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Zurrrrh ! Suddenly, with a roaring sound, a stream of red and green points of fire shot out

from beneath the Austin’s chassis. They bombarded Mr, Pyeraft’s legs, and he danced about

like A darvish. ** Stop ! *' he shrieked to Handforth, who was looking on in dire alarm. ‘' Stop
the engine, you young idiot [ "’
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Who’s Going to be Captain of the Remove—Nipper, Handforth, or Chambers ?

RECTION !
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘ The Popular,” every Tuesday.)

Election times are always stirring times, and 1t 1s just the same at St,

Frank’s, when the Remove holds an election for the captaincy of the

Form. With Nipper, Handforth, and Chambers making speeches galore

and doing their best to gain supporters, there’s plenty of excitement and

fun knocking about. You'll enjoy every chapter of this fine school
varn.—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
Excitement in the Air!
FRILT\BE; Romans, countrymen——"

“Hear, hear!”
“ Hurrah !”
“Friends, Romans, countrymen, leud me your ears

“Sorry, old man, we haven’t any ears to-day—they're sold out!"”

““Ha, ha ha !”’

Nipper paunod good-naturedly as a ripple of laughter rang through the audience. It
was a warm July evening, and about twenty Remove fellows were gathered round the
Ancient House steps. in the bright sunshine. Nipper was at the top of the steps,
making his speech. At least, he was trying to make a speech. 8o far, he bhad not met
with much success. :

“Go 1t, Drutus!”

Nipper's eyes gleamed. So far he had quoted Mare Antony's words from ‘“Julius
Ciwesar ’; but it had struck him that it might be a better idea fﬂr him to change to
the role of Drutus. The quotation would be more apt.

“Romans, countrymen and Jovers "

“Bow-wow !

“Hear me for my cause, and be silent that you may liear!” shouted Nipper impres-
sively., “Believe me for mine honour, and have respect to mine Lonour, {mt YOl may
iuhew Censurc me in your wisdom, and awake your senses, that you may be the better
jucdge |
. “Bnghtfuln good, dear old boy!” chuckled Sir ’\Tnntm Tregellis-West., *“It fits the
case exactly —it does, really !”

“Hear, hear!”

“All r;ght Nipper—go ahead!”

“We'll lend you our ears, and listen to your words of wisdom!™

“But dou't let's Mave any more of ¢ Julius Ceesar’|”

y
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“We'll
said Nipper brishly.
in the middle of an election campaign—-

“Vote for Chambers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm not here to make excuses for mysclf,
or to plead for your votes,” continued Nip-
per. “‘In fact, there’s no need for me to
do more than state the brief {acts of the case.
U'nti”lr a few days’ago, I was your captain

—

get down to brass tacks, then!”
‘“As you know, we're

LR

“You are now, old man!”

: “I}:ou"ll be re-elected by a terrific major
1y

There was much enthusiasm in the crowd.
But, as the majority of them were Nipper’s
warmest friends and supporters, not much
could be gauged from this. Reggie Pitt &
Co., of the West House, were present, and
Fullwood and Gresham and Archie Glen-
thorne and Tommy Watson and Fatty Little,
A good few of the rank and file were coming
up, too, and they were listening with interest.

“There's not much “for me to gas about!”
sang out Nipper. “If you’re not satisfied
with the sports, and with the gencral run-
ning of the Remove, you needn’t give me
your votes. To-day 1s Monday, and the
election is to be on Wednesday evening.
There’s plenty of time for you to make up
your minds!”

“They’'re already made up, old man!” said
Gresham,

“My two opponents, Chambers and Hand-
forth, are getting up a big campaign, and
there’ll be so much spouting that you'll be
sick of it before Wednesday,” proceeded
Nipper. ‘“‘My own case is perfectly plain
and straightforward. As the late skipper
of the Remove, I merely ask you to vote for
‘me, so that I can carry on in the same old
way. LEverything was all right until Cham-
bers was sent down from the Fifth-——"

““And everything is all right now, too!”
said Reggie Pitt. “Chambers is only a wind-
bag—a conceited, swelled-headed ass! He's
older than any of us, and he's a lot bigger,
too. But thoe very fact that he was sent
down proves that he's a dunce and a chump.
It’'s like his nerve to stand for the cap-
taincy.”

“He's only standing because he's big and
self-important !’ remarked Fullwood. ‘ He
challenzed Nipper to a fight, and got
knocked out——"

“But Nipper was knocked out, too!™ put
in Hubbard promptly. *‘That’s why there’s
an election.  We're not going to support
Nipper after he’s been down for the count,”

“You silly assi” roared Tommy Watson.
“Chambers only hit Nipper by accident!”
“That doesn’t matter—he was out!”

“Hear, hear!”

“I'm quite agreeable!” said Nipper good-
naturedly. “ It doesn't much nmiter how [
aot knocked out, does it? A clection' is
the safe way of deciding. If you fellows still
have faith in me you'll let me have your
votes, and then I shall be captain again,
with the approval of the majority.”

“It’s a cert for ycu, Nipperl¥

-
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“Oh, rather!”

“ Personally, I'm not so sure of it!” said
Nipper, frowning. “I know that I can rely
upon you fellows. But what about the rest?”

“They’ll come into line!” said Pitt.

“We're up against Travers!” said Nipper
carnestly. “ Chambers is the fellow who is
putting up for the captaincy—but Travers
is the ira,ill behind him. And, as you know,
Travers is a scheming sort of bounder.”

““Schemers never prosper!” satd Fullwood
wisely. - “It doesn’t matter how much
Travers boosts up Chambers, he can’t make
him look anything clse but a figure-head.
We wouldn’t have Chambers for a skipper at
any price! And the only other candidate
is IHandforth 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The shout of laughter which went through
the crowd was sufficient to prove that the
great Edward Oswald Handforth—recently
returned to St. Frank’s—stood little or no
chance of election. Yet it was known that
Handforth was preparing to launch an am-
bitious campaign,

Unfortunately, the Remove preferred to
regard Handforth as a joke. They were
ready to support his meetings, and to give
him every encouragement, but, when it came
to the election, he would probably find that
his votes were few.

But his leg had been made to be pulled,
and the Remove was prepared to pull 1t
until further orders.

Everybody knew that Nipper was solid
and substantial and reliable. The greater
percentage of the fellows had alrencﬁr defi-
nitely made up their minds to vote for their
old skipper, and his speeches, therefore, were
without particular interest. In the mean-
time, there was no reason why they shouldn’t
have as much fun as possible at the expense
of the other candidates.

CHAPTER 2,

Handforth’s Programme |

URRRRH ! |
The sound of an
clectric  motor-hoirn
came to the ears of
the crowd round the
Ancient House steps. It was a familiar note,
and everybody looked round. There could
be no mistaking the buzz of Handforth's
Austin Seven’s hooter.

For several weeks the leader of Study D
had been away from St. Frank's—he hacﬁ’ in
fact, been at St. Jim's—but now he was back
again, and he was entering wholeheartedly
into this election campaign. He had madae
up his mind {o become captain of the Re-
move, and he nad received such encourage-
ment that he really believed that he would
be elected. Ile hadn’t the faintest idea that
most of the fellows had been spoofing him.

They were ready enough to spoof him now,

“It's Handforth!” grinned Fullwood.
“Come on—let’s -Fi_\'e him a2 welcomel”

“Ha, ha, ha!®l tedi ; :




THE. NELSON
“Wait a minute!” roared Nipper. "I
Lhaven't finished my speech!”

“Blow your speech!” grinned Reggic Pitt.
“Wce'll hear you later, old man! Not that
it matters, anyhow—because we're going to
vote for you, speeches or no speeches !

And, chuekling, the majority of the erowd
melted away from Nipper, and went farther
out across the Triang{n. They were just in
time to see Handforth's Austin Seven hum.
- ming scdately round the rear of the chapel.
It swung into the Triangle, and a great yell
went up. It was a yell of langhter, com-
bined with astonishm.ent.

For Handforth's trusty little Auslin was

hardly recognisable,
- Right across the windserecen was a placard ;
“VOTE FOR HANDFORTH'!" And the
sides of the car were plastered with such
legends as: “HANDFORTH, THE LIVE
CANDIDATE,” “VOTE FOR THE
FELLOW WHO KNOWS HOW TO
LEAD!" “HANDFORTH, THE STICKER
~GIVE HIM YOUR VOTES!™

Handforth himself was at the wheel, and,
at the back of the Itttle Austin, Church and
MecClure, his faithful chums, were standing
up on the seat, waving flags. Altogether,
it was an impressive business,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Handy !V

“There's nothing like making a good
show [

Reggie Pitt caught hold of Jack Groy and
Cfastleton and Goodwin, and drew them aside.
One or two other West House juniors came
up, too.

*Everything ready 7 asked Reggie briskly,

“Yes, rather!” grinned Castleton,

“It's a good thing woe had the tip about
this stunt of Handy’s!" went on Reggiec.
“We haven't waited in vain, my sons! Now
then—all together! Let's erowd round the
Austin, and give Handy wholehearted sup-
port! Then he won’t suspeet us!”

“Good egg!”’ chuckled the others.

No sooner had the Austin Seven come to
a standstill, than Pitt & Co. pressed round,
until they were touching the wings and

the body. They raised their caps in the air, |

and cheered vigorously.

“Hurrah!”

“Vote for Handforth!”

“Down with the other candidates!”’

““Speech, Handy—speech !’

The Ancient House juniors too, were join-
ing in the demonstration. It was rather fun
to spoof old Handy like this. The great
Fdward Oswald was now standing up on the
driving seat, for it made an excellent rostruni.
He was looking excited and animated: his
face was flushed, his hair was untidy—as
usual—and his eves were gleaming with a
war-hke fire.

“Stlence for Handy !”

“(o it, Handy, old man!"

Handforth raised his arm, and, as though
by magic, a complete silence fell. The juniors
were so used to pulling Handforth's leg that
they did this sort of thing aulomatically.
And Handforth hadn’t the faintest suspicion.
He really thought that his presence was so
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iupressive that he commanded this silence
and respect. :

“Gentlemen——"" he began,

““Hear, hear!”’ _

“Bravo!”’ s e o

“Gentlemen and fellow-sufferers!” mﬁ‘.ﬁa
Handforth, “I am here before vou as a cham-
pion of liberty——-—"

“Hurrah!”

“1 stand liere. en this platform——— Whoa!
Steady, there! Don't play the fool with this
car, you silly fatheads!"”’

Handforth had negleeted to put the hand-
brake on, although he had stopped the
engine, and somebody had been careless
enough to give the Austin a shove., Hand-
forth rocked precariously, and necarly came
a Ccropper.

“That's better!"" he said, after he had
bent down and pulled the brake on. * Don’t
let's have any more messing about! The
first chap who touches this car will feel the
weight of my fist ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don't intend to say much at tlis meet-

- N

ng——"7

" (iood man!’’

“1 merely intend to oufline my pro-
gramme!"”" roared Handforth i1mpressively.
b ] p

I want vour votes!”

“ Hurrah!”

“And I mean to havo vour votes!" thun-

dered Handforth. “Vote for me, and you'll
vote for the only live candidate! ‘T'he others
arc Dbeneath contempt! I needu’t mention
Chambers at all, because he's only a loud-
mouthed, fatheaded chump.  Nipper, of
course, is different——"’ %

“Thanks!' said Nipper dryly.

“He's a good, sound fellow—but he’s old-
fashioned!” continued Handforth. “His
ideas are mouldy and moth-caten! It's high
ttme that a new, virile leader was chosen for

the Remove. And that leader now stands
before you!"”
“Good old Handy—there's nothing hke

modesty !’
And the ecrowd pressed round,

. enjoying
itself thoroughly.

‘_-. - T

CHAPTER 3.
An Unrehearsed Effect !

T4 DWARD OSWALD
~ HANDIFORTH  was
' much encouraged by
- the enthusiastic cheer-
% ing and shouting.
“If vou elect me as captain, my policy will
bo one - of push-and-go!" he shouled.
“ Understand me clearly, gentlemen! Push
and go! They will be my watchwords!”
“1 can quite believe 1it, old man'!" said
Reggie Pitt, nodding. “If ever vou becoms
skipiper, you'll push everybody you can, and
then go!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"’
“You'll probably push thern in the face!
added Reggie. *““And you won't go until

Py

vou've made them unrecoguisable!
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“*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you silly fathea.!”” roared Hand-
forth, turning red. “When I say ‘ push and
g_;c};]’ 1 mean that I shall be full of vim and—
an ;

“Beans "7 suggested De V.ilerie.

"“No, vou ass, I shan't be full of beans!”
<houted Handforth, *“1I don’t like beans!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” £

“I shall conduct the sports with a strong
hand!”’ continued Handforth. “When I'm
skipper, I'll have no nonsense! Any fellow
who refuses to submit to my authority will
be promptly squashed!”

“Well, it’s just as well to know that!” said
Fullwood., “If we vote for Handy, and get
him elected, we shall all be squashed!”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“I didn’t say that!”’ roared Handforth., “I
said that any fellow who refused to submit
to my authority would be squashed!”’

“Well, we shall all refuse, shan’t
asked Fullwood blandly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There aren’'t any complications about my
campaign !” continuned Handforth loudly, “If
vou'll clect me as captain, I'll throw myself
wholeheartedly into the affairs of the
Remove. I shall be down on smoking and
gambling in every form. I shall make every-
body practice at the nets, and I shall make
it a rule to give everybody a chance at the
cricket and footer.”

“That’s the. style, old son!”’

“There’ll be no waiting about, week afier
week, for a fellow to pick up a game!” roared
Handforth., *“He’'ll ilave Eis turn—just the
same as all the other chaps! Everybody will
play in rotation, with no favouritism !”

“Won't that be rather awkward ?’’ asked
De Valerie. “What about when it comes to
Teddy Long’s turn? What sort of a showing
do you think he'll give ?”’

- “A  good one!” replied Handforth
promptly. ‘“When I've finished with him
Teddy Long will know how to play!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It'll be the same with all the other
slackers!” shouted Handforth. ““There’ll be
no slacking if I become captain! Nipper has
been too easy-going—too generous in  his
methods. I shall be firm—resolute. Slackers
will have a pretty thin time with mc!”’

“Rats!” sanﬁ out Hubbard. “You're more
of a windbag than that ass, Chambers!”

“If you come over here, Arthur Hubbard,
I’'ll punch your nose!” snorted Handforth.

“Thanks all the same—but I'll stay where
I am!” retorted Hubbard.

He was 1in the centre of the little clique
of slackers—mainly consisting of Claude Gore-
Pearce, Gulliver, Bell, and a few more of
the same kidney.

“Why should we stand this 7’ murmured
Gore-Pearce. ‘‘Let’s make him a present!”’

“By gad!” breathed Gulliver. “Let him
have it, then!”

With one accord, the cads pulled their
hands out of their pockets, and let fly.

Whizz—whizz ! :

“As T was saying, gentlemen—

Thud! Splosh!
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Before Handforth could get any further,
an over-ripe apple struck hir. in the neck,
and burst like a miniature bomb. At the
same second, an even more over-ripe egy hit
him in the middle of the chest, and the odour
which arose caused Church and MceClure to
sink back dizzily in the rear seats.

**Ha, ha, ha!”’ yeclled the raggers.

“Chuck it. you asses!’’ said Nipper sharply.
“A joke’s a joke, but there’s no need to——"

WLizz!

Something else went  shooting towards
Handforth, and it struck him on the face and
burst in a cloud of powder. The next second
Handforth was spluttering and choking and
sneczing,

“Pepper!” yelled
away from the car.
“Oh, my hat!"”
“Collar the rotter who threw that bag of

pepper !’

But Gore-Pearce & Co., were fleecing, shriek-
ing with laughrer. In the meantime, Hand-
forth reeled drunkenly, clutching at the top
of the wind-sereen with one hand, and claw-
ing at his face with the other.

“I'm blinded!”’ he gasped. *‘Oh, the cads!
The rotters! 1 can’t see a thing! Every-
thing’s gone black Oh, crikey! My eyes
feel as though they are on fire!”

JIe was in agony, and the juniors pressed

Reggic Pitt, backing

round with real concern,

“All right, Handy—we’ll help you out,
and lead you to the fountain!” said Fullwood.
“This way, old man! You'd better hathe
your eyes as quickly as possible!”

“Absolutely I’ said Archie Glenthorne. “1
mean to say, good gad! Of all the foul and
poisonous schemes, this is the foulest!”’

But Handforth still clutched at the wind-
screen, and waved the juniors back.

“All right—I'm better now!” he gasped,
opening. his eyes and looking dazedly round
him. “I can't see much, but they'll soon get
better. And I’'m going to finish my speech.
I’'m in the middle of an election campaign,
and I can’t allow trifles like this to interfeve.”

“You'd better bathe your eyes, Handy!”
urged Church, who himself had just finished
a ht of sneezing,

“No fear!”’ retorted Handforth., “I'm not
a weakling! I'll bathe my eyes after I've
finished my speech! Now, lemme see!

‘Where was 17’

Handforth was a fellow who always made
light of any hurt. He pretended now that
he was not In much pain—whereas he was
suffering considerable agony. His eyes,
although not seriously injured, were smarting
horribly, and everything seemed to be a blur.
But he continued his speech, shouting loudly
and pretending that he could see as well as
ever,

“Yes, my policy will be one of firmness!™
he said grimly. “Such fellows as Gore-
Pearce and Gulliver and Bell will be held
down, and kept in their places. Under my
rule, they’ll never get the chance of play-
ing any dirty tricks!”

Regpie Pitt & Co., who lhad stuck very
close to the Austin Seyen—suspiciously close
—now moved away. Castleton, indced, had
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just crawled out from beneath the little car,
and nobody had noticed his activities in the
gencral bustle and excitement,

“Come on—let's melt away!"” murmured
Roggie. ‘“‘He says he can see us, but I don’t
believe hie can!"’

The others took the tip. One by one, they
moved further and further away. Handforth,
unaware of these activities, continued spout-
ing—proof positive that his eves were worse
than he made them out to be.

And then, wunfortunately, Nr., Horace
Pyeraft hove in sight, and at the appearauce
of the unpopular master of the Fourth, the
juniors added the finishing touch {o their
disappearing act. They vanished altogether.

But Handforth, unconscious of what had
happened, continued his oration.

—_—

CHAPTER 4.
Rough on Mr, Pycraft!

R. HORACE PY-
CRAFT came to a
standstill, adjusted
his glasses, and
stared.

- “Upon my soul!” he ejaculated, in aston-

ishment,

~ He couldn’t understand it. There was a

Junior schoolboy, standing on the_scat of a

small motor-car, talking at the top of his

voice. ‘The queer part about the whole thing
was that the fellow was talking to the thin
air,

“Good gracious!” said the master of the
Fourth.

He moved nearer, and Handforth blithely
proceeded.  His eyves were feeling much
better now; the pain had nearly gone, but
he kept themn closed, as it was easier. Bul
lie was satisfied that his blindness was only
t.unm;nrar}', and that he was not really 1u-
jured,

“* And that, gentlemen, 1s my programme!”
he shouted enthusiastically, * Ivery one of
vou here will realise that I am the fellow to
vote for! I want vou, one and all, to give
nie your support!”

“lixtraordinary !’  said My
blankly.

“Dou't be deluded by the wvapourings of
Chambers "' roared Handforth., “Don't take
any notice of that hulking great lunatic!
Nipper, of course, is not so bad. He's one
of the best, and if you ecan't vote for me,
wvote for him! We must work might and
main to keep Chambers out! It will be a
bad day for the Remove if that scavecrow is
ever elected!” .

““Haudforth!” shouted MNr. Pyceraft, in
dumbfounded amazement.

Handforth opened his eves, and saw a blur
it front of him. Then, as his eves cecascd
fingling, the blur beecame the thin, un-
pleasant fcatures and form of Mr. Horace
Pyeraft.

“Why, hallo!” said Handforth, blinking.
“I—I didn't know you were here, sivl”

Pyeraft
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“What are you doing, Handforth ¥’ de-
manded Mr, Pyeraft. “ What s the idea of
standing here, in the middle of the Triangle,
talking to yourself ?”

“IEh? To—to mysel{!"” ejaculated Hand-
forth, gazing round in wonder. “But—bul

By George! Where have they all gone
to!

“Gone to?" repeated Mr. Pycraft. ““ Arc
vou attempting to deceive me, Handforth
You know well enough that there 13 nobody
here, with the exception of myself!”

Handforth gulped,

“But—but thcre was a crowd here!”
gaspoed.

They apﬂ
%

—_———

e

Ho
“I was addressing a meceeting, sir!

seem to have bolted! Oh, of
course!" he added, as an idea occurred to
himm.  “They must have bolied as soon as
they saw your face, sir.” -

Handforth did not mean to be personal;
but he had a peculiar way of putting things.

“If you are being deliberately impertinent,
Handforth, I shall report you to your House-
master!"’ snapped Mr. Pyeraft. “Why
should the boys flee at my approach? Don’t
be ridiculous! This 13 some practical joke,
I suppose? You evidently think that you
are being funny!”’

“The rotters!" said Handforth indignantly,
“They might have told me that they were
going! DBut how the dickens was I te
know 7"

“Have yvou no cyves?” demanded Mr.
Pycraft suspiciously. *Are you telling me,
Handforth, that you did not know that your
audience had gone "’

“You sce, sit—"'

“Nonsense!” interrupted the Form-master,
“This is a deliberate attempt at imperti-
nence. (et down from that seat at once!”

“But I haven't finished my speech—"

““Get down!”” shouled Mr. Pycraft. *“* And
drive this—this car out of the Triangle! You
;{HGW well enough that it is not allowed
were!”’

