HANDFORTH 1S FUNNIER THAN EVER THIS WEEK!
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UNCLE HANDFORTH

A Rollicking Long Complete Siory of the Boys of St. Frank's.
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Uncle Julian had certainly arrived, but rather guicker than he expected. Omne of his spurs had
caught in the top stair and, alter turning a few cartwheels, he landed at the bottom with a crash,
minus one of his moustachios. ** Who pushed me ? ** he moaned.
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Handforth as “

Uncle Julian’

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

" is too funny for words.

Read all about it in this week's stunning long com-
plete story of the Boys of St. Frank's.
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CHAPTER L
HAXDFORTH THE COMEORTER.
FULLWOOD gave a

ALPH LESLIE I
R violant slart.
“What's that?”

he gasped fear-

- fully, ‘
“Only me, you touchy chump!™” said Hand-
forth, with a etare. “What's the matter

with yvou? What's the idea of leaping a yard
into the air as soon as I tap vou on the
shoulder ™

I'ullwood was standing in the lobby of the

Ancient House at St. Frank’s, and he had
been so deep mn thought that he had not
noticed the approach of Edward Oswald
Handforth. And this was a remarkable 1in-
dication of his day-dreaming condition,
the leader of Study ID was no fairy.

“You—vou startled me,” said Fullwood,
with relief.

“Startled  vou?” repeated Iandforth,
staring. “And why the dickens ehould 1
startle you? If it comes to that, why should
1 startle anybody ? I’ not an ogre. am-1?”

“\ot exactly,” said Fullwood.

““What do you mean—not exactly 7”7 Hand-
forth growled. “That implics that I am a
bit of an ogre——

for

“Oh, my hat!” growled Fullwood. “ Don’t
you love to argue, old nran? 1f you can’t
ind a rcady-made subject, you invent onc.
Jut—but when you put yonr hand on my
shoulder like that, you-—you—— Well, you
startled me.” :

“Did you think it was a policeman’s hand,
or something?”

“As a matter of fact, I was thinking about
that affair that happenod in Bannington the
other night,” said Fullwood bﬂb{.‘l'lj “The
police took my name then, you know, and
I've been on the jump ever since. I've got
a lmrublo feeling that sometlhing 1s going 1o
happen.’

Handfortl: looked at him pityingly.

“Well, vou're abecut right,” he said.
“Something’'s going to hnppvn all rignt if
vou don't rimp all  this ]1o~¢1m15tc rot.
You're going to be scattered all over this
floor—and my fist 1s goingz to do it!”

“Oh, chuck it—-"

“I'm your friend!’ insisted Handforth. ~]
helped vou then, an:d I'll help vou again, but

I don't want to hear any of this runbich
about police and getting into Lrouble.
You're o: safe as houses, vou ass!  There
tisn’'t a thing fer vou to worry about. and



enapped Handforth curtly.

~vou?” roared Handtorth,

to bash you about, Fully.
. spoil the look of

i a quiet jaw,

" have a heart-to-heart talk, and by the time

- P've done you’ll be so happy that you’ll sing,
instead of doing your prep.”

- to himself.

-
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the sooner you recover your old smile, the

better.”

Ralph Leslio frowned.
“I've almost forgotten how to smile!”
he confessed, in a sombre voice.
“Then you'’d better jog your memory!”
“Do you know
that you've given me the pip all dvny?, Do
you know that I’ve becen as miserable as the
dickens? IEvery time I've looked at your
face I've felt a cold shiver go down my
back !’ -
“I'm sorry——
‘““Every time you’ve spoken to me I’'ve
had visions of pcople going to the scaffold!”’
went on Handforth accusingly. " Anybody
might think you were on the verge of being
led to the scaffold to have, your head choppe

1

4 UE !'I'J

“But if I went to the scaffold, I should
be hanged,” said Fullwood drily. _

“Oh, so you’re going to quibble, are
““Do you know
whafi, happens to a chap who quibbles with
me’?

“Yes—he gets scattered all over the floor!"

“That’'s where you’re wrong!”’ snapped
Handforth., ““He gets knocked into the
middle of next week! But I'm not anxious
I don’t want to
jour face. In fact, I've

made up my mind to cheer you up. I'm

 going to comfort you.”

“That will be nice,” said Fullwood, with-

~out enthusiasm.

“Come along to the study, and we’ll have
*» went on Handforth. “ We'll

““‘Really, old man, you needn’t trouble——"
“No trouble at all!” said Edward Oswald

" promptly.

Fullwood svasn’t looking at it from that
point of view—he was thinking of the trouble
But when Handforth- commenced
on a move of this sort, it was better to
give
]u_itlfnsclf to be dragged down the Remove cor-
ridor,

The door of Study D opened, and Church
put his head out.

“Oh, there you are, Handy,” he said.
if Tﬂ,ﬂ_"

“Tea?” repeated Handforth,

“Yes—it’s ready,” said Church. “Tea,
yvou know. The stuff you drown with boil-

mg water——*

“Don’t bother me about tea now,” inter-
rupted Handforth coldly. “‘I'm coinforting
Fullwood. I'm going to take him into his
study, and cheer him up.”

“But the econes are all toasted-—"
“Bother the scones!”

“And Mac’s opening the eardines,” urged
Church. ‘‘Besides, we’ve got somc special
tongue this evening. It's yours, so it ought

to be goeod.”

him his head. So Fullwood allowed |

. "My tongue?” repcated Ilandforth, paus-
ing.
“Yes; Mac’s just going to slice it up———>»

“Going to slice up my tongue!l” gasped
Edward Oswald. “Why, the murderouys——»
. “No, you fathead; I'm_ talking about that
tinned tonguc you bought in_the village »
grinned Church. “Btill, that idea of yours
1sn’t a bad one. I'll see what Mac says
about it, Think of the relief we should have
1If you were obliged to go.about with your
tongue in splints for a week!”

andforth merely snorted, and walked on.
He hadn’t the time to deal with Church and
McClure as they deserved. For McClure was
obviously the greater sinner, since a loud
cackle had proceeded from Study D at
Church’s sally.

“I'll deal with those two fatheads later,”
said Handforth, as he opened the door of
Study I, and propelled Fullwood through tho
opemnﬁ. ““Now, we’ll have a quiet chat
—— Hallo! Who the dickens are you ?”

He stared coldly at Clive Russell, who was
cutting bread and butter.

“Me?” said the Canadian boy. “My
name’s Russell—"
“You silly ass!” roared Handforth. . ‘I

But

know who you are! what are you
doing in here?”

“Getting tea ready,” grinned Clive. “I'm
awfully sorry-you don’t approve of it, Handy,
but this happens to be my study. I'm
always willing to learn these lessons in good
manners. Sit down—make yoursclf at home!
I like pcople who barge in, and order me

about !”
Handforth started.

“None of your rot!” he growled. “I'd
forgotten, for the moment, that you shared
this study with Fullwood, Well, you can stay
if you like—"

“Thanks awfully!” said Russell gratefully.

“But I don’t want any interruptions,” con-
tinued Handforth. “I’ve brought Fully here
to cheer him up, and I'm not going out
until I see him grinning from ecar to car.”

“TI wish you luck!” said Clive. “I’ve been
trying that game for a couple of days, but
it doesn’t work. Ralph is one of those chaps
who worries himself sick over nothing. -I've
told him that everything will be all right,

' but I guecss he isn’t convinced.”

Fullwood was beginning to get weary.

““And if you were in my place, you wouldn’s
be convinced, either,” he said gravely. “ And
that applies to you, Handy, too. It’s all
very well for yvou to talk about being checer-
ful, and grinning from ear to ear, but I don’t
forget that I was in that rotten boxing booth
the other evening, and that the police took
my name when the show was raided.”

“I was there, wasn't I?” retorted Hand-
forth. “And I'm not worrying!”’

“It’s different with you, old man,” replicd
Fullwood quietly. “You were there—but
you were outsido the booth. The police
didn’t take your pame—the Head can’t ju,mp
on you for being in the open streect!”
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Handforth sat on a corner of the table,
and glared at the unhappy Fullwood. _He
had thoughtlessly sat on a plate of bread-
and-butter; but neither he nor the others
noticed this detail.

"I want to ask vou a question,” said
Edward Oswald grimly. “Aro we living
under the Honour System, or not?”

“Of course we are——"

"‘Thcn don’t talk out of your hat any
more,” growled Handforth. “Everybody at

St. Franl’s is on his honour to obey the rules
and regulations. Punishments are abel::ahed
So even 1E the Head does get to know, you're
t:i'l“ safe.’

“That's what Clive tclls me, but I'm not
certain of 1t.”

“Then the sooner you are certain, the
better,” continued the leader of Stutl_v D.
“To any casual observer, it might seem that
vou had done something dishonourable. But
we know better. We know (hat you went
into that boxing booth with the bcst inten-
tions in the world. So there wasn’t anything
dishonourable in 1it, and thercfore there's
nothing to worry about. I'm fed up with
your pessimism!”’

He shifted his position, and there was an
ominous crack.

“Hallo!"”" he gasped. “What the dickens
—— Hi! What's all this sticking to me?
By George! Bread-and-butter! My bags are
ruined !’

He gazed round, nearly twisting himself
into a knot. Slices of bread-and-bulter were
adhering to him stickily.

“My trousers!” he howled. *Ruined!”

“Never mind about your firousers!”
snapped Clive, “What zbout our bread-and-
butter? Do vou think we can ecat it after
vou've been sitting on 18?7 You carcless ass!
Why can’t you look where you're sitting?
What arc the chairs for?”

Handforth peeled off tHic bread-and-butter.

“TIt’s the last time I'll come here!” he
said thickly. *It's a nice thing when I come
to vour study, and you spoil my bags! Why
can't vou put your beastly bread-and-buttcr
in a safe place?”

“Yen didn’t give us a chanee,” said Full-
wood dryly. “There’s a safe place for all
good hucad and-butter, but not after you've
sat on 1t.’

“We'll be ready next time, Handy !
Clive Russell, with heavy sarcasm.
lock up the bread-and -butier in a
susnend i near the ceiling

“1 don’t want any attempts to be funny!”
interrupted Handforth coldly, as he pro-
cecded to wipe his trousers with a corner of
the tablecloth. “Now then, about this box-
ing-booth affair, We'll go into all details,
and I'll prove to you that you're perfectiy
safe.”

“Great Scott!”
going over g

“Let him!” interrupted Fullwood,
down resigaedly, "IVl 'be quicker
long run.”

said

safe, or

said Clive. “You're not

sitting
i the

“We'll

I

CHAPTER 2
THE CHOFFER !

DWARD OSWALD
- HANDIORTH gave Iull-
wood a cold look.

“T’'m not so dense!” he
said frigidly. *“1 know vou
don’t want me to go over the facts ’
“Well, I thought you were here ic comfort
me,” said IFullwood gruffly. I shan’t get
much comfort out of a recital of all the
beastly cirecumstances which led up to this
business.”™
“You'll get so much comfort that you'll
dance for joy,” said Handforth confidently.
“And what do you mecan by talking about a
recital? I haven’t come here to recite, you
ass !”
“Providence still watchez over ust”
mured Clive Russell.
“IEh?” said Handforth,

mur-

without hceding.

“Now, about your affairs, Fully.”

“I hope you won't go into thew foo
deeply,” said Fullwood fervently.

“That’s just where you're mistaken my
lad,” replied Edward Oswald. Ay whole

idea 1s to tick off your worries, one by one,
and then prove to vecu, in the end, that
they're not worth bothering your head about.
I said I was going to cowmtorr you, and I
will. Tirst of all, then, you got into somece
trouble in (hat rotten night club. and
gambled twenty quid of Russesl’s money
away. That's right, isn’t it ?”

“You ncedn’t put if so blantly,” qald Clive
indignantly. “If that’s the way you're going
to comfort the poor chap, you'd better dry
up! You know as well as T do that Forrest
trapped him into that den, the cad!

“It was my own fault,” muttered Full-
wood. *I was as weak as a rabhit!”

ITandforth waved his hand.

“Well, never mind about that,” le said,
in a fatherly way. “We're always ready to
overlook a chap’s faults when - he admits
'etn, It’s when a chap does something wrong,
and then sticks out that he hasn’t. that tlic
chaps despise him.”

“There scem to be a lot of .chaps about,’
remarked Clive dryly. . “And that reminds
me, I've got some on my wrists, ™

“Chaps—on your wrists!” repcated Hand-
forth, staring.

“Tt's ircezing outside,” explained Clive.

“You—you funny 1idiot!” roared Hand.
forth. *“I'm not talking about those sort of
chaps.”

| lmt}w but you reminded me” aaicl
Clive. “I shall have to get some vascline.”

“You'll need something stronger than
vasceline if you interrupt me like this!” said
IHandforth threateningly. ““Horse oils will
be nearer the mark! Where was 17"

“Nearly sitting in the sugar basin,”
TFullwood.

Handforth, who had been on the point of
sitting on the corner of the table again,
started up, and glared. It was beginning to
strike him that the chums of Siudy I were

saicd
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treating him as a joke. They didn’t appre-
ciate the gravity of the situation, and the
fact that he was in deadly carnest.

“Look here, my sons,” he said curtly. “I1
didn’t como here to hecar your feeble brand
of humour! I’'m here to comfort and soothe.”

“We haven’t noticed it yet,” said Clive
wearily,

“You got into trouble at that night club,
Fullwood, and you lost twenty quid of Rus-
sell’s money,” said Handforth desperately,
plunging straight into his work agamn., “It
'wasn’t your fault—you didn’t break your
honour really. You just bent 1t a bit. Well,
you were jolly sorry for what you did, and
you wanted to redeem yourself. You wanted
to be able to hold up your head again.”

“Chuck 1t!” said Clive uncomfortably.

As an example of tact, Handforth’s
methods were scarcely to be recommended.
Poor TIullwocd was flushing with self-con-
sciousness at this blunt statement of his
follics. But Handforth wasn’t even aware of
1.

“1’'ll chuek it when I’ve done,” he retorted.
“Now, FKully, what was the position? Onlya
few chaps 1 the Remove knew about your
affair, and we all agreed to forget it. Woe
were ready to let it drop, and to take vyou
to our bosoms again. But you, like a chump,
refused.”

*“Of course I refused!” burst out Fullwood
bitterly. “I acted like a cad, and I deserved
to be punished. All you fellows were so jolly
decent that I was Well, I had it on my
conscience. Particularly about that money.
You clubbed together and paid Clive back
money that I had lost in gambling. How
do you suppose I could sleep peacefully with
that on my mind ?”

“Oh, for® goodness sake, chuck it!” said
Russell impatiently.

“I can’t now,” replied Fullwood. *“Hand-
forth has started this——"

“Oh, yes, and I'm going to finish it!”
interrupted Handforth calinly. “If you want
to know the truth, Fully, we all admire you
for your determination to earn that twenty
quid, and pay Russell back.”

“That may be true, but I don’t admire
vou for this exhibition of tactleszssness!” said
Clive warmly, “Ralpl’s paid the money,
and the whole thing’s over. Why can’t you
forget 1t, instead of raking up——"

*“Why, you rotter, I'm doing it to comfort
the chap!” roared Handforth.

“Yes, and loock at him!” snorted Clive.
“You've made him ten times morc misera-
ble! Gee, some comforter!”

Handforth took a dcep breath.

“Can’t you wait until I’ve finished?” he
demanded. “I haven’t come to the com-
forting part yet.” ’

“Help ” said Clive feebly.

“On Wednesday, Fullwood and I were in
Bannington,” said Handforth, with emphasis,
“I found him half dead with misery, and
nearly on the point of runmng away from
school.  And all because of that _miscrable

twenty quid, Isn’t that right, l*'uﬁy'.f” |

T

“Oh, I wish you’d dry up!” said Fullwood

“You wanted to earn that money, so that
you could feel that everything was square
continued Handforth. ‘““Well, I admire you
I should have been just the same. And I
helped you to carn the cash, didn’t I?%”

“Like a brick,” admitted Fullwood. “JIp
fact, I can hardly realise how we got it,
What with that coco-nut shy, and the other
stunts at the fair, we raised ten quid in g
marvellously short time——" '

“But ten quid wasn’t twenty!” interrupted
Handforth. ‘8o you went in for a boxing
contest at that rotten booth. Ten pounds
to anybody who could stand up to Smiler
Hogan for three rounds.”

“Yes, and I was a fool to enter for the
thing,” muttered Fullwood. “I shall pro-
bably gect the sack because of it. I'm expect-
ing to be shoved on the carpet any minute!
I can’t understand why I'm still safe.”

“There you go again—worrying like the
dickens!” said Handforth grimly. *You got
the money, didn’t you?” -

“Yes, but in what a way ?"’ said Fullwood,
taking a deep breath. “You didn't go in
that booth, Handy. Honestly, it was the
rottenest place I’ve ever been in! Everybody
there was a crook, by the look of him! And
the boxing! Ye gods, what a farce! And
then the police raided the whole show, and
Inspector Jameson saw me in the ring, and
took my name, and said that he would
report me to the Head.”

“Well, nothing’s happened, so vou're safe,”
declared Handforth, “The proprictor of that
dirty booth wouldn’'t pay the prize moncy,
although you won it, so we jumped on him
and took 1t by force. Dick Hamilton has got
it all ready to send to the DBannington
Hospital Fund. We're not touching any of
that rotten money.”

“I feel that I still owe you the ten,” said
IFullwood unhappily, “You've all had half
of the sumsg you whaeked out fér Clive—"

“Yes, and we're sending the {cn to
charity 1I” interrupted Handforth. ‘ You paid
us back every cent, and we're not going to
aslt your permission before we can give
moneyv to the hospital, so dry up! That’s
enough about the money! The point’s
settled, and now 1t can be forgoiten. I'm
trying to show you that there’s nothing to
worry about. We’re on our honour, and
there aren’t any punishments. So even if the
police did report you, the Head can’t take
any action, So, Fully, be a sensible chap,
and let it all drop. We want {o see you
smiling again,” he added earnestly. *“Let’s
regard that incident as never having hap-
pened. Nobody thinks any the worse of you,
and we want you to be your old self.”

IFullwood could appreciate Handforth’s
blunt sincerity.

“You’re a good chap, Handy,” he said
quietly. “ You may do things in a rummy
way, but we all know you. and your heart’s
all right. Thanks awfully for tryine to com-
fort me like this, but you mustn’t feol your-
self. I've got an awful fceling that the




chopper’s hovering overhead. I'm expeciing
it to come down any minute!”

“You mecan the Head will sack you, or
something 7"

“Not—or  something!” said Fullwood
pointedly.

“You're all wrong!” declared Handforth.
“There’s absolutely no chance of you being
sacked. Dash it, you went into that booth
i order to win back your honour! So how
on carth can the -Head call it dishonourable,
and cxpel you? Don’t be so dotty!”

“That sounds very fine, Handy, but it’ll be
a different thing if the Head questions me,”
said FFullwood, shaking his head. “I can’t
explain to him—— Who's that? Come in!”

A tap bhad sounded, and now the door had

opened. Tubbs, the page-boy of the Ancient
House, stood in the doorway looking apolo-
gotic. !

“Awful sorry, Master Fullwood,” he said,
“I ’opes it won’t be too bad, but the 'Ead

1 33

says as vou're to go to 'im at once!

CHAPTER 3&.
ON THE CARPET!

| HE. chopper!

Fullwood turned slightly
pale as he heard the dread
summons, and Clive Rus-
sell and Handforth
exchanged rapid glances. After the latter’s
“comforting campaign,” the arrival of this
sunmons was particularly tragic.

“Tubbs, my lad, you're dotty !” said Hand-
forth gruffly. “You've made a mistake. Did
the Head tell you this himself ?”

“The "Ead sent for me, Master >Andforth,”
replied Tubbs, nodding. “He looks at me,
an’ he says: ‘Go to Master Fullwood, an’
tell 'im as "ow I want him at once,” he says.
“Tf AMaster TFullwood isn’t in the Ancient
House,” he says, ‘look for ’im until you finds

him.” That’s what the ’Ilad sayvs, Master
’Andforth, so it secins as though it might be
serious,” _

“All night, Tubbs—thanks,” said Full-

wood quictly. *I’ll go.”

The page-boy withdrew, and TFullwood
looked at his companions, but said nothing.
It scemed to him that words were unneces-
sary. Handforth was not of the same mind.
He gave a careless, boisterous laugh, which
was, however, utterly unconvincing.

“Nothing to worry about,” he said lightly.
“I expect the Head wants to have a chat
with you about—about football, or some-
thing. You never know with these masters.
They’'re always getting cranky ideas.”

I'ullwood tried to smile,

“Thanks for trying to cheer me up, Handy,
but I don't happen to be gquite blind.” he
said.,  “This means .the chopper, and it’s
coming down hard. The surprising thing is
that it didn’t descend earlier.”

“Then it's & dirty trick!” roared Hand-
forth indignantly. “If the Head meant to

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 7

take action, why couldn’t he do it yesterday?
What’s the idea of keeping you in suspense ?
I've a good mind to go and sce him i

“Thanks all the same, Handy, but I can
deal with him,” said Fullwood hastily, as he
jumped up. “Let’s hope he’ll be reasonable.
I'm not ashamed of going inte that booth,
and I've got nothing on my conscience now.
In a way, I'm feeling glad.”

“(zlad!” said Handforth, staring,

“Yes, because the suspense 1is over,”
replied Fullwood, with genuine relief in his
eyes. “Now I shall know where I am.”

He went out, and briskly walked down
the corridor and out into the Triangle. It
was growing dark, and a high wind was
blowing up from the sea, bringing stinging
snowflakes on 1t. It was real winter now, -
and most of the fellows had been holding
excited discussions as to the possibilities of
SNOW., :

The glass had been falling all day, and the
papers predicted that heavy falls of snow -
were almost a certainty in the South of
England. And now the first flakes were fall-
ing, true to the prediction. There was every
indication of a blizzard coming up.

But TFullwood had no thought for the
weather as he hurried through Big Arch, and
made his way across the Inner Court to the
Head's residence. In the life of a junior
schoolboy it was a very big event indeed to
be summoned like this. Visiting the Head-
master was the most dreaded ordeal of all.
And Ralph Leslie IFullwood had not exag-
gerated when he had declared that he was
relieved,

He felt that he had wiped out that dis-
honourable episode now, and it -was cheerful
to know that the fellows were on his side.
He was not ashamed of fighting in that dis-
reputable booth, for his ebject had been good.
But he was afraid that Dr. Stafford would be
very dissatisfied with a truthful explanation.
For if Ifullwood told the truth, he would be
out of the frying-pan into the fire.

He arrived at the Head's door, knocked,
and was soon ushered into Dr. Stafford's
private sanctum. He found the Head looking
very grave, but there was no trace of ner-
vousness in IFullwood's manner, Indeed, he
was cool and calm, and thorough master of
himself.

“I am glad you have come so promptly,
FFullwood,” said the Headinaster, as he
looked at the junior with a quick, searching
eye.  “Since 1t 1s not my object to worry
you unnecessarily, I will get to the point at
once. I have heard a very disturbing report
from the Bannington police. It 1s one,
indeed, that I cannot credit, and I have sent
for you so that you may refute the sugges-
tions.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Fullwood quictly.

