


The Cheery Chums Of St. FranRk’s in A—

CHAPTER 1.
K. K.’s Fortune!

‘o ME SSY X -
things, o
b ut | g

jolly
good, for all that!”
commented Mr.

Wilkes, reaching
across the table 1n
Study D and help-
g himself to an-
other  chocolate
eclair,

“Go ahcad, sir!”
mmvited Handforth.
“Have the lot.”

The Housemaster
sank into the casy-
chair, poi1secd the
cclair  between his
(inger and thumb,
and took a bite. A
blob of ecrcam fell
upon his trousers.

“Told you 0,” he
remarked.  “Infern-
ally messy  things,
arcn’t thev? But I
can never resist
em.”’

Handforth an d
Churchand McCluve,
the normal occu-
pants of Study D,
grinned with appre-
ciation. It was tea-
time, and 1t was
rather a special spread because K. K.
had been invited. It wasn’t often that any
of the Old-Timers entertained the Red-Hots
to teca; and cven on this oecasion there were
many youthful prophets who expected that
party to end mm a fight.

Mr. Alington Wilkes had dropped in
casually. It was a habit of his—and it was
noticeahle that he frequently dropped in at
about tea-time. If any other Housemaster
had made such a practice, the fellows wouldn’t
have liked 1t. With “Old Wilkey ” it was
ifferent.  He made himself one of the boys.

“Jolly good, old sons!” he remarked. as
he demolished the last scrap of eclair. ‘ No,
I won’t have another, thanks.”

“Do, siv!” urged Church.

“You’ve only got to press me a bit more,
and P’ll have 1t,” warned Mr. Wilkes. “ You
young ass, take them away! What’s Mrs.
Wilkes going to say to me when I arrive for
tca with no appetite ?”

He jumped to his feet, deftly pulled Hand-
forth’s tic out of position, and vanished with
a chuckle.

“There’s no know-
ing what Old Wilkey
will do next,” grinned
Handforth, as he re-
placed his tie. “We're
one eclair short now,
but that doesn’t
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A FORTUNE FOR K. K.
PROVES
HIS MISFORTUNE!

matter much. You fellows will have to have
halt a one cach.” '

“What’s wrong with you mussing yours
altogether 7”7 asked Church coldly.

“We’re not going to have a row over a
giddy chocolate eclatr, I suppose ?” retorted
Handforth. “1f you chaps can’t give yours
up for Old Wilkey—-— Hallo, here they are!
Better stop all this arguing.”

The new arrivals were not the guests:
they were Vivian Travers, Jimmy Potte, and
Fullwood. Handforth regarded them 1n
dismay.

“Here, what’s this?” he asked. " Nobody
invited you chaps!”

“Kcep your hair on, dear old fellow—we
Lhaven’t come to tea!” explained Travers.
‘“Somcbody told us that K. K. was here.”

“He ought to -he, but he’s late;” said Hand-
forth. “What do you want him for, any-
how? I can’t have you chaps mterfering
with my gucests——> o

“We only want to ask him a question,
interrupted Fullwood,
looking round. *‘ By
Jove ! That table
looks good! What's
the 1dea of having
those Red-Hots in?”

“I behieve in keep-
ing up a friendly
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gpirit,” replied Handforth, while the others
burst into chuckles. ‘The Red-Hots may be
our rivals, but that’s no reason why we
shouldn’t be pleasant.”

“Some of the chaps are making bets out-
side,” said Travers. “I was tempted to take
odds myself. They’re betting that K. K. &
Co will come out of this study on their necks
before the tea is half-way through. Other
chaps are betting that you’ll be the first to
come out on your necks.”

“Idiot!” scoffed Handforth. ¢ There’ll be
no row as long as our guests behave them-
selves. Hadn’t you better clear off? What
did you want to see K. K. about, anyhow ?"

“Only this,” said Travers, producing an
evening paper. I understand that the same
report is in two or three other papers, too.
We were wondering if the budding millionaire
could be our own little K. K.”

columns: “FOR-
TUNE FOR
SCHOOLBOY.”
“What’s  this?”
he asked excitedly.
He rcad the para-
graph without wait-
ing for anybody to

reply:

“The late Sir
Roger Parkington’s
will has now been
proved, and it 13
reported that he has
left his entire for-
tune to a schoolboy
relative. This lucky
youngster, 1t 18
understood, 18 a
junior in one of
England’s b e s t
known Publie
Schools.”

“My only hat!”
said Handforth, tak-
ing a deep breath.

“It may be K. K.
or it may not,”
said Travers. *‘ The
other papers are
just as vague—they
don’t say  what
school it 1is, and
they don’t-give the
boy’s name.”

“It can’t be
K. K,” said
Church, shaking his
head. “Must be
some other chap
named Parkington.
If it was K. K., we
should have hecard about it before this.
He’s never even mentioned a relative of his
named Sir Roger.”

The tramping of feet sounded in the
corridor, and the door opened. .

“Hallo, hallo! Quite a big party,” said
Kirby Keeble Parkington, his big frame
filling the entire doorway. ‘“How do wo
squash 1n?”

“These three asses aren’t here to tea,”
explained Handforth. “But look here, K. K,
What do you know about this?”

He thrust the newspaper towards
Parkington, pointing to the paragraph.

‘“Looks interesting,” commented K. K.,
nodding. “I've seen it.”

“Then it’s not you?”

“As a matter of fact, I believe it is,” said
K. K. apologetically.

“What!”

“Budding  million- “Well, Sir Roger
aire?”  said Iiand- BY Parkington was my
forth, staring., grand-uncle, and, as
He took the news- far as T know, he had

paper, and he started
as he read the head-
line at the top of one
of the principal

SEARLES

EDWY

nol other  schoolboy
clative, so 1t must
BROOKS. Lce; nl:e, ?osad K. liz

“Why all this fuss?”’
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“The paper €ays you're coming ‘into a
fortune!” yelled McClure. .

“What of it ?”

-“What of it?” gasped Handforth. “Isn’t
it worth making a fuss about ?”

“Not that I can see,” said K. K. calmly.
“If you want to know the truth, I am the
chap. It’s official. My pater told me about
it in his last letter.”

“And you never said anything?” asked
McClure, aghast. “You knew that you’d
come into a fortune, and you didn’t even tell
anybody 7"

“You’re Secottish,
wouldn’t understand,”
gently.

“You silly English ass—"

“As a guest in this study, I can’t veri well
retort in the approved fashion,” said K. K.
admonishingly. “I'm not aitogether sure
that it’s in good taste for a host to call his
guest an ass.”

“Sorry!” saild Mac thickly. “I'd ior-
gotten.”

‘““ Ag for the fortune, I’m hardly interested,”
sontinued Parkington. “Now what about
somo tea? We've all got first-class thirsts

“Just a minute before we start teal!” ihter-
rupted Handforth. “You say that you’re not
interested in this fortune? Why, you ass,
think of the things you could do! With pots
of money, you could buy anything you liked.
You’ve got a motor-bike now, but you could
have a car!” |

“My poor chap, it’s plain that you don’t
know much about wills,” said K. K. sadly.
“Wills are funny things—and, according
my grand-uncle’s record, his will will be the
funniest document ever exhibited. It’s funny
enough that he should leave his money to
me to start with. I hardly knew him.’:

. “But it’s yours, all the same.”

“It will be—when I’'m of age,”
Parkington.

1} Oh .!”

“There, you see, 18 the snag,” said the
red-headed junior. “Even if I wanted to, I
couldn’t touch any of that fortune now.”

“Why, it’s a swindle!” said Handforth
indignantly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can never trust these silly news-
papers!” went on Edward Oswald with a
snort. “They say that you’ve come into a
fortune, and now it turns out that you won’t
get it until you’re a man! What rot!”

“I’ve got it—but I can’t touch 1t yet,”
said K. K. kindly. ‘“That’s ‘the only
difference. And as my pater is fairly well off
—which means that I shan’t want for any-
thing when I'm of age—Uncle Roger’s will
leaves me pretty cold. I thought so little of
it, 1 fact, that I didn’t even mention it.
How was I to know that the newspapers
‘'would trot out the story1”

The other Removites were now feeling
pretty cold, too. A fortune that didn’t
materialise in their own time was too much
in the abstract.

“Why the old boy should have left me
his money, I can’t imagine,” continued K. K.

sweetheart, and you
replied Parkington

explained

“expect that’s

ticularly well,” observed K.

to -

thoughtfully. “The only reason 1 can think
of is that I’m not married.”

“Not married!” yelled Handforth.

“8ir Roger was a woman-hater,” explained
Parkington. “My hat! How he hated
women! Wouldn't have one in his house—
servant or guest. He never forgave my pater
for marrying, or I dare say my pater would
have had the fortune. The old chap was a
vegetarian, too. Oh, yes, and a Quaker "

“Eat plenty of oats, I suppose?” asked
Handforth.

‘““‘Ha, ha, hal”

“He lived practically alone, and was even
a bit of a miser,” said K. K. “I only
visited him once or twice, and the funny thing
15, I used to get on first-class with him. I
because I humoured him.
Pretended I was as keen as mustard on raw
vegetables and things. I've known him to
chuckle with absolute glee upon finding me

gnawing a raw carrot.”

“Such is life,” sighed Travers. “Just be-
cause you eat raw carrots, he leaves you his
fortune. 1’1l bet that’s the very reason why
he left you in his will. I wish I had a
grand-uncle who liked to see me eating raw
carrots !”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Heo was a decent old boy, in his way,
but, as I have said, I didn’t know him par-
K. “Over a
year ago since I last saw him. Well, what
about this tea ?” '

“Let’s get on with it,” said Handforth
promptly.  “That fortune of yours is too
much of a wash-out for us to waste any
further time on.”

The subject, by general consent, was dis-
missed; but if the juniors thought that this
was the last they would hear of Sir Roger
Parkington’s will, they were mistaken,

CHAPTER 2.
An Interesting Visitor!
TEDDY LONG, who made a point of

minding everybody else’s business as

well as his own, watched the stranger

calculatingly as the latter moved
slowly across the Triangle in a hesitating,
uncertain fashion. Here was a possible
source of income. Even if it only meant
sixpence, it was nevertheless income. The
stranger obviously didn’t know which way
to go.

It was three days later, and St. Frank’s
was rather quiet on this chilly October
afternoon. Lessons were over, and most of
the juniors were putting in a good hour at
sport of some kind. Teddy Long, however,
was not interested in sport, unless the bait-
ing of strangers could be called sport. He
advanced upon the new arrival with alacrity.

“ Anything I can do, sir?” he asked, rais-
ing his cap.

The stranger paused and looked at Teddy
benevolently, He was a prim-looking man,
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precise in his manner and bearing, very neat

In appearance, and his rimless pince-nez were

set at such an angle that he could peer over
their tops. '

“Yes, young man, there is something that
you can do for me,” he said, his voice as
precise as the rest of him. “There 1is, I
believe, a boy in this school named Park-
ington? To be exact, Kirby Keeble
Parkington.”

“That’'s right, sir,” said Teddy eagerly.
‘““He’s on Little Side now, but I'll soon
fetch him if—"

“No, no! I don’t want him fetched,”
interrupted the stranger. “I merely want to
know which is the House he belongs to. In
other words, where is the Ancient House?”’

“This one, sir,” said Teddy, pointing.

“If you can direct me to the House-
master’s private quarters I will make it
worth your while,” said the stranger briskly.
““Oh, and by the way. If you happen to see
Parkington, do not tell him that anyone
has been inquiring about him.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it, sir!” said Teddy
stoutly.

The stranger nodded approvingly. He
didn't know Teddy. Teddy was about the
last fellow to keep a secret of any kind—
and the arrival of this prim-looking man
excited him tremendously. For Teddy Long
had not forgotten that recent paragraph in
the newspapers, and he wondered if there
could be any connection between it and this
gentleman’s visit.

““This way, sir!” he said. “I know for a
fact that Wilkey is in. I saw him going into
his study ten minutes ago.”

“Wilkey 7"

“Our Housemaster, sir; I’'m in the Ancient
House, too.”

‘“ Ah, quite so!” nodded the stranger. “I
appear to be very fortunate.”

They went indoors, and Teddy Long
waited expectantly when, at length, they
stood outside Mr. Alington Wilkes’ study
door. The stranger was feeling suggestively
in his pocket. Then he hesitated, and
Teddy’s hopes were dashed to the ground.

“T was about to present you with a
shilling, my boy,” the stranger said kindly,
“but on seconds thoughts I shall reserve
that ceremony until later.”

““Later, sir?” repeated Teddy in dismay.

“I particularly desire that Parkington
shall know nothing of my visit—until I am
ready,” said the other. “I do not distrust
you, but boys, as a class, are talkative. If
I find that you have kept your own counsel,
I will make it half-a-crown. So I will see
you later.”

He beamed, tapped on Mr. Wilkes' door,
and entered. He had very effectively
placed a seal upon Teddy Long’s tongue.

“Good-afternoon, sir,” said the stranger,
as he found the Housemaster eyeing him
inquiringly. “Mr. Wilkey, I believe ?”

“Mr. Wilkes,” corrected the Housemaster.
“Mr. Alington Wilkes, to be exact. I

belicve, however, that I am known amongst
the boys as Old Wilkey.” | -

“My own name is Norton, sir—Walter
Norton, of Messrs. Norton, Griggs and
Norton, Lincoln’s Inn, London,” said the
stranger precisely, as he advanced and ex-
tended his hand. “I trust, Mr. Wilkes, that
I have not intruded at an inopportune
moment ?” '

“You haven’t intruded at all, old chap,”
replied Mr. Wilkes cheerfully. “Take a
pew. A lawyer, I imagine? If you’'ve
come to tell me that I have been left in
somebody’s will, I shall be everlastingly
grateful. A novel experience for me, I can
assure you. For some rcason people don’t
leave me in their wills.”

Mr. Norton eyed his companion dubiously.
Certainly Mr. Alington Wilkes wasn’t the
average man’s idea of a schoolmaster. He
was tall, loose-jointed, with a straggly
moustache, humorous eyes,, and an air of
supreme inconsequence. He was dressed in
an old Norfolk jacket and baggy flannel
trousers; and when Mr. Norton had entered
he had been sprawling in his chair with his
legs on the desk.

‘Ahem!” said the.visitor. “It is a fact,
i1s it not, Mr. Wilkes, that you are the—er
Housemaster of this House ?”

“Well, yes,” admitted Mr. Wilkes. “If 1
don’t look the part, I'm sorry. I'm always
trying to give myself a severe appearance,
but it won't work. Nature, Mr. Norton, is
inexorable. Well, what about that legacy
of mine?”

“My dear sir, I haven’t come with any
such news for you,” protested Mr. Norton
hastily.

“I didn’t think you had,” said Mr. Wilkes
sadly.

“My mission concerns a boy named
Parkington, who, I understand, is in your
care,” said the visitor, producing some
important-looking documents. “Kirby
Keeble Parkington is the name.” |

“One of my brightest and best,” nodded -
Mr. Wilkes. ‘A spirited youth, and not
averse to an occasional fling. Takes a swish-
infg like a man.”

‘I am glad, indeed, to hear that he is
spirited, for he will need all his spirit from
now onwards,” said Mr. Norton with con;
viction. “Now, Mr. Wilkey—I beg your
pardon, Mr. Wilkes—I must tell you that this
boy has inherited a considerable fortunec
from his grand-uncle, the late Sir Roger
Parkington. You may have seen some such
report in the newspapers?”

“As a matter of fact, I have,” admitted
the Housemaster,

“Now, my errand is a peculiar one,” said
the visitor mysteriously. “I have purposely
come to you first, Mr. Wilkes, because I am
not at all sure that I shall even find it
nccessary to approach my youthful -client.
Much will depend upon your own decision.
Young Parkington only inherits this money
upon coming of age if he complies with




6 _‘THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

certain extraordinary conditions which come

into force at once.” _
““Oh, I see!” said Mr. Wilkes, with a

whistle. “So there are some strings attached
to Sir Roger’s will ?” '

“Very apt, sir—very apt indeed,” said the
other. “You are quite right. These—er—
strings are both difficult and, in fact, bizarre.
I am not at all sure that the school authori-
ties will permit the boy to follow out the
directions of the will. A boy cannot, after
all, do exactly as he likes at school.

Mr. Wilkes made himself more comfort-
able.

“This is
old manp,” he remarked.
intrigued.”

ettin f‘ri htfully interesting,
5 5 ¢ “Go ahead! TI'm

“You must permit me to remark, Mr..

Wilkes, that you are making this interview
singularly easy, and for that I thank you,
said Mr. Norton gratefully. “I had expected
something very different. However— It
is very doubtful if Parkington himself will
submit to these bizarre conditions, even 1f
tho school authorities permit them. It 18
still more doubtful if he,will.bg able to
carry them out if he does éubmit.

“I hate to say it, Mr. Nocton, but you're
talking in riddles.” '

“Perhaps T am, and you must forgive me,”
said the lawyer hastily. “I have merely
made this preamble as a means of prepar-
ing you for the extraordinary disclosure
which I must make. Sir Roger Parkington
was a bachelor, and an eccentric of the most
pronounced type. Without going Into any
exact details, I believe that he was cruelly
deceived by a woman in his youth, and from
that moment onwards he became a harsh,
embittered woman-hater.”

“Still I don’t quite see——" '

“But you will, sir—you will,” said Mr.
Norton. “8ir Roger had no immediate
relatives, and being a man of meagre habits
and. hermit-like existence, his modest for-
tune of early life grew to immense propor-
tions before he died. He had sclected young
Parkingtcn’s father, I believe, as his heir;
but when Mr. Parkington married, the old
man was so furious that he immediately
changed his will and left everything to
charity.

““When he met young Parkington, how-
eter, it seems that Sir Roger relented,” pro-
cecded the lawyer. ‘“Here was an heir he
could safely leave his money to.
is at the right age for the experiment, for
I can only conclude that Sir Roger’s idea
was to use him an an experiment. According
t> the directions of the will, the boy is to
be instructed in the conditions on his
sixteenth birthday, or upon Sir Roger’s
death. As Sir Roger has died before the
boy has reached sixteen, the disclosure must
be made now.”

“Sounds more mysterious than ever,”
commented the Housemaster. “Am I per-
mitted to know what these peculiar con-

ditions aret”

““That is the very reason I am here,” said
Mr. Norton. *“It 1s essential that you, as the
boy’s Housemaster, should know the facts.
I have come to you rather than to the head-
master because you are in closer personal
touch with the boy himself. If in your
opinion the school cannot allow young Park-
ington to carry out the late Sir Roger’s
directions, the only alternative is for the
boy to lecave St. Frank’s altogether—unless,
of course, he wishes to sacrifice the fortune.”

““We will see what we can do, Mr. Norton,”’
promised Mr. Wilkes.

“I must remind you that Sir Roger was
eccentric, and I hope you are therefore
prepared for some fantastic conditions,’”
sald the lawyer gravely. ‘“In the first place,
Sir Roger was a Quaker, and he always
wore the strict Quaker costume—which, as
you know, has mnow practically become
obsolete. I am sorry to tell you, Mr. Wilkes,
that ‘young Parkington must adopt the
Quaker costumc forthwith.”

“It ought to suit him well,” said Mr.
Wilkes, nodding.

“I—er—beg your pardon?”

“The Quaker costume is both picturesque
and comfortabie,” said the. Housemaster
stoutly. ‘““The other boys, no doubt, would
chip him for a time, but there are far worse
troubles in life that the wearing of a Quaker
costume. If this 13 one of your fantastic
conditions, Mr. Norton, I am not at all
dismayed.”’

“Unfortunately, there are other consider-
ations,”’” continued Mr. Norton. “‘I am not
well acquainted with your school cuisine, but
I do know that vegetarianism 1s not
practised, or approved of, at Public Schools.”

“There you are wrong,” said Mr. Wilkes

promptly. ‘' Perhaps you don’t know that
we have our own pet vegetarian at St.
Frank’s? Mr. Barnaby Goole, who presides

over the East House, 13 an even more strict
vegetarian than a caterpillar. And when-
ever he can gect a boy over on 4o his side, he
cuts a big mnotch in his mantelpiece. You’d
be surprised to see how many notches there
are already. The mantelgieco 18 becoming
quite ornamental—and he’ll soon have to
start on the window-frame.”

Mr. Norton gave his companion a straight
look. He had the impression that Mr.
Wilkes was gently pulling his leg. The
Housemaster remained as grave as an image.

“I am glad to hear this,” said the lawyer.
“Evsn so, I cannot believe that Mr. Poolo

The boy ____

“Goole.”? )
““T cannot believe that Mr. Goole 18 such

a crank as Sir Roger was,” said Mr. Norton.
‘“He carried vegetarianism to an extreme—
and unfortunately his heir must live in the
same way if he is to qualify for the fortune.
From now until he i1s twenty-one, in effect,
young Parkington must be on probation.”

“Practically six years,” nodded Mr.
Wilkes. “By the end of that time he will
be so thoroughly hardened that he’ll never
want to live in any other way. (Ee’ll be s0
accustomed to eggs and milk—2
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8¢ Are you the fellow that’s been left a fortune ? >’ asked Handforth as he thrust

the newspaper under Parkington’s nose.

“No, no! Eggs and milk are strictly for-
bxdden » broke in the other. "In' Sir
Rogers view, eggs and milk are harmful.
He was a \egetarmn of the most extrenie
kind. This boy must live on an absolutely
Spartan dlet—and from to-day onwards. If
he fails in any one single respect Sir
Roger’s fortune goes to charity.”

‘“‘It scems that the poor kid will have
to earn 1t.”
“He will, indeed!” declared the other. “1I
shall give you a list of the things he may
, before I leave, It will probably sur-
pl‘lSG you, Mr. Wilkes.”

“After what you’ve told me,
won't.”

‘““‘He must live on practically nothing else
but uncooked vegetables and fruit—and raw
carrots, I may say, are a daily item,"” sa:d
Mr. Norton. “He must eat no bread which
has been made with yeast or other leaven.
Tea, coffee, cocoa, nand such beverages, are
absolutcly forbidden.”

“That’s rough,” said Mr. Wilkes. *Ginger
beer or lemonade are poor consolations at
that hour of the afternoon when one needs
a bracer.”

