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CHAPTER 1.
At The Talkies!

¢ HE  cad!” said Handforth fiercely.
“By George! 1f I could get a
smack at him——"

“Chuek 11! muttered Church,
grobbimge for Handforth’s knee mm the dark-
ness. ‘‘You’re making a disturbance!”

But Edward Oswald Handforth had his gaze
rlued to the screen; his hands gripped the
sides of hmie seat, and he was held f{fazcinated.

“Why doesn’t somebody come and help
her 7" he asked fiercely. “I mean, a ripping
ricl hike that! The hrute’s going to hurt
her !V’ .

“Ichot ! hissed McClure.
fare 1’ ‘

“It’s only a pic-

“Ih? Oh, yes!” said Handforth, with a
start., “*My only hat! I’d forgotten wherve
I was for the nanute. These giddy talking

“drama.
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pictures are so real that you get
carrled away.”’

( ‘hurch nodded.

“A couple rof attendants are
watching yvou pretty clesely—and
vou will get carried away unless
youre carcful,” he whispered

darkly. “You'll get carried awav and

hucked outside on vour neck!”

“Confound 1t!”7 came an 1rate growl from
the rear. “Can’t vou boys be quiet?”

Handforth subsided. He was always a
diflicult fellow to sit with 1n the pictures.
He and his chums had come to the Banning-
ton Palladium this afternoon to see one of the
latest talking pictures—a particularly thrilling
And Edward Oswald Handforth, who
always took things literally, had a habit of
thinkine that the film was real.. He con-
stantly overlooked the fact that the figures in
the drama were mere images upon the sereen,
and that the voices were mechanmecally re-
produced,

The film decalt with hypnotism, apd a daring
criminal was using these simster powers to
further his evil ends. It was all done very
plausibly, and the most hardened of picture-
eocrs <at in hig seat enthralled.
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“Well, don’t look

at me like that!”

- protested the Scot-

tish junior. “ You're

making me feel

funny—and  pecople
ire staring, too!”

Handforth looked
1xcited.

““Making you feel
‘unny ?”” he repeated.
“My only sainted
aunt! DPerhaps I've
got hypnotic power.
I’ve often thought 1
had, you know. And
I’ve learnt some tips

from this picture,
too. 1 dare say,
with a little train-

ing, I could hypno-
tise pcople the same
as that man did!”
“Oh, my hat!”
said Church wearily.
“T shouldn’t use
my power for evil,
of course,” went on
Handfortn. “But
think of the japes
we could work off
on the Red-Hots!
Imagine my hypno-
tising K. K., and
making him do dotty

= f/

Handforth, being extremely susceptfible to

feminine charms, had fallen in love with the

heroine on the spot, and his feelings agains

the crirninal were almost murderous. He was
stiit in a kind of daze when the picture was
over and he found himself out in the Ban-
ningtou High Street with his chums.

“By George!” he said breathlessly.
‘““What’s the time?”’

“If we hurry, we shall get back nicely In
timce for tea,” replied Church pointedly.

“I wasn’t thinking about tea,” said Iland-
forth. “Why not go back and see that pic-
ture again? I’d like to know how that chap
does his giddy hypnotising! He’s a rotter, of

course, but that hypnotism stuff 18 mar-
vellous!””
‘““ Ass! It’s only in the film !’ said McClure.

““The actor who took the part couldn’t really
hypnotise people!”

“I'll bet he could!”
said Handforth, with
conviction. “He's got
the right sort of cves.
I've read about hypno-
tism in books!”

HYPNOTISING THE HEAD!
Handforth hopes for the best—and
suffers the worst !

D ————

things!”

““That’s as far as
it'll get—imagining
it,”” said McClure
practically. “Why,
von big ass, you
couldn’t hypnotise a frog!”’

“Who’s talking about frogs?’’ asked Iand-
forth tartly. I don’t want to hypnotise a
frog What would be the sense of hypnotising
a tvog, anyhow? You might make it jump
backwards, but that wouldn’t be much fun.”

His chums seized him firmly by the arms
and led him away. He was quite capable of
zoing straight back to the IPalladium, and
sitting through the whole picture again. He
was perfectly at liberty to do this for all
Church and MecClure cared—but they were
counting upon driving back to St. {?rank’s
11 his Morris Minor. There wasn’t a bus for
another hour, and they didn’t want to walk.

They were both vaguely uneasy.  Their
leader was apt to get these wild and woolly
1deas into his head at any moment, and once
Handforth got an idea into his head, it was
most difhcult to drive it out. There was no
telling where this pres-
ent mania would end.

“Let me try it on
you again, Mae,” said
Handforth suddenly.
“If T mada vou fecl

-
——
-
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funny once, 1 mlght make you feel funny
-again. All yeu've got to do is to let your
mind become an absolute blank.”

“You mean something like yours?”
. **Mine isn’t a blank, you fathead!” said
Handforth impatiently.

“Sorry! I .thought it was,’

-**My mind has got to contlol yours ex-
lamed Handforth. % Therefore you’ve got to
1e]ax, and think aof nothing!”

““Then I'll think of you!”

“That’s it—concentrate on me,”” said Hand-

- forth. ‘‘Eh? Nothing of the sort, you fat-
head! Didn’t I tell you to think of nothing ?”’

32

“Well, it amounts to the same thing,” said
Mac, in a tired voice. ‘‘Go ahead! For
goodness’ sake don’t stand here arguing. If
you must hypnotise me, hypnotise me and get
1t -over.’

-Church caught on.
occasions when it was

This was one of those
far better to give

Handforth his head. Otherwise he was liable . v

to punch both of them on the spot. Humour-
ing him was one of their daily tasks. MeClure
dldn’t actually hke bemg hypnotised 1in
public, but it was certainly better than
the alternative, The main t’mng was to get
“Handforth to the garage where hxs car was

parked.
“1'11 tell you what,’”’ said Church bnlhantl

“Put the ’ﬂuence ‘on him, Handy, and order
him to go straight to the car. If "he -does 1t
it’ll prove that you’ve got the hypnotic ¢ye.’
"By George! That’s a good 1
Hmrdfmth overlooking the fact that McClure
hid heard’ this precious arrangement, and
‘that both of his chums were conspmng to
~ get him to the garage.

£ ““Make " it speedy, then,” said McClure,
“looking straight into Handforth’s eyes. ““Go
"ahead! My mind’s a blank—I’m thinking
nothing. Shove the ’fluence on, and put me
“nnder. If you’re any sort of hypnotist at all
you ought to do it in about ten seconds.”

““It might take me longer the ﬁxst time,”’
replied Handforth cautmusly |
. He suddenly glared into Vl'cClures face,
.and several passers-by looked on in astonish-
ment. Church felt very uncomfortable about
it. However, it didn’t last long. McClure
gradually became vacuous, as though he had
fallen into a trance.

“Great Scott!” breathed Handforth. “I've
done it!”

‘““He certaml | |
i(:]hul;c’:h starmg “Just like that girl in the

m

“You silly ass! That girl was a corker!”
said Handforth. ‘‘She wasn’t vacant- looking.
I’'m going to get her photograph——
. *I mean, when she was hypnotised,” ex-
plained Church patiently.
‘\ “Oh, I see! That’s dlﬁ'erent >

 ‘“Are we arguing about that film actress,

or are you hpynotising Mac ?”’ asked Church,

- ‘breathing hard “How do you expect to

“'keep him' ‘under?’ if you allow your mind
to drift to girls? Tell him what to do!”

- "By George, yés!”’ said Handforth, with a

start, and concentrated on McClure again,

ea!” agreed’

of

does look a bit vacant,” said:
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Perhaps he felt, in his heart, that he
wouldn’ t really be any good as a h ypnotist;
and for this reason he wasn’t giving it the
whole-hearted attention he might have done.
But now, when he looked at Mac, he ex-
pericnced a mild shock. His Soottlsh chum
was extraordinarily fixed in expression. He
was staring straight at Handtorth with his
facial muscles tense and rigid.

“Great pip!”’ gasped Handforth ‘“What’s
up with you, Mac 27

McClure made no reply; his face retained
the same fixed expression.

““You 1diot!” hissed Church. *‘You've
hypnotised him!’*
“What!”’ gurgled Handforth. *Why, I

hardly put any ’Huence on at all, and I dldn b
even wave my hands in front of his face.
This—this is marvellous' Mac, can you hear
me speaking to you ?”’

‘*“Yes,”” came McClure’s reply, in a toneless

voice.

:‘ %an you understand what I'm saying?’’

¢ eg »

““Then turn round three times with your
eyes closed, and see if you can punch Churchy
on the nose!”

“Yes,”” said McClure mechanically.

“Hi, you ass! 'Fhat’s not what we
arranged!” gasped Church, in alarm. *‘*You
know jolly well—”’ '

“You keep out of it!”" ordered Handforth.
“I’'m doing the hypnotising, and I’ll do the

ordering! By George! He’s doing it!”’
McClure was.  Strictly obedlent he closed
his eyes, turned slowly .round thlee times,

and punched a perfectly innocent - passer-by
on the side of the head. It is always dlfhcult
to aim stra:ght after turning round three
times with one’s eyes closed. Mac thought
ha was clever at it, but he wasn’t.

“You—you impertinent ‘young rascal!’
ejaculated the passer-by, who was a thin, un-
pleasant-looking gentleman ““ How dare you?
What do you mean by Is anything wrong

\l.llth the boy ?”’ he added, startled. “Is he
1 ?3’

“It’s ali right, sir—I've only hypnotised
him,” explained Handforth hastlly ‘Sorry

L2 biffed vou just now, It wasn’t meant for
you at all.”’

*I shouid hope .not,” said the -stranger,
with suspicion, “Hy notlsm, indeed! "Rub-
bish! You SLIlOOlbO}b are getting too cheeky
nowadays!’’

He w all\ed on, rubbing his ear, and Church
nudged his leader.

“Tbats what happens when you tell Mac
to do such potty things!”’ he ‘whispered.
“You know what we arranged. Tell hlm to

walk to the garage.’ .

Church was alarmed. There was no know-
ing what weird and “ondelful ideas Hand-
forth might think of.

‘““ Al right,” said Handy, with reluctance
“T’Il tell h'm to go to the garage, then.”
He concentrated his: fifty-horse power "glare
upon McClure. ‘‘Can you hear me?’ he
asked impressively. e

CGYeS b B
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“Then turn your cap back to front, take
your coat off, put it on inside out, and then
wallk to the garage,” said Handforth triumph-
antly.

McClure nearly gave the whole show away.
There was a limit. In the nick of time he
pulled himself up and commenced obeying—
much to Church’s astomishment. But Mac
knew what would happen if he gave the
show away now. There would be a perfectly
frightful scene in the middle of the High
Street.

Bravely he turned his coat inside out,
twisted his cap back to front, and walked on
hus hands towards the garage.

e esevmEED

CHAPTER 2.

Handy’s Latest!
ORTUNATELY, the good people of
Bannington took little or no notice of
McClure as he walked along in his
remarkable condition. These St.

Frank's juniors were always getting up to
something silly, anyhow. Boys would be
boys.

“T’ll tell you what,” said Church suddenly.

‘““Don’t bother—I'm concentrating on him!”’
breathed Handforth.

‘““Real hypnotists don’t always tell their
subjects what to do—they will them!”’ said
Church. ‘*Why not try it on Mac? It would
be a better test.”

“What are you getting at?’’

“Well, when we get to the car, concentrate
on him harder than ever, and will him to
lift the bonnet, for example, and tickle the
carburetter,’”’ explained Church, talking loudly
enough for Mac to hear. ‘“I mean, don’t tell
him what to do—only think it.”

“It's a good 1dea,” said Handforth
promptly. ‘“As a matter of fact, I thought
of it myself, only I was too busy to mention
it. But don’t talk so loudly, you chump—
he’ll hear wuws.”

‘““Rats! He’s under the ’Hluence—he can’t
hear anything except what you tell him.”

“By George! I'd forgotten that!” said
Handforth, thrilled.

They reached the garage, McClure now
walking normally on his feet, and found the
Morris Minor saloon standing ready. Hand-
forth swung Mac round, stared into his face,
and concentrated. :

“Understand ?”” he asked, after a few
moments.

“Yes,”’ said McClure monotonously.

He hesitated for a moment, groped his way
ound the car like a blind man, and lifted the

ounet. Handforth watehed him in dismay.

““That's funny!”’ he said. ‘I changed my
mind about tickling the carburetter.”
. “What!”’ gasped Church.
. “Yes, I willed him to open the off-side door
and turn the petrol-tap off—and the silly ass
18 tickling the carburetter!” said Edward
Oswald indignantly. “ How do you account
for that?” -

X

Easily,”” said the resourceful Church.
‘“You’d been thinking of the first order, and
your thoughts were transferred to Mac so
powerfully that the second order couldn’t get
through. But don’t you think we’'ve haa
encugh of this demonstration?’’ he added
anxiously. ‘‘Let’s be getting home.,”

“I suppose you’re right,” said Handforth,
rodding. “Well, it’s a huge success, any-
how. All right, Mac; it’s over.”

McClure remained ‘under.”

“You’ve got to get him out of the trance,”
sald Church. ‘“The only way is to make
passes with your hands—like the hypnotist
did in the picture., That’ll fetch him out in

no time.”’
Handforth made the necessary passes, and
the result was magical. Mac started,

blinked as though he had just awakened, and
looked round in well-assumed amazement.

“Where am 1?” he asked, in a dazed voice.
‘““Who’s been fooling about with my coat—
and my hat? I—I don’t understand! What’s
happened ?"’

Handforth was satisfied.

“You’ve been hypnotised, old man,” he
explained gently. “I hypnotised you. 1
always thought I had hypnotic powers, and
now I know :it. By George! What larks we
can have on the Red-hots! We mustn’t
breathe a word of this to anybody else.”

‘“We won't,” said McClure, with convic-
tion,

“We’ll keep it to ourselves—and I'll use
my power in secret,” oontinued Handforth
excitedly. “You chaps must promise to
keep mum.”’

He abruptly ewung round and made some
passes 11 front of Church’s face. Mac grinned.
He¢ was rather glad that Church was having
his turn. But Church, who didn’t know what
to expect, half thought of being an obstinate
patient.  However, it would only delay
matters more, so he quickly succumbed.

‘“Walter Church, you’re hypnotised,’”’ said
Handforth, in a deep, solemn voice.

“Yes,” said Church tonelessly.

“You see ?”’ grinned Handforth, with a flash
at Mac. ‘‘This is what I did to you. Mar-
vellous, isn’¢ 1t ?”’

““Wondorful!”” said Mac. .

““Get into this car, Walter Church, sit
in the driving-seat, and start the engine,”
sald Handy, conveniently forgetting that
“willing > was the better method. *‘ That’s
right! 8it there, drive this car out of the

garage, and take the road for Bellton. Do
you understand }”

“Yes,” said Church obediently.

He climbed into the driving seat, and

McClure looked startled. He dragged at
Handforth’s arm and pulled him aside.

‘““You hopeless ass! You can’t do that!”
he hissed. ‘‘ You know jolly well that Churchy
can’t drive!”’

‘““That’s all right,” said Handforth. “‘I’m
going to sit beside him and will him to con-
tro! the car in the right way. A thing like
that is nothing for a real hypnotist.”

“But you're not a real hypnotist!”’
WcClure, in alarm. “At

roared
east, you’re not
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practised enough yet. He might run us into
the pavement And what about a licence?
He hasn’t got one!”’ -

*When I'm giving a hypnotic demonstra-
- tion 1. can’t be bothered with silly things like
licences,” replied Handforth coldl ‘“If
Church drives this car as I’ve ordered 111
prove—and prove conclusively—that I’m
simply .bunged up with ’fluence, and that my
mind . is controllmg his. It’s a test.”

“T’ll walk home,” said McClure hastxly

““No, you jolly well won’t!” snapped Hand-
forth. “Get in the back !’

He pushed Mac into the rear, then sat in

the geat next to the driver, and closed the
door. Remarkably enough, Church had
already pressed the electric starter.  The
engine was purring smoothly.. Church’s foot
was on the clutch, and he had engaged low
ear.
® Then came the test. Handforth bent over,
and stared hard into Church’s face. Church
took this as an indication that he was being
willed. At all events he gently slipped the
clutch 'in, accelerated, and the car slowly
glided off. = -

*“*Marvellous!”’ breathed .Handforth. *‘Just
what I willed him to do!”

The car got into the rogd safely, swung
round, and was soon purring at a sedate
pace towards Bellton. McClure was begin-
wing to feel happier, but he was startled
too. He hadn’t deemed 1t possible that
Church could drive like this. Then he re-
membered something, and he understood.

One day, when Handfm th had been away,
he and Lhurch had taken out the little
Morris, and had driven it round the lanes
near St. Frank’s. Fortunately, they had come
to no harm, and neither had the Mmor That
bit of pxactme now served Church in good
stead, particularly as- Handforth had known
nothmg ‘about. it, and: really thought that
neither of his chums eould dnve. This
demonstration of his ‘“‘powers . therefore was,
in his opinion, absolutely conclusive.

““That’ll do,” he sald after about a mile.
‘ Alla-bazooka!”’

He made some mystlc elgns in front of
Churel’s face, and was foolish enough to do
this just when the car was going round a
corner Only by skilful application of the
brake did Church avoid going into the ditch.
The car lurched violently, mounted the
border, and came to a standstt]l '

“Great Scott !” ejaculated Handforth ex-
citedly. ‘‘That proves it, doesn’t it? The in-

stant I took off the ’'fluence he nearly drove

us, wnto the ditch! The ass can’t drive at
all, really. I was driving; he was only the
instrument of my will.”

“You ought to be on the stage, Handy,”
said . McClure enthusiastically.

Church was looking dazed.

““What am I doing in this seat?” he asked.

“It’s all right—you’ve driven us out of
Bannington,” explamed Handforth. ‘‘Just
another example of my.tremendous hypnotia
power. Get out of that seat, and let me
come. We're going home—and we’ll surprise
the chaps.1”

Zrass
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““I hope we shall have tea first?” asked
Mac.

“Blow tea!” replied Handforth, who was
bubbling with 1mpat1ence “We've got to
get up a jape against the Red-Hots, or the
Fourth.. This power of mine is too good to
waste.”

“But i1t won’t get any less i1f you wait a
bit,”” said Church. “In fact, a cup of tea
and some grub will make the ’fluence even
more powerful.”

But it didn’t work.
nothing about tea.

“Don’t forget, not a word to a soul!” he
warned as they started off. *‘Nobody must
know that I’m a hypnotist. Promisc me that
you’ll keep it under your hat ?”

Church and McClure promised with both
alacrity’ and cmphasis.

Handforth cared

"IPPER, who was standing on the
“Arncient House steps, chattmg with
* ¥ Archie Glenthorne and : Vivian
Travers and Kirby Keeble Parkmg-
ton, had a thoughtful look on his face.
“I wonder what Handy has got up his
sleeve 7" hé ¥aid. “Dldnt you notice him as
ho drove past just mow? His face was
ﬁus}:ed and’“ there’s no mistaking that gleam
in-hys .
“Need we hother ourselves with the ass 7**
asked Travers. “Handy’s a good chap, but
he tires me. I think we’d bettcr get indoors

LT

-before he shows up again.” = .

‘“ Absolutely,” agreed Arclue ““I mean, if
the blighter. has got one' of his dashed new
idcas, the farther away we get the better.”

Before they could make a move, Hand-
forth came running round full pelt, and he
dashed up the steps, with Church and
McClure close behind him.

“Well, well,” said Travers kindly. “What
is it this tlme' Handy, dcar old fellow ?
Great Samson! What are you looking at
me like that for?”

Handforth was glaring at Travers, and
making mysterious passes with his hands.
Oddly enough, Travels dldnt seem - to feel
the ’fluence.

“What’s~ the 1d_ea of all this?” asked
Nipper, ‘grinning.

“The fathead 1isn’t concentratmg,
Handforth. ‘I1’m hypnotising him !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My dear old fellow, why didn’t youn say
SO before?” asked Travers. “You can’t ex-
pect me to go into a trance unless you warn
me.’

He oblxgmgly went into a trance.

“You’re spoofing,” said Handforth. sus.
piciously. *“That was too sudden to be
real 1

“My master’s voice,” murmured. Travers
dreamll ‘“What Wouldst master 7’

“Cheese it, Travers,” said Parkmgton.
“You're only encouraging the silly lunatie,
Who told him he could hypnotise people e

Handforth gave a violent start..

‘“‘ Hypnotise people?’ he repeated, aghast
He swung on his chums. ‘“You .rottersl .

said
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You’ve been talking—after I told you not
to!”

“Oh, take him away and bury him,” said
Church wearily.
! Handforth was so excited, and his mind
was so flustered, that only then did he realise
that i1t was he himself who had given the
show away. He pulled himself together with
an cffort and tried to calm down.

7
‘“A bit risky,” said Travers, shaking his
hecad. *“If you start something in the

Fourth, the Fourth will finish it.”

‘“What 1s it all about, anyhow?” asked
Nipper. “Who told Handy that he could
hypnotise pcople? Whero did he get this
rummy idea ?”

“We've been to the pictures,” explained
Church, with a sigh. “There was a wicked

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” he said, hyvpnotist in the play, and, after we cameo
brightening up. “I don’t supposo I could out, Handy thought he could do the same,
have kept it to myself for long. But the so ho tried it on Mac.” . ,
fact 1s, I've got hypnotic power.” ““So he's a wicked hypnotist, 1s he ?”’ asked

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” Travers, with interest.

“Not wicked, you fathead!” roared

) ) - Handforth. “I'm only going to use

R IH' ! my hypnotism for fun!” . o
— i 1 “It's a good idea, too,” put in K. K,
Iy | “We ought to get a lot of fun out of
. HTTE it.” !
W! | 'fl | “But wait a minute,” said Nipper.
ezt Al ‘ ‘“What happened to Mac when you
h} | l hypnotised him?” _
g ] H ! f Handforth explained: He went into
| ”M' I 1 J details. His listeners, after the first
S Ly 7 S =5 few words, fully realised that Hand-
— ? A G forth’s chums had been engaged in the
- A |
7
D
»
N
n
——

Intent upon hypnotising Boots, Handforth stepped backwards—and tripped over into

the fountaln with a loud splash !

A few other Removites had gathered round
by now, and a roar of laughter went up.

gentle art of pulling their leader's leg. The
fact that he had allowed 1t to be pulled was

“All right, you can cackle!” snorted & direct encouragement for them to carry
Handforth. *“Ask Church! Ask Mac! I'm on the good work,
only sorry that this red-hcaded ass of a “It sounds amazing,”

K. K. i1s here! I meant to hypnotise him as
my first victim.”

“Go ahead,” said K. K. obligingly. “You
can try it on me if you hke.”

