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FIRST OF A GRAND NEW SERIES OF SCHOOL YARNS-——

By EDWY
BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
A Letter For Fenton!

DGAR FENTON, of the Sixth Form at

St, Frank's, wore a brooding frown on

4 his handsome face as he stood in the

Ancient  House doorway, gazing

abstractedly out into the misty afternoon
alT,

A figure loomed up, and it proved to be

Morrow, the head prefeet of the West House,

“T quite agree with you!" scaid Morrow
feclingly.

“Th* cexelaimed Fenton, with a start,
“What do vou mean—you agree with me ?”

Morrow smiled.

“You didn’t know I was a thought-readoer,
did you?” he inquired. “And yet, to a
fellow of my acute perspicacity, it's as clear



3

—FEATURING EDGAR FENTON, THE POPULAR SKIPPER OF ST. FRANK'S 1

E I p—

——

Saddled with an uncle in the

Junior School ! Such is the extraordinary posilion
of Edgar Fenton, the skipper of St. Frank’s.

And, whal’s more, bis uncle 1s a

thorough ** bad egg” !

as daylight that you are worrying about the
weather,”

Fenton’s face cleared.
““Then your perspicacity must be missing
on one cylinder this morning,” he chuckled.

“ll,wasn‘t thinking about the weather at
all. iy

““Oh, cheese 1t!" protested Morrow.

come along from the West IHouse, and 1 find

you gazing out into the murky distance with
a contemplative frown on your mighty brow,
To-day is a half-holiday, and we have a
match on against Bannington Grammar
School. Isn't it perfectly obvious that you
are worried about the match?”

The school captain grinned more widely
than ever.

“You're miles off the mark, old fellow,”
he said. “I’ve given up the match long
ago. By this afternoon there'll be a regular
fog, and I =i.z!l be jolly surprised if those
Grammarians even take the trouble to comne
over,”

“Then if you weren't worrying abont the
match, what do you mean by standing here

looking like an Indian image?” demanded
Morrow indignantly,

“Was I looking like an Indian image?”
said IFenton in surprise, “The fact is, I had
a letter this morning from an uncle of mine

¥y

““Ah, these uneles!”
shaking his hcad.

“The awkward part of it
him,” said Fenton.

*Don’t know him?"

sighed Morrow,

13, I don’t know

“Never scen him in my life.”

“And he's your uncle?” aszked Morrow
politely,

i E'EE.’}

“Well, of course, every family has its own
idiosynerasies,” said Morrow, shrugging his
shoulders, “I'm not going to say that I'm on
very intimate terms with my two uncles, but
at least I know them.”

“You're lucky,” growled IFeaton. “You've
only got two uncles,”
“How many have you got, then?”

“Thousands!” said Fenton feelingly.
least, I sometimes thinlk so.
hearing about new oncs. This
example, 1s from TUncle Robert.
far as I know,
Robert.”

“At
I'm always
letter, for

Well, as
I've never set eves on Uncle
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“That’s awkward,” admitted Morrow.

“And he’s coming down to St. Frank's—
this afternoon,” said Fenton.

“That's still more awkward,” nodded
Morrow. :

Another ficure appeared out of the mist
and resolved iiself into the lanky shape of
William Napoleon Browne. The skipper of
the I'ifth Iorm gazed closely at the two
prefects as he entercd the doorway.

“What is the problem, brothers?” he asked
gravely. “If you are in any difficulties, do
not hesitate to conlide in me. 1 venture to
suggest that i

“If it's all the same to you, Browne, we

can do without your suggestions,” said
Fenton cheerfully, *“‘And there's no problem
17
at all.
“Oh, none!” agreed Morrow. *“You've

only got an uncle coming down to St. Frank's
this afternoon whom you’ve never seen—and
don’t know from Adam "

William: Napoleon Browne brightened up.

““This, of course, is a matter of singular
pmportance, brothers,” he said. *“Uncles are
a gueer, tricky tribe, It is necessary that all
uncles should be treated with very special
consideration. One never knows how much—
or how little—an uncle may spring.”

“You silly ass—"

“] have vivid recollections of one uncle in
particular,” proceeded Browne smoothly.
“He came to St, Frank’s, and I speht the
better part of a day showing him round,
And, brothers, you may beliecve it or you
may not believe it, but when he departed he
caused me to totter on my heels by presenting
me with a tip of one shilling.”

“I don’t wonder you tottered,” grinned
Morrow.

“On the other band,” said Browne,
*‘another uncle popped down for a mere five
minutes, dashed to the Head, had about two
words with me, and slapped a fiver into my
protesting hand. Such uncles, however, are
few and far between.”

“When you've finished discussing these
nercenary matters, perhaps you'll allow me
to join in the conversation?” asked Fenton
politely. “As I was saying to Morrow, I"ve
never even heard of my Unele Robert, Ile’s
one of the Shropshire Chesters.”

“ He sounds unportant,” remarked Morrow.

“There are scores of them dotted about
Shropshire,” nodded Fenton. “But I don’t
seem to have heard of Robert Chester before,
Chester, vou see, is my mother’s maiden
name. Uncle Robert must be one of her
brothers.”

“ A wonderful picee of deduction, brother,”
murmured Browne approvingly.

The school skipper frowned.

“I'm trying to picture Uncle Robert, but
I’'m hanged EFI can remember him,” he said.
“The trouble is, I've hardly ever visited
Shropshire. That county is littered with my
relatives, but T don’t suppose I should know
them even if I found myself surrounded by
crowds of them. There’s Uncle George, of
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course—Uncle George often comes to London,
and I know him pretty well, There's Uncle
Joseph, too. And Uncle Howard——" -
“Your mother’s family must be a pretty
large one,” remarked Morrow, grinning.
“Large !” echoed Fenton. “I've ncver
cven taken the trouble to count them up!
['ve got aunts and uncles by the dozen! And

now this Unele Robert is coming down by
the afternoon train, and he has asked me to
meet humn.”

“A good sign,” said Drowne promptly,
“An excellent sign, brother.”

“What's more, he wants me to have a
motor-car at the station to mect him,” said
Fenton. ;

“Not so good,” murnnured DBrowne,
“Motor-cars, even of the archaic type hire-
able in this district, are cxpensive luxurics.
Without doubt, Brother IFenton, this 1s a
nasty snag |” i

Edgar Fenton smiled.

“Well, there's an excuse for the old boy,"”
he said. “IIe hints that his rheumatism 13
bad, and I suppose he's afraid of the walk.”

“Uncles with rheumatism are tricky cus-
tomers,” said Browne gravely. "Indeed, in
nine cases out of ten the so-called rheumatizin
is actually gout. And a gouty uncle is more
or less a menace to the whole community.
Let me advise you, Brother Fenton, to be
very diplomatic with this relative. One false
move on your part, and Uncle Robert wiil
padlock his pockets and hermetically seal his
wallet.”

Fenton did not scem to be worried over
this possibility; indeed, he stated quite can-
didly that he was in no way interested in
Uncle Robert’s financial status. In brief,
he didn't care whether Uncle Robert tipped
him or not. Fenton, it scemed, was above

that sort of thing.
A panions moved off. 'The juniors were
Travers and Potts, of Study H; and
Fullwood and Russell and De Valerie, and
one or two more.
“It’s getting worse,” said Fullwood, as he
glanced out of doors. -
“No footer this afternoon, dear old
fellows,” said Travers, shaking his head.
“J say, you chaps!” said an eagcr voice.
Teddy Long, of Study B, dodged out of
the cloak-room. Teddy was looking very ex-
cited and flushed.
“If it’s all the same to you, you can keep
it to vourself, Long,” said Fullwood curtly.
“Ih? Keep what to myself 7”7

“What you're dying to tell us!” snapped
Fullwood. “We know your game, you Ettle
rotter | More tittle-tattle, eh 7%

“It’'s not tittle-tattle!” tested Teddy
Long. “I was in the cloak-i.umn, getting my”
cap, and I happened to hear Fenton talking
with Morrow and DBrowne——"

“Tn other words, you deliberately listened,
c¢h ?” murmured Travers.

“I couldn't help listening!” said Teddy.

CROWD of juniors came along at
that moment, so Fenton and his com-

| “ And—and T daren’t come out of the cloak-
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ronom beecause I owe I'enton fifty lines, and
I've—I've forgotten to do them.”

“Your memory was always rotten,”
Do Valerie,

“And I heard Tenton telling the other
chaps that an uncle of his is coming to
St, Frank's by the afternoon train,” con-
tirned Teddy excitedly. “Uncle Robert—
from Shropshire.”

“Wonderful {” said Jimmy Potts. “And
what’s it got to do with us?”

“But that's not all!" continued Teddy.

said

6

}

“PDangerous, too,” murmured Travers.
“Fenton, we must remember, 1s the captain
of the sclioonl.”

“And one of the best!”™ said Nipper.
“Somechow, I don't think 1t would be guite
plaving the game to spoof old I'enton. He's
too honest—too good-naturcd—too thoroughly
decent, It wouldn't be the thing, you
fellows.” ‘ "

“Well, perhaps you're right,” admitted De
Valerie. “I hadn’t thought of it like that.”

“Then it's time yvou did think of it!” said

“It seems that I'enton has never met his | Handforth coldly. “We don't mind japing
i! necle before! a junior -_f im‘
YDoesn't know even  a  INfth-
him from WHU'S WHG AT ST. FRANK'S. Former. It it
Adam 1" : comes to that,
. Cecil De Val- v T we'll jepe heans
“erie grinned, of  the Sixeon-
*I1 can seo [Formers, too.
possibilities,"” he But not Ten-
said. *“So Fen- ton!”
on's  unecle ia “Hear, hear!”
coming by theo said  some  of
afternoon train the others.
—and IFenton “Fenton 1s
las mnever scen one of the best
the  old  boyl chaps Dbrealh-
f'm' What a ing,”  continued
ripping  oppor- Handforth en-
tunity  for a t husiastically.
jape.” “And 1f his
*“I'hat's—that’s uncle i1s coming

just what 1 was to sece him, it's
«hinking " said our duty to
Teddy eagerly. cive the uncle
“1 rather think a  heartyv  wel-
vou fellows come,  Any re-
ought to give I:ltl"-‘(" of Ien-
me five bhob—or ton's must
half a quid—for necessarily  be
Eulggm'i:‘:rzg tho n}ngg tD[; " the
wheeze. right stuff.
“You can go 2 o "’E:*os, rather!”
and cat coke! - “Cood old
a1l De Valerie, ’ i Fenton!”
“Of  course, it MR. BEVERLEY SFOKES. If the school

woiild be rather

captain could

dif fqi Cu 1 to The Housemaster Of Ibe West House.  have heard these
e APe™ Cheery and good-natured, and very popular  *Cmark ﬁﬂ}:j
inz to be wan- @ilh the school.  Familiarly known as fushed with
g]{‘t_id at ta” i ek BJJ'J'_L' " Stlokes. Iﬂi‘ﬂ{-lll‘[‘.‘. “{'_ilh-
said a stern out question,
volce. Fdgar Fenton

Ldward Oswald Handforth, of Study D
in the Remove, strode forward and joined
ti:o others. Church and McClure, his in-
soparable chums, were with him, and Nipper,
tire cheery Junior skipper, was also present,

“Handy’s right "' said Nipper briefly,

“Of course I'm right ! suorted Handfortl,
glaving at De Valerip,

“Well, 1=n’t 1t a good chiance?™ asked De
Valerie defensively. “There’s an unucle
cotming to sce him, and Fenton doesn't cven
know him! What a chance for a good
i pe—"’

“It wounldn’t be a good jape!”
tlandforth sternly. “It would be
jape,”

Liroke In
a4 rotten

was the moset popular skipper St. Trank’s
had ever had, He was level-headed, just,
and a thoroughly decent sportsman. He
was keen on gameces, Le was sirong when
sttength was necessary.

“What we've got to do 1s to get np a huge
reception !”  said IHandforth beiskly., 1
suggest a band. We ecan casily organise a
band if we only go to work in the richt wav.
We'll have the band at the station, and we'll
meet Fenton's uncle r

“Just

a minute!” interrupted Nipper
aently, “It seemns to me, Handy, that the
wheeze  wouldn't  work. Fenton  would

probably think that we were japing his

| uncle, after all. And there's not the slightest
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doubt that the uncle would have the same)
opinion.”

“Why, you silly ass!” said Handforth,
“I'm going to give Fenton’s uncle an address
of welcomel”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why submit him to any such ordeal?”
asked Nipper sweetly., ‘“No, Handy, old
man. We respeet Fenton—and the best way
for us to show our respcet 1s to take no
notice of bis uncle We should only
embarrass him if we organised a special
reception.”’

“Oh, well, perhaps vou're right,” suid
Handforth slowly. ““Not that 1 see how he
could misunderstand my address of weleome,”
he added stubbornly. “I think perhaps I'd
better go to the station alone——"

“No!"” interrupted Nipper. “We'll decide
here and now to forget Teddy Long's eaves-
dropping.” :

“IHere, 1 say—"" began Teddy.

“We'll forget that Fenton’s uncle 1s coming
to the school this afternoon,” continued
Nipper grimly. *Is that understood, you
fellows?  There’s to be no japing—no
rotting.”

It was understood.

CHAPTER 2.

Fenton'’s Uncle!

HIJ train fromm London steamed into

Bellton Station, and smoothly came to

a standstill. Doors opened and one or

two passengers alighted. Fenton,

standing near the exit, eyed the alighting
passengers with interest.

There were four of them altogether—a stout
old lady with a big portmanteau, a Moor
Viow schoolgirl, the Vicar of Bellton, and a
stranger, e stranger was a smallish man
who limped—grey-haired, bent-shouldered
and jerky in his movements.

“Ye gods!” murmured Fenton,

This Fatter gentleman was, without doubt,
his Uncle Robert, None of the others, by
any stretch of the imagination, could possibly
fit the bill. Edgar Fenton, bracing himself,
moved along the platform,

The grey-haired little gentleman was
looking up and down over the tops of his
glasses, and he glared at Fenton as the latter
halted in front of him,

“Pardon me, sir, but are you Mr. Robert
Chestor 7" asked Fenton politely.

“Yes, I am!” barked the newcomer.
“What about it? 1 distinetly asked my
nephew to meet this train, and there i1s not a
sign of him! Not a sign!” he added testily.
“By gad! T'll give the young scamp a
dressing down when I see him |”’

“There’s no need to do that, sir,” said
[Fenton. “I'm your nephew.”

Unele Robert started, adjusted his glasses,
and stared hard at Fenton. ]
“You!” he said suspiciously. *“ Nonsense!
My nephew is a schoolboy. Fenton is his

name——-"

“Yes, sir. I'm Fenton,” said the Sti.
Frank’s skipper. *“Edgar Fenton.”

“But you are not a schoolboy ! exclaimed
Uncle Robert, looking up at Fenton’s im-
pressive height.  *“ Your mother distinetly
told me that vou were a boy belonging to
St, I'rancis College.”

Fenton began to feel uncomfortable—par-
ticularly as the Moor View girl who had
alighted from the train was about to pass,
She happened to be Mary Summers, and
Fenton was well acquainted with her.

“I am very sorry if you are disappointed,
Uncle Robert,” he said, “but I am your
nephew—and 1 happen to be a schoolboy,
too.”

“Ridiculous!” barked Uncle Robert testily,
“Perfectly ontragecous! A young fellow of
your size and age should be out in the
world. What do you mean, young man, by
wasting your time here?” ;

Mary Summers was passing and she pre-
tended, very considerately, to be oblivious of
Uncle Robert’s rasping voice. Fenton gave
her a glance and raised his cap; she, in
return, flashed him a smile. Fenton wns
grateful for it. }

“1 am amazed,” continued Uncle Robert,
with a suspicious glance at the slim, grace-
ful form of Mary. “I had expected to sce a
young schoolboy, and instead I behold a
youth who is virtually a man, Youn ought
to be ashamed of yourself, Edgar, for remain.
ing at school at your :LFE.”

‘I am sorry, sir—'

“And this girl?” went on Uncle Robert,
;;;Jf:ring down the platform. ‘“Who is she?

ou appear to be on friendly terms with
her.”

“Only an acquaintance, sir,” said Fenton
uncomfortably. ‘“One of the girls [rom tho
Moor View School. I don't know her par-
ticularly well, but it’s considered pelite at St,
Frank’s for a fellow to raise his cap when a
lady passes.”

Uncle Robert frowned.

“If you are attempting to be sarcastic,
young man, I must warn you to be careful!”
he said acidly, “I am not prepared to stand
any nonsense from you er anybody else.”

“Very good, uncle,” said Fenton.

Ie was disappointed. At the very least he
had expected his uncle to give him a warm
greeting, but there seemed to be no warm
side to Unecle Robert’s nature. He was
obviously a carping, critical, gouty old man.
Fenton was quite prepared to believe that the
rheumatism story was a myth.

“Well, which is the way out of this
ridiculous little station?”” said Uncle Robert,
looking up and down. ‘A hole, Edgar! A
veritable hole! T am beginning to regret
this visit of mine.”

IFenton was regretting it, too, but he did
not mention his own views.

“This 13 the way out, sir,” he said quietly,
as he reached for his uncle’s bag.

“Thank you., but I am quite capable of
carrying iy own property!” said Unele
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Rolert tartly. “You

“Yeés, unele.”

“H'm! I suppose I must thank you for
the favour,” satd Unele Robert grudgingly,
“ My—cr-~rheumatisim 1s sowctitmes tronbie-
sote, and in this fogey weuther it 1= worse
than ever.”

Iie looked about him with displeasure,
The vista was not particularly extensive,
since the mist had settled down. making the
station boildings look indistinet and ghostly,
It was only just possible to sce the opposite
piatform.

As they walked down the platform Fenton
glanced curiously at his ecantankerous uncle.
Mr. Robert Chester was mneariv a  head
sitorter than his nepbhew: he was severely
dressed in black, with a long, old-fa-hioned
~overcoat. His grey hatr was long and untidy,
. jutting out in bunches from benecath his
bowler hat, His face was vellowish and
sallow, with many lines—as though he had
spent vears in the tropics.

hhave a ear waiting*”

“An  atrocious district!”  said  Uncle
Robert, with a grunt.  *“Fog. fog, and
nothing else but fog! 1 am astonished,

Lidgar, that vour mother should have sent
you to a schonl in such a neighbourhicad.”
I'enton bristled.

“There’s no better. neighbouirhiood in the
whole South of England, sir.” he said pro-
testingly,  ** As for this mist. thore's nothing
much in it—it’s ouly scasonable.  I'll
guaraniee that other parts of the country
are suffering from choking fogs.”

Uncle Robert merely snorted, and they
passed out through the barrier and found
themselves in the station vard, TFenton had
hired quite an excellent motor-car—a
limousine. It was old-fashioned, but it was
sound. As Ifenton had half-suspected. how-
ever, it did not mcet with his unele's
approval.

“Is this the—er—car?” he demanded,
pointing his stick accusingly at the vehicle,

“Yes, uncle.”’

“Huh! As 1
Robert sourly.
wreck of a car.
could not
conveyance !”

“Really, sir

“But there, I expcet I must be thank-
ful for small mercies!” continued Uncle
Robert. * At the same time, I must register
a black mark against you, Fdgar. Yes, boy
a black mark. Well, how do you open these
confounded doors?”

He wrenched at one of them, and Ien
ton beecame more and more fed-up. Yet
he dared not ask his uncle how long he in-
tended staying—for that would savour of a
hint. TFenton was hoping that Uncle Kobert
would go back to London by the next train,
but, somehow, he had a feeling that no
such lnck would be his,

In feeling thus Fenton was perfectly cor-
reet ¢

anticipated!” said Tlnele
“A ramshackle, decrepit
It is a pity, Edgar, you
obtain a more up-to-date

33
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' NCLE ROBERT bunched himseif into

l } a corner of the car, and ha scemed

to withdraw into his own shell, Al

all events, he hardly spoke a word

during the short ride to St, Frank's, Fen-

ton, for his part, did not feel inclined to

open up any line of conversation. Ile had

a feeling that if he did so he would be
i the wrong.

“Well?" snapped Unele Robert, at last,
“Have you lost your tongne, Ldgar?”

““No, sir,” growled Fenton.

“Then why are you so silent?” demanded
the visitor. ““Have you nothing to tell me?
What of vour studiesY What of wvour
sports and games? I am vour uncle, and 1t
i1s only natural that I shounld be interested
in these matters.”

“Perhaps we'd better wait until we get
indoors, sir,” said I'enton. “We're just
driving into the Triangle now, and there's
hardly any time.”

Uncle Robert grunted, and he peered in-
quisitively out of the window as the car
drove through the gateway in the mist. It
was just possible to see the school buildings
looming up out of the pull of whiteness.

“Huh!” <caid Uncle Robert, frowning.
“1 came here to sce the school, and all 1
can sce is fog! Nothing but fog! I might
have known 1t! 1 am wasting my time!”

Fenton rather theought that bis uncle had
come fo St. Frank's to sece how his nephew
was getting on; but the school skipper did

not mention this aspeet of the matter. 1le
was becoming more and more fed up with
this cantankerous old grumbler. e was
aware, (oo, of a mild sensation of astonish-
ment ; for his other unclez had generally
been genial and friendly.

The car came to a halt near the Ancient
House steps, and Fenton prepared to open
the door.

“Mind what you're doing!" shouted Unele

Robert suddenly, *Good heavens! Con-
found vou, boy! Mind my foot! Do you
want to cripple me?”

“Sorry, uncle!”  e¢jaculated  Fenton,

startled., I didn’t know that I had touched
your foot.”

