sullivan* (Tufnell
P'ark), Edimmund IFraocis Armitape™  (Tuakou,
NEY, W, H, Knox {(Durhan), ¥al Cliffton {(Cape
Town), Jacob Whithoy* ([ Beaconsfield, S.A4.),

Susie Winsion {(Durban),
Plains, M), Yrunk
.:t_.'h.j.

John Harvey (Awarina
[Turgreaves

(Caversivam,
] L ] L

The Chicf OMeer s passed on your Jetler to
me, I Mk, Mullett. And you seem Lo have
"oaphled the beans ™ pretty thoroughly, too. I
shall probably have the CA). after me with a
Lhorscwhip, or somcthing! Juszt listen 1o what
¥l osall om that  letter to him: 1 seat  Mr.
Brooks an  autographed photo of  masell o
exchanee for one of his weeks awvno, hut he hasn't
sent  his  yet. LBuvk him up for me, please”
There 6 is, in all its bald horror. You've given
me away!  You've told the C.0. that I've kepd

you waiting weeks for a phote, Well, thank
cotdness, von'il Taive had it long hefare  Lhis
regly appears in the Old Paper.  Bui now that

I'm on the suhiret I'd like to mention—{ar the
benelit of readers in genernl—that I can't always
send off my photo by return of post, after I've
aab vours. There muy be a delay ol a week,
But 1 don't keep many waiting as long as that.

In [act., the sooner | ean reply, the beiter 1
like it it 1 just want to say that i you
tan’t  hear mmectately, don't worry. Plisaae

remomber that "o oa busy chap—and pleaze nlso

remomber that while You send me one letter,
U've gl to reply to handreds.
¥ L] [ |
I never get bored with your letters, Terence
SRV, [ think yon are the moat consistent
of all tmy readers [ love getting your weekly
lebters, but [ quite realise that this may be a
tirezome  insk for you,  And althoush [ don't
want vou bt eutbt them down to vne a month, |

shan't be in the least upsct if you do this. It's
entirely up to you, old man—but alwnyvs remem
hor that I i delichted to receive your lettecs
a5 [requently as yvou iike to send them.

- ] F
“1In Teackless Space ™ appeaced as o serial in
the Old Paper some yearsd upo, Edomund Frances

be pleased
letter: ghould b2 addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,

LES LIBRALRY
hate
aggainet
for yours—but yodary first, please.—E.5.B.

—
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chats with his

readers.

I fowyment

upon such remarkis na

are

The
my prrsonal
the gender's

Fleetway
abttention.
TR T E .

House, Farringdon
Letters af very
My phote erchange

Armitage, It was Ilater publizhed in *“Tha
Boys® Friend Library "—No, 504 (old series, |
think), 1'm doubitut it is ohtainnble now.
T

o would Nke to Lef] you how much 1 approciate
your very long letter, coataining, as it does, such
cateresting  mwatter econcerning New  Zealand, 1
wiui guite enchanted.  And then, again, lownrdas
the end vour felier, T was astounded. This
is the bit that esused me such aslonishment:
“You should come fo Tuakao, and see the St
Frank's DLeasne  headguarters  here,  with  ifks
ninety-nine members. who are all readers of {he
SNebsoN LEe Lasmaiy.” | peed hardiy tell you how
detiphted T feel, and 1 wonder how many of our
home clubs can boast of such o membership? L

of

ghal! e fremendonzly joterezted to zet Further
lotters froamn wvoul, old man.
" ® ]
That's u  wvery happy expression of  vaours,

Frank Hgpgreaves—"The way you wrile " Between
Uurzelves” makes ns fesl az thoongh we are all
Friends taliing to one another roand the Nengox

LEE round bable™  Well, if it gives yon as much
mlessire o remd these lines as 6 mives me Lo
write them, fthen 'm sure we're all contentod.,
For 1 regard thiz chat of mine as o resualar
werkly treat.  And thot's o topping thought of
vlrs, obld  son “Runmd the NELRON LER roon:l
table” My hat! It's a pretty big table, isn't
ity Hulb in spite of its size, we cun all see ono

nnother (especially now the Photo Exchapoe is
gaing great wuns), and we are all aware of the
abtrmoaphers  of  clieerinezsz and  goodwill, aren's
we Y
n r F
(=vdney)y, J, Peapce® (ludin), 5. 0.
(Longreach, GQueensland), W, W.
Hebielen (Sydoey). ™ A Loyal Supporter ™ (Polke-
stoper), Rrebmnd fArabam Lilley™ (Perby), WL O
Shenherd (Kxebtér), 5 Browne {(Buckharst Hill),
. sStavnes (West Brompton), Philip U, Bloom
{Anicki ¥Wale), " Gradoate ™ {Liverpool), " Buek
Jones * {(Scuthend-en-Sea), Y Helen ™ (Newoensbles
on-Tyne), Stanley W. Bournes (Sydney)y, G, W,
Giles  (Birminscshamd, L. 5 B Talloet*  (AMei-
hourne), Cliacde soanderenck fAberdare), .
Kaonh® (Sunbuarey, Ans), Jack Dart (Melboarne),
[tert Listar (S5th Caviberwell,  Ausc)
L] & E

Yios, 5. . o nton, 1 shoawld very mnea hike
gy have those article: you talk abenib—rconcerning
cendtral Western Queensland and the sheep and
eattle stations. To faet, I am seviously thinking
about  writing an  Augstralian series—yes,  and
pretty soon, too! Even if 1 don’t get your reply
i bime, I ean stow  the intormaticon away—

Tion By
Thornton®

5
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perhaps for a second Aunztralian szeries, In the

futnre,
k L] v

Thanks for that clipping, * Graduvate,” from the
“¥Yorkshire FEvening Post.,” 1t is quite likely
that some readers will write to me, ami say that
I have gone right off the railzs in my €ongo
series, in sugpesting that there are cannibals in
Central Africa nowadayz, So 'l guote a bit of
that cutting from the * Yorkshire Ewgning Post,”
for the benefit of everybody., Here it is: ** Pro-
fessor Senbring, F.R.G.8. who has been explos-
ing the eastern half of the African Continent on
foot since 1923, haz had many exciting experiences.
He relates, according to the ‘'Afriean World,
that when e arrived among the eannibalistic
Niam-Nijam trihe in the Upper Congo he found
preparation: heing made for the execution of a
man wia was thonght to have been responsible
for a girl's death by witcheraft. The professor
saw the victitn killed and ewnt ipte fragments.
knowing enough of the trihal hahits of the Niam-
Niam to puesz the ingrodients of the main dish,
he declined an invitation fo :upper.” Thanks,
again, " Oradnate,” for your thoughtfolness in
entting that item out, and zending it on to me.

