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This week's stunning long complete yarn of the Boys
of St. Frank's is the opening story of a powerful

new sertes.

Get all your friends to read it!
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CITAPTER 1.
TIHIE (RASID IN THE DARK!

é HUCK it, Hamdy, you ass!’’ said
Church, m alarm.
“Chuck what ?”’ demanded Hand-

forth.
“You’'ll have us in the ditch at this rate!”
gasped Church, clinging to the side of* the
car. “We must be doing forty!”

Handforth switched on the dashboard light,
and glanced at the spcedometer.

“Torty-cight, to be exact,” he said com-
placently. “We're late cnough already, and
we can't afford to loiter. It’s nearly eleven
o’clock ¥

Church wisely refrained from making any
further remark. He knew well enough that
if he urged Handforth to slow down, Hand-
forth would oniy go f{faster. The famous
chums of Study D were speeding towards St.
Frank’s College in the darEness of the autumn
evening, and their journey from London was
nearly over. They were only eight miles
from Bannington—and then, of course, it was
only another three to St. Frank'’s. Hand-

T At

forth reckoned to be home by e!eren-thf_x:ty.ﬁ

1 Austin Seven,

It had been a special oceasion.

Edward Oswald Handforth had spent the
day in London, at the express wish of his
parents, who had of course, fixed everything
up with the Head. Handforths pater had
wanted both his sons to be in town that day
to join in the welcome of an uncle, just home
from the Ilast. :

Willy, naturally, had gone up by train, and
had arrived back at the school in strict accord-
ance with the permit. But his major had
msisted upon going up ito London in his
and he had succeeded in get-
ting his two faithful chums included in the
pass. :

Of course, Handforth had started out from
London with the strict intention of getting to

Frank’s by eight-thirty—the actual time-
lrmt of the permit. It was just like this
super-optimist to believe that he could do
the trip without even a minute of margin.
The possibility of minor mishaps never
occurred to him.

On the whole, the run from London had
been uneventful. True, a tyre had become
flat after twenty miles of the journey had
been covered, and Handforth had insisted
upen repairing it, instead of wutilising his
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sparc wheel. An hour had slipped dreamily
while Handlcrth was searehing for a puncture
that didn's exist, In the end, he had dis
covered that the valve was faulty, and that
he needn’t have taken the tube out at all,
Then, a mile or two further along, he had
run out cf petrol. Running out of petrol was
one of Handforth’s pet hobbies. Church and
McClure had warned him, they had urged
him to carry a spare can, but, with his usual
superiority, he had scoffed at their fears.
And the car had run out of *juice’ just in

that spot where cars always do run out of |

juicc—about five miles from anywhere!

Until that minute, they had been passing
cars and lorries by the dozen, and Handforth
bhad cven remarked upon the crowded state
of the road. DBut as soon as they ran out of
petrol, there wasn’t a car to be seen. The
empty road mocked at them, and another
half-hour passed gracefully.

At last a touring car had come in sight,
and the genial owner had supplied the
siranded schoolboys with a gallon of petrol
Handforth had 1insisted upon paying for it,
and the genial motorist had insisted upon
presenting them with the spirit. Net-result—
another half-hour wasted in argument.

In IIelmford, in spite of Church and
McClure’s anxiety, Handforth had spent an
hour in a tea-shop. How could they expect
to arrive hale and hearty if they starved
themselves on the way? A five-minute snack
would make little or no difference, for this
brief deiay could easily be made up. But
Handforth seemed to have a very peculiar
notion of five minutes.

“¥Yes,” he remarked, as he opened the
throttle wider, “we can’t afford to loiter, my
lads! And you’d better prepare the yarn
you're going to tell Mr. Lee! He’ll probably
want to know why welre three hours late!”’

“Yarn?”’ said MecClure. “What yarn?
Are you trying to biame us for thisf You
know jolly weﬁ that we advised you to start
hours before you did|”

“We shan’t get home at all, by the look
of 1t,” said Church_bitterly. “We’re more
likely to be picked up and taken to the
hospital 17

Handforth was certainly speceding. 'The
road was clear, and the little Austin was
purring along valiantly, But in such a small
car, a speed of nearly f{ifty miles an hour
scemced positively terrifying.

“It’s a pity if you can’t trust my driving,”
said Handforth tartly. *“ All Kcu’ve got to do
is to sit behind there and take things easily.
I.cave the driving to me, and we'll be home
in less than half an hour.”

He changed his position, lolling back
luxuriously behind the wheel. He even rested
one of his fcet on the face of the dashboard,
for he had become rather cramped after his
long spell of driving.

““T say, steady!” protested Church, peering
forward through the gloom. *“ You’re not an
acrobat, Handy! You can’t drive lving

swn!  Don’t forgel you’ve got two pas-

-

-

sengers !
you are!l”’

Handficrth Jaughed, and assumed an even
more recumbent position. 1

We're not anxious to die, even if

With one icot on
the throttle, he was in perfect control, and,
m an emergency, the same foot operated tho
brake, so he felt that he could afiord to take
his ease. :

“1 can drive this car blindiold!’ he de-
clared calmly. “If it camne to it, 1 could drive
her even if I was facing backwards. Fo you
can take a nap and 2

“Ugh!” gasped his chums simultancously.

The little car had suddenly gone over a
deep rut, and she bucked so much that Charch
and McClure were jolted out of their seats.
Ay the samu second the car lights snapped:
out, and Handforth was rudely awakened
from his case,

“‘E}'hca I” he gasped.

“What the dickens

It was a pitchy dark night, and the road
was not particularly wide just here. The.
sudden extinction of the headlights was dis-
concerting, and Handforth only just managed
to spuil up in time—in the middle of the road,
tortunately, but facing the off-side hedge.
It was just on a bend, and but for the swift
application of the brakes, the car would have
met with a nasty accident,

“Here’s a go!” said Handforth, as he
climbed out. *The lights have failed!”

‘““Really 7’ asked Church, with sarcasm.

“Must be a loose wire—or the batteries
might have gone west!”’ said Handforth
anxiously.  “Just our luck! These things
always happen when we're in a hurry !’

“Wouldn't it be a good idea to look at thae
switch?” asked MeClure.

“Don’t be an ass,” went on Handforth.
“I didn’t touch the switch! D’you think I
don’t know why the lights suddenly fail?
It’s because there’s a wire loose somewhere.
We shall have to undo the lamps.”

“Yes, but—"

“I don't want any advice from cither of
you ! interrupted Handforth, curtly.

He would have been far more sensible,
however, 1f he bhad listened to McClure's
common-sense suggestion, But he knew well
enough that he had not switched off, so what
on carth was the good of leoking for the
trouble in that quarter?

“We'll take the lamnps to pieces!" he said
briskly. **Where’s the electric torch, Mac?
Out with 1t, and show me a light!”’

“I haven't got the torch!”
MecClure.

“Haven't got it?” roared Handforth,
“Didn’t I give it to you before we started 7”

“Yes, you did—and then, on sccond
thoughts, you said you’d carry it yourself,
to be on the safe side,”” retorted McClure

growled

crossly.

“Great guns!” gasped Handforth. “1 lcft
it in the hall, at home |”’

“Tll run and fetch it!” said McClure

sourly.
“What the dickens arc we to do now?”
demanded Handforth, seratching his head.
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““How can I take these lamps to pieces in
the dark? We're miles from anywhere, and
it’s no goed striking matches.”

“Not a bit,” said Church. *“ Especially as
we haven’t got any !”

“Oh, well, we might as well make a night
of 1t,”” said MecClure resignedly. ‘ Lelt’s
shove the car into the grass, and go to slecp.
Or, better still, have a look at the switch,
and continue the trip.”

“I didn’t touch the switch, I tell youl!”
snorted Handforth.

“Hi! Look out!’’ put in Church, in alarm.
“There’s a car coming! Can’t you see the
lizhts showing on the hedge 7"’

*“Bother the car!” said Handforth tartly.
‘““Help me with these lamps!”

It didn’t occur to him that his Austin
Seven was obstructing the highway, particu-
larly as there were no lights showing on it.
And that bend made the position much more
acute, for the oncoming driver would know
nothing until it was too late.

Hangforth bent down in front of his Austin,

The driver of the other car was elderly,
but nevertheless upright and brisk, with a
clean-shaven face, and iron-grey hair.. There
was an angry expression on his face.

“What is the meaning of this automobile
standing in the road without lights?” he
asked &nrply. “Oh! You're schoolboys,
eh? You ought to be thankful that there
wasn’t a serious smash,”’

Handforth gasped.

“There was!'’ he retorted.
Ca'{' EI‘J

“The fault was entirely your own—

“Look at it!” roared Handforth, pointing.
“It’s ruined beyond repair! Couldn’t you
steer clear of it? This Austin isn’t as big as
a lorry! I want your number! I want your
name and address!”

“Steady, my boy—steady!’”’ said the
stranger, in a quiet voice, “If you get excited
like this, I shall refuse to speak to you at
all. The mishap is only a slight one—the
damage is trivial. You ought to feel very
thankful that your machine was not smashed.

“Look at my

1

E

and wrenched at one of the headlamps. At|Why did you leave it standing without
tho same second, a lights "
huge saloon came .
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a crash, and the . certainly did speak
Austin was heaved “““'““*"""'WEDNESDAY! with an American
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was struck by the
rim of his off-side headlamp. and he sat down
in the road, dazed and bewildered.

The big car backed away slightly, and the
solitary occupant climbed out, and locked
rather grimly at the boys. Ilandforth
struggled dizzily to his feet, and took no
notice of the bruise on his forehead. Although
his head was throbbing agonisingly, his
thoughts were all for his car. There had
heen no mistaking that crash.

\With his mind full of awful fears, he reeled
round to the rear,

He toock no notice of the big car, but
rushed to his own, which stood in the full
glare of the new arrival’s great headlamps.
And Handforth uttered a wail as he saw an
ugly dent in the off-side rear wing. The
enamel was chipped off, the wing was slightly
buckled, and the dent was deep.

“My car’s ruined!’”’ hooted Handforth.

He danced about so madly that Church and
McClure felt relieved. There was no doubt
ﬂbll:fmt their leader’s recovery. He was him-
self.

]

1

Handforth's remarks.

“I think you boys belong to St. Frank’s
College, don't you ?”’ he asked,

“What's that got to do with my car?”
asked Ilandforth warmly. “If it’s all the
same to you, sir, I'd like to know your name,”
he said gruffly. ‘‘I've already taken the
number of your car.”

The stranger laughed.

And, without another word, he went back
to his own car, climbed in, and started tho
engine. DBefore Handforth could realise his
intention, he had glided on, and was swal-
lowed up in the night.

CHAPTER 2.

THE END OF A PERFFCT
EVENING |

E'S gone "’
Handforth, in alarm.
“Quick! Call him back!"
“It’s too late, old man,”
said Church. ‘ After all,
vou had a bit of a nerve to speak to him as

you did.”

cjaculated
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“But look what he's done to my carl|”|

snorted Handforth.

“Blow your car!” retorted Church, his
paticnce entirely exhausted. “ Anybody
might think it was his fault!”

“Well, wasn’t it ?”

““Of course it wasn't!”’ snapped Church.
“You hadn’t got any lights on, and he was
on us before he knew it. It’s entirely your
own fault for not switching on the lights!”’

*“Why, you—you i

“ Like this!” said McClure, pulling at the
switches.

“ Great Scott!” gurgled Handforth.

The lights had come on instantly—as
McClure had known they would. But lHand-
forth was startled.

“But—but I didn’t switch them off!”’ he
cjaculated. *I thought something had gone
wreng with the wiring! Of all the mys-
terious goes! THow on earth did those
switches get turned off 1

McClure sighed.

“YWhat clse do you expect, when vou drive
with one foot on the dashboard?’ he asked
indignantly,

To the relief of his chums, Handforth
climbed into the driving seat, and the rest of
ithe journey was accomplished without any
further delay. As they had expected, the
great pile of 8t. Frank’s was dark. All lights
were out, except for a solitary gleam in the
lobby of the Ancient Ilouse, And Mr. Nelson
TL.ce, the Houscmaster, was waiting up. He
listened rather grimly while the long tale of
delavs was recounted.

“fFortunately, I know that you boys arc
truthful,”’ he said at length. *‘*Under the
circumstances, I will excuse you—although
vou don’t deserve i1t.  Put your car up,
Handforth, and then go straight to” bed.”’

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Handforth.

The chums of Study D were fecling re-
lieved as they put the car up, and then
hurried back to the Ancient House. It was
wst like their Housemaster to be so jolly
decent about the whole affair. As Lee had
mtimated, he knew Handforth |

CHAPTER 3.
THE NEADMASTER'S GUEST!

R. MALCOLM STAFFORD
smilingly shook his head.
“A very plausible
theory, Professor Hudson,
_ but I am afraid it would
fall to pieces in practice,” he protested. * We,
m ILngland, are rather prone to cling to old
traditions, and to mistrust these modern ideas
from the New World.”

“But you are quite wrong, Dr. Stafford,”
said the other. “This is no mere theory that
I am .propounding. 1t has been tried--it had
been put into practice. And it has been
proved successful.”

They were scated
private residence.

in the headmaster’s
Breakfast was nearly over,

and the apartment was cheery with the
flickering of a bright coal fire.

Dr, Stallord’s guest was a refined-looking
man—rather elderly, with iron-grey hair, He
was clean-shaven, and very alert. A typical
American. In short, the gentleman who had
cncountered Handforth & Co. on the read
during the night.

He was quite an important person—being,
in fact, a professor of Hale University, one
of thc most important seats of learning in the
United States. He was in England ior the
purpose of investigating tho Dritish educa-
tional systemn at first hand, particularly in
regard to the great publie schools.

He had gladly accepted an invitation from
Dr. Stafford to spend a few days at St
I'rani’s as the headmaster’s guest. Previous
to this, however, he had met the school
governors, and had obtained their sanction
to a certain rather revolutionary proposal.

“You say these theories have been tested 7’
smiled the Head. *‘I presume you mean in
America 7’

“Well, yes.”

““America 13 & new country, Professor
Hndson,” said the Head. “It will put these
things mto practice more readily than Great
Britain. And am I to understand that the
experiment was tried in a great school ¥

“It has been tried in schools, in prisons,
and in many jnstitutions,” rephied Professor
Hudson. “ While admiiting that some of
these experiments have failed, .others have
been suceessful. It all depends upen the
type of individual. And here, at St. Frank’s,
yvou have the ideal material.”

“From your point of view, perhaps—but
not from mine,” said Dr. Stafford hrmiy,
“T don’t want yeu to think that I have no
sympathy with your theory, sir. On the con-
trary, it is a sound and admirable one—and
I have naot the slichtest doubt that it would
be partiallv successful. At the same time, I
would not like to risk the experiment at St.
Frank’s.”’

They rose from the tablg, and went into
the Head’s study to enjoy a quiet cigar.
Professor Hudson stood at the window {or a
few moments, looking out across the Inner
Court towards the imposine Clock Tower and
the gracefnl buildings which comprised the
Schoel Heoeuse.

He sighed, and turned.

“I am genuinely sorry that you cannct see
ceve to eye with me,”” he went on, before the
Head could speak. “It 1s all the more to be
regretted, because I have the full sanction of
the school governors.”

“I am afraid they are too easily persuaded,”
said the Head coldly.

Dr. Stafford was rot quite happy. He was
a tinc old gentleman—one of the real old
school. He was the best headmaster that St.
Frank’s had cver had, and for years he had
conducted the schoel admirably and ably.
His name was almost a household word in
the scholastic world. And he was a great
lover of tradition, Fe regarded St. Frank’s
| with something very akin to reverence,
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While Handy was wrenching at the headlight & great limousine came tearing round the bend.

“Hi! Look

put ! " yelled Church. There followed a shrieking ol brakes, and then a crash, as the big car struck the littls

Austin in

“Yes, T am afraid the governors are too
casily persuaded,” repeated the Head thought-
fully. “Sir John Brent has written to Ime,
professor. Ie has expressed the utmmost con-
fidence in vour theories, and he and his col-
leagues are content to leave the matter in
my hands. 1 can aceept your proposal, or
reject 1it, at my discretion,”

“Sir John informed me that vou would
have a free hand.”
“And T have,” nodded the Ilead. “1 can-

not possibly entertain

“But one moment, sir!”’ urged Professor
Hudson ecarnestly. “Is this proposition of
mine so very appalling, after all? It can he
explaimmed im a word. Instead of binding your
boys to rules and regulations, you place them
on their honour. Won't that have a hundred
per cent beneficial effect 77

“Perhaps I am too old-fashicned,” smiled
the Head, “Dut I cannot possibly see how
any benefits could aecrue. Yo propose that
all rales and regulations should cease, and
that the entire school should be placed on
it= honour to attend lessons, to keep bounds,
to go to bed at ithe correct hour, and to arise
without compulsipn? My dear sir, it is a
dream,”

1}

the rear.

sut 1t cannot fail,”’ insisted the American
professor,  “These boys of vours are honour-
able—they are steeped in the tradition, which
you so rightly admire. "The hcnour system
has succeeded in prisons, among criminals!
How, then, can fﬁm'n be any possible risk
when that same systein is adapted to an
establishment such as this—where honour is
the kevnote of the school’s very life?”

The Head pursed his lips.

“I chould be sorry to give my consent—and
that 1s all 1 can say on the matter,”’ he
replied. “If you can give me any indication
that it might succeed, 1 would not be so—
so—well, obstinate. DBut how can I receive
that indication ¥’

Professor Hudson laughed.

“If 1t were within my power, T would do
my Dbest to enlichten you this very day,”” he
replied.  “ITuman nature 13 a wonderful
thing, Dr, Stafford. Prohibit a certain thing,
and people will want it. Let them have their
fill, and their desire for it vanishes. Qur own
prohibition is a case in point.”

“T do not quite sce how that applies here”

L —

- “Buat, my dear Dr. Stafford, it is abso
' litely the some thing,” declared the pro-
| fessor. “Nour bovs are prohibited In a
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hundred-and-one ways which we need not
enumerate, They aro forbidden to do this,
.and forbidden to do that. They must obey
these hidebound conventions—or receive
punishment. What is the result? They
break the school rules with impunity. Can
you deny that not a single day passes without
a score of minor rules being broken 1’

“The delinquents are punished,” said the
Head firmly, 3

“Of course they are,”’ said the professor.
“But if there were no rules, there would be
no desire to break them. A decent boy, when
he is placed on his honour, will keep to his
honour far more than he will keep to any
regulation. That is the whole point of my
argument,”’’

“ But with the regulations we are, at least,
dealing with something that wo know to be
definite,”’ retorted the Head. “ No, Professor
IIudsen, we must agree to differ. Ah, the
sun is generous to-day,” he added, as he went
to the window. “May I have the pleasure of
conducting you round the school?”

“I shall be delighted,” said the guest. |

But therc was a tone of regret in Ris voice,
for the headmaster’s zbrupt termination of
the argument indicated that he was rock-like
in his decision,

—

CHAPTER 4.
' HANDFORTH'S DISCOVERY !

cCLURE sat up in bed, and
yawned.

“Rummy!” he
mured sleepily.

For some mcments he
had been awake, and he had a vague sensa-
tion that there was something different this
morning. The rising-bell wasn’t ringing, and

mur-

his two chums were still aslcep. But he had
an 1mpression that thero was something
wrong.

“Scems jolly light!” he muttered, as he
got out of bed. “‘Sun’s shining, too. Must
be time to get up——’

He broke off, staring.

“What's this—cleven o’clock #*' he ejacn-
lated, aghast. ““What the dickens—— Rats!
My ticker’s gone wrong!”

He went to the window, and locked out.
There wasn't a soul in sight in the West
Squarc—proof positive that the school wasn’t
up yet. It was funny how a chap could get
a false 1mpression when hoe was half awake.
All the same, the sun was higher than it
ought to have been.

He had a thought, and went to Handfcrtlie
clothing. @ He took out Idward wald’s
watch, and stared. A minute to éleven!
This was more than a coincidence, surely?
And then, to clinch matters, the school clock
chimed, and boomed out eleven strokes.

it ‘i\i'y DI]I:Y hﬂ_,t!" Eﬂid hICCIHTU b]ﬁﬂk[j’.

And then, of course, he remembered. They
hadn’t gone to bed until something like mid-
night, and so “they hadn’t even heard the
rising-beil. And Nelson Lee. no doubt, had

i

given instructions that they were not to be
disturbed.  Morning lessons were in full
swing, and they were missing them! 'T'he
door opened, and Nelson Lee himself looked
in,

“ Ah, McClure, awake?” he asked smilingly.

“Yes, sir,” said Mac. ‘I—I didn’t hear
the rising-bell, sir! Awfully sorry =

“¥You needn’t concern yourself, MeClure,"”
interrupted Lee. *“1 have excused you from
lessons this morning. How is the patient !

““The patient, sir?”’ said McClure. “Oh,
you mean Handforth "

Handforth sat up, probably disturbed by
the voices.

“1 wish you fatheads would dry up!” he
grumbled, rubbing his eyes. “IHow can a
fellow sleep through all this din? Your voice
is bad enough, but that other chap’s—— Eh?
Oh, crumbs ! he added, staring at the House-
master in dismay. “I—I didn’t know 2

“I'eciing better, Handforth 7’ asked Lee
discreetly.

“ Better, sir?”

““I hope your hecad——"

“Oh, my head, sir,”’ said Handforth, fecel-
ing it, and giving a yvelp. *Corks! *It hurts,
sir! I’'m all tender 1n front!”’

