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dle of the road until it was too late. The man himself managed to jump
aside, escaping injury, but his attache case, struck by the handlebars of Handy’s bike, went flying into
the air, papers being scattered in all directions.

Handforth whizszed round the bend at the foot oi’ the hill without ringing his bell, and he did not spot
the man walking in the mid
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

An ounce of practical help is worth a ton of pity. And no one is more

eager to help the Earl of

Edgemore in his fight against the overbearing

millionaire, Gore-Pearce, than Handforth & Co., the cheery chums of
St. Frank's.—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.
Fed Up With Claude |

L E thinks too much of hiniself !
H said Handforth of the Remove,

as he absentmindedly came to a
halt in front of the mirror and stared
at his own reflection. *“Yes, by George!
He’s too beastly conceited !”

Church and McClure, who were also
in Study D in the Ancient House, looked
at their leader in astonishment; and as
he appeared to be addressing his remarks
to his own reflection, they could be par-
doned for falling into a natural crror.

“You're jolly frank this morning,
aren’t you, Handy?” asked Church, with
a grin.

“I'm always frank!” replicd Hand-
forth coldly. “It’s ome of my principles
to be frank. I call a spade a spade !”

McClure nodded, .

“Well, of course, it is about time that
you tomed down, old man,” he said
thoughtfully. “But I rather think you
are too harsh with yourself.”

“With myself ?”

“Well, about being conceited, for
esample,” said Mae, “1 wouldn't exactly
call you conceited, Handy. Now and

again you show signs of swelled head,
but you don’t really mean it—-"

“Conceited ! Swelled head!” gasped
Handforth wrathfully “Why, you—
you—— I wasn’t tnlkin{; about myself,
you hulking great idiot I"

“But you were looking at yourself in
the glass,” said McClure, dodging adroitly
round the table,

“I was talking about that new cad,
Gore-Pearce I roared Handforth indig-
nantly.

“Oh, sorry!” grinned Mac. “My mis-
take! But you onght to be more careful,
Handy. I agree with you that Claude
Gore-Pearce is the most insufferable
bounder who ever entered the Remove! I
don't. know what we’ve done to deserve
such a punishment !”

“He’s not only a ead, but he’s an in.
sufferable snob,” said Church. “The very
sight of him makes me sick I

Edward Oswald Handforth took a deep
breath.
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“Sick ?” he repeated bitterly. “I'm i]]'
every time he comes near me! And when-

ever I look at his face I want to punch
it1”

“Well, there's nothing in -that, of
course,” said Church. “Where is there a
faee that you don’t want to punch,
Handy #”

“Think of it!” said Handforth, pacing
up and down the study. “This rotter has
heen here for nearly a week now. A day
boy, mark you! Up till now there haven’t
been any day hoys at St. Frank’s, and
suddenly we find this—this insect pushed
on us ¥

"'The fact that he’s a day boy doesn’t
make much difference,” argueft McClure.
“It’s the fellow himself who matters.”

“Everything is wrong—the principle
and the chap!” said Handforth fievcely.
“There oughtn’t to be day boys at St.
Frank’s—it’s against all our traditions.
And when the fellow turns out to be the
sou of a rotter like old William Gore-
Pearce, it’s about time that something was
done. T've tried to get up a petition to
the Head, but nobody will support me !”

Chureh coughed.

“What would be the use, old man?” he
asked, “The Head’s all right in his own
way, but he’s a queer old bird. For some
extraordinary, mexplicable yeason, he
can’t stand being dictated to by juniors,
Exactly why he should have this bee in
his bommet is ome of the world’s greatest
mysteries I

Handforth grunted, and failed to detect
the irony.

“Every morning that chap comes here
in a Rolls-Royece car!” he said thickly.
“Ie comes here with two liveried chanf-
feurs. Not one, mind you, but two! Any-
body might think he was a prince! And
every afternoon, just before lessons ave
over, that Rolls-Royee turns up again,
and waits for Claude! Did you ever hear
of such cheap, nasty pride ?”

“Yes, it's pretty awful I” agreed Chureh
thoughtfully. “The Gore-Pearces have
taken a big farnished house on the other
side of the village, and it wouldn’t hurt
Clande to walk to and fro. Yet he has
to come and go in that whacking great
Rolls-Royce limousine ! Just display, you
know! Vulgar ostentation !”

“You're right, old man,” agreed Me-
Clure. “He may be a millionaire, but
there’s no reason for him to display his
wealth like he does !

“Je’s a vulgar rotter, and so is his
son |” suid Handforth. *“And they’re only
in this furnished house temporarily, mark
you! Olt Gore-Pearce has bought Edge-
maore Manor, and hé means to live here
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permanently. Oh, crumbs! What a come-
down for the district I”

“Isn’t it about time that we heard
something more of the old earl?” asked
MecClure slowly. “I have a great admira-
tion for the old boy! Edgcmore Manor
is his home—his castle—and he won’t let
anybody else in | He’s barricaded himself
ug), and he’s acting like an old feudal lord
of ancient times. Although the place has
been sold over his lead, he won’t sur-
render possession !”

Handforth nodded, his cyes glowing.

“Phere’s something rather fine about
the old earl,” he said approvingly. “Of
course, actually he’s in the wrong. Gores
Pearce has bought the Manor, and he’s
legally entitled to enter it. But the
millionaire has proved himself to be such
a bullying rotter that all my sympathies
are with the earl, and I’m ready to sup-
port him in his fight against Gore-Pearce.”

“Mr. Gore-Pearce isn’t fit to lick the
old fellow’s boots I” said Chmurch darkly.
“And yet Mr. Gore-Pearce is the sole
owner! TIt's a shame, Handy—but what
ean we do?”

CHAPTER 2.

2 (| S0 “ His Royal Highness ” !
ERE he comes !” said

~5 & Reggie Pitd, of the

=i L West House.

F: (4, There was a cold

note in Reggie's
ustally cheery voice. He was standing
with Nipper & Co. on the steps of the
Ancient House, and at that moment a
magnificent Rolls-Royee limousine had
glided through the gateway of the old
school inte the Triangle.

A silence fell on cverybody present—
excepting for a few members of the snobs’
brigade. These hurried towards the Rolls-
Royee, waving their hands and shouting
greetings. They wore such fellows as
Gulliver, Bell, Merrcll, Marriott and
Teddy Long.

It was © fine March mpining, and the
sun was shining brilliantly. The Rolls-
Royee certainly looked very spick and
span, with its two attendantis dressed in
vivid uniforms.

One of these attendants sprang down
as soon as the Rolls-Royce came to a stop.
He opened the rear door, and Claude Gore-
Pearce stepped elegantly out.

“His Royal Highness has arrived !” said
Reggie Pitt solemmly. “Salaam, slaves!
Down with you! O dogs, and sons of
dogs ! Hast forgotten the deference due
to one of such exalted eminence?”
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And Reggie, to set the example to the
others, bowed so low that he bent double
on the top steps of the Ancient House.

TUnfortunately, Handforth came out at
that moment—and when Handforth came
out he seldom looked where he was going.

Crash !

Reggie Pitt went down the steps in a
heap, and there was a yell of laughter.
Incidentally, there was also a yell of wrath
and pain from Reggic. He sat up on the
gravel, flushed and indignant.

“Who did that?” he demanded hotly.
“0f all the dirty tricks »

“Borry I said Handforth, brushing
past. “Didn’t notice you, old man !”

And Edward Oswald, fecling that no
further apology was needed, strode on
and came face to face with Claude Gore-
Pearce. The day boy was looking as
elegant as ever, but it was a vulgar
elegance.

“Clear off, you chaps !” eaid Handforth,
glaring at Gore-Pearce’s toadies. “You
ought to bo ashamed of yourselves ! What
do you mean by always hanging round
this overdressed taad 2™

“You clear off, Handforth!” said
Gulliver, with a scowl. “Gore-Pearce is
onz of our friends!”

“Hear; hear !” said Teddy Long eagerly.
“I say, Gore-Pearce, old man, I suppose
you couldn’t lend mo five bob until this
afternoon—— Hi! What the—— Leggo,
Handy 7

But Handforth did not let go. He sent
Teddy Long shooting away, and by this
time Nipper and Reggie Pitt and the
others had come crowding round. The
Rolls-Royee was gliding out of the
Triangle.

“Leave him alone, Handy !” said Nipper.
“There’s no sense in picking a quarrel
with the fellow——"

“I'm not going to pick a quarrel!”
interrupted  Haudforth coldly. “By
George! You den’t think I'd soil my
Jiands by ~touching this—this walking
Lanknote, do you? He stinks of money !”
hie added contemptuously. “Pah! Archie
Glenthorna and Travers are worth double
this newly-rich rottor, but who'd know it?
They don't make any display of their
wealth I

Claude Gore-Pearce scowled.

“YWhat's the matter with you?” he
demanded. “I suppose you're jealous?
Jenlons because my father is a mil-
Hionaire.”

“You thumping great ass!”
Handforth thickly. = “Jealous of your
father? My hat! Some Lopes! Money’s
all right when it's used properly, but
money’s a heastly curse when, it'’s used

rie

retorted

like your family's using it! And look
here, Gore-Pearce—I've got a message for
your father!” 5

“Oh?” said Claude Gore-Pearce, with a
supercilious raising of his eyebrows,

“Yes ! Tell him from me—and from the
whole Remove—that his rotten Rolls-Royce
isn*t any too safe!” went on Handforth
ominously. *“Omne of these days we shall
pelt it with mud, or something! We're
sick of the sight of it !”

“Hear, hear !” went up a chorus from
many of the other juniors,

“In future, yow'd better walk to the
school—and walk home again!” went on
Edward Oswald. “It’s only about a mile,
and you’re not a cripple I

“T shall continue to come in one of my
father's fleet of limousines !”” said Gore-
Pearce, apparently unconscious of the fact
that every word he uttered was hateful
with insufferable pride. “We shan't be
in this furnished house much longer,
cither. That old fool at Edgemore Manor
will soon be turned out. The last of the
legal processes has been completed, -and
the Earl of Edgemore will soon be in the
gutter 17

Gore-Pearce -said these words with such
relish that many of the juniors turncd
away from him in disgust.

“Oh, so the poor old carl will soen
be in the gutter—ech?” said Handforth
ominously. “And how do you know that,
worm ?”

“T would have you know that I object
to being called a worm !” said Gore-Pearce
passionately.

“And I'll Have you know that I'll call
you what I like!” retorted Handforth.
“But it's all right—I've heard enough!
You're soon going to turn the ecarl out,
are you? Did you hear that, you chaps?
This rotter's father has fixed things so
that the evietion will take place, and Gore-
Pearce is boasting about it! Boasting
about the misery and downfall of a fine
old chap like Lord Edgemore! What shall
we do?”

“Bump him ! suggested Reggie Pitt.

Aud Clande Gore-Pearce was seized by
the exasperated juniors and bumped—
bumped very hard !

CHAPTER 3.
A Delicste Situation,
> OU'RE

wanted,

Travers I”
Vivian Travers
glanced round as

MeClurce came
hurrying up. Travers was chatting with
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Sir James Potts, Bart.—better known in
the Remove as Jimmy, ex-boot-boy.
Jimmy was one of the best, and he was
very popular with all the decent fellows.

It was_the interval in the middle of
morning lessons, and most of the
Removites were sunning themselves in the
Triangle. Travers and Potts were study-
mates, for they shared Study H in the
Ancient House. Originally, TUlysses
Spencer Adams, the American boy, had
had this study to himsclf, but Adams,
becoming lone{y, had shifted into Study
J, with Gresham and Duncan. So Travers,
with characteristic effrontery, had seized
Study H for himself, and had invited
Jimmy to share it with him,

“Youwre wanted—both of you!” said
McClure. “There’s not much time, and
Handy says that it’s urgent.”

“Well, well ?” smiled Vivian Travers.
“So we are wanted by the great Hand-
forth—eh ? Do you think it’s worth going,
Jimmy, dear old fellow ?”

Sir James grinned.

“If we don’t go, we might get a few
hlack eyes,” he chuckled. “You know
what Handy is.”

“That’s true!” nodded Travers. “So
we might as well be on the safe side.”

They accompanied MceClure across to
West Arch. Here, in this secluded, if
gloomy, spot, Handforth was talking
carnestly. Nipper and Tregellis-West and
Archie Glenthorne and Reggie Pitt and a
few others were already present.

“Something has got to be done !” Hand-
forth was saying. “It’s mo good dilly-
dallying—it’s no good beating about the
Lush. We've got to decide on something.”

“But, my dear chap, you don’t seem to
remfise that the situation is delicate,” said
Nipper gently. “It isn’t our affair at all.
We don’t want to butt in—"

“Rats |” interrupted Handforth.
In fact, pifife I

“Thanks !” said Nipper.

“YI don’t mean to be rude,” went on
Handforth. “But I always believe in
aking plainly. You heard what Gore-
ree said this morning, didn't you?
His father has fixed things up, and at last
going to turn Lord Edgemore out
Manor.” :

“ Absolutely I said Archie Glenthorne.
in distress. “A most poisoncus state of
aftairs, dear old seream, I mean to say,
isn’t it rather up to us to rally round
and to shove forth the assisting flipper ?”

“We'll help in a jiffy, if there’s half
a chance,” said Nipper promptly. *But
if Mr. Gore-Pearce takes officers of the
law to Edgemore Manor, what can we do?
If it’s a genuine eviction, carried out by

“Rot !

the bailifis. we shall be pretty helpless.”

“Why?” demanded Handforth. *Can't
we go for these beastly bailiffs, and kick
them off the property ?”

“The point is, Handy, the bailifi’s men
would only be doing their duty,” said
Nipper patiently.

“That’s true enough !” agreed Travers,
nodding. “T don’t suppose those beggars
enjoy their work much. Everybody has
te carn a living, you know, and it wouldn’t
be quite playing the game if we interfered
with them in the course of their duty.”

Handforth grunted.

“Well, I hadn’t thought of that, of
course,” he said, “What the dickens can
we do, then ?*

“That's just-it!” said Nipper. “The
whole situation is delicate. We want to
help poor old Lord Edgemore, but where's
the sense in getting ourselves into trouble
with the law? In fact, we mustn't do it.
There would be the most frightful row
with the Head, and a few of us would
probably get sacked. No, Handy, we
xrlmstn't put oursclves in the wrong like
that.”

“It’s rotten !” said Handforth, taking a
deep breath. “I-I feel so helpless, you
know ! We've found out for certain that
he poor old carl is breke, and that the
Manor has been bought by that beast,
Gore-Pearce. What’s going to happen to
the poor old boy after he’s been turned
out? He'll be stranded—he’ll be like a
fish out of water I

“Absolutely I” said Archie sadly. “I
saw the pater two or three days ago, and
he was frightfully concerned about it all.
I mean, who wouldn’t be? The earl has
lived at the Manor all his life. A proud
old stick, in his way—but in the old
days, before the dubloons began to
dwindle, he was famous for the way in
which he distributed the necessities of
life to the sick and the needy. In other
words, a stout old boy !”

“Rats !” said Handforth, taking the
meaning of Archic’s words literally, *“The
carl is as straight as a ramrod [

“Stout-hearted, laddie!” said Archis
gently. .
© “Well, you sheuld say what yon

mean !” growled Handforith., “The ques-
tion is, what are we going (o do?”

Clang-clang !

“T rather think we're going indoors, to
do another spasm of work,” said Travers
sadly. “Heigh-ho! What a bore it is—
work, work, work! Who was it invented
that foolish saying to the effect that
Britons never will be slaves?”

“Ass!” said Jimmy Potts.  “Tt's a half-
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holiday to-day, isn't it? And aren’t we
‘going ‘to play against the Fourth?”

“For the love of Samson, so we are !”
said Travers. “T am (hemodﬂmv heart
is lightened. And T rather think, Jimmy,
dear old fellew, that we shall put it
across the Fourth in the most dev astating
manner. What odds? I'H bet anybndy a
qmd that we shall score a\\ goals.

“No takers, old man,” said Nipper.
“Yowd better quell those gambling pro-
pensities of yours. Wao don’t bet.

Vivian Travers sighed.

“I don't know what's coming over me
lately,” he said, shaking his head. “I
never knew I could be so good !”

CHAPTER 4,
A Surprising Interruption !

§ soon as lessons were
over, the juniors
poured out into the
sunlit Triangle
again, and many of

them glared axxt1~0nxstxc’ﬂly when thoy

saw the Gore-Eearce limousine waiting in
readiness.

_“There it is, as blatant as ever!” said
“By Jove! I'm
of the sight of that car!”

“Let’s go and turn it omt ! suggested
Tandforth cagerly.  “We'll tell 1he
chaunffeur that if lie doesn’t move outside
we'll chuek him in the fountain pool !
If e wants to wait, let him wait outside I”

“Dpn’t bother Haudy,” s‘xi(l Church.
“Gore-Pearer is just going.”

Clande, in fact, was walking clegantly
hy. At least, ho believed that e was
walking e]mrnnﬂv His stride was
'xﬂ'ccud and if the other juniors had not
been so ratty, they would have yelled with
laughter. For this young snoly was comic
in his exaggerated pride, Perhaps he was
more to be pitied than blamed, His pa
venu father was respounsible for the spirit
which filledd him. Since childhood, Claude
had been brought up in an atmosphere of
vulgar wealth, mxd ever since he had been
able to speak he had been urged to talk
of nothing ¢lsc but his father’s money.

“Don't forget what I told you!” sang
out Handforth. “You'll walk here to-
morrow, my Lul We den’t want to see
that car again !

Claude (mr(kl’«'uu
loftﬂv

“I shall make it my Lusiness to let the
fheadmaster kuow of your attitude,” he
said sneoringly, “ My father will pmh.\bly
telephone to Dr, Stafford, and—-"

lifted his chin

“Yah! Clear off, you worm !”

“Let’s breathe freely

“Don’t take any mnotice of them, old
boy !” said Gulliver, linking his arm into
Claude’s.  “They're ](‘.\k)lh, that’s all I

“Wait until we're in Edgemore Manor 1"
said Claude witheringly, “It won’t be
long now. That doddering old idiot of
an carl will be out this afternocon, or to-
morrow !

“By George! D'you hear that, you
fellows ?” roared Hnndforth wrathfully.
“Come on--let’s give him another bump-
ing 1

But his chums and Nipper & Co. Theld
him back until the Rolis-Royee had glided
out of the gateway.

“Let him go, Handy!® said Nipper.
“We can't be bumping the chap cvery
time we sco him. The best thing is to
ignore him altogether. He’s not worth it
“he'’s a nonentity. Iw never met a

| fellow of less importance.”

“Hear, hear, and absolutely!” said
Archie. “It wouldn't be a bad scheme to
change the sub., what? Let's talk about
the good old football. How about dashing.
to Little Side for some pr'\choe"’

“Yes. a good idea, Archie,” said \’mpm
“Football this ﬁflcmouu Handy, so we'll
dismiss Gore-Pearce from our minds.”

The weather was perfect for football.
There was scarcely any wind, and there
was a crisp, healthy feel in the qtmosphen
True, the ground was very sodden, owing
to the recent. rain, and the footballers
would probably get smothered from head
to foot in mud, Not that they carcd.
Many of them preferred the ground to be
muddy, since falls were less hurtful,

The fixture was an impotrtant one in its
own w Remove versus the Tourth.
Not that there was any doubt as to the
result. The Remove, of course, wonld win.

For most of the star players of the St.
Frank’s Junior School belonged to the
Remove. There was Reggie Pitt, the
brilliant winger, Nipper, the centre-
forward, and, more recently, Travers and
Potts had been added to the Remove team.
The latter two were such excellent players
that other juniors, considered good before
the advent of Travers and Potts, were no
longer included in {he FEleven.

Not that te-day’s mateh was {o go down
as a victory for the Remove.

The game started well, it was true.
Within the first three minutes of play,
Reggie made one of his celebrated runs
down the touchline. He centred with that
accuracy for which he was famous, and
Travers, running in, scored a hot goal.

The Fourth Formers attempted to
retalinate during the next two or three
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minutes,” but Handforth was there. And
Fdward Oswald, “between the sticks,”
was a force in himself. Buster Boots took
a first-time shot, and it looked a certain
goal. But Handforth stopped the balil
with a daring sideways leap, and then
kicked it away with apparent recklessness,
The next moment the leather was in mid-
field, and Jimmy Potts had pounced upon

What was more to the point, Jimmy
tipped the ball with sweet and joyous
precision to Nipper, who was well placed.
Nipper, like a flash, slammed the leather
past the Fourth goalie.

“I knew it was a cert. !” grinned Hand-
forth. “With a forward line like ours, to
say nothing of our defence, we're mn-
beatable ! Before this game is over, we’ll
make the Fowrth Formers look like
infants 1

He was speaking to nobody in par-
ticular, and he watched with apparent
indifference during the vext few passages
of the game. Then Bob Christine came
flashing down the ficld, beating opponent
after opponent, and at last Handforth
began to take notice. Christine looked
dangerons—and, in point of fact, he was
dangerous,

With a swerving movement he ripped
round McClure, who was playing full-back,
and then he prepared to shoot.

