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There was an ugly glint in the mayor’s eye as, accompanied by the policemen, he strode over to the
bapless Handforth. It looked as though Handy was in for it this time, much to the delight of Forrest
and Co,, who were gloating over the proceedings from the window of the Japanese Cafe,
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Flag Day for Handy means *‘ Trouble Day!”

You'll

rock with laughter when you read all about it in this weck’s

stunning long completc story

of the Boys of St. Frank's.

CHAPTER 1.
FIVE SHILLINGS FOR CHARITY.

RCHIE GLENTHORNE bolted back
A into the Ancient House like a rabbit.
“0Odds horrors and disasters!’> he

gasped feebly.

A moment earlier the genial ass of the|

St. Frank’s Remove had lounged elegantly
out of the Ancient House. But he took one
look into the triangle, his monocle dropped
out of his eye, and he executed a precipitate
retreat. And he stood there, just in the
lobby, utterly disconcerted.

“Hallo, Archie!l” said Willy Handforth of
the Third, as he strolled up. * What’s the
idea of this Swedish drill business? I haven’t
seen you move so quickly for weeks.”

“Laddie, how  absolutely frightful!”
breathed Archie, with a hunted glance over
his shouldet. “I mean to say, how fright-
fully absolute! Kindly allow me to escape!
Qut of the path, dash you!”

“Yes, but what’s all the scare about?”
demanded Willy. “TFor October, it's a
glorious evening, the sun's shining, and to-
morrow’s a half-holiday. What more do you
want ?"’ |

While speaking. Willy took a look out into
the triangle, but he saw nothing to account

for Archie Glenthorne’s fright. The triangle
appeared to be deserted, save for three charm-
ing young ladies, who. had just entered the
gateway. Willy recognised them ab once as
Irenc & Co., of the Moor View School,

““Hold on!” he said, grasping Archie’s arm
as the elezant Removite was about to escape.
“What are you afraid of? What can you
seg that I can’t? There’s nothing out there
to scare—""

“Good gad!” interrupted Archie fran-
tically. “The dear girls are absolutely ad-
vancing to the attack! And here am I,
dash you. literally in rags! A (frightfully
soiled collar, dusty shoes, and looking like
a tramp!”

Willy grinned.

“Rats!” he said briefly. *“Outside, you
chump! Hi, Marjorie! If you want to grab
Archie, you’d better come at the double!
He'’s trying to escape!” '

Willy swung the startled Archie round, and
pushed him outside. And Irene Manners &
Co. eame up at the same moment, so there
was no chance of further retreat. Archie
inwardly groaned, and resigned himself to
his fate.

Thero i3 a great deal of difference in a
point of view. Willy considered that Archie
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was dazzling from head to foot, and dis-
gracefully dandified. But Archie himself felt
that he was more like a tramp than a re-
spectable schoolboy. But this was because
he liked to wear the best of everything in
the prescnce of ladies. It was a Tuesday
evening, and he had expected no visitors.
And so he was content to be shabby.

Of course, the truth v-as simple. Archie
was clegant from head to foot. Not quite
so polished, parhaps, as he would have liked,
but, compured to the other members of the
temove, he was immaculate. He had pecu-
liar ideas on the subject. Any suit that had
not been pressed just prior to his wearing
it, was, in Archie’s opinion, little better thau
a rag. Any collar that had been worn for
more than six hours was in the last stages ol
grubbiness. :

*Hallo, Archie!” said the girls in one
voice, :

“What-ho! I mean, greetings, old dears!”
said Archie unphappily. “Pray excuse the
ghastly state of the wardrobe, and all that.
I am frightfully sorry, but the fact is, I
wasn’t absolutely expecting——"

“But what’s wrong with you, Archie?”
asked Marjorie Temple smilingly.

“Nothing,” said Willy, before Archie could
reply. ‘At least, nothing that we can do.
A West End brain specialist might do a bit
of good if he took Archie under treatment,
but even that’s doubttul. He thinks he looks
shabby and untidy, and tried to escape. I
just collared him.”

“Quite right, too,”” said Marjorie, nodding.
“I'm surprised at. you, Archie—you look
simply splendid!™

“Oh; I say! I mean—— But, dash it——"

“Quite splendid enough for us, anyhow,”
put in Doris Berkeley briskly. ‘You’re just
one of the very fellows we wanted to mect
this evening. It’s a question of cash, you
know. We mustn’t ask you for anything,
and we’re not supposed to even hint at it.
But take a look at this through your plate-
glass window.”

She smilingly held up a collection-box, and
Archie started. Xe observed that all three
girls were wearing these boxes hung round
their necks. And they were also carrying
bunches of artificial daisies.

_“What’s this—a new stunt?” asked Willy,
with interest.

“Yes, it’s Daisy Day,” said Irene. *“We're
collecting for the Bannington Cottage Hos-
pital, you know. We've had the whole day
off, and we’re just on the way home. So
we thought we'd give you a look in at
. the death, as i1t were. There’s still plenty
of room in these boxes.”

Willy looked thoughtful.

“Why don’t they invite us to collect for
’em?” he asked indignantly. *You girls get
all the luck! A whole day of it—excused
from lessons! And all that you’ve got to
do is go round, giving the glad eve to every-
body, and rattling that giddy box!®

“You little wretch, we don’t give the glad .
eye to anybody,” said Irene coldly. ‘‘If you
can’t give us a contribution, go and find
Ted. He won’t let us escape without shelling
out, I know!”

Willy sniffed.

“Sorry,” he said shortly. “I can’t bother
Ted. 1 don’t suppose he’d speak to me, even
if I went to him. He’s too high and might‘y
these days. You seem to forget that he's
been elevated to the peerage.”

“He’s been what?” asked Irene m sur-
prise,

“Well, anyhow, he looks upon himself as
a peer among his fellows,” said Willy. “He's
the supreme Dictator—the Lord of the Re-
move—ithie King of the Castle. A¥ktually,
he’s only the skipper, but that’s a detail. He
seems to regard the captaincy as an excuse
for lording it over everybody. My hatl
Poor old Remove!” -

Willy walked off, and the girls locked in-
quiringly at Archie.

“Is this true?” asked Marjorie.

“Eh? I mean, which?”

“What Willy was saying just now about
Ted 1"

“As a matter of fact, dear old girls, I'm
afraid there’s a certain amount of veracity
in the dashed statement,” replied Archie,
shaking his head. “ There’s no denying that
the chappie had been shoving it across us
somewhat heftily of late. I mean, the good
old Remove 1s now a hotbed of seething
activity and discontent. This dashed blighter
has upset the good old works.”

“ Are you talking about Ted 7" asked Irene
coldly.

“ Absolutely,” s=aid Archie. *“I hate to
refer to the chappie as a biighter, but only
yesterday he barged into the good old study,
biffed me off the lounge, and threw his weight
about somewhat largely. I was obliged to
dot him a considerable blow- in the features,
dash it]”

“We might have expected it,” said Doris.
“As soon as we heard that Ted had been
elected captain, we said to ourselves, * Now
there’s going to be trouble,” didn’'t we,
Frene?”

“Yes, but what about this cash, Archie?”,
put in Marjorie sweetly. |

“Oh, rather!” said Archie diving into his
pocket.

And while he was generously stuffing a
pound note into Marjorie’s box, Willy had
arrived at Study D, in the Remove passage.
Chubby Hcath and Juicy Lemon were with
him, and they all paused. '

“Now, leave this to me,” said Willy
calmly. ‘*“After all, those girls are right.
The cause of charity is voicing its call. Can
we ignore this lofty purpose? Not giddy
likely 1’

“Isn’t this rather sudden?” asked Chubby
Heath pointedly.

“Tsn’t what rather sudden

“Thls interest in charity,” said Chubby.
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“Charily,” replied Willy, ““is a wide term.
I've always been interested in charity, my
sons. And here we have a particularly de-
serving cause. In fact, we can’ say two
deserving causes!”

Willy ignored a big placard on the door,
which announced, in daubed letitering, that
it was the ‘‘Captain’s Office,” and that,
furthermore, there was no admittance except
on business.
interviews could be granted by appointment
only. And in spite of the fact that it was
signed by the great Edward Oswald himself,
Willy turned the doorhandl> and marched
straight n.

His major was silting at the table, par-
taking of tea. Apparenily Handforth had
decided to live the simple life. Instead of
tea, he was indulging in ginger-beer—out of
the bottle. And he was eating buns from
a bag. He started up, his alarm obvious.

“]—I thought I locked the door!” he
mumbled thickly.

“You shouldn’t think about locked doors
—you ought to make certain by turning the
key,” retorted his minor. “Sorry to barge
1in, Ted, old man, but it’s important.”

*What’s important ?”’

“Five bob!" said Willy briskly.

Handforth made a noise which resembled
the last gurgle of an expiring fish. His face
became red, he seemed to be on the point of
-choking, and .he rose unsteadily to his feet.

* Get—outside!” he croaked.

“After I've got
Willy.

Bly a tremendous effort, Handforth con-
trolled himself.

“You—you young rotter!”’ he
“ Always bothering me for five bob! This
time you won’t get it! By George! I'm not

going to be blackmailed by my own minor!
Buzz off, blow you!”

Willy sighed.

gasped.

“It's for charity,” he explained patiently.]

“Charity I repeated Handforth, with deep
.suspicion.
. “Charity.”
Y " Yes, but what charity?”’

* “*Why worry about trifles?” asked Willy.
. You've got plenty of cash in your pocket.
You're not going to begrudge a mouldy five
bob for charity, I suppose? They're going
round  with collection boxes, and I want to
put s8mething in.”’

“Something 7 repeated Edward Oswald.
“Not a button, or a bent ha’penny, or any-
thing like that? I know your little tricks,
my lad »

“Cheese it, Ted,” interrupted Willy.
“DBrace yourself up, throw your shoulders
back, and take a good dive i1nto yvour cash
pocket.
Aud, remember, it’s for charity.”

Handforth yanked out two half-crowns, and
slapped them on the table.

“There you are!” he panted.
are, you—you disease |

“There you
I'm always trying to

The placard even stated that,

the five bob,”’ nodded

IFive bob, and wvou'll be rid of mae. ]

cure you, but you always break out againl
Take it, and go!”’ ' '
Willy seized the money, and grinvned.
“Good old Ted!" he said heartily.
old reliable!”’

“The

CHAPTER 2.
A MESSAGE FOR IIIS

& LORDSIHIP,

Cogpadj DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH frowned.

“Wait a minute!”’ he
said curtly. “1 want to
have a word with you

before you go, my lad! Don’t you dare
to breathe a syllable of what you've scen in
this study.”

“Seen?” repeated Willy.

“Yes—this,” said his major, indicating the
table.

“You can trust me to keep your guilty
secret, old man,”” said Willy suﬁemnly. “Bus
it’s the first time I knew that ginger-pop and
buns came within the category of wicked
vices. You can continuo the orgy in safety.
I won’t breathe a sound of the dreadful
affair.”’

“You—you funny young fathead!” snapped
Handforth. ‘‘Anyhow, don’t say anything.
Understand ? If 1 hear anything about it I'll
never whack out another five bob as long as
I Live!” +

Willy understood perfectly. Edward Oswald
had not been captain of the Remove for long,
and he had commenced his high-and-mighty
activities by turning Church and MeClure,
his bosum chums, out of the study. A Form
captain, in Handforth’s opinion, needed a
room entirely to himself. A man of such
dignity could not be bothered with the idle
chatter of feather-brained companions.

So Church and MecClure were palmed off
upon Hubert Jarrow, in Study J, and Hand-
forth was left in undisputed possession of
Study D. But he was finding, to his bitter
cost, that the new order of things was not
exactly an improvement. In fact, all Hand-
forth's new innovations were recoiling upon
his own head in the most disconcerting
manner. The captainey wasn’t half such a
catch as he had expected it to be. And the
loss of his chums—although he had deliber-
ately brought this about himself—was tho
worst blow of all.

When it came to anything practical like
making tea, or frying kippers, or making
toast, Handforth was about as useful as an
clephant. He simply couldn't do such things.
And tea in Studv D was now a mere travesty.
He couldn’t go into Hall, and he couldn’t
admit that he was longing for his chums
back. So he consumed buns and ginger
beer in lonely solitude. It was only by an
oversight that Willy had been allowed to
enter and witness the tragedy.

Of course, Handforth was only skipper by
accident. The Remove had japed him, and

| Mr. Crowell, the IFForm-master, had revealed
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a singular lack of appreciation. He had,
indeed, pronounced the clection to be valid.
And to the Remove’s dismay, it had saddled
itself with Handforth as its skipper.

There was one ray of hope. Dick Hamilton,
the real captain, was away, but there was a
chance that he would return within a fort-
night or ten days. So the Remove waited—
and Handforth, in the meantime, was doing
his worst.

“Poor old Ted!' said Willy, shaking his

head. *“Ginger-pop and buns, eh? My only
hat! You must be having a rough time cf
it! It isn’t all honey to be a skipper. I'm

’!.‘I

one, and I know the ropes

“You?” said his major, with scorn.
“You're only captain of the Third—and that’s
nothing! Alind what I've told yon——"

“Why don’t you do the big thing, and beg
of Church and MeClure to come back 7"’ asked
Willy.  “I know it’s a tall order. The poor
chaps have escaped now, and they’ll want a
lot of persuading. Dut if you go about it in
the richt way, and appeal to them on bended
knces, and with tears in your cycs, they
nught have pity on you.”

Handforth frowned.

“That’s enough!” he snapped. *“T don’t
want any of vonr sauce, my lad! If Church
and McClure come back, they’ll come back
at my pleasure! Dut a IForm caplain can’t
be bothered with other chaps in his study.
Clear ofi—and keep mum.”’

““All right,” grinned Willy. “ By the wav.
can you give me change for this half-crown

He held it out, and his major looked at it
darkly.

“What's this—another dodge?’ he asked
grimly. “Well, it won’t work——"

“Aly dear chap, take the half-crown first,
if you think ’m going to try any games,”
said Willy. “I just want change, that’s all.
It's quite good—I haven’t exchanged 1t for
a dud un. It’s one of yours.”

Handforth gave the nccessary change, and
Willy grinned and departed. Chubby Heath
and Juicy Lemon were still outside.

“Got it,” said Willy cheerily. *“After all,
there’s nothing like charity, my sons. A bob
for the Bannington Cottage Hospital, and four
bobh for me. Even as it was, I had to wangle
the necessary change. Come on, let’s go and
do cur noble duty to the hospital.”’

The other two fags chuckled, and they all
went down the corridor to the lobby. The
Moor View girls were still there.

“They’re doing a roaring trade, by the look
of it,”’ remarked Willy, as he paused. * Pitt
and IFullwood and De Valerie and all the
other nobs. They secem to be shelling out
well, tco.”

“They won't expect anything from us,”
said Juicy.

“I’ve got to give a bob, anvhow,” declared

Willy. *““I told Ted it was for charity—and
so it 18. A deserving one, too, for ns. After
all, charity begins at home, you know. DBut

we can easily spare a bob, and then go and
malke beasts of ourselves with the other four.”

Willy strolled through the erowd of juniors,
and put a shilling into Irene’s collect¥dn box.

“That’s from the Third,”” he said care-
lessly.

“What was it ?” asked Reggile Pitt.
bieyvele washer?”’
A bob, you ass,’”’
ng.

“Yes, but what was the matter with it ?”

“Don’t be silly, Reggie,” put in Irene.
“It was quite a good one, by the look of it.
Did you tell Ted that we were here ?”

“Why, no,”” said Willy, with a start. “1
got five bob out of him, but I forgot to
merntion that you girls were on the spot.
Never mind—he’ll soon get wind of you.
Isu't he the IForm ecaptain? Isn’t he the
sleuth of St. Frank’s? He's bound to be out
soon.’

But Handforth, as it happened, did not
appcar. He had rapidly finished his alleged
tea, and had then gone off to the Common-
rocnl, for he was by no means certain that
his minor would keep mum abcut the ginger
beer and buns. And he wanted to provide
himself with an alibi.

The girls had wisely dropped in at a verv
favourable time. 'I'»a was just over, and the
juniors were comning out to take advantage
of the last hour or so of daylight. So they
couldn’t miss those collection boxes. And on
the other side of the Triangle, Winnie Iitt,
Mary Summeors, Vielet Watson, and a few
more of the Moor View girls were devoting
their attentions to the fellows of the other

Houses. It was a kind of raid on St
Frank’s.

“It's no good asking Willy to feteh his
major,” said Doris, during a Iull, “We've
done pretty well so far, but Ted is too good
to be missed. He's bound to spring five
shillings, at the least.”

The girls had taken possession of the lobby,
so that nobody could escape them as they
came out. As 1t happened, a curious-looking
junior came 1n—~Cornelius Trotwood, of the
West House. He was leoking for his twin
brother, Nicodemus, and the girls were upon
him in a moment, Cornelius was skinny and
thin, with a lean face and vacant-looking
eyes. While his brother was alert and keen,
Cornelius was the mildest fellow 1 the
Remove,

“Really, T have already contributed,”” he
said meckly, as three boxes were commended
to his notice. **Miss Summers accosted me
in the West House, and 1 bhave willingly
parted with my mite.”

IIA

retorted Willy, frown-

“In that case, you're excused,” gmiled
Trene.

“T refused? No, I have told you that I
gave—"

“Yes, wec know,” interrupted Doris.

“This poor chap’s as deaf as a lamp-post,”™
she went on in a whisper. * Better let him
escape.”’

“I'm not sure he isn’t Nick!’”’ said Mar-

jorie suspiciously,.
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““We'll toII him to fetch Ted,”’ said Irenc,
nodding.” “He’s Corny all ri ht—wI can see it
mm his cye. We want ypu tt} tell Handforth
that we're here, Corny,” she added. “Do
you mind [nding him, and sending him
out ?”

“I beg your pardon,” said the deaf junior.
_ “Please tell Handforth that we’ré wait-
ing,”” said Trene.

‘““Yes, I am
unhappily.

“Smr} ?"” said Trenc. “Sorry for what?”’

‘I am sure it is aggravating for you to
shout at me like this,”” went on (orrmhm
“ Unfortunately, I am slightly deaf

“Listen!” interrupted Doris, taking his
arm. - “Irene doesn't want to miss Handforth
this evening, so please go and find him.”

Cornelius looked very surprised.

“Really 7"’ he asked, quite shacked.

“My goodness!” said Doris loudly.
you understand me ?"’

i QUltE!” I"Eph'ﬁ‘a (:_*(}t‘n{'tlillﬁ.

very sorry,”” said Cornelius

“Did

“You want

CHAPTER 3.
FORREST'S “GENEROSITY."

ANDFORTH glared round,
very red in the face,

“Drv up, you cackling
asses ! he shorted.
“Corny, you chump,

what’s the idea of coming here with a dotty
message like that 7’

“Woll, you don’t show much appreciation,
I must say,” remarked Ditt severely. “A
sweet young thmg‘ says that she wants to kiss
you, and you——7"

“But she didn’t say it!” roared Handflorth.
“I don’t believe 1t! The girls aren’t here,
anvhow——""

““Oh, ves, they are,” interrupted Fullwood.
“Didn’t vou know? They're selling daisies
for the Bannington Cottage Hospital. Irenc
was asking for you five minutes ago, when 1
was out there.’

“That explains it,” nodded Pitt.

“She got

me to find Handforth, and send him to| tired of waiting, so she thought that a kiss
Irene? Certainly, DBuf, really, I mean, out| would do the trick
here, in front of everybody 2 |  ““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get off with you!” , ”‘IS&SIUHS ld} Iff,lr Iunatgic!"
laughed Doris, gnmﬂ' him a 1wwle andforth, as red a3
pusﬁ HANDFORTH says:— ++]| a beetroot. “Look here,

The deaf junior wandered + 3 Corny, blow you! Tell me
away, shaking his head. The % 1 exactly what-Doris told you
gll’]ﬁ thOll“'ht th&t ‘he had gﬂt E "WEH, it wasn'f e_‘racﬁy : to say i
the message correctly, but ap- my idea, but I was just 3 “Really, there i3 no need
parently ‘he hadn’t.  After % going to think of it, any- 3 to shout,” protested Corne-
going to Study D, and find- ¥ way. Youw'll know all lius.
ang it empty, he wandered about it soon ! } “What did she tell you to
into the Common-room. And 1 sav?” barked Handforth.
there was Handforth, laying 4 “She said that Irene wants
down the law regarding the Something good to kiss you this evening, and
dutics of a Form captain to is on the way. that I was fo find you,” said
a group of interested lis- Trotwood minor. *]
te:i?rs. hThey wfir?l Oiilen}!ly thought ﬂtlthe jtjEum:a Ehatb ik

ullin i3 leg, althoug 8 ++ ] was sommv.mt orward, but
fm:ldrgt seeg 1t. Open- Li++ DETAILS SHORTLY! the pgirls nowadays "

mouthed, they were listening
~ to his announcements, pretending to be hang-
ing on his words.

. **Ah, Handforth, I am glad you are here,”
sazd Cornehus b(.ammg “I have a message

for you.’

“Dont mterrupt‘” said Pitt tensely.
**Handy’s just warming up. He’s already
told ps that he’s an uncrowned king, and

““I am sorry, but my message is important,”’
interrupted Cornelius. “I have been sent by
the young ladies. It appears that Miss Irene
has loving intentions.’

“What'?"’ shouted Handforth, with a start.

“1 am really surprised at the young lady,”
sald Cornelius severely. “But Miss Doris has
told me to inform you, Handforth, that Miss
Irene wishes to kiss you this evening.”

Handforth reeled.

“Great corks!” he gasped. “ You—you
don't mean thev sent you to me with that
mn:sage—-—

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The other juniors were keen in their appre-
ciation.

_ “DBetter go and take that
kiss, Handy,” suggested I'ullwood, grinning.
“I don’t believe it!” panted Handforth
desperately. “ By George! If somebody’s

spoofing me, I'Il—I'll As for this giddy
chunk of \wcsd I'll pulverise him!”

Cornelius recoiled slightly under Hand-
forth’s glare.
“Really, it is unfair to blame me——" he

began.

“I'm going out!” said Handforth darkly.
“I'm going to find out the truth about this
message! And if you've tried to spoof me,
my lad, I'll grind you to powder!”

“Yes, vou'd better speak louder,”’ agreed
Corny. “'I'hese other fellows are mahmg 80
much neoise—"

“I said I'd grind you to powder!”
Handforth. *‘My hat!
this chap to run loose ?
and leave me alone.”

“Certainly,” said Cornelius.
much would you like ?”

roared
Why do they allow
Go away, blow you,

“ IExactly how

“How much?”’
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“If you rcally need a loan, I have no

objection——"’

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help!” gasped Handforth,
much for me.”’

He ran out of the Common-room, and
paused before venturing to go to the lobby.
He straightened his tie, and pushed back his
hair with his hand. He was in a mortal funk.
Was 1t possible that Irene had rcally sent that
startling message? No, by George, Doris
had sent it, and Doris was capable of any-
thing ! Yes, just the kind of thing she would
delight in!

