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A sudden silence fell upon the party as Miss Bond came rushing into the room, a look of anxiety and
alarm on her face, **I am sorry to interrupt you like this,’’ she said, ‘‘ but I must ask you hoys to
leave, The gchool has been robbed !
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THE TRIUMPH OF VIVIAN TRAVERS!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Vivian Travers wants to prove his gratitude to Sir Jimmy Potts for saving
his life, and so he decides to “ take it out " of Harold Grayson, the rascally
Fifth-Former, who is the son of the man who ruined Jimmy’s father I—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
The Winning Goal !

“ H, well saved, Handy !”

O “Good man !

“That’s the style,
keep ’em out

Edward Oswald Handforth, of the St.
Frank’s Remove, flushed with pleasure and
confidence. It was, indeed, his settled
policy to “keep ’em out.” As goalkeeper
of the St. Frank’s Junior Eleven, he re-
garded himself as invincible—and when
the opposition managed to score Hand-
forth was always very astonished.

This afternoon, the valiants of the
Junior School were playing against Ban-
nington Grammar School, on the latter’s
ground, The game was nearing its end,
and the situation was tense.

For at half-time St. Frank’s had been
leading by two goals to one, and upon the
resumption of play the Grammarians had
displayed tremendous energy, and had not
only equalised but had got one goal ahead.

Handy—

Nipper, by forceful tactics, had brought
the scores level again, and now the game
had developed into a ding-dong struggle,
with the Grammarians in the ascendancy.
They were playing on their own ground,
and therefore had the advantage.

It had seemed that a certain goal was
about to be scored, but Handforth, by Her-
culean efforts, had saved the situation.
And now the game was veering off into
mid-field once more.

“Keep em out, Handy!”

“Let’s make it a draw, anyhow!”

“Why not make it a win?” roared Hand.
forth. “What’s the matter with the for-
wards?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The game was tense in the extreme.
With the score at three-all, anll with only
five minutes to go, the spectators kept uj
one continuous roar of shouting an
cheering.

There were a large number of St. Frank’s
juniors on the spot, to say nothing of a
sprinkling of the Moor View girls, Irene
& Co. were as keen as any of the boys.
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“There he goes again!* cried Winnie
Pitt suddenly. “Oh, look at him!”

For a moment the other girls thought
she was talking about her brother, Reggie
—the famous outside-right of the Bt.
Frank’s team. But no; Winnie was
staring at another jumior, on the other
wing. :

Winnie was not the only one, either.

The inside-left of the St. Frank’s team
had claimed attention from them all by
his wonderful play. Already he had
scored one of the St. Frank’s goals, and
he had helped in the getting of a second.
From the very beginning of the game he
had been going all out, and there was
sx;mething very fascinating in his style of

ay.

“Go it, Travers!”

“Hurrah 1"

“One more,
more 1

Vivian Travers, the new boy in the
Remove, was smiling calmly. He never
allowed himself to be flustered.

It was only natural that the spectators
should give Travers more attention than
any of the other players, He was a new
fellow — and therefore ke had to be
watched. The crowd knew the stirring
centre-forward play of Nipper—they knew
the wonderful runs of Reggie Pitt, on the
wing. They knew the sturdy defence
of Handforth, in goal. But Vivian
Travers’ play was something novel—some-
thing difierent.

His football was polished—his every
movement was delightful to watch—and,
although the Grammarian half - backs
had d him lentlessly, he nearly
always eluded them.

Two minutes to go!

A wild roar went up from the St. Frank’s
spectators when it was seen that Reggie

itt had the leather again. Down the
wing he streaked, in one of his celebrated
runs. He had the opposing back all at
sca, but he centred the ball a trifle too far
in advanece of his forward line.

Travers was the nearest forward, and,
without an instant’s hesitation, he ran.
The other Grammarian back ran at the
same time, and it developed into a race.

“Go it, Travers!”

““Oh, shoot, man—shoot!”

Then the shouts died away. The sus-
pense was almost painful. Well on-side,
Travers bhad a fine chance of scoring—if
only he could get to the leather before his
opponent. And by.a fraction of a second
he won that race.

He tipped the ball ever so lightly, just
as the back reached it. With a movement
that was as agile as a monkey’s, e dodged

Travers, old man — one

round the Grammarian defender, and ran
on, the ball at his feet—and with nobody
but the goalie to beat|

Slam!

It was a wonderful shot, and the leather
flew diagonally across the goal month.
The goalie leapt wildly, but he was a
shade too late. The ball whizzed into the

corner of the net, and there came the
sharp blast of the referee’s whistle.
“Goal 1” ‘
“Hurrah !”
“Well played, Travers!”
St. Frank’s had won—for, within a

minute, the game was over, and the name
of Vivian Travers was on everybody’s lips.

CHAPTER 2.
The Black Sheep !

ELL done. Travers !”
Nipper, the popu-
lar junior captain
of St. Frank’s,
clapped Vivian Travers an the back with
some warmth. They were both walking off
the field towards the pavilion, and Travers
smiled complacently.

“That, of course, is a matter of opinion,
dear old fellow,” he replied. “After all,
we are all on the field to do our best,
aren’t we? Personally, I am rather
against this congratulating stuff. It tends
to give a fellow a swelled head. Not that
there’s any danger of that in my direc-
tion,” he added whimsically.

“I am surc there isn’t,” smiled Nipper.

“You see,” said Travers, “we’re not
deserving of praise. We go on the field
to play our hardest, and if we’re success-
ful—well, it’s all to the good. Why pick
on me for this shoulder-clapping business?
What about Handforth? He kept goal
like a champion!”

“So he did!” agreed Nipper. “Handy
was great I

“And then, what about yourself?” went
on Travers coolly. “What about your
brilliant centre-forward work?”

“Dry up!” growled Nipper. “I rather
think you’re right, Travers—and we’ll cub
out the congratulations.”

A good many of the others were not of
the same opinion. Vivian Travers, indeed,
came in for a great deal of praise from
his fellow players. As for the spectators,
they crowded round the pavilion, eagerly
wai(;ing for the players to come off the
field.

Irene & Co., of the Moor View School,
were there, too—just as keen as any of the
boys.
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As it happened, Handforth was one of the
first fellows there, and he swelled almost
visibly, with pleasure as he noted that Irene
Manners came running u}a to him. Irenc
was his own special girl chum, and he
listened to her congratulations with un-
feigned delight.

“Of course, Ted, your goalkeeping was
wonderful,” said Irene. “But it was that
new boy who really won the game for St.
Frank’s, wasn’t it¢”

Handforth frowned. . °

“Travers, you mean?” he said, in a tone
of disapproval.

“Yes, I've heard that his name is
Travers—Vivian Travers,” said Irene,
nodding. “Rather a nice name, isn’t it?”

“Vivian?” said Handforth, in astonish-
ment. “Nice? Of all the idiotic names
~—— Eh? I—I mean—— Oh, crumbs!”

Irene smiled sweetly.

“Never mind, Ted—we’re all entitled to
our opinions, arcn’t we?”

““Yes, but—but I didn’t mean—— That

“Well, when he comes up, I want you
to introduce him to me,” said Irene gently.

“Oh, rather!” declared Doris Berkeley,
as she came up with Winnie Pitt and Mar-
jorie Temple.  “We want to be introduced,
too, Ted !”

Handforth said nothing for a moment,
and it was only with great difficulty that
he succeeded in controlling his emotions.
Even as it was, the girls could see, by the
very cxpression on his face, that he was
by no means pleased But they passed one
or two winks round amongst themselves,
believing that Handforth was suffering
from a little spasm of jealousy.

As a matter of fact, Handforth's emotion
was due to guite another cause.

In his own magisterial way, he felt that
Vivian Travers was not the kind of fellow
to introduce to such nice girls as Irene &
Co. They did not know, for example, that
Travers had been virtually sent ' to
Coventry some days carlier, and that he
had been given the cold shoulder of late.

Not that Travers seemed to mind in the
least. He had gone about his business in
the usual way, had had a cheery word for
anybody and ecverybody, and had shown
the utmost indifference to the studied cool-
zness of his Form fellows. But that was
Vivian Travers’ way As he had often
said, he went his own road, and he didn’t
care a toss what anybody clse thought of
him,

Travers’ popularity in the Remove had
in no way been enhanced—among the
decent fellows, at least—when it was found
that he had been indulging in gambling
parties. He had even gone to the length

of inviting Grayson and Kenmore, and ono
or two other East House “blades,” into his
dormitory after lights-out

Nipper and Handforth and a few other
stalwart Removites had kicked the in-
truders out, and had told Travers, in the
plainest of plain terms, that they wouldn’t
allow anything of that sort again. Indeed,
Travers had been very severefy bumped for
that episode.

Besides, he smoked cigarettes, and he
was by no means averse to telling
whoppers. And yet. at the same time, he
scemed such a decent sort of fellow.

Nobody quite knew how to take him. He
could ride a motor-cycle like a Tourist
Trophy champion, and there wasn’t the
slightest doubt that he could play
amazingly good football. There were so
many points in his favour that the
majority of the Removites were inclined to
wink at his bad habits

They did not know that Vivian Travers
was u schemer—that he was playing 2a
deep game of his own!

CHAPTER 3.
The Invitation !

¥ IVIAN TRAVERS was

quite enjoying him-
self.

He knew that

most of the fellows were uncertain’ about
him, and this appealed to his whimsical
nature. It was just the sort of thing he
liked.

Travers wasn't a fellow who talked. He
kept his own business to himself. Nobody
in St. Frank’s knew—or even guessed—
that he was on the friendliest possible
terms with Jimmy Potts, the boot-boy of
the Ancient House

Still less did anybody guess that Travers
and Potts had both been at Beccleston
College together, and that Jimmy Potts
was really Sir James Potts, Bart.|

Yet this was the simple truth.

The boot-boy baronet was not mas-
querading in his present position as a
joke. He really needed the work—and he
was enjoying it, too. Travers had made
up his mind, in that quaint way of his, to
help Jimmy, and he was going about the
thing delibcrately-—coolly—indeed, cun-
ningly. .

If, in the working out of his plan, he
was misuvderstood ard misjud, edI,J it was
to him a matter of complete indifference.

Grayson- of the Fifth, was Jimmy Potis’
enemy, sad Grayson was a fellow who
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gambled, who smoked, and who did all
sorts of blackguardly things.

In order to earry out his scheme, Travers
found it necessary to become very friendly
with Grayson. What did he care if the
other fellows took his actions at their face
value, and condemned him accordingly?

He came off the Seld now, happy in the
knowledge that he nad played a good game
for his school, and feeling at peace with
all the world Travers was very keen on
football, and he was grateful to Nipper for
having given him such an carly chance in
the Junior Eleven.

“Here he is!” sang out somcbody.

“Good old Travers!”

Vivian Travers smiled.

“It’s a strange world, dear old fellow,”
le remarked, turning to Nipper. ‘‘Only
yesterday most of these fellows were cut-
ting me dead.”

“You've redeemed yourself by your play

this aftermoon,” said Nipper, with a
chuckle. X
“Virtue has its own reward,” said

Travers complacently. “I must seriously
think about turning over a new leaf, But,
for the love of Samson, what is all this?”

Handferth was coming forward, accom-
panied by Irene, Winnie, and the other

girls. And Handforth was not looking at
all pleased.

“Just a minute, Travers!” he said
ruffiy.

“With pleasure, dear old fellow,” said
Travers. “‘My time is yours!”

“You played a good game  to-day,
Travers, but I want you to understand
that T don’t approve of you!” said Hand-
forth sternly. *‘In some ways, you secm
to be a decent sort of chap—but in other
ways yoi're a rotter! Youre a smoky
bounder, and you gamble, and o

“We all have our good points, and we
all have our bad points,” interrupted
Travers, with a wave of his hand. “Fortu-
nately, we cannot be saints. I should hate
to he too good, Handforth. Tife would
be a dull, dreary business, I'm afraid.”

“Rats!” said Handforth bluntly. “For
some unearthly reason, these girls want me
to introduce you to them. Girls, this is
Vivian Travers, of Study A, in the Remove.
Travers, this is Irenc. Manuers, and this
is Reggio Pitt’s sister, Winnie—-"

“Delighted !” said Travers coolly.

Handferth completed the introductions,
and everybody else stood round, grinning
—mainly because HandTorth performed his
duty in such a grudging spirit.

As for Travers, he got'on famously with
the girls. His manner was s0 easy—so
winning. Irene & Co. could sce nothing
wrong with him. Ie was just an open,

smiling, genial youngster. I'or the life of
them, they couldn’t understand Hand-
forth’s thinly-veiled hostility. .

“We're glad to know you, Travers,” said
Winnie Pitt, in her frank way. “And now
that we do know you, perhaps you'd like
to come to our party to-morrow evening.”

“ Parties,” said Travers, ‘‘are my fatal
weakness. Thanks most awfully. I
imagine that this is some special ocea-
sion?”

“Rather!” put in Doris, with a nod.
“It’s “Winnie’s birthday to-morrow, and”
we're having a good olc{ gathering. Lots
of the fellows are coming—Ted Handforth,
Nipper, and Reggie, of course, Ralph
Fullwood, and Archie Glenthorne, and——
Oh, lots of others!”

“Splendid!” said Travers. “Nothing
will please me better than to add my
humble prescnce to the throng. It has
been said—without reason, I ‘am afraid—
that 1 can sing slightly. If there are any
demands for a rich tenor voice, do not
hesitate to call upon me.”

The girls laughed merrily, and Edward
Oswald Handforth gritted his teeth with
Ielpless rage. Tt made him boil to see
the girls gathering round this new fellow,
and Handforth was frankly disgusted at
the prospect of Travers coming to that
exclusive party on the morrow.

But he was helpless in-the matter. It
was Winnie’s party, and she had issued
the invitation.

CHAPTER 4.
An 0Old Acquaintance !

{5 ELL, well!” said
/ Travers, in mild
A\ astonishment.

Twenty minutes
had clapsed, and Travers had managed to
escape from the girls. Iu fact, he was now
in Bannington High Street, having gone
off alone. He 'instinctively felt that the
other fellows did not want him with them,
and Travers, who preferred to be alone in
any case, had made himself searce.

Now, twenty yards down the High
Street, he beheld a flashy-looking gentle-
man in a big check overcoat and a light-
cotoured soft hat. Travers had recognised
this gentleman at once. Indecd, the Tecog-
nition was mutual.

““Well, bless me!” cjaculated the gentle-
man, as he slowed up, and scized Travers
by the hand. “This is a surprise, Mr.
Travers, sir! Just about the last persou
1 expected to see you here in this one-horse
town! Here for the races, eh#”
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“TUnfortunately, no, dear old fellow,”
said Travers. “Don’t you recognise the
cap? I belong to St. Frank’s College—the
eminent seat of learning situated about
two miles due south, as the crow flies.”

“Why, T thought you were at Beceleston,
sir!” said the flashy gentleman.

“No,” replied Travers, “It would be
correct to say that I was at Beccleston,
Lloyd—but times have changed. Without
going into painful details, 1 will mention
that Beccleston became foo hot for me.
And so here I am, at St. Frank’s.”

“Well, I'm thundering glad to see you,
young Mr. Travers!” said the other bois-
terously. “One of my best customers in
the old days, eh? Any chance of some
business now?”

“Well, T wouldn’t say,” replied Travers.
“But I fancy not. After the recent hap-
penings at Beccleston, I must be very
careful. The Headmaster of St. Frank’s
might be quite annoyed if he found me
hobnobbing with Sam Lloyd, the bookie.”

“I'm as honest as the next man!” de-
clared Sam Lloyd promptly.

“I daresay,” nodded Travers.. “In all
probability your honesty, Lloyd, is on a
much higher plane than the next man’s.
I suppose you're down here for ihe steeple-
chase racing?”

“That’s it, sir,” nodded the bookmaker.
“Had a pretty rough time of it to-day,
too. I haven’'t made up my accounts yet,
but I reckon I’'m close upon fifty quid down
on the day.”

“Well, we must take the rough with the
smooth,” said Travers, “I daresay you'll
catch a few mugs to-morrow, Lloyd.”

They strolled along, and Travers was
only amused when he observed Fullwood
and Jack Grey and Reggie Pitt and one or
two other Removites on the other side of
the road. They had given him a queer
look—for they had no difficulty in recog-
nising his companion as a member of the
racing fraternity.

“I am staying up at the Wheatsheaf,”
said Mr. Lloyd. “Care to come along, sir?
We could have a chew over old times——-"

“If it’s all the same to you, dear old
fellow, I'd rather not,” said Travers.
“You see, there are a good many St.
Frank’s fellows in the town this afternoon
—and I shouldn’t be surprised if one or
two masters hove in sight, too. And it's
rather against the rules for a junmior to
enter the Wheatsheaf ” R

“I understand, sir!” grinned Mr. Lioyd.
“Well, if there’s anything I can do for

ol r

“Yes!” said Travers thoughtfully.
“That reminds me. There may be some-
thing that you can do for me, dear old

fellow. In fact, it’s more than possible
that I shall be able te put a tenner in your
way—an easy tenner, too.”

“Going to back a loser2” grinned the
bookmaker.

“No,” said Travers. “I rather think
that I shall back a winner—but it will
mean ten pounds in your pocket, all the
same. To tell you the truth, I can’t be
sure yet, but if you'll give me your tele-
phone number, I shall be obliged. I
wmight ring you through this evening—or
to-morrow.”

Mr. Lloyd obliged, and Travers made a
note of the number on the outside of a
packet of cigarettes.

“What’s the idea, young gent?” asked
Mr. Lloyd curiously.

“Sorry, dear old fellow, but I can’t tell
you just now,” replied Travers coolly. “It
all depends on how events go this evening.
But I know where you live—and I know
your telephone number. That, for the
present, is enough.”

And Travers changed the subject. He
had known Sam Lloyd in the old days—at
Beccleston—and, in a way, he rather liked
this genial, bluff bookmaker. Many of the
other fellows, perhaps, would have re-
garded Mr Lloyd as a rascal.

But, as Travers knew, there were book-
makers and bookmakers, and Travers was
by no means ashamed to own Mr. Lloyd as
a friend. Tt didn’t matter a twopenny toss
what anybody else thought about him.

CHAPTER 6.
A Visit to Grayson !

S Travers crossed the
Triungle of St.
Frank’'s in the

4 ) gathering dusk, he
was met by Jimmy Potts, the boot-hoy of
the Ancient House.

“Tough luck, old man,” said Travers, as
he paused. “While I have been disporting
myself on the greensward, you have been
toiling in the basements, juggling with
boots, and—-"

“As a matter of fact, I’ve been cleaning
silver!” interrupted Jimmy, with a grin.
“But you needn’t pity me, Travers. Work
ing for a living isn’t half so bad as you
seem to think. T’'ve heard about the game,
and you seem to have been doing wonders.
Congrats I

““Nonsense!” gaid Travers gruffiy.
“Hang it, can’t a fellow . play decently
without being praised by all and sundry?
What the deuce do you think I was in the
team for, anyhow? Do you suppose I was
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there just to get into the other fellows’
ay

Jimmy Potts chuckled.

“ Perhaps yow're right!” he said. “Well,
T'd better be passing on. 1 mustn’t be
scen talking to you——"

“Why not?” interrupted Travers. *1I
can talk to the boot-boy if I like, can't 1?
Nobody else can hear us, anyhow.”

But, as it happened, several other
juniors hove into sight just then, and
Jimmy, touching his cap, moved oft. In
the presence of the others, Jimmy was very
respectful, and never for an instant did he
forget his position

Travers was very {houghtful as he went
indoors—into the Fast House. It wasn't
his House at all, but he evidently had a
call to make. '

He was thinking of Jimmy Potts, and
his brain was working overtime. For
Travers knew all about the misfortune
which had overtaken Lady Potts and her
fatherless son Lady Potts—now known as
plain “Mys. Potts "~—had obtained the
position of housckeeper at the Moor View
School. t was for this reéason, indeed,
that Jimmy had jumped at the chance ot
becoming boot-boy at St. Frank’s. He
wanted to be near his mother—and he did
not mind the menial nature of his present
task. :

And, thinking of Potts, Vivian Travers
naturally thought of Grayson of the
Fifth.

