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Handforth felt a curious grip on his arm, a sudden pressure in the small of his back. Next moment he
turned a complete zomersault and landed flat on his back op the platform. Handy’s discomfiture was
increased when he saw that Irene and Co. had witnessed the entire incident.
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The First Yarn of a New and Startling Series!

By 'EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

A baronet in hls own nght «....and yeta boot-boy at St. Frank’ sl
That's the amazing positicn Sir Jlmmy Potts is compelled to take in

order to earn his bread and butter.

But there are no airs and graces

about young Jimmy ; he buckles to with right good will and accepts
the blow Fate has handed out to him without whining.—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
The New Fellow.

" JIVIAN TRAVERS, of the Remove
Form at St. Frank’s, came to a halt
in front of a third-class compartment

on the platform of Victoria Station,

and glanced through the open window.
“Room for a little one?” he asked amiably.
Ten concentrated stares were bestowed
upon him by way of answer. Tor, as it
happened, that compartment held all the

leading lights of the Remove,

Edward Oswald Handforth was there, of

« course—including his faithful chums, Church

and MecClure, of Study Nipper, the
popular Junior Captain, was there. too, with
Sir  Montic Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson.  Archie Glenthorne oceupied &
corner seat, and Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey
and R.xlpl) Leslie Fullwood were much in
evidence,
“What's that?” said Handforth, a4 last,

oo | mere]y asked if there was room for a
little one,” replied Vivian Travers coolly, as
he opened the door. “As I have always
heard that silence gives consent, I'll trouble
one of you to move up a bit. Thanks
awfully 1”

He was in the compartmenh before any of
the juniors could try to stop him, and they
even shiffed up, in response to his request.
Travers sat down, and looked round him
indulgently.

“Train’s pretty packed,”
“Hardly room an)\\here

“Not even in the .first-class
ments?” asked Nipper meaningly.

“Eh?" said Vivian Trayers. “Oh! You
mean this?” he added, with a laugh, as he
flicked the first-class ticket which he held
in his hand, *Confound it! Beastly careless
of me! I didn’t mean you fellows to seo it!”

“What's the idea, you chchy ass?”
demanded Handforth. “If you've got a first-
elass ticket, why don’t you travel in a first-

he remarked.

compart:
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class compartmcnt? What's the idea of
bur"u\g in here?

“Somebody told me that the famous Hand-
forth was in_this compartment,” replied
Travers smoothly. “I also heard, on the
best authority, thabt the redoubtable Nipper
—Captain of the Remove—was to be found
in this select company. Well, naturally I
preferred to travel third.”

All those prominent Removites gazed at
this stranger as though he were a new kind of
novelty, Even Handforth hardly kuew what
to say. It was impossible for him to take
offence, in any case.

“Oh, so you heard that I was in here, ch?”
he said grufly. *““Who told you?”

“Onoe of the fellows on the platform,”
veplied Viyian Travers. “Pleased to mect
you, Handforth. I imagine that you are
Handforth ?” he added politely. “I vas told
te look for a burly fellow with a lot of untidy
hLair, and with a faco that resembled an
Alpine view. Put it there, old man!”

He held out his hand, and Handforth
turned red—while all the other fellows in the
compartment chuckled.

“Oh!” roared Handforth, at last. “So you
were told that T had a face like an Alpine
\lew ¥

“Rugged, you kno\v 1 murmured Travers.
“Ha, ha, ha

“Jolly fmmy, isn't i6?” -bellowed Hand-
forth, glaring round at the other juniors.
“Who the dickens is this chap, anyhow 77

“That's an easy one!” said Travers.
“ Allow me to introduce myself. My name is
Vivian Travers, and I belcng to the Remove
at St. Frank’s. This is my first term, and
I hayven't hed the pleasure of visiting the
school yet. T've been told that I'm in for a
wonderful  time. According to all the
rumours, St. Frank’s is the only public school
in the length and breadth of the land. The
others are simply ©also-rans’.”

“Well, that's about right, after all!”
chuckled Reggie Pitt.
“Hallo! The train’s starting!” said

Tommy Watson.© “It’s too late to chuck this
cheeky merchant out now, even if we want
to. We don’t stop.until we get to Bannmvhn
—and that’s nearly the whole distance.”

“That’s good!” said Travers. “We shall
be able to get nicely acquainted.”

“If this were a coxndor coach, we’'d buni:
you out into the passage in two ticks!” said
Handforth aggressively. " “So I’\c got a face
like an Alpine view, have 17"

“My dear fellow, I was quoting the remark
of =omebody else,” said Travers smilingly.

“Who was it?”

“How on carth should I know that?"
asked Travers. “I don’t know anybod
name yet—I'm merely a little ewe-lamb in
the fold.”

“Well., you scem to be pretty cool—for a
new kid!” said*Nipper, with a grin. “Most
new kids are as shaky as the dickens for the
first day or two. ‘don’t think you'll show
any of the recognised symptoms, Travers.”

“Why should 17" asked Travers languidly.

“\Vhat’s the good of being nervous? Vou're
only boys—and I'm only a boy. Why have
a lot of foolery about g(,ttlng acquainted ?
I'm booked to be with you for good now, so
we might just as well start in a friendly
fashion at the beginning.”

In spite of themselves, all those Removites
in the compartment felt drawn towards
Vivian Travers. There was something re-
freshingly different about him, He was cool
calm, and yet, in some_ indefinable way,
was not in the least bit supercilious. An
the fact that, he had deliberately come into
a crowded third-class compartment, when he
could have travelled in luxury on his first-
class ticket, was undoubtedly a compliment.

Yes, this new boy was a novelty.

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth Doesn’t Approvel
NTRODUCTIONS all

round were made, and
Vivian Travers
solemnly shook hands
with every junior in
turn. Without any question, this new boy
was very, very likeable.

He was rather tall, about the same age a3
the other. juniors, and he was exq!
dressed-—although his att howed al
no sign of foppishness. Archie Glei
who was the St. Frank’s expert in
took to the new fellow at onee.

dress,
Anybody who
could attire himself with the taste of Vivian
Travers was one of the right sort.

“Well, now we're all acquainted,” said
Travers, at length. ™I understand that you
valiants are the famous leaders of the recent
barring-out 2

Handforth frowned.

“Don’t remind us about the barring-out I
he said grufily. “We're trying to forget it.
We lost most of our (hrh(mﬂs holidays
because of that revolt, and we’ve only been
home for just over a week. Still, we wonl”
hc- added, in a satisfied voice.

A‘v.f.uya”) you won,” said Travers. “I
couldn’t imagine such fellows as you
admitting  defeat. Rather an  exciting
business, wasn t it?

“In a way, sud Nipper. “But weld
rather not talk about it, if you don't mind,
Travers. We've heard that St. Irank’s is
absolutely normal again now. The Modern
House has been completely repaired, and
when we get back to the school we shan’t see
any sign of the tronble. We want to go on
exactly as we left off—before the barring-out
started ” .

“ Absolutely I”  said  Archie Glenthorne.
“Of course, T entered into the good old sport
with tons of enthusiasm—but now that it’s
all over, I can’t help admitting that I missed
Phipps in the most frightful way. Goo

gad! T don’t dashed well know how I lived
Lhronph that ordeal! Weeks and weeks with-
out Phipps, you know!”




“Horrible!” grinned Reggie Pitt. “Phipns
is this chap’s valet,” he added, by way of
exylanation to Travers.

“Valet?” said Travers. “I didn’t know
we were allowed to -have valets at St.
Frank's.”

“Well. we’re not really,” said Nipper. “But
Archie is an exception. He's such a helpless
sort of fellow——"

“Oh, really " protested Archie.

“Well, he pretends to  be
amended l\lme with a chuckle. “Actually,
he's a bag o turpnsc« When he likes, ho
can be as energetic as any other chap—and
a good deal more sol! It's just & whim of
his to have a valet.”

“And a rather good whim, too, I should
think'!” chuckled Travers,

He felt in his ?‘cket and produced a gold
cigarctle case. Tor a moment, the others
hardly knew what he was dmng——but when
he opened tho case they were no longer in
any doubt. For it was filled with cigarettes,
and Travers proceeded to offer tho case
rou \

I\o thanks!” said Nipper briefly,

“No?” said Travers, “ Anybody else ?”

“No, thanks!” said the others in one voice.

“ All the more for me!” said Travers dryly.

Hoe selected a cigarette, closed the case with
a snap, and flicked an automatic lighter with
his finger. There was a dead silence for a
moment as Travers lit his cigarette and
puﬂ'ml away at if.

y George!"” said Handforth, at last.

There was such a wealth of md:gnatxon and
anger, in his tone that Travers looked up in
astonishment,

“Anything wrong ?” he asked.

“Yos—that cigarette!” roared Handforth.
“Put it out!”

- “Here, steady, Handy!” muttered Church.
“1If the chap wants to smoke, let him smoke!
It's none of our business!”

“He’s not going to smoke in our compart-
ment!” bellowed Handforth,

The others wero silent. They took the
view that, while they did not like smoking
themselves, it was none of their busincss if
another fellow were ass enough to indulge in
it. They did not set themselves up as judges,
and there was really no recason why they
should foree their views upon a stranger.
But Handfortl:, of course, was different.

“Well I'm jiggered!” ho said contemptu-
ously. “And I thought tlus chap was a
decent fellow, too!”

“Ts it indecent to smoke?” asked Travers
wonderingly.

“It may not be indecent—but

help‘c<= '

t i’s dotty!”

retorted Handforth, in a fierce voice, “It's
a beastly habit!”
“Well, of course, I agree with you!”

nodded Vivian Travers.

“What!”

“Smoking is, of course, a beastly habit—
and a most pernicious habit, too, especially
for boys,” said Travers. “I rather admire
vou fellows for being non-smokers.”
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“If you admire us so much for it, why
don’t you become a non-smoker on your own
account ?** asked Fullwood.

“Haven't got will power enough, T sup-
pose,” replied Travers, as he took a long
puff. “Too much fag, too. Not that thore’s
any real harm in it,” he added. “Of course,
if you fellows really object I'll put the thing

ut,”

“Oh, smoke
Reggw Pitt.
pleasure!™

if you want to!” growled
“We don’t want to spoil your

“Don't we?” roared Handforth. “Well,
I do, an}ho\v' Smoking isn’t a pleasure at
all-it’s a vice! And I'm jolly well not going
to let this fathead smoke in front of our
faces like this!”

With one movement he whipped the
cigarette out of Vivian Travers’ mouth, and
be flung it upen the floor of the compartment.
The next moment his heel ground tho
cigarette into fragments.

“That’s what I do with cigarettes!” he
said fiercely. )

Trayers dabbed his mouth with his hand-
kerchief,

“I don’t mind the loss of the cigarctte,”
he said gently, “but if you indulge in that
little trick again, Handforth, will you be
good enough to leavo my hps intact? You
may not know it, but you dragged about half
an inch of skin off my anatomy just then.”

And even Edward Oswald Handforth had
nothing to say!

el

. oo =
g
% - = CHAPTER 3.
A Surprise Packet !
OR a few moments

there scemed to

an uncomfortablo
fecling in the com-
partment. Not that
Vivian Travers showed any sign of sharing

i

9 cll, that’s that!” he remarked, by way
of breaking the silence. “Anybody ecare for
a chunk of chocolate #”

He produced a slab and handed it round.

“I'm sorry about your lip!” growled
Handforth.

“Don’t mensh, old man,”
Accidents vull happen.”
There wasn’t the slxghtc;t trace of annoy-
ance in the new boy’s tone. e accepted
the situntion good-temperedly. Handforth,
who could never qtfarrel with anybody unless
they opposed him, completely melted.

“I suppose it was a bit offside when I
yanked that cigarette out of your mouth,”
he said uncomfortably. “After all, if you
want to smoke, Travers, you can smoke—and
blow you!”

“Let’s forget about it,’* said Travers,

The conversation drifted to football,
although Travers took no part in it. He sat
listening, and after a while he picked up a

smiled Travers.
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magazine and became immersed in it. Tor
a time the other fellows, remembering the
cigarctte incident, treated him rather coolly,
but by the time the train was nearing Ban-
nington the ten juniors were inclined to be
more friendly with Travers.

They could not help being struck by the
fact that he had respected their swishes, and
there had been no further sign of cigarettes.

“Well, we shar’t be long now,” remarked
Reggie Pitt, as he reached up for his cap.
“Nearly nto Bannington, Travers. We
change there.”

“So I understood,” said Tnawers, noddmg
“We take a local train, doun’t w

“Yes,” said Reggie. “Sometlmcs known
as “the Bellton snail.” »

“Ah, well, dear old fellow, we must learn
to ‘bear these trials with fortitude,”  said
Travers, as he roused himself. “Hallo!
Wo're nearlv in the station already!”

He leancd out of the open window and
took a look at Bannington as the train slowed
down against the platform. It was a clear,
crisp January afternoon, and the town was
looking at its best.

“Charming |7 said Tm\ers with approval.
“In fact, bcm\'chmg

“Tt’s not a bad old town,” said Fullwood.

“Well, as a matter of fact, dear old
fellow 1 wasn’t referring to the town just
then,” said Travers. % just happened to
cateh sigcht of two or three young ladies,
waiting on the platform—and, as they appear
to be waving, I imagine that there is a cer-
tain fnnndlmeﬂV I wonder, by any chance,
if the fair Irene is here ?”

Handforth started as though he had been
stung.

“Trene!” he repeated, staring at Travers.
“What do you know about her?”

“Nothing.,” replied Vivian Travers, as the
train jerked to a standstill. “I was merely
informed that one young lady, known as
Irene, was p'lrhcularly attractive. In pass-
ing, I might also mention that I was warned
to look out for something amusing when you
met the young lady, Handforth.”

“Oh!” “said Edward Oswald, breathing
hard. “Something amusing, eh?”

“I have been led to believe that you have
a particularly soft spot for the damsel, dear
old fellew,” said Travers mildly.

The juniors were tumblmg out upon the
platform, and they were grinning. For, sure
enough, the young ladies were Irene Man-
ners & Co., of the Moor View School. Their
own term had started a day or twao earlier,
and as they had happened to be in Banning-
ton they were waiting for the local train to
Beilton.

Edward Oswald Handforth scized Travers
by the shoulder as soon as they reached the
platform. Handiorth had eeen, during that

'S we, that I»e]e & Co. were some
Inlle way up the platform, and there was
iime to teach this choeky new fellow a lesson.

“TLook here, Travers!” gaid Handforth
thickly. “It’s like your blessed nerve to
poke fun at me!”

“My dear old chap—-"

“TIm going to punch you on the mnose!
roared Handforth aggressively. “Ill give
you just ten gcconds to put up your hands—
and then T'll les fly 1

“You mean t.mt 27 agked Travers languidly.

“Yes, I do!’

“Then, as I object to having my nose
punched, there is only one alternative,” said
the new boy, in a tone of resignation.

Handforth did rot exactly know what hap-
pencd. e had rather an idea that Vivian
Travers came close to him, The leader of
Study D felt a curious grip on his arm, and
a sudden pressure in the small of his back,

The next moment Handforth turned a com-
plote somersault, and’ before he could realise
anything else he was lying flat on his back
on the platform, staring up at the wintry

sky.

¥ Awfully sorry, Handforth,” said Travers
cheerfully. “But you aeked for it, you
know 1!

a, ha, ha!”

The other fellows were almost as surprised
as Handforth—for Travers had floored the
mighty Removite with the most consummate
ease, Handforth sat up dazedly, and his dis-
comfiture was ouly increased when he saw
that Trene & Co. had witnessed the entire
incident.

“QGreat Scott!” panted Handforth,
up. “\Vhat—what happened 77’

‘IIa ha, ha!’

tho a simple little trick, 1 assure you,
dear old fellow,” said Travers. *Ju-j -jitsu—
that’s all!”

“Ju-jitsu!”” gasped Handforth, in a helpless
VOXCB

“I am considered to be something of an
expert,”” explained Travers mdulrfem

P

leaping

CHAPTER 4.
Another New Arrival '

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH was
fuming.

“Right in front of
Trene, too!” hc said
—ri—

fiercely. “By George!

“Cheese if, Handy!” grinned Church.
“You can’t blame the chap. You told him
plainly enough that you were going to Y“‘mh
him on the nose, and he only floored you
in self-defence.”

“How were you to know that he was such
an expert in ]u_]ﬂsu"” chuckled MeClure,
“It was just a piece of bad luck for you, old
man.’

Haundforth snorted.

“I'm not sure about that chap!” he said
darkly. “1fe’s got a smooth way with him—
he’s got the gift of the gab all right—but
I don’t trust a fellow who smokes cigarettes!
I believe he’s a rotter!” »

“Qh, come off it!"" protested Church. *You
baven’t had time to judge him yet—and, as
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fir as we’ve seen, he's a pretty good-tem-

pered, amiable sort of fellow. He may be a

silly ass for smokmg, but that doesn’t mean

“to_say thut he’s a rotter.”

h grunted i e

51\91\ than ever.

The famous chums of Study D had escaped

- from Bannington Station, and Handforth
could still hear the shout of laughter that had
gone up as he had dragged Church and

McClure off the platform. After that humili-

ating experience, Handforth hadn’t even had

the nerve to face Irene. He had bolted pre-
cipitately.

Novw, of course, he was sorry that he had
done so—since he had had time to realise
that he had only cut a ridiculous figure.
Well, he would make matters right later on
—when he met Irene & Co. at the school.
In the meantime, he was bubbling with in-
dignation.

Handforth had previously arranged that he
and his chums should leave the railway at
Bannington, and complete the rest of the
journey to St. Frank’s in his Austin Seven.
For Handforth’s little car was waiting for
him at a Jocal garage, where it had been
greased and oiled, and one or two minor ad-
Justmcnta had been made.

“I've never known anything like it!”
Handy said, as he and his chums were speed-
ing along the road in the little car. “Before
1 knew what had happened, I was on my
giddy back I

“Yes, it
Churech.

The Austin was humming along in its
usual valiant way, and the three chums were
by no means eorry to be back in normal
times. After the excitement of the barring-
out, they were looking forward to a feast of
football.

Church and McClure tried to get their
leader’s attention fixed on footer, but it was
an impossible task. . Handforth could think
f  mothing except Vivian Travers, and the

in which he—Handforth—had been
floored on the Bnnmniton platform.

Even when St. Frank’s was reached, Hand-
forth was not allowed to slip into the ordi-
nary run of things,

He was a fellow who disliked changes. He
wanted everything to go on normﬁl\ and
if there was any alteration it upset all his
caleulations. Thus, he was considerably dis-
turbed when he merched into the Ancient
House and found a totally strange boot boy
waiting in the lobby.

“Hallo!” said Handforth,
the dickens are you?”

“Potls, sir!” said the boot-boy brightly.

“Potts, eh?” retorted Handforth. *And
v are you doing hcre, you ass?”

m the page, sir,” said the <trnnmw
“Boot-boy, or whatever you like {5 eall me.”

Handforth didn’t seem to be at a1 pleased.
Yet there was nothing whatever in the new
‘s appearance to upset him. Potts
splendent in buttons and a brand-new
He was a curly-headed youngster,

expres-

was pretty smart!” admitted

staring. “Who

with & cheery smile and an infectious twinkle
in his engs. He was sturdf' and well-built,
and there was an indefinable air of decency
about_him. He looked so clean, so fresh,
that it was almost impossible not to take
to him,

“Oh, so yow're Potts, are you?” repeated
Handforth “Any othor name?”

Jimmy, sir,”” said the boot-boy.

“Well, Jimmy Potts, I should like to know
why you couldn’t have gone into the Modern
House?”

“I'm sure I can't tell you that, sir,” said
Potts. “There was a job vacant here and 1
applied for it. It was Mr. Lee, the HouseA
master, who told me to work in this House.”

ere, cheese it, Handforth,” grinned
Church. “You don’ 1 suppose Potts put him-
self in this position on his own, do you?

Besides, what does it matter, Anyhow’ If
Tubbs is in the Modern House, good luck to
him! This chap will be just as good, I
expect.”

“T'll do my best, young gentlemen!” said
Potts earncstly. “Shall I carry your bags?
If you'll tell mo where to t.n.ko them T'll have
them in your studies in a jiffy I”

They surrendered their bags,
made light work of them.

and Potis

“Just a minute!” said Handforth. .
“You're not a chap from the village, are
you?”

“No, sir,” replicd Potts. “I'm a stran-
ger here.”

“All by yourself, ¢h?”

“YWell, not_exactly, sir,” replied the new
boot-boy. “You sec, my mother has got a
job as housckeeper up at the Moor View
School—and that’s really why I'm here, at
St. Frank's. Mother thonght it would be
rather nico to have me in a job near by,
so to speak.”

“Oh!” said Handforth.
Take our bags to Study D.
a-crown for yourself.”

The boot-boy thanked him with another of
his infections grins, After he had vanished
Church_and McClure scized Handforth and
spun him round.

