A “painful"” episode from the rollicking long complete yarn inside, featuty
ing the Chums of St. Frank's,

New Series No. 126. CuUT ON WEDNESDAY. Soptember 29th, 1928.
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Handforth hurled the bag of jam-tarts. Of course, he meant to hit the flying figure of ** Aunt
Sophie,”” but unfortunately ,** Aunt Sophie ** ducked—and Mr. Pyecraft, the irascible Fourth= *
Form master, stopped the bag with his face. Splosh | The paper-bag was thin. It burst, and
ihe tarts spread themselves over Mr, Pycraft’s visage in a fearful mess of ‘am and pastry.
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“Charley’s Aunt*” was a seream—but Archie’s ““ Aunt’’ is a Tartar!
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOAS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘' The Popular ” every Tuesday.)
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Up 1o the present Nipper & Co. have undoubledly had the best of maliers
in their “ camapign” against Hal Brewster & Co. of the River House
School. Such a slale of a]j‘azrs doesn’l suil Brewster. The St. Frank’s fellows
have crowed long enough ; now 11's lime the River House bad a look in.
And—My Only Sainted Aunt! ] ' Ed.
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CHAPTER 1
Archie All Forlorn !
!RCHIHALD WINSTON DEREK GLENTHORNE heaved a sigh.

oy

-
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It wasn't an ordinary sigh, either. The genial ass of the Remove Form at.

St. Frank's gave vent to a sound that scemed to indicate that the troubles of

the entire world were vpon his elegant shoulders. His aristoeratic features were
expressive of mental torment, and his eyes were inclined to be glassy.

“The prospeet,” he murmured disconsolately, “i1s not mercly poisonous, but absolutely
too frightfully frightful!”

Having thus dnnerud himself, Arcliie heaved another sigh., Not Hmt anybody took
any notice; not that there was a soul to share his sorrows. Archm was alone, wandering
aimlessly out of Bellton on the wav to St. I'rank’s.

The lanco s,trutulu_wi bleakly before him, a long, desolate vista of unfriendly barrenness.
At least, that was how 1t loocked to Arc‘rm,, in his present mood. Actually, the late!
September afternoon was quite mild, and the autumn breeze was kindly. On every
hand the countryside was looking mellow.

Suddenly, without any warning, the lane became filled with yelling schoolboys.
Archie Glenthorne stood stock still, and his monocle dropped out of his eye. With
one rush, the juniors were upon him, They were River House fellows, led by Hal
DBrewster, the cheery skipper of the Fourth,

“Grab him!” said Dave Ascott briskly.

“He’s fair game!” deelared Kingswood.

Archie recovered his monocle, and gazed sadly at the erowd,

“What ho!’ he obscrved. “I mean to say, the dashed enemy! Carry on, laddies—
carry on!"

Ha! Brewster chuckled.

“It's a fair catch, Archie!” he said. “We spotted you coming, and we dodged behind
the hedge—-""

“Absclutely!” redded Archle. “Kindly proceed with the slaughter. I mean to say,
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get it over. The sooner, in fact, the better.
You may be surprised, old things, but T don’t
care a dash.”’

“You don’t care a dash?” repeated Glynn.

“I’'m dashed if I do!” asserted Archio
firmly.

“But we're going to roll you in the ditch!”
explained Driscoll,

“the ditch

“ At the moment,” said Archie,

has no terrors for me, Absolutely not! DBe
good !'H{)'lg'}l to roll away, laddies! 1 mean,
who cares? There are times in this life
when a chappie has vaster troubles than
ditches,”’

Hal Brewster looked at Archie closely.

“Just a minute, you fellows,” he said.
“Somehow, [ don’t quite like ragging this
258,

“QOh, I say!” protested Buller. “He's fair
game, you know!”

“Yes, I know thal?”’ agreed Hal. *“But
it’s rather difficult to rag a chap who looks
so unutterably miserable as Archie. Besides,
when he doesn’t care what happens to him,
where’s the fun of carrying on?”

There was something in this.  Ixtra-
ordinarily enough, Archiec Glenthorne almost
appeared to relish the i1dea of being rolled
in the ditch. Yet, at any ordinary time, he
would have been horrified at the Very Sugges-
tion of it. He was always immaculately
attired, and any interference with his appear-
ance was, in his eyes, a heinous crime,

At the moment, there was keen rivalry
between the St. Frank’s juniors and those of
the River House. 'There had been a good
many japes recently, too, and so far the
honours were well on the side of the St
Frank’s Remove,

Brewster & Co. and Nipper & Co. were
the firmest of friends, but when it came to
a question of japes, they were unmerciful in
their thoroughnoess,

“What’s the trouble, Archie,
asked Brewsier concernedly.

“Oh, rather!”’ nodded Archie.

“Are you in pain, or have you lost a
tenner ¥’

“Yes!?’ said Archie,
absolutely not!  Good gad!
frightfully shnple.”

“Somebody dead 1

“As a matter of fact, no,”’ replied Areaie.
“T'he whole trouble is that somebody is moss
poisonously alive!”

“AhY’ nodded Brewster sagely. “Your
pater ¢ He's been calling you over the coals
because your reporis have been bad #”

“ Absolutely not!” replied Archie, “The
good old pater i1s a dashed sport. There's no
trouble of that sort, old onion!”’

“Then Phipps is ill,” said Ascotf, with a
grin. “Your giddy valet has pegged out, or
something.”’

Archie started.

“Kindly refrain from making such ghastly
suggestions!” he said, with a shiver. I
mean to say, bad as the old situation is, it’s
not so dashed bad as that! I mean, if T lost

old man”

“That is to =ay,
Nothing  so

"

“she always does buzz.

Phipps, I should lose the one ray of sunshine
in my lhife}”

The River Ilouse juniors chuckled. They
were  always cehipping  Archie Glentherne
becanse he had a valet all to himself.

“If it isn’t Phipps, and it isn’t your pater—

then what’s the trouble?’ asked Brewster
pointedly  “I don’t want to be inquisitive,
Archie, but you're looking so ihorouglily

downhearted that we'd like to cheer vou up.
We'll forget about the rag this time. We'll
let you off.”

“Thanks awfully frightfully,’
aratefully.

“ And now let's hear the tale of woe.”

“A dashed good description,” said Archie
firmly. *“You see, Aunt Sophie is a sort of -
—of female.”

“So [ should imagine!” grinned Brewster.

“Oh, absolutely!”’ said Archie. “She’s
absolutely one of those!”

“Wait a minute!” said Hal. “This is the
first you've mentioned of your Aunt Sophie.

Who is she, anyhow ?”’
ll;\f'}, E].Lt!]t,”

replied Archie
“That is to say, the aunt. Of course, 1
have sundry aunts knocking about, here,
there, and everywhere, but Aunt Sophie is
the One, DPositively and unquestionably, sne
is 18"

“Yes, but—-"

“The World’s Worst!” declared Archie.

“Weli, we're getting down to 1t!"" ur-
mured Brewster, ““So your Aunt Sophie 13
a bit of a caution, is she? And she has been
writing you stern letters?”

“It wouldn’t matter so much, laddie, if she
contented herself with writing letters,’”’ re-
plicd Archie. * But, dash it, the frightful
dragon is absolutely coming to St. Frank’s.
I mecan, could there be anything worse ? At
any moment, she may trickle in, and then the
balloon will positively go up.”

“:fﬂtt think she’ll put you through the mill,
L

“The fireworks,”” said Archic,
dashed dazzling for words.”

“Well, of course, we don’t know much
about your Aunt Sophie,”” said Brewster.
“But 1 don’t see how she can be quite so had
as you make out. When did you sece her last,
anvhow 7

“Oh, ages ago,
“That is to say, epochs.
acons,’’

“This term ?” inguired Kingswood politely.

“Odds rot and rubbish, no!"” said Archie.
“I haven't scen the old girl sinece T was a
frightful thing in velvet. I mean, I seem to
have a sort of nightmare vision of her. When
I was five years old, she buzzed off to South
Africa., Positively buzzed. Well, of course,
She’s one of that sort.
[Like one of these hornets!”

“*You haven’t seen her since you were fiva
vears old, and yet you're scared of her coming
to St. Frank’s?” asked Brewster, in astonish-
ment. ““Why, you silly ass! You’re worry-
ing over nothing! In all probability, she’l]

said Archie

mournfully.

ph 7
““will be too

rephicd Archio gloomily.
In other words,
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fall on your neek, and leave you a nice fat tip

before she leaves!”
Archie smiled bleakly, and shook his head.
“Not Aunt Sophie!” he replied, in a tragic
voice. “Other aunts, perhaps—but absolutcly
not Aunt Sophie!”’

e e

CHAPTER 2
Trouble in the Offing !

HE River House fel-
lows were mightily
amused. Archie Glen-
thorne was always
entertaining, and just

'I'
f \ |
at the moment ho was particularly so. DBrew-
ster & Co. were quite convinced that his deep

concern was unjustified, and it was comical
to watch his sorrowful face.

“My dear old chap,.there’s no need for

you to get so worried,” said Brewster. ©1

expoet your fears are groundless——"

““ About as groundless as the coffce we have
for breakfast,”” said Archie. “In other words,
laddie, the grounds are so frightfully awful
that there’s nothing else but grounds.”

“We have better coffee at the Iliver
House,”” said Driseoll, with a grin.

“1 shouldn’t be at all surprised,” agreed
Archie. “Not that I care a dash. The fact
is, Aunt Sophie has removed the happiness
from my life. Any day she might appear in
the offing, and——"

“But don’t you know? asked Hal.
“Hasn't she written to you and told you any-
thing ?”

““Oh, rather,” said Archie. “She’s told me
that she’s coming to St. FFrank’s, dash it,
That's the whole blighting trouble. And I'm
dached if T know when she's coming!”’

_ “Oh, I sce!” nodded Brewster, “She's ieft
it uncertain?”’

“It might be to-morrow, it might be next
week, or it might be the week after,” ex-
plained Archie. ““But she’s coming. Thatl’s
the whole frightful trouble. You sce, she's
only just arrived in England——"

“Where has sho.come from, then?”

“Didn’t T explain, old dear, that she really
lives in South Africa?” )

“I don't remember it,” said Hal.

“Well, it’'s a fact,” said Archie. “On one
of these dashed ostrich farms, or something.
Or it mav be a diamond mine. Not that it
really matters, She lives in South Africa, on
the good old veldt, and it’s the only consola-
tion I've got. I mean, she can't always be
trickling over and buzzing in and buzzing
out again, But I must confess it struck me
all of a heap when 1 heard the fatal news
that she had descended, like a blight, upon
English soil.  Even the good old weather
has become murky.”

“You're a fathead, Archie!” said Brewster
frankly. '

“Eh? I mean to say, what?”
“A chump "

“Oh, well, of course,’
comes to that——="’

*You admit you haven't scen your aunt
since you were five years old, and that means
about ten years ago,”’ said Brewster. “ Why,
I don't suppose you even know ber.”

~ “Not by looks, perhaps—but, dash it, I'd
jolly soon know her by her ways!” said
Archie with conviction, _

“Oh, you wouldn't know her by her
looks 7"

“I might, and I might nct,” replied the
genial ass of St, Frank's. *“1 mean to say,
she’s one of these dashed persons who won't
be photographed. A rather sensible scheme,
of course, since there’s realiv no sense in
going abous the world smashing good cameras,
But I can remember her as a slightly smallish
sort of female, thin and all that sort of thing,
and most awfully acid.”

“Sour, eh?"”

“Lemons,” said Archie, “aren’t in it. T
mean, when I was a kid, I used to go about
in fear and trembling. Aunt Sophie is one
of those sort, you know. Always criticising
a chappie, and telling him he oughtn’t to do

b

said Archie. “If it

this and he oughtn’t to do that. A sort of
female inquisitor, as it were.”
“PBut she's probably changed by now,”

grinned Ascott,  “Besides, you were only a

little kid—"

“ According to all the family rumours, Aunt
Sophie is about five hundred horse power
worse !” said Archie sadly. “Why, dash it,
in the family she's known as the She-Dragon.
Absolutely ! Every time I think of her I
go wobbly at the knees. I mean, all the
tissues go dithery.”

“ And what do you suppose she'll do if she
comes down to St. Frank’s?”

“The fact is, old companion, I haven’t
dared to think,” said Archie, in a horrified
voice. “Dut it's dashed certain that she'll
start doing the instant she staggers in, and.
she'll continue doing until she staggers out.
You don’t seem to understand that she’s a
family nightmare. She goes from relative to
relative like a frightful tornado.”

“T've got aunts somecthing like that!” put
in Glynn feelingly.

“0Oh, dash it, but Aunt Sophic is the most
poisonous female that was ever invented!”
said Archie sorrowfully. “Not that I wish to
say anything against the dear old soul. I
dare say she means well.  Most of these
aunts do. But when she arrives she'll prob-
ably make me wear woollen socks.”

“Great Scott!” said DBrewster,
horror.

“Oh, absolutely!” said Archie. “I mean,
what could be more absolutely frightful?
Woollen socks, dash it! And then, again,
she's quite capable of telling me that this
dashed eyeglass is unnecessary.”

in mock
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“Well. isn't it?”
“You frightful fright!” said  Archie

frizidly. “A chappie ean’t look well dreseed
unless he has a monoele. But Aunt Nophie
is liable to put the old foot down with con-
siderable vim. And the worst of it 18, 1 dou’t
know when she's coming.”

“Perhaps she’ll give you a miss, old man,”
said Hal soothingly. “She may not be long
in England——"

“A month,” said Archie unhappily. “A
whole dashed month. And before she goes
back she’'ll ooze down to St. Irank’s. Of

course, there's some consolation in knowing
that she’ll ultimately go back to her dashed
ostriches and things. But in the meantime
'in living in fear and trembling.”

“Then you're a chump,” said ITal, langh-
ing.  “Of course, it's always possible that
vour Aunt Sophie will eriticise a good bit
when she comes down.  Most aunts do.
It's just their way, you know. They gencr-
ally find something wrong when they visit a
fellow at school.  Cheer up, Archie, and
when she comes, agree to cverything she
says, and——"

“Oh, rather!” interrupted Archie. “ But,
dash it, I'm not worried about what she’ll
say. I mean, that's nothing. It's what
she'll o that T'm so frightfully windy about.
The old girl is capable of anything, Posi-
tively and absolutely anything. You don’t
know her!”

All the River House fellows chuckled.

“Torget it, Archie,” said Driscoll
amusedlv. “And T'll bet vou anything you
like that when -vour aunt comes down, she’ll
prove to be harmless. Anticipation is always
worse than realisation.”

But Archie refused to be consoled, and
Brewster & Co. hadn’t the heart to commit
any act of violence upon him. They allowed
him to go.

“Well, you have our sympathy, old son,”
said Hal, just before they parted. “Oh, if
you sece Nipper, tell him that I'll be along
later on in the afternoon.”

“"Eh?” said Archie. *““Oh, I see what you
mean! You'll be along?”

(39 Y(‘;S.j,

“Isn’t that a frightfully risky thing to do?”
asked Archie.“I mean, what with one thing
and another, and this and that, it's not
exactly safe pa

11!

“Bul this is different!”” grinned Brewster.
“I'm coming to see Nipper about the footer,
We've got to fix up some matches, and
there’ll be a truce for an hour or two.”

“Oh, rather!’ said Archie, nodding. “A
good old truce, as it were. I gather the
trend, laddie.
a truce with Aunt Sophie.”

He went off, shaking his head, and Brew-
ster & Co. laughed heartily, In their
opinions, Archie (Glenthorne was certainly
making a mountain out of a molehill,

1

I only wish that T could call |
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CHAPTER 3
Something Like An Idea!

Y only sainted
aunt !” said Hal Brew-
stor, coming to a halt
"in the middle of the
footpath,
fellows

River in the

Were

The
middle of Dellton Wood, on their way back to

House

their own school.  Hal Brewster was now
staring straight ahead of him, his eves gleam-
ing. his face flushed,
“What's wrong?"
“My only
ster.
“What's wrong, ass?” roarced ihe others in
 one volce.

asked Ascott curiously,
sainted aunt!” repeated DBrew-

“Nothing wrong!” said Ilal. “DBut, by
-Jove, everything’s going to be »ight !”
“Well, you ought to know best!” said

Kingswood satcastically. “But if you'll ex-

plain what the dickens you're getting at
“Aunt Sophie!” said Brewster dreamnly.
“Ehf”
“Which
““Aunt Sophie!” repeated Brewster.,
“Obh, youre dotty!” said Ascott, with a
‘grunt. “You've got Aunt Sophie on the
brain. T thought we’d forgotten all about

Archie Glenthorne by this time—"

“ After all. why not?” said Hal, as though
talking to himself. *‘“ Archie has admitted
that he doesn’t know when Aunt Sophie is
actually coming. So why shouldn’t she
descend upon St. Frank’s this afternoon?”

“What the dickens——"

b 1 }‘HH very afternoon!” said Brmw. ster, mth
a grin. “By Jove! That would give ’em
a bit of a shock, wouldn’t it?"

“We're going to give you a shock in five
seconds ! said Kingswood ominously. “ How
can we know anything about Aunt Sophie’s
movements, you silly, hulking great fat-
head

Hal Brewster came to himself with a start.

“Are vou talking to me?” he asked, star-
ing at Kingswood,

“1 thought that would bring you to your
senses !’ said Kingswood, grinning,

“Well, as long as you didn’t mean it. T
won't punch your nose!” said Hal. “But
look here, you fellows. Why shouldn’t
Aunt Sophie arrive this afternoon? In faet,
let. her arrive to tea!”

“Oh, rather!"” said Ascott,
send her a wire, and »

“No need to send her a wire,”
Brewster,

“Why not?”

“Beecause she's at the River

“She’s—where?”

“You heard what T said,
| calmly, -

“You'd better

imterrupted

TTouse.”

" replied Brewsier

[
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“Is there any mental trouble in your
family ?”” inquired Driscoll, in an anxious
voice.

*“*Aunt Sophie is at the River House
School!” said Hal Brewster, speaking very
deliberately. ““ And Aunt Sophie is going to
arrive at St. Irank’s for tea. And, what'’s
more to the point, Aunt Sophie is going to
fulfil every one of Archie Glenthorne’s hor-
rible expectations—only more so!”

Kingswood touched his head.

“Mad!” he said significantly.
his rocker!”

“ My poor, benighted simpletons,” said Hal.
“Haven't you got anything in your heads
except water? I've given you three or four
hints, and you haven’t taken them. Vhat
about Cyril Graham?”

“The new chap?’ asked Ascott.

“The new chap!” nodded Brewster,
“Graham, the son of the famous West Ind
actor. The chap who got dressed up as a
girl at the beginning of term, and who
spoofed Nipper & Co. up to the eyes.”

“Yes, but——"

“This afternoon,” said Brewster, “he’ll be
Aunt Sophie!”

And then the others saw what their leader
was getting at. They stared at him blankly
for a moment, and then they gulped.

“CGreat  Scott!” ejaculated Kingswood.
“You—you mean—"'

“Exactly ! said Brewster.
say that he wouldn't know his aunt when
he saw her? He hasn’t ever seen a photo-
graph of her, and he hasn't seen her since
he was five years old. My dcar chaps, it’ll
be as easy as pie!”

“Oh, my hat!” -

“He doesn’t even know when she’s com-
ing down,” continued Brewster keenly.
“Therefore he won't be at all surprised if
she turns up this afternoon. And none of the
other fellows will be surprised, either. You
can bet your boots that Archie has been
broadcasting his troubles all through the
Remove, and when Aunt Sophie turns up,
they'll take her for granted. They won't
suspect a thing."”

“(Clean off

“A jape on Nipper & Co.!” breathed
Georgie Glynn.,

“It’s about time, t{o0o,” went on
Drewster, taking a deep breath. *“Those

St. Frank's chaps diddled us properly over
that gorilla the other day. W E, now we're
going to have a bit of our own back.”

“Won't it be a bit rough on Archie?”
chuckled Ascoltt,

“Archie is a member of the St. Frank’s
Remove,” replied Brewster severely. “And
in this world the innocent always have to
suffer for the guilty. In any case, it’ll be
a jape against the Remove, because wo can
rely upon Graham to put some of the other
fellows through the mill, too. Onece he gets
going, he'll make the fur fly.”

“But we shan’t be there to sce it!" said
Ascott, with a sigh.

“That’s just where you're wrong,” grinned
Brewster., “ We shall be there.”

“Didn’t Archie.

1

7

“What 7”7

"Of course we shall be there,” added Hal.
“It’s all arranged, my sons. We're going up
to St. I'rank’s this afternoon, to arrange the
footer, Well, Nipper won’t suspect anything
when four or five of us turn up. Of course,
we can’t take a erowd: that would be too
suspicious. We shall be there when Aunt
Sophie arrives, and so we shall see the fun.”

“Hal, old man, you’re a genius!” said
Ascott breathlessly. ;

“Well, I certainly think that this wheeze
will work pretty well,” admitted Hal, with
due modesty., “But, of course, it all depends
upon Graliam. I don’t think we need have
any worry about him, though. He's an abso-
lute marvel when it comes to disguising
himself as a girl.”

“But Aunt Sophie must be pretty elderly,”
protested Driseoll.

‘““ All the better,” said Brewster.
will be able to spread himself.”

“My hat! Tve just thought of some-
thing !” said Glynn. in dismay. “We can’t
do it, you chaps! The wheeze is off!”

“Is it?” said Brewster: “Why?”

“Well, Graham has alrcady been to St,
Frank’s, dressed up as a girl,” said Glynn.
“He can't spoof them twice! Hang it,
they're not such duffers as all that!”

Hal Brewster laughed.,

“Ass!” he said. “Graham is an actor—a
born actor. T'll admit that if he dressed
up as a girl and went to St. Frank’s he might
bo suspected. But when he’s made up as
Archic’s aunt, he’ll diddle the whole crowd.
IHe can chunf;e his voice just as he likes, and
he’ll naturally be wearing a grey wig and
glasses. Desides, Aunt Sophic has lived in
South Africa, so he can have a bronzed face.
I’ve thought of all that, you chumps! T'll
guarantce that those St, Frank’s fellows will
never spot him.” :

“I believe you're right,” said Glynn breath-
lessly. ““Oh, my stars, what a wheeze! Char-
ley’s Aunt won't be in it! And think of the
laugh we’ll have over Nipper & Co. when
it’s all over!”

“I'm thinking of it,” grinned Brewster.
“And I don’t see any reason why we shouldn’t
have a laugh now—in anticipation.”

And the other River House fellows roarcd.

“Graham

——

CHAPTER 4
Aunt Sophie !

HERE was only one dis-
turbing thought which
troubled Hal Brew-
ster as he and tho
others continued on

their way to the River House School,

There was just a chance that Archie would
tell some of the other Removites that he had
met the River House fellows, and he might
even tell them that he had poured his
troubles into Brewster & Co.’s ears. In that
case, there was a slim chance that Nipper
& Co. would be suspicious,
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ITowever, ITal did not worry.

