An amusing incident from the grand long school yarn inside,
featuring the Chums of St. Frank’s.
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CLAUDE’S COWARDLY ACTION !
Knowing what to expect from the i d Clande Gore-P decided to act first. With
a switt, lightning-like movement, he ducked. His head went down, and he butted Handforth violently
below the belt. ** Ugh ! groaned Handy, in agony, and toppled backwards.
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The Mystery of the Red Cipher!
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Nelson Lee Takes a Hand!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Why should Mr, Lucas Snell, the lawyer who conducted the selling of
Edgemore Manor to Mr. William Gore-Pearce, offer a big sum like hfty
pounds for the recovery of his lost pocket-book ? What does it contain
that 1s of such paramount importance ? That’s what Nelson Lee wants
to know ; what he finds out. He finds out, too, other amazing things
which concern the Earl of Edgemore! Start reading this superb yarn

now.—Ed

CHAPTER 1.
The First Eleven’s Latest !

IVIAN TRAVERS, of the Remove,

\/ strolled out of the Ancient House

at St. Frank’s and found Hand-
forth & Co. on the steps, in the
friendly March sunshine.

And Vivian Travers paused. It secmed
to him that something was wrong, The
famous chums of Study D were all silent
Edward Oswald Handforth himself was
leaning against the stone balustrade, and
his face was screwed up into a thoughtful
frown, while he chewed the end of a

peneil.  Church and McClure were stand-
ing by, gazing intently at a picee of paper.

“Well, well I’ said Travers mildly.
“Most remarXable 1

Indeed, it struck him as being un-
canny. This- was the first time that
Travers had ever found Handforth & Co.
silent. It was invariably the rule to find
these three juniors wrangling, or argu-
ing, or scrapping. But this was evidently
the one occasion that proved the exception
to the rule.

“Good-morning, dear old fellows,” said
Travers smoothly. “Any assistance
needed ?”
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*“No, thanks!” said Church briefly.

“My dear ass, what do you think they

“Just as you like,” smiled Travers. |are—cannibals?” asked Nipper, with a

“But I'm
puzzles.”

“This isn’t a cross-word puzzle, you
ass!” said Handforth, looking up and
frowning “We’re making out a list of
the things that we’ve got to buy to-day—
for Lord Edgemore. Fatty Little reports
that the grub is running short, and we’ve
ot to replenish the larder.”

“Good men!” said Vivian Travers
licartily “Don’t forget to call upon me
if any cash is needed.”

“I’ve got your name down on the list I
nodded Handforth, “We shan’t want
much, Travers—only a few quid, and it
ought to be easy to collect. Now, lemme
see,” he added, chewing his pencil again.
“ Butter, ham: >

He recled off a list of foodstuffs, and
Church checked them on the paper.

“Yes, that's about the lot, I think,”
said Church at length. *“We'll take this
list to the grocer after lessons, I suppose?
The stuff can be delivered by the van—-"

“Not likely '’ broke in Handforth.
“We'll" collect everything in my Austin
Seven, and deliver it ourseives.”

Nipper, the popular captain of the
Remove, strolled up with Tregellis-West
and Watson. The chums of Study C were

rather

smiling.

“Heard the latest, you fellows?™ asked
Nipper.

*About old Gore-Pearce?” said Hand-
forth, glaring. “Yes, we have! All
those beastly workmen at the Mauor: ?

“No, not about Gore-Pearce,” said
Nipper. “About the seniors.”

“Blow the seniors!” eaid Handforth
briefly.

“They’ve inviled a French footer team
over, and they’re going to have the match
on Saturday,” said Nipper. “The beggars
have been keeping it secret until this
week. Thought they'd spring a surprise
on us, I suppose.”

“A French team?” said Haudforth,
staring.

o>

“Here, at St. Frank’sp”

'YCG."

“And they're going to play football ?”
“Don't be an ass, Handy!” protested
McClure. * Nipper spoke plainly enough,
didn’t he? There's a Freuch soccer team
coming to St. Frank’s to play the

interrupted Handforth. “Who-
ever heard sueh pifie! You're not going
to tell me that Fregch chaps can play
football I

* Ha, ha, ha

1

good at cross-word |chuckle. “Soccer is almost as popular in

France as it is here—and they’ve got some
jolly hot teams, too. These French fellows
are from the famous school at Corvigny,
not far from Paris. They're in England
now, touring round and playing different
English public schools.”

At any other time, perhaps, Handforth
would have been indignant. He would have
wanted to know why these French boys
were not booked to pfay the juniors. But
just at present Handforth was fully enm-
grossed with the affairs of the unfortunate
Earl of Edgemore, and he had very littie
time to waste on the seniors.

“We shall have to rub up our French
a bit,” said Church dubiously, “Not that
we shall come in contact with these
Frenchies much, I suppose. Tlrey’ll be
completely monopolised by Fenton and his
merry men.”

“Oh, it’ll be easy cnough,” said Hand-
forth. ““We shan’t have to say much—
just a few grectings.”

“Comment allez - vous?”
Travers.

“Bh?” said Handforth, starting.

“He was only saying< How do you do?’
in  French!” chuckled Chureh. ~You
surely know that, Handy?”

“How the dickens am I supposed to
understand his rotten accent?” asked
Handforth tartly. “You've got it all
wrong, Travers. If T mecet any of these
French chaps, I shall go up to ‘em, and
I shall say: °Jee vous souhay un bonuy
fate.” They'll nnderstand that all right !”

Nipper sank back into the arms of
Tregellis-West and Watson.

murmured

“Help!” he murmured. “Oh, Handy,
Handy
“What’s the matter with you,; fat-

head ?” demanded Handforth,

“I suppose you meant to say * Je vous
sonhaite une bonne féte ”?”

“That’'s what I did say!”
Edward Oswald.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clrurch and McClure and Travers and
the others howled.

“I suppose you're cackling because you
think that my accent was a bit wrong ?”
asked Handforth sowrly. “Well, my
accent is good enough for me! And if
the French chaps don’t like to understand
it, it’ll be their own fault!”

“We weren’t laughing at that, Handy !”
gasped Church. “We were laughing at
the expression | T suppose you know that
you were wishing somebody many happy
returus of the day, don’t you?”

retorted
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“Eh?” said Handforth, with a start.
“You ass! You don't know what you're
talking about! I was just saying the
French for ‘I'm very pleased to meet
o

But the other Removites simply refused
to believe this, and they roared afresh.

CHAPTER 2,
The Remove’s Protégs !

HURCH was looking
hot and uncomfort-
able. After all,
Hoandforth was the
leader of his study,

and hie ouglt to have known better,

“You must be absent-minded this morn-
ing, Handy !” he said gruffly. “You know
jolly well that the French for * Very
pleased to meet you’ is ¢ Charme de faire
votre connaissance.” ”

“Merey ‘been ! retorted Handforth sar-
castically. “And in case you don’t know
it, that's French for ¢ Many thanks! »

“Poor old Handy !” murmured Travers.
“He meant to say * Merei bien.’ I gather?
Well, well ! If be uses any of his French
on these French footballers, they’ll prob-
ably think that he's talking in Siamcse !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Travers chuckled, and moved off,

“Hi!” roared Handforth. “Just a
minute, you funny fathcad! T’'ve a good
mind o punch you on the nose, Travers !”

Vivian Travers shrugged his shoulders.

“Je suis bien a votre disposition,” he
said blandly.

Handforth stared,

“What’s that he was saying about my
disposition?” he asked darkly,

“Ha, ha, ha {”

“My dear chap, he was only saying that
he was guite at your service!” chuckled
McClure. “My own French is a bit rusty,
I know, but yours must be absolutely cor-
roded !

Handforth suorted.

“Blow Travers—and blow French!” he
said. “We've got to see about this
grocery order, and if anybody talks to me
in French again, I'll smash him! As if
there aren’t enough English footer teams
to play the scniors—without their invit-
ing Froggics over here! Never heard of
suei rot I

Haudforth didn’t mean this, of course.
When the French footballers arrived at
the end of the weck, he would probably
be among the first to welcome them,

But at the moment he was giving all
his attention to the affairs of the Earl
of Edgemore. )

The whole of St. Frank’s was talking
about the Remove’s elderly protégé., The
whole district knew that the good-natured
schoolboys had furnished a comfortable
little cottage for the penniless earl, and
that they were looking after him.

The old peer had been in that haven of
refuge for nearly a week now. He and
his butler, Jenkins, had nothing to worry
about so far as food and housework were
concerned. The Removites did everything.

They paid daily visits to that little
cottage, which overlooked Edgemore Park.
They kept the larder well filled, they did
the cooking, they lit the fires and, in fact,
performed every office that was necessary.

During this same week, there had been
great activity at Edgemore Manor, too.
Mr. William Gore-Pearce was in full
possession. The millionaire, having
turned Lord Edgemore out into the road, "
was now fulfilling his earlier boasts. He
had an army of workmen on the spot, and
many “improvements ” were being made
to the fine old mansion.

It would be @& long time before the-
Removites forgot their battle with the
vulgar, ostentatious Mr., William Gore-
Pearce. Again aud again Mr. Gore-
Pearce had attempted to drive the Earl
of Edgemore out of his liome, but the St,
Frank’s fellows had sided with the help-
less old earl, and had helped him {o
retain possession of his ancestral home.

But the law had taken its course,

The bailiffs had arrived, and Lord Edge-
more had been evieted. Everybody in the
district had talked of this extraordinary
affair—and the London papers had made
quite a story out of it.

In his own way, the earl was eccentric.
For years his fortunes lad been declining,
and he had lived in that castle of his—
that quaint Norman building, with its
turrets and towers. He had lived alone,
with the exception of his one faithful
retainer, Jeukins. But the estate had
been sold over his head, and now he was
an outcast. Penniless, apparently without
friends or relatives, the ear] was living
in that picturesque little cottage, cared
for by the St. Frank’s juniovs. It was
indeed a strange situation.

Now and again some of the more
thoughtful Removites wondered how it
would end. For this sort of thing, natur.
ally, could not go on indefinitely. Such
fellows as Handforth and Archie Glen-
thorne were prepared to carry on weck
after week—but there were others who
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knew that a time must come when different
arrangements would have to he made

The headmaster, knowing the nature of
{he sitnation, had winked his eye at the
whole business. He took care to make no
open inquiries. These juniors, out of the
goodness of their hearts, were spending
much of their pocket-money on the old
earl, and they were utilisinga good deal
of their spare time, too. It was generous
of them—and as they were transgressing
none of the school rules, the Head said
nothing.

But he, too, sometimes wondered.

CHAPTER 3.
Handy Goes Shopping !

8 soon as lessons werce
over, Handforth got
his = little  Austin
Seven out, and he
and Church and

“I'm not so sure about this, you know,”
said Nipper, rather dubiously.

"ANot so sure about what?” asked Hand-
forth. °

“About you going to the village to buy
all those things for Lord Edgeniore,” said

Nipper. “I rather think that I ought to
do the job, Handy.”

“Then you'd better rather think some-
thing else!” said Handforth tartly.
“Why, you ass, I'm the very man for the
job! The grocer has only got to bundle
everything into my Austin, and we can
deliver the lot ‘within twenty minutes !”

“That’s true!” put in Church. “And
you otlier fellows are going along to the
cottage, aven't you?”

“Some of us,” nodded Nipper. “Must
look after the old boy, you know. He's
our protégé.” He turned to Handforth
again. “I suppose you've got the list all
right# he asked,

* Of course I have.”

“And the money?”’

Every penny!”
t.

grinned Handforth,
tapping his pocke “In faet, I shan't
need to spend it all. 'Travers and old
Arehic were generous—and so was Single-
ton. I expect T shall have some money
left over for the mext grocery order.
Well, so-long "

He accelerated the engine, slipped in
the elutch, and a moment Iater the litile
Austin was purring off to the village.
In the meantime, a number of Removites
had got their bicycles out, and they were

pedalling off towavds the picturesque Jittle
cottage, which had been rented from
Farmer Smithers, of Edgemore. Iuci-
dentally, Farmer Smithers was very eager
te help the unfortunate old earl, and he
had made a very loose arrangement with
the 8t. Frank’s fellows. They had rented
that cottage without any legal agree-
ment, and the rent itself was half what
it ought to have been.

In  Bellton, Handforth brought his
Austin to a standstill outside the grocer’s
shop, and he and his chums marched into
the cstablishment. The grocer, behind
his counter, cyed Handforth warily., He
had had some coxperience of this human
volcano.

“We want some goods ! said Handforth
bluntly. *“Groceries and things. Ham
and sugar and biscuits and stuff. As soon
as you've got them wrapped up, you can
take them out and shove them into my
car.”

“Thank you very kindly, young sir,”
said the grocer, licking his peneil.

“Well, what are you waiting for?”

(asked Handforth, after a pause. “I've
told you what I want, haven’t I?”
“Cliecse  it, Handy!” said Church:

“You've got to give the items.”

“T've given them !”

“But what about the amounts?” said
Church. *“You can’t just tell the grocer
that we want ham and eggs and biscuits
and things. He wants to know how many
biscuits—how much ham—how muny eggs.
Where's your list?” &

“By George, yes!” said Handforth,
with a start.

He trotted out the list, and planked it
down on the counter.

“There you are!” he said.
can get busy.”

The shopkeeper took the scrap of paper,
adjusted his spectacles, then frowned. He
went nearver to the light and frowned
again. At last he looked mp at Hand-
forth.

“I am very sorry, Master Handforth,
but I am afraid I can’t make head or tail
of this list,”” e said hesitatingly.

*It's plain enough!” said Handforth.
“It ought to be, anyhow ! T wrote it my-
self I

“Ahem ! coughed McClure.

" Really, T quite fail to understand your
writing,” said the grocer., “TPerhaps you
were in a vy o X

“My only hat ! interrupted Handforth
impatiently. *Lemme have a look at it!
I teok a lot of trouble over that list, and
it’s a pity if you caw’t——- My only
topper ! What the-t+—%

“Now you .
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“Algebra I murmured Church, looking
over Handforth’s shoulder,

“Why, this isn't the list at all I” said
Handforth indignantly,

“Anybody can see that!” grinned Mac.
“It looks very much like a crib, Handy.
I say, did you do any cribbing at maths.
this morning #”

“You silly ass!” roared Handforth.
“I'm not a chap who cribs! These are
just a few notes I made.”

He hastily put the piece of paper away,
and produced the real list. The grocer
was greatly relieved—until he had that
list in hjs hand. Then he was inclined to
believe that it was nmearly as bad as the
algebra. After much trouble, however,
he did manage to decipher the various
items, and he and his assistant got busy.

In the meantime, Handforth wandered
about the shop, having a general look
round.

“There are lots of things here that we
haven't got down on that list,” he said
at length. “We’ll take a big bag of these
pea-nuts to begin with-—-"

“But, hang it, Lord Edgemore won’t
eat pea-nuts " murmured Church.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know, but it doesn’t seem
likely—-""

“Rot !” said Edward Oswald. “I like
pea-nuts, and you like pea-nuts. So it
stands to reason that Lord Edgemore will
like pea-nuts! We might as well take
some of these sugur-coa%ed biscuits, too.
These ones—all colours and shapes. He’ll
rather like them”

“My dear chap, those biscuits are for
kids 1 protested Mac. “We'd better
stick to the oaten and the plain sorts.”

“Who's doing this shopping?” de-
manded Handforth aggressively.
*“Oh, all right—go ahead !

And Handforth certainly went ahead.
He thought it only right that a box of
Turkish delight should be included iu the
order, to say nothing of liquorice allsorts
and pomegranates and chestnuts, These
and similar delicacies were ‘added to the
order.

Handforth, in fact, selected all the
things that he himself had a partiality
for. He took it for granted that the old
Earl of Edgemore would be just as enthu-
siastic over them. In vain Church and
McClure attempted to dissuade him.

At last the order was completed, and
Handforth found that he had very little
meney over. He had indulged in so many
extras that all the available cash was
gone, with the exception of a few shillings.
But he didn’t care. His Austin was
practically full, and there was hardly

room for Church in the back. In fact, he
had to squeeze in the front, on McClure’s
ap.
And so they started off in triumph for
the cottage. .
“When we do a thing,” said Handforth
comfortably, “we do it thoroughly I’

CHAPTER 4.
3 Tl':e Schoolboy Housekespers!
A URRING bravely, the
4 little Austin Seven

k turned the bend
near the Moor View
o School, and Hand-
forth instinctively eased the throttle, As
he had half expected—and -as he had cer-
tainly hoped—two or three of the gmirls
were standing out in the gateway. “One
of them was Irene Manners and, natur-
ally, Handforth trod on the brake.
“Can’t stop for more thail a minute,”
he said cheerily, as he raised his eap.
“We're just going along to the cottage,
you know. Got a car lond of groceries and
things.” :
Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley

n 1 and
the other girls smiled as

they looked at

the load.
“My word! You've certainly been
busy I said Irene. “And who’s paying

for all this stuff?”’

“We are I replied Handforth, colouring
slightly, “That is to say, the Remove.
Some of tlm-cha];s aren’t paying much—
but that’s not their fault. ~They can’t
contribute if they haven’t got any.” We're
all doing cur bit, you know.”

“You're rea! sports!” said Doris
frankly. “We girls feel rather out of it,
too. I say, couldn’t we heip?  Couldn’t
we oo aleng to the cottage and do some
of the housework?”

“That’s a good idea!” eaid Mary
Summers eagerly. “After all, it’s more
appropriate that girls should do bhouse-
L

“Awfully sorry, and all that sort of
thing, but tlhere’s nothing doing I” inter-
rupted Bandforth firmly. “This is a
Remove job."”

“Oh, Ted!” said Irene pleadingly

For a moment Handforth almost melted.
Then he received a nudge from Church,
and he pulled himself together.

“Here. I say chuck it, you know ’* he
protested. “You mustn’t try to get round
me like that, Renie! Honestly, the Re-
move has taken on this affair, and the
Remove wants to see it through. We're
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not cven allowing the Fourth (0 butt in.
I thonght \(»u 1 \mdu«\{md

“And so I do!” said Irene smilingly.
“All right, Ted! Have it your own way.
Good luck to you! You're all doing
wonders 7

While Handforth was dallying on the
road like this, Fatty Little was im-
patiently waiting in the tin ! kitchen of
the old-fashioned cottage. Fatty was in
ful! charge of the culinary department,
and he wouldn't cven allow the earls
faithful old retainer to interferc.” Fatty
Littie was lord and master of the kitchen.
He had several assistants under him, and
they were all busily polishing the sauce-
pans, scrubbing the sink, and cleaning
the cocking stoves.

“Wly the dickens doesn’t that ass come
with the grub?” demanded Fatty, for
about the tenth time. ““Great pancakes!
What's the good of leaving a job like that
to Handy?  Everybody knows what an
as3 he is! He’s probably pitehed the
whole consignment into the ditch !”

“Cheer up, Fatty !’ grinned Fullwood,

putting his head into the kitchen. “Some-

oy Beard a hoot a mmute ago, and it
may be Handy's car.”

“About time, too!” said Fatty grufly.
“How the dickens can I prepare tea with-
out any butter, and without any eggs?”

The surmise proved to be correct, and
Handforth & Co. arrived, a moment later,
with the goods. They marched into the
little sitting-room, loaded up to their chins
with parcels.

Lord Edgemore, who was sitting before
the blazing fire, watched everything with
rather dim eyes. They were not dim
becausn of old age—but for guite aunother
reason.

“My boys— my dear boys! You
.s!muldu t do all this!” he protested, shak-
ug his head. “X don’t know low I :~h.111
ever be able to repay you for all-

“All sorts of apologies for interrupting,
eir, but this is our show !” said Vivian
’I‘mvers smoothly. “All you've got to do
is to ther: and look on. Later you’ll
have to eat.  As for thanking us, why
te vour breath? There’s uotlunﬂr to
nk us for ™
bsolutely correct-oh !”
“Nothing,

said  Archie
dash t, whatever,

But Lord Edgemore thought differently.
He was preparing to put his thoughts into
words, too, but Handforth sfopped him.

Handferth was just coming through
from the kitchen, having delivered his
first load of grocerics. He gave a gruut
as he wiped a finger across one of the
articles of furniture,

LEE LIBRARY

“Look at this!” hc said accusingly, as
ated round.  “Tlas anyhody cleaned
room out {o-day?”

“Yes, I have!” said Somerton.
aud I gave it a thorough sweep—-—

“Is this what you call thorough?” inter-
rupted Handforth sternly. “Look at the
dust on here! And look at the floor, too!
Look in these cormers. Great Scott! The
plece leoks like a barn I”

*If you think you can clean it up better,
why don’t you get busy?’ asked De
Valerie, somewhat heatedly.