“Why can’t you leavce the chap alone?”
demanded Church. “What does it matter
to_yet whother his mother lives in the dis-
trict, or whether she lives in Timbuctoo?
Don't be so ]ollv inquisitive, Handy !”

Handforth frowned. :

“Rats!” he said, “The chap may be all
right, but what was wrong with Tubbs?
Why couldn’t we keep Tubbs? I don’t be-
lieve in all these changes!”

“In that case,” said McClure sarcastically,

“All right, kid!
And here’s halt-

“T should advise you to go and have a word
with the Housemaster |
don't want Potls here, and Mr.
listen

Tell .him that you
Lee might
» you, It's far more likely that he'll
s cane and give you a couple of

Edward Oswald Handforth dropped the
subjeet !



CHAPTER 5.
A New Leader for Study A?

IMMY POTTS was
universally liked in
the Ancicot House.
He was proving him-

. self to be extraordi-

narily willing, and the most remarkable fact

about him was that he seemed very reluctant
to take any tips. Nearly all the fellows
were compelled to force l¥mir shillings and
half-crowns upon him, and it was clear that
his- reluctance was not affected, but genuine.

Not many of the fellows were sorry to
lose Tubbs. Tubbs was quite all right in
the main—a thoroughly decent little chap.

ut he had his shortecomings.. He was apt
to shirk his work, and to get out of carry-
ing bags, and it was also one of Tubbs’ little
habits to attach himself to those juniors who
were in the habit of tipping more liberally
than the others.

But Jimmy Potts was quite impartial. He
made himself usciul to one and all.

Not that a new boot-boy caused any com-
ment among the rank and file. Handforth,
of course, was different—but even he soon
forgot all about Potts, too.

This was the first day of term, and there
was much to be done.

It was nearly tea-time now. and the
majority of the fellows were bustling round,
cager to indulge in an extra-special spread
in their studies. Tea on the first day of
term was always a big oceasion. There were
luxuries galore, and special partics were the
order of the hour.

In the Ancient Honse lobby, Nipper was
accosted by Vivian Travers.

“Just a minate, Hamilton, old
fellow.” he said.

“Call me ¢ Nipper,” the same as the other
follows.” smiled the Remove skipper.

“Right you are—Nipper it is!” said
Travers, nodding. “I was going to ask you
abont football.”

“Ask anvthing you like,” said Nipper
obligingly. “Bv the way, have you seen the
Housomaster yet?”

“Yes—your celebrated guv’nor,” nodded
Travers. “T must say, dear old fellow, that
Mr. Lee is one of the best. T like him tre-
mendously. If it comes to that, T like St.
Frank’s tremendously. A topping place, by
what T've seen of it.”

“Youwll like it hetter after von’ve been
here awhile.” said Nipper. “Well, where’s
vonr stude? T suppose Mr., Tee—7"

“Ves—he's placed me in Study A, with a
counle of fellowsy:nmed Swift and Bell.
haven’t met them yet. but T dare say T shall
have that pleasnre nefcre long.”

Nipper smiled.

“1 suppass e mean Gulliver and Bell 27
b vt

dear

-
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“Ah, yes—that’s it!” said Travers. “I
knew it was something to do with * Gulliver’'s
Travels. ”

“Well, I'm not going to say anything,
but—-  Well, you’ll find out soon enough,”
said Nipper. “Anyhow, Study A is just
along the passage—first door, as a matter of
fact.  T'll show you, if you like.”

“Don’t trouble,” said Travers. “I imagine
that Gulliver and Bell are not quite respect-
able, eh? Sporty lads, no doubt? Well,
well! We shall have to see what we can do
with them 1

“What were you going to ask me a
football 7" said Nipper, changing the subject.

“Ah, yes!” said Travers. “Is there any
chunce for a new fellow?”

“Every chance,” said Nipper promptly.
“You can report for practice as soon as you
like—* X

“T’'m reporting now,” said Traves.

1t

“Good man,” said the Junior skipper.
‘“Areiyou keen?”

«“Mé&st frightfully.”

“That's all the better.,” said Nipper. “All

right—you can turn out at the firs" practice,
and youwll be judged by your form. If
you're no good, you won't have an earthly
chance; but if ‘you are good, yow'll have just
the same chances as any of the other fellows.
You probably know that smoking is bad for
the wind.”

“Tve heard a rumour to that effect.”

“It’s not a rumour,” said Nipper bluntly.
“I wouldn't have spoken to you ordinarily,
Travers; but if you want to go in for foot-
ball, it’s my job as Junior skipper {o warn
yon against smoking. That’s all.”

“Tll remember!” said Travers, nodding.

He passed on, and made his way to Study
A. He walked in, and found Gulliver and
Bell wallowing in a haze of blue smoke. In
fact, they were both looking rather guilty
as Travers stood there in the doorway.

“Don’t mind me!” said Travers. “I'm the
new fellow. Mr. Lee has put me in this
study with you chaps, Gulliver and Bell, eh?
Pleased to meet you, dear old feliows. Pul
it there!”

He shook hands with them both, and
although he did not appear to scrutinise them
at all, he gave them a very close inspection.

And he was by no means impressed.

He did not care for Gulliver’s thin and
weedy figure—his skinny legs and arms, and
narrow shoulders. Still less did he like Gul-
liver’s pointed nose and thin lips. And Bell,
with his narrow-chested figure and super-
cilious expression, aroused a feelipg of con-
tempt in Vivian Travers.

But he showed none of these feelings.

“Well, I rather hope that we shall get
on well together,” he said, as he sat down
and opened his cigarctte-case. “I’'m afraid 1
caused you to throw away a couple of per-
fectly good cigarettes, didn’t 1?7 Help your:
selycs, dear old fellows—thé§’re quite good.

“Thanks!” said Gulliver ani Bell,
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*“ Smoking is a vice ! ** roared Handforth.

“I'm jolly well not gqmg to let this fathead smoke in front ot

our faces like this ! ” He leaned across the

whipped the cigarette out

of Vivian Travers’ menth

They were relieved and nleased. It seemed
to thom that Vivian Travers was one of
their own breed. Tt was quite a long time
since they had had a leader: And, leaderless,
Gulliver ‘and Bell were mere nonentities.
Since they had lost Bernard Forrest, the
black theep of the Remove, they had been
innocuous. Trre, Gordon Wallace, of the
River House School, had taken Forrest’s place
for a time, but Wallace had left St. Frank’s,
too, and since then Gulliver and Bell had
been at a loose end.

Iy seemed that they had
leader in Vivian Travers,

found another

CHAPTER 6.
A Surprise for Two !

EA in Study A was a
trained kind of meal,
on the whole. Gulli-
ver and Bell did not
“eotton on ' to th
How’s whimsical ways during that
They hardly kuoew how to take him.
s amiable, and he was pleasant, But
Is of the Remove had an idea that
umusing)lims?}f at their expense.

At all events, they escaped-as soon as the

ke had said that he liked St.

meal was over, and they made their way to
the common-room.

“A queer sort of blighter!” said Bell. “I
don't know what to make of him, quite.”

“I'm not sure that I lik2 him,” said Gulli-
ver. “He'’s too jolly smooth-tongued! And
he’s got too much to about football, t
He conldn’t juw of anything clse during tea.
What the deuce do we care about football?”

“Nothipg—and we let him know it, too,”
said Bell.  “Yet he smokes, and he knows
u lot about cmdvpluying, too, by the way he
was talking.”

“I dave say he'll be all right,” said Gulli-
ver. “It doesn’t do to be too friendly with
a new fellow all at once. New kids only get
swelled head if you start being familiar with
them. Our b policy is to be stand-offish
for a time—just to let him know his placel”

“That's the idea!” said Bell, nodding.

In the meantime, Vivian Travers was loung-
ing in the easy- ~chair Study A, musing over
the cvents of the afternoon.

Taking everything into consideration, he
was thoror, shly enjoying himself. He had
only told the perfeet truth to Nipper when
Frank’s im-
v. e did like 1t. Brt he wasn’t sure
that he liked Cinlliver and Bell. True, it
was rather a relief to xnow that they did
not object to smoking—but, at the same time,
Travers was a keen judge of character, and

mensely
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he had read nothing but meanness and snob-
bish pride in tle characters of his two study-
mates.

“Well, well, why worry?” he wmurmured
languidly, “Are they worth it? Certainly
not! My policy is to go my own rosd—and
bang everybody else I”

A tap sounded on the door, and he roused
himself, :

“Come in!” he called. “I'm going to put a
card on this door reading, ‘Don't knock—
wallk M, Tt saves snch a lot of troubls,
you know.”

The door had opened, and Potts, the boot

oy, stood there smiling, He was carrying
Travers' attache-case, and he was looking as
bright as ever. -

“ Master Nipper told me to bring——"

And then Jimmy Potts came to a sudden
stop, dropping the bag he was carrying.
Every atom of colour fled from his cheeks,
and a startled expression sprang into his
eyes. He stood there, staring blankly at
Vivian Travers, There was something
dramatic in his attitude,

And Travers, starting forward in his chair,
was staring at the smartly-uniformed boot-
boy in utter amazement, There was nothing
pale about Travers’ face. But, undeniably,
he" was startled,

Yet, after that first moment, he rccovered
himself. A slow smile came over his features,
and he waved a hand.

“Shat the door, Potts, dear old fellow,”
he said complacently.

The boot-boy shut the door—hastily.

“I—I didn't know you were here—at &t.
Frank’s, Travers!” panted Potts huskily.

“No, I don’t suppose you did,” said
Travers. “As a matter of fact, I'm a new
fellow—haven't been in tho school for moro
than an hour. Well, a couple of hours, at
the most. What, exactly, is the idea?”

Polts said nothing. Having closed the
door, he just continued to etare at Vivian
Travers. It almost seemed that he was
fascinated by the sight of this new boy.
A little colour was returning to his cheeks,
but his eyes were still full of anxiety and

Well, DI'm  waiting,”
amusedly. “What's the idea’”

“What—what do you mean?”
Potts, at last.

“Oh, come!” smiled Travers, indicating
Potts’ uniform with an expressive wave of
his hand. “What’s all this? What's this
fancy-dress idea? A bet, or something?”

“Oh, you—you mean—this uniform?” asked
the boot-boy.

“ Precisely !

“No, Travers, it’s not a bet!” said Poits
desperately. “I am the bootboy of the
Ancient House,”

“Rubbish 1"

“T tell you—-="

“T hate to speak bluntly, dear old fellow,
but—piffle!™ said Travers. *Great Samson!
What next? Why not come out with the

said  Travers

panted
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yarn, Potts, straight from the shoulderr Who,
did you have the wager with? And, by the!
way, how's Beecleston getting on?”

Potts gulped.

“I—I've left Beccleston, he panted, “T
—left soon after you went, Travers. I never
dreamed that 1 should ever meet anybody
here from Beccleston! Beccleston is right
out in the West of England, and—and—
Oh, well, it never occurred to e thai 1
should meet anybody that I knew!”

Travers smiled.

“Well, it's not a tragedy, is it?” ho in-
quired. “I don’t think we were very close
pals at Beccleston, dear old fellow, but
at least we werc on speaking terms.” An
it would be the decent thing if you told meo
the meaning of this masquerade. What on
carth are you doing here, dressed up .in
that fancy costume, like a boot-boy 7

“I tell you I am the boot-boy !” said Potts
fiercely. I am the boot-boy!”

“You mean it?” asked Travers, leaning
forward, struck by the earnest tone of the
other.

“Yes, T do!” said Potts defiantly,

“Well I'm hanged!” murmured Vivian

Travers, with a whistle. “Well 1 am
banged !”
CHAPTER 7
Explanations !

IMMY POTTS seemed
to recover some of his
composure.  Perhaps
it was Travers' easy
manner  that  re-

assured him—perhaps it was Travers’ friend-

liness and quiet tone.

“Jixeuse me being so sceptical, Potts, dear
old fellow, but you have given me a surprise,”
said Travers coolly, “T’ll admit that it takes
a great deal to surprise me. I'm a hardencd
case. Tven now, ¥ know, I don’t believe

“Well, it's true, whether you believe it or
said Potis.

Vivian Travers pulled out his cigarette case,
selected a cigarette and lit it. Then he
leancd back in his chair.

“Go ahead,” he invited. “Let’s have the
yarn. Great Samson! To think that you've
come down to this, Potts!”

“I'm not ashamed of it!” said the boot-
boy, with sudden fire,

“No, I don’t suppose you are,” agreed
Travers. “You never were a snob, were you ?
Good man! And here you are—a baronet
in your own might, so to speak, filling the
position of boot-boy in the Ancient Houso
at St. IFrank’s! Well, well! There's one
thing about Life—it's always providing u$
with variety.” i

“YWhat a fellow you are, Travers,” said
Potts.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Yes, aven't I7” said Travers.,

“Well, we
have our ups and downs, don't we? Sir
James Potts, Bart. It sounds a bit different
to Jimmy Potts—and yot they're really ex-

actly the same, \\c'l
waiting for the yarn.”

The boot-boy glanced hastily at the door.

“Don’t!” ho muttered, in alarm, *‘Don't
be an ass, Travers!”

“But you are Sir dames !

“I'm not—I m pot! panted Potts.
can 1 be—he:e?”

“Well, I'ls admit it would be rather diffi-
cult for a boeot-boy to go round with a *8i
in front of his name,” acknowledged Travers.

“I could have sworn that you were doing it
just for a joke. I always thought that your
people were rather well off,”

Potts glanced at the door again.

“Is it safe to talk in here?”
cmm)ou

Sir James, I'm still

B

insisted Travers,
“How

he asked

2
g

Iy safe, dear old fellow,” said
Travers. “Gulliver and Bell have gone off,
and I don't suppose they'll be back for some
little time. But you can turn the key in the
lock, if you like—and make doubly sure.

[’utts did so, then he walked across to the
mMc and sat on the edge of it.

“Yes. I'm Sir James Potts—Baronet!” he
said. with a touch of bitterness in his voice.
“When you last saw me, Travers, I was in
the Fourth Form at Beccleston.”

“Jumor skxppcl * nodded Travers. “Good
old {1

vou were o ripping footballer then,
Travers.” said Potts.

“And I'm a nppmg footbm!lcr stx]l ” smiled
Vivian Trave “{t's not my habit to boast,
as you know, but on the sui}cd of ioo(ball
1 am liable to get conceited. And I will say,
with ull modesty, that I'm a pretty hot for-
ward.”

“Beeeleston ! smid Jimmy Totts dreamily.
“Yes, Travers, those wera the days! But
that was before my father died,” he added
qr\mr!-. “That was before.ihe crash_came.’

“1 imagined ihera had been a crash,” said
Travers, nodqu

Ho lcaned forward and patted Potts on the
knee.

“T'm frightfully sorry, dear old fe]]o“,
he continued aking earnestly. “I'd no
idea that things were so bad. I heard, of
course, that your father had died—and I knew
that you were Sir James. But I didn't know
that the family fortunes had sunk so low that
vou could get nothing better \)an a job as

somewhat,
noi quite true,
¢t a beit

Travers.” he said.
er job—but I didn't want

W eu, we all Lave our little idi oqn(mﬂcs,
sumom “Shall T be inguisi-
how it ail happened?”
“The nnkhiug muck to tell,” said
Jimmy. “I orly know that my fathcr got
into the lar of a man named Mortimer
') stockbroker in the eity, Oh,
nothing ercoked about it—nothing

was
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that the law could get hold of. But mother
and I both knew that Mr. Grayson fooled
poor father right and left, and finally rooked
him ous of every penny he owned—out of
every stick of prupe\ty' And it was all dono

“within the law,” as they put it,” he added
bitterly. “Yet nothing can alter the fact
that Mortimer Grayson robbed—yes, robbed

—my father of everything ho owned!”

“There are city men end city men,”
rod Vivian Travers.
an, by the way.”
m mnot saying that all steckbrokers are
the same,” said Jimmy. “I only know that
Mre. Grayson took a mean and contemptiblo
advantage of father's trusting nature.  Any-
how, there was a big crash, and the old home
was sold up, and mothcx and I were left
penniless.”

“No incomne at all?”

“Not a cent!” said Jimmy quictly.
, Travers, there was nothi
no mg' If you want to know the real truth,
quite a lot of money was left owing, Gray-
son tcok the lot—and left us paupers,

“Did this crash come after your father dicd
—or before?”

“Before, of course,” said Jimmy, his eyes
flashing. “It was the crash that caused my
father's death. The shock was such a great.
one—it knocked him completely over—that
he had a kind of stroke, and never recovered.
Poor old dad! Such a fine old chap hc was,
too, Travers—the best in the world!”

Potts paused for a moment, for there was
a big lump in his throat. And Vivian Travers
said nothing. His cigarctte had gone out,
and ho was not even aware of the fact that
it still lay between his fingers.

mur-
“My father is a

“THon-
g—nbﬁolnlel v

CHAPTER 8.
The Boot-boy Baronet !
HAT'S about all thero

is  to tell,” said
Jimmy Potts, at
length.  “You real-
ise, don't you, how

impossible it is for me to use my’ title?
What's the good of it to me? Titles are not
much good, anyhow—and they’re an absolute
burden to anybodv who is bro lke.”

“I can quitz believe it,” said Travers
sympatheticall “Poor old Potts! What
a dirty trick—you having to leave Beecle-
ston, 1 mean. You were such a lion there,
too—with every fine prospect. Everybody
used to say that one day you would be Cap-
tain of the School.”

The boot-boy smiled, and shock his head.

“It’s no good regretting,” he said quictly.
“In this life, Travers, it is better to take
things plu]omphw'\]h I'm happy enough,
anyhow—I'm finding plenty of enjoyment in
this job of mine. And I'm ncar mother!”
he added softly.

“Ah!” said Travers.

“8o that's it, ch?”
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“Yes, that's it,” said Jimay.
“ And where xs—Lady Pocts‘?
“You mustn’t call my u\other Lady Potts!”
said Jimmy earncstly. he's just Mrs.
Potts here, Travers—and she would lose her
job in a minute if anybody got to knovx that
she was the mother of a baronet.”

“But I can’t for the life of me understand

why it was necessary for her to get a iOb at
all,” said Travers wonderingly, “Surely you
had a big circle of friends, Jimmy? 1 mean,

eople of social standing—people who would

My mother wouldn’t accept any help'"
interrupted Jimmy defiantly. “I don
blame her, cither. I've got the same m
dependent spirit. How do you suppose we
could sponge on our frmnds

“No, you couldn’t,” agrecd Travers, at
once. “You're quite right, Jimmy—inde-
pendence is worth everything. DI've always
been an independent beggar myself. Always
chiose my own road—and always trod it. But
couldn't your mother have got a job as a
(fmpamon to somebody, or romething like
t !at

“Yes—tons of them,” replied Jimmy Potis.
“But do you think she could stand it? As
:a companion, everybody would have known
-that she was Lady Potts, and that sort of
thing would have broken lLer up. No, she
preferred to get right away—to start all over
afresh, as it wme«nnd she found a position
as housckeeper in a big girls’ school. It's
. a good position, really—and a lady’s position,
ﬁoa But it's far better that she should he

known as Mrs. Poits. Her title would only
be in the way.”
“A girld school, e¢h?” mused Travers.

“Near here?”
" Yes—the Moor View School,

just up the
road.”

o

Ah, where the fair Irene dwells,” said
Travers. “I've heard of the place—and,
one duy, I hope to become better acqumnteci
with it. 1 have a strange and unaccountable
pumamv for the fair sex. So your mother
is_housckeeper at the Moor View School?
Well done! 1 admire her spirit, Jimmy—
and I admire yours, too.”

“It was only by chance that I heard that
a boot-boy was needed at St. Frank’s,” said
Potts. “Of course, I had to leave Beccleston
—it’s a big school, Travers.”

“\early as bxg as St. Franks nodded
Trm ers. “And quite as oxpensne

“I had to leave, and for a time I stayed
with an aunt of mine,” went on Jimmy.
“But I didn’t like it—I felt that I was living
on charity, you know. And as soon as I
heard that there was a job going here, I
grabbed at it.”

“1 imagine that your mother issued a few
horrified protests?”

