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Willy dashed among the fags, scattering them like ninepins. Chubby went over with a roar, and
Juicy reeled sideways as Willy’s fist struck him on the ear. *‘ Any more complaints ? ’’ asked Willy.
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ON THE TRAIL OF A SCOUNDREL !—Willy Handforth is determined

o pet Lighining, the greybound, back from Bill Brice, bui that scoundrelly

bookmaker bas covered bis iracks well. Help- comes unexpectedly, bhowever,

and Willy and bis elder brother, Edward Oswald Handforth, pass through
many exciting adventures before Lightning becomes——

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

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

b ™

CHAPTER 1.
Strange Behaviour of Willy !

his trousers’ pockets, and leaned disconsolately against the wall of the gymnasium.
e gazed bleakly across the old Triangle, and Juicy Lemon, who was with
him, looked even more glum. And yet 1t was Saturday morning, and lessons for
the day were over. The sun was shining, and there was a keen nip in the air.

“Let's hope he'll be better to-day,” remarked Chubby Heath, after a long pause.

“Well, he can’t be much worse,” said Juicy Lemon. *“That’s one consolation.”

“Consolation, be blowed!” said Chubby, with a frown. “FEver since Thursday
morning Willy has been going about like a chap in a dream. He's lost all his enthusiasm
—all his pep. If he goes on like this, he'll fade away to a shadow!”

“I wouldn't have believed it!" said Juicy firmly. “I mean, a chap like Willy ! Always
so jolly handy with his fists—always so ready with something to say! And yet, for
practically three solid days he’s been as silent as the Lynx.” -

“You mean the Sphinx,” grunted Chubby.

“Same thing,” said Juicy Lemon indifferently. _

The two fags heaved a couple of sighs, and were silent for a bit. Willy Handforth was
the subject of their conversation. Incidentally, Willy Handforth was the usually cheery
young skipper of the Third Form. Among the fags, his word was law. He was a
leader amongst leaders—and Chubby and Juiey were his own particular chums.

“He’s pining—that’s what it i3 1” said Chubby, after a bit. “Pining over that silly
greyhound of his. We're not blind. Somebody came and pinched the dog on Wednesday
night, and Willy has been like a side of frozen mutton ever since."”

“The greyhound wasn’t a bad dog,” admitted Juicy Lemon. * And Willy was teaching
him some decent tricks, I believe. But a dog, after all, is only a dog. Willy’s an ass to
be so cut up. And then, what about the footer?”

C HUBBY HEATH, of the Third Form at St. Frank’s, thrust his hands deeply into
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“Yes, what about it?” said Chubby Heath
gruffty. " What about to-day's game?”

Juicy L.emon brightened up.

“Oh, well, of course, to-day’s gainc will
make a difference,” he said. '‘Even Willy
will buck up this afternoon, and I dare say
the game will put new life into him.”

At the mention of the word ‘' footer,” both
the fags had changed their expressions. As
though by magic, their g'oomy looks
vanished, and their eyes sparkled.

“It isn’t often wo get a really decent fix-
ture,” said Chubby IXcath enthusiastically.
“Just because we're fags, people think that
we can’t play football!” -

“Nerve !” said Juicy indignantly.

“But we can play!” continued Chubby.
“And Willy i1s as keen as mustard, too.
What’s more, he’s been working like a
Trojan ever since the season started—and at
fast he’s got those River House fatheads to
agree to a game.,”

“Neobody thought it was coming off,” sairl
Juicy. “But then, Willy is a bit of a marvel,
on the quiet.” -

Everybody in the Third was thinking the
same.  Willy Handforth’s [Eleven was
regarded, more or less, as a joke. Nobedy
believed that the fags could play serious foot-
ball. The very idea was ridiculous. It was
all very well for these Third-Formers to punt
a football about, and to kid themselves that
they were playing the ganie. Actually, how-
ever, they might just as well have played
marbles.

- That was the general impression.

But Willy, with his usua{’ forcefulness, had
set out to prove that the Third could play
better football than some of the other juniors.
During the previous week he had tried to
fix up a game with the Fourth;  but John
Busterfield Boots, the skipper of the Fourth,
had scoffed at the idea.

However, Willy had approached Arm-
strong, of the East ¥ ouse. Armstrong was
in the Ifourth, too, and he considered him-
self to be a strong man. Anyhow, Willy
had induced Armstrong to form an Eleven
of Kast House Fourth-Formers—and then the
fags had proceedcd to lick the Kast House
Eleven by three clear goals.

As a consequence of that victory, one of
Willy’s dreams had come true. '

For wecks he had been trying to arrange
a game with Hal Brewster & Co., of the
River House School. Now, at last, it was
to be a reality. Hal Brewster had promised
that the River House Junior Reserves should
come over to St. Frank’s that afternoon, in
order to play Willy’s Eleven.

It was a triumph for the cheery young
skipper of the Third.

Qlowly, but surely, he was causing Third
Torm football to be recognised. Hitherto it
had been langhed at—treated as something
that was bencath contempt. Now Willy’s
good work was having effect.

“Yea, he'll buck up this afternoon.” said
Chubhy cheertly. “When he's on the field,
playing against those River House chaps,

L

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL

STORY LIBRARY

he'll forget everything else. The game will
do him good, too.”

“The funny thing is, Be didn’t seem to be
particularly bucked .‘.en he heard the news,”
remarked Juicy, frowning. ‘‘Those River
House chaps only made the definite arrange-
ment yesterday. And when Willy heard i,
he just grunted and said ' All right)” He
seemed as though he didn't care twopence
about the match.”

““And yet, at the beginning of the weck,
he couldn’t talk of anything else,” said
Chubby., “It’s all that silly dogl [ can’s
understand a chap making such a fuss——"

“Look out!” murmured Juicy cautiously.
“He's coming!”

Willy Handforth had appeared in sight,
and 1t was quite obvious that he was not hig
asna!l sunny s=elf, His hands were thrust
deeply into his pockets, he walked slowly,
and his chin was ncarly resting on his chest.
He seemed to be far, far away.

There was a frown on his face, and his
eves were troubled. }e would have walked
right on, without even noticing his two
chums, but Chubby gave him a hail.

_ “Hallo, hallo!” he said indifferently, look-
ing up. :

Juicy and Chubby gazed at Willy in won-
der. He seemed to %e looking more down
in the dumps than ever.

The two fags were amazed. It was diffi-

cult for them to understand how a chap could
so thoroughly change just because he had
lost a dog. DBut then, although they were

Willy’s study mates, they did not realise his
deep-rooted love for animals—and Light-
ning had been an extra-special chum.

“Just a minute, "Villy,” said Chubby, as
he and Juicy joined their leader. “What
about this afternoon’s game ?”

“This afternoon’s game ?” repeated Willy.

id VGS.“

“What game?”

“What game!” yeiled Chubby, in amaze-
ment. “My only hat! You haven't for-
gotten, have you?”

“0h. don't bother me about games!” said
Willy. with a grunt. “I’m not in the mood
to talk about games now.”

“But—Dbnut this is a special thing!” put in
Juiey excitedly. “You haven't definitely
chosen the Eleven yet, Willy! Of course,
Chubby and I are going to be in, and——"

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Willy, with a

start. '

“Just remembered?” said Chubby sar-
castically.

“Yes,” nodded Willy. “I've just remem-
bered. OFf course, we've fixed up a game

with the River House Junior Reserves for
this afternoon, haven't we?" ;

His chums looked at him in a stupefied
kind of way.

“But—but you're rotting!” protested
Chubby. “Yon couldn’t have really for-
gotten it, Willy! It's the game you've been
dreaming about for weeks!”

“I'd better go indoors, and get a Notice
ready,” said Willy. “It’'s only fair to the
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fellows to let them know. I'll select the
Eleven straight away.”

“Y suppose you'll be playing centre-for-
ward ?" asked Chubby.

Willy was thoughtful for a moment. A
pained look came into his eyes—an expres-
sion of keen regret. Then, slowly, he shook
his head.

“I shan’t be playing at all,” he replied
briefly. -

Chubby gave a kind of gulp.

“You—you won't Here, what's that
»ou said?’” he ejaculated. “Did you say
‘that you won't be playing at all?”

“You heard me,” said Willy.

“But—but you're dotty!” shouted Chubby
Heath. “What do you mean—you won't be
playing ?” .

“I mean exactly what I say,” replied Willy
steadily. *‘ Sorry, you fellows; but I can’t
pla¥ this afternoon!”

CHAPTER 2.
Very Remarkable !

HUBBY HEATH and
Juicy Lemon  were
flabbergasted.

It was. unbelievable.
It was fantastic. After
all Willy's work! After all his painstaking
cfforts to fix this big match up! Now he
was calmly saying that he had no intention
of playing!

“Of course, you're rotting!”
Chubby IHeath at last.

“I'm not rotting,” retorted Willy.

“But—but you must be!” insisted Chubby.
“Look here, Willy! You can’t let the Third
down like this!” ,

Willy winced. i

“I'm sorry if I'm letting the Third down,
but T can't play,” he said quietly.

“Why ean't you play?” put in Juicy
Lemon.

“Well, T can’t.,”

“That's no answer.”

“It’s all the answer
{:Old]}‘.

“You're fit, aren’t you?”

“Yes."”

“No sprains, or anything?”

“Of course not, you fathcad!”

“Then you've no excuse!” said Juicy
warmly. " You've admitted that you're fit,
and so yvou'll have to play.”

Willy sighed.

“How the dickens can I play in this matech
when I'm going out?” he demanded. *If
yvou can tell me how I can be in two places
at onco——"

“But you mustn't go out!” said Chubby
excitedly. “You can’t go out this afternoon,
Willy,"”

“I'm going!”

‘T‘Bnt where the dickens are you going
to?”

ejaculated

you'll get,” said Willy

E
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“That’s my business!” said Willy stiffly.

His manner was so strange that his chums
looked at him in fresh amazement. As a
general rule, Willy was so sunny and so
cheerful ; now he was curt and cold. He
seemed to be irritated, too. The very men-
tion of the football match had put him intoe
a bad humour. And yet, according to his
chums’ way of thinking, it ought to have
bucked him up no end.

He was looking more troubled than ever
as he stood there, leaning against the wall
of the gym, gazing unsceingly across the
Triangle. Dicky Jones and Tommy Hobbs,
of the West House Third, came over, looking

eager and excited.

“Oh, here you are, Ilandforth minor!”
said Dicky Jones briskly. " We've been look-
ing for you!”

“Well, here T am,” said Willy bluntly.

“What about to-day’s game?” asked
Dicky. “Am 1 included in the Eleven?”

“Oh, I suppose so!” said Willy wearily.

The two West House fags stared.

“What's the matter with you?” asked
Tommy Hobbs curiously. “You’re not ill,
are you?”

“No, I'm not!” roared Willy.

“Dou’t speak to him!” said Chubby Heath
bitterly. “There’s something wrong with
him this morning. He says he's not going
to play in the match.”

“Not goiug to play!” ejaculated Dicky
Jones, as though he couldn’t believe his cars.
“What rot!”

“All right—ask him!” said Chubby.

“You needn’t ask me,” grunted Willy.
“I'm not going to play. I shall be away
this afternoon.”

“But vou're the eaptain!” protested Dicky.

“Usually, ves!” agreed Willy. “But, this
afternoon, Chubby will be skipper.”

Chubby Heath brightened up.

“0Of course, I don’t mind!” he said.
captain the side, if you like, Willy.”

“Rats!” burst out Tommy Hobbs ex-
citedly., “Is this a joke, Willy ? You know
jolly well that we can’t beat those River
House chaps without you!”

Willy did know it, and the thought was
troubling him exceedingly. He was by no
means vain, tut he was quite certain that the
Third Form Eleven would go to pieces unless
he was on the field to keep the fags under
control.

Ile had had some experience of them, and
he knew their weaknesses. With a strong
man to lead the forward line, and to keep
the whole teamn togcther, there was more
than a chance that the fags would beat tho
River House Junior Reserves.

But with Willy out of the game, that
strong leader would be conspicuous by hws
absence, Chubby was the next best thing,
but Chubby was alwayvs excitable on tho
field, and he would probably allow his men
to play a ragged game,

“You can’t let the Third down like this!”
said Dicky Jones indignantly. “We’ve been
waiting for weeks for this match., and if
wo lose it we shall be the laughing-stock

L1 I!ll
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of the place! And we shan’t get another
fixture, either! It’s a—a sort of test game.
You know that as well as we do, Willy1”

“T'm sorry, but 4

“And you can’t get out of it!” put in
Chubby grimly. “"If you don’t agree to
play, I'll tell your major.”

Willy regarded this threat with scorn.

“Tell him!” he snapped. ‘“Do you think
I care? Blow my major! Bother him! If
he starts any of his rot with me, I'll tell him
to go and eat coke!” '

“It’s all because of that dog!” said Chubby
complainingly, as he turned to the other
fags. You know—Lightning. He was
stolen on Wednesday night, and ever since
then Willy has been getting worse and worse.
lle doesn’t even care about the footer now.”

*My only sainted aunt!” said Dicky Jones,
staring. “ You don’t mean to say that he's
going to miss the game because he's worried
about that silly dog?”

“That what dog?’ asked Willy ominously. {

“That silly dog!” roared Dicky. “It’s all
pifile! A dog is only a dog! Dash it all,
Willy, you can’t allow your pets to mess up
the football! You’re a traitor to the Third!”

Willy turned red, and his eyes blazed.

“Put up your hands, Dicky!” he said
thickly.

“Here !” gasped Dicky. “I—I—"

Biff ! '

Willy went for him with tremendous

vigonr, and Dicky Jones lasted about five
scconds. He went over with a bump, and
then Willy spun round on the other fags.
Before they could get away, he dashed in
amongst them, and scattered them like nine-
ins.

p{}huhb}r went over with a roar, Juley
reeled sideways as Willy’s fist struck him on
the car, and Tommy Hobbs sat down with
a tremendous thud.

“Any more complaints?”’ demanded Willy
gruflly. “Once and for all, I'm not playing
in the match this afternoon!” When I say a
thing, I mean it!”

And he strode off towards the Ancient
Ifouse, leaving the other fags more flabber-
gasted than ever.

CHAPTER 3.
Willy’s Dilemma !
TRAITOR to  the

Third !

The words sang
through Willy's head
as he opened the

door of his little study in the Ancient House,
and strode in  He was uneasy and worried.

“Oh, what's a chap to do?” he asked
helplessly.

He had not entered into that recent battle
with any enthusiasm. For he knew, at
heart, that his companions had been justified
in upbraiding him, Knocking them down
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had given him momentary satisfaction, but
now he was feeling rather guilty.

A traitor to the Third!

Those words had enraged him:; but, after
all, weren’t they true? Ile had made up his
mind to go off this afternoon, and leave the
Third Form Eleven to get along without
him, And he was the strong man of the
team—the one player who could keep the
fags together. He had arranged this match
after a lot of difficulty, and, now that it was
a reality, he had decided to give it a miss!

“Isn’t it just the way of things?” com-
plained Wilfy, in a bitter voice, as he sat
down at the table. “I've got to go to Ban-
nington this afternoon to make inquiries.
It wasn’t any good going yesterday, or
Thursday, because there arem’t any grey-
hound races. They only hold ’em on Wednes-
day and Saturday afterpoons. This is the
first chance I’ve had, And, of course, it
comes on the same afternoon as the first big
fixture we’ve ever arranged.”

His feelings were more bitter than ever.
But his mind was quite made up. In no
circumstances could he stay at St. Frank’s.
It was neccessary for him to go to Banning-
ton—absolutely necessary.

As Willy sat there, he forgot all about the
football mateh, and his mind went back to
his dog, Lightning. His dog! The law
could say what it I-T'il':ed, but that dog had
been his, by every moral right.

During the week or two that he had
possessed Lightning, he and the greyhound
had become greatly attached. Willy had
always been passionately fond of animals—
his numerous pets were clear evidence of
this. But, somehow, he had grown more
fond of Lightning, the greyhound, than he
could have believed possible. And the dog
had reciprocated this affection.

Willy's blood surged within him at the
thought of ali the recent events,

Lightning had been called Domino origin-
ally, and he had been u track-racer. He
had been owned by Mr Bill Brice, the book-
maker, who had acted like a brute.

The unfortunate dog had been run over,
and Mr. Brice had taken tt for granted that
he was killed. I{e had kicked the dog into a
ditch, and had left him there to die—as he
certainly would have died, if Willy had not
come along and rescued him.

With gentle care, Willy had fanned that
dying spark of life, and had brought the
greyhound -back through econvaleseence to
health. Kven now, Lightning was not
thoroughly fit. Ile needed a further week or
two before hg could be really himself.

Without any question whatever, the dog
morally belonged to Willy, sinece he had res-
cued it and had tended 1t, and had saved its
life. Legally, no doubt, Brice was still the
owner, But Willy cared nothihg for legal
points or details. Iiven Mr. Nelson Lee, the
famous schoolmaster-detective, had decided
that the dog belonged to Willy Ilandforth,
and he had even sent Mr, Brice about hia

| business.
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So Mr. Brice, cunningly enough, had made
an arrangement with énrc-Pearce & Co.,
the cads of the Remove; and on Wednesday
night the cads of Study A had helped Mr.
Brice to seize the dog and to get away with
it.

IPortunately for Gore-Pearce & Co., Willy
knew nothing whatever of their part in the
despicable business. Willy was convinced
that Brice had been to the school, and had
taken the dog. And Willy was filled with
unhappiness because he could not get on the
track of the bookmaker. )

He had spent a day or two of misery.