“Your head’s a tender spot, old man,’
MeClure. .

“You ass! If you mean

“I think vou are well enough to get up,
Handforth,” interrupted Nelscn Lee drily.
“But you must keep that plaster on, and if
you feel any additional pains in yvour head—
any dizziness, or any unusual symptoms, come
and report to me at once. You will all
resume your usual work this afternoon.”

“Thanks awfully, sir.”

The Housemaster went out, and Handforth
glared at his reflection in the mirror. Church
was awake by this time, and he and McClure
were feeling happy. Only half the morning
gone, and the rest was theirs! Handforth
continued to stare migerably into the mirror,

“What a ghastly sight I”’ he said bitterly.

MeClure glanced round.

“It’s no good grumbling about it. Handy.”
he said gently. * After all, a chap can’t help
Nature—"’ i

“ Nature?” said Handforth, with a start.

“Weren’t you talking about your face?”

“No, I wasn’t!” roared Handforth.

“But you said something about a ghastly
sight——"’

“I meant this rotien plaster 1”

“Well, you should say what you meant”’
retorted Church. “You can’t blame us if we
jump to a natural conclusion, But you
needn’t worry abont the plaster—it improves
your appearance, old man.”

“Improves 1t 7’ said Handforth. “How?”
“Well, it hides a bit of you up!”
“You—you——"

““Ha, ha, hal”

Church and McClure yelled as they made
a dash out of the dormitory for the bathroom.
And Handforth, snorting, went on dressing.
But he was very worried about that patch of

? said

13
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adhesive plaster on his forchcad. He had a
horror of being chipped by the other juniors.

Then another thought occurred to him—a
thought that made himm forget all about his
personal appeararce. WWhat about his Austin
Seven ? It had been dark during the night,
and he hadn’t been able to examine the
damage properly. But now it was light—and
he had the morning to himself.

e had had a drecam—and in it he had
gcen his little car smashed to a tiny heap of
scrap iron. ‘The whole car had been pul-
verized. and reduced to tiny fragments. It
hadn't been a particularly unpleasant dream
i other respeets, but Handforth regarded it
a3 & ghastly nightmare.

He dressed at a2 furious speed, and he was
only partly conscious of a dull headache.
But this. forfunately, was the only after-
effect of that knock—except, of course, for a
severe tenderness of the affected part.

Although Church and McClure had had a
good start, Handforth was ready as soon as
they were.  And when they got down, they
found the morning interval over, and the
schoo! back in its class-rooms. They went
outside, to find everything deserted and un-
canniuy quict.

“It’s all very well being excused lessons,”
said Church. “but there’s not much fun in it.
A chap can’t enjoy himself when he knows
that everybody else is working. 1 expect
that's why Bank Holidays are such a suc-
cess, livervbody knows that everybody else
iz having a good time, so they all feel happj'.
Diow 1t, I"d rather go into the class-room.”

“I believe I would, too, admitted
MeClure.

“Then you can go—and good riddance!”
said Handforth tartly. “I'm only too glad
of this quiet hour. I want to examine my
Austin, and find out what damage has bheen
done. And if you chaps desert me, I won’t
speak to you for a week!”’ .

They grinned, and followed him through
West Arch, and out through the West Gate
to the commodious bicycle sheds. Handforth
kept his Austin Seven here—for it was such
a handy little “’bus ” that it easily went in
and out.

“We'll run her into the square,” said
ITandforth. ‘‘Plenty of room thcre.”

Ic started up, and the sturdy little engine
answered on the instant. 'The car glided out,
nipped through the gateway, and Handforth
pulled it up in the square, where the sun-
shine was strong. He wanted a good light!

“Look |” he said thickly, as he went round
to the rear. “Didn’t I tell you the car was
wrecked 277

“I can’t seo anything wrong,’’ said Church.

“Look at that wing!” roared Handforth.
“It’s buckled, 1it's twisted and dented,
and Great Scott! The number-plate’s
cracked!” he added, aghast. *“And look at
my spare wheel, too! 1t's all askew on its
fa:-‘:tei:ing! Why, the car’s nothing but a
ruwmn |”

¥y

i

CHADPTER 5,
PROFESSORE HUDSON PAYS UP.

¢ UCH as thev wanted to
agree with their leader—
since agreeing was the only
peaceful  ecourse — Church
' and MecClure could not
truthfully say that the Austin Seven was a
ruin.

“Don’t exaggerate, old man,” said Church.
“Substantially, the car’'s as good as ever.
The wing's a bit wonky, the numbher plate’s
cracked, and the spare wheel seems to have
had a kosh. Otherwise, she’s all right.”

“Otherwise!” raved Handforth. “It'll cost
quids to have these things put right!”’

Ilis chums did not care to point out that
it was his own fault.

“But she’s insured,”” said Church gently.
“You needn’t get the wind up.”

“Yes, che's insured!” said Handforth
grimly. “ But what about the other car? I've
got to give all particulars if 1 make a claim.
Besides, I don’t believe in it—that American
chap is responsible. Why should the insur-
ance company pay, when it didn’t cause the
damage? It wasn’t their fault!”

Church and McClure stared blankly.

“But—but what do you pay your premium
for 7” asked Mac.

“Preminm?’’ said Handforth. “I don’t
pay anything !”

“Then you're not insured, you ass!”

“My aunt pays it,”’ said Handforth coldly.
“She gave me the car for a birthday present,
and she pays the tax and the insurance. But
why should I bother my head about these
things? That American chap ought to pay.
T’ve got his number, thank goodness, and I'll
{ind out who he is!”

“I wish you luck!” said Church crossly.
“The whole thing’s simple. You’ve just got
to make a claim, say what the damage is,
and the insurance company will put every-
thing right in no time. There’s no need for
all this fuss!” ‘

“If T could lay my hands on the American
bounder now, I'd absolutely get ten quid out
of him for damages!” said Handforth, with
a snort. ‘“He oughin’t to be allowed to use
the Inglish roads! Who is he? Why can’t
he keep in America? Like his nerve, coming
over here, and smashing up English cars with
his silly recklessness——"

“My hat!” interrupted MecClure suddenly.

He was staring through West Arch. A
figure had just turned into it, and there could
be no mistaking the man. It was the stranger
who had driven that ecar during the night!

““He's here!’”” breathed McClure,

“Who's here?”’

“Tlere at St. Frank’s!” grinned Mae.
“That American gentleman! Let's sce you
go up to him, and get your tenner, Handy "’

Handforth gave one look, and he uttered a
shout of triumph.

“Yes, you're right!” he ejaculated,
him |
not |”

[ ¥ IL,E
Now you'll sce whether I mean it or
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Professor Hudson was admiring the school
—sirolling round at his leisure, appreciating
tha architecture. "The headmaster had been
called away for a few minutes, and promised
to rejoin his guest shortly. Handforth rushed
up, and fairly pounced upon his prey.

“So you're here, are you?'’ he said trium-
phantly. ‘“What about my car?”

“Ah, my boy!”” said the professor. *Are
you not the high-spirited youngster I met on
the road last night? What’s all this about
your car?l”’

“It’s wrecked!” said Handlorih fiercely.
“I don’t suppose you're to blame—you're an
American, and we can’t expect you to control
a car properly on the Iinglish roads. 'They
run all the traffic on the wrong side of the
road in America, don’t they 7"’

“No, on the right,” smiled Professor
Hudson.

“Well, the right side 1s the wrong!” re-
tortcd Handforth firmly. *“I don’t want any
fuss, you know,” he added. “I don’t want
any bother. I've caught you now, so yeu'd
better pay up and smile!”

“You don't want any fuss?’’ chuckled the
professor. “Or any bother 7"’

“No, I don't!” retorted Handforth. *“ Come
and have a loock at my car! And if you
don’t pay up after that, I'll get my father
to issuec a prosecution! You ncedn’t think
you can come to England, and ride rough-
ehod through everything, and smash pcople’s
cars just as you likel” )

Church and McClure listened in an agony.
Happily, the prolessor seemed to be taking
his forceful statements in good part.

“Well, well,” he said genially. “TI'll for-
give you, young man.”
“Forgive mc!”’ said Handforth, staring.

“I'll forgive your apparent insolence,” said
the visitor, *““Somehow, 1 don’t think you
aciually mean it. And, since I certainly did
collide with your little car—although I don’t
acknowledge any  blame—TI’ll pay w
smilingly, Do you think twenty pounds will
meet the bill 7’

He held out a sheaf of fivers, and Handforth
lcoked blank.

“You—you mean you'll pay 7"’ he asked.

“Why, certainly.”

“That’s awfully decent of you, sir,”” said
Handforth, his fornjer arrogance fading like
mist before the sunshine. ' I—I didn't know
vou'd be such a sportsman. As a matter of
fact, sir, the car’s insured, and I don’t think
I neced your money at all. Thanks all the
same !”’

* Water !” murmured Church fecbly.

Professor Hudson smiled.

“Just another example, Dr. Stafford, of the
point raised in our little discussion,” he said.
“When our young friend found that I was
perfectly willing to pay up, he had no further
desire for the money.”

The juniors started, and looked round. Tho
Lheadmaster was there, and they all grabbed
for their caps, and removed then.

“Morning, airi’’ they chorused breath-
lessiy,

-

“Let me see,”” said thg Head. “You are
the boys who were out so late last night,
are you not? I hope your head is much
better, Handforth? Mr, Lee told me what
e nasty ecrack you had had.”

“I'm all right, sir, thanks,” =aid Hand-
forth uncomiortably. :

“This gentleman is Profescor Hudson—my
guest,” explained the Head, much to Hand-
forth’s confusion. *“lhrec of our jumior boys,
professor. I think you have already madc
their acquaintance?”

“Yes, fortunately,”” said the American,
““We are already the best of friends, I hope.
I am afraid I damaged their car—"

“ Not a bit, sir!” said Handforth promptly.
“Only a scratch or two, sir! Nothing to
worry about at all. Please don’t mention it
sir !’

“Give me air!” breathed AleClure,
ning himself, y

“I am rapidly coming to the conclusion,
young man, that you are very much of a
fraud,”” said the professor genially. *‘If there
is any trouble over that insurance, let mo
know at once, and I will put 1t right. Shall
we proceed, Dr. Stafford 7”

“One moment, professor,” said the Head,
a grim little note coming into his voice,
“Handforth, what is this car doing here, in
the square 1"’

“Deoing, sir? Nothing, sir!”

“I did not want you to take me literally,”’
said the Head severely. By whose authority
did you bring the car here? You surely
know that it is against all the school rules?”

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth meckly.

“You admit that you knew it?’

“Yes, sir.”

“And still you committed the breach—
deliberately and knowingly

“I—I Oh, well, sir, I’'m ready to stand
the racket, sir,”” said Handforth. *TI'll tako
the car out at once, if you like. I'd forgotten
that you had rather rummy idcas on tho
subject }”’

“ Rummy

fan-

!3!

ideas ejaculated the Head.
“Ahem! ' I—1 should. sa¥y- You will
remove the car to the proper place, and as I
do not think you deliberatlely defied the rules,
I will sayv no more about it.”’

He nodded, and he and the professor left.

“Still  another Iittle indication of my
points,” said Professor Hudson quietly. “The
boy broke the rules knowingly, but thoupght
so little of it that he was surprised when you
mentioned the faet. But if he had been put
upon his honour not to bring the car into
these precinets, he would never have done
such a thing. Of that you may be sure.”

“H'm!” said the IIead thoughtfully.
“Perhaps there is a certain line of argument
in what you say, professor,”

™

“T am glad, at least, that you are willing
io make the concession,” said the Head’s
guest. “You see, the boys know that they
will be nunished if they are discovered in'a
little misdemeanour. And that, in their way
of thinking, puts things on a square footing
again, They defy a rule—they receive punish-
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ment—and it s over. But would they defly
that rule if no punishment would result?”

“It is a very nice point,” smiled the Iead.
“They would probably defy it to a far greater
extent—=""

“On the contrary, I think they would
respeet it religiously,’” declared the pro-
fessor. At least, the honourable boys would
do so, and I really beliove the majority are
perfectly honourable. They would not defy
the rule, for the simple reason that it would
hurt their honour to do so.”

And as they walked round, the professor
continned his persistent arguments. Not
that the Ilcad showed the slightest sign of
wavering.

CHAPTER 6.

THE BIG MAN OF THE EAST
HOURSE.

i INJOTHY  ARMSTRONG,

i the leader of the East

House  Fourth - Formers,

came out into the Iast

Square  looking very

pleased wMh life in
general, and himself
1in particular.

. Armstrong was a
junior—with a big
idea of his own im-
portance. He fancied
himself as a leader,
but the almost
spiritless  condition
of the Iast House

COLLECT THEM ALL! uu.uui:

There is only one way of mak-
ing certain of collecting the
complete set of our wonderful

[last Square, instead of taking the shorlest
route,

“Look at me!” roared Armstrong aggres-
sively. “I'm all muddy, and my buiton-
hole’s ruined, and Nr. Pycraft’s expecting
me back. You—pyou dangerous ass, IHand-
forth! Look what you've done!”

“If you weren’t such a lunatic, I’d slosh
you!” said Handforth darkly. “What do you
mean—look what I've done? I didn't touch
you! I was yards off!”

“Yes, but you came round that corner so
jolly quickly that you startled me,” com-
plained the Fourth-Former. *Look at my
flower! And I was wearing that because it’s
my mater’s birthday!”

Ilandforth was unimpressed.

“PDidums wear ’‘um’s flower because it’s
‘'um’s muvver’s birthday?” he said sarcas-
tically. “I say, you chaps,” he added, as
Church and McClure appeared, ‘“come and
look at Armstrong with his ’ickle flower!”

Armstrong turned very red.

“Funny, aren’t you?” he asked tartly.

“Jlandy, you ass, you'll get yourself into

awful trouble wunless you take that -car
away!” urged
Church, as he ran
up. “You know
what the Head told
you——"’
““That's all right
—he’s gone!”’ said

Handiorth, “I don’t
‘believe in taking too
much notice of thesa
unreasonable orders.

juniors was & much coloured Btand-up ﬁgureg! You A chap’s got to
truer index of his . maintain  his inde-
real powers in that can be sure of getting them all pendence, you know,
direction. We can’t let these

' & Armstrong had 1f you—
had a letter from his

mother that morn-

masters have all
their own way.”

“T shouldn’t speak

ing, enclosing the - 1 so loud,” warned
enormous sum of Sl ORDER IN ADVANCE *  Armstirong. “0Old
_three pounds, a little ' Pycraft's knocking
: It was his mother’s

-fortune to Armstrong.
“birthday, and he was wearing a flower in his
buttonhole to cemmemoraie the occasion.

& Mr. Pycraft, the master of the Fourth, had
sent Armstrong out on an errand, and Arm-

strong was taking full advantage of the brief |

freedom.

«+ He stepped out of the Tast House, and
something came whizzing round the angle
of the building. There was a hum, and Arm-
strong leapt about a yard into the air. He
skidded, and crashed over. Handforth, in
his Austin "Seven, went by, and pulled up.

“What was that?'? said Handforth, glar-
ing round.

“You—you rotier!” gasped Armstrong,
picking himself up. *“lLook what you’ve
done! T.ook at my clobber!”

ITe was certainly muddy. Not that Hand-
forth accepted the slightest blame. Iland-
forth was taking his car away, according to
the Head's instructions-——and it was just like
him to sail quite unneceszarily round the

about somewhere, I expect, looking for me.
I shall catch it hot over this, you rotter!”

“Don’t be a chump!” said Ifandforth
with a grin. “How was I to know you'd
come out just at that minute? And if you
want to wear a flower, why don’t you wear
a decent one? You ourht to wear a
chrysanthemum.”

“I know I ought,” said Armstrong. *My
mater’s favourite.”

“Go and ask Mrs. Poulter, over in the
Ancient House,” said Church. *She’s got
plenty in her flower-pots. And she’d give
you one, too, if you asked her nicely."

Armstrong sniffed.

“I’d rather go and get onme out of ths
Head’s garden,” he replied airily.

The Ancient House juniors grinned. They
were well accustomed to Armstrong’s brag.
ITis was of a different brand to Handforth’s.
Armstrong was a genuine boaster; Handforth
was merely an optimist.,
_MYes, vou can grin!”

said  Armsirong,
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stung by the spectacle. “Do you think I
wouldo’t go into the HHead's garden and
pick a chirysanthemum 7" -

“Ay dear clap, it's
said Chuceh, appalled.

“That’s the very recason I should do it!”
retorted Armstrong. “lf you say two pins,
I'llfgo and get one, tos!l”

andforth rrinned wider than ever.

“You can do as you like, my lad,” he
said. “I’ve got two pins, but 1 want ‘em.
But if we find you wearing a chrysanthemuin
later on, we shall know where you got it.”

The chums of Sludy D went off, chuckling.

agaimst the rules,”

Aund Timothy Armsirong frowned as he
watched the slustin Seven disappear. The
Removites hadn’t dared him. On the con-
trary, they had revealed an indifference
which exaspcrated Armstrong vastly. Indil-
ference always aroused his ire.

“The bounders!” he muttered. “They

think I wouldn’t borrow a flower from the
Head's garden, eh? Dve a dashed good mind
to go and get oncl Do they think I daren’ ?”

He made up his mind on the spot. Yes, by
jingo! Then, when he met themm again, he
would show them. Aund he wouldn’t hesitate
to do any *“daring 7! Ile would make them
do something to equal it.

It was just like Armstrong’s pettiness. Ie
thought 1t was a wonderful thing to venture
into a spot that was strielly and rigorously
out of bounds. And In mid-norning, too!
How he would be able to brag afterwards!

Ile reckoned {hat it would only take him

two or three minuies. And he could easily
excuse himself to Mr. DPyeralt, because he
could fay that it had taken him a long time
to wipe the mud off himself. Armsirong
would have no hesitation in blaming Hand-
forth for the delay.
I It was a perfectly silly idea, bubt Arm-
strong wauld have been startled if he conld
have recalised what this seemingly trivial in-
cident was to lead to!

He hurried round to ithe East Gate, and
made his way along the private road which
Mook a circular course completely round the
school buildings. Farther along, this wall
overlooked the Head’s garden on one side,
and the opposite wali separated the lane fromn
Big Side. .

Avriving at the desired spot, Armstrong
leapt upwards and clutched at the top of the
wail. There were plenty of trees here, and
he could take a survey of the {forbidden
ground before venturing into it. There were
some greenhouses on this side of the garden,
too, and there would probably be heaps of
chrysanthemums ready for the picking.

“Good!” murmured Armstrong.

Ile was conscious of a thrill. After all,
there was a certain amount of dash in this
adventure. Anything against the rules was
more or less thrilling. And to break into
tie Head's garden like this, in full daylight,
was thie act of a hero. |

Armstrong felt very brave.

Ilis survey was satisfactory. ‘There was
nobady in sight, and he had the field to him-
self. Not even a gardener. And the Head’s
house was completely hidden behind the trecs
and shrubs which grew on the borders of
the lawn.

With a rapid beating of his hecart, ilio

. . )
daring adventurer dropped into, the Head’s
csarden and creuched for a moment behind
a bush. Then he ventured out, and ran like
a hare towards the nearest greenhouse. e
slipped in, and his cyes sparkled as he be-
held hundreds of the flowers he desired.

“Good egg!” he muttered.

It was casy.

Ile hastily picked a prime blossom and
turned to the door. 'Then he gulped. The
Head's gardener was walking in, and thero
was an cxpression of indignation and anger
on his ruddy face.

“Now then, young gentleman, you know
you ain’t ailowed In here!” he said grimly.

“I say, don’t sncak!” gasped Arinstrong,

“You cut and run, me lad!” sl the gar-
dener curtly. “lInterferin’ with nmy Howers!
Why, what’s that in your hand? One o’
my best chryvsanthemums! You young rascai!
The headmaster s=hall know about this, you
mark my words!”

“They’re not your flowers!” retorted Armn-
strong, with a big attempt at bluster. “Who
do you think you are, anyhow? You’ve gct

112

no right to order me about, confound you!

The head gardener was a generous soul,
and 1If Armstrong had only treated him wiih
a litile tact he could have got away withous
the slightest trouble. But Armstrong, being
agrcally imbued with his own impoertance, and

being snobbish, too, adopted the wrong
tactics.
“I{’s like your nerve!” he snapped. “Get

out of my way!”

“You can’t use them terms to me, my fne
young gentleman!” said the worthy man
angrily, “I’ll trouble you for that flower!
You can be gone, but you won’t take any
of my flowers with you!”

“They’re the Head’s flowers, not yours e

“We won’t argue about that. Hand 1t
over, Iy lad!”

“Go and eat coke!” roared Armsirong,
outwardly bold, but inwardly quivering.

He made a rush, and, more by luck than
anything else, he succeeded in winning his
way to the door. With the gardcner in full
pursuit, he raced off.

Then, abruptly, he checked, and his face
went pale.

_ The lead and another gentleman were
just in sight down the path. Fortunately,
they hadn’t scen him yet.

Armstrong’s bravery vanished. He was in
a blue funk, for he knew that it would mean

Ja swishing if the Head caught bim. There
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ﬂ::mstrung had been trespassing in the Head’s private garden, and just then the Head, with a friend, appeared

unexpectedly.

In making 8 hurried exit over the wall, the startled junior lost his halance, fell backwards, and

crashed inio a nunumbar frame!

was only one thing to be done—and Arm-
strong did it.

He left the path and dashed through a
bed of vegetables. With one leap he cluiched
at the wall, and succeeded in hauling him-
self up. Ie recached the summit all right,
and was in such a hurry to leap down on
the oilier side that he lost his balance.

