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Striped purple suit; green shirt;
red tie; yellow waistcoat with
blue squares—Archie Glenthorne
becomes a HUMAN RAINBOW!
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CHAPTER 1.
The Down-and-out!

RCHIBAT.D WINSTON DEREK
. GLENTHORNE, of the St. Frank’s

Remove, screwed his monocle more

firmly into his eye and surveyed Tubbs,

the Ancient House page-boy, with stern dis-
approval.

“T take 1t. Tnbhs, ld thing, that this is

abzolutely official ¥7 he asked. ‘I mean to

cay, vou're not talking <t of your hat? TIt’s

/

positively certain that the parcel hae nob
arrived 7”’

“Yeszir!"” replied Tubbs,

“Phipps hasn’t boned it, T trust?”’

“Mr. Phipps was asking about a parcel,
siv, but I’m sure it hasn’t come,” replied
the page-boy. “You leave it to me, Mr,
Archie. T’il spot it, and keep Jt safe unt:l
I can bring it to you on the q.t.”

“Good lad!” bheamed Archie. “‘In fact,
stout fellow! Without gzoing into any weari-
some explanatione, old trout, I might hint
that if Phipps gets that parcel he’ll probably
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give one look at the contents, and then pro- contains a special assortment of ties and socks
ceed to lecture the young master.” —_—

“I shouldn’t stand it, sir,” said Tubbs  “‘I understand, &ir,”’ said Tubbs knowingly.
spiritedly. ‘‘After all, Mr. i’hipps 1s only “You want to open it first, eh?”
your valet, and it’s a bit thick that he should ““Right on the naill’”’ replied Archie
order you about. Surely you can buy what brightly. ‘‘Well, that’s that. Don’t forget,
you like ?” Jaddie. A silver coin of quite respectable
dimensions 13 yours if
you nab the good old
parcel and keep it dis-
creetly dark.”

“I twig, sir,”

inned Tubbs, rub-
ing his palm.

Archie Glenthorne
nodded, and strolled
elegantly out into the
sunny Triangle. For
an autumn day, the
weather was excep-
tionally kindly. So
kindly, in fact, that
Archie had decided to
take a stroll. The
rest of thae fellows
were away playing
football  somewhere,
and Archie was feel-
ing slightly lonely.

He was really a
member of the Junior
XI himself—for he
wasn’t half so useless
as he looked—but
Nipper was trying a
new combination of
the forward-line to-
day. S o  Archie,
attiring  himself in
his brightest and
neatest, was taking
the air.

Jt was one of his
life’s worries that
Phipps, his valet,
should be B0 preju-
diced against colours.
Archie himself had a
passion for colour.
Left to himself, he
would have worn the
jazziest socks and
neckties, and h e
would have startled

““Oh, absolutely!”’ said the genial ass of the natives with vivid fancy waistcoats.
the Remove. ‘“But it isn’t quite that, old But Phipps, strictly speaking, knew what .
tulip. Phipps is a dashed priceless chappie. he was about. His restraining influence was
As a general rule, we get along well together. just what Archio required. At the present
But on the subject of ties and socks we fail moment, for example, Archie was attired
to sce eye to eye; and as this dashed parcel with quiet elegance from head to foot; there
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wasn’t a single jarring nole. Phipps, to put
it briefly, knew his stuff.

. ““Oh, well, I dare say the old lad means
well”” Archie told himself, as he strolled
down the lane. ‘“But I do wish the blighter
would polish up his ideas on the subject of
socks. I mean to say, why should a chappie
be condemned to dufl, sombre colours? The
girls drift into public view looking like so
many rainbows, and the brighter they are, the
more they get away with it. Yet a chappie
must stagger through existence looking like
a bally autumn landscape! Frightfully un-
fair 1”’

He pondered over this problem deeply as
he walfr)ed. Time after time he had at:empted
to convert Phipps to his own way of thinking;
but he.had always come off second best.
There was something firm—eomething rock-
like—about Phipps’ attitude,

““Good afternoon, sir!”

Archie started, and came to a halt. The
voicc had come from the side of the road,
and the dandified junior now saw a figure
sitting on the stile which.led into Bellton

Wood.

““Oh, rather!” said Archia
afternoon, in fact.’’ -

He was not particularly impressed. .The
stranger on the stile was shabby. His shoes
were cracked and even gaping in places. His
trousers were much bespattered with mud, as
though he had walked many weary miles.
His chin had not been shaved for at least two
days, and although he wore a collar, his neck-
tie was mssing.

Archie was about to pass on, when he took
another look. There was something iade-
finably different about this man. He was
clearly a down-and-out, tramping the country-
side; but he certainly wasn’t the average
type of tramp. He possessed an air of dis-
tinction—almost of dignity—and his {face,
although unshaven, was prepossessing. He was
regarding Archie with kindly, respectiul eyes.

‘‘I take 1t, old warrior, that times are scme-
what hard, what?’’ asked Axrchie solicitously.
“I mean to say, a slight addition te the funds
wouldn’t come amiss 1"

He felt in his pocket, and produced two
half-crowns.

““VYery kind of you, sir, but I’d rather not,”’
sald the stranger quietly. “I’ve been on the
tramp, but I’m not a beggar.”

“Good gad!” said Archie, nonplussed.

He was a generous-hearted fellow, and he
not infrequently handed half-crowns to needy
wayfarers whom he met on the roads. And
never once—until now—had his money been
refused. This man was a bit of a novelty.

*“Well, of course, you know best, old dear!”’
he said cheerfully. “I wouldn’t press it on
you. I'm frightfully sorry if I’ve upset your
dignity. The good old independent spirit is
not absolutely dead, what?”

‘“And never will be, I hope, sir,”” said the
stranger. “The open-air life is not, I must
confess, all that it is cracked up to be. Yet
I must admit that things might be worse.

“A ripping

Perhaps you will be Igood enough to tell ms,
sir, how far it 1s to Bristol1”’
““Bristol!”’ ejaculated Archie, staring.
“Bristol, sir; I am walking to DBristol.”

‘“Odds shocks and staggerers!’’ said Archie.,
“But, my gocd old optimist, Bristol is thou-
sands of miles away! Absolutely ou the other
side of the map. We’re in Sussex, and Bristol
is tucked away in some frightful odd corner
of Devonshire!”

"I hardly think so, sir,” said the stranger,
shaking his head. “Surely Bristol is mainly
in Gloucestershire—with a certain portion of
the city in Somersetshire? That, at least, is
what 1 learned when I was a boy at school
1 was always considered to be rather good
at geography.”

““Perhaps you’re right, old scream. I
wouldn’t dream of arguing,”’ said Archie.
‘““The fact 15, my own geography is we!l on
the groggy side. Even so, Bristol is a fearful
way off, and when you talk of legging it al
the way, I quiver at the knee joints.”

There was something about this man’s
speech which impressed Archic even more
than his appearance. It was tiie speech of an
educated, cultured man; and his quiet,
respectful manner seemed to prove that he
was not the usual type of wastrel.

“l fancy I shall get to Bristol in due
course, young sir,”’ sald the man confidently.
‘““A day or so, one way or the other, does
not matter, Well, I must be wishing you
good-afternoon. And thank you again, sir,
for your offer of help—an offer which 1 must
reluctantly decline.’’

He stepped down from the stile, raised his
battered hat, and prepared to move on.

“Oh, but look here!” said Archie. ‘It
seems to me, old boy, that this is a genuine
case. You've fought the hard-fight and lost,
what 1”

“*No, sir,”’ said the other firmly. “I
haven’t lost—yet.”’ |

‘“Well, let me spring a loan, if you won’t
take it as a gift,” urged Archic. “The good
old fare to Bristcl, shall we say? DLon’t be
in such a dashed hurry.”

The man fell into step beside "Archie, and
they walked down the lane together.

“It is one of my principles in life, sir, never
to borrow money,”” said the stranger. * As
for accepting money as a gift, the thought
horrifies me. I will admit that I am search-
ing for work—but that is a different thing.”

‘“Oh, rather!” said Archie. ‘‘Then what
about finding you a job? Just say the word
and I’'ll dash about a bit and sce what can
be done., What sort of jobs can you do?”

“I’'m afraid I am singularly unaccomplished,
sir,”’ said the man, shaking his head. “In
the matter of ordinary jobs—such as people
would offer to me—I am useless.”

“But surely, old thing, you haven’t always
been on the tramp 7"’ asked Archic. ‘I mean,
there’s some sort of niche in life that you
have previously filled 7’

““Oh, quite so, sir,” said the other. ‘‘By
profession I am a gentleman’s geantleman.™
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“Good gad!” said Archie, halting, and
eyeing the man with new interest. “Yau
~don’t absolutely mean to say that you're a
valet 7"’

‘“ Not now, sir—but I have been one.’

“Well I'm dashed !” said Archie, jamming
his monocle into his eye and surveying the
man keenly. “I might even say that I'm
dashed dashed 1"

‘““So 1 appreciate, sir,”
gravel

Archic could now understand the fellow’s
deferentlal manner—his tone of respect—his
quiet, gentlemanly bearing,

“This i1s most frightfully interesting,” con-
tinued Archiec. “I happen to have S valet
of my own—and that, in a way, gives me a
fellow feeling. You dont know how cut up
I am to sce a valet oozmg about the country-
side without a job. Can’t something be done
about 1t ?”

“These are hard times, sir,” said the man,
shaking his head. “Our noblemen and
gentlemen are practising economy. Valets
arc being dispensed with. Hence my work-
less condition. I have striven hard, sir, to
maintain my self-respect, but I am afraid
that but a remnant of it is still lcft with
me. You must allow me to apologise, sir,
for the condition of my shoes—and, indeed,
for the parlous state of my wardrobe in

said tho other

general.”

Archie waved his hand.

“Kindly drop the fn%htful subject,” he
said. ‘“And really old cheese, you must let

me heln Dash 1t, I won’t take any
refusal.”

“If vou mecan money, sir—no.’

“You're a frightfully d’xlﬁcult blighter to
help !” said Archie complainingly. “ What
about your last job? Perﬁaps I can do some-
thing in that direction? Get in touch with
your late master or something of that sort or
order ?”’

“T am afraid that would be usoless,” said
the other. * His lordship definitely gave me
to understand that he is no longer in a posi-
tion to maintain a valet. I tried hard to get

other work before I took to the road——”

“His lordship?” repeated Archie, staring.

““Lora Willingstone, sir.”

“Lord Willingstone!” yelled Archie with
a jump.

“You have heard of him, sir?”’

“My dear old teacup, I know the
bh hter 1” sald Archie, “Or, at lcast, I've
met him. Well I'm dashed! 8o you used to
be Lord Willingstone’s valet? How fright-
fully interesting |

“I served ten fmthful ycars at Willing-
stona Manor, sir.’

“That’s lt—Wlllm gstone Manor, Willing-
stone, Bucks!” sald Archie. “That’s the

lace what 7”

‘l‘ Not Bucks, sir—Berks,” correccted the ex-

valet.

In this instance, Archie Glenthorne was not
so ignorant of geography as he pretended to
be. Ho knew perfectly well that Willing-
stonc Manor was 1n Berkshire, Archic was
no fool. Although he was favourably im-

you.

pressed by this man, it was just as well to
put the fellow 8 story to the test.

““Oh, rather!” he said. “Berks. That’s
right, laddie. My frightful geography again.
By the way, you hm en’t told me your bally
name yet.”’

“Trott sir—John Trott.”

“And a priccless name, too,” said Archie
stoutly. ““Tell me, Trott, how is the sunk
arden looking at Wlllmgbtone Manor ?”

“There 1s no sunk garden there, sir,”
replied Trott, looking puzzled.

z Well, what of the miles of glasshouses?"

“Y think you must bo referring to some
other estate, sir,”” said Trott, shaking his
head. ‘“Willingstone Manor has neither a
sunk garden nor an extensive area of glass.”

Archie knew it, but he pretended to look
astonished.

“That’s rummy,” he said. “I was abso-
lutely certain—— Describe the place,
la.ddxe ” he added bri htly “Then, 1f I am
wrong, I shall soon know

Trott described the place; and Archie, who
could remember W'illingstone Manor fairly
well, realised that the man was indeed
genuine.

He nodded briskly.

‘““Laddie, that's good enough,” he said.
“I’m going to find you a job!”

A e D

CHAPTER 2.
Phipps Gets the Boot! '_
ARCHIE was thoroughly satisfied now;

and, being satisfied, his one desire was
to help the ex-valet.
“You’ll find me a job, sir?”’ re-
peated Trott in wonder.

“ Absolutely !” replied Archie. ¢ Take this.
Trotty, and stagger down to the George
Tavern in Bellton. All you have to do 1s
to wait thero until you hear the good news.’

He pressed sometg ing into the man’s hand.

“What 1s this, asked Trott
wonderingly.

“Merely a quid-note—one of the best and
crispest,” replied Archie. “If you don't .
want to regard it as a gift, you can pay mo
hack out o your first month’s salary.”

“Really, sir—"

“Good gad! You're not going to stand
there and argue, arc you?” demanded Archie
warmly. ‘‘Trot off, Trott! This 1s abso-
Jutely a case where Plnpps will step into the
bxeach My valet, don’t you know. Ie's
absolutely in the swim of things, and he’ll
get you a job in two shakes of a cat's tall
Now, don’t forget—the George Tavern.”

An cager, overjoyed light was showing 1o
the man’s eyes. With it was mixed an ex-
pression of wonder, as though ho could not
believe what he heard. Indeed his next
words proved what was 1n his mind.

““You arc not joking with me, sir?” he
asked huskily.

“Joking ? Absolutel not !”’

‘““Forgive me, sir, but I cannot help sus-

pceting that you desire to make me the

sir 2”’
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victim of onc of your schoolboy jests,” said
Trott.

“A
clared Archie i1ndignantly.
get you a certain job, and there is no dashed
joke about it. When a Glenthorne makes a
promise, he absolutely keeps 1t.”

“This is very, very generous of you, sir,”
said Trott earnestly. “In the circumstances,
I will take this moneoy and wait at the
George Tavern. I fear, sir, that I shall
ne(\l'er be able to discharge this debt of grati-
tude.”

‘“ Absolute rot |” retorted Archie. ‘“‘If one
chappie can’t do another chappie a good
turn, what, I mean to say, i1s the good of
a chappie being on the dashed earth?”

THE elegant junior walked into the

perfectly foul thought, laddie,” de-

Triangle at St. Frank’s so briskly and

so purposely that a mob of fags stood

stock-still and stared at him. They
hadn’t seen Archie walking like that for
months.

Archie was frightfully bucked. He was
never happier than when.he was doing some-
body a good turn, and he was quite convinced
that this man, Trott, was, deserving of all
the help that he could give him. r

“Phipps is the laddie to solve the good old
problem,” he assured himself. ‘‘Absolutely
the one and only! ‘There’s nobody quite like
Phipps for filling the breach when the neces-

sity arises. But if he fails, I'm dashed if
I don’t get the pater himself to take on
Trotty.”

As Archie was striding into the Ancient
House, Tubbs came runnming up to him.

“Just a minute, Master Archiel” said the
page-boy urgently.

‘‘ Another time, laddie |”

‘“It’s 1mportant, Master Archie!” urged
Tubbhs. “I tried hard—"* .

‘“Dash you, I can’t stop now !” said Archie
severely. “Trickle away, you young acid-
drop! Matters of vast importance are
occupying the good old thinking-box. The
grey matter, in fact, 1s positively bubbling.”

He walked on, and Tubbs was obliged to
give it up. But Archie understood the page-
boy’a concern a minute later when he strode
into Study E. For thero was Phipps, at the
table, witﬁ an opened parcel in front of him.

“Good gad!” said Archie blankly, and
knew that the worst had happened. Archie
was troubled. He hadn’t wanted to be
bothered with such trivialities now that that
other important matter had cropped up.

““T say, Phipps I”’ he protested indignantly.
“Confound it, dash you! I mean, who told
you to open that bally parcel 7”

Phipps, with a sad, pained look on his
face, gazed reproachfully at his young
master. Only with the greatest difficulty had
ho torn his gaze away from the dazzling
array of highly-coloured neckties and socks
which lay cxposed on the table.

“I feared what this parcel would contain,
sir,” he said mournfully.

““Yes, you blighter, but I didn’t tell you
to open 1t !”

“] am going to
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“It i1s an understood thing, Master Archie,
that I open all your parcels,” replied Phipps.
‘““You gave me no special instructions regard-
ing this particular one; and, naturally, I
opened it as a matter of course.”

““Oh, well, that’s different,” said Archie,
bafHed.

“With regard to these—er—articles, sir,”
asked Phipps, ““I take it that you have pur-
gh:ﬁsed them for a forthcoming fancy-dress

a ___”

“Don’t be a dashed imbecile, Phipps |” in.-
terrupted Archie. “Fancy dress ball ba
blowed! I bought those socks and ties be-
causec I intend to wear them, and because
the jolly old wardrohe needs replenishing.
But forget them, Phipps. There is some-
thing else of even greater importance to be
attended to at the moment.”

Phipps had a hard, fighting light in his
eyes. As a rule, he was all deference and
politeness, but on occasion he would put his
foot down in no uncertain manner. Unless
such a check was kept upon Archie he would
run riot in the matter of clothing.

““I wish, Master Archiz, that I could forget
these atrocious horrors,” said the valet
sternly. “Nothing can be of greater import-
anoe, sir. When you tell me that you intend
wearing them, I can only say—"

““Put that parcel aside, Phipps, and listen
to me!” . interrupted Archie. ‘“Why the
dickens do you annoy the young master in
this unseemly way? Wae’ll discuss these socks
and ties later.”

“Very good, sir.”

“In any case, I didn’t mean you to see the
things until I started wearing them,” said
Archie defiantly. “There are times, Phipps,
when it is absolutely up to me to put down
the good old hoof. We’ve had many a set-to
on the subject of socks and ties, and I'm
dashed if you haven’t won every round,.
Thig time I'm going to deliver the knock-
out.”

“You mean that you scriously intend to
wear these yellow socks, sir?” asked Phipps
coldly. - ‘““And theso purple socks with the
orange stripe?”

“Absolutely! But I've already told you
thatl we can shelve this good old quecstion
until—"’ ~

‘““Not now, sir,” said Phipps determinedly,
‘‘Having gone so far, we must continue.
These ties, sir—you cannot mean to assure
mo that you will ever wear them in public?
Frankly, Master Archie, they are im-
possible |

Archie glared. He was on his dignity now.
He had even forgotten the unfortunate Trott,
who was waiting at the George Tavern. This

?

question of the socks and ties had now be-

come a matter of first importance. And
there was something in the back of Archie’s
mind which gave him unusual confidence.
He remembered Trott again—but in a
different way.

In fact, the idea came to him like an in-
spiration. Hitherto, in these baltles, he had
always lost because he kncw very well that
he could not afford to be without Phipps.
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1he chappie was indispensable. Deprived of
Phipps, Archie would have been as helpless
as a ship without its rudder.

But for once Archie felt that he was the
master of the situation. Now that he came
to think it over, it was rather a good thing
that Phipps had unwrapped that parccl. The
whole thing could be put to the test.

“Those necckties, Phipps, are my own
choice,” said Archie calmly. ‘“For two pins,
dash yvou, I'd put one of them on this
minute.”

Phipps started as if he had been stung.

“T repeat, sir, that they are impossible!”
he said teusely.
“Y ou generally
allow vyourself to
be guided by me

P —tg——

“Guidod, by
gad!” interrupted
Archie. ‘It seems
to me, old chunk
of cheddar, that
vou’ve ruled ine.
Absolutely  ruled
me. The time has
now come, laddie,
when 1 refuse to
have any more of
it—and if the
voung master
isn’t making him-
self clear, kindly
indicate same with-
out delay.”

“I am sorry,
Master Archie, but
you really must be
guided by me,”
said Phipps. I
would remind you
that my own repu-
tation is at stake.
If you were to ap-
pear publicly in
these atrocities, I
should get the
blame. That is a
point, sir, I would

Iimpress upon
you.”’

‘“And 1t is a
point, dash your

nerve, that needn’t
enter into the dis-
cussion at all,” re-
torted Archie.
“I'm the chappie
who pays for these socks and ties, and I’m
the chappio who’s going to wear them. If
vou don’t like them, Phipps, you can lump
them.”

Phipps scemed to freeze up.

“Then there i no more to say, sir.”

““Not another dashed word 1"

“But there is at least something to be
done,” went on Phipps, a fighting light
centering his eyes. “T regret, sir, that I must
take drastic action. I can only trust that vou

into the fire.
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will realise, later, that I was justified.”

With one grim movement, he swept up the
offending socks and ties and threw them into
the fire.

“Whoa!” yeclled Archie. “Hi! You—
you frightful fright! What the dashed
dickens——"

He dashed into the fender, and rescued all
the socks and ties except an odd two or three.
For once he had been too quick for Phipps.
He stood there, one foot in the fender, one
foot on the hearthrug, his hands filled with
the rainbow coloured articles.

“Phipns, blicht you, that’s done it!” ho

Phipps seized the highly coloured ties and socks and hurled them

‘“ You frightful fright ! >’ yelled Archie indignantly.

sald wrathfully. *‘Absolutely and finally, it
has done it! The young master is throbbing
with fury 1”

“I shall be plecased, sir, to pay
damage out of my month’s
Phipps.

