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the face of the cliff !

Lower and lower came Jimmy Potts’ foot, and at last Vivian Travers was able to grabit. Jimmy gulped with
borror as be felt the other’s dead weight on his foot ; felt his h'nnds slipping from their precarious grin on
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This Series Is The ‘‘Goods ’>—Start Reading It Now, Chums/!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

viviaﬂ Travers has always been a reckless Chap, and W}len Gu"iver and

Bell dare him to leap over a ravine on his motor-bike, he promptly takes

them.on. That is only one of the many thrills in this fine yarn, lads, so
get started on it now.—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
A Package for Vivian Travers |

IMMY POTTS, the boot-boy of the
J Ancient House at St. Frank’s, stood
outside the door of Study A, in the
Remove passage, and tapped wupon

the panel.

“Come in!” said a languid voice.

Potts opened the door, and found
Vivian Travers sprawling in one of the
easy chairs before the fire Afternoon
lessons were just over, and Travers was
enjoying ten minutes’ relaxation, after
the recent toil of the class-room.

‘“Halln, Jimmy, dear old feilow,” he
said checrily. “Come in! Shut the door,
and make yourself at home!”

“Chuck it, Travers, you know!” said
Jimmy, witih remarkable familiarity for a
boot-boy. “Go casy, for goodness’ sake!”

“Chuck it?” repeated Vivian Travers.
“Go easy? Oh, you mean about me being

pally with you? TForget it, Jimmy!
We're quite alone here, and even if any-
body overheard us, what does it matter?
I go my own road—and if I like to be
familiar with the boot-boy, it's my busi-
ness I

“But it might be serious for me if the
truth came out,” said Jimmy Potts, with
concern,

“That’s one way of looking at it, of
course,” mnodded Travers. “By Jove!
Wouldn't the Remove look np if it knew
that its boot-boy was really Sir James

Potts. Bart., and that he was recently
the Junior . Captain of BReccleston
Cellege 1”

“T say, do shut up!” *

“All right, dear old fellow—all right!”
grinned Vivian Travers. “Let’s forget
it. There's no disgrace in being a boot-
boy, and since your family has fallen
upon hard times, and your mother is
earning a living at the Moor View School
as a housekeeper, there's all the more

urged Jimmy.
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credit due to you. Well, what is it? Just
dropped in for a chat?”
““No, of course not,” said Jimmy Potts.
“There’s a big crate outside for you.”
“A big crate?”

*‘Yes,” said the boot-boy. “It’s round

' at the back—just came in the big motor-

van from the goods station. It looks like
a motor-bike.”

“That’s not very surprising—because it
is ,a motor-bike!” said Travers calmly.
“I had the advice mnote this morning.
Good! Supposing we go round, Jimmy,
and unpack the velocipede? Tet us sur-
prise the natives!”

“Can you ride a motor-bike? ” asked
Jimmy.

“Ride?’ said Travers. “‘Dear old
fellow, I'm as much at home on a motor-
bike as a baby in a cradle! In other
words, and without being wunduly ego-
tistical, I think I can claim that I'm a
bit of an expert. So the old grid has

come? Wonderful! I didn't expect it for
at least a week!”

Travers rose from the chair, and
strolling over to the door, opened it. On

the instant Jimmy Potts became rigid
and respectful. For outside the voices of
other juniors could be heard.

“So here we are, then!” said Travers
genially, as he paused outside the door.
“Coming round fo the back with me, you
fellows?”

“Half a minute!” said Edward Oswald
Handforth, of Study “There’s a
whacking great crate out there, Travers—

and it’s addressed to you! Somebody
says there’s a motor-bicycle inside it. Ts-
that right?”

“Perfectly right,” said  Travers.

“What about it?”

“Well, of all the nerve!” said Hand-
forth indignantly. “I’'m the only chap in
the Remove with a motor—and now you
come along with a giddy bike! And
you're only a new chap, too!”

“Cheese it, Handy!” grinned Church
“Travers can have a motor-bike if he
likes, ean’t he?”

Handforth frowned.

“Well T suppose he can,” he said
grudgingly. “But  he needn't think
that he can beat me in my Austin Seven !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I’'m frightfully sorry, dear old fellow,
but T have an idea that my super-special
will make rings round your dear littie
motor-pram {” said Travers coolly.

“My what?” yelled Handforth.

*‘No offence, of course,” went on Travers.
“The Austin Seven is one of the most won-
derful little cars in the world—probably
the most wonderful At the same time, it
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can’t hope to compete against a specially-
tuned motor-bike

“Rats!” said Handforth grufiy. “FIl
beat you any day in my Austin Seven!
Why, I'm always passing motor-bikes on
the road

“When they’re coming the opposite way,
you mean?” asked Travers blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, I don’t!” howled Handforth. “I
mean that I overtake them, you cackling
idiot: [

“Oh, well, we won’t argue,” said
Travers  “Sorry to tear myself away,
Handforth, but I'm going outside with
Potts, and we're going to unpack the
jigger at once. I might see you later—on
the road. Anybody coming along, to lend
a hand?”

There was no lack of response, for every-
body wanted to be on the spot when Vivian
Travers ncw motor-bike was unpacked.
Indeed, by the time Travers reached the
great crate, half the Remove was on the
spot, to say nothing of a heavy Sﬁrinkling
of the Fourth and the Third The Lower
School was taking a great intercst in this
occasion

CHAPTER 2.
The Super-Special !

HERE weren’t many
motor-bicycles at St.
Frank’s. few
fellows in the Senior
School had their

Triumphs and Douglas’s and their Dunelts,

but these lucky fellows were few and far

between.

In the Junior School, ordinary ** jiggers ”
were the usual form of locomotion. It was
generally admitted, however, that the day
was fast approaching when quite a number
of junmiors would have their own motor-
bikes. But Vivian Travers, the new boy
in the Remove, was the first junior to set
tnis new fashion.

Consequently, everybody was intensely
interested.

Jimmy Potts, as was only fitting, did
most of the heavy work. He unfastened
the crate, and helped energetically in the
task of removing all the wrappings from
the machine itself. Jimmy would have
done just the same, even if he had not
been the boot-boy  But, in his present
position. this kind of work was expected
of him.

“Of course,” said Handforth, with satis-
faction, “you won’t be able to ride the
thing to-day, Travers.” :




“Why not?”

“Well, you'll have to get it licensed,
and—-"

“Sorry to disappoint you, dear old fellow
—but tne machine is already licensed,”
said Travers coolly ‘‘She’s a new one, of
course, but I've already had her on the
road—I've put her through her paces. I
really meant to ride her down here, but, to
tell the truth, I forgot all about her.”

“You forgol your motor-bike?” asked
Fullwood, staring.

“ Absolutely forgot her I nodded Travers.
“So I sent a wire to the pater, and he
bunged her on the railway. Well, here
she 1s! Not a bad-looking old crock, eh?”

The machine was, imﬁed, a spanking
new onc. It was onc of the very latest
speedsters, with a vivid red tank and low
handle-bars. Most of those juniors eyed
the machine with frank envy and admira-
tion. It was just the kind of motor-bike
they had always longed to own for them-
selves.

* Lucky beast I said Buster Boots, of the
Fourth.

“Check, I call it!” said Hubbard sourly.
“Swanking about here with his silly
motor-bike I”

Vivian Travers looked pained.

“Have I committed some offence in
having my motor-bike sent down to the
school?” he asked, looking round. “Great
Samson! Swanking is a crime that I hate!
If there’s any question of that sort, T'IL
have the jigger sent straight back home

Nipper, the popular captain of the
Remove, clapped Travers on the back, and
chuckled.

“Don’t take any notice of these jealous
asses, Travers,” he said genially., “Any-
bedy at St. Frank’s can own a motor-bike,
if he's lucky cnough to have one. I
shouldn’t be surprised if I'm the next,” he
added dreamily. “The guv’nor has been
talking about it Jately, and I believe I
shall elick in another week or two!”

“That’s good!” said Travers, with a
sigh. “I hate to be the only one!”

“You’d better go easy on this thing!”
remarked De Valerie, as he turned round
from examining the machine. “By gad!
She looks a speedy sort of beggar! TUunless
you're jolly carveful, Travers, you’ll go and
kill yoursclf!”

“She’ docile as a lamb,”

ie's  as said
Travers, with a laugh. “I'll tell you what!
Give me some petrol, and I'll give her a
trial run round the Houses now.”
“But it's not allowed!” said
“You mustn't ride within the
Travers.”
“Oh, I'll chance it,” said the new boy.

Nipper.

grounds,
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“Who cares? 1 can easily pretend that I
didn’t know the ropes!” = )

*‘But Nipper's just told you!” said
Handforth, glaring.

“I've got a rotten memory!” replied
Travers blandly

Some petrol was quickly procured —
Jimmy Potts volunteering to run off to the
garage in order to get some. Incidentally,
Potts bagged a two-gallon can which really
belonged to Handforth, but the volcanic
leader of Study D did not know this at the
time,

The petrol was poured into the tank, and
the oil reservoir proved to be nearly full.
Travers straddled himself over the machine
and put his foot on the kick-starter.

“Well, let’s go!” he said cheerily.

One downward plunge, and the engine
commenced firing with a low-toned, power-
ful beat. Indeed, it was a throaty bark,
particularly when Travers opened the
throttle.

“Stand away, you fellows!” shouted
Nipper. “Travers tells us that he can ride
—hut we're not sure yet!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“If he's ass enough to ride round the
Triangle, good luck to him !" grinned Full-
wood. “DBut he won't go far, you know!
He’ll soon be pulled up by a master, or
one of the prefeets!”

With a roar of aceeleration, Vivian
Travers slipped in the clutch. The next
moment the super-special was gliding off
round the angle of the West House, with
a number of juniors in full pursuit, and
with others lining the “track,” and cheer-
ing vigorously.

But just at that moment a small car
came carecring into view, and a roar of
laughter went up when it was seen that
Edward Oswald Handforth was at the
wheel, and that Church and McClure were
sitting at the back.

“I'll show him!” roared Handforth de-
fiantly. “He thinks he can beat my
Austin, does he? All right—I'm game for
a race round the Houses, and blow the
consequences ! .

CHAPTER 3.
Making Rings Round Old
Handy |

IPPER, with Tre-
gellis - West and
Watson, stood look-
ing on, and Nipper
was frowning.

“‘Of course, Handforth would do a thing
like that!” he said tartly. “The chances
are that Travers would have buzzed out




6 THE NELSON

into the road after a brief ride round, and

mobody would have been the wiser. But

if these two asses are going to have a race

ro\m‘d the school, there’ll be the dickens to
ay

“Well, it’s their own doing, dear old
boy,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
“Let them go ahead! Why should we
worry? It’s not our business—it isn't,
really!”

“Of course not,” grinned Tommy
Watson. “My hat! Just look at that!”

Handforth, with a display of utter
recklessness, had steered his little Austin
vound the Fountain, in the centre of the
Triangle. Juniors were scooting in all
directions, so as to get out of the way.
And in the rear came Vivian Travers,
bending low over the handle-bars of his
machine, thoroughly enjoying this im-
promptu coutest,

“Go it, ye cripples -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne. ‘*‘It strikes me, laddies, that they
will be cripples before long, what? I
mean to say, all this dashing hither and
thither, and this way and that way! Odds
risks and hazards!”

That latter remark of Archic's was
occasioned by a seemingly suicidal move
on the part of Travers. Accelerating with
incredible swiftness, his machine reared
past the Austin Seven, cut right across its
bows, and then swung round in a giddy
half-circle, Travers bending over so low
that everybody expected to see him skid
wildly on the gravel.

But, by some miracle, Travers con-
trolled the machine, and again he tore off,
and cut across the Austin’s bows once
more. It was an exhibition of utter reck-
lessness—of foolhardy daring.

If the onlookers had not been so startled
by 'I'ravers” display of riding ability,
they would have been convulsed by the
expression on Handforth’s face.

Tor the great Edward Oswald was not
on!]y amazed, but he was outraged. Church
and MecClure, in the back of the Austin,
were scared out of their wits, and far too
occupied to give any attention to Hand-
fortl’s face. At any moment, they were
expecting to be pitched out.

“Here, ease up, Handy !” panted Church
desperately.

“Did you see him?” roared Handforth.
“By George! Absolutely making rings
round me!”

With a powerful purring roar from her
twin exhaust pipes, the super-special went
tearing off round towards the rear of the
East House. There were a few moments of
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quictness, and then a shout went up from
East Arch. .

“Look out!” roared Armstrong.
he comes—tearing across East Square

“Hero

P

“Stand out of the way there, you
CIHIPS!”
“Look ont, Handy!” yelled Nipper.

“Mind where you're going !”

For Handforth was stecring up the
Triangle again—and in another second or
two he would pass the entrance to East
Arch. Travers, coming across the square,
could naturally sec nothing of the Austin,
and a collision seemed inevitable.

“Stop !” shrieked a dozen voices.

But Hondforth took no notice. He
wasn’t going to stop for anybody! In’the
confusion, he had lost Travers altogether,
and he was now trying to find him!
Unless a miracle happened he would cer-
tainly find him within the next two
seconds !

Zurrrrrh!

An awful ery of horror went up as
the super-special came charging headlong
out of Bast Arch. And at the same second
Handforth, in his Austin Seven, drew
level. A broadside collision seemed so
certain that many juniors involuntarily
closed their eyes.

But those who kept their eyes open saw
something which made them blink.

For Vivian Travers, with a skill that
was uncanny to see, slewed his machine
round in a half-circle with such violence
.that the back wheel positively skidded
completely round. There was a smother

of gravel, a cloud of smoke, and the
motor-bike missed the Austin’s rear by
about three inches. Then it roared

serenely on, Travers opening the throttle
again, and grinning hugely.

“Oh, the hopeless idiot!” said Nipper
with a gulp

“Yes, by jingo, what a piece of
driving I” said Reggie Pitt admiringly.
“How on earth did he do it? It wasn’t a
fluke, either.”

“Noj; it was sheer skill I agreed Nipper.,
“Travers is Hot on that motor-bike !
But there’s no earthly need for this
senseless display! It’s all Handy’s fault—
and the best thing we can do is to grab
him, and put an end to the whole busi-
ness !

But grabbing Handforth was not quite,
so easy as it sounded. By this time he.
had vanished round the angle of the
Ancient House, and cverybody was won-
dering what would happen next. "Travers
had disappeared, too, having just passed
out of sight beyond the chapel.

Juniors began cautiously to move away

from the walls, but they were on tip-toe—
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ready to dodge back at the slightest sign
of danger.

“Here he comes!” went up a sudden
ghout.

“By Jove, yes!” said Pitt. “Right
across  West Square — straight for ‘the
Arch!”

It was Vivian Travers who was rcturn-
ing, having made a circuit of the West
House in the meantime. And just at that
moment, to make matters more interesting,

r. Horace Pycraft came striding
through East Arch, right into the centre
of the arena!

»

CHAPTER 4.

Getting Exciting !

HORACE
PY(*RA[‘T was
notoriously un-
popular, and therc
were good and

sufficient reasons for his unpopularity.

To begin with, the master of the Fourth
was an inguizitive individual. Secondly, bLe
was snobbish to a degree, and always
favourcd those fellows who were well-
counccied, or rich, Thirdly, he had a nasty
habit of appcaring when he was least
wanted.

Mr. Pycraft sensed that somcthing was
wrong as soon as he sct foot into the
Triangle He adjusted his glasses, and
}cokul round sharply. Juniors were stand-
ing all over the place, most of them with
expectant oxprcmon: on their faces.

“What is this?” demanded Mr,
harshly. “Armstrong! Boots!
the matter here? Answer me!”

There was a dnnd snlenne—owcpt for the
over-growing  “zurrrrrrh”  of  Travers
lo as it came carcering across the

}’\crnfl.
What is

st Sguare.

“Do you ‘hear me, Boots?” thundered
Mr. Pycraft.

John  Busterfield Boots looked round
desperately.

“Yes, sir, but——" he began.

Then he broke off, for at that moment
Travers came shoming through West Arch,
and M. Horace Pyeraft gave such a jump
that he dropped his glasses.

“Look out, sir!” shouted a score of voices.

There was really no danger, but Mr.
Pyeraft was flustered. The sudden appear-
ance of that red, demoniac motor-cycle had
taken him completely by eurprise. More-
over, the machine was apparenily making
a bee-line for him, and to l\‘[r Pycraft it
scemed that it was coming along at about
tw> hundred miles an hour,

“Help!” he bleated.

He staggered lmd\“ards, tripped on some
loose stones, and sat down. %nfoxtnmtch
for Mr. Pycraft, he sat down in a spot where

there was a considerable depresion in the
ground. It wouldn’t have been so bad if
that depression had been empty. But it
wasn't empty, It was filled with muddy
water,

Splash !

Mr. Pyeraft sat in the very centre of the
puddic, and cascades of water spurted out
from all sides of him.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Bull’s-eye, by Jove!”

“Ha ha, ha!”

Zurrrrrh !

Withont his glasses, Mr. Pyeraft was at

a disadvantage. He saw something red flash
bv him. He was aware of a Dlurred vision,
and a terrific noise, Then the thing had

vanished—straight into Xast Arch, and
away,

“What—what was that?” gasped Mr.
Pyeraft, struggling to his feet, and dancing

up and down madly. “Who was it?”

He dil not even wait to hear any answers
~—even if they had been forthcoming. He
dashed through East Arch, and raced across
the Square, having some forlorn hope,
perhaps, of catching the culprit. But by
this time Travers and the super-special had
slewed round the angle of the Modern .
House, and were nowhere in sight. i

h, incidentally, had finished his

x ion. Not voluntarily, of course,

but Church and McClure, desiring to live,
had acted very foreibly.

As the Austin had slowed down to
negotiate a corner, Handforth’s chums had
seized their leader, and Church had mad»
a grab for the bandbrake, and had pulled
it on with all his strength. Consequently,
the Austin, in spite of its open t rottio
had lurched to a standstill,

Handforth found it impossible to e(art off
again—mainly because a dozen Removites
had lifted Handforth clean out of the car,
and had sat upon him. Even the best of
motor drivers are inclined to find driving
difficult under these conditions.

In the Triangle, Nipper was looking very
concerned now.

“Look here, you chaps, we shall have to

stop Travers the next time be comes
round:” he said, appealing to a crowd of
the others. “The silly ase’ll get himself

sacked, or something!”

“Well, it was partly Handforth's fauli!”
said Fullwood.

“So_it was—but that’s not much excuse,”
said Nipper. “Handforth isn’t here now—
some of the fellows are attending to him, 1
believe!” Our job is to grab ’Igra\'crs, and
make him stop!”

“ Absolutely I” agreed Archie Clenthorne.
“I mean to say, the lad appears to have
gone slightly mildewed 1in the ntlh‘
I mean to say, absolutely off his good old
rocker! I rather think we ought to rally
round!”

And Archie Glenthorne strode off into the
Triangle, lnoking for the culprit. He hadn't
far to scek, for at that moment Vivian
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Travers came shooting back, appearing
suddenly from behind the gymnasium.

Unfortunately, Archie Glenthorne was
walking in the opposito dircction, and when
he suddenly glanced round, having heard
the familiar roar, the red racing machine
was practically upen him.

It was quite evident that Vivian Trave
was doing this sort of thing deliberately.
swerved towards Archie out of sheer
devilment—or perhaps it was only exuber-
ance of spirit. Anyhow, Archie thought
that his last moment bad come,

“What ho!” he howled. “I mean to say
-~help! Tally ho, and so forth!”

The noble scion of the House of
Glenthorne leapt about three feet into the
air, and it was a sideways leap. Unhappily,
Archie had quite overlooked the fact that
the fountain pool was alengside.

So when he came down, he didn't alight
upon solid ground, as he had expected, but
he plunged into the iey water of the pool,
arid went completely under the surface.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vivian Travers, who was thoroughly
enjoying himeclf, laughed as much as any-
body, and he slewed round in a giddy cirele,
ust

almost in his own length. He was j
in time to sec Archic Glenthorne's head
emerge from the surface of the fountain
pool.

