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An amusing incident from the rousing, extra-long story inside, featuring

Edwvard Oswald Handforth and the Chums of St. Frank’s,
New Series No. 105, OoOuUT ON WEDNESDAY. WMay 5th, 1928.
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Mr. Pyerait was scandalised when he saw Vivian Travers make a rush at a girl, She did

not attempt to avold that viclous attack, however. Instead she merely sidestepped and

gripped her assailant, Next moment Tl'a‘lrﬂl:, Ei:h a wild shout, went clean aver the girl’s
ad
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Alone in the school, friendly with practically nobody—although it's
entirely his own fault—Handforth welcomes the opportunity of
making a new chum, and in Bert Hicks he thinks he has found one
who 1s true blue., Poor Handy! He little realises that Bert 1s a
rascally footpad—out for all he can get from the generous-hearted

leader of Study D.—ED.
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EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1,
Mr. Pycraft to the Rescue !

round so abruptly that he dropped his book and allowed his glasses to fall from
his nose,
“Good gracious!” cjaculated Mr. Pyeraft,

The master of the Fourth Form at St. Frank’s was strolhing sedately along the towing-
path in the cool of the May evening. He had left the more populated section of the
river bank bechind, as he wished to be alone. He had no desire to be irritated by
the shouts and cat-calls of irresponsible juniors. Mr. Pyveraft was an unsociable man
—an unpleasant man—and his own company was all that he desired. What company,
indeed, could be better?

And then, just as he was about to walk round that clump of bushez ahead, the scream
rang out. Only for 2 moment did Mr. Pveraft hesitate, and then he ran forward, |

Dashing round the bushes, ho eame upon a scene which startled him considerably. It
would be no exaggeration to say that Mr, Pyeraft was dumbfounded. -

For there, close at hand, stood one of the girls from the Moor View School. She wad
shrinking back, her face alight with terror. And there, in the act of making a savage
rush at her, was one ol the St. Frank's juniors! Iven in that dramatic seccond, Mr.
Pycraft recognised the fellow.

“Travers!” panted tho master of tha Fourth.
But it was too late, Vivian Travers of the Remove was unable to clieck Lis abandoned

;'Iush: and thereupon something happened which caused Mr. Preraft greater amazement
than ever,

3. SHRILIL girlish scream, vibrant with terror, caused Mr. Horace Pycrafi to start
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For the girl, making no attempt to avoid
that vicious attack, merely side-stepped,
gripping ker assailant as they met. Travers,
with a wild sbout, went c¢lean over the girl s
back, and thudded heavily to the grass.

Mr. P’yeraft could scarcely believe the cvi-
dence df his eyes. With apparently no
effort, this slight, fair-haired girl had
mitchied Vivian fravers clean over her back |
It aimost seemed that she did not need Mr.
Pyeraft’s help. Nevertheless, the Forim-
master strode forward.

“Travers!” he thundered. ‘“How darc
vou !’

“IEh?” gasped the Removite, sitting up
and staring. ‘“Great Samson! I beg your
pardon, sir! J——%

“You cowardly oung rascal |” stormed
Mr. Pycraft fill‘iﬂuﬁﬁh “What do you mean
by this—this disgraceful exhibition? How
darc you make such an attack upon this girl?
[ witnessed the whole——"’

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

A shout of uncontrolled laughier rang
out, and Mr. Pyeraft gave a guip,
and half turned. For the first time, he
noticed that there were others present.
Figures in white fHannels—Remove fellows.
(zirls In neat gym attire. They had Dbeen
standing back, watching the whole episode.

“ Awfully sorry to disappoint you, sir, but
things aren’t what they seem,” said Travers

coolly. *““The fair maid 1s iIn no nced of
assistance.”
The unpleasant Form-master, vaguely

realising that he was beginning to look

ridicutous, glared at Travers.

“What—what 1is the meaning of this
scene?”’ he demanded harshly., “T demand
an explanation! I saw you make a savage
rush at this girl, Travers, and i

“Really, sir, it's
Irene Manners, who happened to be the girl
in question. “It’s only just a little demons
tration.”

“A what?”

“A demonstration,” said Irene demurely,
her blue eyes twinkling with merriment.

“The fact 1s, sir, T have been giving the
young lady some lessons in ju-jitsu,” ex-
plainca Travers blandly. “Ju-jitsu, as yon
may know, 1s a specialised form of Japanese
self-defence. I am something of an expert.
and in the goodness of my heart T have
been passing on my knowledge to this young
ladyv. I may say at once that she has proved
td be a very apt pupil—"

C“Ohb, T =zee—I see!” said Mr. Pyceraft,
altempting, in vain, to regain his lost dig-
nity. “In that case, may I mnguire the reason
for the ridiculous seream I heard ?”

“Was 1t ridiculous?” asked Irene, rather
hiurt.

“Since you were in no danger, 1t cer-
lainly was ridiculous!” retorted Mr. Pveralt.

“Merely a touch of realism, sir,” ex-
plained Travers. “You see, T was supposed
to be a despgrale footpad, and Miss Irene
was a poor, defenceless maiden. If you will
stand by, sir, we will give a further demon:

uite all right!” put in

stration. I can assure you that the perform-
ance will be worth watehing—-"

“1 have no desire to witness it!” broke
in Mr. Pycraft sourly. "I do not approve
of this—this nonsense ! Ju-jitsu, in my
epinion, 1s not. the form of—er—exercise
which young ladies should indulge in!”

“On the contrary, sir, it 1s a noble system
of self-defence which every girl in  the
country should learn,” said T'ravers enthusi-
astically. “ You have already seen how effec-
tive 1t can be. With consummate ease I was
tossed over this frail damsel’s shoulder. I
may mention, in passing, that I alighted
with an unrehearsed thug. My pupil 1s by
no means as fragile as I had been led to
helieve.”

“Bah!” said Mr. Pycraft unpleasantly.

He turned on his heel and strode away,
painfully aware of the titters that arose,
Indeed, long before he had reached the cover
of the friendly bushes, the warm evening
alr was filled with shouts of laughter. Some-
how, Mr. Horace Pycraft did not appreciate
the joke!

i

CHAPTER Z.

The OQutcast !
IVIAN TRAVERS

chuekled. .
“Well, well!” heo
said amusedly.

“Somehow, 1 don't
think the old boy was particularly pleased !”

“He was simply wild with rage!” laughed
Irene. ““But why should he be? And what
nonsense to say that we girls shouldn’t learn
ju-jitsu! He must be terribly old-fashioned.”

“Alr. Pyeraft 1s many things besides being
old-fashioned,” said Travers. *Let us not
discuss him. Let us, rather, extend sympathy
to the unfortunate Fourth-Formers who have
to endure him daily. DPoor chaps! I {eel
sorry for them!”

There were fresh chuckles,

“The old idiet might have known that 1t
was only a demonstration of some kind,"”
said Jimmy Potts of the Remove. ‘' But
Pyeraft alwavs loves to interfere—and, for
once, he poked his nose into something that
gave him a bit of a jar.”

“I think I"'m the one who had the jarl”
murmnred Travers, rubbing his side,

“id 1 really hurt you?!” asked Irene,
with concern.

“Tt wasn't you—it was the ground ex-
plained Travers. “ You've certainly taken
vour lessons well to heart, dear old girl. 1'm
rlad that I'm not a professional footpadi”

There was more laughter.

“Tet's see you do 1t again, Renie,” said
Doris Berkeley.

“Byv all means!” nodded Travers. "“Nip-
ner, dear old fellow—forward!”

Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson
were present—to say nothing of Archie Gilen-
thorne, and one or two other prominent
Removites. Marjorie Temple and Mary

!l!
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Summers were also there. They had all come

along to watceh. N
“Just as you like!” pgrinned Nipper
obligingly,

He went for Irene as though he were about
to scize hor, But before he could do so, she
obtained that deadly grip, and Nipper, too,
went hurtling over her back.

Thud! He alighted on the grass hieavily.

“Splendid!”  beamed Vivian Travers.
“Ju-jitsu is %’H*ﬂ.t stuff !" _
“0Oh, absolutely!” remarked Archie, as

Nipper picked himself un. “I mean to sav,
the whole performance 1s dashed remarkable.
The dear old girl can chuck vou chappies
about like ninepins!”

4 0h, but T orly know one or two of the
simpler  holds,” said Irene  modestly.
“Vivian has been ever so patient with me,
and I think he's a brick for taking so much
trouble,” she added, whercat 'I'ravers pro
tested that ““trouble ” was a totally 1nade
quate word to use.

Two other juniors who had strolled up
during the past minute exchanged a signifi-
cant glance. Thev were Chureh and MceClure
of the Remove.

“Iid vou hear that, Mac. old man "
mured Church.

“*Vivian,” vou mean?”

“Nes,” growled Churel.
Christian names, has it¥%"

They were silent for a bricf space. They
were thinking of their former leader, tho
once mighivy Handforth., Buat the mighty
had fallen. Idward Oswald Handforth, the
celebrated leader of Study D, was no longer
a power 1a the land. He was an outeast-—
1ignored by every fellow in the Remove -
ignored even by his  former inseparable
chums.

These were dark dayvs for Handforth.

And 1t struck Church and MeClure as signui-
ficant that Irene should be referring ligntix
to Vivian Travers by his Christian name.
Ivervbody had noticed her Iriendliness lo-
wards the eclegant Removite. There was
rcally nothing 1in il, although the fellows
were beginning to talk.

Irene had always been Handforth’s own
particular girl chum. But the bluff, bluster.
ing Handy had quarrelled with Irene, in
addition to his schoolfellows. Nobody quite
knew why, and nobody had the nerve to ques.
tion the girl.

The tact remained that she had hecome
very friendly with Vivian Travers, and for
several days past Travers had been giving.
her lessons in ju-jitsu. He was a great ex-
pert himself, and Ircne proved to be a very
apt pupil. She was proficient in <ceveral
sprecial tricks, as she had demonstrated.

Perhaps Irene was favouring Travers pur-
posely—not because sho liked him any better
than the other fellows, but beeause she was
piqued with Handforth. She was doing this
dehberatelv—ust to teach the agoressive
Handforth a lesson. Nobody quite knew the
truthh of 1t.

But, as a matter of fact, Irene was very
angry with Edward Qswald. Some days

[I1:1T-

“So it's pot to
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carliecr he had accidentally come upon her
in ammated conversation with a cousin of
hers, a yvoung fellow named Winston, Hand-
forth, in his blundering way, had been seized
with jealousy. He had roughly demanded an
explanation from her, and Irene resenting
this tone, had quickly taken offence., She had
refused to explain anything to Handlorth, and
had told him that shie did not want to speak
to him again unti! he was in a better humour.

To add to his cup of bitterness, Handforth
had sinee been sentenced to Coventry by the
whole Form. He was *'less than the dust.”
He was in a sullen mood—snappy with every-
body, his whole life filled up with his own
troubles,

He had taken his downfall hardly—bitterly.
Sinee everybody went out of their way to
avold him, he, too, went out of his way to
avoid them. He snoke with nobodyv, but went
his own way, aloof and sullen. Never once
had he attempted to speak eyven to Churels
and MceClure, The Form had sent him to
Coventry—and he seemed to glory in his own
isolation, He had taken to going for long
rambles, and he would disappear for Liours at a
time., Nobody knew where he went, nobody
caredd. Nobody questioned him, or took the
shightest notice of him. In the little world
of St. Frank’s, be was alone—an outeast!

CHAPTER 3.
Despised by the Form !

>
-*_r; VERYBODY celse in
the sechool knew of
Indward Oswald
Handforth's  sudden
downfall. Who could
avoid knowing 1it? He was the talk of the
Third and the Fourth. ISven 1n  the
FFifth, fellows were wondering. And
if theyv stopped Handforth, and ques-
tioned him, they got no satisfaction. For

Handforth seemed to imagine that he had
been sent to Coventry by the entire school,
and, in consequence, he *froze up"” 1f any-
body even so much as approached him,

Seldom had a fellow Leen so utterly

“down." Dut this, in the main, was Hand-
forth's own doing. He wasn't hke other
fellows.  He was self-willed—stubborn—per- .
verse: and sinee the Remove had made hin
an outcast, he associated with nobody.

Other fellows “in Coventry’’ might have
sought consolation with the Fourth-IFormers,
or even in the society of some of the ceniors,
for there they would have found relief, and
perhaps sympathv., But not so Handforth.
[f the Remove didn’t want him, then nobody
wanted him. He scemed to glory in iis own
MmIisery,

Actnally, manv of the Removites were
ready enough to associate with him again.
They wore prepared to let bygones be by
gones. Bnt Handforth would have none of it.
He rejected every {riendly overture, and after
one or two good-natured attempts by =zuch
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follows as [Fullwood and Archie Glenthorne ! overtures.

and Travers, they had left him scverelv to
hinself

What a downfall it was!

KEdward Oswald Handforth, the Dblufl,
bolsterous leader of Study D! IFFormerly, he
had been the noisiest fellow in the Remove
-—always mixed up in everything, always
ready  with hig voice, and with his fists,
Nﬂtﬁhtg had been done without Handforth.
Kven 1n the class-room, he had been the fivst
to get into trouble, and the last to get out of
1t

Nowadays, he was a silent figure in class.
Mr. Crowell, the Form-master, had noticed it,
but he had said nething. It was none of his
business.

It had all come about so foolishly, too!
from the very first, Handferth himself had
been to blame. Trifles—airy trifles—had
started 1t all., Indeed, it was diffieult to
trace the actual souree. ©ne day he had
been irritable—everyvthing had seemed to go
wrong, He had got into trouble in the class-
room,”he had been sentenced to extra lesson,
he had refused te write his !iuaa‘ and had

s fl :
“That flogs

emg, bﬁ the way, had really been
undeserv for andforth had been sen-

tenced fer creating havoc in Mr. Crowell’s
study-—and the havoe had been caused by
Handforth minor’s pef monkev. But the
Remove knew nothing of this—or, at least,
wouldm’'t believe it. WHandforth had been so
cantamkerous that day that everybody bad
readty believed the worst of him.

And, ever since, things had just piled up.
In his black, resentful mood. Handforth had
played a rather mean trick on Castleton, of
the West House. He had locked Castleton
up, and had taken Castleton’s place in the
Remove eleven, during the match against
Bannington Grammar School.

But old Handy’s conscience had tortured
him on the field, and he had playved so badly
that St. Frank’s had lost the game.
Afterwards, he had been tried by the
Form and eentenced to Coventry. Even
now, a word from him would put him on
friendly terms with everybody. The Remove
was waiting for him to make a move, But
the Remove was liable to wait in vain.

For Edward Owald Handforth was no ordin-
ary fellow. Always stubborn, always pig-
headed, he was now going the right way to
work permanently to antagonise his Form
fellows. 'They didn’t want him—they had
rejected him! Very well—the moon could
fall before he would speak to anv one of
them !

He was just in that perverse mood. In a
miserable kind of way, he seemed to enjoy his
exile. It was all so characteristic of him, too.
Another fellow would have been sick of the
business, and would have becn only too glad
{o get en friendly terms with the Form again.

But Handforth was prone to exaggerate
everything. It was a habit of his to blunder
along, and to make things ten times worse,
Fellows were growing tired of making friendly

After repeated rejections they
were fed-up., Hoe could go and ecat coke! If
ho liked to be so confeundedly pig-headed,
he could go his ewn road!

And so the deadloek continued. The
Remove had sent Handforth te Ceventry, and
the Remove was ready cnough to take him
back, now that he had served his sentence.
But Handforth wasw’t ready to come back!
He had been despised and rejected, and ho
took the view that nobedy wanted him.

By pure chance he came aleng even now
just after Irene had been giving her demeon-
stration of ju-jtsu. It wasn’'t uniil Hand-
forth turned round the clump eof bushes that
he notieed the group. And then, after one
shight start, he walked straight on.

[Te wasn't the kind of fellow to retreat.
With cold, distant pelitemess, he raised Hhis
straw hat te the piwrls, and said no word.

But he could not helpr noticing the cffusive-
ness of Irene—towards Vivian Travers. All
the others saw 1t, tco. The wvery instant
Handforth appeared, Trene gripped Travers’
arm and laughed with him: she felt that by
doing this she was teashimg Handforth a
much-needed lessen. She hardly realised how
deenly she was hurting him. She didn’t mean
to hurt him—she only wanted to fease him.

Handforilh walked on, his rugged face pale
and set. The Remove had turned against him
—and Trene, too, had rejected him! HF‘_’JDEI.(]
nobody now-—not a soul 1n the world! ith
his heart hke lead within him, but with his
head erect and his shoulders sqguared, he con-
tinued hig walk along the towing-path. Never
would he show the others that he was suffer-
g | .,

It was folly—sheer folly., But then, it was
just what anybody might have cxpected of
Handforth!

—

.

&= CHAPTER 4.
a ., The Ragged Stranger,
lf_l' . :
ENNY for them,

Renie, old girl!” said
Doris smilingly,

The two girls were
cycling from Banning-
ton. It was the following afternoon, and a
half-holiday-—both at St. ¥rank’s and at the
Moor View School. Irene Manners and Doris
Berkeley had been to the local town to do
a little shopping, and they were now on their
way home, The May afternoon was fine and
sunny, and the whole countryside was quiver-
g with the heat., It was, indeed, more | ke
a July day than an afternoon in early May.

Irene had not spoken a word ever since
lcaving Bannington. She had been cyeling
mechanically, her pretty face troubled and
grave,

“You can have them for nothing. Doris,”’
ﬂ’lhﬁd ’raplied qutctly.  “I'm thinking about

1E . ¥

“Thought so!” said the other girl. “I
don’t want to butt in, you know, but if you
ask me, Ted’s behaving hl—:e a chump. What's

f‘.‘ri:. o -

.
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the mattor with lum these dayvs? The other
fellows are ready enough to let bygones be
bygones, but he's so obstinate—-"

“0Oh, you know Ted!' breke in Irene.
“ITo takes things to heart so much.”

“Yes, and you only make them worse,”’
said Doris, with a nod. ‘' Look at the way
you behaved last night!”

“How did I behave "
fensively,

“Oh, therc was nothing in it, of course,”
rephied Doris. ““And, in a way, it was rather
a good rag.’

Irene felt rather guilty,

“1 suppose you're lalkine about Vivian
Travers?” she said thoughtfully. “Woell,
why shouldn’t T be friendly with him? He's
quite a decent sort, T believe—and, anvhow.
he's taught me a lot about ju-jitsu. T was
ovor triendiy with him, I'll admit—but only
because T wanted to show Ted that I was
wild with him."’

“Talking about Ju-jitsu, what’s the good
of it?" asked Doris, wisely changing the
subject.  “It's all right just for fun, but
1it’ll never be of any practical use.”

“Oh, won't it?" said Irene. “I'm not so
sure about that. Tt's always handy to know
those tricks. Look at the way I can throw a

big, hefty fellow right over my shoulder!’’
Doris chuckled. |

“Yes, it leoks very effective,” she replied
merrily, “"But how often do wvou think

you'll find it necessary to throw heftv fellows
over your shoulder 2

“You're jealous, that’s all i

" D{}n't:. be so silly ! chuckled Doris. “(Go
ahecad with vour old ju-jitsu, and good luck
to you! But I'm only saying that it's mere

or less of a stunt. You're a Girl Cuide. aftor

all, and I suppose you cught to know such
things.”’

“'Weli, you're a Girl Guide, too,” retorted

Irene.
“And one of

asked Irene de-

“Bo I am.” nodded Deris.
these days I'll get vou to teach me all the
ju-jitsu you know, It won't take you long.”

“You horrid thing "

“Perhaps we can have some more lessons
from Vivian Travers, too.” went on Doris,
with a chuckle, “What do you really think
of Vivian, by the way? Personally., I'm not
quite sure of him. He’'s very smooth and
very pleasant, but some of the fellows say
that he smokes, and that he’s not very par-
ticular about the truth.”

“We can only judge as we find,”” replied
Irene promptly. “And I must say that
Vivian Travers 1s a very pleasant sort of
chap.”

They turned a bend in the road, pedalling
slowly, for the road was rising slightly here.

and this was no afternoon for excessive
exertion,

Some little distance ahcad a figure ecould
be seen, walking limply in the middle of the
road. JIreme gave her bell a slight tinkle,
by way of preliminary warning. The ficure
looked up, and it I‘ﬂtFi['.l‘ scemed to the girls
that the limp became more pronounced,

The stranger was a2 youth—a voung fellow
of perhaps fifteen or sixteen. He was very
ragged, and there was a cunning light in
his shifty eyves as he watched the two girls
approaching,

They looked very charming on their
bicyeles, dressed as they were in the lightest
of summery attire. They were going to play
tennis later on in the afternoon, and they
were rcady for the courts,

The youth moved towards the side of the
road as the girls came nearer. He was litnp-
img very painfully now, and quite Ellddf&ll{}'
he secemed to catch his left foot in a rut.
kHis ankle twisted under him, and he gave a
cry of agony. The next moment he fell to
the read, where he lay mcecaning.

Irene and Doris exchanged quick glances.
But tbhey did not hesitate. They jumped
from their machines, and propped them
against the hedge. Then they ran forward,
and bent over the ragged stranger.

“Are you hurt?” asked Irene practieally,

“It's all right, miss—only my leg!” mut.
tered the youth, looking up with a twisted
face. “It ain’t nethin’. T'll soon be all
right. Maybe you can tell me how far it i1s
to Bannington 7"

“Only about two miles,” replied Irene.
“But look here—you can’t lie there, you
know. A motor mght come along, and—""

“Don’t you worry, miss—I'll soon be all
right I”" interrupted the youth, dragging him-
self

painfully to his feet. “Thank you
kindly, miss. About two miles to Banning-
ton, eh? Maybe I'll be able to earn a few

And perhaps 1

coppers once 1 get there.
1 aw't

shall be able to get a bite to eat.
tasted nothin’ since yesterday.”

The pirls were silent. Indeed, they hardly
knew what to say.

“I'm broke!” went cn the vouth, looking
from Irene to Doris, and taking partinuim'
note of their handbags., “1 don't s'pose 1t'll
matter to you much—but I'm a poor cripple
without a job, Can’t get work nowhere,
miss, Starvin'—that's what T am!”

He hung his head, and there was some-
thing very pitiful about him. Ragged, down
at heel, and unkempt; yvet, at the sama time,
he was very dirty, and very unconvineing,

And his shiftv eves could not remain long
averted from Irene's neat handbag !

CHAPTER 5.

A Practical Demonstra-

tiont !
I''R a moment or

t wo, the ragged
vouth looked up.
“1 &peose you

couldn’t spare a fow

coppers, voung ladies?” he asked 1n a
whining voice. “It ain’'t my 'abit to beg, as
a rule, I ain't that sort. But when you're

down an’ out, like I am, you amn't so par-
ticular like.”
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“I'm sorry to hear that youw’re so unfor-
lunate,” said Irene quietly, as she opencd
her bag. *It’s all right, Doris—I've got
come money here,” she added, glancing at
lher chum. ‘" Here's a shilling.”