“You won't get any month’s salary !” re-
torted Archie fiercely. “You're sacked,
Phipps! You can goad the young master to
a ccertain pomt, but I'mm dashed if you can
goad him more than that! You absolutely

for the
salary,” said
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meant to destroy these priceless things, didn’t
you ¥’

“I did, sir—and if I get my hands on them
again, I shall destroy them,” replied Phipps.
“I am grieved, Master Archie, that you
should be so wilful in this matter.”

“You won’t get the chance, laddie,” said
Archie firmly. “When I said that you were
sacked, I meant it with all the earnestness at
the good old command. In other words,
Phipps, you can buzz off ! The young master
has finished with you, definitely and finally.
This time you’ve got the bird for keeps!”

L I )

CHAPTER 3.
The Fighting Spiritl
PHIPPS took his dismissal calmly; so

calmly, in fact, that it was obvious to

Archie that he didn’t accept it seri-

ously. In spite of Archie’s plain
words, he took this to be merely another of
those occasions when his young master was
glightly out of temper. -

““Very good, sir,” said the valet evenly.
Ho bowed and moved towards the door.

“One moment, Phipps, before you ooze
into the offing,”” said Archie with deadly
calmness. “I'd like another word with you
before you wander into the wide, open spaces.
Firstly, I would repeat that the young
master’s fighting blood 1is boiling like a
geyser,”

‘So’I understand, sir.”

“Your scheme, 1 take 1t, is to trickle to
your hidden lair, lie low for a short spasm,
and then do a fado-in with the good old tea-
tray,” went on Archie. “ And you imagine
that Master Archibald will accept the cup
that cheers, and that all will be forgiven and
forgotten, what 7"

Ifor the first time on record Phipps was
nonplussed. Archie had read his-thoughts
like a book. He had been counting upon
the tea to restore his roung master to his
normal balance.

‘““Well, you toadstoolf” demanded Archie.
“Am I right?”

“I venture to suggest, sir, that a ocup of
tea, without delay, will go a long way to-
wards soothing your disturbed frame cf
mind,” said Phipps carefully. “I regret,
Master Archie, that T should have been com-
pelled to act so drastically—"" |

“You will regret it more yet, old swamp-

root I’ broke 1n Archie warmly. “DIve
allowed you to rule the roost too long,
Phipps. That’s just the dashed trouble.

And when you think you can make a bon-
fire of the young master’s wearing apparel,
it’'s time to apply the emergency brake.”

“Y intended no disrespect, sir—"’

‘““Frightfully sorry, old thing, but it’s too
late,” said Archie curtly. “I require no tea
to-day, Phipps, and I never want to sce your
aumber-plate again.”

Phipps began to feel vaguely uneasy.
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“If you think that you can get along with-
out a valet, sir—"" ho began.

“Good gad, no!” ejaculated Archie with a
start. ‘‘ Absolutely not, Phipps! Getting
along without a valet would be as bad as a
chappie getting along without his right arm.
But it so happens, old door-knocker, that I
have another valet in thc middle distance.
He merely awaits the call.”

This time Phipps was staggered—although
he didn’t show 1it.

‘‘ Another valet, sir?"” he repeated.

“That, I take it, has given you a somowhat
nasty jab in the sirloin, what 7’ asked Archie
triumphantly. ‘“The young master 1is not
such a chump as he looks, Phipps. You can
jolly well clear out as soon as you like. In
fact, the sooner the better. I don’t want you
messing about here when Trott trots in.”

Phipps compressed his lips.

“I am glad, sir, that you were thoughtful
cnough to make these urrangements before
precipitating a quarrel with me,” he said
bitterly.

“Here, I say! What about your precipitat-
ing my dashed socks and neckties into the
fire?"” protested Archie. “If there was any
precipitating done, you were the bally pre-
cipitator! When I came in here, I was
mercly gzoing to ask your advice about f{ind-
ing this poor chappie a job. But as you’ve
cut up so rusty I’ll find him one myscli. In
fact, Phipps, he shall have your job, dash
I trust that

you ! I have made mysclf

clear $” |

““Very clear indeed, sir,”” replied Phipps
evenly. ‘‘I will hasten to pack my things and
go, And for your own sake, Master Archi-
bald, I trust that Trott will serve you faith-
fully and well.”

““I haven’t the slightest doubt of it,” re-
plied Archie. “I’ll admit he isn’t much to
look at at present. I found him wandering
along the highway, down-and-out and tramnp-
ing to Bristol—"

He broke off, for he did not fail to deicct
the amused light which showed for a momaent
in Phipps’ eyes. Phipps even locked relieved.
So this was the explanation of Archie’s
absence! He had merely picked up a tramp!
Phipps felt, in that moment, that his job was
secure. But Archie’s next words startled him
again,

““Oh, no, laddie!’”’ said the elegant junior.
‘““This chappie isn’t an ordinary tramp, as you
imagine. He is Lord Willingstone’s late valet,
and I put the blighter to the test before
fixing anything up. Rather brainy, what? I
would remind you, Phipps, that flies find no
satisfaction when alighting upon the young
master.”’

“If this man has been in Lord Willing-
stone’s service, then, of course, he will be
admirably suitable, sir,” said Phipps quietly.
“In the circumstances, I will gccept my dis-
missal. Thank you, sir.”

He bowed again, and

performed one of his
noiseless exits.
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ALKING down to the George Tavern,
Archie had plenty of food for
thought. And the more he thought
of Phipps, the more he glowed with

triumph. For the first time he had won—
he had put one over on the old lad.

““The chunk of mildew had begun to regard
himself as indispensable,”” murmured Archie
wrathfully. “He thought he could rule the
young master as a sultan rules his slaves.
I’'ve been various kinds of a chump to put
up with it so dashed long. I only trust that
he won't dither about the premises while this
new cove proceeds to take root.”

He suddenly remembered that there was a
question of salary. Phipps, having been
sacked at a moment’s notice, would probably
demand a month’s salary in lieu of the
ordinary notice.  Well, he would have it.
Archie would see about that as soon as he
got back. In the meantime, Phipps was

probably packing.
Arriving at the George, Archie strolled into

the hotel entrance, and encountered Mr,
Tapley, the landlord.
“I'm glad you've come, Master Glen-

thorme,”’ said Mr. Tapley. ‘‘ There’s a shabby-
looking man here who’s been saying that
you sent him. I didn't want to take him in
at first—we're rather particular about our
guests at the George, you know.”

““Oh, rather!” agreed Archie. ‘‘But this
168 an exceptional case, old scream. The lad
in question, I can assure you, is quite O.K,
One of the best and staunchest. In point of
fact, I'm engaging him as my new valet. Be
good enough to lead me to him.”

Trott was found in the Commercial Room.
Ho had tidied himself up, and he was fast
asleep on the lounge, an expression of peaceful
contentment on his now-shaven face.

“*Well, I’m dithered !’ said Archie, staring.
“The dear old cheese looks quite classy with
all that bracken scythed from the frontispiece.
I must admit that I'm frightfully bucked.’’

He gave Trott a shake, and the man sat
up abruptly.

**All rigit——l’ll come quietly!”” he ejacu-
Iated, with a wild light in his eyes. ‘‘There’s
no nced to use force. I—I—"

He broke off, becoming calmer as his gaze
fell upon Archie. Mr. Tapley stood looking
on grimly.

‘“What were you expecting, my friend ?’’ he
asked pointedly. ‘‘Honest men don’t say
things like that when a hand is place on
their shoulders!’

“Oh, come!”
“Really !’

“A dream!”’
““Yes, of course.

protested Archie, shocked.

murmured Trott hastily.
I think I must have been
dreaming. Why, it’s you, Master Glen-
thorne. I’'m sorry 1 was asleep.”

Mr. Tapley pulled Archie towards him.

‘““‘Better be careful, young gentleman,” he
murmured warningly. ‘I don't altogether
like the look of this fellow. Your nature is
too trusting. Take my tip, and watch this
man closely—better still, watch your valuables
closely!”’

Archie shook hLim off.

“Kindly go and eat-coke!” he said coldly.
“I know what I'm doing. And bring the
bill while you're about it. I’ll settle for
Trotty.”

‘“Here’s the bill,”’ said the landlord grimly.

Archie took it casually, gave it a glance,
and then jumped.

*“‘Thirty-three bob!’ he ejaculated, aghast.
“You frightful twister!”’

“Steady, young man,” said the landlor:l.
“Your new friend is a man of extravagant
habits. He had the best in the house for
his luncheon, and nothing would suit him
but a bottle of champagne. That’s the big-
gest item on this bill. If he hadn’t assured

me that you were——"’

“Right-ho!” interrupted Archie hasti]?'.
“Here’s your dashed money. I must remark,
Trotty, that champagne for lunch is slightly
on the mouldy side.”

Trott looked distressed.

“I ordered it, sir, In a moment of absent-
mindedness,’”’ he confessed. ‘‘My late master,
Lord Willingstone, was very genercus in the
matter of beverages, and being accustomed to
such——"’

“Well, you won’t get any dashed cham-
pagne in my service,”’ interrupted Archie. ‘I

‘mean to say, you’ve give me a shock, dash

you! Champagne! Good gad! You'll expect
silken sheets and a marble bath-room!”’

Trott had apparemtly only heard one sen-
tence. |

“In your service, sir?” he repeated, in
astonishment. )

“ Absolutely,”” said Archie. ‘“I’ve found
you a job, Trott. In a word, I’'m taking you
on myself. Phipps has received the bird, and
he is now preparing to shove off. You'rs
going to take his good old place.”

““This is remarkably generous of you, sir,”
said Trott, hardly able to conceal his delight.
“But I feel uncomfortable about your own
valet. I had no wish to deprive a man of
his position.”

“It was I who deprived him, so you can
allow the emotions to simmer down,’’ said
Archie. ““Well, all ready? Good! Let’s

trickle !”’

R. ALINGTON WILKES, the House-
master of the Ancient House, iIn-
spected John Trott with a keen, ap-
praising eye.

‘““You tell me, Archie, that you've engaged
this man as your valet?” he asked thought-
fully. ‘Waell, it is your own affair, of course.
The authorities, I understand, allow you to
have a valet, so there’s nothing much for me
to say. I'm sorry to hear that Phipps is
going——"’

“Phipps asked for it, sir,”” said Archie
coldly. '

‘““And as for this man, I presume that you
have verified his references?’’ went on Old
Wilkey. ““You mustn’t be offended, Trott,”
he added. ‘““We have to be very careful in
a big school like this.”’

““Oh, quite, sir,”’ said Trott, with deference



Another trensformation  had  occurred.
Coming down the village street, Archie had
had another brain-wave. IIe had sent Trott
into the outfitter’s, and the man had emerged
after twenty iminutes in a new ready-made
suit which fitted him to perfection.

Mr, Wilkes had met Archie and Trott in
the lobby, and the Housecinaster had invited
them both to come to his study. This was
a trifling formality which Archie himsclf had
rot even thought of.

“Therc’s absolutely nothing to worry about,
“*Trott 1s a top-

sir,” said Archie anxiously.
holer. I mean fo sav, ten yvears with Lord
Willingstone., What better refcrences could
a (happlc have than that?”’

‘Well, I Lhope you prove satisfactory,
Troti. Later on, perhaps, you had better

come and report to me. For the moment you
must attend to the requirements ol your new
cmployer.”
“Very good, sir,
'They went out,
He had been fearing that Mr.

" said Trott. _
and Archie was relieved.
Willkes would
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make awkward inquiries as to how Archie
had found the man. 'T'here had seen some
very thin ice to negotiate when the House-
master had referred to references.  Arciie
himnseif was quite satisfied; but he had sense
cnough 1o realise that the school authorities
lmght require more concrete cvidence.

“Well, here we arve, laddie,” said Archie as
he walked into Study E. “This is the young
master’'s domain, Not a bad litile nest,
what? Your pantry, and so forth, are to be
found in the domestic quarters. I’ll take you
along presently and show you 1ound >

“I am sure I shall be most comfortable
here, sir,”” said Trott happily.

““Oh, rather!” said Archie. ‘I’m not much
of a lad for causing work. All you have to
do, TFrolt, is to make yourzelf generally useful,
and to be at the young master’s beck and call
day and mght, as it were.”

“Quite so, sir.”

““ And there’s another little matter,” went
on Archie, gripping himself hard. ‘“In fact,

"
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rather an important matter. I’ll even go so
far as to say a vital matter.”

He picked up the socks and ties which had
been left in a heap on the table. This was
the test. He had been thinking about it for
the past half-hour, and now that the crucial
moment had come, he was nervous. IHo
thrust the jazz-coloured atrocities under
Trott's gaze.

““What,” he asked tensely, ‘“do you think
of these?”

- ps eow o

CHAPTER 4.
Testing Trott!

GONIES of doubt and suspense tortured
Archie while he waited for the verdict.

For, really, everything depended upon

his new valet’s opinion. He had sacked
Phipps because Phipps objected to these socks
and ties. He couldn’t very well sack Trott
before the fellow had even started his duties.

But Archie was rather brainy. He had
sprung these horrors upon Trott without any
warning. He wanted a true and unprejudiced
vordict. For all Trott knew, Archie hated
the things himself. His opinion, when 1t
came, would be genuine.

The man turned the socks over in his hand,
examined the ties, and he seemed to be quite
lost in his task. He was certainly giving it
the whole-hearted attention that Archie had
hoped for in a matter of such paramount im-
portance. .

“Well ?” asked the elegant junior at last.
‘““Dash it, Trott, don’t keep the young master
on tenterhooks so long. You'’ve given them

the once-over—not to say the twice-over.
What’s the answer ?”

Trott slowly and dubiously shook his head.

“I take it, sir, that these are intended for

your own use?’’ he asked.

‘“ Absolutely.”

“Then I am afraid they are unsuitable,”
said Trott firmly.

Archie sat down with a thud.

““Good gad!” he bleated. 0Odds shocks
and blows! Dash it, you blighter, you can’t
absolutely mean to say——"'

‘“They are very exquisite, sir,”’ interrupted
~ Trott, “but, if I may venture to say so, some-
what lacking in colour.”

Archie leapt into the air like a grasshopper.
“Lacking in colour?”’ he yelled. ‘Good
gad! I thought you meant—"

“On some gentlemen, sir, they would be
quite suitable, but for your own particular
type I would suggest something brighter,”
said Trott, with an engaging lightness of
manner which dispelled all Archie’s worries.
““Something more gay, sir—more eloquent of

your own buoyancy of spirit.

Archie opened and closed his mouth like a
fish out of water. '

““What you mean is, these things aren’t
bright enough?’”” he asked, at last.

“ Exactly, sir—not nearly bright enough.”

‘T see what you mean!” said Archie, with
untold relief. ‘“What you mean, Trot§, in

11

so many words, is that I really require some-
thing brighter?”

‘‘ Precisely, sir.”’ |

Archie, now fully convinced that he had
heard aright, brought his hand down with
such a resounding slap on Trott’s shoulder
that the man nearly pitched head-first into
the fender. He hadn’t been expecting any
such mark of esteem.

“Trotty, old ray of sunshine, I'm glad!”’
said Archie beaming. *‘‘Kindly remove the
old hoof from the fire-irons. And when I
say I’'m glad, I mean that I’m glad—dashed
glad. You’re not merely a valet, dash it,
but a friend in need. As for Phipps, I don't
care if the old scorpion fails even to say good-
bye. I never want to see him again.”

Trott rubbed his hands together with quiet
satisfaction; and then. recollecting himself,
dropped his arms staidly to his sides.

““Then I may take it, sir, that I am
manently engaged ?”’ he asked softly.

““As far as I'm concerned. old colour ex-
pert. you’re here for keeps,”” replied Archie.
““What about dashing off and preparing a cugp
of the good old brew? In the meantime,
%’Iast,er Archie will indulge in forty of the

est.”’

“T will have your tea prepared at once, sir,”’
said Trott.

“Speaking of colours, there’s something
weighing pretty heavily on the old bean,”
went on Krchie, frowning. “When T think
of it, the sunshine dies out of my life. Where, -
Trott, can you get socks and ties gayer and
brighter than these ? I must confess.I thought
they were slightly on the noisy side.”

““Leave it to me, sir,” replied Trott. *‘If
you really desire something special—something
that will create a sensation—I urge you to
let me go upon a purchasing expedition.”

¢““Good gad! That’s a somewhat brainy
idea,” said Archie, with a start. “In Ban-
nington, you mean? Bannington is the big
town two or three miles away.”

“T passed through it, sir,” nodded Trott.
““There are some excellent shops there. With
sufficient capital at my disposal, I have no
doubt that g could purchase various articles
of apparel which would astonish even you.”

“To-morrow, laddie, you shall go!”’ de-
clared Archie enthusiastically.

““There i3 no time like the
murmured the new valet. |

“‘Really? Well, I suppose not, now- you
come to mention it,”’ replied Archie. *‘‘But,
the fact 1s, I didn't want to bother you so
soon."”

“T shall be delighted, sir,”” said Trott,
absentmindedly ‘scratchin% one of his palms.

““Then you shall go, Trott,”’ said Archie,
producing his wallet and dishing out a fiver,
“You can go absolutely on the spot. I have
an idea, old scream, that you’ll make history.””

““Not with a fiver, sir,” replied Trott firmly.

¢““Oh, T see! You think you'll need moro?”

““Considerably more, sir—if I am to do jus-

tice to the colour schemes in my mind.”
““Oh, well, here’s another fiver—— What?
More still 2’ asked Archie dubiously. ¢ Well,

perhaps vou're right. Take the dashed lot!

per-

present, sir,”
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You might as well go the whole hog while
youw're at 1! 7

He had four fivers in his wallet, and he
greatly admired the smooth, eflicient way in
which Trott transferred these to his own
pocket. There was something very slick and
businesslike about this new valet. Trott’s face
was now wearing an cxpression of seraphic
delight.

“I will proceed to Bannington at once, sir,”
he murmured dreamily. ¢ With regard to the
question of tca, I fear tie
meal will have to be post-
poned until my return.”

Archie’s face lengthened.

“Oh, but look here. 1
can’t get along without
my tea!”’ ho protested.
“Phipps always rolled iIn
w it h the priceless
tray—"

““This other matter, sir,
brooks no delay,” said
Trott firmly.

“You think it’s
important than tea?”

“Much more, sir.””

“Well, perhaps you're
right,”” agreed Archie.
‘“ After all, there’s nothing
more important than clob-
ber, 13 there? I1f 1 can
only drop into a spasin of
the good old dreamless, 1

niore

shan’t miss the tea so
much. lLaddie, you can
now buzz off!”’
Trott lost no time 1n
buzzing.
RCIIE couldn’
A slcep.
There was too
much on his mind;
and besides, he badly

needed his cup of tea.
Vagucly, at the back of
his mind, he wondered if
he had done right in dis-
missing Phipps. Whatcever
Phipps’ shortcomings, he
never failed to materialise
with the tea-tray at pre-
cisely the same minute
every afternoon.

However, Phipps h a d
gone, and he was only a
memory. This new man
would have brought the tea if the other
matter had not been of greater importance.
So Archie scottled himself on the lounge
again, and just before he closed his eyes he
noticed tho clock.

“Why, ?;ood. gad, it’s still an hour from
tea-time,” he ejaculated in astonishment.

~ He compared his watch with the clock, and
it was the same. So much had happened
during the afternoon that he had lost count
of the time. Well, this wasn’t so bad. And
if only he could get to sleep
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He blinked, and sat up dazedly. Phipps
was standing in front of him with a tea-tray,
and a perfectly intoxicating odour of hot iea
walted across his face.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie.
vou, Phipps. or vour dashed ghost ?”

“T took the liberty, sir, of preparing—-—'

“But how did vou get m?’ asked Arclie
blankly. “J didn’t hear you?”

' rephed Phipps
“It sti]l wants an hour to

“Is 1t

“I came In as usual, sir,
imperturbably.

your usual taa-time, but as I was preparing
a cup for myself, and as you have had a some-
what disturbed afternoon, I thought a re-

fresher would do you good. And I shall be
gone, sir, at your usual hour.”

Archic looked upon him with a kindly eye.

“It is in my heart, Phipps, old lad. to for-
give you,’”’ he said benevolently. “It is no
exaggeration to say that you have absolutely
saved my life. QOdds odours and perfumes!
Kindly shove us a cup of the good old re-

viver!”’
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Phipps kindly shoved it.

“There 15 a little matter of wages, sir,” he
said gentiy.

““Oh, rather!” agreed Archie, hetween sips.
“T’ll fish out the old wallet, and Good
gad! I’ve used all the pieces of eight, Phipps!
KExcept for a few odd bobs and half-crowns
I'in stony!”

“It really doesn’t matter, sir,”’ said Phipps.
‘““No doubt you will be good enough to send
a cheque along. For the present I shall be

Archie entered his study and was horrified to find it full of noisy
Third-Formers, seated round the table and enjoying a sumptuous
tea—at his expense !

staying at the Grapes Hotel in Bannington.
The head waiter is a personal friend of mine,
and I have already been in communication
with him by ’phone.”

““I mean to say!”’ exclaimed Archie. ‘“‘So
you’ve made plans already, what?”’

“Having been dismissed, sir, there was
nothing else for me to do.”

“Oh, well, of course, that’s right enough,”
admitted Archie, toying with the idea of
keeping two valets, and dismissing it as im-
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practicable.  “Many thanks for the tea,
Phipps, but I'm still frightfully annoyed with
yvou. Even this joyous cup doesn’t absolutely
wipe out the stain. It came frightfully near
to it at first sip, but the old heart hardened
again. My new valet 1s positively installed,
and that, as it were, is that.”’

Phipps bowed.