By this time tho spectators had forgotten

all about the risks of Travers’ reckless
exhibition- of driving, and they were
yelling with laughter,
CHAPTER 5.
Rough on the Professor
HOA! Ahoy,
there !” gurgled
Archie Glenthorne,
as he struggled to
. his feet, with the
water pouring from him in cascades.
“Phipps! 8.0.8., dash it! Man the life-

boats, and all that sort of thing!”

““Ha, ha, ba!”
crowd of fellows came round the
fountain pool, and Archie was gingerly
helped out. “Taddies, be good enough to
send for good old Phipps!” bleated Archie,
with chattering tecth. *“Good gad! I feel
like a dashed channel swimmer!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Archie was taken indoors hastily by Alf
Brent and Fullwood and one or {wo “other
juniors.  The most astonishing feature of
the whole affair was that no prefects or
masters had  appeared  yet—with the
exception, of course, of Mr, Pycraft. who
diln’t count much. anyhow. But perhaps
the juniors had forgotten that only two or
.i]hrac minutes  had  elapsed since Vivian

‘ravers had © st started off en his machine.
Things had been happening very rapidly.
“Tt's all very well to talk about stopping
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him, but how- can we do
Watson  dubiously. “Just look what
happened to Archie! When Travers comes
tearing past at fifty miles an hour, we can’t
collar him, can we?”
Begad ! Hardly, old
Tregellis-West.
“Well, we must do something!” remarked

,th‘I" asked Tommy

boy,”  said

Nipper. )
He strode out into the Triangle, gnd
listened. The hum of Travers’ machine

could be heard from the East Square,
and a moment later Travers himself roared
through the archway. Nipper ran forward.

“Hi! Wait a minute!” shouted Nipper.

“All right!” sang out Travers. “I’ll be
back in a minute! Just enjoying myself

“You silly idiot!” roared Nipper. “Why
can't you stop? Or if you want a ride—the
gates are open!”

“Thanks for the tip!” yelled Travers, -as
he turned round in_the saddle. “Yes, I'll
give her & run up the road!”

He had been steering round towards the
gymnasium, but now, in consequence of
Nipper’s suggestion, he changed his mind.
However, it was a risky proceeding for
any motor-cyclist to change his mind at
such a spot. The Triangle, and all sections
of the school grounds, were supposed to
be quite safe for walking purposes, and
people were naturally unprepared for any
sudden emergencies.

Professor Sylvester Tucker, for example,
had not the fmintest inkling of peril as he
wandered amiably round the gymnasium.

Professor Tucker was the seience master,
and he was notoriously absent-minded. This
afternoon, for example, he had ventured
forth—totally unconscious of his incongruous
appearance—wearing a heavy overcoat, with
a straw hat to surmount it. To add to the
bizarre nature of ‘his appcarance, he had
quite forgotten to don his boots, and he had
been for a walk in his carpet slippers.

“Look out, sirl” went up a general
shout.

“Go easy, Travers!”

Travers, who had been looking round at
the moment, now saw Professor Tucker for
the first time. And Professer Tucker saw
Travers,

“Good Heavens!” ejaculated the scicnce
master. “I must be on the public highway !
And I really thought that I was in the
hool grounds [

‘Travers swerved, but unfortunately Pro-
fessor Tucker moved in that same direction,
and the machine still came bearing straight

down upon him.
“Itold still. sir!” roared Travers, in
alarm. He had had a good deal of

experience of motor-cycling, and he - knew
what could bappen when a_ pedestrian hesi-
tated and repeatedly changed his mind,
Professor Tucker 1ot only refrained from
holding still, but he acted with the agility of
a fag. He was standing bencath one of the
old chestnut trees, and, instead of dodging,
he leaped straight upwards and grasped at an
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overhanging branch. It was a remarkable
picce of \«crl:, and it undoubtedly saved the
professor from a nasty acciden

For, as he swung himself up, the motor-
cycle passed underneath him, Travers bend-
ing low over the handlebars, By the time
the professor dropped to the monud he was
surrounded by a dozen juniors, and the
motor-cvele had completely vanished.

“1It's all right, sir—you're not hurt!” said
CGresham briskly,

“No, no, of course not!"” said the pro-
fessor, looking round with some confusion.

What an extraordinary thing!”
sir?” asked Duncan,

cination, of course,”

“Dear me!
“What i
“An hal

said Pro-

It was only his remarkeble agility tkat
saved Professor Tucker from a nasly acci~
dent. He leagcd upwardz and grabbed nt
a verhanging braneh, just as . Vivias

Trueu hurtled past on his motor-blkal

fessor 'lmkcx testily.  “A mere delu

nothing  els do you kne boys,

could l!'!\( that "a motor-cyele was
? said Uresham, with a

went  on l’mfmsor

kor, \\:Lh 4 $no! “1 can weil imagine,

tlm you must have wondered at my

I can well understand:

\\hy am I wearing
el

2 1 on.
cmarke M(‘ Blip, “And I could
]mv sworn ihat I have been walking over
the meadows!”

N &

? said Ciresham hint-

“If’s tea-time, sir,”
ingly.

@ ch, ves, to bo sure!” nodded the pro-
fossor,  “Tea-time—of course! Let's go in-
doors I”

And, much to the relief of the crowd, the
science master toddled away. fully convinced
that he had been imagining things. It was
as well, for there was now a chance that
ian Travers would be able to escape the
punishment  that he undoubtedly deserved.
There was Mr. Pycraft to be considered, but
the master of the Fourth wasn’t greatly to be
feared, anyhow. Kven if he reported the
affair, Travers would prebably get off with a
few lines.

But it wasn't to be, it seemed. I'or, just
as Trayers came round in another swinging
civcle, Me. Nelson Lee, the Ilousemaster of
the Ancient House, emerged from the lobby ;
ha was accompanied by some prefects.

The Housemaster-detective was just in time
to see Travers perfoim another hair-raising
stunt on motor-cycle—that of doing a
. Tt was really wonderful the
)ruLul suddenly, skidded, and then
ated  at  the nght moment. But
T\lem\ Lee was not in the mood to appre-
ciate marvellous stunt-riding like this,

I{L came forward, a stern look on hi

‘Now we chall see the fur fy!”
Valerie, with conviction,

facn.
said Do
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CHAPTER 6.
Travers’ Way

IVIAN TRAVERS
was as cool as a
cucuniber as he
brought his machine
to a standstill and re-

mained suudd]vd over it, listening with an

expert car to the purr of "the exhaust.

He had had his trial, and he was satisficd
that the machine was running perfeetl;
the other juniors were satistied that Vivian
Travers was a demon on a motor-eyele, Tt

was not merely a ques r riding,
but of uncannily skilful riding. Travers had

demonstrated to all that he was a perfect
master of his mount, Taking the most hair-
raising chances, he had come through safely
every time. And not one of his manceuvres
had been due to a fluke. It was obvious that
Vivian Travers was “hot stuff ” on a motor
cycle!

Nelson Lee came striding over the
Triangle, and the prefects went round, telling
all the other fellows to get indoors.  Not
that much notice was taken of this command.
‘The majority of the fellows moved away a
bit and then stopped, just to sec what would

happen.
“Travers!” said the Houscmaster-detee-
tive. “Stop that engine!”

“Certainly, sir,”
throttle,

The purring of thoe engine died away at
once, and Travers got out of the saddl,
kicked the stand down, and pulled the
mmchme upon it.

“Rather a neat little bus, sir, don't you

think?”” he asked politely. *‘She runs like a

* dream. Capable OF eighty miles an hour, too,
on the straight.”

“1 am not conv«*mcd with thv performance
of your motor«: ravers,” said Nelson
Lee sternly. * **T have been informed that you
have been racing xound the Triangle and the
Squares. Ts that true?”

“Perfectly true, sir—in a sense,” replml
Travers coolly “To. bcgm with, I wasn’t
racing. T was ,]ust cruising round, giving the
old jigger a trial.”

“I am glad that you admit it, Travers.”

“Of course I admit it, sir,” said Vivian
T'ravers, in surprise. “Everybody saw me!”

“T cannot possibly thimk, Travers, that yeu
are ignorant of the fact ‘that motor- eyeling
in the school grounds is absolutely pro-
hibited,” said Nelson Lee, eyeing the new
boy with a keen eye. “It is opposed to all
the rules——

said Travers, closing the

“Well, 'm hanged!” said Travers. “1Is
that so, sir? TI'm awfully corry! I didn't
know 1

“My hat!” whispered Tominy Watson
indignantly, “The awful fibber I

Mr. Pycraft came hurrying up, and he

gave a shout of triumph as he observed

Travers,

- know,
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“One mouwent, Mr. Lee—-nne moment,”
panted the Fourth Form-master. “T want
that boy! The young msc,al! He nearly

killed ine five minutes ago!”

“There is no nced to get excited, Mr.
Pycraft,” said Nelson Lee, as hc turned and
looked at the Form-master you have
any complaint to make against this boy——"

“(“omplnmt"‘ shouted Mr, Pycraft,
“Why, good Heavens, the young idiot nearly
ran me down! He came tearing along on
(}xat*thac atrocity of his at sixty miles an
hour,”

““Oh, draw it mild, sir!” said Travers
“T've got a apw.dountu on the machine, you
“and it wasn’t doing anything like
sixty. When I passed you I was only going
at thirty-eight.”

“Is that true, Travers?” said Lec sharply.
“Were you travellmg at tlnrb3 -eight miles an
Imur in the Triangle, here?’

y, ves, sir.”

“Then you were not only reckless, 'Travers,
but blamc\\'orthy in the extreme,” said the
Housemaster, * Whether you knew riding in
the Triangle was prohibited ¢r not, your own
common-sense should )m\e told you not to go
carcering about at that insane q[.)(‘Cd You
might have injured somebody

*“Oh, rather not, 7 said Travers, shak-
ing his head. “I'm a bit of an expert on
this machine. She was under perfect control
all the time, and—-"

“That is quite \uﬁimenf Travers,” inter:
rupted Nelson Lee. ““As you are a new boy,
aud as you tell me that you dld not know the
rules, I shall ket you off lightly. But in
future, vou must \mdcl»(and t. at any riding
within the school premises will be punishable
by a severe caning, and your machine will
|)<‘ ]nohlhﬁcd o

- remember,  sir, said  'Travers,
nodding. ** Thauks n\\fulh for the tip. We
live and learn, don't we, sir? No riding in
the Triangle, ¢h? o riding xouml the
Houscﬁ All right, siv—lcave it to me!

“Aren’t you going (o punish the boy?”
demanded Mr. Pyeraft fiercely

“0Of course not, sir,” smd Travers, 'nm;,
it a sweet smile. *Mr. Loe has just given
me a waining, so everything is all right.
Pm frightfully sorry I scared vou just now,
Quite wnintentional, sir. But if you had kept
still you needn’t ha ¥

“That will do, Travers,” said Yee curtly,
“I am inclined to think that you have de-
liberately broken the rules, but T shall give
you the benefit of ihe doubt. Take your

way, and never let me sec you
riding it in the school grounds again,”

“Thanks m»quv sir,” said  Trav 018,
nodding. “I shan’t forget.

He walked away, and Nelson Lec took the
excited Mr. Pyeraft by the arm, and they
both went off together. As soon as they had
vanished a crowd of fellows surrounded
Travers and his machine,

“You awful fibber!” said Watson angrily.
“What do you mean by telling M, ch that
you weren't told?”

s
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“I’h”’ said Travers, with a grin. “My
-, why should I tell him a thing
Do yon think I'm anxious to do
two or three hundred lines, or take a swish-
ing? It was the easicst way out.”

2 ¥ by telling a whopper!” said Full-
wood, glaring.

“There are whoppers—and whoppers!” re-
plied Travers lightly. “Well, we've had
some sport—so why grumble?”

He walked off, and the other juniors
deifted away to their various Houses, remem-
bering that it was tea-time.

“Blessed if T know what to make of that
chap!” raid Nipper, frowning. “He didn’t
mind telling a lie just then to save himself,
and yet he seems o decent in many other
He's a fine footballer, and—"

vet he smokes!” said Watson.
always bhaving cigarvettes in his

he's a queer mixture,” said Nipper.
Ut quite decide whether's he's
g(uumcl\ decent, with a kink in his nature,

or \\hetlm he's a rotwr, with a love of
sport ™

CHAPTER 7.
The *“ Dare > !

HEN Travers arrived

in study A" he found

Gulliver and Bell in

possession, and tea

was practically ready,

“Good men!” said Travers approving!y,
as he closed the door. “That’s the style!
Always do your duty, and we shan't have any
quarrelling ”

Gulliver and Bell said nothing. They
havdly knew what to make of that remark,
Since Vivian Travers had arrived, they had
had quite a good time generally, But they
couldn't blind themselyes (o the fact that
Travers had completely taken charge of them.
He dominated them in every way, and it was
a sort of settled understanding that they
should prepare tea, wash up, and do all the
work about the study. There was something
very compelling in Vivian Travers’ per-
sonality.

But CGulliver and Bell did not complain,
Travers was very generous with his cigarettes,
and he Dhad lent small sums to his study
mates without the slightest qualm. Yes, it
was far better to keep on his right side.

And aithough’ Gulliver and Bell rather
resented fravers’ bossing ways, they sub-
mitted. They couldn’t do nn)ﬂun;z else, for
they had weak natures, and fthey were Yery
casily ruled by this remarkable new boy.

“What an_ass you were, Travers, to go
tearing round the school buildings like that !
said (.u!]nrr, as he poured out the tea.
“You might have knocked somebody down !™

“Not on your life!” laughed Travers, as
he savk into the casy-chair—which the other
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two bad left for him. *“You [ellows scem (o
be under tho same delusion as all the rest.
T'm a rider, not a novice. Do you think I
can’t control a motor-bike?”

“Yes, but you did shoot round at a terrific
speed I said Diell argumentatively.

“Is that what you call speed?” said
Travers, with a certain amount of mockery in
his voice. “Speed, dear old fellows, is some-
thing that you evidently haven’t seen,  The
old. vel pede was throttled down all tho
hmo If you want some real speed, I'o will-
ing to show it to you. Ard if you'd like to
witness a fow stunts, just say the word. I'm
a yery obliging fcllo\\

1t

“What do you mean—stunts?” asked
Gulliver,
“ Well—stunts,” replied Travers. * You've
seen stunts on the films, haven’t you? 1 re-
member once I saw a fellow ride clean

through a shect of plate-glass, and it was
supposed to be a marvellous performance.
But . anybody could do it—providing he had
the nerve, and providing he went at sufficient
speed

“T suppose you could do it?” sneered Bell,
N T could,” said Travers. “Pass
the sardines, Gully, dear old fellow. I hope
they're a boticr quahty than the onecé we had
two s ago. I can still taste the infernal;
thing:

Gulliver passed the sardines, and there was
a grm on his face.

“It's all very well for vou to boast,

Travers, but you can’t kid us with that
varn ! he said, “You know jolly well that
there’s no earthly prospect of you getting a
chance to ride your motor-bike through a
sheet of plate-glass.”

“ Does (‘lmt mean that you believe I
cog\dn t do itf"

o8, it doz=' ? said Gulliver. “You're
only swanking |
Vivian Travers looked pained,
“That's a nasty one!” he said, leaning

back iu his clair.  “Creat Samson! If
there's one thing I hate more than another,
it’s swank. I can't stick a fellow who boasts
that he can do this and that, &nd when
everybody knmx< jolly well that he can’t do
any of them!”

“In that case you can’t stick yourself!”
said Bell, with an unpleasant grin, “Why,
only last weck I saw a fellow on a motor-
bike—on the films, of course—take a flying
leap. nght ncross a ravine. Absclutely hair-
raisin’, it was.”

Travers shrugeed his shoulders.

“These things look good on the flms:
but there’s nothing in them, really,” he said
contemptuously.

“It's casy to say that~—when you know
jolly well that thiere isn’t a ravine you could
{eap over!"” eaid Gulliver, with a chuckle.

“But there is/” said Bell coolly.

“What?” shouted Travers.

“ Absolutely I”* said Bell. *“Over by the old
quarry. You know, Gully!” he added, turn-
ing to Guliiver, - ““About half-way nlong tha
gquarry, where there’s a sheer precipice.
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Don't you remember ilat ravine that comes
vight in? It’s about, eight feet across where
it. splits info the moor. ‘There’s a footpath
along the edpw too, but the footpath makes o
detour near that ravine, although there’s no
fenee or proiection of any kind.”

» gaid  Gulliver cagerly.
Why, if Travers came along
i on his niotor-bike, and kept
straight instead of making the detour, he'd
have to leap rwht across that cight-foot gap,

\\ouldu t lxp
he would,” grinned Bell.

* Well, what about it? Ifere’s your
dmncc' the very thing that was
done on the films~-ravine aml c\m)thm all
complete! 1 dare you to do i

“8o do I!"” said Gulliver g\eufullv

They confidently felt that they had Travers
on toasf, He had only been boasting, and he
wouldn’t dare to accept this challenge. But
Vivian Travers merely leaned back in his
chair and gazed dreamily at the ceiling.

“An cightfoot gap!” he murmured. “A
[ootpa\h rumnng along the edge of the cliff.

Aell, welll  Very pretty—very inviting!
And you fellows have dared me!” he added,
looking across at (ﬂl"lV(‘l and Bell. Of
.our«l\, it’s seitled !”

“What?”

“It's settled !’ said Travers, as he stirred
his tea. “We'll get up early to-morrow
morning, and I'll do it beforo breakfast!”

CHAPTER &.
Jimmy Doesn’t Like It |

HIE expressions on the
faces of Gulliver and
Bell abruptly
changed. They gazed
at Vivian Travers in

astonishment and wonder.

*“You—you don’t mean it?” said Gulliver,
at last,
“Meun it?

Travers. “You've dared me,

enough!”

“But, hang it,

Of course I mean it!” said
and that’s

I didn’t mean—"" began

ell.

“Whether you meant it or not makes no
difference,” interrupted Travers. “A dare is
a dare, and you’ll be sneering all over the
school if I took advantage of a loophole to
slip out of it. No, dear old fellows, We'll be
up early to-morrow morning, and you two
fellows will witness this Leap of Death.”

“But—but T was only joking "’ stammered
Bell, looking frightened. ‘At least, I—I
didn’t exactly think that you’d——"

“You didn’t think Id take the dare, eh?”

said Travers coolly. Well T have It’s
settled, Bell. Say no more about it.”

“But you might be killed!” panted
Guliiver.
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‘We've only got to die once,” said Travers
easily.

“You—you silly
getting to his feet.
master—"

“If you do I'll punch your
a jelly 1 said Travers grimly. *‘Besides, the
Housemaster _couldn’t stop me even if he
wanted to. I can ride my motor-bike where
I like—as long as it’s outside the =chool
grounds. You don’t suppose the Housemaster
will set a wateh on that footpatl, -

ass |7 shouted Gulliver,
“I shall tell the House-

head until ¥'s

do you?

“Yes, but—but that ravine n ahouL eight
feet across-—i a sheer gap!” said Bell
nervously. “And the footpath is only two or

three yards away from the edge of the cli

“All the better!” said Travers. “Tt'll make
it more exciting.”

“Oh, but look herc~—-

“Dry up—both of )m\ * snapped Travers,
changing iis tone.  “TPm fed up \'vxth it.
You've dared me, and I've accepted. I shall
be up at a quarter-past seven in the morning,
and I'll lug you two fellows out, too.  We'll
ho at thu appointed spot at crght o’clock

Although Gulliver and Bell wanied to con-
tinue the dxac\x&xmn. Vivian Travers would
not let them. So far as he was concerned,
the subjeet was closed.

Later, Travers happened to run into Jimmy
Potts in the lobby. The boot-boy baronet
was looking very smart in his well-cut
uniform. He was cheerful, too, for he was
finding life at St. Frank’s much more enjoy-
able than he had dared to hope for.