“The police have informed me that a St.
IFrank’s schoolboy, named Fullwood, entered
the prize ring in a disrepulable booth, in the
lower part of DBannington, on Wednesday
evening last,” continued the Headmaster.
“The police also believe, although there is
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no confirmation of this, that the same boy
made money by hiring a coco-nut shy in the
fair grounds. I should like you to tell me,
Fullwood, that you arc not the young person
concerned,”

The Iecad, it scemed, had made up his
mind that the police were misinformed. He
had merely sent for Iullwood to endorse his
opinion, and for a moment the junior was
the prey of a great temptation. Why not
deny 1it? Just a simple sentence, and the
Head would probably send him away. And
then, in another moment, FFullwood cast aside
the unworthy thought. He had had enough
of deception, and his conscicnce was per-
fectly clear. It was his duty to face the
music. Besides, the Head’s cyes were on
him in a grave, but kindly manner. '

“Well, IFullwood *” he asked quietly.

“I am sorry, sir, but thoe police were
right,”

''he Head sat back, and
glasses.

“You admit, then, that yvou were actually
in this booth *”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you fight with that wreiched—er—
bruiser 7"

“Yes, sir”

“I'or prize-moncy ?”

”Yes, sip.”

“What was the amount?”

“Ten pounds, sir.” ;

The Head nodded. and his mannor had
become very cold, But he still remained as
dignified and as grave as ever. For some
moments he sat back in his chair, 1dly tap-
ping his glasses on his thumb-nail. When he
- Jooked at Fullwood again he was wearing a
troubled expression.

“YWhy did you do this, Fullwood?” he
asked quietly. “I need hardly tell you that
I am greatly shocked. Do vou realize the
utter gravity of your offence? Did it occur
to you that*your appearance in that disgrace-
ful ring might reflect serious discredit upon
the name of our school #”

“No, sir,” said Fullwood, in a low voice.

“There is no man more whole-heartedly in
favour of boxing than I am,” continued the
Head. *“It is a noble sport, and here, at St.
Irank’s, we encourage it. But you cannot
pretend, Ifullwood, that there was any box-
ing in that Bannington booth., The police
have informed me that the place was the
most vicious hotbed of hooliganisin that the
town has ever had to deal with. I will grant
that some of these travelling booths can be
run honestly and cleanly. But we are now
dealing with one particular one, and you
must be awarc of the fact, Fullwood, that it
was a plague spot, and a disgrace to box-
ing,”’

“Yes, sir,” admitted Fullwood huskily,

“You agree with my description of
loathsome place ©”

“It—it was worse than you even think,
sir,” sald Fullwood. *“Oh, it was terrible!
And it wasn't boxing at ali; it was just
brutal savagery.”

removed his

3

this

self, and a disgrace to the school.

“¥You, nevertheless, fought in that ring?”?

“Yes, sir,” said Fullwood. * But—but that
blackguard, Hogan, didn’t beat me, sir. I
f'ust !}JSCd ordinary boxing, and I whacked
1um !

For a moment the Head’s eyes lit up.

“I am sure, Fullwood, that you would do
nothing to disgrdce the noble art,” he said
sternly.,  “But your very presence in that
booth was a disgrace. A disgrace to your-
There is
onc question I want to ask you, and I shall
expect a perfectly frank reply. Did you fight
this ruffian for the one and only purpose of
winping the prize-money 7"

“Yes, sir,” admitted Fullwood.

“I am very sorry to hear you say that,”
replied the Head regretiully. I was hoping
that your explanation might be different—
that you,might have been impelled by some
boyish impulse, only to regret your mistake
when it was too late. But when you tell me
that it was vour intention to win the money,
I am indeed grieved. I thought better of my
boys. Why did you do this, Fullwood ?”

Ralph Leslie felt a lump in his throat,
After all, the Head was doing the very
utmost he could to help him, and he was
compelled to make things worse. His very
silence now would scem bad. But how could
he explain?

How could he tell the Head that he wanted
the money to make good his losses at gam-
bling in a night club? Theat would finish him,
once and for all! And Fullwood was deter-
mined to tell no lies, Therefore his only
course was to remain silent,

“I am sorry, Sir—1 can’t explain,” he said.

“Does that mean that you will not
expiain 7%

“I'm afraid so, sir.”

“So you went there in order to gain this
cash.  You entered that vile place with a
mercenary object!” said the Head grimly, “I
may tell you, Fullwood, that I am vory
shocked.  What of this other affair? The
business of the coco-nut shy? That, I know,
1s_far less serious, but still seriovs enough.
Were you the boy that.the police speak of 7

“Yes, sir.”

_ “I have been told that vou made a laugh-
mg stock of yourself,” continued the Head,
" You used bananas, oranges, and even vege-
tables in place of coconuts, and the public
supported you. It is even hinted that you
acted as a kind of human Aunt Sally. And
all this while you wore the colours of your
House. I find it difficult to believe, IFull-
wood. Do you admit everything?*’

“Yee, sir,”” said Fullwood wretchedly.

But even in that painful moment there was
one little balm to his wretchedness. Appar-
ently the Head had not been told that there
were two St. Frank’s fellows involved in tho
coconut-shy affair. DIdward Oswald Hand-
forth had been the other, and Fullwcod was
happy to think that Handy would not be
dragged in. I'or, after all, the large-hearted
Jeader of Study D had done it all for his—
Fullwood’s sake.
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“ The *Ead wants to see you at once, Master Fullwood,”’ said Tubbs.

summons had come.

“ How much money did you make ¢ asked
the Head.

“I'en pounds, sir.” _

“Upon my word!” said Dr. Stafford, with
a start. “Ten pounds! Then, with that
other money, yvou finished up that disgraceful
evening with twenty pounds in your pocket?

“VYes, sir—that was the sum 1 wanted,”
replied Fullwood quietly.

“And this money—where is it " asked Dr.
Stalford sternly. “Have you spent any of

it ? Have you squandered

“Tt's still intact, sir,”’ interrupted Fullwood
quickly. s

This was true. He had paid 1t over to

those Remove fellows who had helped him
carlicr—those juniors who had clubbed to-
gether to pay Clive the twenty pounds. Ten
of it was sct aside for the hospital, and the
olher ten was still unspent, . _

“1 am glad, at least, to hecar this,’’ said
the Head. “You will go at once, Fullwood.
and fetch that money—and I will hold it until
T have made full investigations.”

CHAPTER 4.

THE FATEFUI, TWENTY
POUNDS!
‘ULLWOOD bit his l_ip.

This was a serious blow

.
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the moncy that had, in his own opinion, saved

to him. After all the
= trouble he had had, get-
ting that money! It was

| has now been shifted, thank Heaven'!

The dread

Fullwood turned pale.
The Head would soon know all—and that would mean the sack !

his honour. And now it was to be seized by
the headmaster! That meant that he would
still be in the debt of all those fellows!

“You must realise, Fullwood, that I am
very grieved at all this,”’ continued the Head.
“I cannot aliow any St. Frank’s boy to dis-
grace the school In such a fashion. I might,
perhaps, forgive the fair-ground escapade.
But the other, no! That disgraceful booth
It was
the resort of a race gang—ruflians of the niost
depraved type—and other undesirables. Your
appearance there—actually in the ring—has
harmed the school's prestige. The whele of
Bannington has been talking of the incident.
and I have been very worried. Now that [
know the truth from your own lips, I must
consider what course I shall adopt. Later on,
perhaps, 1 will give you my decision. Dut for
the moment veu had better go and fetch that
monecy. Under no circumstances can [ allow
you to keep it in vour possession.”

“Yes, sir,” said Fullwoed duily.

IFor a moment an impulse came over him to
blurt out the whole story—the reason for his
series of actions. Then he checked himself.
What would be the use? DBesides, he would
only implicate others. The less said, the
better.

He went out, and found that the snow was
now coming down as though it meant if.
Inner Court was rapidly being clothed in a
white mantle, and the Triangle was assuming
the same wintry garb. JFullwood had no over-
coat, and he was feeling chilly when he opened
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the heavy decor of the Ancient IHouse, and
went in.

“Hallo! Been out to have a look at the
snow ?” asked De Valerie cagevly. “If we
have any luck, therc’ll be two or three inches
of it by to-morrow.”

“*And then for some sport,”” said Duncan
cheerily.

“Sport 7’ repecated Fullwood, with a rather
twisted smile. **Oh, rather!” ]

He walked on, leaving the pair staring after
him. He wondered how they could cxercise
their minds over such a triviality as snow.
His own worries were so numerous that the
weather was of utterly no importance. There
had been no mistaking the headmaster’s tone,

He was going to consider the case—and
then decide !

“It’ll mean the sack!”’ muttered Fullwood.
“After all the Head said—about disgracing
the school—there can’t be any other——"

“What's the matter, Ralph?”’ asked Clive
Russell, as he came out and found his study
mate in the passage. ‘““What did the Head
say 77 he added anxiously. *Did he want to
see you about that rotten boxing affair?”’

“Let’s get into the study,’”’ said Fullwood
quietly.

They went in, and Clive was very con-
ccrned.  He listened with something very
axin to alarm as Fullwoed related what had
happened.

“So I’ve got to take him that money’ at
once,”” concluded Ralph Leslie. “He’s seized
it, vou know.”

Clive sighed.

“It’s getting a joke about that twenty
cquid I’ he said wearily. “I wish the chaps
had never contributed it—I wish you had just
left it owing to me. Ralph, and settled up
some time in the futuve s

““No, that was impossible,” said Fullwood,
shaking his head. “I lost your money, Clive,
and I didn’t know anything about that little
plot, when Handy and the rest clubbed to-
gether for me. DBut I know now, and we're
back in the same position. I've got to get
that tenner from Hamilton—"

“But that’s booked for the hospital !’

“I know.”’
“Didn’t you tell the Head that ?”’

“What was the use ?” asked Fullwood. 1t
would have sounded so jolly queer—so queer,
in fact, that he wouldn’t have believed me.
Think of it! Going to that awful booth,
winning ten pounds, and then sending it to
the Cottage Hospital! The Head wouldn’t
have credited that yarn !’

“But it’s the truth !” insisted Clive. * And
it’s the chaps’ money-—not yours! They
agreed to send it to the hospital. Besides,

they’ll all be willing to prove o

“Yes, I know,” interrupted Fullwood.
“But it wouldn’t be playing the game, Clive.
I got that money in the way I told the Head,
and he’s commandeered it. Therefore, I go
back to where I stood before. I'm not going
to tell him anything—I don’t mecan to drag
in any other names. It’s my funeral, old

| able

man, and 1it’s only right that I should stand
the racket.”

Clive couldn’t do anything else but admit
the logic of his chum’s remarks. So, as it was
necessary to deliver tho money into the
Head’s hands as soon as possible, the chums
of Study I went straight to Dick Hamilton.

The Remove skipper understood as soon as

‘he heard the facts.

“Well, of course, you've got to hand it
over,’”” he said. “It’s rather a good thing we
didn’t send it to the hospital—’

“A bad thing, you mean,” interrupted
Clive Russell. “Why should a charity be
dished out of ten pounds? The Head's got
no right to that money. He didn’t make it.
Ralph won it fairly and squarely.’’ _

“It all depends upon the point of view,”
said Dick. “We know that I'ully played the
game all right, and that booth proprietor
tried to swindle him. In fact, we had to
knock him over, and get the money by force
—and that’s the main reason why it’s going to
charity.”

“But 1t isn’t going,” said Clive, staring.

“My dear chap, the Head won’t stick to
it,”” said Dick Hamilton. “He’s only com-
mandecering it for the time being—until he’s
made an investigation. So there’s no need for
Fullwood to worry himself. Come on, we’d
better get the other ten.”’

This had to be collected from various
juniors, and Fullwood felt his position more
and more keenly, for this was the whole
wretched business over again. Collecting
money to make good the sum that he had
gambled away in that hour of folly! That
was the way he looked at it.

And it was impressed upon him, bitterly
and harshly. how serious that slip of his had
been. Twenty pounds was a fairly large sum.
and ever since that hateful night, Fullwood
had had no rest. His life had been a misery
to him. But after carning that cash on the
Wednesday, he had certainly assumed that
his financial troubles were over. And now
they were starting all over again!

For Fullwood didn’t believe that the Head
would hand it back. He would probably
return it to the police, deeming that Full-
wood had no right to it,

“It's as good as gone!” said Ralph Leslie
unhappily.  “As soon as I have handed it
over to the Head, I shall be back in the old
place—just where I started. It’s pretty rough
luck, after I'd kidded myself that everything
was square. Still, I deserve it. I’ve only got
myself to blame——"’

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth warmly.
“I helped you to get the money, my lad.
Not the ten quid from the boxing hooth, but
the other money. Didn’t you tell the Head
that I helped 7”

“No, of course not,” said Fullwood. * He
didn’t seem to know anything about you, so
there was no sense in sayving anything.”

“Well, it’s a dirty trick I’ growled Hand-
forth. “T’ve never heard of such a thing!
BeﬁidES,”FGu didn’t do anything diskonour-
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“1 did,” retorted Fullwood. At the tine,
I dido’t realise 1it—but after what the Head's
told me, I'm beginning to think it was pretty
rotten,”’

*“Oh, you are, are you?’ said Handforth
grimly., “I suppose you remember that I
advised you to try for that prize money in the
booth? I suppose you remember that 1
wanted to fight that bruiser myself?”

“Yes, and it was for my sake,” replied

Fullwood. “I'm jolly glad you didn't,
Handy,” he added. ‘At lecast, I've got the
consolation of knowing that I haven’t dragged

anybody else into this miserable business.’’.

Ifullwood didn’t wait to hear any more—he
thought it advisable to get off. And five
minutes later he was back in the Head’s
study. Dr. Stafford toock the money, counted
it, and put it in a drawer.

“If there is one thankful feature about this
unfortunate affair, Fullwood, it is the fact
that you kept the money whole,” he said
quictly. “I have nothing further to say to
you at the moment. As I told you before,
ou have lowecred the prestige of St. Frank’s
ﬁ}' your conduct, and I must consider the
whole question. I
a calm, just spirit.” .

““Thank vou, sir,”” said Fullwood quietly.
“I—I suppose it means expulsion, sir?”

The Head frowned.

- “Jt is not my intention to discuss the
matter, Fullwood,” he replicd. “What is the
time now? Just after five, is it not? Come
back to me at six-thirty, and I will let you
know my decision.”

~ Fullwood went—certain, in his own mind,
as to what that decision would be,

shall attempt to do so in

CHAPTER b.
HANDFORTH SEES THE HEAD!

N the
was
wrath.

In Study D, Church and
McClure were trying ot
calm him dewn, by making him purtaga of
tea—a meal which had already been dragged
out until the toast was cold, and the tea
stewy. Handforth’s chums had not cared to
start until their leader was on the spot.
“Look here, Handy, old man. You don’t
expect us to wait all the evening, do you?”’
demanded Church rebelliously. * We've been
messing about for half an hour, and we're

fed-up "
*Yes’’ said Handforth grimly. “I'll go!”

“Got Go where?”’
“I'lt see the Head, and——"

“You idiot!” gasped McClure. “If you go
to the Head, and interfere in that FFullwood
business, vou'll only make things a lot worse,
The poor chap's got enough troubles, without
you adding to tﬁem.”

But Handforth was looking flushed, and his<
eycs were gleaming.

imeantime, IHandforth
waxing exceedingly

.Head was capable of it!

Lﬂﬁ'[

“I've never heard of such highway rob-
bery "’ he said fiercely. “1 didn't think the
That money 1sn’t
his, so why has he bagged it? I'm going to

seo the Head, and tell him the straight
truth!"’

“0Oh, for goodness’ sake, talk sensibly?!”
said Church. “Tullwood’s told him the truth
alrcady. Didn’t we hear Fully’s aceount of
the interview? He explained all the facts to
the Head »

“Ixcept that T was with him that night,”’
interrupted Handforth.

I‘I‘But you didn't do anything dishonour-
able "

“Well, I was with him, and I'm just a3
much to blame as he was,” declared the 1m-
pulsive Handy. ‘ But when it cémes to that,
there’s no question of blame. That money
was made fairlv and squarelv—and honestly.
By George! TI'll show the Head whether he
can ride roughshod over us!”

There was such an air of determination
about him that Church and McClure became
alarmed-—especially when he made a meve
for the door. They suddenly realiced that he
really meant it!

“Quick I”’ gasped Church.

He dashed up, grabbed Handferth, and
swung him back., Then he barred the door,
and McClure joined him. .

“Coal down, fathead!’ ureed Church.
“You mustn’t go to the Head !”

“You’ll only get vourself into hot.water
if you do!’ added McClure. “This is Full-
wood’s affair. And, if you ask me, he's
exaggerating it. Haven’t we all told him he
can pay that money back when he likes?
We know he’s true blue, and—"’ _

““He has paid that money back!” broke in
Handforth. ‘“And the Head's pinched it.
So I'm going to the Head, to get it back.
And while I'm there, my lads, the Head will
have a picee of my mind.”

“You—you don’t mean it 7’ gasped Church,
arhast.

“Yes 1 do!”

“But you’ll he slaughtered on the spot !’

“I'm going in a just cause, and with right
on my side!” replied Handforth curtly. “So
stan’d away from that door, and let me get
out.”’

“But tea’s waiting

“Never mind about tea—"

“Everything's cold—"

“ Arc you [fvoing to get away from that
door, or shall I smash the pair of you?t”
demanded Handforth wrathfully. ‘‘Poor old
Fullwood's in trouble, and I mecan to get him
out of it. As soon as the Head and I have
had a heart-to-heart talk, everything will be
smoothed over.”

““He means it!’ brecathed McClure. “My
only hat, he thinks he can do it! The chap’s
as mad as a hatter!”’

Handforth took no notice of his chums, but
pushed them aside, and laid his band on the
door-knob. He had made up his mind. He
was going straight to the Head. to tick bun
There was no pretence about it—ho

3y
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meant 1t,
appalled.

“Grab him !’ gaid Church desperately.

. They grabbed him, and Handforth was so
surprised at this uncxpected check that he
blundered backwards into the table, and
nearly sent it flying. Lven as it was, a
couple of plates and a cup and saucer crashed
to the floor.

“You—you traitors!’’ he roared. “Lemme
go! By George! What’s this—mutiny? I'll
give you five scconds to chuck up this non-
sense, and stand out of the way.”

But Church and MceClure, who knew to
what lengths their reckless leader could go,
hung on like grim death. And then Study D
became more home-like.
flying in earnest this time, the air was filled
with thuds and gasps. And in the end,
Handforth wrenched the door and
strode out. _

He left Church on the floor, with most of
the tea-things on top of him. Sardine oil was
trickling down the unhappy junior’s neck,
and slices of bread-and-butter were adhering
to his hair. MeClure, on the other side of
the room, was sitting up with a dazed expres-
sion on his face. Ono eye was looking angry
and swollen.,

“T'll teach you to play that game!” said
Handforth. from the doorway.

He went out, slammed the door, and
marched towards the lobby. He hadn’t
walked five paces before he ran into -Dick
Hamilton and Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
They were both looking serious.

“A shockin’ blow, Dick, old boy,” Sir
Montie was saying. “I'm f{rightfully afraid
that Fullwood is goin' to get into a lot of
trouble—-"’

““You can set your mind at rest!”’ inter-
rupted Handforth, with a glare. “I’'m just
going to the Head, and I mean to tell him
what I think of the whole affair! It’s like his
nerve to pinch that money !”’

“Here, steady!’’ said Dick, seizing Hand-
forth’'s arm. “If it’s a question of nerve,
Whﬂi], about yours? You can’t go to the Hcad

And Chureh and MeClure were

open,

“If it’s all the same to you, Nipper, I'll
do as I jolly well like!” interrupted Hand-
forth hotly. “TI’ll trouble you to mind your
own giddy business!”

“I'm captain of the Remove—

“I don’t care if you're captain of the
Mauretania I’ roared Handforth., “This isn’t
a2 Form affair at all!  Fully has been shoved
on the carpet, he’s had that moncy taken
away from him, and I'm the only other chap
involved. I was with him that night, so I'm
fuing to tell the Head something that’ll make
s hair stand on end! He needn’t think he
can mess about with met*’ :

“You howling idiot, you’ll get sacked——"

“And for two pins I'll khock you half-way
down the passage!l’”” thundered Handforth,
now thoroughly aroused. “Great Scott! To
think that poor old Fully is in all this trouble,
and you don’t lift a finger to help him!

» .

Thank goodness I'm made of different stuff 1’|

The table went]|

“and mﬂ_left wrist is abeolutely crocked.”
i

He rushed off, raced across the lobby, and
flung open the outer door. He had forgotten
all about the snow, and he went out hatless.
In fact, he was in such a hurry that his feet
shot from under him as he trod on the first
snow-covered step, and he went down the
rest on the small of his back, landing in a dis-
ordered heap at the bottom.

“Great pip!” he gurgled dazedly.

He sat up, and looked about him. He
hadn’t any idea that it was snowing like this.
He was smothered. The steps were piled
thick with the snow, for it was drifting round
the Ancient House in whirling masses. The
wind was bringing more and more snow, and
the Triangle was already completely white.

“I’'m half dead, but I'm not going to bo

dished !’ groaned Handforth, as he picked
himself up. *“Oh, my hat! My back’s
broken! I believe I've sprained an ankle,

But his spirit was as grim as ever. With-
out waiting to fetch an overcoat or cap, he
dashed across Inner Court, taking remarkably
agile strides for a fellow with a broken back
and a sprained ankle.

He hammered upon the door of the Head’s
house, and waited. Plenty of other fellows
would have found their determination oozing
away now that the interview was close at
hand. But Edward Oswald was different. He
felt that his cause was a just one, and with
every second that passed, he became more
excited.

Matters were not improved now, for he was
left standing in the snow fer nearly a minute.
Then, as he was hammering again, the door
opened. Phipps stood there. Phipps was
really Archie Glenthorne’s valet, but for cer-
tain hours every dav he performed his duties
as the Head’s second butler.

““About time!”” roared Handforth. “I'm
frozen! Here I've been standing, freezing to
an icicle for twenty solid minutes! Where's

the Head 7’
Phipps looked at Handforth keenly.

“If you'll take my advice, Master Hand-
forth, you won't interrupt the Head just
now,” said Phipps. ‘‘As a matter of fact,
he’s engaged with Mr. Goole, of the *East
House. And in your present mood, sir—"’

“Never you mind my mood!"”’ interrupted
Handforth fiercely. “So  the Head’s in?
Good! That’s all I wanted to know !”’

He pushed past the astonished Phipps,
reached the door of the Head’s study, and
brought his fist with a crash against one of
the upper panels. Then he barged in like a
cyclone, without waiting for any invitation.

““Good heavens!” ejaculated Dr. Stafford,
starting to his feet. “Is anything the
matter ?” .

There was every reason for his startled
surprise. Handforth was smothered in snow,
his collar was crumpled and unfastened at
one button, and there was an ominous rent
in his sleeve. In addition to this, his nose
had been bleeding slightly—a trace of the
recent serap with his study-mates. The Head
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naturally assumed that some catastrophe must
have happened.

“What 15 it, Handforth?” he asked with
conceri.

“ About Tullwood, sir!” roared Handferth.
“I want to know what you mwean by pinch-
ing his money ?”