For Grayson was the son of the man who
had ruined Jimmy’s father. Mr, Mortimer
Grayson, the stockbroker, was responsible
for the crashing of the Potts’ fortunes.
‘Indced, Travers knew well enough that
Mr. Grayson was several kinds of a rascal.
The law could not touch him, for every-
thing had been cleverly enginecred. But,
none the less, Jimmy's father had been
robbed—and the blow had resulted in a
breakdown, and then death Now, Lady
Potts was obliged to work for a living,
for she and her son were penniless. And
the father of Grayson of the Fifth was—as
Travers put it—the villain of the piece.

So it seemed rather surprising that
Vivian Travers was on the very best of
terms with Grayson.

Of late, Travers had been **thick » with
the bully of the Fifth. He had played
cards with him, he had gone out on mid-
night jaunts, after lights-out. As a
matter of fact, Grayson owed him the suh-
stantial sum of twenty-five pounds. What
with playing banker, poker and other
games, Grayson was heavily in debt to this
junior. Luck had gone with Travers from
the very first, and he held several of

Grayson’s 1.0.U.’s to the value of twenty-
five pounds. :

Strangely enough, Travers seemed to be
Lighly delighted with this state of affairs.
Even now he chuckled as he made his way
to Grayson’s study,

Arriving, he tapped on the duvor, and
entered. He was pleased to find that
Grayson was alone. Shaw, his study mate,
was conspicnous by his absence.

**Hallo, Travers!” said Grayson, as he
looked up: from the easy chair. “Come in.
Make yourself at home !”

“Thanks most frightfully—-but this is a
business call,” said Travers. “In fact,
Grayson, I've come to dun you for money.”

Grayson sat up in his chair abruptly.

“Oh, you have, have you?” he said un-
pleasantly. *“Well, I can tell you straighit
away that you won’t get a cent. Why, you
told me only a couple of days ago that I
needn’t worry about that debt at all. You
said that you'd keep my 1.0.U."s, and ibat
I could pay you after I’d had a bit of luck
with the horses, or &

“Circumstances,” said Travers, “alter
cases. You owe me twenty-five quid,
Grayson, and I need the money.”

“You'll have to go on necding it,” in.
terrupted Grayson curtly.

“But, my dear old fellow, be reason-
able!” urged Travers, “Quite by aceident,
I ran iuto a bookie this afternoou, in Ban-
nington. A chap I knew at my other
school. Well, to cut a long story short,
the fellow is dunning me for money. I
must have some. And as you owe me
twenty-five of the best, why mnot come
across, and——"

“You can fish for it !” sneered Grayson,
“I can’t help your troubles, you checky
junior! You shouldn’t get into a mess-up
with a bookmaker. You ought to have
more sense! Anyhow, I can’t pay you
twenty-five quid—or twenty-five pence [

“But you owe me the meney: #

“I don’t care about that!” snapped
Grayson savagely, “I didn’t expect you
to come on me like this, did I? I can’t pay
you, and there’s an end of it!”

Vivian Travers sat down on the table.

“I don't think so0,” he said quietly. “In
fact, Grayson, this is not the end of it!”

CHAPTER 6.
Just What He Wanted !

AROLD  GRAYSON
heaved himself out
of his chair, and
stood face to face

with his visitor.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

£ Of course, Ted, your goalkeepin|
the game for St. Frank’s, Ral

“Look here, Travers, I’ve had enough of
your infernal cheek!” he said grimly.
“Who the deuce do you think you are—to
come here demanding impossible sums of
money:r”’

“Impossible sums?”

“Yes, confound you!” said Grayson.
“Do you think I can pick twenty-five quid
out of the air? You know I'm broke! In’
any case, I never had the money in actual
cash. You only won it at cards oy

“Great Samson!” said Travers, staring.
“You're not going to repudiate a debt of
honour, are you?”

Grayson coloured.

“No, of course not!” he growled. ‘At
the same time, it’s a bit different to a cash
debt. And I want time to pay it—so let’s
Lave no more of this nonsense.”

“We'd better get this thing clear,” said
Travers evenly. ‘‘I’ve already told you
that I met a bookie in Bannington this
-afternoon—an old acquaintance of mine,
Well, he wants this money. I'm not say-
ing he was nasty, but—— Well, you know
what these fellows are when they get such
ideas into their heads. There’s going to

was wonderful,” said Irene,
her a nice name, isn’t it ? > she added.
. ment, not unmingled with disapproval,

be trouble for me, Grayson, if I can’t pay
up.” ,

“You have my sympathy,” sncered
Grayson.

%y
* %?7“4

Buf it way Vivian Travers who really won
Handforth listened in astonish=

“Unfortunately, I want something
rather more substantial, ” said Travers.
“This fellow is named Lloyd—he’s not a
local man at all, but a bookie from
London. He goes about the country, to
all the different race mectings, you know.”

Grayson listened with a bored air. He
wasn't in the least interested in Vivian
Travers’ troubles. And although Travers
was—to put it bluntly—giving a very
garbled account of the actual truth,
Grayson was not to know this. For
Travers had an axesof his own to grind—
and a very peculiar axe, too,

“So you sce, dear old fellow, something
must be done,” said the Removite. “Lloyd-
won't wait, and I happen to be stumped..
I must get some money from somewlerc..
You owe me twenty-five quid—>

“You- silly young fool!” interrupted
Grayson savagely. “You speak of twenty-
five quid as though it were a mere
nothing! I tell you I can’t do it! Why,
I haven't got twenty-five shillings!”

“That's bad!” said Travers, frowning.
““Can’t you raise the money somehow? You
know plenty of chaps in the Senior School,
Grayson. Why not go round, borrowing
here and there?”

“For yous” said Grayson, with a mock-
ing laugh. “Borrow money from Kenmore,
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and the other fellows—just to pay you?
Do you think I'm mad?”

‘““Why discuss your mental condition?”
asked Travers. “The facts are perfectly
simple. I must have money—and you owe
me money. If I don’t get it, Graysom,
this bookie is going to sce the Head.”

“Well, that’ll be your funeral—not
mine!” said Grayson callously.

“Are you going to help me, or not?”
demanded Travers, his manner changing.
“Look here, Grayson—be serious! You
owe me that money, and if you like to put
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yourself out, yon can g‘;e‘;s hold of it!
What’s it going to be? Will you pay this
debt of honour—or will you sce me

sacked?”

Grayson shrugged his shoulders.

“If you want to know the truth, Travers,
I don't care a hang whether you're sacked
or not!” he said contemptuously. “Hang
your confounded impudence! You’ll get
the money when I can pay you—and not
hefore I
. “Yes, but look here—"

“That's about encugh!” interrupted
Grayson curtly ‘“‘Get out of this study!”
'or a moment Vivian Travers did not
speak. He was looking at Grayson with
utter scorn—although there was no trace
of it in his eyes. e seemed as cool and
colleeted as ever.’ He had known all along
that Harold Grayson was a rotter, but he
had hardly suspected the Iifth Former of
such despicability as this.

Grayson was willing to see Travers
sacked, and he didn’t care! And yet the
money that Grayson owed him would be
suffictent to get him out of this supposed
trouble Travers’ detcrmination to keep
on with his scheme was greatly strength-
cned.

“Well, if you won’t, you won’t,” he said,
slipping off the end of the table. “But
it's a pretty ugly soft of hole for me,
Grayson—and unless I can do something
pretty quickly I shall go under.”

Grayson made no reply, and Travers
moved towards the door. Just as he was
about to lay his hand ‘on the knob, he
turned again.

“There’s just one possibility,” he said
thoughtfully. “Lloyd may be willing to
wait for his money if he secs some kind of
security. You're a senior, Grayson, and
this bLookie will have more faith in you
than he has in me, perhaps.”

“What are you getling at?” asked
Grayson -suspiciously.

“Oh, you needn't worry,” said Travers.
“My idea is quite simple. Suppesing I
give the bookie those 1.0.U.’s in licu cof
the money?”

Grayson stared.

LEE LIBRARY

“Give him my 1.0.U.’s?” he repeated.

“That’s what I said.”

“My dear, idiotic kid!” said Grayson.
“Give him the 1.0.U.’s by all means—if
he’ll accept them. He’s welcome to them !

And Grayson laughed heartily. Vivian
Travers didn’¢ laugh — although he
chuckled inwardly. For he had been lead-
ing up to this point ever shice he had
come into the room—and Grayson had
fallen into the trap!

CHAPTER 7,
Trouble Again !

UTSIDE, Travers in-
dulged himself to
the extent of an
open grin. But
nobody was within

sight, so it didn’t matter.

“Good!” murmured the scheming
Removite. “So Grayson has given me per-
mission to hand over those I.O.U.s. I
always thought he was brainless—and now
I know it!”

He went on his way, well content. He
went across to the Ancient House, and
made his way to Study A, in the Remove
passage. He rather expected to find Gulli-
ver and Bell in possession—but the study
was empty. Travers then remembered
that Gulliver and Bell had gone to tes
with Merrell and Marriott, of the Fourth.

Travers was quite pleased. He didu’t,
care particularly for Gulliver and Bell,
although cverybody eclse in the Remove
regarded him as their new leader.

Travers didn’t bother about any tea. He
sat_down in an easy chair, poked the fire,
and gave himself up to thought. He was
thinking mainly of Jimmy Potts.

After about ten minutes Travers got to
his feet, looking very contented. He went
to the Remove Common Room, and, just
as he had expected, the apartment was
practically empty. Most of the fellows
were still busy with their teas.

Travers went over to the telephone-box,
and shut himself in. He gave the number
of the Wheatsheaf Hotel in Bannington,
and when he had got through he asked for
Mr. Lloyd.

Within a minute the hookmaker was
at the telephone.

“That you, Mr. Travers, sir?” he asked,
in his boisterous voice. *‘Want something
on one of the races to-morrow?”

“Well, hardly,” replied Travers. “I'm
off that game for a bit, Lloyd. But you

can do me a favour, if you like—and earn
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that tenuer to put into your own pocket
at the same time.”

“I'm always willing to get hold of an
casy ten quid, sir,” said Mr. Lloyd. X

“All right, then—-be over here in the
morning,” replied Travers. “If you can
manage it, I should like you to arrive at
about half-past eight. Don’t eome into the
school grounds, but wait for me outside, in
the lane. I'll be there at half-past eight,
looking for you.”

“But what’s the idea, young gent?”
asked Mr. Lloyd curiously.

“I'll tell you in the morning—too risky
over the “phone,” replied Travers. “But
you can take it from me that it’ll be per-
fectly above board. Is it O.K.? Will you
come "

“I'ill be there, Mr., Travers, sir,” said
the bookmaker “Rather early for me, but
it won’t hurt me for once mn a while.
Half-past eight, outside the school
grounds, eh? Tl find you waiting?”

“Yes—about a hundred yards from the
school,” said Travers, ‘“‘That’s fixed up,
then? Good man! Thanks, Lloyd—you're
just the right man in the right place.
Good-bye !

Travers hung up the receiver, and
opened the door of the sound-proof box.
He knew that he could rely upon Mr, Sam
Lloyd to be there. Everything was going
very smoothly.

A voice came to Travers’ ecars as he
opened the telephone-box, and he grinned
to himself. A number of fellows had come
into the common room, and Handforth was
prominent among them.

“I'm not saying anything against the
chap’s football,” Handforth was remark-
ing. “He’s a jolly good forward—one of
the best we've got.”

“I'm glad you admit it!” said Church
tartly.

“At the same time, he’s not the kind
of fellow to introduce to Irene and the
other girls,” said Handforth, in a stub-
born voice. “And as for him going to that
party to-morrow evening—well, it's all
wrong! Travers oughtn’t to be there!”

“Well, well!” said Vivian Travers in-
dulgently.

Handforth and the other juniors turned
round, and stared at him. Until that
moment they had not known that he was
in the room.

“Don’t mind me !” went on Travers, with
a wave of his hand. “Carry on, dear old
fellows. I'm awfully sorry I'm in your
bad books. Handforth, but—

““Oh, I don’t care about you hearin
what I said!” interrupted H:mdfortg
grufiy. “I’ll say it to your face,-Travers!
I don't think you're the kind of fellow who

T

ought to be at Winnie’s party to-morrow
evening.”

“What's wrong with me?” asked Travers,
looking down at himself. “I would
remind you that I shall be wearing a
different suit—a new oue for the occasion.
I shall even go to the length of a brand
new shirt, too. I always maintain that
linen is an important *

“You silly ass!” retorted Handforth,
“I'm not talking about your appearance--
I'm’talking about you!”

“Yes, Travers, a good many of us agree
with Handy !” said De Valerie. “Who was
that fellow you were with this afternoon?”

“Which fellow?” asked Travers.

“That chap in the Bannington High
Street.”

“Oh, him#” said Travers, with% smile.
“Old Sam Lloyd, you mean? Quite a
decent fellow, in his own way. A book-
maker, you know.”

‘A bookmaker !” yelled Handforth.

“Men earn their living in different
ways,” said Travers. “I’m ready to agrec
that quite a large number of bookmakers
are scamps. But old Sam Lloyd is an ex-
ception. He’s a sportsman—and always
has been. Quite an old friend of mine,”
he added casually. -

“There you are!” said Handforth, turn-
ing excitedly to the others. “He even
boasts of it! Boasts of his friendship with
a bookmaker! And he's been invited to
Winnie’s party to-morrow evening! What
are we going to de about it?”

“Nothing, I'm afraid,” said Fullwood,
with a chuckle. ‘“After the way Travers
played in the game this afternoon, the
girls are all in favour of him. Don’t be an
ass, Handy. T’ve got a suspicion that
Travers is only pulling your leg.”

“Pulling my leg?” ejaculated Hand.
forth, with a start. “My leg?”"

“One never knows!” said Vivian Travers
amiably, as he passed out of the room.

CHAPTER 8.
More Scheming !

8 half-past eight was
striking on the
school ~clock the
following morning,
Vivian Travers, with
little concern, detached himself from the
top of a gate and strode out ‘into the
road. He had heard the sound of an ap-
proaching motor-car; and, as he had half-
expected, the new arrival proved to be Mr.
Sam Lloyd.

“Well, here we are, Mr. Travers, sir,”
said the bookmaker genially. “Right on



12

the stroke of time, ch? All T hope'is that
this job of yours is worth coming ever for.
You got me out at a rare early hour this
morning, 1 can tell you!”

“Early rising,” said Travers, “is benc-
fieial to the general health, dear ol¢
fellow. You don’t mind if I come in and
sit heside you, do you? So much more
comfortable.”

He got into the car, and lounged in the
sceat next to Lloyd, Then he produced
Grayson's 1.0.U.’s from his pocket, and
handed them to his companion, The book-
maker looked at them in astonishment,

“What are these for, young gent?” he
asked.

“TFor yon.”

*“But why?” said Lioyd.
them !”

“You sce what they are, don't yon‘.‘”

“Well, I ought to know!” grinned Mr.
Lloyd. “I1.0.U.’s, that's what they are.
And they're all signed by a gent. named
* . Grayson.” ”

Travers nodded.

“You're quite right about the IL
Grayson,” but you're not right about the
gent,” he said smoothly. “However, that
doesn’t maiter. Do you notice anything
else about them?”

““Well, they total twenty-five quid, alto-
gether.” said the bookmaker. — “They’re
quite plain otherwise—no other names on
them.” =

“ Exactly !” said Travers. ““As a matter
of fact, Grayson gave them to me—he owes
me twenty-five quid, you understand. But
T want you to take charge of them, Lloyd
—and act just as though they had been
given to you.”

“Liook here, Mr. Travers—what’s
game?” asked Lloyd bluntly.

“A perfectly harmless game, I can
assure you,” said Travers. “I hope you
don’t miud, but I've been telling Grayson
that you've been dunning me for money.
A pure picce of spoof, you must under-
stand, but necessary. I told Grayson that
I should give you those I1.0.U.’s instead of
the cash, and lie was highly amused.”

“I don't wonder at it !”

“But he won’t be amused this morning,”
went on Travers. “What I want you to
do, dear old fellow, is this. Go to Gray-
son, and tell him that you’ve accepted
these 1.0.U.’s from me, and that you want
the real money from him. T¢ll him that
if he won't pay up yowll go to the Head-
master.  Give hip mid-day to-

“T don’t want

the

until
morrow as a time Ninit. If he ean’t pay
by then, you’ve got to ihreaten to go to
the Headmaster and expose him. TLay it
on thick, Lloyd. You're a man of brains,
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so I meedn’t tell you anything further.
You can make up the rest.”

Mr. Lloyd did not seem particularly im-
pressed.

“Just a minute, Mr. Travers, sir—just a
minute,” he said, scratching his head.
“It’s all very well for you to ask me to
do this—-"

“I'm giving you a tenner for the service,
don’t forget,” said Travers.

“And very generous of you, too, sir,”
agreed Mr. Lloyd heartily. “Very
generous, I must say! All the same, I'd
like to have it a bit clearer. You’re not
suggesting that I really should go*to the
Headmaster, are you?”

“For the love of Samson, no!” laughed
Travers. “It’s all spoof, I tell you! All
I want you to do is to put the wind up
Grayson. But you've got to make it
appear genuine. If he thinks you'll go

'to the Head, and expose him—well, he’ll

be desperate. And I want him to be des-
perate.”

“You always were a queer sort of young
gent,” said Mr. Lloyd, as he put {he
1.0.U.s into his pocket. “No good ask-
ing you what the game is, T suppose?”

“No good at all,” replied Trav

“T thought not!” said Mr. Lloyd. “‘Well,
T don't think it'll take me long to put a
scare inlo this young gentleman. But
tell you frankly, T don’t want to have any-
thing to do with any of the masters.”

“That’s all right,” said Trave “You
may be a bookmaker, Lloyd, but yon look
o gentleman. A trifle too glaring in your
choice of colour and pattern, perhaps, but
we musin’t be too critical. Anyhow, yow're
a stranger at St. Frank’s, and there’s not
one chance in a thousand that anybody
will stop you, and ask questions.”

““And how do I find this young Grayson?”

“Tasily,” said Travers, “You walk
through the main gateway, and the East

ouse is the first big doorway on your
left, as you go up the Triangle. You just
pass the gymnasium, and then you come
to tho East Houge. Walk right in, and ask
the first fellow you sec to show you to
Grayson’s study.” °
And althongh Mr, Lloyd didn’t actually
like the business, ho agreed to nndertake i,

‘g‘ .

A Shock for Graysom !

CHAPTER 9.

RAYSON 11" eaid
Armstrong, of (the
Fourth,

“That’s the
name !” nodded Mr.

Lloyd. “I shall bo
obliged if yon'll show me to his study.”
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They weze standing in the East House
lobby, and Armstrong was lookinﬁ at the
isitor with some curiosity. Not that there
was anything p&tticu]ar]‘y startling in Mr.
Lloyd’s appearance.

Except for a slight tendency to overdress
—as Travers had pointed out—Mr. Lloyd
was very smart and very well attired. There
was nothing of the ordinary bookmaker
about him. This morning he had discarded
that loud check overcoat, and his hat was
an ordinary conventional bowler.

“This way, sir,” said Armstrong. “I
suppose yow're a relative of Grayson’s?”

“Well, not oxactly,” replied Mr. Lloyd
guardedly. “Just a friend. As T was in
the neighbourhood, I thought I would drop
in_to sec him.”