“That’s just what I am going to do!”
vetorted Hamdforth, *“Where are the
brooms and brushes? I'll show you how
this room ought to be cleaned I"

Many of the juniors exchanged alarmed
glances.

“Chuek it, Handy!” said Somerton
urgently. “You can’t start cleaning out
the room now. Lord Edgemore is in here,
and we can’t have him disturbed. We
cleaned the place out while he was hav-
ing a walk, and »

“He won't mind I” broke in Handforth.
“Will you, sir?”

Thus appealed to, the old earl had no
alternative but to agree.

“By all means go alead!” he said.
“However, do not trouble yourself on my
account. T am perfectly content with the
room as it is. Indeed, I thought that it
was exquisitely cleaned, and I fail to sce
the uecessity gu‘ further work. Ilowever,
if you not satisfied— "

“I'm wot, sir, if it’s all the same to
you!” said Handforth firmly., “I just
want to show these fellows how the job
ought to be done. I'm ashamed of them!
You're sure you don't mind?”’

And IMandforth, without waiting for a
reply, bustled off. Two minutes Jater, to
the cousternation of the other fellows, he
reappeared, armed with brooms and dust-
pans. Iis sleeves were volled up, and he
looked round him with a businesslike air.

“Now then, you (hnp\Awm can all clear
off I” he said briskly.  “T den't want you

*¥al

messing about while I'm ¢leaning out {his
room I
“What shall we do with him--smother
him?” asked De Valerie, appealing to the
others,
It was impessibie te iake such drastic
measures under the very eyes of Lord
Edgemore, however, so the rest of the

school b 3y h«marl\wpnu felt that their best
policy would be to clear out, But they
promised themselves that they would give
the arrogant ¥ a warm five minute

later on, when they pot him alone.
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Haniforth’s efforts to speak French were excruoiatingly tunny, if painful. One particular effort, in which the

#accent was atrocious, caused Nipper to fall back into the arms of

Tregellis-Weat and Tommy Watson. * Help !’

he murmured feebly.

So Handforth, full of energy, proceeded
to show everybody exactly how a room
should be cleanced out!

CHAPTER 5.
Handy on the Job !

EGAD ! ejaculated
Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, in alarm.

He and Nipper

and Tommy Watson

-had just alighted from their bicycles at

the cottage gateway. And they all stared
at the open front door.

“The place is on fire!” said Tommy
Watson blankly.

“Rats ! That’s only dust !” said Nipper.
*What the dickens are those asses up to?
We’d better look into this, you chaps !”

They strode up the path and plugged
through the haze of dust into the sitting-
room. There, in the centre of the apart-
ment, was a dim figure, hardly visible in
the smother. He was brushing away at
the carpet with all his strength, using a
‘heavy yard-broom witly stiff bristles.

“Handforth, you %illy chump !” roared
Nipper.

“Eh? What's that?” spluttcred Hand.
forth, pausing in his labours. *Clear out,
you chaps! T'm busy !

“What on earth do you think you’re
doing ?” demanded Nipper. “Who told
you to make all this mess?”

“Mess !” yelled Handforth. “I'm clean-
ing up ”

“By the look of things, you’re making
the room ten times as bad as it was before
you started !” said Nipper indignantly.
“Just look at this dust! You mustn’t
sweep a carpet like that ! Tt wants to be
taken up, and beaten outside !

Handforth himself was feeling a little
dubious, He had started on tlfis task with
the intention of showing the others how
the room ought to be cleaned up. But
now he was doubtful. Perhaps he
oughtn’t to have gone to work in this
way., Incidentally,” Lord Edgemore had
discreetly retired, and he was now wup-
stairs ostensibly preparing for the evening
meal.

“If you felt that you had to sweep the
carpet, why didn't you use the vacuum
cleaner?” demanded Nipper. “What the
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providing a

was the good of us
Whislwind sweeper unless—"

“By George!l” said Mandforth, with a
start,  “I'd fmqutleu all about the thing!”

“Then you'd better remember it?"

Uandlorth threw his broom down, strode
into the kitchen, and proceeded to create
havoe. Fatty Little was busily engaged in
cooking, and the air was thick with appeti-
sing _odours.

“You clear out of here!” said Fatty Jotly.
“Hi! Mind those cakes, you dummy!”

“Which cakes?” said Handforth, turning—
and in the process of turning strewed them
all over the floor,

“And look at that dust conng in here!”

yelled. Fatty. ““Close that door, somwebody!”

“T want " the vacuum cleancr I said Hand-
forth. “I can't be bothered with your silly
cocking,  Fatty. Where's  the  vacuum
cleaner 77

Somebody hastily informed him that it
was in the cupboard, under the stairs, and
he was finally pushed out of the kitchen, after
which the door was closed and locked. At
last, Handforth got hold of the wvacuumn
cleancr, and then he commenced work afresh.

It wasn't an clectric cleaner—since there
was no current laid on in this remote country
cottage. It was a self-contained conirivance,
which created its own suction by mecans of
po\\cr(ul driving whegls.

‘Ah, this is the thing!” said Handforth
with satisfaction, as he Lonnmnud pushing
the machine to and fro. “It’s a rummy
thing, though! It seems to make more dust
than the broom!” he added, with a puzzled
frown, as clouds of dmt came spurting up out
of the works.

“It might be a gcod idea to put the bag
on it,” suggested Church, who was looking
on.  “Those things generally bavoe bags,
Handy, to catch all the dust.,”

“They're more trouble than they're worth1”
gl\mtcd Handforth, as he searched for the
cantainer.

He found it after a little trouble, and ﬁxcd
it on. Then, once more, he strode to and
fro, barging into the furniturc and generally
giving an impression of a tornado.

After about ten minutes, the dust had sub
sided, and there was something like order
in that sitting-room. At this point, how-
ever, the vacuum cleaner went wrong. It
stuek, and refused to work. Handforth weunt
on his hands nnd knees, and examined it.

“1 think you’ve done enough, old man,”
said Chureh gently. “The room looks fine
now. Not a speck of dust anywhere I

“Yes, you'd hetter take that thing away!”
put in Tommy Watson. “It wouldn’t be a
bad idea to &lw\e it out into the garden, and

" frowned Handforth, who looked
very much iike a nigger. T hese things
work toppin, ly if you only understand them.
Just give this wheel a twiddle, Mae, old man.
Vil soon have it going right.”

MeClure obliged, and ho not only gave the
wheel a twiddle, but a hefty whirr round,
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Handforth had the machine upside down,
aird he had taken off the dust-container,

Zarrerrrh!

The result of McClure's activity was start-
ling. Perbaps he turned the wheel the wrong
way; possibly Handforth had dropped a lot
of the dust into the machinery, At all events,
a ferrific cloud of blackness ecame shooting
up out of the ecleaner. It smothered Hand-
forth like a black pall, and he fell over
buck\\'ards, gnsping wildly.

“*Ha, ba, ha!’

“Help !” gurgled Handforth foebly.
my goodness! What the—— Tm

Nipper came striding in.

“What’s all this noise in here?’ he de-
manded. “How much longer is Handy
going to be—~ Oh, my hat! What's hap-
pened v’

“Handy is just showing us how’ a room
ought Lo be cleaned out !’ Travers
hlandlv as he looked over Nipper's shoulder.
“Splendid, isn't 167"

Nipper looked at the others.

“I put it to the vote!” he said grimly.

**Are we going to let Handforth cairy on,
or are we going to push him outside and
)u(k ]um out ¢

e're going to push him outside and lock
him out!™ came a general chorus,

And Edward Oswald Handforth,
and gn\pmg, was ejected.
miraculously short space of time, the other
juniors—hy  businesslike niethods—created
order out of havoc.

When the Earl of Edgemore came down-
stairs, a quarter of an hour later, the sitting-
room was clean and iidy again. And Hand-
forth wus only readmitted after he had pro-
mised, on his honour, that he wouldn't do
any more houscwork.

Thereafter, the events were interesting.

Fatty Little provided a gorgeouns spread,
and thn juniors stayed cn as Lord Edge-
more’s guests. W ben they went away, later
on in the evening, they were well satisfied.
Their protégé was happy, and everything
was going fine.

Byt how long could it last?

*Oh,
“ehoked

profesting
AHcr that, in a

CHAPTER 6,
Asking For It !

ANDFORTH
and  unclenced  his
fists. Then, with
sinister  deliberation,
he commenced rolling

<lenched

-

[C_IRC

up his sleeves.
“Lemme get at bint!” he said ominou
““Steady, Handy ' muttered C! huwh “¥ou
don't w ant to cause a scene in the Lriangle !
(es, go casy, old man!” said McClure,
in_alarm
But Edward Oswald Handforth fook no
notice.  With that rugged jaw of his set
determinedly, he dosebnded the Ancient
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House steps and strode off towards the
gymmnasiuni.

It was Salurday morning, and while most
of the St, Frank’s fellows were talking about
the unusual football match that was t8 be
played that afternoon, a certain knot of un-
desirable juniors evidently had other matters
to discuss. And Handforth could casily guess
the subject of their conversation.

Claude Gore-Pearce, of the Remove, was
leaning negligently against the wall of the
gymnasium, Round him were Gulliver and
Bell, Teddy Long and Merrell and Marriott.
All  these wero nonentities—juniors who
practically counted for nothing at St.
Frank’s; and, incidentally, they were fit com-
panions for Claude Gore-Pearce.

This latter young gentleman was the son
of Mr. William Gore-Pearce, the millionaire.
He was a day boy at St. Frank's—the only
day boy in the old school, Many juniors
were indignant that this should be so.” They
failed to se¢ why an exception should be
made in the case of such an outsider.

The Gore-Pearces had taken a big, fur-
nished house at the other end of the village
—this being merely their headquarters for
the time being, When the “improvements
had been made at Edgemore Manor, they
would move in_ with all the pomp and
splendour of their wvulgar wealth. And
Claude, because he was rolling in money, was
o favourite among the snobs of the Junior
School. All the decent fellows ignored him.
That is to say, with the cxception of Hand-
forth. To Handforth, Claude Gore-Pearco
+was very much like a red rag to a bull

The snobs were so amused at the subject
of their discussion that they did not even
noticc Handforth’s approach. They were
cackling mightily.

“Yes,” Clande was sayving, “on the dust-
heap, you fellows. That's where it is now—
with all the other rubbish.”

“The right place for it, too!” said Merrell,
of the East House. “You don't want the
carl’s coabt of arms at Edgemore Manor now
that you've got possession of the place, Gore-
Pearce.”

“Of course wo don't,” agreed Claude.
“It's a sort of shield, you knmow—with the
coat of arms embossed on it. We have a coat
of arms of our own,” he added, with insuffer-
able pride. “So, of course, we're going to
fix our own up—"

“Just a minute!” said Handforth fiercely,
a3 he barged into the circle.

“You clear off, Handforth!” said Gulliver
unpleasantly. “You're always causing
trouble! Isn’t it about time that you minded
your own business?”

“I'Il deal with wyou later!” said Hand-
forth, brushing Gulliver aside as though he
wero a straw, Now, Gore-Pearce, look
here! What’s that you were saying about
Lord Edgemore’s coat of arms?”

“It scems that you heard everything!”
sneered Clande Gore-Pearce.  “It's a bit
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thick for a fellow to listen to a private con-
versation, and to—-"

“Private be blowed!” roared Handforth.
“I heard vou half across tho Triangle! If
vou want to talk privately, don’t stand out
here in the open!”

“What's the trouble?” asked Reggie Pitt,
of the West House, as he came up with
Nipper and ono or two others.

“There’s no trouble!” replied Gore-Pearce
nastily. “But Handforth seems to take a
pleasure in butting in—-"

“This—this worm was just hoasting that
the carl’s coat of arms has been chucked on
the dust heap!” broke in Handforth indig-
nantly,  “Do you hear that, you chaps?
The Edgemore coat of arms! Chucked on
the rubbish heap!”

“Is this true, Core-Pearce?” asked Nipper
sharply.

“Why not?” asked Claude, with a super-
cilious curl of his lips.

“Then you admit it?”

“There’s nothing to admit!” snecered
Claude, “The FEarl of Edgemoro has been
kicked out of the Manor, and my pater hasn’t
any use for his rotten coat of arms.”

“You unutterable cad!” said Nipper hotly..
“Not content with pitching the poor old
fellow ont, youw've got to insult him by de-
stroying his coat of arms! aven't you
enough decency to realiso that the Edge-
mores have lived in that old house for cen-
turies?”

“What's that got to do with me?” de-
manded Claude. — “The Edgemores are out
of it now--and they’ll never enter it again!
The place is my pater’s—lock, stock and
barrel! He’s bought every yard of it, free-
hold! 'What do_wo want with the old fool’s
coat of arms? It’s been thrown on the dust
heap, with a lot of other rubbish!”

“You—you—you——" began Handforth
thickly.

“Steady, old man!” interrupted Nipper,
seizing Handforth by the arm. “There's
work for us!”

“There's work for me!” said Handforth,
preparing to tear off his jacket. “I'm going
to emash this sneering cad—"

“There’s more important work than that,
Handy!” broke in Nipper. “Come on, you
fellows! We shall have to miss brekker this
morning, but it doesn’t matter.”

He drew them aside, and Claude Gore-
Pearce and his satellites took the opportu-
nity to move bastily away. It was nccessary
to hold Handforth tightly, in order to pre-
vent him charging after them.

“Lemme go!” he panted. “I tell you I'm
going to smash—"

“We've got to get over to the Manor—at
once!” broke in Nipper. “By missing
brekker, we can just do 1t. Don’t you under-
stand, Handy? We've got to rescuo that
shield, and hand it over to the earl!”




CHAPTER 7.
An Urgent Migsion !

Y George!” said Hand-
forth, with a start.
He stared at Nip-
per blankly for =
moment, and then he
lost hio warlike cxpression. His eyes now
took on a light of eagerness,  °

“'That's a pretty ripping idezi” he went on
keenly, * Buzz to the Manor, rescue the coat
of arms from the rubbish heap, and take it
to the old earl-—ch?” =

“That’s it!” nodded Nipper. “Wo shall
just bave time if we hurry off on our bikes.
And it'll give the old boy no end of pleasure
to have his coat of arms nailed up in the
cottage. Tt's a good thing that Gore-Pearce
was fool enough to boast about the disre-
putable picce of work. It's given us a chance
to save the coai of arms from the dust heap.”

“ Absolutely !”  said Archie Glenthorne,

with beat.  *“Good gad! I mecan to_say,
odds harrors and tragedies! Adding insult
injury, what?”
1« oxactly what it is, Archic,” said
T Pitt. “Insult to injury! They've
done everything they possibly can to the poor
old fellow, and now they're heaping con-
tempt upon the family coat of arms! By
jingo! It never occurred to me that Gore-
Pearce’s puter was coarsc cnough to do @m
action like that!”

U"\\’cll, let’s get off,” "said Nipper practic-
ally.

“0h, rather!” said Arehie. “You mean,
trickle away, what? Absolutely! In other

s, tally-ho!”
minutes the Removites had got
out their bicycles, and were speeding down
the lane towards the hamlet of Edgemeore.

The distanco was not very far, but they
reckoned that it would take them tho better
part of an hour to accomplish their mission.
The breakfast bell had sounded just as they
had set forth, so they would have to go
without their morning meal. Not that they
cared - a snap about breakfast. Their indig-
nation was greater than their bunger. They
could casily afford to wait until the mid-
morning interval, when they could pay a
visit to the school tuckshop.

When they arrived at Edgemore Manor,
they found a {remendous amount of activity
afoat.

The building was very much like a feudal
castle—built of grim, grey stones, with ivy
clinging to many of the old walls, The
battlements were perfect, and, indecd, i}
was one of tho finest Norman structures
the South of England.

There was nothing peaceful about Edge-
more Manor now
Workimen were to be seen everywhere.
Lor) were standing out in the drive,

scaffolding was erceied across the front of
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the bu'lding, and glaziers were busy at the
windows. Men were moving in wnd out con-
stantly, and nobody took much notice of
the guniors as they jumped from their
machines.

“We're safe!” said Nipper.

. “ Qore-Pearce
won't be on the spot yet.”

“What does it matter, anyhow?” asked
Handforth. “We're not afraid of Gore-
Pearce 1”

“But he might make things unpleasant for
us,” said Nipper. *‘After all, he’s the boss—
he’s the ewner of the place now, although
we hate to admit it. And if ho likes to
make himself nasty—as he certainly would—
he could order us away. But I expeet the
fat old blighter is still having his breakfast.”

They left their bicycles against some of
the stotely trees, and hurried forward on
foot. Unc of the workmen paused as they
approached, and there was a curious look
of amusement on the man’s face.

“’Morning, young gents!” he said, grin-
ning. “You're safe just now—although I
wouldn’t say as how yowll be safe for long.
His Royal Highness is comin’ soon, and——"
Teaning  Mr. Gore-Pearce?”  asked
Nipper.

“Lumme, he ain’t bhalf a caution!” =zaid
tho workman.  “Anybody might think he
was king of the carth by the way he swanks!
An’ he ain’t over fond of you young gents,
neither!” he added confidentially. * You'd
best not get up to any of your fricks -

“That’s all right!” interrupted Handforth.
“Wo want to find the rubbish heap.”

“Beggin’ your pardon?” said the work-
man, staring.

“The yubbish heap,” said Nipper. “’Thero
may be two or three, so we shall be obliged
if you'll tell us where they aré. We've
heard that a coat of arms was thrown on
the dust heap, and we want to rescuo it.
The Earl of Kdgemore's coat of arms, you
know—on a big shicld.”

“Oh, ah!” said the workman, nodding.
“That’s xight! That young whipper-snapper
of a Master Claude chucked it there himself
yesterday.”

“What!”  roared Hamndforth, “Clande
chucked it there?”

“T saw him do it!” declared the man, not
without heat. “The young feller went into

the big hall, took the shield down, an’ carried
it off to the dust heap. Fair bousted about
Highnoss

it, too. I was goin’ to tell Hi
about it this mornin’. Seems 10 n
uite right, young gents.  After
v be worth somethin’1”
littlo to Clore-Pe
to you, or to us, if it comes to tha
Nipper. “Bug it’s worth everything
world to the Fari of Edgemore. We wa

get hold of it, and we want to take it to
him.” .
“That's real good of you, lads!” said the

workman, nodding., **My, but you ain’t half
a set of young cautions! We've heard all
about what yowre doin’. an’, between you
an’ mo an’ these hord trees, wo're on your
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mdo' We're real sorry for the poor old gent,
an’ I wouldn't like to say what we think
of the guv'nor! I've got a few words in
mind, but they might shock your innocent
young ears!”

“Then leave them uneaid!” grinned Reggic
Pitt. “I rather fancy that wo can guess

the gist of them!”

CHAPTER 8,
The Exile !

covered,

It was found at the
back of the Manor,
thrown on a great

| HE shicld was soon re-*
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remounted their ‘bicycles & Tew minutes
later, and rode off.

“Nearly all these workmen would lme to
see Gore Pcurcc chucked into the river,” said
Handforth, “What's the time? We don't
want to be late for lessons, you know.”

“Cood gad!” said Archie. “You're not
always so cager to be on time, Handforth, old
scream !

“Fathead!” said Handforth, “Do you
think I want to be detained this afternoon?”

*No, by Jove!” said Nipper. “There's
the footer match against the French chaps,
and it would be perfectly rotten if we wero
stuck indoors, at extra lesson, during the
mateh [

So they pedalled hard, and very soon they
arrived at the little cn(tugc

They left their bieycles oulside, and walked

heap of miscellancous up the short path,
odds and ends, With After tapping on the
careful  hands, the door, they entered,
juniors picked the The Most Up-to-Date and found themselves

coat of arms out of
the rubbish and dusted
it down. They noted,

Paper in the World!

in the comfortable
living-room. A fire

with satisfaction, that
it was undamaged.

“You'd better not
say anything to Mr.
Gore - Pearce  now,”
said Nipper, looking
at the workman, who
had accompanied him.
“Ignorance is Dbliss,
you know.”’

MODERN BOY

EVERY MONDAY.

Are you reading it? MODERN
BOY is packed from cover to “Ah

was burning in the
grate, and the old
Karl of Edgemore was
:mmg at the table,

ectacles on his nose,
g ancing at the morn-

ing newspaper. He
2d. looked wup with a
kindly smile as the

juniors piled in.
my dear

T — cover with just the pictures, boys!” he said, ro-
young gent!” grinned articles, and stories the up-to-date moving his_ glasses.
the man. “I ain't . It i ) health Splendid! I did not
Tookin’ for trouble! T oy wants. Itis a clean, | ealthy expect to sce you_sa
was goin’ to say type of weekly paper which you carly as this, My

something to him, but
it docsn’t matter
now.’’