For a moment he clasped at the air, tot-
tered In an effort to recover himself, and
then fell. Unfortunately he fell back into
the Head’s garden. -

Still more unfortunately,
cucumber-frame Imnrediately beneath him.
And the sound he made as he erashed through
it was like that of a bullock tearing through
a china shop.

there was a big

into that cucumber-frame.
As a sheer effort of destruc-
masterly. He went clean
smashed all the panes of

tion, it
through

wWas

and

CHAPTER T.
PROFESSOR HUDSON'S OI'POR-|
TUNITY.
RMSTRONG waz af least

thorough.
He didn’t make any
mistake about that fall

glass in a fiftieth of a second. He sat
up in the ruins, dazed and nearly frightencd
out of his skin.

Down the garden, Dr. BStafford started
violently. He had just been showing his
guest some favourite fruit-trees, and Profes-
sor Hudson had been bravely assuming an
air of abscrbed interest. The crash that cama
to their ears was tremendous.

“Good gracious!” ejaculated
“What was that?”

“Somebody has had an accident, I should
imagine,” said the professor.

Dr. Stafford hurried up the path, and found
his head gardener standing near the cucuin-
ber-frame, looking very angry and alarmed.

““What was that noise, Daley?” asked the
Head sharply. '

“One of the boys, sir—through my frame!”
said the gardener indignantly. “I found
him in the greenhouse, sir, and he ran for
e

The Head peered into the frame.

“Boy,” he thundered, ““come out at once!”

Armstrong emerged, trembling from head
to foot, and quailing under the Head’s stern
gaze. Ile was hurt a bit, too, for he had
sit down with great violence.

“You may count yourself exitremely lucky

the Head.
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that you are not badly cut!” said Dr. Stal-
ford. “You appear to be quite whole.”

“The frame ain’t, sir!” said Daley angrily.

¢ ]—I—— Pup-please, sir, I slipped!” fal-
tered Armsirong inanely.

“I have rot the slightest doubt of it,”
declared the Head. *“1I cannot believe that
you deiiberately jumped into the frame fc;f
the mere joy of it. What is your name?

“ Armsirong, sir.”

“I thought so,” said the Head.
belong to the East House, do you not?™

“Y—}Tﬁ, Sir.” -

“T <hiall punish you very severely for this,
Armstirong,” said Dr. Stafiord. *“What were
you doing in my garden, and how is it that
you arc at liberty at this hour of the
moining 77

“Mr. Pycraft sent me on an errand, sir.”

““Not, I take it, into my garden?”

“Nun-no, sir!” said Armstrong miserably.
“J—I came here for fun, sir.”

“I regret, Armstrong, that I do not appre-
ciate your idea of fun,” said the Head, with
a clance at the shattered cucumber-frame.
“Mr. Pyeraft sent you on an errand, and
iLis is the way you take advantage of your
Form-master! 1 am amazed, Armstrongl”

“Yes, sir,” faltered Armstrong.
“Why did you come here?™

“ Please, sir, 1 don't know,’
junior unhappily.

“You don’t know 7
‘* No, sir.”

“Boy, you will make matters no better if
you add lying to your misdemeanounr,” said
Dr. Stafford sterply. “You must have had
some object—some definite reason—for un-
lawfully coming into my garden.”

“I can tell ye, sir,” said the head gardener.
“The young gent came here to take one o’
my chrysanthemums. He took it, too.”

““Is that true, Armsirongi™

“Y-yes, sir.”

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated the head. “Ii
is almost beyond belief! These very flowers
are growing in various parts of the school
grounds. They are perfectly commonplace.
Why should you come to my garden, Arm-
strong, just to pick a chrysanthemum?”

““Please, sir, I don’t know,” mauttered
Armstrong wretchedly.

“Were you goaded into it by any of your
companions 7

“No, sir.”

“Then, why, in the rame of wonder, did
you do it?"

“I—1 thought it would be rather nice to
have one of ycur flowers, sir,” blurted out
Armstroug. “I'm sorry, sir. I—1 diduo’t
mean to sinash the frame, sir. I—I slipped,
gir.

“I want to get to the bottom of this, Armn-
etrong,” said the Head grimly. * You know.

3

muttered the

“You |

of course, that this property is absolutely
out of bounds? You are quite aware of that,
are you mnot?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You know that it is opposed ‘o all the
rules for you to come hers without per-
missicn ?”’ :

“¥em, sir?

“Then why did you do this extraordinary
thing ?”

Armstrong took a deep breath.

“I—I thought it was rather big, sir,” he
muttered. “It’s against the rules, and all
the chaps like breaking the rules.”

“They like breaking the rules!” ejaculated
tho Head, amazed.

“Yes, sir—it’s sporty!”

‘‘ Sporty |” repeated the Head, still more
astounded. *“‘ Are you telling me, Armstrong,
that most of the boys in the Lower School
admire a boy who deliberately and wilfully
breaks a regulation?”

“Why, yes, sir,” said Armstrongz. “There
wouldn’t be any fun in it if a rule wasn’t
broken. It’s because it’s forbidden that we

+ feel like doing it, sir.”

Armstrong was seeking to lessen his punish-
ment by making his own ease appear in theo
light of a general habit. He did not drcam
that his words were having a totally different
effect upon the Head. Tho latter had cast
a strange glance at Professor Hudson, who
was keenly interested, but who was too well-
mannered {o take any part in the cross-
cxamination,

“Your words have startled me, Armstrong,
said the Head grimly. *“I am greatly en-
lightened. So you deliberately came into
my garden because it was a daring thing to
do—because your companions admire_ a boy
who breaks a rule, wilfully and knowingly ?”*

“There wouldn’t be any . fun in it, sir, if
we could come here just as .we liked.”

“TFun!” ejaculated the Head.

“Yes, sir.”

“You mean that if there was no rule
making this garden out of bounds, you would

have no desire to enter it?” asked Dr. Staf-
ford. *“ A sidelight upon human nature! Tell

‘me, Armstrong—if there was no restriction

regarding this garden, but if you were placed
upon your honour not to enter it, would you
do so?”

Armstrong looked up, and
came closer.

“Of course mnot, sir,” said the
Former, with rather more spirit.

“Oh!” said the Head. “And why not?”

“Well, I cculdn’t come, could I, sir, if I
was on my honour not to?” asked Arm-
strong in surprise. *“ The fellows don’t think
much of breaking a rule, sir, but that’s
different. If they’re caught, they know
they’'ve got to stand the racket. But if a

the profeszor

Fourth-
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chap is on his honour, he just sticks to if,
unless he’s an unprincipled cad.”

“Thank you, Armstrong,” s~id the Head
quietly. “Well, you have broken a very
strict rule by coming here, but 1 shall not
punish you as severely as I might have done
ordinarily. 1 will regard the smashed frame
as an accident, and 1 am thankful that you
are unharmed. I will let you kunotw what
punishment you will receive later on. Come
to me at five o’clock this evening.”

“Yes, sir,” panted Armstrong. ‘Thank
you, sir. Can-—an 1 go, sir?”

The Head nodded, and Armstrong scuttled
off. And Dr. Stafford and his guest walked
away up the pgardem-path with thoughtful ex-

pressions. The Ilead was the first to speak.
“Kxtiraordinary!” he muttered, shaking
his head.

_““By no means,” said the professor gently.
““ As a student of human nature, I am not in
the least surprised. The boy has influenced
you far more than my soundest arguments,
For you have had a practical object-lesson in
the very subject I mooted an hour ago.”

Dr. Stafford nodded.

“And I will confess, Professor Hudson,
that I am astonished,” he said. ‘' There can
be no two ways of understanding what the
boy said. Ie came into this garden becausc
it was forbidden. That was the sole
reason.”

“But if he had been on his honour, he

would not have come,” said the professor.
“And if that principle applics to the one
thing, it applies to all things. You cannot
accept any other viewpoint. In a word, Dr.
Stafford, my case i1s complete. The truth of
my theory is patent.”
I don’t knmow,” murmured Dr. Stafllord.
“I really don’t know. I will confess that I
am not quite so firm as I was an hour ago.
One must learn by the lessons one receives.
At the same time, my dear sir, it would be
a very drastic step to make the general
experiment you propose.”’

“Drastic, perhaps, but only an experi-
ment,”” replied the professor quickly. “If it
is not successful after a fair trial, the old
order of things can be restored without the
slightest difficulty. That is a point I wish to
urge. What can the harm be, if the school
1s definitely given to understand that the
new order wiil only be permanent if it is
successful 7’

“Yes, but I am very reluctant,” said the
Head dubiously.

“It rests entirely with you, sir,” deelarved
Professor Hudson. “ You have a free hand
in the matter, and 1t 1s left to your discretion
to make this experiment if you will. I can
only do my best to urge you on this course.
Let me put forward some further argu-
ments——"

And as thev walked round the garden

aths, the professor talked, and the Hcad
istened. '

Dr. Malcolm Stafford had lost his air of
gbsolute, rock-like firmness. He was waver-

IS
ing. And here was the professor’s oppor-
tunity. IHe talked, and he used argument

after argument—for he was very keen indeed
to test his theories in a great British publie
school, the best of all possible fields for such
an experiment.

CHAPTER 8.

A BOMBSHELL FOR
FRANK'S !

B8T.

entire school, congregated
in Big Hall, was agog.
What was the meaning of
this evening assembly, by
the Head’s special orders?

Three or four days had passed. Edward
Oswald Handfiorth’s head was as hard as ever,
and Professor Hudson’s prescnce in the school
was taken as a matter of course. Indeed,
hardly any of the fellows gave him a thought.
He was only a guest, anyhow. The school
little realised what the professor had already
accomplished !

And the school, too, had no hint of the
amazing bombshell which was just about to
be exploded. When the Head came on the
platform it was thought that he merely
wished to say a few words on a commonplace
subject.

One peculiar thing, however, was noticed.
Professor Hudson was on the platform with
him. And then Sir John Brent appeared—
the chairman of the Board of Governors.
The school metaphorically sat up. ILEvidently
there was something on!

“I have an announcement to make of un-
usual importance,” said the headmaster, his
voice containing a note of gravity. “I want
cvery boy to listen very carefully, and to
appreciate the full significance of what 1 am
now about to say.”’

The Head paused, and the school, wonder-
ing, stood motionless. During that moment,
a kind of tremor had passed over the great
assembly, There was a-sudden feeling' that
this was something very, very special.

“TFirst of all,” continucd the Head, “let
me introduce Professor Grant Hudson, of
Hale University, U.S.A.”’

Professor Hudson bowed, and the school
acknowledged the introduction with a murmur
of welcome, which rippled undulatingly
throughout the Big Hall. St. Frank’s was
more puzzled than ever. Most of the [ellows
had seen the professor about for days past.
Why was he now being publicly introduced ?

“Under Professor Hudson’s suggestion, I
propose to conduct a very interesting experi-
ment,”’ continued the headmaster. “ But I
want you all to thoroughly understand that
it 1s only an experiment. That i3 a very
unportant point to remember. Professor
Hudson i1s a keen student of human nature,
and he has propounded some very remark-
able theories. These thecries I hope to prove
in practice. Necdless to say, the success, or
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non-success, of the experiment will depend
cntirely upon the scheol.”

Another murmur,

““You have all, no doubt, heard of the
Honour System,” proceeded Dr. Stafford.
“1f you have not, it doesn’t matter. There
is no need to go into the history of this
subject. The Honour System has been tried
in various forms—more particularly 1n the
United States. And in the majority of cases
1t has met with great success,”

The school had a2 feeling tkat something
big was coming.

*What Protessor Hudson proposes, and
wiit I have agreed to adopt, is a modified
form of this Honour System, as applicable
to St. Irank’s,” went on the headmaster
gravely. ‘' Let me repeat that it is only an
experimental measure, and that its future will
dopend upon the general bebaviour of the
school under the new regume,”

*““An Honour System, sirt”

“Oh, my hat!”

““Here, at St. Frank’s "’

“We don’t understand, sir.”

_The Head raised his hand, and there was
slience.

“1 would like to be brief, but it is neces-
sary that 1 should make the position very
clear,” said the Head. ‘'Presently, Professor
Hudson will address you, and any points that
I have missed he will doubtless make clear.
I will attempt to be plain and straightforward
in my remarks, Firstly, then, you are all
aware that there are certain definite rules
and regulations to be respected. You know
that if you break these rules, you are liable
to punishment., You are all called upon to
attend lessons at certain hours, to go to bed
at a lixed time, to arise at a fixed time, and,
in fact, to accomplish these hundred-and-one
things daily, as a mere matter of routine.
There 1s no need for me to tell you ali this,
for 1t 1s obvious.”

The Head paused, and the school waited
breathlessly.

“I now propose to remove every restric-
tion,” went on Dr. Stafford quietly. “ From
now onwards, there will be no compulsion
whatsoever, TFrom this minute there will be
no punishment for a breach of the recognised
rules and regulations.”

“No punishment!”
“QGreat Scott!”’

“ All restrictions removed !”’ -

“In a word, 1 am placing the school upon
its honour,” said the Head. * Dut perhaps
it will be as well for me to amplify that state-
ment. DBefore you leave this hall, I want you
to have a thorough understanding of my
meaning. I do not wish you to run away
with the impression that you are at liberty
to do just as you please, and to take it that
there are now to be no restrictions, IEvery
school rule. and every school regulation,
remains intact. DBut it i1s for you to choose
whether you obey them or not. I am placing
you upon your honour to do so. If you break
them, there will be no punishment—that is
to say, no physical or micral punishment. It

is a matter that will rest with your own
consciences,’’
g 1] Oh!?l

The school was utterly dumbfounded.

““Solemnly and seriously, 1 place you on
your honour,” continued the Head, his voice
uiet and impressive. ‘““You all know what
that means. When you file out of this hall
you will, iIn a way, be your own masters.
You will attend lessons to-morrow if you
please—and as you should, if you are honour-
ably inclined. But if you neglect lessons,
' there will be no reprisals. Similarly, every
other rule will come under the same treat-

'ment.  You all know the time for calling-
over, You all know the poigts that are out
of bounds. You are well aware of the bed-

time hour. You will hear the rising-bell to-
morrow morning., And you will be on your
lhonour to respect and obey every schaol rule
as it now exists. If you fail in any of them
you will not be questioned, and you will not
be punished. You will merely be required
to answer to yourselves.”

“Oh !” said the school again.

“All of us on cur honour !’

“And no punishments!”’

“We can all do just as we please }”

The school couldn’t grasp it all at once.
For this, indeed, was a drastiec change! Occa-
sionally, in the past, there had been a rigid
tightening-up of restrictions. There had been
tyrannies. The school had been placed under
severe and autocratic rule. And the fellows
could understand such methods.

But this new order of things was rather
beyond them.

It was exactly the opposite! There were
to be no punishments at all, and every boy
could do exactly as he fancied, and he need
not fear a swishing, or expulsion! There was
something staggering about this announce-
ment—something which took all the breath
out of the whole school.

The headmaster was speaking again,

“I must again remind yeu that this new
order of things is strictly in the nature of
an coxperiment,’”’ =aid Dr. Stafford smoothly.
“Tt will rest entirely with you whether it
becomes a permanency, or whether it is
quickly abandoned. Remember, “first and
foremost, that I am placing you on your
honour. Get that fixed into your heads, and
let it remain there. You may break ecvery
rule with impunity—but, if you do so, you
will have broken your honour to me.”

““Trust us, sir!” -

. X ¥, s
“We won’t fail you, sir!”
““Hurrah 1

“Three cheers for the Head !”!

“Hurrah!”?

“Three cheers for Professor Hudsen [”

“Hurrah !’

The school relcased some of its pent-up
feelings by sending forth a wild, rousing
cheer., DProfessor Hudson smiled, and waved.
He was more than ever convinced that his
thecories would turn out to be suecessful in
practice.  St. Frank’s was taking the an-

nouncement just as he had anticipated.
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“There is little further for me to say,”
concluded the Head. ‘This system of honour
will continue for two or three wecks, at the
very least, and 1 shall be interested and
anxious. I want this experiment to be a
success. I want you to prove that I'roféssor
[udsen is right—that you will obey the rules
and regulations just the same, whether you
are liable to punishment or not. I trust every
boy to take no mean advantage of the plan.
And now, I think, it would be as well for
Professor Hudson himself to address youw.” |

“Hurrah !

“We'll show vou that we're to be trusted,
siv.”’

‘*Hear, hear!”

“35t. Irank’s on its honour!”

“Hurrah "’

It was some moments before the great
Amecrican professor could speak. When he
did so, the school listened with rapt atten-
tion. The professor spoke easily and con-
versationally, as though he knew every fellow
personally.  And his words were very much
on the same lines as

“Hear., hear!”’
“Three cheers for Professor Hudson !”
“Hurrah!”

“No more restrictions!”” grinned Church.
“No more punishments if we go "‘out of
bounds, or get home adter calling-over!. No
compulsion to attend lessons! I say, it's too
good to be true!”

“JIt’s like a giddy dream!"”’

The Triangle was filled with = crowds, of
fellows. Dismissal had come, and the bomb-
shell had been exploded. The school was now
cndeavouring to recover from the devastating
effects. And the school was still stunned.
Never had St. Irank's been subjected to such
a devastating blow.

’

The seniors were just as excited as the
juniors, They gathered in groups, in the
gloom of the evening, all lalking animatedly
and noisilv. They were discussing how they
should go on. And it was an indication of

| their various characters that the recognised

cads should sort

the headmaster’s. Y 99 themselves out
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““Hear, hear!” Hubbard.

}-

“Good for you, sir

“1 want the world to know that St.
I'rank’s College is the first great public school
to carry on successfully without the slightest
measure of restriction being employed,”” said
Professor Hudson. “If you take advantage
of your frecedom in a mean-spirited way it
will be a knock-out blow to me, and my faith
in human nature will be shattered. Young
folks, it is up to you to put this thing through,
and make history.”
+ And the professor continued in the samece
strain, working up an enthusiasm that had
seldem Deen seen in that fine old hall.

CHATTER 9.
THE SCHOOL ON ITS HONOUR!

DWARD OSWALD IIAND-
FORTH was looking ex-
gited.

“By George, and that’s
the man I called a rotter !’

“He's the greatest chap under the

he said.
sun "

“Not by the masters, perhaps—but there
are other people who can-do scragging!” said
Dick Hamilton grimly. :

“Rats!”’

“We can do as we like!”

“From now on, we're our own masters!”’

“Rather! You keep out of it, Hamilton !’

“That’s just what I won’t do!” retorted
Dick. “The Head made no mention of inside
punishments, I'm the skipper of this Form,
and this Form is on its honour. Those fellows
who do anything to discredit the Remove will

have to answer to mel”’

“No fear!
now!'”

While such fellows as Reggie Pitt and
Ralph Leslie Fullwood heartily agrezed with
the captain, there were a great many wlc
openly avowed their independence. The
Head bhad been quite plain, Ivery boy was
free to do as he willed individually, and he
had only to answer to his own conscience.
And, apparently, there were plenty of las
consciences about !

We all answer to ourzelves
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‘Three of them were over by one of the
chestnut trees. Bernard Iorrest was talking
cagerly to Gulliver and Bell. )

“We're on velvet, my sons,” he was saying
gleefully. *“We’'re on down feathers and
plush cushions! Ye gods and little fishes!
I’ve never thought much of America, but now
I raise my hat to the stars and stripes!”

“It’s a great idea,” agreed Bell excitedly.
““No restrictions!”’

“1 say, let’s miss lessons in the, morning!”’
grinned Gulliver, * What a gidd¥ Jarkl We
can go by eold Crowell, and give him the cold
optic! And he won’t be able to do a thing!”

Forrest eyed them coldly.

“Your petty minds can’t rise above petty
things !”’ he snapped. *“I'm thinking of some-
thing bigger—something more in our line.
We won’t miss lessons—we won’t be a sct of
fools. We've got to make old Crowell_look
upon us as three of the most honourable
chaps in the Form. Dut after lights out——"

“What?’ gasped Bell. =

“A nichtly flutter I’’ said Torrest gaily,
“We’re going to have the time of our lives!”

“But we can’t do {hat without getting into
hot water!”” breathed Gulliver.

“You poor ass!’’ said Forrest. “Of course,
we mustn’t go up to the Head and tell him
that we’re off to play billbards at the Wheat-
sheaf! ILEven if he didn’t swish us, or sack
us, he would send express letters to our
people! No, you chumps, the advantage for
us lies in the fact that we can go out any
time during the evening, and ml{;hﬂmc just
when we please.”

“Yeu mean—after midnight 7°7

“Why not " :

“But—but they wouldn't allow it !” panted
Bell. “T mean, there’s a limit!”

“How can there be a limit when there are
fo be no punishments for any infringement of
any rule?”’ asked Iorrest. * Naturally, we
<han’'t come back with torches flaring, and
announce our arrival at one a.m.! Dut think
of the sense of security! Even 1f we're
spoited eclimbing threngh our window, we
shan’t be punished. My only hat!”’

“It’s—it's like a dream!”’

“Being our own masters, we ecan break
bounds alter hights out as often as we please,”
chuckled Bernard Iforrest. “Lots of other
chaps will do it, too—fellows who haven't
had the pluck previously.”

“But if everybody does it, they'll bring
back the old order of things,” said Bell
soberly. *“I mean, we shall have to go casy,
just the same as before. DBut it’ll be ripping
to know that we're safe!”

And thue, while the rotters of the school
were planning to take a dishoncurable advan-
tage of the scheme, the decent fellows were
urging the opposite tacties.