Handforth looked rebellious. His eyes were
now quite normal, for ho had only received
a very small proportion of the pepper which
had been so maliciously thrown,

But Handforth rebelled at the thought of
obeving Mr. Pyeraft's orders. What right
had he to tell him to go away? Mr. Pycraft
wag the master of the Yourth—not the
Renove,

“Look here, sir, I'm not interfering with
vou!”" said Handforth truculently. “ As soou
as vou've gone, the fellows will come back,
and I ecan finish my spcech "

“ Another word from you, young man, and
I will personally take vou to your Housc-

master for punishment!” thundered Mr.
Pycraft. “Get down at once! Do you hear
me ? Get down! And take this car away!”’

There was nothing else for it. Handforth
pursed his lips, and sat down in the driving
seat. It was impossible to defy Mr. Pyeraft
to his face. At least, it wasn't impossible—

but it would have been very risky. It would
have meant, at least, a swishing.
“Oh, all right, sir!” he growled. “Keep

yvour hair on!"
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“What did yon say, Handforth?” barked
Mr. Pycraft, although he had heard quite
clearly. Handforth wisely did not answer.

The Fourth Form-master fumed., Hand-
forth’s injunction that he should “keep his
hair on’ -svas most unfortunate, since Mr.
Pyeraft’s hair, at the top, was extremely
scanty. And My, Pycraft was sensitive on
that score,

Handforth switched on the ignition, pulled
out the choke, and trod on the self-starter.
There was a whirr, and the engine immedi-
ately fired up.

“It’'s a bit thick, sir!”’ complained Hand-
forth, as he trod on the clutch pedal, and
repared to shift the gear lever. “I hadn’t
E&lf finished my speech, and the fellows would
soon have come back——"’

“1 want to hear no more!” broke in Mr,
Pveraft. “Take this car back to the garage.”

Zizzzzh—bang!

Without the slightest warning, an alarming
sound came from under the trusty little car.
It was a fierce, hissing noise, followed by a
terrific explosion.

Mr. Horace Pycraft leapt about two feet
into ‘the air as a cloud of smoke billowed
round him, and Handforth, sitting in the
driving seat, clitched at the steering wheel,
and his eves lit up with alarm and excite-
maont.,

“Took out!” _
gone wrong! She’s exploding

Bang! DBoom! Zizz!

Apparenfly Handforth was not far wrong.
The reports and explosions which came from
underneath the Austin were truly terrifie,
and never before in his life had Edward
Oswald felt so helpless.

“Something’s

Ti!

he howled.

CHAPTER 5.

” ~ 8 Not Serious !
o C ;‘:‘ :
1..:»',/, o2/ URRRRRRH!
2 ZEN\ - Suddenly, with a
A roaring  sound, a
stream of red and

green points of fire
shot out from beneath the Austin’s chassis.
They bombarded Mr. Pycraft’s legs, and he
danced about like a dervish.

“Stop!” he shricked. “Stép the engine,
you young idiot!”

“I1 have stopped it!” roared Handforth,
in dire alarm. “I don’t know what’s hap-
pening! She’s never done this before!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

A roar of laughter came from the West
Arch, and from the door of the gymnasium,
and from all sorts of other hidden corners.
Apparently there was a big audience. But,
very wisely, the audience remained in cover.

“She’s blowing herself to bits!”” gasped
Handforth, in anguish.

Bang! Bomh! Zizz!

The bombardment continued, and by this
time the Austin was enveloped in a dense
cloud of acrid smoke, Handforth really and
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truly believed that the engine was blowing
up, or something awful like that,

By this time ow. or two prefects had
arrived on the scene, to find out what all
the noise was about, and the doorways of
the Houses were crowded with other seniors.
Morrow came hurrying up, and his expres-
ston was one of bewilderment,

“What’s happening here, sir 7" he shouted,
as he caught sight of Mr. Pycraft.

“How should I know 7 said the master
savagely, ‘*This—this boy’s ridiculous car
is positively dangerous! I have always
thought it foolish that Handforth should be
allowed to own and run a motor-car! 'This
is the result! It is a wonder I am still
alive!”

“What about me, sir?’’ came an indignant
voice, from amidst the smoke cloud. '
still in the giddy car! Thank goodness, she's
better now!”’

The din had subsided; only the smoke re-
mained, and even this was drifting away on
the evening breecze. Morrow sniffed at the
smoke suspiciously,

“There’s nothing wrong with the car, is
there 77 he asked. ‘I can smell gun-
powder!”’

“Gunpowder!” yelled Handforth.

“What else ?”’ said the prefect. ““All ihis
L noise has been caused by fireworks !’

" “YWhat!"” hooted Handforth, leaping out of
the driving seat and rushing round to the
| front of the car.

He unhooked ithe bonnet, and lifted it up.
A cloud of acrid smoke surged into his face,
Then he stared down blankly. Affixed to the
chassig, to the steering rods and to. the
springs were Roman candles, squibs, rockets
and other choice fireworks, and it seemed
that they had been attached in such a way
that they all exploded their contents down-
wards, towards the ground.

Upon closer examination Handforth saw
that the fireworks were siringed together
so that they could be fixed ecasily. Some
practical joker had obviously erawled under
the car, and tied the fireworks in posi-
tion—whilo he was making his specech!

Even in Handforth’s excited state, he
could see that his Austin had been in no
danger. All the fireworks were close to the
ground, well clear of the carburettor and the
petrol tank. Many of them, indeed, were
tied towards the rear of the little ““bus.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!”’ panted Handforth,
seratching his head. “Only fireworks!”

“Bah!” snapped Mr. Pycraft. “I might
have known 1t!”

Ho realised that he had cut a sorry figure.
He had leapt about like a madman—all for
nothing! There had been no danger what-
ever—and vet he had screamed and had
shrieked as though the very earth had opened

up. 1

He strode away, fuming.

“You'd better take your car away, Hand-
forth!” grinned Morrow. “Some genial
friend of yours has been having a little joke,
it seoms.”

“The rotters!” panted

Handforth indig

have done it while 1
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was making my speech! And I knew nothing
about 1t!"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The juntors were appearing again now, and
they were yelling with laughter, Morrow
thought 1t advisable to clear off—and he
cleared. An ingquiry into this incideni was
hardly necessary.

“Well, Handy, old man, you can't say
vour specech wasn't a success ! grinned Reg-
gic Pitt, as ho strolled up. * You promised

to let us hxve some fireworks, didn't you?”
“Ha, ha, hal”
had two kinds

Castleton,

of fireworks!”
“Fireworks from

“We've
chucklad

and it only took two ticks to tie them <a.
Then we fixed a fuse to your choke-rod.”

“ But—but—"

“PDon't you see?” chuckled Pitt. “We
knew wou would use the choke when you
started the car—and yvou did. That fired the
fuse, and in about ten seconds all the box of
tricks went off. Poor old Handy! I sup.
pose you thought that your engine had blown
to bits?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Triangle echoed with uproarious
laughter. Edward Oswald Handforth hardly
knew whether to be relieved or furious. On
due constderation, he came to the conclusion

Whiz !

Something went shooting towards Handforth, and it struck him on the face and burst in a

cloud of powder. The next second Handlorth was spluttering and choking and sneezing, *‘Pepper!”
yelled Reggie Pitt.

Handy's throitle, and fireworks from tihe
Austin,”

“You rotters!” said Handforth thickly.
“You did this, didn’t yvou?”

“Cruailty, my lord !” said Reggie Pilt, hang-
ing his head. -

“You West House bounders!” roared
Handforth, *“I'll snash you for this!”

“Merey !" pleaded Pitt, clasping hiz hands
and looking pleadingly into Handforth's face,
“Oh, kind sir, have mercy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Idiot!” yelled Handforth. *“VYou've
rmessed up everything! How do you thiuk
that people are going to take me seriously if
vou mess up my speeches like this?”

“My dear chap, we thought we were doing
vou a good turn ! said Castleton indiguantiy.
“We were drawing attention to you. You
recd publicity, don't you?”

“But not this kind!” hooted Handforth.

“1t was quite easy, too!” grinned Castle-
toa. “The fireworks, wepe alveady prepared,

that the joke was a pretly good one, and his
relief at finding the Austin safe and sound
was far greater than his anger,

CHAPTER 6.
Another Surprise !

N minutes later
Handforth, having
put his little car
away, was back in the
Triangle. His idea
was to address another meeting. Unfor-
tunately, the fellows insisted spon,grouping
themselves together in little clumps, at widely
different scctions of the Triangle,

The whole election was regarded, more or
less, a3 o mere diversion,

Cuthbert Chambers, late of the Fifth, was
Nipper's only real rival, Handforth was
merely the comice relief. -
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" Byit' Chambers was a different proposition.
He was a big. burly sort of fellow, with any
amount of assurance; but most of the fellows
knew that he was a windbag, and that, as
a leader, he would be a dismal failure.

But it could not be dented that there were
many thoughtless fellows amongst the rank
and file of the Remove. They would probably
vote for Chambers, if only for the novelty
of having a change. They knew that they
could never be leaders themselves, and they
saw no reason why they should not give
Chambers a trial as skipper. He was such
an absolute ass that he would probably make
a mess of things, and that would be most
entertaining.

These fellows, of course, were those who
carced nothing about the good name of the
Junior School in sports. Such stalwarts as
Reggie Pitt and Fullwood and Castleton and
Gresham were wholeheartedly eager to re-
elect Nipper as captain, ,

But there was Vivian Travers to be
reckoned with,

Undeniably Travers was an extraordinarily
clever junior. Ile was likeable, he was
humorous, and he always had plenty of
money. And, strangely enough, Travers had
decided to back Chambers for all he was

worth. Travers had not the slightest desire to

+ f0

be skipper himself—or he might easily have.
Many of Nipper's staunch- |

won the election,
est  supporters would have gone over to
Travers, i1f the latter had been nominated as
a candidate. For Travers had many attrac-
tions in his personality, and one felt, in-
stinctively, that he was capable.

But Travers preferred to be the man in
the background. It was a whim of his to
pitchfork Cuthbert Chambers into the cap-
taincy, and then stand by and watech the
results. Travers was rather whimsical in
this way, and it is to be feared that he did
not care much for the best interests of the
school. "

Handforth was still trying to get an
audience when a good deal of noise was
heard proceeding from the Ancient House,
All eyes were turned in that direction.

“Hallo!” said Reggie Pitt. “What have
we here? Gather round, children, and watch
closely 1™

“ Some more electioneering stuff, T expect,”
said Jack Grey. “By Jove! So it is! What
on earth well, I'm jiggered!”

A procession had commenced solemnly ta
file out of the Ancient House doorway. It
was headed by four juniors, carrying two
great, gaudily-coloured banners. And across
the banners were the legends:

“VOTE FOR CHAMBERS!”

“VOTE FOR CHAMBERS, THE FELLOW
WITH THE IDEAS!”

A number of other juniors followed behind,
and they all wore broad, coloured bands
lengthwise across their chests. And each
band carried the words:

“VOTE FOR CHAMBERS|” -+
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Almost at the rear game Cuthbert Cham-
bers himself, strutting’ along with insuffer-
able self-importance. His chin was high in
the air, his eyes were defiant, and he was
so much bigger than the majority eof the
Removites that he looked quite impressive.

“Now there’s going to be a rag!” chuckled
Harry Gresham. “0Old Chambers is going
to make a speech!”

“Oh, 1s he?” roared Handforth, ‘' 'What
about me? I've been trying ‘to make a
speech for the last ten minutes, but nobody
will take any notice of me!”

“You've had your say, Handy,” repliel
Reggie Pitt. “Now it’s Chambers’ turn.
Let’s give him a cheer, you chaps!”

“Hurrah!” shouted the juniors, with such
a tremendous amount of enthusiasm that it
was obviously forced,

“You're not going to listen to that fat-
head, are you?” demanded Handforth.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s a waste of time!” replied
Handforth indignantly. “Everybody knows
that Chambers is an arrant duffer!”

But nobody took any notice of Handforth,
The fellows erowded round the procession,
and Chambers was cheered to the echo: and
although the majority of these cheers were in
derision, mnevertheless, a good many of
them were sincere. Nipper did not blind
his eyes to the fact that Chambers was gather-
ing more and more supporters.

But Nipper was not tempted to indulge in
any such theatrical display as this. He had
the reputation fer being safe and solid and
reliable. He would only do himself harm
if he got up such processions, with banners

flying and flags waving. .

CHAPTER 7.
The Invitation !

\UTHBERT CHAM.
= BERS held up his
hand for silence.
“Gentlemen of the
Remove———"

H)

“Qo it, Chambers!”
“Bravo!”

“Do not imagine, for one moment, that
I am about to make a speech!” continued

Chambers calmly. “That’'s where you're

wrong ! You thought that this was going o
be an election speech, didn’t you? Well, it’s
not !"” :

Chambers was speaking so fluently that it
was fairly obvious—to the keener minds, at
least—that his speech had been carefully pre-
pared. And it did not need much guesswork
to come to the conclusion that Vivian Travers
had done the preparing,

“No!” said Chambers, “My first big
speech will take place later on this evening,
in the Lecture Hall.”

“Well, thank goodness!” said De Valerie.
“We needn’t be in the Lecture Hall!”
“I believe in doing the thing thoroughly !”

continued Chambers;“raiging his voice. “The
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chaiv will be taken at eight o'clock, prompt,
by my friend, Vivian Travers——"

“1 theught Travers would be in it some-
vhere!” sang out Castleton,

"At seven o'clock, prowmpt, the feed will
start!” suid Chambers.

“IKh? What’s that?”

“Feed!”

“My only hat!”

“Did we hear aright?” muvmured Pitt.
“Chambers, old man, kindly say that again.”

“At seven o'clock, prompt, the feed will
start ! repeated Chambers obligingly. “Let
me  take this opportunity of inviting the
Remove, one and all, to a regular hearty
spread—in honour of my being nominated
as a candidate in this important election.”

“Good old Chambers!”

“By jiugo! This is
properly !”

“My hat, rather!”

Therve was a distinet change in the attitude
of the erowd. Even those who had cheered
it derison were now changing their tone.
'‘Any fellow who would stung a big feed was
wortls supporting. At least, he was worth
supporting until the feed was over. The
juniors were not famous for their long-
sightedness. The immediate present was
‘wood enough for them.
"1 want you all to understand that there’s
no spoof about this,” continued Chambers
earnestly, and with a large amount of
bombast. “When I say a feed, I mean a
feed. Not just a few sandwiches, and two
,or three bottles of pop. No! A real feed—
jwith more than enough grub to go round,
and bags of i1ce-cream to finish with!”

doing the thing

"(Grood man!”
"1 suappose this 18 honest injun,
Chambers ?” asked Doyle,
© “Absolutely official and guaranteed!”

replied Chambers promptly.

“1t’s nothing but bribery and corruption!”
pnorted  Handforth, turning red with
incdignation. "My only sainted aunt! I'm

not going to descend to such questionable
methods! T’ll get my votes on the square.”
{ “Cheese it, Handy!” protested Goodwin.

“Chlicese it be blowed!"” roared Handforth.
“You don't call this a straight game, do
yvou? Anybody will “ fall’ for a feed, and
lafter they’'ve eaten at Chambers’ expense
they'Il feel more or less obliged to vote for
him. Tt's nothing but an electioneering
trick.”

« Nipper smiled.

“Perhaps it 1s—but it’s not erooked,
[Hnmly." he said. “It was rather a bright
1dea of Travers to think of it.”

(‘hambers scowled.

“I'm giving this feed!” he said coldly.

“And who are we to inquire into the whys
and wherefores of it?” asked Reggie Pitt.
“*A feed, my infants, is a feed! I rather
think that Chambers can rely upon a full
gathering.”

i “Hear, hear!”
“1 said I wasn’t going to make a speech,

but, now that I'in on my hind legs, I'd!
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like to say a few more words,” shouted
Chambers, his eyes gleaming., “I've heard
that some of you are saying that I'tn «
windbag and an ass.”

“Don’t you believe it, Chambers

“"You're a good chap.”

“A fellow who'll invite the whole Form
to a feed is a sportsman!”

“Yes, rather!”

Cuthbert Chambers was very gratified.
Travers had told lLim that the announce-
ment regarding the feed would cause an
electrvical change; but he had hardly
expected such a wholehearted reception as
this. Even the fellows who were looked
upon asz Nipper's certain supporters were
rallying round him, i

And Chambers felt that it was a good
opportunity to add a few words of his own—
words that Travers had not put into his
head. Incidentally, Travers was on the
outskirts of the crowd, frowning slightly.
He had no faith in the ex-Fifth-Former,
and was afraid that Chambers might put his

foot in it.
“Yes, I've been called a windbag!”
“But I want to say this;

I

Tl‘?

Chambers shouted.
I'm ready to stand or fall by my policy!”

“What is vour poliey?”

“Let’s have it, Chambers!”

“(rva it, old scout!”

“No," replied Chambers. “I shan't out-
line my policy until after the feed. And
then, 1 fancy, T'll give you all a few sur-
prises. If I'm elected captain, the keynote
of my rule will be novelty. Things have
gone to pot for too long. Not only in the
Remove, but in the Fifth—and in the
Sixth!" he added sternly. "It’s high time
that reform was brought about., Reform,
with a capital R! And my aim will be ta
institute these reforms.”

“Chuck it, Chambers!” protested Harry
Gresham. * Either tell us what you mean,
or leave the speech until later on. What
sort of reforms can you bring about, any-
how #"

“You'll see!” replied Chambers calmly.
“Don’t imagine that there’s any truth in
Haudforth’s suggestion. This 1sn’t bribery
or corruption. To-night’s feed will be
absolutely bona fide. There’ll be no com.
pulsion at -all. Stay away, if you like, o1
come if you like.”

“I rather fancy we'll come!” grinned De
Valerie,

“Yes, rather!”

“What I mean is, you needn't vote for me
afterwards, unless you want to,” déclared
Chambers. “ You've all got your own minds,
and I want to make it clear that 1 don't
expect any support because of this feed. The
whole idea of the spread is to get a big
meeting.”

“Well, theve’s nothing like being candid!”
said Pitt.

“(ood old Chambers!”

“Dash it, he’s fair enough!”

This unpehearsed little speech of Chambers®
was having a good effect, and Travers felt
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pleased. His man wasn’t such a mug, after
all.

“Well, that’s all I
concluded Chambers.
seven o’clock sharp!
invited or admitted!”

“Why not include the Fourth?” suggested
Bob Christine casually. “You can rely on

mean to say now,”
“But dorn’t forget—
Only Remove fellows

the Fourth, Chambers, to give you lots of |

Jhears I
th?%f. ha e l”

ul ;l’ By a 1
. “It’s not cheers I want, but votes!

retorted Chambers. “And the Fourth Form
isn’t in this picture, anyhow.”

“I thought we weren’t, somehow!” sighed
Christine,

Chambers and his party went off, with
their banners and flags still flying. And now
there were no derisive cheers. 'The majority
of the Removites were talking enthusiastic-
ally. Chambers was certainly an ass, but

when it came to an election campaign he
Ynew what to do!

CHAPTER 8,
The Meeting !

IPPER was looking
thoughtful when
Tommy Watson and
Fullwood and Gres-
ham gathered round

him. In fact, they were all thoughtful.

And Archie Glenthorne, when he came up,

was positively alarmed.

“It seems to me, laddiés, that the good
old fat is absolutely in the fire,” he
observed. “I mean to say, this dashed feed,
and all that sort of thing! Good gad! This
blighter of a Chambers means to steal the
blessed election!”

“Can’t we organise a feed, too?"” suggested
Tommy Watson.

“Well, we're the committee, and we ought
to be able to do snmething," replied Full-
wood thoughtfully. “There’s still to-morrow
evening——"

“And Wednesday!” said Nipper. “Don’t
forget the Yexford match on Wednesday
afternoon!”

“What’s the Yexford match got to do
with. it 7" asked Gresham.

“Well, it may have a lot,” replied Nipper.
“Until the election, I'm still acting-skipper,
and I shall captain the Junior Eleven
against Yexford. If we bring off a hand-
some win, it’ll be rather telling.”

“Jove! 1 hadn’t thought of that!” said
Reggie Pitt, who had joined the group. “A
handsome win will have a big influence on
the polling, Nipper, because the polling will
take place the same evening.”

“It acts two ways—that’s the trouble,”
remarked Nipper. “If we happen to lose

N
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the match—and it’s always likely—I shan’t
stand an earthly at the polls. Being skipper
of the side, I shall get all the blame for
the defeat.”

“Then it’s a dead certainty
mustn’t loge!” said Pitt firmly.

“As for a feed to-morrow evening—nothing
doing,” said Nipper. “Let  Chambers
and Handforth get up to these stunts. But
if T did the same, everybody would think
that 1 was afraid of losing the election.”

“Yes, you’re right!” agreed Fullwood.
“The keynote of your own ecampaign must
be confidence. Let these other fatheads get
on with their theatrical tricks. It’s the
steady man who wins in the end.”

Nipper nodded.

“That’s why I’'m not worrying,” he said.
“If you want to know the absolute truth,
I’'m as keen as mustard to hear these new
ideas that Chambers is going to spring on us.
If he starts any kind of reform, he’ll find
himself in a bit of a hole. The lot of a
reformer is genervally a hard one.”

The juniors chuckled, and hurried indoors
to get their prep over. By all appearances,
the evening was going to be exciting, and
there would be no time for prep after the
feed started. Far better to get it over in
advance.

At seven o’clock, sharp, the guests began
to pour into the Lecture Hall. Many of
them were sceptical. They had ah idea that
they were being fooled. But all such
suspicions were rapidly killed.

For the Lecture Hall was filled with tables
and forms, and every table was loaded with
food. Even at the first glance, the juniors
could tell that this was no commonplace feed.
It was something exceptional.

As a matter of fact, Chambers had spent
every penny of his pocket money on this
spread—and Travers had added a few pounds
of his own. He had convinced Chambers
that the money would be well spent.

“J say, this looks like the real thing!”
" Good old Chambers!”

“By Jove! He’s doing us proud!”
“Rather!”

The juniors were full of such comments as
they took their places at.the tables. In the
meantime, Willy Handforth and a crowd of .
other fags were busy up one end of the big
hall preparing drinks., Evidently they had
been engaged as waiters for the occasion.
No doubt they had been promised a share
of the feed as a reward for their services.

