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‘‘Harold,” said Mr. Grayson, looking sternly at his rascally son, ** this boy has been telling 1ae that you ]
are a thief ! 7 Harold Grayson turned wkhite. then, seeing the stolen notes in Travers’ hand, crumpled |
up completely. -
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Meet the Boot-boy Baronet in this fine yarn!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Vivian Travers has determined to restore to Jimmy Potts—the Ancient

House boot-boy—and his mother their lost fortune, and he schemes tc do

it through Harold Grayson, the rascally son ot the man who originally

ruined Jimmy’s father. This grand yarn tells how Travers succeeds and

how, subsequently, Jimmy is able to reveal to a very astonished St.
Frank's that he 1s really Sir James Potts, Bart.|—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
By Grayson’s Orders !
a. RCHIE GLENTHORNE, of the Re-

move at St. Frank’s, waved a lan-

guid hand.

“Is that
seream ?” ho asked.

“Yessirt”

“I1 take it that you know absolutely what
to do?”

“Yessir 1"

“Good man!” said Archie.
might say, dashed good man! These new
neckties are frightfully important, Potts. So
be sure you shove the fourteen-bob postal
order into the cnvelope, and seal it up, I've
given you a quid, and you can keep the change
for yourself.”

all clear, Potts, old

“In fact, I

“},ch:»ir,” said Jimmy Potts. “Thank you,
sir!

“Absolutely not!” declared Archie. “I
mean to say, you're .one of the right sort,
Potts, old thing. Always ready to run errands
and so forth. “Always smiling and cheerful,
and as willing as anything. Kindly ooze
away now, as Archic desires a short spasm
of the dreamless.”

“Yessir !” grinned Jimmy,

Tho boot-boy of the Ancient House went
sofily to the door of Study K, and passed out
into the Remove passage. e was already
dressed in- his overcoat and scarf—concealing
his smart blue uniform with its brass but-
tons,

Near the end of the passage he ran into
Handforth & Co., of Study D. And it was
characteristic of Jimmy Potts that he should
come to a halt, and touch his forelock,
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“Just going to the village, Master Hand-
forth,” he said, ‘" Anything I can get for you
down there?”

“Not this evening, Potts old man—thanks
all the same,” replied fdward Oswald Hand-
{orth, “To tell the truth, funds are a bit
low in Study D, and we ean’'t afford any
Inxuries.”

“Hard luck, sir I’ said Jimmy, with a smile,

He passed on, and a moment later he was
in_the dark Triangle. Dusk had salready
fallen, and the evening was setting in blackly.
The boot-boy had almost reached the gates,
when ho heard a hail, )

“Just a minute, Potts!” came the voice.

Jimmy frowned. He recognised that
voice. {6 was the harsh, unmusical voice of
Urayson of the Fifth. Grayson was an Kast
llouse fellow, aud Jimmy Potts was not
supposed to run any errands for the boys
of the other Houses. But he paused, and
his expression herame set.

The burly . form of Harold
loomed wp.

“Going to the village?” demanded the
vifih. Forner.

“Yes!” muttered Jimmy.

“All right—I want you to do somecthing
for me,” said Grayson, lowering his tone.
“Call m at the White Harp and fetch a
parcel. It's waiting, all ready. I was going
1o send for you, as a matter of fact, so this
meeting has saved me the trouble.’

“Look here, Grayson, it's not fair of you
1o expect mo to do this!” said Jimmy Potts
tensely. “ P've already been threatened with
«dismissal for going into that low-down inn,
and if ’m seen at the place again I shall
get thrown out of my job.”

“Hang youl!” snapped Grayson. ‘‘Say
“sir’ when you talk to me, you menial!”

"1 say ‘sir’ to those whom I respect!”
retorted Jimmy hotly

“*You confounded pauper!” said the bully
of the Tifth, with a scowl, “Yowll either
zo to the White Harp, as I order you, or
I'll lev everybody know who you really are!”

"P'm not ashamed—-"

“I know you're not!" interrupted Gray-
son. “In fact, you're a young fool for
masquerading here as a bhoot-boy. But since
you don’t want everybody to know that
you’re really Sir James Potts, Bart., it gives
me a bit of a hold over you, see? You o
as I order, and I'lt keep your secret. But
if you get obstinate, I'll soon let it out!”

The boot-boy baronet tecok a deep breath.

* It was your father who ruined my fathor
~who t him to the grave!” he said
thickly. nd vou're a chip off the old
block, Grayson!”

“I don't wan* any of your confounded
clicek1”  snarled Urayson. ‘“‘Before your
father lost all his fortuno—before he died—
vou may have been somebody in the social
world But now you're only the buttons in
the Ancient House—a menial! And your
inother is a meuial, too— housckeeper at the
Moot View Schooll Plain Mrs. Potts, ch?
By gad what a come-down! And you're
alraid fo let anyrody know who you really

Grayson

are, in a.o you got thrown out of your
jobs!”

Jimmy Potts clenched his fists.

“You'd better be careful, Grayson—or I
might forget miy menial osition §” he said*
fiercely. “It’s all right—1 remember who I
am, though. I don’t wani you to blab out
the truth concerning my mother and me, so
I'll go on this errand for you.”

“That’s better!” said Grayson, with a
grin.  “Cut off, kid! Go to the back door,
and ask for the parcel for Mr. Grayson.
They’ll give it to you in two ticks. And
look here! When you come back, bring the
parcel straight to the woodshed.”

“Yes, but—"

* No qunstions!”  snapped Grayson,
“Bring it to the woodshed—and tap three
times on the door. “We’ll know who it is,
and we’ll let you in. That’s all. Clear off!”

Sir James Potts, Bart., without a word,
turned on his heel and walked away. UGray-
son chuckied jeeringly, and turned in the
other direction.

CHAPTER 2.
Ready for the Sport !

S Jimmy Potls walked
down the lane, his
thoughts were bitter.

In the whole of

St. Frank’s, Grayson
was the only. fellow who knew his real
identity—with the sole excoption of Vivian
Travers, of the Remove. But Travers was
Jimmy's friend. They had both been at
Beceleston College together, iu the old days
before the erash

Trayers had kept Jimmy’s sceret loyally.
Yet Travers was a questionable sort of
fellow, in some ways. Not that Jimmy
Potts thought so. Jimmy was convinced of
Travers’ decency, and he would hear no
word against the new fellow in the Remove.

Graysoa was ¢ diffcrent proposition,

Grayson was a cad—a bhully—a black-
ﬁuurd. He was taking advantage of his
nowledge. There was nothing dishonour-
able in Jimmy Potts’ position at St Frank's.
He was carning his own living—and he had
accepted the position as boot-boy so that Le
could be near his mother. Neither of them
used their titles. What was the use?

They had beer left penniless after tho
crash, and it was better for them to earn
their own tivings with ordinary plain names.
But if the fellows of St. Frank’s got to know
that the Ancient House Dboot-boy was a
barenet, there would be a lot of talk. The
position, indeed, would be intolerable—and
Jimmy would have to leave. Thus it was
that he obeyed the orders of Harold Gray-
son, and went on his disreputable errands
for him. Jimmy was very comfortable at
St Frank’s—very happy—and he did not
want to leave.

v oasvi
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Fortunately, he had no trouble at the
White Harp—the disreputable inn at the end
of the village. He received the parcel for
Grayson, aud he got back into the lane with-
out enybody spotting him. And yet it was
a risk  lor if any of the masters had seen
Jimmy going to that place, he would have
been questiened—and probably dismissed.
For the headmaster, meeting Jimmy coming
out of this same place on a previous
occasion, had warned him once already.

“Oh, 1 wish I could do something I” mut-
tered Jimmy, as he walked back towards the
school, after executing Archie’s commission.
“But if 1 defy Grayson, he’ll be vindictive,
and he'll tell everybody about me. I'shan’t
get dismissed, but I shall have to go, 2ll
the same. What a cad the fellow is!”

It was pitch dark when Jimmy turned into
the old Triangle again, and nobody saw him
as he made off under the gaunt, leafless
chestnuts towards the woodshed, which was
hidden away ncar the shrubbery It was a
quiet enough spot, even during the daytime
—but after darkness had fallen it was
generally deserted.

Not a_light of any kind showed as Jimmy
approachod and ho wondered if he had been
fooled. What cculd Greyson be doing in
there, anyhow?

Tven at close quarters, Jimmy could not
see any chink of light. He paused uncer-
tainly outside the door, and rapped upon it
threc times. Then he waited, listening
intently.

He heard a shuffle from within, and the
next moment the door opened.

“That you, Potts?” came a whisper in
Grayson's voice. -

“Yes,” said Jimmy.

“I suppose you mean ‘ Yes, sir ’?" snapped
Gragson. “Well, come in—and hold your
tongue. It’s all nght Kenmore !” he added.
“This kid will do anything I tell him. He's
safe enough—he’ll be a%nud to split. I
happen to know something about him, and
he'll get the sack if I tell. So he always
obeys my orders.”

Jimmy compressed his lips, He wanted
to blurt out the truth, so that Grayson's
compunions should not suspect him of any-
thing dishonourable. But he managed to
"hold hirself in check. It would be foolish
to give himself away like that. Besides,
what did he care what Gru)son s disreput-
able companions thought?

After he had passed into the woodshed, the
door was closed, and he heard a blanket,
or some sackinF, fall back into place. The
noxt instant a lamp was lit, and the gleams
of yellow light :evealed the interior.

Both the door and the window were
heavily blanketed, so that no chink of light
could pass out. And Jimmy Potts found
himself looking round in real astonishment.

For the inside of the woodshed was very
different from what he had expected. Tt
was quite cosy and comfortable, with one
or two chairs, and rugs hung all round the
rough walls, There was a small table in the

centre, and a sort of sideboard, made from
boxes

Indeed, the interior of the woodshed was
a kind of club room now—very compact,
very homely, and doubly interesting by
reasor of 1ts heing & secret resort.

“Got the parcel?” asked Grayson ecagerly.
“Good! Now we shall be all right, you
fellows! 'There’s some wino here, l‘ belisve
—and some ginger-ale to go with 1t.”

Jimmy Potts could see that the other
occupants of the shed were Kenmore of the
Sixth and Guy Sinclair, his friend. There
were one or two other senior “blades,” too.
Cards were on the table, and the air wax
heavy with cigarette smoke.

It was quite obvious that these young
bloods were about to have a gamble on the
quict. They were going to have a high old
time—in the carly part of the evening, with
mastors and prefects, so to speak, all round
them! It was an audacious business,

“T’'m not so sure that this’ll be safe!” said
Kenmore uneasily. "I don't like this con-
founded kid knowing about it, Grayson.”

“I tell you he’s safe!” said Grayson easily.

“Of course, there’s nothing to worry
about,” went on Kenmore. “If he says any-
thing, we can easily deny it. Nobody will
believe the boot-boy, anyhow. .And after-
\.nrds we’ll skin the llfe out of him 1"

You needn’t worry,” said Grayson. “He
won’t say anything. Now then, Potts—out-
side! And stay there! Stay just_outside
the door—nnt more than five or six yards
away, nc the most. You've got to keep -
watch.”

“But I can’t!” protested Jimmy.

“I dunt want any argument!” snarled
Grayson. “Qutside—and keep watch! Con-
found your impudence, obey my orders!"”

And there was a threat in Grayson’s very
tone !

CHAPTER 3.
The Interruption,

IMMY POTTS stood
his ground, and made
o attempt to move.

“Do you hear me?”
said Grayson, with a

glare. “Outside—and keep watch |”
“I've got work to do this eveningl” said
Jimmy, with anxiety in his tone. “The

matron is expecting me back, and if I don’t
turn up I shall get into serious trouble, My
time isn’t my own, like yours is, Master
(Sxinysonl; It’s not fair to make me wait out-
side—— .

“I don’t care whether it's fair or not!”
broke in Grayson. “I've given you your
orders, and you'd better carry them out.
Remain on watch until I tell you you can
go. That's all! If you slip off without per-
mission—well, you know w&mt to expect!”

Grayson was enjoying this—he was revel-
ling in it. He was just the kind of fellow to
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enjoy the discomfiture of such a victin),
There was scarcely one redeeming feature in
Grayson’s chavacter. He was a bully—he
was a liar—he was a blackguard.

Two minutes later, Jimmy Potts found
himself outside, with the bitter wintry wind
cutting round him. And there he was com-
pelled to wait—on guard. He had to stay
out there, while those young yascals gambled
and smoked and enjoyed themselves.

Jimmy would get into trouble afterwards,
Perhaps Mprs. Poulter wonld not be very
severe with him—for she liked him. She was
a kindly old soul, and already Jimmy had
won a way into her heart. So his punish-
inent, perhaps, would not be very severe. At
the same time, he rebelled aguinst this
despicable duty.

Twenty minutes clapsed, and every now
and again the voices of tlie young gamblers
came out to the sentry. Apparently that
wine was getting into the heads of those
reckless “sports.” At all events, they were
becoming much noisier now.

And Jimmy was anxious,

‘or if they were discovered becuuse of
lllluir noisiness, they would blame him, and
then——

Jimmy’s thoughts came to a sudden stop.
He had heard a footstep—a crunching of the
gravel, comparatively near by. Jimmy held
his breath.

Bending forward, he peered tuto tho
gloom, and he was just able ta see the figure
of & man. For a moment the figure was
outlined against a patch of light on the
other side of the Triangle, and Jimmy had
no_ difficalty iu recognising the form.

“Pycraft!” he mutteved, in alarm.

t was by uo means unusual for Mr.
Horace Pyeraft, the interfering master of
the Fourth, to prowl about the school
grounds.  Mr. Pycraft was generally on the
prowl, one way and another. There was
nothing he loved better than to catch the
fellows by surprise. e was universally
hated for his prying ways,

Not that Mr. Pyeraft bhad the slightest
indication that anything was happening so
near to hini. Ile was on his way to another
purt of the school grounds, and he would
have passed on without a suspicion if a
sudden shout of laughter had not brought
him to a halt.

That shont had come from the woodshed—
and it was cut short almost as soon as it had

sturted. Evidently the enlprit had realised
his mistake, But it was too late now!

tion of the shed, and \
heard him give a little snort. A
Pyeraft’s way to pass on without making
inquiries. e came striding towards the
woodshed, his head poked forward—for all
the world like an inquisitivebird.

“Crumbs!”  breathed  Jimmy. “He's
coming here !
There was only one thing to be done.

Jimmy kunew that he would have to give the

Wwarning.  If he failed to do so, Mr. Pycraft
would burst in, and he would discover the
seniors at once. They would all get into
trouble—the ringleaders would probably be
expelled. And Jimmy Potts knew that he,
too, would be cxposed. ¥le had no disgrace
to face, like these others—but he did not
want to leave St. Frank’s.

With a swift movement, he {urned and
stepped up to the door. My, Pyeraft was
still twenty yards off, and he was now
approaching cautiously. The Fourth Form
master was evidently intending to creep up,
so that his approach would not be heard.

Rap-rap-rap !

They were three urgent knocks on the door,
and there came a scuffle from inside. The
uext moment the door was flung open. Like
a fool, Grayson had not turned out the lamp,
and a stream of light came out.

“Who is that?” came a shont in Mr.
Pyeraft’s shrill voice.
Quick ! panted  Jimmy. “It’s  Mr.

Pyeraft! He's coming !

“Pycraft!” gasped Grayson, in dive alarm.
“Quick, you fellows! Bolt! It’s that inier-
fering beast Pycraft! Huwry up—-the back
exi1 ! We can’t go this way, or he’ll spot
us!

Next mowmoent there was a wild stampedo
within the woodshed !

CHAPTER 4.

Trapped |

too well what would
happen if they were
caught.

Simon Kenmore
was a prefeet, and he, at least, would be ex-
pelled in disgrace. Tn fa llxey‘ would all
be in danger of expulsion. Ho their stampeds
to escape was not very surprising.

They took no notice of Jimmy Potts now.
ven the warning, and theiy interest
Their one thought was fo
away before Mr. Pycraft

He had gi
in

him ceased.
ape—to  get
arvived. .

Those disreputable seniors railed at their
bad luck—forgetting that they themselves
had brought ou this crisis. Grayson had
believed that the woodshed would be a safe
retreat for many a gquiet gamble. But the
party had brought this trouble on themselves
—for failing to exercise caution.

Jimmy, rather bewildered, found himself
pushed this way and that. Then he saw, to
his surprise, that there was a little low door-
way at the back of the shed, It wasn't the
proper doorway--but i seerel exit, in case
of alarm. Perhaps Grayson bad made it
himself, 1t wa ly compesed of two or
three loose boar 1 e bits of Jeather
attached to act

il
ctically falling on one

the semiors plunged through, and
Grayson was the last one to zo.
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With a little gasp, Jimmy Potts went down
on his hands and knees, and prepared to
follow. It was just as important that he,
too, should escape.

Crash!

Just as Jimmy was about to crawl out into
safety, the crazy door slammed with a crash-
ing thud. If Jimmy had been three or four
inches nearer it would have struck his head
and rendered him senseless, for just then he
was trying to get out, head first.

“Ob, you cad—you dirty cad!” he mut-
tered hoarsely.

He ‘.\\enLh(,d at the door, but it was ill-
fitting, and it had become jammed. M.
Horace Pycraft was already at the doorway,
and he could see Jimmy’s crouching form at
the back of the woodshed. There was no
possible way of escape for the unfortunate
youngster,

“Stand up, sir—stand up!” shonted Mr.
Pycraft excitedly. “Who are you? Do you
hear me? Stand up!”

With his heart beating heavily, Jimmy
Potts_turned round and faced the master of
the Fourth, As he did so, his overcoat
opened, revealing the shining buttons under-

neath.

“Boy!" thumlcrod Mr. Pycraft. “What
does this mean?

“You are Potts!” went on Mr. Pyeraft.

“You are the buttons of the Ancient House,
are you not"

“Yes, sir.

Mr. Pycraft strode across the woodshed,
and, pushing Jimmy aside, examined the
seeret door, When he looked round, his face
was flushed with anger.

o Where are the others?” he demanded.

Where are your—your disreputable com-
pnmons e

immy thought it unnecessary to answer—
for the thing was obvious,

“They managed to escape, eh?” said Mr.
Pycraft. “A door here—a secret exit! Good
gracious! What have I discovered? I am
amazed—I am shocked! What have you to
say for yourself, Potts?”

In the circumstances, Jimmy Potts felt it
better to say nothing.

“Smoking!" went on Mr. . Pycraft, sniffing
the air like a retriever. “Upon my soul!
Card playing, too!” he added, as he saw the
strewn cards on the table. * Yes, and money
as well I 4

He went across to the rickety little “side-
board " and picked up a bottle. There was
an expression of gloating satisfaction on his
face as he read the label.

“Wine!” he said triumphantly.
heavens! Wine—gambling—smoking !
I am amazed—I am staggered!
reprobate 1"

"I wasn’t in here, sir!” panted Jimmy,
forced to speak. “You—you don't under-
stand! I.was only keeping watch outside!
1 didn’t want to keep watch, either—I had
to! They—they forced me!”

“Good
Potts,
You young

@

“Enough !" snapped Mr. Pycraft. “Do not
lie to me, boy! You were in here with the
others—that much is obvious! You tried to
escape with the others, but the door jammed,
50 you could not do so. Who were your com-
paunions? Tell me! I demand that you shall
give me their names!”

Jimmy was silent.

“Do you hear me, you
rascal ?” shouted Mr. Pycraft.
“I am not insolent, sir,”” replied Jitmy,

“You are insolent in the very fact that yon
will not answer me!” stormed the master.
“Give me the names of your r‘ompmmns'
Come! I will stand no further nonsense!”

“1 am sorry, sir, but I can’t give you any
names,” replied Jimmy steadily.

“You can’t!” roared M. chmit “Is this
an exhibition of deliberate defiance, boy?
You are a servait—an underling! I com-
m:md you to speak !

“All lhe same, sir, I can’t give you the
names,” replied Jimmy, pale to the lips,

Mr. Horace Pycraft Inearhed hard,

“We will see about this!” he said grimly,
“Good gracious me! A perfectly disgraceful
affair! It is a fortunate thing that I was
on the alert—and that I thought it fit to
investigate! A scandalous state of affairs,
Potts—and you may be quite sne that you
will pay for it! Come with me!