“Just a word in your private ear, Jimmy,
dear old fellow,” murmured Travers, as he
took Peits by the shoulder. Do you want
to sce something exciting?”

“Tve seen enough, thanks!” said Jimmy
gruffly. “Yeu might have killed yourself this
afternoon, sir

“Don’t call me sir!”

“But T must—here, in the lobby!” whis.
pcrc.gy Jimmy, ‘“Walls have ears, don't for-

t !

“ Oh, well—just as you like,” said Travers,
“Well, look bere—if you can get half an hour
off in the morning, at eight o’clock, run over
to the moor quarry. I don’t exactly know
where it is, but anybody will fell you.
Gulliver and Bell are going to guide me there
m the mornin,

“But what fox”’ asked Jnmmy
““What are you going to do, sir?

“A hair-raising stunt on my jigger!” said
Travers coolly. “The Leap of Death!
Sounds_blood- cmdhng, doesn’t it? There’s a
kind of ravine there which dxps in from the
edge of the cliff. I'm going to ride right
across it on my motor bike and risk my inno-
cent voung life!”

“You're mad!” said Jimmy Potts.

“So T've been told before,” nodded
Travers. “But there are all kinds of mad-
ness, you know, Jimmy Fellows have won
the V.C. for going mad. But, of course. 'm
ready to admit that this stunt is absolutely
useless—merely a new form of amusement.

{Continued on page 14.)

staring.
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Besides, I've becn dared, and there’s no get-
ting out of it.”

“Well, T den't like it,
Poits eamestlﬂ “T wish youw'd give it up.
Anything might go wrong just at the cmncnl
moment.  And \vﬁat if you get killed?’

hat’s just the point,” laughed Travers.
“There's not an carthly chance of my getting
killed. I know I can do it—so I shall do it.
Confidence is everything, A fellow who has
confidence in hxmsef can  accomplish

sir,” said Jimmy

wonders. Superhuman tasks become simple
fhntures in other words, Jlmmy, dear old
and d ion are the

twin brothers of success. They niwsys work
together, and they always get there !’

And Vivian Travers, with a nod, strolled
on. Jimmy stood for some few moments,
thinking. He knew what a reckless beggar
Travers was, and he knew that he was deter-
mined, too. Nothing would shake him from
this purpose. He was going to risk his life
over thai ravine—just to show Gulliver and
Bell that the thing could be done. It was
foolhardy-—it was crazy. But to argue with
Vivian Travers would be a waste of time.

It was impossible for Jimmy to think any
further on the subject, for at that moment
Grayson, of the Fifth, came walking into the
Ancient House. (.rny~on s eyes lighted up as
he cau"ht sight of the buttoned boot-boy.

Why, the very fellow I was looking for!”
said the bully of the Fifth, with an un-
pleasant grin,  “T want you, Potts!”

Jimmy Jooked up sharply, and his cyes
were grim.

“What do you want me for, sir?” he asked,
controlling himself with difficulty. “I'm the
boot-boy of the Ancient House, not the East
House I

“That doesn’t make any difference to me,”
said_Grayson harshly.

“But_you kave your own boot-boy over
there, sit—"

“Don’t argue vuth me, kid!” said Grayson
uxp]ea.santly “When I say I want you,
you've got to come! Understand?
outside—now [

Jlmmy Potts seemed to swallow something.
I m wanted by Mrs. Poulter, sir,” he said.

Hang Mrs. Poulter!” snapped Grayson.
“If you don’t obey my ordcrs IIr'—- Well,
you know what I'll do

“Very well, sir!” -:a.xd Jimmy, his tone
smgularly flat., “T’ll come!”

arold Graysnns eyes
amusement and triumph,

Come

«

glittered  with

CHAPTER 9.9

Running Errands for Grayson!

UTSIDE, in the dark
Triangle, Jimmy
Potts had no neces-
sity to control his
expression, He looked

miserable now—and he was fierce. too.
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“Well 27
want ?”

“SBay ‘sir’ when you speak to me, you—
you low menial!” snapped Grayson,

“] may be in a menial position—but you
know well enough who I really am!” said
Potts fiercely. “And I'm not going to call
you ‘sir’ when we're alone, Grayson. You
of all fellows! What do you want, I say?”

“You confounded young pauper!” sneered
Grayson. “Use a different tone when you
speak to me! Unless you obey my orders
without question, I'll Jet everybody m the
school know who you really are! Tl let
thein know that you're Sir James Potts, and
that your mother has accepted a ]ob as
housekeeper at the girls’ school, un the

road !

“Well, there’s nothing degrading in that,
is there 7 asked Jimmy hotly,

“Well, it’s a bit of a come down, isn’t it 77
jeered the Fifth-Former, “$till, you needn’t
worry, Potts. Your secret is quite safe with
me~—-as long as you obey my orders!”

Jimmy Potts breathed hard. He ctenched
his fists, and strove with all his sirength to
keep them by his sides. More than anythin
clse, he wanted to smash into Grayson unﬁ
to knock him down.

For this was the supreme humiliation!

Vivian Travers knew that innocent sceret
—but Travers was perfectly willing to keep
it. Grayson was in a totally different (:m,«
gory. For it was Grayson’s fath Mr. Mor-
timer Grayson, the stockbro who had
brought ruin upon the Potts fami

Thore had boen nothing 1ll"gal~no£hmg
against the law. But Jimmy Polts knew—
just the same as Travers knew-—that

Mortimer Grayson lad taken a mean, co
tcmphb’c advantage of a trusting client.
ing of the Poits’ fortune had
gone; over; faxlhmg of it bad found its way
into the Grayson coffers.

A legal iransaction--but a moral theft.

The shoek of it had killed Jimmy’s father,
and afrer that the crash had been even yorse.
For Jimmy and his mother had been Ieib
utterly penniless. Now, rather thau live on
their nuterous friends—on their influential
distant relatives—they had disappeared. As

plain Mrs, Potts and Jimmy Potts they were
cmmncg their own living, and they were
bappier this way. ”

There was no disgrace_in being peor—and
still less disgrace in earning their own honest
livings.

* Lock lmrn,‘ s;ml Grayson, taking Jimmy
by the arm, “you’ve got to go down to the
Ww ‘me Harp for me—now.”

Is the White II-np a public-house 7”7 ~
asked Jimmy,

“You know it is!’! snapp&d L\mvson
the first one you come to

“That low-down place,” said the hoot-boy.
“Yes, I know it. But it might do me a lot

he muttered. “What is it you

“Tt's

of harm if T went in thcrc Grayson. Some-
body might sce me, and--—

“Rubbish " ‘mlenuptcd the  senior.
“Youwre only a boot-boy! If any of the
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masters sce you going in or coming out, they
won’t think anything.”

Jimmy controlled himself with diffieulty.
“Why do you want to expose me to this
danger ¥ he asked fiercely.

“My dear kid, I don’t want to expose you
at all!” replied Grayson. “It's entirely up
to you. Watch your time, and there'll be
no danger. I can’t go myself ~because none
of the scholars ave allowed to go into pubs.
It’s a silly rule, but there it is. If it’s risky
for you, it's nbsoluml\ suicidal for me. Take
this note and ask for Mr. Porlock, He's the
Jandlord—and he'll \'ndl' stand.  There’ll be
no answer.’

Jimmy took the letter, and he was on the
point of throwing it to the ground and re-
fusing to go. Then he thought of his posi-
tion at St, Frank's—he thouvs;t of the power
that Harold (Grayson had over him. Oue
word from that bullying senior, and the whole
school would know that he was Sir James
Potts, Bart. No, it wasn’t a disgrace—but
the school authoritios would certainly dismiss
him. They couldn’t have a boot-boy who was
a bamdnet. Perhaps they would get him
another job—but what would be the good of
that ? He wanted to be here—and he meant
to be here,

“All right!” he said dully.

“Good man!"* muttered Grayson. “Now
don’t_forget! Take it straight down and glvo
it to Mr. Torlock. If you don’t do it
shall get to hear abnut it later—and then T’ ll
take it out of you!

Grayson did not go into any details regard-
ing the nafure of the lotter—but Jimmy Potts
could easily guess. He had already heard
that Jonas Porlock, of the White Harp, was
a disrcputable sort of rascal--that he was,
indeed, a bookmaker’s tout. Grayson was
evidently having a flutter. and perhaps ihis
note cont.vnod some moticy to put on one
of the morrew’s races.

Withont a word, Jimmy turned on his heel
and walked away. He went in the direction

of the Ancient House, and Grayson looked
after him,
“Hey!" called Grayson. “What are you

going that way for? Haven't 1 given you
your orders 2

“] want to give a message to the house-
keeper, sir!” said Jimmy with a forced calm.

“ All right—look sharp!"™ growled Gragson.
“But I %m]l be out here—and if you're not
out within five minutes, you know what to
expeet !

It was another veiled threat, and within
three minutes Jimmy Potts was outside
again, and he strode out through the gate-
way without cven looking for the lurking
figure of Grayson. He went down (o the
village in a rebellious mocd. Tor Jimmy was
a ktuu:lv strong-willed ]umor His whole
nature Tevolted against this petiy perseeu-
tion. But what could hie do? He was only
the boot-boy—and Grayson was a senior.

Jimmy delivered the letter without any
trouble, and, although -he took cvery pre-
caution when he left the disreputablic public-
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house, it was just a trick of Fate that, as he
came out through the lighted doorway of the
inn, be should run clean into the headmaster

himself,

Jimmy tried to slip off, but the Head’s
voice cut through the darkness of the
evening.

“One moment, said Dr.
Stafford sharply.

Potts came to a halt, his heart beating
wildly. e was staggered at the amazing
misfortune of this chanc: meeting.

Tt was just bad luck—sheer, downright bad
ck !

young man!”

u

CHAPTER 10
Travers Enjoys Himself |
R. MALCOLM STAT-
FO

RD was looking
stern as Jimmy Ports
faced him.  Ninety

times out of a hun-
dred the Fmd came past the White Harp
in his car, It was only by the merest fluke,
in any case, that auy master had happened

to be \mlk'ng by Just as Jimmy had
emerged.

“What is your namc, boy ?* asked the
Head.

“Potts, sir.”

“Ah, yes—I remember,” said the Head.

“I think you are employed in the Ancient
House 77

“Yes, sir.

“You are a rocent arrival.,” said the Head,
nodding. *“You have only been here, Potts,
sinee the beginning of this term, 1 think 2

“That’s ali, sir,” said Jimmy quietly

“What were you doing m this-~this inn 7”

““Nothing, sir!” panted Jimmg, 41—
mean I wes cnly just taking a message for—
for somebody. That is to suy—-

“You need rot bc so flusfered, Potts,” in-
terrupted the Head. “I am not going to
press you for any details. I would only like
to say that I strongly pprove of any of
the school cmploycos visiring the White Harp.
In certain circumstances, it may be perfccf{y
in order-—perfeetly reasonable—for you to
take a message to tho George Tavern, or to
onc of the other inns. But the White Harp
is well known as a disreputable resort.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, in a low voice.

“I thought I had better warn you about
this, Potts,” went on the Head. “Perhaps
you did not know—or, at least, perhaps you
did mot realise the nature of your action. I
shall say no more about it—but I must warn
you thal if anything like this happens again
you will be instantly dismissed!”

“'Wes, sip’™ said Jimmy, with an inmwvard
sigh of relief “J—I'm awfully sorry, sir! I
didn’t want to go there of my own uccord
sir—I was only takirg a messag

“I quite understand, Potts,” sald the Head
kindly. “Your rccomm(‘ndatmns were very
satisinctory, and I do not suppose for a

»
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moment that_you would personally find any
pleasure in viditing the White Harp. So we
will say no more about it. You are com-
fortable in your quarters in the Ancient
House 2”

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir—very comfort-
able.”

“Good !”” said the Head, patting Jimmy on
the back. “Work well, my boy, and always
do_your best. That is the way to get on.”

Dr. Stafford then continued his way to
the village, He was really rather concerned.
for it had struck him that Jimmy Potts was
unusually refined, and he disliked sceing the
boy irequenting a place with such a reputa-
tion as the Wﬁite Harp. However, a word
such as he had given would probably be all
that was necessary, and so the Head dis-
missed Jimmy completely from his mind.

Jimmy, as he hurried back to St. Frank’s,
felt as though a great load had been taken
off his mind, And yet, in another sense, he
was more worried than ever.

For what guarantce had he that Grayson
would not foree him to go down to the White
Harp in future? Perhaps Grayson would
make him go again and again—and if he
was seen by the Head, or by any of the
other masters, it would mean the sack!

In this
Triangle, and almost the first person he met
was Vivian Travers, It was no chance meet-
ing, either, since Travers had been waiting
for him.

“Oh, here you are, dear old fellow,
Travers, “What’s the trouble?”

“How did you know there was any
trouble?” asked Jimmy.

“T'm not going to pretend to be clever,”
said the new boy in the Remove. “I spotted
Grayson talking to you, and then T saw you
go out. Two and two make four, Jimmy.
Where did Grayson make you go?”

“To an inn called the White Harp--to
take a message to the tandlord.””

“So that’s his game, iz i7" frowned
Travers, ‘He's making you run his dirty
crrands for him!”

“But that’s not the worstl” went on
Jimmy  “The headmaster spotted me, and
warned me that if ever I went into the
White Harp again I should be dismissed!”

Travers whistled.

“That’s bad!” he said, pursing his lips.
“So Grayson has been laying you open to
this sort of thing, eh?, All right, Jimmy—
all right! Don’'t worry your head about
Grayson. I'll put a,spoke in that gentle-
man’s wheel 1”

“But what are you going to do?”’ asked
Jimmy, staring.

“Do? I- don't quite know—yet,” said
Travers slowly, “But it’ll be all right, dear
old fellow. Just leave this to me. Well,
\\i’ell”! So the campaign has started already,
€h?

? said

“Campaign *”
“ What campaign?
Travers 77

repeated Jimmy, in surprise.
What do you mean,

mood, Jimmy turned into the |
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“Don’t ask me!” laughed Vivian Travers.
“Just a little affair between Grayson and
me. A fancy of mine, Jimmy—a whim. I
may proceed with it, or I may not. It all
depends. But if ever Grayson comes to you
again with his orders, bring them to me.
1 know you don’t relish running to me with
all your little trials and troubles, but this is
rather different. And I want to grab the
first opportunity I can to give Grayson what
he_deserves.”

Travers refused to say anything more on
the subject. He gave Jimmy a pat on the
back, kissed his hand to him, and then
strolled away indoors. He went straight to
the Junior Common-room of the Ancient
House; as he approached he could hear Hand-
forth’s voice raised above all the others.

“Rats !’ Handforth was saying. “ You
can’t kid me with a yarn like that, Long !”

“Don’t believe him!” said Hubbard.
“You know what a fibber Teddy Long is!
Besides, he always gets thinqs mixed up,
and he exaggerates them, too.”

“But it’s not exaggerated |” shouted Teddy
Long, the sneak of the Remove. “If you
don’t believe me, ask Travers! He’s here
now—he’s just come in!”

“By jingo, you don’t miss much, do you?”
said De Valerie, turning round. “Just a
minute, Travers!”

“As many as you like, dear old fellow,”

said Travers obligingly. “What’s the
trouble? If I can be of any help, just call
upon me!”

“Some of the chaps are saying that you're
going to do a death-defying stunt to-morrow
morning, on your motor-bike,” said Hand-
forth, looking straight at_Vivian Travers.
“They say that you're going to leap across
the ravine, over the moor quarry.
You've got to tell me that it’s all a spoof!

“T can’t tell you that, dear old fellow.
because it happens to be the truth!” said
Travers calmly.

CHAPTER 11.

Handforth Decides !

¥ DWARD OSWALD

HANDFORTH
started,

“By George!’ he
ejaculated. *““You—
you mean that you're
really going to jump clean across that ravine
on your motor-bike?”

“Yes,” said Travers.

“You're mad, that’s
mad !”

“Well, T can be mad if 1 like, can’t I7”
asked Travers. “I don’t have to ask your
permission, Handforth. Besides, there's
nothing to make a fuss about. It’s a per-
fectly easy stunt. Gulliver and Bell seem to
think that it’s a death-defying business, but
that’s all rot. As a matter of fact, I wanted

“What about it ?”
all—stark, raving
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It wns unfortunate for Jimmy Potts that, as he came out of the“msrepntnble inn, he should T xnto

Dr. 8tafford,

Jimmy tried to slip away, bn}: it was no good.

moment, young man!

Head sharply.

to kocp it dark, but T forgot thst they were
born with loose-jointed tongues.”

Nipper came forwary

“T dowt want to interfere, Travers, but if
you'll take my advice, you'll give up the
whole foolhardy project,” he said quictly.
“If there was anything to be gained by it,
T'd say—go ahead. DBut what do you get out
of it?

“A thrill, T hope,” said Travers.

“ A thrill, perbaps—with the possibility of
breaking your no said Nipper.

“It is that possibility, dear old fdlnw that
makes it n‘ the more exciting,’ snulod
Travers. “What would be the geod of doing
it if there was a certainty of safety 2

“Oh, you're hopelesst” said Nipper.
“It's your motor-bike, and you're master of
your own uctmn\ Tuuun, 50 won't say
any more——"

“Thanks awlully 1"’

“But if you've got any sense in that head
of yours, youw'll think bettor of this nonsense
by the morning,” added Nipper. “And 1
don’t think the rest of you ought to en.

- courage him by going along to watch the

proceedings I
room,

But Nipper's advice was not heeded.
Indeed, over half the Remove bad already
decided to get up carly, so as to be on the
spot at the appointed hour. They weren's
going to miss a thrilling stunt of that kind!

Besides, the majority of them believed that
Vivian Travers would get “cold feet ™ at
the last moment, and then they would be
able to have a good old laugh at his expenso.
This new fellow was altogether foo sure of
himszelf, Te had too much check, The
Remove would welcome an opportunity to
take him down a peg or two.

“Yes, we're all going!” said Handforth
firmly.  “We'll be up just after seven. so
that wo can I,c over by the old quarry at
cight o'clock.”

“Who's going to call us?” asked Church
duabiously.

“T'mn not, (ux one !’ said Nipper.

“Who carez?"" said Handforth, with a wave
of his hand. “All you chaps can rely upon
me! T'll turn out at 2 quarter-past seven,
and——"

he concluded, turning to the
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“Ha, ha, ha!|”

“You cackling asses!” roared Handforth,
turning red. “Do you think I can’t wake
up at a quarter-past seven.?”

““Basily—if somebody tips & pailful of cold
water over your head!” grinned Fullwood.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All right—you wait and see!” snorted
Handforth. “I'll be up at seven o’clock—
%mlil I’}l tip a pailful of water over your head,

ully 1

“1 shall sleep just as soundly!” grinned
Ralph Leslie Fullwood.

But in the morning there was a slight
change of programme. For six-thirty had
bardly boomed out from the old school clock
when Vivian Travers slipped out of his bed
and went to the window. The morning was
grey, for it was hardly full daylight yet.
Massed clouds were scudding over the sky,
and there was a high wing. But it was
quite a dry morning, and Travers
satisfied. i

He turned to the other two beds in the
little dormitory, and shook Gulliver and
Bell into wakefulnese.

“Come on, lazybones!”

. “Time to get up!”

“Tt isn’t half-past-seven yet!”
Gulliver, glancing out of the window.

“Ne—it's only a little after half-past-six,
replied Travers. ,

“Why, you ass, what's the idea?” asked
Bell, snuggling down into bed again, “We
don’t need to get up yet! You're nof
going to do this stunt until eight o’clock—

“That's just a little mistake on your part,
dear  old ~fellow,” said Travers. —“The
appointed time is now seven-thirty!”

“What the dickens do you mean?”

“Ixactly what I say,” replied Vivian
Travers. “T don’t sece why I should satisfy
the curiosity of these sensation-seekers.
When they come along at eight o’clock,
they’ll find everything over. I only need
two witnesses—with a possible third—and
everything will be all serene. 8o I'm going
to do that stunt at half-past-seven, and get
it over before the crowd turns up!”