“The boy must not even touch ginger-beer
or lemonade,” declared the lawyer. *Ho
must drink nothmv clso but nafor—nlain,
cold water. I can assure you, Mr. Wilkes,
these conditions are very hard on the boxr
Sir Roger was a cold water ecrank. in addi-
tion to his other eccentricities. It is laid
down in the will that young Parkmgton
must go for a swim in the river every

it probably

““I am ! ** agreed K. K. calmly.

morning—summer and winter alike. H¢
must become hardened.”

‘I wonder if the fortune is worth all ¢his?™
asked Mr. Wilkes dryly.

“It all depends upon the boy, of course,’
said the othor “The fortune, I may tell
you, is considerable—running into very big
ﬁgures, indecd. In order to inherit it, Park-
ington must fulfil other conditions, too. IHe'
must have no association whatever with the
feminine sex, and if he has any friendships
with girls or women other than his own
immediatce relatives—his mother and sisters,
to be exact—they must be broken

“Th.at:s beastly hard lines,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “It so hap ens that K. K.—we call
him K. K. for short-—-ls pretty chummy with
my own daughter.”

“That's very unfortunate,” said Mr.
Norton, with concern. “I can only hope
that vour daughter will accept the thing in
the right splrxt Old Sir Roger hated all
games, and the boy must drop them.”

“Drop football ?” asked Mr. Wilkes, with
a whistle.

“If ho has been in the habit of playing
football, he must ccase to do so,” Insisted
the lavsyer “He can, howexer become
adept at horse-riding, swimming, and such-
like athleties. It 13 one of the strict con-
ditions of the will that he must take
up horse-riding at once. He must learn to
bo generous, and must spend his pocket.
m{)fney upon others rather than upon him.
self.”

““IT fanevy he does a good deal of that
already,” murmured the Housemaster., At
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all events, I've noticed that Vera has a lot
moro choeolates than she used to have, to
say nothing of occasional bottles of perfume.”’
- “That 13 all to the good, my dear sir.”

- “I hope we’ve reached the end of the list
by now?’ asked Mr. Wilkes. “Surely -the
boy hasn’t to suffer further?”’

“1 fear he has,” said Mr. Norton, con-
sulting his papers. ‘Tho will directs that
he must learn to be stoic and patient; theore-
fore he must spend two hours ecach day
apart from all other human society. In-
stead of a bed, he must sleecp on a bare board,
and sheets are absolutely forbidden. He
may have blankets, but only blankets of the
roughest kind. In short, during these next
few years, before he reaches manhood, he
must become hardened.”

“If he lives through them, he'll be a
hero,” declared Mr. Wilkes, with conviction.

L

CHAPTER 3.
Putting it to K. K.I

OR some moments Mr. Alington
F Wilkes sat regarding -his visitor with
thoughtful, contemplative eyes. Mr.
Norton, for his part, sorted out his
papers, and finally produced a mneatly-type-
written sheet. :

““This is for your own personal use, Mr.
Wilkes,”” he said, looking up. *“I desire
you to have it so that you may keep a check
on the boy. [He will have a similar sheet,
since we cannot expect him to remember all
these arduous conditions.”

“Hm! You don’t want me constantly to
watch him, do you?” asked Mr., Wilkes
dubiously.

‘‘No, no, of course not,”” said the other.
“But you, as his Housemaster, will naturally
be better able than anyone else to see if he
carries out the conditions of the will. Of
course, there may be no need for any super-
vision at all, since 1 think it 1s highly
probable that the boy himself will abandon
the fortune.”

“I hope he doesn’t,” said Mr. Wilkes
slowly. ‘“Such a thing would be weak—
lamentably weak. In a way, this affair will
be a test of Parkington’s character, and for
that reason, alone, 1 shall consent to the
experiment. Anything that puts a boy on
his mettle 1s to be commended.”

Mr. Norton beamed. _

“I am glad, indeed, to hear you express
such sensible views, Mr. Wilkes,”” he said
eagerly. ‘I may say that I regarded you
as the one stumbling-block—for, of course,
it would have been useless going to the boy
unless you had previously given your sanction
to the change of diet which the will imposes.
The other matters, I think, are for the boy
himself to deal with.”

Again Mr. Wilkes looked contemplatively

at his visitor. .
“I wonder if Parkington will have
sufficient strength of will?’’ he mused. *It’s

asking a lot of him, you know, Mr. Norton.”

“Where there’'s & will, there’s a way,”
replied Mr. Norton promptly. *‘And that
applies in more senses than one in this case.
Sir Roger’s will i1s unique; but the stake
13 & big one, and well worth striving for.”

He rose to his feet and thrust out his

hand.
“I am grateful, Mr. Wilkes, for your
broadminded and he

%enerous - attitude,”
went on warmly. ‘It is now entirely up to
the boy himself. With your permission, I

will go to him at once.”
““Splendid,” said Mr. Wilkes. *I shall
be curious to know how he takes it. You’ll

probably find him somewhere in the junior
quarters.”’

“If you will kindly dircet me——"’

“Certainly,” said Mr. Wilkes, going to
the door, and pointing. “You go down
this corridor, and—— But wouldn’t it be -
better to have the boy here, in my study?
The fu.nior quarters are mnot particularly
restful.”’

“I would prefer to speak to him in his
own element, if you don’t mind,”” replied
the lawyer. “Indeed, it will be all the
better if some of his companions are with him
at the time. Forgive me, Mr. Wilkes, but
1 fear that your presence might have toe
restraining an influence upon him.”

‘““Sensible man!’”’ chuckled Mr. Wilkes.

“You’re quite right. Well, go ahead—and
good Juck!”’
He gave the nccessary directions, and Mr.
Norton shook hands again, and departed.
Round the angle of the passage he ran into
Teddy Long. Teddy was brimming with
excitement and anticipation.

“If you want Parkington, sir, he’s in his
study,” he said eagerly. ‘Just came in with
Deeks and Goflin. I haven’t breathed a word,
sir.”

“That’s said Mr,
moving on.

.“YO’l'l said something about half-a-crown,
sir——

“You shall have your half-crown. later—it
I find that your statement is true,” replied
Mr. Norton cautiously. “In the meantime,
you may direct me to Parkington’s study.”

Teddy fumed inwardly, but he dared not
protest. Why was it people always distrusted
him? Even strangers did! Perhaps there
was something in Long’s crafty, cunning ex-
pression which gave him aways At all events,
Mr. Norton had formed a very accurate
estimation of his character.

When he arrived at Study K, he found
the leaders of the Red-Hots preparing for tea.
Kirby Keeble Parkington was cheery and
smiling, and Deeks and Goffin were in a good
humour, too. Funds were plentiful, and a
special feed was on the board.

‘‘Hallo, sir!” said K. K., eyeing the visitor
curiously. “Looking for somebody? I'm
afraid you’ve come to the wrong part of the
House——"

“I think not,” interrupted Mr. Norton

excellent,” Norton,

gently. “I am Jooking for a boy named
Parkington.”
“Then you’ve found him, sir,” replied K. K.

“Deeks, shove that chair forward. Goffin,
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shut the door. I’'m Parkington, sir. What
can we do for you?” - .

. Mr. Norton sat down in his precise way.

+ “I must inform you, firstly, that the matter
upon which I have called is of some gravity,”
he said. “I trust, therefore, that you will
listen carefully and attentively. My namec 1s
Mr. Walter Norton, of Norton, Griggs, &
Norton, Lincoln’s Inn, London. I am, in
fact, a lawyer.”

. “Oh!” said K. K.; rather startled.

" Deeks and Goffin stood open-mouthed. It
wasn’t often that lawyers visited the junior
studies at St. Frank’s. Morcover, the men-
tion of their visitor’s profession immediately
reminded them of the newspaper paragraph
they had seen three days earlier.

“A lawyer, eh?” went on Parkington,
“Does this mean,.s&ir, that you’ve come to
see me about my grand-uncle’s will ?”’

~“It does,” replied Mr. Norton solemnly.
“Young man, this inhceritance i1s a big one—
an immense one—but I must tell you at once
that you can only come into it if you agree
to certain drastic conditions.”

K. K. sighed.

“I thought there was a catch in it some-
where,” he said sadly.

“An apt remark—for there is, in fact, a
very deccided catch,” replied Mr. Norton.
“And it 1s for you to decide, Parkington,
whether or not you will strive to obey the
directions of Sir Roger’s will. Now kindly
listen with great care.”

IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON took
a deep, decp breath. _
He had heard the conditions, and
Mr. Nortorr had repeated them so
emphatically that they had sunk decply into
K. K.’s mind. Harvey Deceks and Clement
Goffin had looked startled at first, but now
thcy were grinning.

“Well, I hardly know what to say, sir,”
said Parkington at length. “I knew that Sir
Roger was a bit of an eccentric, but this will
of his fairly takes the cake!”

“It certainly beats any other will I have
ever handled,” agreed Mr. Norton. “The
great question iIs, are you agreeable (o
comply with tho conditions?”

“Kven if I am, sir, I don’t see how they
can be imposed,” replied K. K., shaking his
head. “What about the school authorities?
They wouldn’t agrce. I mean, raw carrots!
And all those other food rules——”

“I have omitted to mention,” interrupted
Mr. Norton, “that I have already interviewed
yvour Housemaster, Mr. Wilkes. He 1is
leaving the matter to you, Parkington. He
is a kindly man, and a broadminded man.
He is willing to grant you all the necessary
facilities.”

“Well, that’s jolly decent of Old Wilkey!"
said K. K. with a glance at his chums.  But,
hang it all, it’s a bit thick! After to-day,
no bed—only a plank! And a plank for the
next six years!”

“By the end of which time you will prob-
ably desire nothing but a plank,” murmured
Mr. Norton. ‘‘I have heard it said. on the

best medical authority, that sleeping on =z
plank 1s conducive to {ong life.”

“I dare say 1 could survive the plank, sir,”
admitted K. K. dubiously, “but what about
all the rest? What did my grand-uncle think
I am? A rabbit? How can I live on raw
vegetables and water ?”

“I will admit there are (.fficulties,” said
Mr. Norton gently.

““Taking a dip in the river every morning
isn’t so bad,” continued K. K., *‘but why
horse-riding? Why chuck up footer? 1'm
as keen as mustard on footer.”

“It will mean many sacrifices,” said the
lawyer. “I can only conclude that Sir Roger
desired to put you on your mettle—to make
vou prove your woith. If you are to have
his fortune, you must carn it.”

K. K. grunted.

“Well, between you and me and the fire-
irons, sir, I don’t think the fortune’s worth
it,” he said candidly. “Blow Uncle Roger
and his silly conditions! After all, charity’s a
good cause.”

Mr. Norton adjusted his
looked at K. K. very stcadily.

“Dear me!” he said with regret. “I was
afraid of this. 1 feared that you would be
scared by the conditions. Yet 1 do not think
that you have given the matter suflicient
thought.”

“Yes, I have, Mr. Norton,” replied Park-
ington lightly. “ When I become of age I
shall go mto my pater's business—and he’s -
got plenty of money, anyhow. Besides, 1
want to work for my living when I'm a man.
I don’t see why I should live like a lunatic
for the next six years because of an old man’s
cranky ideas. Blow Uncle Roger and his
fortune!”

Mr. Norton compressed his lips.

. l"‘,I sec,” he said coldly. “ You are—funking
)| -

“Eh?"

“You are not man cnough to shoulder
these stringent conditions,” procecded Mr.
Norton with thinly-veiled contempt. “I am
not altogether surprised—and yet I am dis-
appointed. Mr. Wilkes had a better opinion
of you.”

. K. flushed.

“Look here, sir!” he burst out “You
know joliy well that my Uncle Roger was
so eccentric that he was half-dotty! I'm not
lIceen on this fortune, anyhow. Why should

“That is not the point,” interrupted tho
lawyer stifly as he rose to his feet. “As I
have already told you, Sir Roger worded
his will as he did 1n order to put you on
vour mettle. Make no mistake, Parkington,
the old man was not so cranky as you seem
to belicve. There was a rcason behind his
crankiness. However, you have made your
decision, and it is for me to arrange that the
fortune shall be transferred to th®€ various
charities which Sir Roger nominated.”

Parkington stood there, hot and angry.
““I don't like your calling me a funk. sir,”
he said bluntly.

R

pince-nez and
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“Chuck it, K. K.!” put in Deeks. “You
know jolly well that you could never keep
to those conditions.” |

“Couldn’t 17” shouted Parkington.

“It’s not a question of funking,” went on
Deeks. “Imagine yourself in Quaker dress;
imagine cating nothing but vegctables and
fruit for cvery meal! You simply couldn’t
do it—and you know it!”

“0Of course you know it,” said Goffin.

Mr. Norton allowed a slight twinkle to
enter his eyes. K. K.’s chums were un-
consciously doing the very thing which would
force him to agree. Even at the outset—
before any of the conditions were imposed—
he was being put on his mettle.

“I couldn’t do 1it, couldn’t I°?” said
Parkington stubbornly. “You all think the
same, do you?”

“Well, my dear boy——" began Mr. Norton
mildly.

“You thought all along, didn’t yeu, sir,
that I’d refuse ¥

“To be quite frank, I did,” admitted the

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

lawyer. “And 1 don’t blame you. These
conditions are severe——"

“Well, ﬁou’re wrong !” interrupted K. K.;
squaring his jaw. “If you think I haven’t
got enough determination, sir, you’d better
think again! I’ll do it! I’ll go through with
it! I’m no weakling!”

Mr. Norton chirruped with delight.

“Splendid!” he exclaimed enthusiastically.
“Bravo, my boy! Bravol! I congratulate
vou upon your strength of will! Your father,
I am sure, will be overjoyed!”

“My father 7’ asked K. K., staring.

“I might as well tell you now that even
he believed that my visit to St. Frank’s would
be futile,” said Mr. Norton promptly. “It
is gratifying to know that the only one who
had faith in you 18 your own Housemaster.
Mr. Wilkes had half an idea, I am sure, that
you would consent.”

“Then I won’t let him down, sir,” said
Parkington, squaring his shoulders. “Mind
you, I'm not doing this for the sake of the
fortune, but to prove that I can do it.”

——
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CHAPTER 4.
Chipping K. K.!

EEKS and Goffin made a grab at their
leader as soon as Mr. Norton had
taken his departure. They forced him
into a chair, and they stood over him.

“You're mad, K. K.!"” ejaculated Deeks.
*You can’t do it!”

“Jt’s impossible!” declared Goffin. “You
iilly ass! We didn’t mean to goad you!
Why did you take any notice——"

“When you've done mauling me about,
swecethearts, perhaps you’ll cool down!”
broke in K. g( “There’s nothing to get
excited about. Affer all, the Norton bird
was right. It would be weak to let that
fortune go without even making a bid for
it.”

“But—but you’ll be the laughing-stock of
the school !” _

“The school’s always laughing at some-
thing.”

“You'll lead a dog’s life!” _ _

“I should rather call it a rabbit’s life,
darling.”

“And you’ll have to wear Quaker dress.”

“I’ve heard it's quite comfortable,” said
K. K., nodding. “Wide, open collar, knce-
breeches, and all the rest of it. The school
may laugh, but this is a case of ‘he laughs
best who laughs last.” And it seems to me
that I shall do all the laughing at the end.”

His chums regarded him admiringly.

“Well, I must say you’ve got pluck!” de-
clared Deeks. ‘“And a nerve, too!”

““ A nerve, yes, but it doesn’t require any
Pluck for a thing like this,” replied K. K.
‘It’s simply a matter of will-power.”

The door burst open, and a crowd of
juniors poured in, led by Edward Oswald
Handforth, of Study D. Travers and Archie
Glenthorne and Potts and Gresham were
prcminent. ) _

“What’s this silly yarn we’ve heard?”
decmanded Handforth abruptly. “Teddy
Long's been saying that you’ve had a lawyer
to see you, K. K.!”

““That’s not a silly yarn—it’s the truth.”

“By George! Did he come about your
uncle’s fortune?” - )

““Something like that,” replied Parking-
ton. “There are some strings tied to that
fortune, and before I come Into it I’ve got
to go through the mill. You’ll hear all the
details in good time.”

The crowd heard the details at once.

Deeks and Goffin found it impossible to
contain themselves. With considerable
relish they told of all the things that Kirby

Keeble Parkington would be required to do.
The affair developed iInto a first-class
sensation.

The news spread like wildfire, and before
the evening had advanced far, fellows were
ccming over from the other Houses in
excited batches to give their opinions. It
was generally agreed that Parkington was
oft his chump.
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“He’ll never do it!” said Handforth. “1
admire his spirit, but it’s too much of a
good thing.”

The rest of the fellows agreed, and this,
of course, only strengthened K. K.'s deter-
mination. It was a bit of a shock for him
to find out that the entire Junior School
accepted it as a foregone conclusion that he
would soon knuckle under. He set his jaw,
and vowed to himself that he wouldn’t.

URING the rest of the evening the
D chief item of conversation through-
out St. Frank’s was Parkington’s
coming ordeal. Even the seniors had
got hold of the story, and were chuckling
over it in their own quarters. There wasn’t
a fellow in the school who believed that
K. K. would stick to his guns.

When Biggleswade came to see lights out
in the Junior dormitoriecs he grinned
humorously at the big red-headed Removite.

“I'll give you a weck—at the most!” he
ccmmented.

“Oh, chuck it!”

“Don’t forget you’ll be on your honour,”
continued the prefect, wagging a finger.
‘““No scoffing of pork pies and things on the
quiet, my lad!”

“Can’t you give it a rest?” asked K. K.
wearily. “You all think I'm riding for a
fall—but I’'m not.”

“Talking about riding, isn’t it one of the
conditions that you’ve got to take it up?”
asked Biggy. “Ever done much riding,

protested K. K.

young ’un?”
“No,” growled K. K.
“Well, it’ll be quite an experience,”

grinned the prefect. ‘‘Horseback riding i
first-class when you get used to it, but for the
first three or four days you’ll have no use
whatever for chairs. Well, good-night,
Hope you have a good sleep. It’ll be tha
last time, don’t forget—you’ll have a plank
ia here to-morrow night.”

And chuckling hugely Biggleswade retired.

“Silly ass!” grunted K. K., as he sat
down on his bed. *Silly, hulking, cackling
ass!” ?_

Deeks and Goffin eyed him warily.

“It’s not improving your temper,
man,” remarked Deeks.

“How the dickens can a chap keep his
temper when everybody’s chipping him?”
retorted Parkington. ‘“Even the scniors
can’t talk of anything else. Why, I passed
a couple of masters this evening, and they
suddenly stopped short in their jabber and

looked at me as though I were a new kind
of freak.”

¢“That’'s the

old

penalty of notoriety,” said
Goffin. “And, after all, K. K., Biggy waa
right. This is the last time you’ll sleep on
a decent bed. A plank won’t give you much
comfort.” )

“Are you starting now?” roared K. K,
exasperated. | '

He got i1nto bed in a disgruntled mood.
The fact of the matter was, he knew only too
well that the fellows were right. The more
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he thought of it, the more dismayed he felt

at the prospect. It was easy enough to talk,

but now that he was lying in his comfortable

bed he knew how much he would miss it.
“A plank!” he muttered. *“Help!”

Sleep failed to come. Apprehensively, he
thought of the morrow. Breakfast—— Hbe
gave a start as he remembered breakfast.
The other fellows would have eggs or bacon,
perhaps both, while he would be munching
a chunk of carrot or turnip or something

similarly awful.

After all, was it worth it? The chaps
would only laugh at him for a bit if he
chucked the whole thing up; in their hearts
they would know that he had done the
right thing. Why go through with this
idiotic nonsense ? .

“Asleep, K. K.?”" came a drowsy voice
through the darkness.

““Not yet!” growled Parkington.

“How are we going to get on for tea in
the study?” asked Deeks’ voice. “I've
been wondering, you know. Goffin and I
will be a hit uncomfortable scoffing meat pies
and sardines and pastries, while you sit there
eating carrots and drinking water. Why not
chuck the whole thing up -before it’s too

late 7"

It was just what K. K. needed to
strengthen him.

“Go to sleep!” he snapped. “I'm not

chucking anything up. .
He rolled over -and resolutely closed his
eyes. If this was, indeed, his last night in a
decent bed, he was going to make the most
of it.
Kirby Keeble Parkington, after all, was a

determined fellow, a youngster of decided

will-power. He went to sleep within five
minutes, and he dreamed of a monstrous
ogre, bearing a close resemblance to his late
Jncle Roger, sitting at a vast table eating
pailfuls of carrots and turnips.

CHAPTER .
The Simple Life!

¢ ALLO!” said Harvey Deeks, blinking.
He was sitting up in bed, and

the rising bell was ringing. Deeks

was looking at K. K.’s empty bed.

“Funny!” went on Deeks. *“Hi, Goffinl
K K.s gone!”

Goffin sat up in bed.

‘“‘Bolted, I expect,” he said sleepily. “T’ll
bet he had a restless night and couldn’t
pluck up enough courage to face the music
ltl}}is morning. 1 don’t altogether blame

m.”

“But what about us?” asked Deeks in
dismay, “If K. K.’s bunked, how do the
Red-Hots get on? I don’t think much of
him!” he added with a sniff. “Dash it, he
might have waited——"

The door opened, and in strode Parking-
ton. He was looking fresh and cheerful;
his hair was tousled. and he had a big towel
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over his shoulder. He was dressed 1n

running shorts and sweater.
“Oh!” said Deeks. ‘‘You haven’t bolted,

then ?”

“I’m beginning to think that my grand-
uncle knew a thing or two,” said K. K.
briskly. “I’ve just had a dip in the river.
Obeying the first condition, you know.”

Goffin drew the blankets more clasely
round him and gazed out at the bleak
October sky.

“Ugh!” he shivered. “Horribly cold,
wasn’t it?"

“Only for the first minute, and then I
enjoyed it,” replied Parkington. “I feel
like pushing a ’bus over*now. Get up, you
lazy blighters!”

Biggleswade looked in.

“Hallo! You’re up, then?” he said with
a chuckle. ‘‘Have you kissed godd-bye to
your bed ?”

“If you weren’t a prefect I'd slaughter
you!”’ replied K. K. darkly.

“Then at last I’ve ‘discovered that being
a prefect has its advantages,” said Biggles-
wade, grinning. ‘‘Here you are, my poor
fellow. Old Wilkey asked me to give you
this. I don’t know what it contains, but I
can guess. You have my sympathy.”

He handed over a big cardboard box and
vanished.

“Don’t open it,” advised Goffin.
body’s having a lark with you.”

Parkington eyed the box warily, then he
jumped to the truth. The box bore the
name of a famous London firm of theatrical
costumiers.

