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he dashed out of the concrete pill-box and charged at an imaginary enemy. Behind bim came the man

* Come on ! roared Colornel Glenthorne and, brandishing his walking stick as though it were a sword,
who had lost bis memory, his face flushed, his eyes glittering.
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DON'T FORGET, BOYS, NEXT WEEK'S GRAND ISSUE CONTAINS

A TOPPING

FREE GIFT!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

. » .
When Nipper, Handforth, Archie Glenthorne, and a few other
* Removites set out on a cross-country run they little imagine that it is

to be the forerunner of a sequence of startlingly dramatic events.

Not

the least of these is their trip to the battlefields of Flanders—whither
they go without first obtaining permission from the Headmaster ! This
superb yarn will capture your interest from the first chapter.—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.

Hare and Hounds! .

e EADY ?” said Handforth briskly.
R The famous leader of Study D

at St. Frank's burst into one of

the bed-rooms in the Ancient

House. And Archie Glenthorne turned

round from the mirror, and screw his
monocle into his eye.

“Really, old bean!” he protested. “I

mean to say, this cvelone business! You

absolutely gave me a frightful start!”

“Can’t help that!” said Kdward Oswald
Handforth. “Everybedy’s waiting for us,
you giddy slowcoach!”

“Well, the fact is

“Are vou ready?” roared Handforth.

“ Absolutely ! replied Archie. *That is to
say—absolutely not! Odds fits and starts!
You’re making me go all of a dither, dash
vou! Kindly buzz off, and lcave me to
stagger down in due scason!”

“Never mind about the season!” said
Handforth tartly. “Everybody knows that

”»

we're in November! All the fellows are
waiting for us, Archie—and I'll give you just
twenty seconds to <lear out of this dor
mitory !”

“Good gad! Kindly be reasonable

“You'll either go through this doorway
on your two feet, like any deeent human
being, or vou'll go through it in a heap!”
said Handforth grimly. *I give you your
choice, Archie And don’t forget—twenty
seconds !

Archie Glenthorne gave a groan. He knoew
Handforth of old—and he knew, morcover,
that the voleanic leader of Study D wonld
be as good as his word. So Archie hastily
made his final preparations, and he was sur-
prised to discover that he was practically
ready. ’

Both he and Handforth were afttired in
shorts—a chilly-looking costume for this time
of the year. But, the fact was, a paper-
chase was on the programme for this after-
noon. It was a hali-holiday at St. Frank’s,
and the Remcve was indulging in a cross-
country run. Much to Archic’s consterna-

>
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tion, he had been selected as one of the
hares; Handforth was the other.

“This’'ll be a good old gruelling for you,
my lad!” said Handforth, as he finished
counting twenty seconds. “Ready? Good!
We'll buzz down, then!”

“T'm not absolutely certain about the
good old footgear,” said Archie, in distress.
“It’s a positive fact, Handy, old onion, that
one dashed shoe is slightly soiled, and the
effect is—"

“Blow the effect!” interrupted Handforth.
*Both your giddy shoes will be more than
slightly soileg before long! There’s plenty
of mud about!”

“Really ?” said Archie, with a start. “Oh,
I see what you mean! Mud, what? Good
gad! You don’t mecan to say that we shall
dash into a lot of mud?”

Handforth wasn’t listening.

“I've got an idea about this paper-chase,”
he said musingly. *“And I'm going to let
you into the secret, Archie.”

“That’ll be rather priceless,” said Archie,
loocking at his shoes with great concern.

“Now, the plan is for us to go round by

Bannington, 1sn’t it?” went on Edward
Oswald. “ After that we can choose our own

course; but we’ve got to work round towards
Edgemore, and then home.”

“That, I believe, is the general scheme,”
said Archie. ““A foul scheme, of course. 1
mean, all this dashing across the good old
countryside.  What I mean is—why? It
wouldn’t matter so much if I were one of the
good old hounds, because a hound can drop
out of the good old chase if he feels a spasm
of that tired sensation. But the hares have
to keep on all the time, and keep ahead—-"

“1 know what a paper-chase is, so don’t
try to tell me!” broke in Handforth tartly.
“And we’re going to keep ahead, too, my
son! By George! You don’t think these
silly hounds will catch us, do you? Now,
look here, my idea is this!”

“But aren’t the dear old boys waiting for
us 7”7 said Archie mildly.

“Let ’em wait!”

“But you mentioned, a short epoch ago,
that twenty seconds was the limit——"

“My idea is to work round by Bannington
—and to buzz through the grounds of Glen-
thorne Manor,” said Handforth. “You know
Glenthorne Manor, don’t you?”

“Eh? Oh, rather!” said Archie, nodding.
“You mean, Glenthorne Manor? Well, as
a maitter of fact, old boy, ¥ was born there.
I beliecve I do know it, now you come to
mention the matter.”

“You silly ass! It’s your pater’s place!”
said Handforth, glaring. “I'd forgotten
that, for the minute! Anyhow, we’ll go
through the grounds of Glenthorne Manor—
and, as il’s such a sunny afternoon, there’s
e distinct chance that we shall run into your
pater, and. with,luck, we might seo that
wild man of the woods!”

Archie looked thoughtful.

“But he isn’t a wild man, Handy.” he pro-
tested. “That was only a tale, don’t you
know——"

“Yes, but everybody calls him the wild
man, because his rcal name isn’t known,”
continued Handforth. “You remember what
happened last week, don’t you? You
remember Armistice Day?”

“ Absolutely,” nodded Archie, *The poor
old cove buzzed out of the offling, and
claimed friendship with Major-General
Osborne, the chappie ~who was doing tho
unveiling stunt. Good gad! Wasn’t the
general frightfully shocked 7”

“He couldn’t tell us who the wild man was,
though,” said Handforth, with another
frown. “I'm surprised at the general!
What’s wrong with his memory 7

The two juniors were referring to the
dramatic incident which had occurred a few
days earlier—to be exact, on Armistice Day.
The unfortunate creature who had been
terrorising the district for the past few days
had turned out to be a harmless gentleman
who had lost his memory, and who had been
wandering in the woods, half-starved and
1zlf-dead with exposure.

There could be little doubt that the man
was a gentleman by birth—that he had been
an officer during the Great War. Turther-
more, he was an Old Boy of St. Frank’s,
and Colonel Glenthorne, in the goodness of
his heart, had taken the unfortunate into his
own home, and was lcoking after him until
his relatives could be traced.

But so far nothing further
learned.

““The wheeze is for us to kill two birds with
one stone,” said Handforth briskly. “We'll
get well ahcad of the hounds on the way to
Bannington, and then we shall have time to
pause for five minutes or so at Glenthorne

had * been

Manor. And we might be able to hear some
news. What do you say, Archic? Are you
game ?”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie Glenthorne.
“Absolutely! As a matter of fact, five
minutes’ rest will be a priceless boon!”

CHAPTER 2.
The Paper Chase.

LL 8t. Frank’s was
keenly interested " in
the mystery of the
so-called wild man.
The very fact that
he was an Old Boy
There was something

For many days

intrigued the school.
pathetic about his case, too. )
the unhappy man had been mistaken for a

dangerous character.  Indced, by many of
the villagers he had been looked upon as a
kind of ghost—a creature of the wilds to
flee from in terror. .
But, actually, the man was perfectly harm-
less—a gentleman to his finger tips. He did
not know who he was, or where he had come
from—and he had been penniless, destitute
in every possible way. There were two things
only that he did know—firstly, that he was
an Old Roy of 8t Frank’s, and, secondly,
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that he had served in Flanders during the
Great War. He seemed to remember, in a
vague kind of way, that he had seen service
in the Ypres district,

Colunel Glenthorne had taken the poor man
into his home, and theve, for the time being,
the matter rested. St. Frank’s was continu-
ing its normal course, and many of the boys
had almost forgotten the “wild man.’” But
a few enthusiasts, such as Handforth and
Reyggie Pitt and Nipper, kept the stranger
in their minds. They were determined, if
possible, to learn his identity, wnd to help
uim to the best of thr\n 'ﬂ)l]lt\’

Still, this afternoon, a paper chase was on
the programme, and a paper chase, in the
!cmme was an important event. Fandforth

vas about the only fellow who would have
1‘ ought of combining the paper chase with
an investigation of the hap! ess stranger.

“And about time, too!” said Nipper
sternly, as Handforth and Archie appo-md
on the School House steps. “We were ]m-!
coming indoors to grab the pair of you.

off, and as they went down Bellton Lane
Handiorth was already beginning to scheme
out the general ronte.

“No need to waste much paper here,”’ he
remarked, as he and Archie trotted along.
“Just a few odd bits here and there will be
ensough. Now, my idea is go over the stile,
and into Bellton Wood. But we won’t keep
tu the path.”

“No?” said Archie. “But they'll rather
expect us to, dear old boy.”

“Exactly”” nodded Handforth. “They’ll
expect us to go straight along the path, (\nd
they’ll run on for two or three hundred yards
befme they find out that they’re wrong. My
plan is to cut off, after going about t\\entv
yards, and then we’ll take a roundabout
course through the trees, laying the trail
thickly. Then we’ll come back ‘to the path
again, do a sharp sprint for two or three
hundred yards, and dodge off towards tho
river. Sce the wheeze? We'll zig- zag a bit
through one or two of those little spinneys,

“Tt  was  Archie’s and then we’ll bolt over
fault,” said Handforth. vees . the rustic bridge, and

*Oh, I say,” pr(])tested - make straight off to-
Archie indignantly. wards Bmmmgt()n By

“Well, never mind !” NEXT WEEK’S the time the hounds get
chuckled Nipper. to the rustic bridge,
“You're here now, and T H B w E E K, we shall be a mile
that’s the main thing. ahead of them.”
Are you ready to BOYS! L OOK And =0 the two
start ?” jun_iors went on. The

“Of course we are,”

OUT FOR OUR

trail was spread well,

i andforth. “Come 3 s 2 %
wd fpdtgan. “Come § PIRST FPREE | 3 hotes oiibs

“Hold on,” said L] H At last Handforth
Reggie  Pitt, I(if the GIFT! IT'S THE and Archie were on the
West House. “Haven't ] main Bannington Road,
\lou fﬂgo(t{ter; some- REAL GOODS ! i)ut ttlhey ld.idl not kc;ep
thing, andy . vonss (o} 1e  highway for

“No, you ass!” re- = long. They cut off at
torted Iandforth. “Of the first footpath and

course 1 haven’t forgotten anything!™

“Sorry—must have been my mistake,”” said
Reggie. “Bnt I always understood that the
hares carried a certain amount of torn paper.
Silly of me to make such a blunder.

Handforth started.

“By George!” he said. “T’ve forgotten my
bag! W ho’s seen my bag? I had it all ready
on the study table, and

“Here it is!”’ grinned Church, as he came
forward, .v‘compamed by McClure.  “Wa
found it on the study table after you’d gone,
IHandy, so we thought we'd better collar it.
Sling it over your shoulder, ?nd get along.
It’s cold standing about here.’

Handforth’s faithful chums were two of the
hounds, and they had both made up their
minds to exert themselves to the utmost in
order to catch their leader. It would be a
great triumph for them .if they did so—for
Handforth had been making it plain to every-
body in the Remove that whatever happened
to Avchie, he, at least, would never be col-
lared.

A few minutes later, the two hares were

cut across the fields and meadows towards
the outskirts cf the town. They had no
intention of going straight through Banning-
ton. It would be much better to confuse the
hounds by chopping and changing about.
But, during all these manccuvres, Handforth
kept Glenthorne Manor in mind. He was as
determined as. ever to ]eam the latest news
concerning the “wild man.

And, ultimately, the two hares broke
through a hedge at the bottom of the Glen-
thorne grounds, and then they skirted the
lake. Archic knew every inch of this ground,
of course--since he had spent all his child-
hood there.

“T rather thmk Handy, that we’re going
to be lucky,” said Archie, as he turned a
coerner in the drive. “Odds luck! T'm dashed
if the dear old pater isn’t taking a good old
censtitutional on the terrace now—and the
stranger is with him!”’

Handforth looked across the grounds,
bathed in the bright wintry sunshine, and his
face flushed with eagerness.

he declared “By

“You're right, Archie!”
Gieorge! This is lucky, and no mistake!”
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CHAPTER 3.

The Unknown !

OLONEL GLEN-

* THORNE nearly
dropped his spectacles
in astonishment as the
two juniors came run-
ning up. For the

colone] had recognieed his hopeful son.

“Well, bless my soul!” he ejaculated.
“Whatever has eome over you, Archibald?
What on earth are you doing, in that extra-
ordinary rigout? And on such a cold day,
too!”’

“We’re the hares, sir!”’ panted Handlorth,
as he came to a hals.

“ Absolutely > agreed Archie. “I mean to
say, pater, I’m not absolutely such a dashed
slacker as all that, dash it!”

“Hare and hounds!” murmured the
stranger, as he stood looking at the two
juniors. “Yes, of course! A paper chase!
They caught me last week, when I was run-
ning round Caistowe, and &

“Last week, sir?”’ said Handforth, staring.

The stranger started, and smiled with sud-
den seli-consciousness.

“No, of course not,”” he said wearily. “It
couldn’t have been last week, could it? And
yei it seems only a few days ago— Oh,
it’s no good!”’ he added, with a helpless shrug
of his shoulders. “I try and try to remember.
But what’s the use?”’ N

“You mustn’t despair,”” said Colonel Glen-
thorne gently. “Sooner or later, your
memory will return, sir. For the present, just
let your mind be at rest—take things easily,
and—"

“But how can I?” broke in the stranger,
his voice filled with anxicty. “How can [
take things easily? I don’t know who I am!
I don’t know my own name, even! And there
may be relatives who are anxious about me.
I may have a wife—children! Oh, it’s mad-
dening! 1 don’t know—I don’t remember!
What can I do?”’

He turned away, and attempted to compose
himself. The colonel said nothing, and Hand-
forth and Archie felt very uncomfortable.

The stranger was a pale, refined-looking
gentleman. He was well dressed now—wear-
ing borrowed clothes, in fact—but when
Colonel Glenthorne had taken him in he had
posscssed nothing but rags and tatters. For
weeks, it seemed, he had been lurking in the
woods, living on practically nothing. Some
instinct had probably drawn him towards
St. Frank’s—his old school. It was the only
familiar ground that he knew.

Nobody could tell whence he had come.
Perhaps his home was right on the other
side of the country. Tt was impossible to
say. For, although many advertisements had
been put in the papers—indeed, one or two
of the London dailies had actually printed

>

—

special paragraphs about him—nobody had
come forward. Not a soul had claimed him.
. This was all the more extraordinary—for
it was clearly evident that he was an Old
Boy of St Frank’s. Surely, then, he must
have influential relatives somewhere? Why
had no inquiries been made for him?

**Hasn’t anything been discovered yet, sir 7’
asked Handforth "tentatively. “I don’t want
to be inquisitive, but i

“Do not imagine, my boy, that I regard
your Interest as inquusitiveness,” said the
stranger, turning. “I am gratified—over-
joyed, indeed -to know that you St. Frank’s
boys are taking such an interest in my wel-

fare. 1 only wish I could help you. But I
can’t—I can’t! My mind is blank.”
‘“Absolutely !’ said Archie. “But wasn’t

there some talk of popping over to Flanders,
or Ypres, or some such frightful place?”’

*“I think your brother is arranging some-
thing,”” said Colonel Glenthorne. ““1 cannot
say for certain, but there is just a chance
that he will take our friend across to Ypres
by air.”

“By George!” said Fandforth, his eyes
gleaming. “That’s a great scheme! By
air, ch?”

‘“Oh, absolutely,” said Archie. “The dear
old chappie is one of the pilots on the cross-
Channel service, you know. A ripping sort
of job, in its own way, I should imagine.
Not, of course, that I'd care much for it.
Too dashed strenuous!”’

Archie’s eldest brother was a very famous
airman, and just recently he had been doing
excellent work in civil aviation. He was now
one of the star pilots in the cross-Channel
service, and occasionally he went in for long-
distance flights, and races.

“Look out!” shouted the stranger sud-
denly.

His outery was so sudden—so unexpected—
that Handforth and Archie jumped. They
stared at the man, and they saw that he was
pointing excitedly down the terrace.

“The hounds!” he went on. “‘Quick, boys
-~quick! They’re nearly on you!”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie.

“Oh, my hat!”’ gasped Handforth. “We’ve
been standing here talking, and I forgot all
about—-""

" “Run-—run!”’ urged the stranger. ‘‘Come
along! They’ll catch us unless we get a
move on!”’

“I say, really, but—"

Archie paused as the stranger gripped him
by the arm and ran off.

“We won’t let them take us!” said the
man, with a chuckle. ‘“Oh, no! They caught
me last time, but not this! Where’s the
paper? ILet me have some—-"’

“Oh, but I mean—— That is, you see—
Dash it, sir, you mustn’t exert yourself like
this!"" stammered Archie.

But the stranger was running hard, gnd
it was only too evident that he had entered
into the spirit of the paper-chase—just as
ke had done years before, when he had been
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a 'schoolboy at St. Frank’s. IHis mind was
still back in his schooldays, and in the ex-
citement of the moment he believed that he
was taking part in this paper-chase.

CHAPTER 4.
Archie’s Little Dodge !

/ L situation was de-
b cidedly embarrassing.
N Shouts in the dis-

tance proved that the

hounds had spoited

the hares, and were
racing up at full speed. Until that moment,
Handforth and Archie had forgotten all about
the hounds, and now that they had been
sighted they were in a rave state of anxiety.
It would be a dreadful disgrace if they were
caught so early in the chase.

"Fortunately, Colonel Glenthorne managed
to &:ize hold of the stranger, and he pulled
him up.

““Really, my dear sir!”’ panted the colonel.
“You must pull yourself together! You are
no longer a schoolboy—indulging in a paper-
chase! And you must not exert yourself in
this way, quite apart from a4

“I am sorry!” maultered the other, coming
to himself with a start. ““For the moment
T lost myself, and &

He hardly knew how to finish, and Colonel
CGilenthorne felt glad. In his heart he held
a great pity for this man—ihis ex-officer,

whose mind could only grasp at vague
memories of his schooldays.
Ilandiorth and Archie Glenthorne were

rushing away at full speed, their minds now
concentrated upon the paper-chase once more.
-For thev wero in danger of being caught.
The hounds were in full ery, and the two
startled hares could hear their shouts in
close proximity. They hardly dared glance
back.

“This way, laddie!” panied Archie, as he
swerved down cne of the garden paths,

“No, you ass!” shouted Handforth.
“They’ll cut us off, and !

“Kindly place yourself in my hands, you
frightful chump!” said Archie. “I mean to
say, I know every dashed stone in this place,
and I rather fancy thet I shali be able to
diddle these hounds. Leave it to me, old
thing!™ .

Handforth didn’t like leaving anything to
anybody, but in the special circumstances he
was obliged to give way. This was no time
for indulging in an argument. The hounds
were hot on the trail. and unless some sort
of strategy was emplored the hares would be
caught.

Handforth had no faith whalever in
Archie’s ability as a sirategist, but it was
an undoubted fact that Archic knew this
ground better than anybody else, and there-

fore there was a faint chance that the houmds
might be eluded.

“Here we go, cold thing!”’ panted Archie,
glancing behind him. ‘‘Follow me through
these trees—and be dashed careful to tread
absolutely in my footsteps.”

“It doesn’t matter about that

“You'll pardon me, dear old egg, but it
does!” insisted Archie. “Why, dash it, this
place is an absolute bog!”’

“A what!”

“One of those foul spots where the mud
oozes in considerable chunks,”” said Archie.
“Odds horrors and disasters! You don’t
suppose 1'd go through this place unless I
knew my way, what? 1f you de any swerv-
ing stunts, you'll absolutely go wallowing into
the mire. So kindly follow the good old
leader, and ask no questions!”’

Handfortl’s eyes were gleaming now.

“By George!” he said. “*A bog, eh? And
you know the way through it, Archic! Good
man! This will do the beggars in the eye!”

It was certainly a brainy idea of Archie’s.
A: he had said, he knew every inch of this
ground, and at this time of the year there
were many muddy and boggy sections. The
particular ground they were going over now
looked solid enough—but Archie knew better.
Morve than once he had come a cropper in
this apparently harmless grass.

Actually, there was only one solid path-
way through it. DBushes and trees grew on
either side, so that any unwary trespasser
would know nothing of the treacherous nature
of the ground. But Archic, through long use,
knew the way by heart.

And Handforth, for once, allowed some-
body else to know best. He wanted to lead
the way himsclf, and to select a short eut
to’the ncighbouring road.  But if he had
done so he would certainly have feund him-
sclf in trouble.

“The place seems all right, Archie!” he
panted as he ran along in Archie's wake.
“ \\I'ily c_ouldn't we cut off here, to the left,
and—-—"

“Kindly allow me to do all the leading,
old lad!” interrupted Archie, glancing over
his shoulder. “If we go off to the left, we
shall find ourselves up to our necks in mire.
This is one of those priceiess cecasions when
the long road is the shorter.”

“All  right—you know best!” admitied
Handiorth grudgingly. “If only we can dish
those hounds, we shall—*

He Dbroke off as a number of sheuts
sounded in the rear, and, glancing back,
Handforth grinned with joy. Two or three
of the hounds were alrcady in difliculties.
Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey and a few others
had thought it a good move to cut across the
“grass ” in an endeavour to head the hares
off. DBut they soou found out their mistake !

