


Fireworks, fun and frolic on the ¢ Fifth’ at St. Frank’s.

GUY'!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
Handforth Turns Blue!

12£422Z—bang !

Mr. Crowell, the master of the
Remove Ferm at St Frank's, leapt
about eighteen inches into the  air

as the cannon-cracker exploded imme-
diately in his rear. His mortar-board
went  in one  direction, his boeks in
another.

HANDFORTH THE

“You should compete for the high

jump, s, sard William Napole®
Browne approvingly. ‘“You will take II
as a compliment, am sure, sir, whq{l ‘
assure you that your performance lll:f.
sistibly reminded me of a mountain g%
leaping from crag to crag K

“How dare you, Browne?” snapp}’d o
Crowell, breathing hard. “It's a pity J
haven’t the thouehtfuiness to pick uP
hooks for me.”

He retrieved his books and his

mortd”
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Lively iong complete Guy Fawkes yarn thal goes with a bang.

yoard, and he attempted to retrieve liis
dignity. It was ncarly time for lessons,

and the passages of the School House
were crowded with boys. |

«The Fifth of November!” sard Mr.
crowell acidly.  “An absurd celebration !
it cught to Dbe prohibited by Act of
1’;u‘1iament V7

~But vou will surely remember, sir,
(hat the celebrated Brother Iawkes
ttempted to blow up Parhament on this

.. 4’
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me hundreds of yecars ago,” said

y Fifth Form skipper, without a
a smile. “It is no exaggeration
~1n fact, that Brother Fawkes
& bright lad with sound ideas.”

0 uot regard the subject, Browne,

aS One . .
Mopp for levity,” retorted Mr. Crowell,
vy Acld than ever.

No ¢ : :
Bl‘owgedoubt you are right, sir,”
meek
Al mit leekly,

; agreed
t] “But you will at least
‘2t Brother Fawkes was a public

('nef.l _

actoy 4 :

ave lnt(cjl\ How, otherwise, should we
“Wa'l Guy Fawkes Day 5

Saig I&rwm'tld be a lot better without it,”
- I('I‘Oﬁ'ell grufly. “In any case,
; utterly fail to see why we

should be wasting cur time in this per-
feetly useless argument., Be good enocugh
to go to your Form-room.”

He strode off, bounced into the Remove
Form-room, and glaved. e was aware
that he was a minute late, and he hated
unpunctuality. The Remove, tuking ad-
vantage of his non-arrival, was enjoying
itselt.

“Silence !

Every

Crowell.
as though

thundered Mr.
junior

remalined

stricken, and a brooding silence fell. The
Removites knew that tone of voice only
too well! And it was the FIifth of
November—and detention of any kind
would be little short of a calamity.

With dignity, Mr. Crowell closed the
door, and walked towards his desk. Then:

Bang !

Mr. Crowell’s dignity vanished. The
cracker went off like a miniature bomb,
and the Form-master again gave a very
fair imitation of a mountain goat leap-
ing from crag to crag. Church and
McClure had distincetly warned ITandforth
not to licht the fuse of that cracker; but
Handforth was a reckless fellow.
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“Who—who did that?”
Crowell, spinning round. ‘This is out-
rageous ! Good heavens! For days past
we have had nothing but these wretched
fireworks, exploding in all sorts of odd
corners—until one’s nerves are shattered
to shreds ! And now you have the audacity
to use the—the things in the class-room !”

He adjusted his glasses, and inspected
the Form with such intensity that his eyes
were like gimlets.  All the boys were
standing in their places. They looked
harmless enough. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, with three cannon-crackers in Lis
hand, wondcred bow on ecarth he could
get rid of them.

“Who lighted that firework?” de-
manded Mr. Crowell ominously.

There was dead silence.

“l am waiting,” snapped the Form-
master. :

“Well, you see, sir—"” began Hand-
forth.

“Was it you, Handforth?”

“Well, I was saying, sir——"

‘““Answer mc !”

“Well, dash it, sir, give a chap a
chance,” protested the burly leader of
Study D. ‘“We didn’t think you’d be
here go soon I mean, I was going to
throw that cracker out of the window,
but then you came in——"

‘“That will do, Handforth,” said Mr.
Crowell coldly. “You are responsible for
the firework. Vervy well! You will write
me two hundred lyines. Come out here.,”

“Eh?”’ gasped Handiorth, in dismay.

“Don’t say ‘ Eh?’ like that!” barked
Mr. Crowell. “You heard what I said,
Handforth. Come out here.”

“ But—but——"’

With a handful of cannon-crackers,
Handforth was at a disadvantage. He
glanced appealingly at the juniors on
cither side of him, but they scemed to be
unawarc of his existence.

“I am still waiting, Handforth,” said
Mr. Crowell silkily—and when his voice
assumed that silky quality he was as
nearly like a high-explosive bomb as a
human being can be.

“Yes, sir,”’ gasped Handforth.

With creditable deftness, he jerked
open the lid of his desk, and threw the
cannon-crackers within. But something
peculiar happened. Handforth felt
slight resistance, and there was a scrap-
ine noise, immediately followed by a
flash.

“Hallo! What the—— Whoa!” yelled
Handforth in alarm.

He jerked the lid of his desk right back.
There was a puff, then a dense cloud of
blue smoked gushed out, enveloping Hand-
forth. He backed away hastily, and a

asped Mr.

gasp of amazement went up.
forth’s face was a bright blue;
as 1f he had dipped
of ink.

““Groooooh ! spluttered Handy, apg
bent forward over his desk aﬁain to in.
vestigate. At that moment there was 4
sizzling noise, and red fire and green firg
spouted forth. Combined with the blyg
smoke, the effect was really artistic.

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!” gure]
Ha,ndforthyhelplessly. sTeld

Crack-crack! Bang! Swooosh! Bang!

With a fiendish yell, Handforth lea%t
back. Jumping crackers were leaping oyg
of his desk to the accompaniment of ¢,
coloured fire. Then, to make matterg
worse, those cannon-crackers of his went
off. The noise was like that of a minia.
ture air raid.

Mr. Crowell stood transfixed with horrop
and fury.
transfixed with dismay. Every boy was
still standing in his place, rcady to si
down when Mr. Crowell gave the word.
Mr. Crowell was a stickler for such dis-
cipline. He always madec the boys sit
down in unison, and hc made the boys open
their desks in unison. He had something
of a military mind.

he T
e loo
his head in a bo‘stll

“This—this is outrageous!” panted Mr. .

his voice. ‘‘How dare
fou, Handforth?  And, good gracious,
ook at your face, boy! Never in my lile
have I experienced anything quite so—
so”’—he sought for a word—*so out
rageous !” he concluded, giving 1t best.

“But, look here, sir ” began Hand-
forth.

“Silence !”

“That’s all very well, sir——

“Come herc, Handforth !”

Edward Oswald, looking very blue, flus-
tered and excited, went forward.

“You don’t understand——"" he begal.

“I understand, Handforth, that, not
content with letting off fireworks under
my fcet, you must convert your desk mtt:
a—a miniature Crystal Palace! Pal’
Phoo! Look at this smoke! How do
you suppose we can work in this poisol
ous atmosphere?”

The coloured fire was dying
the crackles and explosions had ce

Crowell, finding

)

down, and
ased.

Clouds of dense, pungent smoke ﬂoatﬁq
lazily in the atmosphere of the For™
room.

‘“But listen, sir > 1l
Handforth was frantie, but Mr. Cov¢
would not allow him to proceed. B,
“Enough 1” he snapped. *Handfor o

you will be detained this evening fro
six p.m. until eight-thirty.”
Handforth recled.

The rest of the Form stood

|
|
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«put—but it’s Guy Fawkes Night, sir,”
yelped. “We're having a bonfire—
hed,and fireworks, and—and > |
. As a punishment for this outrage you
i1 be detained,” roared Mr. Crowell.
ﬂNot another word! There will bc mno
greworks for you this evening, Handforth !
You have had enough! Now go apd wash
our face, and return here as quickly as
all-"
yo}}ﬁ:ut it's not fair, sir
wgilence !” thundered the Form-master,
ointing with a quivering finger. “Go!”
P Handforth, sick with dismay, went.

'

CHAPTER 2.
Class-room Ructions!

T rough on Handforth.
][ He had been guilty of letting off

that isolated cannon-crackecr; but

the Great Desk Mystery bafled
him. He had not put any fireworks in his
desk—other than those cannon-crackers—
and cven if he had done so he would
not have been rash enough to let them go
off.

Unfortunately, Mr. Cowell refused to
listen; lic took it for granted that Hand-
forth, in his enthusiasm, had played a
joke. And Mr. Crowell was dectermined
that Handforth should pay.

“Attention !” commanded the
master. “Sit down—everybody !”

Everybody sat down.

“If there are any more exhibitions of
—er—fireworks, I shall be compclled to
detain the whole Form,” continued Mr.
Crowell darkly. “Fireworks are all right
In their proper place; but the Form-room
18 not the proper place. We are here to
work. Pouf! This smoke is positively
dlsgusting A

{3
. Hadn’t we better have
slr?”

lain,

was distinctly

Form-

a window opcn,
suggested Nipper, the Form cap-

toan will have a window opcn, Hamil-

o2 Wl,fen I decidg. that it shall be

ilfl’eﬁ?d, retorted Mr. Crowell, who was

o 13 most irritable mood. “Be good
ugh to hold your tongue !”

Dper sighed and said no more.

. gﬁc‘i‘f Perhaps, we shall be able to get
he gyt ld some work,” said Mr. Crowell, as
2 pukl: Own at his desk. “To-day is not
seembtlc_hohglay, as many of you boys
: 9 Imagine, but an ordinary work-

ln% day )

I\'[l..he(‘Form glowered rebelliously. Why

Nevempor Cil should regard the Fifth of

fludeq tir‘as an ordinary working day

five iy ©1' comprehension. For the next

long ™) ‘tltes the Form-master delivered a
“lire on the folly of letting off

fireworks at the wrong time and in the
wrong place. He snorted, he shouted, and
he threatened. The Removites listened
patiently.” Mr. Crowell had concluded his
lecture when Handforth, now looking his
normal self, entered the class-room. The
burly junior went to his desk, followed by
a glare from the master.

“Please, sIr ”  began
meekly.

‘‘Another -word from you, Handforth,
and I shall report you for a flogging,”
snapped Mr. Crowell. *“My patierce is
r.ot inexhaustible.”

“But my desk is in an awful state,
sir,”” protested Handforth recklessly.
“Why (}on’t you listen, sir? I don’t know
anything about those fireworks. Some
silly ass has been having a game with my
desk »

“Handforth, you are an obstinate, wil-
ful boy,” said the Form-master hotly.
“It seems that nothing short of a flogging
will silence you. I don’t want to hear
another word. Do you understand? Not
another word !”

Handforth, warned by that ominous
tone, and by the ferocious glares of his
immediate ncighbours, relapsed intc
silence.

“Now !” said Mr. Crowell, giving a
sharp rap with his pointer. ‘' Now, per-
haps, we can begin our work. Everybody
will open his desk. Smartly, now! All
together !”

It was omne of his little idiosyncrasies
that this ceremony should be performed
witli" machine-like precision. The boys
all jerked their desk lids open at the
same second. The next move was to take
out their books. But that next move was
put out of gear this morning.

Sizzzzzli! Swooooosh! Sizzzzzh'!

IEvery desk in the room behaved in the
same way. Every desk momentarily re-
sisted as it was opened, then came bursts
of smoke and little flashes of fire—to be
immediately followed by ruddy glares.

“Hi! What the——" '

“Great Scott !”

“Oh, my hat !”

“0Odds fire and flames !”

All the boys leapt to their feet in con-
sternation. They jerked the lids of their
desks back. Red fire was blazing forth
from every degk—to be immediately
joined by blue fire and green fire. The
whole Form-room glowed and flickered
with the dazzling display. Dense clouds
of pungent smoke rose towards the ceil.
ing.
“Good—good heavens !” stammered Mr.
Crowell, his glasses dropping of his nose
in his amazement.

Handforth
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He was helpless. Pandemonium reigned.
Never had there been such a scene in the
Remove Form-room.

Bang-bang-bang ! Bang-bang-bang !

Jumping crackers were leaping out of
every desk, exploding and leaping in all
directions. It was like concentrated
machine-gun fire. The juniors—many of
them with faces that were a vivid red,
blue or green hue—were leaping and run-
ning in all directions, colliding with one
un‘?the'r, yelling, gasping, spluttering.

This—this is the most outragcous
’»

Mr, Crowell did not get any further.
A grcat puffi of smoke went into his
tiiroat, and he swallowed some of it. He
recled, coughing violently.  Somcbody
dashed to the door, and flung it open.
Others lcapt for the windows, and opcned
them, too. Meanwhile, the various
colourcd fires continued their gay display,
and the jumping crackers still banged
and jumped.

The boys did not wait for any orders.
They crowded out of the Form-room and
rceled along the corridor; they reached
the open, their eyes smarting, their throats
parched. Masters were opening doors of
the other Form-rooms, and were looking
out ; prefects were dashing here and there.
The work of the entire school was at a
ctandstill.  The corridors were becoming
filled with the acrid smoke,

“What on earth is happening ?” shouted
Mr. Pagett, of the Fifth.

“Fireworks—in my Form-room!”
gurgled Mr. Crowell, as he dashed past.

“"Good heavens!” cjaculated Mr. Sun-
:liffe, of the Third, suddenly appearing.
““Is—is the school on fire?”

“No, sir, it isn’t !’ barked Mr. Crowell.
“It’s nothing! Please go back to your
own boys! I can deal with mine!”

When - he got outside he found all his |

boys gathered about the School House
steps. They were yelling excitedly, and
coughing in between whiles.

“Just a minute, sir, before you round
on us,” exclaimed Nipper, running up
“I'm Form captain, and I can tell you at
once, sir, that none of us knows anything
about this business.”

“That’s right, sir,” put in Handforth
excitedly. “Don’t you see? Every desk
was just the same as mine! Only mine
went off unexpectedly—because I opened
my lid before you gave the order. I'm
no more to blame than the other chaps,
sir.”’

“*And, by Samson, we’re not to blame,
cither,” sald Vivian Travers. ‘““We didn’t
shove any fireworks in our own desks.

“Not likely, sir,” spluttered Reggie
Pitt

Mr. Crowell was forced to take not;
of the earnest, excited boys. He Coufg
plainly see that they were as mystifioq a
himself—and, indeed, as indignant, 3

““Somcbody has japed us, sir,” said Nj
per darkly. ‘“An eclaborate japeﬁon%
igantic scale. All our desks were ),
ﬁeycd with.” , )

““That will do,” said Mr. Crowell, fore.
ing himself to be calm. “I am beginnjy
to rcalise, Hamilton, that what you say i%
right. All your desks were—er—monkeyeq
with, but by whom?” |
“By George! Wouldn’t we like to kngy
sir !” declared Handforth aggressively, ’

“In the circumstances, Handforth, y
will retract your sentence,” said ty,
Form-master, almost grudgingly. “yg,
will not be detained this evening.”

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Handforth,
with relicf.

“I shall inquire into this disgracefy]
affair later,” continued Mr. Crowell. «J
am satisfied that none of you boys i
guilty. Upon my word! What a morn.
ing !’

%he Removites, now that they knew
there was to be no punishment, rather
enjoyed themselves. Any delay in lessons
was to be welcomed. Many of the juniors,
with their brightly-coloured faces, pre-
sented remarkable sights, and there was
much laughter and chatter—until Mr.
Crowcll silenced 1t with a thunderous
command.

“Form into a double column,” went on
the Form-master sharply. ““You will all
go to the bath-rooms and wash yourselves.
I will accompany you. Then we will re-
turn to the Form-room. Biggleswade tells
me that there is no danger of fire, and

the room is now practically clear of
smoke. No, don’t hurry, there! Take 1t
calmly. March !”

In an orderly double column the Re
movites marched to the bath-rooms
where, under Mr. Crowell’s eagle ¢y
they all hastily washed. Then they f‘ii
turned to the class-room. Silence reigl
in that apartment.” Smoke hung 8b°“h
still, but it was clearing rapidly throﬂgv :
the open windows and door. The, 1;01.
went to their desks eagerly--wong]crlni.m{l
They wanted to know how the jape
been worked.

They soon found out.

-

CHAPTER 3.
Fighting the Fourth!

ACH dcsk contained a squal
box—of the sort whiqh 18 usc
packing fancy biscults—all

tin was filled with the blackened ¥€
of the red, blue and grecn flarcs.

£10
ed ot
eac)
mai?? |
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Fhe firework hissed out cf ths firs and landed at the feet of Trezellis-West{ and Nipper,
causing those startled juniors to sit down violently. -

Nipper, cxamining his own desk, also
found beside the tin box a half-burned
match. And, finding it, he was easily able
to guess how the jape had been worked.
Obvmusly the match—which was not of

the safety variety—had been ingeniously
fixed so that it came into contact with the:

;}'on rod at the side of the desk when the
'd was raised, causing the match to flame

?1;1;1 1guite the fuse of one of the coloured
es. :

I ¢ 14 3 ’ ' . T
wiﬂ“ cll, I'm blessed !” exclaimed Nipper
to 1 a whistle, and rclated his discoveries
rono€ Or two juniors who were standing
ound hLim,

matli&n? the other fireworks were auto-
RosCd 1},{)_11(; from the first one,” nodded
iur%%;c ith.  “By Jove! Brainy! The
in tIhng:[ crackers were just scattered locse
got g in P?X, I expect, and they soon
50 tﬁ 8. These boxes haven’t any lids,
we . Crackers were free to jump out.”
" must have cost quids!” said

‘i, staring.  *“Who the dickens
“bend money like that to play a
ody .tAnd look at the work!
“N\” ust have been busy here for
'AlL (i.ienﬁcéssarlly,” interrupted Nipper.
OXes were prepared in advance,

h0111‘53

and they only had to be shoved in the
desks, and the matches fixed. That
wouldn’t take long. Well, whoever did
this, did it thoroughly, and cautiously.
too. These tin boxes prevented the fire
from doing any real damage.”

It was quite true. Everybody’s books
had been pushed into a corner, with folded
newspapers protecting them. The japers.
at least, had been t-Tmughtful enough tc
think of that.

“Funny !” said Nipper, frowning.

“What’s funny?”

“Our books being protected like this.”

“I don’t kncw about its being funny,’
sald Travers. ¢ The fellows who worked
the dodge were only anxious that no
damage should be done.”

“That's why it's funny,” said Nipper
bluntly.

The air was still full of the heavy
odour of burnt gunpowder. The boys did
not mind it particularly, but Mr. Crowecll
‘“poufed ” and ‘“paah-ed ” and made other
noices of disgust with much vehemence.

“I shall inquire into this disgracefu]
affair later on,” he said curtly. ‘““Never
mind clearing away the mess now, boys.
Take your books out; we will begin
work.”
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Mr. Crowell was very cautious when he
opencd his own desk. He half expected
another firework display, but the japers
had cvidently been scared of extending the
joke to the Form-master himself.

Not a great deal of work was done until
the interval. Mr. Crowell had thought of
cancelling the interval for this morning;
but he was anxious to get out and obtain
a .breath of fresh air. In any case, the
boys weren’t to blame. They were glad
enough to be free for a bricf spell—so
that they could discuss the extraordinary
affair.

" it’s no good blinking at 1it, you
chaps,” said Nipper briskTy, when they
were outside. “Some funny bounders
Lhave japed us soundly. What are we

coine to do about i1t?”

b [ ]
“(?et our own back, of course,” said

Handforth promptly.

‘“Before we gect our own back, we’ve
got to find out who did the job,” said
I'ravers. ‘““You must admit it was very
cleverly done. And who is there clever
—except the Remove?”

“Well, of course, that’s the point,”
grinned Nipper. “8Still, Corky, of the
Fourth, has been getting rather daring

of late. He’s been egging the Fourth on
to jape us, too. It wouldn’t surprise
me ”?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a chorus of laughter from the
School House steps. The Removites, turn-
ing, saw Lioncel Corcoran, Buster Boots,
Bogb Christine, Armstrong, Griffith, and a
crowd of other Fourth-Formers. They
were yelling over some joke. It was
significant.