“I’'m blessed if I don’t. too—later on,” said
Handforth, *‘That’s a Fargain, K. K., and
don't you try to get out of 1t! Just to show
you chaps how I ecan hypnotise people,

though, I think I'd better start on somebody
in the Fourth.”

said Nipper gravely.
“Why, I can sec all sorts of possibilities.
If you can hypnotise these two chaps, you
can hypnotise anybody.”

“Of course!”

“Think of what vyou can do with such
power,”” continued Nipper mn an awed vouce.
‘““A prefect gives you a hundred lines, and
all you do is to hypnotise him into forgetting
it ! That ought to come 1n pretty useful t”
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“By George! I hadn’t thought of that !”

said Handforth eagerly.
-~ “But what’s going to happen if a prefect
gives you a six-hander?” asked Travers.
“In a case like that, you’d better hypnotise
yourself into thinking that you haven’t had
it. It’s so easy !”

‘‘ Masters, too—anybody,” said Nipper.
“But to begin with, Handy, I think you’d
better confine yourself to some of the chaps.”
T mean to,” said Handforth. ‘You’ll
be absolutely staggered when you see what
I' can do. It’s uncanny! I just put the
'luence on, and they’ll do anything I tell
em.” "

“Well, Buster Boots has just come out of
the Modern House—and alone, too,” said
Travers casually. “What about it, Handy?
We're waiting to see ' the demonstration.

There’s your victim now.”

[ e B )

CHAPTER 3.
Hard Lines on Handy!

OHN BUSTERFIELD BOOTS, of the
Fourth, suspected that something was
“on” as soon as he noticed the big
clump of Removites on the other side of

the Triangle. But when Handforth- came
across to him alone, Boots was reassured.
There was something strange about Hand-

forth. He walked with a purposeful stride,.

and there was an expression of concentra-
tion on his rugged face. Boots was so struck
by it that he halted, staring. y
- “This, dear old fellow, is going to
funny,” murmured Travers. ‘I can feel 1t
in- my bones. My funny-bone is particularly
tickled. Handy said that he was going to
wse -his hypnotism for fun, didn’t he?”
““Only I don’t think it’ll quite work out in
the way he means,” grinned Nipper.

Handforth and Boots met nearly in the
centre of the Triangle, only a few paces from
the fountain.: By this time Boots was more
isitrigued than ever. For Handforth was
uttermmg no word, but making strange passes
with his hands.

"~ “You needn’t show them to me like that,”
said Boots. *“I can see they need a wash.”

“Shut -up!'' commanded Handforth
thickly. “I'm hypnotising you {”

Y 1 Eh?”

‘““Let your mind become a blank !”

4 Qh, I see!” said Boots oblhigingly. “So
that’s the wheeze? I’m not sure that I shall
be a suitable subject, but I'll do my best,
Handy.” | :
" He was beginning to understand. He re-
turned Handforth’s gaze, and for some
moments they stood in the middle of the
Triangle, glaring at one another like a
‘couple of escaped lunaties. Handforth,
meanwhile, continued his mystic passes, and
Boots grew tired of looking at the Re-
movite’s hands, Slowly, Boots succumbed.
He didn’t want to “go under ”’ too quickly,
or Handforth might suspect. His face be-
came expressionless, his eyes fixed,

“My only hat! I’ve done it again!” mur-
mured Handforth. ¢ Buster Boots, you’re
under the fluence! Can you hear me ?”

“I can hear you,” rephied Boots, edging
forward as though drawn by some irrecsist-
1ble influence., .
~ “Then do as I tell you!” said Handforth
impressively.
~ He backed away—exactly as Boots  had
intended. Boots knew something that Hand-
forth didn’t. About three yards behind
Iidward Oswald, in a direct line, was the
fountain pool. Handforth was far.too hLusy
with his ’fluence to remember a small detail
like that. But the spectators knew what was
coming, and they held their breath.

‘“I will obey,” said Boots, still walking on,
“I feel all goosey.” .

Handforth continued to step backwards.
He was under the impression that he was
now drawing Boots after him—a very simple
case of self-hypnotism. It was Boots who
was forcing the pace, but Handforth thought
exactly the opposite. Instead of retreating,
he now stepped back of his own desire. He
waved his hands through the air, as though
drawing Buster on by invisible strings.

“You -are under my spell,” he said
tensely. ‘“You are compelled to do .every-
thing I tell you. Understand ?”

“Yes,” replied Boots.
‘He was afraid that Handforth would give
bim some orders before he reached the foun-
tain—and then it might be difficult: to trick
him into backing any farther.

to

“You are to go straight over
Parkington—"’
“‘I cannot!” broke in Boots huskily.

‘““There 13 some power drawing me on. I
feel that I must keep on and on until the big
splash comes! And I fecl that it is coming
very soon |” |
_ “Concentrate, you ass!” said Handforth
impatiently. “I thought you were properly
under the ’fluence—"

The big splash eame.

Handforth broke off his orders with a
fiendish yell, for at that moment his hcels
caught against the low stone parapet of the
pool. In a.flash he knew what 1t was, but
he was too late to save himself. He tripped
beautifully, and the way he sat down in the
pool was the funniest thing the juniors had
seen for weeks.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Poor old Handy 1”

‘“He’ll need some ’fluence to hypnotise
himself into believing that he hasn’t been
soaked V'’ observed Travers dryly. |

Boots looked coldly at the Removites.

“I suppose the 1idea was to get me to fall
into this pool?’”’ he asked. - ‘

“Not at all, old man,” said Nipper. *“We
had an idea that Handy would find a spet
of trouble. Well done, Buster !” _

Handforth was sitting up in the pool,
gasping and spluttering. L.)l‘he water was
about three feet deep, =0 his hdad was just
projecting. Denso masses of sodden dead
leaves drifted sluggishly round his chin, - -
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“You—you silly fathead!” he gasped.

“Why didn't you tell me this was just
bechind me ?”
“How could I?” asked Boots. ‘I was

under the 'fluence |”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why didn’t you yell at me?” roared
Handforth, appealing to the crowd. *‘ You
must have scen me backing into the pool!”

“We were s¢ fascinated by your exhibition
of hypnotism, old man, that we were held
spcllbound,” said Travers. ‘“Rather a pity
it's ended like this.”

Buster Boots grunted.

“You hopeless ass!” he said, looking at
Handforth. “You don't think you’ve
hypnotised me, do you? I was only spoofing
you—and I deliberately made you back into
the fountain pool !”

“What !” gurgled Handforth.

Ho grabbed two bigh handfuls of the déad
leaves, leapt out of the pool and ran after
Boots, leaving a wet trail in his rear. Boots,
yelling with laughter, dashed for the nearest
cover, which happened to be the East House.

‘““Good pgracious!” gasped a startled
voice.

Mr. Horace Pyecraft, the master of tho
Fourth Form, who was just passing through
the lobby, saw something flash past him. He
had a vague idea that 1t was a boy, but he
couldn’'t be sure. It was a sort of human
meteorito; one second i1t was there, and the
pext second it wasn’t.

"~ Mr. Pycraft dashed out quickly, suspecting
that something unusual was going on. It
was. Handforth had just reached the East
House steps, and he let out a spluttering
roar as he beheld. the figure in the East
Houso doorway. He was far too excited to
discriminate; and 1n running, too, some of
bhis wet hair had fallen across his eyves, half-
‘Dlinding him. He saw a figure in the East
House doorway, and that was good enough.

Slosh !

A huge handful of dead Ileaves hurtled
through the air and struck Mr. Pycraft in
the face with a horrid wet, squelching sound.
The mass obliterated Mr. Pycraft’s features
completely.

““Oh, my hat!”" breathed Church dizzily.

. “Quick! We’d better rescue him!” urged
Mac. “If only we can do it before Picface
recovers, we might save him !”

The ofher juniors faded away like mist
before the early sun. They disappeared in
cvery direction, deeming that it would be
safer to be well out of sight by the time Mr.
Pycraft recovered his vision. But Church
and McClure were loyal. They spent half
their lives dragging Handforth out of tight
corners, and their action, now, was more or
lecss mechanical. Handforth was in trouble—
so Handforth had to be dragged out of it.

“Now, you rotter!” he was roaring.
“We'll see who'll laugh last !”

He had another 'handful of dead leaves;
he swept his wet hair back with one hand
and took aim wiik the other. Then he .be-
came as though turned to stone.
first time -he could- see clearly, and his eyes

For the

bulged. It wasn’t Buster Boots on the East
House steps. It was most decidedly Mr.
Horace Pycraft. The Form-master was

making weird and awful sounds; -he was
clawing dcad leaves from his face, and he
was dancing up and down like a Dervish.
“Ugh-ugh-pah!” he spluttered wildly.
“Phoo! Good heavens! Who—who—
Phoo! Upon my word! This is dreadful !”
At last he managed to get rid of the evil-
smelling mess, and he found himself staring
at Handforth. And if Handforth had de-
liberately planned to provide evidence against
himself, he could not have done better. For
there he stood, one hand outflung, full of

dead leaves, ready to throw.

“Handforth!” shricked Mr. Pycraft
furiously. .

‘““Quick—bolt !” gasped Church, rushing
up :

“Not likely !” said Handforth, breathing
hard. “I didn’t mncan to chuck those dead
lecaves at old Picface, and I've got to

apologise! In any case, it’s too late.”

Mr. Pycraft dashed down the steps, his
collar and tie still festooned with dead
leaves.

“Handforth !’ he shouted. ‘“How daro

you? What is the meaning of this? How
dare you assault me in this outrageous
fashion?”

‘“Sorry, sir,” said Handforth grufly. “I
didn’t know 1t was you |”

“You didn’t know !”

“I thought you were—you were—— Well,
it doesn’t matter, sir,” said Handforth. ‘I
thought you were somebody else.”

‘““If you imagine that this feeble excuse ab-
solves you, you are quite wrong,” panted Mr.
Pycraft furiously. “Whether you mistook
me for somebody eclse or not makes no
difference. How darc you go about the school.
throwing filth into pecople’s faces? You will
come with me, Handforth !”’

“But I'm wet, sir!” protested Edward
Oswald.

“And so am I!” hooted the Form-master.

“You’re only half-wet, sir—I'm soaked,”
argued the big junior. ‘I fell into the
fountain pool—at least, I was as good as
pushed into i1t. Just when I was hypnotising
the bounder properly, too !”

“I don’t know what you are talking about,
and I am not interested!” snapped Mr.
Pycraft. ‘“All I know 1s that you are
coming with me.”

He seized Handforth by the scruff of theo
neck. ¢ ’

“But look here,
Handforth carnestly.
you at all, sir.
accident——=""

“Come with me. Handforth!” commanded
Mr. Pycraft harshly.

“Oh, all right, have your own way,” said
IEdward Oswald. ‘“But you can’t say that
I haven’t apologised. How the dickens was
I to know that you'd come charging out at
full speed? I mistook -you for one of the
chaps.” - - -

‘““He did rcally, sir,” urged Church. '

sir, I'm sorry,” said

“I didn’t mean it for
Dash it, 1t was. an
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. “It was an accident, sir,” said McClure.
“You two boys will either go, or I will
report you for punishment with this—this
wrectched object !”” declared Mr. Pycraft. “1
am in no mood for further nonsense! Come,

Handforth |”?

He marched his vietim straight into the
Ancient House, and took him to Mr. Wilkes’
study. The Hoummastm was_1n, and he
looked up In some surprise when the pair

entered.

“Hallo, hallo!” he observed. “What’s all
this ?”

Mr. Alington Wilkes was an unusual sort

of Housemaster. His voice was exceedingly
mild, his manner milder. He was tall, lean,
and loose-jointed. An untidy, straggly mous-
tache clung to s upper lxp, and he gazed
out upon the world through horn-rimmed

spectacles.  His invariable attire was an old
Norfolk jacket and very baggy flannel
trousers.

. But although Mr. Wilkes looked very much
of a freak, he was loved by his boys. He
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was a sportsman. He was on the fricndliest
possible terms with everybody, and at every
kind of sport he was brilliant, Football,
cricket, golf—he could play every game with
amazing dexterity.

a Thls—thls bo 1” panted Mr. Pycraft
thickly. *“I ha\«e brought him to you, Mr.
Wllkes for pumshment He 1s guilty of an
outrageous assault upon myself!”

“That sounds bad,” said Mr. Wilkes, eye-
ing the pair. “Ha.nd old son, what have
you got to say about this? What do you
mean by assaulting Mr. Pycraft?”

“] didn’t, sir! "’ protested Handforth. ‘At

]east 1 onl
Sllence "’ roared the Form-master. *“I
came out of the East House, Mr. Wilkes,

and this young hooligan flung a mass of wet,
dead leaves into my face! Look at my
condition !”’

‘I should have thought, Mr. Pycraft, that
a bath and a change would have been 1mme-
diately advisable,” said Mr. Wilkes mildly.
“You are liable to contract pneumonia. And
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why subject this bo to a similar risk? He
1 soaked through, b ‘the look af him—and
I. really don’t think he is doing my carpet
any good.”’

“I1 felt that it was my duty to bring him
to vou at once!”’ stormed Mr. Pycraft.

“But look. here, sir, be faxr"’ protested
Handforth. ‘I apologlsed didn’t I? I told
you it was an accident. I explamed that I
took you for one of the chaps.
. %I see—I see!”’ said Mr Wilkes. “It
appears, then, that this boy mxstook you - for
one of his own kind, Mr. Pycrift? I don’t

want to inquire too closely mto matters, but
it seems to me that some practlcal-Jokmg
genius pushed Handy into the fountain pool,
and that he naturall desxred revenge. He
made a little mlstake

“Are you trying to excuse the boy?”
gasped Mr. Pycraft.

“*Not at all " replied the Housemaster.
‘“He ought to be more careful—and, in any
case, I dont allow my boys to fling dead
leaves at other bo ys. Handforth I shall
lfmlwlre to punish you for this,”’ he added regret-
t V

“Yes, sir.’

“I'm afrmd I shall have to give you a
six-hander.”

“Thank you, sir.’

“Don’t be a young ass! You don’t thank
ne at all,”” said Mr. Wilkes, picking up his
cane. ‘“And I can assure you that this will
hurt me far more than it hurts you.”

Mr. Pycraft stood by, his eyes gleaming
with vindictive satisfaction. Mr. Wilkes, who
prided himself that he seldom found it neces-
sary to use his cane, swished the instrument
suggestively.

“Let’s get it over,”” he said reluctantly.
““Out with your fist, old man?’

Swish! Swnsh'

The six-hander was delivered, and although
Mr. Wilkes appeared to put plenty
into those swipes, Handforth hardl felt them.

“That'll do,” he =aid at length “Satis-
fied, Mr. Pycraft?”

“I think _the boy should be further

punished,’’ said Mr. Pycraft coldly.

Mr. Wilkes didn’t. On the evidence it was
clear that Handforth had merely made a mis-

take. And, furthermore, he had apologised.
“'I fancy that we’ll leave matters as they
are.” said Old Wilkey gently. °‘‘Better buck

up and change, Mr. Py craft. - Handy, you
dach upstairs and get mto dry things, 't00.”
“Thanks awfully, sir,’”’ said Handforth

gratefully.
right,”” nodded Mr. Wilkes.

“That’s all
““Buzz off!”’ |
Anld Handforth was ready to swear that
Mr. Alington Wilkes winked at him.
CHAPTER 4.
Try, Try Again!
TEA failed to soothe Handforth’s out-

aged feelings; it also failed to reduce
his enthusiasm for hypnotism.
After a quick change he was none
the worse for his ducking. When he came

Handforth.

of beef :

‘out very well,
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down to Study D he found that Church and
McClure -had got tea ready. They tactfully
refrained from making any reference to the
recent catastrophe. But Handforth himself
was not so particular.

“I’ll get even!” he said resentfully.

- ““Get even. with whom?’ asked Church.
‘““It’s not like you to bear a grudge Handy ?
Why not forget 1t ?”

“I’ll get even with DPieface!” frowned
“And I’'m not vindictive,
etther!”’

“Well, vou know, you dld make a mess of
his face!”’ said Mac gently. “And it’s not
wise to get even with masters. It’s a. one-
sided game, old man. Too rnsky You’'ll
only get it in the neck again.’

‘“I’'ve a good mind to hypnotise him!” said
Handforth darkly.

‘““In that case, you will get it in the neck!”’
said Mac.

“Old Wilkey was a
brick!” continued Handforth. *‘ Pretended to
give me a hot swishing, and hardly touched
me. And that ass of a Pieface dldnt even
guess!”

*Then what are you growling about ?”’

“The fact that Wilkey let me off lightly
doesn’t make Pieface's action any the better,
does i1t?’’ retorted Handforth. ‘‘And now
that I’ve got this power of hypnotism, I
don’t see why I shouldn’t put the ’fluence on
him! There’s Boots, too. Wait until 1 get
the ’fluence on him!”

“You tried it once, and it didn’t work,”
pointed out Church.

““That’s because I didn’t concentrate
enough,” replied Handforth impatiently.
“The rotter delnberately made me back into
that pool, and before I’ve finished I'll get
my own back. Just you wait!”

Tea proceeded in a strained sort of way.

‘It seems to me,” said Church, after a
while, “that this hy notism 18n’t panmng
Handy. So far, you've only
got a duckmg and a swnshmg out of it. Why
not drop it altogether?”’

“Drop 1t?”’ said Handforth
“Why, - you- ass, |
haven’t——

The door opened, and in looked Willy.
Handforth stopped abruptly. His minor
always had the eﬂ'ect of pullmg him up short.
Ed\\ard Oswald never knew how to take
Willy.

‘“Sorry to butt in, Ted,” said the cheery
Third- I’ormer “Just a little matter of five
bob. Urgently needed. @ The sooner you
whack out, the sooner I'll clear off.”

Handforth slowly rose to his feet.

‘“ Come msuie"’ he said ominously. “So
vou want five bob, do you? Look at me
straight in the eye. Concentrate upon me!”

‘““Well, it’s a bit thick, but I’ll have a shot,”
said Wnlly gravely. ‘“‘But you can’t ex ect
me to look at your face for long, old man.
Whgt's the idea?”’

“I’m going to hpynotise you!”

“Good egg! This is going to be topping,"
sald Willy solemnly. “I've heard rumours

sport—an absolute

scornfully.
haven't started yet! I
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that you can hypnotise people, Ted. Whack
out that fixe bob, and you can hypnotise me
as much as you like.”

Handforth was so eager to try his ‘‘’flu-
ence ”’ on his minor that he produced two
half-crowns on the spot. He passed them over
without a thought. The main thing was to
get down to the hypnotism,

‘““Good man!” sald Willy. ‘““Now, what do
we do? I'm supposed to ‘make my mind a
blank, aren’t 19”

““Never mind what I've got to do!”’ inter-
rupted Handforth. ‘Your mind’s always 2
blank, anyhow. Just stand there and relax.”

Willy steod there and relaxed. He was very
obliging.. When Handforth stared balefully
into his face he didn’t even blink; and when
a pair of large hands were waved about in
front of his eyes, he still took it calmly. In-
deed, his own expression became vacant.

“There you are—he’s off I”” whispered Hand-
forth tensely,

“Marvel‘ous"’ sald Church, with a wink

at Mac. ‘‘But how are you going to prove
he’s off, Handy?”
- ¢TIl prove 1t right enough !” breathed
Handforth. ‘‘I'm going to make him give
nie that five bob back. I’ll show you what
hypnotism can do!”’

“Qhut up! He'll hear you"’ sand McClure.

“No fear! He’s well under the ’fluence,”
said Handforth, contemplating his subject
with intensc -satisfaction. ‘‘He can’t hear a
word we’re saying!”’ ‘

‘““Well, let’s see you get that five bob back,”’

sald C'hurch sceptically.
. Both he and Church would be ready enough
to admit that Handforth’s powers of hypno-
tism were genuine if he performed this
miracle. Once Willy got five bob out of his
major, it remained “got ”

 ““Now then, Willy, my lad! Listen to
me!” said Handforth in a tense, strained
voice. ‘‘Can you hear me ?”’

“Yes,”” came Willy’s voice, toneless and
mechanical.

‘“Give me that five shillinge back!”

‘“Yes, Ted,” said Willy.

Church and McClure nearly fainted as
Willy fumbled in his pocket, produced the
two half—cm\\ns and meek]y handed them
back. In fact, there was such an expression
of absolute \aculty in his face that Hand-
forth’s chums were nearly convinced.

“By George!”’ said Handfmth gloatm ly.

He was startled—although he wouldn’t ha\e

aamitted it. The thing had worked! With
a few deft passes, he removed the ’fluence.

Willy started, blinked, and looked round
dizzily.

“Hailo! Where am I?” he asked. *“ Why,
what the—— Oh, yes, I remember! You

hypnotised me, dxdnt you, Ted? You don’t
mean to say that it rea]ly happened ?”’
“You bet it happened,” axd Handforth,
grinning. ‘‘If 1 can hypnotise you, my son,
I can hypnotise anybody. You can clear off

now !’
' “Right-ho!” said Willy, moving towards
the door “But I'd like to know what you

elsel”
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did to me while I was ¢ under,’ all the same.
Thanks for the fivé bob, Ted. The next time

I need—— Hallo! What the dickens did I
do with that money ?”’

He fumbled blanle in his pockets,
Handforth roared with laughter.

“Why, you young chump, I hypnotised you
into giving me that five bob back"’ he sald
triumphantly.

“My 0n1y sainted aunt!” gasped Willy.
“Then you must be a real hypnotist, Ted!
E’o%l!” of all the swindles! Come on—five

‘“You can have 11'. now,”’ said Handforth
readily,

“Good man!”’ said Willy

and

, pocketing the two

half-crowns. ¢‘That’s the ‘five bob I origin-
ally came for. What about the five bob you
hypr otised out of me?”

¢ Eh ?”

““I want that back, too,”” said Willy im-
patiently, “Don’t be an ass, Ted! You

out of me like that

it, you’re not going
Five

can’t hypnotxse money
and stick to it! Das
{)% l;:f’e your power dnshonest]y, are you?
‘“Oh, well, it’s worth five bob to get rid
of you!” said Handforth, handing over
ancther five shillings. T { suppose you're
right, too, I don’t want to dish you.,”

““T'should hope not !”’ said Willy indignantly.
“Well, so long!”.

He strolled out, 'and Church and McClure
gazed after him thh open admiration, The
cool, slick way in which he had confused
his major was the acme of brilliance."

“W’ell 7 asked Handforth proudly. “What
do you think of my hypnotism now ?’’ 2
““Not - bad—but Wllly s 1Is bettér!” said

"Church.