“ Where—where are you going to take me,
sir?” asked Jimmy, with a gulp.

“Where ?” barked Mr. Pyeraft. “To the
headmaster! This matter is too serious to

insolent young

place before your housemaster, Potts—your
employer.

1

himself!

It must go before Dr. Stafford

CHAPTER 5.
Without Notice !

R. MALCOLM STAF-
FORD was _lookin
rather impatient, an
not a little testy, as
Mr. Pycraft came

bustling into his study.

A few minutes earlier, Dr. Stafford had re-
ceived a request for an immediate interview.
And he greatly disliked these interviews with
Mr. Pycraft. For the master of the Fourth
generally came to lay a petty complaint of
some kind before him.

“Good-evening, Mr.
Head coldly.

“Good-evening,

Pyeraft!” said the
sir—good-evening!" said
Mr. Pyeraft. “Come, Potts—come inside!
Stand there—near the door!”

“What has this boy done ?”* asked the Head
impatiently. “Surely, Mr Pyeraft, if you
ave any complaint te make against an
employee of the school, it should be made to
the matron of his own House—or to some-
body in authority on the spot.”

“The matter was so serious, sir, that T
thought it my duty to bring the boy straight
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before you,” replied Mr. Pyeraft, with a
kind of ghoulish pleasure.  “This boy is
Potts, the buttens of the Ancient House, I
believe he is a newcomer to the school.”

“In that, Mr. Pycraft, you are right,” said
the Head. *Will you be good enough to tell
me what misdemeanour he has counvitted?”

lht affuir is most serious, sir—indeed,
grave,” replied Mr. Pycraft. "1 hnppened
to be passing through the Triangle, when I
heard a shout of hughtex from the direction
of the woodshed. " Wondering what it could
mean, I inmmediately went there, and I found
the (k)()l ajar, and this bO\ Potts, was try-
ing to escape by means of a little exit at the
rear of the shed. He had had several com-
panious with him, but they managed to give
me the slip. And Potts refuses to diselose
their identities.”

The Head nodded,
Jinuny.

“Polts,” he said quietly, “stand forward.”

Jnmmy did so, but before the Head could
question him, Mr. Pycraft went on:

“But oue momcut, sir—one moment!” he
said hurviedly. “Please let me finish what I
was saying. You will realise the gravity of
this situation when I tell you that the wood-
shed was filled with tobacco smoke.
was a table in the centre of the ‘ihLd and the
tablc contained eards and maney.”

and looked across at

" Cards—and said the Head,
startled. "Do you mean that this boy and
lus companions were gdmbhug 7”

“ Undoubtedly, sir,” said Mr. Pyeraft.
“But even that is not the worst. There was
a bottle of wine there—and. glasses, too.
an only say, Dr. Stafford, that I was
shocked  Inexpressibly shocke This boy—

this young servant of the Ancient House—to
be gambling and drinking and smoking on
the school pwmms"’

The Head’s expression had changed, and
now he was looking very stern. For once in
a while, apparently, Mr. Horace Pycraft had
hxt upon a genuine ¢asc.

“Potts !” said the Head atemly " What
exphnntxon have you to offer ?”

“None, sir—except that I wast’t in the
shed,” said Jxmmy desperately. “I mean, I
was_not—-""

“Not in the shed!” shouted Mr. Pycraft.

“What a base lie! How duare you, you
young rascal 7”7

*1 mean, sir, T wast’t in the shed while
there was any card-playing going on,” said
Potts. “I was on watch ouls.de—.x]tlmugh I
diduo’t want to be. I've never smoked, sir—
‘and I've never gambled, either.”

“I trust you will take no notico of this
rigmarole of falsehcod, sir 7
excitedly. “I tell you, I found the boy
there—I caught him red-handed. There is
only one possible- conclusion, of course. He
was  entertaining some dlsreputuble friends
of his from the village.”

Jimmy Potts started It hadn’t oceurred
to him that such an explanation would enter
Mr. Pycraft’s mind. And yet, after all, it
was the most natural one. Never for an

There |

said Mr, Pycraft

mstant did Mr. Pycraft suspeet that the other

boys were senjors of B l'runk s itself. e
took it for geanted that they were Potts’
friends—from the village, Mr. Pyeraft,
apparently, did not lold a high opinion of
the young villagers.
“Well, Potts?” said the Head -xu

“You were ght in this woodshed,

to escape, My, l’\c raft. tells me that xhvm

had been smoking—gambling—vine-drinkinz.
Do you deny this?”

*“No, siv,” said Jimmy, in a low voice.
But I do deny that I joined im it.”

That is a mere quibble,” said the Head
impatiently. *Whether you weie acwually
in the shed at the moment, or whether you
were keeping guard, is a matter of little
importance, You were fully aware of “)mt
was going on within this shed, I presume?”

“Yes, sir,” admitted Jinmy miserably,

“Then, to all intents and purposes, you
were u party to the entire Yisgraceful orgy,”
said Dr. Stafford. * Ycu must give me the
nawmes of these oiher boys, Pottn You must
rvll me who these fricnds of yvours were,”

i sorry, sir—hut I can’t de that,”
said Jimmy. T ean't g give yeu any names.’
it was, indeed, mmusalhlv' for him to do
—since it would mean evpulsen fer those
seniors.  And Jimmy was not the kind of
fellow to snecak.

De. Stafford and M. consulted
together for a_ few momer ow  voices,
and then the Head tunwd to Jnmmy Potts

l veraft

again.

“You will quile unde Potts, that
¥ou cannot remain in the school after this
dxsn-putablo incident,” he said coldly. “ You

cease your duties frem this moment 17
*Oh, wr"’ gasped Jimmy, in agony. * But
—but

“Enough 1 said the Hmd “You will
go to your House, Potts, and you will pack

\\l”

your belongings. To-morrow  you  will
leave the ;choo!_—aml I shall give you a
month’s wages in _licu of notice.  Go! I

will communicate with your Houscmaster at
onece.”

oy gno you my word, sir, that I
wasy’{——"

“That will do Potts 1 said the lead
gravely, “Go

And Jxmmy Pau} went—stunned  and
dazed.

CHATFTER 6.
Nothing to Worry About !

T was, indeed, a heavy

blow for the boot-
boy baronct,

It  was bitterly
cruel, too—it  was

ironical to a certain degree. For Jimmy
had obeyed Grayson’s orders so that the
truth—that he was & baronct—would not
come out.
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In rising from the floor of the shed—which, only & few moments before had been used as a gambling
Jimmy's cost parted, revealing his uniform to the n;;ﬁhmgd eyes of Mr. Pycn&

scandalised Form-master.

And in obeying Grayson’s orders he had
only carncd himself dismissal in disgrace!
-He was to leave St. Frank’s without notice
—like any servant discovered in some act of
petty theft.

Yet, if he had ignored Grayson, and if
Gray: son had told the truth, the Head would
have been kindly, and would have Sym-
pathised with him. He would have left St.
Frank's, it was truc—bnt he would have
left honourably, and the Head, no doubt,
would have secured him another excellent
post,

As it was, through obeying Grayson, he
was dismissed in disgrace.

That was the galling part of the whole
affair, Jimmy called himself a fool and a
coward as he wandered across Inner Court,
on his way back to the Ancient House. He
was_bitter in his condemnation of himself.
It did not occur to him that he was singu-
larly courageous. For a true explanation
from him would have mcant his salvation.
But it was not Jimmy’s way to sncak.

A figure loomed out of the gloom as he
approached Big Arch, and a soft voice came
to him.

*Hallo, Jimmy, dear old fellow!” it said.

“Travers!” muttered Jimmy Potts, with a
note of relief in his voice,

“Well, well ! said Vivian Travers of the
Remove. *““What have we here? Trouble?
Confide in your Beccloston pal, and all will
be well.”

|

den
““Boy!” Lhundered the
oes this mean P

»Travers—I'm  dismissed!”

“* Dismi:
“Backed ! anted Jimmy, seizing Travers
by the arm. K I'm kicked out in disgrace!”

“YVery dramatic—very dramatic, indeed,”
said Travers coolly.

Jimmy Jooked at him despairingly.

“Oh, you don't seem to realise tho serious-
ness of it all!” cricd the dismissed boot- boy.
“T've been sacked, I tell you! And al]
through that rotter Grayson! It’s his fauit
fgrdmakm" me keep guard outside the wood-
sne

“Dear, dear, sounds interesting!” said
Travers benevolently. ~‘‘But let me hear more
about it. I may say that I saw the Pycraft
bird hauling you off, and I wondered what
it meant. So I hung about here, hoping
to catch hold of you as you came away.
Well, I've caught you. Now, what is it?”

Jimmy explained—his voico low and tense
with emotion.

“A very pretty story,” said Travers, at
length, “Bo you are going to sacrifice your-
self for {he sake of those unutterable cads?”

“1 couldn’t give them away, could I?”
demanded Jimmy. “I know that they're
mds, but I'm not an informer, Travers!”

“No—you're a brick!” said Travers
warmly. “In fact, you're too darned good,
if you ask me. Those fellows aren’t worth
it.  Not that I shall urge you to alter your
course, dear old fellow, I respect you for
it—I admire you.”
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*' Oh,
ably.

He fell silent for a few moments.

*Thinking about your mater, eh?” said
Vivian Travers.

“Yes!” muttered Jimmy. “She'll believe
me, of course—when I tell her what hap-
pened. I needn’t mention any names to her
—but she'll believe me, That deesn’t alter
the fact, though, that I've been sacked in
disgrace, does 1t? I shan’t have a reference,
or anything. It'll bo an awful job for me
to get another post?”

“Take my advice, and go for a nice
little walk,” said Travers, taking Jimmy by
the arm. “Don’t go indoors’ yet. Go for
a walk to the village—anywhere. What you
want is plenty of fresh air, to blow the
cobwebs out of your brain. And don’t

do shut up!” said Jimmy miser-

worry! Everything will soon be all right.”
Jimmy stared st him.
“What do you mean—all right?” he
asked “How can it be all right? Tve

got to leave the school to-morrow!”

“Don’t you believe it!” laughed Travers.
“In fact, j“-‘“n leave this affair in my hands,
Jimmy. ustice is going to be done—and
a few other things, too.”

“ Are—are you' going to help me?” asked
Jimmy, with a sudden ecxpression of hope
in_his voice.

* You saved my life once!” replicd Travers.

“Oh, don’t keep talking about that!”
said Jimmy uncomfortably. *I suppose you
mean when I climbed down that cliff, after
you'd been fooling about on your motor-
bike

“T'll admit that I had been focling about
—and there’s no question that you saved
my life,”” replied Vivian Travers. “One
good turn deserves another, Jimmy. 1 can
never hope to repay you in full, but I can
do my little best.  And you can i
as gospel that you won’t be dismissed from
St. Frank’s. Now then—go for your walk,
and leave this to me.”

Jimmy Potts, after he had parted from
‘Travers, felt greatly comforted. There had
been a very confident note in Travers® voice

—but cven Jimmy Potts did not realiso
the full extent of the Remove fellow's
scheming.

Indeed, if Jimmy had only known what
was i Vivian Travers’ mind, he would not
only have been amazed, but he would have
been staggered!

CHAPTER 7.
The Spy !

O-MORROW!”  mur-
mured Travers, as
he entered the
Auncient House.
wonder _if——  Well,

well! No use wondering. But we shall

sce what we shall scel”

take it’
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The thought of the morrow secined to
amuse him slightly, for as he turned into
the Remove passage he was smiling. Vet
it was not a smile of pure amusement, It
was a smile that had a ecertain quality of
grimness and determination in it.

Arriving at the door of Study A, Travers
placed his hand upon the knob and opened
the door suddenly. His idea in this sur-
prise_action—if any—was to catch Gulliver
and Bell, his studymates, on the hop. They
were always nervous, and it amused Vivian
Travers to sce them jump, and to throw
good cigarettes into the fire.

But although the study was occupied,
neither Gulliver nor Bell was there. Teddy
Long, of Study B, was bending over

Travers’ own desk.

And, what was more to the point, Teddy
Long had a bundle of curfency notes in his
hung H

Travers took a kind of mental photograph
in that brief second.

There was Teddy Long, staring upwards
with excited, startled eyes. There lay the
bundle of notes in his hand—with the open
drawer below.

“You young
Fravers furiously.

The sneak of the Remove started back,
frightesied and dumbfounded.

* [—I—1——" h> stuttered. “‘Ob, crumbs!
I mean—— ’

“I knew you were a snesk and a liar,
Long, bu. it’s news to me to find out that
yowre a thief!” said Travers harshly, as he
strode into the room, slanmning the door
behind him.

“Pm not here—— I—Imean, T only
popped in to—to borrow a couple of
spoons!” panted Long desperately. *“Go
casy, Travers! What the dickens——
Leggo my arm!”

"You piying young hound!”

blighter " said  Vivian

vapped out

Trayers.
With one movement, he wrenched the
bundle of currency notes out of Teddy

Long's hand. A glance at it assured him
that non: of the notes had been interfered
with  They were boand together by elastic
bands, and Travers had ovidently arrived
at the moment when Long had just dis-
covered lEe treasuro.

“Where—where did you get all this
money, Travers?” asked Long, his curicsity
getting the better of his terror, “'There's
a lot there! Over twenty quid, by the feel

of it!”

“Get out!” said Travers, with deadly
cooiness.

“Yes, rather!” gasped Teddy. “But—
but—"

“@et out!” thundered Travers.

Teddy Long was doubly startled. 'Lhis

was the first time that Travers had ever
allowed himself to emerge from his mask of
coolness.  Ever since he had come to St
Frank’s he had b noted for his screne
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equanimity. But now he was pale with
anger—his eyes glittered with danger.
“There's something fishy about this!”
shouted Teddy Long, his words almost trip-
ping over each other in their haste to get
out. “What does it mean, Travers? Where
did you eet all that money? I'm jolly well

going to tell the other chaps—

“T'll give you something else to tell |
them !” interrupted Vivian Travers
savagely.

With one swift movement, he stepped

round the table. Long tried to dodge, but
it was useless. Travers was one of the best
athletes in the Junior School, and his move-
ments were as lithe and as swift as a
panther's. He scized Teddy Long by the
scruff of the neck, and by the seat of his
trousers.

“Hil” howled Teddy, in alarm.
You rotter! If you touch me—

“This way!” broke in Travers curtly.

He lifted Teddy Long off the floor and,
shaking him fiercely, forced him towards the
door. Teddy kicked and struggled every
inch of the way.

“If—if yow'll let me off, I won't say any-
thing to the other chaps!” he panted des-

. Leggo!

perately. “I won’t give you away,
Travers!”
“You confounded young fool!” said

Travers contemptuously. "I should fall to
a pretty low level if I made any bargains
with you my lad!”

He released the seat of Long’s trousers,
and opened the door. Then he planted a
well-directed kick on Teddy's rear.

“Help!” shrieked Long, as he sailed
through the doorway. “Oh, my hat! You—
you bullying rotter!”

Crash!

Travers' boot again came into operation,
and Teddy Long was almost lifted from the
floor. He staggered across the Remove
passage, ht the wall on the other side, and
collapsed. But he was up 1 a second, and
he went flying down the passage, yelling at
the top of his voice.

Travers slammed the door of his study,
and stood for a moment, thinking. Then he
went across to the desk, took the notes, and
again thoughtful,

“Awkwrd!” he muttered, frowning. “In
fact, deucedly awkward!”

He closed the desk, and then sat down at
the table Ouly for s moment or two did he
toy with that bundle of notes. Then he
opened the table drawer and slipped them
just inside. After that he pulled books,
exercise paper and pens towards him, and
coolly started his prep. :

If Travers was expecting any awkward
developments, at least he did not appear
to be perturbed

Yet, knowing where those currency notes
had come from—and knowing Teddy Long’s
character—Travers had the best of good
rcasons for being alarmed!

11

CHAPTER 8.
Circumstautial “Evidence |

WENTY-FIVE
pounds!” gabbled -
Teddy Long ex-
citedly.

“In Travers’ desk?”

“Yest”
“You actually saw it there?
Yes, of course!” said Long. b
in my hand—and then Travers came in!"
“What did he do?”
“He kicked me out, the beast!” panted

“I bad it

Teddy. “But he was as pale as a sheet—and
there was guilt on every line of his face!”

Teddy Long had reached the Remove
Common-rcom, and it had only taken him
twenty or thirty seconds to blurt out bhis
strange story. There were a good many
fellows there, and they had gathered round
Long—some excited, some tolerant, other:
frankly sceptical.

“Just a minute!” said Edward Oswald
Handforth, pushing forward. “This thing
needs investigating!”

“Good old Sherlock!” chuckled Fullwood.

“This 1sn’t a time for rotting!” frowncd
Handforth “Now then, Long, my lad!
You say that you were in Study A, and that
you found a bundle of currency notes in
Travers’ desk?”

“Yes!” said Long breathlessly.

"V,S,/,as there anybody else in gtudy A with
“Not until Travers came in."”

“Then what the dickens were you doing
in there?” demanded Handforth aggres:
sively.

“Eh? I-—-I—"

“Prying about as usual, 1 suppose
roared Handforth *“You beastly little spy !
You interfering sneak! And you've got the
nerve to come here and tell us about it!”

“But—but that money—"

“Never mind about the money!” thun-
dered Handforth. “I’'ve a good mind to
biff you in the eye for being such a rotten
little Paul Pry! By George! Things have
come to a pretty pass when you rush into
the Common-ronm boasting publicly that
you've been searching througﬁ a g’eﬂow's.
desk 1"

“Hear, hear!” said Nipper, with a hard
look on his face. “I rather think this is
a matter for the Form to deal with. We
don’t want to hear anything about those
notes, Long! You had no right in Travers'
study, and you h=d less right to ransack his
private desk! We don’t want to know what
you found there—-"

“Don’t we?” interrupted Hubbard ex
citedly. *Cheese it, Nipper!|”

“Now, you keep out of this, Arthur Hub.
bard!” said Handforth darkly. *Nipper’s
the captain of the Remove, and his word
goest Tf it comes to that. so does my word,
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too! We don't want to hoar any of Teddy
Long's l\zn" as——

“But it’s the truth!” bowled Long, “Iv's
all very well for you to talk about me sneak
ing, aid all the Ttest of it, but how do you
explain  those notes in Travers’ desk?
venty-five currency notes-—-"

Did you count them?” demanded Nipper

sharply.

“1 Well, I didn’t actually count
then, id Teddy. “But anybody can tell
by tho feel of notes how mauy there arc.
They were all in a bundle—with LL\stm
bands round thym. Just sbout twenty-five.

“Ilang xt, give the chap a chance!” said
Hulumrvl *I'm always bumping Teddy for
his lies and his sneaking habits. But this
thing is a bit different. What about that
money that was stolen from the Moor View
School the other day ?”

“Just what I was thinking 1”7 said Tommy
Watson uncomfortably. “It’s  not our
business, I know—and I don't believe for
a minute that Travers is a thief—but it
does look a bit squilfy, doesn’t it?"

“Squiffy!” echoed Hubbard. “I’s” as
clear us daylight! A few days ago twenty-
five quid was pinched from Miss Bond’s
study at the Moor View School, and not a
of it has been found since! And HOW
Long ﬁnds twenty-five quid in
desk 1"
h]ut ubnul it?” demanded Hand-

Travers'
“Well,

forth fier t's only circmnsiantial
evidence, at the best! T’ll admit that I had
a few spicions against Fravers at first,
but it's all rot! He's nob that kind of
fellow! He's fairly rolling in money, too!
Why the dickens did he want to steal twenty-
five quid from the girls’ school ?

“Ther no need to go into whys and
wherefor put in De Valerie. “T'm
rather inclined to back Hubbard up. We

all know that Travers was at the Moor View

School when the robbery took plam, ts
of you fellows were there—at Winnie Pitt’s
bxrthda.y party.  And afterwards Travers’

footprints were found outside Miss Bond’s
study window! We thought it was jolly
ti

St°sp at the there wasn't
enough evidence td pomt to anything
definite. But if Teddy Long saw twenty-
five pound notes in Travers’ desk, it makes
all the difference!”