The platform, of course, was deserted, But
there was a screen up there, and, unknown
to the mass of Removites, Cuthbert Chambers
and Vivian Travers were ensconced behind
the screen, watching the proceedings.

“All goes well, dear old fellow,” murmured
Travers, when the guests had nearly finished
crowding in,

“By glory, I believe this stunt is

that we

going

' to do the trick!” €a¥d“"Chambers hreathlessly.
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“It'll help towards it, at any rate.” agreed
Travers, *“'T'he main thing is to get the
chaps into a good humour for the specch.
And there's nothing like a feed for putting

people into a good humour. Well, well!
\Hm_t devices we must utilise 1 these
elections !™

“DBut it’s all fair and above board!” pro-
tested Chambers. “ Even Nipper himself ad-
mitted 1r.  Well, shall I go down? They're
all expecting me, vou know. What shall I
do when they cheer me ?”

" Make no mistake—they’ll be cheering the
feed, not you,” murvimured l'ravers whint-
sicaliv,  “But never mind! It will seem like
the real thing, 'Try to look modest, dear ald
* fellow., It'll be a frightful task, I know, but
in these things we can only do our best.”

** Ass!"” sard Chambers coldly,

Travers chuckled, and a moment later
(‘hambers emerged dramatically from behind
the sereen and strutted across the platform.
His idea of modesty was somewhat bizarre.
For auy figure more utterly conceited and
hombastic could not have been imagined. He
literally oozed with self-importance,

But the majority of the juniors did not
notice it; or, if they did, they ignored if.
Chambers was the host, and, after all, he
was permitted to be a little swanky.

“Hurrah!”

“(xood old Chambers!"”

“Three cheers for the host!”

The cheers were given with much gusto,
and Chambers felt more pleased with him-
eclf than ever. Evervthing was going very
swimmingly, He descended from the plat-
formm and went to the table of honour at the
end of the hall.

Here he sat with his eleetion committoe—
which consisted of Travers, his chief agent,
Claude Gore-Pearce, and Gulliver and Bell.

“Wo don't want any speeches now!" sang
out Chambers cheerilv. “Let’s all have the
feced and enjoy oursclves.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Pile in, everybody!”

“Good egg!”

“Now then, you fags!” said Chambers
Lriskly, “Look lively, there!”

“Keep vour hatr on!” replied Willy Hand-
forth enolly., “1'm in charge of these fags,
and I don’t need any reminders, Chambers!”

T'ravers looked round the many tables, and
a slow smile overspread his good-looking
features.

“Friend Handforth is conspicuous by his
abzence!” he murmured. * And, by the same
token, Church and MeClure are also absent.
I wonder what can be keeping the dear old
fellows 7"

“PBother Handforth—and
MceClure, too!"” said Chambers,
good thing they're not here.
suppose !’

And the great feed went merrily on, the
non-arrival of Handferth & (o, casting no
gioom over the progeedings.

Church and
“It's a jolly
Jealous, I
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CHAPTk 9.
Handforth’s Ruse !

S ELL, aren’t we going,
Handy 17
“No, we're not
= {mt look

—

!!!

here

“Pry mp!™ :

Chureh and MceClure gazed at their leader
rebelliously. It was a few minutes after seven,
and they were in Study D. The evening sun-
shine was streaming through the windows,
and, ordinarily, Church and McClure would

have longed to be out e¢f doors. Bul just at
present they were as keen as mustard upon
getting into the Lecture Hall,

“Tt's all very well to go on like this,
Handy, but what about the feed ! demanded
Church, “Mang it, if Chambers 1s giving

a frece feed, there’s no reason why woe
shouldn’t join in it! We've been invited,
haven't we?”

“Of course we’ve been invited!” said

McClure indignantly, “The feed's started by
this time!” . . .

Handforth looked at his chums witl: wither-
ing scorn,

“T'm ashamed of vou!” he said sternly.
“There was I, at St. Jim's, longing to be
back here, so that I could take up the leader-
ship of this study again. And when I get
back, what do I find? By George! I find
both of you prepared to go to a feed that’s
siven by my rival!”

“QOh, come off it!” growled Church..-
“Nipper's gone to the feed, hasn't Le?”

(R3]

“Bother Nipper!

“PBut Nipper's another candidate—and, be-
sides, it's only right that you should go, so
that you can hear what Chambers 15 going to
spout about o

“Chambers isn't going to spout at all!” in-
terrupted Handforth darkly, *“I'm going to
spout !

“In the Lecture Hall 27

“Yos!”

“What the dickens i

“I'm going to give a speech to the whole
Remove!” said Handforth, his eyes gleaming,
“The fact of the matter 13, my sons, an idea
has come to me!”

“Oh, erumbs!”

“ A corking, topping, gilt-edged wheeze!”
said Handforth gloatingly. “In fact, I don’t
mind saying that it’s the greatest ideca of tho
ear!”
a0 Well, there's nothing like being modest
about it,” remarked Church.

“Rats! You'll agree with mo when you
hear this stunt!” said Handfortl;, “That’s
why we haven’t gone to the feed. Just think
of the opportunity! The whole Remove is
cathered together, What other cliance shall
I have of getiing everybody in one room like

that ?"” _
“Well, practically at

chaneo all,”
" admitted Churceh,

no
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“Of course I cshan’t!” said Handforth.
“You know what a lot of fatheads the chaps
are! As soon as I start making a speech they
walk away! But this time I'm not going to
be dished! T shall have them all in the Lec-
ture Hall, and they won’t be able to get
away. They’ll be compelled to listen!”

“Oh!” said McClure, with interest. *“ And
how? Who's going to compel them 7’ :

“I am!”

“Of course, if you're thinking of perform-
ing a miracle——-7"

“T'm not!” said Handforth.
thoroughly practical idea,”

“Then it'll be a new one for you!” mur-
mured Church,

“The feed is a matter of absolutely no
importance,” said Handforth. “But if I can
make a big speech to the whole Remove,
it'll be a triumph for me! ‘We're going
straight to the Lecture Hall now, and we're
going to walk on {o the platform. Then I
shall make my speech!”

“Wonderiul!” said Church, with heavy sar-
casm, “And do vou suppose for a moment
that the chaps’ll listen to you?”’

“They’ll have to listen!”

“Suppesing they refuse ?”

“They won’t refusel”
confidently.

“Well, then, supposing they make all sorts
of cat-calls and drown your voice 7 asked
McClure. “T'I1 admit that they’ll have to
make an awful din to drown your voice—but,
jnst,fur the sake of argument, supposing they
do 7" '
“There’'ll be no Ll_rowninﬁ
rliud Handforth, with such conviction that
11is chums  became curious, “While I'm
making my speech there won't be a sound!
Nobody will dare to inferrupt! And I shall
lkeep on talking for as long as I like. Half
an hour—one hour—two hours if T want to!
“And not one of these fellows will murmur a
word! DBy George! This time I've got ’em
on toast! They're hound to listen to me!”

“Oh, you're crazy!” said Church im-
patiently, “The thing’s impossible—and you

know it!”
chiuekled Handforth, * Look

i Iti‘s a

saild Handforth

my voice!” re-

“Do 11"
here, do you remember, before I went away
to St. Jim’s, how pig-headed and obstinate
I was 1" -

“Why before you went away to St, Jim’s 7
asked Chureh in astonishment,

“You ailly aszs!” rcared Handforith. " Are
you suggesting that I'm pig-headed and
chstinate now 7 |

“Ahem) Well,
Church.

“I'mn talking about the time when the Re-
move was against me!” sald Handforth.
“When T acted thie giddy goat and got it
in the neck!”

“Well 1

“Do you remenmber how I went on the plat-
form of the Lecturer Hall once, and nearly
drowned everybody by turning the fire-hose
on them 1

Church and McCline <arted violently,

|22
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“(Great Seott!” yelled Church,
mean that you're going to——"

“Exactly ! nodded Handforth, grinning.

“But you're mad!” ejaculated MeClure.
“You're stark, slaving mad! Why, you silly
idiot, you got a flogging the last time! It'll
mean the sack if you do it again—especially
as you'll cause a lot of damage with all those
tables and things in the place!”

Church and AMeClure were thoroughly
excited; they knew that their leader was in
a ripe mood for any kind of mischief. Ie
was reckless enough, too, te carry out this
escapade,

But Handforth regarded them calmly, and
his grin became wider.

“Don’t get so jolly he

“You don't

excited !’ said,

“I'm not really going io drench them, Tt
will only be a threat!”
“Oh!” said Church., “Only a threat?”
“That's all!” nodded Handforth. “ We'll

march on to the platform, and during the
first second you two will grab the two
fire-hoses, TI'll go to the centre of the plats
form and start my speech.”

“Yes, but—-"

“Come on! Leave the rest to me!” said
Handforth briskly. “Don’t you see the
braininess of the wheeze? I shall tell the
Remove that T'm going to make a speech,
and I'll say that if anybody makes an out-
cry I'll give orders for the hose-pipes to be
turned on. At the first shout everybody will
be drenched! At the first move towards the
platform the drowning process will begin.
My lad’s, it’s a cert! I shall make my
speech, and not one of those fatheads will
dare to move an inch, or utter a sound!”

Church and MecClure felt very relieved.
The cituation wasn’t as bad as they had

feared. For they, it seemed, were to hold
the hose-pipes,

And that made all the difference !

CHAPTER 1@

The Stolen Meetin2

L8 ANDFORTH was very
' proud of his plar,

It was so simple;
so straightforward; so
, casy of accomplish-
ment, Aund the audacity of the thing ap-
pealed to his reckless nature.

C'uthbert Chambers had called this mect-
ing, and had gone to the expense of provid-
ing a big feed, so that he should have the
whole Remove present. And IHandforth,
calmly and smoothly, would ‘‘steal” the
meeting and address it himself! In a word,
he would gain the benecfit of Chambery
money.

At least, Handforth imagined that he
would., He did not trouble to go into details,
It did not even occur to him that the meet-
ing might fail to be influenced by his specch.

Hig mam idea was 4o:pet everybody waorked



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

up into such a pitch of enthusiasm that he
would be certain of their votes,

Church and MeClure had said no word to
one another, but they had exchanged signifi-
caut glances. And if looks could speak, then
Church and MeClure held a whole conversa-
tion. T'hev had plainly agreed that those
hosc-pipes would not be turned on, whatever
orders Handforth gave. But tley did not
think it worth while mentioning this decision
to Handforth.

“Well, here we are!” said Edward Oswald
exultantly, as he came to a halt outside the

door of the Leeture Hall. *“ Ready, you
fellows?”

“Yes!” said Church. “It's a pity, of
course,”

“What’s a piiy?” ’

]f‘We 1r.;~r,11.f.t11"t be able to join the feed after
tlis~——

“Confound the feed!"™ interruptetl Hand-
forth impatiently, “Isn’t it possible for your
minds to rise above grub? I'm surprised at
the pair of you!”

He opened the door of the Lecture Hall and
strode in,  Church and MeClure followed him
closely. Everything bad been pre-arranged.
Before anybody in the packed gathering counld
gurss Handforth's intentions. he had leapt
upon the platform, and Church and Mc(Clure
rushed after him,

“Here, what's the game, Handy?"
Nipper, full of suspicion.

There was a gencral shout when Church
and McClure were scen o grab the hose-
pipes, and to rush forward to the edge of
the platform with the heavy nozzles, Chairs
were tipped back as the juniors leapt up, and
excited shouts filled the air. The great feed
was rudely interrupted,

“Silence, everybody!” shouted Handforth,
holding up his hand.

“Confound your nerve!” shouted Chambers
hotly. *“What do you think ycu're doing,
Handforthh? This is my meeting! Get off
that platform!”

“Stand still!” roared Handforth. * DBy
George! If anvbody in this hall moves, or
utters a sound, I shall give the order for
these hose-pipes to be turned on!”

“0Oh, my goodness!”

“Grab him, somcbhody !"

“He'll do it, to!” ‘ -

As though by magic the juniors sicod stock
still, just as they were. Some had half risen,
and were afraid to change their attitudes.
They knew—from past bitter experience—that
Handforth was hopelessly rash,

“That's better!” shouted the Ileader of
Study D, “Remember! If anyvbody motes,
Churcl: and MceClure will turn the nozzles and
drench the lot of you!”

“Well, well!” murmured Travers, ““Handy
is getting quite brainy in his old age. A
really clever little stunt, this!”

“Silence ! bellowed Handforth.

“Sorry !” said Travers humbly.

“It's no good saying vou're sorry !’ re-
torted Handforth. “Iet this be a warning.
It anybody else speaks the hoses will he

shouted
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turned on. Don’t move, any of you! Don'i
make a sound!  Church, get that nozzle
reacddv! You, too, Mac!”

“We're ready!” said Church promptly,

“Rather!” agreed McClure.

And they sounded so convincing {hat the
Remove stood, or sat, helplessly looking on.

The situation was certainly novel.

Nobody dared to disobey Handforth’s
orders. For nobody had the slightest desire
to get soaked to the skin. Thoso polished
hosc-nozzles looked like the menacing muzzles
of guns as Church and McClure held them
“at the ready.” The silence in the Lecture
Hall .was becoming oppressive.,

“Well, we thoroughly understand one
another, ch?” laughed Handforth, “Cood!

Now I'm going to make my speech. If you
don’t like 1t, you’ll have to iump it. But be-
fore I've done I'll prove to you that I'm
the only candidate in this election—the only
one that matters!”

| Judging by the expressions on the faces of
his audience, he was not likely to get many
supporters.  If looks could kill, Handforth
would have dropped dead on the spot, But
he wasn’t even withered.

“I've got you all in a very nice little trap!™
he said genially. “You daren’t move, and
vou daren’t speak, Good enough! I'll do all
the speaking for the next half-hour. Or, pos-
sibly, it may be an hour. It all depends!”

“Good gad!” came a murmur from Archio
Glenthorne.  “This is  most frightfully
awkward! I've got one of these dashed sand-
wiches half-way to my dashed mouth e

““Church !” rapped out Handforth. * et

ready »
““I-:Ili. stop!”” gasped a dozen wild voices.
Silence ! thundered Handforth, “By
George!  Are you going to obey me or
not?  All right, Archie—you can eat that
sandwich! But don’t make another move
afterwards 1"

But just then Vivian Travers started, and
stared 1n consternation at the closed door.
He uttered a gasp, and Handforth half turned
liis eyes in Travers' direction,

The door was to his side, and a little to
the rear, so that he could not see it. But he
could sce Travers staring—staring in dismay.

And then Travers spoke, h

“Cave, dear old fellows!" he vjaculated, in

| a gasping voice. ¢ Great Samson! Tho Head!”

CHAPTER 11.

Not Very Successful !

ag) \DNDFORTH  jumped.
Church and MecClure
half turned.

“The - Head !’
Handy panted, swing-
ing round. “Oh, my goodness! I didn't
know kh? What the dickens—"

“On him!” roared Travers. “Quick, you
chaps! Grab Church and MeClure !

In a flash the quicker-witied juniors saw

| through Vivian Travers' ruze, The Head
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wasn't here at all—and wasn’t likely to come.
Rut Flandforth and Church and MeClure had
~wung round, and were momentarily off their
;5'.131'1:1.

And during those fateiul seconds Nippor,
fastleton, Pitt, Watson, ’i'ravers and
‘‘hambers made one wild dash al the plar-
‘orin, It was all over almost bhefore the
Study D trio could pull themselves together,

ol Handy howled, “Your—you
rotiers ! Look out, (‘hurch! Now, then,
Mac! It's only a rotten trick! The Head

33

't here at all! Turn those nozzles——

“Too late, old scont!” shouted Pitt. “ Good
old Travers! We've done the triek!”

Church and MeClure were faivly obliteral od,
They went down beneath a writhing mass of
humanity. ‘This, incidentally, was most un-
sty for Church and MeClure had never had

any intentron of turning on those hoszes. Bul
the Reinove was not to know this,

Handlorth was scized, {oo.

He was grabbed from behind, from the

front, and from both sides. He was whirled
off his feet, he was bumped, and he was sat
vpon,  After about {wenty scconds he was
-pecchless,  All the breath had been knocked
cut of him,

“Tarn  them out—-all of them!” shouted
(‘hambers furiously.  “By glory!  It’s a
olly good thing we were smart enough for

them ! They might have soaked us all to the
skin 1
Handforth was hustled to the doorway.

some of the fellows drageed him, and another
crowd of fellows pushed him., Finally, he was
~«ent hurtling out into the passage with such
force that he turned a couple of somersaults.
crushed into the opposite wall, and subsided
mto a disorderly heap. A moment Jater

E'_}qm*ch and MeceClure came whizzing out after
N,

Slam!

The door was «losed, and the unfortunate

trio sorted themselves out, and iried to re-
member whar had happened last.
“ Well, that’s that!” said Travers urbanely.
A good stunt of Handy’s, but badly
¢xecuted. e oughtn’t to have been taken in
by a simple dodee like that!”?

“What are we going to do now?’ (e-
manded Chambers, “ That ass is ¢crazy enough
to come back again!”
~“Let him come!’ grinned Nipper. “A
few of us will get nearver to the platform,
and we won’t give him another chanee to
{rv the same wheeze.”

And the Remove went back to the “tables,
and continned the great teed. It was auly
about half over, and the election was
momentarily forgotten. Speeches would come
later—and the Remove was prepared for
them,  But the Remove was certainly not
prepared for any speech from Edward Oswald
Handiorth,

Outside, the unhappy trio dolefully picked
themselves up.  They were utter wrecks.
Hundforth was torn and tattered. Ilis nose
was bleeding, his left ear was twice its normal
size, and one of his shoes was completely
missing,

[
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Church and McClure were nearly as bad.

“Marvellous!” =aid Church, as he looked
at. Handforth out of one eye. “Congratters,
Haudy !

*You traitois!" said Handforth hoarsely.

“Oh, it was a wonderful wheeze!” said
MeClure, as he leaned forlornly against the
wull, It ecouldn’t possibly fail!  Oh, no!
That wae a splendid speech of yours, Handy!”

Handforth was rapidly recovering,

“Yon savcastic fathead!” he fumed. “Tt
was all’ your fault, too! If you had backed
ne up, we should have succeeded!”’

“Well, T like that!” said Church hotly.
“Those chaps were on us before we ij{l
even get to the {aps! We didn’t stand a
chance !’

¥1f von had been quicker, you could have
furned them on!” retorted Handforth.

(Chureh and MeClore did not think it neces-
sury to tell their leader that they had never
had any infention of turning tf&e taps omn,
But it was perfectly true that they could
not have done so, even if they had intended
otherwise. That sudden rnsh had been too
devastating —too lightning-like,

“Well, that’s done it, of course!” said
Church,  “We’ve missed the feed, and the
plot has failed. All our trouble for nothingl
We can’t do anything now!”’

“Can’t we?” gaid Handforth, with a new
gleam 1 has eves. “That’s just where you’re
wrong, my sons! I’ve got another idea!’’

Charch tried to speak, but worde failed
him. 1le sank helplessly into MceClure’s arms.
But as Me(lire wae equally feeble, thew
both sauk lhply to the Hoor.

CHAPTER 12.
Another Try !

ANDFORTH gazed
down at his chume
with indignation and
dismay.

“What's the matter
with you, you silly chumps?” ho demanded,
“What are you sprawling there for?”’

Chureh and McClure got to their fect with

a great show of digziness. _
Handy !”” panted

“You can’t mean it,
Church.,  “Great Scott! You’re not going
to try something else, are you?”

“Ves, I am!”’

“Don’t!” urged McClhure. “Handy, old
mar, once is enongh, They’ll simply slaughter

us next time!”’
f!f)]d

= =aforth looked
disdain,

“Don’t worry !’ he replied.
won't come in in this act!”

i (_Jll !5]

“I'm going to do it entirely on my own!”
said Handforth, “But we can’t stay here
like this! Let’s get back to the study—and

at his chums with

“You lellows

' then we can discuss the new plan!”

It was certainly a wisg decision, for if any
prefect or master had come ulong and had
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Mary Summers’ bike skidded on the wet road, and she went sprawling—right in front of the oncoming
motor-"bus ! Shrieks arose from all sides, while Handforth & Co., sitting in the Austin Seven, gazed
on in helpless horror.

seen Handforth & Co. in that condition, there
would have been a good many awkward in-
quiries.

Luckily enough, they got back into themwr
own gquarters without being spotted, and
there, with much difficulty, they tidied them-
sclves up.

“Of course, I can’t make a speech now!”
said Handforth glumly. *That's koshed in
the eye! DBut, by George, I can preveut
Chambers from maiing his speech!”

“How 7"’ asked his chums.

“Oh, this is going to be casy!” replied
Handforth, “I'm dished out of my specch,
and I'll jolly well see that Chambers is dished
out of his! At least, we shall have the satis-
faction of knowing that we’ve messed up the
meeting!”’

“Won't it be rather bad form to do that?”

“You're out of your mind, Walter
Church!”’ retorted Handforth curtly. - “You
know jolly well that political meetings are
always busted up by the rival parties. And
that’s what we're going to do—bust up Cham-
bers’ meeting!”

“But it's impossible!” protested NeceClure.
“There are only three of us! How the dickens
can we—-""

“Ligten 1o me!” broke in Handforth, berd-
ing over the study table. “If you want to
know the trath, Travers put this idea into
my head!”’

“Oh, did he?”

“Travers suddenly velled out that the Head
had come into the Lecture Hall!" continued
Handforth tensely, “Like an ass, I believed
him for a minute, and I turned round, And

60 did you fellows.

K That's what kybeshed
ue !

“Yes, but I don’t see—'

“You will in a minute!” said Edward
Oswald., “The Head is going to the Lecture
Hall again!”

“But he hasn't been there once yet!"
pointed out Church,

“You know what I mean!"” roared Hand-
forth, “The Head is going into the Lecture
Hall in about ten minutes’ time—before the
feed is over—and he’s going to order every-
body out!”