She took out the coin, and held 1t towards
the unkempt stranger,

“Thank you kindlv, missie—you’re a good
sort I said the youth, as he greedily took
the money. ‘I thought you ’ad a kind face
as soon as I saw you. A pretty face, too——"

“We won't discuss myv face, if you please!”
imnterrupted Irene quietly.

She glanced at Doris, and jthey prepared
lo move on.

“T ’opes you never know what it's Itke to
be starvin’, young ladies!” said the ragged
vouth., “I'm crippled, too, an’ howmeless.
Ain’t got no father nor mother. Ain’t got
a soul in the world who cares about me.
After all, a shillin’ don’t go far,” he added,
with a different note in his voice. ‘1 g'pose
you couldn’t make 1t ’arf-acrown while
vou're about it, between the two of you?”

As a matter of fact, the youth had caught
sight of some notes in Irene’s bag, to say
nothing of a good deal of loose silver. And
now, in a subtle kind of way, he had lost
that pathetic look. He had become aggres-
sive——evil. |

“T'm sorrv!” said Irene shortly. “That’s
all we can do.”

‘“’Ere, don’t be in a "urry!” =aid the boy,
taking a step towards Irene. “ Ycu've got
lols o> money in that bag o yours, amn’t
yvou? Can’t you make it ’arf-a-crown?”

“No. I can’t!” 1-;:-]]1}:{}(! lrene E'U].d]:?

“Oh, so that's your tone, 1s i7" panted
the youth, with a sudden flushing of his un-
pleasant face. “Too mean to give ‘arf-a-
crown to a poor-cove what's starvin’? What's
tho good of a bob? Come on-—let's ’ave
some more !

He had come out in his true colours. A

‘Jance up and down the road had assured |

itn that not another soul was in sight.

This was a very quiet spot—lonely and 1so- | +
second he went over—his arms and legs fly-

lated, There was not even a cottage within
carshot—or even within sight.

Irene had not moved, but her blue eyes
had suddenly gleamed. It almost scemed
that she was pleased.
no wav alarmed, -

Doris, on the other hand, although she
had hcaps of pluck, was theroughly startled.
She knew that this spot was lonely, and she
knew, morcover, that the ragpged youth was
an unscrupitious young rascal. He was burly
and muscular, and his manner was very
threatening.

“Come on, Doris—we’ll go!”’ said Irene
quiemy.

“"Yes,” said Doris.
time,”’

Thev moved towards their bicveles, but the
ragged youth, with no sign of & hmp, dodged
in front of them,

“T think it’s about

wpportunity,

Certainly she was 1n |

slepped briskly aside,
‘We're not quite so helpless as you thought,

loaking cviily at Irene. “ Come across with
it whtle you're safe !

“So that’s vour game, 18 117" said Jreno
hotly, *“You wretech!  Stand aside! I'm
very sorrvy that I gave you that shilling!”’

“There's vour rotten shilling !’ snaried the
bov, throwing the ccin on the ground at
Irene’s teet, 1 want somethin’® better than
that! Yes, an’ I'm goin’ to ’ave 1it, too!
I want that bag ¢ vyours! Are you goint’
to ’and 1t over quietly, or shall I take it
fromi you? You'd best be quick, an’ make
up yveur mind!”’

Perhaps he expected the girls to turn pale
—-to run. But they did nothing of the kihd.
Irene stood her ground, and if the youth
had becen observant he would have noticed
that she was preparing herscit for action.
Her muscles were tensed, and there was a
very business-like loock about her whole atti-
tude.,  Doris, too, was just as ready—
although not in the same way.

“I shan't give you myv bag, and I am noi
afrard of your threats!” said Irene, with
contempt. “Will you stand out of the way,
or

“I've "ad enough o' this!? shouted the
boy coarsely. 1 want that bag—an’ I mean
to ‘ave it 1

He made a sudden rush—a savage attack.
He probabiv felt that this was a golden
1wo voung girls, unescorted—
on a ilonely read: and not another soul in
sight! What a chance to mmprove tho
shiming hour!

But somehow the thing didn't ouite work
cut as he had expected.

As he rushed forward at Irene, the girl
made no attempt to escape. She did nob
shriek with terror. She did not faint. In

fact, she didn't do any one of the things that

{he young tramp had anticipated.
She did something very, very different,
With a quick movement, she came forward
to mect him. e felt a grip on his arm,

and, before he could save himself, he was
biunderimyg right into the girl,  The next

ing. Clean over Irene’s back--to descend
apon the road with a dull, jarring thud.
“My only hat!”’ said Doris breathlessly.

“I thought you said that ju-jtsu wouldn’t
be of any practical use 7" eried Irene, as she
“Now then, you cad!
eh 7"

She spoke with utter contempt, and moved
towards her bieycle.

For a moment the youth sat up, dazed—-

‘hurt ; then, snarling with uncontrollable fury,

and with arms upraised, he leapt to his feet
and attacked again., He had been thrown by
a pirl! And he hadn't get held of that bag,
cither !

C'rash !

The result of that second altack was even
worse than the first. For by great good for-

“"Hold 'ard!” he said, with a leer. “You
an't gomn’ yet, my fine youpg peacocks!
Let’s ’ave that bag o' wours!” he added,

tune, Irene succeeded 1 getting the same
grip, and the startled young footpad went
flving over her back with greater violence
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Nipper was trying fo tell Handforth what a young rascal his new “‘ [riend *’ really was, but Handy
refused to listen, and he walked past with his filngers stuffed into his ears.

than before. He thudded to the hard road,
winded, bruised-—and now frightened.
“Clome on!"” cried Irene, “We've got him

necessity for worads. That glance had been
sufficicnt. Iidgar Button felt shrivellied.

It was a meeting of the Third Form—or,

down, Doris! Now let's hold him until help | to be more exact, a meeting of the fags who

*?
0

comes

It was enough, |

The vouth, with a gasp of dismay, leapt to
his feet and balted through the nearest hedge.
He was dazed, bewildered and thoroughly
scared.

In the lane the two girls laughed merrily.

“Well, my only aunt!” said Doris, at
length., ‘“There's something in that ju-jitsu
of yvours, after all, Renie!”

CHAPTER B6.
Willy on the Job !

ILLY HANDIFFORTILH
/ gave an expressive
snifl.

“Well,
. pretty mouldy-looking
lot,” he said frankly, “DBut then, there's
always the consolation of knowing that the
other eleven will be mouldier! Anyhow, as
soon as wo've decided who's to pe the
eleventh man, we can get busy.”

“What about me ?” asked Button, of the
West House.

Willy gave him one glance, but made ro
comment: and, somehow, there was no

you're a |

boarded in the Ancient House and the West
House—and 1t was taking place under ono

of the leafy chestnuts in the West Square,

Somewhere, on the other side of the
Triangle, a simtlar meeting was taking place
—botween the fags of the Modern House and
the last House. The explanation was quite
simple. Willy, as skipper of the Third, was
organising a cricket match for that afternoon,
and he was choosing hiis own side, The game
was to be Ancient and West versus Modern
and Icast.

“0f course, we shall whaek those Ilast-side

fellows as easy as  winking,”’ said Willy
thoughtfully, as he cast his eye over his
material. “DBut we might as well get Lold

of a good eleventh man.”

It was becoming quite a habit at
IFrank’s to rcfer to everybody living in the
Ancient House and West House as ** Wost-
side” fellows.. Similarly, those who boarded
in the Modern House and Iast House were
‘“Fast-side” people.

“Well, it's a pityv if vou ean’t find an
eleventh man among  us lot,”” said Chubby
Heath bluutlv., “There are a lot more than
eloven of us here.”

“Yes, but how
Willy  disdamfully.

Sl

said
I've

manyv cricketers ?"’
“About four.
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considered every one of you three or four
times, and I'm blowed if I can find an
eleventh man.”’ |

“I'd hke to play!” said Gates hopefully.

“Well, my dear kid, you can go and play
ag much as you like!” said Willy., " You’ll
find some rattles down in the toy-shop, and
there might be some marbles there, too.”

Eric Gates turned red. He was an ex-
tremely simple youth, and in the Third he
was known by the undignified nickname of
“Soppy.” It was said by the fags, quite
frankly, that Gates was half human, half
imbecile. Yet, strangely enough, he was well
up In the Third when 1t came to a place In
lessons.

“No,”’ said Handforth minor, “there’s
nobody here who'll do. I rather thought
about vyou, Jimmy Hope, but now that 1
look at vou agamn, it can’t be done. 'I'his is
going to be a cricket match—not a jape.”

The ordinary fag eleven, recruited from the
embire T'hird, was, In a way, a respectable
team, But then Willy had the whole faggery
to select from. In this particular game, where
the two elevens had to be drawn from the
Third, the problem was more dithcult.

“Can’'t we play with ten men?” asked
Juicy Lemon impatiently, ‘““What’s the good
of wasting all the afternoon, Willy? Ten of
us can easily whack those East-side chaps.”

“T'Il tell you what,”’ said Willy thought-
fully, “W¢e'll invite tny major to play.”

“Eh ?Il‘

“Oh. cheecse 1t!”

“Don’t be an ass, Willy !

“We’'ll invite my major to play!”’ repeated
Willy firmly. “ A game of ericket will prob-
ably buck him up, and put new life into him.”’

“Here, but I say!” protested Chubby
Heath. “You can’t do that, Willy !’

“Why can’t 11"

“Becanse your major has been sent to

Covontry.”
“Rats!” said Willy. “We haven't sent

him to Coventry, have we? It’s aot our
quarrel, vou chumps! Tf we like to invite
Ted to play for the Third, we can do it.
You ought to feel jolly honoured!”

There were still 2 good many protests, but
Willy only frowned.

“T'm the skipper, and U've decided ! he said
coldly, ““I’ve heard enough of this noise!
Does anybody else want to raise an objection *
Just say the word, and I'll deal with him !’

Willy slowly rolled up his sleeves, and
looked round. But the fags were now sur-
prisingly enthusiastic for the inclusion of
FEdward Oswald Handforth.

“It’'s a jolly fine 1deal!” said Owen minor
stoutly, “It’'ll give our team a bit of dis-
tinction. Those other asses may object to
us having a Removite in the eleven, but who
cares 7"

“Yes, let’s have Handy !’ said Juicy, with
a nod.

Willy smiled complacently to himself. As
a matter of fact, his conscience was pricking
him a little. He did not forget that his pet
monkey, Marmaduke, had played a big part

||H
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in starting ldward Oswald's trouble. Of
course, Handforth had been an ass even before
Marmaduke had played havoe with Mr.
Crowell’'s study, but there could be no deny-
ing that the monkey had made things a lot
wWOrse.

So Willy felt that it was up to him ro rally
round his major. Indeed, he had decided
upon this ericket match so that he could invite
Edward Oswald to play in 1it. He had
objected to Third-Former after Third-Former,
not because they were bad players, bub
because 1t was necessary to find a place for
“old Ted.”’

“Yes,” said Willy brightly, “Ted may be
an ass, and he’'s certainly a chump, but he
hasn’t any quarrel with the Third. So why
shouldn't weé come to the rescue? H2'll be
as pleased as Punch when we invite him to
play, and those other Remove chaps will feel
pretty small when they see him on Little
Side. Come on—let’s go and drag him out.”

“Where 18 he "7 asked Chubby, ‘" He may
have gone for a walk, or—"

“Or he may have started to swim the
Channel,” said Willy. ““But, as 1t happens,
he hasn’t done either. He’s in his study,
mooning about with a giddy book, Think
of it! Squatting indoors with a book on an
gft&;rnﬂnn like this! Let's go and rope him
in !

And the fags, grinning cheerily, moved
off towards the Ancient House.

CHAPTER 7.
Nothing Doing !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH -
grunted, and shifted
his position.

* He was sprawhn

i the easy- chair m Study D, and he hﬂlﬁ

a story-book in his hands. Ie had read the

same paragraph about twenty times, and even

now the sense of it had not imprinted itself
upon his brain.

His thoughts went elsewhere.

And these thoughts of his were varied—
and ever changing. Sometimes be would
dwell upon Irene’s new friendship for Vivian
Travers, and he would swear all zorts of
terrible vengeance upon ‘Iravers’ mnocent
head. 'T'hen his mind would dwell upon
Church and Me¢Clure, and for a moment, per-
haps, his eyes would soften. Then he would
fronwn again., Church and MeClure hadn’t
spoken to him for days. Blow themm! They
weren't his friends now, anvhow. Yhat the
dickens did he care?

He quite overlooked the fact that Church
and MeClure would have been eager enough

to speak to him if he had only given them
a mite of encouragement, But they had onl
to approach bim and he would stalk off wit
his ¢hin in the air. Handforth was just at
that stage when he saw everything through
distorted spectacles. Everybody eise was in
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the wrong, while he was the injured one,
And with that stubborn perversity of his, he
grimly told himself that he would never
weaken, They had cast him out, and out he
would stay., H. wanted nothing more to do

with them/|
““Oh, blow!” he muttered i1mpatiently.

He tossed the book aside, knowing full well
that he could not read it. It was a gloriously
fine afternoon, and the seniors were playing
cricket. Many of the juniors, too, were at
practice games on Little Side. The open
air called to him—beckoned him to come ont.
But Handforth still sprawled in the armchair.

At that moment there came a tramp of
feet out i1n the corridor, and, to Iland-
forth's surprise, the footsteps came to a halt

outside the study door. A loud thud followed,
and the door flew open.

“Here he is!”’ said a cheery voice.
Ted, old son, we've come for you!"

Handforth got out of the chair, and the
look that he bestowed upon Willy was in no
way encouraging. His glance passed on to
Chubby Heath and Jwicy Lemon, to Owen
minor and the others—and his frown
deepened.

“What's gll this?" he demanded gruffly.

“We want you to play for us,” explained
ﬁ"illy briefly,

“Play for you?"
“Cricket,” explained Willy,
“Cricket!"’

“It's a game ! said Willy patiently. * You
take threo stumps, and there's a leather ball:
somecbody takes a thing called a bat, and
makes an ass of himself in front of the
stumps. Awnother chap takes the ball and
trics to throw it—-"

“I know what cricket 1s!” roared Hand-
forth.

“Good !” said Willy, grinning. “ But yvou
didn’t seem to understand what T mcecant, old
man, Wwell, since vou know, that savcs me
the trouble of explaining. We want yvou to
play for the Third this afternoon, A special
match, vou know."” ,
Handforth seemed in no way overjoyed.
“Oh!"” he said non-committally.

“Yes,” nodded Willy. “We knew that
vou were rather down in the dumps, so we

“Well,

had a jaw and decided to c{)lay you. Of
course, vou gquite understand that 1t's =a
signal honour, Tcd?  Removites aren't

allowed to plav for the Third, as a rule. DBut
we're willing to make an exception——"

“You can be as willing as vou like—Dbut
I'm not willing!” interrupted Handforth
gruffly. “ Clear out of this study—all of you'!
Of all the nerve! Do you think I'm going
to play ericket with a lot of fags?”

Willy looked rather pained. His major
did not scem to appreciate the honour at all.
It was a lamentable state of affairs,

“But it's cricket!” said Willy patiently.
“Don’t vou understand, Ted? I'm asking
vou to come and play cricket.”

“T heard whal you said!” growled his
maéjor.

Il

“Then what's the matter with vou?” de-
manded Willy., “They won't have you 1o
the Remove—or, at least, you wen't have
them. If you'd only act sensibly, all this
trouble would soon be over. DMost of the
chaps are only waiting for a word {rom
you——-~"~ |

“That's enough!” interrupted Handforth
fiercely. “I know what I'm doing—and you
can take it frorn me that I'm not going to
have anything more to do with the Remove !

Willy shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, well, wo won't argue,’”” he said.
“Time’s getting on, and wec ought to be
starting. We thought about having a good
spread after the game, Ted. Naturally
vou'!ll join 1n—"

“T tell! vyou I won’t join in!” roarcd
Handforth, becoming exasperated. ““I'm not

going to Flag cricket with vou, and I'm not
going to have any more of your rot!”

“But the feed i

“Hang the feed!”

“But, vou silly ass, I want to borrow five

bob from you to pay for the stuff!” said
Willy calmly. “So don’t look so peeved, old

man. Duck up, and hand 1t over, livo
bob !’

“You—you—you——->"

Handforth paused, breathing hard. s

minor's demand for five shillings had just
about * put the lid on it.” In nine cases out
of ten, Willy's persistence won the day, but
Handforth wasn’'t himself this afternoon,

“TI'll give you ten seconds to cicar out of
here!” he said thickly.
“Yes, but—-"

Handforth counted ten aloud—and he per-
formed the taslkk in about four sceconds.

“Well, T warned you!" he shouted, charg-
ing forward.

“Hold on!" gasped Willy, “That's not
plaving the game, you ass! There's still
about five scconds left Oh, crumbs!

Leggo, you ass! What the——"
“Cave!” howled Chubby Heath.

There was a stampede, The fags {cil over

themselves in their eagerness to gel out of
the study. Willy and Chubby Heath, whoe
were the last, were fairly hurled out. Hand-

forth felt just in the mood for physical
violence. The fags crashed out into the cor-
ridor, but thev were on their feet again in

next to no time.

“Now then—scoot!” panted Handiorth
darkly. ““And don’t come ncar this study
again! If you do, I'll make you smari’”

Willy sheok his head sadly,

“And I've been wasting my sympathy on
vou!” he said in a bitter voice. “I might
have known better! In future I'm going to
sympathise with the rest of the Remove!
Of all the obstinate, pigheaded —=—"

But Wiliv, at thiz point, deemed 1t ad-
visable to remove lus person elscwhere.
Somechow his major was beginning to look
verv, very dangerous.
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CHAPTER 8.
it Alone !
'2} ¥ 3 Y George!l

, - Handiorth, Dreath-

' N\ ing harder than cver,
5t J slammed the door of
| Study D, aund stood
there with clenched fists. He could hear the

scamper of the fags as they turned the corner
of the corridor. 'T'hen came silence.

“Nerve !” muttered Handforth wrathfully.
" lxpecting me to play in their rotten fags’
Hmﬂf’! Oh, I'm fecfup! I'm absolutely fed-
up !

He sat down on the edge of the table, and
looked round him forlornly,
sided. What was he to do? How could he

spend the afternoon ?

It was obviously impossible for him to
remain in this stuffy little room. He felt
stifled. He wanted to get out into the open
air—to go on and on. Nobody cared a toss
about him at St. Frank’s., Iven Irene had
turncd against him. He wanted to get away
—completely and utterly away. He felt a
strange and overpowering longing to
amongst strangers.

When he went out of doors, he felt that
all eyes were turned upon him. ¥verybody
starcd at hirmn—whispered about him. He
was the subiect of every conversation.

At lcast, this is what Handforth asspmed.
He hardly realised that he had ceased to be
a subject of talk. His attitude was so per-
verse that the Removites were beginning to
ignore his very existence.

"My Austin!” muottered Handforth sud-
denly. “ By Geerge! That’s 1t! I'll take
the bus out, and go for a run. I'll go for
miles—right through DBannington—yes, and
to Helmford. Nobody kmows me in Helm-
ford, Thank goodness, I shall be able to
have tea in some little isolated cafe, and I
shall be alone. And I wish to goodness I
didn’t have to come back!”

Handferth always acted on impulse. He
seized his hat, strode out, and made his way
$o the garage. Within five minutes his little
Austin Seven was purring out into the lane.
Handforth sat at the wheel, grim-faced and
rigid, He trod on the accelerator, and the
faithful little car soared forward., Handiorth

loated in speed. He had always been reek-
E&'EE in this respect, and this afternoon he was
positively sulcidal.

IHo went tearing through Bellton at about
thirty-hive miles an hour, and it only filled
him with delight when he saw that a group
of Fourth Formers had been compelled to
leap for their hives.

He went roaring along, and the faster he
went the faster he wanted to go. He went

carcering on over the countryside, a danger
to himself and to everybody else. He was

IHis anger sub-

of how he should
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just in that “don’t care ” mood. He was

L{ed-up with hfe in general, and this burst of

speed was bringmmg him some measure of
relief.

Long before e got to Bannington, he
changed his mind about going to Helmford.
After all. what sense was there in going to
Helinford? Handforth remembered, too, that
1t was a haif-holiday at Helmford College,
and some of the fellows there knew him.
Perhaps they had heard rumours about his

downfall, It would be very awkward if ho
met any of them.

And, now le came to think
couldn’t even go to Bannington.

Ho " vividly remembered his performance
in the cricket match on the previous Satur-
day against the Grammarians, He had
dropped casy catches, and he had scored a
duck. Iverybody at the Grammar School
knew about him, and he had been the laugh-
ing-stock of the place, too. No, he cer-
tainly couldn’t go into Bannington.

20 before he even reached the outskirts of
he town he swung round into a little side
fane, and went tearing down its winding
course. He had now reaehed the stage when
it didn’t matter a hang to him what road he

of 1t, ho

took or where he went to.
be |
avorded accidents.

By the most miraculous good fortune, he
More than once he nearly
collided full-tilt with farm carts "in those
narrow lanes, but he always managed to
scrape past, And, in some strange way, the
narrowness of these escapes pleased him, He
was enjoying the thrill., His wayward spirit
yearned for such excitement.

otrangely enough, he had plenty of petrol
in the tank. Certainly he never gave the
question a thought. And after he had eom-
pletely lost himselM, without the slightest idea
get back to St. Frankls,
he felt more or less relieved, His desire for
excessive speed abated.

It was ﬁutﬁng on towards tea-time when
at lemgth he found himself in the neighbour-
hood of Edgemere,

It occurred to him that he might go along
to Edgemore Manor, and drop in upon the
old earl. 'That genial old soul, at least,

would welcome him and would make him
comfortable. But Hanodforth rejected this

wWdea. In all probability, the Earl of Edge-
more had heard about his troubles, and he
couldn’t bear the thought of the kindly old
man questioning him,

So he turned into another little side lane
near KEdgemore, and plunged along, careless
as to where he went.

The fact was, he was at a loose end. He
didn’'t know what to do; and this state of
uncertainty caused him to be absent-minded.
He went swinging round a bend of the
narrow lane, without even troubling to sound
the horn. And, abruptly, an emergency
arose,

Almost at the last secend, Handforth saw
that & ragged youth was walking along in
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the middle of the lanc-—not twenty wvards
ahcad, Ile apparently hadn't heard the
approaching car, and there was certainly no
room to get round him,

Zurrrrh!

When it was almost too late, Handforth
plunged his hand upon the clectric hooter
knob. The ragged bey looked up, saw the
Austin Seven bearing down upon hLim, and
he gave a wild leap into the hedge. At the
same sccond, Handforth jerked the steering-
wheel, aud the little car :;trurk the grass at
the side of the road, and plunged on hke
somcething alive, Finally, by the shecrest of
pood luck, the Austin came to a standstill,
with its near-side wheels within a couple of
inches of a decp diteh.

1 didn’t scare you?”’

3

into the hedge. You gave me a rare start,
young gent, Lummy! I thought T was going
to be killed that time!”

“Well, you know, it was parily your own
fault, for walking in thoe middio of ti*a road,’”’
said Handforth, “8till, we won't argue
about 1t. Perhaps 1 was going a bit too
fast. It's a jolly good thing I managzed to
clear you all right.”