But at that sccond there was a wild yell
from mid-field, and the referee’s whistle
blew shrilly  Christine pulled himself up
with a jerk, his face flushed, his eyes
blazing with indignation,

“T wasn’t off-side !” he roarved, turning.

Then he stared. Willy Handforth of
the Third was runting on to the field of
play. waving his arms!

CHAPTER 6.
Bore Important Than
Footbail |

) OBCHRISTINE
raced up to the

referee,  who was

Biggleswade of the

Sixth. .

stop me, Biggy?”

“1 was

did
panted  Christing . wrathfully.
just going to shoot,. and ‘t would have
been a cert goal!”

“Borry, kid !" said Biggleswade.
you know the rules of the game, don't

Vhy you

“ But

you? We can't continue playing while
there’s a spectator dashing across the
a4 E
“You might have waited until f'd

seored P said Bob heatedly.

“Rot ! said Mandforth, running up.
“You wouldn't have scorved, you Fourth
Form ass !”

“Wouldn’t 1?” bawled Bob Chri
“I should have beaten
ie 17

“Well, yowll have a chance soon—when
the ref. bounces the ball,” said Handferth.
“I want to know what my minor is
doing >

“It won’t be the same thing then!”
complained Christine, bitterly. *Oh, my
hat! Such a glorious chance, too! So
it's your minor, is it? I'Il half skin the
little idiot 1”

By this time Willy Handforth was in
the centre of the field, and the pla;
were crowding round him, They weren’t
looking particularly friendly, either,

“What’s the idea of this, Willy, you
young chump?” asked Nipper. “Couldn’t
you see that we were playing ?”

“Christine was just going to score!”
roared. Boots.

“Can’t help it 1 panted Willy. “T waunt
you—all of you!” .

“What the diekens—-"

“Chuck the game up and come wilh
me !" said Willy, who liad a strange, war-
like gleam in his eye. “It's an urgent
case, and we're all badly wanted.”

“The kid’s off his rocker ! said Biggles-
wade, pushing up. “Look here, you Third
Former, what's the idea? T’11 give you
a good hiding for this after the game!”

“No, yon won’t I” said the leader of the
fags. “And this thing is more important
than foothall ”

“Impossible I shouted Handforth. “You
silly young cuckoo, there’s nothing in the
world more important than footlall'”

“Of course there isn’t!” said two or
three of the other enthusiasts.

“Will you dry up, and listen to me?”
demanded Willy impatiently. “I teil
there isn’t a minute to spare. 3
going to act, we shall have to act at
onee! There won’t even be time for you
fellows to change But you can shove
your overcoats on over your football
things, and jump on your hikes——"

“But  what's the trouble?” asked
Travers. “1s there a fire somewhere?”

“It’s about the old Earl of Edgemore !”
said Willy temsely. “He's going to be
turned out of the Manor by force this
afternoon

“What 1

“By George !I”

“How do yon know this?’" asked Nipper
quickly.

“I just saw old Gore-Pearce ge by in
his car I” said Willy, in a breathless voice.
“He had about ten men with him—-"

stine.
you as casy as




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 9

Elegantly Claude Goxe-Penrcn ssteppcd out of the gwrmous limousine.
own wil
the deference due to one n! such exalted eminence ? >’

said Reggie Pitt solemnl; laam, slaves !

*“ His Roya: Highness has arrived {7
th you ! O dogs, and sons of dogs ! Hast forzotten
And Reggie, fcllowed by the otber juniors, bowed

cbsequiously.

“In one car?”
“No, you ass! There were two or three
cars,” replied Willy impatiently. *“And
that cad Claude was with them. He
yelled out that they were just going to
evict the old earl. And it's true enough!
Those men were bullies, by the look of
them—and they were all carrying whack-
ing great sticks. We're not going to let
poor old Lord Edgemore be kicked out,
are we?”

“No fear!” roared his major.
on, you chaps! To the rescue I”

“Hurrah ”

“But what about this game ?”” demanded
Biggleswade, in dismay. “Clear off the
pitch, you young fag! T'm referee here,
and I'm not going to allow any interrup-
tion—"

“Rats I” said Edward qu’lld
the game!”

“W hat I” gasped the Sx.\th Former.

“He's right 7 said John Busterfield
Boots. “We can play the game some
other afternoon—when there's nothing else
on.®

“Come

“Blow

“But the Earl of Edgemorc is nothing
to you!” said Biggleswade, in astonish-
ment. “What on carth do you want to
butt in for? Why can't you kids mind
your own business?”

“Oh, you‘ll never understand—you're a
aenmr’ said Reggie Pitt sweetly, ‘“But
we've decided to (‘lmmpmu the cause of
Lord Edgemore. We're up against His
Impnual Highness Gore-. Pearce. The
man’s a blot on the landscape, and as
long as -we can help the poor old earl,
we'll do it 17

“Come on, then!” shouted Willy
urgently. “Don’t jaw! There’s no time
to waste ! Those men went by five minutes

ago-=and they’re in cars! TUnless we look
sharp, we shall arrive after the eviction
is all over

“Yes, but look here!” said Nipper, who
was beginning to get anxious. “We
mustn’t attack the officers of the Jaw——"

“Dry up!” yelled Handforth. “We're
going to lelp the Earl of Edgemore!
We’re going to help the weak against the
strong

Nipper could have nothing to say
against such a principle as this. So he
bottled up his uneasiness, and he raced
across Little Side with all the other foot-
ballers. The spectators had invaded the
field, and had heard the startling decision.
So not merely the twenty-two footballers,
but half the other fellows in the Remove
and the Fourth made a dash for the
bicycle sheds. -Juniors frow all Houses
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were determined to go on this exciting
mission, .

It promised to be far more exciting
than football !

CHAPTER 6,

The Defiance of Lord
Edgemore !

HE Third, to & man,
was ready.

Before dashing on

to Little Side, Willy
had sent his scouts
member of the Third
up. Chubby Heath and
chn minor had been
very busy, and they were looking some-
what the worse for wear. But Willy made
no inquiries. He knew that his lieun-
tenants had been compelled to fight cer-
tain rebellious elements in the Third, in
order to make them obey.

But Willy was an autocrat among the
fags. When he gave an order, it had to
be obeyed ; and Willy was determined that
the entire Third should go on this mission
to Edgemore Manor. Willy had beeu
with his major and the other chums of
ftudy D during that queer adventure the
previous week—when they had come in
close contact with the earl himself—and
he was as enthusiastic as the others to
help Lord Edgemore in his fight against
the arrogaunt, bullying Mr. William Gore-
Pearce.

These juniors did not trouble to go into
the rights and wrongs of the case. They
only looked at the human aspect. They
didn’t care whether Mr, Gore-Pearce had
bought the qmperty or not. The old earl
was a pitiful figure, and he had captured
their sympathy

Fortunately there were no masters gbout
during those tense minutes, se the juniors got
out their bicycles and were off before any-
body could stop them. True, it was a half-
holiday, and Edgemore was not out of
bounds. But any master was liable to put
a spoke in the wheel if he heard about the
affair.

The sight was an cxtraordinary one, as the
rescue party pedalled down the lane. Tt
scemed to be a never-ending procession.

Such fellows as Nipper, Handforth, Willy,
Travers and Reggic Pitt were in the fore-
front; behind them trailed the other cyclists
—dozens and dozens of them. They were
all fired by the excitement of this project.
They didn't know what they would do when
they arrived, but they were quite certain
that there would be some fun.

The distance was not great—barely a mile
and a half--and in less than ten minutes
the first of the juniors had propped their

and ever

round,
had been rounde
Juicy Lemon and

THE 'NELSON LEE LIBRARY

bicycles against ihe hedge near Idgemore
Manor, and they were running up the weed-
grown drive.

The heavy iron gates had beecn forcibly
removed, and there were the marks of many
wheels on the neglected gravel.

Running round g bend of the drive, the
juniors came in full sight of the Mangr. -
THey were on a little rise, and from this
eminence they could see the entire scene.

dgemore Manor was a fine old place, an
impressive Norman structure, with battle-
ments and towers. It was more like »
fortress than a private dwelling. Indeed,
by many of the local inhabitants it was
known as “The Castle.”

“By George!” panted Handforth fiercely.

“They're at it!"
“The brutes!”’ said Church. “They’ll have

the poor old chap out this time! Nothing
can save him, Handy!"
“We can save him!” roared Handforth.

“But we can’t!” urged Church, in alarm.
“We maustn’t butt in, Handy! It's not our
businoss—"

“Mustn’t butt in!” thundered ITandforth,
“Not our business! What do we care?
Here’s a case of might against right—with
might using methods that the ¥Muns of old'
would have hesitated to employ! Are we
going to stand by and look ont”

Crowds of other fellows were coming up
by mow, and they collected on that rising
ground, watching with cager eyes.

And certainly the scene was well caleu-
lated to ‘make their hearts beat more rapidly.
Near the terrace, several big cars were
drawn up; opposite the main steps stood
Mr. Williamu Gore-Pearce, with one or two
other well-dressed men round him.

At the top of the steps were other men,
and they were using an cenormous pole—a
telegraph pole, by the look of it—as a
battering-ram.

rash! Crash!
Again and again the battering- ram was
thudded against the heavy doors. Bat, so

far, the stout old oak was resisting.

A little to one side several other men were
attacking one of the windows, but they
conld not get in. The carl, obviously, had
barricaded every lower opening—the doors
and the windows. He was determined to
keep the invaders out!

His home was his castle—that was the
old earP’s cry. Actually it was wrong o
him to take up this stubborn attitude, His

property had been sold—it had passed info
other hands—and it.was not his place to
defy the law of the land.

And yet, who could keep from admiring.
the fine spirit of this old man? There can
be no question that the Earl of Edgemore
would have capitulated with dignity il the
new owner had acted with corresponding dig-
nity. But, from the very first, Mr. William
Gore-Pearce had behaved like a bully and a
cad. He had aroused every instinct of de-
fiance in Lord Edgemore. And now it was a
battle. It was active war between the be-
sieged and the besiegers!
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CHAPTER 7.
The Battle !

' R. WILLIAM GORE-
PEARCE stood on
tho, terrace, his big
fn{ure overshadowing

X all the others. The
millionaire was wearing a great fur coat,
%nd he seemed to exude vulgarity fromi
every pore.

For Mr. William Gore-Pearce was no
ordinary millionsire. He was a man who
had made money with incredible rapidity.
Success had come to him rather late in life.
During the past fifteen years he had done
nothing wrong in business. Money had
turned into more money, and now he was
one of the wealthiest men in the wholesale
grocery business.

And his success had got into his head, It
was Mr. Gore-Pearce’s ambition—or ‘perhaps
it would be more correct to say that it was
Mrs. Gore-Pearce's ambmon—ta own ag
famous old country mansion. Sa they had
bought Edgeémore Manor; but, unfortun-
ately, Lord Kdgemore would not recognise
the sale. He was in possession—and posses-
sion was nine polnts of tho law,

“The old - fool i” Mr. Gore-Pearce was
saying. “I'm sorry it’s come to this—but
he's brought it on himsclf!t I gave him
plonty of chances to clear out of his own
accord. Well, now he'll be kicked out!”

“The whote affair is most distressing!”
said a lean, wizened man who stood beside
the millionaire. “I am most worried, Mr,
Gore- Pearce.”

“Do you think I'm en]oymg 1:7" snapped
Mr. Gore-Pearce savagely. “Not that
care a twopenny hang about this doddu‘mg
fool of an earl! He doesn’t seem to have
any. relatives, or friends, or anything, and
if he goes into the gutter I shall be glad.”

“Really, Mr. Gore-Pearco—"

“Yos, glad!” insisted the millionaire
harshly. & He’s caused me cnough trouble!
But I'm worrying about the publicity.

That's what’s concerning me, Snell. Con-
found it! I shall have the very deuce of a
job keeping this story out of the Eap(\rs‘
Ten to one the peoplo will side with Lord
Idgemore. It’s a pity if a man can’t enter
into possession of his property after he has
bought it!1"”

“You are quite right, of course,”’ said Mr.
Taueas Snell. ' As Lord Edgemore’s lawyer, I
have conducted the sale, and I know that it
is strictly legal in every scnse. Unbappily,
his lordship will not recognise the logality of
the transfer—"

“He'll recognise it to-day I” broke in Mr.
Gore-Pearce. “There he is, confound him!
Up on the battlements again! Defying us
all, eh” Very brme—very theatrical! But
it _won't worl

« Mr. Sndll was rusning forward, and now
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he stopped and looked up at the grey old
batﬂemcms

y lord—my tord!” he shouted urgently.
L In tho name of the law, I ask you to put an
end to this impaossible posmou' Open your
doors, and allov us to enter peacefully "

“I do not recognise you as a representative
of the la\\, Snell I™ saui the Earl of Edgemore
bitterly. “Why speak to me of law? This
is. my home-—my ancestral home! No alien
foot shall cross its threshold if I can prevent
itl And never shall T go, unless I am thrown
out

Lord Edgemore stood there, a rather fine
figure in his sombre, shabby, black clothes.
His hair was white, and his lined face was
clean-shaven. But there was no anger on
his features—only an expression of pumed
weary tiredness.

“It is inevitable that you must go, my
lord !” said Lucas Sneil urgently. * Within
another ten minutes the doors will be broken
down, and then you must suﬂ'er the humili-
ation of being led out——"

"“No, no!” interrupted Lord Edgemore.
“I shall never be led out, Snell! Never!
You may throw me out, if you please—sinco
you have brought your hired ruffians with
you, But I shali resist every inch of the
way! T am a lonely old man, and I have
done my best to defend my fortress.” :

“Before it is too late, my lord, I beg of

ou!” shouted the lawyer. “Mr. Gore:
earce is determined, and—"
“Gio?” interrupted the earl coldly. “I
do not want to speak with you, Snell. You

are a snake—a traitor—a venomous turn-
coaxt"' I trusted you, and you betrayed
me =
Lucas Snell shrugged his shoulders, and
his wizened face was savage as he turned
awa; Mecanwhile, the battering-rams were
conhnumfr their poundmg Crashes and
thuds sounded on the still afternoon air.
But the defences still resisted the determined
attacks.

On the rise, the strong force of St. Frank’s
juniors became more and more restive.
This battle was going on, and they were
idle onlookers! They dida’t like it.

“Well, what about it?”. Handforth was
shouting,  “We haven't come here to stare,
have we? Action, you chaps! Follow me!”

“Hold on!” shouted Nipper. “We can’t
interfere, Handy.

N “lWhy can’t we'l‘ demanded Handforth
ot

b Because we shall only get ourselves into
serious trouble if we lay hands on those
bailifi's officers,” replied Nipper earnestly.
*Hang it, we can’t defy the law itself! We
only came here to be of use, if possible, but
in these circumstances wo're ubsolxxtely help-
less. Do be sensible, Handy !”

“Nipper’s right!” said chgxc Pitt.
can’t do anything. you fellows!”

The others began to realiso it, too, and a
silence fell over them. hey were  dis-
appointed—for it scemed a sin and a shame
to them that the; should remain idle.

“We
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Then, just at that moment, the earl’s
voice came across to them—clearly through
that still air.

“Come on—coms on!” he was shouting
mockingly. I suap my fingers at you all!
You are not officers of the law—you cannot
delude me! You are the paid ruffians of
this man! And I do not admit defeat to
such seum!”

CHAPTER 8.
To the Rescue !

W ASH—crash |
There came a de-

vastating sound of
splintering wood-
work; and, staring

across the intervening space, the St. Frank’s

fellows could see that the great main door
Liad at last succumbed ta the onslaught.

“They’re in~they're in!" went up a yell.

“Did you hear that?” panted Ifandforth
cxcitedly. “Did you hear what the earl
was just saying? These men aren’t ofﬁcex:s
of the law at all! They’re only Gare-Pearce's
paid ruffians!” .

“That lets us out!” said Travers heartily.
“As long as we've not interfering with the
faw, we're safe! What about it, dear old
follows? Do we remove the brake?”

*Yos, rather!” shouted Nipper promptly.

“You agree?” yelled Edward Oswald.

“Why wnot?” replied Nipper swiftly,
“These men ave only Gore-Pearce’s hirelings,
and I don’t care how much trouble we geb

into with Gore-Pearce! The more the
mevrier! 1 had my suspicions about thns'e
umien  being  bailiff's  officers—but  there's

nothing like being sure! Come on!”
*“Hurrah!” X
“If we're lucky, we shall still be in time
yelled Reggic Pitt. “Willy, you take your
nen and stay bhehind in reserve. We'll call
vpon you if you're wanted ’”
“Rats!” sang out Willy Handforth. “The
Third’s going to be the first on the scene!”
“Ts it?” bellowed Handforth, “Come on,
Remove 1”
“Rally round, Fourth!"
Boots. "
And so they all went—speeding with flect

”

panted Buster

feet over the wilderness of weeds. They
rushed to the attack like a flood. And Mr.
William  Gore-Pearce, hearing all  those

schoolboy shouts, turned, frowning.

“What in heaven’s name docs this mean ?”
he snarled, turning helplessly to Snell,
“What are these boys doing here?”

“Why ask me?" snapped the lawyer,
“They belong to the big school, 8t. Frank’s,
1 believe. Upon my soul, they look dan-
gerous, too!’

“Stand back !’ bellowed the millionaire,

striding forward and raising his hand.
“1low dare vou? Get back, von young
feals ! -

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“On him!” came a yell from Handforth.
“Bowl him oves, yo1 chaps!”

Like an avalanche, the juniors swept upen
Mr. William Gore-Pearce, Sncll and the
other men. They all went down like nine-
pins, and the junicrs rushed on. They bad
no time to waste. The hired ruffians were

already througl. the great doorway, and
they were probably spreading themselves

over the grim old house. There was only
onc thing te be done, in the view of the
schoolboys. That was to scize these invaders,
and to {mri the:n out again.  Then, afte®
wards, they would re-erect the barricades.

It is hardly necessary to say that the
juriors were enjoying themsclves bugely.

This affair smacked of a barring-out, and
the exc(i}cmenfv of the battle was intoxicating.
With one tremendous rush, the foremost
juniors poured througl the smashed
way. Removites, Fourth Formers and fags
were inclnded among those pioneers.

he others, at a word of command from
Reggie Pitt and Buster Boots, spread them-
sclves round the outer walls. There was a
chance that some of the invaders would try
to escape by the windows, and the juniors
wanted to catch them as they came out.

Inside the great house, Handforth and Nip-
per and their followers were spreading them-
selves out through the passages and great
corridors. There was something almost
magical in their speed.

Handforth, with Churech and MecClure in
close attendance, eame upon one of the in-
vaders _in the great hall. The chums of
Study D pounced upen him grimly.

“All right, you chaps!” shouted Hand-
forth. “Leave him to us! You get along
and deal with the others!”

“Here, what’s this?” gasped the man,
half-fearfully. “What are you kids doing
in here? What the—"

“Outside!” panted Handforth. "Are you

going quietly, or shall we kick you out on
your neck ?”

“You young iaiots!” gasped the man—a
coarse-Jooking ruffian. “T've been paid to
break into this "ere *ouse—"

“Then yon won't be paid to get chucked
ont!” retorted Handforth, “If yon want
compensation, get it from Gore-Vearce!
Now then, yon ckaps—all together!”

The man realised that he was up against
something desperate.  He fought madly,
kicking and cursing and punching. But
1landforth & Co. were casily masters of the
situation. They ran the fellow out at ex-
press speed, and shot him through the deor-
way like a sack of coal going into a chnte.
With a wild yell, the man sailed down the
steps, rolling over and over, and he was
immediately followed by two others, Hand-
forth & Co were not the only juniors wha
had been busy !

Within five minutes, all the invaders had
heen ejected. Edgemore Manor was in pos-
session of the 8t. Frank’s juniors. They were
overrunning the place. from cellars to roof.

“Now the doors!” shouted Nipper. .

Many hands magde light of the work. The
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great doors were roared up, jammed into
position and propped. Heavy articles were
dragged and placed against them. In the
meantime, other members of the rescue party
had found their way on to the battlements,
and they were cheering wildly and uttering
loud defiance at Mr. William Gore-Pearce.
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sides with Lord Edgemore, and if you want
any advice fromm mie, 1 should suggest that
you abandon the attempt to enter the Manor
this afternoon!”

“Abandon it'” bellowed the milijonaire.
“You're a fool, Sncll!”

“Upon my word,- sir, I would like you
to remember—-""

“Do you think I'm going to be hindered
and stopped by a parcel of schoolboys?”
broke in Mr, Gore-Pearce furicusly., **St.
Frank’s boys, eh? They’re from the school
where my own son attends! Oh, yes, I know
them! Claude has told me much—and 1
know how shabbily they have been treating
him. The voung scoundrels! T'll soon show
them that they cannot play such jdiotic

games with me!”
He strode towards
his men, w

CHAPTER 9.
\ The Counter-Atfack !
g\ OME on!” sang out
9 - Handforth excgi{h‘dly.
5 “We're  ready for
\*j ~you! Try to get in
again!”
“You've done it
once, but it's the last
time I
“ Absolutely I

“Three cheers for

“BRITAIN'S SPEED MERCHANT!”

clumped together in a
group, were discussin
the painful nature of

Lord Edgemorel!”