“There’s going to be some trouble,”” said
Reggie Pitt uncasily, as he stood with Dick
Hamilten and a few others. “The idea’s
sound enouch in theory, but will it be suec-
cossful in practice

“Aost of the fellows are honcurable, 1
hope,”” frowned Dick.

“They’re honourable enough in a general
sorb of way,”” agreed Reggie. ‘' But this is
more or less a question of will-power., 1
doubt if the rank and file will have strength
enough to withstand the temptations.”

“What temptations 7’ asked Jack Grey.

“Aly dear chap, they’re bristling all round
us,” said Dick, nodding. *“ The temptation to
miss lessons—the temptation to break bounds
—the temptation to do all sorts of things that
we havén’t been able to do before. By Jove,
it’ll be a terrific test for everybody !”

And he was undoubtedly right.

A minority—in both upper school and lower
school—already felt that it would be necessary
to adopt drastic measures with certain fac-
tions. In an amazingly short space of time,
ideas were being mooted to make the wecak-
lings realise the extent of their responsibility.
They were on their honour—and that was a
great and saered thing,

For any fellow who deliberately broke the
rules was decliberately dishonouring St.
Trank’s itself. The masters were still there—
the rules and regulations were still the same.
Not a thing had been altered—except the all-
important fact that punishments were
abolished.

Every boy was his own master !

That was the keynote of the situation.
And in the Triangle, in every House, up and
down the passages, and in the studies, the
fellows were wondering what would happen
in the immediate future.

The school was on its honour!

CHAPTER 10.
THE REMOVE IN A Fix!

1Y jingo!” said Dick

Hamilton, with a sudden
start,

“What’s up?’ asked

Tommy Watson.

“Why, what with all this. excitement, and
all the talking, we’ve forgotten about that
special picture at the Dannington Palladium
to-night I’ replied Dick, glancing at his
watch. “Good! There’s still plenty of tin:e.
We've got a special permit for the whole
T'orm, you know. It's all fixed up.”’

Tregellis-West grinned.

““ But that was before the historiec annournce-
ment was made, dear old boy,” he observed.
“Permits aren’t necessary now, are they?
Begad! We can go to the good old pictures
as often as we please!”’

“I'm surprised at you, Montic,” said Dick
severely.

“Oh, really, old fellow——"

“We're on our honour to kecp to the
rules!” continued Hamilton. “ And that
means that we’ve got to be more hot on them
than cver. Still, as the Form’s got a permit
to go to the pictures this evening, we’ll use
it as a means cf celebrating. It'll help to
subdue some of the excitement, tco.”

The Remove was eager c¢nough to agree,
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;I'?te foz had no terrors for Handy.
eit.

yelled Church, But it was too late.

He was quite certain he knew the road perfectly and that it turned to the
Unfortunately, the road at that juncture veered sharply to the right. :
The Austin Seven leapt the bank and Handy was sent hurtling over the

““ Look out, vou fathead ! "

windscreen,

and ceven Bernard Torrest and bhis chums fell
121 with the suggestion. It suited them down
o the ground,

P'ractically the entire Form went to Ban-

nington by road—on their bicyeles.  Hand-
forth insisted on wusing his Austin Seven.

And, naturally, the chums of Study D were
the frst to arrive.

The picture proved to be lhighly entertain-
ing—an Empire production of great merit.
The juniors all felt that this outing was a
commemoration of their new independence.
Although they had an ordinary permit to be
cut of bounds this evening, they nevertheless
experienced a sensation of unusual freedom.
Lesides, there was nothing to fear if they
c¢dawdled on the homeward journey! INo
punishments!

Dick Hamilton and his chums of Study C
were the first out—for Dick, as Form cap-
tain, had his own ideas regarding the honour
of the Remove. In point of fact, he was just
a little sceptical about the rank and file, and
he wanted to be out in the foyer in advance,
to round up any possible strays.

“We've got to be firm, my sons!’ he said
bLriskiy. “We're on our honour to get back
as quickly as we can, and it would be a dirty
trick to take advantage of the new scheme
on the very first evening of its inanguration.
So the Remove i1s going home quickly—and
intact !’

They went towards the exit, and glanced
out into the ITigh Street.

. Ffi:g 1" said Tommy Watson blankly.

FS-E ll.r.'al‘.'

“I'og—as thick as your giddy hat!” said
Watson, staring, *‘‘Look out here!”

Dick Hamilton peered into the murk,

“Yes, by Jove, it’s fog right enough,” ex-
claimed Dick, with a grimace. ‘ Not wmuch
fun in cycling home in this stuffl In-fact,
we'd better not risk it.”

“Won't it be a frightfully beastly walk,
dear old boy ?"’ asked Sir Montie.

“There’s the train,”” replied Dick Hamil-
ton, as he stood on the pavement. *It's
only a local, and I don't suppose it'll be
delayed, as it starts from here. Ye'd better
not cycle back in this pea-soup!”

ot. Irank’s was three miles off. A com-
fortable little cycle run ordinarily, but a
diffcrent matter in a thick fog. And while
the Removites had been in the cinema, the
thick blanket of mist had roiled up froin the
sea, and had enveloped the town in an im-
penetrable murk. It was impossible to see
half-way across the road, and even the edgo
of the pavement was scarcely discernible—
in spite of the Palladium’s great arc lamps.-

“We'd better go back and tell the others,”’
said Tommy Watson. *“What time does that
train go? We shall have to get a move on,
shan't we? I suppose we'll leave our bikes
here, and take them away to-morrow ?7”

“Yes, they'll be safe enough round at the
back,” replied Dick. *“There’s plenty of time
| for the train, too—twenty minutes, at least.
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Suill, it’ll be just as well to give the other
chaps the tip.” ) _

““No cycling home to-night, Reggie,” said
Tommy Watson, as Reggie Pitt and Jack
Grey, of the West House, came out. ‘“* While
we've been. lolling at our ease inside, the
weather’s played a dirty trick on us. Fog as
thick as the dickens!” _

Reggie Pitt looked out through the exit

doors.

“We can risk it, surely 22 he asked. “I'm
game, anyhow.”

“It’s not worth it,” frowned Dick. “An

ordinary cycle lamp doesn’t give much light,
and a tog only makes it worse. We should
be running inio one another, and falling into
ditches, and goodness knows what else.”

“Perhaps you're right,” admitted Reggie.
“I say, what a game!”’

The rest of the juniors were all coming
out, and Dick Hamilton shouted to them to
keep in a body—as it would be quite a simple
matter to get separated from the main con-
tingent.

“Iang together, you fellows!” sang out
Dick. “This fog looks like lasting, and
we'll go home by train. Don’t forget, every-
body, that we're on our honour to get back
immediately after the show.”

“Yes, but this fog mnakes it diffcrent!”’
said Owen major.

“It does !’ agreed Dick grimly. “It makes
it more imperative than ever that we should
keep faith. Come on, the Remove! Back
me up in this, you know! Let’s show the
Head that we're to be trusted!”

“Hear, hear!”?

“Right you are, Hamilton—we'll back you

up!JJ
“Hallo! What’s this?” demanded Hand-
forth, as he came bustling out. ‘“Who's talk-

ing about fog? Where is it ?”

“Everywhere, by the look of it,” said
Watson. “We're going back by train,
Handy. We can leave our bikes -

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth. *“I came

in my Austin Seven! Do you think I’'m going
to leave my car in a garage? Not likely!
Blow the fog! Do you think I'm afraid of a
bit of mist 1"

“It’s no good, Handy,” put in Dick.
“We're on our honour to get back quickly,
and the train is the only way

“The train!” snorted Handforth. “That
slow local? By George! That’s the very
recason I'm going back in my Austin! I'm
on my honour to return by the quickest pos-
sible way, and TI'm not taking any chances
with that giddy train!”

“My dear ass M

“The Austin Seven for me!’’ interrupted
Handforth curtly. “ And that’s final I’

He went outside, and Churech and McClure,
his faithful chums, accompanied him. They
stood looking at the wreaths of fog which
swirled across the pavement in ever-increasing
density. The picturegoers leaving the build-
mg were swallowed up as though by mage,

*1 say, Handy, those chaps are right,”” said
Church, shaking his head. “We can't go
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back in the car. It’s impossible to see half
across the road!’

Haudflorth snorted.

“The nervel” he said indignantly, ‘“ We
can’t be in the giddy pictures for more than
two hours before this happens! I call it a
piece of confounded cheek !”

“You'd better write to Father Neptune
about it!”’ said McClure, with heavy sarcasm.
““This 13 onec of his tricks, I expect.”

“Father Neptune be blowed!”’ snapped
Handforth. “This fog’s come off the sea!
What’s Father Neptune got to do with it?
And what’s the idea ¢f gassing about fables
at a time like this? It’'s a pity you chaps
can’t drag yourszelves out of the fairy-tale
stage !’ :

His chums thought it useless to argue.

“Well, 1t doesn’t matter whether the fog
came off the sea, or whether it develeped
inland,” said Chureh practically. “It’s here,
and we’ve got to go home in 1t. All the
chaps are going by train, so we'd better do
the same. Dlotoring isn't safe in a fog,
Handy.”

“I'm not afraid of a fog,”’ retorted Hand-
forth. ' The other fecllows can do as they
like, but I’'m not going to leave my ecar in
the garage to be biffed abcut, and probably
driven without my knowing it! Come cn,
my lads! We'll make a start at once.”

“Half a minute, Handy,” said Dick Hamil-
ton. “Take my advice, and chuck it up.”

““Thanks all the same, but——"

“The fog is a thick one—mot just a mist,””
said Dick. *“You had your little Austin in
the summer, and you’ve never done any night
driving in a fog, have you?”’

“Well, no,” admitted Handforth.

“Then don't try 1t,”” said Dick. “I have!”

“You have what?”

“Driven in a fog.”

“What’s that got to do with it?” said
Handforth, staring. ‘“We're not talking
about you driving in a fog, are we? Natur-

ally, I don’t expect you to make much of a
success of it. But I'm different. I can take
my little Austin Seven anywhere. I don't
care if it hails and snows "’

“You silly ass—"?

“ Besides, if yon ecan drive in a fog, so ecan
I!” interrupted Handforth. “By George,
I’'m not going to be beaten by you, my lad!
It’s no geod arguing,” he added firmly. “ My
mind’s made up, and there’s an end of it!”

The Remove skipper was rather cross.

“Do yon think T care a brass farthing how
you can drive?”’ he asked. “I'm giving yon
this advice for your own gocd, you chump!
Cycling in a fog is bad enough, but driving
in a car is simply awiul. I’ve had some of it,
and I know! De sensible, and chuck it up.”

“Yes, Handy,” urged Church. “Let’s go
by train.’’

This united oppesition was [atal.

‘“We’'re going by car!”’ insisted Handforth.
“Every motorist ought to practise fog
driving. He’s not a proper driver until he
can take his car through anything. My head-
lamps are powerful, and we shall be. homo
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hours before that crawling old local gets half-
way there! Don’t forget we're on our
honour.”

And without any further argument, Hand-
forth dragged his chums away through the
fog towards the local garage. Dick Hamilton
{r‘owned, and turned to the other fellows ncar
1m.

“The hopeless ass!”’ he said indignantly.
‘““He won't take any advice, and he’ll [J]'.‘Gi;-
ably smash his car up. We ought to drag
him back. I'm responsible for this party, in
a way, and =

“Nobody can be responsible for Handy !”
interrupted Pitt firmly.  “ Besides, it’s too
late now—he's gene. And if we start mess-
ing about in this fog we shall lose the
train.”’

This was quite true, and it was obviously
impossible to get Handforth & Co. back now
without) going to a lot of trouble. So Dick
Hamilton gave a growl, and turned to the
main crowd, which had collected outside.

“Everybody here?” he asked. “Wc'll go
to the station in a body.”’

Nobody questioned the wisdom of Dick
Hamilton's advice—with the sole exception of
Handforth, And he questioned everybody’s
advice as a mere matter of course, since he
always preferred to do differently to every-
body else. The rest realised how risky it
would be to go home by road in this dense
fog.

ind there was no time to be lost, either.
The local train would probably start on time,
no matter how much time 1t lost cn 1its
journcy. Besides, it- was the last train in
that direction,

There were three juniors who lagged behind
somewhat. Two of them wanted to hurry on,
but they were held back by their companion.
13ernard Forrest seemed fo be 1n no par-
ticular hurry to get to the station, and
UL:lHi\'QL' and DBell were puzzled by his atti-
tude.

“Take it casy!” he urged coolly. “Don’t
go mad!’ : ,

“PBut the train's due. to start in three
minutes !’ said Gulliver, in alarm. “We
den’t want to walk home, I suppose ?”

“We shan’t walk home,” declared Forrest.
“ And therce’s no hurry about this train, my
sons. That picture gave me the blues, and
we need something a little more livening to
take -off the effeets.”

“Yes, it was a pretty dead affair!” said
Dell.

The cads of Study A considered it rather
beneath them to give praise to a purely ‘in-
structive {ilm. They had been glad enough
to take advantage of the late pass, but they
had affected an air of boredom threughout
the entertainment. They regarded the show
with supercilious superiorityv—although, as a
matter of fact, it had been highly interesting
from start to fin:ish.

“Byv gad, the train’s just about to start!”
said Gulliver, when at last they got to the
station. “ILverybody’s up on the platform,
toc. DBuck up, Forrest, for goodness’ sake!”

“Quick |”” shouted Bell. “We can’t stop
for tickets—let’s make a rush!’’

But Iorrest still seemed disinterested.

“There’'s no hurry,” he grinned. *“They
won’t start the trgin on time {o-night, in this

.ED —

““Better look sharp, young gents!’ said a
railway official, as he paused in the booking-
office. “They're just closing the barrier.”

“Come on!”’ gasped Bell.

They rushed up, and were just in time to
be confronted by tMe closed gate. The guard’s
whistle was blowing.

“Sorry, young gentlemen—too late,” said
the collector.

“But we've got to catch this train—it’s the
last !’’ shouted Forrest urgently.

“Can’t help that!’’ said the man.
going.”

They could hear the clanking of the engine
through the fog.

“Confounded nuisance!” snapped Forrest,
glaring. ‘“‘This means we've got to walk
home 1n this fog! It’s a pity you can't make
a few allowances!”

He turned away, and the collector grinned.
Gulliver and Bell failed to understand their
leader’s attitude. And they told him so—
plainly—when they got outside.

“You’re a fine chap!” said Gulliver bit-
terly. “Clever, aren’t you? Taking vour
time like that, and then being dished at the
last second!”’

“Jolly smart!” said Bell, with a snort.

Bernard Forrest chuckled,

“Yes, I pride myself it was pretty smart,”’
he said coolly. “My dear idiots, I did that
deliberately, and I timed it to the second.
That collector will be readv to swear that
we lost the train by tho skin of our tceth.
IEvidence, my sons.”’

“Evidence !” said Gulliver, staring.

“Of course,” grinned Forrest, “We're
going to have a little game of billiards at the
Wheatsheaf, and then we can cycle home in
the fog, and have a perfoct excuse for being
late. We don’t often get a chance like -this
to have some sport, and do it openly! You
can trust me to know my wayv about!”’

“ Dut we're on our honour |” protested Bell.

“You’'re improving, old man,” grinned
Forrest calmly. “1It’s the first time I knew
vou were a humorist!”

“She's

-CHAI'TER 11,
HANDFORTH'S REWARD |

’I - HIZ garage mechanic shook
VA - his head dubiously.
L (e [ _ “f(_ouf ain’t chancin’ it
SR in tins fog, are vou, youn

' gent 777 hg nskac{ .

“Why not?’ said Handforth.

“Well, T wouldn't, anyhow,” replied the
mechanic. “Not me—not in a fog like this!
[t's rare dangerous, sir. Take my advice, and
lcave the car here until to-morrow. Safety
first—that’s my motto !”

Handforth had felt a few qualms during the
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last few minutes. Ile and his chums had
fcund the garage, alter walking right past it
in the fog, and nearly getting lost beyond.
And yet 51::3? knew every shop in the High
Street by heart.  'This alone should have
warned Handforth, and 1t partially did.

But his obstinate nature was such that he
would not confess that he had made a
blunder. He and his chums had missed the
train now, anyhow, so it was either taking the
car or walking. :

“You needn’t worry about me,”” he said to
the mechanie. “I’ve driven this Austin in
the rain, and at night ¥

“But not in a fog!’” interrupted Church
grimly.

““These ’ere fogs ain’t any too pleasant,”
said the mechanic. **There ain’t many gents
as would risk it to-night., Of course, it ain’t
iy business, Master Handforth. Do as you
like. But I’m tellin’ you straight, it’s a risky
business. I ’opes you're insured.”’

“Insured 1” said Handforth, with a start.

“Because you'll need to be!” said the
garage man. ‘“Not the car, I don’t mean—I
expect that's insured, anybow, Dut when it
comes to a broken leg, or a few cracked ribs,
it’s just as well to be insured.”

“Cheerful, aren’t you?!’’ snapped Hand-
forth, glaring,

“1t’s a lucky thing there ain’t no dan-
gerous bits o’ road on the way to Bellton,”
said the mechanie. *“ As long as you go slow,

an’ take the corners easy, I dassay you won’t |

do nothin’ worse than run into a ditch.”

“You howling ass, I shan’t run into any-
thing 1’

“Ah, it’s easy enough to say!” replied the
mechanie, shaking his head. ‘' But these ’ere
fogs are tricky. What looks like the road
ain’t the road at all! An’ before you know
where you are vou're upside down. An’ it
don’t take much to overturn one o these little

buses !”

“Let’s walk, Handy !’ said MecClure.

“It’ll be just as quick, in the end,”’” urged
Church. “It’s not worth chancing your rip-
ping little car for the sake of three miles.
All right, Jim,”” he added to the mechanic.
“We’ll leave the car here, and walk home.”

“Oh, will we?” snapped Handforth,
“Whose car 1s 1t 7”7

“Yours, I suppose——"

“Well, I don’t suppose anything about it—
I know it’s mine!’ said Edward Oswald
curtly, ‘“When I start a thing, I finish it!
We came cut on the Austin Seven, and we're
going back on the Austin Seven! And blow
the fog!”

'The mechanic grinned.

“That won’t do much good to it, Master
‘Handforth,”” he said. “Btill, if you're deter-
.mined, there’s an end of it. But don’t say I
didn’t warn you. T ’opes you get ’ome with
‘nothin’ worse than a busted radiator, or a
smashed wheel 1"

They were in the garage—and even here
the fog was swirling in mysterious eddies.
Outside, through the wide-open double doors,
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Without making a sound, Church and McClure pe
of tobacco, rouleite and cards were being played,
gambling den, Axgl, sure enough, they spotted the

Forrest and Co. were taking full advantaz

the IMigh Street was completely obliterated
Eby the dense, impenctrable vapour.

The Austin Seven was open, and Hand{orth
deeided that it would be unwise to raise the
hood. He bade his chums climb in at the
back, and he started the engine. Then he
switched on the headlainps, and nodded to
the mechanice.

“Well, good-night, Jim,” he said briskly.
“I'm not going to have you saying that a
fog scared mel!”

“I never said it would scare yon, young
gent—but you’ll be lucky if it don’t break
your necck,’” said the mechanie, “I wouldn’t
take a car oub in this fog, not for a ’undred
pounds !’

And, with this cheerful picco of informa-
tion, Jim strolled to the back of the garage
to inspect a few petrol cans,

_ Handforth engaged the low gear, and eased
in the clutch  The Austin Seven purred
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into the brilliantly lighted room. Amid the fumes
l & glance round told the chumsg that this was a
8 of Study A busily engrossed at the roulette table.
the new Horzour System at St. Frank’s.

SR

!

serencly out into the road, and in about
three-tenths of a second Handforth had lost
all sense of direction. And anybody who has
handled a car in a fog will know what this
means | _

“My hat!” said Handforth, jamming his
brake on, in alarm,

He was startled. They were hardly into
the road before he was lost. Ie had fondly
imagined that driving in a fog would be
similar to walking in a fog. Being a boy,
with no particular regard for his lungs, he
had always enjoyed wandering about in a
thick fog. There was a certain thrill in it,

But he found it was a verv different matter
being at the wheel of a carl

“It’s all right!” he said, a moment later.
“T can just sece the edge of the pavement,
It’s a rummy thing, but I was nearly lost
for a tick.”

“We can’t do it, Handy !”’ said Church.
Let’s put the car back, and walk1”

“No tear!” retorted Handfcrth.

They procceded with extreme caution, and
the electric light staydards served as a guide.
I'he bunches of lights aleng the High Strect
catne into view, one after the other, and tho
pavement edge helped, tco., And a little
further down the fog was thinner,

“Can't drive in a.fog, e¢h?? said Hand-
forth mockingly. “It's likely I'm going to
be beaten by the weather! T don’t suppose
there’s any mist at all outside the town.
We'll be home in no time.”

“I shouldn’t speak too soon,”” said Church
dubiously.

Handforth was putting on speed now, and
even got into top gear. His headlamps
worried him, for instgad of penetrating tho
fog, they only seemed to throw it back, with
the effect that he was dazzled.

“It's easy |” he said, as they purred merrily
along.

th; Lo;vlénmtt.é ’l” 5 yelled Church.
> pavement !