“Is he ?"’

“Yes!” said Handforth. “The Head s
poing to tell Chambers that he mustn’t hold
any more meetings, and he's going to order
everybody in the Remove to go to their
studies. Of course, the chaps will go—and
Chufl;r’lhera’ meeting will be done in the
eye !

“Well, you’re a marvellous chap, Handy,”
said Church, with admiration, “The puzzle
is, how the dickens do you know anything
about the Head's movements? How do you
know that he’ll go to the Lecture Hall in
ten minutes’ time ?"

¢« Because I shall be the Head!” replied
Handforth triumphantly.

“Wha-a-a-at!”

“I'm going to impersonate Dr. Stafford!”
grinned Handforth,

“Oh, crumbs!”" breathed Church dazedly.

“Help!” murmured MeClure.

Handforth regarded them with a changed
expression, "

“Don’t vou think it’s a good wheeze 2’ hLe
demanded,.
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“Oh, rather!” said Church hastily,
ning! Marvellous!”’
“ But—but supposing
curgled McClure.
Hand{orth waved the objection aside.
“They won’t spot mel” he said confidently.
“Just you wait until I’ve got my make-up
on!  Now do you appreciate the idea? I
shall walk straight into the Lecture Hall,
order the chape out, and they’ll meekly go!
And poor old Chambers won’t know the
tné,h until his meeting has been dispersed!”
hurch and McClure experienced great diffi-
culty in keeping their faces straight. They
knew, from past experience, what a scream
Handforth was when he attempted any of
his famous impersonations. There were some
fellows in the Remove who could disguise
their voices really wonderfully; fellows who
-ould uge make-up with magical cffect.
But landlorth was not one of them.

As an actor, he was the most hopeless speci-
men that had ever used grease-paint. And
the idea of him going into the Lecture Hall,
in the guice of the Head, was rather too
much for Church and McClure. Yet it was
mpossible for them to tell their leader that
he was only asking for more trouble. In
the first place, he wouldn’t have believed
them, and, in the stcond place, it would have
been a highly dangerous proceeding.

So they kept quiet about it.

Furthermore, they felt that it would do
4im good. Ie would come an awful cropper,
and 1t might teach him a lesson.

“I’Il tell you what!” said Church, as an
idea occurred to him. “Why shouldn’t AMac
and I go to the feed ?”’

“Eh?’ said Handforth, with a start. “You
—von blessed traitor——"’

“Nothing of the sort?’ said Church hastily.
“PDon’t you see the idea, Handy? If we go
to the feed, nobody will suspect anything.
And then, later, you’ll come along disguised
as the Head, and—"

“By jingo, that’s brainy!” said McClure
snthusiastically.

But Handforth threw cold water on the
orilliant suggestion.

“No!” he said. “I need you fellows—to
nelp me in my make-up!”

“But look ﬁere————”

“T don’t want any arguments!” interrupted
Handforth. “Besides, the fellows would be
more suspicious than ever if you went back,
and I didn’t go with you. They’'d guess that
I was up to eomething. No—I need you!”

“0Oh, well, if you really think—"

“T do really think!” said Handforth, “I
shall want you fellows to keep watch for me,
after 'm dieguised. One of you’ll have to
go on in advance, to see that the coast is
clear, and the other will have to bring up
the rear. Come on! Let’s get busy!”’

Church and MeClure gave it up as a bad
job. They had made a last desperate at-
tempt to join in that famous feed, but it had
failed. Their only consolation was the
thought that they would have a good langh
before manvy more minutes had elapsed.

“Top-

they spot you?”

 at  nine o'clock, bui Chambers knew
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CHAPTER 13.
Dr. Stafford No. 2!

P! VIAN TRAVERS
raised his glass of
foaming lemonade.

“Here’'s to the
health of our woriny
host !” he said cheerily. “ Drink deeply, dear
old fellows!” :

“Hear, hear

“Good old Chambers!™

The feed was ncaring its end. And the
Remove, with a feeling of resignation, sadly
realized that 1t would now be called upon
to pay the price.
| And the price would be fairly heavy-—for
Cuthbert Chambers was going to make a
| speech !

Howeyer, there were still some minutes left
before the joys of the evening would be over,
' The speech was timed for eight o’clock, and
the quarter-to had only just chimed.

(‘hambers was beginning to look at
Travers and the other members of his com-
mittee. The programme was simple. At
cight o'clock, to the minute, the entire com-
mittee would take possession of the platform.
The chairman wouﬁ? then formally open the
meeting, would make a speech, and then in-
troduce the candidate, Everything was going
to be done in the correet style.

“Well, it’s been a jolly good feed.” said
Reggie Pitt complacenily. “ Thank goodncss
the speech was timed for eight o'clock.”

“Why 7" asked Grey.

“Well, Chambers won't be able to speak

I!i
r -

for much more than an hour, even if he
wants to!”’ replied Reggie. “At least, I
hardly think the school authorities will

advance the bed-time hour, just to oblige
Chambers.”’

There were many chuckles. Supper was
well
enough that nobody would want any supper,
At all events, nobody except Jatty Little,
After an hour’s respite, Fatty would prob-
ably go into Hall and consume 2s much
supper as any ordinarily hungry junior. Bug
the other fellows would no doubt bhe ready
ecnough to ““eut ” supper, and stay in the
Lecture Hall until bed-time.

Chambers was not particularly pessimistie,
He rcally and truly believed that the juniors
would want to stay. TFor he was going to
mmake such drastic proposals thal a very lively
controversy would be raised.

And then, at about ¢ix minutes {o eight,
just when somebody else was getting to his
fect to propose a toast, the decor suddenly
openced, and a strange figure strode sharply
into the Lecture Hall.

“StopY’ came a commanding
“Good gracious! What is all this #”

Every eyve was furned upon Edward Oswald

volce.

Handforth. And. -sirapgely enough, every
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eve recognised KEdward Oswald Handforth
i the first glance. If 1t came to that, every
exve had also recognised Handforth's charac-
teristic stride, and his voice, although decp
and gruff, was unquestionably his own. By
no wild stretch of the imagination could it
be likened unto the refined, modulated tones
of Dr. Malcolm Stafford.

“Good gad!”’

A murnwr from Archic Glenthorne was
the first sound from that startled throng.
Then, before a general shout of laughter
could go up, Vivian Travers sprang to his
fect. On principle, Travers never neglected
an opportunity of leg-pulling.

“Really, dear old fellows, where are your
manners ;' he asked sternly. “Get to your
feet at once! Can't vou see that the Hread
15 hieve 77

“PBut—but-—"  bezan Chambers, stut-
tering. :
“Stand up, all of you!” said Travers.

“The Head's here. Tor the love of Samson!
Can’t you see it's the Head ¥’

Even the dullest-witted junior saw Travers'
point. and leapt to his fect. And everybody
in the Lecture Hall stood at altention, look-
ing very respectfully at that grotesque figure
near the doorwav.

Of course, evervbody knew ~that Hand-
forth was trying it on again! He had failed
in his first stunt, and so he was indulging in
another! Handforth had always been a
sticker.

But how in the world he could imagine
that he looked like Dr, Stafford was beyond
the ordinarily human comprehension.  In-
deed, hiz assumption that his impersonation
was good was little better than an insult
io the Head.

I'or, whereas Dr. Stafford was a dignified,
stately figuire, Handforth was a fizure of
comedy,

He was wearing a2 gown and mortar-board
—and this wasn't really' so bad. The gown,
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(of course, was too big for himn, and it trailed

on the floor. It was his face which ncarly
causced the Remove to lose its control.

Handforth's face was of a deep, ruddy red,
and even the grease-paint had not been
evenly applied. There were whiskers which
Dr. Stafford had never owned, and never
could own. Yet Handforth had an idea that
these false whispers were an exact representa-
tton of the Head's,

A pair of heavy glasses were stuck on the
end of his nose, and his false evebrows were
rather like George Robey's.

Handforth had pulled himself up to lus full
height, and now he stood there, surveying
the Remove with a stern gaze. And, within,

he was singing a song of triwmnph.

He lLad succeeded!

One glance at the Remove told him this.
Iverybody was on his feet, respectful, silent.
Without question, they had accepted him as
the Head!

CHAPTER 14,
Not Quite So Good !

S HAT  does all  this
mean ¢’ demanded
Handforth, in a stern

voice,

He made a swecep-
ing gesture, indicating the tables and tho
crowd, and if Travers had not promptly taken
command of the situation, half the fellows
would probably have burst into a roar of
langhter,

“We've only been having a feed, sir!” said
Travers,

“A feed!”

“Yes, sir,” said Travers respectiully.
“There's nothing wrong in a feed, is there,

o

81T




20 THE NELSON

Handforth uttered a snort.

“How dare you, Travers?” he demanded,
in an exact representation—as he assumed—
of the Head’s coldest tones. ““How dare you,
boy? What do you mean by telling me that
there is nothing wrong in a feed? This is
a Lecture Hall--mot a restaurant! By what
rigilzt d? you litter the place with crumbs
and——"’

“We received permission from the House-
master, sir?’ said Travers.

“Oh, did you?” roared Handforth. “Do
you think I ecare twopence——  Ahem! I
can only conclude that the Housemaster was
unaware of the real circumstances. I do not
approve of this—this nonsense! Ivery boy
here will write me five hundred lines!”
-4“0Oh, my hat!”

“Great Scott!”’

“Silence!” thundered Handforth,
dare you interrupt ?”

There were a good many gasps,
Travers turned swiftly upon the crowd.

“Yes, how dare you?” he said, winking
violently. “Great Samson! Have you no
respect 777

“I am very glad to see, Travers, that you,
at least, know your place!” said Handforth
approvingly. ‘“Now, boys, I cannot allow
this rot—— I mean, this nonsense, to con-
tinue! I have only punished you lightly, but
the meeting must disperse.”

“Why, you confounded—"' began Cham-
bers thickly.

“You mean, you want us to get out of
here, sir?” asked Travers, with interest.

“T not only want you to get out of here—
but I command you to get out of here!”
retorted Handforth starnﬁ?. ‘“By George!
And I'm not going to be kept waiting, either!
Out you go—the whole crowd! Dismiss!”

The Form could have shrieked with mirth,
“but, heroically, it held itself in check. This
was rather too good to be spoilt. As for
Hundforth, his success had already got into
his head; never for an instant did he believe
that  his leg. was being pulled.

“I'm sorry, sir, but we’re just going to

hold an important meeting!” said Travers
politely.,  “Chambers 1s going to give a
speech, and——-"
. “I don’t care what Chambers is going to
do!” bellowed Handforth, his glasses drop-
ping off his nose. “There'll be no meeting
in this Lecture Hall to-night! You silly ass,
that’s the very reason I'm here, to—"’

*"Ha, hs, bal®

A ripple of laughter ran through the Form,
and Handforth started.

“Qilence!” he shouted. “Good gracious!
Are you daring to langh at me, you young
rotters? Silence, I say, or I will swish the
lot of you!”

The chuckles died away.

“Now !’ continued Handforth, pointing
dra:..atically at the door. “Out vou go! Al
of dyou——in double file! Go to your studies,
an i

“Sorry, sir, but it ean’t be done!” said
Travers calmly.

“What! What did you say, Travers?”

“How

and
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“It can’t be done, sir!” replied Travers
coolly. **You see, it’s nearly cight o'clock,
and the speech 1s timed for cight,”

“How dare you?” demanded IHandforth
hotly. “Haven't I given you my orders ™

“Yes, sir.”’

“Then why don’t you cbey "

“Because we're going to hold the meeting,
sir,” saild Travers meekly,

““In defiance of my instructions?”

“Yes, air.” ;

Handforth breathed hard. He hadn’t anti-
cipated any such defiance as this. It was
obvious to him that the fellows accepted him
without question as the Head. But it upset
all his caleulations to find that they were
prepared to defy the Head!

And a good many others took the cue from
the wily Travers,

“We'll back you up, Travers, old man!”
sard Reggie Pitt. “I1 don’t see any reason
why we sheuld be ordered out of this Hall
before we’'ve finished !”

“Not likely I”? said Fullwood.
ahead with the meecting [?

“Hear, hear!”

““And blow the Head!” said Gresham reck-
lessly.

Handforth rocked on his heels.

“Ycu—you impudent young rotters!” he
shouted thickly. “How dare you!”

“I don’t know how we dare—but we're
daring, sir,” said Travers. “And if it's all
the same to you, we’ll now carry on!”

“But it’s not all the same 1o me!” howled
Handforth.

“Then we'll carry on without it being all
the same to you,” said Travers gemniaily.
“Sorry, sir! We don’t like being disrespect-
ful to our hcadmaster, but a meeting is a
meeting, Good-evening, sir!”’

“Shut the door after you, please, sir!”
said Castleton politely.

“Why, you—you Enough!” fumed
Haundflorth, striding up and down, and swish-
ing a cane that he had thoughtfully brought
with him. “This is rank insubordinatiomn!
I order you to leave this Lecture Hall, and
yvou calnly defy mel!”

“Shocking, isn’t it
Travers.,

“Travers!” roared Handforth,
out here !’

“What for, sir??

“T'm going to cane you!”

“In that case, sir, I don't think I'll stand
out there!” said Travers., “In fact, I'm sure
I shan’t! You can go and cat coke!”

“¥es, you can go and boill yourself!”
shouted somebody clse,

Handforth recled afresh.

“I’'m fed-up with this!” he panted. *‘For
the last time, are you going to obey me ?”

“No!” rcared the Remove in- one solid,
devastating voice,

Handforth was completely baffled, His im-
personation had been a complete success, and
yet his plan was a complete failure! 'The
Remove believed that he was the Head, but
the Remove defied him| It was a deadlock
which floored him,gy |4,

**Let’s go

?J?

murmured

“Stand

sir
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CHAPTER 15.

Getting Down to Brass
Tacks !

ING-DONG !

“There goes cight
| 9clook!” said
Travers briskly,
“Well, Chamber s,
Time we were ou the plat-

what about it?
form, coh "

o Nk, rather ! said Cuthbert Chambers,
with a start. *“Where's the rest of the com-
mittee*”’

‘f:f?!'xfifﬂqtli came to himself with a jerk.

Stop ! he  thundered,

i “Unless every
boy cbeys me on the instant——"
L] ' o L W . - -
Cheese it, Handy!® said Travers plain-

tively,

:' Whi-a-at 7 gabbled Handforth.

‘Haven't we had about enough, dear old
fellow ?"" said Travers. “You surely don't
think that we mistook you for the Head, do
you.t"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A how! of laughter swept through the
Lecture Hall,  And Handforth, in  that
second, realised the truth.

“You—you rotters !’7 he howled.
been pulling my leg!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Who told you I wasn’t the Head '

“Ha, ha, hat”

“We didn't need any telling, old man!”
chuckled Nipper. “1I hate to be so candid,
but this impersonation of yours is hopeless.
You don't look a bit like the Head !”

“Dul--but you all thought I was the Head
when I first came in!” ejaculated Handforth,
staring,

“That was only our little joke,” murmured
Travers, “Would you like to go out quietlr,
oir shall we use foree? As a candidate in
this election, it would be rather undignified
for you to make your exit on vour neck,
However, take your own choice!”

Handforth tried to think of something
acdequate to sayv, but there were no words in
the Englich language that could express his
feclings, So he gave one of his most violent
snorts, wrapped his gown round him, and
strode towards the door.

Unfortunately Le had overlooked the fact
that the gown was trailing about his feet,
and he had only taken a couple of strides
before he tripped, blundered forward, and
nearly turned a somersault.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth’s exit was precipitale. He fairly
bolted, and he did not even have the con-
solation of venling his indignation upon
Church and McClure, For those vouths, wise
in their generation, had made themselyves
scarce.

They had heard evervthing from outside
the Lecture Hall door; so they dodged neatly
aside as Handforth came out, and then

“YXou've
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joined the crowd in the Hall. They thought
it far safer to be in this noisy company ftor
the (ime being,

They  were glad they had come, too.
Chambers' election committee had taken pos-
session of the platforin, and the Remove was

settling itself down to the big specch. At
last  the interruptions were over, and

Chambers was about to get down to brass
tacks,

* Gentlemen—-"

“ Hear, hear!”

“(o it, Travers!”

Vivian Travers had come to the edge of
the platform, and was speaking.

“Before calling upon our mutual friend,
Chambers, to address you, I have a few
words of my own to say,” continued Travers
smoothly, “It has been said, not entirely
without reason, that my friend Chambers is
lacking in initiative and pep.”

““Hear, hear!”

“You've got him taped, Travers, old
man ! "
Chambers tvrned red,

“ Look here, ‘I'ravers—"" he began.

“I am ready to grant you that Chambers
15 nol, at first glance, a sound proposition
to vote for,” continued Travers ovenly.
“But why should you come to these falso
conclusions?  Remember, dear old fellows,
that Chambers has never had a real chance.”

“He was skipper of the Iifth once!” sang
out somebody,

“And what a mess he made of it !” chimed
in another voice.

“The Filtht” repeated Travers, with
scorn. ““ Are you suggesting that the I'ifth
iz any criterion to judge by ? I think you
all know that the IMifth, as a Form, is a
wash-out,"”

“Well,
Remoave,

“Nobody in the Fifth dares to do much,”
said Travers, “They are too much on their
dignitv—they think that they are lordly
geniors, and so fhey are afraid to show any
spirit,  How can Chambers be blamed for
making a poor showing while he was captain
of the INfth ¥* .

]

that's true!” admitted hall tho

- “Browne isu’t doing so Dbadly!” said
Tommy Watson.
“Browne, I will grant you, has got a

fairly firmsm half-nelson on the Fifth!” said
Travers, nodding. “But then, Browne is a
very cxceptional sort of fellow. He knows
how to deal with these half-baked monstrosi.
ties, ., The Bemove is entirely different. The
Remove is a brisk, active Yorm, and there-
fore it nceds a brisk, active skipper. Here,
in my friecnd Chambers, you have the very
man."

“Clome off 1it, Travers!”

“Why not give Chambers a chance?’
demanded T'ravers.  “ Why condemn  him
before he has had an opportunity of proving
his worth?  As captain of the Remove, ho
will have an outlet for his abundant energy
and pep. Up till now, these qualitics have
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been stifled in him—held down—suffocated.
Give Chambers a chance to put his brilliant
schemes into execution !”

*“What brilliant schemes?”’ asked Reggie
I'itt politely.

“You will learn of these very shortly,”
replied Travers, *“1 shall soon call upon
Chambers to make his speech, and then he
will outline his novel and revolutionary
policy., I only ask you to give him a fair
hearing.”

“If he isn't too gassy, we’ll hear him all
right 1"

* Yes, rather!”

“J know, of course, that the majority of
you have decided to vote for Nipper!” con-
tinued Travers coolly. ‘I have nothing to
say against Nipper. He is a splendid
fellow—a fine captain—honourable and
trustworthy.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Nipper!” ‘

“ At the same time, and with no
reflection upon Nipper, isn’t it time
that he had a rest?” said Travers.
“Tet Chambers step the cap-
taincy, and——" . ,__.
“Ii*.-’t’s hear what his policy :%I”j

iito

shouted Castleton.
o 4
“Dry up,

speak !”’

- !!:
yes ! 11k gl
Travers, and let Chambers '{A W

Vivian Travers wisely took the hint. 'S |5
Everybody in that crowded Lecture *Zgggl

to hear Chambers—

Hall was eager

and this was the moment for Chambers to |

come forward. =
“(Gentlemen,” shouted Travers, “I call
upon Cuthbert Chambers to address you!”

CHAPTER 16,

Taking Their Breath
Away !

HAMBERS was de-
cidedly nervous, for
he had expected

- Travers to make a

e~  much longer pre-

liminary speech. DBut, with an effort, he
pulled himself together, and strode towards
the edge of the platform,

“T am not going to be formal, or anything
like that!’’ he began bluntly, “I want you
to vote for me in the election on Wednes-

day. I want you to put me at the top of
the poll I
“But why?”’ asked Pitt in surprise.

“You’re up the pole already, Chambers |”

“Ha, ha, hal™

Fortunately. Chambers took the sally in
good part.

“We're all up the pole, more or less,” he
replied promptly, “But I've set my heart
on becoming captain of the Remove., I want
you fellows to take me seriously—I want you
to realise that I'm in deadly earnest. And

| The advent of Handforth and
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I'm not going to make all sorts of promises
that I shan’t fulfil 1"

“Then you'll be a new kind of candidate !”
said (Castleton.

“I am a new kind of candidate!” replied
Chambers promptly.  ““As you know, three
fellows are pulting up for clection—Nipper,
Handforth, and myself, I rather think we
can wash Handforth out completely., He's
only a joke, anyhow!”

“Good old Ha.ndjd”

“He's worth gquids really !”

------

it
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Church and MecClure into the
Lecture Hall was unexpected, but
when the latter two juniors were
seen to grab hold of the hose
‘pipes and advance to the edge of
the platform, surprise furned fo
alarm. ‘‘ Silence !’ shouted
Handforth, holding up one hand.

“Hear, hear!”

“But he’s no good as a captain!” saia
Chambers. “ Nipper, of course, is a different
proposition, Nipper is a sound man, steady,
reliable, and——"

“What’s the idea of all this?” interrupted
Nipper grufly., ‘“ How many more times are
you fellows going to call me sound and
reliable? What do you think I am—a

clock 1"

Chambers rather brainily scized upon the
point.

“Yes|” he retorted. *That’s just it,
Nipper! You're a clock! Term in and

.-"-"—ﬁ.
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term out, von go ticking on! Tick-tock!

Tick-tock ! Always the same, always reliable
aml unfailing 1”7’
“Ha. ha, hal"

“As long as youre kept wound up, you
pursue the same steady nn%v.{nlng course,
But that’s just where &Gu re wrong! We
necd something fresh in the Remove- some-
thing new! If I'm clected as captain, you'll
Jff -Dnut}m|s_: new !’