L] L] | ]

“RLOT ™ {Rheffeldy, 1've put that In eapitals
ab the hegivaine of o paragraph =0 that it'll be
gure to cateh your eve, Master ©° HBlot.,”  You're
probably heaping enrses on my lead for not send-

ing youn my pheto in exchange for yours., Bul
you forgot to give me vonr address. So how the
dickenz ean T send wvoua the phota? You don't

expect me to aiddress it to ¥ Blot, 2hellield,” do

vou?  Xo; von're not silly to ride a seooter at

12if the scooter®s a strong one.  Nelson Lee

wag o detective hefore he became a schoolmaster.

No. 1 of Our Paper (New Series) was entitied:

e Sports Mad at St Frank's.™
ix*® ¥ E ]

RONALTD & DEROHAM (Woalwich). [U'nlike the
bazt chap, vo.1 sent me yvour address. Ronald, and
I wroate vou to it, and sent my photograph there,
But the letter and phioto have come bhack to me,
with the words “Gone Away " marked on the
envelope.  If wou'll zend me vour new address,
I'N re-forward t'.-.r,—=_1etfer*aml IJiIﬂtﬂﬂr{l[]h at once.

Harrry Baker (Droviesdeny, Fdk. M. Steel
(Gilazgaw), Gen. Gronme (Brizhane), H. MeMahon
{West Broken Hill, N.5W.), Hoy D'arey (Derhy)
Peter M. Johnstone {Tasmaniay, Leonard M.
Roherte  (Moontn, =th. Aus). Stanlevy  Green
{Entton, Casnbs), Thas, . Mercer [(Liverpoind).
Chazs. 2eott®  (Marsate), “An 04 Reader "
{Limmerick), Benee Dezpard (Ounnizlake), Kenneth
Rawson Marnley), Fdk, E. W, Brown (Heading-
tomd, F. Barrington-Hazel (Tevion), Bdward Paine®
{Montreah, Leslie Strachan®* [Foreat Hill), Mrs
M. H, Hillz* {Huddersfizld)., " Loyalist " (St
Helens, Lanes). < 2

Thanks for your cheery letter, “0ld Reader”
Limerirk., Seeing that you are a married man
of 35, with a family, [ fee! inelined to nuate 2
norting of yonr letter—an that other readers, who
Sielinve themselves to he ton old at 16 or 137, =hall
have the henefit of your apinion: “ My one
‘pastime alnee | am ahle to read is reading. Now,
T fiave read all elasses of hooks and fietion., hat
my supreme favourite s, wos, and alwayps will
be, the good old * Nelson Lee Library." Long may
it live and Howrish.,"” Thanks, “0ld Reader,” for
your lovalty snd for sour enthusiasm. Good old
Treland ! i

Sorry., Fdk E. W. Brown, but there’s one poiut
in your letter that I doo’t guite agree with. You
eay that one of your brother:s cannot still read
thie (Wd Paper, as he fz in Canada. That’s gqnite
wrang, of eourse,  Oor Paper can be obtained
anywhers in Canmda, providing it i3 ordered from

% 13

a newsagent: In fact, it can be obtained. any-

wiiere in the world by subecription

» L h
of your letter,
reqders whoze

I am going to tepeat o fow lines
Edward Paine —for the bepeiit of
parent: are opposcd to Our Poper. This is what
you say: “Last weck [ got wmy ' Nelson Lee
Library,” entitled * St. Frank™s in the Cengo,” and
b showed it to my father. He it wias all
trasl, and why didon't [ save my pioney and DUy
A mood  Book. 1 eald nothing, amd went out.
When ! came in, he was reading %, And now
e always rlances through it and mever objects
to my buoving 1t.  in fae:, ke ewcourcges me to
get it." That's H'LF' stuff to give "em, old man?

L] L]

You are not the only reader, *° Lovalist,” who
has asked me to write lotz of siories about the
St. Frank'z fellows at school. Well, perhans they
have been away a gomd hit thia year—what with
the Northestrian storics, and the Flood, and the
Fresh  Air Camnp, and then the Congo Well,
“ Loyalst,” you needn't worry., For the lask
four or five weeks the howvs have beep st B
Frank's, and they will keep at Sk Frank's Tor
many., tmny wecks,  But von won't raise any
eljections if 1 take them off to Australin in the

CHELE

near futore, will yon?  And even if T idn take
them, they woi't neglect their lessons, For, yvom
sen, my acheme is to-——  Well, 1 won’t may any

moe jiesb now. Al in opomsd bime, old oman
W » L] 3

Yes, please =zend me your photosrapl,  Mrs.
FHitla, I ean assure vou that it won’t give me a
ghock. Omn the econtrary, T shall be delighted
b add it i my album, Yon teil me that von

are an old kady of 74, and that ven have read
Our Paper since No. 21, 00d Series. I am glad
that mmy stories *huek vou up ™ so much, aml I
hope that you will continne taking the medieine
in weekly doses, : 2 ;

Peter  Murphy®  (Liverpool),  Mrs.  Grocie TP
Wilzon (Longhhoreagh), Ronald E. Mahbeit {FPaor-
ford;, Lawrence Barrett* (Lineolm), W. 4. Marzh
(Tslimgton), Syduer Emith** {(Rearthoy. Ceell T
Wheeler® [Gibraltary, Terenes solbivan*** (Tnfnell
Parkl. *f Auezie-En-Route "** {(Lomdlen, W.C.5. FE.
Baldock (Purley), “A  Staunen Ropporier '™
(Forest Gates, Charleza V. Brereton® (Cougicion),
AMiss Al Flower (Leek), “Pro BRBona ° [dio '™
{ Blackpooly,  John Harnhi Kichmond (ATan-
chester), W, iy Bignell** { Easthinnrnel,
“ Frances " ( Matdenheads, Tan Hamilton
(Sydneyy, “An (ld Reader ™ {Mitelion), Leslie
Bentley (Halifnx).

L] L] -

Rtoul work., Sydney Simith! You eerbainly are
a connuerar, Yon tell me that vour father has
alwavs heon preiwdiced against the Old Paper,
but at last you have sueceeded in couverbing him.
Yes, 1 zheuld he very pleased ta get n letter
fram vour fatber, swidnev, ald mian, So ort busy
nn the persuading stoll!

# L] *

The Old Paper zesems tn he anite n
affair in vour household, © Franees," Good
Yo tell me fhat vour father, and all vonr fouar
elder brothers., read my yarnz. Don't Inrget to
give them a dir from me, and tell thom thal they
haven't written to me ye!,

famiiv
ciag !
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By WILLY HANDFORTH.

Thisthrilling story of circus life has been written

by Willy Handforth.