“Of course it does!” said Hubbard, “And

who knows anything about Travers, anyhow ?
o's a comparatively new chap, and 1t may
be all spoof about him rolling in money.
“You ass!” shouted Handforth. “Isn't
he always splashing his money about?”
““Yes, it's all idiotic rot!” agreed Nipper.
“You fe!lo“s had better forget the whole

- \Vhar about the numbers of the notes?”

asked De Valerie, looking at Long. ‘Did
you notice them
“There wasn’t time,” replied Teddy. “I'd

no sooner got hold of the bundle of notes,
when Trewers came in
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“Well, it nnght be a good idea to go
aleng and have a look at those notes!” said
De Valeric grimly, ‘“For Travers' own
sake, necessa; The numbers of the
notes were lu.k(,u—-they were even publlsh(.d
in the local paper the day after the robbery.

“There’s a copy here!” sang out some-

body.
*“Qood !” said Hubbard. “If Travers van
show us that these notes of his have got
differens  nwmbers, then  we  shall be
satisfied.”

Nipper slnu;,gul his shoulders.

- ow’re set on it, you'd belier go,
then,” ?xa said. “It’s cextamly a good idea
about the numbers. It will scttlz. {he point,
onco and for all. And if it isn't settled now,
there’ll only be 2 lot of unpleasant suspicions
against Travers.”

“That's right!” nodded Handforih. “Of
course, L]m numbcn will all be different—
that’s obvious! But with such a lot of
suspicous rotters about, we'd bcltc,r have che
thing straightenced out at once.

And there was a rush towards the door.

CHAPTER 9.
Awkward for Vivian Travers!

REP did not scem fo
appeal to ‘Travers
for, after a few
minutes  with  his
books, he pushed

them uside and took ,up a copy of the

“Bannington Gazette,” which had been

iying on “the table.

He smiled whimsically as he re-read a
paragraph which was headed with the
words: *No Clue To Moor View School
Robbery.” He glanced at 2 list of numbers
which were pnnled lower down in the
column,

’I’hl,n, with a chuckle, he opened the table
drawer, and took out the currency notes.

“] wonder if that young blighier made
a note of these numbers?” he murmured,
as he nlly fingered the notes. *Well, well!
Life’s full of troubles!”

‘Iravers had good aund sufficient reason to
be anxious—although he didw’t seem in the
least perturbed now. Yet it was a fact that
the numbers published in the paper, and
the numbers on those notes in his hand,
were identical ! In point of fact, these very
notes were the very ones that had been so

“

recently stolen from Miss Bond, hcad-
mistress of the Moor View School!
Travers shrugged his shoulders. slipped

the notes back into the table drawer, and
devoted himself to his work again. But he
was uot permitted to get immersed in it.

For suddenly he looked up. The tramp-
ing of feet sounded out in the corridor,
ncLompamod by loud and excited voices.
He sed his pen inte the inkpot., and
chuckle

(Continued on page 14.)
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“Thought so!” he murmured complacently.

There was a thud upon the door, then the
door opened with a jerk, and_ Handforth
strode in, followed by a i)ig percentage of
the Remove. Within a minute, the study
was crammed almost to suffocation. .

“Pon’t mind me!” said Travers, looking
up. ‘I love doing my prep. under these
conditions. Make yourselves quite at home,
dear old fellows!” X

“Wo've come here to prove your innocence,
Travers!” said Handforth bluntly.

“Tnnocence 2’ repeated Vivian Travers, lay-
ing his pen down, “Impossible! Alas, I am
no longer innocent! The ways of this world
are hard and cruel, and one has only to
live in a hig public school for two or three
weeks, and his innocence flies! Instead of
innocence, one finds cynicism—bitterness—
disillusionment 1" L.

“Ass!” frowned Handforth. “This is no
time for your rot, Travers! That young
cneak, Teddy Long, says that he found
twenty-five currency notes in your desk!”

“Splendid 1” said Travers, “I've often
tried to find something like that, but I've
never had any luck. I shall have to invite
Teddy Long to my study pretty frequently,
if ho can perform such miraclest”

“Look here, Travers, let’s get this thing
over |” said Nipper uncomfortably. - “I don’t
want you to think that I'm a party to it
—or Handforth, either. But lots of the
fellows are saying nasty things about .y°“'"

“My skin,” said Travers, “‘is tough.

“You remember that twenty-five quid was
stolen from the Moor View School the other
day,” went on Nipper. “Fortunately, the
numbers were taken—and published.”

“T belicve they. were,” nodded Travers,
picking up the local newspaper. “In fact,
here they are. Well?”

“Well, we want you to prove that Teddy
Long’s insinuation is unfounded,” said
Nipper quietly. “If you'll show us those
notes of yours, Travers, it'll only take a
moment to prove that the numbers are
different. Tgen perhaps these scandal-
loving asseg will be satisfied ! he added, with
2 general glare round.

“An excellent idea, TIl admit,” said
Travers, leaning back in his chair. “But
there appears to be a enag, dear old fellow.
Before going into the question of Long’s
insinuation, wouldn’t it be a good idea to
question his veracity?”

“His what?” said Handforth,

“It has been rumoured,” said Travers,
“that Teddy Long is not famed for his truth-
fulness. I am _a new fellow here, com-
paratively, and I do not pretend to know
Long’s character as well as the rest of you.
But I have already discovered, to my cost,
that Leng is & big—a very big—fibber.
Do you really believe that he found a
bundle of notes in my study 7"’

“He says—" began Hubbard.

“Long says this, and Long says that—
and ninety-nine per cent of what he eays is
a5 false as the complexion of a movie star.”
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said Travers coolly, “My dear old fellows,
I dow't know anything about the notes.”

“Don’t know anything about them!”
shouted Teddy Long excitedly. “Why, you
took them out of my hand!”

“You were dreaming—or else you made
the whole thing up,” said Travers, with
contempt. “Hang 1t, you fellows, it’s nok
possible that you believe this yarn, is it?
You don’t take any notice of the champion
liar of the Junior School, do you?”

“Bv_George!” said Handforth, startled.
“T hadn’t looked at it in that way!”

“Then please look at it in  that way
now,” said Travers reproachfully. “I must
say, Handforth, that 1 regard this as a bit
of a slight. You come here fo examine
some notes of mine which Teddy Long
says exist. But do they exist? T can tell
you with all truthfulness that I don’t own
more than fifteen quid, and a few odd shil-
lings. And it’s not a bit of good examining
this money, because it’s in the shape aof
three fivers.”

Travers produced his pocket book, and
emptied the fivers on to the lable. He was
very ccol and collected, and the majority of
hig visitors wero beginning to get doubtful,

Teddy Long was so excited that he could
hardly speak. Bub he was known to be a
famous liar, and he was noted, too,sfor his

vivid imagination.

CHAPTER 10.
The Bluff !

IVIAN TRAVERS
picked the fivers up,
and replaced them in
his pocket-book.

“Well?” he asked.

“What are you going to do? Of course, if

you choose to believe Long I have nothing

further to say.”
“Po you mean that he didn’t come to
study at all ?” asked De Valerie.

e was here, all right,” replied Travers.

“I found him shoving his ugly little nose

into my desk. I kicked him out—and I

kicked him hard. But as for the fairy tale

about the bundle of currency notes—"

“It’s not a fairy tale!” shouted Long
excitedly. “Why, you—you rotter! You
knew jolly well that you snatched the notes
out of my hand|”

“Did I?” asked Travers coolly. “And

what did I do Ywith them—throw them on

the fire? Did I ggsjmy the deadly evidence ?

I haven’t moved' from this study since

kicked you out, Long. TI've been doing

my prep., like a good little boy!”’

*Then_those notes are still in this room !
shouted Long. *Travérs must have hidden
them somewhere!” ¥

“Of course!” said Vivian Travers, nod-
ding. “I must have hidden them some-
where! Really, my. dear Watson, your per-
spicacity amazes mev’m{)re and more each

ot

A

your
“



day! Of course, [ hid the notes away some-
where,”

“Don’t be an ass, Travers!” said Nipper

ruffly.

“ Naturc has made us what we are, dear
old fellow,” replied Travers, smiling.  “Well,
why don’t you all go ahead? If the notes
are in this room, surcly you could easily
find them? Don't mind me! Go straight
at it—secarch every corner of the room!”

“That’s what we're going to do!” roared
Teddy Long.

“Splendid 1” nodded Travers. “And don’t
forget to scarch me, too. All my pockets
are at your service. While you are about
it, urge you to closcly examine the coal
scuttle. ~ You might as well rake through
the cinders, in case you find any inerimin-
ating ashes. L'urn up the carpet, and look
at any loose floor boards. There muay even
be some secret pancls in the walls,  Who
knows 77

There was a note of veiled contempt in
Travers' tonc—a kind of amwmsed sarcasn.
Most of the juniors in that study were fecl-
ing very uncomfortable.

“Do you mean that you want us te
scarch 2’ asked Hubbard bluntly.

“What else?” asked Trav **Search
away—and you have my blessing! But you
«don’t mind if I get on with my prep. in
the meantime, do you? DPerhaps I'd better
turn my pockets out now, so that I shan’t
be bothered—"

“Chuck it, Travers!” said Handforth,
“We're not going to scarch you—or the
study, either!”

“Of course we're not!” said De Valerie,
“We'd better clear out, you fellows! And
I rather think we owe Travers an apology
for suspecting hitn of such rotten things.
Why, when you come to think of it, we've
almost called him a thiefl”

“On the word of Teddy Long!” said
Travers sadly.

“But it’s true!” hooted Long, in des-
peration. I tell you I saw those notes—->
“This way, my lad!” said Handforth,

scizing Long by the arm aud pulling him
round. “Grab him, you chaps! We'll give
him a jolly good bumping for this!”

“Rathee!” said Hubbard. “We'll knock
all the brealh out of him!”

“Hear, hear!”

In vain Teddy Long struggled.

“Don’t you believe me?” “he shricked.
“I saw those notes in Travers’ desk, and
just as I was going to take the numbers,
he came along and—"

“Shut up!” roarcd Handforth.

“It’s the truth!”’ screamed Long.
may tecll a few fibs sometimes, but I've
been telling the truth this time!”

But Long''s reputation was against him,
and Travers’ cool handling of the situation
had impressed the fellows immenscly. He
had asked them to scarch his study—he had
requested them fo cxamine every nook and
cranny. It was sheer bluff on Vivian
Travers’ part—and the bluff had worked!

- 6

A 'THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

15
The door opened, and Teddy Long was
whirled oul. fterwards, tho juniors
trooped into the corridor, and summary

punishment descended upon Long's head.
He was bumped again and again. He was
frog’s-marched, and his life was generally
madc_miscrable.

Inside Study A, Travers was smiling com-
placently. When the last of the sounds had
died away, he opened the table drawer,
took out the bundle of notes, and grinned.

“And they werc there all the time!” he
murmured whimsically. “In any sudden
crisis, there’s nothing like keeping your
head. Whatsn lifel”

CHAPTER 11.
The Invitation !

P IMMY  POTTS, with
| hands thrust deeply
into his  overcoat
pockets, trudged
down Bellton Lane

towards the village.
Aravers had told him that the fresh air
would do him good—that it would brighten

him wp. But it must be admitted that Sir
James Potts, Bart., was as gloomy as any
boy could pessibly be,

His whole world bad been shattered.

At 8t. ¥rank's, ho was very happy, and
although he did not pretend to over-like his
duiies as boot-boy, he was nevertheless de-
termined to carry on, and to do his work
thoroughly and loyally.

At Beceleston College, he had been Junior
skipper, and he had been the social ual
Lo any of these fellows at St. Frank’s, But
now he was compelled to earn his own living,
and lie was plain Jimmy Potts, the buttons.

Jimmy wuas very philosophical, as a rule,
He took life as it camme—and he was finding
that working for his living was not so ter-
rible, after all.

As he necared the village, his thoughts
turned to his meother. Lady Potts—now
known to all and sundry as Mrs. Potts—was
the housckeeper at the . Moor View School.
Tt was quite @ responsible position—a posi-
tion that any lady could accept. Truth to
tell, Jiminy’s mother did not like the idca
of him cleaning boots and running errands,
and wearing a uniform with lots of buttons.

But- Jimmy had wanted to be near by,
and he had accepted the only job available.
And what was tho matter with it, anyhow ?
It was an honourable situation, and Jimmy
had no false pride.

But now? What could he tell his mother?
He was dismissed—without notice! On tho
morrow, he would be compelled to leave the
schocl.  Where could he go? What could
he do now?

The unfortunate youngster was torn with
anxiety and bitterness. Anxiety concern-
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ing his immediato future, and bitterness
when he thought of Grayson.

Yes, Grayson was the cause of all this!
The bullying Fifth-Former had disgraced
him, and there could be no redress. That
was the galling part of the whole situation.
Jimmy was not revengeful, but he did feel
that Harold Grayson deserved something lin-
gcnng—prefcmbly with boiling oil in it.

Hallo, Jimmy!” said a cheery voice.
“Well, T'm blowed! The very chap we
wanted to see, Bob!”

Jimmy Potts started, and came to a halt.
Almost before he knew it, he was surrounded
by three sturdy young villagers.

Two were youngsters of about his own
ar'c, and the third was several years older.
Tl were Joe Spence, the captain of the
Bol tor. Boys’ Eleven, and Alf and Bob
Catchpole. ~ A was in the Boys’ Eleven,
too, but Bob was the skipper of the Bellton
Rovers,

This latter tcam was quite renowned. 1t
was in the District League, and, according
to all reports, the Rovers were hot stuff.

“You—you want to sce me?” asked
Jlmmy tr)lng to smile.

Bob wants to see you, as a matter
of fa.ct " said Joe Spence. . “He’s heard
what kind of game you played for us, nnd
he wants to collar you for the Rovers.”

“The Rovers!” echoed Jimmy Potts,
staring. “But—but I'm so much _younger

“That doesn't matter!” said Boh Cateh-

pole eagerly. “Age doesn’t count at all.

least, it doesn’t with a player of your
sort, young Potts!”

Jimumy hardly knew what to say. He was
certainly a remarkable footballer. In a
recent game against the St. Frank’s juniors,
Jimmy had been the outstanding figure.
Not that this was very surprising—consider-
ing that he had been Junior Skipper at his
old school, Beceleston.

“Youwll play for us, won't you?” asked
Beb Catchpole nnxxoucly “You sce, it’s
a special oceasion. We're going to play

against the St. Frank’s seniors—the First
Eleven I”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

The prospeet was very alluring. A match

against the St. Frank’s First!
almost too good to be truc!

Tt sounded

“We challenged ’ein some time ago,”
went on Bob Catchpole. “But they didn’t
.accopt  straight away—mainly  because

there was some nasty talk about me.

“Yes, you wero accused of fouling, or

something, weren’t you?” asked Jimmy.
. “That’s it!” nodded Bob. “There was an
inquiry, and all the nobs of the League
were there. Anyhow, I was cxonerated—
and T left the court without a stain on my
charac ! he added. with a grin.

“I'm jolly glad to hear that,” said Jimmy.
“And so the St Frank's seniors have
.xctepted the challenge now 7"
got a letter from
said Beb. “1 can tell you,

Fenton this
the |

e\'cnin
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Rovers are all jolly bucked about it. We're
going to play them on Saturdny—on their
own ground! And, if you'll help us, there’s
just a remote chance that we shall win.
You’re as hot as mustard, Potts, and we
want you. I’m the skipper. and I'm giving
you the invitation.”

“Well, of course, it’s very good of youw,”
said Jxmmy “Thanks awfully! I—Tll
play of course— Oh, but wait a minute!”
he said in dismay.

“What's the matter?” asked Joe Spence.

“I—J'm leaving St. Frank’s!" said Jimmy
blankly

“Leaving 17

“Yes, I—"

“That won’t make any difference!” put
in Bob Catchpole, who was very anxious
to scenre this keen young player, “You'll
still L(, in the distriet on Saturday, won't
you?

“I euppose so,” said Jimmy miserably.

They didn’t question him-—feeling, perhaps,

that he did met want to discnss the matter.
They had an inkling that he had been dis-
ed,

mi and, although they were full of
v, they held their tongues.
ever, when Jimmy parted from them
he was fecling happier. He had accepted
that invitation to join the Bellton Rovers,
and his love of football was so great that
his former depression was tempered by the
thonghts of the coming game.
But Jimmy didn’t know what Vivian
Travers was doing at that very moment!

CHAPTER 12.
Travers Means Business !

RAYSON and Shaw,
of the East Houso
Fifth, looked at their
visitor with undis-

wised hostility.

ivian  Travers had
just come into their study, and now he was
leaning with his back against the door.

“WWell 77 demanded Grayson  harshly.
“What do you want?”
“A lnttlo chat with you, Grayson,” replied

Travers. ‘At least, I don’t
it—but I feel that it is necessary.’

“Are you going to stand check like this
from a Remove kid?" asked Shaw, turning

tually want

to his study wmate. “We'd better kick him
out, hadu’i we?”

“We're geing to do  it—now ! said
Grayson savagely.

“Just a minute!” exclaimed Travers, with

perfect coolness.  “You mustn’t get excited,
Grayson—it doesn't suit your complexion.”
“Confound you A
“Before you throw me cut, I want to
know what you’re going to do about Jimmy
| Potts 7" said Travers pointedly.
The two senions stared at bhim.

Just
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Thinking Teddy Long had been spreading false stories about Vivian Travers, the Removites seized hold of the
screaming, struggling Long, and rushed him along ti:a vomdor, preparatory to frog’s-marching and bumping

recently, Travers had been very *thick”
with them—but only for his own cnds, Now
that Travers had gained what he had sef
out for, he was no longer obliged to affect
a friendship which he did not actually feel.

“Jimmy Potts?” repeated Grayson.

“Jimmy Potts!” nodded Travers.

“You young idiot, what do you think we
care about- Potts?” demanded thyson.
““He’s only your infernal boot-boy I”

“But even infernal boot-boys are human,”
gaid Travers. “And justice is just as
necessary with infernal boot-boys as it is
with _infernal Fifth Formers !”

“You cheeky young hound!” roared Gray-
son, red with rage. “Ill give you onc
minute to clear out!”

“Good !” said Vivian Travers. “I can
gay all T want to say in onc minute—and
less than a minute. It may surprise you to
know that I witnessed the entire affair at
the woodshed this evening.”

“&ou mtnesscd it?” biurted out Shaw,

with a start.
‘ch' nodded Travers,
This was mnot precisely the truth—but

Vivian Travers was a peculiar sort of fellow,
and he had already proved that, when he had
a purpose to be accomplished, he was not

strictly veracious. But, in Travers' favour,
it must be said that he did not make a habit
of telling malicious lics, Most of his lies
were of the white variety—not that they
wero pardonable on that account,

“A very iuteresting affair,” went on
Travers, “Enter Mr. Pycraft, inquisitive
as usual, Exit Grayson, Shaw, Kenmore &
Co. Limited, lcaving the unfortunate Jimmy
Potts to face the music.”

Grayson and Shaw were nonplussed for a
moment. It was obvious that Travers knew
all the facts—and they took it for granted

that he had been a witness, as he had
stated.
“Well. who the deuce is Potts, anyhow?”

asked Grayson harshly. “He’s a boot-boy—
and he’s got nothing to lose.”

“‘ Nothing—except his job!" said Travers.

“What do we care about that?”

“I rather fancy that you care nothing,”
replied Travers. ut, as mentioned
before there is such a thing as justice.
Yo may bo interested to know_that Potts
has been sacked without notice. He is under
orders to accept a month’s wages to-morrow,
and to clear out of the school.”

“Good riddance to him!”

said Grayson
sourly
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“Ho was hauled before the Head by »ld
Pycraft, and Pycraft arrived at the brilliant
conelusion that Potts had been entertaining
some friends of his from the village,” went
on Travers. “Do you realise. you hulking
great worms, that Potts refused to give your
names ?

“It wouldn't have mattered if he had
given our names,” said Grayson un-
pleasantly. ““We should have denied every-
thing—and the Head would have believed
us sooner than a common menial.”

“Don’t you believe it,” said Travers.
“An inquiry would have been very awkward
for you, Grayson. Well, as matters stand at
present, there’ll be no inquiry, and Potts
will be kicked out of the school to-morrow.
But that mustn’t happen.”

“Mustn’t?” snapped Grayson.