It was far more likely that Archie Glen-
thorne would go straight to his own study,
and sprawl on one of his lounges. Ho had
probably mentioned his Aunt Sophic so many
times of late that he would be promptly shut
up if he started talking about her again. In
any case, it was a risk that had to be faced.

Cyril Grabhum was quite ready for the
ordeal when the sefjeme was outlined to him.

Graham was a new fellow at the River
Hounse, und he looked very innocent. His
eves were blue, his figure was slight, and his
face was guileless and demure, But it was
an established fact that he was an absolute
terror.

Ifle had nerve enough for any jape under
the sun, and his supply of “cool eheek 7 was
everlasting., - At his previous school he had
squeczed out of one scrape, only to get into
another. He had never been free from them,
And it was very mueh the same at the River
House. He was a 'l'artar.

In fact, the St. Frank’s Remove felt rather
indignant that such an aequisition should have
gone to their rivals. Unguestionably, Cyril
Graham should have come to St. Frank’s, and
not to the River House.

Graham was very girlish in appearance,
and this was one reason why he was so
successful,  Nobody ecould believe that he
was anvihmg but harmless. When he was
in girl’s clothing, he could easily enter any
crowd of schoolgirls, and they would not
know him from one of their own sex. He
was uncanntly clever when it came to act-
ing, and this was. obviously an inheritance
from his celebrated father.

“Of eourse, we haven’t got much to go on.”
he said, after Brewster had explained. “We
only know that Archice’s aunt is a fairly small
woaman, about middle-aged, and that she has
linz’:l in South Africa. 'That’s a bit thin, isn’t
it 7’

"It doesn’t. matter,” said Brewster, "I sug-
gest that you get dressed up in a prim sort
of way, with fairly longish skirts, and with
a severe stvle of hairdressing, Tt's quite an
the cards that Aunt Sophie is a bit old-
fashioned, and "

“DBut we musin't overdo it!” said Graham
cantiously. “*We mustn’t make her into a
farcical aunt, you know. Iven if Archic
didn’t smell a rat, the other fellows might.
It's so jolly easy to overdo it.”

“Well, we’ll leave it to you,” said Brew-
ster, very sensibly. " Practically the whele
jape will rest on yeur shoulders, and so I'm
giving vou a free hand, my son. You ought
to take it as an honour, considering that
you're practically a new chap.”

“1 do,” grinned Graham. ‘“Thanks most

»

awfully.”
“There isn’t much time to lose, so we’d
better get busy,” added Brewster., “We

couldn’t do it on a better day, because I've
alrcady arranged with Nipper to go over
this afternoon. We simply must be there
to sce the fun,”

“1 hope to goodness you won’t spoil it,”
said Graham dubionsly. “Even if you laugh,
you rpight arouse suspicions,”’

“You cheeky new ass!” said Brewster,
frowning. “Wpe shan’t spoil anything. And
in the case of trouble, we c¢hall be there to
help you out.”

“That's a consoling thought,” admitted
Graham ecoolly., “ Well, let’s get busy on the
doingz.* |

“We  shall have 1o bone some clothes
from semewhere.” said Ascott, with a [rown.
“1 say, this 15 going to be a snag, 1sn't 1t 7
Where the dickens ean we get some soitablo
togs? And what about a wig? We hadu'v
thought of all these things.”

“No need to think of them,” said Graham,
“I’ve got everything I want in my trunk.”

“What 1"

“1 came prepared,” said Grabham blandly,
“I've got every sort of make-up imaginable—
especially in the feminine line. You sce, 1
thought I might take part 1n amateur
theatricals and things. And as acling is my
hobby, I naturally brought a pretiv big
stock.”

“Good man!” said Brewster., “Come along !
Let’s go up to the dormitory.”

But fit'agam shook his head,

“Too unsale,” he said, “Old Wragg might
spot, me coming down, and then he would
want to know all sorts of things. And =up-
posing the Head met me going out 7”7

“H’'m! I hadn’t thought of that,” admiticd
Brewster,

“Well, vou'd better think of it now,”
Graham, “I'd better get dressed up in the
sports  pavilion. The playving-fields avo
deserted this afternoon, and we can casly
bag one of the dressing-rooms. I'rom there
I can dodge across the meadows, and get to
the footpath.”

“This chap,” caid Brewster, “is brainy.”

Withont further delay. the plan was put
into  effeet.  Two or three juniors accom-
panied Graham, and they got all the neces-
sary clothing and make-up. There was no
difficnlty in carrving the stoff oui in a suit-
case, and Grabam vanished into the pavilion
with Brewster, Ascott, and Glynn. All the
rest waited about outside, pretending to be
punting a football about.

“Tt's a preity good wheeze, of course, hut
I’m not sure whether it’ll work,” remarked
Kingswood to his chums of Study No. 2—
Norton and Robinson. "I mean, it's a bil
thick.”

“Yes, it’s a tall order,” admitted Norton.

“It might be wangled in the evening,
when it’s dusky--but he’s  talking about
going to St. Frank’s in broad daylight,” con-

eatd

tinned Kingswood. “And if i{hose 8St,
Frank’s chaps twig him, he'll be half-
sloughtered.”

“Well, he seems confident enouegh,” said

Mann of Study No. 8. “It’ll be his funeral
if he makes a hash of it.” '

And so they continued talking, expressing
all sorts of doubts. Fifteen minutes elapsed
—twenty minutes, Then. finally, after half
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*¢ Cheer up, Archie, old son,”” said Handforth, and gave the noble junior such a clap on the back

that Archie very nearly capsized.

** Good gad !

Great cyelones and earthquakes ! *’ gasped that

junior, Handy, as a comforter, was not too soothing in his methods!

‘an hour, Brewster & Co. appeared from the
pavilion.

“Is the coast clear?” asked Hal cautiously.
- “Clear as you like,” replied Kingswood.
“Not a soul in sight.”

“Come on, Aunt Sophic!” said Brewster,
glancing back.

All the other River House fellows stared.
A lady emerged from the pavilion—and there

was something remarkably genuine about
her. Those juniors had been expecting to
sce a sort of stage “Charley’s Aunt.”

Instead, they bcheld a rather stern-looking,
elderly lady, dressed more or less fashionably.
Her skirts descended to her ankles, it was
true, but there was nothing frumpish about
her appearance. And she looked so much like
a real lady that some of the River Ilouse
fellows unconsciously bared their heads.
They couldn’t believe that this was really
Graham of the Fourth.

“Well, T'm jiggered!” said
blankly. “It’s—it’s uncanny!”

“It isn’t right that any fellow should be
able to do such things!” declared Driscoll.

They were dumbfounded. As Aunt Sophie
came nearer and nearer, the illusion was not
lost. At close quarters, standing within
arm’s-length of Aunt Sophie, she still looked
authentie,

.Cyril Graham had epmpletely disappeared.

Kingswood

| AWAaYy.

There wasn't one single trace of his pers
sonality left. Even his facial cxpression was
different. And in his place stood this clderly,
aristocratic-looking lady,

Her countenance was severe; slightly
bronzed, as befitted a lady who had spent so
many years in South Africa, and also slightly
wrinkled. Her chin was firm and aggvessive;
her eyes were piercing, notwithstanding the
pince nez that were perched on her nose.
Grey hair peeped from beneath her hat, and
her back was as straight as a ramrod. She
was femunine in every inch of her-—and yet,
at the same time, she was formidable. In
every possible way she exactly fitted Archie
Glenthorne’s description.

“What is the meaning of this?” she said
coldly, “You rude boys! Don’t you know
vour manners? How dare you stare at me
in this unscemly fashion?”

“Sus-sorry, ma’am!” stammered Norton.
“I—1 mean——"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Silence!” said Aunt Sophie angrily.. “I
will not have this ridiculous laughter!”

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Kingswood faintly.

The voice was marvellous. A rather high-
pitched, feminine voice—but sharp and acid.
Brewster and Ascott and Glynn roared with
laughter as the other juniors half-backed
Even though they knew that they
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were tacing Grahamn of the Fourth, they felt ]
:mpelled to beat a retreat.

“You’ll do, Graham, my son!” said
Brewster heartily. “ By Jm-'.Yuu certainly
e a caution!”

CHAPTER 5

A False Alarm.

"3 DWARD OSWALD

HANDFORTH, the
celebrated leader of
Study D at St
Frank’s, frowned as
he beheld six cheery figures marching in
through the gateway into the Triangle.

“Hallo!” he said. “What the dickens are
these fatheads doing here 77

“ Nothing, yet, by the look of them,” said
Church.

“Are you trying to be funny?” frowned
IHundforth,

“Well, you asked!”
“Didn’t he, Mac?”

“He certainly did!” agreed MeClure.

The “fatheads” in question were Hal
Brewster, Dave Ascott, Georgie Glynn, and
Kingswood, Norton, and Robinson, of Studies
Nos. 1 and 2 respectively, of the River House

protested  Church.

School, In a word, they were the leaders
of the Commoners.

“Hi!" roared Handforth. “Come on,
Remove 1

“Heve, steady——" began Church.

“TRiver House rotters!” bellowed Handforth
excitedly.

Brewster & Co. came up to the Ancient
House steps, grinning.

“What’s all the fuss about?” asked Hul
Brewster. ‘“Hallo, Handy! Ilow goes it?
Cheerio, Church, my son! And same to you,
Mae, with knobs on!”

“Don’t mention it!” grinned MecClure.

Handforth stared wrathfully at the visitors,

“You've got a nerve, commg in here like
this!” he said in an indignant voice. “ You're
roing to get chucked out on your necks-—-"

“My dear, poor ass!” said Brewster kindly,
“don’t you understand that I’m here to dis-
cuss footer with your junior skipper?”

“Oh!” said Handforth.

“It was arranged vyesterday,” explainea
Hal. “I had a word with Nipper over tho
’phone, and he asked me to come along at
about tea-time this afternoon. Of course, if
you object to it——"

At this moment, Nipper himself came out |
of the Ancient House, accompanied by his
chums of Study C—3Sir Montie Tregellis-West
and Tommy Watson,

“Oh, hallo, Brewster!” said Nipper
cheerily. “Goed man! Tea isn’t quite ready
yet, but we can be having a jaw about

football until then.”

“Just what 1 thought,” nodded Brewster
as they shook hands.
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“I rather thought you’d cowse alone,” said
Nipper. “Still, it doesn’t make any.
difference—the more, the merrier. 1 dare say
we shall be able to rake up enough cups and
saucers——and we're in funds, so the grub
problem won’t worry us,”

“That’s good hearing!” said Kingswood
heartily,

Handforth frowned.

“I don’t sce why these six chaps should all
have tea in Study C!” he said. “ What about
three of them piling into Study D?”

“Are you in funds, too?” asked Norton
politely,

it XF{ES"‘.

“Then it’s scttled!” said Norton.
study will do!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You needn’

“FEither

worry,” said Handforth.

““We shouldn’t invite you River House fellows

to tea unless we could give you a first-class
feed. A betler feed, in fact, than you could
give us!”

“Don’t start any arguments, Handy, old
man,” murmured Nipper. “Remember that
these fellows are -guests.” .

Reggie Pitt came up at that moment, with
one or two other West ITouse Removites,

“All Hail, O mighty ones!” said Reggie,
by way of greeting. “What see we here?
Ar armistice, forsooth!”

“I'm not so sure about
Brewster promptly.

Iis conscience would not allow him to call
a complete truce.  Somehow, it secemed to
him that it would not be quite playing the
game. For, after all, he and his companions
were there to witness the jape that Grabham
wias about to play on the St. Frank’s fellows
in general, and Archie Glenthorne in par-
ticular. And, as il was Brewster’s idea, he,
too, was involved.

“Not an “armistice?” said Reggie
“Then why aren’t you scrapping ?”

"We're really here to discuss football,” re-
plied Hal. “As far as I know, we haven’t
iown a flag of truce, and if you fellows start
any funny business, we shall probably.
retaliate. So that’s how the matter stands.”

“Well, acrording to that, there’s nothing to
prevent us from wiping you up on the spot!”
said Handforth agreeably.

“Well, a prefect might come along and
spoil it,” said Brewster. “And, anyhow,
there are only six of us against scores ol you
fellows.”

Nipner chuckled,

“There’s not much fear of these Rivew
Hcuse chaps cousing any trouble,” he suld.
" Bo, truce or no truce, there’ll he peace.”

“H'm! I suppose so,” said Handforth in
a disuppointed voice.

“I suppose we'd belter be getting along
for tea,” said Nipper briskly. “How are wo
going to divide up the enemy, Mandy? T
sugoest that I take Brewster and Glynn and

Ascott, and you can have the other three
. 3 -

that;” replied

Piit.

re)
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“ ®“That'll suit me, said  Handforth.
“They’re all the samme., One River House
c?upaﬂis very much like another River House
chap.

“Ii:lfnlf a minute, there,”” said Reggie Pitt,
with a grin. “Make way for tho sleep-
walker.”

“The which?” said Handforth.

“Observe!” said Reggie, with a wave of
his hand.

Archie Glenthorne was approaching the
Ancient House steps.. He was lost in thought
—abstracted and gloomy.

“A perfeet picture of misery,” murmured
Reggie Pitt. “I don’t know what has comu
over Archie these days. I haven’t seen him
smile for nearly a week! Has he lost one of
his ties, or spilt some ink on his best bags ?”

“It’s worse than that,” said Nipper.
“He’s expecting his aunt.”

“Well, of course, opintons differ,” remarked
Pitt. “Personally, when I'm expecting my
aunf, I'm rather bucked. It generally means
a quid, at the very least.”

Brewster & Co. pretended to be politely
interested, but they were not very happy at
this meeting. They were half-afraid that
Archie might reveal the fact that they had
met before that afternoon.

“Cheer up, Archie, old son!” said Iand-
forth, giving the noble junior a clap on the
back that nearly capsized him. “Yon
needn’t look so blue Whoa! What’s the
matter, ass?”

“Good gad!” gasped Archic, coming to
himself. *“ Great cyclones and ecarthquakes!
Where are we? I mean to say, what
liapponed Y g

‘I only gave you a tap,” grinned Hand-
forth.

“Then kindly refrain from the murky prac-
tice,”” said Archie. “At the moment, old
thing, the tissues are considerably depleted.”

_He was about to depart indoors when the
tinkle of a bicycle bell sounded. All the
juniors looked towards the gates,

“Hallo!"” said Tommy Watson.
for somecbody.” :
Archic leaped about two feet into the air, |

“Good gad!” he babbled. “A telegram?
Odds horrors and tragedies! I'll bet it's from
Aunt Sophie!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Poor old Archie!” gaid Handforth. “ Your
Aunt Sophie is coming down at last!”

"

“Telegram

But the telegraph messenger kept on
towards the Modern House, and wvanished
within. Avchie took a deep broath of relief,

and some of the colour returned to his cheeks.

~ “It's wearing me away to a shadow,” he

sald sadly. “I mean to say, this sort of thing
is teco dashed strenuous for words! Suspense,
what? And it might go on for davs—perhaps
a week or two. Life, dash it, 1sn't worth
living I

And he wandered hopelessly into the lobby
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CHAPTER 6
Phipps the Comforter !

RRIVING in Study E,
Archie had just suf-
ficient strength to
ring the bell, and then
sag limply upon onc ol

His study was, per-

e __

the luxurious lounges. ‘
haps, the most expensively furnished in all
the Junior quarters of St. I'rank’s. There
weroe soft carpets on the floor, cushioned
lounges round the walls, and many other aids

to comfort. And evervthing was of superb
quality. Archic was fastidious, and he always
had heaps of money. Ie was able to indulge
his fads and fancies. . ,

The door softly opencd, and Phipps glided
into the room,

“You rang, sir?” he asked gently. .

“Jth? Oh, rather!” said Archie, opening
his eves.  “Good old Phipps! Kindly rally
round the young master!”

“TIs anything wrong, sir?”

“Lverything is wrong, Phipps—absolutely
everything!" said Archic hopelessly. “1 mean
to say, Aunt Sophie——"

“Ahem! Quite so, sir,” murmurced Phipps,
“But I think I have alrcady expressed an
opinion, ¢ir, that your fears regarding tho
lady are groundless,” e _

“Pray don’t be so utterly ridie., Phipps ™
said Archie, adjusting his monocle, and
giving Phipps an icy stare. *“Good gad!
That 1s to say, gadzooks! Aunt Sophic is on
my mind to such an extent that I'm getting
jumpy. Positively jumpy, Phipps! At the
slightest provocation, I find myself leaping
into the dashed air like a young gazelle !”

Phipps eyved his young employer with con-
cern. It was obvious to him that Archic was
fretting. For two or three days he had been
getting worse and worse. His Aunt Sophic
was preying on his mind.

“Has anvthing fresh happened, sir?” he
inquired.

“Nothing absolutely fresh. Phipps,” replied
Archie, "I mean, I baven’t had any other
letters, or anything foul like that. DBut just
now a telegram came——"

“Indeed, sir?”

“Tor somecbody else,” explained Archie,
“But, dash it, how was 1 to know? Asg
soon as I saw the lad on the red jigger, I
had about fourteen spasms of heart failure.
Absolutely, Phipps! The good old heart leapt
about five vards, and then did a considerablo
amount of palpitating. I mean, this sort of
thing is wearing me down. Kindly observe
the shadowy effect.”’

“You arce certainly looking somewhat out
of condition, sir,” admitted Phipps. “How-
ever, there is really no need for you to be
so concerned. Iiven 3l the lady
'[1["!-—*'"”

Archie winced,

“Pon’t talk about it, Phipps!” he said un-

1

and drifted out of sight.

' happily. “Be good enough to rally round

turned
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with the stimulant, Tt seems to me that a
spot of tea is indicated.”

“It’s hardly the time yet, sir il

“Bother the time, Phipps,” said Archic
firmly. “In fact, dash the time! Buzz off,
and prepare large quantities of the good old
brew for the young master., In the mean-
time, I will obtain forty of the best and

Lrightest.” .

“Very good, sir.”

“Oh, and, Phipps,” said Archie, *‘just
another word about Aunt Sophie, Supposing

—just supposing—she absolutely trickled in
to-morrow, or the next day ?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Well, dash it, there it 1s!” said Archie.
“I mean, supposing? In other words, what
is to bo done? Kindly remember, Phipps,
that the young master is relying apon you
to sce him through.”

“Do you wish me to spcak quite plainly,
sir 77 asked Phipps steadily,

“Oh, rather! As plainly as you like, old
bean.”

“Then, ¢ir, I am of the opinion that you
are making an unnecessary treuble over this
proposcd visit of your aunt’s,” said Phipps
quictly. “ Even if the lady does come—which
is doubtful—I cannot sce that you have any
veason to disturb yourself.”

“No reason?”’ repeated Archie blankiy.

“None whatever, sir.”

“Then all I ecan say, Phipps, is that you
aro a blighter !” said Archie coldly. * 1t pains
the young masier wost frightfully to say
this, but you are undoubtedly a blhighter, I
mean, what’s the idea? Here am I, counting
on vou-——--"

“NMy only
fears,” said Phipps.
never had  the
Aunt Sophic—

“The pleasure?” repeated Archie, aghast.

“T trust it would be a pleasure, sir.”

“Then. Phipps, you ean keep on trusting,”
said Archie, “I confess I don’t remember
Aunt Sophic particularly well, There is only
one distinct recolleetion that lingers in tho
good old grey matter. One day, Phipps,
when I was at the tender age of approxi-
mately five, I was unguarded enough to pluck
a carnation from the garden, in the presence
of Aunt Sophic. And do you know, Phipps,
the poisonous lady absolutely heaved mg
across her knee departmoent, and administered
a slapping. I mean, there it was! Or, in
other words, there was I, with the half-nelson

desire, sir, 15 to allav your
“Unfortunately, I have

pleasure of meeting vyour
2

?H‘

on me—-—" _
“A mere childish recollection, sir,” said
Phipps. “The lady is not liable to do any-

thing of that sort nowadays.”

“Cood gad'” said Archie,
“What a poisonous idea!”

“You must remmember, sir, that vou are now
quite a young man,” continued Phipps. “The
chances are that your Aunt Sophie will be
exceedingly pleased with you."”

“And supposing she starts the eriticising
business, Phipps? I mean, what if she objects
to the good old socks and the neckties ?”

“In that case, sir, you must be firm.”

with a start.
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“What ho! I see what you mecan,” said
Archie. “Firm, what?”

“Yon must show the lady, sir, that yon are
now quite beyond the stage when you can be
—er—slapped.”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie, brightening up.
“After all, Phipps, the young master 1s a
somewhat hefty lad, as it were.”

“Quite so, sir,”

“Do you know, Phipps, you have braced
me considerably,”” said Archie, recovering
some of his old spirit. “I mean to say, the
tissues are feeling decidedly bucked. Before
long I ehall be singing about the place.”

“I am sure of it, sir,” nodded Phipps. “If
vou will take my advice, you will not worry
yvourself anv further on this subject.”

Archie allowed himself to sink back
ainongst the cushiens,
"Pea. Phipps!” he murmured. *“I rather
think that a dash of the good old reviver will
put. new spirit into the Glenthorne veins,
So irickle off, old tea-pot, and gect busy
with the doings.”

Phipps glided noiselessly out of the study,
and after he had gone Archie felt soothed
and comforted.

“There’s no getting away from it,” he
murmured. “There's  something  dashed
cheery about old Phipps. I mcan to say,

here I am, feeling as bucked as the dickens.”

He was feeling so bucked, in fact, that
within a couple of minutes he was dozing
contentedly, and in perfeet peace,

CHAPTER 17

Aunt Suﬁhie Arrives !

ELI,, well 17 satd
Vivian Travers, of the
Remave,

He was waiting on
the Ancient House
steps for his study mate, Jimmy Potts., It
was {ea-time, and Jimmy was over in the
tuck-shop, purchasing various luxurics in the
food line. Most of the other fellows were
indoors.

A car had just entered the gateway, and it
was now giiding towards the Ancient House,
'I'ravers, inspecting the occupant of the ecar
with mild interest, saw a severe-looking lady
in the rear compartment. And thero was
something about her appearance which sug-
gested a purposeful mission. 'I'ravers was an
efficient junior, but he certainly had no sus-
picions of this alleged lady. Without ques-
tion, Brewster & Co, were doing the thing
properly, They had even gone to the expenso
of hiring this motor-car. 'The fact that only
ono or two juntors were in the Triangle at the
time made no difference. Aunt Sophie was
arriving in style, as befitted a lady of her
wealth and position,

“This 1s the Ancient House ?"’ inquired the
visitor, as the car camo to a halt,

“Yes, I said the driver,

W

ma’am |

getting
out, and ovening the rear door.
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Travers stepped forward, raising his cap
gracefully.

“Allow me, madam,” he said graciously.
“If there is anything I ean do, be gracious
enough to command.”

Aunt Sophie regarded him suspiciously.