“Yes, she did,” said Jimmy softly. “I
don’t mind ndxmthnv that she was absolutely
against it. She wouldn't hear of me taking
a ;ob as a boot-boy. But when I pressed her,
what could she say? If she was earning her
h\mg, why couldn’t I earn mine? And as
Pve never been trained for anything, what
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else could I do? Besides, by coming to St.
Frank’s, I should be near her—and on my
evemng‘i off, I can pop along to the Moor
View bchool and spend an hour or two thh
her That was the whole idea, you see.”
And she thawed when you explained all

tha
Yes, of course,” smiled Jimmy., *The
peopla at the Moor View School know that

’m_her son, but they haven't the faintest
inkling that we're—well, that we’re different
from what we pretend to be. Not that titles
really make any difference. We're far better
off, without them,”

Ves, I can believe it,” said Travers dryly
- \‘\ cll, Potts, I must say that I admire you.
ang it, Travers, 1 don’t want your
admiration,” said Potts awkwardly. “Here
was a chance for me to be at a big public
school, and T seized it with both hands. If I
can't be at a public school as a pupil, then
\\h) not as a boot-boy ?”
“Why not, indeed ?” said Travers,
“Anyhow, here I am—Sir James Potts,
Bart—ready to clean your boots, and run
your errands,” said Jimmy, grmmng “I'm
not o sure, Travers, that I don’t enjoy the
life almost as much as I enjoyed the old I)fe
I feel—well, I feel more independent.
earning my own living, and tl’pnt’s rufhor 1
fine fecling, you know. It gives a chap con-
dence.”

Vivian Travers felt strangely drawn
towards this unfortunate youngster—this boy
who had been with him at Beccleston College
as a fellow pupil, but who “as now at St
Frank’s as a mere boot-boy

It was, indeed, a strange sntuzmon

CHAPTER 9.
Bum’s the Word !

SUDDEN change caine
over Jimmy Potts’
f?ce An expression

of anxiety crept inte

-y his cyes—an expres-

:Jon of suspicion and alarm,

ravers,” he said earnostly,
tell anybody, will you?”

“Tel{ anybody, dear old fellow?”
Travers. “I suppose I'm very dull,
don’t cateh on.

*“I mean, you won't tell anybody at St.
Frank’s that I'm really a—a baronet?”
asked the ooot-boy, “It would seem so
ridiculous—so idiotic! We're both keeping
the secret—mother and I—and it would ruin
everything if a mere hint of the truth got
about. We should hoth have to go—we
should be——"

*“ Anyhody mxght think that you were a
criminal,” interrupted Travers whimsically,

“Well, 1t’s almost the same thing, isn't
it?” asked Potts. “What's the difference?”

“Well, there’s a great deal of difference,
1 J\ould imagine.

(Continued on page 14.)

“you won't

said
but I
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(Cuntmusd from page 12.)

“Oh, you know what T mean,” said Jimmy.
“1t isn’t a guilty secret—we’ve nothing on
carth to be ashamed of—but both mother and
I would .ose our positions if people kuew
who really You won't tell,

wo were.
Travers, will you?” <
Vivian Travers rose to his feet, and

stretched himself.
f it comes to that, Jimmy, I m:ght;.hk

you the same questmn, he said.
won't tel’ \\JH you?”
“Tell what ¢
“Ah, there we have it,” said Travers.

“You're in my hands, in a way of speaking—
and I'm m yours So it will pay us both
to keep quiet. Mum’s the sword, dear old
fellow—mum’s the wordl”

“But I don’t understand!”

“You may be quite sure that I shall say
uothmg whatever about _‘,our true position
in life,” sald Travers. “As far as Um con-
cerned, yowre just the boot-boy., And if
you go on an errand for me, I shall tip you—
whether you hks it or not.”

“Yes, but—-"

“Since you are the boot-boy, you must be
the boot-boy,” continued Vivian Trayers.
“There mustn’t be any half-and-half business
about it. I'll hold my tongue, dear old
fellow~-on condition that you hold yours.”

“What do yon mcan?”

“Silence for silence!” said the new fellow.

And then suddenly Jimmy Potts started.

"By Jingo!” he said sharply. “You-—you
mean that you were sacked 7
“Exactly,”” murmured Travers. “A blunt

way to put it, Potts—a somewhat erude way

to put it. But since it is the truth, who am I
fo complam" Yos, was sacked from
Bc(cleston

I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings-—"

‘”Ihnt‘s all right—my icelmgs are per-
feetly intact,” said Travers. “ At Beccleston
I experienced the doubtful honour of being
publicly cxpelled.  Now, let me ‘see, what
was my sordid crime? There are so many
black deeds in my history that I find it diffi-
cult to pick.out this particular one, Ah, yes,
I remember now!”

“You were caught playing cards, wcren’t
you 27

“A most carcless affair,” said Travers, nod
ding. “In a of sheer al
ness the headmaster of Beccl, d

the middle of a most exciting poker game,
and I can still vividly remember the Head's
explcqs'on when he saw e scooping in the
kitty.”

“'The kitty ?* repeated Cotts,

“The pool!” explained Travers indulgently.

“Quite a big pool it was, too, dear cld fellow
—»:.omcthxu" in the ucxenbcqxhood of twenty-
fivo pounds And as it was my study, and
as_tho other players wero my guests, 1 re-
ceived it very forcibly in the ncck. At cer-
tain changes of the weather I can siill feel
pains in my old wounds,” he added reminis-

cently. “Yes, the headmaster of Beccleston
did know how to lay it on thxckl”

“ Well, Travers, you deserved it,” said Potts
shortly.

“Perhaps I did—in fact, I'm certain that I
did,” said Travers. “I deserved it for my
carelcssness o

But T can’t quite understand hofv you got
here,” said Jimmy Potts. “I didn’t know
that a fellow who had been expelled from
one pubuc school—"

“How he could get into another, e¢h '’ in-
terrupted 'Travers.  “Particularly such a
famous and exclusive public schoul as St.

Frank’s? Yes, that’s whpre youw've hit it,
Jimmy. ‘That’s where you've got me on
toast. No, you sce, if I give your secret away

—and compel you to leave St. Frank’s—you
have a weapon of cqual power in your own
hands. For you can swiftly and unmucxfully
Lave me hounded out of this noble academy.”

“You know very well that you can rely
upon my silence,” said Potts.

* Exactly, dear old fellow,” smiled Travers.
“As I just said—silence for silence, Aum,
in fact, is the word. I don’t exactly know
how the affair was wangled. But it was
wangled, and the wangling was done by my
dear old pater. A great wangler is the pater.
In some mysterious way -he worked the
oracle, and the exelusive doors of St, Franl’s
were openod to me, All the same, 1 haven't
the slightest doubt that if the school
governors got to know my real record, they
would swiftly and ruthlessly apply the boot.

ut where there is ignorance there is bhss
Who are we to disturb their innocence 7”

CHAPTER 10,
The Challenge !

HE next day provided
a rather pleasant sur-
prise for the football
enthusiasts of the
Remoye.

For Vivian Travers, at practice, revealed
the wmost astonishing form.

Handforth, as was only to be expceted,
lad rather turned up his nose at the idea of

Travers being any goud at football. Accord-

into my study. At any ordm:uy time he
could have wandered with impunity. But
his wanderings, on that occasion, led him into

ing to Handforth’s idea, if a fellow smoked
it stood to reason that he couldn’t possibly
be any good at games. But the new fellow
in Study A was not only as quick as a flash
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on the ball, but he rcvealed unaccustomed
braininess in his tacties. And his kecnness
for ithe game was refreshing.

Even Handforth was compellcd to admit it
after Vivian Travers had twice put the leather
past the Remove custodian,

In goal, Edward Oswald Handforth was
well- mgh “invineible. « In many ways, Hand-
forth was a_blunderer. He was clumsy—he
was rash. But in goal ho was a tower of
strength, and n needed a very brilliant for-
ward to send in a shot that would beat the
redoubtable Handforth.

Yet Vivian Travers had Handforth guessing
every time he essayed a shot, And when
Travers did shoot, the leather sped from his
boot like. & six-inch shell. On one occasion,
Handforth didn’t eyon sce it; on another
occasion he did sce it, but it swerved in the
most startling manner and eluded Edward
Oswald’s outstretched hands.

“You'll do, Travers!” said Nipper enthusi-
astically.

“(ood enough for a place in a House
match?” asked Travers, \-mh sparkling eyes.

“(wod enough for a place in the Junior
Eleven,” said Nipper. “As I told you,
Trmnr\ footballers at St. Frank’s are chosen
according to their forh—not according to
the number of terms they’ve been here. In
some schools, perhaps, a new fellow doesn't
stand an c-nrthly chance of getting into the
Eleven. But we’re not like that at St
Frank’s.”

“I always maintained that St. Frank's was
the best of all schools,’” said Travers enthusi-
astically.” “And. by the way—look at me.”

“T'm looking,” said Nipp:

“ Listen to my brmt!xmg,

“ All right—Lm listening!”

“Can you hear any wheeziness 2” went on
the new fellow., “Can you hear any short-
ness of breath ?” =

“What the dickens—"

“I'm just frvmg to show you, dear old
fellow, that the cigarettes have done me no
harm.” said Travers blaudly.

“You silly ass!””

“Of course, it may be the cigarettes,” went
on Travers. “They a special brand—
guarantoed not to injure the throat! The
tobacco is so treated that—""

“Y don't want to hear about your beastly
cigarettest” smiled- Nipper. “If yon're ass
enough to smoke that’s your trouble. But
as soon as you show .any signs of short wind,
it’ll be my trouble. And then you’ll hear
all about it from me. Well, Travers, I shall
put your name down for the House match on
Saturday.”

“That's jolly decent of vou,”
“Thanks, dear old fellow.
sorts of horrid vices.
my virtues.”

Ho strolied away,
everything in general.

“Rummy sort of beggar!
frowning.

“He’s not so bad,” said Nipper. “I can’t
quite understand him—but he can play foot-
Lall all right. What's all the excitement over

said Travers.

5

said Travers.
I may have all
but football is one of
highly pleased with

* said Handforth,
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on Big Side?’ he added, staring across the
field. W] hat are all those seniors gathered
in groups for ?

“There's no accounting for the seniors!”
said Handforth, with a grunt.

1l the same he strolled over towards Big
Side, and it was not long before the juniors
discovered the reason for the flutterings that
were disturbing the wsual peace and
cquanimity of the Senior Eleven,

Fenton and his men were out for practice,
but the seniors, instead of practising, were
standing about, talking—and they were all
looking rather excited,

“What'’s it all about?” asked Handforth,
%s h;s approached Browne and Stevens of the

ifth.

William Napoleon Browne turned.

““Ah, Brother Handforth, I was rather ex-
peclmg such an inquiry, " he said benevo-
lently. “It seems that the worthy v1llagers
have honoured us with a challenge.”

“A challenge?” said Handforth,
“The villagers?”

“Your capacity for grasping a fact is re-
markable, brother,”” said Browne. “You
may, or may not, have heard of one, Brother
Catchpole. It is he who has exploded this
bombshell.”

“Old Joe Catchpole, who works on Holt’
Farm?” asked Handforth.

“I am referring to Brother Bob,” said
Browne. “Brother Bob, I beheve, is a
nephew of the estcemed Brather Joe, And
Brother Bob is the captain of the Bellton
Rovers. The team is, I believe, high up
in the Bellton and Edf’emore District League.
In_the goodness of his heart, Brother Catch-
pole has invited the St. Frank’s Senior Eleven
to a match on Saturday afterncon. I must
say that I ,am all in favour of this spirit of
good will.”

”There's no reason why we shouldn’t
aceept,” said Stevens. “‘Some of the fellows
seem to be a bit sceptical about it.”

“Thev, of course, are tho snobs, Brother
Horace,” said Browne. “T trust that we are
not snobbish at St. Frank's? Let us not
dwell upon such a horifying possibility.”

Handforth seratched his chin,

“Well, theve’s something in the idea,”
he said. “Why shouldn’t “the St. Frank’s
Sonmr Eleven give these villagers a game?'”

“Why not?” repeated Browne.

staring.

echo, like the St, Trank': Senior Eleven, will
‘not’

probably answer

CHAPTER 11
A Word from the Head !

IMON KENMORE, of
the Sixth, sniffed con-
temptuously.

“It’s like the in-
fernal nerve of those
village louts!” he said, with _a sneer. “Do
thev expect the St. Frank’s First Eleven to
play them on their rotten ground? I don’t
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know what these common brutes are commg
to nowadays!”

* Disgusting "’ said Sinclair.

But then, of course, Kenmore and b...lair
were not only snobbish to a degree, hut they
were two of the worst rotters in the Senior
School. Fortunately, there were not many
like them at St. Fraak’s.

Such seniors as Roynolds, Carlile, Stan-
hope and Biggleswade were more or less
amused. Fenton, as captain of the school,
found it nccessary to be serious. He had to
consider the question whether the challenge
should be accepted or not.

“Well, of course, it’s up to Fenton,” said
Reynolds “But personally, I don’t see any
reason “I)y we shouldn't play the villagers,
for they re pretty sure to give us a décent

game.
“No reason at gall,” said Morrow, the
head prefect of the West House. “Beliton

Rovers have done very well in the district
league, and they ave conmsidered to be hot

stuff. Of course, I dare say we should easily,

wipe them up, but they’d give us a good
game all right.”

As it happened the seniors were strolling
within the precinets of Inner Court. 1 his
section of the school grounds was out of
bounds for the juniors, but the men of the
Sixth were at liberty to walk there.

And as the headmaster came striding by,
with his gown flowing in the wind, all the
seniors raised their caps. Dr. Stafford
icknowledged the salute, and then paused.

““T have heard a rumour, Morrow, that the
~er~n]lage team bas challenged us to a
match,” he said hesitatingly. ‘Do you know
anything about it?"”

“Why, yes, sir,”” said Morrow.

“And has any decision been reached ?”

“Not yet, sir,” said Morrow. “Fenton is
thinking about it, of cowrse—and I rather
tth that he will accept the challenge.”

“I’m!”’ said the Head, frowning. ““Well,
of course, it is entirely up to Fenton. I
sheuld not -dream of advising him one way
or the other. But if I were in Fenton’s
shoes I should hesitate.”

“Why, sir?’ asked Reynolds.
wrong with it? We’re not snobbish.”

“Dear me, no!” said the Head hastily.

“Good gracious, certainly not! Tt would be

e \Mml s

a very bad day for St. rmnk’= if we became | o

snobbish. 1 detest snobbery in all its forms
—and nothing pleases me better than to see
St. Frank’s on the best of terms with the
village folk of the district. But there are
certain reasons—— Well, there is one certain
reason why it may be advisable to delay this
proposed match.’

“I'm afraid I don’t understand, sir;
Morrow.

* said

T am really referring to ! outh .nhh
pele,”” said the Head gravels “e s, 1
understand, the captain of the—er—Bellton
Rovers 2"

“Yes,

“Yes, exac Jy, ? said the Iead. “Well, I
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have been given to understand that Cafch-
po is under a cloud at the moment, 'The
icar, indeed, is quite upset about it. He
mll not hear a word against Catchpole, but
the fact remaiis.””

“What fact, sir?”* asked Reynolds, staring.

“Of course, you will not have heard oi
it, sice the school ondy reassembled yester-
day,’”” said the Head. *‘But Catchpole has
wed of some very serious fouling
s in a game that took place at Midshott
week. According to several witni

last
Catchpole was guilty of some very questi
able conduct.”

“We knew nothing about it, sir,” said
Morrow, looking wnccrued.
I thought not,” nodded the Head. “ Well,

of course, it’s not my business, and I bhdll
not presume to interferc, But Catchpole is

nevertheless, under a cloud, and 1 rathey
thought Well, until the matter was
(lc(ucd up it mxght be hetter to postpone
this match. cannot really believe that

Catchpole is guilty, for L have always under-
stood that he is & very admirable foothall
captain, However, the district league h’l.)
taken the matter up and is holding an in-

quiry. Until that mquivy has delivered its
verdiet, it might be zdvisable—— Still, go
ahead, if you want to,”” added the 1ead.

“1t is not for us to judge this youlh.
I have said, I am all in faveur of fiie
relations between the school and the yi
people of the neighbourhood.”

The Head walked on, leaving the semiors
somewhat unceitain. -

““Of course, the old boy didn’t like to
commit himself,” said Morrow ihoughtfully.
“lle hates any idea of snobbishness, and yet,
ali the time, he’s got the “good name of St.
Frank’s at heart. ]In doesn’t want us to play
a ganie against a side that has a reputation
for fouling. I wonder what I‘oxn".\ will do
about it?

But i wasw't really a question for ¥dgar
Feuton at all. The rwnour abont Bob Cateln
pole was soon being talked of frecly through
ot the length and breadih of the Senio:
School. and a feeling was rapidly ' grewing
that the challenge chould be sefused, Tt was
felg that Catchpole should have waited nuntil

after the Inguify—until he had been
exonerated.
CHAPTER 12.
The Vote!

Dr.
caused

& xmlcl sensation.
Lieft entirely to
themsclves the
scuiors wonld undoubtedly bave  accepted
that challenge from Bob t...&hpolp, of the
Bellton Rovers. Some of the seniors wight
bave boen snobbish about it, but the majority

would have approved the aceeptance.
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ﬁimmy Potts saw Vivian Trayers sitting in the armchair, every atom of colour fled from his cheeks, and a

led expression came into his

But the Head's little talk to Morrow and
eynolds and the other seniors had made all
be difference.
. Indeod, that afterncon there was a meeting
if the Seni ~ Tleven to go thoroughly into
he matter. ienton had heard .so many com-
hents that he decided to leave:#he matter
a vote, %
i “The pasition is quite clofs

3

The Rovers have llenged us
5 a match on Saturday, and, personally, I
w inclined to accept.” oy

" Stont  words, Brother chd;\:i said
Srowne approvingly. “I, too,.am inMavour
f this poli Let us not imagine for a
loment t we are any better than our
{low-beings.  Who are we, indeed, ‘to
Mge?”

“If you don’t mind, Browne, you'll kindlyy
frain from being an ass,” said Fenton)
Ve've got to come to some decision about
1s challenge. As you all kvow, Ca
1le ,].’as beeu accused of some pretty di

‘Does that make any difference?” asked
brrow.

“As far as I'm concerned, doesn’t.”
plicd Fenton. [ understand that Mid®
ott was soundly thrashed dyring that

it

.

eyes. Travers, tco, was looking extremely startled.
you were here—at 8t. Frank’s !  panted Jimmy.

“I—I didn’t know

match, and a nasty spirit was displayed by
the home supporters. Iortunately, incidents
of that sort don't occur very often—but when
they do occur there are all soris of misunder-
standings. Perhaps there was a lot of bad
fecling, and some of these Midshott fellows
iave accused Catchpole of fouling when he
didu't foul at all.”

“Well, they're holding an inquiry of some
sort, aren’t they?” Reynolds. “Don’t
you think it wouid be better if we held the
match over until some sort of decision has
been reached?”

“Yes, that’s the best idea,” said Stanhope.

“Hear, hear!”

“I deplore this spirit of procrastination,”
said Browne regretfully. “Can we not, in

the gencrosity of our hearts, give Brother
Catchpole the benefit of the doubt? From
[at & personal experience of the man, we
kno! >he is an excellent footballer, and
a1 b Why should we hced these
Mi ttian ‘dicandal mongers? In these

modern days it is just as well to be broad
minded. Let there be good will all round.”
“That's all very well,” said Reynolds
“But we've got to think of the good name of
8t. Frank’s. We don't want to go about
playing village teams that are in bad odour
for foul play.”
“TIlecar, hear!”
“T'U tel! you

one thing,” said Tarkin
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agpressively. “If you fix this match up,
Fenton, I shan’t play in it! You can cut
my name out of the eleven!”

Fenton glared.

“We don't want any of that spirit,
Parkin,” he said sharply. “And you won't
do yourself any good by threatening me.”

“I didn’t mean to threaten you,” growled
Parkin, *“But there are lots of other fellows
who will back me up. We don’t want this
match—and you can't force us to play in it.”

“I'm going to put the matier to the vote,”
said Ienton curtly. *“We're all here—in-
cluding the reserves. Those in favour of
accepting Catchpole’s challenge, hands up.”

Fenton raised his own own hand, and
Browne’s was in  evidence, too—also Mor
row’s, and a good many others. But it was
seen, at a glance, that the “ayes” were in
the minority. The voting, as Fenton had
expected, went against Catchpole.

“That’s settled, then,” said Fenton bricfly.
“1 shall drop Catchpole a line, and tell him
that we can’t play.”

“I trust, Brother Fenton, that you won’t
definitely close the door?” asked William
Napoleon Browns, pained. “Surely you will
intimate that the challenge can be repeated
after the Wise Men of the Village have
passed judgment?”

“I shall leave#ft open to Catchpole to do
just as he likes,” replied Fenton. “If you
went-to know the truth, I'm rather sick of
the whole thing, I think we ought to have
shown a friendly spirit, and accepted the
challenge But as the majority of you fellows
don’t want it—well, I'm not going to force
you to play a team that meets with your
disfavour.”

The captain of St. Frank's went out of the
senior day-room in a hit of a huff, and the
og}er seniors dispersed, feeling uncomfort-
able.

When the Junior School got to hear of the
decision, there was much excitement. Un-
fortunately the Junior School did not know
the exact details. @

Nobody had heard of the accusations
against Catchpole, .and it was assumed,’ at
onde, that the seniors had refused the chal-
lenge out of a spirit of smobbishness. And
as none of the Sixth Formers felt inclined to
explain matters to the juniors, a delicate
situation arose.