It is exactly as he wrote

it, save that small erreors in punctuation and
spelling have been corrected by the Editor.

i

1=

Aur hera, Tom Haomitbon, haz run awey from
hiz cruel stepfather, Jasper Jelks, and after a
fong triemp olong the country roads, he has
faflen in with Boggannini's Gigantic Circws,
Tom has found a fricnd in Smaler, the rlown,
and owr hero is gotmg to see Signor Boggannini
—hefter Enown as Sam Boggs in the circus—
tr the hope of gelting a job. But on hig way

NOw

SRR T H AR LAY

QOQur Haergo in the Lion's Den !

LANG! ,
The dour of the lion's eage closed with
a lond erash, and there slood Tom, in

sife~fucing that raging monster of the
fosreabs,  Amil Silaa Suoop: stood by, shoaling
with moczine laughter.

“Wnw oget out, you youag embh ™ he snarled.

With those words he turned on hiz heel. and
strovle amay  Chunza, the Hindn elephant tratmer,
wis rocberl B the spot with fear. He expected
to zee onur hers torn to pleces hefore his very
Pyes,

It

Never for an instant did Tom feel awy danger.
He bad no fear of this roaring lion, He stood
there, na eonl 43 an iciele, and he watked forward
—-prizlt bowards the lion.

It nusr not he sapposed that our hera is a prig.
There's nathing like that about him.
it cames o animala, Tom i3 always at his poase.

[n
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WHAT HAFPPENED IN THE FIRST CHAPTERS:

REAl ON,
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te Signor Hoggannini's earavanr, Tom ia slopped
ey Chunga, the elephant trainer, and Silas
Snpops, the lien tamer, Theze Lwo are
villaing, and Silas Snoops suddenly opensz the
door of the lion's cage, and thrustz owr hera
into the den. The lion 13 a sarage brute, and
the situalion iz desperate!

= IHIH!IIII!H!I‘IIIIIHIIIIIHIIIIHIIIiIIIITFHIIiIItﬁiilllliﬂIIIIIIIIHllIIIEIJIIIIHH!IIIIIlJIIIIiIIiliIIIlIFIIIIIiIIfHHIIIII.HiIIIIIiHIiIIIiIHIIIII!H?

He hins no fear of the wild things, Ior he koows
that they are his friends.

“All right, Leonard-no need to make all thak
noize " he said conlly. ** What's the matter with
vou?  Why don't wvou shake handz, and be

friendsy"

Lennard the Lion ceazed hiz roaring, and looxed
at Lom wonderingly. And Tom went right up Lo
littn, and stroked him on the nose.

't was a wonderful sight.

There ztool our hero, fearlessly stroking this
monster lion on the nose, aa though he had known
hity #ines & cnb, Glaneing back, Hilaz Snoops
halted in his tracks, Perhaps he expected to
see s vietim torn and mangled on the flnor of
the caoe.

But, instead of him seeing this, he syw Tom
pit the friendliest possible terms with Leonard. T
was uneanny, the wayv Tom subdned the linn.
maore exact, he didn't subdue the lion
at all. The lion knew that Tom waz his friend.
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And so he ceazed his snarlings and growlings, and
he began to parr like & great eat,
Silas HEnoops eanie out of his stupor, and his
face became hlack with rage.
YCurses ! he muttered savagely.
It was just at this moment that Signor
Bogganpini came running round the end of one
af the tents, daccompanied by Smiler, the elown,
It was =Smiler, in foct, who had fetehed the hoss.
For Bmiler, having seen Silas Spoops' foul wark,
hiad feared the worst. Both men halted in their
tracks as they saw the amazing scene hefore them.

¥ Foiled !™

“Well I'wz jiggered!™ said  Smiler, staring
wonderingiy,
He had good couse to bhe amazed. . For there

was Tom our hero, =ouggling up to the great lion,
and Leouard was trying to lek Tow's band.

And sSignor Bogganeind, tlie great, blusiering
hozs of the show, drew in a deep breath,

s Rmiler, this i wornderfol ! he =nid, in a low
voice, S Wanderful! The Hoy Lionm Tamer!
Cant yon o=ee it on the posters? The kid's «
neryvel

“He'z moare than thal, boss." =ail  Smiler,
o Look at the wav he zaved the stampede in the
town ™

Signor Bogzeannini nodded.

“Foa Epriler, the boy's a marvel,”™ he repeated.
“{ine of these davs Le'll be starriog in the Ring!
And that day isn't so very far off, either!™

S vou've oot any seuse, hoss, vou'll star him
right away--thiz very week!™ said the clown,
« He's no opdinary kid, this! He can do anything
Lie likes with animals, They love him—amd he's
safe, Look at ihat Hon! The woarst brute we
ever had in the show, and Snoopa can't do any-
tlitng with him, Yet here's this boy, playing with
tha lion, just as though it were a ecat!™

“Send the hoy te my caravan!™ said
nes,

And bhe walked off,

As for Silas Snoops, he approached the eage
agnin, aml hiz expression was one of dumhfounded
phaorin, Swiler came elose to the cage, loo, and
he was grinning with delight.

VW ell, HEnoops!T he said, ziving the trainer a
mocking  look. “Yom  thought }'Dﬂ'ﬁ friphten
the howy, eh? Why, by sawduozt, he's got more
courage than you have!™

#1445 not o question of ecurage, sie” #add Tonn,
grinning. “0ld Leonard knows that I'm hi= pal,
so we're friendly together, Why he Trightened
of & friend. Thanks, Mr. 2neops, for shutting me
in the eage like this, T'm enjoying  myself
frnmiensely,”

And Rilas Snoops cursed nnder hizs breath!

the hig

Our Hero Qets a Job?

3 OME out of that!” roared Silns Rucops
svagely.
The villain bad chanzed hizs tone now.
He saw thast Tom was o no danger
within thant eage. And so, in okder Lo hide his
confnsion, Sias Snoeps pretended to be anerv.,

“Come out aof L' Lhe bellowed. 9 1've taught
You your lesson, and let that he enough!™

He flung the eage door open, and Towm gave old
Leonard o final pat on the head, then walked
ont.

Clang !

The door of the rage clpzed again, and Leonard
meadde a sudien zpring, and tried to grab at Silas
Snoops with his paw, Tt was plain to see that
Elie lion liated his tamer,  Rilas Spoopz brought
his whip round, nod slashed it viecionzly throngh
the air.

“You hrnie!™ cried Tom. “*No wonder obd
Leonard hates van! There's no need tn bhe eruel
te fliese wild animals!  They’tl he friendly enongh
il you treat them right!™

33

“NMind your own Tbmeinesz!™ anarled Silas
snoops, swinging his whip rocnd apgain,

Slazh !

Thiz thne he brought the whip rovnd intending
the ecroei thoag ta cur across Tom'zs shoulders,
But Swiler, the ecloww, feapt in front of Tom,
and tonk the hlow himself,

“You cadl” he shouted.
defenceless Loy y”

“Wonld yon strike a

And Hilas Spoops cowered umder the eiown's
aeathing glanee., Az for Tom, he took hold of
smiler's arm, and gripped it.