Photos and Facts about Captain

their recent encounter

“Hurrah!” e “We

T Tunlocs on dhe Malcolm Campbell, the Bm:sh ‘,0““ Lékil]‘l“h"ger:;f’,
battlements raisoed speed champion, and h‘,‘ amazing shouted the million-
their voices in a loud car, “ Blue Bird,” with Wh‘c_h aire, glaring.
and prolonged serics he has set up a new world’s “Haven't I paid you
if lcl':ce[rss, Ennd the record of 206°9 miles per hour. l{o get into this
Carl o Edgemore,”™ rouse
standing somo distance “FILMING THE JUNGLE!” “That’s =il very
away on gnother part well, guv'nor, i:mt you

i . . . 2k » -

2f t}(‘?ng"c’f")fhsﬁ':‘;‘a;i A striking article of topical interest. didn't s:\ly anything
+ about hese ere
zxrl‘ecgﬁx:t ereél gom:’ .<;k1' These two extra-special Features are kids!” said one of
thime Bt Trauks included in this week's wonderful the men aggressively.

fellows carlier, and ho
bad distrusted them.

programme of—

“We dido’t bargain
for such resistance!”

But nowi hohkx‘ulo\vbhow THE b - P‘z},h! They’ro only
wrong he ha cen, oys
for nothing could be 0 B “Aebbe they are
T]nore vaigus than M n E R N 0 Y lwoy;, but there's a
their attitude now. tidy few of ‘em?’
“And now threo The New and Most Up-to-Date said the man sourly.
groans  for  Core- Boys Paper in the World. “You told us as ’ow
Pearce!” roared there was nobody ’ere
Handforth, ON SALE MONDAY. Price 2d. but two old men.
The groans were Weo're, finished
given with tremen- guv'nor! Understand ¢

dous effect, and on tho

ground thero wore many diffcrent expressions
to be scen. DMr, William Gore-Pearce was
purple with rage. Mpr, Lucas Snell was pale
with agitation, The hired ruffians were dust-
ing themselves down and gencrally coming
back to their scnses. The chauffeurs of the
cars were trying not to smile,

“Never,” panted Mr. William Gore-
Pearce, “have I encountered anything like
this! It is the most outrageous picce of
interferenco that I have ever witnessed!
Good heavens, Snell, what does it mean?
What are these boys doing, stopping my men
at their work ?”

The lawyer scowled.

“Isn’t it clear enough, Mr. Gore-Pearce?”
he retorted snappily. *“The boys have taken

Iinished!”
Mr. William Gore-Pearce danced with
rage.

“I will admit that these boys are a sur-
prise!” he said thickly. *“But, since they
are here, they must be dealt with. I wiil
give you five pounds—in addition to your
other money—if you will drive these boys out
and seize the building.”

“Five quid each?” acked two or threo of
the men, in one voice.

“Yes!” said M,
desperately.

Wiliiam  Gove-Pearce

“Come on, you fellers!™ said the leader
of the men. “Did you 'ear that? A fiver
.earc,l:! It's wortl: ’avin® 2 shot af, ain'é
I
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“You bet it is!” said one of the others
greedily.

From the battlements there was a loud
vell as the men were scen picking up the
great telegraph pole again, and preparing
to make a rush at the main doors.

“Stand by, you chaps!” came Nippei's
voice. **SBome of us had better go down
and help to hold the barricades! They're
zoing to make another atlack!™
aid Handforth enthusiastic-
give ‘em something for their

“Rally round, St. Frank’s!”

“ Hurrah "

In Jess than ten seconds there was hardly
. junior to be seen on the battlements. They
were all rushing down to help in the work
of maintaining the defences,

Crash—crash !

The battering-ram was getting {o work
again, and because of their previous es-
pericnce, perhaps, the men were wuch
quicker at their work now. The doors,
weakened seriously by the first onslaught,
gged Dback, then collapsed. The juniors
had been very hurried in re-erceting the
defences, and once again the enemy was
within.

Not that they remained within for long!

Half a dozen of them got through, and
they Wwere met by about twenty determined
juntors. And these juniors did not wait for
any attack. They simply ran forward, and
went for the invaders bald-hcaded. There
was a crash—a series of wild yells—a number
of curses—to say nothing of thuds and roar
“Out wn.(l;l ‘emi ! yelled Handfoxth breatls-

lessly, men! 'That's the way
\'\ e've got them on toast! L‘aug“w
there !”

Handforth and two or three other fellows,
carrying one of the struggling invaders.
brushed past. The muan was shot out preei-
pitately, and within the nest two or ibre:
wminutes he was followed by all his com-
panions. ,Once again they had gained «;dmm
fance, and once again they had heen ejected.

Without any mzwtlon this was more ex-
viting than football!

CHAPTER 10.
Lord Edgemore’s Gratitude!

2 IPPER  turned  away
i from the main doors,
i and his expression
i was a contented one,

“That’s _better!”
he said breathle “They won't get in
" bet! Jove, Handy, you're

it of a -,,lgh( 1\nnt you? Yxeuse mo

el Opzld B

\forth was standing
by. Mo was

very much of a wieck.

near
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His overcoat had bmn discarded Jong since,
and Le stood there in his football gmh.
His left car was bleeding, his mouth was
swollen at one corner, his nose—by no means
insignificant at the best of times—was taking
up more than its alloted space on his visage,
Not that the leader of Study D gared.

“You
* hp

can "un as much as vou like,

said. “T've been having a glorious
time, Three fights within ten mmmc:.. 1y
lads! And what about yourself?” he said,
inspecting \xppt,r critically.

Nipper, in fact, was nearly as badly off
as Handforth. He was showing many scars
of hattle, but he hadn’t known it until Hand-
forth had pointed them out.

“Never mind1” he said cheerily. “We
chucked out thv. invaders, and now we’ re m
possession-——-

Nipper broke off, for at that moment a
hush had fallen over the other fellows, They
were in the great Lall of the Manor, where
the light was gloonyy and subdued. Down
the great stuircuse came the Earl of Edge-
more—slowly, deliberately, impres wdv

“It's all right, sir, we're on your side!”
sang out Ilandforth, breaking the ice.
“We've hiked them out again, and we'll
hold the fort against all comers!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Kindly rely upon us io rally round with
vim, sirt”

Lord Edgemore came to a halt halfway
down the stairs, and when he spoke his voico
was quriet, if tremibling a Titde.

“Why have you done this,
asked.

“Fh? Why,
you see, we
about it, sir, nml we
a hand.”

“Some of you are the boys who came to
me several nights ago,” said Lord Edge-
more quietly, “I refused to admit you,
althouzh one of your mumber had been in-
jured. am - inoxpressibly shocked that I
could have been .so inhospitable—so blind
to your true natures. But I fear that T am
suspicious of cvmybody‘

“Oh, cheese it, sir!” said JHandforth. “We
quite understand about the other night—
and we don't want you o thank us for what
we've done today. We've been enjoying
umsdws immensel,

“Upon my soul!” said Lord Edgemore.

“You see, sir, we know mwxdhmg about
My, William Gore- Pearce, and wo don't Mm
him,” said Nipper, stepping forwar: We
don’t like his som, ecither. Ilis son is at
St. Trank’s now, and for days he's been
boasting aund bragging about the \\.w Jou
were going to be pitched out of the Manor.
So when we heard that Gore Pearce and
his men were on the job, we came along fo
hcip »

“And we'll keep on helping,
Handforth eagerly.

you

my boys?” he
v?7 said Handforth, “Well,
That is, we heard all
thought we'd lend you

, sie!” added
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For a few moments, the earl made no
reply. Apparently he was overwhelmed by
the spirit that these boys were displaying;
and the fellows, for their own part, felt very
uncomfiortable,

“You must forgive me, my boys, for ap-
pearing so unappreciative,” said the earl,
at last. “But I cannot find words to express
my feclings. So thero are generous hearts
in the world stillt I had begun to doubt
it! Bat it worries mo that you should mix
yourselves up in my quarrels,”

“It’s our quarrel, just as much as yours,
sir,” said Iandforth. “We're up against
Gore-Pearco’s son, and—-"

“No, no, that will not do!” interrupted
tho old man, staking his head. “You can-
not put me off with such transparent denials,
You are doing this for my sake, and mine
only. And I thank youw, my boys. I am
grateful.”

There was a silence, and then it was scen
that Jenkins, the butler, had joined his
master, The old retainer was looking flushed
—and his expression was excitod.

“They’ve drawn off, my lord!” he.an-
nounced wheezily. “Ay, they’ve all gone
back—and the rascals won’t take no more
heed of Mr. Gore-Pearce! There’s nothing
to fear yct awhile,”

“There has been nothing to fear all along,
Jenkins aid Lord Edgemore, with dignity.
“I do not fear these ruffians! If they drive
me out, I shall accept the position with dig-
nity, But I have resisted because I must
stick to my principles. This house is mine,
and no intruders shall set foot within its
walls unhampered.”

“But we're intruders, sir,” said Nipper
uncomfortably.

“No, my boys—no!” said his lordship.
“You are my helpers—my champions, I do
not regard you as intruders. T should be
an ingrate mdeed, if I held that view.”

Handforth wanted to put an ond to this
delicato situation, and he suddenly looked
round and pretended to be excited.

“Now then, you chaps!” ho sang out. *Wo
musin’t all stand hero. jawing! We ought
to be on the watch!. We ought to be up on
the battlements, so that we can keep an eye
on the enemy. Wo'll bo ready for the next
attack 1”

The other juniors, who were all fecling
intensely uncomfortable as they listened to
the earl’s words of gratitude, saw what Hand-
forth was driving at, and immediately took
their cue,

“You're right, Handy !

“We must bo prepared

“Yes, rather!”

“Tao the battlements, you fellows!”

' Hear, heart”

With a rush, the defenders hurried off to
various parts of the old building. They went
to the barricaded windows, up the staircase
to the battloments outside. In fact, they
went anywheroe to cscapo the Farl of Edge-
wmore and his expressions of gratitude.
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CHAPTER 11.
Another Arrival ¢

SIDE, Mr. William
Gore - Pearce  was
) working himsolf into
P/ a state that bordered

i on frenzy.

“These infernal boys shall pay dearly for
this, Snell!” he said harshly, as ho turned to
the lawyer, “Twice they have interfered
with my men, and now the fools won’t make
another attack!”

“Can you blame them?” asked Lucas Snell
bitterly. *“These boys are overwhelmingly
superior in numbers, and it is sheer folly,
Mvr. Gore-Pearce, to remain here. Our only
course is to go.”

“And admit defeat?” snarled the million-

aire, N
“What clse retorted the other. “1
Mr. Gore-Pearce,

think it is said of you,
that you have never been beaten—'

“And it is true!” rapped out Gore-Pearce.

“It may have been true until to-day, but
nothing can alter tho fact that these school-
boys have gained a great victory. Your men
have refused to take any further action, and
it would only be a waste of breath to argue
with them. - Indeed, it would bo undignificd
in the extreme.”

“Pah!” snorted Mr. Goro-Pearco, clen®-
ing his fists and pacing up and down. “IUf
you can do nothing better than this, Snell,
you had better go away! I shall remain—
and I shall not rest until I am in possession
of the Manor. I came here for that purpose,
and I shall not leave until my object has
been acecomplished t”

Mr. Sneli made no comment, But
pursed his thin lips, and turned aside, He
had no patience with a man who refused ta
sco the red signal when it was blazed into
his eyes.

“Thore is
the millionaire suddenly.
more men !” -

“Really, sir, you cannot be serious!” cjacu-
lated Snell, staring.

“3 am serious!” retorted the milliounaire.
“And why not? Thoere are plenty of men
to be obtained! Money will buy anything—
anything, Snell! And don’t eare how
much 1 spend this afternoon! T am not
going to be defeated by these insolent, out:
rageous schoolboys! More men must bo
fotched—from the village, from Bamnington
—anywhere! T will stay here until they
come. Then we will make such an attack
that these wretched boys will be sorry that
they cver defied me!”

“And the publicity
sourly.

“¥h? What's that?
rapped out the millionaire,

s only one thing to be done!” said
“We must get

asked Tucas Snell

The publicity ?”
“What of it?
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Hasn’t there been enough publicity already?
A little more will make no difference !”

“It will make all the diiference!” ssid
Snell. “So far, you have only used picked
men.  But what sort of a story will get
abroad if you hire ruflians from Banuington?
And do you supposc the whole town is com-
posed of rulfians? Where do you think you H
get the necessary number of hooligans?
urge you, Mr. Gore-Pearce, to think (.uvfu”)
before you take this serious step.”

“L am  tired—tired of being  defied ™
panted Mr. Gore-Pearce. “1 tell you, Snell,

that T am at the end ()f my pxllux(,b T will
nob wait another day
“Then you must b]ume you .sclf, sir, if

you get mto grave trouble,” said the lawyer
harshly. T warned you against {his action
I advised you not to take it. You know
well encugh that these men are not baililt’s

officers.  They are not representatives of the
law.  Another two or three days, and the
whole issue will Le perfectly plain.  But no,

in your, impatience you ignore my advice,
and
‘E uoug-l———cnough rr

snapped Mr. Gore-

Pearce. I don’t want to hear your com-
plaints, Snell! am sick and tived of
hearing—— But who is this? By Heaven!

[f lhls fdlou is a reporter, I'll kick him ni
the premises with my own boot!”

A car had come to a standstill some little
wistance away, and now a tall, dctive figure

s striding up. At the first sight of that
fiffure, the juniors on the battlements fell
silent and watched anxiously.

“The guv'nor!” murmured Nipper.
for the fireworks, my lads!”

“ Why 7* asked Handfo\fh, not without un-
casiness.  “Mr. Lee won’t be hard-hearted
cnough to side with Gore-Pedree, will he?”

1 should hope not!” said Nipper.

“Then ho'll have to side with us,” sazid
Uandforth triumphantly. “Let’s give l)im a
cheer, you chaps, jusi to show him that we'so
glad to sce him.”

“But are we glad ?” murmured Church.

The fact of the matter was, nonc of the
juniors were glad,  On the contrary, they
were filled with uncasiness at the unexpected
sight of Nelson Lee. And so the cheor
wasw’t given—for most of the juniors felt
that it would be half-hearted and weak. Thoy
all collected there, on the battlements and at
the barricaded windows, -watching with
growing anxiety. s

They saw Mr.
and  bar
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“ Now

William Gore-Pearee stride
the

fm"\\'ard, way of this new
arrival,

“Well, sir,” snapped the millionaire,
“who are you? And what do you want
here? Do you know that this perty s

private?”
elson Lee came to a halt, and he leo!
. Gore Pearce very frigidly,
Thes: opening words of the mili
Iad done mueh to convinee Lee

i

that the
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boys had been justified in acting as they
had done.

"I ‘magine that I am addressing My, Gore-
Pearco ™ asked Lec coldly.

*“You are !” retorted the millionaire. “ Who
clse did you think you were addressing?
Can’t you sce thnl Pm Mr. Gore-Pearce?
What do you want here?”

"1 came to order these boys to return to
the school,” replied Nelson Lee steadily.
“Bat 1 am more than half inclined fo
change my mind, Mr. CorePearce. I
resent, in the ghonge% possible manner,
your present tone.”

The millionaire
back a pace.

“Indecd 1

turned red, and stepped

he blustered. *“And who are

you to resent my manners? school-
master, eh? Come to fetch your boys away!
And it's high time, let me tell you! 1 shall

report yon to your headmaster the very in-
stant I get within reach of the telephone!
Now, sir! That will show you the kind
of man I am!”

But INelson Lee

man

had already discovercd
Mr. William Gore-

what kind of a
Pearee

was !

CHAFTER 12,

Strange Behaviour of Mr,
Lucas Snell !

URING  those  few
momenis, Nelson Leo
felt a great deal of

sympathy  for the
juniors. 1ie knew
that they had come here in a generous

spirit, and Lee, in his heart, felt very sorry
for the Karl of Bdgemore. But it had been
rumoured that these boys had defied the
bailifi’s officers, and something had to be
done. Nelson Lee, as a Housemaster, conld
the hoys te continue with this

not allow
escapade.

“T am_sorry
in

that you should take stich a
delight m‘ﬂ:mg yourself objectionable,
Mr. Gore-Pearee,” said Nelson Tee frigidly.
“ My name is Fec—Nalson Lee. I am the
Housemaster of the Ancient House at St

‘rank understund  that  th bays
interfering wiih the lawi 4
broke in  the millionaire,
weavens! T could use a strenger
word than *interfering’! Never in rmy bfe
have 1 witnessed stich an unexampled exhibi-
tion of impertinence and hooliganism!”

“I imagine that you are well aecquainted
with the varicus forms of hoeligavism, My,
Gore-Peare retorted Lee,

“Aie you daring to insult wet” raved M
ore-Pearce, turning purple.  * Who do yo
think you are? A schoolmaster—a paltvy
schoolmaster ! T oxd; ou to take these
boys away. Do you hear me? Get them
out of thiz building, and take them away!

S0

o ®
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If you don t, T'll have the school prosecuted
for—-

“If you will compose yourself, Mr. Gore-
Pearce, and talk less wildly, we may be able
to come to some arrangemoent!” broke in
Lee steadily. “But as long as you continue
to regard me as one of your own unfortunate
menials, T must decline to converse with
you.

And Lee walked away before the million-
aire could make any further comment. At
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ing, since Mr, Snell had just come up from
another part of the terrace. Fo looked at
Nelson Leo casually—and then started. Tor
he found that Lee was regarding him with a
carcful scrutinising gaze.

“Rather an um\pulcd mecting, Selwyn,”
said Nelson Lee pleasantly.

“I beg your pardon, sir!"” panted the other,
“You have
My name is Snell!

Lord Edgemore's

a choking sound in his voico.
the advantage of me!
“Lucas Sncll,

am Mr,

the same moment, & hail came from the Earl | lawyer.”

of Kdgemore, “lm was ‘leaning over
the battlements,

“One moment, sir—one moment!” ho
called. “The boys tell me that you
aro a schoolmaster. = May I have a
word Wwith you, sir ?”

“With pleasure, Lord Edgemore,”
said Nelson Lee,

“I would like you to be informed,
sir, that these boys are my guc"ts"’
said Lord Xdgemore, ‘Thoy aro
remaining on these premises at my

invitation. As you may know, they
have helped me to defend my property
against & band of ruffians, cy are

q»lmxd:d boys, and I amn grateful to
them, Let mo repcat that they are
here now at my express invitation.”

Hendlorth and Co. ran the fellow out at express spesd, and shot him through the doorway like a sack of coa

going into & chute.

“Hurrah I

“Thal’s the stuff, sir!”

Nelson Lee was looking keen now.

“Ruffians ?” he repeated. “Were there no
bailiff's officers, Lord iSdgemore?”

“None!” replied his lordship. “They were
merely the paid hirelings of this—this purse-
proud bully who attempting to drive me
out of my home!

“Thank you.” said Leo quietly.

He turned, and retraced his steps towards
Mr. William Gore-Pearce. But on the
v he came face to face with Lucas Snell,
the lawyer. Tt was guife an accidental meet-

With a wild yell, the man sailed down the steps, rolling over and over.

Without another word,
and caught hold of Mr. Gore-Pearce by
arm.

“Come!” he muitered he
affair ln~ gono far enough,
at on

“What on carth's

he hurried away
the

¥- i
Let us go *

the matter with you,
man ?” demanded the millionaire, ing,
“Nothing—nothing at all!" said Snell.

“But this business is g,rl(m" on my nerves!
Leave it until another day

And Mr, Lucas Sucll w (xll\nd off—towards
the drive gatew s doparture, indeed,
was precipitate,
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In the rcar, Nelsen Lee pursed his lips,
and there was a queer little smile round the
corners of his mouth

“Interesting !” he murmured. “Yes,
most interesting !”
He found that Mr. Gore-Pearce was ap-

pmadxulg him, and his expression hardened.
am informed, Mr. Gore-Pearce, that you
have no hailiff’s officer with you?” he said
nmmrmgly
“ What business is that of yours?” snapped
the other.

“Tt affects the position very materially,”
replied Lee.  “If my boys had interfered
with the officers of the law, T should have
acted very sternly with them. 1 should ad-
vise you to behave more like a gentleman,
Mr. Gore-Pearce—and less like a boor 17

“1 want no advice from you!” suarled Mr.
William Gore-Pearce. “Bah! You have
not hecard the last of this! No, by
Heaven, not by any means!”

He turned on his heel, almost incohereut
with rage. He slammed his way into his
car, and bellowed orders at his chauffeur,
Three minutes later the millionaire and ull
lis crowd had gone.

A rousing cheer went up from the baitle-
ments, and it was a derisive (hcvr, too.

The fortress had been loft in their posses-
sion, and the enemy had skulked off with his
tail between his legs!