“Thought it was my last minnte, young
gent!” said the ragped vouth unsteadily.

‘s Ynu 5CC, me ]"'-I""Jlt fE‘f]ilI E"""ﬁ.t]rl Eld'ld tl”«-ﬁ
afternoon, I wasn't quite g0 steady—-"

He broke off, and svwaved dizzilv., Indeed,
if ITandforth had not suddenly thrust out a
hand and gripped him, ho would have fallen,

“Here, hold up!”’ said Handforth sgharply,

“No r.{l*llh SIT1C0

Dreathing  hard, “What's tho mat.
Handforth  {urned . ter 2™ |
and looked back. 1 “Dunno, e¢11r!”

;l‘he ir:itggmi Hhr?; IN THIS WEEK'’S — 'r HEIUEE;‘IHL;}I?I ;i{m{r.
WAas 118 puili l D COmNY over
himself out of the MODERN BOY all dizzy-hike, It's
hi}dgf:.f m; the m;lwr Everjr Mnndny. | Innl{ me ]ﬂﬂ_' {J[rlsﬂsc
side of the road, a — 1 imes to-dav. Mebbe

. H v [ -J% e - ray?¢
(lﬂ(iﬂ?'l . —— How l BROKE THE : :‘*Ejm:l” Lﬂu;;mi.-e?“;

. sav, I'm rrub sinee vesterday
sorry!”  sanzx  out ! mornitn’."
Handforth, with Handfortli slared,
real regret, “Hope | aghast,

The ragged youth
made no answer for
a moment, ¥or one
thing he wag shll
recovering his
breath: for another

ho was  looking
intently at Hand- in the iife of
forth, In a single

vlance, he took In
Handforth's fiannels
—his straw har, with
its  Ancient House

band. And the

savage anger died
out of his eyes, and a cunning light took its

place !

Every Monday.

CHAPTER 9.
Trying it on Handy !

HE ragged boy sud-
denly changed  his
expression. He
assumed an air of
df‘j{‘*ﬂhﬂn*—{}f humuil-

ity. Ho tried to conceal that cunning, greedy

light in his eyes. He had failed once beforo
that afternoon, and he did not want to fail
again,

“You're not hurt, are you?"” asked Hand-

forth, as he got out of the little car, and
walked towards the stranger.
““It's nothing, sir!"’ said the other. *“Only

just ricked my ankle a bit, when I jamped

by Cﬂpt Malcolm Campbell |
(holder of the world'. land-speed record). |
The first of a mnilmﬁ:ent series of episodes

' e world’s
racing motorist, written by himsell !

_* . T O ——— I—L--_-

MODERN BOY

vesterday 1 oy n-
- g ?" Lhe repeated.
| “And even then
| it wasn't much!”
muttered the youl.
- “Only a per’orth of
 thin lunch biseuits.

That

most ftamous

was Iast

my
~ penny, young gent.
I amm’l been able to
. ¢arn none sinee,'”’

| Handtorth looked
at hnn with pity.
Tnoe boy was vervy
_ ragged, and he was
very dirty. His eves were r_lf:m.. 30t and

thftj-’, ho had a low brow—a criminal tvpe
of face altogether.

But Edward Oswald Handforth was notori-
ously unobservant. He did not notice theso
characteristic signs. He Dnlv saw the rageed

condition of his companion’s attire —his buah
with their gaping holes, his unkempt hbair,

and his general appearanco of destitution.
““Poor beggar!” he mutlered svmpathetic-

ally.
“I ain't a beggar!’’ protesled thi'* boy, with
a gulp. ‘““’T’ain’'t fair to say—-—

“I didn’t mean it in that way " interrupted
Handforth hastily, “You don't understand,
I only meant that I'm sorry for you. Here,
come and sit down on this grassy bank, in
the shade. Yuu'rn still unsteadv., You can't
walk on until yvou’ve had a bit of a rest.”

“Thank you, young gent,”’ said the boy
gratefully.

His voice was so full of whining obscquienco
that Handforth was completely deluded. As



‘or the ragged youth, he had seen, at a
~lance, that Handforth was a boy belonging
to a big school. In all probability, he had
noney on him! It would b 1impossible, of
courge, to obtain any of that money by force.
DBut this voung rascal had other methods at
his disposall |

They #at down on the bank, and it was
cortainly very peaceful there. The lane was
such an unfrequented one that grass was
rrowing all along the centre of it, and there
wasn’'t one chance in a hundred that any
other traffic would come along.

“That’s better!” said Handforth,
haven't eaten anything since
morning ? Why net?”’

“T haven't got ne money, sir.”

“Haven’t yvou got a home, or anvthing ?"”

“Home?” sald the vouth bitterly.
“Crikey! That sounds funny te me, young
cent! 1 haven’t had a ome, not for vears!
I'm just on the tramp. Can’t get a job—
can’t get nobodv to give me a chance.’’

“What about your pcople "

“People ¥’

“¥Your father and :nother.”

“They’re both dead!” =aid the vyouth,
making his voice quiver very effectively.
“Hicks 18 my name, gent—Bert Hieks,
When T was a kid, T used to live round by

the Old Kent Road. My dad used to run
a greengrocer’s barrow down at New Cross.

But he was killed in a street accident when I
was just a nipper, and mother didn’t live
Jong arter that. You see, young gent, I'm all
alone in the world. Ain’t got nobody.”

Handforth was all concern.

‘“1 say, how rotten!”’ he exclaimed rincom-
fortably. “Dash it, this sort of thing Jdcesn’t
scem fair.” Do you mean to tell me that you
‘haven’t got a home of any kind? Haven't
vou got anvy place to sleep ?”

“Only under the ’edges, sir, or, mebbe,
under the side of a ’aystack!”’

“But what do you do for a living 7"

“Anythink I can get hold of, sir,” said
Bert Hicks ecagerly. “1 don’t care. I'm
wﬂiing to work—and want to work, I'll dao
antythink, sir. As long as it’s honest work, 1
don't mind. But my dad used to say to me:
‘Bert, kid, never do nothing unless it’s
honest.” That’s what he says to me, »oung
gent, and I’ve allus remembered it. Even
though I’'m nearly starving, T've kept
honest.”

There was a break in his voice, and he hung
his head. Handforth sat there, listening
dully. He was comparing his own ftroubles
with those of this stranger. What were they,
indeed? Nothing! What had he to worry
himself about? This poor boy was starving—
parentless and homeless. DBy comparison, his
ﬂ;vn troubles secmed too insignificant to think
of.

The fact of the matter was, Handforth had
swallowed Bert Hicks’ storyv whole. And
Bert Hicks was still econtinuing on the same
[ine—trotting out a “hard luck” story which
filled Handforth with sympathy and pity.

“So you
' esterday
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Bert was cunning—and, in a way, clever.
He could see what type of fellow he had to
deal with; and so he laid it on thick.

If Church and MecClure had been with
Handforth then, there would have been a
different story to telll TFor those shrewd
Removites would have quickly seen through
Bert’s dodge. But Chureh and McClure were
not here, and Handforth listened attentively.

It had always been the cas‘est thing in the
world to pull his leg—and his leg was being
pulled now as it had never been pulled nelfore!

CHAPTER 10.
Handy’s Great Idea !

) ERT HICKS was feol-
ing very gratified.
His story was ended,

and he was sitting

there, on that grassy
bank, with his head in his hands. But out of
the corner of his eye he could just see Hand-
forth’s face. And DPert knew well enough
that he had plaved his part successfuliy,

This idiot of a schoolboy had swallowed the

story whole. He believed all the rigmarole

of invention. What was more to the point,
he was evident! - cons.dering the cuestion of
financial aid.

“Well, Hicks, I'm very sorry for you,” said
Handforth, at length. ‘“You've had a rotten
time, and there’s not much prospect of an
improvement. It must be awful, tramping
abont the countrv like this, never knowing
when vou’re gomg to get your next meal.”

Bert looked up, his shifty eyes avoiding
Handforth’s direct gaze.

“You don’t know what it’s like, voung
gent,” he said hoarsely. “Mebbe vou can
imagine a bit of it, but you’ve got to go
through it to understand it. Lummy! I
wouldn’t want that, neither. T don't wish

nohodv the tortures I've ’ad!”

There was a gleam 1n Handforth’s eves now.
His face was flushed. and all the wrinkles had
departed from his brow. He was looking his
ald self, and the transformation was s art-
ling in its abruptness. He sat there, staring
m front of him, oblivious of Bert’s close prox-
imity.

“By George!”
wheeze! And why not?
Yes, it’s the idea of the century

“l don’t understand, young gent!” said
Bert, staring.

But Handforth did not even hear him.

He rose to his feet, and ypaced up and down
the lane. He was thinking hard. An idea
had come to him—one of his own special
ideas. Tt was an idea that nobody but Hand-
fnrf’h conld think of. It was characreristio
In every way.

“Leok here,” he said, suddenly turning to
Bert Hicks and staring eagerly at him,
“YWhat are your plans for to-day 7"

“Why, I -in't got no plans.”

3

“It’s a
them all!

he muttered.-
Blow

r!.l
-
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“(yood!”

“I don't rightly understand——"’

“Just a minute!” interrupted Handiorii,
“T'm thinking—I want to get this thing
straight. I'll tell you the wheezo 1n & couple
of minutes!”’

At St. Frank’s everybody was against 1 .m.
Hoe was an outcast—ho hadn’t a friend m the
whole school!
forth didn't want any friends. They had all
scorned him—rejected him. Well, Le wasn't
roing to cat hwnble pie, and make the first
move towards reconciliation.

No, he wanted to show everybody that he

was independent. He didn’t care 2 hang
about them. In future, he would muzke his
own friends.
And here, next Lo hirn, was a4 poor fellow
who had met with terrible luck half-starving,
homeless, What was wrong with Bert Hicks
as a new chum ?

That was the startling 1dea that had come
to ltdward Oswald Handfortl !

Ho fairly gloated over 1. In
opinion, it was a master scheme. e really
did feel, too, a friendliness towards this
forlorn, rageged bov. Or perhaps it was
friendliness of a different kind-—with pity
behind 1t. He was intensely sorry for Bert,
and he wanied to do something for him.
Well, by making Bert his friend, he would
rret him out of his present troubles, for then
‘Bert Hicks would be comparatively well off.

“By George! I'll show them!” muttered
Handforth, with intenso satisfaction.
“Thev’'ve turned me down, and they've
spurned me. Very well, then! I'll go back
10 St. Frank’s with a new friend. T’ll show
them all that T don't care a snap of my
finpers for them!"

It was a starthing idea—and it was essen-
tially Handforthian. No other fellow in the
school would have thoucht of such a thing.
It was, indeed, preposterous. DBut Hand-
forth did not think of the obvious diflicul-
ties. It did not oceur to him that masters
might object to the stranger’s presence in
the school., e was so full of the i1dea that
obstacles did not oceur to him at all.

As for Bert Hicks, he sat there, wond.r-
ing. Why was this schoolboy so execited?
What was this 1dea that he kept talking
about. Somehow, Bert began to fecl just a
litle uneasy. Something told him that lLis
hopes weren’t going to materialise in the
way that he had figured.

IFor Bert, of course, had taken all that
trouble over his *life story ” in order to
fool this schoolboy. He onlvy wanted money
—ten shillings, pechaps—or, with luck, a
pound. It would be a good aflernoon’s work
if he could wangle a quid out of the young
toff! To get anything by foree was quite
out of the question—for Handforth was big-
ger than Bert, and trickery had been Bert's
trump card. He thought that it was about
time to give & hint or two.

“I'm dry, youngz gentl!” he muttered
hoarsely. “I'm fcelin’ rare queer, too. If

only I could get a square meal, it wouldn't
be so bad!”

his own

And what was more, Hand- |
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Handforth looked at him.

“You'll get a square meal, all right!” ho
said, nodding.

“Thank i.'ﬂu kindiv, wvoung gent!” said
Bert cagerly. “Then -then you mean {o
rive me a few bob, sir? It's kind of you
—beecause 1 amm’t got no right to ask for
money. As I said afore, 1 ain't a begpgar.
I wouldn't take a peuny, 1f I could 'elp 1it.
But when a bloke 15 down like me he can't

allord to be too partic'lar. I'll carn the
money, voung gent. I'll do anvthing in
reason-—-—"’

“1}1'}' Lip = inf'ﬂrrup{.{rﬂ Handforth. “BEI‘f,
mmy son—] think you said that your namec
was Berl, didn't yvon?"

“*Yes, sir—DBert Hicks!”

“Then, Bert, my son, you're my pal from
now on!" said Handforth pleasantly. *1
want you to get into this ecar with me, and
we'll drivo off to St Frank's.”

“Iih?” gasped Bert, with a start. * Drive
to St. Frank's? You-you mean, your
school 77

Nl

“DBut T couldn't do 1it, sir!” Iprutf:stﬂd

Bert, *It wouldn't be right— -

“Blow whether it would be right!” n
terrupted Handforth, * Youre coming to St.
Frank's with me, and you're going to have
tea with me 1in Stady D! DBy George! 1
want evervbody to sece that I've gol a new
friend! Yes, T'll make them sit up and
take notice !

Bort's face fell.

“But-but, T can't,
€l I_ __I___ e 'l!

sir,” lie bLlurted out.

r—— e

CHAPTER 11,

The Compact !
B ANDFORTH had not

expected  “such  an
carly snag as {nis.
and he looked at

. _ Bert 1in astonishment.

“It's quite all right,” he said Dbriskly.
“You've only got to put yourself in my
hands, and evervthing will be all serenc.
Don’t you understand that I'm going to take
you to a whacking big feed?"”

“Yoes, sir; but e

“Ihdn't you tell me that you're starving
with hunger?”

“Yes, sir; only—"

“Well, I'm going to take you to my schoo!,
and vou'rc going to hasve tea with me in
my study!” sard Handforth, *“It'll be a
fine tea, too. Onc of Mrs. Hake's special
veal-and-ham pies—sardines—potato salad--
fresh rolls and butter--doughnuts--pastrics—-
chocolate eclairs, T'll give yvou the feed of
your giddy life!” -

Bert Hicks hardly knew what to sav. Hoe
couldn’t explain that he had eaten a square
meal at nmudday-——a meal, 1n all probability.
far more substantial than the one that Hand-
forth himself had partaken of. 1lc¢ couldn't
indicate, ecither, that he had every hope of
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indulging 1n a substantial tea,
have been unwise 1
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It would
thie ¢extreme to have

the scnool?”’ asked DBert,

* reverting to nis
former question.

“You ain’t a snob, sir—

asmitted possession of at least twenty-three | I mean, Handy—but some of the other young

shillings 1 loose stlver and coppers.
Therelore, Bert's hesitation struek Hand
forth as being peculiar.

chance ? 'T'he first look of doubt and suspieion
hegan to ereep into Handforth's eyes.

Bert saw 1t, and he wisely took warmng.
Onece this schoolboy saw through his game,
he would drop him Hke a hot brick:; and
that would mean an end {o Bert's dgeam
of an easy quid. |

“Dor’t you want this [eed?” demanded
landforth, staring.

“Yes, young gent—of course I do!” re-
plied Bert hastily. *“Ain't 1 told you that
[ aimm't touched nothin’ since yesterday

mornin’ f 1'm starvin’, sir. The very thought

of food makes me go all dizzy!”

“Then why the dickens——-7"

“It's you, sir!” said Bert huskily. "1
don't want to causc no dwgrace to you,
voung geat. You're a swell, living at a Big
.chool, an’ I'm—I'm—— Well, look at me,
sir ! he added patbetically, A ragamuthn !
Wearin' nothin’ but satters an’ odds an’ ends.
I ain’'t fit to be seen with you, siz. That's
the truth of 1t, an’ I wouldn’t like to dis-
orace youl”’

Handforth laughed, and all his doubts had
gone.

“Well, it's jolly decent of you to be so
considerate about me, Bert,” he said lightly.
“But vou needn’t worry about that at all.
I'm not a snob. I don't care whether you're
in rags, or whether you're dressed in the
latest Saville Row flannels! You're my now
pal, and that’s all that matters!”

Hicks was relieved. His dodge had =ne-
ceeded, and Handforth was once again full
ol trust. "

Bert was thinking quickly, too.

He congidered the pros and cons. Should
he go with Handforth? What would come
pf the adventure? Would the other boys
resent his presence at the school? It nnght
be as well to raise the point.

“It ain’t only yourself, young gent——-"
e began.

“Don’t keep calling me ¢ young gent,” ”
cald Handforth bluntly. My name’s Hand-
torth, of the Remove. All my pals call me
Handv. An<d as I haven't got any pals now,
sxcept vou, you're the only one who'll have
that privilege. So you can call me Handy
as soon as you hike.”

“*Thanks, yvoung gent—I—I mecan, thanks,
IHandy !” said Bert hesttatingly, “ Lumme!
You amn’'t 'arf a one, ain’t you? I never
come acrost anybody like you before, sir!”

“And don’t call me °sir,” either,” said
Handforth sternly. “ Remember, you're my
new chum "

Bert was frankly puzzled. Why on ecarth
was this Eﬂhnnfhuy s0 embarrassingly
friendly ¥ Handforth, thoughtlessly enough,
g&d not explained anything to the mystified

ert.

“What about the other voung gents at

If the {ellow was
so hungry, why hadn’t he jumped at this

he wouldn’t get a penny.

chum.

gents may be. An’, hike as not, they won't
want me therel” :

t It doesn't matter what they want—if I
takRe you there, you'll be all right!” said
Haondforth. “As my guest, you'll have the
run of the place. Besides, although a lot
of the chaps are obstinate and idiotie,
Lthey're not snobs, A few fellows ke Gore.
Pearce and Gulliver and Bell are snobbizh,
but they don't count. Just leave this to
me, my son!”

In tact, Bert’s ragged appearance was all
to the good, in Handforth’s opinion., Bert
was far more likely to create a sensation in
the Remove—and that was what Handforth
wanted,

He was anxious to have everybody talking
--to set the whole Form agog. And, by Jove,
wien he walked into the Triangle, arm in-
arm with this vagrant, wouldn’t there be a
sensation ! |

Bert Hicks himself could see that he had
no alternative,

If he refused to go, Handforth would at
once know that his story was false, and so
If he went, he
stood a chance of being kicked out on his

neek. DBut, at least, he would get some cash
*from Handforth before he left.

1'hat much
was certain, 5o, on the whole, it was worth
1t.

It 1s oply fair to Handforth to explain
that he had the utmost faith in his new
friend. He sincerely believed that Bert was
a victim of cruel ecircumstances. He had
swallowed every word of that “hard luck ”
story, aud he wanted to help this unfor.
tunate boy. If Handforth had had any sus-
picions regarding Bert’s real character, he
would never have claimed him as a new
But, as Handforth was so easily

fooled, he went i1nto the whole adventure

with enthusiastic vigour.

“By George!” he said, as he looked at
s watch, *““It’s practically tea-time now.
(‘ome on, Bert! Hop into the car!’

“Youwre sure 1t’ll be all right?” asked

Bert dubiously,

“Bure? You bet I'm sure!” grinned Hand-
forth, looking his sunny, genial self onco
more. ‘‘I'm gommg to give you the time
of your life. my son! Come on—let’s get off 1)’

They both climbed into the little Austin,

and a few moments Jater they were gliding

off towards St. Frank’'s.

CHAPTER 12.
The Latest !

UCK up, Viv!”
Jimmy Potts
t1ently.

Vivian Travers
looked round {rom

sa1d
1mp a-

the doorway of the school tuck-shop.
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“If you think yon
can do better, dear
old fellow, kindly step
forward!” he said,
“Y ou apparcently
overlook the fact that
there are at  lcast
twenty-five hyvenas 1n
possession of t he
counter. One and all,
they are howling for
1ce creams and lemon-
ades.  What chance s
there for a  merc
human  being, such
as  myeself, 1o gof
served with pastries ¥

J1mmy 1'otts
grinned.  The tuck-
shop was, 1 all truth,
crowded, It was just
about tea-time, and,
in  addition to ihle
fellows requiring
delicacies for tea,
there  were  manv
others who wanted
serving  with cooling
refreshments on the
spat, They had comne
straight in from the
]IIEI}.‘fIJH‘ 5 ﬁt':{,]h'. a Il d
they were parched.

“T rather think
we'd belter give it up,
Jimmy,” said Travers,
at  leneth, as he
cumierged from the
notsy throng. * Sup-
pOsing we go indoors,
make the tea, and
indnlgoe in the first luscious course of bread
and-butter and lettuce

CYes, let us!” agreed Jimmy,

Vivian Travers sadly shook his Lead.

) “Well, well!” he caid, with deep regret.
L thought befter of you, dear nif;ﬁ fellow !
]'Li*t VYour gnorance, you assume thal a pun
ke that 1s a type of humour. Bul I can
assure vou that "

“"Don't make a fuss about it,"”
J;:mmﬁ'. “1 know it was rotlen. A n;u'h-'_m‘.
I've hecard worso——"" He broke off and
glanced round as a humming purr made
itsolf audible. “Hallo! What's the matter
withi Handv this afterncon? He's driving
right into the Trangle!”

They both watched.,  locidentally, a large
number of other jumors walched. too., It
was unusual for Kdward Os=wald Haidforth
to drive boldly into the Triangle 1in this way,
Of luie he had kept severely to himself, and
had always taken his car straight round to
thio garage by the rear way.

E
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“Put what 1s this we scee?” muermured
Travers mildly. “Great Samson! Do my

oves deeeive me, or 1s that reallvy a human
Leing sitting in the car ?°

“Which one?” mguired Jimmy,

Travers chuckled, and there were a good
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With his arms f{illed with blankets and a pillow, Handforth stole down the
corridor towards Study D.
should be thorcugnly comfiortable for the night !

He intended that his new friend, Bert Hicks,

(many exclamatrons of astonishment from the

juntors round him.  In fact, thero were so
many shouts that all the fellows 1n the tack-
shop came crowding out to sce what the
excitement was about,

Iidward  Oswaild Handlorth  was muc
cratiied,.
He had been hoping agaiust hope that

there would be a good number of fellows n
tho Triangie, But he bad hardly cexpeelod
as many as this! And, what was more, they
were all staring. They were locking  at
Handforth's companion with real amazemont,

It cannot be truthtullv said that Bert hicks
vu: comfortable. He was, on the contrary.
decidedly and emphatically uncasy, To find
hiinscif i the midst of this white-Hannoe! ed
throng was disconcerting, livery gaze was
turned upon him, and a good many ol the
follows were perfeetly frank in their com-
ments,

“Who's that uglvleoking tramp?”

“Goodness knows!"
“By Jove! He hasn'd
about five vears!”

“Grubby  beast!  What's Lo
Handy's car?!”

Handy hadn't enjoyed himself so wueh -Tor
davs. And anvbody could sce the dilercneo

had a swa-hv fol

o .
LT h ] 111
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in him. He was his sunny self again. His; ‘' But look here

1‘L1ggb&d face was aglow with satisfaction. “I've fimished with the Remove!” con-

He brought the Austin to a standstill near |tinued Handforth disdainfully, as he glared

the Ancient House steps, and he affected |round him. *‘I'm not on speaking terms

not to see the crowds of fellows round about, | with any of them., So I've brought my new
“Here we are, Bert, old man!” he said, | ¢chum to tea.”