**1 trust, my boy, you are not attempting
to, be facetious 7’ she asked frigidly.

“IFor the love of Samson, no!’’ replied
Travers. “ But if there is any particular per-
son you are seeking, perhaps I can be of some
assistance.”

“You scem to be a very strange boy!"’ said
Aunt Sophie, eyeing him up and down, “If
you can direct me to Master Glenthorne—
Master Archibald Glenthorne——"

“With the greatest of pleasure, madam,”
said Travers smoothly, “I take it that you
are Aunt Sophie ?”’

“Your assumption happens to be right, and
I do not really think that you intend to be
impertinent,” said the lady, “If you know
where my nephew i1s to be found, I shou'd
like you to direct me. to him.”

“Nothing easier, ma’am,” said Travers.
“But perhaps you would care to be taken to
the Housemaster first——"

rl!

“If I desired to be taken to the House- |

1

master, I should say so,”’ interrupted Aunt
Sophie frigidly, “I have no intention of
allowing my nephew to reccive a warning of
my arrival. I have every reason to believe
that the boy i3 pampered and spoilt in this
school, and I have come here to find out
the truth for myself.”

Vivian Travers gave a sidelong glance at
Jimmy Potts, who had come up during the
conversation, and there was a world of ex-
pression in Travers’ glanee. It really seemed
that Archie's fears were well founded. There
was something very dragon-like about this
small but determined lady.

“You'll find Archie in his study,”” remarked
Jimmy Potts.

“I do not think I require two escorts, thank
yvou,” said Aunt Sophie, with a stare at
Jimmy.

“Allow me to introduce my study-mate,"
said Travers. “Sir James Potts—Aunt
Sophie. My own name, dear lady, 1s Travers

“I am not interested in your name, or in
that of your friend,” said Aunt Sophie testily.
“Arc you going to show me to my nephew’s
room, or shall I seek other assistance? I do
not intend to be kept waiting here.”

“This way, madam !” said Travers humbly,

Cyril Graham, during this time, had ex-
perienced a faint trace of anxiety. He was
cool enough, and ealm, too. But this was
the real test. Travers was one of the keenest
fellows in the Remove, and if he failed to
deteet anything wrong. Graham knew he
had Little to fear from most of the other
juniors. And, without question, Travers had
accepted the visitor without any hesitation.

The car had alrecady gone, and there was
now no delay. The alleged Aunt Sophie swept
through the lobby, with Travers and Potts
slightly in advance of her, acting as guides.
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One or two other juniors happened along,
and they raised their caps politely, and they
also raised their eyebrows. It did not need
much guesswork on their part to conclude that
this was Aunt Sophie. Archie Glenthorne’s
fecars were justified! The lady had descended
upon St. Frank’s without giving him the
slightest warning., DBut even Archie had not
expected her until another day or two had
elapsed, at least. '

Tho Remove passage was reached, and
suddenly Aunt Sophie came to a standstill,
her eyes gleaming behind the pince nez.

“What is that unsecmly noise ! she asked
in astonishment. |

Travers chuckled.

““Nothing, madam—at least, nothing to
speak of!”” he replied. “Merely a littlo
trmlEIe in Study D. Quite a usual occurrence

“I was sure of it!"” said Aunt Sophie trium-
phantly,

“Eh? T beg your pardon ?”

“Even before 1 came to this school, I was
convinced that it was inhabited by young
hooligans and ruffians!” said the lady, her
voice becoming  sterner. ““I have heard
various rumours—various unsettling reports.
To think that my nephew should be here,
amongst——"’

At this moment the door of Study D burst
open, and Church came hurtling through iike
a rocket. He reeled against the opposite wall
of the passage, sagged, and sat down violently.

“That’s what you get for being funny!”
roared Handforth, appearing in the doorway.
Church was on his feet in an instant,

“You—you rotter!”” he panted, “You bab-
bling lunatic! Is this the sort of thing you
do in front of visitors?”

“Blow the wvisitors!” snorted Handforth.
““Rats to the visitors! If visitors come here,
they’ll jolly well sce me as I really am. I
don’t put on any false front for anybody!"’

Church was boiling with rage.

“Well, I'm not going to stand this!” he
panted. “I’'m not going to—— Hallo! What
the—— My only hat! I—I beg pardon,
ma'am! I—I didn't know——"’

Ho halted, confused and red, He had just
caught sight of Aunt Sophie, who had, until
that moment, remained perfectly stationary,
flanked on ecither side by Travers and Potts.
These latter juniors were quite interested;
they were beginning to realise that Aunt.
Sophie was an entertaining lady. The way
she had stood there, listening to Handforth
and Church, was rather refreshing.

“So!' said Aunt Sophie in a terrible voize.

“Great pip!” gurgled Handforth, as he
turned his head.

Aunt Sophie strode forward, and her brow
was as black as thunder.

“Things are even worse than I thought!”
she said ominously. “Good gracious me!
And so you care nothing for visitors? “/isitors
can be blown! Never, in all my life, have I

| heard——"'



g~

“But—but you don’t understand, ma’am!"’
gasped Handforth. *1 wasn’t referring to
you!”’

“Indced! T distinctly heard you say——

“I—1 meant these River House chaps, 1in
my study!”’ said Handforth, with a guip.
“J—I didn’t know you were there, ma’am!
I'm awfully sorry "

“And 1, for my part, am glad!” said Auot
Sophie. “I have been enabled to see you boys
as you really are—to use your own expression,
And I cannot say that Iyam gratified. One
could expect to find better manners in a re-
[ormatory !

“Oh, I say!” protested Handforth.

“In a reformatory!” thundered Aunt
Sophie. “Good heavens! 1 am coming along
this passage, and what do I see? A foy
comes flying through a doorway, evidently
knocked about with dreadful brutality. And
I cannot doubt that you are responsible.”

“He's—he's one of my chums, ma’am!’”’
sald Handforth indignantly. *“We're the best

LB

of pals—" _ ’
“Come out here!” said Aunt Sophie sternly.
“lh? I—-1I—"

V32

“Come out here!” she commanded.

“Ye-e-es!”’ faltered Handforth.

He came out, and the other fellows in Study
D stood looking on, politely silent. Kings-
wood & Co., incldentalF , were hugging them-
sclves with inward delight. Graham was

doing far better than they had ever expected!

The door of Study C had also cpened, zand
Nipper & Co. were there, and also Brewster
and Ascott and Glynn. Up and down the
,}assage, doors were opening, and fellows were
ooking out,

“Now, young man!” said Aunt Sophie,
““Hold out your hand!”

““Oh, crumbs!’’ breathed Handforth, “You
—you don’t mean—-"

“You heard what I said

“But—but it’s not your business to make
me hold out my hand, ma’am!” protested
Handforth indignantly. ** I don’t mind doing
anything for a lady, but when it comes to

HH

Swish! Swish! Swish!

Aunt Sophie waited for no more. Round
came her umbrella, and Handforth received
the first knock on the knuckles, the second in
the small of his back, and the third on his legs.
He danced about madly.

“Hi! Help!”’ he howled.
mv goodness!”

“Ha, ha, hat’’

Up and down the passage a ripple of laughter
ran. Aunt Sophie swung round on the instant,
and there eame a sucecession of slams. Every
door had closed.

“You disgraceful boy” said Aunt Sophie,
glaring at Handforth. ‘Let this be a lesson
to you. I shall probably see yvou later, and
if necessary I may report your conduct 10
yonr heardlmaster. g [

[

“Stop it! Oh,

Hooligans—nothing less!

Aunt Sophie swept on, and Travers and
Polts oblizingly opened the door of Study E
for her. :
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CHAPTER 8

Somewhat Poisonous !

§ HE moment was in-
upportune,

In spite of the slight
commotion that nad
recently taken place
passage, Archie Glenthorne
receive an uncx-
He was sprawling on the

Remove
no fit condition to
visitor,
indulging, as he himself expressed it

in the
was in
pected
lounge,
in forty of the best and brightest, His mouth
was wide open. his breathing was cven, and
his expression was one of seraphic peace.
Phipps had smoothed those wrinkles, from
Archie’s brow, and had given him fresh heart.

“Wake up, Archie——" began Travers, hy
way of warning.

“Silence!” ordered Aunt Sophie, turning
upon him. Do not utter a sound, young
man! It is my desire to look round this

apartment before my nephew awakens. I
suppose this actually #s myv nephew?  This
—this pitiable specimen is” actually Archie?”
‘ “(}11, yes, ma’am,” put in Jimmy Potts.
"He's Archie all rvight, Just having a little
nap, I suppose.”

“We will continue to await his pleasure !”
said the lady, with ominous calmness, “So!
This is his study? Never, in my life, have I
scen such ontrageous extravagance!  Such
unnecessary luxury! 1t s positively dis-
gusting !

She walked over the soft carpet, and in-
spected the many cushions, the elegant fur-
niture, and the rich curtains. And everv-
thing, judging by her expression, was wrong.

Travers and Potis were glad that sho had
left the door wide open.  This was bhetter
than they had anticipated! Nipper and
Handforth and some other juniors had crept
along the corridor, and were looking into
the fatal apartmment. Even Brewster & Co.
had ventured out, and were hovering in the
background. They could not actually see
into Archic’s study, but thev would be able
to hear all that transpired. And this would
be sufficient for them! They were jubilant.
The jape was going splendidly.. :

“It is not so mwuch the boy’s fault as his
parents!” said Aunt Sophie angrily.. “Out-
ragecus ! Seandalons | That thev should
allow him these absurd comforts! They are
enough to ruin any young hoy’s stamina !”

Whack ! '

Aunt Sophie, who appeared to be vory
bandy with her umbrella, now brought it
down across Archic’s chest. It wasn’t a
heavy blow, but it was quite sufficient to
awaken the genial ass of the Remoaove.

“What ho!” he said. sitting up and fum-
bling for his monocle. “Tea, by gad! Abso-
lutely, Phipps! The jolly old stuff to pcur
down the thorax, what ”

“Archibald !  ejaculated
taking a step backwards,

Aunt

Sophie,
and

gazing at
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Archic in dumbfounded amazement. *Can
—can this be the sweet little boy I once
knew?”

Archic opened his cyes, closed them again,
blinked, and went as limp as a wet rag.

“Good gad!” he gurgled, falling back on
the lounge,

“I am shocked—inexpressibly shocked
said Aunt Sophie, in horrified accents. “That
my sweet little Archie—the golden-haired
child of my memory—should grow up into a
pampered dude! It is far more appalling
than I had cver feared!”

“I—I mean to say—— Odds surprises and
shocks!” murmured Archie, staring glassily
at tEe lady. “The fact is, I don’t quite know

“Get up from that ridiculous lounge, Archi-
bald |” commanded Aunt Sophie. ** And do
not pretend that you do not know me! Did
I not write, telling you that I should come
down——'

“Aunt Sophie, what?” breathed Archie.
“Oh, rather! How do you do, old thing?
Frightfully pleased to see you That 1s
to say, absqlutely not! However, I mean

“You need not pretend that you are pleased
to sce me, Archibald!” broke in Aunt Sophie
coldly. “I ecan well believe that vou are
alarmed and perturbed. Your conscience is
evidently guilty, or so it should be!”

“Oh, rather not!” protested Archie. “The
fact, old scream——"

l ‘]‘ What did you call me?” demanded the
ady.

“I'hat is to say, old article—

“What!”

“In other words, old girl!” gasped Archie,
“Or, to put it exact, dear lady!
T'm getting all flustered and bothered,
dash it! I mean to say, wasn't it a bit
of a foul proposition to barge in on a chappie
while he was sampling a slight nap ?”

“It was my intention to surprise you,
young man!” said the wvisitor, with relish.
“I had a suspicion that I should find you
psleep, I have heard from various relatives
that vou are lazy, indolent, worthless.”

“Oh. rather!” said Arvchie. “I mean to
say, reclatives generally give reporis of that
sort, what? Kindlv and charitable =

“Silence !"” said Aunt Sophie. “T find that
all my fears are well-founded. T come to
this school, and here T discover you—sur:
rounded with eunshions. I find you in the
midst of needless luxury.”

“Really, Aunt Sophie, dear old girl, you're
absolutely wrong!” said Archie, recovering
himself to some extent., and remembering
Phipps’ words. “TI'll admit the old study is
somewhat lavish, but a chappie doesn’t get
much comfort outside -his own quarters, vou
know. Besides, the pater thinks it's rather
a bright scheme—"

“Wo will not discuss vour father!” inter-
rupted Aunt Sophie coldly.

“No? Well, perhaps not,” said Archie,
“In fact, decidedly not! Now, the mater

r!!

)

(Good gad!.

I5

11!

“Or your mother, either, young man

“Just as you say,’”” babbled Archie feebly.
“But I'd like you to understand, Aunt
Sophie, that I'm not really the sort of
blighter you imagine. I mean, when it comes
to football, I'm pretty brisk. And, when the
occasion demands, the good old fists can bo
slightly. useful.”

“You cannot delude me with these non-
sensical statements!” said Aunt Sophie coldly.
“You are obviously a worthless weed.”

“Good gad!”

“Yes, a weed,” continued the lady. “1In-
stead of growing up like a flower, as I had
hoped, I find that you have developed into
a perfectly uscless member of society.  Your
tone of voice 1s that of a dandy, your lan-
guage is preposterous,  But there will be a
difference before I leave this school!” she
added ominously. ‘I intend to alter things!”

Archie clutched at the table for support.

“I rather thought you would come down
later in the week, dear old thing!” he mur-
mured. “I mean to say, a poest-card wouldn't
have been amiss, Or a telegram, or some-
thing of that sort. DBut here you come, with-
out any dashed warning, and——"

“Stand upright, boy!” commanded Aunt
Sophie,

“Eh? Oh, but o

““Hold your shoulders back, and raise your
chin!” said the lady. “I do not like to sco
this wilting attitude. If possible, I will make
a man of you!  Your clothing is prepos-
terous. That waistcoat must be destroyed!””

“0Oh, but really—"

“Your necktie is a positive disgrace!” pro-
ceeded Aunt Sophie. “Remove it at once.
It offends me.”

Archie fought for breath.

“But, good gad, T can’t remove the good
old necktie in public!” he protested. “I
mean, undressing downstairs, as it were—"’

“Remove that necktie!” commanded Aunt
Sophie. “It is an atrocity !”

f‘But____”

“1f you do not remove it, Archibald, T will
tear it from you!”

“Oh, well, of course,” said Archibald
bleakly, “that's different.”

He unfastened his necktie, and handed it
over, To his horror, Auntie Sophie threw
it into the fire. The late September evening
was chilly, and Phipps had been thoughtful
enough to light a fire. Archie watched the
necktie as it blazed up.

“And this!” said Aunt Sophie, in a tone

of renewed horror. “Good gracious! Is it
possible 7"

“¥h? I must confess I don't quite gather
the trend—-""

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Aunt

Sophie, her voice rising with indignation.
“ A monocle! That my nephew should come
to such a pass! An cyeglass! This is indeed
appalling 1"’ . »

She grasped Archie’s monocle, and gave it
a sharp tug. The cord broke, and the un-

lfortunate junior gave a yelp of alarm.
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“Suencee T said Aunt Sophie.
are o sign of imbeeility ! There !”

She tossed the offending eyeglass into the

wastepaper-basket—and  at  that moment
Phipps arrived, laden with a tray!
CHAPTER 9

The She-Dragon !

I you don’'t mind,
young gentlemen,™
said Phipps politely.

Archie's wvalet had
no suspicion of what
was laking place in Stndy E.  The fact that
so many juniors were gathered round the

doorway meant mnothing. Juniors round a

study door was a common sight 1n the

Remove passago.

So Phipps entered Study E in blind 1gnor-
ance of Aunt Sophie’s presence until he was
actually within the room.

“And what,” demanded
this?”

She pointed her umbrella accusingly at the
startled Phipps.

“That ?”’ said Archie. “Oh,
mean, Phipps, what 7"

“I do not mecan the man!” snapped Aunt
Sophie. “What is this absurd tray, with its
silver pots and jugs?” '

“There, of course, you're wrong!” said
Archie stoutly., “There’s absolutely nothing
absurd about this, Aunt Sophie. Good gad,
no! Ilere we have the cup that cheers. 1
mean to say, tea!”

“Tea!" shouted the lady, in accents of
gheer consternation,

“Tea!” repeated Archie firmly. “The
good old life reviver! Absolutely the stuff
to lubricate the gullet! The good old liquid
that is never failing——

——

[ {1

the lady, 1S

rather! 1

1

»

“Stop!” thundered Aunt Sophie. “Tea,
yvoung man, 1s poison!”
“Kh?" gasped Archie. “Good gad! That

is to say, odds life! Really, Aunt Sophie,
I don’t seem to understand -

“Then vou will understand before 1 have
done with vou!” interrupted Aunt Sophic
harshly. “Tea, indeed! Take that tray
away!” she added, gazing sternly at Phipps.

“Yes, ma'am!” said Phipps, startled.

“Oh, but T cav!” protested Archie, leaping
forward, imbued with new life at the thought
of losing his precious cup of tea. “I mean
to” say, I say! DPositively not, dear lady!
When it comes to a matter of tea, the young
master must assert himself.”

“The young master?” repeated Aunt
Sophie, in amazement, .

“Phipps,” ecxplained Arghie, “i1s my
valet,”

It was rather a foolish statement to make,
\‘{)I‘ ugtil then there had been a chance that

Aunt Sophic would take Phipps for one of
the school attendants, Not much chance, of
course, since the River House spoofer had
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“Monocles | intended to make some very pointed inguiries

regarding Phipps’ standing, But that was
NOW unnecessary.

“0Oh, so we are learning more
saldd Aunt Sophie, In a voice
Archie’s bones to fecl like jelly.
this man 1s your valet 7"

“Well, you sec "

“Are all the boys allowed to
sonal servants in this way ?”

“(rood gad, no!” said Archie. “In my
casc 1t’s an absolute exception, You see. I'm
o helpless sort of chappie, and the Head
rather thonght, and I rather thought, that
it wouldn't be a bad sort of scheme——- -

“You need not go info any lengthy ex-
planation. Archibakl,” pul in Aunt Sophie
coldly. “I know quite suflicient. This man
has been ¢mployed Ly vou in the eapacity of
valet. In other words, you have been waited
upon hand and foot.”

“Well, in a way of speaking—

“It 1s not suflictent for wvou to have
luxuries aned refinements in vour study,” con-
tinued the grim visitor. “ You must needs
have a valet, to indunlege vour laziness cven
further, I am shocked. The whole thing 1y
scandalous ! i

and more!”
that cansed
“So this—

employ per-

T

It 15 outrageous in the extreme!

“Phipps, old lad, kindly come to the yvoung
master’s reseuc!” murmured Archie appeal-
ingly. “In other words, 8.0.8.! Rally round
and rescue the perishing! It scems to mo
that Archie is sunk!”

“To return to the subject of tea, I forhid
any further nse of this pernicious beverage,”
sard Aunt Sophie.  “You will understand,
Arehibald, that T command you to dispenso
with tea entirely. It 18 poisonous to the
system ! It 1s a commodity that should be
prohibited by Act of Parhament!™

» I'm frightfully sorry, Aunt Sophie, but it’s
absolutely imposs. !”” declared Archie, bracing
himself up, and facing his aunt with a show
of boldness, "1 mean to say, there are some
things that a chappie can do without. But
tea—no! Absolutely—no! Phipps, be good
enough to trickle forward with the etimu-
lant. The vonng master needs a couple of
spots without further delay.”

This. of course, was rank insubordina-
tion. Aunt Sophie could hardly believe her
ecars at first, and all the juniors collected n
the doorway chuckled joyously. This was
what they had been hoping for—a shew of
spirit on Archie’s part. Without question, it
would have a starthng effect.

“ Archibald '’ shouted Aunt Sophie furi-

ously. “How dare you defy me in this way!
[ have mstructed vyou to dispense with
tea "

“Oh, but., dash it——"

“Take that tray away this instant !"” ordered
the lady, twirling round upon Phipps. ‘' And
as for you, my man, vou may consider your-
self dismissed !

“T think, madam, that it 1s for Master
Archibald to say whether I am to be dis-
missed or not!” replied Phipps, politely but
firmly;

“Master Avrchibald

~is_incapable of any
sensible action!” decfared Annt Sophie.

|
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Prim Aunt Sophlie, escorted by Jimmy Potts and Vivian Travers, arrived outside Study D just in time

to see Church come hurtling through the doorway like a rocket.

He reeled against the opposite wall

of the passage, sagged, and sat down violently. And Aunt Sophie, her brow as black as a thunder-
cloud, looked on ominously.

am thankful that I am here to guide him
and to advise him. You are no longer
necded, my man. Go, and do not return!
You are dismissed from my nephew's
serviece!”

Archie reeled, and sank back dazedly on to
the lounge.

“Help!"” he breathed faintly. “ Phipps,
laddie, don’t desert the young master in his
nour of trial!”

“I will do my best, sir " hegan Phipps.

“How dare you!” shouted Aunt Sophie,
glaring at him, "Did you not hear my com-
mand? Go at onee!”

“Yes, ma'am, but——'

L]

“Good gracious!” panted Aunt Sophie,
“This—this is beyond endurance!”

+She brovght her umbrella round, and
cracked Phipps sharply on the elbow. The

tea-trav rocked and swayed, and a consider-

able portion of hot tea leapt out of the pot

and spread itself over Phipps’ shirt-front.
“Ouch!” gasped Phipps.

He beat a hasty retreat, and the juniors
in the deorway parted so that he could pass
through. And Archie Glenthorne watched
the procecdings with dull, glassy eyes. Not
only was the tea vanishing, but Phipps was
going, too! Things were getting worse and
WOrse,

“And Thipps told me that everything
would be all serene!” he murmured sadly.
“I mean, the foul blighter absolutely said that
there was nothing to worry about. Dash it,
he deserves the sack!  Absolutely! The
frightful fright.has failed the young master
wn the moment of his distress!”

L there was nothing to worry about.

But if Archie thought that the worst was
over. he was very much of an optimist!

CHAPTER 10
All Hands to the Pumps !
REWSTER & CO, wero

hugging  themsélves
with joy,

The jape was going
loriously—far belter
than they had dared tnghope for. Perhaps it
was rather hard lines on Archie, but, after
all, it was only a jape, and sooner or later
he would know the real truth, and then his
relief would be ample compensafion for his
present misery.

“Poor old Archie!” murmured Nipper,
“His aunt scems to be a bit of a caution!”

“A sort of Gorgon,” nodded Brewster feel-
ingly. “I don’t think she's finished yet,
either.”

“Finished 7’ said Handforth, with a sniff
“She hasn’t started!”

Brewster was very gratified because none
of the St. Frank's fellows had the slightest
suspicion of the truth, Xven Nipper, with
all his astutencss, failed to recognise an
enemy in Aunt Sophie.

As for Archic, he was in the depths of
despair.

Phipps had failed him—badly. Indeed,
never before had Phipps seen such an utter
wash-out, He had distinety told Archie that

Now,




18

practically within half an hour, Phipps had
been dismissed, and had gone for good.