“Thank=!" he =aid simply. @Al the same,

zir, vou shouldn't have done that, I'm nod afraid
of Mr. SBpoops.  All hnllies are eowards!™

Silas Snoops writhed inwardly as he heard Lthese
seathing worda—and frosn that winnie he was
Tean's hitter enemy,  From that second he was
Toni’s fmplucalie foe!

And Bmiler ook Tom by the arm, aml led him
towards Stgnor Bogganning= coravan. A owoment
Inter Tomy was  ipside, shuliliceg = feet, and
haodling hiz rogeed cap in a sell-eonscious way,

Tire inside of the earavan waz very neat and
cosy, A litgle fire was hurning at the end, in a
closed grate, and the air was full of the =nefl
of cocking, There wns a amall table in the middie
nf the room, and the hip besz sat there, Near
hiny was Mez, Boggs, o hoxom, lomely woman,
with a kindly faee. And near her stood aisy, &
girl of abwout thirteen or fonrteen.

Tom gave all his attention to old Sam Boggs
and his wife. He hardiy gave Daisy a  glanee.
In a =ort of way, Dhaisy wa: a pretiy girl—as
giris go—hut Tom lind more =zenze than s #ive

any firl a second slance.
“Well, boy!" szaid Mr. Boggs, Inoking at Tom

alosely.  ** 50 vou want a job, do you?”

“ Yes, if there's one to b Bled, sir,” replied
T hoddly,

Ut all depeads,” went on Mr, Boggs., " You

aegmm to he a pretty strone lad, amd [ m:izht be
able to pgive you a job of :ome kimd. What ean

yoril do®”

“apvthing, sir!™  replicd Tom eagerty, 1
don't care what 1t &t

“You look pretty rogged,” went on the hig

hivss, eycing Tom closely., " Where do yon come

from? Who's your father? How is it that vyow're
wiimlering ahont ltke t'hna?”

Md Tom then todd Lis shimple  story.  He
explained to his enthralledl listeners hew he had

run away frean his eruel stepfather, amd how he
had =6t ont to carn hi= own Tiving,

“AWell, Tom, my lad, T lke wvou!™ =suld old
Boggs, ai Iast  “1 Jike your spivit, too! You'l
start with me as a sltable Iad, How will that

auit you?e

“Fine, =irtTosaid
Bz momd Inek.

“Y¥on'il have vour fomd, and you'l he able to
sleep in one of the vans, or o a ftent, or some-
wherc—aml Tl zive yon fAve bob & weeck for
packet minney," said Mre, Boszgs, "But let me
tell you thaz eircus Life 1= hard, Yeou'll have fo
work,"

“1'm wuat afraid of work. =r"
liz hend ercet, his eve: flashing.

“aomd [ned 1Y osaid Mr, Boores,

Toae, hardly able te helieve

replicdd Toun,

At ook here

—there’s soinething elze [ want to tell you. Later
pi, perhaps. von mizht e 3ble ta enter the
ring itself as a perforner ™ _
YOh ! pasped Toon, hardly  able to helieve
his ears,
“HRut 1 make I a rale in my skow that no
nerformer cuan get an engngement anlesz he 18

willing te put ten pounds dawn, as a depnsit—a
sort of premium, if you noderstand what T mean,”
went on the hip lhinsis, "% as zoon ns yim ¢an
find that ten ponnds, voung "an, yem might be
able to enter the ring 3z a real performer.”

“Thank vou, sir,” evid Tor ouietis, “1 shall
start saving at once!”
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That's the style,” said Mr. Doggs, with a grin,
“Good lad! Now po oub, and pget to work.

smiter will show vou round to the stables, and

he'll teli you what to do. From now onwards
you're with Bogganniui's Gigantic Coreos, aod
there are condless opportunities for  proiootion.

Work well, and vou'll find that 1'in
aort of hoga ™

ot

happine-+. His food, and his  sleeping  wecom-
modation—and fve shillings  weekly, 1too!l it
secre:d too wonderful to be true! ,

“1'il serape and scrape!”™ he mutterad to leim-
gelf, as he stood out there, in the sunbight. *1
shan't need to spend any money at all, ami [l
put that five zhillings a week hy—and belore the
el of a year | shall have the ten poigds.

1t was a glorious vwision, and Tom went ofl
towarnds the stables, feeling as though he were
treading on alr. Tittle did he know that Silas
snoops was watehing him all the time - little did
Tom guess that the rascally lion tamer had o ook
of willainous hatred in hiza eyes!

Our Hero Seixes His Chance |

't ALK up—walk up! Thiz way to the
shilling seats!™
It was our hero who was shouting out

these words.

Evening had come, and the greut tent was fill-
ing up with people. Electric lights were blazing
everywhere, and the glamour of the eircos waz in
the air. Unhidden, Tom was standing by one of
the pavboxes, encouraging the public io enter.
Fur Tew, by this time. was heart and =oul in the
circus, and he wanted to do everything to Lelp
fiis new hoss,

And s he was standing there. shouting outl
pacaturseing words, and he didn't feel a little Lit
tirewl. Yet lhie had heen on his feet ever since he
had first arrived in the eircus. He had Leen
grooming horses—or helping to—and he had been
fetchiing water, and ecarry bundles of hay, and
genetally making himzell useful. In fact, he had
heern 5o busy that he hadn't even thought of
where he wounld sleep that night, or where he
woull met his meals.

“This way for the greatest show on earth!™
shoutsd onr hero.

And the crowds rolled in.

S0 1t went on at every entrance.
wis slowly Olling up. The electrie lights blazed
evirywhere, and there was a general feeling of
pollity and good Rumounr, Tven now, Tam could

The zreat tent

hardty believe hiz good luck.,. He felt that he
wintl 1 zoon waike np.

But, no! This waa o real circusz, amd he was
engaged as a stable lad-—with a chanece, in the

future, of even performing in the ring it=elf!

At fazt the tent was 20 pieked that nobody else
con'd be admitted. And Smiler, the clown, patted
Tivtn o the shoulder. Smiler wazs wearing his
clown’s attire now, and he Inoked very funny wirh
fliz white face, rod bEps, and red-tipped nose.

“What about your sleeping quarters to-night.
kil Y™ he inguired. © Fixed anything ap?™

“Nob oyet,” replied Tom. ‘CAnywhere will o
for me."
“Rot)” said Hmiler. “"You ean share my

caravan with me, if you like"

1 ozay, do you mean it?" eried Tom. delighted,

“ Put it there!" =zaid the clown, chuckling.

Thes  shook haods, and in that simple way
the compaet waz settled. In future, Tom would
share smiler's earavan,

Then rame the heginning of the show.