“Mustn’t!”’ insisted Travers. “You've got
to“s(a“vc‘bim."

1 d. 2

your
. "And you've got to save him this even-
ing!” went on Travers smoothly. “1 don’t
pretend to know how you'll do it, but yow've
got to go . to the Head, and you've got to
clear Potts of all blame.”

“Are these your orders?” snarled Gray-
son, starting to his feet.

“You can take them as orders, if you
like,” said Travers, “But if you don’t go
to the Head, I shall go to him.”

= Yon 1

“Exactly I’ said Vivian Travers. *I shall
go to the Head, and T shall tell him the
simple truth. I shall say that I saw you
and Kenmore and the rest escaping from
the woodshed at the rear. You needn’t
think that you’ll be able to bluff it out—be-
_cause I was an eye-witness, and an eye-
witness is just what the Head wants.”

“You—you young sneak!” panted Gray-
son, wild with alarm. “You wouldn’t go
to the Head, and——»

“If it gives vou any pleasure to call me
a_sncak, go ahead!” interrupted Travers.
“But this isn’t a question of sneaking at
all.  Justice has got to be done. I am
going out now, and I shall wait in the
Triangle, near Big Arch, for ten minutes.
If I don’t see you on your way to the Head
before the emi of that time-limit, Grayson,
1 shall go straight to the Head myself.”

Without anocther word, Vivian Travers
opened the door and strode out. There
was a dead silence in the study as Travers’
footsteps could be heard echoing down the
corrider,

“He meant it, too!” said Shaw, at last.
“He meant it, Grayson! What the deuce
aro we going to do?”

“How should I know?” shouted Grayson
fiercely.

“But you must know!” said Shaw, *““He’ll
give us away—and then we shall be sacked!”

“Shut up!” snarled Harold Grayson,
pacing up and down. “Somecthing’s got to
be done! That Remove kid 1s a holy
terror i He’s always as cool as a cucumber
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—and he’s dangerous, too!
the Head, it’ll be all up!
do something, Shaw!”

“You mean to say—you’ve got to do some-
thing I’ said Frederick Shaw sourly. “Don't
drag me into it!”

If he goes to
We've got to

g

CHAPTER 13,
The Way Out !

AROLD GRAYSON
strode through Big
Arch, "and his foot-
steps were more or

= less faltering. He
hated this mission—but he knew that Vivian

Travers was his master, and he bad to
obey.
Travers himself, in the shadows, watched

him go, and Travers smiled complacently.

“Exactly nine minutes!” he murmured, as
he glanced up at the school clock, I
rather thought it would work !”

Knowing Travers as he did, Grayson had
not dared to leave anything to chance. For
the bully of the Fifth had heen certain that
Travers would go to the Head, as he had
threatened. So it was vitally necessary that
},;rayson himself should interview the Head
ivst.

He wasn’t the only one affected.

Shaw, indeed, had already told Kenmore
and Sinclair, and these two Sixth-Formers
had rushed down upon Grayson, frantic with
alarm and fear, Their own fate was in
the balance, for if Travers told his story
there would be a big inguiry, and then the
ftruth would inevitably come out.

It was Grayson’s task to put the thing
straight. For Grayson had held that party
—~he had invited the others. As the host,
he was compelled to save his guests from
disaster,

And in desperation Graysdn had thought
of a cunning scheme.

He presented himself at the Head’s house,
and the door was answered by Phipps, the
butler. Phipps was also Archic Glenthorne’s
valet at certain periods of the day.

“I want to see the Head!” said Grayson
bluntly.

“Have you an appointment, sir?” asked
Phipps.

“No—but it’s very important,” said Gray-
son. “Tell the Head that I want to see
him in connection with Potts, the Ancient
House boot-boy.”

“Very good, sir,” said Phipps. “Will
you be good enough to wait here?”

And Grayson cooled his heels in the hall
while Phipps went along to the Head’s
study. He returned after a few minutes,
and Grayson was ushered into the presence
of Dr. Stafford. . .

*I trust your reason for disturbing me
at this hour of the evening is a Eood one,

Grayson,” said the Head shortly. I under-
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stand that you wish tor sece me in regard
to Potts?”

“Yes, sir,” said Grayson, assuming an
air of righteousness. Pve heard that
young Polls has been dismissed.”

“That is perfectly true,” said the head-
master coldly. “Potts is leaving the school
to-morrow.”

“Well, T felt that it was my duty to come
forward and make a statement, sir,” said
Grayson glibly. “If you have dismissed

Potts for what occurrcd at the woodshed
this evening, you're not being quite fair
to him.”

“What do you mean, Grayson?”

“I was out in the Triangle when the
affair happened, sir,” replied Grayson, with
a bold exterior—but with a quaking heart.
“L didn’t ihink anything of it at the time,
but since I've heard that Potts has been
cﬂﬂl\(h I thought I'd better come and tell

o,

“I am glad that you have como, Grayson,”
replicd the Head promptly. “ At present,
the only witness 13 Mr. Pyeraft—and his
ovidénce 3= necessarily limited, since he
arrived on the scene after Potts’ companions
had made good their escape. Do you know
who those companions were ?"*

“I don’t know their namecs, sir, but they
were a number of village boys,” replied

(;rayson without hxrmng a hair.
x00d gracmus' said the Head, in as-
tonishment. “Village boys? Are you sure

of, this, Grayson ?” .
thc sure, sir.”

“ But Imw do_you know ?” demanded Dr.
Stafford.  *“*And why should these village
boys bo utilising a St. Frank’s outbuilding
as a—a gambling den?”

“Well, as a matter of fact,
invited them,’” replied Grayson.

“He iovited them, eh?” said the Iead
sternly. *“Good heavens! This only makes
the affair worse—" -

_ “But just a minute, sir!” interrupted
Grayson. *“You have dismissed Potts be-
cause you only know half the truth. I be-
lieve it’s Potts' birthday, or something, and
he wanted a bit of a spree. Perfectly hum-
less, you know. He hasn't _been here long,

sir, Potts

and 1 darcsay he made friends with some
of the villago boys. I think it is pretty
clear thab he did not know their real
character.”

“I must confess, Grayson, that th1< story
of yours is altogether unconvincing.” said
the Head coldly. “And I cunnnt imagine
why you should come to me——"

“Ploatc let me finish, sir,” urged Gray-
son. ‘“As it happened, I was out in tho
‘I'riangle at the time. I heard voices, and
then 1 could see that Potts was rnlkéng to
a group of youngsters. They were all
colleeted round the doorway of the woodshed,
and a cn’xlgllc was burning inside,”

“Well 7

“Potts was indignantly saying that he
only invited them up for tea,” continued
Grayson glibly. “Me¢ was saying that he

replied Grayson.
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thought it was only a bit of a lark. But
two or three of the village boys sncered
at him, and they used pretty bad language,
too. They said that they had been fooled.
They wauted to have a game of cards—and
to do a bit of drvinking, too, In fact, they
had come prepared with_all the necessary
thmgs and, as they were Potts’ gucsLs, they
weren't going to be done out of it.

" And what did Potts say to this?” asked
the Head, frowning,

“Why, he called them a lot of cads, sir,”
“He told them to clear
oft. He said that he would never have in- *
vited them if he had known what cads they
were. He said that he'd finished with them
from thal moment, and that ho would never
speak to them again.””

*And then "

“Then they piled on him,
put up a good ﬁght for the time being,”
said Grayson, warming to his work., “But
they were too many for him, and they got
him down. Then I heard one of the villagers
saying that they would hold their party,
after all—and that Potts would have to stand
outside the woodshed, on gunard!”

“H'm!” said the Hoad slowly. “You
mean, Grayson, that Potts was terrorvised
by these boys whom he believed to be decent
friends?”

“Exactly, sir,” replied Grayson.

“And why did you not mtcrfem’” de-
manded the Head coldly. “That is what [
cannot understand, Grayson. Why did you
not go forward, and send these young rascals
about their business?"”

Grayson was ready for this teaser.

“T was just going to, sir, when I suddenly
remembered that I'd left a Bunsen burner
alight in the laboratdry,” he replied easily.
“You sce, sir, 1I'd been domg an experiment,
and thero was a retort on the burner, with
some boiling acid in it. I was afraid that
it might explode, and do a lot of damage.
Until that minute, I'd forgotten all about
it, and I rushed off like the wind.”

“I see,” said the Head, nodding. “But
surely. you could have done something after-
wards, Grayson.”

“T rushed into the laboratory, sir, turned
the gas out, and when I went ‘outside aga.m
the woodshed was empty. Of course, I didn't
know it at the time, but Mr. Pycraft must
have been there, and Potts was hauled over
the coals. As soon as I heard that Potts was
in trouble, I came straight to you. I mean,
sir, it’s not fair that he should be sacked
for a thing like this, He invited thoso
village chaps up to the school in all inno-
cence, and they took advantage of hlm
Thal’s the long and the short of it, sir.”

The Head nodded.

“That will do for the mement, Grayson,”
he sgid quietly. “Potts was very foolish
not to tell me the full truth. And yet, now
I come to think of it, hc did deny bemg a
membor of the party.”

“Naturally, sir, he didn't \\ﬂ.nt to admit
that he invited the chaps up to the school,”

sir, and Potts
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said Grayson cunningly. “He would have
condemned himself in a minute if he had
done that.”

The Head touched his bell, and when
Phipps came he gave orders that Jimmy
Potts should be brought to him at once.
Five minutes later Jimmy arrived—very sur-
prised and very pale.

Ho saw Grayson there, and he wondered
what the bully of the Fifth could be doing.
It occurred to him, for a moment, that
Grayson had told the headmaster the truth
concerning his real identity, but the Head's
first words disproved this.

“Potts,” said Dr. Stafford, “Grayson lells
me that he witnessed the affair in the
Triangle this evening. I understand that
vou invited a number of village boys to the
school—to & perfectly harmless tea—and that
afterwards these boys forced you, against
your will, to remain on guard outside the
woodshed 77

Jimmy gulped. He knew that Grayson
had told a fairy tele—but he could tell, also,
that this evidence would probably help him.

Grayson, shivering in his shoes, tried to
appear unconcerned.

“Is this true, Potts?” went on the Head.
“I cannot pretend to understand why you
should desire to entertain these boys in the
woodshed—but I am well aware, of course,
that boys do the most eeraordmar\, things.”

“I—] didn’t mean any harm, sir!” stam
mered Jimmy, hardly knowing what to say,

“This is the point 1 want to get at, Potts.”
said the Head. *“‘Were you compelled to
remain on gnurd outside the woodshed
dgamst your will 77

“Yes, sir,’”” replied Jimmy promptly, know-
ing that he could answer this question truth-
fully. “I (hdn t want to be there, siv. They
forced me.”

“T saw everything, sir,” put in Grayson
hurriedly. “They grabbed Potts, and
threatened to half-kill him unless he agreed.
As far as I can see, sir, Potts is absolutely
innocent,”

“I am grateful to you, Grayson, for your
evidence,” said the hcadmaster. “ Your sense
of ]ushce is splendid. In the circumstances,

shall naturally reconsider the whole
matter.”

“You see, sir, Mr. Pyeraft didn’t come
on the scene until the last mimite,” said
Grayson. “He didn’t know that Potts had
been forced to do the thing against his will.”

“1 quite understand that,” nodded the
Head. *“Grayson, you may go—and thank
you again for your kindly achon in coming
forward in favour of this boy.”

“That’s all right, sir!” said Grayson. “1
should hate to sec DPotts dismissed “for some-
thing he didn’t do.

He went out, congratulating himself, and
breathing a big sigh of rclief. The Head
hadn’t suspected anyihing! He had swal-
lowed the story whole!

And when Jimmy Potts came out of the
Head’s study, five minutes Jater, he had been
reinstated. He was cleared of suspicion, and
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he was once again the boot-boy of the ancient
House.

But never for a moment did Jimmy be-
lieve that Grayson of the Fifth had come for-
ward with this story of his own free will.
In fact, Jimmy made haste to seek out
Travers.

“It’s all right, Travers!” panted Jimmy,
ir;la; low voice. “I'm not L{:smlaﬂcd after
all!”

Vivian Travers beamed.

“Splendid!” he said, nodding. “ ell,
well! What big surprises we do get
“You did this, Travers, didn’t \ou""

askcd JimmyA
11

“Yes, you!” said the boot-boy baronet.
“And you needn’t look so jolly innocent,

either! I’ll bet yon forced Grayson to go to
the Hea,d and tell that rigmarole, didn’t
you?”

“T don't know what the rigmarole was—
but it seems fo have been successful 1 gunncd
Travers. “Yes, my lord, I plead guilty!”

“Yowre a brick!” saig Jimmy Potts
warmly. “In fact, Travers, I don’t know
what the dickens 1 should do without you
here! Thanks ever so much, old man!”

Vivian Travers waved his hand,

“Rats!” he said. “Likewise, piffie! This
is nothing, dear old fellow! Just you wait
a bit!”

“Wait a bit?” said
“What do you mean?”

But Travers only smiled, And Jimmy, as
e made his way back to the domestic quar-
tors, had a vague fceling that Travers was
still playing some deep gamc'

Jimmy, staring.

CHAPTER 14,
A YVisitor for Travers !

ORNING lessons were

in full swing, and

hing was going

11 in the Remove
Form-room,

Mr. Crowell, for once, was in an excellent
temper, and he had even gone to the length
of making several alloged jokes—at which the
Form had dutifully titterad.

The second lesson was now m progress,
and the wintry sunshine was pouring through
the big windows.

A tap sounded on the door, and Mr.
Crowell turned his head away from the black-
board.

“Come in!” he said, frowning.

Mr. Crowell was a gentleman who detested
being disturbed in the middle of lessons, and
his good-humour deserted him for a moment.
But his face cleared again when he saw that
the visitor was only Potts, the Ancient Housa

page.
“Well, Potts?” said Mr.
do you want?”

Crowell. *What
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“There’s a gentleman to sce DMaster
Travers, sir,” said Jimmy,

*Indeed!” cjacnlated Mr. Crowell, with
slight sarcasm. “You had better tell the
gentleman, Potts, that my pupils are not in
the habit of receiving visitors in the middle
of morning school.”

The Remove listened with interest, and
many glances were turned in the direction of
Vivian Travers. But the latter was quite
unconcerned, and he was in no way surprised.
Indeed, if the truth must be told, he had
been expecting this visitor for the past hour.

“The gentleman has come all the way from
London, sir,” said Potts, *He says that he
must sce Master Travers now. It's a very
urgent business matter, sir.”

Mr. Crowell turned.

“Do you know anything of this, Travers?”
he asked. .

“Yes, sir,” replied Travers. “Linvited the
gentleman to come—although I didn’t know
that ho would interrupt morning lessons.”

“]1 greatly dislike these disturbances,” said
the Form-master tartly, “Perhaps you had
better go, Travers—but get back as quickly
as you can. And I trust that you will arrange
matters, in future, so that you can attend
to your business out of school hours!”

“T'll try to, sir,” said Travers calmly.

Ho went out, and the Remove wondered
what it could mean. But there was no chance
of knowing, for the morning was only half
over, and Travers wasn't the sort of fellow
to come back and tell his business to all and
sundry.

He made his way into the Ancient House,
accompanied by Jimmy Potts. And Jimmy
was now looking flushed and excited.

“YWhat does it mean, Travers?” ho asked
tensely, as they crossed the Triangle from
tho School House to the Ancient House.
“What bave you done? This—this man is
Mr. Grayson.”

“1 know it!” said Travers, nodding. “I
told him to come.”
“You told him to!” gasped Jimmy, “But

~—but—-—-"

“Don’t excite yourself, dear old fellow,”
interrupted Travers. “It’s my affair, and I'm
rather sorry that you know about it. Mr.
Montague Grayson is the fellow who ruined
your father. Please don’t think that ho's o
friend of mine.”

“1 dou’t—of course I don’t!” said Jimmy
Polts. “But why is he here? What business
can he possibly havo with you, Travers?”

“Wait and see !” replied the cool Removite,

"And he wouldn’t say any more, Ile went
.to Study A, in the Remove passage, and
walked in. Standing ncar the window was
Mr, Montague Grayson, the father of Harold
Grayson of the Tifth, Travers closed the
door, and Mr. Grayson spun round.

Ho was a heavily-built man with a some-
what bloated countenance. He was well-
dressed, and was spruce from head to foot.
The expression on his face was one of anger
and grimness.
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“Are you—are you this boy Travers?” he
demanded harshly.

“At your service, Mr, Grayson!” said
‘Iravers smoothly. “I sec that you got my
letter.” N

“You infernal young puppy!” said Mr.
Grayson furiously. “What do you mean by
sending me such an effusion? How dare you?
Aunswer me! IHow dare you write to me that
my son is in danger of being expelled? That
vou hold his good name in your hands? ‘Give
me an explanation this very instant!”

“You shall have it, sir,” replied Travers.
“But won't you sit down first?”

“I will not sit down!” shouted Mr. Gray-
son. “You have made a most outrageous
statement in your letter, and I have como
down especially to thresh the matter out.
Come, boy—out with it!”

“You nced an explanation, sir—and I'll
give you one,” replied Travers cvenly. “But
please prepare yourself for a shock—because

I'm going to give you one!

CHAPTER 15,
The Evidence !

R MONTAGUE

GRAYSON fumed,

It exasperated him

beyond measure to

. see his young host sit-

ting coolly on a corner of the study table,

unfolding a paper that he had taken from his

pocket. It was a double sheet of note-paper,
and at last Travers looked up.

“Well, what is the matter with you?”
snapped Mr. Grayson. “Do you think I can
waste the wholo day over you? What
nonsense~———"

“Just a minute, Mr. Grayson,” interrupted
Travers. “This is a copy of the letter that
I sent to you. I 'told you that vour son is
in danger of being expelled in disgrace—and
that his safety lies in my hands. I also told
you that unless you came down to see me this
morning, I should place certain facts before
the head ter, and so your son’s
downfall. I am glad to see that you thought
it fit to come down.”

“I1 came becausc I mean to have you
drastically punished for your outrageous
effrontery I” retorted Mr. Grayson, breathing
harder than ever. “I shall hear your story
—and I have not the slightest doubt that it
will prove to be a preposterous onc—and then
I shall go to the hecadmaster.”

“Perhaps. you'll change your mind before
then, sir,” said Travers coolly. “Well, we
won't beat about the bush. There’s nothing
like the blunt truth. In a nutshell, your
son is a thief!”

Mr. Grayson started as though he had
been stung.

“How dare you?” he shouted thickly.

“1 darc-because I have the proof I”
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‘¢ Quick ! ”” panted Jimmy, as Grayson opened the door of
next moment there was a wild stampede inside the shed.
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“The proof I” echoed Mr. Grayson. “You
are telling me that my son is a thief—and that
you have proof of it? 1 wonder 1 do not
strike you dewn! You insolent young puppy !
You insulting—

“Steady, sir!” interrupted Vivian Travers.
“It won't do any good to get violent—or to
get excited. I'm just telling you the simple
facts, Grayson of the Fifth—your son—is a
thief 1

“You are lying!” snarled the other. “I
will not stay here for another minute! I
shall go straight to the headmaster,

and 1 shall report your infamous
conduct I . .
“Youwd better wait, sir!” said

Travers, his tone becoming grim.
“Don’t forget that I have the proof!”’

“ Lios—lies I

“You don’t like hearing this, of
course, because the truth is generally
hard to listen to,” said Travers.
“Briefly, Mr. Grayson, the facts are
these : few days ago the sum of
twenty-five pounds was stolen from
the Moor View School—a girls’
college, a short way up the road.””

“Twenty-five pounds!” said Mr.
Grayson contemptuously. “A ridicu-
lous_sum!”

“Tt may be ridiculous to you, Mr.

Grayson, but don’t tﬁmk it's
to  Miss Bond,” -said
“You're practically a

millionaire, and you're accustomed to
dealing with sums _that run into
hm\drc\d: of thousands, so twenty-five

unds is just a drop in the ocean.
?‘Oxt that makes no differcnce. The
police are trying to trace this thief,
and a word from me \vxIl put them on
the track of your son.”

“I dor’t belicve you!” said Mr.
Grayson, his voice harsh with fary.