“And you say that
Claude chucked the
coat of arms on this
rubbish heap ?” asked

will relish.

Handforth,
*I saw him with my
own eyes!” mnodded

MODERN BOY

EVERY MONDAY. 2d.
IF YOU MISS IT YOU'LL REGRET IT!

champions—ch ? Upon
my soul, I shall never
be able to thank you
for all that you are
doing "’

“I wish you would
not keep on ta\mr,
that, sir!” said N
a\\k\\nrdh. “I\canly
every time we come

the workman,

“All right! There'll
be a hot five minutes for Claude later on!™
said Edward Oswald darkly. “I thought his
pater had done it—Dbut it makes the thing ten
times worse. That beastly cad will wish he
hadn’t been born by the time I'm done with
him??

“Just between ourselves, young gents, I
hope you make him smart!” said tho work-
man, lowering his voice, “Many’s the time
Tve wanted to fotch him a clip across the
ear. Nasty. snobbish young whelp, Ihats
what ho is! Only this is pn\nto like, an’ I
lmpc you won't let on what I'v gt
“You bet we won’t, old man!” said Reggie
Pitt. “Thanks for hclmng us.”

“Decent chap, that!” said Nipper, as they

you trot it out! And
we don’t want cny
thanks—it only makcs us feel uncomfortable!”

“ Absolutely !

“We've bmu"ht this
Handforth hurrmdl‘
know.
it _here.”

The old man rose to his feet. He was as
straight as a ramrod, and his eyes glowed
as ho beheld the Edgemore coat of arms.

“I am even greater in your debt!” he
said, with a touch of shakiness in Lis voice.

“It's nothing, sir!” said 1\|ppl‘l’ “We'ro
in a bit of a hurry to-get off—

“My coat of arms!” murmured Lord Edge-
more, “I had been wondering what had
become of it. Thank you, boys—thank you

ehicld, sir!” said
“From ﬂm Manor, you
\\e thought you might like to have
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from the bottom of my heart! I am glad
to have at least one more reminder of——"

“That's all right, sir!” said Nipper
quickly. “Come on, you fellows! ~We
shall only just do it, even if wo pedal our
hardest. Good- mormug, sip 1

“Oh, but really—"

“Good- morning, sir!?” chorused the others.

They bundled out before the old man
could shower any further thanks upon them.
They had decided to say nothing about the
rubbish heap, There was no reason why
Lord Edgemore should be distressed by the
]\no\\ledgv of Claude’s despicable action. It
was, sufficient that thc coat of arms was once
again in the old man’s possession.

“Well, that's that!” said Nipper, as thnv
hummed off towards St. Frank’s. “By Jove!
It does my eyes good to see t.he colour back
in Lord Edgemore's cheeks! He'’s looking
miles better, you fellows!”’

“That’s the result of our treatment!”
grinned Handforth, “We're not giving him
any time to brood. There's a sort of sad
Jook at the back of his eyes, but we’ll soon
have that away, too.”

“1 don’t think 'so, Handy,” said Church,
shaking his head. “The poor old chap has
been turned out of his ancestral home,- and
he'll never be happy again—not renllv happ)‘
—until he gets back. And, according fo
cvel)thmg that we hear, he never will get
back "

“Won't he?” ':m(] Handforth,
you know, my lad !’

“That's all

CHAPTER 9.
Handy Erjoys Himself !

NLY by the skin of
their teeth did the
juniors scrape into
fhp Rc‘mme Form-

in _ time to
answer their names. Sa Handforth much to

1\}5 disgust, was unable to have that interest-

ing five minutes with Claude Gore-Pearce.

Buf, he could wait. True, he was an impa-
tient sort -of customer, but even Handforth

(Ieomed it inadvisable to. blacken Claude’s

eyes in the Form-room under the eagle gaze

of Mr. Crowell.

And owing to Iandforth’s unhappy pro-

; for talking during lessons, he was
idetained for the interval. So not only was
hoo denied the pleasure of smashing Claude,
but he couldn’t even partake of that snack
at the tuckshop that he had been so looking
forward to.

Ho\.c\er. Church and MeClure managed to
smuggle in 2 few cakes, and Iandforth rather
incautionsly partook of theso during maths,
It was only by the sheerest of miracles that
he escaped Mr. Crowell’s eye.

When lessons were over, Edward Oswald
was one of the first out of the School House.
Chureh and MeClure were in close attend-
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ance, and as soon as they emerged into the
Triangle they paused, and stared upwards.

“My hat!” said Church.

“We'll wait for him “here!” exclaimed
Handforth darkly. “Ie’s bound to come in
a minute or two, and a*

“Half a tick, Handy!” sa§d MeClure.

Oh,

“Look at all these giddy fla
“Flags?” said IIandfmth

those! What's the idea?
“The seniors must have been busy during

morning school,” said Church. 't you

'S -
“Where?

sce? ’I‘hcy Te nearly all Freuch flags. In
honour of the visitors, of course.”
In any other circumstances, Handforth

might have made some characteristic com-
ments. For the old Triangle was gay. with
flags and bunting, and the colours looked
bright and brave in the March sunlight.
But just at present Handforth was looking
for Clande Gore-Pearce, and he had eyes for
nothing else.

“Here he is!” he said suddenly.

Most of the other juniors had poured away.
The majority had hurried off to Big Side, to
see the preparations there.  Others were
making inquiries as to whether the French
footballers had arrived, or not. Just within
the main gates stood an imposing Rolls-Royce
limousine—and the very sight of it had made
Handforth glare.

Yor that limousine belonged to Mr. Wil-
liam Gore-Pearce, and it came regularly to
take tho insufferable Claudo home, There
was no end to the pomp and display of the
Gore-Pearces.

Claude himself had just emerged from the
School House. With him were Gulliver and
Bell, but these two youths thought it advis-
able to vanish discreetly when they saw
Handforth standing there, his fists clenched,
his eyes glittering, They had a suspicion as
to what was coming.

“Just a minute, Gore-Pearce!” said Hand-
forth darkly.

Claude came to a halt, and he stared at
Handforth withscold disdain,
“What do you want?”
in a hurry.

K he asked. “T’'m
The limousine is waiting for me

“Let it_wait!” broke in Handforth. *Hy
the time I'm done with you, you ead, you'll
need an ambulanco—not a limousine ¥

Clande turned pasty. An uneasy light
came into his unpleasant eyes.

“What do you mean?” he panted. “If
you touch me, Handforth, I'll shout for
help1”

“You~vou miserable worm!”  roared

Handforth. “It was you who Rung the old
earls coat of arms on that rubbish heap!
Yes, I heard all about it—and now I’'m going
to emash you to pulp! You cad!”

It was a decidedly risky proceeding to pre-
cipitate a fight in the open Triangle, But
Handforth had no thoughts for masters or
prefects at that moment. As far as He was
concerned, he might just as well have been
on a desort island. To -be caught fighting
would mean detention for the whole after-
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noon, and detention was the one punishment
that Handforth wished to avoid. But he
had forgotten all about that.

“Here!” gasped Clande fnmncally “You
—you— 1f you touch me—

*“Put up your roiten hands!” bellowed
-Handforth,

He was giving Claude Gore-Pearce a chance

#n defend himself, but Claude seized that
vortuuity in a different way. He knew

wuat was coming, and he knew, zl]so, that
e was no match for this burly junior,

With a swift, lightning-like movement, he
ducked. His head went down, and he butted
Haml(orth violently below tlu belt.

“Ugh!” gasped Handforth, in agony.

He went over, taken utterly by surprisc.
That cowardly attack had lifted him nearly
off his feet, and he went down with a thud,
The nexy sceond Clande was kicking and
punching at him wildly.

“Stop that, you rotfer!” shouted Church.

“CGrab him!" said McClure.

They both scized the maddened Claude,
and dragged him back. He continued to
kick and claw: he was like ‘a wild thing.
When Handforth picked himself up, his face
was still screwed up with agony. With an
ghtened himself, and his fists
s he r)e.xvhul them,

“Leave him to me!” he said thickly,

Crash!

Clande Gore-Pearce went backwards, stag-
gering on his heels. That blow had caught

bim full on . and he howled wildly
with pain.

Biff! Crash! Biff!

Handforth’ s came round--vight, left—
right, left! The Lombardment was truly ter-
rific. In less than ten seconds, Claude was

battered in the most frightful way. Both
his eyes were due to be (f ed up before half
an hour had clapsed. Those blows of Hand-
forth's had inevitably decided this,

“Now you can clear off.” panted Edward
Oswald. as he stood back. “T'm sick of the
gight of you! You—you whining rat!”

Cl.uxdc picked himself up, and he bolted—
vunning erratically, sobbing with pain and

CHAPTER 10.
Reggie Pitt’s Find !

UCKY isw't the “word
for it!” said Church
breathlessly.

The chums of Study

D were standing on
¢he Ancient House steps, and they had just
scen the Gore-Pearce limousine glide out of
the gateway. They had seen Claude tumble
into the magmbcent car, and they had heard
him give shrill instructions to the chauffeur
to drive straight home. And, by some extra-
ordinary chance, the rccent serap had appar-
ently caped the attention of all in

authority. o
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“You reckless ass, Handy!” said McClure:
“If a prefect bad spotted you, you would
have been' detained——"

“I don't carc anything about that!” in-
terrupted Handforth, holding both his hands
over his waistcoat,  “By George! That—
that awful rotter winded me! Dld you ever
seo, such a rotten, cowardly attac!

“Well, never mind—you paid lnm out!”
said Church “By jingo, you ve marked him
pretty well, Flandy ! His eyes will be bunged
up within half an hour, and his nose will bo
twice its normal size! You've gm,n Lim a
lovely present for the week-end!”

“He didn't get' balf what ho descrved!”
growled Handforth.

A number of other junmiors came round,
congratulating Handforth wupon his good
work. They had scen the affray from afar,
but had kept well out of it, in case a master
should arrive on the scene.

And there, just at the spot where the scrap
had taken place, a little red pocket-book was
Iying on the ground. Church and MeClure
had not noticed it in the exeitement of the
moment, and Handforth, naturally, hadn't
the slightest notion thag tho pocket-book had
dropped from his clothing. e was notori-
ously careless in such respecis.

But the fact remained that that lxt(lc
red book had slipped out of his pocket when
Clande Gore-Pearce had bowled him oyer.
There it remained, on the ground, obvious
to anvbod\ who happened to pass.

It wasn't Handforth’s, cither. It belonged
to Mr. Lucas Soell, the lawyer. Mr. Lucas
Snell was the ge Hcmuu who had transacted
the transfer of gemoor Manor from tho
old carl to Mr. William Gore-Pearce.

As to how that book had come into Hand-
forth’s possession; the explanation was very
simple.  Nearly a week ago, Handforth had
collided with Mr. Snell in the dusk, and haad
knocked the lawyer’s attaché-caso ﬂvmg All
of Mr. ‘Suell’s papers had been distributed
over the road, but that little pocket-book had
escaped attention in the gleom. Handfocth
had found it afterwards, had put it into his
pocket, and had then forgotten all about it.

But Mr. Lucas Snell hadn’t. Since that
secemingly  unimportant incident he bad
thought of very little elsec.

Once Handforth had come across the

pocket-book, and had decided to send it by
post to Mr. Snell—because he didn’t want it.
But the very instant the book had gone back
inta Handforth’s pocket, he had forgotten it
again. If he had only realised the signifi-
cance of that soiled and tattered objut ho
would have been rather more carefal!

But, fortunately, it fell into good hands.

Reggic Pitt happened to be the first fellow
to walk past the spot. Whistling cheerily,
the junior skipper of the West House paused
in his stride, and his \»histle ceased.  Ho
bent down, picked up the pocket-book, then
looked round him inquiringy.

“Somchody’s been  careless!”  he mur-
mured. “I'd better see who it belongs to.”
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He opencd the thing, but there was no
name on the fly-leaf—no writing that Pitt
could understand. He frowned as he turned
the pages over.

“Rummy ” he murmured. “Of all the
jumbled nonsense! What the dickens is it 7

He frowned more than ever. FRvery pagh
was filled with curious figures and words.
From end to end, the book was written in
red ink, and there was no rhyme or reason
in the jottings. Letters secemed to be
jumbled incoherently. Most of the pages
were well marked, and it was clear that the
red book had been used a great deal.

“Some sort of a cipher, I suppose,” mur-
mured Pitt, at leftgih. “Oh, well, it's not
mine—and why should I bother my head?
Some silly ass has been amusing himself, l
expect. But who does it belong to? T can’t
go about the school asking everybody !

It was, indeed, a superhuman task. Tt
might belong to a senior—to a Fifth-Former,
or a Sixth-Former, It might belong lo a
fag. It was cven possible that it was the
property of a master. As there no name
inside 1t, or any clue to the identity of the
owner, Reffgie Pitt took the only possible
course,

Having asked one or two fellows if they
knew nu)thmg about it, and having receiv
negative replies, Reggie stuck a notice on
the board in the lobby of the West House:

“FOUND—Red pocket-beok, containing
umpteen entries in. double Dutch. .Owner
can have same, {rec, gratis and for nothing,
upon applying to '~tu(h B

After thut, Reggie Pitt forgot all about it.
His Lhoughts were eentred upon the coming
football mateh, for, like all ihe other juniors,
he was far more interested than he prntendcd
to be. This was purely and simply a senior
affair—-but the Junior School was very eager
to seo the French boys, and to sce the First
Eleven \vm that interesting game.

It wasn't very surprising that Teddy Long,
of the Ancient House, was the first fellow to
spot the notice on the board in the West
House lobby, Teddy was on the prowl, as
usual--trying to nose his way into somebody
clse’s business. This was Teddy Long's
favourite recrcation,

And as soon as he saw that notice on the
beard his eses glinted eagerly. It only took

1)

him about five seconds to think of a cunning
plan!

CHAPTER 11.
Nothing Doing !
EDDY LONG was hard

up.

In fact, he was
“broke.”  True, it
was Saturday, and he
had already had his week’s pocket-money.
But he had borrowed so heavily during the
week that he had been obliged fo pay it all
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out.  Not willingly, of course—but sundry
enthusiastic juniors had laid him flat on the
floor, and had gone through his peciets.
This was about the only of getting

Teddy long to pay back any cash that had
been advanced to him
Now,

on Saturda with a half-holiday
im in the face, he possessed nething
ng than a halfpenny with a k*

hele in it.

But that notice on the board of the Wess

House had put an idea into Teddy’s scheming
brain.
“Why “Pitt’s found
thi gxdd\ pocket-book, and he doesn’t know
\\ho it helongs to. 1L be as easy as wink-
ing! Tl claim it, and then Tl go about
the school until Tve found the real owner.
And T jolly well won't give it up until I get
five bo[) reward |7

i 1 simple plan, and it scemed certain
. Unfortunately, Teddy Long was
too obtuso to see the difticultics. Ho thought
he would get the pocket-book without the
slightest trouble. After that, of course, the
rest would be plain ing. Besides, there
was jnst a possibility that the pocket-book
would contain some personal entries, and
Teddy might be able to make capital out of
these.

Breathless the tubby
junior hurricd along to Study K e burst
in, his face flushed. his little eves gleaming.

“Come in!” said Reggie Pitt, “Don’t
trouble to knock !*

“Sorry I gasped Teddy. as he looked
round, and saw that Jack Girey was also in
the study. “I—I've come for my--my
ponkv(-hook,”

“Your which?”
cozmug grim,

“I—T lost a [)OLLM -book, von know,
Teddy

nat?” he muttered.

with antieipation.

said Pitt, suddenly be-

said
\\nh- ith

hurriedly A red ene,
writing in It's mine, and

“Rats ! said Pitt.  “Shut the (lom' as you
go aut, Long!"

“EhT” gulped Tedds. “But—hot—-"

“None of yvour fricks, my lad!” said Pitt.

“That pocket-book (‘on;n t belong to you!”

“T tell you it dees!™ roared Teddy, dhm!r‘d
by this unexpected snag. “Why, [hmn
he added, pointing to the table s
mine! I lost it this moining, and it’s very
important !

Pitt looked at Teddy Tong closely. There
was a remote chance—about cne in a million
—that it actualls was his.  Dut Pitt knew
Teddy's habits too well.

“If this is vours, my son,
it,”” he said blandly.

“Oh. thanks! Tl take it now B

“No, you won't I said Jack Grey. “Don’t
an  ass, Reggic Long always claims
s, and yon know jelly woll that he’s the
st liar in the Remove !”

“Oh, T say!” protested Teddy feebly.

“If this is your hook. you'll be able to tell
me what’s inside it,” said Reggie. *Give me
pronf of ownership, my son, and you can have
th*

you can have
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When Mr, Lucas Suell heard that Reggie Pitt of Study K was in possession of a pocket book he becams irantic

“Study K ! he said, and grasped hold of young Dicky Jones.
m

“'\Hhere is Study K? Quick, boy ! Take

¢ to this room at once !

“It's—it’s full of
desperately.
“Good ! Wh
* In~in penc
“That’s a bad
his head. “ You

writing 1”7 said Teddy

sort of writing 7

ot " said Reggie, shaking
y¢ got a very poor memory,
Teddy, my lad! Are yoeu sure you didn't
use blue-black ink to make the entries in
your pocket-book 2

“Yes, that’s it!"” gasped Teddy Long.
“Of cowmse I did! Blue-black ink !

“That’s funny ! said Pitt, looking puzzled.
“It's all turned red !

Jack Grey grinned, and Teddy Long saw
his plan erumbling to picees.  He had been
trapped, and he knew it ut he wasn't
i to be done. Teddy was a fellow who
knew when a failing dodge had reached
its limit, ,

“1 tell you it's mine!” he shouted. “T
shall complain to the Housemaster, Pitt!
hat’s my pocket-book, and I mean to have
1

i

And, acting upon a sudden impulse, Teddy
made a grab for the pocket-book, scized it
in his grubby hand. and bolted.

“My hat !” cjaculated Pitt angrily.

By the time he got round the table, Teddy
Long was streaking down the passage. But
Tuek was still .against him.  As he swerved

round into the lobby, he collided full tilt
with Nipper.
“Hold him !” yelled Pitt, from further down
the corrido “Cet that book out of his
N "

3 said Nipper, seizing it and
wrenching it away

“That's mine!” howled Teddy. “You—
you rotter!”
“That's cnongh!” snapped Nipper.

Long bolted, nearly sobbing with vexation.
He realised that the game was up now. For
Reggie Pitt was almost on the scene, and it
was very unlwalthy to” remain in this imme-
diate neighbourhood,

Nipper glanced at the book, looked inside,
and then he started.

In that second, just before Pitt reached
him, he remembered something, Handforth
Lad made some mention of this  little
pocket-book. ¥t couldn’t be any other. For
Handforth had distivetly said that it was
full of red entries, all jumbled together, so
that there was no rhyme or reason in them.

And Nipper knew that it belonged to Lucas
Snell!

Nipper was surprised— for he had taken it
for granted that Tlandforth had returned
the pocket-book earlier. 1f Nipper had had a
suspicion othery he -vould have asked
itandforth for it.
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“The ntt]r- werm!” said Reggie, as_he
came up. “Thanks for stopping him, Nip-
»

*How did you get hold of it?” asked Nip-
per curiously.

Why, the youn, liar claimed it as his
own,” said Pitt. found it in the Triangle
not_long ago, and as there isn’t any namc
in it, I put a notice on the board on the
chance that the real owner would spot it.
Do _you know who it belongs to#”

Nipper was about to answer, but he sud-
denly pulled himself up short.

CHAPTER 12.
Nipper's Wise Move !
URING those t
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years’ penal servitude for some fraud or other,
and truth to tell Lee was not satistied with
things. The Karl of Edgemore had been
turned out of his ancestral home as a pauper,
and yet, only a few years earlier, he had been
comparatively rich. His wealth had appar-
ently dwindled into nothingness—and the
earl himself, being a man who knew nothing
whatever aboat business, it seemed to Lee
;]hnt there was something radically wrong
ere.

And Nipper knew that this pocket-book
belonged to Mr, Lucas Snell!

Obviously, Handforth had dropped it. In-
stead of sending it back to the owner, Hand-
forth had carelessly kept it in his pocket; and
had now even more carelessly lost it. Nipper
really thought that it was up to him to pass
it on to Nelson Lee for inspection. 'The
very fact that it was \\n'ten in cipher was

Nipper’s brain
worked  like light-
ning.

Rummy sort of
he said, as he turned over the pages

thing I
of the book, and ignoring Reggie Pitt's

query, © You say you found it in the Tri-
angle ?”

“Yes,” said Pitt.
thing of it?”