‘“l trust he will serve you, sir, as well as
I have attempted to serve you,”” he replied.
““My only regret is that I should have been
compelled to leave
in these unfortunate
circumstances.”

“Dash it, Phipps,
vouw're making ine
feel most awfully
rotten!” said Archie
c omp]l a1l n-
ingly. “Can’t we
dispense with these
sentimental scencs?
I mean, in another
minute I'll be en-
caging you agailn,
And that’s abso-
lutely imposze!” he
added firmly. “By
the way, have you
met Trott?’”’

““Not yet, sir—but
I hope to when he
returns.”’

“Who told you
he’d gone  any-
where?”” asked
Archie. “What the
dickens are you,
Phipps—a magician?
You seem to know
everything!”

“It was Tubbs
who informed me of
Trott’s departure,
sir,”” replied Phipps,
as calm as ever. “I
undeystand that
Trott has gone shop-
ping.”

“I’'m not alto-
gether sure that
Trott is going to be
satisfactory, after
all,”’ he said, shak-
ing his head. “I
dign’t tell the
blighter to gas about
his comings and go-
ings — especially to
a page-boy! This is rather frightful, Phipps!”

‘““Yes, sir,” said Phipps, as grave as a
judge. “I don’t think I shall be gone when
Trott returns, and then I shall make it my
task to show him round, and briefly explain
his duties.”’

“Stout fellow!
mind !”’

“ And as I shall not have the opportunity
of sceing you again, sir, I will say good-
bye,”” went on Phipps, as he moved towards

That’s taken a load off iny
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the door. ®The Grapes Hotel will always
find me, sir.”

‘“Right-ho!”’ said Archie uncomfortably.
- ¢“So you're staggering out, what? Cheerio,
"~ Phipps! I mean to say, toodle-oo, and all
that sort of thingl” |

Phipps vanished, and Archie felt a distinct
sensation of emptiness, It was as if some-
thing had passed out of his life. Of course,
there was Trott—and Trott would take.Phipps’
place. But would he? Somehow, Archie felt
i)}}at vague gsense of uneasiness growing upon
im.

CHAPTER 5.
Putting the Wind up Archiel

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH, the
E burly leader of Study D in tho Ancient
House Remove, tumbled out of his
Morris Minor at the bottom of the
Ancient House steps. Church and McClure
and Sir Montie Tregellis-West poured out
through the other doorway.

‘““Home in jolly good time to-day!” said
Handforth cheerfully. '

‘““Well, it’s not far from the River House,”
replied Church. “I’m glad we gave Hal
Brewster and his gang a good licking.
Three goals to one, eh? Not so bad, you
know,”

Nipper, the Remove skipper, drew up on his
motor-cycle, with Tommy Watson on the pil-
lion. Just in the rear came Travers on his
motor-bike, with Jimmy Potts as passenger.
A number of other juniors were labouring
along, a good way off, on their push-bikes.

“Heard the latest, young gents?’’ asked
Tubbs eagerly, from the Ancient House door-
way.

““I thought there was something in the
wind,”’ said Handforth, as he gazed severely
at the page-boy. ‘‘You're looking hot and
excited, Tubby. You mustn’t spread idle
gOssi " _

‘“But it ain’t, sir!” interrupted Tubbs. *“I{’s
true. Mr, Phipps 18 going!” |

“Going? Going where?”’

‘““He’s got the sack, sirl” breathed Tubbs
melodramatically.

‘“Ha, ha, hal?

All the Removites roared—for the idea of
Phipps getting the sack was ludicrous. With-
out Phipps, Archie would be like a wheel
without a hub.

‘“It ain’t nothin’ to laugh at, young gents,’’
said Tubbs indignantly. ‘‘Mr. Phipps told me
himself, He’s got the sack! Master Archie’s
hired a new valet, too.” .

The juniors began to take notice.

*“ Archie must have been working pretty fast
this afternoon,” said Nipper. ‘‘You say he’s
sacked Phipps and hired a new valet? It
wants a bit of believing, Tubbs.”

‘“‘I1f you don’t believe me, sir, you can go
and ask Master Archiel” replied Tubbs, with
a sniff, and he walked indoors with his nose
in the air.

“I don’t believe a word of it]” said Hand-
forth. :

‘me,
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“I dare say Tubbs has got hold of the
wrong end of the stick,” replied Nipper
lightly. ‘‘Hallo, here’s K. K. on his motor-
bike—and I’'m dashed if the silly ass hasu’t
got Deeks and Goffin on the pillion, He'd
better not let old Wilkey see him riding thres
up, or he’ll get into trouble.”

“(Oh, blow these Red-Hots!” said Hand-
forth. ““I’m going into Archie’s study to ask
him what the dickens he means by giving
Phipps the push.”

““I thought you said you didn’t believe it ?"’
asked McClure.

“Eh? Well, we might as well make sure,”’
replied Handforth gruffly, ‘“There’s no
telling what dotty things Archie will do when
he’s left alone.”

He was not the only one who went to
Study E. Practically the whole crowd accom-
panied him, and Archie was found sprawling
on the lounge, wide awake, and looking un-
settled.

‘““What’s this we hear about your sacking
Phipps ?”’ asked Handforth bluntly.

“ Absolutely I”’ -

‘“What!’’ went up a roar.

‘“Odds blasts and bellows!” protested
Archie. ‘‘Is there any real need to indulge
in all this dashed broadcasting?’’

“But it’s not true!l’’ said Travers. ‘‘You
haven’t definitely fired Phipps, have you—ifor
good 17”

“We had a frightful row,” explained
Archie. ‘‘He ob{'ected to these socks and ties,
and one thing led to another, and in the
end I gave him the gate. Absolutely brought
the old foot into action and gave him the
boot.”’

Nipper picked up some of the neckties.

““You sacked him because he objected to
these ?”’ he asked. ‘‘Hang it, Archie, you’ve
done the man an injustice! And what are you
going to do without a valet, I'd like to
know ™.

‘“It's time he was without a valet,”” said
Handforth curtly. ‘“Not that he can spoof
Archie has sacked Phipps before, but
Phipps has always been back on the job the
next day.’’

“Not this time, old bean—I've got a new
valet,” explained Archie triumphantly. ‘“A

riceless sort of cove I ran up against in the
ane.” -

‘““What!’

The juniors listened with ever-increasing
astonishment as Archie gave them the full
details. They were more than astonished—
t-he‘y were startled.

“You’re mad!” said Handforth, at last.
‘““This fellow’s only a tramp—a useless won’t-
work! And for all you know, he may be
a thief, too!”

‘“ Abseolute rot!”’ said Archie. “Didn’t I
tell you that ho used to be Lord Willing-
stone’s valet? I tested him. He described
the place like a native.” .

““The man’s a tramp, and he could easily
have seen Willingstone Manor,’’ said J’arking-
ton. ‘“‘He didn’t describe the inside, did he?
And who was it first mentioned Lord YVil-
lingstone, and Willingstone Manor”

|
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““Good gad! He did! And—and—— Odds
catastrophies and disasters!”  muttered
Archie, aghast.

‘““What’s the matter, old man?” asked
Nipper gently.

“Eh? Oh, you mean what’s the matter
with me 7’ asked Archie, with a start. “ Well,
you see, I’m not altogether sure—now—that
the blighting merchant will turn up again!
I eent him to Bannington on a shopping ex-
pedition.”’

‘““Wha-a-at ?”

‘““ And—and it was his idea, too!”’ added
Archie feebly.

““Did you give him any money to sperd?”

‘““ A mere trifle, laddie—only a mere trifle.”

“How much ?”’ insisted Nipper.

““Only—only twenty of the best.”

“You don’t mean twenty quid?’’ yelled
Hand{orth.

“Well, you see—"’

““This chap needs a nurse!” broke .n
Nipper. ‘‘Archie, you don’t expect to see
this man or the twenty pounds again, do
you ?”

““That was the idea at the back of myv
mind,” admitted Archie bleakly. ‘But now
you come to mention all these things, I'm
wondering——"’

“Then you’d better stop wondering richt
away, dear old fellow,” said Travers sadly.
“Trott 1is trottin?r—and he’s probably con-
gratulating himself upon having made his
best haul of the year. You haven’t been
upstairs yet, I suppose? The fellow may have
riled some of your valuables into the bar-
gain!”

““Odds suspicions and insinuations!”

Archie Glenthorne felt suddenly weak. He
could not help recalling the significant facts.
It was Trott who had suggested the shopping
visit; it was Trott who had suggested that
Archie should give him all the money he
had. Then Archie remembered the luncheon
at the George Tavern. Why, the blighter had
even soaked him for a bottle of champagne!
Archie was startled at his own stupidity. He
ought to have known that the man was no-
thing but a scoundrel.

“Good gad!”’ moaned the elegant Removite
dismally.

“Well, yow’ve made your own bed, so you’ll
have to lie on it,”’ said Handforth, shrugging
his shoulders. “This swindler won’t come
back, and you’ve lost Phipps, too.”

Archie sprang up wildly.

“I,;oet Phipps!” he babbled. ‘“But—but

“He’s gone by now, I expect,” interrupted
Travers. ‘‘When you give a man the sack,
Archie, you csn’t expect him to hang about.”

Archie was staring vacantly in front of him.
Something else had come to his mind—and
this time a most significant, sinister thought.
He remembered how Trott had started up in
the Commercial Room at the George, and how
he had panted out that he would go quietly.
Why, the blighter had been expecting the
police even then! |

“This is too frightfully frightful for any-
thing,” complainecf Archie, In a thin, weak
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voice. ‘I can’t help thinking, laddies, that
I’ve been severely soaked. And yet the
chappie was so dashed honest-looking. Well
spoken, and all that sort of thing. It’s dashed
difficult to realise——"

“They’re alwavs honest-looking and well-
spoken, Archie,” interrupted Nipper. *It's
part of their stock-in-trade. But you’re only
wasting time here, you know. You’d better
report straight to old Wilkey, and then search
your things.”

Archie looked about him helplessly.

“I nced Phipps,”” he groaned. *“Kindly
send out the S.0.S., laddies! Good gad!
Phipps isn’t far away—only at the Grapes
Hotel, in Bannington. Will somebody dash
to the telephone and ring him up?”

Nipper winked to the others.

“What’s the matter with doing your own
dashing ?”’ he asked. “‘It’s about time,
Archie, that you learned to shift for yourself.
In any ease, you got youmself into this
muddle, and it’s up to you to get yourself
out. Come on, you chaps!”

The Removites streamed out of the study.
t was certainly up to Archie to get himself
out of this mess.

“T say, there’s something clse, you know,”
said Handforth, vwith a worried look. ¢ This
rotter may have been going through our
valuables, too! Hadn't we better buzz round
and look over our things?”

“T left my gold watch upstairs!”’ said K. K.
frantically.

There was a general move, and at the same
time Archie reeled out of his study. He
wasn't in the mood for sitting still now. With
his mind thoroughly unscttled, he wanted to
be up and doing.

He sprinted towards the lobby, cn route
for the nearest telephone. Phipps! As usual,
Arclhie thought of Phipps in his moment of
trial.

Then suddenly he halted. All the other
juniors were standing in the lobby, staring
into the Triangle. Archie himself stared and
then gasped. A quictly-dressed, dignified
figure was approaching the Ancient House,
having just emerged from a taxi-cab. Behind
him came the taxi-driver, the upper half of
him practically obscured by a great pile cf
parcels. |

CHAPTER 6.
Trott Proves His Worth!

RCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK
GLENTHORNE went hot all over.
The man was Trott, his new valet!
A violent surge of indignation throbbed
through Archie’s veins. He had been right
all along—and these suspicious juniors had
been wrong! Trott had returned; and obvi-
ously he had carried out his mission success-
fully. It was certainly a shock—for the
juniors as well as for Archie. The very fact
that Trott had returned proved that he was
true blue.
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““Well, you dashed bounders ?’’ asked Archie
gcornfully. “What about it? Here’s the
good old lad with the doings!” .

““Sorry, Archiel” said Nipper with genuine
regret. ‘“We scem to have misjudged this
Trott fellow, and I don’t mind admitting it!”’

“By George, yes!” agreed Handforth
heartily, clearly impressed by the digmified
appearance of the new valet. ‘“He’s spent
that twenty quid of yours, by the look of
things, Archiel”

““And spent it well, or I'm a chunk of
Dutch cheese,” said Archie stoutly. ¢ Laddies,
allow me to introduce you to Trotty, my new

valet. Trotty, old scream, these are the
chaps. Not much to look at, but a cheery set
of lads!”

Trott, having reached the Ancient House
steps, bowed gravely.

“I am gratified, Mr. Archibald, to meet
your friends,” he said, giving the juniors a
ewift, comprchensive look. “Perhaps they
will be friendly enough to take these parcels
and carry them up to your bed-room?” !

‘““A  brainy idea,” a~p§)roved Archie.
“Friends—I mean, laddies—dash up and col-
lect the said parcels.”

The juniors, grinning, unloaded the stag-
gering taxi-driver. It wasn’t their usual cus-
tom {o act as porters, but they were rather
interested in Archie’s new valet, and he had
made his suggestion so amiably, too, that they
could hardly feel offended.

Within five minutes all the parcels were
dumped upon Archie’s bed, and Archie him-

. *Dash it, ol
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self was beaming with gratification and
triumph. All his doubts hag gone. He had
even ceased to think of Phipps. This new
man was tho ‘‘goods.”

““Well, I must say the fellow has bought
a lot for twenty quid!” remarked Handforth,
as he surveyed the parcels. ‘“Twenty quid
doesn’t go far where clothes are concerned,
anyhow.”

Trott coughed.

“T’m afraid, Mr. Archibald, that the capital
you entrusted me with was inadequate,” ho
said gently. ‘“I discovered, after a very short
while, that I was left without further funds.
However, the big stores in Bannington were
well aequainted with your name, and the mere
mention of the fact that I am your valet was

sufficient.”

“T—I don’t synchronise, laddie,” said
Archie, staring. “I’m afraid the good old
needle has run off the track.”

“In brief, sir, I was obliged to pledge your
credit,”’ explained Trott.

“To pledge my what?” gasped Archie.
horse, T don’t believe in pledg-
ing things! Pawmshops are all very well—"

“T am afraid, sir, that we are still out of
synchronisation,” interrupted Trott.

“Then start the dashed record all over
again!"
~ “What he means, Archie, is that
twenty quid went like a flash of lightning,
gaid Nipper. ‘‘He’s bought all the other
things on tick. The bills will probably roll in

at the end of the month.”
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature ! If you
know a good rib tickler send it along now—and win

a prize !

or a penknife.

FATHER'’S RETORT.

The scapegrace son had been banished from
home by his father, and he emigrated to Australia,
where he obtained a job in a bank. A few weeks
elapsed, and the father received a cable saying,
‘¢ Made manager of bank. Feather in my cap.”’
A month later another cable was reeeived, which
read, ‘¢ Made managing director of bank.
Another feather in my cap.’”” A short while
afterwards came a third message, ‘“ Am a fallure.
Send money for passage home.*’

The unforgiving father sent tha following
reply, ‘¢ Keep feathers in cap and fly home.”’

(C. Howe, 159, Beaconsfield Road, Nor-
wich, has becn awarded a handsonie watch.)

A handsome watch will be awarded each a
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address your jokes to ‘¢ Smilers,”’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

TEE HEE !

Difficult Customer: ‘I can't remems
ber the name of the car I want, I
think it starts witha ‘T’ ”

Exasperated Salesman: ° Madam,
all our cars start with petrol.”

(W. White, 223, Westficld Road, Soutl-
sea, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

THE REASON WHY.

The village court was in the throes of
great sensation. The prisoner had
admitted himself guilty, yet the jury
returned the verdict ‘ Not guilty.”
Dumbfounded, the judge asked theo
foreman of the jury for an explanation.

‘‘ Because the prisoner is the biggest
fibber in the;village, and we never believe & sin-
gle thing he says,’’ replied the foreman.

(/. Aston, 49, High Street, Clapham, S.1V. 4, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A HOT ’UN.

She was not conversant with the use of the
thermometer, but she had taken her husband’s
temperature. Then, in alarm, she rang up the
doctor.

*“ Doctor,” she exclaimed agitatedly, ‘ come
at once. My husband’s temperaturo is 150
de .

‘ Madame,” replied the doctor, “I can deo
nothing. Ring for the fire brigade.”

(L. Hart, 85, Sanquahar Sircet, Splott (ardiff,
has been awarded a pocket wallet,)
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Archie recorded perfectly: .

“ A ripe scheme, of course,” he admitted.
“Getting things on tick is the only alterna-
tive after a chappie’s cash has run out. But
I trust, Trott, that you haven’t involved the
young master in heavy financial liability 7’

“Nothing much, sir,” replied Trott.
“Seventy-five or eighty pounds will cover
evervthing—over and %eyond the original
twenty!”’

Archie reeled.

“But—but that means a hundred quid!”’ he
gasped, his arithmetic being unusually keen
this afternoon. “‘I say, Trott! Dash it all,
I say! I don’t remember giving you the
authority——"

‘It was your desire, sir, to drees in a man-
ner bhecoming your unique personality,” said
the new valet calmly. “It is my desire to
start right, Master Archibald. I would point
out. in justification of myself. that all these
goonds arc here on approval. There is no obli-
gation for you actually to buy.”

Archie breathed again.

“Why didn’t vou say so at first, yvou dashed
chump ?”’ he asked. ‘Of course, that’s dif-
ferent! Phipps was always getting things on
appro. At least, I weed to send for them, and
Phipps used to send them back.”

“I do not think, sir, that I shall be com-
pelled to emulate Phipps,”’ said Trott cheer-
fully. “When you set your eyes upon these
goods your one desire will be to keep them.”
He glanced disapprovingly at the crowd.
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““Might I suggest, young gentlemen, that you
seek diversion elsewhere ?”’

‘“ Are you giving us the boot?’ asked
Handforth blankiy.

‘““Not giving it, young gentlemen—mereiy
suggesting it.”’

“Woell, I'm jiggered!”

“The old magician is right,”” said Arch.e
stoutly. ‘‘Much as I appreciate all this in-
terest, laddies, I can’t help remarking that
you're littering the entire landscape. And
when there’s a matter of examining new
suits and shirts and sundries, solitude 1s essen-
tial. In other words, buzz off I”’

HE juniors, chuckling hugely, took their
departure. Trott, after all, was the
real thing, and there was no need to
make a frantic search for missing

valuables. By the looks of things, however,
the fellows had an idea that Trott would
keep Archie well on the go. He was deferen-
tial, he was polite, and he seemed to be
everything that a good valet should be, but
if it was his habit to incur Archie in heavy
debt every time he went on a shopping ex-
pedition, ﬁfe was liable to become strenuous.

“I’'m not altogether sure that you’ve done
the right thing, old owl,” said Archie, as he
surveyed the assortment of brown-paper
parcels and cardboard boxes. ‘‘I mean to
say, there’s such a thing as going a bit too
far, what?”

Trott beamed.
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COMPLETELY GREY.

Worried Father: “Every time you are
naughty, my son, I get another grey hair.”

Son: ‘ Well, you must have been naughty
yourself, dad. Look at grandpa !”

(V. Stephenson, 42, Cedars Road, Stratford,
E.15, has been awarded a penknife.)

A SLIGHT MISTAKE.

Boarder: ‘ My shaving water wasn’t very
hot this morning.”

Landlady : ‘‘ Shaving water ! That was your
early morning tea ! ”

(A. Hall, 11, Bluecoat Road, Nottingham, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

HE'D LEARNT HIS LESSON.

“I'd be ashamed of myself,” said the lady
of the house; ‘‘a big, strong man like you
asking for money.”

“So I am,” answered the man ; ‘ but I got
twelve months for taking it without asking.”

(N. Crew, 52, Bloomfield Road,
Blackwood, Mon., has been awarded
a penknife.)

BOTH NEEDED.

Wife: ‘“John! There’s a burg-
lar downstairs stealing the silver,
and another in the pantry eating
my pies.”

Husband (sleepy. but with
great presence of mind as he
opens the window): ‘‘Police!
Doctor!™

(W. Ricketts, Stable Cottage, Longworth, Lug-
wardine, near Hereford, has been awarded a
pocket wallet.)

'NUFF SAID.

Golfer : * Where’s the caddie I went round
with yesterday, boy ? ”’

Other Caddie: * Gone fishin’ wiv the worms
you dug up, sir.”

(A. Long, 12, May Road, Elm Grove, Brighlon,
has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

FORCE OF HABIT.

Lieutenant : ‘‘ That new recruit seems very
awkward. What was he before he joined up ? ™
Sergeant : ‘° A clerk, I think, sir.”
Lieutenant : *° What makes you think that ? "
Sergeant : ““ Well, sir, every time I say,
;IStand at ease !’ ho tries to put his rifie behind
is ear,”

(G. Singleton, 40, Brixham Gardens, Ilford,
Fssex, has been awarded a pen-
knife.)

NATURAL HISTORY.

“Can you imagine,” said the
teachor of the natural history les-
son, ‘‘anything worse than a
giraffo with a sore throat ? ”’

“Yeos, sir,”” & boy answercd
quickly. “A centipede with corns.”

(J. Boon, Veneva, 32, the Nall,
Bankstown, Sydney, Australia, has
been awarded a penknife.)
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‘““Quite, sir,”” he agreed. ‘“‘But it 1s
definitely arranged that all the articles which
do not win your esteem shall be returned.
Knowing your fondness for colour, I have
made a very careful, thoughtful seclection,”

“Trot them out, Trott,”” said Anrchie
eagerly.