“You haven't touched it—but all bovs are
clumsy !” said Uncle Robert testile. “T be-

lieve in being .on the safe side.”
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IFFenton breathed hard, but made no com-
ment. He got out of the car, and his
uncle followed, Fenton was by no means
gratified when he noticed that a large
group of juniors stood in the Ancient House
doorway. °

“Shall I tell the car driver to stay here,
gir?" he asked, looking at his uncle.

“Stay here? What for?”

“Well, sir, I——"

“You want to get rid of me, eh?” barked
Uncle Robert. * You want me to go back
by the next train, I take it? Certainly
not, [Edgar! You ecan pay this man, and
tell him to go. I shall not be leaving 8t.
Frank's to-day.”

Fenton's jaw sagged.

“ But-—but Oh, very well, uncle,” he
said, swallowing hard. *Only you didn’t
say anything about stopping overnight——"

“1 am not in the habit of telling my busi-
ness  to  schoolboys!”  interrupted Uncle
Robert testily.

IFenton bit his lips, and paid the chauf-
feur, In the meantime, his uncle took a
survey of his surroundings, and he gave the
erowd of juniors an unfriendly glare.

“Welcome to St. Frank’s, sir!” said
Handforth, as he caught Uncle Robert’s eye.

“Hear, hear!” chorused the others,

Uncle Robert adjusted  his glasses
peered nt the group.

“Rank impertinence'!” he said angrily,
waving his stick at the juniors. “‘Go away!l
How dare you stand round me, staring in
this fashion? Edgar! Who are these boys?
What are they doing bere?”

“They belong here, sir,”
“I'hey board in this House.”

“Oh, 1indeed!” said Unele Robert un-
pleasantly. “They board here, do they?
Well, have they nothing better to do than
stand round in the doorway, staring in-
quisitively at every visitor who happens to
arrive?”

“They're Remove fellows, sir,” explained
Fenton. “They don’t mean any harm;
they're quite good men, really.”

“Men?” said Uncle Robert,
ou mean—"'men ’{

?El,’

The “small boys 7 changed their expres-
sions. Within a second not a smile remained.

“Oh, it’s nothing, uncle,” said Fenton.
“Just a term we use at St. Frank’s, It's
general in all publie schools, if it comes to
that. All the fellows—even the fags—are re-
ferred to as ‘ men’.”

“Then it 1is an absurd fashion!” said
Uncle Robert sourly. “In your own case,
prerhaps, there 18 some justification, lfor you
are nearly a man, Edgar. At least, vou
are big enough to be a man. Over eightcen,
eh? And you still remain in this school,
wasting your time. When 1 get back Io
Shropshire I shall have a very serious falk
with your mother and fatber.”

Fenton swallowed hard, but said nothine.

“Well, what are we standing here for?”
went on Uncle Robert, looking round.

and

said Fenton.

“What do
They are merely small

keep me out in

“Are you going to
the rest of the

this atrocious fog for
afternoon? I am very sorry I came
to this benighted place. 1 should have
known better! This is what comes of tak-
ing notice of my sister--your mother. She
led me to believe that I should find a school-
boy; and instecad I find a young man far
too old to be at school. It is high time you
were out in the world, Edgar. Where is
vour ambition? Where is your initiative?
Have you no desire to get on in the world ?”

“I'm captain of the school, sir,” said
Fenton defensively.

“Captain of ﬁcﬂilesticks!” snapped Unec
Robert. *““Well, well! We're not going
stand here for the rest of the afternoco
are we? Where i3 your room? 1 supposs
you have a room to yourself?”

“Yes, uncle,” said Fenton thickly. '“This
way, if you don't mind.” .

He led the way indoors, past the dumb-
founded juniors. Seldom had Edgar Fen-
ton felt so” humiliated. Uncle Robert was
proving to be a very dillicult eustomer!

CHAPTER 3.
Suspicious!

. ELL, I'm jiggered!” said Hand-
forth blankly.
““A bit of a coughdrop, dear

old fellows,” murmured Vivian
Travers, shaking his head. "“I'm feeling
rather sorry for [Fenton. Uncle Robert
appears to be an unpleasant sort of mnier-
chant.”

“Poor old I'enton!™ said Nipper. ‘'He's
in for a rough time, by the look of things”

Nobody thought of laughing. If some of
the other scniors had been in Fenton’s posi-
tion the Junior Scheol would probably have
cackled enormously, but somchow Fenten
was different. Fenton was such a thorough
good sort that none of the juniors thought
of being amused.

IFenton himself was very upset, but, never-
theless, he was already making excuses for
Uncle Robert. It was apparent that the
grouchy old chap didn’t know the ropes of
a big public school. And perhaps his gout
was troubling him,

At the same time, the Bt. Frank's skipper
wasg quite anxious to get rid of his unecle.
Uncle Robert’s assertion that he was not
leaving 8t. Frank’s to-day had given Fen-
ton a_bit of a jolt. [t was very unusual for
visitors to remain at the school overnight;
and Fenton felt, too, that he would never
be able to stand two days of Uncle Robert.
Two days? An uncomfortable thought was
crecping info Fenton’s mind now; perhaps
Uncle Robert intended staying even longer
than two days.

“I think perhaps |’d better take you
straight to the Housemaster, uncle,” said
Fenton, as they paused at the corner of
the Sixth Form passage, *It's the usual
thing for guests to "
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¢ Welcome to St. Frank’s, sir "
eyed Handy balelully.

“No, no!” said Uncle Robert hastily.
““Nothing of the sort! I do not wish to see
the Housemaster—yet., Take me to your

own room, Edgar., The Housemaster can
watt,”

T'enton looked at his unecle curionsly.

“It's just a question of the formalities,
gir,” he said. *The Housemaster might be
offended 2

““I cannot help thé gentleman's troubles!”
barked Uncle Robert testily. I have
already told you, Edgar, that I do not wish
to meet him yet. How dare you bandy
words with me? Take me to your own
room! Do vou hear me, sir? At once!
Are you presuming to argue with your
uncle

There were one or two fags hovering about
in the alcove at the end of the Sixth-Iform
passage, and Fenton did not care to pursue
the subject within their hearing, He led the
wav straight to his own study, and opencd
the door.

“Here vou are, uncle,” he said, standing
aside. “This is my study.”

Uncle Robert strode in, and he gazed in-
quisitively round him.

“IF'ar too comfortable!”
once. “When I was at school I did not
have such luxuries. No, Ldgar. 1 entirely
disapprove of this apartment.”

“I'm sorry, uncle,” said Fenton, “The
school provides me with this study—""

“J shall have something to sav about it
when I sce your headmaster,” interrupted

L

he declared, at

Edgar!” he said.

said Edward Oswald Handforth cheerily. Fenton's uncle
** Rank Iimpertinence [ '* he said angrily, waving his stick.

Uncle Robert sourly. “And these—these
vouths? Who are they ?” he went on, fixing
his gaze upon two other Sixth-Formers who
were in the study., “What are they doing
here 7"

“They're friends of mine, sir,” said
Fenton, * Morrow, of the West House, and
Wilson of this House.”

Uncle Robert nodded curtly to them.

“Upon my soul, they're as big as you,
“You are all old enough
to be carning vour own living ! Disgraceful !
Scandalous! I wonder that vou have the
audacity to remain at 8t. Frank’s in the
ruise of schoolboys! The very idca of 1t is
farcial I”

Morrow and Wilson, who had thought it
rather a good idea to be on hand to give
Fenton's uncle a welcome, were at a loss for
words, They had hardly expected a greeting
of this nature,

As for Fenton. he was feeling the position
acutely. Not only was his uncle making him-
self thoroughly unpleasant to all in general,
but he was becoming positively insulting.

Morrow and Wilson very sensibly made no
remarks., They edged towards the door, how-
ever, feeling that this was no place for themn:,

“One moment!” said Uncle Rober:.
“There is no necessity for you young men
to go.”

“We thought you would rather like to bao
alone with your nephew, sir,” said Morrow
lamely, '
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“I have no desire to be alone with
Jodgar ! replied Uncle Robert tartly. “ You
two youths, I understand, are also in the
sixth Form ¥

“Yes, sir,” said Wilson.

‘“How old are youi™

‘““Really, sir—" _

“How old?” roared Uncle Robert.

“LKighteen, sir,” said Wilson, startled.

“Eighteen!” repeated Uncle Robert, with

a snilf. *“ At your age, young man, I had
been earning my living for over three
years!"”

‘“Look here, uncle, I don’t see why you
should talk like this to my f[riends!"” said
Fenton hecatedly,

IF'or the past minute or two Fenton had
been getting angrier and angrier, and now
his good-nature had been overshadowed by
his exasperation. His face was flushed and
his eves were burning.

“Good gracious!” said Uncle Robert,
twicling round and staring at him. *‘Are
you talking to me, Edgar?”

“Yes, uncle, I am!” replied Fenton. ** You
can say what you like to me, and I don’t
suppose 1t's my place to answer back, but
you've no right to ialk to these fellows in
this fashion. I'm awfully sorry, Morrow

“Don’t mention it!" said Morrow uncom-
fortably. “We'll go. Come on, Wilson.”

“Yes, rather!” said Wilson.,

“Halt!" roared Uncle Robert furiously,
“How dare you defy me? As for you,
Edgar, I shall register another black mark
against your name——"’ -

“T can't help it, uncle!” said Ienton
grimly. “You can register as many black
maiks as you like, But I think it's a bit
thick for you to come here and throw your
weight about—-"

“8ilence !” thundered Uncle Robert, bring-
inr his first down on the table with a crash.

It scemed to Morrow and Wilson that
Unele Robert’s wig slipped a trifle, 1t may
have been an illusion, but as his fist struck
the table he unconsciously jerked his head.
Undoubtedly his grey hair seemed to ‘quiver
and then slide slightly over towards his left
ear. In fact. there was very little doubt that
he was wearing a wig.

All doubt was removed a sccond later when
he put his hand up and set the wig into

sition again. There was nothing much in
H:lc incident, perhaps, for quite a few elderly
men are in the habit of wearing wigs,

Yet Morrow, at least, found himself look-
ing at Uncle Robert with a vague light of
suspicion in his eyes,

R. ROBERT CHESTER
M momentarily agitated,
He took a hasty glance at himself
in the mirrvor, and then, apparently
satisfied that his appearance was normal, he
turned back towards his nephew.
“I shall want a ned-room!” he
bluntly.

secemed

said

“A bed-room!” and:
Wilson 1 one voice.

“*Yes, a bed-room!” said Uncle Robert
sourly, “A bed-room, in case you may not
be awarc of the fact, 1s an apartment where
one sleeps. However, I was addressing my
nephew, so your comments are not required.”

“You’'ll have to see the Housemaster about
a bed-room, uncle,” said Fenton gruffly.
“Visitors do occasionally stay at St. Ifrank’s
overnight, and I dare say Mr, Lee will be
able to find quarters for vou.”

“Overnight?” repeated Uncle Robert
shortly. ‘“ Oh, indeed !+ So you are hoping
that you will get rid of me to-morrow, eh 7”

This was exactly what Fenton had been
hoping; but somehow he did not think if

wise to make any such statement. .
“Well, unele——"" he began. |

“If you imagine that I intend leaving St.
Frank’s so soon, then I must disillusion you,’’
sald Uncle Robert, with a peculiar kind o
satisfaction. ‘*No, Edgar.. 1 am not going
away from St. Frank'’s to-morrow—or the
next day—or even the day after that. I
shall still be at Bt. I'rank’s next week—and,
indeed, during the following week.” T

“Have you come to stay for the term, sir?”

asked Fenton, unable to disguise his com-
sternation.

repeated  Morrow

“Yes, I have!” replied Unecle Robert
trinmphantly.

“For the term?’” gasped Morrow.

“For good!” said Uncle Robert fiercely.

“There! What do you think of that?”

Neither Fenton nor his friends felt like tell-
ing Uncle Robert what they thought of it;
but he could easily guess wﬂat they thought
from the expressions on their faces. Fenton
himself was looking utterly alarmed, and
Morrow and Wilson were more or less
stupefied. '

“Look here, uncle, you must be joking,”
said Fenton at length,

“I am not joking!” interrupted TUncle
Robert. “T am not in the habit of joking.
If it comes to that, Edgar, I do not approve
of joking. Life is a serious matter, and there
is no time for ridiculous levity. When I say
that I have come to 8t, Frank’s to stay I
mean it literally.”

“But—but it can’t be done, uncle!” pro-
tested Fenton. “I mean, a visitor is a'
vigsitor. The school is hospitable enough, and
if you like to stay two or three days I dare
gay it can be arranged.”

“¥You would like to get rid of me at once,
eh?"” thundered Uncle Robert, thumping the
table again. “Oh, yes! I can quite under-
stand thab you are very alarmed at the ideca
of having your uncle under the same roof for
good! It doesn’t suit you, Edgar, eh? I am’
very sorry—but it suits me.”

Morrow gave Wilson a quick, meaning
glance. 'This time there had been no doubt
about it; Uncle Robert’s wig had moved so-
conspicuously that it had nearly fallen off.
He put it straight very rapidly, but in that
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sceond Morrow had not failed to observe that
Unele Robert possessed an excellent head of
Lis own hair underneath.

ThLis was a very surprising discovery !

Elderly pentlemen do not usually wear wigs
tnless their own hair 1s scanty or cutirely
absent, Why should Uncle Robert be wear-
ing ‘a grey wig when his own hair was
plentiful—and, furthermore, of an excellent
chestnut hue?

There was something very fishy about this,

Morrow decided to take a hand in the
game. He moved briskly towards the door
and laid his fingers upon the knob.

“Shan’t be long,

Fenton,”” he esaid
carelessly.  ©“I'm  The TERROR

visitor staving here for the whole term is
ridiculous !

Uncle Robert guivered with rage.

“Are—are you going to allow this,

Edgar?”? he demanded, twirling upon his
g B

nephew. * Are vou going to permit me to
be insulted——"

“Rats!” ent in Morrow, grinning. “I
laid a little trap for you, sir, and you fell
into it. As soon as you heard that I was
going for the Housemaster, you got scarcd.
And if vou don't mind, we'll take this!”

With a sudden grab, Morrow scized
Uncle Robert’s wig
and dragged it off.
It came away very

just going to fetch OF The
Mr. Lee.” N ’
“Eh ?" said Fen- 1|
ton. ““What for?"
“Oh, I think '

|

FROZEN NORTH!

that your unclo

easily, revealing a
neatly cut head of
brown hair—
slichtly ruflled, but
in 10 WAy unpre-

suould meet our
Housemaster 83
soon as possible,"
replied Morrow.
“1¢’'s one of the
formalities that
inust be—="’

“Wait!"”" broke
in Uncle Robert
hastily. “I—1 do
not wish to seo
vour Housemaster
‘just yet."

“Don't you?"
saitd Morrow
coolly.  “I am
sorry, sir, but I'm:

roing  to  bring
him.,”

"“You—you young
rascal!"’ shouted
Uncle Robert,
*“How dare vwyou?
Come back! 1

torbid you to leave
this apartment!”

Morrow griuned,
more certain  of
limsclf than ever.

“Can you tell me, sie, why you are so
frightened of mecting the Housemaster?” he
usked sweetlv., ““Is there some reason vhy
vou want to avoid meeting him?”

“Lobk here, Morrow-—"" began Tenton,

“Sorry, o'd man, but we're not quite so
blind as you are!” said Morrow grimly,
“This—this gentleman is no more vour uncle
than I am!”

“What!” gasped Tenton.

““Of course he's not!” satd Wilson quickly,
“Your real uncle wouldn’t grumble a: every-
thing as he's becn grumbling. He wouldn't
talk about staying here for the rest aof the
torm. He'd know jolly well that it would be
impossible, Besides, vour real uncle probably
lias hiz own business to attend to—or his own
family civcle, anyhow, The very idea of a
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Featuring Ferrers Locke
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sentable. There
was, in fact, no
reason why Uncle
Robert should wear
a wig. Ilis ownu
hair was p'entiful.

“Wel |, I'm

hanged!”. saitd
Feuton breathe
Yessly,

A slow grin ap-
peared on Uncle
lobert’s featurea,
and he shrugged

his shoulders,

“Oh, well, have
vour own way!"
he said coolly, and
in quite a new tone
of voice. “‘I meant
to carry it on a bit
further, but vou've
twigged me!”’

And for several
seconds there was

THIS a dead silence in
wegek @ the study.
CHAPTER 14.

Another Shock!

MIEN Edgar Fenton foind lis voice.
“Spoofed !” he said Dbreathlesslv,
“By Jove! He's not my Uncle
Robert at all!”

““We suspected something when we saw his
wig moving,” said Morrow, nodding. ‘I
rather think we had better grab him, and
give him a face wash, I don't believe he's
a man at all. In fact, I shouldn’t be at all
surprised to find that he's one of those chiecks
juniors,”

“Here, what's the idea? YWho are vou?
What's your name?"” asked Fenton, looking
at his supposed uncle,
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“My name is Chester--Robert Chester,”
replied the visitor,

“Rot!” said Jenton grufflv. " Robert
Chester 18 the name of my uncle.”

“Well, my name is Robert Chester,” said
the other. “I’'ll admit 1've played a prac-
tical joke on vou, but that’s my privilege.
An uncle can do that sort of thing with his
nephew,”

“Isn’t it about time you dropped all this
pretence 7 usked Fenton grimly. “Why,
now that I come to look at you without your
wig, I ean see that you're only a young-
ster. I've got to adwmit, though, that it
was a jolly good make-up.”

“At my old school 1 was celebrated for
being the best amateur actor for miles,”
pointed out the other coolly.

“Come on—let’s clear some of his make-
up off, and sce what he really looks like!”
paid Wilson briskly. *““Grab bim, Morrow !
And, by Jingo, we're going to make the
young beggar smart for this!”

“I should think so!” said Morrow
heatedly. ““The nerve of it! Coming herc
and spoofing old IFenton—the captain of the
achool! And we're prefeets, too! I never
heard of such nerve!”

“A bit steep, 1sn't chuckled the
visitor.

He was seized and bustled across the study.
Then Morrow pushed a duster into a jug of
water and applied the duster to the
stranger’s face. In a very short time the
make-up was removed.

““Here, steady!” gasped the new arrival
“No need to be so confoundedly rough. The
game’s up, and I know it. And you needn’t
think I'm afraid of you, because I'm not.”

He stood dabbing his face with his hand-
kerchief, and he was revealed as a young:
ster of about fifteen. His features were
sharp and keen; his eyes were dark, and set
well back in his head. Altogether, he looked
a very quick-witted, capable sort of junior.

“That’s better !” said Fenton, recovering
bis usual composure. ‘““Well, thank good-
ness you're not my uncle! If I had had an
ounce of brains I should have seen that
you were a fraud.”

“But that’'s just the point,”
other, “I’'m not a fraud.”

‘““Any more of this nonsense - from you,
my lad, and I’ll fetch out my cane!” said
Foenton grimly. “Where do you belong to,
anyhow 7"

‘I belong to St. Frank’s.”

“Why, you—you o

“It’s a fact,” said the other coolly. “I'm
a new fellow—in the Remove. If you don’t
believe me, go and ask your Housemaster.
He knows all about it. It’s all fixed up.
I’'m booked for the Remove, and I'm going
to board in the Ancient House.”

“The dickens you are!” said Fenton.
“Well. my son, you’re in the Ancient House
now, and I happen to be the head prefect of
the Ancient House. You’ve begun well !”

. “Just what I thought,” said the new
junior.

¥

it 2%

sald the

“And I'm going to begin well, too!”
added Fenton. “You've had the nerve to
play a practical joke on your head prefect,
and you knew exactly what you were doing,
too. All right! I shall know what I'm
doing when I give you a tanning.”

“Good man!” said Morrow heartily.
“That’s the stuff, Fenton! Give the young
beggar a lesson straight away. There's
nothing like starting right.” |

Although the geniors were relieved to find

| that this visitor was only a spoofer, they

could not overlook the fact that he had had
the extraordinarv temerity to jape the
school captain. It was an unheard-of thing.
No new boy had ever come to St. Frank’s
asking for trouble more openly.

“Just a minute I”” gsaid the Remove’s latest

acquisition. ‘““Just a minute, Edgar, my
lad.”
“I'm Fenton to vou,” said the school

captain darkly,
rot » :
“But 1sn’t 1t usual for an uncle to address
his nephew by his Christian name ?” asked
the visitor coolly. “TI don’t suppose you’ll
care a lot for it, old man, but I do happen
to be your uncle.” A0y

“Don’t be an snapped ¥enton
angrily.

“My dear chap, why don’t you think ?”
said the other. “My name is Raobert
Chester. In other words, when I told you
that I was wvour Uncle Robert I meant it.
I am your Uncle Robert.”

But Edgar Ienton only became angrier,
and Morrow and Wilson reached for their
eanes, This new fellow’s cheek was beyond
all endurance !

" IHTREE 7” said Morrow, as he
I gestively swished his cane.
“Three on each hand!” said
Fenton firmly.

The new boy backed away.

“Cheese it 1”" he said hastily. “Have you
no more respect for your uncle—»

“Drop all that nonsense about your being
my unole I”” shouted Fenton, now thoroughly
exasperated. “You—you confounded young
sweep! You’ve admitted that you’re a ncw
fellow for the Remove, and I want to know
vour name. Don’t forget that I'm your
head prefect, and have a perfect right to
make these inquiries.”

“Mv name 1s Robert Chester,” said the
new boy coolly. “Hang it all, why ean’t
vou believe the truth when I trot it out?
I’'m your unecle, Fenton. How many more
times do you want telling?"