“ Iullwood ! gasped the Head.
his money! Ahem! I mean-—-—- 100d
gracious, Handforth, are you insane? lave
yvou burst into my study like—like a tornado
to question me about my recent inlerview
with Fullwood ?” :

1 feel that it’s my duty to explain!” said
Handforth aggressively. “No oftfence, sir.
You probably think you’ve done the right
thing, but that’s just where you’re wrong.
As a2 matter of fact, you’ve made an awful

“Pinching

bloomer ! ‘
“A—a Dloomer?” breathed Dr. Stafford
dazedly.

“You've come a cropper, siv,” snapped
Handforth. “Fullwood’s as innocent as |
am. Ife went into that booth all right, but
there was nothing dishonourable——"

“BSilence!” thundered Dr. Stafford.

By this time he had recovered himself.
Scarcely twenty seconds had eiapsed since
Handforth’s dramatic eotry, and the Head
was just arriving at the coneclusién that there
was nothing whatever {o be alarmed about.
He had experienced some of Handforth’s im-
pulsiveness on other "vecasions.

“T’'ll tell you everything in two minutes,
5;_[__“"__!!

“J.eave my presence, sir!”  shouted
ITeadmaster. “ No, not another word!

“Yes, but look here——"

“io!” thundered Dr. Staflord.

Iandforth™ started back, amazed.

“But aren’t you going to listen to me?”
he demanded wrathfully. “Don’t you under-
stand that I’ve come here to explaiu that
Fullweod——"

“Handforth, unless you go this very
instant, I will have you thrown out!” inter-
rupted the Head, remaining calm with difR-
culty, “To-morrow I will send for you, and
Licar what you have to say. DBut while you
are 1n this condition of hysterical excitement,
I will not listen to a word. Go!”

- Handforth gave a gulp, but at last he
realised that he had used the wrong tactics.
There was something about the Head’s
manner which awed him, for all his bluster,
and for all his confidence.

He crawled out and closed the door.

the
Gol”

————————

CILAPTER 6.

A GREAT IDEA.
gl [IURCH and MceClure were
f just sitting down to tea
when  Handforth  came
back.
They had lost all in-

terest in him. They were prepared to leave

him: to his fate. After what he had done
to them, they were not ouly fed-up, but
utterly callous as to what happened to him.
And after a hasty clean-up, which included
their own persons, they were :itling down
to the eatable part of the meal. Auch of it
had been on the floor, and was open to
guestion.

“0Oh, my goodness!™ groaned Chlurch, as
the -door opened. *“‘He’s here again—and [
haven't eaten a mouthful!”

“And 1 haven’t even had a sip of tea!”
said McClure hopelessly.

They had already made up their minds that
they wouldn’t evince the slighlest interest in
their leader’s mission to the Head; but there

was something so subdued in his manner
that their resolution weakened. Ilandforth
was quiet, humble, and meek. Coumpared

to his appecrance cf ten minutes earlier, he
was a mere ghost.

“What’s the good of expecting justice 77’ h=
asked resentfully, as he sat down at the table.
“I go to the Head, and what happens?”

“Surely he didn’t refuse to :ee you?”
asked Church, shocked.

“You don’t mean to say he {uined you
away ?”" gasped McClure.

Handforth failed to note the deep :arcasmn
in their voices.

“Ile not only turned me away, but he
wouldn’t let me say a word!” he exclaimed
thickly. “Not a word, mark you! 1 just
walked in, told him that I was going fo have
a straight talk with him, and I'm blowed
if he didn’t order me out!”

“ Disgraceful 1> said Church hotly.

“I merely told him that he pinched Full.

k!

wood’s money ¥ :

“That was a bit incaulious,” put in
McClure, shaking his head. “You ought to
‘have said confiscated. I{’s a belter word

than pinched. DBesides, the Head is apt to
be short-tempered if a chap uses slang——"

“Short-tempered !  Interrupted Handforth
darkly. “Ilis temper was so short that he
never gave himself a chance to lose it! It
left him in a flash--and out he came with o
thunderinz order for me to buzz off! Defore
1I'd said half a dozen words, mark you! 1
pointed out that he was -anaking a
bloomer i

“That’s the worst of these masters,” said
Church sadly. “They’ve got the upper
hand, and they treat us all like slaves! Ioor
old Handy! You'll never get what you de-
serve in this world!”

“No such luck!” murmured McClure.

But Handforth was so preoccupied that he
did not notice the wveiled mockery of his
chums’ remarks. They were rather surprised
to see him back at all, for they had had an
idea that the Head would either lock him
up in the punishment-room, or bind him and
gag him, and ring up the nearest asylum.

But Handforth’s chums were not vindie-
tive. Once a scrap was over, it was over.
And they felt a certain satisfaction in seeing
their leader so meek and subdued. aere
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was some prospect of peace for the rest of
the evening.

After all, Fullwood’s troubles weren’t half
so bad as he made out. Church and McClure
did not take the same view as Handforth.
For the latter was thinking of nothing else
but Ralph Leslie’s unfortunate position.
Handforth was always trying to help some-
body. And here was a chancoe for him to
s(llline—-if only he could get hold of a helpful
.1dea.

“That’s what we've got to decide,” he
muttered, frowning. *“If only Fully can get
hold of twenty quid, he’ll be happy again.
I’d lend it to him, but I haven’t got—"

“It would be all the same if you had
a hundred and twenty—he wouldn’t accept
_it,” said Church impatiently. ‘Why the
dickens can’t you let the thing rest?”

“Qf course he wouldn’t accept it,”” agreed
Handforth. “That’s the point. He wouldn’t
accept it from me, or from anybody else in
the Remove. If so, he wouldn’t mind owing
the money to Russell. Besides, didn’t he
go and earn it in Bannington, so that he
could square things up? And now the Head’s
bagged it!l”

“Only temporarily——7""

“Don’t you believe it,” interrupted ¥and-
forth. “Don’t you spoof yourself that Fully
will ever see that cash again. No, we’ve got
to think of some plan. Hallol What the—
By Georgel”

He took something from his mouth and
glared at it.

“Coal!” he said indignantly. “ Where the
dickens did you buy these sardines, Mac?
It’s a bit thick when they put lumps of
coal—="

“You ass!” gasped Church. “IIave you
been eating those sardines? Why, Mac, he’s
scoffed over half of ’em! I thought I told
you to chuck ’em in the fire?”

“I forgot to,” said MecClure,
alarmed.

Handforth gazed at his plate ominously.

“What’s the matter with ’em, anyhow ?”
he asked grimly.

“They were all right originally, but they
fell on the floor,” explained Church.

“Fell on the floor!”

“Yes,” said Church. *“They all came out
of the tin, and Mac got them up with the
shovel. I expect that explains the coal.
Some of ’em were in my hair, too,” he added
indignantly. “You should look what you're
cating, instead of——"

“You—you rotters!” gasped Handforth,
pushing his plate away from him. So that’s
what you do, is it? Try to poison mel”

“We didn’t ask you to eat the sardines!”
roared Church, exasperated. “Oh, crikey!
Why doesn’t somebody come and take Full-
wood away?” he added despairingly. “I’'m
sorry for the chap, but we don’t seem to
get any peace nowadays! I wish his pater
would come down, and take him off—or cne
of the uncles——-"

-

looking

sudden leap, “By George, that reminds
me }”

“Reminds you of what?’2

“About a fortnight ago we were talking

about one of Fully’s uncles,” said Handforth,

a keen light coming into his cye. “F¥ully
was telling me—— My only aunt! It’s an
idea! In fact, a brain-wave!”

All his subdued bearing left him. In a

moment he was his old self—aggressive, ex-
cited, and eager. His ey-s were glittering,
and a deep fush had come over his face.
He paced up and down the study, more and
more eager.

“Yes, it’s the idea!” he breathed, totally
unaware of his chums’ presence. “It’ll be
as easy as winking! What’s more, I can do
it now!”

; He turned on his heel and rushed to the
oOF.

“Half a tick, Handy!” shouted Church.
“What’s this wonderful—"’

But Handforth had gone,
later he burst into Study 1.
Fullwood and Clive Russell were there,
finishing their own belated tea, Fullwood
was wearing an expression of quict resigna-
tion. HB8 had not told Clive of the Head’s
order that he should return at six-thirty.
There was no reason why the Canadian boy
should be unduly worried. He believed that
the Head had shelved the whole subject,
pending further investigations. .

“Good!” said Handforth, as he looked in.
“Just a minute, Russell]”

“All right,” eaid Clive.
like.”

“But I want to speak to you, you ass.”

“Go ahead, then—shoot!” invited Clive.

“How the dickens can I speak to you
here, with Fullwood listening?”

“Why, is it a secret?”

“It’s not a secret, but Fully mustn’t know
anything about it,”” replied Handforth in-
cautiously. “I avant you in my study,
Russell. I might as well tell you it’s im-
portant.” .

“(Go ahead, old man,” said Fullwood to
Russell, with a faint smile. *‘We'll never
get rid of him unless you humour him.”

Handforth looked at Fullwood coldly.

““ And that’s all the gratitude I get,” he
said. “I get a ripping idea to get you ou?
of your troubles—— I mean, the fact ig——
Coms on, Russell!” he added hastily. I
shall say too much unless I'm careful.”

Clive fancied that he had said too much
already, for, unless Fullwood was an absolute
idiot, he would surely have seen that Hand-
forth was preparing some sort of schema,
But it would be better to hear its

They went to Study D, passed in, and
Handforth closed the door.

“Well 7”7 said Russell.

“That twenty quid,” exclaimed Handforth
eagerly. “Have you still got it?” *
“You mean the twenty that you fellows

and a second
Ralph Leslie

“Two, if you

“#Urcles!” interrupted Handforth, with a |

| raked together, so that Fully could pay up?”
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Thare was a loud erash, The door fiew open and Handforth rushed in, his ¢clothing rumpled and torn.

¢ Fullwood’'s money ! ’* he roared, as he conirornted the Head.

asked Clive. ““ After the Head’s action, Ralph
reckons that he still owes it to you—=—-"

“Never mind about that—we can wait,”
Iroke in Handforth. “Ilave you got that
money?  You were going to buy a camera
with i, weren’t you?”

“Yesz, and I wish I'd never seen the giddy
thine!" growled Clive. *If we frace this
alfaic” bacrk to its source, 1t was my fault for
ever sugwgesting that {ilm camera to my
fathoer.”

“ Blow you!" “TWhere’s
the money 7™ '

“In my pocket——

“Woell, would you like to lend it to me for
half an hour?” asked llandforth. *“I'll let
Fully have it so that he thinks it’s another
twenty quid altogether. Then helil give 1t
to me and Dick amilton and the others,
and we’ll pass it back to you without him
knowing it. Sce?”

roarced Tlandicrth.

13

(MNive scratched his head.

“T's wettine too thick for me,” he con-
ased. I saw that film outhit m a window,
fossed. |

paid a deposit on it, and— _

“Never mind about that—you didi’t com-
plete the purchase, and yowve still got the
tweniv ! said Handiorth.  “Would you like
tn help me to get Fully out of his froubles?
17 he thinks that money’s paid, he’ll be as
happy as a lark.”

Clive nodded. _

“Yes, that’ll put a different complexion on
thinegs, I'll admit,” he said slowly. **You
can have the money with pleasurc, IHandy.

‘* What do you mean by pinching it ? ¥

But how are you going to perform this
miracle %
“Never mind that—hand over the cash!”

Handforth tfook it gleclully, and stuffed :t
into his pocket,

“That was quick, anyhow,” said Clive,
nodding.  “But I'd just like to have an
inkling of your programme, old man. 1'm .
not sungeesting that I don’t  trust  you,

but 7
Iandlorth langhed.
“Listen!™ lhe said happily.
the wheeze!”

“T'll tell you

————

CHAPTER 7.

GEXNTLEAMAN.

A VERY

il LIVE RUSSELL placed his
hand on lidward Oswald’s
sleeve.

“Wait a minute,” he
saidd.  “If you borrowed
that money from me, just so that you could
lend it to Ralph, it won’t work. There'll
be nothing doing. Hasn’t he proved to you
that he won’t accept loans? llaven't T urged
him until ’'m tired to let the whole thing
drop? I don’t care a foss abount that camera
outfit now. T only wish he would let e
settle this business in a simple way—"

“T'Il seitle it in a simpler,” interrupted
Handferth serenely. “IHas he ever told you
about his Uncle Julian?”

FIERY

?

S“Weren't we talking about him the other
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day?” asked Clive. “His Uncle Julian is
the one who lives in South America, isn’t
he? Yes, that’s right—in the Argentine.
Ralph hasn’t seen him for years—not since
Ralph was a baby.”

“Exactly,” said Handforth, nodding.

“What do you mean—exactly ?” :

“If Uncle Julian suddenly arrived at St.
Frank’s, from the Argentine, Fully wouldn’t
know him from Adam, would he?”

“T don’t suppose so,”’ replied Clive. * As

far as I know, this particular uncle was a
wild sort of chap, and went out on a ranch.
They haven’t had a letter from him for
years—"’
. “That’s exactly what I thought,” grinned
Handforth. ‘““Well, supposing Uncle Julian
turned up to-night—within half an hour?
And supposing he saw Fully, and tipped him
twenty quid 1"’

“Supposing you talk sense?” asked Clive
tartly.

“That’s exactly what I am doing.”

“VYou're talking gibberish!” snapped the
Canadian junior. ‘Why the dickens should
Uncle Julian turn up to-night—just exactly
when he’s wanted—and tip Ralph the exact
sum of twenty quid?”

‘“Because I’m going to dress up as Uncle
Julian!” explained Handforth blandly..

Clive gently subsided into the arms of
Church and McClure. But as they were on
the point of fainting, too, it was only by a
miracle that. they saved themselves from a
general collapse.

“Wait a minute!” gasped Church. “Let’s
get this straight! You're going to dress
vourself up as Fully’s uncle from the Argen-
tine, Handy ?”

“YES.!,

“ And try to pass yourself off —"

“I’m not going to try anything,” inter-
rupted Handforth, with a cold stare. “I
shall do it! Naturally, he’ll be pleased to
see me, we’'ll chat about the Argentine for
a bit, and then I’ll say that I’ve got to catch
the last train, spring out a twenty quid tip,
and buzz off. He’ll be as happy as a lark,
and will never suspect a thing.”

And the extraordinary part about it was—
Handforth meant it! The other juniors looked
at him with a kind of stupefied awe. Even
his own chumg were staggered. He was such
an optimist, '?Eat he actually believed that
he could pull off this impossible feat. A
trained actor, with sterling ability, might
have found it difficult to convince Fullwood,
but Handforth took it for granted that he
could do it entirely off his own bat. He
wasn’t merely an optimist—he was a lunatiec.

“ Handy—Handy!” murmured Clive gently.
““The best thing you can do is to give me
that twenty quid back, and forget all about
it. After that, you can go to Dr. Brett, and
get him to examine your brajns. Naturally,
he’ll need a microscope to find ’em——"

“You funny ass!” said Handforth coldly.
“Do you think I can’t work it7”
“My poor old mutt, it’s impossible.”

“T’ll make you apologise for that later on,”
said Handforth grimly. *This is the idea
that’s going to spoof Fully completely. If’ll
be easy! We’ve got heaps of props upstairs
—in the store-room. I can soon disguise
myself as Uncle Julian from the Argentine,
and before you can say ‘Jack Robinson,’
poor old Fully’s troubles will be over.”

“Just a minute,” said Clive, becoming
grim. “It’s all very easy to talk about im-
personating Ralph’s uncle, and to go to him
and tip him twenty pounds, but what about
the snags?”

“Snags?”

“Well, where does Fullwood come in?’%
demanded Clive. “Do you think he doesn’t
know what his uncle looks like 7’

“He doesn’t know him from Adam!” said
Handforth.

“But he might have
graph——"

“Ah, that’s just where I score!” broke in
Handforth - triumphantly. “When 1 was
speaking to Fullwood the other day, he
particularly told me that Uncle Julian had
never sent a photograph over. See? The
chap buzzed off to South America about
twelve years ago, and the family has hardly
had a word from him since—except for an
occasional letter to say that he’s hard-up, or
something.”

“And yet he’s coming here, rolling. in
cash?” asked Church tartly.

Handforth started.

“That’s nothing!” he said, after a moment.
““Couldn’t he have struck it rich? By
George, that’s the ide~! This Uncle Julian,
I understand, has been a bit of a ne’er-do-
well. Thanks, Churchy, for that reminder.
It’s given me the right line to go on. Uncle
Julian has. struck oil in the Argentine, and
he’s come back to see the family!”

“My only hat!” murmured McClure
blankly. “Look here, Handy, the idea may
be possible—mind you, I’'m not saying it
is, but there’s about one chance in twenty
million of it coming off. But nqt if you do
the impersoration.”

“What 7"

“Woe ought to leave it to Dick Hamilion,
or Reggie Pitt,” urged McClure. “Qr—I’l
tell you what,” he added eagerly. ‘How
about Stevens, of the Fifth?”

“Stevens?” said Handforth coldly. ¢Of
the Fifth?” -

“My dear old son, he’s the very man!”
said Mae. “Didn’t he make a sensation as
an actor 2

“You can dry up!” snapped Handforth.
“This is my idea, and I'm going {> do all
the acting. Why, you cheeky rotter, are
you suggesting that I’ll make a mess of it ?’

“Tt isn’t a suggestion—it’s a statement!’
said McClure promptly.

But Handforth was too excited to attack
him. His mind was set on this plot, and he
was determined to push it through. And
while he was talking to his chums, Clive

seen a photo-

j Russell rushed out and told Dick Hamilton
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about it. In less than a minute Dick was
aware of the scheme, and Cecil de Valerie,
Tommy Watson, Archie Glenthorne, and -a
few others were “in the know.”

“It’s my personal opinion that we ought
to suppress him,” said Russell breathlessly.
“We can’t let this chap carry out the idca!
He’s—he’s a danger to the Ancient IHouse!
He’s a peril to the community! Over in
Canada we’d Iynch him, as a public nuisance,
for half this!”

Dick Hamilton grinned.

“Sorry to disagree with you, Russell, old
man, but I think it’s a fine idea,” he said
calmly.

“Wha-a-at ?” gasped Clive blankly.

“In fact, a corker,” said Dick.

“Good gad!” cjaculated Archie Glen-
thorne. “I mean to say, odds surprises and
shocks! You don’t absolutely mean to say,
laddie, that you approve of this priceless slice
of imbeecility 7"

“Chuck 1it, Nipper!” growled Tommy
Watson. “You know what a chump Hand-
forth is. He'll only mess it up.”

“Iixactiy,” agreed Dick Hamilton. “I'm
not suggesting that Handy will pull 1t off,
but think of the possibilities! Handy as
Unecle Julian from the Argentine! Poor old
Tullwood is down in the dumps, and 1it’s no
good going to himn with soothing words. But
he needs something to cheer him up—some-
thing to make him grin! Do vou think he
can siill be miserable after Unele Julian
arrives 7 _ -

“By Jove, that's true enouzh!” agreed De

HI!

Valertie.
And so. although the juniors regarded
Handforth's great idea as an impossible

dream, it was allowed to go forward. Ralph
Leslie Fullwood wouldn't get the twenty
pounds, but he would certainly get some
laughs! Naturally, he would refuse “Uncle
Julian’s 7 tip, but, unless he was made of
stone, or hopelessly¥® paralysed, he would be
compelled to grin shightly.

SJHAPTIER 8.
UNCLE HANDFORTH!

ELP ! murmured Church,
feehly beating the air.
“Shush, you ass!” hissed

McClure. “Bravo,

Handy!” ho added aloud.
“By Jupiter, that's the stuff! Marvellous!”

They were upstairs, in the little wardrobe-
room of the Junior Dramatic Socicety. Hand-
forth -had allowed nobody else to assist him
in his dressing, and Church and McClure
were on the verge of collapse.

TTor Handforth had seized upon a kind of
Mexican outfit. In vain Church and McClure
bad argued with him.

“It won’t do, Handy!” insisted Church,.
“People in the Argentine don’t wear som-
breros and bell-bottomed trousers, and silken
sashes! At least, they don’t wear such things

You need an

when they come to England.
ordinary lounge suit, and just a wig
“When you've done talking “pifile, I'll be
obliged if you'il lend a hand with these
bags!” interrupted  Handforth  coldly.
“They’'re just about the right length, but
they were made for some silly ass twice my
size, w'}l‘hcrc’s room for two! Who's got some
ins?
= It was small wonder that his chums were
weak from the effects of suppressed mirtlh.
With great courage, they pretended to be
serious, Thev gave up all idea of influencing
him. After all, perhaps it was belter to let
him have his own way; it would certainly be
casier. And there was not the shightest
doubt that the result would be funnier.

His trousers were approximately the right
length, but it was quite certain that they had
never been made for any members of the
Junior Dramatic Society. A very stoat man
must have worn them, and they hung round
Handforth in voluminous folds. He stood
there, while Church manipuiated some safety-
pins.

“They’'re a bit tight under the arms!” said
McClure solemnly.

“Rats!” snapped Handforth, “ By the time
I’ve got the sash on, I shall look all right.
By the way, where's the sash? If I'm going
to llﬁgk like an Argentine, I've got to have a
sash.

“But Uncle Julian's an Englishman!”

“What the dickens does that matter?”
roared Handforth. “You know as well as I
do that when people go out to the tropics
they bocome just like the nratives.”

“ After only twelve years?”
“Yes, you ass!”

“Then my aunt ought to be a negress!”
sald Church. “She’s lived fer over fifteen
vears in East Africa. And the last time [ saw
her—just at the beginning of term—she was
as white as 1 am. DBesides, you can’t call
the Argentine tropical. They have snow down
there—"’

“I brought you chaps up here to help me,
not to jabber!” interrupted Handforth curtly,
“When I leave this room I've got to be
Uncle Julian, and as he’s lived for all these
years in the Argentine, he’s got to look the
part. How can we spoof Fullwood other-
wise 77

“Go ahead. then,” said Church.
you're right.” '

Handforth scemed to have it fixed in his
head that gentlemen from the Argentine
must necessarily look like freaks. TFor if his
costume was peculiar, his make-up was too
extraordinary for words,

He sat in front of the mirror, and com:
pelled his chums to hang round with every
kind of pgrease-paint available. First of all
he applied " his “complexion” deep,

“Perhaps

—a
bronzed hue which made him look more like
a Red Indian than anything else. Then, with
deep lines under his eyes, and imitation
wrinkles ‘n his chin, he sat back and surveyed
himself.
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“TFinel” he declared. *“Now for the

whiskers .

“Not whiskers!” said Church.
moustachios }” ’

“J tell you— H’m! Perhaps you're
right,” admitted Handy. “That’s what those
South American chaps go in for, isn’t 1t?
Tierce moustachios, eh? By Georgel Il
look the real thingl” ) I

Church had only made his suggestion In
sarcasm, and was about to say so, but
McClure pinched him and kept him silent.
So, five minutes later, Handforth’s make-up
was complete. : _

e stood back, and his chums surveyed
him.