“Well, hardly,” replled Nipper.  *“Look
here, chgle, you’ tter leave this with
me. I’'m the Form captain, and I'll alter
Study K on that notice of yours to Study C.
Do you mind?”

“My dear chap, why should I mind?”
laughed Pitt. “As you say, you're the Form
skipper, so perhsps you’d better be respon-
sible. Of course, it doesn’t belong to Long.
It was only a dodge of his—he probabv
wanted to pry into the book, just out of
cmmsm, You know what a young spy he
is1”

“Yes,” nodded Nipper. *“Well, all right,
Reggie. I'll put another notice up in the
Ancient Hou:e Perhaps the real owner will
soon turn up.”

Nipper went away then, rather anxious to
avoid any further questioning, and Reggie
Pitt forgot all about the matter. He was
certainly a bit puzzled over Nipper’s attitude,
but it never struck him that there could
any importance about this red pocket-book.

. ()ul in the Triangle, Nipper paused, think-
in

He was the last fellow in the world to in-
terfere with anything that did not imme-
diately concern him. But there are excep-
tions to every rule; and Nipper vwxdly Te-
membered a brief conversation he had had
with Mr. Nelson Lee, nearly a week carlier.

They had been talking about Mr. Lucas
Snell, the lawyer who had acted for the Earl
of Y’dgcmme for many years. Lee, in fact,
hold told Nipper that Lucas Snell was an
cld  gaolbird!

It was a startling enough revelation. Many
vears ago Sncll had served a sentence of five

“Can you make any-

nt,  Ordinarily,
perhaps, Nipper Would have thought very
little of it. But after having heard that
there was something fishy about the trans-
fer of jgemore Manor, this pocket-book,
with its cipher entrics, became important.

So, three minutes later, Nipper was in
Nelson Lee’s study in the Ancient House.

“Yes, you'd better leave it with me, young
*un,” said Lee, after Nipper bad briefly ex-
plained. “H'm! Very interesting I

“Do you think there’s anything squiffy
about it, sir?” asked Nipper eagerly. “It
belongs to Snell, you know, and you were
telling me that Snell is erooked.”

“I told you that Snell was crooked, Nip-
per,” interrupted Lee. “He may be crooked
now--since it is an old axiom that leopards
cannot change their spots. I have a sus-
picion that Mr. Snell has been playing a very
deep game with the Edgemore estates. It
was very shrewd of you to bring this pocket-
book to me so pmmp W

“Do you thmk you'll ‘be able to decipher
it, guv’nor?”

“My dear Nipper!” protested Lee.

“Sorry, sir!” said Nipper.. “Of course you
will 1"

“I may not be able to decipher it while
you wait,” said Lee pointedly. “The best
thing that you can do, my boy, is to leave
it here. And if anybody comes forward to
claim it—which is very improbable, n the
circumstances—report to me at once.”
V"Handy might sce the notice, sir,”

= He might—but Handforth is notoriously
blind,” smiled Lee. “It may be two or thrce
days before he sees that notice. In any
case, you can easily deal with him if he comes
to you.”

Tt was-obvious to Nipper that Nelson Lee
did not wish to talk further, and so Nipper
left. He was feelmg rather exasperated. It
was like his “guv’nor ” to leave him guessing
in this way. For Lee’s very attitude had told

said

| him, clearly enough, that he regarded this

pocket-book with gregt, sxgmﬁcance The
one imporiant fact was that it belonged to
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Lucas Snell—and an almost equally important
fact was that it was written in cipher,

But there was something clse that Nipper
did not know,

If he had known it he would have been
quite excited. In itself, the pocket-book was
worth, perhaps, thcepcncc It might have
cost a shilling originally, but it was now
soiled and tattered. Indeed, it was prac-
tically of no value at all as it stood, since all
the pages were filled,

Nelson Lee thoughtfully drew & newspaper
towards him. It waes the “Bannington
Gazette,” and it was that day’s issue. Nelson
Lee turned to the small advertisements, and
he glanced at one of these entries, printed in
bold, unusual type:

FIFTY POUNDS REWARD.

LOST, small, red pocket-book, of no value
to anybody execept owner. Lost somewhere
hetween Bellton and Kdgemore. ody
bringing this pocket-book to N
George Tavern, Bellton, wil
above reward.

receive the

Nelson Lee pursed his lips as he glanced
1gh that remarkeble advertisement.

“TFifty pounds!” he murmured. “H'm!
Quite a sum! Fifty pounds for this insignifi-
cant-looking little- pocket-book! T rather
fancy that I shall be well rewarded after I
have conquered this cipher!”

CHAPTER 13.
Good News For Mr. Snell !

T just about this time,
a rather interesting
interview was taking
place on the other
side of Bellton,
While St. Frank’s was preparing to wel-

come the French footballers, and while Nel-

son Lee was busy in his study, Mr, Lucas

Snell cntered the library of Mr. Williamn

Gore-Pearee, in the latter’s furnished house.

“Ab, Snell!” said the millionaire, as he
rose to his feet and shook hands with the
lawyer.  “You ncedn’t have hurried, you
know. I sent a message for you, but it \\*ould

have done later on,”

“I thought I had better como at once, Mr.
Core-Pearce,” said Snell. “Is it anything
important 7"

“Well, no,” said the millionaire, sitting
down again and looking at Snell curiously.
“To tell you the truth, I've been wondering.
That's all. Just wondering. Why are yon
so infornally anxious about that pocket-book
of yours?”
ucas Snell started.

“ Pocket-book 7™ ho repeated, almost stam-
mering.

“Two or three times this week you have
asked me about it,” said Mr. Gore-Pearce.
“And now, this morning, I find an adver-

3
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tisement in thc local paper. Man alive, aro
you scrious when you offer a veward of fifty
pounds for that pocket-book of yours?”

The lawger licked his dry lips.

“It—it contains important entries,” he said
falteringly. ”You wouldn’t understand, Mr.
Gore-Pearce.”

“I don't understand!” said the millionaire
blantly.

There was almost a note of suspicion in his
voice, and for a moment or two there was
silence in the room. One might have
thought that Mr. William Gore- Pcarco would
havo invited his lawyer to stay in his tem-
porary home. Buf, whatever Mr,
Pearce’s mind was in this matt
Pearce had to be reckoned \\jth, and Mrs.
Gore-Pearce, from whom Claude inberited
most of his snobbishness, had set her foot
down very firmly. lawyer was a gentle-
man, no doubt, but he was not going to ho
invited into the home of a mﬂlmxnnc So

Mr. Snell was staving at the George Tavern
—and, incidentally, he was much happicer
there.

“No, Snell, T don’t understand!” repeated
Mr. Gore-Pearce.  “Why on carth are you
offering this ridieulous sum?”

“I would remind you, Mr. Gore-Pearce,
that T am in a position to lmow my own
business,” said Snell curtly. “As I told you
before, that pocket-book contains some very
valuable references. Indeed, I do not know
what I shall do thout it.  There are
figures—statements—intricate caleulations. Tt
will mean an enormous amount of work for
me if I do not recover the book. And fifty

pounds, after all, is a comparatively small
sum,” i

“Well, T won’t say any more about it,”
said Mr. Core-Pearce.  “Only this: T've

heard that a lot of village youths and boys
are positively infesting the lanec between
Bellton and Edgemore.  They're scarching
everywhere.”

“All the better!” said Mr, Sncll cagerly.
“That is the very reason I offered such a
large reward. I want that pocket-book to
be found. 1 have been over the ground
t“onh times—fifty times. But all to no pur-
05
pIr, was ralher curious that Claude should
be making his way towards his father's
libravy just at that minute. . Claude had
managed to get indoors without heing seen,
and, after a wash, he had done hiz utmost
to remove the traces of tho recent serap. But
Claude might just as well have attempted
to turn himsclf into a nigger.

Both his eves were ommous!y blucblnr‘k
and they were so puffed up that he co
hardly sce. is nose was an enormous
and, a]lo"cthm he looked a wreck. W
he was coming to his father to complain—
he was coming with his heart filled with vin-
dictive fury.

He opened the library door, and prepared
to enter.

“If necessary,
recovery of that

T'll pay fifty pounds for the
red pocket-book!"” said
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Snell’s voice. “My time is valuable, Mr.

Gore-Pearce. It will save me wecks of re-

search if I can only get that book back.
»

“I say!” burst out Claude, as he entered
the library,

“Good ienvens, boy.
doing ?” cjaculated hi
Claude. *Fighting—eh?

, what have you been
father, staring at
You young idiot

“J] haven't been fighting!” broke in
Claude. “That—that cad Handforth at-
tacked me! I want you to write to the head-
master and ccmplam pater! I'd like to sce
Handforth sacked!’

He suddenly turned to Mr. Snell.

“But what’s that you were just saying
about a red pocket-book?” he went on,

“Oh, nothing!” snapped the lawyer.
“ Nothing you would understand, Claude!"

“Bup I do understand!” said Claude. *If
you've lost a red pocket-book, I can tell you
where it is.”

Mr. Snell leapt.

“You can tell me?” he gasped, with such
cagerness and frenzy that both father and
son stared at him.

“Well, you needn't get so excited,” said
Claude. “I saw a red pocket-book lying on
the ground, at St. Frank’s!”

This was perfeetly true. In a subeon-
seious way, Claude had seen that pocket-
book as Handforth had come for him~—but
he had forgotten all about it until that
moment. Mr, Snell's mention of fifty pounds
reward had given Claude quite a jolt.

“Where—where?” demanded the lawyer,
Ieu.ping forward and shaking Claude by the
arm. “You say you saw this pocket-book?
Where 77

“You needn’t shake me!” snapped Claude.
“It was_in the Triangle—somewhere near the
School House. I expect =omebodv dropped
it—one of the fello“s, perhaps.”

“Of course,” said Mr. Gore-Peaice.
“Don’t you see, Snell? One of the boys
must have pxckcd it up and carelessly

dropped it again.
school and
chance.”
But Mr. Lucas Svell had already gone.
He had fled out of the library like the wind!

You'd better go to the
claim it \\hl]e you've got the

CHAPTER 14.
An Anxicus Quest !
F Lucas Sncll had been

less  perturbed, he
might have realised
how strange his
actions were,

He lefe
out a word of exeuse—he fled through the

Mr. Gore-Pearce’s presence with-
hall and did not even stop to don his over-
coat and hat. He was so excited that he ran
out just as he was, barcheaded. And, at the
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double, he went through Bellton and panted
on his way towards St. Frank's.

Without question, that red pocket-book,
with its eipher entries, was something of
very uunusual importance!

At that very moment it was in Mr. Nelson
Lee’s hands—and Mr, Nelson Lee was bend-
ing over his desk, making notes on a writing
block, gompuing figures and applying tests.

Since there is no object in withholding the
fact, it might as well be explained at once
that Nelson Lec had conquered the cipher
completely. That red book, with its
mysterious entries, was now as easy to read
as a newspaper. Nelson Lee was reading,
too—deciphering word by word as he went
along.

Any ordinary man, perhaps, might have
puzzled for days—wecks—over that incom-
prehensible jumble of letters and figures.
But Nelson Lee had an enormous advantage
over the ordinary man.

Although he was a schoolmaster at St.
Frank’s, he was also one of the world's
cleverest dotectives. And Nelson Lee’s know-
ledge of ciphers w very comprehensive,
In the course of his carcer, he had come
across some hundreds of different ciphers,
and he knew the keys to many of them.

And although this particular cipher of
Snell’s was tricky, it soon succumbed to
Nelson Lee’s trained methods. Test after
test he had applied, and then, suddenly,
he had scen the solution. It wasn't exactly
cleverness on Nelson Lee’s part—it was
merely the result of experience; and, in this
world, experience is the most valuable of
all things.

As Nelson Lee bent over his desk, his eyes
were not merely gleaming with a triumphant
glow, but they were burning with intent con-
centration. Already he had read enough to
convinee him that he was dealing with a
clever criminal. The leopard had ot
changed his spots!

Outside, Lucas Sncll had just tnrned into
the gateway of the Triangle. He found
himself face to face with a number of fags.
They were just on their way to the village,
in fact—to meet the French footballers, who,
it was understood, was coming by motor-
coach. The fags \\'mfed to bc the first to
catch sight of the “Froggies,” as they im-
pohtelv called them.

‘Who's_this rummy-looking bird?” asked
Chubby Heath, staring at the hatless Mr.,
Snell.

“No necd to ask who he is, you ass | said
Willy Handforth. “Don’t vou recognise him ?
He’s old Snell!  He's the chap who sold
Edgemore Manor to Gore-Pearce! We saw
him at the Manor the other day, when we
had that scrap.”

“RBy jingo, so we did!” said Chubby
Heath.
Mr. Snell came running up to the fags.

“Tell me!” he panted. “Have any of you
hoys seen a 1ed pocket-book lying about on
the ground?”

“No. we hnven t,” said Willy bluntly.
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“I.must find it!” said Mr. Spell. “I have
heard that a pocket-book has been scen lying
on the ground here. It is mine! Do you
undoralnnd’ It is mine!”

“Well. you needn’t get so excited about
it 1 said Wullv looking at the man very
closely. “What’s the matter? If the X)OCkCtr
book’s here, yow’ll be able to find it.”

“I say, half a minute!” said Dicky Jones,
pushing forward. “I'm a West House chap,
and as I was coming through the lob\w just
now 1 spotted a notice on the board.”

“What about it ?” asked Willy.

“Why, Reggic Pitt's got a pocket-book {”
said Dicky Jones. “He says that the owner
can have it free, gratis and for nothing if
he applies at Qlud» K, It may be yours for
all I know!™”

“Study K said Mr. Lucas Snell, grasp-
ing Dicky Jones by the shoulder. “Where
is Study K? Quick, boy! Take me to this
room at once ;’

“When you've done, sir!” growled Dicky,
shaking the clutching hand away from his
shoulder,

*Here, I \nll
panted Mr. Snell.
this boy’s study ”

half-a-crown 1

give
" Show me (o

you
wick !

Dicky Jones was by no means averse to
accepting _half-a-crown for such a slight
service. But he suddenly caught sight of

Willy’s eye, and he shook his head,

“I don’t want your money, he
growled. “That’s the West House over
there,” he added, pointing. “Go siraight
inside, and turn down the passage. All the
studies hme got the letters painted on the
doors, You can find it without me.”

“Good man!” said Willy, after Mr. Sncll
had hurried off.  “Youw'd have had a biff
from me, young Dir-ky, if you'd have accepted
his beastly money!”

“Jt's a hit thick!” gxo“!r‘d Dicky Jones,
“I'm hard up, too, and:

“Never mind that!” broke in Willy, “I'll
lend you half-a-crown, if you like! But we
don’t want {Qat chapq moncy! He's a
wrong ‘un! o turned the old earl out of
LEdgemore Manor, and thal's good enough
for us! T wonder why he's so beastly excited
about the rotten pocket-book ! Don’t sce why
hie should think that it’s his, anywa;

Tn the meantime, Mr. Snell had reached
Study K, but when he flung open the door
he found thnt the little 1oox’n \\aw‘empt\

»

He was p d—he was For-
tunately, a voice came to his cars
“Do you want something, » it said.

si:

Mr. Snell spun round, and found Singleton
near him.

“Yos, yos!™ said the lawyer,
ing for a boy named Ditt.”

“You'll find him ouf in the Squar
said Singleton.  “ICll be your quickest way
10 go out by the rear door. Pitt’s out there,
tatking to—~ Well, I'm jiggered!”

For Mv. Snell,
Singleton {o finish,

“I am look-

o

Ladshurried away., With-

without even wailing_for
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out any question, that pocket-bock of his con-
tained something that was very, very im-
portant !

. CHAPTER 15.
Tricking Mr. Snell !

IR MONTIE TRE-
GELLISWEST
looked into the door-
way of Study C, and
he nearly dropped his

pinec-nez in astonishment.
“Pegad!” he said mildly.

doin’ here, Nipper, old boy ?’
Nipper looked up from the casyrchair, and
started.
“Oh, nothmg, Montie!” he said. “Just
thinking.

“What are you

said Tr cgol is-West.
ve? Who are here?

“The French footballers, of course,”
Montie, staring.

“Oh. yes, rather!” said Nipper, gotting to
his feet. “The Freneh team, ch? How do
they look, Montie?”

“I don't quite know—recally, I don't,”
replied Sir Montic.  “I've only just hmrd
that the team has arrived. must say, dear
old boy, that you dow’t scem parhcu'axly
bucked about it.”

“That’s all right, Montic—T'll be along in
a couple of ticks,” said Nipper, <Mmg down
at the table. *T'm just going to~write out a
notice, then I'll join you in the T

Rather to Nipper’s relief, Sir 2
away, closing the door after hun
matter “of fact, Nipper had been thinking
deeply—and he was still feeling exasperated.
He wanted to know the scerot of that litle
rod book, and more than once he had been
more than half inclined to go {o Nelson Lee's
study to find eot what progress the school-
master-detective had made. But he had
checked this impulse.

Now he suddenly remembered that he
hadn’t altered that notice on the board in tho
West House lobby; that he hadn’t written
the notice to put up in the Ancient Iouso
lobhy

He

him,

said

pulled a_ piece
and was dipping
when he heard voices
Square.  The window was open, and tho
voices came floating in quite distinetly.

“I tell you. boy, that it is mine!” said &
shrill, excited voice. “Where is it? I can
give you proof that it bvlnnga tome! I want
that book at once—-

of paper’ tfowards
a pen into the ik
out in the West

“All right; sir—keep your hair on!’ came
fhe steady tones of Reggio Pitt, “It’s in
charge of my Form caplain, and—"

Nipper did not hear any more. He was

on his feet. and he was looking out of the
window. There, on the other side of the
Square, Reggie Pitt was talking to Mr.
Tucas Snell. The latter was hatless, and his
excitement was obvions.  Nipper knew in
a flash that Mr. Snell had seen the notice on



 Which cakes ? *’ said Handforth

torning—and in the process of turning sirewed them all over the floor !

“Hi | Mind those cakes, you dummy !** roared Fatty. Little, in alarm.
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the board in the West House lobby-—or, at
least, somcbody had told him something
about it—and now Snell himself had come
to claim his property!

There was every nced for Nipper to think
rapidly.

For that pocket-book was in Nelson Lee’s
possession, and the chances were that Lee
bad not yet conquered the cipher. There
might be a serious complication if Mr. Sncll
got to know that his pocket-book was in the
hands of Nelson Lee!

In a flash, Nipper turned, sped out
of the study, and streaked down tho
corridor. In less than fifteen seconds
he was in Nelson Lee’s study, and
he found his “guv’nor” bending
over his desk, pencil in hand.

“Really, Nipper, you shouldn’t
distwrb me now!” said Lec protest-
ingly. “I gave you to understand
that——"

“Sorry, guv'nor!’’ panted Nipper.
* But Snell’s here!”

“ Indeed!”

“Yes, sir!’” said Nipper. “I just
spotted him talking to Reggie Pitt,
book

and he's come for that pock

of his! Reggic will send him to
me, of course. What shall I tell
him

Tf Nipper had been quick, Nelson
Lee was quicker.

He opened one of the drawers of
his desk. and tock out an old,
dilapidated  pocket-book  with a
dingy, reddish cover. He tossed ity
quickly across the desk,

“Give him this!” he said briefly.

“But that's not the one, sirl”
protested Nipper, staring.

“When Snell comes to you, give
him this!” insisted Lee. “If the
gentlenian is not satisfied with it, all
well and good. But just at the
moment I am not ready to return
him his own property. That’s all,
Nipper. Cut off 1"

“Right you are, guv’'nor
Nipper, with a sudden grin,

He picked up the pocket-book, and
turned towards the door. He now under-
stood the braininess of Nelson Lee’s little
])1:nt.

P said

ppose there’s nothin,
sir 7”7 he asked, as

in this that
e prepared to

t.

“ No—or I wouldn’t have given it to you,”
replicd Lees “It's an old pocket-book that
has been in my drawer for months. Don’t
waste time, young 'un!” he added sternly.

Nipper made no _uly, but darted out and
raced back along the passage. As he did
:0, he managed to glance into the pages of
the pocket-book, and his grin widened. Yor,
while y pages were blank, there
¥ full of entries in ve

s
tten in a schoolbeyish
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band, and dealt mostly with cakes, pastry,
and hobbics. Nipper guessed, in a moment,
that Lee himself had prepared this poi
book—ready for such an eventuality as this.

Nipper was only just in time, for he had
hardly sat down in Study C before a guick
footstep sounded in the corridor; the next

=

‘“Hi ! Mind those cakes, you dummy !* r
turning—and in the proct

moment the door burst open and Lucas Snell
entered.

“Hallo!” said Nipper, with assumed sur-
prise. “Is anything the matter?”