There was no trace of Lightning—no trace
of the man who had stolen him, And 1t
was useless to make any complaint to the
police, because the dog was Brice's legal
property.

Willy had made a vow that he would get
Lightning back. The dog was his—his!
Never for a second would he admit any-
‘thing else—and he was going to get him
back ! | i

This afternoon would provide the first
opportunity of learning something about
Mr. Brice's whereabouts. How, therefore,
could Willy play in this match? He couldn’t
be in two places at once, and it was far more
important for him to be in Bannington,

At least, that was the way he looked at
it. His lost dog came before everything
else. His love of animals was so great that
even football faded into insignificance.

Mr. Brice was not a local inhabitant, He
did not live in Bannington; he only came
there for business when the greyvhound races
were held. Not that there was much chance
‘of finding Mr. Brice at the Bannington Grey-
hound Arena this afternoon. Willy did not
fool himself like that.

But there would be other bookmakers
there, and it was quite possible that they
would know something of Mr. Brice's pre-
.sent whereabouts. Perhaps Willy would be
able to get the information he required from
them, He certainly could not ge¢t it from
any other quarter. His only course was to

go to the Arena, and to make his inquiries ]

personally.

He couldn’t even get somebody else to go
for him— since the Arcna was strictly out of
bounds. Any St. Frank's fellow found there
was liable to a flogging, or expulsion, It
would be a risky business, and if there was
anything risky to do, Willy believed in doing
it himself,

No; there was nothing else for it. He
would have to go. This was the first grey-
hound meeting that had been held since the
dog had been stolen. Until now_ therecfore,
Willy had just been marking time. Buf his
determination was as keen as ever.

“Oh, well!” he muttered. “I suppose I'd
better get the list out.”

He drew a piece of paper towards him,
and took out a pencil. Then, at that second,
an idea came to hem, and his eyes took on

a new sparkle.
“By Jingo!” he muttered. “Why not?”

| Hal, in a laughing voice.
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In a flash, he was on his feet, and he had
left the study, He dashed into the Junior
Commom-room, and, although there were two
or three Removites present, he took no
notiece.

He made for the telephone box .which stood
in a corncer. Iivery Common-room at St.
Frank's was provided with one of these semi-
public telephones. It was a modern innova-
tion which was greatly appreciated by tho
fellows.

Willy took twopence out of his pocket, and
then gave his number. Within three minutes
he was speaking to Hal Brewster, of the
River House School.

“Oh, it’s you, young Handforth, is it?”
said the River House Junior skipper.
“What's the trouble?”

“I'm wondering if this afternoon’s match
can be postponed,” said Willy promptly.

“Eh?” came Hal Brewster’s voice, “What
rot! It's a lovely day for footer, and the
Reserves are all ready. Kingswood 15 going
to skipper the side—"

“Yes, that's jolly decent of Kingswood,”
interrupted Willy. “DBut the fact i3,
Brewster, I can’t play this afternoon.”

“Injured?”

“No; but, all the same, I can’t play,” said
Willy. “So can you chaps do me the very
great favour of postponing the match until
next Wednesday afternoon? I shall be able
to play then—and I'm as keen as mustard on
the match, really.”

“What's the urgent business that prevents
you from 'playing this afternoon?” asked
“QOh, well, perhaps
You know your own

1 oughtn’t to ask.
Still, it's like your

business best, I suppose.
cheek "

“Then it's O.K., 7” asked Willy, with relief.

“I suppose s0,” said Brewster. “We'll fix
it for next Wednesday afternoon,-then.”

“Thanks awfully !V said Willy gratefully.
“You're a brick, Brewster!”

A minute later he rang off, and, when he
hurried back to his study, his face was
expressive of keen satisfaction.

Soon afterwards he arrived in the Ancient
House lobby, and he found Chubby Heath
and Juicy Lemon and a number of other
fags holding a kind of indignation meeting,
They became silent as Willy appeared.

Willy went across to the board, pinned a
notice on 1t, and then stood back, There was
an immediate rush.

The notice was brief, but it was to the
point ;

“Third Forin Eleven versus River House
Junior Reserves. This match 1s postponed

until next Wednesday afternoon,
"WILLY HANDFORTH (Skipper).”

“Well I'm jiggered !” said Chubby Hcath
blankly.

“Postponed !””  gasped
“Well, of all the swindles!”

There was an immediate uproar.

“Keep your hair on!” said Willy coldly.
“You grumbled enough a little while ago,
didn't you? You complained because I said

Juicy Lemon.
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I couldn’t play. Well, I’ve fixed the game
up for next Wednesday, instead of this after-
noon. I shall be able to play then. So what
are you growling about?”

And Willy walked out, feeling that no
longer could he be accused of being a traitor
to the Third. - Postponing a match, after all,
was quite an ordinary event,

There was a good deal of fuss in the
Third, but nobody could get any further
satisfaction out of Willy, and at last the fags
resigned themselves to the incvitable.

After dinner, Willy managed to avoid his
fellow fags, and he went to the bicycle shed
and got out his machine. He took the
orivate lane to the road, hoping that he
vould be able to get out unnotieed.

But as soon as he arrived at the gates he
«an full tilt mto his major.

“Oh, so here you are!” said Edward
Oswald Handforth, of the Remove. *Caught
you, my son! 1 had an idea that you would
iry to steal out on the quiet.”

Willy looked his major straight in the eye.

“Look here, Ted,” he said, “for goodness’
sake don’t start any of your rot. I'm in
a hurrv!”

Handforth bristled.

“Oh, you're in a hurry, are you?” he said.
“That's very interesting ! That’s very guod!
Aud do you think I care whether you're in
a hurry or not?” he added indignantly.
“I’ve been hearing things about- you, my
lad !”’

“¥You shouldn't beliecve all you hear,” re-
torted Willy.

“What's this about your matech against the
River House Junior Reserves?’” went on
Mdward Oswald accusingly, “The fags have
been telling me that you’re not going to
lav !

I Willy sighed, and came to the conclusion
that a certain amount of delay was inevitable,

CHAPTER 4.

No Luck !
HE celebrated leader
of Study D had

planted himself in
front of Willy, and

; he was looking very
stern and fatherly.

“Come along, my lad!” he said curtly.
Y Out with it! What’s the idea of letting
vour side down?”

“Cheese 1t, 'Ted !” said Willy.
letting the side down.,”

“Are you playing this afternoon, or not?”

“I'm not.”

“Then you're letting the side down ! said
Handforth triumphantly,

“Nobody i1s playing this afternoon, ass!”
said Willy, “The match 13 postponed until
Wednesday.”

“Oh!” said Handforth.

“*Satisfied 1"

“T'm not

-—
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1" roared

““No, blow you, I'm not satisfied
i Wh?

Edward Oswald, recovering himself.

have you postponed the match?”
“Beecause I can’t play this afternoon—and

because I want to play on Wednesday.”

“There's something fishy about this!” said
Handforth suspiciously. “It's a glorious
afternoon for footer—fine, crisp, and bright.
Next Wednesday afternoon it may be pour-
ing with rain.”

“Or it may be snowing,” nodded “Villy.
“That’s the worst of our English weather,
We can never tell what’s coming.”

“Then why have you postponed
match 7"

“Because I'm going out this afternoon,”
replicd Willy patiently. “Oh, my goodness!
What’s the matter with you, Ted? Why
are you taking such an interest in Third
FForm football? Up till now you've sneered
at 1t.”

“I’'m taking an interest in you!” said his
major sternly. “What’s all the mystery
about? Where are you going to this after-
noon ?”

“I'm going to the Greyhound Arena,” re-
plied Willy promptly.

“You silly young ass!®

“Don’t you believe me?” asked Willy.

“Of course I don’t believe you!” snorted
Handforth. “You can’t spoof me with a
yarn like that, you young donkey! QCoing to
the greyhound races, eh?”

i Yes*!?

“Will you tell
Handforth.

“Oh, what's the good?” said Willy, ap-
ﬁea.lmg to the thin air. “1 answer him, and
e only gets excited. I might as well talk
to a brick wall
coke |”

Willy pushed past, and before his major
could stop him he had mounted his bicycle
and was off.

“Hi!” howled Handforth. “Come back!’

But Willy refused to come back. He

the

me the truth?” hooted

Ted, you can go and eat

'pedalled on, and vanished down the road.

Handforth breathed hard with indignation
and anger, |

“The young bounder he ejaculated
breath}essig. “Just wait until he comes
home ! George, I'll tan him until he

howls 1"
In the Willy pedalled

'}.‘!‘
.

meantime, on

| through Bellton, and his ride to Bannington

was uneventful. He made for that quarter
of the town where the gasworks were
situated. Here there were many wide open
spaces. One of them was the Bannington
Town football enclosure; and, a little further
along, there was the Bannington Greyhound
Arena.

Until recently, the Arena had been rob-
bing the football club of many of its patrons,
but now that state of affairs was altering,
largely owing to the efforts of the St. Franks’
juntors.  There was a big match on this
afternoon—a Third Division game—between
Bannington Town and Hammersmith. En-
thusiasts were already begiuning to trickle
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Handlorth found his Austin Seven completely heramed in by the crowds.

in your pocket, kid,”’ suggested some humorist.

rup, although the match was not due to start
for another hour,

Willy parked his bieycle in a little con-
foectioner's shop, and then he walked to the
entrance of the Arena. He paid his ad-
mission money, and went in. He was quite
indifferent as to the possible consequences;
his mind was centred upon his missing pet.
And as he was doing nothing dishonourable
he was in no fear.

There weren't many people in the Arena,
althongh a good number of bookmakers were
standing about waiting for the afternoon’s
activities to commence. Willy approached
ono of these gentry at once,

“Excuse me,” he said. “Do you know a
man named Brice!”

The bookmaker, who was a rather genial-
looking man, stared curiously at the fag.

“Brice?”’ he repeated, “Well, ves, 1
know him, in a way.”

“He's not here this
pose 7’

“No; not this afternoon,” said the man.
““In fact, as far as I know, he's not coming
to this track again.”

“Teft it for good, eh?”

“Yes,” said the bookie. “Does he owe
vou some money—or do you want to pay
film some 7" .

Willy shook his thead.

“It's not a question of money,” he replied,
“I'm rather keen on finding Mr. Brice—

-

afternoon, I sup-
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‘¢ Better put that thing
“If you don’t, you might lose it !’

that's all. Perhaps you can tell me wheras
he's gone to?”

“Sorry, kid,” said the man.
the faintest idea.”

“Do you know his old address, then?”

“I haven't

“Never heard of it,” said the man. "In
fact, I don't think he had an address. He
was only in lodgings here.”

“Well, do you know the address of his
recent lodgings 7"

“Sorry, I don't.”

This was not very satisfactory. Willy

thanked the man, and strolled across to two
other bookmakers, who were holding a little
discussion. Necarly all these men were down
at heel in appecarance. The Bannington
Arena had a pretty poor reputation, and it
only attracted the lesser lights of the racing
fraternity.

Willy made inquiries persistently, but none
of the men could give him any satisfaction,
Most of them had heard of Mr. Brice—in
fact, they knew him. DBut they didn't know .
where he had gone to. They were not In-
terested in him. They only knew that he
had left Bannington,

Willy, although he was not the kind of
junior to admit defeat, gradually became
very depressed. This was most unusual for
him—since it took a great deal to dampen
Lis spirits.

But his efforts were all so useless.

He could do nothing—he could discover
nothing,
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He¢ had been hoping that this visit to the
Arcena would bear fruit. Ie had been cer-
tain “hat many of these bookmakers would
know Mr. Brice, and he had hoped that they
would be able to put him on tho track.
He only wanted to find out where Brice was
--and then he would be able to make further
plans. For where Brice was he would find
his dog, lLightning.

Willy wandered back towards
bookmaker he had spoken to.
vidual, according to his bag,
with the .ame of Josh Platt.
as Willy came up.

“Any luck, kid?” he inquired.

“No,” growled Willy, “Nobody knows
whera Brice has got to.”

“What's the trouble?” asked My, Platt
curiously. “You seem pretty keen on find-
ing DBrice, don’t you? I'll bet he owes you
some money."”

““No, he doesn’t,” replied Willy. *“I don’t
want to see him about any betting trans-
action. Are you sure you can't tell me
where he is?”

Mr. Platt grinned.

“My dear kid, what do you take me for?”
he asked. “I’'m not one of Brice’s pals. I
hardly knew the man, except by sight.
Surr:.lr, but I can’t give you any information
at all.”

Willy became more despondent than ever.

What could he do now? His one hope
had failed. @ Nobody knew anything about
Brice, The man had left Bannington, and
his new whereabouts were unknown. It was
a bitter disappointment for Willy, who had
counted so much upon this visit.

the first
This indi-
was blessed
He grinned

CHAPTER 5.
A Special Oceasion !

S OHN BUSTERFIELD
BOOTS, Bob Chris-

‘tine, and a number
) of other Fourth-
Formers, cheerily

wheeled their bicycles towards the gates.
Handforth, who was standing- there, looked
at them curiously. Church and Mﬂbiure,
Handforth’s chums of Study D), were equally

interested. ;
“Going out?” asked Handforth bluntly.
“Oh, no!” replied Buster Boots. “We're
just wheeling our jiggers about to give them
exercise.’’

“Fathead !” said Handforth, turning red.

The other Fourth-Formers chuckled, while
Buster Boots grinned.

“Well, if you must ask theso unnecessary
questions, you must expect to have your leg
pulled, Handy, old man,” he said gemally,
“What are you doing here, anyhow? Regu-
lating the traffic?”

“You fellows seem in a hurry,” said Hand-
forth, w1thout deigning to reply to Buster's
questmn “Going somewhere 1mportant?”

THE NELSON LEE SCROOL STORY LIBKAKY

“Well, yes,” put in Bob Christine. “ We're
going to see the match at Bannington.”

“What match?”

“Bannington Town versus Hammersmith.”

“Oh!” said Handforth, with sudden in-
terest. “TI'd forgotten for the moment, It
ought to be a pretty good game.”

“Well, after all we've done for the elub,

tho least the players can do i1s to give a
good showing,” said Buster Boots. " We're
just going along to watch things, We want
to see if our efforts have been succossful.”

Of late, the St. Frank’s juniors had taken
quite an interest in the Bannington Town
Club. The Junior Eleven, in fact, had
played the l'own Reserves, and had thrashed
them soundly.

Then, on the Wednesday afternoon, Nipper
and his men had had the nerve to play
against Banningion Town’s First [Eleven.
And, what was more to the point, the gams
had been a draw. The schoolboys had
aroused tremendous interest and enthusiasn
in the town, and to-day’s match was the
first League fixture since the club’s affairs
had Degun to mend.

The Greyhound Arena had done much to
disheasten the professional footballers.
Added to this, Bannington Town had started
the season very badly; they hadn’t won a
single League match yet. But, owing to the
efforts of the schoolboys, the professionals
had now gained new heart. So to-day’s
match ehould be exceptionally interesting.

“By George! It's a pretty good idea!”

saidd Handforth suddenly. “Why shouldn’t
we go, too?”
F “Why not?” asked Buster Boots. “The
road's open, and 1 dare say you'll be ad-
mitted at the turnstilee, Handy, if you turn
your face away from the moneytaker,”

“Idiot!”’

The  Fourth-Formers  mounted  their
bicycles and rode off, leaving Handforth &
Co. in the gateway.

Nipper and Iullwood and Tregellis-West
and Travers and one or two others had
"come up by now, and they had been listen-
mg to the conversation.

“Supposing we all go, you fellows?” sug-
gested Nipper. “We haven't a fixture
for thig afterncon, and we thought about
getting up a scratch game. But I'm rather
inclined to follow the example of the Fourth-

-

' Formers, and see how Bannington Town
gets on.”’

“It suits me, dear old fellow,” said Vivian
Travers.

The uthms were in agreement,

Within Tve minutes, the majority of them
left, and Edward Oswald Handforth was en-
thusiastically putting some petrol into the
tank of his Austin Seven. Church and
McClure were looking on interestedly.

“We might as well go in style,” Hand-
forth was saying. “There’s no hurry, either.
Might as well let those other chaps get well
ahead. We can do it in half the tmme in
| the bus.”
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“Yes, but we don’t want to leave it until
too late,” said Church. “There'll be a ter-
rific crowd there, Handy. It's a Third
Division fixture, remember.”

“What does that matter?”’

. “Well, we don’t want to get mixed u
in the crowds,” said Church. ,"“ Wouldn't it
be a good idea to leave the car in the big
garage in the High Street? We can walk
‘the rest of the way.”

If Handforth had thought of this sugges-
tion himself, he would have been enthusi-
astic about it, As Church had proposed it,
however, he frowned.

“Not likely !” he said. “We'll take the
car all the way, and park it in the enclosure
somewhere.” ’

Church and McClure did not argue; the
time was getting limited as it was,

In any case, the Austin was Handforth's
car, and he could do as he liked with 1t.
C‘hurch and McClure had long since ceased
to give himm any advice where the Austin
was concerned. Such advice had been gener-
allv sound, but as Handforth bad never
taken any notice of if, it was a waste of
breath to utter it.

Quite unnececessavily, Handforth decided to
go round the chassis with the grease gun,
and another ten minutes shipped by. At
last, however, the Study D trio started off.

And onece on the road, there were no
further delays. :

The trusty little Austin hummed along and
arrived in Bannington in fine style. Iand-
forth did not change his mind. IHe drove
right on towards the football enclosure, and,
as a natural result of this, he soon found
himself in difficulties.