He hurried io the lobby, and found the gicls
busy with Sir Alontie Tvegellis-West, Tomimy
Watson, and two or three others. They
greeted him with friendly hails.

“It’s .Daisy Day, Ted,” said Ircne in-
vitingly.

““1 say, wasn’t it a bit thick, Doris, to send
Corny with that message?” asked Handforth
grufly., “I mean, in front of all the chaps

“Why, that’s just what Corny said!”’ inter-
rupted Marjorie. “But why shouldn’t that
message be delivered in front of the chaps?”’

“Well, T mean, if Irene rcally wants to
kiss me » - :

“What!” gasped Irene, nearly dropping her
collection box,.

**Ha, ha, ba!”’

“Q0h, Ted, how could you?” asked Irenc
breathlessly.

“But Corny came in and said that you
wanted to kiss me this evening!” babbled
Handforth, dimly realising that he had made
a ghastly blunder somewhere. ‘“Of course,
1 thought it was rather nice, but, at the same
time——"

“He'’s too

“But I didn’t!” protested Irene indig-
nantly. “Oh! I'm surprised at you, Ted!”
**Ha, ha, ha!"’

“But—but Corny said " began * Hand-
forth feebly.

“I simply told Corny that Ircne didn’t
want to miss you this evening, and he must
have got it mixed,”” exclaimed Doris, with a
mischievous twinkle in her dark eyes. ““But
I must say he mixed it rather well 17

“(Go on, Handy! Let's see you!” grinned
De Valerie.

“1Ta, ha, ha!”

““An invitation’s an
Watson.

Handforth felt dreadfnl. Now that it was
too late, he knew, of course, that he oughtn’t
to have repeated that misquoted message at
all. He had only made things a lot worse.
Trene was still looking very coniused, and
Handforth himself was utlerly out of coun-
tenance. And, fortunately, Bernard IForrest
came along and provided a diversion.

“Hallo!” he said sneeringly.
highway robbery |”’

TPorrest was several kinds of a cad, and he
had come out to the lobby with Gulliver and
Bell because they had toifd him of the daisy
selling, and he felt in 2 mood to make him-
sclf unpleasant,

invitation !”’ chuckled

“More

“What do you mean—bhighway robBery "
asked Doris curtly.

“Well, what else do you call 17’ said
TFForrest sourly. * You shove those collection
boxes under a fellow’s nose, you give him a
sweet smile, and in nine cases out of ten you
click. It’s all a kind of blackmail.”

“Look here, you insulting rotter

“I'm not afraid to say what I think!”
snapped Forrest. " This flower-selling stunt
ought to be prohibited! It's sheer rcbbery,
in my opinion. Anyhow, you won't get me
to throw good money away.”

It was clear that he had set himself out to
be abusive.

““This money is for the local hospital, yon
cad,”” said Irenc hotly.

“About ten per cent of 1it, perhaps,’
sneered TForrest,  ““The rest goes into the
pockets of the oflicials as exes. Come on,
you fellows,” he added to his chums. “We're
not falling for this. You can keep those col:
lection boxes out of our way!”’

He strode past, feeling thoroughly happy—
as he always felt after he had made himself
more than usually objectionable. But Hand-
forth grabbed his arm, and yanked him back.

“Just a minute!” said Edward . Oswald
thickly.

“I hope you'll teach him a lesson, Ted.,”
said Irene. ““We didn’t ask for any moncy,
and his insults were all uncalled-for.” _

“Leave him to me,”” said Handforth, with
a grim note in his voice. ‘'Now then, yon
prize worm! I won’t knock you down as you
deserve, but I'll trouble you for a contribu-
tion. Sheil out quickly, my ladI””

Bernard Forrest glared, and tried to free
himself. He had felt perfectly safe, or he
would never have risked those words of his.
There were three prefects chatting in the
Triangle, and Mr. Goole, of the East House,
was strolling quite near by, reading a book.
S0 Torrest held himself secure, being coun-
vinced that nobody would knock him down

under the very eyes of authority. DBut hc
had reckoned without Handforth.
“You idiot!” sncered Forrest. ‘“‘Do you

think I'm going to throw any of my good
money away on this infernal—”"

“That’s enough!” roared Handforth. “I’ll
give you three seconds to put some money
into this box, or I’ll make you.”

“Hang you!” snarled Forrest, wrenching
himself free. “I wouldn’t give a cent to
this swindling charity! They’re all in the
same class—and I’ve got a better use for my
money.”’

“You cad!” shouted a number of juniors.

Handforth acted drastically. With a deft
movement of his foot he hooked Forrest’s
ankle, and the leader of Study A fell sprawl-
inz to the floor. Two juniors promptly sat
on his feet, and another two held his head

down. Handforth rapidly turned his
trousers’ pockets inside out. _
“All right—let him get up!” he said,

grinning. _
Forrest struggled to his feet, dishevelled and

1 alarmed. .
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and deposited it in Irene’s collecting box,

‘“ Here you are, Irene,’’ he said.

i
L]

While Forrest was being held down, Handy deliberately folded the pound note he h]a.d forcibly appropriated

** This is Forrest’s conftribution

to the hospital.”

“Hi!” he shouted. “That’s my quid
you've got!”

“Your quid be blowed!” retorted Hand-
forth, as he deliberately folded the pound
note he had annexed. *“This belongs to the
Bannington Cottage Hospital. Here you are,
Irene—in with it!”

He stuffed the note into the slot, and it
vanished.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That’s my money!”
“You burgling rotter

“I'm sure we all appreciate this generous
gpirit in one of our chaps,” said Handforth
warmly. ‘“Jolly good of you, Forrest! There
aren’t many fellows who have becn large-
keagted enough to buy a daisy for a quid!
Good man! We like to sec this spirit.”

“Why, you-—you =

“You'’ve set us all a good example,” said
Handforth calmly,

“ But—but——"

“My dear chap, you needn’t be modest
about 1it,” went on Handforth, smiling.
“After all, a quid is a quid. Think of the
good that money will do. Of course, if you
like to add another quid to it——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bernard Forrest, seeing that his money
had gone for ever, just managed to hold
himself under control. With a choking snarl
of rage, he pushed through the crowd and

hooted

3

Forrest. |

| now.

escaped, followed by his chums, to say
nothing of a derisive yell of laughter from
the c¢rowd.

//‘ CHAPTER 4.
BACK IN THE OLD

r - - QUARTERS.
\r} HERE was no doubt that
“5\ the Moor View girls had
- done exceedingly well ab
e St. Frank’s. By the time
they left they hadn't a

single daisy left, and their collection boxes
were heavy. With the exception of Bernard
Forrest’s pound, all contributions had been
willingly made. The girls departed happy.

“0Of course, we like the sweet things to
come, but you’ve got to admit they're a bit
of a diversion,” said Reggie Pilt soberly.
“There’s no time left for footer practice
It’s almost too dark. Still, we can’t
have everything.”

“By tne way, talking about footer, what
about the team for to-morrow’s game apainst
the River House School?” asked Fullwood.
“Hasn’t our marvellous skipper made his
selection yet ?"

Pitt grinned.
“Oh, I expect we shall
during the evening,” he said.

hear something

““ And there’ll

| probably be a few sensational changes.
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1landy’s bound to make some drastic altera-
tions. lle can never be rational.”

“But we don’t want to mess the game up,
you know,” said Church anxiously. ‘It’s
our first big fixture—and we, want to wipe
those River House chaps off the giddy map!
Look at the way they japed Handy-—"

“They japed the whole Remove,” growled
Fullwood. “It was MHandy’s doing, of course,
and we've got to get our revenge. And a
good win on the footer field would lead up to
1t rather nicely.”

“Tll go and see if Handy has made the
list out yet,” said Church.

As a matter of fact, he and McClure were
rather anxious. They badly wanted to be
included in the junior eleven, but Handforth
was such an uncertain quantity that they had
their doubts. :

As it happened, they mect their lcader
coming out of Study D.

“Have you got out the list yet, Handy "’
asked Church carelessly.

. *What list 2?
! “For to-morrow’s match

“A fat chance I’ve had!” snapped Hand-
forth curtly. “How can 1 get any peace In
this study? Ilow can a skipper think with
chaps dedging up and cdown the passage every
minute? I can’t hear myself think in this
beastly room!”

“But there’s nothing much to decide, old
son,” said MeClure, ‘“The team is pretty
well obvious——"

““8o it may be—to you,” interrupted Hand-
forth. “But 1’mm not going on in the same
slipshod way as Hamilton. The only way to
ensure siwcess 1s to reorganise the eleven
altogether.”

“I hope we're playing asked Church
anxiously.

“T’m not going to give you any hints,
but I can warn you there’ll be no favouri-
tism,” said Handforth. ‘A captain has got
to be absolutely impartial. That’s his first
duty. I'm going out now—out into the play-
ing-fields—where I can mooch about in the
dusk, and think without any interruptions.
I'll announce the team later on, in the com-
mon-room.”

Ile went off, leaving his chums unsatisfied.

“He’s going to make a hopeless mess of
it,” growled Church. “Why the dickens
hasn’t he got enough sense to resign? e
was never cut out to be a skipper. He's
too extreme—too jolly drastic. Look at the
mess of things he’s made already.”

“What's the good of looking at it?”
snapped MeClure. “I’'m sick of the whole
business. Let’s have another look at the old
quarters.”

Church and MecClure went into Study D.
They were fairly comfortable in their new
quarters, but they knew well enough that
Handforth was spending a miserable time of
it on his own—and this knowledge robbed
them of any satisfaction. If Handforth wasn’t
comfortable, they couldn’t be comfortable.

”

533

b erimly.

They had becn unhappy ever since he had
high-handedly ordered them out of their old

home. As he had clearly admitted a minute
ago, he wasn’t satished even now. He

couldn’t concentrate in Study D, in spite of
the fact that he had it to himself. So what
was the good of them remaining in Study J?

“I'm fed-up with this rot,” growled
McClure, as he looked round. “*Just because
Handy’s dotly, there’s no reason why we
should encourage him by being dotty, too.
Let’s shift back in here while he’s out of the
way, and go on as usual.”

“He’ll only biff us out again,” objected
Church,

“It all depends how we go about it,” re-
plied Mae. *Just a little tact, a touch of
diplomacy, and we’ve got him on toast. My
hat! 1f we can’t wangle old ITandy, who
can?”’ ; )

Church shook his head.

“But he’s not old Handy now,” he said.
“He’s somehody clse. This beastly captaincy
business has got into his head, and he's
temporarily insauc. We can’t do the things

we used to.”
“Anyhow, we can try,” said MecClure
“It’s so jolly mad, you know! The
poor old chap is pining away in here by
himself. He wouldn’t admit it for a thou-
sand quid, but he’s dying to see us back.
But the whole term will go through without

him saying a word—unless we act. You
know what a mule he 18.”"
“I do!” agreed Church, with feeling.

“And T can imagine what he’ll say when he
finds us back again against his orders!
‘The Form captain must have a room en-
tirely to himself.” That’s his giddy war-
cry!”’ -

«“A room to himself, eh?" muttered Me-
Cluge. “H’m! By jingo, I wonder
ook here, Churchy, he’s already told us that
the passage 1s too noisy for him. Why
shouldn’t the skipper have a special office
to himself, right away from- gll the noise?”

“What are you getting at, you ass?”

“Well, there’s a room down at the end of
the passage,” said McClure eagerly. “It’s
been empty for terms! It isn’t a study, and
it isn’t a store-room; it’s a kind of odd room.
You know the one—right at the end. What’s
the matter with that for a skipper’s den?”

‘“Nothing; but Handy’s bound to object
iIf we suggest it.”

“Youwre probably right there,” admitted
MeClure thoughtiully. *“What we’ve got to
do is to make him suggest it himself—then
he’ll =zay it’s the real goods. I say, let’s
shift our things in here while he’s out!”

“Risk it, you mean?”

“Yes. I'm fed-up with Jarrow’s long-
winded chatter,” said MecClure. “He's a
good sort, but there’s nothing like the old
home. Great guns! Just have a look at
this! Poor old Handy! I say, poor old
chump!”

He had opened the cupboard door, and
Church grinned.
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“ An empty ginger-beer bottle and half a
bun!” he said. *““The bun’s fresh, too,” he
added as he felt it.
mains of Handy’s tea. We suspected some-
thing of this sort, didn’t we?”

“Good egp!” grinned McClure. “Let’s
rush our things in here, get the fire going,
and make some more tea. It's a bit late
for it, but when he sees the homely effect,
he'll simply soften to pulp.”

And Church and MeClure worked like
lunatics for about fifteen minutes. While
Church lit the fire, and bustled with the

tea, McClure dashed off to Study J and made
five or six journeys with various goods and
chattels. Within twenty-five minutes Study
D was looking its old self. The two juniors
had wrought an extraordinary change.

And Handforth, as it happened, was just
coming in.

His mind was full of his “duties.” Most
of these were mere creations of his own
imagination, for there was no real need for
the skipper of a junior Form to take his
appointment so seriously.

Half-way down the
Junior passage,
Handforth checked
himself. A pained
expression € & m ¢

“This must be the re-
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DO YOU WANT A

slightly. A devastating odour of tea and hot
toast assailed him—and he hadn’t tasted tea
since (hurnh and McClure had leit him!

“Just in time, Handy, old man,” said
McClure briskly. “Tea’s a bit late, but
those girls delayed things, you know. Got
the sardines opened, Churchy? Good man!

You can pour the tea out now.’

Handforth closed his eyes and opaned them
again. Yes, the picture was still there. Tho
btudv D of vore, with a bright fire blazing,
with the table spread and with Church and
McClure bustling about as only Church and
McClure could bustle about.

CHAPTER 5.
THE INSEPARABLE THREE.

S OR about ten seconds Hand-
] forth stood like a statue.
Then he closed the door
behind him, walked across
to the fireplace, and
warmed his hands before the blaze. Although
the October day had been warm, the evening
had drawn 1in with a
keen autumn chill.
““Sardines, eh ?’’ he
said, lookmg round.
“Of course, you fat-

over his face. Study

D no longer had pAL ? hzfxiﬂ?ae? agid ;hggiﬁ
iu_]y fun}dI lure for Then join the St. Frank’s League evening like this!
b i TE 3 right sway! Among the many § \hais o malie
place the barren advantages open to League mem- ;tht?aigt? bl'{f‘?ltiesran? ;
aspect of the whole bers 15 our FREE CORRES- tca? Huh! L1k§

room, and the utter
lack of comfort.
“QOh, my hat!” he
muttered dismally.
He wasn’t pre-
pared to go to the
common-room  yet.
He wanted to make
his list out—to do
the thing properly, so that he muld pin it
up on the board with an air of importance.
And as Studjr D was his office, there was
nothing ¢lse to be done but to enter it.
More than oncs during the past hour he

your hobby.

900000 000000000000000000

had wavered. KEven he famous for his
obstinacy, had wavered. Would it be pos-
stble to make some sort of overtures to

Church and MecClure? Of course, he wasn’t
dependent upon the asses, but if they really
wanted to come back, why should he be
harsh? He tried to convince himself that he
was thinking of their welfare—but an un-
easy sprite whispered to him that his motive
was a selfish one.

“Nol” he muttered.
firm [’

He opened the door of Study
marched in, automatically feelmg for

“I've got to be

D and
the

switch. Then he came to a dead halt, and|

stared.
“ Hallo! What the
His words trailed away, and he rocked

PONDENTS WANTED column,
By this means you can get into
touch with fellow-members living
Overseas, or who are interested in

(Full particulars on page 386.)
2000000000000 000000000000000000

your nerve, Mac, to
give mo a cracked
{:up‘"

He sat down at the
table- as though he
had fully expected
to find tea ready,
and his chums in
full possession,
Church and MecClure exchanged significant
glances, and, being youths of great wisdom,
they accePted the situation,

““Sorry, old man,” said McClure. “That’s
my cup, as a matter of fact. You take this
one.

“Rats!” said Handforth happily. “I was
only joking, you chump! What do I care
whether the cup’s cracked or not? Let’s
have some of that giddy toast, Church! By
George, this tea’s top-hole!”

For a moment, as Handforth had stood in
the doorway, he had toyed with the idea
of high-handedly ordering his chums out, and
demanding to know, in the name of all that
was nervy, why the dickens they had dared
to install themselves again without his ex-
press permission.

But a waft of the hot tea, combined with a
whiff of hot toast, had reduced him to a
mere weakling. And now that he had sat
down at the table, the die was cast. He

0000000000000 00000G0ROYS

| couldn’t possibly acknowledge, later, that_he
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had only accepted the position for the sake
of tea. The best thing was to say nothing
at all, and to let the entire matter drop. His
chums were back again, and life was begin-
ning to resume its rosy aspect.

And Church and McClure naturally re-
mained silent. At least, silent regarding the
mystery. of their magical reappearance.

“More tea, Handy?” asked Church
ticingly.

“Yes, by George—and you’d better malke
another pot!” replied Handforth. “I can
drink about a dozen cups of this! I haven’t
tastcd tea for days—— 1 mean, let’s have
some sardines, Mac. You don’t want to
guzzle the lot, I suppose ?”

The door opened, and Fullwood looked in.

“Yorry to intrude, your majesty, but—-"
He paused, and stared. ‘‘ Why, hallo! What’s
all this? A family reunion?”’

“QOutside!” roared Handforth. “ oy
busy !”*

“Yes, but look here—"

“(Captain’s orders!” said Handforth curtly.

Fullwood grinned, appreciated the position,
and retired.

“Likely we’re going to put up with these
silly interruptions!” said Handforth grufily.
“Lock the door, Church, old man. This
study’s too central for a captain’s office.
Nothing but noise from morning till night.”

“Yes, you need something more secluded,”
said McClure. “It’s a pity you can’t have
a special room—something like that empty
one at the end of the passage. A Form cap-
tain needs a private office, and a study 1s a
bit too public.”

Handforth started.

“By George, what about that end room?”
he asked brilliantly.

“Eh?” said McClure. “Which end room?”

“Why, that empty one,” said Edward
Oswald, without the faintest suspicion that
he had had this suggestion put into his head.
“The problem’s solved, my lads! We can
keep our study just the same as usual, but
all official business can be transacted in the
captain’s office!”

“You mean that end room ?”’ asked Church.
“] say, what a brainwave!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Handiorth
modestly. “It just occurred to me, you
know. We'll go along after tea, and inspect
it. I’ll take the notice down from outside
thiz door, and shove it on that one. A
special office, eh? That’s the style!”

Church and McClure silently eongratulated
themselves. Their little scheme had worked
perfectly. And if they were satisfied, Hand-
forth was no less delighted.

As soon as the meal was over, they went
along and Inspected the end room—which,
as they knew, was quite out of the usual
traffic, and never visited by anybody, week
i and week out.

It looked somewhat bare at first sight, but
this didn’t matter. An office wasn’t necessarily
a cosy place. The room was small, and there
was no fireplace. But heat could be ob-

€11~

tained from the radiator. There was electric
light, a small table, and a couple of chairs.

“Why, there couldn’t be anything better
for a captain’s office,” said Church enthusias-
tically. ‘“What a chap you are for brainy
ideas, Handy.”

They went out, and returned to Study D.
They spotted Bernard Forrest just as they
were entering, and Forrest scowled.

“You owe me a quid!” he said viciously.

“l owe you a good hiding, you mean,”
retorted Handforth. “You ought to think
yourself jolly lucky you got off so lightly,
you insulting rotter! If those girls hadn’t
been on the spot I'd have pulverised you!”

“Don’t be a fool!” said Forrest hotly.
““These rotten flug days and things ought to
be abolished! Anyhow, I'm going to write
to the Bannington Hospital and get that
quid returned. It was put in that box with-
out my consent, and I’m not going to be
robbed like that.”

Handforth did not demcan himsel! by
replyimg. IIe slammed the door eof Study D,
and Bernard Forrest was alone in the corri-
dor. He went to his own study, stamped in,
and shut the door with a crash. Then he
flung himself into a chair, and glowered at
Guiliver and Bell, who were just starting on
their ptep.

“Still peevish
Gulliver.

“I’'m not peevish—I'm wild!” snupped For-
rest.

“Well, it’s no good being wild—"

about that quid?” asked

“It wasn’t your quid, was it?” snarled
Bernard savagely. ‘“That’s the last cent
I've got, you grinning idiots! And to sce

it dropped into the gutter like that—chucked
into a giddy charity box—makes me boill
I’ll make Handlorth pay, you mark my
words!”’

He pulled out a packet of cigarettes, lit
one, and smoked furiously. Ie was broke
to the wide. All his worldly wealth had gone
into that collection box, ard his rage, per-
haps, was understandable. ¥or that had been
the climax to several. disasters.

At the previous week-end Bernard Forrest
had been very flush. But on the Saturday
he had ventured a pound on the “gce-gees,”
and had lost it. Then, on the Monday, he
had plunged in order to make good his
loss, and had met with even worse luck. To-
day he had get down to his last pound, and
had already decided to place this on a ‘“‘cer-
tain. winner ” for the morrow. He had, in-
dced, made all arrangements to slip down to
the village to give the money to a shady
acquaintance. And that precious pound had
gone to the Bannington Cottage Hospital!

To make things worse, Gulliver and Bell
‘were broken reeds. They only had a shilling
or two between them, and they wouldn’t have
lent this money to Forrest, even if he had
asked them for it.

Gulliver and Bell were wonderful bor-
rowers, but they were atrocious lenders,
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So Forrest, on the whole, was feeling as
‘bitter as gall against Handforth, and out of
temper with the world in general.

CHAPTER 6.
A GREAT IDEA|

i ORRERST rose to his feet and
"~ paced up and down.

“It wouldn't have mat-
tered at any other time,”
_ he snapped. “But I'd
kept that quid aside for Rock-a-bye-Baby in
the two-thirty to-merrow. A cert—an abso-
Iute winner at seven to one! That’s the
price in to-night’s paper, but it'll probably
drop a bit before the race. I should have
clicked five quid, anyhow. It wouldn’t have
been a risk on that horse—it would have
been an investment!”

“That’s what you said about Lime Juice
in yesterday’s three-thirty,” jeered Bell.

“And we warned vou about Lime Juice,
too,”” Gulliver reminded him. -

“You liar!” snapped
Forrest. *““You're always
wise after the event, aren’t
you?! That beast, Hand- 3

GLENTHORNE says :— ++I1

missed them. It was bLetter to lcave Hand-
forth alone. Besides, Iorrest was wondering
how he could raise some cash,

“Charity I’ he grunted. “ Going round with
those infernal boxes, cadging shillings and
half-crowns from everybody! Disgusting!
It's a wonder to me that pcople stand it—"’

He broke off, and sat forward.

“By gad !” he added. “I wonder—— H!mn!
It might be a bit risky—— And yet, I don't

know! I say, you chaps! An idea has just
hit me. We might be able to work some-
thing s

He broke off again, and his face suddenly
flushed.  Gulliver and Bell were too busy
with their prep. to bother about him. And
for five minutes Bernard I'orrest sat there,
concentrating. The excited expression left
his face, and was replaced by one of calm,
cynical amusement.