“Yorgive me for bursting in like this, bus
—but the matter is important!” said Mr.
Snell, *I have been informed that you are
taking care of a pocket-book that was found
in the Triaugle. TIs this true?”

“Quite true, sir,” said Nipper, elevating his
cyebrows. “ But I ean’t quite understand why
it should interest you. It's only an ordinary
vt of pocket-book, and——"
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Snell.

“Ti is mine!” mterrupted Mr. =L
feel convineed that it is a pocke
I lost one day this week. T insist

shall hand it over to me!”

*T certainly did find a pocket-book,” said
Nipper, pretending to be oautlous nnd play-
ing his part to perfection. “And if you can
prove Uhlb it is yours, you can have it with
pleasure.””  As he apoke‘ Nipper opened a
drawer, and took out the pocket-book. *Here
you are, sir! Is this the one?”

Mr. Lucas Snell utiered

an inarticulaie

alarm. “ Which cakes P > gsaid Handforth
3@ them all over the floor !

shout. He grabbed at the pocket-bock, and
the next moment every trace of excitement
left his face. Ie fairly exploded with wrath
and disappointment.

“This is not mine!” he said harshly.

“Hard luck!” said Nipper sympathetic-
ally; but inwardly he was smxlmg

S0 great was tho lawyer’s rage, so acute
was his disappointment, that he looked as if
he would like to throw himself upon the
junior before him. After all his hopes, after
all his anticipations, he now found that the
pocket-book was not his!
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CHAPTER 16,

Divided Interest !

R. LUCAS SNELL

f threw the pecket-beok

I\Ja on the table, aud
= suorted

- 'n this  isn’t

mine!” he snapped.
it! Cenfound !
nothing 1”

He ﬁung himself out of the smd), slem-
mr the doox as ho went. He was king
ively sick as he made his way acro: s ihe
1 iangle and left the school property. Never
for an instant did he suspect that a suh:
tution had taken place.

Neo, the thing seemed quite obvious
Claude bad scen this pn'ket book on the
ground, and had quite rcasonably mistaken
it for Mr. Suell’s,  When the lawyer came
to think it ower, it was just what he might
have anticipated. Among all the
boys of a hig school like this thero
were probably hundreds of pocket-

o unghL have known
All this infernal trouble for

books, and it was only feasible that
one of them should now and agam
be lost.

Nipper, in | study, grinned
cheerfully to hi:

“Well, we've diddled Mr. Snell
all right!”” he murmured. “By

)mgo, Hmt was a good stunt of the
guv'nor’s!  And it lcoks promising,
too! It means that Suell’s pocket
book is pretty valuable. But I don’t
think Tll make any more inguiries
just yet.”

So he tried to stific b3 curiosity.
and he went out to join all the otl

fellows. Not that the ¥rench foo
ballers were on view just yet, They
had gone straight to the head-

master’s own house, and they were
being entertained by a number of
the seniors.

Later on, just before the maich
was due to start, groups of Sixth
Formers and Fifth Formers wer
be seen going round the
pointing out the beauties of the archi-
tecture.  Each group of seniors was accom-
panied by three or four of the French visitars,

So far_as the juniors were concer 4:(] [}
were quite out of the picture.
allowed anywhere near the gue: \ soon
as they approached, the seniors gruilly told
them to go and play.

** After all,” said Nippe

to
school,

“what else can

we expect? ‘These sen invited the
Frenchies here, and o’i want us to
butt in. Fine looking 3 amnt they 7

“Some of them n
twenty,” said Reggie P
a hefty crowd.”

“Well, T call it
forth, with a sniff.

a swindle!” said i
“As far as T can s
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these French chaps look almost the same as
our own scniors!”

“How did you oxpeet {hem
asked Church,

“Oh, I don't know!” growled Handforth.
“But I espected them to look Freneh, ang-
how.”

“Poor old ITandy!" said Travers, shaking
his head. “Ife’s had a- terrible disappoint-
ment.  After all his aoticipations, he now
finds that the visitors look human!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You funny idiot!” said Ilandforth, with
a glare. “Of course they're human! But
T thought they’d bo waggling their hands all
over the place, and shrugging their shoulders,
and all that sort of thing!”

“That’s the worst of sceing these foreign
films!" said Vivian Travers sadly. “When
a forcign producer depicts an Lnglishman on
the sereen, he's generally an awful caricature
wearing an eyeglass and looking like nothing
on carth. He’s genorally an_ imbeeile, too,
amiable and—-—"

“We're not talking abont Glms!™ inter-
rupted Handforth tartly.

“No, but it's all on {he same schiome,”
seid Travers. “ Yon shouldn't sce so many
of these pictures, dear old fellow. ‘The pro-
ducers are just as bad when they show a
Frenchman., They seldom show a irue por-
teait—but a caricature. And ro, when yon
seo the real thing, you feel quite surprised.”

The French schoolboys were, indeed, a fine
body of young fellows. They were all well
built, muscular and good looking; and when,
soon afterwards, they came ent on Big Side,
dressed in their soccer attire. they presented
more striking appearance.
is going to be a big fight, my sons!”
said Nipper happils. “The seniors may be
confident of winning, but, by Jove, they'll
have to go all out!”

“Rathor!” said Tommy Watson.
give ’em a cheer, you fellows.”

* Furrah I

Otliers were cheering, too, and some of
the Trench schoolboys waved iheir hands and
grinned in reply. Then a perfect roar went
up when Idgar Fenton, the captain of 8t
Franks, led his men out from the pavilion.

“Good old Fenton !

“Play up, St Frank’s

*Hurrah ! B

By this time the ropes were absolujely
crowded.  The Tifth and {he Sixth were
there to a man, and there were very fow
juniors who were absent,  This game was

to look?”

“Let's

"
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going to be worth sceing, and nobody wanted
to miss it

The teams were lining up, and there was
an air of intense cxpeetancy when Nipper
allowed his atfention to stray from the ficld,
He belield Nelson Lee walking towards tho

payilion, accompanied by a stranger.  And
Nipper came to a sudden decision.
“By Jove, T will!” he muttered. ~ “The

guy nor will let me go with him into the pav,,
and I might be able to get a few words with
him in private about old Snell.  I'm jiggered
it I feel like waiting until alter the game!”

Truth to tell, Nipper’s interest was divided.
Much as he wanted to give his whole aiten-
tion to this game, he was thinking all the
time of the red pocket-book and the pos-
sibilities that it might hold. He wanted to
sec Nelson Lee as soon as possible—to hear
the latest news.

And so a moment later, making an excuse
to his chums, he made his way round towards
the pavilion. He sneceeded in reaching Nel-
son Lee and the stranger jnst before they
entered the enclosure,

“Can I come, guv’nor?” asked Nipper, wilh
all the assurance in the world,

“('ertainly, my boy!” sail Nelson Leo,
with a twinkle in his eye.  “Come, hy al
means,  Monsieur Girard, this is the young-
ster T was tolling you about,” he added, turn-
ing {o his companion. “This is Nipper, my
assistant in many an exciting adventure.”

CHAPTER 17.
A Vague Impression !
f

IPPER fglt rather nn-
comfortable as he
acknowledged _the in-
troduction, He had
heard from soveral of

the other fellows that Monsienr Flenri Girard

was the English master at the big school at

Clorvigny. He was, of course, a Krenchman,

but he spoke perfoct English, without any

trace of an accent.  He was in charge of the
touring football team. and he was a bluff,
breezy, genial sort of man,

“Rui his is splendid” he exclaimed, as
ho held Nipper's band,  “T am delighted, my
Loy. 8o you are Nipper?”

“Yos. sir,” said Nipper. “T hope Mr.
Lee hasn't been telling you a lot of fairy
tales about me?”

“0On the contrary!” said Monsicur Girard.
T am assured that Mr. Lee has been telling
me nothing but the truth. But is not Nipper
a most enrious name? I ask your pardon if
[ am most impertinent—""

“Nipper isn't my real name, sir,” said the
junior  skipper, “T'm Hamilton—Dick
Hamilton. Bub everybody calls me Nipper.
The guv'nor’s called me Nipper ever since T
was o kid. Hallo!” he added, with a start.
“‘There goes the whistle!”
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“Good!” said the Frenchman., ‘And
as you say, may the best team win!”

They made their way into the pavilion,
Nipper eagerly watching the opening move
ments of the game. ‘fn fact, he was so
engrossed with thc tactics of the St. Frank's
forwards that he was sitting down almost
before he knew it. And he found that Mon-
sxc‘\r Girard was talking to

“Oh, 1 beg your pardon, sir!
looking round.

“I want to introduce you to my sister,”
mnrmured the Frenchman. “VYes, and to
her little son,-my nephew, Mariel!”

Nipper felt freshly uncomfortable. He
resolved to have a warm five minutes with
Nelson Lee after thc game. What on earth
had his guv'nor been saying? He found
himself introduced to a sweet-faced lady—
Madame Rossiter. Her little son was with
her—a_bright, fair-haired youngster of mnot
more than ten or eleven. There was some-
thing singularly English-looking about this
boy. Nipper would never have believed
ﬂmt he, was French.

He was rather surprised to find that both
Madame Rossiter and her son spoke to him in
English that was just as perfect as Monsicur
Girard’s.

“You ca.nnnt know what joy it is for me
to bo here,” the lady was saying, her eyes
glowing, her whole face alight with some
emotion which Nipper could not understand.
“And little Charlie, too. He has always
longed to come. At last his dearest wish has
been accomplished. He is here—at the great
school of 8t. Frank’s. He is here. in Sussex,
amongst these wonderful landscapes of
yours.”

“Oh, rather!” said Nipper.
ahout here isa’t at all bad.”

He was still puzzled. Somehow he felt
that Madame Rossiter’s reference to the
countryside was not merely politeness. There
was something deeper behind it. She spoke
almost reverently of St. Frank’s and of the
surrounding  distriet,  Why?  She was a
Frenchwoman, and it was obvious that she
had never been here before. Why did the
St. Frank's ncighbourhood hold such a fas-
cination for her?

Again, there was something vaguely fami-
linr about this youngster, Charlic. Nipper
was rather startled to find himself wondering
where he had seen the boy before.

Of course, he couldn’t have scen the boy
before—that was impessible—and yet, in that
tantalisingly vague way, the French boy's
face struck a familiar chord in Nipper's
;nind. What could the explanation of it
be 7 .
Tt was rather a trying time for Nipper
just then. For he was dividing his attention
between Madame Rossiter, her son, and the
game. He was still wondering about the
Doy when a tremendous yell went up from
the surrounding crowds. = St. Frank’s had
scored the opening goal.

It had been one of Fenton’s best efforts,
and he had cleaved his way through the
French defence in a masterly way. DBut the

im.
”

said Nipper,

““The scencry

visitors were playing magmieentiy. lm"
were putting up a fine game--steady, clever
and strenuous, and within five minu dm
had ecqualised, one of their forwards slicing
through and scoring an individual goal .hat
carned him thunderous ap; se.

But just after that there was a slow speil,
with most of the play in mid-field. Nipper
found his attention wandering again (‘ i-
stantly he looked at liltle Charles.
himself had eyes for nothing but the gl\:.m
He was following it with a tenseness and
with an eagerness that was good to see.

Happening to glanee up, Nipper saw that
Nelson Lee was watching the youngster, tes
And there was semething in Nelson Lee's
eyes that caused Nipper to stare harder, for
Lec himself, completely oblivious of the
game, was takmg no ordinary casual interest
in Madame Rossiter and her son, while his

whole attention was concenirated on these
people in his imimediate vicinity.
“Where the dickens have I scen that

youngster before?” murmured Nipper, rack-
ing his brain. “It beats me! I believe the
guv nor's seen him before, too. Or his
ather, pm]mp: I wonder why his father
isn't herc?”

Then Nipper flushed.
embarrassed.

For he had just heard one or two words
casually uttered by Madame Rossiter, and
she had said something ahout her “late hus-
band.” Nipper felt thankful that he had
not obeyed a sudden impulse to ask the little
bay where his father was.

He felt guiliy—

CHAPTER 18,

The Edgemore Coat of Arms !

good  old

- H\\rrah i

““ell scored, Mor-
row !

+ Nipper shlrtcd and starcd out acre
playing ficld. Another goal had been «
—this time by Morrow of the West Hous
and St. Frank’s was onc up again, and the
spectators were deelaring that this game was
one of the most oxciting and thrilling that
had ever been fought out on Big Side.

Nipper felt rather annoyed with himself.
He had been looking forward to this game
for days—and now he was hardly giving it
any attention. He fold himself that he

the

would forget Madame Rossiter and her son
for the time being, and that Le would give
all his attention to the play.

But he eouldn’t quite de it—for the young-
and

ster himself started speaking to him,
distracted his attention once more.

French boy suddenly, lnol»
“Eh? Oh, rather!” said N
the ecaptain of the Junior L]l»\rl.
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“I would like to see you play, too,” said
the boy simply. “I wonld like to be at St.

Frank's,” he added, with a wistful note in
his voice. “Perhaps mother will let me
when I grow old enough. I'm not old

enough yet, am I1?” he added.

“Well, T don't know,” said Nipper doubt
fully. “In a year or two, of course, you'll
be all right for the Third. But do you really
mean it? - Wouldn't yon rather go to «
¥rench school—to a school where theso big
fellows come from?”

“No, no, no!” said Charles, with remark-
ablo vehemence. “I want to como to St.
Frank’s! T want to be at school here, in

England! 1 am half English—and some-
times mother tells me that I am all English,
Sho says that I take after my father only

“Well, you look English,” said Nipper,
sxmlmg

“What are you chattering about,
Charlie?” asked Madame Rossiter, bending

over and smiling at her little son,
“It’s all right, mother—I was only felling
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Nipper that I want to come, fo St. Frank’s
as o pupil,” said the v father was
at St. Frank’s, wasn't he

Just for a moment
looked sad.

“Yest” she said softly. “Charlic is mad
to be at school i in l*ng,land " she added, look-
ing at Nipper. “And he won't talk Yrench
if he can posub]y help_it, you know, He
only wants to speak in Enghgh.

“English is my tongue!” sdid the boy,
with strange fierceness, “I speak English,
mother, because I am English!”

A swelling roar from the crowds caused
a welcomo diversion.  Nipper looked onf
across the field, and Charlie rose to his feet
and shouted excitedly. Two of the ¥rench
forwards were running up, beating the St.
Irank’s defence with clever, skilful manceu-
vring.

But while everybody clse in the pavilion
and ronnd the ropes ‘watched with palpita-
ting interest, Nipper was only vaguely
thrilled. He w thinking of this little

o

»

Madame Rossiter
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French boy—half-French, rather. Clearly,
his father had been an Fnglishmam, and the
boy had made up his mind to be English,
too. It scemed that this was his first visit
to England, and he was full of it. There
was something peculiarly impressive in his
insistence that he was English—that ke
wanted to come fo school at St. Frank’s.

Nipper hcard Monsieur (,mm] speaking.

“TI'm afraid we shall never make a goud
Frenchman of our little Charlie, Mr. Lee,”
the French schoolmaster was saying. “He
is all for England—always. Everything
Fnglish fascinates him. Now and again,
when he is in a quick temper, we get a
qhmnso of his mother, but—

enri !” protested Madame Rossiter.

. Is it not truc?” chuckled her brother.
“We all have our tempers, have we not?
And little Charlic has his—and he has in-
herited it from you, my dear—not from his
father. But see—see! Our boys are at it
again! Splendid--splendid! All of them are
splendid—everybody on the field !

Nipper hent over the little boy at his side.

“1 expect you want your own team to win,
though, eh?” he smiled.

The youngster looked wp right into his

eyes.
“I want the English to win!” he said
quictly.

But Nipper hardly heard the words.

Charlie had opened -his overcoat within the
last minute or two, and now Nipper could
catch a glimpse of the necat suit which lay
beneath. The little boy was wearing a kind
of serge blouse, and in the front of it there
was a fastening of somo kind—a sort of
brooch. But it wasn’t the brooch itself which
g:zught Nipper’s eye. It was the design upon
i

It was a design that Nipper had seen only
two or three days earlicr. He had seen it
at close auarters,’ He had examined it care-

fully, mtex‘estpdly It was the coat of arms of
the Earl of Edgemore !

And here it was—embossed on this brooch
which the son of Madame Rossiter was wear-
It was such a startling discovery that
felt

ing!
Nipper
mean?

bewildered! What could it

CHAPTER 19,
A Startling Theory !

ALF-TIME arrived
almost  immediately
afterwards, and Nip-
per was still  so
puzzled that he quite

forgot to clﬂp the players as they came in.
He had come to this pavilion on purpose to

eak with his guv'nor—to ask Nelson Lee
about Snell—to ask if there were any de-
velopments in the strange affair of the old

Earl of Edgemore. Now, by this most extra-

ordinary chance, these French people them-

selves had brought the subject back to the
old earl.
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There, on little Charlos’ blouse, was the
Edgemore coat of arms!

Nipper wanted to get Nelson Lee alone—to
question him--to bombard him with in-
quiries. Lee was beside him, talking to the
little boy, and Nipper looked keenly into
Nelson Lee’s eyes. He could sce that the
great detective was looking at that brooch,
00

“Well, Madame Rosmcr, our boys are
icading by two goals to one,” smiled Nelson
Lee, “Are you very (ll-appmntr\(]”'

“Why should I be?” asked the lady. "It
is only a gamc—and I, too, feel a little bit
like Charlie. Perhaps I want your bays to
win, Mr. Lee, For although I have never
been to St. Frank’s before in all my life, T

feel that T would like to stay here. This was
my, husband’s country,” she added guietly.
“You mean the distriet?? asked Nelson

Lee,

“Yes—here!” she answered,
hand towards the landscape.
know so very liftle! You sec, knew my
husband for such a brief time. Now, when
1 look back upon it all T sometimes wonder
if it really happened.”

Then she turned to her little hoy.

“But it did happen,” she said softly, as
she placed an arm round him, “It must have
happened, Mr. Lee.”

“If the subject is not painful to you.
Madame R,ossiter. I should like to know just
a little more,” said Nelson Lee. “Please do
not think Lhat I am inquisitive, But I know
this district intimately, and I may be able
to help you in your search for your husband’s
relatives.  Monsieur Girard has been telling
me that you have never traced his pcople,"

“T'm afraid we have never made any
serious attempt to do so0,” she replied. ““My
husband was an English officer-—Captain
Charles Rossiter—and I met him dnring the
war, Mr. Lee. It was out in France, ncar
our old family home. Captain Rossiter was
billeted in my father’s heme, and only three
weeks after we were married he was killed
in_action.”

They were silent,  Outside, the seniors and
juniors were shouting and nghmg exciiedly
They knew nothing of this tragic little scone
within the pavilion.

“Only threc wecks!” went on Madam:
Rossiter. “Was it not tragie, Mr, Lee? The
years have passed since tlmn, and so I am
able to speak bravely. Once or twiece T tried
to find out if anybody named Rossiter lived
in Sussex. But yet my efforts wore only
half-hearted.  Not onee did 1 ieceive any
communication from my husband’s family. It
was always silence. They never wrote—they
never inquired. So why should I? Yon
must remember that there was all the turmoil
of the war for years after my hnsband was
killed. My old home was wrecked by a hom-
bardment, and we were refugees for many
months. And then, later, there was my son,
He took all my attention--all my time.’

es, 1 quite undersiand,” said Lee gently.

“ And so. of course, you never maav any real

search for your hushand’s family 2

waving her
“And yet I
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“I am making no search now,” repliud
Madame Rossiter, shaking her head. “ Why
should I do so? I came to England with my

brother—mainly because I knew ihat the
team would be v ing 8t. Frank’s; and
Charles had many times referred to 8t

Frank's. He knew the school—he lived quite
near. Perhaps, before T g0 back, I might be
able to learn something.”

Nipper found himself gulping. He wanted
to say something—to blurt out some words.
But then, almost subeonsciously, ha fonnd
that Nelson Loe's eyes were upon him. And
Nelson Lee's eyes said “No
bewilderment  was  so apparent
at Monsicur Givard was watching him won-
deringly. Nipper, realising this, suddenly
pulled himself together, He turned red, then
he got np from his seat and walked out of
Lln, pavilion. He wanted to be in the open
l ;n that he would be able to think more
clea

A\ }ml was this stacgering theory that had
ceme into his mind?

He tried {0 sort_out his ideas. Here was
this little English-French boy~—the sen of an
officer who had been killed during the war,
a brief three weeks after his marriage; whose
father had come from a part of England that
was in the neighbourhood of St. Frank's!

And there. on the little boy's blouse, was
the Earl of Edgemore’s coat of arms!