He .managed to get behind a big chara-
bane, and this was all right as far as it
went. DBut the charabane unexpectedly
turned off into a little side road near the
football ground, and Handforth continued
straight on. In less than a minute, after
sounding the electric hooter continuously, he
found himself completely hemmed in by the
crowds.

They were on all sides, marching in solid
masses towards the turnstiles.

“PBetter put that thing in your pocket,
kid,” suggested one of the townsmen. “If
yvou don't, you might lose it.”

“Ha, hn, ha!l”

The crowd laughed good-humouredly.

“Mind your car don’t drop down one of
the drains. voung gent!” warned somebody
else, grinning. .

“Here, steady !” roared IFandforth, as the
crowd pressed tightly round the little ear.
“Mind what you're doing, there!
for my mudguards!”

“Well, you came here yourself, young
"un,” said somebodyv. “You can’t blame us
if your car gets crumpled up. Better look
out, or it'll get trampled underfoot.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very funny!” said Handforth, with a
sniff.

Chureh and McClure discreetly remained
stlent. They could have told Handforth that

Look out

i1

this would happen, but they were wise. Now
that the difficulty had arisen, they felt that
their best policy was to remain silent,

“Look out, you kids!” said a man nearby.
“kHere comes a bobby. I expeet he's going
to pinch you.”

“He’ll probably keep the car, too!" said
another man. " Then he'll take it home for
the kids to play with,” .

“Ha, ha, ha!"

A burly policeman pushed his way through
the throng, and he looked at Handforth
rather scverely.

“You oughtn't to have ecome along here,
yvou know,” ke said.

“Why not?” asked Tlandforth.
going to the football match,
park the ear in the enclosure

“Therc™s no room there,” said the con-
stable. "If you want to park the car, you'll
havo to take 1t into one of the side roads
further along. Come on, I'll help you out of
this.”

“Yes, but 4

“Sorry, my lad, but I'll have to get you
out of 1t,” said the policeman. “You're
causing an obstruction.”

Handforth boiled, but there was no help
for it. And the crowds langhed afresh when
the policeman eleared a way, and guided the
little Austin through the densely-packed mob
in front of the turnstiles, until they reached
a clearer road.

“There you arc!” he said, pointing. " You
can park wyour car round one of these side
turnings.”

“Thanks!” said IHandforth gruffly. “But
I'm jiggered if I can see why I couldn’t have
parked it inside the enclosure.”

The constable chuckled, and went about
his duty again. Iandforth, considerably
indignant, was obliged to take the Austin to
one of the oflicial parking places. Then he
and his chums moved towards the turnstiles,
It was necessary for them to pass the big
gateway of the Greyhound Arena, which was
on the other side of the road.

In all probability, Handforth would have
noticed nothing; but MeClure suddeniy
uttered an ejaculation. ‘

“My hat!” he said.

Handforth

“We'ro
I'm going to

“Look over there!”
and Church looked. Threo

| young fellows were just about to enter the

Arena. They were wearing overcoats with
turned-up collars, and their tweed caps were
pulled down over their faces.

“Well, what are we to look at?” asked
Handforth, staring.

“Those three chaps!” said Mae. “Don’t
you recoguise them?”

“Never seen 'em in my life!” replied
Handforth promptly. “And if you think

I'm intercsted in these fatheads who go to
the greyhound races By George! Why,
what the——"

His tone changed. For one of the young
fellows in the tweed caps had slightly turned
his head, and, in that second, Handforth had
recognised Clande Gore-Pearce, of the St.

| Frank's Remove !
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CHAPTER 6.
A Shock [for Handy!

ORE-PEARCE & Co.,
of Study A, were try-
ing to get into the
Arena without attract-
ing any attention.
Gulliver and Bell, perhaps, would have

preferred to go to the football match, but

Claude Gore-Pearce wouldn’t hear of it.

He insisted upon dragging his pals into the

Arena. In his opinion, there was far more

excitement to be obtained from watchin% the

greyhounds—particularly if they had a little
bit of money on their “fancies.” -~

They had been in before—several times,
And, as yet, they had been safe. The Arena,
of course, was strictly out of bounds, and
any St. Frank'’s fellow found there by the
gchonl authorities would get into serious
trouble.

As a precautionary measure, the cads rf
Suidy A wore tweed caps, instead of their
distinctive school caps. It was only by
chance that McClure had spotted them.

“Oh!” said Handforth ominously. “So
that’s the game, is 1t? These rotters are
eneaking in to see the greyhuund races !
Come on, you chaps! We're needed!”

t11s chums grabted him by the arms,

“Hold on, Handy!” said Church. ‘“Why

interfere ?"

" Interfere?” repeated Handforth wrath-
fully. ““Are you suggesting, Walter Church,
that I'm going to interfere?”

“Well, what are you going .to do, then?”

“Ym going over to these cads!” replied
Handforth grimly. “And you fellows are
eoming with me! We're going to grab them
by the scruff of their necks, yank them
round, and boot them away from the Arena.”

“And don’t you call that interfering?”
asked Church interestedly.
“"No, I don’t!” snapped Handforth. *It’s

. dlgy'll

“We'd better not butt in, Handy,” said
McClure. “If these chaps like to such
fatheads, it’s their business.”

But Handforth wouldn’t listen. He had
nothing against greyhound racing as a sport,
but he knew perfectly well that Gore-Pearce
& Co. were only going into the place so that
they could indulge in some betting, and that
was quite a different thing. Handforth felt
that the honour of the Remove was at stake.
If Gore-Pearce & Co. had belonged to the
Fourth, he might have hesitated. But they
were Removites, and he was a Removite.
It was a matter that affected his own Form.

“Just & minute, you rotters!” he said,
grabbing at the trio before they could enter.

(rore-Pearce & Co. turned, startled,

“You silly fool!” snapped Claude Gore-
Pearce, with a scowl. “"You gave me a
start,”
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“1 mean to give you a start!” said Hand-
forth. “Are you fellows going into this
Arena ?” '

“"Yes," said Gore-Pearce, staring. “ Why ?”

“Why can’t you mind your own business,
Handforth ?” said Gulliver, “Clear off | We
can do as we dike without your permission!”

“Yes, rather!” said Belf:

Handforth rolled up his sleeves.

“You'’re not going into this place!” he

declared. ‘“Understand? I’'m not going to
let you disgrace the school—-"

“Rot!” said Gore-Pearce.
- “"What?”

“I said ‘Rot!"" repeated Gore-Pearce
 savagely. “If anybody’s disgracing the

school, you are—by causing a scene. Welre
not wearing the school colours, so how the
deuce can we disgrace 1t?”

Handforth became excited.

“I don't care whether you’'re wearing the
school colours or not!” he said hotly. ~ You
belong to the Remove, and you know jolly
well that the Arena is out of bounds. Nogw,
you can take your choice. Are you going
away quietly, or would you prefer me to
blacken your eyes?”

For a moment it seemed that Gore-Pearce
was going to fight; then he caught sight of
Church and MeClure, just in the rear, and
he knew that he and his chums would stand
no chance against the redoubtable juniors.’

“You'd better get away from here, Hand-
forth!” he said, 1In a low voice. “If you
don’t, I'll call some of the stewards, and
have you taken away. You're creating a
disturbance outside the Arena, and—"

“A disturbance ?” repeated Handforth.
“By George! If you call this a disturbance,
I wonder what you'll call the trouble that’s
going to start in about ten seconds?”

“Why can’t you look after your own
affairs, and leave us alone?” shouted Gore-
Pearce furiously.

“This is my affair,” retorted Handiorth.
| “You may not be wearing the school colours,
but lots of people know who you are. You're
not going to disgrace St. Frank’s by enter-
ing this place and mixing with a lot of
questionable bookies.”

One of the men at the gates came fgr-
ward, and he looked at Handforth in a grim

sort of way.

“Look here, young man, you'd better
make yourself scarce!” he said unpleasantly.
“We don’t allow people to create scenes out-
side this gateway:’’

Handforth stared at him in amazement.

“Well, and what are you going to do?”
he asked. “If you touch me, I'll knock you

down!”

The man, who was a burly sort of fellow,
of a bruiser type, scowled savagely.

“That's enough!” he snapped. "“Clear
off 1”

Handforth instinctively clenched his fists,
and Church and MoClure became uneasy,
The whole affair was assuming ugly pro-

portions. In another moment, Handforth
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would probably be scrapping with this man,
and then thero would be a regular brawl.
Handforth, in his efforts to upho]g the honour
of 8t. Frank's, would only bring discredit
on the old school. It was just like his
blundering ways.

“Steady, old man!” urged Church, grasp-
ing Handforth by the arm. “There's no
sense in letting the thing go further—"

“Here, wait a tick!” interrupted Claudo
Gore-Pearce, with a gloating note in his
voice. “You've been grumbling at us,
Handforth, for bringing disgrace on St.
Frank’s, eh?” ' -

“You’ll brihg disgrace .on St. Frank's if
imll enter this place!” retorted Handforth
otly.

“And we're not even wearing the school
colours!” sneered Gore-Pearce.

“That doesn’t matter——"

i
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rminor! Yes, and what was worse, Willy was

actually in conversation with a man who had
a bag slung round his shoulders—a man who
was, without question, a bookie!

“Great Scott!” gurgled Handforth faintly.

Clande Gore-Pearce chuckled,

"Well, what about it now?” he jeered.
“By gad! This is a bit of a come-down
for you, Handforth! Your own brother
backing his fancy! A mere fag at that, too!
After this, you'll have to sing pretty small!”

It is doubtful if Handforth heard Gore-
Pearce’s words. He was staring dazedly at
his minor—who was quite ignorant of the
sensation he had unwittingly caused. Willy
was still in close conversation with the book-
maker, and he was taking no notice of the
people who were coming in through the big
gateway.

“By gad!” went on Gore-Pearce. " Willy

“Oh, doesn’t it?”
interrupted the cad of
Study A. "“Then per-
haps you don’t object

.to  your own minor
being inside the
Arena ?”

“My minor!” ejacu-

Would you like to read the
early adventures of the BOys
of St. Frank's?

—the chap who keeps
such a stern eye on
the Third! Why, he's
only a humbug—-"
“You'd better dry
up, Gore-Pearce }’ said
Church, turning
fiercely on the cad of

intedkl Handforth B f Study IfL “ii'ou l{n!?w
ankly. uy a co ol as well as do that
“And wearing the o Py | Willy has come here to
school colours, too— inquire after his dog.”
as bold as you like!” THE Gore-Pearce started.
laughed ~ Gore-Pearce “Ih ':’ he ejacu-
tauntingly. “By gad! lated. “Oh, that's rot
f you want to inter- —? _

fere with somebody, “It’s _ true!”  in-
why not interfere witrh : smtedh C}tliurch. ‘:"I—tliﬂ
?I?;}EeDwt?mmmlirc?ai{;: This week's story 1s great. i?{fstd!:}‘e ni(; 1tinandﬂeil;
we're still in the was a greyhound. It's
road!” as clear as daylight

Handforth looked round.with a startled,
dumbfounded expression on his rugged face.
Church and McClure were staggered, too.
They wero staring into the Arena.  And
Handforth, following the direction of their
gaze, jumped ncarly a foot into the air,

For it was true!

During that first dreadful moment, he had
believed that Gore-Pearce was trying to fool
him. But no! That awful statement was
perfectly true!

There, right inside the Arena, and talk-

ing earnestly with a bookmaker, was Willy
Handforth, of the Third!

———

CHAPTER 7.
Rough on Willy !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH was
stunned.

The thing  was

R ‘ horrible — inde ed,

well nigh ineredible. Iis own minor—inside

this greyhound racing enclosure! Ilis own

————

that he came here to make some inquiries
about that chap Brice. So you'd better not
do any more jeering.”’

Gore-Pearce was silent—struck by the ob-
vious truth of Church's explanation.

But Edward Oswald Handforth, whoso
brain, following the shock, was in such a
condition that he could not think clearly,
hadn’t heard those words of Church's, and,
as a matter of fact, he was only just coming
out of his stupefied condition.

“My minor!” he breathed hoarsely. “In
here! Talking with a bookie! By George!”

Handforth suddenly seemed to come te life.
With one tremendous bellow, he dashed
through the gateway, easily avoiding the men
who tried to stop him. Chureh and MeClure
weire thoroughly startled; they hadn't ex-
pected any such move as this,

Handforth went tearing up to his minor,
and the first indication that Willy had of
Edward Oswald’s presence was when he felt
a heavy hand clutched on his shoulder. He
was swung round with considerable violence.

“Willy ! fumed a grim, breathless voice.

“My hat!” groaned Willy. “It's Ted!”

“I'vo caught you!” said his major ac-
cusingly. “Caught you red-handed, you
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young bounder! Come on! You're coming
out of this rotten place!”

Willy stared in amazement.

“Why, Ted!’ he e¢jaculated.
think——"

“Come out of this!” thundered Handforth.

* But—but——"

“No arguments! You're coming!”

And Willy went. There was no help for
it. Handforth had secured a firm grip, and
he fairly yanked his minor towards the gates.
The bookmaker grinned, and several of his
colleagues grinngg' a good many members

of the publie grinned, too,

“Go casy!” said Willy gruflly. " Mind what
you're doing, Ted! There's no need to make
a scene—"’

“I'll make as many gscenes as I like!” in-
terrupted Handforth, who was not only
angry, but shocked. “ When 1 find my minor
in a place like this, it’s my duty to drag
hitn out!”

“But, my dear fathead—-"" |

“Silence!” ordered Handforth curtly.

Willy did not care for th®situation. His
majog, of course, had made a blunder; he
ha.cf jumped to a ridiculous comclusion. And
he had obtained such a grip that Willy knew
he would not be able to escape; and Willy
disliked being dragged through the crowds
in this way. With an effort, he half-pulled
Handforth to a stop,

“Hold on!” said Willy "Leave go of my
collar, Ted. I'll come quietly.”

“I’'m taking no chances!” snapped his
major,

“Honest Injun, T won't dodge off,” said
Willy. “Only don’t make a scene.”

“Honest Injun?” repeated Handforth, re-
laxing his grip. |

e e

“All right, then,” said Edward Oswald,
knowing {ull well that he could accept his
minor's word. “ Perhaps 1it'll be better to
get you out quietly, without attracting at-
tention.”

They now walked to the exit in a more
sedate manner, Handforth’s face full of stern
anger, and Willy’s full of patient resigna-
tion. When they got outside they found
Church and McClure waiting.

“Where have those cads gone to?” asked
Handforth, loocking round.

“I don't know,” grunted Church. *“They
went off somewhere. What does it matter?”

“Nothing matters now!” replied Handforth
bitterly, “By George! To think that 1
should find my minor in a place like this!”

He was nearly overwhelmed by the shock
of it. And, characteristically enocugh, he did
not pause to think.

So this was why Willy had missed the
Third Form match!

He bad become a vietim of the greyhound
racing craze! Instead of playing football on
this bright, brisk afternoon, he had gone to
the dogs! And it was only by the merest
chance that he—IIlandforth—had spotted him.
Very well, then! It was his duty, as an elder
brother, to take strong, drastic action,

“You don't

3
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Church and McClure, who were more level-
headed, had immediately guessed the truth.
They knew how much Willy had been worry-
ing over his missing dog, Lightning, and they
knew that the dog had originally belonged.
to a bookmaker named Brice. It was a
simple matter for them to put two and two

together.
said Handforth

“Now then!”
“Come along with me!”

“We're outside now Ted, so you needn’t
keep up this ro$,” said Willy coldly. “If I
were another chap, I might get thundering
wild. I don’t enjoy being humiliated o

“I don’t care whether you enjoy it or
not!” interrupted Handforth. *You gave
me your word of honour, and I'm going to
make you stick to it. Come with me!”

"Oh, all right!” said Willy resignedly.

Handforth led the way to the side street,
ond at last they reached the little Austin
Seven, which was parked against the curb,
sandwiched between other cars, Church and
McClure followed, and they were rather re-
lieved to find that there was scarcely a soul
in this hittle side street.

Handforth pointed to the Austin.

“Get in!” he sard grimly,

" Are we going for a ride?” asked Willy,
with 1cy coolness,

“Get in!” ordered Handforth.

Willy got in, looking very meek.

He came to the conclusion that it would
be better 1f his major let off a certain
amount of steam. It would save a lot
of time in the long run.

sternly,

—

CHAPTER 8.
The Fatherly Touch !

ANDFORTH leaned
over the side of the
Austin, and he looked
at his minor with
cold, calculating
eyes.

scamp !” he said sternly.

“Silence !” commanded Handforth.
“You're going to listen to me, my son!
I've caught you red-handed, and now I mean
to tell you a few home truths!”

“Go ahead!” said Willy patiently.

“You had a match fixed up against the
River House [ellows this afternoon,” con-
tinved Handforth, “but, instead of playing
in that game, you went off on your own
somewhere. You wouldn’t explain where
vou were going. You wouldn’t tell any-
dey‘!’

“The mateh is postponed,” said Willy, who
thought it wasn’t worth the trouble to re-
mind his major that he had told him he was
going to tho Arena, but hadn’t been
believed. **We're playing the River House
' chaps next Wednesday.”

“That’s a point of no importance!” inter-

“You young
" Please, Ted——

rupted his major. ‘““The fact remains that
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von sticaked out of St Frank's, and went
off somewhere on the quiet. By the purest
~‘chance, I spotted you in this Grayﬁﬂund
Arena. So this is where you came to? This
place !

“Yes, Ted,” nodded ‘Nillﬁ.