¥

““Listen, you fellows,” he said genially.

“We're going to raise some cash to-morrow.
It's myv idea, so I'll take eighty per cent of
the receipts. You can divide the other twenty
per cent between you.”
: “How can we get on
with our prep.——"" began
Bell irritably.

“Hang your prep.,’

* said

forth, has robbed me of six “They're absolutely top- Forrest. “I've got hold of
quid. I can’t get any cash ping—frighifully top-hole, a good stunt!”

to-night, and there’s no if you know what I mean, His companions looked
chance of putting the Odds surprises and excile- at him rather -curiously.

money on to-morrow, even

if [ do get a remittance by

the morning post. And +
that isn't likely, either.”’

“Hang it, it’s a bit steep
to say that Handy has
dished you out of six
quid!” protested Bell. “1It
was only a pound——’

“Yes, but that pound
would have made another
five on to-morrow’s race,” interrupted Forrest
curtly.

“ Perhaps "
_ “No perhaps about it—I tell vou that
Rock-a-byo Baby is a cert,” said Bernard,
savagely kicking at the hearthrug. “I’'ve
been swindled—robbed! Tt makes it ten times
as bad when I realise that that money went
to a confounded charity !”’

“Well, after all, you rather asked for it,”
said Gulliver tartly.

““Go and hang yourself!” snarled Forrest.

“That's what you’d better do—in vour
present temper!” snapped Gulliver. “Can’t
you let a chap get on with his prep? How do
you suppose we can work with your beastly
growls interrupting us 7"

“I don't suppose vou can work whether I
interrupt or not,”” returned Forrest. “I don't
supposc anything .o silly !’

He flung himself into the chair again, and
threw his half-smoked cigarette into tho fire.
He was fed-up with Handforth's high-handed
methods. His cunning mind was busy with
schemes to get revenge. DBut he soon dis-

this."

]

!H

ment—I shall haveto get
old Plipps to rally round
with the nourishing bever-
age—the jolly old tea. A
chappte needs eomethin'
sustaining at a time like

O+ GREAT NEWS SOON!

The change in Forrest was
remarkable. His recent ill-
humour had vanished. He
was serens and cool--his
old, confident sell.

“What’s the great brain-
wave?"” asked Gulliver,

: 5 staring.

“Well, it’s a case of
poetjc justice, in a way of
speaking,” grinned Forrest.
“I lost that quid in one of those beastly col-
lection hoxes, so I'll get it back by means
of a collection box—with a Ilot more, as
interest.”

“What are you talking about ?” asked Bell.

“To-morrow,” said Forrest, “is Blue Flag

“Yes—in Helmford.” :
n “Three cheers!"" said Gulliver sarcastically.

I should think you’ll steer clear of Helm-
ford, won't you?! You must be fed-up with
flag days, according to what you were saying
ten minutes ago.”

“To-morrow afternoon I shall be in Helm-
‘fsord——and so will you chaps,” said Forrest.

What's more, we shall bo sclling flags, and
collecting the dibs.”

His chums stared.

“Are you off your rocker?’ asked Dell
blankly.

“To-morrow,” replied Torrest, be
our flag day.”

“What the dickeas——"

“will
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“Eighty per cent for me, and twenty per
cent for you chaps,”’ continued Bernard
calmly. “Ye gods! Why on carth didn’t I
think of this before? It’s a bigger cert than
the gec-gees! They robbed me of that quid
through one of those blinking collection
boxes, so I'll get it back in the saimne way.”

“You're mad!” said Bell, aghast. “You're
absolutely crazy! Why, you idiot, they could
shove you in chokey for that! You ncedn’t
ask us to help in it, ecither.” ;

“Not likely I"”” agreed Gulliver. *““And you
can’t very well hold a flag day on your own.
Do you mcan that we can go to Helmford,
scll flags, and ‘then kecp all the money we
collect 1’ =

“Exactly,”” said Forrest. ‘“It’ll be casy.”

“What about the flags?”’ '

“We can make ’em.”

“Aake flags1”

“My dear lunatic, nothing easter,” said
Forrest. ‘““We've only got to get a supply of
ithose drapcry pins—the sort that look like
miniature hatpins—and a supply of blue
paper, and we’'ll have the flags made in a
couple of hours.”

““But—but it’s absolutely impossible !"” pro-
tested Bell. “If we were spoited, or if the
Head found out anything about it, we should
get the sack.”

“And be said Gulliver
nervously.

“You fellows haven't got any backbone—
vou're afraid to take a chance,”” said Forrest
harshly. *“You jellified weaklings!. There’s
no risk in this thing at all—it’ll be sheer
velvet from the first minute. We've only got
to get three cigar boxes, black them over with
some of that quick-drying enamel, and tack
some blue ribbon to them, and they’ll look
the real thing.”

““And spend the afternoon in Helmford,
selling flags 7” :

“Exactly.”

“Not for me, thanks,”’ said Bell. “1'd lnok
a fine fool, wouldn’t J, if somebhody asked me
what I'm selling the flags for 7’

“Shut up, Forrest!” growled Gulliver.
“Bell’s right! We should all look fools if
people asked us questions of that sort.”’

“My decar man, we've only got to say it's
for charity.”’

“But supposing people ask which charity?”
demanded Bell.

“I'm sick of your objections,” snapped
Forrest. ‘‘People don’t ask those questions.
A flag day is taken for granted. It’s market
dav 1 Ielmford to-morrow, and the town
will be packed. When people sece us with blue
flags and collection boxes, they’'ll simply
immagine that we're collecting for some local
charity. There’s no danger at all.”

"

“But there might be inquiries——

“There might be an earthquake!’’ inter-
rupted. I'orrest. “There might be a sensible
word pass your lips! There might be a civil
war! Any of these impossible things might
bhappen—but they won’t |”

“Look here k2

“I’'m looking—and I can sce » couple of

arrested, tcol”’

1

miserable funks!”” rctorted Bernard Forrest
bitterly. *“I get an absclute brain-wave, and
all you can do is {o raise every objection
under the sun! Can’t you understand, you
hopeless 1diots, that this is the idea of the
century 1”

“But supposin’ we're collared 7 persisted
Bell.  “Just supposin’? Hang it, isn’t it
better to be prepared for the worst?”

“Look here, you've scen plenty of flag
days, haven’t you ?’’ said Forrest. “Have you
cver noticed anybody making inquiries?
People just take a flag, and put something in
the box, "They don’t go up to a flag-scller
and say, ‘Is this charity genuine, or is it a

fraud?” No, they naturally take it for
granted, and plank their money down. And

pcople buy flags because they don't like to be
scen without one, and to save themselves [rom
being pestered by another flag-seller, Not
five per cent of the people care a hang about
the charity. They just want to protect them-
selves.”’

“My gad, you're right there!”
Gulliver, “I've done it myself!”’

“So have 11" admitted Bell.

“Well, there you are,” said Forrest calmly.
“We'll simply paint the words ‘ Blue TFlag
Day ’ on the boxes. The chances are that we
shan't be disturbed during the whole after-
noon, and after we've raked in the shekels
we can quietly vamoose. Nobody will think
anything more about it, and there you are!”

“But supposing we are disturbed?”

“There you go—supposin’ again!’ =aid
Forrest mmpatiently. “My dear chumps, the
very fact that we’re St. Frank’s chaps will be
our protection. Nobody would dream that we
would get up a spoof flag day. That’s just
where we're safe! And if the worst comes to
the worst, and some oflicious blighter wants
to know too much, we can always say that it
was a little charity stunt of our own, and
hand the boxes over to one of the local hos-
pitals. I tell you, we're safe, whatever
happens. And there's not onec chance in a
thousand that there’ll be a single inquiry.
With luck, we ought to rake in six or seven
quid in ecach box.”

“And we keep our own takings?” asked
Bell cagerly.

“No, we jolly well don’t!”’ retorted Forrest.
“This i1s my idea, and you chaps will have to
be satisfied with twenty per cent. Hang it all,
it’s money for nothing I’’

“Yes, but won’t it be jolly nedr the edge 7
asked Bell uneasily.

“Well, thank goodness I've got no scruples
of that sort,” said Bernard Forrest., *“Why
shouldn’t we raise a bit of capital? By gad!
Look at the time! If I dash to the village
now, I shall just get there before the shops
close, I've got to buy those pins, and a
supply of blue paper, and some gum. We
can find some old cigar-boxes in the lumber-
rooms. Oh, I shall have to buy some blue
ribbon, too.”

He hurried off, full of the great scheme.
Gulliver and Bell discussed it in lowered
tones, and eventually came to the conelusion

agreed



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“ Hi, you as3 ! ?” hooted Church.

that it was a3 safe as houses. Bernard Forrest |
was right. The chance of any inquiry regard-
ing the genuineness of the “Blue Flag Day”’
was extremely remote.

“And, after all, it's a dead easy way to
raise the wind,”’ declared Gulliver. *‘Forrest’s
a decp beggar! He’s got enough nerve to
burgle a bank! If there’s any hitch, he’ll
wangle us out of it all right, I'll bet.”

“Bat I'm wondering about the honesty of
it,”’ said DBell dubiously. *“Dash it all, I'm
not particularly squeamish. but this thing
seems to be more like highway robbery.”

“Rats!l We shall be collecting money for
charity,” grinned Gulliver. “Can’t we make
ourselves into a charity for once? And where
does the robbery come in?7 We don’t compe!
anybody to buy a flag, and we shan't take
any subscriptions without providing a fag,
so we're just getting paid for our work 1n
making 'em.”

And with these specious arguments they
quelled the still small voice of conscience, and
convinced themselves that the affair would
be perfectly above bcard in every way.

NE
NS
Eb :
any

= || B Handy ?” he asked a3 he

== came into the Common-

room, full of excitement.

CHAPTER 1T.
HANDFORTH DOES IT AGAINI

ALPH LESLIE TFULL-
WOOD chuckled.
“Heard the latest about

i
i

“‘ You’re sitting on my toffee | t
Handy had already deposited his full weight in the hot, sticky conglomeration.
on his face, he leaped about four feet in the air.

But the warning came too late, for
With a pained expression

“Ow !” he yelled. *‘Something bif me !’

“Why spoil our evening !’ asked Tommy
Watson plaintively. ““I'm just enjoying a
game of chess with Montie, and vou bkarge in
with news about IHandforth! Blow the siliy
asg!”

“He's got Church and McClure back in his
study,” said Fullwood. ‘They're as thick as
thieves again,”’

“Well, thank goodness!’’ said De Valerie.
“Those two chaps are the brains of Study D,
if you ask mel Now that they're with Handy
again, he'll be a bit more rational. They act
as & kind of brake, you know.”

“Well, here’s Handy, anvhow,” said Clive
Russell, as the door opened.

P_“t{l'omplete with brake!” grinned Reggie
1tt.

‘There were several West IHouse juniors in
the company, having come over to ascertain
if Handf{orth had made any decision regard-
ing the morrow’s team. As a rule, there was
never any fuss about a junior fixture., The
Iilleven was chosen days beforchand. Bul
Handforth, as usual, liked to makeo a mystery
of it until almost the last moment.

“Now then—now then!” said Edward
Oswald curtly, as the fellows crowded round.
“Qut of the way! I don’t allow you chaps
to swarm round me like wasps round a jam-
pot! Buzz off I’

“Have mercy, O Rajah!” said Pitt, m an
awestruck voice. *“Spare us from tho chop-
ping block, and we will remain your slaves!
For the moment, we overlooked your im-
portance.”!
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“Pon’t be a howling ass!”’ said Handforth
tartly.

“1t’s all richt, you chaps—we've got the
Eleven,” said Church. *AMae and 1 don’t
know what it is yet, but Handy’s going to
pin the list on the board now. So gather
round at a respectful distance, and hold your
breath.”

There were many chuckles as Handforth
marched to the Cominon-rcom notice board,
and pinned up a sheet of foolscap. Then he
stood back, and waited for the ciicct. Ior
several scconds there was a strained silence.

“What’s this?” asked Pitt, at last. *‘‘To-day
isn't the first of April, Handy !’

“He's mad!’ said Watson breathlessly.

“Clean off his chump!”

“This is a joke!”

There were all sorts of comments, but
Handforth stood there, sercnely contented hy
the sensation he had caused. This was exactly
what he desired! After all, it was a skipper’s
place to give his Form a gentle shock now
and agan,

His Eleven for the River ITouse match was

as follows:
McClure, KRahn, De

Boots; Burton;
Valerie, Church; Grey, Tregelhs-West,
(13 I

Handforth, Fullweod, Pilt,

*“That's the team,’” said Handforth.
meant to make a good few changes, but you
fellows are such a narrow-minded crowd that
I decided to be pretty nnld.  Anyhow, my
deeision’s final.”

“1I wonder what Boots will say ?’ asked
Reggic Pitt. *“ My dear i1diot, he's u forward
—not a goalkeeper!” '

““He’s a strong, hefty chap—#oo clumsy [or
the for®ard line,” replied Handforth Grmly.
A fellow nceds to be clumsy and ungaiufg
io be a good goalie!”’

“That explains why you've been such a
success in goal,”” said Fullwood,.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth started.

“Rot !’’ he said hastily. “I was an excep-
tion—and, anyhow, the forward line is my
rrue position.  So from to-morrow onwards
I shall always lead the attack. I am playing
centre-forward, and if any funny fathead likes
to make any objcctions, T shall be pleased to
hear ’em! And after that I’ll smash the funny
fathead to a pulp!”

“Then you’d better smash us allI” shouted
Watson. *“You hopeless ass, you'll be no
good as centrc-forward! You're a defender—
and always have been! You'll simply mess
the game up if you go on like this.”

“I'm the captain——"’

““Of course you arc—and you cught to know
betler.”’ -

“Up till now I've been goalkeeper, and
I've scen our forwards frittering away their
chances of scoring,”” said Handforth curtly.
“I've seen them doing fancy work when they
ought to be shooting. So I'm going to show
cverybody how goals really ought to be
scored.”’

“You'll simply give the game away,
Handy,”’ said Ditt, shaking his head. *‘Be]

¥?
!

advised by your uncle, and wake up! A
dream’s all very well while 1t lasts, but sooner
or later you've got to come back to realities.”

Handforth remained perfectly calm.

“I've wanted to play centre-forward for
terms,” he replied serenely,  *“ Hamilton
wouldn’t listen to me—Ditt wouldn’t listen
to me. But now I'm the skipper—and I'vo
been listening to myseclf! As you all know,
the captain’s word is law. So you can save
vour breath and look cheerful., There's the
Lleven—and that's how it’ll remain.”

e But"‘"—"_’,

“But nothing interrupted Handforth
curtly. ‘“Any member of the team who raises
an objection will have his name struck off
the list!” .

Handforth’s autocratic rule was absolute.
As King of the Remove, he was a law unto
himself. And the 1est of the Form was simply
helpless.

“And remember,”’ he said, “that’s final

He walked* out of the Common-room with
the air of a sergeant-major, and necarly col-
ltded with John Busterficld Boots, of the
Fourih. Buster gave him a curious glance.

“Hallo!” he said. “Why this steely cye?
Why this square-set jaw 7

“These fellows object to everything 1 pro-
pose—but I'm the supreme chief, and I'm not
putting up with any nonsense. They're not
even satished with the Eleven I’ve chosen fer
to-morrow !

“Am I 1n it?"”’ asked Boots quickly.

“Yes,”” replied Handforth. “You might
not be exactly pleased ¥

“Don’t mention 1it!"’ grinned Buster,
can assure yvou that I'm delighted.
horrid fear that you would overlook my
amazing abilities. Thanks awfully, old man.’”

He went into the Common-room, smiling.

*“What's all this about Handy being unable
to choose a good LEleven 77 he asked. **You
fellows are too jolly critical: Handy’s got
sound judgment, in my opinicn. He knows
the right men to seleet !”  °

“We're not grumbling abeut the
suid Reggie Pitt.
by any chance ?”’

“Not yet,”” said Boots.
that I'm playing.”

“So you are—you're down as goalie.”’

“Goalie!”’ yelled Busicr. ““You funny ass,
I'm centre-forward !

“You may be centre-forward in your Heuse
tecam, or 1n a Iorm game, but to-merrow
you're going to be shoved i goal,” growled
IFullwood. “Handforth’s edict! The order
of the dictator!”

Buster Boots rushed to the list, and looked
at 1tf.

“Buat this is mad?’ he shouted. “Of all
the fatheaded, 1diotic--— Great Scott!
Handy’s put himself down as centre-forward !
He’s pinched my job!”’

“And given you his!” nodded Pitt.

Boots breathed bard.

“Of course, we're not going to stand it, 1
suppose 7”7 he asked fiercely.

“What else can we do?”’

P33

%7

t‘I

I had a

men,’”’
*“Have you seen the list

“But I understand



THE NELSON

[ —

LEE LIBRARY 17

i
““This funny idict may be your skipper,
but he’s not mine, thank goodness|” retorted
Buster. “He’s not in the Fourth—""
“That doest't make any difference,” inter-
rupted De Valerie, ‘The Remove captain 1
also the skipper of the Junior Eleven—as you
know, Buster. He’s got power to select his
team from both the Remove and the IFourth,
and his word is law. I thought you said that
Handy was a good judge 1"’
I hadn’t seen this|”’ breathed Boots. “I'm
going to kick up a fearful dust——" i
“Just as you like, of course, but it'll
kybosh you out of the team completely,”’ said
Pitt. “Handy gave us fair warning. Any-
body who raises an objection will be carved
out of the team and his place filled by some-
body else. So you can please yourself.”’

Buster Boots looked round helplessly.

“ And are you fellows going to stand this?”
he asked. “*Are you going to let this—this
raving lunatic lord it over you? He’'s set
‘himself up as a dictator. He thinks he’s a
kind of emperor, and he looks upon the rest
of us as slaves! Isn’t it about time you

in the centre-forward position, who could say
that his idea was not right? Handforth wa:
a fellow of surprises. |

Handforth loved the limelight. A goal-
keeper occasionally had it focused upon him,
but the centre-forward was the fellow whu
had all the opportunities. And Edward Os-
wald Handforth was determined to show St. .
Frank’s exactly what he could do in thas goal-
scorinz linel

CHAPTER 8.
A HITCH IN THE PROGCRAMME.

PHEN DBernard Forrest
VF turned from the
he found that Gulliver
and Bell were finishing
their prep. They regarded
him eagerly as he entered the study with a
small parcel.

“Got everything?” asked Gulliver, his

re-
village,

knocked him off his perch?”
“There’s no need

get excited,”
Pitt.

to
said
““ Handy’s election
was more or less of

esees Have you got

| eyes gleaming.
“Oh! You seem
? a bit more inter-
YOURS yet : #0000 ested now!” sgaid
¥orrest, closing the
door. “Been think-

an accident, :nd Y e~ W ' UL ing things over,
eri Crowell w;ahn’t ’ M eh? ]

allow  another “Yes, old man,
election. So what - /f-qfu‘"k: and you’re right,”
can't be cured _ ql" ©? e agreed Gulliver.
guat be enidluredi 4 : ﬁ I “As far as Bell
Personally £ and I can see,
reckon this ga;na | - M REE *  thero won't be any
to-morrow  ought = W / risk at all.  Any-
to be interesting— M _ how, we're quite

out of the wusual
rut.”’

“ IEasy enough to
say that — you're
playing in your usual position!” growled
Boots. ‘“Of course, I can keep goal all right,
but Handy will make a hopeless mess of the
centre-forward position.”

And the discussion continued fruitlessly.
For Edward Oswald Handforth was indeed
the supreme ruler, and once he had made
up his mind, it was useless to argue. A
Form captain had absolute powers regarding
the selection of a Iootball team. His word
was law.

It had always been one of his pet theories
that he would make an ideal centre-forward.
But, somehow, no skipper had ever appre-
ciated the force of the argument, and Hand-
forth had always failed in his dream. But
now he was his own captain—and he could
play in any position he chose!

Not that Handforlh was the sort of fellow
to put his own personal desires before the
welfare of the school. He genuinely thought
that he was acting in the best interests of the
game.

seeeees Apply to the

ready ito help you
with this flag-day
stunt. But wa
rather think that it
ought to be on a fifty-fifty basis.”

““You rather think that, do you?”

“Yes,” said Bell.

I“ "I:Elan you’d better rather think something
else!”

“But look here, Forrest, you'll get half

the takings, and we’ll get the other half
divided between us—"
I shall get eighty per cent of the tak-
ings,” interrupted Forrest curtly. “If we
collect ten pounds, say, I shall take eight,
and you chaps will get a quid each. Strikes
you as being uneven, eh? But what about
the idea? I thought of it, so I get the bulk
of the cash. And if you don’t like to agrea
on those terms, you can do the other thing.
Wellborne and those other River Iouse
chaps will be only too willing to help me if
I ask them——”

“Oh, we’ll help, blow you!” growled Bell.

Forrest stowec his parcels in the cupboard
and locked the door.

“I've got everything—pine, paper, gum,
ribbon, and enamel. We can find scme cigar-

Chief Officer ese000s

And as he had never been allowed to play

boxes 1n the lumber-rooms.”
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“Yes, but why lock the stuff up?” asked
Gulliver,

‘“Because it’s too confoundedly risky to
take any chances,” replied Forrest. * This
scheme of ours is just a harmless litile gamble.
But some of these other chaps might think
differently—you know how narrow-minded
they are. And if a master twigged our
game, we should get the sack. So we’ve got
to go pretty easy.”™

“What about making the flags, and pre-
paring the boxes?” asked Bell. “I thought
we were going to do that to-night ?”

“So we are—but not here,” rcplied For-
rest, shaking his head. “1t’ll be safe to wait
until after lights-out, and do the job in our
bed-room. Everything will be quiet then,
and we can afford to lese a couple of hours’
slecp for once.”

Gulliver looked alarmed.

“It’ll be riskier than ever in the dorm,”
he objected. ‘“Somebody might drop on us
in the middle of the job, and we can’t hide
up a lot of papers and pins and things at a
sccond’s notice.”

“TPerhaps you're right,” admitted Forrest
thoughtfully. ‘“We've got to be carcful
Wait a minute! There’s that little room—-
Yes, by gad! The very place!”

He went out without saying anyihing
more, and walked to the end of the corri-
dor. He opened the deor of the odd room
which, curiously enough, Edward Oswald
Handforth had already selected for his private
office. And it was a further coincidence that
Handforth should come along at the same
moment in order to inspect the room, with
a view to making his final plans. DBut, alter
all, it was a perfectly natural chance.

“The ideal spot!” gloated Forrest, as he
came oub and switched oft the light.

“The ideal spot for what?” demanded
Handforth, in his rear.

Forrest spun round.

“Mind your own business!” he snapped,
momentarily alarmed. ‘“Confound it, Hand-
forth, there’s no need for you to come creep-
ing up——"

“Say that again, and I'll knock you down!”
interrupted Handforth grimly. “And you’d
beiter not interfere with this room, either—
it’s mine!”