Tearm, having nothing to do until the perform-
ance wis over, teok hiz place npear Lhe ring

Frivd .

Tom went out of the caravan, feeling dazed with § Through Tom's hrain.
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entrases,  croachineg low in a
wits well out of Lhe way,
bhing,

“My ondy hat!l™ he muttered, ' Those people
in the best seats think they're somebody—bnd
'm in a better position Lhan they are! My seat’s

corner, whire he
But he conld see every-

# FEF

freee and T belong to the show itself
Thut was the thousht  that kept  toarobinng

He was o part of the show !
Mot i mere spectator—nnt o easual vositor. Bub
e was o part af it, and would fravel with it?

And kis heart kept throbling.

Tom’s love for animals waz tremendous,
nd Lae horses came out, amd troited rowndd
riezg, he was lest in happines=s,
—amik hie Knew

and
L
He loved animals
that animals loved him.

And then eame one of the star turnz of tha
slinw,

Bert the Broneo was led into the rine, and
signnr Hogepannini made an  announcement Lo
the great crowds, In the meantine, Bert the

tiropen was bheing held by three or four sirong
astlirs. Tom was leoking on engerly.

“ Ladies and gentz” ashiouated the bozs,  “ Here
we have Bert the Bronco—the wild, untamed steed
from the Western Plajas! Onpiy owe horzeman in
my cntire cireus can ride him! You will now sea
hing give o dizplay of his skill!™

The bhorvaeman leapt ato the =wddle, and Bert
the Bronco went leaping and swooping all round
the rine. He was o terror. Tne vain he tried to
inscat his rider.  And at last, after complebine
three circuits of the ring, Bert was brought to oo
Lt and seized by many hands.

“ Now, ladies and gents,”
Boggannini, holding wp a hand., “Now for my
uerent offer! 1 am willing te pay ften pounds to
anvhody present who can come into this ring amd
ride Bert the Brones onee round the rine without

sltonted  =ipnor

bedne turown!  This offer iz open to all!  And
the money will be paid in spot eash "

There wns a muarmuar romd the audience, and
everal bold veuths ot poce came forwacd,  And

tlhie sudience went into shricks of laughter as theae
withiippy felliows were thrown, one after the other.
Bert the Broaeo would have none of theni.

And nz for Tom, what of him?
YWhut of ounr hero¥

There he crouched, Liz face glowing, lis cyes
glesuning.  An idea! The big boss had said Lhak
tiwe offer was open to all! Ten pounds! Here

was Tom's echanee of getfing that ten pounds-—-
the wmemey that he bhad expected to get after
a vear's hard work! And now there was a chanpee
that e might ohbtain it in one big awoop: |
oty he econld pay that ten pounds to Signor
Pogeannini, he would be eligible to take hiz placa
in the ring as a performer!
tIt wis Tom's coanee, and
it!

As the lazt of the vonths was thrown from Bert
the Broneo’s back, amid great roars of laughtoer,

he deecided to seize

Tom sprang forward. He looked very smalf in
that great rina, with the electric lights glaring
down  nprn him. He fe!'t amall, ton, hot hia
aparet was bhig,

“Can T have a go, sir?” he shouted eacerly

Signor Boggannini spun round, apd his  eyes
npened wide.

“FYon!" he sad., "“"Why, ves, | suppose ao!

But you must be mad, boy, i you think that you
can ride Bert the Broneo!™

“ Let my try, sic!” eried Tom bLoldiy,

And the awdience roared afresh with laughter.,
Wihat nonzense! What absolute rot! It was liko
the cheek of this voungster to imagine that he
conld ride the untamed steed of the Western

lains!

But our hero was no ordinary boy!
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Our Hero Wins |

b, ha!™

L[S .'It|
Roar: of lavghter went up as Tom
approached  Bert the Broneo. The
atndience felt that 1t was now going to
oregtest piece of fun of the whole even-
g,  Those hulking youths bhad not been abae
to ride Bert onee round the ring—or even half
way ronnd the ring  They hod all been unzeated
during thoe first two or three steps.  And here
waz this boy-a ragged sort of urchin, by the look
aof him—daaring to attempt the ride!

have the

Smiler, the elown, came ruoning up, amd hbe
thmmnped Tom on the back.

Spond  Inek, kid!" he shouted. “ Do wyour
best 1™

And Smiler turned abeut half a dozen somer-
gaults, amd then leapt upon Bert the Bronco's
back, nuly to be flung off with terrific foree. He
landed with a bump in the sawdnst, and the

andience eoared afresh.

“ The kid will come a worse eropper thau that!™
shouted zomebody.

Bilas  snoops, waiting npear the llon's cage,
siiw i,

S hope he kills himsell ! he hissed, under his
hreth,

Chunza. the elephant trainer, mutfered a male-
diction in Hinduostanl. :

“dido!™ ermed  the boss, cracking his whip
sipddendy,

“ Hurrah!™

“ Rtick it. L™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

HHe'll e off in a couple of zeconds!”
“And =0, amid jeers and cheers of emcourage-
ment, Tom sturted his ride on Bert the Broneo.
But, almost within the first zecond, the audience

had hushed. Something was different here!

Toan was riding the hroneo withont the slightest
tronhie!

It waz sensational—amazing—stwpendons!

Rert the DBironen seemed to know that he had a
friend on hiz hack now, XNaot once did he try to
unzeqat Teom. Instead, he capered joyously, and
went galloping round the ring In sheer ecstasy.

Al Tom's heart was beating a fierce tattoo
naitingt hia riha,

He had won—he wud won—he had won!

Three timez he went ronnd the ring—juzt to

make sure,  Then he leapt to the ground, amid
thuniders of applanse from the erowds. And Bert
the Broneo esme nosing up to Tom, and he

whinnied witn delight amd joy.

“Tins=, 1t'a unf:mm}'." gaitl Smiler, glancing at
2am Boggs, “That kid's a miracle!™

"By thunder, sao he is!" 2ad Signor Boggannini.
Y1 never zaw anything like it!™

With the sonnd of the cheering strong in his
rarz, Tom led Bert the Branco out of the ring.
There were =ome in the andience whe thought that
it wag all a trick—all a part of the show. They
had even seen Signor Boggannini hand Tom ten
ponnds in nofes, hmt they still thought it was
part of the show.

l
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Onutzide, in the entrance tent, Tom was looking
at the money in a4 dazed way. The ten ponnd:
wias nig! He had it in his handsg!

dugt then, Signor B{JE,‘.{&H.‘JiHi came ont with
Zmiler,  They noth stood locking at Tom. And
in the backoromud Silas Suocops was standing and
glaring. He hated to see his young enemy winnilg
thee favour nf the hir hoss,

“Well  done, lad—well  done)™  eried
Boges, thuwnping Tom on the shoulder.