And here was Aunt Sophie, just getting
into the swing of things. She was warming
to her work in the most refreshing manner.

“ Archibald " sho commanded. ** Get
frome that sofa!”

“Ih?” panted Archie, opening his eyes.
“Sofa? Good gad! I hope, dear old ( thing,.
that I haven’t got such a Lhmg in this dashed
study as a sofa! I mean so frightfully old-
fashioned! If you're referring to the lounge

3

np

“Do not quibble with me, young man:
!nl{*rrnph‘d the lady coldly. “Stand up af
once! You are my nephew, and I intend to
savo vou from this morass of indolence into
which yvou have fallen. [t 1s hlgh time ihat
vou were br mlr.;ht to vour senses.’

“Oh, rather!” eaid Aichie, as he rose
r]az{;-dly to his fect. “I rather think I shall
requiro a few large doses of restoratives.’

“I am the only large dnse you will get,”
replicd Aunt Sophie grimly., “1 am going
to save you, Archibald.”

“Isn’'t it too late, old thing ?” murmured
Archie, “1 mean, the worst has happened.”

“I intend to alter the whole course of your
life!” continued the wisitor. “From to-day
onwards vou must drink no more tea, and
your valet 1s dispensed with, Now we must
pay some attention to this furniture,”

Archie blinked,

“1* urniture ?”  he tepc'ttcd “Oh, but
vou're not going to start messing about with
the good old :“'ﬂ{'}(] and chattels 7

12

“All this outrageous furniture i1s to be
r*mnnucd from this studv,” replied Aunt
“Here, young men!”’ she

msene calmly.
added, turning to the crowd in the doorway.

“You are doing nothing——"
She broke off, as there was a general move
to beat a retreat.

“Stop ! she commanded. “How dare you
move when I am addressing you? Come in
here! Six of you will be sufficient. All this
furniture is to be taken out, and siored away
in a lumber-room.”

“Good gad!” gurgled Archie.

“But, I say, we're not furniture removers,
ma'am !” protested Handforth indignantly,

“You are idle, good-for-nothing boys!”
retorted Aunt Sophie, “If you can stand
(here, inactive, vou can just as well obey my
orders., Remove this furniture at once!”

“But if the Housemaster sces us——"

“You may leave the Housemaster to me,”
satd the lady ecalnly,

“My only topper!” breathed
startled, “He’s certainly a terror!”

He was referring to Cyril Grabam, the
spoofer. I'ven Drewster & Co. had not ex-
pocted that Graham would go te such lengths
as this. Dut it was a glorious development,
The idea of Archie Glenthorne’s study being

Brews tu'

cleared of all its luxurious furmture was
sereaminely funny. At least, it was to the
River House juniors. To Aichie Glenthorne

it was a nighimare.
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But he made a last efTort.
“ Kindly listen to reason,
he urged.

Aunt Sophie,”
“T mean to say, it will be most

frightfully awkward without tables and
things——"
“You shall have a table,”” interrupted

Aunt Sophie. “But I cannot allow you to
retain these abominable aids to laziness. T 'nu
Jounges and Hm soft chairs shall be removed.”

“Well, ma’am, I don't see why we should
do it!” said Fullwond warmly.
Crack !

Aunt Sophie’s umbrella caught Iullwoo:l
sharply ever the shoulders.

“Now,”’ said the alleged lady, with acidity.
“How dare you! When I command, 1 expect
ty be obeyed!”

“0Oh, corks!”’ muttered Fullwood. “I—I
sippose we'd better do it, you fellows 77

“1 think it’ll be the safest course, dear cld
fellow,” remarked Travers.

’lhr_-w, commenced lifting the heavy furniture,
aud they went staggering out with it, Aunt
Sophie watched complacently, superintending
th.. proceedings. As for Archie, he was too
weak and dazed to make any further protests.

Nipper was taking no actual part in the
work. As a matter of fact, the Remove skip-
per was puzzled—and thoughtful Until a few
minutes ago, he had had no doubts regarding
Aunt Sophie. DBut now, for the first time, he
began to wonder,

Surely the lady was going too far?

Indeed, she was too drastic to be really
genuine.  And yet, when Nipper examined
her closely, he could only conclude that she
really was the person she purported to be,
Certainly, Nipper did not drcam, for a single
second, that he was really gazing upon a Rn or
House fellow. At the very most, he dimly
suspected that Aunt Sophle was slight‘y wrong
1n the head.

“T.ook out!” sang out somebody from the
corridor. ‘*Here comes old Crowell!”

“My only hat!’ said Tommy Watson,
startled.

Nipper, by sheer chance, had his ga?e still
fixed upon Aunt Sophm. The sudden .
announcement that the Remove Form-master
was coming was not particularly dramatic.
After all, any Form-master might appear in
a Junior passage. It wasn't usual at thig
hour of the evening, but it was by no means
uncommon,

Aunt Sophie glanced round sharply.

“Close that door!” she said, 1n a command-
ing voice. “I do not want any interruptions
from these schoolmasters now!”

“No, ma’am !’ said Fullwood.

The door was closed, but a moment later
Gresham opened it, and looked 1n,

“It’s all r:ght—he went the other way,”
he explained. “We thought he was coming
here at first.”’

“And would it have mattered, even if he
had come here?”? demanded Aunt Sophie
tortly. “Do not imagine, young man, that I
zm afraid of schoolmasters!”

“Nun-no, ma’am!”’ stammered Gresham.
1etreating,
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But Nipper found his heart beating veryp

rapidly, Just for a suspicion of a second, he
had dctecled a light of alarm in Aunt Sophie’s
eyves. When she had heard that Mr. Crowell
was coming, she looked startled, and then zhe
had ordered the door to be ¢losed.

Why ?

If she was Archie Glenthorne’s genuine
aunt, why should she be unwilling to let the
masters know what sho was doing? Surely
sho infended telling them of her actions, later ?
Besides, why should the very name,.“ Mr.
Crowell,” cause her to look alarmed? She
was a stranger at St. Frank’s, and it was -
possible for her to know the Form-masters by
name.

“Phew!”’ whistled Nipper.
thing fishy about this!”

At first, it had been a mere doubt, at the
back of his mind. Now, however, it was
becoming a conviction,

L

CHAPTER 11
Suspicions !

IPPER drew Travers
and Handforth aside.
They had carried out
one of the big chairs,
and had taken it to

a lumberroom. Now, before returning to

the scene of battle, they held a brief consulta-

tion.
“My sons,”” said Nipper, in a low voice,

“there's something rummy about thist”

“Dear old fellow, wvou're right!” agreed
Travers. ‘“It's thundering rummy. Aunt
Sophic appears to be a cough-drep.”’

““She’s even worse than Archie thought!™
growled Handforth. *“ Women like that ought
.to be kept locked up somewhere. She's
dangerous!”’

“Never mind about her being dangerous—
but I don’t believe she's genuine!” caid
Nipper keenly.

“What!”

“Tor the love of Samson!”’

“She was quite scared for a tick when she
heard that Crowell was going near the study,”
went on Nipper. ““And I've been thinking
of other things, too. After all, is it reason-
able that Archie’s real aunt would come into

gyl

the school and cmeate all this commotion *

“What does it matter whether it’s reason
able or not?”’ asked Handforth, staring.
“She's doing it!"”

“Just now, before we brought i{hat chair
along, I took a good look at Brewster & Co.,"’
went on Nipper steadily. “They were pre-
tending to be politely interested—as though
they had nothing to do with the affair. Yet
T'll swear that they were bubbling with in-
ward laughter. I tell you, there’s something
fishy about the whole business—or I'm a
Dutehman!”

“There’s some- |

19

“Well, well I’ said Trav rs, staring straight
before him. “Dcar old fellow, you mecan—a

jape "

“What else?”

“A jape!”’ gasped Handforth, “Great pip!
You—you mean that these River Hoiso
chaps———"

“Well, isn’t it significant thal they’ro hersa,
just at tius particular time?’ asked Nipper
shrewdly., “1I expceted Brewster to pop in to
discuss footer, DBut six of these River Housce
fellows come—and they take jolly good caro
to ke in the Remove passage while Aunt
Sophie 1s getting busy with Archie! I'm not
saying that it ¢s so, but it seems suspicious.”

“Aunt Sophie!” said Travers. “H'm!
And Archie, remember, told us that ke hadn’t
scen his aunt for ten years——"'

“By Jove!” said Nipper, with a start, “I'd
overlooked that, for the moment!”’

“Then, again!” went on Travers. “The
way she dismissed Phipps. Would any real
lady teke a liberty like that? It's just possi-
ble that Brewster & Co. engaged her to work
this stunt——"

I.I'Or__‘_or____'l-’

Nipper came to a sudden stop. An idea
had oceurred to him, but he had dismissed it
in the same flash. But it returned, and now
he was left breathless,

“Or what ?” asked Handforth.

“Wait a minute!"™ said Nipper. “I can’t
believe it, you know. And yet—and yet——"

“Can’t beliecve what, ass?” demanded
Handforth. *What the dickens are you
raving about 77

”(I}:l'aham!” said Nipper tensely.

114 1-: 1 'IE'PI

“Graham 7"

“That new chap at the River House
School!’” said Nipper. *‘*Don't you remember
how he ecame here, not long ago, dressed up
as Larry Scott’s supposed sister? He spoofed
all of ug—"

“Oh, cheese it!"” protested Handforth.
“What rot! Aunf Sophie is genuine enough.
It's all piffle to suppose that sho could rcally
be Graham in disguise. No chap on carth

“(Great Samson!” murmured Trvers, “I'm
not so sure, Handyv, dear old fellow., I'm not
so sure! Don’'t forget that Craham is the
son of a famous actor, and the way he puiled
that other stunt off was marvellous. And if
he can do it once, why not twice?”’

“But we know him now!” said Edward
Oswald.

“We know lim in his erdinary personality—
yes!” said Nipper. “But if he's such a clever
actor, 1t oughtn’t to be too difficult for him
to sink his own personality completely, And,
by Jove, the more T think of it, the more
likely it seems. Drewster & Co. here—wateh-
ing everything! Aunt Sophie turning up days
before she was expected! Dismissing Phipps,
and having all this furniture cleared out o

“Lel's go along and face her!” said Travers.

“Yes, but it's a pretty delicate situation!
said Nipper dubiously. ““We can't take any
liberties, you know! Not being absolutely

could do it!""

17
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sure, it’s awkward. We might get into serious
trouble if we have made a blunder.”

*Oh, rats!” said Handforth. “It’ll be easy
cnough. I'll make a grab at her hat, and if
Lber hair comes off with it, we shall know——""

“There’s a big *if ' about that, old man,”
srinned Nipper. ““Supposing the hair doesn’
come off 7 I can see you getting murdered on
the spot.” _

““Well, now that we're on our guard, it will
be easier to find out the truth,” said Travers,

They hurried back to Study I, and when
they arrived they found that famous apari-

ment looking very bare and forlorn. Kven
the carpet had been taken up. Somebody

had brought in a couple of hard Windsor
chiairs, and Archie was sitting on one of these
in the most disconsolate attitude. He sat on
the very edge, as though the rest of the chair
was red-hot.

“There!” Aunt Sophic was saying. “That
is much better, Archibald! In future, your
study will remain hike this.”

“1 mean to say, I’d rather go into a dashed
prison!” mumbled Archie. “The fact 1s,
Aunt Sophie, you’re a bit too strenuous. All
this sort of thing may go down frightfully
well in South Africa, but—"

* Silence !” .

“0Oh, rather!”
old thing.”

Nipper had noticed that Brewster & Co.
were still hovering about—and now that he
was really suspicious he could tell that they
were certainly enjoying the situation,

“You will come with me, Archibald!” con-
rinued Aunt Sophie. "1 miend to exaniine
your bed-room now, and——"

“Good gad!” babbled Archie. “ You—you
don’t mean to absolutely say that you're
voing to wreck the old sleeping apartinent ?”

“If it 1s furnished in any way like this
room, then 1 intend to dismantie 1t!" replied

murmured Archie. “Any

the lady grimly. “I will not have yon
lounging and lolling about—-"

“Pardon me, ma’am,” said Nipper
hesitantly.

Aunt Sophie turned and regarded him
coldly.

“Well 77 she demanded.

“I am the captain of the Rcmove, ma'am,”
said Nipper. “ Archie, as you may Lkunow,
is in the Remove, and "

“Is that any reason
interrupt me?”

“No real reason, perhaps,” replied Nipper:

why you should

“But, you see, we have always regarded
Archie as a bit of an exception. As you
probably know, his Unecle Jeremiah has

always taken a great interesi in him. Ifov
example, did you know that Uncle Jeremiah
paid for all the furniture, and that he advised
Archie to take life easily?”

Aunt Sophie snorted—although it was quite
a ladylike snort.

“I have never had any patience with
Jeremiah!” she said tartly. “The man is far
worse than Archibald himself 1

Nipper’s eyes gleamed.
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“That’s very peculiar, ma’am!” he said
blandly. “As far as I know, Archie has
never possessed an Uncle Jeremiah!”

Aunt Sophie took half a step backwards,
and for an instant her eyes were filled with
alarm.

“Indeed!” she said sharply, as
covered herself. “What is your
attempting to——"

“ Awfully sorry, ma’am, but we don’t quite
take you for granted,” said Nipper coolly.
“In fact, we’re becoming a bit suspicious.”

“RBuspicious!” ecjaculated the lady.

“Yes!” roared Handforth. “You're not
Archie’s aunt at all! Come on, you fellows!
I's a* jape! 1 believe these River House
chaps- -

“Crumbs!” came a gasp from Norton.

1t was a fatal slip on Norton’s part.

she re-
idea In

“Did you hear that?” yelled Handiorth
excitedly. “It’s a jape, wyou fellows!
Remove, ahoy! Come on—grab* the lot of
’(}Hli”

I1al Brewster, in the open doorway, knew
.that there was only one thing to be done.
Dramatically, unexpectedly, the jape had
crashed.

“Bunk!” thundered Brewster.
you chaps! Bolt!” '

Before any of the Removites could make a
grab at Aunt Sophic, she took one flying
leap to the door and tore out. And this, in
itself, was suflicient.

“It’s Graham!” shouted Nipper.
it! We've been diddled!”

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!”

“ Absolutely ! breathed Archie, passing a
hand over his brow. “I rather think that
it’s my sainted aunt, laddies!”

A wave of intense excitement was sweep-
ing  throughout the Remove. But it had
come too late. They had been rendered in-
active by the very suddenness of the dis-
closure, and in the meantime Brewster & Co.
were gaining their liberty.

“Come on,

“1 knew

CHAPTER 12
Rougzh on Mr. Pyeraltf !

FTER them!”
“River
rotters!”

The pursuers were

m  full  ery, but

had obtained excellent

Ilouse

& Co.

Brewster an

start. Nipper, now that he knew the full
truth, could easily understand why Ial
Browster had refused to call an armistice.

Kor Brewster had known, all along, that an

act of war was in progress, so to speak,
And now, to cap everything, it seemed

that the raiders were to escape scot-free!
Yet the excitement was by 1o means over.
The six River House jumors were well in

front, with Graham tearing along somne
little way belhind “them. © They had  not



deserted  their companion, buf
deliberately keeping ahead, so that they could
clear the road.

Unfortunately, Mr. Horace Pyeraft, the
master of the Fourth Form, was entering the
Anecient Hm:sv at the very moment of
Brewster & Co.’s exit; and there was no time
for dodging.

The six River House fellows simply swept
into Mr. Pyeraft like a cyclone. They didn't
see hun until it was too late, and then he
had a momentary idea that the world had
come to an end.

Crash! Biff! ‘Thud!

Mr. Pyeraft went over like a ninepin.
Confused and bewildered, he had a vision of
flving figures. He sprawled on the floor, his
glasses on one side of him, his mortar-board
on the other.

“Good gracious!”

Somehow,
feet.
hiun.
WOrse.

For Aunt Sophie was nearly upon him,
tearing across the lobby at top specd. Hand-
forth §ras leading the pursuers—and, what
was more to the point, Handforth was whirl-
inz a bhag of jam-tarts,. He had grabbed
them from an outraged junior a minute
earlier as he had swept past.

Whiz!

The bag of tarts flew accurately through
the air, and some instinet secemed to tell
“ Aunt Sophie ” that he had better duck.
Or perhaps he ducked because Mr. Pycraft
was in the way.

At all events, the master of the Fourth
only had a brief, hazy glimpse of an extra-
ordinary lady, dashing along with her skirts
held nearly up to her knees. Then the bag
of jam-tarts struck Mr. Pycraft in the very
centre of his face!

Splosh !

The paper-bag,

he gurgled faintly.

he managed to scramble to his
It was a most unlucky moment for
Bad as the situation was, it became

unfortunately, was very
thin. It burst, and the tarts spread them
selves over Mr. Pycraft’s visage in a fearful
mess of jam and pastry.

He staggered, reeled, and then Handforth
and Co. collided uulent]y with him. He
turned a back-somersault, and rolled hall-
way down the Ancient llouse steps.

Not that the St. Frank’s fellows had hnad

any intention of molesting My, Pycralt.
They knew better than that. The whole
thing had been an acecident. In their exeite-
ment, they hadn’t even seen the Form-

master, and when they did see him, it was
too late.

“Quick!” gasped Church.
We've half-killed old Pyeraft!”

“But he can’t see—thank goodness!”
Fullwood. “Hg's all smothered!
chaps!”

But the bricf delay over Mr. Pyeraft had
been sufficient for the fugitives. They
managed to get through the gateway, and
then, as though by magie, they were mounted

“Come on!

said
Cave, you
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on their bieyeles—even including Aunt Sophie.

Thoze machines had been concealed behind
the hedge—in readiness! And Nipper & Co.
were not prepared for such measures.

A great crowd of Removites went surg-
ing out into the road, and they had the
disappointment of their lives. Drewster &
Co. were sailing away down the lane,
langhing like hyenas.

“Poor old St. Frank’s!” came Brewster's

yell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who's dished this time?” sang out
Brewster.

~ “St. Franks!” yclled the other River House
juniors,

“Ha. bha, hal”

Nipper drew a deep breath.

“Well, that's done it!” he said. “We
can’t chase them now-—but we’ll have our
revenge later on,  For the moment, we'd
better dodge round, and get back into the
Ancient House by the rear door.”

G guds and little fishes, yes!
I'ullwood. “You mean, old chmftf’

“ Exactly !

There was every need for speed. The im-
mediate excitement was over, but there was
liable to be a lot more, if Mr. Horace Pycraft
started making any pressing inquiries.

As it happened, Mr. Pycraft picked him-
sell up from the steps, removed a certain
proportion of the jam from his face, and
gazed round dizzily.

He was alone—utterly alone.

Silence reigned over the Triangle. A
brooding peace had doscended upon St.
Frank’s, and it secemed incredible that there
could have been so much noise a short minute

earlier.
feebly.

said

“Help?”'  shouted Mr,
“Help—help!”
But no help came.

Mr. Pycraft was dizzy and bruised. Hbs
had, in fact, been very ill treated. First of
all, Brewster & Co. had knocked him over,
then about a dozen jam-tarts had spread thom-
selves over his face, and after that he had
been bowled over again., It had becn cne
suceession of disasters.

The worst of it was, Mr. Pycraft hadn’t the
faintest idea who had committed these out-
rages.

He had seen a glimpse of flying figures, and
then ho had gone down. He had caught the
faintest blur of an extraordinary-looking lady,
and then he had gone down again. It was
most exasperating. DBut Mr. DPycraft was not
content to let matlers stand as they were.
Ho was going to make some very grim in-
quiries—and then, after that, the eulprits were
to be punished.

" Breathing threats. and limping considerably,
Mr., Pyeraft hurried across the Triangle, for
he had no desire to meet anybody in his pre-
sent condition. Ile had thought about rush-
ing to the Head, just as he was, but he deeidedd
that it would not be advisable. The Head

Pycraft
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vould only leeture him for making an exhibi-
tion of himself in publie,

On the ltast House steps, Mr. Pycraft en-
conntered  Professor  Tucker, the science
thaster,

** Ah, Mr. Pyecraft!” said the professor.
save just been looking for you—-"

“I am very sorry, sir, but 1 cannot stop!"
snapped Mr, Pycraft.

“Really! It is most important!” said Pro-

i-l-]

fessor Tucker, “With reference to your
science class to-morrow—— (ood gracious
me! Upon my soul! Whatever has happened,

Mr. Pycraft? You appcar to have a most
violent rash on your face.” ‘
“Bah!” snarled Mr. Pycraft,
Professor Tucker adjusted his
and took a closer look.
“But this is dreadlull” he said, in alarm.
“My dear sir! You are severely injured——""

spectacles,

But Mr, Pycraft pushed past, and hurried
upstairs Professor Tucker had made the mis-
take of confusing a c¢ertain amount of rasp-
berry jam with Mr. Pycrait’s gore.
believed that the Form-master had suffered
a severe mangling of his face.

“Dear me!” said the professor, in distress.
“I am very much afraid that Mr. Pycraft 12
gravely injured. We must inguire into
this.”’

Drake, of the Fifth, came out just
then.

“Any sign of a new moon, sir?”
asked Drake genially.

Actually, he was only chipping the
yrofessor — since the professor’s
iobby was astronomy. DBut the old
gentleman took the question quite
seriously.

“Upon my word, Drake, you are
extraordinarily ignorant!” he said,
in surprise. “Surely you know that
the moon is at the full just new#”

“JIs it, sir?”’

“ It certainly is!” declared the pro-
fessor. “And, Drake, let me {tell
vou something else. Just now there
15 a rather sirange phenomenon to
be witnessed in the skv. If you will come to
my laboratory this evening, after darkness
has fallen—— Drake! Dear me! Surely
the boy must have known that I was talking
to him!”

Drake had escaped, and Professor Tucker
wandered away, this interruption having com-
pletely driven Mr. Pyeraft out of his mind.

In the meantime the majority of the
Removites had collected in the Ancient House
Common-room, and they were breathing fire
and brimstone. Every smile had wvanisheq,
and the air was thick with wrathful threats.

“The spoofers! The rotters!” shouted
Handforth. “It was that chap, Graham, all
the time! And he had the nerve to biff me
with that umbrella of his!”’

“What about poor old Archie?” said
Nipper. “Come along, you fellows! 1t’s
no good staying in here, jabbering. Let's go

to Archie’s study, and put all that furniture
back. There'll only be trouble if we delay.”

He had |
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House
“How are

“But what about those River
bounders 7 demanded Ifullwood.
we going to get our own back 7"’

But nobody could answer that question,
Brewster & Co., without doubt, had scored a
great triumph!

CHAPTER 13

Mr. Pycraft on the War-
path

APl
“Eh?? said
(Glenthiorne
“Oh, rather!
m, cld onion!