“I don’t notice anything funny,” said
Nipger pointedly.

“We do,” said Corky blandly. “We
All you

nctice lots of funny things!
Remove chaps, for instance.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal!”

“We hear you’ve becn having a private
firework display in your Form-room,” said
Boots.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The—the rotters!” snorted Hand-
forth, excitement blazing in his eyes.
““That’s good enough, you chaps! It was

the Fourth! Come on! Down with the
Fourth!”?
‘“Hear, hear!”

Even Nipper did not attempt to stop
the rush. Let the consequences be what
they may, it was vital that the Fourth
should be put in its place. It was Nipper
1n fact, who led the attack.

““Back up, Remove !” he yelled. “It’'ll
only take two ticks! We’ll wipe ’em
right up!”

“*Hurrah !”

Dismay overspread the features of
Fourth-Formers. Corcoran, who had syq.
denly lost his grin, ran forward.

“Steady, you fatheads!” he roareq
“We don’t know ” .
Further conversation was difficult

Nipper’s fist had thudded into his chest
and at the same moment somecbody flyy,
an arm round his mneck, and pulled hiy,
over backwards. All round, on every side
other Removites were grappling with
other Fourth-Formers.

In less than ten seconds the Triangle be.
came the scene of a hectic free fight,
Remove and Fourth battled grimly.

And so great was the indignation of the
Remove that their rivals had absolutely
no chance. They were bowled over, swept
to the ground, jumped on, sat on, and
generally squashed.

It was one of the quickest scraps on
record, and Corky & Co. had a dim, vague
impression that tornado had hit them.

‘“Here, I say, chuck this!”

It was Biggleswade, of the

Sixth,

Biggy was a prefect—a genial enough
fellow, but he knew his duty.
“You silly young fatheads!” he

growled, rushing in amongst the com-
batants.  “Take fifty lines cach, all
round ! What do you think this 1s—a
battlefield ?”

He was nearly bowled over himsclf in
the excitement, but fortunately Fcuton
and Morrow and one or two other prefccts
arrived on the scene, and there was a
scurry and scamper of feet. Fourth-
Formers went in one direction, Removites
1n another.

“You—you crazy idiots!” panted Cor-
coran, glaring at the Removites. ¢ What
was the idea? There was noe harm 1
laughing, was there?”

“Rats! You fixed up those fireworks in
our desks,” said Handforth, dabbing his

nose. ‘“You can’'t fool us——"

“But we didn’t [”*yelled Corky.

“What !’

“We didn’t know anything about your
rotten fireworks—until we heard them
going off !”

Nipper grabbed the Fourth Form skip”
per by the arm.

“Say that again,” he exclaimed feebly-
‘““Are you telling me, Corky, that yOU
Fourth-Formers didn’t wangle that jape?

“I was going to tell you before the
rumpus, but you wouldn't let meil'
ogrowled Corcoran. *‘ We were only laug o
ing because you Removites had Leen JaB.
by somebody. We don’t know who di

it b}
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CHAPTER 4.
Handforth Makes Inguiries!

{PPER took a dcep breath,
N “Sorry, Corky !” he said briefly.
“That’s all right, old man—only

7

t be so jolly sudden next time,” said

don “Give a fellow

. o] Corcoran gruflly.
Ll?;ﬁince to explain.”

There was 10 further. opportunity of
talking then, for Removites and Fourth-
Formcel's alike found it necessary to.dash
to fix odds and ends of sticking-

jndoo1s
laster here and there. A few noses re-
i :red attention, too. They only just

;lsclcccded in scrambling back into the

Form-rooms in time for the next lesson.

And the mystery of the unofficial fire-
work display remained a mystery.

«Tt might have been those cads of Study
A—Forrest and his pals,” said Handforth,
immediatcly after the Remove was re~
Jeased from morning lessons. *They’ve
got plenty of money, and—-"

“Not a chance,” interrupted Nipper.

“Why not?”

“Do you think those rotters would have
cared twopence if our books had been
damaged?”’ asked Nipper.

“By Gcorge! I'd forgotten that!”

“The jape was done by somebody who
wanted 1t to remain—well, a harmless
jape,” said Nipper. ‘“Very particular
care was taken that no damage was done.
It doesn’t matter which wag you look at
1t, you fellows, there were brains behind
the job.”

"Well, it wasn’t the Fourth, and 1
don’t think the Fifth Form chaps would
play a trick like that,” said Travers
thoughtfully. “Of course, there’s old
Na(})oleon Browne. He’s a bit of a lad—
and on Guy Fawkes Day he might let
himself go.”

. As it happened, Browne himself hove

M sight at that moment, and the Re-

Movites bore down upon him.

thi trust there is mnothing sinister in
8 converging manceuvre?”  asked

Br ;
\i‘f’ne anxiously. * Remember, brothers

tionwﬁ want to ask you a straight ques-
the ,F' rowne,” saxd.Handforth, looking at
knoy ifth Form skipper hard. “Do you
in oy anything about that fircwork affair
“y  Form-room this morning ?”
diver 2oW that it came as a very welcome
_Brother Handy,” replied
Brother Pagett, who 1s not a
h the, best of tcmpers, was rather
hen came the
nothing of clouds of
poison-gas. Brother
Was so thoroughly upset that we

hj :
I cating out of our hands for the
€ morning.” |

Nade, to sa
not unlilZe

“We’re not interested in Pagett,” said
Handforth impatiently. ¢ What we want
to know is this—did you Fifth Form

fellows work that jape on us?”

‘“Alas, mo,” sighed Browne. “I will
confess it was well worthy of the Fiftn
—since it was brainy—but I can assure
you that we took no part in the momen-
tous event.”

“H’m! The Fifth didn’t do it, and the
Fourth didn’t do it—so who did do it?”
asked Handforth. *‘‘It couldn’t have been
the Sixth »

“You have omitted any reference to
the Third,” said Browne. ‘Is that wise,

Brother Handy?”
repeated Handforth,

“The Third?”
staring. ‘“You're not suggesting that
those siily fags——"

“It is distinctly unwise, brother, to
speak thus of the Third Form stalwarts,”
said Browne. ‘““And you must remember
that Brother Willy is far from lacking in
brains. With no disrespcet to your
sisters, it had cften occurred to me that
the distribution of brains in the Hand-
forth family 13 lamentably unequal.
Here we have Brother William with mas-
sive quantities—with the rest of the ficld,
if I may use a racing term, nowhere. No,
brothers, I am sorry, but we men of the
Fifth know mnothing of your fircwork
frolic.” .

And Browne, with a nod, passed on,
leaving the Removites grinning.

“Was he telling me that I haven’t any
brains?” asked Handforth suspiciously.

“Leave it, old man,” murmured
Church. “He was pretty right about your
minor, though. Willy’s a coughdrop !
How do we know that he didn’t work the
jape? He’s capable of anything!”

“By George!” said Handforth darkly.

He strode off in search of his minor. In
the Ancient House lobby, Handforth came
across Wilson of the Sixth.

“Seen my minor, Wilson?” asked the
burly Removite.

“Not since early this morning,” replicd
the prefect. “He was coming out of the
temove Form-room » :

“What!” yelled Handforth excitedly.

He dashed off, leaving Wilson staring.
Finally, after a hectic search, Handforth
ran his minor to earth in the paddock.
Willy was curiously employed. Lightning,
his pet greyhound, was trotting sedately
up and down with Septimus the Squirrel
perched airily on his back. It spoke
volumes for Willy’'s patience i1n training
that two such natural enemies should be
close friends.

““Oh, so there you are!” growled Hand-
forth, as he came up. *“What do you
think you’re doing ?™
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“Just the fellow I wanted to see,” said
Willy crisply. ‘‘Good man, Ted! There’s

S8

a little matter——

“Just a mo’!” interrupted Handforth.
“I’ve heard that you wcre seen coming
out of the Remove Form-room this morn-
ing—before lessons, ¥ What were you
doing in there?”

Willy scratched his head and screwed
up his eyes.

“Now, let me sce,” he murmured.
“What was I doing in therep™

“You — you
tricky young
blighter,” roared
Handforth, glar-
mg. “So you
worked that giddy
jape, did you?”

“Oh, that!”
saldd Willy, grin-
ning. ‘“Now as
brother to brother,
I'll tell you every-
thing I know,
Ted.”

“You’d bettcer !’

“But before I
begin, there’s a
Iittle matter of
five bob to be
scttled,” continued
Willy calmly.

“Ell?,’

“1 tried to get
hold of you before
breakfast, but you
dodged,” said the
Third Form
skipper. “Five
bob, Ted. Don’t
make a fuss, or
refuse. I'm prac-
tically stony, and
I know for a fact

)

“ THE FOOL OF THE FIFTH.” Humorous complete school yarn featuring\

And Willy held out a hand whicp X
major gazed upon in disgust. 5
“When did you wash your hands last__
Easter Monday?” asked Edward Oswaq
sourly.  “All right, blow youl Herg
your rotten five bob.” s

He knew, from past experience, that it
was utterly hopeless to get away fron
Willy unless he “dubbed up.” 1In this
particular instance, however, Handfory),
had another reason. Willy took tha
money and pocketed it.

that you've got
over a quid.

Whack out, old
man! Five of the
best 1”

“You — you
young  bounder,”
casped Hand-
forth, backing away.
give you five bob!”

“All right—I1 shan’t tell you what I
know about that affair in your Form-
room.”

“You—you

“Don’t make those gurglings and gasp-
ing noiscs in front of my pets,” said
Willy coldly. “You’re setting them a bad
example, Five bob, Ted !”

with the hose.

“I’'m blowed if I'll

»

Within the space of a few moments Handforth performed marvels

He knocked down juniors like ninepins, and finally
succeeded in hitting Mr. Pycraft in the back of the neck.

“Now,” said his major, “you keep 70:‘:
promise, my lad Tell me what you kno®
about that firework jape.”

“Certainly,” said Willy blandiy-
know nothing.”
“What do you mean—you know

thine ?” . _
€ T . LX) . : T3\ N-I'SA
Nothing,” said Willy. “Nix.
nix !”

«f

p¢”
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«gut not threce minutes ago you told

»

me—

your Form-room

ahout that jape 1in
(CI

| I've told you,” retorted Willy.

k[]C\V

a1l

M

N

.0" B\

) )4

llt)nm,v nothing. What more do you want?
‘{let b(é}so dense, Ted !

oo | y al1;

“'lf‘o.l)ls)'er corge ! If you’re telling me a
? ﬁat" I don’t tell whoppers.”

lson said he saw you going into the

Orm-room »

cliff dodged in there because old Sun-

Willey was looking for me,” explained

“I _ l J .
Minute only hid behind the door for

a
thing?n
Handfortl, ayifteq away dismally.

Wlhy make mystery out of no-

CHAPTER 5.
Fire  Fireworks "]

7
T fzaflll,t the Third,” grunted Hand-
(‘I'I(‘) 'I(i when he met Nipper and a

Ho“ of Removites in the Ancient

use lobby. “Willy swears he

;‘Iﬂl-)romiscd to tell you everything I said Church, with a sniff.

11

knows nothing about the giddy business.”
“It’s a pity you couldn’t wait for us,”
““Mac and I
ought to have gone with you.”
Oh?” asked Handforth. “And why?”

“To protect you,

of course,” said
McClure., “I’11
bet your minor

wangled that five

bob out of you.”
Handforth

turned red.

“If 1t wasn’t
the Third, or the
Fourth, or the
Fifth — who was
1t?” he asked
hastily, changing
the subject.
“Someboedy japed
us, and 1t couldn’t
have been anybody
in the school.”

“It must have
been somebody
outside the school,
then,” said Church

brightly.
N “By George!
z_ You're right!”
) “You Study D
=3 chaps baffle us
with your super

intelligence !”  re-
marked Nipper
5 a rcastically.
“You—you thick-
headed  chumps!
I could have told
you long ago that
- the jape was
worked by some-

outside the school! Has 1t ever
you that Hal Brewster might

body

occurred to

be the japer?”
Handforth started.

‘“Brewster & Co. were over here yester-

day evening, weren't they?” he asked
breathlessly.

“They were.”

“And—and they were saying that they
would jape us to-day,” went on Hand-
forth. “By George! But—but how
I mean, when did they do it? We saw
them off the premises last night—in fact,
we practically chucked them off "

“And it was after that that they said
they'd get their own back,” nodded Nipper.
“They could have done it easily cnough.
They had all night. We’ve broken bounds
after lights-out Dbefore now—to play
1apes.”
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It was inevitable that Hal Brewster and
his cheery chums of the River House
School should be under suspicion. There
was a kcen rivalry between St. Frank’s
and the River House.

“Those River House bounders are cack-
ling like hyeras, I expect,” said Nipper.
““Well, as soon as lessons are over this
afternoon, we’ll run over there. What’s
more, wc’ll wipe Brewster and his crowd
out of cxistence.”

Nipper went off to Study C with his two
cliums, Tregellis-West and Watson. He
wanted to think out the details of the
coming raid. It would have to be short
work, as the Removites had a pretty
claborate programme of their own for the
evening. [Iliere was every indication that
the weather would remain fine, and every-
body was in the highest of spirits—every-
body, that is, except the various House-
masters and others in authority. They
were going round the school, making sure
that the fire-fighting apparatus was in
perfect order.

“Brirh! It’s jolly cold in here,” said
Nipper, as he and his chums entered their

1

study. “What’s the matter with the
radiator?”
“Qut of order, or something,” said

“It’s dead cold. Per-

Tommy Watson.
It’s laid

haps we’d better light the fire.
all ready.”

Nipper put a match to 1t, and the paper
and firewood blazed mecrrily.

“Begad! A cheery fire makes all the
difference, old fellow,” said Sir Montie.
“Radiators are all very well, but there’s
nothing like a real fire. There isn’t,
really.”

Zizzzzzz! Swish! Bang!

Something shot out of the fire, buzzing
like an angry hornet. It fell at Tregellis-
West’s feet, and emitted golden sparks in
a picturesque shower.

“Here, [ say What the—— Look
out !” yelled Montie.

Ba-a-a-ng !

The explosion was like that of a minia-
ture shell. It went off right at Montie’s
fcet. He leapt wildly through the air,
crashed against the table, stumbled, and
sat down violently. Nipper, very startled,
jumped backwards and, tripping, also
came a cropper. Watson, still standing by
the radiator, watched in comical amaze-

ment. |
“Begad !” gurgled Montie. “We've
“Oh, my

been blown up!”
“Fireworks !” gasped Nipper.
only sainted aunt! Look at the fire—"
Various coloured flares were blazing
merrily. Another cannon-cracker went off
with a terrific report in the fender. Three
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or four squibs leapt at the juniors, hiss;
menacingly. g
“It's the fire!” yelled Watson. «q,,
Scott! Do something with it, you chy at
The fire !” bs
He placed particular emphasis upop y,
word *‘fire”’—in fact, he shouted it 3¢ the
top of his voice. By now Study C 8
not unlike the Form-room, earlier in tﬁs
merning. The place was choking Witﬁ
smoke; minor explosions were occurriy,
all round the {fender, and jumpip,
crackers were leaping madly about, goixf'.
off in a series of angry reports. §
Out in the passage Teddy Long |y,
penefl to be stealing out of Study
He knew that Handforth & Co. were not
in occupation—or he would not have hegy
there. He had been having a glance g
the cupboard—hoping that he would p,
able to bag a cake, or something similarly
edible. But, like Mother Hubbard’s pogr
dog, he had found the cupboard bare.
Then he heard that frantic yell frop
Study C, and for a moment he stood as
though rooted to the spot.
“Fire!” he panted, in a scared voice.
He dashed to the study door, opened it,
and a choking mass of smoke surged into
his face. Through the smoke he could
see a livid, lurid glare. He hadn’t the
least 1dea that the study was occupied.

“Crumbs !” shrieked Teddy, backing
out and staggering down the passage.
“Fire! The school’s on fire!”

Teddy Long was not renowned for his
courage. There wasn’'t a fellow in the
Remove, either, who was so likely to gef
into a panic. He lost his head completely.

“Fire—fire I he screamed.  “Help!
Help! The school’s on fire!®

He ran blindly into a group of Remor
ites in the lobby.

“Fire !” he yelled. “Quick!
alarm !” |

He was so panic-stricken that the other!
juniors were convinced. They caught the
fever, too. In less than ten seconds t’h"{
were dashing about shouting “Fire!” 8"
the top of their voices. Somebody ran 0.
the alarm-bell. |

Clang-clang-clang ! ﬁ

Everybody knew the dread sound of tl;zr |
bell—but as a rule it was only used
fire practice.

¢ b’ire !”

The alarm was spreading, o7
fellows were taking up the dread €
Seniors dashed about, wildly excited. lin’
now dense clouds of smoke came 1o}’
down the Remove passage.

“Great guns! The school’s on
shouted Handforth frantically.
Ancient House, too! And—and

Sound the
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Quick, you chaps! Don't

AJ '
© Out with the

forget your firc-drill !
R LS.
hoses !

CHAPTER 6.
Handforth—and a Hose!

‘“ HEW ! That’s better!” gasped
P Nipper. ‘“Leave that window
wide open, Tommy. Better prop

the door open, too.”

“Begad ! I’'m choked, dear old boy,”
gaid Sir Montie hoarsely. ‘ .

The chums of Study C had been grap-
pling with the situation, and they now
had 1t well in hand. The person who had
laid the fire, ingeniously introducing fire-
works amongst the ingredients, had not
only included squibs and cannon-crackers
and coloured flares, but smoke-bombs, too.
The smoke was so thick in the apartment
that the three jumiors could scarcely sec
one another. The smoke rolled out of the
window and out of the doorway in massive,
dense billows.

Owing to the successive explosions and
other noises assoclated with the “out-
break,” Nipper and his chums had not
even heard the fire-alarmm bell; nor did
they know anything of the frantic shouts
which were echoing and re-echoing
throughout the school. Of all the people
at St. Frank’s, they were tlie only ones
who did not know that there was a fire!
V_Vhich was not without its funny side;
since Study C was supposed to be the
scene of the fire!

“We shall probably get into trouble
over this,” said Nipper, his voice thick
and muffled owing to the handkerchicf he
was holding over his mouth. “Funny
tlnng a prefect hasn’t becn along already.
No good our saying that we didn’t know
anythine about the fireworks; we’ll be
bl?‘med just the same.”

X _Crumbs! Think we shall be de-
alned ?” asked Watson anxiously.

wh \tYho did it?” growled Nipper. “That’s

Br:w 3t puzzling me! How  could

thoy :1 er I}‘ut why not?” he went on
ot 5 itfully. “If Brewster & Co. could

B¢ into the Form-room, they could get

1‘1'1;50 this stud{. By Jove! They did the
Ang thoroughly, didn’t they?”

he fsudden thought occurred to him, and
the rudg'ht his way through the smoke to
the ta 1ator, Beng]mg down, he examined
He fglll.n?iOCk’ which was near the floor.
Dlete]y.n that it was turned off com-

he glio wonder this radiator was cold!”

- in‘;n‘fed- “The japers reckoned on our
haye 2 l‘?o‘and lighting the fire. We shall

g account to settle, you chapsl”
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ANDFORTH, struggling with a
long hose-pipe, had his hand ready
on the nozzle.

“Go  ahead!” he shouted.
“Turn her on! We’ll soon have this
giddy fire out !”

He had bcen one of the first to get into
action. Assisted by Church, MecClure,
Gresham and others, lhe had secized the
hose in the Remove passage. Somebody
stood at the main supply cock and turnest
it on. The hose writhed as though it had
suddcenly come to life.

Outside in the Triangle the rest of the
boys were giving a magnificent exhibition
of self-possession. From the West House,
the East House and the Modern House,
the boys came trooping out, all in perfect
order.

“Fire !”

The cry had been taken up in every
House, and prefects, without hesitation,
had dashed about performing their duties.
The whole school was assembling in the
Triangle.