Y] hope it was all rvight, sir?” panbted our
hero. 4 1--1 mean, 1'm on 1h[* ctaff, and—"

“You're a sleanger, amd you've never seen Berd
the Hronen in  your life hefore,” Interrupted
Signor Boggannini.  ** That's Enfmgh, The money
12 yours !

San

P1F

“Rut I'm going to give it back to you, sir!
eried Tom. ** Here it is—take it! Tt ia oy
preminm’  And now, sir, 1 can take my place

in the ring as a performer, if T'm good enough!
Md Sam Boegs rocked with faughter.
i Keep the money, kid—keep the money!"™ he
shonted  botsteronsly, “That talk abovt A
preminm was only my little joke! Put that ten

pounds im  the bank, and let it stay there!
le']l go mtn the ring ar a performer, in any
ease! After a little training, Tou'll be the

rii

biggest draw of the whole show !

Az Tom listensd tn these wordas in a dazed
kind of way, Silaz Spoops gritted his teeth with
rage. Tom would be the higgest draw of the
egirens!  And up to now Silas Snoops had been
the star! Az plearly as davlight, he eould see
that his star was on the wane! And this boy
wias the cause of it! The lion-tamer's heart was
aflame with hatred and jealomsy at that mnmnnt-

Then, hefore anything more eould be said, a
great shont came from the ring! A tumult of
sonnds arose from the aundience! Shrieks, zhonts,
and alirmed eries!

Y What i« it?" shonted the hig bose,
forward.

T went rnzshing into the ring, too, and what
he anw eanzed him to start baek with o echoking
ery of horror,

For a kind of stampede had started n the
andience.  Men awd women, hoyes and girls were
fighting fo get ont, shrieking amd shouting,

And what was the canse of ali this?

Well miv the question he asked! Faor there,
just againat the side of the ring, stood the tiger's
eapge--that cage which eontained one of India’s
mr:rat mapgnificent tigers. The hars of the cage
werag hroken and twisted, and the tiger was out
in the ring. 2narling and free!

running

0l my Heavens!" eried Signor Boggannind,
in™horror.

Tom ran Torward, hiz eves aglow with a fresh
exeitement.  Amd jnst at that moment the tiger

ocave one honmd, and went leaping right into the

andienpge®

{It looks pretin rocke for the awdience, doeen't

¥ But woail unlidl nert week! Juet wait until
owr hero gets to work on that giddy tiger!—
WILLY .

IF YOU WANT TO READ MORE SCHCOL TALES

28
Pages.

THE

BUY

"POPULAR?”

Prlce
2d.

which contains excellent School Btories of Greyiriars, Rockwood, and St. Jim's—also a Grand
Detective Tale, and an old-time Romance, every week.

THIS TOPPING SCHOOL

& ADVENTURE PAPFPER

IS NOW ON SALE,

—




HOW TO JOIN

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

THE LEAGUL

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 81.

BECTION

4

of the League.

READER'S APPLICATION FOR

1 deaire to become enrolled as a Member of THE BT, FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Memhbers
I hereby declare that I have introduced " THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY " and THE 5T, FRANK'S LEAGUE (o one new reader, whoae
signature to certifly this appears on second form attached hereto.
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the Membership
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

MEMBERSHILP.

Will you,

SECTION

B

I, Member No....coo

MEMEER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

(give Membership No.). bhereby declare that I have
introduced one mere new reader, whose sigoature to certify this appears
on secomd form attached hereto. T .
introductions up to date) iotroductions to my credit.

This makes me............ (state sumber ol
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C

F LIBRARY.™

HEW BREADER'S DEGCLARATION.
I hereby declare that 1 have been introduced by (zive name of introducer)
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INSTHRUCTIONS.
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Appiying for Mem- | the [orm. Now pin both lurma together and send
barship. Cut out TWO cumplete Applicution | them to the Chicf Officer, a3 above., Une new

Forma from Two copies of this week's issue of
THe MNpLsoy LEE LiskakY. On one of the forms
fill im Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who lills in Hection C, erosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. DBoth forms are then
pinned topether, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Franks League, o¢/o THE NELBON LEE
LitRARY, Gough Hbuze, Gough Square, London,
HA.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be mnecessary for you to obtaln six new
readers [or Lhis award. Foar each new reader
TWO complete forms, Dbearing the same
pumber, are needled, UOn one of the forms fil] :n
Yection B, crossing out Scetions A and C, and
wrile your came and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who filis
in Section ), crosses ocut SBectiona A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

reader will Lhen be regislered apgninst your name,
and when six new readers have heen registered,
you will be sent the i, Fraok's League bronze
medal, There i3 nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or wmore new readers
at once, provided that each pair of lorms bears
the same date and number.

Bronze medablists wishing to qualify for ilLe
silver or gold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B,
Fvery introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that wheu the League reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,

aceording to the number of introductions with
which tiey are credited.
These Application Forms e¢an be postea  for

yd., providing the envelope i3 not sealed and no
letter 18 enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES

You ecan write to [fellow members living at
homa or in the most diztant outposta of the
Lmpire.

You are oftered free advice on choosing a
trade ot calling, and on emigration to the
eirlonies and dependencies.

it you want to form a
clab, you can do so amonzst
of the l[eague.

sports or social
loeal members

OF JOINING THE LEAGUE,

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You ean qualify for the various awards by
promofing the growth of the League.

il ?«::ru want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chiel Ofcer ever
ready to assist you.
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All LETTERS in reference to the League should be addressed (o the Chicf Oficer, The St. Frank's

League, cio T

ENELSON LER LIBEARY, T'he Fieetway House, Farringdon S8, London, E.C.4,

Enguirics which reed an immediafe answer shioeld be accom panied by a stam ped and addressed envelope,

A Cricket League.