‘““Better? Why, you ass, he can’t hypnotxse
people !’

‘“He hypnotlsed ten bob out of you, any-
how !’ said Church, with a roar of laughter.
“You hopeless ass, your mmor s done you!
He’s diddled you beautifully. I suspected
something when he handed that five bob over
so meekly!”’

;Dxddled me "> gasped Handforth. ‘‘But
—but

‘“He got that five bob out of you twice,
that’s all ’” said McClure, grinning. °‘‘And
if that ien’t hypnotism, what is? You count
your money, and you’'ll find that you’re ten
bob short!”’

Handforth was still confused. He might
not have been ordinarily, but he was so full of
hiz hypnotism that other matters were in-
smmﬁcant

“J can’t bother w1t11 money now !> he said
impatiently, ‘1 dare say Willy was a bit
tricky, but you can’t alter the fact that I
hypnotised him, Did he, or did he not, give
me? that five bob back when I-ordered hlm
tO )

‘“Well, yes.

‘““Then that proves that I hypnotised him!”
declared Handforth ‘““Come oal I’m going
outside. 1I'm going to bypnotise somebody
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His chums gave it up. They could see that
it would be a waste of breath to attempt to
explain. He would never believe that Willy
had calmly handed that money back, under
the pretence of being hypnotised, so that he
could wangle a double amount immediately
afterwards. Willy was nothing if not an
opportunist,

VERYBODY seemed to be ready enough
E to fall under Handforth’s ’Auence.
After all, he was asking for his leg
to be pulled, and the other juniors

could not resist the temptation.

When Handforth met Kirby Keeble Park-

ington in the West Square, he only gave
K. K. one straight look and the leader of the
Red-Hots succumbed. He swayed slightly on

Mistaking the figure on the steps

for Boots, Handforth let fly. Mr.

Pycraft stopped the mass of dirty
wet leaves with his face !

13

“You are a bloodhound, K. K.,” he said
impressively. ‘Do you understand?”

l‘Yes!”

‘““What are you, then?”

““ A bloodhound,” said K. K. promptly.

““Then why are you standing on your hind
legs?’”’ asked Handforth. “Down, Pedro!
Good dog! Trot round this square and bite
somebody! Speak, Pedro!”’

‘“Bow-wow!”  barked Kirby Keeble
Parkington obediently.

And, to the amazement of the crowd, the

S

his heels and a dreamy look came into his
eyes.

“T hear soft tinkling bells,” he murmured
blissfully.

“You can’t hear any bells—that’s only the
’fluence,” said Handforth, making passes with
hiz hands. **My only hat! I'm getting more
and more expert at this job! K. K., you're
under my spell!”

““I am under your spell,”” repeated K. K.
evenly,

A crowd of other fellows gathered round
interestedly, and Handforth did some rapid
thinking. He had failed with Boots, but he
‘had succeeded with Willy.  Unfortunately,
nobody else but Church and McClure had
seen that demonstration. Here was his chance
to show the chaps that his hypnotic powers
were genuine,
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red-headed junior went down on all-fours and
gave a very fair imitation of a bloodhound
on the trail.

CHAPTER 5.
Egging Him Onl

¢ A, ha, ha!”
A yell of laughter went up; in-

credulous laughter, for the most
part. The Old-Timers were
astounded as well as amused. The Red-Hots
were indignant. What on earth was K. K.
doing, acting the fool like this?
“Chuck it, K. K.!” said Deeks wrathfully.
“Ion’t be an ass!”’
“Woof-woof!”’ barked Parkington, making
a dash at Deeks’ legs and setting his teeth
into Deeks’ calf.
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“Hi! What the—  Chuck 1t!” howled
Decks wildly. “Call him off!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“You shouldn’t interfere!’’ said Handforth
coldly. ‘K. K. can’t help it—he’s only obey-
ing orders. He thinks hes a bloodhound
and he’ll keep on thinking it until I remove
the ’fluence. Here, Pedro! To heel, boy!”

K. K. pranced round for a moment or two,
and then trotted obediently to Handforth’s
heels. It was at this moment that he caught

sight of Vera Wilkes looking out of one of .

-the Ancient House windows. If Parkington
was spoofing, he didn’t show it. He must
have steeled ‘himself bravel y; for he rubbed
himself against Handforth’s leg, then gravely
sat up on his haunches, and lolled out his
tongue.
“My only hat!’ breathed Gotlin, aghast.
Why Parkmgton should make himself so
ridiculous—and in front of Vera, too—was
startling. Vera was K. K.’s special weakness.
Japing Handforth was all very well, but it
siruck K, K.’s chums that X. K himself was
the fellow who was ttm?g all the ridicule.
“This i1s going too far!” muttered Deeks,
into Goffin’s ear. ‘‘We’d befter tell Handy
that he’s only being fooled.” -
‘“No fear"’ r hadGoﬁin «K. K. wouldn't

do a thing like thls unless he’s got something

av the back of it. He’ll slaughter us if we

mterfere.”’

So K. K.’s chums steod by, anxious and
impaticnt.

Handforth not unnaturally believed that his
demonstration was an unqualified suocess. 1t
was iuconceivable that any fellow would wil-
fully make himself look so ridiculous. This
was a genuino case of hypnotism. Handforth
'ngan to fecl sorry for his victim.

*“Good boy—good dog!” he said, bending
down and waggling his hands in front of
K. K. s face. ‘*You’re not Pedro any longer.
You’re Mr. Pycraft. Understand? You’'re
not Pedro, and you’re not Parkington. You’re
Mr. Pycraft!”

K. K rose to his feet with a snort which
was so exacfly like Mr. Pycraft’s that the
crowd, which had now mcreased was freshly
dﬂtOHlb]lGd

“Oh!”’ said K. K., in the unpopular Form-
master’s voice. ‘‘So there 1s another dis-
turbance?” What are you boys doing here?

Disperse at once!”’ .

"Eh"” gasped Handforth,
you ass——"’

‘““ How dare you, Handforth ?” thundered
Parkmgton “Upon my soul! How dare
ou call me an ass in that insulting fashion?
iv shall report you to your Housemaster for
insolence !’’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“But look here, sir—— I mean, look here,
Parkington, you idiot—"’

‘I shall .certainly report you to your House-
master!” fumed K. K. ‘‘You are a disgrace,
Handforth! Your clothes are more untldy
than ever! Your collar is dirty, your hands
are like those of a sweep, and your face—
This is your face, I assume?” he went on,

¢ Look here,

forth, making some more
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pointing accusingly at Handforth’s rugged
visage. ‘‘Good heavens! What a disaster!
What an appalling catastrophe! This isn’t a
face at all, Handforth—lt s an accident!”

‘‘Ha, h'z ha!”’

“You leave my face alone!”’ roared Hand-
forth wrathfully. -

““Cheese it!”’ urged Church. ‘‘You can’t:
blaine Parkington. He's under the ’fluence,
and he thinks he’s Pieface!”’

“By George! I'd forgotten!” gas ed Hand-
swiit. passes,
“That’s enou gh of that! You’ re not Mr.
Pycraft any longer' You're—you’re Archie
Glenthorne!”

““Good gad!’” said K. K.

His manner changed in a flash. He took on
a languid air, and gravely jammed a half-
crown into his eye 1n lieu of a monocle.

“Dash 1t all, Handy, old trout, this is a
bit thick, you know" "he said protestmgl}
‘*A chappie who appears in public in those
fugntfully baggy trou=e15 ought to be barred.
I mean to say, you're a frightful sight!” =

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth breathed hard. His choice was
again unhappy, for the laughs were being
directed against him, as before. He hardened
his heart.

“You’re not Archie Glenthorne at all!’”’ he
sald tartly, (.pphmg "some more ’fluence.
“You’re my minor’s monkey, Marmaduke.
Climb up to that window, dnd i)e quick about
lt"’

K. K. gave a wild leap, and a moment later
he was swarming up the ivy with an agility
which was not unlike that of a monkey. He
reached the sill of a dormitory wmdow and
sat there triumphantly scratching hlmself

“Come down, K. K., you ass!”, shouted
Deeks. ‘‘If a master or a prefect sees you
there he’ll drop on you like a ton of bricks!”

Parkington’s only reply was a chattering
noise very similar to Marmaduke’s, and he
showed his teeth realistically.

‘““All right, Marmy—you can come down,”’
said Handforth generously.

K. K. nimbly swarmed down raced round
the square, and then made a dash at Hand-
forth. Edward . Oswald tried to dodge, but
he was too late. K. K. leapt upon him like
a ton of bricks, and they both went crashing
to the hard ground.

‘“What the—— Oh, help!” groaned Hand-
forth, struggling up. “ What the dickens did
you do that for, ‘you idiot?”’

‘*He thinks hes Marmy, and he tried" to
jump on your shoulder,’’ explamed Church. .

“Great pip!”’ gurgled Handforth blank]y

He wav ed his hands again, and made queer
‘““All right—that’s ﬁmshed"’ he said

noises.
desperately. Thlb demonstration’s gone far
enough You’re K. K. again. And take your

silly foot out_.of my waistcoat, blow you'”

Kn-by Keeble Parkington swayed dxzzlly as
he got to his feet.

‘““What’s been happening?’’ he asked won-
deringly.

“Wothmg much—Handy’s heen ngmg us a
demonstration of his hypnotism; dear old
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“I must say it

fellow,” explained Travers. .
Handy is the

was a remarkable performance.
finest hypnotist I’ve ever seen!”’ .
“Too wonderful for words,”’ said Nipper,
nodding, .
The crowd dispersed, chuckling hugely—
leaving Edward Oswald Handforth sublimely

ignorant of the real truth.

6 HAT made you do it, K.

Vv asked Deeks indignantly.

“Do what, sweetheart?”

“Act the giddy ox in front of
all thosc Old-Timers,” said Harvey Deeks.
“Spoofing Handforth is all very well, but 1t
was you who went through the hoop. You
ought to have seen Vera's face when she saw
you pretending to be a dog!”

K. K. winced. . .

“Don’t remind me of it, darling,” he said
sadly, “In a great causec we must be
brave and we must learn to control our i1n-
ward emotions. When I caucht sight of
Vera I wanted to chuck the whole game up
and tell Handy that he was a chump. But
I steeled myself.”

“Why?” asked Goffin.

“If @ definite object is aimed at, the aimer
must be unflinching,” replied Parkington
vaguely. ‘It won't take me long to ﬁet
my own back on Handy, and then the Old-
Timers will know exactly why I led hams on
out in the Square. Just a means to an end,
sweotheart. And it isn’t over yet. Handy
will need a little further spoofing before the
great moment arrives.’”’ _

“My hat! You've got a wheeze on!”’ said
Deceks breoathlessly.

K. 7"

“Y rather think I have,” murmured Park-.K K

ington, in a dreamy voice. “And if the
laugh isn’t turned agawnst our tame
hypnotist you oan call me a vegetable
marrow.’’

Ho moved towards the door, and his chums
eyed him admiringly.

““ Where are you going now !’ asked Deceks.

“There’s a little matter to arrange with
Buster Boots,” replied K. K. calmly.

““But Boots is 1n the Fourth.”

“I believe he is—arid therefore one of

our natural enemies,” s-id Parkington.
“But for once we will enlist a Fourth-
Former under our banner. Boots can be of
service here, and I fancy he will be only too
willing to help. The Old-Timers are our
common foe, and so we are justified.”

doal of talk. A few of the juniors were

more than half convinced that Hand-

forth was a genuine hypnotist. Hubbard
and Long and a number of others wero
arguing heatedly.

“Dash it mll, he must be able to hypnotise
people!” Hubbard was saying. “I couldn’t
beliecve it at first, but a chap like K. K.
wouldn’t purposely make an ass of himself,
would he?"”

“Rot!” said Harry Gresham. “It was all
gpoczlf. " Handy couldn’t hypunotise a black

cetle,™

][N the Common Room thcre was a good
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“Oh, couldn’'t he?~ snorted Handforth,
striding over. ‘I don't know what'’s the
matter with you chaps! You saw the wholo
thing out in the West Square, didn’t you?
You can’t cvep beliecve you own eyes, it
scems !”’

“K. K. must have been pulling your leg,

Handy,” said Dc¢ Valerie.
- “Then what about Willy ?”’ retorted Hand-
forth. ‘““Willy came into my study and got
five bob out of me. What did I do? I
hypnotised him, and got it back!”

“Phew! There must be somecthing in it,
then!” said Jimmy Potts, impressed.

“Of course there’s something in 1t!”
snorted Handforth, deeming it unnecessary
to go into further details rcgarding that
financial episode with Willy, “I can
hypnotise anybody! I don’t care who he is!
I've proved it now, I should hope!”

“I'd like to see another demonstration
before I'm convinced,” said Travers.

“I could hypnotise old Wilkey! Even the
Head himself!” continued Handforth con-
fidently. ‘“I’ve got the proper strength of
the ’fluence now. Would anybody care to
have a shot?’’ 1

Nobody seemed to care. :
_ “It’s a bit thick of you chaps,” said Park-
ington, strolling forward. ‘' Hang it, you
all saw what happened to me, didn’t you?
I've heard what I did, and I'm feeling pretty
wild about it. Still, it was my own ?ault;
I shouldn't have given Handy the chance.
But when you say that he isn’t a hypnotist,
you’re talking drivel.”

“You admit that you were under the
’fluence 7"’ asked Potts, staring.

“Is it necessary for me to admit i1t ?" said
: “You saw what happened, old dear.
Fancy me barking like a dog, and pretend-
ing to be old Pycraft, and all that! You
don’t suppose I would have done those things
of my own frce will, do you—and with Vera
looking on, too? [Handy’'s a marvel!”

“There you are!” said Handforth calmly.

“But 1if there’s- still any doubt about it,
why not have another test?” went on K. K.
“There’s no need for any of our chaps to be
victimised, though. We could very casily
make a jape of this—on the Fourth, for
example.” :

“That’s 1it,” said [MHandforth eagerly.
‘““Why shouldn’t I hypnotise Christine - or
Armstrong or one of those chaps?”

“What's the matter with Buster Boots?"

“Yes, Boots would do,” admitted Hand-
forth slowly, recollecting the fountain
incident.

“Your first attempt on Boots wasn’t much
of a success,” continued K. K. “I rather
think it’s up to you, Handy, to put Boots
under. You don’t want him to go about the
school crowing that you can’t hypnotise him.
He’s the very man!” -

“My only sainted aunt!
sald Handforth breathlessly.
chap! Where 18 he? Let’s go over—

“Hold on! Why go over?” asked K. K.
“Let somobody bring Boots here. 1 don’t
sce why we should run after him. He’s tho
yvictim, and he ought to do the running.”

You’re right!”
“Boots is the

24 J
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"Good egg,” said Handforth, his eyes

leaming. “Churchy, dash across to the

odern Housc and tcll Boots 1 want him.”

“And do you think he’ll come?” asked
- Church anrcastlcally “If ‘1 go into the
Modern House and say that, I shall be

booted out on my neck.”’
‘““That wouldn’t matter.”

“1t wouldn’t to you—but it would to me,”

sald - Church coldly. ‘““What’s the matter
with the telephone‘? Why not ring Boots up
and hypnotise him over the ’phone? That
ought to test your powers!” he added cheer-
fully. “If you can shove the ’fluence over
the wires, you’ll be a bit of & marvel!”

“By Jove' It’s not a bad 1dea,” said
K. K., grinning. “Why not try it, Handy ?”
“TI not only ftry 1t but” Tl do 1t"’

replied Handforth stndmg purposefu]ly
towurds the te]ephone box.

el  e——

CHAPTER 6.
The Big Test!

FFORE Handforth eould reach the
telephone-box—all the St. Frank’s
Common Rooms had their own ’phones
—K. K. Parkington pulled him up.

“Hold on, Handy!” he said smoothly.
“Don’t be in too muc.h of a hurry. Before
you get Boots over, don’t you think we’d

better decided what to dp with him ?”
“I'll do the deciding,” replied Handforth.
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“You haven’t got him here yet,” sniffed
Forrest. ‘‘You’re crazy to think that you
can hypnotise him over the ’phone. How
‘can you look into his eyes?”’

“Hm! It might be a bit awkward,”
admitted Handforth dubiously.

“My dear chap, your voice will be
sufficient,” said K. K. earnestly. "And
don’t for get .that the whole force of your
person:a,hty will sizzle over the wires. Boots
will get an electric shock, I expect. As soon
as you shove the 'fluence on, s“eetheart tho
receiver will start sparking in his ear.’

“Well, we’ll sce,”” said Handforth, open-
ing the door.

“But what about the wheeze?” asked
K. K. ‘““ After you’ve hypnotised him,
Handy, you ought to make him do some-
thing particularly daring—something that
he couldn’t possibly do if he was in his right
senses. Barking like a dog, and standing on
his head, are too easy. It ought to be some-
thing abso]utel big !’

Handforth nodded thoughtfully.

“I've got an idea,” said Decks, grinning.
“What about hypnotising him into going to
Pycraft’s study ?”’

‘ Promising—distinctly promising,” com--
mented K. K. “That’s 1t! Make him go
to Pycraft’s study, and pour ink and gum
over Pycraft’s head!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“By George! That’s the wheeze!”
Handforth enthusiastically,

said

with. Again, his whole face lit up.
Later his cheeks flamed and he gave a
burning glance. Then, blazing w 1th wrath
and boiling with. rage, he administered
& scorching rebuke.”

(F. Swnclatr, 17, Poplars Avenue,'
Willesden Green, N.W..10, has been
awarded a penknife.)

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! .If you

know 2 good rib tickler send it along now—and win
a prize! A handsome waich will be awarded each
all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address your jokes to ‘¢ Smilers,’’
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

week 10 the sender of the best joke ;

or a penknife.
Nelson Lee Library, 5,

PROOF OF THE DEED!

‘“ Mother,’’ sald little Ronnie, coming down to
lunch, * tho mirror is missing from the bath-
room.’* |

The parent looked hard at her child.

‘“Oh !’ she said. °‘‘ Then how did you know
that ‘your face was elean? *

‘“1 looked at the towel,’’ was the reply. .

C. Osborne, 167, ‘GQreenvale Road, Eltham Park
S. E‘ 9 has been awarded G h_andaome watch.)

OVERDONE !

Editor : * You have made your hero too hot-
headed, I'm afraid.”

Author, ‘“How do you mean 1"’ i

Editor ;: * Well, he has a lantern jaw to begm

A LONG JOB'!

Farmer Jones : ‘‘ I hardly knew you.
This is the third time this year youw've
had your whiskers cut off.”

Farmer Brown: “ Yes; the wife bo
stuffing the sofa.”

(H. O’Reslly, 15, Bigginswood Road,
Norbury,S.W.16, hasbeen awarded a pocket wallet.)

AHEM !
Draper : “ This is all pure wool, madam.’’
Lady : ‘“ But why is it marked cotton ?
Draper: ‘¢ Oh——er——that 18 to deceive the

.moths, madam.”’

(B. Samuel, Springfield Gardens, Taffs Well,
Nr. Cardzﬁ has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

SOME BLOW !

Jinks : “ Did the cyclone damage your house
very much ? ”’

g;nks ; ‘Idon’t know—I haven’t found it yet.""

(W.  Heslop, Mosspetral, Green head, Via
Carlisle, has been awarded a penknife.) -
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" You've got a telescope. Handy—that one
you won in a competition,’”’ continued K. K.
“From one of our windows you could look
into Pycraft’s study, and see how things
were going. How's that?”

“Too thick,” said Gresham bluntly. ¢ Dash
it, if Boots did that to Pycraft, he would be
sacked.” . ~

There were other murmurs of agrecment.

“That's the very point!” argued K. K.
“We all know that ordinarily Boots wouldn’t
darc to pour ink and gum over Pieface’s
head. But if he's hypnotised he’ll do 1t
without even knowing 1it. In other words,
this has got to be a test.”

“I think I see,” said Nipper, grinning.

“A real test,” declared Parkington. *If
Boots fails to pour ink and gum over Pic-
face’'s head, 1it'll prove that Handy’s
hypnotism is a wash-out. It needs some-
thing drastic like this to make absolutely
sure.”’ '

Nipper and. Travers and a few others
chuckled. It was fairly clear to them that
K. K. was working this up so that the laugh
would be against Handforth—when Boots
failed to carry out the drastic order. It was
@ bit ‘“‘nervy ” of these Red-Hots, but, after
all, Handy needed a jolt.

Edward Oswald himself was so keen on the
demonstration that Boots’ possible fate didn’t
even strike him, or he might have hesitated.
K. K., in his wisdom, had counted upon this,
Once Handy was fairly started on a thing,
he needed a good bit of stopping.
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Boots was the ideal victim—since DBoots
was tho. one fellow who had failed to take
the 'fluence. Handforth felt that it was up
to him to try again and show that he could
succeced. A hulking great ass like Buster
Boots wasn’t going to get the*better of him!

He went into the telephone-box' with a
deternmiined hight 1n his cyes. He got ‘nrough
to the Modern House quickly., S¢. Frank’s
had its own Private Exchange, and school
calls were a penny cach—if they had been
free the Exchange operator would never
have had a moment’s rest. Boots was at the
’phone within a few moments. |

“I want you, Buster,” said Handforth
deliberately.

“Then you can’t have me,” replied Boots.
““Who do you think you arc—the Head? 1I'm
not coming at your orders, Handy, vou ass!
Go and boil yourself !

Handforth concentrated.

’

Ho glared into

the transmitter and he tensed his frame. 1llc
became rigid with the exertion. And over
the wires came a gasping sound of
consternation. :

‘““Buster Boots ! said Handforth in a low,
quivering voice. ‘I want vyou to come over
here at ~ once—straight into the Ancient
House Common Room.” ‘

“Yes,” came the reply

“You will come immediately,” commanded
Handforth.

“I will come immediately,” said Boots
monotonously.

Click ! !

D i i S A e e e e s L e o o USSP

w' THAT COOKED HIS GOOSE !

Rastus was charged with chicken stealing,
but was not well up in the procedurs of the court.
The judge demanded his name.

“ Rastus Johnson, yo’ honar,’
negro promptly.

‘‘Are you the defendant ? ”

““ No,suh ! I'se got alawyer for the defendin’,
I'so de gen’a’man dat stole dem chickens.”

(E. Harris, 56, Wells Road, Cotlerdoun,
Bristol, has been awarded a penknife.)

ON THE TARGET.

r Distracted Mother: ‘‘ David, you mustn’t shoot
at Tommy’s stomach with that bow and arrow.”
David : “ But we are playing William Tell,
and Tommy has eaten the apple.”
(F. Wise, 183, St. John's Road, Walthamstow,
E.17, has been awarded a pocket’ wallet.)