Ll

with unnceessary loudness and cordiality, And, seizing Bert Hicks’' arm, Handforth
“This 1s St. Frank’s. Fine place, eh 7"’ walked triumphantly up the Ancient House
" Yes, young gent!” mutiesed Bert. steps.  Kverybody stared and gasped, and
Handforth nudged him, the sensation was tremendous. Arm-in-arm,

“"Don’t forget to call me Handy!” he |Handforth and his new chum vanished into
whispered. “ And speak loudly, you ass!” the lobby.

“What ho! This amm’t 'arf a swell sort o’ And many of those watchers understood.
place, mate!” said Bert, taking his cue. It was merely another example of old
“So this is where you live, hey? Well, T | Handy's waywardness !
must say, Handy, eold sport, that vou're -
lucky! Some coves 'ave all the good things
in this ’ere hife!”

“Good gad!” breathed Archie Glenthorne
teebly.

“Steady, dear old fellow!”” murmured
I'ravers, holding Archie’s arm,

“But, dash 1t, I mean to say!”’ protested
the swell of the Ancient House.  *“Odds _
horrors and nightmares! I)id you hear what startled voice.
that poisonous chappie said? He absolutely “Doris!”’ protested
spoke to Handy with the most frightful ” , _ Irene.
familiarity ! -;[ can’'t help it!” said Doris. “If you

“T expect Handy knoeked the chap down, don’t like my lan unge, you’ll have to lump
or something, and brought him along to the |t I am blowed !

. ]

CHAPTER 13.
The Unseen Wiinesses |

ELL I'm blowed!” said
Doris Berkeley, in a

school for treatment!” said Fullwood, in | " Whatever do you mean !” asked the other
wonder.  “There can’t be any other ex- }girl in astonishment.
planation.” Doris pointed downwards,

Handforth proceeded to climb out of the | * Look who's here!” she said tensely.
Austin., Bert Hicks did tr]'lﬂ saime, and then And four pﬂiI‘E of eyes _Iﬂﬂkﬂd. Il'EIle

the juniors could see that therc was nothing | AManners and Doris Berkeley were on the
the matter with him. He wasn’t injured m }balcony at the top of the famous old Clock
any way—so Fullwood’s theory was obviously [Tower, and Nipper and Sir Montie Tregellis
incorrect. . | S West were with them. They could look

“This way, Bert ! said Handforth, waving }straight down into the Triangle and see
a hand fowards the main doorway of the |everything that was going on. Yet very few

Ancient Honse. ‘““You come along with me |of those below noticed the f '
to Study D, and make yourself at home. jthere at the top of the Tﬂ1._1;_1EI.‘E1HEE S8

Tevin’ | 211t 1 — : .
You’ll be sitting down to the best tea The two Moor View girls had called in

“Just a minute, Handforth!”’ put 1n . : : :
: : . at St. Frank’s on their way back to their own.
Chambers of the Fifth, barging through the swchool, and ar Doris had expressed s desice

crowd, ' :
“Kh1” said Handforth, starting round. L2 have a look at the landscape from the

~ : » Clock Tower, Nipper and Tregcllis-West had
1 LTEIY 3 \ ' g F - g ;I"-J- es *111
ﬂ}g;dirtcht%i:ﬂIf;ﬁril:zixf; ﬂfl}ﬂ??ﬂt’ “hamberst Yescorted the girls up. A magnificent view

. : could be obtained from that elevated position.
(Cuthbert Chambers had a habit of butting Naw that e wits up there, & d_ P Emi
m. In his own opinion, he was a very big i il P y lowever, Dors

did not scem to be interested in the land-
man-—but, unfortunately, nobody else at St. iy o : NERMOR
Frank’s shared this “opinion, Handforth scape.  She was looking- straight down intd

would not have =poken to any Removite or the 1riangle, and her pretty face was flushed

Paostli  Hemmear ab Chutnhar Bad vither E:éh tt;a;mtcment-. Her dark eyes were glow-

taken him by surprise. \Well 77 : :
. y : cil?” she said, glanein ;
“Whao's this—this fellow?” demanded F“Don’t vou understand Tﬁ g at lrene

(‘hambers, indicating Bert Hicks with a jerk “Oh
of his head. “What do you mean by bring- ,

my hat!l’” said Trene breathlessly.,

- ¥ ”Itriﬂ""—it-’ﬂ that awful young rotter——"
IHF’; - il LR - - .

“This young chap 1s my new friend!” Of course!” said Doris, nodding.
interrupted Handforth proudly, * He's my “But it can’t be!” said Irene. “We muss
new chum ! be mistaken, Doris! He’s with Ted, and he

“"What "' pgasped Chambers, wlhile the |secems to be quite friendly. It can’t he the
crowd murmured in amazement, zame boy 1"

|}'.!

“He's my new friend repeated Iland- “Dut 1t 75:" 1nsisted Doris,
forth loudly. "1 suppose I can choose mny Nippor f:h‘ilﬂkh:!d*

fiiends without your permission, Chambers? “What’s the argument ?” he inquired. “I
(lear out of the way, yvou Fifth Form ass!” tdon't want to butt in, girls, but if there's
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lo be scttied, perhaps 1 can | ticular at times. But why are you girls leok-

any IlUth—

obhige 77’
“Begad! And you can count on me, teo!”

odered S Montie generously.

_Both the gitls hesitated.  Down in the

I'mmangle, near the Ancient House, they could

see  kMdward Oswald Handforth and DBect.
Hicks. They had witnessed the arrival of
the Austin Seven, containing Handforth's

remarkable new chum, and they had recog
nised that ragped youth at once—at least,
Doris had done so, and now lrene was just
A% Eure.

The girls bad said nothing whalever to
Nipllwr, or to any other St. I'rank’s fellows,
of that adventure on the Bannington road.
Irene had felt that 1t would sound hke boast-
g, 1f she had told the story. Perhaps the
feilows  wouldn’t have believed her—they
wouldn’'t have credited that she had actually
“bested V' the young footpad. And so Irene
had pledged Doris to silence. Now, however,
the situation was different.

“1'd better tell them, Renie!” said Doris,
after a brief pause.

“Oh, but why?” asked Ircne. ““There's
no rcason id

“Yos, there 1s!” insisted Doris firmly:
“If you don't tliink so, loock down there!”

But Irene was alrcady looking, and she
could sce that Handforth and DBert Hicks
wore surrounded by a ecrowd of jJuniors.
(Chambers was there, too. And 1n that
momentary silence Handforth’s voice clearly
came up to the top of the Tower.

“He’s my new friend!"” Ilandforth was
saying. ‘“‘I suppose I can chocse my friends
withont your permission, Chambers? Clear
out of the way, you Fifth Form ass!”

““ Oh, erumbs!” breathed Doris. *'Did you
hear that, Renie? His new friend!”

“But—but Ted must be mad!"” said Irene,
in dhsmay. |

Handforth’s voice came up to them again:

“I've finished with the Remove! 1'm not
on speaking terms with any of them! o
I've brought my new chum °* tea!l”

The girls watched rather dazedly as they
saw Handforth walking arm in arm with
that voung ruffian. They both disappeared
into the Ancient House.

“ Another of Handy's silly stunts!” said
Nipper grufly. “ By Jove! If it 1sn't just
like him! He'’s made up his muind that every-
body in the Remove is against him, and so
he has chummed up with this ragged fellow!
He probably picked him up in one of the
lanes.”

‘“Handy’s always doing these 1mpulsive
{things—he 15, really!” said Tregellis-West,
with regret. “Of course, the fcllow may be
guite all right—it isn't fair to judge him by
his ragged clothin’, begaud! But I'm atraid
Haudy will get into frightful trouble if any
of the masters see him.” _

“That's just it!" said Nipper. “Things
might be uncomfortable. That stranger is

probably as right as rain, but the masters
might not think so. They're a bit too par-
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g so startled ?" he
Irene and Doris,

" Because that fellow with Ted is a voune
hooligan!” said Irene auickly. “Ile’s a
tramp--a footpad!” k

“Here, 1 say-—draw it
Nipper,

“But he 5! said Doris. “We met him
on the Bannmgton road, on our way home.
e pretended to be crippled, and Renie gave
him a shilling, and then he demanded more.”

went oon, turning to

mild!" protested

“Begad!” murmured Sir Montie.

“Not only that, but he attacked us'
tinued Doris breathlessly.

“He did—what?” said Nipper, his voice
becoming grim. -

" He attacked Renie, anyhow!" said Doris.
“He tried to snateh her bag, and he used
dreadful language, too! 1 tell you he’s a
thief—a tramp—a footpad! Oh, but you ought

COTI3-

to have seen Remie throw him over her
shoulder "

‘ o L | ’

‘Look  here, Doris " begau Irene,

flushing.

“1 can’t help it—I've got to tell them!”
said  Doris firinly.  ““That promise doesn't
hold good now, Renie! You knouw that she’s
been taking lessons in ju-jitsu from Viviaa
Tr;n.'f:ll's?” she went on, turning to Nipper
and Sir Montie, *““Well, she gave that young
teamp something to remember! She threw
nim  clean over—twice! And afier that he
got scared, and bolted. But if Renie hadn't
known ju-jitsu, goodness kuows what would
have happened to us! I tell you, the fellow
1S a rank wrong 'un!”

And thie whole story came out, while Nipper
and Lregellis-West listened with ever-growing
wrath. |

“And Handy has been idiot
"make friends’ with this
Nipper, breathing hard., “It’s just like him,
ct course—I dare say he’s swallowed the
chap’s story, hook, line and sinker! Any-
body can fool Handy with a *‘hard luck'
yarn! Ofi course, something will have to be
done!”’

“Weli, we thought it only right to tell
you!” said Doris.

" Of course it was right,"” nodded Nipper.
" Thanks awfully, girls! We've pot to rescue
Handy from this young ecrook—and the
sooner we do it, the better!”

enough to
vagrant I said

CHAPTER 14.
Ready [or Action.

T was lucky, indeed,
that the girls had been
on the Clock Tower
Lalcony at that par:
ticular timme. They

had made no mistake about identification.

The ragged youth they had seen with Llandy
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was the same ragged youth who had
attempted to hold them up on the Banning-
ton road. lle was, unquestionably, an unmiti-
grated young hooligan.

“Of course, this makes all the difference,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. ‘1 wasn’t going
(o interfere. If Handy likes to bring ragged
friends into the school, 1t’s h's own business.
And being ragged, in any case, isn’'t detri-
mental to a fellow’s character. The best of
us fall on hard times occasionally.”

“But this boy is a young criminall” said
Irene quickly. “He tried to hold us up—
he attacked us! If a policeman had been
anywhere near, he would have been arrested,

and Y

“Yes, 1 know that,” iuterrupted Nipper.
“He deserves to be arrested! An unulbterable
cad like that, who'll try to take advantage
of unprotected young girls, ought to be horse:
whipped, tool”

“Unprotected is right!” chuckled Doris.
“You ought to have seen Renie!”

“Well, of course, he didn’t know anything
about Henie’s prowess at ju-jitsu!” smiled
Nipper. ‘At least, he didu’t know until 1%
wus too late. Well, we shall have to take
drastic action. We know this chap’s charac-
ter—we know that he’s an out-and-out wrong
'un—and therefore we shall be justified n
pitching him out of the school.”

“1 don’t think we’d better
Irene quietly.

““No, perﬁapﬂ yvou’d better not,” agreed
Nipper. *“There might be a scene—especially
if that rat catches sight of you. Ile’'ll guess
that it was you who gave ixim away.”’

“But it wasn’t sneaking!” said Doris.

“ood gracious, no!” laughed Nipper.
“You’ve done Handy a jolly fine service by
telling us. We shall be able to put him on
the right track. He may be an obstinate
idiot, but we don’t want to see him making
an arrant fool of himself. Come along—
let’s get down.”

Four or five minutes later they were down
in the Triangle, and they found little groups
of fellows talking excitedly together—discuss-
ing Handforth's latest stunt. lrene and Doris
took their bicycles, and departed.

“Just a minute, you fellows!” said Nipper,
as the two girls vanished through the gate-
way. “1 want youl!”

A good few Removites were within earshot,
and they gathered round. They included
Vivian Travers, Jimmy Potts, Fullwood,

stay !’ said

Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey, and Gresham and

Duncan.

“What'’s the trouble?” asked Pitt, as he
noticed Nipper’s grave face. “You're not
worried about Handy, are you?”

“In a way, yes,” replied Nipper. “This
affair 1s more serious than you think.”

Tommy Watson came ptﬁiing through the

crowd. -
“What's the idea ?”” he demanded. ‘ Aren’t

you fellows coming into tea? And where are

the girls? I’ve been getting >verything ready
n Study C—-"
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“Sorry, old man, but the girls have gone,”
said Nipper. “Something's happened.” ke
turned to the others. ‘Do be quiet, all -::;E
vou,”’ he added. "1 tell you, this i1s serious.

And, as briefly as possible, he explained
the circumstances,

“Well, well!” said Travers, at length.
“So our own Handy has chummed up with
a professional bag-snatcher 1"

“Qh, I say, 1it’s too thick!”
(xreshain,

Church and MeClure, who had joined tho
throng, were looking very worried. |

“1 say, the girls must have been mis-
taken !’ said Church. ‘It can’t be the same

protested

fellow! KEven Handforth wouldn’t be 1diot

enough——" |
“But it is the .ame fellow!” broke In

Nipper. “How could they have failed to

recognise him? From the Clock Tower we
could see him as plainly as 1 can see you.
Besides, isn’t it obvious?”
“How 7"’ asked MeClure.
“Well, my dear chap, you !
easily Handy’s ley can be pulled,” said
Nipper. ‘' Haven’t I explained to you how
this young hooligan pretended to be crippleu?
He even deceived Irene and Doris for a
minute or two, with his tale of starvation
and hard luck. Irene gave him a shilling,
and =
“Yes, we're satisfied,” put in Fullwood.
“1 suppose Handy ran across the fellow in
one of the lanes, and got talking to him.
He was in the mood to talk to any stranger.”
“That’s just it!” nodded Nipper. " He’s
got an idea that he’s an outcast here, and
that all hands are turned against him. 5o
he struck up a kind of friendship with this
ragged youth. And I dare say the fellow
‘told him the tale.” You !mow—the usual
thing. No parents—homeless—out of work—
no food for two or three days. Handy, like
the simple cuckoo he is, drank it all in. He
took pity on the fellow, and then he got one
of his fantastical ideas, and brought him here

to teal”

Vivian Travers grinned.

“Txcuse the smile, dear old fellows, but 1
can’t help it!" he chuckled. *“Great Sam-
scn! What a situation! We'd better get a
move on, or we may find our fountain-pens
and silver pencils missing!”

‘“You’ve hit it, Travers!” said Nipper
grimly. “You can be quite sure that this
fallow came to St. Frank’s with Handforth
for the sake of what he could lay his nimble
fingers on. He wants something more than
a4 meal! He’s after loot, and it’s our plain
duty to boot him off the premises!”

“Booting i1s too good for him!” said Gres-
ham hotly. “He attacked those two girls, and

tried to rob them. Why, the fellow ought
to be handed over to the police!l”

“We can’t do that—because we haven’t the
evidence,” said Nipper. ‘““And, naturally,

the girls don’t want to give any iniormation,
We’d better keep mum about that incident.

know how




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 21

As long a3 we pet the clmp out of Ht. Frank’s “T never see'd anvthing like 11! said Dort

we shall have done all that's necessary. Il h:::uzlr:‘:i-lj*, as hoe stared fascinaledly at tho
bet he won't come agamn!”™ table. " Never, voung gent! Lumme, what
And g0 1t was decided. a spread! I've often envied you rich young
Edward Oswald Handforth had been fooled | fellers, but T never thought as 1 should be

¥

by this “new chum ™ of his, but the other
juniors had their eves open, Thanks to the
girls, they knew the full facts. For Hand-
forth’s own sake, this disreputable young
rascal would have to be forcibly removed.

So. after a brief consultation, the “ chuekers-

out " were appointed. They consisted of
Nipper, Travers, Potts, (resham, IFullwood
and Regeio Pitt. Chureh and MceClure

thought 1t advisable to remain out of this.

And =0, while the hLttle party marched
oft towards Study 1), the others remuained
out 1 the I'riangle—ready to witness the

proceedings.

CHAPTER 15.

The Honoured Guest !

ANDFORTH  grinned
in quite his old way.
“Well, my son,
what about 1t?" he
asked breezily.

Bert Hicks was sitting at the table In
Study D, and he was looking bewildered and
over-awed. He sat in his chair, looking up
at Handforth with a dog-like devotion which
Iidward Oswald rather liked. He had always

been sorry that Church and McClure had not
looked upon him as their lord and master.

“It’s—it’s too much, young gent!” mut-
tered Bert huskily., “You didn't ought to
treat me like this 'ere! I ain’t used to it!”

There was a catch in his throat, and he
hung his head.
“Cheecse it!"’ said Handforth uncomfort-

Iﬂ.ﬂ}’, “How many more timoes have | got {n~
tell vou that you're mv chum? I don't want
that ‘ yvoung gent’ business! Pile in, my
lad! Help yourself to anything vou want!”

Without question, Bert Hicks was 2 cun-
ning voung rascal. He was clever, too. He
had thou 1iin‘: carciully before accompanying
Handfor Th into St. I'rank's—and now that he
was here, he was determined to play his game
of bluff for all it was worth,

S0 being an ﬂr:mmphq}tul voung actor—
nis precarious ‘‘profession’’ demanded that
he should be that—he was now fooling Hand-
forth more successfully than ever before.
iver since he had entered Study D, he had
been awe-stricken, He had adopted that dog-
like humility which Handforth found so em-
barrassing—and vet so gratifying, at the
same time,

Having deposited Bert into Study D, Hand-
forth had hurried out, and had returned a few
minaites later, armed with baga, And now the
study table was full of delicacics. The festive
hoard groaned under its weight of rnich and
indigestible foods.

sittin’ at a table like this—=—"

“Pon't talk so much—eat!” mnterrupted
Handforth hriﬁk!y. “Try one of these pork-
pu:w! They're Mrs. Hake's specials!

ort Iicks selected a pork-pie as though

he had never tasted such a delicacy in 31‘
his life. He gave Handforth the impression
that bread erusts had hitherto been  lis

greatest luxury.
All this, of course,

definite objcet 1n view.
Bort was hv no means averse to having a

erood meal while he was here, but his main
object was fto relieve hits host of some money
before parting.,  Bert was beginning to foo
that with his cunning it would not Le a very
difficult task.

“Tea ?” said Handforth checrfully,

was being done with a

“Thank vou kindly, sir!"”’ said Bert, looking
up cagerly., “Tea! I ain't tasted tea for
'.\--E'E]{ﬁ !'.'.* *

Whicl:, of course, was not meri:h- a lie,

but a thundering lie. Actually, in his oW
private mind, Bert had a very poor opinion
of this feed.

But Handiorth'’s pratification was intense
when he saw the eestasy in his guest's cves
as he bit into the pastries, and drank the tea.
At least, Handforth migstook it for ceslasy.
Actunally, it was only & well-assumed imitation
of the real thing.

“Tt must be nice for vou vonng conls to
live in a wonderful place like this.” said Bert,
after n while, as he looked round the room
withh that same air eof awe. “ Lumme!
Blowed if 1t ain’t hke Paracdiise!”

“Oh, 1it's not so bad,"’ admitted Handforth
indulgently.

“Ah, T don't s'pose vou aprreciate 1it,"”’
said Bert, shaking his head. *"DBut me———-
Well, I'm different. I'm a tramp, without no
heme, T ain’t evern eot a place to cleep
to-night—an’ no certainiy of a breakfast to-
morrer., That's e, sir If only I could get
a tob, I'd be happv!" he added, with a sizh,
“But who'll take me, T ain't pot the elothes!
If only I 'ad a decent suit, I might get a
j0b.”

“Pon’t vou worry,
s b H sce vou right, Bert.
you're my chum now."’

Bert Hicks successfully concealed his cun-
nine entisfaction

“It ain't right that you shonld help me,
sir!” he said ecarnestlv. “T1 don't want 1it!
It ain't my way to take charity. No, young
cont!  Please den’t trey to affar mo-

“Rats!"” broke in Handforth, **We don't
want to talk aboul it now, anvhow. Have
some of these sardines. Thev're first-rate!”

Bert greedily took some of the sardines—
althoueh, sceretly, he was in no way enthusi-
astic for Lhem.

“I had a job—once,” he eaid reminiscently.
““I was cabin boy, on one o' them barges that

" aaid Handforth Lightly.
Don't forget that
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goes up an' down the canals. Decent sort Handforth compressed his lips,

o’ job, too. Open air life—just what I like. “They’'re not my pals!” he said wrath-
Plenty o' hard work, an' good plain grub, {lully, “You stay where you are, Bert! Sit
But it didn’t last long. The skipper, ’e died. | down! You're my guest—my chum! As for
An’ although I 'ad a2 matter of a pound saved these chaps, they're a lot of rotten snobs,
up, 1 was broke when I went lookin’ for jand——-"

e

another job.” _“That’s not true, Handy!” interrupted
Nipper quietly. “You know well enough

“How could you have been broke, i1f you
had a pound!”

““I spent it, young gent,’’ said Bert huskily,
“1 spent it—on a wreath for the pore old
«kipper |”

His voice broke slightly, and Handforth
lcoked at him with new warmth., Cartainly,
Bert Hicks did it very well—so well that
Handforth was E-ﬂl'ﬂpﬁ?tﬂ}j’ de-
luded. This ragged fellow was
certainly true blue!l Thrown
out of work, with no prospect ot
another job, he had spent his last
pound on a wreath for his late
employer!  Handforth w a =
greatly impressed.

Trnen came a tramp of feet out
in the corridor, and Handiorih
frowned as the door suddenly
opened. He looked round, and
saw Nipper there, with Travers
and Gresham and several others
behina him. They were all look-
ing into the tudy.

It was a strange scene they
razed upon.

Handlorth was sitting at one
end of the table, with Bert
Hicks at the other. And thero
was Dert, pushing sardines into
his mouth with his knife. In his
other hand he held a saucer full
of tea. DBut although he was
considerably startled by this in-
vasion, he continued his meal
without 1nterruption.

Hand{orth swung round, and
glared at the intruders.

“I've made up my mind not
to speak to any of you fellows
again!” he said grimly. “But
as yvou've come barging in here,
I can’t help myself! Clear out! That's ail
I’ve got to ray—clear out !”

* Leok here, Handy-—

- “*This 13 my study, and this chap here 1s
my chum!”’ said Handforth defiantly. I
don't want any criticisms or advice! You can
all go and mind your own business!”

e LA R R

e

JrsInEne

2

CHAPTER 16,
The Order of the Boot !