‘Goad gad! I rather fancy that we shall
get something poisonous!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cut tho cackle, Chambers, and gel to the
hosses !’

*“*Hear, hear!”

“If I'm skipper, I shall institute all sorts
of new rules and regulations,” shouted Cham-
bers. “For instance, T intend to appeal to
everybody in the Remove. The rank and file
will benefit from my captainey. As things
are now, matters are in the hands of a chosen
few. Nipper has his own friends, and he
gencrally selects his clevens from the same
group——7"

“I’'ve got to seleet my elevens from the

(EE

available men!” interrupted Nipper. “Sport
at St. Frank's, Chambers, is-taken rather
seriously. I can’t play duffers!”

“My policy will be to train everybody the
same so that there are no duffers!” replied
Chambers. “And then, again, I have an-
other scheme. An elaborate scheme for the
supplying m pocket-money to everybody who
18 in need.’

The Remove pricked up its ears. In fact,
the Remove became positively interested.

WA trlmnw for providing us with pocket-
money ?”’  chonted Hubbard. “By Jove!
That sounds pretty good.”

| Nipper.
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“Let's have it, Chambers!”

“In a word, if I become captain, I shall
immediately l:nrmg into force a system of
mcome-tax !” said Chambers impressively.

““What!”

“Income-tax!”

“Great Scott!”

“My only sainted aunt!”

Without doubt Chambers had sprung a
bombshell on the Remove. Everybody was
talking at once, and there was a sign of
Ia,u'lhf(‘r A good many of the fellows be-
]nwf:d that it was a joke.

“You won't stand much chance of being
at the top of the poll if you carry on with
thls scheme, Chambers!” shouted Fullwood.

““Income-tax people are pretty unpopular!”
“Ha, ba, hal”

“Give me a chance to explain,” exclaimed
Chambers.  “This won’t l;e the ordinary
kind of income-tax. It won’t be an imposi-
tion. In fact, it’s all in favour of the tax-
payers,”

“Then it’ll be a new kind of income-tax '™

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Y1t is a new kind!”
impressively. ‘' Of course, if you don’t want
it, you needn’t have it. Bnt it’s my sclicme
for making lh:n,r:-a generally better in the
Remove. [ think you all know what it is
to be hard up——"

“Hear, hear!”

“You never said a truer word, old man !’
‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“And you all know how difficult it is to
borrow money,”  continued Chambers.
“How often have you been round from study
to study, trying to I‘[lee the wind "

“So often that we’ve lost count!”
said Reggie Pitt, shaking his head.

“Yes, rather !”

“ Under my svstem, there will be no
such lean times in the future!”
shouted Chambers. *“It may seem
like a dream to all you fellows. It
may seem to you that I am talking
through my hat. But, if*vou will be
patient, and 1if you will Jet me ex-
wplain, I will show you how this won-
derful system can be put into
operation.”
“What wonderful asked Full-
wood sceptically.

““A systemm whereby every needy junior
will be able to obtain cash without the
slightest  difficulty 1”  replied Chambers
promptly. ““A system whereby poverty will
be for ever banished from the Remove!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You can 'laugh—but I can give you
proof !” roared Chambers.

“Then why don’t you?”

“If you will give me time, I will procced
to explain!” said Chambers. “But I hesi-
tate to do so, Nipper 1s present, and so are
some of H'a,ndfortllgls supporters. I have
no guarantee that they will not steal my idea,
and promise not to put it into operation- _

“You needn’t worry, Chambers!” sang ont
“Go ahead with your idea. 1 give

shouted Chambers

system 7"
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my word that I won’t attcrapt to put it info
operation if T win the election!™

“That's a definite promise ?" asked Cham-
bers,

“Yes, a definite promise !”

“And we'll give our guaraniece for Hand-
forth!” put in Church. *“Won't we, Mae?”

“Like a shot!” grinned McClure. *'You
can take it from us, Chambers, that Handy
won't borrow anybody else’'s ideas. Besides,
why worry about him? You know jolly
well that he doesn’t stand a chance in a
million of being elected!”

Cuthbert Chambers nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Weo can cut Handforth
out, And now that 1 have Nipper's word
of honour, I can go ahead!”

If any of the Removites had been fed up
with the proceedings, they had entirely lost
that feeling now. They wanted to remain
—they were keen upon hearing by what ex-
fraordinary statement Chambers could justify
his promise. -

Iucome-tax in the Remove would indeed be
a novelty! And pocket-money for all needy
juniors would be more novel still, Nobody
believed that Cuthbert Chambers would be
able to adopt any such plan.

The Remove, as a whole, was on tenter-
hooks of expectancy, and there was a hush
when Chambers consulted a few notes, and
then prepared to continue his speech.

—— —

CHAPTER 17.
The Great Scheme !

ENTLEMEN iy
“Go 1t, Chambers "
“We're all waiting,

old man!”
“Gentlemen of the

Remove, 1 urgo you to give me at least five

minutes’ sikence!” shouted Chambers, with

unwonted gravity, ‘“Before going into the
intricacies of this scheme, let me say at once
that I am prepared to give it a sound send-
off by establishing a working fund of twenty
pounds.”

“My only hat!

“Twenty quid!”

“He's only spoofing!”

“Nothing of the sort!” roared Chambers,
I am prepared to whack out twenty pounds
the very instant T am elected to the cap-
tainey. This money will be put aside, and
held as a reserve.” '

b R ey + e XK
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“But vou haven't got twenty quid, Cham-
bers !

Vivian Travers rose to his feet, moved
towards the edgze of the platform, and Leld
up his hand,.

“One moment!” he satd, “Pardon my in-
terruption, Chambers, but I think I had
better explain to the populace that T am
acting as guarantor,”

“As which?”

““I am guaranteeing this twenty pounds'”
said Travers coolly, “There is no spoof
about it—no deception. Upon Chambers
being clected to the captainey, the twenty
pounds will be handed over in cashh to a
special financial commnittee,”

i B}_ jingﬁ !’!

“That’s fair enough, anyway!”

“And we know that Travers has hcaps of
money !’ !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You must understand that this reserve
fund will be only a beginning,” said Cham-
bers, referring to his notes again. “ Now,

here 1s the income-tax proposal.”™

“Good man!”

“That's what we're waiting to hear!”

“Everybody in the Remove,” said Cham-
bers, “receives a certain amount of pocket-
money every week., In some cases 1t 1s com-
paratively small, in other cases it is com-
paratively large. Some of you get as littio
as half a crown a week; others are lucky
cnough to get ten bob, or even a quid.
Fellows like Travers and Tregellis-West and
Glenthorne are even luckier.”

“Neover mind about the giddy million-
aires!” grinned Dovle, of the West House.
“What about the ordinary chaps? What
about fellows like me? I get five bob a
week !

“It 1s fellows like you who will benefit
mostly,"” replied Chambers promptly. < Glen-
thorne and Tregellis-West and Travers don’t
need to borrow money. They're never hard
up—or, at least, very seldom, TIt's the rank
and file that will gain by this income-tax
plan.” : _

*“Robbing the rich to serve the poor, eh 7"

said Fullwood dubiously.. “That's not a
sound proposition, Chambers——"
““ Rats!” interrupted Chambers. * Nobodyv

will be robbed—the scheme will be just as fair
for one as for the other. My proposal is to
levy a tax of one penny in the shilling on
everybody in the whole Form.”

“Ohb, my hat!”

“A penny i the shilling!”

“What's the idea of it, Chambers?”

“T1 tell you!” said Chambers. *“Nobody
will notice this tax much. It’s too small to
cause any incouvenicnce. For example, a
fellow who gets half-a-crown a week pays
twopence-halfpenny income tax. A chap who
receive five shillings pocket-money pays five-
pence tax, and so on—whatever the amount,”

“That’s easy enough to reckon,” said Do
Valerie, “*But what becomes of this money *”

“It goes into the Financial Fund!” replied
Chambers.

“And wlat's the Financial Fund for ?”
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“It’s a supply of money upon which any-
body can draw,” said Chambers impressively.
“It often happens that fellows get stoney
broke in the middle of the week—"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“It always happens!”

“Nearly everyhody is stoney by Thursday
or I'riday!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Well, this scheme of mine will solve the
difficulty,” said Chambers calmly. “Say, for
example, that a fellow is absolutely broke
to the wide on Thursday of any week. Well,
he comes to the Financial Committee—which
will be open for business at a eertain hour
every day—and he Dborrows, say, {two
ghillings,”

*“That’s handy.”

“He borrows this {wo shillings from the
Financial Fund,” explained Chambers. “Of
course, he cannot expect to get this moncy
without interest. So he agrees to pay a penny
in the shilling interest.”

“Oh!”

"We thought there was a catch in it!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's no caich!” roared Chambers,
fAu-hing. “It's perfectly straightforward and
honest. The fellow borrowed two bob, and
when Safurday comes he pays two-and-two-
pence back--1n addition to the income tax on
his usual pocket money.”

“H'm! It sounds complicated,” remarked
Reggie Pitt.
“But it’s not complicaled!” snapped

Chambers, “It’s as simple as A B (. Once
it’s working, it'll go absolutely smooghly. It
can’t fail. And, with a good reserve fund
at the back of us, nobody will ever need to
be short of pocket-money.”

“Dut why charge interest?” demanded
Gresham. “It’s too much like—like money-
lending !

“T didn’t want 1to charge interest,”
repliecd Chambers. “But, upon seeking

advice, I came to the conclusion that interest
would be absolutely necessary, If the money
was lent without any-interest being charged,
then everybody would be swarming for loans

in the middle of the week. But, by fixing Rt the Eicaits of Ehu 2
: r the benefit o e Remove.

a nonunal rate of interest, like a penny in
the shilling, it wil keep fellows from rushing
us. They’ll hold out until the end of the
week, until their pocket-money is whacked
out. Only the most urgent cases will borrow
from the fund.”

“By Jove! That seems sound enough

“It looks all right in theory!”

“And Wl be all right In practice!” said
Chaiabers. ““ Eleet me as captain, and you’ll
never be short of pockel-money again!”
“Wait a minute, Chambers!” said Nipper.
Supposing everybody wants loans at once #”
“Well, that won't make any difference,”
said Chambers. “ Naturally, the Financial
Committee ean’t lend more than it’s got, but
even if the whole Reserve Fund goes—which
18 extremely unlikely—it  will only
be temporary, for at the end of the week
it will all come back, because the fellows will
pay up out of their regular pocket-money,”

r”
-
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" But will they pay up 1”

“They’ll have to!” replied Chambers
grimly, “Any defaulter will be barred from
ever borrowing another penny again! Oh,
yes!  We shall guard against that sort of
thing!”

The Remove began to feel that there was
something really brilliant in the scheme,
after all. Tt had rather taken their breath
away at first, but now they were getting used
to it. And there wasn't the slightest doubt
that Cuthbert Chambers had taken a big
step towards winning the captaincy!

T —— —

CHAPTER 18,
On His Mettle !

) IPPER said very little.
But he thought a
great deal.

He was convinced,
in his own mind,
elaborate scheme of Chambers’

that

this
would fall {o the ground if it was put into

practice. It sounded very nice—very smooth.
But if it cver came to be put into opera-
tion 1t would probably erumple up.

However, the rank and file of the Remove
did not think of this; to them the idea
scemed good, and it was Chambers who had
suggested it. Tt was Chambers who would
put it into operation if he won the captainey.
Therefore, (‘hambers gained a good many
supporters at this all-important meeting.

“There’s one point that I can’t quite
understand,” said De Valerie, frowning.
“Who gets the interest that is charged on
the loans 7’ :

“1t all goes into the fund.”

“And what happens to the extra money
that comes in?” asked De Valerie. “What
I mecan is, who gets it 7”

“If you're implying that I'm going to keep
that money for myself, you're a young ass!”
sard Chambers hotly, “I don’t touch a penny
—and don’t want 1t! The whole proposal 1s
At the end
of cach term, the Reserve Fund will be wiped
out. In other words, it will be spent on a
huge last-evening feed.”

£ Oh!”

“That sounds pretty good!”

“It is good!” declared Chambers. Tt
can't be anything else but good! All you do
i3 to pay one penny in the shilling income-
tax every week, and this enables you to
borrow from the fund whenever you like—
providing, of course, that you pay it back
at the end of the same week. And when
the term c¢loses, the whole fund is used on
a big feed.”

“Jolly good!”

“Well, it’s straightforward cnough

“(louldn’t be simpler!”

“It just amounts to this,” said Chambers.
“The most persistent borrowers will naturally
pay more than anybody else—-because the

1
!
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penny-in-the-shilling interest will swell the
resources of the fund. So the big feed, at
the end of the term, will be largely pzud for
by the fellows who have done the most
borrowing."

“Clear as mud!” said Reggie Pitt, scratch-
e his head.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It'lIl be clear enough as soon as it gets
into working order!” said Chambers con-
fidently. “It's not quite fair to pull the
scheme to pieces now, Give it a trial! 'That’s
what I say, my lads! Elect me as skipper,
and give this income-tax scheme a trial !”

“Good old Chambers!”
“T}*c man with the ideas!”

“I want your votes!” shouted Chambers,
holding out his hands towards the audience.
“I want them all! FElect me, and vou elect
a live captain! I shall be strmt but I shall
not be arbitrary.’

After a few more words in the same strain,
Cuthbert Chambers sat down, and the Rr'
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move cheered and clapped., On the whole,
the speeeh had been eminently suecessful.

And then the Remove dl\[}E‘I‘b{iI and all
the fellows went to their various studies, dis-
cussing the latest situation, On the whole,
Chanabers had done much to further his
cause,

Next day it was just the same,

(hambers was no longer spoken of as an
ass and a duffer: the juniors were seriously
thinking about Plvchng him. They were com-
paring Tim to Nipper, and, although Nippet
was gencrally respected, and alt?nugh his
popularity did not suffer one whit, a feeling
was growimg that he should be givun a rest,

After all, it would only be fair to let
Chambers have a shot at this income-tax
schemo of his. Besides, 1t appealed to the
fellows. Trom bitter experience they knew
how dithcult it was to borrow moneyv in mid-
veek, when practically evervbody was broke.
It would be a great comfort to know that
they could go to the Financial Committee
and obtain a few shillings to carry on with.

S
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Speeches were the order of the day again.
In the Triangle, Chambers and Handforth
and Nipper were making speeches at every
opportunity. Chambers pegged away at his
income-tax proposal, arguing its merits and
its advantages. And it was noticed that his
audiences were much larger than those of
the other candidates.

Handiorth, indced, hardly got anybody.
When the fellows did condescend to listen to
him, they only did so in a spirit of levity,
It was rather amusing to listen to the leader
of Study D spouting at the top of his voice
and explaining exactly why it would be a
wist thing to elect him. :

Nipper stuck to his same old policy. He
declared that the captain of any Form should
confine his atteutions to the sporting intercsts
and general smooth rumning of the Form,
He had no sympathy with income-tax schemes
and similar fantastic proposals. He was
wholeheartedly in favour of carrying on
in the time-honoured fashion. He did not
belicve in any new-fangled stunts.

But, although the sound fellows were
solidly behind Nipper, it could not be denied
that the bulk of the Removites were
atiracted by the novelty of Chambers’ pro-
gramunie,

“I'm afraid things are beginning to look
a bit wonky,” said Tommy Watson, as he
and Tregellis-West and Nipper gathered for
tea in Study C that evening. “Confound
the chaps! They're rallying round Chambers
by the dozen |

“They don’t seem to recognise that he's
a windbag!” said Tregellis-West.

“I'm not worrying,” said Nipper calmly.
“You mustn’'t forget, you chaps, that there’s
the Yexford match to-morrow, and the poll-
ing for the captaincy will take place in the
evening, after the team gets back.”

“And you're captaining the Eleven,”
Watson thoughtfully.

“Exactly !” said Nipper. “ We've just got
to win that match to-morrow! And if I put
up a particularly good performance it will
help enormously. At heart, the fellows are?
really mad on sports, A decisive win to-
morrow will ‘put me at the top of the poll.”

“Begad! It's a frightful position, dear old
boy !” said Sir Mountie, shaking his head.
“It 1s, really! Because, don’t you see, it
euts both ways., If you score a century, or
anything like that, the enthusiasm will be
tremendous, and you'll be elected. But what
if you score a duck ?” '

“Then my doom will he sealed!”
Nipper coolly.

“Cricket 18 a most frightful game of
chance,”’ said Tregellis-West., “That’s what
makes it so excitin’, of course. One never
knows what one is going to do. DBut really,
old boy, you’ll have to give of your seery
best 12

And Nipper knew it, oo,
matceh, indeed, was vital!

said

replied

The Yexford

remained,

 fellow,” declared Travers.

27

Off for the Fateful

Match !
HIE wecather was very
finc the mnext day,

and the Remove was
feeling very bucked
when lessons  were

over.

It was a hali-holiday, and there wgs an
important match on. Further, there was the
election to cause added exeitement. The
campaign was practically over; the candidates
had made their final speeches. Nothing
now, but to play Yexford, and
then hold the election in the evening,

If there was one point which worried
Vivian Travers, it was connected with tho
Yexford match,

Travers was quite satishied that Chambers
was "“‘good 7 for the captaimmey if all went
well,  Alost of the Removites were greatly
impressed by the income-tax scheme, and
they were anxious to see 1t in operation,
And they could only see it in operation if

.Chambers won,

But the Yexford maitch gave Travers a
few qualms. '

He knew that Nipper was a first-rate
ericketer, and he also knew that Nipper
would seize 1his opportunity with both hands.
He would play to-day as he had seldom
played before, and if he could only arouse
a tremendous enthusiasm in the Remove by
giving a dazz!ing display on the cricket field,
hiz election would be certain,

But Travers did not think of getting up to
any shadv trickery in order to ruin the
match. Iis only move was to get up an
agitation for the inclusicn of Chambers in
the Eleven,

This, at first sight, was a piece cf follv.
For if Chambers failed 1t would tell badly
against him; it would ruin all his chances,

But Travers had been putting Chambers
throngh his paces a good deal during this

weck: he had been at the nets with him,
and had coached him., Chambers hadn’t
liked it, but Travers was a very clever

ericketer, and he gave Chambers some good
tips. And, surprisingly enough, the ex-Fifth-
Former was now showing a fair amount of
ability. :

The fact was (‘hambers had set his heart
on winning the Remove captainey, and so he
was on his mettle. He, too, knew what the
result would be if he played well in the
Yexford match,

At first Nipper was inclined to debar
Chambers from the team, but he soon saw
that this would scal his fate, ILEverybody
would say that he was keeping Chambers
out because he was afraid of him. Desides,
Chambers had dene so well at the nets that
Nipper could hardly refuse him. So in the
end Chambers’ name was put down on the
list.

“ Tyerything will be all right, dear old
“PBut you've got
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to play the game of your life to-day! Wa
can't expect anything sensational, of course;
but, as long as you put up a good show,
vou'll have the IForm’s support.”™

“By glory !”” said Chambers, taking a deep
Lreath, “I'll show 'em!”

Handforth took up an attitude of lofty
indifference,

“I'm fed-up!” he said, as everybody was
preparing to Eeavc. “I'm fed-up with every-
thing ! obcdy takes any notice of me, and
I've come to the conclusion that the Remove
1sn’t “worth bothering about!”

“Good man!” said Church, with relief.
“You couldn’t do better!”

“You silly ass!” snapped Handforth,

“Eh? I'm only agrceing with you——-"

“Then dry up!” growled Handforth, “I'm
disappointed! I gave the fellows credit for
more sense. Yet they're all falling over one
another in their eagerness to give this rotten
income-tax scheme a trial! I've got hun-
dreds of better plans up my sleeve 4

But at this point he broke off, for a chorus
of cheery feminine hails came to his ears,
And then he beheld Irene & Co., of the
Moor View School, Iin the gatewavy with
tlieir bicycles,

“We just stopped to wish voun luck in the
Yexford mateh !” sald Irene, as Handforth
& Co. and a namber of other juniors hurried

to the gateway. “You're playing, Ted,
aren’t you?”’
“Yes, rather!” said Handforth. *1 sup-

pose you girls can’t come over and watch?"”
“Sorry,” said Doris Berkeley, *but it's

imposs. We're going to a tennis tournament
at Caistowe.”
“Yes, but tennis can’t be compared to

cricket !” said Handforth in surprise.

“Of course it can’t!” said Mary Summers
gravely. “*Still, Ted, I'm afraid wo can’t
very well get out of it. But you'll have the
consolation of knnwinr{ that we shall try to
be with you in spirit.’

There were many chuckles, and Handforth

grunted, )
“Let's change the subject!” he said
grufilv. “I want you girls to wish me luck

in the clection this evening.”

““Ha, ha, bha!”

Irene & Co. laughed merrily, and Hand-
forth turned red.

“Here, I sayl
it ' he protested.

“I'm sorry, Ted, but we're all in favour
of Nipper,” said Mary Summers, with a
smile,  “Nipper’s certain to win, too, isn't
he 17

“TI'm afraid he isn’t!” said Nipper dryly.

“What!"” exclaimed Mary, open-cyed.
“You don't mean to say that Ted—"

“No, not Ted!|” smiled Nipper. “Dut
there’s Chambers, you know.”

*But Chambers 1s—is Well, we hardly
thought that Chambers was a serious rival!”
rermarked Marjorie Temple.

“He wasn't until a day or two ago—but
most of the fellows are rather keen on him
now,"” replied Nipper. *‘There’s no time to

There’s nothing funny in

LEE LIBRARY

F

go into details, and, in any ecase, why not
leave it until the election is over ?”

The girls were rather upset to hear this
piece of news., They had taken it for granted
that Nipper would be elected by an over-
whelming majority.,  However, as Nipper
had said, there was no time to explain, for
the Junior Eleven was going to Yexford by
train, and the fellows had to get down to the
station.

A good many other fellows were going,
too—and some were cycling.

Handforth, of course, was going in his
Austin Seven, with Church and MJMeClure,
and he deecided that he would go round by
Caistowe—so that he would have the pleasure
of accompanying the girl cyclists this far on
the journey.