“I don’t believe a word of this
fantastic story!”
“Naturally, I have other wit-

nesses,” said Travers, “Your son
stole that money so that he could
pay off a bookmaker—a man named
Sam Llnyd A nught mention that
Lloyd is ready to give evidence, if T
should call upon him to do so.”

“ And who will believe this story ?”
nakul Mr. Grayson contemptuously.

*“Who will take the word of a book-
makor against my son, a scholar of
St. Frank’s?”

“It doecsn’t merely rest  with
Lloyd’s word—or your son’s word,
said Travers.  “The numbers of all those
note: e taken, and Lloyd’s first aqyon on
receiving the money from your son, was to
send it all to me.”

“You have this money now?”

“Yes,” nodded Travers, ‘“‘And please
remember that the numbers of those notes
were not only taken, but published in the
local paper. The police know them—every-
body knows them. And Lloyd will swear
on his oath—in any witness box—that these
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self-same notes were handed to him in dis-
charge of a debt by your son. Isn't that
evidence nun(., cnough-for you, Mr. Gray-
son? I is dircet—not me:ely cireumstan-
tial.”

For two or three minutes, ) Mentague
on paced up and down the little study.
s still in a tearing rage, but, at the
time, he was now alarmed. There
something singularly impressive in
coolness—something sinister in his
ermination. At last, Mr. Grayson

same
was
Travers'

air of

cither,” | halted and stared at the scheming junior.

“Well 27 he barked. “What is all this
to you? Why have you done this, boy ?”

“Just & whim of mine,” replied Travers.
“Tve been to a lot of trouble to get this
evidenco together, and I'm going to put
a proposition before you, Mr. Grayson, If
you agree, all well and good. If you don’t
agree, it will be in my power to have your
son exposed.”

“Do you think I fear this—this expo:.ure""
shouted Mr. Grayson heatedly. *YWho will
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believe you and this infernal bookmaker of
yours ¢”
“You scem to forget that the notes them-
selves will be dumb evidence,” said Travers
mly. “When this story comes out, Mr.
n, vour son will be in a pretty rocky

position. In any case, he will be expelled
from St. Frank’s in disgrace—merely for

having dealings with a. bookmaker. ~And
the theft? Your son will be cxposed as a
thief, and the authorities at the Moor View
School will probably prosecute {”
“Prosecute!” Mr. Grayson started
“Why not?” asked Travers.
usuad"to proseente in n case of theft?
“what will happen to your precious
then? He may be sent to Borstal!”

% As Travers mentioned the name of that

back.
Isn’t it
And
son

“celebrated institution, every atom of colour
fled from Mr. Grayson’s face!

e

“ Quick ! *” p
the shed. **
the other occu

anted Jimmy, as Grayson opened the
Mr. Pycrait’s coming !”
ints heard the news they turned pi

next moment there was a wild stampede inside the shed.

CHAPTER 18,
The Alternative !

- word—but then,
not a mnice place!” sai

d Travers. “It may
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seen presumptucus on my part, Mr. Grayson,
to tell you to keep cool. But it will pay
you to do so. Any unduc excitement at this
stage might be pretty costly.”
It was with great difficulty that Mr. Mon-
tague Grayson kept himself under control.
“So far, I have been patient,” he said,
his words slow and tense. *‘But I warn you,
boy, that I am nearly at the hmit of my
endurance, It is in my mind to take you by
the scruff of your neck, and to thrash you
within an inch of your lifel” i .
“Poo risky !”” said Travers, shaking his
head. “Don’t do it, sir!”’
“Why have you done this?”
stockbroker, taking a step forward and
glaring into the junior’s face. “Why have
you done it? Tell me! What object can
you have in collecting this—this evidence
against my son?” . _
“Y am going to give you a surprise.
Mr. Grayson—and probably a shock,
replied Travers, as icily cool as ever.
“You might get very angry with me—
even angrier than you are now. But

went on the

if you do, always remember that a
quarrel with me will spell disaster for
your son.”

“Go on!” said Mr. Grayson harshly.

“1 happen to know that you are
nearly &  millionaire,”  proceeded
Travers. “I also happen to know that
you handled the affairs of the late Sir
James Potts.”

Mr. Grayson started violently. At
that second it seemed that he actually
would lay violent hands upon this boy.
Travers himself was aware that his
heart was beating more rapidly than
usual. This was the great moment.

It was the moment that he had been
working up for—for weeks! All his
scheming had aimed at this climax.

“Good Heavens!” panted Mr, Gray-
son. “You—you young hound! You
have the audacity to pry into my busi-
ness affaivs, and to-—"
“Youll excuse me, sir, but I haven’t
been prying into any of your affairs at
all,” interrupted Travers. “But am
interested in the affahs of Lady Potts
and her son. I might mention that
young Potts was a school-chum of mine,
at Beccleston College. And I know that
the Potts’ fortune amounted to' a sum
well over fifty thousand pounds. The late
Sir James did business with you—took
your advice regarding speculations.”

“ You—you—-"

“Wait a minute, sir!” went on ‘Travers
grimly. “This isn't easy to hear, is it?
I can se¢ that it has alrcady touched you on
the raw. Sir James lost his entive fortune,

door of
ale, and

ORSTAL!” muttered | owing to your manipulations. and that
Mr., Grayson |fortune went into your own pockets. The
hoarsely. blow kiiled Jimmy’s father—and now Jimmy

“I’s not a mice|and his mother are compclied to work for

their living.”
“ Have you done?” snarled Mr. Graysen.
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“Not yet!” said Travers, “Working for
one’s living is no disgrace, of course—but
justice is justice. I don’t pretend to be
a_judge, and, strictly speaking, this is nonc
of my business. But if, by a little scheming,
& can put things on an honest basis, I'll
do it.”

“Ara you suggesting that I am dishonest 7"
shouted Mr. Grayson fiercely, “Are you
hinting that—-""

“I don’t want to hint at anything—and
I'm not intercsted in any details,” said
Vivian Travers. *“But I am going to put
a suggestion to you, Mr. Grayson. Lady
Potts 1s at the Moor View School, in tha
position of housckeeper. She is known as
Mrs. Potts, for she has lost everything and
prefers 1o be incognito, so to speak. Do
you want to hear my suggestion "

Mr. Grayson made an inarticulate sound,
and Travers uodded.

“Very well, sir,” he said. *“Here it is.
I want you to write to Lady Potts, and I
want you to tell her that certain deeds and
shaves—I'll leave the little details to you—
have come to light. You'll tell her that
her entire fortune of, roughly, fifiy thou-
sand pounds is restored. You will make
over the necessary securitics, and you will
also sec that the Potts’ estates are banded
back teo Lady Potis!”

Mr. Crayson gulped,

“And the alternative?”
voice of thunder.

“The alternative is very simple, Mr,
Grayson,” replied Travers. “If you refuse.
then I shall go straight to the headmaster,
and I shall tell him of your son’s guilt.
Incidentally, I shall also telephono to the
Bdnnington police, and within an bour
Inspector Jameson will be here. I shall
hand him the stolen notes, and explain
exactly how they came into my possession.
Sam Lloyd, the bookmaker, will give his
own cvidence, and the proof against your
son will be absolute.”

“You crazy young fool !” said Mr. Cray-
son, almost in a nhnpm “Do you think
I believe any of this? Do you think I take
any heed of your preposterous threats?”

“;\'cvcrthems:. Mr. Grayson, you aro in
a trap,” said the jumior. “You don’t like
to admit it—but you know very well that
vou are in_the trap. Either’ you make resti-
tution to Yady Potts, or your son is ex-
pelled from St. Frank’s in disgrace, and
prosécuted for theft, with the chance of being
sent fo a reformatory. Quite simple, isn't
i

ho asked, in a
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Tho alternative was certainly a terrible
one. And although Mr. Montague Grayson
was beside himself with rage, he also knew
that he would have to deal cavefully with
this cool schoolboy.

A sum of fifty thousand pounds was in-
volved. T was staggering—stupendous, Un-
questional ‘ravers’ nerve was colossal.
Ho\\ he hnd ever cnnom\nd this startling
scheme wus a mystery in itself. But as a
picee of sheer audacity, it wonld have taken
a lot of Leating.

He had dohbnrately plotied  against
Harold Grayson of the ¥ifth. He had
worked things so that Grayson had rosorted
to theft. He had all ibe evidence eut and
dried—and now he had Grayson's father in
front of him, and was coolly giving him
this dramatic alternative.

Without Jdoubt, Vivian Travers was some-
thing novel in the run of Removites!

CHAFTER 17.
Corroboration.

HE sheer nerve of the
thing was breathless.
Not one boy in a
thousand could have
carried through with

this gamo of bluff. For, at rock bottom, it

was littl> alse. How did Travers know that
the Moor View people would prosecute?

How did he know that there was any real

chance of Grayson being sent to a re-

formatory ?
Yet Travers was prepared for these even-

tualities. Ilis cunning brain had thought
of everything.
“You are mad!” said Mr. Grnyson, at

length. . “You are stark, raving mad! Do
you seriously think, you young fool, ‘that I
shall pay a sum like fifty thousand pounds
to exiricate my son from this—this trivial
difficulty? Do you seriously believe that
your nonsensical story has convinced me’”

Travers =trolled to the window, and waved
two or three times.

“Naturally, Mr Grayson, you will want
some corroboration,” he said, turning,
don’t expect you to take my bare word.”

“What are you doing?” demanded the
other harshly. “Who were you signalling to
just now ?”

“It's all right—only Lloyd, the bookie,”
replied Travers. “I told him to be on hand
this morning, and he is within sight of this
window. ﬁl be here within a minnte—
and then you'll hear what he has to say.

Mr. Montague Grayson paced up_ and
down the study like a man possessed. Never
for an instant did he doubt the story of that
theft. He was quite convinced, indeed, that
his son had actually stolen the money. And
there was something about Travers’ attitude,
too, that told him that Travers would keep
his word.
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A tap sounded on the door, and a moment
later Mr. Sam Lloyd strode in.

“Morning, young gent!” he said, smiling
at Travers “Hallol Visitor, eh?”

“This is a gentleman that I want you to
see, Lloyd,” said Wravers. “Let me in-
troduce you to Mr, Montague Grayson.
He’s the father of the fellow \vﬁo handed you
that mon - - the other day.”

“Pleased to meet you, sir!” said Mr, Lloyd
agreeably

“You despicable rogue!” snapped Mr.
Grayson. “Are you in this plot, too?”
“Plot?” said Mr. Lloyd. “Here, steady,

sir! You'd better be careful what you're
saying !”

“You mustn’t be too hard on Mr, Gray-
son, Sam, dear old fellow,” said Travers.
“He’s rather upset at the moment. All I
want you to do is to tell your story.”

“That’ll be easy, sir,” said Mr. Lloyd. “I
took twenty-five pounds in notes from your
son, Mr. Grayson,” he went on, turning to
the visitor. *The moncy was given to me
in_settlement of some .U.'s that I was
holding. But owing to Master
word of warning, % knew that the money
had been stolen What was more, the num-
bers of those notes were known, and so I
didn’t want to touch the stuff.”

“Why did you not inform the police?” de-
manded Mr. Grayson, glaring.

“Well, for one thing, the affair was pretty
serious—and Master Travers here scemed
to have some game of his own on,” replied
Mr. Lloyd. “He asked me to give him the
notes, so I gave them to him. Just a little
arrangement between ourselves. Not that it
makes any difference to the main fact. The
money that I received from your son was
stolen from the girls’ school. Yes, and I
shall be perfectly willing to swear that in
the witness box, if necessary.”

Mr. Lloyd could easily make this state-
ment--since it was the gospel truth. He had
received that roney from Grayson, and so
he could truthfu'ly say so under oath.

“Go!" panted Mr. Grayson, pointing to
the door. “I want to hear no more!”

“Here are the notes, sir,” said Travers,
Emducing them from his pocket. “And

ere, on the table, is a local newspaper—
with the numbers of the notes printed in this
column. If you will compare these numbers
;iviilh th,? numbers on the notes, you will

n .

*“Enough!” snarled Mr. Grayson. "I can
see that you have been plotting together—
that you have been deliberately trying to
encompass my son's dishonour.”

“That’s all, Sam, dear old fellow,” said
Travers quietly, turning to the bookmaker.
“But don’t go away just yet—not until I
see you, anyhow. You may be wanted
again.

“Right you are. Master Travers, sir—I'm
free for another hour,” said Mr. Lloyd,

Ile went out, and Travers immediately
turned to Mr. Grayson again.

“There’s onc thing that I want to correct,
Mr. Grayscn,” he said. “There has been

Travers’

L]

no gplotting to encompass your son’s dis
honour The plotting has been for a differ-
ent reason altogether. I want Lady Potts
to have justice. That is all If you do the
sonsible thing, nct a single word of this
scandal wil. comz out. Ycur son will con-
tinue at St. Frank’'s as though nothing had
happened and there will not be a breath
of suspicion agaitst him. The notes will be
returned to the Moor View School anony-
mously, ana the whole affair will xmtural{y
drop It rests with you, Mr. Grayson.”

“] want to sec my son!” panted the other.
“Before + decide anything, I want to see
Harold :”

“That's easy,” replied Travers, “If you'll
wait here for five minutes, sir, I’ll bring him
back with me.

The junior quickly left the apartment, and
he was back with Harold Grayson within
four minutes by the clock. A word to Mr,
Pagett, the Fifsh Form-master, that Gray-
son’s father was waiting to see him, had been
sufficient.

“Pater !” cjaculated Grayson, as he came
into Study A, and stared at his father
“What’s brought you here? I didn’t know

“Harold, this boy
you are a thief!”
bluntly.

Grayson staggered. .
“A—a thief!” he taltered, turning white
1 don’t know—"

“This is no time for beating.about the
bush, Harold!” pamed his father. “Did
you, or did you not, steal twenty-ﬁve pounds
in notes from the Moor. View School?
Answer me, boy! I must know the truth!”

“Youd better answer, dear old fellow,”
drawied Travers. “Here are the notes—
handed to me by Lloyd. The mumbers on
these notes correspond with the published
numbers. You’d better make a clean breast

has been telling mo that
mterrupted his father

of it. "
And Harold Grayson, taken utterly by
surprise—taken off his guard-— crumpled up.

CHAPTER 18,
The Vietory !

AROLD "GRAYSON
was not a resourceful
fellow at the best
of times. His brain
did not work rapidly.

He might have bluffed the whole thing out—

he might have brazened 1t through—but he

wasn’t built that way.

For a moment or two he muttered and
stuttered, and he became incoherent. Then,
in response to a sharp command from his
father, he blurted out g\is guilt,

“I—I was desperate!” he babbled.
“Lloyd was pestering mo—said that he was
going to the Head! "That wounld have meant
the sack, and I—I had to get the money
somehow !”
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*And you stole it?” demanded his father,
m a terrible voice,
“Jt—it wasn't my fault!” panted Grayson
“Travers was at the bottom of the wholo
plot! I really owed the money to him, and
I gave him my 1.O.U’s. But he passed them
over to Lloyd, and Ilu)ll came up here

and threatened to give me away lo the
Head!”

“You sce,” said Travers easily, “I told
you it was a put-up job, Mr. Grayson. But

it doesn’t alter the fact that your son stole
the money.”

“It was Travers who told me that the

moncy was abt the Moor View School!”
went on Grayson, clutching at the <hghtcst
straw, “He put the idea into my hecad!”

“ Enough—enough [” said his father. “I
can casily sce that this boy has been engin-
ecering the whole wretched business, But
you stole that money, Harold, and you gave
it to this bookmaker. ‘The evidence against
you is deadly.”

“So you sce,

sir,, it boils down fto the
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one alternative,” said Travers, “Either yon
make restitution to Lady Potts, or I shall
go to the headmaster and to the police
and tell my story.”

“Sitence | thundered My, Grayson, whito
with fury., “Let me think—let me think!”

Montague Grayson had not always been
rich and influential. He was almost a mil-
lionaire now, and he had set great hoycs
in his son. The prospect of Grayson being
expelled in disgrace from St. Frank’s was
an appalling onc. And expulsion was abso-
lutely inevitable if the truth came out. What-
ever happened with regard to the police,
yson would not be allowed to remain at
Frank’s.

“You young hound!” said Mr.
at length, turning to Travers.
been very ver—very
Heaven, this scheme
successful 1”

“Docs that mean that you're going to
let me tell my story to the Head, and to
the police ?”" asked Travers.

G
St.
Grayson
“You have
cunning! But, by
of yours shall not be
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“It does!” snarled Mr. Grayson. “I don’t
care for you—not a snap of the fingers!
I shall interview the hecadmaster myself, and
I shali tell him that you plotted—>

“Just a minute, sir,” interrupted Travers.
“It’s quite likely that I shall get the sack
for what I did—but so’ will your son get
the sack! T didn’t urge him to steal money
from the Moor View School. That was his
own idea. If he had had honest instincts,
he wouldn’t! have taken any notice of my
suggestions |”

“Bah!

This affair has gone far enough!”
said the stockbroker. “You cannot frighten
me with your absurd threats! T shall inter-
view the people at this—this Moor View
School  There will be no prosecution—no
polico-court action.'

“You can’t be sure of it, though, sir,
said Travers quickly. “Why should the
people at the Moor View School be tender
towards your son? He stole that mouey,
like any common thief—and there is a dis-
tinet chance that they will let the law take
its course.”

“You—you won't let the police take me,
pater?”’ panted Grayson, in horror.

“Silence!” said his father. “Even sup-
posing the police do take you—youw’ll be
safe, Harold. As a first offender, and as
my son, it is more than likely that you
will be only bound over.”

“Morve than likely, eh?” echoed Travers

”

mockingly. “Is it worth the risk, Mr, Gray-
son? Are you going to take all these
chances? Just think for a minute! Expul-

sion for your son is inevitable—if I tell the
truth. The people at the Moor View School
may refrain from prosecuting. Or if they
do prosecute the police muy save your son
from Borstal. But aren’t there a good many
doubts here ?”’

““There are none—uone
Grayson, beside bimself.

“T rather think you’re mistaken, sir,”
said Travers. ““Your only course is to look
on the worst side—and to be preparved for
disaster, 1f the Moor View School authorities
prosecute, your son will be arrested. It is
more than likely that he will be remanded
—and put in the dock at the next Assizes.
And even though you are a rich man, and
even though you have inflnence, that won’t
prevent your son from going to Borstal.
Rank won't make any difference to British
justice. Your son has stolen twenty-five
pounds—he had broken into the Moor View
School like a common thief. The evidence
is deadly against him. Are you going to visk
all this, Mr. Grayson? Are you going to risk
ruin for your son—disgrace for yourself ?”

Vivian Travers was clever here. Mr.
Montague Grayson was at his wits’ end--he
was tormented by anxiety and doubt—and
Travers was pressing his points home cun-
ningly. This was the time to strike—while
the iron was hot,

shouted Mr.
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“You'd better think carefully, sir!” went
on the Removite. “The fate of your son
is in my hands. And the alternative is easy
enough, isn’t it? Al I ask you to do is to
put things rght for Lady Potts. What is
it to you? The sum is a comparatively
trivial one—to a man of your immense
wealth. And it will mean the safety of your
son. It will mean that no hreath of sus-
picion will fall upon him. Your family name
will not be dragged into the mud—dis-
hornoured and disgraced. Isn’t it worth it?
What are you going to do?"

“Be silent, you young demon!” panted
Mr. Grayson, swinging round on him, “Let
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me have tim
_“That’s just what I can’t let you have,
sir,” interrupted Travers calmly. “‘Either

you tell me, now—on the spot—that youw’ll
make restitution to Lady Potts, or I shall
go straight to the headmaster, and start the
ball rolling.”

“Don't let him go, pater—-don't let him
go!” gasped Grayson, in utter tevror.

Mr. Grayson sank down into the neavest
chair, and his face was haggard—his droop-
ing shoulders denoted that he was beaten!

CHAPTER 19.
Saints versus Visitors !

IVIAN TRAVERS
was looking very con-
tented and  happy
that afterncon. In
his present frame of

mind, he almost forgot that the Big Match

was to take place to-day-—the match between
the St. Frank’s First Eleven and the Bellton

Rovers,

Mr Montague Grayson had gone.

The stockbroker had not actually said that
he would restore the Potts fortunes, but
Travers was convinced that everything would
now work out right. e had seen that Mr.
Grayson was beaten.