There was a bump, a rattle, and Handforth
applied the four-wheel brakes in the nick of
time.  They were fairly on the pavement,
and almost into a gatepost. :

“Great Scott!” gasped Mandforth, “I
could have swern I was on the other side of

the road.”
“You ass!” snapped Church, “ You'il
Come on,

“We're or

smash us up before you've done!
Maec, we'll walk, and leave him to break his

| own neck | Why should we die ?”
McClure hesitated.
“We'd better stick it]”” he grumbled.

“We can’t leave him in the lurch, the poor
idiot.” '

“When you chaps have done inmumbling,
perhaps you’ll jump out and lend a hand,’*”
said Handforth tartly. “ We've got to get
back on to the road, and I want to know
how deep that pavement is. Besides, there
l might be something coming.”

They found the road again without dilli-
culty, and Handforth gained a little moro
confidence as they proceeded--mainly because
the fog was thinner here, He could see the
pavement disiinetly,

But it wasn’t quite sg casy after they had
ot out of the town. There were only hedges
iere—with  treacherous ditches, too. And
there weren't any street lamps to loom out
of the fog as a guide. And although tha
swirling mists were thinner, they were quite
bad enough for Handf{orth's nerves. He wasg
beginning to find out that driving 1n a fog
at night 1s one of the motorist’s worst ordeals.

They climbed a rise, and the fog vanished
 like magie, leaving them in comparatively
clear air., Iandforth gave a laugh of relicf
and triumph.

“What did I tell you ?"” he shouted. “Wao
shall have the grin over those other fatheads
when we get to Et. I'rank’s, Iancy being
ufraid of a local mist! Now we can buzz}”

i Church and MeClure made no comment—
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they didn't want to count their chickens
before they were hatched. The Austin

hhumme=d forward with ever-increasing speed,
and plunged gaily down the decline. A few
wreaths of fog came up, and in another
moment the car was in the midst of the stuff
agzin.  Handforth thiottled down, but made
no attempt to apply his brake. He was going
much too fast, '
““Steady, you ass!” said Church, mm alarm.
“My dear chap, I know this road like a
book ! said Handforth. *It’s straight down,
and then gradually round to the left—-="
“You fathead!” roared McClure. “ That's
the next hilll This one makes a-sharp turn
to the right Look out! You idiot, we
shall be over——"’ .
“Hi!"’ howled Church desperately.
Handforth, certain that he had to bear to
the left, was quite unprepared for the sharp
right-hand turn. He saw it too late. The
road, instead of continuing onwards, vanished
imio the mist,
The Austin Seven plunged headlong for the
hedge. -
There was a wild larch, the little car leapt;
upwards, and then sagged over sideways. It
came to a full stop, and Handforth, who had
half risen in his alarm. was sent clean over
the low wind-screen, to crash in a heap
1‘:9}'011(1.

CHAPTER 12.
THE JOYS OF MOTORING,

[IIURCH and McClure were
> thrown inte a heap, but,
except for a bruise or two,
they were unhurt.  They

¥ managed to tumble out,
wild with alarm over the fate of their leader.

Thev had =zeen himn take his headleng dive,
and couldn’'t understand why he adn’t
smashed the glass of the wind-screen, with
dire results. True, it was one of those smnall
wind-sexcens which sports models favour, but
it Handforth had shatterced it, he might have
sustained ugly cuts.

yut the sereen wasn'’t even cracked. Hand-
forth had taken a header right over the
bonnet, amd now there was no sign of him.
A complete stiliness reigned.  The engine
irad stopped dead, owing to the gear being
foft 1 Chureh and McClure stood there,
fi'led with apprehension.

The little car had gone clean through the
low hedze, and had then tipped sharply down-
wards, sageing over on  one side.  The
meadow bevond tha road was at a lower
level, and Hondforth must have come a very
sovere cropper.  The fog was swirling round
ST (4,

*Handy ! banted Church desperately.

]
i,

Every Saturda -, Price °d,

There was no reply.
c “*He's broken his neck!” sobbed JMceClure.
‘We warned him w

“Come on—it’s no good jumping to con-

clusions!” interrupted Church, in an unsteady
voice. “I expect he's fooling! ‘[he car 1sn't
even damaged! Quick! Let's go and find
him!”

They struggled round to the front of the
car, where the headiamps were cutlting
through the fog and the darkness. Aund

there, in the long grass, lay the huddled form
of Handforth. He was still and silent.

“Handy !” shouted Church, dropping
beside him.

“Is—is he alive 7’7 asked MeClure fearfullv.

Gingerly they rolled Handforth over, and
they uttered simultancous gasps of relief as
they heard him breathing ﬁeuvily. But s
cyes were closed, and he gave no sign of
CONSCIOUSNCSS,

“He's alive, thank gocodness—but he's
knocked out!” muttered Church. *No
wonder! He must have hit the ground with
his head—— I say, look here! Hec might

have been killed outright!"”

In the light from the headlamps, an angry,
ugly bump was showing ocn Handforth’s fore-
head. The ground was strewn with heavy
stones, most of them nearly hidden in the
tangled grass.  Obviocusly, Handiorth had
struck one of these with great violence, and
he was stunned.

“Talk about luck!” said Church, aghast.
“That’s the exact spot where he was hit the
other day! lLook! And the other place was
hardly healed.”

Church was right. By one of those un-
lucky coincidences, Handiorthh had hurt him-
self twice in the samwe place—but thiz second
blow was evidently mere serious, 'The skin
wasn't broken, but he had hit the ground
with such force that consciousness had
deserted him,

“And we’re on our honour to get back
quick!y ! went on Church bitterly. “*Oh,
why did the idiot insist upon comiing lLome
by car? DBut 1it's no geod standing here and
lookinz at him! We've got to do some-
thing i’

“ Perhaps he's got some bones broken,”
snid MeceCliure anxiously,

Being boy scouts, they were well acquainted
with the art of first aid. And it only took
them a minute or two to satisfy themselves
that the unfortunate Handforth was whole.
Ixcept for that briise on his forchead, snd
a grazed left wrist, he scemed all right, But
the affair was scrious enough, anyhow,

“What the dickens can we do?’ asked
Church breathlessly.  “Poor old Handy! He
might be seriously injured! We cau'’t leave

511

him here, either—this grass is wet. We'd
better put him in the ear.”

“That’s no good,” said McClure. “We
can’t drive, and he needs attention. Isn't

there a barn just here?” he added, with a
start. “ Yes, of course there 1s! Just on this
corner, a few yards—"’

IHe jaused, and stared into the murk.
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“Can’t you see it just through the mist?
Come on—lend a hand! We'll carry him into
that barn, and lay him in the straw. There's
bound to be plenty of it in there. I say, I've
got the wind up! Handy! Wake up, old
man !’

But their usually noisy leader was silent,

Lifting him with tender care, they carried
him through the grass to the barn, which,
as McClure had said, was only a few yards
away. The boys knew practically every inch

of this rcad between Bannington and Bell-
ton.

The door of the barn was unlocked, and
only needed a heave to pull it open. TFeeling
their way, they carried Handforth in—or,
rather, dragged him in—and laid him down
in the loose straw which littered the place.

“Tll go and fetch the electric torch
panted Church. “There’s one in the car—
Handy always keeps it there now, You try
and bring him to. We shall have to get
gome water, and fetch a doctor—"’

l”
[

“Let’s have the light frst,” -urged
MecClure.
Church raced to

the car, and crashed

4 . : 505, ]
“There it 1is!” he continued, pointing,

“Where am I? Keep that light away from
my eyes, Church, you ass! Oh, crumbs!
My head feels rummy! I can’t sce straight

“Thank goudness you’ve come to yourseif,
old man!” said Church fervently. * \We—wo
thought terrible things! You went clean
over the wind-sereen, you know, and it’s a
wonder you weren’t killed.”

Handforth looked at them dazedly.

“The wind-screen!”” he panted. “By
George, I remember! Something ran into us,
didn’t 1t 77

“No, vou took us into the hedge!” said
McClure, becoming wrathful now that Hand-
forth was so much better. ““You reckless
ass] What did that garage chap tell us?
He warned you about driving in a fog, and
you wouldn’t take any notice. And we told
you about that corner——"’

“Corner !” muttered Handforth.
then I made a mistake? We went through
the hedge, didn’t we? TIs the car hurt? I
say, is my Austin smashed up?’ he added
fiexcely, “It doesn’'t matter about me!

VWhat about my
Austin? Lemme get

»
t

“Then—

SHOW THEM ROUND ! eeeesseceee P,

heavily over an un- = “Steady, you
seen ridge. He o~ e ass!” said Church.
picked himself up e * . o The car’s all night
limping, reached 3 Don't keep a good thmg all to e Eﬂﬂtevﬁ;n scrat(j“.he]d!
the car, and found e ® ut it’s a lucky
thoughtfully e gstunnin . ® bits! - You stay
switched off the 3 g 0010111:6(1, Sti?nd u_P e where you are,
headlights before go- e ﬁgure you recelved with this 2 Handy, and rest for
ing back to the e L’ - Gi h * a bit. You're not
barn—for there was e ' CO&S 1SSUe, ive them a e it to drive now.”
no sense in discharg- 3 chance to get one like it ! ¢  Handiorthgrunted.
ing the battery for ¥ 2 “Rats!” he said.
nothing, ! S - “I'm all right!”
With the " torc ® He insisted #
they found that the ecessesessce SPREAD THE NEWS ! " to oo

barn contained a
great heap of hay in
one corner. And the unfortunate Handforth
. was soon resting luxuriously in the midst of
it. His stillness and his silence alarmed his
chums more than they dared admit. They
had often seen him bhowled over in a scrap,
but they had never known him to be abso-
Iutely *“out ” like this.

“It’s concussion,” said Church huskily,

“What’s that 7°

“Something to do with the brain,” said
Church. ‘It may be jolly serious, or it may
be a.trifle. We can’t tell. Anyhow, the only
thing is to fetch a doctor.”

“Yes, but where from 7’

“We're not far from the town,’”” said
Church. “There’s bound to be a doctor in
one of those big houses just on the outskirts,
You stay here while I run back. Poor old
Handy! This 1s awful!”’

Handforth sat up.

“Doctor 2”7 he mumbled.
asses !’

*Handy !”’ they gasped.

“What’s happened 7’ mumbled Handforth,

“PDon't be such

getting to his feect,
only to find that his

_ knees sagged, and
that he felt terribly dizzy. Iis head was

throbbing with agony, and he was forced {o
fall back into the hav.

“My goodness!” he murmured. “I feel
rotten !

“Well, lie here for a bit,”’ said Church.
“We're jolly thankful that you’ve come to
yourself, and that there’s nothing seriously
wrong. An hour’s sleep will do you a lot
of good—and the fog may have lifted by
then.”

Handforth was in too much pain to protest,
and he allowed himself to relax. In less than
a minute he was asleep.

“1 say, what about getting home ?"’ whis-
ered Mcfl‘luru. “It's long past tem, you
now——'

“Hang it all, we've got a pgood excuse,
haven't we?” interrupted Church. ik &
doesn't matter how late we are to-night, after
this accident. Nobodv can accuse us of in-
venting a yarn while Handy’s got a lump as
big as an ostrich’s egg on his forehead. We'll
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lot him sleep for an hour, and that'll be
doing the honourable thing.”

And they crept out, and made a further
examination of the Austin Scven by the aid
of the torch. The car was sagging badly,
and for a morent they thought that either
the springs were broken, or that something
underneath was smashed.

But a more careful inspection showed that
their first examination was right. In spite of
the hacd jolt the car had received, it scemed
to be in no way hurt. But, in spite of their
united efforts, they failed to shift it. It was

jammed somchow, hall in the hedge, and
Lalf in the meadow.
“Never mind,” said Church, at last. “We

can’t do anvthing until Handy comes. We
sha!l just have to mooch about for an hour.
The fog's getting worse, and there's only
cne thing to be done.  As soon as Handy's
a bit Detter, we'll walk him home between
us. No more motoring for me in this fog !”

“Hear, hear!’ said McClure, necdiing.
“Enough’s as good as a feast!”

CIIAPTER 13.
SOMETHING NEW FOR
: FORREST & CO.
! [IAT'S five bob you owe
me, NMr. Snagg,’’ said
Bernard Forrest genially,
as he chalked his cue.
“How about another hun-

“SQure vou've got time, voung 'un?” ,

“ITeaps of tune,” said Forrest. “With a
fog like this, we’ve got a fine excuse, cven
if we don't get back untii one o'clock in the
morning |  We can always say we got lost—
and we can prove that we lost the train by an
accident.’’

“Cunning  young Mr.
Snagg, grinning.

The cads of Study A were in the billiard-
room at the Wheatsheaf, in Bannington.
There were two tables in the apartment, and
the other was occupied by a parly cf noisy
mien who rather looked like third rate maomn-
bers of the *“profession.” The St. Frank's
juniors and Mr. Snagg were alone in their
part of the room,

AMr. Snagg was not exactly a bookiaker,
although he had often accepted bets from
IForrest. He wasn’t a tipster, and nchody
could exact!y say how he earned hus living.
But he always scemed to have plenty of
money. He was a dapper gentleman, scrupu-
lously ‘attired, with a genial face which
scemed to radiate good-natured honesty.
Which only goes to prove how deceptive
appearances can be. For none of Mr. Snagg’s
iriends had ever accused him of being
honest.

He agreed to play anotber hundred up, for
a small bet of five shillings. In the last game
he had given Forrest twenty points, but in
this one they started level.

“VYou're too smart for me to give you any

—
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points, young Forrest,” he said genially.
** Besides, 1 want to get that five bob back.
I can’t afford to throw my hard-earned money
into your worthless pockets.”

1 don’t want your mouldy five beb,”’ said
IForrest. *‘\We've only got it on the game to
give 1t a bit of interest.”

“You're pretty flush, then?” asked Mr.
Snagg.

Forrest produced a bundle of notes, and
put them into his pocket again.

“1 had two winners yesterday,”” he said
contentedly. *“‘If you’ll give me ten points,
I don’t mind raising that five-bcb stake to
a quid. Hang it, I'm not playing billiards
morning, noon and night, like you are! DBe
a sporisman !”

“Sportsman,” said Mr.
middle name. You’re on!”

“Good man!”’ said Forrest.

He liked to be on equal terms with these
racing ecxperts.  Somchow, it gave him a
fecling of bheing* much more important than
he was—and he never realised that such men
only associated with him for the sake of
what they could get. DBernard Forrest was in
the position ef being supplied by a doting
mother with plenty of cash. And although he
sometimes won a lot of moncy by betting on
horses, this was only because he backed
heavily. In the long run he was always on
the wrong side. Gulliver and Bell were just
onlookers, being much less fortunate in the
way of pocket-money. At the most, they
would only have a flutter of five or ten
shillings when Tforrest was in possession of an
cextra good tip.

: 1‘; Wait a minute P’ said Mr. Snagg thought-
ully.

TForrest had his cue ready, and he was just
about to break, Mr. Snagg was looking
rather reflective—his mind, perhaps, dwelling
upon the big sheaf of notes that Iorrest had
so unwisely displayed.

“Wait a minute?” said TForrest.
for ?”

“Well, T’Il play the hundred up if you like
——cspecially as we've got a quid on it,” said
Mr. Snagg. ““Dut I was thinking you might
care for something a bit more novel.”

“If you’re trying to get out of it—"’

“Confound your nerve, I'm not!” snapped
Mr. Snagg. ““Do you think I want your dirty
pound 77’

“There’s no need to get nasty

“Well, keep a civil tongue in your head,
and don't make iInsinuations!” said Mr.
Snagg gruffly. “I'm hanged if T'll say what
was in my mind now.”

“T'm sorry,”” said Forrest grudgingly.
“Qh, well, in that case we’ll forget it,”

said the other, smiling. “Have you ever
heard of the game of roulette?”’
“What do

‘““Heard of it!” said Forrest.
you take me for—an infant from a kinder-
carten? Of course I’ve heard of it! Played
it, too.”

“We can't teach vou anything, can we?”’
said Mr. Snagg, with a slight touch of sar-

Snagg, “is my

“What

casm. ‘I thought perhaps you'd care for a
bit of rouletic to-night——"

“By gad, do you mean it ?”

ii E"es'?.‘

“But where in the name of all that’s mar-
vellous can we find a roulette table in Ban-
nington ¥’ asked Forrest, staring. *“I didn’t
know they had such things here! T thought
they only played snap and ludo!”

“T'o say nothing of tiddley-winks!” grinned
AMr. Snagg. “But, scricusly, this is a fact.
Mind you, it's absolutely secret, and 1
wouldn’t take you into my confidence if I
couldn’t trust you. But I've got a free hand
to introduce pcople who can be trusted as
sportsmen., Are you Tready for a little
gamble 7"’

Forrest laid his cue aside.

“Lead me to it1°7 he caid coolly.

“Then get your coat on, and we'll go,”
said the other. “ Your friends can come, too
—but you’ll have to give me your word of
honour that you’ll keep mum. Roulette 1zn's
billiards—and there might be trouble if any-
thing came out.”

Forrest grinned.

“You needn’t worry about us,”” he renplied.
“We should be the first to suffer—if anythine
came out! It would mean the sack for ali
three of us, and you needn’t think we're keen
on that! For our own sakes, we’ll keep our
mouths shut,”

He went off to put his overcoat on, and
Gulliver and BPBell, who accompanied him,
were locking rather scared. .

“1 say, FForrest, this is a bit thick!” mut-
tered Bell. “It’s getting late, yvou know.
We'd better get to St. Trank’s as quickly as
we can. If we go to this roulctte place, we
might be kept for hours.”

“VYes, and then it would mecan the sack,
anyhow,”” said Gulliver nervously. “Don’t
he an ass, IForrest! Just becanse we missed
that train, we can't stay out half the night.”’

Bernard Forrest regarded his cronies with
complete indifference.

“What about the honour system?” he
asked. ““We can roll in at any old hour we
please—and no questions asked! 'This new
l.ngi:::m”m going to be jolly handy for us, I
can tell you. ) i

“\We %hﬂ]] get black marks,” s=aid Beil
uncasily. “I think we ought to go.”

“My dear idiots, you can get back to Et.
Frank’s as soon as vou like,” retorted Forrest.
“Pon't wait for me. But if there are any
auestions asked. say thaf yeu lost me in the
for, and that I'm probably wandering abent,
somewhere like a lost lamb. Then I shall
know what to say when T roll in.”

“Hang you, we're not going
without you,” said Bell. +

“Then shut up, and don’t growl!’ said
Torrest. “1 haven't seen a rouleite tablé for
centuries. I feel like a flutter to-night. And
what a chance—with this fog! We can spin
any old yarn, and they’re bound to belicve
it-“

“0Oh, all right, if you think it's safe,” said
Gulliver, his little eyes glittering with exciie-

home

— e w— _— - —— — e ——
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ment., “DBut I say, you know! Roulctte!
Going the pace, isn’t 1t?”

It suits me down to the ground,” grinned
TForrest. “With any luck TI'll double Lhis
money I've got, and then I'll give you fellows
a quid cach for luck, That's me! Large-
hearted Bernard !” _

“Cheese 161" said Bell, with a snigger.

Overcoated, they went out and joined Mr.
Snage, who had .also wrapped himself up
well. He was looking smarter than ever,
with a sitken wrap and an expcensive, close-
fitting top-coat and bowler.

“ Are vou sure this is on the square?” asked
Yorrest. “You're not just having a lark, I
suppose 7"’

Mr, Snagg chuckled, and dug Forrest in the
ribs.

“I'll {ell you when I fecl like a lark,” he
replicd. “You wouldn’t catch me going out
in this fog if there was any chance attached
*to it. Come on, we shall have to walk—and
it's well over a mile.”

“IWhich way?” asked Bell anxiously.

“You needn't worry—it’s along the Bell-
ton Road—on your way home,” said the
other. “And, remember, this thing has got
to be kept absolutely private.”

Mpr. Snagg would say nothing further, and
they walked down the deserted High Strect
in the thick fog, and eventually found them-
selves on the outskiris of the town, where
there were some big privaté residences, sct
back from the road in their own grounds.
Thex were comparatively modern villas of the
more cxpensive type. But all of them were
now hidden in the impenetrable mist.

AMr. Snagg was well aware, of course, that
he could iniroduce these schoolboys to any
questionable place with perfect safety. For
they would keep their mouths tightly closed
for their own sakes. The slichtest hint of
such ‘“‘goings-on ” would mean swift and
drastic punishment in the shape of expulsion.
But for this safeguard, Mr. Snagg would
never have breathed the word “roulette.”

“Ilere we are,” said the dapper gentleman,
as he fumbled at the fastening of the gate.
“At least, I think this is the house. Con-
found this for! Who's got a mateh? O,
it"s all right—I rccognise the knobs!”

The gate was distinctive, being an iron
one, with ornamental work and curiously
shaped knobs along the top. But there was
no sign of a house. Forrest & Co. were
becoming more and more curious.

They felt that they were walking up a
drive, and then, almost before they knew it,
a lichted hall door loomed up immediately
ahead. They mounted some steps, and Mr.
Snage admitted himszelf by means of a latch-
key. And yet it scemed fairly obvious that
he did not actually live here,

They entered the hall, and it was a strange
contrast to the murk outside. DBright electric
Lierht was gleaming, and the hall was taste-
fully fuimishied. A kind of footman was in
.:t[ti':rltle:1slc'-z*, and lie regarded the new arrivals
curiotsly.

“Terrible mnight, Mr. Snagg,” he ro-
marked, *'I sec you've brought some voung
gents with you?" he added questiomngly.

“That’s all right, Withers,” said Mr.
Snagg. ‘“‘I'riends. St. Frank's youngsters,
you know. Quite in order.”