W) ERT HICKS rose un-
steadily to his feet.
“I'd Dbetter go,

young gent!’ he mut- | While Handforth was held back by five juniors, B
tered sorrowfully, “1| **You—you rotters ! ’’ panted the Study D leader

a3

can ses I ain't wanted by vour swell pals! his own good 3 he d
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that we're not snobbish., But we happen to Nipper tried to remain calm.

know that this fcliow i,:a not fit to associato “Look here, Handy, you're being fooled,”
x-.-:ithumant SDEILEF“"".t, n g Jod Huind he said steadily. “We know that this fellow
oW 4o you know it {" demands unti~1is nothing more nor less than a young crim-

forth, with wunusual sharpness. “You've inal, and he’s been pulling the wool over
| We want to give you the straight
tip, before any of the masters or prefects ”

“Blow the masters and prefects?’ inter-
rupted Handforth fiercely. “ And blow you!
By George! 1 never thought it of you,
Nipper! 1 never thought it of vou other
fellows, either! Just because this new friend
of mme is ragged, you're against him!”

“It’s not because of that!’”’ said Nipper.
“1 tell you, we know per}—ncu}'

we]I” that the young hooligan
“"Don’t you call nfy friend a
young hooligan!” roared Hand-
forth, “It’s all right, Bert—
you stay there! I'm disgusted
with these chaps!” he added

bitterly. “They’re snobs—all of
them!  Misesable, unutterable
snobs! They're down on you
just because you're. on your
uppers! Well, it’s made me

more determined than ever to
be your chum!”

Nipper strode forward, and
seized Handforth by the arm.

“Look here, Handy, be sens-
sible!” he said “We're the
last fellows in the world to be
down on a man because he is

poor or ragged. But this so-
called friend of yours is——"

*“1 don’t want to hear!” in-
terrupted Handforth, wrenching
himseld away. “I won’t listen !
You've mnever seen the chap
before in your lives, so vou can’t
kid me that you know anvythin
about him! He's ragged, ang
he’'s broke. That's why vou’re
down on him! Well, I'm not
down on him—I'm not so jolly
stuck up !’

“Yes, my dear chap, but——"

“Don’t you * dear chap’ me!l”
thundered Handforth. “Pve
done with the lot of you! This
make me more firm than ever!
I'm going to choose my own
friends 1n  future—and Bert
Hicks 1s the first!”

He was boiling with 1ndig-
nation at this invasion, and he
wouldn’t allow Nipper, or any
of the others, to get a word In
edgeways. He refused to listen
to the truth, and although soma
of the fellows tried to shout it
out to him, he drowned {heir

: . | . »
never seen him before! He's a stranger to | vour eyes.

vou! Ilow can you know anything about
him 7"

e = =~ words by his own shouting. In
- - —— the end, Bert Hicks clutched st

ed, hustled towards the door, and forced out of the study. his arm,
> He didn’t realise that the juniors were doing this for “Let me go, young gent!” he

Bert Hicks was really a raseal. pnlecaded, “I can see I ain’t
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wanted! It would hurt me eruel if you got
into trouble over me,” he went on earnestly.
“*1 couldn't stand that, sir—honest, |
couldn’t !”

“You smooth-tongued rascal!” said Nip-
per hotly. “That soft soap won't deceive
us i

But Handforth was interrupting again;
he was forcing Bert Hicks back, and was
standing 1n front of him,

“This chap 1s my pal—and T'm standing
by him!” he said passionately, *I don’t
care what trouble I get into! When I make
a friend, I stand by him! I'll knock down
the first fellow who tries to touch him!”

If the Removites had been less exeited,
they might have admired Handforth's lovai
attitude. It was misplaced lovalty, no doubt,
but there fvas something rather fine 1n his
valiant stand. However, the 1invaders were
thoroughly exasperated by Handforth's obsti-
F?.c:t:, and they were in no mood {o indulge
1T

“Come on—we've had enough of this!”
said Nipper. “All together, von fellows!”

“Rather!” said Fullwood,

Therc was a rush. They were determined
to get Bert Hicks out of the school before
Handforth got himself into serious troubln.
It was Nipper's desire to warn the young
rufftan off the premises—to escort him out-
side. DBut the other Removites were not
quite so moderate. They remembered that
Hicks had made a vicions attack upon two
voung girls, and so they felt that there was
every justifieation for their violence.

Handforth was swept out of the wav, 1In
spite of his determined attempt to defend
his guest. Bert Hicks was seized, hustled
towards the door, and foreed outside. Hand-
forth yelied and struggled, but it was uo
good. He was held back by five juniors.

“You—vou rotterz!”’ panted the leader of
Study D. “You snobs! Lemme go! You're
not going to chuck that chap d

out !
- Borry, old man—but he's out !" said Full
wood grimly. -*“And you ought to thank us
for what we're doing!” -

But Handforth, judging by his remarks,
had other ideas ou gratitude. While he
struggled and raved, Bert Hicks was rushed
out into the Triangle. Shouts went up from
the juniors out there as soon as he appeared,
They surged round, excited and eager.

““Stand clear, you chaps!” shouted Nip
per “We don't want to turn this into a
rag. Gangway, there!" |

Bert, 1n the grip of half a dozen fellows,
was about to let fly with some of his choicest
language, when he saw that Handforth was
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now plunging out of the Ancient House, and
Bert imumedhately changed his tacties. ‘

“All right, voung gents, I'll go quietly !’
he shouted, so that Handforth could hear.
“It's 'ard lines on a poor cove like me,
but I understand! 1 ain't wanted—an’ 1'm
glad to go, if it means that my swell friend
is goin' to be saved from trouble!”

He said all this in a sad, resigned way, and
it sounded very effective. Handforth, as ke
heard the words, gave a fresh roar of indig-
nation. .

“You rotters!” he bellowed, charging for-
ward. *Can’t vou sce that the poor chap
is genuine *”

Nipper piucked at IHandforth'’s arm, as bhe
rushed by,

“Steady, Handy !” said the Remove cap-
tain carnestly. “1 just want ten words with
vou—ten serious words, old man! I can
explain the whole thing——"

“Let me go!” panted Handforth harshly,
“I won't listen—do vou hear? 1 wont
listen!”

He tore himself awav and ran after tho
erowd, while Nipper bit his lip, and stood
there watching., By this time, Bert Hicks
had been hustled outside into the lanc, and
the juniors had allowed him to go. IDNipper
was glad that there had been no actual rag:

ing.

. The fellow had been thrown off the pre
miscs, and that wans enough.

CHAPTER 17.
Hﬂndfurth's Promisa |

OILING with anger,
Edward Oswald
Handlorth fought his
way  through tho
crowd of juniors at

the gates, and once out in the lane he could

see Bert Hicks limping forlornly away.

Handlorth turned upon the Removites in
a fine fury.

“You cads!” he panied. *“You snobs!
I never thought you were such unutterable
rotters! Kicking a chap when he's down!"

Church, breathing hard, stepped forward,

“You don't understand, Handy !” he saifl.
“Why wont vou listen? 'That fellow isn't
genume ! He's been fooling you all the time
“T'vo finished with you all!” said Hand-
forth tensely

“But, Handy, the fellow is a common foot-
Fad 7 urged Church. ““Only this afternoon
e stopped Irene and Doris on the Banning.
ton road, and tried to rob them <.

But Handforth wasn't listening—he was
talking loudly, and even now he heard
nothing of the story. He didn’t want to hear
it. He had made up his mind that Bert
Hicks was descrving of his friendship, and
he was satisfied. It was characteristic of
Handy to be confident of his own judgment
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never before had his perversity and stubborn-
ness been so  apparent.

He was mexpressibly shocked. He honestly
believed that these fellows—ineluding Chureh
and McClure, his old chums—were snobbish.
He believed that they had kicked Bert Hicks
out because he was merely ragged. And
Handforth was stunned by this thought. His
bitterness against the Remove was immeasur
ablv intensified.

LT'hus, owing solely to his own blindness
and obstinacy, he still had faith in the young
scamp who had been deservedly pitched off
the school premises. He ran down the lane,
calling to his new ““chum.”

“Oh, what’'s the wuse?” said Church,
appealing helplessly to the air. “What ean
you do with a chap like that?”

“Nothing I said MeClure thickly., ““ Blow
him! I'm fed up with him!?”

“And so say all of us!” growled Full
wood. “ Anyhow, we've got rid of the rascal,
and he’ll never have the nerve to come back.

That’s one consolation !’

So thie juniors, feeling that they had done
their duty, went indoors to tea. Happily,
no masters or prefects came along to make
inquiries, and so the incident was over.
Even Nipper was satisfied that Hicks wonld
not dare to come back, no matter what the
pig-headed Handforth said to him.

IHicks himself was feeling both relieved
and exasperated. He was relieved because
he had got out of the school without any

bodtly hurt—and he was exasperated because
he had not yet “touched ” his vietim. But
perhaps this latter trouble could be put right.

For Handforth had just overtaken Bert,
and he was now pulling him to a standstill.

“The cads!” said Handforth breathlessly.
“Don’t take any notice of them, Bert! 1
want you to be my friend—more than ever
now! I've finished with them for good!”

“But 1t ain’t fair, sir!” said Hicks, with
a gulp. “I've got you into trouble! After
you've been so kind to me, too! Oh, I could
kick myself, young gent! Maybe they ain’t
to be blamed. I'm all rags an’ tatters—an’
they think I'm no good. ell, I don’t bear
them no il-will” =

This was exactly the stuff to give Hand-
forth.

“You're true blue, Bert!” he gaid warmly.
“You’ve proved that, old man, By George!
You’ve taken the whole thing splendidly!”

Bert's hopes began to rise. Now was the
time, surely, when the “touching » parting
must takec}')]ﬂ,ﬂe. But again Bert Hicks was
unprepared for the unexpectedness of Hand-
forth .

‘“Let me go my own way, sir!” said Bert
sorrowfully. *“It’'s good of you to call me
your friend, an’ I can’t tell you ’ow T appre-
ciate 1t. But yon’ve got your world, sir, an’
I’ve got mine. Let me take to the road
?‘g[f'ii]’ an’ mebbe I shall be able to get a
ob.

l “Rats!” sarxd Handforth 1mpulsively.
“You can’t get a job this evening.”
'“I” might get one to-morror, young

gent
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“And where are you going to sleep to-
night ¥’ demanded Handf{orth. ‘" And what

about your supper?”
Bert was silent—waiting for developments.

Hang this young fool of a toff! Why didn't
he come out with some money ?

But Handforth had his own original ideas.

“Look herc, Bert, my lad!” he said con-
fidentially. *“'I want to make the other chaps
believe that I've finished with you. Seol
For this evening, anyway. To-morrow
they'll get a surprise, perhaps!?”

“But I don’t understand!”
Bert.

“Of course you don't!” grinned Hand-
forth., ““But look here! You’ve got no sup-
per to-night—and nowhere to sleep! All

right! Come back to St. Frank'’s at half-
past ten.”

prutt‘:sted

“Eh?” gasped the young scamp. “I can't
do that, young I was thinkin' that

mebbe
an’
“T'Il help you all right!” broke in Hand-
forth, “I'm going to help you all T can,
Bert 1"
“That's very kind of I'd be
glad of a few shil &

*We'll talk about this later—in private,”
said Handforth, full of his own schemes.
“Come back to the school after lights out.
Be outside the window of Study D at half-
past ten, You know the window, don’t you?
You've only got to get into the West Square
through the left-hand arch as you come into

the Triangle—and you’ll easily spot the win-
dow of Study D.” i

“But why ?7"" asked Bert, becoming secretly
exasperated. “I daresn’t come back, sir!
It would be a lot better if you——""

“It’'ll be as easy as winking!” said Hand-
forth. “Everything will be guiet at hali-
past ten, and it'll] %E pitch dark, too. You
come into the West Square, and I'll be st
the window of Study D-—waiting. You
can’t miss me. Then I'll let you in, and
I'll have a big supper for you. Yes, by
(xeorge, and you can sleep in the study,

!!F

tQESIEEP there | gasped the startled rascal.

“Why not?” chuckled Handforth. “I'll
bring down some blankets and things, and
make you nice and cemfy. You’ll be able to
slip off 1n the early merning, and nobody will
be the wiser. Then we can arrange to meet
somewhere to-morrow—and make g'ash nlans,

%'Ent ! :
youd help me®*on my way a bif,

you, sir!

Sce? I've got it all worked out1”
“Lumme! But I don’t sce ’ow I can
come——""

“Yes, vou can!” sgaid Handforth, with a
start. “M{ hat! Here comes old Crowell |
I mustn’t let him see me talking to you!
Sa long, Bert! And don’t forget—half-past
ten! I’ll be waiting for you at the window
of Study D |”

Without another word, Handforth turned
on his heel and strode off, s step light and
springy. He hadn’t the slightest doubt that
Bert Hicks would come, according to the

arrangement,
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For Handforth had made up his mind to Bert had gone off into Bellton Wood now,
help this “waif ”’ to the full extent of his {and he was trudging along the footpath.
POWET, His whole plan had failed. e had only

But the waif had very different ideas, At | gone with Handforth to St. Frank's because
the moment, indeed, he was the most thor- | he had had hopes of laying his nimble fingers
n::lig'E‘t[}* disgusted person in the whole county | on to some money,
of Sussex | And now he had nothing to show for his
Z7 pains |
-"'-11'.

A wasted afterncon—without the slightest
’g prospect of converting this failure mto a suc-
; " MI I'F

CHAPTER 18. eSS, _FGI’ Bert, cf course, hadn't the faintest
Birds of a Feather ! | 'Pfention of returning to St. I'rank’s aficr

darkness.

“ HE vOUn fool 17 He wouldn’t be mad enough to do a thing
snarled Bort vicious!y. | like that. And he was filled with amazemoent

“The blamed idiot! | 8t Handlorth’s attitude towards him. But

Arter all my trouble, | then, of course, Handlorth hadn’t explained

I'm done! An’ | things to Bert.  Handforth had made no

thought ’e was good enough for a couple o' |mention of his feud 7 with the Remove,
quid, at the least!” and of his own exile, Had Bert Hicks known

As he spoke he kicked violently against a of these things, he might have undeistcad
tutt of grass, and his grubby, cunmnp,r face | better. .

was flushed with resentment and anger. As it was, he was puzzied. Jle set
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Handforth down as a crank. The idiot was ,But the young ijit done me brown, proper.”
obviously "touched.” And as for going back And, while Jed Monks and Bill Weenen
to the school at half-past ten, and sleeping | busied themselves with the camp, Bert to!d
in that studyv—why, the idea was fantastic. the whole story.

For one thing, 1t was too risky. If some- tHe was feeling better after he had given
body spotted hun getting into the school |all the details. By that time, too, the camp
premises, he would be collared and handed | was well made, and a erackling wood fire
over to the police. They wouldn’t believe | was burning in the eclearing. Kippers wert

him when he explained that he was there
at the invitation of one of the boys. Even
#f Handforth stood up for him, it might not
help him. No, it wasn't worth the risk, At
the most, he could only get a pound or two
out of that fool boyv; and for the sake of a
pound or two, Bert wasn’t going to chance
his liberty.

When Bert got into the middle of the
wood, mn one of the loneliest spots, he sat
down on an old tree stump, and waited.
Kvery now and again he looked up, as though
he expected somebody. His brow was black
and sullen, and he was thoroughly fed-up.

Now and agamn he got to his feet and paced
up and down, looking through the trees
keenly, and listening. It was
when at last he heard sounds o

““About time, tool”
savagely.,

He caught sight of two men amongst the
trecs — two  disreputable-locking fellows,
almost as ragged as himself. They were both
pushing a well-loaded coster’s barrow, and

movements.
muttered DBert

rowing dusk

face.

sizzling in a big frying-pan, and the air was
illed with an E pgrisinéj odour.

"Bo, y'see, didn’t do mnothin’ !’ said
Bert, sprawling back m the dry grass. “’Ard
luck, wasn’t 1t, Jed 7"’

“A'his ere kid—"Andy, as you calls ’im—
was took in, eh?” asked Jed thoughtfully, as
he turned the kippers. “’E thinks you're a
genuine case, eh 7"’

- ’Cﬂurse_ ’Ei does !” said Bert.
casy as winkin’,

“It was as
I fooled the kid proper.
But what’s the good? D’you think I’'m goin'
back to that schoel to-night 7"

“That’s just what you are goin’ to do!”
satd Jed Monks slewly.

“"HKre, come off !’

“Why, vou yeung fﬂul; vou don’t scem to
realise what this means!” said Jed, bending
forward, his eyes gleaming out of his wizened
“You ain't get no imagination! Just
because you didn’t touech the swell kid for a
quid or two, you think the game’s over.
Why, boy, it ain’t started !”’

Bert looked a hit scared.

were dusty and tired-looking.

“We thought you’d be ’ere fust, kid!"

said one of the men wearily.

“Look at 'im !’ growled the other.
young swab!
an’ give us a ‘and with the barrer

“Oh, don’t start croakin’, Jed!” said Bert
Hicks. “If you two ain’t strong enough to
push that barrer, then you ought to be!

x LH.E}?

:I'.!'.l'

This 1s the place we arranged for camp, finto a swell school like that!

ath’'t 1t ¥’

“Yus!” said Jed, as the barrow cameo to
a halt.

Jed Monks was a thin, wizened-looking
rascal of nondescript age. His face was
leathery, and he was a tramp from the crown
of his head to the toes. 'The other man was
much vounger, a burly, ruffianlv-looking
specimen, with several days’ growth of beard
on his cHin.

“Well, we ain’'t done much to-day, kid!”
said Jed Monks, as he started unloading.
“Now then, Bill—lend a ’and! We wart to
get the tent up. Looks a bit like rain. An’
what sabout some sticks for the fire, young

Bert?  Ain’t you collected any, you lazy

rat 77’
Bert grunted.
“You an’ Bill Weenen expect me to do

all the work!” ho said savagely. *“I've ’ad
a rotten day, Jed! Ain’t done a thing!”

“Didn’t expect you would!” said old Jed,
with a sniff., “ You’d best stick with us to-
morrer, instead of goin’ off on yer own.
You never do no good by verself !”

“1I come jolly near touchin’ two or threo
quid t’-day, any’ow !” said Bert. “I got ’old
of one o them school kids—proper mug, too,
[ thought 1t was all right until this evenin’.

Bert !

“Look ’ere, Jed, I ain’t ’avmm’ nothin’ to
do with it!” he said uneasily, * You've
made me do things afere, but vou won’t
make me do this! Why, I might get

Pity ’e ecouldn’t come along | pinched!”

“Pinched be blowed!” said the elder
man. " See here, Bert, you've got to go back
dt ’arf-past ten, just as the young toff said!
Understand ? Think of 1t! A chance to get
And a young
ijit to ’elp you! ’E’'s goin’ to leave you
there all night, an’ 'e an’t goin’ to tell
another soul! 'E believes in you—'e thinks
you're genuine ! Why, where’s your imagina-
tion ¥ Can’t you see 1t’s the {:iggest thing
wo've struck for months?”

Bert Hicks was now thoroughly startled.

“You—you mean——" he began hoarsely,

* Listen to me!” said Jed, his eyes gleam-
ing evilly. " An’ hsten carefully, young
'Ere’s your chance to do somethin’

big !”
Thereafter, for a full hour, they talked—
and so important was this talk that they com-

pletelv forgot the sizzaling kippers |

CHAPTER 19.
After Lights Qut !

UST a minute, Handy,
old man!”’

It was later in the
evening, and Nipper
had happened ta run

across Handforth in the lobby. Yor a moment
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it scemed that Handforth was going to take ymade a compact with Bert—a secret come
no nofico. Then he paused, and glanced | puct. He was going to help that unfortunate

rmln1d. | - | youth. What harm could there be, anyhow,
' E:;rpr-akmg t'u me "’ he said gruffly. in _giving DBert a little supper, after lights
Yes, [—" out 7 What wrong would there be 1in asking

“Then don't eall me ‘old man,’ please!”’
Nipper bit his lip; then he smiled. After
all, there” was somethine very naive and
chhildish in Handforth’s behaviour.,

“Why keep it up, Handy #” asked Nipper,
with real friendliness. ‘ Practically every-
body in the Remove 15 ready to——"

“Torgive me?" said Handferth bitterly.
“Well, I've done nothing to forgive! So you
can save your breath!” |

“I wasn’t going to say that—7"

“It doesn’'t matter what vou were going to
say,”’ interrupted Handforth bluntly., *“As |
said before, I've finished with the whele
Remove !

“T was going to talk to vou about that
fellow vou invited into vyour study,” said
Nipper steadily. ‘““Honestly, Handy, that
chap 18 an out-and-out wrong 'un. I want to
give you a word of warning ”

“Bert Hicks 1s myv friend!”’ broke in Hand-
forth fiercely. “Understand that! By
George! You're about the tenth fellow who
has tried to speak to me about Dert Hicks
this evening! T won't liston!”

“But, my dear old chap. it’s not merely a
question of prejudice,’” said Nipper, with rare
patience. ‘“‘We've got positive evidence.”

“T don’t want to hear vour evidence!’ said
Handforth coldly. “And I'm not vour dear
chap, either!”

He turned on his bheel, and strode ofT.

“Put, Handy!"" shouted Nipper., “If you
won't believe me, perhaps wvou'll believe
Irene? It was she who—— Confound the

112

ass |

For Handforth bad turned the corner, and
his fingers were stuffed into his ears—as a
silent indication to Nipper that he did not
want to hsten. Nippor siched, and turned.
He found Vivian Travers contemplating him.
- “ A thankless task, dear old fellow."' said
Travers, ‘“Three times this evening have I
attempted to gain Handforth's ear, All to
no purnose. He has definitely made up his
mind that black 1s white, and he turns a deaf
car to everv friendly voice. It would be far
more profitable to address your remarks to a
oatn-rost 1"

“PBy Jove, T believe vou’re right!” grunted
Nipper, “I'm blessed if he isan't worse than
evor!”

“We are all discovering the same thing.”
murmured Travers, nodding.

In Studv D, Handforth felt very rleased
with himself. He considered that he had
acted strongly—resolutely. Tt was all very
well for these fellows to say that they weren’t
prejudieerd, but  that was rot! Thev'd
never scen Bert Hicks before in all their
lives, so they couldn’t know anything about
Liim. They were all acrainst him beecause he
was dirty and dishevelled,.

Besides, Handforth felt that he couldn't
discuss Bert Hicks with anybody. He had

him to sleep in Study D?  Nobody but
Handforth would know anything about it.

And so, when bedtime came, Handforth
was not troubled by any further overtures
from Nipper or the others. "They were tired
of him.  Chey were tived of being rebulled.
They felt that it didn't matlier now, in any
case—since Bert Hicks had left the school.
and was nol hkely to come back, After such
8 violent ejeetion, the youneg rascal would
probably put a good many miles between him-
self and St. Frank’s by the mormow. In fact,
Bert was practically dismissed from cvery-
vody's mind.

But after lights out, when the Remove
dormitories had quictened down for the night,
and when the school elock had boomed cut
ten-fifteen, Handforth slipped out of bed, and
quietly dressed.

He was as kecen as mustard on this little
scheme of his. TFor the time being, Edward
Oswald was his old self. His heart was of
generous proportions, and nothing pleased
hitn better than to be extending a helping
hand to one less fortunate than himsell.