A CLEAN SWEEP!

Shopkeeper : * Have you
swopt the shop out, Bert 7"

Bert : ** No, sir.”’ |

Shopkeeper : ** Well, what )
have you done ?

Rert : “ Swept the dust out,
sir.”’

(L. Thomas, Ward 5, Child-
ren's Hospital, Lady Wood
Road, Birmengham, has heen
avarded a pockel wallel.)

answered the

TO BE EXPECTED !

Diner: ‘‘ This sauce tastes like furniture
polish.” |

Waiter : “° Quite right, sir.
cabinet pudding.” .

(L. Whitworth., ‘ Hambledon,” Coronation
Road, Cleveleys, has been awarded a penknife.)

A GOOD EXAMPLE.

Teacher : ** Heat swells things. Can anybody
give mo an example ? " |

Willie : ¢ Please, miss, summer holidays last six
weeks and Christmas holidays last two weeks.”

(R. Flitcroft, 22, Hawker Avenue, Bolton, has
been awarded a pocket wallel.) -

You ordéred

PERSONAL !

“ Mummy,” aaked the little girl, * why are
you putting stuff on your lips ? " )

‘“ Because they are cracked, dear."

“Is that why daddy puts stuff on his head

. every morning-? "
A (B. Oberman, 89, Montpelier
. Road, Brighton—a penknife.)
I} \Z | VERSATILE !

Uncle: .* Well, Billy, how

| 4 are you getting on at school ? "’
| Billy : *“ Oh, very well indeed.

I am centre forward in foot-
ball and right back in lessons.”

(R. Birks, Dearne Valley S.C., .
Bolton-on-Dearne—a penknife.)
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The receiver was hung up at the oether end,
and Handforth relaxed. He was inwardly
glowing with triumph. He reeled out of the
box, breathing hard.

' “Phew ! That was hot work !” he panted.

- “Is he eoming ?”’ went up a gencral shout.

“Hc’ll be here within a minute,” replied
Handforth promptly., ‘‘My ’fluence 1s so
great than I can evén hypnotisc people over
the ’phone.” :

Sure enough, Buster Boots walked into the
'Common Room less than a minute later. He
was looking bewildered and puzzled.

" *““Hallo, you chaps |” he said as he shut the
door. **No larks, mind! I came over here
for something, and I'm blessed if I can re-
member what 1t was., Something seemed to
urge me over, and now that I'm herc I’ve
forgotten.” |

“I’I{‘he ’luence is waning a bit,” murmured
K. K. |

‘“’KFluence ?”’ repeated Boots sharply, catch-
ing the word. *“By Jupiter! You don’t
mean to say that—— Yes, I remember now !
Handforth rang me up, didn’t he?”

Handforth planted himself in front of the
burly Fourth-Former. ,

“Look at me!” he commanded ominously.
“Look straight into my eyes.”

IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON had
made fairly elaborate preparations.
The Old-Timers thought that the
- game was merely to get a laugh over
Handforth when Boots failed to carry out the
Remove hypnotist’s drastic orders. But
K. K.s plot was deeper than this.

In talking things over with Buster, earlier,

he had learned that- Mr. Horace Pycraft was
away.this evening. The Form-master’s study,
. therefore, was empty. . It had not taken long
for a qick-witted fellow like K. K. to think
up a red-hot wheeze. Baines—one of K. K.'s
crowd—was probably the cleverest amateur
actor in the Junior School; and Baines, at
this very moment, was calmly sitting in Mr.
Pycraft’s study, at Mr. Pycraft’s desk, busily
writing. '
' .The light was on, and the blind was con-
“veniently up. K. K. knew that Handforth's
precious telescope was an unreliable medium.
Even with its aid, the interior of Mnr,
Pycraft’s study would remain vague. Baines
had made up with remarkable cleverness; hLe
looked astonishingly like Mr. Pycraft him-
gelf. He would not have survived a close ex-
amination in a strong light, but seated at
that desk, in the soft glow, he more than
passed muster,

K. K. believed in doing things thoroughly,
It wasn’t half good encugh tamely to show
Handforth up as a failure; far better to
make it appear that he was a huge success,
and then let him down with a wallop. A
great jape on the Old-Timers! And the joke
was, the Old-Timers didn’t even realise it.

They would get the wind up when they saw
Boots aetually entering Mr. Pycraft’s study,
and pouring ink and gum over Mr. Pycraft’s
bead. It wouldn’t come out until later that
the whole thing was a spoof, -and the laugh
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against Handforth would be loud and long.
To make matters infinitely better, the Red-
Hots would get a big laugh against the other
Old-Timers, too. |

¢ OU thoroughly understand ?” asked
Handforth impressively.
“I thoroughly understand,” said
Boots in a toneless voice.
He had ‘“‘gone under ” within a minute.

An intense glare from Handforth, a few
passes with the hands, and Boots had
succumbed, |

““Then tell me what you have to do,” said

Handforth.

““I am to go straight into the East House,”
said Boots in that same expressionless voice.
“I am to go to Mr. Pycraft’s study, and,
before he can order me out, I have to pick up
his inkpots and cmpty them over his head.
Then I must do the same with his gum-pot.”

“And after that?” . |

“After that, 1f I have the chance, I am
to take his coal-scuttle and tip it upside down
on the top of him,” said Boots. ‘“All this I
understand.”

“Then go—obey !”’ commanded Handforth,
pointing impressively.

“I go!” muttered Boots, wheeling round
mechanically.

Even now some of the juniors—the more
credulous ones—had an idea that Handforth’s
hypnotism was genuine. All this jiggery-
Eokcry was certainly convincing. The rest,

owever, were certain that Boots would
merely . get outside and return to his own
IHouse. He passed out of the Common-room,
and Handforth, after his great exertions, felt
breathless. -

‘“‘He’s going to do it !” he said excitedly.

““Then the best thing we can do is to get
upstairs |” urged K. K. “We can see into
Pycraft’s room from some of the upper win-
dows. Come on, you chaps! This ought to
be worth watching.” .

“Ought i1t ?” grinned Nipper, “I wonder
if there’ll be anything to see?”

‘‘the best laid schemes o’ mice an’
»

THERE 1s an old saying of Burns’ that

men gang aft agley.” Unknown to
K. K. Parkington, his scheme was
‘“gang agley ’—very much so.

The whole trouble arose because he had
been misinformed. Mr. Pycraft wasn’t away
for the evening, but only for an hour. And
it was just like him to return at the most
awkward moment of all. To make matters
worse, he had slipped into the East House
by the back door, and none of K. K.’s watch-
ing lieutenants knew of 1t, so they couldn’t
even give the alarm.

Mr. Pycraft entered his study, and then
came to a dead halt. He ecxperienced a
shock. As far as he could sce, he was sitting
at his desk, writing! Mr. Pycraft, who was
an abstemious man, wondercd if he was in
his right senses, -

““Who 18 that ?” asked a tart voice. “‘Go
away! Don’t come bothering me now !”
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Baines—unfortunate youth—was playing
his part as per arrangement. His imitation
of Mr. Pycraft’s voice was remarkably

accurate—so accurate that Mr. Pycraft him-
sclf had a shock.

““Giood heavens!” ejaculated the startled
Form-master.

Conway Baines seemed to freeze in his
chair. He felt paralysed. He was even in-
capable of looking round. He had naturally
assumed that the intruder was Buster Boots.
But thero was no mistaking that acid voice.

Baines’ first impulse was to make one wild
leap for the window and escape. Unfortu-
nately, the window was closed, and he knew
that he would never be able to do it. Mr.
Pycraft strode forward and swung Bailnes
round by the shoulder.

“Good gracious mel’ said the Form-
master. He was amazed. At such close
quarters he could sce the grease-paint and
the make-up. “What is the meaning of
this?” he demanded furiously. *“How—how
dare you enter my study in this fashion and
sit at my desk? Who are you?”

Baines could see that i1t was all up.

““Baines, sir,” he replied resignedly.
“ Awfully sorry, sir—only a bit of a joke. I
didn’t mean to be impertinent, sir.”

“A joke!” repeated Mr. Pycraft with

fury. ‘“You didn’t mean to be impertinent !
And yet you come here disguised as—as a
hideous-looking freak ?”’

“I'm made up to look like you, sir,”
protested Baines. ‘.

“What !” roared Mr. Pycraft. “Why, you
—you insolent——""

* Anything wrong in hLere, sir?™ asked a
voice.

“Yes, Sinclair, there is shouted Mr.
Pycraft, turning to the prefeet in the door-
way. ‘This boy has had the impertinence
to seat himself at my desk disguised as
myvself ! He tells me that he is Baines.”

‘“ Ancient House fellow, sir,” nodded Sin-
clair, interested. | _

“Then take him away, Sinclair, and see
that he 1s suitably punished,” said Mr.
Pycraft harshly. ‘Don’t say anything aboit
it to tho others—the less such nonsense 1is
talked about, the better.” |

“I'd better hand him over to his House-
master, hadn’t I, sir?"”

$“He deserves to be thoroughly thrashed,”
retorted Mr. Pycraft hastily; ‘“but as he
secms to have done no damage, and 1t 1s,
after all, only a foolish escapagc. a prefect's
Let Ienton deal

"’

caning will be sufficient.
with him.”

“Right you are, sir,” said Sinclair.
on, you young sweep!”

Ile scized Baines by the shoulder and
tnarched him off. Conway Baines was filled
with wild alarm. It was impossible to ex-
yplain things to the prefect, and he could not

“Clome

cven escape so that he could give a warning-

to K. K. The whole situation, in fact, began

to look decidedly mouldy. ~
And Mr. Horace Pycraft sat at his ..sk—

il_xbh'me]y unrcbaoscious of what was comuig to
im
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CHAPTER 1.

In the Neck!

OHN BUSTERFIELD BOOTS grinned
to himself as he crossed the dark
Triangle. This jape was going to be a
corker.- Baines had donned some

specially old clothes so that the ‘christening ”
would have no disastrous results. Boots felt
he was going to enjoy his part in the busi-
ness. It was particularly gratifying to know
that large numbers of Old-Timers would be
observing the effects from their own windows.

At first Buster had been deeply suspicious.
K. K. Parkington, after all, was a rival,
and when K. K. had proposed the  wheeze
Boots had had an idea that he, himsclf, was
to be the victim. But when Baines was
brought in, and the whole thing was ex-
plained, Buster appreciated its humour: This
was a joke against the Old-Timers—
particularly against Handforth; and pulling
\Handforth’s leg was always an entertaining
pastime.

Boots reached Mr. Ppycraft’s study,
hesitated a moment, and glanced up and
down. The passage was empty. He knocked.

“Come in!” said a sharp, acid voice.

Boots started.

““My only hat!” he muttered. ®That
chap’s positively uncanny!”

The voice was exactly like Mr. Horace
Pycraft’'s—not a very surprising circum-
stance considering that it was Mr. Pycraft.

Boots went in. One glance told hium that
the blind was fully raised, and curtains
drawn apart. And Mr. Pycraft sat at his
desk, the shaded light so concentrated upon
the desk itself that the master was slightly
in shadow. It was just as the plotters had
arranged. Fate was not kind to Mr. Pycraft.

“Well? What do you want?” asked Mr.
Pycraft impatiently, “Who 138 it? Come
forward, young man! @{ow do you expect
me to see you?”

Boots grinned, and then checked himself.
He suddenly remembered that Handforth
was watching through a telepscope, and that
he—Boots—was still supposed to be under
the ’'fluence. Might as well do the thing
thoroughly.

““Come, come!” said Mr. Pycraft testily.
“What is 1t? Oh, it’s you, Boots? Why do
you come bothering me at this hour of the
evening ?”’

Boots made no reply. Mechanically he
reached forward, and seized the big glass
pot of blue-black ink. There was somcthing
so- horribly deliberate in his action that Mr.
Pycraft gazed at him in blank astonishment.

‘““Boots !”” he ejaculated. ‘“How dare you
interfere—"’

Splash!

In- that- same deliberate way, DBoots
committed the crime. He overturned the ink-
pot so that the entire contents poured in a
splashing .cascade upon the top of Mr. DPy-
craft’s semi-bald head. And as the Form-

master. was .expeeting no such catastrophe, he

took it like a lamb.
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Boots nearly grinned again, and his
admiration for Baines incrcased, The fellow
was a positive genius when it came to act-
ing! [His make-up was jolly good, too, Py-
craft to the life!

VER in the Ancient House Edward
Oswald Handforth was fairly pant-
ing with triumph, and making passes
with his hands to maintain the

’luence on Boots. He was at one of the
upstairs windows with Church and McClure,
K. K., Travers, and a number of other
fellows, were squashed in other windows.
They could all sce into that lighted room of
the East House. -

“My only giddy aunt!” gurgled Hand-
forth. “0Old Buster’s done 1it!”

Church was looking alarmed.

“My hat! I can’t understand it!” he
muttered. *“Boots has done it! He'll get
the sack for thas!”

IIandforth started.

“By George! I hadn’t thought of that!”
he said in dismay. “And I suppose I'm
rcally responsible.”

“Rats!” put in McClure. “How can you
be responsible? There’s something behind
this that I can’t understand. Why should

Boots go along »

“Hold on!” interrupted MHandforth.
“What do you mean, I’'m not responsible?
Didn’t I put Boots under the ’fluence?”

‘“Fluence be jiggered!” snapped Mao.
“You were being spoofed, Handy.” !

“K.K.s at the bottom of it somehow,”
added Church darkly. '

“What’s that?’’ asked Parkington, stroll-
ing along from one of the other windows.
“What am I at the bottom of? Congratters,
Handy, sweetheart! This hypnotism of
yours is corking! You seem to have proved
your skill this time. Poor old Pycraft is
wallowing in his own ink|”

‘“Well, T hope that Buster won’t get into
too much trouble!”’ said Handforth anxiously.
“I was so keen about hypnotising him that
I'd forgotten everything else.”

“*It was K.K.’s idea to pour ink over
Pycraft, anyhow,” said Church suspiciously.

“So it was, darling—sp it was,” agreed
K. K. “I accept full responsibility, and if
there’s any trouble with Pycraft, I'll take
the blame. Can I say anything more hand-
some than that? But I have an idea ”?

He was 1interrupted by a sudden com-
motion along the passage. Yells of constern-
ation came from Deeks and Goffin and
[Haddocks and Jepson and other Red-Hots.
They came surging towards K. K. with a
wild-looking figure in their madst. .

“It’s Baines!” Deeks was gasping. ",
K. K.! Something’s side-slipped! Hereo’s
Baines !” |

Parkington felt suddenly faint. One
glance assured him that the newcomer cer-

- |
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tainly was Conway Baines. He turned his
head, and across the Triangle he could dimly
sco Buster Boots carrying on the good work.
Buster was coolly and enthusiastically forcing
Mr. Pycraft’s head down upon his desk, and
he was pouring red ink over it. K. K. closed
his eyes to shut out the horrid sight.

‘“May the saints preserve us on a dirty
night like this!”- he murmured tragically.
“ Baines—oh,. Baines!—what have you done,
honey? Why this thusness? Why are you
here when you should be over there?”

“I couldn’t help it!” panted Baines
desperately. ““Pycraft came 1n and twigged
me! ‘Sinclair wouldn’t let me go, and I've
been trying to get at you——"

“EKnough!” interrupted K. K. mournfully.
“Sweethearts, the balloon will go up 1n
about five minutes! It’s really Pycraft over
there—and poor old Boots is up to his neck
in the ox-tail. The only thing 13, he doesn’t
know it!"”

BUT is wasn’t long before Boots did
know 1t.

He was rather exasperated with

Baines. It was all very well to do

the thing thoroughly, but why go to such
extreme Tengths as this? There was no need
for the idiot to yell at the top of his voice.
The whole idea of the jape was to get 1t
done quietly and expeditiously. No need
to attract the East House people. It was
only for the benefit of the Ancient House
juniors, anyvhow.

“Cheese it!” protested Boots hastily, as
he flooded Mr. Pyeraft’s head with the red
ink. “Not so much noise, blow you!”

“Help!” screamed the Form-master.
“You young scoundrel! Have you gone
mad, Boots? You—you infernal young
hooligan! Help! How dare you lay hands
on me like thig?” |

He struggled wildly, and Boots grunted.

“Why the dickens can’'t you take it
quietly 2’ he hissed, reaching for the
enonmous gum-pot.

“I won’t take it quietly!” roared Mr.
Pycraft furiously. *“I refuse to take 1t
quietly ! Never in my life have I been so——
Ugh! Ugh! Grrrrrerrrrrh!”

He had lifted his face very convenicntly,
and a flood of gum poured over it, a good
deal swamping into his mouth.

“That's closed your throttle, anyhow!"
grinned Boots.

Mr. Pycraft leapt up in desperation. He
was convinced that this boy was mad—
stark, raving mad! There was no telling
what he would do next. Perhaps he would
even reach for the dagger-like paper-knife.

Mr. Pycraft, terrified, was given added
strength.

“IHelp! Help!” ho bellowed wildly.
“Kenmore! Payne! Sinclair! Help!”

Buster Boots was staggered this time. 1In
fact, he began to got an inkling of the
¢ruth. That frantic voice, so charged with
terror, was too genuine. Baines, for all 1nis
cleverncss, had  his  limitations.  Besides,
Baines wouldn't have kicked up all this
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din. Certainly, he wouldn’t have howled
for prefects. B
“Great Scott!” babbled Boots dazedly.
He made a dash at Mr. Pycraft, grabbed
him by the shoulders, and stared into his
face. There wasn’'t much of Mr. Pycraft’s
face left to see. It was streaked with red
ink and black ink, and - gum was oozing
down the. cheecks in slowly-rolling blobs.

Boots made certain. [He grabbed at Mr.
Pycraft's left whisker, and pulled hard. The
only result was a fiendish howl., The whisker
remained inbact. '

Boots staggered away, the whole room
whirling in front of his eyes. It was really
Pycraft. Buster wanted the floor to yawn
open and swallow him up. Floors, un-

fortunately, do not_ possess such accom-
modating qualities. He remained where he
was.

Before he could collect his bewildered
thoughts, or seek to escape, the door buirst
open and Sinclair and Kenmore, of the Sixth,
slq;rcj)de in. One of them switched on the extra
1ight.” -

“What on earth——"’ began Sinclair. “ Oh,
I say, sir! You look an awful sight!
What's happened ?”
~ “'Seize him!” panted Mr. Pycraft, point-
ing a quivering finger at Boots. * Seize
hm:l,,'a,z,nd hold him! The boy’s mad—raving
mad ! :
. “But—but I didn’t know!”! gasped Boots
frantically. ‘ Honestly, sir! I'm not mad.
Il tl'u?ught that you were—were somebody
else " .» A N

‘““Better say as little atg possible, kid!”’
grunted Kenmore’ .

The two Erefccts were by no means dis-
pleased at this sensational incident. In fact,
when they looked at Mr. Pyeraft, they could
hardly conceal their satisfaction. On many
an occasion they had longed to empty ink-
pots over Mr. Pycraft’s head; but they had
never dared to do it. It was gratifying to
discover that a junior boy had plucked u
the necessary courage. They were firm wit
Boots, but they were kindly.

- “Take it calmly, kid!”
shaking his head.

¢ Bring—bring that boy to the head-
master!” hooted Mr. Pycraft, recovering his
full courage now that the two prefects were
here. “Come! . Follow me!” -

‘“You can’t go-to the Head like that,
sir!’* protested Kenmore. :

“Can’t 12! yeolled the master. ‘“‘We will
see, Kenmore! How dare you argue with
me? The headmaster shall see precisely what
this bay has done!”

‘“ But, sir—"" began Boots feebly.

‘““‘Silence!” thundered Mr. Pycraft.

The procession started. Mr. Pycraft went
first; and Armstrong, Griffith, Freeman and
Turner and crowds of other Fourth-IFormers
lined the passage and lobby in an awed
audience. They had heard the commotion,
and they had scented excitement. Mr.
Pycraft stalked past them, breathing hard,
and it was rather a wonder that fire and

sald Sinclair,
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smoke did not issue from his nostrils. His
face, streaked with black and red, was fan-
tastic. Blobs of gumn dropped to the floor
as> ne passed. In the rear came Buster Boots,
firmly held in the grasp of the two prefects.
11> was like a martyr being led to the stake.

Slowly Buster was realising the truth—or
what he thought to be the truth. It was he
who had been spoofed, and Kirby Keeble
Parkington was responsible. K, K. had
tricked him into committing this assault upon
Mr. Pycraft, his own Form-master| It was
an outrageous trick. Boots’ alarm was tem-
pered by a fierce and burning rage. This
would probably mean the sack, but even the
prospect of being expelled was trivial coms-
pared with his burning desire to get his
hands on K. K. Parkington.

“What a fool!”” muttered Boots bitterly.
“I might have known it! I might have
guessed those beastly Removites were spoofing
me. And I fell into the trap like a half-
witted infant!”

He suddenly realised that they had arrived
at the headmaster’s study. He found himself
marshalled in front of the Head’s desk. There
sat Mr. Nelson Lee, the famous schoolmaster.
detective.  St. Frank’s had been a better
place since Nelson Lee had taken control of
the reins,

Excitedly, furiously, Mr. Pycraft related the
dread details, and as the Head listened, his
face became more and more grave.

“So I demand that this boy shall be ex-
pelled !’ concluded Mr. Pycraft, nearly fight-
ing for his breath, ‘' Never in my whole
career have I been so grossly assaulted! 1
1s vour duty, sir——"" . -

“You forget yourself, Mr, Pycraft,”” in-
terrupted Nelson Lee quietly. “It 1s quite
unnecessary for you to remind me of my duty.
‘You may be sure that this boy will be
punished in a fitting manner. It is only fair
that he should be allowed to give his own
explanation.”.

““There 18 no explanation!’’ shouted Mr,
Pycraft hotly. . ‘“How can there be an expla-
nation? I tell you he deliberately entered
my study, seized my ink-pots——"’

“Quite so, Mr. Pycraft. I fully under-
stand,”” put in Nelson Lee. ‘I am glad that
vou cime to me in this distressing condition—
for I have been able to see the effects of this
assault with my own eyes. But I do suggest
that vou should now get into a bath as quickly
as possible. Now, Boots, what have you to
say 77’

Mr. Pyeraft refused to take the hint., Hoe
sto®d his ground,. '

““I can only say, sir, that 1t was a mistake,”’
said Boots quietly.

“Indeed ?”’ said the Head.
way 77’

I thought Mr. Pycraft was somebody else,
sir.”’