“The stuck-up snobs!” said Handforth in-
dignantly as he stood in the Triangle with
a number of juniors round him. “They've
refused to play Bellton Rovers! What do
you think of it#”

“They out to be boiled!” said Fullwood
hotly. “Tha sort of thing that gives us a
bad name, you know! Pcople will say that
we're a lot of stuck-up rotters!”

“Too preud to play against . working
boys !” shouted Handforth. “1 call it rotten
—and something onught to be done! This is
a fine way to begin the new term, isn’t it

And the fecling in’the Junior School grew
intensely.
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CHAPTER 13.

The Rag in the Triangle !

NOBS!”
“Too  proud to
play t”
* Yah, rotters!”
Chambers and

Phillips and Bryant, of the Filth, came to a
halt as they were half-way across the T
angle. They were all looking rather startled.

In fact, thz three Wost Iouse seniors were
inclined
s

to be anxious, too. .
those kids bawling at us?” asked

it’!" said Phillips. *Checky
young bounders!” X .

A crowd of nondescript juniots were col-
leeted near West Arch.  Such fellows as
Hubbard and Long werc prominent, and
they were all looking excited.

“Snobs!” went up the yell again. “Down
with the seniors!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’s rag these three Tifth Form [at
head - . ¥

“ Hurrah 1"

There was a sudden rush, and bef
Chambers & Co. could escape, they were
rounded by the yelling hordo of Removite
and Fourt{x Former: H

“Here, steady !” od Chambers. “_Ke‘p
back, you young idiots! What the dickas

Splash ! .

The unfortunaie Bryant had been pitchd
backwards into the fountain pool, and a yil
of laughter went up. Other indignant junios

were swarming round by now, and tIp
excitement grew. |
“That's the style!” shouted somebcdi

“Lot’s duck them all!” !
“Down with the snobs 1 i
Jimmy Potts, coming out of the Ancief

House on an errand, gazed at the scene 3

surprise. He didn’t know anything abok

that challenge from the Bellton Rovers, af
he wondered why these juniors were shoutiﬁ
in such high tones. So Jimmy stood looki
on, puzzled.

“Pretty, isn't it?” asked an amused vob
behind himn,

The boot-boy turned, and found Vivip

Travers by his side. i
““What does it mean—sir 7 he asked. .

“sir’, dear old felloy”

“Cut out the
murmured Travers.

“Noj; any of the other fellows musn’t e
that wa know one another,” said Jimy
hastily.

“Perhaps you're right,” nodded Travs.
“Only it seems all wrong to me. Jimfy.
Well, well! They seem to be having qte
a_lot of trouble out here.” he added. asme
zlanced across the Triangle. “Not that e
seuiors don’t deserve it.”

“Put what have they done?” asked Jiniy.

“Haven't you heard about the challeng™
faid Vivian Travers. “Beliton Rovers el

3
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lenged the First
Saturday, and the

Fleven to a game on
irst Bleven refused. Too
snobbish. I suppose. Pity, of course.”

“I didn’t know there were any
teams,” said the boot-boy.

“Tlhen your ignorance must be colossal,”
said Travers. “There is not only a scnior
focal team, dear old fellow, but a junior
iocal team. 1 have been hearing all about
it from Handforth, who is a perfect mine of
information. Beliton may be a small village,
but, in the matter of football, it is a centre
of much importance.”

A
1y

local

team, ¢h?” said Jimmy
“Do you know who the captain

15!

“A worthy youth of the name of Joe
Spence, I understand,” said Travers lightly.
“Unless my information is wrong, he is the
son of the station master, and a rising young

ﬁat have

looked on with interest as two or
threo prefects appearsd. Incidentally, ths
prefects carried canes, and the way in_which
thoy went through the ranks of the juniors
was enlightening. The Triangle was cleared
in no time, and Chambers and Phillips and
Bryant wero reseued.

“Young sweeps!” said onc of the prefccts
angrily. o

“It’s not safe to go across the Triangle!”
roared Chambers, “Theso kids are calling
us snobs, and-—"

“Well, there's a certain amount of justifi-
cation for ’em!” said Biggleswade, who was
one of the prefects. “T daresay there’ll be a
lot of ragging for & day or two, The whole
Junior School is inflamed because we refused
to play the Rovers.”

“They'd better mind their own business!”
said one of the other prefects, in a gruff
voice. “What has it got to do with the
Junior School, anyhow %

“Nothing—but the Junior School has a
habit of interesting itself in our afairs,”
said Biggleswade. “We prefects are safe
enough, I daro say—bLunt the other seniors
will have te be jolly earciul!”

There was every indication that Biggles-
wade was right.

No sooner had the prefects disappearad
than the juniors emerged once more, and
raore than one unwary Fifth Former dis-
covered that it was a precarious thing to
cross the Triangle alone.

It was'simply an indication of the feecling
tiat had been aroused in the Junior School.
Tho maiority of the fellows-considered that
the senjors were snobbish and caddish. Thev
had refused to accept Beb Catchpole's
-challonge, and therofore they were a lot of
outsiders.
i v Patts went on his errand, and after
ctirned to the Ancient Honse he con-
tinued with bis work cagerly. He knew that
e had an hour off duty at tea-time, and.an
idea had come into Jhmmny's mind. His eyes
were sparkling, and a new nd cof flush had
in his cheeks.

I hie murmured, as he carried on
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with his job. “By jingo! I wonder—— But
I mustn’t count my chickens before they're
hatched 1” he added cautiously. * Still, there
can’t be any harm in hoping.”

When Jimmy’s hour of liberty came he
slipped on his” overcoat, and emerged from
the servants' door of the Ancient House.
With quick footsteps, he made his way round
to the back of the West House, and started
off for the village,

Foothall !

At Beccleston, Jimmy Potts had been the
Junior Captain, and he had been as keen as
mustard on the great winter game. Here, at
St. Frank’s, he was only the boot-boy~—and
he had taken it for granted that he would
have no opportunity of playing the great
game. But Vivian Travers’ words had put
an idea into his head, and he was filled with
a great optimism.

Just as he was passing out of the side gate,
he heard a hail. He looked raund, and - in
the gathering dusk he saw a burly figure.
The fellow was a senior—a stranger to Jimmy
Potts.

“Were you calling me, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, I was!” said the senior, in an
unpleasant voice. “Come here !”

Jimmy Potts went—his independent spirit
rebelling against the bullying, authoritative
tone of the other.

CHAPTER 14.
/ Another Shock for Jimmy !

AROLD GRAYSON,
of the TFifth, was a
most unpleasant .
specimen. of human-

ity.

He belonged to the Kast House, and in
that establishment he had the reputation of
bed the worst bully of all. Incidentaily,
Girayson was unscrupulous, too, andthe was
the leader of the Fifth Form “smarb sct.”

“I want you!” said Grayson curtly.

It was Jimmy's hour of liberty, but he did
not tell Grayson of this fact. He merely
looked straight into Grayson’s eyes, and hoped

71

aren't you? Potts,

the Ancient ¥ouse page-boy?

“Yes, 3

our other namo?”

r. ;.

muttcred Grayson.. “I can hardly

believe—~  All right—come along!” he

added suddenly.
Jiramy Pol

wind—particulari

ondered what was in the
when this senior led him
into the Bast House. The East Housc had
a boot-boy of its own, and Grayson had
to give Jimmy any
to expect him to run any erranda

Grayson led the way straight to his study,
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and after Jimmy had entered, the door was
closed. rayson stood for a few moments
before the fireplace, his hands clasped behind
his back, his gaze fixed on the stalwart
fignre of the overcoated boot-boy. i

“So your namo is Jimmy Dotis?” said
Grayson, at last.

“¥es, sir,” said Jimmy. “But I'm
aftached to the Ancient House, and-——"

~1 don’t care what you're attached to!”
interrupted Grayson unpleasantly. “I've
brought you here because I want to have a
talk with yon. Somecbody told me that there
was a new boot-boy in the Ancient House,
and that his name was James Potts. It's
not a particularly common name—although
it sounds common—and I wanted to have a
close ook at you.”

There was something in Grayson's manner
which caused Jimmy to feel slightly uncom-
fortable. He had set this fellow down at
once as an unpleasant character. But he
always remembered that he was only the boot-
boy, and that it was his place to obey orders.

“Yes, sir,”” he said quietly.

“James Potts!” repeated Grayson, a con-
temptuons note creeping into his voice.  “I
had ty suspicions when I first heard the
name—and now I'm certain of it. You may
try -to hide it, kid, but you -can’t fool me.
You were never brought up to be a boot-
boy. Come on—out with it! Your full name
is Bir James Potts, isn’t it?”

Jimmy started—and Grayson leered.
. “I—I don’t know—-" began Jimmy.
. “Not good enough!” interrupted Grayson.
“That start of yours has given you away,
Potts! Youwre Sir James Potts, Bart! Ye
gods-and little fishes! What a come down—
what a fall was there, my countrymen, as
they say in ‘ Julius Casar '1”

There was such a note of mockery in Gray-

son’s tone that Jimmy Potts flushed to the
roots of his hair. He started forward, his
eves blazing.

“How did you know this?"’ he asked
hoarsely.

“Then you don’t deny it?"” jeered Grayson.

“That!ll do!” said the bully of the Fifth.
“And your mother is at the Moor View
School as a housekeeper, eh? Mrs. Potfs?”

“ Don’t—don’t speak zbout my mother in
that tone!” shouted Jimmy fiercely.

“That’s enough!” snapped Grayson, with
a eudden frown, “Infernal impudence! Don’t
forget who you are, Potts! You’re only the
boot-boy~a common, low menial! You’re a
servant, you understand? And when I give
you orders—-""

“I don’t belong to this House!” muitered
Jimmy thickly.

“Silence!” roared Grayson. “You'll take
orders from me—and you'll obey them, too!
Perhaps you wonder how I knew about this ?*”

Jimmy was, indeed, filled with sudden
apprehension.  For a second he half feared
that Vivian Travers had been talking, but
he dismissed this idea almost before it had

“was
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formed itself. Tiavers wasn't that kind of
fellow.

“Well, when I tell you my name, perhaps
yow'll understand,” went on Grayson, in that
same mocking tonme. “My name is Gray-
son.””

Jimmy started back.

“Crayson !’ he said hoarsely.
mean tKat your father—"?

“My father is Mr. Mortimer Grayson!”
nodded Grayson coolly. “Do you see?
Naturally, as soon as I ileau‘d that your name
was James Potts, I put two and two together.
Oh, yes, young “un! I know all about it—I
heard all about the erash. I knew that you
were a pauper, and——""

“Then it was your father who ruined us?”
panted Jimmy Potts fiercely, “It was your
father who took advantage of my dad! He
was killed through that, and—"

“Hold your confounded tongue!” snarled
Grayson, with sudden’ fury., “What the
deuce do you mean? Are you lrying to make
out that my father swindled your family eut
of the money? If your father was fool
enough to invest his capital in rotten stocks,
it was his own fault—""

“You'd better not say too much!” panted
Jimmy, turning white.

“PIl say just what I like!” jeered Grayson.
“And, what’s more, yowll obey all my orders,
or I shall tell the whole school who you
m& are! Then youw'll get kicked out of
¥ job—and you’ll no longer be near to
your doting mother! I'm not quite a fool,
young Potts! T know where I stand—and
you ought to know where you stand!”

Jimmy clenched his fists, and bis breatlring
ard.

“Youw'll be very useful fo me,”’ went on
Grayson, with a leer. *“In fact, Potts, you
might as well look upon yourself as my slave.
How does that sound, eh? The first time you
refuse to obey any of my orders, out comes
he cat out of the bag—and crash goes your
job1”

Just for a moment it seemed that Jimmy
Potts would hurl himself at his tormentor.
But in the nick of time he remembered his
position. He was down--he was the under-
dog! By a supreme effort of will, he con-
trolled himself, and stood there wilh down-
cask eyes.

“Can T go now?” he asked huskily.

“Yes, .you might as well clear off,” replied
Grayson. “1 am glad to see that you have

pled the position in the right spirit, kid!
I don’t want you just at the moment—but
when T do want you, you'd better be ready
rve me! Understand—always do as
youw're told, and your little secret will be safe.
Bug if you don’t-—-"" "

Harold Grayson broke off, and he shrugged
his shoulders. - Without a word, Potis turned
on his heel and strode out of the study. As
he closed the door he hewrd a faint echo of
malicious laughter.

“You—you
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CHAPTER 15.
Like Father, Like Son !

UTSIDE, in the dusk,
Jimmy Potts walked
like a boy in a daze.
Mechanically, he made
his_way towards the
main  gates—forgetting that he was mnot
allowed to use them. As a servant, it was
his place to use the small side gate.

“Mortimer (n'naons son—here !’
Jimmy tensely. “And he knows!’

For the time bemg, Jimmy was almost
stunned. He wasn’t swprised to find that

Harold Grayson was a rotter. It was only to
be expected. Yet Jimuny had never dreamed
that one of Mortimer Grayson's sons would
be here, at St. Frank’s, as a pupil.

Tt had been a shock for Jimmy to find
Vivian Tra here. But Grayson was dif-
ferent—more of a menace, At auy moment,
the bully of the Fifth might take it into his
head to give Jimmy away, and then it would
mean disimissal.

For if that story got broadeast throughout
the school, the authorities would be (amlmllcd
to give' Jimmy the sack. They couldn’t have
a baronet in the Anciert House as a boot-
boy. It would be too incongruous—too fun-
tastic. In all probability, “the authorities
would get Jimmy apother post, but what
would be the good of that? Jimmy wanted
t5 be here—at this famous old school—within
half a mile of the place where his mother
h-«d empl _ment.

“Steady " said Vivian Travers.

Jimmy h1d almost blundered into the new
boy of the ove. He came to a halt, and
started. 'l'rmcxa looked at him clogely.

“What's the matter, dear old fellow?”
asked vers. “Youw're as pale as a sheet!
Auything wrong?”’

[ would like to speak to you for a minute,
if_you dow't mind!’ said Jimmy

(.rﬂ'l’—(\l‘l you come out into the

muttered

ravers,

lane for a .

“The pmwne iz
obligingly.

They went cut, and in the dusk, Travers
canght hold of Jim arm and gave it an
"ﬁc‘!‘hm\'ﬂp pressure.

“Don't!”  muttered
might sec!”

“Tet them!” rep'xed Travers, with a laugh.
“Who cares? Tf we're spotred, 1 can easily
say I am taking a course of antisnobl sish
medicine. Ho’mohmn;( thh the boot-boy,
eh? Rather a joke, Jimmy

¢ Mm‘hmet G n's son is here—

L Jimey fiercely.

dy, and he n
ipe.

he eja

mire,” eaid Travers

Jimmy. “Somehody

ulated.  “Y.

nted Jimmy. “He s
name from someba
were paupers, and b

B

dun & rm n it

2" & id that he
a 1
put two-

had hmud
krmw that v
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and-two together. When he asked me if I
were Sir James Pott:, I couldn’t deny it. I
)m'l to admit it!”’

“Pity 1” said Travers, frowning. “And
what sort of fellow is this Grayson? What
is he—a senior or a junior? Don't forget
that I am a stranger within the gates, prac-
tically, and I don™ know a tenth of the fel-
lows “yet.”

“He’s in the Fifth Form, I think—and he
boards in the East House,”’ replied Jimmy.
“He's a senior, anyway. A bullying, mock-
ing. contemptible Bound {* %

“Like - father, like son!” murmured
Travers,
“Oh, I felt like knocking him down!”

panted Jimmy fiercely  “I don’t know how
I ro:tramcd myself 1"

“Well, it’s all to the good,” said Travets.
“If vou had knocked him down it would have
meant the sack. And you mustn’t leave St.
T'rank's, Jimmy—I want somebody to come
to when I'm feeling blue. You always were
a good tonic.”
don't rot, Travers!”
“Grayson says that I've got to be
bis slave! Yes, he actually said that word—
slave! T've got to take his orders, and I've
got to obey them! If I don’t, he'll give
the game away. and have me dismissed 1",

“There’s * absolutely nothing to worry
about, dear old fellow,” said Vivian Travers

said Jimmy

smoothly. “Don’t take any notme of this
Gravson fe!low-leaw him to me.”
“To you ?”
“Exactly!” nodded Travers. “Bevond
football, I had no interest in life. But now

the owmission is filled. This fellow, Grayson,
intorests me. He is the son of the man who
swindled your family out of their fortune—
and he is a chip of the old block, according
to what you tell me. There ought to ba
quile a lot of entertainment obtained out of
Grayson,”

“But—but I don’t under:tund!“ said
Jimmy, staring.
“No, T don't suppose you do,” replied

Vivian Travers. “But thal doesn’t mattor—
that doesn't make any difference. Just
carry on, dear old fellow, and tet your mind
be at rest. Tl see that Grayson doesn't
persceate you. Donr you worry yourself in
the slightest degrne

“ Put—but—"

“T shall take an ¢ op porh‘mtv of in-
troducing rayself to Grayson,” continued
Travers. “He is probably onc of the Bad
Lads of the Fifth, and it ought to be easy
for me to get an intro. I always got on well

with the bad lads 1
“What a queer fellow you are,” -said
Jimmy

So I've been told Lifore, dear old fel-
" nodded Vivian Travers coolly. “ Deep.

eh? Yes. I very much doubt if you'll ever
v me.  Anyhow. don't
WOTT} ‘t lot this blighter give you any
uneasin In fact, leave him to me.”
“But what can you do?” asked Jimmy, in

wonder.
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“Well, as a matter of fact, I don’t know
yot,” replied Travers. “But that’s an un-
important detail. Brilliant ideas will rapidly
come to me. I'm celebrated for my brilliant
ideas, you know. You’ll promise not to
worry 77

“It’s awfully decent o{ you, Travers, but
you shouldn’t do this,” said Jimmy Potts
:nmcstl) “1 " only the boot-boy, and—"

“Nonsense ! said Travers, “I don’t re-
gard you as iho Lioot-boy. We were both at
Beceleston together—both in the Fourth. To
everybody clse in St. Frank’s you may be
the boot-boy, but to me yowre Potts, of
Beceleston.  And I'm telling you quite
frankly that if T help you it will be [or my
o\\n amu%cmcnt You see, I'm selfish.”

- ’_lhat’ dll nght then,” said Travers,
nodding. “Going to the \1llngc, ch? Good
enough! Tl buzz along indoors and join
Gulliver and Bell at iea. They're waiting
for me, I believe. Well, solong, Jimmy!”

Vivian Travers strolled off, leaving Sir
James Potts feeling much more comfortable
in mind. Somechow there was something re-
assuring in Travers’ manner. Jimmy no

longer regarded Harold Grayson as a
menace, and he went on his way to the vil-
lage with a lighter heart, and with his
thoughts roverting once again to football.

CHAPTER 16,
The RKew Recruit !

Y the time
Jiminy got to
the willage, his
high spirits jad
returned.

why should he

After
about Graysen?

all, worry

from Travers’ promise,
all

Quite apart
everything would probably be
right
—he had acted like a cad and a
blackguard—but when it came to the
actual test, he would not be able to
do much. Perhaps he would force
Jimmy to run a few crrands for him,

but there the t{iing would end.
Jimmy’s post was Sn the Ancignt
House, and it was quite likely that he would

sce nothing of Grayson for days oh cnd.

With these Umughﬂ, Jimmy (h:nﬂk\cd the
unpleasant subject from his mind. His ox:
pression was eager as he remembered the real
nature of his onaud

Jimmy had always been a very keen foot-
baller, and at De (‘C]GS on Coilege he had not
suly been captain of junior fm)tl)nll but he
aad more than once played for the seniors.
His record there was one to be proud of.

For a youngster of Jimmy's stamp, this
sudden and drumatie downfall in the social
scale had not been so devastating as one
wmight suppose. Jimmy was full of a natural

Grayson had talked very big “ZZmes-

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

pluck—full of determination—and he was- by
nature optimistic and sunny.
He possessed a wonderful
making the best of a bad job.
Grumbling was no good, anyhow. Beccles-
ton was a memory, and now he was the boot-
boy of the Ancient House at St. Frank’s,
Jimmy Potts was practical, and he \wasv.od
no time on idle regrets. His mother was in
a good position at the Moor View School,

Vo \En ]ql

faculty for

There was a sudden rosh by the yelling horde of Removit
surrounded and roughly handled, while Bryaot found himself p

and so Jimmy was determined to gel as miuch
out of his new life as he possibly could.

Never for an instant had he believed that
he would ume any chance at football. And
football, with Jimmy, was very much like an
bso:

sre was a village team here—in Bellion
—a junior teant. Well, why shonldn't be try
and join that team? Perhaps he \\.mﬂd La

fod—but he would at least Lave the
faction of knowing that he had &
nmy was always a trier. His amm
wfternoons were iree, so ther it
whatever (o prevent him playing for




m
ito

er8.
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village team—if the village team would have

im,

According 1o 'l'ravers, the captain was
named Joe Spence, and he was the station-
macler's son.  So Jimmy walked straight
through the village high street, and did not

pause until he arrived at Bellton Station.
Here, attached to the booking-oflice and

¢losk-room, was a modest dwelling-house.