CHAPTER 13.
Unwelcome Orders !

r) CRRAH 1

“They’ve all gone
~1the whole bunch!”

“Down  with  ty-
ranny !”

The defenders were shouting and cheering
in glee. But they changed their tone a
miuute later when Nelson Lee waved to them
for silence, and thon \p(}]\e

“Boys,” he said, “come down

It was a mup!o enough order,
caused instant constemalmn

“But wo can’t, sir!” protested Handforth
in dismay.

“Indeed! And why not?”

“We're defending the Manor, sir!” said
Edward Oswald, leaning over the parapet.
“We've promised to give Lord Idgemore
our support-——~"

“T am very sorry that you weve so rash.”
replied Nelson Lee. “There is no need to
defend the Manor any longer. Mr, Gove
Pearce and his men have gone, and there
is little likelihood of their returning to-day.
You boys must come back to St Frank’s,
and you must remember that T am not Mr.
Gore-Pearce. I expeet obedicence from you
—not deftance 1"

*Yes,

fully

here!”
but it

sic!” chorused the fellows mourn-

o Vord Jidgemore has assured me
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that you are his guests, I shall, of course,
take no action in rvnmd to )cm recent
conduct,” went on Nelson Lee d “But
there must be no repetition of

Up on the battlements, the Jumors were
grumbling and complaining.

“I thought it couldn’t last long!” said
Haudforth  bitterly. “Why the dickens
couldn’t Mr, Lee keep out of it? I thought
he was more decent! I gm disappointed in
him—I am surprised at his Jack of tact.”

“Don’t be an ass, old man,” said MeClure.

“What clse couid Mr. Lee do? We're jolly
lucky to get out of it without being
punished |

“Punished !” said Handfurth “ Punished

for sticking up for Right?

“That’s whut people generally do get
pumshed for in this world,” said Church
sagely. “*We were all born to be misunder-
stood, Handy. But Mr. Lee is a decent
chap, and he’s going to wink his eye.”

Five minutes later all the juniors were
outside, collected in groups, talking excitedly
and animatedly. And in the doorway Nelson
Lou was talking with the Ewrl of Edgemore.

*You have acled very gcnuoacly sir,”
said the ecarl quictly. “It would hurt me
exceedingly if these boys were pum~lxcd lor
coming to my aid so splendidly.”

“I can only hLope, Lord Edgemore, that
Mr. Gore-Pearce é’dl not repeat these ques-
tionable tactics,” said Nelson Lee. “'If there
is any way in which I can help, I shall be
only too glad to place iny services at your
disposal.”

“You are very gencrous, Mr. Lee,” said
the old man. “But I am afraid that I
must face my troubles alone. I am poor—
pitiably poor—and I cannot afford—- No,
no, please do not imagine that 1 am delib-
crately causing offence.  But I know. that
advice costs money, and T am an indepen-
dent old man. I am afraid you must let
me go my owil way.”

s you will,
Nelson Lee quw(ly
I had a word or

Loul Kdgemoere,”  said
* A few minutes ago,

two with Mr. Snecll. He

gave me {o understand that he is your
lawyer !”

“Tho snake!” said {he old carl fiercely.

“Ho was my lawyer, Mr, 1

wc--he wa
But now that it is too late, I realize my
folly. TFor many years 1 placed ail
my affairs in Sncll's hands. T have left
ything to him, and what is the result?”
He waved his band upwards,
tn_ nllo all around him.
“Suell has sold my ancestral bome over
my head!” he said bitterly, “'That is what
he tells me--but I will not accepi his state-
ment. This is mine--and I will not
der it! Iool thet I was to leave my a
in that mwen’s trust! He has betrayed me
shamefull i =
“1f that )
hot you take action

indicating

Lord Edgemore,
* asked Lee earnestly.

ALhon ” repeated the old man, with a
helpless shirvg of his shoulders. “I7 What
action do you supposc I am capsble of

-
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taking? T am alonc, sir—therc is not a
soul in the world who cares for me. My
son—my only son—was killed in the Great
War. Nothing is left to me—except my
home. What achon can I take against this
rascallv lawyer ¢’

i thero is evidence of fraud—"

“Evidence!” broke in the earl. “Th
is no evidence except that of my own fancies,
my own mind, and even if there were
moro solid evidence—swhat could I do? You
aro a man of the world, sir, and you know
that actions of this kind cost money. Big
money. The law courts—solicitors—counsel!
Thousands of pounds, Mr. Lee! And where
can get that money? How can I bring
an action against Snell? No, I am helpless.
He is a cleverer man than I, and 1 must
accept the inevitable. But, as I have re-
f)catcd many and many times, I shall rot

cave my homo until 1 am drn(,n out!”

There was a note of finality in the Earl
of Edgemorc's tono as he said these words.
Nelson Lee bowed, and a moment later he
was with the boys.

“Come along"' he said briefly. “I hate
doing it, young 'uns, but we've got to leave
the old fdlm\ to get on as best he can
without us.”

“Do you think he'll be turned out, sir?”

od Handforth .enxiously.

“I fear there is no chance of anything
else,” replied Nelson Lee. “The bailifl’s
officers will certainly be at the Manor within
a day or {wo, and then the law must take
IAS COJX‘SL’

As they heard those words there was
general gloom in the ranks of the late
defending force.

&

CHAPTER 14.
\ Nelson Lee’s Hint |

SN'T it a beastly
shamo, sir?” aske:

€ ;
I[ leper soberly.
and  Nelson

Lec were walking to-
gether—walking  slowly, and Lee was look-
g very ab:.tmc‘pd All the other juniors
Lad broken up into different groups, and
were preparing to go home. The Third, for
c\amﬁlc, under Willy, was marching off in
one bunch. Handforth & Co. had
joined forces with Vivian Travers and
Archic Glenthorne and Sir Jimmy Potts.
The others wero separated into groups,

“A shame, Nipper?” repeated Lee. * Yes,
indeed! A terrible shame! I am intensely
sorry for this lonely old aristocrat.”

“But can't somat{nng be done, sir?”

“I'm_afraid not, I\\pper. and yet—-"

“And yet what, su"

“I have a su:plcwn in my mind that al
iz not as it should be,” continued Lee, wlk}\
a frown. “I have been making inquirie
concerning tho Earl of Edgemore, and I
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have discovered that ho was quite a rich
man some years ago.’

“But what's he done with his muney, sir
asked Nipper, in_ surprise. “He's a
been a kind of hermit, hasn’t he? He's
always lived here with nobody but old
Jenkins 77

“Not exactly that, young *un,” Tice veplied.
“It was the War that broke his- lordship
up. Previous to that he had always lived ip
a modest way. 1lis houschold merely con-
sisted of a few servants, Jenkins, tho butler,
and one or iwo horses and a carriage or so.
But when his son was killed at the War, he
broke up.”

“I suppose that was when he started get-
ting hard up, guv‘nor?”

“By no means,” said Lee.
years after the war, Lord Ldgemore was
rcputed to be a “callln man, and yet he
lived in this scclusion—allawing the park to
go into disuse. e was spending monoy
nowhere. That is why I am so astoni d
to dlscower now, that he is virtually a
paupe

Somethlng fishy, eb, sir?

“Something decidedly fishy,” replied Lee
grimly. “As factfully as po;uhlm, I sug-
gosted to the old man that I should help

”»

“For seve

o

him. But he is independent—and ho re-
fused.”

“You dont always take ‘No’ for an
answer, sir."”

“That’s true "' admitted Nelson Lee dryly.
“And in this particular instance, I have a
mind to look more closely into these affairs.
I am particularly mtcrnntm! in the charaster
of Mr. Lucas Sncil. He is & questionable
gentleman, Nipper.”

“Ho scems not helf so bad as old Gore-
Pearce!” said Nipper grufily,

“Nonsense!” said Lee. “There is nothing
eriminally wrong with Mr. Gore-Pearce. 3
do not even think that he gained his millions
dishonestly—at least. not in a manncr ‘hat
‘can be questioned by the law., Gore-Pearce
is vulgar, and his head has been turned by
his wealth, We can dismisy him, Nippor
He is a bragging, loud-voiced nonentity.
But Mr. Lucas Snell is a man of a very
different character. It was he, you must
remember, who sold this property to Mr.
Gore-Pearce, and it is in my mind to believe
that he chose Mr. Gore-Pearco because of
the latter’s obtuseness. In his own sphere
Mr. Gore-Pearce may be a brilliant busiuess
man, but where such property as Edgemore
Manor is concerned, he is like a child in
Snell's hands.”

Nipper locked at Nelson Tee very closc!

“Do you know something abont_ Snol]
sir?” he asked, with a new note of intercst
in his voice.

“Yes, something!” said Nelson Lee. ¢ For
example, twenty years ago the excellent
Mr. Snell was sentenced to five years’ penal
servitude for conspiracy and fraud!”

“Phew!” whistled Nipper. “Then he's a
giddy gaol bird!”




20

“Yes, Mr. Snell served his time,” agreed

e.  “L think Spell is his real name—
but he was sontenced under the name of
Selwyn.  Since then he has spent a good
deal of time in South America, and it is_only
since the war that he set up as a solicitor

this country. He probably belioved that
his old record would not tell against hin:.
And it is a singular [act, \lppu‘ that Lord
Edgemore’s gradual downfall dates from the
time uhcn he placed his irs in Snell’s
hands.”

“But why did he do it?” asked Nipper, in
amazement. “Why did Lord Edgemore trust
a man like that?”?

“Because Lord Edgemore knows nothing
whatever about business—or of lawyers,” re-
plied Lee. “His old lawyer died soon after
the Armistice, and the firm was wound up, ]
believe. Pcrlmpa Snell was
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andd p.uh the poor old carl out into the
roa

“Good gad!” said Archie, in horror. “1
sec what you mean, old boy! They'll abso-
lutely piteh him cut—what? Why is it that
such blighters are allowed to live in this
dashed world? I mean to say, justice,
what ?”

Handforth & Co. and the other three Re-
movites weore very depressed. of them,
except Handforth, realised that the adven
ture had ended in the only possible way.
Nelson Lee had had no alternative. It was
essential  that they should all return to
school.  They had served the old earl during
his hour of danger, but it was ridiculous to
suppose that they could constitute themsclves
as bis bodygunard for good.

They were trudging along the quiet lane
ut the ent, pushing their bicycles up a

to his lordship—we cannot tell, and it dOGa
not really matter.  However, at the risk
of being a busybody, I intend to look very
closely into this® case.”

“Then things aren’t so bad as I thonght
they were, sir,” said Nipper cheerily. “The
poor old carl may suffer all sorts of Jndig-
nities during the next week or 50, but you'll
soon put things right, guv’nor.”

“I shall try to, Nipper!” said Lee, with
deteruun.xtmn in his voice.

CHAPTER 15.

House To Let
FRICHTFULLY
frightful sort of busi-
ness, laddies!” said
Archie Glenthorne
stoutly. “In fact, a

beginning to end!

“from

poisonous affair
Absolutely 1

“Think of it!” smd Haundforth, in an ex-

Wc were in the place—
We could have held
And Mr.

asperated voice.
we were in possession !
out against s hundred attackers!

Lee must come along and order us out! P'm
ashamed of him!”
Church and Jimuny Potts grinned.
“1 dare say he’ll get over it, Handy,”
‘

Church said.  “But what’s
raving at poor old Mr. Lee? He couldn't
help it—he had to act like that. We belong
to St. F*ank’s, and we can’t barricade our-
selves in Edgemore Manor, and stay there
indefinitely

“Well spoken, dear old fellow,” nodded
Vivian Travers. “We routed the enemy
this afternoon, and let us be satisfied with
that.”

“Well, P
long  chalks 1

the good of

not satisfied with it—not by
said Kdward Oswald Hand-
valy.  “What's going te hap-
w—or the next day? While
ssons, perbaps, that beast Core-
will return with the bailiff’s men,

Pearce

Most of the other fellows had
gone on in advance, but it didn’t matter.
‘There was no hurry. They would get back to
St. Frank’s well in’time for tea.

“1. don’t like it!” said Handforth grufﬂv
as he remounted his machine at the hill-top.
“It scews all wrong that we should go away
like this. Why can’t these schoolmasters bo
broadminded? = Why couldut they give us
leave of absence for a week?’

The others grinned.

“I would remind you, dear old fellow, thas
this is the twentieth century,” said Travers,
“We ure no longer living in the age of
miracles.”

Handforth only grunted, and they all free-
wheeled down the hill.  As they went, Mec-
Clure pointed.

“We're still skirting round the Edgemore
estate,” le said.  “All this is the ecarl's
property —or was.”

“And now it belougs io that rotter, Gore-
Pearce!” said Jinuny Potts, shaking his
head. “It’s a shame that a man like that
should come into the district. le’s lowering
.the tone of the whole place.”

By this time they had got to the bottom
of the hill, and Handferth was behind all
the others. This was unusual, for Handforth
generally insisted upon loadmg the way.
But be was so thoughtful that he had for-
gotten to take his brake off, and when he
roached the bottom of the dip, instead of
pedalling like the others, h¢ suddenly leaped
from his machine and commenced shouting.

“Hallo! What's the watter with Handy
asked Church, glaneing round.

“Blessed if T know " said McClure. “He's
standing in the middle of the road, waving
his avmns like a giddy windmill i

“!’uncture, I expect!” said Jimmy Potts.

“How awiully frightful ! exclaimed Archie,
dismounting. “I mean, a dashed punciure!
How fn"htfully awfel1”

“We'd_better go back,” said Church.

hey returned, and they were rather sur-
prised—and relicved—to sce that both of
Ilundfmths tyres were hard.  In fact, he

had pushed his bicvele, into the hedge, and
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now he was pointing to a small, picturesque
cottage which lay slightly back from the
road surrounded by leafless trces and a few
evergreens,

“Look {” Handforth yelled.

“We're Jooking !” said Travers.
ful! A cottage, dear old fellow. Aectually
a cottage! To the best of my recollection,
I've never scen one before!”

“You silly ass!” roared Handforth.
cottage is empty "

“It's empty!” said ’l‘ravert impressively,
as ho turned to the othes “Even more re-
markable still, Be}mld an empty cottage.
Wonders will never cease !

“What arc you getting at, Handy?” do-
manded Church, thinking it better to butt
in in order to obviate slnughter. “Wo can
see it's an empty cottage, can’t we? What
about it?”

“Look at that board!” suid Handforth ex-
citedly.

Very puzzled, the other juniors examined a
dilapidated board which was hanging over
the front hedge. It was at an acute angle,
evidontly having been blown into that con-
dition by the recent gale, and it announced
to all and sundry that the cottage was to
let. It further informed the world at large
that details were to be obtained from tﬁ
landlord, Mr, Jacob Smithers, of the Elm
Tarm, Edgemore.

“Well, v;hnt about it?” asked McCluro,
slaring. * Have you gonc dotty, Handy, or
what? There’s nothing startling about that
board. It only says that the cottage is to
let, and thm the landlord is a chap named
Smithers.”

“But—but you don’t scem to under-
stand!” yelled Handforth breathlessly. *This
cottage is to let, and it overlooks Lord Edge-

“ Wonder-

“Phe

more’s estate! ~ Can't you sce? The place
is empty, and it's bound to be going
cheap !”’

“I'm fughtfu!]v afraid, dear old cheese,
that we'ro dense!” said Archic (lenthorne,
adjusting his monocle and regarding Hand-
forth with frank curiosity. ““Absolutely
densc! I mean, I'm dashed if I can under-
stand what you’re driving at, laddie! Of
course, it’s frightfully unusual to soe a place
to let nowadays.”

“0Oh, I don’t know !” said Church, “Things
aren’t so bad as they were. It's not exaetly
a novelty to see a house with a “To Let’
board outside,”

Handforth fairly danced in his exaspera-
tion

“But don't you think it's a great idea of
minc?"’ he shouted. “Don't you think it's
the idea of the century ?”

Vivian Travers chuckled.

“After you've told us the idea, Handy, we
mxghl be able 1o judge,” ho said “hxmawall\

“But as you ('\Jduﬂ ly_expect us to read your
thoughts, we're ae a bit of a disadvantage.
As thought-readers, we're simply awfull”

CHAPTER 18.
Startling !
ANDFORTH stared
blankly or a
moment, and then he
startc
. George!” he

“Haven't I told you tho idea

e Jaculated

o Of course you haven't!” said Mae, “And
if it’s only one of your idcas, Handy, we'd
better not waste any time. I don’t want to
be impolite, but your wheezes are generally
the same as any other fellow’s nightmares.
In other words, they’re impossible!”

But Handforth was too excited to tako
offence.

“Listen!” he said impressively. “ Herc's
this cottage—empty—ovi erlooking Lord Edge-
more’s ostato. It’s quite a picturcsque little
place, too.”

“That's truo enough!’ nodded McClure.
1t certainly is an attractive- lockmg cottage,
and I expect it’s a big rent.

*Possibly I” said Edward Oswald. “But
you never know! It might be snapped up at
any hour. We'd better rush along to Mr.
Smithers, and sce him.”

i Seo him!” yelled Church. “But what
for ?

“To get the cottage, of course!”’

““Get the cottage!” howled McClure. “But
what the dickens do we want it for 2’

Handforth breathed hard.

“Haven't 1 just told you?”
“Haven't I just explained my idea

His chums groancd, and Trun.rs and Potts
and Archie chuckled.

“Good old Handyl'
“The one and only!”

Church scized Handforth by the arm.

“Pull yourself together, old man,” he said
anxiously. *There’s something wrong with
your brain, by the look of things You keep
talking about an idea, but we haven’t tho
faintest notion what it is, And why, in the
name of all that’s wonderful, should we go
to this Mr. Smithers, and Tent a cottage
that we don’t want?

ut we do want it?” said Handforth
promptly.

“¥h? Do wo?”

“Of course!” said Handforth.
I've explained my idea—""

“PBut you haven’t explained it!” hooted
Chureh,

“I've never scen such a dense crowd of
fatheads in all my life!” said Handforth,
glowering. “Here have I been standing hero
for ten solid minutes, tclling you this idea,

he snappcd

murmured Travers.

“Now that

and you don't scem to know a thing! As
soon as the old carl is instslled in  the
cottage

“Goud gad!”

“Kindly repeat that, Handy, decar old

fellow,”” said Travers, I didn’t quitn catch
it.”
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“I said, as soon as the old earl is installed
in the cottage——" began Handforth.

“Installed in the cottage?” repeated
“The old earl?  Oh, ecrumbs:

T no question about it, yon chaps.
He s dotty! Clean off his rocker! One ot
those hooliguns must have given himn a bash
on the head, or semcthing, and his brain
lias got dislocated !”

They were all staring at Handforth in
vonder. What fantastic idea had he got inio
that head of is now? Fortunately, he cooled

own.  Without the slightest warning he
changed from hot to cold. This was
quite characteristic of the leader of
Stady D. Iustead of being wildly
excited, he became caleulatingly icy.

“I'm sorry! I forgot that I was
talking to half-wits!” he said wither-
ingly. “Perhaps I'd better begin
all ‘over ugain, and explain the
scheme in every detail”

“Perhaps youw'd botter [
McClure ominously.

“Well, here it 15, in a nutshell,”
said Handforth. “Here’s this cot-
tage to let, and it's facing the Edge-
more estate. If we hurry, we might
be able to snap it up, and then it
won't take us long to furnish it,
aud 2

“Just a minute, dear old fellow,”
interrupted Travers politely. “You
didn’t mention what kind of nutshell
you had in mind. I take it that
you meant a cocoanut.”

The others grinned, and Hand-
forth com ed his lips,

“Poor chap!” he said seornfully.
“Travers, I'm sorry for you!”’

“Well, well!” murmured Travers.
“Tve somchow got a feeling that
T've been squashed.”

“My idea is to rent this cottage!”
said  Handforth, coming down to
details at 1 ou know as well
as I do that Lord Edgemore is go-
ing to be pitched out of the Manor
within a day or two. Perhaps to-morrow—
perhaps on Iriday. Well, where is he going
to?”

said

“How should we know?* asked Church,
“According to all the rumows. he’s got

here to go te.”
" Exactly,” said Handforth triumphantly,
“Eh? ou—you don’t mean—"
“Yes, I do,” =aid Handforth, griuning.
“I mean that we can rent thiz cottage,

furnish it, and have 1t all ready for the poor
old boy when he is evicted. There are lots
of chaps with money in the Remove, and we
can do this ourselves. We'll buy the furni-
ture—or borrow some of it from our studies
—and we'll equip the whole place. We'li
have some coal i, and lamps, and pavaffin
for them, and everything We'll even stock
the larder with grub. Don’t you see? As
soon as the earl and his retainer are booted
out, we’ll escort them inte this haven of
refuge. And after that we’ll iook after em I

The others were breathl They stared
at Handforth in sheer astonishment. It was
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characteristic of Edward Oswald to think of
such an idea as this. He was onc of the most
generous fellows at St. Frank’s—he would
always give his last away. Now, in the
E_codness of his heart, he had evolved this
indly plan. -

" You're crazy!” sgid Church;, at last,
"Handy, old man, you're absolutely mad!”
“I never heard such a dotty idea in all my
life!” added McClure. “Of course, it's
generous cnough-—we’re not denying that—
but it’s—il’s so fantastic!”