“Yours?”

“Jt will be to-morrow, anyway,” snapped
[Handforth. “I’'m going to make it into my
office, so if you’ve got any idca of using
it, you can bury it!”

Forrest yawned.

“Rats!” he said.
the beastly room %

ITe went off, and left Handforth rather
puzzled. And when Forrest got back into
Study A he was scowling,

“The interfering busybody!” he muttered.
“A fellow can’t move a yard without that
nosy hound butting inl”

“IIandforth, you mean?” asked Bell.

“Yes, 1 do mean Handforth!” growled
Forrest. I ijust went along to that end

“Why should I want

room—you know, the one that isn’t used—
and I hadn’t been there two ticks before
HHandforth barged in, and said that he’s geing
to pinch the room for an office.”

“Office 7"’ repeated Gulliver.
want an office for?”

“Oh, ¥ can’t be bothered with his crazy
ideas,” said Forrest curtly. “It doesn’t
matter to us, anyhow. He’s not going to
use the room till to-morrow, and we shall
have done wiih 1t by then.”

Ilis chums looked their surprise. :

“We're going to use that room -to-night—
after lights-out,” went on Forrest. “It’s the
very place for us—mno chance of being dis-
turbed there.. Within two hours we can
finish the job, and be back in bed. And no
possible traces left in our study, or our becd-
room.”’

“You’re full of brainy ideas,” said Bell
admiringly.

In the meantime, Handforth was in Siudy
D, looking suspicious. Church and McClure
were there, and Church was making some
toffce. He felt that it was necessary to en-
ginecr some homely effects, in erder to make
Huandforth appreciate life to the full,

““There’s something rummy about it,” said
Handforth firmly.

“(Oh, that’s nothing,” said Church. “I
hadn’t got quite enough butter, so I used
a chunk of sausage-fat. The peppermint
flavour will drown all that, though.”

“Peppermint flavour 7’ repeated Handforth
absently. ,

“Yes, I'm making some mint toffce,” ex-
plained Chureh.

Handforth started, and frowned.

“I can’t be bothered with your childish
rot!” he said coldly. ““And it’s like your
nerve to turn this study into a sticky
kitchen! 1 was thinking about Forrest.
There’s something ruminy going on.”

“That cad’s always doing something
rummy,’”’ said Church.

“Yes, bui I found him looking in that end
room,” frowned Handforth. 1 believe the
beggar is thinking of some dodge or other.
But if he thinks he can pinch that room,
he’s made a mistake. I’m going to give the
fellows a surprise in the morning.”

“You're full of surprises, old man,” said
Church, as he poured the toffee neatly into
the lid of a biscuit tin. “But what’s this
special one for the morning?”

“]I shan't tell you yet,” replied Handforth.
“T trust you, but there’s always the chance
that you might drop a hint. So we’ll wait
until bed-time. I’'ll tell you up in the
dormitory.”

He paced up and down with an absiracted
expression in his eyes, and then prepared to
sit down on one of the chairs near the

“What’s he

- window.

“Hi!” howled Church wildly.

“What the—"

“Look out, you zss!” hooted Church. “My
toffee——" Oh, help!”

It was too late. Handlorth, totally unaware
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of the fact that the tin lid was on the
chair, sat down heavily in the freshly poured
out toffee. And then he leapt about four feet
into the air, with streams of hot toffee
stretching like chewing-gum from his rear.
“Ow!” he howled violently, * Something
bit me!” *
“My toffee!” roared Church indignantly.
Handforth ran round the room madly.
“Your toffee!” he yelled. *“Why, you—
you silly cuckoo! I'm burnt! What the
dickens do you mean by shoving your beastly
toffee on the chairs? I’m absolutely scorched!
This is what comes of allowing you idiots to
live in the study againl”

‘““ All my toffee ruined!” said Church hotly.
“Two pounds of it—and now it’s all spread
over your bags! It’s a pity you can't look
before you sit down! My hat! You've
messed it all over the tablecloth now, and—
Don’t lean against that wall, you ass!”

Handforth, breathing hard, went out of the
study, and the amount of toffee he managed
to distribute in various parts of the House
was astonishing. He leit several blobs of it
in the lobby, he brushed against the banis-
ters up the staircase, and rendered them
sticky and awful. And when Church and
McClure went up to bed, soon afteriards,
they made further discoveries.

“Why the dickens didr’t you come
supper ?” asked Church.

Handforth, who was undressed, started.

“Supper?” he repeated. “My hat! I
forgot all about 1t!”

“Well, it’s too late now——

“I've got more important things on my
mind than -supper,” growled Handforth. “I
can’t be bothered with trifles. Besides, I've
had enough toffee to last me for about ten
years! My bags are ruined, and that messy
stuff is still all over me. I'mm as sticky as
a leaky treacle tin!”

McClure was staring In front of him with
horrified eyes.

“My pyjamas!” he breathed hoarsely.

“What’s the matter with ’em?” asked
Handforth.

““You—jyou careless ass!” roared McClure.
“You've shoved your beastly bags on my
bed! Oh, my goodness! Look here!”

He flung Handforth’s sticky trousers on the
floor, and held up his pyjamas. They were
liberally smeared with toffee. The counter-
pane of the bed was also bespattered with
globules of the horrid stuff.

““This i1sn’t a time to make a song about
nothing,” said Handforth curtly. ‘Get un-
dressed, and we'll put the light out. As
soon as the prefect’s been round, we'll slip
our dressing-growns on——"

““0Oh, will we?” said McClure aggressively.

*No, we won’t!” said Handforth.

_‘{Eh?ﬂ

“We won’t!”

“But you just said—"

“I've changed my mind,"”
Edward Oswald carelessly,

in to

T

interrupted

“Thank goodness!” said Church.
haps we shall get some peace.”

All the same, he. and McClure were rather
curious about Handforth’s mysterious be-
haviour. There was really nothing in it.
IEdward Oswald had merely made up his
mind to prepare his new ofilice after lights-
out, so that it would come as a big surprise
to the Remove on the morrow.

But as Bernard Forrest & Co. had also
planned to do a little flag-making in that
very same apartment, at the very same hour,
there was liable to be an interesting clash.

“ Per-

CHAPTER 9.
FORREST'S DESPERATE MOVE.

N UT of it—and look sharp!™
said IHandfarth briskly.
He was standing over

McClure’s bed, flashing the
licht from an clectrio
torch into McClure’s eyes. It was well after
lights-out, and St. Frank’s had settled down
for the night.

“Wasser matter?”
blingly.

“Time to get up!” :raid Handforth.

“Why, it’s all dark!” said Maec, sitting
up in bed and blinking. “You silly ass,
what’s the i1dea of Oh,” he added, as
recollection came back, ““you said something
about us putting our dressing-gowns on and
going downstairs or something, didn’t you?”

“ Never mind what I said—get up!” ordered
Handforth. *“Captain’s instructions!’”

McClure glared.

“Captain’s instructions my eye!” he re-
torted. “No skipper has any power in the
middle of the might! It’s a bit too thick,
Handy, when you expect us to obey your
crazy orders after lights-out!”

““Crazy orders ?” repeated Handforth.

“That’s what I said!”

““You insubordinate rotter 2

“Oh, all right!” grewled McClure hope-
lessly. “What’s the use? T’ll get up, blow
you! Where’s my dressing-gown? Goodness
knows what your game is, but I'll lend a
hand!”

He started climbing out of bed, but Hand-
forth stopped him.

“On second thoughts,” he.said, “I1 don't
want you!” :

McClure was justly indignant. ‘

“Well, if this isn’t a bit thick!"” he pro-
tested. “First you say you’ll want us, and
then you say you won’t! Then you wake me
up out of a ripping dream, and order me
out, and then you tell me to stop where
I am! You're worse than the giddy weather
clerk "

“I'm not a weather clerk—I'm a Form cap-
#ain!’ said Handforth grufly. “And 1it’s
my privilege to change my mind as often as
I like. I don’t want ana criticisms from

asked McClure mum-
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you. Go back to sleep, and stay asleep! I'm
gommg to fix up my new office—"

“My hat!” ejaculated McClure. “You
meant to drag us out &

“You needn’t ask any questions, because
I shan’t answer them,” interrupted Hand-
forth coldly. “This mission of mine 18 a
secret one—and I've come to the conclusion
that I can handle it better alone.”

McClure wisely said nothing. As Hand-
forth had uncensciously revealed his object,
Mac was satished. There was nothing
startling in this night expedition. Without
a hint of some sort, McClure might have
followed his leader—for MHandforth’s chums
always felt that it was rather up to them
to keep a weather-eye on him, and look
afler him.

Handforth went out of the room without
another word. As a matier of fact, he was
rather annoyed with himself. He had m-
tended getting busy on this oflice job not
later than eleven o’clock. As Form captain,
he was naturally a responsible party, and he
had not hinted to his chums that they should
wake him at eleven. If a Form caplain
couldn’t altend to a trifle of that sort, who
could ?

But at eleven o’clock ITandferth had been
inm a sound doze, and when he awoke he found
that the time was just after one. But the
possibility of abandoning his programme
never occurred to him. Once he had made
up his mind to a thing, he went through
with 1t.

In the meantime, there was a scene of
business-like activily in that end room of the
Junicr passage. The eclectric light was
switched on, and a heavy curtain was pulled
over the window to blot out every ray. The
deoor was locked, and Forrest & Co. were
bard at work.

In fact, they had practically finished.

On the mantelpicce were three cigar-boxes,
although they no longer resembled cigar-
boxes. They were provided with slots, and
were enamelled a glossy black. All trace of
their original character had vanished. Iach
box was adorned by a strap of blue silk rib-
bon, with little roseties at the side. And the
words, ‘“Blue Flag Day,” were painted on
the front of each.

Forrest had used a kind of black enamel
that is generally sold for the purpose of
painting motor-car tyres—an enamel with a
good gloss, which is, nevertheless, capable of
drying within a minute or two.

At the table, Forrest & Co. were conjuring
with thick blue paper, gum, and scissors.
They had already made something like five
hundred flags, and their fingers were sore,
and their cyes heavy.

“Nearly finished now,
a yawn.

“Thank goodness!”
“TI'm fed-up.”

“Yes, but isn’t it worth a bit of trouble?”
asked Forrest, with satisfaction, *Those
boxes are like the genuine article—and no-|

2

said Forrest, with

muttered Gulliver.

morning ?

body would suspect these little flags of being
home-made.”

“By gad, you're right there
Bell, nodding.

The cads of Study A had done their work
excellently. The flags, after all, had been
very simple to make. Strips of blue paper
had been cut off, and then snicked into inch
lengths. A touch of gum, and each inch-
scrap had been fixed to a pin, and trans-
formed into a tiny blue flag. Once the pro-
cess was in full ¢ving, the production of the
flags had been swift.

“Well, there’s the last one, thank good-
ness,’”” said Bell, as he pushed the gum-pot

I”
-

admitted

away. ‘“What’s the time? Half-past oue,
by gosh! 1 gay, we shan’t get any giddy
sleep 1

They were all feeling very happy, however.
Gulliver and Bell had been very dubious at’
first, but the ease with which the stock-in-
trade had been made gave them great eon-
fidence. And they felt assured that the flag-
day would be an unqualified success.

“You’ve only got to work it out,” =aid
Forrest. “With luck we ought to sell these
five hundred flags. Let’s say sixpence cach

—most people put in sixpence, at least, and

lots of them are good for a bob or a half-
crown. But we’ll reckon an average of six-
penece, to be on the safe side. What do we
draw 77

“Give me a paper, and I'll calculale—-"

“Paper be hanged!” growled Forrest.
“Five hundred sixpences—two-and-fifty shil-
lings. That’s twelve-pounds-ten, my lads!
What’s the matter with your mental arith-
metic? We can count on fifteen quid as a
cert, and if we ciick that amount I’ll be
generous, and waive the percentage basis,
and give you a fiver between you.”

“Good man!” said Gulliver eagerly.

“Rather!” agreed Bell. “Well, let’s clear
up the mess and get to bed.”

This job was quickly done, and all the cut
portions of paper and the gum and the
enamel were tucked into a small attache-case.
The _flags were still sticking in the table,
like a forest of blue.

And then a creak sounded out in the pas-
sage. On the instant the three rascally
juniors gazed at one another in sudden alarm.

“What was that?” muttered Bell huskily.

“Sssseh!”  hissed Forrest.  “ Quiet,
fool I”?

In one stride he reached the door, and was
aboul to touch the electric light switch. He
was afraid that a gleam might betray them
through the keyhole. But who could this
unknown prowler be, at half-past one in the

The

_ handle shook,
jumped.

“Gad !’ he breathed, in dismay.

Gulliver and Bell were paralysed with
fright. A master! Their game would bho
bowled out, and 1t would mean the sack]!
Iiven Forrest had a pang of terror, but he
managed to stifle it,

you

door and Forrest
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“ What the dickens  came a volce.
“By George! What's the matter with the
rotten door ?”’

“Handforth!”’ breathed
mingled relicf and fury.

Before he could take any further action,
the door opened. It opcned with a force that
sent Handlorth blundering headlong into the
apartment. He had put his shoulder against
the door, under the impression that it was
merely sticking. And Handforth’s shoulder
was a hefty proposition. This, in conjunction
with the fact that the lock was weak, did the
trick,

“ Great
amazement.

Until that very second he had had no sus-
picions. Sleuth though he was—or professed
to be—he had taken it for granted that the
room was empty, and he hadn’t even noticed
the gleam of light. So the presence of
Forrest & Co., and the full becam of the
electric light, came as a shock to him.

1t is needless to say that Forrest & Co. were
equally shocked.

Forrest, with

Scott!” gasped Handforth, in

wouldn’t give the time to a starving man!”

Bernard Forrest was looking very serious
now. -

““Hold on, Handforth,” he said quietly.
“I'mm not the kind of chap to ask for praise.
or to cxpect any merit, But you've mis-
judged me.”

“0Oh!” said Handforth. ‘‘How 7"

“Over that incident about the daisy ccl-
lection,” said. Forrest. “I had a good reason
for putting no money in the box—and another
good reason for pretending to be sarcastic
about flag days.”

“Pretending 7’
credulously.

“Yes—pretending ! said Forrest.

He had adopted a rather injured tone,
coupled with a quiet dignity. Gulliver ahd
Bell, who were necarly scared out of their
wits, listened with du!ll astonishment. Was
it possible that Bernard was attempting to
wriggle out of this situation? It was!
Forrest, in fact, was intent upon throwing
dust in Handforth’s eyes—not such a very

repeated Handforth 1n-

«“Of all the infernal luck!” said lorrest, | difficult matter, after all, since Idward
with a laugh. “Of course, . Oswald was the King of
vou would barze in Handy! : the Chumps when it came
We might have expected WILLY $ays i— ++++ieee]] to a question of leg-pull-
it ! - ing. Quite an ordinary fel-

He pgave his chums a low could spoof him, and
swift, meaning glance—a “ It's just the thing I'd Forrest was a past-master
glance which they knew have done myself—just in the art of deception.
well. It told them to what's needed, in fact. Of True, Handforth w a s
stand firm and say nothing. course, it'll come as a bit naturally suspicious o f

It told them to pull them-
selves together, and to
affect an air of nonchal-
ance. Forrest had himself
in hand, and he was deter-
mined to avert catastrophe.
If the mnewcomer had
been a master or a prefect
he could have done no-
thing. The cat would have ,
been out of the bag, and the catastrophe
would have been beyond all human aid. But
Edward Oswald Handforth was a different
subject to deal with. There were many
possibilities,
~ “What’s all this?”’ asked Handforth, look-
ing round. ‘“Great guns! What on earth are
all these flags? And what are you chaps
doing here at this hour of the night?”
Bernard Forrest smiled.

“I supposc we shall have to explain, you
chaps 7" he said regretfully. “We can’t cven
do an act of charity without Iandforth
butting inl”’ ;

of a su

T4t e

CHAPTER 10.
4| 4 JOB FOR THE SKIPPER |

] HARITY 7’ repeated Hand-
' forth suspiciously. *“My
hat! You're a fine chap
to talk about charity, when
you refused to put any
that collection box| _ You

into

money

rprise—but won't ~
there be a rush 1™

[T++++++++VERY SHORTLY !

him, but ¥orrest had suf-
ficient faith in his glib-
ness of tongue to mullify

this.
g : 5 His one object was to
LA“ about it— i satisfy  Handforth  that
everything was genuine,

and to extract a promise
from him that he would
: keep mum. If he could
only do that, everything would still be all
serene. For Hanfforth, of ocourse, would
have forgotten all about the -affair by to-
morrow. Forrest had no wish to see fifteen
pounds or so fade into a mere dream,

He had an argument ready to his tongue—
a cunning argument which might fool Hand-
forth, but which was not likely to fool any-
body else. ¥orrest was in a desperate situa-
tion, and he knew it. Unless he scotched this
interfering bounder on the spot, it might
lead to untold trouble! ' |

“I came down here to get this room rcady
for my office,” said Handforth curtly.
“What's all this foolery? What are these
dotty flags? What do you rotters think
yvou're up to? Some fishy business, I’ll

bet—"

“It's a bit rough that you should suspect
us of fishy business without the slightest
cause,”” said Torrest Dbitterly. “You've
dropped on us by surprise, Handforth, and I
rely on you to kecp quiet. The fact is, we've
been preparing to do some charity work to-
morrow.,’’
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“Charity work!”  echoed  Handforth.

“What rot! You can’t focl me-

“1t scems a  bit queer, ch?’ went on
IForrest.  **Well, 1 don't mind admitting that
I only agrced to it just to please the mater,
In fact, I was rather forced into it. If 1
hadn't promised, I sheuld have my remit-
tances cut off for the whole term.”

“Then there’s a fat lot of credit due to
you!" said Handforth tartly.

This was a master stroke of Jorrest’s,
Quickly  realising  that  c¢ven  llandforth
wouldn't credit the orviginal statement, he
had brilliantly consclidated 1t by that refer-
ence to his mother. Handforth swallowed the
tale whole. Lots of fellows at St. Irank’s
were invelgled into unplgasant duties by the
mflucnee of fond mothers—and by the fecar of
having theiv tips stopped! Iiven Handiorth
had suffered this minor tragedy.

“Well, we won’t talk about ercdit,” said
Forrest quietly, *DPerhaps 1 shouldn’t have
agreed if there hadn’t been any snags roped
to it.  Anyhow, the mater badly wanted me
to get a couple of chaps, and to help on Blue
IFlag Day—that’s to-morrow.”

“Blue Ilag Day 7’ repeated Handforth.
““Never heard of it!”

“It's a local stunt.”

“IFor charity, I supposc?”’

“Of cowvse.”

“Which charity 4"’
1uperially.

“The  Banninglon
replied Tforrest.

Culliver and Bell, who were listening with
a growing sense of relief, turned pale, Surely
Forrest had killed everything now !

“The Bannington Cottage Iospital 27 re-
peated Handlorth ineredulously. **Don’t tatk
rot ! What about Daisy Day? 'T'hat was for
the DBannington Cottage Hospital. Do you

Handforth

Jdemanded

(Cottage  Iospital,™

mean to sav theyv're holding a Daisy Day on

Tuesday, and a Blue Flag Day on Wednes-
day? I don't believe a giddy word of it!”

Culliver and Bell felt that their fears were
justified.  Iforrest, the ass, ought to have
invenled some fictitious Helmford eharity,
What madness conuld have possessed him to
malie such a blunder? But Iforrest was quite
cool.

“What do T care whether you Delieve it or
not 77 he asked tartly. “This Blue Flag Day
is quite a different thing- organised by my
mater and a. lot of other ladies. It's for a
new ward, or something-—a scarlet fever
annex, or sone such rot. So they're calling
it Blue Ilag Day, and they're holding it
immediately after Daisy Day so that it'll be
one 2o, Mv hat! Don't some of these big
London hispitals carry on'for two days? Of
course they dol”’
Handforth wavered.

“And now, perhaps, you'll apologise for
bowling me over to-day, and pinching a quid
of mine?”” went on Torrest indignantly.

“Apologise to a mean rotter like you 7”

“Not so mean!” snapped IYorrest. ey
promised the mater T wonldn’t breathe a
word of this eollection stunt to anyhaedy

| f‘,P"
% \ Hl

T

I

Willy and Co.’s methods were short and sharp.
It was lig

other, into the sticky mass of liguid mortar.

except Gulliver and Bell.  Well, hang it
after arranging to collect money for the hos-
pital ail to-morrow afternoon, 1 thought that
[ was doing my bit!l I dida’t see any par-

ticular reason to support Daisy Day. No
chap is expected to do too much.”

Gulliver and Bell were numbed hy this
brilliance,

“Hm!” said Handforth grudgingly. “0Of

course, that makes a difference.
you tell us this before 777 |

“Haven’t I  explained that 1'd
promised the matert”

“Are you so strict about your promises?”’
asked IHandflorth pbintedly.

“Hang your rotten insinuations!”’ retorted
Dernard Forrest hotly., “If you want to know
the absolute truth, I kept mum for another

Why didn’t

alrcady

reason, I didn’t want to be the laughing-
stock of the school! I didn't want the

fellows chipping me and my pals for going
rountd with hlue flags! A man likes to keep
that sort of thing quuet °
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rrest and Co. were sent hurtling, one after the
10agh pupishment for the offence they had committed,

“You fathcad, there's nothing disgraceful
in it!” growled Handforth.

“I know that; but it’s a bit of a come-
down,” said Torrest. “Iflag-day stunts arc
a!l very well for girls, but it’s different for a
chap. I had to agrece for my mother’s sake,
or the pater would have left me flat. I cven
had to write to the giddy hospital, and
arrange things. They sent me these beastly

“Oh!” said Handforth, locking at Lhe flags.

boxes, and all these flags ™’

Gulliver and Bell were too startled to even
think.

“So I thought it was rather a good idea to
put 'em in this room, where nobody comes,”
went on Forrest. ' And, naturally, you barge
into the middle of it!”’

“But why do it at this time of night 2’

“Don’t you want to know a lot?” asked
Forrest tartly.

“I’'m IForm captain—and that’s enough for
you !” said Handforth, with dignity.

“How the thump could I unpack these

P

flags and boxes in the study?” asked Forrest
runpatiently.,  **'I'be parcel caiue this evening,
and I smuggled it away. Remember spot-
ting me conung out cf this room 77’

“Yes,” said Handiorth, " You were say-
ing that 1t was just the very place—the 1deal
spot, or something like that.”

“Of course 1 was,”” agreed Forrest readily.
“I wanted a place to unpack the stull, so
that we could get it ready for to-morrow,
It's all arranged.  I've wiitten te the hos-
pmital, and the hospiial’s written to me—and
there’s no getting cut of the infernal busi-
ness !’

That Jast touch was very clever.