It was just a question of time now—per-

baps a few hours, perhaps a day or so. It
all depended upon how Mr. Grayson acted.

But Travers could see that Mr. Grayson
was not willing to 1 the . 1 every-

thing went well, the disgrace would be bad
enough. Expulsion for his son—the sordid
puklication of the details concerning the
robbery—a  police-comrt appearance, and
more publicity resultivg, perhaps, in Gray-
son of the Fifth being bound over.

But the worst side of the picture was
terrible, indeed Expulsion—police-court pro-
ceedings—Borstal |

This latter was most unlikely, but, as
Travers had_said. it was an undoubted risk.
A:;d could Mr. Crayson afford to take that
risk ?

After he had cooled down, and had looked
at the matter in a commonsense light, he

knew that he was caught in the trap. For
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the disgrace of his son would act like a
boomerang, and it would come back upon
himself. His own name would be dis-
honoured, and all his wonderful plans for his
son's future would be wrecked. His wvery
business would be affected, too. It might
mean the loss of tens of thousands of pounds
to_ him—perhaps hundreds of thousands.
Iiven now, he was in the midst of gigantic
financial undertakings. A breath of disgrace
against his name would mean that his most
influential customers would desert him.

So there was every reason for Vivian
Travers’ satisfaction that afternoon, He
knew that Mr. Montague Grayson was a
beaton man, and he knew that his.plot had
succecded.

Strolling over towards Big Side, where
most of the crowd was going, Travers found
everybody talking excitedly,

“We'ro going to scoe a jolly good game
this afternoon!” Handforth was saying.
“Have you heard the news, Travers?”

“T can’t say I have, dear old fellow,” re-
plied Travers. “ What news do you mean?”

“ About Potts.”

“Ah, good old Jimmy Potts,” nodded
Trayers. “What about him?”

“He's playing for Bellton Rovers—against
the First!” grinned Handforth. “What do
you think of it? Our giddy boot-boy—play-
ing against Fenton and all his merry men!
A bit of a cheek, isn't i£?”

" ;;Good luck to him!” said Travers cheer-

ully. 5

“Rather!” agreed Handforth. “Jolly
good luck to him! If it comes to that, he's
too good to play for the Rovers! Young
Potts is one of the finest players I've ever
seen!”

“And he'll give our seniors some anxious
moments, too !” said Church. “I say, wouldn’t
it he a lark if the Rovers won the match!”

Everybody was discussing the situation.

It had come as a surprise to find Jimmy
Potts turning out with the Bellton Rovers,
The seniors themselves were not merely as-
tonished, hLut thcy were indignant. They
felt that their dignity had been touched.
The boot-boy of the Ancient House was in
the opposing team! The very nerve of the
thing tended to-put the seniors on their
mettle, In no circumstances ecould they
allow this boot-boy to score a single goal!

“He won't do much,” said Morrow, as he
stood talking with Fenton and one or two
other members of the First Eleven, “Polts
played against the juniors a week or two
ago, and he scored a lot of goals, too. But
playing against the juniors is a different
propositien to playing against us.”

“He'll find that out before long,” smiled
Fenton. “There’s nothing wrong with our
defence, and if young Potts can get past it
be'll be a wonder.”

It seemed that Fenton’s words were tho-
roughly justified. For whoen the game started
soon afterwards Jimmy Dotts was not parti-
cularly noticeable. He played an excellent
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game, it was true, but he had a hard time
against tho stalwart St. Frank’s defence.

Jimmy was the youngest member of the
Rovers' team. All the others, captained by
Bob Catchpole, were burly youths—ranging
from seventeen to twenty. Jimmy, in the
forward line, was nippy enough-—ho was
alert and cager.

But somehow he couldn’t quite get into
his stride. More than once he made a
brilliant rus, but before he could attempt
to shoot, he was robbed of the leather, or
he was beaten in other ways.

At all events, when half-time came, Jimmy
Potts had ot distinguished himself as tho
juniors had hoped. He had not scored a
g_o:lui.- and he hadn't looked like scoring one,
either

But both Fenton and Browne had scored
during that first half, and the Rovers had
only replied once. So the score stood at
2—1 when the half-time whistle blew.

The St. Frank's seniors left the ground,
feeling that the game was in their hands.
During the second half, they would soon
settle the villagers’ hash.

Not that Jimmy Potts had any time o
think of football, once he had left the field.
For he had only just got to the pavilion
when he ecaught sight of a figure necar by.
He started, he flushed, and then he ran for-

ard.

“Mother!” he ejaculated, in delighted sur-
prise.

Lady Potts was standing there—a digni-
fied, quietly-dressed figure. Jimmy hadn't
known that she was coming—he hadn't hoped
for such good fortune.

“My boy—my boy!”
Potts tcnsciy.

And Jimmy know that something had
happened. e looked at his mother with
anxious eyes. She was flushed, and she was

murmured Lady

even trembling!

CHAPTER 20,
The Wonderful News!

OTHER!” said Jimmy,
clutching at her arm.
“What is it? What's
happened? Why are
you looking so—so

different?  Tell me, mother!”

“Jimmy dear, I hardly know what to
say!” replied Lady Potts, in a low voice.

“Can’t we go somowhere alone? Just for
a few minutes? I want to talk to you,
dear.”

“It's all right, mother, we ¢an walk up
and down here,” said Jimmy, as he led her
awa

They found themselves alone, walking over
ibe wide stretch of grass behind the pavilion,
where the school grounds extended over to-
wards Little Side.

“Now, mother, what is it?” asked Jimmy
breathlessly,
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ﬂ%m/;g,&“
A

juniors, me to introduce Sir James Potts,
far he's only been the boot-boy, but mow: >

“I don't know how to tell you, Jimmy!”

replied his mother, pressing his arm. “It’s
too wonderful—it’s too good to he true,
almosi ! Semotimes I think I must be dream-
ing.’

**Oh, mother, what is it?"”

Jimmy was getting very excited now—par-
ticularly as he saw that his mother was more
flushed than ever. Jimmy hadn’t seen that
look in her eyes for many months.

“This morning, just before the girls went
in to their dinner, Mr. Grayson came to sce
me,” said Lady Potts, at length.

“Mr. Urayson!” panted Jimmy, startted.
“¥You—you mean the man whe ruined us?”

“I hardly know whet to think, now,
Jimmy,” said Lady Potts quietly. “T always
believed th r. Grayson ruined us, and
perhaps T w 1t Perhaps his conscience
has been tormenting him. T ean only tell
you that he came fo me to-day, and that
he has assured me that our money is intact.”
ejaculated Jimmy, aghast.
e of news was rather too much
for him. And Lady Potts allowed it to soak
in. They walked on over the grass, oblivious
of everything and everybody.

“Intact I said Jimmy at last. “Do—do
you mean, mother, that we shall be able to
go back to the old home?”

“Myr. Grayson told me that the Manor will

be ready for us within a month,” replied
Lady Potts softly. * Certain securities have

suddenly risen i value—or perhaps they

A series of disbelievin;
shouts went up from the astonished juniors. They couldn’t credit the truth !
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Vivian Travers seized hold of Jimmy and dragged him forward before the
“t Allow Bart. ! he said. “ 80

were shares. I don’t knmow, Jimmy, I was
never any good at financial matters. T left
that all to your father. But Mr. Grayson
has assured me that every penny of our
money is now safe. We're rich, Jimmy dear
—wo're certain of a wonderful income for
life! We shall go back to the Manor, and
—and, oh, my boy, can’t you realise what
it all means?”

But Jimmy Potts was stunned. And,
somehow, at the back of his head a vague
idea was beginning to take shape.

Then, in a flash, he knew the truth.

It came to him almost like a blow,
Vivian Travers! It was Travers who had
done this—Travers who had engineercd the
whole thing! In a flood Jimmy remembered
Travers’ curious attitude of late. He had
always told Jimmy to wait. And then, Mr.
Grayson had come to sec Travers that morn-
ing.

Jimmy had almost forgotten the fact, even
though his mother had just told him that
Mr. Grayson had been to see her. Curiously
;\,lmugh, he hadn’t connected the two facts at
irst.

But now he knew!

Mzr. Grayson had come down from Lonton
tw see Travers that morning—and within «n
hour or two Mr. Grayson had gone to sce
Lady Potts, and had told her that her for-
tunes were restored! It wasn't merely sig-
nificant—it was conclusive.

Jimmy felt a liitle pressure on his arm.
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“Isn’t it wonderful,
mother softly.

“I'm thinking of somecthing, mum dear,”
said Jimuny, his eyes shining. “No, I can't
tell you yet—I don’t know whether I ought
to. But you mustn't think that Mr, Gray-
son has suddenly turned good. It isn’t that
at alll He has been forced to do this—he
couldn t help himself!”

“Whatever do you mean, Jimmy ?” asked:
Lady Potts in wonder,

“Pcrhaps Tl tell you later on,

W hon everything is really ccrtam

“DBut it's ccrtain now, dear,’ sald Lady
Potts. “Don’t you realise ity Mr. Gray-
son has given me a signed letter—a written
statement, briefly telling me that the Manor
is now my frechold property, and that cer-
tain doﬁmte stocks and shares and sccurities
are mine. EBarly next week he wants me
to go to London, to meet solicitors, and to

"Oh I don't want to hear
mlotruptcd Jimay happily. “It’s true,
then—absolutely truei There's just one
thing I \\'antfoul) one! We're rich now,
aren’t we?”

_“You know we are, Jimmy boy!

“@And we shall soon be able fo use our
real names,” said Jimmy bwuthlua*)
“You'll be Lady Potts, and you'il be back
at_the old home. It means that T shall ke

dear?” asked his

mother,

it, mum!”

1

able to go to school again—doesn’t it,
mum ?*"
“Yes, Jimmy dear,” said Lady Pots.

“You'll go back to Beeeleston—-"
“That's just it, mum!” said Jin
cagerly,  “Must T go back to Becclesio
;Can’t T come to St. Frank's—as a pupil?”
“Jimmy !
“Why not, mother?” urged Jimmy,
“But you've been here as the boot-boy,

an;

“lh&t doesn’t matter!” panted Jimmy.
“Everybody will know about it—it’ und
to be in the papers! And even if it isn't in
the papers, wo shan’t be able to keep it
sceret.  There’s nothing T'd like better than
to stay on at St. Frank's. Oh, wouldn't
it be glorious if I could go into the Remove

—and be on equal terms with Travers, and
all the other follows. They'ro fine chaps,
mum-—even better than the fellows at
Beccleston | Please, please let me stay
here!”

“Weo'll sco nbout it, Jimmy,” said Lady
Pott= smiling. “There ! Isn’t that a

of some kind?”

hat!” gasped Jimmy, “I believe
they're waiting for me! They're all lined
up, ready!”

“Then hurry off—and play your best,
dear,” said Lady Potts. “I’ll go to the
headmaster—and T'll tell him_everything!
II'Il ESk him if you can stay. How will that
do?”

“Do!” shouted Jimmy, leaping a yard
into the air. “I shall wake up in a minute!

These sort of things only happen in
dreams!”
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CHAPTER 21
The Winning Goal {

NTON, of the Sisth,
looked  at Jimmy
Potts somewhat im-
patiently as the lat-

I_[J\ ’
ter caine hurrying up.

“Tako your time!” said Fenton, not with-

out sarcasm. ‘“We're in no hurn young
Potts!”

“I—1'm awlully sorry, sir!” said Jimmy
with a gulp.  *I was talking to my

mother, you kuow!”

NEXT WEDNESDAY! wwasnanany

“That’s all right,” Frank’s
captain good hunot
place, young ‘un. We're w
Beveral mewbers of th cnior  Lleven
looked abt Jiminy Potts curiously as ho took
his place. He secmed a changed fellow
now. In some indefinable way he scemed to
be more confident—more at home,
It was rcally a psychological change.
Jimmy, knowing that the fan fortuncs
were restored, fell that he was the equel of
these St. Frank’s fellows. Ho was no longer
the boot-boy—and if everything went all
right he would soon be in the Remove.
During the first few minutes of the second
half, Jimmy was really awful. He missed
one or two exccllent passes, and he seemed

aid the St
ly “Take your
ng to start.””
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to be playing like a fellow in a dream. His
kicking was erratie, his whole play was
at random.

He wasn't concentrating. He was thinking
about his mothicr. Lady Potts had gone to
seo the Head—to make an arrangement, if
possible, for Jimmy to remain at the school.

Then, as these thoughts followed their
logical course, Jimmy suddenly realised
that he was now, to all intents and pur-

oses, a St. Frank’s fellow, and it behoved

im to play a good game—so that he would

e able fo get into the regular Junior
Eleven.
The very thought thrilled him through

and through.

Fun And Frolic On The Ice

It’s Handforth’s idea, and for once in
a way an idea of his proves a great
suceess. Irene and Co., from Moor View
School, are invited, and everybody has a
wonderful time on the frozen River Stowe

Of course, Handy is well to the fore
when it comes to racing and trigk skating.
His anties are a perfect scream—especially
when he comes inta collision with a cow !

But while the schosl is enjoying itself,
a sinister {igure is ereeping about in the
studies of the Aucient House, Who is this
mysterious - marauder ? What is he
doing ?

Youw’ll find fun, mystery and adventure
in next week’s corking extrz-long com-
plete yarn, which is entitled—

‘‘ The St. Frank’s Ice Carnival!”

Get your newsagent to order you a
copy NOW !

“SONS OF SPEED!”

Motor-racing thrills in galore in the
next thrilling instalment of Alfred Edgar’s
wonderful serial.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

A place in the Junior Eleven!

Tt was what he had dreamed about—a thing
that had scemed unattainable.

From that moment Jimmy’s play became
clectrified.

He forgot his mother—he forgot Travers-
ho forgot the wonderful news concerning
the family fortuncs. He only knew that he
was playing football, and he concentrated
every atom of his energy.

The Rovers were haid-pressed, and it
seemed that the St. Frank’s seniors were to
get a third goal. But Jimmy, going to the
rescue of his half-backs, trapped the leather
and was off.

He was really like a fellow possessed
Down the field he streaked, tricking oppo-
nent after opponent. A roar went up from
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all the spectators, for there was something
thrilling, something exhilarating, in that
run. Right through the St. Frank’s defence
went Jimmy Potts, and the swelling roar
aroso to a stup(‘ndous shout as he prepared
himself to shoot.

“Look out, goalie!”

“Bhoot, Potts, shoot!”

Slam!

Jimmy Potts sent the leather spinning
into the back of the net, yards away from
the rea?h”of the beaten goalkeeper.

“Goal !

“Oh, good shot!”

“Well played, Potts!”

The Bellton Rovers had equalised, and
Jimmy’s success did not end there. He
found himself shadowed by the amazed St.
Frank’s half-backs, but they were powerless
against this live-wire,

Ag.un and again Jimmy got through, and
three times in succession he sent in first-time
shots that the goalkeeper only just saved.
Before long, the entire crowd was watching
Jimmy—for he had become the most out-
standing pleyer on the field.

In spite of all their efforts, Fenton and
his men could not score again. Jimmy’s
example had spurred the Rovers on, and
they were packing their goal, making des-
perate efforts to stave off defeat. They were
on equal terms now, and they meant to
forco a draw.

But Jimmy was after something better !

Ten minutes from the end, he accepted ~
pass from the left wing, and never for a
second did he hesitate. Without even wait-
ing for the ball to bounce, he met it as it
came-—and deflected the course of the leather.
It swerved giddily, bewilderingly, and a
roar of consternation went up from the St.
Frank’s spectators when the ball was seen
to curl under the cross-bar, and drop at the
back of the net,

“Goal I”

“Great Scott! He's done it againl”

“Well played, Potts!”

There was nothing niggardly in the shout
of praise that went up. That goal bad
been against the St. Frank’s team, but it
had been such a wonderful goal that the
spectators yelled with delight. The juniors,
indeed, were by no means displeased to sco
the seniors in trouble. They rather enjoyed
the spectacle of their boot-bay making rings
round the lordly men of the Sixth.

The rest of the game was little better than
a scramble. Unexpectedly, the seniors
found themselves compelled to be on the
defensive. The entire forward line of the
Rovers was on the aggressive now, and it
seemed that nothing could stop them. The
amazing play of Jimmy Potts had instilled
overy villager with unbounded enthusiasm.

When the final whistle blew the Rovers
left the field the winners, Three goals to
two! And the St. Frank’s First had un-
doubtedly been defeated by the play of
Jimmy Potts, the boot-boy.
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But Jimwy did not wait to reccive any
congratulations. Ilo raced off like the wind,
eluding all those fellows who tried to inter-
cept him.

Yor he had scen hLis mother again—some
little distance from the crowd. He went
rushing up to her, and he clutched at her
arm_frantically.

“Well, mother?” he panted. ‘‘Have you
zcen the Head? , mum, I can’t wait for
you to tell me!” :

“Jimmy!” protested his mother. “You
mustn’t be so excited. It's all right-—"

“You—you mean "

“I have esxplained everything to Dr
Stafford, and he was wonderfully nice to
me,” said Lady Potts gently. “He has

romiscd to make a public announcement
ater on, and you will enter the school as a
pupil—->"

But Jimmy didn't hear any His
great dream had come true.

From this minute, he was no longer the
boot-boy of the Ancient House—but a Re-
wmovite!

more.

CHAPTER 22,

Introducing Sic James Pofts,
Bart.

IVIAN TRAVERS
grinned amiably as
he saw Jimmy  Poits
running across the
turf towards him.

Jimmy had spotted Travers a minute or

two earlier, and he had lost no time w

racing to Lis friend’s side.

“Good man, Jimmy!” said Travers.
“You played a marvellous game—especi-
ally in tho second half.”

“Never mind about the game!” panted
Jimmy. “How did you do 1it, Travers?"”

“Do what, dear old fellow?”

“0h, you know what I meant”

“Do 17 said Travers. “That’s just where
you're wrong. As far s I can make out,
you're talking out of the back of your neck!”

“I mean about Mr. Grayson!” said Jignmy
tensely, “Mr. Grayson came to sec you this
morning, and now my mother tells me that
everything is all right. Our money is intact,
and we're going back to the old Manor
House, which has been in our family for
centuries ! .

““Splendid!” said Travers coolly. “Didn’t 1
always say, Jimmy, that everything would
come right ?”

“But you've done it, Travers—you've done
it!"” insisted Jimmy.

“Rot 1"

“0h, why do you keep on pretending ?”
said the boot-boy baronct. “You ecan’t fool
me, Travers. And look here—mother has
fixed up everything with the Head, and I'm
going to stay on at St. Frank’s! I'm coming
mto the Remove—with you!”
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“DBetter and better!” said Travers con-
tentedly. “Well, well! What a surprise for
the chaps! Is this official, Jimmy ?"’

“Yes, of course; my mother has arranged
it definitely.”

“Then there’s no reason why we shouldn't
have a little fun!” said Vivian Travers, with
a chuckle. “I suppose the Head is going to
make an announcement of some kind, ch?
Well, let’s forestall him!”

Travers had seen that a number of Remove
fellows were charging up. They were intent
upon seizing Jimmy now, so that they could
congratulate him in a fitting way. So_far he
had eluded them, but now le was within their
reach,

“Youwre not going to tell them?”
Jimmy Potts in dismay. “Look hero, Travers!
Tell me about Mr, Grayson! What have you
done? How did you work it?"”

““ As I mentioned before, youw're talking out
of the back of vour neck,”” said Travers

calmly. “Why should vou think that I've
zlvork(-.d anything? What could I have
ono 7

“0Oh, but—"

Jimmy was not allowed to get any further.
for just then the St. Frank’s juniors came
surging round. They slaoped him on the
back. they shook him by the hand, and ther
generally battered him about.

“Good old Potis!” said Handforth
enthusiastically. “You're the kind of boot-
bov to have! Bv George, you made the
seniors sit up, didn’t vou ?”

“It’s a pity you can’t play for the Junior
Eleven,” said Nipper ruecfully. “Yowre just
the sort of fellow we need, Potts. Where on
earth did you learn to play such marvellous
football #”

“T can tell you that!" said Travers, with a
grin _“Ho learned it at Beccleston College!”

“Eh?”

“Where 7

“Beceleston!”  said  Travers, “Jimmy
Potts was junior captain at Beccleston.”