“My only sainted aunt!” said K. K., in

a awed voice. ‘I didn’t think it would
begin this morning. I was counting on a
week at least before 1 went into fancy
dress!”

‘“Fancy dress!” yelled Deeks, leaping out
of bed. “Do you mean to say that this is
the Quaker costume?”

It was. When the box was opened it was
found to contain a suit of sombre brown
cloth. There were knee breeches, a long,
voluminous coat, and a quaint-locking waist-
coat with endless buttons. There were thick
woollen stockings, a great wide-brimmed hat,
a curious-looking cravat, and a pair of
square-toed black shoes with big iron buckles.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” breathed K. K.,
horrified.

“You can’t wecar ’em!” gasped Deeks.
“You simply can’t, K. K.!”

“I’'ve got to!” snapped K. K. fiercely.
‘*And if you want a black eye, Dceks, say
that again!”

There was some underclothing, too, and
the unfortunate K. K. shuddered as he
looked at it. It was pure wool, but very
coarse, and i1t so happened that Parkington,
in spite of his sfurdiness, possessed a very
sensitive skin. He barred wool next to his
person, and habitually wore cotton,

He got into the things someh~®, and the
irritation set up as thev tanched his skin
was torture. K. K. bhore 1t staieally.  Iis

“Somaes
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Dressed in his Quaker’s costume, Parkington walked out of the dormitory to be greeted
by a great roar of laughter from the crowd of juniors.

chums hardly dared to speak to him as he
dressed. They watched, fascinated. The
Quaker suit fitted admirably, almost as
though he had been measured for it.

“I can’t understand it,” said Deeks, after
a while. “How did Mr. Wilkes get hold of
that suit by this morning?”

“I'll bet it came by post—Mr. Norton’s
doing,” said K. K., with conviction. “He
probably arranged to have it sent on spec,
even before he came here. You see, once
I agreed with the conditions of that will I
had to start straight away.”

He surveyed himself in the mirror, which
wasn’t easy. The Junior dormitories were
only supplied with small mirrors, and K. K.
had to jump on the bed and examine himself
in sections. He wasn’t very pleased.

“Well, it's not so bad,” said Goffin kindly.

“Might have been a lot worse,” commented
Deeks.

“You can keep all that politeness to your-
selves,” said K. K. “I know what I look
like, you asses. I look awful!”

“Well, as long as you know it——"" began
Deeks.

“T do know it, so don’t rub it in!”’ roared
Parkington. “You’re thinking that I daren’t
go out, aren’t you? Watch me!”

He strode to the door, flung 1t open, and
marched out. Then be halted. The passage

was filled with waiting juniors. Biggles-
wade had lost no time in sending the word
round that that there would soon be a free
show, and half the Remove had ccllected in
the corridor, waiting.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my only hat!”

““What 1s it?”

Yells of laughter went up, and everybody
had some special quip or comment to offer.
Parkington stood there, very red, very hot,

and very uncomfortable. But the more the
juniors laughed the more he steeled himself.

““When you jackasses have finished your
morning cackle perhaps you’ll let me go
by ?” he asked deliberately. “If you want
to know the truth, these clothes are a lot
more comfortable than they look.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

He pushed his way out, forced his way te
the stairs and marched down. To his dis-
may crowds of Third-Formers, Removites
and Fourth-Formers were waiting for him in
the lobby and out in the Triangle. But his
back was up now, and he almost began to
enjoy himself. After all, there was some-
thing rather attractive in being the centre
of all eyes. Unfortunately, he was too fully
aware of his own extraordinary appcarance to
enjoy himsclf wholeheartedly.
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The biggest ordeal came when he got into
the Triangle. For, as luck would have it,
Vera Wilkes was crossing over from the
West House. She passed in her stride, a
look of utter dismay on her face. The girl
only hesitated for a moment, and then she
ran impulsively forward.

“Oh, K. K., this is too awful !” she burst
out. “I—I1 mean, those clothes aren’t so
bad after all, are they?” she added with an
effort. “I—I expect you’ll get used to them
in time.” o

“I hoPe 80,”’ said Parkington, grinning
feebly, ‘ And perhaps the rest of the chaps
will get used to them, too. Did you ever see
such an ill-mannered lot? All they can do
is to cackle!” )

“They ought to be ashamed of themselves,
gaid Vera i1ndignantly.

K. K. looked at her warmly. He_ knew
very well that she was only saying all this
to comfort him. Then he suddenly started.

“I say!” he ejaculated. “I'd forgotten
for the moment, old girl. I mustn’t speak
to you. If I break any one of the condi-
tions I forfeit my inheritancé!”

“Q0Oh, but—but—"

“I mustn’t have any friendships with
girls,” continued K. K. “It’s all rot, really,
and nothing will ever break our friendship.
Still, for the sake of appearances— Well,
you know what I mean.”

He paused awkwardly, and Vera nodded.

“It's my fault,” she said contritely.
“Awfully sorry, K. K. T'll remember i1n
future.” She bent nearer. “Stick 1t!” she
murmured. “You’ve got the strength to do
it, oid chap. Don’t let these others have
the laugh over you!”

She ran off, and K. K. swallowed hard.

‘“Yes, I’ll stick it!” he vowed, under his
breath. *“But, by Jove, it’s going to be a
tough business.” |

HE Quaker suit soon lost 1ts effect.

ll - It proved, very mirth-provoking at
first and all the fellows had their
laugh, but Parkington found, to his

relief, that cnce the novelty had worn off
there was mnothing particular to laugh at.
In fact, before an hour had passed, the
fellows had grown accustomed to seeing the
red-haired Removite going about in his
bizarre costume.

By the time the breakfast-bell was due to
ring the only fellows who laughed when
K. K. appeared were small fry such as the
fags. The Removites and Fourth-Formers
discovered, to their disappointment, that
chipping K. K. had lost its attraction.
Incidentally, the rank and file held K. K
in greater esteem than ever.

“Well, you’ve got to admit that he’s
plucky,” declared Handforth. “Going
about i1n that awful suit is enough to make
anybody weaken. Jolly good luck to him!”

“If that suit has weakened anybody, it’s
Archie,” grinned Church.

“He only took
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study, bleating for Phipps. It'Il probably
take him half the day to recover.”

“ Archie’s funny about clothes,” said Hand-
forth with a sniff. “He even had the nerve
to criticise my bags this morning. What's
wrong with ’em 7’ o

Church and McClure thought it wiser not
to say. .

““Wait until poor old K. K. starts his
breakfast,” said McClure, changing the
subject. ‘‘Does anybody know what’s on the
menu this morning ?”

“Well, there’s the bell, so we shall soon
know,”” said Church.

There was generally a rush for the dining-
hall, but this morning .there was a greatcr
rush than ever. Everybody wanted to see
Kirby Keeble Parkington at. breakfast.
There was general disappointment when it
was discovered that nothing unusual stood
11 front of his plate.

“Now, boys, mnot so much noise,”
admonished Mr. Crowell, from the top of
the Remove table. ‘*Why are you making
all this commotion? Can’t Parkington have
a special diet without a fuss?”

The Remove was duly silenced.

“I hope, Parkington, that your lawyers
are taking this matter up,” continued the
Form-master, with some “asperity.

“Taking it up, sir?”

“I have hcard a good deal of talk about
your grand-uncle’s extraordinary will,” said
Mr. Crowell. “ Surely the Courts will not
allow such a document to stand? It ought
to be easy to have all these ridiculous cory
ditions set aside.” 4

“By Jove, sir, I hadn’t thought of that,”
sald K. K. brightly. “But I don’t think it’s
any good,” he added, his face suddenly fall-
ing. “If there was any hope, Mr. Norton
would have told me.”

Food began to arrive for the Remove
table—porridge, bacon, coffee, and so forth.
Bread was passed round, and pats of butter
were distributed. None of these things camo
to Kirby Keeble Parkington. * Then
Biggleswade, of the Sixth, - gravely
approached. There was a hush, and it was
seen that he carried a large enamel bowl
K. K. watched him aPprehensively.

“Go ahead, young 'un—and I hope you
have a good tuck in!” said Biggy kindly.

He placed the bowl in front of Parking-
ton, and retired as gravely as he had come.
“My only hat!” ejaculated K. K., aghast.

The bowl contained a bunch of big
carrots and several huge Spanish onions.
Some of them were grubby with dirt. Every-
body else looked on in astonishment for a
moment, and then burst into a roar of

" laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Poor old K. K. !"
. "They might just as well have brought
him a nosebag!” 2 \

“Ha, ha, ha!” .
said K. K. feebly.

“All right—laugh!”
“Funny, 1sn’t 1t?” ([He drew the enamel

one look at K. K., and he reeled off ta his bow! necarer, and gazed distastefully at the
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“They might at least have peeled
‘em!” he grumbled. ““What do they think
I am—a horse? How the dickens do I deal
with these things?” .

Deccks edged away.

“1f you're going to have stuff like that
to cat at cvery meal, I'm going to change
places with® somebody,” he said. “ Those
ontons arc a bit niffy! Goodness only knows
what they’ll be like when you start pceeling
’em! My breakfast’s going to be ruined!”

“What about my breakfast?”’ roared K. I,
“How would you like to eat this cattle
fodder?” |

“Really, Parkington, you musin’t shout
like that,” protested Mr. Crowell sharply,

“*But look here, sir,” protested K. K.
““J.ook what’s been given me!”’

“T can scc—and I confess T am astonished,”
replied Mr. Crowell. I rcally thought
that Mr. Wilkes would have made sowmec
diffcrent arrangement. I cannot believe
that your grand-uncle’s will imposes such
dictetic conditions upon you.” |

“But it does, sir!”’ declared half a dozen
enthusiastic voices,

“Don't you think you’d better give K. K.
a table to himself, sir?” suggested some-
body. ‘A table all by itself somewhere.”
‘““ Preferably enclosec}l in a glass case,”’
murmured Travers, as he canght a whitf of
the onions. “By Samson! How can I eat
this porridge in this atmosphere?”

K. K. felt considerably piqued.

“TI’'ll jolly soon give you somecthing to
grumble about!” he said, seizing one of the
onions and peeling it, ‘“It’s like your ncrve
to grouse! I'm the fellow who’s having to
suffer.”

The reck from the raw onion floated down
the table devastatingly. Onions are splendid
things .when everybody else 1s eating them,
but their odour certainly does not mix kindly
with hot porridge or fried bacon. Fully
half the Removites lost their appetites for
breakfast on the spot.

“Good gad!” gurgled Archie Glenthorne,
shuddering as he caught the full blast.
‘““Heave-o, laddies! The bally old ship is
sinking ! Gangway, steward!”

He reeled out of his chair, and drifted
away.

“This 1sn’t going as it should!” grumbled
Travers. “We thought we were going to
laugh at K. K.—and I’'m blessed if he 1sn’t
grinning at us! What’s the matter with
you, Handy? You look green!” '

contents.

“That’s nothing!”’ said Handforth. -“I
fecel green!” .
Mr. Wilkes came striding up, his eyes

unusually keen.

“I think,” he said gently, “there is some
little mistake here. Do you know who
brought this enamel bowl, Mr. Crowell?”

“It was Biggleswade,” replied the Form-
master, ‘“And I hope you will permit me
to say, Mr. Wilkes, that my table is utterly
and absolutely demoralised. 1 know the
peculiar circumstances regarding Parkington,
but at the same time——""
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~“Keep your hair on, Mr. Crowell,”
interrupted the Housemaster. ‘‘Biggleswada

has been having a little joke at Parkington’s
cxpense. 1 gave no instructions that this
crude dict should be put in front of the
boy.”

A loud and prolonged roar of laughter
camc from the Sixth-Form table, and the
Fifth-IFormers jowned 1n just as hocartily.
Mr. Crowell was shocked.

“l am amazed!” he said coldly. 1
thought the boys of the Sixth had a greater
sense of their dignity.”

“Boys will be boys, no matter what their
age,” satd Mr. Wilkes, seizing the cnamel
powl, and holding it well away from himn.
“It’'s all right, Parkington, old scout. This
isn’t your diet at all. I'm afraid you've
had a bit of a shock.”

“It was ncarly a fit, sir,” confessed K. K.

“Your breakfast will be along 1n a
minute,” said the Housemnaster. “I
strongly suspcet that i1t was purposely
delayed. I always thought that Biggleswade
was a bit of & wag.”

The Remove table settled down again, and
the odour of onions dispersed.

““‘Hallo! (Hcre comes K. K.'s brekker!”
sang out somcbody.

A special tray was brought in, and the
eyes of the Removites opened wide as the
tray was set immediately in front of Kirby
Kecble Parkington. And the ecyes that
opened the widest were K. K.’s. He could
hardly believe them.

“Well I'm blessed!” he said breathless!y.

The contents of the tray were totally
different from what hc had expccted. One
dish contained an appetising-looking salad,
and close investigation proved that it consisted
of grated carrot, sliced onion, delicate scraps
of cabbage, and luscious slices of tomato.
It was surrounded by a tasty-looking
sauce.

In another dish there was a choice
collection of fruits—apples, oranges, bananas,
grapes. Still another dish was filled with
large square Dbiscuits—evidently a special
kind of unlecavened brecad, which the cook
had prepared for K. K.’s consumption,

“What ho!” said Parkington hecartily, as

he helped himself to the salad. "My Uncle
Roger wasn’t such & crank, after all!”

-

b

CHAPTER 6.
Doing K. K. a Good Turn!

HE Rcmove was frankly disappointed—
II particalarly tho Old-Timers.
They had been looking forward to
expressing their heartfelt sympathy
to K. K. Parkington on the subjecct of that
breakfast, and at first 1t had seemed that
they would have their pcculiar enjoyment.
'I}‘lhe arrival of the special dishes confounded
them.

“Why, 1 wouldn’t mind having that for
my own breakfast!’” said Handforth
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enviously, as hc bent over the table and
inspected the tempting-looking salad.
“What’s it like, K. K. 1”

“Too delicious for words,” replied Park-
ington, as he piled in. |

“Doesn’t 1t taste horribly raw?” asked
Deeks.

“Unless I had known it in advance, 1
should never have guessdd that this was
carrot and cabbage,” said K. K. with
enthusiasm. “As for the sauce, it’s some-
thing special—and you fellows needn’t look
at 1t greedily, because you won’t get any.
I'm jiggered if this isn’t better than the
ordinary brekker!”

“Apples and bananas, too!” said Gollin
longingly. “We don’t get luxuries like
that!”

“I’m afraid our laugh 1s scotched, you
chaps,” said Nipper, with a sad shake of
his Ilic—:ad.

A figure came bustling up to the Remove
table, and some interest was aroused when
the newcomer was recognised as Mr. Barnaby
Goole, the Housemaster of the East House.
He was a remarkably thin gentleman, with
shoulders so narrow that he was almost as
big sideways as he was broadside. His face
was clean-shaven, and his cheeks were sunken
into hollows. His long thin nose was ruddy
at the tip. "

‘“Ah, Parkington!” he exclaimed, as he
pounced upon K. K.. “I am glad I have
arrived while you are at your meal, 1
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hurried over my own brecakfast purposcly,

How do you like my menu?”
“Your menu, sir?” asked K. K.

“Of course,” said Mr. Goole. “1I thought
you knew, Parkington, that I am an
enthusiastic vegetarian. Mr. Wilkes very
wisely—-very brilliantly—sought - my advice.
He even placed you entirely in my hands.
Your meals, in future, will be sent over
from the Ifast House.”

“Oh, I see, sir,” said K. K., with growing
respect.

“Thus there will be no disorganisation in
the cuisine of this House,” continued Mr.
Goole. “I regret that my own boys do not
participate in these simplo life food-stuffs
—these hecalth-giving vitamins—to anything
like the extent I should prefer. It will be
some satisfaction for you to know that all
your meals in future will actually come from
my own tabloe. You arec a very lucky boy,
Parkington. Your—er——dcceased relative,
I may say, was a man of sound common-
sensc.”’

Mr. Goole stood over his latest convert,
rubbing his long, thin hands together with
gleeful satisfaction. K. K. now understood
the better, and he was quite frank about it.

“T owe you an apology, sir,” he said.
“Indeed? How is that?”

“I’ve always agreed with the other chaps
about the food you have over in the East.
House, sir,” said Parkington. “I’ve regarded
it as rabbit fodder. It just shows you how

shaken. He said he had waved his lan-
tern frantically, but all to no avail.” The
following day the superintendent of the
line called him into his office.

““ You did wonderfully well yesttrday,
Tom,’’ he said. ‘1 was afraid at first
that you might waver.”’

““No, sir,”’ replied Tom. “But I was

afraid that the old lawyer was going to
ask me whether my lantern was lit,”

(L. Connell, 11, Raymond Street, W.
Preston, Melbourne, Australia, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)

AGREED !
“To excavate wmeans to

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win
a prize! A handsome watch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose eflorts are published will receive a pocket wallet

or a penknife. Address your jokes to °‘ Smilers,”

Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E,C.4, Teacher :

SAFETY FIRST !

Tommy (on unpleasant errand for mother) :
‘‘ Twopen’orth of castor oil, please, and gimme
short weight.”’

Chemist (surprised) : ‘“ Short weight ¢ That’s
unusual. Why ? *

Tommy : ‘¢ ’Cos it’s for myself.”’

(C. Gilbert, 2, Rose Hill Terrace, St.

Blazey, Cornwall, has been awarded a
handsome watch.) ‘

THE VITAL POINT !

Onpe night a man in a trap was run down at
a level crossing. Consequently the old signalman
in charge had to appear in ceurt. After a
gruelling cross-examination. he was still un.

hollow out. Give me a sentence using

the word.”’
Pupil : “ When I have been caned, I excavate.’?

(E. Aspinell, 88, Harbut Road, Baltersea,

S.W.11, has been awarded a penkntfe.)

GO HON!

Members of the Naval Board were examining
young applicants for appointment to a naval
college. |

“ Well,” said the Admiral to Williams,
“ and what must an officer be before he can have
a funcral with full naval honours 7

“ Dead,’”” was the bright answer.

(Merwar Naporie, 89, Sannomiyg cho, I.
Chome, Kobe, Japan, has been awarded a pene
knife.)
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silly it is to judge things without really
knowing.”

Mr. Goole beamed with joy-

“As long as you are converted, Parking-
ton, that is all I require,” he said pleasantly.
“Splendid! I am almost tempted to write
an article for the ¢ Vegetarian Chronicle,’
giving the peculiar details of this case. Thank
you, Mr. Crowell, for allowing me to
interrupt your breakfast. I am very
gratified.”

He bustled out, still washing his hands in
the air.

“You’ve got to hand it to Old Wilkey—
he’s brainy,” said K. K. “Always does
the i)ractical thing. With a tame vegetarian
on the premises, why puzzle his head about

my giddy dict? He’s simply handed me over
to Goole.”

It was certainly an astute move on the
part of Mr. Alington Wilkes—a move which
upset the Old-Timers considerably. Their
big laugh was a fizzle. If it hadn’t been for
the humorous propensitics of Biggleswade,
there wouldn’t even have been a chuckle over
K. K.’s new diet.

FTER brecakfast the
another chance.

“What are you going to do about

the other conditions of Sir Roger’s

will ?"” asked Nipper casually, as he stood with
K. K. and a number of others on the Ancient
House steps. “Horseback riding, for
example ?” |

Old-Timers had

CARRYING OUT ORDERS'!

Mother : “ Jimmy, that was very pgreedy
of you to eat your sister's share ot the birthday
cake.”

Jimmy : “ Well, mum, you told me always
to take her part.”

(W. Rosel, 486, Neerim Road, Murrumbeena,
Victoria, Australia, has been awarded a pen-
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Stage Hand: “Shall I lower the curtain,
sir ? "’

Manager : ‘“ Whatever for 7 "

Stage Hand : ‘““ One of the statues has got
hiccups.”
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Pursuing his beat down a wet and muddy side-
street one evening, P.c. X. discovered & man
on his knees feeling about in the mud and water
of the guttor. . -

“Can I help you, sir?™
asked the constable.

“You can. I've lost a
pieco of toffee.”

‘“ But surely you can let

that go ?’ said the con-
stable, in surprise.
““Let it go !’ replied the

other indignantly. * Why,
it’s got my teeth in it !>

Y

“I suppose I shall have to go to a riding-
school,” replied K. K.

“There isn’t one nearer than Bannington.”

“Well, I shall have to go there.”

“Why not have a few simple lessons to
start with?” asked Nipper generously. “A
chap looks an awful chump at a riding-school
unless he’s had some experience. And when
you present yourself in that Quaker get-up,
youw'll frighten every horse in the placé!”

K. K. looked down at his queer attire.

“I’d almost forgotten my get-up,” he said.
“And the funny thing is, this woolly under-
clothing doesn’t worry me a bit now. It’s
astonishing what you can get used to—when
you have to.”

“Never mind your clobber,” said Nipper.
“Why don’t you do a bit of riding on Bud ?”

“Bud?” repeated Parkington. “Who’s

he ?”

“Jerry Dodd’s pony, of course,”
Handforth. “Great Scott! Do you mean
to say you’ve never seen Bud? 1 say,
Doddy! How about giving K. K. a few
riding lessons on your giddy pony?”

Jerry Dodd, the Australian junior, strolled
over. If K. K. had been more on the alert
he would have noticed that Jerry had becn
standing suspiciously handy. The Old-Timers,
in fact, were taking advantage of K. K.’s
ignorance concerning Bud, the pony. Park-
ington, after all, was comparatively a new-
comer; and it so happened that Bud had
been away from the school for some weeks.
Parkington didn’t even know that Dodd

said
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owned the animal. Bud, as the Old-Timers
were aware, was a pony of some distinction—a
pony of unusual qualifications.

“%Vell, I don’t know,” said Parkington
slowly. “It might be better for me to go to
a regular riding-school.”

“You can have a trot round the paddock
on my XOHY if you like,” said Dodd oblig-
ingly. nly too pleased, old man. I'll go
and saddle him.”

And Jerry went off before K. K. could
protest.

“Bud’s a nice little cha
“and there’s nothing
preliminary lesson or two.
to the paddock!”

Fatty Little, of the West House, came
dashing up, full of energy and enthusiasm.

“What about it, . K.?" he puffed.
“Going to treat us?”

“Treat you?” asked K. K.
mean?”