Tor they had hardly taken five steps before
they werc up to their ankles in thick mud.
The next moment they were floundering
helplessly, and the other hounds were obliged
to pause, in order to help their hapless com-
panions.

3
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“That’'s done ’em all right!” chuckled
Handforth gloatingly. ““Good man, Archie!
We shall get clear now—unless these chaps
jump to the truth and follow our foot-
steps !

“Imposs, dear old chunk of checse!” said
Archie. “The ground isn’t particularly soft
where we’re running, you know, and they’ll
never spot the footprints. At least, not
mine. [’'m not so absclutely sure about
yours, dear old chap. T mecan to say, when
a chappic is blessed with footprints like
yours P

“If you're trying to say that I've got big
fect, you silly ass, P'll punch you on the
nose!” roared Handforth. “And you'd
better let me do the leading now—we're out
of this bog, by the look of it.”

“No, we're not,” replied Archie. “There’s
about another twenty yards to go, and then
we shall find ourselves just against the road.
And, laddie, we can be half a mile on our
way before the good cld hounds get clear of
the soup.”

As a matter of fact, this turned out to be
the trauth. The hounds, in their eagerness
to catch the hares, found that it was a case
of “more haste, less speed.” They did not
pick their way carcfully, and, as a_result,
practically all of them were soon wallowing
in the bog. It wasn’t a dangcrous bog, of
coursc—only a perfectly harmless stretch of
muddy ground, in which their legs sank up
to the knees. DBy helping one another, they
could casily get out. But a full ten minutes
had clapsed before they found themsclves on
the other side of that treacherous stretch.
By then, as they could easily guess, the
hounds had vanished into the distance.

Teo make things even more difticult for the
hounds, a trace of fog had erept up from the
cea. and the lanc, in the distance ahead, was
becoming hazy. The trail of paper, never-
theless, was perfectly visible.

And Edward Oswald Handforth and Archie
Glenthorne went on their way, a full mile
ahcad—once more content. They felt confi-
dent now that they would complete the run
without being caught.

But the adventures of this afternoon were
not yet over!

(!“ CHAPTER 5.

%! The Voice s through the Fog!
19

ERE it comes!” said
Handforth, with a
grunt.

““ Abhsolutely, dash
it!” agrced Archie.
“Not, of course, that
we can expect anything else in November,
I mcan to say, fogs are rather the order of
the day, what 7’

“Yes, but it’s like the cheek of this
blessed fog to come down on us during a
paper chase!” grumbled Handforth, %It
might have had the decency to wait until
to-morrow. or scmething 1"

“That’s the worst of fogs, old boy—they’ro
so disobliging,” said Archic mildly. Al the
same, if you tailk to this one nicely, it’s just
possible that it may lift.”

‘l‘Inndforth grunted.

If you're trying to he funny, you'll
notice that I'm not laughing!” he said
tartly. “Not that we need worry ourselves

about this fog, in any case. What does it
matter? It may be all to our advantage.
As long as we lay the trail clearly, the
hounds will be able to follow us—and yet
they won’t be able to spot us at a distance.”

Archie nodded.

“Exactly what I was thinking,” he agrecd.
“It won’t worry me if the fog comes down

in absolute chunks. The miore of it, the
better.”

During the past five minutes a great
change had occurred in the weather. The

sun was still shining, in all probability—for
there - was not ‘much likelihood that clouds
had overcast the sky. But this thick blankct
of fog which had come rolling up from the
sea had obscured the whole countryside.

The hares were now on the Edgemore
road, their object being to make their way
through the little hamlet, and then continue
onwards to Bannington Moor, and afterwards
make tracks for St. Frank’s by a devious
course. 'This fog would certainly help them
in the programme—for they would be able
to perform all sorts of twists and turns on
the open space of the moor without being
seen from a distance. It was now practically
certain that they would reach home without
being caught.

In consequence of this, ¥landforth was
rather inclined to take things easily. ‘But
Archie, the slacker, would have none of it.
Archie believed in doing things thoroughly.
When he slacked, he made a good job of it,
and he was famed throughout St. Frank’s
for his laziness. DBut on those rare occasions
when he went in for long-distance running
he was just as thorough in his methods. His
one idea now was to get back to St. Frank’s
in the shortest possible amcunt of time.
The sooncr they arrived, the more honour,

“Steady on, Archie!” panted Handforth.
“No need to fag ourselves out like this, you
chump! We can slow down a bit now.”

“Absolutely not!” said Archie firmly.
“Laddie, I'm surprised at you! DBesides,
the sooner we can get back, the sooner wo
shall be able to imbibe a dose of the good
old brew. The cup that cheers, what! Good
gad! It makes trickles run down my back
to think of it1”

“This is no time to think about tea!”
growled Handforth. “If you're thirsty, we
can stop at one of these brooks, and——"’

“I absolutely refuse to have anything to
do with cold water!” said Archie frigidly.
“And as for slowing down, I refuse to—"

He broke off abruptly, for just at that
moment 2 hazy obstruction locmed up imme-
diately ahead. The fog was so thick here
that the two runners had almost collided
with the obstruction before they could pull
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Thinking they could take a short cut, Reggie Pitt and the other ‘‘ hounds ’’ suddenly found themselves wallowing
up to their ankles in thick mud. Hapdforth and Arclue»the *¢ hares ' —turned back and grinned from the

distance.
up. They now saw that it Wwas a baker’s
cart. The horse, quite indiffereni to the fog,

had pulled over to the side of the road, and
was sampling the hedge.

“Well, this is like somebody’s carcless-
ness ! said Handforth indignantly. * Fancy
letting the (‘mt stand broadside across the

road in this way! What if we'd been coming
along in my Austin Seven? We should

have crashed straight into it!”

“TIf we'd been coming along in your Austin
Seven, old bean, we Should }10bab\ lm\r‘
been (m\\l'ng at about one mile an hour,
Archie reminded him.  “And we were run
ning at about sixteen.”

They made their way round the end of the
cart, and were preparing to contizue their
run. The fog was so thick that they could
not even sce the house at which the cart had
stopped. Jut it was quite obvious that a
house, or a cottage, at least, wus somewhcere
near. For the van had no driver, and the
flap at the rear was open, exposing a friendly
assortment of loaves, cakes, and sundry
pastries,

Just then a \01((, sounded through the fog
—surprisingly distinct. There was “someth ing
uncanny about it, too—for it came so 10ud]y
and so unc\xpo(t(‘dlx The two juniors paused
sheer surprisc—not becauze of the voice

IH
itself, but because of the words that were
uttered.

“I'm very sorry, Mrs Compion, but my

orders are that \OH cannot have any more
bread until the bill is paid. And that's final.
The guv'nor distinctly told me this morning,

*“That’s done ’em !’ chuckled Handy.

before T came out, that I wasn't to leave so
much as a roll.”

Another voice came now—a woman’s voice
-—in a tone of alarm.

“But you must!” she said. “To-morrow
I will come to the shop, and I will see your
employer, and——"

“I'm very sorry, ma'am, but I've got io
obey orders!” insisted the man’s voice, firmly
and gruffly. “If you pay the bill I can lct
you have the bread. But you scem to forges
that this account has been running on now

fer more than five weeks, and-—""

“Yes, I know that!” interrupted the
woman’s voice. “But I've told you thar iy
husband is in London, and that—"

“Well, there it is, Mrs. Compton,”’ said
the man. “I'm only wasting my tune by
staying herc.. I'm sorry I can't leave the
bread, but I've got to obey the guv'not’s
orders. And I don’t mind sayin’ that he was
thunderin’ wild yesterday when I got back

unless that bill's
have to find it out of

without the money. Why,
paid this week, T shall
my own pocket.”

“Yes, but——"

“8o TI'll bid you good-afternoon, ma'am,”
went on the man. Tl take it as a favour
if you'll call and sce the guv’nor to-morrow—-
so as to straighten this thing out. I can't
afford to pay no five weeks’ bill—an’ that's
what it’'ll come to unlesz you fix things up
at the shop.”

A crunch of footsteps sounded, and Archie
still hesitated, But Handforth was no longer
in a mood for hesitation. He was an im-
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puisive fellow at all times, and the words he
had just heard had aroused him.

“TLook here, Archie!” he mnuttered.
“We've got to see this fellow and serag him!
Of all the nerve! Did you hear what he was
naying" He refused to leave any bread——"

‘ Absolutely, old boy!” said Archie in dis-
tress.  “How absolutely frightful! I mean
to say, there was the poor old woman—or
young woman, as the case might be—abso-
lutely pleading for bread, and_  the foul
blighter refused! I rather think that we
unght to burgle the good old cart, and 2

*Never mind about burgling the cart!” in-
terrupted Handforth, “We'll grab this chap,
and ask hini what the dickems he means. And
unless he can give us a good explanation we’ll
chuck him in the first ditch!”

Jandforth spoke very indignantly. He had
forgotten all about the paper chase now—and
too, was equally intrigued. Then
they were both startled to hear the sound of
cart-wheels crunching on the muddy road,
and the next moment they both ran forward
into the fog—to have a few words with that
baker's man! s

CHAPTER 6.

Handy is Inquisitive !
TRICTLY speaking,
neither Handforth
nor  Archie  Glen-
thorne had any right
to question this
baker’s man and ask
him bis customer’s business. But, in the cir-
cumstances, both the juniors forgot that little
point. Here was the case of 2 woman who
cvidently needed bread badly, and who had
been refused.  And it wasn’t as if she were
living right in a \lllagc or a town, where she
could obtain supplics from some other source.

This little cottage was miles from anywhere
~and in weather of this kind it was ob-
viously impossible for the unfortunate lady
to walk into Edgemore, or any of the other
surrounding  villages. Besides, why should
she? Here was the baker's cart, at her very
door—and the man had refused to leave any

bread. simply because a paltry bill was
m.pmd
*Hey, wait a minute, there!” sang out

Ifandforth in a husky whisper, as he clutched
at the rear of the departmg baker’s cart. “I
say, driver—just a word !’

* Absolutely !”” said Archie.
\\mds dash you!”
i driver, in considerable surprise, pulled
his steed to a standstill, while the two juniors
came round to the front of the cart and
stared up at the man through the fog. At
sich close qualtms they could sce that the
fellow was an ordinary-looking specimen, with
no particular distinctions. In fact, he was
what one would expect a baker’s man to look
,xl\o

“What's the matler,
asked in surprise,

“In fact, two

young gents?” he
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“Just get down from that cart and talk
to me for a minute!” said Handforth aggres-
sively. “I don’t know who you are, or where
you conie from, but you’re a rotter! 1

““Look here—-’

*“A callous rotter!” insisted Handforth, as
the man, with an angry expression on his
face, climbed down from the cart. * What
the dickens do you mean by refusing to leave
bread-at that little cottage just now ?”

“Oh!” said the man; frowning. *“So you
heard me, did you ?”
“Yes, we did!” said Handforth. “We

heard you telling Mrs. Compton, or Compson,
or whatever her name is, that your guv'nor
gave orders that you weren't to leave any
more bread. What’s the idea? People can’t
live without bread!”

‘“And my guv'nor can’t live without his
bills being paid!” retorted the man, with
some heat. ‘‘And I should like to know what
it’s got to do with you, anyhow! Who do
you think you are, ordermg me to get down
oﬂ' my cart, an’-—

“Just a minute, laddie—just a minute!”’
interrupted Archie, “This is a case, Handy,
where a little tact 13 required. I'm fright-
fully afraid that you're somewhat too blunt.
'Lhe fact is, old cheese, we happened to over-
hear the distressing conversation a few
moments ago. Perhaps you’ll be good enough
to give us the facts of the case ?”

The man looked somewhat molhﬁed.

“That’s better!” he growled. “But I don’t

allow no schoolboys to cheek me! Under-
stand" If you want to know the truth, I'm
sorry for the woman—and I'd leave her tho
brea,d in a minute, if I could. But orders
is orders—""

“Blow your orders!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. “Couldnt you leave the bread,
in any case, and risk whether you got pmd
for it? Was there anything to prevent you
charging it up to yourself ?”

“That’s all very well, young gent- ~but I've

done that sort of thmg before!” said the
man. “Not once—not twice-—but many
times! And how many times have I got

aid? T can’t afford to go deliverin’ bread
cre, there, and everywhere, and charge it
Ep to mysclf' I'm sorry Jor the woman,

“Well, look here—who is she, and why
can’t she pay?” demanded Handforth.
“We’ll jolly soon take some bread to her.
But before doing that we want to know a
few facts. Who is she ¥7

“I don’t know no more than you do,”
replied the baker’s man. ‘“Her name’s Mrs.
Compton—that’s all. She lives in this little
cottage with a couple of kiddies——*
“Kiddies!” roared Handforth, “And you
refused to leave any bread!”

“I can’t help that—"

“You won’t be able to help my fist in a
minute!” said Handforth gruffly. ““You
ciallous rotter! You’'d let people starve rather
than 2

“Just a moment, old dear!” put in Archie
gently. “We undersiand that this lady is
named Mrs. Compton, and that she lives in
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the cottage with two little children. She
hasn't been able to pay her bill for five
wecks, and all supplies have been cut off
in their prime. Is that the posish?”

“Yes, that’s it!” said the man, nodding.
“It's a rare pity, too—bheccause the lady
is Well, she’s a Jady. Not like one o’
these ‘ere countrywomen. Not what you
might call a villager, or the wife of a
Jlabourer. She’s a real sort of lady. An’
them kiddies of hers ave just the nicest
youngsters you over sct eyes on.”’

Handforth was about to explode again, bat
Archic forestalled him.

“And why did your guv'nor give orders
that the bread was to be stopped?” he asked.
“If this lady is so dashed ladylike, what's the
idea? Ceculdn’t you trust her for another
week ?  Hasu't she got a husband, or any-
thing like that? T mecan to say, hasn't she
got somebody to pay the good old bills 77

The man shrugged his shoulders.

“She keeps talking about her husband—

but that’s all we know,” he replicd. “He's
in London—working on a job there. But,

somehow, he don’t seem to send any money.
An’ people can’t live nowadays without
payin’ their bills. That's all T know about
it, young gents.”

“And who's your guv'nor, anyway?
Hand{orth.

“Why, Mr. Day, of Bannington,”
the man.

said

replied
“He's not s0 bad—he's let lots
of accounts run on, and then got left in
the cart. He can’t atford to be doin’ that
sort o thing every day, you know. At
first, this Mrs. Compton paid for the bread
as she took it. Then she asked for a week’s
account, an’ the guv'nor .agreed. Well, it
was all right as long as it went on for a
week, or a fortnight—but when it comes
to five wecks—"

“Well, there we are!” interrupted Archic.
“It’s no good arguing about the matter. As
far as I can sce, Handy, the good old baker
has something to be said on his side. And
kindly remember that the liounds are creep-
ing nearer and ncarer to us as we wait here.
So let’s collar a goodly assortment of loaves
and cakes and things, and dash to the reseue,”

The baker’s man looked rather pleased.

“I’'m glad to hear it, yvoung gents,” he
said, “I can tell you, it hurt nic to come
away from that cottage without leaving any
bread. An" me thinkin’® o those kiddies,
too. . What would you like to take?”

“YWhatever we take, we're not going to
pay for!” said Handforth firmly. “We can’t
pay for it—becausc we haven't any pockets
in these running shorts of ours. But we're
St. Fsyanli's»chaps, and if you can’t trust

us

»

“That'll be all right, sir!” said the man.
“T1 know that you young gents are from the
big school. T'Il tell the guv'nor, when I
get back, ‘and—"

But Handforth did not wait for the man
to finish, He went round to the back ot
the cart, and procceded to fill his arms with
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loaves of bread. One might have imagined
that Mrs. Compton had two dozen children,
instead of two—but Handforth always believed
in doing cverything thoroughly.

When the baker’s cart went on its way, it
was the lighter by at least ten loaves, and two
or three dozen cakes and pastries!

CHAPTER 7.
A Deslicate Situation

minute, old
said  Archie

ST a
scout !
hastily.

Some railings had
loomed up through
the fog, and Archic
judged—rightly—that they were close to the
little cottage.  And an idea had occurred
to the Genial Ass of the Remove.

“Why wait 7> said Handforth. * This poor
woman is waiting for the bread—"

¢ Absolutely ! agreed Aurchie, “At the
same time, Handy, we've got to be careful,
I mean to say, the baker’'s chappic distinctly
told us that this Mrs. Compion is a lady.
I mean to say, a person, as it were, of some
refinement. And it seemis to me that she
might jib with considerable emphasis if we
dash up with these consignments of food-
stuff.”

“Jib?” repeated Handforth, staring. “ Why
should she jib?”

“Well, T mean to say—charity, and all
that sort of thing,” said Archie awkwardly.
**No refineq person likes to accept bread and
cakes and things from strangers, what? It's
quite on the cards, Handy, that she’ll be very
polite, and so forth, and then where are we?
I mean, we can’t very well dash along over
the rest of the course, loaded up with all
this stuff!”

“If she won't accept it, we can leave it
on the windowsill!” said Handforth bril-
liantly.

“A rather brainy idea, but it doesn't
appeal to me,” said Archie. “What we've
got to do, old boy, is to use tact. I know
jolly well that you don’t possess any tact—
but that’s where I come . We've got to
make the lady accept this bread as a loan.
Do you see? And first of all we've got to
verify what the baker has said.”

“Verify it?”

* Absolutely I”” said Archic. “For example,
IT'll trickle in, and interview the good lady,
and find out if there’'s any fodder in ihe
house. If there’s nothing at all, we shall
know, jolly well that it’s an extreme case,
and that we shall be justified in—"

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Handforth,
frowning. “It’s all very well to talk about
getting into the house, and finding out if
there's any food there, but how do you
propose to do it? We can’t go to the woman’'s
cupboard, and inspect it, can we?2”
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“Not exactly,” sald Archie. “But there
arc ways and means, Jaddie—providing we
use our brains, Now, I suggest that we get
up some sort of a :tqut I'm not really
good at these things, because the old grey
matter refuses to function at such times.

Jut it so happens that I've clicked on this|

occasicit, In other words, a duzzling idea has
buzeed through the top storey.”
“Let's hear it!” said Haudiorth brxeﬂy
AV eH here we are,” said Archie. “Kindly
grab hol d of my arm, Handy. Grab it, and

hang on. My scheme is to do a good limp-
mg act.  You'll assist me to the door of
thus cottage, and we’ll kindly ask the lady

for assistance.”

" By George, that's not so bad !” said Hand-
forth.  “Pretend to be lame, c¢h? She'll
swaliow it whole, teo, because it’s the most
ratural thing under the sun, when you come
to think of it. In that way, we’ll get inside,
But how shall we find out if there’s any
food i the place?”

“After we're in,’' sald Archie, “I'll make
sundry remarks to the effect that a cup of
tea would be somewhat priceless.”

“And if she's got any tea, she'll promptly
tret it out, ch?” said Handforth, nodding.
“And if she h‘snt got any, <hc 11 make
excuses. T must say, Archie, you're reveal-
ing o glimpse of brain power that I never
suspected. We'll put these Joaves and things
under the hedge in the meantunc ’

It was a tlmplo enough plan, and it was
almost certain to work. Leaning heavily on
Jandforih’s arm, Archie limped with exag-
gerated painfulness.  They hboth found the
gate in the little fence. and proceeded to-
wards the front deor. Arriving, Handforth
rapped upon it with his usnal foree, and the
deor shook ominously.

A moment later, was opened, and a
ruther sud-lvoking lady stood there, regarding
thie boys with some surprise. She was
quictly diessed, and they could see, at the
first glar that she was intensely worried.
There was a haggard expression on her face,
and her ¢ were red, as though she had
just been erying.

t

In the background were two little child-
ren—a small boy of perhaps five or six,
and a little girl a year younger. They were
both very neatly dressed, and they, too,
were red-eyed.

‘Awfully sorry to trouble you, but do you
mind if we come in?” said Hnndtorth blun-
deringly,  “*The fact is

“Is  your friend
Compton quickly.

Avrchie made no inteiligible réply, but he
uttered a Jow groan. Handforth heaved him
up, and propped him against the deoorpost.
Mys, Compten could do nething else but
back away. and allow the two juniors to
enter, Tt was quite a small cottage, and the
front dear opened right into the main living-
room.

hmt.’” asked  Mrs.

I dess than hall a minute Handforth and
Archic were seated, and the door had been
closed. One yather significant fact was that
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the fire grate was empty. The room was
very cold, and there seemed to be mno
artificial heat of any kind. Mrs. Compton
herself had a shawl over her shoulders, and
the two children were wearing outdoor over-
coats.

“We're from St. Frank’s!” explained
Handforth. A paper-chase, you know—and
the hounds will be coming along presently.
I don’t think Archic—that’s this chap—has
really got a sprained a.nkle, but you never
know. I suppose there isn’t any chance of a
cup of tea, or something like that, just to
buck him up?”

‘ Absolutely ! said Archie feebly. “The
very stuff, dear lady! A cup of good old teca
will shove me to rights.”

\[rs Compton looked very (hstrvswd

CI— Yes, of course!” she said con-
fusedly. “I would give you a cup of tea in
a moment, but I am afraid—— You see,
the—the coal hasn’t been dclivered, and wo

 are unable to have a fire at the moment.’