They went into the Fifth Form passage,
and, by a lucky chance, Grayson himself
came striding down it from the opposite
direction. He paused for a moment as ke
was about to enter his study, wondering who
this stranger could be.

“Half a tick, Grayson,” said Armstrong.
“This gentleman wants to see you.”

““See me?"” Baid Grayson, staring.

“Why, Grayson, of course!” said Mr,
Lloyd genially, as he strode forward, and
clapped Grayson on the back: “Splendid!
You don’t look a week older, young ’un!”

Mr. Lloyd opened the study door while
Grayson was still staring, and they both
entered Lloyd closed the door after him,
and the Fifth Former frowned unpleasantly.

“What’s the idea of this?” he demanded.
“What do you mean by pretending to
know me? Ive never scen-you befors in
my lifel” 3

“I thought it would be diplomatic, young
gent,” said Mr. Lloyd, seatimg himself in the
easy chair. “Don’t want to feﬁ all the other
young gents know that we're strangers, eh?
P'm here on busisess. And I thought you
reight be upset if all the other boys knew
that I was a bookmaker.”

Grayson stared harder than ever.

“A " bookmaker?” he repeated.
the dickens~—2>

“Now, Master Grayson, keep cool!” said
Mr. Lloyd. holding up a hand, “As it
happens, this business of mine isn’t any too
pleasant, and the sooner we get it over the
better. In a nutehell, T want twenty-five
pounds from you!”

“But I don’t owe you twenty-five
pounds!” ejaculated Grayson hotly.

“Perhaps you don’t, young gent—but that
makes no difference,” said the other. “Tt
Rn! muke things clear to you if I explain

a2t T have been having a bit of trouble
with another young gent belonging to this
school. o need to mention names.”

Grayson started,

“Do you mean Travers, of the Remove?”
he asked.

“Let it- pass, sir,” said Lloyd, waving o
hand. “Anyhow, the unpleasantness with
that young gentleman is over. And here
I've gof one or. two little documents—that

b

you signed, sir,

“What
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He produced the 1.0,U’s and Grayson
watched him in a fascinated kind of way.
From the_other side of the table he could
seo those 1.0.U’s distinctly—he could see his
own signature upon them, Mr, Lloyd held
them so that he could be under no misappre-
hension regarding their actual reality.

“What’s the idea?” demanded Grayson
thickly “You confounded fool! Do you
think you can come here and demand money
from me like this? I don’t owe you a cent!
T’vo never seen you before in my life !”

“Steady, sir!” said Mr. Lloyd calmly.
“The whole thing is just a little arrange-
ment. But you can’t get away from these
signatures, can you? These FLO.U’s
represent twenty-five pounds—and that
money is owing by you. It doesn't matter
much who holds thg I.0.U’s, does it?
They’re mine now—and I want the cash.”

“Well, you won’t get it!” shouted Gray-
son furiously. *“I’ve never heard of such
nonsense in all my life! Get out of here!”
he added, pointing to the door.

“It’ll pay you much better, young gentle-
man, if you keep calm!” said the book-
maker, his voice changing its note. “This
sort of thing won't do you any good. I'll

et out of here when I want—and not befdre.
f came here to be pleasant—not to be nasty.
But T can be nasty if yon like.”

Harold Grayson felt dizzy. Certainly
he had given Travers permission to pass .
those I1.O.U’s on to a bookmaker—but he
had never believed, for a moment, that
Travers would do such a thing. Even_ so,
of what use were they to a stranger? Evi-
dently, Grayson had not thought, the matter
out—or he would not have been so com-
placent during the past twelve hours.

“You can’t get any money out of me!”
he said hoarsely. ““Youw’re a stranger to
me—an: don’t owe vou a penny! Un-
less you get out of this room within two
minutes, confound you, Il call a crowd of
the other fellows, and we'll throw you out!”

Mr Lloyd rose to his feet.

“Will you?” he said, his face becoming
flushed. “I don’t ullow people to talk to
me like that, Mr. Grayson'! I wanted to
conduct this affair pleasantly, but you
won’t let me. All right—¥ll go to your
Headmaster—and see what- he has to say
about it.” .

Mr. Lloyd had not intended to use any
such threat so early—but he. was genuinely
annoyed. He bad éome to the conelusion
that ~ Vivian Travers knew what he was
doing. This fellow, Grayson, was an utter
cad—a young blackguard of the worst type.
Mr. Lloyd gauged Grayson’s character very
accurately.

As for Grayson himself, all the colour
fled from his cheeks. He clutched at the
table, and stared at Mr. Lloyd in dazed
alarm.

“The Head!” he panted. “No, no! You
mustn’t go to the Hcad, you fool! You
mustn't go——"
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*Wither you cool down, and talk to me sen-
sibly—or I shall go to your headmaster at
once 1” snapped Mr. Lloyd. “What's it going
to bet Now then, Mr. Grayson—out with
it! One or the other!”

Grayson seemed to crumble.

ST'1l keep cool!” he muttered huskily.

CHAPTER 10.
The Ultimatum !

OR nearly two minutes
there was silence in
the study.

Mr, Lioyd was glad
of this respite, for 1t

allowed him to cool down, As for Grayson,
he recovered some of his own composure. A
minute’s reflection had assured him that there
was nothing in this man’s threat. He didn’t
owe him a_ cent—so what harm could the
bookmaker do, even it he did go to the head-
master?

“By gad!” muttered Grayson, clutching at
the table and bending over it. *You nearly
bluffed me just then I’

“Did I?"” said Mr. Lloyd. “It's the first
timo I knew 1t! There's no bluff about my
words, young gent—-""

“Yes, there is!" interrupted GCrayson
harshly. “It's all bluff! Do you think I
card if you go to the Head? You car’t do
me any harm!”

“That's a matter.tor your headmaster to
decide!” said the other. “Look at these
1.0.U.s sir! See them? There's your name
—on every one! No other name—just blank,
except for the figures. Oh, I'm not quite so
green! I've got these 1.0.U.’s into my pos-
session, and 1 want the money for them !”

“But I gave them to Travers!” shouted
Grayson fiercely,

“I don't care who you gave them to—I've
got them now!” snapped Mr. Lloyd. “And
if I take them to your headmaster, do you
think he’s going to ask a dozen questions?
I shall tell him that these little slips of paper
were given to me by you. Do you think he’ll
believe you when you deny it? Do you
think it'll do any good to drag in the name
of another boy? Don’t you belicve it, sir!
I've had experience of this sort of thing before
—and i+ I go to your headmaster it’ll be
marching orders for you!”

Harold Grayson gulped, and all the strength
seemed to ooze from his limbs. He stood
there, beside the table. limp and dazed. For
the truth of Sam Lloyd's words had seared
their way into his understanding,

For thosc words were true—absolutely true!

As Grayson knew well enough, his repu-
tation at St. Frank’s was none too good.
More than onco he had escaped expulsion
only by the skin of his teeth. Even -now
Mr. Goole, his housemaster, suspected him
—and kept a close watch over him. The
headmaster himself had more than once re.
ceived bad reports about him.
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‘What, then, would be the result if Sam
Lloyd went to the Head with those LO.U.'s?

Would the Head believe that they had been
given to Travers? It was hardly likely! 1f
Grayson told the truth about them, he would
bo 3isbclieved The whole thing was a trap
—and Grayson knew it now.

This bookmaker would tell a whole string
of lies to the Head, and Grayson's denials
would seem thin and weak. There would be
only one outcome. Expulsion tor Grayson—
and Travers, even if ho was dragged mto it,
would probably get off scot-free. For young
Travers was a cool beggar, and there was no
direet evidence against him, anyhow!

“Well 7 came Mr. Lloyd’s cold voice.

Grayson started again, and he caught hig
breath in, .

“ Don’t—don’t go to the Head I’ he panted.
“The whole thing’s mad! It’s a trick—a plot
to ruin met”

“Don’t be silly!” said Mr. Lloyd contempt-
uously. “I don’t want to ruin you, young
gent. All I want is my twenty-five pounds.
I shan’t go to the headmaster if you're reason-
able, I'd rather not go—becauso it may mean
that I shall have to wait a-long time for my
money. But 1 want some sort of definite
answer now.”

“But—but 1 can’t pay you!” panted Gray
son hoarsely. “I haven't got the money!”

“Can’t you borrow it from some of your
swell young friends ?” .

“No!” said Grayson fiercely. “I can’t do
that! I should be the talk of the whole
House if I went round borrowing sums of
that sort!”-

“Well,s 'm not a hard man,” said Mr.
Lloyd magnanimously. “T'll tell you what I'll
do, Mr. Grayson. I'll give you till mid-day
to-morrow g here again at half-past
twelve to-morrow, and if you haven't got
that money ready then—well, I shall bhave
to go to your headmaster. That's all. Bub
remember—I'm not the kind of man to ge
back on what I say You've got until mid-
day to-morrow—and not a minute later I”

Without another word Mr, Lioyd flyng open
the door and walked out. Graysod wanted
to say something, but the. words wouldn’t
come, Ho watched the door close, and he
sag[ged over the table limply; his face was
pale.

“To-morrow !” he muttered.
it by to-morrow! It’s impossible!
get twenty-five quid by to-morrow!”

After a few moments he seemed to como to
himself; his breath was hard and forced as
he glanced at his haggard reflection in the
mirror over the mantelpiece.

“And I don’t owo him anything—I’ve never
scen him before!” he panted, “This is
Travers' doing! By gadl TI'll make him
suffer for this, the infernal young hound!”

Yet, even as Grayson was uttering the
threat, he pulled himself up. Hadn’t ho
given Travers permission to pass thoso
1.0.U.’s on to the bookmaker? Besides,
nothing could alter the fact that Grayson
had written the I.0.U.'s, and they were

“I can’t get
I can’t
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undoubtedly genuine. It would be idle to
deny that truth,

So what did it really matter who held
them?

The one important thing which ﬁHed the
whole of Graysow’s thoughts was that he had
to get that money by mid-day to-morrow |

But how?

It was a problem which Harold Grayson
shicd at!

CHAPTER 11.
In the Net!

IVIAN TRAVERS
placed twe_ five-pound
notes into Mr., Lioyd’s
willing hand,

“They'r yours,

Sam—and you've earned them !” said Travers

cas

“\{’ell anyway, I've put a dose of fear
mto the young gent!” grinned Mr. Lloyd.

“He was as pale as a ghost when I came out.
Ho thinks I meant it, too—he thinks I shall

be back in the morning, and that I shall -
to the headmaster if that money isn’t ready.”

“That’s the stuff "’ said Travers, nodding.

“A cunning bit of work, isn’t it?" went on
the bookmmkcr, looking at Travers admir-
ingly. “I suppose you want that twenty-five
quid pretty badly, eh? And you thought of
Ehlﬁ schemc to frighten it out of the young
eller ¥

“Come, come, Sam !” said Traver® rcpzoach-
fully, “You can do better than that, can’t
you? I don’t seem short of money whcn I
hand over two fivers to you, do 17

“Well, what’s the game, then?”

“If it’s all the same to you, dear old
fellow, I'd rather keep it to myself,” replied
Iravers coolly. “I'm mot in any need of
money—and if I want you again I may be
able to put another tenner in your cet.,
How lang will you be staying in Bannington,
anyhow 7

“Till tho end of the weck,” replied M.
Lloyd promptly. *You know my telephone
number, Mr. Travers, sir. Any time you
like, you know-—T1l be ready!”

“That’s fine!” said Jravers.
Sam-T'll be getting along.”

Travers nodded and strode off towards the
school gates, while Mr, Lloyd drove away in
his car, looking very puzzled. Not that it
veally mattered to him what Travers’ game
was. He had earned his money, and, as far
as hio was concerned, the matter was over.

But with Travers it was only just be-
ginning.

Everything was working well.  Travers had
deliberately sought Grayson’s company, care-
less of what the other fellows thought of him,
He had played cards with Grayson—he bad
plunged heavily, and cverything had gone
according to programme. Grayson had lost,
and those 1.O.Us had been ihe result.

“All right,
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In other words, Graysom, though he did
not suspeet it, was slowly but surely falling
mto the trap sct by Travers!

The Removite had only got half-way across
the ‘I'mangle before he saw a burly figure
hurrying towards hinn  Travers smiled in-
wardly. For that burly figure belonged to
Grayson of the Fifth,

“Just a minute, Travers!” zaid Graysom,
in a strained voice.

* Anything wrong, dear old fellow 7" asked
Trayers, in mild surprise,

“Come to my study I’ muttered Grayson.

“Why?” said ‘Lravers. *‘There’s nobody
within carshot, Can’t we talk here? lt’s
nothing excessively private, is it?”

" You—you young cub!” snarled Grnysou,
seizing Travers savagely by the arm. “What

o you mean by it 7%

“*Mean by what?”

“I've just had a visit from that—that con-
founded bookmaker of yours!” snapped Gray-
son, “What do you mcan by giving him
those 1.0O.U.'s? They were yours! They
represented a little debt between you and
me. What do you mean by giving them to
this—this slrunger'}”

“He isn’t a stranger,” said Travers coolly.
“Tve known him for nearly a couple of
years.”

“He's a stranger to me!” shouled Grayson,
nearly beside himself with. rage. *“I'll half
kill you for ihis, Travers! I'l make your
lifo a misery )

“Well, \mll 7 said Travers, standing back
and looking at Grayson curionsly, * What
strange ideas we do get into our heads! Yow'd
better pull yourself together, dear old fellow.
You're talking wildly. Surely you remember
giving me permission to hand over those
LO.U’s to our mutual friend?”

“Bj I dido’t think you'd do it !’
Graysbn harshly.
“Wcll

panted

of course, that’s your trouble,” said
Travers, shrugging his shoulders, **Why
should 1 carc? You didn’t care when I told
you that the bookie had threatened to go to
the Head and expose me. Why should I caro
when you're in the same boat? Lloyd
accepted those little slips of paper, and now
tho trouble is yours. I've dono with it.”

There was something so utterly eool in
Travers’ manner that Grayson found it diffi-
cult to frame any words! is trouble was
accentuated by the fack that he knew Travers
was speaking the truth.

“That rogue is going to Show my LO.U.y
to the Head—by mid-day to- monm\——un!ets
% haw the money for him!” said Grayson
tensely. * Look here, Travers, you've got to
hel me! You got me into  this mess,

e Frightfully sorry, dear old fellow, but I'm
in a hurry,” said Travers, pushing paet “Pm
very much. afraid that Lloyd is an impatient
sort of fellow. Only until mid-day to-morrow,
ch? ‘That's awkward for you! Dut <uxoly
youw'll be able to get the money ¥’

He walked on, leaving Grayson helpless.
For not only had two of three prefects
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1w

“ These 1.0.U.’s represent twenty-five pounds ! ** said the bookmaker, waving the slips of paper in 21:5 a‘?::i

““That money is owing by you, and I v;lnt the cash

17’ Furiously, Grayson pointed fo the door.
il

of here 1> he exclaimed angrily.

appeared on. the other side of the Triangle,
but Mr., Beverley Stokes, of the West House,
was within sight, too. Grayson could do
nothing.

And Travers,
indoors.

feeling very bappy, went

CHAPTER 12,
Handy Does His Best |

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH
grinned with appreo
1ation.

“Yes, it's a great
“In fact, a mar-

idea!” he said genially.
vellous idea !” B

“Oh, rather !I” said Church, nodding “One
of yours, I suppose?”

“Yes!”

“Then it’s bound to be marvellous!” said
Church, with a grin,

The famous chums were in Study D, and
dinner was over. In fact, it wouldn’t be long
before the bell clanged out for afternoon
lessons,

“There's nothing like modesty, of course,”
said McClure, “But if you tell us what this

idca is, Handy, we might be able to give
you some frank. criticism.”

Handforth frowned.

“I don’t want ‘any criticism!” he retorted.

o ,f.’s a great idea and I'm going to execute
it!”

“All your ideas ought ta be cxecuted!”
said McClure firmly.

“1t's abous Travers,” went on Handforth,
without paying any atfention, “Travers
isn’t a bad chap in his way—he’s a good
footballer, and he seems to have a frank sort
of way with him. But you can’t get away
from the faot that he tells whoppers, and that
he smokes cigarettes and invites cads like
Grayson and Kenmore to his study.”

“It’s not for us to judge him,” said Church,
““If he’s ass enough to indulge in these idiotic
amusements, why should we interfere?”

“I'm not going to interfere!” replied Hand-
forth, with a frown “It’s not my business
—and I never ?oks my nose into other
people’s business

“Ahem " coughed McClure carelessly,

“I'm thinking about this party to-night,”
continued Handforth, pacing up and down
the study. “Winnie’s party, you know—at
the Moor View School. She’s invited lots of
us, and that bounder Travers is going, too.
At lcast, he thinks he is!”

Church and McClure looked ab their leader
in sudden alarm,
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“Look here, Handy, you're not

oing ta
butt in, are you?” asked Church.

“Hang it,

it's Winnic's party, and she’s at lxbert io
invite whoever she likes, isn’t she? I¥il be
fnghtfully bad form if you barge in, and—"

'm not going to barge in!” interrupted
Handforth coldly., “This idea of mine is a
corker., It's a wonder! It’s a winner!”

“So you said before,” remarked Church,
mthex weerily. “But what 4s the idea P’

“I'm __going to find Travers—now!”
replied Handforth, moving towards the door.
“And Fm going to give him an ultimatum.
Ho can either excuse himself from the party
—or he can fight me! It's got to be one
or the other!”

“Well, he’s not likely to excuse himself
from the party,” said Mc(Jlun, “He's
m(her keen on going, I believ

““Then he’ll bave to fight mc"’ declared
Edward Oswald.

“But what good will that do?” asked
Church. “And where’s this great idea of
yonrs 7"

“Why, you ass, that is it!” said Hand-
forth indignantly.

“Oh, sorry!” said Church hastily. “I
didn’t recognise it as an idea! Woll, as
Travers is bound to rcfusc to_make any
i»xcusc, it’ll mean that you're going to fight
him.”

“Of course it will!” said Handforth,
rolling up his sleeves in preparation.

“But what good will thet do?” asked
Church.  “You're not going to knock him
unconscious, are you?

“No; but I'm going to make a mess of
him!” replied Handforth- dreamily. “I'm
going to black his eyes, and make his nose
about twice the normal size. He won’t
feel inclined to go to Wmmes party when
he’s marked like tha

“Oh, so that’s the wheeze?” grinmed
McClure. “Well, on the whole, Jt's mot so
bLad. But there’s a snag, Handy.”

“A snag?” said Handforth. ‘Where?”

“Well, have you forgotten that Travers
is rather good at ju-jitsu?”

“Ob, that!” said Handforth, with a care-
Jess wave of his hand. “Who cares?
shan’t givo him a chance to get a grip on
me. Besides, I've been readihg about ju-
jitsi_this week, and if Travers starts any
of his funny business with me, he’ll get a
surprise!” he added trmmphantly. “Come
on! Let’s get it over!”

Handforth strode out of the study, and
marched towards the lobby. As luck would
have it, Vivian Travers was just coming
indoors at the mome; nt, and he paused good-
humouredly as Handforth bellowed out his

name,

“Well, welll” said Travers. “What is
it now, dear old fellow? If there is any-
thing T can do, just say the word

“I don’t want any rot with you, Travers!"”
said Handforth grimly. “You're a good
footballer, and in lots of ways you're &
bhomu"hly decent chap.

“Thanks awfully for those kind words!”
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“But _in other ways, you're a silly ass!”
roared Handforth.

“At times we arc all silly asses,” mur-
mured Travers sadly. “It is just one of
Nature's tl‘l(‘k; to remind us of our own
shortuommgs ‘

“And T don’t think yow’re a fit and proper
person to go to Winnie Pitt’s party this
evening !” went on Handforth aggressively.
What’s more, I'm not goimg to allow it!
You've got to make an excuse, Travers!
You've got to send a message by Reggio
to say that you can’t I

“And_the alternative?”
with _mild interest.