From head to foot, Handforth was an
absolute scream. He wore riding boots with
jangling spurs, his trousers were. gathered
round him in folds, and a brilliant red scal_'f
served as a sash. The upper part of his
body was clothed in a velvet jacket with gold
braid all over it, and upon his head rested
an enormous sombrero. But h's face was
the best of all. First end foremost, he was
Edward Oswald Handforth—nothing could
" disguise that aggressive jaw. He looked as
though he were about to go on the stage as a
comic relief. )

And yet he fully believed that he was a
fair representation of Fullwood’s uncle from
the Argentine! Church and McClure scanned
him up and down, and nodded gravely.

“Marvellous !” said Church.

“Fully will have a fit when he sees you,
Handy,” declared McClure.

“What do you mecan—have a fit?”

“Well, I mean—when you sail in as Uncle
Julian,’’ said Mac hastily. “ How. can he ever
guecss? Let’s go down now——the: time’s get-
ting on, and the quicker this 1s done, the
better.” _

Handforth strode out, and his chums gave
onc another pitying glances.

“It’s a shame!” muttered Church. “I
mean, we oughtn’t to allow it! What’s going
to happen to the poor chump if he meets a
prefect or a master 1"

“Goodness only knows!”

“He looks just like one of those cheap
imitations of a faked Mexican in a dud
American film comedy!” continued Church.

“You need

“How on earth can the chap expect to spool

Fully in that get-up?”

“Handy isn’t human—he’s beyond our
powers of understanding,” repliel McClure
solemnly. “Well, let's get down, or he may
start the ball rolling before we’re there to
see. It wouldn’t make any difference i1f Full-
wood was blind—he’d still know the truth.
Handy can’t even alter his voice, let alone
his appearancel”

There was something rather valiant about
the attitude of Church and McClure.
Althoughb they wanted to yell with laughter,
they kept their faces straight; but this, of
course, was an art they had acquired from
long” practice,

Handforth,
downstairs,

in the meantime, was going

His idea was to get down quickly, in case
Fullwood happened to come across him,
since, as Uncle Julian, he was supposed to
have just arrived. And Handy’s ideca of get-
ting down quickly was a good one. He got
gpdwnstairs far more quickly than he usually

id. . - :

As a matter of fact, he forgot all about his
spurs, and caught one of them on the top
stair as he was preparing to descend. He
tripped, attempted to recover himself, and
caught his other spur.

After that it was, of course, a mere matter
of seconds.

A scries of ominous bumps sounded, and
Church and McClure, rushing to the head of
the stairs, were just in time to see the un-
fortunate Handforth turning cartwheels at the
bottom of the stairs. He landed in a dis-
ordered heap, with one moustachio missing,
and with his sash round his neck.

“What—what happened?” he murmured
dully. “Who pushed me?”

A crowd of juniors had been waiting, ready
to welcome him as he came down. But Dick
Hamilton pressed them back. This was
hardly an auspicious moment. It would be
better to let Handforth get on his feet first.

‘““Are you hurt, Handy?” asked McClure
anxiously, from the tcp of the stairs.

“Not a bit]” roared Handforth. “I did
that on purpose—I always come down stairs
like a catherine-wheell”

“You needn’'t bo sarcastic, Handy——"

the

“Don’t call me Handy!” snapped
leader of Study D. “Do you want to give
the game away at the very start? No, don’t
come down—stay up there! You'll only
betray me if you come with me.”

Pamfully he picked himself up, *adjusted
his loose sash, fixed the moustachios, and
found that he wasn’t particularly hurt.
Crashes that would put any ordinary fellow in
hospital for a month had little or no effect
upon Handforth.

He sauntered down the lobby with an
exaggerated stride, a kind of swaying swag-
ger which only served to accentuate the
comic nature of his make-up. Before he
could recach the Remove corridor, howeyer,
Dick Hamilton and Tommy Watson came
along, both talking animatedly about the
snow. They paused, and looked at Handforth
with polite surprise. .

“Looking for somebody, sirt” asked Dick,
raising his cap.

“You ass—I—I mean—" Handforth
paused, and pulled himself together with a
jerk. “As a matter of fact, yes,” he went
on, making his voice into a deep growl.
“J have just arrived.”

The two juniors eyed him with ordinary
courtesy, as though he were a complete
stranger to them. And Handforth gloated.
He had wanted to put his disguise to a
test, but he hadn’t anticipated any such
luck as this. Even Dick Hamilton, the one
and only Nipper, assistant of Mr., Nelson Lee,
had failed to spot him!
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“Nasty night, sir,” said Dick gravely. “I
suppose youw've just come here to look round
the school? I suppose you find our English
schools different to the ones in the Argentine,
sie

Handforth started. He  didn’t know {hat
Clive had told anybody elsec ahout the scheme,
and his only conclusion was obvious.

“Then—then you can see I'm from .the
Argentine all right 7 he asked cagerly. “Dy
George! I mean, carramba! Tow the
dickens did yon know ?”

Dick Hamilton shrugged his shoulders.

“How could I be mistaken, sir?"” he asked,
giving Handforth a glance up and down.
o I’x-;e never been to the Argentine, sir, but

He left the rest of his sentence unfinished,
and TIandforth gloated afresh. He hadn’t
had any doubts regarding his impersonation,
but it was good to hear these unqualified con-
firmations of his own opinion.

“Perhaps you know of a boy named TFull-
wood here?’ he asked pompously.
he has doubtless told you of his Uncle
Juhhan? Well, I've come along to cheer him
up a bit, you know.”

“ A splendid idea, sir,’
‘“He needs 1t.”

“Of course he needs it!” =aid Handforth.
“Do vou think T don’t know I mean——
That is Where's Ifullwood ¢ he de-
manded grimly. “I can’t be bothered with
you kids! I've come here to sce my nephew!”

Dy this time a few other juniors had ap-
peared—all primed in readinessz. They
gathered round, dying to laugh, but looking
politely interested,

said Tommy Watson.

T ——

CHAPTER 9.
NOTHING DOING!
ANDFORTH was more and

more satisfied.

If none of these fellows
could spot him, it was
quite clear that IFullwood
would be equally deceived. He could sce his
little scheme working out to a satisfactory
coticlusion already.

“Not a word, said
suddenly..

“I beg your
Hanmulton.

“Don’t wvou know me?® asked Hand-
forth, speaking in his ordinary voice. “I
only spoofed you, just to give my disguise a
fest. But there’s no reason why you shouldn’t
know who I am.”

The Removites looked puzzled.

“PBut we do know who vou are, sir,” =aid
De Valerie. “You're Fullwood’s unele.”

*“ Absolutely !” agreed Archie Glenthorne.
“The priceless laddie from the wide, open
spaces, what? Uncle Julian from the good
old ranch!”’

Handforth grinned.

“Well I'm jiggered!” he said.

vou chaps!”” he

pardon, sir?”’ asked Dick

“ Tiven

“If so, |

when I use my ordinary voice, you

W't spot
You fatheads, I'm Handforth!

me !

Dick TTamilton started back with exagz-
gerated amazement.

“Handforth!” he gasped. :

“0Odds miracles and marvels!” gurgled
Archie. “Not—not really? I mean to say,

how absolutely absolute!
1s too much, laddies!
this e
“Oh, dry up!” interrupted Handforth im-
patiently., “I’m Handforth, I tell you!”
“We—we can hardly believe it, sir!” mur-
mured Watson.
“How can you prove it ?” asked Dick.
“Yes—prove it!” chorused the others.

Handforth was immensely flattered at this
reluctance on the part of the juniors to recog-
nise him. To him, it was a plain proof of his
masterly powers of impersonation. He was
rather impatient, however, at this sustained
obstinaecy. .

“Don’t be such asses!™ he said tartly.
“Can’t you recognise my voice? \Where’s
Russell? He knows all about this plan of
mine——-"’

Russell came bustling up from the rear, as
though he had just arrived.

“Who's this chap?” he asked., staring.
“Oh, 1t can’t be—— Gee! Unele Julian
from the Argentine! I guess vou’ve done
wonders, Handy !’ -

“I've done nothing vet,” rctorted Hand-
forth, “I got dressed up like this -to spoof
I'ullwood—not these other chaps. They won't
believe that I'm muyself, so you tell them,
Russell 1™

And Raussell solemnly assured the group of
the truth. '

“Well, it’s marvellous!” s=aid Dick in an
awed voice. “You'd better go along to Tull-
wood, and tip him that twenty quid as quickly
as you can. A master might come along, and
then, before you know it, you'll probably be
invited to stay a week with the Head !

In spite of thewnsclves the juniors chuckled,
and it was only by a miracie that they' didn't
burst into a roar of laughter. Thev wanted
to get rid of Handforth, so that they could
give free play to their hilarity.

“It’s all right; I shall know how to deal
with a master if I sece one,” said Handforth
cagerly. ‘“Let’s go along to Study 1. You'd
better come with me, Russell. It’ll look all
the better. You can make out that you found
me _in the lobby, inguiring for my nephew
Ifully.”’ '

“Hadn’t
asked Clive.

“By George—yes,” agreed Handforth with
a start. “It might look a bit funny if I
called him Fully, mightn’t it ?”

~And so they went off to Study I. In that
little apartment, Ralph Leslis Fullwood was
making a fecble pretence at doing his prep.
He had been told what to expect by Clive,
and he had pretended to fall into the spirit
of the joke. He didn't want Clive to know
how heavy his heart- actually was,

Good gad! This
I rcfuse to believe that

vou better call him Ralph?”
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For Clive wasn’t aware of that appointment
with the Head at six-thirty. And it was ten
ast six alrecady! Only twenty minutes before
Ec kngw his fate! Not that Fullwood had
any illusion on the point., He was convinced,
in his own mind, that he was face to face with
expulsion,
"The door opened, and Uncle Julian strode
in. .
“(Great guns!” pgasped Fullwood, sitting
back aghast,

Although he had been told what to expect,
he was dumbfounded. He gazed at the new
arrival with so much attention that all his
worries vanished. First and foremost he saw
Handforth, disguised in a grotesque and fan-
tastic get-up, but there wasn’t the slightest
chance of missing the newcomer’s identity.

“Ralph!” roared Handforth enthusi-
astically as he strode in with jingling spurs
and reached his hand across the table.
““Shake, young ’un! Gee whizz! I guess
this is jolly good!
know before.l ‘went out West!”’

“Uncle Julian?? gasped Fullwood.

Clive clutched at Handforth’s slecve.

“Not out West—the Argentine!” he hissed.

“Well, isn’t the Argentine out West?”
roared Handforth, “If you’ll mind your own
business, Clive Russell, you uss, I shall be
obliged !” |

“By Jove, you've soon got to know my
chum’s name, uncle,” said Fullwood hastily.
“Well, how’s" everything in the Argentine 7”

Handforth sat down on the table, and upset
the ink. '

“I’'ve struck it rich, boy!” he said with
enthusiasm., “So as soon as I blew into Eng-
land I decided to come and have a look at
fodu. Carramba! 7You’ve grown into a fine
ad!*? : |

Fullwood nearly collapsed. He had been
prepared to carry on with this jape, just to
please Clive. He had felt no more like
smiling than a wooden doll, and he had men-
tally decided to put up with Handforth’s rot,
just fo humour Clive. But now that the
actual interview had come, he was nearly con-
vulsed. Handforth had driven all the cares
out of his mind. _

“We haven’t heard much about you,
uncle,” he said, deciding to help things along
to the best of his ability, *“It was too bad
of you not to write more often, How’s
Juanita 7

“How's who1” asked Handforth with a
start, :

“Juanita.”

“How should I know 77
“But your own wife,
Ifullwood. “I'm awfully

have said Aunt Juanita——"’

“By George!” gasped Handforth.
didn’t know——" He turned to Clive. *“ Why
the dickens didn’t you tell me I was sup-
posed to be married 7’ he demanded in a
whisper. “Here’s a fine mess!”

Fullwecod pretended not to hear.

uncle!” protested
sorry—I should

“I—]

The little kid I used to.

interestedly. “ And Cousin Marcella? And
the baby, and the twins——"

“Great pip!’ gurgled Handforth. “I—I
mean, they’re fine!” he said desperately. “I
—I've left ’em at home on the ranch. Of
course, this 1s only just a short trip home,
you know. Oh, and I say! I shan’t be able
Ec stop long; I'm going back by the last
rain.

“That’'s a pity, uncle,” said Fullwood re-
gretfully. “You're going back by the last
train—to the Argentine 77

“Yes, I'm sorry, but I can only make a
flying visit this iime,” =aid Handforth.
“But you can be proud of the fact that Mr.
Julian Fullwood—your own Uncle Julian—
has been to sece you.”

Fullwood stared. i

“But aren’t you wrong, uncle 7’ he asked
mildly. “I've always been told that my
Uncle Julian was my mother’s brother.”

“Eh? Well, so I am—"

“Yes, but your name’s Rawlinson—not
Fullwood.”

“I—I liked Fullwood better!” said Hand-
forth desperately. *“Well, I’ll be going!” he
added. “I’ve seen yovu, and that’s what I
came for, Gee whizz! I nearly forpot! Just
a little tip, young 'un! Something to remem-
ber me by !”? ;

He had come to the conclusion that this
impersonation business was not all that 1t was
cracked up to be. There were too many pit-
falls, and, if he stayed much longer, Fullwood
might begin to smell a rat. So he pulled out
a big wallet, and threw Clive’s twenty pounds
on the table. -

“Qh, look here——"" began Tullwood with a
quick glance at Russell.

“Not a word!” said Handforth boisterously.
“Just a little memento, Fully, old man! I
should say, Ralph, my lad! Well, I’ll buzz
off now, and catch that train.”

““Back to the Argentine 7” asked Fullwood.

“Yes, rather!”

“Wouldn’t it be a better idea to take a
boat?”’ asked Ralph Leslie dryly.

He gave a. quick frown -at Clive, however.
His chum had told him that Handforth was
getting up a jape, but there had been no
mention of money. Fullwood hadn’t been
informed of this aspect. And he picked up
the cash and held it towards Handforth:,

“Sorry, Handy, nothing doing!” he said
quickly, _ _

“Yes, but—but—— Eh?” breathed Hand-

forth. “You—you know who I am?”
- “Sorry, but the little scheme hasn’t
worked,” replied Fullwood. ‘T appreciate
your intentions, and I think you’re a brick,
but, honestly, I can’t take it, Do me a
favour, Handy, and buzz off.”

Handforth took a decp breath.

“Who told you?” he demanded fiercely.
“Who told you that I was coming here, dis-
guised as Uncle Julian? There’s a traitor
%}r‘newhere 1" he added, turning his gaze upon

ive. :

“You ass, ecan’t you realise that you

“And how about little Philip?” he asked | wouldn’t spoof a'blind donkey 7” said Russell.
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“But you would have your own way

“In any case, I've got to gect off row,”
satd Fulwood, as he noted that the time was
six-twenty-five, ““I expect this is your moncy,
Clive? T thought so! Well, for goodness’
sake, let’s finish with it! I’m sick and tired
of the whole beastly business! No oifence,
Handy, but I can’t fall in with your little

¥

plot.,”
He pushed past and went out,

Handforth flabbergasted. .

leaving

D

JHAPTIEER 10.

TIIE IIEADMASTER'S
DECISION !

T'S a swindle!” said the dis-
mayed leader of Study D.
“Just when everything
was settled, too. Russell,
you rotter, I’ll bet you told

Tullwood that I was coming.”

Clive, who was looking out into the pas-
sage, glanced back. '

“I didn’t need to tell him,” he retorted,
“Po you think he would have mistaken you
for his uncle? He might have taken you
for a scarecrow, or an escaped lunatie, but
that's about all! It's about time you realised,
Handy, that you’re several kinds of asses!”

He strode out, and Handforth followed.
Just out in the passage he ran into his minor,
Willy. And the leader of the Third paused
in his trgcks and stared: He had heard
nothing of his major’s cscapade, and he was
taken completely by surprise.

“YWhat's the idea, Ted ?” he asked blankly.
“It’s getting on towards Christmas-time—the
1“ifth} of November was over wecks and weeks
agol”

“What do IFifth
November ?”

““Aren’t you dressed up as a guy?” asked
Willy.

Handforth seized him.

““Look here,” he said thickly, “did you
know anvthing about this?”

“Not a word!” said Willy. “It Int me like
a blow !” :

“Is that true?”

“Honest Injun!” said Willy simnly.

““And—and yet you recognise me at the
first glance?” gasped his major. -

“Awfully sorry!” said Willy.  “Wasn’t I
supposed to?”

“No, you weren't!”
“I’m disguised !”

“My mistake!” grinned Willy. “1 thought
you were playing charades!” .

“¥You—you young idiot!” hooted Hand-
forth. “I'm impersonating Fullwood’s Uncle
Julian! And the fathecad knew it was me
all the time!”

"Well, it’s your own fault,” said Willy.
“You ought to have told Fully
away that you were his uncle, and that you
didn’t want him to recognise you. He's g
good chap—and he might have played up.

vyou mean—ihe of

roared I-Iandfnr‘th.

straight

But you can’t expect people to scriously mis-
take you for an uncle, or any other relative.
I don’t hike to say these things, Ted, but
you remind me of a nasty accident!”

“You insulting little ‘bounder!” gasped
Edward Oswald. “An accident, am 12"

“Well, if not an accident, a mistake!”
said Willy. “I’'m not telling you anything
fresh there, Ted. 'The pater’s often said -
that you're one of life’s blunders! YWhat are
you supposed to represent, anyhow? A
Mexican cowboy from Southern Spain?”

Handforth refused to be drawn into any
argument. And as a group of Removites
gathered round at the moment, he was not
1n a position to punish Willy as he deserved.
And this time the Removites, were not in-
dulging in any pretence. ‘They were grin-
ning from ear to car. 2

“Just our luck!” said De Valerie. with
regret,  “We wanted to see you in IFull.
wood’s study, but 4 -

*“Look here!” said Handforth, “Did you
fellows recognise me when you first saw
me ?” .

“OFf course we did!" chuckled Tommy Wat-
son. “My dear ass, we wecre only puliing
your leg!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Handy !” .

The leader of Study D swallowed. hard and
strode away. In the lobby he ran into Nr.
Crowell. And he was perfectly satisfied that
the Remove master had not been a party to
the jape, so this was a real test!

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Crowell,
with a violent start. “Who—who are yeu?”
What are you doing 44

“It’s all right, sir—nothing wrong!” said
Handforth stifily. : .

He was gloating, Mr. Crowell hadn’t
recognised him! So it was as plain as day-
light that some traitor had given his plans
away—— :

“You had better realise, Handforth, that I
disapprove of these absurd tricks!” said Mpr.
Crowell,  shattering Handy’s  delusion.
“Amateur theatricals are all very well in
their way, but I do not like you to hold them
up to ridicule by these comic cscapades!”

“Comic escapades!” gasped Handforth in-
dignantly. “But—but I'm made up as Tull-
wood’s uncle from the Argentine!”

Mr. Crowell. however, refused to believe
it, and Handforth was obliced to crawl
upstairs with the convietion that ho .had
failed. He had done his best, but fate had
been against him. He didn’t blame his own
powers as an actor. It never occurred to him

that his make-up had been at fault. It was
just his Juck! 2
And, in the meantime, Fullwood was

standing before the Head.

The unhappy junior had forgotten his
recent laughter, and there was something
about the Head’s expression which made him
fear the worst. '

“Have you anything further to

) sav, Full-
wood ?" asked Dr. StafTord. ‘
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“No, sir.”

“You do not wish to give any cxplana-
tion of your disgraceiul conduct?” went on
the Head. “1I should like, 1if possible, to
find out exactly why you mquued this precise
sum of twenty }"'01.1]1{1‘-2‘ Is there no way in
which yvou can help your own cause, my boy ?”

“I wanted the moncey, sir, and I thought 1
was erLting it honourably,” replied Fullwood
gquietly. ‘T’'d no idea there was a:}{hing
wrong in the coco-nut shy affair, and when I
went into that booth, I believed that it was
on the square. That's all I can say, sir.
Honestly, sir, I didn’t mean to do anything
to harm the schiool’'s prestige,” ho added
carnestly.

The Head compressed his lips,

“While I shall do my best to believe that,
I cannot overlook the fact that you are older
than a mere child,” he said sternly. “Your
intelligence is not that of a simpleton, Full-

wood. And you must bave known thwat the
hooth was quite beneath the contempt
of any clean youth. Therefore, I can do

nothing but censure your action in the most
vigorous terms.” <

“Yos sir.”

“The fact that the police raided the booth
makes 1t neccssary for me to take action,”
continued the Head. “This wretched affair
has been reported in the newspapers, and I
have already received inquiries from many
parents, and even from the schoo' governors,
That kind of publicity, Ful h\c}ﬂd, 1s damag-
mg to the school’s good name.’

'I—I didn’t mean i

“T readily understand that you did not do
this thing with the deliberate intention of
harming our prestige,” interrupted the Head.
“But that, after all, does not alter the faect,
You were in the place, Fullwood; you were
found by the police, and I am very much
afraid that you have forfeited your right to
remain in the school,”

Fullwood turned mlcr than ever.

“'lhen-—then you're going to expel me,
sir 7”7 he muttered miserably.

““No, I cannot do that,” said the Head.

“I'm not going to be sacked ?” "breathed
FFullwood, his heart giving a leap. |

“\0 no! Don’t raise your hopes, my poor
boy !”” said the Head quickly, pamcd by the
numden eager light that had leapt into the
junior’s eyes. “I am sorry if I misled you.
As vou know, we are at present working
under the Honour System. And that, as
you also know, means that there can be no
punishments. You, in addition to the other
boys, have been placed on your honour to
obey the rules and regulations. And you

have chosen to act dishonourably——" i

“T didn’t mean to, sir,” burst out Full-
wood. “I didn't think—-"

“To-night, Fullwood, J shall wriie to your
father,” mterluptcd Dr. Stafford sternly. *1
shall tell him the full ecircumstances, as J
know them, and I shall request him to
journey to St. Frank’s to- NIOITOY. i order
(hiat he may take vou away.”

syt e

M AT .1'9__- :{ . K

5 ""’J:'w il g
r' 'r'l”"" L' ’

[ 4
[} B ¥,

v
AT Nl <y bt

El

i '
. o A
P s eyt

;,l'jla -'I'( i
//

i My
'I."l”f“_*:f'f’;}

I
i

o2 f { ;,Jﬂ’& ‘{ J'!!. !E‘ “nu‘ﬂ E

% ‘:k\

“ ».‘I.\\».

With a quivering finger Handiorth pointed
he gasped. The other juniors stared in horr
‘‘ Poor old Fally

The junior stood there, half-stunned.

“Then it is the sack, sir?” he asked
wretchedly.

““No, certainly not,” replied the Head.
“There will be no public disgrace. When a

boy is expelled from such a big school as
this, his name receives a black mark, and he
will not be admitted into any other great
college. You will not suffer that fate, IFull-
wood. You will not even be sent away frecin
St. Frank’s. I shall leave the decision with
your father, although I shall m.lke it quite
clear that it is my desire that he should
voluntarily transfer you to another schcol
I have no doubt that your f[ather will see
the wisdom of that course.”

FFullwoed was nearly frantic.

“(Can’t—can’t you give me another
chance?” he begged. “O0h, 1 didn’t mean
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3 crimson patch in the smow. *¢ Blood!”
I know what’s happened,” said Handiarth.
Ne accident ]’

to displease you, sir, or to drag the name
of St. Frank’s into disrepute. I was thought-
less, sir—I acted without considering things.
If you’ll give me another chance, sir, I'll be
as straight as a die. On my honour, I'm
sorry for what I did, and it's taught me a
lesson——""

“You are making it very difficult for me,
Fullwood,” said the Head painfully. “f
wish I could heed your pleas, but I am
ifraid the matter is altogethcr tao serious.”