“No fire?” said Handforth, aghast, look-
ing round the little room. “Do you mear
to say that No fire!” he added dazedly.
“And it’s November, you know! Oh, I say,
thm is too fnghtful’

“1-—I expect the coal will be delivered
soon,” said Mrs. Compton hastily.

“\Vcll, could you let my friend have a
glass of milk, then?” said Handforth, “A
glass of milk would do fine. Anything, in
fact, in the food lme. Even a piece of
bread-and-butter

But the expression on Mrs. Compton’s face
was cloguent enough. It was quite clear
that she was unable to provide anything
whatever in the food line. The story of the
baker's man was true in every detail. 'This
poor lady and her little children were not
only without any food, but. without fires.
Their plight was truly serious.

Something certainly had to be donc!

CHAPTER 8.
Handy Does His Best !

RCHIE GLEN-
THORRNE was
shocked.

He was not only
shocked at the plight
of Mrs. Compton and

but at his own position. For

her children,
Archie bad a keen sense of the fitness of

things, and he scemed to feel, right in his
bones, that the lady would resent any sug-
gestion of help.

She was obviously refined, and the very
idea of her accepting a cash advance from
two schoolboys was not to be thought of.
Archie went hot and cold all over when ho
saw that Handforth was preparing to speak,
for it neceded no massive brain-power on
Archie’s part to guess what Handforth had
in mind.

Archfe  suddenly remembered, too, that
they had left all those loaves of bread, and
the cakes and pastries, outside, just under
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the hedge. They were safe enough there,
of course, but if Handforth made any men-
tion of them the fat would be in the fire.
Mrs. Compron would certainly refuse to
accept them.

“What-ho!” observed Archie, nsmg to his
fect and stamping vigorously. ‘““Good gad!
The jolly old ankle appears to be absolutely
curced. I rather think, Handy, old altlclc
that we'd better be shoving along, what?”

Handferth, who had his mouth opcn ready
to give utterance, gave a ga

“Th?” he ojaculalod “yW hdf the—"

*“ Absolutely !” said Archie sternly. Its
tlme for us to be pushmo‘ off, old dear.”

“But your ankle

“My ankle is absolutely all

IR

correct-oh !

said Archie. “In other words, laddie, it’s
time for us to be on our way.”

Handforth was quite bewildered. He
couldn’t understand why Archie had sud-
denly wrecked the whole scheme, As long
as Archie pretended to be injured, they had
an excuse for remaining in the cottage. But

now that the ankle had so miraculously
rccovered the only recourse was to get out.
And Handforth badly wanted to stay.
“You silly ass!” ke said, frowning. “You
don’t know what you're talking about!
*Your ankle’s just as bad as it was when we
came in.  You sit there and take a rest.

here!” added

“What I

Now, Mrs. Compton, look
Handforth, turning to the lady.
want to say is this =

“ Exactly, old dear!” put in Archic hastily.
“In other words, oxucL}B'! Or, to be more

precise, absolutely! Kindly remember that
the hounds are dashing along in full
pursuit——"

“Blow the hounds!” growled Handforth.
“What the dickens does 1t matter about the
hour}’ds when these poor people are starving

“Oh, frightfully sorry!” gasped Archie.
“A thousand pardons!”

He had suddenly blundered against the
table, sending it a yard across the floor, and
causln" a tcrnhc clatter. Fortunate]s the
noise had drowned the latter part of Hand
forth’s sentence, so that Mrs. Compton had
not heard his words. That, of course, had
been Archie’s intention,

“Qdds disasters and horrors!” murmured
Archie to himself. “The blighter will abso-
lutely shove his foot into it if he goes on like
this!” He turned to the door and made a
grab at the latch.

“This way, Haudy!” he
added audibly.

“We've got to be moving

e
“Rats!” roared Hand{orth “You can
go if you like, but—"
“Kindly be guided by me, dear  old
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volcano |” said Archie, seizing Handforth by
the arm and pmclung him so tlghtl that
Handforth wirced. “Dash it, we're intrud-
ing here. I mean to say, it's a bit thick
when two chappies barge in and——"

“We're not bargmg in!” denied Hand-
forth. “And I'm not .going to leave this
cottage until—-"

*Listen |” gasped Archie, as a sudden idea
occurred to him. “What’s that? Did I hear
footsteps, Iaddle" The hounds! Good gad!
We’ve got to fly

And Handforth befote he could raise any
objections, was ]ug ed through the doorway,
and Archie Succeegcd in getting him to the
little gate before he could recover his breath.
Through the fog they could just see the
figure of Mrs. Compton in the doorway of
the cottage. Archie waved to her.

““Thanks frightfully, dear lady!” he called.
“We shall probably see you later, but at the
moment we're too frightfully hurncd to
remain. Now, then, Handy, we've got to
rustle!”

Archie succeeded in getting his companion
nearly a hundred yards down the road before
Handforth recovered his
ness. Then he came to a dead halt,
refused to go another yard.

“What’s the idea, you silly dummy ?” he
demanded thickly. “What’s the wheeze?
What do you mecan by dragging me out of
thar cottage, and pulling me—

“You fri 1ttullv fughtful fright !”
rupted Al(‘ io coldly.

and

inter-

“ You priceless chunk of Portland cement!”

“Look here—”

“ Absolutely!” insisted  Archie. “TIve
always had an idea, Handy, that your head
was made of gra.mte But dash it, it’s
nothing but Portland cement! It’s absolutel_\
fixed—and contains nothing but solidity!”

“You silly idiot !” roared Handforth, grab
bing Archie by the shoulder and glarmg into
his face. ‘“What the dickons do you mean
by insulting me like this?”

“I mean, you hopeless dummy, that you've
got no more tact than—"

“But—but——"

“I mean it!” said Archie sternly. “Why,
you silly chump, do you suppose for one
moment that Mrs., Compton would accept
money ?”’

“Th? Why wouldn’t she accept money ?”

“Why ?” said Archie, in amazement. “He
asks me why!” he added, appealing to the
fog. “Don’t you understand, Handy, that
there are certain things that you mustn’t
do? It would be all right if that woman was
the wife of a labourer, or somebody of that
sort. But she’s refined—she’s a lady in every
sense—and what do you suppose she would
do if you asked her to accept five bob, or

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth. “I wasn’t
going to ask her to accept five boh. My idea
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was to offer her a quid!
Archie gave a hopeless gulp.
“What’s the difference, dash you?” he
demanded. “Tive bob or a quid or twenty
quid! It’s all the same—it’s the same thing
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usual aggressive-
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in the end. You mustn’t offer to lend her
any money at all.”

“But I wasn’t going to offer to lend her
any money !” shouted Handforth, exasperated.
“I wanted to give it to her!”

“But that would be worse still!” groaned
Archie. ‘““You mustn’t lend it or give 1t.”

“In that case, how the dickens are we
going to help her?”

“By diplomatic methods, old boy,” replied
Archie firmly. “It’s the only possible way.
You mustn’t blunder into-a thing of this kind.
If you do, you’ll be courting disaster. Mrs.
Compton will refuse help from us—she'll
refuse it in a firm, stern voice. You can’t
expect anything else. Dash it, people like
that have some sort of pnde, don’'t you
know? They’d rather starve than accept
charity 1”

“My only hat!” eaid Handforth,
“1 hadn’t thought of that, you know !”

“You never do think of these things, you
frightful fright!” said Archie, with a sigh of
relief. “But thank goodness I've driven
some sense into that head of yours at last!
As for all that bread and stuff, we shall have

sta.rin g.

to leave it there—or take it away with us.
We can’t offer it to Mrs. Compton
\“Then what are we going to do?”
Handforth.
stand there and say what we musta’t do.
what can we do?”
= Th'\f

asked
“Tt’s all very well for you to
But
“remains to he

replied Archie,

CHAPTER 9.
A Surprise for the Hounds !

HAT’S funny!” said

Nipper, frowning.

He had suddenly
pulled up short,
and the other
hounds with him all

came to a halt, too. They were rather breath-
less, for they had been running hard, and
they gathered round the Remove skipper in a
group.

“T'm jiggered if 1 can understand it!” said
Church, scratching his head. “How the
dickens have the hares managed to get so far
ahead? We've been runmng tremendously
hard, and yet there’s no sign of them!”

“They can’t be far off now,” said Reggie
Pitt cheerfully. *“If it wasn’t for this fog,
we'd probably sece them two or three hundred
vards ahead. What's the idea of pulling up
like this? We're wasting time!”

“But the trail had ended,” said Nipper.
“We can’t go on any further.”

It was quite true. There was no longer
any paper trail on the road. This was rather
strange, too, for the road was fairly wide
here, and up till now the trail had been very
distinet. In fact, the hounds had commented
upon the lavishness of the hares in distribug-
ing their paper scraps along the road.
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“Here we are!” sang out McClure sud-
denly. “There are two scraps of paper up
here all by themselves.”

“Well, I'm blessed !” said Harry Gresham,
running up. “He’s right, you fellows!
What does it mean?”

“Well, I can suggest only one explanation,”
said Church, with a grunt. “Handy must
have been distributing the trail!”

‘““Looks like it!” agreed Nipper, ncdding.
“TFor the last half-mile he’s been throwing it
away by the handful, and now he enly puts
down one or two scraps. 1 suppose we'd
better carry on.”

“It's the only thing to do,” agreed Pitt.
“The hares couldn’t have broken through
the hedges here, because they’re too thick—
and the trail certainly lecads onwards. We'd
better foliow it up and see where we get to.”

They were on a straight stretch of the lane,
but they could only see a few feet ahead,
owing to the enveloping fog. It was thicker
than ever now—and had scttled down over
the countryside like a white pall.

“Here’s another scrap of paper!” an-
nounced Church, after they had covered
twenty yards or so. “I say, we'll scrag those
giddy hares when we do catch them! Of all
the nerve—leaving one or two scraps of paper
every hundred yards! How can they expect
us to follow them at all? And this fog only
makes it worse !”

“Look out!”
swerved.  “There’s
here. Hold on, you fellows!

Something had’ loomed out of the fog, and
they could now sce that it was a cart of some
kind. Tt had pulled up close to a little way-
side inn, and the driver was on the point of
«limbing into his scat, preparatory to driving
off.

Quite by chance Nipper glanced at the rear
flap of the cart, and then he started. The
rest of the hounds were surging past, con-
tinuing on their way.

“Just a minute!”
here, you fellows!
this ?”

They crowded round, and there were many
shouts as Nipper pulled a haversack from the
back of the cart. It was certainly one of
these haversacks which Handforth and Archie
had taken with them at the beginning of the
chase.

“Well, of all the giddy swindles!” said Pitt
indignantly. “Don’t you understand, you
fellows? They've tricked us!”.

“What!1”

“They've shoved their bag on the back of
that baker’s cart, and we’ve been following
the cart, instead of the hares!” eaid Pitt.
“We might have como four or five miles out
of our way, for all we know!”

A perfect roar of indignation went up.

“But that’s not playing the game at all!”
yelled Jack Grey. “How can we expect to
cateh the hares if they

“Hold on!” interrupted Nipper. *“ Handy
wouldn’t play such a trick as this—deliber-

shouted Nipper, as he
something in the way
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“ Look
make of

shouted Nipper.
What do you
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ately. There must be something behind it—
something that we can’t- understand. Per-
haps tho man on the cart will be able to
explain.”

“A thing like this will need some explain-
ing!” growled Church. “It's just like
Handy, though! Goodness knows what
games he’s been up to! No wonder we
couldn’t catch him!”

“Now then, young gents—mow then!” ex-
postulated Lhe baker’s man, as he found the
crowd of hounds swarming round his cart.
“What's the idea? None of your tricks,
you know! Only last weck I had a rare time
with some o’ them Grammar School boys »

“Don’t worry about your precious load!”
interrupted Nipper. “We only want to ask
vou a few questions. Have you seen any-
thing of the hares?” .

“The which?” said the baker’s man.

“The hares.”

12

“QOh, you mean them two young gents
down the road?” said the man. “Yes, I've
scen ’em.”

“Where were they?” went up a general
chorus.

“Why, about a mlln back, close to Mrs.
Compton’s cottage,” replied the man. ““You
mean the two young gents who were dressed
in the same sort of togs as you arc?”

“Yes,” replied Nipper. “They’re the
hares, and we’re the hcunds. This is a paper
chase, you know. A cross-country run—-"

“Yes, 1 Lnow'” agreed the man. “Well,
the Tnst I see o’ them two boys was down
by Mrs, Comptous cottage. Tl\ey stopped
me, they did, an’ put all sorts of impudent
q1w~hons to me abhout that woman.”

“What woman?” asked Church.

“Why they happened to overhear me tellin’
Mrs. Compton that T muldn t leave any more
bread,’’ replied the man. “What’s more, they
hon"ht a hlg armful of ]mves to say nothin’
of cakes an’ pastries an’ other things. They
didn’t pay me—but promlsed to make things
right with Mr. Day, my guv’nor.

“That’s enough, thanks!” eaid Nipper
grimly. “All right. baker, we won’t detain
you any longer. Thanks for the informa-
tion !”’

The cart rattled away, and the hounds
gathered together in an excited group.

“What does it mean?’ asked Gresham.

“Well, isn’t it as clear as daylight?’” said
Nipper. “Handy overheard that baker’s man
refusing to leave any bread at some cottage,
and he promptly went and bought half the

cart! I expect he and Archie are now in
that cottage! They’ve forgotten all about the
paper chase, and we shall catch them red-
handed if we buzz back qguickly enough.”

“But the trail continued right on to here!”
protested MeClure.

“Of course it did—because Handlorth left
his bag on the back of the cart?’ said Pitt,
grinning. “Just like one of Handy’s careless
pieces of work, too. I don’t suppose for a
moment that he left it there deliberately—
and the jerking of the cart caused the paper
to fall out, and it automatically laid the
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trail. No wonder it was so clear about half
a mile back. Come on, you fellows!”
And the hounds, with one accord, turned
on their heels, and retraced their stéps down
the foggy lane.

O CHAPTER 10.
Solving the Difficulty !

S
!
q{f DWARD OSWALD
.' HANDFORTH paced
up and down the
5 foggy lane, his brow

corrugated in thought,
his hands clasped be-
hind his back. He had been doing this for
some minutes, and Archie Glenthorne, after
watching for some moments, thought fit to
expostulate.

“I quite appreciate, dear old boy, that the
mind is somewhat exercised,” he said. “But
what’s the exact idea of this Felix business?”’

Handforth came to a sudden halt.

“This what?”’ he said, glaring.

“I mean to say, why dash up and down,
doing an imitation of Felix the Cat?’’ pro-
tested Archie. “Dash it, you absolutely dis-
turb me! How can I think while you’re
waltzing about—"

“We've gnt to do something, Archie!”
interrupted Handforth grimly. “We’ve got
to do something for Mrs. Compton. Under-
stand? It’s no good sticking out here in
the fog, jawing at one another. This is
where action is required.”

“ Absolutely, old fruit!” agreed Archie.
“For once we are in accord. At the same
time, kindly let me remind you that nothing
can be done without tact—""

“Rats!”’ interrupted Handforth. “I'm fed
np with you and your tact! Here’s this poor
woman and her kiddies starving to death!
They haven’t any coal in the house, or any
food, and you’re quibbling about things that
don’t matter a toss!”’

“But they do matter, old boy!”’ said Archie
quietly. “It’s absolutely impossible for us to
rally round with cash offerings and—""

Archie broke off suddenly. Footsteps could
he heard approaching. The fog was very
thick now—a dense fog which enveloped the
lane completely. The two juniors could only
see for a few yards in either direction. Even
the hedges were only blurred, indistinet out-
lines on either hand.

“By George!” whispered Handforth, with
a start. “The hounds!”

“You’ll pardon me disagreeing with you,
old horse, but I don’t think the hounds have
iron hobnails in their running shoes,” said
Archie. “T gather that the approaching mer-
chant is one of the local inhabitants., We'll
wait until he goes by before continuing our
discussion.”

A figure loomed out of the fog, and re-
solved itsel into a small boy. As Archie
had suepected, he was wearing hobnailed
boots—and excessively large ones, too. He
was carrying a school satchel, and he gave
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the two St. Frank’s fellows a close and inti-
mate inspection as he strolled past.

“Good gad!” murmurcd Archie, with a
start.

“What’s the matter?”’ asked Edward
Oswald.

“Nothing is the matter, dear old boy—
absolutely nething!” replied Archio. “But
a brain-wave has just buzzed through the
attic.e I was thinking of dbsolutely nothing,
when—zing !—it arrived! In other words, a
scheme I”’

“Yes, but—""

Archie did not stop to explain. He ran off
down the lane, and caught the country boy
by the shoulder.

“Just a minute, laddie!”” said
“There’s stout work for you to do!”

“Work ?”’ repeated the boy, staring. “’Ere.
what’s the idea? 1 don’t inow you, and I
don’t—-""

“A matter of no importance!” broke in
Archie. “Kindly come with me, and listen
to the priceless plan.’”

But there was no need for the boy to come,
for Handforth had arrived by this time.

“Here,” said Archie, “we have the ambas-
sador.”

“We have the what?” said Handforth.

“The ambassador, dear old cheese,’” replied
Archie. “This young gentleman is now about
to be loaded with loaves of bread, cheese-
cakes, custard-tarts, and various other deli-
cate pastries. In other words, the problem
is'solved. Mrs. Compton and her family can
now indmlge in their belated breakfast.”

“But—but i

“It's easy!” went on Archie. “Laddie,
come with me!” he added, turning to the
staring country boy. “Come with me, and
you shall receive a rich reward for a small
service.”’

The country boy scratched his head.

“Blessed if I know what you're gettin’ at,
young gent!”” he said., puzzled. “If you'ra
gettin’ up to any larks M

“No larks at all!”’ Archie assured him. “I
take it that you are partial to -doughnuts?
I have a small task that will occupy three
or four minutes of your time—and, in pay-
ment for that time, you shall receive one
dezen doughnuts. What is the verdict?”’

“Let’s have a look at the doughnuts!”’ gaid
the country boy sceptically.

“Well T'm jiggered!” said Handforth.
“You mean-——"" :

“Exactly”” smiled Archie. “A simple
scheme, what? T rather pride myself, Handy,
that the grey matter has been working to
some purpose. 1 confess that I should have
preferred a more presentable ambassador, but
this is no time for quibbling. Any port in
a storm, what?”’

They went a few further yards down tho
lane, and halted at the spot where they had
left the spoils. There, just in the hedge, were
the loaves of bread and the various bags
of pastry that had been obtained from the
baker’s cart. The country boy opened his
eyes wonderingly as Archie proceeded to pile
him up with loaves of bread.

Archie.

3
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Handforth proceeded to fill his arms with loaves of bread and cakes, while Archie looked on in amusement.
Handy always did a thing thoroughly, and certainly poor Mrs. Compion and her two children would not lack
bread and cakes for a few days !

“Kre, what’s the idea?””’ he protested.

“I gather that you know Mrs. Compton’s
cottage ?"" asked Archie.

“Why, yes—it’s just along the road—

“You must go to that coftage, krock on
the door, and deliver this consignment of
fodder,” proceeded Archie. “If Mrs. Comp-
ton makes any inquiries as to the source of
your instructions, kindly remain dumb. Just

)

deliver the stuff, and say nothing.”

“Yes, but I ain’t no errand boy!” pro-
tested the youngster. “1 don’t see why I
should—"

“Upon your relurn, vou will receive this
bag of one dozen doughnuts,” said Archic
impressively.  * But, remember, you will only
receive it on condition that you remain
dumb. Deliver these things at Mys. Comp-
ton’s door, and say these words: ‘The goods
from Mr. Day’s shop, ma’am.” Is that gnite
clear, laddic?”

“No, I'm blessed if it is!" said the boy.
0w wan I say all that, if ¥'m to be dumb®”

“You are to he dumb except for those few
words,” said Archie patiently. “What 1
mean to say is, if Mrs. Compten puts any
questions to you, just shake your head, and
look sillv. I gather that the latter part
will be perfectly easy.”

Fortunately, the boy did not appreciate
the significance of Archic’s remark, and he
soon went off with his load of food.

“By George, I believe it’ll work!” whis-
pered Handforth, with satisfaction.
They stood there, listening intently. They

heard the crunch of the boy’s feet as he
ncared the cottage; they heard him open
the gate, and proceed up the short path to
the front door. Then they bheard him give a
resounding thud upon the woodwork, A
murmur of voices soon followed, and then
tho door was closed again.  The boy ap-
pearced out of the fog.

Handforth and Archie went forward to
meet him,

“Wellt” demanded Handforth.  “What
did Mrs. Compton say ?”

“Nothink!” replied the boy. *Lcast-

ways, she only seemed surprised, an’ I said
what you told me, about the stuff comin’
from Mr. Day's shop, an’ then I come away.
What about them doughnuts?”

“Here they are, and my blessing goes with
them,” said Archic, beaming. “Let me
urge voun, however, not to eat them all at
one sitting.”

The boy opened the bag hastily, and took a
good look ot. the doughnuts—and an ex-
pression of relief came into his eyes. Ob-
viously. he had not believed in this story,
but sceing was believing. He went off. per-

fectly happy, and Archie looked at Hand-
forth in a contented way. :

“WWell, that’s that, old article!” ho said
genially., “Nov. we must deal with the
problem of the coal!”