“You rotter " snorted Handlorth, ““Is that
the way you talk about charity 7

IFForrest was inwardly gloating.  Ile had
provided a perfectiy plausible explanation-
quite on the spur of the moment, too. He
had covered every point, and he had even
made Handlerth feel rather guiliy for having
taken that pound-note. Naturally, argued
Handforth, Forrest wouldn’t care to contri-
bute 1o the hospital when e was planning to
put in a halllf—hc.;]iflny at colleciing,

a

It was very astule.  ITandforth’s first
suspictons were completely gone. He was
satisfied that the affair  was  completely
above-board, There were the boxes, and

there woere the flags, and it never ocenrred
to IEdward Oswald that they had been manu-
factured on the spar!

Forrest had cunningiy explained that he
and his chums were doing this “charity
stunt ”’ under pressure from his mater, and
that was a sound argument, If Forrest had
tried to make out that he was interested in
charity himself, he would have ruined his
case. DBesides, that these voung rascals could
be contemplaiing a spooi collecting campuaign
never ocenrred to the innocent Handy,

“Well 17 asked Forrest patiently,
ﬁDl’l?”

“Of course T'm s=atisfied,” growled Hand-
forth, “At least, I'm savisfied that yon

“Sutis-

L rotters have been foreed into this flag-selling

business, and can’t get out of it! But you
needn’t tell me that you're doing it for love
of chaniy!”’

Iforrest grinned,

“We wouldn’t dream of telline vou a thinge
like that,”” he said calmly. *Wao can't spoof
you, old man—you're too smart for us. These
maters are a trial, vou know!”

“It’s a disgraceful thing that sou should
be allowed to insult chartty by raising
money,”  went  on  Handforth indignantly.
“Three outsiders like vou! T'm not sure
that I oughin’t to forbid it, as Iorm
skipper |”

“MHappily, vou're not empowered to inter-
fere with us on a half-holiday,"” said Forrest
coolly. *““And this is a private matter, too.
We trust you to keep it mum. We don't
want to be chipped up hill and down dale.
Is it a got”’

“Is what a Handlorth
absently,

go?”  asked

“Will you promizc to keep ihe sceret?’
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“Of course,’”’ said Handlorth, with a start.
“And. by George, there’s something else I'll
promise, too!”

And, thereupon, he delivered his bombshell
with devastating effect.

CHAPTER 1L
FORREST GETS DISHED |
ERNARD TIFORREST

feeling victorious.

Gulliver and Bell were
cqually filled with satis-
faction. They could quite
casily sce that Handforth was fooled—that he
believed every word of Iforrest’s cunning,
plausible story. He took 1t for granted that
those collection boxes were genuine and that
they had been scnt, with the flags, from the
Banmngton Cottage Hospital. And 1t fol-
lowed, therefore, that Handforth would go
away and keep the affair to himseli. -

Iorrest had little fear of complications. He
kunew, of course, that Handforth was always
liable unconsciously to give the game away,
but in this case 1t didn’t matter, Having
promised to keep quiet, he would only give a
hint at the most, and nobody would be able
to understand what he meant. Besides, there
wouldn’t be any Blue Flag Day in Banning-
ton, and the others—if they heard anything
about the story—would simply regard it as
some more of Handforth’s rot.
twenty miles away, and it was most unlikely
that any St. Frank’s fellows would be there
on the morrow. The town was at a safe dis-
tance, and Forrest intended carrying out his
original plan, without the slightest alteration.
By his quick-witted explanation he had
averted disaster,

At least, so he thought.

“Yes, there’s something else,” said Hand-
forth firmly.

There was a new light in his eye. It was
as though he had suddenly received an
inspiration. His accusing air had gone, and 1t
was replaced by an authoritative confidence.
He exuded importance, like a local mayor
presiding over his council.

‘““Something else?” repeated Torrest.

“Yes,”” said Handforth. “I don’t approve
of this business.”’

“Don’t approve ?"” repeated Forrest sharply.
“Look here——"’

“As IForm captain, I'm going to put my
foot down on it!”’ said Handforth, bringing
his fist down with a thump on the table.
“This tdea of collecting money for the scarlet
fever ward is a jolly good one! But tho idea
of vou selling the flags 1s a rotten one!”

“Oh, 1s it ¥ snorted Forrest.

“A mouldy one!” insisted Handforth.
“Why,

ANSWER

"Every Saturday. Price 2d. —

Wwas

for two pins, you shady bounders

S

Helmford was’

would smash open the giddy boxes, and bone
the collection !™

‘Gulliver and Bell turned pale. Just after
they had thought themselves safe, Handforth
had hit upon the very core of the whole
scheme! Very fortunately, he had done so
in his characteristically unconscious manner.

“l can stand a few things,”” said Forrest’
angrily, “but if you're going to make filthy
insinuations of that sort——"

“Of course, we can’t expect your mater to
know what you're like!”’ went on Handforth
coldly, ““Maters never dol! For example,
my own mater never gives me credit for
having any detective ability—and the pater’s
worse! Apd I don’t suppose your people
have the faintest suspicion that you're a
smoking, gambling, shady sort of cad!”’

“Confound you »

“When you're at home, vou’re naturally
on your best behaviour,” went on Handforth,
deftly touching the spot. “ Your mater prob-
ably has an idea that you're perfectly honest
and decent—capable of being trusted with
coliccting boxes! It's a jolly good thing for
the Bannington Cottage Hospital that I know
your real character!”

“You insulting rotter!” shouted Iorrest,
now genuinely angry,

“So I'm going to take charge of this flag-
day stunt myself,”” went on Handforth. “As
E}aptain of the Remove, I regard it as my

l!t-}'.”

Forrest gave a violent start.

“You're going to take charge of it your-
self 777 he guspeg.

“loxactly I"" said Handforth coolly.

“But—but——"

“I've made up my mind, and there’s an
end of it,”” said Edward Oswald, with a grim
air of finality. “I'm the captain, and this is
my job! Understand? If the Remove is
going to do any collecting for charity, I'mn
going to have a hand in it! As Form cap-
tain, I simply can’t get out of Nt !”

“But, hang you, I've made arrangementa
2

As TFormn

“I can't help your troubles.
captain £

“But I tell you my mater %ixed 1t all
U.I: L3

“As Torm captain—

“Blow you and your Form-captain
twaddle!”” roared Torrest. “What the
dickens does it matter whether you're IForm
captain or not? What’s that got to do with
it? You scem to think that a IForm captain
is more important than——"

“That’s enough!” said Handforth curtly.
““ According to my lights, a skipper is the
governing mind of his Form ! And if therc’s
anvthing big on the board, it’s the skipper’s
duty to handle it!”

“But this flag-day idea isn’t big—""

L3 ]

“It's too big for you to tackle,” said
Handforth ﬁrmfy. “It's too risky, too.
Those boxes must be handled by honest

chaps! Why, if you have ’em, half the monecy
will be on the four-thirty race before the
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afternoon’s out! I know your little ways,
you betting rotters!”

Forrest winced at this second bullseye.

“Look here, Handforth, coocl down,”” he
said egrnestly. “Don’t you understand that
you can’t butt in like this? It's a private
matter between my mater and the hospital
au{:horit,i:as. They’ve appointed me and my

s
F “'Th!en they didn't know what they were

oing !” "

“And they can’t alter it now,” went on
Torrest. “Be a reasonable chap, and clear
off to bed. You might get into trouble if
you're scen selling these blue flags in Ban-
nington without official authority !”

This was a perfeetly true statement.
Forrest & Co., of course, were planning to
raid Ilelmford with those collection boxes.
Why, if Handforth went on with this mad
idea, the whole game would be wrecked!
After having had, a Daisy Day yesterday,
the townspeople would naturally jib a bit at
a flag day the very next afternoon—and for
the same charity! DBesides, there would be
inquiries at the hospital, and perhaps by the
pohice ;

“By gad!” said Forrest slowly.

A sudden idea had come to hin.
try to choke Handforth off, but if he failed,
if he was dished out of this moncy he so
badly nceded—well, he would be able to get
his revenge! Iandforth was walking blindly,
deliberately, on to the road that led to ex-
pulsion !

“There’'s no chance of my getting into
trouble,”” said Handforth easily. “ You've
got the hospital’s authority, haven’t you?”

*“Well, of course.”

“I'hen what does it matier ¥’ said Hand-
forth. *“Three St. Frank’s fellows have
agreed {o help in the collecting and flag-
selling.  The hospital ought to feel pleased
if three honest fellows are sent instcad of
thrce young crooks! Church and MeClure
will help me to-morrow afternoon.”

“But it’s our Job!” said Gulliver des-
perately.

“You clear out of it, Handforth!” panted
Bell. .

“Leave him alone!” said Torrest, giving
them a warning glance. ‘“‘He’s as obstinate
as a mule. Look here, Ilandforth, are you
going to drop this thing or not? 1'm not so
keen on it, I'll admit, and if you’ll take it
over, 1 shan’t shed many tears. But my
mater might raise a shindy, so I'd rather

carry on according to programme,  Don’t
make yourself so confoundedly objection-
able !”

That last remark was a mistake, and For-
rest immediately regretted it.

“You can talk until you’re blue in the
face—but you won’t make any difference,”
said IIandforth., “I'm going to take Church
and MecClure with me on this flag-sclling
stunt to-morrow afternoon, and you three
beggars can amuse yourselves as you please.
As Form captain, I’ve got my duily to per-
form. I’m not going to let any slur be cast

e would |,

on the Remave! 1 can’t risk it. You're {oo
jolly shady! 1> I'm selling these Hags.”

“Oh, all right, hang you!” snapped For-
rest savagely. “Ilave your own way!”

“But——-"" began DBell, in alarm.

“What’s the use?” snarled Forrest. “ You
know what a mule he is! All right, Hand-
forth, we’ll leave these flags and things here.
Since you’ve taken the whole business over,
I wash my hands of it.”

“Good!” said IHandforth, with satisfaction.

“We’'d betler get to bed, you fellows,” went
on lorrest, glancing at his chuams. - “This 1s
what comes of planuning to do a decent thing!
‘Give a dog a bad name, and—" I'm fed-
up!”

He stalked out, followed by Gulliver and
Bell, leaving Handforth in just that condition
of uncomfortable rvegrcotfulness that Forrest
had aimed at. Hauodforth was feeling that
he had robbed the cads of Study A of «
chance of doing a good act.

“You're mad!” muttered Gulliver, as they
went upstairs.

“Am 17?7 breathed Forrest., “You fool,
what else could T do? Handforth wouldn't
budge—he’d made up his pig-headed nind,
and the only thing was to give in!”

“But we shall be sacked——"

“You mean Handforth and his pals will
be sacked!” interrupted Forrest viciously.
“T'he beast has dished us out of that mone,
so we'll make him pay! They'll go collecting
to-morrow, and be found cut. Even if they
sneak—which isn’t likely—we can swear that
we know nothing about 1t.”

“By gad!” <aid Bell breathlessly.

“How can Handy prove anything?” went
on Forrest in a gloating voice. “1le found
us alone, at dead of night—there aren’t any
witnesses. My mater doesn’t know a thing,
so if he tries to get corrobaration, he'll fail.
We’ll simply say it’s a lie from beginning to
end. He and his chums will be found with
the goods—attempting to hold a spoof flag-
day—and it’ll be the sack, even 1if it 1sn’t
something worse!” g

“Then we might have got the sack 7 asked
Gulliver.

“*No, you idiot!” reterted IForrest. “We
were going to do it in Hebnford, where we
should have been safe. But Handy is going
to hold this flag-day in Bannington, and he’ll
walk straight info the trap!”

3

CHAPTER 12.

HANDFORTH
LOOKED !

WHAT OVER-

H, rot!” Handforth

ufily.
ng.eyhnd been thinking
for a few moments, and he
shook himself. He looked
at the flags and at the neat collection boxes.
“Forrest can sneer all he likes, Dbut I
wouldn’t trust him out of sight with a steel

said
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safe, let alone these flimsy boxes!” he went
on. “As Forin captain, it’s my duty to take
charge of the affair personally. It’s rather
a good idea, and, slrictly speaking, the whole
¥orm ought to take part in it. By George!
Why not? YWhy not get the crowd out ?”

But a moment later he sheok his head.

“H'm! Hardly time enough,” he decided.
“We've only got these three boxes, and these
flags, too. But, by George, we can organise
a huge flag-day later on, for some other
charity, Just the kind of thing a Form
captain can arrange with success. I shall
have to think of it!”

He came out, after switching the light, and
locked. the door. With a little wangling he
made it hold securely. Then, with the key
in his dressing-gown pocket, he went along
to Ntudy D, another idea having oceurred
to him.

“I'll drop a couple of lines to the hospital,”
he declared. “I'll tell ’em that I'm doing
the flag-collecting business instead of Forrest
& Co. That’ll make it all square.”

This was certainly a wise precaution—far
wiser, indeed, than
the moment—and he stuck up the letter and
dropped it in the lobby box. It would go
out by the first post, and, being local—would
probably be delivered by midday, or in the
evening, at least.

Then Handforth went upstairs and callously

shook Church and McClure out of their well-
earned slumbers,

Handforth realised at-
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“Hallo!"” said McClure dully. ““Oh, corks!
That giddy electric torch again! say,
Handy, what’s the idea 77

“1 want to talk to ’you,” said Handforth.

“What’s the time?” yawned Church, sit-
ting up.

Any reply from Handforth was unneccs-
sary, for the school clock chimed at the
moment, and boomed out two solemn strokes.

“Two o'clock!” gasped Church. “My only
hat!” -

“It’s one of Handy’s new games,” said
McClure bitterly. ‘“He woke me up abouf
half an hour ago, and told me to dress. Then
he told me not to dress! Now he’s disturbed
the pair of us! What do you want us to
do, Handy? Get dressed, and go for a ride

in your Austin Seven?”

“] don’t want any sarcasm,” said Hand-
forth grimly.

“Well, it’s a bit thick,” said McClure with
a snort. *“That’s all I can say! It’s a bit
thick !”

“T went downstairs to fix up my office,”
said Edward Oswald. ‘But instead of that,
I’'ve made some fresh plans for to-morrow
afternoon.”

“(Good!” said Church, with relief.
better than to-night!”

“We're going out flag-selling in Banning-
ton—in aid of the Bannington Cottage Hos-
pital,” continued Handforth briskly. “I'm
just giving you fair warning, so that you
can’t raise any objections to-morrow.”

“That’s
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McClure shook his head.

“You're dreaming, old man,” he said. “A
flag-day ?” - '

“Yes!”

“In aid of the Bannington Cottage llos-
pital 27’

dw Yesi.‘!

“But, you chump, they’ve had a Daisy
Day to-day.”

“I don’t care what they’ve had to-day,”
said Handforth. **As a matter of fact, it
was yesterday. 'This flag-day is something
special—something fo do with the promotion
of scarlet fever.” .

““Hospitals are always trying io spread
scarlet fever,” said Church. “It’s one of
their little hobbies, T understand. I suppose
all the flags will be infected with bacteria,
just to carry on the good work?”

“1f you’re trying io be funny, I'll scon
settle your hash!” said Handforth curtly.
“This is a special Hag-day, as I said before,
and I've got all the mneccessary collecting
boxes, and all the flags. But, mind you, it’s
a secret, so keep mum. We don’t want
everybody jawing., We'll slip off in the after-
noon, and sell flags. I mean to show the
hospital what the captain of the Sit. Frank’s
remove can dol”

Handforth never thought of explaining to|

his chums exactly how he had arranged the
affair, It didn’t occur to him that they
might be interested. 1lle generally left them
in the dark like this, and they didn’t press
him, because he always explained in full later
on, without knowing it. 'Fo ask him any
questions at the moment would be fatal.

It was rather unfortunate that they only
knew the bare [acts now. Otherwise they
might have had a few suspicions. Without
Bernard Forrest’s plausible way of putting
it, they would probably have smelt a rat.

“And you’ve fixed this all up just now #”
asked Church incredulously.

i Yes.!' .

“Since half-past one?” said McClure.

“Exactly!”

“I suppose you’ve been over to the  hes-
pital-—" :

“Never mind where I've been!” inter-
rupted Handforth grufily. “I’'ve made my
plans, and I'in giving my orders! And, as
Form captain, I expect complete obedience.”

“You mean you expect complete obedience
as yoursclf,” growled McClure. “Being
skipper is only an exaggeration of your usual
ramheaded methods. In my opinion, you’ve
been dreaming.”

“You hopeless ass, I’ve got the boxes

downstairs!” snapped Handforth. “The flags,
» o

Church suddenly started.

“And we’re going flag-selling to-morrow
afternoon 7’ he asked.

“Yes—or, rather, no

*“What do you mean—yes, or, rather, no?”

“We're going flag-selling to-day—this after-
nooxyl’ explained Handforth, J

“You’re quite sure?”

“Of course I'm sure, blow you

“I mean, you’re sure it’s fixed for this
afternoon 7”7 jnsisted Church.

i & i X ¥

You--you exasperating ass! IHaven't 1
iold youa twenty times!” roared Handforth.
“It’s all fixed for this afternoon—positively!”

“And that’s final 77

“Yes, 1t as!”

“Ob, well, T only wanted to know,” said
Church. * Because there’s semething you’ve
forgotten. 1If youw’ll let me remind you, old
marn 2

“I don’t want reminding!” said Hand-
forth sternly. “I’m Form captain, and 1
don’t need any reminders from anybody!”

“Great Seott!” gasped McClure. “Of
course! I know what Churchy’s getting at.
To-morrow afterncon! You ass, Handy, we
can’t go flag-selling to-morrow afternocon—or
this afternoon, as you keep saying!”

“Why worry?” asked Church.
doesn’t need reminding !

Handforth got into bed and grunted.

“I don’t want any more arguments,” he
said coldly. *‘I’ve lold wou the thing's
settled—and it is settled. I’'m not going o
alter my plans!” ’ ;

“But if you'll only listen

“I don’t want to listen!”

“But, honestly, cld man—-"

“Dry up!” ordered IHandforth.

“But this is important i

Whizz!

Something shot through the darkness and.
caught Church on the side of his head.
Handforth’s slipper rolled to the floor, and
that settled it. Church and McClure snuggled
under the Dbedelothes, and allowed their
leader to enjoy his victory.

132

“Ie

13

CHAFPTER 13. -
TOO LATE!

| LANG—clang!

Handforth woke up with
a start, and sat up in bed.
Church and McClure were
nearly dressed, and the
bright sunlight of the early October morning
was strcaming through the window. During
the last few days there had been a kind of

Indian summer, and the weather was un-
usually fine.

“My hat!” ejaculated IHandforth. “What’s
the time?”

“That’s the sccond bell,” said Church,
clancing round.

“The -seccond bell!” roared Handforth,
leaping out. ‘““What about our footer

practice? Why didn’t Tubbs come and call
me at half-past six 77

“How should I know?”
“Tubbs is a rummy chap for a page-boy.
may be because you told him not {o.”

“By George, so I did,” said Handforth,

asked Church.
1t
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with a start. “Well, why didn't you fellows
wake me up when the first rising-bell went 7’

“Well, you had a bad night,” explained
McClure.  “Nightmares and things, you
know. We thought you could do with the
extra sleep.”

Handforth glanced out of the window, and
frowned.

“Lovely morning, too—just the weather
for practice,” he said regretfully. “ Well,
it'll be fine for our match against the River
House. I'm going to show Brewster and his
lot how to score goals!” .

“You neced to show ’em something!”
growled McClure. “ After the way they
spoofed you, the Remove owes the River
House a good old lesson! What about your
promise to lead the Remove on to victory
after victory?”

Handforth frowned.

“The first one is coming this afternoon,”
he retorted.

“You're quite sure it’ll be this afternoon?”

(11 YEE‘I‘!

“You really mean this afternoon?”

Something vaguely stirred in Handforth’s
memory. This repeated reference to the
afternoon was irritating.

“You fathcad, of course I really mean it!”
he snapped. “I’'m going to play centre-for-
ward against the River House.”

“1We always knew you were a marvellous
chap, Handy, but this is simply brilliant,”
declared McClure enthusiasticaliy. “It’s
nothing short of genius! So you're really
going to carve yourself in two?”

“Carve myself in two?” repeated Hand-
forth, staring,

“Well, if you don’t, how on earth are you
going to play in the River House match,
and sell flags in Bannington?” asked Nec-
Clure blandly. “Churchy and I have been
trying to puzzle it out, but I expect you've
got something up your sleeve.”

Handforth leapt like a startled stag.

“(ireat jumping corks!” he breathed.
“This afternoon! That—that fag-selling
Husiness! And—and the River House match!

By George, I'd about the

matech!”

forgotten all

“Well, of course, it’s only a trifle,” said

Church. “ A mere football fixture is so 1in-
significant that it naturally slipped tae
memory of a brilliant Form captain like]
oul”
= Handforth didn’t even hear the slur.

“This afternoon!” he said hoarsely. “But
T’ve pot to play! So have you chaps! The
whole game will go to pot if we don’t. And

vet we’'ve got to sell flags, too. Oh, crumbs!
\What’s to be done?”

McClure grinned.

“Pretty simple, isn’t it?” he asked. *That
flag-selling affair’s only a nightmare, so we
can easily cut it out——-"

“It’s not a nightmare!” roared Handforth.
“I wrote a letter to the hospital, promising
to take two fellows with me into Bannington
thiz afternoon. It’s all fixed.”

His chums were aghast.

“Is this true?” demanded Church
*famazement.

“Yes—I posted the letter last night!” said
Handforth, with deep concern. “I gave my
definite promise! I forgot all about the
match—— You rotters!” he added fiercely.
“Why didn’t you remind me? 1 told you
all about this flag-selling at two o’clock in
the morning! Why didn’t you tell me?”

“We didn’t try, did we?” said Church
bitterly, *And you didn’t chuck a boot at
my head, did you? Don’t you want us to
obey orders? You told us to shut up, so
we shut up!” :

Handforth sat down on the edge of his
bed and groaned. *

“Here’s a fix!” he muttered. ““Here’s &
zo! DI’ve heard of chaps being on the tusks
of a dilemma, but I’ve never been in that
beastly position myself!”

“I suppose vou mean the
dilemma ?”” asked Church.

“What do I care?” snapped Handforth.
“What’s the difference between a tusk and
a horn? You’re always quibbling over
trifles! Here am I, booked to play in that
match, and I've promised to sell flagsl It’s
like the nerve of those silly hospital people—
holding their blessed flag-day on our half-
holiday !

“But it can’t be true,” argued McClure,
“They had a flag-day yesterday .

“It wasn’t a flag-day—it was a daisy-day!”

“Who'’s quibbling now ?”’ roared McClure
wrathfully. ‘‘No hospital in its right senses
would do a dotty thing like that! You must
have made a mistake, Handy.”

“T never make mistakes!” said Handforth,
with dignity.

“Ne¢t even when you forget
football fixtures?”