“I went into that booth honourably, sir!”
declared Fullwood fiercely. *“‘In fact, I went
into it to redeem myself I'd done some-
thing wrong, and I wanted to put it right.”

““What, exactly, do you mean?” asked the
Head curiously.

“I—I can’t explain, sir.™

'

i =

ik If
regason

“I'm sorry, sir—I can’t explain anything
more,”” muttered Fullwood. *1 only repcac
that I didn’t mean anything wrong, and
hope you won’t ask my father to take me
away. That’s all, sir.”

For a few momeni‘s the Head sat in deep
thought. Then he rose to his fecet, went
round the desk, and put his hd.r.lda on Fuil-
wood’s shoulders.

“We will say no more at the moment,’
he said. quietly. “I cannot help fecling t hab
there is something behind all this, and I
am inclined to give you another chance,
Fullwood.”

“Oh, sir!” choked the junior.

“Yes, I shall write to your father,
request him to be here to-morrow,”
tinued the Head,
knell of: deom upon Fullwood’s ears.
will explain the full facls, and will
the decision to him.” :

you cive me an adequate

tH

can

and
Cone
his words falling like a

‘lil
leave

—

CHAPTER 11,
THE ONLY COURSE.

¢ UST for 2 moment Fullwood
had believed that he was
to be permitted to remain
at St. Frank’s. But for
the second time he had
misunderstood the headmaster’s words.

Now, with a deadly heaviness, he knew the
truth.

The decision was to be left to his father!
That was the sole extent of the Head’s con-
cession. Dr. Stafford would state all the
facts, and would leave it to Fullwood senior
to decide. What would be the inevitable
result ?

Ralph Leslic knew already.

His father was a stern man, and he would
force the full fruth out of him, whether he
wanted to give voice to it or not. And
all in the Head’s presence! Fullwood knew
his father—and he had no illusions.

All the truth would come out! Not merely
the story of that booth, but everything else—
the original visit to that gambling eclub, the
loss of Clive Russell’s twenty pounds at the
roulette table—everything! Fullwood knew
that his father had a way of getting at such
facts. And, having learned them, what would

' the result be?

The Head would be more than ever deter-
mined to send him away! He would leave
St. Frank’s—if not in disgrace, at least under
a cloud. To all intents and purposes he
had just received the sentence of expulsion.

He seemed to hear the IHHead’s voice, in-
distinct and blurred.

‘““So, Fullwood, you may go back to your
I-Iouae and, if you take my advice, you
will -‘-:ay notlnng to any of your ﬂchnﬂlfellows,
Dr. Stafford was saying. “I have already
told you that you will suffer no public dis-
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grace. If you are unable to satisfy your
father to-morrow, he will simply take you
away. There will be no blot on your charac-
ter. So, I suggest that you should keep
vour -own counsel. I want to be merciful
with you, my boy——"

“It’s—it’s all right, sir,” muttered Full-
wood. *“The pater will know what to do.”

He hardly remembered taking his leave
of the Head, and going out. It wasn't until
he was crossing Inner Court that his brain
cleared, and that he knew the full extent of
this calamity. And the very realisation of
it drove him into a panic.

What a price to pay for an hour of folly!

FFor that was what it amounted to. Every-
thing was a direct result of that madness in
the night club. He had gambled with Clive
Russell’s money, had lost it, and ever since
that fatal moment he had been living in a
nightmare of torturr. Who could he blame
but himself? _

Bernard Forrest, perhaps. HHadn’t Forrest
engineered the whole despicable business?
But Tullwood thrust the suggestion aside.
1f he hadn’t been a weak nincompoop, with
no sense of honour, he would never have
fallen into that trap. It was his own fault—
his own fault, from first to last. i

And so it was only right that he should
receive the punishment.

He took mno notice of the snow which
whirled about him in eonfusing masses. The
evening had become as dark as pitch, and the
wind was now a gale. A blizzard was raging.
Snow was being piled up against the school
buildings. The howling of the wind filled
IFullwood’s ears as he paused in the meagre
shelter of Big Arch. He could hear the
whistling and shouting of the wind as it
swept round St. Ifrank’s.

But it was all dim and indistinet to him.
His thoughts were far away. He was trying
to take a peep into the immediate future.

What would happen on the morrow ?

His father would” come to St. Frank’s.
There would be an interview with the Head.
And Fullwood, on the carpet, would be com-
pelled to tell everything. IHis father was a
kindly encugh man under normal circum-
stances, but he could also be terribly stern.
Fullwood quailed at the thought of meeting
him under such cireumstances, There was
no doubt as to the issue. Mis father would
take him away—at once, without an hour’s
waste of time.

And after that—Fullwood couldn’t think
what would happen after that! FPerhaps his
father would send him to another school.
But, before doing so, he would probably
whip him and lecture him, and malke his
life an even worse misery——

- ANSWER«
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.that drove Fullwood into a paniec.

“I can’t face him!” muttered Fullwood
desperately. “Why should I? There’s only
one possible outcome, anyhow. I'm as good
as sacked, and the pater will shove me into
an office, or some rotten school that’ll he
worse than torture. Why should I stay here
and face him? I can’t! I won’t!”

And then and there, in his panic-stricken
state of mind, he decided that there was
only one way out of his morass of trouble.
And that was to run away!

He wouldn’t leave it until to-morrow. Ile
would go now-—this evening! The fellows
believed that he was with the Head, and
nobody would think anything because he
didn’t return. Iie would go straight off,
just as he was.

Then he paused in his thoughts. He was
chilled to the marrow, and he hadn’t any
overcoat or muffler. And there was Clive,
too. ke needn’t say anything to the others; -
but what about Clive? He ought to tell
his chum what his plans were. It would
only be fair.

But he hesitated at the thought. Clive
would try to persuade him to give up- the
idea. Clive would urge him to remain at
St. Frank’s, and wait until his father came.
But Clive didn’t know his father!

No, he couldn’t risk meeting Clive again.

““The only thing I can do is to bunk now
Fullwood told himself fiercely. I shall be
miles away bcfore anybody knows, or guesses.
And then, when the pater comes, it'll be
I ecan’t face him—I can’t tell him
night club! He would never

| *?
-

about that
forgive me!”

It wasn’t the thought of the booth affair
He had
nothing on his conscience regarding that
episode. He was afraid of what would come
out, ofice ‘his father started making inquiries.
And the only way to make certain that his
secret would remain intact, was to run away
fromn school.

It was a drastic remedy, and under any
ordinary conditions Iullwood would never
have considered it. Ior he was level-headed,
and not inclined to give way to sudden
foolish impulses.

But this evening he was not himself. Iis
troubles had overwhelmed him, and he was
in a state of utter panic. All he wanted to
do was to get away—to leave St. Frank’s
before he fell into any further quagmires.
He was hooked for expulsion, anyhow, so
what did it matter if he went a few hours in
advance ? ;

With these thoughts crowding through his
fevered mind, he went silently across the
snow in the triangle, and opened the door
of the Ancient IIouse. He peeped in, and
to his relief he found that the lobby was
empty. In a moment he was in the cloak-
room, and it orly took him another moment
to seize his overcoat and muffler, and to steal
out arain. He closed the door with a breath
of relief. Now he could walk straight oft
—he could go! Which way didn’t matter.
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Any road would do, so long as it led away
from St. Frank’s.

But there was Clive. Fullwood paused as
he made for the gates. A feeling of remorse
came over him, and he went suddenly hot
with shame. He couldn’t go without letting
Clive know—— But then an idea came to
him. Why not scrawl a note? Yes, by
Jove! That would be simple. He could
write a few words, and give the letter to
old Cuttle, the porter. He could tell Cuttle
not to deliver it till nearly bed-time. And
then it would be too late for Clive to take
any action, although he would know the
truth. 1

It wasn’t even seven o’clock yet, and the
evening was young.

And Fullwood, having come to this resolve,

went off into the East Square, and found a
sheltered spot behind one of the great but-
tresses, where the gleam from the lobby win-
dow gave him sufficient light to write by.
. He had a blank piece of paper in his
pocket, and- an old envclope, and the gum
on it was still usable. It was just the thing
he needed.

He didn'’t write much—merely a few lines.

Then he sealed up the envelope and went
towards the gateway. He tapped upon the
door of the porter’s little lodge, and after
a few moments it was opened. Josh Cuttle
stood there, with the snowflakes whirling into
his cosy parlour.

It was a wild night!” growled Mr. Cuttle.
“And there was worse to come. Why was
there worse to come? Ask mel”

“Just a minute, Cuttle—"

“ Because the glass was tumblin’ as I never
secd afore!™ declared the porter. “It was
Master Fullwood, wasn’t it 7’ he added, peer-
ing at the form on his doorstep. “Come in,
young gen N

““No, I don’t want to come in, thanks,”
mterrupted Fullwood quickly.  “There’s a
little note here, Cuttle. Do you mind giving
1t to Russell, of the Remove, later on this
ev_i:ﬂng-]ust before bed-time? I—I'm going
out.’ .

The porter looked surprised.

““You was going out—in this storm 7’ he
asked.

“Oh, it’s nothing much—"

“It was bad now, and it was likely to get
wus !” declared Mr. Cuttle. “Queer goings
hon, or my name wasn’t Josh! Why was you
sendin’ notes, when the Ancient House wasn’t
twenty yards away ?”

“I—I've got a special reason,”’ replied
Fullwood, between his teeth. “Don’t ask me
questions, Cuttle. Will you promise me that
you'll give that note to Russell at about bed-
time?”’

“Tll give it to him, yvoung gent,” said the
porter. “I was a pocd-hearted man, an’ it
was my aim to be obligin’. TI’ll take—""

“Thanks awfully, Cuttle,”’ said TFullwood
gratefully,

He felt in his pocket for a tip, and then
started when he realised that he was abso-
lutely broke.- He didn’t possess a penny !

¢

| Clive,

L -

“Thanks awfully, Cuttle!” he repeated
weakly. “ Ask—ask Ruseell to give you a tip
for me, will you? He’ll understand.”

And without waiting for the puzzled porter
to question him any further, he turned aside
and was lost in the snow and the gloom. He
went out into the lane, and turntd mechani-
cally towards the village. It didn’t matter
which direction he took—but perhaps this
unconscious decision of his was a wise one.
For if he had gone the other way he would
have found himself on the wide expanse of
the moor. And in such a blizzard as this,
that course might bave been fatal.

As it was, he set his face towards the vil-
lage. He had no money, and he had made
no plans. It was, without doubt, the wildest
night that this part of the country had ex-
perienced during the ygar.

It was no weather fot such a flight as Fulls
wood contemplated. But he had made up his
mind now, and he did not falter., The die
was cast.

CHAPTER 12
THE ALARM,

EEN Tullwood anywhere 7”
Clive Russell asked that
question as he looked into
the Junior Common-room
in the Ancient House. It
was half-past eeven, and the Canadian junior
was wondering what had happened to his
unhappy study mate. Fullwood had been
gone for exactly an hour. And Clive was
naturally worried.

“He’s not here,”” said De Valerie," looking
up from a book beside the fire. “Perhaps
he’s gone into one of the other Houses—to
cscape Handy!””

“That’s about the size of it,” agreed Wat-
son, nodding,

Clive went out again, and wandered off
towards the lobby. Handforth was just
coming downstairs, and he was looking him-
self again. He was a bit peeved, but his
appearance was an improvement upon the
Argentine uncle.

“Is Tullwood asked Clive
quickly.

“TI don’t know where Fullwood is, and I
don’t care,”” replied Handforth, with cold
disdain, “I went to a lot of trouble for him,
and he merely scorned my efforts. I've
finished with him! He’s a good chap, bul
you’re welcome to him.”

“Don’t be an ass, Handy,” growled Clive.
““Ralph went out just after you finished with
that foolery of yourss—

“After I'd finished with what®?

“Well, he went out!’’ said Clive. “And I
ha\'e,:,l’b seen him since—and that was an hour
ago.

“He went out ?”’ repeated Edward Oswald.
“Qutside 7’

“I mean he went out of the study,” replied
“But, by Jove, I wonder if he did go

upstairs ?”’
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outside? I've secarched all over the house,
and he doesn’t seem to be here.”

“PDon’'t be dotty!” said Handforth curtly.
“This isn't a night for a dog to be out in.
I wouldn’t go out in it myself! If Fullwood’s
anywhere, he’s gone to one of the other
Houses. Worrying about what the Head told
himm, I expect,” added Handforth thought-
fully., “It’s a bit thick of the Head to keep
him in suspense like this, poor chap! I feel
pretty rotten about it, I can tell you.”

Clive smiled for a moment. He knew how
much to believe of Handforth’s former asser-
tion that he didn’t care what happened to
IFullwood.

“Well, T'll. just pop over to the West
House, and make a few inquiries,” he said.

“T'll come with you,” offered Handforth.
“And if we find Fully over there, mooning
_about, we’ll drag him“back. Tell him he can
come and listen to my wireless, 1 hear
there’s a pood programme on this evening.”’

- “But aren’t your valves busted 77

“By George, so they are!” said Handf{orth,
with a start. “Mace’s fault, the silly ass!
Just like him to take them out of the set,
and put them in the cupboard. How was I
to know? I thought they were empty boxes,
and chucked them into the fire.”

But Clive Russell wasn’t listening. He
went into the cloakroom for his overcoat and
cap. and then started. Handforth was there
on the same errand as himself.

“Look at this!” said Clive, pointing.

“Look at what?”’

“It’s an empty peg, isn’t it?” asked Clive
anxiously.

“Nothing very startling—

“You ass, it means that Fullwood has taken
his overcoat,”” interrupted Clive. “ And his
muffler and his cap, too! Surely he weuldn’t
nced his muffler just to dodge across to the
West House? 1 say, I'don’t like the look of
it! I guess there’s something wrong.”

They hurried out, full of vague unecasiness,
But, as it happened, luck was with them,
FFor as scon as they got outside, they heheld
a figure crossing from Big Arch towards the
porter’s lodge. He was almost opposite them.
They recognised the bow-legged Josh Cuttle
—just returping frem his locking-up rounds.

“By (icorge!” eaid Handforth, as he looked
round him, “The snow’s coming down
thicker than ever! There'll be piles of it
to-morrow. What about a challenge to those
West House chaps? We'll have a fight—"

“Never mind about that now,”” interrupted
Clive. “Hi, Josh! Seen anything of IFull-
wood ?”’ .

It was only as an afterthought that Clive
had put this question to the porter. He would
never have gone to the lodge with such a
query. But, as it happened, he could not
have asked anybody better!

“Beg pardon, young gents,” eaid the
porter, turning.

Chive ran up.

“I don’t.suppose you'll know anything, but
I was wondering if you’d seen Fullwood, -
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that’s all,”” he said.
the West House——"? i

“There wasn’t no use you a-lookin’ for him
there,” interrupted the porter, gloomily
shaking his head. * Master Fullwood was
gone hout,” :

“Hout ?” said Handforth, staring. “1 mean
—out 7’ -

“Down to the willage, maybe I”’ nodded Mr.
Cuttle. |

“But why the dickens should he go to the
village ?*’ said Handforth, with a start. “And
this weather, too! How do you know,
Cuttle? I might as well tell you that Full-
wood isn’t quite himself this evening. We're
worried about him.”

Josh Cuttle regarded the two ojuniors
thoughtfully. The snow was whirling round
them, but ho could see the anxious expres-
sions on their faces by the reflected light
from the Ancient House windows. Although
the night -was pitchy dark, the snow-covered
gravel was throwing back the gleam from the
various windows. And Mr. Cuttle slowly
scratched his beard.

He had been thinking about Fullwood more
than onece during the last half-hour. He
didn’t quite like the way in which Fullwood
had gone off And Cuttle had wondered
about that letter, too. It was such an un-
‘usual thing for a junior to give him such a
task, And the porter remembered that he
had not given any promise as to when he
would deliver it.

“Well 7’ asked Clive anxiously. “You say
that TFullwood went to the village? When ?”

“That was just afore seven,” replied Mr.
Cuttle. “ And I didn’t say as he went to the
willage. Master Tullwood went hout, an’ that
was all I know. DBut there was something
mysterious, young gents. Why was there?
Ask me! Because Master Fullwood gave me
this ’erc note, an’ told me not to 'and it over
until bed-time.”

He pulled out the note, and Clive took it
with very real alarm.

“He told you not to give me this till bed-
time 7"’ he panted. ‘And he’s gone out!
You did right to Band it over now, Cuttle!
Thanks awfully! -Quick, Handforth—let’s go
back into the lobby, where we can read it.’

They rushed off, and the porter was re-
lieved. Ho didn’t quite like that responsi-
bility. and now it was off his mind 1In the
lobby, Russell and Handforth examined the
letter. Clive tore it open, and read the words
that were written on the scrap of soiled
paper. _

Handforth stood by, without attempting to
look over his companion’s shoulder. Hand-
forth had strict ideas concerning privacy—
especially when it concerned another fellow’s
letters. _

“(Oh, the madman!” groaned Clive, look-
ing up. ““The hopeless chumr!" Then his
eyes softened. ‘“Poor old Ralph!’”’ he mut-
tered. “Poor old scout!”

“ Anything important?” asked Handforth
carelessly. -

“Read this |®

“He’ll probably be in

| cisive way of his.

Handforth took it, and his startled eyes saw
Fullwood’s hastily scrawled words:

“Dear old Clive,

“No time for details. Am running
away—but don’t worry about me. Saw
Head at six-thirty—didn’t tell you 1 had
the appointment. All up, Head writing
to my pater to-night, and telling him to
come down t{omorrow. Practically the
sack. It means the end of everything, so
I might as well bolt. Sorry, old son. I%‘1.}"5511
me luck, won’t you? Don’t tell the others.

“Your pal,
“RALPH,”

H;?dforﬁhl w(rlm startled.
“He’s bolted!” he gasped. *‘He’s
away | But—but look herﬂl He’s told ;:23
not to tell anybody else——"?

“And do you think I'll keep quiet about &
thing like this ?’ interrupted Clive frantically.
“We've got to fetch him back! Oh, why
didn’t he tell us that he was going to see the
Fead at half-past six? And why didn’t he
see me before he ran away 7 '

“Because he was afraid you’d persuade him
to stop,” replied Handforth grimly, * By
George, I've been afraid of something like
this for days! Don’t you remember how he

nearly ran away on Wednesday 1

“Yes—and he promised Winnie Pit
he wouldn’t!” said Clive, with acute 3?02*}11';?
“It's not like Ralph to break his word—-'°

“He hasn’t broken his word,” interrupted
Handiorth grufly. ‘“He promised Winnie
that he wouldn’t bolt on Wednesday—and he
didn’t. The circumstances are altogether dif-
ferent now. His pater’s coming down, and
he’s practically got the sack. It’s enough to
make any chap bunk! The Head’s mad |”

Handforth felt like making another da
into Dr. Stafford’s presenc&-——ﬁut the menigi?
of his first failure came back to him in time,
And for once he acted with sound common
sense.

“There’s only one thing to be done!” he
said briskly. “Let's go to Nipper, and put

everything before him. He’s the chap for a
job like this.”

“By Jove, you're right!” agreed (live
cagerly.

They ran to Study C, and found that Dick
Hamilton and Sir Montie Tregellis-West were
at home. They were both at prep.

“If i’s all the same to you, Handy—"’
began Dick,

“Read this!” shouted Handforth, planking

Tullwood’s letter on the table.

Dick read it, and looked up.

“Poor chap!’’ he said slowly. “So he’s
bolted, has he? Of course, he’s all wrong,
and we shall have to get him back. But
there’s somcthing else to be done first. We've
got to stop that letter going to his father—
we've got to get the Head’s pardon.”

“But Dr. Stafford has told him—'

“Jt doesn’t matter what the Head has told
him, Russell,”” interrupted Dick, in that de--
i is. “We all know that TFull-
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wood i1s true -blue—that he went into that

booth with an honourable intention. He
doesn't deserve to be removed from St.
Frank’s, and we’ve got to save him.”

. “By "George!” breathed Handforth, “Do

lfl).U

you think there’s a chance ,
“There’s more than a chance,”’ replied Dick
Iamilton. *If Fullwood had told us every:
thing instead of rutning off like this, it wm:litl
have been all right. Just like the impulsive
ass! What exacily do you know, Russeli?”’

‘““Nothing beyond the fact that the Head
confiscated the twenty pounds, and told Ralph
that ho would let him know his decision
dater,” replied Clive. “But it scems that
lalph went to him at half-past six—without
telling us anything about it.” _

“ And the Head told him that he was going

to write to his pater, and have him removed
from the school,”” said the Remove captain.
““Of course, that was as good as getting the
sack, and TFully bolted. What's the time
now?" He glanced at his watch, - “Twenty
to cight! Iic couldn’t have been gone long—
not more than forty minutes, anyhow. We
can follow hie footprints in the snow, if we're
lucky.” L
" 7 say, that’s a wonderful idea,” said Clive
cagerly.
" “But first of all we’ve got to go and see
Mr. Leo,” continued Dick, jumping to his
fecet. “The guv'nor's a man of action, and
1 want to start away from here, within ten
minutes, with the news that Fullwood is par-
doned  That’ll make him come back with
us, won't it?”’

CHAPTER 13.
Rl ELSON LEE DOES THE TRICK !
LIVE RUSSELL was look-

ing excited and tense.
“Do—do you think we

can wangle 1t?” he asked

o ) breathlessly.

_ ‘-}e don’t want to waste any time in talk-

ing, ’ replied Dick, “Every minute is of

value—particularly as it’s snowing hard. It

docsn’t  take long for footprints to get
obliterated ——"’

L]

“How about going in my Austin Seven ?”
asked Handforth hriﬁiantl}'. “It’s got strong
headlights, "you know, and they'll show up
the snow as plain as daylight. And we can be
a lot quicker, too, and overtake him 2

“That’s a gocd idea, Handyv,” said Dick
Hamilton, with a nod. “You can get the car
out while the guv’nor is having an interview
with the Head. But the first thing to be done
is to see Mr. Lee.”

They rushed away to the Housemaster's
study, and burst in without the preliminary
formality of knocking. Nelson Lee looked
up from hig desk, and saw at once that there
was something very special about this in-
vasion,

“Sorry to barge in like this, sir, but it's
urgent,” exclaimed Dick  “TFullwood’s run
away, and we want you to——"

“Run away!’’ interrupted Lee
“On a night like this!”

*That's why we want you to help us, sir—
so that we can dash after him,” said Dick.
“He hasn’t been gone an hour yet, and we
want to follow his footprints, if we can. The
Head has hauled him over the coals for that
affair of last Wednesday, when he fought
that bruiser, Hogan, in the booth.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Yes, I understand that Dr. Stafford was
gravely concerned over the matter,” he said.
*“Fullwood 1s very foolish to run away -

“The Head’s told him that he's writing fo
his patec to-night, sir,”” broke in Handforth,
“It practically means the sack. And Ifull-
wood is innocent, sir! He hasn’t done any-
thing wrong at all—at least, he was honour-
able enough when he went into that booth,
H::a1 only took the fight on to square thiugs
up.”’