Avrchie
bleakly.
Come
Come

The door of Study K opened, and Thipns
entered. Archie gazed at him very coldly.
The sudden sight of Phipps scemed to have
a reviving effect upon the genial ass of the
Remove.

in

Aunt Sophie had told Phipps to go, and Phipps
brought her umbrella round, and cracked Phip
able portion of hot tea leapt out of the pot ¢

“You dashed blighter!”” he said wither-

ely.

HH

“Really, sir
“You frightful failure!” declared Axchie.

“1 mean to say, what about it, Phipps #’

study,

Phipps looked round the bare and cheerless
and then he returned his gaze to

Archie.

“It will not take us long, sir, to restore



/ar the valet’s shirt-front.
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the furniture,” he said smoothly. “The
trouble 18 now over, and I think it will be
better f we forget the entire mecident.”

“Toraeet 1t!"” cjaculated Archie. *Good
gadd! I'm beginning to think, Phipps, that
vou are tottering somewhat on the old rocker,
What, exactly, has been happening 7 The
young master is all eonfused.”

“1 thought vou understood, sir, that your
—ahem '—Aunt Sophie was a fake 7

Archie hardly knew whether he was on his
head or his heels. He had been so dazed that

il

]
rIIll
]

s llﬁi"[i,!L

|

(TURNIRNN

elbow,

Aunt Sophie wasn’t the type to stand any -nonsense. _,Sha
The tea-tray rocked and swayed, and a consider-
*“ Quch ! ** gasped Phipps.
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that the dear lady was a sort of swindle?”
“The so-called lady, sir, was a River House

boy, impersonating your aunt.”

“Well I'm dashed!” said Archie, leaning
back in his chair. *I mean to say, well I'm
blowed! Absolutely blowed, Phipps! And

here have I been accusing you of faithlessness,
and 0

“T had my suspicions from the first, sir,”
said Phipps, nodding. *“ And when your aunt
dismissed me, T was certainly more suspicious
than ever. But as it was only a practical
joke, and as it 1s now all over, we
can resume our normal procedure.
Would you prefer tea now, sir, or
shall we get the study right first 7"

“Tea!” said Archie dreamily.
“Kindly trot in with the steaming
bracer.”

As far as Archie Glenthorne was
concerned, everything in the world
was now all right. This was parti-
cularly the case when Nipper & Co.
arrived, bringing back the carpet,
and the lounges, and all the other
stuff that had been carried out.

In the meantime, Mr. Pyeraft had
removed all traces from his face of
the recent cactastrophe, and now he
was on the warpath,

As the affatr had happene on the
Anecient House sieps, it was a natural
assumnption that the Remove juniors
were responsible.  And Mr. Pycraft
intended to pursue his inquiries until
he had arrived at the truth. He
would find the culprits and do his
worst,

As 1t bappened, le ran into
Biggleswade, in the Ancient House
lobby. Biggleswade was a Sixth
Former, and a prefeect. Inecidentally,
he was an amiable, easy-going sort
of fellow, well liked by all the
juniors. And, in passing, it might
bhe mentioned that Biggleswade had
about as much affection for Alr.
Pycrait as a dog for a cat.

“Fecling better now, sir?” asked
the prefect cheerfully.

Mr. Pveraft started.

“Ah, Biggleswade!” he :aid. “So
you have—er—heard of the—er—

o3

lamentable accident ?

“One of our fellows found tlie re-
mains of the jam-tarts, sir,” ex-
& * Bgh A0 11 1
plained Biggleswade. And, here
and there, we picked up a {ew items
of information. Hard lines, sir] I
hope you didn’t hurt yourself much

he could only remember & confusion of shouts | when you fell down the steps?” he added,

and yells. He knew that his Aunt Sophie had
gone, but this was the first intimation he had
had that the affair had been a practical joke.
Archie had found himself alone, and he had
been so miserable that he hadn’t had a chance
to think.

“Odds hope and wonders!” he said
“You're not absolutely telling me, Phipps,

with solicitude. N

Mr. Pycraft looked at him suspiciouskhy,

“I trust you are sincere, Biggleswade ?”
““Why should I be anything else, sir 77 said
Biggleswade, hedging. "The only pity 1s, I
wasn't there to witness—— That 18, 1t's
rather a shame we didn't collar the young
bounders who did 1t.”’
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“They are going to be—ahem—collared,
Biggleswade!” said Mr., Pyeraft grimly, “I
have come over here for the express purpose
of hinding the names of these bovs,”

“Why, didn't you see them, sir?”’

“That is the trouble!” snapped the Form:
master. “JI was knocked over, Biggleswade.
I was knocked over—twice! And I did not
sce any of the boys who committed the out-
rage.”

“Well, it wouldn’t bave made much diffor-
ence, sir, even if you had seen them,'' said
Biggleswade comfortingly, “I mean, you
couldn’t very well punish them.”

“Indeed! And why not 7"’

“Well, you sce, sir, they don’t belong to
{his school.”

“Don't belong to this school!” shouted Mr.
Pycraft, aghast.

Mo, ™

“Then—then, who were they?”

“Well, I believe they were River House
fellows,” said Biggleswade, thoroughly en-
joying himself. “And I'm very much afraid,
Mr, Pyeraft, that you won't be able to get
your revenge.”

“Revenge!” snorted Mr., Pyeraft. * What
do you mean, Biggleswade, by using such a
word? My only intention is to see that
these boys are adequately punished.”

“Yeos, sir—of course, sir!” murmured the
prefect.  “DBut the trouble is, you'll never be
able to discover their names. None of the
fellows here will remember the names of
those juniors—and you'll have an awful job
at the River House Schoeol if you start making
inquiries.  Take my advice, sir, and drop it.”

“I refuse to drop it!” shouted Mr. Pycraft.
“The idea! I have been grossly assaulted,
Biggleswade, and I intend to punish the cul-
prits. And then there was a lady i

“0On. rather, sir!” grinned Biggleswade.

“Why do you stand there making those
ridiculous grimaces?” asked Mr., DPyeraft
sourly. “Do you know who the lady was?”

“T don't know his name, sir——"

“His name?”

“Well, you see, the “lady ’ was really one
of those River House fellows, dressed up,”’ re-
plicd Biggleswade cheerfully. “He came to
the school, and pretended to be Archie Glen-
thorne’s aunt. Rather a good joke, in its
way-—-""

“An absurd joke!” barked Mr. Pyeraflt.
“A ridiculous joke!”

“As vou say, sir.”

“So that was how ,t happened *” muttered

Mr. Pyeraft. biting his lip. “1 was knocked
down by those River Iouse boys, and the

b e e S i gt S S S
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figure 1 saw was not a ladvy at all, but
Scandalous! Utterly and absolutely out-
rageous! I shall maxe 1t my business to go
over to the River House School this evening,
and to demand satisfaction of Dr. Hogge !

“Well, of course, that is for you to de-
cide, sir,” said Biggleswade, shrugging his
shoulders. “But if 1 were you, sir, I shouldn’t
advertise the thing too mueh. There's just
a chance that nobody will get to know about
it, as matters stand. But if you go and make
a fuss, the whole River House and all St.
Frank's will be chuckling.”

Mr, Pycraft started.

“Are you suggesting, Biggleswade, that
the two schools would chuckle over my—my
misfortunes?!” he demanded.

“Well, you never know, sir!” replied the
prefeet cautiously. “The fellows are always
liable to laugh at other people’s misfortunes,
That's the way of the world, sir. I'm not
presuming to give yvou any advice, but——"

“That will do. Biggleswade!™ interrupted
Mr. Pycraft ecoldly. “Thank you for the in-
formation you have given me. It has saved
me a lot of trouble.”

Mr. Horace Pyeraft turned on his heel, and
strode off across the Triangle. He was a.dis-
appointed man. Since the “outrage” had
been  committed by River House boys. he
could not very well vent his wrath upon them.
He knew also that if he made any inquiries it
was very unlikely that he would get any
satisfaction.

So it seemed that he would have to grin
and bear 1t. Only Mr, Pycraft did not grin.
As for bearing 1t, there was no alternative,

——

CHAPTER 14
A Slight Mistake !
IFTER wandering
round the Triangla
once or twice, Mr.

Pycraft reluctantly
B, arrived at the conclu-

sion that Biggleswade was right.  Nothing
could be done. It was an appalling state of
affairs, considering that he had been so

grossly treated, but there was no other con-
clusion,

“DBah!” muttered Mr. Pycraft savagely.
“Iam injured! I shall even have to consult
Dr. DBrett with regard to my bruises. And
yet there is no redress for me!”

He strode into the East House in a fine
temper, and it would have been unlucky for
any of the Fourth Formers if they had mect
him just then,

But as it happened Mr. Pyceraft met some-
body else.

A strange lady was standing in the lobby.
looking rather aimless, as though ghe had
lost her way. As Mr. Pyeraft appearcd.
her eyes lighted up ‘with interest, and she
advanced towards him. She was rather a

ersrrsrsseresoseeseeeeeXk lslight, clderly lady, with grey hair, and some.

-
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what old-fashioned clothing. Moreover, she
was wearing a veil, so that ilr. Pycraft coul
not see her fcatures very clearly. :
“I trust you will pardon me, sir,” said the
lady. “But do you know where I can find
a boy named Archibald Glenthorne?”
Mr, Pyeraft grunted.

“You are in the wrong house, madam,”
he said shortly. “The boy you mention be-
longs to the Ancient House, on the other side
of tha Triangle.”

“Thank you so much,” replied the lady.
“You sce, I am Archibald’s aunt, and——"

“Wha-a-at!" gasped Mr. Pycraft, starting
hack.

Aunt Sophie looked at him in some aston-
ishment,

“Are you ill, sir?’ she asked quickly.

Mr. Pycraft suddenly recoveied himself,
With a gulp he composed his features, and
then he gave Aunt Sophie a look that caused
that starded lady to back away. It was a
look of utter ferecity—a look of sheer fury.

“So!” said Mr. Pycraft, under his breath.

The luckless gentleman had made a very
terrible mistake, through no fault of his own.

Ilere was the real Aunt Sophie—Archie
Glenthorne’s authentic relative.  As promised,
she had come down unheralded, and it was
pure chanco that she should have airived
so shortly after the fake aunt had vanished.

Naturally, she knew nothing whatever
of the events that hud so recently taken
];l&ce.

She had come down to Glenthorne Manor
“the previous day—and as Glenthorne Manor
was only situated just on the other side of
Bannington, she had taken the train to Bell-
ton that afternoon, and had “dropped in"”
for tea with her nephew. In her own opinion,
it was quite an excellent idea.

Mr. Pveraft was labouring under an appal-
ling misapprehension,

ITe had learned, not ten minutes ago, that
a River House junior, disguised as Archie’s
aunt, had dared to invade St. Frank's. And
now, not content with his first escapade, he
had come back again! That was the blunder
My, Pyeraft made! He assumed that he was
now gazing upon the aundacions River House
jnunior.

Perhaps thoere was some excuse for ‘he un.
happy Mpr. Pycraft,

In the first place, Aunt Sophie was small,
and, in the eccond place, her voice had a
shightly falsetto note. In normal cireum-
stances, Mr. Pyeraft might not have been)
impressed by it; but flooded with suspicicns as
he was, 1t occurred to hun at once that the
ladv's voice was disguised. It was really a
boy’s voice, and the young rascal was making
it high-pitched.

To eap cverything, Aunt Sophie was wear-
inc a veil !

'This, indecd, was a erowning proaof, in Mr,
Pycraft's mind, that he was facing a River
House fellow. '

Naturally, the practical f{)kcr
would not dare to show his face lLoldly to |
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the world. So he had resoried to a veil, so
that his features would be partially hidden.

There wasn’t a shadow of a doubt in Mr.
Pyecraft’s mind. He took it for granted. Ile
knew—or, he thought he knew—that this lady
was not genuine. And that, of course, was
an awful complication,

Just for a moment, Mr, Pycraft had an
idea of reaching forward, tearing the veil
from the disguised face, and slapping the lady
over the ecar. Then, in the nick of time,
Mr. Pycraft checked himsclf,

A cunning, cager expression came into his
unpleasant eyes.

Whyv shouid he spoil this rare joke? Why
should he deny himself the pleasure of lead-
ing this outrageous boy on? It would he
quite good--quite amusing—to pretend {o
be fooled for a bit. Yes—fooled! Mr. Py-
eraft quivered with rage.

This impertient young rascal was actually
having the audacity to attempt to fool him/
Having finished with the Ancient House, he
was now starting his tricks in the ISast
House !

So Mr, Pycraft thought.

Well, it would be an excellent scheme to
let the boy run on for a bit, so that, later,
Mr., Pyeraft would be able to punish him
justiiably. For by then the boy would have
plaved a trick on the master, and that would
give Mr. Pycraft ample excuse for taking
drastic action.

The Foym-master had only caught a vague
elimpse of the previous Aunt Sophie, and
now, as he looked at the present lady, he was
perfectly satisfied that he was viewing the
sane figarve. 'The boy was evidently crazy to
come back like this,

“I—I bee yvour pardon, madam,” said Mr.
Pveraft thickly.

“Do not mention it,” said Aunt Sophie,
with relief. “For a moment, sir, 1 feared
that you were ill.” _

“No, I am not ill!" replied the Form-
master. My name is Pycraft—and it is my
luekless dity to look after the IFourth Form
of. this school.”

“Luckless 1"
Sophie,

“All boys are young ruffians!” said Mr.
Pyrraft, with relish. “I am in a pesition io
know, and 1 can safely make that statement.”

“TI am very surprised to hear you speak
in this way,” remarked Aunt Sophie, rather
shocked, :*You are a responsible man, siv.
You are a master of this school, and yet you
say such a thing as that! Surely you ecan-
1ot mean it?”

“I do mean it,” declared Mr, Pycraflt,
warming to his subject. “But, bad as the
boys of St. I'rank’s are, they are young gen-
tlemen compared to the outrageous hooligans
who are to be found at the River House
School.”

That was rather a good one! Mr. Pycraft
looked at the lady keenly, feeling sure that
it wonld go right home. DBut Aunt Sophie
merely raised her eyebrows, and looked =t

repeated the genuine Aunt
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the master in greater astonishment than
ever. Mr. Pyeraflt, however, could not sece
this very clearly, owing to the veil,

“1 think, Mr, Pyerati, that vou had better
show me to the—er—Ancient House!” saud
Aunt Sophie coldly. “I would like te find
my ncephew.”

Mr. Pyeraft bowed.

“With pleasure, madam ! he said genially.,

Bob Christine and DBuster Boots, of the
Fourth, who were just coming into the
lobby, necarly fell into one another’s arms in
blank amazement., Never in their lives“had
they seen Mr. Pycraft so polite.

“(Great Scott!” breathed DBob,
come over him?*"

“He's smitten,” erinned Boots,
and little fishes!
“0Oh, rot!”

“But there can't be any other explana-
tion,” said Boots. “Just look at him! Guin-
ning all over his face, and making himself
ten times as ugly as usual! And just look
at the way he's bowing and scraping, too!
My son, this is worth watching !

Mr. Pyeraft glanced round, and he caught
sight of the two juniors. Tor a sccond he
frowned, but then his expression changed.
After all, why not? It would be all the

“What's

“Ye gods
Old Pycraft is in love!”
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better for a number of juniors to witness
the whole thing, They might take a lcsson
from it! DMoreover, Mr. Pycraft was cxces-
sively pleased with himselt. He felt very
smart; he was acting his part cleverly, and
he was rather surprised at his own genius,
By all mtans let the juniors wateh him!

So he escorted Aunt Sophio down the Iast

House steps, and then he strolled leisurely
acrcss the Triangle with her. He was

geniality itself—smiling, gracious, and urbane,
How on carth he managed it, nobody knew.
St. Frank's had never seen Mr., Pycraft
in  this mood before—and St. Frank’s was
startled.

Long before the pair had reached the Foun-

| tain Pool, in the middie of the Triangle, three-

parts of the Fourth had come crowding out
of the Ilast House and the Modern House.
All the juniors were standing about, watch-
ing and wondering., The rummy part about
it all was that Mr. Pyeraft knew they werae
there, and he secemed to be enjoyving the
publicity to the full. The more fellows watch-
ing, the greater beeame his antics,

Then Handforth & Co. apneared on the
Ancient Jouse steps, and Regzie Pitt & Co,
emerged from the West House. The Remove
heard the rumoursz, and came out- in force,
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The Remove certainly was in a better position
to understand what was in the wind'!

CHAPTER 15
Getting Interesting ! =

g OR the love of Sam-
- son!” said Vivian
Travers wonderingly.

“Old Pycraft must

be in Im'e!”. “said
Handforth, staring, “Look at him! Smirking
and smiling like a Cheshire {ﬂt' I wonder

who that old girl 18, anyway?

“At a random guess, dear
should set her down as Aunt Sophie,”
Travers.

“(Great Scott!”

{31(1 f‘.“”ﬂ"ﬂ', 1

replied

“Why not?” said Travers. “ Archie was
expecting  her, and she certainly fills the
bill,*

“You're probably right, Travers,” said Nip-
per, with a chuckle, *“Well, thank goodness
the genuine Aunt Sophie didn’t turn up
earlicr, Then there w ould hme been an awful
mix-up,”’

Everybody was grinning when this rumour
got round. Of course, it was by no means cer-
tain that the lady was Archie's aunt, but it
was decidedly probable. Nobody gucssed at
this period, that Mr. Pycraft had made a
regrettable error, and that he was leading his
viciun on,

It was merely thought that the Form-master
Lhad *““fallen ” for Aunt Sophie’s charms, and
that he was making himself unusually
pleasant 1n consequence,

“1 trust you arc m no immediate hnn}',|

Miss—Miss '’ He paused suggestivaly,

“You are quite right, Mr. Pycraft,” smiled
Aunt Sophie. “I am a spinster, I*Jy nawme
15 Miss Ieaton,”

“Thank you, Miss Heaton.” said Mr,
Pyeraft, inwardly boiling at the trickster’s
ready answer., “ Before taking you into the
Ancient House, I should like to show you a
few of the architectural beauties of this
famous old school.”

“That 1s very kind of you, sir,” said Aunt
Sophie, beginning to think that she had made
a mistake about Mr. Pycraft’s character. “I
am very interested in architecture, but 1
rather thought that my nephew

“Never mind your nephew now !”” said Mr.
Pyeraft grimly. “HEr—that is to say, I trust
vou will accept my escaort instead,” he said,
with haste. ‘“*Now, here you see the chapel.
Not a partlcu]drl} large building, but very
pwtnre:-.quo

“Very!” agreed Aunt Sophie, nodding,

She was getting bored. She rather badly
wanted a cup of tea, and she felt certain
that Archie would provide her with one, if
only she could find him. Yet it was difficult
to snub this Form-master, and to leave him
cold, so to speak.
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~ Handforth & Co., who were watching
intently, slowlvy shook their heads after a

few minutes,
“It can’t be Aunt Sophie!” said Handforth.
“Of course not!” agreed McClure.
“Impossible ! said Church.
They were firmly convinced on the point,

“According to all that Archic has told us,
Aunt "-0[ahw is a sort of dragon,” continued
Church. *“And this lady is rather a dear old
soul. It mnst be ﬂumebod} else. And, after
all, why should she be Aunt Sophie? Oilnﬂ:
rha[h have aunt and relatives visiting them.,

“"Well, we can soon saxd
Handlorth briskly,

He strode forward and approached the pair.
None of the fellows were afraid of My, Pyeraft
now, Diggleswade had  very  discreetly
allowed it to leak out that Mr. Pyeraft had
decided to say nothing about that unfortunate
incident on the Ancient House steps. More-
over, the yuners knew that Mr. Pyeraft was
quite in the dark regarding the affair. He
hadn’t the faintest 1dea as to who his assail-
ants had been. And on the top of all this,
the whole thing had been an accident, So
nobody had any cause to feel guilty.

“Anything T can do, ma’am ?** asked Hand-
forth, raising his hat as he arrived,

“Handforth,” snapped Mr, Pycraft, "
away! How dare you interrupt)”

"I thought th{‘ lady might be asking for
somcbody, sir,” said Handforth,

“Well, that is p:rrfectl}' true, Mr. Pyeraft,”
satd Aunt Sophic mildly. “Thank you, my
boy! If you happen to know a boy named
Awhiv G lmnlmlrw-———”

“In my Form,” said Handforth, nodding.

make eccrtam,”

ED

“That 1s ﬂplendld’ smiled Miss Heaten,
“I am Archie’s aunt——"
“Leave us at once, Hfuulft}rlh " shouted

Mr. Pycraft violently. “When 1 anl\ vou to
interfere you may come—but not before! Go,
Y

“B;lt this lady——"

“Did you hear me?” thundered Mur.

Pycraft,

Even Handforth was not rash enoungh to
defy, the Form-master to his face, So Edward
Oswald looked at Aunt Sophie rather help-
lessly and ratsed his cap.

“Sorry, ma'am,” he said. “‘I'd take you to

Archie like a ahgt but—-—"
“I think I understand,” said the lady,
nodding.

Handforth went off, and rejoined the crowd
near the Ancient House steps,

“You silly ass, Handy!” said Chureh.
“What was yvour idea in butting in?”

“Well, I've found out who she is”
Handforth triumphantly. * She's

L

aunt !

“Well, I'm blessed !

“But Archie told us that she was an awful
person !’ ,

“Then Archie was dotty!” said Handforth.
“BShe seems to he a dear old lady ! Anyhow,
she told me that she’s looking for Archie
Glenthorne, and that she's his aunt. There's
no spoof about 1t thas tinme,”

SR Le
Archic’s
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“Are you sure?” asked Fullwood. “My
hat, it would be a bit steep if those River
House bounders 4o

“Rats!” grinned Nipper. “It’s tho real
Aunt Sophie this time. Any other idea would
be silly.”

“Yes, I suppose it would,” admitted Full-
wood.

Mr. Pyeraft was pointing out the glorics
of the great clock-tower,

“Thoere, Miss Heaton, you sce a piece of
wonderful architecture,” he said. “ Perhaps
vou can tell me, off hand, whether it s
Norman or Tudor 7™ hie added sharply, swing-
ing round on her like a tiger,

“Really, sir!” protested Miss Healon,
alarmed, ‘
“Well 7" snapped My, Pyerafr. “Cannot

vou answer my simple question?”

Mre, Pyeraft was no actor, lle was attempt-
ing (o bow!l the f{rickster out by asking
awkward guestions. But he changed his man-
ner too abruptly, One nunute was unltra-
polite, and the next minute he was just the
opposite. Archio’s aunt began to suspect that
she was dealing with a Iunatie,

“1 think, Mrv. Pyeraft, that T will leave vou
now,"”” she said stifflv. “If you will tell me
which is the Ancient House-——""

“T will tell you when it pleases me,
madam,” replied Mr. Pycraft, with relish,
“ And I should like you to remember that you
must remamn with me until I give you per-
mission to go.,”

“Ilow dare you, sir!"