“Instecad of playing football, you come to
a disreputable resort liko this!” continued
the Removite, with fatherly sternness. "I'm
not going to *be wild with you—I'm not
going to shout at you. But by George!
I'm disappointed. I'm shocked! This thing
has hit me hard !”

Church grabbed at Handforth’s sleeve.

“TLook here, Handy, you ass!” he said.
“You're mad! "There’s no need to jump to
these silly conclusions——"

“If you don’t mind, Walter Church, TI'll
deal with my minor!” said Handforth coldly.
“I don’t want any interruptions from you.”

“Yes, but Hand " put in McClure.

“Or from you either, Arnold McClure!”
said Handforth. “Dry up, the pair of you!
. In fact, clear off! I want to speak to my
minor privately.”

Church and MecClure glanced at one an-
other, shrugged their shoulders, and dried
up. But they did not clear off.

“Finished, Ted?” asked Willy steadily.

“I haven't begun yet!”

“Just what I thought!” sighed Willy.
“Well, buck up. Time’s going, you know.”

“I’'m ashamed of you!" said IHandforth
scathingly. * You~my minor! And I've
always thought that you were so straight
and decent, too! Yet I find you here, in this
rotten Greyhound Arena, associating with
bookies! And. to make matters worse, that
cad Qore-Pearce was the first one to gpot
youl”

’ “I don’t care who spotted me,” said Willy.
'““You don’'t seem to understand—"

“I understand that you were in that

lace!” broke in Handforth. “If anybody
End told me that you were there, I should
have knocked them down. DBut seeing 1s
‘believing.”

“You mustn’t believe all you sece,” said
‘Willy. " At least, appearances aroe sométimes
wdeceptive 3

“You needn't try to make any e:gcuses,"
said his major coldly. “You were in thab

place, and you were talking to'a bookmaker. |

'‘By the way, did you put any money on with
him ?”

“Why you-—you silly ass—"

“Did you?” thundered Handforth.

“No, I didn’t!"”

“Then I must have just caught you in the
nick of time!” said Handforth. “Have you
ever been inside this Arcna before 2”

“Never,”

“Thank goodness for that!” said Hand-
forth. "Well, I may be in time to save you
from this downward path.”

“My only hat!”

“It's my privilege, as an clder brother,
to show you how wrong it is!” continued
Ildward Oswald sternly. *“Of course, you're
only a fag, and I dare say you don’t realise
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the dreadful nature of the thing you've
done.”

“But I haven’t done it.”

“Then you were on the point of doing
it!"  said Mandforth accusingly. “Don’t
quibble, my lad! By a mercifu? piece df
luck, I'm in time to save you from this—this
downward path. I'm in time to rescue you
from the hands of the vile companions you
were on the point of associating with.”

“Go it!” said Willy, grinning.

In spite of himself, he could not keep up
his feeling of anger. His major was too
funny.

“You—you hardened young rascall!”
roared Edward Oswald. “Don’t sit there,
grinning | Don’t you realise that this is a
terribly serious matter?”

“Sorry, old man, but my sense of right
and wrong must be dulled,” said 'ﬁ"iﬁy.
“Personally, 1 can't see that I have done
anything shady.” .

“Then it’s my duty to tell you the truth!”
said Handforth, in a more fatherly voice
than ever. "“Shouting at you and tanning
you won’t do you much good. T want to
point out, as gently as I can, that this down-
ward path is strewn with obstacles. At any
moment you might trip, and come a terrible
cropper. Instead of devoting yourself to
football, and to healthy sports, I find that
yvou have been drawn into this dreadful
business of betting.”

“Horrible I” said Willy, with feeling.

“Silence!” commanded his major. *‘ Don’t
dare to use that tone! 1 caught you red-
handed, and you can’t have any excuse.
If you promise me that it won’t occur again,
I'll let you off. Of course, it's a big shnck
to me—it's knocked me all of a heap.” His
voica became sad. “I never dreamed that
you, my own brother, could descend to such
depths. I'm disabpointed, Willy—I'm sick
at heart., T thought you were stronger—I
thought you were tmore decent.”

Ho became silent, and his eyes
troubled.

“Finished ?” asked Willy, after a pause,

“Yes!” said KEdward Oswald. **What's
the good of talking? I hate lecturing, any-
how. But it’s my duty, as an elder brother

were

“T think you mentioned that before!”
broke in Willy. “Now, Ted, it's my turn.”

“Eh?”

“I think you ought to let me do a bit
of talking,” said Willy, a cold note creep-
ing into his voice. “You silly ass!”

“Why, what the dickens——"

“You howling chump !” said Willy sternly.
“You lunatic!”

“Look here—-"

“Do you think I went into the Arena to
put some money on the dogs?” proceeded
Willy. “Do you think I went in there be-
cause I was interested in racing? Do you
think I was talking to that bookie because
I wanted to back my faney?”

Handforth stared blankly.

“What were you there for, then?” he

_ asked.
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"1 was ingquiring after my dog!”

“"Yeour dog!” gasped Ilandforth, a flash of
realisation coming over him.

“Lightning !" nodded Willy. “Last Wed-
nesday night he was stolen from St. IPrank’s,
* You know that as well as I do, Ted.”

“By George! So he was!” P
- "And you know that a rotten bookie
named Brice was the dog's original owner,”
continucd Willy relentlessly.  “Brice eame
to the school and wanted to take the dog
away, but Mr., Lee sent him about his
business. Then, on Wednesday night, some-
body broke into the outhouse and took Light-
ning away. Brice did it, and since then
Brice has vanished.”

“My only hat,”
“I--1 had forgotten

“The only people who know Brice are to
be found here—in this fatheaded Arenal”
continned Willy. “And this is the first
meeting ssince Wednesday. Naturally, 1
came to the one place where T might be able
to pick up some news. I've been going
round asking all these bookies if they can
tell me where T ecan find Brice. Because,
if I can find Brice, I shall probably be able
to find my dog. That’s why I missed the
footer match this afternoon. That’s why 1
came to this disreputable Arena!”

%

ejaculated

1y

.{-

e ) CHAPTER 9.
1 Play Up, the Town !
DWARD OSWALD
- g HANDFORTH gave
\\' a kind of gulp.
\\\.ﬁh‘?"": “Then—then  you
. didn’t go into  the

place because you've taken to betting?” he
asked fecbly.

“Because 1've chosen the downward path,
eh?” said Willy, his voice rising with in-
dignation. “No, you chump! No, you hasty,
fatheaded cuckoo! I camo here to inquire
about my dog. And the luck’s all against
me.  Nobody knows where Brice is, and 'm
dished.”

“ But—but—but M

“Can't you trust me?”
hotly. “You suspicious rotter! Do you think
I'm ecapable of dropping to the level of
Gore-Pearce? Do you think 1 care a snap
about betting? I'm ashamed of you, Ted!”

[Tandforth tried to speak, but he felt
choked.

In a flood of realisation, he knew that
Willy was speaking the truth. It was obvi
ously the truth, Why hadn’t he seen it
earher? Any ass would have known that
Willy wouldn’t go into a pnlace like the Arena
for the purpose of betting on dogs. 1t wasn’t
in Willy’s nature. Handforth could have
kicked himself,

“We tried to tell you this, old man, but
you wouldn’t listen,” said Church gently.
“In fact, we made it clear to Gore-Pearce
why Willy was in here.”

continued Willy
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“Eh?” said Handforth, with an expression
of relief in his eves, “ You told that to Gore-
Pearce, did you?”

“Of course we did |” put in McClure. . “ We
weren’t going to let that cad believe that
your minor was up to these tricke So we
explained that he had come here to inquire
after his dog, and Gore-Pearce froze up.”

Handforth took a deep, deep breath.

“Well, I’'m glad!” he* said fervently
" Willy, old son, I was wrong!”

“Go hon!” said Willy tartly,

“In fact, I was an idiot !” said Handforth,
with perfect frankness. “And 1 apologise,
too.”

Willy got out of the Austin Seven.

“Cheese 1t I’” he protested uncomfortably,

“Of course I apologise!” continued Hand-
forth, “I ought to be boiled for having such
thoughts about you, my lad! You've always
been true blue—and you always will be. It
was Just like my fatheaded, blundering,
idotic ways to accuse you without thinking.
I'm awfully sorry, Willy.”

There was something very refreshing abous
i Handforth’s complete climb-down. :

“Let's forget about it, Ted,” said Willy
gently. “I'm not fecling particularly cheer-
ful at the moment, anvhow, and we've had
enough of this jawing.”

“Can’t vou find out where Brice has
to?” asked Handforth. ‘

“Nobody knows,” said Willy. *“Or, if they
do know, they won't tell me.”

“Then I'm going inte the Arena !” said his
major firmly. “I'll make some inquiries—
and if they don’t tell me, I'll dot them in
the eye !V

“It’s not a bit of good, old man,’
Willy. “If vou go in there, yon'll
get yourself thrown out. Tt's a rotten sort
of place. 1 wouldn’t have gone in, only I'm
anxious about Lightning. I want to know
where he is—I want to get him back. But
the luek seems to be dead against me.”

“The trouble is, we don't know where to
look,” said Handforth, frowning. “If none
of these bookies know where Brice 18, we're
done. He may have gone to lL.ondon—or
Birmingham—or Manchester. Anywhere, in
fact. As far as 1 can see, we shall never
be able to get hold of him. Tt’s only natural
that he would get as far away as possible
after breaking into the school premises and
pinching the do

“But it was
Church.

“It wasn't!” said Willy,
my dog !"

“But legally—"

“He’'s my dog, and I mean to get him
back I” insisted Willy fiereely. “1 don’t know
how I'm going to do it, but there'll be a
way. There must be! There’'s got to be!”

Handferth looked at his watch,

“But you've definitely decided that you
can't find anything here in the Arena?” he
asked.

o YBS.” b

“In that case, you might as well come

gone

L]

urged
only

iis own dog,” pointed cob

“Lightning i

along with us—to the football match,” said
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¢ You've been grumbling at me for wanting to go in to see the greyhound racing, but just look

who’s already in there,”’ sneered Gore-Pearce.

Handforth looked—and saw his minor Willy.

And Willy was talking to a bookmaker !

Handforth briskly.
couple of minutes,”

Willy grunted, '

fde don't feel like watching football,” he
said. .

“That doesn't matter—you'd better come !
said his major. “It’ll buck you up, my son!
It'll put new life into you—new hope.
There's nothing like a good game of footer.”

“Well, perhaps your right—-"

“No perhaps about it!” said Handforth
firmly., “Of course, it's better to play in a
gamo than to watch one. Still, T dare say
we shall have an entertaining afternoon.”

They found it rather difficult to get into
the enclosure.

The grandstand was packed; there was
not another seat. 8o the chums of Study D
and Willy were compelled to squeceze on to
one of the terraces. The vast crowds were
roaring enthusiastically, for tho game was
just about to begin.

More by luck than anything else, Hand-
forth & Co. found themselves standing near
Buster Boots and Bob Christine and a erowd
of other St. Frank’s juniors. And Buster
Bootg, in particular, was looking happy.

“ A record crowd!” he said, with satisfac-
tion. “If the Town doesn’t play up to-day,
it’ll deserve to go bankrupt!”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Handforth,

“It won't matter so very much even if

they lose—providing thev play convincing
football,” said Bob Christine. “ But before

“It's due to start in a

L forward.

we took a hand in their affairs they were so
despondent that they couldn't play for nuts.”

This was true enough. Bannington Town
hadn't won a Leaguo match this season.
Things had gone from bad to worse, and
the players had become thoroughly disheart-
ened. Their usual supporters had deserted
them, adding to their worries.

Then the 8t. Frank’s Junior Eleven had'
fixed up a match with the Reserves, and|
had beaten the Reserves. After that, follow.
ing a good deal of boisterous publicity, tho
Juniors had had the nerve to play the First
Ileven—and had had the added nerve to
forco a draw.

Tremendous enthusiasm had been worked
vy during those two matches, and now
the Bannington people were again crowd-
ing into the enclosure. They were hoping
apainst hope that the Town would reveal ira
old form.

As it bappened, the crowds were treated
to a rare display of excellent football that
afternoon.

Hammersmith was a successful team; it
had only lost one game sinco the scason
had commenced. And Hammersmith con-
fidently expected to win this match against
Bannington Town, which was at the very
bottom of the Third Division table.

But Hammersmith received a shock.

For Bannington Town played virile, con-;
vincing football. T'rom the very. first moment
of the kick-off, Fred Hearne, the centre-
led his men ably, Within five,



18,

minutes Banmington scored—a ripping, de-
vastating goal. A first-time shot from the
centre-forward’s sure foot,

Following that, Banmington Town went
from success to success. By the time the game
was over, they had penectrated the visitors’
goal no less than six times. A perfect orgy
of goals, in fact, much to the cfelirious -
light of the crowds. It secmed that Ban-
nington Town was making up for lost time.

The visitors, who played a splendid game,
only succeeded in replying twice, so Ban-
nington’s victory was a decisive one. And
the St. T'rank’s fellows were justified in
taking some of the ¢redit themselves.
They had done a good dcal towards restor-
iuilthe Bannington players’ morale.

r. Billings, the sccretary-manager, was
overwhelmed with delight and satisfaction.
As he told some of the boys, after the match,
the club had now turned the corner. This
victory would have a tremendous effect upon
the men, and Mr. Billings was certain that
the dry-rot was cured,

Even Willy was feeling very bucked up
after the match. He had been thrilled—
and he had forgotten his dog for the time
being. DBut, as he made his way homewards
towards St. Frank’s, his despondency came
over him once again. What was he to do?
How was he to get on the track of Brice,
the boockmaker? It was a problem that taxed
even Willy’s ingenuity. In fact, he was com-
pelled to confess that he was stumped !

CHAPTER 10.

Gore-Pearce
Learns Something !

quid 1" sald

Claude Gore-Pearce

happily.
“Lucky beggar!”
said Gulliver. “Bell
and T have only collected thirty bob each.”
“Well, you didn’t put so much money on,”

said Gore-Pearce,. “So you mneedn’t
grumble.”
“We're not grumbling,” grinned Bell,

“In fact, we're perfectly =atisfied.”

For once, the cads of Study A had had a
successful afternoon. More by luck than
judgment they had backed a winner—at a
good price—and now they were flush. Their
bookie had paid up, and they were feeling
highly delighted.

“We ought to go on the spree this evening,
just to celebrate,” said Gaulliver contemtedly.

“What about having a bob or two on the
last race?” asked Bell.

“Not me!l” retorted Gulliver. “T know

when I'm lucky! I'm satisfied with one
winner.”
“Rot!” said Gore-Pearce. *“You’ve got

no spirit! T'm going to put a quid on Dinky
Dan for the. last race.”
“And T'll have five bob’s worth }”

Be'l,

grinned
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They approached their bookmaker—who
happened to be the cheery-looking individual
named Josh Platt, whom Willy Handforth
had approached earlier.

“Going to do me down for some more
money, young gents?” he said genially.

“You bet we are!” replied Gore-Pearce.
“I want a quid to win on Dinky Dan.”

They made their bets, and Mr. Platt
regarded them curiously,

“Well, T don’t think you’ll be seeing us
here much longer,” he remarked. * Business
is rotten!”

“It’s the football,” said Gore-Pearce
“Tverybody seems to have gone to the match
this afternoon.”

“And left us in the ecold,” nodded the
bookmaker, ‘‘Between you and me, young
gents, this place is going smash. The trouble
13, it’s never been run right. Too slipshod.
It’s one of the duds.” ;

“Can’t the place be bought up by a big
syndicate?” asked Gulliver,

“I don’t think it’'s worth buying,” replied
Mr. Platt. “Now, let me see,” he added
thoughtfully. “Aren’t you young gents pals
of Brice’s?”

“Brice took a lot of our money, if that’s
what vou mean,” grunted Gore-Pearce.

“Well, I didn’'t exactly mean that,” said
hi[lr. Platt. ‘““But you knew him pretty well,
'E‘ ?".’ ¥

“Pretty well,” nodded Gore-Pearce.

' “He's over in Helmford now,” continued
: the bookmaker.

t  “Helmford !"” ejaculated Gore-Pearce, star
ing. “But he told us he was going north!”

“Bunkum!” grinned Mr. Platt.

“But I tell you—"

“Oh, I'm not doubting your word, young
gent,” said the bookmaker. “It's Brice’s
bunkum—not yonrs. Going north, eh? He

wouldn’t care to show his face up north, if
I know anything about him! He’s been
warned off all northern tracks for months!”

“By gad!” said Gore-Pearce. “I rather
thonght he was that sort!”

““Regular crook,” proceeded Mr. Platt.
“Does a lot of harm to our sort of business,
you know,” he added confidentially. ‘“There
are good and bad in all trades and profes-
siong. If you got your money out of Brice,
you were lucky.”

“We never got any,” said Gulliver bit-
terly. “He got ours!”

“Which is like him 1” nodded Mr. Platt.

He looked round, in the hope of seeing
further customers, but none were coming his
way. There hadn’t been many people all the
afternoon, and now the Arena was looking
very deserted and drab.

“You young gents are from St. Frank’s
School, aren’t you?” went on Mr. Platt
inquiringly.
| “Yes; although you needn’t talk about it,”
said Gore-Pearce.

Mr. Platt winked.

““None of my business,” he said cheerfully,
“Only there was another voungster from St.

Frank’s here earlier in the a.fh;.rnﬂnn.
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Quite a kid.
Mr. Brice.”

“That would be young Handforth,” said
Gore-Pearce promptly. “We spotted him
talking to you, as a matter of fact.” .