“I must confess that I am puzzled,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. “ And this is not the
moment to discuss M .

“But it 7s, sir,” insisted Dick. “We don’t
want you to press us with too many ques-
tions, but we can give yvou our word that
IFullwood entered that booth honourably, in
order to redeem a slip. We all vouch for
him, and promise you that he was doing
-nothing whatever discreditable.

“You referred to a elip——"

““That happened long before, sir—a week
or two ago,” replied Dick. “ As a matter of
fact, Iullwood did sometbing .rather ques-
,tionable—and ho was tlmrmlgﬁly ashamed of
it. I hope you won’t press us, sir, beeause
we_naturally can’t give any details—but vou
can be perfectly satisfied that he learned his
lgsson, and showed honest desires to make
amends. Can’t you trust us, sir?”’

“Yes, my boys, I can—I do,”’ replied Lece.

“Then we promise yeu, sir, that Fullwood
only went into that booth to redeem that slip

sharply.

{ of his—to get the money he felt that he had

to ecarn,” continned Diek. “There was
nothing wrong in it—he didn’t mean any
harm. And when he entered the place he
didn’t know what it actually was.”

“ Get yourselves ready to go out,”’ said Lee
erisply.  “IFullwood must be brought back
at once. I will go to the headmaster, and
put these facts before him. I presume you
desire to overtake Fullwood, and tell him the
good news that he will not be foreed to leave
the school ?”

“Yas, eir—it’'ll make him come back.”

“You are quite right,” agreed the House-
master-detective.  ““Very well, beys—espect
me in less than ten minutes. I de not think
I shall have much difliculty in convineing Dr.
Stafford.”

He hurried off, and the juniors erowded
out, and made preparations for the chaso.

*“By George, what a brick!"”” said Hand-
forth breathlessly.

“That's why I wernt to him,” said Dick,
with a smile. “He knows we wouldn't stand
up for Fully if there was anything really bad

against him. That roulette affas~ is over and
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* Good-nfternoon, sir,’’ began Dick, politely raising his cap. ) 4 !
*t You silly ass—I mean—I am from the Argentine,”’ growled Hamsegsth, trying

visitors to St. Frank’s.”
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““ Having a look round ? We always welcoma

to disguise his voice, ‘“ and I am looking for my nephew, Fullwood.”

forgotten—Fullwood repented of it, and it
would be a duirty trick to make him suffer
tike this after he’s made good.”

In the meantime, NMr. Nelson Lee was
ushered into the Head’s presence. Dr. Staf-
‘ord was pleased—as he was always picased
when Lee went to him.

“Wild night, Mr. Lee,”” said the Head.
“T'm afraid a very heavy storm is blowing
up_____u

“I hope you will forgive me for inter-
rupting, Dr. Stafford, but I have come here
to discuss something more 1mportant than
the weather,” said Lee quictly. “ Not long

ago you had IFullwood before you, did you
not.7”

The Head frowned, and looked rather
pained.

“ A most regrettable businese, Mr. Lee,” he

said. “‘Iullwood is one of your own boys, I
believe? You know that affair of the boxing
booth? I was compelled to tell Fullweood

that I should write to his father.”

“TIave you done sot”

“Well, yes—"’

“But the letter is not posted ?”’ asked Lee
sharply.

‘“Not yet, no—

“Then, L,.-Stafford, let me urge you to
reconsider your: decision,” gaid Lee. ‘ You

3

may be influenced when I inform you that
Fullwocd, in his wretchedness, has run away
from the school.”

The Head started up, shocked.

. “He has run away I”’ he ecjaculated.
in this weather!”

““He has run away, but there may still be
plenty of time to get him back—if a start can
be made at once,” said Lee. ‘“And I want
the boy to know that he can come back,
pardoned.”

“Pardoned! Certainly not, Mr, Lee!” said
the Head. “Good heavens! I cannot pocs-
sibly understand why you should make such
an extraordinary request! The boy’s guilt
was undeniable—he admitted it himself——"

“Yes, but did he not also assure you that
he went to that booth, unaware of the fact
that he was committing any serious breach 7"
asked Lee. “Did he not tell you that his
motive, at least, was a good onet”

“Why, ves, he certainly did,"” confessed the
Head, with a start.

“I have tho positive assurance of Nipper—
I should say, Hamilton—and several other
boys, that Fullwood is guilty of nothing dis-
honourable,”” continued Lee. “They have
vouched for his good conduct. It i8 my
opinion, Dr. Stafford, that this is one of

“In—
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those cases which had better not be inquired
into too closely.”

““But, my dear sir

“I do not mecan to imply that the facts will
not bear an investigation,”” continued ILee.
“Certainly not 1 am merely of the opinion
that IFFullwoed had a very excellent reason for
requiring that sum of twenty pounds, He
did not mean any harm by going into the
booth—the offer was open to cverybody, and
it was not until too late, perhaps, that he
realised the true nature of the place.”

“Then you really think that he should be
torgiven 7"’ :

*1 do,” declared Lee. “ But for the assur
bnce of these boys—boys I know to be truth-
ful and honourable—I should not, perhaps, be
so defimite. Bat you have told Fullwood he
15 to be removed from the school, and the
poor boy is distracted. The fact that he is
not morally guilty is only adding to his
agony.’

" The Head considered for a few moments.

“1 have learned to rely a great deal upon
vour judgment, Mr. Lee,”” he said quietly.

I am exceedingly sorry now that I did not
consult you before coming to my decision.
The boy must be brought back immediately.”

Lee nodded. _
~ “It will be a comparatively casy mafter if
he ean be assured that his little escapade 1s
forgotten and forgiven,” he remarked. 1l
have reason to believe that IFullwood went
slightly astray a week or two ago—nothing
serious, of course, but nevertheless astray.
He has repented of it, and has been fighting
his hardest to make amends. He wanted that
money, I believe, to square himself. You
have confiscated it, and have virtually told
him that he is expelled. \What will be the
natnral result?”’

“Surely vou do not anticipate anything
tragic?” panted the Head.

“Well, not tragic,” said Loe, “although, in
a way, 1t may be. The unfertunate boy has
already run away, and in his present frame of
mind he mav very quickly take the downward
path. T am his Housemaster. and T am satis-
fied that he is deserving of merey.”

The Head compressed his lips. _

“Very well, Nr. Lee, T will do as you
say,”” he said firmly. “Here is the letter to
the boy’s father that I had prepared for the
post.”’

- He tore it into shreds and tossed it info
the fire.

“Iet Tullweod be felched back at onee,”
he continued.  “He can be told that he is
nardoned, and that no more will be said on
the subject.”

T

CHAPTLER 14,
THHE SEARCH PARTY ]

S LLSON  LER  shook
il Stafford’s hand warmiy.
“I knew you would be
generous,  sir,””  he  said,
“I do not think you will
pregret this decision, for I am convinced that

Dr.

I'ullwood is worthy of your clemeney and
trust. - I will do my best to bring him back
at once.”

“Please do, Ar. Lee—please do!” urged
the Head. ““The knowledge that he has run
away worrtes me exceedingly.  And this
weather! The foulest night we have had in
the yecar! I fervently hope that no harm has
come to the unfortunate lad!”
~ Lee hurried off, and found a group of six
juniors waiting in the Triangle, well wrapped
up and cager to be off. They were gathered
round Handforth’s little Austin Seven, the
engine of which was purring musically. The
car was open, and Handforth was already at
the wheel.

“Well, sir ¥’ asked Dick Hamilten cagerly.

“It is all right—Fullwood is pardoned——""

“Hurrah!”

“Oh, I knew you’d do the trick, guvinor,’
said Dick gratefully,

“1 have convinced the headmaster that this
1s the better course—relying solely on the
assurance of you boys that IFullwood is de-
serving of the grace,”’ continued Lee. “Be
off at once »

“Aren’t you coming, sir 7"

“I do not think my presence will be neces-
sarv-——or weleome,” rephied the Housemastier
drily.  “When vou tell Fullwood the goad
news i1t will be better for youn to.be alone
with him. And I do not anticipate any difli-
culiv in finding him. I-bhave not allowed
myself to become alarmed.”

“I think you're quite right, &ir,”’ nodded
Dick. “IUs only just eight now, so he hasn't
been gone fgr more than an hour. His foot-
prints are still clearly defined, and we can
overtake him pretly quickly, I should think.”

“Then go ahead,” smiled Lee. “DBe care-
ful, Handforth—you will need to drive
cautiously 1n this snow.”

“Trust me, sir.” said Handforth promptly.

Nelson Lee waved his hand, and went
indoors. He didn't regard Fullwood’s flight
as anything serious. The boy had obviously
felt very wretched, and had wandered away
in his misery. It was more than likely that
he would be in the village, at the confee-
tioner’s, or trudging disconsolately through
the snow towards DBanningion. Lee had no
fear that IFullwood would, do anything drastie,
or that he would be beyond the range of the
search party.

So he thought it better to leave the affair
to the boys.

The half-dozen were Ilandforth & Co,,
Clive Russell, Dick MHamilton, and Tregellis-
West.

“Can’t take wou a!l!” said Handforth
dubiously. **This is only a four-seater, you
know, and we've got to have room for Fuil-
wood, when we bring him back, You'd
better como, Russell—and you, too, Dick.
You other three can stay behind.” :

“Thanks awfully,”” said Church, with a
glare.

But, after all, Handforth's suggestion was
quite sensible—although the three had no in-
tention of remaining behind. Sir Montic was
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persuaded by Dick Hamilton to
but Church and McClure would
it. They always folt that they were neces-
sary to look after their reckless leader.

“We'll buzz behind on our bikes,”’ said
Church.

“You'll stand a fat chance!” sneered
Handforth. ‘Do you think you can keep up
with my Austin?” :

Church and McClure thought they could,
although they didn’t say so. This was no
timo for arguments, And, as a matter of
fact, they were right, .

For this was no ordinary journey.

The snow, for one thing, rendered any speed
both dangerous and rash. A skid was highly
probable if the driver took a sudden swerve.
And there was another reason for moderate
driving, too. ;

Fullwood’s footprints were clearly impressed
in the snow—but the flakes were still falling.
and slowly but surely the impressions were
being filled in and obliterated. At any speed
over twelve miles an hour they became almost
invisible, So Church and McClure were eacily

ive it up,
ngt listen to

able to keep up with the party. Handforth
drove, and Dick Hamilton sat beside him.
Clive Russell had the back to himself, the
vacant space being ready for Fullwood, after
he was found.

It was indeed a wild night.

To call the storm a blizzard was no exag-
geration. The wind was raging and howling
across the Downs, and piling the snow against
the hedges of the lane. One side was nearly
a foot deep in feathery snow already, whilst
tho other was almost blown clean by the wind.
In the more exposed places, drifts were form-
m% with surprising rapidity,

ut the search party gave little thought to
the weather—although, under happier circum-
stances, they wmﬁd have revelled at tho
prospects of sport. Just now their thoughts
were centred upon finding Ifullwood, and teli-
ing him the glad news. '

They had reason enough to congratulato
themselves.

Without revealing any part of Ralph Leslie’s
guilty sceret, they had secured his pardon.

| And this meant, as a matter of course, that
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his twenly pounds would be returned. And
so to-night would mark the end of all his
worries and troubles. So this mission was &
happy one. o _

But it was anxious, too—for the juniors did
not share Nelson Lee’s view that Fullwood
would be eagy to find. It was not an error of

judgment on Lec’s part—it was simply that he

did not know IFullwood so well as the boys
did. “They feared that he would make all
haste away from St Frank’s, but they were
gladdened by the thought cthat he had only
sceured an hour's start. And he was on foot,
whilst they were riding.

In the village they met with a check.

There had been a good deal of foot traflic
up and down the little High Strect, and the
line of footprints was no longer visible,
Fullwood’s. of course, had been crossed and
recrossed by others, and nothing could be
made of the tangle. Nobody was abnut,
either. All the shops were elosed, and the
village scemed deserted.

“Well, what’s to be done now?’ asked
Handforth, as he peered forward. 1 can’t
make head or tail—"

“PBetter take the Bannington road,” said
Dick. *““That's the most likely way. And
if he went straight through the willage, we
shall pick up his tracks again on the open
road.”

“But we mav mistake somebody eise's for
Fullwood’s.”” protested Handforth.

“That's not probable,’’ said Clive. ** Besides,
the only people who are likely to be about are
farm labourers, going home from Lhe inn, or
the policeman. We can’t make any bloemer
about IFullwood’s stride.”

This was true enough, and Handforth put
on speed. The Austin purred out of the vil-
lage, and took the Bannington.road, . with
Church and McClure pedalling hard in the
rear. 'The snow continued to drive fiercely
against the wind-sereen, and Dick found it
necessary to lean out, shading his face with
his hand, so that he ,could watch the road
closely. .

“XKase up. Handy,” he said abraptly. “No
footprints here.”

Handforth throttled down, and applied the
brakes. The Austin slewed round, skidding
giddily, but Handforth corrected it.

“Whoa!” he gasped.  “I shall have to go
casy !”

' Well, Mr. Lee warned you.” said Dick. as

he jumped out. “No harm done. FH'm!’ he
" added, as bhe surveved the road " ahead.
“There’s been nothing here at all during the
past hour. Look at the snow—perfectly plain
and undisturbed.”

“Then he must be in the ';'i!lng{:!” said
live eagerly. “Gee, Mr. Lee was right—"’

“1 don’t believe he's in the village,”’ in-
terrupted Dick. “We’d better try the lane
to Caistowe 2 _

“By  George!” ejaculated Handforth.
“That's more like it! Caistowe’s a scaport,
and I'll bet my hoots that Iully has decided

to get a job 2s a cabin-boy on a ship! I once/|

read a story about a chap running away frem
school 4

“Never mind about your stories just now,
old son,”” interrupted Dick gently. *““l'urn
the cai round, and let’s do something.”’

And a nnnute later the Austin was going
back over her own tracks. At the end of the
village, Handforth steered round the fork,
and took the little road which led to Caistowe.
And the car hadn’t been progressing for niore
than twenty yards along this road before
Dick gave a shout,

“Pull up!” he sang out. “We've got on
the right track, I think—Dbut it’ll be just as
well to make sure.”

He jumped out sagain, and this time there
could be no mistake. The nearly obliterated
tracks of a pedestrian were clearly visible in
the middie of the lane—gomg towards
Caistowe. And the juniors could see at a
glance that they were the footprints of Ralph
Leslie FPullwood.

They were still on the trail.

CHAPTER 15.
AN ALARMING DISCOVERY!

NIOULD Ifullwood have gone
to Caistowe? Handforth
was quite sure about it.

“Come on!' he said
cagerly. “ We'll overtake
the beggar before he gets to Caistowe.
_EI"IEre's been a car along ihis road, too, blow
10 :

He frowned as he saw the tracks of =&
recently driven motor-car,

“Like the chap’s nerve—driving up this
Lroad, just when we want to use it,” he went
on dignantly. *‘Perhaps it was going the
samme way as Fully, and perhaps the driver
offcred him a Lift——"

““And perhaps the car was coming this
way,”” interrupted .Dick. “In any case, this
1s no time for theorics. The ecar evidently
went at about the same time as Fullwood,
because the tracks are filled by the fresh
snow to the same degree. Still, that docsn’t
prove anything.”’ .

“Let's go!” said Clive impatiently.

They were soon off again, but they were
not destined to go far before another check
arrtved’ The wind was driving straight down
the lane, sending the snow into great drifts,
and wiping away every trace of traflic on the
surface of the road. 'The further they went,
thie worse it became,

“Well, we might as well go on,” said
Handforth, ‘‘He must have gone straight on
—there aren’t any side roads. We can’t do
better than go straight into.Caistowe, and
make inquiries.”’

Before long they came to a dip, where the
road turned sharply, and where there were
high hedges. And in this sheltered spot the
snow was undisturbed on the ground. Faintly
the tracks of the previous ecar could be seen,

but there were no footprints visible. Dick
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Hamilton wasn’t surprised. The wind was |pushed "all the snow against this hedge?
playing such tricks that it was impossible to | Phew! It must have been a terrific skid,
form any real opinion. It was quite likely |too!”’

that Fullwood had been walking at the side
of the road, where the snow had blown clear,

A halt was called, and Dick came to a
decision.

“Look here,” he said crisply. “I'll take
your bike, Church, and you ean get in the
car.”

“That’s a
promptly.

ripping idea,”

“As a matter of fact, I want to run back"

to St. Frank’s,”” went on Dick. “I don’t
believe this i1s going to be such an easy job
as wo thought. I'm going to get the guv'nor
to come along in his own car, and then we
can scour Caistowe from end to end. In the
meantime, Handy, you go straight ahead, and
do the best you can.’’

Clive Russell looked at him gratefully.

“That’s jolly decent of you, Nipper,” he
said. “‘I shall feel a lot better if Mr. Lee's
on the job.” .

“I've thought so all the time,”” growled
Dick. ‘‘DBesides, there’s something else that’s
struck me. If necessary, we'll get the police
out in Caistowe, and scour the whole town
thoroughly. None of us could get the police
to move—but the guv’nor could do i1t in a
tick.”

The Remove captain prepared to mount,
and McClure looked eager.

“I say, if I come back with you. can I
come in the car afterwards?” he asked.

“Of course you cam,” said Dick. “Come
along1”

They set off back—a ride of only scven or
eight minutes, since they were only a com-
paratively short distance from the village.
Dick thought it advisable to take theso steps
promptly, before, perhaps, it became too late,
And Handforth was pleased, too. He looked
at Russell and Church with gleaming eyes.

“T’ve got nothing against Hamilton. but
I’m glad he’s gone I’ he said firmly. “ We're
going to have the honour of finding Fully and
bringing him back! DBy the time Mr, Lee
arrives we shall have him in the car!”

“Let’s hope so!” said Clive.

They started off again, Handforth full of
enthusiasm. Tor about a mile they proceeded
without incident. In the meantime, the storm
was gathering in intensity, and although
there was no increase in the snowfall, the
wind was getting higher. It fairly ehricked
over the hedges, and sometimes Handforth
had to wrench at the wheel of the Austin in
order to keep her on the road.

“Hold on!” said Clive, who was now sit-
ting in the front seat. “Pull up. Handy !”

“What for?” demanded Handforth. |

“Look at that snow piled up there,” =aid
Clive. pointing ahead. “That’s not an ordi-
nary drift ! I can’t think—— Wait a minute,
though! I've got it! That car!”

“What about it?"’

-“It must have skidded badly,” said Clive,
jumping out before the Austin bad stopped.
“Here you are!

said Church

Handforth and Church leapt out, and stared
at the spot, which was fulfy illuminated by
the Austin’s headlamps. There could be no
doubt that Russell was right. The freshly
fallen snow had covered everything slightly,
but the traces were unmistakable. That pre-
vious car had skidded completely across the
road at this spot, causing great furrows, and
piling thg snow in heaps against one hedge.

“Well, there’s no need for us to stop
here,”” said Handforth, after a glance. “The
fathcad must have shoved his brakes on too
quickly. And, anyhow, he didn’t overturn, or
an:,:i,;hing, or the car would be here. Let’s get
on.

He was about to move back into his driving
seat when he caught sight of something, and
checked. Then he leapt .two or three steps
forward, and bent down.

“What’s this?’ he asked hoarcely.

His tone was so acute that the other two
juniors ran to his side.

“What’s what ?” asked Clive.

“ Look here!” muttered Handforth.

Gingerly he touched the snow with his
finger At this particular spot it was curiously
discoloured, and as soon as he disturbed the
freshly fallen layer, the discoloration became
more apparent. It was a dull, ominous

crimson.
“Blood !”* gasped Clive Russell, horrified.
“That’'s—that’s what I thought !” muttered
Handforth, turning pale. “Blood! I caught
sight of it, and—— Look here! Another
natch! Good heavens!”’
“You—you don’t think—*

Clive paused, too startled to frame his

words.

“Think!” shouted Handforth. “ There’s
nothing to think about! It's as clear as day-
light! There was an awful accident here—

and poor old Fully was the victtm.”

“But—but we can’t be sure!” said Church
hoarsely.

“‘Haven’t you got anv brains?”’ said Hand-
forth, his -voice harsh with the tension.
“We've only seen two tracks on this road—
Fullwood’s footprints and the wheel marks
of that car! Can’t you sec what happened?
Poor old .Fully was trudging along in the
middle of the road, blinded by the snowflakes,
and deafened by the wind, and that rotten
car came up behind him !’

“Oh, 1t's—it’s too awful!”’ muttered Clive,
with a gulp.

“I expeet the car was an old crock without
anv proper lights,”” went on Handforth,
“The driver tried to pull up, and that’s why
he skidded. He must have seen TFullwood
when it was too late. The car ran over hilig.
and—and Well. look at this hlood! The
poor old scout must have lost pints!”’

“But—but what can we do 77 shouted Clive
frantically.

“T den’t know ! caid IEdward Oswald, look-
ing round in desperation. ‘“The car 1=n’t

Can’t you sce the way it’s | here, so it couldn’t have been disabicd. They
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probably picked Fully up, and took him to
the hospital. He might be dead by this time

“Don’t!”’ pleaded Clive. *“‘Quick, Handy,
turn the car round, and we’ll dash back to
St. IFrank's. It's the only thing to do!”’

“Rats! We'll go on to the hospital—"

“But which hospital?”’ panted Russell. “I
believe there are two or three in Caistowe—
but if we get back to the school, the Head
can ring up, and Mr. Lee ecan ring up, and
¥o can some others! We've got eight or nine

lines at St. Frank’s, and we can ring up all.

it’ll be a lot
Handorth.

the local hospitals at once.
guicker than——"’

“You're right!®
“Come on!”

Shaky with apprehension, they managed to
reverse the car, and then they sped back to
St. ¥Frank’s. This was a tragic outcome of
I'ullwood’s attempt to run away from school!
The three juniors were almost stunned by
the horror of it.

When they got back to St. Frank’s, they
nearly ran into Nelson Lee's racing car, as it
was about to drive through the gateway. The
Austin spun in, and Lee only just managed to
gwerve in time to avoid striking it. _

- “Have you got him?’ yelled Dick
Hamilton.

Handforth applied his brakes, and the
Austin ekidded round giddily. Dr. Stafford,
who was standing on the Ancient House steps
—having been watehing
came hurrying up. :

“ There's been an accident, sir!” shouted
Handf{orth. leaping out.

“An accident? To whom?”

rapped out

“Fullwood, sir. I believe he's been
kifled ! _ ‘ _
Handforth was obviously in earnest. His

face was pale, his expression was haggard,
and Dr. Stafford looked at him, aghast.
Nelson Lee and Nipper ran up, having heard
his ominous words.

“Ring up all the hospitals, sir!” went on
Handforth. “We found ‘bloodstains in the
snow ! A car had skidded, and must have
hit Fullwood—" :

“Quickly, Handforth, give me the de-
tails!” rapped out Lee.

Handforth gave them, and the Head was
frantic. . -

“Heaven forgive me for precipitating this
tragedy !” he panted. “I feel that I am to
blame, Mr. Lee! The poor boy! What can
we do? What steps can we take to find
out——="’

“Leave this to me, sir,” interrupted the
Housemaster. ‘‘Handforth, get in your car
again, and lead the way to this spot.”