“It's 1mpossible !” said Fenton angrily.
“F'm about three yvears older than you i

“That doesn’t matter.” said Unecle Robert.
“It’s easy enough. Surely you know the
facts about your own family? My mother
No. that’s wrong,” he added, with a
“You’re getting me confused. Your
See 7

“No more of that Si]ﬁf“f

idiot 1"

sug-

grin,
mother is my eldest sister.
7 Ial.]t— *h[lf,-——hut,. 1

(Continued on page 14.)
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There's a Laugh in Every Line of this Screamingly-Funny Feature !

PEE_PS

EAST THE 4

; 1

ai' 2 _;‘

ANEa!}ﬂ Di'-t Pﬁtii Betng  fragmenlary records of ;;;yﬂeﬁlg};mﬁlﬁ}’ ;{ :Ej

phar, master o ; : : ;

the ]3‘0111‘tthorm School Days 1n the time of ilhe nex!l'.l blgg}{ of stane.
at 3St. Cheops, . . . e will give co

nrrhcamdb 1 brilEc-ra xf ; Ancient Egyplians as collecled by fﬁﬁﬂ E m{ql:.fikk:ir :tf

arsoemble class, >

making his entrance VIVIAN TRAVERS, not,"” said the other,

through a trapdoor in of the St. Frank's Remove whoze fatlicr was the

the floor of the class- thikkeer digpeuser of

roarum,

Lest anyone think this =+1ange let it be |
stated that the plan of the room was that
of an inverted pyramid. The boys sat in
ticrs—yea, and sometimes in tears—one above
the other in ever-widening squares, and the
master’s table stood at the apex, which in
{his case was the base. Also kvow that part
of the floor lifted up and formed the eu-
trance, and that when the trap was closed
it was used as a blackboard.

Aud Dr. Potiphar spake th'f.iE—

“Boys, I will set thee a sum

And he did so, this being Lho sum he set:

“Draw ye an imaginary line from the
Tuphrates to the Red Sea, Along this line

travels one, Archimedes, a Greek slave, whom |

we will call * A/ turrctlmr with one ass carry-
ing mercha ndise. In the other direction
travels Bellhhct‘pa}wnd the Berber, whom we
wili eall DB, accompanied by two drome-
darvies, both beasts bearing big bunches of
bananas, Therefore, if “ A’ and his ass have
onc day's journey stdlt at what point will
he be able to purchase or purloin a banana
from ‘B’ and his dromedaries, wireless not
yet having been invented 2"

And the boys spale one with another, and
said—soltly:
%71t 15 a hard
him!"”

But there was one boy who was versed in
necromancy, and,
with his stvlus upon a picce of papyvrus which
he drew from his pouch, and which was not
without blemish, he arrived at the answer to
this havd sum in two jhiflics.

sum he hath set us—blow

“What wilt thou give me for the answer |
to this sum ?”’ asked the boy who was versed

drawing mystic symbois |

the village.

“The twain would meet at Akabab, by
the first lamp-post on the right-hand side
coming from,” replied the son of the sorcerer,
with fear in his heart.

“Thou has well spoken. Let thy eers be
freoc from thikness—pro tem,”” answered nis
neighbour, for he spake Latiu fluently.

And the thikkeer threatener passed the in-
formation round the class, even to the top-
most boy in the corner of the uttermest
square of the school-room,

And the boys communed one with tte other,
and said, **Oo-Rai! We have =olved this hard
suni, Now for old Polty!” for thus dis-
respectfully did they call their master, taking
care, however, that he heard them not,

HIEN did Dr. Potiphar awake from a

I snooze and lift up his eyes to the class.
“Any of yve who have finished tnhe

sum 1 set thee,”” he spake, ““hold up

thy mitts!” And every one of the boys
raised each his hand.

“My venerable Aunt Saphiral!” quoth the
master. ‘I am indeed mightily pleased. Ye
have done better than well. Lme ye up, my
lads, and shew me thine answers.’

So the boys lined them up; tier upon tier
lined they up joyfully, and produced theic
answers to the master. And Dr. Potiphar
took the tablet of the first boy, and, adjusting
his calipers, tested the answer.

“Thou canst return to thy place,”’
master. ‘‘Next boy."”

And the next boy, and the nest, and one
and all did they produce their tablets for

said the

(Continued on page 31.)
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The Worst Boy in The School!
- (Continued from page 12.)

“Your mother 1s the eldest, and 1'm the
youngest,” proceeded Uncle Robert. *‘ And
there are fourteen of us in the family.
-That's clear enough, isn’t it 7”

“The kid’s talking rubbish !” said Wilson,
staring.

But Edgar Fenton had a startled expres-
sion on his face. His Eﬁes had opened wider,
and he was now breathing rapidly.

“By Jove,” he ejaculated, “l1—I believe
he’s right, you fellows.”

“Right }’ gurgled Morrow,

“Yes, it's true!” said Fenton hoarsely.
“My mother has got thirteen brothers and
sisters. Didn’t I tell you that they’re dotted
about all over Shmpsﬁire? And now that I
come to think of it, I can remember having
heard rumours about my having an uncle
yeunger than myself. But, great Scott, 1
never dreamed that he would come to St.
Frank’s 17

‘““And yet, here T am !” said Uncle Robert.
“Awkward, isn’t it7?

his youthful

I"'enton stared dazedly at
uncle. It was ridiculous—ineredible! But
knew-—now—that it was true.

Fenton

The thing was fantastic. He, the captain
of the school, was saddled with an uncle in
the Remove! It was a disaster of the first
dimension.

“Don’t forget, Fdgar, that I shall expect
a certain amount of respect from my

nephew !” said Uncle Robert, in his former

tone. ‘‘All uncles must be treated with
deference.”

“You-—you—— Oh, well, what's the use?”
said  Tenton, shrugging his shoulders.

“You're here, and I suppose I shall have
to put up with you. But what the dickens
do you mean by coming here in disguise?”

“Oh, that was just a jape,” grinned Uncle
Robert, “I knew that you were a bit con-
fused about your uncles, and I thought it
was worth risking, Thanks awfully, Edgar,
old man, for coming to the station and meet-
ing me with that motor-car.”

“It was like your nerve!” said Fenton
hotly.

“The Remove will scream when I tell the
chaps about it!” went on Robert Chester,
nodding. ‘‘You see,
make a bit of a splash when [ arrived at
St. Frank’s. A new fellow generally has
a bad time of it for the first week or two,
but if he does something noteworthy as soon
as he arrives he is accepted as one of the
crowd at once.”

Fenton took a deep breath.

“Look  here, young ‘'un!” he said
carnestly, “I don’t think that it's necessary
for H’:E’ school to know that you are my
uncie.

“No; it's not necessary,” agreed Uncle
Robert. ““ At the same time, our relation-
ship might be useful—to me. 8o, if it's all

the same to you, o!d man, I shan’t keep it
a sceret.”

I thought I would

.can trust these fellows to keep
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“It's not all the same to me!™ growled

Fenton. "“I'm the school captain, and I
don't want everybody laughing at me.”
“But why should they laugh?” asked
Uncle Robert calmly. ““There’s nothing
funny in the situation, is there?”
“No—it is tragic!” said Fenton. ‘‘At the

same time, the school will probably grin. I
it dark.
Your name is Robert Chester, and you’re
a new fellow in the Remove. That ought
to be good enough for the juniors.”

*But it's not good enough for me,” said
Uncle Robert. *“Oh, no, Edgar! I've come
to St, Frank’s with an advantage—the ad-
vantage of having a nephew who is captain
of the school. And, whether you like it
or not, I'm going to reap the benefit.”

There was something rather unpleasant “in-

Uncle Robert’s tone, and Fenton looked ‘&t
him closely.
he was already beginning to dislike this pieé-
cocious youngster. There was something
about Uncle Robert that struck a false note.
He scemed to be too knowing—too sophis-
ticated.

“Well, cheerio!” said Uncle Robert, ‘Fi'r'irt[jt"
“I'll be getting along, if you don't’
the Houscmaster will

a nod.
mind. I dare say
want to speak to me. DBut before I secoe
him I shall have to change into Etons. I
might see you later, Edgar.”

And the three prefects were so startled
that they did nothing to prevent his going.

Ll REAT Scott!” said Fenton huskily.

He sat down with a jolt, and

looked blankly before him.

“But are you sure of this?”
asked Morrow incredulously. * It’s—it’s too
ridiculous, Fenton! That kid can’t really be
your uncle "

“He 181” groaned Fenton,

“But it's all topsy-turvy!” put in Wilson.
“Uncles are necessarily older than nephews.”

““There are exceptions to every rule!” said
Fenton. ‘““This is one of them, worse luck!
Now I come to think of it, there’s no doubt
on the point. That—that kid is my uncle.
My Uncle Robert! And he's here—in tha
Remove—in the same House as myself! It
isn’t merely tragic—it’s disastrous|”

“What are you going to do about it?”

asked Morrow.

“Do?” repeated Fenton,
“What can I do? His people can send him
to this school if they choose, can’t they?
Just because he’s my uncle I can’t bar him
from St. Frank’s. No; I shall have to put
up with him. But, by Jove, 1 don’t see
why I should put up with his nerve!”

“No fear!” said Wilson, “Now that he’s
at 8t. Frank’s, your relationship doesn’t
matter a toss, He's a junior, and if he
starts any nonsense it's your plain duty to
Eive him a tanning. I think you ought to

ave swiped him, to start with, here’s
something about him T don’t like."”

looking up.

In an instinctive sort of way;

L]
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SUWith all respect to you, Fenton, old wnan,
I agree,” said Morrow. *“*Somchow I don’t
trust that kid. He looks—well, bhe looks——
I hardly koow how to say it. DBut I'm
hanged if he looks straight.”

“That's wy tmpression, too,”
guictly,

It was an uncomfortable thought. Jdgar
Fenton was no prig; he was no saint, either.
Ite had his faults the same s other people.

Jut at St. IFrank’s he had the reputation

f being as straught ss a die—and he was
us straight 'as a die, too. Good old FFenton
was one of the best—one of the most honest
fellows under the sun  He couldn’t do a
crooked action. It wasn't in  his nature.
And it worried him to think that tlus uncle
of his—three years vounger than himself--
might prove to be a young rotter.

ITowever, it was early to judge yet., There
waiz nothing wrong about Uncle Robert’s
first adventure at the school; 1t was only a
high-spirited practical joke. Even [enton
found it possible to smile over the affair.

It was getting close to tea-time now, aud
after Morrow had gone off to the West
LHonse, IYenton and Wilson strolled along to
the' Senior Day-room. They fouund Biggles-
wade and Conroyv, of the Sixth, chatting
with Browne and Stevens near the lireplace,

sacd lenton

”Ah Brother Ifenton, this 1s surprising
news to  hear,” said Drowne gratefnlly,
“And Low, mayv I ask, is Uncle Robert ?”

“You've heard, then?” said Fentoun,

thud Browne. “ 1 am all
against this publicity. IF T bad an uncie
three vears younger than myseif I shonld
take immediate steps to have him :pur**iﬁ, bt
firmly annihilated. Such an uwncle 1z apt
to be irksome.”

“But 1it's not really
true, 13 it, Ienton®?”
asked Biggleswade
mi[d]_}n

“Yes,” growled TFen-
ton. “I  suppose the
whole schoal's talking of
it!l‘!‘

“Alas, ves!™

“More or less.” said
Biggleswade, with a
grin.  “It scems that
vaur uncle met a few

The IFifth-Formers scemed lo think that

there was something very funny in  the
query, particularly as IFenton turned very

red. .

“"You must forgive these brainless speci-
mensz,” satd DBrowne apologetically, ** As all
the school knows, Brother Chambers is suf-
feving from the disadvantage of having the
brain of an carwig.”

“You silly ass—"" began Chambers, losing
15 g‘rin.

“Not,” said Browne stoutly, “that I wish
lo insult any member of tho earwig tribe.

I do not hesitate to state that the average
ourwi;.; Is quite brainy in eomparison with

Brother Chambers, . But, of course, there
are earwigs and carwigs—"

“Rats!” broke in Chﬂmbers. “You can
be funny if you like, Drowne, but every-
body is grinning at Fenton’s uncle. My
uu].} hat | lanc; having an wuncle three
vears younger than voursclf ! What a
joke 1’

“Ha, ha, ha!”
¥

Reyuolds and Mills, of the Modern House
Sixth, had arrived, and they were laughing
uproariously.

“Has your Uncle Robert given you a tip
yot, Fentont!” asked Mills politely.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Senior Dayv-room echocd with the
laughter of the Fifth-IFormers and Sixth-
Formers. In fact, practieally everybody ex-
cept Edgar Fenton looked uport the situation
in a decidedly frivolous way.

CHAPTER 5.
Uncle Robert Fails to Impress!

. ERE he 15" sald
Handforth
Lriskle,

A crowd of
lemovites were waiting
in the lobby of the
Ancient house. The Re-
move, of course, had
heard the news, and at
firet the Remove had
tercated the story with

seniors in the passage,

and it only took him about five second: to
explain the true position. The young beg:
gar is as keen as mustard on taking advan.
tage of the relationship.  Ile's your uncle,
and he's lelting everybody know it.”

“I can well understand vour feelings,
brother,” said Browne sympathetically, **I
can well understand, too, vour puzzled con-
dition earlier in -the dav. 1 venture to sug-
gost that the shock was a crucl one when
you learned the facts.”

Before Fenton could answer, Chambers and
Phillips, of the West House Yifth, looked
. They were grinning from car to ear.

“Hallo, Fenton!” said Chambers, “IHow's
vour Uncle Robert "

“Ha, ha. ha!”

incredulity. But after it
verificd by several seniors, there

had been
could be no longer any doubt regarding its
authentieity,

IFenton, of the Sixth, bad an uncle threa
years younger than himself !

What was more to the point, that same
uncle was now a member of the vam'oi And
he had opened up his carcer at St Frank’s
by working off a daring japce against his
nephiew,

The Remove was interested; they wanted
to meet this andacious new box. Thus all
the leading lights of the Remove woerne
ralhered in the lobby, waiting for Uncie
Robert to put in an appearvance,

Iandforth and a nomnber of othors wonld
have srabbed the uew fellow louz before this,
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bhut unfortunately he had been closeted with
the Housemaster for a  full  half-hour,
Previous to that he had been upstairs chang-
ing. This was the first chasce the Remove
nagd had to greet.the new boy.

There was something very self-possessed
about him when he finally put in an appear-
ance, He was neatly attired in Etons, his
hair was well-brushed, and it was very clear
at the first glance that he was possessed of
any amount of cool nerve. He did not turn
a hair as he heard the various shouts that
grected his appearance.

“Glad to weleome you into the Remove,”
said Nipper heartily, as he strode forward
and tock the new boy’s band. “* Your name’s
Chester, I think?”

“¥You think correctly,
nodding.

‘“‘ Robert Chester, eh?”

“Marvellous!” said Uncle Robert. *‘Con-
sidering that I'm the chief subject of con-
versation in the school—and have been for
the past hour—you must be a pretty keen
sort of fellow.”

Nipper smiled, but he did not quite like
the new fellow’s tone,

“We!l, it’s just as well to be sure of these
ithings.” he said. “My name i1s Hamilton—
more commonly known as Nipper—and I'm
the captain of the Remove. I understand
that vou are in the same Form?”

“Mr. Lee has indicated that I'm just about
siuited to the Remove,” said Unecle Robert
calmly, *“*And he has been gracious enough
to put me into Study I, with three fellows
named Fullwood., Russell and Walde. Full-
wood, Russell and Waldo—forward! Let’s
have a look at you! T want to see the fellows
I'm destined to dig with.”

Ralph Leslie TFullwood and Clive Russell,
foeling rather sclf-conscious, singled them-
selves out.  Stanlev Waldo., as it happened,
was away from St, Frank's for a week or
two. Ile had gone abroad with his father,
Rupert Waldo, the famous TPoril Expert,
having reccived special permission from Dr,
Nicholls. the headmaster of St. Frank's, to
prolong his Christmas vacation,

“Being a new chap, yon probably don’t
understand the ropes,” said Fullwood. as he
shook hands, “but vour tone is a bit too
cheeky, my son. I'mm not at all sure that
Russell and Waldo and T will have vou in
our study. At least. not unless you consent
to hehave vourself.”

Chester grinned.

“But think of the honour!” he said. “You
mustn't forget that I am Unele Robert.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 am the uncle of the school captain!
went on the new boy. “Surely that's a big
distinetion? T dave =say T chall be able to
wangle all sorts of privileges e

“Thanks all the same, but we don’t need
any of tJu::-t{'- wanglings,’ ’ interr upted Russell
gruffly. “And the sooner you can forget that
you are I'enton’s uncle the better |”

bR

said Uncle Robert,

rn

s Sar

“Hear, hear!” said Nipper., “From this.
minute onwards, Chester, you are just a
Remove chap. Fenton i1s the captain of the
school, and the fact that vou are his nncle
doesn’t matter a toss.”

“Well, 1t matters to me,” said Uncle
Robert. “And vou can bet your boots that
I'm going to take full advantage of my
position.  What's the good of having a
nephew who is a prefect unless vou make
use of him?"”

““Hear, hear!”

“Good old Uncle Robert!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Many of the Remove fellows roared with
laughter, and they pressed round Ungle
Robert, making a big fuss of him, Nipper.
and Handforth and Fullwood and a few of .
the others were not pleasantly impressed,
however. Uncle Robert was altogether too
full of self-importance; and the frank,
manner in which he stated that he meant teo:
take advantage of his relationship was not
to his credit.

Handforth—blunt Ilandy who always spoke
his mind—barged forward and secized Uncle
Robert by the shoulder. J v

“Just a minute, my lad!” he said grimly.:
“I don't like your manners! I'm Hand-
forth—of Study D.”

“Oh?” said Uncle Robert. “ Are you any-

-body in particular ?”

“T'm Handforth! Isn't that enough?”

“To me it means nothing!” said Uncle
Robert,

“You silly ass!” yelled Handforth. “Do
you mean to say vou haven't heard of me?”

“Never.”

“Well, you're hearing of me now!” roared
Handforth., “T'm the most important chap
in the Remove—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“But I thought that this chap—Hamilion

—was captain?”’ asked the new boy 1n
surprise.
“So he is!” frowned Handforth. ‘' DBut

being captain is nothing much—it's only a
nominal position. And T want to tell yon
something, You may be Fenton’s uncle, but
if you take any mean advantage of the re-
lationship T'll punch vou on the nose! Ts
that clear? We don’t stand that sort of thing
in the Remove !”

“No1”

“No!" said Handforth. “Thiﬂ chap. for
vxnmple—ﬂnmerfﬂn- happens to bhe a duke.”

“Really " said Unele Robert. eveing the
vonthful duke with interest. “You don't
say §0.

“I do say so!” msisted Handforth. “ And
there’s another fellow here—Tregellis-West,
Ie’s a baronet. And over in the West Touse
they've got a real live lord. But they never
nse their titles at St, Frank's. Here's Jimmy
Potts, for example., Officially his real name
James' Potts, but nobody cver calls
him anvthing else but Jimmy—or just plain
Potts.  And it'll be the same with yon, my
son! You may be Fenton's uncle. but in

‘the Remove you're a Removite, and if vou
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try to take ad-
vantage of old
Fenton there will
be trouble.”

“Good
Hands !
Fullwaond., “ Wen-
ton's one of the
besi, and we ull
respect him

So Unele
Raobert had had
the facts put ta
him quita
plainly, and b
could not pre
tend that he did
not  understand.
N e vert heless,
from tha!
miute  onwards
he  was  knowp
throughout S,
Frank’s a:
“Unele Robert.”
In a word. hi-
velationship 1o
Fenton did
cotnt. .

old
sa1d

IPFPER

W I ot

alonc

with e
Iew fellow
o Study 1.
I'allwood and
Russell  had  al
ready gonge
there  for  tea,
and prepara-
tions  were iy
Progress when
Uncle Robert arvived with hits escort,

“Thought I'd bring the now chap along,
satd MNipper, as he stood in the doorway.
“This 1s your study, Chester.”

Uncle Robert looked roand the cosy apart-
ment with a eritical eye.

“*Not =0 bad—and, on the other hand, not
too good,” he rewarked at length,  * Are
thicy strict here?”

“What do yon mean—strict ¥"

“Do the prefeets come nosing
the maslers?”

**Not. unless they have reason to suspect
that something's going on against the rnles”

“What does that mean—cexactlv?” asked
Uncle Robert. “Are they down o
sinoking *"’

“Heavile ! said Fullwood, with a glare.
“You don't simoke, do vou, Chester?”

“No," replied Uncle Robert, “I've been
tanght that smoking stunts the growth, so
like a good little boy T have never developed
the pernicious habit,”

“Then vou're sensible,”

waited,

routid-—-or

. sald  Tullwood.
“If you did smoke T was going to tell you
not to indulge in the pastimme in this
study-——" -
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Uinele Robert touched a knob which was concealed in the doorway and then
The door opened silently and a man appeared,

““ Who 15 it? " he

asked cautiously.

“That's all right,” said Unele Robert.
“Well, llamilton, thanks for briuging mu
here.  Don't let me keep you.’

“You're not keeping me,” said Nipper,
“I'in going, anyway."

He was beginming to take a dishike to
Feuton's uncle:  he didn't quite know why,
but somehow this new junior grated on him.

There was something about Unele Robert
that did vot ring truc. - -
L *Tex, eh?” said the new fellow, after

Nipper bad gone. “This is pretry good, you
know, They dido't supply us with tea at my
other school.”