“Mrs. Hake’s got a fresh supply of beel

ies and pastry in this morning,” said Fatty,
])icking his lips. “Didn’t ﬁour uncle’s will
specify that you’ve got to be generous, and
spend your pocket-money en other people
rather than yourself ?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Fatty |"” . _

“Well, it’s only an idea,” said Fatty Little
defensively. “ And if K. K.’s got to spend his
money on somebody, it might as well be us.”

“A jolly good idea!” said Handforth.
“Come on, K. K.! Rally round, you chaps!
This is his first day, and he might as well
start it properly.”

‘“Hear, hear!” _

Kirby Keeble Parkington was whirled away
to the school shop by the crowd, and the
rapidity with which he s;j)fnt his moneg on
otﬁers ‘was astonishing. verybody ordered
something, and it was rather hard lines on
K. K. that he couldn’t join in. All he could
do was to pay the bill.

“That’s thirty bob gonel” he remarked, as
they came out. “I'm only too pleased, of
course, but if I'm supposed to spend thirty
bob every time you chaps lug me into the
tuck-shop, I .shall jolly well need that
fortune!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _ .

“ Perhaps those lawyers will give you an
extra supply of Fooket-money 7 suggested
Fatty Little hopetully. “You can’t expect
to carry out the conditions of the will unless
you’ve got the money to do it with, can
ou?”

y-K. K. was now swept off into the paddock.
That visit to the tuck-shop had been well
timed. Again there was a suggestion of some
prearranged plan by the Old-Timers. For in
the confusion of settling up the bill, Parking-
ton had had no time to think of Bud, much
less talk of him.

The pony was now harnessed ready. K. K.
was introduced to him very proudly by Jerry
Dodd, and the red-headed Aunior was certainly
favourably impressed. meeker looking
animal had never crossed his path.

Bud was sleek and well-groomed. He had
a soft, kindly eye, and he looked so tame

,” said Nipper,
ike havin a
Come on—let’s get

“How do you

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

and well-bred that it hardly seemed possible
for him to be impolite enough to swish the
flies away with his tail,

“ Pretty docile, anyhow,” remarked K. K.,
as he patted Bud on the neck. “I wouldn’t
mind owning a pony like this, Dodd.”
~ ““He’s my best cobber,” said the Australian
Junior affectionately.

There were plenty of fellows ready to give
Parkington a leg-up—although he scorned all
such help. He had had no experience of
riding, but it looked simple enough. On
Bud, indeed, it would be mere child’s play.

The pony stood so quietly that he seemed
to be half-aslecp. He gave K. K. a gentle,
inquiring glance, and then looked at Jerry.
Handforth was ready to swear that Bud
actually winked. ut then, Handforth’s
imagination was vivid.

The Old-Timer’s were waiting expectantly,
although they pretended to be only mildly
interested, bey knew Bud of oKi. The
Red-Hots didn’t. Bud was by way of being
a surprise-packet.

“Well, jump on,” said Jerry invitingly.
“ Steagg, Bud, old boy!”
K. K. climbed into the saddle, and loud

chuckles went round. The red-headed junior
certainly looked picturesque on the pony’s
back, with his long coat trailing in folds over
Bud’s flanks, and with his wide-brimmed hat
on the back of his head.

“Looks as if he's strayed out of a pagcant,”
grinned Deeks.

“Gee up!” invited K. K., giving Bud a
gentle nudge. “How do you start these
giddy things? I’'m all right on a motor-bike,
but I’m blessed if I know what to do here!™

“You can’t very well use the kick-starter,
can you ?” chuckled Nipper.

“There’s no need to kick Bud to start
him,” said Jerry. ‘“He’s a good scout, but
he’s a bit lazy at times. 1 dare say he’ll
start when he feels in the mood.”

“Well, I hopé he soon gets into the mood,”
said Parkington with some impatience. *“ Ie’s
been standing like a statue ever since I saw
him. Gee uF, you image! Get a move on!”

Bud merely cocked his eye at Jerry and
remained stationary.

“I can’t even get him into low gear!”
complained K. K.

“The fact 1s, I've trained him pretty
thoroughly,” explained Jerry Dodd, ‘“and
I’'m afraid he won’t obey anybody except

me. All right, Bud! You can go now. Take
him round the paddock.”
Bud, to K. K.’s astonishment, trotted off

on the instant. He obeyed the instructions to
the letter. Gently, leisurely, he trotted round
the paddock, and when he -arrived back at
his starting point he stood still, waiting for
further orders.

“Like it?” asked Jer%.

“Pretty tame,” said K. K. disparagingly.
“ After my motor-bike this seems wishy-
washy | orseback riding is easy enough.
What’s wrong with the animal? I kept on
trying to make him speed-up, but he wouldn’t
take any notice.”

“Oh, you want more speed, do vou?” asked
Jerry.
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“I’d liko it, but there doesn’t seem much
hope,” replied K. K. “I'd like to get a kick
out of this ride—a thrill.”

“Why didn’t you tell me at first?” said
Jerry in a tone of surprise. “Bud will do
anything you like. If it’s a thrill you want,
he’ll give you one. Go ahead, Bud! Gallop,
old son! Give him the works!”

Bud snorted, quivered all over, and let

Y. .
“Great Scott!” gasped Parkington wildly.

The pony shot off with such unexpected
speed that he nearly toppled his rider off
backwards. Somehow or other, K. K.
managed to cling on, and the next moment
he was being taﬁcn round the paddock .at a
mad gallop.

CHAPTER 7.
Bucking Bronco Bud!

¢ A, ha, ha!”
H A yell of laughter went up from
the Old-Timers. This was the

moment they had been waiting for;
anl K. K.’s expression of astonishment and
alarm as the pony shot off was genuinely
funny.

Bud was really a remarkable animal. He
understood cvery word his master uttered;
what was more, he obeyed. K. K. was now
careering round like mad, and 1t was as
much as he could do to keep himself in the
saddle. He clung desperately to Bud’s neck,
and the more he yelled the faster Bud weunt.

“Hi! Whoa!” he howled. “Go easy,
you cyclone!”

Bud tore on, his ears back, his slecck limbs
flashingz. He was like a prairie mustang
running wild.

“Stick it, K.K.!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bud came tcaring round, and Parkington
nearly toppled off as the little animal took
the corner.

“Whoa! Not so dashed fast!” yelled
K. K. “Hi, Dodd! How do you stop this
firebrand? I can’t find a brake anywhere!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you want to stop?”’ shouted Jerry.

“Yes!” roared the victim.
hThe Australian junior suddenly raised a

and.

“Whoa, Bud!” he ordered.

Bud whoa-ed as readily as he did every-
thing else. His master’s voice acted like
magic upon him. He simply thrust his fore-
feet into the turf and came to an abrupt
standstill as suddenly as though he had
collided with a brick wall.

Kirby Keeble Parkington had desired to
stop, but not quite in this fashion. He sailed
over Bud’s head, arms and legs flying, a
shoe going in one direction, his hat in
another. He turned about three somersaults,
and landed with a thud.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

K. K. sat up dazedly. Bud was standing
a foot or two away from him, meek and
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calm. K. K. blinked. It was difficult te
realise that this docile creature was the one

lx:'high had so recently thrown him over his
ead. -

“My only sainted aunt!” gurgled K. K.
dizzily.

‘“Well, how did you like it ?” asked Jerry,
strolling up. “Sorry he stopped so abruptly,
but you wanted him to stop, didn’t you?”

“He’s not an animal; he’s a cyclone!” said
Parkington, rubbing himself.

“Bud, old boy, you’ve upset your rider,”
said Jerry severely. “Look what you’'ve
done to his shoe and his hat. Collect them
up and give them back.”

Bud cocked his ears, trotted over to the
wide-brimmed Quaker hat, got his teeth into
it, and trotted back. K. K. was still sitting
on the gronnd, and Bud deftly dropped the
hat on his head. "

“Well, I’mm blessed!” said K. K. blankly.

Bud wheeled round, fetched the missing
shoe in the same way, and dropped it at his
late rider’s feet. Then he cocked his eye at
Jerry, whinnied, and resolved himself once
more into a statue. The Old-Timers grinned
appreciatively., They had known of Bud’s
qualifications all along.

‘““Here endeth the first lesson,” said Hand-
forth dryly.

“No fear!” said Jerry. “It’s only just
begun. I’'m sure K. K. hasn’t had cnough
yet. One gallop round isn’t—" '

“1 think T’ll go to a real riding school,”
interrupted K. K. ruefully.

“But, my dear chap, Bud hasn’t shown
you half his tricks yet,” urged the Australian

junior. “You said you wanted some thrills,
didn’t you?”

“Yes, but ! ‘

““Then get into the saddle again and Bud

will show you just how thrilling he can really
be,” said Jerry ecnthusiastically. *“You're
not going to be scared of him, are you?
He won’t pull up suddenly like that again.”

Parkington picked himself up, and eyed
the pony warily. | |

“Well, I'm not afraid of him, blow you!”
he said grimly. “I’m beginning to think
that you Old-Timers planned all this deliber-
ately. You thought I’d fall off long before
I did, eh?”

“You gave a good show, K. K.,” said
Nipper generously. “But T'll bet you
couldn’t ride him round the paddock again.
You did it once, but o |

“Couldn’’t ride him round again?” inter-
rupted K. K., jumping into the saddle. “I’ll
show you whether I can or not!" Gee up,
you exaggerated electric hare! Go as fast
a3 you like. I don’t care. Gee up, blow
you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bud took mnot the slightest notice, but
merely turned his head and looked at his

master. He quivered slightly, as though he
was steeling himsclf for an effort. Obviously
he expected the word. -\
- “Right!”  shouted  Jerry  suddenly.’

“Throw him off, Bud!”
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Bud started off like a sailplane suddenly
released from its catap ult. He shot clean
thrcugh the air for the ﬁlst yard or two, and
then dashed off even faster than before. The
crowd watched joyously.

For Bud now varied his programme. He
did not content himself with galloping round
the paddock, but he suddenl paused,
swerved, and then bunched hlmself into a
heap, and K. K. shot out of the saddle over
Bud’s head. He hit the ground flat, most of
the wind knocked out of hlm Bud having
done his duty, trotted gently back to Jerry
Drdd and gave a satisfied swnsh of his tail.

“I thought, somehow, you wonldn’t rido
him round the paddock again,” said Nipper
gently. “Poor o]d K. K. You didn’t know

what Bud could do, did you?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Old-Timers howled with merriment.
K. K., staggering to lLis fcet, realised the
full truth. The whole thing was a jape—
on him. 'The other Red- Hots breathed fury.
Noi that they could do anything. The Old-
Timers were in force.

“We might have known it!” said Deeks,
with a SIlOlt “We ought to have suspected
something as soon as thesc bounders suggested

giving K K. a ride!”
said K. K., with

. We]] it’s your laugh,”
a feeble grin., “My respect for Bud is one
hundred per cent. I know when I'm

whacked |”
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“Good old K. K.!” said Nipper healtlly
* \Ve knew you’d take it in the right spirit.”

“I think I've taken it somewhere else, too,”
groaned Parkington, as he rubbed three or
four tender spots in succession. “I don’t
think so much of my grand-uncle as I did.

|”

Horseback riding is overrated!
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Cave, you chaps!” went up a sudden
shout. *“Here’s old Wilkey |”

Nobody moved. Mr. Alington Wilkes
seldom caused a panie, as any other master
might have done. In any case, there was
nothing to be scared of now, for the juniors
were breaking no rules.

“Good man!” said Mr. Wilkes, coming up
and patting XK. K. on the back. “I'm glad
to see that you’re sticking to tho conditions

of the will, old son. Been doing a bit of
riding, eh 2%

“Not exactly riding, sir. I’ve been practis-
ing a few falls,” explained K. K.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Talls 27 repeated Mr. Wilkes, as he
“Not off this animal,

glanced at Bud.
surely? I'm afraid you must be very in-
experienced indeed, K. K. TI’ve never secn

a more gentle-looking creature.”
Jerry Dodd winked at the others.

“Do you ride, sir?” he asked politely.
“I have ridden,” admitted Mr. Wilkes
with caution.
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“Would you care for a trot round the
paddock, sir?”

“Why not?” said the Housemaster. “I
haven’t been in the saddle for many months,
and 1t’ll be a change for me. Yes, I think
I will, Dodd. A gentle trot round the
paddock will be most pleasant.”

The juniors held their breath. Would
Jerry havo nerve enough to tell Bud to “do
his stuff’? Jerry probably would. It was
fortunate that Mr. Wilkes had not arrived
on the scene during the recent operations,
for he apparently knew nothing of Bud’s real
capabilities. Like K. K., he accepted Bud
at his face value. '

“You’d better go easy, sir,” said K. K,,
with a glarec at the Old-Timers. *“Bud isn’t
so docile as he looks. I thought I'd better
warn you——"

““There is a difference between us, old
man,” said Mr. Wilkes gently. “You are a
raw recruit, and I, at least, have had some
experience. I don’t think Bud will throw
me so easily.”

“You don’t, sir?” asked K. K., nettled.
“All right—go ahead!”

“You ought to be very proud, Dodd, of
owning such a splendid animal,” continued
‘Mr. Wilkes, patting the pony on the flank.
“So gentle—so quiet. I can see that you
have trained him well.”

“I have, sir,” replied Jerry promptly.
“I've trained him very well.”

A few chuckles went round as Mr. Wilkes
eased his long, loose figure over the animal’s
back. He looked rather incongruous as he
sat perched there in the saddle.

“Come along, Bud,” he said, with a gentle
tug at the reins. “Gee up, old boy!”

“He won’t go until I tell him, sir,” ex-
plained Dodd. ‘‘I’ve trained him like that.”

“Splendid!” beamed Mr. Wilkes. “Go
ahead, then. Qive him the word.”
Jerry Dodd gave it, but not loudly. He

was standing close to Bud’s head, and he
leaned very close.

“Right away, old son!” ho
“Throw him off! Do your worst!”

He stood aside, and there was an immedi-
atc scattering of fecllows from the area in
front of Bud. The pony repcated his earlier
performance. He leapt into the air, shot off,
and broke into a wild gallop.

breathed.

““Good gracious!” gasped Mr. Wilkes,
clutching at the saddle.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Stick 1it, sir!”

“Ride him, cowboy!”

“Well, T've done 1it!” grinned Jerry
Dodd. ‘I hope he doesn’t come too much of

a cropper, but I couldn’t resist the tempta-
tion.”

“"Wilkev’s a sport—he won’t cut up rustv,
even if he does land with a wallop,’’ said
Handforth. “By George! Look at him'!
He’s still in the saddle! Go i, sir! You’re
winning ! |

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Bud, instruected by his young master, was
giving Mr. Wilkes “the works.” DBut Bud
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received a bit of a surprise, for Mr.” Wilkes
not only kept hits seat, but he kept it casily.
Bud spun round, rocketed into the air,
and kicked out his hind legs high in the
air. He dashed off, pulled up short, reared,
and did everything clse that he knew, but
his rider stuck in the saddle like a clam.
“Great Scott!” ejaculated Jerry Dodd,
staring. ' ‘
Mr. Wilkes was giving a marvellous per-
formance. He was proving, 1n fact, that
he was as adept at bronco-busting as he was
at most other sports. He eat that saddle
with the ease and grace of a cowboy.
‘“Bravo, sir!”
‘“Hurrah!”’
“You've won, sir
Bud bucked desperately now, for some-
thing told him that he was beaten, and that
he had met his master. Jerry Dodd had
told him to throw his rider, and he had done
his best; but his best was not good cnough.
“IKasy, old man, casy!” murmured Mr.
Wilkes. ‘“Come along, now, that's ecnough
of this. Take it gently.”

Whether 1t was his voice, or his instinctivo
command over animals, the pony immedi-
ately obeyed. (He ceased his mad bucking,
and settled down into a gentle trot. The

performance was over, and Mr. Wilkes was
In command.

“Well I'm dashed!” said Jerry Dodd
blankly. ‘““And I didn’t give Bud any
further orders! Old Wilkey's as much his
master as I am.”

“Why look so surprised?” asked Nipper.
“It’s about time you fcllows knew that old
Wilkey has' always got something up his
sleeve. There's absolutely nothing he can't

‘9!

do!”
CHAPTER 8.
K. K. the Spartan! |
K IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON
groaned.
“This 18 awful!” he said dise
mally.

The day had passed, and he was sitting
alone in an i1solated box-room on the second
floor of the Ancient House. He was, in
fact, doing his two hours of *‘solitary con-
fincment,”’ as the other fellows called it.

The first half hour had not been so bad,
but the second half hour was dragging out
interminably. When K. K. looked at his
watch, he could hardly believe his eyes.

“The rotten thing must have stopped!” he
muttered. “I know jolly well I’ve been here
two hours. I know——"

He broke off, for the big school clock was
chiming. He listened, and groaned again.
It was a fact. He had only been alone for
one hour as yet. This communion, so to
speak, at least gave him the opportunity of
roviewing the events of the day. There had
been a good deal of laughter over Bud, the
pony. K.K. knew that he could not
congratulate himsclf mmneh over that incident.
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Mr. Wilkes had como
through with flying colours,
but he—K. K.—had merely
provided amusement for the
Old-Timers.

Then there was the food.
Dinner hadn’t been so bad,
although 1t consisted of the
same uncooked ingredients as
breakfast. Palatable for a
change, but K. K. could see
that he would soon loathe
the eight of it. Tea had hit
him hardest of all. For
Parkington loved his tea,
and it was, in fact, his
favourite meal of the day.
It was the one free-and-easy
meal, partaken of in the
checery atmosphere of his
own study. He generally
‘““splashed > over tea; there
was always ham, or meat
pies, or sausages, followed
by plenty of cake and
pastries.

Those days, apparently,.
were over. To-day K. K.
had had to content himself
with raw vegetables again,
helped down by a few hard,
dry biscuits. His palate be-
gan to revolt against car-
rots and onions and lettuce

and cabbage. And total
abstinence from tea itself
was even worse. A glass of

cold water was no proper
substitute for a steamin
cup of tea. He shuddere
as he thought of that meal.

“T shall go to bed with-
out -any supper,” he told
himself glumly. ‘“What's
the good of supper? What’s
the good of living, anyway?
I’ve a dashed good mind to
chuck the whole thing up!”’

He was feeling de:nondent.
This was only the first day,
and he had to look forward
to years of it. And all be-
cause his grand-uncle had
put those idiotic directions in
his will.

“Blow the money!”? he
said, getting to his feet and
pacing up and down.

“Money isn’t everything! I’d rather be poor
and enjoy myself than be a millionaire and
Jive miserably!”’

He squirmed. His Quaker clothing was
beginning to jar on him, too. He wasn’t
chipped any longer by the other fellows—
they had extracted all the posible fun out of
that suit already—but K. K. hated it.

As for this daily two hours of penance,
to prove his stoicism, 1t was torture. Lvery
day, without fail, week in and week out!
K. K. could not bear to think of the prospect.
kic wandcred to the window and opened it.

Jerry Dodd’s pony, bucked and
jumped and Kkicked and did
his utmost to throw Mr. Wilkes,
but the Housemaster kept his
seat In} true
‘“ Bravo, sir ! ** applauded the
watching juniors.
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cowboy style.

......

S———_

He could dimly see the Triangle below, and
one or two figures were standing near the
steps, .talkmg. Voices floated up to him.
“Stick 1t?’ came the words, “Of
coursa he won’t! Nobody ever expected he
wm,l’ld. Two days of this will crumple him
up.
“I don’t give him more than three, any-
how,”” came Nipper’s voice. “But, by Jove,
he’s sticking it like & good ’un so far!”
“It’s easy enough to stick i1t on the first
day,” ®said somebody else. "It's the
monotony of it that will wear him down.
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And don’t forget he hasn’t slept on his
plank bed yet! By this time to-morrow he’ll
be an absolute wreck——and then we shall
get our laugh over him.”

‘““And won’t we laugh!” came a chuckle.

“Poor old K. K. !” .

The figures drifted indoors. Parkington
gritted his teeth, and closed the window.
!His jaw was squarely set.

“So I shall crum le up by this time to-
IMOrrow evenin 11 1?” he muttered.
“T’ll be an abso ute wreck, will I? I’ll show
them what I'm made of! Those silly Old-
Timers won’t get any laugh out of mel”

He seethed with indignation. So they
thought he was going to give it best. It
came as a bt of a shock when he remembered
his own thoughts of a few minutes earlier.
Ho now steeled himself, and sat down com-
posedly. What was an hour, anyhow? It
would soon pass, and then he would be able
to go down to the Common Room and join
the rest. His determination helped matters
considerably, and the second hour scemed to
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pass rapidly. He became so
lost in hlS thoughts, in fact,
that he gave a start when
he heard the clock chime.

“Well ’'m jiggered!” he
muttered, in astonishment.

It came upon him with
almost a ehock that an
ordeal of this kind depended
largely upon the state of
mind. During the first hour
he had chafed—he had been

=) 1n a state of uncertainty—
but during the second hour
h6 had been resigned. His

yWhy all

mind, thus freed from worry,
During morning lessons he
lems that would be dealt
he had had time to think
would be easy.
after all,” he told himself
there was a lot of dis-
“He ought to be coming
chap, I expect he’ll be like
thick, dea.r old fellows:.”’
there’s no need to stick 8o closely to the con-
have done his prep.’
playing
say 7%’
exact,” sald Nipper solemnly. “K. K. has
books and no other distractions. If he can’t
as footsteps sounded in the corridor. “Don’t
K. K. came in, bright and cheer
Haven’t you got used to my
suit vet?”

busied itself in useful direc-
tions. He felt cheered.
had been worrying about
certain mathematical prob-
with during prep. Those
problems were now clear—
and work them out. Prep,
instead of being difficult,
“This solitary communion
business i3 a good stunt,

warmly.
IN the Common Room
cussion on the subject

of K. K.

in soon,” saxd Travers, look-
ing at his watch. “Poor old
a washed-out rag. I'm won-
dering if it i1sn’t a bit too
“Of course it’s too thick!”
growled Deeks. ‘‘Dash it,
ditions, is there? Surely K. K could have
sneaked a book up thh hlm ? He might even

“That wouldn’t be the game,’
protested Nipper. * What would Mr. Norton

‘“Blow Mr. Norton!”

“The directions of that will are very
got to spend that daily two hours in
absolute seclu31on-—w1th hlS thoughts. No
stick it, he loses the fortune.”

“Here he comes |”” murmured somebodv
chip him too much—he’s bound to be fed up
to the teeth.”’

“Hallo, you chaps,” he said.
the stares?