Handy nodded.

“Quite right,” he agrveed. “Now we've
started we’ll o the job thoroughly. Mrs.

Compton hasn’t any coal, so it’s up to us
to get her some!”
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CHAPTER 11.
The Hounds on the Trail !

T can't be far away
now,” said Reggie

1tt.

“No, we ought to
be coming across it
at any minute,” said
Nipper, as he peered through the blanket
of fog. “The last man we asked said that
Mrs. Compton’s cottage was only half a mile
further along this lane, and we couldn’t have
missed it. We've walked nearly a milo since
then.”

“There’s somebody else coming, I believe,”
put in Church. “TIt might be a good idea to
stop him, and ask direction.”

The hounds were hot on the trail again.
They could only see the hedges indistinctly,
but they were quite certain that they had not
passed any cottage. And now they were
aware of approaching footsteps. A moment
later, the figure of a boy appeared, and the
boy was holding a large bag in his hand.
Tho mouth of it was open, and the mouth
of the boy was full of doughnuts.

‘““He seems to be too busy to talk,” grinned
Pitt. ““Still, we might as well stop himn.
Half a minute, young 'un!”

The boy halted, and looked at the white
apparitions in the fog. It wasn’t often he
saw 0 many schoolboys dressed in running
shorts, and wandering over the countryside
on a cold, foggy November day.

“Anything I can do, young gents?” he
asked eagerly, apparently having the idea
that another bag of doughnuts might result.

“Yes, you can tell us where Mrs. Comp-
ton’s cottage is,” said Nipper. “We hate
interrupting your meal like this, but 2

“Why, Mrs. Compion’s coltage is eonly
about a hundred yards furtber on,” said
the boy, pointing vaguely into the fog. “You
can't miss it. Tt’s just on tho right, round
the bend. I've just come from it, as a
matter of fact.”

“(Good man!” said Nipper. “Thanks!”

The hounds proceeded on their way, leav-
ing the rustic boy looking somewhat dis-
appointed.

“Now we shall get to know something
definite, at any rate,” said Nipper, as heo
and the other hounds came within sight of
the little cottage. “1I think the rest of you
had better stay out there, in the road.
There's no sense in a whole erowd of us
going up to the door.”

“But suppose Handy and Archie are still
in there?” asked Gresham, “We want to
grab them, don’t we?”

“T1l give you a hail if 1 catch sight of
them,” said Nipper. ‘“‘Perhaps you’d better
come, too, Reggie. Just the two of us.”

The other hounds were rather disappointed,
but they remained out in the road while
Nipper and Reggie Pitt copened the gate,
and walked up to thie door. Their rubber
shoes made no sounds as they drew near,
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and Nipper was about to raise his hand to
rap on the door, when he paused. A woman’s
voice was coming through the ill-fitting door
quite distinctly.

“Yes, dear, I cxpect daddy sent it,” she
was saying. “But you mustn't ask any
questions.”

“You said that daddy would send us some
food, didn’t you, mummy ?” came a child’s
voice. ‘“‘But why docsn't daddy come? We
Emv(‘;?’t seen him for weeks and weeks, and
“Hush, dcar!” said tho woman’s voice.
“Daddy is very busy in London. He's work-
ing hard, so that wo can be comfortable
here. Daddy will come back one day, and
then——"

“T say,” murmured Pitt. “Let’s knock!”

“Yes,” said Nipper. “But it's pretty
clear that Handy and Archie aren’t in the
cottage now, or we shouldn’t have heard
Mrs. Compton talking to the kiddie like that.
It won't take us half a tick to make an in-
quiry.”

He rapped on the door; a moment later it
was opened, and Mrs. Compton herself stood
there. In the rear were two children, busily
engaged in eating some pastries.

Mrs. Compton looked at the juniors in-
quiringly.

* Awfully sorry to disturb you, Mrs. Comp-
ton, but can you tell me if two of our
fellows have beer here?” asked Nipper. “I
think you're Mrs. Compton, aren’t youi”

“Yes,” she replied. “Two of your boys
did come here not long ago. I think
one of them was slightly hurt. But they’ve
gone now.”

“Thanks,” said Nipper. “So that's the
explanation,” he went on, turning to
Reggic. “A sprained ankle, or something

like that, I suppose. Could you tell us which
direction they took when they left?” heo
added, turning again to Mrs. Compton.
“Did they say anything about going straigh
back to St. Frank’s by the footpath, or o

“They didn't say anything,” she inter-
rupted. “Indeed, they left rather hurriedly
—they scemed to be having a little argu-
ment.”

It was quite clear that no definite infor-
mation could be obtained from the lady, and
there was no sense in remaining. IHandforth
and Archic had been here, as the hounds
had suspected, and now they were on their
way again. But it was clear enough that the
hares had forgotten all about the paper
chase, since there was no trace of a trail
anywhere. Tho hounde, therefore, would nof
be able to continue the chase as it had been
originally planned.

“Thanks very much, Mrs, Compton,” said
Nipper, smiling gratefully. “We shall
have to find them, somehow, but this fog
makes it difficult. I’'m sorry we had to
trouble you.”

She smiled at them and closed the door.
They could not help noticing the look of re-
lief that was in her eyes. There was a cer-
tain sadness lurking behind that relieved
expression, however, and the two juniors
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were fecling a little sombre as they returned
to the gate, where the other hounds were
waiting,

“They’ve gone,” said \1ppor briefly.
“We'll serag them when we_find “them I*
said Church with a grunt, “It’s just llke
Handy! The whole thing’s messed up now
“Listen!” interrupted one of the cther
juniors, holding up a hand. “I heard some-

thing just now!”

'.[he\ all stood motionless and listened in-
tently. The fog had the effcct of stilling
everything. No sound at all came to their
ears for the first moment or two, but then the

silence was broken by a well- I\ncmn roar.

“lon re mad!” came a voice out of the
fog. “It was a good idea about the bread,
Archie, but you’re dotty to talk about going
into Bannington now. We've got to get
some fuel for e

‘“ Absolutely !’ came Archie’s voice. “But
I'd liko to point out, you frightful ass, that
we can’t find fuel on the roadside. Neither
can we grab it out of the thin air.”

l\lppcr grinned.

“They’re not very far off, after all,” he
chuckled. *Come on—we’ll make a rush and
grab ‘em!”

The hounds, with one accord,
the road, and in less than a minute two white
figures foomed up. They were standing in
the middle of the lane, arguing. The next
moment they were complctcl; surrounded !

tore down

CHAPTER 12.
Rallying Round.

ITUCK it!” said Hand-
forth tartly, as he
shook off several of the
hands that grasped
him.  “What's the
idea, vou silly idiots?

What are you grabbing me for
“You're caught!” said Church and McClure

in one voice.

“Eh? Caught?” repeated Handforth with
a start, “ Oh, you mean—-"

“You and Archie are the hares, and we've
collared you, my lads!” said Fdru Gresham.
“You can’t get away from it

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth, frown-
ing. “Rot! Piffle! The paper chase is off
—and it’s been off for the last half-hour!
Somecthing a jolly sight more important has
cropped up!”

“You’ve led us a fine dance, anyhow!”
said Nipper, “I suppose it was your bright
idea, Handy, to leave your knapsack on the
back of that baker’s cart? Do you know
that we followed that baker’s cart for a
couple of miles, thinking that we were on
the trail of the hares 77

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie. “You
don’t absoﬁltely mean to say But, 1
mean, what a frightfully funny thing, don’t
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vou know! I rather wondered where Iandy's
knapsack was, and now we know.”

“Blow it!” said Handforth. “I shoved
it on the back of the cart while we were
talking to the man, and it's not my fault if
the papers dribbled out, is it ?”

“We won’t press the point,” said Nipper
diplomatically. “What we want to know is
this—~why have you abandoned the chase?
And why have you hm'n interesting yourself
in a perfect stranger ?’

Between the pair of thera, Handforth and
Archie told the story. Handforth wanted to
do all the talking, of course, but the hounds
wouldn't let him. As Regqu) Pitt remarked,
if they let Handforth explain the situation,
they would be there until darkness fell. And
Archic was not very much -better.  In his
own long-winded way, he explained how they
had delivered the food at the cottage by a
subterfuge, and the hounds began to realise
that the situation certainly did demand some
special attention.

“Now we've got to see about the coal,”
urged Handforth firmly. “There’s that poor
woman and her two kids, without any fire
in the place. Her husband’'s in London, by
what I understand, and—’

“Yes, we heard her telling one of her
children that her husband was in London,”
agreed Nipper. *“And they haven’t any coal
in the place, eh? Looks like a sad case.
But I'm not sure that we should interfere.
It’s a delicate subject, you chaps. Pcople
aren’t always thanked for butting in on a
thing like this.”

“There’s an exception to every rule!” de-
clared Handforth firmly. “And this is one
of the exceptions. What do we care if Mrs.
Compton dues resent it? We've got to think
of those little kids! Therc they are, ncarly
frozen to death! If she's silly enough to be
offended—well, she can jolly well be offended |
But it’s our p]am duty to see that something
is done. My idea is to go along into Edge-
more and get some coal.”

“But we can’t get any in Edgemore,” said
Church, “There’s no coal-yard there!”
“But there’s an inn and some shops,”

replfcd Handforth. “We can go and beg two
or three hundredweight &

“ Absolutely not!” said Archie. “Dear old
boys, kindly rally round and support me.
Just before you came up I was having an
argument with this foul blighter, and he
wouldn’t listen to rcason. It’s absolutely im-
poss. for us to go into Edgemore.”’

“Why ?” demanded Handforth.

“Because we don’t want to advertise Mrs,
Compton’s distress,” replied Archie quietly.
“Good gad! I mean to say, odds horrors and
nightmares! You know what it’s like in these
small villages. Everybody knows everybody
else’s business. What would happen if we
went round, begging coal at the inn and at
the shops? They would want to know why
we wanted it, and, even if we didn’t tell them
somebody wi ould discover the truth. We can’t
have Mrs. Compton being talked about—"
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“You're quite right, Archie,” agreed
Nipper. *'The idea is squashed, Handy. No
going into Edgemore!”

~But the case is urgent

“We know it's urgent, but we've goh to
think of Mrs, Compton’s feclings,” said
\xppm “The best thing we can do is to

abandon the paper chase altogether, and call

it a dra\\ We'll all go back to St. Frank’s
’Back to St. Frank’s!” echoed Handforth,
staring.

“We'll all go back to St. Frank’s, by way
cf Bannington,” proceeded Nipper. “We’ll
call at the coal merchant’s—at one of them,
anyhow-—and order some coal to be delivered
this afternoon. We'll tell the firm to deliver
the coal, and Mrs. Compton will probably
belicve that the order has come from her hus-

band.  Anyhow, the coal will be there, and
" that's the main thing.”

‘“ Absolutely ! agreed Archie. “You see,
Handy, old darling, Swhat happens when a mas-
sive brain geis on the job, The thing bo-
comes  simple. We merely stagger into
Bannington, order a few chunks of coal, and
111@1'0 you are! The whole thing’s done‘”

Well, it’s simple cnough, T'll admit,” said
Handforth grudgingly. ‘But how do we
know that the coal merchant will deliver the

stuff this afternoon? You know what they
1

arc!

“Well, we'll try,” said Nipper.

And so they all formed up into a double
line and set off at a trot for Bannington.  The

town was three or four miles distant, but the
vun did them good. They were all thoroughly
warmed up by the time they arrived at the
coal merchant’s office. In Bannington the fog
was much lLss —only a thin kind of mist,
which made the High Street indistinet and
blurry.  Overhead, the sun was trying to
shine, but it was not making much of a
suceess of it.

The coal-merchant took the order readily
enough, but when it came to a question of
dt.]l\el) a bit of trouble arose.

“This afternoon ?” said the manager indul-
gently.  “It simply can’t be done, young
gentlemern ! We've got more orders now
than we can deal with, and every other coal-
nierchant in the tow n—there are only two of
them—are m just the same fix. People leave
tireir coal orders until it’s tco late. They
wait until the eold weather conies, and then
Uuy ail want delivery at once.

“Yes, but this is an important case
began Handforth.

“We can’t help that, sir,” interrupted
the manager. “There are lots of important
cases,  All orders must be delivered in rota-
von. It’s a ton you want, I think? Well,
it'll be delivered on ilonday.”

“Monday!” roared Handforth.
mean next week 7”7

“T think Monday falls next week,” nodded
the manager. *“‘It’s absolutely impossible to
deliver before 3

“DBut this is all rot!” shouted Handforth
excitedly. “How do you think Mrs. Compton
is going to get on until Monday? What's

“Do you
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she gomg to do during these three or four
days?’ =

But the coal-merchant was adamant. Per-
haps there was a good deal to be said for
him-—for customers were always demanding
delivery as soon as they bxought their orders
in, and delivering coal, in country districts,
was not as simple as the St. Frank’s fellows
scemed to imagine.

“AMonday is the very carliest,” insisted the
manager. “If you like to leave the order, I

)all De pleased to take it.”

’11 pay you extra
delivery.”

“I wouldn’t take it, even if I was allowed
to,” said the man. ‘“To tell you the truth,
there isn’t a cart available. They're all out—
in other dircctions. And lhcy re all booked
for every day of this week.’

Thus a deadlock was rcached, and the
juniocrs erowded together in the coal office,
discussing the situation.

for immediate

CHAPTER 13.
An Unezpected Meeting !

IPPER
Handforth
shoulders.

“It’s no good get-
ting  excited, old
man,” he said

soothingly.  “We've got to accept the~o
things as they come. These coal people can’t
deliver until Monday, and it's no good
growling.”

“But I am growling!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. “Why can’t they make special
concessions '

“Why should they?” put in Reggie Pitt.
“I expect other people have been waitin
nearly a week for their coal, and it’s
only right that they should be served first.
But there’s not the slightest necessity for
anybody to get excited. Theles a very
simple way out of the difficulty.”

“Then trot it out!” said Church.

“It'll mean some work on our part, but
I don’t think we’re afraid of it,” went on
Reggie. “Let’s order this coal—say, half a
ton—and give instructions for it to be put
aside in the coal-yard—in a separate heap.
Then we’ll deliver it ourselves.”

“Qdds mysteries and riddles!” said Archie,
staring.  “Deliver it ourselves? But, my
dear old lad, how do you suppose that wo
can yvank half a ton of coal down Lhe country
lanes to Mrs. Compton’s c

“We'll bring our bi we'll all
have suit-cases and things,” explained Pitt.
“If there are a dozen of us, we can take
nearly half a ton with us in one go. Any-
how, we can deliver several hundleri\velght
during the first journey, and that will be
enough to keep Mrs. Compton on the go
until the coal-merchant can deliver the rest.
Are vou fellows game?”

took

gently
the

by

“Yes, rather!”
“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,
staring.  “It’s a funny thing, but that’s the
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just going to suggest it—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Handy!” chuckled McClure.
“You always think of these ideas and then
forget to mention ’em! They only come to
you after somebody else has been talking.”

“Of course, it'll be a frightfully dirty
business, but who cares?” said Archie. I
mean, carting coal about is the foulest pro-
ceeding imaginable. Still, it's all in a good
cause, so why should I objeci? I'm quite
ready to do my own little bit."”

So back they went to the desk, and the
manager was considerably surprised when he
heard the plan.

“Well, it’s up to you, young gents,” he
said. “If you want to deliver the coal your-
selves, I shan’t raise any objection.”

“We want it ready in half an hour,” said
Handforth. “That'll give us time io get
back to the school and get cur bikes——"

“It can’t be ready
until the morning,”

very idca that I had in minfi mysclflf I was
)
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afraid,” said Nipper, as they crowded out
into the street, “Mrs. Compton and her
children will have to be fireless for to-day,
but they’ll be all right to-morrow.”

“YWhat shall we say when we arrive there
in the morning?” asked Pilt thoughtfully.
“We can’t keep up the pretence that the
order has come from her husband, you know.
We can’t very well disguise ourselves as
coalmen !

“We shall have to think of some sort of
explanation,” said Nipper. *And, as Handy
has said, this is no time for scruples. We've
got to think of those little kiddies.”

One very noticeable thing about this little
affair was that the St. Frank's juniors took
it all as a matter of course. They did not
realise that they were performing any kindly
action.  Handforth, of course, was full of
wild ideas. He wanted to go roand to the
other shops, and to give orders for all sorts
of luxuries to be delivered. But Nipper put
a stopper on this. There was such a thing-

as going too far.
“We don’t want

said the manager.

“Not T : to interfere in the
Not unti e 3 lady’s business,”” he
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might be thundering
wild if he discovered
what we’ve been do-
ing. So we’ll con-
fine ourselves to the
simple necessities of
life. And we

Gift

livex;ies lately, and

“Well, if the coal isn’t there, we can’t
have it,” said Nipper. “But we want to be
on the scene at about half-past seven in the
morning.”

“That half-ton of coal will be waiting for
you,” said the manager. “Tll give instruc-
tions to have it put aside, and—"

. “But, look here, we can’t be on the spot
at half-past seven!” broke in Church, staring
at Nipper. “Rising bell doesn’t ring until
then!”

“Is there any reason why we shouldn’t be
up at half-past six for once?” asked Nipper.
My idea is for us to turn out in the early
morning. and to do this job before break-
fast. It’il give us a jolly good appetite, and
it won’t interfere with the rest of the day.”

All the other juniors voted the idea to be
a good one, and after making final arrange-
wents with the manager they departed.

“Well, that’s the best we can do, I'm

.
mustn’t make it look
- like charity.”

“I'd like to meet this Mr. Compton!” said
Handforth aggressively. “He’s a fine kind
of husband—I don’t think! He gocs off to
London to work, and he forgets all about his
wife and children! Leaves them here, in this
cottage, without any coals, and without any
grub! If I came across him now, I'd punch
him on the nose! You didn't sce those
youngsters, you fellows! I’'m not much of a
chap for kids, but when I saw them with
tears in their eyes, and looking all pinched
up with cold, I felt pretty rotten.”

“Well, we've done all we can,” said Nipper
briskly. “The best thing we can do now is
to get back to the school. Come on—it's
chilly standing here.”

They went off down the High Street, but
they had not procceded more than a hundred
vards when they caught sight of two figures
on the other side of the misty road. The
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juniors automatically came to a halt, for those
two figures belonged to Colouel Glenthorne
and the mysterious s

“By George!” said Handforth. ‘Let’s run
across and ask if there’s any further necws.
Perhaps the man has recovered bis memory.”

They were soon crowding round Colonel
Glenthorne and his companion, aid Archie’s
pater expressed considerable surprise
when he saw the hares and hounds.

“You caught them, then?” he said
boisterously.  “Well, well! I was
rather boping, Archibald, that you
would suceced in eluding capture. I'm
afraid you didi’t run hard enough.”

“Dash it all, pater, it wasn’t my
fault!” protested Avchie. “Sundry
things happened, donw’t you know. In
other words, the good old paper-chase
18 off. We've been rallying round
Ars. Compton and her children.”

It was rather a pity, perhaps, that
the 8t. IFrank’s fellows failed to
cbserve the sudden start given by the
stranger. Just for a moment a look
of eagerness came into his eyes.
He frowned and passed a hand across
his brow. Then he shook his head, and
seemed to give it up.

What did the name of “Compton ™
mean to him?

CEAPTER 14.
Interesting News.

gt HE  light  of
sudden intent-
ness had
died
the

stranger’s eyes.
(ly for o flash had it appeared there,
and not one of those St. Frank’s
fellows had noticed it.

Vet the name of “Compton” had
covtainly stirved something within the
siranger’s  dormant  memory. If
Nipper or Handforth or Archie had
seen that curious light in the un-
fortunate man’s eyes, they might have
questioned him in the hope of obtain-
ing a clue—but they did not.

“Well done,  Archie—well done!” said
Colonel Glenthorne, after he had heard the
story.  “You always were a bit soft-hearted,
weren't you, my boy? Well, well! I don’t

lame you in the least for the way in which
vou tricked that poor woman in order to give
her and her children some food.”

* Dash it all, pater, Handy was the chappie
who insizted so much,” protested Archie. “I
mean to say, if it hadn’t been for me, the
frightiul ass would have shoved his foot into
tlie good old soup right up to the knce. An
atfair of that kind nceded sundry assortments
of tace.”
nd the delivery of thai coal will need a
further assortment of tact, I fancy,” said
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Colonel Glenthorne dryly. “However, that’s
vour business, young men—and T wish you
luck. But you’d better be careful. By all

that you have told me of Mrs. Compton, she
will not be willing to accept consignments of
coal as a present.”

“Leave it to us, colonel,” said Nipper, with
a grin,

“We'll manage it all right. In

fact, I've got an 1dea all ready.”

Colonel Glenthorne and the stranger went
on their way.. It seemed that the colonel
was just taking a walk with his guest in the
hope that the Bannington streets might bring
back some ineident that would restore his
memory. But it appeared that nothing weuld
serve. Even the mention of Mrs. Compton’s
name had not done the trick.
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“Now, what’s this idea of yours?’
Handforth, looking at Nipper.

“It’s a perfectly simple one, old man,” said
Nipper.  “We'll pop back to the coal
merchants, and tell them to send a delivery
note by to-night’s post. Mvys. Complon wiil
think that her husband has given the order
for the coal.”

“But we're going to deliver it, aren’t we?”
asked Handforth.