“Oh, I say, Travers!” protested Gulliver.
“Why not give it up? Or, if you must go,
why not go alone? You don’t need us
there!”

Travers went across to the washstand, and
he lifted a jug of cold water.

was

said Travers

said

“ One—t th »  he ted eug-
gostively  “Four—five—"

“All right—we're out!” gasped Gulliver
frantically. ¢
Bell was on the floor, too. Travers

chuckled to himself, and tho maiter was
settled. Ten minutes later, the Study A
trio sallied forth into the cold morning.
The rest of the school was still sleeping
soundly, and nobody was about, with the
exr‘{l}:nhon of a few members of the domestic
stall.

Jimmy Potis, the Ancient House boot-boy,
was inclnded among these latter. He was
nsy i Liv feh—eleaning boots for all he
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was worth in an outhouse. Rather to his
surprise, he heard the voices of Travers &
Co. in the distance. Hurrying to his door,
Jimmy caught sight of the three Removites
just vanishing into the bicyele shed.

Jimmy was puzzled for a moment or two
—but then he jumped to the truth. It was
just like Travers! Starting off half-an-
hour before the appointed time!

Well, Jimmy wasn’t going to be done.
He calculated that it would take Travers
some little time to inspect the ‘‘course,” and
that there would be a good few minutes
wasted before the actual stunt took place.
Jimmy Potts had a bicyele of his own, too—
and he knew precisei’y where the moor
quarry lay, also the footpath that led to it.

.ehthad en making inquiries since last
night.

The way Jimmy went through the rest of
those boots was a revelation!

CHAPTER 12,
Buccess—and Disaster !

IVIAN TRAVERS
inspected the scene
of action with
interest, -and, after
careful consideration,

’//U

he gave his verdict.

“Fasy!” he declared.

“I wish you’d chuck it u'i)!” said Gulliver
uneasily. “It’s all very well for you to talk,
Travers, but you’ll probably break your

neck | Supposing you don’t get to the other
side? Youll crash right down into this
ravine—right on to those rocks below!

Supposing the engine faile at the critical
moment ?” i
“Supposing you dry up?” askeds Travers

“Yes, but—" b

“If you didn’t want me to do this stunt,
you shouldn’t have dared me,” said Travers.
“Qh, no! You can’t withdraw that daro
now. It's too late, dear old fellows. As
they say in the classics, the die. is cast.”

“Well, if you smash yourself up—don’t
blame us!” said Bell. ‘"Don’t forget that
we've tried to dissuade you, Travers! And
if there’s any inquiry, we shall tell the
whole truth.”

“That will be a novelty—for you!” said
Vivian Travers coolly. “But I don’t believe
you, anyhow—for the simple recason that
you don’t know how to tell the truth. But
why argue? It’s nearly half-past-seven, and
we’d better get on with the suicide.”

There was plenty of reason for the uneasi-
ness of Gulliver and Bell. Now that they
came to look at this spot, they could easily
appreciate its dangers. The three juniors
were standing on the cdge of the cliff, over-
looking the old deserted quarry. ~

‘The cliff dropped sheer for several hundred
feet, and there was a well-trodden footpath
a few feet from ibe edge. Just at this
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point a narrow gully split the cliff, penctrat-
ing for two or three dozen yards on to the
moor. Near the cliff-edge, this miniature
ravine was between ten and twelve feet
across, although it dwindled to a_mere crack
further in. The footpath wended its way
round the gully, making a long detour.

There were no_fences or hedges, and a
motor-cyclist, riding full speed along the
footpath and keeping straight ahcad, would
izevitably go hurtling right over the top o
that gully. If he failed to clear the gap.
he would crash down to the rocky boulders
below.

“It’s all a matter of speed,” said Travers.
“If I don’t come along fast enough, I
shan’t clear tho gap, and down I shall go.
I hope you fellows will pick my remains up,
and sort them all out.”

“Cheese it !” said Gulliver uneasily.

“We couldn't have found a better spot,
even if we had scarched half England!”
went on Travers. “This edge of the gap
is mnearly {wo feet higher than the other
side, and that will give me a good take-off.
Even allowing for a slight drop, when 1
whizz into mid-air, I ought to land on the
other side without any trouble. Anyhow,
it's no good talking about it. Let’s get it
over!”

Vivian Travers was by far the coolest of
the threo juniors. Indecd, he had an amused
expression on s face, and he scemed in
no way perturbed by the prospect of what
he was about to do. On the other hand,
Gulliver and Bell wero quaking with fright.
They had no fears for their own safety, but
they were certainly worried about the after-
consequences, should Travers injure himself.
Their minds veeled at the bare thought
that he might possibly go to his death.

Gulliver and Bell could not forget that
they had “dared” Travers to do this reck-
less deed. It was all very well to say that
they withdrew the “dare,” but among
echoolboys it is n point of honour to go
right ahead. Only the weaklings take
advantage of such a withdrawal—-and
Vivian Travers was by no means a weakling.

Quite apart from this, he really scemed
to be enjoying the whole business.  He had
confidence, One ook at this place convinced
him that he would be able to leap the gap
without any difliculty. After that, perhaps.
Gulliver and Bell would ccase to snecr.
Travers wanted to show them, once and for
all, that he was complete master of his
“igger.” )

“Now, you two fellows stand well clear,
he said. “Get back about a hundred yards,
and swatch the effect. Rather a pity you
didn’t bring a camera with you—to snap
me in mid-air. Or it might De interesting
to take a phote, after I've dropped down to
the bottom of the precipice.”

“You silly idiot!” said Bell frantically.

Travers chuckled, and walked off towards
his motor-cycle, which was resting on its
stand some little way up the footpath. Two
ordinary push bicycles were there, too, lying
in the grass.
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Travers took his machine off the stand,
operated the kick-starter, and then drove

off down the footpath for several hundred
yards. When he was about a quarter of a
mile away, he swerved round in a short
circle, and preparcd for the start.

There was no nonsense about Travers.
He did not waste time on preliminaries.
Opening the throttle, he came roaring along
the footpath, changing rapidly into top gear.
Then, bending low over the Landle bars, and
giving his cngine every available atom of
“juice,” he sped on.

Gulliver and Bell stood there, well back,
their hearts in their mouths. Vhat was
going to happen? Both of them were as
pale as sheets as they watched.

Travers' motor-cycle was certainly a demon.
It was coming along now at well over sixty
miles an hour—a streak of red, hurtling along
the footpath. And then—-

Travers and the machine took off from the
edge of the gap. Over they went—a clean,
superb leap across space.

Thud ! .

The motor-cycle landed safely on the other
side of the gap, and Gulliver gave a breath-
less gasp.

“He’s done it!” he panted.

“Look!” shricked Bell, &

For the front wheel of Travers’ motor-cycle
had caught in a tiny, unseen rut—hidden in
the grass. The machine wobbled, swerved,
and then weni straight for tho edge of tho
precipice !

There was a moment of dreadful suspense,
and then Vivian Travers and the red motor-
cycle disappeared over the edge of the clifi'!

CHAPTER 13.

In Deadly Danger !

Both Gulliver and
Bell heard that
ominous sound. It
came up to them after
an appreciable panse—a long. dull crash—and
they knew exactly what it meant. Travers’
motor-cyele had struck the boulders, two or
three hundred feet below !

“He’s Lkilled!” waifled Gulliver,
fainting with terror.

“We told him not to
Bell. “Didn’t we, Gelly?
to do it!”

They were petrified with fear. They dared
not go to- the cdge of the cliff and losk
over—and look down at the mangled, pitiful
remains of that reckless Removite.

Even in their confused state of mind they
could understand how (he accident had
happened.

Travers had cleared the gap all right, but
owing to hiz front wheel getting into that un-
seen rut his balance had been upset. At such
a terrific speed he had been unable to

nearly

do_it!” sercamed
We told him not
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correct the front-wheel wobble, and in a flash
the machine had left the footpath, had
swerved diagonally across the grassy stretch,
and had careered over the cliff edge.

“What shall we do?” asked Bel] his voice
absoluteiy cracking with horr:

“I—I don’t know!” saxd (alJ”lVet des-
perately. “But—but we'd better go an
have a look, Bell He may not be dead yet—
nnd ?erhaps we can do something!”

must be dead!? said Bell. “It’s
hundreds of feet down thore, Gully! And—
and did,you hear-the cras!

Gulliver did not a.nswer. and they stood
there, pitiful in their cowardice. In that
momentary silence a hail came to them.

“Just a minute, dear old fellows[” it came.
“A little help is worth a lot of pity, you
know !”

“Travers!” yelled (xu“lVCl' and Bell in one
voice. “He's alivel’

They raced towards the cliff edge like mad
things, but they pulled themselves up short
just before they got to the sheer edge. Then
they went on their hands and knees, and
pccmd over.

It scemed unbelievable—incredible. 'They
had seen Travers go over the edge, and they
had heard his motor-cycle crash far below on
the boulders. There it was now—a wreck Bug
of Travers himself there was no signt

“Where is he ?” gasped Bell. “Hes not
there, Gully! i ot his machine—all
smashed to scra.pdron' But Travers—

“Oh, my goodness!” ejaculated Gulliver,
with a catch in his voice. “Look! Look,
Bell! There he is—there he is, just down.
the cliff face!’’

And then George Bell saw.

About twenty feet down the face of the
cliff, a little to the left of the two peering
juniors, Vivian Travers was clinging des-
perately to some fragile-looking bushes. Only
his face could be seen, and it was upturned
towards them.

“Buck up!” he said, his voice perfeetly
caln. “ Aren't you gong to lend a hand 7”7

* How—how id you save yourself ?” stam-
mered Gulliver.

‘Why ask foolish questions now?” said
Vivian Travers. “There is absolutely nothing
under my feet, and these twigs don’t feel
any too secure. Wouldn’t it be a good idea
to leave questions until afterwards?”

His coolness was amazing. Gulliver and
Bell were nearly panic-stricken, and they were
certainly helpless. For about twenty feet the
cliff was not absolutely sheer—but nearly so.
A few rocky projections jutted out, and here
and there stunted-looking bushes were grow-
ing, Further beyond that twenty feet, the
cliff became absolutely perpendicular.
drd Vivian Travers was hanging over that
void!

His escape from certain death was a miracle
of luck. The motor-eycle had plunged over
the edge, almost parallel with the cliff, and
the machine, of course, had gone hurtlmg
down to its destruction.

But Travers himself had just managed to
claw at the clif face as he had been swept

o
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past it, and his clutching hands had grasped
that frail bush. His downward plunge Ead
been checked—and now he was clinging
there, safe—but in the direst of peril.

For at any moment the bush might give
way, precipitating the unfortunate junior
down_to his death. For him to help himself
was impossible, for his legs were dangling,
and he could obtain no foothold. -

Moreover, he was afraid to struggle, lest
his hand-grip should give way. Only by one
band was he holding, and he could feel the
bush straining at its roots and threatening
to give way with every second that passed.

His only hope was to hold still—to keep his
head—and to wait for his companions to
rescue him,

But Vivian Travers was likely to wait in
vain! TFor Gulliver and Bell were too
frightened to take any action. They were
ioo cowardly to go to his a.sﬂatance

“We—we’ll run for help!” panted Bell, as
he stared down. “We'll rush away, Imvera,
and get ropes—"

“Youwll never do it, dear old fellows,”
said Travers calmly, 4T can only hold on
here for two or ihree more minutes—and
there aren’t any ropes necarer than the school.
You'll bo half an hour before you can get
back, and by then I shall be in the next
world

“But—but we can’t climb down to you!”
shouted Gulliver desperately. “We should
kill ourselves, Travers!”

“You cowards!”

Gulliver and Bell turned round, gasping.
And there stood Jimmy Potts, the boot- boy !

CHAPTER 14.
At the Risk of His Life !

OU cowards!”

Jimmy Potts re.
peated the condemna-
tion, and his voice
was vibrating with in-

dlgnatxon From a distance, Jimmy had scen
Travers go over the edge, and his heart had
leaped into his mouth. He had believed, in
that dreadful moment, that Travers had gone
to his death.

But now he knews differently—for he had
overheard the words of Gulliver and Bell as
he had come running silently up over the
turf,

Flipging himself on his face, he stared
downwards, and Trayers smiled cheerily,

“Hallo, Jlmn)y‘ * he ca,]lcd “Good man!
You'll lend a hand, won’t you 7"

“Yes, sir!” shouted Jimmy, r
his posluon, oven in this trying moment.
“You hold still, and T'll soon be down there.”

Gulliver, his face flushing unhealthily,
glared at the boot-boy baronet,

“Clear out of this!” he snarled. “ Who the

b

deuce do you think you are, coming here and
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calling us, cowards? Of all the confounded
nerve—""

“At a time like this, we can't choose our
words!” retorted Jimmy curtly. “I'm sorry,
sir—but somebody has got to FD to the help

of Master Travers. I’m going!

‘Yes but look here, you infernal sweep

“I'm going—now!” interrupted Jimmy
ficreely, and there was something in his
manner which made Gulliver and Bell cower
away.

Jimmy Potts did not waste any time in
wondering whether it would be safe to
descend—or whether he would be taking his
life into his hands. He just went at it—and
never gave a thought to the risk. Action was
required  here—quick, decisive  action.
Travers was in danger of going to his death,
and there were no ropes within miles. There
was only one possibility. Somebody had to
climb down—and that somebody was Jimmy.

Cautiously lowering himsclf over the cliff
edge, he felt his way downwards inch by
snch, Not until he had actually started did
e realise, with something of a shock, that he,
too, might probably go down to destructien.
But the thought did not deter him.

For without help of some kind Travers was
undoubtedly doomed.

How was it possible to stay up there, to
watch him—to see his grip getling weaker—
to sce him relcase his clasp and go down to
those cruel boulders? No, that sort of thing
was impossible,

“Come back !I” panted Bell, still alo to the
lips. “Come back. Potts, you fool! There's
no need for two of you to he killed 1

“Xes, come back!” shouted Gulliver
savagely.

But Jimmy Potts took no notice. He con-
tinued to claw his way downwards, finding a
niche for one foot here, and a niche for the
other there. Iis fingers gripped tho rocks,
the twigs and the crevices.

Without pausing to thir
the reseue of Vivian Traver:

And nover once did Travers murmur a
word of the truth. - Slowly but surely that
bush was being dragged out by the roots.
But Travers did not say anything about this,
He watched the loosening process with a
fascinated gaze. ¥le knew that if he said
anything Jimmy would probably quicken his

ace, and then he might go to his own death.
t was betier to be silent; and then, if Jimmy
was too late—

“Listen. Master Travers!” came Jimmy’s
voice to the agonised junior, **As soon as my
foot gets within reach of your hand, grab it.
Give me a hail before you do so, so that T
can hang on. Do you understand, sir?”

“Yos, yves!” panted Travers. “But are
you sure you can hold me, Potts? I might
pull you over, too!”

“We shall have to channc it, sir!” replied
Jimmy steadily.

He went lower, nnd at the same momont
the bush gave an ugly eracking sound, With
horrified eyes Travers could see that it was

o he went down to
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now rapidly Josing its grip in the earth. And
there was Jitnmy’s foot, only seven or eight
inches away. Lower it came—it touched
Travers' hand and clawed at a picce of rock,

“ All right, I can do it {? brculhcd Travers.
“Hold still, Jimmy—for the love of Samson
hold still! I'm going to grabi”

“I'm ready!” sang cul Jimmy.

He tensed himself, He "prod with all
his strength, steeling himself for the coming
ordeal. And then, with a gulp of horror, Lo
felt a dead “ewht on his right leg, and ho
felt his hands shppm" With the despera-
tion of despair he elutched harder, an ke

felt his fingers biting deeply into the face of

the cliff, catchi z on to the mcLs and holdiug.

“All serene!™ came Travers’ voice. “I've
got you, old man—with botl hands! How do
we stand now?”

“Keep there—and hang tight!” replied

Jimmy Potts, between his teeth. “I'm go-
ing to try to drag myself up inch by inch,
Don’t do :m;(hm Master Tm\or~ until
you've got beyond the sheer edge.”

Bat, although the boot-boy ':poﬁm cheer
bis heart tas palpitating with stark fear,
Somehow he did not fear for himself, hnt for
mer\ So far, so good; but how far did
it go?

Jimmy knew perfectly well that he could
never drag himself to the top of the cliff.
That dead weight clinging to him was fatal.
As soon as he staried to climb his grip would
fail, and then the pair of them would go
hurtling down !

Yet Jimmy Potts breathed no word of
doubt.
NS \
CHAPTER 15.

In the Nick of Time !
OMETHING'S

wrong!” said Hand-
fouh breathlessly,
“By Jove, be-

lieve there is, too!”
said Tullwood. “Lno‘c at those two chaps
there! Who are they?

“@ulliver and Bell, I think!” said Hand-
forth, “But where's Travers? Where's his
bike? Great Scott, I belicve he’s gone over
the edge of the cliff! XYook ut the way
Gulliver and Bell ave staring down

He let out a wild howl, and all tho other
juniors with him shouted at the top of their
voices, too,

They had just arvived at the scene of
action, having topped a rise of the grassy
moor a moment or two earlier. They were on
their bicycles; and they had been riding along
from one of the moorland roads, It wasn't
eight o'clock yet, and they had confidently
believed that tho) would be in time for the
demonstration, But it was clear to them now,
at a glance, that something was wrong.

“Iolp—help!” came a screaming
from Gulliver,

“There you are!” panted Church.

shiout

i X'O i
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were right,
dent, Tl by

“Como on I” yelled Handforth.

They pedalled for all they were worth, and
just before they reached the cliff edge, ihey
flung themsclves from their machines and
yaced on on foot.

Handforth, reckless as ever, went right to
the edge of the cliff and leancd over. But
Church and McClure were at his rear, hold-
ing him back.

*Oh, my only hat!” ejaculated Handforth.
“It’s Travers down there—yes, and Potts; the
boot-boy, teo!”

“Have you got any straps or ropes?”

H,u)dy‘ There’s been an acei-
ot 1

asked

Poits, his face strained and haggard. “We
can’t hold much longer,” Master
Handforth. I thought T could

l):m;r him up, but—-"

here aren’t any ropes, but we
ean ezsily make a human ladder 1”
shouted Handforth. “Come on,
you chaps. T'll go over the edge
of the cliff. Somebody grab my

Jegs1”

He wormed his way over the
cliff face before anybody could
stop  him, an Church  and
McClure grabbed desperately at
his legs. Church and McClure

went down flat, too, and some of
the other juniors seized them in
turn.

In next to no time Handforth
was sprawling head downwards
over the abyss, and his hands came
within reach of Jimmy Potts, He
took a firm hold, and
uned with triumph.

right, Potts!” he said
breathlessly. “You're safe now !
Put all your weight on me——""

“But there’'s Master Travers
weight, too, sirs” gulped Jimmy.

“That’s all right—we're ready
for it!” said Handforth. “Hold
still, you fellows up there! Get
ready for. the pull!”

“Go ahead!” came the steady
voice of Fullwood.

With a choking cry of relief,
Jimmy Potts allowed his full
weight to rest upon Handforth’s

arms. After that the thing was
comparatively easy. Foot by foot
the two clinging juniors were

pulled up, and at last they came
sprawling over the edge of the
cliff, and all danger was over,

“Oh, thank Heaven!” breathed
Gulliver. “You fellows arrived just in time!
You’ve saved Travers’ life—"

“Pardon me, Gulliver—pardon me!” said
Vivian Travers coolly. “It was Jimmy Potts
who saved my life !”