The man nodded and said no more,

And Mr. Snagg, having shed lis overcoat
and scarf and hat, waited until Forrest & Co.
had done likewise. Then Le led the way
down the hall, and turned into a short
corridor with a door at the end.

“We have to be pretty careful,” he ex-
plained. *“*You saw \Withers, didn't you?
Well, you're introduced now, so if you'd care
to comie here any other time he'll let vou
in without aquestion. Ay imiroduction was
good cnough.”

“That’s awfully good of you, Mr. Snagg,”
said Forrest cagerly.

“Don’t mention it,” said Mr. Snagg.

He opened the door, aud the St. Frank’s
juniors found themselves in a big room, an
apartmment  which  had  been  designed,
probably, as a ball-room. DBut now it was
being put to a very different use.

There were a number of men present, and
they all appeared to be strangers. That 15 to
say, thiey were nct local residents, but racing
men, commercial fravellers of a questionable
order, and such like, There werce two or
three card-tables, all of them occupied. Aund
in the centre stood a fult-sized roulette-table,

with the wheel spinning to the acconi-
paniment of a musical clicking,

“By gad!” muttered Forrest, his eyes
gleaming.

He moved forward, rather awed. As a

matter of fact, he had never played roulette
m all his life, except on a toy table. Gulliver
and Bell had, but they scarcely counted.
They had ne money for a real gamble.

Bernard Forrest was inwardly gloating.
What a piece of luck this fog was! Without
it he would never have learned of this won-
derful place.

He didn't know to whom 1t belonged, or
how it was they could gain such ready entry,
He saw only “that roulette wheel, and the
fascination of the infernal thing gripped him,

CHAPTER 14,

THE EXTRAORDINARY ADVEN-
TURE OF CHURCH AND®
MCCLURE,

HURCII shivered slightly,
and looked at his watch by
the torch light.

*“1 say, it’s hali-past
cleven!” he muitered.

“IWe'd better give Handy another shake and

get him home. They’ll be sending out search

parties soon,”

“ All right, let’s rouse him, poor old chap,”
nodded McClure, *It’'s a pity, you know,
he's sleeping like a top.”
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Feeling their way, Church and McClure ebore their chum into the barn.
and his chums were getting ferribly alarmed.

“He’ll sleep all night if we don’t do some-
thing,” rephed Church.

Edward Oswald Handforth had been aslecp
for well over an hour, and twenty minutes
carlier Church and McClure had shaken him.
But he had slept so soundly that he hadn’t
been roused, and they bhadn't the heart to
continue their efforts. But now—at eleven-
thirty—they began to get anxious. Besides,
they were cold and tired.

“Come on, Mandy, old man,” murmured
Church.

He took Handferth by the shoulder and
¢hook him, with no result.

“Ay hat!” said McClure. “He's sound!”

“We shall have to punch him a bit,”
growled Church. “He's always a job to
wake, but I didn’t know he’d be like 1t after
that biff on the head.”

They bent over Handforth and shook him
vigorously.

“What's the matter with him?” muttered
Church. ““We can’t wake him,”

“3y goodness!”

They rencwed their efforts, this time with
even preater violence than before. But still
Handforth slept. And it was such a quret,
heavy sleep that there was something uncom-
fortable ahout it. As a rule he snored. But
now his breathing was almost silent and
regular,

“It’s that bash,” said Church huskily. *“1It

isn’t really sleep, he’s unconscious again.
Gh, my hat! We'd better rush off and get a
doctor. We ought to have got one at first.

What a couple of idiots!™

Handy, for once, was quite silent,l

A o
“ Shall we both go?’ asked McClure doubt-
fully.

“We might as well. There’s nothing to
hurt Inm here—he’s in this hay, and he won’t
be disinrbed. And, if one of us gets lost,
the other can still fetech the doctor. Como
on !”

“Let's have one more try first!?

But it was impossible to rouse the uphappy
leader of Study D. Once he muttered some-'
thing, and seemed to be on the point of

awakening, but it came to nothing.  His:
chums desisted.
“It’s no good!” panted Church. “We've

got to feteh a doctor.”

They hurried oft without any further delay,
and nearly lost themselves in trying to find
the road. 'The heavy mist was no better, and
it was Jying over the countryside like a thick
blanker,  All sounds were stilled, and the
night was uncannily silent, Church and
McClure seemed to be in a world of their
own. :

Once on the road there was no trouble in
keeping to it, especially as they had the
clectrie torch to guide them. They proceeded
along the road at a sharp trot, and they were
soon warmed up.

It was a mile to the outskirts of the town,
to the nearest houses, and they ran the
distance i seven minutes. In fact, they were
among the houses before they knew it, having
kept to the centre of the road.

“Hold on!” said McClure, pausing.
that a light”

He pointed. TFor a brief spell the fog had

“Tsn't
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thinned. It was patchy, and was constantly
shifting.  And just at this particular moment
the light from an illuminated hall penetrated
the mist.
“This’ll do,” said Church.
“But it may not be a doctor's—

L 14

it's a doctor's, but they can probably tell us
where to find one,” said Church. “ Anyhow,
there’s somebody up, or th:} hall lLight
wouldn’t be on. Let’s inquire.’

All their thoughts were for Handforth, for
they were genuinely worrled about their
leader. They had heard of pen le dying from
concussion, and after apparently being quite
recovered. And llandforth’s refusal to
awaken had frightened ithiem considerably.

They knocked at the front door of the
house and waited. Rather to their surprise
the door was opened on the instant, and they

» found themselves looking at a rather shifty-

eved man, who appeared to be the butler or
footman.

“(Can you tell us
1 ““O-ho!” said Withers grinning.
couple of you, eh?”

The man’s mistake was pardonable. This
house, by a curious coincidence, was the very
one that Forrest & Co. had entered a short
time cecarvlier. And yet it wasn’t such a
coincidence, after all, for it was the only
house hercabouts with a light shining. Church
and McClure had made for it as a matter of
course,

And Withers hﬂd jumped to a pardﬂnalﬁe
conclusion.  Having admitted three St.
Frank’s fellows less than half an hour before,
Iie assumed that these other two were just as
eligible. Probably friends of the frst three.
Their caps told the man that they belonged
to the same school and the same House as
Forrest & Co.

“ Another couple of us?” repeated Churceh,
mn surprise,

“You'd better go straight through, young

gentlemen,” said the man, pointing. “ You'li
Turn into

* began Church.
‘“ Another

the corridor and straight ahead.”

A bell rang somewhere, and Withers went
upstairs. Church and MeClure looked at one
another in amazement.

*Mad !” said Mae, teuching his forehead.

“It seems rummy, anyhow,” admitted
Church. *What did he mean—we shall {ind
our friends down the corridor? What

friends?"” i

“Goodness knows,” said McClure. ““And
he's gone now, so we can't ask him any
flt‘wf.ii'.lﬂi', or find out about a doctor.”

‘hurch thought swiftly.

“He's made a misi ai-.r- of course,” he said.

“But there’s somebody in that room he spoke
about, and they'll probably be able to tell
us where wo can find a doctor. Let's go and
seo, anyhow.’

It was a perfectly natural thing for them to
do, particularly as they were in urgent need
of ﬁndiug a medical man. They went down
the hall, turned, and saw the big door at the

There's not one chance in a thousand that

end of the corridor, They walked up to it,
and hesitated,

“1 say, this seems wrong to me!” muttered
Church. “I feel like a gtddj‘ burglar !”

“But he told us

“Yes, I know; but ln} must have mistaken
us for somebody else.”

However, it was no timaz for politeness or
conventional methods. Church opened the
door and looked in. He opened it quietly and
took a peep, being half-afraid that he was
about to make an unwarrantiable intrusion
upon a quiet family circle.
~ Then, as he looked, he caught his breath
in,

““Great Scott!” he breathed, amazed.

McClure was looking, too, bending low 0
that he could get a clear view bencath his
companion. They watched a eurtous scene,
and so quietly had they opened the door that
nobody had heard them.

The air was heavy with smoke and the
smell of spirits. Men were playing cards at
two or three tables, and there was the con-
stant chink of money. But the most curious

sicht of all was the strange table in the
middle of the room.
Church rccognised it at once—a rouletie

table!

He had seen one in a film some wecks ago.
And there, at this table, were Bernaid
Forrest, Albert Gulliver and George DBell—of
the Remove! So these were the *friends ”
the man in the hzall had referred to!

“Quick!” muttered Church tensely.

He closed the door without a sound, and
they went back into the hall.  The footman
was still absent, and the two juniors swiftly
let ithemselves out and closed the door with a

elick. They ran down the steps and vanished
into the foe.

“YWell, what do you think of thal ¥ panted
Church at last.

“Those cads of Study A!” muitered
McClure. “Well, I'm jiggered!”

“The rotters! So this is the way they're

regarding the honour svstem!” said Church
ﬁelcely “On the very first night they're on
the razzle!”

“We shall have to do something abont it!”
declared Alac. “The dishonourable cads!”

“In there—gambling,” went on Church.
“And roulette!  Why, it's—it’s like a giddy
miracle! We went to that house by the
merest chance, and that man let us in with-
out a word!”

“Don't you see?” asked DMae swiflly.
“He'd already let Forrest & Co. in. so he

thought we were two more shady characters.
The dirty rotters! They ought to get the
sack !”

“They'll get it, right enough, if they plav
these  games often ! growled Churci.
“Well, we can’t do anvthing now, can we?
We can’t sneak on them, and it's none of
our business, anyhow. Thank goodness they
didn’t sce us.”

“Nobodr In us,” said

that room saw
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‘»I{,( Jure.  *That’s the rummy part of it. 1
think we ought to teil Handy, and get himn
to smash Forrest & Co. to pulp. Oh, good-
ness! I'd forgoiten! What about Handy?”

“Yes, we've got to find a doctor,” declared
Church. * Let’s £ﬂrget about this other aflair
fer the time being.”

They tried a houso farther along, but rang
tho bell and hammered upon the knocker in
vain, They tried again somewhere else, with
the same result. And then, while they were
at a third house, they heard a clock chiming
nideight in the hall. And still their search
was fruitiess!

2 15.

2 | STILL. ANOTHER ADVENTURE.
A IIURCH breathed hard with
exasperation,

“It's no good, we can’t
go on all night like this,”
he said. ‘““Everybody’s

b | CHAPTE

‘rcne to bed, and we can’t wake them up. |

And it’s midnight. Look here, lct’s
to Handy.”

“But the doctér

“It’s no goad, we can’t find one,” growled
Church. “We're only wasting time.  If
Handy isn’t any better one of us will stop with
himi and the other will pelt for St. Frank's.
We ought to have done that at first.”™

They ran back along the rcad even faster
than they had come. The fog was showing
no signs of lifting, although it was as patchy
as ever. They rcached the fateful corner, and
found the Austin Scven still lying druu].cunly
in the hedge.

They pushed past 1t, and floundered
towards the barn over the rough ground.

“Listen!” muttered McClure, halting.

They pulled up.

“Hi! You {atheads!” came a voice,
“Where the dickens are you! What's the idea
of leaving me 1n the dark

“He’s awake!” shouted Church gladly.

They ran into the barn, and Church cast his
light upon the figure of Handforth, who was

go back
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standing up and groping round him help-
lessly. Ho glared into the eye of the electric
torch, and the very aggressiveness of his
expression was reassuring. Handiorth was
recovering !

““Is that you?” he demanded warmly.

““It’s all right, Handy, we’ve been trying to
find a doctor,” said Church, going forward
and holding his leader’s arm. “But we
couldn’t find one, and Lean on me, old
man !”’

Handforth gave an expressive snort.

“Is that the way you look after me?” he
asked tartly. “I wake up, and find myself
alone—without a torch, or a match, or any-
thing. You just go off, and lcave me in the
lurch 1”

*But we went to find a doctor—

“Then vou ought to have had more sensec!”
interrupted Handforth, witk all his old
arrogance.  What the dickens do I want
with a doctor? Can’'t I have a biff on the
head without you chaps rushing all over the
place for doctors?”

r “But we couldn't
Church protestingly.

1

wake vou up!” said

“Rats! You dida’t try hard enough.”
“You-~you ungrateful rotter!” roared
Church. *“Here weo've been worrying our-

selves sick over you, and running like mad for
a doctor, and all you can do 1s to bark at us.
We tried to wake you up until we were tired.
But vou wouldn’t budge, and we got the
wind up.”

“Pon’t be so jolly mean, Handy,” said
MecClure.

Handforth gingerly touched his forehead.

“This is nothing,” he said. “I shall be all
right to-morrow., It was only a hard biff,
and I'm getling used to 'em on this spot.
Rummy why vou couldn’t wake me up,

though. I cxpect I must have injured the
brain a bit. But that’s nothing,” he added
briskly. “I'm not afraid of my brain. It'll

stand more knocking about than this.” +

“Do you think vou can walk home with
us now?” asked Mac.

“No, I don’t!”

“But it’s past midnight—" _

“I'm not going to walk home with any-
body ! said Handforth. “What’s the matter
with my Austin Seven?”

His chums stared at him.

“But vou're not going to iry to drive it
again?” asked Church.

“Of course I'm not,”
Oswald reassurimgly.

But you just said

replied Edward

3]

‘I'm going to drive it—not try to!” inter-.

rupted Handferth, with cold emphasis. “The
fog’s a bit better now, and I'm feeling as
right as ninepence except for a bit of a head-
ache. It fcels as though somebody were bash-
mg at my forchead wilth sledge-hammers.
But I can still drive the car.”

“You'll kill us next time!”
MeClure. “QOh, mv hat!
reasonable, Ilandy?

| shouted
_ Can't you be
This fog—"

“If you don't like to come with me ycu
can walk,” Interrupted llandforth curtiy.
‘I'his, of course, was lmpossible.  Hand-
forth's chums felt that it was their plain duty
to stick to him now that he was injured.
And, even though they rtisked their lives,
they would lLave to go in the Austin Seven
with him, DBut Church resolved to sit in the
front seat, where he could have his hand near
the emecrgency brake. He decided, however,
to make no mention of this to Handiorth.
“Come on!” said Edward Oswald. “ We've
wasted enough time. Past midnight, eh?
Well, we shall be home in twenty minutes,”
He was very anxious as he inspecied the
car. His strength and theirs combined

{ proved suflicient, and the Austin was got out

upon the road. And then Handiorth: went all
round, examining it afresh. Surprisingly
enough, there was no damage. The near side
front wing was a trifle bent, but Handforth
didn’t notice this,

“What a bit of luck!” he said, with relicf.
“Of course, we didn't come much of a
cropper, you know, All the same, it just

shows what these Austin Sevens can go
through, Jump in, my sons!”
“Go casy, Handy ! said McClure. “Take

it at a crawl, you know. In fact, I think I'd
better walk in front with the electric torch.”

“Then you can think again!”’ declared
Handforth coldly. “We’'re all going to ride.
The fog’s lifting a bit now, anyhow—and I'm
imtdglrﬂng to be beaten by a mist and a biffed
ead ;

Although Church and McClure felt utterly
helpless 1n face of this edict, they could not
help admiring their leader’s indomiiable
spirit.

“If we had gone home by train with the
other fellows we should have been fast asleep
by this time,”” went on Church indignantly.
“And instead of that, look at us! And al!
through your pig-headed obstinacy! It's get-
ting on for one o'clock, we're all tired and
peevish,-and you've got a bruised head. This
1s what comes of being so cocksure !”

Haundforth suddenly lost his arrogance.

“By George, you're right!'" he admitted

gloomily. “1 say, what an ass I was to come
home by road! What a fatheaded, idiotic
thing to do!"

: ‘;ll’m glad you realise it!” said MeCilure
artly.

“It’s all your fault!” said Handforth.

“Our fault ?”

“Why didn’t you stop me? Why didn’t
vou drag me to tﬁa train by force ?”

“Why don’t you dry up?” said Church
darkly. “We can go on arguing like this ali
night! Are we going to get home, or shall
we sit down on the top of a gate, and have a
chat? I don’t mind! I'm past caring now!"”

“Oh, let's get on with it!]’’ growled Hand-
forth irritably,

They entered the car, and Handforth was
relieved when the engine started with all its
usual smoothness. There was an added
feature of satisfaction. The fog was decidedly

thinner, and after the first hundred yards—
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taken very cautiously—driving was compara-
tively casy.

Familiarity with the road was a great help,
and once Bellten was reached, the rest was
casy. Rather to the satisfuction of the
junmiors, St. lrank’s itself was [fairly en-
veleped in thick foz. It would have been
vather bad if there had been no fog at ali—
for the Head, if he was waiting un, might
have diseredited the story of a tﬁick and 1mn-
penetrable fog.

They had hardly entered the Triangle—the
gates being wide open—Dbefore a igure loomed
up. ;

“Who is that 7’ asked a sharp

“1t’s us, sir,” said Handforth.,
bark, sir.”

Alr. Nelson Lee, the Houscmaster of the
Ancient House, came ciose to the Austin, and
looked at the juniors with rather a concerned
expression on his face.

“1 shall be glad of your explanation, Hand-
forth,” he said. ‘‘Do you know that we have
been very anxious about you 7

“We've had an accident, sir, and Hand-
forth is hurt,” said Church quickly. ““He
was unconscious for over an hour, and Mac
and I were at our wits’ end.”

“An accident—again?”’ repeated Nelson
Lee. *““You bhave, at lcast, arrived home with
the car quite sound? The accident could not
have been very serious?”’

“ But it was, sir!’’ declared Church.

“It was nothing at all, sir,” said Handforth
grimiy.

“It was an awlul affair, sir,” said McClure.

“A mere trifle, sir!”’ broke in Handforth
obstinately,

The Houscmaster was justifiably puzzled.

““In face of these contradictory statements,
I can see that I shall have to leave my
curiosity unsatisfied,” he said. “You will
drive your car just to the left here, Hand-
forth, and leave 1t.”’

*Leave it, sir?”’

voice.
“We've got

¥ en,"

“In the fog, sir?’’ shouted Handforth re-
belliously. “ My Austin Seven 77

“In the fop. Handforth—your Austin

Seven!” replied Lee.
“But—but it’ll be ruined 4

“I will put it in the garage immediately
you have gone to bed,” interrupted the
Housemaster. ‘‘But I do not fancy standing
here in the fog, in the small hours of the
morning, talking to you. Come indoors at
once.,”’

They entered the Ancient House, where
the lights were dim, but did not proceed to
the Housemaster’s study. Lee switched on
the lobby lights, and conducted the interview
then and there. A complete silence reigned
throughout the great school—for everybody
else, of course, had gone to bed long since,
and were fast asleep.

It did not take the juniors long to explain,
and Nelson Lee listened gravely. They were
relieved when they found that he was
satisfied.

“Under the circumstances, I will forgive
you for keeping me up,” he said, similing.
“*And I am quite convineed that you
attempted to get back to the school as quickly
as possible, in order to keep faith with the
Headmaster’s wishes. But I must have a
lock at that head of yours, Handforth A

“Not hkely, s1rI”’ objected Edward Oswald,
“You plastered it up once, but I don’t wang
to go through that business again! I'm all
right now, sir!”

“Well, we’'ll sce,” said the Housemaster
soolthingly.

“I'm worrying about my Austin, ocut there
in the fog—"*

“It will be safely garaged within ten
| minutes, Handforth, I can assure you,” inter-
| rupted Lee drily. ““So you can go up to bhed
in a perfectly satisfied frame of mind. Oh,
by the way,” he added. “There are thrce
other boys still absent.”

““Still out, sir?”’

“Yes—Forrest, Gulliver, and Bell,”” said
Lee. ‘““Have you seen anything of them 7

“Not since we left the picture theatre, sir,”
said Handforth, looking very suspicious.
“They were with the rest of us then, but I
haven’t seen them since. The rotters! Up
to their tricks, I'll bet!”

“What tricks, Handiorth ?”

“JXh? Oh, nothing, sir,”” =said Handforth
hastily. “But some chaps always like to be
tricky, sir.”

“J do not fancy any boys would deliberately
remain out to-night—knowing that a master
is awaiting their return,’”’ replied Lee. ‘I
have telephoned the station, and it appears
that the three boys just missed the train,
| But they should have been home hours ago.’’

He nodded, and the chums of Study D
went upstairs.

“The rotters!’ said Handforth drily, as
they reached the dormitory corridor. “1I
couldn’t say much, or it would have looked
like sneaking. But I'll bet those beastly cads
have been at one of the Bannington pubs,
playing cards, or something.”

Church and McClure were looking rather
serious. , )

“We could have told Mr. Lee scmething
about those Study A chaps,” said Church
grufily.

“Fh?

“Never mind now,”’ said Church.
got to get to bed, Handy.”

What the dickens do you know 7"
“We'vo

——

CHAPTER 16.

BY THE SKIN OF THEIR
TEETH |

FORREST
paused in the foggy Tri-
angle, and seized Gulliver
&’ and Bell by either arm.
‘““Remember, leave all
the talking to me,’” he said softly. “We've
had a ripping spree, and I don’t want every-

% ERNARD

thing spoilt by you chaps. Ii you’re asked
questions, just back me up.’”?
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“*We'll never do it!” muttered Bell ner-
vously, “Do you know it's getting on for
two o'clock?”

IForrest didn't even reply. He was fceling
inwardly excited. It had been a difficult task
to drag himself away from that roulette
table, but he had done so at last, realising
that there was a limit to the elasticity ot
any story. DBut he had plenty of confidence
in his own ability to “put it over’ with an
air of conviction.

He had won no less than five pounds at
roulette, and he was filled with a feverish
desire for more of the same unhealthy sport.
And he was determined, moreover, to get it !