“ e rather wants Brice, I believe,” said
the bookmaker. “Yet he didn’t look a very
sporty kid.”

“1Ic's not,” said Gore-Pearce. “Ie only
wants Brico because of a dog. 1 dare say
vou heard something about it? Brice thought
his dog was dead, but young Handforth
found him, and nursed him back to life.
And Brice pinched this dog from the school.

He was

inquiring about.

19

Yoz that's he
“Domino.”

“What'’s that you've got?” asked the cad
of Study A,

“This?"” said Mr. Platt.
for this evening. The programme for the
Helmford Stadium. They have meetings in
the evening over there.”

He handed the eard over, and Gore-Pearce

looked at it with interest.

“I'm thinking of trotting over to Ilelm-
ford myself after tea,” went on the bookie,
with a grin. “Might be able to pick up
some business outside.”

right,” repeated.

“ A race-card—

“By pgad!” said

Anvhow, that’s the
varn that’s been go-
ing about.”

The bookmaker did
not scem particularly
interested.

“The kid wanted
me to tell him where
Brice was to be found,
but I kept my mouth
shut,” he remarked.
“You vyoung gents
are different—you’re
the sporty kind.”

“Oh, so you didn’t
tell young Handforth
anything 7"

THIS 1929
DOUGLAS MOTOR-BIKE

Qver 100 Other Prizes

Gore-Pearce.

There, on the card,
was Brice’s name—
and, coupled with it,
the name of Domino,
the grevhound. But
Mr. Bill Brice did
not figure as a book-
maker here, but as a
dog-owner,

“Can I keep this?”
asked Gore-Pearce
suddenly.

“Well, I don’t know

L b ]

“I rather thought

I'd like to go over to

%)
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hold of another easily
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“0Oh, well, it doesn’t WSS 6 MERpes 3 His attention was
matter !” said Gore- ; distracted just then,
Pearce. “We don’t MODERN BOY because the last race

care a hang about
Handforth minor and
his rotten dog. But
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- Price 2d. | was about to start.
Curionsly enough,
Clande  Gore-Pearce

yvou say that Brice 1s
to be found in Helmford 7”

“At the Stadium there,”
Platt.

“Oh, they’'ve got a Stadium, have they?”
asked Bell.

“A regular fine place,” said the book-
maker. *“You need to be somebody big to
do business there. I've tried to get in lots
of times, but they're a bit too powerful for
me. Talking about dogs, though,” he added
thoughtfully, “what was the name of this dog
you've been speaking about?”

“Lightning.”

“H'm/| ﬂ'a not the one I was thinking
of,” said Mr. Platt.

“But he was called Domino before the
accident,” added Gore-Pearce.

“That’s right!"” said the man.
Well, I'm darned!”

He- took a card from
inspected it.

agrced Mr.

“Domino !

his pockel, and

{to that place.

tecok no interest iIn
the runners, and he did not seem particularly
disappointed when he learncd that he had lost
his money.

“Rats!?” said Bell. * Another loser!”

They nodded to Mr. Platt, and made their
way out of the Arena, Once eclear of the
place, they removed their tweed caps, and
donned their ordinary school caps.

“Well, we're safe now,” said Gulliver,
with relief, as they entered the familiar High
Street. “You know, it’s a bit risky going
If a prefect or a master
happened to spot us——" |

“Dry up!” interrupted Gore-Pearce.
“I've been thinking, you fellows, and
there's something we ecan do. Somcthing

to get even with that brute, Brice!”

Galliver and Bell looked at their licader
wonderingly.
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CHAPTER 11.
A Way of Revenge !
ORE-PEARCE had a

vindictive gleam 1n
his eyes.
“The liar!” he
said savagely. “The
rotten, confounded liar!”
“Who?” asked Culliver. “Brice?”
“Yes!” snapped Core-Pearce. *“He told

us he was going north! And here he is, in
Helmford all the time! Under twenty miles
away! 'The swindling beast!”

‘;‘We]l, you ncedn't get so excited,” began
Bell.

“TI'm not excited!” interrupted Gore-
Pearce. “But, by gad, I'm angry! What
about that money that Brice promised us?
What about our part in that affair on|
Wednesday night? We didn't get a cent
for all our trouble!”

Gulliver and Bell were not very impressed.

“Well, we didn’t do much,” said Gulliver.

““Didn’t do much !” snapped Gore-Pearce.
“You silly fool! Brice promised me twenty
quid—and you fellows a tenner each! And
he took the dog, and went off without giving
us a penny !”

Claude Gore-Pearce spoke with bitterness.
He had no reason to regard Mr. Bill Brice
with affection. ¥or that burly rascal had
played a low-down trick on him,

Little did Willy Handforth realise that the
cads of Study A had taken part in that
despicable business, on the Wednesday night!
Tattle did Willy guess that he had to thank
Gore-Pearce & Co. for the loss of his dog,
Lightning!

Yet this was the truth.

jrice, knowing that he could never obtain
the animal by fair means, had adopted foul.
He had persuaded Gore-Pearce & Co. to help
nim; they had stolen down at midnight, and
they had opened the big outhouse—the idea
being for them to seize the dog, and to take
him out to Brice, who was waiting with a
motor-car and a friend,

It was true that there had been some mis-
haps. Gore-Pearce, floundering about in the
darkness, had rcleased some of Willy’s pets,
and in the end Mr. Brice had been compelled
to come and secure the dog for himself,

Then he had driven off, telling Gore-Pearce
that he wouldn’t pay him a penny. The cads
of Study A had had all their trouble for
nothing, and since then they had lost sight
of the bookmaker altogether.

The three rascally Removites had only just
managed to get back into their bed-rooms
without being spotted, for Willy and a good
many other fellows had been aroused. But
nobodv guessed that Brice had had any
helpers from the school.

The whele business would have been posi-

l

I

tively erinunal but for the fact that Gore- |

tas a pet,
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Pearce was satisfied that the greyhound
really did belong to Brice. Legally, the dog
was hig. But Brice scemed to have reasons
of his own for not openly claiming the
animal. He preferred to take him away at
dead of night., '

Domino had been valuable—an extra-
ordinarily fast runner. But since he had
become Lightning, he had bheen kept merely
Willy and the dog had become
greatly attached, and ever since the theft
Willy had been moody and unhappy.

Brice, knowing that Domino was still alive,
and knowing This capabtlities, was ready
enough to take a risk in order to get the
animal back into his own hands. As events
had turned out, he had got the dog wvery
casily, without being a penny out of pocket.

“The rotter!”’ sald Gore-Pearce vin-
dictively. “I've a dashed good mind to go
to Helmford, and to face him.”

“What would be the good?”’ asked Bell.

“Every good!” retorted Gore-Pearce. “He
won't expect us, and when we .face him
he'll be flabbergasted. We'll make him pay
up that money, too!”

Gulliver grunted.

“You might as well try to get money
out of a brick wall!” he said. ‘ Brice won’t
pay anything. We haven't got any evidence
—and the dog is legally his. What the
dickens can we do? He'll laugh in our
faces.”

Gore-Pearce cooled down.

“Well, perhaps you're right,” he admitted.
“I don’t suppose we should get anything
out of the beast.”

“And you escaped that ten quid you owed
him, anyhow,” Bell pointed out. “That was
worth something, wasn’t it?”

“I"'d like to get even with the blighter!”’
sald Gore-Pearce savagely. “He pFa.yed a
dirty trick on us, and—— By gad!”

He broke off, and his eyes were gleaming
with a new light.

“Thought of something 7 asked Gulliver.

“Yes, I have!” said Gore-Pearce. “I know
how we can get our own back on Brice!”

“How ?” asked his chums.

" Well, young Handforth would like to get
hold of this information, wouldn't he?” said
Gore-Pearce cunningly. “He'd like to know
that Brice is at Helmford with the dog.”

“Hang it, you’re not going to help that
miserable kid, are you?” asked Bell, staring,

“I'm not thinking of Handforth minor,”’
grunted Gore-Pearce. “I’'m thinking of
Brice.  Young Handforth is a determined
little beggar, and if he finds out that Brice
is to be found at Helmford, he’ll soon get
that dog back. And that'll put us even,
won't 1t 7"

“You're mad!” said Gulliver, sneering.
“If we say anything to young Handforth,
he'll jolly well know that we've been asso-
ciated with Brice, and then he might get,
guessing things and o

“Leave it to mel” interrupted Gore-
Pearce. “I'm not such a fool as that, Gully!
There are other ways and means,”
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Gore-Pearce meant what he said, too.

The very instant he got back to St. Frank’s
he casually made his way to the Third Form
passago. {t only took him a moment to dis-
cover that Willy’s little study was empty.

rore-Pearco dodged in, and he was out again
in a flash. And thera was an expression of
gloating- satisfaction in his eyes.

“Well, that’s done it!” he murmured, as
he joined Gulliver and Bell in the lobby.
“I think we can leave the rest to Handforth
minor. And if that kid doesn’t bring his
dog back this evening, I'm a Dutchman!”

“Well, I must say you’ve very kind to
Handforth minor!” said Gulliver, with a
sniff,

“Rot! My idea is to be unkind to Brice.”

Gore-Peace did not consider Willy at all.
He was merely to be a means to an end,
as it were., Gore-Pearce saw that he could
get his own back on Brice without laying
himself open to any risk.

He had performed his little
only just in time, as it turned out, For
less than threo minutes afterwards, Willy
Handforth wandered aimlessly into lus study.
Willy was moody and depressed,

It was a most unusual condition for him
to be in. Most of the other Third-Formers
avoided him, since he was liable to be touchy
and irritable, They hardly knew how to take
him nowadays.

“If I could only think of something !”* mut-
tered Willy, as he sat down on the edge of
the table. “But I suppose it's no good. By
this time, Brice is up in Durham, or some-
where—Lancashire, perhaps. Thero isn’t the
faintest chance—-"

He broke off, and picked up an unfamiliar
card which had been lying on the table,
propped against. the inkwell,

“Hallo!” he muttered. “What's this?
How the dickens did this get—— Eh? Why,
what the—— Great Scott!”

He shid off the table,
staring at the card in a fascinated way. His
face had become flushed, and his eyes were
agleam.

W illy knew very little about race-cards—
partmularh of this type—but he knew at
once that it was connected with a greyhound
racing meeting at the Helmford Stadium;
and the date on it was that very day’s date.

And there, in black and white, were the
names—" William Brice ”"—"Domino.” And
cach one of these names had a tick against
1t in red ink. Gore-Pearce had made certain
that Willy would spot those names at the
{uwt glance,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Willy.

He felt electrified. Domino—in other words,
his dog, Lightning—was entered for a race
at the Helmford Stadium that evening!
There couldn't be any mistake about it: it
couldn’'t be another dog, bearing the same
name, because Brice was the owner.

So Brice hadn't gone out of the district.
He was comparatively near at hand—merely
in- Helinford,

manaoeuvre

and stood there, |

|

| too!
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Willy didn't wwonder
how that card had got into his study. That
point didn't interest him at all. In a dim
kind of way, he was grateful to the unknown
friend who had supplied him with this in-
formation. He would have been consider-
ably astonished if he had known that he had
to thank Claude Gore-Pearce for this item
of news!

No; Willy was thinking of somcthing clse
quite different.

“The brute!” he ejaculated breathlessly.
“The inhuman rotter! He's entered my dog

Curiously enough,

for a race—and Lightning isn’t fit! He's
only just got over his convalescence!  If
he runs, he'll probably strain himself in-

ternally, and re-open the old wounds! Oh,
the cad! It's a shame!”
Willy’s thoughts were all for the dog.
Domino—or Lightning, as he preferred to
call him-—wasn’t well enough to take part
in any chase after the electric hare. If

he was made to race it would be cruelty.

“It's got to be stopped!” panted Willy,
as he glanced at his watch. “Oh, my hat!
There’s only about an hour before the race,
What the dickens can I du? 1 shall
have to rush over to Helmford-

He broke off, freshly startled. e knew
there was no train,

Then another i1dea came to him, and he
dashed out of his study and sped like the
wind towards the Remove passage.

CHAPTER 12.

The Handforths on thu'
Job !

D‘q.‘s ARD "~ OSWALD
HANDFORTH  was
alone 1n Study D
when Willy burst in.
Church and McClure

had gone to the school shop to get some

mpplios
"Hallo!” said Handforth, staring. “What's
the matter, you young ass? What's the'
idea of bursting in like a hurrlcanﬂf”
“"Ted!” gasped Willy. “I want you to

help me!”

“Help you?” aid FEdward Oswald.
“What’s the matter? You look excited.”

“I want you to drive me over to Helmford
in vour Austin Seven—now!” said W ily.

“What I‘Dt”

“But it's important

“Rats!” said Handforth, “Do wyou think
I'm going to take my car out just because
you want to go for a spin? And why Helm-
ford? Helmford's only twenty miles away!"”
he added sarcastically.  “Why not suggest
that we should go to the north of Scotland 7"

Willy remained calm.

“Look here, Ted—I'm not rotting!” he
said steadily, “I've just found out that
Brice is going to be at the Helmford Grey-
hound Stadium this cvening.”

1




through one of the main
earing Ancient House "caps among the erowds.

“ And, ‘bless my soul, his younger brother !’

i W

!

of a ’bus, happened to look

i3

For he could see two boys

Mr. Pagett, passing the greyhound racing stadium on
‘“ Handforth ! ** he ejaculated, scandalised.

entrances. And then he started.
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“What!”

“And my dog, Lightning, is entered for
one of the early races!” continued Willy.
“If possible, I want to get there before the
race starts, so that I can prevent him from
running. He's not fit! He basn’t recovered
fromy his injuries yet, and it’ll be a brutal

r’]

thing——"

“Here, hold on!” interrupted Edward
Cewazld. “"How do you know that your dog
15 entered for one of the races at Helmford 7”

Willy thrust the card into his major’s
hands, IHandforth looked at it, whistled, and
then he became flushed. .

“How did you get hold of this?"” he asked.

“I found 1 in my study.”

“You found 1t?” echoed Hand-
forth. “But who put it there?”

Willy eroaned.

“(h, why waste time on needless
questions ?” he asked. ‘“What does
it matter who put it there? We can
find it out afterwards. Don’t you
realise that we've hardly got time to
reach Helmford 77

“All right!” said Edward Oswald.
“I'm game, Willy. We'll buzz right
off.”

“Good man!" said Willy, “I
knew I could rely on you.”

“Well, it would be a pity if you
couldn’t!” said his major. “We'll
do it in well under the hour.,”

“There’s no train,” said Willy.
“T1f thero was, I wouldn't have come
to yvou "

“Blow the trains!” said Hand-
forth, as he strode to the door. “* My
little Austin can beat the train any

day.” _
They hurried out, ran towards the
rear door, and in a very few

min:‘es they were elimbing into the
little Austin, and driving away.

Church and MecClure, arriving
back in Study I, were somewhat
astonished to find Handforth missing.
They were still more astonished
when, on making inquiries, nobody
seemed to know anything about their
leacer.

Willy was missing, too. Extra-
ordinarily enough, the two brothers
hatd gone off somewhere, and nobody
knew where or why. Rather thought-
lessly, they had failed to tell any-
body of their plans.

Handforth did not spare the trusty little
engine. He sent the car bowling along at
about thirty-five miles an hour, and in Ban-
nington, where there was a speed limit, he
received severe looks from a couple of con-
stables, but Handforth didn’t care, Be-
sides, the case was urgent, and speed was
necessiary.

- Between Bannington and Helmford, it was
time to switch the headlights on, and when
Helinford was finally reached, darkness had
fallen.  Thes October evening was fine, but
cloudy.
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 “I'm afraid we shan’t do it, Ted!” said
Willy anxiously.  “There’s only about five
mirrutes before the race.”

“Don’t you worry!” Handforth.
“We're nearly there.”

But the Stadium proved to be well on
' the outskirts, almost on the other side of
the town, and when the pair had jumped out
of their car, near the enclosure, the race
was just due to start.

“"We're too late!”” panted Willy.

Handforth dashed towards the main
trance, and he planked down some

sald

en-
loose

gl ai e+
B A
il il %? 0

silver at the first pay-box he could see.

-
-—
-

Mr. Pagett, passing the greyhound racing stadi
entrances. And then he started.
‘“ Handforth ! ** he ejaculated, scand

"Two!” he ejaculated.

The money-taker glanced at the silver,
which amounted to four shillings,
“This 1s the best enclosure,” he said.

“IFive and nincpence each.”
Handforth made an impatient gesture.

For he coul
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*All right—I don’t care!”™ he retorted.
“Blow the expense!”

He pulled out a ten-shilling note, and a
moment later he and Willy were passed into

the “swell ” enclosure. They were immedi-
ately  Impressed. There was something
rather fascinating about the whole scene,

with the brilliant eclectrically-lit track, 1In
the centre was the judge’s stand, with eleetrie
lights gleaming everywhere,

There were thousands of people present.
The whole place was well patronised. In-

cidentally, 1t was splendidly managed and |

)us, happened to look through one ol the main
earing Ancient House ‘caps among the erowds.
ess my soul, his younger brother ! ”’

very capably mn. A very different propo-
sition from the tawdry Bannington Arcna,
Edward Oswald and Willy found them-
selves in a kind of promenade, right near
the white rails. They didn’t trouble aboul
finding any seats. They could tell that a

23

race was just on the point of starting, and
they clung to the rails, staring over the track.

“There he is!” said Willy suddenly.

He pointed, and Handforth stared. At
the starting-post, the greyhounds had just
been released; the electric hare was already
humming on its rapid course. Even in that
sccond, and at that distance, Willy had re-
cognised his dog, Lightning.