“ Rank nonsense!”’ shouted Mr. Pycraft ex-
citedly. ‘‘How could the boy think I was
somebody else? I was sitting In my own
study, at my own desk. Is the boy mad?
Surcly he could sce me?”

““In what
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‘T could see you, sir, but I thought you
werc somebody else,”” repeated Boots stub-
bornly. ‘“‘It—it was all a joke, sir, I can’t
tell you how sorry I am that I treated you
as I did. I really thought you were one of
the chaps made up to look hke you.”

Mr. Pycraft turned to Nelson Lee with
frantic incredulity, : _

**Do you hear him?’’ he ejaculated. * Did
you ever hear anything more ridiculous?’’

“It might not be as ridiculous as you
imagine, Mr. Pycraft,”” said the Head. '‘It
is quite possible that the boy was labouring
under a misapprehension. I cannot, indeed,
conceive that he would have assaulted you
deliberately. In any case, the whole matter
must be inquired into further.”

7 '&-climh up that
vy 1?2 ¢rdered
Handforth the Hyp-
notist—and to
everybody’s astons
i S h m 0 n t’ K. KO
Parkington obeyed.

5 ;?You’re a monkey _

m

\| 1 lL\ 3 .\" LT‘:i *.\ﬁ‘)x 'mu‘l !
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““And the boy will be expelled?”’ asked Mr. indeed, to blight his entire career by sendmg
Pycraft vindictively. him away in disgrace. Boots, you will go to

“His pumshment wﬂl depend upon the the Punishment Room in your own House,
result of the inquiry,” replied Nelson Lee, and you will remain there untll you are
“Boots’ record is good, and I should be sorry, further required.’ %

; ““Yes. sir! Thanks awfully, snr.” sald Boots
) gratefully. A
= e
Wiy h
CHAPTER 8.

The Optimist!

IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON was
about the only cool fellow in the big
crowd of Removites which had dashed
out into the Triangle.

As soon as the true pos1t10n was Lnown
the juniors had had 8 vague hope of saving
Boots; but by the time they got out of doors
e — | they found that DBoots had already been

' marched off to the Head,

Fourth-Formers came crowding over from
) - the East House and Modern House, and for
a brief spell it seemed that there would be
a clash. It was Nipper who took command of
% thc situation,

“Calm down, everybody!”? he shouted.
““There’s no earthly sense 1n our having a

scrap out here! That wouldn’t help Boots,

‘““ Boots wouldn’t be in trouble if you idiots
hadn’t played that low-down trick on him!”
shouted Timothy Armstrong, of the East

> House. “Even now I can’t understand just
what happened, Boots must hawe been dotty
to assault Pycraft!’: T

‘“Boots thought it was Bam‘és ftn dxsgulse 12
shouted Deeks. ‘ ¥
“*Something  went ﬁ'rong, ] explamed
Baines. “‘Dieface came back, and I was
hoofed out, When Boots 51rned he mw-
took——"’ < o .
“Wait a minute!”’ bellowea Handforth,

.
> %ﬁi

N

5 above the din. ‘““Yoqu’re all wrong! Boots
wasn't to blame at all—he didn’t even know
that he was pouring ink over Pycraft’s head'
It was all my doing. I’d hypnothed hxm

“What ?7 3elled Armstrong, .
“Tt’s a fact!”’ said Handforth exmted]
. “Rats!”’ yelled Bray, ‘‘You couldn’t hyp-

S notise anybody to save your lifel”

"""" “When you fellows have finished this slang-

Ry j ing match, perhaps I shall be allowed to
N get in a word ?”’ asked K, K. *‘‘If anybody’s
' to blame, it’s me. I planned the whole game,

I arranged with Boots to do the °‘assault-

F" ing,” but we naturally thought that Baines

would be the victim., That’s where the mis-

l take came in. It was just a wheeze to spoof

Handforth.”
“Wha-a-at!”’ gasped Handiorth,

| ‘“Borry, old man, but facts are facts, and

% - thiz is no time for beating about the bush,”

s said Parkington crisply. ‘‘Do you think we

x;ék would have let Boots carry on with that stunt

o : if we had dreamed that Pycraft himself was

S home? Do you think we would have let him
e walk into the lions’ den?’

“Well, we thought it was a bit thick,™
said Bob Christine gruflly.
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““ Poor old buster 1s hiable to be sacked
for a thing like. that—or publicly flogged, at
the very least,”’ continued K. K. “What .do
vou take me for? Do you think I’ll leave
him to his fa_te" It was my uheeze, and I’ll
pay the piper.

“That’s jolly sporting of you, K. K.
Christine warmly. .

‘‘Sporting be hanged!” retorted Parking-
ton, with a snort. ‘‘For goodness’ sake don’t
make a fuss over nothmg' It’s my job to
go to the Head, and explain that Boots uasn 't
;10 blame in any way. If I'm flogged, I'm

og
1 dale say I shall get over it.”

*“Good old K. I\ 1.

‘“It’s the only thing to be done!”

Enthusiastic shouts went up. Kirby Keeble
Parkington was a sportsman, and he was
ready to do the right thing, In the midst
of all the excntement Buster Boots, on his

way to the Punishment Room, came chargmg
up. :

“Where's that blighter, K. K. ?”’ he panted
thickly.

“Hele I am, sweetheart,”’ said Parkington.

““You rotter!
Boots, thrusting one of his ﬁsts under K. K.’s
nose. ‘‘See that? Put up your hands!”

He was thirsting for gore, and if the other
fellows had not held him back he would have
attacked on the instant. :

““Cheese it, Buster!”” said Nipper. ‘‘The
whole thing was-a mistake!”

Matters were etplamed
mered down.,

“Oh, so that’s how it was?"” he said at
length. *“So you didn’t deliberately lead me
up the garden, K. K.? Naturally, I thought
it was Bames when I went into Pycrafts
study |

“OE course you did,”’ ald Parkington.
‘“Well, the only “consolation we've got is that
Pieface received the full dose.What a pity we
didn’t see him!”’

‘“We did!"’ grinned Armstrong. ‘‘The sight
way worth quids!”

“Well, I'm going straight to the Head

(f’ guarantee that
me, YOl can

now,"’ contmued K. K.
\Boots will be let off. As fm

{rust me to do the necessary chin-wagging—
and I don’t think I shall come off second-
best.”’

“This is decent of vou, K. K.,” said Boots
warmly.

It was at this moment that Handforth came
tn life. For some moments he had been deep
in thought, and everybody else had forgotten
him. Hls excntement had gone, and he was
now deadly calm. Church and McClure were
eveing him uneasily—for when Handforth was
deadly calm trouble was brewing.

“Hold on, everybody!” he said grimly,
and his tone of voice commanded attention.

”

and Boots sim-

“You're all wrong!” he went on. ‘“Why
should .Boots be punished? Why should
IK. K. calmly walk to the slaughter ? There’s

no need for anybody to get pumshed Thls
thing can bo scttled as casily as winking.”

“Can it 2" asked K. K. “How?”

said .

ged—and it wouldn’t be the first time.

You tricky bounder!”’ gaSped :
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STl go to the Head mysell !” replied
Handforth calmly.

““That ought to settle 1t,”’ nodded Parkmg~
ton “You'll just about put the tin hat on
the whole aﬁalr and the entire Romove wiil
get it in the neck !”

“By the time I've finished with the Hea‘d,
he won't. even know that Pieface met - with
any trouble!” said Handforth confidently.
‘s Al‘l‘lh’ve got to do 1s to hypnotise him.”

¢ y a t 'n

“H}pnotlse him !” repcated Handforth

{irmly.
'lher(, was an absolute silence for a
moment. The fellows couldn’t quite realiso

that Edward Osivald was in earnest. When
they did rcalise it they broke out into one
lcm yell of laughter.

“Ha ha, ha!”

“Giood old Handy !”

““There’s nothing to laugh at, you cackling
idiots !” roared Handforth. “I got Boots
into this mess, although I didn’t know, of
course, that K. K. was muddling things up
with a lot of silly trickery. Once I've
hypnotised the Head, he’ll forget all about
Pycraft and Boots, too. I'll make his mind
a blank on the whole subject !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And what about chraft"” asked K. K.

politely.

(] Eh l?”

“His mind won’t be a blank, old dear.”

« Then I shall have to hvpnotlse Pycraft,

too.” said Handforth coolly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T\[v poor, deluded ass!” said K. K.
kindly. ““Haven’t you yet realised that you

couldn’t hy pnotise a half-dead white rat? I
don't know how it is, but vour cve doesn’t

possess the nccessary zip.’

“Rot !” retorted Handforth. “1 hypnotised
you, -didn’t I?”
h“Ahem' Perhaps we’d better not go into
that

“And I could have hypnotised Boots, too,
if you asses hadn’'t interfered,” went on
Handforth stubbornly. “Anvhow, the only
way out of this muddle is for me to go
straight to the Head and hypnotise him.”

The more the juniors laughed, the moro
determined Handforth became. He still
laboured under the delusion that he could
get people under his “spell.”

“We can’t let him go, you chaps,” said
Church desperately.

“Can’t let mo go?” snapped Handforth.
““Who’s going to stop me?”

“T will 1 said K. K.

“You?” scoffed Handforth.

“Little me—and I dare say the rest will
Jom in without much goaqu,” saild Park-
ington. “My dear fathead. if you go to the
Head and attempt to hypnotise him, vou'll
get vourself sacked. You mustn’t go about
hypnotising headmasters !

“Bettor hold him!” suggested McClure
anxiously. “You know what ho 1s—he’ll
make a sudden dash or something.”

K. K. and Nipper, and one or two others,
made a move towards Handforth, and



Edward Oswald could sece that they meant
He meant business,
the odds were all against h1m it was up to

business.

him to act first.

*“You can’t stop me!” he roared defiantly.

Crash !

His right landed in K. K.’s face, and the
red- headed junior ‘staggered bacl, yelling.

At the same moment
Handforth’s left
caught Nipper 1in
the chest. Then he
charged, and forced
his way through the
¢érowd.

“Stop him!”
went up a yell.
““But Handforth
had already - won
free, and in a few
seconds he was rac-
mg at top speed
through - Big Arch
and across Inner
Court.

“Stop him!
shouted 1\ 1pper.
*“He’ll make t,hmgs
ten times worse!?”’

Inner Court was
strictly out of
bounds for juniors—
unless, of course,
they had definite
business—but they

12

took no notice of-

this now. Church
and McClure and
Nipper and Travers
and several others

sped after Hand-
forth.
Edward Oswald,

determined to put
his fantastic 1dea
into execution, man-
aged to beat his
pursuers by a short
head. They got to
the Head’s door just
as he had vanished
inside; and, anxious
thou h they were,
they couldn’t very
well charge into the
Hcad’s all and
drag Handforth out
by force,
Handforth, mcan-
while, was taking
no chances. He

mareched straight to Nelson Lee’s study,

L

CHAPTER 9.
Hypnotising the Head!

NELSON LEE was seated at his desk

writing, and he looked up in surprise
as Handforth charged 1n.
didn’t usually enter hxs study in this

fashion. .
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too, and, as
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Handforth himself was perfectly calm. His
heart was beating more rapidly than usual,
perhaps, but he had himself well under con-

trol. He had deccided that it would have

been fatal to ask for an interview.

As he

was going to hypnotise the Head, anyhow,

“Well,

A Treat in Store—
Next Week’s Full- Length
School Yarn!

.5:?{

S50y
) \.: ., ‘-::‘

A tortune for K K. Parkington' Great excite=
ment.. Then dismay. For there are snags ; big
snags. Such as having to sleep on bare
boards ; eat nothing but carrots and turnips 3
drink nothing but water. And—horror ot
horrors !—give up footer, A howling situae
tion ; the Removities howl, so does K.K., but
not wnth laughter. You'll howl too, chums ;
bhowl tears of merriment. This is a yarn yqu
simply MUSTN’T miss reading

“KK. K-NABS THE KUDOS!"

Order Your Copy in Advance!

“ Concentrate 1.
replied the Head.

and fortltude.

Junlors last wash yourself 2*

weren’t going rlght

his abrupt manner of entry

dldn’t matter

Handforth, thls is an unexpected

visit,”” said Nelson
Lee, laying his pen
down rather grimly.
“I don’t remembecr
hawng sent for
you.

.“You didn’t send
for me, sir.”

““I thought not,”
nodded the Head.
““Perhaps you’'ll be
good enough to ex-

plain just why you
are herc{ I believe
in being friendly
with you all, and, if
it comes to that, we
have had some very

free-and-easy timeces

togcther. But there
1s a certaln decorum
to be maintained
. )

He broke off.
Handforth was act-
ing In & very pecu-
liar way;  so
peculiar that
Nelson Lee won-
dered if the boy was
in his right senses.
He was so aston-
ished that he forgot
what he was about
to say.

The leader of
Study D had ad-
vanced to the other
side of the desk, and
he was now lcanmg
across 1t, staring
straight into  the
headmaster’s face.
It was a direct and
fixed stare; and at
the same time
Handforth was mak-
ing mysterious
passes with  his
‘hand§;

. Look at mel”
he commanded 1m-
pressively.

“I am looking,” said Lee very grimly.

“It is asking a lot, but I’ll do my best,”
# Concentrating
vour face, Handforth, calls for much courage
When, by the way, did you

upon -

andforth glared harder than ever. Things
It was perfectly rldlcu-
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lous for a subject—and a headmaster at that
—to make facctious remarks about his face
whilo the ’flucnce was being administered.

“Don’t look at my face, sir—look into Iy
eycs !”” he hissed. “ Stare straight into them.
And make your mind an absolute blank. Do
you understand? Your mind has got to
become a part of mine !

“An absolute blank,” nodded Lee dryly.
“But don’t you think we’ve had cnough of
this tomfoolery, young man? I’d like to join
in this little game of yours, but, rcally, my
time is valuable.”

It was fortunate that the Head should
know Edward Oswald inside out, as it were.
Any other headmaster might not have been
so tolerant over an absurd scene of this kind.
But Nelson Lee had had Handforth under
his care on holiday adventures, and cven at
detective work, and he knew Handforth’s
little peculiarities,

“Look here, sir, this is a bit thick !”” pro-
testcd Handforth indignantly. ‘““How do you
think I can hypnotise you if you don’t
concentrate ?”’

‘“Hypnotise mo?” said Lee. “Oh! Is
that the idea ?”

‘“Look at me straight in the eye!” ordered
Handforth impressively. “Now, sir—just
let yourself go! Forget everything while I
put the 'fluenco on. By the time I’ve finished
with you, you’ll have forgotten this interview
altogether.”

Nclson Lee returned Handforth’s steadfast
gaze, and for tho moment the junior had his
way. A dreamy look came into Lee’s eyes,
but this wasn’t because of any hypnotic power
of Handforth’s. The Head was merely
thinking and awaiting developments.

“By George! He’s under!” came a tense
murmur from Handforth. *“Mr. Lee, can
you hecar me?”

‘I can,” replied Lee, nodding.

““Then listen!” said Handforth, bending
nearer, ‘‘From this moment you will com-
pletely forget that old Pieface—I mean Mr.
Pycraft—was smothered 1n ink and gum by
Boots. You'll even forget that Boots was
brought to you for punishment."”

‘““And why should I {forget this?” asked

Lee.

“Because Boots didn’t do 1it!” retorted
Handforth. ‘At least, he did, but it was my
fault. I hypnotised him and told him to do
it, but K. K. butted in, and got up a jape
against- me. And it was Bawnes who pre-
tended to be Mr. Pycraft.”

“T sea! A very pretty tangle.”’

. (CEh ?H

‘“In other words, Mr. Pycraft was assaulted
by accident?”

“Yes; but I don’t see why you should
bother about that,”” said Handforth impa-
tiently. ‘““You won’t remember anything of
this afterwards—when I bring you out of the
’luence—so we’re wasting time. All you’ve
got to do, sir, i1s. to forget the whele affair.”

““I understand;”’ . said Lee grimly.

. S“Mr. Pycraft won't remember anything,
either, because I'm going to hypnotise lum
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nexlt,” continued Handforth. ‘‘Now! For.
get!’’

Handforth, in order to make assurance
doubly sure, half climbed over the desk until
his face was within" a foot of the Head’s.
Then suddenly Nelson Lee concentrated his
own gaze. They stared into one another’s
eyes frxedly.

Handforth was startled. Nelson Lee’s gaze
was disturbing. It bored right into Hand-
forth’s being. It was a case of the hypnotist
being hypnotised. Nelson Lee made no claims
to having any such power; but his will was
so much stronger than the boy’s that Edward
Oswald was soon in dificulties. He felt him-
self growing hot; he wanted to shift his gaze
but couldu’t; he remained perfectly still, like
a statue.

‘“Well, Handforth ?”’ asked Lee suddenly.

The Head’s voice broke the spell. In that
second Handforth ceased to be a hypnotist,
and became an awkward, self-conscious school-
boy. He backed away hastily, red as a beet-
root, filled with dismay. .

“ Didn’t—didn’t I hypnotise you, sir?” he
gasped feebly. .

“I’'m afraid you didn’t,”” replied Nelson
Lee, with a chuckle. ‘‘Don’t look so dis-
tressed, Handforth. I'm not angry with you
for coming here, since I am quite convinced
that you did so in an effort to save Boots
from a punishment he doesn’t deserve. But
it’s a good thing I know you so well.”

¢““[—I didn’t mean to be impertinent, sir!”
stammered Handforth awkwardly.

““Of course you didn’t,”” agreed Nelson Leec.
“But in attempting to hypnotise me, my boy,
you displayed an extraordinary audacity—an
audacity, indeed, which could only come frowmn
an impossible optimist.”’ .

“ And—and aren’t you going to punish me,
sir?”’ asked Handforth breathlessly. ‘‘When
—when you looked into my eyes just now, L
felt all wonky at the knees! 1 knew I'd failed
then. But Boots isn’t to blame for what hap-
pened, sir. It wouldn’t be fair to—"

Tap-tap!

An imperious knock sounded on the door,
and it opened to admit Mr. Horace Pycraft
and Kirby Keeble Parkington.

CHAPTER 10.
Sauce for the Gander!

6 ERY opportune, Mr. Pycraft,” said
&/ the Head pleasantly. “I am glad vou
have come; it has saved me the

trouble of telephoning for you.”

““I found this boy outside your door, Mr.
I.ee, and he tells me that he can exonerate
Boots—which, on the face of it, is ridiculous,"”
said Mr. Pycraft, with heat. ‘‘Boots deliber-
ately attacked .me, and nothing that this boy
can say can alter that fact.” -

- It appears, Mr. Pycraft, that you were
the victim of a practical joke,”’ said Nelson
Lee quietly. “I am not excusing.the boya
for playing such a joke, and they must be
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unished. But, at
dast, there was no
dehiberate assault
upon you.”

"Mr. Pycraft
rocked on his heels.

“No assault upon
me!”’  he expostu-
lated. ‘“But—but—
good heavens!—yon
~saw me, sir! You
saw the dreadful
condition I  was
!’

“T wid,”
Lee. ‘“Yet Bootsy
thought vou wero -
somebody else.”

AMlr, Pyecraft

snorted disbéhev-
ingly,

"4 Tt was like this,
sir,”  said K. K.
eagerly. “You
were out, and some
of us were getting
up a jape. One of
our - fellows  dis-
guised himself as
you—-"

“And I hypno-
tised Boots, and
Boots was supposed
to go to your study
and pour ink over
vour head,” put in
Handforth.  “Not
your nead, really,
but the chap who
was aisguised as
you.”’

.Mr. Pycraft gave a violent start.

**Oh!” he said flatly.
- “Have you thougﬁt of something, Mr.
Pycraft?”’ asked Nelson Lee, who could see
that the Form-master was disturbed.

replied

“Er—yes—er—I believe I have!”’ stam-
mered Mr, Pycraft reluctantly. ‘‘Certainly I
have. Upon my word! Of course! Until

[ 3

the two incidents.”’

“Yes?’ prompted Lee.

‘““When I got back this evening, I found an
Ancient House boy sitting at my desk,”’ ex-
plained Mr. Pycraft, more reluctantly than
ever. “He was, in fact, wearing a sort of
make-up—and he even had the impertinence
to tell me that he was disguised as myself.”

‘“‘There "you are, sir!” said K. K. coolly.
‘““Boots thought that you were Bai—— That
you were this chap in the disguise, Didn’t
you say to somebody, sir, that you wouldn’t
get back until late 7”2

“What if T did?” retorted Mr. Pycraft im-
patiently,

““Tt has an important bearing, Mr, Pycraft,”
sald the Head gently., “Did you, in fact,
return at an earlier hour than you originally
intended 7”?

these boys told their story, I did not connect

Y S

Boots pulled at his victim’s whiskers
—and knew the worst. - It wasn’t a
junior disguised, but Mr. Pycraft

himself ! -
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“VYes, T did,”’ said. Mr. Pycraft érufﬂy.
““But why you should listen to these paltry

explanations is beyrond me, sir! Nothing can
alter the fact that I was grossly assaulted!
Boots should be expelled—* ‘s
‘““ Surely not, Mr. Pycraft,’” interrupted Lee.
““You are the last man, I should think, who.
would show his boys a vindictive spirit.”> 1}
“Is he?” murmured Handforth, i
He intended that comment to be under his
breath, but everybody heard it. Mr. Pycraft
turned red, and K. K. inwardly groaned.!
Fortunately, Nelson Lee affected to hear
nothing whatever. 1
‘“Boots certainly assaulted you,”” he =saidy
““but he just as certainly thought that you
were one of his own schoolfellows. That puts'
an entirely different complexion on the
matter, Mr. Pycraft. Boots, in fact, can be
exonerated entirely, These two boys, here,
have confessed.” L
‘““Redlly, sir, without wishing to be vindic-
tive, as you so pointedly hint, I think that
Boots should be made to suffer for his—his
carelessness,”’ said Mr. Pycraft. ‘‘Is the boy
crazy? Is he blind? Couldn’t he see me?
T cannot credit for one moment that he really
mistook me for somebhody else.”
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“But he did, sir,” urged K. K. *“The idea

was mine, and I take all the blame,” he

added, turning to Nelson Lee. ‘' You needn’t
punish Handgorth, sir. The jape was really
against him, and ne was the victim.”

““I rather think I was the victim,”’ said
Mr. Pycraft sourly. |

“I'm afraid you were, sir—but that was
unrehearsed,’”’ admitted K. K.

“Woell, we need not go into this matter any
further,”’ said the headmaster, rising to his
feet and reaching for his cane. “I shall have
to punish you two boys for having the im-
pertinence to perpetrate a practical joke in-
volving the wunauthorised entry of Mr.
Pycraft’s study, and the destructive use of
ink and gum.”