But Handforth, who always liked to be
first, was determined that he, and he alonec,
should extinguish the fire.  He dashed
throuch the smoke near Study D, and the
hose writhed more violently than ever.
With a sudden jerk, Handforth turned
the-cock at the nozzle; a terrific streawm
of water shot out.

“Steady, now—steady !”
forth. * We’ll show
do !”

Swooosh—swish |

Nipper, coming to the door of Study C
to tell Handforth and the others that therc
was nothing to be alarmed about, received
the full force of the jet in his chest.

Handforth had just switched the nozzlc
round so that the water played into the
smoke-filled study. A jet of water from
a fire-hose is not unlike the kick of a
mule. Nipper practically turned a com-
plete back somersanlt, and he swallowed
about two quarts of watecr.

yclled Hand-
’em what we can

“Begad ! What  the—"  began
Trecellis-West, appearing out of tlie
smoke,

Swish !

He got directly into the line of fire,
and he went over like a ninepin, drenched
to the skin. Handforth moved the nozzle
slightly, and the stream of water shot
clean across the room, swished through
the open window and drenched a group
of seniors which was just dashing up to
the window of Study C with another hose.

“Hi! Look out!” howled Tommy
Watson wiidly. ‘“Chuck it, you idiots!
Who’s fooling about with that hose?
You’re ruining our study!”



14

“Eh?” gurgled Handforth, hearing the
voice vaguely above the roar of the water.

Watson dashed for the door, the jet
caught him under the chin, and over he
went. By this time Church and McClure
were beginning to realise that the confla-
gration wasn’t so serious as Teddy Long
had made the school believe.

“Turn off the water!” roared Church,
cupping his hands and yelling to the other
juniors down the passage. ‘“There’s some-
body in the study already! Nipper and
soime other chaps! For goodness’ sake,
Handy, go easy with that hose! You’re
doing terrific damage.”

“Damage?” gurgled Handforth.
silly ass! I'm putting out the fire

“But there isn’t any fire,” yelled Mac,
forcing his way forward. “I believe 1t
was a false alarm !”

He wrestled with Handforth, the nozzle

“You
‘7’

“ THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE ! ” A vivid story of the French

shot round, and everybody in the passaog
was drenched. Biggleswade of the Sixttf,,
forcing his way through the press, receiveq
approximately two hundred and fifty
callons on the middle button of his waist.
coat; and the way in which Biggleswade
slithered backwards, carried on the crest
of that jet, was worth walking five mileg
to see.

Drenched, blinded, smothered, he wagq
literally swept off his feet and carrieq
backwards. He sat down violently, ang
the jet, passing over his head, caught Mr,
Pycraft of the Fourth fairly in the neck.
The unpopular Form-master shot forward
and tried to butt the wall like a goat.

The amount of damage Handforth had
accomplished with that hose was astonish-
ing. Fortunately, somebody turned off
the main supply at that moment, and the
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jet dwindled away. Chaos was conm-
Plc’fl‘i;} floor of the Remove jpassage was
gwilling with water; Study C looked as
though a cyclone had hit it. Nipper,
Treo--ellis-\Vcst, Watson and other fellows
Weri‘; more like drowned rats than school-

oY Well, I did it! said Handforth tri-

umphantly. ’

“Yes, youw've done enough roarcd
Nipper.  You 1(1’10t! You’ve messed up
our study! You've ruined cverything!

« But—but I put the fire out!” yelled

122

Handforth. | |
“You—you  blockhead!”  shrieked
Nipper. “There wasn’t any fire.”

4 Wha-a-at!”

«“Why the dickens couldn’t you make a
few inquiries first?” bellowed Nipper, ex-
asperated. “It was only a jape! Some-
body had put fireworks in our grate and
they went off.”

“Great Scott!” gurgled Handforth
blankly. ‘‘And—and I thought It
was Teddy Long’s fault!” he went on in-
dignantly. ‘“He dashed about yelling
‘Tire!” and somcbody rang the alarm-
bell, and—and ”

“And you all flew i1nto a panic
finished Nipper. “Well I pity the school
if a real fire ever breaks out !”

It was an unkind remark; and unjust.
For the school had behaved splendidly.
Haundforth was about the only fellow who
had made a mess of things— and that, per-
haps, wasn’t at all surprising !

"’

CHAPTER 7.
Long Feels Smalll

T was not long before the truth became
known. There had been a false alarm.
All the boys of the other Houses were

. quictly told to dismiss and return to
€ir normal activities.

A

'Ilhey returned—grumbling heatedly.

i nI: the Ancicnt Housc there was an

mi] ediate inquiry. ‘Mr. Alington Wilkes,

- and gentle, inspected the soaked
'0r passage and the disordered study.

OSe;ﬁors and Third-Formers were told to
%emo out their own business; only the
“on t‘ile boys immediately concerned were
“It 0 car:I)Et.”
ave hés unfortunate that there should
Olq Wilin d—er—misunderstanding,” said
o doubtey’ In his quiet way. “Fireworks,
alary, » * Vere responsible for the false

. €S, Ty ¥ .
In thig Sir, ‘“Fireworks

study.» said Nipper.

- relish.
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“Before I continue with this inquiry,
you boys will go upstairs and change,”
sald Mr. Wilkes. “There’s no rcason why
you should catch colds.”

They went, and during the process of
changing Handforth heard a few things
concerning himself which rather aston-
1shed him. :

“But how was I to know ?”” he protested

indignantly. “Somebody yelled *‘ Firel’
and I grabbed the hose. I saw all the
smoke, and——"

“And 1instecad of finding out if the study
was really alight, you proceeded to drench
us,” *grunted Nipper. *‘That was a fine
thing to do! But what’s the good of talk-
ing? You were born an ass, Handy, you
always have been an ass, and you always
will be an ass!”

““Look here ”

“And since it follows that you can’t help
being an ass, we’ll forgive you,” said
Nipper kindly. “But I doubt if Old
Wilkey will take the same view. If you're
not detained for the whole evening I shall
be surprised.” - -

“Detained,” yelled Handforth, in alarm.
“But it's Guy Fawkes night.”

“That’s why you’ll be detained—as a
punishment.”

“Oh, lor’!”

“It’s quite on the cards that you’ll be
flogged.” *

“Flogged !”

“And 1f the Head gets to know any-
thing about it, it might mean expulsion.”

“What !”

“Probably both,” said Nipper, with
Handforth, who did not rcalise
that his leg was being pulled, was very
startled and perturbed.

Meanwhile, Mr. Wilkes, having heard
the details, was facing the quailing Teddy
Long.

“In the circumstances, Long, 1 shall
not deal severely with you,” said the
Houscmaster gently. “You saw smoke
and you saw fire, so you gave the¢ alarm.
But before you disorganise the school
agaln, young man, I should advise you
to make more certain of your facts. Sound-
ing the alarm 1is very creditable—when
an alarm 1s mnecessary., I am very much
afraid you’ll have to write me five hun-
dred lines as a punishment for being
foolish.”

“Yes; sir,” muttered Teddy miserably.

“We won’t make it a hard impot,” con-
tinued Mr. Wilkes. “You can take this
line: ¢ Only fools fly into a panic! and
you can write it five hundred times. It
might do you good, Long.”

Teddy Long crawled away,
imagining that the affair was over,

fondly
But
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it wasn’t—for him. There were certain
angry Removites who were only waiting
for Mr. Wilkes to return to his own
quarters. There was a very severe bump-
ing in store for Teddy Long.

‘“Now, what about this alleged fire?”
asked Mr. Wilkes, when Nipper & Co.
and Handforth and the others came down-
stairs in dry clothing. *“ Foolish as Long
was, there was at least some reason for
his panic. T understand you were letting
off fireworks in your study, Nipper?”

“Fireworks were going off, sir—but I
didn’t let them off,” said Nipper. o

‘““A little accident, perhaps?’’ suggested
Old Wilkey gently.

“Yes, sir.”

“You were lighting one firework, and
others became ignited—yes?”

“It wasn’t that at all, sir,” said Nipper.
“Somebody had turned off our radiator,
and had thoughtfully included some fire-
works in the grate—amongst the paper
and wood and coals. We lit the fire in
the ordinary way—and then the trouble
started.”

Mr. Wilkes nodded.

““And whom do you suspect?” he asked.
“I'm not suggesting that you should—er
—snecak. I'm merely curious. Do you
think that this practical joke was per-
petrated by some of your Form-fellows?”
. **No, sir—i1t wasn’t done by anybody in
the Remove,” replied Nipper promptly.
“You heard about that jape in the Form-
room? Well, we believe that this was all
part and parcel of the same wheeze. And
I den’t think anybody in the school is
responsible.” .

" Somebody outside, eh?” asked Old
Wilkey, his eyes twinkling.

“Yes, by George! And we’ll slaughter
those fatheaded River House chaps, too!”
burst out Handforth.-

“Aliem ! So you have some definite
suspicions ?”

“Eh?  I—I didn’t mean Sorry,
sir,” gasped Handforth. “Did I say any-
thing 7"

“Did you?” murmured Old Wilkey
dryly. “Perhaps not, Handforth. Let’s

forget it. Well, as none of you boys seem
to be guilty of breaking the school regula-
tions, I shall let the matter drop. I’ll
send some of the servants to clear up this
study.”

And Mr. Wilkes, chuckling inwardly,
took his departure.

“Good Old Wilkey !” murmured Nipper

warmly., “He’s a brick!”
“He jolly well knows we suspect
Brewster & Co., tco,” said Church. * Just

like Handy to blurt it out.”
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“I—I didn’t mean—-"
forth. :

““Never mind,” sail Nipper -crisply.
“The affair is over, thank goodness—and
1t’s nearly dinner-time, My sons, we’re
preparing a nice little rod in pickle for
Brewster and the River House! First the
Form-room—now Study C! Those River
House chaps did the job thoroughly, didn’t
they ?”

“Not half so thoroughly as we’ll do our
own job, dear old fellow,” said Vivian
Travers. ‘‘The honour of the Remove 1is
at stake! Arc we going to let these River
House chaps crow over us?”

“Never I” went up ‘a roar.

“Well spoken,” grinned  Travers.
“Down with the River House!” -

“We’d better discuss this matter here
and now,” said Nipper briskly. * Brains
arc nceded! We've got to get something
hot.”

“Come into my study,
hospitably.. “You chaps can’t usc
own study until it’s cleared out.”

They crowded into Study H, which
was one of the most comfortable apart-

began Hand-

” invited Travers

your

ments in the Remove passage. The only
trouble, as Jimmy Potts and Skeets
Rossiter had frequently pointed out

to Travers, was that the heavy plush cur.
tains were too sombre, and excluded a
good deal of light from the study. Travers
had supplied those curtains, and, person-
ally, he thought they were first-class.
Even Travers did not notice that the
curtains were pulled a little farther across
the windows dlan usual. He only noticed
the gloom in the study. Instinctively, le
turned the electric-light switch—and then
rcmarkable things began to happen.

CHAPTER 8.
Light Entertainment!

¢ ALLO !"” gaid Vivian Travers, in
H surprise. “There’s no light.”
The pressing of the switch
had had no result. At least, not
for the moment,

“Never mind the eclectric light,” said
Nipper, who was anxious to get down to
the business in hand. “We don’t necd
1t. Pull those silly curtains aside, some:
body. We shall be able to see all right.’,

Somebody pulled the “silly curtains’
aside, much to Travers’ regret. It was one
of his fads that the curtains should be
treated with respect, and not bunched up
on cither side of the window, so that thelf
beauty could not be secen.

He only gave a casual glance at the
electrolier, which hung from the cent1®
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Travers had pressed the
switch, but the electric light
did not operate. Instead a
number of fireworks began
to hiss and bang with pic-
turesque effect,

—
]
7]
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- D
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of tlie ceiling. It was one of those imipos-

lug electroliors, with a large, artistic
Clr(ulu silk shade.

6

Now, about Brewster ”  began

1\11»])0

/lzz)/le

It was an ominous hissing, spluttering
l]f‘[ el = >

. "What's 1 at ?’
]ump o

rinIlmcthV he stared round at the
]' ace—but the fire was burning ev enlv,
0ok 17 velled Handforih.

'111 :
WnrnT others needed no bidding. Without
1(\0““‘" A catherine-wheel had commenced

g in the centre of the clectrolier.

' gasped Jimmy Potts,

17
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It was lissing like an angry rattlesnake,
and sparks were flying in a picluresque
circle.

“For the love of Samson!”
Travers. “\What the dickens——

yelled
Who

the———- How the
Zizz ! Swish! Bang!

The firework display in the clectrolier
was developing  merrily. Not only
catherine-wheels  were  shooting  round,
Lit caunon-crackers were e"plodlnfr with
devastating ceffect. The junlors backed
away, bt'lllll”‘ dazedly.

“It's—it’s getting a  nightmare,”
gasped Nipper. * Wherever we go, what-
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ever we do, we accidentally set fireworks
goimng !’

“Brewster again !” roared Handforth.

“Unless Travers > Nipper gave
Travers a bard look. ‘Do you know any-
thing about this, Travers? he demanded.
*“You’ve a pretty hefty reputation as a
practical joker.”

“Chuck 1t,” protested Travers. “You
don’t think I'd fool about like this with
my own study, do you? I don’t know a
thing ! Never more surprised 1n my
Life 17 .

“Turn off the switch,” gaspced Skeets.

“That’s no good—the damage has been
done now,” sald Nipper. *“1 say, what
the dickens can we do? We’ll have a pre-
fecet here in half a tick! Who's got a
rug, or something? We've got to smother
this display!”

It was casier said than done. The dis-
play refused to be smothered. It cou-
tinued merrily—noisily—alarmingly.

But it was soon over. The catherine-
wheels quickly fizzled out, and the can-
non-crackers and the squibs ceased ex-
ploding. Only dense, choking smoke and
a few feeble sizzles remained when Biggles-
- wade of the Sixth barged through tne
doorway.

‘“ At 1t again, are you?” he demanded

« THE FLYING FISH.” An astounding story of the future,

wrathfully. “Great Scott! It's a won.
der there wasn’t a sccond fire-alarm )
What the dickens do you kids think you’re
doing ?” .

“Go easy, Biggy——"" began Nipper.

“Go easy be hanged!” roared Biggles.
wade, thoroughly exasperated. ‘ We pre.
fects have done nothing but dash all over
the school ever since we got up! Guy
Fawkes Day is all very well, but—"

“Now. Biggy, be sensible,” urged Nip.
per. “You're a good chap, and we g3]]
like you. Don’t spoil yourself.”

Biggleswade, who was notoriously easy-
going, grunted.

“It’s no good,” he said darkly. “ You're
not going to get round me like that!
You’ve been letting fireworks off in this
study—and you know ;olly well that it’s
strictly against the ru

es 2

“Biggy, I wouldn’t tell you a lic,” said
Travers solemnly. “This i1s my study,
and I don’t know a thing about these
fireworks. Potts doesn’t know anything,
eithecr—nor does Rossiter.  We’ve been
japed.”

“Oh!” said Biggleswade.

“Just as Nipger was japed 1in Study
C—just as the whole Remove was japed in
the Form-room,” continued Travers. “It’s
all part and parcel of the same wheeze.

A B

-
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a good chap, Biggy, and trickle

c e 554
Bwa_ . We're just as furious as you are
i-and you can leave 1t to us to hang,

qraw and quarter the culprits.”

«Who are the culprits?” asked Biggles-
wade suspiciously.

«gome chaps quite outside your juris-
giction—thank goodness,” said Nipper.

¢ Outside my what?”

«Your authority,” explained Nipper
kindly. “Sorry I used such a long word;
1'd forgotten that you Sixth-Formers are
o bit weak on English. By the time a
man gets into the Sixth he's taking things
casily, and he’s forgotten almost every-
thing he ever learned.”

“Now, don’t get checky,” said Biggles-
wade grufly. *So this practical joke
was worked by somebody outside my—er
my what-do-you-call-it. My jurisdiction,”
e added triumphantly.

“ Brewster—of the River House,” said
Handforth, brecathing hard. “We're get-
ting a bit sick of it, Biggy. Lverywhere
we go, we find fireworks.”

Biggleswade retired, satisfied. And
Nipper, gazing up at the smouldering,

blackened remains beneath the silken
shade of the electrolier, whistled with
admiration.

“Brainy,” he said, shaking his head.
“The more we look into this affair, the
brainier it becomes! Just look at the
cunning of this particular dodge.”

“Blessed if I ‘can understand how it
bappened,” said Travers. “We only
turned the switch—and I don’t see how
that could have set off any fireworks.”

He soon found out, however. . The
dodge, just like the others, was delight-
fully simple. The japers had mercly re-
moved the light bulb, and had shipped
an ordinary adapter into the socket; the
wire from the adapter led to a very com-
lonplace electric toaster. The toaster

Wfas sccurely tied to the ornmamental work
o the electrolier.

w,‘;See‘ how it worked?” asked Nipper,
caltlil grudging admiration. “Two
crine-wheels on each side of the

:ggs,t,el'—squibs and crackers fixed at the

“But—yyt even now I don't sce ”
began Handfortl. :
. You know what these electric toasters
swil continued Nipper. *“When you
©1 on, the element gets red-hot, so
W ol cad can be toasted. Well, it
Were Alld’s play. The firework fuses
erely shoved close to the cold ele-
When we switclhed on, the element
red-hot, and the fuses ecaught
hat’s when we hcard the first
After that the catherine-wheels
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started going round, and—and—there you
are !” .

“My only sainted aunt!” said Hand-
forth, staring.

It was certainly an ingenious device.
And, a3 the juniors could see, the whole
contraption could have been fitted into
tlic electrolier within the space of a
minute or two. The toaster, of course,
had becen prepared at leisure, earlier.

“I can’t quite belicve it, you know,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. ‘ Brewster’s a
smart chap—but he has excelled himseclf
to-day. It—it makes us feel so small!
Vl\;"h); couldn’'t we think of dodges like
this?”

“We'll make those River House chaps
sit up "’ began Handforth, and then he
pauscd.

Boom-boom !

Yaguely, the sounds of dull explosions

came to the ears of the juniors. They all

stared at omne another. Something was

happening farther down the passage!
Nipper took a deep, deep reati.

“If . fireworks can go off in Study C

and Study H—why can’t they go off in
other studies?” he asked. ‘Come on, you
chaps! 'This nceds investigating !”
CHAPTER 9. .
Forty Winks—and Fits!
RCHIBALD WINSTON DEREK

GLENTHORNE, the gcnial ass of
the Remove, was the victim this
time.

Strolling into Study I, that haven of
rest which was even more luxurious than
Study II, he was cheered by the warmth
of the fire and the general air of com-
fort.

““What-ho !” murmured Archie.

He drifted across to the lounge, and
placed a couple of cushions in position.

‘““A brief rclaxation of the old bones
is indicated,” he murmmed contentedly.
““I mean to say, what with all this dashed
excitement buzzing about the place, a
chappie nceds forty winks!” |

He dropped gracefully upon the soft
cushions of the lounge.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Three violent explosions took place be-
neath Archic Glenthorne, and the way
in which he leapt off the lounge was an
eye-opencr. Marmaduke himself could not
have displayed greater agility—Marma-
l(ilu.ke being Willy Handforth’s pet mon-
ey.

‘J‘rOdds fits and shocks!” yelped Arclie,

%uivering from head to foot. “Help !
higps! S.0.8.! Good gad, and so
forth! Phipps! Where are you, dash
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YOF ?' The young master is howling for
ielp !”

}Ee gazed fascinatedly at the smoke
which was rolling out from beneath the
low lounge. Then the door burst open,
and Nipper, Handforth, Travers and the
other fcllows burst in.

“ What’s happening in here?” asked
Nipper sharply.

‘“* Explosions, dash it !” bleated Archie.
“1 thought I was absolutely blown up!
Look! 'The frightful place is on fire!”

““Lend a hand, you chaps!’’ said Nipper
crisply.

They grabbed hold of the heavy article
of furniture and turned it up. The ex-
planation was simple. Three giant caps
had been placed on the floor, each on a
tin-lid, so that the carpet should nct be
damaged. There were three blocks of
wood lying loose, too.