i

player. but T nm inelined to think there are bul

ESLIE BENTLEY, 41, Wainhouse Rowmd, | 108 like fimin this respect,
cinge Cross, alitax, arks.,  puats e i ¢
King ( it York t=  fenl . ) Just Think of It!
wared s notion which desdrves 1o be 2et A New South Wales render asks me if it 13
poing by pext  seasow onamely,  the [ not Ume 1o leave out the League Form, as b
estullishoent of an & F. L. Cricket Leazue. Lhinks all the wembers muzt have come in,
A Cym Club This won't e at all, New members roll oug
viehard  Ferrell, 19, Edith :-4'[1'-.1:’[. aleshawl- ;.;rj'll_‘?“ ﬁeph “Iji!lr :i--.-]:.,-lr'Lh:E ;cl:‘,l,"l,f:.l::hm“i.‘:r“.ﬁé:
lljl!i-.]il"Illlll.l ;'i.l'llj'.t Izli].filli'lli:tL L::Mhﬂuli”,u]m‘t %:}.1;:.,_:‘."'1!:::,' _';""""“'t'“tﬁ ke the idoor wide wpen.  The shot
of his elums, 1t is best' to have things in order ;II{:P :—iﬂrti-r-lﬁt[:ﬂ;’i ;ii::r Iﬁ‘::ﬁih{:ufrl}‘-n }F?ﬂr ::}Et;[':w
ad to elect o chairman for the wting,  Then | fir g ’ ' S i '
g Wl E 4 y LS T B -1 ) B | .J- IE I FLRT 'IIF-' ) e h]'-'“':_gl
pul the guestion of bHeemdoz such oo elobh, and The Twentieth Century
o fnlu the maller of Tumiz. I doez nof malter DA K. (Melbourne) asks ® this is  Lhe
i bean about muking a small begluning.  If 1t f Njpeteenth or the  Twentieth Century. It i
O, ol 'El!.“'_ supplying ol equipment will Aot decidedly the Twentieth, The XNincteenth Cen
offer mueh dithewity, tury came to an end on December Slst, 1000,

Ancient Egypt.
Leonard Naden, Castle Mill Farmn, Castle Mill,
Tipton, Safs. s interested in the hiztory  of
Fevpt. He shoubd get ™ Exyvpl.,” in the Story of
Nations  Series, from a  bookselier, He should
alzo look up the record of Perdinand de Lesseps
sl the Swez Canal in the enevelopiedin. 1This
will zive him mach concerning mowlern Egypt.
In Shorthand,
Best thunks Normin Wood

1o fATdwick), wlia

sends e o cheery mwessnge in Pitmaw's  shori-
hand. 1 congratulate hinme on the elearness of
ii= stxle, and 1| oappreciated the compliment 1o
the *W. L. L.*

Order in Advance.

Thiz iz the wlviece 1 temder to oa resder in
Pamdenong  {Anstoading. who gol to the news
arent’'s shop awd fioawd, Tike  Mother Hubleird,
tiint tlwe cuphbound was bare.  The anly way iz
Lo repister a regular order. Then Lthe newsagent
Knows wiere he is, and the * N. L. L.” reader

viels hiz paper,
Jdoining the League.
A Berks reader wunts to know how to become
A member of the = F. L. Thiz iz zimple enouzh,

My correspondent  should  read  Lhrongh  the
inatructions given in fhe NELSOX LEE  LIERARY,
aml then st abour finding a new peader. Then
wrive the fresh repder’s namwe andg address on the
form prowided, semi il in. and the Certifieate of
Membesship ol the  Leasue Badge  will he
v Torwnrded.
Studying the Films.
Harey MoeMalion, 30, Lores Street. West Broken
I, NGBW L Anstralia, s overy keen atwmt the
Flrus, He makes a specinl pegquest to an
American reader too tell him ophont Los Angeles
and how films are acled,
A RBilliards Champion.
Berpard Bosen, Neardale, Midelleteon  Meoad, ur.

Crumpsull, Manchester, whose age is 12, §s eagoer
to have a bhillineds chaiapionship of the Lessoe,
and he challenpes members. ages 10--34. IF they
will write tao him he will srrange  preliminarios
and final heats. This Manchester eloim iz a Keen

— s

This Caloulating Business.

A Bradford chum asks me the [ollowing ques-
tion: "I & person draws a thousand  pounids
interest froms biz bank at 71 poe. Ior one year,
b el eapital haz he invested at the bhank ™
Thiz works oat at L£15,335 s, =d. My corre-
apondent g&avs he asked an Ineome Tax official,
a clweamest, and a clerk, and they had all d:efferent
AW ETE, Anvwayr, I s o nice little Ineome,

In the Dumps,
(Svilnev) ns4ks what he is 1o do about
He iz nervons amd alwavs
worrving  about  the  fanture, He o los different
mepred=, foa. O womnent be iz leoking forwsnd
tev the ftroow wilh eagéerness: in tlhie same
hreath, so to speak, & Ot of depression comes ¢
b, le fakes o interest in his work, and he
feels fed up. 1 think . my nervy friend §s o bif
ran down; he should z2ec o doctor, and above all,

Ty, (.M,

being hishly strung?

he should get pleaty ef fresh aly.  Nothing like
that for geiting rid of the eobwebs oned Lhe
Il s,

Those Seven Wonders,

A Maroate remder asks for the names of {he
Aeven Wonders of the Workd, They are the
Hanging Gardens of Babyion; the Pyraomids of
Eeypr: the Temple of Diana at Ephesons; {he
Saree of Aens by Phidias  at Athens;  the
Colos=az of Bhodes : the Mauzoleum ereeted by

Artemisin a1t Halicarnassus: the Pharos or light
hretze ot Alexandria,

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

. . Rkelseyr, 8=, Ferrars  Romd, Tiesley,
Sheffieid, wislies to hear fron remders,

Join H.  Pahioer. 330 Mary Steeet,  Aubwrn,
N oONUWL, Australia, wizhes to oear Feomn peaders,

E. Brinedley, 26, Rovids  Bfreet,  Coon=M,
Manchester, n=ks H. MeMalon,  West Broken
Hili, Austraiia, to reply 1o his 1etler,

B . DPaviess 45 Turherville  Street, Maesteg,
Glamorgan, wishes to enreespond with readers

interestod in literadore, stoanps, and sports
(et israreed o weat page.



CORRESPONDENTS WANTED
(Contirued from previows pige.)

Leslie Puarker, 5, Ieath Cotts, Strowd, Peters-
ficid, Hants.,, wishes fo hear from an CL0.; also
from readers geaerslly.

Fiank E.  Palmer, 235,
Wilts., wishea to corcespond
I‘”i—-ﬂ.‘ti in amateur theatricals

Jones, B, Ashbhurs Road,
8. 'IH' 1, wishes to hoar fron

Poark Lane, 3Swindon,
with readers inte-
i nafure study.
Batiersea, Londown,

)2 in Battersea,

Clapham, and Balbam, alse from meendhers  who
have foermed clubs. .

Bolond - Beacham, 10, Heyworth  Crescend,
Toronto, 14, Canada, wizhes to coreespomd with
retders _in tle . Bedford® aml Beddditelr districts,
He also wants ti bay the “Mont Hellow" series.

L. Hohman, 24, Palim Road, Bowfloni, London,
E, wishes to corpespond  with remders in his
district. * . oo

i. W. Cooke, 2, Merbert Strect, Sydney, nr.
Crowe, wizhes _to coomespond  with  renders  anye
1.5]t:*:|-:1 E“~|:1l:-.!-.1 h i =onthy Afrnea, E=xypt, Chiua,
Tdia, = and® gouth Amerivn; he also wants to
hvar !’Iulhl n.u]f:h ul o have sets of the " N L LS°
-{fllt seriesy for anie.