As surely as two and two made four, the
assumption here was that—— And yet—and

St
“Well, Nipper ?” said Nelson Lee softly.
I\xppcr spun round. and found the school-
master- detective Leside him.

“Guv'nor!” panted Nipper. “Why—why

wouldn’t you let me speak there in the
pavilion ?” ,
“For many -reasons,”” voplied Lee, “I
3

have come up to you now be(‘mm’\ T want to
give you a word of warning.’

“But—but it's so staggering !” ejaculated
\|ppor “This—this little boy—and his
father! Mis father was an officer in_the war,
and he was killed in action. Old Tord
Edgemore had a son, siv—and he was killed
in  action ! Lord Edgemore bas alwavs
helieved that Lie has po heir—that he is alone
m !hc world 1"

“And now a grandson turns
<:ml«d Nelson Lee.

“By Jove. sir, dn vou really think that this

boy is the earl's grandson?” asked Nipper.

“In my opmmn, Ninper, fhmos not the

- slightest deubt about it !” replied Nelson Lee,

up, eh?”

CHAPTER 20.
Not the Right Time !
'IPPFR looked at Lee

cagor]
RIf there isn't any
doubt about it, sir,
why don’t wou tell
outh?” he asked.

Madame Rossiter

rhc
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“Think how it wounld bring joy to her! The
old earl, too! Think of him, in that little
cottage——>"

“I am thinking!” iuterrupted Leec. *“And,
Nipper, bccm\so have been thinking, I
must enjoin you to silence.  You mnst re-
member that T said “in my opinion.” There,
is no absolute proof that this young boy is
the Earl of Iadgemow\ grandson,”

“But it must be so, sir!” urgcd Nipper,
“There's nothing clse to think! You saw
that brooch on the b ov s blouse, didn’t 301\‘7

It’s got the earl’s coat of arms on it!
Besides, hie looks like ﬂxo earl 17 .
“I, too, noticed the resemblance,” said

Nelson Lee.
youngster,

As soon as I set eyes on that:
I recognised the family resem-
blance Yes, the old Earl of Edgemore is
living again in this fair-haived youngster,
born of a French mother,”

“Can’t you do something, guv'nor?” asked
Nippvr (‘arnmtly. “The boy’s father was
named Captain Charles Rossiter. Can't
you find oul what Lord Edgemore’s family
name is, and—"

“That s not ner

ary,” interrupted Lee.

“I already know Lord Edgemore’s family
vame,

" You do"’ panted '\Appor “And what
is it, sip?

“Rossiter.

“Then—then it isn't in doubt at allt”
velled Nipper. “You'\'r\, got the prool-

“Steady, young ’un—steady,” said Lee,
laying a band on Nipper's shoulder. “There’s
no need {o shout.  As far as I am concorned,
I am perfec satisfied that this boy's fathor
was Lord Fdgemore's only son. ~ But the
time isn't ripe vet for me to snonk»mm\ to
the mother or tl:e grandfather.”

“Whyv not, guv'nor?”

“ Beeause, for one thing, we must have the
definite itive evidence,” replicd Nelson

ce. “There is another point which you
seem to- have entively overlooked.  Then,
again it is safe to assnme that the Girards
were never fold by Captain Rossiter that he
was on of an carl.  If they have made
ang inquiries at all, they have made inquiries
for somebedy named Rossiter.  As  you
know vourself, for many ye the Earl of
Edgenioce has boen locked away inside his
fortross—a_hermit, Ile would have heard
nothing of tlmse inquiries, even if they had
been made.”

“'lhm s true,” nodded Nipper thoughtfully.

“In just the same way, \lw old man was

never told of the marriage,” said Lee. “ Very
possibly the sou did not like to write to his
father and tell him such a startling picce
of news. For it would have been shu‘lmg,
Nipper. A conservative old English peer
would not be very delighted to hear that
his only son and lieir had married a IFrench
givl. I think we can safely assume that the
nnfortunate younz man intended to bring
his wife homo at (h:- first opportunity. But,
alas, he was killed in action very soon after
his marriage, and so the old earl never
knew that he had a daughter-inJaw-—and

th
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Nipper opened a drawer and took gut one or two pocket-books and other 0dds and ends.

pocket-book among the collection, Mr. Saell I

to this day he is in 1gnoranca of the fact
that he has a grandson.”

Nipper's cyes were soft as he looked up
at his guv’nor,

“By Jove, sir, won’t the poor old boy &0
dotty, with joy when he hears about this,”
he said, “A grandson! An heir! And he has
believed, for years past, that he is the
last of his line. It was because he held that
belief that he let himself go—that he made
himsell into a kind of hermit. He didn’t

care. The loss of his son had been a deadly
blow, and he lost all interest in life. Why,
this news will take years off him, siv! Why

not tell him to-day?”
\(- Nipper—not to-day,” said Lee firmly.
“And what’s that you said a few minutes
ago, sir?” went on Nipper, “What was
the point that I had overlooked?”

“You have brought it up again by your
very' Tvggestion." said TLec. “We must
not tell the Earl of Edgemore to-day, Nipper,
because it would be ecruel.”

“Cruel?™

“Have you f{)l"o'[(’) that the old earl is
virtually a pauper?”

“Oh, my goodness!” said Nipper, with a
start.

“At first. no doubt, the old man would

be overjoyed,” said Lee quictly. “But

then, afterwards, the reaction wounld come,
How would he like' his little grandson to
find him in such dire straits How would

leaned forward excitedly.

At sight of & red
““That is mine ! *’ he panted almost

he like

bis French daughter-in-law to find
him an ancesiral
howme, living tua”:, on, the cha ity of the
St. Frank’s schoolboys ?

“Oh, hardly that, sir!’ protested Nipper
uncomfortably.

““It is true!” insisted Lee.
the carl be, but for the kindly attentions of
you boys? No, Nipper, we must face the
facts; and this is certainly not the (ime to
bring about this mecting.”

“But when can we tell the earl. sir?”
ipper cagerly. "It m be - woel s
before the carl is in botter cirewm:

‘o

“Where would
:

stances,”
The Housemaster-detective
‘I dow’t think so!” said Nelson
grim light creeping into his eye fier
looking mto that hitle rrd LonL \lprm ]
coriamw do not think s

“My only hat!” ej cuhxud Nipper. *“Then
you've solved that her in Snell’s pocket-
book? You—you mean—-""

“I mecan_that some big things are brew-
ing,”” suid Lee. “The Earl of Edgemore is
not such a pauper as one would beliave. No,
Nipper, I'm not going to say any more now.
But you can take my word for it that Mr.
Lucas Snell is a despicable rogue!”

Refore Nipper could put any further
questions, Nelson Twe had walked away, and
Nipper was left alone, his eyes gleaming.
He hadn’t the slightest donbit that comething
big was meun"'

hook his head.
Lo




CHAPTER 21.
Handforth’s Mission !

OLLY good, ¢h?”
said Handforth en-
thustastically, as he
(humgcd Nipper on
the bacl .
“Eh? Oh, rather!” said Nipper, with a

jump. “Here, steady, Handy! Go casy

with your confounded mule’s hoofs !

“Rats! I only gave you a tap!” said
Handforth; grinning, ‘“What do )ou think
of the result, my lad?”
1he xcsult"

o5,

wy

“The result of what?” asked Nipper,
staring.
“Cheese it 1" grinned Church, “Don't

look so innocent! The result of the mateh,
of course.”

‘“Oh, the match!” said Nipper hastily,
“Yes, rathor—the mateh! Ohy fine!”

Handforth & Co. stated at him wounder-
ingly. Over by thc senior pavilion, cro
of juniors were c¢heering the football
game was over—and \xppel hadn’t realis
il until this sccond. *The last thing he re-
membered wus the French boy’s (-qua]xsnw
The fact of the matter was, Nipper was so
entirely engrossed with the startling develop-
ment in the affairs of the Earl of Edgemore
that he had lost all inferest in the football
match.

For some time he had been pacing about

on the turi, wondering how Nelson Lee
would act with regard to Lucas Snell. Ior
it was now clear that Spell was a ciook.

Snell had somchow swindled Lord Idge-
more out of his property, and had sold it to

Mr. William Gore-Pearce.
Nipper was filled with doubt. What was
the cxtent of Snell’s villainy? How' would

the law be able to deal with him? Would
the old earl recover his property and his
lost fortunes? What did Nelson Lee intend
to_do abeut it all?

Nipper knew well enough that it was
quite unnccessary for him to worry his head
about these matters. Nelson Lee had the
case in hand-—and Nelson Leo was capable
~f dealing with it. Yet, at the same time.
Nipper could not rest his mind. - Tle was
afraid that Madame Rossiter would learn
something about the carl independently—he
feared that she would go to that cottage,
and take her son with her, And then
Nelson Lee's plans would be spoilt. Wouldn't
it be a lot better to take immediate action?

“What on ecarth’s the matter with you,
you fathead?” said Handforth, taking
Nipper by the shoulder and shaking him,

“T've been thinking!” said Nipper, glar-
ing. “Xeep your giddy hands off me, you
chump! I can think I suppose, can’t 177
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“You've mno right to think!” retorted
Handforth, “You ought to have given
your full attention to this match!”

“Well, perhaps I ought,” admitted Nipper.
“It's rather a pity that the first eleven
cnu]d:n't have won the game—"

“Couldn’t have won the game?” yelled
Handforth & Co., in one v

mean, a pm that it was only a

draw,” sald N

“You crazy, fathoﬂded. dithering lunatic "
mur(e(l Haudforth. “The first cleven did
win :

Nipper started.

“Oh, my hat!” he grinned. “The first
did win, eh? What was the score?”

NEXT WEDNESDAY! ~anvananan

" said McClure,  “Weren't

“And you didn’t km\\\ the vco"(‘”'
“Iwasn't atiending to the game,” said Nip-
pec.
mg.”
He walked off bofore
cnu]d vecover from th 12 y
II( ~ going dotiy d Handforth, at
last. “Clean off b r chap,
if he goes on at this rate he'll be in the
lunah( asylum within a week
“It's certainly very rammy ! said Chureh,
seraiching his head. “’\xppr‘r—-dm junior
skipper—on the ground all the time, and

As T told you Lefore, I've been think-
Handlorth

& Co.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

didn't even know what the score was! There’s
soniething Gshy abont it.”
. ** yepeated Handforth.
iing must have happened,” said
veh, nodding. ‘““Something about the
of Edgemore, perhaps, or something
about old Gore-Pearce.””
“That reminds mel”

aid Handforth, with

a_start. “T saw some ripping cigars in the
village. Really good ones, I mean—eight-

pence or ninepence each. I thought about
getting a dozen of them, and giving them
to the Earl of Kdgemore as a little present.”

“Botter not waste your money on cigars,
old man,” said Church dubiously. “I.don’t
believe the ecarl smokes,”

“Qut of the Past!”

The police know that Lucas Snell is
a scoundrel. Lucas Snell knows that
they’ve rumbled him and are about
to collect the evidence that will lead
to his conviction. But Snell thinks
Le’s equal to the occasion: he'll
destroy the evidence!

Just how he sets about doing this
and how, but for the timely arrival
of Handforth, Nelson Lee, Nipper,
and a Scotland Yard inspector would
of a certainty have lost their lives, is
told in thrilling and dramatic style in
next week’s long complete story of
the chums of 8t. Frank’s, Don’t miss
this treat, boys, whatever you do,

“THE AIR PATROL!”

Further stunning chapters of Geo.
E. Rechester’s exeiting story of peril
and adventure in the air.

anananarvon ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“TI bet he does—only he hasn’t been
able to afford any cigars lately,” said Hand-
forth. *Anyhow, I'm going to buy him a
dozen, just for Inck. You wait until he secs
these Coronas?”

“You silly chump; yon won't get Coronas
for ninepence each,” grinned MeClure.
“Well, anyhow, let’s get indoors to tea, We'll
have a word with Nipper, too, and ask him

“We're going to the village first,” said
Handforth bluntly.
“Oh, look here!” protested Church, in
“Bother your silly cigars!”
¢'re going 1o the village now!” roared
Handforth  aggressively.. “I want those
cigars at once!”

%!

Vivian Travers strolled up.

“Better go easy with that voice of yours,
Handy,” he said warningly. “You don’
want {o tell the whole school that you’ve
gone in for cigar smoking.”

“¥h?” gasped Handforth, “Why, you
cuckoo, I've never smoked a cigar in my

life1”

“Then it scems that you're going to start I”
said Cravers, nodding. “Take my advice and
go carcfully. Dve tried it—and I know what
sy’re Jike! You'd far better play safe and
stick to cigarettes.”

hulking idiot!” hooted

Handforth, “I wouldn’t smoke your filthy

cigarettes for a pension. I want to buy some

cigars for the Earl of Kdgemore, and—"
“Oh, of course, that’s different!” smiled

Travers. “Why didn’t you say so at first 7"
And he went off. chuckling,

CHAPTER 22

Fifty Pounds Reward !

HURCH and MecClure

knew that it was per-

(¥4 - feetly useless to

_9 argue. Handforth had

made up his mind to

go to the village for those cigars before tea,

and he wasn't going to be diverted from his
purpose.

For a few moments Church and MecClure
thought about rebelling. DBut it was hardly
worth-it. Why should they go about for two
or threc days wearing scars of battle? It
was far safer to accompany Edward Oswald,
and to sidefrack him in the village tnck shop
after the cigars had been purchased. Tea
in the village, when all was said and done,
was practically as good as tea in Study D.
Perhaps better. There was a greater variety
of good things at hand.

So, while the seniors féted the French foot-
ballers, while the hcadmaster entertained
Monsieur Girard and his sister and nephew,
and while the juniors enthusiastically attacked
tea, Handforth & Co. went to the village.

The fiest. part of the programme was dealt
with satisfactorily.  Handforth bought bhis
cigars, and he was pleased to find that they
were all in a nice little box.. Before going
out of the shop, he purchased an evening
paper—one that had just come in.

“Well, that’s that!” said Church, as they
cmerged into the High Strect. “ What about
a visit to Binks, Handy?”

“Yos, rather!” said ITandforth. “Might
as well have tea here, ch? Jolly good idea,
my son. Just a minute, though, I want to
seo who won the Cup Tic in Bannington.”

“Oh, yes!” said Church, “I hope the Ban-
nington chaps pulled it off 1

Ilandforth was about to open the newspaper
when something caught his eye amongst the
small advertisements,  The next moment
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he uttered an cjaculation, and stood there,
stock still,

" ed,” he said blankly.
> asked McClure,
at this!” said Handforth, his face
suddenly flushing and his eyes gleaming with
oxcitement., “My giddy aunt! Tifty Pounds
Reward 1

Church and McClure craned their heads
round, and read the advertisement.

“Tifty Pounds Reward!” said Church,
reading aloud, “Lost, small red pocket-book,
of no value to anybody, except owner- .

“Why, that must be that pocket-book you
found, Handy !” ejaculated McClure cagerly.
*Yes, by jingo! It was Snell’s, wasn’t it?
And it says in this advert. that the pockot-
book is to be taken to Lucas Snell, at the
George Tavern—"

“And the George Tavern is only just
across the road!” said Handforth. “By
George! What do you think of that, you
chaps? Tifty quid! The man must be up
the pole!  The pocket-book isn’é worth two-
pence !”

“Tt isn't worth twopence to ws, but it evi-
dently must be of great value to him,” said
Church. “You haven’t let ud look at it
properly yet, Handy. You said there was a
lot of cipher in it, or something—and that you
were going to clucidate it. 1 suppose you
haven't had time?”

Handforth grunted.

“It's not my business,” Lo said grufly. “I

don’t want to pry into Sncll's affairs. Y don’t
like the man—I think he's o wrong
‘un—bul  that's no reason why we
shouldn’t go and claim this reward,

that fifty quid will come in jolly handy for
the Edgemore fund. Sort of poetic justice,
you chaps. Snell practically turned the poor
old boy out of the Manor, and now Snell’s
moncy will be used to buy food and comforts
and luxuries for him. In fact, Snell’s money
is better than anybody else’s for this pur-
pose !” -

Church grinned.

“That’s about right, too!” he admitted.
“1 suppose you've got that pocket-book with
you?”

“Of course I have,” said Handforth. “I've
carried it about all the time.- Come on—let’s
go into tho George Tavern, and claim the
money."”

They were all excited,

It amazed thew to know that Mr. Lucas
Sunell was prepared to give a big sum liko fifty
pounds for the return of that insignificant-
looking pocket-book. It had been in Hand-
forth’s coat for nearly a weck, forgotten and
neglected. He had hardly given it o thought.
On one occasion he had decided that he
would send it back to Mr. Snell—because it
wasn’t his, But Handforth had thought it so

trivial that he had forgotten it again.

“I'm not surc that we ought to hand it
over!” he said abruptly, as they ncared the
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hotel entrance of the George Tavern. “Let’s

think it over first.”

“There’'s nothing to think over, you
chump!” said Church. “The pocket-book
belongs to Snell, and he's offering fifty
pounds for it.”

“Yes, and it looks fishy!” said Handforth
suspiciously,  “If it wasn’t fishy, why
should the man be willing to give so much?
T'll bet there’s some incriminating evidence
in that pocket-book! Only it’s in cipher, and
we can’t read it1”

“In that case. it's valueless to us,” pointed
out MeClur “So we might as well have
Don’t forget poor old Lord Edge-

more, Handy.”

“You're right!” admitted Handforth,
making up his mind, “We're not getting
this moncy for ourselves—but for the poor
old bhoy in the cottage. Come on! Let's

see Snell, and get it over!”
they

And
Tavern !

marched into the George

CEAPTER 23.
A Bit of a Shock !

4

"\/‘7& LUCAS_ SNELL
was in his private

t apartment, partakiug
" of tea. At least, tea

had been served, but
so far Mr. Snell had not touched it. . .

For a week Mr, Sncll had been worricd,
and now, this evening, he was wellnigh
distracted. For his adyertiscment had, so
far, borno no fruit. He was gricyously
disappointed over the result of his visit to
St. Frank’s. He had been certain that the
pocket-book was there—but never, for a
moment, did he suspect that he had been
tricked. One glance at that little book
which Nipper had handed him had been
enough.

A tap sounded on the door, and Snell
looked up irritably.

“Come in!™ he snapped.

A waiter entered.

“There aro thres young gents from the
big school, sir, asking to see you,” said the
waiter.  “They say it’s important, sir!”

Mr. Lucas Snell jumped.

“Show them in—show them in!” he said
guickly, “Bring them to me at once!”

The waiter departed, and a moment later
Handforth & Co. marched in. Mr. Snell's
expression changed as he beheld the leader
of Study D. A scowl came over his face,
and his cyes glittered.

“You!"” he said ominously,

“Yes, me!” said Handforth.
ing, Mr. Snell!”

“This is mno occasion for politeness!”
snapped the lawyer. “You are the boy
who brought all this trouble on me! You
are the boy who nearly ran over me in the
lane! But for your rank carelessness I
should ncver have lost that pocket-book !”

“Good-even-
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“Well, you can keep your hair on, sir—
I've come back with it!” said Handforth.

“You've got it !” shouted Snell. “Where?
Give it to me!”

“I've had it all the week!” said Hand-
forth, staring. “I picked it up that same
evening, an “it's been in my pocket ever
since. [ didn’t know you wanted it so badly.
I forgot all about tho blessed thing!”

“You nre telling me_that it has been in
your pocket ever since it was losH" shouted
Mr. Snell, his anger rising. *Why, you
mfernal young idiot ! You knew 1t was
mine, didn’t you? Why didn’t you bring
it back? What do you mean by keeping
my property like this?”

“I tell you X forgot all about it!” replicd
Handforth. “But I just saw your advert in
the paper, and I was reminded. If you'll
bhand over the fifty pounds to\vard, you
can_have your pocket-book back.*

Mr. Snell fairly quivered.

“No!"” he shouted furiously. “Of all the
impudeut demands! Of all the extortionate
proposals! shall not give you a penny,
you young scamp! The pocket-book was
never lost, as you have admitted, and there.
fore you are not entitled to any reward!”

This, in_a striet sense, was true enough.
But, as Handforth intended to use the
reward monecy for the Earl of Edgemore,
he was not ever particular.

“Well, T like that!” he said indignantly.
“You're offering fifty pounds for the return
of that pocket-book, and when I come in
with it you say {hat you won’t pay up!
All right~~we’ll zo!”

NO, you won t‘” \hcutcd Mr. Snell.
“That pockct -bock is minc, and you know
that it is mine! Give it to me this instant!

can sec your game—I can sce clearly
through it! You have been holding the
pocket-book for these past fow days—waiting
for me to offer a reward. You unscrupulous

young——'
“Here, steady!” interrupted Handforth
aggressively.  “You'd better not accuse me

of anything Jike that, Mr. Snell! T didn’t
know you were going to offer any reward
—but now that you have offered it, I want
it! Unless you dub up the fifty quid, yon
won't get the pocket-hook! An offer is an
offer. What_ the dickens does it matter to
you where the pocket-book comes from as
long as you get it?”