‘“ Here wo have one of the latest suits,” said
Trott, deftly unfastening one of- the big
cardboard boxes. ‘‘You are, sir, a young
gentleman of normal proportions, and 1 ven-
ture to predict that the fitting will be exact.”

Archie was looking startled. In fact, he
jammed his monocle into his eye and sur-
veyed Trott with positive apprehension.

““Good gad!” he ejaculated. ‘‘You don’$
absolutely mean to stand there, Trotty, and
tell me that you’ve bought a ready-made suit
for the young master?”

““Three, to be exact, sir.,”’

“Three ready-made suits!’’ yelped Archie.

“Yes, sir,”

‘““Odds disasters and catastrophes!” bleated
Archie, shocked, ‘‘My dear, misguided old
scarecrow, it’s imposs. You don’t understand.
The young master can’t wear ready-made
guits. Perish the thought! It simply isn’t
done!”’

““Kindly examine this, sir,”” said Trot{ im-
perturbably. ‘“Nowadays ready-made suits
are every bit as well cut as the finest Savile
Row article. I can see, Mr. Archibald, that
your ideas need shaking up.,  You have
allowed yourself to vegectate. You are still
drifting amongst the old-fashioned ideas.”

“Good gad! You don’t absclutcly mean
that 7’ asked Archie, pained,

“TI do, sir!’’ insisted Trott.
at this!”

He withdrew from the box a smartly-cut
suit made up of excellent quality worsted,
with a silk alpaca lining, It was a soft,
dreamy purple in colour, with wkite stripes,

““I say!” ejaculated Archie, fascinated.

He forget his abhorrence of ready-made
clothing. This suit gripped him, so to speak.
It was just the sort of suit he had always
longed for. Phipps would have given it one
look and yelped with agony. Ever since he
had been in Archie’s service he had barred
all such bright colours.

“You like it, sir?’’ asked Trott gently.

‘““Why, you giddy old conjurer!’ ejaculated
Archie breathlessly. “I mean to eay, you’ve
absolutely produced the one suit I wanted.”

““Qo0 far, so good,”” murmured Trott, his
tone positively gleeful. ‘Now we must select
the shirt, the necktie, and the socks to go
with this creation. The ensemble must be
complete, sir.”’ o .

““Oh, rather!” said Archie, living in a
world of joy.

Before long he had a perfect orgy of it.
Colours—and more colours! Trott produced—
still with the air of a conjurer—a glorious
shirt of pure silk, with collar to match. It
was pea-green, with the dinkiest pink spots.
It was the kind of shirt that could be seen
a mile off.

Then came socks and ties; all of such bril-
liant colours and dazzling designs that it was

- e - s

“Now, look
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a wonder Archie didn't lose his sight. Bub
Archie looked at them rapturously. For years
Phipps had repressed him; had compelled him
to wear quiet, sombre colours. Now——

It was Archie’s moment of triumph!

6 REAT Scott!” gasped Handforth,
w Dblinking. ‘“What is it?”’
‘‘Looks ltke a rainbow that’s got
lost,” said Church, shading his eyes
with his hand. “Or perhaps it's an advert
for a new kind of dye!”

They were in the Triangle, and something
had just appeared on the Ancient House steps,
It drifted out through the doorway, hovered
on the top step, and then came sailing down.
Archie Glenthorne had ventured forth in all
his new gloryl |

“My only sainted aunt!’’ said K. K. Park-
ington faintly. ‘‘Did you ever see anything
so brilliant? Where did 1 put my smoked
glasses §**

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’s the Fifth of November next week,
but I’'m jiggered if we shall have anything
more dazzling than this!’’ said Nipper.
‘“Either Archie has gone dotty, or this new
valet of his is having a lark with him.”

Archie was fully conscious of his appear-
ance. In fact, a doubt or two began to crecp
into his mind. Glorious as that suit had
looked in the bed-room, it rather startled him
now that he had come out into the open. He
scemed to be walking in a halo of variegated
colour.

His purple suit seemed more vivid in the
full daylight, and the pea-green shirt and
collar seemed to stand out and hit pcople.
The effect was increased by the fact that his
tie was a riot of jazz colouring, with a pre-
dominating red tint. Added to all this
calaxy of colour came the socks. They were
bright, vivid orange, and they stood out like
beacons as he walked. As if this wasn’t
enough, Archie was wearing a fancy waist-
coat of a soft lemon hue and decorated with
blue squares. It was small wonder that the
juniors looked, rubbed their eyes, and looked
agzain,

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

““What’s the idea of this joke, Archie?”
asked Bob Christine of the Fourth, as he
came over, half-closing his eyes. ‘‘Are you
cotting ready for the Fifth?’’

“The old bean fails to gather the trend,”
said Archie. |

‘I mean, why have you dressed yourself
like a guy?”

“I was expecting an assortment of jealous
remarks, but I ignore them,’”’ said Archie
serenely. ‘‘Trotty, my new valet, is a lad
in a thousand. Within the space of one hour
he has brought joy into my life.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jt seems to me that your new valet is
having a game with you, Archie!” said
Nipper. ‘‘Kither that, or you’re having a
game with him.” -

“ Absolutely not!"’

““We know how you run wild if you're let
loose amongst colours.” continued Nipper,
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grinning. ‘1 suppose Trott gave you your
head, eh? He knows which side his bread is
buttered, and he didn’t want to offend you
on his first day.”

‘““Pray cease drivelling,”” said Archie coldly.
““It was Trott who selected these things, and
I donned them absolutely on his advice.”

““Then Trott must be colour-blind,” said
Handforth bluntly. ‘“Mauve is all right by
itself, and so is green, and orange and lemon
are pretty good, but when you mix them all
togother like this they’re apt to be a bit blind-
ing.”’

‘“Colour,”’ said Archie, “is the spice of life.
Where should we be withcut colour? And
why should human beings bo compelled to
walk abroad draped like so mang dashed
mummies? I'm setting a new fashion—and
I might as well tell you that this has always
-been one of my ambitions.”

““IHa, ha, hal!” .

““What would our magazine covers be with-
out colours?” went on Archie enthusiastically.
““What would a fair be like without gaily-
coloured flags and bunting? Good gadl
Colour is half tho joy of hfel”

‘“ Archie isn’t such a duffer, you know,”
said Parkington. ‘“He’s quite right, really.
But he’ll have to be a brave chap to carry this
thing through.”

“One moment,” said Archie firmly. ¢“What
do T detect in the ofling? Odds visions and
del]ights, I'm dashed if it isn’t Marjorie Ler-
self!’’

Marjorie Temple was his special girl chum,
and she had just come in with Vera Wilkes
and Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley. The
four girls halted suddenly, and it even seemed
that they reeled.

‘““Look !”’ breathed Marjorie, in a low voice.
““YLook at Archie!”

““I’'ve looked,’”” said Vera.
strained.”’ o

They came nearer, and Marjorie laughed
joyous{y. .

‘“Why, Archie, it’s just lovely!"” she cried.

“What-ho!” beamed Archie. “You like
the general effect, old girl?”

“T think 1t's too glorious for words
replied Marjorie enthusiastically.  “But
where is the carnival ?”’

“My eyes feel

'1!

CHAPTER 7.
Shocks for Archie!
q RCHIE GLENTHORNE'S face dropped

a point or two.
‘“ Carnival ?”’ he repeated, in dismay.
““ Aren’t you dressed for some special
occasion ?” asked the girl politely., “Isn’t
there a fancy-dress ball somewhere 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Oh, I say, cheese it!” protested Archie.
“PDash it, old vision, "there’s no need to chip
tho Pride of the Glenthornes! This is merely
my ncw suit, chosen for me by Trctt, my
new valet ”
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Marjorie gave a little gulp.
““Oh, Archie!” she ejaculated. ‘“You—you

don’t mean that you’re going to wear these
things as your ordinary, everyday attire 1

“Indoors,”” replied Archie, ‘“thero are
brighter colours still.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You mustn’t do it, Archie!” protested the

gir. “You'll—you’ll only make yourself
look silly. Why, it’s not fair to the people
who have to look at you! You'll get

laughed at wherever you go.”

Archie greatly valucl Marjorie’s opinion,
and 1n anything but clothing he would have
respected her words. He steeled himself,
and he gazed upon her with some consider-
able indignation.

‘“Well, dash 1t, I must say you’ve got a
frightful nerve, old girl!” he said. * Chip-
ping me about colours, and look what you're
wearing yourself!”

“Eh 7’ asked Marjorio, with a start.

Archie swept her from tip to toe with his
monocle,

‘I mean to say, what about 1t ?”’ he asked.
“A crimson hat with whacking great yellow
flowers! A priceless frock of flame hue with
a belt of assorted jazz colours. Silk stockings
of f)inkish fawn, and, dash it, green shoes!
Well, I mean, rather a case of the pot calling
the kettle black, what?”

Marjorie laughed.

“But I'm a girl,” she said gently.

¢ Absolutely ! agreed Archie. *“I wouldn’t
deny that for a moment, old dear. Of course
you're a girl, and a dashed priceless girl,
too. But merely because you're a girl, does

that count me out? Why should the girls
wear all the colours, and not the chappies?”

Marjorie laughed more than ever. Archie’s
description of her attire had been somewhat
exaggerated, but it was true that she pre-
sented a colourful appearance. Nobody
had noticed it, however, until Archie pointed
it out. One naturally expects girls to wear
things like that,

“Well ?” went on Archie triumphantly. “I
must obsecrve, old girl, that you don't seem
particularly brisk with your replies. What
about 1t ?”

“Perhaps you're right, Archie,” chuckled
Marjorie. “ There’s no real reason why the
stern male sex should not wear colours as
well as the frail female sex.”

“Frail, what?” retorted Archie. ‘“Now-
adays, Marjorie, old fairy, you girls are doing
all the things that men do. Dashed one-
sided, if you ask me! It's about time some
courageous chappie broke fresh ground. 1
might as well tell you that I am going to
set a new fashion from now on.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Archie took no notice of the yells of
laughter, but strolled off. His determination
was strengthened by this demonstration. He
hadn’t felt so bucked for terms!
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AVING strolled round the entire

H school, and having given everybody

a trcat, Archio remembered that it

was tea-time. In fact, 1t was past

tea-time. He only realised it when he found

that he was walking about the school prac-
tically alone,

The fellows had drifted indoors in groups
and now Archie was virtually showing him-
self to the thin air. A number of seniors
had curtly told him to go indoors and “take
off those fancy-dress togs,” and he had even
noticed a master or two in the offing eyeing
him with deep suspicion. He had instinc-
tively stcered clear of them.,

“It’s a dashed hard life,” sighed Archie,
as he wandered towards Study E. “A
chappie who becomes a pioneer is a bally
martyr. However, I'm dashed if I'm gcing
to give 1n.”

They were brave words, but there were
grave doubts at th> back of his mind. Hoe
was cven beginning to fcar that Trott had
been a trifle too daring, perhaps. It might
be more scnsible to do this thing by degrees.
A completely purple ensemble would be
better to start with, possibly. It was the
variety of colours w{:ich‘ made him look
so starthng.

He paused as he approached his study.
Was it fancy, or did he hear an extraordinary
din proceeding from that sanctum? Study
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¥, as a rule, was the quietest, dreamiest spot
in the whole Junior passage.
“Good gad!” muttered Archie, startled.
He strode forward, flung open the door,
and yelped. Study E was transformed.
Tables were dotted all over the place. They
were tastefully set, and about a dozen fags,
with Willy Handforth well to the fore, were
sitting round in every conceivable place.
Trott, his eyes shining with joy, was handing
round plates of bread-and-butter, sandwichcs
and cakes.
‘“ Hallo, Archie!” sang out Willy,
a bit late!” :
“Odds shocks!” gurgled Archie. ‘ What’s
all this? Trott, dash you, what’s the dashed
1dea 2"
Trott surveved his young master serenely.
“A few guests, sir,”” he explained.
“(uests!” yvelled Archie. “ But, look hcre,
I didn’t tell you to invite any guests, vou
frightful fright! I was expecting to trickle
along to a peaceful tea. and this is what I
find! Didn’t I tell you, Trott, to prepare—"’
“T am sorry, sir, if I have excecded my
instructions,” said Trott apologetically. ‘It
so happened that I met a number of young
gentlemen who informed me that they were
searcning for some kind soul who would
invite them to tea. Knowing, sir, that
you are a kind soul, I invited them here.”
Archie jammed his monocle into his eye.
“But where are they ?” he asked coldly.

“You're
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“Here, sir.”

‘“ Absolutely not!” retorted Archie. “You
just said you met & number of young gentle-
men, but I'm dashed if I can see them.”

“He means us, you ass!” said Willy,

“Good gad!” gasped Archie. *Trott,
you chunk of seaweed, you didn’t mistake
these humun sardines for young gentlemen,
did you?”

“Cheese 1t, Archie!” said Willy. “Your
new valet 1s a gem. Is it quite fair to jump
down his throat? We happened to meet him,
and as soon as we told him that we were
stony and starving, he took pity on us.”

‘“‘Starving ?”’ repeated Archie.

“Just a figure of speech,” said Willy, grin-
ning. ‘“Squat down and have some of these
sandwiches. Trotty 1s a caution, I've never
eatcn sandwiches like them before.”

Archie sat down limply.

‘““Well, carry on,” he said fecbly. “I'rotty,
old lad, kindly dish me out a bowl of the
best Indian and Ceylon.”

“If I have done wrong, sir, I am exces-
sively sorry,”” esaid Trott concernedly. ‘‘DBut,
in defence of myself, I must inform you that
these young gentlemen gave me the impres-
sion that they were 1n the habit of sharing
your tea-table nightly. I assumed that I was
merely carrying on where my predecessor
left oft.”

“In future, Trotty, you'll [indly avoid
these pests as you would avoid the plague,”
said Archie firmly. ¢ They’ve japed you, old
bird. Priceless young coves i1n themselves,
I'll admit, but hardly conducive t> that peace
and quiet to which the young master is
accustomed.” .

“In future, eir, I will remember,” said
Trott.

He poured out a cup of tea for Archie,
and then carried mcre sandwiches round.
Some were roast becf, some ham, and some
tongue, and the fags had never enjoyed such
luscious sandwiches in all their young lives.

“A feed like this, Archie, 18 a feed to teo
remembered,” said Chubby Heath enthu-
gisastically. ‘What'’s puzzling me is how
your giddy valet got all the stuff. And he
must have worked like a Trojan to make all
these sandwiches, too!”

As if in answer to Chubby’'s remark, a
tap sounded on the door, and Mrs. Poulter,
the matron, marched in, her face grim and
stern, :

“I thought as much!” she said, in an un-
compromising tone. “Master Glenthorne,
perhaps you’ll be good enough to explain the
meaning of all this?”

‘“‘Oh, I say, what’s the matter now 7’ asked
Archie, starting up.

“You ought to know what’s the matter,
young gentleman,” replied Mrs. Poulter.
& Thigs—this man is your new valet, isn’t he ?”

‘“ Absolutely !”

$*Then I'd like to know why you told him
to sneak into my larder and take a fresh
joint_of beef and a whole ham from my

meat-safe ?”’ said Mrs. DPoulter warmly.
“You know very well, Master Glenthorne,
that such things aren’t allowed.”

Archie’s jaw dropped.

“I didn't tell Trotty to do anything like
that I”’ he protested.

“Well, he did it,” said Mrs. Poulter.

“Did you, Trotty ?” asked Archie, turning
his monocle upon the valet.

Trott spread his hands.

“The young gentlemen were hungry, sir,”
he explained. “Therefore I went to the
larder and procured meat and brecad for
their consumption. If I have done
wrong—""

“Good gad, it’s next door to burglary!”
protested Archie. I mean to say, you can’t
do things Iliko that, Trott! It’s too blue
round the cdges! Kindly remember in
future that all such supplies must be pur-
chased from the School Shop.”

“1 shall romember, sir,”’ said Trott checr-
fully.

‘“In the meantime, what about my ham
and my joint of beef!” asked Mrs. Poulter,
with a dragon-like glare at Trott. ‘Things
like this I won’t have|”

“Well, you haven’t got them now, have
you ?”" asked Archie brightly.

“I shall want two-pounds-ten for all the
food that this man took, or my housckeeping
hooks will be all wrong,” said Mrs. Poulter.
“You'll either pay me, Master Glenthorne,
or I shall have to go to the Housemaster.”

“Right-ho !”” said Archie hastily. “Fright.
fully sorry I can’t whack out on the moment,
old dear, but I’'m slightly broke. However,
you shall have your money to-morrow. I'll
send Trott to Bannington to change a
cheque.”

“You’d better be careful what you do,
Master Glenthorne,” said the matron, with
a dark look at Trott. ‘I don't hold with
taking strange pcople in and trusting them
too much! Especially people who come and
stcal things out of my larder |”

‘“Oh, but look here—"

“I’ll give you until midday to-morrow, and
I’ll keep quiet wuntil then,” said Mrs.
Poulter. “I’m sure I don’t want to get vou
into any trouble, Master Glenthorne. DBut
I’vo got to order a new ham and a fresh
joint, and they’ll have to-be paid for.”

She flounced out and banged the door.

“And that’s that,” said Archie, sinking
back into his chair.

He felt wecak. Trott was a good scout, but
he was too much of a surprise-packet. One
never quite knew what he was going to do
next, Archio even began to pine for the
soothing, peaceful influence of Phipps.

“Weﬁ, thanks for the tea, Archie,” said
Willy Handforth, as he prepared to leave.
‘““And don't you ever get rid of your valct.
He’s a corker.”

“Good old Trott !” chorused the other fags.

““Two-pounds-ten,” said Archie mournfully.
““T mean, if that isn’t thick, what 1s? Two-
pounds-ten for having you young blighters
ruin my tea!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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The fags cleared out, and
Archie gazed round with a
shudder. His usually elegant
study was in utter disorder.
Crumbs were lying every-
where; the furniture was all
displaced ; scratches were show-
ing on the dazzling, polished
surfaces.

“I say, Trott, what about
it ?”’ asked Archie complain-
ingly. ‘‘Inviting those dashed
fags to tea is all very well,
but I’m all in favour of tho
peaceful life. Iook at this
poisonous mess!”™

‘“I’ll soon have the room
tidy, sir,”’ promised Trott.

He rang the bell, and, to
Archie’s astonishment, Tubbs
and two other youths of his
own age appeared with a
carpet-sweeper, trays and
dusters,

“I say!”’ bleated Archie.
‘“What’s—what’s all this?”’

‘“ A little idea of my qwn,
sir,”” explained Trott blandly.
“I'or the fixed sum of five
pounds a week, Tubbs has
agreed that he and his two
friends will kcep this study
in perfeet order. You can
always rely upon me, Master
Archibald, to see things are
done properly.”

Archie opened his mouth to
speak, but words failed him.

He sank back weakly into
his chair. Tubbs and his
henchmen started work iIn
ecarnest, kicking up the dust
and making a fearful din.
And this was going to cost
Archie a fiver a week! He
fled, panic-stricken.

CHAPTER 8.
The Wisdom of Phipps,

HIPPS carefully buttoned
P his overcoat, placed his
hat firmly on his head,

and gripped his bag.

He took a final look at him-
self in the mirror, and there
was a quiet, confident 11zht 1n his cyes.

. Phipps was on the point of lcaving; but
although he had packed his immediate needs
in his bag, he had left most of his property
untouched. He had not cven atlempted to
pack it. Something told Phipps that his dis-
missal would not be permanent.

So far he had not seen his rival, the man
who had ousted him. But he had heard
rumours. Tubbs, the page-bov, had told him
quite a lot: how Trott had brought back

‘“* Who’s paying fer the
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car ? ’ yelled Handforth as the imm

it in Master Archie’s name{ ™

from DBannington a weird and wonderful
assortment of things; how Trott had raided
Mrs, Poulter’s larder—and so forth, and so
on. There wasn’t much that Phipps had
missed.

Ile walked out of his bed-room as screne
and as imperturbable as ever. He quictly
descended the stairs, and quite by chance he
caught sight of Trott as the latter turned a
corner of the corridor. Phipps saw him over
the banisters. And a surprising thing hap-
pened. Phij.ps, the Sphinx, lost his com-
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aculate Trott prepared to enter the limousine. °‘* Oh, I ordered
Yeplied the valet coolly.
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posure. He not only jumped about a foot in
the air, but he nearly feFl down the rest of
the stairs. His lapse, however, was only
momentary. He pulled himself together with
a strong cfiort of will, and before five seconds
had passed he was as immobile as ever. He
descended the rest of the stairs with stately
mein.

“"Er—Trott I’ he said gently.

Trott, who was disappearing down the
passage, turned. He came forward and gave
Phipps a kindly, genial smile.

“I am afraid you have the
advantage,” he said politely,

“‘I am Phipps—Master Glen-
thorne’s dismissed valet,” ex-
plained Phipps. ‘I had in-
tended seeking you out earlier,
but—-=" |

‘“Really, Mr. Phipps, I am
overwhelmed with regret,”’
said Trott earnestly, “1I trust
you will not credit me with
any unscrupulous motives, I
may have usurped your posi-
tion, but I can assure you that
1t was entirely Master Archi-
bald’'s doing.”

“That’'s all right — Mr.
Trott,”” said Phipps in a
curious voice. ‘‘I don’t blame
you at all. Will you be about
during the next hour?”

““I shall not only be about,
but I shall be up and doing,”
replied Trott promptly. ‘I
have several little ideas in my
mind which I desire to put
into operation. My young
master’s comfort is my first
consideration.’’

Phipps nodded.

‘““Then I will see you later,”
he said bnriefly.