“It’s not your suit we’re staring at, old
man, but you,” said Nipper.
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“Well, of course, I ocan’t blame you for
staring at me,” admitted Parkington.
“There ercn’t many handsome fellows of my
stamp about.”

“Ass! We can’t understand why you're
looking so happy.”

“That’s an easy one,” said K. K. cheer-
fully. “When a chap's happy he naturally
looks happy.” ~

“But haven’t you just finished your two
hours of solitary confinement?” asked
Travers curiously.

“Yes, and it’s a jolly good idea.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“My grand-uncle was a brainy Iad,”
nodded K. K. “During these two hours I've
been free from the idle, incessant chatter
of you fellows, and I’ve thought out my prep.
so that I ecan finish it off within ten
minutes. There’s mothing like squetting
alone, with vour own thoughts, for getting
things sorted out.”

“Well I’'m blessed ! said Nipper. “ You’re
e fine bounder, K. K.! What’s the good of
us extending our sympathy towards you, and
pitying you in vour plight? It’s wasted!”

Parkington chuckled.

“You fellows are all telling yourselves that
I'm going to knuckle under, aren’t you?”
he said calmly. “You're whispering it to
onc another every time my back’s turned.
Well, I don’t happen to possess a jellified
spine.”’

Nipper slapped him on the shoulder.

“I maust say, K. K., that you're made of
stern stuff—and good luck to you!” he said
heartily. ‘“Keep it up, old scout!”

“I can keep i1t up much casicr if you
fellows forget all about it and treat me as
usual,” replied Parkington. ‘‘What about
your prep., Deeks? Where’s Goffin 7"

“In the study, doing his,” replied Harvey
Deeks. “I haven’t done mine yet—I was
waiting for you.”

“Then come along; let’s go and get it
over,” said K. K. briskly.

They strolled out, and the Old-Timers gave
one another somewhat helpless looks.

“Qur laughs, dear old fellows,” murmured
Travers, *“aren’t exactly coming off.”

time, however, and the Old-Timers

THERE were plenty of laughs at bed-
spent & most enjoyable period. They

all wanted to have a look in K. K.’s

dormitory, so that they could inspect his
new bed. .

It had arrived during the evening, and
when K. K. himself first saw it he had a
bit of @ shock. He had expected something
startling, but when he came faco to faco
with the reality he could only stand and
stare.

“Ye gods!” he breathed.
to sleep on that?”

Decks and Goffin, who were with him, were
almost speechless. They gazed at the thing
fascinatedly. It wasn't & bed at all. It was
a specially-constructed bench, about six feet
long by four feet wide.

“Have I got

the conditions like that,
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It was made of stained deal, with four
gquat legs, and & perfectly flat surface of
hard, unfriendly wood. The “pillow” was
a fixture, and consisted of a raised piecce
of wood at the head. There were a couple
of heavy, coarse blankets lying folded at
the bottom of the bench.

‘““But—but this 1s idiotic!” protested Dececks
at length. “You can’t do it, K. K.! You
won’t get a wink of slecep on that ghastly
horror !”

Goflin sat down on it, and 1t felt like &
solid stone step.

“Why submit to 1t?” he asked in & low.

voice,

“What else can I do?” asked K. K.
grufly. ‘“They’ve taken my own bed away,
and if I complain Wilkey will know and
he’s bound to report to old Norton—"’

“Why say anything about it to anybody?”
interrupted Gofin. “Dash 1it, K. K., you
can’t sleecp on this thing! Feel 1t! It's—
1t’s like @ chunk of Portland cement! You
wouldn’t get a wink!”

““There’s only the floor if I don’t, and
the Hoor’s just as bad!”

“After lights-out you can slip into my
bed,” invited Goffin generously. *“Deecks
and I can take 1t 1n turn to have you. As
long as you nip out as soon as the rising-
bell goes, who’ll ever know 7”

Parkington shook his head.

‘““Jolly decent of you, but I don’t do things
like that,” he replied bluntly. “If I take
e thing on, I go through with 1it. A fino
kind of swindler I should feel if T dodged
No, sweetheart, 1t
wouldn’t be playing the game. I slcep on
that bench from to-night onwards!”

His chums eyed him admiringly.

“1I suppose you’re right, old man,” said
Goflin, with rcluctance. ‘“By Jove, you'ro
a Spartan all right.”

Further discussion was rendered difficult
by the fact that visitors arrived. A crowd
of Old-Timers barged in, and the inspection
of the new bed was quite a business. Sym-
pathy was showered upon K. K.’s head by
all and sundry.

“Well, K.K., 1if you stick this you'll
deserve a row of medals as well as that
fortune,” said Nipper. “What’s the good
of being at school? You might just as well
be 1n prison!”

“They give you better beds than this in
prison,’” said Handforth.

“The more you fellows pity me, the ecasier
it will be for mo to stand it,” said K. K.
composedly. ‘Rats to the lot of you!”

“That's & nice way to talk, after we've
sympathised »

“You can’t spoof me!” interrupted K. K,,
with a sniff. “You’re not really sympathis-
ing! You're all as bucked as the dickens!
And when you clear out of here you'll ask
one another what I shall look like in the
morning—how stiff I shall be—how many
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cricks I shall have! Well, you can buzz
off! And I can tell you now that you won’t
get any laughs out of me in the morning.”
The Old-Timers were abashed. Parkington
had hit the nail on the head; and as they
retired, they again felt that K. K.’s ordeal
was not providing them with the laughs
they were rightfully
entitled to.

CHAPTER 9.
Enter

Mr. Parkington!
ARVEY
DEEKS
turned gently
round in
bed, raised his
head, and stared
across the dark
dormitory., He

could dimly see the
outline of Kirby
Kecbhle Parkington’s
form as i1t lay on
the hard wooden
bench, covered by
the rough blankets.

“K.K.!” whis-
pered Deeks softly.

No reply.

“He can’t be
asleep,” came Gof-
fin’s voice from the
other bed. “He’s i
tTying to kid us. * e
It’s only ten minutes sk
since lights-out.”

K.K.)s chums
were not inclined
for sleep. They were

worrying about
their leader.
“I say, K.K.”

called Deeks, in a
louder voice.
Still there was no
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The OldTimers were so startled that they
refused to believe the statement. They crept
over to Parkington’s ‘‘bed’” ; and Deeks and
Goffin slipped out and joined them. They
all stood looking down like so many special-
1sts in consultation over a oritical case. K. K.
Parkington was ly-
ing flat on his back,
breathing evenly,
with en expression
of blissful repose on
his good - natured
face.

““Is he fooling us,
dear old fellows?”
murmured Travers.

“I don’t think
80,”’ replied Nipper,
grinning. ‘“W-el],
I’m dashed! What’s
the good of expect-
ing this chap to
amuse us? He gets
a. wooden bench in-
stead of @ bed, and
he goes to sleep
more soundly than
usual !”

“T think wed
better quit,” mur-
mured Travers
sadly.

They quitted, and
Deeks and Goflin
got back into their
own beds.

‘““Well, what do
you think of it?”
asked Goffin, with a
sniff. *“ All day long
we’ve been worrying
about that giddy
bench—and he’s
sleeping like a top !”

“He'd sleep on
the top of a wall, 1
believe—even one of
those walls eovered
with broken glass!”

reply. whelm the world, are Nelson Lee and the growled Deeks.
“Well, I'm jig- Night Hawk—ecarrying the fight into the “Blow him! I'm
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gpeneg, and tv;do —— bf,allkra.ng

heads appeared. . arkington

Vivian Travers and Order your Copy in Advance. was the last to

Nipper were peep- arouse himself.

ing 1n. Deeks and Goffin sat up suspiciously.

“Look here—no larks,” protested Deeks.

“My dear chap, we’re not dreaming of any
larks,” said Nipper. ‘“We only came in to
sce how K. K.’s getting on. I’m afraid the
poor chap won’t get much sle "

“Then you can go back to bed,” inter-
rupted Goffin tartly. ‘“k.K.'s fast asleep
already.”

Deecks and Goffin sat up at once and stared
across at their leader., He was only just
beginning to stir. .
‘“'Morning, K. K.,” said Deeks kinddy.
““Better go easy. I expect you’re as stiff as
a ramrod.” _ .
‘*“ Hallo, you chaps!” said Parkington, sit-
ting up and pushing the blankets aside.
“Jolly nice morning, by the look of it!
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Sun’s shining, and——"” He broke off,
startled.  ““Great  Scott:” he gasped.
‘““What's the time??”

“You’re not deaf,” said Deeks. *“Can’$

you hcer the rising-bell¢”

“I ought to have been up an hour ago!l”
cjaculated K. K., gazing at the little alarm
clock by his bed. “It went off all right.
It’s the first time it’s failed to waken me.
I shall have to buzz like the dickens to get
my bathe!”

His chums felt rather weak.

“But didn’t you keep waking up during
the night?” asked Goffin, as he watched his
leader dashing into his clothes with as much
encrgy as ever. ‘“Aren’t you stiff all over,
old man?”

K. K. paused in his efforts. |

“Now you come to mention it, I do feel a
bit stiff,” he admitted. “But what else do
you oxpect after Bud threw me like that?
Besides, horse-riding always makes a fellow
a bit stiff until he’s used to it.”

“What

“Horse-riding !’ gasped [Dceks.
about your bed?”

K. K. started.

“That’s funny!” he said, staring at the
wooden bench. “I'd completely forgotten
about it. I've never slept more soundly in
my life—and I’ve never had a better sleep.”

The door had opened, and a crowd of Old-
Timers had heard the words. It was clear
that K. K. had not uttered them for their
benefit, for his back was to the door, and he
did nqt even know of their presence. They
gazed at one another with rather sickly cx-
pressions. Obviously, they had come to laugh,
but, as usual, there wasn’t one.

“Yes,” went on K. K., as he laced his
shoes. ‘‘The more I think of my grand-uncle,
the more I respect him! Who wants to sleep
on a silly spring mattress, anyhow? Hallo,
you chaps! I didn't see you there!”

“It's all right—we’re going,” said Nipper

sadly.
Tge other Old-Timers had nothing to saz.
They retired and closed the door. Deeks
and Goffin were grinning appreciatively.

“You’ve dished them again, K. K.,” said
Decks. “Jolly smart of you! But, just
between ourselves,  hadn’t you better use
some embrocation ?”

Parkington stared.

“Dished them ?” he echoed. “Embroca-
tion? Why, you silly cuckcos, I was speaking
the truth! What’s the matter with you?
Don’t you believe me? I tell you, I’ve never
slept better in all my life!”

: He bustled out, lecaving his chums speech-
ess.

The fact of the matter was, K. K. was a
healthy, robust youngster. The anticipation
of sleeping on a bench was far worse than
the realisation. He had had a tiring day,
and d{t was natural that he should slecp
SO y.

The Old-Timers, who had been confidently
expecting some more amuscment at K. K.’s

expense, were ‘“done.” And instead of
jibbing at his carly morning dip, K. K.
seemed to be enjoying it. ¢ came badk
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from the river this morning ruddy-faced, his
hair tousled, his eyes sparkling with health.
Even his stiffness had gone.

“Now for more of old Goole’s vegetarian
concoctions!” he sald briskly, as he came
downstairs after changin%. “I've got an
appetite like a horse, and 1 could eat grass!”

“Wouldn’t you rather have eggs and
bacon?” asked Handforth.

‘““With an appetite like mine, any kind of
food is acceptable,” replied Parkington coolly.
“I thought I wasn’t going to like this new
diet, but it’s growing on me. I'm looking
forward to it.”

“My only hat!” _

“And this Quaker suit is a sight more
comfortable than my ordinary togs,” said
K. K. “I’ve never had such topping
pockets !

“What’s the use ?” asked Nipper helplessly.
“He likes his new grub, he likes his funny
suit, he likes his solitary confinement, he likes
his cold-water dip, and he even likes sleeping
on a plank! The fellow’s hopeless!”

“Might as well try to get a laugh out of a
catacomb!” said Travers, shaking his head.
“De,z}r old fellows, hadn’'t we better admit

“There’s only oune thing I don’t like,”
interrupted Parkington thoughtfully.

“Oh! What’s that?”

“I don’t like being forced to cut Vera,”
said K. K. “I passed her this morning and
I couldn’t even speak to her! It’s the oneo
rule I feel like igmoring. I can’t see any
sense in it. The old boy was pretty brainy in
his other stunts, but that onc beats me.”

At breakfast, however, when partaking of
his weird and wonderful diet, K. K. had a
moment of reaction. The odour of -fried
bacon and hot coffece was stupefying. Some-
thing seemed to snap within him, and a great
longing came over him to throw his break-
fast aside and make a grab for the nearest
coffee cup.

It was in this moment, indeed, that the
truth camc upon him. It was like a blow
between the eyes. He had only been fooling
ltimself! It was just his strength of will
which had induced his sclf-deception.

He knew, in a flash, that he hated this
food—he hated his Quaker suit—he hated his
new bed. An overpowerin% desire came upon
him to throw over the whole thing. His face
became drawn, his eyes sombre; and he sat
like a statue, his filled fork idle.

“ Anything wrong, K. K. ?” came a whisper
from Deeks, next to him.

Parkington started. His moment of
weakness passed. He grinned in his usual
sunny way. |

“Wrong ?” he repeated. “ What should be
wrong ?"

He went on eating, and although the next
mouthfuls made him feel positively sick, he
carried on. Within a minute he had got him-
self firmly under control again—even to the

.extent of convincing himself that he really

liked this food.

“Well done, K. K.,” said Mr. Wilkes
gently, as the juniors were piling out of the
dining-hall.
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Parkington regarded the hard wooden bed in dismay.

“I—I don’t know what you mean, sir,”
said K. K.

“No ?"” smiled the Housemaster. “ Whether
you know it or not, old man, I repeat it—
well done!"”

He passed on and left Parkington rather
puzzled, but the big, red-headed junior had
no opportunity of thinking it out, for as soon
as he got into the lobby he met a tall, broad,
jovial-looking gentleman in plus-fours.

“Pater|” «iaéaculated K. K. delightedly.

“Hallo, Kirby!” said Mr. Parkington,
striding up. “1 was just looking for you.
Thought I'd give you a little surprise.”

“You have, too, pater,” said K. K. “I
suppose you came down to see how I am
getting on, eh?”

“I’m always interested to know hdw you
are getting on, old man,” said his father.

“I don’t mean generally, but about Uncle
Roger’s will,” replied K. K. “Well, I'm
sticking it, and I mean to stick it. How do
you think I look in my Quaker clothes ?”

Mr. Parkington chuckled. .

“I’'ve been wondering ever since I saw
you what the idea was,” he replied. "Even
now I don’t understand. I thought you were
dressed up for some rehearsal or other. I am
glad you told me it’s a Quaker suit, because
I shouldn’t have known it otherwise.”

K. K. stared.

“But it’s one of the conditions of Uncle
Roger’s will, pater,’” he said. “You knew
that, surely 1”
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If he was to Inherit his yncle’s
fortune he would have to sleep on that ‘‘ bed *’ for the next six yearsl

““A condition of your Uncle Roger’s will ?”
asked Mr. Parkington in amazement. ‘“That
you should wear theso clothes? What on
earth are you talking about, Kirby? Who
put such an idea into your head ?”

“But you must know about the will and
its conditions, pater,” said K. K. “Mnr.
Norton, the solicitor, came down and gave
me all the details. I'm a vegetarian——"

“Wait a minute—wait a minute!” inter-
rupted his father desperately. *There are no
such preposterous conditions in your unele’s
will, and there i1s no such lawyer as Mr.
Norton! Somebody’s been fooling  you,
Kirby !”

CHAPTER 10.
Something of a Fizzle!

IRBY KEEBLE PARKINGTON had
the shock of his life. He stared at
his father dumbfounded
astonishment. :

“Fooling me!” he managed to say at last.
“You—you mean, pater, that there isn’%
really a lawyer named Mr. Norton ?”

“I dare say there are plenty of lawyers
named Norton, but not one connected with
your grand-uncle’s will,”” said his father
gently. “It’s high time I arrived, I think!
You’ll have to tell me exactly—="’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

with

!
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- Crowds of Old-Timers, standing about in
the offing, could contain themselves no longer.
They burst into roars of laughter.

“Poor old K. K.1"

“Spoofed up to the eyes

‘““‘Ha, ha, ha!” .

“How do you like being a vegetarian,
K. K.?”

“ And what price sleeping on a plank?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Parkington went red, swallowed hard, and
then turned pale. He gazed at the yelling
Old-Timers with. completc understanding.

“You—you blighters!” he ejaculated.
“Then—then it was a jape?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Old-Timers yelled harder than ever,
and K. K. turned to his father.

1

“Kick me, pater—kick me hard!” he said

fiercely. “Here have I been obeying all
these fatheaded conditions for the last two
or three days, and these lunatics have been
laughing up their sleeves all the time!”

“They appear to be glad to give their
sleeves a rest,” said Mr. Parkington dryly.
“But don’t look’ so annoyed, Kirby. You
must learn to laugh at yourself; it’s the
best way of preserving your sense of humour.
Tell me more about this extraordinary prac-
tical joke.” .

K. K. lost his expression of ferocity, and
suddenly grinned.

“You’re right, pater,” he said ruefully.
“But what an absolute chump I’ve been!
Even now I can’t understand it, because old
Wilkey must have been fooled, too!”

The Removities poured out into the
Triangle, still shouting with laughter; but
only the Old-Timers saw the humour of the
situation. The Red-Hots were all looking
flustered and infuriated. :

. “This spoof lawyer went to Mr. Wilkes
first and fixed up the whole thing,” said
K. K. “He must have been one of the Old-
Timers in disguise. Nipper, I expect. Yet
I don’t seem to recognise——"

“Tt wasn’t Nipper, old man,” said Travers,
as he passed. “Nipper and I worked up the
wheeze, and we took Browne of the Fifth

into the game. Browne induced Stevens to
make up as the lawyer.”

“Stevens!” breathed K. K. “Why, you
bounder—— Oh, all right! Have your

laugh,” he added, as Travers walked off.
“Stevens is the finest amateur actor in the
school, pater, a regular genius at make-up
and impersonation.”

“He must be if he hoodwinked your
Housemaster,” said Mr. Parkington. “I
think I'd better go and have a word with
Mr. Wilkes straight away.”

R. ALINGTON WILKES listened
M whimsically as Mr. Parkington gave
him a few of the details.

“The astonishing thing is,” con-
cluded the. visitor, “that you were so com-
pletely taken in by this boy.”

“It so happens, Mr. Parkington, that my
eves were wide oven from -the first,”
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announced Mr. Wilkes with a smile. “I'm
not saying that I recognised Stevens when he
first introduced himself, but before he had
been in this room five minutes I was ‘on’
to him.”

“And you let him leave, thinking that he
had succeeded ?” asked Mr. Parkington in
amazement.

“It was a case of the spoofer being
spoofed,” replied the Housemaster. “I gave
Stevens his head, just to see what his exact
gamec was. I soon gathered that there was
a big practical joke afoot—a joke against
your son—and by the time I had heard all I
decided to let it proceed.”

~ “Wasn’t that an unusual thing for a man
In your position to sanction ?”
“I'm an unusual man, Mr. Parkington.”

“By Jove, I believe you!” said the other,
“But even so—"’

“I did not give it my official sanction,
either,” explained Mr. Wilkes. “By pre-
tending to be fooled, I allowed the jape to
proceed without incurring the slightest
responsibility. A schoolmaster, my dear sir,
has to be an adept in the art of winking,
and, after all, what harm is there in *a
perfectly good jape?”

“.My son was made to suffer all this
ridicule !” pointed out Mr. Parkington, with
some impatience.

“Did he suffer?” said Mr. Wilkes dryly.
“It was intended that he should be made to
look ridiculous, just as it was intended that
he should provide the jokers with many a
laugh, but between you and me and this
inkpot, Mr. Parkington, I don’t think the
young rascals have had all the laughs they
anticipated.”

“They were laughing loud enough when
I last heard them,” said Mr. Parkington
grufily.

“We must permit them that one, which,
after all, was poor payment for all the
trouble they had taken,” replied Old Wilkey.
“You see, I reviewed the situation while the
faked lawyer was talking to me. I not only
allowed the jape to proceed, but I even
helped the jokers. I had faith in your son,
and I wanted to see what he would do when
he was put on his mettle.”

“Oh!”

“If your boy was fooled—which seemed
highly probable—he would have to submit to
a great deal of discomfort,” explained Mr.
Wilkes gently. “Only a boy of strong
character could have come through with fly-
ing colours. It was a test for your son.
don’t think one boy in twenty would have
‘stuck it’' as K. K. has done. I've kept
my eye on him pretty closely, and more
than once he has been on the point of
knuckling under. But he didn’t do that. He
just set his teeth, gripped himself hard, and
straightened his back. I’'m proud of him.”

Mr. Parkington broke into a loud chuckle.

“Upon my word, Mr. Wilkes, you are a
most refreshing man,” he said, laughing out-
right. “And now that you have explained
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things I am glad that you acted as you did.
It certainly was a test for Kirby. I need
hardly telt you that Sir Roger Parkington’s
will 1s a simple, straightforward document,
with no strings attached to it whatsoever.”

A few minutes later Mr. Parkington
strolled into the Triangle and gathered the
Old-Timers round him. .

“There’s one thing I want to tell you
boys,” he said genially. ‘“You’ve got an
cxceptionally fine Housemaster.”

“That’s not news to ws, sir,” grinned
Nippe,f. “We’ve known it ever since he
came. A

“He’s a sportsman, a man of unique
understanding,” continued Mr. Parkington.
“1 won’t say any more, or you might know
too much. But if you think that you scored
in this practical joke, I’m afraid you're
deluding yourselves.”

“We’re not so simple, sir,” said Nipper,
as ne slapped K. K. on the back. “If any-
body scored it was your son. * We put the
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joka over, but it didn’t pan out as we
reckoned. Your son was too jolly strong for
us' » -

“Good old K: K.!” sang out the Old
Timers heartily.

“We expected him to crumple up after
the first day, sir,” added Nipper, “but the
bounder didn’t. In fact, from our point of
view, the Jape was a fizzle, and between our-
selves, we owe old Wilkey one for pretend-
ing to be spoofed when he wasn’t!” -

But Kirby Keeble Parkington hadn’t been
pretending, and his strength of character had
triumphed. The Old-Timers had forced thae
pace, but K. K. had nabbed the kudos!

THE END.