““You needn’t rub it in!” muttered Edward
Oswald dismally. “By George, I made a
chastly bloomer there! But I gave my word
—absolutely in writing—and I've got to keep
to it. There’s only one solution,” he added,
with a ray of hope. “We shall have to post-
pone the match.”™

“That’ll be easy,” said Church. “I can
sce Fullwood and Pitt and the rest chuckling
with delight at the very suggestion. As for
Brewster, he'll go mad with joy!”

“It can’t be done, Handy,” said McClure.
“ A fixture’s a fixture, and 1f you can’t play,
you'll have to choose another man. Why
not let Boots play centre-forward, and put
Oldfield in goal?”

“I shall have to find men for your places,
too,” said Handforth. _

“WHAT ?” howled Church and MeClure.

“0Of course,” said Handforth. * You're in
this flagselling affair with me. I've given
your names—and promised your servicés.
We can't break our word.”

“Qur word?” breathed Church thickly
“Well, it amounts to the same thing,’

in

horns of =

important

said

Handforth. “I’ll try and postpone the match,

| and if that won’t work. I’ll fit an extra game



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

** Won’t you support the hospital ? *’ asked Handforth, fully expecting to get at least ten bob from this opulent-

looking gentleman.

Mr. Alderman Tobias Crump, J.P., nearly exploded.

¢ I shall do no such thing ! ?* he

barked. *“* What’s the meaning of this, ek ? There’s no Flag Day to-day ! This is a fraud ! »

in to make up for it. I'm not going to be
dished like that!”

“But are you sure abont this flag-day?”
asked McClure earnestly. “l.et’s make some
mgquiries, Handy, old man. How did you
get to know of it?"

But Handforth refused to answer any gues-
tions. He further imsisted upon silence from
his chums. Under no ecircumstances were
" they to explain to anybiody why they were
missing the match.

“We  shall only be chipped,” growled
Handforth. ** After all, selling flags for
charity 1s a lot more imporiant than playing
footer against that River House crowd. It’s
in a good cause—aud a Torm eaptain ought
to do all he can for good causes. It’s his
duty.”

Handforth was too miserable to say much
clse, and his chums were left in a state of
uncertainty and suspense. Iven now they
had an idea that the flag-day was a myth,
and that they would still play in the mateh.

But this idea was compleiely killed afier
hreakfast, when Handforth erawled into Study
P and announced that the rest of the team,
im one solid voice, had turned him down.

“The rebellious rotters!” he said indig-
nantly. “They insist upon playing, and 1
find that I can’t forbid the mateh!”

- “But you're Junior skipper, :ﬁren’t you 3"

“Yes, but this is a school fixture,” <aid

Handforth dismally. ‘The River House is|

involved, too, and it’s one of the rules that
as long as we can get up an cleven, the game
has get to be played. So I’'m dished! I’ve
made out a new list.”

Neither Chureh nor AcClure wanted to
hear the fresh mames. They had lost all
interest in the River House match. The
prospect before them was murky. Instead of
faoter, an afternoon in Bannington, selling
flags!  And this——this frightful ecatastrophe
had been deliberatelty engincered by their
own Form skipper!

“Why did we come back into Study D?”
moaned Church. **Mae, let’s rake up all
our pocket money, and send telegrams and
things to Diek Ilamilton!™

“What do you want {o send telegrams lo
Dick Hamilton for " asked IHandforth.

““As soon as he comes back you get the
boot!” replied Church. ‘““He’s cur proper
skipper, and we shan’t get any peace until
he’s back! Life’s gradually deteriorating into
a long round of agony with you as captain!™

“Flag selling!” said McClure, taking a
deep breath. *“Like—I:ze girls! Who ever
heard of chaps selling flags, and shoving col-
lection-boxes under people’s noses? Why, 1t’s
—it’s kiddish!?

“It’s for charity,”
dignity.

He walked out of the study, and spent a
very unhappy meorning in the class-room. He
had a desk entirely to himself—set in front

said Handforth, with
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of all the other fellows, and right beneath
Mr. Crowell’s eye.

Handforth had deemed this to be a brilliant
ideca when he had first suggested it. It was
befitting the status of a captain that he
should be apart from his fellows—in splendid
isolation. But it was one of those theories
which fall to pieces in practice. Ilandforth’s
isolation wasn’t splendid in any sense of the
word. In fact, it bruistled with drawbacks.
lle could hear all sorts of whispered com-
ments going on about him, but retaliation
was lmpossible,

If he so much as turned his head, Mr.
Crowell wanted to know why he was neglect-
ing his lesson. If he lifted up his desk lid
and made threatening grimaces behind the
shelter of it, the Form tittered, and Mr.
Crowell promptly accused him of being
funny. Life in the Xorm-room, indeed, was
becoming tragic—for Handforth, The rest
of the, Remove rather liked it.

Nobody knew why he had changed his
mind. about the match. Ie had refused to
give, dny explanation, and after the first
shoek. of surprise, the Remove had given up
bothéring., After all, Handforth had always
been. a fellow of extraordinary actions. But
to deliberately abandon his place in the first
big game of the season was beyond all
rational explanation. The general opinion
was that the captaincy was sending him off
his rocker.

And so the team set off for the River
House School—and Handforth & Co., from
tho window of Study D, watched it depart.
Handforth hadn’t the heart to go out and
wish them luck. This position was of his
own making, and he was feeling crushed. In
fact, he was looking so forlorn that Chureh
and McClure’s wrath vanished, and they
became genuinely sympathetic. They were
always rather affected when their
leader was unhappy.

Ten minutes later they set off in Ifand-
forth’s Austin Seven for Bacningion, and a
big suitcase at the rear contained the neces-
sary impedimenta for the afternoon’s business.

But the afternoon’s business was destined
to be slightly diffterent from the arranged
programme.

CHAPTER 14.

FLAG DAY BRECOMES
BLACK!

ANDFORTH looked up and
o2 dnwr; the High Street with
Z %M satisfaction.
ﬁ"“. “Well, there’s ona thing
) & —we’re the first on the
job!"” he said. “There’s nobody else selling
flags, so we shall get all the customers.”

“I don’t believe it is a flag day,” said
Church uneasily.

* Neither do I,” agreed McClure. *There's
something wonky about it.”

Handforth silenced them with a look, And

BLUE

rugged |

some of his looks were capable of silencing
a thunderstorm. '

The High Strect was fairly deserted, for
although it was market day in Helmford, it
was early closing day in Bannington. And
it struck Church and McClure as very pecu-
liar that a flag day should be held at a time
when the town was more or less empty.

Still, this was Handforth’s affair, and what
was the use of arguing, anyhow?

The Austin Seven was parked near by, and
within three minutes the juniors were ready
for action. With the black colleclion boxes
slung round their necks, they looked business-
like. The top of each box was literally
bristling with the tiny blue flags.

And, exactly as Forrest had anticipated,
practically every pedestrian shied upon the
approach of ecither Iandforth or his chums,
dropped something shyly into the slot, and
escaped. Nobody thought of asking
guestiona.

Bernard Forrest gave a snort of disgust.

“I knew it!” he said savagely. *“They’re
all dubbing up!”

The cads of Study A were seated in the
upper window of the Japanese Café—a big,
bay window, which overlooked the entire
High Street. They had ensconced them-
selves there in order to watch the procead-
ings, without being observed themselves.

““The idiots!” said Bell. “This can’t go
on for long!”

“Don’t you believe it,” retorted Forrest.
““ILven here—in Bannington—after that Daisy
Day yesterday, the public will simply pay
up liko lambsl And not a question askedl
Just think of the clean-up we could have
made in IHelmford!”

His frown vanished, and he grinned.

“Well, never mind, it’s just as well to
hold a dress rehearsal,”” he continued. “ Wae'll
have our flag day next week. It'll give
us more time to prepare, and we can fake
up some rea“ﬂ showy flags and good boxes.
f&n&i H;andfurt is going to get it in the neck
Q‘ a}r'l‘l

Bernard Forrest was leaving nothing to
chance.

Handforth & Co. were fairly on the joh
now, so Forrest’s course was clear, He left
Gulliver and Bell in the café, and dodged
across the High Street to the post-office.
Then he entered a telephone-box, and rang
up the Bannington Cottage Hospital.

“Hallo!” he said, whe® a voice sounded.
“Is that the Cottage Hospital ?”

“Yes,” said the voice. *‘This is the prin-
cipal, Dr, Williams, speaking.” _

“Oh, good!” said Iorrest. “I thiok
there’s something you ought to know. 1'm
a St. Frank’s fellow. You know, sir, from
St. Frank’s College.” :

“YES?”

“Three of our fellows are holding a spoof
flag day,” said Forrest calmly?

“They are doing what?” asked Dr. Wil.
liams in surprise.

“They’re selling flags in tha High Street,
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boxes,” explained Forrest. “They’re using
the nume of vour hospital, too, and I think
it ought to be stopped. It’s a fruud, you
know.”

There was a pause, and then Dr. Wililams
spoka.

“Is this a practical joke, young man?” he
asked severely.

“The flag day, or this call of mine?”

“Both!” said the doctor.

“I don’t know about the flag day; it looks
to me like an attempt to raise some cash
on the crook,” said Forrest easily. ‘' There’s
no joke about this call, though. If you
don’t like to bLelieve me you needn’t. Please
yﬁu'l;se}f' I'm just giving you the tip, that’s
all.

“And who are you?” asked Dr. Williams.

“Sorry, but I'd rather not say,” replied
Forrest. “I don’t want to get any, cheap
publicity, if you don’t mind. But it seems
like a dirty trick to me, so I thought I'd
tip you the wink. These three fellows are

eelling flags In the name of charity, and it’s |

—~~~~ 0ORDER IN ADVANCE!

and getting people to drop mouey into their | not exactly square.

The idea is to steal off
at the end of the afterncon, and hook the
takings.”
“Thauk you,” said Dr. Williams coldly.
He hung up before Forrest could say any-
thing else, and Bernard frowned. It was

r fairly evident that the principal of the Ban-

ninglon Cottage Hospital regarded the warn-
ing as a spoof one. But it was quite likely
that he would inslitute a few discrect
inquiries. :

Forrest came out of the post-office and
clanced up the street. Handforth & Co.
were 1n various strategic positions, and quite
a number of people were going about with
the little blue flags on their lapels.

Ilandforth was not in the best of moods.
So far, he had only sold three flags, and it
seemed to him that his “customers ” had
dropped into the box nothing more substan-
tial than a few odd coppers. Church and
McClure, on the other hand, were doing well.
This was a fine state of affairs for the captain
of the Remove.
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If it came to that, the whole thing was a
come-down.

Handiorth had .-been very enthusiastic in

the night. It had seemed to him that 1t
was cssentially a job for an important fellow
like himself. But he had forgotten all about
the football match then, and his enthusiasm
was now greatly reduced. He kept getling
mental pictures of the footer ground at the
River House School. By George! The game
fiadn’t started even yet! And here he was—
the skipper—mooching about with blue fHags
in the High Street!
' Another point which worried Handforth
was the absence of any other flag-sellers. He
had taken it for pgranted that Bannington
would be swarming with volunteers, and that
he and his chums would be just three of
many. But not another flag-seller was within
sight.

““What is this affair, my boy?"

Handforth started at the sound of a pom-

pous voice and looked round. He recognised
the stout, florid man who had accosted him—
a prosperous-looking individual with a some-
what haughty air. It was Mr. Alderman
Tobias Crump, J.P.—no less a person than
the Mayor of Bannington!
. Handforth brightened up. Thank goodness
those other fathecads hadn’t collared the
mayor, anyhow! He would be good for ten
bob, at least. And Handforth felt that it was
a point of personal honour that he should
collect the most money.

“Blue Flag Day, sir,” said Handforth.

“Indeed!” said Mr. Crump, frowning.
knew nothing of a flag day!”

“We can’t know everything, sir.”

“PBut this is very singular,” said Mr.
Crump suspiciously. “Wh% was I not in-
formed? No flag day can be held in Ban-
nington without the Council’s permission. An
extraordinary oversight! ¥or which charity
aroe you collecting 7"

“The Bannington Cottage Hospital, sir.”

- “What?"” shouted the mavor, startled.

“The Bannington Cottage Hospilal, sir,”
repeated Hand{orth.

“I heard you, boy—I heard you!” ejacu-
lated Mr. Crump. “But this is a most extra-
ordinary business! The Bannington Cottage
Hospital held a widespread collection yester-

“«]

day. We have yet to learn the results of

Daisy Day! And now, on the very next

adternoon Come, come! You cannot
!l‘l‘

know what you are talking about

Handforth was rather annoyed.

“ All right—you know best!” he said tartly.
“I tell you this collection is for the Cottage
Iospital, and the lecast you can do, sir, is
to buy a flag.”

“l shall do no such thing!” retorted the
mayor. ‘I am by no means satislied that
you arc in a position to sell these flags. I
i?i;‘ak you belong to 8t. Frank's College,
eh?”

“Qf course, sir.”

““And does your headmasler know of this?”
#*Not that I'm aware of, sir,” growled

Handforth., “We don’t tell the Head of
everything we do. “Come on, Mr. Crump,
buy one of these Hags—" |

*Certainly mnot!” snapped Mr. Crump.
“Most decidedly not! I must make inquiries
—I must see if this is allowable! Upon my
word! Blue Flag Day! I must confess I
have never heard of it!”

He walked off, more suspicious than ever,
and Handforth stared after him in indig-
nation. '

““Mean old screw!” he muttered dis-
gustedly. “By George! There’s a mayor for
you! Questioning my rights to sell flags,
too! I’m not sure that this town 1s worth
all this giddy trouble!”

He thought of the football match again,
and his spirits drooped. From the window
of the Japanese Café Forrest & Co. were
watching with added interest.

“Good old Crump!” grinned Forrest. “On
the mark like a bloodhound! Now we shall
see a few fireworks, my lads!|”

““What do you think he'll do?” asked Bell
breathlessly.

“Make inquiries, find out if it’s unofficial,
and split to the Head,” said Forrest, with cool
satisfaction. ‘‘Handforth will find himself in
about fifteen knots, and it’ll mean the sack.”

““He might sneak on us!” said Gulliver
uneasily.

“Let him!” retorted Forrest. * Where’s
proof? We’ll deny everything, and say we've
never even heard of the flag day. I can
tell you, Handy will have a job to wriggle
out of this! Here he is, with his two chums,
selling flags for a spoof charity with spoof
boxes! The thing’s obvious. It doesn’t
matter what he says, the Head will draw his
own conclusions. Down comes the chopper
—and exit that aggressive rotter!™

CHADPTER 15.

ARREST OF THE
CENTB!

R. ALDERMAN CRUMP
stood outside the post-
office with a deep frown on
his face.. He was watching
the activities of Handforth

THE INNO-

"& Co., and he became more and more sus-

picious.

“Very peculiar,” e murmured. “Very
peculiar indeed. I don’t like the look of
it at all. Merely three boys—and early clos-
ing day, too. And yesterday the hospital
Ah, of course! An excellent idea! We will
soon make quite sure of this.”

He puffed into the post-office, swept be-
hind the big barrier, and pompously used the
telephone behind the couuter., Mr. Crump
saw ro.reason to squash hynself into a box.
Besides, why spend twopence?” '

¢“QOh, is that you, Dr. Williams?" he said.
“Mr. Crump speaking——"
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AMr. the

“ Good-afternoon, said
doctor agreeably.

““I amm rather anxious to clear up a little
point,” said the mayor. “Is the hospital
holding a flag day to-day, by any chance?”

“No,” said Dr., Williams. *‘This is rather
strange——"’

“You assure me that you know nothing
whatever of a flagsclling campaign?”  de-
manded Mr. Crump. *“There are three boys
im the High Street with little blue flags, and
one of them positively assures me that he
is collecting for the Cottage Hospital. Is it
possible that he lied 77

“It is not only possible, but a fact!” said
the doctor angrily. * Please take immediate
steps to have them stopped, Mr. Crump.
This is most disturbing. It will do the hos-
pital a lot of harm if it is allowed to con-
tinue 3

“You may be quiic -sure that it will not
continue!” barked Mr. Crump fiercely.

“Curiously envugh, a St. Frank’s boy
rang me up not more than ten minutes ago,
but I thought it was a practical joke,” con-
tinued the doctor. “I did not even deem it
worthy of an inguiry. He informed me that
three St. Frank’s boys were holding a fake
flag day, with the object of raising someo
money for themselves. It seemed so ridicu-
lous that I really took no notice.”

“TLet me tell you, sir, that it is perfectly
true!” said the mayor. ‘“The unscrupulous
young reprobates! Tlis 1s a most serious
affair, Dr. Williams! Indeed, there is only
one course that I can take!”

“You will inform their headmaster 77

“I certainly shall, but 1 shall meanwhile
mform the police,” said the mayor angrily,
“ An affair of -this sort will bring disreputce
upon the town. Ilcaven only knows what
these IPublic schoolboys will do nowadays!
It is nothing short of actual fraud!)

The mayor hung up, and turned, bristling
with battle.

He stormed out of the post-office, snorted
furiously as he caught sight of Handforth
selling a flag to an elderly lady, and then
he made a bee-line for the police-station. By
the look of things, Handforth and Co. were
on the verge of a bolher.

““ Ah, Inspector Jamcoon, the very man 1
need!” puffcd the mayor, as he ran into
the inspector on the very steps of the police-
station. ‘‘Please come with me at once. I
wish you to arrest three schoolboys!”

“Good gracious!” said Inspector Jameson.

‘““At least, you must bring them to the
police-station, and question them very
closely,” amended the mayor. *“An actual
arrest may not be necessary. There are three
of them—selling flags here in the High
Street.”

“That’s not very serious, is it, sir?”

“Upon my word, inspector, I cannot under-
stand your attitude!” exclaimed Mr. Crump
angrily. “These boys have no authority to
hold a flag day—the flags are their own, and
it is a deliberate swindle on the public. A

slayor,”

‘young scoundrels!

new idea, apparently to raise some cash. A
fraud, and in the name of charity!”

Inspector Jameson pulled a long face.

“0Oh, that’s different, sir,” he admitted.
“So that’s what they’rc doing, is it? The
We'll soon find out what
their game is! DLeave this to me, sir!”

Church and MeClure, finding business
slack, had drifted together for a moment to
exchange notes. They werc more uneasy
than ever, for it scemed that they and Hand-
forth were the only flag-sellers in the town.

“This 1s a five go!” growled Church. “ The
match 1s just about starting, and we're stuex
here on this beastly jeb! I can’t understand
it, even now.”

“ Neither can 1,7 =aid MceClure.
did Handy get these flags?
his authority?
made to me

“1 say, look at that!” interrupted Church
m alarm.

They stared across the road. The mayor,
Inspector Jameson, and a constable were
approaching Handiorth with a purposeful air
and grim faces. TIrom the Japanese Calfg,
Forrest & (Co. werve watching with gloating
enjoyment. : 5

“What did I tell you?" breuthed Forvest.
“Now they’re m for ic!” :

“You cunning hbounder!” muttered Bell.
“They're canght red-handed!”

“Serve ’em right!” said Forrest savagely.
“They shouldn’t intericre.”

Hundforth was rather surprised when the
inspector halted 1 front of Lim, and placed
a heavy hand upon kis shoulder. It was
an unconscious movement on the inspector’s
part, but it was hignhiv sienificant.

“Now, yaunz man, whuat’s this?”? he asked
grimly.

“What’s what ?2”

“You're not allowed to s=ell flags in the
streei like this,” continued the 1nspector.
“But perhaps you’ve got some authority?
What is this collection in aid of ?” _

“The Bannington Cottage Hospital.”

“Nou're sure of tnat?” asked the inspec-
tor aminously.

“Of course ’'m sure!” snapped Handlorth.
“What's the idea of =2all this questioning?
Anybody might think I was doing something
wrong ¥’

Church and M¢Clure came running up.

“What’s the matter?” asked Church
breathlessly.

“How do I know ?” said Handforth. “We
can’t put ourselves out to help a deserving
charity without getting into trouble, it seems.
It’s all Mr. Crump’s fault. It must be awful
to have a suspicicus mind!”

“Upon my word!” said the mayor
dignantly.

“T wish we’d gone to the football match
snorted Handforth. *‘‘If this is all the thanks
we get for coming here——7"

“Tt won’t do, Master Handforth,” inter-
rupted the inspector grufily. “I didn’t ex-
pect this of you! I always thought you were

“Where
Who gave him
The giddy things look home-

bb ]

1n-
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honest. You know as well
there’s no flag day for the Bannington Cot-
tage Hospital, Come on—admit it! You
can't keep up this pretence.”

“0Oh, my hat!” breathed Church, aghast.

“I think we had better get along to the
police-station,” said the mayor uncomfortably.
“There are—ahemn !—several people collecting,
and we do not want a scene. We can ques-
tion the boys better in the police-station.”

“Yes, come along,” said Inspector Jame-
son curtly.

Handforth staggered.

“You're—you're arresting us?” he gasped.

“Yes, sir,” said the mayor sternly. *In-
speetor, do your duty!”

“It’s all right, Mr. Crump—they’ll come
without any trouble,” said the inspector,
who rather disliked the mayor's pomposity.
“ Now, boys, you’d better come. This matter
must be fully inquired into.”

Handforth, dazed and bewildered, walked
unsteadily towards the police-station. Church
and McClure were numbed with apprehen-
sion. They weren’t in so much danger—for
Handforth would promptly confess that he
had led them into it. But they felt horrified
for the safety of their leader.

And as they entered the police-station,

watched by a gathering crowd of inquisitive
idlers, Forrest & Co. lounged out of the
Japanese Café. Their plan had succeeded in
every detail, and they were {feeling very
pleased with themselves. At last they would
be rid of the aggressive Handforth!
- “This—this is mad!” panted Edward
Oswald, when he found himself in the
charge-room. ‘This i3 a genuine flag day!
At least, I thought—— Great guns!” he
muttered, “Did those—those cads spoof—
Oh, my goodness!” g

“What cads?” asked Church quickly.

“One moment—one moment!"” .interrupted |

the inspector. ‘‘Who is responsible for this
unfortunate affair?”

“I am,” said Handforth promptly. *‘ These
chaps were only obeying my orders. I’'m
Form captain, and I thought it was my duty
to take charge of the flag day.”

thought 1t

“And  you honestly was
genuine ?7’ asked the inspector.

“It is genuine!” retorted Handforth.

“You see?” snapped the mayor. “Upon

my soul, inspector, what is the meaning of
this attitude on your part? - The boy is
guilty. He is merely attempting to wriggle
out of his outrageous misdemeanour——"

“I'm not!” shouted Handforth.

“Well, we shall sce,” said the inspector
curtly., “The Bannington Cottage Hospital
knows nothing whatever of this collection,
and it 1s idle for you to pretend that you
believed it genuine. A very scrious case,
young man! I suppose you realise that
}hls is absolutely fraudulent, and against the
aw?"”

”“ He didn’t know !” panted Church frantic-
ally.

as I do that,

“Didn’t know!” echoed Inspector Jame-
son. ‘““That story won’t do! Let me have
a look at one of these boxes H'm! Just
as I thought! You see this, Mr. Crump? A
cigar-box !”