It didn’t take hiun long to slip a few things
on, and then, with his arms filled with blan-
kets and a pillow, he stole out into the silent
corriddor. Everything was quiet. On tiptoe,
Handforth proceceded towards the staircase,
and then he nadded silently down. There
wasn’t much chance of being discovered. for
everyboedy had finally retired for the night by
this time—except one or two masters, per-
haps, and there was no reason to suppose
that anv of the masters woulyg visit this part
of the House,

Arriving at Study D, Handforth crepl in,
and noiselessly elosed the deor. He breathed
a sigh of relief.

“Well, that’'s all right!” he murmured
cloatingly. “By George! And there goes
the half bour! The poor chap ought to bo
here any munute now. What a life, eh?
Nowhoere fo sleep—no supper! Well, he'll bo
all mght to-might!”’

Juriously enough, Handforth rever doubted
for a moment that Dert Hicks would cormne.
He was supremely confident, He bundled
the pillow and the blankets upon the table,
and walked across to the window.

As quietly as posstble. he unfastened the
catch, and pushed the window open. The
West Square was gloomy and empty. Over in
the West House, one or two gleams showed
in an upper window here and there. Dut,
for the most part, all the buldings werc
dark,

“Hi<t'" breathed HPandforth, rather in
cautiously., ‘““Are vyon there, Bert?”

There was no replyv, but over near Wesl
Arch a shadow scomed to move, Handfort!,

concentrated his atiention upon it, and hie

heart beat more rapidly when he saw a
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Handforth was enormously relieved when, entering the study, he saw that Bert Hicks was still there

fast asleep.

At

black patch creeping ncarer and nearer.
last it resolved itself into a human figure.

“GCood man!” breathed Handforth content-
edly,

The figure came nearer, sidling along the
wall. And then, at last, 1t clambered ner-

vously into the dark study.

“Well, I've come, young gent!"’ came
Bert Hicks' hoarse whisper. “I've been rare
scared about i1t—in case 1 was copped, but
Ym ’'ere!”

“You needn’'t have been scared!”’ said
Handforth. '‘Even if you had been caught
you wouldn’'t have come to any harm.”

“T wasn’t thinking about meself,” muttered
Bert cunningly. “1 was thinkin’, mebbe,
that you'd get into tgouble, sir! I don’t know
’ow to thank you for all you’ve bin doin’ for
me. Especially arter the way them other
youhg gents =

“They’re not young gents!’’ interrupted
Handforth gruffly. ‘““They're a set of cads!
But why talk about them? You stand over
here for a minute, Bert!” '

Handforth was delighted, Exactly as he
had expected, the unfortunate waif had come:
and Handforth was happy in the knowledge
-——or in the belief, at any rate—that his judg-
ment was sound, ©- He softly closed the win-
dow, fastened it, and then drew the curtains.

“Wait a tick!”” he whispered, as he fum-
bled in one of his pockets, and produced a

The other juniors had said that Bert was a rascal, but this proved otherwise.

box of matches, ‘“Here we are! How's

that 7"’

A match flared up, and Bert's startled face
was exuressive of his feelings, He looked

about hfm uneasily.

“It ain’t safe, is it, sir?”
“Not to 'ave a light, I mean

““Safe as houses,”’ smiled Handforth., “I'm
not going to put the electric Light on, of
course—that would be a bit too risky, in case
a few chinks of light got past the curtains.
But nobody will ever see¢ this candle. I’'ve
prepared 1t specially.”

The candle was already on the table—fitted
into a kind of wooden shield, which Hand-
forth had knocked up earlier in the evening.
All the light from the candle was thrown
down upou the table, while the rest of
the study remained in darkness. Thus it was
extremely unlikely that anything would be
noticed from outside,

“There we are!”” said Handforth content-
edly, *“*Now for the grub! I’'ve got vou a
special =upper, Bert, mv lad! Ham sand-
wiches, beef patties, doughnuts, and a couple
of bottles of ginger pop. How will that suit
you ?%’

“Crikey, I ain’'t got no words!’”” muttered
Bert, with a break in his voide. |

He spoke in a fawning tone, too. He was
like a faithful dog, and the unfortunate
Handforth was fooled more thoroughly than
ever bhefore!

hE breathed.




CHAPTER 20.

Doubts !
OMFY 7?7 asked Hand-
forth softly.
“Not ‘art!”” mur-
murcd Bert, with a
grin. “ My, but ain’'t

vou a real toff!”’
‘““Rats!"' said Handforth.

down on his luck!”

The cunning Bert was coiled up in the big
arm-chair, with his feet on one of the other
chairs. Handforth had tucked him up with
blankets, and had made him comfortable with
the pillow—an unwonted luxury for the voung
rascal.

The supper had been disposed ef. and the

time was now well past eleven. Handiorth
had watched with interest while Bert had
piled into the sandwiches and other good
things, In fact, Handforth had *been rather
too interested for Dert's hking., DBert badn't
been particularly hungry, but he had been
compelled to stuff the food down. It was
necessary to give Handiorth the xmpresaiun
that he was half starved. -

“There’'s no reason why vou shouldn't
come to-morrow night,. too!” murmured
Handforth generously., ** And the nmiezht after
that—and the night after that, ioo! Just vou
leave it {o me, Bert! You can alwavs be sure
of a w {‘]{‘ﬂﬂ‘i{" and a jelly good supper, too!"

“You ain't 'arf a decent sort of cove!"' said
Dert, with mock gratitude. “I wish there
was more like vou in this worid, voung gent!
Most always, 1 gets kicks an’ ecuffs.  "Tain't
often T meets a swell o vour sort ¥

“TDon’t keep talking such rot!”’ raid Hand-

forth. uncomfortably. “I want to ask yon
abhout your plans for to-morrow. Have you
got any 7"

“Not as T know of, sir.’
“You're not going out nf the distriet 7
“T suppose I ought to,” replied Bert slowly.
“I mean, 'tain’t richt fer me to stav ’‘ere.
spongin’ on yvou. ’Tain’t fair. Besides, some-
body might get to know, an’ then you’d be
in frouble.”

“How many times have I got to tell you
that we're safe?” asked Handforth. * How
the dickens can anybody know? You don’t
come until after lights out, and you’ll be
gone in the early morning. I supposc there’s
no question about your waking up early?”
he added, as an afterthought.

“Me? said Bert Hicks. “Lor’ luv wvou,
voung gent, 1 couldn’t sleep arter five o’clock,
not even if I tried! I'm allus up at five.

It’s sccond nature to me. Don’t you worry
about that.”

“Well, that’s good,” said Handforth, with
relief. *If you get up at five, and slip
ouft of here any time before half-past five,
you'll be as righit as rain, Nobody will be up

“It's a pity if
I can't do & good turn for a poor chap who's
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at that hour, and you can walk out as boldly
as you please. In fact, the bolder, the beticr,
*]i‘hﬂ;*e s no reason for vou to sneals out, hike a
thie

Bert gave a curious little gulp, but Hand-
forth did not hear it.

“T'll do as you say, young gent!” he said.
“T'll walk out, bold like. An’ you necedn't
worry—l1'll be gone by five o’clock. You car

be quite sure that I shan’t get vow inter
trouble,”

“A fellow doesn’t get into trouble for
doing good,”” said Iandforth lLightly. *3
don’t want to boast about this, Bert, and

it’s all rot for you to say that vou’ll never
be able to thank me. Still, some of the

NEXT WEDNESDAY' AANANANANANY

a Dbit old-fashioned, and

masters here arc
they might kick if they found out the game.
So it's all to the rood to keep mum.”

“You bet 1t 18!" with
conviction.

“Well, anyhow, I'll go for a walk down
the lane alter lessons to-morrow,” said Hand-
forth. "If you want {o sce me aboul any-
thing, Bert, you can meet me there. Any
time between four and five to-morrow after-
noon. It I don’t see you, I shall expect
you here again to-morrow night. See?”

“It’s too good of you!” multered Bert
brokenly. "I "aven’t the ’eart to impose on
vour good nature.”

murinured Bert,
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“Rats and rot!” smiled Handforth. *“Tf
ou’re still in the district to-morrow evening,

ert, don’t forget to come here—for supper
and a bed. Well, I’d better be clearing off

now. It's late., Good-night, old son.”
“Good-night, young gent!” breathed Bert.
“It’s things like this as a cove can’t forget!”™
Handforth blew the candle out, and tiptoed
to the door. He whispered *Good-night!”
again, and then closed the door sileutly. Five

minutes later he was upstairs in bed, happy
and ecountented,

But he didn’t sleep. Midnight struck, and
he was still gazing upwards at the gloomy
celling. Somehow, he couldn’t even close
his eyes. He was very wakeful indeed.

“UNDER A CLOUD!”

Handiorth little dreamed of the trouble
he was storing up for himself when he
made Bert Hicks his friend.

Anyone with half an eye, so to speak,
could see that Hicks was a rascal. Yet
for some inexplicable reason old Handy
won’t see what’s in front of his nose.
That’s Handy all over. But even the

obstinate one~time leader of Study D has
to admit that he’s made a big blunder
~when he discovers that Bert Hicks and a
couple of his rascally pals have ransacked
the school. That discovery, however,
doesn’t come ahout until suspicion has
settled on Handy’s own shoulders. Then
it’s real trouble, big troukle for E.O.H.
Look out for this gripping yarn of school
life and adventure in next week’s bumper

issue.

h e *

“THE AIR PATROL!”

Another fine instalment of this popular
air-adventure story, boys,

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

He was turning over everything that had
happened since he had first met Bert Hicks.
And insistently he kept thinking of the other
Remove fellows. Repeatedly they had tried
to warn him against Bert., Ile was grim as
these thounghts came to him. The rotters!
The snobs! What did they know about [Cert,
anyhow 7

In spite of himself, however, Handforth
found no peace. What did they know? Was
it possible, after all, that there was some-
thing shady about his new friend? Oh, rot!
Bert was as right as rain! Ragged and
grubby, perhaps, but that wasn’t his fault.
What else could be expected of a fellow who
was compelled to tramp the roads, never
knowing when his next meal was coming?
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But there was something inexorable ia the
process of Handforth’s thoughts. He kept
telling himself that everything was all right
and yet, notwithstanding this, doubts were
beginning to ereep into his mind. Doublts!
supposing, after all, this chap was a2 wrong
un 1

Handforth sat up, startled by the very
nature of this thoughs.

It was nridiculous, of course—absolutely
dotty! Still, here was this fellow in the
school—and 1if anything was stolen, Handiorth
would have to pay the piper. It was he whe
nad admitted the stranger into the premises,
and-——

“Oh, rot!” muttered Handflorth stubbornly.
“Of course he’s not a wrong un! I'm a ead
for thinking such a thing! 1t{’s all the fault
of Nipper and Travers and those other chups!
They’ve been trying to turn me against iy
ne v chum!”

He settled himself down again, and com-
posed himself for sleep. But sleep simiply
would not come., At last one o’cleck boomed
solemnly out over the old school, and Hand-
torth knew, then, that his doubts were very
real. He was tortured by them. Had he
done right? Was his judgment sound?

At last he could stand it no longer.

He got out of bed. put his dressing-gown
and slippers on, and padded to the door. His
face was set. He told himself that there
wouldn’t be any harm in ereeping down and
making sure. He just wanted to have a loek
at Bert Hicks again—before finally settling
down for the night. {t couldn’t do any
harm—and that peep, at all events, would

pul an end to these wretched doubts.

e Ly

CHAPTER 21.
The Teast !

IK1l a shadow, Hand-
forth stole silently
down the corridor.
He was extraordinarily
careful, As a rule,
Handforth was blun-

dering and clumsy. He was dreadful lest hia
good-hearted game should be discovered. He
wasn’t thinking of any possjble punishment—
but of the embarrassing situation which would
arise 1f he were called upon to explain. He
hated to be discovered in the act of doing
anybody a good turn.

Before he cot to the end of the corridor
he paused.

An idea had struck him. He was doubtful
for a moment or so, and he almost went on
again. Then, with a little tightening of his
lips, he turned on his heel and retraced his
steps.

“Might as well have it ready, anyhow!™
he murmured. “It seems a roftten sort of
thing, doubting a chap, but—but—— Oh,
well, there’s nothing like being surel”
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Once again he crept into his bed-room.
He was thankful, indeed, that he was occupy-
ing this little room entirely oy himself. IHe
was grateful to Church and McClure for
having cleared out, leaving him in sole pos-
session. The school authorities, of course,
knew nothins of this change, for Handforth’s
dormitory was supposed to accommodate
three. The matron knew, but she had been
‘““squared.” Not that this implies, in any
way, the handing over of a bribe. But the
matron was a wise woman, and when Church
and McClure had confidentially told her that
they were temporarily going into another
dormitory, she felt that the best thing, in
the circumstances, was to wink her eye.

1landforth fumbled about in the dark for
a few moments, and put one or two cbjects
into the pockets of his dressing-gown. Then,
once again, he crept out.

Sleep was impossible for him until he had
been downstairs—until he had taken another
look at his guest. He wanted to be quite,
quito sure that Bert Hicks was trustworthy.
He hated himself for doubting his new chuin,
but the thing simply had to be done.

This time, Handforth had armed himself
with a little electric torch. He had intended
to bring it earlier, but had forgotten 1t. The
battery was very weak, and the torch only
shed a yellowish glow. But it was quite suf-
ficient for Handforth’s purpose. Indeed, the
weakness of its beam was rather an ad-
vantage,

. At last he arrived at Study D. Cautiously,
slowly, he turned the handle of the door,
and applied pressure. For a moment he
thought that the han.le was locked—he be-
lieved that Bert had turned the key. But
no: the door opened at last, giving a little
creak which, in the silence of the night,
sounded to Handforth like a gun-shot.

“My hat!” he breathed, startled.

He waited, his heart beating rapidly. He
expected to hear Bert’'s voice ecalling—in
alarm and fear.

“It’s all right, Bert—only me!” whispered
Handforth reassuringly.

But there was no reply. Then, as he stood
there in the darkness, he heard the sound of
heavy breathing. He pushed the door open
an inch or two, and listened carcfully. It
wasn't merely heavy breathing—but snoring.
It was steady and sound.

“Idiot! Ass! Fathead!” muttered Hand-
forth to himself. “It’s a pity you couldn’t
have a bit more faith in your new pall Of
course he's all right! X was sure of it from
the very first! I'm only a rotter for coming
here and disturbing him like thist”

IIis relief was enormous. All his doubts
had been unwarranted. Yor now he was in
the study, and the faint beam from his elec-
tric torch was playing upon the sleeping figure
in the big chair. There was Bert Hicks,
sound asleep. This was no assumed slumber—
but the real thing.

breathed hard.
thing that he had just done.

e o= A m— T — ch—
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However, Bert had long since grown accus-
tomed te sleeping with “one eye open.”
Whether it was the light on his face, or.
whether Handforth had made some slight.
noise, cannot be told; but Bert suddenly sat
up, blinking.

“Who—who's that?”” he panted, in a hoarse,
frichtened voice.

“Shsssh!” hissed Handforth warningly.

“Is it—you ?"

“Of course it’s me!” said Handforth softly.
“Don’t be =0 jolly scared, Bert!”

“Lumme! You give me a awful turnl!”
said Bert, with perfect truth. “What's the
idea, young gent? I thought you’d gone
to bed? What ’ave you come back for?”

This was a poser, but IHandforth was rcady
for 1t. He could not explain that he had had
doubts regarding Bert’s integrity.

““Oh, nothing!” he whispered. “I-—I just
wanted to sece if evervthing was O.K. Sure
you're comfortable, old man ?”

Bert was inclined to be exasperated—but
he did not dare to show his true feelings.

= E["hat’ﬂ very kind an’ thoughtful of vou,
itrl he said, with assumed gratitude.

Kaney you comin’ down agin, just to see
Fh“t:, rI was all right! Well, you are a good
un '’

Handforth, who was feeling thoroughly un-
cquﬂrtﬂhle—ﬂnd very guilty—switched off
his electric torch,

“That's all right!” he whispered. " Now
that I know you're comfy, I can go to
sleep in peace,”

He hesitated for a moment or two necar
the table. He was doubtful as to whether he
should carry out that idea which had come to
him in the upper corridor. He was angry
with himself for having doubted Bert Hicks.
And the thing that he was now about to do
implied the harbouring of those very same
doubts. As he hesitated, Handforth again
remembered his Form-fellows’ warnings—
warnings which had been most emphatio and
SINCere,

Well, it wouldn’t do any harm. Silently,
he took those objects out of his dressing-

gown pockets, and he placed them on tha
table without making a sound.

) “Well, good-night, Bert!” he murmured.
Awtully sorry to have disturbed wvou, but

I just had to sco that you were nicely
settled.”’

“Thenks, young

gent, good-mght!"”
mumbled Bert sleepily. “Don’t you worry
about me. I'm all right, sir! Never been
s0 comfy 1n all my life afore!”

Handforth went out, and silently closed
the door. And, outside in the passage, ha
He was thinking of the

On the study table he-had placed his watch

—quite a good watch—and some monev. He
had placed these things in such a prominent
position that Bert, when he awoke in the

carly morning daylight, could not fail to
see them!
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Handforth's gaze strayed to the table, and
he took another deep breath.
“I knew 1t!” he said gloatingly. "' By

CHAPTER 2ZZ2.

George!  And those chaps were trying to
The Resuit ! li::lull me hthat Befrt ;'irna ﬂ.h wrong ‘'un! Well,
e's the proof all nght! Not a I
The rising  bell | There, on the table, just as he had left
awoke the cchoes{it was the money. And there, too, was his
ﬁ’lth 1LS un'ﬂr'ﬂlﬂﬂuilﬂ "E"i-'ﬂ.tfﬂh, tiﬂklﬂg E‘,\rﬂg m&rril

note. In many a dor-
mitory, the fellows turned over, grunted, and
made uncomplimentary remarks about rising
bells in general, and this rising bell 1n par
ticular. |

But there was one fellow in the Anclent
House who obeyed that call on the instant.

Fdward Oswald Handforth sat up, blinked,
and then leapt out of bed. It was probably

There was something efse, too.

Handforth walked round the table, and
picked up a sheet of exercise paper. It had
been placed right next to the money—in-
deed, was partially overlapping it—and
there, in the middle of that sheet of paper,
was the one word—"Fhanks)” It w
printed 1n rough characters, and Handfort

knew immediately who had written it.

his record. As a general rule, he treated “Good old Bert!” he murmured. “Jolly
the rising bell with lordly contempt. Why | jecont of him to leave this here!”
worry about it, anyhow? It was only the| That word from Bert Hicks, too, was

first bell! Nobody ever dreamed of getting | signiiicant. It proved, conclusively, that he
up until the Eﬂﬂ_ﬂﬂd hE,U. hi'ld {:Eﬂ-ﬁi.':d to Elﬂ.ng. had been Eblﬂ to see “'hﬂtt -hE'-' was dﬂing on
and even then it was considered bad form to | ¢he table. Thus, he must have seen the

turn out until at least five precious minutes money and the watch. And yet he had left
had elapsed. The scramble in the bath- everything untouched!

rooms, when the juniors finally did get a Handforth swelled with triumph-—and who

move on, was always a mild imitation of | .oyld blame him? He had tested this new

pﬂﬂgﬂmﬂﬂlum“&ﬂd not .ED Iﬂlld, at thﬂ't! friﬂ“d of hiﬁ, ﬂ-nd Bﬂrt hﬂd colne thrﬂugh
V‘! hﬂ“ IIﬂ'ﬂdfﬂrt-h huﬁlﬂd Uu'!:._._ hE’ hﬂd thf" -“!-it!h EFEHE ﬂﬂ!ﬂurﬂ.

House to himself. The first rising bell was | Whatever doubts Handforth may have had

still going, and nobody bad put a foot out |Lefore, they were now cast aside for good
of bed yet. Handforth badn’t even troubled |54 all, Bert Hicks was all right! He was

to dress. He had thrown his dressing-gown |yrye blue—as honest as the day!

on, and he had even forgotten to don his What else was Mandforth to think? Why

slippers. | , :
* : sheuldn’t this vagrant have taken the watch
With bare feet, he skimmed dewn the cor- xod the taeney. Sd hive dlisred off] The

ridor, flew down the stairs three at a time, tomptation must have been very great, and

and raced off to his study. vet he had resisted 1t. He could have got
Ho was still very HIE'EI?E'EF@I- He had |clear away with the spoils, knowing full

ﬁlﬂpf Hk? & ,:tﬂlf': after bidding *Bﬁft Eicks | well that Handforth would never trouble to
Good-night ** for the second time. There | gjve any informatien against him. No, Bert’s

had been no doubts in his mind then. Im- very action in leaving the watch and the
mﬁﬂiﬂtﬂly hiﬂ h'ea‘d hﬂd tﬂﬂﬂhﬂd thﬂ' plilﬂw money thEI'EP prnved th;l'h hE WS h[‘}ﬂgﬁtﬁ‘

he had gone eff into a deep elumber. At least, it was proef enough for Handforih
And now, owing to the abruptness of his | —and that was the main thing.

awakening, he was dull and heavy. More- The blankets and the pillow seemed to be
over, he had had several hours lepped off missmg, however. Handforth looked round

his usual spell. the study, but ceuld see no sign of them.
He opened the door of Study D, and strode | Just for a mement he wondered. Then he

in, It must be confessed that, at that par- | went to the cupboard, and opened it. There,

ticular moment, he was rather Wﬂﬂjiﬁd- 4 neatly folded, were the blankets, with the
Bert Hicks had overslept, and was still here, pillow on top. HMandferth’s eyes glowed.

iﬂe?:n uwn;;ld hihu? ;;hf dickens own trouble | « Bood mani” be said approvingly. “He
E8 = probably thought that some of the domestics

- “Good egg!”’ muttered Handforth, with
intense relief.

He leaned with his back against the study
door, and looked round. Again there had
been no need for his fears. The study was
empty. The curtmns were drawn back, and
the early mornmg sunshine was streaming
into the hittle room. The window was closed,
the big armchair was in its usual place, and
everything was normal.

Bert Hicks, true to his promise, had
departed in the early morning, long before
any members of the domestic staff had
stirred. He had kept faith,

would come in here before T was up. So
he put these things away in the cupboard:
That’s the kind of ¢hap he 8! And those
rotters said that T was a fool for chumming
up with him! 'This settles it! FPve alwa
found that my judgment is soundest In tﬂ
end, and this is good enough for me. I
was a heastly cad to have any rotten thoughte
about Bert!™

He was so pleased with himself that he
even began to lose his resentment against
the Remove He wanted to go upstairs, and
tell everybody all about it. He wanted to

‘gloat openly—to prove, to the whole Remove,
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that his new friend was as straight as a die.
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“Well, what about the swell kid at the

And then, at the thought of the Remove, |school?” he asked abruptly.

he suddenly frowned.

“No, I'm hanged if T will!” he told him-
sclf. " Not likely! They're a crowd of sus-
picious bounders, and I'm blessed if I'm
gomnmg fo have anyvthineg to do with them!
This absolutely settles it! T said I'd finished
with the Remove, and I meant it!"

CHAPTER 23.

The Conspirators !
=

ED  MONEKS pecred
anxiousls through
the undergrowth of

Bellton WWood.

“Can't make 1t out,
“Why don’t the kid come?

ho said. C
He ought to 'a’ bin 'ere an hour ago!