*0dds schemes and notions!” said Archie

Speeding over ike wilderness of weed

charging army. And Mr. Gore-Pea
does this mean ¥ ” the t

Glenthorne.  “1t’s  a  frightfully rummy
suggesch, but, all the same, laddies, it rather
appeals to me. Absolutely !”

“Good old Archie!” said Vivian Travers
heartily  “Handy. I apologise! Humbly
1 crave your pardon. Let me bow low before
you.

And Travers proceeded to bow.

“Idiot!” said Handforth darkly.
you're pulling my leg——" >

" Nothing is further from my thoughts!”
said Travers. " Handforth deserves a medal.
We've been wondering what we could do to

wif
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help poor old Lord Edgemore, and here’s|

the solution—and, wonder of wonders, our
own Handy has suggcsted it!”

CHAFTER 17.
- Many Supperters!

ITHIN a couple of
minutes, Church angd
MecClure: and Jiminy
Potts were as en-
thusiastic as Vivian

Travcrs and Archic Glenthorne.

“Well, TI'm jiggered!” said Chureh,
scratching his head "I thought that you
fellows would say that Handy's idea was

rotten !”

“You'll always find o grain or two of

? corn amongst tife chaff,” said Travers, nod-
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“It's the first time 1 knew you were mean,
Mac!” said Handforth severely.
“I'm uot mean!” denied McClure. “But
I never have much pocket money, and a
stunt like this will cost quids and quids.
First of all, there'll be the rent of the cot-
tage, then we shall have to furnish it, and
find food and coal and:
“Well, there are plr\nty of clnps in the
Remove with money, aren't there?” broke in
Handforth, looking straight at 1 ers.
“Plenty!" ngrued Vivian Travers, nod-
ding. “T'm one of ’om. As it h&ppens, T'm
pretty flush at the moment, dear old fellow
and P'll whack out twenty qmd on the spot.”

“Cood man!” said Handforth heartily.
“That’s the spirit! You mean it, Travers,
don’t you?”

“Honour  bright!” smiled Travers.
“There’s Archie, too—"

“ Absolutely !” said the genial ass of the

ding. “Out of every hundred ideas that| Remeve, “Count on me, Handy, old tea:
Handy gets, ninety-nine of ’em are duds.|{pot! Good gad! And that reminds me!”
he added, with a start. *“Tea,

(4. what? There's a dashed aching

¥ b 4 void within me, laddies. Hadn't we

sve, Fourth end Third—rushed to the attack hke a
te schoolboy sbouts, turned, frowning, ‘¢ Wi
i“'What are those Lovy doing here ?

But the hundu,dth—’ By “nmson! The
hundredth s an idea
* You see 1 eaxd Handiorth  eagerly.

“We've virtually been forbidden to help the
old earl at the Manor, We can’t go there
and protect the place for him, and, after all,
if the bailiff’s men are coming it’s just as
well that we should be out of it. Rut we
can see that the poor old buffer isn’t
stranded.  We can provide him with a
shelter,”

“It’ll cost a bit of monev,
ed McClure dubiously,

won't it ?”

better trickle onwards?”

“What about this cottage?”
asked Handforth. *1I suggest that
we go, to Mr. Smithers at once
and: :

“Aftur tea!” interrupted Travers.
“Hang it, Handy, there’s no such
tearing hun'y. Besides, we want
to tell Nipper and Fullwood and a
few of the other fellows. Before
we- can center into any definite
arrangement, we must settle the
financial question. We want to
know how many qmda we can raise,
as a starting fund.”

Even the impractical Handforth
saw the commonsense of this sugges-
tion, and so, before Iong, the juniors
were on their bicyeles again, pedal-
ling rapidly towards St. Frank’s.

But when they arrived, Handforth
didn’t wait for tea. d
upon a meeting at once.

“We can’t bother about meald
now he said briskly. “We've got
to settle this thing at once, After
that, we've got to go to Kdgemore
and  see Mr. Smiihers. Mac!
Churchy! Buzz round and gather
all the (}mps together !

“Oh, bnt rcally!" protested Archie, in
d1<md) “Wouldn’t it be a ripe scheme to
braco ourselves with some tea beforchand?

T mean to say, tea———

“T'm surprised at you, Archie!” broke in
Handforth sternly. “You're the kind of
fellow who would fiddle while Rome burned !
Let’s get the chaps together, and talk about

this cottage.”
Howeover, & kind of compromise was
reached. It was agreed that there should

be an exclusive meeting in the Ancient House
' Common Room ten minutes later. 1 tea
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could be disposed of within that limited
time, all wel and good.

Actua:ly. the ten minutes lengthened to
about twenty before the mecting had
gathered The whole of St. I'rank’s was
talking aboat the exciting events of the
afternoon—but oniy a selected few were ad-
mitted into the Common Room. In the
senior school there was muich shaking of
heads, and mere than one Sixth-Former was
heard to exclaim that these juniors wore
getting beyond all bounds. They were liable
to forget that in their own junior days they
were probably just as bad—and perhaps
worse.

There was no question about the success
of Edward Oswald Handforth’s plan.
first the juniors were startled, but then they
grew accustomed to the idea, and they be-
came cnthusiastic.

“But wo've got to act now went on
Ilandforth, after he had explained every-
thing. “It's no use beating about the bush.
We've got to go and see Mr. Smithers, and
we must be prepared to pay rent in advance,
So it’s cash we nced—and as much as we can
get hold of! HMands up cverybody with
money !”

“We'd better form a committee,” said
Nipper practically. “We can’s go ahead
with a project of this sort unless there is
system and order.”

“T'll be president of the committee, then!”
said Handforth,

“Good enough—it’s your idea, so you can
be president,” agreed Nipper. "Now we'll
form the committee, and after that we'll
gather in the funde”

The committce was o large one, consisting
of Handforth & Co., Nipper & Co., Archie
Glenthorne; Travers, Jimmy Potts, Iull-
wood, Russell, Gresham. Dnvean »nd a few
special fellows from the West House, in-
cluding Reggie Pitt and Grey and Single-
ton, Incidentally, no Fourth-Formers were
admitted into the programme. This was
a Remove stunt, pure and simple.

Money rolled in amazingly.

There were plenty of fellows on the com-
mittec with rich pocket-books. ~Archic Glen-
thorne and Singleton and Tregellis-West—
to name only a few—were well-provided with
cash, and they were liberal in their contribu-
tions, Not only wero they genuinely sorry
for the unfortunate Lord Edgemore, but they
were revelling in this novel,plan.

To offer charity to the (figniﬁcd old earl
was out of the question. But this was differ-
ent.  Thoy were gotting a little home
ready for him—to be used, if neccessary, at
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the crucisl moment; and they went forward
with their good natured work with ever-
increasimg enthusiasm.

CHAPTER 18,
Rent in Advance !
ERE we arc!” said

Nipper briskly.

It was growing
dusk as the threo
cyclists turned into

the Iittle private lane which led to the Elms
Farm, near Fdgemore. Tho three cyclists
were Nipper, Handforth and Travers.

It had been deemed unwise for the wholo
committee to descend upon Mr. Jacob
Smithers, the farmer. A small deputation
would be quite sufficient, and Handforth, as
resident of the committee, had selected
Nipper and Travers as his two companions.
Church and McClure felt very slighted over
this, but theroe could be no denying that
Handforth had chosen well,

t had been unanimously agreed that the
whole project should be kept secret, Only
the members of the committee knnw what was
in the wind, The rest of the juniors at St.
Frank's were quite aware that something was
“on,” but they were given no details when
they made inqui The committee wantes
as little publicity as possible—until the ear!
and his retainer were installed in their new
home. After that cvent took place, every-
body could know, of course:

The farmhouse proved to be a substantial,
old-fashioned building, surrounded by barns
and piggeries and cowsheds,

Dismouanting, the three juniors left their
machines at the gate, and walked up a long
path to the front door of the farmhouse.
They knocked, and a buxom lady soon
appeared, looking at them inguiringly.

“We're from St. Frank’s Schiool, ma’am,”
said Handforth., “Can we sce Mr. Jacob
Smithers, pleasc?”

“My lhusband’s just finished his tea, and
I'm sure he’ll be only too pleased to seo
yon,” replied the lady hospitably, *Come
into the parlour, young gentlemen.”

So they went inta the parlour, which was
very prim and proper, with countless photo-
graphs of the Smithers family, at all ages
and _all peziods of their history, liberally
disn-ibutcg about the apartment.

Mr. Smithers himself appeared after a few
momenis. He was a big, burly; good-natured-
looking man.

*“We won'y keep you long, Mr, Smithers,"”
said Handforth bluntly. “You've got a
cottage to let, haven't yon—on the road
between Edgemore and Bellton 7"

“That’s true,” said Mr. Smithers, looking
at the juniors curiously. “A rave nice little
place, too. | Suitable for a retired gentleman,

#

or for-—-
“Tt's still to let, isn’t "it?” asked Hand-
forth cagerly.
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“Ay, it’s still available,”” agrced the
{armer. ‘‘Queer, too. The last people were
there for fifteen years, and I thought I'd have
no trouble to re-let it but—"

““e want it, sir,” said Nipper. “If
youre ngucablc to letting the place to us,
we'll wi xllmgl) pay a month’s rent in advance.
Or a quarter’s rent, if you want it,”

Mr. Smithers scratched his head and
frowned.

“What’s this?** he asked suspluously “One
of your jokes, young gents?”

“No fear!” said Handforth. “We mean
it, Mr. Smithers! We want the place.”

No, no!” said the farmer. “I can’t let
a cottage like that to schoolboys! There’s
no telling what might happen if a crowd ot
you youngsters was to enter into possession.
1 aupfmso you want it for a club-room, or
somet! mg I am sorry, but—"’

“Pardon me,” said Travers gcm)y,
we inquire the amount of the rent

“'Ilm'w pounds a year is what Tm ask-

“may

ing,” said the farmer gruffly. “Or with
rates included, forty pounds a year.”
“We' kukn it, rates included,”” said

Travers, “And if you'll accept ten pouuds
now, Mr. bmlt]lcla, we'll call it a deal
know it isn’t usual to pay rent in advance
for an unfurnished cottage, but as this is
an_exceptional case, perhaps you'll waive the
point.  We can’t give references like any
ordinary tenant, but you know that we're
from St. Frunk’s and-

“Hold hard,- young si said the farmer.
“Its no good going on like that. You can’t
have the place, and there’s an end of itl
Whatever will you boys be up to next! Why,
within a weck all the wallpaper would be
off, and like as not the doors would have
initials carved all over ’em. No disrespect
10 you, young gents, but I don’t want school-
boys as tenants.”

Nipper grinned, and glanced at the others.

“We'd better tell him, ¢ch?? he said. ““We
can't expect Mr, Smithers to agree unless
he knows why we want the cottage.”

*Of course we'll tell him,” said Handforth,
“Look here, Mr. Smnher:, we want that
cottage, and we mean to have it. In fact,
we've got to have it!”

“Oh!™ said the farmer unp!ens‘-ntly “Ir
tlm.L s the tone, young gent—

“You know Lord ngx,more, don’t you?
went on Handforth. ~ “You've heard about
that brute, William Gove-Pearee?”

“YWhat of him ?” asked Mr. Smithers. “ Ay,
1 know the man! A vulgar, common outsider!
It's a rare pity about the poor old earl. One
of the finest gents breathin’, and now, accord-
ing to what they're sayin’, he’ll liave to get
out of the Manor. A shaine. that's what I
call 1! said Mr. Smithers fievccly.
downright shame! There’s been trickery, |f
you ask me! The carl was always a trust-

9

ing gbntleman, and-——"
““L” Ar. Smithers,” infercupted Nipper,

“

we're going to take you into our confidence.
‘e know that Loud Idgemore is soon to be
turned out of the Manor—kicked out like
anyonce who wen't pay lis rent—and we want
your cottuage for the b
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Well, for glory’s sake!” cjaculated the
farmer. “You want my cottage for his
lordship 1’

“Our idea is to prepare it—furnish it, and
put coal in. and lamps, and everything like
that,” said Handforth C.z"m'ly “And then,
when the carl is evicted, we'll take him to
the cottage, and everything will be all serenc.

See? We don’t need the place for ourselves,
Mr, Smithers 1It's for Lord LEdgemeore.”

The farmer changed his aititude in a
moment,

“Why are yvou young geatlemen
this 7" he asked curiously.

h, T don’t know!” said Handforth, with
an uncomfortable shufifing of hLis feet. “Wo
—we just fancied to, you know. We dxdut
like to sce the poor old chap down and out.”

doing

suppose you mcan {his—honestly and
truly 77 asked Mr. Smithers.
“Honour bright, sir?” said the three

juniors, in one voice.

Mr, Smithers rose io his feet.

“Tll get the key!” he said promptly.
“You shall have the cottage, young sirs, and
I don’t neced no references—or no agreement,
cither, If it’s for his lordship, I'm with you.
And you shall have it rcnt free, too!
never thought of this, or 1 might have—"

“Not likely!” interrupted - Handforth,
clutehing at Mr. Smithers’ arm. “We want
to pay the rent, sir. It's cur idea, and we'll
stand the racket!”

“All right!” said the farmer.
twenty pounds a year, all in!
take a farthing more?”’

“The rent’s
And I won't

CHAPTER 19.
Moving Day !

a4 HERE was general
satisfaction, among
the members of the
committee, over the
attitude of Farmer
He had certainly come up to the

Smithers.
serateh.

And the very next day, at the first oppor-
tunity, the comumittee hurried off on bicycles
to have a look at the interior of the cottage.

They were very impressed.

It wasn’t such a big place, but it wes
cosy—homely. Handforth Xgmlvd about, plan-
ning which should be the sitting-room, which
should be Lord Tdgemore’s own bed-roon,
and so forth. But as nobody took the
slightest notice of him, no harm was done.

“\V(, ought to get busy at once, you
know,” said Nipper thoughtfully, after they
had (omplmu! their inspection, “We know
t a temper old Gore-Pearee is in, and
have the earl out of the Mauor before
the-end ¢f the week.”

“Very likely to-day,” said Handforth.
“We mustn't bother about tca to-day, and
as soon as lessons are over we'll hurry out
and cart lots of furniture here.  There are
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two or three hours of daylight, and we can

do heaps.”
“Where'’s the tape measure?” askcd Rcvgxe
Pitt briskly, as he came up. Did you

Y,
brmg 1t, I\nppor o=
*Yes,® sa(d the Remove skipper.
you are.”
“ What do you want a tape mecasure for?”
dunnndcd Handforth, staring.
“My dear, impracticable (,hump. we've gob
to take measurcments of these floors,” said

“Here

Reggic. “ And as soon as we get back to
the school, we're going to mdc lino by
’phone, 1l bo delivered during the after-

noon, and about ten of us will hmc to get
busy laying it down.”

"By UGeorge! I'd forgotten the lino, for
the moment,” said Handforth, with a start.
“There’s plenty to bo done, you fellows!”

“Yes, we shall all be kept busy!” agreed
Nipper, with a thoughtful frown. “Lpon
the whole, Handy, I think it would be just

as ucll if you stnycd at St. Frank’s this even-
ng.’
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“It T did what?”

“Or, better still, you might go nloug to

the ‘Manor, and \m\ch the place,” said
I\xpx;{n bnlhantl) “How’s that, Handy?
“But, my dear chap, wc've got to be

caroful urged Nipper. “You're tho best
detective in tho Remove—you'vo often said
50, so it must be true—and you're the one
to_watch Edgemore Manor.”

Handfmth mccwcd this suggestion coldly.

“And what's going to }mppm here, while
I'm away?” he as\xcs with scorn,

“While you'ro away, old man, we can get

on W ith the »\ork * said Nipper gently.
“Ha, ha, hat”

“You—you howling idiot!” roared Hand-
forth, turning red. “By George, I see your
game now. You wanted to get me out of
the way?”

“Of course!” said Nipper.
why I suggested: p

“Well, I don’t want any more of your
suggtstlons" broke in Handforth - sternly.

“That was
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“Pm the president of this committee, don’t
forget, and I'm the fellow who gives orders!
Somebody else will be sent to watch the
Manor. [’ve got to slay here, in command.”

And be meant it, too. Most of the other
fellows were sad!y grieved over this deci-
sion—for Edward Oswald Handforth had an
exasperating babit of distributing advice to
all and sundry, and practically every atom
of t}ns advice was useless. Furthermore, ne
got in everybody’s way, even his own.

1l
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packages of creckery, and olher ajticles teo
numerous to mention. An advance guard,
under Nipper, had gone along empty-handed
and at speed. Tlxc\' were the lino-layers, and
there were beds to be put up, too, and oiher
things. When the Remove went into_an
affair of this sort, it went into it thoroughly.
“Ready ¥ sang out 1¥andforth, as he en-
gnged his gears.
“You'd better Handy!”  said
Church bxemh' doesu’t feel too
hnfo,

But to argue with him was i at
least, it was fruitless. So he was sccepted—
mu](,h to his indignation—as a necessary
evil,

That day, Mr. Crowell noticed a distinet
restlessness in his Form. ut after Mr.
Crowell had threatened one or two of the
fellows with detention, the behaviour of the
Remove  improved  wonderfully. Never
again was it nccessary for the Form-master
to call anybody to attention. They were not
at all keen on extra lesson, on this day of
all days.

There was general relief when a.temoon
lessons ecame to an end.  All the members
of the committee hurried off to their various
duties, and the rest of the Junior School
watched with astonishment and wonder.
They had an inkling of what was going on,
but nobedy knew anything definitely.

Tt was ouly natoval that there should be
a big crowd of onlookers when Handforth
brought his little Austin Seven round to the
front of the Ancient House, and then com-
menced piling it wp with farniture. Edward
Oswald wasn’t ait all particular about which
furniture he took,  He scized two or three
rugs from Archie Glenthorne's study, ‘he
took tables and chairs from other studies,
and he proceeded io pile them all up in the
poor little Austin as though he were
under the impression that the car was a pan-
technicon.

" “Yeu'd better go easy, Bandy.

" protested

Chureh, when the pile had reached formid-
able proportions. “ Yowll never drive there
with this lot. It'll tepple over!”

“No, it won't!” said Handforth, as he
surveyed the ca of chairs and tables
and Dbookea: topple over,

Churchy, because you're going to vide en
the top of it all!

"Eh?? gasped Cloreh. “Ride on the top

of it!  Who? Mei”
“Yes, youl”
“You st -

“You'll either obey orders, or T'll punch you
in the eve!” reared Handforth aggressively.
“What's the good of me Leing president of
the committee if I can’t get obedicnce?”

Church groaned, and gave it up as a bad
job.  Very giugerly. lie ¢limbed to the tep
of the pile, and HHandforth squedzed his way
into the driving seal, There was hardly
i\zmugh room for him, but he managed sonie-
101y, .

Other juniors were
:aden  with  bundles

leaving the
of cooking

school,
utensils,

“Rats 1” said Handforth.
thing on this ear, and there
dang('r. You hang on there,
safe.”

Church hung on, and he was safe—for
about two minutes. They had just reached
the gateway, and Handforth was acceler-
ating in his usual reckless fashion. He had
quite overlooked his heavy load by this time
—for Handforth’s thoughts were liable to
stray at the slightest provocation.

“IIi, look out!™ howled Church.

The little Austin swerved round out “of
the gateway, and shot into_ the road. And
that sudden swing was disastroms. The
piled-up furniture, with Church on top,
swayed ominously, tipped over to an alarm-
ing angle, and then collapsed.

Crash!

Church and the furniture went flying in all

“I packed cyery-
isn't the slightest
and you’ll be

directions, and they were sirewn over (hc
road, while the Austin carcered on its way !
CHAFTER 20.

A Brot of Bother !

ANDFORTH gave a
startled exclamation.
“What the dickens

crumbs 1
e knew, o en
without glancing round, ihat semething d::
trous lad happened. Te fook a huried
glance over his shoulder, and noticed that L]l(‘
foad, including Church, was conspicunous by
its absence.

Ilandforth pat bis foot on the 1 g
arid pulled on the handbrake at the samge
time. The unfortunate Austin cameqio a
stop, almost as though it had hit a brick

wall.  The wheels, locked, gritted on the
xuad

“What's bappened?” panted Handforth
blankly.

Te leaped oul, and stared back.  His
question was 2 most unnecessary one, for he
could see what had bhappened at the fi
glance.  There was practical i
left in tho carsbui on the r
wonderinl srtment of debr
came within {his category.

Church was sitting in the very middle of
the road, with a wicker chair festconed
vound his head and shoulders.  Other arti-

=

Church

fven
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cles of furniture were littered all over the

place. N
Handforth rau back, his heart beating

rapidl

‘(,h\;rc)) old man!” he shouted.  “Are
you hurt?
“Hurt?” repeated Church, extricating

himself with some difficulty, and staggering
to his fect.  “What an idea! I like this
sort of thing, Handy! It's” a wonderful

ass!” seud Handforth, imwmng
“I don’t believe you'ro hurt at all!”