“You'll fight me—with bare fists!” said
Handforth calmly. “Mind you, Travers, I'm
not wild with Jyou. I'm not trying to hck,
}ovr cither. It s just a matter of principle,

asked 'Travers,

“Oh, I sco!” nodded Travers. *
get on with it!”
“Eh? Get' on with what?”_

“The fight!” eaid Travers.
we going to fight?”
chuckle wenl‘ round, for by this time
quite a_ number of juniors had gathered in
thc lobby, to listen te this interesting con-
versation,
“Does that mean that you refuse to make
an excuse?” asked Handforth darkly.
“Of course,” replied Travers; “I've been
umlnd to that party—and I'm going.”
“Then put up your hands!” roared H:).nd

“Aren't

forth, peeling oﬁ‘ his jacket. “Put ‘em
up, you rotter!”

Vivian Travers put them up—like
lightning. The next second, Handforth

seemed to sail through the air, right over
Travers’ shoulder, and he thudded to the
foor with a dull, jarring crash!

CHAPTER 13.
The Ways of Chance !

RIGHTFULLY
sorry I” said Travers
calmly. “Hope I
didn’t hurt you, dear
old fellow 2"

ha, ha ™

“Ha,
Handforth sat up, looking dazed.
“Who—who did that?” he gasped.
“'Fravers did, of course!” grinned Church.

ou can't
ravers is

“We warned you, Handy—so
pretend that you didn't know.
hot stuff at ju-jitsu.”

“But—but_T've been reading it all up!”
ejaculated Handforth, in a startled voice.
“And Pve learned how to overcome all the
different ju-jitsu grips!”

“You need a few more lessons, old man!|”
said McClure, shaking his head.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth leapt to his feet, and his face
was_ftushed.

“Look here, Travers, you rotter!” he

panted.  “No more of this idiotic ju-jitsu!
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Y'm going lo fight )uu-and I'm going to
turn your face into a pulp!

“I hato to deny you this pleasure, but
I need Jmy face- for other purposes, dear old
fellow,” said Travers calmly, “It has
always been one of my lifelong principles
to avoid fighting. I'm a friendly chap, and
1 do hato having my faco battered. It gives
me such a shock when I look into the
mirror!”

“I expect it always gives you a shock!”
retorted Handforth fiercely.

“Always!” agreed Travers, nodding. “But
by the exercise of stm(al fortitude, I am
growing accustomed to it.”

He walked out of the lobby, and every-
body chuckled. It really was_ impossible
to fight Vivian Travers in the ordinary way.
He never allowed a chap to get angry with
him. He was always so cool-—0 collected,
“There was scarcely a fellow in the junior
school with such a charming wanner.

It was just as ‘cll perhaps, that somc-
body yelled “cave” at that moment; the
crowd vanished from the lobby, Church and
McCl\lm dragging Handforth out into the

1 master had appeared, and so
passed.

'I'La\em, in the Remove passage, smiled
complacently to himself. He was just going
to turn into Study A when he caught sight
of a figure further down the corridor. He
waved genially,

“Just a minute, Potts!” =L
want a word with you

“Yes, sir!” said ihe hoot-boy.

He came up, and they both went into
he study. ’flncr and Bell were not theve,
:and Travers do%d the door.

“Why this sombre display?” he asked,
mduahng Jimmy Potts’ overcoat and scarf,

“Why arc you }ndxng the dazzling buttons
and_the cheery blue?”

“I'm going into Bannington,” replied
Potts, “As a matler of fact, I was just
coming along to you, Travers, ‘to ask if Fou
\\antcd umthmg in the town.”

“Very kind of you, dear old fvllo“—-\cry

he said,

thoughtful {7 said Travers. _“ don’t
think  ther¢’s  anything T \mnt this
afternoon. I suppose lts your half-day off?”

“Well, not exactly,” replied the boot-boy
baronet. “My mother sent a message, and
T've got special leave. You sce, she's going
to Bannington this afternoon, and she
“Wwanted me to go with her.  We're going
on the 'bus, from Bellton.”

And Jmnny grinned, as though at sowe
hidden joke,

“Is there something  funny
’lms " asked Lravers pohley

“No, of course not,” replied Jimmy, with a
chuckle  “T wasn't tlunkmg about the ’bus
at all, but, you see, my mother has got the
wind up a bit. She has to go to the bank

about the

in Bannington, and she's geing to bring
about thirty-five pounds back with her—in
currency not So she wants me to go

with llcr as a sork of bedyguard.”
Vivian Travers looked at The boot-boy with
& queer light in his eyes.
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I said

“Thirty-five pounds—in cas he
softly. “That’s very interesting I

“Iihe undcr mistress goes as a rule,” said
Jimmy. “But I understand that she is il
this week, and so the housekceper—my
mother—is going instcad. And she doesn't
quite like the job.”

“'What is the rcason for all this wealth?”
.asked Travers.

““Oh, it’s for the girls,” explained Jimmy.
“Pheir week-cnd pocket-money, you know.
Miss Bond—the headmistress of the Moor
\lhe\';’ School—always gets out the cash liko
this.

“And, no doubt, sho keeps it in her desk
until the appomtcd hour for the share-out?”
suggested 1ravers thoughtfully

“As a matter of fact, Miss Bond is out;
to-day—some big conference somewhere,”
said Jimmy. “T believe that's why mother
is a little bit nervous. She’s been told Lo
gel the money, and then put it straight into
Miss Bond’s desk when she gets back.”

Travers made no comment. He was look-
ing into the fire, and there was a kecn ex<
pression in his eyes now.

To tell the truth, Travers was struck by
the. strange nature of this situation. Tho
ways of chance were quecr! Here, providen-
tially, had come a solution to the one problem
that I'ravors had been faced with. The way

3

in Much the thing fitted in was almost un-
canny !

CHAPTER 14.
A Word of Advice !

URING those few mo:
ments that Vivian
Travers stared into
the fire, an idea had
come into his head,

By the time he looked up, it was all cut and

dried; but there was one very important

pomt "to be dealt with.

“ot course, your mother is unnecessnnly
nervous, * he said, looking at Jimmy. “There
arcn’t any hold-up men in this district. Be-
sides, who is to know thut she’s carrying
thirt) five quid in her bag?”

“That's just what I
chuckled Jimmy Potts. “But mother
always been like that about money. Even
when—when we were rich, she never liked to
carry any cash about with her. One of her
fads, I suppose.”

Travers nodded.

*“Yet, at the same time, it’s just as well
to be careful .with money,” ho said. “And
currency notes are particularly easy to get rid
of, if they're stolen. If I were you, Jimmy,
1 should advise your mother to jot down the
numhcu of those notes.”

“Take the numbers of them ?” said Jimmy,
etannv

“Yos

“Buf \\Imk on carth for?” asked the Dboot-
boy. “They're not fivers! Nobody takes
down the numbers of currency notes!”

was thinking,”
as
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“That's where they're unwise,” said
Travers. “Anyhow, I want you to promise

me that you'll sce that all the numbers of
those thirty-five notes are jotted down, You
can do it yourself, dear old fellow. And
afterwards, be sure that your mother gives
the paper, with the nwmbers on if, to Miss
Bond.”

Jimmy looked at his companion rather
directly

“What's this, Travers?” he asked.
other of your schemes?”

“For the love of Samson, don’t make a
mystery out of nothing,” said Travers care-
lessly. “Merely a matter of precaution, dear
old fellow. I am thinking about you:
motlier. It will probably make her much
casier in mind if she knows that the pumbers

“* An-

are taken, and that the moncy is safe-
guarded.”
“Oh, all right,” said Jimmy. *Perhaps

it’s a good idea, Travers. But I never know
with you. You're such a deep sort of
fellow.”

“Perhaps I am,” agreed Travers.

“And that reminds me,” went on Jimmy.
*“What have you done to Grayson?”

“Done to him?”

“Yes,” said Jimnly. “ Grayson hasn't been
versecuting me during these last few days.
You told e that you were going to help,
Travers. and T noticed that yow've been
rather thick with Grayson, You're not really
friendly with him, aro you?”

Vivian Travers chuckled

“If you had scen us out in the Triangle
this morning, you wouldn’t ask that,” he
replied. **Grayson wanted to fight me on
the spot. No, Jimmy, we're not friendly.
I might even go as far as to say that we are
deadly enemies; we are at daggers drawn.”

“But you were friendly until fo-day,” said
Jimmy. “And I believe you did it on pur-
pose—so that you could help me.”

“I shouldn't be at all surprised,” replied
‘Uravers lightly.. “Jimmy, dear old fellow,
don’t ask any questions. Just keep calm. In
fact, all you've got to do is to sit ti;gh't
Defore very long something will happen.”

“What do you mean—something will hap-
pent”

“Something big,” said Travers dreamily.
*“Of course, there may bo a hitch or two—
but in the long run I shall win. So take my
advice, Jimmy, and sit tight.”

I'vavers refused to say any more, and soon
afterwards Jimmy was compelled to go. Ie
went in a thoughtful mood. For, by now,
ha was convinced that his former schoot-
fellow of Beccleston was engaged in some
cunning scheme of his own. Grayson was
involved in it-—yes, and Jimmy, too.

After Potts had gone, Travers flung him-
.ls(:lf into the casy chair, and stretched his

ogs.

“Amazing!” he murmured, * Thirty-five
pounds—in cash! And it will be in Miss
Bond’s desk this evening.
be sweeter?™

Could anything
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Travers secmed to attach great importance
to that comparatively small sum of money.
He lounged back in his chair, and closed
his eyes.

“Yes, thirty-five quid!” he murmured.
™ It’i bound to be there this evening, and

“Talking to yourself?”

Travers opened his eyes with a start. He
hadn’t heard the door open, but now, look-
ing in that direction, he saw that Hubbard,
of Study B, was standing on the threshold.
And Hubbard had an expression of astonish-
ment on his face.

“Merely ruminating, dear old fellow,”
explained Travers, without a trace of annoy-
ance, although his eyes were cold. ‘‘But—
pardon me—is it usual to come into a fellow’s
room like a ghost?”

“Sorry!” said Hubbard, colouring. *“‘As
a mal’t’cr of fact, I was looking: for Teddy

Long.

“ind do you usually look for him in thiy
way ?"”

“I belicve the cadging rotter is going
round the studics, bagging tuck from the
cupboards,” said Hubbard. “I thought I’d
ereep on him unawares, and cateh him red-

bhanded. You haven’t scen him about, I sup-
pose ?”’

“My interest in Teddy Long,” said
Travers, “is nil. And my interest in you,

Hubb: is precisely the same.
move your obnoxious person.”

“Fathead !” said Hubbard, glaring,

He went out, wondering vaguely what
Vivian Travers could have been ialking
about. But he didn't give the matter much
thought. Travers was a queer sort of fellow
at the best-—and Hubbard’s mind was centred
upon the missing Teddy Long.

7
R
move, spoke the name

%
-"L sharply, and every-

body in the Remove Form-room looked up
from work. Afternoon lessons were more than
hali-way through, and the Form was beginning
to feel cheery in consequence.

“8ir!” said Travers, in a weary voice.

“Is anything the maiter with
Travers?” asked Mr. Crowell keenly.

“1 don’t think so sir—nothing much,” re-
plied Travers, passing a hand over his eyes.
“Y feel a bit sick, perbaps, and I've got a
frightful headache. That’s all, sir.”

Mr, Crowell frowned.

“For the last half-hour, Travers, you have
been bolding your head,” said the TForm-
master. “1 have noticed, too, that you have
frequently passed a band in front of your
eyes.” d

Kindly re-

CHAPTER 15.
Sowing the Seed !
RAVERS "

Mr. Crowell, the
master of the Re-

you,




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

*“Yes, sir,” said Travers.
goes blufted now and again.
make-ouf swhat’s the matter.
not particularly well.”

“1 think you had bcltur go outside for
half an hour, Travers,” said Mr. Croweil.
*A little fresh air mwht put you to rlglna
As soon as you feel bcttur, come back again.

“Thank you, sir,” said Travers, nsmg to
Lis feet. “I'm awfully grateful sir)

He passed a hand over his eyes, and walked
rather unsteadily to the door. He was still
looking slightly ill after he had fetched his

““Everything
I can't quite
1 suppose I'm

"~ overcoat from “the Ancient House, and after

he had passed out beyond the school gate-

-way- into the lanc.

But as he strolled up the road in the dirce-
tion of the Moor View School, a change camo
over him, faint smile owr=prmd his
features, and the droop came out of his
§houldm

" he murmured contentedly “And
I dxdn t even have to ask!”

For about twenty minutes Travers strolled
lcisurely up and down, just round the bend,
so that the school gates wero out of view.
Very shortly afterwards, a figure came swing-
ing down the lane, and Travers smiled to
himself once more.

“1 thought I should just about hit it,”” he
murmured complacently.

Jimmy Potts came up, and he gaye Travers
a curious look.

“Have you been waiting for me?” he asked,
in a cantious voico

“Well, yes, to bo perfectly candid,

" replied

Travers, “Don't worry, Jimmy, we're qnite
alono herc—nobody can overhear us. For
ionce you can be Sir James, and—"

“Oh, do dry up!” urged Jimm l’oﬂs.

>—‘:

“You're such a reckless chap,
thought you were doing lessons at tlns lmm
of the afternoon.”

“I ought to be, strictly speaking,” nodded
Travers. “But I faked a headache, and Mr.
{Crowell let me out. I wanted to mect you
—to hear how everything went.”

“But why the dickens should you be in-
terested 2 ‘msked the boot-boy baronet, in
ustomshmont.

“Well, I am, that’s all,” said Travers.
“Did you get that money all right?”

“You mean, did my mother get it?” said
Potts. “Of course she did. By this time
iit’'s in Miss Bond's desk, and I expeet i1l
stop thero until to-morrow.”

“You don’t ihink she'll put the moncy
in the safe?”

“As far as T know, they haven’t got a
safe,” replied Jimmy. “My mother didn’t
say unything about if, anyhow.”

“And you took all the numbers?”

“Yes, and my mother has promxso:l to give
the paper, to Miss Bond later on,” replied

Jimmy. “But what on carth docs it mean,
Travers? Why are you so interested? Why
did you want those numbers taken?”

w

“Patience,
Travers.

little  one—patience ! said
“Whatever happens, Jxmmv I want

2r

you to keep quiet.
mum as an oyster.”

“What do you xuean-—\\'hutc\'ct happous':”

“ At tho moment, I can’t be more explicit,”
said Travers coolly “But later on, you might
understand,  Anyhow, don’t bo <urpnscd at
anything, dear old fellow. And promise mo
that vou will hold your tongue.”

“Well, of course I'll pronuse,” said Jimmy
Potts. “Bun 1 can’t for the life of me seo
why you're making such a mystery Travers.
I car’t fathom your game at all.”

“All the better,” said Trayers. “And now
T think I'd bettor bo getting back, other-
wise Mr, Crowell will be making a few
inquiries. Surprisingl enough, my headacha
has completeiy gone, and my vision is no
longer blurred. Everything has become
crystul-t:lear.”

“It may be crystalclear to )ou-but it's
just ubout as clear as mud to me,” smd
Jimmy. *“I wish youwd tell me what you're
up to, Travers, I don’t quite like it, you
know. I feel that you're doing something
for my sake, and 1 don’t want you to do it.”

Vivian Travers merely laughed, and
shrugged his shoulder. He did not think it
necessary to cxplain that ho was grateful to
Jimmy Potts, He did not forget how Jimmy
had saved his life, a fow days carlier—when
Travers had bcen doing & daring stunt on
his motor bicycle. In his own peculiar way,
Travers was fond of Jimmy Potts, and ho
had made up his mind to help this novel
boot-boy.

So they parted, without Travers giving any
word of uplan&tmn, and about an hour
later, Grayson of the Fifth ran into Travers
in the East House lobby. Lessons were over
now, and Grayson was looking haggard and
worn,

“I was coming out to find you, Tra\crs

’I want you (o remain asg

-Qud Grayson, in a low voice, hcm
you've got to help me! You've %ot to do
somethmgl T've tried one or t\vo fel Iows, buﬁ

thcy won't lend me a penny!
don’t haye that money by to- morrow—-

“Need we discuss theso things in such a
public place?” interrupted Travers. “Como
outside, dear old fellow. Let us stroll up
and down the T'riangle, and have a quiet chat.
You won't improve the position by getting
excited.”

They went out, and Grayson was in a fever
of imputience.

“You young cub!” he snapped, his voice
harsh with anxiety and hatred.  “You got
me into this mess! It was you who gave
thoso LO.U.’s to that buokmaker! If it hadn's
been for you, I shouldn’t——"

“Must wo go all over that again?’ inter.
rupted Travers. “You told me I could use
those 1.0.U.s as I pleased, Grayson, and I
did so—so what are you grumbhng at? I'd
help you if I could—but I can’t.”

“Haven't you got any money?”

“Nothing to speak of,”* replicd Travers re-
gretfully, “I’s & rummy thing, Grayson,
but whenever I‘m broke, I always hear about
lots of money. Iixasperating, isn’t it?’
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“Who’s got lots of money 7
clutching at the straw.
© “Oh, nobody that you Lan touch, I'm
afraid,” replicd Trav Miss Bond, at
the Moor View School, in fd,Lt, I was having
4 few words with Jimmy Potts this after-

asked Graysen,

noon. It seems that he and his mother went
over to Bannington this afternoon, and drew
thirty-five quid out of the bank.”

“Thirty-five quid!” said Grayson huskily.

“Yes. Potts’ mother is housekeeper at the
Moor View School,” said Trav casually.
“She got quite \umly about having all that
money in ber possession, Jimmy says that
sho was quite relieved when she ‘put it into
AMiss Bond's desk.

“In Miss. Bond’s desk!” repealed Gray-
&on, a strange note erceping into his veice.
“And—and Miss Bond’s study is on the
ground floor! Thirty-five pounds!™

“Yes—in eurrency notes,” said 'Travers.
“Yxasperating, isn't it? Well, T'll have to
be getting along, Grayson. 1'd like to help
you, but I'm afraid it’s impossible. I simply
lLaven't got the money, and there’s an end
of it. I'm afraid you'll have to deal with
ihis trouble yourself.”

And  Vivian Travers walked off—fully
aware of the gleam that had just entcred
Harold Grayson's eye!

CHAPTER 16.
Ready for the
Party |

\ D OORS,
‘ravers
sidered
poqtmn
¥ “Well, it's
up to Grayson now,” he told him-
seif. “I've sown the sced, and it
be long before we know if
frait, T rather think
. If Grayson is made of
ihe stuff T suspect, he’ll have a shoti
at that Moor View money. But T
didn’t egg him on; I dido’t put any
suggestion in  his mind. If he’s
honest, he'll forget it.  1f he's
crooked, he'll act!™”
Travers tht suh\ﬁ(_d himself that
Imd 1

Tn a
He had
School

ght in this conelus
mentioned that Moor
money to Grayson in a conv tional way,
and if Grayson were dishoneét enongh to
tuko advantage of the information, the guilt
would be ulhre]y his.

Travers was particularly pleased with the
way things were gomvﬁfnr he Thimself
would be at the Moor View School that
i t would be easy mmugh for him
is eyes open—and his ears, too.

wasn'b  the htost chance that
on would do anything desperate until
o evening was fairly advanced.

T'here
(&3

Boomph ! That shot of Travers’ was a wonderful one.
effort, he was a shade too late.
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Travers had thought it all ewt. The
bully of the Fifth was now in a state of

indecision—worried, harassed, uncertain, It
might even be necessary to proudo a prod
in order to force Grayson to take the atal

step; Aravers was ready with that necessary
pred. For soon after tea he rang up Mr.
Sam Lloyd, and had a brief talk with that
gentleman,

“That'Il_be all right, Mr. Tray
suid the bookmaker. “At soven
ch?”?