The chums of Study A reached the door of
the Ancient House, and found that 1t was
unlocked. Gulliver and Bell were about to
speak in excited whispers—to propose a silent
dash for their bed-room. But Forrest was
more cunning. He knew that such a move
wpuld be fatal. He set an example by drag-
ging himself wearily into the lobby, and
breathing a great sigh of thankfulness.

“IWell, we're home !” he said, with intenseo
relief. ‘I hope there’s a master about some-
where, so that we can tell him what’s hap-
pened. Oh, my hat! I'm aching in every
limb! What a Dbeastly time we've had!”

*“1t's a wonder we're still alive!” groaned
Bell.

The
obvious,
appeared.

necessity for Torrest’s caution was
for Nelson Lee himself suddenly

Bernard’'s eyes glittered beneath
his lowered lids. He was glad that Lee had
overheard those words of his. They had had
a ring of truth—particularly as Forrest had
apparently uttered them mervely to his chums.

*So vou have returned 7’ said Nelson Lee
quictlv.  *““What has happened, boys? Why
have vou been absent for so many hours ?7”

“Oh, I'm awfully glad you're *here, sir,”
said Forrest thankfully. “We're terribly
sorry to have kept you up, bub it’s this con-
founded fog, sirl We missed our {ram.”

“By the skin of our teeth, sir,” said Gul-
liver mfserahly. “We had to walk home,
tco——' '

*““One moment,” said Lee.
vour train, you say?
nington well before ten o'clock—and it is
now close upon two. What have you been
doing during these four hours odd?”

At least, the boys had verified the state-
ment that Lee had elicited from the station
officials,

“It was our own fault, sir, I suppose,”’ said
Forrest penitently. * At least, it was mine—
and 1've had to payv for it, teo! I thought
there was heaps of time for the train. 1
“made sure it would be late—and then we just
got there as the gate was closed. It was
pretty awful for us, sirl”

“And what happened subsequently 177
“We started to walk home, sir—and got

“You missed

lost.”’
“Oh, you got lost ?” repcated Lee, “‘Was
not that a very singular misadventure,

Forrest? You boys ought to know the road
by this time, surely ?”

That train  left Ban-i

J

3

e

The Housemaster-detective was suspicious.
He knew something of these boys’ characters.
In fact, he was not merely suspicious, but
he was convinced that they had deliberately
taken advantage of the fog for ends of their
own. But unless he could find a flaw in their
story, he could do nothing but give them the
benefit of the doubt. And in face of the
honour system, he could do nothing, in any
case.

“That’s just it, sir,”’ said Forrest, with a
grimace. “If was my fault again! I was so
sure that I knew the way home that I decided .
on the short cut, round by Edgemore. And
we must have gone wrong somewhere in the
fog, and we somehow got on to the moor.

lAntd" in five minutes we were hopelessly
ost.

Lee pursed his lips. A plausible story, and
one that it was almost impossible to pick to
pieces.

" Although hopelessly lost, you nevertheless
fugnd your bearings again ?’ he asked.

That was an accident, sir,” replied
Forrest promptly. “After wandering about
for hours, and probably going round in circles,
we saw the old ruined mill. I can tell you
we were pleased, sir] We were able to get
our bearings from that, and we found the
road. We're awfully sorry, sir,”” he added,
looking utterly dejected and weary,

f:IelsDn Lee nodded slowly.

" All right—go to bed at once,”” he said.

If the rising-bell awakens you, you need
not obey. I shall give instructions to have
you called later. Good-night, boys. I am
sorry you have had such an ordeal.”

‘““ Good-night, sir,” chorused Forrest & Co.

They went upstairs, and Nelson Lee locked
up. There was a grim glint in his eve as
he did so. ) '
. “A lie from start to finish,” he murmured.

Upon my word! 1 knew that Forrest had
& vast amount of effrontery, but he has surely
eclipsed himself to-night. And I can do
nuthmz.i{ but accept the story—although I am
perfectly convinced that it is a 1mere in-
vention !”

Upstairs, Forrest was gloating.

“What did I tell you?”’ he breathed, as
they prepared to enter their dormitory. “ Ha
swallowed it. whole! Tho super-detective!
By gadl Always trust your Bernard, and
he'll see you through!”

“It was only by the skin of our tecth,
though,”” muttered Gulliver, “There was a
rummy Jook on his face. I believe he thinks
you were lying !’

“He can think what he likes,” grinned
Forrest. *‘‘What does it maiter? He can’t
prove anything. That’s where we've got him

on toast. This is what I call the end of a
Eerfect evening | ILvery chap his own master,
y gad !”

A door opened necar them, and Handforth
looked out.

“I thought I heard your mouldy voices
he said grufly, “Where have you been?”

(Continued on page 41.)
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SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS!!

CHAPTER 1.
THE FIRST SHOT!

R. PALMER, master of the Fourth Form
at Clif House School, looked at his
watch.

“One minute to go, boys,” he said
gravely, and the fellows could see that some of
the colour had faded from his face,

There was dead silence in the Form-reom.
Standing on the side of the master's desk was
the black, gaping mouth of a loud-speaker;
wires from it ran out through the doorway to
the big wireless set in the hall.

From his own desk by the Form-rcom window,
Tom Lee¢ nudged his chum, Jack Bennett.

“Old Palmer looks a bit groggy, doesn’'t he?”
he whispered.

“Enough to make him,” Jack hissed back.
“He was in the last war, that’s why. He'll be
called up if the—— Gosh, only a minute to go
now, and we might be at war!”

Jack’s eyes lit up at the thought, and he
grinned a little. At his side, Tom grinned, too,
and just for a moment their eyes met as both
tried to realise what war might mean to them.
For Germany had threatened a war of revenge.
Her ultimatum to Britain had been rejected—
and in a matter of seconds, now, Germany would
€ither have withdrawn her demands—or would
have declared war!

“Lucky we're in the cadeis,” Jack whispered
through the silence. *“We'll be able to—"

“Fat Jot they’ll let us do,” Tom answered.
“But if it does come to a scrap—well, my pater
fought at Mons!”

“So did mine!” exclaimed Jack. “If only we
get a chance—-"

“Sh-g-s-8!” somebody  hissed hehind them.
“Old Palmer’s got his eye on you!”

From his stand near the loud-speaker, the
Fourth Form-masfer was frowning. More than

any of the fellows, he realised what the next
few seconds meant—war, guns, soldiers, men
1eft and torn by screaming shells; machine guns

stammering their dcath-rattle, the livid glare of
battie slashing the purple of night and scoring

| the
mighty artillery.
Out of the window, Tom Lee looked across the
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licht of day with the ruddy tongues of

Beyond the tree-lined wall he could
wind-blown grass, where the shore
Only a broad strip of

Close.
zlimpse
sloped down to the sea.

' sand divided the grass from the blue waters of

the Channel. To his left, he could see the roofs
of Iythe, with the Dymchurch road running
along the shore.

Far out on the horizon, there was the long,
crey shape of a warship riding 'twixt sea and.
sky, and Tom got a thrill as he saw it. He was
just about to draw Jack's atiention to it, when
a harsh, grating sound came from the loud-
speaker, and every other voice in the room died
away. -
h“])aventry calling,” came a voice from the
orn.

“It's just twelve o’clock!” said Mr. Palmer,
and on the heels of his words, the school clock
boomed twelve sonorous strokes. It seemed as

| though the wireless announcer must have heard

them, for it was not until the old clock had
ccased chiming that he went on:

“Germany has refused to withdraw her
demands. The British consul was handed his
passport at eleven o'clock this morning. Thals
means only one thing. We are now awaiting—
one momcnt please!”  Silence for a few seconis,
and then—dramatic, without further prelimi-
naries: “Germany has declared war on England
and France!”

“Hooray-y-y-y-y!" Every fellow In' the Form-
room was on his feet at the announcement,
yelling madly,

“We’'ll give it to ’em!"™

“We'll fight ’em!”

“ Hooray-y-y-y-y!”

VWild-eyed juniors jumped on their desks the
better to yell. Somebody produced a Union Jack
and waved it madly. Tom and Jack, carried
away by the excitement of the rest, checered
with the others. The only one in the room
who remained still and silent was Mr. Palmer.
He stood looking at the boys, his level eyes
sombre, his face white and a lttle strained.
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He lifteé hiz hand to still the uproar, but it
made no difterence. For longz minutes it con-
tinued—and then silenced as abrupily as it had
ariscn!

1t sz~med as though every fellow saw, at the
same moment, the khaki-clad figures which
wnrned in at the gates on the far side of the
Close.

An officer marched in at the head of a small
company of men. Ie halted them just Inside
the gate, then started towards the school with
1. sergeant at his side. Upright, scldierly figures
‘he two were. The ofticer had a revolver at
wis hip; om bhis Dback was a pack, and in bhis
sand he carried a walking stick. The sergeant
wore a pack and carried a rifle, while Tom Lee’s
duick eyes noticed that the webbing pouches of
his equipment were packed tight with ammuni-
tion, the sunlight glinting on the grassy end
of a clip ol cartrideses where a pouch-ilap was
undone.

“They're in fizhting kit!” he gasped to Jack,
All of 'em! They don't My hat, look at
that!”

Qut where the lane swept round the playing-
fields a2t the far side of the Close they saw
soldiers marching solidly, dust rising as they
moved, their sacking-covered, steel helmets look-
ing strange and grim. The sun gleamed on
rifle barrels, and clearly into the Form-room
drifted the steady tramp of marching feet.

Back of the soldiers, cantering across the
grass bevond the lane, Tom could just see the
bobbing heads of horses, khaki-clad men riding
postitlion—and then the grey gleam ol gun
barrels! A battery -of field-guns, with wrap-
pings removed—stripped for action!

Now, throush the open gates of the school
came a mounted cfficer at the gallop, his fleld-
boots smothered in dust, the red band round his
cap dcnoting his rank as a stafl officer. He
raced up to the two crossing the Close, and they
saluted as he pulled his mount up on its
haunches.

A ewift seentence, another salute, then he
swunz his horse round and went bfck at the
oallop—while the officer and the sergeant raa
towards the school at the double.

“What—what’s up?’ gasped Tom. “Gosh, this
—thia looks like business!”  And though he
tried, he couldn’t kecep a timbre of something
akin to nervousness out of his voice.

By this time, the whole Form was crowding
to the broad windows, and they saw the Head
standing at the top of the School House steps,
his gown billowing in the wind. As the two
who were approaching broke inte a run, he
descended the steps and went to meet them.

The officer palled up, and his hapd went to
his cap in a salute, while he spoke quickly.
Tom and Jack saw the Head start, he stepped
hack a pace and stared at the offlcer aghast.
The soldier said something else, made a quick
gesture, and then the three of them came onm
to 1he School House—all running!

And as they ran, from out across the sea,
there sounded & stirring, dccp-throated
“Boo-0-p-om-m-m-m!”

The fraction of & second later and something
sailed overhead—so low that it seemed to scrape
the creeper-clad chimneys of the old school—
something that wailed with a deep, throbbing
note: " and then ended with

YLOW-W-W-WeW——
a_ terrific, shattering, devastating crash!

The reverberating explosion seemed to shake
the very floor of the Form-room. Tom and his
chum looked at one ' another; they became
conscious that the boys about them had paled—
though they tried to grin bravely.

“That—that was a—a shell!” somebody whis-
percd hoarsely.

-

And then they saw, out at sea and barely haill
a mile from the coast, the grey-blue bulk of a
submarine that had split the surface of the
water. The faintest haze of bluish smoke
surged from the muzzle of a forward gun.

In that same moment, from the shelter of the
copse near the school gates, there came the
answering, challenging voice of the field-guns
that had passed the soldiers—four smashing
reports in quick succession, aod four towering
founts of water spouted from around the
menacing bulk of the enemy vessel.

And while the Fourth-Formers watched from
the window, and saw the splashing water f{fall
back to the sea, the Form-room door was
abruptly crashed open. The dusty, grim figure
of the oflicer they had scen was framed there,
and he addressed himself to Mr. Palmer.

““Get all your boys out of here immediately,
gir! Don’t stop for anything! The Germans
are trying to land—that shell yvou heard was the
first shot of the war!” :

CHAPTER 2.
ENGLAND INTVADED!

OR perhaps fen seconds there was a tense
silence in the Form-room, then Mr.
Palmer asked:

“You mean to—invade
“Yes, sir! Don’t stop for a thing!” the
officer exclaimed. “Don’t stop for kit or clothes.
The Germans will make a mark of this building
and smash it before they do anything else. We
tapped wireless messaces from somewhere round
here—some spy was directing a feet of sub.
marines. They're [ollowed by troopships and—-
Hear that?”

From away out to sea, they caught the rolling
thunder of mighty guns. Splitting the horizon
were black specks strung out in a line, moving
towards land—and the submarine that Tom and
Jack had first seen had now been joined hLy
three more. Another shell screeched overhead—
another—another—and then——

It secemed to come from the far end of the
building, a stupendous, cataclysmic explozion—
the jarring clatter of falling brickwork, and then
across the Close rolled a cloud of thick, oily
smoke.

“That one hit the building!” grunted the
officer. “Now, sir, get these boys away as fast
&3 you Know how. Get 'em on to the Maid-
stone road, but keep clear of it, because they’ll
probably try to shell it if they can get more
ships in and—"

“Come on, boys! Eeep your heads—follow
me, every one of you!” Mr. Palmer was guiet
and cool, and he led the boys out of the door.

Tom and Jack remained at the window,
fascinated by the spectacle outside. The g=oldiers
had almost disappeared. Here and there, tlicy
could catch a glimpse of a prone khaki _form
amidst the shore-land grass. They could just
see one of the guns in the copse, soldiers in
shirtsleeves working on it; they watched the
muzzie belch a streak of ruddy flame and a
faint haze of smoke, while the weapon kicked
back, then jerked forward again as the gunners
pounced on it. They whipped open the smoking
breech, slid in a glittering shell, and a second
later the gun roared once more.

Out at sea, those speeding bhlack specks grew
larger with every passing second—racing un-
molested, it seemed, for the shore.

“They’'ll be the troopships!” Tom exclaimed,

"

“Bringing—

they're—going
us!t”
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“Lee—DBennett! Come along—don’'t stand
there, you yYyoung asses!” AMr. Palmer’s voice
from thc doorway woke the chums to the fact
that the rest had gone. They started for the
door, and, as he saw them coming, the master
hurricd ahead.

They reached the passage; a door at the far

end was open, and fellows were streaming
through. Little Side beyond was dotted with

boys hurrying for the wall which showed across
the grass, helping one another over it in reck-
less haste,

Ixcited shouts drifted back to the passage.
The school was being abandoned—completely
abandoned! No one was stopping for anything

whatever; boys and masters were leating just
as they stood—hurrying f{rom the menace of the
invader.

“Goesh, faney this!” Jack gasped.
we were in elass, and then 2

The *Zow-w-w-w!” of a shell came like a
forceful comment to his own words. I'ar beyond
ithe wall of Little Side, a gout of brown earth
amd yellow smoke struck up to the sky. Behind
ithcm, rapid rifle-lire formed a background to
the crackling, smnapping reports of the field:
guns. v

“We're cadets!” Tom turned to his chum.
“We ought to—ought to be in this, instead of
bunking with the—" :

“Hi—young 'un! Which is the way up to the
clock tower?”  Both spun round as the clump
cf heavily-booted feet came to their ears. Two
soldiers were running along ihe tiled corridor
iowards them. One carried a pair of white sig-
nalling flags, and both had revolvers at their
hips. Strange figures, they looked, in the mellow
Jight that came through the stained-glass win-
dows of the corridor—strange, dusty, and grim.

Blood showed on the cheek eof the soldier with
the flags—blood from a gash at one side of his
brow, and he rubbed the hurt with the back of
his hand as he went on:

“Which is the way—quick? I got to-—"

“Come on!” At a run, Tom led the pair down
the corridor, shot around the corner into a
passage at the end with the two soldiers and
Jack at his heels, then he dived across a small

“QOne minute

hall from which a narrow, iron-studded door at

one side gave to the spiral stairease which led
to the top of the clock tower.

“It’s through here!” Tom exclaimed.  Dut the
dcor’s locked!”

“Weuld be!” growled the man with the flags.
“Whose got the Ekey?”

“0ld Bates—the porter, you know—hut he—"

“ie's bunked, I bet a cuid! Shoot the lock
off, that's the only thing!” exclaimed the
soldier,

llis companion had already drawn his revolver.
An instant later, the ear-splitting roar of the
weapon sounded in the little hall. Watching
with wide cyes, Tom and Jack saw woodwork
splinter as the man fired four shots arcund the
keyhole; he thrust with a brawny shoulder and
the door gave, splinters dropping to the ground.

“Got it! Now we’'ll be—-" The man broke
oft. The soldier with the signalling flags was
swaying on his feet, while his right hand wan-
dered shakily to the wound on his head. Ere
either of them could do anything, he recled
sideways and dropped to the floor,

Tom and Jack stcod staring down at him,
while the other soldier bent above him, turning

him on his back.

“Ie's out—the shell that hit the school
knccked him over! A bit must bave copped him
on the head!” He jerked upright, and stared at
the two boys. “He’ll be all right in a little while
—can't stop for him, anyway. Are you two

game to gi'e me a hand? There's a battalion o'

the Rents layin’® by Appledore. 1 got to flag
‘em over here for reinforcements, an' fetch more
guns up., Know anythin® about signallin’—can
you observe for me?”

“I can!” Tom exclaimed. “We're c¢adets.
We've —both dori¢ a signalling course, and
we 3

“All right—come on!” The man snaiched up
the flags that the other had dropped and shot
up the narrow =tairs. Two at a time he wen
up them, the boys at his heels. One last reluc-
tant glance they cast at the wounded man on
the floor, but they noticed that he was stirring
a little even as they followed his mate.

The narrow slaircase led them to a broad
roomi above the small hall; from this more
stairs led upwards—but on the threshold of the
room the three stopped dead. A man was
erouched at the window; at his side a stout
bench  was  covered with wireless anparatus,
dull-emitter valves glowing faintly in the light
that came from the ivy-wreathed, mullioned
windows.

Earphones were clamped over his head, ard nn

nis chest rested an ebonite mouthpiece. One
hand was lovering over a dial set in a black
panet that ghitcred with instruments—and in

his right hand was the biack, evil shape of an
automatic.

He was not looking at them, he was talking
into the mouthpiece—talking swiltly—talking in
German!

The bhoys recognised him as M'sieu Gaubert,
the Irench master—but not the AM’sien Gaubert
they knew. This man was white of face, tense
and grim; his short, bristly hair seemed to
stand up en his square-shaped head—he was 4
German! They could see it now; they had never
liked him—and now they knew why.

And that wireless—that was not the s=t they
had seen in the room before! It was bioger—
twenty times bigger, and more powerful. There
was a giant frame-aerial close against one wall

—and he was speaking rapidly, swiftly. They
wof, snatches of it: '
“One battery In the little wood!” Both the

boys knew encugh German to grasp the import
of what the spy was saying. “Three more get-
ting into position on the road. That is all!
A-ha!”

Iie listened for a few moments, nodding his
head the while, his free hand playing at the
dial on the instrument-board. As they watched,
both the boys and their companion realised that
they were looking at the man who had guided
the fleet of submarines to that spol—the man
who was responsible for this swift and sudden
invasion after ihe declaration of war.

“Ja! It is still Stutz speaking. I
Be swilt! Au’ weiderschen! Jal!”

He snatched the ’phones from his head—and
it was in that moment that, from the tail of
his eye, he glimpsed the three in the doorway.

What followed, happened with the speed of
light. The signaller dropped the flizs and he
lifted the revolver which he still held in his
hand and with which he had shot away the
lock of the door below.

He fired. The fraction of a second hefore the
bullet left his rcaring revolver, Stutz—for that
seemed to be the name of this German spy—-
hurled himseli aside. ¥e came plunging towards
them, firing in the moment that the soldier’'s
bullet missed him and brought shattering havoe
to the wireless set.

The signaller gasped, threw up his arms, aml
pitched over. PBoth boys flung themselves to
one side as the German leaped forward. Tom
saw the smokingz muzzle” of the auntomatie flick
towards him; the red sear {from the weapon
blazed across his eyes as the man fired anew—

g0 now.
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and thea Tom was on the floor, his nostrils full
of smoke and his hair thick with plaster that
had been smashed from the wall as the bullet
struck just above his head.

tl{z::-;t instant, and Stutz was flying down the
stuirs.

The whole thing had happened 8o swiftly,
and the amazing revelation had come 8o sud-
denly, that Tom and Jack stared at onc another
in blank amazement—then they looked at the
soldiecr on the [loor,

He lay very still,
head there wiag—
wound more than a glance,

In the middle of his fore-
But they did not give the

He was dead. That
was cortain—dead!

Eyes wide, they backed to the door. This was
war! The room, reeking with exploded cordite,
thick with the pungent, acrid odour—the
smashed wireless set—the roar of guns and ritles
outside—the scream of* shells—this was war!

“Old Gaub@rt!” Jack gasped, “And be's a
German—his name’s Stutz! 1 heard him say 1b:
Ho——"

The rest was drowned In a terrific explosion
which sounded above them, The plaster from
the ceiling dropped in great lumps; they heard
the rushing rumble of falling masonry as dust
antl loosened bricks came spilling down the
stairs from above. The windows were suddenly
obscured by falling debris from above.