He turned on his heel, and
instead of going out of doors,
as he had intended, he went
back to his bed-room. He sat
down on his bed, removed his
hat and fanned himself.

“Well,”” said Phipps, “I'm
hanged !’

In the privacy of his own
bhed-room he was permitted to
remove his habitual Sphimnx-
like expression, He was look-
ing startled; even amazed.
For he had made a discovery
which struck him fairly amid-
ships, so to speak.

“ And this,”” he murmured.
‘“is Master Archie’s new man!
Well, of all the extraordinary
situations i’

He laughed softly to himself.
Then he rose, removed h:s
overcoat, and neatly folded it
up. He went down the cor-
ridor and found a telephone;
within three minutes he was
through to the Grapes Hotel,
and speaking to the head waiter.

“I’m not coming, Bert,” he said smoothly.

“What, has that young feller changed his
mind alrcady ?” asked the unseen Bert. *I
thought you said 1t might be a couple of
days—" ' '

“Somecthing else has happened,” inter-
rupted Phipps. “I can’t explain now, Bert,
but you’ll understand later on when I tell
you. Anyhow, I’m not coming.”

Hc rang oif, went back to his bed-rocm
and reviewed the situation.
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“Lord Willingstone !”’
dreamily.

For the discovery he had made was a stag-
gering one. Trott, tho new valet, was none
other than Lord Willingstone himself! No
wonder he had been able to describe Willing-
stone Manor so accurately to the unsuspecting
Archie !

“I shall have to go carefully, of course,”
murmured Phipps as he set his wits to work.
““He’s harmless enough, but his people ought
to be told. And the institution, too. I
mustn’t do anything too hurriedly. This is
a firstclass opportunity of bringing that
young ass to his senses |”

In the privacy of his own quarters, PhipEG
was apt to refer to Archie in un-valet-like
terms. Not that he felt any contempt for his
young master. To the contrary. Phipps
knew Archie better than anybody; he knew
Archie was, at heart, sterling gold. Thera
was really nothing that Phipps wouldn’t do
for his young master. But at times he had
to be very firm.

From the outset he had vaguely suspected
that there was something unusual in this
present situation. Now he knew it, Trott—
Lord Willingstone! Unfortunately, his lord-
eship was, in the terms of the Remove, ‘off
his rocker ”; he was, in fact, a harmless
lunatic who had escaped from a kome in
which he had been incarcerated by his despaiz-
ing relatives.

Phipps was particularly well supplied with
information regarding Lord Willingstone.
Occasionally he would take a day in London,
and there he would consort with gentry of his
own fraternity, and he would hear all the
gossip of the ﬁour. And it was common talk
in the sorvants’ halls of Mayfeir that young
}I;ord Willingstone was as mad as a March

are.

He was harmless, he was genial—but he
would insist that his name was Trott and
that he was a valet. He had once had a valet
named Trott, and that valet had been with
him when he had taken a hairpin bend on
the Alps too fast, and had crashed into a
ravine.

The unfortunate Trott kad been killed out-
right in the accident, Phipps remembered
and his lordship had been taken to hospitai
with a fractured skull and a broken leg.
Upon recovery he had been sound in limb and
body, but slightly deranged in mind. From
that very minute he believed that he was
Trott, and he had been the despair of his
relatives and. of various specialists. Finally
he had had to be ‘“put away.”

As Phipps knew, the unfortunate young
peer had not been placed in a lunatic asylum,
but in an exclusive private nursing home
somewhere In Surrei. n this eelect establish-
ment he had been happy—with others of his
kind. He had, in fact, amused himself by
acting as valet to his fellow ‘‘guests,”” and the
authorities had allowed him to do so, as it
was the only way to keep him quiet.

Phipps had heard all about it from the
Dowager Lad{ Willingstone’s butler. Even
now the old lady was still hoping that her

he

murmured

‘don’t ask me!
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son would one day recover. Except for this
one unfortunate kink he was quite normal—
a charming, likeable fellow.

It was certainly a peculiar situation, not
without its humorous side. No wonder
“Trott ” had been giving Archie so many sur-
prises! For his lordship, in his newly-found
freedom, was having the time of his life.

It was clear to Phipps that Lord Willing-
stone had somehow eluded his guards at the
home. He had taken to the road, and be
had wandered out of Surrey into Sussex—and
thus Archie had found him, footsore and
weary, and looking extraordinarily like a
genulne down-and-out.

‘““And out of all the people in this world,
Master Archie had to pick him up!’’ mur-
mured Phipps whimsically. ¢‘The situation is
delicate. If I were to explain to Master
Archie he would probably refuse to bel:eve
it.”’

This was true enough. Archie would cer-
tainly suspect that Phipps had his own axe
to grind. Phipps was a wise bird. He now
knew that his own position was secure. lle
only needed to sit tight and keep his eye
on things in general, and affairs would work
out to his own advantage.

“Yes,” he murmured contentedly, '‘there’s
no reason why I shouldn’t make a little bit
out of this. The young master needs a lesson,
and there isn’t the slightest fear of his lord-
ship doing any harm.”

He could understand why there had besen
no mention in the newspapers of Lord Wil-
lingstone’s escape. The family would be at
its wits’ end to keep it dark. Officially, Lord
Willingstone was ‘‘travelling abroad.”” It
would never do for the newspapers to give
any publicity to this unhappy story.

Phipps consulted a little notebook of his
own,

“If I telephone to Sid Stevens, he’ll give
me Lady Willingstone’s telephone number,”
he murmured. ‘‘Or perhaps I shall be able
to find a London directory downstairs. I can
telephone to the home, too. Oh, yes! There’s
no reason why I shouldn’t make quite a nice
little bit out of this!”

And Phipps, lying back on the pillow,
smiled a serene smile.

CHAPTER 9.
Trott Trots Out Another Surprise!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE had fled to the
Common-room upon the arrival of
Tubbs & Co.; and in one of the easy-
chairs he pondered over the situation,

‘“What'’s happening in your study, Archie?’?
asked Handforth bluntly.

“Eh? Oh, you mean my study?’’ asked
Archie, with a start. “My dear old tulip,
I’m still dazed.”

‘‘Somebody tells me that my minor had
tea with you—with a crowd of other fags,”
grinned Handforth. “And I hear that Trott
boned some grub from Mrs. Poulter’s larder.
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It scems to me_ that this new valet of yours
is going to lead you a pretty lively dance!’

“I’'m not keen on dancing!”’ said Arch.e
feebly.

‘““ And what’s this we hear about Tubbs?”
asked Harry Gresham, strolling up. *‘The
young fathead has been saying that you’re
going to pay him five quid a week for keep-
ing his study clean. He and some of his
village palsl”

“What rot !’
sald Handforth.

“I wish 1t was,”
moaned Archie.
“But it happens to
be true.”

“What!”
the others.

‘““It’s not my do-
ing,”  complained
Archie. ‘*This
blighter of a Trotty
fixed 1t up.” Ho

yelled

sat forward with
anxious eyes. “Do
you know, laddies,

that this cove has
involved me 1n un-
thinkable  c¢xpense
since he arrived?”

““So we imagined,”’
erinned Nipper.

““I mecan to say,
ovor eighty quid at
the outfitter’s, five
quid a week to
'ubbs, one dashed
fced, two pounds
ten—and I'm gct-
ting the wind up
about what he’ll do
noxt !’ wailed

rchie. ‘“Dash it,
I feel I am living
on the edge of a
volcano which might
erupt at any
minute 1

Handforth grinne

GUY FAWKES' DAY AT ST. FRANK'S!

Corking extra-long school yarn
next Wednesday.

The * Fifth*’ at St. Frank’s—and E. 0. Hand-
forth forbidden by his pater to buy fireworks.
But does that deter Handy? No, Sir!
makes some of his own—which is ten times
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“All dressed up like a lord, too!” said Hubs
bard, without realising the exactitude of hy
comparison. ‘“ And there’s the car outl in the
Triangle, waiting.”

“You’d better see into it, Archie,”’ eaid
Handforth, grinning.

Archie staggered out, and in the lobby he
beheld his new valet. Trott—otherwise Lord
Willingstone—was resplendent in spotless
evening dress. Hao
bcamed graciously
upon Archiec.

““I shall be back,
sir, by cleven,” he
promised cheerfully.

“Good gad!l’’
gasped Archie.
‘““Where did you
get those clothes,
Trott ?”

“I brought them
from  Bannington,
¢ir, with the other
things,”” explained
Trott. ‘*The outfit
only cost a mere
twenty pounds, and
I shall be pleased,
sir, if you will de-

duct it from my
first month’s
salary.”
“Wha-a-at?”’ gur-
gled Archie, reel-
1n “But look
here! 1 mean, 1
say! Dash 1t,

Trott, how much do
vou think I’'m go-
ing to give you a
month 7

“The matter has
never crossed my
mind, sir,” repled

the valet blisstully.
“I am quite con-
tent to leave it en-
tirely to you. What-

He
cver vyou decide

unsympathetically. worse. The trouble begins, and so does the  upon will he agree-

“TI thought you fun. Handy becomes a danger to the school]  able to me. I know,

caid this new valet E. S. Brooks has excelled himself in this  sir, that you will
stunning yarn, chums. It starts with a  be generous.”

of yours was a

corker 7"’ he asked. bang and roars its way through to a crash- “0dd ndl
“ 1 '};lhought ylou ing climax ! Don’t miss it and sext:;;;gme?
said he was miles But I'm not gomn
vesvar " han “HANDY'SFIREWORK FIASCO!” b, sonerim s
hipps ?” . twenty quid a
“Somehow,” said Order your copy to-day. month!” ejacu-
Archie, ‘I don’t . lated Archie.
think he is. Good gad! I wish I had ‘Good gad, old ow], I'm not @ milhonaire!”

Phipps back!” .

The door suddenly burst open and in dashed
Hubbard.

“I say, Archie!”” he yelled.
valet’s going!” _

‘““Good !” said Archie. ‘‘I mean, going?
What do you mean—going? I didn’t give the
blighter per-aission——""

“Your new

‘“Well, sir, it really doesn’t matter,” said
Trott, beaming. ‘‘The sum can be deducted
from my first year’s salary. I am entirely
indifferent as to that. And 1t doesn’t matter
to me whether you pay my wages in advance,
or at the end of my first five years’ service.
Well, good-night, sir. I shall not be lhome

late |’
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He bowed, ramimed his topper on the back
of his head, and strolled out to the glittering
limousine which stood waiting. IL.ord Will-
ingstone might imagine himself to be a valet,
but he believed in doing things in the style
to which he had been accustomed.

‘‘ All right, driver,”’ he said, with an im-
perious wave of his hand. ‘The Grapes
Hotel. And don’t drive too fast, because I
don’t like driving too fast.”

Archie leapt down the steps.

‘“Hi! One moment, laddie!” he panted.
‘““What about this car?”

““Only a hired car, Master Archibald,” said
Trott. ‘““We valets, I am afraid, are not rich
enough to own such vehicles.”

“But who’s paying for it?” asked Hand-
forth, from the top step.

Trott waved an airy hand.

““I must confess that that thought had not
occurred to me,” ho replied blandly. I
merely ordered the car, Master Archie, In
your name, and—"’ :

“In my name?’” howled Archie.

““The fee is moderate,’”’ beamed Trott. “A
small matter of three guineas. And the cham-
pagne supper which I have ordered at the
Grapes will be quite modest—certainly not
more than another three guineas. If you
wish, eir, you can also deduct these charges
from my first month’s salary.”

Heo stepped into the car, closed the door,
and the vehicle began to purr away.

CHAPTER 10.
“ The Mixture As Before "'l

RCHIE GLENTHORNE clutched at the
air for support; and failing to find it,
he staggered dizzily.

“8.0.8.1” he bleated. *‘‘Kindly send
for Phipps! This blighting blighter has got
me weak! I mean to say—"

‘“‘Hallol The car’s turning back
Gresham.

“It strikes me there’s something rummy
about this new valet of Yours," murmured
Niquzr. ‘‘He’s simply playing about with
you.

‘“‘Looks like a jape to me!” said Handforth
bluntly.

‘““‘Not by long chalks,” said Travers, shak-
ing his nead. “Even K. K. wouldn’t run
Arch.i? into all this expense for the sake of a
jape.

The car reached the Ancient House steps,
and Lord Willingstone stepped out.

“Forgotten something, Trotty?” asked
Handforth sarcastically. ‘“Did you go with-
out your two footmen?”

‘““ As a matter of fact, I have changed my
mind,’’ replied Trott. “Upon due considera-
tion I feel that it 18 my duty to remain with
my young master. Moreover, another
thought has occurred to me. I would much
vrefer to spend the evening with Mr. Wilkes.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal’’

¢ Mr. Wilkes is a charming man,” continued
Trott. ‘‘Perhaps you boys will direct me to

I”> said

-8€€3 mae.
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his private quarters? I have no doubt that
he will invite me to supper as soon as ho
Furthermore, I wish to consult him
upon the new dccorations in my young
master’s study. ”

““New decorations!” panted Archie, freshly
startled.

““I have commenced them, sir, but I ran
short of material,” explained Trott. ‘No

doubt Mr. Wilkes will assist me.”’

Archie gave one dismal wail and bolted for
his study. He remembered that quiet, digni-
fied sanctum. What had this human cyclone
done now? What atrocity had he perpe-
trated?

He burst open the door, and rocked on his
heels.

The lights were full on, and the fire was
well banked up. Everything was as usual
except for one drastic change. A Union Jack
was utilised as a tablecloth, and two other
Union Jacks were doing duty as curtains.
Round the iegs of the chairs and table bunt-
ing was wrapped—red, yellow, blue, and green
bunting. The legs of the table looked like so
mané barber’s poles.

“Great gad!” gurgled Archie, clutching at
the doorpoat. *‘Water! Kindly give me
several gallons of water!”

‘“My only sainted aunt!” yelled Gresham,
who had followed Archie into the room.
‘““What the dickene has that man been doing
to your study, Archie? Hi, you chaps! Come
and have a look at this!”

Crowds of fcllows were pouring down the

passage, and Trott, as amiable and as polite
as ever, was at their head. He looked into
the study with pride, and beamed upon
Archie.

“You like it, sir?’’ he asked gently.

“Like it!” howled Archie. “It’s too
frightful for words!”
spasm of pain crossed Trott’s face.
“But wait until I've finished, sir,” he

urged. ‘This is only the beginning.”

‘““Help!” breathed Archie.

‘“Knowing your fondness for colour, sir, I
utilised these flags and bunting which I found
in an old cupboard,” explained Trott. “To-
morrow, I shall visit Bannington and pur-
chase some really striking colour effects.”

Archie pulled himself together.

“You’ll do absolutely nothing of the sort!”
he said, the fighting b{ood of the Glenthornes
coming to his assistance. ‘‘Trott, you earth-
quake, I hate to say it, but you’re sacked!
Absolutely fired!”’

“Just as you say, sir,” said Trott happily.
. ::You don’t seem very dashed upset about
it.

“I understand, sir, that it is your habit to
sack your valets avernight and re-engage them
in the morning,” explained Trott calmly.
¢“With your permission, sir, I will now seck
out Mr. Wilkes.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter went up from the crowd.
Nobody could understand exactly what Trott’s
game was, but it ceemed clear to the majority
of the juniors that he was pulling Archie’s
leg. e was so rational, so polite and
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amiable, that mnobody even
giressed that he was an escaped
lunatie.  ©

“We'll show you the way to
old Wilkey’s quarters,” said
Travers gencrously. “‘Follow
us, Trotty, and you can’t go
wrong.”’

“A  very kindly action,
yeung gentlemen,” said Trott
gratefully.

Unsuspiciously, he followed
Travers and one or two others
to the lobby. Just as unsus-
piciously he followed them up-
stairs.

“Mr. Wilkes, you see, lives
along here, "’explained Travers
glibly, as he proceeded along
the upper passage. “If you
follow us——"
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A discreet cough sounded,

‘““Really, Master Travers,
fou shouldn’t do this,” said
hipps, apparently materialis-
ing out of nowhere. ‘“You
know perfectly well-—"’

“Hallo! 1 thought youw'd
gone!” said Travers, startled.

““Not yet, sir,” replied
Phipps. “Trott, perhaps you
had better come along to my
own room.”

“I am sorry, but I have a
supper engagement with Mr.
Wilkes,” replied Lord Willing-
stone, with dignity. *““He has
not actually invited me, but as
econ as he sees me he will re-
pair the omission.”

Phipps was alarmed. He
didn’t want Trott to go blun-
dering into the Housemaster’s
private quarters. It wouldn’t
be long now before various
people arrived — particularly
the car from the Home, with
sundry attendants. Lady Wil-
lingstone was coming down,
too, to say nothing of other
relatives.

Phipps had been very dis-
creet, as usual. He had done
everything quietly and effi-
ciently. But if he was to earn Lady Willing-
stone’s real approval he must not allow it to
leak out to any of these boys that *Trotit”
was really the unfortunate Lord Willingstone.

“I think you had better come with me,
Trott,”” he said firmly.

He took a tight hold on Trott’s arm. It
was the first mistake Phipps had made—but
he could not possibly have recalised the con-
isequences. That grip was a reminder for the
unatic.

Heoe had felt it so often!

“No!” he shouted abruptly. ‘‘You're not
going to lock me upl” . .

He must have sensed what Ph?ﬁ? intended.
With a violent jerk he swept

xé)ps’ hand
astde, and made a _Ieap for the window.
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Archie’s new valet leapt out of the window and fell to

the ground many feet below.

“Look out!” yelled Travers, in alarm.

‘““We're not on the ground floor!”

But Lord Willingstone did not even hear;
and in the excitement of the moment he had
forgotten that he had come upstairs. He flung
the casement windows wide, and stepped out
--just as Phipps made a wild grab for him.

‘."Not this time!” sang out his lordship
gaily.

Then he uttered a cry of alarm. Instead
of leaping to solid ground, he felt himself
hurtling through space. Phipps’ clutch had
been a second too late.

Crash!

It was an ugly sound, and after it came an
absolute silence. But only for a moment.



“He’s hurt himself!” shouted Travers des-
perately. “By Samson! I didn’t mean to
do anything like this! I was only going to
lead the chap into the Third Form dormitory
and kid him——"

““Never mind that!”’ interrupted Handforth.
‘Let’s go and pick him up. Somebody fetch
the doctor, too!”

Phipps, as nimble as a monkey, was slither-
ing down the ivy. He reached the ground,
ran across to the still figure, and bent over it.
Lord Willingstone’s. face was dcadly white,
and trickling down his forehead there was an
ugly red strcam.

“Is it bad?” asked Nipper, joining Phipps.

“Don’t know yet, sir,” replied Phipps.
“IIe’s knocked his head, anyhow—and that's
not comforting. Looks like a fractured skull
to me.”’

‘““Poor chap!”’ said Nipper. ‘‘Here, you
fellows!” he added, as a number of junjors
camoe running up. “Lend a hand. We'll
carry him to the sanny. Go easy with him!”

The uncouscious man was lifted and carried
gently out of the West Square into the
Triangle. At the same moment a large motor
vehicle glided through the gateway, its head-
lights gicaining. It was a private ambulance,
but more like a large enclosed limousine.
Two men jumped out, seeing at once that
something was wrong.

“Good heavens!”’ ejaculated one, as he ran
up. ‘‘It’s is lordship!”

Dr. Somers, the principal of the Homne, was
frantic withr anxiety. He was one of the men
who had just come up.

““What has happened ?”’ he asked hoarsely.

““I regret that this accident should have
taken place, sir,”’ said Phipps. ‘“As 1 told
you, 1 have been keeping my eye on the
patient, but he suddenly took alarm and leapt
through a window.”

. “lThe patient!” breathed Travers wonder-
ingly.

“ Bis lordship seems to be in a bad way,

doctor,” seaid the other man. ‘‘There is a
nasty cut on his scalp. He will have to beo
attended to here. This is a bad business.”
"~ “It never ought to have happened!” said
Dr, Somers angrily. ‘‘You are Phipps, I
suppose ?’’ he went on, looking at Archie’s
valet. ‘‘I shall hold you responsible, Phipps,
for. this!”

“It wasn’t his fault, sir!” broke in Nipper.
“Some of the fcllows were larking about,
and they never drcamed that Trott was
wrong in the head. But I can sec 1t now.”

“Wrong in the head!”’ ejaculated Hand-
forth. ““By George! Of course! That ex-
plains it! But they said something about ‘ his
lordship '—"’

““Can’t you boye be good enough to keep
back ?”’ asked Dr. Somers curtly. ‘‘This gen-
tleman is Lord Willingstone. He is almost
normal, but he unfortunately believes himself
30 lée”Trott, his own valet. Trott himself is

ead.

“Good gad!’ said Archie, aghast. “I
mean to say, things are becoming somewhat
clear now. It never occurred to me——"
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“Look, sir!” interrupted Travers. ‘‘He’s
coming round!”’

All eyes were turned upon the patient,
Lord Willingstone was moving, and now he
opened his eyes, blinked, and passed a hand
over his forehcad.

‘‘Nasty crash, that,” he muttered dazedly.
“You all right, Trott? I didn’t allow for
the road being badly cambered; I tried to
swing her round, but—"

“Steady—steady ! said Dr. Somers, bend-
ing over him. ‘“We’ll soon have you co:n-
fortable, my friend!”’

Lord Wilﬁngetone sat up.

‘““Hallo! I didn’t know there was another
car on the road,” he said. *‘ Where’s Trott?
I can’t seem to understand—"" A bew:l-
dered look came into h's eyes as he saw the
crowd of schoolboys and the lighted windows

of St. Frank’s.