This was sound logie, and Mr.
compelled to c.L;xituIatc.

“Very well!” he said thickly.
matier is not worth arguing about.
shall have your mon but not until you
have handed the pocket-hook over fo me.
Lot me sce it! I cannot wasle wmy time in
quibbling with schoolboys. You are taking
advantage of me--yon are acting with gross
dishonesty. Very well! 1 can do nothing
but submit !

Handforth turned red.

“All right—keep your rotten mouey!” ne
shiouted. **If vou think that about us, \Ir
Suell, we won't t any reward at all!”

Snell was

e
You

33

“Good egg!” said (‘,‘hurch. “We don't
want his money, Handy

“You're ngl‘t‘” sanl “Handforth. “Tve
changed my mind, Mr. Sneli! You can
have your pocket- lmul\ back, and we won's
take that reward. You're not going to
spread any talk \Imt we've been  dishonest

over it! Not likel

He opened his ke, and dived his hand
into his breast pocket. Then a blank ‘ook
cume over his face.

“That’s funny!” he said; frowning.

He felt in his other pocket, slowly at first,
and then frantically. Pocket after pocket wasg
turned out, but all to no purpose.

“Well 7% said Mr. Snell, at} st.

“I've n{f it said Handforth dazedly,

“What ?

“Tvo lost it!” repeated Handforth. "l
can’t understand it either. It was in
pocket this morning. I felt it there! In tlus
samé jacket, too.”

“Yowve lost it!” shouted Snell shrilly.
“You—you infernal young idiot! What ((r‘
you mean by coming to mo and saying—-'

* By (;cm‘fc‘ I remember,” said Hand-
forth, with » start, “I'll bet it dropped cut
of my pocket when that cad, Gore-Pearce,
butted me over in the Triangle!” .

“That’s about it!” said McClure. “You
went over an awful wallop, Handy. But you
needn’t worry, Mr, Snell,” he added, turning
to the lawyer. qoumbodv has pld\ud it up
by now, I expect, and you've only to go to
the school and-—"

“Go!” snarled Lucas Snell hoarscly.

An extraordinary change had come over
the man, To looked evil: he looked almost
msnm, A burumg light had come into his
eyc

“Go'” he croaked.
Get out of this room !

Handforth & Co. went—freshly startled and
puzzled, while Lucas Snell cursed and raved
after they had closed the door behind them!

”“I have heard enough.

CHAPTER 24
At Last !

RICKED! panted
Lucas Snell harshly.
There was some
reason for his abrupt
change, for the mud
light that burned in his eyes. For it scemed
to Snell that the truth was obvious. He had
heen 1ud\ul~m~ had been fooled by that
ov af St. Frank’s!
For, according to MHandforth’s story, the
pocket-book thut Claude Gere-Pearce had seen
wi udua]l\' Hnell’s  own  pocket-book. It
wasi't thut other one L]mt \xppcx had handed
to him, Therefore, bevend all question,
Nipper had fooled hini lhu r(\!’ pocket-book
at St Frank’s all the time
With » sudden movement, Snell rang the
bell, and when the waiter came he glared at
the man.
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“Is there a taxi here 7" he demanded.
“Yes, sir,

“Have it rveady within one minute!”

snapped Sncll. I want to go to St. Frank’s
College at once, and the matter is urgent.
cannot waste my time by walking. suml\h,
man! Have the taxi at the door within one
minute

Ten niinutes after Snell had given that
order, he was jumping out of the ramshackle
Ford taxi in the Triangle of St. Frank’s. He
ran towards the Ancient House, and lost no
time in presenting himself in Study C. -
was really lucky that Nipper happened to bo
there alone, Tregellis-West and Watson had
gone off to the common-room only a few
minutes earlier.

“So " said Mr. Suell, closing the door and
breathing hard.

Nipper looked at him steadily. In a flash
he knew why Sucll had come. His mind
worked quwkl), but ho showed no trace of
mental disturbance.

“What's the matter, Mr, %ncll »
Nipper. “Why are you so escited ?”

“You young reprobate!” snarled Lucas
Snell, as he bent over the table, planting both
his hands on the sutface. “Whav do you
mean by it? What do you mean by fooling
me as you did this afternoon "’

“TFooling you?” rcpeabcd Nipper, his voice
even but grim. “Youwd better be careful,
My, Snell. I don’t like pcople to come into
this study and accuso me—"

‘Enou,z]x of this nonsense!” broke in the
lawyer. “I have learned definitely that it was
my pocket-book that was dropped in the
school grounds to-day. That pocket-book was
placed in your possession. I have had plenty
of evidence of that, Well, where is it? What
do you mean by giving me a totally different
pocket-book ? I \\-ant mine! Do you hear
me, boy? ine !

Nipper looked at him in wonder. He began
to understand why Nelson Lee had seemed so
pleased just before tea. Lce must have found
some very incriminating evidence in that book.
s anxiety to recover it was almost a

asked

“If you would cool down, Mr. Snell, and
compose yourself, we could get on better,”
smd Nipper. “¥You scem to forget that
vou're in a big public school, and that the
Tellows are often losing thmgs Why, it
isn't at all unusual for one or two pocket-
books to be dropped during a week.”

“What do you mean ?” demzmded Mr. Snell.
“I want my property——"'

“And T'll belp you to recover it,” said
Nipper curtly. “You came to me this after-
noon saying that you had lost a pocket-book—
a red one. Vell, I showed you one, It
wasn't yours, I couldn’t help that. could 1?
1'd like to remind you that I'm the captain
of the Form; and lost properly is either
brought to me or to the Housemaster, Have
a look through these, Mr. Snell. Perhaps
your Look is among this lot!”
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Nipper opened a drawer and took out one or
two pocket-books, a wallet, and a few uthcr
odds-and-ends. Like a dorv pouncing on
rat, Mr. Snell snatched at a small red booL
among the collection.

“This is mine !” he panted, almost choking.

With feverish, trem&mg fingers, he turned
tho leaves. The book was intact; everything
was safe. Not a page was missing, not a page
even torn. It seemed obuouﬂ enough that
this book had been lying in Nipper’s drawer
all the time.

“Js that the one ?” asked Nipper.

“Yes, yes!” panted Snell, recovering him-
self with singular rapidity now. “Forgive
me, my boy—forgive me for bemng so agitated.
But you don’t realise how important this
book is to me.”

“Yes, it seems to be pretty important,”
agreed Nipper.

“T fearced that you had tricked me,” said

Snell. “But, of course, I apologise. I now
understand  the position. Naturally you
could not know which book was mine.

Thank you, young man—thank you!”
“That's all right,” growled Nipper.
“You're weleome, Mr. Snell. T rather thmk
there was some (Lueshon of a reward, wasn't
there? You've been advertising—"
“Eh?” said the lawyer, with a start,
do not see any reason why I should—"
“Oh, I'm not going to ask for the money!”
broke in Nipper coldly. “That pocket-book
of yours has been carried abdbut by one of
our fellows for nearly a weck past. He's a

g

careless chap, and he forgot all about it.

Yet he knew it was yours all the time, so
it wouldn’t be quite fair of us to ask for that
reward. I'm sure I can't see why you should
make so much fuss!”

Mr. Snell realised how incautious he had
been, v

“I am cxcitable,” he said.

“0f course, I
should not' have made a fuss.

But, as I told

you, I thought that you were playing a
foolish trick upon me. I regret thnt I should
have been so mistaken. I should like you

to accept five pound, my boy, as a compensa-
tion for——"

“\o thanks!” interrupted Nipper. “If
you're very anxious to give away ﬁve pounds,
Mr. Snell, distribute it in the village. Half
the youngsters down therc have spent the
day looking for your pocket-book, in con-
sequenco of  your advert. (xood~eveumg,
Mr. Snell.”

The lawyer went out, fecling very small,
very insignificant, But, for all that, there
was a triumphant gleam in his eyes, for that
{)ICCIOHS ckot-book of his was once again
sack in _his possession, And cven now he
suspected nothing. He assumed that the book
had been seen by no eyes other than those
belcngm" to these junior schoolboys, and they
didn’t matter, for naturally they could have
made nothing of those cipher entrics.

But Mr. Lucas Snell was labouring under
a sad delusion!
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CHAPTER 25.
A Question of Evidence !
NDFORTH

down the Jane

“That  was old
Snell!” he said, in a
wondering voice.

The cnums of Study 1 had just arrived
at the main gateway of St. Frank's. They
had shifted out of the way at the sound of a
motor-horn, and they had caught a glimpse
of the passenger as the George Tavern taxi
had_dviven out. The aged vehicle was now
rattling on its way to tho village,

“Yes, it was Snell right enough!” said
Church, nodding, “He wasn’t long here,
was he? That looks as if he has recovered
his rotten pocket-book!”

“We shall have to make some inquiries,”
said Handforth. “I expect some ass picked
it up, you know.”

They marched into the Triangle, and they
had hardly got into the lobby of the Ancient
House when they encountered Nipper.

“Just a minute!” said Handforth. “Do
you, Syn’xow anything abous a red pocket-
ool

“Well, as a matter of fact, I do,” said

Nipper. “You're a careless fathead, Handy!
That pocket-book bclonfw to Snell, as you
:m;w, and you dropped it in the Triangle
o-glay.
“ 1 didn't drop it!” said Handforth warmly.
“Gore-Pearce butted me over, and it must
have fallen out of my pocket then, Has
Suell got it back?”

“Yes,” said Nipper casually. “He's only
just left, in fact. Reggic Pitt found it, and
as I'm the captain of the Form he gave it
into my charge. So Snell came to me.
Vaturally, I handed it over.”

Did he give you any reward ?”

“He wanted to, but I wouldn’t take any,”
replied Nipper. “I don’t like Snell—I be-
lieve he’s a wrong 'un, and so I don’t want
his money.” e

“Good man 1" said Handforth approvingly.
“That’s the style! I thought I had that
giddy pocket-book myself, and I went into
the George Tavern to claim the reward.
Fifty ,c;uid, my lad! What do you think

it ?

stared

0! b S

“And then I suppose you found you hadn’t
got the book at all?” grinned Nipper.
“Isn’t that just like you, old man?  As
for the reward, something  squiffy
about it.”

“That’s what we think !” said Handforth
cagerly. “I believe that Spell is a criminal,
and that that pocket-book contains the names
of his gang, or something. He may be the
leader of a great secret league.”

“Help ! said pper, fanning  himself.
“If you're going to let your imagination
run riot, Handy, T'll buzz off I”

And Nipper nodded and walked away.
Incidentally, Handforth & Co. dismissed
Snell’s pocket-book from their minds from

there’s

that moment. And this was all to the good.

Nipper himself went to Nelson Lee's study,
and the famous schoolnaster detective looked
at him with inferest e clesed the door.

“Well, young 'un?” said Lee. “Did it
work? He swallowed the story 7

“ Hook, line and sinker, sir,” said Nipper.
“That was a jolly cute dodge of yours to
keep it for a few hours like that. I did
exactly as you teld me, and Snell has gone
away thinking that I've had the book in pos-

session all ihe time—ever since it was
dropped in the Triangle.”
“8plendid!” said Lee, his cyes gleaming.

“I.rather think, Nipper, that we shall soon
have Mr. Lucas Snell where we want him.”
Nelson Lee’s wits had been at work here.
1t was he who had planned the whole thing.
Nipper had been ogeyiug his guv’nor’s in-
structions from start to finish.
“But you haven’t told me about that

cipher, sir!” said Nipper cagerly. “Have
you decoded all of “it?”

“Every word.”

“And  what does it mean, sir?” asked
XNipper. “Have you got the proofs that you
want 7

“Not yet,” replicd Nelson Lee.  “This

proof is cnough to satisfv me—and perhaps’
you, Nipper. But it will not do for the
police. T shall have to obtain much more
concrete evidence. An have no doubt
that the obtaining of it will prove exciting.”

Nipper’s eyes gleamed.

“Does that mean that yow're going to get
busy on a real deteetive job, sir?” he asked.
“Does that mean that you're going for Snell
in genuine carnest?” . .

“It does!” replied the schoolmaster-de-
teetive,  “The whole_situation is delicate,
Nipper. The Earl of Edgemore, at present,
is a pauper. His own grandson is here-ak
$St. Frank’s!  And I've just heard that
Madame Rossiter and her son are to remain
here, as the Head’s gucsts, for at least a
week. Before that weck has clapsed, T want
to get Sncil into the trap, and so pave the
way to a fitting climax. T may be wrong,
but I believe that the Earl of Tdgemore's
fortunes are soon to take a turn for_the
better.”

Nipper leaned over the table.

“Can I belp you, guvnor?” he
eagerly. “Will you let me come on
job with you?”

“Perhaps, Nipper—perhups!” replied Lee,
smiling into Nipper’s eyes.

And Nipper went away happy. He knew
that something extra big was brewing.
Events at St. Frank’s were likely to prove
exciting during the forthecoming week !

asked
this

THE END.

(They do prove exciting, as you will find out
Sfor yourself when you read next week's corking
yarn entitled, * QUYP OF THE PAST " And
as it happens to be the last story in this serics, you
had _better make sure of obtaining your copy by
ORDERING NOW I}
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Have You Teld Your Pals About This Grand Serial?

’
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ROCHESTER.

The best in the service
bar none! That's what Atlantic
Rangers think of young Guy
Howard, and so they've given him
the job of rounding up the mys-
tery Pirates of the Air, Read about
his amazing adventures below,

GUY HOWARD, youngest and most in-
trepid “scout 7 in the Atlantic Ran-
gers—whose duty it is to guard the
air routes between DBritain and
America—is attached to Acrodrome
D, one of the six huge floating aero-
dromes placed across the Atlantic
Occan, Just recently the big bullion
and passenger-carrying air liners
have been attacked by air pirates,
wk leader is

VON SCHAUMBERG. The headquar-
ters of the pirates is unknown. Guy
has sworn to exterminate them, for
they have been particularly busy on
his “beat.” The latest pilot to be
plundered is

STRUBEN, an American; but Guy tells
his commanding officer that he sus-

(Xo
T

WHAT'S ALREADY HAPPENED :

w Read On.)

i
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pects that Struben, together with the
American’s mechanie,

MULLER, are accomplices of the arr
pirates! Later Struben and Muller are
arrested and placed in the cells, but
they succeed in escaping. Thoy send
a wireless message to Von Schaum-
berg, who, upon hearing what has
happened, vows vengeance against
Guy. Moanwhile a big mail ’planc
from New York to Paris has just
landed at D aerodrome for change
of pilots. When it is deserted Struben
and Muller board it; in spite of the
raging gale they intend to make a
desperate attempt to escape—the
'plane starts off and it seems as if
Guy, who is in hot pursuit, will be
foiled at the last moment!

I
A Desperate Chance !
AINTLY above the voar of the
F engines came a crash of firing from
the marines. Bullets ripped
through woodwork and fabrie. Struben,
Lis lips drawn back in a wolfish snarl,
kicked hard on the rudder.
The tail skid whisked hard over, and the
huge machine swung round with a lurch
which severcly tested every strut and fly-

ing wire. The whole episode had taken
but seconds 4
As the air liner commenced to move

forward with ever-increasing impetus, Guy

TEHTTHIHTHHITH L]
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spurted. He doubled to avoid the slip-
stream of the racing propellers, erouched,
then leapt inmwards, his hands clawing at
the great shock-absorber casings of the
under-carriage.

His arms felt as though they were being
wrenched from their sockets But he
hung on grimly, feeling frantically for a
foothold on the cold, wet iron of the
casings. Above him loomed the black
spread of the lower planes and fusclage.

The machine wag tearing across the aero-
drome at a terrific speed. It lifted slightly
as Struben pulled on the control stick,
bumped, then lifted again.=
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The brilliant pateh of  iHuminated
maeadnm seemed to drop away beuncath
Gu The machine was in the air. Then,
as she voso, the full fury of the gale
struck ler It scemed to Guy as though
giaut fingers were endeavouring to pluck
him from his precarious held.

Something was slapping the casings and
fabric of the under-carriage with sharp
staccato reports. It impinged on Guy’s
hearing above the thunder of the powerful
engines,

Then came sudden realisation as to what
it was, and the ranger laughed grimly.

“I've got a chance!” he murmured, and,
wedging himself in between two of the V-
shaped casings of the shock-absorbers, he
graped upwards with gloved hands for tue
rope-ladder, which neither Struben nor
Muller had thought to haul up through the
open trap-dsor on the floor of the engine-
yoom !

Over The Atlantic !

L E’RE clear, Muller, you rat!

W We've won through when we
% hadn’t got a chance!”

Struben's voice v exultant. He
pressed oun the rudder-bar and swung the
machine round till the compass-ueedle
lickered at due north.

1t was warm in the triplex-glass-enclosed
cabin. Muller wiped his bloodless lips
with the back of his hand. The other
arm, torn from its sling, hung curiously
twisted and limp by his side.

e leaned back in the scat he occupied
next to Struben, the seat used by the
machine’s navigation officer.

“My arm!” he moaned. “My arm- -~

*Curse your arm !” laughed Struben, but
his “voice ‘was harsh. “T’ve saved your
life for what it’s darned well worth!”

He glanced down. Far below was the
lighthouse of D Acrodromie, flashing out
its monotonous dash — dot-— dot! The
lighted landing space looked little more
than a golden postage stamp shining
against the dark background of desolate
sea, Like tiny fairy lanterns shone the
lighted windows of the living quarters and
lotel.

Struben laughed again, and there was
somcthing almost maniacal in his laughter.
For he was near to maduess in the rve-
action which lad set in. But, first-c

pilot that he was, his firm lhands on the
controls might have been those of an

automaton.
“Good-bye " he shouted, and spat on
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the floor in disgust and contempt. “Good-
bye—curse you!” .

Raising his eyes, he peered alicad into
the blackness of the night.

“Look, Muller!” he snarled. ““Look
there! Mighty fine huntin’ some day for
Von Schaumberg and his wolves!”

Muller stivred in his seat. His closed
eyes flickered open.

“What d'you say, Struben?* he asked
weakly.

“Aw, you haven't any stamina !
Struben. “You're about all in, aren’t
you! Look there, man, and see if that
doesn’'t send the blood coursin’ through
your greaser’s veins!”

Muller stared ahead through the triplex
glass. A thousand feet above them,
racihg westwards towards E Aerodrome,
was a mighty leviathan of the air, the
latest triumph of the British airship
factories,

Her huge cigar-shaped envelope glim-
mered ghostly  in the darkness. Her
cabins, from bow to stern, were a blaze of
golden lighis. sShe passed, tearing west-
wards at one hundred aud thirty miles per
lour, half-running before the gale.

“Couldu’t stop her if they wanted to,”

snapped

sneered Mtruben. “Break ler back, if
they tried to twurn her in this wind.
‘Less, of course, Mister Clever Howard

was pilotin®, then I guess we'd sce some-
thin’ mighty smart and original.”

He broke off with a cackle of laughter.
It was a cackle which ended with astonish-
ing abruptness as a cold ring of steel was
pressed against the nape of his neck, and
a voice said pleasantly:

“Thank you.
Struben.”

For a long moment Struben sat as
though turned to stome. Then  slowly,
slowly, he turned his head. Standing
Lehind him was Guy Howard.

The ranger's face was bruised and bat-
tered, but the ungloved hand which held
his gun was firm and steady. And the
eyes which stared into ftruben’s were cold
and deadly.

Muller, slumped in his seat, scemed but
halt conscious, and was totally oblivious
as to what was happening.

“You will turn back, Struben,” said the
ranger, his veoice audible above the muffled
beat of the engines,

“Where—where the Dblazes have you
conme from?” demanded Struben hoarsely.

His hands were still on the controls, but
lie was flying, in that moment, purely by

Thank you very much,
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1hie instinet which comes, sooner or-later,
pilot.

2 mind that !” replied Guy. “You
will turn back,”

Struben laughed harshly,

“You're cra?v‘ he snarled.
turning back I**

“I will give you just one minute in
which to change your mind, Struben !”
warned the ranger.

“If I go back I hang "’ snarled Struben.
“I'm not goiug back, an” you can do your

“I’'m not

lummv he kicked Muller on the shins.
“Wake up, you weevil!” he snapped.
“Hyar's death, iu the
form of your old pard,
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meant what he said and Struben was shot
dead as he sat, then it would be the work
of a moment to pull his body aside and
get the machine under control again.