“Rats!” said Gulliver, scowling, *“That
menial kid would have gone over himself if
the others hadn’t come np—-"

“Jimmy Potts is a pal, of mine!” said
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Travers, giving Gulliver a straight look. “He
may be a menial, but he’s saved my life. If it
hadn’t been for him, 1 should have been dead
by now, That tree branch was giving way
every sccond, and Potts arrived in the very
nick of time, And, by gad, I believe he
could bave clawed his way to the top without
any help, too! I'm glad thc help came, and
so is he—but facts are facts.”
{ “Tt was nothing,” muttered Jimmy uncom-
fortably.  *“Pleasc don’t talk about it, sir!
You were in danger, and—and—-

“And these Iun‘as wouldn’t help, eh?” said
Travers, m(hcahﬂg Gulliver and Bell. “Well,

et's

it’s over now forget it.”

Grayson and Shaw gazed round the study in angered amazeme
velled Grayson, then stopped as the voice of Vivian Trnva::;!wlz

“ Forget it !” roared Handforth mdlgnnntlfr

“By the way, you were fine, dear old
fellow !” said Travers, c!aspmg Handforth
affectionately. ‘“Thanks awfully!”

“Don’t be an ass!” frowned Handforth.
“It scems to me that you were right about
Jimmy Potts. He’s the chap who’s done all
the heroic stuff! But it’s like your nerve to
tell us to forget it!”

“Yes, what about your jigger, Travers?”
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asked Fullwood. “It’s smashed to bits!”
“Scrap iron!” nodded Travers. “But
never mind! My pater will send me a new
one—an exact replica of this—next week. TI'll
just tell him I've had a bit of a bust up, and
he’ll give an order for a new machine.”

upside down—literally so. 1
he doorway, smiling serenely—interrupted bim.
said.

“It’s nice to have a pater like that!” said
Church enviously.

“This is what comes of playing the fool 1”
said Handforth sourly. “You tried to do
an impossible stunt, Travers—-""

“And I did it!”” interrupted Travers. “I
went right across the gap, as clean as a
whistle. ~ But my front wheel caught in a
rut, or something, and I shot over the edge
of the cliff.”
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“Well, you nearly lost your life through
your felly, anyhow,” said Fullwood.

“ agree!” nodded Travers. “It was folly !
Sheer, unadulterated idiocy! I was a fool;
I was an imbecile, and I nearly had to pay
for my imbecility. Well? = Any more
remarks 77

“Well, hang it, since you admit
everything so handsomely, there’s
not much to say,” growled Hand-
forth, looking disappointed. “Pin
glad that you know that you ~were
an ass, Travers!”

“Yes, we live and learn,”’ said
Vivian Travers, nodding. “Some-
times we think ourselves very clever
—very smart. And then something
comes along and gives us a much-
needed jolt. We're compelled to
see everything in the right focus.
Just at present, I can sec that I'm
2 Dblithering idiot, and the sconer
we forget tho whole incident, the
better.”

And the others agreed.

But Vivian Travers was not quite
sincere in that remark. Tor he, at
least, was never liable to forget his
indebtedness to Jimmy Potts, tha
boot-boy !

CHAPTER 16,

Grayson At It Again !

““T'Il bet Potts has donxélﬁ:lix it
m your-

q S Vivian Travers

came out of

t h e Ancient

- S House, just

. after dinner

that day, he paused. He frowned.
He compressed his lips. For, over

on the other side of the Triangle, ho
could see Harold Grayson, of the
Eifth, talking with Potts, the boot-
0y.

Y

“I thought it wouldn’t be long!”
Travers muttered complacently.
“Very well, Master Grayson!
You're asking for it, so you'll get
it! I'm going to play a pretty little
game with you—a rather  deep
game—and it’s going to be con-
foundedly amusing, too {”

Since that dramatic episode of the
early morning, Travers had been
thinking deeply. He owed his life
to Sir James Potts, and Vivian
Travers was rather overwhelmed by the
enormity of that debt. Again and “again
he had told himself that he would have to
do something to wipe it out.

And what an opportunity thero was here—
at his very ﬁnger—tipsl

By a sort of mutual consent, none of the
other juniors had spread the story of
Travers’ narrow escape. A rumour had gone
round that Travers ﬁad accidentally allowed
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his_motor-cyele to go over the cdge of the
cliff, but the school did not know kow nar-
rowly Travers himself had cscaped death,
Even Handforth was helding his tongue—
and that was remarkable in itself.

It was @ half-holiday this afternoon, and
Travers had been thinking about taking a
run into Banmington. He had said very
little to Gulliver and Bell that day. They
were his study mates, and ‘he had been
thrown into their company quite a lot. Dut
there was a  distant air between them,
Gulliver and Bell had not thown up in a
gocd light that morning, and they were
vare of their own insignificance, Travers
i od them with open contempt, and they

elt it,

On the other side of the Triangle, near the
East House, Grayson was looking at Potts
with an unpleasant leer on his face.

“Theyte my orders, Poits!” he said
curtly.  “See that they are carried out!”

“You're doing this deliberately, Grayson
mutiered Jimmy Potts fiercely. ““You know
very well that I've got work to do this after-
noon. It may be a half-holiday for the
school, but I'm only the bhoot-boy—the
battens! 1 haven't got the afternoon off.”

“And if you neglect your own duties, and
spend your time working for me, youw'll get
into a row, eh?” said Grayson. “Well, what
the dickens do I care? Of course I'm doing
it deliberately ! I've got you on toast, young
Potts! Rither you do as I erder, or you'll
be sorry for yourself ”

“Yes, but——"

“I don’t want any objections!” snapped
Grayson. **I'm going out this afternoon, and
you've got to clean up my study. TUnder-
stand? When I come back, I shall expect
-that study to be as tidy as a new pin—abso-

I

Jutely spotless! If it isn’t, out comes the
truth”
Grayson ~ walked off, ‘without allowing

Jimmy Potts to say another word, and there
had been something in his tone which told
Jimmy that he had meant what he said.
The bully of the Fifth was taking full advan-
tage of that knowledge of his!

“Trouble, dear old fellow #” asked Vivian
Travers, strolling u;

Jimmy turned, [})lis eyes glowing with
resentment.

“Yes!” he muttered. “It's Grayson
again !”

“] thought so0,” nodded Travers, “What is
it this time?”

“Ie's given me orders to clean out his
study 1" said Jimmy fiercely. “It's not my
work, Travers! I haven’t the time, either!
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Pve got to help Mrs. Poulter this afternoon
-—and she’ll report me if I fail to turn up.
That might mean an inquiry—and dismissal,”

“Don’t worry yourself, dear old fellow,”
said Travers. “Leave this to me.”

“But how can you do anything?” asked
Jimmy.

“Just give my brain a fow minutes to get
going, and it will evolve a ripe scheme,”
said Travers, “Grayson wants his study
turned ocut, doesn’t he? When he comes

back, he wants to find it spotless, ¢h? All
right, Jimmy! He will find it spotless, Ts
fact, I'll undertake to do the work. You

buzz off into your own House, and get busy
ou your usual duties.”

“Yes, but you can’t clean out that study !”
said Jimmy, staring. “You, least of all
fellows, Travers! %’\'e never known you to
do any work in your life! Even at Bec-
cleston, you let all tho other fellows wash
up, and—-"

“1 know!” interrupted Travers sadly.
“ Laziness was always one of my wcaknesses.
But there are times, Jimmy, when I surprise
even myself. It may sound incredible, but
this afterncon I am going to work!”

Travers would not allow the boot-boy
baronct to say another word. He “shoo-ed
Jimmy away, and made him go into the
Ancicnt House, where he really belonged.
Then Travers stuck his hands deep into bis
trousers pockets, and he noticed that Hand-
forth & Co., Nipper, Iullwood, Reggie Pitt
and a few other Remove fellows were bear-
ing down upon him. He awaited their arrival
ealmly,

“If you want me for football this after-

noon, dear old fellows, there's nothins
doing,” he said, before any of them coul
speak. “I'm cngaged.”

“We weren't going to talk about football,
Travers,” said Fullwood. “We were won-
dering why you were standing there, talking
so familiarly with Potts. Anyone would
think ‘you two were great friends, whereas
he is almost a complete stranger to you.”

“Js there any rule which prohibits me from
talking with Potts?” asked Travers politely,
evading replying to Fullwood's last sentence.
“He saved my life this morning.”

“Yes, T heard about that,” said Nipper.
“Cood fellow! IIe’s got the right spirit in
him-—the real, genuine pluck! As for vou
being familiar with him, Travers—well, that’s
¥your own coneern.”

“Thanks awfully,” said Travers. “As a
matter of fact, I believe in being familiar.
with everybody. I'm glad you've come. all
of you, becanse I've got something to put
before you. 'There’s work to be done this
afternoon.”

The juniors looked at Travers inquiringly.

‘;’\;Vork 7 repeated Church, staring, “TFor
us
“Yes—for us!” gaid Vivian Travers. “To

put it briefly, we're all going to clear out
Grayson's study
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CHAPTER 17.
Cleaning Up Grayson’s Study !

IPPER_grinned.

“Oh, so we're go-
ing to clean up Gray-
son’s study, are we ?”
he said pleasantly.

“That’s a piece of news, Travers! What's
the idea, you ass? Explain yourself !”

“Yos, choke it up!” said Handforth.
“By George! Grayson is the last fellow in
the world I'd help! Fl¢’s a rotten bully, and
he’s a blackguard, too!"

“I agree with you,” said Travers. “Well,
in a nutshell, Grayson has just been ordering
Potts—our boot-boy, mark you—to clean his
study out this afternoon!’’

“Nerve!” said Fullwood indignantly.

“Tt would be serious enough if Grayson
ordered his own boot-boy to do such work,”
said Travers, “But our boot-boy! OQur boot-
boy, you fellows—our own little Jimmy ! He,
and f\e'n\one, has been ordered to do this
scavenging 17 .

“Well, it’s like Grayson’s nervel” said
Nipper, frowning. “Of all the impudence!
Giving orders to the Ancient House boot-
Boy 1

“T've just told Potts to take mo notice
of it,” said Travers, nodding.

“T should think so!” roared Handforth.
“If you hadn’t told him—"

“Just a minute, dear old fellow,”
interrupted Travers. “You see, the problem
is a little difficult. If Grayson comes back
and finds that his study isn't cleaned up,
he's liable to take it out of Pott’s hide. It's
all very well for us to say that we shall
protect him—but Grayson will find all sorts
of opportunities for grabbing the poor kid.

* So what do you say to the idea of us clean-
ing out the study?”

“Dotty !" said Handforth promptly.

“Rotten!” said Nipper.

“Worst idea under the sun!”
somebody else.

“Well, that’s a pity,” said Travers thought-
fully. “I had rather an idea that we could
do the job well.”

Vivian Travers proceeded to add a few
embellishments. s he proceeded,
listeners smiled, and then grinned. Even
Handforth found himself roaring with
laughter at the end—Handforth, who rather
had a habit of decrying the ideas of other
people.

“It won’t take us more than ten minutes,

contributed

if we all work hard,” said Travers. “Well,
you fellows, are you game?”
“Rather!” grinned Church, “Come on—

let’s get it over!”
“Hear, hear!”
“And it’ll serve Grayson right—for his

his |
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giddy nerve!” said Handforth gruffly. “The
trouble is, this scheme isn’t strong enough,

Travers. We want to do something more
ambitious.”
“Rats!” said Nipper. “I don’t believe

in doing any real harm in a fellow’s study
—even though he is a rotter.”

After a little argument they all went into
the East House, and before long they were
within Harold Grayson’s study, in the Fifth
Form passage. As it was fine that afterncon,
hardly any of the fellows were indoors. So
the juniors had the place to themselves.

The work was a little more difficult than
they had beheved, and a full half hour had
elapsed before they emerged into the
Triangle once more—dusty, but - satisfied.
They dispersed, and Travers refused all
offers t» go to the playing fields.

“No, dear old fellows, I'll hang about
here, if you don’t mind,” he said. ‘I rather

want to see Grayson’s face when he comes

in. There’s no need for everybody to wait,
of course—he may be an hour or two yet.
ut I have a good stock of patience,”

“Well. you can stay here if you like—but
we're going,” said Handforth.

“Thanks awfully,” ber~:ed Vivian Travers.

His vigil was not so wearisome as he had
feared. For, less than three-quarters of an
hour later, Grayson came striding across
the Triangle from the main gates. He was
accompanied by Kenmore, of the Sixth, and
Shaw, of the Fifth. aw was Grayson's
study mate, and he was nearly as big a
rascal as Grayson himself,

Kenmore parted from them, and went
off towards the Modern House; Grayson apd
Shaw came up the East House steps, and
strode through the lobby. They took no
notice of Travers whatever. But Travers
turned, and leisurely followed them into the
Fifth Form passage.

9

“We'ra back a bit too soon, aren’t we?
Shaw was saying. “I expect we shall find
that beastly boot-boy in the study. It was
a dotty idea of yours, Grayson, to order him
to clean it up. He's not our boof-boy, any-
how, and—-"

“Never mind about that,” interrupted
Grayson. “I’ve scared the kid out of his
wits. He obeys everything I tell him!
Besides,”” he added, “I hhouiht perhaps
we could play a little Banker before tea!”

He opened the door of his study, and
strode in But he only took about one step
into that apartment. Then he paused, and
| his mouth opened wide. His eyes bulged
from his head.

“By gad!” he gasped, at length.

“What's the matter?” demanded Shaw
impatiently. “What are you standing
there for, you idiot?”

“Look at this!” roared Grayson violently,
Frederick Shaw went into the study—and
then he understood exactly why Grayson had

become so excited!
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CHAPTER 18, Calm yourcelf, Grayson!” said Vivian

rs, from the doorway.

son swung round, and he glared ab

v 3 Travers.

% RAYSON'S study was| ™ .

¥ upside down. What are you doing here, you con-
That is to say, the [ founded  Remove idiot?” he demanded.

contents of Grayson’s| “You're a new kid in the school, aren't

study were upside | you?”

Upside Down !

down, Not in the ordinary. accepted mcan- “Not (‘\n(ﬂ\ now,” said Travers. “Rather
ing of the phrase—but literally so. That|sccond-hand, in fact—-"
apartment bore an extraordinary aspect! “Don't be funay with me!” roared

Yverything was spotlessly clean, just as{ Grayson
Graysoa had ordered. Iut the carpet was| «y yili admit that it is unnecessary to be
showing its reverse side to the world—even funny with you, Grayson,” said Travers
the lincleum border was upside down, t00.} csoily, “You are quite fuu‘ny enough with-
The table was upside down, and the chairs|out my assistance.”
were simpilarly placed.s The bookcase—the “T,o0k here——>="
burean—the easy chair—the fender—the “As for this room, vou ean hold mo

pictures on the walls—the curtains ab the| responsible,” went on Travers. I did this.”
windows-—everything ! “You shouted Grayson,

Every object in that room, big and small, “I, said the sparrow, with my bow and -
was upside down! arrow !” nodded Travers.

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Shaw thickly.| “You checky, infernal, blithering—"
“Who—who's done this?” yelled Grayson. “Dor’t rack your brains for any more
“Potts, T'll bet! The young hound! I{gramunatical terms, dear old fellow,” said
told him to come hore and—— Travees. “I am ready to admit that a
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number of other fellows helped me to carry
out the idea. But I am responsible. Rather
neat, isn't it 7"

“Neat!” howled Gra)son “Tll tan the
life out of you for this!”

“Well, of oourse, that depends,” said
Travers. “1 nnght object. Grayson. In fact,
I do object. You see, you told our boot-
boy to clean your study out, and quite
a number of Ancient House fellows objected
to the scheme. So I suggested that we
should turn your study upside down, after
thoroughly cleaning it, and this is the

result. Ono of the smartest jobs T’ve ever
seen,”
“Shut that door!” . snarled Grayson,

Shut it—and lock it!

“That’s right, Shaw!
I'm going to tan

Where’s my Malacea ?
this_lid until—""

*“Now, don’t get so excited |”
mdulgentlv “Excitement iz never good
for you, Grayson. It was only a joke, after
all. Can’t you take a joke?”

“T'll soon show you whether I regard
this as a joke!” roared Grayson savagely.
“It’s rather a pity that you’: e _so violent,”
said Travers, with regret. “I'm not an
eavesdropper by nature, but I happened to
hear a few remarks concerning Banker.
And Banker is my one weakness, I was Iookr

ing forward to a little game with you.”

Travers thoughtfully pulled a hand from
his trousers pocket, revealing about thiriv
shillings worth of silver, and a whole bundle
of currency notes.

The effect upon Grayson was immediate
He regarded that money with a sudden,
cunning gleam in his eve. Tt so happenad
that dgrnwon was rather short. and Shaw
was flush, Grayson had suggested Banker
becance he felt that he would be able fo
get some of Shaw’s cash. Unfortunately.
he and Shaw knew one another-—they knew
their own littlo tricks, snd Grayson hae
felt, all along, that he would not get much
change out of his disreputable study mate,

But here was 2 Removite—a mere kid—a
new fellow into the bargain! Here he was.
asking for a game of Danker, and he was
displaying a sum of money that could not
be less than ten or twelve pounds! Harold
Grmson could easily afford to forget thn

“joke” that had been played upon him

“0Of course, if you won’t admit me info
the game, I shall have to suffer the droml
penalty of solitude,” said Travers.
fortunately, there arem’t any fellows in Hw
Remove—well hardly any—who can play
Banker properly. Gulliver and Bell are
likely candidates, I will admit. But they
are both broke, and T am inclined to favour

. high stakes. Tive shillings a bet is my
usual.”

“By gad!” said Grayson blankly.

Travers turned to the door.

“Well, T'll be going,” he said. putting
his moncy back. “I shouldn’t,advise you
to use your Malacca, Grayson. Tl enly
l‘r(‘a,"(’ a '101:(‘ and—"

said Travers
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Just a minute!” growled the bully of
th. Fifth. “I didn’t mean that just now,
vers. Your name is Travers, isn’t 1t‘7”
“Vivian Travers—at  your service !
nodded the new boy.

“Well. I don’t want to quarrel with you,”
said Grayson. ‘‘As it was only a joke, I'll
forget all about it. Yowre welcome to a
game, if you like,”

“That’s fine1” said Travers, beaming. “In
about twenty minutes, say?”

“Why twenty minutes 7

“I want to give you two fellows time to
straighten out the study,” said Travers
coolly.  “All right, T'll be back within
twenty minutes.”

He opened the door, and strolled out.
Grayson and Shaw looked at one another,
and had nothing to say. Vivian Travers
was ready enough-to join them in a game
of Banker—but he certainiy was‘not going
to help them to straighten that study!

CHAPTER 19.
His Real Character !

T five o’clock, Vivian
;[‘mvcrs rose to his

el
“I'd like to stay
° longer, dear old
fellows, but I arrangcd to have tea in tho
Ancient Heuse,” he said r(‘grctfull\, “We've
had quite a nice gd.mc, and we're all friendly.
What could be better?

“You're quite welcome to stay if you like,”
said Grayson. ‘‘Why not have tea here?
Wo could continue the game.”

“Thanks all the same, but an hour of’
Banker is enongh for moe at one sitting,”
replicd Travers. “I must have lost a ge\v
bob, too. Well, what does it matter? The
game’s worth it. Before now, I've lost seven
or eight quid at a sitting. Who cares? It's
all in the game!”

He was smiling_and cheerful, and Harold
Grayson was particularly delxghtod—bomu<c,
at that moment, he had twenty-five shillings
of Travers’ money in his pocket. The
Removite scemed to think it was a mere
trifle, but Grayson was by no means averse
to such trifles as these.

“Well, if you must go, you must,” said
the rlfﬂv ]"ormen at length. “But what
about to-night 7

“To-night?”” said Travers,
to\va;ds the door,

s!” said Grayson. “I told you that
nd I are going off after lights-out.
s a special spree on at the Wheatsheaf,
at B,unmngron Are you game to come \\m)

as he moved

us?”
“T'm game for mnt,hm;: said Travers
promptly.  “Splendid! We'll all go along

ty the Wheatsheaf and have a good time—
after lights-out, e¢h? Well, well! What
naughiv tricks these boys will get up to!
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T'll drop in later,
fix up the details.”
He sirolled out, and Grayson frowned as
(ho door closed.
“Checky young ass!” he <md.
“Yes, he's got & nerve,” agreed Shaw.
“But I've won fifteen bob off him.”
“Hc's got pots more moncy, too,

Crayson, and we can

" added

Cirayson  his  exprossion changmg “ By
wad! We'll properly rook him to- night,
Shaw! A kid like that deserves to be parted

from his money!”