“They've hit the clock tower!” Tom exclaimed.
“Let's get out of it—quick!™

They made for the stairs, stumbled over roll-
ing bricks, and gained the hall below. The
wounded soldier had gone; there was absolutely
no trace of him—but there was someone glse
lying across the threshold of the passage beyond.

It was the body of a man in a blue uniform
with red piping—old Bates, the school porter.
He was propped up against the wall in a sitting
posture, one hand to his chest and blood show-
ing on his fingers. He was staring at them,
and he tried to speak when he saw them appear,
In a moment, both were bending over him.

“Thank goodness—there's—someone apaut!”“ he
gasped, and his voice was half a whistle. “IIe

got—me! Can you—boys take a—mcssage to—
to-—"
“"He broke off, and his eyes closed for &

ment. while both looked at him with wonder
ir::u t'nr:lrP cves. It was old Bates all right—and
vet it wasn’t Bates. Ilis hair was no longer
rrey, and there did not seem to be so many
wrinkles on his face; it was the same Bates
thev had known for the last year or so—only,
in some mysterious way, ho seemed to have
grown- much younger.

His eves opened, and he read the amazement
on Lheir faces. Just for a moment, a faint smile
curved his lips, then he roused again.

¢« Bit surprised—eh? Stutz got me—you know,
Gaubert! He's a spy, and—I'm in the Secret

Service—been posing as porter here—to watch |

using wireless and——  But
that doesn't matter! I want—" It seemed
to the bovs that he rouscd himsell to some
supreme ecffort, because his volce grew steadier.
“Find Brigadier Gordon; he's round here some-
where, Tell him that Stutz is Chief of the
German  Intellicence over here! Say that
simultaneous landings are belng made at Walmer
and the French ports as well as at Pevensey
Bay! Tell him that he must get hold of Stutz
at any cost! Ile's a dang—dan—dangerous—"

That was all. 1Iis head rolled on his shoulder
and his body went limp—but he still breathed
in that queer, whistline fashion.

Tom and Jack, bending above him, looked at
one another, and each noted that his chum was
witite of [face. Things were happening with

Stutz, He's been

amazing swiftness—old Gaubert a spy and old
Butes a Secret Service man!

“We can't lJeave him here like this!”
exclaimed. “He's wounded and he—"

“We'll have to carry him out and find an
ambulance!” Jack answered. “What about that
stretcher up in the cuphoard by the dorm? We
could put him on that and—-"

“Good idea! WWe'll do it—and then find this
Brigadier Gordon! Did you hear what he said
they're going to invade us at Walmer and
Pevensey Bay! Gosh, Jack, this is—— Crumbs!”

Through the inferno of tumultuous sound that
was rising all about the school, there came the
shuddering crash of another exploding shell wnd
the tearing rumble of falling brickwaork. It
seemed to come from the School House steps,
and as they reached the stairs that led to the
dormitory, they saw smoke rolling about the
broken main doorway.

The TFourth Form dormitory was on the floor
ahove, and the door was open. As they passed
it, making for the cupboard where the streleher
stood, they glimpsed a figure moving swiftly at
one bed.

“It's Buster!” Jack exclaimed, and both pulled
up.
Buster Kirk was a short, fat junior, and no-
body had eve. seen him in anything but a cheer-
ful mood. Just now, his face was white and
drawn, and he was dragging on his khaki cadet’s
uniform as fast as he could grab the garments.
On his bed lay a Morris tube rifle, with a little
package of small cartridges broken and spilled
agninst the white of the sheets.

*Hallo, Buster!” called Tom, and both stepned
into the dormitory.

The fat junior swung round,
them, his eyes wide and round.

“Hallo, you chaps!” he said jerkily.
others have all gone, and 22

“What’'s the idea?" asked Jack, and he nodded
to the uniform.

“Idea!” Buster laughed in a hard sort of
way. “Idea—I'm going to try and shoot a few
of those Germans, that’s the idea! My brother's
—my brother's dead!”

fie buttoned his tuniec with fingers that shook,
then went on:

“He was getting over the wall on Little Side
and—a—a shell burst by the pond. Then he fell
over, and when I—when I went fto him there
was a—a big hole in his head and he was -
dead!"”

His voice was a whisper now, and the chumas
stared at him in horror. Little IMatty Kirk--
dead! It seemed incredible!

“I'm going out with the soldiers on the other
side of the lane,” Buster told them. *“1'm goia'
to make those Germans pay for what—"

“Gosh! Fatty—dead!” gasped Tom. i{e
couldn't realise it; they both knew the happy,
cheery little Third-Former, and now he was

“We'll come with you!” growled Jack, and he
leaped for his own locker. “CGood idea! We'll
put on our uniforms, else we might get sent
iwny‘—-and we've pgot to flnd that brigadier,
l1ﬂm'll

“We'll find him, give him that message, and
then join with Buster and—and get our own
back for what they've done to little Fatty!"
Tom exclalmed. Then he, too, jerked his
aniform out and started to change.

As they got iInto the wuniform of the CIliil
House Cadets they told what had passed in the
last half an hour, and Buster forgot something
of his own grief as he listened to their amazing
story, then he picked up the rifle on his bed
and clicked open the bolt.

“This won't be much good,” “Still,

Tom

and sh;lred ab
“The

he said.
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it'll do until I e¢an get a proper rifle. The
bullets—"

“They don’t carry far ecnough,” Tom said
grimly. “Leave it behind, Buster. 'We’ll soon

pick up proper rifles when we get outside—and
we've got to carry old Bates out, too. My
hat!” he exclaimed, as he hooked the collar of

his tunic. “I never thought we'd be actually
fichting before——  You ready, Jack?”

Within a couple of minutes they got the
siretcher from the cupboard and raced down-
stairs to where they had left the Secret Service
man. He was still unconscious, but they man-
aged to get him on the stretcher, and then

lifted him up.

“Better zo out the back, across Little Side to
the road,” said Tom. “We'll get more shelter
there, and we may find an ambulance!”?

The piercing shriek and whine of shells filled
the air as they reached the open and erossed
the grassy space beyond. They could see where
one end of the wall had come down, and eould
just make out a crumpled, twisted little figure
lying near.

It was Fatty Kirk, and Buster did not lock
that way.

“I'll come haeck and get him presently,” he
gaid. "Can’t leave him there to—"

~There’s an ambulance!”

They saw the h:g motor vehmle standmz by the
open door at the other end of Little Side, and
hurried towards it. Two Red Cross men were
standing by it, and both hurried forward when
they saw the three boys and their burden.

“Where's he got it?” one of them asked, as
they came up. “Who—— Hallo!" He stared
at the three lads in their cadets' uniforms.

“Who the dickens are you?”

“We're Clill House cadets,” Tom answered him,
as he he!ped gently to lower the stretcher.
“-W'C

“You are, are you!” the Red Cross man looked

at him grimly. “Well, you thrce get away from
here wood and lively, an’——  Duck!”
The group fiung themselves prostrate as some-

thing shrieked above with a tearing whine that
ended in 4 fearful crash just the other side of
the wall. They were smothered by fragments
of earth that came flailing down as they got to
their {feet.

“Gettin' too warm herc—belter shift the
wazen!” one of the Red Crﬂﬁﬁ men eaid, as
he jerked calmly to his feet. “They must be
makin® a mark of this building. Get hold o'
this stretcher, Sam—right! Up!”

In a matter of seconds the stretcher bearing
the wounded Secret Service man was slid
| smoothly into the ambulance; inside, a man in
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shirtsleeves was tending another casualty. The
Red Crosa man who had first addressed the
boys turned to them again.

. “Cut along this road until you're clear of the
wall,” he said. “There's a little river or some-
thin’ at the end—wade along that an’ keep your
heads down. There's going to be some dirt
fiyin’ about here in pext to no time—you ought
to ha' gone off with the other non-combatants.
Get away °fore you get hurt!”" And a jerking
thumb up the road enforced his remark.

The ambulance rolled heavily away, and the
three stood a moment crouched in the shelter of
the wall as they watched it go.

“Non-combatants!” growled DRuster. “I'll show
him—non-combatants! Come on, let’s get round
to where the soldiers are at the front of the
school—then we'll ask one of 'em for tihat
brigadier you chaps heard about.”

“We ought to try and get hold of him qguickly,
foo!” Tom said. **1 expect—"

He Dbroke off as they hurried along in the
shadow of Little Side wall. It ended and gave
place to a fence that bounded the back of the
playing fields. They climbed it together, dropped
o the other side, started to run forward—and
hen all threce pulled up and stood gazing in
horror at the sizht before them.

A field-gun lay on its side; in the tangled
liarness at the front was what was left of the
team of six horses. The grey barrel of the
gun was shattered, and the weapon lay at one
side of an enormous shell-hole. Plainly, a shell
from the enemy ships at sea had caught it
fairly.

Thrown c¢lear of the dead horses were the
three drivers—still, khaki-clad figures that
merged with the yellowish-brown of the torn
earth. The wrecked gun--the dead men—the
killecd horses—it all formed a picture which told,
more than anything else had done, the reality
of the war which had come with such suadden-
ness.

1t was Buster who moved first. MHis chin was
set as he stepped forward. At one side of the
cun limber he had seen the canvas-shrouded
shapes of three rifles, held in stout, leather-
covered clips. The rifles evidently belonged o
the drivers of the gun team, and in a moment
Buster had lifted the heavy weapons f{ree.

He partly stripped the cover from one, dis-
closine a rifle which was exactly the same in
weight and external appearance as the one
which he had left up in the dormitory—but this
had no Morris tube and would fire a proper
serviee hullet.

“These are what we want!” he sald grimly.
“One each—now we want some ammunition.”
He glanced at the still figures of the drivers
and at the ammunition-filled bandoliers which
erach earried, but Buster did not go near them.
“I expect we'll be able to borrow some,” he
=aid, and then, each carrying. a rifle, they started
across the field at a run.

The lane beyond was bordered by a hedge.
It was not until they pushed their way through
it that they got a really full impression of what
was happéening.

In the shallow diteh on the other side of the
lane showed the figures of soldiers, each with

his cheek cuddled eclose against the stock ot
hiz rifle. Every few seconds their shoulders
jerked, and the snapping crack of their shots
came fto the ears of the three boys.

doldiers seemed to be everywhere, half hidden
in the grass and—on the right—running forward
in little bunches, doubled-up figures that
appeared and disappeared with startling sudden-
ness.

To the left showed the school; the clock tower
had gone, and only a broken, ivy-tangled stump
struck upwards to the sky. There were gaping
holes in the walls, and every few moments the
red-green clad front was pierced by a shell that
smashed through in a smother of smoke, dust,
and debris.

The grass-grown slope down to the sandy beach
before the chums continually erupted in founts
of -brown earth and yellow 8moke—and all the
while the air shuddered with the detonation of

guns, rifles and the vicious screech of shell
fragments.

Somewhere near them, a machine-gun was
firing with a jerky, shattering roar. Over by

the little copse, the trees were almost hidden
by the continuous spurts of bursting shelis—the
fire that Stutz had directed befors the boys
had discovered and stopped him.

And out at sea——

Out on the blue waters of the Channel, the
sea was alive with vessels. The submarines
had been joined by the black shapes from the
horizon. One was close in-shore—beached. From
it men were dropping to the sea—Germans!

They dropped to the water, and came wading
to the shore. From other vessels, flat-hottomed
boats were streaking in, to beach and diszorge
hordes of steel-helmneted, grey-clad figures.

A dozen of those big boats seemed to beach at
the same moment, and the grey figures swarined
forward over the sand. Many fell as they came,
the others raced on. And then, from the ships
there came a very inferno of blazing guns,
dropping a point-blank harrage in front of the
invaders. Bursting shells formed a veritabie
screen of fire, lifting as the invaders advanced.
Until at last the barrage dropped away, and the
three chums in the hedge found themselves facé
to face with the leaders of the invading army.

Twenty yards from them was a row of run-
ping fizures—grey and menacing, the morning
sunlight glinting on their rifles and bayonets,
agleaming on their leather equipment and tinting
the grey paint on their steel helmets.

From the ditch on the other side ol the lan~,
a khaki wave leaped to meet them. Through
the vicious rattle of machine-guns and the fierce
whine of shells, through the guttural shouts of
the invaders and the booming thunder of
artillery came  the  thrilling, deep-tone:l,
challenging roar of a British cheer.

That cheer was echoed by three boyish throata.
as Tom, Jack and Buster leaped from the
shelter of the hedge and raced forward to meet
the enemy.

(More thrilling adventures of the three chums
of Clify House will be related in next week's
instalment of this stirring war serial.)
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(Continued from page 34.)
“Mind your own Dbusiness!”” retorted
Trorrest. :

“You tricky rotter!”” snapped Handforth.
" Missed the train, el 7 Got lost in the fog,
eh? My hat! Do you think you can spoot
me with an invention like that? I've a gocorl
mind to smmash vou up!”

Forrest glared.

“You're a nice chap to talk !” he snecered.
“You're only just in yourself, by the look of
it] We got lost in the fog, and Mr. Lee had
the good scnse to believe us.”

“Wait!” said Handforth darkly. *“I'm
going to investigate this alfair to-morrow—
and if I can prove that you've been on the
ran-dan, I'li smash the threc of you to puip!”

Another door opened, and Ralph Leslie
TFullwwvood appeared.

“What’s this—a slanging match t” he asked
plaintively. ‘“How can anybody sleep with
all this noise going on 1"

IForrest did not trouble to answer, He and
his chums went into their own room, and
closed the door. And Fullwood followed the
chums of Study D into their dormitory.

“So you've got home?’ asked Fullwood,
“You didn’t happen to take a ride to London
and back, I suppose? You've been time
enough on the way |”

“YWe had a bit of a mishap,”” growled
Handforth. “But Pm not going to tell you
about 1t now—too tired. I'd like to know
what happened to Torrest and those pals of
his! Lost in the fog, eh? They can tell that
to the marines!”

Church grunted.

“"Dry up about Forrest, Handy,”' he said.
“You ncedn’t make any investigations, old
man. Mae and I know what happened to
Forrest & Co. !’

““Get it over, Church,’”’ chuckled Fullwood.
“You’'ll never get any sleep unless you trot
out the yarn. You know Handy 1”

“Yes, worse luck!” said Church
signedly.

re-

And as he undressed, he related the extra-..

ordinary adventure which had befallen
McClure and himself. Mac supplied one or
two details here and there, and Handiorth
listened with frank astonishment, Fullwood
was distinctly curious, too.

“You've been dreaming !’ said Handforth,
at last.

“Don’t you believe us ”

1 should think not,” retorted Handforth.

“It’s all pifiel
nap in that barn
“ Cheese it, Handy I”’ interrupted Fullwecod.
“There’s nothing unbeliecvable in the yarn.
We know that I'orrest & Co. have just come

You two must have had a

back, so 1t’s certain they were out. And
roulettec would just about suit them,”

“You know somecthing about roulette,
don’t you?’ asked Handiorth.

Fullwood winced, and compressed his lips.

“I did—but I've forgotten it,” he replied
quictly, -

He did not quite like this reminder.
the old days he had been as mauch a ©
as Forrest, and had thought it very manly to
gamble, and to bet on horses, and to indulge
in similar foolish practices. He had learned
better sense since then, and had almos: for-
gotten the folly of those times. The expros-
sion on his face became rather set. -

“0Oh, I say—sorry!”” muttered Handiorth
contritely,

“That’s all right!’”’ said Ralph Leslic awk-
wardly.

“It makes me sick!”’ said McClure, as he
got into bed. “They go to that rotten
gambling place, and swank in even later than
us, and they're still looked upon as honcur-
able! And we can’t do anything, either.”’

However, the cads of Study A did not go
unpunished. Ralph Leslie Fullwood saw no
reason why they should escape scot-free—and
as Handforth was in much nced of sleep, he
took on the job himseli.

Gathering a number of Removites round
him—rudely awakening them, in fact—he
¢xplained that Forrest & Co. had already
broken faith. Details were quite unncces-
sary., An invasion of Forrest’s bed-room was
the next move.

*“What’s all this 7’ asked Forrest, in alarm.

In

“You can't spoof us that you got lost in
the fog !” said Fullwood curtly. ““We haven’t |

come here to talk, IForrest. \We've come here

to act!”’
And the invaders acled.

In fact, they acted so drastically that the
Housemaster was
having a word with Dr. Stafford and Pro-
fessor Hudson. They all came up in time to
intercept the little party as it emerged from
Forrest & Co.’s bed-room.

“3Vhat is the meaning of all this noise ?”
demanded the Head mildly.

“ Nothing much, sir,”” said Fullwocd coolly.
“Just been teaching one or two chaps the
right Code of Honour! We're rather keen
on keeping the Remove’s record clean, sir,”

And the Head said not a word.

“If they all have that spirit, Dr. Stafford,
we necd have no fear of the future,”’” re-
marked Professor Hudson softly.

But there were some rough times ahead,
nevertheless,

THE END.

Will the new Honour System be a success at
St. Frank’s? You must read all about it in next
week’s rollicking story :—“EVERY BOY HIS
OWN MASTER!™

goer 7

aroused—just as he was -
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HOW TO JOIN

THE LEAGULE

i

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION

FORM No. 56,

SECTION

of the League.

you, therefore, kindly

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY »” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appeams on second form attached hereto.
forward
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

Will

the

me Certificate of Enrolment with

SECTION
I, Member XNo...........

second

MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

) give Membership No.) hereby deciare that T have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears on

form attached hereto.
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

This makes me......... (3tate nuomber of

SECTION

LIBRARY.”

NEW READER’'S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)

i iR badndaaidigsnniiaanian

eesensensns TO thiz issue of “THE NELSON LEE

(FULE NAME) cinrasinmiisnaiuisisimssirisimssis
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INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies ol this week's issue of
THE NELSON LEE ILIBRARY. On ong of the forms
(i1l in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinped together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
*rhe St Frank's League, c¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be mnecessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For euch new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new rteader, who lills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his mame and address at the bottom oi

the form. Now pin both forms tozether and send
them to the Chief Officer, mas above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six ncw readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronza
medal, There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more mew readers at
once, provided that each pair of formms bears the
same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can apply in the same
way a3 for the bronze medal, filling in Section 8.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League rteachties the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be poszted for
id., providing the envelope is uot sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

You can write to fellow-members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies,

If you want to [orm a sports or zncial
club, you c¢an do so amongst local members
of the League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered fres Iints on holidays,

whether walking, biking, or camping.

Youn can qualify for the wvarious awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If yon want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever

teady to assist you.
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= THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’'S CHAT

(41l LETTERS in reference to the League
should be addressed to the Chief Officer, Tlic
St. Frank's League, cfo THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The Fleetway Ho. ge, Lond., L.C.4.)
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GOOD NEWS!

It is a matter of Immense satizfaction to
me that the facilities granted by our League
Correspondence Column are being more and
more appreciated, and utilised by chums ali
over the country. All requests sent in for
the publication of a correspondence notice
are deait with as received. Muake vour para-
graphs brief, please, as space is necessarily
Limited.

By the wry, I have a very pleasing bit
of intellizence concerning the rapid increase

HEETDLERCETELE R ELT s
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of membershipr At the rate we are now
travelling, the day will soon arrive when
all those members eligible for the Silver

Medal—which means a membership total of
five thousand—will have to make applicat:on
for the higher award. There will 1 due
notice about this.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Sydney G. Hamilton, 11, Ballance Roud,

South llackney, London, E.9, wishes to
near from members in the Colonies.
Sinclair I}, Dobie, 22, Grand Parade,

Eastbourne, wishes to hear from readers in
Iastbourne who are willing to join the St.
Frank’s ] cague.

William D. Denby, 213, Derkeley Street,
Sandyford, Glasgow, C.3, wishes to hear
from readers overseas who would like to join
the Merimaid Club.

Willitam C. H. Matthews, 22, IEdmund
Street, Camberwell Road, London, 8.1.5
wishes to correspond with readers who know

Irench; also with chums in the United
States, especially New York.
otanley (. lLenton, 86, Boldmere Road,

Wylde Green, Birmingham, wishes to corre-
spond with members in Manchester.

James Singleton, 28, Orleans Road, Old
Swan, Liverpoo!, wishes to hear from mem-
bers in his district. Ile is forming an S.F.L.,
Football Club.

Ernest Sydney Blake, 193, Leucha Road,
St. James Street, Walthamstow, 15.17, wishes
to correspond with an Australian chum, age
16-17, interested in athletics and cavs.

J. Roche, 177, Albert Road, Jarrow, Co.
Durham, wishes to correspond with members
in India, Africa, Ainerica, Australia, or any-
where - overseas, with a view to exchange
photographs and chat about sports, camp-
ing, ete,

K. V. Barber, 20, Park Road, Congleton,

" Cheshire, wishes to hear froon readers in
his district.
W. H. Coomb, 57, Ranclagh Road,

Dublin, wishes to hear from any Leagueites
in his district who play any musical instru-
ment, with a view to formm a band. He also
desires to start a club.

WORKING MODELS
OF EVERY TYPE

Look for this Brand
Mark on all metul toys,

TRAINS

Every part of the Bing Min-
rature Railway systems i1s a
working model, exact to the
smallest deta:l. At a moder--
ate cost you can purchase a
whole service or build one
up from separate parts. See
them at your nearest dealers
to-day and ask for the
FREE Bing Catalogue. In
case vou cannot get your
copy, write to address below.

"The Bing Calalsguz is beau-
tifully illustrated and con-
tains photograpks of over

100 models of all descrip-

tions. Get your copy to-day!

BING ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT,
8,LINCOLN HOUSE, HIGH HGLBORN,LONDON,W.C.1.
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