A roar went up from the crowds. The
greyhounds were running well, and the hare
was shooting along like something alive.

“Rats!”  gaid  Handforth  disgustedly.
LY We're just too late!”’

“Look!” muttered Willy, his voice full
of anguish. “ Didn’t I tell you, Ted? Look!

The poor old chap can’'t do it!
a passenger!”

Lightning was far behind—completely out
of the running. He wasn't racing at all, but
loping along with a stiff sort of gait,
obviously in pain. This violent exer-
cise was bad for him. Those internal
injuries, which he had received so
recently, were not vet fully healed.

And Mr. Brice must have known
this! Yet the man had deliberately
entered the dog for this race, and
had callously disregarded his unfit-
ness,

“Poor old Lightning!” said Willy
tensely. »

The electric hare flashed past
them, with the grevhounds in full
pursuit. Then came Lightning, with
the erowds, failing to understand the
situation, laughing merrily.

“Lichtning, old man!” shouted
Willy, leaping up and elinging to the
top of the rails. “Here, old bov!”

Ll'here was something remarkable
in the event that happened next.

He’s only

Lightning, stwerving, pricked up
his ears. He had heard his young

master’s voice! And during that
same second he saw Willy, at tue
rails.

“Good old boy!” shouted Willy,

“Come on, Lightning ! It’s all rignt,
old pal—I'm here!”
With a husky bark of joy, Lightning #pun
round, and then, with one bound, he leapt
the rails, and landed fairly and squarely in
Willy’s arms!

CHAPTER 13,
A Surprise !

IGHTNING'S
had been
pected  as
dramatic.
haps. was

one who had anticipated the move.

But, then, Willy understood his new pet,
This was his dog -and they were pals. At
the first sound of his young master’s voice,

action

as unex-
it was
Willy, per-
the only

Lightning had come. He had forgotten the
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-

vace, and the elusive hare: he had answered
the call,

"Well,
blankly.

But Willy took no notice.

“(Good old Lightning!”” he said, fondling
the greyhound. “I've got you again now,
old boy, and I won’t let you go. You're
mine—aren’'t you”

Lizhtning, breathing hard, and with diffi-
culty, licked Willy's face., His contentment
and his joy were written in his expressive
CVes,

Then Willy and Fdward Oswald became
anare of a commotion. Down at the finish-
ing-post men were waving their hands and
shouting. All the spectators were looking
in this direction, too.

“Stop him! Get that dog back!”

“Stop those bovs!”

All gorts of shouts were coming, and Willy
recognised the voice of Bill Brice. DBrice was
at the finishing-post, and he was shouting
maaly,

“Come on, Ted!"” ejaculated Willy sud-
deniv. "“We've got to get out of this! Now's
our only chance!”

“By Greorge!” said Handforth.
you mean 24

“The Austin’s outside !’ interrupted Willy
tenselv.  “If we can only get to the exit,
and buzz out, we'll be away before anybody
can grab us. Come on!”

“I'm with you!” roared Handforth
thusiastically,

They dashed away, Willy still keeping the
grevhound in his arms.  All the people ncar
them stared, but nobody made any attempt
to iuterfere. Such a thing as this had never
happened before in the Stadium, and nobody
know exactly what to do.

The commotion became more pronounced.

“Hi! Stop them—stop them!”

“(rrab those kids!”

“Don't let them get away with that dog!”
' The shouts were becoming frantic,  One
‘or two men made a half-hearted attempt to
interfere, but Handforth, who was leading,
‘lashed out to right and left.
"~ Biff! Thud!

' His fists landed with effective results,
'and the men went reeling back, startled and
‘angered. But before they do anything the
two juniors had sped past,

' It was a race, and it seemed as though
‘Handforth and his minor would win. If
only they could reach thp exit, and get out
into the road, all would be well.
only take them a moment to dash to the
5

x

I'm jiggered!” said Handforth

“You—

en-
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little car, leap in, and drive off into the
darkness,

Willy's only thought was that he had gob
his dog back. His doplz! He refused to con-
sider it in any other light. He had saved
Lightning from death, and so the dog be-
longed to him.

Handforth never gave these matters a
thought at all. e concentrated on the task
task of getting away.

But their luck was out.

Just when they seemed within an ace ok
winning, when thev were within sight of the
oxit, a stern-looking gentleman barred their
path. There were two men in uniform with
him, and before Handforth and Willy could
get past they were seized and held,

“Legzo!”  roared  Handforth,
“We're not going to be stopped—

“Chuck it, Ted!” said Willy.
whacked. No sense in struggling now.
can't get away.”

A glance had told him the bitter truth.
In their excitement, they had penetrated a
section of the ground which was not avail-
able for the public. It was really Hand-
forth’s fault, for hoe had been lecading the
way. And they now found themselves
amongst a number of officials. Handforth had
seen the word “ Exit’’ painted on some doors,
and he had rushed towards them, Too late,
he now realised that he and Willy bad left
the public enclosures behind.

This was just as well, in a way, for the
crowds were unable to press round them.
But hundreds of people were on their feet,
staring, talking excitedly. They could not
understand swhat this all meant,

The tall gentleman was regarding the two
boys with curious infensity. -

“What is this—one of your school rags?”
he inquired sternly.

“No, sir,” replied Willy.
mine.”’

“Yours!”

“Yes, sir,”

“I do not think vou quite realise what you
are saving, voung man,” said the stern gen-
tleman. *°I have had my eye on this par-
ticular dog for some minutes—ever since the
race started—and I have discovered that he
was entered by a man named William
Brice——"

“I don't care about that, sir—he's mine !”
insisted Willy stubbornlv. “I found him im
a ditch—dying, I took him home, and
nursed him, and brought him back to life.
So he's mine.”

Willy’s statement was quite simple—and
very much to the point,

“You bove have come from 8t. Frank'se
College, Lave you not?” asked the gentle-
man,

*Yes s

“H'm! There's something rather strange
about this,”" said the other. “It's all right,
men—you can leave these bovs to me. I
shall havie to inquire into all the circum-

tr

panting.
» 1

“We're
" We

“This dog 13
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“What’s 1t got to do with you, sir?” asked
Handforth truculently. “Why can’'t you let
us go? Brice 1s a scoundrel——"

“I do not doubt your word,” interrupted
the gentleman. “I am quite prepared to
believe that Brice is a scoundrel. My own
name 15 Sir Herbert Rodney, and I am oue
of the directors of this stadium.”

“Oh Y’ said Handforth. “Sorry, sir,”

He seemed to be familiar with the name.
Then he remembered that Sir Herbert
Rodney was a famous greyhound enthusiast.

“Please let us go, sir!” urged Willy, “I
want to get out of this place! This dog
15 mine——" :

“1 am sorry, but I must contradict you,”
sald Sir Herbert. “This dog is not yours,
neither is it Brice’s. Surprisingly enough, it
belongs to me!”

Handforth and his minor stared.

“To—to you, sir?” ejaculated Willy.

“To me!” said Sir Horbert quietly.
_‘;’I‘hen you've bought him {rom Brice,
Bir ¢™
“This greyhound has belonged to me ever
since he was a puppy,” replied Sir Herbert,
giving Lightning a very close secrutiny.

Yes, I recognise the dog quite easily. He
has grown into a fine animal. But he is
undoubtedy mine.?”

“I'don’t understand, sir,” said Willy,

“This greyhound was stolen from my
kennels—as a puppy,” replied Sir Herbert
Rodney. “So, young gentlemen, I rather
think that I have a claim to inquire further
into this interesting matter.”

Willy’s jaw became firmly set.

“Well, 1t’s a relief to know that he doesn't
belong to Brice, sir,” he said. “I’m not a
bit surprised to hear that Brice stole him.
The man’s a rotter—a ruffian. But Light-
ning is my dog. Look at him sir! Can’t
you see that he recognises me as his owner ?”

There was, indeed, something very touch- |

ing in Lightning's affection for Willy.

“This dog’s name 1s Domino,” said Sir
Herbert.

“After I had found him, sir, I called him
Lightning,” explained Willy.

“1 understand,” said Sir Herbert, nodding.
“But, my boy, I cannot let you take the dog
away—especially in this manner. I must
make further inquiries. I am particularly

anxious to have a chat with Mr. William
Brice.”
He reached forward to take Lightning from
Willy’s arms, but Willy drew away.
“You're not going to have him!” he said
fercely.

“He's mine!”

e e,

CHAPTER 14,

An Unforeseen
ment !

[R HERBERT ROD.
NEY smiled.

Develop-

“Well, young man,
I am certainly im-
pressed by  your

affection for the dog,” he said dryly. “And
if your statement is true—and I do not doubt
its veracity—there may be something in yvour
case. But I must take the dog now. It is
necessary that he should be medically
examined,”

Willy looked at the baronet with steady
eyes,

“You won’t play a trick on me, sir, will
you?” he asked. " You won’t take the dog
and then refuse to let me see him again?”

“I promise you that you will see the dog
agam,’” said Sir Herbert. “But his running
in this race was exceedingly bad, and 1 have
an idea that the dog 1s sadly out of condi-
tion, He should never have been entered.”

“I can tell you that, sir—without Lightning
being medically examined,” replied Willy,
“He was nearly dead only about a fortmght
ago. Iiven now, I don’t understand how 1
pulled him round. And it's a monstrous
thing that he should have been put into a
race this evening. Look at him, sir. He's
gl in.”

“I will take him away and have him
examined by an expert,” said Sir Herhert.
“You two boys had better remain here. 1

will come back to you after I have scen
Brice.”
He took the dog and hurried away. Willy

watched him go with anxious, concerned eyes.
Edward Oswald was inclined to be suspicious.

“We ought to have gone with him!"” he
said grufly. “Goodness knows what they're
going to do now }”

“Well, we shall have to trust them,” said
Willy. “Somehow, I don’t think that Sir
Herbert will double-eross us.”

“Il we had only been a minute earlier, we
could have got out,” said Edward Oswald
regretfully. “And by this tinie we should
lhave been well away.”

Willy was looking thoughtful.

“Perhaps it’s just as well that things have
turned out like this,” he remarked, after a

pauske. “By Jingo! It's a bit of a surprise
to know that the dog never belonged to
Brice. No wonder he was afraid to bring an

action! No wonder he broke into the school
at dead of night!”

“T'll bet he didn’t know that Sir Herbert
Rodney was a director of this Stadium!”
said Handforth, with a grin. “He came
into the lion's den when he came here!”

An official approached them.

“I think you young gentlemen had better
get into the public enclosure,” he suggested.
“Just on the other side of these railings, if
you don't mind.”

“But Sir Herbert told us to stay here!l”
objeeted s Handforth.

"It makes no difference,” said the official.
“You'll be in full sight, and TI'll tell Sir
Herbert where he ecan find you—although, if
it comes to that, he won't need any telling.”

“DBut why can’t we stay here?” argued
Handforth,

“They’ll be bringing some dogs along scon,
and no members of the public are allowed
to remain on this part of the ground,”
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repiied the official. “Some along, young
gentlemen,  You've only got to get to the
other side of these railings.”

Handforth was suspicious, but Willy didn't
mind much. He was quite satisfied that no
trickery was intended. They walked through
a little gate, and now found themselves in
the public enclosure, comparatively near to
the main entrance,

And, as it happened,
been more unfortunate,

If they had only remained in their original
position for another two or three minutes,
everything would have been well, Dut, l‘.r}'
returning to tho publie enclosure just then,
they rushed headlong into a new and un-
expeeted danger,

It was an exiraordinarily unlucky chance.

IFor it so happened that they were standing
in the full glare of one of the big clectric
lights, and their school caps were like
beacons, standing out clearly, Just beyond,
on the other side of the wall, was the main
road.

There was nothing particularly unlucky

nothing could have

about this—nor was i1t unlucky that an im-

portant bus route should pass the Stadium.

But it was certainly the height of misfor-
tune that Mr. William Pagett, the master
of the TFifth Formn at St. 1‘1&111,.’ should
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have been visiting friends in Helmford that
Saturday afternoon. Mr, Pagett was now on
his way to tho station, with the idea of
returning to St. Irank’s. Finding the in-
side of the bus full, he had gone on the top.

Handforth and his minor were in a placa
that was strictly out of bounds—and, of
course, a St. Frank’s master had to go by
on the top of a bus!

Mr. Pagett frowned with disapproval as
the bus skirted past the Stadium, with its
brilliont electrie lights, its crowds, and its

shouting bookmakers,

“Disgraceful 1" said Mr. Pagett sternly.

“Brg pardon, sir?” said the conductor,
who had just come on the top deck.

“Iir—nothing,” replied Mr, Pagett hastily.
“Nothing! This place, 1 take it, the
Grovhound Racing Enclosure §”

“Yes, sir.”

“I do not approve of such amusecments.”
said Mr. Pagett coldly. “I am greatly
::.Ir*u-:l that thm tend to corrupt the young
peopic of cur country. Grmhmmd racing, as
a sport, iz all very well, but no betting
should be allowed in these enclosures.”

“Might as well shut 'em all up then,
sir,” said the conductor.

1

“I am afraid you are right,” said Mr.
Pagett regretfully. 1

“The gambling spirit is
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very deeply rooted in—— Upon my soul!
Surely it cannot be—— Good gracious |”

Mr. Pagett gripped the side rail of the
'bus, and stared over the wall of the
Stadium. e had just caught sight of two
caps—down there, in the enclosure, near the
main entrance.

And Mr. Pagett was startled. They were
distinetive red and blue ecaps. Ancient
House caps! Of course, there were other
achoolboys who wore red and blue caps, but
the design—-

“Handforth!” ejaculated Mr. Pageott,
scandalised. " Yes! And, bless my soul—
his younger brother! The two Handforths!
Here, in this greyhound racing enclosure!”

Mr. Pagett lost sight of the two juniors as
the 'bus turned the corner at the end of the
ground. It drew to a standstill, to take on
a few more passengers. Mr. Pagett leapt to
his feet, and hastened down the steps.

“We haven’t got to the station yet, sir!”
called the conductor.

“Never mind—never mind!" said Mr.
Pagett hastily. “I prefer to alight here.”
“ Another of ’em!” murmured the con-

ductor, with a wink at another passenger
“Pretends to be all against greyhound racin’
and yet he gets off as soon as he spots the
old Stadium |”

Mr. Pagett collected himself as soon as he
reached the pavement. IIe moved a few
yards, besitated, and then his jaw became
grimly set.

Without question, he had seen Handforth,
of the Remove, and his minor in that en-
closure. There they were, standing near the
ralls—watching all the proceedings. Two
juniors of St. Frank’s! Here, in Helmford,
on a Saturday evening, attending the grey-
hound races!

Mr. Pagett boiled with anger. Tle was
righteously indignant. Not that Mr. Pagett
was in the habit of going out of his way to
make himself unpleasant. He was a master
of a somewhat acid temperament, but, as a
rule, he was quite fair. He could generally
be relied upon to have a blind eye, so to
speak, if something was going on that was

ightly against the rules. He wasn’t like

Mr. Piycraft, of the Fourth, who was ever-
lastingly butting in.
- But this was a different thing. Two St.
Frank’s juniors were here, in this greyhound
racing enclosure, And Mr. Pagett, who had
strict ideas on grevhound racing, was verv
angry. It seemed obvious to him that the
Handforth brothers had slipped away from
St. Frank’s, and had attended the races on
the “q.t.”

Mr. Pagett felt that he would be lacking
in his duty if he allowed himself to be blind
to this flagrant violation of the school rules.
Every boy in his senses knew that such
places were strictly and absolutely out of
bounds.

Mr Pagett, with a purposeful stride, made
bhis way to the main entrance of the
Stadium |
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CHAPTER 15.
Rather Awkward !

and ninepence,
please, sir!” said the
money-taker,

Mr. Pagett wased
his hand.

“Nonsense |” he said. "I do not wish to
be entertained in this place.”

“Then you can’t go in, sir.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Pagett. “1 beg your
pardon, but I am going in. I am a master
of St. Frank's College, and two St. Frank’s
pupils are in this enclosure. It is my inten-
tion to bring them away, since they are not
allowed in here.”

A uniformed attendant came up, and, after
a short consultation with the money-taker,
lie turned to Mr. Pagett.

“BSorry, sir,” he said, “but we can’t do
anything without the manager’s consent i

“Rubbish!”  said Mr. Pagett curtly.
“These two boys are only just nside, and |
am certainly not going to wait while you
approach the manager. Ridiculous!”

He swung through, the turnstile and was
inside before the uniformed attendant could
stop him  And there, in full sight, not more
than fiftcen yards away, were Tdward
Oswald Handi~~th and Willy Handforth,

“I knew it I" muttered Mr. Pagett angrily.

He strode wp rapidly.

In ore sen«e he was satisfied. and in an-
other sense he was shocked. He had been
hoping against hope that he had made a
mistake: thdt these two bovs would prove
to be strangers. Yet, in his heart, he had
known that he had made no blunder. 1t
was verv diffieult to make a mistake where
Edward Oswald Handforth was concerned,
for Handforth was so easily recognisable,

And here were these two juniors, standing
near the rails, watching the electrically-lit
track. A race was just about to commenco.
and the whole great erowd was becoming
tense with expectancy, '

Handforth and his minor were watching
as keenly as anybody else, apparently, but
Mr. Pagett did not know that they were
on the look-out for Sir Herbert Rodnev’s
return. They were not interested in the
race.

" Handforth!” snapped Mr. Pagett curtly.

Edward Oswald jusnped into the air, and
leapt round.