He found a side-door, and after a woment’s

Then, before Chambe:
Down with the snobs!™ yelled the

the fountain pool. **

hesitation, he knocked upon it After a brief
delay, the door was opened by a comely
woman of about forty, with an apron round
her waist. She looked at Jimmy inguiringly.

“AMrs. Spence?” asked Jimmy, raising his

“Yes,” said the lady. “I
be wanting to see young Joe?

"‘lf you dow’t mind, ma’am, please,” said
Jimmy Potts. “TIt’s—well, it’s about the
foothall.”

Mrs. Spence nodded, and turned her head.

“Joe!” she called. “Here's one of your
frionds called fdr you.”

“hat.

| Suppose ou’ll

rs and Co. could escape, they were
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“Shan’t be a minute, ‘mother,” came a
cheery voice from within the house.

A moment later, a tall, lanky, freckled
youth of about sixteen put in his appearance.
One cheek was bulging, aud he held half a
slab of bread-and-buiter in his hand. Ho
looked at Jimmy in surprise.

“Hallo!” he said. “TI don’t know. you !

Mrs. Spence withdrew, and Joe leancd
against the doorpost and inspected Jimmy
Potts with interest.

“No,” said Jimmy. “I'm—I'm from St.
Frank’s, you know. I'm the boot-boy in the
Ancient House.”

“Oh!” said Joe. “What's become
Tubbs, then? And what’s your name?”

“My name's Potts,” replied Jimmy.
“Tubbs has been transferred 6 the Modern
House. I—I was wondering if there’d be
any chance for me in your team,” he added
diffidently. “T’m pretty keen on_football,
and as I'm living at St. Frank’s, T thought
——  Well, if there’s a vacancy: »

“\What position ?” interrupted Joe Spence
practically.

“Forward, as a rule—inside-right’s
my favourite posifion,” said Jimmy.

“We're short of forwards,” said
Joe Spence, “If you’re any good,
Potts, we shall welcome you. Any-
how, you can practically call your:
seli a Bellton chap, can’t you?”

“That’s what I thought!’ s
Jimmy eagerly.

< All right, then,” said Joe, taking
another bite at his slab of bread-and-
bhutter. *‘Could you manage to nip
down to-morrow afterncon, for abont
half an hour? Just before tea, you
know?”

“Pll try,” said Jimmy.

“That’s all right, then—we’ll give
vou a {rial,” said the captain of the

of

aid

Bellton Junior eleven. “‘And |
youre all right, T'll put you in the
inatch for Saturday. We haven’t

v

fixed up a game yet, but 1 dave
we shall be lucky.””

“Thanks awfully!?”” said Jimmy,
with real gratitude. ““I’ll do my best
for you, Spence! I'm awfully keen
on football, and—-""

“QOh, by the way,” interrupted
Joe, with his mouth full, “do you
© know anything about the Rov
Have those St. Frank’s seniors taken their
challenge?  The Rovers are a jolly good
team, you know, and they could give those

school ‘chaps a smart game.”

Jimmy's face became rather serious. .

“I Delieve the St. Frank’s fellows have
turned the challenge down,” he said slowly.

Joe Spence leoked indignant.

“Well, that’s a Lit thick!” he proteste
angrily. “What’s tlie matter with the Rov:
anyhow ?
joily proud and stu

Jinmmy, who
cav<e of the non-a
remained silent.

s,
Are those 8f. Frank’s fellows too

c-up to play??
ed that this was
ptance - the challer

the

ger
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“Thought so!” grunted Joe Spence. “My!
There’il be a regular row in the village when
this gets about! Them school chaps might
have had the decency to accept, you know!”

“Yes,” said Jimmy, “but—but that doesn’t
make any differerce to jme playing, does it? I
mean, the Rovers aren’t connected with your
team, are they?”

“Not likely!” said Joe, with a grin. “Our
team? Why, our lot is cnly a kind of rag-
time affair compared to the Rovers! The
Rovers are in the League, and they’re all
jolly good players. Most of our c:aps are
only kids. Still, we do try!” -

This wasn’t very encouraging, but Jimmy
Potts was philosophical. Af all events, he
was certain of some football—although there
was no guarantee as to the quality.

CHAPTER 17,
The Big Idea !

‘ NOBS!” said Handforth
angrily. “That's what
they sre—snobs!”
“Oh, rather!” said
Chulch, in a mechan-

ical sort of way.

“You bet they are!” declared McClure
stoutly.

Hau(lfonh & Co. weére at tea in Study D
of the Ancient House, and Handforth, as
nsual, was laying down the law. But as he
had already told Church and MecClure at
-least fifty times that the seniors were snobs,
the statement was beginning to lose its
novelty.

“And something’s got to be donc!™
Handforth darkly.

“Yes, old man,”” agreed Church, nodding.

“ Naturally 1" said McClure.

It was far safer to agree with Edward
Oswald Handforth when he was in one of
these moods. Neither Church nor McClure
knew exactly what could be done, and they
held the private opinion that nothing would
be done. At the same time, it was just as
well to let Handforth have his say.

Tt was much easier than arguing, and this
policy also had the advantage of keepm"
Handforth in a good tcmpe1

“I'm jolly plad that you chaps are willing
to support me,” he said, thumping the tea-
table, “The Senior School has dxsgraced
St. Fxnnk‘ That’s what it comes to, in

said
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bluut language. The Bellton Rovers. in the
best of good spirits, have challenged the
school to a match—and the seniors turned it
down! Why?”

“Eh?" gasped Church, who had allowed
his thoughts to wander.

“Why ?” thundexed Handforth
they’re a lot of snobs!

“Oh!” said- Church, with relief. “Snobs,
eh? You mean the seniors? Oh, rather,
Handy! What a chap you are! Always say- -
ing something new and novel!”

Haudforth gave his chum a suspicious
glance.

“I don’t want{ any sarcasm, exthcr"’ he
snapped. “We've got to decide

A tap sounded on the door, nnd the next
moment Nipper projected his head into the
room.

“Aecting called

“Because

in the common-room-—

within five mmu{cs," he said briskly. “Im.
portant, you chaps!”

Handforth spun round.

Ly meeting ?”  he repeated. “YWhat
about 7

“Well, as a matter of fact, I've got a lztﬂe
idea that 1 want to put before the Form,”
said Nipper. “It’s about the semiors—about -
that challenge from the Bellton Rovers,”

“By er\rge"‘ said Handforth. “I'm think-
ing of an idea—7"

“Don’t trouble, old man,” interrupted
Nipper hastily. “I’ve thought of one already
—and you don’t want to put your brain to
a greater strain than is necessary.”

Nipper vanished, and Church and McClure
grinned with appreciation. But those grins
had vanished from their faces by the time
Handforth looked round at them. They were

th as solemn as owls..

“Cheeky ass!” said Handforth gruffly.
“Does he think that his idea is better than
mine ?”

“But you haven’t got an idea, old man,”
said McClure gently.

“Eh? Well, perhaps I haven’t—yet!”
admitted Handforth. “But I shall soon get
oune.”

However, much to the relief of his chums,
he didn’t try. He was far too curious to
know what Nipper’s plan could be. So the
chums of Study D hurried out and made their
way to the common-room.

They found a full gathering of all «tha
Remove footballers. There were quite a num-
ber of other juniors there, too—fellows wha
seldom appeared in the Junior elevens
Naturally, a strong force had come over from
the West House, headed by Reggie Pitt.

“Speak, O Oracle, for we awaib thy words

of wisdom,” said Reggie cheerfully. “In
other words, Nipper, old man—spill it!”
_“Yes, I think we're all here,” said
Nipper, nodding. “Well, the idea isn't
mueh—""

interrupted
my

“We didu't expect it to he!™
Handforth. “You wait wutil you hear
T ~ -
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P

“Dry up, Handy ¥

A storm of protest
was obliged to subsid
WVell, in a  nutshell, i0s this,” said
sper, when quietness had been xcstmcd “3
think that these snobbish seniors ueed

. I'm ashamed ¢t them—although 1
don’t believe, for a momeut, that Fenton
could help himself.”
“He’s the Senior
to have helped

ose, and MHandforti

captain—and he ought
himself!”  said Handforth

sternly,

“There’s something pretty rummy about
the whole affuir,” went on Nipper. * Any-
how, we needn’t bother ourselves with it.

‘T'hey've retfused to play Bellton Rovers, and
my ‘idea is just this. Why not invite the
Bellton Junior team to play a match here—
on our own ground——on Saturday afternoon?”
There was an hnmediate buzz.
“The junior team?” said  Handforth,
staring, Never heard of it !
either hu.\e I!” said Tommy Watson.
“Well, it’s not L(actly a team,” amended
Nipper, with a grin.  “According to all I've
heard, 1t’s rather a ragtime affair—it was only
formed this scason, you know, and didn’t
ually get going until after Christmas.”

“Are there cleven men in it?” asked
Rt‘ggn, Pitt dubiously.
“I think so,” chuckled Nipper. ““Anyhow,

Joo Spence, tho station master’s son, s the
skxppm‘and we know he's a decent sort of
fetlow.,”

“Welh it would bo a bit of a lark!”
Reggic  Pitt, smiling.  “And, by Jove,
wouldn't it teach those seniors a lesson, too !
They're too sncbbish to play the Rovers—
and yet we have these village kids up here,
and give them o match on our own ground!”

*That's )ust the idea!” nodded Nipper.
“We haven't any fixture for Saturday, so
why not have some sport?”

Hzmdforth pursed his lips.

“It’s a vummy thing,” Iu, said slowly, “a
jolly rummy thing: Y'm jiggered if that's
not the idea that I was going to get!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How do you know you were going lo
get it 2 grinned Pict. “Good old Handy—
always late for the fair!”

“You silly fathcad!”

“But you approve of it, don’t you
Reggie. with mock anxiety.

“Well, not exactly,” wnld “Handforth,
a pretty rotien idea—"

“And yet i's the one you were going to
think of yourself!” murmured Do Valerie,

“a, ha, ha!”

“Xh?” gasped Handforth.
it's & jolly gsod idea, really—"

“Ma, ha, ha!”

“And it teach those senmiors a lesson !
roared Handforth, as the wholg Common-room
yclled. “\Vhy shouldn’t we play these villago
chaps

“If you usk me, it's a crazy idea!” said
"Hubbard,

*We didn't ask you--so that's that!” re-
plied Nipper promptly.

said

“

27 asked
“Is

“I—-I mcan,
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agreo with Hubbard ! said Gulliver
sourly, *'By Uad, it's come o a pretiy pass
when we've got to play against a crowd of
village urchi

“Too joily thick !
a sniff,

But  these
They were, a
Travers wu
the plan,

ody, ho hear

“The ve
will all round. s the ides
isn't the son of a station master just as good
as the son of an cu And isn't w boot-boy
as_good as a haronet 2

Ilo chuckled heartily at that last remark
of his—but nobody clse in the room knew
of its true siguificance,

¥1

* said Teddy Long, with

¢ to the surp.
v endorsed it.

CHAPTER 18.
R W\ Excitement in the Village!

p ANDFORTH  was es-
sentially a “do it
new” fellow.

“Dry up, Travers!”
he said, frowning
upon the new boy. “You’re not on in this
act, anvhuw~and it’s like your nerve to put
in your spoke! You're only a new kid!”

“Sorry!” said Vivian Travers languidly.
“But I rather thought 1 was interested, As
a member of the team for Saturday- i

“Oh, yes—I'd forgotten!” interrupted
Handforih. “Nipper’s been ass cnough to
givo you a place in the team, hasn’t he?
You're jolly lucky ~(,onsldeung that you're a

new kid! Well, come onl”

“Are we going somewhere?” asked Travers
politely.

Yol

“Then I'm with you, dear old fellow,” said

Travers. *I'm always ready for an evening
out. The village? Is there any chance of a
cheery game of billiards? Do we indulge in
a littlo futter—"

**No, we don’t!” roared Handforth. “You
howling ass! We're going down to the
village to sce Joe Spence!”’

* Ah, better still!” nodded Travers coolly.
“I don’t mind admitting that it is one of
the passions of my young lif¢” to mect Jee
Spence. Avay with all thoughts of revelry
and dissipation! Let us now wallow in foct-
ball}”

“You're mad!” said Handforth pityingly.
“As mad as a batter I

“8o I have becn told before,” nodded
Travers. “Well, well! Are we all ready,
dear ‘old fellows? Good!”

“ch, we might as well go down, I
suppose,” said Nipper, nodding. “‘'There's
nothing like geiting the thing fxed up
mawht away, We'll sece Joe Spence, make
the match an official fixture, and then we'll
come back and broadcast it throughout the
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school. My hat! 'Un‘t Il make the seniors
sit up and tnlm notice 1"

“ Rather !’

“(iood old Nipper!”

“We'll show the village cliaps that we're
uot all snobs!”

* Absoluteiy 1 said Archie Glenthorne, “1I
wmust be allowed to remark, dear old fruits,
that the scheme is jewelled in every hole.
I'm dashed if I won’t drag myself out and
stagger down to the \hlagv with you,

Quite a party of Removites set off, five

minutes later. They were led by '\mper
& Co., and the chums of Study D, All the
members of the Fleven were included in the
party, and quite a few. non-players came,
too.
. It was dark by this time—not {hat the
juniors cared. Y¥or Nipper had been to the
Housemaster, and had obtained a special pass
for the whole crowd of them. Nipper had
promised, however, te be responsible for them
all. and to sec tha. they were back within
gates before the end of an hour,

“We'll go straight to Joe Spence’s house,”
said Nipper *‘He may not be there, but if
1e isn't his mother will probably be able to
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He's one of tho
so he might

Nipper broke off, for his attention had
been distracted by a concerted yell from a

tell us where to find him,
village boy scouts, anyhow,

number of village youths who wero just
within sight.
The St. Frank's party had crossed the

Lridge which spanned the River Stowe at
the end of the village They were now in tho
High Street, and the gleaming lights from
on¢ or two village shops glowed ahead, on
either side of the picturesque little thmougl’h
arc,

“What's the row
Pitt wonderingly.

“¥Yah! St. Frank's chaps!”

“ 8nobs—snobs 1"

“Pelt "em, you fellows!”

“Not 'arf, we won't!”

“Snobs "

The Remove footballers came to a_ halt un-
certainly. Altogether, there were sixteen or
en of them. But this crowd of village

oys numbered anything from twenty-five
to thirty. It was quite obvious that a

about ?” asked Reggio
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m\\nug hed been mn pxoffu.'“ in the village
str —amd it was ('Q\al[y obvious that the
subjeet of that meeting had been the non-

acceptance of {he Bellton Ro challenge.
we'd betier expl things—
“Phese chaps will

e said Handforth aggress
L 1 4 thny \mnt a fight, we'll give "em on

“You silly ass!” said Church. *We don't
want to fightl”

“Gaood gad!” said Archie. “The lads of
he village are absolutely whi ing lo the
attack ! Tally ho, and all that sort of thing!”

“Hi™ yolled Nipper, charging forward.

“Just a minute, you fellows! You don’t
understand!  You don’t "
But the rest of Nipper's words were

frowned in tho yell of rage that went up.
The crowds of village boys were charging
down, and they were intent upon mischief.

The excitement had grown with extra-
ordinary rapidity. For the St. Frank’s feot-
ballers "had arrived at the crucial moment—
just when the village mecting had passed a

resolution of condemmnation against St
Frank's.

“Steady, you idiots!” panted Nipper, as he
shugvvlv.- “We've como down especially
to—-

“Let him have it, Bill!” shouted Jem
Potter.

And Lumpy Bill, the bully of the village,
prepared to  *‘let Nipper have it.” Bu
\qu)m who was never reluctant to get in

o punch at Lumpy Bill, acted first.

Crash

He delivered a beautiful right-hander,
which sent Lumpy Bill reeling back. Tt was
the signal for a roar of rage from the other
nﬂaszr 5. They all came crowding round,
and it really scemed that the affair would
work up into a first-class riot.

Lumpy Bill was obviously the instigator
of all the trouble. He and Jem Potter had
been egging the village boys on.

At the momeni, Handforth was busily
engaged with Ernie Sprigg, the cobbler’s son,
and Ali Catchpole—the brother of the
Bellton Rovers' sklmmf\m; gaing hammer
und tongs for Reggie Pitt

Harry Belcher and lmn Biggins
prominent among tho village boy

© Quite a number of these fellows were
able youths—who ordinarily had
whatever to do with Lumpy Bill. Then,

were

t too,

- there were a choice number of real village
louts,

Nipner looked round desperately.

He did
not want this fight to develop. It was such
an idiotic thing —so unnceessary.

“Wait a minute!” hellowed \'lppor at the
top of his voice. “We've come down bere
te sep Joo Bpence—=>=

But again Nipner was interrupted by a pro-
longed yell, and the next moment the two
parties wero going at it hammer and tongs!
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CHAPTER 19.
Harmony Restored !

W SPENXNCE came out
of Binks' the con-
fectioner’s, and stared
down the street  in
wonder
c]nuxlatcd.

“What's all

he
thai noise about?"
“Well may you ask,

“Loiboy

young manl” said
Mr. Dinks tarfly. “Somec of your friends,
like as not, ha\mg trouble with those St
Trank’s Loxs

A frown crossed Joe's brow.

“Well, them St. Frank’s chaps have asked
for it, haven't they?” he growled. “IFancy
thiem refusin’ to play the Rovers! Sauce;
I call it! They're only a lot of snobs—"

*“And while you boys quarrel, I suppose
T must starve?” demanded Mr. Binks, with
niuch hnnoyance. “1In all probability, these

boys were coming down to make puwhaﬁw
“1'll go and see about it, Mr. Binks,”
said Joe,

ied off, and he noted that many
other shopkeepers had come to their doors.
and were gazing down the street, All the
noise scemed to be coming from the lower
end of ihe ihoroughfare, where there were
kavdly ony lights.

Joe arrived just as the scrap was develop-
ho went

He hur

ing into a genuine fight, anc
charging® in, Lent upon making a few
inquiries.

this about?” he demanded,
“What are

“What’s all
at the top of his voice.
aps fighting about?”

el | vou. Spence?”
from the heart of the fight.

you

a
Fa

roared Nipper,

“Yes!" bawled Joe.
“Youwre the chap I want!” shouted
\'ippm ‘I’W come to offer you a match
aturday 1
% What "
. “A  mateh—for Saturday !” thundered
Nipper.

Joo Spence jumped about a foot into the

air,
- “Here!”
through the
minute, you chaps!
—the St., Frank’s Junior
you under ﬁumd, you idiots?
a mateh!”

“Crumbs

he panted,

fighting bhis way
struggling “H:

boys. alf a
Steady on! It's Nipper
Skipper! Don't

He's offered us

Ston it. yon chaps!”
“We didit know anythin® about it!”
“Tt's all spoof!” shouted Lumpy Bill.
“They're just tryin’ ?o pull your leg,

Spence, you blockhead !
“Oh, yow're here, are you?” shouted Joe
Snence angrily. “I might have known it!
Don’t you fellows take any nolice of Lumpy
Billl He's always tryin’ to make ironb]e'
“And he’s formd it this time, too!” said
Haudforth fiereely.
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“Steady, old man 1" gasped Nipper.
“PDon’t keep 4t up!

He found himsclf face to face with Joc

Spence, and the others crowded round,
excited, bruised, disheveled and breathless,
“Hold on, you fellows!” said Joe.

“Evenin’, Master Nipper!
\\hat you just said?”

“QOf course it was right,” said Nipper.
“We're the Remove Eleven, with a few
other chaps, and we came down espcciallv to
offer you a match for Saturday,”

“(7‘1 ikey!" said Joo. “Why didn’t you say
s0?’

“I've been trying to say it for five minutes
past,” retorted Nipper. *We know that the
seniors have refused to play Bellton Rovers,
and we don’t approve of b

“Good old Nipper!”

“He's a sporL. man, he is!”

“I hope we're all sportﬂmon,“ said Nipper.
“T believe there must be some misunderstand-
mg about Bob Catchpole’s challenge.”

“They've refused Bob the game,

Was that right,

hayen't

thov“' asked Alf Cutuhpole aggrogsively.
“Now, you be quiet, young Alf!" said
Spence. “You know jolly well that Bob

had some trouble over at Midshott last week.
Maybe them 8t. Frank’s scniors have h(\u'd
about it.”

“What was that?” asked Nipper.

“Oh, nothing much,” said ‘\Iv “But my
brother was accused, of fouling, and the
League mnobs are goin’ to hold an inquiry
about it. Ii’s all rot, of course. Bob ain't
the kind of chap to fQul One of the cleanest
players in the Rovers!”