“LThey don't supply us with tea here,” said

Russeil bluntiy. “We provide it oursclves.”
Uncle Robert elevated his evebrows,
“You don't say so!" he ecjaculated,
“Pon't they give vou any tea in {his hole?”
“Tt 1su't a hole!” retorted Fullwood.

R E]

*“This school, then?

“You can have tea in Hall if you like, but
most of the fellows prefer (o have 1t i their
own studies,” said Fullwood. “Of eourse,
we have to pay for our own stuff.”

“Why pay for 1t when it's provided free?”
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“Well, it's a matter of choice,” repliedy “The yard?” repeated Handf m‘th. i
Fullweod. “The general rule is for thel suppose you mean the Triangle?’

members of a study to contribute and pay
the exes. Up till now Russell and Waldo and
I have shared it cqually, but as you're
with us i

“Don’t count me in!” interrupted Uncle
Robert. “TIf T can get a free tea I don’t sce
why I should pay anvthing.”

The other two juniors stared at him,

“But, hang it, it only comes to a few bob
a week,” said Fullwood,

“1 shouldn't be at all surprised,” agreed
Unele Robert. ““ At the same time, I am not
going to be a mug. How do vou get to this
iree-lunch counter, anyway ?”’

“Ti's too late now.” said Fullwood. " But
as vouw're a new chap, and don’t know the
ropes, vou're weleome to stay here if you
like-——and we shan't expect you to pay your
whaek., You can he our guest for to-day.”

“Good enough!”  said Jnele  Robert
hriskly.

is study-mates were not favourably im-
pressed. It really scemed that Fenton’s

youthful unele was mean, and a mean fellow
was never popular in the Remove. It was
hardly possible that Unele Rabert was short
of money. Ilis reason for deeiding to take
tea in Hall was undoubtedly beecause he was
naturally mean. The cagerness with which
he had aecepted the invitation practicnily
proved it. &0 long as he had to pay nothing
he was quite content to remain in Study T.

By the time the meal was over Fullweed

and Russell had formed the impression that
Robert Chester was a dec:dedly tricky cns-
tomer. e was very knowing—very
sophisticated.

I'Er;ﬁ:um with the rank 'm:] ﬁle af the

juniors he had made a good impression. He
had japed the school ecaptain, and he had
arrived at St. Frank’s with a bang. The

unthinking fellows aceepted him as a good
sportsman.  And the very fact that he was
Fenton’s unele gave him a novel standing,

After tea he pushed his chair baeck wnid
left the study without even thanking Fnll-
wood and Russell for the feed.  Not that
they required any thanks. At the sampe
time, they felt that the new fellow might
at least have made some sovt of acknow-
ledgment,

Uncle Robert swent straight to the cloak-
room. got his overcoat and can, and pre-
pared to sallv cut, The main door was
closed, and Nipper and Handforth and one
or two other fellows were standing in the
lobhy. chatting.

“Going out'” asked Nipper, as
Robert approached

“Do vou think T put my overcoat on for
flmf’ retorted the :rhw boy.

“T was only gmw to warn yon that it 1)

Uncie

be locking-up within half an honr,V said
Nipper grufllv.  “And 1f you're late fnr
locking-up, you’ll probably got lines.”

“IT'm onlvy moing out into the vard for-

a breath of fresh air,” said Uncle Robert,

‘of place.

“Ts that what you call it? The Triangle,
then,” saiud Unele Robert. " No, you needn’t
trouble to come with me—-I can find my way
about, thanks.”

“We ummn't coming,” satd Nipper. “It’s
rather too misty for vs. It’s not the kind of
L-tunup; fm strolling about in the I'riangle,
(Chestor,

Uncle Robert did not even reply. 1o
opened the door, took a look at the murk in
the Triangle, and then walked down the
steps, e vanished into the gloom. 7

NCLE ROBERT maanaged to get Lis

l I bearings after he had walked a few

vards, The sea mist was sl

enveloping the whole countryside,

and buildings and trees and hedges loomed
up mysteriously,

In spite of Uncle Raobert’s assertion that
he was nol going out, he walked straight to
the main gafes, pa:wd out into the lane, and
set off briskly towards the village. And he
had not taken a hundred paces before he
pulled a packet of cigarcttes out of his
pocket and it up. ;

“No need to tell those fools everything,”
he muttered complacently,

After a sharp walk he arrived at the
village, and he went into one of the shops
to make a purchase.

“Pretty quiet down here.” he remarked
to the man behind the counter.

“Yeos, it generally 1s at flnu time of vear,”
ro ulwd the H}l{}}]hﬂf‘!h‘l “You're new to
St. Frank’s, aven’t vou, young gent ?”

”Dul arrived to-day.”

o thought <0.” suid the . shopkeoper.

Well, 1 hnp* vou’ll like the s~chool.”

“ﬂh, it seems all right.” repliecd Uncle
Robert. “What’s the \'E”&g‘f‘ like? Ar*:;.'-
thing domg here 77

“Not much,” smiled the man. “We're

pretiy slow in Bellton.”

“Nobody ever comez here, oh ¥

“Well, T wouldn't say that,” replicd the
shopkeeper,  “As it happens, there’s a new
resident come into the distriet only this
week,”

“What do vou mean-—somebody
house or sotnethineg?” asked thoe
casually.

“Up at Moat Hollow.” =aid
nodding. “A queer old place, teo. Used to
be a private school at one time—then it
stood empty for months on end. Still, they
say that Mr. Clegg has scttled down in Bell-
ton for good.”

taken a
new junior

the man,

“I'm sorry, but T am not intercsted in
Mr., Cleag.” said TUncle Robert, with a
vawn. “Moat IHollow, e¢h? It :ennds a

pretty queer sort of name.”

“It’s the big honse at the end of
village—just over the bridge.”
man behind the counter. “'There’s a high
watl all the way round-—a vsterions sort

Lots of 4im ml]np.:fr-: are half
(Continued on page 20.)

the
replied the
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FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS BOOKS

Make Sure of One of These,
Lads!

CHAMPION ANNUAL

A big budget of thrlls, mystery and adven-
ture—that's the CHAMPION ANNUAL.
Here are stories of hazardous exploits in all
parts of the world, True to life stories of
school and sport, and thrilling tales that
carry you on breathlessly to the last

word. Every boy will want this 6/'
book, net

‘The BRITISH BOY'’'S

ANNUAL

Here is a book for the boy who likes thrilling
stories—a wonder budget of exciting tales
of school life, sport, mystery and adventure
that will delight every boy. It is lavishly
illustrated with clever black-and-white draw-
ings, and also contains sevcral beautiful
coloured plates. The boy who has the
BRITISH BOY'S ANNUAL will

have a book that le will want to read 5/'
again and agan, net

The NEW NATURE
BOOK

Here 1s a fascinating book that will appeal
to every bov who loves the great " Out
Doors.” It contains a large number of re-
markable ““action’ photographs showing
birds and beasts in their natural surroundings
—how they live, hunt, and make

their home. Famous naturalists 6/"
and explorers contribute the letter- net
press to this original volume,

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOXYS’ STORIES

[t you delight in lively stories of gripping
achhon—at sea and in the Wild West—you
will enjoy every page of The POPULAR
BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES. Scouting,
flying, motor-cycling—in fact every phase
of adventure 1s represented in the budget of
splendid yarns in this grand new all-fiction

gift book. And there are many 2!6

" fine illustrations, including a plate

in full colour, net
At all Newsagents and Booksellers.

AT
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The Worst Boy in the School!

(Continued from page 18.)

afraid to go past it on these winter nights,
They think it’s haunted.”

“What rot!»

“We're glad that Mr. Clezy has come
here,” said the man, “With Moat Hollow
inhabited again, those silly stories will prob-
ably die down.”

Unele Robert nodded, turned up
collar of his overcoat, and left the shop.

“Well, that was prelty easy,” he -mur-
mured, as he walked back along the High
Btreet, “The fellow hadn’t the faintest idea
that I was pumping him, and yet I got the
mformation I nceded. At the end of the
village—over the bridge. Good !”

After he had crossed the bridge it wasn’t
long before Moat Hollow loomed up in front
of him. Unele Robert walked past the
main gatewav, and then he had a look at
thoe high walls, ardd took general stock of
the guaint old place. '

“Well, I think that'll do,” he told him-
celf, with satisfaction,

He tramped hack up the lane towards
St. Frank’'s, And he was rather taken by
snirprise when he suddenly met Nipper and
Tregellis-West, = They loomed out of the
imist before he was aware of their proximity,

“Hallo I said Nipper, peering at the new
Jimior.
1"‘]in1|{1!" sald Unecle Robert, mimicking
HINE

“T thought you told me that vou weren’t
gome out of gates?”

“Did 13"

“Yes, vou did,” replied Nipper
“And I heard you tell’ Full-
woodd that yvou didn’t smoke.”’

Unrecle Robert inspected h's
glowing cigaretie.

“[’ve changed my mind,” he
said coolly.

“In other words, you were
lying!” said Nipper. “My only
hat! You lied to Fullwood, an'l
you lied to me! Well, it’s none
of my business ”

“I'm glad you realise it,” said
Uncle Robert, with a nasty note
in his voice,

“But you’ll probably get into
trouble for missing call-over,
dear old boy,” put in Tregellis-
West.

“Then shall all be
together.”

“No, wo shan’t,” said Nipper. “Tregellis-
West and I have a pass.”

Uncle Robert mado no reply, but pushed
on abruptly. It seemed to be a habit of his.

“Interfering blighters I he muttered, with
a {rown.

lle thought he was going to get into the
Ancient House without any questions being
aseed, but after he had erossed the Triangle,
and was about to mount the Ancient House
dops, he ran into Wilson, of the Sixth,

the

curtly.

we in trouble
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“Hallo 1" said Wilson.
come 1n?”
“Yes"
about 1t 7

“[ suppose vou know you're late for call-
over 1"

“Am 177 said the new boy.
don’t know the ropes yet. IT'd neo idea
the time.”

“ All right, then—you can eut indoors, and
I’ll explain to your IForm-master,” said
Wilson.

He walked on, and Unele Robert entered
the Ancient House, FEdward Oswald [Hand-
forth was standing just inside the lobby,
and there was a very severe expression on
his face.

“Just a minute, my lad !” said the leader
of Study D. “Iid I hear you telling Wilson
just now that yvou were late for calling-over
because you didn’'t know the ropes?”’

“Is 1t anything to do with you?” said
Uncle Robert sourly.

“Yes, it is!” retorted Handforth, “ Nipper
‘distinctly told you that ecalling-over would
be in half an howr before you went out. So
what the dickens do you mean by telling
lies to Wilson 7"’ :

Uricle Robert brushed past and walked
into the cloak-room. Handforth stood star-
ing after him, his face red with wrath.

“Hi!” he bellowed. “I was speaking to
you, Chester |

Uncle Robert reappearcd, minus his over-
coat and cap. He strolled across the lobby
and vanishmj imto the Remove passage. - And
Handforth was so astonished that he did
not even run after the new fellow and punh
his nose | '

“Have vou just

replicd Uncle Rebert.  *“What

“Sorry. 1

of

CHAPTER 6.
After Lights Qut!

b E'S no good!” said [landforth
sternly.
He and a number of cther fellows

| were standing round the fire in the
’juni-::rr Common-room. It waa m'-;‘!!‘]}' hod-
time, and they were waiting for the bell to
ring.

“Well, give him . a chance!” said De
Valerie, “He Lasn’t heen here lone cnougn

\ for us to judge hinm.”
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THE ST. FRANK’S QUESTIONNAIRE

Here are iwelve lesters for you, chums—aquestions which refer fo St. Frank’s and

1S members.

Give ﬂ?g;jg the * 01!-‘.’3.{’-‘-[}’;’{,‘;',”
vou know, and then compare them with the correct list which w

70t down the answers to those which
i1l be given, fogether

with another set of questions, next week.

1. In which Houses do the Fourth-Formers
board?

Who are the occupants of Study J in the
Ancient House?

When is Willy Handforth's birthday?

Does anybody share a study with William
Napoleon Browne?

What is the title of Mo. 537 (Old Series)
of the Old Paper?

6. Who is the West House Junior leader?

Who displaced Timothy Armstrong as the
leader of the East House juniors?

. Are the Fifth and Sixth- Form studies
numbered or lettered?

. How many Fourth Form studies are there
in the Modern House?

Who is the boss of the Third Form?
Is Molly Stapleton dark or fair?
Who is the tallest fellow in the Remove?

10.
11,
12,

ANSWERS TO LASTWEEK'S QUESTIONS:

1. William Freeman, Eric Dallas and
Arthur Steele. 2. The Chapel is situated on
the left-hand side of the Triangle as you go
in the main gateway, between the high outer
wall and the West House. 3. Lessons,
leetures, chemistry, etc.—not for boarding. 4,
The Third-Formers board about equally 171
all four Houses. 5. Sixth-Formers have a
study ewch. 6. The Removites board cqually
in the Ancient House and the West House,
7. George Hollund. B, Dick Goodwin, 9.
November 11¢h. 10. T'wo girls of abont
stxteen, named FEthel Winter ard Chrissie
Drandon. 11, St, Jim's, 12. The * Silent
Tiro™ was a pedal-propelled * motor-car™
which Willy Handforth constructed.

NOTE —Question 10.—**Whae is the head
prefect of the Aneient House?'—was inad-
aer-’snrfu omitted from Avgust 24th Oufqtmn
naire, althougl the ansiwrr—* Kdgar Fenton"

—awas correctly given the following weelk,

“Plenty long enough!” replied Handforth.,
“He's a8 liar—and you can always reckon
that if a fellow i1s a liar he's unreliable in
every other sort of way.”

“You'd better go casy, Handy!” said
Church. DUH t forges thut the chap i3 Fen-
ton's unecle.”

“Rot !” said Handforth. “I don't care if
he’s Fenton’s grandfather! All I can say
ts that I'm jolly sorry for I'enton! Poor
chap! Fancy being in the same fannly us
this bounder!”

Nipper, who was quictly listening, made
no comment, but lie entirely agreed vith
Edward Oswald’'s point of view, I'or Le,
too, had discovered that Uncle RNobert was
a fellow who did not mind paltering with
the truth, His lies, so far, had been of very
small importance, but they certainly gave
an indication of the new feliow’s character.
Nipper felt that he would never be able
to trust Uncle Robert.

Clang-clang !

“Well, there goes the bell I" said M('Clun‘,
vawning. “I'm ready for 1t, 100.’

The Remove tmup{,d up to bed, and not
many of the juniors said anything to Chester
when he appeared in the dormitory passage
with Iullweod and Russell, Qune or two
fellows thought they were being witly by
asking Uncle Robert how his np;:hpu was,
and a few laughs were raised; but a fr*i-l
ing was growing in the Hiﬂmt‘ Ti:ﬂt this
new chap was not altogether cound. How-
ever, the fact that he was Penton's uncle
gave him a certain amount of popularity.

a word whilst he was
.urn:i Fullvood and Russell did
not trouble about him. They chatted as
ustual. talking mainly about football. Unele
Robert did not appear to be at all interested
in the great game.

“A moody sort of beggar!” decided Full-
wood, to himsclf, as Uncle Robert climbec
into bed and snuggled down.

The new fellow did not even say “ Good-
night,” and so IFullwood and Russell prac-
tically ignored him. The door opened, aud
in looked Biggleswade, of the Sixth,

“In bed?” asked Biggy genially.
lads !

“Lood-night, DBiggy!” said Fullwood.

“(tood-night ! rveplicd the prefect.

RHFS{'”{ exchanged a similar adicu, bud
Uncle Robert did not even raise his head
from the pillow. The little bed-room be-
came plunged in darkness, and the Jdooo
closed. Uncle Robert sat up in bed.

“PDoes this mean that we're not going (<
be disturbed again?” he asked coolly.

“Yes, of course,” said Fullwood. ' Hung
ir, Chester, vou might have said ‘ Good
night ' to Biggleswade "

“Why should 17”7 said the new 1
“I don't believe in being too servile
nrefects.”

“Oh. well, voun can
conrse,” said IMuliwood.

“Jhat's very kind of you,” replied Uncle
Bobert, “Well, I think I'll slio a few things

He said scarcely
undressing,

“Cood

’

fl.': [f:"’x'n.'.
LC

do as wvou like, ol

| on, and pop out.”
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d :

“Pop out?" repcated the others, in one
et

“Yes,” said Uncle Robert, as he started
dressing, I feel like taking a walk.”

“On a night like this?” ejaculated Russell,

“You »illy ass, it's foggier than ever!”

1 love fog!”

“Yon won't love the swishing you'll get 4 R
it youwre ecollared!” remarked Fullwood. B T
“Dan’t he such an idiet, Chester! You're
& new chap, but you can't do as you like
at St. I'rank’s. They're jolly hot on men
who bieak bounds. 1It’s a serious crime
here.”

“Not when vou're an uncle of the head
prefect I chuckled Chester. “That’s where
I've pot the drop on you fellows. 1f a pre-
fect spots me I'll just have a
word with my dear little nephew,
and evervthing will be all right.”

“1f that's what you're thinking,
then it’s quite clear that you don’t
know TIfenton!” said Fullwood,
with a grin. “Why, yon hopeless
ags, Fenton won't care twopence
whether  you're his  unele  or
whether you're a prince of Siam!
Regulations at St Frank’s are
regnlations, and personalities den’t
count. Take my advice and stay
in bed.” ¥ :

Uncle Robert didn't take Full- ' b
wood’s advice, lle continued dress- btk
ing, and Fullwood was more than
astenished. It was indeed a
novelty for a new junior to think
of breaking bounds on his very first
nicht in the school, G

But this new boy fondly believed i e
that he could take advantage of his g
relationship to the school ecaptain.
It was rather a contemptible belief,
and it was an acenrate sidelight on
Uncle Rnabert’s character,

wood grimly.
ITe had not believed that

tha new boy was reelly
b i Bt isarales  1n8 Btk e Edgar Fenton seized his uncle by the seruft of the 1

idea that Uncle Robert was just L AR
blutfine. Now that this remarkahle

newcomer had crossed over to the door, “But as you don’t know the ropes, perhaps
and even then was preparing to depart, | I'd better give you the straight tip,” con-
however, there conld be ne doubting that he | tinued Luliwood. “ At some schools they

64 JUHT a minute!” said Full-

was in earnest. may be pretty lax on the regulations, but at
- “Speaking to me?” asked Uncle Robert, | 8t. Frank’s they're as keen as mustard. Any
in a low voice. fellow who breaks bounds is not only cee-

“Yoes, I am,” said Ralph Leslie Fullwood. tain of a flogging, but he’s liable to «x-
“T.ook here, Chester, you’d better not go.” pulsion.”

“"Uh !’” : _ _ “Is this supposed to frighten me?” asked

You'll get into a most frightful row if | Uncle Robert amuscdly.

you're spotted,” continued Fullwood., ** Mind - ; & W :
you, l'm telling you this for ycur own I don’t know ubout frightening you, but
bencfit—so don’'t = misunderstand me. If | I hope vou'll take it as a warning,” said
you're fool enough to break bounds, vou ean Fullwood.
jolly well do it-—and be hanged to you !” “Thanks, all the same, but you can keep

“Thanks!” your advice to yvourself,” said the new boy.




THOE

s3eded to ply his cane enthusiastically and foreibly.
;on and he was getting it !

“Go to sleep, like a good little lad, and)

don't interfere in other people’s business.”

1o E.'S_L.':.':-ijd out, ;Un;_l {:lﬂ_-,{:d th[: {{D(Jl'. 1“'!.]”‘
wood snorted with anger, and Russell took
a deep breath, :

“The fellow must be mad!” he said.

“Mad !” echoed Fullwood. *I don’t know
about being mad—but 1'm going to punch
his head to-morrow!™ : _

“Where on varth can he be going?” said
Russell, in wonder. ‘“Why does ho want to
go out to-night—in this fog? There's some-
thing fishy about it, Fully.”

“The fellow is a rotter!” said Fullwood
cruffly. “That’s the long and the short of

WA

it—he’s & wrong 'un!
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“But he can't have any idea of
gambling, or anything like that,”
said the Canadian juntor, ‘““IHang
1t, he doesn’t know anybody in this
district yet. HHe hasn't had a
chance! In my opinion it’s just
bravado—just a sort of move to
show that he isn’'t afraid of the
authortties. Tle's Ienton’s uucle,
and he mcans to throw his weight
about. T'll bet he'll be back within
a quarter of an hour.”

“Rats to him!” said Fullwood,
with a grunt,

In the meantime, Uncle Robert
was creeping along the corridor
very cautiously, He knew his bear-
mngs, for he had made a careful
survey of the upper passages and
the staircase during the evening.

There was something very busi-
nesslike in everything that Uncle
Robert did, He was ‘“breaking
bounds " deliberately, and, know-
ing that it would be difficult to
conceal the fact from the two
juniors who shared his dormitory,
he had not hesitated to tell them
boldly.

ITe could have waited until I'ull-
wood and Russell were asleep; hut
there was ahlways the chance that
one of them would awaken and
find the empty bed. On the whole,
it was better to go off telling them
that he was rather keen on night
strolling.

Uncle Robert was thinking of
the future; and, according to his
plans, there would be many such
nights as this. So it was just as
well that Fullwood and Russell
should know of his habits at the
very beginning.

NCLE ROBERT erept along
l I the corridor on his way to

the stairs, It was his

intention to get down to
lis study and make his exit that
way. Already he was congratulat.-
ing himself on the casiness of it all.
Unfortunately for him, ho was just
a little too premature.