““See what happened?” asked Nipper,
pointing. “Those percussion caps were
placed 1n position—they’'re sort of minia-
ture fog-signals, the same as they use on
the railway. The blocks of wood were
fixed on the top of the caps, the other
ends of the blocks resting against the
springs of the lounge.
cnough pressure to keep them in position.
But as soon as somebody sat on the
lounge, the sudden decpression of the
springs did the trick *

Travers scratched his head.

““Marvellous I’ he commented. * That’s
all I can say, dear old fellows. And look
at the care the bounders took! I mean,
putting those tin-lids on the floor so that
the carpet shouldn’t be scorched.”

. “Yes, 1t’s funny,” swid Nipper, frown-
ing.

*“*What do you mecan—° funny ’?” asked
Handforth.

“So 1t is funny,” insisted Nipper.
“Look here, you chaps, this is getting
too thick for words! We shall be afraid
to touch anything soon—for fear of fire-
works going off I”

“Well, well,” murmured Travers, in
his whimsical way. At least, dear old
fellows, you must admit that we’re having
a perfectly ripping Fifth!”

-

»

ARTHER down the passage, in Study

A, Bernard Forrest selected a
cigarette from the ornamental box

on the table. Forrest was a reck-

less, daring youth; he had often boasted
about that box of cigarettes on his table.
It was ostensibly a box of pen-nibs, india-
rubber bands, paper fastemers, and so
forth—but these were contained in an
upper tray. The cigarettes were beneath,

“Not going to smoke now, are you?”
asked Bell. “Dinner in ten minutes.?”

There was quite Y

THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY

“I always enjoy a puff before dij »
replied Bgrnar& yFoer')ers.t; coolly. Hher”
ut he did not emnjoy this onec.
lit the cigarette, threw himself into

easy chair, and puffed luxuriously.

Everything was all right for aloy
ten seconds; then the end of Forrest'y
cigarette went off with a soft repor
Something else happened, too. Simy).
taneous with the cxplosion came a cqp.

Hq
an

centrated spray of black powder. Guyjj;.
ver and Bell, startled bg he report, sayw
Forrest’s head enveloped in the smothep

of blackness.
Forrest himself had leapt to his foet
with a fiendish yell.

When Nipper & Co. and the otherg
burst in, a moment later, attracted by the
cxplosion, they found Forrest converteg
into a sort of mottled nigger. His face
was as black as ink—except for the
narrow space round his eyes. His collar,
and the upper part of his suit, hagd
suffered similarly.

“Sorry,” said Nipper. “We thought
there had been an accident.”

“You fool!” snarled Forrest.
ou call this an accident?”
““What happened?” grinned Handforth.

“I—I don’t know,” said Forrest,
“Pouf! Pah! I'm half choked! I—I lit
a cigarette, and the rotten thing burst in
my face.”

“Serve wyou right,” said Handforth
promptl% “You shouldn’t light cigar-
cttes! Why can’t you wait until you've
left school? It’s against the rules, any-
how, to smoke cigarettes !”

“You—you—you——  Does that make
any difference?” %rated Forrest, nearly
beside himself. ¢ Somebody’s been play-
ing tricks with my cigs!” |

“By Jove!” said Nipper keenly.

He wasn’t sorry for Forrest. In fact
he rather approved of the jape. But,
when all was said and done, it was a jape
against a St. Frank’s Removite—and it
had been performed by an outsider.

““ More tricks,” said Nipper, as he wenb
across to the cigarette-box, and lifted out
the false tray. “H’'m! They look all
right.” He took one out, examincd it,
and then threw it into the fire. Thel‘g
was a brief pause, a sudden burst, 3l
a dense cloud of blackness surged out into
the study. o

‘“Here, steady!” yelled Bell, leapifz
aside. *“You silly idiot ! You’ve smother
me !”

‘““Sorry—I wanted to make sure,

é¢ Donst

» said

. n
Nipper coolly. “You chaps have D¢
japed—the same as the rest of us. tOW ?ﬁ:

Brewster & Co. paid their visib
(Continued on page 24.)
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PIE-FACE IN THE
WARS !
By X.Y.Z.

the year when DMr. Pycraft daren’t go
into the village. Ho was ncarly burnt
once before in mistake for a guy,

THE Fifth of Novembor—the only day in

L 4 L .

I tile Guy Fawkes Day. Apart from the fun
you can have with fires and fireworks, it always
seems to me like a dress reliearsal for Christmas.
Only just over six weeks to Christmas now. The
cillage youths tn Bellton are carting guys round
a:d singing carols at the same teme. In these days
of business competition, everybedy must give
ralue for money.

Tho worst part of Guy Fawkes Day is the
enormous amount of money that goes up in
smoko. livery time I explode a cannon I think

sadly of the tuck I could have bought with the
money,

My minor, Willy, is a strange kid. 1 shall
never forget last Guy Fawkes Day, when he dashed
Jull pell into a blazing fire in order to rescue a toad
Cught in the firewood.  Men have received medals

or things not so plucky as that.

re;lt‘!m‘t'oa‘d' incidentally, afterwards found a
aly. & Place in Chubby Heath’s bed. Willy
WS makos the most use of everything.

B

DY the o
Vil Josh
Yy ol4
Uish ¢

ay, I have a special notice here :
Cuttle, Esq., kindly give the Remove
clothes he happens to possess, as they
makz a guy of him ?

‘v 4 L ] ®

Btudg have g large box of fireworks in our

K If v ¢ g ’
Usug] ne. o MY WEEKLY doesn’t appear as
McClul;gkb week, you will know that Church and

ave been careless with the matches.

.. O. HANDFORTH.

AM not putting my name at the head of
this little episode, as I am not altogetlior
anxious for Mr. Pycrait to find out to whom
he is obliged for the name of ‘‘ Pie-Face.”

But I have it on excellont authority that theso
events occurred just as I relate them.

Mr. Pycraft was walking home through the
village street at Bollton when a hand shot out
of a dark doorway, and a jumping-cracker fell at
Mr. Pycraft’s feet. Immediately there came
a scurrying of feet, and a village youth vanished
like a shot. |

Mr. Pycraft had no leisure to notice this. The
jumping-cracker set up an intensive barrage on
the spot, and the horrified master hopped
vainly this way and that way, trying to elude
tho persistent firework. The firowork won after
a bitter struggle. It jumped into Mr. Pycraft’s
trouser-leg.

With a terrifiod expression on his face, theo
JIcast House master leaned against a lamp-post.
Immediately there was a violent explosion as a
large *‘ cannon ” went off beneath him. When
he regained consciousness he staggored towards
St. Frank’s, He saw something glowing in the
gutter, and being a highly inquisitive gentleman,
bent down to sco what it was : another firework !

The explosion caused him to turn a doublo-
somersault and land flat upon the pavement.
When he sat up, he noticed a village youth
coming towards him,

‘““ Please, sir,”’ said this youth, ¢ will you give
mo a penny to buy some fireworks ?

Mr. Pycraft looked at the youth for two
minutes, and there was & noise in his ears
like the roar of a mighty sea. He turned and said:

(That will do ; that will do ! This is a respect-
able paper '—E. O. H.)

URGENT NOTICE,

Timothy Tucker has obtained a supply of
gunpowder, and intends to make his own fire-
works. Will his f{riends and relations pleases
prepare themselves for the worst? A bed in
the School Sanatorium is being kept vacant
pending the explosion.
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GUY FAWKES DAY

Fags’' procession—programme.

. have rcceived nformation from
&; V the fags that a ocrand procession
is contempla’ed to-morrow,
Thursday, at dusk. The route
is via the Triangle to th> playing ficlds;
thence round the back of the st and
Modern Houses to the Triangle again.
Spectators are warned that it will be
botter to see the processicn near the start,
as the fireworks won’t last the whole dis-
tance. |

The procession is headed by half a dozen
fags with SPARKLERS. The sparklers
are supplied by the Bellton Stores, Bellton,
at the price of one penny per packet of six
sparklers. No fewer than six whole
packets have been lavished upon the first
part of this display.

Next comes a fag with a TORCH, from
which the fireworks will be lighted. Then
follows the SQUIB BRIGADE. The
squibs will be thrown among the specta-
tors, so that a certain livel ness is bound to
occur in this part of the frocession.

C. HEATH, ESQUIRE, Trumpeter in
Ordinary to the Royal Brigade of Fags,
will now be seen with his Scouts Bugle.
This will be a signal that immediately
behind him are the GUYS. We are given
to understand by Mr. W, Handforth that
the guys may possibly not be recognised
by the crowd. Wae therefcre have pleasure
in giving the following hints of what to
notice.

The guy of HORACE PYCRAFT, ESQ.,
has on a pair of brown slioes which were
found in the dustbin. Moreover a battered
mortar-board adorns its head, and it
should be easily recognised.

FATTY LITTLE will be known by his
immense acreage—it will take three fags to
carry him.

FARMER HOLT is not very like the
original, as he is dressed entirely in one of
Archie Glenthorne’s discarded suits. But
the guy will be chewing a straw, like the
original Holt, and may therefore be picked
out with keen eyes.

The artistiec creation known as CHAR-
LTE’'S AUNT has been built by Willy
Handforth’s followers in some articles of
apparcl donated by Mrs. Poulter, the
matron. Last on the list comes HAND-
FORTH MAJOR, which is clad in a goal-
keeping jersey, white cricket flannels and
football boots. It may bo recognised by
the fine rich colouring of red on its pro-
boscis. Needless to say this work of art
is the masterpiece of the guy’s affcctionate
brother.

The RAG-TAG-AND-BOBTAIL of the
fags will bring up the rear, with such sundry
firoworks as their pocket-money permits.
These fireworks, ranging from squibs to
crash-bangs, will be flung indiscriminately
at the crowd, and spectators are advised to
back away a bit.

Arrangements have been made to pro-
tect the guys during the free fight which is
cortain to take place on the playing fields,
and, if the guys emerge from the ordeal in
good condition, they will be ceremoniously
burnt at the Third Form bonfire at about
8.30 p.m. Everybody welcome.

Wo are informed that a collecting-box
will be sent round to the spectators in aid
of the funds.

Roll up! Roll up!

Roll up !
=2\

i\

Vs

ADVERTISEMENTS

BY ORDER OF THE HEADMASTER.
No firoworks may be exploded or fires
lighted within a distance of one hundred
yards of the School Buildings. Disregard
of this instruction will be severely dealt
with.—E, FENTON, Captain.

GUY FAWKES DAY. For the conve-
nience of the young gentlemen of St.

Frank’s, the Bannington Hospital has
arranged for its motor ambulance to be in
waiting at Bellton Lane, near the school,
from seven to nine-thirty.

REMOVE JUNIOR desires to make a
guy of Mr. Goole. I1f that gentleman is
willing to * sit for his portrait,” will he
please wear a flower in his buttonhole at

dinner to~da{! when the Remove Junior ‘I
1i8

will disclose name.
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UNCLE JIMMY’S CORNER

Conducted by that fatheaded chump, SIR JAMES POTTS,.

FEW brief replies to begin with.

A FATTY LITTLE wants to know
how to make a Swiss Roll. Push

him down a mountain, Fatty.
JACK GREY has been insulted by
another fellow, but doesn’t want to fight
him. What shall he do ? Throw mashed
potatoes at him, of course. A soft answer

turneth away wrath.
Having got that off our
chest, we will now consider
the true and touching

story of

CATHERINE WHEELL
(1731-58).

You’ve all seen a cather-
ine wheel in action, haven’t
you ! But I bet you four-
teen sghillings you don’t
know how that popular
firework first originated.

want a new invention. How can I invent
anything new ? You must have brains for

that.”
Help !

““ Carambg ! Buenos Aires!

sighed Catherine.

““Go into the storehouse and tie all
those fireworks into a parcel,’’ commanded
her father,

“We'll emigrate to America
and sell them for tooth-
picks ! ”

So Catherine beetled off
into the storehouse, and
tied up the fireworks as
commanded by papa. Un-
fortunately, she failed to
notice that she had in-
cluded herself in the parcel,
so to speak, and when she
staggered out into the
open air, she was tiod good
and proper to ten thousand
squibs.

Being clumsy—Ilike our

Ny
I thought not. Lend me — N respected Editor—she fell
an ear (two, if you can — N on the fire. The fireworks
spare them), and I’ll tell immediately began explo-
you all about it. ding, and Catherine, tied

Mr. Wheel was a poor — ¢ e &\g/ to them with two miles of
firework-maker living iIn ngA , = best rope, found herself
the Hartz Mountains. He / spinning round and round,
had many troubles, In- Revolutions caused the She shrieked for help,
cluding a wooden leg, evolution of a catherine but papa was far too ex-

tonsilitis, and & daughter
named Catherine, and his
trade went from bad to worse, and then
from worse to worser. It was on the point
of going from worser to worst when Mr.
Wheel sat down on an ogg-box and burst
into tears.

‘““ Ach, mein papa !’ said his daughter
in Spanish. ‘“ What is the matter 2

“We'ro broke !’ wailed her father.
“ Firoworks don’t pay. The people have
become tired of squibs and crackers, and

wheel.

hausted with laughing to

lend her any aid. Round

and round and round went Catherine, the

sparks flying from her in a pretty circle,

;lvl;igh immeodiately put anidea into papa’s
ead.

““Idea | ” he yelled. ‘I will make a new
firework which shall spin round like that,
and I will call it the Cathoerine Wheel after
my daughter. Whoopee ! It will make my
fortune ! »

And it did !

NIPPER’S NOVEL
STUNT !

LL Removites are invited to the
A REMOVE FIREWORK CELE-

BRATIONS at Half Mile Meadow

to-morrow night. The whole Form
has pooled funds in order to stage a cele-
bration which will knock the Fourth dis-
play into a cacked hat. Special set-piece
depicting a house on fire will be let off at
9 p.m. All kinds of fireworks by the hun-
dred will be set going. FOUR BARRELS
OF TAR are ready for the bonfire.

In addition to this, Nipper & Co. will
present the most novel stunt of the term.
Arrangements have been made with Moor
View School to communicate with St.
Frank’s by means of coloured rockets. A
complete code has been drawn out by

Nipper and the Moor View Girls. The
different colours mean various words,
according to how they are sent up.

At 8.30 p.m. St. ¥Frank’s will send tho
first message to Moor View by coloured
rockets. The girls will seo the rockets
burst, read the message, and will reply
with rockets from their own firework cele-
bration. A complete copy of the code
will be given to every spectator, so that
everybody may understand the messages
which are being exchanged.

The headmaster, Mr. Nelson Lee, is
interested in this experiment, and has
informed us that he will be present in
person during the evening. The whole
arrangements are under the control of
Nipper and Handforth,

Plenty of accommodation for every-
body. Give the mouldy Fourth’s show a
miss, and roll up to the first exhibition of
Rocket Wireless in the world.
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HANDFORTH THE GUY !
(Continued from page 20.)

school last night they did the job thor-
oughly.”

“The cigarettes were all right this
morning,” sald Forrest. ‘At least, I took
one out of the box, and there was nothing
wrong with 1t. I believe they’ve been
changed during the last half-hour.”

“That’s impossible,” objected Church.
“Brewster couldn’t have been in the
school during the past half-hour—or any
of the other River House chaps, either.”

“Funny !” said Nipper, pursing his lips.

“You’re making me tired, you with your
“funny ’!” said Handforth irritably.
“What is there funny about 1t? Couldn’t
Brewster have tipped Tubbs, the page-boy,
to change the cigarettes?” '

“Tubbs is loyal to us—he wouldn’t have
accepted any bribe,” replied Nipper
promptly.

It was a complete mystery. It could
not be investigated themn, however, as the
bell for dinner was ringing. So all the
Removites trooped into the dining-hall—
Florrest following after a hasty wash and
change.

The fellows half expected fireworks to
go off under the dining-table, or under
their chairs. They even had dark suspi-
cious of the pudding when it camc on the
table. Nothing out of the common hap-
pened, however, and dinner passed off un-
eventfully.

Nipper came {o a decision during the
meal. As soon as he and his chums were
dismissed, he made a Dbee-line for the
telephone-box in the Junior Common-
room.

“What are you going to do?” asked
Handforth.

“I'm going to ring up Brewster,” re-
plied Nipper grimly.

But he didn’t.

CHAPTER 10.
A Common-room Commeotion!

V.l].‘\HERE was a good deal of excitcment
when the word went round that
Nipper was ringing wup Hal

Brewster of the River House. In
all probability therc would be some “firc-
wor‘ﬁs” over the ’phone!

“Just a minute, dear old fellow,” said
Travers, opening the door of the telephone-
box before Nipper had lifted off the re-
ceiver. “Is this wisep”

“How do you mean?”

“Sort of giving Brewster a warning,
isn't it?"
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“We want to be absolutely certain that
the River House chaps are responsible fop
the jape,” said Nipper.

“But aren’t we certain?” asked Traverg,
in surprise.

“Practically—but there's no definite
proof,” replied Nipper slowly. “ We don’t
want to make any blunders, Travers. [
shall be able to tell, by Brewster’s tone,
whether he and his chums worked this
jape. If it comes to the point, I’'ll ask
him straight out. He won’t fib about it—
he’ll either evade the question or admit
the truth. As I say, we want to be sure.”

““Oh, all right; if you think so,” said
Travers, closing the door.

Nipper liftecd the receiver from the
lhcok. Therc was a faint little “twang
as of a spring or a picce of elastic, but
he took no notice. He was getting ready

to give the operator the number.

Hc thought he heard something sizzle
at his feet, and he glanced down into the
dense gloom at the bottom of the tele-
phone-box.

“What the ” he began, startled.

For he thought he detccted a faint spark
or two—and he was quite certain that he
could smell something burning. Some-
thing sulphurous—gunpowdery !

“Here, I say »

Bang! Ba-a-a-a-ang'!

In that confined space, with the door
secureily closed, the cxplosions were like
bursting bombs. If the fellows in the
Common-room were startled, Nipper was
flabbergasted.

He dropped the teclephone receiver as
though it had become red hot, and craslied
backwards against the door. The door
flew open, and Nipper fell out in a heap.
A cannon-cracker followed him, having
just exploded. Dense smoke rolled out
into the Common-room.

“Again !” yelled Nipper, rising to his
feet, and jumping to the truth.. *“Ok, my
hat! They're everywhere! No matter
where we go, fireworks start exploding|”

“Great Scott!”

“More of Brewster’s giddy work !”

“Down with the River House !”

“Hear, hear !”

The fellows gathered round excitedly.
The brief firework display was over. For-
tunatcly, no prefects came along to make
inquiries.

“But—but how was it worked?” asked
Handforth blankly. ‘“What did you do,
Nipper ?*

“ Nothing—except lift off the receiver!”’

“But fireworks can’t be set going by a
telephone, you ass!”

“You wouldn’t think they could be set
going by pressing an electric-light switch
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they were set going retorted
Ei%%ter grgfﬂy. “Haven’t we been dis-
~overing, all along, that the chaps who

aved the jape are clever?”

lP]uyIJet’g have a look,” said Fullwood,

plunging into the smoky box.

They soon found out how the stunt had
pecen worked. On the floor of the tele-
phone-box stood a square tin. A string
jed from it to the hook of the telephone
jnstrument—the hook on which the re-
ceiver hung. There was a picce of elastic,
too. When the hook was released, the
clastic acted as a spring, and the string
tn the box was given a sharp jerk.

Upon investigation a portion of an
automatic gaslighter was discovered—one
of those automatic lighters which are made
in the form of a pistol. It was the trigger
which had been attached to the string.
Thus, the tzigger had been released, and
a spark had played upon a little train of
explosive, setting it off. The explosive had
in turn ignited the fuses of the cannon-
crackers. Very igenious—very effective—

and surprisingly simple.

“It’s—it’s bewildering,” said Nipper,
passing a hand over his brow. ‘Every-
where we go we find these things! But
who’s doing it? Surely somebody must
have used this telephone earlier in the
morning ? So how could Brewster & Co.
have prepared all these traps last night
after lights-out? I tell you, my sons,
there’s something funny about all this.”