“It's all right,” he said, “ we shall be able
to put on speed afterwards, and we'll get to
Yexford long before the match.™

In Caistowe, naturally, he insisted upon
stopping at one of the biggest confectioners,
and he treated all the girls to ice-cream,

If it hadn’t been for Church and McClure,
he would have wasted half the afternoon in
the seaside resort, But Handforth was play-
ing in the Yexford match, and his presence
on the ericket field was rather nccessary.

",

<

—— ——

CHAPTER 20.

A Narrow Escape !

EST of luck, Ted !™
“Thanks, Irene!”
sald Handforth
warmly. “But you
needn't  worry—we'll

win !”’

Irene Manners and the other girls were just
preparing to depart. The tennis tournament,
was taking place on the other side of the
town, and the Moor View girls now took a
different route from Handforth & Co.

They started off on their bicyeles, and
Handfqrt.h, in the meantime, eclimbed into
the driving-seat of his Austin, and started
the engine,

“We shall have to buck up, Handy !” said
Church, from the rear.

“Tons of time!” said Handforth calmly,

“Once we get on the move, we can
Great Scott! Look out, there! Oh, by
George!”

The words eame out of his mouth in a
choking gasp.

And there was every reason for his shout
of alarm, Glancing up by chance, he had
scen Irene & Co. cycling off down the busy
strect, It was in the height of the holiday
season, of course, and Caistowe was crowded.

A water-cart had evidently passed along
this thoroughfare shortly before, for the

aved road was considerably wet. And Mary
gummers, who was just in the rear of all
the_ other girls, had swerved suddenly in
order to avoid an excited old lady, who had
run off the pavement in order to attract the
attention of a bus conductor,
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As Busfer Boots strode to-
wards the edge of the plat-
form, the paper containing
the result of the Remove
Election in his hands, a
series of shoufs went up
from the eager Removites,
“* What’s the result 9™
“Who's won 2 **

It all happened in a flash.

Mary’s front wheel skidded violently, and,
although the girl was a good cyclist, she
found 1t impos<ible to maintain her balance.

Crash |

Over she went, the bieycle slithering along

the wet road. And Mary herself was sprawl-
ing in the vroad, right in front of the
oncoming motor-"bus! :

Shrieks avose from all sides. Handforth
and Co. sat frozen in the Austin Seven.
[rene and the other girls, glanecing back,
practically fell off their own machines.

Fortunately, the ’bus was already slowing

lown, the conductor having pulled the bell |

in response to the old lady’s signals.

The heavy vehicle did not even skid, but
~ame to*an abrupt standstill a foot or two
from Maryv, as she was quickly serambling
te her feet.

“Oh, thank goodness!” breathed Handforth
dazedly. “1 thought--I thought a

“Yes, it was a pretty narrow shave!” said
Church huskily, “If that ’bus had been
going qucker "

“Don’t!” muttered McClure,

They leapt out of the ear, ran forward,
and pressed round Mary as Irene and the
other givls came up.

“ Ave you hurt?” went up a general chorus.

Mary laughed, looking flushed and
pinbarrassed. :

“No, it was nothing!” she protested. “Oh,
please don’t make a fuss!”

“You’ve ruined your frock!”  said
Handforth, )

“Oh, what does 1t matier ¢” asked Mary.

& e

-ﬁ.‘é‘.—::
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“Please, Renie! Let’s be getting on. Coma
on, girls! It'll be simply terrible if 4 crowd
collects !”

Hastily the girls picked up Mary’s fallen
bicycle, and then they escaped down a side
street; In less than a minute the main
thoroughfare was normal again, Handforth
climbed back into his Austin Seven, and he
did net conceal the fact that he was a bit

shaky.
“She might have been killed!” he said
gruffty. “The Caistowe™ authorities ought to

know better than to make the roads all wet
and skiddy like this!”

Church and MeClure thought it unwise to

' get up any argument regarding the Caistowe

Town Council. So they contented themselves
by remarking that they were heartily
thankful that Mary had come to no harm.
By the time they arrived at Yexford they
had almost forgotten the incident; and .they
were surprised to find that Handforth had
got there on time. The match was
practically due to start—but he wasn’t late.

“It’s about time you turned up, dear old
fellow ! remarked Travers, who was one of
the first to approach the Study D trio.
“We're just going on to the field.”

“Did Yexford win the toss, then?” asked
Handforth indignantly.

“ Alas, vyes!”

“Like their check!”

“I agree with yvou!” said Travers.
ought to have been here a little earlier x

“Couldn’t be done!” said Handforth., “We
were delaved in Caistowe., Mary Summers
was nearly killed in an acecident!”

“You
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“For the love
Travers, starmg.

“Well, she might have been nearly killed,”
amended Handforth. “She skidded right in
front of a ’bus, and I can tell you that
Churchy and Mac and I got a shock. We
thought it was all up with her!”

And Handforth explained the cireumstances
with an unnecessary wealth of detail.
Travers listened, much relieved when he
heard that Mary had come to no harm.

But later his eyes began to gleam in a
purposeful way.

“Well, well”” he murmured.
wind that blows nobody good!
we can  make capital
incident "

Judging by the satisfied expression on his
face, he had already decided upon a scheme.
And when it came to schemes, Vivian
Travers was without a rival!

of Samson!” ejaculated

“It's an ill

I wonder 1if
out of this little

CHAPTER 21.

The Rumour !

JUST as Handforthi was
ready to go on to the
field, 'Travers
approached him, look-
ing vrather thought-
ful. Church and McClure were therve, too,
“Ol, there’s just one little thing, dear old
fellows,” said Travers. “You haven’t said
anvthing to Nipper about Mary’s narrow
escape, have you?”

“Not a weord,” replied Handforth.

“Then don’t!”

“Why not?” asked Church

“Well, there’s a general kind of idea that

Mary is Nipper’s special girl chum,” said

Travers dryly. “He’s not a temperamental

bloke, but if he heard that Mary had had an

accident he might be off his form.”

“H'n! Perhaps you’re right—althongh 1

don’t think there’s much in it,” said Hand- |

forth, “Still, it’s just as well to be on the
safe side.”
Travers nodded, and walked away.

“Rather a brainy idea of the chap's)’
commented MceClure. “1It’s a good thing we
hadn’t been gassing about the affair. It's an
important mateh, too. 1f Nipper makes a
poor showing, we shall be in the soup.”

“Why shall we be in the soup?” asked
Handforth, staring.

“Well, Nipper won’t get any votes this
cvening.”

“And who wants him to get any votes?” |
said Handforth tartly. “ You silly fatheads!
You know as well as I do that I'm goiug to
win this election!”

“Ahem! Yes!”

r

“What are you coughing for?”
“Nothing—only a tickle in my throat!”
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“Rot!” said Handforth  suspiciously.
“You fellows believe that I'm going to lose,
don’t you?”

Church and MeClure didn’t merely believe
it—they were  certain. But in the
circumstances they deecided to remain silent,

“Well, I'ln not going to lose!” said Hand-
forth firmly. *“You chaps may think I’'m
dotty, but I'm telling vou straight from the

shoulder that I shall be skipper of the
Remove by this evening. And if you like
I’'ll tell you how I'm going to work the

trick !”
“We should love to know!” said Chureh.
“It’s as simple as winking!” answered

NEXT WEDNESDAY linanananananan

S O L T 3

Handforth.
in this match off my own bat. And every
body will be so jolly enthusiastic that =

chums were

“I’'m going fo score a century

He paused, noting that his
making queer, gurgling notses.

“You can laugh!” he snorted. “But wait
aud see! I made a century for the First
Eleven at St. Jim's £

“Aren’t you ever coming, Handy?” sang
out Harry Gresham.

And Handforth was obliged to abandon
the argument.

Church and MecClure were quite prepared
to admit that if he scored a century in this
vital game he would be a long way on the
road to victory in the election, But centuries




THE NELSON

acen’t scored every day in cricket matches—
junior, sentor, or otherwise.

To make the issue more interesting the
Yexford Junior Eleven proceeded to knock
up a very formidable score, Gresham and
Travers and Hussi Kahn were at the top of
their form, and they bowled splendidly. DBut
it was a batsman’s wicket, and the Yexford
fellows were keen, sound cricketers, too.
They were difficult to dismiss. :

In fact, the innings did not close until the
tea interval, and the St. Frank’s fellows were
feeling somewhat exhausted after a long
spell of leather-hunting. The Yexford total
was 185, which was an excellent score for a

“THE SPLIT IN
THE REMOVE!"

Cuthbert
Remove !

The Form has elected the pompous ex-
Fifth-Former in place of Nipper, and now
they’re anxiously wondering how Chambers
will carry out his duties as leader.

There’s that income-tax scheme, too.
It sounds all right in theory, but how will
it work in practice ? Juniors who only
receive half-a-crown and five hob a week
pocket-money won’t he very keen to fork
out their twopence-ha’pennies and flve-
pences every week.

As for Chambers, he discovers that
captaining the Remove is not an easy job ;
or a pleasant one !

And eventually the Remove finds itself
split into two distinct sections : Chambers’
section and Nipper’s section.

Next week's fine long yarn is [ull of
dramatie inoident and rousing schoolboy
adventure. In other words, it's just the

kind of story you like !
“THE CRUISE OF THE

BLUE BIRD!"

The next instalment of this corking serial
is as entertaining as ever,

mananannORDER IN ADVANCE!

Chambers—captain of the

junior school eleven. It wasn’t sensational,
of course, but it was distinctly good.

“We're going to have ull our work cut
out to whack ’em,” said Nipper, as he
strolled on to the field, after the brief tea
interval, with his men. “We don’t know
much about ’em this secason, but I believe
they’ve got some hot bowlers.”

“Don’t worry!’ said Handforth.
can rely on me for a cool hundred.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I’'m going to make a century in this
match!”  said  Iandforth  calmly. “By
xeorge! If I can score a hLl]']dl'EL?I’ for the
St. Jim’s First Eleven, T'll eat my hat if
I ean’t score a hundred for the St. Frank’s
Junior Eleven !”

“You
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“We all have our little idiosyncrasies,”
murmured Travers.

“Rats!” said Handforth. “If the rest of
you can knock up a century between you, we
shall win by a handsome margin.”

Nobody, of course, took any notwe of this.
Chambers was unusually quiet. He had done
nothing particularly good in the field; he
had made one or two quick returns, and had
muflfed one or two balls. But, on the whole,
his performance had been just ordinary—
neither good nor bad.

Most of the fellows had expected that he
would bounce about in his usual way. DBut,
strangely enough, he was quiet. Nipper,
more shrewd than the others, had no diffi-
culty in guessing that Travers had bheen
having a serious, heart-to-heart talk with the
ex-senior,

Just before the Yexford Eleven came out,
Nipper found himself talking with Chambers
and Travers. They had drawn him apart
from the rest of the fellows, discussing some
trivial point of the game.

It- had been decided that Nipper and
Reggie Pitt should go out to open the St.
Frank’s innings, and 1t was time for Nipper
to put on his leg-pads.

“Well, if you chaps will excuse me—
he began,

But just then Gore-Pearce, elegant as ever,
strolled up.

“"Heard the news, you chapsi” asked
languidly.

“What news?”

“About the acecident in Caistowe 7

“We haven’t heard about any accident in
Cuaistowe,” saild Nipper. “Not that I'm

he

surprised. There’s an awful lot of traffic in
Caistowe during the summer. Anybody
hurt ?”

“Worse than that,” said Gore-Pearce, with
a sort of relish, ‘‘Somebody we know, too.
One of the Moor View girls.”

Nipper stared, his face changing colour.

“Not—not killed?” he asked very quictly,

* Afraid so.”

“ But—but—"

“Mind you, I wouldn't be certamn,” added
Gore-Pearce casually. ‘‘It’s only a rumour,
Somebody . came along about half an hour
ago and said that this girl had been run over
by a 'bus and killed. That’s all I know ! he
added, with a yawn, “But it sounds trne
enough.”

“There was an acecident, anyhow,” put in
Travers, nodding. “I heard about it, {oo,
But I didn’t think 1t was serious.”

Nipper clutched at Gore-Pearce’s arm,
There were lots of girls at the Moor View
School, and the majority of them were only
on mere nodding terms with the St. Frank’s
fellows, Of course, the accident might have
happened to any one of them. But yet—

“Do you know who the girl was?” asked
Nipper steadily,

“Sorry, I've forgotten,” replied Gore-
Pearce, “T did hear the name, but— Obh,
voes, I remember. Mary Snmmers!”
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CHAPTER 22.
0% His Form !

— E——?IIIPER stoud as thﬂ“gh

turned to stone.
“Hard lines!” he
heard ‘Travers say-
g, through a kind
of thick wall, “Mary was a jolly decent girl,
too—one of the best., Great Samson! It's
getling positively dangerous to be about in
the streets nowadays—eyeling especially.™

Nipper, his brain whirling, suddenly seized
Gore-Pearce so fiercely by the shoulder that
the millionaire’s son uttered a cry.

“Here, keep yvour confounded hands—-"

“Are you sure of this?” panted Nipper.

“You say that Mary  Summers has been
killed 7"

“I'hat’s what I heard—"

“Who did you hear it from?"

“Oh, T don't know—one of the Yexford

»

chaps,” replied Gore-Pearce, lying glibly., 1
wouldn't know him from Adam again.”

“ Are you sure that it was Mary Sumners,
and not some other girl?”

“Of course I'm surc!” said Gore-Pearce.
“But what difference does 1t make?  One
- girl's very much the same as another, isn't
she? Oh, by gad! T'd forgotten,' he added,
with a grin.  “You were rather sweet on
Mary, weren't you?”

Crash !

Nipper couldn't help it. The suggestion of
a snecr in Gore-Pearce's tone made him see
red. He struck out fiereely, and Gore-Pearce
wont over backwards, howling.

“You cad!” panted Nipper.

“Steady, dear old fellow!” murmured
Travers. “ Everybody's looking at us. TIf it
comes to that, Pitt’s avaiting for you, too,
The Yexford fellows are on the field. You
can't keep them waiting.”

“But T want to find out for certain about
this accident!”™ said Nipper feverishly.
“Can’t I ask somebody?”

“Who is there to ask?”

“Somcbody told Gore-Pearce——"

“Yes, but he doesn’'t even know the
fellow's name,” said Chambers,  breaking
into the econversation for the first fime.
“You can't go about a strange school asking
evervbody if there’s any truth in a rumour
that a girl has been killed! It would look—
well, funny!”

Nipper breathed hard.

“TI must know ! he muttered.

Vivian Travers felt rather conscience-
stricken. It was he who had engincered
this very questionable stunt. Travers was a
queer kind of mixture, and in some ways he
was frankly unscrupulous. In other ways he
was one of the best fellows under the sun,

He had set his heart wupon boosting
Chambers into the captainey, and he had had
a grave fecar that the Yexford mateh would
add so much to Nipper's prestige that the
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voting would go all in his favour that even-
ing.

And =0, hearing of the mizhap to Mary,
Travers had made capital ovt of it. After all,
rumours arc alwayvs liable to get about—
especially tragic rumours—and Travers had
consoled Limself by the thought that even if
he didn't start the rumour, somebody else
might,

Yet now Travers felt guiliv., He bhad
hardly believed that Nipper would take this
shock so badly. And Travers, in his sincere
desire to make amends, really only made
matters worse. The decency in him—and
thm;e was a lot—urged him to square this
trick,

“If I were vou, Nipper, I'd take no notice
of the silly story.” he said quietly, as ho
pulled Nipper aside. “YTorget it, dear old
fellow. It's not true!”
“How could the storv get about then?”

Travers had no immediate answer for that
poser. He had drawn Nipper aside because
lie did not want Gore-Pearce to hear that he
was backing out of the little plot.

“If it comes to that, how does any rumour
get about?” he said, after a slight pause. “I
heard the yarn from Handiorth, and I asked
Handforth not to say anything to you about
it in case it put vou off vour form."”

“That was verv decent of you.”

“Rot!” said Travers, now thoroughly un-
comfortable. ““As a matter of fact, Hand-
forth told me that Mary skidded in front of
a 'bus, but wasn't even hurl.”

“And Gore-Pearce savs that she was
killed!” said Nipper huskily., “How am I
to know the truth? She might be unhurt, or
she might be dead! Hang it, I'm not a
sentimental idiot, but I—=I-—— Well, I rather
liked Mary, and I'm not ashamed of saying
it,”

Travers compressed his lips, He simply
couldn't go through with 1t. He was on the
point of telling Nipper, then and there, that
Mary was quite safe, and that the rumour
was a false one, set about by himself, but just
then Reggie Pitt came running up.

“T sayv, Nipper!"” hLe protested.
, :

“Come

on! They've waiting !

“Sorry !" muttered Nipper. “* All right, T'll
come.”

They hurried off towards the pavilion,
leaving Travers rather stranded. Gore-

Pearce strolled up.

“Well, it worked!” he said savagely.

“Shut up!” snapped Travers,

“Here, {, say ”

“Confound you. I'm glad Nipper knocked
vou down!” said Travers curtly, “By
Samson, you deserve it!”

In the meantime Pitt was looking rather
askance at Nipper.

“You've heard, then?” he asked quietly,
7 “Heard what? You mean about Mary?”

“Yes,” said Reggie. “‘Horrible, isn’t it?"”

“What have you lLeard!" demanded
Nipper,

“She was run over in Caistowe

“Then it's true!™ said Nipper bleakly.

Lt

HIt‘
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must be true if everyvbody's talking about it
like this.”

“Mind you, it was only Guiliver who——

“What does it matter?’ broke in Nipper.
“I've got to find somehody—so that I shall
know the definite truth.”

But a crowd of Yexford juniors pressed
round, and Nipper and Pitt were more or less
hustled out on to the field to open
the St. Frank’s innings. True, Nipper had
made one or twe hurried inquiries, hut none
of the Yexford men had heard anything
about the accident. It was only natural, per-
haps, #hat they should evince wvery little
interest in it. The Moor View girls were
nothing to them, and one can always view
with complacency the tragic accidents that
happen to perfect strangers,

S0 Nipper went to the wicket in g state of
acute suspensc.

Travers, in his effort to undo the harm,
had made things worse. For if Nipper bad
been convinced that Mary was dead the blow
would have stunned him, but would have put
him out of his suspense.

As 1t was, he only had a rumour to guide
him.

It .might be true, or it might not be truc.
His interest in the game had dropped to zero.
His main idea, as he took guard, was to get
his iInnings over, and to rush round making
inquiries. It might be a good idea to tele-
Ehunn to the Moor View School. They would

now the truth there!

Thus it was that the junior skipper received
the first ball of the 8t. Frank’s innings while
in a condition of mental anguish. And to
say that he was off his form would be put-
ting 1t mildly!

3

CHAPTER 23.
The Fatal Innings |

OT that Nipper bad the
slightest intention of
letting the side down,

Great as his anxiety
was he  suddenly
gripped himsclf, and swore that he would
make a good showing. But nothing could
alter the alarming fact that the longer he
played, the longer would be his mental
torture. His main desire was to hurry off the
field, and to find a telephone; but his duty
was to remain, and to help Reggie Pitt to
give the St. Frank’s innings a good send-off.

Thud !

He stonewalled the first ball quite auto-
matically, It struck his bat, and went dead,
rolling only a foot or two. It hadn’t been a
stroke at all, but it was sufficient to awake
him to a sense of realities, '

When the second ball ‘was delivered he
obtained a firmer hold on himself, and did his
best to thrust the tragic rumour out of his

mind. Down eame the leather, and up went
Nipper’s bat.

cricket matceh,

|
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Clack !

‘This was more like it. It was a splendid
hit, and the ball went soaring away, well
beyond the reach of any fieldsmen.

“QOh, well hit!”

“That’s the style, Nipper!”

“Good man!”’

He scored a three, and Regeie Pitt cauti
ously obtained a single with the next ball.
And then Nipper foced the bowling again.

But for the rest of that over he was use-
less. Everybody could see that he was quite
offt his form, and the 8t. Frank’s fellows
round the ropes were not only apprehensive,
but puzzled. '

Hardly any of them had heard the rumour.
and they were at a total loss to understand
Nipper’s listlessness. He seemed &0 jumpy,
too—so nervous. Iis usual quiet confidence
had deserted him.

He managed to get a two at the beginning
of the second over, and he was just pre-
paring to receive the next ball when he
vaguely heard a laugh from the side of the
field. He recognised that laugh. It belonged
to Claude Gore-Pearce.

It was only a trifie, of course.

But Gore-Pearce’s laugh reminded him ol
the rumour again—juet as he had partially
gsucceeded in concentrating his mind on th
He thought of Mary Sum:
mers; he pictured her being run over by the
"bug—

Crash !

“0Oh’

“How’s that?”

“Gutl”

Nipper looked round dazedly at his wicket.
The ball had been easy to play—a perfeetly
normal non-tricky delivery, At any other
time he would have sent that ball well beyond
the boundary. As it was, he had made nc
attempt to play i, and it had shattered the
wicket.

“PDreaming ?** asked the wicket-keeper
politely.
“Eh? Oh, I—I don’t know!” muttered
Nipper.

e tucked his bat under his arm, and
walked to the pavilion. Out for five! And
he was the skipper—and everybody had been
expecting him to do such big things!

“Confound it!” muttered Travers, biting
his lip. “Well, I’ve done the trick—but I
don’t feel particularly pleased with myself.
And, by Samson, I didn’t mean to do it,
either! It was a cad’s business!”’

There were a few claps of sympathy as
Nipper entered the Pavilion. But curiously
enoug?x Nipper wasn’t upset. His main sen-
sation was one of relief. Now he would be
able to discover something definite.

He happened to run into Handforth just
in front of the pavilion. Harry Gresham was

just going out to the wicket, to take Nipper’s
place, and he murmured a few words of con-
dolence ar he passed. But Nipper didn’t

even hear them.
“Do you know if there’s a telephone any-
where pear, Handy ?” he agked bluntly.
Handforth stareg.
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“What do you want a telephone for?'’ he
asked. “And how should I kuow? Ask one
of these Yexford men! What the dickens is
tie matter with you? What do you mean
by only making five rotten rung?”’