Ball ™

“Young fool's overslep’ hisself, I shouldn’t
wonder !’ satd Bitl Weenen.

“If 'e ‘'as, I'll ’arf skin 'im!”" saxd Jed
savagely, “Arter all our plannin’-—"

“'0Old on! I can 'ear ’'im comin’!”

A moment later, both the men were re-
lieved to sce the figure of Bert Hicks ap-
proaching. Old Jed ran forward, his wizened
face fixed mm a scowl.

“About time, too, kid!” he said harshly.
“I thought vou said you'd be 'ere afore

s1x ” i ‘
“YWhat's

It's nigh on seven now.

“Keep your ‘air on!” said Bert.
the scarc? 1 thought I'd 'ave a httle walk
round afore disturbin’ you. We needed some
breakfast, didn't we?"’

He proudly exhibited a dead chicken. Jed
Monks snatched it, and felt that it was still
WAarm,

“Where did you git this?” he asked sus-

piciously. |
“Garn!" grinned Bert. “A kind lady gave
“Told me I

it me!” he added sarcastically.
- I
could corae for one every mornin'!”

“I don't want none o your sauce, young
Bert!"” said Jed Monks, with a scowl., " An’

look 'ere, it win't safe to do this sort o
thing. Partic’l'y as we've got a big game
on. Where did you git this chicken from?”

“Oh, cut it out!” said Bert, with a snort.
“T didn't take no risks, i1f that’s what vou
mean. The chicken ran right acrorst the
road in front o' me, an’ I couldn’t do nothin’
else but 'elp it through the 'edge. But the
gilly thing went an’ broke its neck tryin’ to
get through!”

Bill Weenen grinned.

“The kid's all right, Jed!” he said, “I'm
n bit pariial to chicken meself—when it's gafe.
*And it over, an’ T'll be pluckin’® 1t !”

But Jed Monks knew Bert too well to
belicve his story. It was far more probable
that Bert bad penetrated a farmvard, or the
chicken-run belonging to a eottager, and Jed
didn’'t believe in taking such risks. How-
ever, he dropped the subject,

Bert didn't reply for a moment. He flung
himself down in the grass, near the fire. The
sun was fltering through the trees, and it
was very pleasant there, 1in that little clearing,

“Well?" said Jed impatiently,

“Oh, chuck 1t!” growled Bert. “There's
nothing to tell. What did you expeet? You
knew what I was goin’ to do, didn't you?
The kid let me in, as arranged, an’ 1 slep’
in that blamed chair until five o'clock. Then
I como away.”

“Then everything’s all right!” said Jed,
with a slow nod. "1 &’pose you used a bit
more soft soap with the voung swell—hey ?”

“Oh, vou needn't worry about 'im—'e’s
as loony as they make 'em,”” said Bert Hicks
bitterlv, “Yes, an’ 1'd like to know what
vou mean, Jed, by tellin’ me to keep my
fingers off any valu'bles. 1 was a darn fool
to give vou any promise larst night.”

“It wasn’t a promise!” said Jed Monks.
“It was an order. I told you that if you
laid your dirty ’ands on anything valu'ble in
the school, I'd tan the life outer you. VWhat’s
bttin' you, any'ow "

“Yes, vou may well arsk!” said Dert sav-
agely, " Look 'ere, Bill!” he added, turn-
ing to the other man. “ What do you think?”

"Ask me!” said Bill briefly,

“When I got up this mornin’, at five
o'clock, I could 'ardly believe me eyes!" said
Dert., ‘*There, on the table, was a watch—
n gold watch, too. Yes, an’ some money,

too! All there—on the table! What do you
think o' that, Bill? Arskin’ to be lifted!”

“You didn't take that watch an' that
money, did you?’’ asked Jed Monks sharply.

“"No—not arter what you said!” growled
Bert, with a sullen look “But I tell you
straight 1t was a ncar thing!”

A gloating light ecame into Jed's old eves.

“Well done, kid—well done!” he said.
ginking his voice. “"Do you know if that
money an’ the watch was there when vou
went to sleep 7V

“Not as 1 knows of,” replied Bert., “I
never saw b, anv ow:e’

“Then 1t was put there a'purpose,” said
Jed, nodding. “That voung swell left it
on the table, so’'s you would be tempted.
Don't vou see, you voung nit? He was
doin” 1t to test you!”

Bert Hicks started,

“Taoimme !’ he said, sitting up. “That's
about it! 'K come down arter I'd gone to
sleep, an' I thought it seemed a bit queer.
'EE must 'a’ come down espeshully to put
that money on the table!"

said Jed Monks

“Sure as vou're alive!”
cunningly. “Don't you see, Bert?  You
loft that money there, an' the watch, too.
Well, when the voung toff comes down this
mornin’ 'e'll be as pleased as a cat with two
t?ils! "I trust vou with anythn’ after
t 'l{"i !!j

e

rikec!” said Bert slowly. “So that's
i
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“Couldn’t you see that at first?” asked
the old man. "That’s why I told you not
to lay your dj.rt:;r.r 'ands on any valu’bles!
Why, the thing’s a cinch now! You've got
this young swell’'s confidence, an’ after this
he'll trust you with any mortal thing!
Nothin'’ m:-u{d ‘ave 'appened better!”

Bert’s eyes were glowing with cunning,
L0O,

“Jed, I b’lieve you're nght"” he sad,
“You better kick me for bein’ such a 11t !
An’ I came nigh on hftin’ that money, too!”

“Well, 1t’s a good job you didn’t!” said
Jed. “What about to-night?”

“It's all right. I can go back at the same
time.*’

"(zood ! said uld Jed. “An' don’t forget,
you've got to git all the informashun you
can. OUne or two wieits, DBert, an’ then we
shall be all set! But we’'ve got to be careful
—we've got to go easy! An’ it all rests
with you, kid!”

“"Doun't you worry about me,” said DBert
complacently., “"I've got that blamed young
fool =m the ’'oller of my ’and, an’ we can
look upon this job as a cert!”

CHAPTER 24.
Not Very Peaceful !

IVIAN

paused in mild sur-
prig¢ on his way
downstairs.

“Well, well!” he
said languidly. “I can quite believe, Hand-
forth, dear Dh.l fellow, that the raiment 1s
comfortable.  But do yvou think that the
masters will approve 7’

Hundforth glared, and made no reply. He
pushed past, on his way upstairs, and was
conscious that he had coloured.

The fact was, he had lingered teco long
in Study D over his thoughts. He had been
rather startlLd, in fact, t-':u hear volces out
in the passage—de rmtmg that some of the
juniors were already down. And here he
was, still in his dressing gown—and bare-
footed |

Ile had to pass a

ood many other juniors
on the way to the dormitory, too, and they
were all full of facetious remarks. They
had forgotten, long since, that they had sent
Handforth to Coventry. In faet, he was
out now, and if he had had less obstinacy
his “feud ” with the Remove would have
been over.

And just tins small matter of his foruet-
fulness changed his whole attitude,

While in Study D, he had toyed with
thﬂll“‘hl.ﬁ of gloating openly over the Re-
movites, He had had a mind to tell the
fell-::nws that he had proved liis new chum’s
integrity.

But just becausc he had forgotten the pas-
sage ug time, and because he was ehipped on

his way upstairs, he shipped back into his

TRAVERS

said Handforth,
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old moroseness. Then and there he told
himself that he would remain aloof. He

was happy in this new friendship of his,
and the Remove could go to the dickens!

As it happened, Church and McClure,
having finished their toilet, were having an
earnest little talk in one of the bath-rooms,
They were alone, for it was practically
breakfast-time, and everyvbody else had gone
down.,

“It’s all very well for us to say that things
can go on as they are,” Church was saying.
“But it’s no good, Maec. The whole situation
1s rotten.”

“"But whut are we to do?”’ asked McClure
helplessly. " Every time we go necar tmf]g(
he tries to bite us! We're willing L.HDI.Ig’h o
take him back on the old terms

“That’s just 1t!” said Church. “We're will-
ing to take him back! And Handy can feel
that that's our attitude, too.”

“1I don’t see what you're getting at,”

“Well, we want to use Eipinma.u}f,” said
Church., "“In other words, our only policy
15 to fool him. We’'ll make him think that
hﬂ’s taking us back. Why not pretend that
we're in the wrong, and that we're sorry
for everythigg?”’

“But, hang it,
prﬂtested Mac.
on his own head

“I know that,’’ said Church, “But just
for the sake of peace. Isn’'t it worth i,
Mac?” |

McClure sighed.

“Yes, by Jove!” he said wearily.

Handforth’s chums were, indeed, tired of
the present situation., Day dragged on after
day, and there was no change. They wanted
to get back into Study D—they wanted to

have their old beds. In a word, they wanted
to resume their normal lives, with Handfﬂrth

as their leader. And, althﬂugh they felt
they were rather weak in doing so, they
were prepared to humour him. After all
it was all for the sake of peace,

As luck would have it, Handforth himself
came charging into the bath-room at that
minute, He was late, and he hadn’t washed

yet. He paused as he caught sight of his
chums Handmg there—right in front of the

very bath that he wanted to use.
‘Do you want the whole giddy room ?”
he asked coldly.

“Handy, old man”’ sald Church, taking a
quick bleath ‘" Look here, let's fﬂrget all
this rotten trouble. We’re both sorry.’’

Handforth stared.

“Sorry?”’ he rcpeated.
trying to get at?"

“"ﬁ. e apologise!” said Church
we've been in the wrong——"’

“There’s no perhaps about it, my
thawing perceptibly.

“ All T cht, then, we have been in the
wrong,” satd Church quickly. “And we
want you to torgive us, Handy. I say, old

isn’t that a bit too thick?”
Hand}' brought everything

“What are you
“Perhaps

lad,”

man, let's be done with all this bickering.”

“Won't yvou forgive us?” asked McClure.
(Concluded on page 44.)



So here vou are again—George Burgess”
(Arundel)—and I can tell you I'm always
glad to see your handwriting, in spite of the
fact that it’s nothing to crow about. But
it’s always very rcadable, and always worth
reading. Thanks very much, George, for
vour promise of a second, and later, photo-
graph, L'll be real glad to have it—especially
from such a consistently good correspondent.

* * *

Your main question—‘‘The Anonymous
Two ""* (Eastbourne)—or, at any rate, the
one most likely to hold interest for a majority
—is this: “Why can't the girls of Moor
View School have a weekly book for girls
at the same price as the * Nelson Lee
Library ’?” Waell, a subject like that has
to be dealt with by my Chief—in other words,
the pood old Editor—as Archie (lenthorne
would say. Personally, I’'m rather disposed
to doubt 1if girls would support such a
paper to the same extent as they do Our
Paper. Nor do I think our readers—particu-
larly you boys—would fall over yourselves to
becomne regular subscribers to it.

L * »

Thanks for wvour very interesting letier,
"Betty ¥ (Melbourne.) Handforth & Co.
were already at St. Frank’s when Nelson
Lee and Nipper arrived there—related in
No., 112 of the Old Paper, dated July 28th,
1917, and entitled, “ Nipper at St. Frank’s.”
Willy Handforth’s advent was deseribed in
No. 386, published week ending October 28th,
1922, under the title of “ Handforth Minor."”
The Moor View girls cantered into the
varns in the story called “A Rod of Iron,”
which formed No. 436 of Our Paper, and
appeared under date, October 13th, 1923.
(ruy Sinclair, of the Sixth, is still at St.
Krank’s, quartered in the East House, shar-
e Simon Kenmore’s study.

w ¥ +

I believe you’ve touched on a really popu-
lar topic—H. Humphries (Wolverhampton)--
as yvou are only one of many hundreds who
have beon clamouring to have *“The 8t.
Frank’s Magazine "’ back again. In fact, the
demand has been so large, end so persistent,
that T believe this little journal—edited and
contributed to entirely by the St. Frank's
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Edwy Seartes Brooks chats

with our readers.

schoolboys  (with  ocecasional contributions
from the Moor View girls)—will be back

with us again beforo the vear is out.
® 3 »

Nothing of the kind—F. C. Camfield (Wood
(areen)—and 1 ho,e what I'm going to say
to you will jolt you—yes, and many more
among you, too—back on to the right track.
So vou think that I "teke up a certain letter,
hind a question in it, aud answer that. Then,
on the strength of having answered ong
question, you let hundreds of others slide,
soothing your conscience with the reflection
that ‘they weren't of interest to more than
one or two readers.” ” 1 repeat, nothing of
the kind.” I never pass an item in any letter
which I honestly feel will be of real interest
to a majority of you. That’s the whole prin-
ciple upou which my chat to you is based,
and I stick to it through thick and thin.
But, here’s your trouble, ¥. C. C.—and also
the trouble of the large number who have
stepped off the track with you. You shoot
at me all sorts of questions which are really
the direct concern of the Editor. The Tditor
13 also the Chief Officer of the St. Frank’s

League. Therefore, will you all please get
this—and never forget it? All purely
cditortal matters, and all purely League

subjects, should be taken up direct with the
liditor and Chief Officer.
-

* €

Your letter was one long grouch,
I'. C. Camfield, but I hope you will now
see that it was entirely unjustifiable, [
have just read it through again, in the
attempt to find one item of general interest
which I can answer. But I cannot—unless
tt’s this: ““Is there anv prospest of an Ameri-
can series yvet?" But, as you say **an ”-—not
“another "—you are cvidently unaware that
two American series have already appeared

in Our Paper.

7
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This Grand Air-Adventure Serial Gets More and

Interesting !

GUY HOWARD, younuest and most intrepid
“scout” I1n the Atlantic Rangers—wnose
duty it 1s to guard the air routes between
Britain and Amcrica—is attached to
Aerodrome D, one of the six huge float-
ing acrodromes placed across the Aflantic
Ocean.  Just recently the biz bullion and
passenger-carrying air  liners have been
attacked by air pirates, whose leader is

VON SCHAUMBERG. The headquarters of
the jirates is unknown. Guy has sworn
to exterminate them, and Von Schau-
berz, on his part, has vowed vengeun e
against Guy for killing one <t his ¢on-
federates. (xity obtains a roving “om
mission, and, discovering the pirates’
headquarters, succeeds in capturing Von
Schaumberyz. The ranger takes Iis

z-lilllllilllllll!lllllllllIllj-.l--.l.-.ll--iI---lIllllIlIlIIIIIIIIllililllllllllillIlliillillllllllllllll.-

“You Will Report at Headquarters ! *’

ITH the dawn, the big twin-engined
ambulance-plane arrived back at

Von Schaumberg’s island base, off
which the E&gﬁ: was lving. It
landed on the flying deck of the powerful
aircralt carrier, and Major Boyd's body was

taken reoverently below,
After a hot bath and breakfast, Guy, who

had returned with the ambulance machine,

obeved a summons to report to Captain ISHi
SOI11.

He found the Commander of the Eaglet C
; _ at the table in his eabin. |
Captain Iillison returned the young ranger’s

scated writing

snap salute with a

“So
quictly,

nod and a grave smule,

vorr arn hark, ITloward!” he

WIIAT'S ALREADY HAPPEXNED:

<a1d

=~~~ Unsuccessful in capturing
Von Schaumberg, the pirate
chiet, plucky young Guy Howard
thinks there can be only one
reason for his being told to
report at Altantic Airways head-
quarters in London—hg 1s to be
dismissed ! But 1s he&

prigsoner to Viadmir, a small whaling
station, but he is relcased by Vorzetzen,
the pirate leader’s chiefl lieutenant, They
take refuge in an out-of-the-way place
named Zedrich, and there YVon Schaumbery
tells his companion that soon he will
“strike Iin a manner which will startle
the world!” Later Guy comes along
accompanied by two other machines.
There 18 a hght; the pirates succeed in

getting away, aund one of Guy's con-
panions, Major DBoyd, is killed. Before

dying the major gives Guy a letler, which
he asks him te deliver to his son in
England. Soon after an ambulance-plans
from H. M. Awrcraft-carrier Eagle comes to
feteh the body of the dead airmnan,

(Now read on.)

LESEESeNENESCNIVEEEININUES RIS NENENNENERERE

“Yes, sir!  And regret (o report the
failure of our mission,” replied Guy grimly,
“No l:*Iumr: attaches to you for that,
Foward,” responded the captain. “Weo
thought three machines sufficient to effect

the capturc of Von Schaumberg. We were,
unfortunately, mistaken,”

_1 Th“r,ﬂ was a certain dryness in Captain
Ellison’s tone as he voiced this latter re-
mark, which was not lost upon Guv.

“ But we'll get himn, sir!” the ranger said.

I’ endeavour to pick up his trail at once.”

L

aptain Ellison looked at him strangeiy.

A . *t P
“T'mm afraid not, Howard ' he replied,

“Following a wireless report, which T put
through after Henderson arrived here yvester-
day afterncon wrth word of Von Schaun-
berg's escape, you are instructed to report
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at Atlantic Airways headquarters in London,  They didn’t want to see him yet, he reflected,

without delay!”

Guy’s hands clenched.
at headguarters without delay.
that mean?
self bitterly—the sack, He had failed to get
Von Schaumberg—had failed to bring in his
man,

“Very good, sir,” he said, and the words
~ost him an cffort. '

(Captain Ellison rose to his feet and handed
fiu:.r a heavily sealed envelope.

“This contains iy own personal report of all
that has transpired since the Kagle was
aordered north to this base of Von Schaum-
berg's,”” he said. “You will hand 1t to Sir
Seton Milvain, president of the Atlantic Air-
wavs, "

“Very good, sir.”

The ranger toock the sealed envelope and
placed 1t carefully in his tunie pocket.

““1 have arranged for you to take one of
our fast fightmg scouts,” went on the cap-
tain.  “You will get off at once.”

“Very goed, sir.”

Guy stepped back, saluted smartly, and
turned towards the door. .

“0Oh, Howard!”

JaptaineEllison, bent over the papers on
his  table, spoke quietly, The ranger
wheeled,

“Yes, sir?” he said.

Captain Ellison looked up, his kindly eyes
on the boy’s grim face,

“T should not be too pessimistic about your
forthcoming  interview at  hcadquarters,
Howard!” he said, “Remember, you have
done well, very well indeed !”

“Thank you, sir,” replied Guy. but he
knew the cheering words were prompted
solely by a feeling of sympathy.

And he wanted no man’s sympathy., He
had failed and he would take his medicine!

The Interview at Headquarters !
OU have Captain Ellison’s report,
girl” ‘
“Yes, here 1t 1s

Y

I‘H

Guy banded the sleek, well-
groomed. soft-footed, sauve-voiced seceretary
the sealed envelope whiech had been given

him by the eommander of the Kagle for de-
livery to Sir Seton Milyain. '

The sceretary took it in a well-manicured
hand, peered curiously at Guy through rim.
loss pince-nez, sighed. then retreated, siﬂftly
closing the door of the luxuriously furnished

watting-room.

The voung ranger crossed fto the window
and stood staring down with unsceing eyes

at the whirling tmffic in Kingsway.

It was two days ago that he bad left the

a trifle bitterly.
He had to report { Captain Ellison's report.
What could | another half an hour to wade through that.
Only one thing, he assured him- | Then he would be summoned to the official
sanctum—and dismissed.

mient

They had just sent for
It would take 'em

He had quite made up his mind as to what
was going to happen. The code of the
rangers was rigid, (Get your man!

Well, he hadn’t-=he'd failed, That was
all there was to it.  He bore no grudge for
what was coming to him but, dash i, he did
feel that, instead of bringing him home, they
‘have allowed him to [follow Von
Schaumberg to the end of the trail.

And what was to happen when he’d been
kicked out by the august assembly of direc-
tors? He could always get 1 job ptloting cn
some of the smaller air routes. But could

he? Perhaps after this he'd be cold shoul-
dered,.
Well, there was always the big Luropean

coemmpantes: Continental  Amrways, Lid.,
Asiatio Airways, Ltd., the Franco-Japancse
Company, whose fast-flying  passenger
machines were amongst the finest in the
world,

But all that would mean taking a job with
the foreigners, and he wanted to fly Dritish
machines with a British company, if possible.

The door opened softly, and the sleck head
of th2 secretary slid round 1t.

“Will vou kindly step this way, sir?’’ he
]‘luﬂ‘i‘:{l.

Guy turned from the window. Of course,
those words were a prelude to a hauling over
the coals and a chucking out.

He followed the secretary along the cor-
ridor to heavy ornate folding-doors. The
secretary knocked discreetly, then stood aside
to usher Guy into the large, magnificently-
fitted directors’ room.

They were seated at a long, polished,
mahogany table were those gentlemen, with

their president. Sir Seton Milvain, at the
head. In front of cach were pens and
papers. It was Sir Seton Milvain who first

spoke, and his voice was very courteous.

“It gives us infinite pleasure to see you
here this morning. Howard.” he said. “In
yvour endeavour to bring Von Schaumberg
and hi3 air pirates to justice veu bave, more

AL

than once, been very near to death'

Guy was silent.  There seemed so little
he could say. But he hoped these dignified
pontlemen weren'§ going to waste too much
time in sugaring the pill of dismissal,

“We have before us,” continued Sir Seton,
“two detailed reports.  One is from Colonel
Malcolm. in command of DD aerodrome, the
other is Captain Ellison’s. Both these
reports speak in the very highest ferms of
your courage and devotion to duty!”

A murmur of assent ran round the direc-

tagle. He had landed at the London Air gl
Pﬂft the previcus evenine, and had, this tors’ table. Guy flushed. _ If Fhlﬂ was :ﬁrﬂm'
morning, reported at the sumptuous offices lud: to the sack then 1t was a sirange

of Atlantic Aiwmrways, 1n Kingsway.

He Lknew that in Sir Seton Milwain’s room
progress.

a full directors’ weeting was 1In

one. PPerhaps, after all

“We are satished,”
“that, directly through your efforts,

went on Sir Seton,

Von



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Schaumberge has been rendered powerless!
IHis gang 18 broken—the majority being
under arrest, the remainder being dead.
Only Von Schaumberg aond his lieatenant,
Vorzetzen, remain at large. They, we con-
fidently expect, will be apprehended within
a verv short time by the police of whatever
country thev make for. The police of the
civilised world have been eircularised with a
full deseription of these two men.”

He pansed and consunlted a. paper on the

table 1 front of him,
YO

for

“ Before reported duty with

‘““ We have decided to promote you from

the rangers, and we are placing you in

command of our super-airship, ZX,1 1"

sald Sir Seton smilingly, and he rose to

his feet and shook hands warmly with
the bewildered Guy.

Atlantic Rangers, Howard,” lhe coutinued,
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and highly efficient pilot, whose devotion
and loyvalty to our interests has carned the
unstinted appreciation and deep gratitude of
my cotleagues and myself [” "

Again a murmur of approbation punctu-
ated Sir Seton’s words.

“We have, therefore, Howard,” continued
Sir Seton quietly, “decided unanimously to
promote you from the rangers and, as sonie
token of our confidence in you, we are plac-
ing you in command of our super-airship
7ZX.1. which is nearing completion on Salis-

Guy gasped. Ie had heard of ZX.I, the
largest airship in the world, designed execlu-
sively for long trans-continental and trans-
accecanic flights,

“Dut—but, sir,” he stammered, “surely
there are other—other pilets with a better
claimm than—than me?”

bury Plain!”