“I dare all sorts of things!" said My,
Pyeraft airily. “And as for your young
rascal of a nephew, he ean waif., DBefore we
go indoors, 1 intend to take you all round
the playing-fields, and-—"

“And I shall refuse to go!” said Miss
Hreaton angrily. “How dare you behave in
this manner, sir! Have you taken leave of
vour senses Y Unless you escort me into the
Ancient House at onee, I shall walk away
from you!"

“Oh, indecd!” said Mr. Pyeraft nastily.
“And suppose I prevent you from doing

that 7"

“You would not dare!” replied Aunt
Sophie, her eyes blazing. “My patience is
not inexhaustible, Mr. Pyeraft. I do not
with to make you look ridiculous in the eyes
of all these boys, but vou are behaving so
sirangely that vou will very soon compel me
to act in a decisive way. And I would like
to assure vou that I am not quite so helpless

as you seem to Imagine,”

There was a grim note in Aunt Sophie’s
voice now—indeed, almost a dragon-lilke note.
She was being aroused, and that made all
the difference. Frankly, she was astounded
at the master’s behaviour. It was so different
from what she expected.
 “You will not leave my side!” said Mr.
Pyeraft  sourly “Tt  may surprise you,
madam, but here, in this school, T have a
certain amount of authovity.”

“But not over visitors, surely?”
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“Over visitors!"’ replied Mr. Pycraft, with
relish.

Things were progressing very nicely, he
told himself. He wondered if the disguised
boy was beginning to suspeet anything. If
so, all the better. The dénounement would
come very soon now, anyway. Indeed, Mr.
Pyeraf{t beckoned to an Ilast House fag, and

the latter, after a moment of hesitation,
ran forward.
“Ah, Ryder,” murmured NMr. Pycraft,

bending down, and whispering into the fag's
ecar, “run to my study as quickly as you can
and fetch me a ecane.”

pre

“Yes, sir! said Ryder breathlessly.
“Shall—shall I bring it out here, sir?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, boy!” snapped Mr,
Pycraft. “Of course you will bring it out
here!”

And Ryder shot off, wondering what was
im the wind now.

Mr, Pyeraft turned, and he was astonished
to find that Aunt Sophie was walking away.
He took several strides after her, and he
roughly grasped her by the arm.

“No, not just yet!”” he said threateningly.

CHAPTER 16
Not Quite Helpless !
UNT SOPHIE

quivered with anger.

“Relcase me, sirl!”
she said hotly.

“I shall do nothing
of the sort!” replied Mr. Pycraft, grinning
with enjoyment. “As I told you before, my
fine lacdy, 1 want you here, with me!”

“This—thiz is an outrage!” said Archie’s
aunt in amazement. “Are you mad, sir?
By what right do you lay your hands upon
me? Release your grip at once!”

But Mr. Pyeraft hung on more tightly
than ever.

All the juniors, in the meantime, watched
in amazement, They had seen the change
in Mr. Pyeraft’s manner. Ile was no longer
polite and suave. He was aggressive now—
and, strangely enough, he appeared to be
revelling in the whole affair.

“IIe must have gone off his rocker!” said
Fullwood, staring.
“Clean dotty!"” agreed Gresham.

“But—but ean’t we do anything?" asked
Handforth, “We don’t want to stand here,
seeing him acting like this towards Archie’s
aunt—-—-"

“We can’t do anything, Handy,” put in
Nipper. “Besides, I don’t think it will be
necessary for ns to do anyvthing., Archie’s
aunt seems capable of taking care of herself.
Before  long  we  shall  see  something
interesting, 1 believe.”

Mr, Pyeraft was in the swing of it now.
It wus getting near to the moment when
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Aunt Sophie grasped Archie’s monocle and gave the cord such a sharp tug that it broke. “* Monocles
are a sign of imbecility ! ** she snapped.

he would expose the fraud,.
be his moment of triumph! The juniors, no
doubt, were wondering what had happened
to him—but they would soon know the truth!
And after that they would have a great
amount of respeect for him, for he would
prove to them that he was not the kind of
man who could be fooled.

“Will you release my arm, Mr. Pyeraft,
or shall T appeal to these boys for assis-
tance ?” asked Aunt Sophie, her voice quiver-
mg. “Your conduct, sir, 18 outrageous!™

“Tt 1s nothing like so outrageous as it will
be before long!” chuckled Mr. Pyeraft. “As
T said before, my fine Zudy—-"

“How dare you use that tone of voice?”
demanded Aunt Sophie hotly. “Are you
implying, sir, that 1 am not a lady ?”

“Iixactly!” grinned Mr. Pyeraft. “I am
guite convinced, madam, that you are not a
lady 1"

“Well, I’'m blessed!” murmured Nipper,

“He’s actually insulting her now!” said
Handforth indignantly.

“Hallo—look !” grinned Church.

Aunt Sophie, without further ado, had
brought her umbrella round, and cracked
Mr. Pycraft across the knuckles. IHg
released his grip on the instant.

“Now, sir!” snapped Aunt Sophie
dangerously.

“Ha, ha, hal!”

A ripple of laughter went round the

Triangle, and Mr. Pyeraft boiled. But if he

Then it would | was

angry, Aunt Sophie was positively
furious. She was utterly myvstified, too; she
could not understand why this master was
treating her so insultingly.

Naturally, she had mistaken Mpr., Pyeraft’s
meanine when he had stated that she was
not a lady. But Mvr. Pycraft thought that
that passage was rather clever., He had an
idea that the wretched River House boy
would get an inkling of the truth before the
actual exposure came.

And it would have to come within a very
few moments now, or it would be too late.
Mr. Pyeraft glanced anxiously towards the
East House. He wanted his cane—for, with-
out it, he could not give this trickster the
sharp.lesson that he deserved.

At that particular time a number of fel-
lowe were gazing over the wall, just on the
other side of the Triangle. In a word,
Brewster & Co. were watching events.

The River House fellows had come back
for the genial purpose of “crowing ” over
their rivals. They were 1 strong force
now, so there was nothing to fear. But,
before entering the Triangle, they had made
a careful inspection, and had discovered a
remarkable state of affairs. Now they were
all looking over the top of the wall, greatly
interested in the proceedings.

“My sons, this 18 too good!” said Brewster
after a while. “Oh, :my only hat! We
thought our jape was pretty goed. but this
makes it perfecti”
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“But—but I don’t understand!”
blankly.

“What'’s the matter with old Pyeraft?”
added Glynn. “He’s gone dotty, hasn’t he ?”

“Can’'t you understand?” said Drewster.
“We bowled Pyeraft over, didn't we?”

“1 believe we did!” grinned Kingswood.

“And then Graham came along, and Mr.
Pycraft may have caught a glimpse of him,”
continned Brewster shrewdly.  “Well, this
lady in the Triangle must be Archie’s real
gunt !”

“Whiat !"

“Whe else?”
Pyeraft | has
one!”

“Oh erumbs!”

“!—[n ‘Hnn] < ..]'Ir\ g (i1 ‘] :

Brewster breathlessly.

wayv he’s talking to hf:l.
caugrht the japer redhanded!”

said Ascott

“And old
the wrong

grinned Brewstor.
mistaken her for

“Oh, my goodness!”
“It’s worth quids and quids!” said Kings-
wood, hugging himself. “What a shock for

old Pycraft when he discovers the truth!”

“Ha, ha, hatl"

The River House fellows laughed softly—
although they really wanted to laugh loudly.
DBut, in the cireumstances, this wonld have
been unwise. So they contented themselves
with chuckles,

It was the ecream of the jape.

Everything had gone well from the very
start, but this simply put the lid on all that
had alveady passed. Mr. Pyeraft had mis-
taken the genuine Aunt Sophie for Cyril
Graham in disguise!

“Oh, T say, but look
Ascoit. “Oughtn’t we to
things 7"

“And save old Pycraft?”
starng,

“I wasn't,thinking about Pyeraft!” growled
Ascott. *“I was thinking about Archie’s

aunt.”

“Then save yourself the trouble,” said
Brewster. “Judging by the way she rapped
him across the kimnekles just now, she’s
capable of dealing with him. We japed the
Remove—and now our jape is leading to the

complete extinction of the Pycraft bird!”

“Ilallo! What's happening now ?” asked

Glynn,
Ryder,

here!” protested
go n and explain

asked Brewster,

of the Third, was running from the
Tlast House, and he reached Mr. Pyeraft’s
side and handed the Form-master a cane.
As he did so, Nipper and a number of other
juniors prepared themselves for action.

“Now, Miss Heaton!” said Mr. Pycraft in
ominous tones. “1 think that the moment
for a little explanation has arrived. Be good
enough to remove your veil!”

Aunt Sophie, who was, at last, on the
point of walking away, turned round in sheer
astonishment. Until now she had hesitated
—wishing to avoid a scene. But she could
now see that it was out of the question,
This master’s conduct was becoming alto-
gethier too outrageous.

| triumphantly.
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“What did you say, sir?"” she repeated in a
dangerous voice.

“You heard what T said, madam !” replied
Mr. Pycraft. *“1 told you to remove your

veil !”

““Really, sir! I—I—— This is getting
beyond all endurance!” said Miss Heaton
frigidly. “Your conduet is inexcusable, sir!'"’

“You—you impudent wretch!”’ shouted Mr.
Pycraft, suddenly losing all patience. “ This
farce has gone on long erough'!”

Aunt Sophie was really alarmed now.

“Impudent wretch!?”’ she repeated dazedly.
“Never have I been so insulted =

NEXT WEDNESDA Y ’mw.

“Hold out your hand!"' roared Mr. Pycraft,
giving the canc a violent swish-through the
air.

“(Good—good gracious!”
Sophie.

“Now!” thundered Mr. Pycraft.
going to be a very severe lesson, let me tell

gasped Aunt
“This 13

you! The time has come for this pretence
to be cast aside. And it may interest you
to know, you young rascal, that I have been
aware of vour uhmtttg* the whole time! Hold
out your hand, sir!”

“You must be mad!’ ejaculated Aunt
Sophie, gazing at him in stupefaction. “What
—what do you rmean? Do you imagine that
you are dealing with one of your boys?”’

“Not one of my boys—but I know very well

that you are a boy!” shouted Mr. Pycrafc
““And, what is more to the
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point, 1 am now going to thrash you
deserve!”

CHAPTER 17
Very Entertaining !

. help!”” said Hal
Brewster faintly.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The River House
fellows were  dizzy
with laughter—and yet, at the same time,

“HONOURS EVEN!”

A paper chase ; a thunderstorm ; the
“ hounds "’—Nipper, Handforth, Travers,
Glenthorne and one or two other prominent
Removites—trapped in a cellar which
hecomes flooded ; the water relentlessly
rising inch by inch; rescue seems
impossible ; an awiul fate awaits the
plucky juniors. . .

Those are only a I’aw of the thrills in
next week’s intensely exeiting yarn. You
will read, too, how the Removites came to
get in their awful predicament, of the
subsequent happenings which lead up to
the last, greatest and funniest jape of all
between St. Frank’s and the River House
School.

Next Wednesday’s ripping story is one
not to be missed ; make sure YOU don’t
miss it !

“THE CRUISE OF THE

BLUE BIRD!"

More gripping chapters of Coutts
Brishane’s stunning adventure serial.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

they realized that they could not remain ib-
active any longer.

“Come on, you chaps!” said Brewster, re-
covering himself. “We've got to save Aunt
Sophte !

““Hear, hear!”

“Yes, but what about these St. Frank’s
chaps!"’ asked Kingswood, in alarm. *“Theyll
pounce on us like the dickens! Besides, thero
ar plenty of them there. Why can’t they do
something 77

“They're doing 1t put in Graham,
“Easy, you chaps! We're not needed!”
Over by the Ancient House, Nipper and

Handforth and a few others were advancing
grimlv. From the Medern House, Christine
and Yorke and Buster Boots were hurrying
arross, ‘too.

as you |

}

|
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“It’s gone far enough” said Nipper, 'ﬂru d '
better tell Mr. Pyeraft that he’s dnttz
12 ?a

course, he belicves ]m,t. Aunt Sop
Graham in dlngma{-

"By George!” said Ilandfulth “That’s
it

“And he’s liable to do somethmg prutlj
drastie,” continued Nipper. " We simply can’t
let it go on!”

“FKasy—ecasy !’ murmured Travers. “Give
her just another few scconds, dear old fellows.
I rather think think she’s going 1o get busy

* 3

»?

t 11OV,

indecd, looking more
She had recovered from

Aunt Sophie was,
dangorous than ever.

| her original stupefaction, and now she was

facing Mr. Pyeraft with a light of battle in
her eyes. She was quite satisfied now that
she was dealing with a lunatie.

“Stop!” she commanded.

“That tune don’t do, young man!” grinned
Mr, Pyeraft, swishing his cane again. “You
needn’t think that you can fool me as you
have fooled the junior boys! Oh, no! Once
again, will you hold out your hand ?”

Aunt Sophie did not reply. She moved
boldly forward, snatched the cane out of Mr.
Pycraft’'s haud, and threw it away.

**1 think, sir, that you had better go
doors, and I will sce that a doctor is called
to you!”’ she said calmly. “I can only hope
that you do not suffer from these attacks very
often.”

*“You—you——

LR ]

AMr., Pycraft paused,
breathless with fury. ‘‘Upon my soul! ~What
do you mean, you young scamp, by snatchinyg
that cane out of my hand 7%

He could hardly contain himsclf. He knew
—he nositively knew, in his own mind—that
this ridiculous “female ” was a River House
schoolboy. And the fellow had the mmperti-
nence to keep the pretence up, even after he
must have known that he was bowled out. It
was not merely outrageous, but beyond human
endurance,

“Until now,”” said Mr. Pycraft, his voico
shaking, “I have succceded in keeping my
temnper.  But let me inform you at once,

young man, that I am fully aware of this pre-
tence.’

“Indeed!” panted Aunt Sophie ominously.
“Yes, indeed, sir!” roared Mr. Pycrafs.
“(Good heavens! Did you suppose, for a
moment, that I was deceived by your ridicu-
lous appearance? My cves are sharper than

'fll.:i.l‘ You are a River House boy—"

“Is 1t possible that there 18 scme error?”’
asked Aunt Sophie, in wonder. “I do not
wish to bhe too hasty, Mr. Pycraft. Perhaps a
plu(iu ‘al joke has been pla,},mi upon you. Bus
if you are mistaking me for a boy, in disgnise,

then let me tell you that you are quite
wrong.’’
“Stop!” hooted Mr., Pyeraft, “Your

This bhravado will

audacity is appalling, sir!

not save vou! Remove your hat at once!
“T shall do nothing of the kind!”
“Remove 1t!”"  shouted Mr,

violently, “Yes, and remove your hair, too!
“NMy—my hair!”

Pyeraft

p12
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“Your wig!” thundered the excited Form-'
master. “It is my intention to expose you
in front of all thesc boys. Perhaps they will
be satisfied when they see you minus your
hat and wig. I want you to understand that
while you can possibly delude the boys, you
cannote delude me/”

Aunt Sophie lost all her remaining patienco
It was evidently useless to reason with this
man. Iiven when he was told the truth, he
preferred not to believe it.

And Archie’s aunt, it scemed, was a lady
of aclion.

“(Go ndoors, sir!"’ she commanded danger-
ously. ““Go indoors before I do you an
injury !’

“You insolent young puppy——-

Crack!

Aunt Sophie's nmbrella came round again,
and rapped Mr. Pycraft on the elbow. This
was more than he could stand, and he reached
out a hand, attempting to scize the lady’s

'3

headgear,

“You wretch!” shouted Aunt Sophie
anlgnly.

ap! Rap! Rap!

Again and again she brought her umbrella
down—across Mr. Pycraft’s shoulders, over
hig skinny arms. Mr. Pyeraft, staggering
back, became positively alarmed.

He had not bargained for this!

Indeed, he had toyed with the thonght of
his triumph, right from the verv start. Ile
had taken it for granted that the “lady '
would collapse as soon as the the dénouement
came. Instead of that, it was he who was on
the point of collapse.

“Stop!”’ he shricked.
again—-—

“If you hit me

- “Go indoors, sir!” ordered Aunt Sophie. |
“You are not safe to be out of doors without |

somebody to look after you!”

“Boy!"" gasped Mr. Pyeraft. “Cannot you
-see that yon are discovered? I am not de-
ceived by your wig and your clothing, It is
perfectly obvious that the wrinkles on your
face are false—"’

“This is too much!” fumed Archic’s aunt.

She was aware of those wrinkles on her
face, but she did not like to be reminded
of them-—particularly in this way.

Again and again she plied her umbrella,
and Mr. Pyeraft backed away before the on-
slaught, Nipper & Co., and all the other
juniors, watched in sheer, undiluted joy.

“Stop!  Desist!” panted Mr. Pycraft.
“Why, you—you Help—help!  Boys—
boys!”

Aunt Sophie eontinued to advance so menae-
ingly that Mr, Pycraft swung round, and took
to his heels. It was an undignified retreat.

To make matters worse, the indignant lady
gave chase  As Mr. Pyeraft ran, she followed
him, hitting out with her umbrella,

“Help—help!"” serecamed Mr, Pyeraft wildly.

IHe went flying round the Triangle, and
Aunt Sophie went running after him, It was
one of the most extraordinarv secnes that
St, IFrank's had ever witnessed. 1

Whack! Whack!

T) |

L
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Mr. Pycraft was no runner, and even Aunt
Sophie was able ‘to keep pace with him,
Every now and again she got home a beauti-
ful swipe. Nipper & Co. were glad that they
had not interfered. TYor, had they done so,
they wonld have missed this exquisite comedy.
“*Ha, ha, ha!”’

“@Go it, Mr. Pyeraft!”

“Run, sir—run!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're winning, sir!”’

In the midst of all the excitement Archie
Glenthorne himself came strolling elegantly
out of the Ancient House. He had no idea
that anything exciting was in the wind. He
paused on the top of the steps, howeyer, and
he adjusted his monocle.

“Good gad!’ he ejaculated blankly. “I
mean to say, what's all this? A bit of bother, -
of sorts, what?” '

“It’s your real aunt, Archie grinned
Handforth. “You’d better go across and
rescue her!”

“She looks as though she needs rescuing!”
chuekled Church.

“Ha. ha, ha!” '

Archie’s monocle dropped out of his eye.
A light of recognition came into his face.
Ilven at this distance, he could tell that the
lady was, without any doubt, his genuine Aunt
Sophie,

And there couldn’t be much doubt, either,
that she was dangerous!

'l?

CHAPTER 18
Poor Old Pycraft !

DS horrors and
shocks!” murmured
Archie (Glenthorne

bleakly.
The had

worst
happened!

Just when he was congratulating himself
that everything was all serene, this bomb-
shell had exploded! His Aunt Sophie was
here at St, Frank’s, after all! And, by the
look of things, she would turn out to be
about three times as bad as the japer!

“Cheese it, Archie!” said MeClure.
“Hadn’t you better go across and put things
straight 7"

“Eh? said Archic dizzily.
thing ?”

“Mr. Pycraft thinks that vour aunt is that
River House fellow!” said Maec., “At least,
he thought so until a minute or two ago.
He's probably changing his mind now.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He’'s been insulting her dreadfully,
Archie,” said Handforth. “You're her
nephew, so it’s up to you to go across and

“Insulting her?” said Archie
“Good gad! Not absolutely ?”

“Yes, absolutely!” :

“Straight, old

fiereely.
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- “Then it seems to me that Archie must do
a certzin amount of butting-in!” said the
genial ass of the Remove. “In other words,
laddies, kindly observe the extinction of
Pyecraft!”

And Avchie, his
across the Triangle.

He areived at the scene of action just as
Mr. Pyeraft had turned at bay near the steps
of the EKast Ilouse. Aunt Sophie, rather
breathless, but triumphant, was regarding
him with scorn.

“Now, sir, perhaps you will apologise!”
she was saving.

“What-ho!” ejaculated Archie, before MMr.
Pycraft could reply. “Absolutely! Aunt
Sophie, dear old girl, how goes it?”

The lady turned and looked at Archie with

juw very grim, dashed

recognition.
“My dear boy!” she said with relief.

*“This 1s splendid!
me earlier 7

“Well, the fact is, auntie, I did not know
that you were on the good old premises,”
explained Archie. " Frightfully sorry, and
all that, but there it is.”

“Well, now that you have come, perhaps
vou will miorm this gentleman that I am
really your aunt, and not anybody else!” said
Miss Heaton frigidly. “Much against my
will, I have been compelled to act in a
somewhat drastic manner——"

“You—you impertinent scamp!” breathed
Mr. Pycraft hoarsely. “I shall scek help!
I shall bring the headmaster himself——-"

“Good gad!” said Archie. “You’re not
absolutely addressing Aunt Sophie, are you,
sir?u

“That’s not your auut!” shouted Mr,
Pyeraft. *“This—this so-called lady is only a
boy in disguise—-"

Why dul you not come to

“Dear me!” breathed Aunt Sophie. “The
poor man 1s still unconvinced!”
Archie took Mr. Pyeraft’s arm, and he

gazed at the master with sorrowing eyes.

“It secms to me, old dear—that is to say,
sir—that youw've made a bit of a bloomer,
what 7’ he said in a kindly voice. “My chief
idea 1in dashing across was to tick you off

“ How dare youl!” m

“Absolutely !” said Archie firmly. “But as
there appears to be' some sort of confusion,
a word of explanation might not come amiss.
The fact is, sir, you'’ve got shunted on to
the wrong set of rails.”

“Glenthorne,”  shouted  Mr. Pycraft,
“there has been enough of this idiocy &

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie, nodding,
“You see, sir, a River House chappie came
to St. Frank’s not long ago, and he pre-
fended to be my aunt. The blighter abso-
Jutely put the wind up me to a vertical
degree.”

“ But—but——"

“Of course, he was bowled out, and biffed
off the premises,” continued Archie. “And
now, lo and behold, Aunt Sophie herself

L mumbled.
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rolls up! Absolutely! Guaranteed genuinc
and gilt-edged! This lady, Mr. Pyeraft, :s
positively my aunt.”

Mr. Horace Pycraft took a big gulp, ana
for the fivst time a light of doubt leapt into
his eyes. He went nearly green as he
realised the enormity of his mistake.

“Qiood heavens!” he ejaculated
“But—but you ecannot be serious,
thorne! This 1s a trick—a joke!
attempting to delude me!”

“Oh, come, sir!” protested Archie. 1
mean to say, dash 1it! I'm not the kind ot
chappie to go about doing that sort of thing.
I don’t blame you for making the mistake,
but theve i1t 1s. This lady is really my Awnt
Sophie, and you must have mistaken her for
tho spooter.” '

“Now, sir!”
triumphantly. ;

Mr. Pyeraft was on the point of fainting.

“"Do—do you assure me, Glenthorne, on
your honour——" he began feverishly.

“On my hounour, sir!” replied Axchie,
“There kas been a joke, but it is now over.
This lady 1s Miss Sophie Heaton, my aunt
from South Africa. Absolutely, sir! Honesi
Injun, and positively honour bright!”