“0Oh, don't question me now!” suid Nipper.
“I must find a ‘elephone and Oh, just
a minute, Handy!” he added, as a thought
struck him. “Somebody told me that you
heard about the accident.”

“ Accident!” echoed Handforvth. “Well, T'in

blowed! So that’s why you were so rottenly
off form? Who was cad enough to tell you

about it ?”

“Never mind that!” said Nipper. “The
rumoui is going about everywhere. TLots of

chaps are saying that Mary has been killed

“Nilled” gasped Handforth. * You—you
howling idiot! Mary Summers is as safe as
vou are!”

Nipper's heart gave a leap.

“How do you know that?” he demanded.
“Ifipnly I can find out something definite

“Well, you can find it out now!” inter-
rupted H}a,ndforth. “I saw the thing!
Churchy and Mac and I were only ten yards
away when the accident happened.”

“Great Scott!  And was Mary Dbadly
hurt 7"

“She wasn’t hurt at all!” growled Hand-
forth. “She just skidded, aud slithered over.
Didn’t even bruise herself—at least, not that
[ know of. The ’bus came pretty near, but
it stopped well clear of her.”

Nipper’s face completely changed, and his
eves were expressive of great relief. In a
way, he looked rather self-conscious.

“What a fool!” he muttered bittevly. “I
ought to have known better than to have
taken any notice of Gore-Pearce——"

“ Gore-Pearce !’ snorted Handforth, “ Why,
yvou hopeless lunalic, you know the chap is
a har! It was a trick! By George! They
wanted to pubt vou oft your form! I'll bet
Travers started the whole thing!”

But Nipper shook his head.

“] don’t think so0,”” he replied. “Travers
acted very decently. He advised me to take
no notice of the rumour. Well, thank good-
vess I know the truth now! But I'm afraid
it’s lost me the captaincy.”

Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West were
full of deep concern as they discussed the
matter with their leader. Travers couldn’t
resist the inclination to go across and have
a few words with Nipper.

“YI'm frightfully sorry, dear old fellow,”
he said earncstly. “But I'm afraid I played
a dirty trick on you.”

“How do you mean?” asked Nipper,
staring. . :
“Well, they say “that open confession is

!!!

good for the soul—and I've got to own up
said Travers quietly, “I can do some things
with perfect composure, but this rather hurts
me. The fact ig, dear old fellow, I put Gore-
Pearce up to that dodge.”

“You did!”

€At the time, I didn’t quite realise how
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badly it would bow!l vou over,”” said I'ravers.
“T'm really most horribly sorry. And you
can take 1t from me that I'll explain the
wlhole truth to the fellows before the elec-
tion,”

Nipper found it impossible to be angry:
there was something very sincere and decent
aboutr Travers’ apology.

“That’s all right!’ he growled. “l.et’s
sav no more about it. I was a fool to lake
any notice. By Jove! Can’t we be idiots at
times ? I'm generally the fk'mst to tell people
not to take any notice of rumourz! And to-
day I’ve messed up my innings, and ruined
iny chance of the captaincy, by dbing the
very same thing!”

Nipper blamed himself entirely.

He should have had more sense than to
credit the story, And he could not blame
Travers, because Travers had done the
honourable thing by conlessing,

The only satisfaction Nipper obtained was
by watching the fine stand by Reggie Piit
and Harry Cresham.

They put ot 64 runs between them before
Pitt was caught out, and the partnership
was broken.,  After that, the other St.
Frank’s cricketers proceeded to knock up the
runs.  Incidentally, Handforth's wonderful
century shrunk to a boisterously-hit fourteen,
after which he was clean bowled. Mo left
the wicket disgusted.

Then, when victory seemed reasonably cer-
tain, a minor collapse occurred. Fellow after
fellow came ount. Cuthbert Chambers was
sixth man in, and nobody expected him to do
anvthing.

Astonmishingly enough, Chambers scored 20
runs off his own bat, The Removites watched
fascinatedly. Chambers’ mnings was destined
to go down in St. Frank's history. He played
every ball that should have been left alone,
l:n:lcl missed every ball that he should have
it,

His cricket, indeed, was awinl to wateh.
Handforth was reckless enough, but Chambers
was worse than reckless. With him, it was
juat fool’s Iuck., He struck at the ball, and
didn't even kuow where it had gone after
he had hit it.

But nothing could alter the fact that he
scored 20—while partner after partner went
under. And so, by a freak of chance that
was almost akin to a miracle, Chambers hit

the winning run of the maich a minute
before the last St. Frank’s man was dis-
missed.

It was amazing. Chambers—20, not out!
Aud he, and he alone, had saved the St
Frank’s Junior Eleven from defeat!

CHAPTER 24.
The Polling !

ENTLEMEN —-"
- “Dry up, Travers!"
“We don't want
any speeches now!”
It was evening and
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the Lecture Hall in the Ancient Houge at St.
Frank’s was crowded. The entire Remove
was present for the purpose of polling their
votes. It was the moment of the election.

The polling was to be done in the proper
way. A slip of paper had been given to
every fellow, each paper containing the names
of the three candidates. Voters were re-
quested to put a cross against their own
choice. |

Needless to say, the Yexford cricket match
had had a tremendous effect upon the polling.
All the more thoughtful fellows wvoted for
Nipper without question-——thoroughly satisfied
that he was the best man for the captaincy,
and that his shoewing in the match was only a
bad patch.

But the general run of Removites were
not so far-seeing.

They were creatures of the moment, easily
swayed by trifles. They knew that Nipper
had made an awful mess of his innings, and
they knew that Chambers had unexpectedly
and dramatically saved the game.

Incidentally, Chambers was the most sur-
prised fellow in the Remove. Never for a
second had he expected to score any more
than seven or eight runs. It was one of
those surprises of cricket that often happen,

Not that Chambers admitted his surprise
to anybody.

He made capital out of his luck, and his
bragging and boasting on the way home had
rather sickened some of the fellows., But
mbost of the juniors held that Chambers was
justified in boasting. He had something to
hoast about!

“Gentlemen _

“Dry up, Travers!” roared the Remove.

“I not only refuse to dry up, but I insist
upon a hearing!” shouted Travers. “You
are about to record vour votes, and it is not
too late for me to give a word of explana-
tion in regard to Nipper's dismal failure in
the match.”

The Remove listened,
Travers’' earnest tone.

“What are yon getting
asked Fullwood, staring.

“You are all inclined to be down on
Nipper for making a hash of his innings,”
gaid Travers. “But before you record your
votes T would like to say that it was I who
pwt him off his stroke.”

“What the thunder——" began Chambers
hotly.

“Sorrv, dear old fellow, but it’s got to
be done,” said Travers. “I'm not a saint,
but then, on the other hand, I'm not an out-

Lk -

astonished at

at, Travers?”

and-out rotter. At least, I hope I'm not.”
“The fellow's mad!” said Chambers
savagely.

He was mortally afraid that Travers was
about to ruin everything. And Chambers
could do nothing,

“ Just before Nipper's innings, he was told
that Mary Summers had been killed in an
aceident,” explained Travers, to the hushed
Remove, © “It was my 1dea—and I'm

ashamed of 1t.”
“Weh Pin' hlessed
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“The nerve of the fellow!”
. “You rotter!” shouted Handforth scath-
mngly.

“I was a rofter—but I hope I am now
atoning,” replied Travers, with perfect com-
posure. “T tried to put Nipper straight on
the point before he went to the wicket, but
I hadn’t time. So now, before the polling.
I want you all to know that the only fair
thing for you to do is to wash to-day’s match
out of vour minds. Make your deeisions
regardless of the match.”

“We can’t do that!” said De Valerie,
“We can’t forget things to order, 'I'ravers.
Besides, what’s the good of a skipper who
allows his personal feelings to get the better
of his play ?”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“That’s a jolly good point!” roared
Chambers, seizing upon the chance, “ Are
you going to vote for Nipper? TYou've

heard that Travers schemed a faked rumour,
and I needn’t say any more about it. But
what of it? By what right did Nipper let
the side down ?"

“He was a weakling!” sang out Hubbard.
“That’s the word!” agreed Chambers, get-
ting more and more excited. ‘“He heard a
silly rumonr that some girl had been killed,
and he makes a hopeless hash of his innings.
What about the strong man now? I'm jolly
glad that Travers told you about it all—
because you can now see that Nipper is no
good !”’

There was a wild confusion of talk. Cun-
ningly enough, Chambers had touched the
vital spot. Of course, it was an entirely false
argument, Nipper would have had to be
superhuman to have played his innings as
though he had heard nothing. But the ex-
;:li.;‘.ed Remove did not #rouble to think of
hat, -

“Look here, let me say a word!” shouted
Nipper. "I don’t admit for a moment that
I was weak. T heard that Mary Summers
had been killed——" -

““And, being in love with her, you went
wonky with the shock!” grinned Gore
Pearce.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cad!” shouted Nipper furiously.

“Hold him, somebody!” said Chambers,
as Nipper made a rush towards Gore-Pearce.
“What’s the good of this? Why waste a
lot of time? You all know the facts, and
if you want to alter your votes you can do
so. We'll give you five minutes by the
clock. After that the polling will start.”

Nobody thought of questioning Chambers’
unwarrantable * assumption of authority.
There was a good deal of talk, and some of
the fellows unfolded their ballot papers, and
were uncertain as to whether they should
change their minds. DBut, on the whole,
hardly anybody made an alteration. These
juniors who had been influenced by Nipper’s
bad showing in the match were just as mueh
influenced by the new development.

They held that Nipper, being the captain
of the side, should have risen abave his per

(Continued on page 43.)"
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Edwy Searles Brooks
chats with our readers.

NOTE.—If any reader writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are lLkely

to interest the majority.

AU letters should be addressed : EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, c'o The

Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIERARY , The I'leetivay House, 'arringdon St,, LONDON, E.C .4,

ONG before you read these lines—
P. Raghavandra Bhat (Calicut, India)

—JI shall have finished writing a series |

about India. They will probably be
starting within a week or two of the present
1ssue. But, of course, I leave it to the Editor
to make the usual announcements,

* L

*

Quite a number of you have been asking
me to write a Holiday Series with India as
the background, so I’'ve “been an’ gorn an’
done 1t.” But if all our Indian readers
expect me to confine my tales to such places

|

as Bombay and Calcutta they’ll get a shock. |

These stories will be about Hussi Ranjit Lal
Kahn, and his far-off country of Kurpana.
Needless to say, the St. Frank’s chaps and
the Moor View girls will meet with all sorts
of exciting adventwes. Lord Dorrimmore will
be very much to the fore, too.

& +* ¥

Your inquiry, Charles F. J. Dainty (Edin-
burgh), should be addressed to the Iiditor.
And, if you ask him very nicely, 1 expect
he will tell you everything you want to kuow
about the illustrations in the Old Paper,

L] % *

Your letter, Ken Gray (Melbourne), svas
real “dinkum otil,”’ as youn might say vour-
self. Thanks muchly for the newspapers, and
for your graphic description of the heavy
thunderstorm that you experienced. But you
mustn’t imagine that we don't get similar
storms over here. Happily, they’re few and
far between, but now and again day will be
turned into night, and we'll have torrential
rain and terrific lightning., Still, we’ve cor-
tainly got the drop on you when it comes to
winter-time, We do get snow occasionally.
This last winter, in fact, we had an enor-
mously heavy dose, when many of our main
roads were utterly impassable for days. I

dare say you would have revelled in if, but |

we didn’t think so much of it. Snow and
frost are jolly fine if you’ve only toboggau-
ning and skating to think about; but when

vou want to get about vour businesz, and you
find the roads blocked, vou're inclined fo
regard snow as the very dickens of a nuisance.
In a word, it all depends upon the point of
view,

+ W &

Thanks for your, deseription of the Austra-
lian type of football—Maurice Garrett (Gee-
long Kast), Natuovally, you and all other
Australians swear by your own game. Just
as naturally, Association supporters swear by
Soccer; and Rugby enthusiasts think that
every other kind of football is rotten. It's
Jjust a question of each to his own taste.
'm a BSoccer “fan,” and by making this
statement 1 shall probably give vou a pain,
Maurice. But then, I've never seen the
Australian game; and what the eve doesn't
sce, the heart doesn't grieve about,

+* * "

[ agrec with you—* Disgusted " (Staple-
ford Abbotts)—that an overdosc of betting,
lke smoking, 1s harmful., T don’t think that
any vouth should indulge in betting, even in
sinall doses., When he’s a man, he's his own
master, and if he likes to be a chwunp with
his money, 1t's his own concern.

¥ ¥ ¥

1

I think 1t would be a good idea if vou
all made a point, when signing vour names
to your letterd, of writing in full the Christian
name by which you are usnally addressed.
Then, if you give your full name, in print
characters, somewhere in your letter (give
vour age as well, if you like), T shali know
whether you are a boy or a girl, a man or a
womat, and I shan’t be liable to make a
bloomer in addressing you. Doun’t forget,
will you? Thanks!
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SOUTH SEAS ADVENTURE
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WHAT'S ALREA
is skipper of the schooner
which is lying at anchor in
; of Graden Island, in the
Pacific.  He is aceompanied hy

CAPTAIN MAXBY
Blue Bird,
the lacoon
Sonthern
his =on

JACK MANBY,

NED SUTTON,

and his nephew

. two adventure-loving boys.
From a native Captain Manby has learned
that in the Malea atolls is an uncharted
island—supposed to be practically inacces-
sible—the lagoon of which is full of pearl
shell, The captain intends to try and find

AEENEEE P FNEE TR NERE PN NN NENENRER

The Signal!

COUTTS

BRISBANF

DY HAPPENED:
this unknown island, but just at present
he is having trouble with a blackbirder—
A vessel which visits islands and recruits
native labour by force—which has come
to Graden Island. Manhy learns from
Ned and Jack that, under cover of dark-
ness, the crew of this wvessel, called the
Pangolin, has gone ashore. .He sends a
man named Hutton on to the island to
colleet the natives, then himself follows
with the majority of the Blue Bird's crew.

(Now read on.)

ﬁ'.ll'.".".lI.l'."l.'.ll."lll!

the trees calling to his fellows to be steady.

ROM the shore came faint sounds of | A line of white showed ahead. It was the
many feet which quickly died away | beach at the head of the lagoon, and a_few
as Hutton and Mitchie led the now | moments later the boats containing the Bluc
vepentant  Solomon  labourers away | Bird’s party ran their bows upou it. Out

through the palm grove at speed. For several | tumbled the crews, ran the boats up, grabbec
minutes no sound but their rifles, and would
the faint plash of oars ZUNHIGTHITHEHTHHEEHIEHETHEIINE have rushed forwarc
broke the night = : " = had not Manby’s voicc
clenco. Canptain = The* blackbirders” may be a tough = steadied them.

. — ‘ ' 9 = . . .
Manby’s party were = Jof but the * Blue Birders” = “Get in line therc
near the head of the = . o - = No firing tll T give
lagoon  now. Any ;:' e fuu:,her still. = thoe word, Follow
moment might = show  Zyynyngmmummanummmnnminmmmnongnnng; - close.  Ah, there they
the blackbivders’ boats . are!
ahead. Then, without any waining, there The fire which had been lighted at the
came the sound of a shot, a ragged volley, | first alarm flared brighter, showing the roof:

and a wild vell of fury and terror.

A red five blazed up snddenly ahead, show-
ing dark figures silhouetted against it. More
-hots, more yelling, then the rattle of an

automutic pistol and€he voice of Hutton from

of fhe village behind it, and a compact body
of men—obviously the raiders from the black-
birder, l’mqnlm—moﬂng swiftly forward,, evi-
'denﬂy with the intention of getting behind
i tho huts. ® |
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Came a rush of dark forms—Rolomon
Islanders—{from the grove, knives glinting n
the firelight., The raiders halted, let Hy a
volley that dropped several of the leaping
fizures and drove the others back pell mnell,

“Lie down when taey fire!” howled Hutton
from the darkness to-the Solomon Islanders.

“Take good aim, men. Fire!” shouted
Manby, and set the example.

Many of the bullets went wide, but nonc
the less, several of the raiders fell. Up rose
4 dreadful yell of surprise. The men of the
Pangolin, having doubtless discovered the
frand put upon them by Manby, had made
the old error of despising their enemy, and
now they were to pay for it. -

They had taken it for granted that they
would fall upon a sleeping village, and so be
able to capture many of the inhabitants as
they straggled out, half asleep and wholiy
bewildered. Instead, they were themsclves
surprised by the sudden blast of lead from
their rear, while out of the darkness of the
arove on their flank . rose the wild howling
of the Solomon men, eager to be at close
arips with them.

There was but one thing to do—retreat
while they could. They faced round, located
the enemy in their rear by the flashes of tho
viflos, and blazed away in return.” Billy
(heese, yelling and firing beside Jack and
Ned, screamed shrilly and .dropped with a
bullet through his leg; Corky BSam, a quiet
man who seldom opened his mouth, fell ou
his face, shat through the heart. :

“Lie down! Blaze away, but don’t waste
a shot!” roared Mauby. _

The men from the Blue Bird obeyed, but
at that moment the fire died down and the
raiders were lost to view. Somewhere in the
darkness their feet thudded upon the coral,
then Hutton’s men, with a thundering roar,
broke from his discipline and came raging
on. Some distance along the beach a fresh
burst of rifle fire blazed out, checking their
yush. Then followed the plash of oars,

“They’re getting away!” shouted Manby.
“Hutton! Keep your fools in haud! We
can’t fire because of them.”

“Clan't!” bawled Hutton in reply. “ They're
all over the shop. Where arve you!?"

“Here! Back to the boats, men! We
mnst get after them, Hutton.”

Shouting orders, he herded his erew back
to the boats. They were run into the water,
the men got aboard. Wildly yelling,
Solomon men came prancing along the
beach. They were too excited to distinguish
friend from foe, but fortunately the boats
began to move before they came up, and
though a spear or two came hurtling through
the air, they did no damage.

“(rive way, men! Pull for
worth!” roared Captain Manby.

But already the raiders were gone from
heaving—and even as the boats gathered
specd, down came a heavy shower of rain,
while a furious blast of wind, first squall of
the coming gale, beat down upon them.

And then, rising high above the noise of

all you’re

the .

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

the thunderous
mhe was being

wind and downpour, came
bellow of the Blue Bivd's guun.
attacked!

— ey

The Attack!

EFT aboard the schooner with two
Kanakas and Ah Moy, Mr. Sinclair,
the mate, had had the signal gun run
alt. He shoved a bag of nails and an

assortment of broken bits of brass and 1ron on
top of the blank charge, and stood by 1t,
ready to train the gun over either side of
the ship.

He sent one man aloft with his rifle and
a.bunch of blue lights, after ordering him to
be ready to light up at a word., Then, with
the remaining man and Ah Moy by lLis side,
he leaned over the stern rail.

“Heap big stleamali. Heap lot men,” re-
marked Ah Moy pleasantly. " Thley killee us,
eh, sposee come abload?”

“I guess they would, Ah Moy,” agreed tho
mate. “But it’s to be hoped they won’t
want to do that. I guess they’ll have other
things to think of before the captain's done
with them. Hadn't you better take a rifle?”

“No likee shootee. Too nuchee noisee,
Likee better Chinese knife,” replied the
yvellow man, and waved his razor keen short
sword. “Sposee man get alongee thlis, no
standec much chance.”

“I guess not,” muttered Sinclair, for he
had examined the sword. In the eerrt hands
of its owner it was calculated to make wounds
beyond the power of most men to heak
“Hello! Hark at that! There they go!”

The sound of the first shots came down
the lagoou, followed by a burst of firing.
The mate hitched his shoulders impatiently,
He had seen a bit of fighting aboard o
destroyer during the World War, and, like
an old war horse, he wanted to be in it
again.

He glanced down the lagoon towards the
anchored Pangolin. In addition to her mast-
head light., a couple of lights now showed
close to the water. They had been lit to
guide the returning boats. A  plume of
smoke, red above the smokestack, showed
that her stokers were busy, ready to get
under way at a moment’s notice.

Sinclair glanced up at his own masthead
light, then at the glow on either beam amid-
ships, for Captain Manby had ordeved lights
to be placed there for lus own gnidance.

“Reckon they'd be best out,” thought Sin-
clair. “He won't need them—and if those
fellows come back disappointed they’ll mebbo

give us a volley. I'll—"

“Bloatec comce,” observed Ah Moy,
“Sgnallee comee. Wet rainee, he comee,
too.”

With a swish and a voar the squall broke,
but not before Sinclair had seen two dark
shapes speeding towards the schooner. Some-
one howled an order, there came a bump
on the port side. With a heave Sinclair
swung the muzzle of the gun that way.

“Light up!” he roared to, the man aloft,
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A rifle flashed from the water, a bullet
whizzed uncomfortably close to his head; and
then the blue light’s ghastly Hare gleamed
down through the sheet of rain and showed
s boat alongside, while another sped towards
the steamer.

Doubtless the blackbirders had thought to
capture whoever had been left aboard
schooner, and so secure hostages who might
be exchanged at a good rate, for money or
provisions, or perhaps they were merely
actuated by the desire for revenge. But,
anyhow, their plans once again miscarried.

As the blue light flamed from aloft, half
a dozen scoundrels eclambered aboard the
schooner, while another shot was fired from
the boat. And with that Sinclair’s hand
jerked the firing-lever and the gun thundered:
clangorously.

Sineclair was grabbed from behind ; /
strong hands were at his throat, and (
in a few moments he was helpless.

The range was a bare thirty feet, the
charge beautifully suited for its work. The
blast of nails and scrap iron took effect
amongst the boarders, hurling one into the
water and wounding every one of them, so
that the deck was suddenly strewn with fallen
111€11.