“Junior cfptain?” said Nipper, staring.
“But Beccleston is a great public school—
nearly as big as St. Frank’s!”

“Exactly !” nodded Travers. “Ob, and
there’s something else, you fellows! Kindly
allow me to introduce a new fellow for the
Remove !

He dragged Jimmy forward.

“Sir James Potts. Bart.I” he said
whimsically, “Meet the chaps, Sir James.

o far you've only been Jimmy, the boot-
boy. But—"

“Good gad!" cjaculated Archio Glen-

thorne.  “Isn’t this a bit below the line,
l;f.avem, old bird? I mean, hardly the sort of
thing——""

“It wouldn’t be the sort of thing if I were
only spoofing,” said Travers. “But it
happens to bo the truth, . This is Sir James
Potts, Bart.!”

“You silly ass!” frowned Handforth.
“What do you want to spoof the chap for?”

(Concluded on page 44,
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sonal attention. Letters of very .

pleuse.-
James W. Cook* {Poplar), J. 8. Ricketts*
(Hayle), J. D. Hosking (Johannesburg),

K. York-Palmer* (Brighton), Alfred
Charles Davies {Liverpool), Kenneth Rawson*

(Burnley), Stan Boland* (Dublin), I. M,
Day (Weymouth), Alec Pleon* (Brixton),
“rank Penmington {Bishop Auckland), Ruby
cholas (Horsham), Jack Gray (Hmllmgh
E: , Frederick Rossiter Parks® (West Ken-
sington), Harry Slater (Nelson), Bob Cum
ming (King William’s Town, C.P., S.A.).

* * *
Thanks, Leslie H. A. Rickson* (London,
¥.17), for your loyal support. You say:

“This last two weeks I have got three new
readers for the ‘N.L.L.' and they are all
saying that they could kick themselves for
not reading it beofore.” Well, that doesn’t
exactly look as if 'm played out yet, does
it? But here’s the point. If those three
readers said that. wouldn’t thousands more be
likely to sav it when once the Old Paver had
been brought under their notice? And, if
that’s the kind of thing they’re going to say.
why should any of you be backward in this
introduction business? The chances are that
you'll get warmly thanked, and at the same
time you'll be doing the Old Paper a real
service, Now. then, you timid enthnsiasts.
just take your conrage in both hands, and
follow Leslie’s examnle! What on earth have
you got to be afraid of ?
* * *

Yes, “Reader” (Stockport), T wrote the
short serials purporting to come from the
pens of Archie, Handy, Willy and Browne
But don’t let them know T told you.

* * *

Edward Sutton (Lincoln), I make no
clain to being an_artist, and T am not
responsible for the illustrations in Our Paper
—except in the sense that T describe the
incidents which they depict.

* *

You are quite right, Jean McClure {Faring-

don), about Nipper. Iis real name is Richard

*

If any rcude; writes t me, 1 shall be pleused to comment u,

LIBRARY, The Flectway House, Farringdon Street, LONDON, E.C.4.
pea/.u merit will be dulmguulwd l'_/ « star (*) against the

on such remarks as are likely ta wnterest
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, c/o The Editor, THE
Even letter

MJ photo excharge offer is still open: my autographed photo for yours—bul yours first

Hamilton. And Nipper and Reggie Piit are
both about hf:ccn years ol d

Would I consider it “ lhe dickens of a
cheek,” W. A, Clifford (Epsom), if you
asked me to draw you a rough plan or lay-
out of 8t. Frank's? Not a bit of it. Bug [
should consider it the dickens of a job if I
had to do it—especially for you. That
sectional map of St. Frank’s and district is
what you want. And when T say b L
apply the word to most of you also, For. if
T am to judge by the countless requests, that
map is wanted all over the place. But it's
been a long and arduous task to prepare it.
That's why you’ve been kent waiting so long
for it. Look out for u. this year, lads!

*

*

““Avdent Reader ™* {\Ve.~lmmster), B, Wil
(Weston-super-Mare). Elsie Louise Charley
(Taunton), C. S. Raven* (Ulverston), Geo.
Wi, Forrest (Liverpool), “Aussie ” (Unley),
Cyril Chamberlain* (Worksop), Tony Cooke

(Exeter), W. L. Hope (Falkirk), F. Grove
{thorm, S, .1.). “Wm. J. M.”” {Darling-
ton, Sydn W.), “King Alfred”
(Unley, _\ ) A. Turck (Clapham
Junction, S\Vl) E. Baldoek (Purley)
P. Chatfield (Dartford), Lauric odden
(Hilton, Sth. Aus.).
* »

You're behind the times, nom Aldridge

(London. S.E.1). because a serious quarrel

between Edward Oswald Handforth and his
faithful chums, Walter Church and Arnold
McClure, has already happened. It was
fully related in No. 261 of the Old Pap:
dated June 5th, 1920, under the title of * 1
Split in Study B
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DICK’S THE BOY FOR SPEED ! He thinks nothing of hurtling along at over
200 miles an hour——and he needs to go at that speed to beat Mark Lynch’s
record !

R T R R TR T S TR T
HOW THE STORY STARTED—

DICK BARRY proves his skill as a motor-
racing driver by winning a big Continental
ev,ent with a Kent car. In this race his

brother—

BIG BILL BARRY, star speedman of the
Kent racing team, is ln]ured through the
foul driving of his ri

MARK LYNCH, who drlves Tnce Eight cars.
Th enf

to break all records for speed. Lynch’s
car is called the Giant Ince, and he takes
it up to Seacombe BSands and breaks

Failure?

HIH TR TR T

., VERYTHING was blotted out for
E Dick, now, by an inferno of con-

flicting sound. The furious note
of the exhaust was a stunning bellow,
the sound of the wind past his ears and
about the car was a tortured seream, and
the speed-song of the straining engine
was a smashing boom, paralysing in its
awful intensity.

The car seemed to leap and buck under
him, its fierce speed finding bumps where
the sand had seemed flat. It became a
bouncing, smashing red comet, terrifying
in its hurtling recklessness.

The line of flags on either side turncd
to a blurred hedae. though they were
placed a Dundred yards apart. Of the
spectators he saw nothing save a grey
blotch. He fixed his gaze on the distant
black and white post, holding the car
straight with all his strength until the
post “stashed up to him and was gone.

He'd covered the mile! He eased his
foot on the throttle, but he didn’t touch

(Now read on.)

existing records by touching 205 miles an
hour, Immediately, Bill and Dick go up
with their Kent Flyer, intending to break
Lynch’s new record the same day. During
a trial run, Bill crocks up through his
in)unes. and Dick takes the wheel.

will permit another effort.
nothing for Dick; he swears that he won't
let Bill down, and resolves to shatter
Lynch’s record!

LT O =

the brakes because there was plenty of
time for him to slow.

‘What speed had he done?
it must have been terrific. Probably he’d
licked Lynch by a big margin; but
there was still the run back to do, and
it was just as well to have a bit in hand
because, from the look of the sea, the
wind was getting up.

The car was gradually slowing down
now. Dick picked ont more Kent
mechanics standing mnear a pateh of
planks, and he had a glimpse of the
motor-cyclist who was to advise him of
his speed. The man was mounted on his
machine, ready to move the moment that
he got word from another official.

Dick turned back to watch the cyclist,
and he saw the man suddenly shoot off
towards him. He watched the man come
after him, flattened along the tank of
his machine and plainly hitting up a
terrific lick; yet his pace looked slow
to Dick, for the Flyer was still travelling
at a great speed.

He felt that




THE NELSGM

Dick touched the brake pedal now,
pulling the car almost to the edge of the
sea as he passed the waiting mechanics,
then he brought it round in a wide turn
and slowed to what seemed a mere crawl
as the cyelist came storming up.

The man wrenched his machine round
in a wild skid, then shot level with him,
shouting something. But Dick was more
than half deafened by the tumult in
which he had been travelling, and he
shook his head.

The man motioned for him to slow still
more, then brought his bike up until he
was within arm’s length.

“One—eight—five!” Dick
yell.

A hundred and eighty-five miles an hour
—that was all! Dick gasped. It was
slow compared with what Bill had done
with a busted rib on the test run. He'd
imagined that he had been travelling at
least fifty miles an hour faster than that.

“You-—sure?” he roared at the cyclist,
and again the man shouted :

“One—eight—five 1"

Dick stared before him. This meant
that, to beat Lynch’s record, he must do
at least 230 miles an hour on the run
back. If he didn’t do it, he would have
failed !

Dimly, he realised that the mechanies
by the planks were waiting for him to
run up to them, but there was nothing
to stop for—nothing to delay his second
run.

He might as well do it straight off, and
this time he'd put his foot hard down, all
the way, never mind what happened,

Two hundred and thirty miles an hour!
He'd got to do it—or admit that Lynch
had beaten the Flyer!

heard him

The Result !
S Dick trod on the accelerator
pedal, the Flyer leaped forward
with her rear wheels slashing

sand backwards in a rising plume. As
the machine gathered speed, he could see
that the tide was coming swiftly in, and,
at one point, the waves had already en-
croached to the scaward line of flags.

The wind, too, was driftiné sand across
the course, and that would make it all
the more diflicult for him.

As the roar of the engine lifted, he
slammed the pedal down to the metal
floorboard, using it to brace his back
against the seat. He watched the needle
of the revolution counter sweep up and
around the coloured dial to the red strip
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painted there, and he griuned a little as
he saw it rise. Beyond that red line
there was the danger of something going
wrong—of something smashing, because
at that point the engine would be strain-
ing to the peak of its power.

But he didnt care what smashed—
Lynch wasn’'t going to lick them!

Once again everything _merged to a
blurred impression of speed and furious
noise. Once more the red Flyer changed
from a car o a streaking, crimson comet
as she roared fowards the measured mile.

Dick felt the car straining over as the
wind caught it broadside. He remem-
bered Bill’'s warning to overstcer when
he straightened, and he did it this time.
It was an age before the car answered,
Bbut he got it straight and, with all the
strength in his wrists and hands, etamped
his fingers on the wheel.

The black canvas of the timing strip

whipped towards him. He felt the ecar
buck at even the faint rise that the strip
made.
To the side of his faucc came wind-
blown sand, stinging with the prick of a
thousand red-hot needles. He felt his
goggles being tugged as though by un-
secen hands, them, quite suddenly, the
whole of his windscreen was blotted out
by a sudden smash of wet sand caught
from the air.

He couldn’t sec. He shifted his head
to look around the edge of the wire-
meshed screen, and on the instant the
wind caught him like something solid. It
blew his head back and seemed to lift
him clean out of the car ere it jammed
the back of his head against the fairing
behind.

He braced neck-muscles and shoulders
to withstand it, and in the moment that
he got a clear view ahead he saw that
he was hurtling down en a faint dip in
the course, and that the dip was flooded
by sea-water less than an inch in depth.

But it might have been fathoms deep
from the spray when he hit it. The
water founted solidly, striking up on
cither side in a silvery screen that was
gone the moment it was born—and out of
it the car came in a sideways slither.
The instantaneous check of the water had
plucked the machine into the beginning of
a skid,

Dick felt the car slithering towards the
inside line of flags. He was into them—
saw some go high—then he had the car
back and straight and it was thundering
on.

Thundering on in a perfect frenzy of
mad speed with the wind snatching at it,
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fighting to slow it or blow it sideways.
Dick was numbed by the gale, deafened
by the thunderous roaring, battered until
every sense was numbed, and he fought
instinetively to hold the Flyer.

He was driving with one goggled eye
poked the fraction of an inch to one
side of the wind-screen. Spectators
slashed behind him, He marked the end
of the run, fought another gust of wind,
and then hurtled over the last timing
strip, the run finished.

He eased the Flyer’s speed, still fight-
ing to keep her straight. He'd covered
another mile before he had time to wonder
at what rate he had travelled, and not
until the car was ambling over the sand
at a mere 100 miles an hour did he have
it completely under control.

He made out Hurst and the other
mechanics waiting ahead.  They ripped
towards him and swept behind as he
used the brakes, and brought the car
round. As he turned it, he saw a motor-
cyclist coming towards him, moving full
pelt. to tell him what speed the car had
done.

There might have been something at
stake from the speed at which lie was
moving, but Dick guessed the man knew
he would be anxious,

He headed towards the mechanics. He
could see them shouting at the cyelist,
but a gust of flying sand hid them an
instant afterwards, and Dick couldn’t
see how they greeted whatever informa-
tion the man had given them.

The motor-cyclist appeared again, went
past, slithered in a quick turn, and
then zoomed up alongside. Dick leaned
over the side of the car. Once more his
deafness defeated him as the man shouted.

Dick used his brakes desperately now,
and, as they answered, the cyclist shot
ahead, then turned. Dick was in a fever
of anxiety as he waited for the man to
get back to him,

Had he failed? Had he let Bill and
the professor down? He couldn’t face
them again if he had. What a time that
cyclist was getting—— Ah, here he
comes !

Once again the man swept up belind,
and now his speed was so slow that he
had to use his feet to keep his machine
upright. He leaned over:

“Two—two—five!” Dick heard him
shout.

Two hundred and twenty-five miles an
hour! Did that mean he’d beaten Lynch
or His brain was too numbed to
work the figures out, and he heard the
cyclist shouting distantly again:
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“Gives — two—nought — five — dead
time !”

His average speed was 205 miles an
hour !

It was exactly the same as Lynch's on
the Giant Ince.

He hadn’t beaten him—but he hadn’t
failed! He'd dead-heated with Bill's

rival !
H came racing to the car, swarming
round it to grab Dick’s hands and
to thump his back. He couldn’t distin.
guish what they said, and when they all
Jbut dragged him out of the machine he
found that lLe could mnot stand without
support.

Little Joey Hurst shook his fist again
and again, and Dick might have smashed
the record with 250 miles an hour from
the fuss the mechanics made. Although
he didn’t realise it, they had a lot to be
pleased about, chiefly because he hadn’t
failed.

In addition, it was the first time that
Dick had actually driven the car. He
had done something during the last few
minutes which most of those mechanics
would frankly have admitted that they
themselves were afraid to do—and no-
body would have thought the less of them
for saying it.

Dick had stepped into his brother’s
shoes without hesitation. They’d all
known that he had plenty of pluck, but
something rather more than pluck was
needed to do what he had done—steel
hard courage.

Dick himself couldn’t see that. Fellows
who've .plenty of nerve and daring just
naturally don’t realise it for themselves.
A man who has won a V.C., for instance,
can’t easily be persuaded to talk about
i, or to admit that he has done anything
out of the way.

The mechanics heard Dick stammering
that he was sorry he hadn't done better.
That brought a lot more back-thumping
and confused shouting, and then he saw
a perfect fleet of cars racing across the
sand towards him,

These were machines belonging to
spectators. They came like a flood, and
in front of the whole lot was a Kent
| tourer, with the professor at the wheel
and travelling an out. The car came
up and stopped in a long skid; a moment

Captain of the Team !
URST and the other mechanics

after, the professor was out of it and
shaking both Dick’s hands.
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Then, from the rear of the machine,
Bill elimbed out stifty, his injury hastily
dressed He grinned as the mechanics
made way for him, some of them helping
him forward.

“Good for you, young 'un!” ke said.
Dick faintly heard the words. *“Good for

you! We tie with Lynch, and that’s the
next best thing to beating lim !”

A giant crowd of cheering spectators
came swarming round, with camera men
and cinematograph operators begging
them to stand back while they took pic-
tures of Dick and the Flyer.

37
gave the Flyer's feat ascendance over
that of the Giant Ince.

Around the world that aftcrnoon, wires
thrummed with the story- of what had
happened on Seacombe Sands, and London
papers bore greal headlines:

“BOY DRIVES MONSTER RECORD-
BREAKER.
“Kent Flyer's thrilling 205 m.p.h, at
Seacombe.”

=27

1L
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And others said :

A crowd of cheering spectators came swarming round Dick after his record-smashing ride, while camera wen

and

Irom the dunes, more people came run-
ning, until the sand was black with them.
Dick was scized by men whom he had
never seen before, and he was chaired
round and round the quiescent shape of
the Flyer, while members of the crowd
stared in blank amazement as they saw
his boyish face, and wondered where he
kept the strength to hold the machine.

Sight of the fact that he was only a
Loy set them cheering the sore wildly,
and it was the very fact that Dick, and
not Bill, had driven the Flyer in an
cmergency and had done so well that

cinematograph operators took pictures of him and the Kent Flyer.

“BOY TIES TOR WORLD'S SPEED
RECORD.

“Daring Drive on Wonder Speed Car.”

There was very little about Mark Lynch
and the Giant Ince Light! That car,
and what 1t had done, didn’t count
against Dick’s feat. By dead-heating,
Dick had actually donue better than if he
had beaten Lynch, because it was plain
that the Flyer would run again and would
touch even greater speed.

The wind and the sand had been against
him on botlr runs. Lynch had had perfect
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conditions for his attempt. But for the
wind Dick’s speed would have been
greater in both directions—ten or fifteen
miles an hour faster at least, so the ex-
perts said.

Not that Dick worried much about what
anybody said. The terrific nerve strain
had made him feel more than a little
limp, and he was glad to get away from
the crowd to the little inn by the sea-
shore,

The professor invited - the timing
officials to an impromptu dinner at the
inn, Over the meal those men, who knew
the sands well, told him that it would
be impossible for another attempt on
the record to be made inside a fortnight
or three weeks.

For one thing it was unlikely that the
wind would change for some days, and,
when it did change, the tides would be
all wrong and would not leave the sands
clear for long enough by daylight for the
course to be laid out.

“I don’t mind that,” the professor
told them. “It will give me a chance
fo make one or two little alterations to
the car. We won’t make another effort,
then, until after the British Grand Prix
at Brooklands, Dick "—he turned to the
boy—“will you drive a car in that race
for me?”

“Thanks, I'd like to!” Dick told him.

“Then you'll have to captain the Kent
team,” Bill growled at his side, “because
I shan’t be able to drive.”

“Why not?” asked Dick. But Bill did
not answer; he jerked his head to the
doctor who sat a little way down the long
table, and the grey-haired man leaned
forward.

“If he takes any chances with that
fractured rib, I won’t answer for the con-
sequences,” the medical man said slowly.
“He’s got to go very carefully with that
for the next week or two.”

“It won’t stop me helping Dick to tune
his car, will it?” asked Bill. “Anyhow,
that’s what I'm going to do. Dick "—
he leaned across the table--“we’ll tune
our racing team up to wipe the floor
with Lynch at Brooklands, then you can
come up here and show him how fast you
can make the Flyer go, when you really
set your mind to it!”

Dick’s Peril !

ESPITE all the vicious efforts of
Mark Lynch to bring about the
downfall of Bill and the pro-

fessdr and the Kent works, it certainly
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looked as though the Kent firm might
avert the ruin which had threatened it.

Dick’s win in the Continental race,
coupled with his feat at Scacombe,
brought a perfect flood of orders for cars.
Dick didn’t need any telling that if he
could win the British Grand Prix—the
biggest motor-race held in England—it
wonld  still further strengthen their
position, and the final capturing of the
world's record for speed would mean the
complete defeat of Lynch.

All the racing mechanics know this,
too, and in the days that followed, every
man put his best into the work of pre-
paring a team of three cars for the big
Brooklands” event. It was definitely
settled that Bill would not drive, and not
a man begrudged Dick taking over the
position of captain of the team.

This was more an honour than an
actual job with any responsibilities, be-
cause Bill really remained the captain,
attending to all the detail work at the
replenishment pit and laying down the
strategy for the race.

At the same time, the captain would
have to set the pace in the race, and he
would be right up against Lynch. Dick
wanted nothing better than that.

The second driver was to be little Joey
Hurst. Joey hadn’t the strength and the
“meat ” for a gruelling road race, but
he could stick five hundred miles of high-
speed work at Brooklands, because the
track was not so trying as a Continental
road. He was struck almost dumb when
the professor offered him a car, but Joey
managed to find words enough to say
that he'd drive,

The third driver was the man who had
handled No. 3 in the Continental race.
A sound man who could be relied on to
do the right thing all the time.

Dick left the actual preparation of the
car to Bill, because no one could do if
better. The boy spent his time getting
himself thoroughly fit, and in practising
pit work with the man who was to act
as his mechanie.