“Funny?” roared Handforth. “Didn’t
I tick you off for saying——"

“Go and eat coke!” interrupted Nipper.
“I can say what I like—without asking
your permission, fathecad !”

He used the instrumcnt again, and he
got into communication with the exchange
without any trouble. When Nipper was
put through to the River House School he
was informed that Hal Brewster and all
- the other prominent *Commoners’—as
Brewster’s chums were called—were out
somewhere. Nobody seemed to know where
they were, or what they were doing.

“There you are,” said Nipper signifi-
cantly, as he told the eager Rcmovites.

Isn’t that fishy? They’re out somewhere
—they’re doing something secret! My
tons, this calls for immediate attention—
and, what’s more, immediate retaliation.
T'hese River House chaps have sprung the
Jape of the term on us. Are we going to
liec down calmly and—"

. No !” went up a roar.

.. Not likely!” yelled Haundforth ex-
Citedly, “I say! Let’s dash off for the
1ver House now {”

. Hear, hear |”

Come on, Remove [*
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“Hurrah |”

Everybody was wildly excited—until
Nipper, bawling at the top of his voice,
restored them to their scnses.

“My poor, pitiful idiots!” said the
Remove skipper. “Don’t you hear that
bell? What’s old Crowell going to do if
we fail to turn up for afternoon lessons?’

“Oh, my hat!”

“It’ll mean detention for tho whole of
the evening—and then what will become
of our bonfire and our special firework
display ?”’ went on Nipper. “Pull your-
selves together! We’'ve got to be particu-
{arly careful in Form this afternoon,
00." :

“Rather,” said Travers. “Tlaunk good-
ness we come oub fairly carly. Plenty of
time for us to run over to the River House
before tea. At least we can have the
satisfaction of slaughtering Brewster and
his pals. Later on, at our leisure, we’ll
think up a return jape.”

So they all crowded into the Remove
Form-room in a state of suppressed excite-
ment., Everybody in the Lower School was
inclined to resent lessons to-day. It was
a pity the school authorities could not
show a bit of sense—and set the Fifth of
November aside as a whole holiday.

“They might just as well,” growled
Handforth. *“We don’t do any work, any-
how.”

This River House jape was getting om
the nerves of the Removites. Their own
programme for the evening was an
claborate one; but they were beginning to
fear that it might be seriously interfercd
with. Unless Brewster & Co. wcre
promptly and decisively squashed they
might become daring enough for any
stunt.

““Shush, you chaps,” warned Nipper
suddenly. “Here comes old Crowsfcet !”

Mr. Crowell swept into the Form-room
with his wusual briskness. He nodded
approvingly, He was glad to sce all the
boys standing at attention in their places.
He went to his desk, adjusted his pince-
nez, and regarded the Form intently.

“You may sit down,” he said graciously.

The Recmove sat down—and the world
sccmed to come to an end!

CHAPTER 11.
The Remove Vows Revenge!

ANG—bang—bang—Dbang—bang !

As the Remove sat down the
reports sounded like the rapid ex-
plosions of a quick-fire gun.

“Good hcavens!” yelled Mr. Crowell,
jumping nearly a foot into the air,
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The juniors were almost startled out of
their wits.  Their nerves were already
strained, and these violent explosions,
happening right beneath their desk-seats,
jarred them tremendously.

“What—what happened ?”’ gasped Hand-
forth, bewildered.

“Oh, my hat!”

“More explosives !”

- Smoke was drifting up from benecath the

scats, and all the boys were on their feet
now, The confusion was complete. The
orderliness which was usually so perfect
in the Remove Form-room was conspicuous
br its absence.

“Well 1”7 exclaimed Mr. Crowell, so
angry that he was breathless. *“This—this
is outragecous! It is intolerable! How
dare you? After what happencd this
morning you have the audacity—"

“Hold on, sir,” interrupted Nipper.
“We don’t know anything about this.”
Mr. Crowell gulped for breath.

“Silence !” he commanded. ‘Everybody
stand upright at attention! Remain in
your places! Now, Hamilton! What was
that you said ?” '

“We're as mystified as you are, sir,”
said Nipper. “Somebody’s been japing us
again.”

“By George!” said Handforth, his eyes
gleaming. “This room has been empty
cver since morning lessons. Yes, and the
River Housc chaps were away, weren’t
thecy? But I'm dashed if I can under-
stand how they could get into our Form-
room without being spotted—"’

“Don’t be ridiculous, Handforth,” broke
in Mr. Crowell. *“This wretched practical
joke must have been played by somebody
in the school. But what happened?”

“We'll soon tell you, sir,” said Nipper,

He gingerly/ lifted the seat which was
attached to his own desk. All the seats
were hinged, with strong iron supports.
The tricksters had merely placed some of
those giant “caps”—or miniature fog-
signals—between the iron supports and the
wooden seats. Thus, when the boys had
sat down, the sudden prcssure had caused
the explosions. '

“This is amazing,” said Mr., Crowell as
he examined one of the burnt-out caps.
“Are we to have no peace at all to-day?
You can sit down now, and I lope we
shall have no further disturbances.”

The Removites could not help smiling as
Mr. Crowell prepared to sit down at his
desk. He carefully examined his own
chair, he moved it gingerly, and when he
touched his books on the desk be did so
with a cautious hand.

The boys themseclves, when opening their

“Tide (IGHTING SCHOOLBOY.”

I'eaturing Tom Merry & Co,

desks, were careful; they were prepareq
for more surprises; but none came.

“Who did it—that’s what I want {4
know,” murmurced Nipper, knitting iy
brows. “Those caps were fixed in posi.
tion while we were havieg dinner, of
course.”

““Nothing casier,” whispered Tommy
Watson. " Brewster and his crowd could
have walked in as calmly as you like—
and who would have stopped them? W],
was there to stop them? The Scliog]
House is always deserted at dinner-time,
anyhow.”

“It’s the daring of the thing which

makes me squirm,” said Nipper. “To
think that those River House boun:ers
should have the nerve! By Jove! You

can’t helping admiring ’em.”

“Wait until I get my fists ncar some of
their faces!” muttered Handforth davkly.
“I’ll show you how I admire ’em !” |

“Somebody is talking,” said Mr. Crowcll
looking up sharply.

The murmurs of conversation ceased.
Nobody dare risk detention on this day of
all days.

The Remove had clubbed together;
every fellow had given as much as he conld
afford. Some had only contributed a
shilling or two, but others—like Archie
Glenthorne and Travers and Singleton and
Pippington—had generously whacked out
notes. Somc had cven contributed fivers.
A very respectable sum had been raicsed.

With this money a large supply of firc-
works liad been purchased—a great box
of them. The Removites, prior to a
strictly official display, were determined
to have plenty of fun of their own, There
would be a great bonfire in the paddock—
a Rcmove honfire—and the juniors were
looking forward to a high old time¢ with
their own fireworks.

Somehow, fireworks which they let off
themselves were ten times more enjoyable
than fireworks which were let off officially.
The greatest joy came, not from viewing
the display, but from handling the squibs
and cannon-crackers and Roman candles
and rockets with their own fingers.

A breath of relicf went up when Mr.
Crowcll announced {he dismissal. He
was not a bad old stick, really, and
normally lhie would have detained one or
two boys for inattention, talking and s0
forth. He had been unusually patient
to-day—and he had also developed a cer-
tain amount of deafness and blindness.

But the Removites, as they streamed out
into the Triangle, were not thinking of
fireworks. Their one aim, at the present
moment, was to exact vengeance upon Hal
Brewster & Co. of the River House.
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Bang, bang !

Tubbs, the Ancient House page-boy,
came running up to Nipper.

“Can’t talk to you now, Tubby, old
son,” said Nipper quickly. “I’'m busy.
Come to me later ?

“But you’re wanted, Master Nipper.

“Oh, rats! Who wants me?”

“It’s a telephone message,” explained

»

Tubbs. “Master Brewster of the River
House &

“What !” yelled Nipper. “Why the
dickens didn’t you tell me?  Where?

Common-room ’phone? Right!”

He dashed off, others streaming behind
kim. So Hal Brewster was having the
ool nerve to ring up his victims !

Nipper was careful this time. Although
the telephone-box stood open, and the
Teceiver was off its hook, he stepped
Elngerly. But he need not have worried;
1"h‘e‘l‘e was no fresh trap set for him.
Alallo!” he sang out. “Who’s that?”
¢ Cheerio, Nipper, old son!” came the
amiliay voice of Hal Brewster. “Ilow
§%es it ? Having plenty of excitement ?”
N‘rlhere was a chuckle in his voice, and

Ipper forced himself to speak calmly.

I; No particular excitement—yet,” he re-
gled carelessly. ‘“What do you want to

Peak to me a out, Halp”

Thunderously the fireworks exploded, and Nipper fell out of the telephone
box in a heap, pursued by a cannop-cracker.

b

“Oh, nothing in particular,” replied the
leader of the River House juniors. “I
was just wondering how you are getting
on in that dump you call a school. We
secm to have heard a few explosions over
here ”

He was interrupted by yells of laughter
from other River House boys who were
round the telephone.

““Oh, you heard some explosions, did
you?” asked Nipper. “You don’t happen
to know anything about them, I suppose?”

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Brewster.

“What are you laughing at, you funny
River House lunatic?” roared Nipper.

‘“Thoughts !” grinned Hal Brewster.
“Is Handy there? I don’t think he is,
Nipper. Somehow, I believe we’ve got
him—but we’ll return him to you soon.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

More yells of laughter sounded over the
wire, and Nipper, glancing round, saw
Handforth in the Common-room. He
could not quite ‘“‘get > the reason for the
River House boys’ amusement.

‘“‘Having you on toast,
Saints,” came Brewster’s voice. “You'll
know what we mean later on. So-long!
And don’t forget—we’ll let you havg
Handy back.”

LY

you poor
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More shouts of laughter, and then the
telephone became dead. Nipper hung up,
frowning.

“My sons, they've got something else
up their sleeves,” he said darkly, as he
cmerged from the telephone-box. *Come
on! 'There’s not a minute to lose! We're

oing straight over there—and we’ll make
ﬁay of the bounders.”

A minute later the St. Frank’s Remove,
almost in its entirety, was hurrying off
across the playing fields towards the tow-
ing-path—en route for the rival school.

CHAPTER 12.
Guy, Guy, Guy!l

‘4 UY, cuy, guy!”
) | It was a chant which rose over

the peaceful mcadows ncar the
River Stowe.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Yells of laughter sounded, too. A
crowd of boys appcared in sight, on the
towing-path. In the lcad was the sturdy,
cheery figure of Hal Brewster, with his
frank face, his merry eycs, and his un-
tidy hair. Walking side by side with him
were George Glynn and Dave Ascott, his
chums of Study No. 1. These three were
the lcaders of the Commoncws. All the
boys in this crowd, in fact, werc Com-
nmoners.

There were two factions at the River
House School. All the decent {fellows
were banded together under the label
of “Commoners.” The others called
themselves the Honourables. They were
the rotters of the school, led by that re-
doubtable young scamp, the Hon. Aubre
de Vere Wellborne. The Commoners all
belonged to Mr. Marshall’s House; the
Honourables were confined to Mr.
Wragg’s House.

There wasn't much rivalry between the
two Houses at the River House School,
because the Commoners always considered
that the Honourables were not worth
bothering about. So if Hal Brewster &
Co. wanted to. “put over” a jape or a
rag they invariably turned towards. St.
Frank’s.

It was rather a curious procession, this.
Brewster & Co. led the way, immediately
behind them came Kingswood, Norton and
Robinson, of Study No. 2, and they were
hauling on the ropes of a Scouts’ truck.
Pushing the truck from the rear were
Littlewood and Mann and Palmer, of
Study No. 8. Then came Lang and Mason
and Reeves, of Study No. 4, with Driscoll
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and Buller and Pringle, of Study No, 5
just behind. ’

On one side of the procession strogy
Hadley and Commerford and Grant,
Study No. 11, and on the other si|q
Haines and Knight and Lacey, of Study
No. 12. These six young gentlemen werg
making the air hideous by supplying aj
alleged tune on combs, over which papep
had been placed.

Another very important River Housg
junior was Cyril Graham. He didn’t look
1mportant, for he was small, even delicate.
looking. But Graham was responsible fop
the work of art which rodc secdately in
the Scouts’ truck.

In a word, a guy—and what a guy!
There are guys and guys, but the guy
which was %em trundled along in that
truck was too funny for words.

The whole thing was very elaborate,
There was a little table fixed on the truck,
and a chair, too. The guy was seated on
the chair, apparently writing. It was
complete in every detail—the shoes, the
socks, the suit, the collar and tie, the St.
Frank’s cap—everything. The propor-
tions were exact. And the most remark-
able feature of all was that the guy bore
an extraordnary resemblance to Eyzlwavrd
Oswald Handforth.

The River House boys had not been con-
tent with a mere mask. A false head had
been moulded, with hair complete—this
latter a wig which looked exactly like
Handforth’s untidy hair, even to the stray
lock which escaped from the front of his
cap. The face was certainly a caricature
—no human face could be quite so ugly.
Otherwise, 1t was Handforth to the life,
with a fixed, inane sort of grin. Graham,
who was the son of a famous actor, was
a pastmaster in the art of make-up. He
had excelled himseclf with this guy of
Handforth. Even the burliness of the
figure, and the attitude in which 1t was
sitting, was irresistibly reminiscent of the
great Edward Oswald.

To complete the whole picture a banner
had been slung across the top of the truck,
well above the guy. On the banner were
emblazoned the words ‘“HANDFORTH'S
WEAKLY.” Pinned all round the edge
were various copies of Handforth's famous
rag.

“We couldn’t have thought of a better
stunt, you chaps,” Hal Brewster was
saying contentedly. “‘Old Handy at his
editorial desk! Considering the pifie he
writes in that weekly of his, he decserves
to be guyed. Isn’t that a fact?”

“Rather !” grinned the others
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w1l we've got to do is to take this
.ady truck to the top of the slope above
gllle playing fields, and then let it go,”
t,ntinued Hal. “It ought Yo run right
Li%wﬂ past Little Side. Then we can all
(ell together, attract the notice of the
"ga,intsy and——"

«“«Hallo !
rtled voice.
:;c]aeir attention. _

there! The whole giddy Remove!”
«Oh, my hat!” said Brewster, staring.

It was something of a shock. Rounding
o clump of willows, they had come within
sight of their rivals. Not merely a
sroup of Removites, but a throng. And
there was something about the appear-
ance of Nipper and his chums which made
Hal Brewster’s heart beat more rapidly.
The Removites looked grim—determined.

They were apparently. out for trouble.

interrupted Glynn, 1n a
‘““We don’t need to attract
Great Scott! Look

‘“Better bolt, bhadn’t we?” gasped
Kingswood.
“Not likely,” said Brewster. “We're

not scared of these St. Frank’s chaps, are
we? If we run now they’ll jeer like the
dickens.”

The Commoners were in an awkward
position. If they continued onwards they
- would certainly be involved in a hectic
scrap; if they ran, they would be objects
of derision. Hal was certainly taken by
surprise. He had never expected any
such battalion as this.

“You shouldn’t have telephoned,” mut-
tered Grant, running up. “We told you
it was silly.”

“Rats! There must be something else
behind this,” said Hal shrewdly. ¢ Look
at ’em! They’re positively ferocious!
Never mind—we’ll stick to our guns!
Come on! Put on a bold front.”

The River House boys marched on. B
this time their rivals had had a goog
look at the guy, and all sorts of shouts
Were going up.

“Great Scott! It’s Handy!” shouted
Nipper. “Now I understand what Brew-
ster meant when he telephoned! He said
that Handy was over at the River House,
and that we could have him back later!”

~Ha, ha, ha!”
~It’s a marvellous guy!”

“Yes, rather !”

. Just like Handy !”

Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth glared round, his face the
Colour of a hoiled beetroot,

«Are you laughing at me?” he roared.

Cre you saving that that rottem gu
looks like me v © =

a, ha, ha!”
And the Removites, in spite of them-
Ves, yelled more heartily than ever.

|

CHAPTER 13.
A Bashing for Brewster & Co.!
¢ Y GEORGE!” said Handforth
thickly. “Look at that—‘ Hand-
forth’s Weakly ’! They’ve had the
beastly nerve to make u guy of me—

sitting at my editorial desk!” '
“Take 1t calmly, old man——’ began
Church. | '
“Calmly ?” howled Handforth. ¢ Would

you be calm if you were guyed? Huh! The
ignorant asses! They don’t c¢ven know how
to spell * Weekly ’ 1”°

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“I think they spelt 1t
purpose,” murmured McClure.
the joke, Handy.”

“If you call this a joke, yocu're mad!”
hooted Handforth, looking round wildly.
‘“Hi, you chaps! What are youn laughing
at? I'm insulted! The Recmnove's insulted!
St. Frank’s 1s insulted !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ile’s right, you fellows,” yelled Nipper.
“The guy’s good, but that doesn’t count.
These lopsided River House bounders have
had the mnerve to guy one of our chaps.
Come on! Slaughter ’em! And don’t forgect
what they did this morning! Rcvenge!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

““On tho ball, Remove!”

Without asking any questions, without
further delay, the Remove hurled itself
upon 1its rivals in a determined rush. It was
an 1deal place for the scrap, for it was nicely
isolated from tho school. No fear of prefccts
or masters butting in.

Crash !

The truck with the guy aboard went over
sideways, and the guy and the table and
the chair toppled out. Fortunately that
precious guy dropped into a shallow ditch,
and 1t was protected by the overturned truck.

The fight was developing rapidly. Nipper
had selected Hal Brewster, and the pair were
gommg at it hammmer and tongs. Handforth,
with rare enthusiasm, was taking on Glynn
and Ascott. Tho air was filled with the
sounds of punching, gasps and yells.
Scuffling and scampering, the fighters swayed
to and fro.

‘““We’ll teach you to come to our school
and shove fireworks all over the place!”
roared Handforth. ¢ Take that, you rotter!”

Thud !

George Glynn took it, and he rceled back,
his interest in the fight considerably reduced.

The battle ebbed and flowed. Some of the
Removites were getting the worst of 1t, and
reinforcements dashed to their aid. In other
places the River House bovs were already
down; they were being sat on, and their
faces rubbed in the mud. .

Taking it all in all, it was the biggest scrap
in the history of the rival schools. Brewster
& Co. tried again and agan to spcak, but
they were not given the chance. The Saints
were upon them like a pack of wolves, punch-
ing, getting heads into Chancery, pulling the

that way on
“It’s part of
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Commoners over bodily, bumping them, sit-
ting on their heads and similar plcasantries,

The result, of course, was inevitable.

Nipper & Co. won—and they won hand-
somely. This was only to be expected, for
the St. Frank’s boys were in much greater
force than the River House juniors. Brewster
& Co., in fact, had put up a magnificent
resistance, and to the very last ditch they
fought valiantly,

Now, however, they were all down—
squashed, battered, with every scrap of fight
knocked out of them. They were tattered,
torn and scarred. Black eyes were develop-
ing here and there, noses were swollen, ears
were thick, teeth were more or less loosened.

Not that the Saints had come off scatheless.
Many of them were suffering from thick ears,
swollen noses and black eyes, too. But they
didn’t carec. They were triumphant. The
cnemy was not only vanquished, but
adequately punished. It would be many a
long day before Hal Brewster & Co. got over
this colossal licking.

““The next time you come to St. Frank’s
with your funnv ideas, my son, rcmember
what happcned to-day!” said Nipper
aggressively, as he sat astride Hal Brewster’s
chest,

“Hcere, I say, chuck 1t!” gasped Hal,
‘““Leggo my feet, somebody! Get off my
tummy, Montie! I can hardly breathe!”

“You don’t brecathe from your tummy,
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now,

some watch will be awarded each week to the sender
of the best joke ; pocket wallets and penknives are also

oftered as prizes,

DRY EVIDENCE,

Befb’ : * How did mamma find out you
didn’t take a bath ? " :

Billy : *“ I forgot to wet the soap.”

(B. Patterson, 153, Brand Street, Glasgow, has
been awarded a handsome wateh.)

THE NAUGHTY NINETIES.