Thoe sudden and terrific discharge was
enough to have discouraged much braver
men than these scourings of tropical ports,
but the skipper of the Pangolin was des-
perate. He needed a prisoner or two to bar-
wain with if he was to stay in the port at
all, for he had no notion that the gun
which made such a terrific din was in reality
but very little use except at close quarters.
With a how!l of rage he leaped aboard, driv-
ing the rest of the boat’s crew before him.

Sinclair fired his rifle into the middle of
them, winging one man as they charged
at him, fired a second shot and missed as a
thrown knife lanced his arm, then, regard-
less of his wound, clubbed the weapon and
smashed the butt on tho head of the fore-
most of the attackers as they closed, yelling.

the !
 heavy thud of a falling body—Ah Moy was
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He was gripped, thrown down. Strong
hands were at his throat, someone who held
an arm slipped handeufts over the wrist and
clicked one half-shut. Ile freed himself for a
moment, was caught again,

“I’'m for it,” he thought.
doesn’t come quick I——"

A man screamed shrilly,

“If the captain

there was 1the

busy with that terrible knife of his!”

An awful yell, a shot, then another heavy
fall. The man aloft had lit a second blue
hight. In the augmented blaze Sinclair,
throwing off the suddenly relaxing hands of
tho man who held him, looked round and
saw Ah Moy; the Chinese cook was taking
grim toll of the enemy.

Ah Moy was perhaps no fighting man,
Very wisely he disliked the chance of getting
hurt. Even a3 the raiders appeared and the
gun had roared, Ah Moy had made a flank
movement which brought him round the after
cabin hatch to the rear of the second party.
Then, as they all flung themselves upon the
mate, ho had Dbrought his terrible short
sword into action.

Coming as this attack did, silently, effi-
ciently, it broke the nerve of the scoundrels,
Two of them were down, a third reeled across
the deck, stumbled over the rail broken by
the discharge of the cannon and fell into
the lagoon. With that the others went over-
side also, dropping into their boat,

A spurt of flame from further up the
lagoon, a whistle of bullets, told that Mauby
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was returning at speed. But no speed ne
could make sufficed to catch the fugitives.
The bitter fear of death urged them to amaz-
ing cfforts. Their boat shot away and was
swallowed up in darkness as Captain Manboy
came alongside his vessel and sprang aboard.
The man aloft lit yet another blue Light, dis-
closing the deck as a shambles.

“They—they came aboard, and I gave
them a dose of the nail medicine, sir,” said
Myr. Sinclair hoarsely, for his throat awas
swollen from misghandling.  *“*And Ah Moy
settled some of them.”

He stopped, staring at lus bleeding fore-
arm. He hadn’t felt the wound in the heat
of action. Now it pained him. He remem-
bered the second Kanaka boy, who had dene
nothing in the fight, and looked round, to
see him sitting on the deck trying to bind
up a wound in his leg.

“Good work, Ah Moy.. Good work, Mr.
Sinclair !’ said Manby, “8it down, man.
You're hwrt. Here, b{)}u, tumble up and
help. T'll be back in a minute, Sinclair. 1
must go after those fellows and-—"

“They're moving, dad!” cried Jack, who
had come on board. *‘ Look at her lights!”

Whoever had survived to command the
steamer had evidently resolved to put to sea,
desnite the rising wind. Probably the black-
birders thought éhat no storm could be more
dangerous than the terrible men of the Blue
Bird, who might be running alongside at
any moment and driving them from their
dirty decks. In a wild panic they got up
their anchor, which had been hauled short,
and with flaming funnel surged out to sea.

Those aboard the Blue Bird saw her toss
as she encountered the first of the swells,
then go heaving away. She seemed to round
the eud of the outer reef in safety, then was
lost to view,

“1f she comes to grief there’ll be no tears
spilled over her,” said Captain Manby, and
turned away, snapping orders.

The wounded had to be attended to first.
The big cabin was converted into a surgery,

and therc the skipper got busy, with Ah
Moy and the boys as assistants,

Mr. Sinclair's wound proved to be but
slight., Tt was far otherwise with ithe four

ten of the Pangolin. They had been pep-
pered with nails at short range, and though
Manby cleansed the wounds and extracted the
missiles, recovery would take time.

“And then you'll have the pleasure of
staving in gaol,” he explained to them in
serappy Spanish and  French, “For I'm
taking you niﬂng to a judge who'll give yvou
vour deserts.”

Then he turned to those of hiz own men
who needed attention, and made them com-

fortable. None was very badly hurt, though
three would not be fit for duty for somc
weeks, And one poor fellow, Corky Sam,

lav on the beach at the head of the lagoon
where he had fallen with a bullet through
his heart.

About an hour after the Pangolin had gone
out into the rising storm, Hutton and Mitchie
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came aboard and sat wearily down as Ab
Moy, assisted by a couple of the crew, cleared
the cabin.

“I don’t think those brutes are likely to
come back here again in a hurry. There were
three dropped ashore. The Solomon boys
finished them, and they lost more here beside
the wounded prisoners you have,” said Hut-
ton, when he heard what had hdm)ened on
the Blue Bird, “No, I guess they've had
their lesson. We've had a fierce time with
our iabourers. They got right out of hand,
and wonld have run amok in the native
village if we hadn’t managed to stop them.
We had to. give themn some baccy to cele-
brate their glorious victory, though they
didn't de very much., Two are dead aud
three wounded, but 1 think they’'ll be good
now, And since we’ve had a hard evening,
I guess we'll call it a day. You won’t be
d.bif;i‘ to sail to-morrow, so we’'ll say good-
night.’

The two returned to their bungalow. Cap-
tain Manby went round the ship, saw that
the wounded were comfortable, set the watch
nnd returned to the cabin.

The bovs, wearied out, had dropped asleep
in their chairs. He roused them and sens
them to their bunks, but for a while he
stayed awake, listening to the sound of the
hmmane that was 1ow raging.

Inside the lagoon the schooner rode com-
fortably at her anchor. Outside the tempest
beat the sea in a wild fury. As he dropped

asleep  Manby  half-remembered Hutton's
words.

“T guess vou are right,” he muttered
“Those blackbirders aren’t likely to come

back to Graden Island—at least, not ulive.”

e e —

Their Just Deserts !

APTAIN Manby was early astir,
‘ gale was blowing with even greater

. violence, and during the dark hours
. it had swung aboui till now it was
blowing almost directly from the opposite
quarter to that in which it started. Great
breakers were thundering on the reef that
fenced the lagoon, sending showers of spray
flying across to spatter the wavelets within,
The palm-trees bent before the blast like
whip-staves, while the wind in the schooner’s

rigging was like the music of some huge
harp

The

Mdnl:iy went aloft with his glasses, to be
followed a few moments later by the two
boys, who, hearing him stirring, had ven-

tured out. They clung to the rigging, flat-
tened to the stays by the violence of the
wind, standing just bhelow the captain while
he slowly scanned the horizon,

Presentlv he shouted something that was
lost in the din, then pointed to a spot
away beyond the outer reef. e handed his
glasses to Ned. Adjusting the focus, the boy
stared in the direction indicated. The sea
was whipped to a level sheet of curdling
grey-white foam; with the dark teeth, of the
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reef showing at intervals. Beyond, the sea
stretched away and away till 1t was lost in
foama must. But at the farthest verge was
something dark; something that moved, that
grew rapidly larger, that took on shape as
it came nearer,

“I—can’t make it out! A ship, is it?”
eried Ned. .

Captain Manby read his lips and nodded.

“Pangolin !” he shouted. Iis trained sea-
man’s eyes had picked up certain details in
that apparently shapeless blur and identified
them while Ned was still uncertain whether
the thing he saw were a ship or not,

The steamer was now a battered wreck.
Her funnel and masts were gone, her big
deck cabin was being swept at every surge,
but her builders must have put honest work
into her, for she still rode high upon the
mountainous waves despite the terrible bat-
tering she was enduring. She was coming
on stern first, her deck cabin serving as a
sort of sail, and this alone prevented her
from falling, broadside on, in the trough
of a wave and being rolled over and under,

There was a movement on the Blue Bird’s

deck. The watchman had seen the captain

and the boys go aloft. Then he had sighted
what they were looking at, and the word had
passed. The crew came on deck by ones and
twos, and gathered in the fore rigging. Mr.
Sinclair, his arm bandaged, came up the
after rigging and swung himself to a perch
beside the captain. In silence everyone
watched the oncoming vessel,

She had cleared the outer reef by o very
narrow margin. It was as if the powers of
ocean were bringing her back to the scene
of her last crime against hnmanity. If the

tide had been making it would hea.. ™ M|

just possible that the incoming water would
have sucked her through the gateway of the
lagoon; but now it was ebbing, and the
opening was a battlefield of opposing forees.
Cross* seas leapt and swirled there, beating
upon the coral pillars that were the gate-
posts with appalling viclence,

On came the doomed ship. She was oppo-
site the gateway now, but a bare dozen cable-
lengths from safety. A cross current caught
her, swirled her round like a top. A huge
sea rolled in, and over she went. For an
instant she wallowed in the trough, then
another wave caught her, tossed her up as
though her two thousand tons had been but
a featherweight, and with a c¢rash that
sounded high above the roaring of the waters
and the wind, hurled her upon the outer
side of the reef,

For a few moments her stern showed above
it, then it slid down into the awful cauldron

of decp water. The Pangolin, with her
guilty crew, was gone!
No one moved for a little while. Jack and

Ned looked at cach other with awed faces.
The crew of the ship had been scoundrels

“who had ruthlessly dealt out misery and
death for years, yet this awful end, just
though' it was, ‘made the boys pitiful. Cap-
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tain Manby turned to them at last, motion-
ing to them to descend, |

“A terrible sight, boys,” he said, when
they were all four in the cabin. “But doun’t
forget it was a better end than they would
have come to otherwise. The rope would
have had them sooner or later.”

“And it’s an end that many an honest
sailor man has come to,” added Sinclair.

“Isn’t there a chance that one or two of

them might have come ashore?” asked Jack

in a flat voice.

“Not an earthly. If they weren’t drowned
at once or smasﬁed on the reef—well, the
lagoon was full of sharks driven in by the
heavy weather—and it’s empty of them now,”
said Sinclair. “So the best thing you can
do is to forget it. Any orders, sir?” Sinclair
added, turning to Manby.

“No. We sail when the storm’s over, first
to Bauro, to hand over those prisoners and
make a report of all that has happened here,
then we’ll make for Malea.”

As the captain mentioned the last word,
Jack and Ned leapt to their feet excitedly.
They knew, of course, of the pearl shell that
was supposed to be there, and they had im-
patiently been wondering when Captain
Manby intended to start on the trip—the
“fortune-hunting trip !” as Ned put it.

“By Jove, that's good news!” he ex-
claimed now, looking at his uncle. “And
do you think that this pearl shell is really
there!” he added.

Manby nodded.

“I'm sure it 1s,” he said,

“It'll be touch and go, but I reckon the
luck is due to change for you, sir,” put in
Sinclair. “We've had a rough passage so
far. Now we're going to have the smooth—

vou see if we dont i

And 'with a happy smile, Sinclair went out
to prepare for sailing.

(Next week finds them well on the way to
the Malea atolls—and fortune! There are
many wonderful adveniures in store jor
Japtain Manby and the two boys, and you'll
be well advised nat to miss a single chapier
of this ripping serial.) :

A preal chance to save £4
and have a famous SELBY
All-British Cycle. Sturmey-
Archer 3-Bpeed Gear. Dun.
lop Cord Tyres. Lycett
RBaddle. Ians Renold Chain,
etc. Packed free. Carriage

ald. Direct from factory.

rea Trial, Tmmediato de-
livery on payment of Small
Deposit. Easy Terms, 3d.
a day. Money refunded if
digsatisfied. Write for FRFR
ART LIST.—SELBY Mg,
Co., Ltd. (Dept. 435),
. .1+ 2l1a, Finab:t Street,
' London, E.C.2,
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The Editor. 4

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers ¢
send him one now., Address it to: The Fditor,
* Nelson Lee Librarvy,” Flectway House, Farrings
don Street, London, E.C .4,

6/- Annuals Free!
SIX-SHILLING books for nothing!

Not
to be sneezed at, is it? And when you
realise thut those books are no other
than the “Holiday” and “ Hobby”

1928 Annuals you see that here is an oppor-

tunity which must not be missed,

Our grand companion paper, “The Popu-
lav,” 1is responsible for this gencrous offer,
1t’s running a ‘“Birthday Club” scheme
which is simplicity itself. Members have (o
fill in a form, giving their date of birth,
“and by doing that they stand an excellent
chanece of obtaining these popular 6/- annuats,

What about it, boys? What about joining
this Birthday Club now? “The Popular”
comes. out every Tuesday, and it only costs
twopence—and, in addition to the offer men-
uoned above, it contains uve long complete
stories by popular authors; assurcawy orie ol
the best two-penn’orths on the market!

Early Adventures at St. Frank’s.

By the way, one of these five stories deals
with the early adventures of Nipper and his
cheery chums at St. Frank’s, They've bcen
appearing every week for some time now, and
many, many NELSON LEE-ITES have
written me telling me how they appreciate
them. IEdwy Searles Brooks is, of course, the
author, and—well, that's enough said, what?

slip round to your newsagent now, lads,
and ask for “The Popular.”

Easy Swimming Strokes.

A reader in County Cork asks about swim-
ming. Hea can’t swim like a cork—not vet;
a few strokes, then he gets muddled. Ile is
evidently concentrating too much on the
strokes. He keeps his body too stiff. A
stiffened body always weighs more, and is
therefore far more difficult to control in the
water. He must make up his mind to take
easy strokes—just sprawling his body about
in the water. He will find that little
swimming instinet whick is in most of us,

the lead. Relax the limbs and swimming
will be the easiest thing in the world. Con-
centrating on special movements is much like
a fcllow handicapping himself with rules of
grammar when he i1s speaking a language.

Navvies and Navies.

A Birmingham chum asks where the word
“Navy ” comes from. It 1s from navis, a
ship, so far as that goes. The navvy, with
his big biceps, got his name from the fuct
that the navvy worked at inland navigation,
otherwise the canals.

A Menagerie at Home,

How's this for a bit of excitement? Ronald
Mason writes from Melbourne to say that
at his home there iz a paddock containing
‘e tailabies, a cockatoo, a bear and a mag-
pie. There must be a fair shindy when they
all get chatty.

A Bit Thin.

A Manchester chium complains bitterly that

he is far too tall, and thin to boot. What

is he to do about it? The answer is—nix.
People lungh. ILet ’em. When the grouser

has filled out a bit, folks will say, “Sece
that tall and handsome, well-proportioned
fellow. Wish we were his build.”

An anonymous reader at Croydon asks me
if “Dr, Jekyll and Mr. Hyde ” is a fit book
for him to read, and who wrote it, anyway?
Robert Louis Stevenson is the author. 'The
story 13 a real gripper, I am sure my chum
will get a thrill.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

John Levy, 3, Hollywood Avenue, South-
wick, Sunderland, would like to hear from
Sunderland and distriet members. Ie apolo-
gises to all who wrote to him for absence of
replies, but he mislaid addresses, and would
like to hear again,

Charles H. Dalton, 80, Blatchington Road,
Hove, Sussex, wishes to correspond with

and which geéts swamped by book work, takes | readers. All Jetters answered.
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(Continued from page 35.)

sonal feelings. And, as he hadn’t risen, he
wasn’t worth voting for. So Vivian Travers’
offort to undo the harm was futile.

Then came the polling,

It was a long, contused business, with
evervthing going wrong. Twice the ballot-
box was lost in the ecrowd, and no less than
three juniors swere more or less knocked out—
Handforth being responsibie for five black
eves within the space of five minutes,

However, in the end, every ballot paper

was obtained, and then came the business of

sorting out the votes and counting them,

This was another long, confused affair.
The trouble was, evervbody wanted to join
i, A special committee had been appointed,
but this was forgotten in the gencral ex-
citement, Finally, in order to obtain some
sort of definite resulr, a neutral committee
was brought in,

The ballot papers were handed over to
Bob Christing and Buster Boots, of tha
Fourth, They, being dismterested parties,
counted the votes and sorted them out in
about thirtv-five seconds. The Remove, in
‘the meantime, waited 1n a fever of
impatience,

“Here's the result!™ sang out Buster Boots,
as he strode towards the edge of the platform
with a piece of paper in his hand. “Can’t
understand why vou fellows made such a foss
over it!”

“Never mind that—what’s the result

L
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¥es, let's have it, Boots!”

“Who's won 7V |

Buster Boots took a deep breath, looked
round, and shook his head.

“Of course, I knew that you Remove
fellows were half-wits and imbeciles, but I
never thought vou were so dotty as this!”
he said candidly. “I'm jiggered if vou
haven't eleeted Chambers as skipper!”

The shouts of anger against the Fourth-
Former were changed to cheers from
Chambers’ supporters,

“And here arc the figures!” velled Boots.
;Cha;r"nbers-, 23; Nipper, 20: Handforth,

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

“Good old Church and MeClure !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

hﬁ.:

Handforth reeled,

“Two!" he hooted. “Rats! Rot! There
must be a mistake! I demand a recount!
In fact, I demand another election!™ =

“Ha, ha, ha!" '

As a matter of fact, the votes were re-
counted half a dozen times, but nothing
could alter the original finding. Cuthbert
Chambers had beaten Nipper by three votes,
Even if Church and MeClure had voted for
Nipper, Chambers would still have won,

So, at least. Church and MeClure had tho
satisfaction of knowing that their loyvalty to
their leader had not brought about Nipper's
defeat,

And that evening the Remove tried to
scttle itself down., The election was over,
and Cuthbert Chambers was “in.” The
Remove was now wondering how long it
would be before its mew skipper put his
novel scheme of income tax into practice. ~
THE END.

(Cheambers hoas aelieved iz ambition and
now he's captain of the Remore. In next
week's yarn, entitled “The Split in the
Remove!” you'll read of his startiing cfforts
s leweder of the Form!)

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

Spare Time Agents Wanted.
Fry's, Rowntree’s, Cadbury’s etc.
Excellent Commission. No Outlay.

Particulars Free.
SAMUEL DRIVER, SOUTH MARKEY, LEEDS
Stop Stammeringl as 1 did] " Par.

ficulars FREERE. — FRANK HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1,

All applications for Advertisement Spaces
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager, *“The
Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4.

2'6 DEPOSIT

\ insuresdelivery of a 400A Mead "Marvel"
Bicycle. Nothing more to pay till you
have ridden the machine one month.

“MARVEL” No. 400 £4 75 6d CASH,

iWe pack FREE, pay carriage and
f guarantee satisfaction or refund your
money.Factory-Soiled eycles CHEAP,
Accessories at popular prices, Write
TQ-DAY for illustrated Catalogue and
special offer of 15 Days free Trial, _

Mead 555 S
LUSHING

SELF-CONSC|QUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.
Simple 7-day Permanent Home Ffﬁ for
either gox, Write at onee and get Tulf Particn.

lavs quite FPREE privately.—U.J.D., 12,
All Saints Road, ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

£2 ﬂﬂu worth cheap Ploto Material and Films, 12
’

x 10 Lnlargement, any photo, 8d. Samples
catalogue free.~Hackett's, July Road, Liverpool.

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors. The Amalgamated Press {
..l.dgerljis#mem Offices : The Fleetway House, Parringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Farringdon Street, London, ¥F.C.4.

Hogistercd for transmission by Canadian magazine post, Subscription Rates: Tn
o Sole Agents for South Afriea s Central News Agency, Limited,

for six months,

Ltd., The Flectway Honuse,

Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;
Sole Agents for Australia andg

New Zealamd; Megsrs, Gordon & Goteh, Limited; and for Canada: The Imperial News Co. (Canada), TLimited.
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THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

GREAT GIFTS

FREE/

A few of the many
wonderful B.D.V.
Gifts are illustra-
tedinthese panels.
The rest you will
find in the Gift
Book referred to
below.

CAMERA CASE

waler-propf

Exrcfi'mt‘

¢ “casc for the Rajar
*Camera. H'n‘h
- shoulder  sling ™™ and
: _press- .stud rhps‘ v

A (%
5 w--GGUPONS

HOBBS' BATS

Personally aulo-
ﬁrapfrud’ by the famous
alsman. Specially
selected willow. Han-
dles of finest cane. State
size when ordering.

500
COUPONS

"wvalue, Get all your

Splendid gifts for out-o-door
days. Cricket bats, selected
and signed by Jack Hobbs
himself, may be had for 500

coupons.
What better for sunny days

| than a sturdy Rajar Camera? '
~—yours for only 100 coupons.
IAnnther 25 buys a Rajar Roll

“ilm as well.

A real ‘" smasher” is the B.D.YV.
Tennis Racquer; it is worth £2, 2, 0,
but 500 coupons brings it free, and for
120 coupons you may have three
““Tournament ” stitchless Tennis Balls,

Have vou got a copy of the new Gift Book P
Over 300 splendid gitrs, for every member
of the family — better gifts, too and better
friends to smoke
B.D.V.—better cigarettes —and give yvou the
coupons. Write tor a copy ol the Gift Book
to:—Godlirey Phitiing Ltd., Gift Dept (N.L),
112 Commercial St., k.1,

B.D.V

GARETTES
—iust like hand made”

10 for 64, 20 for 114d. Plain or Cork Tina

(Coupons also in every Packet
of B.D.V, Tobacco, 11d. per oz.)

COMPARE THE VALUES
WITH OTHER GIFT SCHEMES

No other Gift
Scheme offers such
a wide choice of
Gifts, or such
splendid value for
so few coupons.

FOUNTAIN
_ PENS

- [Handsome, self-filling
fountain pen. 14 carat
gﬂfd'. ~iridium tipped,
nib. ~ State style of nib
whm ordering.

160
COUPONS

BING TANK
ENGINES
Study litile gauge O.

cngines.

L.N.ER,

shunting
L.M.S. or

colours.

120

COUPONS

AP K. 1. g