“0Oh, my hat!” he zasped.
I--1 mean, Mr. Pagett!”

“All right, don't get excited!” said Willy
coolly. “We're not doing any harm.”

Mr. Pagett pointed sternly to the exit.

“Leave this place!” he commanded. “It
1s unnecessary for me to say that T am

“0Old Pagett'

shocked. I am amazed to find you two boyvs
here.” -

“ But—but——"

“Silence, Handforth!” said Mr. Pagett
sternly. “If you wish to make anv esenses,



you must make them to your headmaster!” |

“Oh, erumbs !”

“You know perfectly well that all such
places as these are strictly out of bounds!”
continued the master of the Fifth., " Come!
You will accompany me outside.”

“Just a minute, sir!” said Willy. “We
aren’'t in here looking at the races. We
came for quite another reason

“The less you say, Handforth minor, the
better!” interrupted Mr. Pagett coldly.
“I do not blame you so much as I blame
vour brother. He is the elder, and he
should know better than to lead you into
these—these forbidden places.”

“You've got it wrong, sir,” said Willy.
“It was I who led my major here.”

“How dare you?” -snapped Mr. Pagett.
‘“Handforth minor, I..am very startled to
hear you make such an admission. Come
with me!” 1

“Yes, sir, but—"

““Not another word! Come!”

“We're waiting for somebody, sir——

“Are you daring to argue with me?”
shouted %Jr, Pagett hotly. “I do not care
whether you are waiting for somebody or

Ll

not! I command you to come with me out
of this place. And, unless you come at once,
I will drag you out by force!”

Willy began to get alarmed.

“We don’t want to have any unpleasant-
ness, sir,” he urged. “If you will let me
cxplain "

“1 shall do nothing of the sort!” broke in
Mr. Pagett harshly., “Here, men! Help
me to remove these two boys! They have
no right in this place, and unless you assist
me at once, I shall make a strong complaint
to your directors!”

Two uniformed men had come up, and
they tock in the situation at a glance. It
was clear to them that these schoolboys were |
in trouble with a master, and it was plainly
their duty to assist him to get them out.
" They would have been quite in the wrong if
they had refused to comply with Mr.
Pagett’s request.

““Come on, young gents!” said one of the
men gruffly. %

Handforth flared up.

“You mind your own business!” he roared.
“You don't think we came into this place to
watch the racing, do vou? T should hope
we’'ve got more sense!” l

“This air of injured innocenca will do
von no good, Handforth,” said Mr. Pagett
acidly. “I tell yvou quite plairly that uniess
you come out with me now, I shall have you
removed by force.”

Mr., Pagett was anxtous to have this scene
over, but he was a determined man. He
was certainly not going to let these two
junior boys over-ride him. Ie had given
i:is orders, and they must be obeyed.

“T ean explain in two ticks, sir!” said
Willy quickly. “Don’t take any mnotice of
Ted! He's excited.”

“ Handforth minor, I refuse to listen—

“You remember that dog of mine, sir?”

said Willy. *“Well, you know he was stqlen
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on Wednesday night. I heard that he was
to bE found here. 8o Ted and I came along

“1 have alrecady told you, Handforth
minor, that you can give vour explanations
to the hecadmaster!” broke in Mr. Pagett

stubbornly. “I can well believe that you
two boys, being surprised in this f_lace, will
have some excuse ready to your lips. You

know perfectly well that this—er—race-
course 1s quite out of bounds. Therefore,
you can have no excuse—no excuse what-
cver!”

“But, sir

Mr. Pagett lost his temper. He seized
Willy grimly by the scruff of the neck, and
commenced walking him towards the exit.
At the same moment the two uniformed
attendants grabbed Handforth, and hustled
him out. Handforth, in spite of his size and
aggressiveness, was quite helpless in their
grip. These attendants were specially large
men, for in a place of this sort there was
no telling what rough customers they would
be called upon to handle.

While Handforth grew more and more ex-
cited, Willy became very calm. He kept his
head. If only he could induce, Mr. Pagett
to remain, the situation might yet be saved.
And there was 8ir Herbert Rodney, too.
Willy did not want to go until he had re-
ceived some definite promise from Sir Her-
bert regarding the dog.

Handforth, as usual, blundered. Also—as
usual—he did so quite unconsciously. To
tell the truth, Mr. Pagett was rather at a
loss after he had got his captives outside.
He hardly knew what to do with them. Cer-
tainly he could not march them through the

| streets of Helmford, holding each of them

by the scruff of the neck. Neither could
he compel them to enter the railway train.
They were in such a mood that they might
casily defy him., This, however, was mnot
very likely, since it would possibly lead to
expulsion,

“Now!” he panted, as they all stood on
the pavement. “I will show you, young
men, whether I am to be defied or not!”

Handforth suddenly wrenched himself free.

“Quick!” he gasped recklessly. “Come
on, Willy! lLet's jump into my Austin, and
buzz off 1”

Mr, Pagett started.

“Indeed!” he snapped. “So you
your car here, have you, Handforth?
is very convenient!”

“Oh, you ass!” groaned Willy, looking at
his major.

Handforth was gazing across the road to

have
That

‘where the Austin Seven was parked. Mr,

Pagett spotte.d it at once.

“Come!” he said triumphantly., “ Hand-
forth, T order you to get into this car of
vours, Yes, and you, too, Handforth minor!
We will all drive back to St. Frank’s.”

Mr. Pagett was feeling cuite relieved, Hae
knew that he had lost his train, and there
was not another one for an hour or two; and
he was by no means averse to a motor ride.
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Mr. Pagett lost his temper.
walking him towards the exit.
Oswald Handforth and hustled him out, too.

He seized Willy grimly by the scrufl of his neck, and commenced
At the same moment the two uniformed attendants seized Edward
Handforth struggled violeatly, but he found himself

helpless in their grip.

It had the excellent advantage of assuring
him that he could keep a close hold on his
two prisoners, Handforth would be too
busily engaged in driving to attempt any
escape, and Mr. Pagett could easily look
after Willy.

CHAPTER 186.
On the Carpet !

NLY for a moment cr

two did Kdward
Oswald Handforth
hesitate.

Then, with a grunt,
he walked across the road towards his Austin.
He had received a nudge from Willy, and
this had brought him to his senses..

Until that second, Handforth had had a
wild idea of escaping—thinking only of the
moment. But Willy knew better. It would
be a very grave thing if they defied the
Fifth IFForm-master. Indeed, thev would not
have a leg to stand on when they were
ultimately hauled before the Head.

Willy always knew when he was beaten—
and, although he was inwardly angry and
chugrined, he showed no outward sign of it.

In his cool way, he decided that it would
be better to humour Mr. Pagett, Once in the

car, perhaps Mr. Pagett would listen to him,
and then there was alwavs the chance that
the master would be convinced, and would
allow the car to drive back. Anyvhow, it was
a lot better than standing here, wasting time
and arguing all to no purpose.

“All right, sir,” sald Willy quietly. ** We'll
go with you.”

Handforth was seething like a volecano a:
he started up the engine.

"Look here, sir!” he burst out, as Mr.
Pagett took his seat beside him. " Things
aren’t what they seem. I made a bloomer
l[ike this only this afternoon. I took some-
thing for granted, without making any
inquiries >

“How many more times, Handforth, must
I tell you to reserve your defence until vou
are facing the headmaster?” broke in Mr.
Pagett tartly, *“I do not want to hear your
explanations. T am not your Form-master,
and T am only taking wvou back to St
Frank's because it 1s my dntv to do =0. You
must answer to Dr. Stafford—not to me.”

“Yes, let's get away, Ted,” said Willy.
“Lots of people are looking at us. There’ll
be a crowd seon.”

Handforth glanced round, and found that
quite a number of people had gathered and
were looking on with great inferest, 8o
Handforth grunted, engaged the gear, and
let in the clutch with a jerk.
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“1 trust, Handforth, that you will drive
cautiously,” said Mr. Pagett, suddenly

realising that he had placed himself entirely
in the Remm ite’s care.
“Don’t worry, sir,”
“I'm not reckless.”
“I am very much afraid, Handforth, that
vour ideas of re{:klessneﬁs are not synony-

growled Iandforth.

mous with mine,” said Mr. Pagett tartly.
“However, there is a speedometer in the
front of me, I see, and I forbid you to

exceed twenty miles an hour.”

“Bat that’s a crawl, sir!” protested Hand-
fﬁrth.

“Then we will crawl!” said Mr. Pagett
promptly.
“I wish vou'd listen to me, sir!” said

Willy, leaning over from the rear scat. “I
particularly want to see Sir Herbert Rodney
before I leave Helmford.”

“Oh, indeed! And who, may I ask,
Sir Herbert Rodney ?”

“One of the dlrertﬂrs of the Stadium, sir,’
replied Willy, “We were wailting for hzm
when you dragged us out. You see, he's the
owner of the dog that I had at St. ¥Frank’s,
and we only went to the Stadium to——"

“I have already told you, voung man, that
I want to hear no explanations !” said Mr.
Pagett, with exasperating stubbornness.
““Quite by accident, I pass this Greyhound
Stadium, and what 'do I see? I see you two
junior boys in that enclosure—an enclosure
which you know to be strictly out of bounds.
Whatever excuses you may have, they are
not adequate. I am prepared to believe that
vou went to that place to inquire after a
dog; but I am not prepared tc believe that
vou were justified in going there. Quite
openly, quite blatantly, you were wearing
vour school caps—advertising to all and sun-
drv that you were St, Frank’s boyvs, No,
Handforth minor, I will not listen.”

In vain Wiy tried. Mr. Pagett was like
rock. He turned a deaf ear to every
entreaty. He positively refused to listen.

So, at last, the little Austin arrived back
at St. Frank's—with Handforth still boiling,
and with his minor quietly angry. It was no
good getting wild now, anyhow. They were
back at the school, and it was quite certain
that they would noi be allowed to return to
Helmford.

“Shall 1 drive straight
Arch, sir?” asked Handforth.

“No; you had better stop here, in the
Triangle,” replied Mr. Pagett. “We will
walk across Inner Court.”

They got out of the car close to the Ancient
IHouse, and several figures appeared in the
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through Big

doorway.

“Well, well!” remarked Vivian Travers:
“The return of the prodigals, what? For
the love of Samson! Ilandy is in trouble
again!”

““What's happened, Handy, old man?”

inquired Nipper.
Mr. Pagett frowned upon the Removites.
“Go indoorsl” lie said sternly. “These
two boys are cotning with me to the head-
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master.
round.”

“My goodness!” muttered Church.
what Mac and I thought!
ting himself into a hole!”

“He always does get into one—when we're
not with him !" said McClure, with a sniff,

“But this must be something special,” suid
Nipper. “Willy was with him—and Willy
isn't the kind of chap to look for troable.”

“They probably found it without looking,"”
murmured Travers,

Mr. Pagett marched his captors through
Big Arch, and then they went across Inner

NEXT WEDNESDAY Iranananananan

I do not want any of you bothering

“Just
Handy's been get-

Court, until they arrived at the headmaster’s
house. There was a brief wait in the hall
while a message was taken to Dr. Stafford;
then they were ushered into the Head'a
library.

“I trust you will forgive this intrusion,
sir,”” said Mr. Pagett stifly, “but 1 felt im-
pelled to bung thesu two boys straight ta
you to be dealt with,”

Dr. Malcolm Stafford adjusted his glasses,
and regarded the pair in some surprise. .

“Rﬁ‘all Mr. Pagett, is it so bad as all
that?” ha inquired. *“Would it not have
been better if you had allowed the boys'
IHousemnaster to deal with them?”

“When you hear how I found them, sir,
I think you will agree with me that I have
taken the only course,” said Mr. Pagett.
“This afternoon. I visited some friends in
Helmford, and on my way back to the
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station I happened to pass the Greyhound
Stadium. I was, I must explain, on the top
of a motor-omnibus.”

“0Oh, T see!” nodded the Head.

“From that elevated position I was enabled
to look over the wall of the Stadium, right
into the place,” said Mr. Pagett. ‘“You
may judge of my surprise, sir, when I saw
these two boys within the enclosure.”

“They were inside the Greyhound
Stadium ?** asked the Head sharply.

“Yes, sir; inside,” replied Mr, Pagett.
“Needless to say, I at once entered the place.
and ordered them out.”

AanANAN

"CORCORAN OF THE BLUE CRUSADERS !

Who's Corcoran? And what are the
Blue Crusaders ?

Lionel Corcoran is a new-comer to the
St. Frank’s Junior School, He’s a go-
ahead, full-of-pep, cheery young sportsman
who is always ready for a joke. Why,
he’s only been at St. Frank’s a few minutes
when he gets the cane for pulling off a
stunt which leaves even Vivian Travers
gasping at its audaciousness ! Oh, yes,
Corcoran’s going to be a useful acquisition
to the Junior School !

And the Blue Crusaders? That’s a
football team-—a famous football team in
the Second Division of the English League ;
a club which is owned by Lionel Corcoran’s
unele. Nipper and Handforth and the
other juniors vote the players to be the
best set of sportsmen they’ve ever met,

Readers of the *“‘ N.L.”’ will vote the
same when they read all about them in the
grand new series of school and football
yarns which sgart next week.

“WHAT’S WRONG WITH THE ROVERS 2

Look out for the second instalment of
our magnificent fooiball and detective
serial, featuring Nelson Lee and Nipper.

s ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“You were quite right in doing so, Mr.
Pagett,” said the Head, nodding. “Hand-
forth major, you are the elder. What
explanation have you to offer? You must
surely know that apy greyhound-racing en-
closure is sirictly out of bounds.”

“We didn't go there for the racing, sir,”
said Handforth bluntly. " And neither of
us is ashamed of what we’ve done.”

“Can I speak, sir?” asked Willy.

The Head nodded.

“Perhaps you know, sir, that I found a
greyhound in a ditch, a week or two ago,”
said Willy, “I brought it to St. Frank’s,
and nursed it back to life.”

“I have heard the storv,” said Dr. Staf-
ford. " And, indeed, Handforth minor, 1 was
quite pleased with you. Your love of animals
is very creditable. I cannot help<admiring

]

L Head.
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any boy who takes such an interest in dumb
creatures.”

“My dog was stolen on Wednesday night,
sir,” said Willy, " Somebady broke into the
pets’ quarters, and took Lighining away.
And 1 was very fond of him, sir. We had
become great pals.”

“T am j:cparced to believe that,” said the
“Well 7"’

“This cvening, sir, I heard that my dog
was entered for a race at the Helmmford
Stadium,” said Willy, his voice hard and
ficrce. “Entered for a race, sir! And he
hadn't recovered from his injuries! It was
crueity, sir—absolute cruelty!”

“But was this dog yours,
minor ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You are quite sure?” pressed the head-
master, .

“Well, T reckoned he was mine, sir,’
Willy steadily. “I saved his life,
brought him back to health——"

“1 am afraid that your treatment of the
dog does not necessarily give you the right
to claim hun as your own,” interrupted the
Head gently. “SBince you saved his life, yon
may think—and not unreasonably—that he
belongs to you. But, as a point of law, I
doubt much whether you can actually claim
the animal as your own.”

Handforth

]

satid
and

“Why talk about the law, sir?” asked
Willy, hkis voice quivering. "“He’s my dog!
| But for me he would have died in that
ditch. And he'’s mine, sir. 1 don't care

what anybody says—I don’t care what the
law says——he’s mine!”

“Yes, yes, but

“And when I heard that he was being
run in a race this evening, 1 was furious,
sir,” said Wally “It was enough to kill
him. So I went to Ted, and 1 asked him
to take me over to Helmford in his car.
We rushed over and went into the Stadium,
We went there, sir, to save that dog from
being cruelly treated. Are you going to
punish us for that, sir?”

Willy gazed defiantly at the Head; and
the Head felt that the position was a deli-
cate one.
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CHAPTER 17.
Good News !

R. PAGETT felt very
uncomfortable.
Now that he had
passed on the respon-
sibtlity to Dr. Staf-
ford, he 1 -alised, with a dawning sense of
embarrassment, that he had been unneces-
carily hasty, .

Perhaps it would have been as well, after
all, if he had dealt with this case himself.

“Ahem!” coughed the Head, drumming
his desk with his finger-tips. " And what
happened after you entered the—er—Stadium,
Handforth minor " he asked,
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“We were just too late, sir,” replied Willy.
“The race had practically begun. And poor
old Lightning was last. He was unfit—he
was dragging himself along in agony. I
whistled to him and called him, and he
jumped the rails and landed in my arms.”

“Dear me!” said Dr, Stafford, in surprise.
“Is this literally true, my boy?”

“Yes, sir.”

“He jumped into your arms?”

“Yes, sir.”

“That, indeed, 1is an indication of the
dog’s affection for you,” said the Head. “I
have ncver heard of such an extraordinary
cage. In the middle of a race, Mr. Pagett,
this dog leaves the track, and obeys Hand-
forth minor's whistle. Very singular! In-
deed, very touching!”

“I was not aware of this, sir,” said Mr.
Pagott, feeling more uncomfortable than
ever,

“Aud then a tall gentleman came up to
us, sir,”’ said Willy. “He told us his name
was Sir Herbert Rodney, and that the dog
really belonged to him. It was stolen, or
something, as a puppy. And Ted and 1
were just waiting for Sir Herbert to come
back, when Mr. Pagett collared us and
dragged us out.” .

“I naturally assumed that the boys were in
the Stadium for the purpose of watching the
greyvhound racing,” said Mr, Pagett defen-
sively,

Handforth sniffed.

“ A fat lot we care about greyhound racing,
sir!” he eaid, with disdain. “We don’t be-
lieve in it—because it means betting.”