Mother (to father, in 1990): ‘ You'll really
have to speak to Johnny. He’s been {lying back-
wards and forwards across the Atlantic all
afternoon, and he simply won’t go to China for
that rice I need for to-morrow’s dinner.”

(E. Millinger, 2, Cartland Road, Kings Heath,
Birmingham, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A RECORD TALKER.

Having listened to a talkative man for some
time, the listener askéd :

“ THE SECRET OF THE DESERT.”

It
A hand-

Address your jokes to ‘‘ Smilers,”’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

Thrilling adventure abroaqd,

dear boy,”’” said Tregellis-West. *“You'yg
better ask Nipper to get off your chest.”

“I'll get off when I've finished,” saig
Nipper. “You bounder! I'm not denying
that your stunts were clever, but—-="

‘““Stunts ?”’ croaked Hal Brewster. “ Whyy
stunts ?”’

“You know what stunts!”

““No, I don’t!l” gasped Hal. ‘““We’'ve done
nothing—except make that guy of old Handy,
You rotters! We thought you'd appreciatq
it! You're always laughing at him so much
that wo thought——"’

‘““Hold on! What about those fireworks»
demanded Nipper.

“What fireworks?”

‘“Little 1nnocent!”  grunted Tommy
Watson, who was sitting on Hal Brewster'y
legs. ‘“Don’t you be spoofed, Nipper. He's
pretending to know nothing about those fire.
works.” '

“Own up, Hal,” said Nipper. ‘Didn't
vou fix up a lot of traps in our desks in the
FForm-room? Didn’t you shove more fire-
works in my study fire—and fireworks in
Travers’ eclectrolier? Didn’t you fake up
that gadget in the telephone-box ?”

‘““Here. wait a bit!” yelled Brewster
frantically. “‘I don’t know what you’re talk-
ing about! Hi, Commoners! Do you hear

what this fathead i1s saying? He's accusing
us of playing tricks at St. Frank’s.”

‘““He’s mad!” came a gecneral chorus from
the Commoners. ~

Nipper looked at Hal Brewster sharply.

O 0090 ¢ ¢ ¢ > &

‘“ Have you been vaccinated 2 *°
‘“ Yes,”
“1 thought so—and you must have

been vaccinated with a gramophone
needle ! *’ )

(B. Wisbey, 349, South Avenue,
Southchwurch, Southend, has been
awarded a penknife.)

SARCASM.

Golfer : *“ Have you any idea of the
time, caddio 2
Overloaded caddie: * Ha'!
know what you forgot to give me to
carry. It was a grandfather’s clock.”

(C. Parker, 19, McKenzie Street, Mclbourne,
Australia, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

. WRECKED.

Jones : ¢° I’ve had this car for years and never
had a wreck.”

Smith ;: ** You mean you’ve had this wreck
for years and never had a car.”

(J. Lambert, 157, Hainfton Avenuc,
Grimsby, Lincs., has bceen awarded ¢
penknife.) .

POOR PA.

Tommy : “ I've broken a window, pa.

Pa: “ Well, don’t cry ; hore’s half-a-crown.
But whose window was it ?

Tommy : * Yours.”

(T. Hziscock, 200, Shirley Road, Southampton
has been awarded a pocket wallet.), ..

you

Now I
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This
i .ou mean?” he asked. ‘‘Don’t
‘What do )hing about those fireworks ?”

fix them up, if that’s what
‘““We heard some

-now anyt
. ?

o \Wo didn't
)

: » retorted Hal.
you ()tgll'g.ﬁ,omebody told us you'd been
1-un.1,l lots of explosions and things—but
having know. We didn’t work those

“t+'c all we
that's al

japes .1» gurgled Handforth dazedly.

“8fh§oﬁrzte Wegdic%n’t 1” growled Brewster,
¢« \[y ouly hat! And you chaps mopped us
““because you thought—  You ro’tters!
you fatheads! Why the dickens didn’t you

- ?3)
[ < Certaln. . .
make Hal, no larks,” said Nipper

‘" k here, . ,

I.DIZ.(;?]V_ ““Is this honour bright? Don't
;2u really know anything about those fire-
wotkS?”

«Not a thing—honour bright!” replied
fIal Brewster.  “‘Honour bnght—-—honesb
Injun—anything you likel You're off the
rails, my son! You're barl{’mg up the wrong
trce! The only jape we've pl?’yed is to
prepare that guy of old Handy!! _

«Well, I'm jiggered !”” said Nipper, taking
a dcep breath.

CHAPTER 14,
Handy Loses His Head!

N[PPER was looking dazed.

“It wasn’t the Fourth—it wasn’t
anybody at St. Frank’s at all—and 1t
wasn't vou River House chaps,” he

said dully. ““Then who was it? Who could

fipe yarn appears i1n BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY, No. 312.
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it have been? Dash it, there’s nobody clse!”

In his bewilderment at this revelation
Nipper had risen from Hal Brewster’s chest,
The other St. Frank’s juniors rose, too. The
River House boys were all released.

“What do you make of 1t, dear old
fellows?” asked Travers, looking round for
his nccktie, which had vanished. *“Don’t you
think that we owe theso poor chaps an
apology? I mean, we rather made mince-
mecat of them, didn’t we? And they’re not
guilty at all I

“They're guilty of making that guy |” said
Handforth, glaring.

‘““Nothing guilty about that,” said
Travers, ‘“They deserve a prize for that
guy 1”?

“You silly ass—"

“We're sorry, Brewster,” said Nipper
carnestly. ‘‘ After you’d rung up wo wecre
absolutely certain that you and your pals
were responsible for all those firework dis-
plays. We seem to have made a mess of
things.”

Hal Brewster was righteously indignant,

“If you think you can put things right
by gabbling an apology, you’re mistaken!”
ho said warmly.

“But, my dear chap——

“I’'m not your dear chap!” roared
Brewster, ‘“If we accept your apologies it
means that we can’t get our ewn back. And
we're gcing to get our own back, you
rotters! So you can take your giddy
apologies and boil them in oil 1”

b}
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A DISAPPOINTMENT.

Johnny bad received a super-rosh wateh {or a
birthday present, and proudly he put it on and
went for a walk. But alas ! After an hour or so
he returned in tears.

‘“ Whatever’s the matter ?’' inquired his
mother. ‘* You surely haven’t broken your new
watch ? ”

‘“No,”” sohbed Johnny. ‘‘I've been out all
morning and no one has asked me the time.’’

(P. Bomford, Cowsden Hall, Worcester,
has been awarded a penknife.)

WELL PROVIDED.

ft was the usual sort of holiday train—slow
but sure. The passengers grew more and more
Impatient. When the train made
one more halt at a station, two
youthfu) heads appeared at
adJiJ&(:_ent, windows and a voice
ex‘c‘launed sarcastically :

Come on, Fred. Let’s get

ouf.‘ and pick some flowers.”
g Put your head in!” said

10 harassed guard. * There
‘m:‘t no flowers here.”

There will be,” was the
Serful answer. “I've got a
Packet of seeds in my pocket.”

(J. Leggest, 14, Harcourt Road,

B"istol, has been aquwarded a
Pocket wallef,)

ch

HEAR, HEAR!

Old Gent : ** Your father is entirely bald, isn’t
he, Jimmy ?2

Jimmy : ‘“ Yes, sir. I’m the only heir he has left.’*

(T. Bassett, The Cottage, Scraptoft, Nr.
Leicester, has been awarded a penknife.)

MISLEADING.

Watchman: “ Didn’t you soce that notico,
‘Road clozed ’ 7 7

Cyclist (who has fallen into hole in road):
“ Yes—and I found it wide open.”

(C. McKay, 35, Moulsham Street, Chelsmford,
"-18 been awarded a pocket wallet.)

VERY AFFECTIONATE.

Prospective Buyer : *‘ Is the dog affectionate? *
Dealer : ““ Ishould say he is. I have sold him
four times and every time he
comes right back to me.”?

(C. Flavell, 86, Summecer
Lane, Lower Gornal, Nr.
Dudley, has becen awarded a
penknife.)

TIME NOT WASTED.

Plumber : * Well, here I am.
How’s things 7
Cheerful Householder (two

feot deep in water): ‘““ Not so
bad. While I've been waiting
for you I've taught young
Clarcnce to swim.”

(I'. MceNairney, 40, Ure Srreet,
Govan, Qlasqow, has been awarded
a pocket wallet.)
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“Hear, hear!” roared the other Com-
moners. ‘“Down with St. Frank’s!”

Handforth clenched his fists.
““So you want some more ?”’ he demanded

aggressively. .
““Oh, rats!” snorted Hal. *‘We'll jolly

well have our revenge, and we’ll have 1t soon,

too! You can’t wipe us up like this and
then think you can smooth it over with soft
words |”’ |

They went off in a body muttering all sorts
of threats. They put their Scouts’ truck to
rights, dumped the guy into 1it, and were
about to clear off when Handforth barged: in.

“I want that guy!” he shouted aggres-
sively. “You’re not going to show that
beastly thing all over the place!”

There was another brief but hectic fight.
Handforth leapt into the truck, and he and
the guy became mixed up. Finally Hand-
forth was seized and hurled back amongst
the other Removites, and Hal DBrewster &
Co.. breathing hard, marched off. .

“We can’t altogether blame ’em,” said
Nipper. “We did sock into them, didn’t
we? And they didn’t deserve 1t.”

“Of course they deserved it!” snorted
Church. “You seem to have forgotten that

»

ny—

‘““Oh, bother the guy!” growled Nipper.
‘““Who the dickens could have worked those
japes? Didn’t I tell you from the first that
1t was funny ? I thought it was brainier than
anything Brewster & Co. could have done.”

“It’s a mystery, and it looks like remain.
ing a mystery,’”’ said Jimmy Potts. lf old
Napoleon Browne hadn’'t sworn that he
knew nothing, I should have suspected him.
Who else 1s. there?”

“T wish I could get to the bottom of it,”
sald Nipper fervently.

Meanwhile, Hal Brewster and his chums
were cooling off. But this did not alter their
decision. They would get their own back,
and they wouldn’t waste any time either!

“To-night !’ said Hal fiercely. ‘“We'll
show ‘em !”’

““ But we can’t do anything to-night,” pro-
tested Ascott. ‘*What about our bonfire and
fireworks 7"

‘‘ Bonfires and fireworks aren’t so import-
ant as squaring things with the Saints,”
interrupted Hal firmly. “We can have our
konfire and fireworks afterwards. Come on—
let’s hurry! We'll get back, clean ourselves
up, and then we’'ll think.”

At that moment he was startled by a pitiful
groan which came from the huddled figure in
the truck. Hal was walking alongside, and
he jumped violently. The huddled figure was
half on its face, one arm grotesquely
extended, and one leg bent and twisted under
the other.

“J say.” ejaculated Brewster in a startled
voice, ‘‘did—did you hear——"

The groan came again—louder this time,
and unmistakablv the voice was Handforth’s.
All the River House boys halted, and they
stared in horror at their precious guy. It
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looked like Handforth, they knew, but fq,
the thing to start groaning——

‘“Help!” came Handforth’s voice.
round, Remove!”’

““Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Hal.

He remembered Handforth’s attack just g4
they had been starting off. The otherg
remembered, too. Clearly a little mistake
had been made. The real Handforth apg
the fake had got mixed! The Cominonerg
had left thecir guy bechind, and they wepg
trundling Handforth along in the truck
And Handforth, during the scuffle and the
excitement, must have been hurt,

““Better lend a hand, you chaps,” saiq
Brewster quickly.

Ho placed a hand on the still form in the
truck, and a wild yelp sounded.

‘“Don’t!” camec Handforth’s voice. “ Yon
—you rotters! Lemme alone! What are
you going to do with me? Hi! Rescue,
Remove! These beastly Commoners have
grabbed mel”’

““Keep your hair on!” said Brewster, with
a grin. ‘‘There’s been a little bloomer, that’s
all. You and vour guy are so much alike
that we couldn’t tell the difference.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

The Commoners were relieved to hear the
strength of Handforth’s voice. He couldn’t
be so badly hurt after all.

Some of them gathered round the truck,
andﬁthey scized the figure, preparing to lift
it off.

‘““Keep your hands off me!” hooted Hand-
fortl’l"s voice. ‘‘By George! If you think

“ Chuck 1t !
said Hal.

With a heave he and the others got the
figure off the truck. They were startled and.
unecasy to fcel how stiff and rigid the figure
was. Not at all like the real Handforth. It-
was lighter, too, and

“I say.” muttered Hal, with a gulp, “I
don’t believe ”

¢ Rally

We're not going to hurt you,”

“Go casy with me,” said the guyv. *Mind
what you’re doing, yvou fatheads!”
“Crumbs!” muttered Glynn, ¢« J—I

thought 1t was the guy for a minute—it feels
so stiff and false. Yet that was Handy's
voice all right. I say, Handy, chuck 1t!
Relax a bit.”

And then, as they were lowering the figure
to the ground, the hcad fell off and rolled
away.

““Oh !” gasped half a dozen horrified voices.

The River House boys jumped back in
startled fright. They could not believe the
cvidence of their eyes and ecars. It had been
Handforth talking, and—and——

“Now look what you’ve done!” said the
head clearly and distinctly in Handforth’s
familiar voice.

It was horribly uncanny, and some of the
River House boys turned pale,

“It’s—it’s talking—the head!” gurgled
Robinson. *‘‘Oh, my only sainted aunt!”

““This is what comes of messing about with
a chap,” said the guy’s hcad in scornful
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River House boys and Saints met in a
smashing battle. It was the most glorious
scrap in the history of the rival sehools.

tones. ‘“How do you suppose I can carry
on like this? Don’t stand there staring!
Can’t you fix my head on properly?”

“It 1s the guy—and it’s talking!”’ babbled
Glynn, ‘Here, let’s get away! This—this
1S yncanny |”’

al Brewster suddenly gulped. An idea
had come to him. His common-sense abso-
lutely refused to believe that the head of the
guy could really be talking. And a possible
explanation had occurred to Hal.

o Quick, you chaps!” he said urgently.
Th,?t-dump of bushes! Dash round and

Wy

““Not this time, my beauties!” laughed a-

voice from behind the bushes. *So-long!
Sorry if I gave you a scare! Mind you put
poor old Handy together again. If you don’t
he might start talking again|”

“Trotwood I”’ yelled Brewster wrathfully.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Nicodemus Trotwood, the clever ven.
triloquist of the St. Frank’s Remove, dodged
out from behind the bushes and ran off. He
Was yelling with laughter.

And Brewster & Co. laughed, too—they
laughed with relief. Just for a moment they
lad had the scare of their lives, The way
1o which Nick had thrown his voice,
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imitating Handforih’s voice, filled them with
admiration.

The Removites, when Nick told them all
about it, were not particularly amused. It
was a good jape, of course, but they were
worried.

What could be the explanation of the great
mystery? Who was really responsible for all
those firework japes?

CHAPTER 15.
The Living Guy!

RACKLE-CRACKLE-CRACKLE!!

The great bonfire in the paddock at

St. Frank’s blazed merrily, sending its

licking flames upwards into the dark-

ness of the November evening. Round about

the fire, grateful for its warmth, numerous

figures flitted to and fro. Some were feeding

the fire, some were lighting stray fireworks.

There were all sorts of larks. TFellows were

throwing squibs and jumﬁmg crackers. The

Remove, in fact, was thoroughly enjoying

itself. This was their own special free and

casy ‘‘do” before the official display camsg
on.
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Not far from the hedge stood a great
trestle, and on this the fireworks were being
mado roadx-—glant. rockets, Roman candles,
Jack-in-the-boxes, miniature set- -pieces, and
SO on.

“Good old Fifth!” yelled somebody.

“Hurrah 1”

‘“We're going to have a high old time!”

“Rather!”

Nipper was the only fellow, perhaps, who

was not wholcheartedly enjoying Liimself.
Perhaps he felt his responsibility. As captain
of the Remove, he was puzzled—even worried
—about the mvstery of the firework japes.
Who swas the author, or authors? How had
all those clever little dod es been engineered ?
Ycs, and engincered so 1stutelv that nobody
in the Remove had scen a single suspicious
c:reamstance.

(44 Why

‘“Oh, bother!” grunted Nipper.
think about it now?”
“Talking to me?” asked Handforth,
waz stridine past.
“No:; i¥s all right, Handy,” rcp lied
Who's chucking cracl\ers

Nipper. “Whoa!
steady, you chumps P

at my feet? 1 say,
He danced wildly, laughing. Handforth,

who

passing on, was lost in the g]oo?; for =
moment. Half a dozen fizurcs materialised

from the black backg roand They suddenly
surrounded Handioxth a mufifler was pulled

over Edward Oswald’'s mouth, and strong
arms gripped him.

“Good ecnough!” murmured a voice.
“We've got hirn! Careful, now! Drag him
back !”’

Hal Brewster & Co. were on the warpath!

“Couldn’t have been mneater!” chuckled
I\wncrc'\ocd ‘““Well done, Hal, old man!
We've got him beautifully !” )

Handforth was struggling and gasping,
hut he was helpless 1n the hands of so many
raptors,  Swiftly, and with businesslike
rfficieney, he was dumped into the Scouts’
rruek which Brewster & Co. had silently
brought up 1in the darkness. The table and
hair were fixed to that truck as before, but
he guy was now missing.

Handforth—in the flesh—was substituted!

Ie was tied tightly, and then the mufller
vas whipped from his mouth.

‘“ All together—shove!”” hissed Hal.

The Rner House boys shoved, and the
ruck  with Handforth on it lumbered
‘'orward with a rush into the full glare of the
1relight.,

“Gm, guy, guyl” yelled tho River IHouse
‘uniors in one volce. “Ha ha, ha!”

‘““Hallo, what the—

Nipper turned and saw the
ther juniors saw it, too, ana there was a
ush. They had all recogmsc-d the voices of
heir nvals and the appearance of the truck
sroved that Brewster & Co. were in the

‘leinity,
“Hil Help velled Handforth., *“Let
Those silly rotters are

ne go, you chapsl
alling me a guy {”

having heard of
[rotwood’s exploit, gave a yell of laughter.

truck. . The

!”

One of the Remowtes
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“Jolly good!” he shouted. ‘“Good olg
Trotty! Handforth’s voice to the life!”
“Well, I'mm jiggered! So it is!"” yelleg

somcbody else. “Qunck, you chaps!
fire \\1th this guy!”

Handforth was horriﬁed.

“Wait !’ he hooted. *“You silly idiots!
I'm not a guy!”

Nipper quickly winked to the others, anq
they, in the firelight, saw that this was reallv
Handforth in tne flosh. But they had scep
Nipper's wink, too.

“Well done, Trotty!” said Nipper loudly,
‘““When you make this guy speak it almost
looks human !”

On the

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY !}
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““ITa, ha, ha!”
““You fatheads!” howled Handforth.
am human! I’'m not that guy! I'm me!”

“Marvellous!” said Travers admiringly.
“ Personally, I think Brewster & Co. are
rather unfair No fellow on earth could be
as ugly as this!”

“You—:you ” began HHandforth.

*“Go 1t,” invited Travers. “Keep it up,
Trotty ! "You know, the guy does look like
IHHandy. Where is Handy, by the way? Hao
ou ht to be intcrested in this exhibition.
I say, what a frightful dial! Quite inhuman,
of course! DBut what else can you expect 1n
a gu) ?n

““Come on—let’s chuck him on the fire!”
suggested Jimmy Potts boisterously. ¢ All
together 1’

uI
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«ood ideal” chuckled Reggie Pitt.
«That face gives me a pain, you know !

«gtop !’ shrieked Handforth wildly.
shall burn if you chuck me on the fire.

not a guy, blow you ”
« Wait a minute, you fellows,” said Nipper

C‘I

I'm

loudly. ‘Let’s have a closer look. Well,
I'm jiggered! I don’t believe 1t 1s a guy
after all!”

«Must be,” said Travers, shaking his
head. ‘“Anybody can see it’s a guy.”
«« Of coursc!’”’ chorused the others.

«Now that I look at it closely, I believe
it’s alive,” continued Nipper solemnly.