:APpa”ingT” said the mayor, aghast.

Cigar-box!” said Handforth, feebly.

~ “Come, come, confess and be brave about
it,” prompted the inspector. *“These are
merely painted cigar-boxes, and it is quite
clear that you have faked them up your-
selves. A little idea to raise some casy
money, eh? I am afraid you've got your-
sclves into a nasty mess, boys.”

“A—a nasty mess?” breathed Handforth.

“I shall inform your headmaster by tele-
phone at once, and in the meantime you must
remain here,” continued the inspector. ‘I
am not sure that you will not be brought

before the magistrates to-morrow and
charged. You had better understand that
this 1s very grave.”

“A reformatory will be the right place
for them!” snapped the mayor viciously.

Church and McClure were simply beyond
words, and Handforth, with his brain recl-
ing, felt that the end of the world was near
at hand. There was something dreadfullv
real about Inspector Jameson’s gravity. And
Handforth realised, with a stunning shock,
that he had absolutely no proof of his inno-
cence. IForrest & Co. had intended working
this dodge! He saw it now—and they had
tricked him into adopting it!

It was the end!

L ]

CHAPTER 16.
A NARROW ESCAPE!

ILLY HANDFORTH
touched the stopping but-
ton of his Silent Two, and
the fearsome-looking vchi-
cle came to a halt, %Villy’s

Silent Two was a car of his own manufac-
ture. 1t looked like a powerful track racer,
but it wasn’t. Its motive power was provided
by Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, who
operated pedals from their scats beneath the
imposing bonnet.

“Come out, you chaps!” said Willy
briskly. “And the rest of you had better
stop, too. There's something fishy here!”

The Silent Two was accompanied by a
dozen cyclists, all members of the Third.
Willy & Co. were out in force, and Willy
had spotted his major being marched into
the police station with Inspector Jameson's

hand upon his shoulder.
“Something fishy?” repeated Chubby
“Trouble !”

Heath, climbing into the open.

“Ted!” said Willy, briefly.

He was not a junior to waste words. He
gave a sharp order, and in a few moments
the entire Third Form contingent bore down
upon the police station and invaded it. Willy
went straight to his major,

} _“What is it, old man?” he asked, quietly.
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“We're arrested!” gasped Handforth.

“That’s nothing—we'll soon get you out
of it,” said Willy, erisply. *“ All right, in-
spector, don’t mind us. We just popped In
to find out what it was all about.”

“Upon my soul!” roarced the mayor.
“Mow—how dare you? Get out of here at
once, you young rascals! 'I'his—this inva-
sion 1s outrageons!”

“XNo, it 1sn’t Mr. Crump,” said Willy,
“My major’s in trouble, and I've got to find
ont what 1t 1e.”

“The best thing you can do, young man,
is to. lcave qurieily,” said the inspector, who
was more diplomatic than Mr., Crump.
“’These three hoys have been organising a
[randulent flag day, and T am about to ring
up the headmaster of your school——"

There was a slight commotion, and a
stranger came hurrying in—a refined, elderly
gentleman with pince-nez.

“T'he boys are bere?” he said anxiously.

“Ah, Dr. Williams, your arrival is for-
tunate——" began the mayor. _

“Very fortunate,” agreed Dr. Williams.
“'There is some mistake here,
have certainly been acting without authority
from the hospital, but thero is no question
of a fraudulent collection, as I at first
feared.”

“My letter!” gasped Handforth., with a
jump. “Oh, erumbs! T'd forgotten all
about it! Of eourse, that proves——"

“Taotter?” broke in the inspeetor sharply.

“The boy is quite right,” =aid Dr.
Williams.  “When T heard that this collee-
tion was taking place—particularly as I had
had information from onc of the St. Frank’s
boys over the telephone—I was deeply con-
cerned, and T feared a delibherate swindle '?

“And so it is a swindle!” shouted the
mavor stubbornly.

“1 am sorry to coniradict you, Mr. Crump,
but it 1s nothing of the sort,” said Dr.
Williams, coldly. “TFive minutes after you
telephoned me, a letter was delivered—a
letier which was despatched from Bellton hy
thi= morning's post. It is from the boy,
Handforth.”

“May I see 1t?” asked the inspector.

“Certainly. T have brought it on purpose
for your perusal;” said Dr. Williams. “Of
co.arse, there can be no question of these
boys’ excellent intentions. That letter in-
forms me that they are planning to sell
the flags this afternoon, and that they will
hand the collection-boxes to the hospital this
evening.”

“Oh!" said the mavor. “Indeced!”

“Yes, sir, indeed!” snapped the doctor.
“And we can hardly suspect the boys of
fraudulent intentions after they have sent
me a letter hours before the actual collec-
tion started. I am, however, still at a loss,
allhouch I suspect the affair to be a prae-
tical joke.”

The inspector was reading the letter.

“You say that one of our chaps ’phoned
you, sir?” asked Handforth, rccovering his
coolness, ““Whe was it1”

f

These boys |

|

“The boy would not disclose his wlentity.”

“I'll bet 1t was Forrvest!” said liandforth
grimly., ““The cad "

“Forrest 7 repeated Dr. Williams., “That
is the name you mentioned in the letter. In
that cpistle, you tell me that you have taken
the collection out of the hands of IForrest
and his two companions.”

“Gh!” satd Church, slowly. “Oh-ho! So
that’s what happened last might, Handy?
You surprised those cads preparving for this

stunt, and you tock 1t over? Why, you
chump, they fooled you properiy !
“Tooled me?” breathed FHandfortl.

Explanations, of courze, were almost necd-
less. Dr. Williams was periectly satisfied
that the affair was a joke, and he would
not hear of tne schcol being rung up and
the headmaster informed. Ile smilingly took
possession  of the colleeting  boxes,
thanked the boys for their cfiorts—although,
of course, the hospital had expected no such
contribution.

The mayor wisely vanished, and Hand-
forth & Co. were escorted out offthe police-
station, after being good-naturedly chipped
by Inspector Jameson.

and

“Well, my hat!” breathed Chuareh. “ Thal
was a narrow cscape!”
“Rot!” snapped Handforth. “We got

ouit easily eneugh !

“Yes: but only because of that leiter!™
pointed out NeClure, with a shiver. “Just
think what might have happened withouwt

it! We shouldo’t have had an atom of proof,
Handy ! Tt would have looked as black as
nirht. The =ack would have been certain—

and a reformatory possible!”
“By George, yes!” muttered Handforth
hoarsely. “It wus a narrow escape!”

“Some protectin enius must have made
£ E

3‘“” write that letter, Ted,” said Willy,
thankfully. “DBut. T say, you've made a
pretty nice mess of things, haven’t you?

Left the team in the lurch for the sake of
nearly getting the sack!”™

“Another black mark!” growled Church.
“Handy’s record as skipper 1s growing
inkier and inkier! He's always doing things
for the best, and Lc’s always getting 1t 1in
the neek! Poor oid Handy!”

“T don't want any of your ‘poor old
Handys,” ?  said  Edward  Oswald  tartly.

“TForrest was going to work this swiadling
dodge! T messed up his game, and so he
palmed it off on to me! And he informed.
too! That means that he deliberately tried
to got us the sack!”

“Leave Forrest to us,” said Willy brightly.

As a matter of fact, Forrest & Co. were
still in the offing, so to spcak. They had
been hanging about, curious to find out how
things were progressing. JForrest knew

.nothing of that letter of Handforth’s, so he

believed that his plan had succceded.
But he didn't belicve it for long!
Willy & Co. swooped down upon the Study
A trio without warning. No questions were
asked. Willy's methods were drastie, Just
(Continued on puge 44.)
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

All LETTERS 1in reference to the League should be addressed lo the Chief Officer, The St. Frank's
League, cito THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Any enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

Correspondents Wanted

Crowded Out !

C'ANNOT say much this week becauso
I s0 many members want to correspond

with each other. Accordingly, I am

devoting  practically the whole of this
page to our ever-growing popular feature.
Members who wish to correspond with felloyw-
membérs should send in their requests to the
Chief Officer at the address given above.
Notices should be as brief as possible—just
stating the necessary requirements, and quot-
ing membarship number with member’s name
and ‘address. Every effort will be made to
publish notices as soon as possible after they
are reccived, and members should bear in
mind that as we go to press three weeks in
advance, they must not expect their notices
1o appear for at least a month after they
reach this office. Should members receive
begeing letters from dusky merchants of the
(rold Coast, they are advised to ignore such
commur.ications,

Miszs Edith Bowman, 6, Beaconsfield Street,
Princes Avenue, Liverpool, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere.

H. IR. Jobbins, 35, Fife Road, Canning
Town, London, L. 16, wishes to communicate
with two chums in New Zealand and Aus-
tralia; age about 16.

Albert Marsh, 3, Thrush Street, Walworth,
London, S.E. 17, wishes to correspond about
cricket, football, stamp collecting and scouting
with a Leagueite in South Africa.

R. G. Bishop, 117, Little Ealing Lane,
South Ealing, London, W.5, wishes to cor-
respond with readers in the British Empire
on stamp collecting, photography, camping
and ericket.

J. Smith, 38, Brooksby’s Walk, Homerton,
London, E. 9, wishes to hear from members
wlio would like to join a Christmas Club.

Norman Eyre, 43, Melville Road, Coventry,
wishes to exchange stamps with members
abroad.

Solomon Arkin, 55, Mount Street, Cape
Town, South Africa, wishes to correspond
with members anywhere in the British Em-
pire, excluding South Africa; special interest,
stamp collecting.

(. Moseley, 9A, Kirby Road, Blackpool,
wishes to hear from members in his dis-
triet.

Reginald Iidwards, 82, Malt Mill Lane,
Rlackheath, nr. Birmingham, wishes to hear
fromm members in his- district.

T. Treadwell, 39F, Sutton Buildings, City
Road, London, E.C.2, wishes to hear from
members in his neighbourhood.

James Lloyd, S.B.,, T.T.H., c/o S. West,
41, Trinity Square, London, E.C.3, wishes to
hear from readers.

Miss Alice Gardner, 96, Station
Ashington, wishes to hear from readers.

. Slann, 46, Park Street, Hereford, wishes
to hear from members in his district.

George Jennings, 22, DP’cel Street, Ipswich,
wishes to hear from members in his district.

IL.. ¥. Hawkins, 16, Grove Place, Ealing,
W.5, wishes to hear from readers in lus
district.

B. H. Wood, 12, Estcourt Avenue, Head-
ingley, Leeds, wishes to hear from readers
in his district.

Glyn Hamer, Pant yr Eirin, Groes Wen,
nr. Taff’s Well, Cardiff, wishes to hear from
readers in Australia and India; subjects;
stamps, sports, and birds’ eggs.

Gerard Mercer, 1, Sweden Grove, Water-
loo, Liverpool, O.0., wishes to start a second
S.F.L.” Club in districts of Waterloo, Crosby
and Seaforth only. Write for details. No
member of first club need join. Gerard
Mercer wishes to correspond with American
philatehist.

Ernest Rowe, 1, Pridmore Road, Coventry,
asks members in his district to communicate.

Stephen Molyneux, 283, Wallgate, Wigan,
wishes to correspond with A. Young, of
Hythe, whom he thinks is an old acquaint-
ance. '

H. R. Jobbins, 35, Fife Road, Canning
Town, London, E.16, wishes to correspond
with readers in New Zealand and Australia.

Edna Charley, 22, Gresham Street, Stoke,
Coventry, wishes to correspond with members.

A. V. Oxley, 33, Balfour Road, Highbury,
London, N.5, wishes to hear from members
in his district.

D. Harman, 20, Villiers Road, Oxhey, Wat-
ford, Herts, wishes to hear from members
in Hertfordshire.

G. MeGill, 17, Haslemere Avenue,
Hendon, NN.W.4, wishes to hear from mem-
bers in the Hendon and Golders Green dis-
trict.

N. L. Gibson, c/o Farmers’ Trading Co.,
Cambridge, New Zealand, wishes to hear from
readers who have the first issues 8f the “ Nel-
son Lee Library,” which they are willing to
sell.

Road,
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A Gripping Yarn of Detective Adventure!

THE
GREEN
EYE!

A Clever Story of
NELSON LEE & NIPPER

CHAPTER 1.
FIVE SECONDS' DARKNESS,

‘i Y gad, sir! t's disgraceful! The old
country’s going to the dogs, and the
Dorset spolice are a set of inecompetent
nincompoops!*

Colonel Mannington Bruce’s face purpled with
indignation, and his lean, hard fist banzed the
table until the crockery rocked. Nipper nearly
choked with suppressed laughter, but their host,
Sir James Mull, tried the soft answer that
turneth away wrath.
<“My dear Bruee,” he said, "it’s hardly fair to
condemn the police, considering they haven't a
ghest of a clue to work on. The fellow who's
doeing these burglaries seems 10 have an uncanny
knowledge of—"

“Uncanny rubbish, sir!” Bruce barked, glaring
defiance across the table. “What’s your opinion,
Lee—you don’t look exactly a fool, sir!”

“Thanks,” Nelson Lee .drawled dryly, “but I
don’t vet know enough to express an opinion.’

He thought it unnecessary to add that Sir
James Mull had brought Nipper and himseli
especially from London to investizate the
epidemic¢ of thefts that had brokem out in and
round Blandford. They had only just arrived,
to find Mull and Bruce finishing dinner; until
he knew all the circumstances of a case it was
never Nelson Lee's way to talk.

“Um—you're a stranger,” Bruce grunted. “Well,
sir, I return from India a week ago to tind
some fellow walking into our best houses and
simply pocketing anything he takes a fancy tor”
His voice rose as his temper decpened. “lIn my
own club, sir—the Blandford County Club—three
chaps have been robbed of valuables worth
thousands! And what happens—what'd yon
think these confounded Dorset police do?”

He glared at Nipper, and Nipper felt hound
to answer.

“1 don’t know, colonel,” he murmured.

“Then hold your tongue, sir!” Bruce snapped.
He slewed round on Lee again. “Nothing hap-
pens! These wooden-headed bluebottles sit
round twiddling their thumbs, looking about as
spineless as last year's jelly!” He shook a huge
fist under Lee’s nose. “But I'm not a jelly,

sir! If that fellow tries any tricks with me,
I'l not wait for the police!”
“What’ll you do?” Lee asked, his eyes
twinkling. ) '
“Shoot, sir!” Bruce barked. Teach him

manners with a gun—that’s my way!”

“Then it’s a dangerous way—in England,” Sir
Jamés smiled. He refilled the cclonel’s glass,
pushed a box of cigars nearer and generally did

I.% :- _

his best to soothe the fiery military man. “But

what about that green diamond, Bruee? Yuou
promised to bring it along to-night, and I'm
sure Lee will be interested in it.”

The choleric  colonel simmered down and

became almost amiable.

“1t's here, Mull,” he said, placinz a small oval
case on the tahle, but- keeping it tight under his
podgzy fist. “A rare stone, Lee, d'you know any-
thing absut green diamonds?’

“1 know there are three green diamonds in the
world,” Nelson Lee answered. “One is owned Dby
Lady Carslake, another hy Iiliram K. Hoschen,
and the third disappeared when Prince Alexis of
Russia was killed in "17.7 ,

“You're right, and I helieve it’s the Russian

stone I've got here,” Bruce replied. “It wuas
presented to Alexis by Czar Nicholas, and was
known as ‘The Green Fye of Kalla.! It was
stelen from a  Buddlist temple two hundred
years ago, amd by some strange chance it
dropped into the hands of a begging fakir in

Afghanistan., 1 bought it from him last fall for

five hundred rupees, but it's worth threc
thousand guineas if it’s worth a penny!” He
opened the ecase, and held up a stone that

sparkled like green fire in the light from over-

head. “Look at it—the Dheanty! There's not
another stone in the world-——-" :
Crash!
The room plunged into darkness, and the
electric cluster smashed down on the table In

the twinkling of an eye! The glass bulbs hurst
with the roar of a miniature bombardment, and
the colonel suddenly uttered a bellow lil&e that
of-a mad bull! As the others started to. their
feet in alarm, something crashed into the table
and sent them fiying—and in that scecond, thew
heard a shrill snigeer and the curtains were torn
aside!

“The diamond—it's bLeen snatebed from my
hand!* Bruce yelled.
But the words were. not out . his monuth

when the French window was flung open with a
force that shattered the panes, and a dark form
hurtled throuzh into the night-wrapped garden!

Bang! Bang!
Bruce, true to his word, fired twice at the
vanishing form, then XNelson Lee flicked on an

electriec torch and sprang for the broken window.

But he reckoned witheut the raging colonel.
Even as Lee tock a flying leap through the
window, Milligan barged bheavily into him, and

the pair went rolling about in the shrubbery.

“You confounded idiot!” Bruce spluitered; bt
Lee flung him aside and, with Nipper at bhis
| heels, raced to the garden wall
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They shone their torches in every direction,
~they searched every inch of the place and
examined the lane behind Mull's grounds; but
the fellow might have been a ghost for all the
trace he had left, and at last they returned
disconsolately to the house,

“Smartest bit o° work I've seen for many a
day, guv'nor,” Nipper said admiringly. “That
chap grabbed the stone and vanished like smoke
in less than five seconds!™

“A very carefully planned coup,” TLee agreed

frowningly. “It’s plain enough that he knew
the stone was to be shown to-night, and it's

equally clear that Bruce or Mull have been
tulking.”

“l'dbgire odds on the colonel,” Nipper grinned.
“Talking seems to be his pet hobby.”

“It is, so keep a guard on your own tongue,
young "un,” Lee warned.

“Oh, chuck it, guv'nor!”
“I'm not in the habit—"

“lI know you're not,” Lee eut In. “Bubt if we
get on the trail of the thief, and let DBruce
know where that trail is leading, he’ll talk and
frichten the chap away long before we can get
near him. Now, here we are 2

They heard Bruce bellowing like. an angry
‘rhino long before they reached the dining-room,
and when they climbed through the window,
Nipner had hard work to keep a straight face.
JThe place was now lighted by half a dozen
candles, and, whilst Mull and a shocked butler
were trying to straighten the wreckaze, Bruce
was vowing fire and vengeance on the whole
world!

“It's an outrage, Mull!” he fumed, striding up
and down the room like a caged lion. *I'm
vour guest, and you allow me to be robbed in
this bare-faced manner! -You've no system, sir,
or this eouldn’'t have happened!” He swung
round as Lee and Nipper entered the room. “As

Nipper grumbled.

for vou, sir, I'd have had the hound only for

vour Dblundering idiocy!”

“Don't be an ass, Bruce!” Mull exclaimed.
“you know these chaps as Lee and Hamilton,
but when I tell vou they are Nelson Lee and
Nipper, the famous criminologists, you'il sec
that vour remarks are both gilly and offensive.”

“We'll let that go,” Lee said quickly. “I'm
trvineg to understand how that fellow knew the
«tone would be shown in this room to-night.
Digd vou mention the fact to anyone, Bruce?”

“C'ertainly not!” Bruce snorted.
“Did you, Mull?" Lee then asked.

“Not to a soul,” Sir James replied. “TI met
Brues at the club this morning and invited him
up to dinner. Later on, a crowd of us were
chatting about the jJewel robberies in this
distriet, and it was then that Bruce mentioned
his m;m*n diamond and said he’d bring it alongz
to-nisht.”

“Then a scors of chaps knew about it from
the start,” Tee said, in disgust. “As some of
them wore bound to talk, that score might have
grown to a aundred by afternoon.”

“What about the electric lights, guv'nor?”
Nipper said, examining the smashed bracket.
“Iiooks to me as if the wires have been cug

earlicr on, then loosely joined and all ready to
be pulled down at any moment.”

Nelson Lee pointed to a long white cord
fasfened to the fallen bracket. .
“That cord. plugged along the ceiling, would
Le invisible,” he said. “It held the Iloosely
joined wires, and the other end was hidden
hehind this window eurtaln. The moment DBruce

showed his diamond, the fellow cut the cord
and the whole thing crashed down on the
table."”

“Ionsense!”  Bruce snorted. “Why all that

trouble, when he could have switched the lights
oft far more easily?”

“Because the switch i3 on the opposite wall,

and away from any cover,” Lee explain=d
paticntly. “In this window recess, he was
hidden and ready for his getaway at any
moment.”

“Pardon, sir, but you're right,” the butler
suddenly exclaimed. “A chap came this after-

noon to examine the meter. Said he was from
the lighting ecompany, and ’fore he left he found
something wrong in here. Messing about for an
hour, "¢ was, but I never guessed the game ’e
was up to.”

_That sent Bruce off the deep end again. But
Nelson Lee took no notive, for a draught from
the open window stirred the candles and one

dancing beam suddenly flashed on something
half hidden by the fallen curtain. In an instaat
he was down on hands and knees, and, a
moment later, he held up a cheap, horn<handled
penknife.

“Does this knife belong to any of you?' he
demanded, and nodded satisfaction when all

three disclaimed ownership,
“Then our thief must have dropped it in his

hurry,” he said. “Thiz horn handle holds no
finger-prints, unfortunately, but it might have
other secreis.” He glanced up at Nipper.

“Younz 'un, bring my case from the car.”

During Nipper’s absence, Nelson Lee opened
the two blades, nodded again, but made no
comment. When Nipper returncd with the fitted
case that always accompanied them out of town
—it  was packed with weird instruments—he
curtly ordered the youngster to rout out and fix
the microscope.

Whilst Nipper held the beam of his torch
steadily on the knife, the great detective eyed
the open blades through  the powerful
magnifying-azlasses. He saw now that the edge

of the bizgest biade was stained with deep
brown marks, and he was about to remark on

these when Bruce again Dbutted in.

“You're wasting time, Lee!"” he said hastilv.
“I"ll warrant there’s a score of footprints out-
side, and you ignore those while you fool about
with a penknifel”

Lee took his ecye from the lens and glanced
up at the fuming colonel.

“A man clever enough to work -this coup won't
care how many footprints you find,” he snapped.
“The garden has already told me he was wear-
ing pumps with wool socks over them, and you
can be very sure they would be destroyed the
moment he got safely away.”

“You don't .- know that—you're just guessing
blindly,” Druce argued. “Anyway, I've no
opinion o! the Blandford police, but I'm going
to report my loss to Sergeant Tuttle and see
what he can do for me.”

Lee took no notice of that. He was carefully
tapping the handle of the knife over a sheet of
white paper; then, as the irate colonel stumped
from the room and banged the door noisily,
Lee looked up with a smile.

“Now, Mull, I can speak without all Bland-
ford knowing the clues I've found,” he said.
“The blade of this knife has been carefully
cleaned, but tell me what you think of Iit,
Nipper.”

Nipper stared intently through the microscope.

“Looks to me as if it’s been used for cutting
plug tobacco,” he said. “But it’'s a deeper
colour than most tobacco, guv'nor, almost as
if the chap’s been slashing tarred rope.”