“Oh, what's the use?” said Church wearily.

Luckily enough, he wasn’t hurt much. Only
a bruise or two, and a graze kere and there.
Ho was moro bewildered than anything clse.

“You careless chump!” said Handforth ac-
cusingly. “What do you mecan by upse tting
the load like that?"”

This was too much for Church;
covery was now mstanl'meuus

“Are you accusing we?” he gasped in-
ere dulously.

"Yes, T am1”

“Why, you crazy lunatic——""

“I told you to look after that lcad—and
you fail " ‘said Handforth sternly. ©What's
the good of a fellow I can’t trust?”

“But it was your fanlt!” howled Church
indignantly. “It was your fault—for whiz
zing out of the gateway at about sixty miles
an hour! Tow the dickens could you ex-
pect the load to keep on? You ought to
be jolly thankful that I'm not killed!”

Handforth started.

“By George!” he said, with a twinge of
conscience. “Now you come to mention
it, I did swing ont of the gateway a bit too
quickly, didn’t 12"

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

“Oh, well—there's no sense in making a
fuss,” said Handforth. “Come on! Wo've
got fo pile all this stuff on again!”

“No, we haven't!” said Church, with
unusual firmness.  “ At least, you're not
going to pile me on it again! Be sensible,
Handy, and make two loads of it! More
haste less speed, you know!”

Boots of the Fourth strelled wp—to say
nothing of a few other Fourth-Formors,

“Anything the matter here ?” asked Bustir
Boots polv(cly

o, there isn't!” retorted Handforth.

"Sorryl My mistake!” said Boots. “This
is one of your now stunts, I suppose?’ he
went on, indicating the littered furniture.
“Splendid, Handy! You've made the lane
Jeok quite homely !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Idiot 1" snapped Handforth, {nrning red,

“Cave!” came a warning cry.

The next moment. a figure in mortar-board
and gown came swinging out of the gateway.
Mr. Horace Pyeraft, the master of the
Fourth, gazed ai the scene with a sort of
shocked expression for a moment; then he
strode forward.

his re-
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“What is the meaning of all this?” he de-
mauded, indicating the debris.

Nothing much, sir,” growled HamIIotth.
“We had a bit of an upset—that’s all.

“Indeed !” said Mr. Pycraft unpleasantly.
“And may I ask, Handtforth, what you are
domng with all this furniture? What idiocy
is this?”

“We're only moving a few things, sir,"
said Church hurriedly.  “It’s all right—we'll
soon have them off the road.™

The Fourth-Formers vanisbed. They could
see that Mr. Pycraft was out for trouble. 1t
was_his habit to butt in like this.  He knew
perfeetly well what these juniors were doing
—since half the school was talking about the
affair.  But it pleased M. Pycraft to affect
ignorance.

"1 shall make it my duty to report this
matter to your Housemaster,” he said un-
pleasantly. “I disapprove of the whole
proceeding

“All right, sir?” said Handforth, with a
glare. “You ean report us if you like——

“I want vro impudence from you, Hand-
forth ! interrupted Mr. Pycraft. “I can
see, quite plainly, that you ars determined to
’nru\g the name of St. Frank's into disre-

pute.”

“Disrepute, sir?” gasped Handforth in-
dignantly

“Yes!” said the Form-master. “It is

most undignified for you boys to be here, on
the public highway. acting as furniture re-
movers! Tt is a dxscudxt to the school!™

“But you know why we're doing it, don’t
you, sir? asked Handforth, amazed.

“I have heard certain rumours—and I
strongly disapprove!” said Mr. - Pycraft
coldly.  “It's a pity that you boys cannot
learn to mind your own business.”

Handforth breathed hard, and in all proba-
bility he would have made some hot retort.
But just then Church coughed.

“Here's Mr. Lee mow, sir,” he said
sweetly, ¢ 1’ulmm you'd hettcr report us
stmwh: away, sir.

Mr. Pycraft turned, and found Nelson Lee

approaching, lis cyes glinted.
“Oh, Mr, Pycraft—ust a momcnt, if you
please,” said Nelson Lee, as he came up.

*“There are some papers here that I should
like you to look over

“One moment, sir, if you will pardon me!”
said Mr. Pycraft. “These boys are not, I
know, under my own ]urhdlctmn But
would like to draw your attention to their
ridiculous—>

“Quite so!” murmured Nelson Lee, link-
ing his arm into Mr. Pyeraft’s, “Thero
seems to have been a liitle mishap. Any
damage, Handforth ?”

“Nothing much,
promptiy. “We'll
shifted.” -

“Splendid 1" said Nelson Lee, “Now, Mr.
Pyeraft, if you will glance at these papers

»

And the Housemaster-detective drew Mr.
Pycraft away, while the master of the

said Handforth
have this stuff

gir,”
soon
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Snell looked at Nelson Lee casually—then he started.
scrutinising_gaze, ther an unexpected m

meef
pardon, sir 1 » nnted the other, with a choking sound in his voice.

Fourth gritted his teeth with vexation.
Plainly, he could sce that Nelson Lee was
nelined to wink at this incident, and as
son Lee was Handforth’s Housemaster,
nothing eould be done.  Mr. Pyeraft was
unlucky for once!

CHATPTER 21.

“If At First You Don't
Sucezed——™"

") _\\J)I‘ORTH grinned.
“We

'L, that  vas

jolly neat ! he said

complacent “Good

old Mr. Lee! He
\uwlun\ let Pycraft get a word in edge-
way

&es, he was a bric agreed Church.
“But what about all this stuff, Handy? Mr,
Lec won't be a brick if he comes back here
within ten minutes and finds it still strewn
over the road  You've made an awful mess
of this business!”

29

For he found that Lee was regarding him with a careful

said Nelson Lee pleasantly. beg your

‘“ My name is Snell ! >
“Why, you silly ass—-"

“0Oh, come on!” said Church impatiently,

He picked up a couple of chairs, and
walked off towards the Austin.  Handforih,
frowning, followed him.

“That’s the idea—come emply-handed!”
said Church sarcastically.

“I'm going to back the Austin up to all
that stuff ! said Handforth coldly. “And
when it's all or you'd better be more care-
fult”

Chureh said nothing; and he was very re-
lieved when, five minutes later, Handforth
inspocied the load, and said that it would

do,  Only half the stuff had been replaced
i the car this time, The rest was left
wlong the prassy bank, at the side of the
road.

“I suppose we'd betfer make two journcys
of .it.” said Handforth, as thoueh he had
just thought of the idea. * After all, we
don't want to take q more risks, other-
wise we might so nething.”

“Me, said Church coldly.

“Never mind about you,” said llandforth.

for example,
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o was, thinking. about the chairs and
things !”*

He climbed into the driving scat, and

Church stood on the scat behind him, lm:mmr
over the cargo.  In this way, he felt fairly
safe, and he was ablo to steady all the stuit.
iAll)d so they arrived at the cottage success-
ull,

“ Hallo, here comes the first lorry load!”
said Reggie Pitt, from the doorway. * Good
man, Haady ! Yau'vo been nearly as quick
as, if you hud \mlkod"’

“Assl” .

Many of thc juniors came out to lend a
hand with tho unloading, and so it was
quickly performed. Many hands made light
of the work.

“There's another lot coming,” said Hand-
forth. “We had a bit of a mishap comin
out of the gateway. Everything fell off, an
we've got to go back for the rest.”

“Splendid!” said Travers.

“What do you mean—splendid?®”

“It is my cusiom to say ‘splendid’ when
I hear good news,” murmured Travers. “ Wo
all have our little idiosyncrasics,”

“But where's the good news, you chump?”

“Burely it is good news to learn that you
are going back for another Icad?” replied
Travers smoothly.  “For that means that
you will be absent so mauy more minutes.
And while you are away, dear old fvlio“,
the rest of us ean pitch into the work.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“I haven't the time to punch your head
now, Travers!” scaid Handforth darkly.
“But later cnh“hmx this business is over—
T'll attend to it1”

Ho strode off to his Austin, and the others
chuckled. Church wanted to get out of this
second journey, but he couldn’t. Handforth
insisted upon him accompanying the car, So
they went back in the dusk, and found the
rest of the furniture just where they had
left it on tho side of the road.

“H'm! There’s room for a lot more on
here!” said Handforth, when the stuff was
in tho car. “I think I'll pop indoors and
get something else, just to complete the
load.”

““What clse can you get?” asked .Church
lmpnt\enll)

“Well, wo haven't got a really comfortable
casy-chair,” replied Handforth, with a
thoughtful frown. “You know—the kind of
chair that Lord Edgemore would really like.

A big chaxr with paddcd sides, and a deep,
spm\g\ seat.”

“Like that onc¢ in Mr.
asked Church, with a guin.

Haudforth started.

“By George!” he said.
cne! " I'll get it1”

] hat gasped Church,

“Como ont” said Handforth bris\(ly.
“You can_lend me a bhand with it

He strode off, and Church clu(c}md at his
arm.

“Handy, you ass!” s |
only said that in fun(”

Lee’s study 7

_“That's the very

he cjaculated.
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“And I said it seriously,” retcrtcd Hand-
forth. “That’s ]ust the difference !’

“But you can’t take that chair!” roared
Church,

* Wait and sec, my son!”

Handforth was very determined as ho
strode into tho Ancient House. Ho made his
way straight ‘to Nelson Lee's study, tapped
on the door, and walked in. But even ho
was rather taken aback when he saw that
the schoolmaster-detective was sitting in the
artual chair that he had como for.

“Yes, Handforth?” said Nelson
g]ancm«' up.

“Tr—the fact is, siv—I llmught—- Well,
I mean to say, that chair, sir}"” stammered

Lece,

NEXT WEDNESDAY! wanannanan

Handforth. *I had an idea—
our studics don’t boast of any big chairs liko
that, and I was wondering—— say, sir!”
he burst out. “Can you lend us that chair
for a bit?”

Nelson Lee’s cyes twinkled as ho rose to
his feet.

“It’s not a bad idea, Handforth,” ho said
dryly.

“I know it's an awful ‘nerve, sir!” said
Handforth, suddenly r(nhsmg the ecnormity
of his check, *But—but—

You see,

“That's all right, young ’un!” chnckled
Nelson Lee. “You necedn’t be afraid that I
shall ask any awkward questions, You want
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to borrow this \l\:ur, eh? \ezv well! You
have my pn ion to take it
“1 say, sir, you're a gool ‘unl” said

Handforth enthusiastically.

Clurch was quite speechless. Somehow he
managed to help Iandforth, and between
the pair of them ibey got the chair ocutside.
As they carvied ib triwmphantly doivn the
corridoy, Handforth chuckled with glee.

“Well, what did I say?’ he demanded.

ny gim it up !’ said Church breathlessly.
Of all the unadulteratod nerve, Handy, this
s abeut the limit! But I must say that My.
g »

new T should get the

i
e andforth complacently.

s w
shair ! said B

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!”

Fifty pounds reward for the recovery
of a pocket-book worth ahout threepence !
Why should Mr. Snell, the rasecally
lawyer who conducted the selling of
Edgemocor Manor to Mr. Gore-Pearce,
offer such a big sum for the recovery cf
his lost pocket-book ? - What does it
contzin to make it of such paramount
importance ?

That’s what Nelson Lee, the famous
Heusemaster-detective, wants to find out ;
what he sets eut to discover.

In the meantime the Removites are
stili looking after the Earl of Edgemore,
and Handforth, in the role of shopper and
*“ housewife,”” causes endless fun.

- A yarn you’ll all thoroughly enjoy, this,
so look out for it next Wednesday,
chums !

“THE AIR PATROL!"
Ancther i exciting instal; t
of this amazing air seriai—a serial which
will prove without doukt to be one of the
most pepular that has ever appeared in
the Oid Paper !

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

Ouiside, they managed to set the chair
fairly safely on the top of the other furniture.
It was teribly rongh on the Austin, but, as
Handforth truly remarked, you never know
what an Auvstin Seven will earry until you
§

ng at he cottage, Nipper and ail the
rtled when (hurch informed
forth’s  audac But they

we noeded!” s
Nipper enthusiastically. "Unod old Hand
and good old guv'nor, teo!”
Handforth was looking round him
wide-open eyes.  Great changes had
place in vhat ccttage, The schoclboy hou:se

thing

with

3t
holders had not been at work for very long,

but an wmy of magicians could nof have
done much more!

CHAPTER 22,
The Scheolboy Householders?

MAZING  indeed  was
the transformation.

Long before dark-

ness—even before the

sun _had  set — the
little dwelling was a changed place. Twenty
energetie juniors, working at expr speed—

and working in p'\rtm\f\\mc the wizards,
1t must be confessed that the line was Jaid
down in the most unprofessional manner—
but it was certainly down. What was more,
it Jooked quite goed, until a close inspeetion
was made.

Upstairs, Travers and a band of helpers
were pulting the beds up, and prepari the
sleeping apartments, In the kitchens, %mt\
Little  was superintending  the «.uhn:ny
arrangements.  Fatty bad been brought into
tho committce at the last moement, for it
was felt that he could deal with (hc kitehen
department better than anybody clse,

Other juniors were arriving with sup-
pliecs  of foodstuffs, stocking the modest
larder and cupboards. In fact, nothing was
forgotten.

It was as though some magician had waved
his wand over that eottaze.  Curlains
npp;za‘od at the windows, smoke eurled from
the chimney pots, and the whole place was
alive and bustling with strenucus activity.

And, as ovents turned out, it was just as
well that the juniors should. have been S0
eucrgetic,

Haundforih had only been on the scene for
about twenty minutes—during which time
most of the work had been sadly interrupted
——when a  breathless eyelist threw himself
from his piachine at the gate, and came tear-
path

ing up 1h

there, vou chaps!” he panted
Durst in. and erowds of perspiring

part,
rless, coatless and waisteoat-

less for the mo

They were col
loss for the most part.

“What's ihat 1 shouted Handforih, pushing
through the throng.

“The bailiffs” z.myml the j r who had
just come in.  “They've arrived—they're
turning the old carl coi!

“Oh, my hat!”?

“And we're not ready yet!l

“\ o8 we ar said Nipper briskiy.

* Halt
oy, and
3 s going on,
We'll got ho]d of tlu‘ e l and Jenkins, and
lead them here after they’ve been turned into
the road. All the cikiers must stay and jut
the finishing touches to the home,”
“¥ear, hear!”

keep an
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“By jingo!
worked so hard !”

*Rather I

There was fresh excitement.  Everybody
wanted to burry off to the Manor to sce how
things were going.  Handforth only made
things worse by bellowing out his orders—
orders whiclt nobody obeyed.

In the cnd, while Handforth. was
ing, ten of fellows, with l\mpu
head, sped away on their bicyeles into the
gathering dusk. In fact, they had gone be-
fore Handforth rcalised that he had been left

TIv's a good thing we've

behind,  Even Church and MecClure had
dc:mtcd him.

“ome on, Handy—lend a hand with these
chairs and things!” said Reggie Pitt briskly.
“We've been left behind to complefo the
\\orL and it’s about time you did somcthmg,
too!”

= Ycu ass!” said Handforth,
Lo loud the party to the Manor!

“Then you'll have to lead it from the rear,
like that celebrated gentleman cf comic opera
fame, thc Duko of Plaza Tero!” grinned
Reggie. ““My dear idiot, they’ve all gone!”

“Gone!” hooted Handforth. “By George!
Of all the nerve!”

He dashed gut, seized the first bicyele with-
in sight, and leapt into the sad There
was no time for him to use his Austin
Seven, for it was in the process of bein
unloaded. Not that it really mattered.
Tdgemora Manor was only half a mile away,
and it was just as quick to go by ecycle.

Handforth got to the top of the rise, and
then pedalled at full speed down the corres-
ponding hill. Ho went rocklessly—as usual.

He cven neglected to ring his bell as ho
‘swung round the curve at the bottem.

And suddenly he gasped. Walking swiftly
towards him in the middic of the road was a
slim, skinny figure. He could just see it in
the dusk.

“Hi!” he bawled, trying to find ihe bell at
the same moment.

The man in the road Icapt about a foot into
the air, and jumped sideways at the same
time. Bat, although he was just in time to
save himsell from being run down, another
kind of disaster occurred.

For as the man flung himself aside, he
raised bis arms and, as he was carrying a
leather attache case, the handle-bars of
Handforth’s bicycle struck this with a terrific
impact. The case flew open as it was tosse:
into the air, and papers flew in all dircciions,
descending like snow.

Handforth, swerving giddily, wobbled across
tha road, lost control in the grass, and dived
lmadlong into the hedge.

Ho sat up, dazed and dizzy, but the very
speed of his fall had saved him from harm.
He picked himself up, gazed at the partially
wrecked bicyele, and then staggered into the
road,

““You young scoundrel!” came a snarling
voice. “You might have killed me! My
papers—my attache case! Great heavens!

“I'm going
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In this gloom I shall never be ah!o to recover
everylhing! You young fool !”

Handforth pulled himself together. That
voice did much to aid his recovery. For he
recognised it as the voice of Mr. Lucas Snell,
the lawyer,

“It wasn’t my fault!” protested the leader
of Study D, as he strode up. “You were
\\alkmg in the middlo of the road—>

“I have as_much right to the road as you
have!” raved Mr. Smell. *What do you
mean by shooting round that bend without
cven giving a warning? Look at my papers!
Do you see them, lmv 7 he went on, his voice
vising almott to a scream. “Look at my
mpc:-; Confound your infernal reckless
ness 1"

There was something sirangely wild about
Mr. Lucas Snell's  mmanncr. Handforth
couldn’t understand it. Why was this man
so furious end alarmed? He might have
been seriously injured—even killed. Yet he
had suffered no huart whatever. Only his
attache case had been burst -open, and the
papers were distributed over the road. To
Handforth’s way of thinking, that was a very
unimportant_detail.

But Mr. Lucas Sncll was of a different
opinion !
CHAPTER 23.
The Eviction !
ERHAPS  Handforth

felt a few pangs of
remorse, t al
events, after boltling
up his resentment at
Mr. Suell’s harsh invectives, he busied him-
self in the task of picking up the strewn
papers.

After about five minutes there wasn’t one
to bo seen, Mr., Suell himself was arranging
them in his attache case, scarching through
them, examining them one by one.

“Yes yes, they all seem to be here!” ho
said breathlessly at last. “You confoundcd
young idiot! T've a good mind to—-""

“Y've heard enough of your insults!” inter-
rupted Handforth, glaring. “‘T've helped you
to pick up these papers, and theres an cnd
of it! You've come to no harm, so you can't
grumble, What about my jigger? It's half
smashed up!”

Do you think I care about your machine?”
snarled the lawyer. “It was your own fault
entirely!  You wretchLd boy! You might
have killed me !

He swung on his lheel and strode off. Ha
was soon swallowed by the gloom, and Hand-
forth stood there, vaguely aware of a dull
ain in his left knee. When he walked ho,
imped.

“Crumbs!” he muttered, bending down,
“I must have hurt myself, after all! And
that—that old rotter secmed to think that it
was all my fault!”

He bent down near tho side of the road,
with the intention of cxamining his painful
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knce. But as he did so he caught )-ght &f
something reddish, half concealed
tuft of thick grass. He reached out a }mnd.
and a moment later he was Jooking at a small
pocket-book, with red edges. It was much

04 nu lattered, and Handforth opened it

\\'Im.t ‘he vas meaningless to him,
Rows of figur written entries in a curiously
stilted bandwriting. But he knew at once
that it belonged to Mr. Lucas Snell.

“1 don’t suppose it's of any value,” mut-
tered Handforth, as he put it into his pocket.
“Anyway, I'm blo“ed if I'm going to run
after him with it!”

It suddenly occurred to him that he had
Jost a good deal of time. Perhaps the cvic-
tion had taken place bv now, and Handforth
had badly wanted to be there when that
painful episode had conie off.

He ran down the lane as fast as his injured
knee  would allow him, abandoning his
machine. It was useless now, anyhow—and,
if it came to that, it wasn’t his machine at
all. It belonged to one of the other juniors.
Handforth didn’t know whom, and at the
moment he certainly didn’t: care.

He had only gone about three hundred
yards, and had vanished into the dusk, when
Mr. Lucas Snell reappeared. And now the
laywer was positively panting with some great
ng\mnou

“I must find it!" he ‘p‘mted hoarsely. “ My
private pocket-book—it’s gone! Gone! Vet
n must be here somewbero! 1 must find it?
1 must?”

Like a man demented, Lucas Snell searched
the grass, the road, the ditches. As he
searched” his manner became more and more
agitated. He was mad—and, also, he seemed
to be frightened. He was frantic with fear.

The result of his search was nil This
was not very surprising, since his precious
pocket-book was reposing in Handforth’s
jacket at that moment,

And Handforth was
number of other juniors, who were just
within the Edgemore Manor grounds. They
were watching the drama that was taking
place close by.

“Tt's all over, Handy "’ said l\a per, as the
leader of btudy D came up. Fey‘ve done
n; Lhe cads!”