«“ST. FRANK’S

IN DISGRACE!”
By E. S. BROOKS.

E. 0. Handforth arrested for fighting !

War declared between the Chums of St.
Frank’s and the Bannington boys !

The town becomes a battleground ; the
police are forced to take a hand. No won-
der St. Frank’s is in disgrace.

Here is a novel new series of school
stories which Is ¢‘ just what the doctor
ordered.’”’ Full of action and thrills—and
humour, too !

“OUTLAWED!” -

Another rousing instalment of David
Goedwin’s popular serial of highwaymen
and adventure.

At

‘Handforth’s Weekly!?”

“OUR ROUND TABLE TALK!”
avmanORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Actually alive, you chaps! Yes, and it’s
Handy, too !”

“Well, well!” said Travers in mock
dmazement. ‘‘Handy in the flesh! Well, of
tourse, we can’t be blamed for mistaking him
for a guy, can we? It’s his own fault for
having such a dial!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

The truck, which had been pushed nearer
to the fire, was dragged back. And the
tremendous outburst of laughter convinced
¢ven Handforth—who was notoriously slow
'l seeing the point of a joke—that he had
¢en deliberately spoofed.

Church and McClure quickly released him,

and with clenched fists he dashed about, his
:i]gllxltl idea being to fight everybody within
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““You rotters!” he shouted. “You funny
idiots! You’d call me a guy, would you?
You—you——"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And then in the midst of the laughter a
noto of dismay sounded. )

““Oh, rats!” yelled somebody. ““Rain! 1
felt two or three spots just then!”

“By Jove, he’s right!” sang out Nipper,
looking up. “‘It’s rain right enough.”

IEven as he spoke the raln came pouring
down in torrents.

CHAPTER 16.
Spoofed Again!

"ISS-HISS! ,
Down came the drenching rain. It
was unexpected, too, for the glass was

high, and everybody had predicted
that the evening would be perfectly dry and
fine. Yet here was the rain coming down like
cats and dogs. It hissed into the fire, it beat
upon the juniors. It was almost tropical in
1ts intensity.
“Quick—rush 1ndoors!”
‘Tt may .be only a shower.
last long.”

““What about the fireworks ?”’ gasped some-
body. ¢ They’ll get drenched.”

“It’s all right—we’re covering them up

with the tarpaulin that we brought out 1n
casc of accidents,” sang out De Valerie.

yelled Nipper.
It’s too fierce to

‘““No time to carry them all indoors. They’'ll
be safe ecnough.”
It was a great disappointment. Turning

up their coat collars, thoroughly disgusted
with this unfriendly trick of the weather,
the boys ran helter-skelter for shelter. They
dashed through the gateway {from the
paddock and into the West Square. It only
took them a moment or two to dive into the
rear entrance of the Ancient House, others
dashing into the rear entrance of the West
House.

“Phew! That was a rush!” said Nipper
breathlessly, as he stood in the porch.

“We haven't got very wet,” said Tommy
Watson.

‘“Hallo!” sang out Handforth suddenly.
“That’s funny! It’s not raining at all now!
By George, that was a pretty sharp shower,
wasn’t 1t ?”

““TI noticed something funny, too,” said
Fullwood, speaking quickly. By the time
wo rcached the paddock gate the rain had
stopped. We seemed to run right out of it
—just when it was at its fiercest.”

““Look !” Dbellowed Handforth.
stars!”’

The juniors came crowding out of the
two Houses, and when they stared upwards
into the sky they found the stars twinkling
peacefully. It was a keen, sharp, frosty
evening. That rain shower was more
mysterious than ever.

‘“What’s the matter with you kids ?”’ asked
Biggleswade, pushing his way out of the

¢“The
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Ancicnt House. ‘Let me get by, fatheads!
tiallo! You're wet!”

““It's been raining,” said Church.

‘“Raining? When1” '

“I'wo minutes ago—in the paddock.”

“You're dreaming,” said the prefect,
staring.  *‘ Anyhow, 1f it was raining in the
paddock, 1t wasn't raining here. Two
minutes ago I was standing outside with
Revnolds of the West House. And we were
only saying what a fine evening it was. We
heard you kids yelling——"

“I say, chaps,” gasped Nipper in a hollow
voree, “‘we’ve been spoofed againl”

“What!”

‘““ Fooled—japed—diddled !” wvelled Nipper.
“Don’t you understand? There couldn’t
have becen any rain!”

“You'rc off your rocker!” gasped Hand-
forth, “It was coming down in torrents——"’

“Water was—but not rain!” interrupted
Nipper quickly. “Don’t you sce? Those—
those ingcnious bounders must have rigged
up some hose-pipes—and that rain was
artificial ! It was done decliberately to send
us scuttling indoors !”’

““Oh, my hat!”

““Great Scott!”

‘““Brewster & Co. !”

“Who clse ?” snapped Nipper. ¢ Of course
it was Brewster & Co.! We heard them in
the darkness not five minutes ago. Besides,
they’ grabbed Handy, didn’t they? Come
on!’

A dark suspicion had come into his mind.
Like the wind he ran back towards the
paddock, the other Removites streaming
aftecr him shouting excitedly. When they
arrived at the fire they found it blazing
as merrily as ever. The grass was wet, but
there was no further rain. Nipper had
dashed straight to the spot where the big
supply of fireworks had been left.

““T knew i1t !” he ejaculated dismally.

Tho tarpaulin was on the ground—the fire-
works had gone! -

‘“ Raided !”” groaned Nipper. “And we
fcll into the trap like a crowd of infants! All
our fircworks bagged !”

“Oh, erumbs!”’

There was a wild commotion, and there
was much weeping and wailing and gnashing
of tecth.

“Of course, it was a perfectly fair raid,”
sald Nipper, “and I don't think we were
so much to blame, either. I’ve never known
rain that fclt so much like real rain!”

Discoveries wero quickly made. In the
darkness, some distance from the fire, 1n

three directions, hosepipes were found. They

were connected to the school hydrants. The
nozzle of cach hose was fitted with a *“rose ”
similar to those which are used on watering-
cans. The ends of the hosepipes were
propped in specially designed wooden crooks,
which were fixed into the ground. The hose-
pipes pointed upwards, so that the * rain,”
soaring up for some distance, descended over
a wide arca like genuine rain. This “stunt ”
was just as brainy as all those other stunts
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which had happened on this day of surpriseq

“Well, it’s no good crying over spi|;
milk,” said Nipper philosophically.  ‘“\yg
shall have to be satisfied with the ofliciy)
display. Rotten, of course, but without any
fireworks—"’

“I say—look !” hissed Handforth, suddenly
grabbing Nipper's arm.

“Th? What the—"

“Look at those shadows over there againgg
the hedge,” muttered Handforth. ‘ Don'g
you sce? There are some chaps there! Thogg
River House japers haven’t gone yet!”

“By Jove, I believe you’re right I’ shouteg
Nipper. *“Up, Remove! Come on—j]|
together! Charge!”

CHAPTER 17%.
A Surprise for St. Frank's!

AL BREWSTER & Co., 1n point of
H fact, had becn taken unawares.

The sudden return of the Removites

found them more or less trapped.

They had rushed towards the hedge, hoping

to break through; but that hedge was of

the thick-set variety, and nothing short of

an army tank could have got through it in a

single charge. So the River House boyvs had

crouched down, hoping to get away by

stealth.

When the Removites charged, Brewster &
Co. had no chance. They made a wild dash
for the ncarest opening, but they were too
late. They were hemmed in a corner of the
paddock.

‘“Here, I say!
‘“ Steady, you chaps

IHe said no more, for Nipper and.Watson
and Tregellis-West, hurled themselves upon
him. Handforth was dashing enthusiastically
at Norton and Kingswood and Robinson.
The River Ilouse contingent was a com-
paratively small one—not more than a dozen
at the most. As a result they were wiped
up in about two minutes.

It was a hectic fight while it lasted, but
he raiders hadn't an earthly chance. Having
becn soundly bumped until nearly all the
breath was knocked out of their bodies, they
were dragged to their feet very much
dishevelled and disordered.

“ Now, you funny merchants,” said Nipper
breathlessly, *we’'ll trouble you for our
supply of fireworks.”

Hal Brewster gulped; Ascott and Glynn
babbled incoherently: the others were
incapable of saving anything.

““You—you dangerous maniacs!” shouted
Brewster at last, ““You crazy idiots! Why
didn’t you give us a chance to spcak?”

Whoa !”” panted Brewster.

)

“Never mind about speaking,” said
Nipper. “Where are our fireworks ?”

“We haven’t got them!” shricked
Brewster.

‘“Here, come off 1t—"’
“You disbelieving chump, ‘we didn't take
your silly fireworks!”
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«Wwha-a-at !’ . .
‘If,“i::zltsa a Iltlmgéd_ratwn—out cjaculation of
1 rom the »Haints. .
dl?fl;}agtibttt we thought——"" began Nipper.
« You're always thinking !”’ roared
Breowster. “You jumped on us before
hecauso you thought we’d done s_om’ethmg.
\ow you jump on us agan. You're too
aangerous to be let lose on a peacc-loving

: ’
community |

« But—but that rain?’’ asked Handforth,
5’“3}1§§ten to this—and listen carefully,”

. ‘ : g aa
o;rupted Brewster in a hard voice. Wo
t callxjne here for one purpose, and that was
Handy, and tie you 1n our
We did that, and

in
only
to grab you,
geouts’ truck as a guy.
we wero satisfied.’

«J wasn’t satisfied |” rctorted Handforth,

‘Ing. .

]?‘IW g were just golng away, Nipper, when
that rain started,” went on Brewster, trans-
ferring his attention to the captain of the
Remove. “‘Well, you chaps buzzed off like
the wind, and we couldn’t understand it.
You see,”it wasn't raining where we were

ding. -_ :

stz!‘nBy gJoveI” said Nipper, taking a deep
breath. . o

“And I don’t mind admitting we saw
something,” went on Brewster deliberately.

“ What did you see?”

“Find out!” '

“Look here, you silly River House chump

P ]

“You were japed—yes—but we're not
guilty,” continued Brewster. ‘What’s more,
we’re not going to tell you who is guilty. If
vou're so jolly clever, you can find it out for
yourselves !”’

“Yes, and when we're in stronger force
we'll wipe up the ground with you!” said
Kingswood darkly, as he dabbed a bruised
nose, ‘“You rotters! You—-"

“I say, you fellows, we're awfully sorry,
really,” said Nipper earnestly. ‘“You can’t
blame us for jumping to a wrong conclusion.
I mean, you were on the spot, and——"

‘“He’s right, you chaps,” said Brewster
with a fecble grin. ¢ This time it really was
a misunderstanding. We'll call it pax.”

#Good man!” said Nipper heartily, as he
clapped Hal Brewster on the back. ‘But
look here, Hal. Do you honestly mean to
stand there and say tlymt you saw somebody

ag our fireworks?”

- We did,” grinned Brewster.

Why didn’t you do something to stop
them 2’ demanded Handforth excitedly.
. e\]Ve wouldn’t have dared,” said Brewster,
ed.

,“DO"do you mean that it was somebody
You couldn’t fight 7"
. Yes, rather 1”
. St. Frank’s chaps?” asked Travers in-
. ?‘d‘llO“S]Y . ‘““Seniors1”
all Nobedy connected with St. Frank’s at
tell replied Hal, shaking his head. “But I
You honestly that we couldn’t lay a finger
Quite out of the question. That
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sort of thing isn’t done. It's against all the
rules. But, by Jove, we chaps take off our
hats to thoso japers!”

“You'ro talking in riddles!” growled
Handforth, exasperated. “ Why the dickens
can't you—"

“Look!” said Nipper, his voice suddenly
sharpened by an awful suspicion. ‘‘Oh, my
only Uncle Jeosophat! Look over there!”

A powerful Roman candle was in opcration
some distance away up Bellton Lanc. 1t
was one of the best of its kind, sending forth
great masses of coloured lights, and then, as
a conclusion, a great shower of sizzling
things which made queer mnoises not unlike
the cuckoo.

“* For the love of Samscn,” said Travers,
his eyes opening wide, ‘“that’s one of our
special ‘ Cuckoo’ Roman candles! Don’t
you remember we picked them out of the

list? They cost thrce bob ecach, too! We
bought half a dozen as a noveclty—""
““But—but look again!” said Nipper.

““Those fireworks are going off in the Moor

View meadow. The girls are having a
spree.”

“With our fireworks!” breathed Hand-
forth. *‘ But—but——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Brewster & Co.

“The girls!” said Nipper, the whole
devastating truth coming to him with the

shock of a thunderclap. “Irene & Co.! It
was the girls who rigged up those hose-
pipes—the girls who bagged our fireworks!
Oh, my hat!”

‘“We saw ’em,” saild Brewster contentedly.
““They didn’t see us, of course, but you can
bet we were surprised. Never saw anything
nippier in my life. Smart? Smart isn’t the
word! You’ll quite agree that we couldn’t
touch them,” he added, grinning. ‘Quite
against the rules to fight with girls, you
know. Besides, we were jolly glad to see
your fireworks being bagged!”

But Nipper wasn’t listening.

““What did I tell you, Handy ?”’ he asked
in a sad, small voice. “Didn’t I say from
the very first that there was something funny
about the whole business?”
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“Funny?” repcated Handforth, with a
start,
““Yes, rather! Funny that the japers

should have been thoughtful- enough to
protect our books in the Form-room desks,”
said Nipper. “Funny that Archie’s carpct
should have been protected by tin-lids.”
A wild howl of dismay went up.
““You—you mean that the girls worked all
those japes to-day?” gurgled Handforth,

““Of course they did—and that explains
everything,” said Nipper. ‘“What a chump
I was not to think of it before! There 1sn’t
a boy in existence who would have been so
careful to do no damagec! Only girls are
thoughtful like that!”

e

CHAPTER 18.
The Jape of the Term!

[PPER was angry with himself. He
N had had that clue in his hands all
day, but never once had hc gucssed

the true solution,

““The whole mystery is cxplained, you
chaps,” he said sorrowfully. ‘‘We wonderced
how Brewster & Co. could have got into

the school, didn’'t we? DBut now that we
know the girls did the trick—why, 1t’s easy !
Don’t forget that Vera Wilkes lives at St.
Frank'’s, and the girls had a holiday to-day!”

“By George! And now I come to think
of it, Old Wilkey was a bit easy with us,
wasn’t he?” asked Handforth. ‘I'll bet he
guessed the truth—and that’s why he wasn’t
keen on an inquiry!”

“0Old Wilkey’s a sport,” said Nipper.
“But about the girls. Vera could have got
the keys without any trouble. She admitted
Irene and Doris and the others, and they sct
all those giddy traps in the Form-room.
Don’t you understand? Vera could havo
placed those special ¢ caps’ under our Form-
room, she could have nipped into the
Common-room and fixed up that gadget in
the telephone-box.”

“Yes, by Samson, and while we were at
lessons she and some of the other girls could
have faked up that affair in my study,” said
Travers. “Forrest’s cigarettes, too, and
those rummy things under Archie Glen-
thorne’s couch. With Vera in the plot it was
as easy as falling off a form.”

‘““And we never suspected,” said Reggio
Pitt, with a sigh. ‘“But how could we?
How could we possibly believe that girls
could be so brainy? I’ll bet my sister was
one of the ringleaders!”

“When girls really get going there’s no
telling what they’'ll do,” said Nipper.
“They’ve put it across us properly to-day,
vou chaps. Let’s take it in a sporting spirit.
Let’s show them that we appreciate a good
jape when we see one. Come on!”

“Where are we going ?”’ went up a shout.

“To the Moor View meéadow,” retorted
Nipper crisply.

THI NELSON LEE LIBRAR]

They went, and Brewster & Co. trajleg
behind, although they made up their ; °
to keep well in the background. They wﬂda
not exactly looking their best. “To

The Removites entgred the Moor vy,
meadow in a great crowd, and they fou,
Jrene Manners, Doris Berkeley, ’Marjo;l-d
Temple, Vera Wilkes, Phyllis Palme;.(3
Betty Barlowe and all tho other Mogg Ve,
girls gathered round a great roaring bonﬁrw
Roman candles were going off merp) e.,
rockets werc being prepared. Colourcd ﬁfe:
wcere blazing in fine style. ¢

“Hallo, you chaps!” sang out Irenc g
““Come on! Everybody wclcome!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” |

The other girls fairly shrieked with mepy;,
ment.

“I do hope you'rc enjoying our fircworks »
sald Nipper politely. ’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You’ve twigged, then?” cricd Mary
Summers, running up. ‘I say, vecu chaps
we do feel a bit mean about it. DBut a jape's
a jape, isn't it ?”’

‘“We tako off our caps
Nipper promptly.
whacked us!”

Irene chuckled.

“Well, we felt that it was up to us to do
something a bit special,” she said modestly,
“You sec, Miss Bond, our headinistress,
sprang a little bombshell a week ago. Sho
forbade us to buy any fireworks. Said they
were too dangerous, if you pleasc!”

““Sheer rot, of course,” put in Doris
indignantly.

“Fircworks arc not for girls,” continued
Irene, with a sniff. “There would be a
politely-conducted display with special men
to handle the fireworks, but we girls were
strictly prohibited from buying any fireworks
with our own moncy.”

““So you bagged ours?” asked Nipper
grinning. ,

“Well, it was tho only thing to be dont,
cxplained Irenc, her cyes twinkling. ¢ Thats
why we worked that ‘rain’ jape. You sc¢
Ted had been talking pretty frecly, and wC
knew all your plans.”

“Just like the chump!” said ClLurch in
disgust. X
““You silly fathead!” roared Handforth

‘““How the dickens was I to know ?”’
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Naturally, we did buy a few ﬁrewol'k\s“
strictly on the q.t.,” added Irene demur® v

“We had to have some to manufacture “ﬁ‘fsu‘i
little gadgets of ours. I hope you found tb¢

all right?” she added pelitely.
with 8

‘“We found them,” said Nipper, 1d
nod. “Thanks awfully! Wgec had a high ©
time to-day.”
“Ifa, ha, ha!”
‘ Perhaps you will remecmber, too, 2
incident which took place last week, her®
on Irene, her voice hardening. “Ted

(Concludcd on page 44.)

ally,

. X .tO yOU,” Sﬂid
‘You’'ve licked us ~you've
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The Editor would like to hear from all his readers—write to-day.

A breezy

EAR, hear, Margaret Mattersby (Glas-
H cow). I quite agree with you that
‘““thec NELSON LEE LIBRARY 1s
the best paper any boy or girl could
get.” With regard to the number of boys
at St. Frank’s, I can only say that it is a
very big Public school, on a par with Kton
or Harrow. 2Mr. Brooks, in writing his
stories, never has occasion to bring in all
the boys; so I cannot tell you the exact num-
ber, As you say, our author ‘‘keeps his
pages alive ”’; he has the power of “bringing
mere names from the pages until they seem
real characters.” 1 agrece with you in this,
and T am sure you will agree with me that
Mr. Brooks has quite enough to do in hand-
ling those St. Frank’s boys he has already
“brought to iife,” without having to dcal
with the rank and file. It is enthusiasts like
You who can do so much good in bringing
the Old Paper to the notice of non-readers,
who do not at present rcalise what they arc
missing,
* » *

fThe St. Frank’s colours, Lily Ive (Dept-

‘lifl'd), are red and blue, and the colours of

;;ge Moor View School are magenta and
n.

* * %*

w,rﬁllle serics of St. Frank’s stories dealing
inl 19 theuboys’ adventures in India appeared
fo 12258, St.v Margaret’s ”’ (Cowes)—Nos. 118
Septa? Ist New Series, dated August 4th to
},08 Gllll?er 8th of that year. The other series
barr'as about, starting with Handforth’s
Ser.'“g'ogf, commenced in No. 82, 1st New
Noles’ November 26th, 1927, and ran to
. 89, January 14th, 1928.

* * *

A o oy : :
in thp°°(1 deseription of Nipper will appear

mu)_ls' Talk, Kenneth R. Humphreys (Huck-

» 3R due course,

chat with readers con-
ducted by the EDITOR. All letters
should be addressed to The Editor,

ELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Glad to hear, George Wilfred Lawson
(Leicester) that you have been reading the
Old Paper since 1920, and that you will
always continue to do so. Eleven years, not
out! That’s the stuff to give ’em!