The professor also left the cars to Bill,
and devoted himself entirely to fitting
the Flyer for her next record-breaking
dash,

Just a week before the race was due,
the cars were taken down to Brooklands
for final tuning up. They did everything
that was expected of them, although Bill
was careful to cloak their actual per-
formances in order that Lynch should get
no idea of what he was up against.

“He's certain to have one or two men
hanging ahout specially to watch us,” Bill
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sajd,  “He knows how much this race
will count Make no mistake about it,
Dick, driving the Giant Ince is no easy
job, and we've got the pull of him with
the Flycr—it’s a Dbetler car and she's
faster, no matter how he makes the Giant
go.

“Barring accidents, we've got him beat
for the big record, and that’s why he’ll
go all out to whip us in this race here
at Brooklands. If he can do it, it won’t
be so bad for Ince cars even if we do get
the big record. But if we get this race
and the reeord, too, it’ll be good-night for
Lynch I

For these reasons, Dick handled his
racing machine carefully when ho was on
the track. The team of Ince Eights
turned up for practice threc days before
the race was due, but they never came out
on the track while the Kent team was
using it. Or, if they did, Bill immedi-
ately called Dick and the other cars in.

The Kent speed machines were garaged
in one of the old aviation sheds near the
Byfleet banking, while Bill and Dick and
the mechanies slept in a bungalow a little
farther away. Three mechanics were on
guard day and night over the trio of cars,
each man heing armed with a hefty-
leoking club—just in case Lynch did try
any dirty work with the cars.

But nothing happened. On the night
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before the race, the guard was doubled,
and in the evening Dick lingered long
over his machine with his mechanic.
There was nothing more that they could
do to it, because the car was as perfect
as hands could make it.

But they dusted it down, polished
everything that was polishable, and
finally covered the car with a waterproof
sheet, which they carefully pegged down,
because the roof of the old hangar was
more than a little leaky.

After that, Dick strolled across to the
bungalow, had a light meal, and, just as
the sun was setting, turned in.

His room was at the end of the build-
ing. It was not a very big apartment,
and he spent some time sitting on the
edge of his bed, going over his racing
kit—rope-soled canvas shoes, white over-
alls with “Kent” embroided: in blue,
back and front; peaked crash helmet and
three pairs of fur-edged goggles which
had unsplinterable glass lenses.

He set the whole lot out on a chair, to-
gether with chocolate and a little bag of
thirst-quenchers which he weuld carry
with him; then he did a few physical
excrcises, and afterwards dived- between
the sheets

He remained awake for some time,
thinking about the race that the morrow

{Continued on next page.)
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“SONS OF SPEED!"”
{Continwed from previous page.)

jut

would bring. He was to be pace-maker
for the team, with the other two Kent
cars sitting as elose up to him as they
could manage. He had a queer, quivery
feeling at the thought that he was actu-
ally to be captain of the team, and that
he would be racing against the world’s
best drivers, quite apart from Lynch.

He wondered 1f he would come through
it all right; how fast Lynch’s car would
prove; whether the man would try any
foul riding to balk him—he wondered
about a hundred things connected with
the race, and then he drifted to sleep.

Slecp brought him a strange and
peculiar dream. He imagined that he was
driving at terrific speed around the track,
and his speed was such that all the other
cars had cracked up in the race through
trying to keep up with him—but he had
seen nothing at all of Mark Lynch.

That worried him. He wondered where
Lynch was when, suddenly, he saw him
coming towards him on the track. Lynch
seemed to be an enormous size, and he
got bigger and bigger as he swooped

down. In Dick’s dream, the rival speed-
man filled the whole track-—black and
monstrous.

Dick shouted for him to get out of
.the way, and then the man seemed to
“swoop at him, one giant hand clapping
over the boy’s mouth. Dick struggled
against him, fighting wildly—then sud-
denly wakened and found himself flat on
his back in bed.

Above him a man was bending, with
another holding Dick’s legs. Both were
shadowy, brutal-faced figures, and one
had a pad pressed down over the boy’s
face.

Dick’s nostrils were filled with a
strange, cloyinig odour which seemed to
clog his brain. There was a mad drum-
ming in his ears, and massive wheels
began to hum in his head. He punched
out at the man, but felt his arm gripped
and forced down. _

The wheels spun® faster and his ears
were filled with a dull, throbbing sound.

“Got him " grunted one of the men
softly, as Dick’s sinewy body went limp!

Escape !
VERY slowly and very painfully,

Dick fought his way back to
consciousness. It seemed a long
time before his brain cleared suffi-
ciently to rccord impressions around him,
and then he found that he was staring
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straight up through a broken roof to the
sunlit blue sky beyond.

His head ached abominably. He felt
more than a little sick, and his nostrils
were still filled with the cloying odour of
the stull with which he had been knocked
out. He could move neither arms nor
legs, and he became aware that his mouth
was filled by a ball of cloth, which acted
as a gag.

For a space Dick closed his eyes. When
he opened them ‘again, he could sce still
more clearly. He discovered that he was
lying on some old sacks in the corner of
a tumble-down shed. Through the door-
less opening at one side he saw bracken
and, beyond that, the rough, slender
trunks of pine trees. Obviously, he was
in a shed in the middle of some sort of
wood.

He became aware of - sounds outside.
Distantly, there came to his ears the
mutter and growl of racing cars’ exhausts
—machines making ready for the start of
the great race! Then he heard, much
nearer, the roar and snarl of running
engines and the mixed hooting of motor
horns. That sound came from the cars
of spectators hurrying along the roads
towards the famous speedway, assembling
for the race,

From all this, Dick realised that e was
still in the grounds about the Brooklands
track, On one side of the speedway are
pine woods, and he guessed that the shed
stood in one of these, X

Just what time it was, he couldn’t tell,
but it must be somewhere near the start
of the race. Possibly the racing machines
were already assembling at the replenish-
ment pits! .
That thought did more than anything
else to clear Dick’s head. The ache
seemed to be wiped away from above his
eyes as he realised what it all meant to
him. He'd been kidnapped, undoubtedly
at the instigation of Eynch, to prevent
him running in the race.

Dick wriggled slightly on the sacks, and
then lifted his head to look around the
shed, It was a dilapidated, mildewed
sort of place: the floor was covered with
dead leaves and twigs. There were holes
in the walls, and in the shadow by the
doorway sat the two brutal-looking men
whom he remembered from the night
before.

Dick wondered what Bill was doing.
Probably his brother was about fighting
mad, and looking for him. No doubt he’d
put a substitute driver on Dick’s machine,

He lay there, thinking it over. Suppos-
ing he got out of his bonds, what chance
would he have of escaping past these two
men? Not much! He felt too groggy for
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words, and if it came to a serap either
cne of them could just about eat him.

But there was nothing like trying it,
and he began to test his bonds. So far
as he could make out his arms had been
bound by two or threce turns of rope
around his body, and the rope seemed to
go down over Eis thighs and around his
ankles, being secured there.

It cccurred te Dick that, since he had
been unconscious when they had tied him
up, the men had not made a proper job
of it. They'd lashed him just suig);ently
to sort of discourage him from trying to
get away, and, of course, they'd gagged
him, so that he couldn’t shout. Anyway,
they probably reckoned that if he did
start struggling, or did get loose, he
could Dbe very speedily subdued.

Dick realised that whatever he did
would have to be accomplished without
rousing his captors’ attention, and after
a few moments of cautious wriggling, he
discovered that it would not be difficult
to work his right arm up and out of the
ropes. Once that was done, the bonds
would practically fall off him.

He raised his head and looked down his
body to make sure of this, then, by flexing
and letting his right arm go limp, he
gradually worked it up until one strand
of rope slipped over his wrist and over
his hund. 'Ten sceonds later, and that arm
was_ free, while the rest of the rope lay
slack around him.

Dick's heart was thumping at the casiness
of it. At any moment he could get to his
feet and kick the ropes off—but he would
never get past the men at the door! They
were sitting sideways towards him, and
they must spot any real movement that
he made. Their attention was still held
by the cars they could see, and neither of
them spoke.

Down on the track, the chuttering
bellow of racing-car exhausts grew louder.
Every little while one would roar out
above the others, and Dick knew that was
the sign of a car moving uthhe straight
towards the starting line. e could tell,
from the frequency with which these
sounds cawe, that they were lining up for
the race!

Again he stared round the hut. If he
conldn’t get past the men and out of the
door, was there a chance of him getting
through a hole in one of the walls? They
were wooden, all green with damp. Damp
wood is rotten wood; if he could find a
hole big enough to get one shoulder
thrcugh he might be able to force his
way out.

cllected sunlight shene through where
a plank had fallen completely away. It
was just to one side of him, and he saw
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that the nearby planks looked weak on
their rusted nails. 'That was the spot
which promised most hope of escape.

Dick made his plans. He would work
the rope down te his feet as silently as
possible, get the gag out of his mouth,
then dive for the opening. If the men
collared him, he would shout like mad on
the chance of someone hearing !

He set about the job. Very cautiously
he slipped the loops of rope down to his
thighs, then spread his legs apart until
he made quite sure that they were fairly
free. He raised one hand and eased the
gag down until it slipped under his chin,
then he jerked it away.

He filled his lungs with air, tensed, then
jerked full to his feet in a single, sudden
movement.

Instantly the whole shed whirled round
him. He’d forgotten that he’d still be
shaky from the dope. Automatically he
kicked his legs to clear them of the rope,
and, mistily, he saw the two men start off
their boxes and leap towards him,

Dick hardly knew how he found the
strength to f{ing himself at the gap in
the wall, but he got there somehow. Head
and shoulders went through in a shower
of rotten splinters; he kicked wildly as a
hand grasped his ankles, and an instant
after. he was rolling over and over amidst
the damp bracken.

He got up. Everything was swim-
ming about him. Trees and ferns, sky
and ground were swaying and heaving
and volling as he stumbled blindly for-
ward.

He lheard one of the men shout behind
him, then he cannoned into a tree. The
crack of his head against the trunk
seemed to shock his vision back to clarity.
He glimpsed cars on a road mot twenty
yards away through the trees, and he
rushed towards them.

The two men were coming after him,
but he didn’t look round at them. He
rushed madly on.

Dick was near the road mow. Desper-
ately he ran, ploughed through the heart
of a bush, felt springy turf under his feet,
and a second after he was in the roadway.

He saw a long, low-built Lanci-Lambda
tourer crawling in the string of traffic
just in front of him. There was only the
driver in the car, and he stared in blank
amazement at Dick as the boy clawed at
the side and gasped:

“Would you give me—a lift to—the
paddock? I—T’'m driving in the race!”

(Driving in the race, yes—but is he sn time?
The race may have started, for all Dick knows!
Look out for next Wednesday's great instalment.)
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 92.

SECTION READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to beeome enrolled as a Member of THE 8T, FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify foe all such bencfits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the League, Y hereby declare that I have imtroduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. Will you,
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of with the BL hi,
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

. 1, Member No....... give Membership No.), hercby declare that I have
introduced ome more new reader, whose signature fo certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me....... (state number of
introductions up o 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 NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”

(FULL NAME)
(ADDRESS)
INSTRUCTIONS,

|N8TRUchoNs.~Reader Applying for Mem-
ip. Cut out TWO complete Application
l’Ol’ﬂ\a from Twv copies of this week's issue of
THE NELBON LEE LipkakY. On one of the forms
'lez\\e in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
" Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. fLhe sccond form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Scetions A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank's League, c/o THUE NgLsoN LEE
vough House, Gough Square, London,
Membe) Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
renders 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 Scctions A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and

writes his name and address at the bottom of
the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Oflicer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six mew readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's Leagme bronze
medal. There is rothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number,

Brouze medallists Mshmrv to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in “the same wiy as for
the bronze medal, filling in Section B. Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
s0 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
3d., providing the envelope is noi sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

A FEW OF THE ADYANTAGES

You can write to fellow members living at
liome or in the most distant outposts of the

mpire.

You mre oﬂered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

It you want to form a sports or social club,
ou can do so amongst local members of the

eague.

I)F JOINING THE LEAGUE.

are offered free hints on holldays,
whcther 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 Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you,

NOTICE!

The St. Frank's League has now allained such
the offer of gold medals in connection therewith.
able, however, as herelofore, to those who qualify

proportions that we are wmpelkd to discontinue
The silver and bronze medals will still be avail-
for them tn accordance with the rules.
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Coming Attractions,
TAL bit of news this week ¢
In a few weeks'

SPEC
1s our new serial.

A

time the " Nelson Lee Library ™ will
be starting this story and I have
not the slightest doubt that it will appeal to
all readers tremendously and send the N.L.L.

up several pegs in popularity. 1 am not going
to say much about the new yarn now. It
i gh for me to point out that it deals
il adventures of some particularly
plueky explorers who stick at nothing in their
efforis to win what they are after. Perilous
guests by land and sca have been common

enough. A story of daring in the upper air-
ways strikes a new note. The new serial will
be the winner of 1928. Keep your peepers
open for it, chums,

The Slackersl
An out-and-out supporter of the paper who
lives in South India, sends me a bitter com-
plaint about the correspondents whose pro-
crastination in the matter of writing letters
causes him considerable annoyance. T do not
wonder at it. We all know the slacker who
puts off doing a job which he ought in all
reason to tackle at once. It is not playing
the game. You think his reply is in the post
and will pretty soon be raitling merrily
through the lettor flap of your door. Not a
bit of it. The fellow has not yet bought a
botile of ink, or he has gone out for a walk,
and forgotten all about it. Shame on him!
This kind of lazivess is extra bad in the case
of a stamp collector who receives specimens.
+He has no right ta put off the despatch of
stamps in exchange. There is no excuse for

. omitting to do the eivil thing.

Rhymes Wanted.

My next business is to deal with a request
for a yarn in rhyme. My correspondent, who
writes from Brecon, seems to have a hazy
notion that a tale could as easily be written
i i . but somehow I do not
ho is correct. He guotes the brook
o for ever, amd it is tolerably
s this bronk is Mr. Brooks.
author of 3t, Frank’s, though
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1 we all hope
1gular.na;

will go on for ever, like his
ke, is a story-writer first, last
and all ti I do not fancy he would relish
the job of turning out the amazing adventures
of the great E. O. Handforth in rhyme.

Think of the difficulty of an author. He
has, say, just got his hero in a ticklish
position of acute peril, and then finds
himself stuck for a word that will rhyme
in all right! Not nice for the hero,
that, say what you may. But, of course, I
will mention the idea to E. S. B. and hear
what he has to say about it.

The Indispensables!

A London football secretary blows in with
a regular grouse about swankers who “‘stand
out’ at critical junctures just in order te
show off, and emphasise their own importance.
My chum has had a t g time, and his
experience is nothing new. Kvery fellow who
has had anything to do with football orgunisa-
tion knows about these “spoiled darlings™
who take offence, or, maybe, from sheer
cussedness try ta kick up a shindy at the last
moment. In the case specially referred to
there is no doubt that the spoilsports are good
players. They are wanted, and they know it.
But is there anything more utterly unsports-
manlike than this ventilating some fancy
grievance, or the assertion of personal im-
portance at the eleventh hour?

In some cases, of course, a clever centre-
half may by tip-top play have come to be
regarded as a man who 1s indispensable, but
one would not think much of his sense of
sport if for some egotistical reason he risked
queering his team’s pitch at the vital time.
He might win his own potty little game, but
he would know in his heart that it was a
pinchbeck victory not worth ninepence. No,
the job of an efficient football manager is
to wash out malcontents. You can’t run a
winning side with grievance mongers, or per-
potual grousers. Until they get it drummed
into their heads that they are not indispen-
sable there will be no sound progress.

A Note of Warning.

Members of the St. Frank’s League are
warned against having any dealings with any
persons ealling themselves “high officials ” or
“representatives >’ of the League.

(Continued overleaf.)
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OUR WEEKLY POW-WOW! “THE BOQT-BOY'S LUCK!”
(Continued from previous paye.) (Continued from page 32.)
e : L - - L
The St. Frank’s League i3 run entirely “Pw awlully sorrv, s, but. it
from this office by correspondence, and the | hapsons to be true,” sqid Lircatla
Chief Office n take no responsibility for| jogly, “1 am Siv James Pofts, and my
the bona fides of any person who may ap-| yother is Lady Potts I'm going to be in

proach members personally with the Object
of organising camps, excursions, cte,, under
the auspices of the League.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

D. G. W. Cooke, 2, Herbert Sticet, Sydney,
nr. Crewe, Lhesmre wishes to conespnnd
with readers unv\»huc and on any subjeci;
all letters promptly answered. He wants,
also, to obtain N. L. L.’s dealing with the
adventures of the St. Frank’s Boys. abroad.

. G. Hogan, “Belturbet,” Victoria Road,
Clontarf, Dublm, wouldl “like to correspond
with \e’xden interested in Transatlantic flights.

Tivic Meakin, 21, Bristol* Road, flkeston,
Derbyshire, wishes  to buy* the: first Six
numbers (new series) of the .“Nelson Lee
Library.” Must be- in “good conditiou. * He
also wants to correspond with readers in' New
Yerk, Pern, Sydney, \ma Seotia. All Jetters
answered.

G. Tapping, 6, Bunshux Hill, Tring, Herts,
has 220 “*Nelson Lee Libtary > numbers for
sale from October 7th, 1922.

Eddie Failows, 62, "Norman Street, Mid-
tleton, nr. Manchester, \ushe to hear from,
]navu(\ members in-his: district..

H. Scott, 99, Mina Road, Old Kent Road,
London, S.E., wishes to correspond with
readers intcrcsted in fretwork, cyeling and
stamps.

A. Cobbett, 21, Clom\\el] Road, Camberley,
Surrey, has o number. of issues of the ‘‘Nelson
Lee Library ” for’ sale cheap. All in good

condition,

W. T. -Madeley, cfo (. Jones & Co., 164,
Deritend, Birmingham, wishes to hear from
T.eague members in his district. e

George Rudge, 26, High Street, Stonchouse,
Plymouth, ~Dc\on, wants No. 1 (o‘d series), |
“Nelson Le¢ Library.”

Alichael "J.v.O’Brien, 6, Bank DPlace,
Limerick, Ircland, wishes to correspond with

readers anywhere,
ln ANDTHE BIKE
B YOURS
LOW

1 supply the finest Oovanexy
builsoycles on 14 days’
free lndﬁll‘r

the Remove from now on.

o

“Weleome fo the Remove!” said Nipper,
grabbing Jimmy's hond. * Kindly allow nig
to fall on your neck. old son! So you'rs

really going to join the Junior Ileven, after
all 2»

The fellows could hardly believe if at first.
But they believed it all right when the hea:i-
master made an announcement to the whois
school a little later on.

And in all thiy itoment \nmn Traveis
was hardly thought of,

Yet he was the fellow who hud brought in
all about, and, by doing ii, he had got hi.n-
bad name in the Remove. Not thut
cared in the least.

‘had saved his life gnee, and 1his was
way of trying to pay the debt,
that debt was paid. Later on’ ihal
day, however, Travers met H:uold Gravson,
and when he. saw’ the., m
abjection on the Fifth-17
a momentary twinge In th
realised that two wrongs did not

Travers’
Now

:\‘ socond

make a

right. Ho realised whar agony of mind his
cnhnmv_sclmming— must have cansed . tho
senior. -

But the feeling did not last.

exaltation at the success of his plan,
soon fmgut it, and he.passed, Grayson without
a wor ravers went on his way down to the
¢, and he slipped a sealed pacl\am‘ inio
That package mmamcd Ahe sing

’\hss Bmld at the Moor View Schiool.

Tt signified the end of the episode.

The notes had been returned, and thus the
search for the thisf vould end. Mr. Montague
Grayson had taken the enly course that had
been open fo him, and he had made
restitution to Lady Potts and her son.

And Vivian Travers, of the Remove, was
responsible for it all, although he reccived 1o
. For nobody ever knew.

THE EXD,

(THE ST. FRANK'S ICE CARNIVAL™
is the title of next week's stunning cxtri-
long yarn; and yow'll.all cnjoy e
ahoul the amusing cfforts of old Jluw
when he gors in for the figure-skating 6

o

T Yoslllé
'\ for Fres BArgatn Lists Now.
LG\ garient i

petition. s a real sercam! - Owdir your
copy NOW?)
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