“Yes—but that won't make any difference,”
said Nipper. ‘““We'll tell Mrs. Compton that
we heard her coal was being held up, so we
thought of the idea of bringing it oursclves.
I don’t suppose she’ll guess the truth—and,
anyhow, she’ll get the coal.”

“A brainy scheme, laddie,” said Archic
approvingly. “And now, if you're all ready,

ALL
ABOARD!

i

.

P

7 the juniors followed Colonel Glenthorne and climbed into the tioned his
In a few minutes now they would be on their way to the ,.cpion

ne.
> battlefields of Flanders !

I rather think we’ll trickle to the station and
get the next train back to Bellton.”

“While we're waiting for the train, we can
walk it,” said Nipper. ‘Besides, we came
out for a cross-country run, and trains aren’t
allowed, Archie.”

Archie groaned,

“I rather thought you’d say that, dash
you!” he said mournfully. “What-ho! The
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asked dear old guv'nor is making frantic signals. I

rather fancy he desires further conversation
with us.”

They glanced up the High Strect, and saw
that Colonel Glenthorne had paused, and was
waving.

The juniors went forward, and soon arrived
at the spot.

““Oh, by the way, Archie,” said the colonel,
“1 forgot to mention something, Your
brother George will probably be here to-
merrow, so if you can manage to get the
morning off—or the afternoon, even—you
might like to see him.”

“What-ho! T mean to say, rather!” said
Archie. “Geod old  George, what 7
Absolutely ! I haven’t scen that dear chappio
for weeks, and months. T’ll mention the
maiter to my Housemaster, pater, and I daro
say he'll give me leave to come over for an
hour or two.s Thanks most frightfuly.”

“And who's George, anyhow?” demanded
Handforth, mystified.

*“My brother,” said Archie,

“Rats! Your brother is named Captain
Bertram  Glenthorne!”  said Handforth.
“He’s an oflicer in the Air Force, and—-—"

“Absolutely I nodded  Archie. “But
vou're thinking of my eldest brother. George
is the chappie who came between Bertie apd
me. A rather priceless sort of cove in
hiz own way.”

“Isn’t he in
Nipper.

“In the Reserve, of course,” replied
Archie.  “All the Glenthornes are
military. chappies, you know. Fight-
ing blood, and all that sort of thing.
But George rather had a notion for
civil aviation. He’s one of the good
old pilots on the cross-Channel service
—always dashing about between
Croydon and Paris, and occasionally
shoving in a trip to Copenhagen or
Cologne or some such frightful place
as that. You never know where he’s
going to be next. He's only just got
back from a trip to India, and as soon
== as the spring comes he’ll probably he
flying the Atlantic. What time’s he
arriving, pater?” '

The colonel hesitated.

“Well, to tell you the truth, T don't
quite know,” he replied. “In fact,
now 1 come to think of it, by gad, I'm
not sure that T ought to have men-
visit at all. It is in con-
with a very special little

s

the Army?” asked

mission.”

And the colonel gave a carious glance at
the stranger while he was speaking. Then
abruptly he saluted the juniors, and walked
away.

“What did he mcan?”
looking puzzied.

“Don’t ask me, old sport,” said Archic.
‘“How should I know? It isn't often that
the paicr is mysterious, but I gather that

asked Handforth,
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George's visit will be something spccml
However, we shall see to-morrow, 1 suppose.’

“Oh, well, don't let’s bother about it now,
said Nipper briskly. “It’s practically tcn»
time, and we must be getting back—"

“Teatime!” interrupted Archie, uncon-
sciously smacking his lips. “Good gad! The
very thought of a cup of the good old juice
makes me feel \mrmed up. Let us proceed
to dash homewards.”

And Archie was so keen on that cup of tea
that he not only succeeded in keeping pace,
but he outran the rest of the juniors, and
was the first of the crowd to arrive home.

CHAPTER 15.
Quite a Good Idea !
EADY?” asked Hand-

forth, putting his
head into Nipper &
Co.’s bed-room.,
‘“Shan’t be , two
ticks, old man,” re-
plied Nipper. “But what’s happened? . We
were just coming along to call you, Hand;,

We never dreamed that you would be out of
bed, and dressed.”

“Rats!” said Edward Oswald. “When it's
a special occasion, I always lcad the way.
It's nearly seven o’clock, and we ought to be
oif. Unless we go pretty soon, some mqu'al»
tive prefect or master will ask us why we're
up so carly, and may prevent us going out.
So buck up!”

There were a good many early risers that
morning. Nipper & Co., and the chums
of Study D, were plomment among the early
risers in the Ancient House—to say nothmg
of such fellows as Harry Gresham, Archic
Gleuthorne, Alf Brent and two or three
others. Ovor in the West House, Reggie
Pitt & Co. were up, too. All told, thecre
.were over a dozen of these energetic juniors.

They had not confided their plans to the
Remove in gencral. It wasn’t a subject they
could freely discuss, for there were quite a
number of fellows who would laugh at them
—and who would regard the whole business
with derision.

Handforth was inclined to boast of the fact
that he was the first out—although he omitted
to mention that it was Church who had called
him. Indeed, if Handforth had been left
alone, he would have slept peacefully till the
rising be/ll had clanged out. The leader
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of ftudy D was not renowned for his light-
}eepuxg qualities.

‘Well, you'll ind me down in the bicycle
shed,” said Handforth, as he prepared to
leave Nipper & Co.'s dormitory. “And
don’t forget to bring your suitcases.”

“We've got them ready,” said Tommy
Watson, @

In ordinary circumstances, the juniors
would have jibbed at the idea of carrying
coal in their suitcases, DBut this was a very
special occasion, and, after all, with a little
care, the suitcases would not come to much
harm.

And a dozen of them, well filled, would be
abie to carry quite a respcctable 'amount of
coal from Bannington to Mrs. Compton's
cottage. Nipper had especially ordered nuts,
so thut the coal could be easily packed.

Whien Handforth got down to the bzcvcle
shed, he found Church and McCiure there in
a,dwnu. and they were busily engaged on
the msk of strapping their suitcases to the
carriers of their bikes.

“I'm afraid they’ll be a bit wobbly, you
krow,” said Church, as he inspected his
handiwork with a dubious eye. ‘“And when
they get full of coal we shall have an awful
job to ride. These carriers weren't made to
take such big loads, you -know.”

Reggie DIitt, who had just
chuckled

“Why bother about these suitcases at all ?”
he azked dryly. *“Why not use old Handy’s
Austin Scven as a delivery van? Think of
the trouble it would save!”

Church and MecClure grinned, expecting a
loud outburst from their lecader. Their sur-
prise was great, however, when Handforth
slapped his thigh, and gave a whoop.

“By George, that’s a good scheme!” he
declared. “It's a rummy thing I didn’¢ think
of it myself! Of course! My little Austin
can casily carry half a ton of coall”

“What?"” gasped Pitt, staring.

“We can shovel it in easily!
Handforth enthusiastically.
take it straight to Mrs.
tage "

“But—but you don’t think I meant it
seriously 2" asked Reggie, aghast. “You're
not going to use your Austin as a coal cart?”

“Why not ?”” demanded Hdndfoxth “Think
of the ‘trouble it will save!

The other juniors looked at him in amaze-
ment. It had often been said in the Remove
that one could never tell how Handforth
would take a thing—and he was now proving
that these words were not idle. Reggie
Pitt had only made the suggestion face-
tiously—and here was Edward Oswald taking

it in all seriousness!

“You silly ass!” grinned Reggie. "l
didn’t mean it! You can't do a thing like
that, Handy. You can’t put your smart littlo
Austin to such a base use.”

“Base use?” repeated Handforth,
“You mean a good use!
to this poer woman—-="

come in,

went on
“Then we can
Compton’s cot-

glaring.
We're takmg coal
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“But you'll ruin your car, you chump!”
“No 1 shan’t!” replied Handforth. “My
Austin Seven is capable of anything. Under-
stand? Anything! People can laugh at these
Austin Sevens, and call them ecrystal sets,
and things like that—but they’re jolly hm
cars. Aud there’s no reason why mine
shouldn’t be converted into a coal cart for
once 1
“But it will get into the mo:b terrible
mess ! protested Church.

“What do I carc?” said Handforth. ‘“As
soon as we get back, you and Mac can clean
it?

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth’s indifference to the state of
his Austin  was explained. Church and
McClure, after giving violent starts, expostu-

lated loudly.

**1f you think we're going to clean your
beastly car, after you’ve been carrying coal
in it, you’ve made a mistake, Handy!”
roared Church. “Of all the nerve!”

“If you're going to start raising objections,
Walter Church, I’'ll show you the size of
my fisti” said Handforth aggressively, *It's
all in a good cause, isn’t it?”

“Yes, but—”

“But nothing !’ Qaid Handforth darkly.
“TI'm surprised at you! Here's this poor
woman, \mltmg for the delivery of that coal,
and you'rc raising objocblons because you
have to do a httle cleanmg

“It’s your car!” shouted Church. “If
anybody ought to cleun it, it’s you! I don’t
care if you carry ashes in your giddy car,
if it comes to that. You can go round tha
school, and empty all the dustbins into it!
it’s nothing to do with me! But when you
expect \Iac and me to clean 1t after-
wards

He broke off indignantly.

“I'm ashamed of you!” said Humlforlh
sternly. ““And what’s more, I'm fed up!
I don’t want to hear any more of these ob-
jections. I'm going to use my Austin Seven
to carry that coal, and you chaps are going
to clean it out after we get back!”

“All right—just as you like I said Church,
shrugging his shoulders. *“We're not going
to argue about it!”

“Of course not,” said McClure. “We'll
clean it out for you, Handy. There are
plenty of brooms knocking about, and we
can easily turn the hose-pipe on the giddy
car, and then scrub it down with the brooms.
Of course, if the upholszexy gets a bit ruined
during the process, that’ll be your fault.”

Before Handforth could think of a suit-
able retort, Nipper came along, together
with the rest of the schoolboy coalheavers.
They all tried to persuade Handforth to
give up this idea. But he was quite
firm, and when they all started out on their
generous errand, Handforth went in  his
Austin Seven.
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CHAPTER 18.
TheSchoolhoy Cosl-Heavers!

ALF-PAST seven was
just  striking  when
andforth drove lris
Austin Seven into the
coal-yard, near Ban-
. nington Station. 'Tho
cyclists came in two or three minutes later,
and they found Handforth in a high state of
jubilation,

“It’s all right, you chaps!” he said exult-
antly. ““Therc’s no need to worry about my
Austin, All the coal is here, in this open
shed, just as that manager c]mp promiscd.
And it's all in clean sacks, too!’

“Yes, I arranged with him to put it into
the cleanest sacks he could find,” said Nipper.
“Good man! This makes it all the casier.”

The coal was, indeed, well packed. Tt
was placed in half- hunmed\\mght sacks, but
each sack only contained twenty-cight pounds,
The sacks themsclves were qmte dry, and,
considering what they contained, compara-
tively clean.

“Well, this is dashed decent of the man-
ager chappie, said Archie, with approval.
“I mean to say, he couldn’t deliver the good
old stuff on one of his own carts, but he
has done the best he could in the cires. We'll
now procecd to bung it into the perambula-
tm, what ?”

“Where's the paper ?” asked Church,
ing into the Austm

“ What paper?” said Handforth.

“Why, didn’t we arrange to bring a pile of
old newspapers, so that we could spread them
on the seats, to protect them ?” asked Church.
“Y(&l said you would put them in, Handy

look-

“Rats!” said Handforth.
attended to that!”

“But you distinetly told us to go and cat
coke!” said McClure. “Wo left it to you!”

“It just shows you!” said Handforth bit-
terly. ‘““What’s the good of having a couple
of chums like you fellows? I can’t trust

you with anything!”

'his, of course, was most unjust. For both
Church and McClure had wanted to attend to
that little detail, but their leader had re-
fused to let them. Now, with only himeelf
to blame, he was putting the onus on 10
Church and MeClure. But, as they wer. well
accustomed to this sort of thing, it didn’t
matter much.

It did not take long to load the sacks of
coal into the Austin. When nearly half of
themn were inside the handy little car, Nipper,
raised an objection.

“That’s about enough, old man,” he said.
“These cars aren’t made for this purpose,
you know, and you mu\tnt overload them.”

“Don’t you worry; sheo’ll carry the lot!
said Handforth blAS]\I) “Come on, you
chaps! Let’s have thc rest of those sacks!”

“You silly chump! shouted Church.

“I thought you

£
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“You can't expect this Austin Seven to carry
half a ton!”

“Why not?”

“Because they’re only supposed to carry
about thirty-two or thirty-three stone,’ aﬂld
Church. “You'll break the spr\nns or——"’

“I know what my car can do!” mtmrupmd
Handforth coldly. “It's no good taking
any notice of the makers on these subjects.
Why, before now I've piled eight or nine
fellows into this Austin, and it hasn’t jibbed
once, or even turned a hair. Half a ton of
coal will be child’s play to it!”

“Well, have your own way, but don’t blame
us if the springs suddenly break,” said
Nipper, shrugging his shoulders. “If vou
drive slowly and cas sily, you might possibly
get there in safet

. It was quite po

ible that -Handforth felt,

in his own heart, that he was overloading
the faithful little “bus,” but, of course, he
would never admit it now. And when he

finally took his place in the driving-seat,
with sacks of coal piled up all round him,
the springs were so depressed that the bod_v-
work was nearly touching the wheels. But
the Austin moved off emoothly enmwh and
sottled down to its task with valiant courage.
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cession came out of the station yard, and
moved off up the road. The Austin Seven
led the way, piled up with its sacks of coal;
all round were the cyclists, forming a kind
of escort. The weather this morning was
particularly fine, with the sun shining out
of a clear sky. All trace of the fog of yes-
terday had gone. A keen wind was blowing,

and the weather conditions were perfect.
“Well, thauk goodness it’s early,” said
Nipper. ‘lhere s hardly anybody about yet,

so there won’t be much talk.’

“Yes, and we shall be able to get back
to St. Frank’s in time for brekker,” said
Tommy Watson. “We shall be at the cot-
tage within ten minutes, and then we can
have the coal unloaded, and be off at the
end of another five. By Jove, it makes you
feel pretty good, doesn’t it?  These poor
people will be able to have fires agam—and
they need them this weather, too.”

“There’s the food question to consider,”
said Nipper thoughtfully.  “Mrs. Compton
has only got some bread, you know, and
people can’t live for long on bread alone.
I thought it would be rather a good ideca
if we called ‘at one of the Edgemore farms,
and arranged for a regular dehvery of milk.”

“ Absolutely !” said Archie. “A brain-

Some of the good people of Bannington
wave, old boy! I second the proposal, and I

were considerably surprised when the pro-
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gather that it is passed unanimously. And
wouldn’t it be a bright scheme, at the same
time, to have a brace of chickens sent along ¥
Or a bullock, or somcthing like that®”

“We'll see about it,” said Nipper,

They were outside the town by now, and
the Austin was laboriously climbing a sharp
hill, just in advance. Under ordinary con-
ditions, the little car would have roared up
that hill, but Handforth was now driving
very cautiousiy—not because he was cautious
by nature, but because he had felt one or
two ominous bumps from the rear, proving
that the springsewcre occasionally touching
the chassis.

And so, when he came to the foot of that
hill, he was only driving very slowly. Now,
on low gear, the car was hndmv a very
difficult task ahead of it. Indeed half-way
up the hill, the engine ;pluttcrcd signifi-
cantly, hesitated once or twice, then sighed
in a choking kind of way, and finally gave
up the ghost.

The cyclists came riding up, and gathered
round.

“There you are, Handy!” said Church.
“We warned you, didn’t we? The car

”

needn’t have been overloaded, and now

“Rot!” satd Handforth, climbing
“She’s run ont of petrol, that’s all.”

“Just like Handy!” groaned McClure.
‘“He’s always forgetting how much petrol
be's got in the tank! Now what the dickens
are we to do?”

“That’s an casy one!” said Handforth,
grinning. “I supposc you've forgotten that
I've got a sparc can on the running-board—
eh? T never go out without my spare petrol,
my lad! You can trust me to be prepared!”

With a triumphant flourish, Edward Oswald
unscrewed the spare can, but as he lifted it
from the running-board, a blank expression
came over his face.

“My only hat!” he muttered, aghast.

“ What's the matter?” asked Pitt gently.
“Can I have onc guess, Handy? I'll bet
that can’s empty !”

“It is!” said- Handforth,

out.

in a hollow voice.

HERE'S nothing like
being on the safe
side, Handy!” said
Church  sarcastically.
“You never go out
without your spare

can of petrol, do you? The trouble is, you
only take the can!”
things, aren’t

“We're all liable to Ioriet

we?” demanded Handforth, with a grunt.
“0Of course, I remember now! When T went
out, two or three days ago, wlth  you fellows,
we ran out of juice, didn’t we?

“Yes,” nodded McClure. “And you
emptied the spare petrol into the tank, and

sald that you would have it refilled at the
n(,tt garage.

‘Well, why didn’t you remind me?” de-
manded Handforth ag”rcsﬂ\cl\ “What's
the good of having a couple of chums who
don’t even il

9

“Here, steady !” said Church.  “How the
dickens  could we remind you when we
weren’t there?”

“But——-"

“Before we gat to the next garage you
pitched the pair of us out of your * rotten
car!” said McClure tartly. *“Don’t you re-
member the row we had? You went round a
corner too recklessly, and Church made a bit
of a protesi; vou pulled the car to a stand-
still, and told the pair of us fo get out. In
fact. vou made us walk home!”

Why go into these harrowing details?’
asked Reggic Pitt gently. “Why pain us
with such unhappy memories? The fact re-
mains that there’s no juice.  And even an
Austin Seven won't go without petrol--al-
though it'll do practically everything else. If
I were you, Handy, I'd have two petrol tanks
fitted—two extra cans, and it might be a
good idea to strap a third one to the luggage

grid.”
Handforth received no sympathy from
Church and McClure. In fact, they were in-

clined to grin. They had often warned him
that such a eontingency as this would arise,
and he had always scoffed at them.  They
felt that they were having a bit of their own
back now.

“This is what comes of relying on a fat-
head like Handforth!” said Nipper. “Ti’s
partly our own fanlt. too—because we knew
him. We ought to kave had & look at the
petrol tank and the spare can hefore wvo
started out. All we can do now is to find
seme petrol somewhere. Where's the nearest
garage 7"’

“There isn’t one ncarer than a mile,”
plied Pitt.
and "

@

re-
“We're a mile out of the town,

mile!” interrupted Handforth.
“That’ll mean an awful delay. and we shan’t
be able to get back to St. I'rank’s in time
for breakfast. Mrs. Compton wiil be left
without any coal, and -

“Well, 1t’s vour fault, Handy, so
start grnmolmg,” interrupted \1pp(‘1‘ “The
coal 1s loaded into your car now, and the
quxcklest thing we can do is to get some

tro

“0dds luck and good fortune!” ejaculated
Archie, with a start. “T mean to say, good
gad! Laddics, kindly observe this walll”

He indicated, with a sweep of his hand, a
high stone wall which bordered the road on
one side.

“Very prelty!” said Reggie Pitt, inspect-
ing it. “Very pl(‘tllr(‘<QIl(‘ But is this a
moment, Archic, for admiring architectiral
handlwmk? Can’t you leave that sort of
thing for a more opportunc time?”

“Really, old boyr, I'm afraid you don’t ses
the significance,” said Archie. “This wall
is the limit of the Glenthorne estate, what?
In fact, and to be absolutely preeice, it is

don't
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only about two hundred yards, as the crow
flics, to the Glenthorne garages. I mcan to
say, any chap with a little nippiness could
,)ﬂsli‘, bazz—"

*Oh, I aco what you mean!” mtorrnptnd
Nippor. “ Archic, that’s a brain-wave of
vours., I'd ioxgottnn ahout  Glenthora
Manor. Of course, now I come to think of

it, we’ve been riding alongside the estate for

gome little time, And w
the house, you say?”

“ Not cxactly the house, dear old boy—but
the garages,” explained Archie. “They are
seme little distance from the Manor itself.”

“Well, that's good cnough.” said Nipper
briskly. “Tll pop over, and T'll be
with-a tin of petrol in four or five minutes.
Perhaps you'd better come with me, Archie,
so that you can act as a guide. I don’v want
to lose myself.”

Archie looked rather blank as he inspected
the wall,

“Just as you like, old fnut but T mecan

c're quite closc o

Well, the fact is Dash it, that
wall!" he protested. “To say nothmg of
the frightful ground bevond, under those

trees. Wouldn’t it be better if we trotted
back a little way, and used the gcod old
drive 7"

Nipper grinned. Archic was dressed up
for the occasion—he was wearing  his
smartest attire—and, naturally, the idea of
climbing over dirty walls and ploughing
through piles of dead leaves did not appeal
to him. DBut these objections of his were
ruthlessly thrust aside. A chorus of derision
went up, and he resigned himself to the in-
evitable.

“Oh. well, perhaps =0,” he said cadly.
“All in a good cause, what? I mean, at
various times in our careers we are called
upon to become martyrs. I shrink from the
crdeal, but the cclebrated Glenthorne courage
has gained the upper hand, Kindly lead on.
Archie will follow, even if he makes himself
look like a tramp!”