Later on, Travers came back, and an
appointreent was arranged. What was more,
that appointment was kept. Travers slipped
out of the Ancient House after lights-out—
after all the other fellows had gone off to
.&lvop——und it was not until one o'clock in
the morning that a shadewy figure came
c"u‘pmg upsta;

In ordimary clrcumslanco:, Travers wonld
have reached his dormitory without heing
spotted. Put, by a curious piece of ill-luck,
he ran right into Edward Oswald Handforth
—of all fellows!

Handforth, as a matter of faet, had been
to the bath-room to get some treacle off his
feot,  Some unknown joker had emptied a
tin of treacle into the foot of Handforth's
Lied, and the leader of Study
discovered tho tragedy until long after mid-
night—when  he had ventured to put his
feot down into the cold part of the bed.
Until thon, he had hunched his knees up,
and the unknown joker had been rather
disappointed. For no wild roars had come
from Handfortl’s dormitory.

They came later on, however—as Church
.and McClure knew to their cost. After a
lot of arguments, during which both Churehr
and McClure had pmﬂﬁf(\nth refused to
change beds with Handforth, the latter had
gone  off to the bath-room to wash his
treacly feet, And now he was on the way
back. burning with mdxgrnatmn, and burst-
ing for revenge.

“Who's thet?” demanded Handforth,
lie caught sight of the dim figure.

“All right—den’t shout,” said
coolly. “It's onl

" darkly.

as
Travers

“gp

only me!”
“Oh!” said Handforth

you're the culprit, are yon?
“Who has told you this terrible thin

asked Travers tmgxcuﬂ\ “Is it possible

I am undonc'

ass!”  roared Handforth.
“\\hul do u mean by putiing treacle
in my bed?”

“freacle in your hed?” said Travers.
with a chuckle.  “Not_ guilty, my lord!
At the same time, T admit it's rather a
brainy idea. (kmgrn'.u'.aticns to the un-
an\n genins!

“You ho“!mg idiot!” shouted Mandforth,
exasperated. “My bed's in a terrible state
row, and I shall liave to &lcﬂp on the Hoor

for the rest of the night 1
“We all _have our hm\l 1 (] car ofd
fellow,” said Tra wg| on the

floor. after all s n wiror hav‘d)

D had not |
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Two or three doors opened; many heads
appeared and lights were switched on.
TFullwood, Gresham, Nipper, Tregellis-West
and several other Remove follows camo into
the corridor.

“What's all the row about here?” asked

Nipper. “Hallo, Travers! What on ecarth
ar:_vou doing, fully dressed like that?”
“By CGcorge!” said Handforth, staring.

“1_hadn’t_noticed that before!”

Vivian Travers was in no way perturbed
~—although he had been canght red-handed.

“Have you been breaking bounds, you
a«“’ demanded Fullwood.

b cnnnnt tell a lic!” eaid Travers simply.
“I have

“0Oh, so that's the kind of chap you are,
is it77 said Handforth, with contempt in
his voice.

“Merely a brief, innocent flutter,” said
Travers npo‘ogohcall\ “A short visit to
the Vheatsheaf, in Bannington. Surely
there is nothing wrong with that?”

“Weo don’t wmn! to  hear aboub your
dom% Travers,” said Nipper curtly.  “Tf
you like to be idiot cnough to break bounds
at night, and risk expulsion by going into
public-honses, that’s your affair!” But we
don’t think mach of you !”

Vivian Travers grinned.

“Well, as it happens, dear old follow,
T don’t care a toss what any of you think of
me,” lo said candidly.” “As have
frequently remarked, I go my own road.”

Travers went into his dormitory, leaving
Handforth to explain his own - treacly
affairs to the others. And Travers was feel-
ing in a good humour. For there was one
concrete result  from  his  illicit jaunt.
Harold Grayson, of the Fifth, owed him
five pounds,

And. somchow, Travers scemed to think
that this was something extraordinarily
good !

B £ CHAPTER 20.

Going the Pace !
>
. \ FTER breakfast the
next morning,
Vivian Travers
y (8 made a point of
strolling in the

Triangle. He wanted to have a word with
rayson—although he had no desire to seck

Grayson out. An apparently accidental
meeting would be much better.

Incidentally, Handforth wes rampaging
up and dewn the Ancient House, thmugﬁ
the West House, and. in fact, all over the
school, trying to find the miscrcant who
had put treacle into his bed over night.

But, so far, Handforth had drawn blank.
There was some lint that Willy, his minor,
knew scmething about it—but this hint was
not allowed fo roach FEdward Oswald’s cars.

w 1, well!™ said Travers genially. “So
bere we are, dear old '

e o

fellow !
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Travers litted the jug of cold water. ** One—iwo—ih
meﬂ

Grayson had just walked out of the East
House, and he frowned slightly as he
caught sight of the Remove fellow.

“Morning, Travers!” he said bluntly.

“You' don’t appear to be in the sweetest
of tempers, thls morning, Graysoni” said
Travers inquiringly.

“I_had rotten luck last night!” growled
the Fifth Former.

“You certainly did!” agreced Travers.
“But don’t let that prey on your mind;
dear old fellow. And for the love of
Samson, don’t worry about that fiver. Any
old time, you know.”

Grayson frowned agein. Things had
certainly gone very awry last night. He
welcomed Vivian Travers’ advent,

because he had cxpected to take a lot of
money from him. He had taken a little to
begin with, but Travers had won it all back—
and five pounds in addition to the cash
that Grayson could hand out. Grayson
hated being in debt, and to be in debt to a
mere junior was humiliating.

“Youw'll get your fiver all right, Travers,”
ho said unpleasantly. “I shall be able to
pay vou in cash on Saturday——"

“Why wait until Saturday?” asked
Travers. “My dear old feliow, what about
some revenge? Hang it, 1 don’t want your
money, 1 merely want a game so that you
can wipe off the deficit. I like losing better
than winning, really.”

“That’s why you mn
Grayson cynically. \Veﬂ
to my study if you like—"

1 suppose,” said
you can come

¥t

ree—’’ he coun “ All right!”

unted suggestively.
Gulliver frantically, and he and Bell rolled hurriedly out of their beds.

“Isn't it your turn to be my guest?'
asked Travers. “How about a_ little
flutter to-night—after lights-out? In my

dormitory, ch?

“Over in the

“Yes. Why

“What abouc th(‘ fellows who share the
dormitory with you?”

“Gulliver and Bell will be only too
pleased to_jnin in the revels,” said Travers
coolly. “Bring Shaw, and even Kenmore,
if you like. He's a game bird, isn't he?
1 always like to fix these Lhmgs up well in
advance.”

As a matter of fach, it was fixed up then
and there, and that night, after lights-out,
the party took place, according to plan.

Travers' bed-room, in the Ancient House,
was the scene of much revelry.

Anclent House ?”

The air was blue with smoke, and the
window was closely shaded by two or
three blankets—which had the effect of

making the atmosphere more stuffy than

ever.

One of the beds was used as a card
and a motley crew sat round it.
They were composed of Travers and
Gulliver and Bell, of the Remove, Grayson
and Shaw. of the Fifth, and Kenmore and
Sinclair, of the Sixth. They were all birds
of a feather—all rascals.

Vivian Travers seemed to be enjoying
himself immensely. He was smoking
harder than any of the others, and making
heavier bets. He didn't scem to care how
much ho wagered—how much he lost, or
how much he won.
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1t was all in the game to him—all a bit
of sport. -And because of this very indiffer-
ence, perbaps, he consistently won. When
it scemed that he must inevitably lose, the
luek was in in his favour, and he scooped
in the pool.

All manner of games were tried, including
banlker, shilling-nap ®nd cven “pontoon.”
But Vivian Travers' luck nover changed,

As the hour grew later, so Grayson’s face
grew blacker. ~ As ‘Iravers was enjoy nr'
the game, so Grayson was hating it.
he was losing  heavily—and always to
Travers. There was something uncanny
about it—something almost mysterions.

was well after midnight now, and
far from Grayson having cleared off that
five pound debt, he now owed Travers
no less than seventeen pounds, five
slullmf'*'

Gmyaon was inclined to plunge heavily, in
order to reduce the debt. In this form of
insanity, Travers encouraged him. He kept
on saying that Grayson's luck wounld be
bound to turn sooner or later. Perhaps he

would clear the debt in one fell s\\oop, if
he only had the courage to keep

And Grayson did
did not nhm‘?

keep on—buL l;ls Iuck

CHAPTER 21.
Mysterious Voices !
DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH sat up
in bed, listening
intently.
“Fanny!” he said, frm\nmg.
Was it his imagination, or did ]\e licar

a continuous rise and fail of conversation?
An examination of his watch had told him
that the time was eleven minutes past one,
and it was most wemarkable that voices
should be audible at that hour. Now and
again, too, a low laugh would soun
Handforth did not quite know \\h
had awakened. As a rule, he slept 1

top. Perhaps his wakefuln to- m"ht
had something to .do with that treacle
episode Twice, after getting into bed,
Handforth had positively declared that
some practical joker bad been playing
another game on him. e had turned his
bed inside cut in order to find some

imaginary lump, and there had been quite
a row in the dormitory because Church

and McClure had refused to help their
leader to make the bed again.
Anyhow, Handforth was very disturbed

to-night, and it was for this reason, perhaps,
that he had awakened. He sat there,
listening more intently than ever.

“There jolly well is somcbedy talking 1™
he told himself. “What's more, I'in going
to_investigate!”

He jumped out of bed, and his first act,
naturally, was to arouse Church and
McCllure from their sleep. There was no
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carthly reason” why he should make them
join-in his investigation, but Handforth had
no mierey,

“(uuu' on, you chaps!” lLe said, in a low
\Ol.r‘l‘ ‘here’s semething rummy going
n !

““QH, what’s it got
demanded (lnuch sleepily. the
time, anyhow ?

“Quarte past-one,” eaid Fandforth. “T
woke up, )llst now, and T thought I could
hear voices, We'll slip a fow things on,
and go out to find out what it means.”

Cluirch  and  McChwe,  from  long
experience, knew that it would be safer
and speedier to agree. Tiis was no time
for lengthy argumcnts

NEXT WEDNESDAY! s~

to do with
“What's

us ?”

So they humoured Handforth, and slipped
into a few of their clothes. It was better
this way. They would go out, prove that
Handforth had been imagining things, and
then they would be abie to gvt back to bed
again. 'The whole thing would be over in
five minufes.

But for once Church and McClure were
wrong.

For when they got out in the corridor,
they distinetly heard a murmur of voicos—
just as Hnndfolth had done. They crept
along, suspicions men;; to_thewm.  When
they reached the door of Vivian Travers’
bed-room, they understood porfoctly.

For the revellers within had grown ‘so
excited that they were no longer taking
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care to keep their voices down to mere
whispers. The game, perhaps, had reached
an exciting point, and the gamblers had
folgoctcn their caution.

“Hang you, I'll raise jt ten shillings!”
they heard Grayson say, in a savage voice.

3o it!” came Travers’ drawl. “That’s
the style, dear old fel!ow' Plunge on—
youw're bound to win!”

“Shus up!” growled Grayson.

“T'll sce your ten boh!” came the voice
of Kenmore, of the Sixth. “And here’s
nnothm ten bob.

“What does it make mnow?” asked
Travers. “Three-pound-ten in there? All
nght I'll see the Iot, and raise it—""

“By George!” breathed  Handforth

“THE VOICE OF THE
TEMPTER!”

Slowly but snrely Harold Grayson,
son of the man who ruined Jimmy
Potts’ father, is becoming caught in
the coils of Vivian Travers’ cunning
plan,

In this story Grayson gets into a
deeper mess still—until at last Vivian
Travers has him just where he wants
him !

And then things begin to happen—
and Grayson gets the *‘ wind up”
properly.

Every reader of the Old Paper will
thoroughly enjoy this grand dramatic
{ , written in Edwy Searles Brocks'®
est style, Look out for it next week!

*“SONS OF SPEED!™

A further extra-long instalment of
Alfred Edgar’s popular motor-racing
serial.

wwaananan ORDER IN ADVANCE!

thickly, “They’re gamblmg in there—and
for high stakes, too !’

“Travers’ . bed-room!” muttered Church.
“I say, what a rotter! And we thought
he had some decency in him, too! Just
look at the way he plays fcotba]l He's
a marvel in the forward line!”

“The chap’s & blackguard, anyhow,” said
Handforth fiercely “Hes ot all these
smoky, gambling rotters in his bed-room.
Tast House fellows, too! Are we going
to allow it?”

“No fear!” said Church and McClure, in
one voice.

But H)ov pulled Handforth back as he was
a\mn(’ to put his_hand on the door-knob.

“Cheese if, Handy.” whispered Church.
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“Three of us won't be enough! Let’s go

along and rouse B and Watson,
Fullwood, Gresham and uncan and all the
others. We'll make s proper affair of
it1”

“Why waste time?”
“My dear chap. we shall get the worst
of it it we barge in now!” said McCl ure.

“And think what a chance this is!
Kenmore is a prefect, and we shall have
the oppcrtunity of booting him! Think of

that, Handy! Booting a prefect without
any fear of the consequences!”

“By George!” said Handforth exultantly.
“You're nght ™

It was, indeed, a golden opportunity.
For they cclﬂd klck Kenmore of the Sixth
out, and Kenmore would not dare to raise
an outery He would not dare to make
any complaint afterwards. It was a chance
in_a thousand!

Five minutes later. nearly all the fellows
in the Ancient House Remove were aroused.
\lpn(‘r was grim about it.

“It's a jolly z,vood thing you woke up,
Handy !” he sai “So this 1s the kind of
game that Travers is getting up to, is it?
He may be a new fellow, but he'll have to
undor«tand that he can't invite those Bast
House cads into our House!”

“Ratber 1”7 said Gresham  indignantly.
“Why, if anything of this came out, the
House wonld be in disgrace !”

“Come on!" said Handforth aggressively.
“Let's go in, drag them out by their hair,
and pitch_the whole crowd out-of-doors!”

The Removites moved relentlessly
forward !

CHAPTER 22.
Playing His Own Game !

(\A IMON KENMORE
looked up with a
startled expression
on his flushed face.
“Who's that?” ne

ejaculated, with a gulp.

A knock had sounded on the door, and sll
the revellers were looking seared. That
knock had come unexpectedly—dramatically.

“It’s all right—only me!” came the voice
of Handforth.

“Well, well!” murmured Travers,
ning, “Dear old Handforth again!
a fellow he is for investigating!”

“What are we going to do?” mutlered
Grayson. “Confound Handforth! You know
what an interfering beggar he is! Tf we
don’t lex him in, he’ll kick up a row!”

“Com on—open the door!” came Hand-
forth’s voice. “If you don't, I'll jolly well
kick up a dust!”

“Better open it!” said Gulliver hastily.
“There’ll be the very dickens to pay_ if
Nippder and the other z‘ellm\'s come crowding
round !”

grin-
What
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The door was locked, as Nipper had dis-
covered when he sllcnth tosted it. But
it was quickly unlecked now, for the rascals
within believed that they only had Hand-
forth to deal with, and they had alrecady
made signals to another—indicating _that
they would treat Handforth very drastically
when he camo in,

Bat -this little plan was doomed to failure.

“Now then!” sang out Handforth, as
soon aj the door opened. “Pile in, you
fellows ! ~

The fellows did pile in—over a dozen of
them. They poured into the room like a
sircam, and Kenmore and Grayson and the
others leapt to their feet, stortled beyond
measure.

“Youn rotter, Travers!”
glaring at Vivian Travers,

said Nipper,
“T'll bet this

1s your doing! You invited thesec Hast
House seniors here!”

“What of it?" asked Tm\ ers coolly.
“It’s my bed-room,-isn’t it?

“Come on, Kenmore—you, too, Sin-
clair!” said Handforth exultantly. “I'd

like to smash you on the nose, but we don't
want to kick up too much noise. We
don’t want any disgrace. But, by George,
I'm going to have The satisfaction of kick-

ing you!”

*You young fnol” snarled Kenmore,
backing away. “Don’t forget that T'm a
prefect !”

“You scem to have forgotten that you're
a prefect,” retorted Handforth curtly.

That sally went right home, and Kenmore
could think of nothing to say., Not that he
had any opportunity of saying muoh, for
he was seized by many hands, and he was
yanked out.into the corridor, He was held

securc)y, while other juniors, in the rear,
boote(‘l him. It was .quite a unique
experience—to boot a prefect.

The worst of it was—from Kenmore's

point of view—he couldun’t raise any outery.
He had to submit, gnashing his toeth with
helpless rage. Indw\d, ho. was only too
glad to get out of the Ancient House in
safoty, before any master came along to catch
him in this uncompromising situation.

The others came along,” too—Sinclair,

rayson and Shaw. They were all booted
out—they were all given their marching
orders by the indignant Removites.

After they had gone, Vivian Travers
camo in for some scathing remarks. He
was held in contempt by all the decent
fellows.

“You're a disgrace to House,
Travers!” said T\xppcr angrily. “It’s bad
enough to gamble in your own study and
in your own bed-room, with your own pals,
but” when you invite these Kast House
seniors here, it's nothing but a disgrace o

“We all have our own points of view,”
said Travers, yawning.

“And you'd better keep out of the foot-
ball, in future!” smd Handforth darkly.

the
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“Why ?” asked Travers, raising his eye-
brows. “As long as’ my form is all right—
as long as I play a good game—why should

be barred? = Is fai Is that
sporting 7

“Well, I dide’t mean it, exactly” growled
Handforth, “But you're a cad, all the
samoe !

“As it -happe T'm the foothall skipper,
Handy,” sui quictly.  “And as

Nipper
long ‘as Travers )(‘1\-7 a good game, he's
welcome in the Lfc\ n.  What a man does
in his own time iz his own concern. But
you'll scon (r:\(l\ up, Travers, if you keep
up this pace!

Travers shrugged carelessly. He was in
no way perturbed by the grim expressions
on the faces of the juniors ~mroundmg him.

“Thank you for those kind words. dear old
f('llm\ 17 he said coolly, addressing Nipper.

“Cut th out !™ ﬁm[ped the Juniov
skipper. You ought to be thoroughly
ashamed of yourself, Traver

“We'd better :vnd him ta covenlry,
done with it!” s

“Hear, hear

And, by mu
was senb to coventry.
his shoulders.
the least.

Later on, after the juniors had gone, and
after all the lights were extingaished, he

and
ch contemptuously.

ik, 2 Travers
He morel» shrugged
He didn't seom to care in

lzu in his bed chuckling. He was going
is own road: for everybody else,
they didn’t wos him in the le;

For Vivian Travers was playing his own
game.

“Twenty-three-pounds-sixteen ! he mur-
mired,  “That's the nico little suin that
Grayson owes me. I've got LOU.s for

the ‘whole amount—and Kenmore and Shaw
and Sinclair kuow all about it. Gulliver
and Bell, teo! Plenty of witnesses!™

e chuckled hugely.

“Everything's going just as T pl nmmd i Bk
he told himsclf, with satisfaction. *“In a
very short time I shall have Grayson whero
I want him! And then "

And then?

cian_Travers gloated over the infinite
possibilities that opencd out. His schemos
were working well,  Little did Harold
Grayson know exactly what this new follow
in ‘the Remove was planning in that
scheming mind of 1

And little did Jimmy Poftz realise how
Travers was designing to malke sorae sub-
stantial return for that great scrvice of his!
Jimmy Potts had saved Travers’ life—and
Travers was grateful. In his own way, be
was going to settle that debt!:

| THE END.