“But I thought it would be better to ring
up the hopitals, sir-——"

“It is almost a certainty that Fullwood, if
badly injured, was taken to a hospital’in
Caistowe,” interrupted Lee. “Therefore we
shall Dbe losing no time if we take the
Caistowe Road, and investigate the scene
of the aceident on the way. You have for-
gotien that there is a blizzard raging. Many

Lec's departure—

telephone wires are down, and the whole
service is disorganised.”

“By George!” gasped Handforth. ““That’s
irue enough, sir.”

And so, without another moment's delay,
they set off.

CHAPTIER 16.
THE MYSTERY OF FULLWOQOD

M4l R. STAFFORD did- nct
take any notice of Nelson
Lee’s reference to the tele-
phone disorganisation. He
rushed at once to his
study, and attempted to ring up all the
local hospitals. But Lee had been right.
Although some lines were clear, others were
out of action, and the Hecad was informed
that he could be connected, but only after
long delays. And so he waited, pacing his
study with feverish anxiety, listening for
the telephone-bell, and for the return of the
search-party.

In the meantime, the two cars sped along
the Caistowe road. -

Soon after starting, -Lee had regretted his
order to Handforth. He told himself that
he should have taken Handforth into his
own car, and left the Austin behind. But
he now had no reason to regret his decision,
for Edward Oswald was speeding so
thoroughly that Lee was travelling quite
fast enough over the snow-covered road to
be consistent with safety. -

And, straggling behind, came half the
Remove.

The rumour had spread like lightning, and
the juniors had got their bicycles out, and
were intent upon rushing to the scene. It
was not morbid curiosity which compelled
them, but anxiety concerning Fullwood.

This was one of the bencfits of the Honour
System! They could go out without asking
permission, and without fearing any punish-
ment. And they felt that they were doing
no wrong.

At last, Handforth brought his Austin to
a standstill at the fatal spot, and a moment
later Lee’s own car pulled up in the rear.
The Housemaster and the boys piled out,
and gathered round the bloodstains. They
were now less obvious, but Lee knelt in the
snow, and made a close examination.

“By jingo, it's blood, sir!” said Dick
Hamilton breathlessly.

“Yes, it's blood,” admitted Lee. -

“Didn’t I tell you it was?” asked Hand-
forth impatiently.

“1 know, old man, but you're always in-
clined to exaggerate,” said Dick. “I was
hoping that you had exaggerated in this
case. Hadn’t we better go straight on to
Caistowe, sir?”’

“One moment,” said Nelson Lee, as he
took a handful of the ominously-stained
snow into his hand. “H'm! This certainly
looks very bad. This is blood—freshly-spilt

(Continued on page 42.)
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England Invaded !

Powerful New War Serial!

SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS!

ROGER FOWEY
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When Germany invades England at the
commencement of a War of Retenge, TOM
LEE, JACK BENNETT and BUSTER KIRK
—Fourth-Formers at Cliff House School—fall
into the thick of the fighting and discorer
that the enemy is being guided to English
shores by a man named STUTZ. The chums

acquit themselves well in the fierce fighting

which wages between Hastings and [Folk-
stone. and are sent to London with papers
which they have got from Stutz. General

Marlow requests the chums to go to Chillen
Quarry. near Hastingleigh and destroy some
big enemy guns. On their way in an
arnioured car, the trio fall in with a dozen

LY

Qassed !

ACK held his breath as he gazed upwards.
The eariy morning sunlight glimmered on

J

the smooth fabric of the enemy ’plane,
and the rose-red rays just caught the
smooth, rounded shape of the dropping bomb

and the tapering flos.

In the mo.1ent that he saw it, it seemed to
Jack that the bomb was dropping full at him
from the machine above. With a shout, le
plunged flat to the earth. The rough edges of
the <old, damp shale bit into his hands, his
nostrils were full of a dunk, earthy smell as he
held his breath and waited for the explosion.

In the fraction of time that he hugged close
against the ground, his stmaining ears caught
clearly the sounds all around him. He heard
the young officer’'s voice: *“Get those machine-
guns out of that car an’ run them up to the
trench—one each end.” Hi, some of you fellows
give a hand here—help with that ammunition!”

From the rim of the quarry came the snap
and splutter of rifle-fire; Jack caught the whine
of a bullet somewhere above, and saw the little
'li!;lash of dust as it struck fifty feet from him.

1en——

HOW THE WAR BEGAN.

(Now get busy on this week’s thrills!)

[

N

schoolfellows, who insist on giving a hand.
They rcach Chillen Quarry just as the Ger-
the British forces.

mans are dricing back
Jack signals up some soldiers under the
command of a young lieutenant. It is

essential that the Germans should be held
until Jack and the rest can desiroy the big
guns in the quarry; just as the lieutenant
hurries off to rally the defenders again after
an attack, an enemy ’plane swoops low over
the place, and Jack t.-.‘:','sthru:ﬂ%l sces a bomb
dropping from the fuselage. hey are being
attacked on three sides, as well as from the
air; how can the little force hope to accom-
plish its task?

“ Whoom-m-m-m-m !"

It was the explosion of the bomb—a shatter-
ing detonation that made the solid rock
beneath him tremble and quiver. But the bomb
had not burst .n the quarry—it had exploded
outside. The thing had been released when the
'plane was almost dead above the defenders,
and the impetus which the bomb had received
from the machine had carried the death-fllled
missile dJdown amongst the grey hordes skulk-
ing in the grass npearly a hundred yards be-
yond the edge of the quarry.

The bomb had dropped in a long slant. Jack
realised it as he jerked, unburt, to his feet.
He saw brown and yellow smoke rolling sky-
wards from the slope above the quarry—and
then he glimpsed the ememy ’plane wheeling
round. Coming back to drop another bomb!

Jack could see the game—the machine would
drop a bomb in the quarry, and the enemy
would rush before the disorganised and shaken
defenders had time to recover. The audacious
airman was flying low—an easy mark for a
machine-gun. But the gung on the armoured
car were being dismantled!

And then Jack remembered the captured Ger-
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man machive-zun on the other side of the
quarry !

He raced for it with all the speed he could
muster, leaping over the uneven ground, and
fizally dropping to the natural pit in which the
weapon had been placed. Close against it lay
the three, grey-clad, huddled figures of the men
who had once formed the gun's crew, but Jack
gave them po heed.

Ile snatched out the empty belt that was in
the gun, and whipped a fresh, ammunition-filled
belt from the long box beside the weapon. He
slipped in the metal-cased end of the webbing
belt, pulled it thiough, jerked down the catch
as he had seen the young lieutenant do, then
lie snuggled down behind the weapon and tipped
it skyward. £

He had to lie with his chin almost touching
the sloping side of the pit. He wrapped bhis
hands on the cold, metal grips at the back of
the gun, and his thumbs dropped naturally over
the trigger-buttouns.

The German ’plane was sweeping down on
the far side of the quarry. Jack glimpsed the
riltes of one or two soldiers jerking up and
spitting at the machine—then he Jaid the sights
of his guu full on it.

The range was short—point-blank!
the wings of the machine quivering from the
speed at which it was travelling. He swung his
weapon to fire a little in advance of the whirling
propellor, tizhtened his grip, and then——

The barrel licked out a spitting tongue of
fire, the weapon shook and trembled in This
~hands, his ears were filled with the tearing roar
of it as his grim, grey eyes squinted along the
sights, :

The machine dipped abruptly, heeling a little
sideways—and J.ck knew that he had hit it.
The ’plane wheeled away from him; he had a
glimpse of the smooth wings, the under-carringe
and the bombs that hupg there below the taper-
ing fuselage.

He -saw

Full at the body of the muchine‘he fired now,.

and the ’plane swooped upwards, tilted, seemed
to stagzer in mid-air as his bullets got home,
and then came swooping down in a twisting,
steep dive that carried it in the direction of
the crater that its bomb had made.

Watching, Jack saw little, hurrying figures of
Germans rise out of the grass and run from
the spot at which, it seemed, the machine must
fall. He saw brown earth and the black
splotches of upftorn grass-roots streak high as
cue wing of the ’plane’ struck; the machine
pivoted for an instant of time, then the nose
smashied down—and all that was left was a
crumpled, twisted mass of " gleaming fabric.

Jack stared at it, and he saw that the grey,
active shapes of the enemy soldiers near the
machine had nrt ceased to rise from the grass
and run They were still moving against the
sky-line, trying to get as far away as possible
—le saw why in a few moments.

A little spiral of blue oil-smoke wreathed
up towards the sky; it was followed by a
tongue of flame—a tongue which spread with
amazing rapidity " until the whole of the debris
was engulfed. From out the tangled wreckage,
Jack saw two figures emerge, bent double and
runniopg in a stumbling fashion. That was the
crew of the machine, and, somehow, Jack was
glad to think they were unhurt.

They disappeared, hidden by the smoke that
now arose—and then came the explosion of the
rst of the bombs.

Whoom-m-m-m !

It scattered the burning ’plane—and it
scattered the other bombs that the craft had
carried, There must Trave been fully a score
of bombs on the machine, and they were flung
in all directions, most of them exploding as
they hit the ground.

They brounght consternation and fear into the
hidden rank: of the ewemy. They broke from
their hiding-places and ran blindly—while the
young British officer took adwvaotage of the
coufusion to carry on his job of strengthening
the defences of ithe quarry.

He saw Jack getting up from behind the
captured gun, and he waved his hand to the
boy, then detailed four men to come and take
over the weajpon. )

“It was you that brought that machine down,
wasn't it?” one of them asked, and Jack saw
from the man’s spurs and the badge on his
shoulder that he was an artilleryman—a driver,
apparently. “Good work, young 'un! If that
little lot had dropped on us we'd ha’ known
all about it! Come on, you blokes, shove this
cun to the other side! Look, there's enough
ammunition here to shoot all the Germans
phere are—stand by, an’ I'll show you how the
aun works. And for the love o' Mike keep your
heads down The officer told me he’'d be very
annoyed with anyvbody as gets killed!”

He grinned cheerfully, then Jack left them to
the job as he dashed across the quarry once
more. He remembered that he had yet to make
an investigation of the place.

There were six of those big guns lined up
below the low c¢lif which formed the back of
the quarry. The ecanvas shroudings of the
weapons were wet with the night’s dew, but
they did not hide the power and awful might
of the bhig guns. At either end of the row of
wide-spaced weapons was a dug-out, and Jack
paused a moment at the entrance to the first.
He remembered taking the electric torch they
had collared when they captured Stutz and
searched him. He felt the thiog still in his
pocket, and he whipped- it out.

There was still plenty of light in the battery
and its white circle pierced the darkness of the
dug-out as Jack entered. He found a broad,
twenty-foot tunnel which opened out into o
low-roofed, cave-like space—packed with stores.

There were crates and boxes and cases—and
the whole of one side of the broad space was
stacked with great shells for the guns outside.
They lay on their sides, row upon row of them
and piled right up to the roof; each with a,
little fibre covering over the nose to protect
the dials set there, and each with its copper
rings at the base gleaming with ruddy light in
the ray from the torch.

Jack had never seen so many shells before—
and he realised ouly too well, how much capture
of the quarry meant to the enemy, and what it
would mean to England if it did fall into Ger-
man hands!

Those gunz and those shells would make all
the difference to the German advance. The place
was a veritable fortress!

When Jack looked more closely, he saw that
there was a small -truck at one side of the
stack, and it was plainly meant to be used for
wheeling shells out to the guns, for a narrow
track o small lines ran out along the tunnel

to the opan.

Jack discovered tins o! army biscuits and
cans of food; there were rifles and bayonets—
everything that could possibly be needed in the
defence of the place. He discovered boxes of
fuses and explosive for the big guns, and all by
themselves, .small boxes containing the delicate
sighting instraments for the weapons.

In the next dug-out at the other side of the
guns he found much the same material as he
had discovered in the first. He returned to the
young lieutenant and reported what he had
found.

“Doing the job In style, aren’t they!” the
young fellow grinned cheerfullv. “I don't under-
stand a thing about big guns, anyway. The
only way I can think of to put them out of
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action is to blow the blessed things up. Butb
there’s an artillery man over there on that
German gun we got hold of; he'll know the best
way to—— Hallo!”

He broke off and looked over the brow of the
hill, where two German ’planes were streaking
towards them

“More of ’em, eh?” the licutenant grunted.
“Going to bomb us out of it! Can’t say
blame ‘em either, it’'s the easiest way of
getting the place and saving men—but they
don’t bomb us out until we've busted up these
big guns. We'd— I say, can’t those

machine’s shift!"” 3
“Look out—drop!” yelled Jack, and both

pitched themselves to the ground as the two
machines swooped low, travelling at almost
liancr%dihla speed, obviously about to Iloose
ombs.

Jack heard the thunderous roar of the ’planes
above, he glimpsed them as they shot over
the quarry, and he temsed against the shock
of the bombs when they should explode. Out
in the open space in front of the guns, he
saw two broad founts of dust shoot up; from
the heart of each came a tiny splash of red
flame and the sound of a dull, harmless
explosion. That was all.

“*Couple of duds!” Jack exclaimed to the
ofﬂcgr. “They dida't go off properly! They

He broke off as he glimpsed the lientenant’s
face. On a sudden, he had gone patchy white,
and his eyes were wide. :

“Duds be darned!” he gasped. His voice was
harsh, mnow, and strained. Those are gas-
bombs—they're going to get us that way! Look,
those two machines are swinging round to drop
some more!”

He jumped to his feet, and ran towards the

trench.
“@Gas!” Jack heard him shouting hoarsely.
“QGuas! Get your masks on everybody—gas!”

Jack jerked upright, and he stared with start-
ing eyes at the wheeling machines. To - his
nostrils came the evil, acrid tang of poison gas
as it spread {from the burst bombs—and he
realised that neither himself gor any of the
Remove fellows had gas-masks!

Stemming the Enemy Advance!

OR long seconds, Jack stood staring at
the dust and smoke which drifted slowly
from the spots wlere the two gas-filled
bombs had exploded. He saw the gleam-

roaring shapes of the two ’planes <come
sweeping back towards the quarry—and then
the tingling, griping, merciless nip ob the gas
seemed to cluteh him at the throat.

He choked coughed, and then backed away.

Gas-masks! He must get them for the fellows
up in the trench—for Buster and Tom and
Smiler and the rest. They'd all die like rats
in a cage if he didn’t, He could seec the
soldiers whom the officer had brought donning
their masks—and then Jack remembered the
three dead Germans lying by the captured gun.

He saw Tom standing by the armoured car,
staring helplessly round him.

H“Tom!” Jack bawled. *Over by that gun—
you'll ind some masks on the Germans. Three
of them—quick!”

Tom understood, and he went off at a {tear-
ing run, skirting wide the centre of the quarry
and the gas-cloud that was steadily rising there.

“Masks!” Jack grunted to himself. “We've
got to get 'em somehow. But there arent—-
Gosh!” He remembered the equipment he had
seen in the two dug-outs. If there was food
there, and weapons, surely there would be some
gas-masks! He- dived into the nearest place,

ing.

| withstood.

still ocoughing a little from the effects of the
gas-tainted air he had inhaled.

The white beam slicked round the place. He
jumped at a pile of boxes near the rifles. The
woodwork was covered with labels and
stencilled German markings. He lifted one box
and dashed it to the ground—ammunitijon
pouches tumbled ouft as the wood broke. He
flung half a dozen boxes bearing the same mark-
ings to one side, then reached at anofher stack.

ack grunted when be found that they con-
tained a kind of small biscuit—and then he saw
a. big crate He kicked at the top desperately;
the wood splintered, and he tfore out a plank
with his hands. The odour of rubber assailed

his nostrils; le saw queer-looking canisters—
mica goggles, greyish {fabric straps. (Gas-

masks—scores of them!

He wrenched at the wooden top of the crate,
heaving the slats aside, then he dug in his hands
and hauled out an armful of the masks, running-
with them to the entrance to the dug-out—just
ag_more bombs burst in the quarry.

He saw Tom omn the far side with a German
mask on, running with another ome in either
hapd. Jack dropped his load, and donned a
mask for himself. There was a small, rounded
box at the front of it, which hung heavily,
and two straps passed over his head to hold
the mask® in position. Jack discovered a clip,
which he pinched about his nostrils, then slipped
a vulcanite tube into his mouth, the tube
communicated directly with the container at the
front, which absorbed all the gas passiag
through it.

The mask was cumbhersome and awkward, but
it was safe protection. The big goggles lent
everything an odd, yellowish tint, but Jack
could see clearly enough.

He ran forward, to where the trench sloped
down from the low clif. He dived into it, and
met Smiler Glee. The Fourth-Former was still
looking cheerful, but there was relief in his
eyes when he saw the masks.

“Good egg!” he exclaimed. We shall need
'em in a bit. The gas hasn’t got into the
trench yet—but it will in a little while. How
d’vou shove ’em on, Jack?”

Jack showed him, handed over some of the
masks, and then crawled along the trench help-
ing other fellows to get theirs on. None of the
Remove boys had suffered any hurt.

Up above the two aeroplanes were wheeling
in spirals, dropping their bomhs as fast as
they could. The things were harmless so far
as the explosion was concerned—unless they
made a direet hit, and none did that. But they
absolutely drenched the place with gas.

“They'll attack now!” Jack found the
lieutenant at his side, and as he spoke each
of the ’planes above fired green rockets.

‘tThat was a sigoal, and the enemy answered
it.

From out the folds of the hill-side, Jack saw
hooded figures rising and come forward. Strange
and hideous they were in their masks, with the
great round, starting eyes of the goggles, and
the ugly, bulging containers.

They came to the attack, stumbling over the
uneven ground—and they .found that the little
British force were well placed for defence.
One of the three machine-guns from the armoured
car had been placed at each corner of the
(quarry, and the captured German weapon
commanded the fourth corner.

Each of the weapons poured out a wither-
ing, sustained fire which no troops could have
The Germans were attacking from
close range, but the very shortness of the
distance they had to traverse added to the
deadliness of the fire from the beleaguered force.

Jack saw the enemy come through the now
golden sunlignt of the morning—dark shapes



38 ) THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

azainst the green of the grass and the- brown
of the war-scarred lill-side. Their bayonets
glittered, and the sun limned clearly the ugly
masks that they wore.

Heavy and awkward the Germans advanced—
and all along the trench in which Jack stood,
expressionless masks were bent behind Kicking
riffes that blazed a leademn hail as fast as the
defenders could work the bolts. o

The attackers had expected to find the DBritish
demoralised by the gas attack. Instead, they
found tliem better positioned and unhurt.

The assault withered and faded away. The
Huns dropped back to the folds in the rough
ground—save for still shapes which would never
move again.

“Any casualties?” roared the officer, his voice
muffled by the mask,

A man had a rifle bullet through. his mask
and his cheek was cuft. But his mate was hold-
ing lis nose with one hand and trying to fit

oune of the new Q(German masks on him and to
stanch the flow of blood at the same time.

Jack came to his aid, and they soon fixed
the man up. then the boy went back into the
quarry with the lieutenant. Talking in the
masks was not too easy, but it was clear that
there would not - be another attack for some
little time, so they made an examination of
the big guns. 1

They stripped the coverings from the whole
lot of them—and™ then the artilleryman from
the captured German machine-gun came trotiting
slowly ‘across the guarry—he could not run fast
because of his mask.

“Can I give a hand wi' this, sir?” he asked
the officer. “You want to shove 'em out of
action, don’t you? The best way is to bung a
shell' in the breach of each -with an instantane-
ous timing—then let her go. That'll blow the
blessed muzzle off, an’ the guns won't be no
ood after that!”

“There's lots of shells inside those dug-outs!”
Jack exclaimed.

They went in to look at them.
man knew his job, and he soon
of the timing on the enemy shells.

Jack and the ofticer helped to get one of
them on to one of the little trucks, and they
ran it into the open. The truck wus just the
right height from which to slide the shell into
the breech of the firsf gun; the artilleryman
set the fuse in the nose first, then they rammed
the shell home.

“We'll -want a charge now,” said the man.
“T1 saw plenty inside. Look here, sir—you leave
this to the boy an’ me. We'll do it. I saw
some enemy field-guns coming up on my side
o' the quarr- an' I reckon—-"

“I'll take a look aft them,” said the officer,
and there was alarm in his voice as he lLurried

The artillery-
got the hang

off. If the Germans got a battery of guns into
action, they would soon make a mess of the
defenders

“This place'll be too hot to hold us in about
ten minutes,” the gunner told Jack. *“ Better
do what you want to do mood an’ lively!”
~He put his back into the job, and in what
seemed no time at all they had a shell in each
nf the _guns. Jaeck helped the man to place
chargzes behind them and to lock the breeches—
and it was just as they finished this that the
first shell from the German battery screeched
home.

Whe-e.e-e-w v . w——  Cr-r-r-rash! :

“Wallop!” said the gunner cheerfully. *That
one was abont fifty yards off the mark—bet it
hit a coupl¢e o' the blighters outside. Now
we——  All ready, sir!” Tie exclaimed, as the
licntenant came running up.

“We're in for it—there are two batteries just
under the hrow of the hill, and they're in a
depression tonere so that we can’t possibly

touch them with rifle or machine-gun fire!
They'll plaster us with light stuft that can’t

do any harm to these big guns, and then rush
when——""

He broke offi., as the enemy batteries
properly into action.

Whew-ew-ew.ew! Whe-e-ew!

It seemed to Jack that the whele of the
centre of the guarry was smothered with burst.-
ing shells. Vision was cut off by flying earth,
sinoke and dusft. He crouched low by the big
guns, and he heard Dbits pattering all about
him; falling earth dabbed him lightly on the
back and arm; shell-splinters struck the low
clifil. above him, smothering the three of them
with slivers of rock.

“"Warm work this!” the officer growled from
behind his mask. “Once they start hitting
that trench of ours, we’ll be done. It's time
we got out of this now—we don't want to
sacrifice our men. How about—" =

“All you've got to do to finish up these guns
is to pull the Ianyards,” the artilleryman
informed him. “DBut pullin® em’s datigerous,
because the blessed gun will explode straight
off. We mignt tie bits o’ cord to the lanyards
an’ then jerk ’em from the dug-outs. That——"

“All right. I'Il tell the boys to get out of
the trenches and retire,” said the officer. *You
two fellows clear off, and I'll see that these
guns are disabled before 1 leave the quarry.”

“'Scuse me, sir—but there’s nothin’' doin'!”
the gunner said. in his mask-muflled voice.
“You look after the men, an' I'll see to—
Ouch !"

He staggeced suddenly, and Jack saw
right hand skash over to his left shoulder.

“1've got it!” the gunner gasped. * Gosh—
it feels—queer!” :

His legs pgave benecath him, and he sat down
abruptly. The officer bent over him, and with
swiflt finger; he ripped open the man's tunic
and shirt. Beneath, Jack saw that a fragment
from a bursting shell had taken the man high
on ®he left shoulder—there was just a blur of
blood about the torn flesh.

“Fix him, boy—it's nothinzg very much!” the
officer exclaimed. “I'll give the order to

retire!”
Jack bent and ripped the

IHHe hurried away.
artilleryman's field dressing from the tiny

aot

his

pocket in the .nan’s tunic. He “fook off the
fellow’s tunic, then +tore his shirt down the
back. He placed the =soft gauze over the

wound, and wrapped the khaki
shonlder and arm. -

“Has it—come through to the—other side?”
the man asked him jerkily.