“Y(‘s—p!ucu:dy at seven
Travers,  “You won't forget, 3
vou? You wou't forget, Sam, dear old
fellow 2

“I wow't forget, :ir!” said Lloyd.

Travers rang off, and it was characier-
istic of him to put the enlire matter out of
his mind for the time being.

He went upstairs, and changed. He
made himself so smart and spruce that even
Archie Glenthorne was almest eclipsed,

ors, sir,”
o'cloek,

o'clock,”  said
Lloyd, will

e
-V
K /},.9,

The leat
The ball whizzed into the corner

Quite a number of fellows were geoing to
Winnie Pitt’s party.

Naturally, Nipper and Tregellis-West and
Watson were among the most promincnt
guests—and so were Handforth & Co.
Regmie Pith was taking several members of
his own House—Jack Grey, Singleton and
Tom_ Burton and a few others. Fullwood
and Russell were going—and so were Harry
Gresham and Alan Castlefon.

When Travers came down,

he found most

of the juniors collecting in the Ancient
House lobby, and even Handforth was
amazingly well groomed. His linen was
~potlc>» and although lm looked uncomfort-
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able, he also looked happy. At least, he
looked happy until he saw Travers.

“Well, well,” said the leader of Study A.
“How smart we arc this evening!”

“Oh! So you're coming, then?” said
Handforth, frowning. “I thought you'd
think better of it, Travers. I suppose you
know that you're not wanted?”

“1 was expressly invited by Miss Pitt.
so I rather think I am wanted,” replied
Travers. “All the same, if you fellows
decide against me, I'm quite willing to abide
by the vote.”

“Oh, don’t let’s have any unpleasaniness,”

said Nipper. “You didu’t mwecan that,

across the goal mouth, and although the goalkeeper made a great
ad the touchline the juniors cheered wildly. "Travers had scored

Handy, did you? You don’t want to gct
up a vote against Travers?”

Put to the test, Handforth erumpled up.

“Oh, well, no!” he admitted. “I’ve got
nothing against the fellow, really. He's
several kinds of am ass, and he was checky
enough to floor me this morning. But it's
not my way to be nasty. He’s invited, so
I expect we’d better let him come with us.”

“You fellows ready!” sang out Reggie
Pitt, appearing at the open doorway.

“Yes, rather!”

“Then come along!” said Reggie. “You
know what my sister is, if we're late—she
gels as ratly as the dickens!”
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“Don't be an ass! said  Fullwood
promptly “1 dou't believe your sister
could get ratiy, Reggie!”

Everybody chuckled—except Ralph Leslio
Fullwood. and he flushed. TFor cverybody
knew that Winnie was his own speeial chum,

CHAPTER 17.
The Thief !
returns,

ANY  happy
Winnie, old girl!”
“ Absolutely, what-
ho, and yoicks
“ Hear, hea
“A teast for Winnie!”

* A toast—a toast!”

‘The party was now a nierry one.
It had been in progress for well over
an hour now, and tea was practically
at an end,

Winnie Pitt, looking very Qushed
and happy, had already been toasted
several times by the enthusiastic
guests. Tea was the beverage that -
was used for this purpese, but the
guests were all of the opion that
it could not be bettered.

For this very special occasion the
Moor View lecture ball was being
used, and it was looking gay with
decorations, bright with lights, and it
rang with laughter and chatter,

There were well over a dozen of
the girls there, including all tho
damsels who were on such friendly
terms with the St. Frank’s fellows—
Irene Manners, Ethel Chuch, Violet
Watson, Marjorie Temple, Doris
Berkeley, and the others,

*Well, as soon as you fellows are
veady, we'll clear away,” said Trene
smilingly. “We're going to have
music and dancing. Yes, and some
games, too!”

“Good old games!”
Travers cheerfully.

“You'ro not sneering, arc you ?”
asked Doris. N

“For the love of Samsou, why should you
think that?” asked 'Lravers.

said  Vivian

“Well, me fellows are” rather shy of
party gamos,” replied Doris. “They think
they're too hig for it—they think it's

beneath their dignity, you know.”
Travers grinned.
“D include me among those spoil-
sports. please.” he said. “There's nothing
1 like better than a good old-fashioned game.
My favourite, by the way, is kiss-in-the-
ring !”
“You'll do!” said Deris, with a chuckle.
Travers meant every word he said. Ile
was mnot one of these superior fellows,
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although, judging by his manner, he was
very sophisticated. But he entered heart
and soul into the game that followed.

Just at about this time—as the clock way
striking seven—Harold Grayson, in the East
House at St. Frank’s, was informed by some-
body that he was wanted on the telephone.

Grayson was tooking more haggard than
ever, He had been gomg through torture,
No matter how he tried to thrust the thought
of that money out of his mind, it returned.

Thirty-five pounds—in Miss Bond’s desk!
Again and again he told himself that he must
forget it. It would be too risky—altogether
too mad. He might be secen! Somebody
might come in, and then—— But Grayson
had refused to picture the possible conse-
quences.

He went to the telephone, vaguely hopeful.
Taclier in the evening he had rung up some
of his shady acquaintances in Bannington,
and he had asked them to lend him money.
They had all refused—they had all made
excuses. Perhaps one of them had changed
his mind.

But when Grayson answered the
tlm voice of Sam Lloyd came to him.

“YWhat—what do you want?” asked Gray-
son harshly.

“ Just a reminder, young gent—that’s all,”
said Lloyd. “I dont want you to forgc
about to-morrow,

“Look here, I can’t do it!” panted Gray-
son fiercely “Do you hear? T can’t let you
have it by mid- day to-morrow! It’s impos-
sible! T'm glnd you rang up, because I want
to tell you—-"

“Sorry, young gent, but I can’t listen,”
said Lloyd. “T'm leaving the town to-mor-
o, and I must have that money before I

’phone,

“Yos. but—"

“ shall bo up at the school at about half-
past twelve in the morning,” went on Lloyd
relﬂntleﬂsly “If you have that money for
me—all well and good. But if you don’t
have it, I shall take those shp: of paper to
your headmaster. That’s final I’

“Put you mustn’t!” panted Grayson. “I
sh'ﬂl be sacked !"
“Well, get the money!” said Lloyd. “T

don’t want you to get into trouble, young
gent, but 'm not going to be fooled about.
If I tell your headmaster, he’ll write to your
father, and T shall get the money from him.

T don’t_eare how I get it; I mean to have
)1' 121l be a lot simpler if you rake it up
from scme“hero, and have it ready for me
in the mnrnmg That’s all.  Good-night,
young gent!”

While Grayson was attempting to formulate
some words, the line became dead. He stag-

FOR STUNNING SCHOOL .
STORIES READ.

THE GEM

Every Wednesday. Price 2d.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

gered out of the teleplione-box like a fellow
in a dream,

And exactly as Travers had antlupatod
this “prod ” had the desired cffect. For
after Grayson had gone out inte the
Triangle, his face was set, his eyes wero
g]oammg with & burning hght.

‘I've got to do it!” he muttered. "It's
the only pcsslblc, way Nobody will know,
nobody will ever suspcet me! And thoso
beastly ]umors are over at the Moor View

School, too! If therc’s any fuss, they'll
probablv be suspected. By gad, it’s o
chance !

Three minutes later, after having got his
overcoat and cap, he turned to the ma\n gate-
way and slunk out into the road.

Truth to tell, Harold Grayson was in a
condition of mortal fear, It wasn’t that ho
feared Sam Lloyd so much, but if Lloyd
went to the headmaster there would be an
inquiry. Many of Gravsona shady habits
would come to light, and, in all probability,
many witnesses would be called.  Unques-
tionably, he would be sacked in disgrace.

Atr',d that disaster must be avoided at any
cost !

As he neared the Moor View School his
‘heart was beating rapidly. His eyes wero
still burning, but a great calmness had como
over him. The suspense had passed. The
period of uncertainty was over.

Grayson knew what he was going fo do
now, and so he was calmed.. And in his
desperation he did not rea the heinous

nature of the offence he was about to
commit !
CHAPTER 18,
‘The Watcher at the Window 1
IVIAN TRAVERS
L,ldn(()d at his watch,
welve  minutes

past seven!” he mur-
mured, “Just about
shall have to mako

the
tracks

It was easy enough for him to excuse him-
self. He casually mentioned to one or iwo
of the fellows that he wanted to go outside
to the main lobby to get something from his
overcoat pocket. Nobody took much notice,
for the party was noisy and everybody was
talking at once.

Travers slipped out almost unobscrved, but
he did not go to his overcoat in the lobbv
Instead, he passed out througlx a side door,
and found himself under the wintry stars,
It was very dark out there, and a wind was
blowing.

Travers glanced up and down, and he was
satisfied to scc that everything was quict.
Nobody scemed to be about. Lights were
gleammg from many windows, but there was
one wing which was dark.

Travers knew, from many inquiries that
he had made, that this wing contained tho

time. I

crmcal
"
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headmistress’ study. Moving like & shadow,
Travers crept closer and closer.

Suddenly he stiffened. He became abso-
lutely rigid. Out of a corner of his eye he
had scen a dim figure moving some little
distance away. Travers remain like a
statue, watching. He felt his pulse quicken-
ing.

At the same time he was aware of a sense
of exhilaration. How amazingly well his
plans had worked out!

Here was Grayson, almost to the minute!

Travers had expected him to come, and
he was not dxsaplpomred For that dim figure
among the laurels, just a little distance away,
belonged to Grayson of the Fifth.

Travers watched, remaining quitc motion-
less. He watched the figure of the Fifth-
F¥ormer as he came nearer and nearer to the
window of Miss Bond’s study. 'The window
was dark, and Grayson was feeling wildly
gxuted This was better than he had hoped
or |

There would be no waiting, no banging
about. If Mravers were right, that money
was in_the desk. And Grayson would have
it. and would be away, well within five
minutes.

L\cnthmg was a:touudmg!y in favour of
the thi
Yor wiien Grayson crept close up fo the
window he found that it was unlatched. Vet
this was not surprising, for Miss Bond
believed in fresh air, and she had never had
any reason to suppose that there was any

chance of intruders breaking in.

As a matter of fact, Miss Bond was taking
a class of senior girls who were pmparmg
for an cxawination, and she was duc back
in her study ag almost any minute. Grayson
did not know this, but he realised the necessity
for swift action.

In a moment he had the window open, and
in another moment he was inside. He paused
and listened, but ¢verything was quict, except
for the sighing of the wind in the trces out-
side. Grayson did not notice the slight move-
ment from just outside the window. But
Travers had moved up, and now he was
pecring in.

He saw Crayson pull an electrie torch from
his pocket and switch it on, tiny gleam
of light spread across the room, shattering
the darkness. The beam waved to and fro,
and at last came fo rest on the central desk.

Even in the reflected light from the torch,
Travers could sce that Grayson's face was
pale and drawn. Bur now that the actual
moment _had come Grayson was not so ner-
vous. He was beginning to realise that this
task of his was an easy one.

If anybody approached, he would hear the
footsteps—and it would be the work of a
sccond for him to diva through the window,
and dash away. In the darkness, he could
easily escape, and although there mlght be
a hue and cry, he would bo safe. Who
would suspect him—a senior scholar of St.
Franks?

He tried the drawers of the desk, and
slthough most of them opened casily, the
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top drawer was locked. This fact, in itself,
was significant.
Grayson tugged at it, and Travers, at the

window, watched with satisfaction,

He saw Grayson give a desperate heave;
with a sudden splintering, the fragile lock
gave way, and the drawer came shooting out.
With a gasp, Grayson stood rigid, listening.
But the sound of that smashing lock, scem-
ingly so noisy to him, had not penectrated
beyond the closed door of the study.

Feverishly Grayson scarched in the drawer,
and Travers heard him give a little gasp
of satisfaction. The notes were there—thirty-
five of them, with & small clastic band round
them!

Ten—fifteen—twenty—twenty-five !

Grayson counted them out with quivering
fingers, and he did not trouble to ascertain
how many were left. Ho only wanted tho
twenty-five. Rascal though ho was, he could
not bring himself to take any more than that
exact figure. Ho only needed the twenty-
five, so that he could avert the threatened
disaster.

Stumbling against a chair, half tripping
over the carpet, he came towards the win-
dow. He dived out, landed on the path,
and blundered away. He had got the money
—and he had taken no trouble to hide any
of the traces. hat did it matter? The
Joss was bound to be discovercd soonc:s or
later.

Ouce Grayson was well away, it wouid only
take him five minutes to get back to the
school. Then he would be safe—safe! No
nmttcl how many inquirics were made—even
if the police were called in—he would be
sccure, For he was a senior of St. Frank's,
aud this theft would be put down to a pass-
ing tramp. or some such vagal “

And all ihe money was in notes—ordinary,
soiled currency notes.

Little did Harold Grayson realise that the
numbers of those notes had been taken, and
were in Miss Bond's possession!

CHAPTER 19.
The Alarm !

ALLO!" said Hand-
forth, giving Travers
a curious glance,

" 1ad™
Travers amiably.
*Fathicad!” frowned Handforth. *“Where

the dickens have you been to? What have
you bvcn dom for the last ten minutes?”
to ‘get something {mm my
u-phed Travers easily. And
when I got there, dear old fellow, T found
that I'd forgotten it. How are tho games
soing "
“Come on!” sang out somebody. *Musical
chairs! Takoe your places, all of you!”
There was something rather refreshing in
this boy and girl parly. with everybody
enjoying the healthy, old-fashioned parlour

said
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games. Many supercilious fellows would
have turned up their noses at such pleasure
—but Nipper & Co., and all the other juniors

were far too sonsible to act like that. They
were enjoying themselves immensely.
After the musical chairs came an im-

promptu dance, a gramophone being used
to supply the nccessary fox-trot and waltz
musie.

Eight o'clock was ]ust striking, and it was
pcttmg near the time for the guests to de-
part, when the door suddenly opened and
AMiss Bond came striding in. Her face was
flushed, and her whole cxpression was one
of anxiety and alarm. The girls were par-
ticularly “surprised, for it was seldom, in-
deed, that they saw their headmistress so
flustered.

“I am very sorry to interrupt like this,
but I am afraid you boys will have to go
back to your own school,” said Miss Bond.
“In ordinary circumstances, I should like
you to enjoy yourselves, and I do not object
to these parties, but to-night I am worried
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—and I must Ime quictness. The school has
been robbed !”
“Robbed ! went up an amazed echo.
“Oh, Miss Bond, whatever do you mean?”
cried Irene, running forward towards the

headmistress
“Aro we to blame?” asked \mec
anxiously, “Ii’s my party, and

“No, child, no!” said Miss Bond. “I am
not blummg you in the least—although I
dare say the robber took advantage of tho
noise that was going on in this part of the
school. He realised that he would have an
easy task.”

“But what has been taken?” asked Win-
nie. *‘Oh, Miss Bond, please tell us! How
¢id this happen?”

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth, pushing
forward. ““Perhaps we can do sometlmw
Miss Bond! By George, we’ll uncstlgam,
and it won't tako us long to get on the track
of the thief!”

“I have already rung up the police, and
an inspecior from Bannington is coming over
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at once,” said Miss Bond. “So I hardly
think, boys, that I shall need your assistance.
The robbery is not very grave; my study
was broken into this
during the last hour
in, notes, have been taken from my desk!”

gad!” said Archic. “I mean, not
a fnghtful]) large amount, what?”

“It is very mysterious,” said Miss Bond,
frowning. * There were thirty-five pounds m
one bundle in the top drawer of my desk.
Aud yet only twenty-five pounds has been
taken. The other ten notes are still there,
and I caunot poaslbly understand why the
robber rejected them.”

“Well, if we can be of any help, Miss
Bond, you've only got to say the word,”
said '\xper

But the good lady declared that it would
be far beiter if all the juniors got back
to their own school before ({m police arrived.
It would only complicate matters if they
were dodging all over the place. The girls
were ordered to their own quarters, and
there were many hasty good-nights,

Outside, as the fellows were buttoning their
overcoats, Handforth was suddenly struck by
a rather <9,art1mg idea.

“T say!
Nipper aside. *What do you make of this?”

“I don’t make anything of it,” replied
Nipper, “It’s very rummy, though. The
man who took those notes must have known
they were there—"

“Man?? repeated IIandforﬂl
you know it was a man?

“Well, that’s the natural asswnption, isn’t
wie

“I dow’t want to say anything to any of

“How do

the mhms, but 'm not any too stire o
Travers, id Handforth,

“Travers!”  echoed \Inppm, aghast.
“Youw're not suggesting—-""

“Im blessed if T know what to think!”
growled Handforth. “But Travers made
some silly excuse to go out at about a
quarter-past seven, and he was away for
over a guarter of an hour. He said he went
to fetell something out of his overcoat, but

that was all spoof. Where was he durmg
Lhut quarter of an hour?”
“Talking about me?”’ asked Travers
calmly.
“Eh 7 gasped Handforth. L ¥es,
blow you, I was!” he added, seeing that any
further concealment was lmpossnble “Where

wers you when you went out, Travers?”
“Well, I wasn’t in Miss Bond’s study,

pxuchm” money !” replied Travers coolly.
Handforth's loud voice had given him away
again, and it was no longer possible; to keep
this thing secret. In less than a minute all
the juniors were discussing the matter. and
Travers was listening with amused toleration.

“Hang it, you're not suspecting me of
being a thief, T hope?” bte said. “Go ahead,
if you want to—"

“Cheese it, Travers!” said Nipper uncom-
fortably. “We're not considering such a

he said in a low voice, drawing| [
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ridiculous idea for a moment. All the same,
you might tell us where you went to. We
shouldn’t ask ordinarily, but it might be
necessary for you to have an alibi.  You
know what silly 1de'xs the police get into
their heads sometimes.”

“But they won’t be silly enough to accuse
me!” said Travers lightly. *“1 happen to
be one of the richest fellows in the Junior
School--and I'm not boasting about it. I've
got three or four fivers on me ab the present
moment, and I can get as much money as I
Jiko from my pater. So why on eath should
1 want to rob Miss Bond’s desk ?*

But some of the juniors were looking at
him very suspiciously. He had evaded any
answer to that question—he had not explained
where he had goue to during his mysterious
absence. There was something very mys-
terious about it alll

CHAPTER 20,
The Footprint |

ANDFORTH frowned as
he found Church and

McClure tugging ai

his _arms.

“Léggo!” he said
grufly. “What’s the idea, you asses?”
“Come 6n, Handy--don’t hang about
here!” sa’id Church. “We can’t do any-

thing-

“Lan’t we?” interrupted Handforth, “Pm
going to make an investigation !’

“Chuck it, you fathead!”™ said McClure in
alarm.

“Yes, by George—an investigation!” re-
peated Handforth, uttering the word as
though he enjoyed the sound of it, ‘“There’s
nothing like striking while the iron’s hot.
We can have a look at the scene of the crime
before the police get here. All the best de-
tectives do that!™

“But you're
howled Church.

“Y'm an amateur detective—and I'm pri-
vate!” said Haundforth stubbornly, *““My idea
is for us to go round to the window of
Miss Bond’s study, and make a thorough in-
vestigation. We might be able to pick up
a few clues.”

“Do you expeet to find them lying about—
like pebbles?” asked McClure sa tically.

“Hold on!” put in Nipper, as he heard the
drift of these remarks. “It might be a good
idea for us to Just take one lonk you fellows.
But we mustn’t stop. Miss Bond has asked
us to go, and it wouldn’t be good form for
us to hang about. Still, we’ll take one peep.
T’ve got a good l‘hdrxc tou‘h here.”

“Yes, I—-I forgot mine,” said Handforth
hastily.