““This is infernmally strange!”’ he said, his
manner now totally different from what it
had been before the mishap. ‘‘I thought I
was on that hairpin.bend. 1 remember crash-
ing over the edge, but Surely I'm in
England now? Can’t somcbody tell me what
has happened ?”’

“I know what has happened,” said Dr
Somers gently, ‘‘and you will know sooner
or later, Lord Willingstone. You are Lord
Willingstone, are yeu not?”’ .

““My dear feliow, don’t ask silly questions,”
said his lordship. *Of course I’'m Willing-
stone. And there’s no need to fuss over e
like this. What I can’t understand is where
I am and how I got here.”

Phipps glanced a2t Dr, Somers.

““Perhaps it was just as well, sir, that I
relaxed my vigilance for a few momeunts,” Le
murmured.

““It was, indeed!’ agreed the doctor. I
shall lose a patient—but a mother will regain
a son.”

The news spread through the school
like wildfire, and everybody was talk-
ing about it. Lord Willingstone had

been taken to the sanatorium, and his injury
proved to be nothing eerious. He was now
a changed man.

‘“ Even now, old beans, I can’t understand
it,” confessed Archie.

““The man you picked up was an escaped
lunatic,”” explained Nipper. “Harmless
enough, but he knew how to tell the tale.
And that fall gave him just the necessary
shock to restore his reason. A tiny section
of his brain was pressing on a bone, perhaps,
Anyhow, the oracle has worked.”’

“Then I'm dashed glad!” said Archie
stoutly.

Later on he went #o his study, and it
secemed quite natural that Phipps should be
there with a duster. All the flags and bunting-
h%(fi gone, and Study E was looking its old
self.

“I have taken the liberty, Master Archie,
of preparing a cup of tea,” said Phippe
smoothly. ‘‘You do not usually indulge at

THERE was quite a sensation about it all,
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this ’l’mur, but in the circumstances I thought

*“Oh, rather!” beamed Archie, sliding into
an easy-chair. ‘¥Good egg! Rally round with
the hot juice, Phipps. % must rcemark, ola
bird, that it has been a pretty hectic day.”

“It is gratifying to know, sir, that Lord
Willingstone has recovered his reason,’”” said
Phipps. “Much of the credit is due to you,
for it was your kindness to him which resulted
in this happy climax.”

‘“Do you t{mink he’s permanently cured ?”’

‘“Both Dr. Somers and Dr. Brett tell me
that there is no fear of a relapse,”’ replied
Phipps. ‘‘A little more cream, sir? And by
the way, sir——' He hesitated. ‘' Touching
upon the subject of those socks and ties—"’

““Kindly drop the frightful subject!” inter-
rupted Archie hastily. “You have my full
permission, Phipps, to burn the bally lot.
As for these things which that blighting
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Trott ordered, you’ll arrange to have them
all sent back.”

‘““Thank you, sir,”’ eaid Phipps gently.

““Oh, and Phipps,” said Archie, as he sipped
his tea. ‘‘It’s quite understood, isn’t it, that
from now onwards weg continue the mixture as
before 7’ |

*“Oh, quite, sir,” replied Phipps serenely.

As he glided out of the study he quietly
patted the ten-pound note which Dr. Somers
had slipped him as a reward for his valuable
information; and there was probably moro
to come from the grateful Dowager Lady
Willingstone. Upon the whole, Phipps de-
cided that getting sacked wasn’t an unprofit-
able business!

THE END.

(Special Fifth of November yarn next

week, chums : ‘‘ Handy’s  Fircwoxg'
Fiasco ! *? Extra-long ; extra-funny ;
extra-good !)
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Miss Ethel L. Cornley, 58, Wedderburn Road,
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girl readers,

Erie N, Dalziel, P.0. .Ourimbah, N.S.W,
Alustralia, wants to hear from a correspondence
¢lnb,

R. W. Thompson, 27, Adelaide Street, West
Lyde, Sydncy, N.S.W., Australia, would like

readers to write him.
A. G. Inglis, Oriana, b4, Macleay St., Potts
Yoint, N.S.W., Australia, would welcome pen-
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icorge E. QGreasley, 82, Chapel Strcet, Ibstock,
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Alfred Reid, 89, Rutherland Road, West Croy-
don, Surrey, wants correspondents—ages 13-15—in
Aliericd and Australia.

J. P. Wood, Bootham School, York, would like
readers—ages 14-16—interested In football and
cricket to write him.

Joseph Byatt, Upited University Club (Stafl), 1,
Suffolk Street, Pall Mall, London, S.W.1, wants
correspondents.

Eric Liddament, 99, Lawson Road, Norwich,
Norfolk, would welcome Australian pen-fricnds;
ages 14-15. |

Maxwell G. Ralph, 5, Coling Avenue, Carnegic,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wants corre-
spondents.

Norman V. Fidgen, The Antlers, Engayne Gar-
dens, Upminster, Essex, wishes to hear from John
Miller, Melbourne. :

Leo Stanislaus Dennis, Ascot, Waverley Road,
East Malvern, Victoria, Australla, wants corre.
spondents -interested In birds’ eggs and swimming.

Henry Catheart, 288, Baltic Street, Glasgow, will
welcome members for the Universal Corre-
spondence Club.

John R. Hastings, 62, Herald Street, Berhain-
pore, Wellington, New Zealand, wants members
for his correspondence club, especially in U. S. A,
and Africa. |

J. Bichel, 68, Sydenham Road, Marrickville,
Sydney, N.S,W., Australia, would like to hear
from stamp collectors.

Miss Evelyn Perry, 63, Melville Street, Hawthorn
E.2, Melbourne, Australia, wishes to get in touch
with girl readers.

Jack Ellis, 421, Elizabeth Street, Melbourne,
Australia, wants members for the DBoomerang
Club. He also wishes to correspond with Nelson
Lee-ites in England and TU. S. A.

Stanley Cheeseman, 181, Saltram Crescent,
Paddington, London, W.9, would like a pen-friend
at Clacton.

Roy [Field, 32, Bellevue Street, Arucliffe,
N.S. W, Australia, (age 17), wants to Lear from
readers outside England and Australia, and par-
ticularly in the South Seas and Asia.

John Murphy, 885, Northampton Buildings,

Clerkenwell, Londcn, E.C.1, wants correspondents
in the British Isles and Australia.

Miss Elsie White, 75, Hawkins Street, XKensing-
ton, Liverpool, (age 17), would like girl readers
in South Africa to write her.

Stuart Pecattie, 12, Paisley Road, Croydon,
Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, wants io hear from
stamp collectors in England, America and Canada.

Harry Tarnier, 133, Walker TRoad, DByker,
Newcastlg-on-Tyne, desires correspondents.
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Your Two Hard-Hitting Pals in a Whirl of Excitement This Week!

In Manuel Garcia’s
Garden!

ELIPE JOSE ROD-
RIGUEZ sighed
wearily. He let his
long rifle slide softly

to the ground and leaned
against the high garden
wall at his back, staring
into the velvety darkness
around him. TInstinctively
his nervous, yellow-stained
fincers felt for the cigarette
papers and the little sack
of tobacoo in his pocket.
Then, with an impatient
curse, he remembered his
officer’s orders, and
shrugged.

Por Dios, but he was sick
of this rcbellion already,
like many others in Zareda
City. It was fine enough
for his superiors, for the
Great Excellency, Manuel
Garcia, whose splendid
mansion he was guarding;
but for poor peons like
himself, who had left their
mountain homes at the
““mlorious ’ call of Liberty
—pah! Nothing but dull
hours of sentry-go, with not
a light or even a cigarette
to chcer ene up. Nothing
but waiting; cooped up
here in this vile, doomed citv—waitine.

And for what? thought Felipe bitterly.
Manuel Garcia's cause was as good as lost
alreadv, cveryone knew. He had collected
a huge army with promises of rifles and
ammunition in plenty. But the arms were
lost ; completely destroyed at Las Santos rail-
head two nights ago by a mysterious young
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relipe leaned harder against the dark wall.
In good Anglo-Saxon, he was “fed-up to the
teeth.” He was frightened, too; for, thanks
to the Englishman’s exploit, the rebels 1in
Zareda City were practically defenceless savo
for their own knives and a scattering of
obsolete rifles. And somewhere out on the
dark plains encircling the city, the Mex:ican

Enghshman who had sworn a vendetta army, under General Lopez, was drawing
ag;a.mst Ga,xicm,, gl;d nearer every hour.
who, people said, , Felipe’s neck tingled
Eould not be killed by Another Sparkling Adventure : uncomfortably,  when
uman hands. . FACE TO FACE! he thought of 1it.
The  superstitious The soft patter of
Mexican shivered and sandalled feet, prowiing

crossed himself piously. He did not want to
think about this Englishman., It was whis-
pered furtively among the peasants that he
was a devil, with great grey eyes that blazed
like cold flames. He it was who had killed
Juan-of-the-Scar, Garcia's lieutenant, in an
open duel with guns, and afterwards, with his
red Americano friend, had stolen across the
border and blown up the rebel munition train
with dynamite.

down the gloomy path towards him, brought
him upright with a jerk, rifle advanced.

“Alta! Quien es?”
A hurried voice answered the challenge.

“It is Pedro, Felipe. Quiet!”

Felipe’s oyes brightened as he recognized
the dim figure of a fellow-sentry, who should
have been on guard at the other end of

the path.
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% Welcome, comrade. Any news?”
Thoe newcomer laughed shortly.

“News? No!” His voico was shaking a
little with excitement. “But I have just
hcard a rumour, Felipe, that almost stopped
my heart. Qur great leader, Manuel Garcia
-é-curse him!—and his oflicers are about to
yl,,

Felipoe recoiled as ifrom a sudden blow.
The other went on swiftly.

“QOur senor capitaine was talking to the
licutenant of the patrol in the garden. They
must have forgotten I was near. Felipe,
Garcia 1s preparing to leave at once, end all
officers are being warned sccretly to fly to
the mountains also. All is lost. "And we—
poor dupcs—are to be left behind to be shot
or hanged later by the Government troops!”

A fierce Spanish oath spat in the darkness.

“May tho foul fiend take Garcia and all
his works!”

Pedro smiled cruelly.

“*So say I, comrade. But I wish, too, that
I could lay my hands on that Englishman
who is hunting Garcia. It is he we have to
thank for our present peril, amigo. If we
had arms, Garcia would stay and fight 1t
out, T think, and we should win. By the

saints, I would peg that English devil out
on the desert——"

“Many thanks, good friend 1”

mocked a
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soft voice in Spanish from the top of the
wall. And before cither of the sentries could
so much as gasp in their terror, down from
the skies dropped two dark, lithe forms,
silent as cats and quicker than striking
snakes. Something that felt like aen iron
bar landed on the point of Pedro’s jaw,
knocking him into a quiet heap; while the
paralysed Felipe felt a bare muscular arm
slide round his throat, hauling him into the
bushes on the other side of the path. The
keen point of a knife pricked him gently
below his left ear, and a cold voice told
him fo lie still. He obeyed.

‘Soft, rustling sounds came from the dark-
ness, followed presently by a whisper in
English. |

“T’vo stripped this chap, Red. Gimme that
lariat!® |

The lariat was passed over. Pedro, deep
in slumber, was trussed and gagged. A few
minutes later Felipe, also without his
clothing, was laid beside him.

“Don’t gag him, Pete. I want him tuh
talk !’

In the daixness, Red Potter grinned gaily
and krelt down wuntil his lips were close
to the Mexican’s ear.

“Now listen, friend!” he whispered sug-
gestively. ¢ Life 1s sweet, is it not? Tell me

whither this path leads, or——"’

Felipe didn’t wait for the *“‘or.” Ha
babbled the information
swiftly as the Texan’s

knife-point
again.

““Senor, it leads to the
back of his F¥xcellency’s
house. Follow this wall to
the end; then strike across
the lawn to the right till
you reach some steps lead-
ing to a terrace. You are
there, then!”’

‘“ Any sentries there?”

“Only one, senor, I
swear!”

‘¢ And inside the house ?”

““T do not know, senor!”

“Hm. Well—tell- me
your nass-word for to-night.
The right one, remember!”’

“It 1s ‘In the dawn,
genor |’ gasped Felipe in
terror.

Red rrunted. With deft
hands, he gagged the un-
fortunate Mexican and
thought hard and quickly.
By his coolness, skill and
wonderful patience, he had
brought his English chum
safely into the rebel city
and into Manuel Garcia’s
grounds. It was up to him
now to get Peter into the
house, even if all the
sentries in the recbel army
were in the way.

pricked him
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“We’re on a sure-'nough tough contract,
Pete!” he murmured at last. “But we’ll
stick to our plan. Git dressed, quick!”

Crouched behind the bushes, Peter Graham
pulled on the shirt, bell-bottomed trousers
and short waistcoat belonging to the un-
conscious Pedro and groped around for his
hlf}l sombrero and rifle. A satisfied chuckle
told him that his irrepressible partner had
done the same with Felipe’s gear. He stepped
across the prostrate Mexicans till he felt
Red’s shoulder.

“All ready, Red.
whispered.

Bricfly Red - repeated the information he
had forced from Felipe, and gave his in-
structions.

“It’s stiff, but we’ll do it!” he grinned.
“In this darkness, 1t’ll take good eyes to
discover thet we ain’t Mexican sentries—till
it's too late. We’ll mosey along till we
.2omc to them steps this guy talks about at
the back of the house, lay out the sentry thar
quietly, and then——”

‘““And then for the house itself!” finished
Poter softly. His hand came down and closed
or. Red’s arm in a tight grip. ‘“And don’t
forget, Reddy; Manucl Garcia’s—mine!”

Red chuckled; and then stopped abrutly.

The reckless partners on Vengeance Trail
remained motionless, their eyes scarching the
blackness of - the path. Absorbed in their
plans, they had relaxed their caution for a
few fatal seconds. A little squad of men,
invisible as yet but close at hand, were
marching briskly towards them.

The night patrol was going its rounds.

Where to now ?” he

- Red Is Unlucky!
ETER’'S hand flew to his gun imme-
P dintely. A fight K egainst odds, he
knew, would spoil whatever slim
chance they had of surprising Garcia
completely, but if 1t had’ to be, he meant
doing his job thoroughly. Red, however,
had other views.

Quick as lightning, the nimble-witted Texan
grabbed his friend. Escape was impossible,
for even 1if they made a bolt for it, the
patrol would expect to find a sentry here and
search for him if he was absent. Red made
his decision with characteristic speed.

“Intuh the bushes, pronto!” he hissed.
“T'll try a bluff!” :

Without a word, Peter shrank back, tense
as a hair-spring. Red, stepping farther on
to the path, grounded his rifle with a smack
and waited for the patrol to come up. He
counted them coolly as their dark figures
loomed up before hm and halted. Three—
an officer and two men. '

A curt order snapped.

‘“Patrol, halt! entry, give  the pass-
word !”

Like most Texans, Red spoke Mexican-
Spanish nearly as well as his own native
tongue. He answered without a tremor,

“¢In the dawn,’ senor!”

‘‘ Anything to report?”
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“No, senor

The slim, dapper oflicer gave a slight
start. He peered suspiciously through the
gloom at the madcap impostor standing rigid
before him. .

“Your voice sounds somewhat strange,
Rodriguez, my friend,” he said slowly. “ And
—why do you call me ‘senor’ all at once?
My rank is lieutenant, if you please!”

Taking a sharp step forward, he thrust
his face closer towards the inwardly-boiling
Texan. For once in his life, Red was com-
pletely floored. Even as he spurred his
wits to think of the next move, the one
thing he had been dreading came to pass.
Diving into his tunic pocket, the lieutenant
flicked out a flashlamp and switched 1i¢
directly into Red’s grim features. He fell
back, almost dropping the torch.

‘““A—a spy!”’ he croaked.

And then the band played.

Red was the first to move. In the single
precious sccond gained by the Mexican's
recoll, he ducked away from the torchlight,
pulling his gun so fast it seemed to lea
to his hand. A short, savage swipe wit
the long barrel knocked the torch from the
officer’s hand; another wallop brought him
to his knees. As the soldiers recovered from
their alarm and leapt forward shouting, the
Texan vaulted over the dazed lieutenant and
flung himself upon them.

A wild, whirling and joyous ten seconds
followed then, in the darkness of Manuel
Garcia’s garden. Side-stepping the Texan’s
mad rush, one of the soldiers swung up his
rifle and fired, but his aim was flurried and the
bullet went wide. Before he could fire again,
out of the bushes came Peter in a flying
tackle that crashed the man head-first to the
ground, where he kicked once and faded out.

Dodging a wildly-swung rifle-butt, Red
lifted the other soldier with an upper-cut,
then downed him with his Colt, and wheeled
just in time to see the lieutenant stagger to
hiz feet, revolver in hand. Their shots
thundered through the night together; but
Red’s aim was deadlier. As the officer fell,
the Texan scooped up a rifle and grabbed
Peter by the arm.

‘“Beat 1t!” he said tersely.

Pandemonium had broken out throughout
the grounds, and the darkness was full of
shouts and the sound of flying footsteps.
Swiftly and silently the two raced up the
garden path, melting like shadows into the
bushes as a file of soldiers, bayonets fixed,
pelted past them, chattering with excitement.

As usual, Peter followed Red stride for
stride wherever he went, trusting implicitly
to his comrade’s uncanny Indian scout-craft.
They left the path at the end of the wall,
and went gliding across a great open lawn,
crouched almost double, but ready to spring
the second they were challenged.

Rejoicing in the soft turf that muffled their
steps, they stole across the grass until at
length Red’s lynx eyes saw something that
made him halt. He knelt down, crawling
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forward with hands outstretched, grunting
with satisfaction when they came into con-
tact with cold, smooth stone—the steps at
the back of Garcia’s house, as the sentry
Felipe had said. A sccond later they were
challenged.

““Halt, there! The password, or I fire!”

It was the sentry posted on the steps—
the one and only one. Peter drew his gun
softly while Red replied:

“¢“In the dawn.” Quiet, son of a fool!”

“Who are you?"” whispered the sentry,
prowling cautiously down the steps. He was
plainly alarmed by the distant shouts.

Red looked hurriedly over his shoulder.
Not only was the shouting growing louder.
but lights were making their appearance at
the foot of the lawn Im a systematic search
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of the grounds.
alarm would spread to the house. Red
glared at the figure of the sentry, seen dimly
half-way down the steps.

“Who do you think we are?” he sneered
bitingly. ‘‘Two spies have broken into his
Excellency’s grounds. We have been sent
to reinforce you, lest the dogs break through
this way!”

‘““Madre de Dios!” Casting cauntion to the
winds, the nervous peasant made all haste
to join his new comrades. The moment he
came within reach, Red gathered him lov-
ingly to his chest, and ‘Peter smote—once.

‘““An’ that’s that!” chuckled the Texan,
throwing the fallen man over the balustrade.
“Now for Manuel Garcia, Pete!”

Peter did not reply. He was already rac-
ing up the steps.

At any moment, too, the
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Garcia—At Last!

HE residencia of his Excellency Manuel
ll Garcia, leader of the daring revolu-
tion that had set Northern Mexico
ablaze during the past ten days, was
a sumptuous, typically Spanish mansion, set
amid palatial grounds. It was built of cool
white stone, floridly decorated with ornate
scrollwork and great buttresses; the broad
surfaces were carved with shallow ridges, A
wide veranda above the first-story windows
encircled the whole house; exotic shubberies
and tropical plants guarded its base like a
living wall. Through this wall, with only a
faint rustle to mark their passage, cirept two
dark fignures.
In the front of the house windows blazed
with bright lights; back here in the servants’

) 77
R
N P
. 2
Z35 -
ZZ2.,
ZZZ¢
Tl
- ~

With a trlumphant leer Garcia pressed the
switth—and Peter felt the floor open
beneath his feet,

quarters, the plice was dark and silent.
Presently the two manhunters were through
the bushes and crouching against the house

itself. Cautious hands reached up into thg
darkness, exploring the walls for hand.
holds. Peter gave a low chuckle of fierce

delight as his fingers slid suddenly into the
first of the buttress grooves. He drew Red’s
attention to it eagerly,

‘““Gee, if these run fur enough up, we’re
on velvet!” whispered Red, staring up into
the gloom. “Kin yuh climb ’em, Pete?”

For answer, the English boy swung himself
up with agile ease, his bare toes just fitting
into the slots. In a moment he was a faint
blur above the ground, and Red, after a wary
look round, followed. The gardens and
lawns beyond the shrubbery were alive with
men and torches now. Even as the Texan
clawed himself aloft, a piercing yell
announced that the scntry beside the steps
had been found.

Up and up they went, clinging to their
perilous perches like flies, cool-eyed and iron-
nerved. A slip meant a fall and discovery;
and discovery meant death. But neither gave
a second’s heed to their desperate position.
All Peter knew was that at last he was
retting ncar to the murderer of his father.
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What happened after he had killed Garcia
he did not care—yet. As for the cheerful
Red, if he thought about it at all, he dis-
missed it with a shrug next moment. If
he was going to be downed, at least he’d go
out to the roar of his own six-shootcr.

At last the veranda round the house
loomed above Peter’s head. With a quick
movement he swayed from the buttress,
caught the lower railing and drew himself
over the top. The feel of solid ground again
lent him added confidence, and he flung out
an arm to help Red up beside him.