“ No—afraid not!” Jack answered, and his
teeth were gritted on the mouthpiece of< his
mask. “Hope I'm not hurting you, and—".

“You're doin’ fine, mate,” the man told him.
“Just my luck to git hit when 1'm needed.
Gimme a swig out o' my wuater-bottle, will
you—it's made me feel sort of shaky!” Ille
drank from the bottle when Jack held it out
to him, then insisted on putting on his tunic
again, though it hurt him badly.

“I can use me right arm, anyway,” he said.
“That's enough to pull one o them lanyards.
There's som-= cord inside that dug-out, by the
sliells—stufi what was round those charges.
That'll do to tie on to the lanyards!”

Jack carried out the job, with the artillery-

bandage around

man aiding where hie could. Al about them,
shells were buarsting from the hidden enery
batteries. TFrazments hummed and whistled

through the air,” while from the trench surround-
ing the quarry khaki fipures began to dash
“along the side of the place, making for the
gate by which they had entered.

The Wye Valley side was still open to them

to retreat, but unless they did so swiftly, it
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was probable that the next German attack wonld
completely surround them. .

Jack saw Buster aud Tom come towards him,
recognising them only by their gait. Behind
them was the officer, trotting close against the
low cliff.

“ All right Jack?” Buster asked as he came
up. “All the others are bunking now, what—"

“We're goin’ to bumnk toc as soon as we've
sett}:ad these guns,” Jack told him. * We're

“While jyou're fixing them, I'll settle these
dug-outs,” the artilleryman c¢ut in quickly.
“It's just struck me that if I start those time-
fuses in there, an’ lay them to the gun charges,
the whole blessed lot will go up. I'll have a
shot at that!”

He hurried awdy, as the lieutenant came up.
“All ready?” he asked.

“Yes, sir. Only—look out!”

Jack half heard, half saw the shell-burst that
came near them. It landed almost under the
muzzle of the nearest gun, and it was the very
bulk of the great weapon which saved himself
and his chums. DBut the officer was exposed.

He was bowled over by the explosion, and
when the smoke and murk had g¢leared away,
Jack saw him lying on his side.

“My lege—I think,” the officer said. “XNo
feeling . them!” His voice was quiet; Jack
saw blood on his right thigh. Something had
caught the l'eutenant there, but his left leg
wag unhurt. He tried to struggle up, but he
conld not stand.

said Jack, then he

“Just a minute, sir,”

went over to Buster and Tom.

“Get him out of it,” he said swiftly. “I'll
settle these guns while you carry him away;
just shove a field-dressing round his leg. You

can carry him if you give him a sort of bandy-
chair—but look lively!™

They could not leave the officer to his fate—
and it needed two to get him away. DBuster and
Tom obeyed and their gas-masked figures were
soon bending above the oflicer, while Jack
hurried off to the gun furthest away from them.

He grabbed +the lanyard with the cord
atta_cheﬁ. He looked round to see that there
was no one within range who could get hurt,
then he dropped flat to the ground at the full
extent of the cord, caught his breath, and then
jerked the thing with all his strength.

I He was bowled over and over
yards, but he was not hurt.

When he staggered to his feet, he saw that a
great hole had uveen gouged out of the cliff
behind, while the muzzle of the gun was sprayed
out like the frayed end of & wax-vesta!

Jack's head was ringing from the shock of
the explosion, and he could hardly see for the
dust that had been smashed on to the goggles
of his mask—but he dared not remove the thing
yet, for he knew that gas would have collected
thickly in the hollow of the quarry. _

He wiped the dust partially away with the
back of his hand, then staggered towards the
next cun. He dropped flat—pulled the cord at
the end of the lanyard—and was half buried
by the loosened earth and chunks of shale
that were tormn from the wall behind. Luckily,
ouly the fringe of the fall caught him, and he
manazed to struggle clear.

- When he got up, he saw that the second gun
had gone like the first—completely wrecked.

He looked »bout him. Tom and Buster were
burrying to the gate with

-

Cut Off!

HERE followed the most
explosion that Jack had

stupendous
ever heard.
for

the wounded officer

betweer them. He got a glimpse of the dug-
out at the far end, and he saw the artilleryman
come hurrying out. He was swaying a little
from the effects of his wound as he came up
to Jack; they. met by the third of the big
battery of guns.

“You've done--two of ’em!” the man gasped.
“Good lad—and l've fired the fuse in there.
She'll blow up mm about fifteen minutes. What
about—— Hey! Look at that!”

Germans on tihe right were advancing now.
Some of tha retiring British were shootiug to
hold tlhem cff—but the enemy had seen- what
Jack was doing! Some were standing up and
shooting towards the boy and the guuner—
bullets whippmg viciously about the pair.

“Gosh! They’ve seen us!” Jack gasped.

“All right—let’s get on wi’ the job!"” the
gunner exclaimed. “There ain’t time for me to
do that other dug-out mow, but pever mind. . 1'll
do the gun at the far end, you flx this one!”

He moved away. Jack waited until he was
well clear, them he dropped—and he took care
to get what shelter he could from the second
gun, which had alrecady been put out of action.

The massive bulk of the base of the weapon
protected him from the results of the explosion
when he pulled the cord—and the third gun went
the same way as the others.

Jack was just making for the fourth in the
line, when the artilleryman let the one at the
far end go, and Jack got a good impression of
exactly what forces they were trifling with.

The front cof the gun scemed to melt into a
gigantic masi of orange flame, from the fringes
of which rolled mighty clouds of smoke.

Jack was blown head over heels, but he
staggered up once more and made for the next
weapon. He =zaw the artilleryman, lying on his
face—apparently knocked out by the explosion,
but Jack couid not tend him then.

He set the fourth gun off, then took shelter
by its wreckage as he pulled the lanyard of the
last weapon In the moment before the
explosion, he saw that there were Germans on
either side of the quarry now—fighting with a
little knot of Britishers by the gate.

Then the scene was blotted out as he pulled
the cord. =

He dived through the rolling smoke to where
he had last seen the artilleryman. The fellow
was sitting up, and struggling to get to his
feet when Jack staggered up to him. *

“That you—mate?” the man gasped. * She
blew me yards—hurt my shoulder, too. Detter
leave me—cac’'t run wi'—"

“Lean on me'” Jack gasped, and he staggered
as he took the man’s weight, but he managed
to brace himself against it. His head was ring-
ing like a bell, and everything seemed to be
blanked out by misty, swirling smoke.

With an arm round the other’'s waist, he
plunged torward, making for the quarry gate—
their job done! There was mnothing left now
but to escape.

He- remembered thaf there was fighting going
on round the gate, apmd fthat they would not
be able to get through it, 80 he went sheer
across the quarry, chancing the shells that still
seemed to be falling in the place.

A low mound led up to the trench at this side
of the quarry, and it was as Jack climbed it
and  helped the artilleryman up that he
realised the full lopelessness of thelr position.

About a hundred yards away, Buster and
Tom had set the oflicer down, and the pair
were lying side by side, firing madly to keep off
a group of about twenty Germans who werc
charging down on them. Nearly a quarter of
a mile down the slope to the valley, the valiant
little group of soldiers were fighting to win
through the cordon which the enemy had been
drawing round the quarry.
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Behind Jack, the six shattered hulks of the
mighty enemy guns showed-—absolutely useless
now, and reeking in their own smoke.

But from every side of the quarry showed the
leaping forms of the enemy, some stopping to
fire at Jaer aud his companion, others rushing
forward, yelling as they came, and with their
bayonets gleaming in the sunlight that struggled
through th= dust and smoke.

Jaek was unarmed—and so was his companion.
They were completely cut off—and the enemy
wonld have no mercy on them after what they
had done to the guns!

shaken by the explosions—burdened by a
woumded man—Jack could do nothing. Buster
and Tom comd give him no help—their own
position was almost as perilous.

The artilleryman looked back and he, too,
saw that there was pno hopc—no chance agaiust
the maskec¢ fiends who were racing down ab
them.

Jack felt the man grip his fist.

“They’ve got us now,” he said. *“Good-bye,
mate!” and his fingers closed warm and strong
about Jack's hand in a last grip.

(Is it the flnish? C3n't Jack and the rest
get out of this perilous situation in some way
or other They are at the mercy of the enemy,

escape is honeless, but More thrilling sur-
prises in next Wednesday’s smashing chapters.
Order your “ Nelson Lee Library IN
ADVANCED

A

THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUI

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

All LETTERS in reference to tfze Leaguc should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
League, cto TUE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, London, E.C.4.
Any enpuiries which need an immediate answer shouwld be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.
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LOST BADGES.
CTUALLY I have lost count of the
A number of lost badges. Requests for
new ones have poured In on me, and
thouzgh in many instances I have
sent duplicates, I should like to peoint out
that for the future this can only be done
on the understanding that a member brings
i a fresh reader as a slight acknowledg-
ment.

In the instances under notice, the badges

secem to have jumped clean into space.

A GO-AHEAD CLUB.

Percy Young, 1222, Wavertree Roads‘ Edge
Hill, Livcrpuot tells me that the St. Frank’s

League Iidee Hill Club, of which he is presi-
dent, has been making a lot of progress.
This ¢lub is a really up-to-date affair, with
a Dbagatelle table, and a comfortable eclub-
room where lemon squash, ginger-beer, efc.,
can be obtained. At 2d. per glass there has
been a 100 per cent profit. The club is In
a first-rate financial condition. A magazine
1s in course of preparation.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

H. A. Jones, 1, lime CGrove, Hooile,
Chester, wishes to hear from readers- over-
seas interested in stamp collecting and sport.
He intends to get up an S.1.L. football team.
Intending plavers should write to him.

(reorge Witcombe, 10, Upper Arcade, St.
James, Bristol, wishes to correspond with a
reader in America who 1s interested in scout-
ineg, model making and sport.
~Miss Anna J. Dahl, Waterman’s Tavern,
bunderland, Co. Durham, wishes to corre-
spond with members,

Harold G. Dell, Field View, Parsonage
Barn, Ringwood, Hants, wishes to commuuii-
cate with members with view to their joining
his hobby club; elub magazine, :

Mercia  Yoxall Bubbers, 115, Mortlake
Road, Ilford, Essex, wishes to correspond
with members in Australia, New Zealand and
Canada. : :

J. Fox, 22, Fox Street, Hollinwood, Oldham,
Lancs., wishes to hear from all rcaders in his
distriet.

F. Bartlett, Granville House, Oxford Road,
Jersey, C. l., wishes to hear from a Leagueito
in New Zealand; hobbies, stamp collecting
and cycling.

Albert Underwead, 28, Plymouth Road,
Canning Town, London, E. 16, wishes to hear
fromm chums in Canada, Australia and Naw
Zealand; interested in all sports; he also
wants to hear from members in his distriot.
He further asks Charles Hewson, Purisi,
Thames Val., Auckland, N.Z., to write.

Deryek W. Rowlandson, 11, Sackville Road,
Hove, Sussex, asks Cecil Knowland, late of
Mortlake, to write.

A. McCulloch, 97, Drumoyne Road, South
Govan, Glasgow, wishes to hear from members
in his district so as to form a club.

Charles M. Smart, 7, Copeley Hiil,
Erdington, Birmingham, wishes to hear from
members in his district.

W. J. Benton, 7, Prospcct Road, Hytho,

Kent, wishes to hear from a member in
Harrow.

James . Hards, 16, Royal Road, Ken-
ninglon, London, S.E.17, wishes {0 hear

from members in his district, and also from
readers in South Africa and South Amoriea.

Henry R. Dexter, 77, Seymour Road, East
Ham, London, E.B, wishes {o correspond with
a reader i Wales.

Perey Young, 122a, Wavertree Road, Edge
Hill, Liverpool; wishes to hecar from mem-
hers and readers with a view to their joining
his club.
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These boys are all aglow with excitement over The New Meccano in
Colours. The Plates enamelled in red and the Braced Girders in green, in
combination with the shining steel Strips and bright brass Gear and Pulley-
Wheels give a wonderful appearance to Meccano Bridges, Towers, Cranes,and
the hundreds of other real engineering models that only Meccano can build.

The principle of the Meccano system is the same as before—just as fascin-
ating and ingenious—but the new colours are a fine immprovement., Users of

the old Meccano should get the new coloured parts and begin model-building
again with a new interest,

SEND FOR THE NEW MECCANO BOOK—FREE

The New Meccano Book tells you zall about it—in colours.

This bcok will be sent free if you send a postcard to Meccano Ltd., Dept.
12, Binns Road, Liverpool, and mention the names and addresses of three
chums. Ask for the book about NEW Meccano in colours,

PRICE LIST OF NEW MECCANO OUTFITS

No. 00 Outfit Price 3/6 No. 4 Qutfit - - Price 40/-

No. O 5 - - o  Die No. 5 ,, (carton) w 55/- =
No. 1 " - - " 8,6 No. 5 " (ﬂﬂhinﬂt) 1) BB." :
No. 2 ' - - o LSl No. 6 ,, (carton) . 105/
NO- 3 Y] - w 22/6 NU- 6 1 (Cﬁ-binet) " 140!-

No. 7 Outfit (cabinet) Price 370/-

MECCANO LTD. :: BINNS ROAD :: LIVERPOOL

Y Let’s see the colours!??




42 ;

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

S R A A D A S o A AT A o
+
 “UNCLE HANDFORTH!" |

(Continued from page 34.) '
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blood, too. There has certainly been an
accident on tnis spot. DBut we must not
make the mistake of assuming that Fullwood
1= the vietim.”

“But it couldn’t be anybody else,
urged Handforth.

“Indeed! And why not?”

““Because Fullwood’s footprints were the
only ones—-" :

“They were the only ones that you saw,”
corrected Lee. **Did you go past this spot ”

o, sir” :

“Then how do you know that the victim
was not somebody who was wealking from
Caistowe ?” asked Lec shrewdly. “In that
case, Fuilwood walked straight on, without
. knowing anything about this accident. 1

sir,

will admit that the possibilities are grave. -

but we must take nothing for granted.”

“It might have been somebody elsel”
muttered Clive happily. *1I hadn’t thought
of that before! Let’s rush down the road,
and see if we ecan sce any trace of foot-
prints. Nobody has gone past this spot
yet—’
" But Dick Hamilton was already hurrying
forward, flashing his electric torch on the
ground, and from side to side. In the mean-
time, Lee was closely examining the exact
spot of the accident again, and he suddenly
rose .fo his feet with a rather different ex-
pression on his face. :

“The vietim was not Fullwood,” he said,
with infinite relief.

““Not Fullwood. sir!” shouted Clive. “Oh,
how do you know?”

Belfore Lee could answer a yell came from
Dick, who was fifteen yards further down
the lane. ;

“IHere we are!” shouted the Remove cap-
tain, with a note of joy. “Here's the vie-
timr—a rabbit!”

“A rabbit!” howled Handforth.

He dashed up, and stared into the ditch,
where Dick Hamilton was directing his
torchlight. Sure enough, there was the un-
fortunate animal—a mere mangled mass,
although the head was whole. Apparently
the body had been flung there by the
motorist after he had picked it up.

Nelson Lee was looking very amused.

“Obviously, our friend, the motorist, was
a man of humanitarian leanings,” he said.
“I am afraid I should not have been so
kindly, in similar circumstances. I see no
reason to risk one's life to save that of a
rabbit. The motorist obviously saw the
wretched creature, and in attempting to
avoid it. he experienced a bad skid. It was
probably the skid which killed the rabbit.”

Handforth was looking rather sheepish.

“I'm awfully sorry, sir,” he began.
“And so you ought to be, Handforth,”
said Lee severely. “If you want to know

}

A
Rl Tk ¥, ¥, . :‘Hr

the honest truth, I suspccted something of
this kind from the very first. 1 am only
too well aware of your panicky methods.”

“QOh, I say, sir!”

“You may well protest,” frowned Lee.
“Do you realise that the Headmnaster is in
a state of acute anxiety all this time? You
must curb this tendency of yours, Handforth,
to jump to meclodramatic conclusions. I
found a number of rabbit hairs in the blood
just now, but Nipper discovered the body
at the same moment. So there can be no
question as to the truth of what happened.”

“But what about Fullwood, sir?” asked
Dick Hamilton, .

“Fullwood, of course, was merely walking
along the road, and is probably wandering
about Caistowe at this very moment,” re-
plied ILee. _ -

“Well, thank goodness there’s been no
tragedy,” said Clive, with a decp breath.

“Hallo! There are some bikes coming
down the lane——-" :
“The mnews of Fullwood's premature

dececase has spread, apparently,” said Nelson
Lee dryly.. “T expect we shall have a whole
crowd of boys here during the next five
minutes.”

Lee wWas right. Cyelists came up in twos
and threes and in groups. And in the mean-
time Handforth was being severely ragged
by Church and McClure, by Russell, and by
Dick Hamilton.

“If I'd have had an ounce of sense, I
should have known!” said Church indig-
nantly, ©You're a fine detective, Handy!
Fancy jumping to conclusions, without
making any investigations!”

“How was I to know ?” demanded Hand-
forth, in his own defence. “I saw that
blood. and T naturally *

“Well, we won’t argue,” put in Dick, with

a grave ocoxpression on his face. “This
little incident is cleared up, but nothing
can alter the fact that TFullwood is still

missing. And the sooner we organise this
scarch, the better.”

“You think it may be serious still 2 asked
Clive anxiously.

“I don’t want to be a croaker, or any-
thing like that,” said Dick, “but Fullwood
thinks he’s going to be sacked—La. doesn't
know that he's been pardoned. And I don’t
think it’ll be so casy to find him as some
of you imagine.” :

And there was plenty of wisdom in the
Romove captain’s statement.,

Ralph Leslie Tullwood tvas still missing,
and although the clues led {o the assump-
tion that he was in Caistowe, there was no
direet proof of this. TFullwood was running
away from school, and he was Jost.

Lost on the wildest night the juniors could
remember |

THE END.

(TWhat has haprened to Fullwood? You
will read all about it next week tn “THE

REMOVE ON THE WARPATH!® the
grand, concluding story of the Honour
sertes.)
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Scotsman” pace. Ask Dad to buy you a

L N, FAMOUS OVER
; SIXTY YEARS

The * Flying Scotsman”

For over si:-;t},; years the “Flying Scots-
man” has left London for Edinburgh at
10 a.m. every day. The average speed of
this famous train is forty-nine miles per
hour and the distance of 390 odd miles is
covered under eight hours.

Christmas is coming along at “Flying

Hornby Train and see that you have it in

time for Christmas morning. . THE HORNBY BOOK OF -:
- - TRAINS :
- You can buy Hornby Locos—the most ": s Yiu must get acopy of this fine
2 : ’ L e ook of forty-eight pages, beauti-
efficient Locomotives ever produced—for i paf i A FEN BIEes,
10/6 upwards, and complete Hornby Train  : It enly costs 3d. and may be ob-
; : tained at the shons or d réct (post
sets from 17/6 U-PWQI'dS-—aH Superbly free) from the Hornby Train nanu-
enamelled and finished in the correct ; facwrers: Meccano Lid., Dept. S,

- - : :  Binns Road, Liverpool. :
colours of the leading British railways.

PRICE LIST OF COMPLETE HORNBY TRAIN SETS FROM 17/6 TO 95/-

HORNBY:: TRAINS

Manufactured
by

2 MECCANOLLTD,
BINNS ROAD,
LIVERPOOL

A HORNBY
PULLMAN TRAIN
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“How do, old hosses!
“I'm bery glad to see your smilin’ clocks,
¢ dials, and countin’-houses ! You hab all heard
ob Jack, Sam, and Pete, habn’t you—well,
I'm de Pete part ob dat famous trio. But
dere’s a fourth member ob de party now.
Dat’s Fido, my pet tame Pcru_vian mouse-
hound—in odder words, my pet lion.
Old * Gumboil '—his real name i1s Gumbrill
and he's mayor ob Seahaven—dont
ike Fido; he don't like me either. Yah,

yah, yah! Anyway, old hosses, come and
read about me In

- THE BOYS’ REALM

EVERY WEDNESDAY! PRICE 2d."" ===

2

}

-

N? 605

.
'

31 ? , NO LICENCE REQUIRED. ¢

n wn 6 .&ocidelz}tatimfpssiblﬂi Foritheétr&cn!is,spartu.
: ete. - Yrolection against footpads, dogs, ete.

r o ; CASH TO NEW MODELS. Blue steel or ni_ql-_:éfﬁniah-

is all you pay before deliv- RD ¢

eryfor a No. 801 Hornless RECO
‘Gramophone ora No. 604 /&8
"Mead withrichlycoloured /S5
hora, solid oak case, /g
‘large steel motor, and fhae
unusually loud Scund|g

Reproducer. Sent (with |BE

Six chamber «  « - «°- 6’6 post free

1':]5]15 ” - L a A SLB. " )
Ten » (Cowboxr model) ~ 128 ,. ..
Blank Cartridges for Saieties _ 1,68 per 100.

Carringe 8d. any guantity. Cataloguo free an request.

{JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., LTD.,
71, High Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

300 STAMPS FOR _6[_'1‘5“&:?:’];?33_l,-‘-}inclur!!ng

: Triangular,
Old India, Nigeria, New South Wales,sGold Coast, ele,
W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

HEIGHT COUNTS i» winning suceess:

M lcight increased—

§ health and physique ‘mproyved. Wonder-

§ ful results, Scnd for particulars and our

£100 guarantee to Girvan System,A M. P,
17, Stroud Green Road, London. N.4.

Co.(Dapt.N.2.),
Eirmingham.

10 UNUSED COLONIALS :
100 ASSORTED STAMPS F REE”
50 ALL DIFFERENT UNUSED

T A N =
I.& Marvellons Offer of Very -Beautiful Piclorial H Stop Stammerlng! E_ﬂureidrou?:g
B

Colonial Stamps, New Issues, War and Peace ticulars FREE.—FPRANK p

.]"-
. . HUGHES T
Stamps—160 Fine Stamps, and all absolutely free. 2 e .
Send posteard only requesting Approvals, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.~ , ;

Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool.

' worllh cheap Photo Material, S‘»nn_l'-
: | £2,000 ples catalozue (ree, ‘12 by.10 En-
! largement, any photo, 8d.—HACKETT'S WORKS,

i July Road, Liverpool. _

Lk i =
Send & 0t ieme e wiin ors i s o s | ISES, TRCKS, S Baredle 16, B18 Apeatily
Send 0 iese coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stam guist's Instrument. Invisible. Imitate rda.« Price L
direct {o the FPLEET PEN CD.::' 119.t1£‘1eet Streegf each, 4 for 1/-.—T, W, HARRISON, 239, Fenton«
E.C.4. By return you will reeelve a handsome lever | Ville Road, London, N.1, A
self-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN wilh solid gold
nib (fine, medium, or broad}, usually 10/6. Fleset wi ; . :
price 4/-, or with 5 coupons only 2/9, All ﬂpplltﬂ.hﬂﬂs for Advertisement Spaces in this

publication should be addressed to the Advertise-

e wapyre ment Manager, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

-

The Flectway House, Farringdon St., Ln_ndnn, E.C4.

-
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