“You mean that the poor old earl has been
evicted 7"

“Yes,” said Nipper, between his set teeth,
“The bailif’s men aren’'t cads, of course.
They’ve only done their duty., But Gore-
Pearce is there, and a number of his under-
hngs They’re watching it all—gloating over

““But where’s Lord Edgemore?”’  asked
Handforth breathlessly. “You fatheads! You
haven’t let him go away, have you? Why
the dickens didn’t T come carlier?”

“Keep your hair on, Handy ! said Church.
“Lord Edgemore and Jenkins, the retainer,
wre coming towards us now. 1 believe that
Mr. Gore-Pearce allowed them to collect a
few things together after they had been ]
officially evieted. We were too late to see
the actual thing.”

saw

running up to a

‘his
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“Well, what difference does it make?”
asked Handforth, with a grunt. “We're in

time to get hold of the earl, and we can
lead him to his new home. Good egg! It's
heen a jolly close thing, but we’ve done it !
“You've done something else, haven't
you ?” asked Church, peerirg clo:ely at his
leader. *“What's that scratch on your face?
And what the dickens have you been coing
to your wrist, Handy? And your bags, too!

Your left knee is all torn, snd—-—"
“Never mxnd about that!” interrupted
Handforth a spill, that’s all. 1

nearly ran into old Snell, the lawyer, and 1
came a cropper. Don't bother abou {rifes 1"
He moved away in order to avoid further
questioning, and at that moment there was
a gencral hush among the juniors. Two
figures had appeared out of the dimness of
the twilight. Up near the Manor lights
were gleaming—lights from the motor-cars,
lights from the great hall of the house,

But here, these two figures were coming
along in the gloom. There was something
faltering in _ their movemcnts—-—somethmg
hesitating and uncertain:

They were the Earl of Edgemore and
Jenkins. Jenkins was carrying several bags,
and his back was bent nearly couble. But

Lord Edgemore was upright, his chin was
high, and his step was firm,
That was the_curious pm about it. The

old earl was walking firmly, but, at the same
ime, there scemed to be an aimlessness in
direction. He did not seem to know
where he was going, and the watching jubiors
could understand,

CHAPTLR i4
The Schoolbov Champions

H'XT jon earth shall we
do?’ murmured
Tommy Watson,
acutely uncomfortable,

Why, collar the
earl, of course, and !eud him to the cottage !

said Handforth. Goeorge!” he added
fiercely.  “Did ,you gsar Gore-Pearce just
now? Shouting” and laughing ! Gloating
over the oarl‘a downfalll What low,
common beast !

All the juniors had hcard Mr. William

Gore-Pearce, and it was an undeniable faci
that the millionaire had been ucting like a
cad,

Edgemoor Manor was now his. 'The law
had taken its course, and the poverty-stricken

old ecarl had been turned out. Evicted !
Turned adrift, with nowhere to And Mr,
William Gore Pearce had stoodgby, gloating,
laughing. Fven his own men had been dis-
gusted.

“Leave this tc me, you chaps!” said
\prpcr carnestly “Handy. old man—
please I”*

Handforth hung back.
“Oh well, if you like!” he said, impressed
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by, \lppers Jtone, “But I thought I was
going t

o'
“Aftcn\a.xds old chap!” said I\xppcr “But
we've got to be jolly careful now.

The situation was certainly very delicate,
The Earl of Edgemore was nearly upon the
juniors now, and he hardly seemed to notice
them. He was like a child—he was walking
mechanically, ducd]y

“Xxcuse me, sir!”’ said Nipper, pulling off
hls cap and l\altmg in front of the earl.

“Ah, my boy!” suud the old man, trying
to steady his voice, “Good- L‘\cmng' I am
afraid there is nothing you can do now. I
am_beaten, boys—beaten at last! They’ve
had their way. I'm turned out!”

“But surely things aren’t as bad as all
that, sir?” asked E\Appor “Some friends
are waiting for you, I'm sure. Perhaps you'll
be going to London, or—"

“Friends?”  repeated Lord Edgemore,
almost vacantly. “London? No, no, my
boy! Y have no friends! Jenkins, where are
we going?” he added, turning wearily to the
old servant. ¥ Whero are we going, Jenkins?”

When Jenkins spoke, his voice was a mere
wheeze.

“I don’t know, my lord!” he muttered.
“Seems there's nowhere for us to go. You
didn’t make any arrangements, my lord.”

This was good enough for Nipper. He
had gained the information that he had
wanted. It had been impossible to invite

the unfortunates to the little cottage until
something was konown of their plans, But
they had no plans. So the scheme of the
Remove had not been in vain.

“Will you be offended, sir, if wo suggest
something 7" asked Nipper gently.

“Offendcd"" repeated the carl.
gracious. no! You boys are my friends You
have proved it. But what can you do? You
“are good-hearted, I know, but there is nothing
that you can do now. ~ Thank you, boys—
thank you for the thought. Jenkins, I must
leave it to you."

“My lord, I don't know what to do!™
quavered the old servant fearfully. __‘“Oh, the
brutes! They've turned us out, and thnv ve
given us no time. They've done their worst,
my lord!

It was evident that Jenkins was cven more
lwlp\exs than his mastor.

“This way, &ir,” said Vivian Travers,
taking hold of Lord Fdgemore’s arm. “We
know cxactly what to do, sir!”

“Rather 1" ehomecd the other juniors,

"Come on, sir,” caid Handforth, taking
the carl's other arm,

Now that the die was cast, some of the
other fellows seized Jenkins. They all
walked out into the lane nnd turned down
in the direction of St. Frank’

The fellows expeeted that the earl would
resist.  But he did not. Truth to tell, be
was still bewildercd-—still helpless nnder the
erushing nature of this blow. He had known
that it was coming—although he had sworn
that he would never surrender his castle.
Now that the calamity had occurred, he was
utterly stricken.

“Good
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JHardly a word was said as they all went
down the lane. It was a very curious situa-
tion, and the jumiors swere heartily glad
when they saw the 5loammg lights of the
cottage just ahead. Those lights looked very
warm, very inviting.

As the carl and Jenkins came up with their
escort, it could be seen that the rest of the
Remove fellows wore lined up and down the
little garden path.  The gate clicked, and
it was the signal for a swbdued outburst.

“Welcome home, Lord Edgemore!” went
up a general cry.

“It’s humble, sir—but it's a shelter I” said
Nipper softly,

“And we'll do everything we can to make
you comfortable, sir,” added Handforth.

The old Earl of ¥dgemore was freshly be-
wildered. He was led into the front sitting-
room, and he locked round without under-
smndmg The room was cosy. A fire was
blazing in the grate, there was an easy chair
in position upon the hearthrug. The table
was laid for a meal, and entiting foods were
on tho dishes.

“ What—what docs this mean?” asked the
carl, looking dazedly at the juniors. “ Where
am 17 What have you boys done?”

“We hope you'll forgive us, sir, but we've
preparcd this little house for you!"” said
\xppor quickly. “We can’t stop now, sir—
’'ve got to go'

But—but—-"

“You'll find everything ready, sir!” added
Handforth, “The beds aro made, and Jenkins
will soon get into the run of Lhings in tho

kitchen.  Good-night, sir!”

A general chorus of “Good-nights ™ went
up, and then the juniors melted away. They
did not_want to remain here now. It wonld

be much better for the earl to be nlone with
his old servant. The juniors knew that they
would understand.

Left alone, Lord Edgemore gazed round that
cosy living-room with a dull sort of wonder.
Jonl\\m was quite overpowere

“What does it mean, my lord?” he asked
wheezily.

The Earl of Edgemore, feelmg suddenly
shaky, sank down into a cl

“It means, Jenkins, that we have found
a haven.” he said, in a voice that quivered.
“But that is not correct; the haven was

found for us. Bless my sou!, what splendid
friends these schoolboys are!

Jenkins, muttering to himself, wandered
out of the room and went into the kitchen,

Hoe stood there, looking at the glittering
utensils, at tho ncat orderliness of every-
thing.

“Them boys dld this!” he muttered, turn-
ing back. "My lord, I can’t nghtly be-
lieve it! Just them cchoolboys‘

Lotd Edgemore nodded.

“Words are of little use,
said soberly.
words.
now,

Jenkins,” he
“My heart is too full for

I was weary, I was an outcast. And
I can rest. Jenkins, let us not ask

(Coneluded on page 44.)
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THIS WONDER SERIAL HAS ONLY JUST STARTED!

By GEO. &
ROCHESTER

They've got therr
man ; they've shoved him in the
“stone jug.” And Atlantic Air-
ways are congratulating themselves
that they have accomplished the
first step in exterminating the air
pirates who have plundered their
bullion-carrying planes. But they
congratulate themselves too soon !

m 1

TR

GUY HOWARD, youngest and most
intrepid “scout” in the Atlannic
Rangers—whose duty it is to guard

the air' routes between Britain and

America—is attached to Aerodrome
D, one of the six huge floating
acrodromes placed acréss  the

Atlantic Ocean. Just recently the

big bullion and passenger-carrying

air liners have been attacked bg alr
e

S AT

pirates, whose leader and ad-
quarters are unknown. Guy has
sworn to exterminate the pirates, for

they have been particularly busy »n
his™ *beat.” 'I'he latest pilot to be
plundered is

STRUBEN, an American, whose machine
is carrying bullion to the value of

WHAT HAPPENED IN THE FIRST INSTALMENT.

(Now read on.)

£500,000, which is stolen. Guy gocs
along to investigate, and then escorts
him back to the aerodrome, where
Struben reports to

COLONEY. MALCOLM, the commander
of Aerodrome Later, Guy teils
the colonel that he -thinks Struben,
together with his mechanic,

MULLER, has been lying, and that he is
one of the mystery air pirates!
After he has explained his reasons
for thinking so, Colonel Malcolm tells
him to go and arrest the American.

Gui finds Struben playing poker

with four other men, and going up to

him, says: “1 want you for murder {”

The Arrest !

FTHTHIT
TRUBEN’S chair scraped back. He
S leaped to his feet, his face livid.
“Ave you mad?” he snarled, his
hand whipping to his tunie pocket.
“Stop that!” rapped Guy. “I have
you covered ¥
Struben froze into immobility, his head
thrust forward, his lips drawn hack in a
wolfish. snarl.  With a’ quick movement,
Guy Howard stepped forward and relieved
him of his gun

The action served to break the spell.
Struben’s muscles relaxed. With a shrug
of his shoulders he turned to his com-
panions.

“Guess he’s mad [’

But Mortimer Moutressor and Sauvage
avoided his eyes. Ouly Danvers looked at
him squarely, and said :

“Are you sure?”

Struben’s fists clenched
blazed in his eyes.

“Confound you!

Again passion

What d’you mean by
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that?” he shouted. “You don’t figger I

“Cut that out, Struben !” snapped the
Ranger. “Come on—walk I

Guy motioned towards the door with his
gun, Struben stood hesitating, irresolute.
With the tip of his tongue he moistened
thin, dry lips, and someﬂxing akin to fear
leaped for an instant into his eyes.

“Where’'re you takin’ me?” he de-
manded hozxrsegy.

“Never mind! Get a move on !”

Then slowly, amidst a tense silence,
Struben walked towards the door, tlie
grim-faced Ranger at his heels!

For Trial

HE cold night air and the driving

I rain seemed to act as a stimulant

on Struben. By the time he and
his captor reached g@loncl Malcolm'’s
office, Lis swagger had returned and his
step was almost jauntf'.

On the threshold he stopped short,
amazement and fury in his eyes at the
sight of the pale-faced Muller standing by
the table. He recovered himself in an in-
stant, and stepped towards Colonel Mal-
colm with hands outspread in a gesture
of appeal.

“Sir 1" he said shrilly. “I've lodged
one protest to-day about the way in which
a certain Atlantic Ranger does his job.
And I'm hyar to lodge another protest
about the same guy! The fool's accused
e of murder, and I'm not standin’ for
it! Either he quits right now, or I do!
Atlantic Airways isn’t big enough to hold
us both, and I reckon—" .

“Howard was acting on my instructions
when he arrested you on the charge of
murder !” cut in Colonel Malcolm icily.
“You are also accused of complicity in
the theft of the bullion from your
machine I

“And on what evidence?” shouted
Struben. “ Where's your evidence?”

“There is our evidence!” replied the
colonel griml{. and he indicated the
trembling Muller. “Other evidence will,
no doubt, be forthcoming at your trial!”’

He picked up the telephone receiver.

“Say, what are you gonna do?” asked
Struben hoarsely.

“I am going to ring for an escort to
conduct you to the guard-room !” replied
Colonel Malcolm,

“Wait—wait a minute, sir! You can’t
do that—not till you've given me a chance
to speak ! What has this lyin’ hound,
Muller, been sayin’?”
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“He admits that you and he are in
alliance with the air pirates !”

“He’s crazy !” shouted Struben. “This
is a frame-up !’

He wheeled on Guy.

“Youwve fixed this, you hound!” he

yelled. “By glory, you've got Muller to
come across with this yarn to save your
own face! I'll get square with you for
this,”Mister Ranger! Confound you, you

“Silence ! thundered Colonel Malcolm.-

“You will have every opportumity to
prove your innocence at your trial,
Struben I

He turned to the telephone again, and
Struben waited in sullen silence.till the
Leavy clump of feet outside told of the
arrival of the escort.

A sergeant of Marines entered the room
and saluted smartly. At a command from
Colonel Malcolm, the escort of six
Marines filed into the room and grouped
themselves about Struben and Muller.

“You will take those men to the
guard-room, pending removal for trial,
sergeant !” said the colonel gruffly.

“Yes, sir!” said the scrgeant, with a
snap salute.

He turned to the escort and barked
out an order. They moved towards the
door with their prisoners. Guy stood
aside to let them pass. On the threshold
Struben paused. His blazing eyes were
on the young Ranger,

“Some day,” he said harshly, “you’'ll
pay for this with your life!”

The door closed on escort and prisoners.
Colonel Malcolm turned to Guy.

“An idle and foolish threat, Howard !”
he said. “But a full report ‘will be sent
to our headquarters in London !

He rose to his feet, holding out his
hand. .

“You have done well!
pleased with you!” -

“Thank you, sir!” replied Guy.

A few minutes later he was on his way
to the hangar, for he was due again on
patrol.

I am very

The Way Out !

HE cell in which Struben and
Muller were lodged was of the
American type. It was of solid

steel, and thick iron bars separated it
from the gaoler’s small office behind
the guard-room.

Hickner, the gaoler, could keep a
watchful eye on prisoners through the
bars. Not that he ever had many
prisoners under his care. His job was
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more or less of a sinecure, but now and
again a prisoner under extradition war-
rant spent a night in the cell.

But now Hickner was in_a flutter of
excitement. He sat on the high stool ai
his desk, and stared with little, watery
eyes at the American pilot and mechanic
behind the bars.

He couldn’t believe it! No, by jiminy,
he couldn’t! Struben—arrested on a
charge of murder and theft! Now, if it
had Deen a European, there might have
been something to it.

More than once Hickner tried to con-
centrate on his ledger, but always his
gaze returned to those two, on the other
side of the bars.
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wearily. “Waal, I'll show you jest as
soon as ever I've smoked the ecigarette
that you're gonna give me "

Hickner stepped back, shaking his
hend.
“Jumpin® snakes® 1 daren't give vou

any tobacco ! he said vehemnuﬂy

“Yeah! Jest one 1i’l® cwaxette, Hick-
ner!” pleaded Struben. “It lsut a
mighty lot to ask whex a fellow™s-—-

He broke off abruptly

“When a fellow’s whnt?” asked Hick-
ner curiously.

“Never mind !” replied Struben. * I'm
gonna skow you somethmn’ that you've
never seen before, Hickner but first I

want a smoke. Aw,

Struben was sitting
on his low bed, his
head buried in his
hands.  Muller was
lying full length on
his, br(‘nkn)r’ the
silence with an occa-
sional whimper which
might have been
caused by the pain of
his wounded arm, or
funk, or both.

“Hickner !”

The gaoler started.
He had turned to his
ledger when the word
fell softly, sibilantly
on his cars. He
looked up to find that
Struben hed risen to
his feet and advanced
to the front of the
cell

“Yes, you wanting
me, Struben?” he
said.

The American pilot
nodded. Hickner slid
from his stool and
approached the

VON SCBAUMBERG

wko, unknnwn to Guy Howurd, is the head
of the mystery Air Pirates

come on, Hickner!
You're an American,
and so am I

Hickner
cautiously
Few, if any, ever
invaded his office.
He pulled a  worn
cigarette-case from
his pocket.

“Just a few puffs,
mind, Struben!” he
mumbled. *“You'll get
me into trouble if T'm
caught. But I kuow
how you feel

He threw a
cigarette and match
through the bars into
the cell. For he was
‘wily, was the watery-
cyed Hickner, He
didn't want to come
within reach of Stru-
ben’s hands—-hands
which might clutel: in
a stranglehold on his
throat and then grope
for his keys.

Struben  retrieved

glanced
round.

barred ccllA
“What * do  you

want. Struben?” he asked curiously.
Struben’s eyes dwelt on the small,

firmly-knit figure of the gaoler.

but

“Aw I dunno, Hickner!” he drawled.
“Reckon you're an American, aren't
you?”

Hickneir nodded.

“Yes. T was reared East!” he replied.

“Yeah! T figgered you were !” replied
Struben. “Waal, I guess I'm gonna
show you somethin’ you've Jnever secn

in your life before, Hickuer
Hickner blinked his watery eyes.
“I don't get you!"” he said, puzzled.
“Nope?”  Struben smiled ~ a  trifle

the cigarette, and,
lighting  it, leaned
against the bars.

“I reckon life’s a mighty funny px'o‘)o—
sition, Mickner !” he said reflectively,
drawing slowly at his cigarette. “You
wouldn’t have thought now, woutd you,
that I'd pass out on the end of a rope?”

‘But—but you aren’t guilty?” gasped
Hickner, his eyes wide.

Struben nodded.

“Guilty all along the lire, Hickner !”
he said. “In it right up to the meck!
But they’d never have got me if that
rat hadn’t squealed :”

He indieated Muller with a contemptu-
ous gesture.
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“But—but, jumpin’ snakes, you
shouldn’t tell this to me !” protested the
gaping Hickner. “I—I might bhave to
give evidence !”

Struben flicked his cigarette into a far
corner of the cell.

“Nossir1” he »drawled. “You won't
have to give evidence against me!
told you I was gonna show you some-
thin’ that you’d mever seen before, Hick-
ner! Waal, I'm gonna show you now !

Before the staring eyes of Hickner he
unscrewed one of the metal buttons on
his tunic. From its hollow interior he
shook a small, white pellet on to his
hand.

“I'm not aimin’ to hang, Hickner!”
he drawled. “I reckon you've never
seen a man kill himself in front of your
eyes ! Waal, you're gonna see it now!”

He clapped his hand to his mouth.
With a cry of horror Hickner leapt for-
ward. He knew what it was—poison.
Struben had taken poison rather than
face his trial!

White-faced, shaking, Hickner saw
Struben sway backwards from the bars
and erash face foremost to the floor of
the cell!

The Wireless Room !

ICKNER was cntirely to blame for
H what followed nest. He lost his
_head completely. He admitted as
much at the subseguent court of
inquiry.  Without waiting to summon
assistance he opened the door of the cell
and dashed to Struben’s aid, hoping
against hope that the prisomer for whom
he was responsible was not dead.

And it was as he bent over Struben,
shaking him, almost sobbing over the
thought that this would cost him his
job as gaoler, that Struben’s strong
hands clawed upwards and grabbed him
by the throat.

Hickner was helpless, speechless in that
grip. He realised then that he had heen
hoodwinked, that Struben bad not taken
the poison, but had only been bluffing.
He writhed and squirmed, his goggle eyes
glaring ‘down into those of the American
pilot, But only when he was numb,
limp, and utterly unconscious did
Struben release his grip.

And then Struben possessed himself of
Hickner’s gun. TRising to his feet, he
turned .to Muller, who was standing
tremblingly by the bed.

“Listen, yom rat!” he whispered.
“I'm going to give you a chance of life!
I’'m only handin’ it vou hecause two have
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a better chance of winning through than
one! But, at the first false move, T'll
blow your brains out! Come on!”

Struben quitted the cell and switched
out the light -in the gaoler’s office.

“Now through the window, and quick !”
he whispered.

Cautiously he raised the sash of the
small window, and waiting till Muller
had squeezed himse!f through, he fol-
lowed suit.

Outside in the darker shadow of the
building they stood for a moment, lis-
tening. ¥From far, far away, high up in
the night sky, came a faint, clusive drone.

“The night mail from New York to
Paris I” muttered Muller, his expert ear
attuned to the beat of the engines.

“She’ll not be hyar for another twenty
minutes " replied Struben. “But she’s
our one chance of gettin’ outa this!

Lands hyar to change pilots, doesn’t
she?”
“Yes. Flying list details Montressor
and Sauvage to take over,” replied
Muller.