(Another rollicking S¢. Frank’s garn
next week, entitled : ‘“ Safety Last,”’? Also
a detective-thriller slory featluring Nelson
Lee and the Night Hawk.)
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CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

Miss Violet Parsons, 187, Clifton Road, Aston,
Birmingham, wants girl correspondents; ages 18
and over.

R. W.- Thompson, 11, Riverview Street, West
Ryde, Sydney. N.S.W., Australia, would like to
hear from readers anywhere.

Georze Whyte, 97, Baldwin Avenue, Knights-
wood, Glasgow, wants correspondents; interested
in stamps.

L. Whipp, 2, Wrigley’s Square, oft Whitehall
Street, Rochdale, Lancs, would like to correspond
with readers.

R. E, S. Harris, 232, Gordon Avenue, Camberley,
Sur;ey, wants correspondents in India and the
East.

J. W. Dunn, 197, Birmingham Road, Waisali,
is keen to hear from readers. ]

Stanley Lawlor, 257, South Street, Keighley,
Yorks (age 15), desires correspondents in- New
Zealand and U.S.A.; interested in sports and
stamps.

Miss Florence Cornick, 118, Circular Road,
St. John’s, Newfoundland, wishes to correspond
with girl readers. .

John E. McBride, 7, Pretoria Street, Troyeville,
Johannesburg, South Africa (age 15), wants corre-
spondents in England, France, and South America.

Miss Ruby Bond, 40, Erith Street, Bexley
Heath, EKent, wants girl correspondents, from 17
upwards. ‘

Miss Freda Bothma , 23-25, Caledon Street, Cape
Town, South Africa, wants girl ecorrespondents
(aged about 14), especially in France.

Pary Cometh, Bondi Beach P.O.,
Australia, would like some pen-friends.

Miss Rita C. Truscott, Box 216,
Launceston, Tasmania, Australia,
correspondents, ages 17-20. .

Edward Victor Godfrey, 17, Selkirk Street,
Cheltenham, would like to hear from readers in
the Dominions, France, Belgium, etc.

Eric Solomon, 43, 26th Street, Rangoon, Burma,
wants correspondents.

John French, 20, Whitman House, Green Street,
Bethnal Green, London, E.2, wants to get in touch
with Canadian readers; interested in stamps,
cigarette cards, nature study.

Sydney,

G.P.O.

wants girl

Colin Page, 12, Claire Street, Bentleigh S.E.14,
Victoria, Australia, wants correspondents over-
seas, '

C. L. Giblin, 17, Grafton Street, Elsternwick,
Victoria, Australia, wants pen-friends.

R. Caldwell, Jr., 35, Sandgate Street, Ayr, N.B.,
wants correspondents interested in conjuring,

Aubrey Kemp, 29, Barclay Road, Fulham,
London, S§.W.6, requires members for the Carlton
Correspondence Club.

P. Knowles, 19, Courtside,
$.E.26, wants correspondents.

A. J. Flaherty, G2, Mortimer Road, London,
N.1, would like to hear from stamp-collectors.

Wm. Kitchen, 83, South Avenue, Buxton, Derby-
shire, wants correspondents, especially overseas.

Philip Rogers, 27, Heath Street, East, Toronto,
Ontario, Canada, requires members for his corre-
spondence club. -

W. J. Smart, 17, Hyans Street, South Geelong,
Victoria, Australia; will welcome members for the
Geelong Correspondence Club.

Charles Harper, 99, Arlington Street, Islington,

Sydenham, London,

. London, N., wishes to correspond with readers.

F. J. Lewis, 100, Palmerston Road, Woodston,
Peterborough, would like to hear from readers
interested in stamp-collecting.

C. Cohen, 39, Seaton Street, Hampstead Road,
London, N.W.1, wants correspondents.

Gino Bertolini, 117, North Street, Glasgow, C.3
(age 16), wants pen-friends anywhere, especially in
France and the U.S.A.

M. Watson, Warren’s Chambers, Brunswick
Street, Valley, Brisbane, Queensland, Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers.

Edward J. Ripley, 209, Abercairn Road, Streat-
ham Vale, London, 8.W.16, would like readers to
write to him. x

L. W. Tilbury, 126, Ongar Road, Brentwood,
Essex, wants correspondents—ages 14-16—interested
in amateur magazines.

Robert Tait, 1477, Chomedy Street, Montreal,
Canada, desires correspondents in England, Ger-
many, and the British Dominions—ages 15-18.

Miss Joan Hickman, Sutherland Place, Kings
Bridge Road, St. John’s, Newfoundland, Canada,
would like to hear from girl readers—ages 14-15,

Jem Anderson, 42, Ivan Street, North Fitzroy,
Victoria, Australia, wants correspondents. )

Edwin Pahl, Murrayville, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to hear from match-brand and postcard
collectors.

Miss Violet Windsor, 59, Charles Street, Nor-
wood, South Australia, wants girl correspondents,
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A Thrilling Story of Gripping Adventure Abroad!

Waking Up Mesquite!

ANG! Bang!
“Yee - ce -
Whee-ec-ec!”
Bang!

Into the little cow town
of DMesquite, sweltering
under the full heat of the
brazen Arizona sunshine,
came the strangest proces-
sion that had ever startled
the 1nhabitants of that hard-
bitten, gun-slinging hamlet.

It was a tiny place, con-
sisting of a double line of
shacks and adobe huts, and
its only claim to importance
was that i1t was the nearest
town to the Californian
border mountains possessing
a telegraph. A sun-baked
quietness brooded over tho
town, for ‘the oitizens, as
usual, were asleep during
the hottest part of the day.

From the direction of a
long, _.dusty freight-train
that had just clanked to a
halt beside the solitary rail-
road shed, the procession
wended its way—four big

ow |

men and two lean, hefty
grinning boys.

One of the men, the
leader of the party, was

grinning, too. He was also firing two six-
shooters into the copper sky as fast as he
could go, and howling like a wolf between
shots. The other three slouched silently
behind through the choking white dust of
Mesquite’s one street, with scowls on their
battered faces. Their arms were bound
tightly to their sides. From the looks of all
three, they appoared to have been wrestling
with playful, but hard-hitting, grizzly bears.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

In front of the town’s one saloon and store,
the Kicking Horse, the weird procession
halted. 'The leader, a burly Californian
dressed in railroad dunagarees and a gun
belt, raised his voice once more.

“Whow-ooh-ooh! Rouse out!
vuh-all wolves inside thar, an’
poppa’s brought home!”

Rouse out,
sce what

in their hands and peevishness in their hearts.
Most of them were of the same stamp: wiry,
bowlegged gentlemen dressed in flannel
shirts, brilliant scarves, huge sombreros and
flapping lecather “chaps.” Cow punchers to
a man. As they gathered in a bunch round
the chuckling, revolver-banging railroad man,
two little Mexicans sauntered out of a small
'dobe hut away from the street, to stand
quietly on the fringe of the crowd, and
scowl with the sullen hatred of their raco
when in the presence of cheerful white men.
‘“Whow-ooh-ooh.”

Again the Californian’s coyote wail rang
out. This time it brought a storm of pro
tests.

“Say, you locoed idjit——’

“What the——"

‘“ Hey, there. Can it!™

Into the midst of the throng, a huge man

b

Bang! Bang! wearing two guns and on whose shirt gleamed
Mesquite woke up. [Disturbed from their a star, shoved his way and ‘hold up a ha.nfl.
afternoon siesta, th" ? a yI, wl;a}i; 8
the citizens came _ 1S ¢ ‘'m e
stampeding  from Red-Hot) Smashing Adventure : sheriff heah. Who
all twelve houscs be yuh, stranger?™

in the place, guns

IN WILDEST ARIZONA!

He stopped short
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and his jaw sagged as the other smilingly
pulled back pis overall top and displayed a
similar star pinned to his shirt.

“Pleased to meet yuh, sheriff. Now, if
yuh-all mavericks hev got the sleep outa
yore eyes and I kin get a word in edge-
wise, I’ll explain this ycre festival!”

Still grinning, he sent a quick secarching
look round the assembled cowmen.

“My pamc’s Brady; an’ I'm a United
States officer, as yuh see. I'm travellin’ on
thet freighter back yonder; thar’s another
officer thar, too, with a shot-gun. I reckon
yuh-all know what thet mcans, huh?”

The crowd did; their eyes turned quickly
to the distant locomotive. Even the meanest
Indian in that wild desert range, of which
Mesquite was the key-town, knew that trains
carrying armed U.S. guards must be carry-
ing trcasure of some sort as well. The
Californian grinned as he read the cattle-

men’s thoughts.
“Yore right!” he mnodded. "She’s an

ole train to look at.
gold to Phoeenix !”

ornery
1n’

“An’,” continued the oflicer placidly,
wheeling on his prisoners, “not to make too
long a story, these three polecats with their
arms tled are three misguided hombres who
tried to lift thet gold. In fact, boys, they’re

the leadin’ members of—the Al. Bronson
gang!” .---

But she’s carry-
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A fierce babel of voices shook the air.
The cowpunchers made a rush.

““Lemme get at 'em!”

“The dirty thieves!”

“The mnail-steahin’,
snakes!”’

And then, hke the mutter of a storm?:

‘““Lynch ’em!”

In a flash, the sheriff of Mesquite stood
beside Officer Brady with both guns cut.

“Thet’ll do!” he rapped. “I’'ll plug tho
next fool who talks of lynchin’. Brady, you
oughtn’t tuh have brought them heah, This
district, fer two hundred miles round heah,
has lost all its mail twice in the last month
and every dollar of gold sent or brought in
through the mountains—dust or coin!”

Brady grinned.

“Shore; that’s why I came. Kecep calm,
boys. I had tuh stap heah fer a lot o
rcasons!”’

Calmly holstering his guns, he faced the
angry crowd again,

“I'irst, I want to telegraph the news back
tuh ’Frisco. Next I want
tuh clap these coyotes 1in
yore jail till 1 kin take ’em
back on the next train me-
sclff. An’ the next——"

“Yeah ?”

‘“An’ the next, gents,”
cried Brady triumphantly,
his tanned face splitting in
a jubilant grin, “I want
tuh interdooce Mesquito
tcwn to the boys who cap-
tured the Bronson gang!”

Before anyone could move
he had whipped round,
scized Peter Graham and
Red by the neck, and flung
those  embarrassed  six-
footers into the arms of the
sheriff.

“Thar they Dbe,
Look at ’'cm!”

gold-rustling rattle-

boys.

*‘Mid Friends—and Foes!
ESQUITE looked.
The cow men took

gune one good stare

at the wandering
pair, with their bruised
faces and helplessly tattered
clothes, and surged forward.
Peter felt strong arms grab
his shoulders, rough hands
grip his until they were
numb. A solid roar went
up, followed by a high-
spirited volley of shots and
ear-splitting howls. 1t was
the English boy’s first experience of Western
enthusiasm—and it took his breath away.
The sheriff rescued them finally, and huggea

them close. -
he bellowed.

“Lay off, you Injuns!” (
“Want tuh eat ’em? Go on, Brady; spin
the yarn!” .

“An’ how!” chortled that officer.

“Fellers, they ain’t nothin’ but a couple of
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kids. @ The redhead’s from Texas and
t’other’s English. From li’'l ole played-out
England. %Io says ‘no, thanks’ and
’thaa-anks awf’llay ’ as perlite as milk, but
he’s the wildest, scruaﬁpin’est bear-cat that
ever shoved his fist through another guy’s
jaw |”’

He gasped for breath.

“An’ this is what they did. First they
ditched three members o’ the gang back in
the Coast hills. Then they took my own gun
away from me and knocked me cold, fer which
I'veo forgiven ’em. Then they laid out the
lcader o' the gang, and final, they crawled
along the train at full speed, dropped on the
necks o’ these two snakes when they held us
up in Lone Wolf gulch, and knocked the
eternal stuffin’ out o’ them both. That’s
what they did, fellers. Now cheer !’

Which 18 just what the cattlemen did.
First Red was hoisted into the air, then
Peter, and last, the smiling Brady. In a
body, heralded by spurting guns and pierc-
ing yells, Mesquite whirled and went storm-
ing into the Kicking Horse store, with
gsomeone dragging in the prisoners, and the
two Mexicans, who had been looking on
from the fringe of tho crowd, sidling up in
the rear.

“Whoopee. Yip-yip-yi. Cowboys acomin

Planting the gasping Peter on the wide
counter, the sheriff pushed back the throng
and held out his hand.

‘““Son, yuh and yore pard are welcome.
We'ré proud to meet yuh. Mesquite's yore’s
to the limit!”

Before Peter could get sufficient wind to
reply the exuberant Brady struck in quickly.

“Sheriff, thet’'s fine! Jest what I want.
'Cos these boys are broke; and believe me,
if any guys hev need of real, honest-to-
goodness cow-country outfits, these two are
them. Shut up!” he roared ferociously as
- Peter started to protest.

. The sheriff was frowning in thought.

“Why, say, ain’t thar no reward for ’cm,
then? Seems to me that fellers who stamp
out the Bronson gang ought tuh have some-
thin’> han’some!”

Brady banged an exasperated fist on the
counter. *

“You said it, sheriff. Thar is a reward;
five hundred dollars. But because it'll take
a week or two tuh collect, these locoed kids
won’t wait. Fur as I kin make out, they're
burning the trail plumb through Arizona
and Texas into northern Mex. An’ they've
owned up tuh havin’ the terrific fortune o’
twelve dollars between ’em and the
sumptuous clothes they’re wearin’ now. Can
yuh beat 1t?”

“Gee!”

With the barrel of his gun the genial
train-guard commanded silence.

“Now. gents, what abowt it?” he cried
expectantly, “This is the main reason I
stopped the train at this yere saloobrious
mee-tropolis. This district’s suffered more’n
anybody from these Bronson snakes. Hev
the two boys who trod on ’em got tuh hike

""
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across the plains on foot? Or are yuh guys
gonna do somethin’?” He raised his voice.
“Gents, and them two greasers over thar——"

“Haw, haw, haw!”

““What about it?” |

Tilting his hat truculently over his eyes
the sheriff barged forward.

““What about it?”’ he repeated, amid
indignant snorts. “Say, we don’t want no
ornery train-guard tellin’ us our dooty! You
say these boys hev done this district a right
good turn, and they don’t want to wait for
no measly Gov’ment department to shell out
rewards? Waal, that’s right. This is whar
Mesquite City takes a hand and does itself
proud!”

Once again Peter tried hard to get a word
in, but the sheriff, scowling hideously, pushed
a long Colt’s barrel almost into his face.

“Son,” he warned, “lay off! Mesquite’s
lost a lot more’n five hundred dollars this
last month, and so hev other towns from
heah to Phenix. Now we can’t offer you
much money,  ’cos thar ain’t much in town.
But are yuh goin’ to let us fit yuh ‘out like
law-abidin’ citizens ’stead o’ scarecrows, or
do I hev to blow yore fool head off and
scatter yore bones to the coyotes?” :

Peter knew, of course, that the sheriff
was joking; but he knew, too, from the faces
around him, that these cattlemen would be
seriously hurt 1f their offer was refused. He
nodded and slid off the counter.

“Well, gentlemen, seeing you speak so
nicely and aren’t forcing anything on us,
we’ll accept. Thanks awfully!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

Next moment the store was full of laugh-
ing, jostling men, calling for orders over the
counter. KEveryone seemed anxious to con-
tribute something; the sheriff had gone
stamping off to the horse corral, and Brady
was whispering quietly in Red Potter’s ready
car. - It was under cover of all the confusion
that the two Mexicans, exchanging a brief
look, slid softly out into the hot street. In
the shelter of their adobe hut they looked

at each other long and hard. Then one
spoke in soft sibilant Spanish.
“An English boy and a red-haired

Americano. Travelling together to Mexico.
Is that not what the Message said ?”

The other nodded violently.

“Si. The Message said also, one thou-
sand dollars for them—alive or dead!”

Their eyes, shaded by their huge straw
sombreros, glinted wolfishly as they met. The
first speaker’s teeth flashed whitely.

“Fortune smiles on us, Antonio, I think.
Now while those Americano dogs are busy in
the store we will take our horses and ride.”
His smile deepened viciously. “And to-
night, I think, we earn those thousand
dollars. Let us go!”

Knives in the Darkness!

“Oh, bury me not
On the lone prairee.
Oh. bury me not "
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Peter galloped up and dragged Red from under the horns of a maddened steer as it
stampeded past. .

¢4 RY up, you wailin’ chump !”
Red Potter, rudely interrupted
in the twenty-seventh chorus of the

“Cowboy’s Lament,” leaned back
in his high Texan saddle and beamed.

“Awright. Say, Peter, ain’t this great?
Airn’t it grand to feel a hoss under me ag’in
and a gun bumpin’ ag’'inst my leg? Even
ridin’ across this ornery desert is good.
Yes, sir!”

Pecter chuckled. The partners were riding
alone across the flat sunbaked plain, dotted
with stunted chaparral and stretching as far
as the cve could sce in every direction.
Beneath them loped two wiry, slim-legged
ponies, and in place of their former rags
both  youngsters wore the stout and
picturesque garb of the country. As Red
said, grinning at Peter in leather “chaps”
and tall “four-gallon” hat, they looked
“dyed-in-the-wool punchers.”

The citizens of Mesquite had certainly
been lavish in their gifts. The outfits they
had fairly forced on the boys were complete
even to walnut-nandled guns and rawhide
lariats swinging at the saddle-bow, while
behind the horses, surveying the t{rail with

patient amber éyes, a pack-mule trotted
under a heavy load. The rousing send-off
the town had given them neither Peter nor
Red would ever forget.

The Texan chuckled again.

“You ride like a ‘shore-nough’ English-
man, Peter, awright. How yuh {feelin’?”
he jecered.

“Rats!”’ snorted Peter. “I'll get used to
this saddle soon.” He laughed grimly.
“Well, we're getting on, Red. I bet Manuel
Garcia or Juan-of-the-Scar would get nasty

shocks to know we’re on their trail out
here, what?”

His thoughts, as usual, were in far-off
I\"Iexnco where, somewhere in Zareda City,
lived the man who had killed his father.
The end of Vengeance Trail was drawing
nearer. Peter’s eyes shone bleakly.

For some reason, however, Red did no$
reply at once. A faint shadow crossed his
face at the words, and turning in his saddle,
he sent an uneasy glanco around the plain.

““Waal, I wonder!” he said absently at
length.

Pecter stared at him.
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“You wonder what?” he asked shortly.
Red shrugged.

“Aw, nuthin’,” and he shrugged again.

The subject was dropped. Deeper into
she chaparral waste the partners rode, eat-
ing up the miles steadily, until at sunset
camp was pitched beside the trail and Red
cooked supper. When the fire burnt low
and the great Western stars blazed in the
sky, both boys took to their blankets and
in a few minutes were asleep.

Two hours later Peter woke with a start.
Scmething had disturbed him. He did not
know what exactly, but a sharp, uncanny
sense of danger lurking somewhere close had
“crept into his dreams.

He lay motionless, listening. There was
a faint breeze in the chaparral, and far away
ii: the west came a strange ominous rumbling,
like a growl of distant thunder. Yet the
stars were undimmed by clouds.

Without stirring a muscle he looked round
warily. Red was sound asleep and the
horses were cropping at their pickets.
Everything scemed O.K. Yet the feeling of
peril grew stronger. And at that moment
he saw something move, beside a bush.

Tense as a hairspring, he waited. Yes,
therc it was again. ¥rom the shadow of the
bush a dark blur crawled. Then another.
His eycs narrowed. What were they?
Prowling coyotes? Or were they—

Next instant he knew. Soundless, and at
lichtning speed, the two dim shapes leapt
from the ground, glided towards the camp.
Aund the starlight gleamed on two naked
blades. Peter left his blankets in a flash.

““Red!’ he bellowed. ‘‘Look out!” Then
in a headlong charge he closed with the
two armed men. A knife-blade flashed above
his head; he let go his left and a body
hurtled into the sand. Then the second man
scized him and down they went together
in a writhing, panting heap.

Over and over into the bushes they rolled,
fighting like fiends in the darkness. By sheer
lnck and instinct Peter had found his
opponent’s knife-hand straight away, and
gripping the slender wrist with all his
strength, he bashed and drove his free fist
at the dark face boring into him.

+ By a tremendous effort, Peter forced his
enemy's head down, caught his arm in a
Japanese shoulder-lock, and wrenched it
with a sudden, deadly twist. There was a
shriek of pain; a whirlwind struggle that
ended quickly in a sigh and a long, shudder-
ing moan.  Without another sound his
opponent crumpled slowly into the sand and
lay quiet. A warm, sticky flood gushed
swiftly over Peter’s hand. |

Dazed ‘dnd shaken, he staggered away, still
ciutching the stained knife.- The first thing
he saw was Red leaping towards him, gun
in hand, while on the ground lay the second
man. The distant thunder had grown more
distinct and was coming nearer. Yet neither
boy noticed it,
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A Big Discovery!
¢ ETE! You O.K.?”

“Y-ves. But 1

killed—"

His voice shook, and, after a single
keen glance at him, Red looked at the fallen
assassin.

“Yep. He’s plumb defunct. Good boy!”
Ho gripped Peter’s arm hard and dragged
him towards the other man.
Yuh only

“This guy’s still living, though.
knocked him flat!”

Striking a match, he bent warily and held
it to the man’s evil face. Two dull black
eyes stared back dizzily. Peter’s drive had
been a hcavy one.

“Greasers!” Red  whistled. Quickly
and deftly he disarmed the man. “Greasers!”
he repecated. “Gee! Somehow 1 guessed as
much !”’

“What d’you mean? What is it, Red?”

Peter spoke anxiously, for his chumn’s voice
was harsh and strained.

“Tell you soon. Light the lantern—quick!
Now, Greaser "—as Peter set the lamp so
that its light shone on the Mexican’s dark
features—* speak up! Who sent yuh?”

A viperish sneer answered him.

“No wan send us. We come for rob——"

“Liar!” Red bent closer, and Peter gasped
to see the fierce ruthlessness in his friend’s
cheery face. * Skunks like yuh ain’t got
sand cnough to tackle white men, even
sleepin’ ones, jest for loot. Now speak upl
Who sent yuh?”

“I—not—tell !’

think I—I've

A diabolical smile twisted Red’s grim
mouth.

“Won’t yuh?” he gritted. “Yuh will,
though. I'm froin Texas, amigo. I’ll make
yuh talk!”’