“It's tobacco all right, young ’un, stuff strong
enough to dope an elephant,” Nelson Lee
smiled.  “Magnified, the stain shows slightly
lichter in patches. That means the tobacco has
been matured in molasses, and it tells me the
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stuff is probably a ripe plug called * Warhead.”

Mull opened his eyes at this, for the ways of
a scicntific detective were new to him. But
more surprising things were to follow, for Lee
now reached for the white paper on which he
had tapped the dust from the knife, and this
dust he gently shook on to the “stage’ of the
microscope.

After a long examination, ke looked up with
twinklinz eyes,

“Besides smoking * Warhead ’ plug, the owner
of this knife had =ztrong sporting inclinations,”
he said. “lle often poes about in a black and
white sports jacket, but his taste in clothes is
far more expensive than his taste in tobaceo.
He likes a game of golf ocecasionally, and he's
not above a bit of shooting when it comes his
way.”

“Crikey, guv'nor!” XNipper gasped. “You've
only got to give us the chap’s name and address,
and the case is finished!”

“You're either a c¢hampion puesser, or a
wizard!” Mull =aid. He stared through the
lens, and shook his head. “I can only see two

spots of fluff, a dozen Dblack specks, and"a few
tiny white lumps. Now, what are you getiing at®”

“The Hufl is black and white wool of the finest
quality,” Lee explained, with a smile. “The
black specks are powder from a cartridge, the

white lumps are chippings from an enamelled
goll ball.” He placed the tell-tale slide in an
envelope and sealed it. “Those bits have worked
into the knife from the fellow’s pocket—I sup-

pose you've nn idea whom the clues might
apply to, Mull?”

Sir James shook his head.

“Then there's nothing more we can do to-
night,” he said. “To-morrow, young ’'un, you
can hunt the Blandford tobacco shops, while I
have a lazy day at your c¢lub, Mull.,”

“Bruce will be pleesed—to see youn lazing.

guv'nor,” Nipper grinned. “He'll expect you to
«0 tearing about the town, looking for the thiel
with a gun in each hand.”

Nelson Lee actually winked.

“The gallant colonel is going to help us
immensely,” he said. "But not a word—for the
present.”

CHAPTER 2.
XIPPER MEETS A CYCLONE.
IIE tale of Bruce’'s stolen diamond was
all over the town early next morning.
The police were {renziedly irying to pick
up clueg, the old colonel was ordering
them about as if he owned them, and everyone
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knew  that the great Nclson Lee was on the | order of the place. But he was there to find
job. the green diamond, or some real proof that

But Lee was about the calmest man in Bland-

ford, and woefully disappointing to thosc who |

looked for some dramatic action on his part. It
was after eleven o’clock when he strolled into
the County Club with Sir James Mull—and, oace
therc, he refused to do anything but read the
morning papers and gossip!

Nipper, however, wus early at work. Leaving
Mull's house immediately after breakfast, he
hegan a tour of the tobacco shops, and a weary
job it proved for mnearly three hours. Quite a
number of places stocked ** Warhead,” but not
one could tell him of a regular customer for
that full-strength plug—and it was almost the
last shop in the place that brought him luck.

, He walked into it behind a burly, bearded
chap, whose blue jersey and rcefer coat stamped
him as an old sailorman right away. To Nipper's
interest, the fellow asked for: "The wusual,
matey,” and *the usual™ was a threc-ounce
plug of ** Warhead ™!

. As he turned to leave the shop he saw Nipper
and started. His mouth opened to speak, and
he half lifted a clenched fist; then, mumbling
something under his breath, he slouched out of
the place and away. a

“Rum lad, that,” Nipper chuckled., “Thought
he was going to land out at me. What's got
him, mister?” -

The chap behind the counter grinned.

. “He's Sam DBurge, and as surly a brute as we
have in Blandford,” he answered. “Comes up
here twice a week for his * Warhead,” and just
grunts for it like you heard him.”

“Must give his missus a time, if he scowls
like that at home,” XNipper said, fishing for
information,

“Ile ain't got no missus, thanks be,” the shop-
keeper replied. “He lives all alone in Acacia
Cottage, the end of this road.””? He laughed,
‘and leaned chattily on his counter. *“I happens
+to own that cottage and the one next door, and
I don’'t suppose there's two rummier fenants in
England than Burge and his neighbour.”

“How d’you mean?” Nipper asked, with more
interest than the shopkeeper suspected.

“Why, there’s him and John Carden, livin’
"alongside each other and hatin’ one another like
poison. They both live alone, and you'd think
they’d chum up for the sake of company like.
But no, Burge has his morning stroll till twelve,
and Carden won't step out of the house for
fear o'- meeting him. I tell yer, young sir, it's
a reg'lar comedy a-watchin’ 'em like I do."

i Nipper nodded, bought a box of matches and
cleared out of the shop as quickly as he could.
i “Crikey! So Burge lives alone, and takes a
morning stroll, does he?” he muttered, hurrying
along the road. “My hat! What a chance, if
only I can get Inside.”

1 He hadn’t the lcast doubt that Burge was the
fellow they wanted, for his start of fear and
mode of living alone made his guilt appear
certain.

Nipper soon reached the cottage, which proved
to be a scmi-detached house with a strip of
garden back and front. In broad daylight the
Iad had to be doubly careful, but after banging
on the front door and getting no reply, he
thought it safe to try the back of the house.

+ The back garden was well suited to his pur-
pose, for only a low wall separated it from the
river, and it was quite free from prying ncigh-
bours. The next thing he noticed was a kitchen
winflow open three or four inches, and in just
as many seconds he had opened it still further
and climbed over the sill.

| The breakfast dishes still littered the table,
and Nipper's nose wrinkled at the dirt and dis-

Burge had stolen it—and quite suddenly he saw
the proof and jumped for it!

"My hat!” he gasped. “If the silly ass hasn't
left his footgear lying about for anybody to
find!” He lifted the soil-crusted socks and
pumps from beneath a tattered couch. “Gosh,
this is enough to get him put away—"

A hand dropped like lead on his shoulder, and
he swung round with a jolt that made his senses
swim! The swarthy, bearded face of Burge was
within three inches of his own, and the fellow's
eyes glinted murderous rage!

“You young hound!” Burge snarled. “So you
were following me, an’ you've found more'n
what's good for yer health, me hearty! What

d’yer mean, sneakin’ into a man’s "ouse?”

He punctuated each word with a shaking that
set Nipper's teeth rattling like castanets, until
Nipper jammed the shoes in his face, ducked and
twisted free, and sprang round the table.

“"You can simmer down, Burge,” he said
defiantly, edging towards the open window. “The
game’s up, and the more fuss you make now,
the longer sentence you'll get.”

“I ain't gettin® no sentence!” Burge hissed.
“If I'm caught, it'll be for something worse
than stealin’, an’ you won't be here—come away
from that winder!” _

Nipper sprang for the open, but the brute
snatched a heavy cruet from the table and flung
it straight at the lad’s head! Then he senkt
the table spinning into Nipper's path, up-ended
it in his face, and edged round to get a [resn
hold on his victim! '

But Nipper wasn't waiting. The fellow's
threats and glaring eves made him wonder if
Burge was quite sane—and, leaving the question
unanswered, he tore the door open and sprinted
down the lobby for all he was worth!

A single glance showed that the street door
was bolted top and bottom and could never be
opened in time. Even as he hesitated, a steel
poker whizzed past his ear, splintered -a panel
of 1;t;he door and dropped with a clang at his
feet!

As he turned, Burge swooped on him with
arms outstretched and a tigerish grin of victory
on his face. But Nipper dodzed beneath the
arm3, swung his fist to DBurge's chin, then
sprang for the stairs as a last refuge.

Burge thundered after him before he was a
third way up, but Nipper reached the landing
with a stride to spare. Jumping for a bed-room
door, he banged it in the brute's face and
groped swiftly for the key.

But his luck was out and the keyhole empty.
Against the sailor's enormous strength he was
helpless, and he felt the polished doorknob turn
slowly in his hand, in spite of all his eflorts
to hold tight.

Then Burge applied his shoulder, and Nipper
had barely time to spring back a pace when
the door crashed on its hinges. The fury of
the man’s charge sent him staggoering into the
room, and before he could recover his balance
Nipper thudded with a right and left on his
jaw that sounded like the slaps of a spade on
wet clay!

But that only Increased Burge's rage, and with
a bear-like growl, he sprang for Nipper with
hands groping for throat-hold. Nippar koew
now that he was fighting for his life. In a flash,
he dropped on one knee a8 DBurge charged,
grabbed the fellow's insteps and heaved with
every muscle in his body!

It was an ideal tackle, and the heavy sailor
flew over Nipper's head with a yell of rage and
fear. He landed in the middle of the bed with
a force that shook the room, and before Le
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could gather his scattered wits Nipper tangled
him 'iu the bedclothes and streaked for the
door!

Two hair-raising leaps carried him to the foot
of the stairs, and another five seconds saw him
yacing down the garden path to freedom. Even
then he was barely in time, for Burge took the
wliole flight in a whirlwind leap and only paused
when he saw that Nipper had safely reached the
kigh road.

Thinking™ quickly as he ran, Nipper decided he
had better 'phone the guv'nor before taking
any further action. His proper course, perhaps,
would have been to report to the police, but
Nelson ILee's wuy was to finish- a job himself
and not go rqQund asking anyone for help.

In less than a minute he had found a call
oftice and was through to the County Club.
Nelson Lee was soon at the other end of the
wire, and XNipper begun to blurt out his tale.

“I've found the chap, guv'mor—a sailor living
alone in Acacia Cottage, end of Hizh Street,” he
siaid. “I got into his house, spotted the socks
and shoes he’d worn, and then he nabbed me.
The beggar’'s ha]f mad with rage at gettin
bowled out, and——  What's that? Does he
wear a sports coat and play golt?  Crikey! 1
dunno, but I tell you I've got proof certain
that he's the Blandford thief!™ He listened to
Nelson Lee’s crisp  orders, and his eyes opened
with amazement. “You want me to wait an
lhiour—then c¢ome and tell my tale openly at
the club? Gosh! Don’t you understand,
guv'nor? The chap kpows I've found him out,
and he'll be making a4 getaway at this moment!”

He listened again, shouted a disgusted “Right-

oh!” and rang off. “Gosh!” he muttered. "1
found the chap, nearly had me
off for me pains, and now the guv'nor’s content
to play about while Burge clears off with the
spoil 1 :
- But orders were orders, and though Nipper felt
absolutely fed up at the guv'nor’s indifference,
he was torced to face an hour's inactivity when
every second counted!

—

CHAPTER 3.
THE ExD OF BAM BEURGE!

IPPER waited the hour out, but not a

second longer. Giving his name to the

N hall porter, he was taken at once to the

club smoke-room—and there he found

Nelson Lee lounging baek in a comforfable arm-

chair. Sir James Mull sat facing him, Colonel

Bruce, a police-sergeant, whom Nipper guessed

was Tuttle, and a stranger who looked like a
fashion plate, completed the circle. :

“The police, Tuttle, are a set of dunderheads!™
_Bruce wuas growling, as Nipper entered. “Why
don’'t you do something—you pack of asinine
porpoises?”

Tuttle coloured, and wriggled uncomfortably.

“You're hardly {fair, sir,” he rumbled. “We
haven’t a clue to go on—we've hunted the town
high and low.”

“Then hunt again, and find your clues, you—
you mutton-headed muddler!” Bruce snapped.
He would have said a lot more, but Lee spotted
Nipper and beckoned him forward.

“Ah! Nipper, I was wondering where you had
got to,” Lee said, and Nipper guessed then that
no mention must be made of his ’phone call.
“Now, you were hunting the tobacco shops for
a fellow smoking * Warhead,” were you not?”

vipper sftared.

&IDDW'H’ and I jolly found him,” he
answered. “Buf where got to now,
guv’nor—"

well
he's

head knocked -

"We'll
coldly.
“Well, T found the chap in nearly the last

hear your story, please,” lLee said

shop on my list,” Nipper began, “A  surly-
looking beggar he was, named Burge o

“Sam  Burge, d'you wmean?” Tuttle inter-
rupted. “Him thuat lives in Acacia Cottage—a
sailorman?” _

“That's the fellow,” Nipper admitted. "“Ard

a sour-tempered sweep he is!”

“There now, Mr. Carden,” Tuttle exelaimed,
turning to the well-dressed stranger. “You've
always hated Burge, and it looks as if jyou
were right in saying your next-door neighbour
was a scamp.”

“Wouldo’t put anything past Burge,” Carden
agreed laughingly. “But I don't understand—
I’ve only just entered the club—what's it all
about, Tuttle?”

Tuttle took the horn-handled knife from his
pocket—he had claimed it from Lee as one of
his * exhibits.”

“This here knife was discovercd after someone
had stolen the colonel's diamond,” he said
importantly. "It was found that the blade held
the stains of * Wurhead® ’baccy, and this boy
'as been lookin’ for th' chap as smoked it.”

“I see,” Carden said, slowly and quietly.

“We'll have your story, Nipper,” Lee said,
smiling at Tuttle's way of ignoring his work with
the microscope, _

“I found Burge actually buying the stufl,
learned where he lived, and got into his house,”
Nipper continued. “But he must have recognised
me from last night, and was waiting for me.”
lle then told of his finding the socks and shots
worn by Burge, and of the desperate fight that
followed. “I got away by the width of my
whiskers, guv’nor, but I'll be surprised if Burge
is waitiug for any more visitors.”

“And we're sitting here like fools!”
snported. “Your duty’s plain, Tuttle;
and arrest the fellow, you idiot!”

“We'll all go,” Carden said, jumping to his
feet with a grin. “I'll be glad to see the last
of Burge—always had the idea my next-dvor
neighbour was a wrong 'un.”

Five minutes later, Tuttle was banging on
Burge's door, as if he mcant to knock the house

Bruce
get out

down. _There was no answer, of course, and
when Nipper mentioned how he had got into

the place, a rush was made for the rear.

Tuttle, Bruce, and Carden dashed into the
kitchen, but Ne¢lson Lee signed to Mull and
Nipper to wait. .

“The house is empty,” he said. “But look at
the bottom wall of the garden—the creeper's
torn to bits and someone has departed that way,
in a very great hurry.”

“The beggar hasn’t tried to hide his trail.”

Nipper murmured. “He's got away, as I
expected, . guv'nor, and 1 can’t _understand
why—"

He shut up as DBruce and the others came

from the house to say it was empty, and a
move was made to the end of the garden.
Looking over the low wall, they stared down at
the sluggish River Stour—and there they saw a
sight that brought cries of alarm from every
lip.

Still fastened to a staple in the wall, they saw
an overturned hoat! A yachting eap had caught
on the lowest branch of a tree that dipped to
the water's edge, and a coat had floated back
to a mud patch Iawer down the river!

“"Um—so that's the end of Sam Burge,” Tuttle

muttered. “Y'see what's happened, gen'l'men—
he's been makin® a mad dash to escape, an’
Over-

'e's slipped from th’ {op of this 'ere wall.

(Condinued on page 43.)
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THE GREEN EYE! *
(Continued from page 41.)

turned th® boat, 'e haz, an’ ’'e's gone under for
sartin!”

“And tfaken my diamond with him!” Bruce
hooted. “We've got to drag the river, Tuttle—
wake up, man!”

“But it's running water, colonel,” Tuttle pro-
! “'E might ha’ drifted a mile or more,
by now.”

“Can’t help that!” Bruce snapped. “We'll
drag the Stour and find Burge--if we take a

month to do it!”
“Quite a good idea,” Nelson Lee agreed. “You'll
help, Carden: as Burge was a neighbour?”
Carden hesitated.
“Y-ve:, I suppose s0," he growled, evidently
not relighing the job. :
Nipper marvelled still more over the opera-
tions that followed, but he knew better than
to question the guv'nor’s actions at such a time.

Dragging pets were . sent for, and volunteors
obtained, but Nelson Lee seemed to take a
vicious delight in pushing Carden forward for
all the heaviest and dirtiest jobs during the |

hours that rollowed.

Brues hounded the weary gang on until dusk

miade the work doubly dithcult. Then Carden,
whose scowls had been growing as the hours
passed, flung down his end of the net and

rounded o<n the colonek

“You can drag the rest of the rotten
vourself, Bruce,”” he sparled.
and I'm going home to a bath and bed.”
in spite of all Bruce started to suy, he turned
sulkily away.

“Bruce, Dbe
Lee whispered.

river

guided for once, and shut up!
He hurried after Carden, and

said aloud: “We're all tired, Carden—vou've no ; |—11
fafraid Blandford has been badly spoofed!”
Giving him no

objection to us restinz and having a pipe in
your house for a minute or s077
chance to refuse, Lee turned quickly
Gyhers, “Come along, you fellows, l've
thing to szayv to you in Carden’s place.”
They were all very tired, and hardly a word
was spoken until they were in Carden’s little
gitting-room. Then Nelson Lee turned to Tuttle.
“Now, sergeant, iend me that knife a moment,”
ha requested.
Tuttle® surrendered  the penknife found in
Mall's digirg-room, and all eyves turned on Lee.
“We all kopow about the tobaeen stain, but it
will be news: to most of you. that this penknife
held a second and more important ciue,” Nelson
Lee =aid  quistly. “Strange, isn't it, Carden,
how often
tiny faw?”
“What d'vou mean, Lee?” demanded Carden.

to the
Sane-

“I'm talking about the Dblade-zsheath of this
knife—the metal lining that -the blades =n%p
into.”” Lee drawled. “When I examined the |

knife last night, I shook out a quantity of dust

from the sheath—the scourings of a man's
pocket! I examined them under a powerful
microscope, Carden.”

“"Well?” Carden whispered, with dry lips.
“The dust told me that the owner of this
knife wore a black and white sports coat, plaved

golf, and went shooting,” Lee =aid, slowly and
“diztinetly. :
b "What's all this to do with me?” said Carden.

“Only that I've traced the fellow—one hears
such a Jot of gossip in the club smoke-room,”
Lee drawled. His voice suddenly became sharp
and challenging: “But it's getting dark, Carden
—Iéght that lamp .over your head!” he rapped
out. =t

“L've biad cnough— |
And. |

|

a brilliant scheme is ruined by one

. you knew all this, why let us spend the

Carden’s breath came like the sound of a thin
whistle; but, after 2 moment’s hesitation, he
struck a match, jumped on a chair, and made as
If to light a lamp of crusted, coloured glass.

Then he suddenly tore the thing away from its
.holding and took a firing leap from chair to
door! His move was so totally unexpected that
Eﬂtra soul in the room moved—except XNelson

ee!

The great detective had been watching him
like a hawk, and Carden had barely two seconds
start before Lee was through the door and
after him. Those in the room heard*a shot and
the sound of a fierce struggle; then, as they
streamed out to the open, they saw Carden and
Lee tossing on the pgrass—but Lee was on top
and busily wrenching a smoking revolver from
Carden’s hand!

With four men piling
strugegles came to an end.
into the room—then Colonel Mannington
could hold his pctace no longer.

“1 don't know what game you're playing,
Lee,” he {umed. “But Carden’'s my f{riend, and
I hope you can justify your high-handed
actions.”

“I hope I can,” Lee smiled.

‘'on  him, Carden’s
He was hauled back
Bruce

“Anvway, Nipper,

see if you can find Lhe coat I'm looking for,
in Carden’s bed-room—and a hidden way from
thiz= house to the one next door!v

Nipper was about to leave the room when a
hoarse goowl Trom Carden Dbrouzht him to a
stand.

“You needn’'t trouble to 20,7 he snarled.
“Hang you! The game's finished, and I might
as well admit that the coat’s there, and that
the wardrobe hides a sliding p:anel opening to
next door.”

“Gosh, guv'nor!™ Nipper zasped. “Then
Carden and Burze have been woiking the thefts
togzetnerl”

“There’s no such fellbow as Buree.” Lee

“In plain Enzlish, Carden and

answerad quictly.
thie  same person—and I'm

Burge are one aml

C “Prepasterous!” Bruce snapped. “We've all
geen DBarge, and we 2all Enow Carden well
enouch.”

“But have youn ever zeen them  together?”
Nelson Lee askad.

“You're right., Lee!™ Mull  eried  suddenly.

“Carden would never leave his house while Burze

was ahout—said he hated the ':'-.*ll-czajﬁ' too muceh

to look at him!”

“He's fooled wus nicely, and I looked mnpan
vou as the Dbiveest ass in England,” Bruce
admitted ruefully. “But I haven't got the-
diamond back yet—"

Nelson Lee lifted the eoloured  lump  and

pointed to a big zreen som zet mmongst tones

of many shades and tinis.

“There's your uzreen stone, and the other
jewels stolen in Biandford will alsas he here”
he said. “A clever hiding-place, for few woulid
suspect an old lamp of holding stones worth

thousands.”
“But I say, zavnor” Ly O

after-

Nipper protested.

| noon dragging that beastly river?”

»

Lee’s eyes twinkled.

“Well, young 'un, Carden arranzed the =ad
accident, so I thought it only fuir to let him
look for the body.” he anzwered.

Carden’s opinion of that was more forcible
than polite; ‘but .when the heavy hand of
Sergeant Tuttle dropped on his shoulder. he

suddenly became very quiet!

a THE EXD.

(Alore mustery. thrills and surprises in wvex! week's
gripping yarn_of NELSON LEL and NIPPER
“THE SLEEPING MYSTERY ! Oirder jour
NELSON LEE LIBRARY in advoner !
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X (Conlinuzd from page 35.) @l
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across the road a new building was going

-

@..

up, and there was a huge pool of ready-
mixed mortar in full sight—a great mass
of the stufl, three or four feet Lloop

T3y

“Justice always provides a way said
Willy happiiy.

Forrest and Gulliver and Bell, one after
the other, were sent huriling headfirst into
the HtiC‘lﬂ., liquid mortar. "They vanished,
and emerged 1n the most appalhurr con-
dition, But it was a light enough punish-
ment considering thelr vicious, c*ontc*mpnhu

{rick.
“That’s that!” said Willy calmly

, as his
!I'Id._]DI came up. “ No. l(*d don’t troubie!
They’ve had their dose! Take my advice,

and buzz off to 1114\ River Hnnno School, L,nrl
watch the mateh.”

“The match!” said Handforth, with a
start.

“Yes, rather,” said Willy. “It only
started ten minutes ago, and if you hurry,

yvou'lt still sce most of it.”
Handforth turned to his chums with rleam-
mrr eves.
“Come on!” he said tenselv.
of it. ch? By George! We'll d
see ! :
As it happened, that match was destined
to lead to a ‘:EI'I'D:: of evenis which would
eclipse everytning that had gone before.
The present i'ph()dt‘ was over, and Iidward
Oswald Handiorth had gone a further siep

in his whirlwind ecareer as Capinin of the
I cmove !

“RSee most
do niore than

i

THF‘ E‘JD.

(Another ra:‘hrhm; Zau. fom:e:sfe yarn
nexf week — “HANDFORTH'S IPUJ’
RELE! Also. look cut for annouiice-
wcanka af the f)’ffr SURPRISE thai is on

the way. ) = 3
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