By now he had passed the bath-room, and
80 ge did not see the door of that room
On the threshold stood Fenton, of the
Sixth. The school captain gave a start ot
curprise as he saw that figure creeping along
thio corridor. Then he frowned heavily when
he recoguizcd his nncle, A grim look came
into his face. He waited until the other
had dizappeared down the stairs, and then
followed cautiously. _

He saw Uncle ﬁnbert reach his study in
the Remove passage; saw him enter, and a
few moments !ater heard the window being
opened cautiously. Hesitating only briefly,
Fenton himself strode into the study and

opoen.
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went to the window., He was just in time)
to sce the junior disappearing into the fog.
Quickly, quietly, he opened the window and
followed., Ile meant to catch his scamp of
an uncle redhanded!

BBy now Chester had crossed the foggy
West Square, had passed through West
Arch, and, having crossed the Triangle, was
on the point of climbing over the school
wall.

“Chester!” came a grim voice out of the
darkness. “You young rascal! Stop!”

Uncle Robert gave a gasp of startled sur-
prise as he felt his leg seized 1n a firm grip.
He found himself pulled down from the
wall, to be confronted by the stern features
of Ienton.

“What's the idea of this?” went on the
school captain harshly. **Breaking bounds,
ch. you voung sweep!”

Uncle Rober* ealised that the game was
up. His surprise quickly vamished, to be
replaced by a calin insolence.

“That's not the wav to address your
unele I”” he said. ““*And I can go for a stroll
if I like, can’t I%”

For a moment Fenton beeame specchless
with anger. Then, very deliberately :

“Oh, you're going for a stroll, are you?”
said I'enton, his voice becoming deadly.
“All right, my lad! You will go for a
stroll—but it'll be to my bed-room! Come
along

““Here, confound you
myv collar!”

Fenton's grip became tighter.

“There’s got to be an understanding be-
tween you and me!” he said. ““And there's
no time like the present! So if you don’t
mind, we'll go along to my bed-room and
have a heart-to-heart talk !”

And, continuing to hold Uncle Robert by
the seruff of the neck, IEdgar Fenton pro-
pelled him back into the school buildings and
along to his own bed-room in the Sixth Form
quarters,

' Take your hand off

CHAPTER 7.
Straight From the Shoulder!

o OW!"” said Fenton erisply. &
They were both standing in tho

bed-room, and Uncle Rolert was

looking defiant and flushed. His
nepnew, for the first time, appeared (o be
enjoying himself. There were no other pre-
feets present now—no onlookers of any kind.
Unele and nephew were alone,
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“Give an account of yourself!” said
I'enton. * Come along, Chester! How is it
1 a (AL
that I found you breaking bounds?”

“What's the idea of calling me ¢ Chester,’

as though I were a stranger?” demanded
the new boy, with a truculent air.
“Never mind that now,  Answer my

question.”
“I was going for a stroll, if you want to
know,” said Uncle Robert.

“Oh! You were going for a stroll?”

“Yes."

“ After lights-out?”

“Yos."

“On a foggy night?”

" Xoa"

“It's just as well that we should get this
quite e]]e&r,” said Fonton, his voice be-

coming more stern than ever. “l suppose
you realise, don't you, that you're a silly
voung imbecile?”
“T don't see that it is your business
“Not my business!” echoed Fenton,

the head prefect of this House.”
“Yes, but—"

“If I had found any other junior in yonr
position I should hiave had no alternative but
to report him to my Housemaster,” continued
Fenton.

“But my being your uncle makes me
fairly safe, eh?" suid the new boy, with a
knowing grin.

“No, confound wou!” retorted Tenton
angrily, *““The fact that you are my unclo
makes no difference at all, DBut you happen
to be a new kid—and that's why I'm going to
be lenient with you. I should be just the
same with any other new fellow. I shall give
you a swishing and send you back to bed.
But if ever you break bounds again and I
get to know about it therc'll be a different
sequel.”

Uncle Robert shrugged hLis shoulders.

“It’s jolly casy to talk,” he said in a
sneering voice, ‘‘but you can't fool me like
that, Edgar——"

“Don’'t call
sweep!”

“It’s your name, isn't 1t?"

“Yes, it's my name—but it's not for vou to
use,” replied the St. Frank’s skipper, ¢ My
name is I'enton.”

“And I'm your Unele Robert,” said thao
junior sweetly. “And I'd better tell vou
that it isn't dignified for a nephew to addre:s

his uncle——"
snapped Fenton., “This

“That’s enough "
uncle and nephew business is finished.
It was a bit of &

Understand ? It’s finished !

joke at first, but it's over now. We might
as well have a thorough understanding at the
commencement, Chester,”

35

“1'm

me ‘ Ldgar,” vou young

“Oh, go ahead!” said Unrncle Robert
resignedly.  “I suppose it's going to be a
lecture now? Great Scott! A nephew
lecturing his unele! What i3 the world
coming to?”

“You're quite wrong about a mnephew

(Continued on pags 26.)
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes lo answer, in bis own unique fashion, airy

quesiion

“N.L.” readers care lo submit to him.

But, although of a ceriaiily

the resulls will be amusing and enlerlaining, the Editor lakes no responsibiiily

for their veracily.

HO FANG WONG (London), This Chinese
lad—at least, he .says he’s Chinese, but
actually I have a suspicion he is pulling my
lecg—tells me that he’s coming to St. Frank’s
next term. Indeed! What has St, Frank’s
done to deserve this? Ilo says he can speak
French, Siamese, Japanese and Chinese, Ho,
is that so? (Excuse the pun.) So can L
Vous goee and chopee chop suey, Ho!

E. SEWELL (Enfield). I'm very surprised
io hear that your cousin thinks I fight too
mnch. What’s given her that impression? 1
think she must have got mixed up with some
nther chap. Why, everybody knows that I’m
all for peace and quietude. So you think
Willy i1s a better boy than I? Why, you
chump, I've a good mind to give you a black
eve, a swollen nose and enlarged ears.

ARTHUR ALDRIDGE (Tottenham), This
complimentary lad thinks I'm like a bullock,
and says that my hair reminds him of a
horse’s mane, 'Thanks very much for the
honguets. Of course, I'm as strong as a bul-
lock, and I expect you're oaly jenlous because
I got such a remarkable mop of hair. Arthur
wants me to tell him what clubs he should
nse for playing golf. Golf clubs, of course,

LESLIE BARBER (Salop) wants me to
give him a few hints on scrapping. Actions
speak louder than words, Leslie, and I suggest
you come along to St. Frank’s and- I'll give
vou some personal tuition. Don’t forget to
hring a suit of armour with you. You’ll need
it when 1 get going,

A. OLIVER (Wellington, New Zealand)
asks if I collect coins, How the dickens can
1 when that young ass, Willy, i1s always
pestering me for five bobs?

GEORGE KEATRY (London). You're an
insulting chump, and my answer to yon is—
rats, rats, and then more rats!

J. BOWLING (Nelson), The best detec-

Write o Handforth, c/o the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, fo-day.

tive at St. Franks is—Nelson Lec. There's
another fellow who runs him a close secordl
His initials are E. O, H.

A. GRAY (Bristol) asks if my Austin Seyven
can do more than six miles per hour. Six!
Just you come along to St. Frank’s, my lLui.
I’ll tie you to my car and then make you
run behind it. You'll soon know if it ean o
more than six miles an hour then.

(Barrow-in-

K. RALPH “POPGUN"
Furness) would like to know who Vasco de
Gama wa¥% Never heard of him. Perhaps he
invented vaseline, old man. And, look he:c,
“Popgun,” what’s the idea of calling me o
blundering fathead. I only wish I was behiud
you with a popgun!

BOOMERANG BANGS (Wellington, New
Zealand) wonders why on earth my hair
always sticks out a mile. Well, it’s my har
to do what I like with, isn’t 1t?

OLIVE SPRAGG (Birmingham) suggests
that I should train my hair so that it falls
into waves, Sorry, Olive, but 1 have no
desire to look like the Atlantic Ocean, anrl
I'm sure I don’t want Churchy or Mae, who

.are baa satlors, to be secasick by locking ut

me,

RANULPH L. ANTROBUS (Wellington,
Somerset). Here’s the answers to your ques-
tions: (1) If an apple a day keeps the
doctor away, what will seven apples and

two  helpings  of apple-pudding do?
—1 shouldn’t like to say. (2) If Mr, Pyeratt
is an ass, what are you?—1l'm unable to

discuss this matter because 1 refuse to e
comparcd with old Pyecraft. (3) Who i3 the
best goalie and cricketer in the Remove?
—Don’t ask silly questions. Much as I like
booting Gorve-Pearce, I ecannot kick him
1,000,000 times as you suggest. I have cther
things to do between now and when T reach
the age of ninety-nine, thank you!
EDWARD OSWALD.
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The Worst Boy in the School!
(Continued from page 24.)

lecturing his uncle,” retorted Fenton. *“This
little scene now being enacted in the head
prefect’s bed-room is a talk between the
aforesaid head prefect and a cheeky junior.
The sooner you get that into your thick head
the better. 1'm IFenton of the Sixth, and
vou're Chester of the Remove. Yrom this
minute onwards that's going to be our re-
lationship.”

Unecle Robert scowled. He did not quite
like FFenton’s stern, authoritative tone; and
there was something about I'enton, too, that
stifled some of his effrontery,

““Oh, we won’t argue!"” he said, becoming
sulky and sullen. “1I quite understand that
von don't like having a junior unecle in the
same school as yourself, Lut facts are facts,
and you can’t get over them. You can call
me by my surname as much as you like, but
I shall still be your uncle.”

“Now, look here, kid,” said the school
captain earnestly. “Don’t you think we've
had about cnough of this nonsense?”.

“Quite enough."”

“Let's sce if we.can't get along together,”
. » . . . nuniin TR )
continued Fenton in his kindly way., “You're
new to this school, and I'd like to give you o
helping hand.”
“You don'’t say so!”

“It’ll be pretty hard, though, if you keep
up this tone,” continued Fenton. *I'd like
to know why on earth you took it into your
head to break bounds to-night? Where were
you going, anyway?"”

“I told you.”

“You told me that vou were going out for
a stroll, but I'm not quite a fool,” said
IFenton. ““Nobody in his right senses goes
out for a stroll on a dark, foggy night.”

“We all have different tastes,” said Uncle
Robert, j

“Does this mean that you're not going to
tell me the truth?”

“I've already told you the truth !” said the
new junior truculently, “Confound it, why
can't you be satisfied? And as soon as you
have finished amusing yourself I'll go. I'm
rather keen on that stroll. 1 like fogs.”

Fenton gave it up,

“So you're telling ime—you, a junior—that
vou still intend to go for that stroll?” he
said, with ominous ealmness. “You're tell-
ing your head prefect that you have every
intention of defying the school regulations?”

““If you like to put it that way—ves.”

“Then it’s no good talking to you any
longer,” said I'enton resignedly. “You're
coming back to your bed-room—now! And
if I have any moro of your impertinence I'll
swish vou on the spot.”

Edgar Fenton had an abundant supply of
good-nature, but his patience was exhausted
at last. Talking obviously was useless. It
was the time for action !
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NCLE ROBERT  shrugged  his
l l shoulders, .
“Well, can I go?" he asked, with a

yawn,

“You can go when I tell you—and not
before !

Fenton spoke sharply. Matters had reached
a point when his exasperation was acute,
This remarkable uncle of his was getting on
his nerves. He stared in astonishment when
he saw that his companion was walking
towards the door. He watched wonderingiy
as Uncle Robert placed his hand on the knol
and turned it

“Hold on!"” said Fenton sharply.

Uncle Robert took absolutely no notice;
he opened the door and prepared to walk

out. It was clearly a habit of his to ignorr
. P u*‘-'\n_n it mlnnend hirma i An an 11“1’ 1l1‘
LJ\..JUP]U WY LA LE AW lrl‘- RO AL LIAARE LOWF LASF BTG el LA e &N

was rather a risky proceeding to ignore thc
school captain. In two strides Fenton wuas
across the room, and he seized his uncle by
the seruff of the neck as the latter was aboul
to disappear.

“Come here, confound
hotly.

He pulled the junior inte the room anc
closed the door again. Uncle Robert lookec
flustered and dishevelled, and his eyes were
gleaming dangerously.

“Didn't I tell you to stay here until I gave
you permission to go?” demanded Fenton
wrathfully, *“By Jove! Do you think you
can defy me—just because you're my uncle?
Haven't 1 told you that that game won't
work ?"

“1 didn’t mean to sav anvthing,” replied
Uncle Robert thickly, “but now I will. Let
me tell you straight out that I came to this

11

you!” said I'entor

gchool with a full understanding of my
advantages.”

“Advantages?”  said  TIenton.,  “What
advantages?”

“Well, first and forcmost, I'm your
uncle—="

“That doczn't count at all,” said the head
prefect.

“Yes, it does!” said Uncle Robert, becom-
ing cooler. “You'vre my nephew, and you're
the school captain. While I'm at St. Frank’s
I'n going to do just as I like. I don't earo
a snap for the school rules and regulatious.
If I do anything to transgress them there’s
not much chance of my being spotted Ly a
master, and if a prefect comes along I shall
tell him. to refer me to you.”

“And do you think they’ll take auy
notico of you?” asked TFenton contemptu-
ously. “My poor kid! If you're bowled out
by Wilson or Conroxr major. or one of the
others, you'll be dealt with on the spot.
There’ll be no question of referring vou to
me. In fact, the cheekier you are the more
chance there’ll be of your getting an extra
hard swishing. Tho faet that vou are niyv
uncle won't help you in the least.” :

“Won't 1t?"” retorted Uncle

: Robert,
“We'll see about that !

Dou't foreet thut
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you've got vour prestige to think about.
You won’t want the school to talk of my
misdeeds, will you? It might refleet upon
vour own reputation. For cxample, you
won't tell anyvbody that you collared me
breaking bounds to-night. Far better to
keep it dark, eh?”

Fenton took a firm grip on his uncle’s
collar, and he swung the junior round.

“That’s just about enough from yov ! he
said eurtly. “I don't know how ['ve had
enough patience to stund you all this time!
And now, young man, vou're going to get
a taste of something unpleasant !

Ho reached for a cane, and Uncle Robert’s
ryes gleamed evilly,

“DBetter go easy [V
attempted to get away.
with that cane——"

Swish |

“Hi 1" roared Uncle Robert.

he panted, as he
“If you touch me

“You silly

CHAPTER 8.
A Vindictive Spirit]

LIVE RUSSELIL, sitting up in bed,

‘ peercd neross the room in the gloom.
“What's up?” he asked, in bewil-

derment. “ What’s been happening 77

“Nothing much,” said Fullwood. “JIen-
ton’s just brought his uncle in here—by the
secruff of the ncck.”

“It’s the last time he'll do i, though!”
satd Uncle Robert, his voice vibrating with
passion. ‘“He won’t have another chance,”

“I suppose you were colared as you tricd
to snecak out ?” asked Fullwooed.

“You can suppose what you like |”

“Thanks—I will 1” said Fullwood dryly.
“My son, this sort of game docsn’t jav.
When I first came to St. Frank’s I was a
reckless sort of beggar, and I thought it wus

great fun to break bounds and dely the
school regulations. But I’ve learned betier

tooll Look out——" sense. There’s no real satis
S wish—swish—swish ! faction in acting the giddy
Edgar Fenton plied the cane ox.”
enthusiastically, and he plied “When I want a eermon
it with force, too. Uneclo from you Tl ask you to
Robert writhed and twisted preach!”  snapped nele
and squirmed, but he could Robert. “T'll have my own
not escape that chastisement. back on Fenton for this!
He deserved it—he deserved He’s my nephew, and I'H
more. make him suffer.”
““Now, my son,” panted “Well, you needn’t be sc
Fenton at last, “perhaps you vindictive about it,”" put in
will realise that 1 am in Russell coldly. *“What has

carnest ! Now then, come along with me 1"
“You—yon "

“You'd better leave it unsaid
i“enton,
again,”

He hustled his uncle to the door, and a
moment. later they were going along the
corridor.  TFenton did not stop until he
reached Uncle Robert’s bed-room. With ono
hand he flung the door open, and with the
other he heaved the junior inside.

“There’s your bed—get into it:” he said
curtly. ‘““And if I have any more check from
you, Chester, I'll give you the hiding of
yvour life, What you'’ve just had 1s only a
taster,”

Uncle Robert said nothing. He reeled into
the room and sat down heavily on his bed.
He was breathing hard, but he made no
reply.

“Hallo I said Fullwood sleepily, as he sat
up in bed. “What's the rumpus? Is that
you. Fenton ?”

“It’s all right—you can go to slecp again,”
said Fenton gruffly. “Sorry 1 disturbed
vou, young 'un. Good-night !"

And TFenton, without another
his nnele, retired, and closed the door.
felt that he had acted in the only possible
way 1n the cireumstances,  Uncle Robert
was tno big for his boots, and firm treatment
at the very outset was the only course.

Not. that this firm treatment had had any
real effect.

I?!

] put In
“I might get hold of that cane

lance at
He

Fenton done, anyway ?”

“Iis duty, of course,” said Fullwood.

“ Exactly,” agreed Russell. “FFonton i3
the head prefect of this llouse, and :f he
hadn’t brought you back to bed, Chester. he
would have failed in his duty. Fenteon's a
good sort, but he’s pretty strict. And that's
all to his eredit.” <

“He’s my nephew, and I'm poing io nake
him pay for what he’s done to-niglht!”
sald Uncle Robert fiercely. ““He's got a
good name in the school, hasn't he ?”

Fullwood’s expression hardened.

“Look here, Chester,” he satd grimly, I
don’t like vour tone, TIf you're thinking of
harming I'enton, you’ll have the whole
Remove against yvou, and the sooner vou get
that fact into vour thick head, the better.
We all know Fenton—we know that he's a
thorough sportsman—and if you do anything
to harm him, we'll slaughter you !”’

“Like a shot!”” agreed Russell promptly.

They both turned over, then., and went {o
sleep. They were fed-up with Uncle Robart;
thev disliked him intensely, and they were
very sorry that he had been placed in theie
study. -

He was exactly the opposite to Edgar
Fenton. Fenton was open and honcest—as
straight as a die. Unele Robert was ceoro-
tive, and he had every avnpearance eof heing
crooked. Tullwood and Russell were rather
concerned for Fenton’s foture. Saddled with
an uncle like this in the scheo!, he wou!
have rather a had time of it. But. after all,

L1t was not their business, and Fenton was
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ln'ul_miﬂj' quite (‘;1}};”;10 Eﬂr}ugh to look after
his own good name.

So, within five minutes, Fullwood and
Russell were asleep again. Unele Robert
waited until he heaed them Infultlling‘ evenly,
then he !‘(N-» feam his bed, evept to the {lﬂﬁr
and slightly opened it.  Ile stood there,
listening.

Not a sound came fiom the corridor. Thcere
wias no light gleaming, and it seemed to himn
that the Ancient House had finally gone to
sleep. :

Treading eavefullv, he slipped through the
doorway and pulled the door gently to after
him. 'Then he erept along to the stairs and
made hiz way down them.

UTSIDE it was decidedly fogay.
O Eleven {II'("ID[,I\. was booming cut
from the old elock tower as Uncle
Robert stole silently out of the win-
dow of Study 1. in the Remove passage. Tt
was easy to gei out of the study window and
to slip acvoss the dark, deserted West Square.

Havinge located West Areh, Unele Nebert
then erept accoss the Triangle and reached
the scheol wall, Tt did not take Hhim long
to Jump up and ehimb over,

“Good! Done it this time ™
trivmphant!y, az he
[anc.

There wa- nothing haphazard abont Unele
Robert's movenents, for he set off down the
lane at a brisk walk, ITe was not merely
out for a stroll. And yet., what could this
new boy expeet to do on his very first night
at St. Frank's?  There was  something
mysterious about thic mission of his—some-
thing rather vemarkable, Tn facet. there was
not the sheldest doubt that it had been eare
fulle planned in advanee.

The mist was thicker down by the village,
and Unecle Rebvert found himself walking
blindly onw .-l-:l In was not until he beheld
a brick wall looming up eloze to him that ho
checked, amld then, upon closer investigation.
he found that thwe briek wall was a part of
the bridee which eros=ed the River Stowe.

“I've come too far!” he muitered.

He turned back on his tracks, and, keep-
e close te the side of the road, he <001
arvived at the high, menacing wall of Moat
tHollow. Uncle Robert scemed to be very
intevested in th's old honse,  Ile had already
given it an inspecetion by dayvhight; so now
he was more o loss Buniliar with the ground,
Nevertheless, it was some little {ime before
he found his exact bearvings,

The mist was veey thick here—very foggy,
but at last, alier uhuuhlmg once or twice
over unsuspected clumps of damp grass, he
arrived at a small door set in the back
wall of the grounds, At the rear of him
stretehed Dellon Woods, duvk, myvstertous,
and silent.

He had come
of the grounds,
need not have

he muttered
found himself in the

vicht rotmad the anter wall
and now he knew that he
taken all this trouble. Ior

there was o little footpath leading through | matter
| you?”

the trees which nined the lane higher up.

He tried the door, but it was locked. The
wall was so high that it was practically im-
possible to scale it—at least, without a
ladder. The place was almost like a prison.

“Well, we shan't be long now,” murmured
the new boy.

He produced an electric torch from his
pocket, and he flashed it on. Then, making
a careful examination of the door, he at
last found a tiny knob on one of the posts,
low down, and so made that it resembled
an imperfection of the wood. It was, in lacr,
a cunningly concealed bell-push.

Unele Robert pressed it, and waited.
Nothing happened for two or three minutes.
Then he fancied he heard faint footsteps,
and this was followed by the sound of a
bolt being drawn back. The door opened
silently in front of him, and a face pcered
out at him.