Travers was comparatively near by, and he
had heard everything. But he was in no

not a private delective!”

wa; perturbed. He knew that he had been
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standing under that window, and he knew
that there would probably be some footprints.
Certainly it was a matter that he had over-
looked. So he really welcomed this brief
investigation. For Handfortt. and the other
. juniors would trample on that bed, too, and
would make many other footprints. It would
be all to th good.

While most of the fellows made their way
out into the roadway, Handforth and Nipper
and Reggie Pitt and one or two others went
round the si.e of the school buildings to
the window of Miss Bond’s study. There was
a light gleaming there now, and they realised
that it would be unwise for them to remain
long. 1

They crept up cautiously, and Nipper
flashed the light of his torch on the ground
as e went. There were no impressions here,
for the gravel path was hard, and there had
been no rain recently.

But under the window, clearly defined,
were somie footprints, Most of them were
Grayson’s, but one or two had been caused
by Vivian Travers. Travers himself now
pressed forward, and he took care to stand
on the bed.

“There you are!” said Handforth tri-
umphantly. “Look at this! Footprints, by
Georgel They weren’t made by a tramp,
either!”

“Just about my size, eh?” asked Travers
amusedly.

Handforth turned and stared at him,

“Yes,” he said. “Now that you come to
mention it, Travers, they arel ok at this
one, herel” N

Nipper was examining it closely, and his
expression was grave.

“It’s a ver; funny thing, Travers—but this
is just about your size,” he said slowly.
“Took here, why can’t you be frank? Do
you know anything about this affair? Did

ou see anything suspicious, and come round

ere at the time of the robbery?”

“Well, well!” said Travers. *What ideas
we do get!”

“You’d better put your foot into this im-
pression, and we’ll see if it fits|” said Hand-
forth. “Come on, Travers! We'll soon know
the ‘truth.”

Vivian Travers’ very coolness was impres-
sive, Without hesitation he moved forward
and stood in that footprint. It fitted exactly—
but he only laughed.

“Funny, isn't it?” he said. “But, then, I
dare say I could step into one of your foot-
prints, IHandy, and it would fit just the
samo. Let’s , and see.”

He pushed Handforth aside, and, sure
enough, his foot fitted very neatly into the
gtilnt that Handforth had left on the flower-
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“So you might be the robber!” said
Travers, with a grin.

“VYes, Handy, 1t's no good doing this sort
of thing,” saild Nipper, as Handforth was
about to make an outburst. “Footprints
are very deceptive things—except in cheap
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detective stories. Unless plaster casts are
taken, and every atom of it accurately
measured, it 3s impossible to be certain.
Besides, 1 don’t like this affair at all. You're
not actuallv accusing Travers, are you?”

“Of course I'm not,” said Handforth
gruffly, “I'm only suggesting that he knows
something about it. I believe he was out
here—I believe he saw the chap who did
take the money. Only ho won't say—he
won't give tho rotter away!”

Travers was beginning to feel easier.
didn’t mind being suspected—he didn’t
in the least. He had always gone his
road, and it didn’t matter to him what any-
body else thought. All the same, it was
comforting to realise that there was no actual
proof that he had been outside this window
during the evening.

By now, in any case, there could be no
possible evidence. For Travers took care
to trample all over that bed, and the other
fellows were not particularly gentle, either.
By the time they left, there was such a
confusion of footprints that the police would
be able to make nothing of them.

Not that the polico would make much of
an investigation. The robbery was only a
small one, and they would probably regard
it as a merce trifle. There would certainly
be no hue and cry—no widospread alarm.
A few tramps might be stopped and inter-
rogated in the district. but very little else
would be done,

Sa when Vivian Travers went back to
$t. Frank’s with those other Remove fellows,
he was feeling contented. Everything had
gone exactly as he had planned. And by
this time, mo doubt, Harold Gra{son had
taken that stolen money to Sam Lloyd, the
bookmaker.

There was more work for Vivian Travers
to-night!

He
care
own

e
CHAPTER 21.
Blugt!

BURGLARY?” asked
Buster Boots of the
Fourth, “At  the
Moor View School 7%

“Yes!” said Full
wood. “It happened this evening, while we
were there—at Winnie Pitt’s party.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Boots.

There was quite a lot of talk. Most of the
guests bad arrived back at St. Frank’s, and
it had not taken long for the news to get
round. Groups of juniors were standing in
the various lobbies, discussing the situation.
It did not affect them directly, but they wero
naturally interested.

“Miss Bond came and told us all about it,”
said Fatty Little indignantly. “It was a
dirty trick. breaking up the party like that
—because we were going to have some more
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Handforth didn’t want Travers to go to Winnie Pit’s party, but 'l‘ruezs wasn’t going to be 1;!:
olly. roared Handy

been invited—and I’m going,” he said, amiling cot
pecliog oft his mkoz.

refreshments later on.
cakes and things left, ang

“Oh, dry up, you greedy ass!” said Full-

wood, with a grin. ‘“Never mind about the
grub. Miss Bond told us that she had had
thirty-five quid in her desk, you chaps,” he
went on, turning to the others. “But the
rammy thing is that only twenty-five quid
was taken.”

“I say " panted Teddy Long, pushing for-
ward, “Sofe of the chaps are saying that
Travers took the money !”

“Dry up, you little idiot!” snapped Full-
wood. “Just because Travers went out for
a quarter of an hour, that’s no reason why
he should be suspected! TIt's disgraceful! If
T hear you talking like that again, Long,
T'lt make you smartt”

“I'm only repeating what some of the
other chaps are saying!” profested Teddy,
bm king away.

“1 say, though, this is a bit rummy!” ox-
claimed }Iubburd, with a startled expression
< on_his face.

“What's rummy 77

“Why, only this cvening I happened to
go into Travers’ study,” said Hubbard. “I
was looking for Long, as a matter of fact.
I went in noiselessly, and there was Travers
lolling in the chair with his eyes closed. And

There were lots of
>

“'Put ‘em up, you
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“pys

‘* Then put up your l}mds flercely,
3

he was muttering something about thirty-five
quid, and T asked him if he was talking to
himself.”
There was a silence for a moment or two.
*Is this true, Hubbard?” asked Fullwood,

at last.
“Of course it’s true!” said Hubbard. “You
dnnt think I'd spin a yarn, do you? And

isn’t it rummy that Travers should be talk-
ing about thirty-five quid? It’s a bit of
a coincidence, 1sw’t it, that that was the
exact amount in Miss Bond’s desk? And
you say that Travers was missing for about
a quarter of an hour, while you were there?”’

“Jolly suspicious!” said Boots gravely.
“Hang it, T don’t like to say anything about
the new fellow, but it's too much of a co-
incidence, isn't it?”

“The best thing you chaps can do is
to forget it!” said Fullwoed gruffly. “Per-
sonally, T don’t believe Travers would do
such a thing. MHe's not the kind—besides,
he’s got plenty of money of his own. There's
no direct evidence—no proof. So the sooner
these rumours are killed, the better.”

Most of the other sensible fellows shared
this opinion. At the same time, tho rumowrs
persisted—and Vivian Travers found himself
vaguely suspected that evening.

But at the moment be knew nothing about
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this—for he was outside, in the lane. He had
deliberately lagged behind, and it was more
by chanco than anything else that he ran
into Grayson just near the school gates.
Grayson had come up on his bicycle, and bho
was fagged and hot after a hard ride.

“You're the very fellow I wan# to see,
Travers !” said the Fifth Former, as he stood
beside hjs machine. “I've just come from
Bannington.”

“Exercise?” asked Travers, noting the re-
lieved expression on Grayson's face.

“No, you young assi” said the Fifth
Yormer. “I went over to see that confounded
bookie of yours.”

“He's not my bookie.”

“Don’t quibble!” snapped Grayson. “You
nearly got me into a mess, confound you, and
I'm lucky to get out of it. I wired to a
friend of mine this afterncon, and he turned
up trumps "

“Splendid 1 said Travers.

“Yes, he gent me the money by telegram,”
explained Grayson glibly. “So I went
straight over to Bannington, and saw that
bookie and paid him. Everything’s all right
now. So the sooner we forget the whole
infernal business, the better.”

“Congrats, dear old fellow,” said Travers

smoothly, “That friend of yours was a handy
sort of fellow.”
“Yes, rather,” agreed Grayson. “Well,

thank goodness I've settled with Lloyd! He
won’t be here to-morrow, and I can forget
the whole beastly business.”

Ho walked on, and Travers shook his head
in the darkness, In the circumstances,
Grayson’s bluff had been very ineffective.
For Travers knew that he had been lying
from start to finish. He had got that money
from Miss Bond’s desk, and then he had
ridden straight over to Bannington, so that
he could pay it over. Grayson fondly be-
lieved that he was safe. i

Ho might have thought differently if he
had followed Travers into the Ancient
House, a few minutes later. TFor Travers
went straight to the telephone, and he rang
up the Wheatsheaf, in Bannington. In less
than two minutes, he was speaking to Sam
Lloyd.

“T understand that you’ve seen Grayson?”
asked Travers. “He's given you twenty-five
pounds in notes, hasn’t he?”

“That's right, Mr. Travers, sir,” said
Lloyd. “Fair took me by surprise, too.
gave him the I.O.U.s. and he burnt them

up.

“You've still got those mnotes, haven’t
you?” asked Travers quickly. “You haven's
changed any of them?”

“No, of course not,” said Lloyd. “They're
not mine. It’s just a trick of yours, isn’t it,
to get the money into your own hands?
‘What shall I do with it?”

“Bring it over to me here—now!” said
Travers. “I'll meet you outside. It'll be
after locking-up, but I'll get out somehow.
And you must bring the actual notes, Lloyd

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

—the very oncs that Grayson gave yom.
When you get here, I'll give you a fiver for
your trouble.”

“T’ll be there within half an hour!” said
the bookmaker promptly.

RSN
CHAPTER 22.
The Evidence !

AM LLOYD was as
his word,

‘B'arely twenty-

nine minutes had
came humming up the

NEXT WEDNESDAY! snananonnn

lane from the direction of Bellton village.
As it drew near to the school a shadowy form
came out from the hedge, and stood in the
middle of the road. Travers had been watch-
ing and waiting.

“That yoy, Lloyd?” he asked, as he
shielded his eyes from the glare of the
headlamps.

The car came to a standstill.

“It’s me, right enough, Mr. Travers, sir,”®
replied the bookmaker, fcaning out. “I'm
not late, am 17"

“You've done well!” said Travers. *“But
for goodness’ sake turn those headlamps off.
I'm not supposed to be out here at all, and
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T shall get into Erouble if I am seen.
Pd better get into the car with you.”
He jumped inside, and sat next to Lloyd.
The latter was taking a bundle of notes from
his pocket, and he gh;mdecl them over with

Here,

el qr{n.

“You're a deep 'un, young gent,” he said
admiringly. “You can’t fool me, either.
That other young fellow owed you the money,
and you wanted it.”

“Don’t you believe it!” said Travers
lightly,. *“Why, it’s cost me fifteen quid,
hasn’t it? I gave you a tenner before—and
here’s another fiver.”

Lloyd scratched his head.

“Well, hang me if I can understand what
you're up to!” he said candidly.

“THE BOOT-BOY'S
LUCK!"

At last Jimmy Potts, the Ancient
House boot-boy, is able to reveal to
St. Frank’s that he is really Sir James
Potts, Bart. ! .

But before this astonishing revela-
tion  occurs—astoniching to the
school, that is—many startling and
dramatic things happen.

Of course, Vivian ‘Travers is at the
bottom of the whole affair. Travers
has got Grayson of the Fifth just
where he wants*him, and now he sets
about loti his i
scheme,

Next week’s fine story—the con-
cluding yarn in this series—contains
many surprises and dramatic in-
cidents. Make sure youn don’t miss
it,

‘“SONS OF SPEED!'”

Look out for another stunning long
instalment of this thrilling motor-
racing serial.

o ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“It isn’t in the least necessary why you
should understand,” replied Travers. e
want this money—and, later on, I may want
you to give some evidence.”

“Evidence!” ejaculated the bookmaker,
startled.

‘“Oh, you needn’t worry,” replied Travers,
“It will be private evidenco—just between
you and another gentleman and myself, per-
haps. Tl let you know later on. But if T
do want you, I shall be willing to pay for
your services.” ,

“Y'Il be ready,” said the bookmaker.
“¥You're a liberal young gent, an’ no mis-
take! Why, I'm making more moncy out of

>
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you than I make out o' the horses! And
if you're satisfied, 1 am!”

“Then we're all serene,” said Travers
smoothly. “That’s all, Lloyd. That’s all,
Sam, dear old fellow. You'd better be going
~and I must get indoors. When I want you
again, T'll ring you up. If you’re not in
the Wheatsheal at the moment, I'll leave a
messago for you. Is that clear?”

“Clear enough for me,” said Mr. Lloyd.

“There’s just one other thing,” said
Travers, as he prepared to get out of the
car. “You’ro sure that these notes are the
actual ones that Grayson gave to you?”

“Of course they are,” said tho bookmaker.
“But what does it matter? One note is just
as good as another, isn’t it?”

“Ordinarily—but not this time,” said
Travers. “But [ don’t want to make too
much of a mystery of it, Sam. Tl just tell
you one thing. Those notes were stolen.”

“Here, I say!” ejaculated Mr. Lloyd in
alarm, “What are you talking about, sir?
1 don’t want to be dragged into——"

“You'll be dragged into nothing,” inter-
rupted Travers. “But I'm just telling you
at once that those notes were stolen—by
Grayson, and you might have to give evi-
dence against him. Not to the police, of
course—and you can take my word for it
that everything will bo strictly private.
There’s nothing for: you to worry about,
S8am, Those notes were paid to you in the
ordinary way, and you kept the whole trans-
action to ycurself, didn’t you?”

“You bet T did!” said Mr. Lloyd.

“Then there’s nothing to worry about,”
continued Travers, getting out of the car.
“Just hold yourself in readiness to coma
when I want you, and the whole thing will
be over ‘and done with.”

Mr. Lloyd went, feeling very uncertain—
and not a little uneasy.

But Vivian Travers was not uneasy in the
least. He got indoors without being spotted,
and the first thing he did wae to go to his
study, and lock himself in.

He made sure that the blind was drawn,
and then he went over to his own desk—
rather an elaborate affair, which filled omne
corner of the little room. He unlocked the
top and slid it back. Then he placed the
twenty-five currency uotes into one of the
pigeon-holes, after which he locked the desk
again, and grinned appreciatively.

“The évidence!” he murmured. “VYes, by
Sameon, I’ve got all the evidence! The
numbers of these notes are in Miss Bond’s
possession, and the notes themselves are in
mine. When it comes to a ‘show-down,”
Grayson will be caught like a rat in a trap!”

This thought seemed to give Travers a
great deal of satisfaction. Indeed, he openly
gloated. His scheming had borne fruit. His
eunning plan—whatever it was—was working
out just as he had desired. Then a softer
ook eame into his face.

(Continued on page 44.)
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Extrhcts from the St. Frank’s Magaz{ne.

I 1
THE LEAP-FROG CHAMPIONSHIP
Who Will Be The Winner?

By REGGIE PITT

HE Annual Leap-Frog Tournament,
promoted by the fags of St. Frank’s,
will take place in a few days; and
the school is swept by a wave of ex-

citement,

Will Willy Handforth, last year's
champion, retain his title? That is the burn.
ing question! Willy is a leap-frogger—or
should it be leap-froggist ?—of great renown,
and his sensational victory last year was an
epoch in the annals of St. Frank’s sport.

Let us now survey the chances of the
various candidates who will take part in the
titanic struggle.

JUICY LEMON,—A leapfrogger who has
shown vast improvement of late. He
used to be rather reckless, but now he
always looks before he leaps. He is
nimble on his pins, has a nice “take-off,”
and it is said that he could leap-frog
over a lamp-post. But this is probably
an exagpgeration. However, Juicy Lemon
is bound to show up well in tho great
tournament, for he is determined to give
Willy, his study-mate and leader, a good
run for his money.

WILLY HANDFORTH.—Here we have a
genuine candidate, who will move
Heaven and earth to retain his title. I

have watched Willy leap-frogging in the &

‘Triangle, and have been impressed b
his form. I bave, in fact, made a bac]
for him on several occasions, and he has
cleared me without the slightest diffi-
culty. Once, instead of touching my toes,
I stood practically bolt upright, with my
head lowered a little; and Willy came
sailing over me in great style. lieve
me, he will take a deal of beating in the
tournament.

A, Bi‘UTTON.——AnoLher leap-frogger who has

come on " by leaps and bounds! He
takes a leisurely run, and clears his
ob.igot with consummate ease. His one
failing is that he takes matters a trifle
too easy; and this is a dangerous policy
against opponents of the calibre of Willy
Handforth and Juicy Lemon. I fancy
Button will fail,

BILLY HOOK.—This is the “dark horse”
of the tournament, and he may create
8 surprise. Little is known_about nis
leap-frogging abilities; but I saw him
take a flying leap over his Form-master's
desk the other day. He cleared it in
great style, but made a bad landing,
alighting on his cranium. If he docs

this sort of thing in the tournament, he

will probably “retire hurt * before it is

half-way through; and for this reason
do not think he will win,

KERRIGAN.—A leap-frogger of greab

ability, He is very modest about his

abilities, but he is reported to haye won
leap-frog championships before. Is very
agile, and is said to be able to clear &
height of eight feet; but this mustube
taken with a grain of salt. Will go “all

out” to win_the tournament, and has a

fairly rosy chance.

There are several other competitors,” bub
1 haven’t the space to deal with their claims
and_chances,

We shall see a great afternoon’s sports;
and my opinion 1s that the Leap-Frog
“Championship will again be won by Willy
Handforth, whose most_dangerous opponents
will probably be Juicy Lemon and Kerrigan.

Fenton of the Sixth has kindly consented
to act as judge and any, competitor who
quarrels with Fenton’s decisions will get it
where the chicken got the chopper!

A magnificent cup will be awarded to the
winner of the tournament. Some say it will
be a_china tea-cup, others declare it will bo
merely an cgg-cup. Anyway, it isn't the
prizo that counts, it’s the sport. Every com:
petitor will be as keen as mustard; and
may the best man win!

HEROES OF THE PAST
By EDGAR FENTON
(Captain of the Sixth)

T is only to be expected that St. Frank’s

I should have a long roll of heroes, I

do not refer to the Old Boys who fell

in the Great War, but to the boys wha

performed deeds of valour whilst still at the
school.

Whilst a cricket match was in progress
during the summer of , a mad bull,
which had from a rhbouring
field, came charging on to the playing-pitch,
scattering the fieldsmen, batsmen and
umpires, who fled helterskelter to the
pavilion. The infuriated bull, after sending
the wickets flying, went charging towards the
pavilion. Lots of fellows darted inside, but
a great number could not gain admittance,
and were at the mercy of the oncoming bull.
Tt was at this juncture that Daunt of the
Sixth made an heroic offort to capture the
bull. He lassoed the frenzied animal with a
stout rope, but not until he had been twice
knocked down, and rather badly hurt, The
bull was tethered to the railings of the
cricket ground, where it remained until a
number of farm hands arrived with bull
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Daunts prompt and

sticks to take it ﬂ\Vuf' o
y smed se\em ives,

p}ucky nctxon probnb

In 1873 the Headmaster of St. Fumk’s-—n‘.
was not Dr. Stafford in those days—had an
alarming experience. He was returning
from Bellton in the dusk of a winter even-
ing, when he was attacked by footpads,
robbed of his money and watch, and securely
tied to a tree in an adjommg wood. Four
members of the Remove Form—Pryor, Jack-
son, Welsh and Williams—came on the scene
just as the footpads had completed their fell
work., They promptly hurled themselves at
the two burly men, and after a fierce struggle
succeeded in overpowering them. The Head
was released from his unhappy predicament,
and his belongings were restored to Thim.
The footpads appeared before the magistrates
in due course, and received their just deserts.
The four Removites had to give evidence,
and they were warmly commended by the
Bench for their plucky action.