“But Handy didn't know——"

‘T shall punish you, Parkington, for bem§
the instigator,” said Nelson Lee, ‘‘and
shall punish you, Handforth, for allowing
your supposed victim to proceed to the Last
House on such an outrageous mission.”

“ And can we tell Boots that everything is
all serene for him, sir?’’ |

“You need not trouble,”’ replied the Head.
““T will have a prefect go to the Punishment
Room and release him.”’ . _

The next few minutes were painful. Kjrby
Keeble Parkington, as the chief culprit, re-
ceived a hot six-hander. He took it smilingly.
Handforth was lucky to get off with a four-
hander. .

““Now you can both go,” said Nelson Lee.
“ After this last failure of yours, Handforth,
I hope you are convinced that your hypnotism
is more imaginary than real.”

«“T couldn’t hypnotise you, of course, sir,”
admitted Handforth. “I1 was an ass to try.
But some of the other chaps—"

‘*“Oh, my hat!”’ groaned K. K. ‘“And we
got up this jape, sir, so that we could open
his eyes! He’s still as blind as a bat—even
now !"’ .

They went out after bidding the Head a
respectful good-night; and Nelson Lee turned
to Mr. Pycraft with twinkling eyes.

“Tt was the best way to deal with it, Mr.
Pycraft,”’ he said. ‘“In the circumstances, a
public flogging would have been most un-
desirable—particularly as it would have made
your own unfortunate part.in the affair more
generally public. I hope you are satisfied.

Mr. Pycraft wasn’t—but he didn’t dare to
say soO.

enthusiastically.,

“Rather!”

“Just a swishing each, and the
whole thing’s over,” continued K.K. “If yon
‘ask me, 1t was worth 1t—and you ought to
have scen Pveraft’'s face when he knew that
nobody was going to be cxpelled !” ?

A number of Removites and Fourth-
Formers were crowding round the two
juniors who had just emerged from the
Head’s house. They had listened breathlessly
whilst K. K. explained the happenings.

“THE Head’'s a brick!” said Parkington

began - :
& ~ hypnotise the Head——"

THE NELSON LEE LisgARY

‘““And Boots 18 let off ?” asked Bob
Christine. |

“He’s free by this time,” said Handforth.
“But look here, you bounders! The Head
may be satisfied, but I'm not!” he added
darkly. ‘8o you beastly Red-Hots were try-
ing to make a chump out of me?” -

"Not at all,” replied K. K. “We wecra
only trying to show you that you arc a
chump.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha” .

“Well, it’'s cured Haady of onec thing,
thank goodness!” said Church fervently.
‘““He jolly well knows that he's no hypnotist.”

“Do I?” roared IHandforth.

‘“Wha-a-at!”

- “Who says I'm not a hypnotist ?”’ snorted
Iidward Oswald. “I'll adamt 1 failed to

“Ye gods and little fishes!” ecjaculated
Nipper. “ You’re not telling us. Handy, that
you tried to put the 'fluence on the guv’nor ?”

“I thought I'd done it, too,” said Hand-
forth sadly. ‘ He took it beautifully—went

under like a bird. But the artful bounder

was only playing me up—so that he could get
at the truth!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“But I can still hypnotise people, all the
same ! roared Handforth. “And if you
don’t believe it, I'll jolly soon give you a

demonstration! Anybodvy whoso - will 1is
wecaker than inine 1s bound to suceumb.”
“There’s no such person living.” said

K. K. promptly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In the middle of the laughter, Church
suddenly had an inspiration. ~

“Wait a minute, you chaps.” he said
tensely. ‘“Who knows but what Handy may
be right? Perhaps there is something in this
hypnotism, after all.”

‘“ Here, you ass—’’ began Maec.

- “He’s the only one who’s tried,” went on
Church. “I'm going 1o have a shot at it
myself—and then we shall know. If Hand-
forth can hypnotise people, so can I!”

He struck an attitude, and waved his armns
at the crowd.

“Alla-bazooka !” he said 1mpressively.
“I’'m going to hypnotise the lot of vou, and
I'll make you do cterything I sav!”

“My only hat !” said Handforth, staring.

““Look at me ! commanded Church, whilst
the crowd of juniors grinned appreciatively.
““Stare into my eves! Now then—concen-
trate!’”’ He made a few more passes. ‘“That
ought to put you properly under. Can you
understand me?”’

“Yes!” chorused the crowd. -

“You are all subject to my will!” said
Church, his voice throbbing. *“You are all
under the ’fluence. Seize Handforth and
hold him! Do you understand?”

The crowd understood—perfectly.

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,
thoroughly startled. *‘I never thouglit that
you had the hypnotic eyve. Churchy! I'm
};lcssed-if you haven’t hypnotised the giddy
ot !”

’
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““Seize him and hold him!” repeated
Chureh.
‘“Seize him and hold him!” chanted the
subjects.
It wasn’t until them that Handforth

jumped to the truth. There was a rush at
him, and he was grabbed.” The fellows stood
stock stall, starlng at Church for further
orders. By
cottoned on to the wheeze.
“Lift him up slowly, and then drop
to the ground,” commanded Church.
Handforth was whirled aloft.
“You—you spoofing rotters!” he yelled.
“You're not hypnotlsed at all !”
““We’re hypnotised just as much as
hypnotised me,” grinned K. K.
is just as successful as you were,”
‘“By George! I'llI-I'll—7”
Bump !

him

Y ou
Churchw

Handforth was dropped so suddenly that
all the breath was knocked out of hlm.
“Again!” commanded - the hypnotist.

¢ Obey my orders! Lift hlm up, and give
him another bump |”

* Ha, ha, ha !*

The japers found it difficult to contain
their Iaughter, and they bumped Handforth
to the accompaniment of a regular uproar.

He was bumped, 1n fact, until he ached.
“That’ll do 1” said Church above the din.

“Now you’ve' got to forget everything

‘Handforth.

this time they had thoroughly

that’'s happened. Do you understand? Alla-

‘bazooka !”

He made some more passes, and the
demonstration was over.

“You—you _rotter, Churchy gasped

“What the dlckens do you
mean by all this?”

“You’ re not blaming
Church 1n astonishment. ‘I dldnt lay a
finger on you. For two pins I'll put you
under the ’ﬂucnce too!” -

‘“All right—I’ll get even with you all
panted Edward Oswald. “Churchy isn’t so.
much to blame_as you fellows are. It was
you who bumped me!”

“Bumped vou?” said K. K. blankly.
“When?” -

“Just now. you ass!”

“Did we bump him?” asked Parkmgton,
appealing to the crowd.

The crowd, having been instructed by
Church to forget the whole incident, scoffed
at the very idea. And from that minute
onwards, Handforth never once again
referred to the subject of hypnotism. He
was cured !

me, I hope?” said

!9’

THS END.

(Next week 8 long complete St. Frank’s
yarn is entitled ‘‘ K. K K-nabs the Kudos."”
Full of laughs from the first chapter. . One
of E. S. Brooks’ best.)
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CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

S, J Humphrey, 132, Farmer Road, Leyton,
London E.10,
n; Iconnectlon with his overseas correspondence
ciun

R. T. Peacock, 2, Oliver Park, Hawick, N.B.,
wants ceorrespondents.

William- H. Miller, 21, Como Avenue, South
Yarra, S.E.2, Victoria, Australia wants members
for his ph:latehc correspondence club; anywhere
hut in Great Britain and Australia. "All Jetters

answered, )
J. Nicholson, 14, Hodgson Street, Randwijck,
Sydney, Australia, wishes to correspond with

rtteaders interested in collecting butterflies, moths,
etc.

Jack Fuller, 6, Morton Street, Oldham, Lanecs,
wants overseas correspondents.

Miss Kathleen Russell, 80, Gleneagle Road,
Streatham, Londan, s.w.w, desires girl corre-

spondents abroad.

J. Lipscombe, 191, Laleham Road, Staines,
‘\hddleqex wants correspondents jn Australia;
interested in stamps.

Herbert Barlow, 43, Jellicoe Avenue, Gravesend
wishes to correspond with readers.

Frank Santos Suarez, Graville, Anglet, France,
wants to hear from readers Interested in the
League of Nations.

Alfred Thomas, 6a, Maze Pond Terrace, Ber-
mondsey, London, S8.E.1, wants correspondents
interested . in music, literature, sport, and
bactcnojog y.

A. Crofts, 98; Northampton Street, Leicester,
desires’ correspondents

Gordon Landevin, 80, Albion Road -Albion, Bris-
bane, Queensland, Australla wants correspondents
interested in cycling and stamp -collecting.

is now running a club magazine .

A. E. Angus, 51, Harrington Place, Lowﬁelds,
Sheflield, wxshes to correspond with readers.

Patnck O’'Hagan, 79. Parfitt Avenue, Bloem- :
fontein, Orange Free State, South Africa, wants

correspondents, S .
Joseph Morris, 11, Phillimore Road,. Darnall,
ﬁuligield, wants correspondents overseas; ages:
Miss L. Simkins, 4, Fairljght Avenue, Harlesden, .
London, N.W.10, desires girl correspondents
abroad; ages 14-15.

Ernest Pedder, 434 TFinchley Road, Childs Hill,

London, N.W.2, wants correspondents abroad
especnallv in India and France. '
William G. Morrish, 43, Moorland Road, Splott,

Cardiff, wants correqpondents interested in stamps |
and amateur magazines. -

Lewis Markham, 34, Greenstead Gardens, Roe-
hampton Estate, Putnev, London, 8.W.15, wants
correspondents mterested in boxmg

S. J. Beadle, 16, Green Lane, Hendon, Londomn,
N.W. , desires correspondents L

J. Hayes, 72, Marsden Street, Kentish Town,
London, N.W.5, wants correspondents interested

in football
Alfred E. Kemp, 7. Poplar Street, Burley,'
Leeds, wants correspondents interested in sport.
Miss Marjorie Sheppard, 58, Endwell BRoad,

Brockley, London, 8.E.4, wants correspondents in
Europe, America, and India. .

Miss Constance Cooper, 362, Powerscourt Road.
Copnor, Portsmouth, wishes to correspond with girl
readers interested m camping.

Bowness Street,

Miss Annie Sanderson, 19,
Stretford. Manchestor, antq girl correspondents,

age about 22: interested in .cricket, films, animals,

gardening.

Harry L. Moorhead, 104, O’Connell Street,
Limerick, Ireland, wants correspondents :

G. Manlt 10 Balfour Street, Holderness

Road, Hull, would like to hear from readers keen

on electncnh
Hubert V. Hill, 76, City Road, Cardiff, desireg
correspondents.
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Gipsy Dick in Court.

T was a dull, cold morning. Mr. Fineum,

][ the presiding magistrate, had arrived in

court eighteen minutes late for the first

time on record. A cold draught searched

tRe court from all corners, and the magistrate
shivered.

‘“Sergeant Puffin,”” he complained, “this is
the most deadly police-court I have ever
known. Why can’t we have the radiators?
Turn on the heat.’’

Sergeant Puffin set his fingers on the heat-
ing apparatus, scorched the flesh
and shook them vigorously.

“The ’eat 1s hon, sir,”” he
announced definitely, whereat
the magistrate gave him a
wrthering look.

“Next case,” he said testily.

“Gipsy Dack,” droned the
clerk of the court; ‘‘case of cruelty to a
norse.’’

“Your turn, Gipsy,’’ said a red-faced police-
officer, showing Gipsy Dick into the dock.
After Gipsy Dick slid Bull’s-Eye Bill, Gipsy
Dick’s young pgoal-shooting football pal. The
sergeant would have stopped Bull's-Eye, but
Dick quietly insisted.

‘““My pal always comes with me,”’ he said.

““Stop that wrangling,’”’ said the magistrate.
¢ Silence in the dock. Gipsy Dick, you are—
er—accused of systematically ill-treating and

Why was Mr. Crab A Bad Egg?
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starving a horse, a—er—ycllow horse——
‘““Name of Buttercup, your honour,” in-
formed Gipsy Dick, dangling his hat over the
side of the dock and smiling cheerfully.
The magistrate fixed him with a glassy eye.

‘““The summons was issued, I see, after in-
formation had been given to an inspector of
the society by—er—Mr. Crab, the fishmonger,
a worthy fellow townsman.”

“Sells bad fish, sir,” said Gipsy Dick.
“Once I bought a lobster of Mr. Crab, and
the moment 1 pierced the shell it exploded

THIS

as if it was full of dynamite. I’eople thought

it was the drains, and >

‘“Silence! Call Mr. Crab!”’

Crab the fishmonger slid into the witness
box furtively. Instantly there was applause
in the body of the court, and a voice shouted:

“Good old Crab! Give it 'im, Crab! Now
we'vo got 'im; Crab!”

The magistrate fixed his glasses.

‘““Who is that?’’ he demanded.

““One-Punch Pete,” said Gipsy Dick from
the dock. ‘“Buli's-Eye Bill’s stepfather, and




gecaase He Sold Bad Fish!

if you’re anything of a magistrate you ought
. to give him six months.”

The magistrate looked at Mr. Crab with an
encouraging smile. Mr, Fineum prided him-
self on always securing convictions. It was
his business 1n life to secure convictions, and

he was already making up his mind what

penalties he should inflict upon Gipsy Dick.

“You gave information to an officer of the
Animals’ Protection Society, I understand.
You saw this yellow horse?”’

T did, eir. The worst case ever I saw,

GIPSY DICK’S

I STOPPING EM!

WEEK

your washup. I’ve ’ad my eye on that ’orse
for days. It’s a livin’ skeleton. Its ribs
stick outer mile. It was downright cruelty
to work ’im.”’

Crab the fishmonger, exaggerating wildly,
drew such a pathetic picture of the starving
horse that cries of “shame!”’ rang through
the court. The magistrate put on his severest
expression and called upon the officer of the
protection society to give evidence. He was
a funny-looking man with an expression that
sugpested he had been frightened as a one-
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vear-old and had never got over it. When
he pulled off his peaked cap, his sandy hair
stuck up like bristles on a brush,

“Mr. Crab drew your attention to this—
er—yellow horse,’”’ said the magistrate, *‘*You
saw 1t 7’ _ - B .

“Yes, sir. Pulling a caravan through the
town on the way to Mudbank for the Town
Cup-tie with Crabapple United.” |

““The—er—horse was pulling a caravan to
Mudbank? That is some distance on a  hilly
road. Did the—er—horse looked starved, or
exhibit signs of crue! usage?”

“Tts ribs -stuck outer mile.
sir. - It 'ad whispers round its
hoofs and a stump for a tail. It
'as a Roman nosc and a patchy
coat.”

“Yes, yes—but could it pull
the caravan?”

“Faster than I could keep up with it, sir.
Late that night 1 saw it again as it came
back through the town on the way to the
Flats, and it was going faster than ever.
'Kading for ’ome, as you might say ”?

““As I certainly should not say!” admon-
ished the magistrate,, who prided himself on
sounding his aspirates. “The horse, then, re-
turned to the Flats, still pulling the caravan,
evidence of cruelty itself in view of the
sterved. condition. Were there any - passen-

gers?’”.
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‘‘Thiee, sir ; GipS{l Dick, Bull’s-Eye Bill
and ‘ Chip’ Rogers, his pal.”
The magistrate’s lips curled a sneer.
. ‘;’I’Sull’s-Eye Billl”’ he cried. *“And who is
e! ‘
Bull's-Eye advanced to the front, of the
dock and held up his hand. :
‘““Here I am, sir!”’ ho cried,
‘“But you are not concerned in this.”

“Yes, I am, sir. I've come to prove that
Gipsy Dick’s horse is the best-fed horse in
England. An’ I uster work for Crab, the
fishmonger, your washup, and 1 can prove he

sells bad fish.”
The magistrate faced the witness box.

‘““There were three passengers—what then ?”’

“The horse literally
Flat., sir, and then Sergeant Puflin delivered
’1s warrant and brought the horse to the
police-station,” said the society’s oflicer.

The magistrate banged his "desk.

‘‘Sergeant Puffin!’’ he oried.

The police sergeant entered the witness box,
took the oath, stuck his helmet on the ledge
of the box, and winked at Gipsy Dick. -

‘““On the night of the 31st,”’ he began, “I
was walkin’ >

“Give evidence of arrest!” snapped the
magistrate,

‘*I took the summons down to the Flats,
your worship. I saw Gipsy Dick un’arness
’is ’orse and give it some 'ay to heat.”

“He gave it some what?”

‘?Av to heat, sir; ’ay—what ’orses heat,
sir.”’

“*Oh! Ah! Yes, I see.
some hay to eat.”

The sergeant stuck to his point.

‘““Begging your worship’s pardon—’ay to
hea!. sir.”’

“And did it eat 1t?”’

“No, sir.”

““ Ah, I see! Too far gone.”

‘“No, sir, too fed up. That ’orse

“But this is a case of alleged cruelty to
a yellow horse. You say you brought the
horse to the police-station. Could it walk—
it had gone a long distance, remember ?”’

“-Gipsy Dick said it wouldn’t go unless it
was harnessed to the ’van, sir, and so he
limbered it up, sir, and I brought in ’van
and all.”’

“It did not collapse ?”

‘““No, sir.”’

The magistrate began to look exasperated.
The case was not going as it ought.

““Call the police veterinary surgeon,’”’ he
cried; and then, as the vet. leapt into the
witness box: ‘“‘Did you find the horse in a
state of collapse?”’ "

‘““No, your honour.

He gave the horse

?

It certainly looked In
sad condition, but on examining its mouth
I found it to be a three-year-old, sir. Tests
showed it to be well nourished and strong.”

- The bewildered magistrate turned in per-
plexity to the dock. |

‘‘ Perhaps—er—Mr.—er—Gipsy Dick,” he
cried, “you can explain—"'

galloped on to the:
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Gipsy pulled at his long moustaches, tugged
at his lank hair, gave his broad-brimmed felt
hat a twirl, and leaned on the dock-rail.

Bad Fishl

‘¢ S the vet. said just now, sir,”’ he
cried, ‘“Buttercup is a three-year-
old. I baught him as a yearling at
the Newmarket sales, and if he

hadn't been such a funny-looking freak he

might have run in this year’s Derby.”’

“This is no place for jesting,” said the
mafistrate, ‘““and if you are not careful I
shall commit you for contempt of court.”

‘1 called himn Buttercup, sir, because he’s
yellow,” went on Gipsy Dick. ‘‘He’s got
two Derby winners in his pedigree—"’

“Ah, now I’ve got you! Name the Derby
winners. |

‘“*Sansavino and Spion Cop; Buttercup was
sold as the Peppermint foal, sir.”

With a grin of delight the magistrate
reached for a turf guide. Now he would
corner Gipsy Dick. His fingers rustled the
pages, stopped, and he stared; he looked
blank and put the book away again.

“There certainly was a yellow foal, by Pep-
permint, sold at the Newmarket yearling
sales,”” he muttered. F¥or a moment the beak
was undecided. Then: ‘‘Do you use the horse
cruelly ?”’

“I'd eooner go without grub myself, sir,
That horse is like a chum, sir; like Bull’s-Eye
Bill here—a pal-—and if I whistle him he’ll
come to me even outer gaol.” -

The case had got out ot hand. Mr. Fineum
realised that there was no case. And yet he
hated to let Gipsy Dick go.

*I think I should like to see that horse,”
he murmured.

“Shall I call him, sir?
police yard.”

In a fatal moment of disbelief the magis-
trate gave the required permission,

““Why, yes,”” he cried. *‘ Whistle him—and
let me see the miracle.”

In a flash Gipsy Dick had thrust two fingers
in his mouth. The whistle he shrilled nearly
lifted off the roof of the court. It was
followed by loud shouts from the police out
in the yard, the ring of iron-shod hoofs, the -
battering of doors.

A burly policeman who guarded the
entrance to the court was seen to spread his
arms out wide as a ghostly yellow shape ap-
peared, and the next moment go crashing
down as Buttercup sped by.

Again Gipsy Dick whistled to let his be-
loved horse know where he was. One look:
and Buttercup threw up his heels, driving
his hoofs into the breadbasket of a bobby
who tried to stop him.

Then he scattered Sergeant Puffin and
leapt into the well of the court, clearing 1t
in a flash. Finally, sidling up to the dock, he
set his muzzle on the ledge for Gipsy Dick
to stroke.

‘““Here he 1s, your honour,”’ said Dick.
“Did you see how spry he is? If his ribs

He’s out in the
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Buttercup lashed out and sent the

basket of bad lobsters sailing through

the air, while the magistrate headed
the evil-smelling eodfish.

do stick out a bit he can’t help it, and if
you were to see him gallop you’d be sur-
prised.”

.. The magistrate eyed the beast with strong
disfavour.

‘“I have seen more than enough of him,”
he cried testily. “Take him out of court.
The case is dismissed.”

sipsy Dick did not budge.

““Just one moment, your worship,’”” he
cried. ‘‘Since Crab the fishmonger has
charged me with ill-using Buttercup, out of
spite, I thought it only fair to send an in-
spector round to his shop, And if my nose
doesn’t deceive me there’s an exhibit coming
into court.”

Gipsy Dick’s nose did not deceive him,
Two men threaded their way into the well
of the court, bringing with them a wire
basket loaded with lobsters and crabs.
Another man carried, dangling on a piece of
string, a curled-up cod, tied head and tail
together. ]

““What is this?’’ demanded the magistrate
as the public oozed towards the exits.

' “Bad fish, your worship,”’ said the in-
spector. ‘‘Acting on information, I paid a
vigsit to Mr. Crab’s shop. The lobsters and
crabs were exposed for sale. They are unfit
for human food, sir. The cod was marked
tenpence a pound the whole fish, 1 seized 1t
and brought it here.”

The magistrate choked. Sergeant Pufhn,
holding his nose, staggered towards thé door.

*1 bave outside,”- said the Iinspector,

L J

“exhibit C—a basket full of winkles. If you
were to put those winkles down, sir, they
would walk.”.

Gipey Dick had left the dock with Bull’s-
Eye Bill and joined Buttercup in the well
of the court. The enraged Mr, Crab, seeing
the grin on Gipsy Dick’s face, edged towards
the yellow horse. s | |

His anticipated revenge had missed fire.
But here was the horse. Swiftly Crab pulled
his tiepin out of his tie and jabbed it into
Buttercup’s flank.

The result was disastrous. Turning round,
Buttercup lashed out with his hind legs. His
heofs, catching the basket of shellfish, hurled
it to the roof of the court, whence the labsters
and the crabs tumbled down on the magis-
trate’s desk, into dock and witness-box, giving,
oit an indescribable odour. Then, with a
second, kick, Buttercup flung the cod out of
tha inspector’s hands slap at the magistrate,
who stopped 1t with his face.