“Oh-ho!” said Nipper. “Perhaps this
explains the milk in tho cocoanut! Perhaps
‘our scniors aren’t such snobs, after all. Any-
way, you can take it for granted, Spcncc
that we're not snobs. We want you to play
us on Saturday—on our own gm\md b

“You mean my team—the Junior Eleven 2
asked Spence cagerly.

“Of course I dot”

“Then you're a good ’un!’ said Spence,
excited and delighted. “And what's more,
AMaster Nipper, I want to apologise for these
chaps settin® on you as they did. They ourrht
to be ashamed of themselves!”

“Don't mention ? smiled
“Aerely a misunderstanding.”

“Oh, rather!” seid Archic Glenthorne, ad-
justing his collar. “I mean fo sa
apology puts everything absolutely right,
what? I'm dashed glad, laddies, that the
tronble has ccased. Odds horrovs and con-
fusion!” he added, in a startled voice,
“Some foul blighter has absolutely shoved a
vard of ventilation into the good old bags!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Neover mmd Archie—yon've got plenty of
other bags in your wardrobe!” grinned
Nipper. “Well, that’s fixed, you chaps ¥ he
went on, turning to the village boys. “Yowll
furn up on ‘»a‘rndm ? Half-past two, tharp
don’t forgel. We'll give you a good game.
vou'll lick us, too!” said Lrnie
11, we'll do our best.”

You bet we will!” remarked Alf Cateh-

Nipper.
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pole. “Lumme! A game ngamst the St.
Frank’s chaps. We are comin’ up!”

Complete harmony was restored, and the
village boys were so overjoyed that leq were
sincere in their repeated apologics. The St.
ffrank’s fellows had come down to offer them
a match and they had set upon them! Cer-
tainly an apology had been esscutial,

Lumwpy Bill and his own parucular clique
slunk away—only too glad to get out of fur-
ther trouble.  Much to their consternation
they had found themselves getting the worst
of the fight. And now they cleared off be-
cause thoy had an inkling that Joe Spenco
and his stwdy friends would sct upon them
on their own account.

“It’s always that there Lumpy Bill!” said
Alf indignnmly. “It was bim who started
all the trouble.”

“ Blow him!” said Joe Spence happily.
“These young gents bave offered us a match,
an’ we're honoured. Tt ain’t as if the Bellton
Juniors are a proper team, We haven’t had
any real good fixtures yet. But, crikey, we'll
try to show what we can do on Saturdn\ i

‘And so everybody was happy.

The village footballers unanimously de-
dared that the 8t. Frank's boys were sports,
after all, and Nipper and his companions
went back to the scFool fully content. They
had proved that St. Frank’s did not consist
of snobs, and they were looking forward to
Saturday’s match with a good deal of interest
and amusement,

Of course they would whack these viilage
boys into & cocked hat—but, at the samo
time, the match would probubl\ be & novelty.

5

CHAPTER 20.
A Surprise for the Remove 1

IMMY  POTTS, the
hoot-boy baronct, was
hovering aboutw
anxiously in the An-
cient Houso fobby,

Jater on that evening.
1t was nearly his bed-time, and he was full

of a decp concern. Kvery time footsteps
sounded he protended to be busily pinning
sonicthing on to the notice board. ~Already
he had pinned au unimportant sheet on “that
baize six times.

“1'd better give it up!” he muttered dis-
consolately.

Footsteps sounded again, and he hurried
towards the notice board. Out of the corner
of bis eye he saw Vivian Travers stroll
languidly out of the Junior passage into the
lobby. In a flash Jimmy turned, and his eyes
were gleaming.

“Pye been waiting to speak to you, sirt™
he,_said, in a low voice.

« “Qreat  Samson!” muuhfcd Travers,
“What are you sirring me [ar
“Somcbody might hear —-" '
“Cotme along to the :tudy," said Travers
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The 8t. Frank’
lours.

obligingly. “If you wanted to sce me, why
on carth didn’t you come straight in ¢

“JI--T thought it would look—well, funny,”
=md Poth “I don’t want zn)'budy to sus-

peci

“You’ll be having all sorts of people suE:
pect if you indulge in this sort of thing
as he propelled Jimmy towards
You'll be far safer if you come
1f Gulliver

“sir?

Study A.
straight to my study and walk in.
and Bell aro there you can =uuplv

me, and say that I'm “wanted outs
“1 hade’t thought of that,” said Jimmy.
*“Brains!” nodded Vivian "Pravers. *That's
what you want, dear old fellow—brains!
Come on in!”
They went in, and Jinmny was greatly re-
lieved to find that Gulliver and Bell weve not
tlwm

2 said cagerly, “is it
s fellows—the Remove
play the villagers vn

v, Travers,
true tlmt the St. Fran}
team—are going fo
Saturday “afterncon 2

“Perfectly true,” said ‘I 5
the Eleven, as a matier of fact.”

“Then-then I shall be playing against
you!” panted Jimmy. “Don’t you under-
stand, Travers? T weni down and saw Joe
Spcmo this evening, and he's promis I to
give me a chance in the village Kieven!

“I'm in

“Good man!” said Trave hea
“That’s the stuff! You haven't wasted n
time in getting to work, Jimmy! You always

were hot on fociball, weren’t you #”
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tared i as they saw that Jimmy Potts wore the Bellton Junior
- But this is all w-rong » zncuhtsd Hnndmrth striding up.

““Potts is a St. Frank’s chap 1"

“But-~but will this make any difference 7

asked Jimmy anxiously. “Do you think the
fellows will object 27

“Why should they object?” asked Vivian
Travers. *You're just as good as any of
the village chaps, aren’t you? A jolly sight
better I should think! And as for playing
football—well, you'll leave them all on the
starting line. In fact, my son, between you
and me and the poker, you're going to give
the Remove team a pretty big shock!”

“Oh, cheese it!” growled Jimmy., “I'm
not such a wonder as all that, Travers! I'm
out of form, too. I was \\ondcnng if I

ought to go and see Nipper and C\plam ™
*Then don’t wonder any longcl 7 replied
vam: pmmpth “Forget it!
* Bu

“Dor’t say a word about it to a soul!”
continned Travers. “In fact, give Joe Spence
the (np to keep it dark. Think of the surprise

you'll give our chaps on Saturday! The
\mwn‘ House boot-boy turning out against
the Remove Eleven!”
“They might be
‘Imnn_» dm\buully
Jon't vou believe it laughed Travers.
You go 1o bed, dear old fellow, and set your
mind at re "And as for QGrayson, I hope
\\ou‘\-o forgotten him,”
“es, nearly,” smiled Jimmy., “I
Uiinde e can B me,
he mighi take

awfully wild!” said

don’t
The only trouble is,
it into his Iu\.ul to tcll some

of the fellows who I really am.,
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“He won't do that as long as he thinks
ynu’rc going to be useful to him,” repl‘ui
‘i'ravers. “I've been making a few inquirics
this evening, and I've learned all I want to
know about Grayson. He certainly is a chip
of the old block! A gambler, a bully, a
twister and everything that’s rocky. I don’t
pretend to bo a saint myself, bub T'm not
quite such an outsider as Grayson.”

He wouldn’t hear any more protests from
Jimmy Potts, and soon afterwards Jimmy
went to bed, his mind at rest. He was begin-
ning to f(‘el that life at St. Frank’s, as boot-
boy for the Ancient House, had many more
advantages than he had first suspeeted,

The secret was kept until Saturday, too.

Jimmy went down to the village, and he
practised with Joe Spence and his team.
Those village boys had had one or two sur-
prises in their lives—but Jimmy Potts had
eclipsed them all. When the villagers pre-
sented themsclves at St. ¥rank’s, on Satur-
day afternoon, they werc looking extraordi-
narily confident.

It was a clear, erisp day, with a fairly stiff
breeze blowing down Little Side.

The Remove footballers were already in
the and crowds of fellows had
ga!hx red round the ropes. “Uhere was a good

cal of interest taken in this match against
thL village boys—particularly as it had been
orgauised to prove that St. Frank’s was not
snobbish.

The Fourth, who had no match of their
own, turned out in large numbers, and
Willy Handforth and his valiants of the
Third were there, too.

“Welcome to St. Frank’s, old man,” said
Nipper genially, as he shook hands with Joe
Spence. “Let’s hope we have a good game.
It's a glonoln afternoon, and—— Hallo!
What the—"’

He broke off, and he was staring at Jimmy
Potts—who was there with all the other vil-
lage boys, wearing the Bellton Junior colours.

“He's playing insideright for us,” ex-
phmed Spence carele:

“Well I'm jiggered!
forth, striding up.
the village?”

“Yes,” said Spence.

“But this is all rot!” ejaculated Hand-
forth. “Pofts is a St. Frank’s chap!”

"Ha ha, ha!”

= Don’t be an ass, Handy,” laughed Nipper.

“Potts is a boot- l)o5—and therefore he comes
within the category of Bellton residents.”

“Of course he does!” said Travers, with
a glance at the anxious Jimmsy “Our
worthy Potts will have the singular experi-
ence of playing against a lot of footer boots
that he eleaned this morning !”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, it's something new. anyhow!”
chuckled Reggie Pitt. “It's the first time
we've evér played against our own boot-hoy !
Well, let’s hope you play a good game, Potts,
old son "

“I'll do my best !” said Jimmy breathlessly.

ejaculated Hand-
“Is Potts playing for
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“You wait!” said Spcm.c, with a strange

smile. “Just you wait!”
But none of the St. Frank’s footballers
took much notice of that significant advice.

CHAPTER 21.

Playing the Game !

IMMY POTTS, wha
even mow couldn’t
quite  believe that
everything was all
right, plucked at

Nipper's sleeve.

NEXT WEDNESDAY! ~swwwananan

“I say, sir, you don't mind, do you?” he
asked.
”'\Imd”’ replied Nipper. * Mmd what ?”
“Me playing against you, sir?
“My dear dmp why should I mind?"”
smiled ‘\:pper “Go ahead, and good luck

to you !

He clapped Jimmy Potts on the back, and
Jimmy ﬂushcd with pleasure.

“There’s no reason why you shouldn’t play
for the villagers,” continued Nipper. *And
it you show any form at all, Potts, I don’t
mind coaching you a bit, if you like.”

“Thauks u\\fulh sir 1” saxd Jimmy, “I
say, sir, you're a yeal good un ”

*“Rats !” smiled Nipper.
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Vivian Travers, who was near by, chuckled
heartily to himself. He felt that he was
going to onjoy this game tremendously.
1e, of the Fifth, had promised to act
cc, and the lanky Lifth-Former now
duxg on to the field, his whistle

e, brothers!” he sang out. “Let us
not dall; 1t is no exaggeration to state that
the spectators are quivering with eagerness
and o\pmt:.mcv I am all in favour of this
game. Lot there be goodwill and comrade-
ship all round1”

“Well, go ahecad, Browne, o'd nmn
X\lppm “We're waiting (or

The teams were lined up, nnd a prelimin-

” said

“THE SCHEMER OF THE
REMOVE!”

Leaping over & deep ravine on a
moter bike !

A reckless thing to do—but then,
Vivian Travers is a reckless feliow,
and he thinks there’s nothing in it.
Nevertheless, something unforeseen
happens and he comes 2 nasty crop-
per ; indeed, Travers is in danger of
'!osm., his life when

Ah, what happexs then ?

You’ll have to wait until next week
when you can read about this thrilling
incident—and many others, too—in
the next stirring yarn of this mag-
nificent series. To make sure you
don’t miss it, just place an order with
your newsagent NOW !

“SONS OF SPEED!”

‘The next extra-long instalment of
this tear-away serial is the best yet !

vy ORDER IN ADVANCE!

ary cheer went up from the spectators as
Browune sharply blew his whistle. The il
Tagers had won the toss, and thcv would
have the wind with them during the first
half

“QOur chaps \will win by zbout twenty goals
to one, I expect!” chuckled Buster Boots, of
the Fourth,

s l\\ouiy goals to nil,
Bob Christine. ‘lf
won't score once!
leather past Handy !

“'They’ll have tI ir work cut out, anyhow,”
Wgn;od Boots.  “Handy's a ('lm.mplon
goa.

you mjean!” said
Det these village chaps
get the

They'll never

in

Perhaps it was this over-confidence which
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was the direct cause of the early disaster.
Every member of the Remove team felt quite
convinced that this game would be fairly
casy for them.

The [orwards had made up their minds to
go easily, and not to score too often. The
defence were frankly slack, for they fels
that they would have no need to exert them-
selves,  Handforth, in goal, was actually
against onc of the posts, idly chat-
ting with some fellows behind: the net.

Exactly as the St. Frank’s fellows had ex-
peeted, the villagers were inclined to bunch
themselves up, and to leave their places and
to miskick.

Joe Spence was centre-forward, and right
at the beginning of the game ho missed a
glorious opportunity of getting through.
One of the St. Frank’s defenders ambled up
and robbed him of the leather just as he
was preparing to get away.

And it was at that momcnt that the miracle
happened.

Jimmy Potts, the boot-boy, robbed the
St. Frank’s half-back in turn—robbed him so
neatly and so cleanly that everybody thought
it was a fluke.

But the next moment Jimmy was off—off
like lightning.

He sped for goal, and the Reniove backs
Lore down upon him, grinning. They would
soon dispossess this cheeky boot-boy !

With the skill of a master, Jimmy feinted,
dodged, and was then off again, leavibg both
the St, Frank’s backs in his rear. Tt was
one of the neatest manceuvres that the St.
Trank's speclators had ever seen. -

And Jimmy Potts was controlling ihe
leather with that uncanny skill*which marks
the born footballer; he was moving like the
wind, the ball seeming glued to his fect.
A roar of yelling went up from the onlookers.
The St. ¥rank’s backs, frantic with anxiety,
were racing after Jimmy at top speed—but
he had them well beaten.

Look out, Handy !” went up a yell.

“Eh?” ;zasped Handforth. *What tho——
What on earth—"

From the edge of the penalty area, Jimmy
Potts let fly. It was a terrific drive—a shot
that left Handforth absolutely helpless. The
leather curved obliquely across the goal-
mouth, and banged into the net at a high

angle.
“Goal !”
“Oh, well ki

“Great Scott! They've scored!”
“0h, my goodncas‘
“Good old Jimmy!”

Travers, as he ran pasbt

form

murmured Vivian
Potts. “Same old

- It was such a ripping chance!”
panted Jimmy.

*1t was a ripping shot, you mean!” grin-
ned Travers. “What do yon mean by telling
ma you were out of form?”

But then Joe Spence and his fellow players
came crowding round, showering congratula-
tions upon their insido- right.  As for the
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Remove team, nearly all the fellows were
looking biue. Nipper gave themn a few sharp
words. o

" It's no good being slack, you fellows,” he
said. “DPotts never ought to have got
through there—although, by Jove, it was a
lovely run! That young fellow is a dark
horse!”

* Horse!” ejaculated Reggie Pitt. “More
like a hare!” .

“Come, brothers—come!” said Browne.
“ Let the battle continue. In your consterna-
tion at the prowess ot Brother Potts, do not
let the game be delayed.”

The teawns lined up again, and play re-
started. Bu* therc was a different story to
tell new.

The Remove Lleven felt humiliated by that
goal against them, and they went all out to
equalise. In no circumstances must they
let that deficiency stand.

And so the Be:lton defence found itself
harrassed to breaking point during the next
few minutes. The Remove forwards put
their utmost efforts into their play, and fol-
lowing one of Reggie Pitt's famous runs
down the wing, Nippsr got the leather at his
feet, and sent in a first-time drive that the
Bellton poalie hardly saw.

“We've equalised, anyhow!” said Hand-
forth.

It was strange but true, however, that less
than five minutes iater, the villagers were up
again! For once more had Jimmy Potts
scored—and he had scoréd by another such
run as his first. This time it had been much
more praiseworthy, since the Remove de-
fence was on the alert.

Yet they could do nothing with this boot-
boy footballer! He streaked clean through
them, tricking defender after defender—until
he let drive a shot that Handforth only just
managed to save by the skin of his teeth.
He punched the leather back into play, and
Jimmy’s head met it—to send it whizzing,
high up, into the net. And that piece of
headwork of Jimmy’s had stamped him, once
and for all, as a footballer of extraordinary
ability.

The Remove was certainly getting a big
surprise !

CHAPTER 22,
A Near Thing !

HEN  half-time  ar-
nived, the score stood
3—2

at 3

The Remove had
gained another two
goals, ann vere wne up. But, according to
the spectators, this was a disgraceful score—
since everybody declared that the Removites
onght to have pained at least ten goals.

But, then, the spectators had reckoned
without Jimmy Potts.

Jimmy had played a marvellous game, for
not only sas he displaying a positive genins
for firsttume shots. but ne was constantly
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going to the rescue of the defence. Time
after time he had smashed up a perfect
movement of the St. Frank’s forwards, snd
had retrieved the blunders of his fellow
players. _

Jimmy, in fact, was playing such a game
that ke was the centre of all attention. The
St. Frank's spectators were nearly as en-
thusiastic for him as the village boys who
had come up te cheer their own champions,

As soon as the second half started, Vivian
Travers distinguished himself by scoring a
beautiful goai I'vom the very beginning
of this game, he had been playing well, and
Nipper had long since marked Travers down
as a certain player for the next big junior
mateh.

Travers had a styls all his own. In this
game, he was pliying in the half-back line,
but it was quite obvious that he was a for-
ward; and although ho seemed to be taking
the game i . lackadaisical manner, he was
really working hard. His passing was
accurate, his timing splendid, and he had a
curious liftle trick ot hesitatiog and con-
fusing hic opponents.

“We're doing well this term,” chuckled
Reggie Pitt, during a brief breather, while
the ball was out of play “Travers is hot
stuff—and we’ve got a boot-boy who's equal
to any chap in the team!”

“Pity wo can't p)ag him for ourselves!”
said Jack Grey. “He’s a wonder!”

'he praise wis by no means undeserved.
Tor during the next five minutes Jimmy
Potts made it quite clear, beyond all ques.
tion, that he was a wonder. .

With the score at 4—2, and with the vil-
lagers ingly in a hopel it
Jimmy set himself out to retrieve it.

By his forceful tactics, he compelled Hand.
forth to concede a corner, and although the
resulting flag kick was by no means perfect,
Jimmy leapt up with such accuracy and
judgment that he got his head to the ball

fore any of the St. Frank’s defenders could
know what was happening. And in went
the leather, over the top of Handforth’s

ead.
“Well, I'm blowed!” gasped Handforth
blankly. "
“Goal!” ?
“Oh, good header, Potts!”

“The man's a marvel I”

“That's three times!” gasped Iandforth.
“That chap's scored three times!”

During the next minute, Jimmy Potts
scored for the fourth time! It scemed alto-
gether too absurd to be true—but unfor-
tunely it was true. And here were these vil-
lage boys, a ridiculously ragged team, equal
with the Removites!

Four—four!

It scemed utterly fantastic. Bat, without
question, Jimmy Potts was the sole and only
cause | those four goals had becn scored
by him, even Joe Spence showing himself tg
be a weakling in attack compared to the re-
markable boot-boy

However, che *hing could not last, and
before the game ended Nipper aud Reggie



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Pitt had scored, and the teams left the field
with St. Frank’s two goals up. But they had
had to fight for their victory—they had had
to fight all the time. And they had con-
fidently told themselves beforehand that it
would be a walk-over!

Jimmy Potts was surrounded by an en-
thusiastie, yelling crowd.

“Good man, Potts!”

“You nearly won the game for your team,
Potts1”

“It’s all right, young gents!” panted
Jimmy, never forgetting for a moment his
position, “It was gorgeous, wasn't it? 1
did my besf and I hope you don’t mind me
scoring——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You'd have been a silly ass, Potts, if you
hadn’t scored!™ laughed Nipper. “But I
want to know one thing, my son. Where on
earth did you learn to play such ripping foof-
ball? Where did you spring from before you
came to St. Frank’s 1

Jimmy had been fearing this question. It
was impossible for him to make any reference
to Beccleston. But a way out occurred to
lum, and he was quick with his reply.

‘W Mastu‘ Nipper, I was coached by a

professional,” he replied.

" Oh, you were, were you ?” shouted Hand-
forth. “Then that explains it! Did you
hear that, you chaj Potts says that he
was trained by a professional P

**Oh, my hai!”

“ Why didn't he tell us that before 7”

Vivian Travers chuckled to himself. Potts’
statement had been perfectly correct. For
at Beecleston a professional had been on the
spot to coach the school Elevens.

“ Well, otts, you've given us a big sur-
prise,” said Nipper. “And we hope we shall
play against you in some other game, There’ll
pxobnb{v be a return fixture—on your own
ground.”

“T hope so, sir!” said Jimmy eagerly.

“You played well, too, Travers,” went on
Nipper, turning to the new boy. “You were
a bit unlucky In the second half, but if you
had been in the forward-line you would have
scored more than one goal. In the nexh
game youwll play inside-left, old man.”