There was no chuckling or whispering
now. They were right in the enemy’s camp,
retreat cut off, armed men lurking at every
oorner, for all they knew. Guns held low
'and steady, they crept along the veranda,
hugging the wall close.

i Stealthy minutes flew by. The sounds of
the hunt grew louder. They came at length
to an angle of the house. Peter put his head
round the corner and saw, bza.relp ten yards
ahead, a sudden blaze of electric light from a
tall French window. From the room behind
the window came a sharp burst of voices and
the opening and slamming of a door.

| On tiptoe the daring pair darted to the
window, and taking care not to get against
the light, peered cautiously into the magnifi-
cently-furnished room beyond. It was partly
a library, partly a study, hung with wonder-
ful native tapestries and carpeted with
Eastern rugs that were worth a fortune.

»  But neither Peter nor Red had eyes for
the luxury and opulence of the apartment.
Their stares were riveted elsewhere. At a
paper-littered desk near the farther wall, a
slim, exquisitely-dressed man was talking to
an agitated officer who had just dashed in.

- Peter's teeth came together with a snap.
‘Although he had never seen Manuel Garcia
before in his life, something told him that
the man at the desk was the man he had
come all the way from England, through the
States and over the Border to find.
Authority, resolute and brutal, showed in
every line of the dark, harsh face and cold
eyes. He was leaning back in his chair,
listening with a little malignant sneer to
the officer who, with excited shrugs and
.gestures, was pouring out a hasty report.
His high Latin voice came clearly to the
listeners outside the window, and Red in-
terpreted swiftly:

“. . . Both sentries overpowered, Senor
Garcia; the .patrol officer wounded and his
escort stunned. It seems there are two spies,
and we fear thcy may be hecading for your
Excellency’s house!”

At the last part of the report the contemp-

tuous smile vanished from Garcia’s face. A
spasm of fecar leapt furtively into his hard
eyes.
i *“Spies!” he snarled suddenly. *More
‘likely that accursed Englishman and his
fellow-dog. Search the grounds thoroughly,
‘Mendez—and shoot to kill. Redouble the
sentries round the house; post two men in
the passage outside this rooml”
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Fists clenched, he rose to his feet, glaring
like an animal at bay.

“It is them; I know it!” he muttered to
himself. Then, harshly: ‘“Find them! Kill
them! Don’t let them get me, Mendez! I
have just learnt from our scouts that Lopez'
army are closing on Zareda faster than we
expected. They may be here even now
before dawn. In less than an hour we must
fly, my friend!”

The officer saluted, wheeled and strode
from the room. Left to himself, Manuel
stared glassily before him, licking lips that
had gone horribly dry.

“Dios! If only I had never set eyes on
that Englishman, Graham!” he groaned after
?x wc?ile; and his head fell suddenly into his

ands.

When he looked up again, a tall, lean
youngster stood inside the window, his grey
eyes fixed and shining with a great burning
light. A gun rested firmly in his hard brown
fist, and its ugly muzzle pointed straight at
Garcia’s heart,

: Pc'eter Graham had reached his enemy at
ast!

A Staggering Surprise!
Q N eternity seemed to pass before the

deathly silence in the moom was

broken. Slowly the Mexican’s panic-

numbed brain took in the full mean-
ing of that rigid, impassive figure before
him, and the message of doom that lurked
in the heavy ’45. All the life seemed to go
out of him suddenly, and he sagged limply
down across his desk, beads of moisture
gleaming on his grey, sunken features. A
strangled gasp. bursting from his flabby lips,
showed that he knew by instinet who his
visitor was. And he spoke in Peter’s tongue.

““The Englishman!”

His voice was husky with terror; super-
stitious fear shone lividly out of his eyes.
The gardens outside, surrounded by a high
wall, bristled with armed guards; the tcem-
ing city beyond was full of his own peasant
rebels. Yet, in spite of all these, in spito
of the network thrown out against him, the
Englishman was here! Manuel Garcia
struggled to rise, but his legs buckled under
him. He could only glare horribly in an
effort to read the thoughts behind his
opponent’s mask-like face.

Still without a word, Peter backed to the
door, holding the wretch with a stare that
never wavered. With his left hand he felt
behind him for the key, sighed gratefully
to find it in the lock, and turned it quickly.
Then he spoke; ictly, harshly.

“Yes, the Englishman—come for a reckon-
ing. I've tramped across America for you,
Garcia. Freezed in the mountains, sweated
across deserts and plains and hidden for two
nights among bare rocks—all for this inter-
view. Now it’s you and me, you hound!”

Garcia’s lips moved stiffly. -

‘““‘Mercy!” he mumbled.

A curt laugh answered him.
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“Sure! The mercy you gave my father—
befoIre Iyou yobbed him!”

" b B

“Shut up! You'’ve lost!” Peter’s voice
toock on a deadlier edge. ‘‘Now, you’ve got
one chance of a quick end, Garcia. Tell me
where you killed him, and where his body
lies—and I'll finish you with one &ghot!
Otherwise——"’ _

The trembling man raised haggard eyes.

“But I—did not—kill him!”

For a moment Peter’s icy hold on himself
rclaxed. A knife-stab in the back could not
have given him a greater shock. He stared
at the man before him, unable to believe
his ears; afraid to believe them, almost.
His father—not dead! The sudden, fierce
leap of his heart threatened to choke him.

‘“Where—what did you do with him,
then?”’ he whispered as soon as he could
speak.

The Mexican made a hopeless gesture.
Words came from him in the dreary tone of
a fear-crazed soul.

‘“He found a mine; I wanted it. DBut he
had already filed his claim with the Mexican
Government, and unless he signed it over 1o
me I could not have held it. If—if T had wo:
this revolution, it would have been different:
but until T was master, the Government
would protect his claim. I kept him prisoner.
I tried to persuade him to sign——"’

At the words, Peter crouched ominously.

“You tried to ‘persuade’ him?” he
echoed. ‘““You mean—you tortured him?”
The terrified look in Garcia’s eves was sul-
ficient answer.

In a single bound the youngster cressed
the space that divided them, grabbed the
Mexican by the throat and thrust the re-
volver right into his face. :

“Where i3 he, then? Where is he?”

Unable to speak for the steel grip that
was throttling him, Garcia. could anly
writhe and point with a trembling finger—
to the floor. Peter relecased him slowly.

“You mean—he’s in this house?”’

The Mexican gulped, clawing feebly at
his neck. Before he could speak again, a
hasty knock sounded on the door. Swift
relief made him look up eagerly, but Peter’s
slow, mirthless smile and menacing gun
checked any possible call for help.

. “Tell them to go away. You're Dbusy.

See 77’

With a terrible glare, Garcia pulled him-
self together and raised his voice.

‘““Who 1s- there?”’ he called.

An excited cry answered him.-

“It 1s Captain Mendez, Excellency. Urgent
news has reached us!”

“Go away!”

“But—but, Excellency!” Captain Mendez
was plainly taken aback. ‘‘Let me in! 1
have news of the most urgent?!’

“Bilence!” Garcia’s voice rose to a snarl
as Peter's gun hand moved. “Go, I tell vou!
I—I am busy!”

_ There came sounds as of a.man retreating
in perplexed astonishment, and once again
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the two in the room eyed each other. Garcia
had regained something of his nerve during
the interruption, which was a reminder that
he was still in his own house, among his
own men; but Peter, reading his mind,
hastened to put the screw on again. Jam-
ming his gun into the Mexican’s ribs, he
spoke sharply.

“Now, then—where’s my father?”

““I—there 18 a room beneath this!’”’ ex-
plained Garcia dully. ‘A secret room, built
under the floor. I—I am leaving Zareda
within the hour, and I intended taking your
father back to the mountains—-7"’

‘““For more torture!” finished Peter softly.
‘““Well, the programmme’s off—permanently.
Now show me that room!”

Like a man in a dream Garcia hauled him-
self to his feet, turned and tottered towards
one of the well-filled bookecases lining the
outer wall. Peter’s gun followed him.

““Wait!” he snapped. *‘ Garcia, one warn-
ing! I’ve learnt many things since I left
England, and one of them 1is dealing with
human rattlesnakes. Make one false move,
try to summon help, and you’ll die—slowly!”

('ringing, the Mexican explained humbly.

““There 18 a secret switch behind the books
ihat opens a trapdoor beneath my desk.
That leads to the room. There is nothing
else, I swear!”

Peter nodded, but kept his weapon ready.

“Right! Go ahead!”

At a touch of the man’s hand a section
of the bookcase swung back on well-oiled
hinges, disclosing a vulcanite switchboard.
His fingers went slowly inside. Then hec
turned. His craven attitude had dropped
from him like a cloak and into his face came
such a fiendish look of hate and triumph

that for one priceless second Peter was
thrown off his guard.
“English scum!” spat Garcia. ‘‘Go join

vour father!” .

The floor dropped sickeningly from under
Peter’s feet, and with his gun roaring de-
fiantly, down he went into blackest darkness.
A3 he fell, dimly to his ears came the roar
of some tremendous explosion that shook the
house. After that came the sound of
rumbling wheels and then silence, complete
and terrible. He was trapped!

ETER'S first impulse, as he picked him-
Pf self up painfully and groped around
in the darkness, was one of blind,
helpless fury that set every fibre in
his big body quivering. Beaten! With vic-
tory in sight after months of desperats en-
deavour, he had been outwitted under tho
very muzzle of his own gun. Bitterly he
blamed himself for that one fatal moment of
indecision. Red, he knew, would have fired
the instant Garcia had shown his hand.

By a great effort he recovered his coolness.
He still had his gun—that was something.
He struck a match,  and, guided by its feeble
licht, began to explore his prison. Before
he had taken two steps, however, something

(Continued on page 44.)
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Stop Here and Meet a New Pal, Lads!
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He can do anything and everything : or at
least, he thinks he can, That's

BOUNCER
W7~  BAXTER

il &/ I L/ RNy OSHOO!" exclaimed Billy

' _ S e e Baxter in well-feigned

' ‘ astonishment. “Io you

mean to say that that fel-

low gets paid real money just for
doing a simple thing like this?”

He and his bosom pals, Fatty
Hart and Ginger Jones, were inside
the cireus tent watching the per-
formance. They had spent all their
cash on the side-shows, electric-
motors, chairoplanes, and the other
entertainments where they hadn’t
been able to dodge past tho pay-
box, vet they had managed to get
seats in the {front row of the circus.
¥or there was a most convenient
part at the rcar of the large tent
where the circus hands had been
B ‘ carcless and left the canvas badly
y : secured. Tt was a simple matter to
crawl underneath.

It was the wonderful act of
Alonzo the lion tamer that they
were watching when Billy passed
his remark. In the middle of the
arcna was the large circular cago
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containing six ferocious-'ooking lions, who
were being put through various tricks by tho
tall Alonzo 1n his elegant scarlet uniform.

But although Billy professed to find the
performance pretty tame his two friends cer-
tainly found it very exciting. With popping
eyes and wide open mouths they watched the
fierce kings of the jungle going through their
paces. -

‘“By gosh!” said Fatty Hart in a hoarse
awe-struck voice. *‘‘Say what you like, Billy,
it fakes a lot of nerve to go into that cage
with those lions.”

“They might go raging wild at any
moment,’’ said Ginger Jones, who knew every-
thing. “They never really get ’em. tamed,
you know.”

Billy saw that it was going to take a great
deal to impress his pals on this occasion. Hoe
laughed disdainfully.

‘“‘Fat lot you know about lions, Ginger,”
he said airily. “Why, those lions wouldn’t
know how to get wild even if they wanted
to. They were born tame. Besides, they’ve
got no teeth.” |

His friends stared at htm.

“Garn!’’ said Ginger disbelicvingly.

“Aw, Billy,” protested Fatty Hart, who
wvasn’t quite sure whether to believe Billy or
not—DBilly Baxter often bounced about things
that seemed impossible, and afterwards they
turned out to be perfectly genuine. ‘‘How
can they eat if they haven’t any tceth?”

Billy snorted in exasperation.

“They can take milk and sponge-cal:e and
soft foods, can’t they, you fathead? That’s
the stuff that keeps ’emn tame. As long as
they don’t get meat there’s not the slightest
danger from them.”

Ginger and Fatty eaid nothing, but it was
clear frcm the expressions on their faces that
they weren’t prepared to accept the state-
ment without proof. The lions didn’t look
like domestic pets to them.

““Why,” said Billy Baxter, deciding that it
was about time he delivered a knock-out
blow, “I could do the very same as Alonzo
a}?y I:ight. And just for the fun of the
thing!”

That did it. Ginger and Fatty gazed at
him speechlessly. Not because they didn’t
believe him, but rather because they did.
Ior Billy Baxter had never been known to
make a boast that he couldn’t justify by put-
ting into real action.

While they were staring at their pal some-
thing happened in the arena. One of the
doors at the end of the lion cage had been
fastened carelessly, and when one of the
beasts nccidentally knocked against it the
door flew open. In a moment the lion had
sprung down the steps and was standing in
the sawdust ring. ¢

The attention of the three pals was first
attracted to the incident by the screams of
the people about the ringside and the hasty
scurry of those around them scrambling
frantically for safety. Tho boys turned their
f}fﬂds to find the lion making straight for

em.
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There is only o:ue course of action advisable
to anyone who finds himself unarmed and
facing a lion that looks as if i1t hasn’t eaten
for many hours.

Run—and run hard! Ginger and Fatty
werc already doing that; they were scrambling
pell-mell over the fallen benches and chairs
towards the exit.

But Billy was left behind. He didn’t want
to stay behind, and he had decided that this
wasn’t the moment to prove to his chums
that he could tame lions. Unfortunately, his
jacket had become twisted in his chair and
hg couldn’t move without dragging it with

im.

It was a desperate moment for Billy, and
he struggled furiously. The lion, advancing
to the arena barrier, suddenly stood still, its
eyes fixed hungrily on Billy.

All this had happened so quickly that even
Alonzo the lion tamer could not act. He stood
in the cage with the other lions and stared
dumbfoundedly at the spectacle.

The lion uttered a low growl, and Billy
Baxter felt the hairs rising on his head. He
promptly decided that something would have
to bo done about it, and gripping the chair
he started to run around the outside of the
arcna as fast as the encumbrance allowed.

The lion looked after Billy, an expression
of surprise in its eyes, as if it felt that Billy
was doing a dirty trick by running away. It
started after him at a leisurely amble.

““Goshoo!” groaned Billy, as the perspira-
tion streamed down his forehead. “It cer-
tainly looks like this lion is going to have a
taste of Baxter meat to-night.”

He ran faster. The lion also ran faster.
Round and round they went, Billy on the
outside and the lion on the inside, while the
people—who had got over their first panic—
watched the scene fascinated. Billy was on
the point of dropping through sheer exhaus-
tion when suddenly there was a ripping sound
and the chair parted company, together with
a portion of his jacket. In a moment Billy
had taken advantage of his freedom and was
scramnbling hurriedly over the seats towards
the exit. .

By this time the lion tamer had emecrged
from the cage, and for several moments he
had been watching the scene with a grin on
his face. Now he uttcred a sharp command
and the lion, turning quickly, came joyfullv
towards him. Alonzo held out his hand and
the lion eagerly lapped up two lumps of
sugar. Then it followed the trainer con-
tentedly back into the cage.

“Return to your scats, ladies and gentle-
men,”’ called out the ringmaster. *‘There is
no danger. The lion is quite tame.”

But Billy Baxter, Fatty Hart and Ginger
Jones did not hear this. Billy ran until he
had to stop for breath, and when his pals
joined him some minutes later he was sitting
at the side of the road waiting for them.

. “Thought you weren’t afraid of lions,
Billy 7 grinned Ginger.

“Neither am 1,”” said Billy firmly.

“They why did you run away?” derided
Ginger.
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Billy grinned.

““Oh, that!” he said offhandedly. ‘‘That
was a little stunt that Alonzo and I arranged
this afternoon. Publicity, you know.”

““Garn!”’ said Ginger.

Even Fatty the faithful looked rather doubt-
ful at this statement, and Billy saw that he
was in danger of losing his reputation.

““ As a matter of fact,”” he went on with an
- elaborately careless air, ‘I shall be taking
Alonzo’s place at the performance to-morrow
night. But only for a few minutes.”

His friends were thunderstruck.

“You ain’t really, arc you, Billy?” asked
Fatty with shining eyes.

“I’m not asking you to take my word for
it,”” said Billy generously. *‘‘Be at the circus
to-morrow night, and you’ll see me in the
lions’ cage for yourself!”

““We shall!”’ cried Fatty and Ginger en-
thusiastically.

Billy Joins the Circus!

ILLY BAXTER spent a restless night.

The awful memory of his narrow escape

from the lion haunted his dreams, and

the thought that he had boasted he

would go into the lions’ cage next evening

made him sweat all over. Omne thing was

certain. If ho wanted to keep his reputation
he would have to enter that cage.

His boast about the lions being quite tame
had been founded on fact. He remembered
reading how some tame beasts had been
trained to act ferociously for moving pic-
tures; very probably it was the same with
lions used in the circus.

This thought heartened Billy considerably,
and he decided that he would investigate the
matter. Accordingly, instead of going to
school next morning, he made his way to the
circus.

He found it deserted, for it was too early
for visitors and the circus hands were at
breakfast. The big tent was open, but there
was no onc inside. Billy entered boldly.
The lions’ cage, he knew, were somewhere in
the rear of the tent. He crossed the arena
to the closed flaps by which the performers
entered. i

On the other side he found the cage. Most
of the lions were asleep, but the beast with
which he had had the exciting scene on the

revious evening was wide awake and rest-
essly pacing the cage.

Watching 1t even in safety, Billy began to
have his doubts about its tameness. It cer-
tainly looked wild, fierce, and man-eating.
And it eyed Billy in a way which suggested
that it was calculating his possibilities as a
dainty morsel of food. |

By way of testing it, Billy put out his hand
towards the bars of the cage. The lion
uttered a Jow growl and snapped at his hand.
Billy drew back hastily.

‘“‘Hey !” ycelled a voice.

Billy turned quickly to find Alonzo, the
lion tamer, coming through the tent flap,
followed by the ringmaster and a few circus
hands.

“Come here!” said the lion tamer.

the neck.
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““You bet not!” muttered Billy Baxter to
himself. He had visions of the lion tamer
blaming him for the disturbance of the even-
ing before, and he came to the conclusion
that his safest plan was to make himself
soarce.

As Billy dodged around the cage, the lion
tamer and the others started quickly after
him, yclling at him to come back. That was
the last thing Billy Baxter intended to do,
and he consequently led his pursuers @ moemry
chase,

Unfortunately Billy knew nothing about
the lay-out of the circus ground, and although
he managed to elude his pursuers for some
time by dodging in and out the stalls and
booths and caravans, he was at last collared
by the lion tamer himself.

“What’s the idca ?”’ gasped Alonzo breath-
lessly, gripping Billy tightly by the scruff of

“Didn’t you hear us calling you
back 7

‘“Course I did,” said Billy. “But I
thought you were only joking. Weren’t you ?”’
‘“We were not,’”” responded Alonzo frimly.
Billy felt his knees trembling slightly.
““You can’t do anything to me,” he de-
clared stoutly. “I’ve done nothing wrong.”

For a moment or two the lion tamer and
the others, who had come along by this time,
stared at Billy in ‘a puzzled manner. Then,
to Billy’s surprise, they burst out laughing.

“Your mistake, laddie,” chuckled Alonzo
—his real name, by the way, was Smith.
“We aren’t going to do you any harm.”

“Then what do you mean by chasing mo
all over the place?” was Billy’s natural
demand.

‘““It’s like this,” said Alonzo, and he went
on to explain his reasons for the chase.

It seemed that after Alonzo’s act was over
the previous evening. and the people had
returned to their seats, the ringmaster, in
order to avoid publicity that might ruin the
show, had told the audience that the lion’s
escai)e had been part of the act. Unfortu-
nately, the idea of watching an cscaped lion,
providing that it was tame, had gripped
people’s 1maginations, and at the next per-
formance the audience had demanded to sco
the lion chasing the boy around the arena.
Unless Billy Baxter would consent to repcat
the unrehearsed performance the show would
be ruined. N

‘“ You mean that you want me to be lion’s
meat ?”’ asked Billy doubtfully.

Alonzo grinned.

“The lions are perfectly tame,” hec ex-
plained. “So long as you feed them with
lumps of sugar you can do anything with
them.”

Billy thought for a moment. He recollected
how the lion had made no effort to spring
at him during the chase. Goshoo! It must
have been chasing him for sugar. And when
it had snapped at his hand that morning, it
had probably expected to be fed with sugar.
l113.illy Baxter felt a great relief come over

im.

“Will you let me insidc the cage for a fcw

minutes as well ?” he asked cagerly
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Frantically Billy searched In his pockbts for the lumps of sugar which would soothe the lions—
and found that he had forgotten to bring them !

Alonzo hesitated.

‘“ All right,” he agreed at last. “As long
as you have plenty of sugar there’ll be no
danger,”

“Fine |” said Billy, grinnin widelfv as he
thought of the astonishment of his pals when
he appeared in the act. “Consider every-
thing settled. I'll be on the job to-night.”

Arm i1n arm with Alonzo, the lion tamer,
Billy went back to the cage, where he prac-
tised feeding the beasts with sugar. In an
hour he was so friendly with the lions that
ho was calling them by their first names.

Billy Performs!

N the meantime, Billy’s absence from the
school was causing some comment
among his friends. Fatty Hart and
Ginger Jones were not the kind to keep

Billy’s boast to themselves, and the news that
Billy Baxter was going to perform in the
lion-tamer’s act at the circus that evening
had rapidly gone round the whole school, and
had caused 1Intense excitement, which
naturally increased when Billy failed to put
in an appearance.