Turning, he dived for his kit and was back
again in a moment with a loop of cord and
a tin spoon. A terrified look lit the Mexican’s
eyes when he saw it, but before he could
move or whimper, Red had the loop round
his forehead and was twisting it tight with
the spoon.

“Now, Greaser, talk! Who sent yuh?”

“Ah, dios! I—not—tell!”

Red’s strong hands turned swiftly,
the Mexican screamed. Peter stiffened.

“Red! Chuck 1t!”

“Dry up, Pete. We're up against it, and
this bird’s goin’ to talk if I twist his hecad
off! Now kim on!”

The cord, tightened by the twisted spoon,
f{ressed deep into the Mexican’s forehead.

elentlessly Red went on with his work,
while Peter watched, speechless. At last—

“Stop! I tell—I tell! No more!”

“I tho’ght you would. Now then, pronto!”

“We come—keel Ingliz boy!” the Mexican
anted. “We ’ave message—you sabc?
ngliz boy travel wit’ red Americano. All
Mexican men and Indians watch for them.
Keel!” Released from the devilish cord, he
glakred at the two white lads with smouldering
eyes. ‘“You clevaire, maybe, but you not
rcach Mexico alive—no!”

“Who sent tho message ?”

ane
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“Fin’ out! No, I not know—I not know!”
as Red liffjed the cord again. “I swear!
Ze message come—who knows? Offer omne

t’ousand dollars. Zat all I know!”

Red sank back on his heels grim-eyed.

“Gosh, an’ I tho’ght I was bein’ clever!”
he mused bitterly. *“Why——"

“Look out!” |

Peter shouted and plunged forward. Too
late. Like a rattlesnake, the Mexican writhed
swiftly out of reach, leapt to his fcet, and
was off.

“Keep still!”’ roared Red harshly.

Iis hand streaked to his hip, a crimson
tongue spat in the darkness—once. Uttering
a little choking ecry, the flying Mexican
dropped to earth, kicked for a moment, and
was still.

““An’ that’s that!” muttered Red grimly.

¢ Stampede! ”

ETER rubbed his jaw ruefully.
“Gosh, what a night! What is this
message, Red? Does it mean Garcia
has tracked us?”
“Yuh bet 1t does.”

The Texan scowled.
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Following his pointed arm, it scemed to
Peter that the whole desert was moving
towards them. As far as he could see, a
great dark mass, heaving and swaying, was
crashing thrcugh the chaparral less than
three furlongs away, and in the starlight he
caught a faint ghmpse of tossing horned
heads. Next moment he and Red were racing
for their horses.

A whirl of mad, nightmare activity then.
They had barely time to saddle up and cut
the pack-mule loose when, in a frenzy of
thundering hoofs and clashing, rattling horns
the terrified cattle were on them, trampling
everything flat beneath their grinding heecls.
The moment Peter hurled himself into the
saddle, his horsc was off like a bullet, racing
blindly ahead, keeping its fect as only a cow
pony can. Peter, his face flayed by theo
flowing mane, bent low and slackened his
bridle. But the cattle came closer at every
stride.

“Pull to th’ right! Get outside!”

It was Red, hurtling alongside, screcching
like an Apache. Peter touched his bridle,
and the little horse
swerved in a flash, pelt-

“An’ me thinkin’ I'm
too clever to live!”

GUNMAN PETE!

——

ing across the ava-
lanche in an effort to

‘“But—but it’s im- reach the flank. A
possible!  Hang i, Peter Graham turns gunman glip, a single false step,
we’re miles out of next week and—gee, lads '— and rider and horse
‘Frisco!l How could he . i " : would be mown down
or Juan have tracked isn’t he just great! Look by the f{ear-crazed
us here?” out for this roaring, crashing, steers, trampled into

‘““ Aw, you’re English!
You don’t understand!”’

smashing yarn !

shapefess horrors as the
herd passed over. .
the

interrupted Red 1impa-
tiently. “This ain’t
civilisation; this is the cow country an’
the desert. Injuns. Greasers. These native
guys kin send a message all through the wilds
in no time; and white men don’t savvy

how !
“My hat! Sort of bush telegraphy, you
mean? Like the niggers in Africa?”

‘“Shore, thet’s it! But, say, this Garcia
yo're up ag’inst, and his pal Juan, must be
real big guys. ’T ain’t everyone who kin
send out a message!”

Peter set his teeth.

“They’ll be dead guys if I get near ’em!”
he said softly.

In the tense silence that followed, the deep,
sullen uproar, growing louder zll at once
across the plain, made Red look up suddenly
and spring to his feet. Absorbed with the
Mexicans up to now, he seemed to notice the
rolling din for the first time. His eycs peered
keenly into the west.

“I've heard that for some time!” said Peter
innocently. “Storm coming up, isn’t it?”

“Storm? I dunno. Sounds a’most like—"’

Red stopped. The oncoming racket had
become su(s) enly terrible, 1ts note swelling to
a deafening, blood-stirring thunder that shook
the ground like an earthquake. Peter stared
to see the horses plunging at their ropes, mad
with fear. Then Red had him by the arm
and was screaming in his ear:

$#Cattle stampede! Look!” -

For an eternity
gallant pony struggled
to win clear. Once a long, sharp horn slid
alongside and raked Peter’s leather “chap”
viciously; the stampede nearly caught them,
and only a heart-breaking spurt saved them
from death. Then, somehow, they were
running free, and Peter saw the flash of
Red’s gun ahead. He drew abreast. The
Texan was whooping his coyote howls and
firing as he flew.

“Y1, yi, yil Yeec-ce-ow!
Make ’em turn!”

A mighty steer charged him; he fired past
its muzzle, and the brute surged back into
the rush. ’

“Ee-ce-ec-yow! Run, you dogies! Run,
you ornery fools! Whoo-peece!” He turned
to Peter, and shrieked: “Gotta turn their

Turn ’em, Pete!

flank, Pete. Geot ’em millin’—in a circle!
Atta, boy!”
Getting the 1idea, Peter flung his pony

against a maddened cow, fired at her, and
sent her staggering against two others. The
three fell, piled up the others. The herd
swerved aside, and Red came howling into
action, both guns aflame.
“Yi, yi, yi! Yip-hi!

’em millin’ |”

Out of the darkness suddenly came other .
riders, gaunt men, spurring and flogging their
dusk-caked ponics. With a fresh burst of
howls, they swept to the head of the rush,
turning it, driving it into the centre. riding

Yow-ow-ow! Keep



30

their twisting, swerving horses into the
malstrom without thought of fear.

Gun-shots boomed, steers roared and
snorted as they went down. But presently,
even to Peter’s eyes, it was obvious the cow-
boys were winning now. The pace was still
terrlﬁc but the stampede was gradually slow-
ing down and storming round in an enormous
circle, the outside guarded by hard-riding,
bawling punchers.. They were Y milling » the
herd—the only way to tire and stop them

And then, with victory in sight, Red’s
pony shpped in front of a dozen stcers,
screaming as its foreleg snapped like a carrot.
Sick with horror, Peter saw the Texan cata-
pult into the air, give a cat-like twist, and
land on his feet like the horscman he was.
But the herd was on him.

“Red!”

With a screcech that cracked his throat,
Peter literally hurled his horse to the rescue,
swinging low and wide in his saddle. By the
barest fraction he scraped past the van of the
stampede, plucked Red from under the very
horns of a maddened steer by a single swoop
of his powerful arm, and jabbed his spurs
home to the hilt. Cool as ever, Red slung his
right arm across the cantle of the saddle and
drew himself up. Peter jerked the bridle and
the pony swerved and streaked away at right
angles—into the night and safety.

“Thanky, Pcte!” was all Red said.

It was enough.

And the cattle swept on through the night.
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¢ 0YS, we're right obll ed! If yuh
two hadn't headed thet stampede
and started it millin’ we’d ha’ bceen

K

chasin’ the darn stcers yet!

In the greyness of early dawn, Buck Rogers,
trail-boss of the Lazy K R'mch held out his

hand. The weary-eyed men behind him
pressed closer. Peter and Red mmned
“Shucks! [’wasn’t nuthin’, pardner!” said

the Texan cheerfully. ‘

“It cost yuh a hoss and all yore outfit!"
growled Rogers. *Yuh’re shore good guys.
Where yuh headm for ?”

“Texas. Mexican border.”

There was a- little cheer, and the foreman
smiled.

“(Good enough. We're takin’ these locoed
catt]e to El Paso. Trail along with us, boys,
an’ we’ll be proud!”

“Pardner, yuh bet we will!” Red whooped.
“ Pete, yuh’ze a real cow-waddy at last"’

Peter only smiled absently. He was think-
ing of the two dead assassins back in the
chaparral. So Manucl Garcia knew he was
on Vengeance Trail for certain! When would
he strike again? And where?

THE END.
(On, on, the end of Vengecance Trail

looms nearer. Peter and Red in a whirl o)
thrills ncxt week!)
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and Football Thrills!

Horse-play]

T was Saturday afternoon and the Mud-
bank Flats e¢choed to the roar of
thousands of voices and the thud of
football boot on football.

Twenty matches were being played at the
same time, and each game was patronised
by an excited crowd of enthusiasts. But for
once in a way BulPs-Eye Bill was not play-
ing the game he loved. The Spiders had not
got a match, and Bull’s-Eye’s famous
scoring boots  were
stored away in a pad-
locked locker in Gipsy
Dick’s caravan.

Instead of playing,
Bull’s-Eye was help-
ing Gipsy Dick to scll his sweets to the
crowd from the stall Gipsy had set up at the
back of the caravan. And they were some
sweets! Dick had made them all on his
little travelling stove, or kitchen as he
called it; brandy balls and brandy snaps,
bull’s-eyes and humbugs, butter balls and
Aifferent kinds of toffee. The crowd bought
freely and came back for more.

“You're doing well off this pitch, Gipsy,”
sald Bull’'s-Eye when Dick’s big store had
nearly gone.

GOALS for Bull’s-Eye Bill——and
his opponents come from GAOLS!

“The best pitch I’ve ever had,” answered
Gipsy with a drmawl, ‘“‘and I owe my good
luck to you, Bull’s-Eye.” .

“G’arn!” answered Bull's-Eye.
my gaod luck to you, you mecan. Didn’t you
take me in when One Punch Pete—my step-
father—kicked me out of home? And didn’t
you make me my goal scoring football
boots ?”’ :

"I did. But you’re a mascot, Bull’s-Eye.'
I’ve never made and sold so many sweets

sinco I started travel-

ling round. And, of,
course, DButtercup, my,
yellow  horse, has
something to do with
it. When Grab, the
ﬁsﬁmonger, got me summoned for cruclty he’
gave me the finest advertiscment I've ever
had. That’s why I've nearly sold out to-day,
Bull’s-Eye.” 4

Bull’s-Eye cocked an eye at the yellow
horse which, tied to a wheel of the caravan,
was lazily sampling the contents of a well-
filled nosc-bag. Buttercup’s ribs stood right
out as if it were starved, its hoofs were
draped with long whiskers, it had only a;
stump of a tail, and its nose was of the
pronounced Roman order. :

“I owo
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Crab, the fishmonger, Bull's-Eyc’s late
employer, had tried to get Gipsy Dick con-
victed of cruelty to the horse, but had failed
miserably, and had becen fined for selling
bad fish instead. .

As he looked at the horse Bull’s-Eyc began
to think that Gipsy Dick must be right, for
he himself had had plenty of good luck since
he joined the caravan, and Gipsy Dick’s luck
stood good all the time.

They sold their last bag of brandy balls;
Gipsy Dick folded up and stored away the
stall. The games on the Flats finished one
aftecr the other in rapid succession, and
players and spectators flocked in a mighty
moving army past the caravan on their way
back to the town.

“Good-night, Bull’s-Eye,” they called out.
“ Good-night, Dick.”

They were nearly all friendly like that,
for Dick had won their sympathy over the
police court case, and Bull’s-Eye their
admiration beocause he could score moro
goals than any player they had ever heard
of.

But there were somoe who were different,
notably Ginger Hackem, Bull’s-Eye’s enemy,
and all the hooligans who played football
for the Wasps. The Wasps had won a hard
game that afternoon, mostly through foul
tactics, and they came along in a bunch
with about fifty loud-mouthed supporters
hanging on.

“I say,” said Ginger Hackem, “’ere’s a
lark. Let’s cut Gipsy Dick’s horse loose, give
it a dose of the stick and chivvy it all over
the Flats. There are plenty of us, an’ if
Gipsy Dick and Bull’s-Eye give us any lip
and come after us, we'll seperate 'em @and
tan ’em till they’ll feel sorry they’re alive.”

Ginger Hackem’s plan was just the sort of
thing to appeal to the hooligan supporters
of the Wasps, and they hailed it with a roar
of approval.

“And I tell yer what, Ginger,” said a
tough who was as big as a lifeguardsman,’”’
“if Gipsy Dick gives us the chance let’s tip
his van over.”

They swarmed up to the caravan
mob, Ginger Hackem in front.

in a

“Got any of your rotten sweets left,
Dick ?”’ jcered Ginger. .
‘‘None rotten enough for vyou,” Gipsy

Dick replied, taking a pull at his pipe and
grinning at Hackem.

“Yah! You think too much of yourself,”
snarled Hackem, but he let it go at that,
for there was something in the gleam »of
Dick’s eyes from under the broad brim of his
hat that made Ginger feel sub-conscious.
Dick’s eyes were magnetic. As Ginger edged
away the others followed him.

“I wonder what dirty game Ginger
Hackem’s up to now, Bull’s-Eye ?” said Dick.

Before Bull’s-Eyc could answer Ginger
Hackem had cut the rope which tethered
Buttercup to the wheel of the caravan. At
the same time he gave the yellow horse a
punch in the ribs, then scized it by its
stragg!ly mane and swung himself on to
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Buttercup's bony back. With loud shouts his

pals swarmed round the horse,
““Use yer sticks, some of

Ginger. “Let ’im ’ave 1t!1”

One of the brutes struck the horse across
the flank with a club-like stick, and with
a snort of in Buttercup started across
the I'lats at a mad gallop, the scattering
crowd urging 1t on with savage cries.

Bull’s-Eye leapt down from the caravan
angrily.

“I'm going to paste ’em, Gipsy,’” he cried,
but Gipsy Dick caught him by the arm and
dragged him back.

“Steady, kid,” he said. ‘“You can’t undo
what’s done. That’s the first cruel stroke
Buttercup’s ever had in his life I reckon.
If you were to go amongst that mob- of
toughs they’d very likely give you the boot,
Bull’s-Eye. Stay where you are.”

“What about Buttercup?”

‘“He’ll be all right now.”

The crowd had ceased to chase the horse,
which had left them far behind. Butter-
cup was tearing down the Flats at racing
speed, and for the first time Bull’s-Eye saw
him really go. It took Ginger all his time
to keep on his back. Taking a whistle from
his pocket, Gipsy Dick blew on it a shrilt
prolonged pining note, followed by a short
one. Gipsy had trained his horse to obey
signals.

This one it readily understood, and, turn-
ing, came back at a furious gallop. "Racing
past the caravan it swerved, dashed up the
steep incline which led to the canal bank
and sprang from the towing path into the
muddy water.

Gipsy Dick whistled again, sharply this
time, and the yellow horse appeared,
dripping water, but without Ginger Hackem
on his back. Ginger Hackem was swimming
in the canal with all his clothes on; he was
also shouting furiously, for a bath was one
of Ginger’s pet aversions.

“I'm glad I 'taught Buttercup that signal
to make him swim,’” said Gipsy as the horse
came up.

Very nimbly Dick leapt down from the
caravan to the ground. As the yellow horso
slowed, the gang of hooligans began to closo
round it again with their sticks held ready.

Gipsy ducked under the caravan, seized a

pail he had hidden there, and sct it down
between the horse and the oncoming gang of
toughs. He pulled at Buttercup’s halter and
drew the horse round. He backed it into
position, and, satisfied,” whistled.
. Instantly Buttercup lashed out with his
hind legs and his hoofs, landing smack on
the bucket, lifted it and hurled it up in the
air and over the heads of Hackem’s pals.

The whitewash with which it was filled
to the brimm dropped over them in a spread-
ing spray, the bucket itself striking the
tough who was built like a lifeguardsman.
bang on the head and laying him flat.

Gipsy Dick quictly tethered Buttercup to
the wheel of the caravan.

“That trick i1s what I call kicking the
bucket, Bull’s-Eyve,’” observed Gipsy.

yer !’ cried
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P-c. Puffin’s Appeall
HE Hackem gang had scarcely dis-
H appcared when Bull’s-Eye saw the
1mposing figure of Sergeant Puflin, of
the town police, footing it over the
Flats. The sergeant was in uniform, but
without his armlet.

“Don’t say that he’s bringing me another
summons, Bull’s-Eye,” said Gipsy Dick in
dismay.

The sergcant looked very solemn when he
joined them, and his voice was solemn when
he wished them good-evening and said he
thought 1t would be fine to-morrow. As
he thrust his hand into his breast pocket
Gipsy [Dick shivered, and when Sergeant
Pullin pulled out a blue paper he went
positively white.

Buttercup lashed out ; the pail went
soaring into the air and a deluge of
whitewash fell over the gang of roughs.

“That’'s for you, Gipsy,” said Puffin.

Gipsy Dick groaned.

“What am 1 wanted for this time?” he
asked.

Then the sergeant beamed.

“Nothing,” he cried. ‘“IHa, ha, ha! Did
you think it was another summons? Not this
time, Dick. It’s a notice about a nice
friendly little football match that’s gonna
bo played on the Town Ground next
Wednesday afternoon, at 3 o’clock, for tha
benefit of the ’Ospitals and Hinfirmaries, and
the police would like you to bring your
yellow horse and your caravan along.”

“Im sure I’'m much obliged,” said Dick,
looking rather bewildered.

The sergeant removed his helmet and
mopped his forehead.

39
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“The charity match is between,” he began,
making the announcement after the manner
of an M.C. introducing two boxers in the
ring, “the Town Polico A. Tecam and a team
of gaolbirds, and ’as been horganised by
the Society For the Promotion of Welfare
Among ’Ardened Criminals. In other words,
Gipsy, the police are gonna play a team o’
crooks. The police arec gonna turn out the
biggest and strongest eleven they can find,
and the gaolbirds are gonna seclect their
tcam from among the crooks with the worst
records that happen to be at the moment

hout o’ gaol.”
Gipsy Dick grinned.
“Sounds as if it’s gonna be some match,”
he said. “You gonna play in it, sarge?”
“I'm playing at right-back,” said
Sergeant Puflin proudly. ,
“Know any of the crooks that’ll be on the
other side?”’ '
“Yes. There’s Jawbreaker Jim, who go

-----

It

six months for assaulting the perlice.
took six of us to get him to the station,

and he’s only been out a month. Then
there’s Darkey Dan—six months for bag
snatching and nine months for burglary.
The gaolbirds will ’ave Tiny Martin in goal
—six feet four, weight 16 stone 4 lbs., ten
convictions. We ’ad to rope ’im up the last
time we arrested ’im, Gipsy.”

“And bhave you got your life insured,
garge?”’ 1

““No. But there won’t be any trouble.
The society have got these gaolbirds %0
that they feed outer their hands. They've’
all reformed. The society say 1it’ll be a
pleasure to play ’em. And who do you think

they’ve got to play centre-forward?” .
As ncither Gipsy Dick nor Bull’'s-Eye Bill
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answercd, the police sergeant proffered the
information, -

“It’s one Punch Pete, Bull's-Eye Bill's
stepfather. MHe's qualified to play for the
gaolbirds for he’s twice been jugged for
violently wssaulting the police 1n the
hexecution of their dooty.”

One Punch Pete—his hooligan stepfather—
playing for the gaolbirds against the police!
Bull's-Eye blinked. ¥rom what he knew
of One Punch Peter Doyle, 1t would be like
thrusting a torch into a barrel of gun-
powder to have him in the team. The game
wowld probably end in a riot. |

“And that brings me to what I came ’ere
for,” said the sergcant, twisting his helmet
round in his fingers. “We're gonna field
a hefty team, and there won’t be one of us
weighing under 14 stone, but the trouble 1s
we haven’t got a forward who’s likely to
score and we want to lick the gaolbirds, see.
It wouldn’t do the police any good for the
crooks to lick ’em, even in a charity match.”

““That sounds Tcasonable, sarge,” said

Dick.
- ““And so I've come to ask Bull's-Eye BiHl
to lead the forward line. We all know what
he can do. Everybody’s talking about his
red, white and bluc boots and how he can’t
kecp the ball out of the net. Bull’s-Eye cun
leave it to the police to hold the gaolbirds
up, and while we do that he can nip in and
bung on a lotta goals and win the game.’”

“I'd like to play, Sergeant Puffin,” said
Buil’'s-Eye Bill, his eyes glistening at the
very thought of taking part in such a match,
“But, of course, I can’t. I don’t belong to
the town police. And it wouldn’t be fair
for the police to go outside their own ranks
to ind a player. You must have plenty of
your own.’’

“Not goal scorers, Bull’s-Eye. Wkce've
only scored threce goals in cleven games this
season and had thirty-nine scored against us.
That's why we want you. And listen—
yowre qualified, Your father was a
sergeant 1n the town police, and the rules
have it that the son of any townsman who
has served full-time in the town police can
represent ’em in team matches, cricket, foot-
ball or anything clse.” '

“That so?” said Gipsy Dick, surprised.

“That 18 so. Here are the rules. Let
Bull’'s-Eve read ’em.”

Bull’s-Eye read the rules and found that
what sergeant Puffin had said was true.

“Well, what’s your answer, Bull’s-Eye?”
asked the sergeant.

“Yes, I'll play,” answered Bull’s-Eye Bill.

The Charity Match!

HE Town Ground was the biggest and

ll the finest football ground to be found
within fifty miles, but even if it had

been twice the si1ze it would have

been packed for the Charity Match—Town
Police v. Gaolbirds. It was a match that
touched the imagination. Pecople camc miles
and miles to see it. DBefore the teams
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turned out the gates had to be closed and
thousands were left shouting in the streets.

Gipsy Dick sold out his stock of sweets for
the sccond time within a week, and, having
charged double prices, he gave half the pro-
cceds to help the charity fund.

“The stand was packed with well-dressed
rhen and smart women. The banks opposite
were loaded with the ugliest gang of toughs
that had ever collected together in the
history of the town.

The superintendent of police, kcen on
figures, informed the mayor that he himself
had seen 173 criminals pass tho gate, and
they had all come to cheer pn the gaolbirds.
Among this mob was Ginger Hackem—birds
of a feather!