W, Falwaords 10y Main Rosd, Svidnev, nr,
ErEwE twishes to henr from resders  anywhere,
1h;|ru|||1. in the Coited Stotes. India, Japan,
Australin, Egvpl, Frapcee, and HBouth Afriea; e
also wants to get Y N, L. L 1—156: nlee to zell
his stamp and cigaeetle card ecollectinns,

W.  Stevenzs, 36, Wesl Slreel.  Leyionstous,

London, E.11,
ANl letters
Yictor

wishos to
SNEWE e,
Naegiel, 14,

correspond  witl readers,

Hugh Streef, Victorin,
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Fear

Lﬂﬂﬂi}ﬂ. 5-“111
iz districk.

wishies Lo from readers in

J. Menderson, 145, Crown  Street,  Liverpaot,
wishes Lo hear frooe wo O Q. also frovm peaders
interested in photography.

Leonard Naden, Castle Mitl Parm, Caslle Mill,
Tipton, Stafis., wizshes to hear from readers over
seng, espeeially slomp cotlectors,

1. Coasting, 1, Stafived Sireet, Enrlham Toad,
Morwich, wishes to biear  from  peaders in s
aity.

Normian Wood, 32 Carioen Street,  Arnfwilelk,
Manchester, vwould lize to hear Prom reoaders i
Lhe Colonies, also from fliose iolerestod in Pit
man's shorthand, scooting, and  veonsrilegumism.

F. Nunn, 27, College Streel, Homerton, Loadom,
E.9, wizhes {o hear feom readers apywhere. ek
capecially those living in the Homerton distriet.

Thomaz Gush, G614, Cssington Avenve, Toronto,
Dutario, Ganada, wishes to hear from  stmap
collectors aml from rendors anyvwlera. He has

butk numbers of {he "N, L, L

Alan  Copnetl, 66%, DJhlitary  TRoad, Mosman,
Sydney, N.SOW., Auwstralia, wishes to eoriespons
with readers in Coanads, England, South Afrvici.

and ¥France.

J. J. Harvey, Awarun Plaims, Southland, Naw
Zealand, wisles to henr from readers do New
Zealand, and anyvwhers in the British FEmpire,
\Il letters nnawered.

Leshie  Dentley, 41, Wainhonse  Towd.  King
Cross, Halifax, Yorks.., would like to beeoimi
reader of an amoteur maghzine, He also wishts

to correspomd with readers In Ausiralia, Awericn,
and New Zealanid.

sy

G ——— 3 o

CHRESTMAS CARD
AGENTS WANTED/|

o sell Private Cards, Tp-te-date Designa. . Fres
Book, Best Spare Time Acency Ever Offered.
Highest Commission, Valuable Prizes,  Apply :

FIRTH GRAHAM & CO.,
Dept. F.157, ACCRINGTON.
inwinning snecess,

HEIEHT BGHHTS Hejaht increased—

health and physigue improved. Wonder-
fal results, Send for pacticulars pnd our
£100gunrantee to Girvan System, AN 1,
17, Btroud Green Road, London, N.4,

MAGIC TRICKS, sic.—Farceis, 2/6, 5/b, Venirile
nutat’ s Instruwent, Invikible, Imitate birds., Price Gd
erch, 4 for 1)-—T. W, HARRISON, 239, Penton
wille Rond, London, M.1.

warll: ¢epn Phofa Maferlal. Sam.

£250ﬂ ples catalopgus free, 12 by 10 En.

largement, any photo, EL-HACKETT'S WORKS,
July Rond, Llverpool.

CUT THIS OUT

“NELSON LEE" FPEN COUPON. VALUE 34,

Send 5 of these conpans, with only 2'8 (and 2d4. stamp)
diteci to ihe PLEET PEN CO,, 119, Fleat SBtreet,
n.C4. Hy 1 yon will reo relve o handsome ]-F'1.I"'|
gelffillis ‘B I'L'I-"ET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold
nib {an .."'II-.iIII"'I or Lroasd!, nsually 1076, Fleot prica
G-, ar with 5 counpons only 2/9, De Luxe Maodel 25 axtra

ey = - " L 5
e IR -'l: e s 3
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Doxe are wanied for the Scaman €lasg {‘ram whish
selections are e fur {ve Wircleds Telegraphy and
Birnailing Branches), Age 15 o 163 years.

MEXN also are required for
(BPECTAL BERVICE) ... ..

Aae 18 Le 25
Age 18 te 25

REANMENY
Ny ETORLES

GO0OD PAY. ALL FOUND
N EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION §

Apply by lelter to the Decrniliing Btalf Oficer, RN
ami R.W., 5. Buffoik Strect, Sinioipgfam; 1240,
Victoria Strees, Bristol; 43, Crown Perrace, Dowan
il I.Jlaarnr. 20, Cannine Place, Liverponl; 55,
Wolteehaol, Londoen, 8 %W.1; 2R, Deoatisgate, Man
chezter: 116, Dye HI, Newcasile-on-Tyve; or €, B
Ovehard Plvee, Qui n"a LPari, Scuthmppton,

Complate

HEIGHT INEHEASE{I ﬂ Conrse.

inche. in ONE HMONTH. =
'ﬁ|||||-||r applinpees — drugs — or dicting,
The Famoaugz Clive S;j.r.-;t-ﬁin Never
Fails, Cooploie Covrese 5 TL.0O, p. L,
or further parcies, siamp.—P. A, Clive,

Harreck Houge, COLWYN BAY. North Wales,
Tosd riimentz

FREE F”N' If‘]::li'; setaling Fill

Htriisngn =ik
latext Amasing Novely and List —F, Simpson & Cg.,
10, Clarence Gardens, Llandudne, N, Wales.

E'I".l.r'l.
(P.Q.} for

All applications for Advertisement Spaces in ﬂ;:la
publication should be addressed to the Advertise=
ment Manager, * The Nelson Lees Library,"” Tha
Fleetway House, Farringdou Etreel, London, E.C.4,

Printed and Publighod E!'?EI"TI-'
House, Farringdon Sirect
Londen, E O 4.

nhdon, H. {‘ q.

11f- per aknum; 5/6 for six moniiia. Sole Apgents for South Africs s
for Australia ond New ¥ealand; Messrs, Gordonm & Goleh,
Canads),
idew Series No. 74. i I

Wednesday by the Propriclors
Advertigement
Begistered [or tranemission by Coenadian mapnzine pr.ﬂE.

The Amalgamated FPreaa, Tid., The Flestway
Offices : The Floetwny House, Farringdon Strest
E»uue--:rap.-mr Fatea: Inlapnd and Abroad,
Central Nowa ency, Limited. Sola Agants
Limited; and for l:an'l a2t The Imperinl News Oo.

October 1s8t, 1927.

Limited