“Who is it ?"” came a soft voice.

“All right. Mr. Clegg-—only me!”
Unele Robert.

“Come in, Bob!”

Uncle Robert entered. and the door was
closed and bolted again. This affair was
kmcnmmg more and more mysterious.  DBut
["nele Robert himsell did not scem to be im-
pressed.

sald

said the voice,

“Hang it, Clegg, what's the reason for
all this idiotic mystery?"” he asked 1m-
patientiv. *““You told me¢ that yon would

have a special kind of bell- {:u«h—ahhnufrh it
took me a deuce of a time to find 1t—Dbut
what's the idea? Your place isn‘t an
anarchists’ nest!”

“Never you mind, Bob—never you mind !
said the other. “This seercey 18 necessary.
We couldn’t get along without 1t. And the
less we talk out here the better, Wait until
we get indoors.”

They walked through the deserted garden
—which was more or less a wilderness—and
at length thev reached the back door of
the house lfh[‘]f Uncle Robert's eompanion
led the wavy in, and the door was soon
closed. The new fellow in the Remaovoe
found himself in a passage, with a dim light
some little distance down. Ile loaked at
his companion, and s=aw an elderly man.
rather stoutish in avpearance, with a red,
eood-natured face. This, in short, was DMr.
Simon leae, the new tenant of Moar Hollow,

It was rather diflienit to judge his station

in life.  He was well dressed, and he was
smoking a big cigar. In a vague sort of
way, he suggested the showman of sorts—

there was a theatrieal air about him.

“Well, Bob, my lad, I'm glad to sce yon
again,” said Mr. {"hgg as he patted Unele
Robert on the back. “IHow is everyvthing
going?  How do you hke this new school
of vours?”

“We don't need to talk here, do we®”

asked Unecle Robert bhluntly,

“Well, no,” said the other. “What's the
with vou? A bit peevish, aren't
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Proudly Mr, Clegg showed the artistically decorated cellar of Moat Hollow to hils young visitors
““ So this is to be the night club, is it ? ** said Uncle Robert enthusiastically,

Uncle Robert did not reply, and

Mvr. ! chickens before they are hatched.

And as

Clegg, with a grin, led the way down the | far as this particular affair is concerned, the

dimly lit passage,

CHAPTER 9.
The Secret of Moat Hollow!

R, SIMON CLEGG entered a large, ! be a doorkecper on duty all the time.

comtortable apartmoent, where a bhig

fire was blazing in the old-fashioned

grate.  ‘The room was furnished
cosily, and a lamp was standing in the
middle of the table, shedding a warm, coni-
forable glow round 11,

“1 expeeted you nearly an hour ago,”
sald Mr. Clegg, as he sat down., * You said
that you would be here at half-past ten.”

“So I should have
had gone right,” repliecd Unecle Raobert, as
he, too, sat down. “ But I was spotted, and
detained.”

Mr, Clegg removed the cigar
month, and looked alarmed.

“By hokey!” he cjaculated,

from his

mean that you are going to have some
trouble—later 77

"“Of ecourse it doesn’t™ soid the junior.
“Fou needn't get the wind up, Clegg.

]":‘:'i‘fr‘thil'l,‘..!,"ﬁ going to he all right,”

"You were always canfident. weren’t yon,
Bob 77 asked Mr., Clegg.  *But it’'s easy
enntrh to he confident when vou haven’t any
responsibility on yonr shoulders. I've had
too many failures in my time to conunt my

“Daoes this ?

}

. Unecle Robert,

been—if everything |

more seerecy we can have. the neiter.

“Don’t you think it would be a good idea
for vou to provide me with a key to that
back door?”

1t won't be rww‘*?ﬁﬂ:‘y,” said Mr. Clegg.
“When we get, things going properly, there'll
And
I'im going to have a httle shiding panel
made—a kind of spyhole—so that there won't
be any mistakes,”

“Oh, well, you can do as you like,” said
“Tt’s not my business—and
I'll leave you to attend to your own end of
the job. How are things going here?”

" Pretty well,” said Mr. Clegg. ‘“Would
you like to have a look ai the den of
miquity #"

“That’'s what I've come for.”

Mr. Clegg rose to his teet, and placed
a hand on Unecle Robert’s shoulder,

“Look here, Bob, my lad, if yon and I are
to get on well rogether, you'tl have 1o aiter
vour toue,” he said. *“We made a certain
arrangement—as soon as I heard that .you
were coming to St, Prank’s—and 1T would
like yon to remember that I'm the boss of
the show. Unless yon can take orders from
me in a good spirit, we shan't get along.”

“Perhaps I'm a bit peeved to-night,” said
Unele Robert, influenced by his companion’s
tourch,  “All right, Mr. Cloegg. We shall
ot along together smoothly enough.”
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“That’s better!” said the new
Moat Ilollow. “And do you think you'll |
be able to provide me with any—customers "

“1 don't think anything about 1t—I'm
certain,” replied Uncle Robert,  “OF course,
I haven't had time to look round wvct, but
there are bound to be heaps of fellows who
will be ready enongh to spend their money.”

“You think they have the money fto
¥ end?” _
“Pots of 1t!" said Uncle Robert, with

a grin, “Why, I've already found out that

there ave lots of titled fellows in the school.

Millionatres' sovs, anud other ehaps whorhave
L

quids and quids to spend. You can leave
the customers to me, Mr. Clegg. I'll bring

thoem here.”
“Good lad!” gaid Mr, Clege cheerfully.
e led the way out of the room, and once

more they turned into the dimiy lit pas-
sare. This time they went right to the end;
then Mr. Clege paused, and waved a hand

towards the blank wall,

“How's that?” he asked, with the air
of onc who 1s exhibiting a picce of his handi-
work,

“How's what?"” asked Uncle Robert. “I
can't sce anything.”

* Have another look.”

“Is this a joke?” asked the junior, as he
peered forward, and then turned his gaze
upon Mu. (_11”"‘ “There's nothing here but
a blank wall.”

The man chuekled, reached out a hand,
and touched something. Ipstantly the blank
wall slid notselessly open, revenling a fhght
of carpeted steps which led downwards.

“Well, I'm hanged!” s=aid Uncle Robert,
staring.
“§ didu't tour round the halls as an

illusionist for nothing,” said -Mr. Clegg comn-
placently, **I had five years at that game,
Bob. Expericnee is a great teacher.”

“Well, you certainly learned your business
all right,” said Uncle Robert, **1 hadn’t the
faintest idea that there was a door here. But
what's the idea of all this sccreey business *”

% :lH i the game, voung ’un—all 1n
the game!” said Mr. Clegg, with another
chuckle., “The more mystesious the Letter,
Go ahead ! Let's
wicked erime cellar.”

Unele Robert went down the stairs, his feet
miaking no sound on the soft carpet. And
when he reached the eellar itself, which was
brilhantly Huminated, he looked round him
in wonder and in admiration.

Certainly nobody would have believed that
it. had once been a cold, cheerless ecllar. Yot
this house was very suitable for Mr. Clegg’s
purpoze—whatever it happened to be, There
was the one huge cellar, extending bencath
the whole ground floor plan. Here and there
pillars rose, but they were now hardly re-
cognisable as pillars. For they were artistie-
ally draped with gaily-coloured silks and
imitation tapestrics. All the walls, too. were
hung with bright draperies. The entire floor
was covered with a new,
parvqueting. It was, indeed, a dance floor.

tenant of |

hear what you think of the

smoothlv-polished |

The centre portion of this astonishing
cellar was clear, but round the walls terﬁ

were neat hitlﬁ; tables dotted ‘;buu* And
over on ona side there was a aplendidly
equipped  refreshment  bar—of  gleaming

mahogany, with rows of bottles in the rear,
with glass sandwich cases on the counter, and
with show-cases filled with chocolates, On the
other side of the ecellar there was a kind ot
ratsed platform, and on this platform there
were musie-stands, chairs, and the entire
impedimenta of a drummer.

“Well " aszked Mr. Clegg contentedly,

“Why, it's wonderful !”” said Uncle Robert,
when lie could find his breath.

COMING NEXT WEEK! ~wwananan
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“] thought vou would like it.”

“It must have cost you a pretty penny,
Mr. Clegg!” said the junior, staring.
“1‘141.'.“{,&!13 everything 1 had!" said the

man, becoming serious,
bit anxious. 1 want to get my monecy back,
you know, If the game g,{u s all right it'll bo
a paying proposition. I shall huve my moncy
returned within the first two or three months
Not that I think there's any real risk. This
place i1s going to be run on the right lines.”
Fenton's uncle performed one or two danco
steps on that smoeooth floor. I'hen he camo
to a halt again.
Mr,

“That’ s why I'm =

“I don’t know how von managed it,
Clege ! he said at leugth,

“Well, it’s taken a bit of time,"” satd Mr.
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Clegg complacently. “I’ve been here for two
or three weeks, remember,”

““And now you're ready for the opening
ceremony, eh?’ said the junior in an eager
voice. ‘“By Jovel A regular night club!”

Mr. Simon Clegg nodded.

“Exactly I” he agreed. "“The first night
club to be opened in a dull, quiet country
village like Bellton |

NCLE ROBER'T walked round inspect-
l l ing the band enclosure, the bar and
everything else connected with tha
extraordinary night club.
“How about getting away quickly?”

“THE

SPORTS OF
ST. FRANK’S.”

A night club in Bellton !

Sinelair and Grayson and Gore-Pearce
and others of the same Kidney at St.
Frank’s accept with open arms this oppor-
tunity to indulge their disreputable habits,

led on by Robert Chester : Chester, a
newcomer to the Remove—and Edgar
Fenton’s uncle.

Poor old Fenton ! As captain of the
school it’s bad enough to know that he
has an unele in the Junior School, but
when that uncle is a thorough young
rotter——

The next grand yarn in this amazing
school series will grip readers from the
first chapter. Make sure you don’t miss
it, chums !

“THE FOUR-LEGGED

EAGLE!"

Look out for another enthralling
instalment of this magnificent serial in
next Wednesday’s issue of the Old Paper.

Also many other popular and amusing
features.

s ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Easy enough,” said Mr. Clegg, with a
chuckle. “You see, there’s only one normal
entrance and exit—and that 1s by mecans of
the stairs, But in case of a sudden alarm,
there are two secret doors which 1 can open

i a {lash. They lead into another cellar.”

“What’s the good of that?”

“Kvery good,” replied Mr., Clegg.
“Before I entered into possession of this
place I found out that there was a kind of
tunnel leading from these cellars to a spot
somewhere near the river, It was used a
long time ago, when a man named Smith
was in occupation.”

“And is this tunnel fit to be used?”

“Tt wasn’t—but it is now,” said the night
club proprietor. ““I had it all cleaned out
and prepared. If this place contained fifty

| hold.
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people, and there was a sudden warning,
they ecould all be in the tunnel within thirty
seconds, And when they emerged they would
be half a mile away from the Moat Hollow
grounds,”

“That’'s a jolly cute idea,”
Robort, grinning.

“T don’t suppose we shall ever have to use

csaid Unelo

it, because there’'ll be no reason for an
alarm,” said Mr. Clegg, “But there’s
nothing like being on the safe side. Quite
apart from that, it adds to the—well,

glamour of the place to have all these pre-
parations made. I know what I'm doing,
young ‘un. You can leave this to me.”

“How about the village people?” asked

the new 8t. Frank's fellow. “Do they
suspect anything?”

“Suspect!” echoed Mr. Clegg. “Dy
hokey, no! They look upon me asz very

genial, harmless sort of retired merchant.”
“You don't say so!” grinned Uncle Robert,

“But I do say so,” continued Mr, Clegg.
“I'm doing most of my business locally—that
is to say, all orders for my ordinary house-
Fverything connected with the night
club is naturally being dealt with in other
quirters. 1 have taken the pains to get my-
self on good terms with everybody in general.
I have contributed to the local charities, and
I have made a practice of tipping people

very liberally. Oh, yes, Bob! I'm quite
popular in Bellton.”
“With the police, too, eh 7"
‘““Police-constable  Sparrow, of Bellton,

regards me as a kind of millionaire,”
chuckled Mr. Clegg. “I have tipped him
soveral times, and I have even asked him to
keep a special eye on this property.”

“What!”

“There’s nothing like it!” said Mr. Clegg
enthusiastically. ‘‘Incidentally, Sparrow has
got abont as much brain as his namesake, the
homely little bird.”

‘“All the same, isn’t it a bit risky 1"

“Not in the least,” said Mr. Clegg.
“We're not ready to start business just yet,
but when we are I will guarantee that every
single avenue of danger 1s closed. I'm gn old
hand at the game, Bob, and I'm not to be
caught napping.”

“How did you get all this stuff in here?”
asked Uncle Robert, looking round,

“Tt came quite openly.”

“Without anybody wondering 7%

“Why should they wonder?”
Clegg. **Most of it came with my usual
furniture-—in pantechnicons, Surely carpets
and chatrs and things ean be delivered with-
out arousing comment 7"’

“But what about the workmen?"" asked the
junior. ““What about this floor—and the bar
—and evervthing else ”

“There have been a good many men at
work here for a week or two,” replied Mr.
Clegg. ““They all came from London:; and
they are quite friendly with me, and I paid
them well, They were onstensibly engaged
upon interior decorations,”

sald Mr.
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“And the band?”

“The band is engaged, and it consists of
five instrumentalists,” said Mr, Clegg coolly.
“They are all members of tho profession.
Out of work music-hall artists—fellows who
have been ‘out’ for weeks and months on
end. They have secured good lodgings, and
they will come here late at night and be
‘secretly admitted, Bellton will know nothing
about them.”

“But they're thoroughly good chaps?”

“Oh, yes!” said Mr. Clegg. *They arc
thoroughly good chaps. And what is more
to the point, they are thoroughly good
musicians. I am paying them a decent wage,
and they understand that as long as this
game lasts they will be in work. So it 1s 1n
their own interests for them to keep mum.”

Uncle Robert walked about, and he was
full of admiration for everything.

“A night club in Bellton!” he grinned at
length, “It's unheard of ! A night club ina
tin-pot little village like this! You're taking
a big risk, Mr. Clegg, you know!"

“One would imagine so at first sight, but
personally 1 don’t think there'll be any risk
at all,” replied Mr. Clegg. * You see, this
village is unusually sitnated. It is a very
quiet little spot, and that, in a way, is all to
our advantage. Then we have 8t. Irank’s
School within five minutes’ walk, and
another big school—the River House—hardly
any further off in another direction. Both
of these sehools contain any amount of young
fellows who have money to spend, and who
have high spirits to get rid of.”

“But you're not going to depcnd upon
these schools for-your customers?”

“QOh, no!"” said Mr. Clegg. “There is
Caistowe within easy distance, to say nothing
of a large number of well-to-do local
residents. On the outskirts of Bellton, and,
in fact, in all dircctions, there are farmers.
The majerity of them are comfortably off,
and if they want to amuse themselves late in
the evening they can only turn to the wire-
less. I suggest that I shall provide them
with much better amusement, The very
novelty -«of a night elub will appeal to the
voung pecople—to the farmers’ sons and
dnugﬁturs. You can take 1t from me, Bob.
that T considered all the pros and cons before
I invested my money 1n this undertaking.”

“Well, I must say you've made some jolly
good preparations,”

“ And now everything will depend upon the
opening night,” said Mr. Clegg, becoming
serious. “‘1 am counting on vou, Bob, and 1
hope you won't let me down.”.

“T'll do my best,” said Uncle Robert
carnestly,

“That's all T expect you to do,” said Mr.
Clegg, nodding, *“When you were at your
former school I did you a very good turn. 1
don’t want to remind you of this, but the
fact remains that I saved you from expulsion,
Even as it was, you were removed from your
school. It was all done very quictly, and
there was no scandal—-"

3
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“It’s turned out a good thing for Loth of
us, so don't ruke it up again,” grunted
FFenton’s vouthiful uncle. “I'd much rather
be at St. Fraunk's—particularly as you're so
near by, Mr. Clegg. And I have a fecling
that we're going to make a big success of
things. When do you propose to open up
the clubi”

“Next week,”

“That’s fine!” said Uncle Robert, “It'll
glve me time to sort out the probables, and
to give them a sonnding.”

It was evident that some lively times were
abead for TUnele Robert—and for St
Frank’s !

¢ 3'M puzeled,”
a4 pause.

said Uncle Robert, after

“Puzeled ¥ repeated Mr. Sihinon
Clege.  **What about 7# _
“Well, what’s the rcason for all this

secrecy 7V

“I chould think the reason would be sell-
evident,” said Mr. Clegg dryly.

“You mean that if you ran the place
openly the police would prompily close it7”

0 W : g ¥ " R g h.

Not so much that,” said DMr. Clegg,
frowning. “I'll admict that I may possibly
do a few things that the police would object
to, but, according to my own hights, I regard
myself as an honest man. 1'm going to open
this place beeause I want to make money,
and there won't be much chance of making
money unless | do the whole thing on the
strict Q.T'. If 1 openecd this place so that the
whole district knew about 1t, I should go
bankrupt.”

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised,” nodded
Uncle Robert,

“To begin with, T could only charge a
couple of bob admission,” satd Mr. Cleoge
thoughtfully. * And that would mean that
it would be lezz exelusive, and the moneyed
people would not come, But by making it
a night club—a sort of secret mstitution—1
shall charge ten shillings a head, just for
admission."”

“Ten bob!" whistled Uncle
that a bit steep?”

“The steeper the better.” said Mr. Clegg
knowingly. “Then. of course, there will be
oxtra charges—refreshments, a special feo
for the dance floor, and o on. If you know
anything about night clubs, Bob. you'll know
that people have to pay even for the privi-
lece of breathing.”

“What mugs!” said Fenton’s uncle.

“You're quite rizhi~—they're mugs!™ said
Mr. Clegg. “And 1'm after the mugs. 1f
they've got money to throw about, I see no
reason why I shouldn't pet lLiold of somne of
it. And I don't call it dishonest, cither.
I shall give them value—in a certain
measure.”

“Well, T must =say the place looks first-
class,” admitted Uncle Rcbert,

“Again,” said Mr. Clegg, as lie lit a fresh
cigar, ‘““there’s the question of the schools.
If this place was run openly, it would Lo
immediately placed out of bounds, and none
of the boys would dave to come near it.  As

Yobiert, “Isn’t

L]
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It is, every member of the club will be
sworn to secrecy, and, for his own sake, he
will keep quiet about it. Don’t you under-
stand, Bob? 'The more sccrecy we can have,
the more certainty of success. And this
secrecy has the additional advantage of
making the mugs believe that they arec get-
ting full value for their money."”

’lghe new fellow in the Remove was about
to make a remark when he pulled himself
up. He had suddenly noticed a figure on the
carpeted stairs. He was surprised. For the
figure was that of a girl—a slim, graceful
girl of about sixteen. She was quietly
dressed, and her shingled hair was dark
brown. And Uncle Robert noticed that she
was decidedly pretty; pretty in a dainty,
sweet way.

Mr. Clegg saw his young companion star-
ing, and he turned his head.

“QOh, Olive,” he caid. *‘I thought you had
gone to bed, my girl.”

“Some men have come, father,” she
replied, in a low, sad voice.
“The musicians,” nodded Mr. Clegg.

“T'hanks, girlie!”
. Uncle Robert looked questioningly at his
ost.

“My daughter,” explained Mr. Clegg, not
without pride,

“But—but T thought——" began the junior.

“I should have said, my stepdaughter,”
corrected Mr. Clegg. ‘““No, my wife isn’t
bere; she’s touring. An actress, you know,
and she’ll be touring for several months yet.
We thought it better that Olive should he
with me. She’s too young to go on the
boards yet. But one day she’ll be a star |”
he added confidently.

The girl seemed to hesitate, and then she
came running down the carpeted stairs.

“Dad!” she said breathlessly. ““Oh, I do
wish you wouldn’t go on with all this!”

Mr. Clegg frowned, and Uncle Robert
loocked interestedly at the girl. ¥le vas
waiting to be introduced, but she had taken
no notice of him. She was looking appeal-
ingly at her stepfather.

“Come, come, girlie!” said Mr. Clegp
soothingly. “ You're not going to go off the
deep end again, are you?”

“Mother warned you. dad,” she said,
clutching at his arm. “She asked you not to
go ahead with all this. Oh, whv do you do
1t? There’ll only be trouble with—with the
police 1”

Uncle Robert felt uncomfortable, and Mr.
Clege patted the girl on her slim shoulder.

“There, lass, you mustn’t be foolish,” he
gaid. “I know what I'm doing.”

“I don’t like it,” said the girl, her voice
very quiet and very earnest, “It isn’t too
late even now, dad .

“Nonsense !”” said the ex-showman, his
voice becoming gruff and impatient. *“‘Go
upstairs, Olive!
silly nonsense. I have put a lot of capital
into this venture, and I don’t intend to drop
1b. "

“But couldn’t you open the place scme-
where else—and conldn’ you do 1t in the

Let’s have no more of this

right way ?” she pleaded. “It isn’t fair to
me, "da.d. Pcople will think strange things

“You are the only ene who thinks stravwe
things,” he interrupted curtly. “Now, vou
had better go.”

“It’s wicked—wicked I” she eried, sud-
denly bursting out. “You are deliberately
planning to drag some of these schoolboyy
into disgrace ! ¥You don’t care what happens
to them—--so long as you get their moneyv!
You're going to incite them to break the
school rules, and to get themselves into
trouble——-»

“Go upstairs I” commmanded her stepfather
harshly.