(The next yarn in this fine series is en-
titled: “THE VOICE OF THE TEMP-
TER!” and it tells how Travers schemes to
get the rascally Grayson into a bigyer mess
fhan he's in already. Don't miss this mag-
nificent story, boys!)
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any reader writes to me, 1 shall
interest the majority
/ he  Lditor, THE NELSON
Street, LONDON, B4  Every letler
special merit will be

UIE.—~1}
likely
cio

Edwy Searles Brooks chats

be pleased
Al letters should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
LEE LIBRARY The
3 will have
nguished by a star {*) against the sender's name.

with our readers.
to comment upon such remarks as are
Fleetway House, Farringdon

attention. Letters of very
My photo exchange

my personai

offer is still open; my autographed photo for yours—but youre first. please.—E.S.B

to me. What about a regular weekly
“How Much Do You Know Abont
St. FPrank's?” =et of questions?
gs are all the go nowadays, so
shouldn’t we have one? We might
start, perhaps, with a set of four questions
every week. Then the answers could appear
in the following week’s number, in every case.
Or, if that wouldn't give you emough time
to puzzle out the answers for yourselves, the

HERE'S an idea which has just oceurred

regular publication of the answers might
commence four weeks after the first set
of questions had appeared. I am wonder-

ing if a little feature like this would appeal
to a majority, and should like your opinions

about it.
* *

The questions would, of course, be put to
test your knowledge of the characters, places
and facts of all kinds, which have been men-
tioned, at omne time or another, in the St.
Frank’s stories—going back, in many in-
stances, right fo {he very beginning, and I
have an idea that puzling out the answers
would not only help to train your memories
but also provide you with a novel sort of
diversion, which would, at least, interest the
many enthusiasts among you. At any rate,
the authentic answers would, when pub-
lished, be certain of a welcome from those
innumerable readers, all over the world, who
are coutinually bombarding me with queries
about the personalities and localities and
miscellaneous matters of all kinds which have
been mentioned in the yarns at one time or
pnother.

® tx

fn fact, such a feature would probably
anticipate a lot of your ‘questions, and ease
down the answers which am continually
giving you in a higgledy-piggledy way in
these columns. Which is not to say that
I've ever found it a bore. DPon’t run away
with that idea. Why, delving into your
letters. reading them through and through,
and acknowledging and answering them, is

my biggest weckly treat. I just glory in sit-
ting down to this little “Round ‘Table ” of
ours and talking to you all. But that ““Ques-
tions and Answers ” ‘feature, run separately,
might provide a little variety, and be likely
to be popular. Well, what have you all got
to say about it?
® * *

Of course, we shall have to have some sort
of a title for it, if the scheme is adopted.
In fact, we ought {o have at least a tem-
porary c¢ne now—for you to use when send-
ing me your opinions. 8o, suppose we call
it “The St. Frank’s Questionnaire ”? Any-
how, you shove that at the head of your
paragraph about it, and I shall know at a
glance exactly what you're getting at.

» ® *

Winnie Stevens (Leytoustone), G. Fred
Alderton (Portslade), * Akela ” (Stockport),
“A. W. D. Glenthorne * (Worthing), Brnest
Crabtree (Goole), “Margaret ¥ (Woodhouse
Eaves, Loughborough), Reggie 0O’Shay
{London, W.C.2), George Pearson {Hull),
Cyril Harris (Darlington).

® * »

Your letter really deserves more than one
star—Thomas Roberts* (Birmingham)-—but
I'm going to limit you to that to pay you
out for writing to me in pencil! But you're
setting a jolly fine examp‘]7 , Tom, and I felt
real proud of you when I read this bit in
your leter: *“Every copy I buy I always
give away. I take them all over the shop
—all round Wilton, Aston, Lozells, a bit of
Handsworth. and a bit of Hockley. I give
my copies, after I have read them, to
different chaps that live round about, and
they buy it every week now.” That’s the
style, Tom, old son. You're what I call
a real loyalist. Keep it up, and you’ll never
be in danger of inclusion among the shirkers
I spoke e‘f)out. And as you've asked me in
your postseript to excuse your writing in
pencil, I’'m blessed if I won't give you an-
other star. Here it is—*,
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WHEEL TO WHEEL!—They’re only a quarter of a mile from the winning
post and Dick and Lynch, with only yards separating their roaring

machines, are fighling it out desperately,

win—or bust!

Sons OrSp

And young Dick’s motto is

VV'
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A THITHIN I

HOW THIS

drive a t
lled the Targa

DICK BARRY gets the
i;r ina great niot

race
io, in which his brother,

BIG BILL BARRY, crashes on a turn through
the founl dnvm'l of his rival,

MARK LYXNCIH, speedman for Ince E!
The third machine in the Kent
up, and it is left to cheery,
Dick to try and win. Aided by his
mechatic, fcently
and  soon X

kkp(" tely

Ki 9 i to the
lnw racer both firms h sviug builb wonder-

STORY
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STARTED:
fal, special machines with which they fatend
to try and break the world's record for
the fastest land speed.

PI.OFY SOR KENT s the designer of the
Keut record-smashier, which is called the
l\enb Flyer, wh rival mounster car

e the
iz known as the Giant lnce Eight. After
being balked by TLynch in the Targa
Florio, Dick sticks close behind the riva
machine until the flnishing | 8
sight, when he manages m
alimost home, with victory hef asp,
A front- tyre on the l\cut car

(Now read on.)
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Dick’s Desperate Effort !

LIVERS of stripped rubber wers

S sireaking high from the burst tyre

as, with all his strength, Dick
forced the car straight.

Less than a quarter of a mile distant
showed the flag-decked stand by the finish-
ing line—and rmnt at his tail was Mark

vuch his m'lrmg machine straining fer
spood as he strove to pa

“Keep going!” Hu t reached up to
bawl the words again in Dick's ear,

_Dick gritted his tecth. It wis a ten to
one chanece that, under the fierce specd,
the now tyreless wheel would collapse if
they kept on. If it gave, the car would
turn turtle and smash itself to smoking
wreekage beside the course.

Above the fierce roar of the car came a
clattering noise. It was the wheel-rim
pounding on the yoad! Dick could feel
the car trying to pull over, fighting
agwinst him, heading for the death that
lay at the sida of the track—and. at his

Bl HHURHRTHHHE

elbow now, the radiator of the Ince Eight
was prodding forward.

He forgot the risk and the chance of
disaster in an effort to keep iu front of his
rival. He asked the lion-heuarted engine
for its last ounce of fierce power, and he
kept in front.

¥rom nose to tail the whole car was
shuddering under the crashing impact of
the flattened, b:\re \. heel-rim on the road.
Stands—I tators — all
merged for Dick to a L]nrro(’i‘ misty ion.
He could hear Hurst shouting something
to lim, but he couldn’t make out what the
little mechanic was sayin

Ile’d got to kcop in front of Lynch—
lie'd got to win!

A"wm the car lurched, and again he
pull(d it straight, flogging strength into
his tired muscles for the cffort.

He made out the group of officials, one
of them with the winner's flag uplifted.
Through all the mad uproar of f?xe two
huriling cars he could hear the booming of
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the excited crowd. Never had the great
race seen such a finish as this, and every
man in the stand was yelling throatily for
the gallant machine which was making so
desperate an effort.

ands quivering on the quaking wheel,
teeth clenched painfully, Dick riveted his
gaze on the chequered flag. It swept to-
wards him. He bent over the wheel,
willing still greater speed from the shud-
dering machine.

The flag whipped level, slashing down
through the air as both cars hurtled across
the finishing line.

Dick lifted a numbed foot off the acce-
lerator pedal and reached for the brake
pedal.

““‘Steady—easy with the brake!” Hurst
yelled into his ear.

Dick saw Lynch shooting away ahead of
hini, then he trod on the pedal. He heard
the piercing drone of the shoes in the
brake-drums—and that additional strain
finished the tyre-less wheel.

Even as they slowed, Dick felt the front
of the ecar pitching over. The wheel
collapsed in a tangle of broken spokes and
riven metal. The tail of the machine
swept round, dust and stones were gouged
up by the remnants of the wheel.

He had a spinning, whirling vision of
stands and spectators turning round and
round him. He saw officials running as
the car slithered aeross the road. He saw
that the machine was sliding backwards
into a fence, and he tried to drag the
steering wheel over.

They hit the fence broadside on. Splin-
tered wood sprayed up around them. The
car tilted over, poised, then settled back
as they came to a grinding halt in a cloud
of smoke and dust

The roaring of the cngine died to silence
as it stalled. With his stiff hands clamped
on the steering wheel-rim, Dick turned to
the grimy-faced Hurst and blinked at him
through dusty goggles.

“Did we win?” he gasped.

“By a yard!” the mechanic replied.

The Vietor’s Reward !
ICK remained sitting in the car,
D staring blaukly at the broken
fencing. Out on the road he could
see a great mark scored by the collapsed
wheel on the surface, and in the dust lay
one or two twisted spokes.

He could hear only a dull, hollow sound,
because he was partially deafened by the
thunder of his machine. But he could see
spectators standing up in the grand-stand
scats and waving madly. Along the side
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of the track some officials were ruuning,
and the leader of the group was half-
hidden by an enormous bouquet.

Then, from the other side of the track,
appeared Big Bill. He ran across with
one arm held stifiy over his broken rib,
but on his sun-bronzed face was a grin
which stretched almost to his ears. The
big fellow was shouting something as he
reached the side of the car.

Distantly, Dick heard his
voice:

“You did it, young ’un—won by a
wheel! By glory, I've never seen such a
finish!” He snatched Dick’s right fist and
pumped it up and down.

A moment later the officials reached the
spot, and Dick was half-smothered by the
giant bouquet which was thrust into his
lap. Then, from the stand before which
he had stopped, there came a veritable
shower of things—flowers, hats, bags,
money glittering in the sun, purses! The
excitable Ttalian crowd was showering him
with gifts.

“Here, let's get out of this!™ Dick .
gasped, and a dozen hands aided him from
the cockpit. He could hear better now,
and it seemed to him that everybody in
sight was cheering. Mechanics from the
main Kent pit by the stands came bursting
solidly through the erowd gathering
around the machine.

They grabbed Dick’s hands, and thumped
his back, then hoisted him and Hurst to
their shoulders—just as: the Fiat, which
was lying third, came storming through,
slowing as it passed the finishing line.
Dick saw both the driver and mechanic
turn to look at the crowd and at himself as
he was lifted up; both of them grinned,
and the driver waved his congratulations
as he slowed his machine.

Further up the road, Dick could see
Lynch getting out of his car, around which
there was another crowd. After that Dick
was shouldered along the course to the
front of the main stand, where the road
was all but blocked by the erowd which
had surged on to it. Soldiers were trying
to keep the spectators back, to give room
for cars which were still finishing the race.

Dick had a glimpse of a purple-lined
box with steps leading up to it, and he
realised that here was some celebrity who
would award prizes He was lowered to
the ground, the crowd surging round while
Bill yelled above the roar:

“It won’t take long, Dick, then we’ll get
you out of it. You must be about all in—
but what a finish! I saw that tyre go an*
I thought you were done !

brother’s

“Hurst. told me to keep going, so I
chanced it!” Dick laughed through the
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mask of dust and cil on his face. “I never
thought we'd do it, because I—"
broke off as somecone came pushing
through. Ile was an official, and Ee heid
papers in his hands. He jabbered in
Italian to Bill for a minute, his eyes
shining excitedly.
“Says you did the fastest lap in the race
time round,” Bill told Dick. “And
t've put up a record for the fastest
Targa Florio—your time was six hours an”
fifty-two minutes!” .
Dick nodded.  Somelow it didn’t in-
terest him. What he wanted was a long
drink of lime-juice, a bath to get rid of
some of the dust, and a little peace and
quiet. e glanced at Hurst; the mechanic
was swaying where he stood, and he looked
as though he would have fallen but for the
hands fhat supported him. Bill went on:
“Dick, you win a hundred thousand lire,
the Targa Florio cup, and an armful of
other cups, as well as a medal that the
King of Italy gives!”
“Eh?” Dick blinked at him. “A hun-
dred thousand——? What was that?”
“A hundred thousand lire -Italian
wmoney !" Bill grinned. ““Here, hold up,
young 'un!” He caught Dick as the latter
reeled a little on his numbed feet. “I'1l

@

get you back to the racing camp as scon
as 1 ean!” He slipped an arm found
houlders and steadied him. “The

is about four thousand pounds in
English money.”

“Four — thousand! My hat!” Dick

: gasped, and before he had time to say any-

thing clse, men in elaborate uniforms were

making a gangway through the crowd and

heckoning him towards the carpeted stairs.

Te went, followed by the slightly sway-
ing Hur At the top of the stairs was a
table covrred with a Llue cloth edged with
geld braid

Several people were behind it, but Dick
could see them but dimly, He was aware
that somebody was making a speech, then
the same man toek his hand and shook it
gently. After that an envelope was thrust
towards him: he guesced that it contained
the 108,000 live, so he took it. Then came
a_cunp, which he could barely hold, and,
after that, a plush casc containing a hefty-
looking medal.

More cups were offered
couldu't carry them
loaded on to Hurst. That seemed to be all
that  was required of them, so Dick
stumbled on aud down steps at the other
side. Here a car waited, and he was helped
iuto it. e discovered that the seats were
smothered in flowers, and that the blooms
lay ankle-deep on the floor.

There wans a lot of wild cheering,

<3

Lim, but he
all, so some were

LEE LIBRARY

showers of confetti and more flowers, then
the car rolled slowly away. He could feel
Bill clumsily taking off his crash lielmet
and ecasing the straps on his wrist, but the
rest was a blurred impression of being
driven down the course until they turncd
off 1t and, at last, came to the white-
walled building which formed the Keut
racing camp.

“All over now!” Bill said cheerily, as
the car stopped. “Make cnough fuss
about it, don’t they, young 'un! No; don’t
try to stand up. Hi, some of you chaps—
litt him up and carry him in!”

Lynch’s Threat!

ICK had a bath in a tub that was

D half-full of rain-water. One of

the mechanics who knew some-

thing about massage rubbed him down,

and then Bill sat and watched him cat a

light meal. Except for a lot of stiffness

and an odd, constricted feeling at the back

of his neck—this had come from bracing

his liead against the wind-pressure—Dick
felt all right.

From the time that he got to the racing
camp until he was able to take more notice
of what was going on around, he saw
nothing of Hurst.

“Some of the boys gave him the same
treatment,” Bill told him. “He’s in bed
now--too dene up fo move. Ile hasn’t got
the beef that you've got, Dieck, but he
must have the pluck of six men to stick
what he's been through, because a
mechanie gets all the knecks, you know.
Matter of fact, it licks me how you've
stood it so well.”

Dick didn't answer, but down in his
heart there was a thankful feeling that
he'd been training so strictly for  weeks
past. IHe hadn't expected to drive in the

¢ { Targa Florio, but he meant not to let the

team down if the opportunity did come.
At Menza, he had cracked up simply
because he wasn’t fit; here, e had gone
through with the job beeause of his train-
mg.

It was quiet in the racing camp after
the roar and strain. Most of the mechanies
had gone out to bring in what was left of
Bill’s ecar. and to get the third machine
@n the Kent team—the onc which had
ervacked up with a broken piston.

After ths meal, Dick lifted a petrol can
to the door of the building and squatted
on it, watching the traffic of the little
Sicilian street ‘ontside, and talking about
the race with Bill.

Now aud again the big fellow glanced
at the boy, and in Bill's eyes there was
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something like surprise. He could hardly
realise that Dick had, indeed, won the
race, narrow though the margin might
have been. Bill had alwdys regarded Dick
as the “young "un "—just a ki

Now Bill saw him as somebody who
could accomplish all that he himself could
do. What bucked him more than anything
else was that Dick didn’t seem to think
he’d done anything very much out of the

way.

Bill liked him for that.

Dick himself didn’t realise that he had
achieved anything very extraordinary. Of
course, the crowd had made a fuss at the
finish, but they always did that, no matter
who the winner might be. He had been
lucky enough to get a car in the race, and

Loaded up with cups and medals, Dick and Hurst
staggered down the steps amid wild cheerinm from
the enthusiastic crowd.

when cverybody else in the Kent team had
been knocked out of it, he had done his
best to win. That was all there was to it

Dick didn’t think that anybody else
might have funked the awful corners and
the yawnin dgulfs, have been scared as
the car rocked on the edges of the preci-
pices and have eased up where the turns
were dangerous. He’d simply driven with
the idea of not letting old Bill down—and
he hadn’t let him down.

Of course, he was conscious of a warm,
glowing sort of fecling because he had
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brought it off. But he was much happier
out of the checring crowds, squatting on a
petrol tin and watching the traffic go by—
until he saw someone whom he recognised.
It was Mark Lynch, on his way to the
Ince Eight camp. In the moment that
Dick saw him a mechanic came running
down the street, grinning all over his face.
“There’s been one large row down on the
course!” he exclaimed, as he came up. -
“Lynch lodged a protest—said Dick fouled
him on the straight, an’ that the race
finished a dead heat anyway! The judges
laughed at him an’~—-" The man broke
off as he, too, sighted tho rival speedman.

Lynch had paused at the side of the
road, and now he strode towards them
Dick ecased his stiff figure off the petrol
can and stood up as the man approached.
Lynch’s face was twisted to a fierce scowl,
and as he came up he glared at Dick.

“You ought to have been warned off the
track, you foul-ridin® young upstart!” he
snarled “Lucky for you the stewards had
their eyes shut!”

“And it was lucky for you that they
couldn’t see what happened up on Poluzza
Corner ! Bill exclaimed. “You eut in on
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that Delage an’ me, an' you crashed us
botl !”

“Don't talk rot! If you can't drive, keep
off the track!" Lynch blared. “I was
balked by him “—and ke shook his fist at
Dick—“when we were coming to the
finish [”

“You weren't!” Dick exclaimed. “I
burst a tyre. but I didn’t balk you, and
you know it! You tried that on me higher
up the road, and you'd have done it again,
only ou were afraid of being scen!”

“Any talk like that from you, and T’ll
knock you flat!” Lynch snarled, as he
strode closer, Dick could see that the man
was almost beside himself with chagrin at
his defeat, and at the scornful way the
race officials had treated his appeal
against_the result.

Lynch’s fist went back, and then came
swinging forward—to be knocked aside by
Bill's arm. The man turned on the big
fellow, lashing out madly; it was then
Dick remembered that his brother had a
broken rib, and that his body was swathed
in bandages,

He leaped between the two of them,
trying to shove them apart., The mechanic
standing near jumped to aid him. From
the street, passers-by came running, and
Lynch was dragged off, leaving Bill sway-
ing on his feet, his face drained of all its
colour, beeause one of Lyneh’s fists had
erashed hiome on his wound.

Tynch was held back by an excited, jab-
_bering crowd. Some Ince Eight mechanies
‘from his own camp came up and tried to
hustle him away. gl’e fought against them
as he turned and yelled:

“I'Il settle with you at Scacombe Sands,
Barry! TI'll have my revenge with the

Hiant Tuce !

“You're welcome to it, if you can beat
us for the record!” Bill told him.

Alarming News !
WO days later, the Kent racing
l team left the scene of the Targa
Florio, homeward bLouud. In a
carefully-guarded crate lay the
trophies which Dick's machine had won.
A huge crowd gathered {o watch the cars
shipped-—-Dick's with its damaged wheel
repaired ; No. 2 with its engine in running
order again, and Bill's machine a mass of
denled wreckage that conld not Le touched
until it had been got back to the works.
Lynch and the Ince Eights had gone the
day after the race. Dick and Bill knew
that the rival speedman was eaten up with
the idea of getting the Giant Ince ready.
“He'll get her out on Seacombe Sands
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and try to smash Segrave’s record. If he
does, it’'ll make up for us winning the
Targa Florio,”, Bill said. “You see,
breaking that record will make the Ince
machines known all over the world, and
our win will look like nothing at all beside
g

“Well, what about our Kent Flyer?”
asked Dick. “If ehe's ready, we can go
up there and beat anything that Lynch
can do.” .