Mr. Pyeraft knew very well that he could
not doubt Archie Glenthorne’s word. Move-
over, now that the truth was forced upon
him, he could see that Aunt Sophie was
really genuine, and not a trickster. In a
confused, subconscious way, My, Pyeraft
wondered why he had not seen this ecarlier.
he babbled. “I-—I am

overwhelmed ! I-—<T had no
That s to say, I was convinced

faintly,
(zlen-
You're

said Aunt Sophie

“(iood heavens!”
completely
idea——

bt

——

e broke off, agitated and pale.
“Bo there it is, sir!” said Archie brightly.
“And it seems to me that a certain specie

of apology is indicated.”

Mr. Pyeraft gulped.
“I—1 beg your pardon, madam!” he
“1 was under the impression that
yvou were a schoolboy attempting to—to trick
me. I—I trust that you will accept my
apologies for this regrettable and unfortunate
error e

“It i1s quite all right, Mr. Pyecraft,” inter-
rupted Aunt Sophie, her face losing its grim
expression and breaking into a smile. “The
situation is not without its humorous side.
I regret that T was compelled to use violence,

but I had no alternative. As far as I am
' concerned, the matter 'is now over and
foreotten.”

“Thank vyoun, madam!” breathed Mr.

Pycraft tremblingly.

He turned on his heel and walked into the
Flast House, feeling about as small as an ant.
He expected to hear a yell of langhter, but
none came. The St. Frank’s fellows were
rather sorry for the unpopular master of the
Fourth. His extinetion had been so complete
that they hadn’t the heart to laugh at him,
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“My arrival appears to have created some-
thing of a commotion,” smiled Aunt Sophie,
turning to her nephew. “Perhaps it would
be as well for us to go indoors as quickly as
possible. I would not like any of the other
masters to know of this.”

“Oh, rather not!” said Archie _
“] mean to say, old Pycraft might get it
somewhat severely in the neck.”

“That is precisely what I was thinking,”
nodded Aunt Sophie. “The unfortunate man
mude an error, and I fear he looked very
ridiculous.”

Archie was dimly astonished. Somehow,
Aunt Sophie was not so dragon-like as he
had feared. He introduced her to Nipper
and Handforth and several of the other
juniors, then an escort was formed, and
they all went triumphantly into the Ancient
House.

Archie’s heart beat rapidly as Aunt Sophie
was ushered into Study li. But the lady
looked round, and her eyes were expressive
of keen appreciation.

“Splendid!” she declared. “A most re-

markable study, Archie, my dear boy! May
I congratulate you upon it?"
“Oh, rather!” said Archie. “Thanks

frightfully, Aunt Sophie!”

“And if you can conjure me up a cup of
tea, I should be most grateful,” continued
Aunt Sophie, as she sat down, “You have
a valet, haven’t you?”

“Why—er—in a way, vyes!” confessed
Archie. _ . il
“Yxcellent!” beamed  Aunt  Sophie.

“Please ring for him, and tell him that I
would like some tea as quickly as possible.”

And Archie, in a kind of dream, rang the
bell,

ey,

CHAPTER 19

Ons” Up for the
Hounse !

River

ety |

JERE waz a difference,
i indeed!

Not only did Aunt
Sophie entirely
approve of the
luxurious study, but she scemed to regard
Phipps as an excellent innovation. There
was no indication that she disapproved of
these extravagances.

In a word, Aunt Sophie was a sport.

All Archie’s fears had been groundless—
as most of the Remove fellows had believed
all along. ~Archie had formed a childlike
apinion of his annt, and he had allowed his
imagination to do the rest. As for Aunt
Sophie’s reputation in the family, there was
really no  justification for Archie’s ex-
aggerated reports. The lady was, perhaps,
severe when the occasion demanded. Other-
_'.'.'i::i'*. she was more or less of a dear old
soul.

1
|,|'

hastily.

[
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Archie’s reliet was enormous, and all the
other fellows chuckled with glee.

“Funniest thing we've scen for terms!”
grinned Bob Christine of the Fourth. * Poor
old Pyecraft!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I’'ll bet he’ll sulk for days!” said Tal-
madge happily. “And that means that we
shall have a prefect looking after us in the
Form-room.”

“0Oh, good egg!”

“Pyeraft won’t dare to show himseelf,”
agreed Busier Boots, nodding. "“He’ll be in
fear and trembling over this. Why, if
Archie's aunt made a complaint to the Head,
Piecrust would be hauled over the coals like
tho dickens. He might even get chucked
out of his job.”

“T hope Aunt Sophie makes the complaint !™
said Bob Christine fervently,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No such luck!” remarked Yorke. “She
scems to be a good sort, and she accepted
his apology, too, No fear, my lads! Wo
shan't be able to get rid of Pycraft as easily
as all that!”

But it was some consolation to know that
Mr. Pycraft would be a very subdued man
for scveral days.

On the other side of the Triangle, the
Remove fellows had come out of the Ancient
House, laughing heartily. But their laughs
changed to frowns when they observed Braw-
ster & Co. walking boldly and airily through

the gateway,

“Well, of all the cheek!” said Handforth,
with indignation,

There was a general move towards the
River House fellows.

“Can’t touch us—we've got our fingers
crossed " grinned Brewster cheerfully,

*You silly fatheads o '

“Pax!” said Brewster. “I can spot
Morrow, of the Sixth, over by Big Arch,
chatting with Mr. Stokes. I shouldn’t advise
vou fellows to start any trouble just now.”

The Removites looked round, and, sure
enough, the Housemaster of the West House
was in fall sight, with Morrow, the prefect,
It would certainly be rash to fall upon these
visitors and slaughter them.

*“All right—it’s pax, then,” growled Nipper,
“Dut what are you bounders doing here ?”

“We just came along to enjoy the fun!”
said Kingswood blandly,

“And wc've been enjoying it!” remarked
Driscoll.

“Ha, ha, hal”

All the other River Iouse fellows shouted
with laughter,

Nipper grinned,
Grabam on the back,

“You dished us properly. old son!” he said

and he clapped Cyril

ruefully, “Congratters! It was really a
masterpiece !”
“Thanks!” said Graham. “Dut the joke

wasn’t really against Archie, but azainst the
whole lot of you.”
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“We know that,” said Nipper. “And you
-needn't think that you're going to erow over
us for ]c}ng*”

”But we’ll ecrow just at present if you don't
mind, ’said Brewster cheerily.

And all his companions crowed in the most
cxasperating manner.

It was doubly annoying because nothing
could be dene, With a Housemaster looking
on, it was impossible to jump on these River
House fellows. Or, if it wasn’t 1impossible, i
would certainly have been rash,

“I rather think it’s one up for t]w River
House,” said Brewster heartily. “We've not
only japﬁd vou fellows, but old Pyecraft has
been included in the lnh- teco. If yon can
wipn out this stain, vowll be pretty clevoer.”

"We may not be very clever, but we shall
be clever enough for that!” retorted Nipper
promptly,

“Just you wait!"” said Handforth, clenching
his fist and shaking it at the grinning vist-
tors. "By [;nm‘gL! Pve uhmdy gut. an
idea for a ripping wheeze against you chaps.”

“Oh?"” said Brewster. *“Is it a good one ?”

“Yes, it is!” roared Handforth, “T'm
gomg to jape you up to the cyes!”

“Ha, hsa, ha!”

“You can vel thundered Handforth,
“But yvou'll he a bit more subdued after I'vo
arrived at the River House School dressed

up as your headmaster’s brother from Peru!”

*Ha, ha. ha

“Ts it advisable. Handy,
warning hke thiz?"’

112

to give them a
asked Nipper mildly,

35
Handforth startea.
“EKh?” he gasped,
“Ha, hea, s ™
“Good old Handy ! grinned DBrewster.

“Thanks for the tip! We'll be on ‘thp look-

out for the Head’s brother from Peru !

Nipper & Co.’s rivals yelled 4fw.-.h, and
when they went off they were still cackling.
It was their opinion that the St. Frank’s
fellows would not be able to lift up their heads
again. They had been completely and posi-
tively whacked. They were the under-dogs,

“Of course,” said Reggio Pitl lhmlght-
fully, “somcthing will have to be done!”

“It will!"” agreed Nipper, in a grim voice
“The River House has registered a triwmph,
But den’t worry, vou chans, A little reverse
of this sort only adds zest to the whole game,
Before long 8t. Frank’s will be top-dogs
again,”

And
mainder
itself

“T—I didn't mean——""

so the affair was over. Tor the re-
of that evening, the Remove gave
up to mtfm‘hlnnn,e: Aunt Sophie, who

really was a good old sort, And although
the memory of (the River House llmm;;h
rankled with most of the juniors, Archie

Glenthorne was supremely happy. His peried
of worry was over,
THE END,

have got their revenge in

The St. Frank’s fellows
will have to “ pull uwp their socks ™ if they
want 1o call themselves the “ top dogs.”
And they have a good try, too, You'll read
all about it in mnext week's ecxeiting yairi,
which s eatitled, ** Honours Kven!')

(Brewster & Cn.
nog wunceriain wey. .
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B (OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READERY®

remarks as are

JS Eﬂ'{ RII I':S
THE

EDWY
Editor

E. S. BROOKS.

DON'T agree with you about names—
I C. V. Edwards (Pleckville, New Zea-
land). You say that the crooks in my
stories have geen given ill-sounding
names—such as Jake Crasher, Simon Grell,
and Juke Starkey. They are ill-sounding
in your ears merely because of association.
1f, for example, I had described Jake Starkey
as a jolly old salt, always grinning, always
cracking jokes, I don’t suppose you would
have found the name disagrecable in the
least. What comes into your mind when you
hear the name of Uriah Heep? A most un-
pleasant fellow, eh? Yet, if Dickens had
made Uriah Heep one of his most lovable
characters, you would picture a very different
sori of person upon hearing that name. It
1s the same with Judas, Shylock, and so on.
The names themseives are quite goed; it is
the association which renders them so ill-
sounding. If, at the very beginning of my
St. Frank'’s stories, 1 had described Hand-
forth as an out-and-out rascal, the very
name “ Handforth ¥ would be distasteful to
you. Just think it over, old man. 1 agree
with you about anonymous letters: *“They
haven’t got the courage of their convictions,
and their arguments are not worth listening
to,”” 1 think you are wrong when you say
that Soccer only pleases about onec-tenth of
our readers, and that the other nine-tenths
are pining for Rugby. That may apply in
New Zealand, but not at home. And, as you
know, our job is to please the majority.

#* * *

If it will please you to write to me every
fertnight, Thomas W. Hopwoed (Wakefield),
then I shall be more than pleased to get
your letters. But now we're on the subject,
I would like to mention that this page
isn’t big enough for me to deal with all the
interesting subjects that you and other
readers bring up in your letters. So I can
only comment upon little bits here and there.
I always reply to every letter which strikes
me as really calling for an answer, either
on this page, or by post. Enclosing a
stamiped and addressed envelope won’t help
you much, though—what wyou say in the
letter itself is the deciding factor. 1 can’t
answer all of you all the time, but I can
reply to some of you all the time What's

NOTE.—If any reader writes to me, I
shall be pleasecd tﬁ; clmrlmrur,l upon such

veLjy
majority. All lellers should be addressed :
BROOKS,
NELSON LEE
The Ffre:wny Haouse, Farringdon Street, |

LUONDON, E.C.4,

to interest the

The
LIBERARY,

clo

JOHN FEARN

m

——

more, I do. So if you really want an answer
from me, you've only got to keep plugging
away at the target, and sooner or later
you're sure to hit the bullseye.

William Napoleon .Browne’s car—J. Fair-
man (Horley)-—is still going strong. It
hasn’t been mentioned in the yarns recently
because there’s been no reason to refer to if.
The same applies to Vivian Travers’ motor-
bike. There are heaps of things like this,
you know. And just because they are not
mentioned, you mustn’t think that they have

gone for good. I am sorry, but 1 can’t
give you any information about driving
licences.

* * +*

One very f{rank reader has included the
following in his letter: “The more 1 read
of Handy’s faults, the more I see my own,
and for this I heartily thank you—for teach-
ing me the lesson that I never could learn.”
Of course, this reader gives me his full name
and address, but I don’t think it would be
quite fair to him to “let the cat out of the
bag.” We are very fortunate, indeed, if we
can discover our own faults. It is more often
the case that we are blind to them, worse
luck. But if this reader of mine is like old
Handy in his good points, as well as his
bad, he must be a pretty decent sort of chap
on the whole, eh?

* * »

I think you are now getting the type ot
stories you asked for—F¥red Hill (Portsmouth).
You might drop me a line, some time or
other, to tell me how you like them. And
what about the St. Frank's stories in the
“Popular ”? 1 think these will be the very
kind you are looking for—unless you have
already found them,
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This week’s

instalment of this fine serial is as execiting as
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ever !

INTRODUCTION

ON PAGE 38

By COUTTS BRISBANE ;
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Jack and Ned have pulled through many exciting scrapes by ihe skin of

Jbeir teeth, but they’re still lively and kicking.

And they're likely fo pass

ibrf:wab more bazardous adventures for soon they’ll be on the track of ilbe

scoundrelly French convicls who bave

“pinched” Captlain Manby’s

schooner !

e e T o I S e O S e o b b S b T b I o e

To The Rescue!

ARDLY had Jack and Ned dis-

H appeared in the bush than Captain

Manby remembered that there might

be danger for them in the course

of a prnmemui“ upon the side of a voleano

which was showine signs of an unusual
activity.

“Don’'t go far!” he bellowed. “ And don’t
loiter on the job. Come back as soon as
vou've spotted the Dlue Bird!”

The echocs alone answered him.
up at the voleanie cone uncasily.
there was a great deal more smoke than
there had been, and there was a nasty
underglow that suggested the internal fire
was mighty near the boiling-over point.

“Ive half a mind to go after them.” he
growled. “Jack is a thoughtless fellow,
He’d go to the edge of the crater just to sce
the lava boiling.”

“Ned i3 a bit more cautious, isn’t he?”
suggested Trotter. “They’ll be all right, sir.
Now, I want some thin battens, about four

He stared
Certainly

feet long. And for a bit of canvas, if I
might have the dinghy sail, I conld cover it
with some of the wax from those candle nuts,
There are plenty around. The natives use
‘"em for hghts, y'know,”

“T know,” said Manby, and gave one of
the men orders to gather same -and extract
the oilly wax hy cooking them in a pot over
a fire,

The battens were cut, the work procecded.
Manby lent a hand, but his uneasiness wags
ecrowing, He re prm('heti himself for send-
ing the boys on what might well prove to
be a dangevons ecrrand, the more so as the
discharge of smoke was growing thicker.

“They should be coming back by naw,
he said at length. “I'll give them another
five minutes, and then go——  Great Jupiter!
It’s an oaz‘*hqnﬂe'”

The ground hea.w::{l sickeningly, iIn:* =mooth
waters of the | agcon rippled in rings, swayed
outward, and returned in a wave that broka
along the beach, and a few moments after
eame the rumble and erash of the lands<lide.
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Captain Manby, staring upwards, saw part
of the hill slithering down, carrying boulders
and bushes with it, heard the smash of brush-
wood as it fell.

“The boys!” he ecjaculated hoarsely. “If
they were caught by that, they are buried for
ever, parry on, Trotter! I'm going to
sce—"’

He disappeared into the grove at a run,
while Ah Moy, just arrived with some cooked
fich, laid down his burden and waddled
after him, He overtook the captain as he
reached the foot of the huge mound of debris
Iving at the foot of the precipice, where pre-
viously had been an easy slope.

Smoke beat down upon them blindingly.
Farther off to the right a ruddy glare rose
from the burging brush, set on fire by the
lava strecam.

“No walkee!” remonstrated Ah Moy, as
Manby made an attempt to climb the face
of the loose earth and piled rocks. " Lookee
sce! No walkee up alonga thlat piecee rock.”

Manby bhalted. It was true. The preci-
pice rose sheer and bare beyond the down-
fall, Even if he succeeded in reaching the
foot of it, he could go no farther. With
smarting eyes, ho tried to picrece the eddy-
ing smoke-clouds, but saw nothing.

“You walkee ’'longee thlis way piecee?”
suggested Ah Moy. *“If thlem alongee heah,
thlem deadee, no usee lookee. If thlem
alivee, thiem walkce "long thlere.”

“You're right,” said Manby, with a grim
laugh. “If they're under here, there's no
use looking for them. It would take a stecam
shovel a month to shift this. But they have
got out of tight places enough before now.
Step hively 17

Ah Moy nceded no telling. He was
eenuinely attached to the boys, although a
stranger would have called his words cal-

lous. DBut that was only his way of speaking.
In reality the plump Chinaman was desper-
ately afraid that Ned and Jack had perished,
though his placid face showed no trace of
feeling, Ho contrived to keep pace with the
captain as he ran forward along the cdge of
the fallen earth, crashing a way through the
brush, regardless of scratches and torn
clothes.

Thus the pair came out upon the stretch
of coral reef, thinly covered with sand, and

halted at the foot of the sheer cliff, straining |

aser

WIHAT'S

CAPTAIN MANDBY is skipper of the schooner
Blue Bird, which is bound for the Malea
atolls, in the Southern Pacifle. He is
accompanied by his son

JACK MANBY, and his nephew

NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving hoys.
From a native Captain Manby has learned
that in these atolls i3 an uncharted
island—supposed to be practically inacces-
sible—the lagoon of whieh iz full of pearl
shell. The eaptain is successful in finding
this unknown island; and to his surprise
discovers that it is inhabited by a number
of French castaways. At first they are
friendly, but later, when Captain Manby

| the bush.

ALREADY HAPPENED:
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their eyes in an effort to sce through the
drifting smoke.

Something white moved away up ncar the
top of the eliff. For a moment Manby
thought that it was a gull caught in an
eddy of the stifling air, then-the smoke-
clouds parted for a moment, and he saw
the boys crouched on the edge of a ledge;
saw that the white objeet was a waving linen
jacket, and his voice rose in a roar that cut
across the deep-toned rumbling of the voleano.

“Ahoy! Are you all right?” he shouted.

“Can’t get down,” camne the reply. “Can’t
go on.”

“Can you make fast a rope if we send
one up?” shouted Manby.

“Yes, But how will do 1it?”
answered Jack.

“Unravel a sock! Let down a line!”

“We aren’t wearing any.” .

“Cut your coats into strips, then. Hurry
up! If there’s another eruption, it will be
worse than ever. I'm going for ropes. Ah
Moy will stay here.”

With that, Manby turned and raced away
for the beach. There was no time to be lost,
The red glare of the volecano was growing
broader. At any moment another lava stream
might burst forth and come flooding down
upon this side. The captain strove not to
think of that as he smashed a way through

Up aloft on the ledge, Ned and Jack
ripped at their coats, tearing the linen into
thin slips, knotting the strips together,
Down below, Ah Moy very deliberately, yet
swiftly, sat down, hauled off a long cotton
stocking, and, cutting off the top edge,
rippled out a long thread, which ‘he method-
ically wound into a ball. He had gauged
the height of the cliff, and it seemed to him
likely that the line the boys would make
would prove too short to be of use.

He saw it descend presently, only to be
drawn up. for it didn’t reach more than a
third of the distance. The boys began upon
their shirts. Ah Moy rose, and, cupping his
hands about his mouth, loosed a shrill jell.

“You waitee piecee. Piocee line come
up. You catchee when come,” he screamed,
and waddled to the edege of the bush.

Out came his knife. He cut a springy
voung sapling, then a light, straight rod of
a couple of feet in length, and waddled back,

you

finds out what they really are—ship-
wrecked conviets—their attitude changes
and they capture the Blue Bird and its
valuable ecargo. Two friends of the cap-
tain's named Trotter and Coombes arriye
in a seaplane, The 'plane gets damaged,
and they set about repairing it. In the
meantime Jack and Ned go up the side of
a voleano to get the Blue Bird's bearings.
They see it anchored among the reefs
outside the island—and then the volcano
erupts, The two boys escape injury, but
find themselves trapped on the side of
the lava-strewn voleano.
(Now read on.)

AR ERARAA AN EEERNSENNEERENERE
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' made, had dipped

stopping to pick up a handful of feathers from
tho remains of a nest.

“You waitee., Makee piecee
narrow !” he murmured.

A bit of fishing line from a pocket of his
blouse served as bowstring, he bound some
feathers about one end of the stick with a
few turns of thread from the sock, and was
ready.

“You makee calchee. Narrow comee up !”
he shrilled, tied ona end of his line to the
arrow and, taking ecareful aim, let fly,

blow and

e T (1
——-&--—1 L, Tl _._.___,._._-"‘_

The missile glanced up the face of the chiff
almost into Jack’s hands, but even as he
reached out to catch it a swirl of the air blew
it aside and it dropped back to carth.

“Waitee bit!” howled Ah Moy. *‘Makee
hleavy 1”

He looked abont for something to suit his
purpose, saw nothing, then with a sigh drew
out his most cherished possession—a pair of
silver and ivory chop sticks. They were very
fine, having once belonged to a mandarin
who wore the yellow jacket and three pea-
cock’s feathers—a top-notch mandarin in the
days when China still had an emperor. A
curly dragon in silver formed the handle,
holding in its claws the ivory stick which, in
the vears that had passed since the thing was

_all was well,
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into countless dishes of
chop suey.

It was the measure of Ah Moy’s affection
for the boys that he hesitated only a.moment
before taking onc of the things and binding
it to the arrow, dragon end foremost.

“You catchee thlis makee sure !” he yelled.
“You makee velly sure. Velly fine chop-
stick ! Now watchee !” ‘ -

He waited a few scconds, his eyes on the
swirling smoke, then, as the wreaths were
still for a moment, let fly again, and this tima

Ah Moy waited until
the swirling smoke had
cleared, then let ly. Up
flew the arrow, with the
line attached, right into
Jack’s hand, It was
caught and held.

Up flew the arrow right into
Jack’s hand. It was caught and held.
“Haulee up. Waitee. Cap’n comee.”
Between rumbles the Chinaman’s quick ears
had caught the sound of running feet. Cap-
tain Manby came bursting out of the bush,
a long rope coiled about his shoulders, a coil
of thin line in his hand. After him came half

the Kanaka boys carrying more line, all
shouting excitedly. .
“Line he velly thin. You makee go

slowee ! yelped Ah Moy warningly to the
two boys above, “Piecece flish line, cap’n,”
he added, to the eaptain.

A fishing line was made fast to the thread
and hauled up. The stont rope followed.
The boys made 1t fast.
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“You not forgettee my chopstick !” howled
Ah Moy, and a minute after was happy
again, for Jack handed it to him as he
alighted. “No wantee losce. Mandarin
chenstick;” explained the Chinaman, “We
walkee, cap’n?”

Ned alighted as he spoke, and silently re-
turned the grip of the hand with which
Captamm Manby greeted him.