“It’s wrong!” she panted. “Qh, T wish
mother had taken me with her, mstead of
leaving me in this place!”

And, with her cheeks very pale, the girl
turned and mounted the stairs.

CHAPTER 10.
The Appeall

R. SIMON CLEGG grunted.

M “Don’t take any notice, Bob,” lie
said.  ““She’s highly strung, that
girl. She’ll be all right after we've

opened—after she’s grown accustomed to it.”

“You might have introduced me,” suidl

Uncle Robert.

“By hokey, boy, how could 17" said My,
“Besides, I don’t think she likes
At least, she gave you a pretty hard

Clecg.
o,
ook.”
“¥Yes, I noticed that, too.”
“She knows that you’re my agent, as 1t
were,” continued Mr. Clegg, “and, no

| doubt, she looks upon you as a wrong 'un.

Olive’s all right, but she’'s got some verv
old-fashioned ideas. I've tried to knock
sense into her, but it’s a hard task, The
trouble is, she’s only lately left a high-class
boarding school, and they must have put
some queer ideas into her head.”

If Mr. Simon Clegg had had a right sense
of perspective, he would have seen that his
stepdaughter possessed honest 1deas—sound
ideas. It was he who had a warped sense of
proportion,

Unele Robert was not particularly inter-
ested.

“Didn't she sav that some men had
arrived 7”7 he asked.

“By hokey, ves!” said Mr. Clegg. “1°d
forgotten! Confound the girl! Always
worrying me with her silly notions and
fears ! Stay here, Bob; T’ll bring the gang
down.”

Mr. Clegg hurried away, and the schoolboy
paced up and down over the soft carpet, his
chin sunk down on his chest. He was think-
in%dsaply.

e was pondering over the arrangement
that he had made with Mr. Clege. It was
quite an old arrangement—one that had been
first mooted some months ago, while Uncle
Robert had still been at his former school.
Mr. Clege had often spoken to him of opens
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ing a night club near a geeat T’ublic school.
and at the time the boyv had believed that it
was only a sort of davdream,

But now Mr. Clegg had made 1t a reality.

Moat Hollow was just the place for his
purpose—and it was not only situated near
sSt. I'rank’s, but there was the River House
School, toe. And Bannington was not so
fur off.

Uncle Robert was Mr, Clegg’s official agent
at &t. I'rank’s, as it were. It was his task
to get in touch with those juniors and
seniors who had plenty of money, and who
had a faney for taking risks, Before he
could ponder further over the matter, he
was disturbed by voices, and when he
looked round he saw Mr. Clegg leading the
way down the carpeted siairs, And Dbeo-
hind him there were several men, and they
were carrying various instrument-cases,

“Come along, boyvs,” said Mr. Clegg
briskly. “You don't know my young
friecnd, Bob, do vou? HMe 1is a schoolboy
from St. Frank's, and he's all right, Bob,
meet the gang.”

And presently the “gang ” took their posi-
tions on the raised platform, and they
started operations. There were five men
altogether—youngish fellows, on the whole,
and cheery mortals, At the moment it was
obvious that they were out of practice, but
there could be wo dopbting that they had
the makings of a good band.

NCLE ROBERT took Mr.
l I aside,
“What about

asked,

“The sounds, Bob*"

“Yes,” said the junior. “It's very still
to-night, Mr. Clegg. and if anybody hap-
pens to be passing Moat Hollow he might
hear this music. And then, perhaps, there’ll
be a lot of talk—"’

“You can set vour mind at rest on that
score,” chuckled Mr. Clegg. " Don't for-
got that this cellar s deep down. I've tested
it thoroughly. It doesn’t matter how still
the night 1s, no sounds can get out. At least,
ihey can't get as far as the high wall which
surrounds the grounds.”

“Yes, but if a door is opened——"

“Nothing I interrupted Mr. Clegg. “I’'m
putting the story round that I'm a very keen
radio eothusiast. I've already told people
that T somectimes sit up until two and three
o'clock in the morning, tuning in the

American stations and listening to the dance
music.”

Clegg

the sounds®” he

“That’s not a bad wheeze,” said Uncle]

Robert admiringly, “ What's
he added.

“Well past midnight,” said Mr. Clegg.
“There's no reason why you should remain,
Bob. You can get along home, if you like.
And if you want to see me at any time,
1ust come along. You can come openly in
the daytime, of course—although, perhaps,
it might be as well not to,” he added, with

the time?”

Mr. Clege.
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a thoughtful frown. *Perhaps it would Do
wiser if we pretended to be strangers.”

“That's what I was thinking.”

“Very well, then,” said Mr. Clegg. " If
von want to see me, you can always como
after dark, as vou have to-night. Dut don't
forget that we shall open next week.”

“That's certain?”

“ Absolutely certain,” said Mr. Clegg.

“Rightl You can rely ou me to bring
along as many fellows as 1 can,” promiscd
Uncle Robert.

“I'm sure of it,” nodded the old show-
man. ‘‘Well, good-night, Bob. You know
the way out, don’t you?”

“1 think so,” said the junior. ““Oh, and by
tho way, Mr. Clegg, I get twenty-five per
cent commission on all customers I intro-
duce, don’t 17"

“It's a very liberal percentage,” said
“Yes, that's our arrangement,
For example, if you introduce ten St.
Frank's boys next Wednesday, you'll get
MMt shillings odd. If things go right, I
can keep you well supplied with pocket-
money throughout the term.”

Uncle Robert’s eyes gleamed greedily.

“Right you are, Mr, Clegg!” he said.
“I'm willing to make a bet with you that
I'll have at least ten fellows lhere on your
opening night,”

A minute later he shook hands, and then
passed up the stairs, and went along the
passage to the rear door of the old house.

Just before he reached the outer door he
felt a slight touch on his arm, and when
he turned, he found the slim figure of Olive

1 Clegg near him,

“ Great Scott!” he muttered, startled.

“I want to speak to you for a minpute!”
said the girl, in a low voice. *

Uncle Robert recoverced his composure.

‘“All right, go ahead!” he said. * DBut
what's the idea of this mysterious business?

{1 You gave me quite a turn.”

It was very dim in the passage, and he
could only see the outline of her figure. Yer
he felt that her eyes were fixed scarchingly
upon him.

“You are the boy who is going to help
my father, aren’t you?” she asked tensely.

“Well, I don't quite know what you
mean—"’

““Yes, you do !” she insisted. " You're going
to induce the St. IFrank's bovs to break
bounds—vou're going to get them to come
to this place. And yet vou know, all the

time, that it 1s in defiance of the school
regulations.”
“Oh, hang it!” protested the junior,

“What on ecarth does it matter?”

“It matters everything!” said the gicl,
her voice contemptuous and scornful. “Have
you no sense of deceney? Do you think it's
honourable of vou to put such temptation
into the way of your school-fellows?”

“But your father's night club is going to
be a perfectly rospectﬂbiz affair " protested
Uncle Robert.
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“I'm not talking about my father’s night
club!” said the girl quietly. “Pm trymg
to show you that it is a caddish thing for
you to tempt your school-fellows to break
bounds after lights-out. Oh, you know it’s
wrong—you know it’'s very wrong!”

“You seem to know a lot about Public
school life,” said Uncle Robert wonderingly.

“Didn’t my father tell you that I have
only just come away from a big boarding
school 7’ asked the girl, “And a girls’
school 1s very much the same as a boys’
school. What’s going to happen to thesc
boys if they are discovered? Most of them
will probably be expelled—they will be dis-
graced. And all for the sake of a visit to
this—this horrid place! It isn’t worth it!
And, but for vou, they wouldn’t come at all.
Oh, you ought to be ashamed of yourself !”
_ There was such a world of anger and scorn
in the girl’s voice that Uncle Robert had the

grace to feel himself turning hot.
_ A He felt the gicl's slim fingers tight-
: ening on his sleeve. '
“Pleasc ! she said earnestly. “You'll
promise me that you won’t do this?”

“Yes, but hang it all-——"

“I don’t know why it is, but I have a fecl-
ing that there will be a big lot of trouble if
the St. Frank's boys are brought to this—
this night elub!” went on Olive. “It will
mean trouble for them—trouble for you—and
trﬂu?]e for my father. And then, what about
me 7 i

“I don’t see that yeu'’ve got anything to
grumble at.” grunted Unele Robert.

“I was told that T was coming into the
countrv to enjoy myself until my mother
finished her tour,” said the girl bitterly.
““ And now that T am here I find that—— Oh,
but what's the good of talking? I can’t do
anything—I'm helpless. But you, at least,
can forget all about this night c¢lub. Won’t
vou, please, promise me? Don’t say any-
thing to any of the other boys—don't let
them know that such a place as this exists.”

The new boy in the Remove hesitated. e
felt uncomfortable, but he was not thinking
of this girl’s honesty; he was not thinkinz
of her splendid motives. His only thoughits
were concerned with that eommission which
Mr. Simon Clegg had promised to give him.

“That’s all very well,” he said grufily
“If the chaps like to come here, 1t’Il be their
own doing »
©“It’ll be your doing!” she broke in.

“How 7’ he demanded. “I shan’t force
them to come here; 1 shan't drag them,
Haven’t they got any wills of their own ?”

“0Oh, you are deliberately misunderstand-
ing me,” said the girl angrily. “If they
don’t know that this night club exists, they
won’t want to come. 'There’'ll be no tempta-

HAND came out of the gloom and
touched Uncle Robert on the arm.

tion. But if you go about the school deliber-
ately setting out to induce them o

“I’'m not going to do anything of the
gort I interrupted Unele Robert.  *“They
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won’t need any inducing, if it comes to that.
My part will simply be to tell them about the
night elub. If they like to come, all well
and good. If they like to stay away—well,
they can stay I”

And, after his usual fashion, he turned on
his heel and walked away. The girl stead
there for a moment, biting her lip. She
could hardly believe that this schoolboy had
been so rude—so ill-mannered. Then, with a
sigh, she turned and went upstairs.

Unele Robert found himself outside in the
foggy night. He shivered, pulled his aver-
coat more tightly about him, and picked Lis
way across the wilderness-garden until he
reached that little rear door. He let himself
out and plunged through the wood until he
reached Bellton Lane.

Now that he was outside, his reecent ex-
perience seemed rather unreal. It scemed
impossible that there could be such a com-
fartable, brilliant place as that converted
ccllar so near at hand. A night elub! A
place of music and gaiety! Here, on the
sntskirts of Bellton !

Unecle Robert was grinning as he walked
hack to St. Frank’s.

“By Jove!” he muttered. ** At one tune
[ was nearly on the point of giving way *a
that silly girl’s talk ! This thing means a lot
of money for me, and I'm not going to give
it up! No fear!”

He had definitely decided the point,

“Besides, I'm TFenton’s uncle.” he con.
tinued gloatingly. “T’ve got a pull in this
school ! Fentorn is a good fellow—with a fine
name., I'm as safe as houses here. JFle’s the
school eaptain, and the most ponular fellow
in the Sixth. If anything happens to me. I
shall be safe, because my precious nephew
won't dare to take any action.”

He chuckled over the thought.

“Yf I'm involved in a scandal. TFenton’s
name will suffer, too,” he said contentedly.
“ And that means that there’ll be no seandal,
whatever happens.”

" Unele Rohert was feeline verv contented
with himself when he reached St. FPrank’s.
He elimbed over the school wall and crept
towards the West Square. Within fine
minutes he was inside the Aneient House
and back in his own dormitory, snugghing
down into bed.

He had proved how easy it was to get in
and out. There was nothing in if-——1t was
as simple as A B C.

It really scemed that St. Frank’s was in

lfm* some novel kind of excitement in the
very near future!
(This new serics of yarns is the real

“goods,” isn’t it, chums? A wight club near
St. Frank's; popular Fdgar Fenton saddled
with a young scemp of an unele in (he
Remove—there's goitng to bhe plenty of
excitement at the fawmions old schoal soon.
“The “ Sports® of St. Frank's!' iz the title
o] mext wcek's corking wyarn. Order your

copy now, chums!)
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GOSSIP ABOUT ST. FRANK’S

Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

RED MURLY, of Brixton, tells me
that he has been reading the Old
P’aper for ten years, and he'd like to

know when the first nuinber appeared,

I have given this information before, but as

i "

so many readers are always asking the ques-
tion I'd better repeat it.  No, 1 was
published on June 12th, 1815, although the
first St. I'rank’s story did not appear until
over two years later.
*

BLELGIAN reader—Louis Van Luyck,
A of Oude Gard, ncar Antwerp—sends

me a long and most interesting letter,

telling me of his likes and dislikes in
regard to the St. Irank’s stories. 1 am
alwavs particularly interested in letters from
foreign readers—not because I like them
better than letters from home readers, bug
because it clearly proves that we are all
very much alike, whether we're Lnglish or
Seotch or Belgian or French or German or
ILtalian or Chinese. No matter what race or
colour we are, we all seem to like thrills.
Louis+ is particularly keen upon detective
varns, and he wants me to go back to the
old type of story. when Nelson Lee was very
much to tho fore,

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

- - ]
ILRIYS another reader
who wants more
thrills and more

*detective work—Lieslie

A. W. Bowden, of Ide, near
Fxcter. He says that he
can’t forget the fact that

Nelson Lee is really a great
detective, and he hints that
it's a pity for Lee to wuste

to be in real harpess again; and something

scoms to tell me that very soon he will
actually be in harness agumn,
: * 5

UR photograph this week ig of Wilfred
O Ponsford, and 1t will be remembered
that Mr. Ponsford is the enthusiastic

reader who gave us, through these
columns, a most effective and inexpensive
way of binding the Old Paper into volumes,

Mr. Pousford has asked me for two titles,
and here they ave: Nos. 164 and 165 New
Series—" Avchie’s Lancashire Lass” and
“The Kidnapped Schoolboys.”
# x *

NCE or twice lately I have hinted
O that that old scallywag, Drofessor

Cyrus Zingrave, lecader of that

dreaded eriminal organisation known
as the League of the Green I'riangle, is pre-
paring for more dirty work. Nelson Lee has
had a suspicion of it for some little time,
but in this instance I happen to know some-
thing that even Nelson Lee doesn't know.
The League of the Green Triangle is pre-
paring to let itself lose once more, and it
won't be long before there's
quite a big sensation. Fxactly
how 1 got my inside informa-
tion i1s ncither here nor there.
And I can add that Nelson
Lee and the Irank's fellows
will have their hands pretty
full in the New Year.

Incidentally this informa-
tion should interest John
Richard Milner, of Wood-

thorpe, who wrote telling me
that he considered it was
about time we had something

his talents at St. Frank’s. startlingly new in the way of
Nelson Lee himself has had stories. I think I shall be
something of the sawe 1idea, able to satisfy my chum's
I fanev. althoueh he doesn't .. necds very shortly!
boast mneh wbout his talents. WILFRED PONSFORD " " "
T was having a word with 1 o . ‘
him the other day, and it struck me that ARGARETY MITCHELI, of Lin-
Nolson Lee is getting a bit discontented. He wood, New Zealand, asks me if
didn't grumble or complain  about St Rugby 1s ever played at 8t
Frank's, but T believe he's chafling a bit. T I,‘l'ti”‘kls-, “{‘EE; ljthfm't was Si.‘mtm'
s i . e Tl alk of introducing it. but it ecame to
Perhaps that recent affair of the I'u Chang auhing. Ji Rngi'er—*ut Public Shoyt®

Tong affected him., It gave bim a taste of
the old detective game, and having, as i1t
were, smelt blood, he's straining at the leash
to be up and doing. Nelson Lee is a very
active man, and I faney lie considers that his
schoolmastering 1s rather tame. He wants

|

the smaller boyvs seldom get a chance on the
field. The big, brawny ones carry every-
thing before them, But in Soccer even the
stallest chiaps have an almost equal chance
with the big ones,

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
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CHAPTERS OF OUR FULL-O’-THRILLS SERIJAL !
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Fer.ers Locks

Locke Decides!

ORINA followed, but by the door he
paused to pick up a dagger from
the top of the dressing-chest, He fol-
lowed IL.ocke out of the room and

along the passage to Queen Zita’s boudoir.
The maid was close behind, her eyes wide
with fear and anger.

Locke ushered Lhe general into the room
and waved his hand mockingly.

“The queen!” he said,

Morina bowed. He said something in the
Abronian tongue, but suddenly the relief on
his face faded out. He stared as if he were
in a trance, then, galvanised into activity,
he leapt forward and
seized tne false queen’s
wrist and grabbed the

King Ferdinand Kidnapped !

Crak:

Jacn

sonated Queen Zita,” said Locke,
know who she really is?”

“Yes!|” snapped Morina.
Mossman,”

“Do you

“It ees Heloise

“Mossman?” exclaimed Locke. “The wile
of Isaae Mossman 7"’

“The same,” said Morina. “DBut. +¢
gueen @

Locke did not answer. With a suwdden

lunge he swept Morina out of the way as
he bounded clear across the apartment.
Morina turned, amazed and puzzled, to find
Locke standing there gripping the wrist of
Queen Zita's maid, in whose hand was a
gleaming dagger which she now held within

y an inch of the impos-
tor’s heart,

“Two wrongs do not

ring from her finger. il make a right!”’ said
“BII:{ l'irlg!” he said : " lLocke Ef{‘l']lly.

fiercely. Famous Detective on Trail, “But I keol her!”
“ Exactly !” sald " ' eried the maid shrilly.

Locke. “She had to put
the wedding-ring over
it to keep 1t in posi-
tion.”

“Zis is not ze queen!”
“Where 18 she? You—"

Frantic with temper, he reviled the impos-
tor in the Abronian dialect, What he said
was only understood by the maid and the
false queen, but it must have been scorch-
ing. The impostor fairly wilted beneath the
Iash of his tongue. He thrust his pallid face
close to hers, and she sat down on the nearest
chair and covered her face with her hands,

Then Morina paused for breath. Locke
stood beside the general.

“This is the second time she has imper

roared Morina.

See Full Story!

“There is a better
sard Locke.

“T’ll ’phone for the
police,” said the hotel
detective,

“You'll do nothing of the sort!’ retorted
Locke. “Her Majesty, Queen Zita, expressly
forbade bringing the polioe into this case.”

“But hang it all,” " blustered the ’tec,
“when royalty have been kidnapped— -"

“You will please do as I tell you,” =aid
Locke crisply. ‘““And do it better than vou
watched this impostor just now. [f I had
not dashed back here she would have got
away, yet I told you to watch her.”

Jack could not help chuckling at the sight
of the hotel 'tec’s {:II]EHTI'HEEH‘IOIIE

-

way,
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“I smelt the gas,” he said, by way of ex-
cuse, ‘1 suspected more foul play.”

“I knew there was more foul play,” said
Locke grimly. .

“You knew?”

“1 knew,” agreed Locke. “The ring she
wore was not hers, and not the Queen's, it
was a man's ring. She could only have got
it from DMorina. Therefore, 1 knew there
was something wrong in Morina's room.”

“But, ze queen—"" NMorina began impa-
tiently,

“Jack and I will sef about rescuing her at
once,” said Locke. “'The motive is obvious.
King I‘erdinand is still obstinate, and
will not sign the papers Prince Carlos wants
him to sign, so they have kidnapped the
queen as well, and will force the king to
sign by threatening all sorts of things
against the queen. You understand ?”

Morine paced the room in agitation.

“If I were only younger,” he growled
menacingly.

“You can still help.” said Locke. “If
this disuppearance of the queen getz known
here the news might spread to Abronia with
disastrous  results. 1 suggest that since
Madame Mossman has been so succeszful at
unpersonating the queen you should foree
her to remain here to go on lmpersonating
her Majesty until Juck and T bring her
Majesty back. What do you say?”

“Ver' good idea,” said Morina. nodding
hiz head. *“ILSet shall bhe done.”
Locke releasad the maid’s wrist, She

stowed the dagger away, the light of under-
standing in her eyes.  locke spoke to her,

“You understand? The nnpostor is moro
vaivable alive than dead.”

“Yes, m'sievr,” said the maid,
not escape—not from me!”

“I feel sure of that,” said Locke.
he turned to the hotel 'tee. **And you will
help them all you ean. You must not reveal
a thing of what was happened to anyone,
least of all to the police. You won't lose

“And she

Then

by it.”
“Very good, sir,” said the ’tee. rather
abashed, “I'm mum. And I won't let you
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trail
biere,

again.
Cowme

the
done

“And now we'll
3

There’s no more

along, Jack.”

They left the hotel as abruptly as they had
arrived, and wenl back to Baker Street,

“But,” protested Jack, “vou said you'd
get on the trail.” :

“Tired out men aren't mueh use against
the brains of Carles.” said Locke. ""Wo
both need sleep.”

Ol
Lig

ger
Lo

Striking a Bargain!

T was comparatively early the next morn.

I ing when Locke and Drake found them.

selves amorg the evil-smelling wharvis

of the Thames riverside, The sun had

not risen high enough to disperse the dank

mists and gloom between the high walls of

the warchouses, Few people were about, and

most of them were wending their way homeo-
ward after a night of doubtful activities.

Both Locke and Drake excited no comment
nor curiosity. They were dressed as riverside
loungérs. ‘Their clothes were dirty and tat-
tered; their faces looked as if they had been
neither washed nor shaved for days. With
hands thrust deeply in their trousers pockets,
they shuflled along the muddy pavements,
their ragged caps pulled low down over their
watcehful eves,

Cautiously they approached the house
whore Prince Carlos and his aristoeratie con-
spirators had taken King Ferdinand, and
where, in all probability, Queen Zita had
been taken also. The detective and his assis-
tant did not talk for fear of being overheard.
They both knew that in the river side district
the most deserted street had eyes and cars
that ordinary people did not suspect.