‘G 1 said Travers. “That’s
favourite posmon

“Where's Potis?” asked Handforth, look-
ing round. “I want to-ask him who that pro-
fessional was! And I want to know where
he was coached, too!”

“ Better not trouble, old man,” said Travers.
“Fve got a sort, of idea that Potts doesn’t

" want to say much. He’s a bit shy, dear old

1

my

fellow. I supposc he feels it—being only a
boot-boy, you know.

*Yes, leave him alone, Handy!” said
Nipper.

Jimmy Potts had gone. He had seized the
opportunity to slip away, having made some
excusc that he had to get back to his duties.

Later on, Vivian Travers found an oppor-
tunity of =eokmg out this remarkable boot-
boy and congratulating him fervently.

“0h, it was gorgeous, Travers—just gor-

| Shooter Jimmy,'

kicked out of 8t. Frank’s,
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geous!” said Jimmy, hugging himseclf. “I
never dreamed that I should be able to play
real football at St. Frank’s! How could T
dream of it? It—it scemed so impossible.”

Vivian Travers patted him on the back,

w: Notmng s impossible, dear old fellow,” he
replied. **And this life is full of little sur-
prises. You may be a baronet, and you may
have blue blood in your veins—but here jou
are, clummg boots for us. Somechow, I've

ot an idea that your life at St. Frank’s will

e adventurous.’’

“It’s a lot better than I ever Lhought it
would be, if that’s what you mecan,” said
Jimmy.

“It's a good joke, isn't it?” chuckled
Travers, “1 wonder what these fellows would
suy if I told them that you wused to be
Junior Captain at Beccleston College—and
that you were known in the Fourth as ¢ Sharp-
because of your genius for

goal getting 77

“You won’t tell them, Traven. will you 7”7
asked Jimmy anxiously. n’t forget that
if you ngo the authorities an inkling of my
real position it would be fatal. They'd sack
me at once!”

Travers smiled whimsically.

~“Jove!” he muttercd, half to bimselt.
“What a sensation it would cause if they
did know. Wouldn’t Nipper and Handy and
all the others get a shock. Why, they
wouldn't belicve 1t at first. What is that
old saying? ‘Truth is stranger than fiction.’
How well it fits this case, Jimmy, eold
fellow!”

Jimmy, nodded.

“Yes, it would sound rather impossible,”
he agrccd “Then I can rely upon you to

| keep silent, Travers?”

“Mum’s the word, Jimmy!” Travers
smiled, then added: ‘““And just the same, 1
ask you to keep my little secret. Don't
forget that I was sacked from Beceleston, *
and it is in your power to get me kicked
out of here. So we're quits. I can get you
and you can do
the same. From now on ‘silence’ is »ur
motto "

Jimmy Potts breathed a sigh of rclief. e
knew he conld trust Travers, and he cer-
tainly did not intend to give away that
fellow’s secret.

And so Jimmy Potts, the boot-boy baronat.
started his life at St. Frank’s. When he went
to bed that night he had a fecling within
him that it was too good to be true,

Perhaps there was some excellent reason
for this thought. Certainly the immedi
future was likely to provide Jimmy Potts with
some strange adventures and with some great
trials,

Incidentally, it was to provide Vivian
Travers with some peculiar sport, too!

(Well, that's the first yarn in this new
series, lads. Qreat, wasn't it? Next week’s
story—~which i3 entitled “THE SCHEMER
OF THE REMOVE!”—is eren better. Don't
forget to tell your pals—and dow't Jorget
there's only one way toe make sure you don't
miss it. ORDER YOUR COPY NOW/)
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EXTRACTS FROM THE ST. FRANK'S MAGAZINE

STAR GAZING
B
CLARENCE }ELLOWES .

NIPS .FROM
NIPPER’S PEN!

In the heavens, bright blue heavens,
Twinkle out a myriad stars;

Tu the school when all are sleeping
Stands old Tucker, watching Mars.

Lost to time and place, he gazes
Through a telescope to view
Jowels of the mist above him
That mean nought to me or you.

Suddenly he starts as phases
Flit across the brilliant lens

Never scen before by mortal;
Taces, human faces—men’s!

“What star’s that?” he asks himself,
Hardly daring now to breathe

As once again those moving figures
Loom up, turn round and take their leave.

Beads of perspiration running
Down old Tucker’s wrinkled face;
Excitement high with proud discovery
Of a planet’s human race.

Calls the Head in jubilation,
Watclies quiet as a mouse;

Head looks long, and hen looks angry,
In the distance sces a house.

Telescope has not been bearing
On the sky at ail, ’tis plain;

In the distant lighted window
Moving figures ercss again!

Poor old Tucker, little dreaming
Telescope is trained on hill,
Shown at last the lighted cottage,

Is convinced—a bitter pill!

All his dreams of fame and fortune-
Disappearing in a flash,

Poor old Tucker, in eonfusion,
From his study makes a dash.

Morar:
Never jump to wild conclusions,
Specialty when yon gaze at stars;
See your telescope is bearing
On a planct—{'r instance, Mars!

I've often heard it said tliat Reggic Pitt's
features are finely chiselled ; but he’s just had
a terrifie scrap with Handforth, and now they
look finely hammered. If vou don't believe
me trot along and have a squint at him for
vourselves.

There’s a rumour floating around that
Avcliibald Winston® Derck Glentiorne—what a
name !'—went to the Land of Nod for the
latter part of the Christmas vacation. We
quite believe it!

Is it true that Simon Kenmore helped to
make the Christmas puddings at home, and is
it true that, instead of putting the usual num-
ber of threcpenny pieces in the puddings, he
shoved in 1.O.U.s? We wonder! -

E. O. Handforth thinks that this leap year
business is all rot. We wonder what ‘leap
year thinks about him?® And does this three
hundred and sixty-sisth day mean an cxtra
day in the Form-room? If so, shew me the
fellow who “invented'™ leap year and I'll
burst him !

Jack Grey las announced his intention of
learning to play the saxophone, We give him
fair warning if he does that there'll be a grey
Jack kuocking around, and a vacancy im
Reggie Pitt's study ! -

Mr, Pyeraft is anxious to know who put the
gum in his slippers, . Sorry, can't oblige.
But if the entertaining chappic who did the
dirty deed is in need of any more gum for a
similar purpose, let him just say the word.

No one will gradge Teddy Long the dis
tinction of being the Sneak of the School,
but if he doesn’t soon alter Lis ways it won't
be loug bfore he takes the long jump!
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NOTE.—I) any reader writes to me,

likely to interest the majority.
cio itor, THE NE
Street LOW DON, Every letter

1 shall be pleased

N EC4 will have my personal eattention
tpecial merit will "be distinguished by a star {*) against the sender’s name.

LEE LIBRARY

?

1]

L 't (e

Edwy Searles Brooks
chats with our readers.

to comment upon such remarks as are

All letters should be addressed;: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
LSON  LEE L

IBRARY The House, FParringdoi
Lelters of tery

My pléotu exchangs

Pleetway

offer is still open; my autographed photo for yours—but yours first, please.—E.S.

P to the prcsenh—']‘hnm‘as Portwin*

l [ {Moonee Ponds, Vie., Aus.)—the

only Australian boy who has featured

in the St. Frank’s stories is Jerrold

Dodd, who shares the Remove Study F, in

the Ancient House, with Tom Burton and

Hubert Jarrow. Jerry Dodd’s introduction

to St. Frank’s College was related in Old

Serics, No. 312, dated May 28th, 1921. The

ages of Handy & Co.—and of most of the

other juniors in the Remove and the Fourth

—vary between 14 and 16. The ages of the
fags in the Third range from 12 to 14.

# * *

Thanks for all your welcome letters—aHarr_\'
McMahon* (West Broken Hill, N.S.W.)—and
I can almost include you, now, amongst my
select few regular weekly corretpondents
The juniors in the Remove number 46 just
at present. Dut, as constant changes are
naturally going on in a progressive Public
school like St. Frank’s, this number may
vary from time to time. As to how many
nationalities are represented at the famous
old college—well, I can’t exactly tell you oft-
hand. But one of these days, when D've got
nothing better to do, I'll go round among
the boys, and make a list of their lands of
origin for you. Will that do?

e » *

Yes—NMatthew H. Clanachan (Ulasgow)—
the Fifth and Third Forms are both repre-
sented in all four Houses at St. Frank’s—

as well as the Sixth, of course. The Remove
Form is divided between the Ancient and
West Hous and the Fourth between the
Modern and Iiast Houses. The occupants of
Study B, in the Ancient House, are Arthur
Hubbard and Edward Long. T can't tell you
exactly how many fellows there are in the
school altogether. But, when I go round
after those nationalities for Harry MeMahon,
T'll count ‘em up, and let you know. But.
as ncar as I can make out, only about 144
boys have so {ar heen named by me in the
tales.

These are the St. Frank’s coiours—Stanley
Green (Sutton, Cambs.}: Ancient House—Red
and Blue; West House—Mauve and Yellow;
Modern  Housg—Creen and Gold; Bast
House—Black and Orange.

* .7 ®

G. Rudge (Plymouth), A. Collings (King.
ston-on-Thames), . Robinson (Southamp-
ton), Gordon Harrison*  (Douglas,
LO.M.), Ernest Rae (Howrah, India), Alfred
Newman tPortsmouth) Maxwell Baultrop®*
(Feilding, N.Z.), C. V. Hopkins® (Chard),

J. -Doyle (Svdncy, N.8.W.), James Salt
Chrlstchurch N.Z.), “A Loyal Reader’
(Woh o] humpton)

* * -

Yes—Ms. T. Goodwin (Ascot Vale, Vie,
Aus.)—you are in good company, for d'mng
the past few years I have, I am glad to
say, had many proofs that the married
women among my readers are astonishingly
large in numbers. It is good of you to pass
on your copy of the Old Paper every week

to another reader—who also passes on.
This all helps. in a way, of cours Bat
the way to give us real loyui aid is for all

you readers who pass your copies on and to
place them in different hands every weck.
Then, not only are new rcaders being con-
stantly recrnited, but those to whom you for.
merly lent the weckly copy will probably buy
it for themsclves. 8o, by doing as I say, yon
will be helping us doubl; And now, 1i you
want to give the Old Paper some real prae
tical support, you all know what to do.

ol
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WIN—OR BUST!
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That’s Dick Barry’s motto as he sends his Kent racer

hurtling over the hazardous Targa Florio course. He’s got to win—he’s
got to beat Lynch—for was it not Lynch who “crashed” Big Bill?
Can Dick do it?

when he gets the chance to drive a Kent

racing car in_the Targa Florio—the most

hazardous of all motor races. His
thor-.

brot!
BIG BILL BARRY, is also driving; he is

the star driver for the firm. His biggest
rival in the race is—

MARK LYNCH, and the two are also work-

ing against one another in an effort to
break the world's record for speed. Lynch
drives for the firm that builds Ince Eight
cars, and they have constructed an
enormous machine which they call the
Ince Giant. In its tests, this car proves
a failure, and Dbecause of this Lynch
damages the Kent Flyer—a wonderful car,
which has been built’ by—

HITHUT

BRI T R R R R T R T

HOW THE STORY STARTED—
DICK BARRY achieves his greatest ambition

“PROFESSOR ” KENT, who owns the Kent
firm, Dick and Bill hope that their Flyer
will be repaired by the time that the -
Targa Florio race is over, and in this
event they are using ordinary speed
machines. = From the start of the race,
Big PBill and Lynch fight for the lead,
while Dick takes fourth position on_his
car. Half-way round on the first lap, Dick
takes a corner and Hurst, his mechanic,
lets out a yell, while Dick stamps on the
brake-pedal. Tuo cars lay smashed on
the road. One is a Delage, and the other
is Big Bill's m'lchm( Bill is lying half
out of the cockpit, and in_the distance
is a black blotch marking Lynch on his
car, roaring into the lead!

(Now read on.)

D

He

The Wrecks on the Road,

ICK brought his ear to a shthcrmn
halt, its radiator checking a bare
ymd from the wreckage of the
two machines blocking the course.

could see Big Bill lIying half out

of the cockpit of his wrecked car, blood
on his face, and his shoulders in the dust
of the road. One hand was still clamped
about the steering-wheel, as though he
had been trying to avert disaster right
to the last.

Over the two cars, locked together at
the very lip of the drop on the outside «f

the curve, there hung a haze of bluish
smoke.

At the side of the road, Bi

mechanic was twisting slowly round, his
knees bent and his arms drooping—moving
like a boxer knocked out on his feet, De
crumpled to the ground as Dick and Joey
Hurst scrambled madly from the car,
The moment that Hurst’s canvas :hoes

[IHTENH

hit the road,” he went tearing back.
Already Dick could hear the thunderous
roar of the two Bugattis that were be-
hind him; they were hurtling up the
gorge, and unless they were warned of
vslnt lay round the bend they would smash
full-pelt into the wreckage.

Both the low-built, Dblue cars came
swooping round the curve, one on the
tail of the other. They saw Hurst, and
through the fierce scream of their gears
Dick heard the tearing whine of brakes.

He saw the front axles of the machines
judder and shake, whecls kicking and
stamping on the road as the tails of both
cars slewed round, dust spurting frora
the whining tyres until they came to a
quivering stop behind his own machine.

From the moment that they had ap-
peared until they halted, it scemed but a -
split second. Buel, had they checked
than the drivers and mcchanics of the
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machines leaped from their smoking
cockpits and came rushing in a grim-
faced bunch for the tail of Bill’s car.

Dick bent over his brother, bands
tucked under his shoulders as he tried to
‘drag him out. He had him lifted when
he saw that the crews of the other twp
cars were lifting the tail of Bill's
machine.

They dragged it round, hauling wildly,
with a broken wheel seraping on the sur-
face of the road as they pulled. One of
them jumped to help Dick pull Bill out
of the wreckage. Hurst rushed to the
collapsed mechanic and hauled him off
the road, just as the low, screaming shage
of a Delage came slashing round the
corner,

For an instant the driver braked, then
he saw that the road was being cleared
and he came on. He went roaring by in
a smother of dust, showering grit and
stones all over them—passing in the in-
stant that the Bugatti crews got Bill's
car out of the way.

Men were now scrambling down the
rocky slope on the inside of the road—
peasants and soldiers, police and two
agile, uniformed fellows with Red Cross
brassards on their arms. They came
swarming across the road, picking up the
Delage crew injured in the smash.

One of the soldiers caught Dick’s arm
as he was helping to lift his brother
away. Thé man shook his carbine to-
wards Dick’s car, telling him to get back
into the race. The crews of the Bugatti
speedsters were already leaping into
their cockpits, as from around the curve
a Fiat came hurtling, a Mercedes and
the third of the Delage team on its tail.

They went past in a welter of shatter-
ing sound, flinging grit on either side,
while Dick pushed the soldier off and
then bhent over his brother.

Big Bill’s eyes were opened mow, and
he tried to sit up. He stared dazedly
around, blinked blood out of his eyes as
he saw the wrecked cars, then Dick heard
him gasping :

“Didn’t—go over, did we?”

“Bill, it’s all right! I’'m -here!” Dick
bent to call the words into his ear above
the smashing sound of the Bugattis’ ex-
hausts as the blue cars thundered away.
Hurst came stumbling up.

“Bill—your mate’s all right!” he
yelled to him. “Busted arm, that’s all!
The Delage blokes are knocked out.
How’d it happen?”

“Lynch cut—in!” Bill gasped. He
dropped himself on one elbow, and only
then did he secem to realise that Dick
was there He looked from the boy to
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the halted shape of his car. “Here, you
—you get on!” he said huskily, and he
z‘)egﬂn to struggle, trying to got to his
cet.

Half a dozen hands from the group
around came out to support him, but he
swayed heavily when he got upright, and
Dick could see that he was trying to say
something,

From the curve more machines came
tearing, pelting past while willing hands
dragged the two wrecked cars still
further on to the grass that edged it
before the drop.

“You—you drive on!” Bill exclaimed
shakily. “Dick, get back and—carry
on !

“Are you hurt, Bill?” Dick caught his
brother’s arm, his own face drained of all
its colour. “Sure you're all right?”

“Not hurt !I” his brother gasped. “But
shaken up !”

Bill grinned, then recled back on the
men who held him as his knees gave. out.
He made an cffort and braced his legs
again; quite suddenly he scemed to find
strength from somewhere.

“Get back in the race I” he half yelled.
“Drive on, Dick—ecatch that foul-ridin’
swab an’ lick him, boy! Get back to y'r
car I

The Last of the Team !

6 E’S all right! Come on !’ Hurst

half dragged Dick away, and

< before he realised it the boy was

behind the wheel. He knocked

off the hand-brake, while Hurst pushed

the -machine clear of the smashed ecars.

The wiry little mechanic swung fren-

ziedly on the starting-handle, and the
engine roared.

Yet another car erupted from around
the bend, a bloud-red screeching Alfa-
Romeo. It shot past as Dick got going,
with Hurst still climbing over the side
of the cockpit. Behind, Dick got a
glimpse of someone on the bend, waving
a big yellow flag, which warned ap-
proaching ecars that there was trouble
round the curve; then all that was lost
as they streaked after the wagging tail
of the Italian machine.

“All out! Cateh ’em up!”
bawled the words in Dick’s car. * Lynch
ran Bill off the road! Catch him an’
beat him, Dick! Put your foot down!”

Dick put his foot down! He kept it
down until they were dancing on the
Alfa-Romeo’s tail, then he drew out.
took a bend beside the other car, and
surged past on the short straightway
beyond. He had a glimpse of the driver’s

Hurst



38

face, teeth gritted and hands twitching
on his shifting steering-wheel, then the
machine was taking the Kent’s dust, and
Dick was chasing the cars that had passed
during the stop.

How far he was behind Lynch now, he
didn’t know. It would take some doing
to catch up with the Ince Eight, because
Bill had been going all out to hold him,
but Lynch might slow a little now that
he knew his chief rival was out of the
race.

Dick flung the car on. He was wedged
down in his seat, hands steady on the
wheel. In the first burst of maq driving
he forgot the heat and fumes from the
engine, the burning of the sun and the
jarring crash of his back against the
squab every time that the car jumped
on the road.

He was going to ecatch Lynch up, and
pass him. The rotter had erashed Bill,
but he wasn’t going to beunefit by :t.
Dick was going to lick him!

The thoughts beat incoherently at the
back of his brain, and then merged into
a fierce urge for more and more spead.
The car dropped like a coloured streak
off the side of the mountain, travelling
by turn and twist, bend and curve down
the rock-hewn road until it slammed into
the purple depths of the valley, and
passed a Fiat that stood pulled off the
road.

Its crew was bent under the bonnet,
working feverishly, never even glancing
up as the Kent went crashing past. That
was one less between himself and Lynch!

They spun round a hairpin turn in the
licart " of a little, white-walled village.
Dick hardly saw the spectators there. As
they came out of the turn the road
opened in a long, winding drop that
ended with half a mile of straight lead-
ing back to the starting-point-—which,
when reached, would mean that they had
completed one of the five laps.

The car was weaving under its mad
speed as they hurtled on. The clustered
buildings of the town seemed to rise
before them when they hit the straight,
and on the road ahead Dick saw tihe
short, white, dusty shape of a roaring
Mercedes.

“Cateh him [ Hurst reached up to vell
in his ear. “Put it across him, Dick!”
And he bent to the oil-pump and worked
vigorously on the plunger, clinging to the
side of the car with one hand.

The German was going fast, but the
Kent covered the ground at a mad, smash-
ing pace which blurred everything on
either hand as she ate.up the distance
Detween herself and the Mercedes.
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Dick caught the other car up just as
it reached the stands. He saw the line
of the replenishment. pits—banked faces in
the squat stands—flaring adverti ts
—and they were up to the dust-slashed
white car, passing it as though it had
been standing still.

Dick had the barest hint of excited
spectators standing up and waving, and,
sounding oddly through the machine’s
shattering roar, he caught the strains of
a band—one chord in a tune which passed
like a momentary glimpse of light.

“One lap done!” Hurst bawled at him,
as they went booming up the sloping
straight to the corner at the end.

One lap, and there were four more to
do! Dick gritted his teeth and hurled
the car into the turn. Somehow, the
engine seemed to have got into its stride;
he took turn after turn easily, with
hardly a skid.

Actually, the machine was running
better than when he had started. Every-
thing about the ear had warmed up to
the pitch of perfection. Even Dick had
warmed up; he’d got used to the speed
and was driving faster now than before,

They roared to the heights of the moun-
{ain, with the blue depths of valleys
opening . below, and cloud-capped peaks
rising on either hand. Twice they passed
ears, but whether they were machines
which had been ahecad, or whether they
were cars that had halted for repairs,
Dick could not tell.

They came to the two-mile straight
before the big gorge, to hurtle down the
one and thunder through the other. Dick
eased a little for the blind turn, beyond
which Big Bill had crashed.