“ Easy does it, Buttercup,” said Gipsy Dick,
trying to soothe the horse and leading it
towards the door of the court.

Disengaging himself from the entangle-
ment of the unsavoury codfish, the magistrate
glared at Mr, Crab. . ..

‘“Crab,” he said, ‘I saw you use that pin.
You ought to be fined for cruelty yourself.'
Inspector, confiscate the bad fish. And I
think you had better contribute five pounds
to the r box, Crab. I adjourn the court
until the air is cleared,’’_ |
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‘ Ginger '’ Loses His Ginger!
][N the yard of the police-station, which im-

mediately adjoined the court, Gipsy Dick

harnessed Buttercup to the caravan.

Round it gathered a group of grinning

policemen who were about to report for duty:
One of them had made free with Gipsy Dick’s
store of home-made toffee and was handing
blue packets around to his colleagues.

“You were lucky, Dick,”’ said the bobby,
“and you won’t mind us taking a few of your
sweets.”’ :

‘““Not at all, boys,” said Dick, ‘‘but don’t
take the blue packets Iecanse——"’

It was too late. Every bobby in the yard
had started munching toffee, and just then

a police inspector came along to examine

equipmnent. They lined up and numbered off,
but all Bull’s-Eye Bill and Dick heard was:

““ Br—Ger—Wer—H’m—Ar—Mer!”

‘““What’s the matter with yer?”’ bawled tho
‘ngpector. *‘‘Open your mouths and let’s have
i.:¢ numbers properly.”” He saw the sergeant
undo a piece of blue ﬁaper and slip a piece
of toffee into his mouth. Now the inspector,
too, had taken some of Gipsy Dick’s exfra-
special toffee in blue paper, and he thought
he would himself try a piece. Slipping it into
hiis mouth, he started to cheyw.

Then he said:

“As you were! N’mb’r!”’

The policemen’s jaws moved, but only just.
They gurgled strange sounds. So did the
sergeant. -So did the inspector.

Truncheons, dry-battery bull’s-eyes, note-
books, pencils, whistles and the like were
shown, but no coherent sound came from
either officers or men.

Gipsy Dick drove his caravan out into the
street, and as a cheering crowd gathered
round, intending to escort him in triumph
back to the Flats, the line of policemen
marched by on duty bent, each man with
arms swinging, eyes fixed straight ahead—
and jaws set tight!

“Bul’s-Eye,” whisp |
Buttercup on, ‘“that toffee will stick their
jaws down for a month; it’s the special sort
I always keep back for chaps I don’t like—
chaps like Ginger Hackem and old Crab!”’

Their journey through the town to the I'lats
was a triumph, a crowd of a hundred or more
cheering them all the way.

When the crowd had dispersed Gipsy Dick
turned Buttercup loose for a graze and then
cccked dinner. They had just finished their
‘mea:, and Gipsy Dick was smoking lazily on
the steps of his caravan, when a team of boys
trooped on to the middle pitch on the Flats
and set up goalposts and nets there, and
marked out the field. |

They were small boys, all about thirteen
or fcurteen years of age, some younger. A
crowd of other youngsters, wearing yellow-
and-black rosettes, gathered outside the
{ouchline.

Then Bull-Iiye’s pal, Chip Rogers, arrived.

“It’s a rotten shame!” he said, after the
. usual greetings.

“What’s a rotten shame, Chip?”

-Ginger. Hackem'’s

ered Dick, as he urged

-with a shot Sockem did not see.
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““These kids from Portland College have
gotier matech on with the Town School. And
got up the Town School
team. He uster go to school .there till they
tired him. He'’s bringing along a team of
old boys, and there isn’t one of 'em younger
than eighteen. And what’s worse he’s bring-
ing Sockem, the old pro., who coaches the
Town boys, to keep goal. The Town'll not
cnly lick the college kids by about thirty
goals to none, but they’ll lame half of ’em
before the match is over. Crikey! Look,
here they come!”’

Bull’s-Eye Bill could see Ginger Hackem

and a crowd of burly-looking toughs, carrying
bags and a football, hurrying across the Flats.

“Chip,” said Bull’s-Eye, ‘‘I uster belong
to Portland College. And if Ginger Hackem
can play Sockem for the Town School, Gipsy
can keep goal for Portland. Gipsy’s a good
gaoalkeeper. Wait.”

Bull’s-Eye raced up to the Portland College
master, told him how things were, introduced
Gipsy Dick, then rushed to the caravan to
change.

When Ginger Hackem and his toughs, all
six fect, twelve stone louts, lined up for the
game, there was Gipsy Dick in the Portland
goal, and Bull’s-Eye, wearing his famous blue,
recd and white football boots, waiting to play
for tne- college.”

“Haw, let ’em!” Ginger Hackem jeered,
reclli'(oning that his side would win in a cake-
walk,

The Portland boys thought so, too—and
quaked. For the first ten minutes of the
one-sided match Ginger Hackem and his
toughs tore through the schoolboys’ defence
and shot at goal often enough to have won
a ten-goals’ lead. But they reckoned without
Gipsy Dick, who wore his usual clothes, leg-
gings, and broad-brimmed hat. Dick saved
every shot brilliantly.

Then, the first time the college broke away,
Bull’s-Eye slammed the ball into- the net.
Two minutes later he scored a second goal
Then he
gave a pass to a tiny kid who scored with
a fast grounder,

At the start of the second half he laid
out Ginger Hackem, who, in trying to handle
a flying shot from Bull’s-Eye’s right foot,
stopped 1t with his solar plexus instead.

(Finger took no further interest in the game.
He went home groaning and holding his
tummy. The college boys beat the Town
School louts by fifteen goals to nmil. Bull’s-
isye Bill scored twelve of them. And in the
college goal, Gipsy Dick, having no work to
do, made some of his wonderful toffee, and,

after the match, invited the college boys to

tuck 1n,
““Three cheers for Bull’s-Eye and Gipsy
Dick!” they yelled. |
The cheers were given lustily.

(Bull’s-Eye Bill’'s in great form again
next week, and he’s scoring more goals
than cver!)
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Good-bye to 'Friscol “They shorely did. Plenty. Wanted mo'

s« W S—is 1t O. K., Red?” to step right along and explain some more |’
][ Red Potter, lean and rangy, with ::And theg?’i | oy
cow-puncher written mll over him, I told ’em to go chase themselves!’

despite his tattered dungareces, grinned chortled Red cheerily. “An’ left ’em plumby

widely and ruffled his fiery shock-head as flat. It’s O.K., all right ! - |
Peter Graham, his new-found English chum, By the light of a feeble corner lamp, he
slid from the darkness of the San Francisco caught the grim expression on the English
slum, and gripped his arm anxiously. boy’s rugged face, and punched him softly

“O.K.? Shore!” he whispered. *“I in the ri%s. |
’phoned the cops. Told ’em at the station “Now, looky heah, Pete!” he said, in his
they’d find a dead man in 15, Shendy slow Texan drawl, “Pull yoreself together.
Street. Told ’em his moniker was Pedro We gotta vamoose, The cops’ll be trying to
Gomez and that he’d been stabbed by a trace thet ’phone ¢all soon, and we’ve shore

scar-faced Greaser who'd already made got to burn the landscape some!l”.

tracks outa town!’ Peter nodded
“Oh! Did they slowly. 1
B&:}l’{ anything 7 Another Smashing Adventure : “I know, Red.
e chuckled But—but somese

aéain. TRICKING THE TRAIN-BANDITS ! how the thought



feolings.

. @8 he did—dad. And if

.will be on the watch for me if I

\
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ot wyv coming all the way from Eng-
land just to find that poor beggar stabbed
in the “ack up there in that ghastly dark
room, has got my goat. Thank goodness I
wius th time, though!”

A rough hand landed on his shoulder.

“Thet's so. But forgit it now, Peter.
Yuh've got all the information yuh want,
and it's up to yuh now to git revenge for
Comcez as well as for yvore dad. Yuh and
ane, pard. 1s goin’ all the way tp Zareda
ity 1 1i'l ole Mexico, find this Manuel
G.ar(;ia. scut that killed yore pop, and then

There was no néed to finish; the icy look
in Pcter’s grey eves was enough. Red had
scen the same awful look before in the
cves of certain emen in his own great State;

‘mcen who wore two guns low down on their

thighs, and whose gloveless hands seldom
straved from the worn ivory butts project-
ing from open holsters. He knew what that
look mecant!

Through narrowed lids, he studied Pecter’s
face and nodded thoughtfully, guessing his
All the wav from St. Frank's
School in England the English lad had come,
tramping across America to San Francisco
in search of the one man who could tell

him who had killed his father.

That man was decad now; stabbed a few
minutes before Peter had found him. But
he had lived long enough tp gasp out tho
precious -information. Manuel Garcia of
Zarcda City 1t was who had lured Francis
Graham into the Mexican mountains and
killed him for the sake of his silver emine.
And to Zareda City—or beyond—1,500 weary
miles away, Peter Graham was going—on a
Vengeanco Trail!

In the gloom of the slum, noisy with shrill
forcign voices echoing from its ramshackle
tenements, he wheeled and grabbed the
the Texan youth tensely by the arm,

“Now listen, Red; I’'m going alone. The
Mexican who killed Gomez must know who I
am, for he saw us in that eating house an
hour ago. I'll bet he’s well on his way
South now and he’'ll tell Garcia. Garcia
get to
Mexico. and .1f he catches me he’ll kill meo
vou're with me he’ll
kill vyou, too. So——" o

Red’'s answer came low and swift.

“Now—yuh listen! Yuh big English stiff,
if yuh talk like this ag’in, 1'll shore spraddle
you all ever the scenery. I know yuh've
licked me once to-day—look at my face—but
say, this time I'll jest ecat yuh!” he
threcatened heatedly. * Didn’t I pick a fight
with yuh on the Waterfront to-day out o’
purc orneriness? And after yuh'd knocked

. e cold, didn’t yuh spend yore last few cents

. off math a

on grub for us both—with me starvin’? 1
told yuh then thet yuh couldn’t shake mo
gun!”’ |

Changing his tone, he laid a persuasive

_thand on Peter’s arm..

-

]

“Aw, Peter, lay off.. I'm in on_this, too.
I know yore sort—yow'll go bull-headed to

. thrown him
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Mexico or anywhere else to get Manuel
Garcia. But yuh don't know nuthin’ of the
country yuh gotta cross—the desert, the
mountains, the cowlands an’ all them. I
do. Yore my pard and I'm a-coming!”

He stepped "back a pace, one big fist
clenched and ready.

“Now say the word. Do we vamoose outa
this city pronto and board the night train
through the mountains—together; or do yuh
want tuh start another massacre right now?”

For a moment Peter stared at him, his
faco set and troubled. Then slowly a sunny
g_rind broke over his face and he held out his

and.

‘“ All right, then, blow you, come! And
if you get your silly neck wrung, don’t blame
me !’

“Whoopee!” triumphed Red. ‘“And now
we'll hike. Let’s go!” .

Seizing Peter’s arm gaily, he thrust him
ahead, and in a few seconds the hefty couple
were swallowed up in San Francisco’s slum-

land.

Hoboes!
64 HEW! Some grind!”
P It was four hours later—four

hours spent in ducking quickly and
quietly out of ’Frisco and the Bay.
By the aid of a “lift,” which the checrful
Red had begged from a passing lorry, they
had covered nearly twenty miles at a sound
spced, and after that had come a long,
steady march upwards into the high dark
foothills of the great Coastal Range of
mountains, bordering the Californian coast.

Far below and bechind them now twinkled
the lights of the teeming city. But up in
the hills, as the two youngsters dropped at
last into some bushes beside the dim rail-
way track, all was still and dark; cold, too,
for the mountain-nights in the Golden
State are frosty!

At Peter’s gasp of relief, Red grinned
widely.

“Yuh bet!” he agreed. “But we’re on
velvet now. This is the best spot fer jumpin’
the train I know, and we're right on time.
She’ll be a long, heavy freight-train, sce;
she’ll only be travelling slow up this grade,
Pete, and we’'ll board . her on the run.
’S’easy !”’

Peering eagerly down the long hillside, he
stared for some time, and at last threw out
his arm.

he

6l All,
carolled.

Following his finger, Peter looked down to
see a long red stream, like a fiery caterpillar,
crawling steadily across the vallev below
from the direction of the city lights. He
chuckled with satisfaction. Things wero
going very smoothly now, and he was more
thankful than ever that fortune had
in with the cheerful, sturdy
American crouching at his side.

.. Befaore leaving ’Frisco, they had spent a
goodly portion of their slender funds—the
twenty dollars bequecathed to them by the

dog-gone it, thar she is!”
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dying Mexican—in food and drink, and Red
had the remainder tucked away i1n an old
money-belt next his skin. Their feet were
firmly planted on Vengeance Trail now, and
to the English boy, the idea of boarding a
train at midnight as it elimbed through the
hills, and riding it into the great Sierras,
sent a thrill through his heart. .

1t was not a case of cheating the railroad,
as it would have been in England, he knew.
‘In America, thousands of -tmmps—“hoboe:s ?
as they arc called—travel *free” daily,

— e e e —eoeingle
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and cach train carries a special crew of
tough fighting men to deal with them. I1f
the hobe ean hide himself among the goods-
wagons, he gets his ride. If he 1s dlscov'ered,
he gets threwn off on his neck. It is an
chance either way; but Peter was

even
ready to try 1it. .
Suddenly Red threw up his nose and

snifficd, as & hound tests the wind.

“Smoke!” he whispered. ‘“Thar’s a fire
some’eres !}’ .

“Is there?’” Peter leapt to his feet,
“Then Pm for it. I'm perished!”

For answer, Red’s hand gripped his ankle
firmly, .

“Wait, yuh antelope!” he cautioned
softly: and as Peter stifflened with surprise,
he explaimed, ‘' Pete, yuh ain’t in England
Bow, - These bhills is plimb wild—an’ it’s

-—— . —am = e, -
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late! We gotta step light. I reckons now
thar may be others waitin’ tuwh jump this
train heah -besides ourselves, 'cos its a good
spot. And they mayn’t be respectable
fellers like us. Savvy!”

Peter ‘thrilled again, But before he could
reply, Red was off through the bushes,
silent as a snake, and without a word, he
dropped full length and crawled after him.

Over a cut-out bank they went, farther up
the grade, the fumes of wood-smoke growing
stronger until, as abruptly as he had
startcd, Red stopped dead; so dead that
Peter rammed his nose against his chum’s
hobnails and grunted. A low fierce hiss
froze him to silence, Crawling forward, he
pceered ahead. , |

It was a strange sight he saw. Down in a
little hollow, huddled round a glowing fire,
were the indistinct forms of four men, clad
in  the dirty garments of the typical

Peter and Red leapt down from the
freight wagon—right on top of the
two train-bandits ! =

American tramp. On the fire, in an old
canned-beef tin, a Mulligan stew bubbled
fragrantly ; and from time to time, each man
reached out and dipped a smaller tin 1into
it, swallowing the hot food with the aid of
long iron dippers. The firclight, gleaming
in the hollow, threw their faces into relief.
And a tough, unshaven picture they made
against that background of lonely hills.
“Hoboes !’  whispered  Red. Bad
}

hombres, too!” |
He began softly to ooze back, but Peter,

eager for a closer view, crawled forward,
although all idea of claiming a share of the
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comfort had vanished the second he saw
those faces round the fire. He felt Red’s
warning hand close round his arm, but 1t
was too late. His own descended on a loose
picce of earth, and next instant a little run
of dirt and stones went clinking  into the
hollow. g .

“Wow!” growled Red. *“That’s torn it!”

At the first rustle of stones above their
heads, the hoboes scattered out of the fire-
light like so many cats. One moment they
wore there: the next they were not. And
out of the darkness snarled a voice: '

“Stick 'em up, yuh on th’ bank. I've got
vuh covered!” .

Peter crouched instantly for a spring.
But the more experienced Red rose
resignedly to his feet, and stood against the
skyline with his arms raised until the voice
spoke again.

“Come on down!”

“Git goin’. Peter: we're sunk!” grunted

Red; and slid calmly down the bank and
into the firclight.
. The moment the boys were there, back
from the gloom prowled the four men. They
wéro thin fellows with vicious rat-like faces;
all save the leader, a burlfr tough whose
mouth wore a triumphant leer, and whose
grimy fist was clamped round the butt of a
big Colts forty-five. For a long second he
studied the captives in silence. Then his
arm shot out and the gun muzzle was
rammed into Red’s stomach.

“Who are yuh? Talk quick K or—

Red’s eyes, half-closed, glinted dangerously.
But his voice was spft and tranquil as he
drawled: o

“Who d’vuh think we are? Dooks in dis-
guise, yuh big stif? We're waitin’ fer the
train—like vuh!”

“Yeah??’ The big man’s voice grated.
“\Whatcha crawlin’ roun’ the hills for, then?”

“Qmelt yore fire. Came to share it!”
answered Red, grinning.

The other snorted.

“We ain’t sharin’ fire to-night, buddy!”
Then suddenly, into the silence, came the
rumble of the oncoming train mnearing the
- foot of the hill. The gun pressed harder
against Red’s body. ‘“Got any dough?”

“Qhore!” gibed the Texan. ‘‘Plenty.
We're millionaires on tramp! Don’t wo
look 1t ?”

A swift spiteful slash sent him staggering.

“That's fer backchat!” rasped the hobo
hatefully. “An’ yuh ain’t goin’ by this
train, buddy; there’s enough of us a'ready.
Now shell out what ye’ve got; and ef yuh
do it quick, mebbe I won’t blow yore heads
plumb off and leave yuh here! See!”

Tho rumble of the train had grown now to
a hard snorting rattle as the sturdy loco-
motive, towing its heavy string of wagons,
lumbered up the steep incline. She was but
a few hundred yards away, and coming on
stead1ly. | ' .

Out of the corner of his eve, Peter saw a
gash appear on Red’'s face where the blow
had landed: and just @s he had done earlier
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that day on the ’Frisco waterfraont, Peter
snapped into action, so swift that he caught
the -hoboes flatfooted. | ~

His right shot out and crashed to the
point of the gunman’s bristly jaw. Down
went the man like a log, and a scream of
pain ripped out as he lurched into the fire.
Before the others could move, the tall
youngster was among them, lashing to right
and left. -

A kick landed on his thigh, and his blood
ran cold as a razor blade swished towards
his face. Ducking frantically, he grabbed
the piping tin of stew and jummed it into
a furious, distorted face, kicked the legs
from beneath the man with the razor and
whipped round—to sece Red gaily belting the
fourth tramp over the head with an iron
dipper.

And at that moment, with a roar and a
clank, the great train snorted up the grade
and into view. Red’'s voice rose to a yell:

“Beat 1t, Pete!”

The next few moments were a whirl of
action, noise and awful peril. Blindly
Peter raced after his chum to the railroad,
the Jlocomotive thundered past and a
succession of high, blank freight-wagons
loomed above his head, each with a small
steel ladder clamped to its side. |

Ho saw Red spring high and grasp one:
then he, too, jumped for the next. As though
a giant hand had seized him, he was whisked
off the ground, and next instant, gasping
for breath and deafened by the noise, he was
being whirled away into the black darkness.

He had boarded the 'I'risco night train!

A Startling Discovery!

OR what scemed an eternity, he hung
F there blindly. The train, tilting ove:
the crown of the hill now, began to
gather speed, and the back-rush of air,
growing stronger, plucked at his clothes,
threatening every second to hurl him to
destruction.

Where Red was he had no idea. Save
for the glimmering steel ladder to which he
clung like a fly, he could see nothing, while
all he could hear was the whistle of the wind
and the roar of the wheels churning a few
feet beneath him.

Pulling himself together, he turned his
face down-wind and began hauling himself
up the side of the swaying truck hand over
hand until he reached the top. To his
heartfelt relief, he found he had boarded an
open car, and swinging himself over the
edge, he took a chance, let go all holds and
dropped heavily into the dark interior. -

Something soft hit him in the back; he
pitched forward and fell sprawling across
somoe well-filled bales. The moment heo
landed, two strong arms reached out and
hugged him close. - -

“Is it yuh, Pete?” It was Red. and his
voice was shaky. “Glory be, I tho't yuh'd
gone under ‘the wheels!”

.w'I'm all right!” gasped Peter with a
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breathless ehuckle. ‘‘But what about those
heboes, Red 77’ : _

"They missed it; they was plumb._flattened
out. ©Oh, Pete!” Red gave an admiring
gurgle. “You’re some scrapper, kid. - Say,
yubh landed among them roughnecks quicker’'n
z}; rattle snake and heavier than .a grizzly-

ar!

“Rate. Are we all right here? I'm
sleepy !”
“No, sir!”? snorted Red decisively.

“We're not. I ain’t travellin’ through no
mountains in an open carriage. It’s too
cold fer one thing; asd fer another, as
soon as dawn breaks, the train crew’ll come
along the tops and find us!”

“What’ll we do, then?”

“Yuh stay heah. I'm crawlin’ along the
trucks t1ll I find & closed one with no
emergency entrances, and then we’ll be
all right!”

“Go steady, man!”

“Yuh bet!” _

It was impossible to see in the intense
blackness, but Peter felt his chum rise and
next he heard him scrambling up the side of
the truck to the open reof. Faintly against
the starlit sky he saw Red
poise himself on the sway-
ing edge for a perilous
spring to the next wagon,
But that leap was never
made. For, above the
noise of the train, a sharp,

AT GRIPS WITH |
GREASERS!
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over the bales came Red Potter, all legs and
arms, twitched the gun from the man’s hand
more by instinct than anything, and whanged
1t down on s bullet head.

Crack!

Pcter,. half choked and exhausted, suddenly
felt his opponent’s full weight sag down on
him. With all his strength he pushed up-
wards. The wunconscious guard toppled
over; a match flared in the gloom. Tho
battle was ended.

In the fecble light, the two friends studied
each other anxiously.
“All right, Pete?”
A slow grin dawned on Pecter’s face. .
“Fine!” he gasped derisively, feeling his
throat. “I'm g I came with you, Red.”
But for once, Red was not in chaffing
mood. By the aid of another mateh, he was
examining his victim. He sighed with relief.
“He’s all right, I guess!” he whispered.
“But I hit him hard!” .
Pulling the man out flat, they examined
him again. His coat had fallen " open,
exposing his shirt, and as Red stared, the
match-light glittered on something pinned
to the shirt, It was a smaH metal
badge; and with a sharp
gasp, the Texan bent
closer. The expression on
his face when he looked’
gave Peter a shock.
‘“What 1s 1t, Red?”
A low troubled whistle

i

biting challenge rang out: But Peter and Red prove was the reply. |
“Jump for it, hobo! themselves slippery “We’'ve done it this time,

I've got yuh covered. Hr customers, too ! | Peter. This ain’t no

the grit, you clam}!” ornery train-guard., He’s

Looking up, Red had a

|
I See next week's yarn.

a United States marshal !”
“Yes?” Peter laughed

second’s glimﬁse of & man

crouching right before him

on the coach-reof ahcad,

and in ‘a flash he threw himsclf backwards.
“Go to blazes!” he howled.