“Montressor and Sauvage ! repeated
Struben, and his voice was hitter.
“Reckeon they’ve had one shock to-night,
but they're due for another! Now come
on, and keep close to me "

He struck away from the building, his
head bent to the rain which was driving
in from the night.

“Where are we going?” demanded
Muller half-fearfully,

“To the wireless station!” replied
Struben  savagely. “You're rotten,

Muller—rotten right through, but, by

glory, I've gotta depend on you! Listen!
T’ve gotta get word through to Von

Schaumberg about what’s happened hyar.
There’s only one operator on duty at this
time of night. You’ll take this hyar gun
of Hickner's and guavd the door. Tl
look after Sparks with my fist I”

A sudden blaze of light sent Muller
cowering into the shadows. The stretch
of tarmac in front of the bhangars had
been lit up by powerful electric bulbs,
backed by six-feet diameter reflectors, for
the landing of the night mail machine.

But Struben kept straight on, his lean,
gaunt figure starkly silhouetted against
the blaze of light as he skirted the aero-
drome.  Perhaps even then he realised
how hopeless was his chance of ever
escaping from that floating island of
steel.

Muller slunk at his heels, casting
nervous glances behind him, squinting to
right and left with fear in his eyes.
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And  thus, .without incident, they
reached {he wireless room. Struben
paused, to shove his gun inte Muller’s
shaking hand.

“Aw, why can't you be a man,
Muller?” he spat out angrily. “But I
reckon you were born with the soul of a
rat 1”

With that, Struben quietly opened the
door of the wireless room. The operator,
little more than a boy, was seated with
his back to the door, bent over the wire-
less telephonic transmission set.

As the gaoler bent over Struben, the latter’s strong hands clawed upwards and grabbed him by the throat.
realised {hen that he bad deen bookwinked, Struben hadn’t i

He wag talking, and Muller eaught his
breath at the words.

“D aerodrome calling all machines of
Atlantic Alrway D aerodrome calling

all maclhines of Atlantic Airways! ale
approaching from North Atlantic! Gale
approaching from North Atlantic! All

pilots will land on nearest acredrome and
wait for meteorological report at dawn'!
All pilots will Tand on nearest aerodrome

and wait for metearological report at
dawn! D acrodrome calling all machines

of Atlantic

The words ended in a choking gurgle as
Struben’s arm slid round the operator’s
neck. Then Struben’s clenched fist drove
with erushing force against the youtl’s
temple.

A-a-a-ah !”

.

Ee

Cowardly indeed was that blow, and
delivered with terrific power. But it was
the blow of a desperate man, and there
was nothing of pity in Struben’s eyes as
he allowed the limp body of the operator
to sag backwards in the chair,

“Now guard the door, Muller!” he
snarled, and turned his attention to the
Morse transmission set.

e

ken poison : he’d only been tluffinr

Struben’s Message -

AR to the north, on a lone, bleak
F island of solid rock rising stark
and grim from ‘a desolaie sea,
another wireless operater was bent over
a powerful transmission and recerving set.
But his was surely as strange a wire-
less room as had ever been seen by man.
The walls and floors were of hlack, glisten-
ing rock, lit by a powerful electrie bulb
which dangled from the lofty, rugged
ceiling.

It was what it liad been threughout the
countless years—a natural cavern formed
by some strange freak of Nature. And
the whole island was honeycombed by
such natural caves, some large, some
small, but all of them adapted for use
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by Von Schaumberg, merciless leader of
the air pirates. -

A notebook was by the elbow of the
operator, and, almost mechanically, he
was jotting down the messages which he
was picking up from the ether. His
sallow face was weary, for it was a
monotouous job taking down thousands
of woi¥s which Von Schaumberg would
read, and, maybe, find ufterly valucless.

Suddenly his lips twitched into a faint
smile as there came to him through space
a faint voice :

“D aerodrome - calling all machines of

Atlantic Airways! Gale approaching
from North Atlantic! All pilots will
land. 3

But he faithfully recorded the message,
although he knew full well that the gale,
of which warning was being given, was at
that moment howling outside as it roared
down from the Arctic wastes. He won-
dered casually why the message ended so
abruptly.

Then he stiffened in his seat.  The
Morse receiving set was buzzing loudly.

Dot—dot—dot ! Dash! Dot—dot—dot !

“V.8.!" he muttered, and grabbed his
pencil.

Tor V.8. was the signal of am urgent
call from a friend.

Dot—dot—dot! Dashi! Dot—dot—dot !

Again came the eall, then:

Dot-—dot—dot ! Dash !

“8.T. ! muttered the operator. “That’s
Struben, sweaking on the D aerodrome
wave-length !”

He tapped out the “ready to receive ™
signal, and then, writing rapidly, he took
down the message which came through.
And, as he did so, his tired eyes glinted
with excitement, and a faint flush crept

-into his sallow cheeks. He knew' why
Struben was using Movse. The message
was coming through in code, and was one
for the ears of Von Schaumberg alone.

The operator, well versed in the code,
decinhered tha messace almost simul-
taneously with his receiving it. When it
ended he seribbled it out in long hand,
read it through, then leapt to his feet
and dashed from the cave.

Outside, the gale nlmost whipped him
oft his feet. Bending his head against
the stinging, cutting sleet, e battled his
way along a flat jetty of rock till he
came to a large iron door set in the face
of the rock.

In it was fitted a small wicket gate,
and through this he stumbled®into a
huge, brilliantly lighted cave. Stoves

lowed red hot along each wall. A long

shaped table, covered with snowy linen
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and glittering cutlery, ran almost the
entire length of the floor. The roof,
from which hung clusters of electric
bulbs, was arclied like the interior of a
cathedral and towered high into the
shadows.

At the head of the table sat Von
Schaumberg, huge, black-bearded, and of
an ugliness which was repulsive. Little
rat-like eyes squinted through a tangle of
matted evebrow. A vivid scar ran the
whole length of his right cheek, and was
mercifully half-hidden by his beard, as
was his eruel, thick-lipped mouth.

A great, hairy hand was elenched round
a goblet on the table in front of him; the
other was thrust into the pocket of the
reefer jacket which he wore.

Ranged on either side of him were his
pilots, erim-visaged, clean-shaven men
clad in higlinecked grey uniforms, on the
right breasts of which glittered small
golden wings.

The men who occupied the chairs at
the lower part of the table were of a
coarser_type than the pilots. Only Von
Schaumberg knew where he had found
them. Recruited from the sweepings of
dockland, from the scum of the seven
seas, they looked what they were, bestial
and brutal. But they served Von Schaum-
berg as mechanics, electricians and en-
ginears, for every man of them had once
had a job at his finger-tips.

The wircless operator hurried towards
where Von Schanmberg was seated, and
all eyes followed him curiously.

“From Struben, sir!” he said. and
thrust forward the paper upon which he
had seribbled Struben’s message.

With a grunt, Von Schanumberg took it.
He scanned it with little eyes which sud-
denly blazed with passion.

“Thev’'ve got Struben!” he, roared,
launching himself to his feet, and crash-
ing a huge fist on to the table.

He straightencd out the paper which
he had erumpled in his band.

“Listen to this!” he went on, his great,
bull-like voice echoing through the cave.
“* Have been arrested for complicity in
hold-ups. Muller has turned King’s evi-
dence. Have broken gaol. but little
chance of escape. Will try French mail
plane now landing. In case of failure
get Howard of the Rangers; he is re-
sponsible for this! Get—get him!

“¢ SrruBEN.’

As Von Schaumberg’s voico ceased,
hubbub broke out in the cave. But he
silenced it with a enarl. His ugly face
was distorted with passion, for only he
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knew what the loss of Struben would] “A mechaunic’ll taxi her in towards the

mean to him and his plans.

“Men I he roared, and raised clenched
fists. “If Struben fails to get clear—and
failure will mean death--we will go after
this skunk Howard! And we will not
rest till we get him! We’'ll bring him
here and hang him from the cliffs which
face the sea! Are we agreed?”

And a thunderous roar of assent was his
answer !

The Landing of the Night Mail !

IS message to Von Schaumberg

H concluded, Struben straightened

up and shot a quick glance at his
wrist-wateh.

“Nine minutes since we quit the cell,
Muller,” he whispered. “They’ll be
gettin’ wise to our escape  almost any
minute now !”

Muller nodded jerkily.

“We haven’t a chance!”
“Not a chance, Struben !”

“8hut up!” snarled Struben savagely.
“We've gotta take off in that French
mail plane, somehow ! Listen !”

Outside, the gale was freshening inta
almost a hursicane. But above it there
came to the ears of the two men the
deep, pulsating beat of powerful aero
engines.

“That’s her !” said Struben.
the gun and let’s go!”

They quitted the hut, leaving the wire-
less operator still unconscious in his
chair,  Dashing across the space which
separated the hut from the tarmae, they
crouched in the dark shadow of a hangar.

The tarmac in front of them blak%ed
under the powerful illumination of the
landing lights. Dropping down out of
the night came the luge night-flying
machine carrying mails and passengers
from New York to Paris.

Her four propellers were ticking over
as the pilot throttled down to make his
landing.  Her terrific wing-spread was
lost in the darkness. The windows of the
dining saloon and lounge were ablaze with
lights, and betweewr them and the box-tail
were the curtained windows of the cabins

he whined.

“Give mé

where passengers were asleep in their
berths,
“Now, listen!” whispered Struben

earnestly. ‘“She isn't going any farther

till the dawn! She mightn’'t get away

then if this gale don’t case up. Waal,

them passengers will be transferred to

the hotel n.;frl the machine housed for the
ea P

" muttered Muller.

hangars,” went on Sthuben, “Her en-
gines’ll be running and that’s when we
tries to make our getaway in her—see?”

“Yes,”” mumbled Muller. “But ¥

He broke off hesitatingly.

“Waal?” demanded Struben.

“Supposing we get the machine,” went
on Muller guickly. “Do you reckon you
can take her off in this gale; and if we
gets off do you reckon she’ll ride the
gale ?” i

“Don't be a confounded fool I” snarled

Struben. “We’ve gotta chance it!”
“Well, look " at her now!” whined
Muller. “T'll lay she isn’t going to Jand

without busting her shock absorbers!”

The huge air liner was less than one
huundred feet above the hangars.  She
was swaying and rocking in the gale, her
starboard and port planes doing a wild
see-saw as_ the wind tore at her broad
wing-spread.

The pilot circled carefully, dropping
lower foot by foot, literally feeling his
way downwards to the safety which lay
below him.

On the macadam in front of the
hangars, a group of officials and
mechanies watched him anxiously. The

wind was howling from out the dark waste
(Continued overleaf.)

ROUSING WAR YARN!

Do not miss the
striking real-life T
‘War yarn, entitled : & g

“BIRDS OF BATTLE!”
By ALFRED EDGAR.
1t is appearing in this week’s Issue of THE
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Every Wednesday. Price Twopence,
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of waters, bringing with it blinding, icy-
cold rain.

At fifty feet the pilot opened up his
engines, and, roaring over the hanga
climbed to two hundred feet before he
throttled down and again essayed to
make a landing.

“Curse him !” snarled Struben.
funky I”

He wasn't. But he knew the responsi-
bility which was his and the lives which
were depending on his skill. At fifty feet
he had realised {hat he had overshot his
mark, and that if he attempted to land
then he would in all probability foul the
hangars.

Four times he tried to bring the huge,
swaying monsler safely to ground, and
four times he opened up his engines and
climbed again, The wind was lifting the
machine bodily, and every time the pilot
throttled down the gale took control,

And, while Struben swore softly but
fluently to limself, in the lee of the
hangar where he and Muller were
crouched, the group of watchers on the
tarmac were silent and tense with for-
boding. -

The lighted windows of the liner’s
saloon were darkened by the heads and
shoulders of passengers peering anxiously
downwarda.

Again the pilot essayed to edge inwards
and downwards to the macadam below

“Yo's

him.

Then suddenly he leaned forward in his
seat, and a look of relief leaped into his
‘eyes. At the same instant a shout went
up from the mechanics gathered on the
tarmac in front of the hangars.

From down out of the night had
dropped a single seater scout. At one
hundred feet it glided past the nose of
the French air liner, and dived swayingly
towards the far side of the aerodrome.

Kicking on rudder, the pilot of the
liner followed. Down, down, glided the
two machines, one so small, the other so
mighty.

And Struben, grabbing Muller by -the
arm, snarled :

“That’s Howard—back from patrot!
He bringing the mail machine in!
Showing him the way [”

At twenty feet the  scout’s engine
roared with throttle full open, and the
swift little machine zoomed up into the
darkness overhead. It circled, like a
small silver moth, whilst the air liner
swung back towards the hangars and
landed bumpily on the hard macadam
surface of the landing-ground.

Mechanics ran forward to assist the
passengers to slight, and" uniformed at-
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tendants from the aerodrome liotel were
there to collect such luggage as the pas-
sengers might require and convey it to
the hotel.

“Five minutes!” muttered Struben.
“By then there’ll only be a couple of
mechanics on that bus, running her into
the hangar. That’s our chance! Get
ready, Muller I”

The Escape !

AITING until the French air liner
lad landed, Guy Howard then
glided down in the teeth of the
gale and landed far out on the

aerodrome, after which he taxied in to-
wards the hangars.

Switching off his engine, he dropped
from the cockpit. Fifty yards away
stood the mail machine, now empty of her
passengers. Two sergeant mechanics were
mounting to the pilot’s cockpit, and the
engines were still ticking over.

Crack! Crack!
Two shots suddenly rang out in rapid
succession. Simultancously two men

dashed out on to the brilliantly lighted
tarmac and raced towards the mail
machine. “

Guy recognised in an instant the lanky
form of Struben_and the stocky, bare-
headed Muller. In his hand Struben
carried the automatic he had taken from
Hickner.

Gu syrinted towards the air liner,
drawing his own automatic as he ran. A
party of marines poured round the hangar,
where they had come upon Struben and
Muller. For the half dead Hickner had
been discovered, and a search had at once
commenced for the escaped prisoners,

Whipping their rifies to their shoulders
the marineg fired a volley. But Struben
and Mulleﬁmd alrcady reached the cover
of the machine and, with agility bred of
despair, they swung themselves up to the
pilot’s cockpit.

The- two sergeant mechanics turned to
face the intruders, completely at a loss
as to what was happening., Before they
had time to think of resistance, Struben’s
gun barked twice. And the range was toe
short for Struben to miss.

“Out with 'em!” he snarled, and the
two mechanics were bundled overboard.

It mattered nothing to Struben whether
they were dying or dead. Ile flung him-
self into the pilot’s scat and yanked open
the throttle. The propellers thundered
and the great machine surged forward !

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's exciting
instalment of this fine serial, boys!}



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

43

; By
The Editor.

Your Editor weleomes letters from all his readers |
send him one mow. Address it ta The Editor,

A Sense of Humour.

OME  fellows have the strangest

S impression of what is ont and
funny and what is not. There are
abways two sides to a joke. .\ reador
up North there is a humorist at his
school who knoeks your bait overboard when
fishing. The fish down below probably pas

a vote of thanks for the kind attention, but
ihat’s neither here nor there. T can imagine
a keen fisherman being decidedly ammoyed by
the loss of his bait. He might be disposed to
knock the head of the silly chump who
drowned the bait on the first bit of hard
material he could find. Luckily, the all-reynid
practical joker who is always giving samples
of his wit often catches something (noi fish)
in the end, and it is good for him to do so.
Can You Beat It?
a record from the other side of the
world. Alan ¥. White and €. Newson, 22,
Trevelyan Street, Wayville, South Australia,
have 160 correspondents, which is a wonderful
namber.  Buf this does not satisfy these
champion lotter-writers. They will be mighty
pleased to hear from more readers who are
keen on wireless, sparts, pigeon-racing, ele.
. A Lonely Reader,

T my budget this week I find a letter from
Vietor (. Newman, who writes fo say he
would like to hear from readers in  the
British Empire and U.S His address is
30, Ball Street, Bendigo, Vietoria. Australi
“T am sixteen years of age,”
anid can't walk, and I feel rather

Heve

the chance to send along a cheery
lettor to_this ehum, who will have the best
wishes of evervbody for better days.

A Wireless Club.

Fhis is bang- up to date. A. Henderson,
Jun., 25 Castle Street, Southampton, asks
for letters from readers who are likely to be
interested in his Wireless and  Eleetricity
Club.  He is keen as mustard on wireless. and
it certainly Tooks as if there might be a

J::a\l right-down excelleny opening for such a
elub,

out | himself as a

 Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House, Farrini-

don Street, London, I1.0C 4.

The Giddy Problem,

A correspondent, who ious!
“poor chap wants to know
what he should do about his job. e is not
a poor chap, anyway, for his berth is a jolly
decent” one in the refail trade, and offers
excellent chances of advancement. But my
correspondent has worked himself info a state’
of nerves as to whether he is getiing on-fas
enough. He asks whether he luud not Letrer
haul up the stakes and seek his fortyne in
Londou. I don't think! He is not alone in
this cagerness, which iz all ‘vight in its way
bui often all this busine® about chud
job which is cervtain for 1he sake of
glorionsly nneortain possibility does 1o pa
I have had requesis ou vhe ne subjoah,
frour chiamws all over the comry who arm in
a huery, 1t cannot be ioo clearly 1eeoguised,
however, 1hat good jolis are far

to comn the way of fellows who

deseribes

to their present work tUmn 1o those whe vo
floating romul as ont-of works. In the vetail
irade, or ihe huilding | oy

ing line, yon may
it eorner of
job may scem insignil

(Continued arcrlial.)
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OUR  WEEKLY POW-WOW!

(Continued frem previous page.)

““THE SCHOOLBOY HOUSEHOLDERS 1"

(Continued fropm page 34.)

amn
to remember that you ave i tonch with ail | questio For tonight, at all ev
thie other departmic of the trade. Other| us rest.”
jol» connected with what you ave doing are In the meantime, the juniors were on their
far more likely to be hoavd of way to St Frank's They were fived but
working like o n happ, After they had arrived, and the
if you throw up a sitnation and go f‘o)xl\m‘* Austin Seven and the bieveles had been puf
round. away, they collected in the 'J'rinng!r.

L “Well, we've done i(, you chaps,” said

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Postal Assistant, 1.0, Denili-
quin, Australia, wishes to correspond
“with qump colloctors; he is a keen colleetor.
am Edward Hall, 2, Church Cottuge,
b Alkham, nr. Dover, Kent, wishes to
from readers anywhere.

Joseph Pollar ton New Road.
Blackburn, TLa ) to  hear from
League menbers in his disivict.

Asman, 88, Stratford Rond, West Bridg-
ford, Notts., wishes fo hear from readers in
the Dominions .uu! China, also from readers
in England who are keen on reading; age 13}

Philip A. Wiléon, “Carion ” Printing Co,,
I River 1 ,  South Australia,
o corvespond with readers in Erikland ;
he is specially anxions to hear of his people
who lived at Covegtr

orman_Guthrie, 26, Scouller Stieet, Mar-
SV, Australia, wants
Seouts and amatenr

3 and A. White, 22. Trevelyan
Street, ayville, Suu!h Australia, wish to
“coprespond i 1 abont
rT\m}h spovt, pig and
. photogranhy. A| letters pronptly answered
Jolin " TTa n, 11, Haymarket Building

Newcastle-upon-Tyne, wanis ihe complete se
Nelson Lee Libiraries ™ containing the
lu«m..n yarns,

1 supply the faost Cav:ntry
bulitgycles on 18 davy’ ap-
andeare.

an ANDTHE BIK Qlllsi :
ALOW

Nipper contentedly ,\nd (\outlmw \\tnt
off like a dream, didn's 1
“Rathert” =rml Reggio Pift.
“We muztn’t forget that we've got a re-
E ~on=ibi ity now,” continbied Nipper. “We've
thing, and we've got to go on

, T sup.
“We

co fo take it in rel:
Travers H\o‘wh(mll

said
shall have to go to the cottage in pmlw: at
different times of the da}Alo help with the

poso,”

work: Well, \\r‘H‘ What a life we dc
leadl at St, Frank's ! -
“Ii seems that we shall lead a life some-

where else in the furure!” said Nipper dryly.

Five minutes later the parties had separated
—Reggie Pitt and his erowd going to the
West House, ant Nipper and thie othees te
ifie Ancient House. . The trath was, the
Renove had adopted tho Earl of Edgemore,
oss of

and they were delighted with the su
their plans. They weve full of fresh sehemes
for the morrow.

new Hw Remove’s job to look
after th queer ]H(\H‘}J‘fd]\(L ml\mg every-
thing info  consideration, the immediate
fuire promised muel  fhe way of novelty
snd oxcitement.,

And perhaps there weuld be @
niystery. ton!

or it w:

hint of

THE END.
(The next gori in this splrm’z" 7ies i3 entitled :
« Fifin Pounds Reward 17 Got your nm w,rnl to
jou nent week's  Nokn L NOW

0YS WANTED

for Canada, New Zealand

fits—nssisted passages—condiicted par-
The Sajvation A‘m y who keeps in toueh
3 Ay
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