When Bull’s-Eye entered the dressing-room
to change he found himself surrounded by
giants of men standing over six fcet tall
and weighing over fourteen stone. And
when they marched out on to the field, Bull’s-
Eye, walking among the big men, was
smothered from sight until they spread out.

Then, as the crowd gave him a cheer all
to himself, screaming “ Good old Bull’s-Eye !”’
a hand dropped on the youngster’s shoulder
and yanked him round. Bull’s-Eye found
himself staring into the mage-filled eyes of
his stepfather, One Punch Pete.

“So you’ve oozed inter this game, ’ave
ver?” snarled One Punch Pete. *‘All right.
This 1s the last game of football you’ll play
for years. I'll give you chucking up your
job with Crab the fishmonger. TI’ll give you
not ’anding me your wages every week as
you uster do. You keep outer my way, for if
I get near yer you’re for it, see!”

A burly policeman, grabbing One Punch
Pecte, hurled him aside.

“What’s the big idea?” he asked.-

Peto made a right arm swing at the
bobby’s head, who ducked and sent an upper-
cut whizzing half an inch from One Punch
Pete’s chin.

The referee, a skeleton of a man who wore
horn-rimmed glasses, a member of the
Society for the Promotion of Welfare Among
Hardened Criminals, dashed between them.

‘‘Naughty, naughty!” he cried, holding
up an admonishing palm. “But this 1s
ogly, a bit of show—a little make-believe,
e¢h?’

“Just so,” said tho burly bobby, glaring
at Peter Doyle.

“Yus,” growled One Punch Peter, giving
the red and white striped police & vicious
glance, and as each turned away he vowed
to himself that he would get his own back
on the other before that game was over.

Amid a roar of applause the game began.
And what a game! The moment they started
the gaolbirds dashed at the town police. Their
great idea was to take the man and not the

ball. One Punch Pete hurled himself at
Bull’s-Eye, heaving all his weight and
strength 1nto a wild charge. Bull’s-Eye

swerved, Peto could not stop his rush, and,
overbalancing, took a headlong dive at the
turf and stood on his ear as he went down.

(Continued on page 44.)
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A Romance
of Olden
Times.

Fears!
HE news spread
like wildfire.

Every boy in tle

two lower Forms
appeared from every
corner as if by magic.

A crowd accompanied Ralph to the little
town, where there was a choice of exccllent
tuck-shops. Ralph had to hire a pony-trap
in which to carry the food back.

A few light snacks, such as pastry, pork-
pies, and fruit were consumecd in the shops
by way of appectisers, but the bulk of the
fcast—sausages, pastries, hams, brawn, puffs
and tarts by the bushel, game-pies, currant-
wine, and a barrel of old English ginger-ale
—were carted back to the school.

Feasts were not objected to at St. Anstell’s
and 1t was a half-holiday, Quite forty boys
teat down to the tuck-in.

““Checrs for IFernhall, the fox-hunter and
fcaster 1” shouted Morton. ‘‘Come on, boys,
walk into the grub!” '

They put Ralph at the place of honour,
and the banquet procecded with gusto. It
was a tight fit; but St. Anstell’s boys are
hard to beat, and they managed to get
through the provender to the last tart.

“You’re a brick, Fernhall,” said Conyers,
loosening his waistcoat. “You must be roll-
ing 1 money! My pocket-money for the
term wouldn’t pay for what we’ve walked
down.”

‘“Had a bit of luck this morning,’” said

Robody at St, Anstell’s knows that
Ralph is the brother of a notorious
highwayman—except the smneak of

the School!

GOOD WIN.

Ralph. Nearly clcaned

out now, though.” He
pulled out all  his
money, and was sur-

prised to find there was
~ a guinea and some
silver left.

“ Fernhall, lend me that guinea, will you?”
said Dirkley, looking at the coins with a
strange gleam in his eyes. “Pay you back
next week.”’ -

‘““ Shove it in your pocket, Fernhall. Don’
you lend that sneak anything,” said Conyers.

““Come on, there’s a good chap,” pleaded
Dirkley. “I’m in a real tight fix for want
of a guinea.”

“Here you are,” said Ralph, tossing the
coln across to him.

He rather disliked Dirkley, who bullied
the younger boys and cringed to the seniors.
IHe had tried it on Ralph, but soon found
he had caught a Tartar. Ralph, however,
had a generous nature.

“You're a young fool, Fernhall,” said
Morton, as the successful borrower hurried
away, muttering his thanks. “Lending a
chap a whole guinea! You'll never see 1t
again. That chap is the biggest sneak and
hound m the school.” . |

“We’re rid of him, anyhow,” said Ralph,
who was in high spirits. “Chcap at a
guinea. Come on, you fellows. Trot out the

The Story in Brief on page 42,




42

ginger-ale—there’s plenty left ! Here, young
Brown, wash my glass out, and do it pro-
perly, or I’ll rub your nose in it,”

‘“Hi, you chaps!” cried Conyers. ‘“Do you
know there’s a highwayman in the parish ?”

Ralph, who was just about to draw a mug
of ginger-ale, stopped short and glanced at
Conyers. Was the secrot discovered, and was
Conyers going to betray it?

4

The Plotters!

ONYERS, with a perfectly innocent

« face, hauled a printed bill out of his

pocket and flourished it.
““The most noted highway robber—
Richard Forrester,” he announced. “Last
seen near St. Anstell’s School. And they're
offering a reward for him. Listen to this!”

He read out the description.

“Good luck to him!” shouted two or threo
voices. ‘“May he hold up old Trelawney,
and lift the price of next term’s birches
off him!”

“Wish he’d put a ball through old Borley’s
head!” said Morton. “The fellow’s getting
too handy with his cane!”

A cunning look spread over Dirkley’s face
as he listened to the description that Conyers
read out. He made a sign to two or three
of his cronies, and withdrew to an empty
class-room.

Unpopular as Dirkley was with the bulk
of the” school, he had a small following of
‘boys of his own kidney, and if anything
shady was done at St. Anstell’s, they were
generally at the bottom of it. Dirkley was
their recognised leader, and when he called
a .ccc)luncil there was usually something in the
wind.

“What i1s it, Dirk?” said Matby, one of
the chosen, as soon as they were alone.

“Something out of the common,” said
Dirkley mysteriously. ‘“We’re in luck, my
young friends. I’ve been keeping my eyes
open lately, and there's something wrong
about the new kid, Fernhall. You heard the
description of the higliwayman, Dick
Forrester, that that fool Conyers read out?’’

“Yes!” said the others attentively.

- “Waell, 1t tallies to a hair with the fellow
that brought young Fernhall here on the
night the doctor’s silver was stolen.”
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“Why, that was the chap that brought the
silver back,” said Matby. “He took it from
the thieves.” .

“I know that,” said .Dirkley. “But it
looks to me like a plant. Who'’s this chap
Fernhall? Why is he shoved into the school
just at the end of the term? I was mooch-
ing about the plantation this afternoon, and
I saw that very chap ride up and walk his
horse about as if he was waiting for some-
body. I lay low and watched him.”

“Did he see you?”

“No, he didn’t. But I got a jolly good
look at him. Here’s one of those bills, the
same as Conyers has. I got it from old Tom,
the bailiff. It describes the chap exactly, and
he was riding a tall black horse. I waited
some time, when up came young Fernhall.
He talked to the chap on the horse for about
ten minutes, and then I saw the fellow give
Fernhall some money—several guineas—and
ride off.”

“Gave young Fernhall that money he’s
been spending ?’’ exclaimed Matby excitedly.
“Are you sure?” |

“If you'd half an eye, Matby, you’d see
Fernhall must be his brother. He certainly
can’t be his son. Forrester—I'm sure it’s he—
is only two or three years older, if that.
I'll wager Fernhall isn’t the new kid’s name
at all. It’s Forrester.” :

“Can’t be!” said Binstead, another of
Dirkley’s cronies. “The doctor makes in-
quiries about new chaps. He wouldn’t let

in & highwayman.”

“Why not?” said Dirkley. “How should
he know? This chap Forrester brought the
silver back. That put him right with the
doctor. Why &shouldn’t a rogue like-
Forrester fool old Trelawney ?”

Dirkley read out from the printed notice:

“‘ Whereas, the last misdeed committed by
the said outlaw, Richard Forrester, was to
present his pistol at John Gorst Esquire, of
Welton, and deliver him of his purse.’ ”
(This was the gambling sharp of whom Dick
had spoken). “‘Be it known that the said
purse contained eighty Jacobus pieces of the
reign of James I. And these pieces, not
being very commonly circulated at the
present time, it i3 commanded that any
person receiving one in exchange for goods
may give instant information, by which it is

— s RS St
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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, siates his intention of sending Dick and his brother,

RALPH FORRESTER, to Duncansby School—a mnotorious

Travelling by
DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman.

place in the north of England.

coach, Vane and the two boys are held up by
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 see

how his brother is faring.
desolate place on the wild moorlands,
master that the boy shall ¢ not live long.”

him
fellows to a feed,.

filve guineas—part of the proceeds of a recent hold-up.

In the meantime, Ralph has reached Duncansby School, a dreary,
Unknown to him, Vane has arranged with the head-
Ralph i3 rescued by his brother, who takes him
to St. Anstell’'s College, where he i3 known as Fernhall.

Later, Dick visits Ralph and gives
Ralph invites all his Form-

(Now read on.)
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hoped the said perilous outlaw be traced and
brought to justice.’

"*You hear that?” said Dirkley, folding the
bill up. “Now take a look at this.”

He pulled out the gold coin .he had
borrowed from Ralph. It was not a
George II' guinea, but an old-fashioned
Jacobus, with James I’s head on 1it.

“By Jupiter, you’ve hit the mark
Matby.

“1 borrowed that on purpose to get a look
at it,”’ said Dirkley. ‘I’ve a grudge against
Fernhall. 1 kicked him the other day, as
every new kid needs kicking. You fellows
saw what he did to me. He’s no fool with
his fists. But I’m a chap who pays his debts
—and I'll pay young Fernhall-Forrester!”

-“But if he spends his brother’s guineas
on feeds for the lot of us,” said Binstead,
stroking his waistcoat thoughtfully, “it
might be as well to keep dark about it for a
bit. We could make him pay us for keeping
our months shut. Eh?”

“You ass!” said Dirkley. “When there’s
two hundred and fifty guineas in a lump
offered for his brother!”

. “Gosh!” said the others. “Two-hity ?
Worth getting, Dirk! Why not try for it?”

“Don’t much fancy tackling a chap like
that,” said Matby doubtfully; “a fellow
with a couple of pistols always handy!”

“I'll ind a way to take him without any
risk to ourselves at all,” said Dirkley
quietly.

““Wait a bit,” said Lindsay, a new boy that
term, who had only lately fallen under the
influence of Dirkley. “Isn’t it rather a
queer thing to do, after the way Fernhall’s
treated us?” .

“Oh, drop that milk-and-water stuff!” said
Dirkley.  “Besides, it’s an honest chap’s
duty to help nab a highwayman if he gets
‘half a chance!” . .

“T suppose you’re right!” said Lindsay.
“Especially when there’s two hundred and
fifty reward on him.” : .
. “Come on out, then, you chaps,” said
Dirkley. “TI'l} show you how to set a trap
for this higchwayman!”

12
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The Trap!

AKING care that theéir movements were

u unseen, the plotters left St. Anstell’s

and crept away to the plantation.
Darkness had fallen, and it was cold.
A thick frost gleamed on the ground.

““ Here’s the place where 1 hid, and there’s
where the chap on the black horse met young
Fernhall—"’ began Dirkley, when he was
suddenly interrupted. o

“Look out! Somebody commg!’ warned
out of the boys. “A horseman!”

The whisper had hardly left his lips when
Dick Forrester himself appeared, riding
Black Satan. His eyes fell on the watchers.
- ‘“Hallo!” he said. “You’re from 8St.
Anstell’s, aren’t you ?”

:: We are,” answered Dirkley.
Is Ralph Fernhall with you?”
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“No,” said Dirkley readily. “Got the
toothache, and he’s away at Hulton, at the
tooth-drawer’s. At least, I believe so.”

“Plague on it!” muttered Dick to himself.
“I wanted to let him know he must sce me
without fail on Saturday.” He turned to
Dirkley. “Will you be seeing him when he
returns ?”

“Sure to!” said Dirkley. “I’'m a great
chum of his.”

“Glad to meet you,” said Dick. *“Will you
take him a note from me, then?”

“Like a shot.”

Dick scribbled.a few words on a pad of
paper, folded it, and gave it to Dirkley.

““Give that to Fernhall,” said Diciz. “You
needn’t hand it over before all the school,
you understand; it’s private. And don’t lose
it.”

“I'll see he gets it,” said Dirkley.

“Much obliged,” said Dick. *“Here’s a
guinea for you. Stand your chums a feed,
eh? Good-night.”

He nodded cheerfully and cantercd away.
The boys watched him out of sight, and
then crowded round Dirkley, who grinned at
them knowingly.

“Another Jacobus!” he said, showing the
coin and spinning 1t up in the air. ‘“Now
do 'you doubt it’s Forrester ?” '

“You’re a smart chap, Dirk,” said Matby
admiringly.

“There’s few can show me jhe way,” said
Dirkley complacently. “Now let’s see what
this note says.”

H: unfolded the message and was able to
read i1t by aid of the moon which shone fit-
fully from a cloudy sky.

“"Meet me same place, Saturday, four

o’cldekx Important.
. “ Dick.”
“We’ve got him!” cried Dirkley. | -
“How?” . asked Binstead doubtfully.

“Catch me tackling a fellow like that!
He’d finish the lot of us in two shakes!”

“You're a thickheaded crew!” said Dirkley.
“See that old oak-tree with the overhanging
branch ?”’

“What about 1t?”

“That branch sticks right out over the
bridle-pathr, just where Forrester met his
young brother this morning. They’ll very
likely meet in the same spot. Anyhow, this
highwayman chap is bound to pass under it
on his way.”

““What then?”

“The branch is as thick as a man’s body
and smoothered in ivy. A chap could lie
out along it and drop a slip-noose over any
horseman who passed underneath. He could
make certain of it, for he’d only be about
three feet over the rider’s head, and the ivy
would keep him hidden. I tell you, lads,

we'll capture this Forrester as easy as
winking !”’
(Will Dick fall into the trap ? See next

toeek’s exciting instalment, lads.)
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BULL’S-EYE BILL

(C’ontmued f.tom page 40. )

ile ot up looking dazed and \h{lk@h. to,
see the police ‘and the gaolbirds "at a”dead-
lock, man taking “man, whilst® ‘Buall's-Lve,
snapping up a real “smart pass.” dashed with -
twinkling feet. tO.\al(]\ the gaolbirds goal to*
open the scoring’ in the first. minute by
slamming the ball past. Tinv, Martin botme
the sixteen stouc crook with ten convietions
had time to raise a hand. - . . - - )
When the game was 1o~umod ]mlf the
players on both sides were limping. Duriig
the next ten minutes Jawhreaker Jim -gave.
Sergeant Pullin a sly jab helow the belt with
his right, and “the : half-erocked sergeant’
rot ahare(l with-a neat “Uppercut as they nict
in a charge f\xo minutes later.
Dan wiped P.- Longman t(ot from under
him just as Lonﬂ'mm wids roing to play the
bhall. It was ouly their - hm cexplained the’
socleiv’s secrctary to the mayor as the
referce mildly 1ntmvene<l '
Then One IPunch Pete tried to grah Bull S-
Icve as he went by, and. \xhen Sergeant
Puffin spoke to him abont it he ~0d\0d th
scrgeant on the chin. . Pullin ¢ plied with .
full-hlooded wallop on the nosc jusr as Hnﬂ 5-
Ive beat Tiny Martin for the rhnd Tnnc
Out of goal came Tiny. -

Then Dalkm . the bank

THE NELSO\ LLL LIBR IRY

(all vouuolf Q 1‘*Z~fuu- : hn C‘.hqutpd at

the (nmkmo' ofh(*m! “You wipe that gonl
our see, . '
““But it was a good. goal.”, plofe~t£~d the'
_referee, blowing: his™ \\}mrlo uml pomnting to-
the centre. . o

Tiny Martin's - ]o'ft and right fists s\\mcd

ot and flattened. the. reféree ];lw'a panc lho
., Up came a fourteen stone pohtoman—l’ _
ID\ kés—who mecasured: Im\ mth"ln%»loh .md
ﬂoowd huu with- lns right, Ul Lo

One Pun(h «l’ete tool\ a : at

running Jkick

Biill’s-Itye » but - Sergount J’Puﬂm v cedtehing
-him by t}w'}méls rmnotl hini“on*to hid.back
adid sat . O hnn Ineas 1nomCut the f«mtlmﬂ

ficld hooame a Dattleﬁeld ]

: Police \\1]1\“9\ smvlled -u'l]m rraollmds-un

started % dozen frée fwhts with-plain
clothes men, (nnﬂm Hackém - joming -1,

‘Long files of mufmmed l)oh((* m\a(l« d-tlio
pitch. --The- néxt~few mmurm were ~ heetic.
The ’hudx soon had, all t‘xe huht talken™ out
of - them, and v.hcn-thc motor  police” van
" hore -them u\m\ . from™ the™ lo“n Ground’
there was only oné player missing” fromn the-
~eoleven—=0ne’ 1’un(h Pote: who' lmd managed
to mal\v oﬂ 111 a stolen molcuttt '

(Bull Lm’ Bcll s at Hw fop o)” Ius form
next u‘eel.——don 't nuss ﬂus corl.mq yarn )

- s &
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BROOKS SADDLE, -
DUNLOP CORD
-TYRES, RENOLD
oOWN CHAIN; 14.DAYS"
. British, Superb.pd]
Quality Guaran- {&
Direct from ‘Fac-
NDNT"W tory Packed and
PAYMENTS s ten Said
Wonderful & easy
| See—— desired. Write for'
"Free Art List. ' -
248, BISHOPSGATB'
LONDON E.C.2,
Increascd my own height to 6ft. 32ins.
ChengP
STAMP  brings FREE articulars. —P, M. ROSES, |
Height Specialist, Scarborough., Coe
seribing . snmple home. cure. Writc¢
L. A.STEBBING, 28, Dean ‘Rd., London, N.W.2.
Old Tndia, Nigeria, New ‘South Walne Gold-Copst, etc'—
W.A.WHITE,30,EngineLané,LYE; Stourbrldge _
FREL "to all .seniling "6d.~ (P.O.)
f\1 latost Magic Trick and'List. * (Large Parcels 216, 5/-),
Height “incrcased . in- 30-
E I ALLER. days. Booklet, testlmomals
5/-)., Melvin A, Strong, Rednal, Birmingham,

. FREE TRIAL, All
& .5 teed for - ’ever.
terms. Ch ja '
OF 5'm jortts, Chromitn
) CYCLE Co.({Dept.U.2)
BE TALLERI gain 2 _to 6 tus. | Fee £2.25%,
BLUSHIN \cnou&vess, Shyness, Worry, De-
gpression, " 'Stamp brings dctails de-
300 STAMPS for 6d. iREAThoS. Barbadss,
FREE Fu“ ! Ventriloquists: Instruments given
. Thompson Co., Colwyn Bay, N Wa.les
FREE (or complcto course -

-
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5/6 for six months.

Africa: Central

New Series No. 39,

'GROS'E’S*

8, New Brldge St.,

LUDGATE |
LONDON' F.C.4. - |

CIRCUS.

BILLIAR‘DS AT.HOME 1 /3 e
- 4monthl) o

3fe. 2in. x1 1t 8 in, -8/~ . O 19;-

3ft.9in. x2ft.: - |° 10/ |~ 6/6 26/«

4 1, 4 in. x 2 it. 3 in. 14/- 76 , | - 32/--

4 ft, 9tincx 2 10..6 WL 2,0/- ’ £ 10/« _ 42/-

"5 ft. 4 . x 2ft-10in.| ' 294! 12/ N Y I

‘Comph,tc with 2 Cues; § Compo. Balis, Marking Board,
Spirit ‘Level, Rules-& Chalk.: COmplete List- Pree

BLUSHING - For FREE - Dartlcn](‘IIQ

7."Southampton Row (Box:167), London, W.C.1..

+ Your Height increased in 14 days

BE TALL or mone -back,""Amazing Course
.- Send STAMP NOW . for Free

Book.—Stebbing System 28. Dean -Rd., London," N.W.2,

CARE.YOU A BOY DETECTIVE? . No? . Then
don’t : dLlav! Send at once- for the marvellous new
““ Boys’. Secret Service Box.”” I’acked with novelty,
fun and “amuscment!! T.ook:®at the contents!!! 1.
Handsomg - Mctal - Boys’ ¢ S.8.”. Badge. - 2. - Phial of
“«S.5.”” Invisible Tnk (for secrct me ssages). 3.-Phial ot
wonderful ¢ S.8°" Luminous- Ink - (shincs in the darK).
4. Supply Q.. Fingerprint « Detection Powder, 5.
Magnitying Lens, 6. ¢-8.S. ' Seceret Code,Mask. 7. Fas-
cinating Book crammed with ¢ 'l’hmgc; a Boy Detective
should Know.”. Look at the pricel- Only 11d. post
free!' ! Get yours NOW from THE BOY DETECTIVE
SUPPLY STORES. Desk “ NLI,” 32, CATH-
CART STREET, GREENOCK. - ‘

SUPER CINEMA FILMS! 3.5 o513

reelers. Samples: 100 ft., 1/-, “200 ft..; 1/9, Pt. Pd.
A(‘HI\TEQ :cheap. ASSOCIATED I"ILMS, 34,
Beaufoy Roa.d Tottenham. =~

Stop Stammering !

ticulars - FPREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

Handsome Men Are Slightly Sunburnt. SUN-
BRONZE ' remarkably improves appearanece, 1/ 6 2 X: N
6,000 Testimonials, (Booklet,stamp. )——qunmmwcL'lbm G-
torics (Dept. A.7), Colwyn Bay, wales. (Est, 1902))
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i

Shyness.
simple home cure writec Mr. Hughes,

Sale, Hire, %

vourself
Par-
7,

Curc
as I did,

N

Fleetway IHouse,

use, Farringdon Street, E.0.4.
The Fleetwaylnllxaond and Abroad, 11/- per annum;
& Gotch, Ltd.: and for South

October 18th, 1930,

Messrs. Gordon
Ltd.