“You have five scconds left I

Guy Howard’s voice was cold, emotion-
less,

“Don’t play the fool, Struben !” whined
Muller. “Xe means it, man; he means
it! ‘Turn back, Struben! There’s a
chance at the trial 2

“There's no chance !” snarled Struben.
“Thanks to you.”

The cold ring of steel pressed closer into
Struben’s neek, and the voice of the
ranger cut in on lus
words.

Howard.”

Struben Fails !

M ULLER

inte in
wakefulness.
“3¥ hat the——" mo
egan angrily, then,
as he saw CGuy, the
words died on his lips.
The blood drained
{from his face, leaving

3

it deathly in ils
pallor. His  eyes,
literally, secmed to
profrude from his
head.

“You—you——->" he
gasped.,

*“Yes, me, Muller!”
replied Guy.

“He's given me just
a minute in which to
decide whether or not

“You have had your
opportunity,
Struben ” — the ring
of steel was pressing,
pressing—“it is your
own hulU The time

is “I)
“Stop!”  shrieked
Muller. “You can't

shoot him like that!
You can’t—you can't

He staggered to his

feet, horror in his
e{csA The events of
past hours had

utterly unnerved him.
Then, with something
approaching a sob, he
swayed and crashed
face foremost to the
floor of the cabin.
“Don’t shoot!™
Struben spoke
hoarsely through dry

we're going to turn lips. “You've beat
back,” said Struben. VON SCHAUMBERG, me. I’ll turn!”
“You -have half a the ruthless leador of the Air Pirates, He pressed on the

minute left, Struben,”

who has sworn_vengeance against Guy
Howard

rudder bar with his

warned  the ranger
coldly.

Struben stiffened in his seat.

“What you aimin’ to do when I don’t
turn back?* he demanded, and there was
the faintest of faint tremors in his voice.

“Your life is forfeit, and I will shoot
you dead for (‘v:xding arrest I” replied
Guy sternly. “You have fifteen seconds
loft in which to reconsider your decision !”

Struben wefted his lips with the tip of
.n\ fongue.

“If T die the bus crashes!”
]ul\xly

‘The bus will not crash "
“You know that.

Struben did  kuow it.

he said
* replied Guy.

If the ranger

foot and the control
wheel spun round in
his lnnds Banking at an acute angle the
machine turned towards the south, where
lay D aerodrome, *

“You've got nerve, Howard.”
spoke jerkily. “The cold-blooded nerve of
the killer ! But I reckon if you ve got a
spark of humanity in you, yow'lt look to
Mauller. T reckon he’s abouf all in.”

His face was averted from Guy, and
there was a crafty look in his eyes.

“I shall attend to Muller with
pleasure,” replied the ranger. “But first
I'll have your gun, Struben.”

“I haven’t got a gun, confound you

Struben
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“Pardon me. The butt is sticking out
of your tuunic pocket.”

Struben  laughed forcedly.  Almest
casually his hands moved the controls

into neutral, and his finger pressed on the
eafety catch,
“AN right, it’s your
Howard,” he drawled. “Take the gun.”
Then, without warning, and with the
agility of a panther, e leapt to his feet,
whipping his hands from the fixed con-

call, T reckon,

As the biz machine rose into (he air the full fury of the gale struck her.
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felt as though his shoulder had been bored
by a red-hot jron. 'Through the swirling
smoke he saw Struben swaying on his feet,
Then, as Struben’s gun fell from his
nerveless haud, Guy leapt towards the
controls,

He heard a dull thud as Struben pitched
heavily to the floor of the cabin, The
next instant he was fighting desperately
to get the Turching wachine under
control !

Anl Guy, hanginz {o the under-

carricge of the *plane, felt as though giant fingers were endeavouring to pluck him from bis precarious held !
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The Threat !
EARLY it
asked Colonel N
dly smile.
replied Guy Howard, “The
renised to allow me to get up

Howard
leolm, with a

cos {hiree days sinee, with the dawn,
Guy had come limping back to D Aero-
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dvome with the French mail machine,
He was now sitting, propped up by
pillows, in one of the aerodrome hospital
Leds.

“There's not really much the matter
with me, sir,”” he went on. “I seem to
have lost a whacking lot of blood, and
that’s about all the damage that Struben’s
bullet did to me.”

Colonel Malcolm nodded gravely,

“Struben is dead,” he said. “And the
man Muller is under lock and key, await-
ing trial. But the air pirates are still
at large, and they must be rounded up at
all costs. I have had machines out sur-
veying the North Atlantic as far north as
Jan Mayen Island, but we have failed to
discover their base.”

“Muller knows nothing, sir?”
Guy.

“Nothing at all, except that the leader
is a man called Von Schaumberg, and
that their base lics somewhere to the
north. He swears, under most rigorous
cross-examination, that he hag never been
there, and that he is ignotant of the
precise location of the place.”

“It was Struben who inveigled Muller
into the business, I suppose, sir?”

“Yes. Struben appears to have been
one of this Von Schaumberg’s right-hand
men—one of the villain’s most trusted
accomplices,” replied the colonel.

“Rir," said Guy cariestly, “in a few
days now I shall be cuite fit enough for
flyi again. If it is possible, I would
like a Troving commission. I will go
north and try to find this base of Von
Schawmberg’s.  Could—could it be ar-
ranged, sir?”

Colonel Malcolm looked at the boy's
eager face*with grave but kindly eyes.

“T'he risk would be terrible should you,
going aloue, fall in with these pirates and
be discovered for what you are—an
Atlantic ranger,” he said.

“1 know, sir. but—but I wonld like to
go,” replied Guy. “I have a speecial
reason, siv, a personal ome!”

“A special reason, Howard?”

“Yes, 'sir.”

From a pile of letters on the table by
his Dbed, Guy selected an envelope bear-
ing the American stamp. He pnlled from
it a folded shect of thin notepaper, which
hie handed to Colonel Maleolm.

“That came with my mail this morning,
sir,”" he said. “It was posted yesterday
in New York,”

Colonel Malcolm took the sheet.
was serawled ,

asked

On it

“To Guy Howard, Atlantic ranger,
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“You killed Struben, you skunk, and
we’ll get you for that!
“VoN ScHAUMBERG.”

“You see, sir "—Guy’s voice was eager
~—“they’re after me. I'm not going to
run away. I want to carry the fight back
to them. Let me go, sir, and I'll find
their base !”

Colonel Malcolm rose to his feet, his
eyes glinting.

“You can go, Howard,” he said grimly,
“just as soon as you are fit, It was but
your youth which made me hesitate in
allowing you to cmbark on such a
hazardous and perilous mission as this.
There are older men than you in the ser-
vice, but none “—he paused, then added
with a grim smile—“but none in whose
courage and efficicncy I have greater
faith,  Good luck to you, my boy !”

““The Best Pilot—Bar None "’ 1
“ UITE fit again, sir?”
“Quite, thanks !” replied Guy
happily. “I'm just going to
take the old bus up to sce if I've lost the
knack I
The sergeant mechanic grinned, then
stepped back as Guy swung himself up to
the cockpit of his single-seater fighting
scout.
The engine roared as Guy gave it the

throttle. His gloved hand whipped up,
and the mechanics yanked away the

wooden chocks from in front of the tyred
wheels of the undercarriage.

The machine raced across the macadam
surface of the aerodrome, then swung into
wind as Guy pressed on the rudder bar.
The thunder of the rotary engine rose to
a high, pulsating note as the scout shot
forward. Her tail came up, and, as Guy
pulled back on the control stick, she took
the air in a steep upward climb.

“He’'ll stall her in a minunte [* grunted
onc of the mechanics, watching from the
tarmac.

“Not him !” snorted the sergeant. “He's
a flyer, that lad! You watch him, and
T'll bet youw'll see something. He’s just
crazy to get up again, and has been cver
since he came out of hospital three days
ago !”

Guy shoved forward the control aud
flattened out at the top of that elimb. He
was just in time to prevent a stall. But
what did he care? Jove! It was good to
be in the air again!

It was a week since Struben’s bullet had
drilled him. One long, weary week of
dreary, endless days. But he was fit again
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now, for the doctor had passed him out.
Fit, and just itching to get on the trail
of Von Schaumberg and his air wolves !
Kicking on rudder he shoved forward
the control and tore downwards, engine
thundering at full revolutions. 'The
watching mechanics scattered with a yell.
But, beﬁ)w the level of the hangar roofs,
Guy pulled back on the control stick and
zoomed upwards. Back--back—he kept

the control stick till the machine was’

upside down, at the top of a loop, then
he righted her in a perfect Immelman
turn.

Down hie came again in a mad, tearing
rush; roared across the flat landing sur-
face, his tyred wheels scarce three feet
above it, then swung upwards in a turn
so sharp that his starboard plane almost
brushed the macadam,

“T told you!” gasped the scrgeant.
“*Strewth ! What a flyer!”

And Guy, in the cockpit, was grinning
joyously ~ Of ome thing only was he
conscious, and that was to keep the bus
in the air. That was his job. For the

41

| rest, mind and muscles were working in

perfect harmony.

At two hundred feet he screwed the
control stick round as though he were
stirring a pudding. 'The scout drepped
downwards in the “falling leaf ” stunt.
Then he gave her the throttle again and,
zooming upwards, pulled mnearly every
stunt known in acronautics,

The tarmac in front of the hangars was
crowded with watclhers.  But Guy was
oblivious of them. Stickiug to his seat
like a leech, his helhmeted head just
visible above the cowling, he revelled in
the breathless rush of air, in the clean,
swect song of his engine.

Down he eame again, dropping gently
now, with propeller ticking over. The
nose of the machine was pointing straight
towards the centre of the macadam land-
ing ground.

And, at fifty feet, he yanked open the
throttle.

Like a silver streak, the scout tore
downwards. Guy, tensed in his seat,

(Continued on page 44.)

That’s all Baggy Trimble of
the Fourth thinks about, and,
as a natural consequence, this
weakness of his lands him into
trouble, with a capital “ T ™!
Trouble and Trimble being
well-known to each other, ad~
ventures and misadventures are
bound to follow.

In this week’s extra-long and
extra-good story of St. Jim’s
they follow in an unending
stream. I

Read how Baggy Trimble
fares through them all in—

“TRIMBLE, THE
TRUANT!”
By Martin Clifford,
the ma_zn_[iﬁccnl long complete school

storg of Tom Merry & Co. appearing
in this week’s bumper issue of —

THE

GEM LIBRARY

A HAM IN THE HAN
I8 WORTH TWO IN T!
SHOP! (BothinksBaggy

Z Trimble, the Truant,
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By #

The Editor,

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers
send him_one mow. Address it o The Editor,
“ Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House, Farring-

The Push-bike!
HAVE before me as I write this chat

I an extremely interesting letter from
a staunch reader of the “N.L.L.” who
lives in Christchureh, New Zealand.
Apparently he is a keen cyclist, and he tells
me that Christchurch, with a population of
,000, has over 40,000 eyclists! One in every
three. Good going that! He wonders how
London would look with that same propor-
tion.

I mysclf am an enthusiastic cyelist, and
nothing delights me moro than to amble
along the country lanes on c fine day. Of
course, KEngland differs from New Zealand
in the fact that there arve many more cars
and motor-cycles on the road, and it is often
somewhat disconcerting to have various speed
merchants whizzing by one at umpteen miles
an hour. These johnnies seem to delight in
hurtling past you and just missing you by
the fraction of an inch, Still, even in
England we have pretty country lancs which
have not as yet attracted these nuisances;
and nothing is more enjoyable than to jog
slong a guict lane on the good old jigger.

From Indial

Oue of my most regular correspondents,
and certainly one of the Paper’s most
enthusiastic supporters, is M. Koji Mohamed.
He has just written to tell me that he is
now in Portnovo, S. India, having gone
there from apore. In the latter place
he did great work in promoting the growth
of the St. Frank's League, and he intends
to do the same in Portnovo. That’s the stuff
to give ’em! Carry on with the good work,
M. Koji Mohamed, you have my most heart-
felt thanks}

We Wish Her Luck!

I am a strong advocate of gymnasties or
any form of athletics, and so I was immnensely
interested when a girl reader of London,
8.W.1, wrote telling me she intended to take
up gymnastics, and asking for advice on
same. Apparently she is a Girl Guide, and
wants to win her gymnast’s badge.

don Street, London, E.

Giving advice on this subject, however, is
rather difficult. It’s all right when you are
on the scene, so to speak, with trapezes and
parallel bars, ete., surrounding you, Then
you can show the learner what to do, how
to do it, and how not to do it. Writing
about it in this Chat is an altogether different
matter. I should not be able to explain
things at all clearly, and probably every-
body would be none the wiser at the end.

What I advise my girl chum to do is to
join a gymnasium, and then she can get the
instructor to give her all the tips she requires.
Here’s the best of luck to her. May she win
that gymnast’s badge!

Speed Records!

F. L., of Birmingham, asks me what are
the highest speeds reached by the various
forms of locomotion—i.e., running, ecycling,
motor-cycling, motoring, seaplanes, etec.

This should be of interest to a large
majority of my readers, so, although I have
replied to F. L. through the post, I am also
going to give the answers in these columns.

The highest speed attained by a runner
is 21 miles an hour. On a pedal cycle Jean
Brunier rcached the amazing speed of 75
miles an hour, The motor-cycling’ record is
107 m.p.h., while quite recently Captain Mal-
coln Campbell travelled at the breathless

speed of 214 m.p.h on his Blue Bird car,
his official vecord time, however, being
206.9 m.p.h.

The record for a steam-driven train is 102
m.p.h., but this was well beaten by an electric
train which reached 120 m.p.h. The highest
speed of all, of course, was attained by
Flight-Lieutenant Webster in a scaplane,
when he .did 286 miles an hour, but since
then an Italian aviator is said to have
travelled at over 290 m.p.h.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
Allan E. Criffiths, 70, Park Street, Here-
ford, wishes to correspond with readers.
F. J. Hurst, 2, Aboretum Avenue, Lincoln,
wishes to correspond with readers.
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E. J. A, 14, Whymark Avenue. Wood
Green, London, N.22, wants to obtain the

copies of the NErsox LEE Lirany with “The
Downfall of the Snake.”
J. Asman, 28, Stratford Road, West Bridge-

ford, Notts, wishes to hear from reuaders in
r

h .

D. Hawell, 54, Upper Ross Street, Doorn-
fontein, .Tohmme:bmg Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with readers any-
where and on any subject. All letters
answered.

Henry Stothert, 9, Steiner St
ton, Lanes, wants to hear from v
distriet.

Thomas Crosbie, 69, Hawes Side Lane, Mar-
fon, Blackpool, wishes to correspond  with
readers in foreign countries,

Fry, 15, Webling Street, Brantford,
Ontario, Canada, wants correspondents any-
where, especially Africa and New Zealand;
collects stamps.  All letters answered.

Arthur Fluck, 25, Hopkins Street, Weston-
super-Mare, bomo);(‘t would like to hear from
yeaders overseas, espec ially in Central A
China and Denmark. Also wishes to' corr
spond with readers about football. All letters
answered.

Lawrence Codden. Rowland Road, Hilton,
South Australia, wishes to hear from readers.

5. Turnbull, 59 (back) Heaton Park Road,
Ifeaton, Newcastle-on-Tyne, wants to hear
fram readers in Newcastle, so that he may
sfart a club.

Johm Maxwell Gray, 25, Avoca Street,
South Yarra, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to hear from readers anywhere.

Alan F. White and C. Newson, 22, Trevel-
yan Street, Wayville, South Australia, wish
to hear from readers anywhere, partienlarly
in England and the Empire. All letters
answered.

Frank M. Thompson, e/o Tarsense Limited,
Little Colli Street, Melbourne, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers

. Acering-
fers in his

on anything interesting.
P, Mainwaring, 66, Summerhill Road,
West (ireen, London, N.15, wants NELSON

Lee Lisraries containing “The Schoolboy
Magician.”

Joe Kreitzman, 29, Ernest Strect, Mile End
Roud, London, E., wishes to exchange NELsoN
LEe LiBranies and other boys’ papews for

stamps,

Charles Gregson, 208, Copsierhill Road,
Oldham, Lancs, wishes to correspond with
readers in Australia, India, 8pain and Canada
He is 16, a Scout and Patrolleader.

James McCambridge, Ballinlea, Ballyeastle,
Co. Antrim, Ireland, wants back numbers of

the N.J.L. containing “The Reforming of
Ralph Fullwoud ” and “ Drummed Out of St.
Frank’s.”

Gaston F. Coculle, 23; Milner Street, Swin-

ton, Manchester, wants some back numbers
of the N.I.L. Il also wishes to correspond
with readers in his district.
Geo. F. Hodgson, Sunnyside, 70, Scalby
wd, Scarboreugh, would like to he1r from
ders in India, Africa, U. .s Canada,
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New Zealand, Australia, China and France;
any age 14-20; all letters answerve

deatd A. Morley, 97, bladw)x\o Avenue,
Noel Park, Wood Green, Landun, N.22, wants
n Canada.
Tilbury, 126, Ongar Road, Brent-
ex, would like to hm irnm rendexs

to_hear from readers
L. W

1,1 of fmmm': a (uh, nlso imu:
members of his own age (13) in Canada.
Fred Jackson, Braxted, London Road,
Hutton, Essex, wants to join a club in his
(hstruf
D. Luke, 8, Paradise Place, Plymouth,
Dewn-Jm'e, would like to exchange other
books for NELsoN Lee Lisrary numbers.

ATHLETES

] TRAIN ON IT,

/

/
b
There is half a cup of

milk in every

CADBURY

BIG MILK D
CHOCOLATE 2 .
BAR
“You can taste the Cream” in

Cadbury’s Dairy Milk Choco-

late, that's the secret of the
wonderful_taste.

Ftanded it
dissatisfied, I:]g:’llzi
rite to-day
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*THE AIR PATROL!"

{Contiau d from pag. 4L.)

prtled haek ou the coutvel stivk. His
tyves almost Lrushed the ground as the
miachine, taking the contéol, zoomed up-
wa rils.

He Lept the ctmirel baek {011 his
helmeted "head was pointing earthwards,
l'mgm'c closed on ihe {hrottle, and {he
scoltt came ont of Hw Ioop in @& perfect
fanding,
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geant trimmphantly.
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uon * PR K -
Orders !
bz \\l\(y his machive lo be over-

I hatled and returned to its hangar
4 by ihe mechanies, Guy n»pmtwi at
Calonel ‘\T.u!(vnfm s office.
“Then you pre s';tmﬁud AL
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:d, that
warked
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oy, Remember 1?!(- lau ng of You
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el right wow, veplivd Guy
firmly, avhing - to b ol You
 Rehammberg’s felter avas in the natuve of a
veady for him, T

“ehallenge to me, bm
trail i all over the werld if necessary,
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hlmboyaln an u dtrf l

\:proval OALT. -
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‘p!s( "Lowest cash prices, or RERT
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ONDERFUL OFFER. FREE packet of 25 gentine
stanips, all diferent. Write for approvalks.—
Kennedy Matthews, 30, Norfolk Road, Seven Kings.
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and if 1 den't h 1, B in the end- “why,
str, PIL-U1 eat -my blessed plane
There was a df-h‘rmnwﬂ ring in Guy's
\'mre‘ and Colonel \[..Iwhu smiled.
“Very well, Howard,™ ho replied.
may leave at len fo-morray.  You lave,
of coufse, o roving commission. You will
cmkfxvqm’ to Lcop in tourh with ns as fur

“You

as ev ssibile.”

e Qpneuliml Abe fyiug cluant an the
tablein front of liim.

“The bullioh machine from New - York -

to the Ledden alr port is sehednled fo
land here at pnedlirty {his alternpon. 11
akes off again at twd, ofter changing
pilots. Yoi, o ottty duds 16t repori for
dulg until this r‘\’mnm_r. You will, there-
fove, eseort this builion nudmm G mx‘ s
L& ﬂm‘n(hom P a -
“Very rvmu( siv i oyhld Gy,
“And as Aoy m morrow, [ will
Lifore you Yeave” < T
“Yery good, sir” e *2

) qluiml ammth and Telt tlyp, office.
He was conséious of a feoling of 1muwplk.
of exnltaljon, of Anhmp’t(ton o -
e had. heen n(od a.r%
sion |

SeP Wil

o T

E sl g
adventure of his alreudy ad »'anl\nmh
carper | o

(Hjj on the ir.wl. of I"on s\llmmnhuq
and “the mystery wir pirates! There wre
some lively times in store for placky Guy
Ha'lr(ud but he's pwp(ucrl for - anything,
He's outilo bead Yon Schawmberg, and he
wount be condont wntil he's done 3t. Don't
miss nexrt aweek’s eveiling chaptevs.)
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