% % *

You can buy hair dye at any chemist’s,
“H. E. B.” (Luton), and it doesn’t cost
pounds, either. But if I had red hair like
you, I'd be proud of it, and should not want
to change it for something commonplace.
Both Buster Boots and Kirby Keeble Park-

ington have red hair, and boast about 1t.

* +*

IHere are threce more brief pen-sketches of
well-known Sixth-Formers: WALTER REY-
NOLDS.—A chemistry fiend. At most times
of the day he is to be found in the lab.,
making the most dangerous experiments. He
13 a prefect, but he dislikes his duties, as
they keep him away from his cxperiments.
Even sports come second with him, although
he 1s pretty good at sports, too. It 1s
generally believed in the school that one day
he will end up by blowing himself to frag-
ments. GUY SINCLAIR.—A dandified
senior with a taste for flashiness. Mean and
vindictive by nature, with an exaggerated
superciliousness of manner. Ilated by tho
fags, whom he bullies. Curiously enough,
he is exccllent at most sports, and a really
brilliant cricketer. For this latter quality
alone he enjovs a considerable popularity.
LESLIE STANHOPE.—A studious fcllow 1s
Stanhope. @ He writes remarkably good
pocms and ecssays, and 1s generally regarded
as one of England’s coming literary giants.
He i1s the editor of ‘“The Scnior School
Magazine,” and is somecthing of a highbrow.
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With pistol and sword Dick Forrester fights his enemies!

o

=

A stirring serial of old-time
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Crossed Swords!
UICKLY the sheriff snatched at his
pistol. But Dick was quicker. Before

the man could withdraw it the young

outlaw dealt him a buwlet that
knocked him out of the saddle.
The sheriff landed on his back. Dick,

springing down from Satan’s back, gave his
worehip’s horse a cut with his hand that sent
1t flving at a gallop over the moor with the
pistol still i the lLiolster.

" .u “\‘ " '. jr ' ’r"j\
- . :

By
DAVID GOODWIN

Then Dick turned and faced the sheriff, who
had now scrambled angrily to his feet.

“You villain!” roared the sheriff. Yot
knave and traitor, you have played e falze!

“I beg vour pardon,”” said Dick, standiug
coolly by Satan’s side, “1 have {fulfilled my
engagement to the letter. I promised tO
bring you to deal with Dick Forrester, and
here he 1s.”

“What do you mea,
sheitfll.  **Where 13 he?

rascal ¥ cried the

Who arc you?”
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«Richard Forrester, at your service!” said

ick, bowing. _

His worship gasped in amazement.

«QOtherwise called Galloping Dick!” added
ihe young highwayman blandly.

«Ha, you scoundrel! Then I have you at
]as"‘;is it so?’? said Dick innocently. ‘Faith,
perhaps you are right. I had thought it was
the other way about.” .

The sheriff looked uneasy. IIe saw his
Lorse, cantering over the moor, a mere speck
in the distance. The pistol from his belt was
gone, and the other was being carried away
by the vanishing horse. The lieutenant and
his troopers were many miles behind.

“30 you have played me this trick—shaken
off my men, and brought me here alone,
thinking to go free!” cried the sheriff furi-
ously, advancing upon Dick.

«“Not altogether,”” replied the highwayman.
«] have dealt with sheriffs and their men
before, and I do not think my reck has been
much in danger this day, save only when 1
first entered the room at the farm. You
might have had me then. DBut the reason I
brought this about was that I feared for the
safety of some friends of mimne.”

“Triends of yours!?’ bawled the sheriff.
“Who are they?” ,

“Even a highwayman may have friends,”
said Dick coolly. ‘ Possibly, if you were sud-
denlyv stripped of your riches and position, you
would find you- had less than I. But I refer
now to the worthy Bullfords, whom 1 fear
might suffer for their kindness to me.”

“Ay, T'll see to that!”’ cried the sheriff,
stamping his foot. ‘‘They sheltered an out-
law from the King’s justice, and dear shall
they pay for it!”

“We will see,” retorted Dick. “‘There is
a malter to settle between us. Two minutes
ago 1t was my painful necessity to knock
you olf your hoise. It was more to my taste
than shooting you, which was the only other
Way. But I am here to give you {ull satisfac-
tion far the blow. Draw, Master Sheriff, and
on guiard!”’

Their blades crossed.

“Blood and hounds!” raged his worship.
ou scum of the roads! Be you gentleman
Or tinker, I'll lay you on the heather and
Ch?‘at the gallows of their due!”

your sword 18 as doughty as your
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tongue, I have made a bad bargain,” re-
plied Dick coolly, parrying with the slightest
turn of his wrist a ferocious thrust the sheriff
made at him. ‘1t would be poor fun had I
brought you nere with so much trouble, to
be pinked through the ribs by you at the
end of 1t.”

‘“*Twill be your fate, whether or not!’
cried the eheriff. “My only grief is that,
having killed you with a clean sword, I can-
not, for my own honour, hang your body on
a gibbet afterwards!”

““I will endeavour to keep your sword clean,
since you so admire it!”’ murmured Dick.

Sweeny Attacks Againl

HE sheriff was not lacking in courage,
II and he had some good measure of
skill with his weapon. If his temper
drove him to rough words, it must be
owned he had been sarely set back by the
cool wit and resource of the young highway-
man, and his pride was galled to the quick.
He made a furious onsiaught on Dick, and
was surprised to find how near he came to
killing his man, yet failing somehow to do
it. Dick made an attack In return, and
again took the defensive. Then 1t was that
the sheriff perceived that his cool younyg
adversary was only playing with him.
Good swordsman as he was, his worship
found himself no more than a mouse in the
hands of a cat before Dick’s lightning rapier.
The sheriff showed no fear, but his sct face
told that he saw his fate before him. He
expected to hear sueers and taunts from the
young highwayman, but Dick said no word.

Ono last desperate attack the sheriff made.
There was a twist, a flash, and his worship’s
sword flew into the air and fell tinkling
upon the stones a dozen yards away.

The two mea stood face to face, looking
into each other’s eyes; mneither made a
sound. The sheriff’s face was pale, but he
did not speak. The point of Dick’s sword
was at his breast. His worship’s lips moved
silently as 1f in prayer. Dick spoke first.

“You are a gentleman after all,” he said.

“Do not mock me,” muttered his worship
hoarsely. ‘“Make an end quickly!”

“1 was about to remark,” said Dick, still
keeping his point at the sheriff’s breast,
“that 1 knew 1t upon our first meeting. Had

S
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HOW THE STORY BEGAN
DICK FORRESTER, formerly a young hghwayman, has been deprived of his estate and fortune by the

trickery of

HECTOR FORRESTER. This is ondy the bteginning of Dick’s troubles, for he next falls foul of

CAPYT AIN SWEENY, the notorious leader of a gang of footpads, and 18 also wanted by the King’s
Riders for assisting his former comrade of the road

RICHARD TURPIN, the famous Lighwayman, to escape eapture. Dick is forced to become an ontlaw,

angd he and Turpin ride off together.
Jight. T'urpin goes off on a mission

allempts o ln’g life by Sweeny, Dick takes refuge at a farmhouse.
Dick, wunrecognised, offers to help them capture himself ! By strategy he leads the sheriff,

the scene.
alone, to @ moor, and there reveals his identity.

They are pursued by Riders, but make their escape after a fierce
arranging to meet Dick three days later.

After two unsuccessful
A sheriff and three men arrive on

‘Now read cn)
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1 not, I should not have arranged this
affair. Your life is mine. I give 1t you on

one condition.” .
“What do you mean?” asked the sheriff.

“If you agree,” continued Dick, “you are
at liberty to hang me whenever you may
take me. It is your duty. But I require a
safeguard for my good friends the Bullfords
of Ryestack. Give me your word of honour
that you will bring no harm upon them for
the part they have taken in this matter,
and I put up my sword.”

The sheriff stared at him in amazement.

““No harm shall come to the Bullfords,” he
said at last, his voice low and hoarse. “I
give my word.”

““ And touching your "men—the lieutenant
and the two troopers?”

“I answer for them, too.”

Dick lowered his point, bowed, and stood
back. Then he held out his hand, which
the sheriff grasped.

“I will now take my leave of you,” said
Dick, “for yonder come the lieutenant and
his two troopers over the hill, and they
have met and caught your runaway horse.”

“If I catch you I must hang you yet,”

- said his worship.

“It is your plain duty—if you catch me,”
replied Dick, smiling. “So far you have
but ridden alongside Black Satan. You
have yet to sce him in front of you. 1
beg of you, observe.”

And as the troopers and the lieutenant
came up Dick swung himself on to Black
Satan’s back, and with a wave of his hat,
shot away at full gallop across the moor,

Dick pulled up at a hostelry in the woods,
and made good cheer for himself and Satan.
Whilst there he bought a strong carthorse
from the landlord and presented it to an
old cottar who was grieving for the loss of
his own, which had been his sole livelihood.
Dick rode on with the gratified man’s bless-
ings ringing in his ears.

“With all the guineas of the highways
dropping before the muzzle of my pistol,”
thought Dick to himself, ‘‘it were strange
if I could not spare half of them to thoso
in nced. And now for a search through the
forest for Turpin.”

Long and wide did Dick ride, but it was
a fruitless search indeed, for he could get no
news of his comrade. When dusk began
to fall he was six miles beyond Ulchester,
and, feeling disheartened, he came out from
the broad high road that leads through the
woods to Hensleydale.

“If T do not get news of him soon, I
shall ride south again and take a purse from
Hector Torrester at Fernhall itself,”’ mused
Dick. “’Tis strange that Turpin—— KEgad!
What is that behind the trees?”

The young outlaw’s hand flew to his pistol-
butt in a moment, for Dick was no longer
to be caught napping, and what he saw
aroused his suspicions. An 1nstant Jater
there was a shot from the wood, a bullet
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snicked his ear, and six or seven dark forpy,
rushed out upon him.

“Cut him down!” cried a voice that Dig)
knew too well.

Sweeny’s men had laid an ambush fq,
him, and the footpad leader himself gav,
the order. Dick fired in the direction ¢f
the voice, and an oath of rage answereg
him. Swiftly he emptied the sccond barre]
into one of the others and wheeled smayg
round, bringing Black Satan on to hjs
haunches.

““Let out at ’em, Satan!” cried Dick.

His second pistol flashed twice as the mep
rushed at him, and two of them bit the dust
to rise no more. Black Satan’s foreleg;
lashed out, scattering them.

Dick withdrew his sword, and its whirling-
blade Lkept the rascals at bay for some
seconds. One big, fat rascal made a deter.
mined rush, but the young highwaymay
pinked him in such a manner that he rap
away down the road, howling like a gored
bull-pup.

““The bridle! Get hold of the bridle!”
shouted Sweeny’s voice from the background.
“Rouse yourself. ye sluggards! IHang it
if I were not crippled I would have had
the whelp down before this!”

The check was only momentary. The
assailants were so many that they swarmed
round in spite of Satan’s lashing hoofs and
Dick’s own sword thrusts. To charge through
the men was impossible at such close
quarters—one or other would have caught
liold of the bridle, which would be disastrous,

‘““ Here come the others!” cried Sweceny.
“Now, lads, are you going to let this one
cub defy a dozen of you? Up, and take
him !”

A shrill whistle sounded through the wood,
and up came five or six more of Sweeny’s
men, who joined in the fray. So completely
was Dick cornered that he could not hold
out against so many, and despite his swift
rapiecr and Satan’s hoofs and teeth he saw
he had little chance.

- The Mystery Rescuer!

I that moment a cry of warning arose,
and the sound of many hoofs rang
down the road. Round the corner
came a tall man on horseback with

a dozen mounted serving-men bchind .him.
No sooner had he set eyes on the aftray
than he set spurs to his horse and dashed
forward. | _

“What, one against a mob?” he cried 10
ringing tones. “Forward, boys, and scatter
the villains!”

A medley of yells arose as the stalvv';ll't
horsemen charged into Sweeny’s men, laying
about them lustily with swords, whips
staves, and anything they had to hand-
Dick, freed from his assailants, joined them
with a cheer, and soon the footpad gang a3
scattered in all diyections. .

The tall man rallied his servitors behind
him again and turned to Dick.
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«] trust you are unhurt, sir?” he said
pleasantly. . |

“Thanks to you,” said Dick, ‘“for the
knaves Were pressing me mighty close when
vou came to the rescue. I am eternally your

aebtor, Sll'.”

“Good!” said the tall man, who was of
e fifty years of age, richly dressed, and
handsome features and bearing. *Could
we do otherwise, seeing a single youth make
o gallant a stand against so many? DBut
who may the knaves be ?” he added, looking
Jown at one of Sweeny’s men who lay life-
less on the road. “I took them for a
sheriff’s posse, but they seem strangely ill-
clad for that.”

s01
ol

Dick began to wonder who this stately-

looking stranger was who had no scruple
about charging through what he supposed
to be a sheriff’s posse. So for the momen?
he said nothing concerning Sweeny, but
waited.

“I see you have shot three of them,” said
the stranger with a keen glance at Dick.
“My felicitations to you, sir—a good
viddance. You, I perceive, have been daring
epough for the good cause to be marked out
as dangerous. I will say no more—’twere
indiscreet to wag the tongue too freely here
on the high road, but you may count on
these men as on myself. I am honoured to
meet you.” |

“Od’s pilikins!” thought Dick. ‘Whom
have I fallen in with? Is this some man of
fashion who recognises me and has a taste
for highwaymen’s society? If not, what
does it mean?”

“Have you far to ride, sir?” said the
stranger.

“Far or pnear is all one to me,” replied
Dick. “I have no house these days that
opens to me.”

. “By this misfortune that came upon you,
‘and in which it was my good luck to give
you a:d, I need not ask if you are one that

love the good old days—that you are of
those who hope for better times?”

“Ay, you say truly!” laughed Dick. “I
hope for better times; that is my trade, and
1 have done little else this long while. Yet
the times do not mend.”

““The day is coming, sir—the day is
coming 1" cried the stranger. “Soon we

who are loyal and true shall see it and
Strike a good blow for the right. I saw
by your swordsmanship and bearing that
You were no sour Whigamore. But my
longue runs away with me; this is no place
or such matters. Since you say you are
Yiding free, I pray you do me the honour
o be my guest this night, and as long as
-%ou will favour me by staying. I am Lord
Surisdeey of Tolleshunt.”

~ Dick bowed.

.. You cover me with obligations,” he said,
hm saving my life and bidding me to your
Hospitality. But before I join you under
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your roof it is but fair to tell you my name.
I am Dick Forrester, and I own,” hec added,
laughing, *‘that ’tis not every man who
cares to risk opening his doors to me.”.

“Say no more!” cried Lord Durisdeer. “I
welcome you the more gladly. Dick
Forrester? Ay, surely I must know the
name. But let us leave matters till we
are housed and our knees under the oak;
I will keep you in the open no longer.
Believe me, under my roof all have the
good cause at heart.” ‘

““ Now what the plague is the good cause ?”
thought Dick, as they rode on togcther at
the head of the stalwart horsemen. *‘How-
ever, burn me if I care. If my Lord
Durisdeer is so blithe to welcome me, owing
him my life, it would be poor manners to
refuse him. All causes are alike to
Galloping Dick. On then, and let us see.”

The rode along, chatting pleasantly, till
they entered a spacious park. Through a
long avenue of cedars they passed to &
noble old house, half castle and half manor
house, with wide lawns, oriel windows, and
a high, old ivy-grown tower at one end with
a lofty turret. It reminded Dick of his own
lost Fernhall. Though scarce so large, 1t
was yet a house of which any prince might
be proud. Yet Dick saw signs that, lordly
as 1t was, it had an air of having fallen on
worse days than it had known in times past.

The great doors were thrown wide by
serving-men within as Durisdeer and Dick
rode up. But Dick had explained to his
host what manner of horse Satan was, -and
my lord, much interested, rode round with
him to the stables, and watched while Dick
tended his steed’s wants. Moreover, Dick
took care that Satan was in a stable where
he could most easily be reached in a hurry,
and this, too, Durisdeer poticed and
approved.

“You do well,” he said. “I, toe, keep my
favouriter horse where I may be speedily
on his back if need be, for who knows in
these days—— But let us go in.”

More puzzled than ever, Dick entered tho
house with his host.

“Tolleshunt is bare to-day, compared with
its former beauty,” said Durisdeer. And
truly the great hall and lofty rooms, though
well-appointed and deep in comfort, did
not hold the rich treasures of goldsmith’s
work and sumptuousness that so good a
house generally showed. ‘“But what would
you? Our treasures have perforce gone
into the melting-%ot. The cause needs every
guinea that can be given by those who are
loyal to it. my daughter
Phyllis.”

Dick had not seen so well-favoured a girl
for many a day. She was not more than
seventecn, pretty, with chestnut hair and
splendid hazel eyes. Lord Durisdeer tokl
of the adventure, and the girl looked at
Dick with flushed cheecks, noting his aleit
bearing and ceol, ready eye.

(Continued on next page.)

Here comes
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OUTLAWED! HANDFORTH THE GUY!

(Continued from previous page.) - - (Continued from page 33.)

“Well done!” she said enthusiastically. scofﬁnglv,’declaled that girls WEre” no gooq
Bare Tolleshunt Towers might be of gold at japes ! .
caundlesticks, but never did Dick sit down to By George, so I dld’ eJaculated Hang.
2 better feast mor a merrier one. But the °forth, sfartled. |
key to the puzzle was kept to the last, when “And a good many of you other boys sup,,
the board was cleared and the wine and ported himn, 5 said \Iary, with a sniff. Yy, oul
fruit were left. Then Lord Durisdcer rose, dared us, in fact, to jape you. V\ ell, we'ye
and, passing ‘his goblet over the crystal done it! Are you satisfied 7”

fm"‘ex bowl with a sweep, cried: . “Perfcctly,’ sald Nipper in a thin voice
“To the King over the water.” “We give you best, girls. You’ve won )
In a flash Dick understood. His rescuer ﬂ]?}lg the_ line !” ,

was onc of those still loyal to the house of - SPOI\GH like a man!” lau hed Ive

Stuart—a Jacobite, who, undlsma ed by the “Well, theres no 1ll- feo]mg, is there? [t
failure and defeat of the vear 15, stili Wwas all in fun, you know.”

hoped to place the exiled prince upon the “Tll- fe‘e‘lm 1" echoed Handfmth boister.
throne of anland and was ready to risk ously. I should. think not! Jolly gooq
fortune, title and life so that he might lu(k to you! It’s been the jape of the term 1
strike a blow for him “hom the Whlge “Tha_nks' 'Now, how abomL jolning in our
called the Pretender. - ﬁlO\\OI‘l\ dsplay ?’’ "askéd Irene swcetly. “Ij

beset by those who wxahed his rémoval, '_I‘__O}}ml and Waf'('h., ST
and who would hang * him for txeasbn - 4.Ha, ha,-hat?..- - |
supposmcr Dick to be a Jacoblio like hunwlf <And=- now that the little. mvstory was'
Duri deer S daughter echoed thc toast - mth cxplained and evelvbodv was in a thoroughly,
flashing ‘eyes. - good humour, : -the™ Glorious “Fifth was

JHVVaS ‘Dick a Jacobxtc‘? Ho had never ~ €6l vbrated zin - right ro¥ali stvle It didn'
given the matter a thou ght;- ~But- he had matter: now-whose fireworks fhev were. They
caten- of the salt of Toﬂeshunf and Tord 1”‘)'\(‘(] protfv good. _anvwav e
Durisdeer’s "enemies were hls Hc loapf‘d to e . -~ « THE END. "
his feet. - S
“King James!” he crled and dmmed his

Lord Durisdeer had 1ma,rrmc-d Dick - was . YOU. beéhave like good boys you can stand

-
Y
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goblet o the dregs. - Ani exiled ™ “prince Brilliant new series of smashing schoolboy-
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