Bill said nothing to that, and Dick
wondered why.

Two days of swift travelling passed
before Dick agnin saw the familiar front
of the Kent works. The doors were stand-
ing wide when they drove up in a lorry,
which carried the machine t]hnt had won
the race. Beyond the wide gates stood -
every man in the works, with Professor
Kent at the head of them.

Thére was one mighty cheer, and then
a mad rush. Dick was dragged down and
carried round the works, finally to he
shounldered into the body-building shop.
All the tools and equipment had been
pushed to the walls, and down the centre
was a table loaded with food.

This was a celebration which Professor
Kent had arranged. Dick and Bill, tne
racing mechanies and the other drivers
were placed at the head of the table,
in the centre of which stood the trophies
they had won.

After the meal, Dick made straight for
the shed where repairs to the Kent Flyer
were being carried out. The car stood
without wheels or body; but everything
else about her was fresh with new metal,
and the enginé had already been put in.

“I've had her on test,” the professor
told them, “and I think she’ll be as good

as ever, There’s a lot to be done still, but
there’s no hurry.”
“There is!” Bill exclaimed gruffly.

“Tignch is_going to take the big Ince up
to Seacombe, and from the way he talks
he’ll either smash himself up or else he’ll
break the record. And if he breaks the
record, we've got to be there to beat his
best 1

“Yes, but there's plenty of time,” the
grey-haired professor said slowly. “We
can’t rush a job like this.”

“We've got to rush it!” Bill insisted.
“You built this car with the idea of bring-
ing prosperity to the firm, and to do that
we've got to keep in front of Lynch, all
the time! We must get that record and
keep it, and if he breaks it, we've got to
get it back! It’s a case of day and night
work on that machine until she’s ready
again.”

The professor hated to be rushed. In
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rebuilding the car he had incorporated one
or two mew ideas that he wanted leisure
to think over. He tried to protest.
“Look here,” said Bill, “I'm walking
about with a busted rib, but that won’t
stop me handling this machine when she’s
fit to run, Listen, professor; suppose
Lynch goes up to Seacombe Sands and
breaks the record, he’ll get a lot of fame
and kudos out of it. If we go up a week
later and beat the new record he’s made,
. there won’t be half so much fuss about it
—and fuss means advertisement, and
advertisement means selling more Kent
cars.

“On the other hand, if Lynch gets the
record and we take the Flyer out half an
hour later, and go faster than he went—
think what that’ll mean! Everybody’ll
hear about it, and it’ll be us and not the
Ince people who get all the glory. I'm
in this shed now, and in this shed I stop
—sleep or no sleep—until this car’s made
ready

And as he spoke, Bill took off his coat.

Dick took his off, as well.

The professor looked at them. Standing
in the doorway were a number of the men
who had been working with the racing
team in the Targa Florio and, before that,
on this car. They stepped into the shed
and, one by one, slipped out of their coats
and reached for their overalls.

“All right,’”” said the professor, and he
smiled slowly. “Have it your way, Billy.
I think you must be right.”

“I know I'm right,” Bill answered
crisply. “Now, where’s Hurst? Ah, there
you are! All right, Hurst, don’t put that
boiler suit on, you’ve earned a rest one
way and another. I want you to go up to
Seacombe, and keep an eye on what Lyneh
is doing with the Giant Ince. If he breaks
the big record before we get up there with
this machine, wire immeﬁintely, and also
keep the timing officials up on the job.
We'll come there with this bus straight
away !

Hurst nodded, talked over some minor
details and then left. Ere another hour
had passed men were working busily
around the big machine, and the work con-
tinued without a break for a full thirty-
six_hours,

Dick worked with them. He worked
until he was almost dropping from lack of
sleep; then, like the others, he snatched an
hour or twe’s rest on sacks in the loft
above,

It was when they were balancing the
wheels, almost the last thing to be done,
that news came from Hurst in the form of
a long telegram. He said that Lynch was
up on the sands and, that afternoon, he
had taken out.the Giant Ince Eight; the
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springing of the machine had been altered,
and now she sat the sands steadily. She
had covered the measured mile at 190
m.p.h., and timing officials were going to
be ‘on the sands in the morning, when the
big car would go for the record.

“Well, we ought to be ready!” Bill
growled. “Another twelve hours on this
wachine, and she should be fit to go I

So they worked through the night. At
ten o’clock in the morning, the balanced
wheels passed their final test. By eleven,
the wearied mechanics stepped back from
the machine, their job done,

And as the clock in the works tower
chimed the hour, a messenger-boy came
through the door. Mis eyes goggled at
sight of the fierce-visaged record-smasher,
and he gtill stared at the machine as he
handed a telegram to Bill, .

Dick and the professor craned forward,
as the big fellow slit the orange envelope
and drew out the message inside:

LYNCH BROKE RECORD WITH 203 M.P.H.
OFFICTIALLY TIMED AT TEN-THIRTY THIS
MORNING. BRING UP THE FLYER AND BEAT
HIM,

HURST,

The Flyer’s Challenge !
HE tired-looking mechanics in the

I big shed watched big Bill as he

read the telegram. They were

wiping their hands on oily swabs;
some of them still carried on their lips
smiles of proud satisfaction as they looked
from the powerful lines of the record-
breaker to the broad-shouldered speed-
man.

Once again Dick read the telegram,
craning over Bill’s arm to see the scrawled
words *

“Lynch has dope it!” Bill gasped, and
he looked up suddenly, meeting the eyes
of the men who had worked night and day
to fit their own car for ler attack on the
world’s speed record. “He’s done it,
boys—two hundred an’ five miles an hour!
It's up to us, now.”

For a. few seconds, nobody said any-
thing. The telegraph messenger-boy con-
tiflued to stare at the speed-lines of the
low-built Kent Flyer, his eyes goggling
at sight of the wonderful machine. At
Dick’s side, the professor rubbed his chin
and frowned thoughtfully. Presently one
of the mechanics growled :

“That’s what we’ve been workin’ for,
ain’t it, Bill? Ain’t we been gettin’ the
Flyer ready so’s we could rush up there
and beat whatever speed Lgvnelx put up?”’

“We have!” grunted Bill. He glanced
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at his watch. *“It's just after eleven
o’clock. There’s time to get up there, if

we look slippy. Joey Hurst will have
kept the officials on the sands.” Bill
locked towards the grey-haired professor.
*Any objection to us taking the Flyer up
straight away?” he asked.

The professor - did not answer for a
moment. Dick could see that his hands
were shaking a little as he rubbed his
chin, but the boy did not realise why the
professor was nervous,

‘This moment was the climax to months
of work. The Kent Flyer had been built
with the sole idea of smashing the great
record that Major Segrave had made
months before at Daytona® Beach, in
America—just over 203 miles an hour.
Lynel's firm had built their Giant Ince
Ihght with the same idea—-and Lynch had
smashed Segrave’s record !

The Flyer must go up to Seacombe

Sands that day and break the new record
that Lynch had set
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“Game? You bet we're game, sir!” a
mechanic exclaimed suddenly. *What
d’you think we’ve all been working for?
Let’s get on the job, Bill i”

The big fellow grinned suddenly, and
his eyes Iit up as he crushed the telegram
in his fist. He swung round te Dick.

“Young 'un, bring round the big five-
ton lorry. You know the one I mean—
the fast six-cylinder. Two of you lend
him a hand, and step lively! Stack the
spares by the door ready for loading.
Harry, bring a light lorry round. Pro-
fessor, will you get a tourer here, and
we'll go up in that.”

Inside twenty seconds, the shed was
humming with life, while Dick dashed to
tie other side of the works for the lorry
that Bill wanted, and which was to carr;
the Flyer up to the scenc of the speed-
fight.

The lorry was a big, low-built affair, the
fastest in the works, and planned to carry

" heavy loads over the

-up, otherwise all the
work of the professor
and Bill and the
mochmuci ‘\'Ould gO

A NOTE OF WARNING.
Members of the St. Frank’s League

roads at spced. In a
little while Dick had
it backed up to the
building housing the

for naught. are warned against having any || Flyer. More men
The Flyer had been | dealings with any persons calling || were called out from
designed “to bring || themselves ' high = officials or || the near-by sheds to
fame to the firm: * representatives” of the League. help.
fame meant more The St. Frank's Leagus 'is run The news of the
business, and more entirely from this office by corre- || telegram spread round
business meant put- spondence, and the Chief Officer can the works. Men
ting the Kent Works take no responsibility for the bona || downed tools and

‘on its feet. It was no Ji fides of
good waiting a day or
two and them break-
ing the new record; it
must be done at once,
before  Tiynch's firm

the object of

the League,

any  person
approach members personally with
organising
excursions, etc., under the auspices of

who  may il came crowding round
to give a hand. A
hundred muscular
arms aided to roll’
the Flyer up sloping
planks on to the lorry,

camps,

had any time to reap
the benefit of what they had done that day.

But the Flyer was as yet untried. The
professor had supervised the rebuilding
of the wonderful machine with the utmost
care, yet even he could not say that the
car was perfect. The news which the tele-
gram had brought demanded that they
take the car just as it was, and sct it to
smash the record straight away—to do it
without any tests or any trials.

And if the car failed them, if it failed
to break Lynch’s record while it was still
fresh, they would he completely done for,
and in a little while the Kent Works
wonld ga broke.

It wasn’t surprising, then, that the
professor’s hands shook, or that e con-
sidered a few moments before he said:

“Just as you like, Bill. I ceriainly
think that—that it would be better if you
took the car to the sands immediately,

providing you're game to—

and the car was
lashed there, covered by a huge tarpaulin,

A iight lorry was loaded with tools and
spares, and mechanies climbed aboard it.
Within thirty minutes of the arrival of
the telegram they were all ready to leave.

The professor slipped behind the wheel
of a touring car: Bill dropped into the seat,
behind him, and Dick elimbed in behind.
Every man in the works crowded to the
big gates as the touring machine led the
way out.

Upon the morning air there lifted a
rousing cheer as the three vehicles rolled
to the main road, and started on their
swift run to Seacombe Sands to challenge
the thundering speed of the Giant Ince!

J

A Race Against the Tide!

TUST before they left, Bill sent a wire
to Murst, telling him that they were
on the way. Bill knew that he
would read this wire to the reporiers
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aud tue pressmen gathered on the sands;
they would understand that the Flyer was
racing up to do its best to shatter the new
recorﬁ, and they would certainly stop to
sec what happened.

‘Fhe works was left no more than a mile
behind before Dick saw Bill pull a type-
written sheet from his pocket. Dick knew
that this was a table showing the state of
the tide at Scacombe at various hours of
the day. The big fellow scanned it for a
minute or two, then leaned towards the
professor and yelled something which Dick
could not catch.

But the result was an immediate
increase in the speed of the car. Thirty
yards behind, the big lorry carrying the
Flyer also increased its speed, and soon
they were touching sixty miles an hour
wherever opportunity offered, with the
lorry deing its best also to hit a mile a
minute gait,

Dick realised that Bill was trying to
make certain that they got to Seacombe
Sands before the tide came in. No doubt
Lynch had broken the record the moment
that the sea left the sands clear. They
had got to get the Flyer running before the
tide returned, otherwise they would have
to wait until the next morning to make the
attempi-—and the morrow would be too
fate.

Dick suuggled down in his seat, out of
the wind. Now and again he looked back
at the two vehicles behind. Both were
sticking the pace grimly, and the covered
bulk of the Kent Flyer looked oddly pur-
poseful ; the twitching of the tarpaulin
made it seem as though the car was
crouching ready to leap off-the lorry the
moment that they arrived.

He thought about the other time they
had been to the sands, when the Flyer had
touched terrific speeds in her tests, and
Lynch had afterwards fired the barn in
which the car stood. Obviously he had
got the Giant right since then; but if the
re-built Fiyer was anything like as ready
for her task as she had beew before, she’d
make the Giant’s 205 m.p.h. look slow.

Dick wondered how Bill was going to
drive with a broken rib; he guessed that
the big fellow’s hurt was better, Perhaps
it didn’t affect him very much, or not
cnough to stop him driving.

The three machines thundered on, mile
after mile sliding under the spinning
wheels until, ahead, Dick got a glimpse of
the glittering blue of sunlit sea. They
slowed through the town of Seacombe, and
a little while after they were moving along
the coast road with the sand-dunes hiding
the ocean.

Quite suddenly, they came in sight of
the inn which marked the long stretch of
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sands, and Dick saw that in front of the
dunes was parketl row upon row of motor-
cars The space before the inn was
jammed tight by an enormous crowd,
while, on either side and as far as the eye
could reach, the course for the speed
trials had been marked out by flags stuck
a hundred yards apart.

Thousands of spectators were on the
spot, and there was a mighty crowd
ceutred round some objeect which, Dick
guessed, must be the Giant Ince.

As the touring car and the lorries rolled
up, hundreds of faces turned to look.
With raucous electric-horn sereaming its
warning, the touring machine rolled down
the slope to the sands, spectators parting
on either side.

The machine braked to a stop near a
little crowd of officials gathered about a
table set at the end of a black timing strip
running out across the sands towards the

sea

As he slipped out of the car, Dick saw
the crowd running from around the Giant
Ince and coming to get first glimpse of the
EKent Flyer While, amongst the men at
the table, he caught a glimpse of the lean,
saturnine features and the grinning lips of
Mark Lynch

The Flyer In Peril !
IG BILL and the professor stepped
B up to the table, Dick behind them,
and shook hands with an official,
who rose from a seat behind the
carefully - protected instruments which
stood there. )

“You've got just under an hour before
the tide comes in,” the official said to them.
“Do you think you can get it over in that
time?”

“We'’ve got to,” answered Bill crisply
“If you're all ready for us, I’ll make a
couple of test rums, and then go for the
record. What were the Giant’s figures?”

“Two hundred and five miles an hour
—dead time,” the man answered. “Every-
thing’s set for you as soon as you like to
get your machine on the course.”

“We’ll get her off the lorry and started
up right away,” Bill answered, then spun
round and strode to the big machine which
was carrying the Flyer,

“Come on, Dick,” he added, turning to
the boy, who had been listening with in-
terest. “We’ve got to put a jerk into it—
and we've got to beat Lynch’s record!”

(And you can bet Big Bill and Dick will
go oll out to do that. But unexpected
things always seem to crop up at a critical
time, and that’s exactly what next
week—ijust when the Kent Figer is being
put through her teat run. Don’t miss the

next long instalment of this thrilling serial.)
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 90,
BECTION READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

1 desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST, FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the League, 1 hereby declare that I have introduced “ THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form ntLack.ed hercto Wll you,
therefore, kindly forward me Ceriificate of Ei with
Number nssx"nc(l to me, and Mermbesship Badge.

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.
N 1, Member NoO.wwew. (give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
-| introduced one more new reader, whose signaturc to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes MCu... (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.
SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
1 hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
to this issue of “ THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”

(FULL NAME),

(ADDRESS)

INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Wem-
hership.  Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
‘fuk NELSON LEE LIERARY, On one’ of the forms
leave in Scction 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
wew reader; who fills n Section €, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
‘address at battom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
‘The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LER
‘LigraRY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.CA. Memhor Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be nccessary for you to obtain six new
veaders for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the ~ same
number, are needed, On one of Lhe forms fill in
Scetion B, crossing out Sections and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who filis
ju Secction C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his pame and address at the bottom of

the form, Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chie! Officer, as above. One unes.
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been regnstereu
you will pe sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for twu or more new readery
at once, provided that each pair of forms Learg
the same date and number,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can apply 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 the League reaches the
required number of members they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
aceording to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted for
4d., providing the envelope 13 not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

r A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You ean write to fellow members living at
home ov In the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free ndvice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

you want to form & sports or social
club, you can do so amongst local members
of the League.

Yon are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping,

You can qualify for the various awardy by
promoting the growth of the League.

It you want help or information on any
subject. you wiil find the Chiel Officer ever
ready to assist you.
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Rags!
TADCASTER correspondent writes
on the subject of ragging. He asks

A if rags are justifiable.” The answer

depends very much on the nature of
the rag. There ought to be some amount
of reason about a rag. If the thing gets off
the rails altogether and becomes just a matter
of wholesale destruction, then it is time to
come down heavy.- But a- joke’s a joke.
The business is to see that it is a_joke, not
a lump of coarse bullying, or a bit of mass
breakage with somebody else left to foot the
bill for damage. A handful of gaping idiots
can work no end of harm in this way. But
the real rag is a jolly old thing. It has point
in it, and humour. It does not leave a bad
feeling behind it. Many .a happy-go-lucky
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The Editor.

A Teaser.
An Australian chum asks me to tell him
““all about London.” That’s soon done.
London is a bit of a village nestling on the
banks of the Thames. It has a Tower at
one end and the Serpentine at the other.
The Serpentine is well liked by bathers who
break their way through the ice for a morn-
ing dip. Of course, there are other things
to be said about London. It is, humanly
speaking, a very considerable section of the
world, Oddly enough, the seven millions of
Londoners know less about the place than
anybody.
Letter Writing.

I was chatting with Mr, Brooks the other
day about the letters we get when he showed
me a communication he had had from &
reader at West Bridgford, Notts. This was
2 model of an interesting letter. It was some-
thing unusual, too. The writer was an artist
as well as being clever, There were jolly

ray has opened the door to spor h
and popularity for some fellow who might
otherwise have became a smug, or a hope-
less prig.

Both Sides of the Question!

This world would be just about enough to
give the cheeriest fellow a pain if it were
all rules and neatness, everything perfectly
in order and no noise. You could not do with
it. You would ache to go out and Lick up
a shindy simply to escape the deadly mono-
tony. That’s where some gentle little rag
€ in so usefully. It began when some
classic johnny emptied the gum into the ink,
thus making a nice blend. The employment
of gum is traditional, and signifies sticking
to your pals. But the happy balance can be
maintained. If a ragger overdoes matters he
gets ragged himself, This restores him to a
sense of reasonableness,

little sketches in the middle and down the
margins. Of course, it is not everyone wha
has the time or the knack to turn out an
illustrated letter, though I am disposed to
think that a lot of the leiters ‘“‘written in
haste ” might have had a dash of leisure
allowed them. The result would have been
far more interesting. Anyway, congrats go
to Mr. Brooks’ Bridgford chum, for he fe-
voted care to his letter, and made you go
through it again and then a third time.
THE EDITOR.
(Chief Officer.)

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

L. Eddison, 94, Bolingbroke Street, Bank-
foot, Bradford, Yorks, wants old series
N.L.L., Nos. 335, 347, 408, 410, 458, 467, 474,
476, 489, 492, 495, 497, 507, 512.
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in this publ should be

to the Advertisement Manager, “The
Nelson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
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260 COUPONS

SPLENDID BASSETT LOWKE sca]e model express

locomotive. . Fitted with powerful spring motor mechanisi,
forward‘ reverse, and stop * levers, .and beautifully - finishied
in" accurate’ colours. ~L.M.S., LN.ER., SR, and G.W.R.
Yours for 260 coupons: tender 150 coupons extra. An
Ideal Gift for every boy. Overall length 14} in. Weight
2 lbs. 9 ozs. Gauge 0 (1% in). Sold in shops at 28/-.

Post Coupons to: GODFREY PHILLIPS L. -
(Gift Dept. N.L.), 54, White Lion Street, E.I.

Write for the Free Train Book with 5 stems, mc[udmu every necessary accessory
coupons, It contains full particulars of  Send siso for the B.DV, Gift Book worth
Basett.Lowke and Bing free model railway 5 coupons. It contains 199 splendid gifts

®w ®
CIGARETTES

“— just like hand made”

10 for 6d. - - 20 for 11d.
Plain or Cork Tips

(Coupons also in Every Packet of B.D. V. Tobacco, 11d. oz.)
L (éOMPARE THE VALUES WITH OTHER GIFT SCHEMES
148,

alp