There was always the chance that Carlos
had bolted again, beocause Locke had been
forced to reveal the fact that he had escaped
from the river and had followed them to that
dingy house. But the mere fact that Carlos
had kidnapped the queen showed that he
was getting desperate. That argued he had
nowhere clse ready to go to. He had been
safo enongh in the house in Lambeth until

down like T did just now. I promise you| Locke had upset Lis plans there. He had
that, sir.” ‘ had, apparently, two alternative hiding-
“Good erough,” said TLocke grimly. | places. One was at Mossman’s house uvp
HOW THE STORY STARTED.
FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous London detective, and his boy assistant,
JACK DRAKE, are travelling on the Underground when they witness the wmurder of a

foreigner,
PRINCE CARLOS OF ABRONIA.
her husband: hence the man's removal.
Ferdinand to his country.
late,

compaltriols

~ Pollowing investigutions, they discover that
Grand Seigner, or Count, of Perilla, working on the instructions of
Carlos’ ambition is to become king of Abronia, and already
he has kidnapped the reigning monarch, King Ferdinand, and brought him over to England.
The murdered man was an emissary of Queen Zita of Abronia, who has followed to rescue
The qucen asks Locke to help her restore King
The detective discovers that Carlos is plotting to kidnap Queen
Zita, and he and Jack immediately dash to the hotel where she iz staying.
They sez somebody who poses as the queen, but Locke realises that she is an impostor,
He then goes along to the room of General Morina, who is
The room is full of gas, and the general iz lying on the bed unconscious.
Locke revives him, and then takes him alohig to see the bogus queen.

(Now read on.)

the deed was committed by the

They are too

one of Queen Zita's faithful
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river, and the other was the slum house In
the docks area.

Locke's swift movements had
Carlos at Mossman’s house, and forced him
to bolt yet again to the Isle of Dogs, and it
was very doubtful indeed that he had a third
lair. He would try {o force the king to
sign quickly, by kidnapping the queen—
which he had done—-and for the rest, he
would rely on Quecen Zita's horror of the
police and publicity to save him from Locke’s
attentions,

All the time, that secrccy helped Prince
Carlos. If the truth became known in
Abronia that their king was being held a
prisoncr 1t would cause a civil war., Carlos
knew that Locke and General Morina would
not. dare risk publieity, so there was a chance
that he would remain for a day or two in
that slum house, and try to force the king to
sign by threatening all sorte of things
against the queen,

Locke argued all that out, and was now
sctting out to prove his own arguments. But
sceing that he could not call in the police,
he was badly handicapped. Could he and Jack
rescue the king and queen of Abronia from
Carlos and s satellites without ealling iIn
otiltside help? 'That was the chief worry of
arl,

A httle way ahead of Locke and Jack a
man came out of a low doorway and shuffled
off up the road, Locke balted, fished in the
pockets of his ragged garments and brought
out a battered cigarette end. He retreated
into the shelter of » nearby doorway to light
it, while Jack stood waiting.

“Bee the place that chap came out of 7"
queried Locke, “That's Fireman Pete's|

surprised |

t tobacco smoke.

Looking at those two down-and-out
figures which crouched in the
shadow of that doorway, no one
would have guessed them to be
Ferrers Locke, detective, and his
assistant, Jack Drake.

place. Tivery crook in London gees there—
almost.”

“And
Jack.

“Just round the corner, in the next street,”
said Locke. *""Bee? That loafer is just turn-
ing the corner,”

Locke got his cigarette alight, and walked
on. Jack followed him, imitating all hiz move-
ments.  They shuflled along and yet they
covered the distance between Fireman Pete's
and the corner in a surprisingly short space
of time, and as they turned the corner they
saw the loafer mounting the cracked steps
of a dingy house.

“That,” said Locke,
hangs out. Let's st
go to sleep.”

They sank down and ecrouched into the
corner, letting their heads e¢ink on their
chests as if they had been out all night, and
were sleeping the sleep of the homeless night
wanderers.  But their alert ecyes missed
nothing that happened in the vicinity.

After a time the loafer from FKireman
Pete's came oul of the dingy house opposite,
and with him was a tall, military-looking
man, muffled up to the eyes. It was Major
Patens! They came past Locke and Jack,
went round the corner, along the street, and
dived mto Fireman Pete’s “thieves’ kitehen.”
Locke and Jack followed ecautiously, and
themselves shuffled into Fireman Pete's place
as if they were accustomed to going there
every day of the weck.

The room they first entered was badly
lighted, and reckea of stale spirils and
There were not manv men
But the chief reason for the existence

r

where is Carlos’ show?” queried

where Carlos
step and

'
1S W
on this

there,
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of the place was not apparent in that room.
Locke knew that at the back of the building
were rooms where only wanted eriminals en-
tered. There they could hide from the law
in comparative safety, and should the police
try to raid the place they had scceret means
of getting away quickly. Fireman Pete could
lay his hands on desperate, unscrupulous
characters at & minute’'s notice—which ex-
plained, to an extent, the nature of Major
Patens’ errand,

“But which is Fireman Pete ?" asked Jack.

“He isn't here,” said Locke. " He's 1n
gome other room striking a bargain with the
major. Keep your eyes skinned.”

They sat down at a table, and the barman
brought them drinks, which they did not
drink and had no intention of drinking.
They sprawled in their chairs and uppnrontﬁ:
dropped off to sleep. Liocke snored loudly
until the barman threw a dish-cloth at him
and threatened to send him out on his neck
if he wasn't quiet.

And after thoy had sat there about half
an hour Major Patenz eame out of the door
behind the bar, and with him came Fireman
Pete. Patens’ military figure scemed to fill
the place. IHe didn't say a word., Ho just
strode round from behind the bar, crossed
the room, brushed past Locke and went out.
Fireman Pete was grinning with delight, and
scratching the palm of one hand.

Locke rose from his chair drunkenly and
staggered to the bar. Pete, bald, corpulent,
dirty, was still grinning.

“All right?” asked the barman.

“What ho!” grinned Pete. *Monecy to
burn they have. But I wouldn’'t like to upset
the dagoes! Nasty, knife-throwing lot /they
are. I wouldn’t trust 'em toa far!”

Then Locke lent on the bar and upset a
glass.

“Hallo, Pete!” he eried.

Fireman Pete stared at him.

“Who the dickens are you?”

“Gimme drink,” said Locke.

“I'll give you a thick ear!”™ suarled Pete.
“] don’t know you. ’Op it|"”

The barman chuckled and walked away.
And Locke's face suddenly changed. The
inane, drunken expression faded away like
magic, and the face that Pete stared at was
the grim face ¢f Ferrers Locke, the famons
detective.  Fireman Pete had scen it more
than once, and he was not the sort of man
to forget very ecasily,

“Mister Locke!” he gasped, his fat cheeks
grone pale beneath the grime. * But I haven't
done nothing—honest——""

“I'mn not after vou, Pete,” said Locke. “1
want you to help me. You had a visitor
just now.”

Fireman Pete waved his fat hands in o
gesture of denial.
“T don’t know anything about him,"” ke

declared, “And I'm not going to double-
cross those dagocs—not even for you They're
dangerous men, they are.”

“I know that,” Locke assured him. “DBut
there's no need for yvou to worry vourself, ]
just want to know what he wanted.”

|

-
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“I'm not telling,” said Pete fiercely.

Locke’s eves glinted with determnination,

“Pete,” he said crisply, **you know I'm
a man of my word. There are things 1
could tell aboat you that would mean a spell
in Dartmoor for you., In days gone by, P’cte,
I've let you down lightly, and you know 1t."”

“I'm not denying it, mister,” said Peto.
“1 do owe you a thing or two.”

“Then here’s a chance for yvou to repay
me,"” said Locke.

Pete hesitated, stroking his unshaven chin,
Then he jerked his bhead towards the door
behind the bar,

“Come inside,” he said furtively.

Locke and Jack went round behind the
bar and through the door into a sort of par-
lonr which was untidy and dusty.

“There isn't much to tell,” Pete said.
“They want me t9 send a couple o' tough
'uns round in half an hour—fellows who'll
do just what thev're told and ask no ques-
tions.”

“ And that's all you know ?”" queried Locke,
studying [Dete.

“Strike me Sam, that's all T know!” said
Pete, and Locke believed him.

“Do you conduct the toughs round there #”
asked Locke. “ What's the arrangement?”

“1 send 'em round,” explained PPete, “and
they're to sayv, ‘ From Pete,” that's all.”

““1 sce. Then we'll be off ! said llocke.

Pete's eyes bulged with fear as he realisel]
the significance of the deteetive's words,

“Where are vou goinr*™ he eried,

“Round there!" replied Nocke. ““We'll be
thoe two toughs!”

“But if they find out thes'll smash me—
ruin me! That big dago said he'd do for
me 1f 1 let them down!™

“Listen,” said Locke. “Thov need never
know. T think, when thev do find out, that
thev'll be too busy to worry about vou. But,
whatever happens, Pete, I promise you my
protection. Will that do®"

“All right.,” grunted IPete ungraciously.
“Suppose it'll have to do. I can't stop you
going round."

“Trust me.” satd Locke, “You're mixed
up in a bigger ease than vou think, but 1N
see that you don’t get hurt. So-long, DPete.”

The deteetive and his assistant left Poto
to sink down in a ramshackle casy chair and
think over things while they went out, across
the dirty bar. and out into the dingy strect.
Boldly, Jack and Locke shuflled up the street
and round the corner.  Locke eved every
door as if be woere not quite sure where he
was, and where the house was, His face,
apparcntly dirty, lit up with satisfaction
when he came opposite the house where the
aristoeratic conspirators had taken up their
residence.  He led the way up the steps and
knocked at the door.

Major IPatons answered the summons. He
was used. apparently, as the principal spokes-
man on account of his splendid English,

“What do you want!" he inquired curtly.,

*'Morning, guv'nor!"” said Jack, touching
his ragged cap.

Locke pretended o euff him.,
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“Be quict, idiot!” he said in a loud voice.
“Want to luid us in the soup? You know
what Pete said¥” 'Then he turned to the
major, “IFrom Pefe, we are, guv'nor, Just
that—from Pete,”

The suspicion in Major Patens' eyes faded
out, and he motioned them inside. ;

“We're expecting you,” he said.

”

“Come
in,

They cutered. The door closed, and Jack
felt hike a mouse when the trap shuts,
Patens took them into the fhrst room they
came to, and Prince Carlos stood there,
smoking a cigarette. Patens spoke at length
in the Abronian dialcet, and Locke won-
dered” if he and Jack had been recognised.
He knew that if recognition came, with it
would also come a fight to the death.

(arlos addressed them in Iinglish.

"You understand—you do--as vou are told
—asking no queslions and saying no word
afterwards. Is it not?”

“Prust us, guv'nor,” said Locke,
what about the dough?”

“Dough ¥ queried Prince Carlos, and even
Patens looked puzzied.

“The meney, then.”

“T'en pounds cach, but we do not pay until
tho work is done.”

Jack glanced swiftly at Locke as if protest.
ing. FLocke seowled at Carlos.

“No monkey tricks!” he warnoeds

“You will get your money all right, if that
is meant,” said Carlos sharply. "I am nrol
in the habit of cneating my hirelings.”

“You'd better not try it neither,” growled
Locke, acting his part splendidly,

(arlos 1gnored the threat,

“Upstairs you will find a man and a
woman. What passes there is net your con-
cern, but when I order von to seize the
woman, you will do so, and drag her out of
the room. You understand 77

“Ts that all ?” asked Jack grufily,

“That 1s all,” saxd Carlos.

“Ten quid easily carned,”
Locke,

“But I thought we'd have to bash some.
body.” put in Jack. looking disappointed.

“Bat

remarked
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“This way,
stairs,

They were ushered into an upper rocm,
where King Ferdinand sat at a dirty table.
Beside him sat Queen Zita. Behind the king
and queen stood the Duke of Silene and the
Grand Seigneur of Perilla.

Prinee Carlos placed a legal-looking docu-
ment on the table and laid a fountain-pen
beside 1t.  He talked, at great length, in the
Abronian tongue. At intervals the queen
spoke, sharply, as if letting Carlos know
exactly what she thought, but he took no
notice of her.

King Ferdinand of Abronia sat there
wearily, one elbow on the table, his chin
cupped in his hand. He looked ill and wor-
ried ; his face was white and thin, his eves
lacked lustre, atd he was nnkempt and dis-
hevelled.  He stared straight before him
with unsecing cyes, and hardly seemed to
hear or care what Carlos was saying,

locke teook in the situation rapidly and
easily. His surmise had been accurate.
Prince Carlos was forcing the king to sign
| away his private fortuna by threatening
| violenee to the queen. Once that signed will
was in the hands of Carlos, the life of
Fepdinand would not be worth much.

But there secemed no way out. Locke
studied the room, and the men in it, The
room was an ordinary room such as would
be fonnd in any slum house. The paper on
the walls was peeling, and great stains of
damp were on the ceiling. T?]e linoleum on
the floor was in tatters and mouldy. The
window was whole as it happened, but it
offered no way of esecape.

So far as locke was concerned there was
only once way out of that room—-the door.
But even then it meant fighting, and he and
Jack would be hopelessly outnumbered.
Carlos and his fellow-conspirators were all
armed. They carried revolvers, and like all
Cthe men of Abronia, they knew the uses
of stilettos and daggers.

(Another exciting instalment of th® thrill.

tng scrial will appear in neaxt Wedneaday's
igswe, chums—don’t miss it!)

said Carlos, taking them up-

-

A MAN'’S CHANCE FOR A
BOY IN CANADA.

BOYS (ages 14 to 19) WANTED for farm work.
Training, outfit, and assjsted passages may bo obtained
through The Salvation Army. Work guarantred., Overseas
OfMcers keep in touch with boys after arrival nntil satis
fartorily settled. Boys also wanted for AUSTRALIA and
NEW ZEALAND. rite or call—The Branch Manager:
3, Upper Thames Street, LONDON, E.C.4; 12, Pembroke
Place, LIVERPOOL: 203, Hope Street, GLASGOW:
5. (arfield Chambers, 44 Royal Avenue. BELFAST
DOMESTICATED WOMEN wanted WORK GUARANTEED

e RO ,S 8. New Fridge St.. LUDGATE
GROSE’S "rontov ves" “amevs:
BILLIARDS AT HOME 1/3 i

; ' 4 monthlsy

SILE DEPOSTT payments CASH

3. 2in.x1fL Bin B/- 6/- 18/-

3. 910n, x 2 It, 10/- 8/8 28 /-

41t.4in.x 21t 3in 14/- 716 32/-

4ft.9in. x 2 ft. B1n 20/- 10/- 42/ .

51t.4in.x2ft. 10 in, 24/ 12]. 52'-
Complete with 2 Cues, 3 Cownpo. Balls, Marking Brard,
Spirit Level, Rules & Chalk, Complete List Free.

BE TALLER! :

Tnereased my own  height to
Aft. Z3ine STAMP hrings FREW
NETATIR. — ROSS. Helght
Specinlist., Scarboroudh
French Occupation of ARAD during Great
wWar.—Ask for Approvals, This Scarce Stamp, with 75
different, sent PREE. Packing, ete., 1Ad. stamp (alirn-d
g3d.). — WILKINSON, Trinity Str. West, Llandu.lno.

MAQIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6 Ventriln
guist'® Tnstrument. Invisible, Imitate Birds Price 64
each, 4 for 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON, 239 Penton

ville Road, London, NW.1l.

Your Height increased in

14 davs, or money back |

3-5 inches rapidly gainad,

health improved. Amaz-

g Complete Conrea sent for 5/- P.O., or 1id.

: STAMP bLriongs Free Book and Textimonials in
" plaln rover,

BTEBRING S8YSTEM. 28, Dean Road, | ondon, N W2,

All applications for Advertisament spaces in this pub-
lication should be addressed to the Adverticement
| Manager, ~ The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London. E.C.4-
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. . | Here's his address if you want (0
The Chief Qfficer Chats A write to kim : The Chicf Officer *“ The
Rt 2 Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House,

with hkis Chums.

Bright and Breezy!

MONG my postbag this week was a
cheery letter from Ross D. Cham-

berlin, a staunch League-ite hailing
_ from Erdington, which is a suburb of
Birmingham. Ross 1s the editor of a magazine

Farringdon Street, London, E.C 4.

a new printing machine which will make
the mag. look even belter than ever, and so
he is not averse to receiving more than one
penny from subseribers who feel thus
dispozed.

My chum has asked me to announce that
he will be pleased to hear from any readers

known as the “‘Ilrdington Amateur,” of which

he has eent me some

specimen copies,
Looking through
them, I now realise

that I have another
rival 1n the world of
editors! I was pleas-
antly surprised when [
perused the contents,
and, quite candidly,
voss—who is only
cighteen years of ago
—is to be congratu-
latedeupon his clforts,
The “Irdington
Amateur’ 1s one of
the best and brightest
and neatest magazines
of its type 1 have
come across. It con-

THIS WEEK'S WINKING LETTER

Dear Cuier Orricer,—Many thanks for my
membershin badae and ccrlificate, which [ received
thi+ morning. 1 think the design of the ceriificate is
excellent, and the badge is unique.

| only started reading the Nevson 1.z LIBRARY a
few weeks ago, and  consequently I feli a litile
“aewish.,” Now that | harve joined the League [
consider myself a full-blown reader.

hace been on the losk-out for St Frank's League
hadzes in this district, bu! have not szen any so ﬁzr.
You had betier gel in a smc.’.z uf medals because | am
going fo wake “em up rolind here !

J\fzrdff.ss to soy, my badze is alrcady on my coal,
aond Shepherd's Bush wil! soon be alive with red,
white and blue button-holes.

I will write again scon, and meanwhil:=—{he best of
luck te vour wonderful organisation !

Yours sincerely
(Signed) Lestie C. Pace, S.F.L. No. 10,250,
(For this interesting letter Leslic C. Page, of Shepherd's
Bush, Londsn, has been wwarded a useful penknife.)

who are interested;

they should write to

him at 36, Grange
Road, Erdington, Bir-
mingham.

“ Extraspesh!"

ERE'S a para-
H graph  which
will appeal to

those of you
who are thinking
about joining a corre-
epondence club. The
““*Extraspesh ’’ club 13
on the look-out for
new members, and the
seeretary, Cyril Tagy,

of 72, ILill Street,
Swadlincote, neat
Burton-on-Trent, will

be only too pleased to

tains a breezy editorial
chat written by the
great man himself, and articles on interest-
ing and varied subjects,

Then there’s a “Page of Piflle,” which
i5 conducted by Arthur F. Evans. Arthur,
incidentally, i3 one of the two assistant
editors, and, judging from his excellent
feature, 1 should imagine that he must
be something of a humorist. This magazine

erven goes in for advertisements, which shows
the thorough and up-to-date lines on which
it is run. i

The price i3 one penny, with the word
“minimum " very brightly placed in brackets
after the price. You see, Ross, like the

enterprising editor he is, is keen to purchase

o i - e o W - = e

supply full particulars
to anybody who writes to him.

8. 0.9.”
- ILLL so-and-so go at once to so-and-
so——""All of us who are wire-

less fans are familiar with those

words. This week I have received
an “8.0.8.” from W, 8. Hawken, of 17,
St. Austell Street, Truro, Cornwall. He has
asked me to announce through the INELSON
Lee Lisrary that he is desirous of hearing
from Bill Brewer, who lives somewhere in
London, and whose address he has unfor-
tunatelv lost. So if Bill is reading this para-
ograph I trust he will do the necessary.
THE CHIEF OFFICER.

.
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MAGNIFICENT NEW MODELS

BETTER THAN EVER

All  the big eoilways are building new
locomotives and  re-conditioning  rolling
stock—spending  enormous  sums  on int-

provements and additions.

The same programme i1s being ¢a

on the Hornby Railway. “There arc
magnificent new models of L.N.E.R.,
LAMSR., GW.R, and S.IR. Locomotives,
fitted with double-power mechanisms for
longer runs and bigger loads., There are
new accessories and rolling stock ot the
latest types, all built in perfect proportion
and beautifully finished. The realism 1s
greater than ever, the fun more fascinating
and the jov unlimited!

Youll be a Hornby Train enthusiast from
the first moment vou begin to operate your
Hornby Railway. So will Dad ! Take him
with you to yvour dealer's to-day and show
him the special display.

—— — — — — S — S S e S S e e e a—

l PRICES OF HORNBY TRAINS
| FROM 6'- TO 95

[ ————————F————— L I T

i, iy -

HORNBY TRAINS

BOYS- GET THE NEW
HORNBY BOOK OF
TRAINS

Ty new Book of

Hornby
Trains tells a wonderful story
of our railvwavs, It also con-
tains beantiful illustrations and
full particulars cf the * better-
than-ever ” Hornby Train Sets,
Rolling Stock and Accessories.

(ret a copy to-day from wour
dealer,  price  3d.,, or send
3 1d. i stamps direct to us and
we will send vou a copy, post
free. It vou order direct men-
tion the names and addresses
anf two or three of your chums,
and w2 will send them some
interesiing Hornby literature.
Write clearly, and be sire to
put the letter S after your own
name for reference,

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED
MECCANO LTD, (DEPT. S) OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL
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Dong'as Frow, Deeston Sueed, Feespiile,

ditis  POE-

Prersbme; Quecudond, Australla, wiae
pesponde s auvwhise,

Sidney Uong 98, Urassing,
kirten, wanis to hoee from simap

wianley 16 L Juor o 2, Thorahidtl,
(Famlens. Teigamon iy, M. ,111,11.':3, VIS
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