A spurt of fire cut the darkness like a
knife. In a heap, he landed back at Peter’s
feet, diving for a far corner. Before either
lad could move again, over the top of the
truck came the burly figure of e train-
guard, jumping into the darkness with the
reckless bravery of his profession.

“Got yuht”

Within a second, the interior of the truck
was full of flying fists, limbs and boots, Miss-
ing Red in his wild descent, the guard
dropped squarely on top of Pecter, and un-
aware that he had two tramps to tackle,
grappled with him fiercely.

The ensuing fight was sharp, short and
savage. Startled and hurt, Peter gave ‘a
snort of rage and began fighting like a wild-
cat, punching, heaving and wrestlmg as he
was rolled over among the bales. Iven so,
sturdy scrapper though he was, he hadn’t
an earthly against a heavier, stronger and
more . experienced man-handler A hand
closed swiftly round his throat, his head was
forced backwards and the guard’s gun-hand
rose ominously for a fimishing-stroke, Then

coolly. ‘““And what does
that mean ?”’ N

“It means this, yuh English maverick,”
said Red solemnly. “That some’eres aboard
this cussed freight-train there’s a shipment
of gold hidden. That’s what it means!”

“But—but the United States always send
gold in a special car attached to a passenger-
train, don’t they?” objected Pecter wonder-
ingly. - .

“Not always.” Red shook his . head.
“Fact 1s, there’s been a reg’lar gang hold-
ing up passenger-trains in California this
last month, so mebbe the Government have
stuck a ‘bullion-car among - these freight-
wagons fer safety. It’s been. done before,
Anyway’’—he snapped vigorously, nodding
at the fallen guard—*there’s somecthing
plenty valuable on this train or this guy
wouldn’t be here! An’ Pete, I'm be-
ginning to wonder why thet gang o’ hobocs
back in the hills were so darn keen to keep
us from ridin’'—" . :

His words were choked off as Peter’s hand
closed over his mouth. - L
“Quiet!” hissed the English lad. “Look
up!”’. . - : |
On the edge of the truck, a vague figure
had appeared, gathering itself for a leap:
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A Wild Journey!

¢ HET yuh, Al?”
II At the hoarse ocautious whisper,

Red threw off Peter’'s hand. He

. knew the man could not sec him,

and accustomed to danger from :birth, he
acted with a typical cowboy’s quicRhess.

“Yep!” he answered quickly and calmly,
dropping his voice a tone lower. “Step
down !

There came the soft thud of feet. The
man, whoever he was, was in the truck.
They could hear him groping about.

“Say, where are yuh? Did Mike, Jim
and Elmer get aboard, too? Strike a light,
can’'t yuh?”

“No, t’ain’t safe!” answered Red gruffly.
“We're all aboard. Mike’s here; t’others
are behind!”

A contented grunt came in reply and the
man moved nearer, cursing as he stumbled
over the prostrate guard and fell against
Red’s outstretched arm.

“Thar yuh be. So yuh got this interferin’
coyote, didja?"” he growled. “I saw him
firc at yuh I was just behind, coming to
tnd yuh myself, and was goin’ to ditch him
when he jumped on yuh!”

“We got him!” agrced Red coolly, warn-
ing Peter to keep still. ‘“ What’s doin’ 7"’

“Gee, 1t's easy!” chuckled the newcomer.
“Listen; everything’s right. This yer train
stops at the tank in Lone Wolf Gulch for
water, ltke we reckoned; and Tucson and
Arizona’ll be waitin’ there, ready for action.
Soon as it stops they’ll attend to the engineer
asnd fireman; we and the other boys've got
tuh crawl along and sec to the gold!”.

For all his norve, Red gave a slight gasp.
Recovering in a second, however, he
zhanced a question.

“Found whar it i8?”

“Shore!” laughed the other from the
darkness. “It’s hid in a safe behind pack-
ing-crates in the last car but one. That’s
the tip I got straight from ’Frisco. Now
that yuh've laid out this hombre, there’s
only one more guard and he’s sitting in the
boodle-truck with a sawed-off shot-gun across
his knees. But we’ll get him before he can
blink; and then—whoopee !”

“Yeah:; whoopee!” drawled Red; and
stepping forward silently he swung the train-
guard’s gun with all his strength. There
was & sharp crack, a moan and a heavy
thud. Red struck another match.

““Nice bird, ain’t he?’” he said critie-
ally, as he and Peter stared at the hard-
bitten, brutal face at their feet. “Pete,
we’ve struck a real outfit of train-robbers;
and so far we’'re on top. Now we gotta act
quick and warn the enginecr!”
~ “Whatever you say!” jerked Peter. Red
jumped on a bale and began scrambling up
without another word. Peter followed on
his heels. And, as they reached the top and
struggled for breath against the biting wind
-—the train began to slacken speed ! ~

“Gosh! We must be ncar the Gulch a’-

from thé footplate.
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ready !”> came Red’s horrified voice. “Hurry,
fer the love of Mike!” ,
Next instant, he had jumped ahead. Then
began a night-mare journcy. Along the tops
of the freight-cars they clawed their way—
against time. Bumping and jostling, the

line of cars behind the engine rocked
violently as the brakes were gradually
applied, and the train slowed down. Some-

times Peter was in the air, jumping from
wagon to wagon; at others a hideous lurch
flung him to onec side, where he saved him-
self from death only by the strength of his
powerful arms.

Across closed roofs, down into open trucks,
lacerating their legs on the unseen contents,
the two lads crawled. Some of the cars had
steel runways on their tops, and these were
easy, but others were almost smooth. Hands
bleeding and clothes torn, the two boys
fought onwards, for now, high and menac-
ing in the starlight, loomed the tree-clad
walls of a deep ravine; Lone Wolf Gulch,
the first water-station on the long mountain
railway from ’Frisco.

Pceering ahead for one brief second, Peter
saw they still had another truck to cross
before they reached ‘the coal-tender and the
engine. Red leapt across the couplings,
swung himself aboard; Peter landed in his
tracks. Before he could recover his balance
properly, the great train slid to a grinding
halt beside an cnormous irpn tank, and the
shock threw him flat on his face. The rattle
and roar of the locomotive died away; the
thundering echoes in the gulch ceased. An
uncanny silence fell.

Soon they heard the firemen busy with the
water-hose : heard the driver jump leisurely

Then, aimost beneath
the truck on which the two youngsters lay,
voices rapped out stridently: ‘

‘‘Hands up!” |

Peter’s heart leapt. Tucson and Arizona,
the two bandits stationed in the gulch!

Peering cautiously down, he saw by tho
glow from the driving-cab, the engincer and
fireman standing stiff as statues, hands
raised. Stealing towards them came two
masked men, guns in hand.

Even as he looked, one of the guns roared
twice into the air: a signal to the rest of
the gang, who should have been ready.

But they weren’t. Instead, as though
moved by a single spring, Red and Peter
gave one wild whoop, hurtled recklesslv
through the air and landed with a crash
full on the shoulders of the robbers.

Bedlam broke out in Lone Wolf Gulch
then and there! To Peter, in the next few
hectic minutes, the whole world seemed to
explode. Shots roared; a hot flame singed
his face. The man he held twisted out of
his grasp and staggered up, and then every-
thing dissolved in a red mist through which
he plunged, fighting like a demon.

There in the lonely sinister ravine, lit by
the red furnace-glow, he went berserk. Men
scemed everywhere.  An  upturned jaw

| (Continued on page 44.)
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| A Close Call!
THE door swung wide, and in marched

a sergeant of the King’s Riders, with

four of his men. Ralph gave one
| glance at them and his brother, and
then stood as if turned to stone.

It was a brecathless moment. Silence fell
on the room, and the officers of the law,
mud-spattered, faced Dr. Trelawney. Their
horses could be heard champing 1n the
courtyard below. Plainly, there was no re-
treat. The four men were armed, and Black
Satan was in the stables, unsaddled.

Ralph stood with set lips. The doctor was
astomshed, a frown fast gathering on his
brow. Dick stood a little behind with a
elight smile upon his face, watching events.

“I must beg pardon, sir, for this in-
trusion,” said the sergeant of the King’s
Riders, saluting, “hut the matter 1S so urgent

|
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Face to face—Dick Forrester and
the King’s Riders ! What happens?

that I must not delay making your help to
guard the king’s pcace. The noted highway-
man, Richard Forrester, 1s in the ‘vicinity.”

‘““Indeed !” exclaimed Dr. Trelawney.

“He rode out from Ulchester two days
ago,” continued the sergeant, “and 1s known
to have passed this way. Hearing there had
been a robbery here, I came at the gallop to
sec 1f 1t might not be his work, and sccking
news of him. He has been traced near to
this very house.” :

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the doctor.
“Why, no doubt 1t was he who 1s at tho
bottom of the robbery. Proceed, sergecant,
with your orders. You may speak before
this gentleman, Mr. Fernhall;, who already
knows something of the matter.”

The sergeant saluted again, and glanced
at Dick- and his brother. ~"So far, he had
taken little notice of the gucsts.
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“I warrant you, sir,” said thc scrgeant
grimly, pulling a stamped paper from his
breast, “I will soon lay hands on the rogue.
I will read you his description, which I
am bidden to lay before all those concerned
in the matter.”

He opened the document, and began to
rcad in a loud voice:

““‘ Be it known to his Majesty’s licges, touch-
ing the notorious highway robber, Richard
Forrester, that all loyal subjects may aid in
compassing his capture, whereby he may be
brought to his well-deserved end—the gallows.
The reward offered upon his head is hereby
increased to two hundred and fifty guineas,
and when last scen he was appareclled as set
forth here beneath: '

“¢Coat of rich buff cloth, handsomely cut,
and frogged with scarlet; vest of fine
silk, fine lace neckcloth, white buckskin
gauntlets, and breeches of the same; well-
made hussar boots, reaching to the thigh,
and a pearl-grey riding-cloak of the best
fashion.’

As the sergeant read, loudly and slowly,
Ralph felt his blood chill in his body. Heo
saw the doctor’'s eyes turn upon Dick,
with a strange expression, and rest upon each
item of his clothing as the scrgeant read
it out.

“¢ Rides a tall black horse, ’’ continued the
scrgeant, ‘‘and is free with his money. In
appearancce youthful, but tall and strong.
Brown hair, blue eyes, and beardless.’

‘““That, sir, 1s the description. You will
observe 1t gives the rogue no chance of
hiding his identity, and, with your aid, I
shall very soon have him by the hip!” said
tho sergeant, pocketing his paper and look-
ing round him.

Before anybody could say a word, Dick
stepped forward.

‘“Kgad, Master Sergeant,” he said, laugh-
ing, “you are a dangecrous fellow to turn
loose with such a description as that! 1
trust no harmless gentleman will suffer your
attentions by 1t. You might have been
describing myseclf and my clothes to a hair.”

The scrgeant looked at Dick, and as his
cyo travelled over him he stared in astonish-
ment. Dr. Trelawney was silent.
~ Dick laughed heartily.
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“It will be well for me to change my dress
in quick time, lest some zealous citizen sceks
to win two hundred and fifty guincas by
knocking me on the head! What a chance
the robbers of your silver lost, doctor |

“Why, sergeant,” cried the doctor, his
brow clearing at the recollection, for Dick’s
spcech had set his mind at rest, ‘this gentle-
man will be able to tell you much of the rob-
bery, for the silver has all been restored to
me by his skill and courage. IHe met the
robbers on the way, worsted them, and
brought back the spoils, for which I am
eternally indebted to him.”

““Indced, sir!” The sergeant turned to
Dick. “Then you must have met with the
very rogue himself ! It was ill-luck for him
that he met a gentleman of such courage.
'Tis not everyone who would blithely attack
armed thieves and spoil them of their ill-
gotten gains. Did you sce the knaves
closely? For it seemed that Forrester had
other rogues with him. Indeed, he could
hardly compass such a fcat alone.”

“It was too dark to sce much of them,”
said Dick. “But if it interests you, you will
find one of the knaves dead at the place
where we met them; and another stunned,
unless their comrades have carried thom
away.”’

““Then Dick TForrester is dead ?” eried the
scrgeant.

Dick laughed so long and heartily, that
the others gaped at him.

“TI doubt it, sergecant !” he said. ‘“ And you
make a blunder, let me tell you, in suppos-
ing the silver robbery was his work. The
men we encountered were, of course, common
burglars and drawlatches. A mounted high-
wayman, such as this I'orrester, would not
stoop to housebreaking. By what I havo
heard of the knights of the road, they fly
at higher game than that.”

“Nay, sir,” said the sergeant, hitching his
sword aside i1mportantly. ‘‘Had you cap-
tured as many of the rogues as I have, you
would think less highly of them. I assure
you, sir, I took one once with nothing in
my hand but a walking-cane, though he had
two pistols and a slung blunderbuss.”

“You must indeed be 3 .terrpr' and a
scourge to the road-ridors,” said Dick. * Yet

S
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HOW THE STORY STARTED.

DICK FORRESTER learns upon the death of his {father that all the vast estates and fortune,
with the exception of a hundred guineas, have passed into the hands of his rascally uncle,

VANE FORRESTER.

The latter refuses to give the boy his money, and, appointing himself

guardian, states hig intention of sending Dick and his brother,

RALPH FORRESTEEK, to Duncansby School—a notorious place

in the north of England.

Travelling by coach, Vane and the two boys are held up by

DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman,

Dick joins forces with Turpin, and, after bidding
Ralph to be of stout heart and promising to fetch him soon, the two ride away. They

have

many stirring adventures together until Dick leaves his companion and rides north to sce

how his brother is faring.
desolate place on the wild moorlands,
master that the boy shall *“ not live long.”
to St. Anstell’s College.

In the meantime, Ralph has reached Duncansby School, a dreary,
Unknown to him, Vane has arranged with the head-
Ralph is rescued by his brother, who takes him
On the way there they save the school's silver from robbers.

While

they are interviewing the headmaster, the latter is informed that the King’s Riders wish to

see him concerning Dick Forrester, the notorious highwayman.
(Now read on.)

Head.

‘“ Show them in!”’ says the

S
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I think it could hardly have been -Richard

Forrester that we met, for he and his. men
would hardly have fled from one youth and
a boy, by what I have heard.”

“Pooh, sir!. A coward and rascal I know
him te be !” cried the sergeant with a swag-
gering air, . ‘‘There.is little true courage in
these knaves; sir, such as we can. show who
wear the king’s coat. I warrant I take him
with mighty little trouble if ever I come
~across him. He trembles at my name, sir—
Sergeant Bumper, of the Riders, begad | .

‘““Ah,” said Dick, “’tis well for him he
does not know such a firebrand 1is on his
track. : You are sure you will know him when
you meet with him ?”

He eyed the big, swaggering, thick-necked
Rider with a gentle smile. :

“Know him, sir?” laughed the sergeant.
‘““Ay, and a sorry day ’twill be for him!

You remarked that his description fitted yvou.’

Have no fear. I see a dozen points of differ-
ence. You are a much finer figurc of a man
than this knave Forrester.”

The sergeant led his men out of the room,
and soon his hoarse voice was heard in the
- courtyard, ordering them to mount. The
horses rattled away into the night, and Dr.
Trelawney was left alonec with the boys.

““GGadzooks! I wonder therec are any high-
waymen left i1n the country,” murmured

Dick, ¢ with such a bloodhound to run them-

down.” . .
‘“Mayhap,” said Dr. Trelawney with a
smile, “if words would catch them, they

would soon be all in gaol. He may indeed
capture Richard Forrester, but I do not think
it likely, for I have no great opinion of
yonder sergeant. He 1s a braggart, and I
have heard, too, fond of extorting money
from poor folk, who dare not refuse him.
Now this Richard Forrester i8 doubtless a
most dangerous blade, and he deserves the
gibbet, to which he is sure to come, yet I
have heard he 1s of gentle blood, and spares
the poor man’s purse to rob the rich.”

“I believe you have been truly informed,
sir,” said Dick. ‘I have heard the same of
him myself.” :

“It 1s strange,” said the doctor, looking
at him thoughtfully, ‘‘that the description
should fit you so oxactly. In fact, at the
time it startled me, I confess.”

‘“ Little wonder, sir,” said Dick; “yet you
will perceive that brown hair and blue eyes
are not uncommon, and that with those, any
clean-shaven man, dressed in the present
fash’i,on, would very well fit the desecription,
toa.” - ]

“You are right, sir,” rejoined the doctor
heartily. *.
mo. by staying to supper, and lodging here
for the night.”

“For the supper I am very willing,” said
Dick, “though after it I must ride on.. Do I
take it, then, that my young ward, Ralph, is
installed as a pupil in your school ?”

“Most certainly,”” said the doctor warmly,
“and as I see he 1s weary with his ride, he
shall sup at once and retire to rest. In the
morning I will place him in his Form and
dormitory.”

3

vield about here ?”

“And now I trust you will honour
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¢ I, Ralph lad! Come here, and giVu
me the news.”

Ralph, wandering by himself -
among the fir-plantations some way
behind St,..Anstell’s School, saw the well-knit
form of his brother sitting on Black Satan, a
fow yards away. |

““I’ve-been hanging round on the chance
of finding you, this hour or more,’” said the
voung highwayman as Ralph came up.
“’Twill be well for me to ke¢cp out of Dr.
Trelawney’s way, Jest I make trouble for
vou. How are they using you?”

‘““Pretty well, thanks,’”” replied Ralph, pat-
ting Black Satan’s neck. ‘‘A change for the
better, after Ducansby, I warrant you. I'm
in the Second Form, I've had three fights,
won two of them, and been mighty near
flogged and expelled.”

‘“ A very pretty record for four days,” said
Dick, shaking his head. “I can sce my
voung brother is blossoming into a rare
credit to St. Anstell’s. What was the little
matter of the flogging and expulsion about,
i onc might ask ?” - '

“Oh, I started a fox-hunt—they’re a lively
set of fellows here, if you give 'em a lead—
the fox ran to earth in the mathematics
master’s room, and bit his breeches! And
vou—what sport, Dick? How do the roads

“Very fair,” said -the young highwayman.
“I met Turpin at the cross-roads; he’s gone: -
south. 1 stopped a gambling-sharp on the
York road. and eased him of his winnings,
half of which I gave back to the pigeon the
knave had plucked. The other half I kept,
as a warning to the pigeon to avoid hawks.”

“I wish I'd been therc!”

‘““No, no, lad! You stay here, and gain all
the educatign you can. I've use for you pre-
sently. I’ll come and see you pretty often.:
Are your schoolmates to be trusted ?”’

“True as stéel, most of them, I think,”
said Ralph. ‘“The masters are good fcllows,”
too, save old Borley, who is always caning me
when he gets an excuse—since the fox-hunt.”

“A little flogging is good for young rips
hke you,” grinned Dick. “But see,” he
added more seriously, “I’'m not going to
have you ill-treated, youngster. The man
who trys it will have to reckon with me—and
these.” He tappcd the butts of his silver-
mounted pistols. “And now I must be jog-
ging, Ralph.: How are you off for pockot-
money? Funds low, eh? Here's five
guineas, old son.” | ‘

Away cantered the young highwayman,
with. a .wave of his hand. Ralph watched
him out of sight with envious eyes, keted
the five gold coins, and scuttled back to the
school. | -

“Here, Morton — Conyers — Vance!”  he
cried to his cronies, as the First and Second
Form boys crowded round him in the long
class-room, “I’m in funds, and we’ll have the
biggest blow-out on record! Everybody’s
welcome! Loosen your belts, lads!”

(Exciling deve enis in next Wednes-
day’s absorbing instalment of this grand
serial.)
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VENGEANCE TRAIL!

(Continued from page 40.)
loomed up, he hit it mightily and it vanished.
There were more shots and a scream of paln,
and somecone else grabbed him and they
rolled over with Peter ripping out steanm-
hammer punches,

Suddenly, in the midst of the turmoil,
heard Red shouting in his car:

“Stick it, Pete. I'm with vuh!”

A tremendous wallop in the face made his
senses reel, but he hung on grimly. Some-
thing swished past his head, finishing with
a dull thud. A tremor ran through the body
of the man in his arms, making him writhe
and stiffen desperately. Came the thump of
another blow, and this time the bandit
collapsed in a heap. Poter Graham pitched
helplessly across thc limp body. Ev c13th1n"
went dark

He sat up after a long blank interval and
blinked owlishly around. By the lLight of
*\\0 lantmnb, Q Tittle group of men, with thc
grinning Red in their midst, were surveying
him rrla\el\ while at their feet ]a;. the stil)
foum .of-. two others.

he

The sight of these it was ihat enablod
Pecter tn colleet - his  scattered wits.  He
staggered to his feet.
| “Oh We—we captured the bandits,
then ?” he muttered. '

A man who carried a sturdv shot-gun

THI. NELSON LLEE LIBRARI

: ~tcppcd

in one hand; forward, gripping
Peter’s shoulder. .
" Listen, son; vun dropped out o the

clouds on tuh the heads of two o the worst
bad-men in California. One of 'em’s got a
busted jaw, t'other yuh've bashed so’s: his
own mother won't know him. And after
vore pard had hit him twice with a gun
harrel, yuh went tuh slecep on hun. Yo-es!”
he drawled -quietly.  “On the whole, I
reckon yuh've captured the bandits, as you
say. Shake!” b
One by one, the men grabbed Peter’s ,h-{llld
Then 1t was that the \\11\ Rod struck 1n.
“Say, we're on wamp!.  he - suggested.
“Kin we ride in the train now .0Q.K. *’.-
“Kin yuh ride!” bellowed the train: gnard.

“Boy, vuh kin drive tllL darn Hung T \uh
wants to. Get aboard!” ' -

Ten minutes ]dtv the train frot nndv
welgh : went roaring out of the. dalk ravine

and doepvr into tho mountalm )

But Peter didn't-know.it. ~ With . Rod l)v
his side, he was doop dovm in fathomless
slumber amid the straw . of a closed and
empty box-car.  And his dreams. ~as: he -
rolled along Vengeance Trail,» were of
Me\mf‘o -and Manuol Garcia. N T
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(I’efcr and Red are hot on fhe treil in next
weel’s yarn. lads. Full of c.rmtemenl and
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