“Well, it might be a good idea if you
fellows went—instcad of standing here and
gassing,” said Handforth pointedly.  “Fer
two pm\ 'l jolly well go mysclf! In facf
Archic had better not go at all—he’ll only
cause all sorts of delays 1%

But Archie was already at the wall, with
Nipper giving lum a hand up, and, surpris-
ingly cnough, the two juniors succeeded in
getling to The other side without even soil-
mg-their clothing. The wall wasn’t half so
dirty as Archic had mado out, and the dead
leaves, on the other side, were comparatively
few,

In fact, after breaking through the belt of
trees which grew just beyond the wall, they
found themselves on an open stretch of park-
land. where the grass was like a great roll-
ing Jawn. In the distance, not very far away,
sicod the meble pile of Glenthorne Manor;
nearcr were some picturesque outbuildings,
which were the garages and other erections,
They nestled to themselves amidst a group
of yew trees.

back’
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“This 1s jolly lucky, Archie,” said Nipper,
s they ran across the grass. “We shall be
able to get the petrol within two or three
minutes, and then we’ll be on cur way again.
Fancy old Handy forgetting to refill his

spare can! Of all the chumps! Just like
him, though, of course!”
“ Alhonxlvl} " agreed Archie, “I'm

flwlnfu]h

Hc broke off.

afraid that Handy’s memory is
and unconsciously turned his
face s-ywards. Nipper, too, had performed
the same action, The droning of a powerful
acrcplane engine had made itself heard over
the trees in their rear. In fact, there were
at least two cngines to be heard, and it was
obvious that a big acroplane was ﬂ\mg over-
head. Nipper and Archic weren’t particu-
larly interested in acroplanes at the moment,
but  their glancing skywards was quite
automatic.

They were considerably surprised, a
moment later, when the droning of the
engines abruptly ceased, and they caught
sight of a great passenger-carrying machine
diving towards the wide stretch of grassland
across which they were moving !

CHAPTER 18.
Archie’s Brother !

RCHIE GCLEN-

THORNE stood
stock still, staring
at the descending
aeroplane,

“I mean to say!”
“That is, if you know what
Utter impertinence and
effrontery! It's a bit thick when this airman-
chappic has the nerve to use the good old
Glenthorne estate as a landing ground! Ho
isn’t in difficulties, either, because his
engines were buzzing to some purpose only
a few moments ago. Dash it, he’s landing
now! The pater will be frightfully wild when
he bears about this!

The machine, which was a heavy passenger-
carrving biplane, had touched the turf lightly,
and was now running forward and coming tc
a stop. It was the type of machine which is
in daily use on the cross-Channel service.

“Well, there’s no need for us to waste our
time,”  said Nipper briskly.  “We'll hurry
along and get that pelrol—-"

“ Kindly allow me to interview this blighter
and to remonstrate with him,” said Archie
firmly. “I mecan to say, 'm a good natured
sort of chappie as a rule, but when the family
estate is used as an aerodromo it’s time that
a responsible member of the Glenthornes
dashed up and gave voice to a fruity hcl‘mq-
off, Kindly come along, laddic, and give me
your moral support.”

“Yes, but—"

“I would remind vou that the old mind is
absolutely made up,” said Archic sternly.

he protested.
I mean, dash it all!
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¢ Good gracious !

each one of whom carried a sack of coal on his shoulder.

29

What’s this mean P exclaimed Colonel Glenthorne as he saw the waiting juniors—

‘“ We've brought the coal for Mrs, Compton ! *’

replied Handforth. .

Nipper, realising that it would be a saving
of time to agree, said nothing further. They
ran across the grass, and came to the spot
where the great acroplane was standing. At
close quarters, it seemed even bigger than
ever—an immense machine which towered up
everlastingly into the air.

A slim young gentleman, attired in  an
ordinary lounge suit, was just emerging from
the cockpit, and as the two juniors came up
he waved a cheery hand.

“Hallo, Archie, old kid!” he said, grinning.
“Well, well! Who would have thought it?
Absolutely on the spot to meet me!”

Archie Glenthorne started, and his monoclo
dropped out of his eye. He had screwed it
there a moment before, so that he could have
his full dignity when facing this intruder.

“Good gad!’’ he said blankly. “I mean to
say, absolutely! George! Well I'm dashed!
In fact, Pm not only dashed, but blowed!”

Nipper grinned.

“Is this what you call ticking him off,
Archic ?” he inquired mildly.

“My dear old chappie, you don’t know who
this merchant is!” said Archie with delight.
“Kindly allow me to do the intros. George,
this is Nipper—Dick Hamilton, you know,
of St. Frank’s. Nipper, old cheese, let me
introduce you to my brother George. A
rather priccless sort of chappie, in his own
way. Came down from Oxford not so leng
ago, and &

“How do you do, Mr. Glenthorne 7 said
Nipper, as George jumped to the ground and
shook him by the hand. “T can see the family
likeness now.”

“I'or Heaven’s sake don’t say that!” ex-
claimed George in horror. **You’re not abso-
lutely telling me that I resemble Archie in
the slightest degree, are you? I'm pretty
strong physically, but a shook of that sort is
inclined to knock me over!”’

“Oh, I say!” protested Archie. ‘Dash it,
George, you ought to take it as a compli-
ment——-7"

Here the conversation was interrupted by
the arrival of Colonel Glenthorne himself.
He came busiling up, puffing vigorously, and
he clapped George on the back with vigour.

“Well done, my boy—well done!” he said
with enthusiasm, *“You promised to be here
carly this morning, but I didn’t expect you
before ten o’clock, at least. Splendid! And
the weather is perfect, too. Have you made
all E,he arrangements for the trip? Can we

?

“It’s all fixed up, pater,” said George
smilingly. “They've lent me this machine,
and we can pop off as soon as you like. How
is the mysterious stranger?  Still juggling
with his memory ?”

“Now and again he gets a flash of the
past,” replied Colonel Glenthorne. “I am
hoping that a visit to Ypres—to the war zono
that he knew in the old days—will effect a
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sudden recovery.  We can, at least, only try
it.  T'll bring him out btm!th away. and we
can be off as soon as you like.’

“That’ll suit me all right,”’ replied George.

“It's only a bit of a liop across to Ypros,
anyhow—two or three hours, at the most,
And in perfeet fiying weather like this, it'l]
be as dull as riding on a traction engine.”

Colonel Glenthorne bustled off again, and

Ceorge discovered that Archie Glenthorne
and \lppo.r were eycing him  with even
grealer mterest than before.

‘‘So that’s why you came?” asked Nipper.

“You're going to fly over to Ypres “uh this
poor chap who's lost his memory ?”
“Yes, it was the pafer’s idea,”
CGeorge. “Rather a good stunt, too.”
“CGood gad!” said Archic.  “You brought
a large-sized machine, didn’t you?”

lII= elder brother grinned.

“T was originally coming in a three-seater,
but the engine was a bit wonky when I
tested it this morning,” he replied. “This
passenger bus was doing uothing, so I thought

I'd give the old boy a little comfort on the
trip across.”

Just then a number of shouts sounded in
the distance, and, glancing round, Archic
and Nipper saw that the rest of the St
Frank’s fellows were running towards them
at the double.
excited. In fact, they had seen the machine
tly overhead, and they had known that it had
descended  mmto the  Glenthorne  estate,
Curiosity had made them follow Archie and
Nipper into the park, for they wanted to find
out who the airman was and why he had
landed.

They came up at » run, and Archic was
compelled to make introductions all round.
At least, he wasn’t comipelled to—but he folt
that it was necessary. Archic was famous for
introducing people. He was horrified if {wo
strangers talked to onc another without the
prolmm ary formality of an introduction.

“By George!” smd Handforth, when he
heard the facts. “Se you're going across
to the Ypres dleln(‘f eh? Coing across with
that stranger 7 And you've brought a whack-

nodded

ing great machine like this! I say, couldn’t
we all go?”

George cast his eye over the group of
juniors.

“Well, the old bus is made to carry about
twenty  and she flies better when szhe’s
loaded,” he replied. *“As far as I'm: cen-
cerned, you can come if you want to. I den't

carc a hang.

I'm an agrecable sort of chap,
and you're

as welcome as the flowers 1n

May!” v
“Creat Scott !™ shouted Handforth cx-
citedly. “Do you rcally mean it, or aro you

just pulling cur legs?”

“My dear kid, what fun should I get oui of
pulling your logs?” asked Gearge. ““Of
course you'rc welcome to come! The morc
the merrier!”

They were all looking very'
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CHAPTER 19.
Oft to Flanders !
IPPER was looking

rather dubious asz he
glanced at the flushed

faces  of his com-
pamons.
He was  satisfied

that Archic’s brother had spoken with all
sincerity, but Nipper, as captain_of the Re-
move, Wasn't at all sure that it would be
wise for them to go. Handforth and the

NEXT WEDNESDAY! snnsmananan

others, naturally, were not troubled by any
such thoughts.  Here was an unexpected
chance for them to fiy ucross to Ypres, and
the prospect was too good to be missed. They
didn't get such a chanee every day.

In their excitement, too, the juniors had
completely fergotten about Mrs. Compton
and the load of coals they had been taking
to her. The prospect og a trip acros3 to
Flanders—of the possibility of seeing the
stranger recover his memory—had driven all
stich  thoughts from their heads. Even
Nipper had forgotten that he had come here
orviginally tc get some petrol for Handforth’s
Austin Seven—although this was probably
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due to the fact that he was worried because
the juniors were thinking of going on this
flight without official permission.

“Well, of course, if it’s 0.K. with you
George, we might as well buzz along with
you,” said Archie delightedly. “We're all
keen on this poor chappie whose memory is
buzzing somewhere in tho offing, and we
should like to see him grab it again. I mean
to say, it would be frightfully interesting to
be on the actual spot when he bagged it.”

“That’s all very well, Archie, but we
oughtn’t to go,” said Nipper, frowning. *“If
you fellows haven’t the sense to see——

“Great Scott!” interrupted Handforth,

»
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staring. ‘“Are you going to raise any ob-
jections?”

“A good many!” said Nipper, nodding.
“In the first place, we've got to get back
to St. Frank’s for morning lessons, and—-"

““ Bother morning lessons!” said Handforth.
“We've got permission to go, so why should
wo hang back?”

“We’ve only got George’s permission—and
he’s an irresponsible-looking merchant, by all
that T can see,” said Nipper, grinning at
Archie’s brother. “But we haven’t got per-
mission from our housemaster, have we? Or
from the IHead? Just imagine what the
Head will say when he gets to know that

2
3t

we've all flown off to Belgium! He’ll have
about four fits on the spot, and they’ll have
to call half a dozen specialists from London
to bring him round!”

Handforth shrugged his shoulders.

“Why worry about the Head and his
troubles?” he asked. “1 expect we shall all
be hauled on the carpet when we get back,
but who cares? Tt will mean detention for
two or three days, perhaps—or a good old
swishing all round. DBut isn’t it worth it%”

“TRather!” chorused all the others.

. “But that’s not the point,” said Nipper
impatiently. “I don’t want lo be a wet
blanket, or anything like that, and I don’t
want to start preaching. But if we go on
this trip we shall go without permission—
without official permission, T mean—beccause
George doesn’t really count.  And it seems
rather like cutting lessons deliberately——""

But the others wouldn’t listen to him, and,
in any case, Colonel Glenthorne and his
guest arrived at that moment. They were
both well wrapped up in overcoats, and it
was clear that they were prepared for an im-
mediate start.

The colonel’s somewhat cryptic reference to
George the previous afternoon was now ex-
plained. The colonel had known all along
that George had planned to bring an aero-
plane here this morning if the weather was
fine, so that a trip could be made across to
Flanders. There had been talk of this Flan-
ders visit for over a week, but none of the
juniors had believed that the journey would
be made by air.

The stranger himself was looking flushed
and excited—quite as excited as any of the
schoolboys. There was a keen light in his
eyes, and his haggard expression had gone.

“I have a feeling that this experiment will
be successful!” he was saying, as they came
up. “If only I can gaze upon those scenes
again—if I can walk near the old trenches,
and see the old landmarks. Any little thing
might do the trick—the sight of something
familiar might bring my memory back -to
me. - I feel that we shall be suceessful.”

“Of course wo shall—of course we shall,”

said the coloncl. “Hallo, hallo! What are
you boys doing here? Good gracious! Somo
of them are actually eclimbing into the

machine!  Come out of that at once, you
s

young rascals!

“Tt’s all right, pater, I’ve given them per-
mission to come along,” said George genially.
“No reason why they shouldn’t, is there?”

“Eh?” said Colonel Glenthorne, with a start.
“Upon my soul, George, what a fellow you
are for impulse. You don’t mean to tell me
that you have invited all these boys to come
with us?”

“Yes, T have,” grinned his hopeful son.
“Why not? The old bus goes better when
she's fully loaded—they’re made to carry a
lot of passengers, and they’re rather bumpy
unless they're filled. Besides, why not give
the kids a treat? I was at St. Frank’s once.”
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he added feelingly. “It wasn’t often that I
got a chance Ilke this I’

“Good man!" said Handforth approvingly.
“1t’s all right, colonel; we may get into a
bit of trouble when we return, but we don’t
care! Besides, we're awfuﬂy interested in
Mr.—Mr. I mean, in this gentleman. We
want to sce him recover his memory !’ *

““ Absolutely !” agrecd Archie. “In fact,
pater, I've sct my heart on it.”

Colonel Glenthorne shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I don't altogether approve,” he
said. “I don’t think you boys should come.
But it's not my machine—and I can only
conclude that George is just as 1rrcspon¢1b]c
as ever he was. Well, get aboard, as you're
going. DBut you musin’t expect me to make
any cxcuse for you if your headmaster ap-
plroachcs me. I shall tell him quite frankly
that

But the rost of the colonel's sentence was
lost as he climbed into the machine. Hand-
forth and the other juniors were grinning.
They knew Colonel Glenthorne of old—and
they felt quite sure that if the headmaster
.actually did make any inquiries, the colonel
would stoutly defend them.

Less than five minutes afterwards, the big
machine ran across the smooth parkland,
then rose gently from the earth. In the big
passenger cabin, with its comfortable chairs,
the St. Frank’s fellows were lounging at their
ease. This was a treat they had never ex-
pected. In fact, they could hardly believe
their luck, even now.

In a way of speaking, they were sneaking
off, and the headmaster of St. Frank's would
certamlv roceive a considerable shock when
he heard about the escapade. But what did
it matter? “They were off—bound for Flan-
ders—and they could afford to leave the future
to look after itself!

It was while the big biplane was crossing
the Channel that Nipper suddenly remen-
bered about Mrs. Compton and the coal they
had intended delivering to her.

But by then, of course, it was too late, and
the juniors, genuinely ashamed of their for-
getfulness, realised that they could do no-
lhmg—ior the tnnc being, at any rate.

“Never mind,” said Nipper comolmgly
“We'll deliver it when we arrive back in
Lngland—Dbetter late than never, you know !”

CHAPTER 20.
The Old and the New !
ANDFORTH looked

rather aggrieved.

“Well, it’s a
swindie!’”” he said
scornfully. “I thought
we were going to
have a jolly long trip, with all sorts of excite-
ment on the way, and here we are, prepar-
ing to land, and absolutely nothing has hap-
pened‘ 4
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“What did you expect?” asked Church.
“Did you think that we should turn two or
three somﬂrsaults and land in the sea, or
something ?”

“How could we land in the sea?”” demanded
Hundforth. “The whole thing’s a fraudl We
thought it wuas going to be exciting, with
lots of ad\entmea, and we’ve been travelling
along just as smoothb as though we were
in a railway train.

*his, of course, was true enough—hence
Handforth’ s disappointment. He was a fellow
who loved adventure and excitement, and
travelling in one of the modern passenger-
carrying aeroplanes was all too mild for a
fellow of Handforth’s temperament. As many
aerial passengers have diecovered for them-
selves, flying is a rather dull business, and
on the cross-channel services many passengers
habitually fall asleep.

From the windows, as the big aeroplane
was gliding downwards, the juniors could
see a large vista of ﬂah]ookmg country,
wooded here and there, with towns and vil-
lages dotted about. It was a perfectly clear
morning, with brilliant wintry sunshine. The
\\eathel, indeed, was as perfect as it could

\thn, at iast, the machine landed—evi-
dently at a prepared spot—a number of
Belgian mechanics came hurrying round, and
there were some officials, too. It was not a
fully equipped aerodrome—Dbut merely a large
stretch of grassland. But George, it seemed,
had made all the preliminary arrangements,
and the aeroplane was expected.

“Where are we?”’ asked Handforth, after
they had climbed out, and were once more
standing on terra firma.

“Somewhere near Ypres I think,” said
Nipper, as he looked at the l.md.(,apc with
interest. *“That must be Ypres, over there.
The idea was to bring the stranger straight
to the scene, you see, He has been plumped
down right on the vital spot, as it were.”

There was very little delay in moving off.
Colonel Glenthorne had taken the patient by
the arm, and he was walking away towards
a tree-lined road which bordered the end of
the landing ground. Apparently there had
been a deliberate object in coming here, away
from any definitely civilised centre.

“Well, what shall we do?’ asked Nipper,
as he glanced at the other juniors. “Shall
we wait here, by the aeroplane, until they
come back, or would it be betier to go with
them 7’

“(Go with them, of course,” replied Hand-
forth firmly. “We want to sce what hcppens
when the poor chap recovers his memory.”

“If he does!” said Church.

“We must hope for the best,
said Handforth, in a eombre voice.

For once, the mighty Edward Oswald was
feeling rather subdued. There was & certain
solcmmty about the occasion—which was very
apparent now. At first, the juniors had re-
g.uded this trip in the light of a pleasant,
exciting little jaunt, But row they realised
its full significance.

3

anyhow,”’
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So, leaving George with the acroplane, the
juniors followed closcly behind Colonel Glen-
thorne and his companion. There was much
to interest them—although there were not
many .indications that this had once been
a battle-scarred war zone.

They were, in fact, fairly within the
Salient, and before long—after walking for
some little time—they found themiselves west
of Zillebeke l.ake. Colonel (lenthorne
paused here, and pointed.

“There, in that direction, was Shrapnel
Corner,” he said. “Does it bring anything
back to your mind ?”’

“Nothing!” said the stranger, shaking his
head hel])](“:bly “Tt is most pe(uhm-ﬂnost
exasperating. I feel, within me, that I know
all this ground- that it is \';Lgucly familiar.
And yet I cannot recall anything definite.”

They looked across the railway embankment
—towards Zillebeke Lake. They looked over
the sloping ground north of the Lake, where
the British Datteries had once tried to dig
themselves in, but had found it impossible to
do so, owing to the all-pervading mud.

They walked on, and ecrossed the railway
at Shrapnel Corner, and ugain the colonel
paused, X

“By gad, this was a spot?’ he said
solemnly. *‘Remember how the ammunition
column drivers and transport men often came
past here in a tornado of shells? Do you
remember how they had to wait, poor beg-
gars, while killed horses and men were cleared
out of the way?”’

“I seem to remember a little!’ said the
other huskily. “Ves, this ground is more
familiar than I first thought. It seems to me
that I can see But, no, it won’t come
clear!” he added helplessly.

In 1917 this same spot had been a mass of
mud and shell holes and dugouts; as far as
the eye could sce, there had been nothing
but trenches and scarred tree stumps. Now
there was a very great difference—tilled fields,
well-laid-out roadways, cattle grazing uncon-
cernedly. Ten years ago, too, this ground
was nobody’s property. To-day it was pri-
vate—and one had to keep to the roads and
footpaths, otherwise one was trespassing.

The colonel shook his head rather sadly
as he looked at it all.

“T'm glad to see it changed so much—glad
to see that the scars of war have Been so re-
moved,”” he said. “But I’m afraid this scene
i3 of little value for our purpose. It is so
different—so utterly changed.”’

“What are those ?”’ asked the stranger sud-
denly, in a rather queer voice, as he pointed.

“Eh? Which?” said the colonel, starting.

He turned, and looked at the objects that
the other had pointed out. He recognised
them at once.

‘“Pill-boxes!” he replied. ‘‘Gad, how they
pereist! Four or five of. them, ¢h? Shall we
go and give them a closer mqunon" We
may be Lxmlm&smg, but I don’t think it will
matter.”
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Thirty or forty vards from the roadway
these old German pill hoxes were still stand-
ing—mellowed by age somewhat, but still
grim reminders of those dreadful war dayg!

CHAPTER 21.
The Colonel’s Trick !

IPPER and Handlorih
and the other juniors

hung back while

Colonel Glenthorne

and his  companion

penetrated into  oue

of those ramshackle old pill-boxes, Truth to

tell, they were beginning to fear thut the
experiment would fai

“Well, as far as I'm concerned, it's a

frost,” said Handforth firmly. “Somebody

said that we were coming to a battlefield.
And all we can see is ordinary-looking ficlds
and roads—with villages between.”

“But, my dear ass, you didn’t expeet fo
find the place just the samo as it was during
the war?” asked McClure. *“It’s over nine
years ago, you must remcmber—and nine
years is a long time. 'These Belgian farmers
have been doing some pretty wonderful
things -

“Hallo!” interrupted Reggic Pitt.
at the colonel!”

All the juniors staved, for Colone! Glen-
thorne had appeared at a rough opening in
one of those concrete pill-boxes, and he was
pointing out across the ficld into the distance.