The River Stowe has been the scene of
many thrilling rescues. It has a very swift
and treacherous current, and inesperienced
hoaters and bathers have frequently found
themselves in difficulties.. Perhaps the most
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heroic rescue on record was that effected by
Maxwell, who was captain of St. Frank’s in
1895. Four foolhardy fags had been bathing
at a dangerous spot, in ﬂance of the warn-
ing notice on the bank; and they ‘were not
sufficiently strong swimmers to combat the
current. axwell saw their plight, and he
plunged in again and again, bringing the

one by one to safety. He was well-nigh

%austed on going in for the last time, and,
strong swirimer though he was, he was
unable to get to_the bank with the last of
the four fags. But he held the boy up in
the water until help arrived, the rescued fags
having obtained a coil of rope from the boat-
house. Maxwell's gallant rescue worlk was
brought to the notice of the Royal Life-
Saving Society.

Many heroic deeds have been performed
by the St. Frank’s fellows of to-day. Nipper
has a_large number to his credit. So also
have Edward Oswald Handforth and Reggie
Pitt and Tom Burton, who is one of the
strongest swimmers in the whole school. But
they are very modest concerning their
achievements, and do not wish me to describe
them in this article. I will duly observe
their wishes,

T THE “ST. FRANK’S MAGAZINE’ SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT T
— interviews —
MR, HENRY SELBY, the Master of the Third Form at ST. JIM’S.

other day, the editor of the “St. Frank's

Mag.” called me into the editorial sanctum

—ahem!—and told me that he wanted me
to interview somebody.

“I want you to go over to St. Jim's,” said the
editor, *and interview Ay, Henry Seiby. He's
one of the Form-masters there. Here’s ten bob
to cover your travelling expeuscs. Let me have
your article by this evening without fail.”

IFELT very bucked with myself when, the

Now, had heard all about this merchant
Selby., He’s a beast, and he’s not a just beast,
either. He's just a beast.

1 didn’t relish the prospect of fagging over to
St. Jim’s to interview a pig like Selby, and I
detenmnnd to wriggle out of the job, if possible.

s 1 was crossing the Triangle I bumped into
Teddy Long, the sneak of the Remove,

“Wherefore that worried brow?” he inquired.

Now, although I do not like Long—far from if,
indeed!—1 was not averse to him taking on this
job if he cared to do so. Anything to get out

of it, as far as I was concerned!
“T've got to 59 and interview old Selby,
Jim’s, for (‘w_e

of 8t.
Mag.,’” I said. “And I'm not ab
Would you like to take the joh

“Yes—for a consideration,” said
always has an cye to business.
“Here's ten hob,” T said, *It's intended for
traveling expenses, buni you ecan save the whole
of it by going over to St. Jim’s your Dbike.
And be sure you do the job¥properly.”

Long nodded.

“Trast me!” he said.

And without more ado he drag;

Long, who

ged his antiquated

g;jd:{on out of the cycleshed, and set off for

That was about two o’clock in the afternoon.
I expected to see Long hack by five, but at that
hour there was no sign of him.

Another hour passed—and another. And still
Long failed to put in an appearance.

“Wonder where the silly ass has got to?" I
muttered for the tenth time.

It was not until locking-up time that Lonmg
returned.’ And the manner of his return was
pathetic, He came limping in at the school

gates. dragging his prehistoric hieycle afier him.
W-0w-ow-ow-ow!" he groaned dismally.

“Loug"' I exclaimed, gnmg forward to sepport
him. “What's hnppene d 7

And then TLong trotted out his tale of woe.
He had been to St. Jim's, he said, and he found
that Selby was out p]aymg gc]f, 50 he had to
tramp all the way to the links in order to inter-
view him. And when he got there, Selby com-
pelled him to act as caddie for the whole of the
afternoon!

b | was absolutclv ruge:l out by the time I'd
finished,” groaned Long. “And then I had to
start back to St. Fnank s, and I've walked nearly
all the way!"

“You—you've walked? T echoed.

“Yes. You see, I had no lamps on my bike,
thinking I should get back in daylight, and so
1 couldn't ride, except om»a few stretches of

Jonely road, for fear of the bobbies. Groo! I'm
half dead!”

Long looked it, too! He was weary and worn
and sad, and several other things besides.

thanked my lucky stars that 1 had been able to
prevail upon him to take over my job!



‘THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Edwy Searles Brooks chats

with our readers.

NOTE.~If any reader writes to wme, I shall te r?cased to conunent 1 pon, wnh remmLs as are likely to 1. :lpr
DIVY*SEARLE 11

the majority. All letters should be_addressed :
NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

will have my personal altention.
sender's name.

please.—E.
You'd M\o the Old Paper enlarged, and
priced  at —Leaguer Richard TFerrell

((!QuC‘ShC’&an nc)—so that more League
items can be included. And you'd like me
to put it to the vote. Nothing doing, old
son, That's purely a matter for the Tditor.
And, if you put the matter fully before him,
I ve no dnubt he'll deal with it in his weekly

“Pow-Wow. I don’t like rebuffing any-
bods. So I hope all the rest of you will
take the hint, and &ddress your remarks on
Editorial and League matters to the Editor
and Chief Oﬁccr direct.

- "

Nipper's ~p(‘cm[ girl, dmm—Llnme Walte

ayragul, Vie. Auns)—is Mary Summer:
and Marjorie Temple is Archie's. OF course
girls can join the St, I'rank’s Imngue—thc
more the werrier, There arc no age or sex
limitations, While primarily for the young-
sters, it's a League for everybody, and T've
an idea the C.O. won’t be really and truly
safisfied until cvery reader has become a
member. Al your other questions have
been recently answered in these columns.

® *

In the next paragraph, I'm going fo re-
print six readers’ names, You six bave all
sent me your photographs, with a request for
an autographed copy of mine, but you've
omitted to gi\'o me any addrees to which
T can forward the latter. So, if you haven't
already done so, please hmr\ up and repair
the omission,

" * “
William R. Allsopp (late of Dudley),
“Blot "  Sheffield), ]\Imlrim L‘unll (post
mark, North Finchley, N.12), “Apprecia-

tive ” (Brixton), Kitty Allen (Hn(knm, N.1),
Leslic Garrett (Leeds).
* *

T've asked for all these addresses before,
and, as this isn't a matter of general in-
terest, I hope I shan’t have to do so again.
In fact, as these pages are only supposed
to contain items likely to interest a majority
of you, I'm afraid any of you six just

*

HS,

The Fleeticay House. Frlrlln’lluﬂ Street, I()\l)()\ I" .4 v
Lelters of very xpmnl wnerit will be distinguished bJ a star (*) nnnmsl the
My photo exchange offer is still open ; mur autographed photo for yours—ubut yours first,

0 The bdv'

i letter

named will have to go without my photo-

graph unless I do now receive your addresses

without further reminder.
*

»

The St. Frank’s House Captains—DMaithew
H. Clanachan (Glasgow)—ure as follows:
AXCIENT HOUSE: Captain of the School,
Head Boy, and Scnior House Captain—
Edgar Penton Captain of the Junior School,
Remove (,uptam and Junior House Captmu
—Richard Hamilton (Nipper). Captain of
the  Third—Willy  Handforth. WEST
HOUSE: Head Boy, and Scnior House Cap-
tain—Arthur \Iorro“ Juntor House Cap-
tain—Reginald Pitt. MODERN HOUSE
Head Boy, and Senior House Captain
Walter Reynolds. Jourth Form Captain,
and Junior House Captain—John Buster-
ficld Boots. EAST HOUSE: Head Boy, and

Senior House Captein—Simon Kenmore.
Junior House Captain—Timothy Armstreng.
+* * *

With regard to Dr. Brett—“M.C."" (Cobh)
—he'll be cropping up now and again in the
St. Frank’s tal as occasion requires. It
doest’t do to just drag in a_particular char-
acter merely for the sake of sceing him, or
her, there. He—or she—must be properly
linked up with the plot of the particulur
story which is being related, or where's the
interest?  That's “hy so many characters
have, of necessity, to remain in the back-
ground—often  for Iong periods. But
they're there when they're wanted, all the
same.

* # #
You deserve a star—Wilfred Thomas*
(Hereford)—for this sentence in your letter:

“T give my copies away o my acquaintances,
and so help the good Old Paper on.” Thank
you, Wilfred T hope many others of yeu
loyalists will pro»o your loyalty in the same
way. Xf you're pleased, tell others; if not,
tell me! .

Miss V. Day (Lowestoft), Roy Ashton*
((,\\mhll('n), Winifred I’runh (Woolswich),

* *
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Jack E. Ockenden* (Pyrford), Alice Ban-
field (London, . 2), George R. Pearce (Not-
tingham), Sidoey W. Le Ronx* (King-
wylhamstowlrl C.P., SA); G. Wilsan
(Bedford), ‘“‘J. G. N.» (Blackburn), Charles
Knight (Thlapstox)), Arthur R. Winkle
{Longton), Terence Sullivan* (Malta), Nor-
man Milson (Hull), John Harold Richmond*
(Manchester), D. Cramp (Len‘ester), Jessie
Prudence Green \Londou, ‘\i ).

Augustus Hart is still at St. Frank’s—L.
Eddison (Bmdfnrd)—~sha.rmg Study P, in
the West House, with Justin B. Farman and
Owen major. The other two Removites you
mention—Jerry Dodd and the Hon. Douglas
Singleton—will be heard more of in due
course, i - -

That cheery youngster, Stanley Kerrigan,
is_ still breczing along in the Third—
“Horatius ¥*  (Manor Park, E.12)—as
staunch as ever to his csptn‘m—young Willy
Handforth, I am afraid there is no list in
print_of the titles in the old Old Series of
Our Paper And as there were five hundred
and six ?ht of these they would fill some
space. td if there should be a géneral
desire among you to have them appear in the
Old Paper, it wouldn't be impossible, I sup-
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pose, tﬁprint them, a few at a time, in
numerical order—say, a dozen or so every
week, But, at that rate, it would take the
best part of a year to get through them,
and long before the last dozen titles
appeared, you’d all be thoroughly fed-up
with seeing the' blesseg thing;s, I expeet.

I don’t think you “nosey " at all—J.
Kerry (Nottingham)—and your question is
quite a legitimate one. All the St. Frank’s

stories: which have appecared in the Old
Paper, prior to No, 485, Old Series, and
which were ostensibly related by Nipper,

were, of course, actually written by me. Bur,
since No. 484 {tha last of the old style), I
have written all the yarns in the third person
instead of the first. And, as very few of you
have objected, I have been bound to conclude
that the present-day method of spinning the
yarns wins the popular vote, hands down.

THE SENSATION OF THE WEEK!

“«PTHE BLACK

WESTERN TALE

FEATURING THE
MOST AMAZING
CHARACTER EVER
CREATED:

SACK GANG!”

HUNDREDS |
‘oF
THRILLS |

The RIO KID. YOU’LL FIND HIM IN !
The POPULAR Now on Sale:’
== o
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OUT TO SMASH THE RECORD ! Ma

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

rk Lyneh has set up a new world’s land

speed record, but that doesn’t mean he’ll keep it, for Dick Barry, his

closest rival, is hot on his track with the Kent Flyer,

Things move with

a hum in the gripping instalment below !

HOW THE STOR
DICK BARRY is a cheery, iron-nerved boy,
who acts as racing = mechanic to his

brother—

BIG BILL BARRY, and assists him in _the
building of a record-breaking machine
known as the Kent Fiyer. This wonder-
Iu}Frncing car has been designed by

PROFESSOR” KENT, in opposition to a

gpeed machine known as the Giant Ince

Eight, built by a rival firm and driven

by
MARK LYNCH, a dare-devil speedman, who

has always borne a grudge against Bill.
Dick gets a chance to drive a car in a

The Flyer in Peril !

SR R
HE Kent mechanics were alrcady
l busy on the tarpaulin tovering
the Flyer, and some of them were
hauling the ramps out, down which the
car would be slid off the lorry to the
sands. The crowd came swarming round,
with police and officials trying to keep
them back, =
Dick saw Lynch stroll up. The man was
no longer grinning. In his face there was
something like fear, and Dick could see
that he was scared that they might break
the new record he had set up. i
When the Giant had been put through
her first trials she had been almost un-
manageable. Perhaps during this record-
breaking run she had' not been much
better, and Lynch might be afraid of
driving the car again, as he would have to
do if Bill beat him now. Dick caught the
arm of a man near him.
*Did you see the Giant do it?” he asked.

1] HiIHHIlIHIHIIIlUIHIIHIIlmllIHI]l!IHIIHHIIIHIII]]llllmllm[l[lllIIlHIHIIHlIIIHIHHHIHHI}IHIllllHlII|lI(IHlXI[IIIHIIHIHIHIIIHI

(Now read on.)

By ALFRED EDGAR,

Y STARTED—

great Continental race, and manages to
beat Lynch. e rival driver, anxious
for his revenge, takes the Giant Ince to
Seacombe Sands with the idea of smash-
ing the world's record for the- fastest
land speed. On the morning that the
mighty Xent Flyer is ready to run, Bill—
who has broken a rib in an accident a
few days before—gets a telegram telling
him that Lynch has shattered the record
with a speed of 205 miles an hour. It is
up. to Dick and Bill to do better than
this, and they immediately take the Fiyer
up to Seacombe Sands!

T T T T

“All over the blessed course!” the man
answered. “Never seen anything like itl
Can’'t make out how it was that Lynch
didn’t smash himselt up! She knocked
down the flags for about half a mile—but
she didn’t half shift!”

Dick had no chance to talk further.
From the light lorry a mechanic pitched
out a bundle of overalls. Dick grabbed
his own, tossed Bill’s over, and then
struggled into them. After that he gave
a hand with the ramps.

These were just long, very heavy planks
of wood with little guards at the side.
They were secured to the back of the lorry
by a steel arm fitting into a slot, and held
there by a thick metal pin. The ramps
formed a gentle slope, down which the car
could be pushed.

Everything was made ready with a swift-
ness which was the outcome of the eager-
ness of the Kent mechanies to sce the Ilyer
fulfil their hopes. In no time at all ropes

“How did she run?”

were secured to the front of the car, while
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Bill clambered to the lorry to direct opera-

tions.

Lynch stood close at hand, watching the |-

machine as it was eased out, tail-first.
Dick was at the professor’s side, ready to
steady the tail of the machine if it became
necessary :

Slowly the Flyer came out, and Diek was
surprised when he saw Lynch suddenly
stride forward and flick oft the ramp &
length of rope which, for a moment, was
checking one rear wheel It wasn’t like
g.xexrival speedman to do anything to aid

ill!

Lynch remained where he stood by the
top of the ramp, one hand easing the car
down until the rear wheels had travelled a
third of the distance to the sand. Then,
abruptly, Dick saw the plank on his side
start to drop.

The edge of it caught for the fraction of
a seccond, and in that moment Dick saw
Lynch’s hand jerking out the metal pin
which held it into place. He wasn’t there
ionprously helping them get the car out;

e was pulling out the pin so that the
plank would drop.and let the machine fall!

And if it fell, the Flyer would certainly
smash its rear wheel and strain the back
axle. That would stop it going for the
record until she had been repaired—and
repairs might take days!

Dick flung himself forward in the
instant that the top edge of the plank
slipped. He slithered over the sand on one

- knee, thrusting lhis shoulder under the
wheel-hub and straining to hold the Flyer
as it slipped.

He shouted as the ramp thudded fo the
sand, and he took the whole weight of the
car. He glimpsed Lynch leaping away,
and then the Flyer was bearing Dick
down. He gritted his tecth as he tensed
the strength of every muscle, bracing him-
self against the weight.

If the car dropped, they were done!

Ready for the Speed Duel !

NLY for split seconds did Dick’s
O slim figure take the weight of the
machine, then the professor came
rushing forward, while Bill fairly flung
himself to help.

Mechanics and spectators came leaping
to his aid; a score of hands were thrust
under the tail and the side of the Flyer
to hold it and stop the machine falling.

“The ramp—lift it!” Bill gasped, and
his veins stood out on his set face as he
did what he could to help, sweat starting
on his forehead from the jagging pain of
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his broken rib; he’d forgotten it when he
rushed. '

Men heaved the ramp up as the rear
wheel of the Flyer was lifted. In a moment
or two it was in place again, and the pin
was driven firmly home. Gasping, Dick
stepped back.

“How'd that—h
hoarsely.

Dick hesitated It was on the tip of his
tongue to say that he had seen Lynch pull
the pin out under cover of pretending to
help them  But Dick knew what would
happen if he said that. Probably there'd
be a row, and that would look bad before
the crowd. So he said nothing, and Bill
went on:

“*Lucky you moved quickly,
Hurt yourself?” And when Dick shook his
head, Bill added: “The pin must have
slipped, or something! All right, boys,
lower away—Ilet her come gently. That’s
the style!”

Slowly, the Flyer rolled down the ramp
and was hauled clear of the lorry to where
boards had been laid out on to the sand
to prevent her wheels sinking.

They spent ten minutes looking around
the machine, with Dick ecarefully checking
the tyre pressures. The engine was started
up, and the crowd was cleared back as Bill
walked across to the officials.

“T’ll run down to the far end of the
course,” he said. * By that time she ought
to be warmed up. Then I'll do one run
each way and come in to get my speeds
from you If they're good enough, I’ll go
for the record straight away.”

“Two trials, then the record runms, is
that it?” an official asked. “Yow’ll have
just about time to do it, Barry. Good
luck I

Bill nodded, then turned as he heard the
professor calling to him and beckoning
him towards the touring car, the hood of
which bad been pulled up. Dick won-
dered what was going to happen as he saw
Bill duck inside.

Half a minute later and he saw that Bill
had slipped off overalls and the clothes
beneath, and the professor was buckling
round his body a stout, broad strip of
eanvas. That was to lend support to his
damaged fib during the run.

Bill came out of the car, buttoning up
his overalls, then he moved to the Kent
Flyer. Down the course the light lorry
was roaring, mechanics aboard it, loaded
with planks on which the Flyer could
stand if it came to rest at the far end.

It is a strange thm%' that sand, which
is so yielding, is really magnificent for
high speed. At Seacombe the sea flattened
it out with every tide, leaving a great

?” Bill d £ ¥

PP

oung ’un!
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smooth stretch. Although the car was all
right so long as it kept moving, the
moment that it stopped the wheels would
begin to sink; that was why planks had to
be placed for the machine to stand on.

In a way, it was rather like thin ice,
which will support a skater if he traverses
it at speed, but will break and let him
through if he goes slowly or stops.

Dick helped Bill into the car, buckling
his brother’s crash helmet tightly under
the chin and securing the straps in special
elastic bands which would hold the ends
securely. He patted Bill’s goggles down
over his eyes, then polished the lenses with
a silk handkerchief.

“Right!” Bill yelled above the thunder
of the Flyer’s engine, and stuck his right
hand over the side of the narrow, warm
cockpit.

“Best o luck !” Dick said huskily, as he
gripped Bill's fist, then stood aside while
the professor came up and shook hands.
He didn’t say anything.

Half a dozen men grouped at the tail of
thie machine, ready to give it a push off the
planks and help the back wheels to take up
the drive. Bill remained with one hand
upraised, then suddenly lowered it as bhe
speeded up the engine.

The car shot forward with a roar. Two
or three planks were sent flying from the
spinning rear wheels, a mighty fount of
sand sprayed up, ‘and the car shot away.
It slid between the flags on to the course,

: then went surging along to the sands for
the starting point—a long, low, roaring
streak of red

As it went, Dick glanced at the officials
grouped about the table bearing the timing
instruments. All were watching the Flyer.