“You were a pair of young asses to linger
aboiit so long,"” said Manby.
ass to send you. Back to the lagoon, men.
Move 1"

A spray of boiling water showered about
them to hurry the retreat. KEvidently the
volecano was just getting into its stride, for
now the noise increased, A great cloud of
steam drifting from the further side of the
1sland told that the lava stream had reached
the sca and, mingling with the smoke from
the wvoleano and the burning bush, floated
away out to sca in a dense ecloud.

“Did you sce the ship?” asked Manby, as
they ploughed o way back towards the beach.

“Yes. Nearly a dozen miles away,
I should say, dad,” replied Jack. “She had
satl on her, but I think the wind had almost
died away out there.”

Manby nodded, then eoughed. The smoke
was growing denser every moment. They
had to grope their way through the pahin-
grove, and found that Trotter and Coombes
and the men with them were working with
torches to aid them.

Ready For The Flight!
- l OUD cheers!"” cried Trotter, when he

saw the two boys looming up in the
captain’s wake. *“Did you get cut
off #”
“They were stuck on a ledge.
vou getting on?” asked Manby.

How are

“We'll be fit to float in another hour. But
the question 1s, what are we going to do
when we get aloft? Look at that smoke. It's

blanketting the sca for miles. I'robably the
Blue Bird is wrapped up in it by now.”

“Yes, I'm afraid that’s so. The wind has
died away tq.a breeze, but it sets that way.”

“And the fire in the bush is coming this
way, too, uncle,” put in Ned. “D’'you think
these palms will burn 7”7

“The brush under them will anyhow. 'The
sooner you're afloat, I'rotter, the better for
the plane.”

Trotter grunted and went on with his work,
The smoke grew even denser. Manby sent
off the boys with orders to sce that the
repairs to the cutter were finished as quickly
as possible, and assisted Trotter. Meanwhile,
Coombes had been busy with the motor, clean-
ing and oiling, after getting rid of the water.
Satisfied at %uat, he descénded to get busy
with the pot of oily wax which rendered the
canvas stretched over the repaired portions
of the floats waterproof.

By now the smoke was so thick that it was
dark as night along the beach and upon the
lagoon, A drift of fine ashes fell upon every-
thing, whilo occasionally a stone, shot up by

“But I was an
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the invisible voleano, fell hissing into the
water,

The bush fire was approaching. Red
tongues of flame darted up through the
smoke pall, and the air grew very hot.

“There! 'That's that! She’ll float all

right, though I wouldn’t back her to keep
up more than a day or two. That canvas
needs a lot more doping to make a rcally
sound joby but she’ll do. Let’s get her away,
If one of those redhot stones happened to
drop on to a tank, that would be the finish,”
said Trotter. “We'll be safer away on the
other side of the lagoon at least. Thank
goodness the tide's making. Dig, you brown
darlings, dig!”

The Kanaka boys understood his gesture,
and hastened to follow his example as he
seized a bit of plank and began digging away
the sand beneath one of tne floats. The
cutter appeared with the rest of the crew
aboard. They lent a hand. Everybody bur-
rowed and seraped at the sand, and presently
two channels were dug into which the tide
flowed. The ’plane lifted on the floats. A
little longer and she was hauled out into the
lagoon, taken in tow by the eutter and drawn
over to the further side of the lagoon near
the mouth,

Captain Manby, having made certain that
the shore was clear, followed in the dinghy.

Their situation was very precarious. Sa
far the fire was confined to tfm southern end
of the grove, but it might veryv easily spread
till 1t had devoured the whole of the woods,
rendering the 1sland a barren waste. Or a
fresh lava strcam might burst from the vol-
cano and run down into the lagoon, in which
case the party would have to go outside,
risking the swell that still ran upon the recef,
In that event, dependent as they were for
food upon fish and fruit, they would be in
a sorry plight.

“What am T to do?"” demanded Trotter, as
Manby brought nis boat alongside the 'plane,
which was anchored ncar the reef. “I ean
take the old ship up and go to look for the
Blue Bird. but T very much doubt if T should
find her in this smoke. Tt would only he a
waste of fuel, and T shouldn’t be able to find
the lagoon again. Seems to me we’ll have
to wait till the show simmers down.”

“That’s all we can do—and, in the mean-
time, fish.”

They fished. As usual there was no lack
in the supply. There was plenty of driftwood
on the reef, ard the men soon had fires going
and the fish broiling. The sun set, though
that made no difference, for it was already
blacker than the nights mostly were.

Most of the erew elected to sleep on the
recf.  With big fires going and a man on
watch they had nothing to fear from the
denizens of the deep. Wearily the night
passed. Towards moining rain fell heavily,’
and though it drenched everybody except tho
airmen—who «lept ahoard their craft—it
stopped the fire in the bush, and beat down
the heavy smoke-clouds, revealing the peak
of the volcano. Smoke still rolled from the
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crater, but it no longer reflected the glow
of the fires bencaith., The eruption was
slackening off, though ihe dawn revealed a
scene of desolation to the southward, The
palms at that end of the island still stocd for
the most  part. but their trunks were
Blackened and their erowns of leaves had been
burned off or shrivelled to mere blackened
1ibs, while the ground beneath was burned
clear of any vestige of hierbage,

( aptam AManby and the boys, who had spent
the night in the euntter, went ashore, and
from the highest pari of the reef SUTVeV( od the
island.

“The wors’, scems to L-u over, and the place
hasn't suflfered so much as might have been
expected,” said Manby, then turned to look
scaward.

The slow hreeze hLad shifted (o the west,
and the seca m the direction in which the
Blue Bird was gone was now clear of smoke.

IFrom that height 1t was, of course, i1mpos-
sible to see anvthing of the schooner, SUPpOs-

ing she had made no progress sinee the boys
had last viewed her. Tt wasn't a ghmpse of
his beloved vessel that made Manby utter an
exclamation and fling out a pointing hand.

“Look! That's a new reef!” he exclaimed,
“And over there is another. 'I'hat earth-
quake tremor must have done it. ['ve heard
of the like happening before, of islands sink-
g and new ones appearing through voleanic
ageney. And zee, away over there there is a
third new rock, if I’'m not mistaken.”

'l'hf-} stared, There was no mistake, for the
new!ly-risen reefs were covered with a
brilliant growth of sea anemones, corals, and

weeds now swiltly decaying in the air,
“Where's Gull Rock?” a:-.eke.d Jack sud-
denly, 1t lay over there,’

He pointed to where a conical rock much
loved by ca birds had been. *““It’s gone!”

“Sunk.  That's the way of it when a
voleano gives the carth a shake up.  The
whole  c¢hart wants recanstructing. |
wonder—"" NManbhy paused. “It’s quite on
the cards that the passage through the reefs
away out yonder is now either much easier,
or perhaps impossible. Tt’s possible that the
Blue Bird mayv be hung up on one of these
new reefs,  Or slm may be sailing away
Lhrough cloar water,

Ho u;lhnuml towards the seaplane. Trotter
had awakened, and was in the act of climbing
down to a float. He paddled ashore in the
dinghiy and joined them. He whistled softly
as ho heard and saw what had happened.

“I'll take the bus up for a trial presently,
siv.  Then we’ll be able to Incnte the Blue
dird af she’s anywhere within range. Then
we can take you and one other aboard, and
try what the Lewis gun and rifles can do.”

“All right for cleaving the deck, but what
then 7 ‘ould vou drop me almlgﬂde?” asked
Captain Manby,

“Once the deck’s clear, we could drop,
and you could get aboard, I think. Anyhow,
setthing the conviets is the first thmg A
mouthful of food, and then we'll try a
preliminary ﬂlght."

Fand we'll come back for your help.
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Fish and bananas made their breakfast.
Then Coombes started the motor of the
'plane, and, after a little adjustihg, it ran

well. Leanng its moorings, it glided down
the lagoon, took the alr, circled up and up,

then returned.
"She’s there, sir. About twelve miles
out, I should guess. No sail on her. She

was hard to pick up, but Coombes found
her,” Trotter reported.

*And there scems to be a lot of new rocks
thrusting up, sir,” added Coombes. “I'd be
inelined to say she may find the way out
bavved. Tf that’s so, those beauties are in
a pretty pickle. Thetr one chance would be
to take to the boats, or else come back here
in the hope of bemng able to settle you all.”

“The cruption seems to be about over for
the moment, anyhow,” said Manby. * Are
yvou all fit? Shall we make a start ?”

“We can take you and one more. One of
the boys, for choice. 'They're light weights,
ancd we haven't nmmich room to spare. Which
of them?” asked Trotter.

“ Let them toss for it.”

They tossed. Jack won.
he climbed into the 'plane.

“I'll bring vou back a change of togs,
Ned,” he called down. " And something for
you to cook besides fish, Ah Moy. We can
do with a change of grub.”

“1th? You waitee. You listlen, Misler
Jackee,” eried Ah Moy, with sudden and
most unusual exeitement. “ You see two big
piecee clan alengee galley, alongee shlef by
stlore cupboard, you no takee. Two piecce
big clan markee, klidney., You no touchee,
savee 7 Thlem no good.”

“All right, though T don't know why you
want to keep them. Tl find something
else.”” -

“Shut

Taking his rifle,

up, and hope that yvou don’t find a
builet in your body,” gmwled his father,
“Now then, Ned, you're in charge here,
Get more fruit if vou can do it safely, Don’t
go near that landslide or the hill, and stand

by {to get afloat at the first sign of a
renewal of the ernption., Jf we are suceess-
ful, Troticr will come back with the news.

He will, in any case.”

“Couldn’t we come along in the boat and
bear a hand 77 asked Ned wistfully.

“No. It would take too much time.
Later, perhaps. If we clear the decks of
these scum, one man can do the rest. H 1

get on board, I can elap the hatches shut
and kecep them below. And there’s Sinclair.,
He'll lend a hand if he can, Perbaps,
thouneh, this will only be a reconnarssance,
Good-
bye for a little.”

The motor started; the
and took the air, circled up, then,
her bearings, darted away !

(Once mare Captain Manby is going to
attempt to recaplure the Blue Bird and ils
valuable cargo. Will he be more successful
this time? Don't miss reeding newxt
Wednesday's cxciting chapters.)

'planc shid away
getting
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 99.

SECTION 1

A

of the League.

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, |
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
1 hereby declare that I have introduced “ THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY " and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to eccrtify this .appears on second form attached hereto.
| therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the Membership
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

Will you,

SECTION

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS. 1

aEEigeas RENA R S FEe

C

LIBRARY."

I, Member Nou.w.. (zive Mewmbership No.), hereby declare that T have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto., This makes me ......... (state number of

| ; introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.
GECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

I hereby declare that I havebeen introduced by (give name of introducer)

T ST T I EE T N

to this issue of * THE NELSON LEE

PULL BAMED woevisciassians
EADDIRESE) cvcisunssiesmsimnsissessasnannsoss

B FR AR AAR RN ARG E R R

LR R R R R N e e R R L e

I T T N T T N e R R Tl

IR RI IR AP AR RS RN AR R AR RIS RS A

INSTRUCTIGNS.

INSTRUCTIGONS.—Reader Applying for Mam.
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
¥Yorms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THeE NELSON LEE LigrarY. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Scctions B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The gsecond form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Oflicer,
The S8t. F¥rank's League, c/o TieE NgLsoNn LEE
LiBRARY, 5, Carmeiite Street, London, E.C4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will
ne necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each ncw reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one ol the forms flll in
Seetion I, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and

writes his name and address at the bottom of
the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
yvou will be sent the St. Fraunk's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, providing that each pair of forins bears
the same date and number,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in the same way as for
the bronze medal, filling in Section B, Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
s0 that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their
bronze medal for a silver one,

These Application Forms can be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or ealling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

1f you want to form a sports or social club,
vou can do so amongst local members of the
JEﬂgU,E‘..

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Offlcer ever
ready to assist you,

NOTICE!

The St. Frank's League has now allained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue

the offer of gold medals in connection therewith.

The silver and bronze medals will still beyavail-

able, however, as heretofore, to those who qualify for them in accordance with the rules.
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The Editor. ’

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers :
send him one now. Address it to: The |Editor,
“ Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, I.,C.4.

A Gramophone with a Cold.

"N reply to a chum at Uttoxeter who 13
1 puzzled by the symptoms of his gramo-
phone, '1 suggest that he takes the
machine to the vet, otherwise the
gramophone shop, and gets the advice of
an expert. This particular gramophone has
had a fairly heavy summer of i and one
evening, when in a boat on the river, got
the soaking of its life. Now, the best gramo-
phone won't stand this kind of thing. It
may be the most up-to-date affair, 25 h.p., and
all that, but damp will ruin its tone, and a
gmnmpfmne with a dangerous squeak in it,
or which interpolates a bitter groan right
in the midst of a jolly old dance tune, is
likely to be unpopular. The only way is
to rush the damaged article to the establish-
ment where such discrepancies can be set
right. 'There is bound to be grave trouble
witl the neighbours otherwise. Tunes get
mangled, and nerves badly frayed. It’s no
ireat to listen to a song which dithers off in
a pip squeak right in the interesting part.

Poetical Praise!

J. B. thinks most highly of the NELsex
Ler Lisrary, and his feelings on the subject
ol Handy have bubbled over into the fol-
bowing :—

We know that life is passing sad,
For poets sing of vaFes and woe,

But things cannot be really bad,
Even if not always quite just so.

When NEerson LEE comes out O.K.
And E. O. H. is on the scene,

Keeping one’s pecker up all day,
This trivial tribute’s what I mean.

No brickbats, please. Sympathy for a
poet, not missiles!
A Puzzler.

A thoughtful reader sends me a letter
which shows once again how carefully one
has to tread when manipulating the English
language. Without close attention to details

there is always a chance of being madp
to say, or seem to say, something quite
thi: opposite of what was intended. My cor-
respondent tells me that he is much interested
in old furniture, and the other day he saw
in a paper an advertisement of a table. This
article seemed to be a real bargain. The
advertisement ran as follows:—

“For Sale, cheap, a garden seat, very old,
by a man with curiously carved legs.”

Now, what my correspondent not un
reasonably asks is this—who,f or which, has
those curicusly carved legs? Does the state-
ment refer to the antique garden bench
whereon past generations have plumped
themselves and gazed at the nasturtiums and
vegetable marrows, or is it the owner? Has
this poor fellow been forced to offer the
giddy old heirloom at a job-lot price in order
to pay for hospital treatment for those carved
legs of his? One is left to sad and uneasy
conjecture about these matters. It all shows
what tact and discrimination are called for
in the treatment of the language. Mishand-
ling leads to much trouble. Sometimes, when
a comma 18 omitted—people always put this
sort of thing down to the printer, but they
know jolly well in their own guilty®con-
sciences that it is they who are to blame—
there is the printer’s devil to pay!

e e —

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Walter Leach, 4, Vernon Terrace, Victoria
Street, Burton-on-Trent, wishes to hear from
readers anywhere, particularly abroad,* on
any subject, especially wireless; all letters

Wallace Varnish, 88 Clifford Street,
Lozells, Birmingham, wishes to hear from
readers interested in butterflies and moths,
also in books, musie, photography, cycling
and painting.

S. N. Ballard, 82, Hamilton Road, Long
Eaton, Noettingham, wants to hear. from
readers anywhere, and all parts of the Empire
especially; also wants to buy N.L.L. new
series 1—b8, and also old series,

L answered,
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(veorge L. Alderson. T7, Pelham Slreet,
‘Middlesborough, Yock~, wuants to hear from
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readers, aged 15 16, in Britishe KEmpive,
Cren.  Arvchibald Pelcicon, 1.0, Maitland
Street, Riversdale, Cape Provinee, South
Africa, wishes {0 covvespond  with readers

interested  in roping, clectiical engineering,
w

s and Ju-Jitsu,

198,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Tlevne 1l

buck nuinbers

R. Dess, 01,
London, S.E.24,
of the " N LG

Nichalas  Frizelle,
Southsea, Ilants,
stamp vollectors.

}\Ll.‘r:[” ]{u.’tfj,

wishes o buy

44, (lrosvenor Strect,
wishos to covrespond with

James Lyonette. 01, Fourth Street, Quaker
Houses, South Moor, Co. Durham, wants
back numbers “*N.1.T1..)"" including the
series in the Rommn vily, the Unknewn
Boxer, Buster Bonts, the Ghest of the Abbey,
Ghe, :

Allert  Barraw, 3L, Upper Park Street,

Thormhill Toud, Hdli’hhlil\ LUI\[EUH:, N.T,

Lichard  Simpeon, " Havdou's  Road, [ wants to bear from Fenders in his distriel, or

Wimhledon, Londen, S.W.19, wishes to hear | anywhere,
from readevs. | J. Houghton, 18, Guywend Lane, Romiley,

Siduoy Gress, 23, Wollingion Road, Nors  near Stﬂckpnrt, Cheshirve, wands ta hear from
with, wants readers in [ ; ili.qri.-: Ly joirhi Ins } '~'u1n i eolfectors for exeliange.ete.
rorrespoudenee clab. ™ : e l Alan Cnatham, Heathfield, \{'!ht'l Staveley,

s B, Ha‘-.'um.—. Pavten  House, Halstead, | ne av Kendal, 1'\f=xt!1tmhutf| '-.xh-ilv to eosr
Fossex, would like tiaBain “N.1.LL"Y okd | respond 'mtn !(‘hdl‘.}w L1I Cuba,  mea
sories, Nos, 23, 257 2735, b6. 70, 234 and 236, |- Desmond | “Garaham, * (! rOeV; ‘l’h!ﬂ'“ Bally.

]).‘H‘.—tff ];}‘HE'}r,' 2;,'} ?"ﬂ'lﬁ'fh:'l:'u':?{ H-:r_'n.f1 Nﬂﬂh | Ilh'lih'ilb, '['I[_‘r. J"lII".E:'fﬂH} « Ilt.‘ ﬂnd “l‘hh‘w {o
1{{"1!-'i11=f1rf:'1'."Lhnfjnn W. 15, hits back nmmberss Cxchange o Hmﬁ{f'ﬁrl diffe wau'ﬁh:mﬁ% *11‘1
"NI ;o sl 518 - L1 old :-=.*}':1'~: l f&z ;11'1111' for “(m 1- 770 notw ~6iids \"’l 1
FEw “f”““" R ' - ! . R. Furwaer ?.3",1, Canbertan }{1 Fi,}ﬂt‘.:r-

€%, ¢ toseie and F. Winiees, 82, Tuiiel Luq a! mir‘ISl{: v, i ishis Lo eulresponid | ‘.‘JI'H Treaders
Filoe Hill, l._iuLfr'panl,—wM. to oboain werghie ~.' i the .”'J."Ttilli'l;ﬂi‘ j“t[\irt‘-ﬁ,l{'fl’ in .‘*-}L:HH}I col-
fone ﬂ“-".‘_.«'::u'm”l club: ages 15 15, - w | Vertim™ " ¥ ' W r._

A, Chapruan, §3. Swiss Avenao, Chelnis: | | Kyle' 'Si!llr;l'\ 113 Ryl JuL uw \’nn ville,
ford, ‘wishes to hear from Keitht Ditiericl, "of Sﬂuth Austraha. wanfs® t-:] ilun imm maflms
Lanmeesion, Tasmunin: also from inethers | in his “didgtviet who S will™ join his” (* hh also

in his district. . »

fiw;*n ju..;u,i.,:.ﬁ amu}u e, :‘\h ]i‘tiuh alm,a.r;u-l

e, IG DAYS’ FREE TRAIL with.
¢t ablization to buy. JUNO
CYELES arg British through-
+olit und gent strai ght to you
« cirect “from - our!
4 . £3 153 0d Cash or 7s monthly,
Superdb quality and easy run-
. ning, . Guaranteed for ever.
‘ Don’t deldy. . Write for Free
"Art Catalorue, ¢ -
“JUNO CYCLE Co. (Dept,U.2.).
168, Bishopsgate,London E.C.2
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HEIGHTIHGREASEBS ‘"‘““‘““’“*’
Courss,
3-5 inches in ONE MONTH
 Withoul applinnees — drugs — or -:ﬂrtlrg
'-~The I‘amuus Clive System Never
_ } Complele Course, &/- P.O. p, [..
ur urtlmr partics, cata.'np—ll. A. Clive, 3
Earrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wa!'es. '

Make The DAILY SﬂETCH
YOUR Ptctune_ Paper

e
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‘factory, .
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¥

L HH(H Al Hl‘k'[ AT l"]‘

1"1 MER “TEX CPISEOL, Pv.:fu.t P

rapid " reponding . aciion Finps) 3

shontey yvol "prodnee d. (H'l‘:li fun :
{ maker, 26 post froe, 25-8HOT AU 'T-'{‘h w

MATIC - MAGALZINE o PISTOL, . very ., J

popuiar, “2/-" 1Os® frec. ™ Dot hP.‘t‘-'.\-‘

ke Well-Kiiown 17-8SHOT ** TRIUCMPH

B w— =

GET THIS FINE PEA PIeSTOL

REPEATER 172 . post . free,  Anunuanition
urt!* el :mm] '{{F]ull 1! poatage Gd. extra,

Nurwun:is (Dept ﬂ), 8. Fmshury Sqguare, Lonuﬂn, E.C. 2

R —

MA.G-IU TRIGKS, cie.—~Parecla, 2/6, 5i6, ‘-"-"J'il!l.th
rqum 5 lnslenement, Iuvisibie, luoublate Birds. . Price ‘Bu,
sach, 4 for 1---T. W, HARRISON,. 23':1. PLH.»CH!.-
ville Road, London, N.1. Wy

&y arl
Stop Stammering | “J”‘. EE?""E-ME
ticulzrs FREE.— FPRANK B,

HUG = i
So:xthﬂ.mptun Row, London, W.C.1. :

CUT-THIS OUT

Send 5 of these coupons with only 2/8 (and 2d. stamp) o
direet {o_the FLEET PEN CO.. 119, Flect Street,

E.C.4. By .retwrn you.will rec r-nrut lnnﬂxumﬂ lover m:f--
filling FLEET i‘DURTAIH PEN with solid gold nih
usually 1046, Fleot Price 4/«

De Luxe Mdadel

r:’m{* medinm, or broad,

or 1'.'5.t11 5 mummx unly 2/9, o ts-:tra..

[ :ﬂ‘rj
5 . = A i

Ba sure to mention THE HELSOH LEE LIBHAR?
when communicating with advertlsers. 4

Frinted and Publishpd every ‘ﬁcdnﬂsdar hr tha Prupﬂetora, The Amal;zmat-ed Prens

london, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices: the Fleetway House, Furring
Registercd for tmnamms on Ly Canadnn magazine post. Subscription Kates :
South Africa: Central News Agency, Limiled, Bole Age
New Zeeland : Messrs., Gordon & Gntch Limited; and for Canada: The Impegrjal News

Farringdan Street,

5/6 for six months., Sole Agents for §

New Series No. 126.

—
-5

ttl The FPleetway Houss,
don’ Street, London, '£.C.4,
Inland and Abroad, flj per Anpum;
nt.s for Australia ang

{Canada), Lunited.

- D/B Baptemh_er 29th, 1928,