“There they come!” he shouted hoarcely
“Now then, men! et ready!
be five hundred of the devils, if one!
surrounded—and  we've got to go
fighting !

“What the dickens —-—" began Handforth,

“Hush ! whispered Nipper. *“There
be some reason for this!” .

“Look

There m
We're

down

must

“Yes, we'll go under ‘nr’hng' d yomtd tho
colonel at the top of his voice. “No sur-
render, then! And we won’t be taken
prisonora’! Come on—let’s go out to mect
them! Let’s show them what we're made
of 1”

With a jump that was extraordinarily agile,
considering his bulk and strength, Archic’s
father leapt through the opening and charged
at the imaginary cnemy. Immmediately behind

him came the stranger, his face flushed, his
eyes glittering.
“Leave this to me, Henderson!” he

shouted. “You stay therc, man!
behind that shelter——"

He broke off abruptly in the middic of his .
sentence.  For in getting out of the jugged

You keep

opening he went sprawling: a wild sort of
cry escaped him as his head struck the
ground.

Cotlonel Glenthorne, cried
out aloud with alarm.

“Good heavens!” he exclaited.

turning sharply,

“T'd no
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ideca—— - Boys—bhoys—come here quickly!
The poor fellow has stumbled and =

But the stranger was alrcady struggling to
his feet, and he had unconsciously gripped a
wooden stake which had been lying near him.
He was upright now, and contemptuously he
brushed aside a trickle of blood from a gash
in his forchead,

“Have they gone?” he muttered hoarsely.
“1 don’t sccin io remember——  What?
Why, where—"

“Never mind about that!” shouted Colonel
Cienthorne  harshly. Don’t stand there
staring at me, you fool! Don't you under-
stand that we're in danger? Quick! What's
yvour name? What's your regiment? I've
got to know——-"

*Compton, sir—Major Compton,” said the
other hoarsely. “I1 was—"

He broke off, and a quick light leapt into
his eyes. Then, as hie stared at Colonel Glen-
thorne, all the cclour fled from his flushed
face.

“Why, what did I say just now?” he
asked, passing a hand dazedly over his face.

“You eaid that your name was Major
Comipton,” replied the colonel quickly. “Man
alive! Don’t you understand? You've told
me your name! You've told me——"

“Compton!” yelled Handforth. *Then—
then——"

“Shut up, you fathead!” muttered Nipper,
pulting his arm. “Don’t interrupt him now !”

“But I'm thinking of that woman in the
cottage—""

8o are all the rest of us!” said Nipper.
“PBut let him recover his memory. It may
have been the colonel’s trick that did it, or
it may have been that fall. Probably both of
them together.”

The stranger was swaying somewhat, and
Colonel Glenthorte held him firmly.

“Steady !” he said soothingly.  “Take it
casily, major. T think you'll be all right now,
but yvou muctn’t strain yourself.”

“It wasn't the fall?” said Major Compton
quietly. “That was nothing—nothing—just a
scratch,  But for the moment I was living
back in the past—and I seemed to sce—-"

“By gad!” interrupted the colonel, with a
start. **Major Compton, That name seems
familiar to me now. Aren't you the man who
took one of these pill-boxes single-handed?
Aven’t you the fellow who was awarded a
V.C. for conspicuous bravery ?”

“It was nothing—absolutely nothing!” said
the other. “I was awarded the V.C., I will
admit—but T did not deserve it. Let us think
of something else. T'm trying to recall
Yes, 1 am remembering things now. Tt is all
vague and indistinet, but everything is be-
coming cleaver.”

He turned aszide for a moment, and the
colonel made a motion towards the juniors,
but before they could obey—before they could
move off—Major Compton turned again, and
now his eyes were filled with alarm.

“Yes, by heaven,
muttered huskily.

19

I can remember!” he
“I went to London, in
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answer to an advertisement—I went to get a
job.  And my wife—my children! I lefs
them, and—— What is the date?” he went
on fiercely. “Tell me, what is the date to-
day 77

He was told, and he uttered a groan.

“Five weeks!” he panted. “That was five
weeks ago!  And when I left that cottage my
wife had nothing but a few shillings—and a
prorlmso from me that I should write and
send——"

‘“Hold on, sir—hold on!” shouted Hand-
forth, running forward, “There’s no need
for you to worry yoursclf. Mrs. Compton is
all right—although I belicve she’s been going
through a pretty rotien time lately. And the
kiddies are all right, too!”

The major scized Handforth so firmlv by
the shoulders that the leader of Study D
winced.

“How do you know ?” he demanded.
me! How do you know ?”

“Why, we saw Mrs, Compton only yester-
day,” said Handforih, trying to struggle
frec. “And we were going to take her some
coal this morning, but owing te the excite-
ment of this trip, we forgot all about it.
Still, we intend delivering it immediately we
get back.”

“Yes, we completely
Compton!” said Church. It was too bad of
us! We were so keen to come on this trip
that we overlooked—"

“You tell me that you saw my wife
yesterday 2 interrupted Major Compton
breathlessly. ““Is it possible that—— I left
hqr there, and it was my intention to return
within a couple of days. I told her that I
might be two or three—perhaps a weck. I
left it indefinite, because it was my idca to
surprise her when'I returned. Thank Heaven
she is still safe—and my children are well
too 7"

“They’'re not only well, but before the
day’s out we'll have them all comfortable
too!” said Handforth firmly. * You can leave
it to us. sir—and the sconer we get back to
England the better! We've had enough of
this place!”

“Tell

forgot about Mrs.

>

CHAPTER 22,

The Re-union !

T had scemed to the
boys that the oui-
ward trip had been all
too short. But on the
journey home, it
soemed to them that

it would never end. They were anxious to
get back, and they had lost all count of the
hours. Actually, the afternoon was well on
its way when the aeroplane dropped once
again into Colonel Glenthorne’s park, and
alighted safely on the rolling grassland.
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“Well, we're back, anyhowl" said Nipper,
as he climbed down. “And now, you chaps,
the best thing we can do is to buzz off to
the school as quickly as we can!”

“We' re not going back to St. Frank’s
until we’ve delivered that coal!” interrupted
Handforth firmly. “We've got to finish our
job. Besides, we want to sce what happens
when Major Compton gets back to his wife
and kiddies.”

During the return journey, the juniors had
discussed the situation in all its bearings. And
they had marvelled at the singular coincidence
—at the fact that that unfortunate lady should
be the wife of the stranger who had been
wandering about in the district for so long
a time.

Some of the fellows had wondered why

Mrs. Compton had heard nothing of the
“wild man ”--and they had wondered why
she had not made any inquiries for her
husband.

But the thing was quite clear, really,
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had heard rumours about the ‘‘wild man,”
she would never have connected him with the
major,

In jusi the same way, the newspaper para-
graphs concerning the unfortunate officer had
had no result-since Mrs. Compton had never
seen them, and it turned out that the major
had no intimate relatives.

Immediately upon arrival, Colonel Glen-
thorne had one of lis cars brought out, and
they drove off for the cottage.

The boys, very enthusiastic, hurried back to
that hill where the little Austin had been left.
There they found it- backed into the grass
border of the road and left derelict. Dut they
brought petrol now, and within a very few
minutes the little engine was humming away
as industriously as ever.

All the bicyeles were there, too—just as
they had been left. It seemed very wonder-
ful that all the juniors had been to Flanders
during these intervening hours.

“I'm not sure that we ought to deliver this

For it scemed that (“olnl nO\v’,’" said
}\d(‘; jor (;;)m};ton van ‘L\‘il‘pp(’l'. Y lxl«: ;’léll‘:;.-
1ad  gone on- ion  ts changed,
don, telling his wife 1 you Lknow. The
that hef would fbe MORE TO COME = = ;x_nlujm' ] mightl not
awi b 3 ’ . . N t—% we
a:;g an()(; tﬁab (l"x‘; NeXt week S magnlﬁcent Free C‘lft ('l;ut‘t ll(o('l‘)L ':l(]) Hrall
would write to her is only the first of a series. Think spoof that The

from his lodgings in
town. Actually, he
had written, telling

of it, boys!
decorate your

You will be able to

den

ordered fthe  coul,
v - can we?”
Wlth mOdelS “That docsn't

her eﬁmt hhe had of the world’s fastest racing cars. maiter!” said Halml-
secure: the post [ forth brisk!y.
that he had hoped Somethlng to be prOUd Of’ eh? “Welve got the
for, and almeost im- And won't your paIS“those who stuff, and we know

mediately after the

are non-readers of the NeLson LEE i,

jolly well that Mys..

letter had been . ps , Clomplon hasu’t any
posted, his mental LiBrRARY—be envious ? rhey 1l fire vi So this coal
derangement had want to scrag you for not letting is jolly well going
e them know about this wonderful to: b defivored.  If
not tell  exactly A vou chaps don’t like
when, or how, he offer, so you had better safeguard fo come with ie,
had lost his memory. yourse]f and I'll go alone!”

But for many weeks But the other
— for months — he TELL YOUR PALS NOW! § iecliows were on-
had been seeking a ihusiastic  for  the
work, and the con- completion of their
stant strain had told task, and, bhefore

upon his constitution to such an extent that
he had not been able to stand it.

It was obvious that he must have wandered
down into the St. Frank’s district by some
sort of instinct—but, instead of finding his
way to that little cottage, he had lurked in
the wood, probably because he knew it all
by heart. He was an old St. Frank’s boy,
and all recollection of the past years had
faded from his mind. Ic had been living
again in his boyhood, and so he had never
known that he had been within a few miles
of his wife and children.

It was just as natural that Mrs. Compton
had known nothing of her husband’s plight.
For she had waited there, without news-
papers, and without communication with any
of the townspcople. She had believed that
her husband was in London, and, cven if she

1org, the procession was once more zoing on
its way, as thongh therce had been no inter-

ruption.
“Well, here we are! said Handfortl,
they came within sight of the cotd

“There's the colonel’s car standing outside,
too. What do we care? Who's going to lend
a liand with these sacks 77

Everybody expressed his willingness, and
within another minule the juniors were going
up to the door of the coltage in a procession
with sacks of coal on their shoulders. Iand-
forth led the way, and he thumped heavily on
the door,

It was opened by the colonel, and he cpenad
his eyes in wide surprise as he saw that -
usnal speetacle.

“Why, good gracious,
demanded.

wha(’s all this?” he
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‘We've brought the
Handforth brightly.

“The coal?” said Colonel
“ Pt I don’t——  Ab, of course!”
*(eme in, young man—come in!

You wani the coal, Mrs. Compton 7’

Myrs, Compton, who had been standing with
her 11 band near a little windoyw, moved for-
ward, and thc light of recognition came into
ber eves as she saw the St l‘r'mk fellows.

“1 didn’t know that any coal was ordered,”
she said. “And I am quite sure that thesc
Lovs have brought it on their own initiative.
O, Frank, you don’t know how good they
have been to me!”

“1 think T do know!” said Major Compton
quietly,  “There’s nothing much that I can
say, and still less that I can do. And I am
not going to be foolish enough to refuse this
coal, since I know that we need it so badly.
Bring it in, boys—and I hope that you will

vnders and that we apprecmto—_—

*Oh, cheese it, sir,” said Handforth un-
comfortably. “It’s nothmcr We've got the
«tuff, and we want to get nd of it. And some
of the other feliows have gone into Edgemore
on their bikes to get some milk and a joint
of meat, and R

“ Good lads—good lads!” chuckled Colonel
Cilenthorne.  “That’s splendid! Didn’t I tell

vou, Mrs, (,ompton that these boys were true
Yue? They’ve been interested in your hus-
band ever since he appcared at St. Frank’s,
and, by gad, T'll sec that they don’t reccive
puxm[nmnf for being absent from school
to-day. Tt would be an infernally unjust thing
if they were flogged for their generosity. ril
co and see the headmaster myself, and, if he
doosn’t sce Jreason, Tll—1'il— But he will
see reason!” he added fiercely. “He won't
be able to do anything else!”

“Do you nund mh rviewing  the Head
Lefore we get back, sir?” asked Y\ippcr, with
grin. “1 think it “nl be the safest way,
ou could manage it.”’

Ihe colonel chuckled.
“Yes, I rather think it would!” he agreed.

coal, sie!” replied
3 P

Glenthorne.
he added.
\\'hcre do

CHAPTER 23.
All Serene !
RCHIE

THORNE
father

GLEN
led  his
aside, ten
minutes  later, and
they paced up and
down the lanc, some
little distance from the cottage.

“There’s one thing I want to chat about
pater, before we buzz back to the school,”
suid  Archie sclemnly.  “Now, about this
chappiec—about the good old major, I mean
to say, what about him?*’_

“Weali, it scems to me that everything is
very :au\fnctm\ now,” replicd the colonel.

“He  has recoxcxcd his memory, and  his
.ljun after all, is only a graze., He has
been restored to his wife and children, and,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

so far as the matter is
ended.”

* Absolutely

we are conccrned,

not!” said Archie firmly.
“Good gad! Ended? I suppose you mean
ended ?  Without wishing to be posxtnoly
impolite, pater, kindly be good cnough to
talk sense!”

“What, cxactly, are you trying to get at,
voung man?”’ asked his father sternly.
“*What idea have you got in that peculiar
mind of yours?”’

“Well, it's like this,” said Archie. “I
mean, about Major Lompton Here he is—
a priceless sort of chappie, with a priceless -
war record. In fact, he’s priceless in all
sorts of ways. An old Boy of 8t. Frank’s,
an ecx-oflicer of the Army—a distiuguishcd
soldier—and the poor cove is absolutely
without any work. What about it? I mean,
just think of his pozish! An cducated gen-
tleman—an officer—going abcut, practically
starving. Can’t something be done?”

Colonel Glent }‘mncs expression softened.

“So that’s what you're getting at, is it ?"”
he asked, *Well, 1t’s rather a delicate sub-
jeet, Archie. I understand that Major
Compton has no work at all. The post he
was affer in London—quile an insignificant
position—was filled when he arrived. And I
believe that he earned a few odd shillings in
a manner—— Well, he didn’t quite like to
tell me, but I gathu' that he was not averse
to doing m(‘mal work in order to keep the
wolf from the door. But I agree w ith you
that it is all wrong. A man like Major
Compton deserves a goecd position in life.
Alas! I am afraid that many of our valiant
soldiers are to ddy fighting hard for their
very existence.’

“But when we come upon a casc that we
can help, pater, why can’t somecthing be
done ?” asked Archic. “ 1T know, of course,
that we can’t offer charity, or anything like
that. Dash it all, therc’s” a question of
pride, what 2"

STE e will lelmw your mind m any way,
Archie, Ill tell yeu something,”” smiled his
father. “Within a month from to-day, the
steward of my cstates is resigning his po=t #
“(Good gad!” said Archie. “Old Jevens?
Yeu don’t absolutely mean to tell me that

goz »d old Jevens is rohnnrﬂ’
“After thirty years’ faithful service,”
nodded his father.
“Well T'm dashed!” cjaculated Avchie.

dear old Jevons has been part of
And so the old boy

“T mean,
the estate, as 1t were.
is retiring, what?”

“Yes, and I shall be requiring a capable,
trus t\smth‘, mau to take his place,” said
Colonel Glenthorne thoughtfully.  “I don't
know, of ccurse, \vhethox Major Compton
will be qualified for such a post—but I have
it in mind to give him a trial. It is a gen-
tleman’s position, of course, and I am hoping
that the major will find it acceptable. At
all events, I intend to imstall him on the
Glenthorne estate at once—as assistant
steward. If everything goes well, he will be
a permancncy there.”

(Concluded on page 40.)
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Written specially by
WILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE

of the Fifth Form at 5t. Frank’s.

WHAT'S HAPPENED 1IN
Robert Wellington Jones has unecxpec-

tedly inlerited a moth-eaten school ut
Snayle-in-the-toliow, Fssex. He has dis-
covcred that Dr. Cohb Webh, the

whiskery headmaster, has been doing «
considerable amount of twisting for many
years. While the Head has gene to
London, to effcet Jones' dismissal, Jones
has entircly redecorated the school, with
the help of the bLoys. Untii now, Dr.

Worse and Worse !

- ES,” said Dr. Cobb Webb angrily to
i Mr. Muggeridge, who was looking
very solemn, “we’ll find this—this
impudent young puppy, and you

shall dismiss bim instantly !

Mr. Muggeridge merely muttered
thing unintelligible under his breath.

Then suddenly, and with a roar that re-
sembled the foghorn of an Atlantic liner,
Dr. Cobh, Webb raised his voice.

“Jones!” he bellowed, ‘““Jones!
it, where are you?”

But there came no reply from Robert Well-
ington Jones, and the ¥ead suddenly
glancod at his watch.

‘“Ah, of course!” he said, with a gulp,
* Jones is obviously taking the school at prep

some

Confound
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PREVIOUS CHAPTERS:

Webb believes that Jones is
assistant masier, and he harbours
deiusion that all will still be well.

him is o certain ** Mr. Muggeridge —but
Dr. Webl does not know that this meck
gentleman s really one of Jones actor
friends, and that he is playing a part,
according to Jones instructions. So now
let us carry on with this week's treat!

merely an
the
With
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in the class-room! Come, Mr. Muggeridge—
we must go to the class-room at once.”

“Anything you say!” nodded Jones pal.

“And what is more, we will humiliate this
outrageous young upstart in front of the
whole school!” continued the Head gloat-
ingly. ““T shall expect you, Mr. Muggeridge,
to dismiss him-—to give him his marching
orders in the hearing of all the boys! Wo
have had cnough of this foolery!”

Dr. Webb turned on his heel, and strode
off down one of the passages, keeping well
to the centre of the flooring, as though he
feared that the walls would come out and

hit him. Well, in a way of speaking, they
did so—for their brilliant colouring was
enough to hit anybody.

“QOutrageons!” fumed ihe Head. “Appal-
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ling!
all this within the space of twelve hours!

Jones’ pal said nothing, but he could under-
stand perfectly; he knew exactly what Jones
was capable of! All the evidence he had
secen in Snayle Schiool was as nothing com-
pared to many of Jones’ previous exploits.

Into the class-room they went—only to find
that it was deserted. The walls, of a delicate
vermilion, seemed to mock at the newcomers.
Dr. Webb stared round in amazement. What

" had become of the school? Where were the

boys?

“I cannot understand it!” ejaculated the
‘{oad staring at Jones’ pal in bewilderment.

“Whore are they ? What lias become of
them? What has Jones done?”

“Ah!” said the alleged Mr. Muggeridge.

“There shall be a reckoning when I find
him!” fumed the headmaster. “Of all the

I cannot imagine how the man did

[kl

impudent  scoundrels! e has ruined the
school--he has utterly transformed (lic
place.”

“I don’t pretend to know what it was
like Dbefore Jones took a hand in the
matter.” said Jones' pal, “but T must admit
I can’t understand your point of view, Dr.

Webb.,  What's the matter with the place?
Tt's nice and bright—nice and - cheery!
There's nothing like colour, after all. And
the youngsters rather neced plenty of light.”

Dr. Webb stared at his companion with a
dull kind of horror.

“Put—but, Mr. Muggeridge, you don’t
agree to all this—this decoration?” he asked
frantically. “You don't approve?”

“Well, it looks rather frisky. if you know
what I mean,” said Jones' pal. “Strikes a
novel note in school decoration, eh? I always
was rather keen on originality, vou know.
I'm beginning to think that this fellow
Jones isn't :n(‘h a bad lot as you have made
him out to be.”

The Head tore frantically at his whiskers.

“But where is he?” he panted. “Where

is he? And where are all the boys? When
vou see him, Mr. Muggeridge, you will
change vour mind! You will realise that

unsuited for the position of
school! And I in-
st that he shall be dismissed!”

“Fine!” said Jones’ pal, nodding. ‘“That’s
the way, Dr. Webb! You keep on insisting
—vou show your authority! You're the head-
master, after all, and I'm only the owner
of the place.”

The headmaster gulped—probably because
he suspected that Jones’ pal was being sar-
castic.  Let it be admitted at once that Jones’
pal was thoroughly enjoving the =1tuat10n
and that Dr. Webb's rapidly-growing uneasi-
ness “ as giving Jones' pal a glcat deal of
simple pleasure. In fact, he was remarkably
braced.

“Where is the man?” went on the Head.
“That’s what I want to know, Mr. Mugger-
idge?”

“Isu’t there anybody here who ecan tell
\ou"" asked the other mildly.

Dr. Webb.,

19
Surely the

he is utterly
assistant-master in this

“Yes, ves, of course!” said
The servants! Good heavens!

e
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servants haven't left the place, too? What
is the meaning of this extraordinary mys-
tery ?”

He dashed away, and went into his stady,
with the intention of ringing for a servant
at once. It was far more dignified to ques-
tion the menials in the privacy of his own
sanctum.

Jones’ pal was struck by the dmgmczss and
drabness of the Head’s study—for this apart-
ment was about the only one that had not
been tampered with. It remained ‘““as you
were,” stark in its unbeautiful ugliness.

And there, in the very centre of the head-
master's dcsk, stood a square of cardboard,
and it contained these c¢nlightening words :
“Have taken the school to the pictures. Am
sure that you will not begrudge the boys this
harmless pleasure. Wiil see you when we
get back.—Joxes.”

The Return of the Prodigals !