Sir Seton Milvain smilingly rose to his {cet,

“you had taken a special course in airship| and held out his hand.

navigation 7"
“Yes, sir ! replied Guy wonderingly.
“You may wonder,” went on Sir Seton,

“Not in cur opinion, Howard!” he said.
"We have the greatest of confidence in yon,
and vou have well earned your promotion.

d

with a smile, ““why we bave recalled you| Good luck to you, boy !”

from duty.

by the police 18 merely a matter of time.

You have proved yourself to be a courageous

As T have said, however, we were
convinced that the power of Von Schaum-
berg 1s broken, and that his apprchension

They all shook hands with him, every one
of those austere, dignified gentlemen. One of
them, in fact, so forgot dignity as to pat the
new airship pilot on the back.

“You may have a fortmight’s leave!”

sa1d
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Sir Seton. “Then report at Stonchenge,
where the airship will shortly be ready for
her preliminary trials !

Guy’s. face became suddenly grave.
his pocket-book was Major Boyd's letter,
which he’d pledged himself to deliver.

“1 will take just this afternoon from duty,
if I may, sir?"” he said. “ And will report
at Stonehenge to-morrow. I—I don't want
leave, sir. I’'vo nowhere important to go,
aund I'd only be miscrable!”

“Very good, Howard.
row,’’ sald Sir Seton.

And, out in the corridor again, Guy en-
countered the sleek, smiling secretary.

“Congratulations, sir!” purred that
worthy, and shot back a cuff from the weil-
manicured hand shich he extended to (Guy.

“1 say, did you know—that this was com-
g off 77 demanded the ex-ranger.

The sccevetary coughed gently.

““T—er—had some little knowledge of the
matter,” he murmured.

Report to-mor-

“Come in, my boy.
the
In| father when he died!”

cager eyces, the trembling- hips, |
his hand and, in that clasp, a staunch friend-
ship was born.

boy, went on the IHousemaster.
excused all lessons this afternoon.”

the door.

before he died!” he said.
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“Ah, Boyd,” said the Housemaster kindly.
This 1s Mr. Howard of
Atlantic Rangers. IHe wuas with your

Cuy saw the lad start forward, saw tho
He held oun

“I will leave you with Mr. Howard, my
“You are

With that he left the study, quietly closing
_ Kric laxd his hand on Guy's arm.
“Tell me about him—about dad,” he said

huskily,

And, staring out across the greensward of

the old playing fields, Guy told the story of
that ill-fated dawn when Von Schaumberg
had been run to earth at Zedrieh.
when he had finished, he turned to the boy,
a folded picce of paper in his hand.

And,

“Your father sent this message to you—
“You'll find me

“Oh, had you?” retorted Guy, and tricd | on tho playing fields after you have read it.”

vainly fo conjure up a scowl as he took
the long pink hand. “Well, T wish vou
hadn't been so blessed seeretive! My hat,
vou don't know what I thought was coming
oft | |

The secretary bent forward. + His was the
air of a conspirator,

“It was all arranged,” he brecathed. *“ afier
Colone!l Maleolm's report came through!”

A Promise Kept!

L OYD, Mr. Davis wishes to se¢c you

B in his study !”

The vowe of Mr. Hickson,

Fourth Form master at St. Freda's,

was curiously quiet, curiously gentle. It

was not alwavs thus, but he felt the deepest

sympathy for Eric Boyd, on whom, two days

Leforehand, tragedy had descended with such
crushing suddenness.

The news of the death of Major Bowd,
Eric's father, had come like a bolt from tho
blue. Even now FEric could scarcely believe
it was true. His dad dead-—his best pal.
The Head had suggested that he might like
to go home for a few days. But his fathoer
had becn a widower, and there was no one
at home save an elderly caretaker. So
Eric had stayed on at St. Freda’s, and every-
one, from the skipper of the school to the
erubbiest fag, had been so decent to him—
so jolly decent.

“1 would go at once, my boy!”

“Yos, sirt"

Firic rose and left the Form-room. He had
scarcely been aware, at first, that Mr. Hick-
son was addressing him, Making his way
to the study of Mr. Davis, his Housemaster,
he knocked and entered. Mr. Davis was
standing by the window, which opened on
to the playving-fields. With him was a
voung fellow eclad in the blue uniform and
wearing the golden wings of an Atlantic
Airways pilot,

taken place in the boy.
pale, but his shoulders were squarer and his
head

It was an hour later when Erie joined him
under the old elms. A subtle change had
He was still very

more erect.

“I—I fcel different now,” he said, as he
and Guy paced slowly up and down. "It
scemed so rotten for him to go out like that
—without a word! 'That's what hurt. But
it’s different now—now that I have his
icttor.”

Ho and Guy had tea with Mr. Davis. The
Housemaster was still a young man, and had

served in France with the Air Force during
the war days. He bad known Major Boyd.
out there, and Ponsonby, who was now with
Atlantic Airways.

And, as he talked of those hectic days of
war, recalling deeds of wvalour in the air
which had thrilled the Empire, a flush crept
into Irie's cheeks, for some day he, too, was
going into the Air Foree.

Maybe the Housemaster had a deeper
motive in talking than was apparent. Tt
was with approval that he noted the bov's
cager face. Tor ho knew that the first grief

was over, now, and that Pime, the great
héaler, would do the rest.
IHe talked of Captain DBall, of Captain

Bishop, of others who had died in France.
And he spoke of that strange but gallant
personality who was known throughout
Frauce as the “Mad Major.”

You have heard of him, have you not’
That Britishh officer whose amazing unuraﬁe
o

E

was a by-word both cast and west of t
trenches. You know how he used to go
into the mess a few minutes before lunch
and say: “I'll go up and have a ﬁght now,
if I can find anybody to fight with1”

Time and again he escaped death by a hair
Once. whilst in a captive balloon, taking note
of enemy movements behind the line, he
was shot down in Hames by a (ferman sero-
plane,
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The winch party frantically hauled the
flaming balloon to earth before it was too
late. Out stepped the major. How indig
nant he was with them for pulling him down

before he'd settled with the Boche who had
set him  afire.

S0 back to the aeroplanes he went, voting
the balloons not exciting enough. And one

afternoon he flew over a deserted German
acrodrome.  Indignant because no Boche

machines came up to [(ight him, he dropped
& note, saying:

“I shall come back at three o'clock. Send
somebody up to fight me|”

Back he went at three o’clock. Thirty
minutes later a German machine dropped the
twajor’s uniform on the major’s aerodrome.
Attached to it was a note, the essence of
terseness, but telling its own tale, It stated
SIS

“We fought!”

Thus passed the “Mad Major.” But
wherever airmen gather, there you will hear
tales of his magnificent courage, his suprema
daring, his superb contempt for danger.

Dusk had fallen when eventually Guy bade
Firie good-bye. He had motored down to St.
[Ffreda’s, and as he drove Londonwards again,
ﬂ] full moon swung slowly up into a cloudless
=KY.

Strangely peaceful was the sleeping
countryside that night; the trim hedges, the
dark shadows of wood and copse, the white
rtbbon of roadway stretching ever ahead.

I'he purr of the engine was the only sound
which broke the hush that brooded over all.

And, as Guy passed through quiet villages
and sleeping hamlets, mellowed in the soft
light of the wmwoon, there came to him some
rcalisation of that {j.;reat work of God—the

soul of mighty England
A grey North Sea, there crept towards

the shores of England the shadowy
bulk of a gigantic airship.

Her great cigar-shaped hull was a full
eight hundred and fifty feet in length, and
one hundred and fifty feet in diameter. Be-
low that mighty hull was her long gondola.
divided into c¢abins, berths. dining-rooms, and
lounge, with the control cabin at the front.

Three seven-hundred-and-fifty h.p. Stahl-
[eder engines were slung in their semi-cir-
cular cars on the starboard side of the gon-
dola and three on the port side.

The windows of the brillantly-lighted
lounge, directly in the rear of the control
cabin, wers carefully curtained. Not 2
chink of light betrayed her as, grey and

ghostly, she crept towards the coast.
Yet one momentary beam of light did

Over Englani !

ND that same night, thirty-five thou
sand [cet above the waters of the
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show as the band of Von Schaumberg drew
aside the curtain of his cabin window, and
his bearded face was pressed against the tri-
plex glass, He peered down into the moon-

lit night. Far below was the ey sea,
divided from the darker land mass E;f a thin
he said rumblingly.

white line of breaking water.

“See, Vorzetzen!”
“It 18 England—England against whom I
have sworn to be revenged. They have
caused me to be houn out of all the
civilised countries in the world, and for that
the;' shall suffer—suffer dearly!” |
Vorzetzen nodded. |

“And you will strike—when ?” he asked.

Von 8Bchaumberg let the curtain fall back
into place and turned, gripping his lientenant
suvagely by the arm.,

“With the dawn, I strike!” he snarled.
“And cursed England will know the power
of Von Schaumberg!”

He glanced round his luxuriously-furnished
cabin, with its armchairs, settees, bookecase,
polished tables, gilded fittings, and heavy pile
carpet. The thunder of the great Stablfeder
engines was but a muffled drone inside that
cabin.

“Ah, Vorzetzen!” he said, and now there
was something of pride in his growling tones.
“Ihd I not tell you that T was powerful 7 1
ask you again, what think you of this great
atrship of mine, built for me on the lonely
H[lq:‘ua of the Baltic? Is she not ﬂupurh?
Thirty-five thousand feet now, and she will

rise to forty-two thousand. What aircraft
can reach us here?”

“"No fighting aircraft that I know of!”
grunted Vorzetzen.

Von Schaumberg nodded, rubbing his
hands in self-apprebation.
“No fighting aircraft, as you say!” he

grinned. “And in our bhull wo earry eight
small fighting scouts. By thunder, I have
given vou a floating aerodrome, Vorzetzen,
and when you swoop downwards in your
fighting scont you wi}l have for your com-
rades seven of the finest fighting pilots in
the world "’

He broke off as a bell in the cabin trilled
londly.  Crossing to the table, he unhooked
the receiver of a short-length telephone.

“Yes? he said harshly,

“Zuchtlos speaking from control cabin, str,”
came a guttural voica, “We are passing
over Norwich. Our height is thirty-five
thousand, one hundred feet. Our speed is
one hundred and five miles per hour. We
<hall rcach the borders of Salisbury plain in
eighty minules !’

“Very good, Zuchtlos,” replied Von
Schaumberg. “Keep her going as she is!”

He laid down the receiver on its rest, and
turned to Vorzetzen.

“Bring Kurz here!” he said sharply.

(Many cxeiting tnstalments of this fine
serial have already appeared, but next weelk’s
—in which Von Schaumbergy makes the firsé
move in his scheme of revenge against
Fngland—must surely be reckoned as the
most thrilling yet. FLook out for it, boys/)
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What's It

READER of the old paper who is
following our air story with great
keenness wants to know what it feels
like flying at an altitude of twenty-

five thousand feet. It was fortunate that
Mr. Geo. E. Rochester happened to drop in
to the office for a chat just then. I put the
query to him. By the way, Mr. Rochester
served as a pilot during the Great War, so
I knew his reply would be “straight goods.”
“Twenty-five thousand feet!” he mused.
“Well, I've flown at twenty-three thousand
feet, and the sensation
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Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers:
scnd him one now. Address o to: ,
“ Nelson Lee Library ' Fleetway House, Farring-

The Ilditor,
don Slreet, London, K.C.4,

tho sensation one experiences at great
heights, for height affcets people differently.”

A Cyclist’s Grouse!

“T, J.,” of Reading, spends a lot of his
letsure-tine on his trusty old “jigger,” but
he says that cveling these days 13 anything
but pleasant, T. J. has got it in for theo
motorists—those of the road-hoe variety—for
he says that they whiz along the road as if it
belonged to them, and have very little regard
for the chap on the push-bike, and force him
in to the side of the road as if he were a

beetle, to be crushed on

at that hui%ht must - be sight, Some of what
pretty much thﬂtsﬂ&na == Tt T.1 J. says, Elﬂ'si‘[l'l i3
a 8 a t twenty-hve only too true. ero
thﬁuaand feet. ;iii'mi [ LEAGUE MEMBERS ATre m&tﬂriﬂtﬁ and
tell your correspondent :_ , motorists. There are
t];ﬂtb the Ietiling tis qr;ira | PLEASE NOTE. i :*Eiiﬁt:’i and E‘E'Eﬂiﬂtﬂ, b,}'
of being at rest with e same token.

everything. As a ‘ From now onwards all have often seen fellows
general rule all one correspondence appertain- - on push-bikes roaming

can see below 1s a roll-
ing expanse of snowy
white clouds, just like
a hugo snow-field. Up
aloft there’s an unend-

ing to the

League must be addressed
to : St. Frank’s League, 5,

all over the road, “as
if it belonged to them.”
What 1s more, I have
seen cars  overtakin

the cyclist merchant: %

St. Frank’s

iﬂg m}apa,nsi] }ﬂf ﬁl:lrlue, Tallis HDHSE, Tallls Stf’ﬁﬁt, ;mve dhenrd lEhe prn;
through which ters onge sounding of
the glittering rays of London, E.C.4. | horns to warn the
the sun. Peacefulness - — cyelist that a car wants
sums up the feeling to pass him. But does
better, perhaps. The the chap on the push-

ecarth 1s forgotten; it is out of sight, except
for occasional ghimpses of 1t through the
breaks in the clouds, and save for the pur-
I'in{; of the 'planc’s engine all 1s still. A
feeling of tiredness—a pleasant feeling,
believe me—steals over the chap 1n the
'plane. This 18 due to the rarefied air. As
a general rule, the airman flying at such a
height 1s equipped with an oxygen cylinder,
and the ncceszary apparatus for inhaling the
gas. When he fcels that dreamy fecling

bike take much heed? Not a bit of it! He
still wobbles all over the place until he has
satisfied himself that he's held up the
motorists, and then graciously draws Iin to
his left. I don't say this sort of thing 1s
general, but the bad cyclist is, in my opinion,
just as much in evidence on our roads to-day
as the bad motorist., It behoves the cyclist,
the motor-cychist, and the motorist to observe
the rules of the road at all times, If all
showed that little courtesy on the road, a.

creepine over him, he “doses '’ himself with { great number of accidents would be avoided,

the oxygen, and that revives him. But it's
dificult to give a. very accurate account of

and tempers would be far less strained. 1I'm
not getting at you, T. J., for I imgaine you're
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a careful sort of fellow on a bike, but next
time you're out-of-doors just keep yonr eyes
on the fellows on pu.—zh-hik{*& as well as on
those road-hogs johnnies you complain about,

and see how tHey compare,
L]

The King's Cup!

“Loyal Reader,” of Manchester, wants to
know if Sir Alan Cobham, the famous air-
man, ever won the King's Cup. He did. S
Alan won a 1.000 miles race on August 12th,
1924, flying at an average speed of 1003
miles an hour. His 'plane was a De Hawi-
Jand, fitted with a Siddeley Puma engine.
Iast year the King's Cup was won by Captain
W. 1. Hope, whose average speed was 92.8
miles per hour.

A Driving Licence!

You're quite right, “Masters,” of South-
port. Five shillings 1s the cost of a driving
licence,, whether vou are driving a car or a
motor-cycle. Application for such a licence
should be made to the Council of the County
or Clounty Borougzh in which you reside. The
licence holds good for twelve months,

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Ceorge Jennings, 63, Hathield Road, Strat-
ford, Londen, E.15, wishes to hear from (.
Hurst (Tetgnmouth), or any other reader who
wants back numbers of the N.L.L,

[sidore Goldberg, 6, Sidhey Street, Stepney,
London, E.1, wishes to correspond with
reacders 1n America, ages 15-16.

Goorge M, West, 15, Grunhane, Strood,
Kent, wishes to hear from readers n
Australia, New Zealand, Straits Scttlements,
Honolulu, Suva, Hawail

I’. George, 2, Woodside End, North Finch-
ley, Londeon, N.12, wants numbers of the
N.I..1.. back to November, 1927.

l.en Bowden, 25, 8t John’s Avenue, Harles-
den, London, N.W.10, wants to form a social
club in his distriet, and wounld like to hear
from readers. Also wishes to correspond
with readers in South America and Spain.

W. Stanlev Dean, 43, New Chester Road,
New Ferry, Cheshire, wishes to correspond
with readers (ages 16-18) interested in sport
or autograph collecting; also with readers
m U.S.A., Africa, or any part of lurope.
All letters answered.

Thomas W, (nbbs, 1, Railwav Terrace,
Wool, Dorset, wicshes to hear from readers,
cspecially those overseas, who will join his
Imperial Clorrespondence Club. Will London
chums write to . W. Minde, 100, Dalston
Lane. Dalston, London, E.8, as he is the
club’s London secretary.

Arnold Wade, 5, Crossley Yard, Clack-
heaton, Yorks., wishes to hear from readers
iIn - South America, New Zealand, South
Africa, an<d India, Interested 1mn cycling,
swunming, and football.
~Ralph Bray, 33, The (rescent, Wimble-
aon  Park, Wimbledon, London, S.W.19,

wishes fo  eorrespond  with readers in the
Hdominions.
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Iivic Welie, 18, Baker Stresr, Weston-super-
mare, wants N.L.L.'s. old series, and No. 1 to
No. 68, new seriez, State priwee,

Ivor (roshng, 41, Arno’s BStreet, Knowle,
Bristel, —ishes to correspond with readers
at honie and overseas,

Miss Violet A. Brae, White Rock Cafe,
St. Peter Port, Guernzev, Channel Islands,
would like to hear from girl readers 1n the
Dominiong, also in England.

H. Braec, White Rock Cafe, . St. Peter Port.
Guernsey, Channel Isiands, wishes to hear

ifrom readers in his distriect with the objeet
of forming a football, sports, and =ocial elub.

L
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. There 1s half a cup
=5 of English full cream

milk in every

FREE TRIAL with-
out obligation to buy, JUNO
CYCLES are British throughe
out and sent straight to you
direect¢ om our factory.
WONDERFUL EAsY TERMS.
Superb quality and easy run-
ning. Guaranteed for ever.
Don’. delay. Write for Free

Art Catalogue. Cheapest rouse
in the trade for cycle accessories.

JUNO CYCLE Co. (Dept. U.2.),
188, Bishopsgate, London E.C.2
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But Handforth was shoutimg at the {eop
of hia voice, and be wouldn't hsten,

“That's enough!” he bellowed, o 1
(veorge!  And I nearly took yon buack again!
I thought vou were mn carnest—I thonght
VO rmum{ itle  And here you go, saving
rolten things agamst my chum, Dert !

“PBut that chap 13 a hooligan'! hooted
(‘hinreh,

“"He's a thief ! velled Me(lure,

Handforth took a deep breath., s ¢ues
clinted. Doth his fists shot out, and Churel

and McCUlure went over backward-, L '11-
R o ‘- 25 fortunately, the bath {nb was just belond
. U u;a!';,.'ulr il f.rw L PR . | '!]li.-"H}. and somoe careloss ass had jorgocien 1o

=

ik ’ | . {empty 1t

Hunatorih, thos appealed 1o, mched hike Yot 1
butter before a hot sun, and it almost | i * b _—
~evmied, 1 that moment, that Church and Fully dressed. the two untortunate juniors
\of ’mu Were "[1“”; to work “the miraeleo. | saf In “I[‘ hath, sude by side, and cascades
o, t:-HH Thf* . 1* E"Ii,‘ nt! f'imil ferms with {hen of water :‘[H”'Tl*i‘l SRE N H}II:]. sJloshed  all OV
[cadoer tli-f H” }l*' WOLL ld scon he his old self the floor. l!zltu{iirrth. without another word,
Gl 11”1“ H“ TS of the Remove would turned on s beel and strode out,
hack i L h :IJHi "'»I{f Tare up direetls they There wore three members of the Remove
maviee 'I 1-|i' HU, },Hlifl late for breakfa~t {hat I]i{}I’[JiIIH—IIT-Iii (s

" AH tht" ;r"".F-u‘Hl Handforth  gruffiv. ! hope of a reunion between the chums of
"t Rince svouve .li'm;l{lmﬂ «d, and asked for for: | Study D scemed for ever doomed. - Coertamly
E-Li"l""‘f‘- SR HI" H take vou back.” (C‘hurch and MceClure would 1'11-\':_-1' approach
Ol “geod man P said  Choreh happily, their leader  again, They  had Sdone  ther
.-’H. thoughd a'm-.tru.w;]?fln ]Lituii‘m 1), | all. It was up to Handforth, now, to ask
"ot look here!™ he samd darkly., U Last . for forgivencss ! - 1 |
|

nieht vou fellows fried to tell me that my

| . ; . And Handfortl,, serence in lizs new friend-
new chinn was o WIOHEg 1T, 3 o a1l that

shiap., cared littles He daid not realise swhat

;l 11. Hieks was no good., Do yon still think | 10 was letting himself in for!
B LR 2 - .
( ‘hureh hesirated, st ' ' - Tk FNl, Ry
Do ovou still thotk YT demanded Hand- > R
E-[.]'E E:_ | - ' ff’r.ﬂ."u' |".J|-'|'-r.F IIH:H.F..I',I' .r . Jrj!'.i-'r..f' F.rJ'F:I'F s Ehl‘r.g'.'.l'-ff L
" Well, hang 1. old-man, what ¢lse ave we | Handy!  If he ¢ wihd only see the | frouble
1o Yehfk ™ protested lf"h'iH]l “The whole | hich is in the offing fhrough T USSOCI 00
O | nows th ad the of m,n s an out-and-out {with Bort Hicks heowould droj H’H’H‘ warthy
Jllﬂ} | e i : Like @ hot Drick. Pt Fandy cant. o el &
"B h;t. ‘11"‘]1111 O I]’..i 11”“:'11.1, he has tao suffer. - You will know «ll bt
¥ “r' i!".‘-' l'-t g B3 8 ‘[HH"I. L " -LJ e ﬁ}ll']r'[! ILI L'hll]’rh .P..l’ J'xr 1 :-"’ (T 'f’ N r';u‘!nh"' Lyr};‘n; ;'rfur f.r ;n{‘
(I ‘-]JIE_1-.I.1'I v, “Youwve only got 1o .4-Iu. Tvene, Vewtit?lodd, == TN EN CLOV D! « Mafke
u.'[il'll %':H 'I H‘H \ {101 I.Ii'}‘lu"-. Ihﬁt Li{,] ot }r hi*,.l'uu.i'f ffwh [ .r,a:-' T YT b of “.'{ I'.IF.F;{.*-.'II!'.'F;,J

ﬂﬂH’T BE EHLLIEI}

~end 4d. S HRIETR foaT TWD 5111(*:1{'{'1[1
Lessons 1in .]'11311:511 the woliderfn
b Japane s -He~lf-TJ4_-fu-|:,'| L tand el ndaorme
B U'hato Plate: or Jap J'lll!l:J,I:Iu]!h. Tak»
eore of voursellf 2 “fear-th mahk

. X Ol can haye ""-HJ'H‘»."‘TR Tilus-
jrrated - Fortion for-1P.0. 2.5
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