In front of the long line of parked cars
by the sand-dunes, spectators were massed,
every eye on the speeding machine.

Standing apart, near the huge, deserted
bulk of the Giant Ince, was Mark Lynch.
Onc hand was at his mouth as he nervously
gnawed his finger-nails while he watched

Liis rival.

D better to watch. He saw the Flyer
reach the end of the flag-marked

course—just a speck against the yellow

sands—and turn in a wide sweep.

The Flyer had been built with the idea
of doing two hundred and fifty miles an
hour. That was the goal of the wonderful
machine; it was also the goal of the gar-
gantuan Giant Ince, now standing not far
irom Dick.

Something Wrong !
ICK climbed on to the big lorry the
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Whether Bill would touch that speed or
not, Dick didn’t know. It was hardly
likely, considering that they had been un-
able to spend any time in testing fhe
machine $till, the Flyer was good enough
to do better than Lynch, providing nothing
went wrong.

That wus the awful risk of high-speed
records. ‘There was always the chance
that something might happen; something
chat would turn the long, red car from a
marvellous machine roaring in triumph to
a broken, shattered, smoking wreck, with
Bill erumpled in the heart of it.

Dick’s hands were gripping tightly on
the side of the lorry as he saw the red
Flyer turn for its first speed-burst. Nose-
on, the machine became a mere blur on the
saud, and it was hard to tell that it was
moving—save for the growing plume which
rose from her tail.

On she came, sand rising behind her.
From a dot she grew to a red, sliding blob,
then, in no time at all, became a car
which approached with a smashing, deafen-
ing roar. The tearing slam of its crashing
exhaust stunned on Dick’s ear-drums as
the car rocked level in breath-taking speed
—and then was past!

She slashed beyond them and was hidden
by the sand that rose behind as she sped
straight as an arrow for the far end of the
course.

Dick heard the voice of the crowd boom-
ing through the sound of the car as, in no
time at all, it reached the other end of the
flags, then came round in a broad sweep.

“ He’s coming back now,” Dick thought.
“Wonder what speed he did? Gosh, it was

terrific! He'll just about——  Hallo,
what’s up?”
The Fiyer was straight again and

coming back, but she was moving slowly.
Some men at that end were running
towards the car as though something had
gone wrong, but the machine did not wait
for them. It came on, rolling down the
middle of the course.

Dick watched it, his heart thumping.
What was the matter? Wasn't Bill satis-
fied with the machine? Did he want some.
thing done to it before he tried it again?

There was no time for delay. Already
the incoming tide was creeping over the
sand. In a matter of minutes, now, it
would be on the course.

Dick slipped down from the lorry. He
got a glimpse of Lynch craning his head
to look, a sudden grin on his thin lips as
he realised that something had gone
wrong.

The car came up the course, and Dick
started to run to meet it. Officials and
mechanics came with him, and to onc of
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the men from the timing instruments, Dick
asped:

“What did he do on that run?”

“Just over two hundred an’ one miles an
hour,” the official answered. “Good going,
that !”

They ran on, Dick lending a hand to the
mechanie who was struggling with a couple
of planks over his shoulder. The group
sfoppcd as the machine came nearer. The
E lanks were sct on the sand, then they

eckoned for Bill to drive uF on to them.
The red Flyer came on; anks bucked
under her front wheels as the men grouped
around the machine and pushed it forward,
then Dick jumped to the cockpit.
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his injury He’d come in because he knew
that he couldn’t drive for the record in
that state

Dick tried to lift his brother. Over the
other side of the cockpit showed the sud-
denly-pallid face of the professor. Between
them they eased Bill up, then mechanics
came to help them get him out and lay
him on coats hastily spread on the sand.

Somebody tried to force brandy between
his gritted teeth, then a doctor came run-
ning up, to unbuckle the canvas strip
about Bill’s body and feel gently at his
chest.

“Gct a

the doctor said

“Carry

stretcher,”

quickly, as he straightened up.

As Dick saw the plank move, he flung imselt Sorward and prepared to take the weight of the Kent Fiyer nn

his shoulder.

He saw that Bill's face was deathly
white, and he was slumped back in his
seat, one hand to his side.

“What’s the matter:” exclaimed Dick,
as he wrenched at his brother’s helmet
and snatched away his goggles.

“My side!” Bxe’ gaspec “Rib’s gone
again—or—something ! Can’t stand the—
i)umpmu It’s knocked me- sick! I'm—

-

His voice died away as his eyes closed,
and he crumpled sideways in the narrow

cockpit!
= il
D swooned from the pain. The jolt-
ing and thudding of the hurtling
machine had been too much for him and

Dick to the Rescue ]
ICK stared aghast. Bill had

He knew that if he did not the wonderful racing car would toppie dowr and be wrecked !

him to the inn. He's got a fractured rib,
but I don’t think it’s more serious than
that, He can’t drive again to-day, and it’s
the pain that’s knocked him out.”

His words struck the group to silence,
then one of the timing officials said to the
pmfes:ol
hat means it's all off, I suppose?”

“I'm afraid so.” said the professor
quictly. “I’'m sorry.”

“Nobody else can drive, I take it?”
asked the man

“No, there isn‘t——" began the pro-

fessor, but he broke off as Dick caught his
arm.

The boy looked from Bill’s white-faced
form to the machine

“What about me?” he asked. “T’ll take
her, professor! I drove in the Targa
Florio for you, and I m not scared. Bill'll
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‘be mad when he comes round, if he thinks
we've let him down and Lynch has licked
us. TLet me drive.”

“You’'ll have to decide pretty quickly,”
the official said. “There’s just about time
for a single run ecach way before the sea
comes on to the course.”

“That settles it I'” Dick answered. “I’'ll
take her.”
“Good heavens, boy, you can’t—-"

began the professor, but Dick swung
round on him,

“I'll be all right—I’'I1 do it I” he gasped.
“Bill touched over two hundred miles an
hour with her, and he was going casy with
the car. I'll put my foot down. I'll do
it—or bust her, sir. Let me have a shot
at it. It's no good if we don’t do it to-
day, and it’ll be weeks before Bill’s fit
enough to drive the Flyer!”

Dick was right, and the professor knew
it. He wasn’t afraid that Dick couldn’t
handle the machine; he was scared of what
might happen if there was a smash. Dick
would ‘be carrying his life in his hands,
and he hadn’t Bill’s experience in an emer-
geney at speed,

The professor shook his head—but Dick
didn’t sce it. He was already jumping to
where Bill’s crash helmet lay on the sand.
As he grabbed it, he saw that Bill's eyes
were opened, and he was staring at Dick.

“Bill, I'm going to drive her,” Dick ex-
claimed. “I’'m going to have a cut at it !”

“Good for you, young *un!” Bill tried
to raise himself, but he sank back as his
broken rib set up a sudden spasm of pain,
He stared at Dick for a moment or &o,
then mnodded his head, as though he
approved of what Dick was doing, while
into his eyes there came a gleam at his

pluck.
“Steering’s hard,” he told the boy
jerkily. “You have—to oversteer to—keep

her straight, if she runs off a bit, She
bumps like the deuce. Wedge yourself in.
Don’t use that helmet; get one that’ll fit
you properly.”

He 'lifted his hand and Dick gripped it,
then turned to the car, the engine of
which was still roaring.

He climbed into the cockpit and lowered
himself to the low seat. He found that he
lay almost flat, and as he settled down the
official, who had spoken to the professor,
leaned over the side.

“Don’t waste a minute!” he yelled in
Dick’s ear. “The wind’s changing, and
it’s helping the tide—look

He pointed out to sea. The wave-tops
there were being crested by wind-urged
foam, and sight of it told Dick several
things, The tide was now coming in more
swiftly than had been expected ; also, there
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would be a cross-wind during the rum,
which would make the Flyer more difficult
to hold. In addition, if the wind remained
in the same quarter, it would rufile up
the sand on the morrow, so that it would
not be smooth cnough to ge for the record
—and the wind might remain in the same
direction for days.

It all meant that it was a case of now
or never, with not a moment to waste. It
might take five minutes or so for him to

et a crash helmet, even if he drove over
or it, and, anyway, no helmet would save
him if he did smash the car up.

Dick turned to the man,

“I’'lIl drive straight down and go for the
record just as I am, Give me Bill's
goggles [

Somebody passed them up to him, and
he glanced round. Mechanics were ready
to push the car forward when he gave the
signal. -

“Get the course cleared !” he shouted to
the official, then raised his left hand.
“Right " he yelled, and eased in the
cluteh,

The car surged forward, the rear of his
narrow seat thudding against his back.
The Flyer went swooping down the course
as, from the crowd at the side, four men
came running with a stretcher to pick Bill
up.
pAn instant later and it was all left
behind as Dick sent the Flyer on over the
sand, making for the end of the flags and
the starting-point of the run.

“It’s neck or nothing now,” he thought,
as the mighty car roaved on. “Gosh, I'm
driving the Flyer! Never thought it’d
ever be my luck. Anyway, I won’t let old
Bill down. I'll be doing two hundred
miles an hour shortly—wonder what it'll
feel like?™

Ready for the Record !

HAT thought slid through Dick’s

I brain as he sent the Kent Flyer

roaring towards the end of the
course. He saw the mechanics laying
planks for him to rest the car on, and
near them was a uniformed man attached
to the officials, who were timing the
record runs.

The Flyer shot across a black timing-
strip which, Dick knew, marked the begin-
ning of the measured mile, but his actual
run would start nearly three miles“before
lio reached that,

“Steering’s hard " He remembered
Bill's gasping words to him before he got
into the car. “You have to oversteer to
keop her straight, if she runs off, She
bumps like the deuce I” He repeated the
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words as he drove, the car seeming to
swoop towards the distant group of little
figures.

Dick knew exactly what he had to do.
He had to make two runms, onme in each
direction, and the average speed over the
two runs would count for the record.
When Lyneh had travelled at 205 miles an
hour his speed for one run had been about
200 m.p.h., and for the other run 210—
that gave him an average speed of 206
miles an hour, which stood for the record.

The reasom for making two rums was
that the car might be aided by the wind
in one direction, which would be unfair
assistance. But when it came back for
its second run, it would have the wind
against it. This evened things up, if the
average of the two runs was taken.

Dick slowed the car a little as he roared
down on the mechanics, then, still slowing,
he pulled it out in a broad sweep, and,
with the engine throttled right down, he
turned and ran on to the planks the men
had laid.

One of them was wizened little Joe,
Hurst, and he gasped when he saw Dic
behind the wheel.

“You drivin’?” he asked in astonish-
ment. “What’s the matter with Bill?”

“He’s hurt his busted rib again,” Dick
answered. “He can't drive.” He tried to
make his voice steady, but he felt that
it shook a little. He saw the uniformed
man running across to him.

“Hold on a bit ! he yelled. “Haven’t
got the “ all clear ’ signal yet.”” He came
up to the car, then went on: “There’s a
motor-cyclist at the other end, by the last
timing-strip. When you finish your first
run he’ll drive up to you and tell you
your time—then you’ll know how to drive
for the sccond burst. It’s a—" He
broke off,

Far over the sands a man was waving a
big green flag, showing that the course
was clear.

“You're all right,” the official yelled.

“The course is ready!” and he stepped |

away from the car.

“Qood luck !” Hurst grabbed at Dick’s
hand. “Good luck, Dick I”

Dick twisted his dry lips to a grin and
glaneed over his shoulder. The mechanics
were crowding at the tail of the car, ready
to push him off He lifted his left arm
to signal them, and held it poised for a
momenkg,

The long, low, red mwachine glimmered
in the sunshine, a glaringly-coloured, pur-
poseful shape against the yellow of the
sand. On Dick’s right, the tide was com-
ing swiftly in, with the changed wind
cresting the waves,
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Far, far ahead he could make out the
crowds of spectators and he could almost
imagine Mark Lynch grinning sardoni-
cally when he heard that Dick was at the
wheel.

In front of him stretched the double line
of flags, wide apart, and running dead
straig%t into the distance, black and
white posts jutting up among them and
marking the timing-strips for the various
sections of ‘the measured course.

The first of these strips was nearly three
miles away. Before he reached it, he
would have to be doing top speed, so that
he would be travelling at the maximum
between that strip and the one which
marked the end of the mile. i

He "gritted bis téeth and nudged him-
self down in his narrow seat. ere wag
nothing else to wait for; victory, failure
or smoking disaster lay ahead of him.

1t wouldn’t be failure, whatever else it
might be, he was resolved on that.

He revved up his engine, eased into
gear, suddenly lowered his arm—and the
Flyer ghot away like a blazing red arrow
{from an invisible bow

Whoo-eeo—ooom—rah-ah-ah-ah ! Dick
changed up, and the smashing, thunder-
ing note of the exhaust altered to a

(Continued on page 44.)
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 91.
SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSH
I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRAM\S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such banefits and privileges as are ofiered to Members
of the League. I herchy declare that I have introduced “THL NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to onc pew reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on sccond form attached hereto. Will you,
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of with i;
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.
SECTION MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

N 1, Member No........ give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one morn new reader, whose signature fo certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me....... (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)’
C to this issue of “THE XNELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”
(FULL NAME)
(ADDRESS)

INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Roader Applying for Mem-
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THE NELSON LEE LisrRaRY. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. Zhe second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Scctions A’ and B, and writes lis name and
address at. bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. IFrank’s League, ¢/0 THE NELSON LEE
LIsRARY, Uough House, Gough Square, Londonm,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be nceessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and €, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses oub Sections A and B, and

writes his name and address at the bottom of
the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is rothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more neciw readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and numbe

RBronze medallists \ushmg to qualify for the
silver 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 they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange ~ their
bronze medal for a silver one.

These Application Forms can be posted for
1d., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
cn!amcs and dcpendcncles.

1t you want to form a sports or social club,
EM can do so amongst local members of the
cague.

DF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

W are offered free hints on holidays,
nhelher walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

It you want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chicf Officer ever
ready to assist you.
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A New Paper—The “ Modern Boy !

LL my chum3 of the NEersoNn Lgr
A Lisrary will be iuterested in the live
wire boys’ paper which will appear
on  Mondav, February 6th, The
“Modern Boy " is a paper whick strikes out
in a new line. It has a programme of splendid
fiction, and its picture pages illustrating the
events and achievements of the day will be
second to none. In addition, the “Modern
Boy ” will give articles of special interest to
every intelligent boy. The new paper can
fairly elaim to be in every sense of the word
a pioneer and the most up-to-date weekly in
the_world.

‘No. 1 will contain the first chapters of a
thrilling South Seas serial entitled “ The King
of the Island!” and which has been written
by 8ir Alan Cobham, the world-famous
aviator, and Charles Hamilton; while Gunby
Hadath, the ever-popular boys’ writer, con-
tributes a magnificent yarn concerned with
the adventures of an ambitious schoolboy.
Other important features will be *Chums of
the Shops!” by Alfred Edgar; “The Engine

. that Hustled the Speed Men!” which deals
with Britain’s mightiest locomotive, the King
George V, and a splendid array of illustrated
articles on wireless, motoring, eic.

Given away with No. 1 will be a splendid,
coloured, metal model of the new Great
Western Railway engine mentioned above.
This is not a tow, but a beautiful model of
the great engine which flummoxed the railway
experts across the Atlantic, and is, without
a doubt, the finest model ever presented to
readers. Don’t forget to make sure of a copy
of the “Modern Boy.”

Davy Jones’ Locker.

An Australian chum sends a query concern-
ing this gentleman of the name of Jones,
front name Davy. Where did he hail from,
and why has he a locker? It is a quaint
old legend of the sca. To sailors for ages
past Davy Jones was the master fiend of the
deep, with roomy quarters on the floor of
the sea, and a burglar-proof locker where
he kept his finest gems—with a small “g.”
There is not really very much known about
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personage in qu ¥ Lecauss

5 not exactly ni Of his
stry there is nothing But some
he was orviginally a 1 g with a

utation, a well it and 2
t worn cocked o left ear.

“ Oppy " Does It!
n Naughton, 11, Noel Street, Eass Bruns-
wick, Melbourne, sends me an interesting bit
of news of a cycling trial in his part of the
world. Ile’says the biggest cycle race in the
Empire was run last November in Victoria,
Australia. The distance covered was 690)
miles over rough and uneven country roads.
The winner was Hubert Opperman, a Vie-
torian, and familiarly known as “Oppy,” or
the “Wizard of the Track.” Nearly all the
competitors finished in this wonderful race,
which was a real test of stamina and pluck.
Another Australian correspondent thinks that
Opperman has put Jean Brunier in the shade.

The Cuckoo that Stayed.

A correspondent in the South of England
asks whether it is a fact that all the cuckoos
quit this country at the end of summer, There
are a few exceptions, but these merely serve
to prove the rule. I remember one cuckoo
that remained behind when all his relatives
had winged it for the Seuth. He was a young
bird, and for some reason or another—no
passport or something—he was found hanging
round a farmhouse at the latter end of Sep-
tember. He made the kitchen his head-
quarters for the winter, and had a very com-
fortable time of it till the spring. But he
did not make a hobby of wintering in this
country, -and one can’t. blame him. He
vanished before the wind-up of the next
summer,

A Note of Warning.

Members of the St. Frank’s League are
warned against having any dealings with any
persons calling themselves “high officials ” or
“representatives  of the Teague.

The St. Frank’s League is  yun entirely
from this office by correspondence, - and the
Chief Officer can take no responsibility for
the bona fides of any .person who may ap-
proach members personally with' the object
of qrganising camps, excursions, . ete., under
the auspices of the League.
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spanging roar that crashed back across
the sands

The car scemed to leap with its surging

power, like some quiescent monster
abruptly unleashed. The squab pressed
hard 'against Dick’s back, aund into his

ears came the tearing scrceclt of a 1
gale.

Any fear that he might have had was
forgotten now. He pomod aliead through
the tiny, sloping, wire-meshed “md‘;(uon
while the \\md flattened his hair with icy
hand.

As the smml increased, the car hegan to
Teap and bump, erashing him in his seat.
tle' conld feel the faint twitching of the
front whoeels, and his fingers \nappe(l abont
The cord-bound rim of the st(‘(‘untr wheel,
clutehing grimly. = - r

The fivst timing-strip ~m-mod to fly Lack
to meet him as he steered dead between
the {wo limes Suddenly he felt
the car veering over under the pressure
of the wind from the sca: lie hauled on

sing

the wheel, but the machine did nof’
_respond, He twisted further oyver, felt hi
answer suddenly-and then thie

hc\'nm to slide round in a lieart-shaking
skirl.

He pulled to straighten it,
poinling forward again, and
afler he was sircnkmg into the mes
mile! -

(How will Dick fuare in Lis attempt 1o beat
Tyiel’s newly-made veeard of 205 miles prv
Bowr? Next week's thrilling “instalment will

got the car
aninstant
sured

tel! you)
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“Good old Jimmy!” he muvmnred. “L
don’t forget that Jimmy Potis eaved my life
He’s one of {he best,” too—and G

o ‘m doing
what “does it matter {0

fetlows J!H\Illlxl\’l\t«l!\(l 1
weut to bed that ¥
restraint among
ot .u-m ally.suspecied
but ‘evervhody “knew thai the
cireumstances were pec :All the decent
fellows gave Travers the benefit of the doubt.
But there were others who were not guite
so_charifable. >

Not that Trave

As he had
without
of others.
ing fall \w]l 1\ :(
come to their fin

What wa# this deep gule-that Travers was

me if ')m other

When Trave
was aware of
other juniors,
of that theft,

Le went Lis own®
about - the opinions
sonndly—knows
es would soon

alwaye said,.
(m‘vl!lm“

G

,an". How could h gai Havold
2 on the boot -hoy
lmmnot

As a matier of fact,

wrtling one
G

THE END.
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