N inarticulate sound escaped from {he
gap in Dr. Cobb Webb’s face. IHe
seized the ecardboard, tore it into

little pieces, and scattered thom on
the floor. Then he turned to Jones’ pal, and
was just in time to see that gentleman grin-
m~ g awith apmecmt)on
vow, sir!” bellowed the Head. “Isn’t
this enom‘h 27

Jones’ pal pulled himself together.

“Well, of course, I'm not surprised—
lu\ began.

“Not surprised ?”’

“Well, T mean—it’s just the sort of thing
that he would do!” said Jones' pal. ‘That
is to say—— Hang it, I ncarly,forgot!
After all. there’s not much harm 1n it, is
there 27 he added meekly.

“There is a great deal of harm in it, sir!
snapped the Head. “What about the
school's discipline? 'The pictures, indeed !
How daro this—this upstart take my boys to
the pietures?”

“But isn’t it usual for schoolboys to go to
the pictures?” asked the supposed owner.

“No; not in this school!™ replied Dr.
Webb.  ““I never allow my boys to go any-
where! It is my policy to keep them locked
up here—under my own eye! T am always
very particular not to allow them—ahem '—T
should say, Mr. Muggeridge, that I am
always most carcful ¥

As a matter of fact, the old
absolutely know how io go on. He had got
himself into a bit of a kuot, owing to his
rage, and he was thankful cnough when
various sounds from outy.de caused an inter-
ruption  Jones' pal was the first to notice
the disturbance, and he walked towards the
nearest window, curious to discover the next
move in this little game,

“Ah!” he said. “Here we have Mr.
Jones and his young friends. They have
returned, Dr. Webb!”

”

199

hoy didn't

“Now we shall deal with the young
~cmlndml‘ said the headmaster harshly.
“And T am relying upon you, Mr. Mugger-

idge, to back me up. You have secn how



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

utterly irresponsible this young man is—and
you must realise how unsuited he is to the

position. He must be dismissed—and you
aro the man to—-"
“We will see!” interrupted the other.

“You surely must admit that Jones display»
a certain originality—a kind of refreshing
brecziness 1

By this time, Dr. Cobb Webb was in a
condition of sheer agony. For he was be-
ginning to detect a wavering note in the
voice of this young man—whom he assumed
to be the owner of the school. With a bellow
of anger, he rushed for the door, and a
moment later he was outside in the court-
yard.

By this time, the school had all arrived,
and all the boys werg in full view. The
gleams from the lighted windows werc sulfli-
cient to illuminate the whole courtyard.

For a moment Dr. Cobb Webb stood there
goggling. 1t is the only word to be used.
And who shall blame him for this optical
demonstration ? Was there not sufficient
reason for anybody to goggle?

Robert Wellington Jones was at the head
of his boys, and he was smiling and happy.
Every boy carried a big parcel. Some of
these parcels were innocent of wrapping,
and so the Head could casily detect what
they consisted of.

One boy carried a football, another was
strnggling under the weight of a wireless
set. Still another carried a huge loud
speaker. At least three boys were entrusted
with a gramophone, and there were dart-
boards to be seen, punching-balls, boxing-
gloves, and a score of similar articles that
are dear to the heart of a schoolboy.

The Head took all this in with one com-
prehensive glance, and if his anger had been
at fever-pitch before, it was now quite Vesu-
vius-like.

“Jones!” he thundered, striding forward.
“So you have returned, eh? So you have
brought the boys back?”

Jones waved his hand.

“And, as you will see, Dr. Wecbb, they
are all cheery and bright,” he said amiably.
“Now ask you, as man to man, were
these boys in this condition of happiness
prior to my arrival? Cannot you see the
vast and gratifying difference that my advent

has made?”

“What—what are all these things?”
bellowed the Head, pointing to the parcels.
“Where have these boys been?”

“Well, the general idea was to go to the
pictures,” replied Jones. “But on sccond
thoughts we decided otherwise. So we made
a round of the town, and made a few pur-
chases. It occurred to me, Dr. Webh, that
the boys might like to indulge in some simple
form of amusement.”

“You—you impudent young rogue!”
roared the Head. ‘Not content with con-
verting this school into a jazz palace, you
must now go to the town and waste your
money—""

“One moment!” interrupted Jones. ‘‘Not
my money, Dr. Webb.” K
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“What do you mean?” said the Head. “If
it is not your money, whose is it? 'The boys
themselves were not sufficiently——"

“The explanation is perfectly simple,” said
Jones. “All these things have been pur-
chased out of your quarterly salary, Dr.
Webb !

“Out of what?” gasped the Head.

“Out of the quarter’s salary that would
have been due to you within a few days,”
said Jones benevolently. “It is some little
mark of ecompensation, in my way of think-
ing. For years you have been robbing these
unfortunate youngsters, and the timo bas
now arrived when all that irregularity
must cease. In a word, Dr. Webb, your
little game has come unstuck 7

Qocd Old Jones!

F the sky had fallen at that moment, Dr.
Webb would not have been more sur-
prised. Here was this upstart—this
under-master—daring to talk to him in

this fashion! Only by taking a firm grip of
himself did the Head keep his voice under
control. .

“Enough!” he panted. ”Mr, Jones, I
can only conclude that you are mentally
deficient! Here—standing next to me—is the
sole owner of this school I

‘“What about it, Jones?” asked the fako
owner, rather out of his depth.

“Leave it to me, old man,” said Jones.
“T gather that you have done your part with
all your usual efficiency. I rather think
we have arrived at the moment when the
balloon goes up. Dr., Webb, allow me to
introduce myself as Robert Wellington Jones,
nephew of Miss Muggeridge, the sole owner
of Snayle School and all its appurtenances!”

Every boy in that courtyard gulped, and
then, the next moment, a rousing cheer arose
on the night air. So this was the explana-
tion! Jones was the owner—Jones was the
man who could give orders without fear of
the consequences! No wonder he had been
doing all these miraculous things!

As for Dr. Webb, his face turned pale, and
he wilted at the knees. He pulled himself
together with an obvious effort.

“Nonsense ' he bellowed. “Mr. Mugger-
idge is herc—and he is the sole owner! I
have interviewed Mr. Pinch, and a

“That’s all right, old chap,” said Joues'
pal. “That was mercly a bit of bluff on
our part. My name isn’'t Muggeridge at
all. T’'m Ronny Winston, one of .Jones
friends. He asked me to get up this stunt,
just to fool you! Jones is Miss Muggeridge’s
nephew.”’

Jones bowed.

“And as I refuse to dismiss myself, Dr.
Webb, T have no alternative but to dismiss
you,” he said genially. “Not to put too fine
a point on it, I am perfectly safe in saying
that you are a mouldy old twister!”

“8ir!” gulped the Head.

“In fact,” said Jones, “you are several
kinds of a swindler. For years you deluded
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my unfortunate aunt—you wangled the
accounts every quarter, and pocketed money
right and left. You halif-starved your boys;
vou deprived them of the pleasures that
were rightfully theirs, and you allowed them
to live in a condition of continual gloon.
If I weren’t an ecasy-going sort of merchant,
I should have brought a policeman back with
me."”

The whiskery Head staggered, and every-
thing scemed to swim before his eoyoes.
Jixacily how a courtyard full of boys could
swim 1s a problem which we do not intend
to elucidate. So we will let it pass.

“But—but there is some mistake!” panted
the Head frantically., “ You do not realise
that "

“T realise that I am a soft sort of chap,”
said Jones, “I don’t blame you so much as
I blame my poor aunt. She allowed you
to go on in this way, Dr. Webb, and you
took every advantage of her trusting nature.
But you've come to the end of your little
game now-—so you can clear out as soon as
yvou like. I might as well add that if you
have not cleared out at the end of half
an hour, my friend and I will kick you
out !”

 Hurrah "
ally.

“And I gather,” said Jones, “that the
school will willingly lend a hand in that

roared the school enthusiastic-
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Precisely ten minutes and fifteen scconds
later, Dr. Cobb Webb bolted out of Snayle
School by the back door, and exactly what
happened to him after that is unknown. He
vanished—discredited and  dishonoured.
Taking all in all, he was lucky, indeed, to
get off so lightly.

And-—weli, that's the end. Jones, of
course, closed the school forthwith, and sent
all the boys to their various homes. TUlti-
mately, a new headmaster was procured,
and the school was entirely reconditioned.
But that's nothing to do with us. You've
heard the yarn of Joker Jones’ Legacy, and
if you're not satisfied, then we can only
assume that you do not know a good story
when you read it.

If, in the course of this narrative, you
have seen any resemblance between Robert
Wellington Jones and myself, T can only say
that I chose. as my central character, the
finest type of fellow I could think of!

THE EXND.

(The first instalment of a thrilling new
motor serial by Alfred Edgar, entitled
“Sons of Speed ” will appear next week.
Don’t forget, too, that this same issue will
contain the first of our grand Frece Gifts.
Tell all your pals about this wonderful

process, Dr. Webb.” offer—and order your copy IN ADVANCE!)
= 7= . a thing cver occurred again they would be
@DFRJ’AN' lé‘S{ IN }Junished \\'it,dh t}?e ultmost severity.  But the
o S act remained that they were all let off w.th
C) ” ) LRWE@% a caution—and it was thus clear that
p w7 = ('f(r)‘cncl Glenthorne’s cloquence had had

. effect.

,:r,‘ft_s»':',

(Continued from page 36.)

“Pater, you've absolutely lifted a lcad from
the good old mind,” said Archic. “I mean
to say, this poor chappie p

“Yes, I know all about it!” interrupted his
father gently.  “Well, here come the other
boys—and I think they ave ready to go back
to St. Frank’s. So yvou must go with them,
Archie.  And don’t worry yourself about
Major Compton. From to-day onwards he
and his family will be perfectly all right.”

And Archic was thoroughly satisfied on
that point.

Colonel Glenthorne, true to his promise,
went in advance.of the juniors, and by the
time they arrived at St. Frank’s he had
alveady had an interview with Dr. Malcolm
Stafford.  Nobody exactly knew how that
interview had gone—but all the truants were
called on the carpet, and they were obliged
to face the Head.

Naturally, they hecard a rather severe
lecture. They were told of their recklessness
in going off on such a trip without asking
permission, They were informed that if such

“Three cheers for Colonel Glenthorne!”
said the jJuniors, in one voice, afterwards.

The rest of the school, of course, went
arcen with envy when it heard all the facts.
There had been a great deal of talk during
tho day, concerning the mys!erious absence
of so many Removites. All sorts of wild con-
jectures had been made—and all manner of
inquiriezs had been put round.

But now that the affair was over, the
school could talk about it freely—and there
was scarcely a fellow, either in the Upper
School or the Lower School, who wasn’t glad
that the mystery of the “wild man” of
Bellton Wood had been solved.

THE END.

(“ Handforth’s Barring Out!’—the title of
next week’s grand, long yarn—is the first of a
new and novel “barring-out” series. Handy
and. his two chums, Church and McClure, are
eccused of committing a caddish action for
which they are not responsible. The head-
master sentcnees Handforth to a public
flogging, but Handy isn’t taking any.
Instead, the three chums defy the Head, and
start a private barring-out in their study.
Such is the main idea of necxt week’s yarn,
and it is written in Edwy Searles Broolks
usual inimitable style. Make sure you don’t
miss next weck’s bumper Free Gift issuel)
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BOYS ! GET THE
1027~ 8 HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

The new Hornby Book of Trains is ™ the best yet.” It tells the
wonderful story of the Life of a Locomotive—from the day it is first -
planned in the drawing office until the time when, years after, it is
superseded by a new type. It also contains beautiful illustrations in
colours of all the British-made Homby Trains, Rolling Stock and
Accessories, with full descriptions and prices.

Running a Hornby miniature railway is great fun ! The wonderful
action of the Hornby locos, the well constructed Hornby Rolling
Stock, and the wide range of Hornby Accessories all combine to make
a Hornby railway realistic in every detail.

Get your copy of the Hornby Book of Trains to-day (price 3d.)
from vour dealer, or send three penny stamps to Meccano Limited,

Dept. S., Binns Road, Liverpool.
HORNBY TRAIN PRICES FROM 7/6 to 110/-

HORNBY TRAINS

Manufactured by
MECCANO LIMITEDR : Binns Road : LIVERPOOL




The Free Gift of the Year!

REL GIFTS! Why, the very sound of
F the words gives a thrill to most of
us, especially when the nature of the
gifts has beon kept a secret. But
most secrets find an outlet somewhere, and
this week readers of the ‘““Nelson Lee.’—
and other observant people—have been let
into the secret. The coloured cover of this
issue is telling the world what we are present-
ing Free to readers next weck—a unique
coloured metal model of the World’s Wonder
Car, the thousand h.p. Sunbeam—and a beaun-
tifully finished model at that. It was on
this amazing car that Major H. O. D. Segrave
accomplished a feat which might well have
been thought impossible, The Sunbeam was
planned to attain a spead of 200 miles per
hour. It actually reached the total of 207
on one stretch of the Drayton Beach in
Florida. Just think of it, you chaps—this
gallant Britisher was hurtled through space
at the terrific speed of 207 miles an hour.
And a wonderful metal model of the speed
car in which he accomplished this record-
breaking feat is being given Free to Readers
nejt Wednesday !
Something to Treasure!

This handsome inodel—a most perfect little
reproduction of the record distance devourer
imaginable—is a souvenir that will, I feel
sure, occupy a very exalted place in the col-
lections of boys and girls, for its giant parent
has proved to the world just how good and
reliable is British skill.and engineering. I
want all my chums to make absolutely certain
of the N.L.L. next weck; it would be a pity
indeed if any one of you missed this superb
gift. “Order in advance ” is a phrase that
appears regularly in your favourite paper, but
it has a special significance this week. All
readers are strongly urged to pay a visit to
their newsagent To-day and place their order
for next week’s bumper Free Gift Number.
I rather fancy we will all see in this splendid
souvenir of the Sunbeam 1,000 h.p. car a
useful little hint that it and the ‘ Nelson Lee

. Libary ”* have this in common—they are both
putting on the pace. Next week, then!
Don’t forget!
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Yy
The Editor. ’

A Brilliant New Serial!
In view of the fact that our grand Free
Gifts take the formm of metal models of
famous racing cars, it is only right and
serial

proper, so to speak, that the new

which starts in next Wednesday’s issue
should deal with the motor racing track
and all its accompanying thrills. All you

chaps know Mr. Alfred Edgar; well, he’s
written, specially for the occasion, a full o’
thrills motor racing yarn that will hold
your interest from first to last. Til say no
more at this juncture, except that if any
of you fellows miss the opening chapters of
“SONS OF SPEED!” you'll be missing the
treat of the year!
Puzzled!

Well, we are all that at times, and with
far more reason than an ambitious fellow,
under seventeen, by the way, who is out and
out displeased with Fate because his screw
is now only one-pound-five a week. More-
over, he has to do some jolly hard work for
this money. He says he has dodged about
from job to job, and left one bccause he
never saw his home in daylight.  What
should he do about it? Ile likes dances and
reading, and wants more spare cash, for
the bulk of his earnings have to go to his
keep, as is most reasonable. I did not regard
this letter as that of a mere seeker after a
soft job. The fellow who finds a soft job
may think he has got what he wants, but
he is not very likely to get much farther,
and for this reason—namely, that it is not
the soft-job man who wins. It is the real
hard worker who picks up renewed stocks
of energy at various periods of a long day
just because he is keen on the business in
hand. He is no clock-watcher. This is not
a question of any special calling. You may
be in a works with grime on the hands, or
out in the open—that merchant keeps in the
best trim physicaliy—or at a desk in a town
office. It is keenness all the time, and it is
quite right there should be some discontent.
By discontent one does not mean the cultivat-
ing of a grievance. Grievances are no com-
pany for men, and should be scrapped out of
hand. I hope my chum will hold down his
special job until another comes along.

The * Stapenhill Magazine.”

Congratulations to Desmond Richardson on
the ““St. Frank’s Magazine ”’ he has sent me.
This mag. contains articles on radio, cycling
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and other up-to-date subjects. The editor
had to fa}l Lack on writing, as the type-
writer ribbon failed him, but the result, any-

how, is admirable. Those interested should
write tg 22, Astil Street, Stapenhill, Burton-
on-Trent,
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
L. Garritt, 12, King’s Avenue, Burley

Lodge Road. Leeds, wishes to correspond with
readers in Canada, Australia and New Zea-
land who are interested in motors and motor-
cycles,

)Jimmy Cumming, 17, Hay Street, King
Wiiliam’s  Town, (_ape Province, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with Cecil A.
Westrope, 26, Victoria Road, Surbiton, and
M. Koji I\Iuhamed. 191, Arab Street, Smgn-
pore; also with an S.F.L. club with a maga-
zine. He would like to hear, too, from stamp
collectors in Sheffield and Northern Ireland.

Edward A. Morley, 97, Gladstone Avenue,
Noel Park, Wood Green, Lendon, N.22, is
forming a club, ages 14-17, and mchcs to
hear from readers in his dl‘\tlx(?'

E. F. GG, (Member No. 6854), ‘‘Rarisbury,’
128, Little Marlow Road, Marlow, Bucks,
wishes to obtain the ‘“Voyage to the Moon ™’
series of the N.L.I., also the ‘‘Schoolboys’

Own Library = No. 4, entitled: ‘‘The Fight-
ing Form at St. Frank’s.”

Bert Johnston, 22, Miller Street, Essendon,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, especially
i Canada.

Wilfred Moore, 59. West Street, Congteton,

Cheshire, axks readers in any part of the
world to correspond with him. General sub-
hobbies specially; ages 18-19. He also
Masani  Mochivaki of Yokohama to

joots,
USKS

write.
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David B. Bennett, 1, Arnold Place, Tredegar,
Mon., South Wales, wishes to correspond with
readers.

J. J. Hoser-Cook, 0.0., 21, Rook Street,
Poplar, London, E. 14, wcnld like to hear
from readers on matters of general interest
and topical subjects. All letters answered.

F. W, Williams, 15, Cotterell Street,
Hereford, wishes to correspond with readers
who are interested in sport and have sports
photos to exchange.

Chas. V. Brereton, 50, High Street, Con-
gleton, Cheshire, would like to hear at once
from readers in United States, Peru, Spain,
and New Zealand.

E. White, “Oxford House,” Poplar Avenue,
Norwood Green, $Southall, Middx., wishes
to correspond with readers in any part of the
world; ages 15-18.

Harold Dell, Parsonage Road, Ringwood,
Hants, wishes to correspond with readers in
Australia, Canada, Straits Settlements, Ber-
muda and India. All letters answered.

8. W. Boucher, 18, Horsman Street,
Grosvenor Street, Camberwell, London, S.E. 5,
wishes to obtain No. 43, N.L.L., old series.
dated March 25th, 1916.

Edwin F. Ebborn, Mount Leyshon, via
Charters  Towers, Queensiand, Australia,

wishes to correspond with stamp collectors and
veaders interested in photography.

Member No. 6840. 23, Rowlls Road,
Kingston-on-Thames, wishes to correspond
with readers; ages 17-19.

Leonard  Rogers. “Marma,” Rowcliff
Strecr,  Quarry Hill, Bendigo, Victoria,

spond with readers
d like some hints

Australia, wishes to co
in England, and he wo
about cricket.

THE EDITOR.
(Chief Officer.)
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Sparkbrook, Birmingham.

Height Increased 5/ Complete
Iu 30 Days. "™ Course.
No iiances. No Drugs. No_ Dietin

The Me vin Strong System NEVER FAILS.
Send stamp for particulars angd testimonials,
~MELVIN STRONG. LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,
Ludgate Hill, London. England.

Al applications for Advertisement Spaces in this

pubncation should be addressed to the Advertisement

Marager, * The Nelson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
“House, Farringdon Street, London E.C.4,

ALL DIFFERENT

Beautiful clean stamps, includ- FREE
lng sets, mint and used, every one me—

guaranteed genuine catalogued over 25(-.

Simply request approval sheets and send 3d.
stamp (abroad 5d.) to cover cost of postage, pack-
ing and insurance. Only one lot allowed iree to
each applicant. Without approvals, price is 2/-.

R. WILKINSON, Provincial Bldgs., Colwyn Bay.

CUT THIS OUT

*NELSON LEE"” PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

gend 5 of these coupong, with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)
vhrmn to_the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,

E.C.4. By return yon will re xw a’ handsome lever
scif-fillirg FLEET FOUNTAI EN with solid go!d
1+ (fine, medium, or Lroad), ut«uallv 10,/6. Fleet price
/=, Or with 5 coupons only 2 9. De-Luxe Model 2/- extra.
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‘MATCH’

Football
free for

Only 15 coupons per head if a dozen
boys get together and collect.
Made of stout leather and pure Para rubber—a real match-
winner.

AND BING MODEL RAILWAYS FREE

The Bing** Vulcan ’ engine for 175 coupons, tender free. And
the riew Bing Tank Engine, a sturdily built 0-4-0 shunting
model, for 120 coupons. And every necessary accessory for
bmldm:r a complete free model railway. Fill up the coupon
and. send fox the free glft book to-day.

Post coupons to GODFREY PHILLIPS, Ltd.
(Gift Dept. N.L.}, 54, White Lion Street, E.1.
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20 for 114, B D.VO Plain o2
A% o M CIOARRTTES Ok i
“— just like hand made”

COUPONS ALSO IN EVERY PACKET OF
B:D.V. TOBACCO, 11d. per oz.
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