The two wrecked cars were still there,
drawn full on fo the narrow, grassy strip
that edged the precipice. Half a dozen
soldiers were guarding them, with a little
cluster of peasants standing by. Of the
crews there was no sign.

“Where've they—got—to?” Dick bel-
lowed the words to Hurst as they stormed

past.
“CGone on. We've got a—station—a bit
further along!” the mechanic yelled

back, then added: “Five miles !”

Dick remembered the station now, one
of three which the Kent racing team had
established. In no time at all he saw
the pennant flying from the pole. A
little group stood there, and in front
of them all was Big Bill.

He had his helmet off, and there was
a bandage round his head. He lifted
bolh arms high as they rocked up to-
wards the replenishment station, and
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waved his helmet wildly as, with his other
hand, he indicated his mechanic.

The man was sitting on a boulder, his
left arm in a sling, and his right waving
them on. Both Bill and his mechanic
were grinning, and the mechanies behind
were cheering their heads off as Dick
rocketed past.

“They’re all right!” Dick gasped the
words as Bill faded behind.

“Stop there next time round!” Hurst
called to him. “Change all wheels and
fill up. TIt’1l be half distance!”

By the time that Dick had finisled the
sedond lap, he was feeling the real strain
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clutter of boulders and hardy bushes—
they came upon the third car in the
Kent team

The machine was drawn right off the
road. The driver and his mechanic were
squatting on the coarse grass, but they
leaped up when Dick’s car came in sight.
Hurst lecaved over the side of the cockpit
as he saw the two signalling to him, The
driver was pumping one fist up and down,
and twiddling his finger above it in a
little cirele.

The car and the men swept behind.
Hurst leaned over to Dick.

“They’ve broken a piston—blown a

The moment Dick drove the Kent racer into the replenishment pit, a number of mechanics rushed forward

to change wheels aund refill petrol and water tanks, w

hile Bill went to the cockpit and lifted Dick ount. *“ You're

Iying fourth 17 roared Bill,

of the race. Over his eyes came an odd,

ressing feeling, almost as though he
ad iron bands there—that was nerve
strain. His arms grew a little heavy,
and his throat became parched and dry.
But he forgot all that as they went past
the stands and the great score-board.
Hurst tried to see where they were placed
in the race.

“Goin’ too fust—figures all blurred!”
he yelled. “Bill’ll tell us when we stop!
Gosh, I can do with a lime juice or
somethin’! Mouth’s like a brick-yard !

Up into the mountain again, and on
the first bit of straight—where the out-
side of the road ran steeply down in a

hole through it!” he shouted. “Only us
left in the race, Dick! Keep your foot
down, boy! Win or bust!”

Twenty minutes later, the car slammed
up to the secret station where Big Bill
was waiting, skidded a®little with its
tail wagging, then stopped before the
petrol cans and the waiting, eager group
of mechanics.

In the Targa TFlorio race, the men at
the replenishment stations are allowed to
work on the car. Before either Dick or
Hurst were out of the machine, the
mechanies had crashed great jacks under
front and rear axles, and were smacking
at the quick-release caps on the hubs.
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“You're lyin’ fourth—seven minutes be-
hind Lynch!” Big Bill half lifted Dick
out of his seat as he roared the words
in his ear. “You'll get him, young
‘un 1”

Dick’s feet hit the ground; they were
s0 numbed that he could barely feel
them. A grimy, excited mechanic jammed
a brimming glass of liquid to his lips.
The boy took it, swilled the dust out of
his mouth, and then drank. Somebody
else rammed sandwiclies into his fist as
the glass was snatched away, then Bill
was talking:

“You'll get him, Dick,
keep it up—he’s slowing! Youll be
——" He broke off abruptly to bawl at
the sweating mechanics. "fl')on’t swamp
the seats with that juice—mop it out!
Steady with that water; keep it below
the cap!”

The mechanics worked with mad energy
around the machine. In an incredibly
short time the two jacks were yanked
away and the car stood re-shod.

“Hop in!” Bill caught Dick’s
shoulder. “Swing her over, Sammy!”
Then he added to Dick: “We've got a
board here, we’ll signal you how much
you've caught up on Lynch when you
come round. Big figure shows how many
minutes you are behind—Ilittle one what
you've made up on the lap. Good luck !”

Dick paused, half in his seat.

“Bill, won’t you take over now? Drive
the rest of the race instead of me——"

“Can’t! T got a busted rib in that
smash !” The big fellow grinned as he
tore open the front of his overalls. Dick
got a glimpse of tightly-strapped band-
ages, then a mechanic had swung the
engine. It roared fiercely, like a giant
with strength renewed. A man snatched
at the bonnet straps, buckles glimmering
in the sun as he drew the broad leather
bands tight.

“Off you go! Keep your foot down !”

Dick waved his hand, shouted some-
thing, then they were into the race once
more, seven minutes hehind Lynch, and
with a hundred and sixty miles to go.

The brief respite had put new life into
Dick. Once, during the next mad lap,
he asked Hurst if a broken rib was a
very serious injury. The mechanic bawled
that it wasn’t, but it hurt a lot if you
bent or moved. Dick wondered how much
it had hurt Bill to lift him out of the
car when they stopped. All that was
wiped from his mind as he recognised one
of the two blue Bugattis which had been
close after him at the start of the race.

He caught up the car and passed it.
Ten minutes after he passed the second

if you ean
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of the pair, just before they again passed
the replenishment station where Bill was
standing. He was holding aloft a big
square blackboard. On it were chalked
figures; a huge three and, beneath it, a
smaller four,

It meant that they were now only three
minutes behind Lynch.

“He must have stopped for juice!”
Hurst shouted. “We caught up four
minutes on that cireuit. A lap and a half
to go. Step on it, Dick!”

Hurst’s thin face was a mask of oil
and dust. His teeth were covered with
a film of grit, and his eyes glittered
behind his goggles. When they ripped
down to the grandstands again, with
four laps belind them, and only one
more to do, he riveted his gaze on the
great score-board, picking out the figures.

Dick could see that people in the stands
were on their feet as they hurtled past,
waving their arms and shouting. The
whole scene dropped behind in a maze of
blurred colour, then Hurst was bawling
exultantly in his ear:

“We're third! Fiat and Lynch only
in front! We must be right behind the
Fiat !

Two miles up the tortuous mountain
road, a trail of dust lifted ahead, show-
ing that there was a car just in front. A.
mile further on, and Dick madsé it out as
the Fiat that was in second place.

He could see the red car’s knife-like tail
wagging and jumping as the machine
leaped on the road. They came up to it,
and Dick eased a little as he waited for
a chance to pass. He could sce the
Ttalian driver’s mechanie roaring in the
speedman’s ear, telling him that they
were about to be passed. From some-
where, the Fiat found ounces of extra
speed, and he held Dick for five miles
before the boy came to a safe, straight
stretch. "

There was a drop on the outside of it,
but he’d got used to running with two
of his wheels kicking stones over the
edge of a yawning gulf. He pulled out,
drew level, saw the swarthy face of the
Fiat driver grinning gamely in his know-
ledge of defeat, and then was past and
away after Lynch.

“He can't be far ahead now !” shouted

Hurst. “Give her all she’s got; I'll
watch for Bill’s signals. Neck or nothing
now, Dick !

The mechanic’s voice was jerky as he
bawled the words. Some of them were
snatched away by the wind, and some
were so slurred that Dick hardly heard
them.

He didn't know that Hurst was nearly
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all in, that the heat and the bumping,
the fumes and the smashing roar of the
car’s progress had sapped his strength.
When Hurst worked the auxiliary oil-
pump, he jarred his head against the
instrument board, knocking himself sick,
because his grip on the side of the car
was weak. But he wasn’t going to let
Dick kanew that.

Dick himself was—well, he didn’t know
how he felt.  His whole body was so
bruised and shaken®that it had become
numb. His movements were almost in-
stinctive, and his legs seemed to be burns
up to the knee. But he knew they’d a
chance of vietory—a chance to beat
Lynch.

Through his mind flashed a memory
picture of Lynch before the race:

“You driving? Then look out for your-
self I” he had snarled.

The blind corner, with its huddled,
broken cars just beyond, and they were
up to the secret station again. He
didn’t even glance over to 1t, because
inches eounted now, and to look might
mean a swerve that would slow the car.
From the tail of his eye he glimpsed the
mechanics there, waving their arms and
shouting.

“Thirty  seconds — behind  Lynch !”
Hurst gasped in his ear. “Bill’s not
there; gone down—to the finish to see
you—come in! After him, boy!”

Half a minute behind Lynch! They’d
get him. But Lynch would know how
close they were behind, because the Ince
people had stations out on the hills
which would warn him of the closeness
of the pursuit.

The dust-slashed Kent machine slid
down the slopes, brakes whining on the
corners.  She ripped up the gradients,
her gears screaming a song of sustained
speced. But they saw nothing of Lynch
until they came to the last little village,
with a winding road that led to a half-
mile straight and the finish.

Here there was a hairpin bend. Dick
had to slow for it. As he slowed, specta-
tors leaned over the palisading, thin
voices piercing the car’s roar as they
urged him on, and around the bend he
saw the Ince Eight!

“That’s him!” Hurst roared, all his
fatigue forgotten.

If the Kent had never gone before, she
went now. The rcad sloped downwards,
and she took it with her engine roaring
on its limit. In half a mile they were
up to Lynch’s machine, and pulling out
to pass,

Lynch pulled out

as woll—balking
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them ! Dick started to draw to the other
side, when Hurst reached up.

“Wait—wait Sit behind until you
get to the straight, then put it across
him! The road’s wide there!”

Dick held his position until the last
bend, which brought them to the hali-
mile, dead straight, flat road that led
to the winner’s flag.

He pulled out again; drew level with
the Ince Eight. He could see the angle
of Lynch’s set jaw, and the twist of his
thin lips as, from the corner of his eyes,
he saw Dick coming up. But he could do
nothing. They were in full view of the
stands, and if he tried to balk Dick
again, the stewards would disqualify him.

On, on, with first the radiator of the
Kent machine nosing forward, only to fall
back as Lynch found extra speed from
somewhere and sent his car surging ahead.

People lining the course: were cheering
frantically, Never before had there been
such a finish to the Targa Florio as this !

Dead level—juddering together on the
broad road. The Kent was stealing the
lead—inching forward—poking her radia-
tor in front—drawing away!

“We win!” Hurst yelled,

They were clear—still going ahead.
Dick saw the flag-decked stands lift up
in front, with every man in sight turned
to watch this neck-and-neck finish. .

They swooped om, Lynch still falling
behind. Dick made out a group of
officials, one of them with the chequered
winner’s flag in his hand, waiting to
slash it down on the air as the winning
machine crogsed the line. Diek could see
the massed spectators waiting to cheer
him in—jyelling mechanics craning from
the pits. Only a quarter of a mile to
go, and they’d have done it!

They’d won! They were home!

From his off-side front wheel there sud-
denly fountained a streak of black. In
the same moment there came a sound like
the muffled report of a gun. He felt the
steering-wheel kick in his hand, then
they were lurching across the road.

He was dragged half from his seat as
he used all his strength to straighten the
car. In the same moment, Lyncﬁl sepmed
to leap aimost to their tail,

“Burst tyre!” Dick yelled to Hurab.

“Don’t matter !” the mechanic bawled.
“Keep going 1”7

(Who’s going to win? Can Dick keep
going on with a tyreless wheel? Obviously
he can’t stop 1o change wheels, for that
would mean a fatal delay. Next week’s
instalment is exira long and exira thril-
ling. Watch out for it!)

They



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

42
ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 89.
SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.
I desire to become enrolled as & Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
And to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
the League. I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
LI‘L LIBRARY™ and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUR to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. Will you,
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the Membership
Number assigned to me, ant Membership Badge. a
SECTION MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MERAL AWARDS.

I, Member NOuuwen. (give Membership No,), hercby declare ‘that I kave
introduced one more mew reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me....... (state oumber o6f
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit,

SECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

1 hereby declare that I bave been introduced by (give name of Introducer)

to this issue of " THE NELSON LEE

C

LIBRARY.”

(FULL NAME).

{ADDRESS)

INSTRUCTIONS.

lNS’(RUOTIDNS.—maﬂar Applying for Mem-
pership.  Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THE NeeSoN LER LIBRARY. On one of the rorms
leave in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
.Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form ~The second form is for your
‘new reader, who fills n Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes bis name and
address at bottom of form. Both forws are then
inned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
Krank's League, cfo TOE NeLSON LEE

E.C4. Member Applying for Bronze Med:

will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are nceded. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
\rite your name and address at bottom of form
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Oflicer, as above, One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will pe sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number.

Brouze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can npp]y in the same way
as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when Lhe League reaches the
required rumber of members thcy can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms ecan be posted for
}d., providing the envelope is not sealed aand no
letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You ecan write to fellow members living at
)l\;ome oi in the most distant outposts of the

mpire.

You are offered free advice on chou%mg A
trade or ecalling, and on to

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by

colonies and dcpendencies.

you want to form a sports or social
club, you can do 8o amongst local members
of the League.

g the growth of the League.

It you want help or information on any »
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever 3
ready to assist you. b
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“ The Rio Kid.”
HO is the Rio Kid? He is a real
W lad, and one of the best. Look out

for this astounding newcomer,

whose amazing adventures will

appear each week in the pages of our com-
panion paper, the ‘“‘Popular,” which is pub-
lished every Tuesday. This splendid new
series of Wild West tales are fresh, brilliant
and full of vim. The Rio Kid is a true
sport, and even his sworn foes admire him.
advise all chums to get this week’s
“‘Popular ’—now on sale—and see what’s
doing. They are safe for thrills.

The Weekly Tonic.

A Queensland pal so describes the N.L.L.
At Longreach, where he hails from, they are
all dead nuts on Handforth and the merry
Co. It seems to me the advice tendered by
this keen supporter is jolly good.

Forming A Club.

As a rule members of the S.F.L. know all
about starting a club. ¥t may be for sports
or for games of all sorts, but the procedure
is much the same.

You want first to get hold of a good chair-
man for the opening meeting, and this fellow
in the chair, once he has been elected, has
got to be obeyed. It i3 no use throwing
things at him because his ruling does not
happen to please you. That’s the beauty of
running these things according to the old-
established custom. If the right programme
is followed there will be no ructions.  If in-
terruptions are allowed out of time, and no
attention is paid to the tap of the president’s
hammer, then there’s sure to be ructions. Of
course, the more notions brought forward
the better, but one idea has to be considered
at a gime.

1 have had a few complaints about meet-
ings which came to grief. This was due in
the main to everybody trying to talk at once.
Naturally, every serious proposal should be
jotted down by the secretary in the minute

ook, And the best place to put the sec. is
right up close to the man in the chair so that
ha may hear well.
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The Editor.

Always in a Stew.

Much sympathy will be felt for a Man
chester pal who obviously worries a lot too
much, The fellow who is always plaguin,
himself as to whether his job is well enougﬁ
done, is pretty sure to come a cropper. He
needs to take lots more open-air exercise and
to try to get more of the cheerio spirit into
him. Any ass can worry, but that won’t help
him to a cool head and efficiency.

I am, not going to suggest that he should
slack off & bit, but if he lives on his job,
thinks of nothing but his job, dreams of it,
and so forth, he is heading for grave trouble.
Some of those slackers we hear about will
beat him at the post. For, be it remembered,’
that there are various shapes and sizes in
the slacker brigade. i

I met a fellow recently who had the reputa-
tion for taking things far, far too easily, a
sort of leave-it-till-to-morrow johnny. But
suddenly came a call for special service, and
he showed himself ready enough’ for the emer-
gency. There seemed to be nothing he could
not tackle. All that air of laziness was just
so much bunkum, He was really a live wire
of the wiriest kind. I should not half wonder
if the slacker has been misjudged altogether.
Maybe he is only wanting his chance.

" The New Programme.

That reminds me about the new yarng
which are coming. Mr. Brooks has turned
out some extra extraordinarily fine yarns—
stories which will make the cheery old Weekly
Tonic even better worth attention than now,
and well calculated to bring in hundreds of
new readers. They will find the usual wel-
come awaiting them,

A Note of Warning.

Members of the St. Frank’s League are
warned against having any dealings with any
persons calling themselves “high officials > or
““representatives >’ of the League.

The St. Frank’s League is run entirely
from this office by correspondence, and the
Chief Officer can take no responsibility for
the bona fides of any person who may ap-
proach members personally with the object
of or isi camps, excursions, ete., under
the auspices of the League.

«Continued overleaf.)
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
17, Third Avenue,

Wi

Laurence W. Nelson,
The Vale, Acton, London, W.3, hes  to
correspond with yeaders fn Australia, India,
South Africa and New Zealaud, as 1o \\xmt\
ta learn. about life oversea

15 3
65, Pevensey al, East-

bourne, Sussex, wishes fo hear from N.
Gozzett, Norman Terrace, Priory Road,
Dover.

Israel Herr, P.0. Box 3116, Johanneshurg,
Transvaal, South Africa, requires the follow-
ing numbers of the “Nelson l.oo Library *’
(old series): 8, 12, 13, 19, 20, 33, &7, 46,
50, 51, 54, 55, 60, 63, 73, 76, 7, 79-85, €3, 89,
a1, §9- 112 118, 120, 128, Sixpence offered for

112, Write first. -
. V. Wain Hum(-lmgh, 932, Upper Seran-
z,u«m Road, Singapore, Straits Settlements,

wishes to eorrespond with readers.

; B. A, McLaren, 9, Sidney Road, Sto:
London, S.W.9, wishes to hear from
faiAustralia living or working on a
Horis going out to Avstralia to learn
ing, and would be glad of advice.

Norman  Williams, 7, Woodbeiry

Finsbury Park,
from rcaders who haye
“Nelson Lee Libravy ”

Down,
London, N 4, Wi slws to hear
1

and 56
) for

NOS.

(m\\- sale.

o' would also like to b frome stamp-
collectors.
B. Bloch, 30, Myrdle Strect, Co reial

oad, Lendon, E.1, wanis to hear fro.
ball secretaries, 1} iles of Hrepuey
11-13; home games wanied.

A l)_sel' Box 4102, Jehamnesburg, Trans-
vaal, South Africa, wants fo heur fiom toe

ages

Il.nmpdvnd reader who asked for posteqrd
views.

1. Loupcx 34, Baccl Roud, Winson
Cveen, Birmingham, w shies  to coriespond

with a reader about lis own age—ocleven.
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and Ameriea who are interested in music and
books and posteard collecting.

B. J. Rixon, 81, Almnndm Road, New-
wishts to hear from a club in

port, Mon.,
his_district.

H. Leslie Hyett, South Cottage, Moorend
Crescent, Leckhampton, Cheltenham, Glos.,
wishes to hear-from a member who will help
him form a sports club.

Miss A. Gibson, 240, Canuhall Roead,
Leytonstone, Londnn, E.11, wishes to hear
from girl readers only.

Fred Clark, 5, Coventry Road, Wavertree,
Liverpool, -wants to e hnngv fuotlm!l pholos
with wnembers in Leeds, London or Colonies,

Albert Simumons, 350, Claremont Road,
Rusholme, Manchester, “swishes to hear from
readers in India, Canade and Adrica.

M. J. Mackridge, 55, - Northumberland

Old Ttaﬂo:d Manchester, wants to
v from members of the League in his

it, also from a club. Keen on cycling.

Boad,

awbert, 11, Herbert Road, Brighten,
wishes to obtain * Nelson Lee L:bmry # Nos.
-12. now sevies.
Daniel Hughes, 2, Chemical Street, Bel
fast, has for sale 140 copics of the * Nelson
Les Library.”

¥

G. Bertvam Thompson, 2, Newsham R(md

Bowerham, Lancaster, 1 lik

correspond with readers ‘in the' Pacific;
Gibraltar, Canada and Afvica.

angwered.

i. Righy, ¢Jo Box ISB" G.P.0., Mel-

. Australia, wishes to" corvespond with

v especially overseas; an,

wapeeinlly ~ starnps, © All letters

\ m\

- T
Zealand,
letters

Buek, 20, Homerton Terrace,
London, E.9, wishes to correspond

with nn\dﬂw in India, Afriea and Auostralia

who are intevested in stamp collecting.

ie James, 76, Crown Street, Brentwoed,
wishes to hear from readers in his

122, (,u\ S(mf Cov;nh’y.

S.A.,

aml Portu-
ench (o]rnnm

Leach, 4, Vernon 'Cerrace, Victoria
Burton-on-Trent, wanis to hear from
subjects,

o Rich, 83, friars  Road, about wireless, also auy other
Lendon, S.E.1, wishes to hear from me stbers. letters answered.
Kirkman, 23. Boom Stree leter- William MeCrogor. 15, Collon Strect, Aber-
i zburg, Nalal, South Africa, wishes to desn, wishes to exchange cigarette cards)
hear from readers in Australia, New Ze: (2,512) for boys' books.
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