‘“Maybe he’s conveniently gone sick,”
sncered Sam Binns, who didn't like Billy,
and for this base suggestion that Dilly was
quitting, the loyal Fatty and Ginger ducked
Sam in the nearest horsc-trough.

By careful inquiry they learned that Billy
had left home that morning supposedly for
school. Somehow this news heartened Billy's
two pals, and they were in high fcather as
they passed tho circus pay-box—paying this
time—and took scats in the front row.

The sixpenny scats were packed 1n a few
minutes, mostly with Billy’s schoolmates, and
even the dearcr seats were soon filled. Iix-
citement ran high in expectation of Billy's
stunt, and when at last the lions’ cage was
pulled into the arena, those in the sixpenny
seats could hardly cemain secated.

But at first disappointment awaited them.
The lion tamer Wwent on with his act on the
usual lines, but of Billy there was no sign.

“What did I ‘tell you?” grinned Sam
Binns. ‘e must have lost his memory.”

Ginger and Fatty said nothing. Theint
hearts were too heavy for words. Had Billy
failed them?

Then suddenly there was a commotion at
the performers’ entrance. The attendants
dashed hastily aside, and Billy Baxter, in
clothes that were ragged and torn, dashed
breathlessly into the arena. e was foliowced
by a lion!

“Come on, Billy!” yelled Fatty and
Ginger excitedly. “Show us some tricks.”

Billy Baxter didn’t seem to hecar them. He
dashed around the arcna with the lion in
close pursuit. It was a stirring spectacle,
?nd there was pandemonium in the circus
cnét.

Billy was enjoying himself immmensely.
The arrangement which he and Alonzo had
agreed upon was that he should run several
times around the arena, occasionally pretend-
ing to stumble, and finally he was to dash-
up the steps into the lion’s cage. By that
time Alonzo would have left the cage and
would take the pursuing lion behind the
sccnes again, leaving Billy to put the rest
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of the lions through a simple trick, after he
had fed them with lumps of sugar.

The first part of the programme went with-
cut mishap. Billy romped around tho arena,
and presently sped up the steps into the
cage, closing the door behind him.

This was a critical moment, and as he held
the lion-tamer’s whip and the lions eyed him
wonderingly, Billy felt somme qualms, while
his pals held their breaths and stared hard,
cxpecting the lions to pounce upon their
daring pal at any moment,

One of the beasts growled, and Billy hastily
put his hand into his pocket., Then he turned
pale and felt in another pocket. This time
ho gulped hard and frantically scarched his

other pockets.

The results were all the same. He had for-
gotten the sugar !

““Go on, Billy !” yelled Fatty Hart. “ Make
’em do a pyramid.”

Billy hcard the voice as if it was far away
in tho distance. The lions were all looking
towards him, several of them baring thelr
teeth as the expected sugar did not appear.
Ono made a lunge at him with its paw, and
Billy dodged back. His heart scemed to be
wriggling about his Adam’s apple. 'That
aftecrnoon the lion tamer had told him of
the terrible mauling he had received when
once he had forgotten the sugar |

‘“ Aw, Billy I”” shouted Sam Binns. *“ You're
looking kind of green. Feeling seasick 7”

Billy roused himself from his trance. His
rcputation was at stake; although he had
practically carried out his boast, to show
fear now would be to ruin everything.

He remembered two things. Alonzo had
told him that traincd lions were almost like

shoop; if one was under control thef' were
all under control, and if one went wild they
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all went wild. He al:o remembered rcading
about the power of the human eyes over
beasts.

Accordingly, Billy fixed his eyes steadily
on those of the fiercest lion, and, showing
nonc of the doubts and fears he actually felt,
he proceeded to dircct the beasts as the hon
tamer had instructed him. For a moment or
two, things looked desperate. Would the
lions obey, or

Then slowly and doubtfully the lion whose
eyes Billy was staring into mounted the stool,
1ts forcpaws on thce step above. The other
lions stepped up reluctantly into therr
allotted places until the pyramid was com:
plete.

“Good old Billy !” velled Fatty IIart anc
Ginger Jones hoarscly, and the rest of the
audience joined in the checrs.

The noise rousced the lions, and uttering
savage roars they sprang towards the spot
where Billy had been standing. But Billy
was no longer there. Secing his opportunity
to cscape, he had opened and closed the cage-
door and staggered down the steps.
¢ Y gosh, Billy!” said Ginger Jones
B admiringly, when they met aftor-
wards. ‘‘You were great!”
“Better than Alonzo himself,”
declared Fatty Hart stoutly.

Billy Baxter yawned.

““Aw, that was nothing,” he said airily.
Hoe felt in his pocket and drew forth the two
half-crowns that the lion tamer had paid him
for his scrvices. ‘“Come on, boys,” he said.
““Let'’s cat |”

(Billy bounces his way through wmore
startling edventinrce in next Wednesday's
breezy parn. Alone in an acroplane n
flames, and—but wait and see!l)
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Dic?Forrester, notorious highwayman:menaced by young schoolboy !

Trouble Brewing!

ITH a whoop of joy Dick leaped to
his feet, his eyes hungry for battle,
and, gripping the nearest villager
by the neck and waistband, he

hurled him against the trunk of the oak. Sam
Clamp and another dashed at him with
frenzied oaths, but Dick dodged the cudgel
of the first, and, twining his arms round
him, flung him at Clamp like a baby, knock-
ing both head over heels. @ He snatched
up the cudgel from the man Ralph had felled,
and dashed at the others. Appalled by the
strength and fury of the young outlaw, they
tqol}{] to their heels and fled, yelling, into the
night.

‘“‘Beat! Squarely licked!” panted Ralph.
“Thank goodness, Dick! I thought you were
ro more than food for the gibbet!” |

“And so I should have becn,” said Dick,
“but for you, old boy, and your plucky
young friends here. Shake hands, lads, if
youw're nct too proud to take the hand of an

outiaw]! Eh1” .
““I’'d rather shake hands with you than

anyone in England to-night!’” said Hilton;
and the others echoed him, pressing round
to greet Dick. ‘“Are you really Dick For-
rester, the famous highwayman, sir?”

“I am Dick Forrester,” admitted Dick,
laughing, “Never was I in so taut a place
befere, nor so well served by my friends!”

“We're proud to have helped you, sir,”
sald Conyers. “How did you fall into the
hands of those village louts?”

‘““ Ah, that’s a matter which will bear a
little looking into,” said Dick, his-brow cloud-
ing. “There are black sheep in every flock,
and it scems there are some at St. Anstell’s.
I trusted one of them to take a note to Ralph
—he said he was my brother’s chum.” ;

“Dirkley is no friend of minc!” ecried
Ralph hotly. " “T'll tell you how it was;
he——  Hallo, who’s this1”

Somebody broke through the bushes and
came towards them. It was Lindsay, breath.
less from running. He gave a cry as he saw
Dick, and ran up to him. "

“Thank Heaven you're safe, sir!” he ex-
claimed. “They wanted me to join this dirty
plot to trap you, and now.I’'m glad you've
beaten them. I was afraid I hadn’t warned
your brother till too late. They're after me
now, but I don’t care!l”

““Who 7’ cried the others.

‘“Dirkley and his lot. It was he you gavo
the note to, sir. He knew who you wecre,
and he read it himself, and laid this trap.
Look, there he 1is, hiding by that hedge
vonder. He daren’t come eny nearcr; he's
watching us. IIe chased me here.”

The .rising moon showed the form of
Dirkley skulking by a hedge two hundred
yards away.
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“A very worthy youth,” said Dick com-
I.:osedly. “Well, his little plan has failed, so

e will, of course, make his way to the
doctor and lay a complaint about the wicked
highwayman and his brother at the school.”

“That he never shall!” cried the boys.
“There he goesl! After him, lads! Sto
him before he reaches the schooll We’
keep Ralph’s secret, and he shall keep it,
too!”

Away went the boys in full cry, whooping
and shouting, and as Dirkley saw them
coming he took to his heels and ran like the
wind. Ralph and Conyers led the hunters,
desperately anxious to get hold of the sneak
ofl St. Anstell’'s before he cculd blab his
tale.

‘‘He’s making for the school-house!” cried
Conyers. “If he reaches it, all’s lost! If we
get hold of him first,” he added grimly,
“we'll takke care he never dares to open his
lips about 1t!”

Dirkley was a good runner, and had a long
start. Ralph and Hilton were the only ones
who gained on him, and even then they were
only in time, as they raced into the house
after him, to see him make a savage grimace
at his pursuers at the head of the stairs, and
then disappcar into the doctor’s study !

The Footpads.

‘s HAT lets me well out of a plaguey
bad fix,” said Dick to himself, as
he rode along the main highway
after watching Ralph and the octher

boys disappear from view. ‘‘And I fear

yonder pale-faced young tale-bearer will do
more mischief yet.”

He touched Black Satan with his heel, and
broke into a trot.

“Those youngsters are a fine, staunch crew,
but they cannot prevent a sneak from sneak-
ing. Tﬁe boy Dirkley will carry this tale to
Dr. Trelawney, and Ralph will bear the
blame. I am nonoe so sure I ought not to
ride to the school and bring Ralph away
with me.”

Dick’s thoughts were gloomy as he rode
up the long slope on to Black Down, the
high heath, crowned with fire-trees, overlook-
ing 8t. Anstell’s. It was plain that trouble
was coming. Dr. Trelawney was grateful
to Dick for the saving of the silver, but he

VANE FORRESTER. The latter refuses to

RALPH FPORRESTER, to Duncansby
Travelling by

DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman.
Ralph to be of stout heart and promising
many stirrin
how his brother is faring,
desolate place on the wild moorlands.

master that the boy shall * not live long.”

the secret.

to St. Adnstell’s College, where he i3 known as Fernhall.
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would not dare keep a highwayman’s brother
in the school when he knew of it.

‘¢ A thousand pities!” sighed Dick. ‘‘Ralph
could not be at a better school, nor safer
from the accursed plots of Uncle Vane.
What to do next, pink me if I know. 1 think
I will ride back and fetch him away before
the trouble comes to a head.”

A sound of loud voices and the crack of
sticks reached Dick just as he was wheeling
round, He pricked his ears and stogped
dead. The noise came from round a bend
in the road. The young outlaw heard a
chorus of oaths and threats and, ringing
above them, a clear, loud, defiant voice.

“Some wayfarer beset by footpads,’”” mut-
tered Dick. “Od’s life, I'll look into this!”

He urged Satan forward, and, swerving
round the bend, he saw a sight that made
his blood leap.

“Dr, Trelawney, by all the powers!” he
exclaimed, and whipped a pistol from his
holster.

Not a hundred yards down the highway
was the stalwart old doctor himself, his
white head bared, defending himself with a
heavy hunting-crop against three evil-looking
rascals with bludgeons.

Close by lay his old grey mare, prone on
the grass by the roadside. The fine old man,
his giant form towering above his ruffianly
attackers, was laying about them with such
good will that he had already felled one of
them, and was holding the others at bay.

“Slip round, Jack, an’ club him from the
side!’’ shouted one. ‘‘Are we to be held all
night by the old fool?”’ .

“Come on, you scoundrels!” cried Tre-
lawney, dealing texrific blows with the crop-
handle.

Stout of arm as he was, however, the doctor
could not hold out against three. A heavy
blow from a bludgeon struck his shoulder,
and his right arm dropped, useless. In an
instant he shifted the crop to his left hand,
but they were now on both sides of him,
and while he was engaging one, another
behind aimed a vicious blow at his head.
One more moment, and his doom would have
been sealed.

There was a thunder of hoofs, a flash, a
ringing report, and the fellow who aimed the
blow threw up his arms and fell with a

R

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, lu:ve passed into the hands of his rascally uncle,
give the bo
guardian, states his intention of sending Dick and h!i’s brother,
School—a notorious
coach, Vane and the two boys are held up
Dick joins forces with Turpin, and, after bidding
to fetch him soon, the two ride away.
adventures together until Dick leaves his companion and rides north to see
In the meantime, Ralph has reached Duncansdby School, a dreary,
Unknown to him, Yane has arranged with the head-

his money, and, appointing himself
glacc in the north of England.
Y

They have

Ralph {s rescued dy hia brother, who takes hRim
Dirkley, the school sneak, discovers

. Hs and his cronies and a numbder of villagers capture Dick when he comes to
visit Ralph, dut the latter, with the aid of his chums, relcase the young highwayman.
(Now read on.)
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choking cry. The other scoundrels turned
savagely, but Dick and Satan were upon them
in an instant, One was felled to the ground
with the clubbed pistol; the third wavered a
moment and then, as Dick wheeled round,
rushed off into the wood. ‘

Dick swung himself down from the saddle.

“ A thousand thanks, good sir! You have
saved my life, no less!” exclaimed Dr. Tre-

lawney. And then, starting back in astonish-
ment as he saw Dick’s black mask: ‘“Od’s
fish, a highwayman, as I live! Have you

delivered me but to rob me in their stead?
Blood, sir! You shall shoot me first!”

The pugnacious old doctor clubbed his
}B}nlt(:ing-crop again, and turned fiercely upon

ick.

‘*Nay, nay, sir!” cried the young outlaw,
langhing. “I need no purse of yours, Dr.
Trelawney, and right blithe I am to have
beaten off any enemies of yours!”™

He doffed his mask, and bowed civilly. The
doctor gasped.

‘“What!’ he cried. ‘“Mr. Fernhall, who
saved my silver! You have buried me deeper
in obligation than I can ever hope to repay,
sir., And is this mask but a jest?’’

Dick shook his head.

“It 18 no jest, Dr. Trelawney,” he replied
slowly. ‘I have deceived you, and I own
it frankly. My name is rot KFernhall—that
i8 but the title of my estate. I am Forrester
the highwayman!”

“What !’ cried the doctor. Then, recover-
ing from his astonishment: °‘‘No matter, sir,
you have done me greater service than any
man alive. -~ You are as courageous and as
truc a gentleman as ever lived! I care not if
you were Turpin himself |” added the old
man impetuously. ‘“Give me your hand,
sir!” | |

‘“With all my heart!” said Dick. ‘' And
yet I am sore at heart, for my young brother,
who would be safe at St. Anstell’s from many
dangers that threaten him, will have to leave
and be at the mercy of his enemies and

mine.”’
““Leave, sir! Why?” cried the docior
heartily., “Never fear, I will keep your

secret. ’Twould be a poor return for your
gervices were I to turn him out.”

‘““The secret, sir, is already out. Many of
the boys know it. I Would trust them; but
there 1s one in whose hands it is fatal. He is
a youth named Dirkley, and he has already
tried to entrap me. The knaves in the
village know 1t, too. I fear Ralph must
leave,”

“What you tell me is bad news,” said the
doctor, ““yet your brother shall remain at
the school if it can be at all managed. He
has committed no fault, and is as finc and as
high-couraged a youngster as there is in St.
Anstell’s. However, you will understand, of
course, that the governors of the school may
make it impossible if they get wind of the
affair.”.

“You are a true friend, Dr. Trelawney,”
said Dick gratefully. “I own I know not
what to do with Ralph if he leaves the school.
You will see that my company is perilous for
him. For myself, or what happens to me, I
care not the tess of a straw, but I would
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hang ten times over rather than see iny
brother share my fate. Twist it how you
will, I am an outlaw, and a scourge of the
roads, with the gallows-tree ready to claim
me for its own. 'The law holds me a common
robbexr,”’ ‘

“I have seen many a worse man among
those who hold themselves honest men!”

“I would all men saw with your eyes,”
laughed Dick; “but you will sce, sir, my
brother could have no guardian more likely
to bring trouble upon him than me.”

“ Ay, that is true!”’

‘““Wherefore I wish for nothing so much
as to have him remain in your care. I have
a bitter enemy, besides, who constantly sceks
to effect his ruin. He fears my teeth, but
now he has lost track of the boy. Sir, I
thank you from my heart for all you have
done, and I will leave you to act as best you
may. I shall be at hand if I am wanted,
and if ever you need the help of straight
pistols and a good sword, command me!”

The doctor took Dick’s hand in a firm grip,
and walked rapidly on towards the school,
his brows knitted in deep thought. Dick
watched his stalwart figure round the bend,
and then, calling Black Satan over to him,
swung himself into the saddle. |

"“Though all the world be against me,” he
said, “I have one good friend among men, -
and that is Dr. Trelawney. But there 1is
perilous work ahead of us, and one that
needs quick wits as well as pistol-bullets.”

A Surprise for the Sneak!
X HO’S there?”’
“Me, sir—Dirkley. Can I :zee

you, please, sir?”’

The sneak of St. Anstell’s, find-
ing when he regched the headmaster’s study
that Dr. Trelawney was out, knew himself in
a fix. He dared. not go down among the
boys. Once he had told his tale, however,
it would be easier to protect himself. So he
stole across the landing and hid in one of
the bed-rooms, waiting there till he saw the
doctor return.

A frown grew upon the doctor’s face as he
heard Dirkley’s name, and he smothered a
hasty ejaculation. He thought for a moment,
and then bade the boy enter.

Dirkley shook in his shoes as soon as he
found himself before the headmaster, for the

‘doctor was looking very grim.

‘““What do you want?’’ he asked sternly.

‘“ Please, sir, it’s abont Fernhall.”

‘““What has Fernhall done?”

‘“Please, sir, nothing, sir, That is, he—
his brother—I’ve found out——"

“What do you mean, sir ?"’ said the doctor,
in an awful voice, rising and towering over
the boy—he had an especial loathing for tale-
bearers, and very little csteem for Dirkley.
“What is it? Have you come here to waste

He spluttered
¢ Sir,

my time?”’

““No, sir!” gasped Dirkley.
for a moment, and then burst out:
Fernhall’s brother is a highwayman!”’ .

‘“Have you not discovercd, Dirkley,” eaid
the doctor, his voice suddenly dropping to
a smooth and much more dangerous polite-
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ness, ‘‘that it is unwise to try and play witn
me ?”’ -

“I te!l you, =ir,” Dblurted out Dirkiey,
‘““that Xernhall’s brother i1s Dick Forrester,
the highwayinan. There’s a reward on his
head. I caught him, and would have given
him up to justice—I consider 1t my duty!”
finished Dirkley, with a show of bravado,

then crumpled again as the doctor looked at
“him angrily,

-“You caught him?”’

“I dropped a noose over him, and made
him_ a prisoner. But a lot of the other
fellows ‘came up, with young Fernhall at
their head, and though I-fought them all
single-handed and was beating them off, Fern-
hall let his brother loose ‘and he escaped.”’

" “Who led the "boys whom you fought,
besides Fernhall ?”’ asked the doctor quietly.

““Conyers and Hilton, sir.”’

The doctor shot a keen glance at Dirkley,
and rang -the-bell! - Dirkley was triumphant.
It.was to summon the constables surelv. He
"would:beza hero yet. e

. .

“Send Conyers and Hilton here,” said tone
doctor, when the bell was amswered. ;
' Dirkley” looked blue. The two boys came
. up. - Hilton was admitted first. B

. . o . - 9 . u . r

- S Inilton,” said the doctor, “I want to ask
vou _a few questions—and I want o fo
answer them truthfully!” '

)]

< -~

(What’s going to happen now ? Iill
Dr. Trelawney allow Ralph to remain at
St. Anstell’s 7 Malke sure you read next
Wednesday’s stirring instalment.) | ‘
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VENGEANCE TRAIL!
(Continued from page 35)

bumped against his shins, nearly tripping him
up. and he bent down with groping hands,
was on his knees, striking a match..

“Pad!? R o
- His voice trailed away in hopeless fear.
Garcia had not lied: it was John Graham
who lay there, sunk in a torpor that was
very -near to, death. Peter stared at him
fearfully. It did not seem possible that this
poor wreck, starved to a ‘skeleton and filthy
dirty, could be the burly. jovial father he
had last seen in England. ,Yct it was so.
In spite of the sunken checks,” the straggly,
matted beard and wasted ‘body  to which a
few rags -clung pitifully. Peter knew that
part of his quest was over.

Very gently he bent and listened to the
feebly-beating heart, then, taking off the
Mexican | waistcoat he wore, .he folded it
under the limp grey head. ~ After that, he
sat quietly in a corner and .waited.

Vengeance Trail was not ended yet. Be-
cause, although -Manuel Garcia had taken this
trick, there. was something he did not know.
Out in the "darkness "of the veranda, cool,
resourceful and vindictive'as any Apache of
eld. crouched the other partner.on the trail—
Red Potter. ' - o :

THE END.

: . - e T ' , .

- (The end of the trail next weel:—and gee,

boys! what a yarn. Pacl:ed with thrills
and excitement.) " | '
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BE TALL or money. back, Amazing Course.
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FIREWORKS £1 Y25 2/6

» FOR
T.very boy will be dclighted with our wondcrful box of
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Height Specialist, Scarborough.
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Champions. - The Wonderful Japancse Self-
1 Defence without weapons. Take care of yoursclf
under all circumstances; fear no man. Iou can

have Monster Illustrated Portion for P.O. 3/9.
Send Now to “ YAWARA " (Dept. A.P.),
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Middx. - Practical Tuition London School Datlly.

“ ARE YOU A BOY DETECTIVE? *” NoP Then
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should Know.?’? "Look at the price! Oniy 11d. post
free 1 1. Get yours NOW from THE BOY DETECTIVE
STUPPLY STORES., Désk ‘“‘NLL,” 32, CATH-
CART STREET, GREENOCK.
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