“You both give me your assurance, do
- you not, that you entered this Stadium solely
for the purpose of making inquiries con-
cerning the aahappy dog ?” asked the Head.

“Yes, sir,” they answered.

Dr. 3tafford glanced at the master of the
Fifth.

“Really, Mr. Pagett, I do not think that
we need be severe,” he said. “The offence,
after all, is only a technical one. These
Lbovs deliberately entered the Stadium, know-
ing that euch a place was out of bounds.”

- “We hardly gave that a thought, sir,”’ said

Handforth grufily, “ And, in any case, what
does it matter?”

“Yt matters & good deal, Handforth,” re-
plicd the Head. “I do not like any of my
boys to we scen in such an enclosure. You
should have gone to your Housemaster, and
Jeft the matter in his hands. It was quite
wrong of you to deal with it yourselves.
However, I think that a formal caning will
be sufficicnt punishment for you.”

At that moment the telephone bell #ang,
and the Head, with a murmured apology,
lifted the receiver.

“Yes?"” he-said. *“Oh, Mr, I.ee!
Really, vou surprise me, Mr. Lee.
by all means.
Certainly !”

The 1Iead hung up the
glanced at Mr. Pagett.

Indeed ?
Yes, yes,
The two boys are here now.

receiver, and

p—
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“I think we will delay the—er—caning tor
a few moments, Mr. Pagett,” he said dryly.
“Mr. Lee is coming here—with a visitor.”

Handforth and his minor were rather sur-

prised. They wondered what was in the
wind now.
- But it was not necessary for them to
wonder for long. A minute later, the door
opencd, and Nelson Lee appeared. With
him was Sir Herbert Rodney.

Willy gave him one glance, and then he
leapt forward.

“How’s Lightning, sir?” he asked eagerly.
“Oh, my hat! I didn’t expect to see you,
sir! How's my dog, sir? I—I mean—your
dog 7’

Sir Herbert patted Willy on the shoulder.

“I rather like this concern of yours, young
man,” he said kindly, “But you need not
worry. The dog has come to no real harm.”
~ “Thank you, sir,” said Willy. “That’s all
I wanted to know.”
~ Nelson Lee introduced Sir Herbert, and
the Head made him welcome.

“I felt impelled to come over to St
Frank’s without delay,” said the baronet. "I
was told that a St. Frank’s master had taken
these two boys away, and I was rather dis-
appointed. ¥or I had wanted to see them
again,”

“I am afraid it is my fault,” said Mr.
Pagett, quite apologetically. “I—er—was
under a slight misapprehension, I am afraid.
I thought that these two boys were patron-
ising that disreputable Stadium——7"

“I am one of the directors of the Stadium,
sir,”” said Sir Herbert dryly. .

“EKh? Really, sir, T had no intention of
giving offence,” said Mr. Pagett hastily.
“But I hold rather strong views on grey-

1)

hound racing—

“We are all entitled to our own opinions,
sir,” smiled Sir Herberi. “However, I do
not think you would find much to complain
of in the Helmford Stadium. It is not a
sport, perhaps, in which schoolboys should
indulge—although, I think, we need not
enter into any discussion on that point just
now.” -

“No, no—of course not,” murmured Mr.
Pagett.

Sir Herbert turned to Dr. Stafford again.

“In consequence of what these boys told
me, I lost no time in making inquiries,” he
said. “I found thai wan named Brice—a
disreputable rascal-——was the fellow who had
entered the dog for the race. It was he
who stole the greyhound in the first place,
I believe that Brice was a kennel hand in
my employ at one time,”

“Did you find him, sir?” asked Willy.

“Brice was sensible enough to make him-
self scarce,” replied Sir Herbert. “When
I tried to get hold of him, he bolted. Pos-
sibly he recognised me—or it is feasible that
somcbody gave him a warning, At all
cvents, the man had disappeared, and I
did not ¢rouble to go after him. My main



THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

ooncern was for the dog, and 1 was present
when the animal was medically examined
by an expert.”

“The iace didn't harm him, sir?” asked
Willy eagerly,

“Not greatly,” said the visitor. “The
examination, however, was conclusive on one
point, The dog has recently received some
rather severe injuries, and has been very
carefully and cleverly tended. He was in no
fit condition to be raced.” Sir Herbert patted
Willy on the shoulder again. “I am grate-

ful to you, young man, for your devotion
and love for this dog.”

"I dide’t do anything, sir,” said Willy |

uncomfortably.

“You did a great deal,” said Sir Rod-
ney. ‘“‘As soon as I heard that you had
gone, I rang up St. Frank’s, and I was
fortunate enough to get into conversation
with Mr. Lee. lle did not hesitate to tell
meo all the detatls regarding the dog, and 1
think it was splendid of you, young man,
to take the poor old chap into your care,
and to_ devote such pains to assure his re-
covery.

"1 would have done the same for any
animal, sir,” said Willy. “I found him
dying in a ditch. What else could I do
but bring him home, and help him, sir?”

““And sit up all night, eh?”
Herbert. *“Sit up all might, and then spend
every available moment of your spare time
for days on end? That was true devotion,
young man, and I do not mind confessing
that I am touched by the story. Further-
more, your claim is a perfectly just one.”

"My claim, sir?” said Willy, with a start.

sald Sir |

' him,
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“You saved this dog’s life, and he is
| therefore yours,” replied the baronet. *‘‘By

all moral rights, he 1s
Willy flushed, and w
to steady his voice.
“Does—does this mean, sir, that you're
going to let me have him?” he asked quietly.
“It certainly does,” smiled Sir Herbert.
“ And, what is more, I have brought Light-
ning with me, so that you two can be re-
united!”

ﬁour dog.”
en he spoke he tried

CHAPTER 18,
All Serene !

ILLY HANDFORTH
uttered a glad ex-
clamation.

i Y{Ju,vﬁ
him, sir?”
“0Oh, thank you, sir!

brought
_ he said
happily. You're a
brick !”

“There you are!” said Edward Oswald
triumphantly. “1 knew jolly well that it
was a good thing for us to go to Helmford !
As for getting a caning, who cares?”

“Ahem! Please be silent, Handforth,”
said the Head hastily,

Sir Herbert turned to him.

“I hope you will not object, sir?” he
asked. " You will not mind me making a
present of this dog to the boy?”

“You may do as you please, Sir Herbert,
replied the Head. ‘‘Since the dog is yours,
you can, of course, do just as you like with
I must confess that I do not under-

stand much aboyt greyhounds, but I have

| THETEAMWITHOUTA
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elwavs had idea that

valuable.”

“Before his accident, Domino might have
been worth five hundred pounds.”

“Good gracious!” said the Head, startled.
“As much as that? Really, Sir Herbert, I
Lardly know what to say. I do not think
it would be advisable for this junior boy
to have such an animal as a pet. The
responsibility 3

“However, Domino’s value - is now nil,”
said Sir Herbert quietly.

“Not to me, sir!” put in Willy.

“As a pet, he is, perhaps, more valuable
than ever,” said Sir Herbert. "But as a
money-making racer, his days ave over.

an they are quite

The medical examination proved that very’

conclusively. Lightning will never be able
to race again.”

“Doecs that mean that he's very badly
injured, sir?” asked Willy anxiously.

“It means that he is physically unfit to
withstand the great strain of racing,” eaid
the sporting baronct. " As a pet—as a com-
panion—he is quite all right. Within a few
weeks he will bo as sound as a bell. There
is no reason why he should not live to a
ripe old age, and nobody will ever guess that
he has ever been injured. It simply means
that he is unfit for track work, and, there-
fore, from that aspect he is of no value.”

“And you're going to let me keep him as
a pot, sir?” said Willy contentedly. *' By
jingo, that’s fine! Ever since we became
siech pals, T've regarded him as mine. And
if we hadn't gone over to Ielmford this
cvening I might never have got him back.”

Willy turned to the Head, his face cheer-
ful, his eves aglow.

“ All right, sir!” he saigl briskly. “Ted
and ¥ admit that we were 1in the wrong.
Do vou mind ecaning us, sir, and letting us

'Tr”

“Really, ITandforth minor

“T1 want to sce my dog again., sir,” ex-
plained Willv. “8o if you'll get the swish-
inz over, I'll be grateful.”

The Head's eyes twinkled.

“You scem very anxious to be caned,
voung man!” he remarked.

izl . ' . ' . "

*No. sir: I'm anxious to see Lightning.

“Well, vou can both go,” smiled the IHead.
“Ia the cirenmstances, I don’t think I shall
cane vou. Sir Herbert has definitely satis-
ficd me that vou only entered the Stadium
beeanse of vour love for animals. I do not
think it would be an act of justice if I pun-
ished you for that. As for the technical
offence, we will say no more about it.”

“Thanks awfully, sir,” pgrinned Willy.
“And thank vou, too, sir!” he added, turn-
ine to Sir Herbert, “You’ve brought my
dog back, and everything’s all serene!”

He and Edward Oswald hastily made
their exit from the Head’s study. When
they got outside, they were both grinning.
They shook hands firmly.

“Giood egg!” said {Iandfnrth. “Every-
thing in the garden is lovely, Willy, my
son!” -
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But Willy did not reply. He ran across
the hall and .met Lightning, who had been
making himself at home on a lounge. The
dog gave a jovous bark, and jumped at his
voung master.

“Good old Lightning!" chuckled Willy.
“You're mine now—really mine!”

“Chuck it!” said Handforth, as he looked
on. “No need to let the dog slobber all
over yvou like that, you young ass!”

“JFathead!” said Willy.

Willy went out into the darkness of Inner
Court, Lightning trotting contentedly by his
side. Edward Oswald followed. When they
got to Big Arch, a figure loomed up and
faced them. ‘

“Just a minute, you fellows!” seid a
voice.
The figure belonged to Claude GCore-
Pearce.

“What do you want, hanging about here?”
asked Handforth suspiciously.

“Well. T thought you’d like to know that
it was I who put that race-card in your
studv. Iandforth minor,” said Gore-Pearce.

~ “Was it, by jingo!” said Willy. “That
was jolly good of yon, Gore-Pearce.”
“0Oh, was it?" growled Flandforth. “I'll

bet Gore-Pearce had an axe of his own to
grind !"

“Well, T'll admit that I had a grudge
against Brice,” said Gore-Pearce coolly.
*“And I thought if I sent you after the dog.
Handforth minor, you'd give Brice a bit
of a turn. Do vou know what's happened
to him?" ,

“He’s bolted !” said Willy briefly. “Thix
dog didn’t belong to Brice at all. The
rotter stole him from Sir Herbert Rodney.
And when Ted and I arrived at Helmford,
it was the signal for Brice to do a bunk.”

Clore-Pearce was perfectly satisfied.

“Good enough!” he said contentedly.
“That’s all I wanted to know.”

And he strolled off.

“Vindictive rotter!” said Handforth
grufly. “He did vou a good turn, Willy,
but he had a rotten sort of motive behind
it. He's as pleased as Punch because Brice
had to bolt.” .

“If it comes to that, I'm as pleased as
Puanch, too,” said Willy. “Brice was a
raseal. and he got off too lightly. But why
bother about him? Tor once, I'm inclined
to believe that Gore-Pearce 1s of some use
in this world.”

In the Ancient House lobby, ITandforth
ran into a crowd of Removites. Willy had
gone to the pets’ quarters with Lightning.

“0Oh, so here you are!” said Church, as he
looked searchingly at his leader. “You
don’t seem to be in much pain.”

“Pain?” said Handforth. “Why should
I be in pain?”

“Why, indeed ?” asked Travers. *“We all
know, dear old fellow, that vou're tough.”

“Did the Head lay it on thick?” asked
McClure sympathetically. :

ITandforth sniffed.

{Concluded on page 42.)
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~ BETWEEN
OURSELVES!

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READERS

shall be pleaged to

All letters
SEARLES
THE

majority.
EDWY
FEditor,

E. 8. BROOKS.

OW, look herc-just a special word to
N all of you in general. A good many
hundreds of you have written to me,

times without number, asking for the

Old Paper to be made larger; or for a com-
panion paper to be started with more St.
Frank’s stories; or for the Old Paper to come
out twice weekly. (In fact, the cheery young
gentleman suggested that 1t should come out
every day, apparently forgetting that there’s |
a lmit to my energy!). A good many of you
have given me siriet instructions to write
more 4d. beoks. Anyhow, it's pretty evident
a great inany of you want more of my

storics, I don’t pretend to understand this
strange dJdesire, but we all have our own
peculiarities,

* *

*

Well, here’s the point. At last you've got
an opportumty of proving whether you were
in earnest, or whether you were just pulling
my leg. For some weeks now I have been
writing the stories of the " Blue Crusaders”
in “The Boys' Realm.” No need for me to
tell you that the Blue Crusaders are foot-
ballers, and that these yarns have a strong
football interest. Like my St. Frank’s tales,
they deal with the same characters every
week. kutty Fowkes and his fellow players
are a cheery crowd, and although they’re not
schoolboys, like my St. Frank’s characters, I
think vou'll like them just as much.

* i* *

Yes, and there's something else, too!
This week the Blue Crusaders are in a bit
of a mess, as you'll find if you buy to-day’s
issue of “'The Boys’ Realm,” Dut as you
are St. Frank’s enthusiaste, I don't mind
whispering something in your ears:

The Blue Crusaders are coming right down
to St. Frank's, and they’'re going to make
their permanent home in Bannington, and so
the St. Frank’s chaps will frequently figure
in “The Boys’ Realm ” stories. Did you get
that all right? Good! Well, now it’s up to
you, and y~u can't say that the Kditor or I
have ignored vour many requests. You've
been having a go at me for years, and now
I’'m absolutely driven to doing a lot more
work. Which is pretty serious, because 1I'm
lazy by nature. Nevertheless, it 38 an honour

NOTEK.—I1f any reader

remiarks as are lik

NELSON LEE SCHOOL
STORY LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdun Street, London, E.C.4.

writes (o me, I
comment upun such
EI% ito interest the
should be addressed :
BROOKS, c¢/jo The

h'-"-—‘ ]

i —

DORA BRIGHAM,

over these Crusader stories. I don’t mind
the extra work, but I mean to make a
success of 11! And that depends upon YOU.
For if you don’t rally round, and show that
you're in carnest, 1 shall probably get biffed
out of “The Boys’ Realm,” and somebody
else’s stories will take the place of mine,
+* * *

Of course, a good many of you may not
like football at all, but I don’t think ihis
need deter you from sampling the Crusader
yvarns. Katty Fowkes and his fellow players
are just as human as people who aren’t foot-
ballers, and in these yarns they meet with
all sorts of adventures independent alto-
gether of football.

-+

* *

Now, do you mind spending 13d. on me?
The fact is, I want all of you who buy “The
Boys’ Realm ”—every single, solitary one—
to drop me a line after sampling these new
yarns of nine. Tell me how vou like them—
or how you don’t ]iki; them,

*

*

There’s just room for two replies this
week. Firstly, Dora Brigham (Norwich).
It doesn’t matter at all if I get two letters
from you by the same post. You're
one of my weekly correspondents, aren’t
you? At lcast, you told me you were. Sa
I shall now expect about twenty-four letters,
all in one envelope. You'll see your chivvy
at the top of this page, so perhaps it’ll make
 you find that lost fﬂuntain-pgn.

E *

Old readers such as yourseli—G. 3. IHun-
nable (Mistley)—probably have the same sen-
timents about the cover. In your own
| words: “They don’t care a jot what sort of
a cover it is, so long as you deliver the
goods inside.” But new readers, who don’t
know anything about the paper, must have
iomet.hing attractive on the outside, you
{OOW.

that I greatly appreciate to be asked to take
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Opening Chapters of Our Amazing New Football and Detective Serial !

Whats Wrong with
» the Rovers 7

» ]
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What is the mystery surrounding Northmouth Rovers, the famous club
which 1s now doing so badly in the Football League ? That’s what Nelson
Lee and Nipper—away from St Frank’s on boliday—sel out 1o solve ;
and it’s such a decp mystery that ecven Nelson Lee finds bimself baffled !

B e = I SIE S

The Man with the Frightened Eyes !
NIPPER thought the tea and toast jolly

fine, that London was a jolly finc
place, and that it was going to be a
jolly fine holiday.

Seated beside the youngster in the vestibule
of the big London hotel was Nelson Lee, and
the great detective was in a holiday mood.

Like his young assistant, he was looking
forward to a stay in London, and then
probably a visit to the South of France
before returning to St. Frank’s.

And then the man with the frightened eyes
came in.

A big porter, in blue and gold, had swung
open a glass door, and the rumble of the
ceaseless traffic in the Strand competed with
the dance band in the adjoining tea-room.
Nipper, who had glanced carelessly at the
new-comer, suddenly became more interested,
and noticed that his chief’s keen eyes were
also regarding the man with considerable
interest. The man stood in the softly-lighted
vestibule—so warm and cheerful after the
grey glooin outside—speaking to the porter,
who pointed out the oflice to him,

“Windy !” said Nipper, as the man in the
hiecavy fleece overcoat and soft-felt hat crossed
over to the window of the office, carrying a
suitcase and a damp umbrella,

Nelson Lee nodded. The other people
having tea in the vestibule saw only a pros-

b

-

perous, rather portly individual, apparently
just arrived from some provincial city, and
a little ill-at-easc in his strange surround-
ings: but the famous detective and his youth-
ful assistant had noticed his eyes—rather
bulging, mild blue eyes—and in those eyes
was fear—stark, unmitigated fear.

The man stood for a few moments speaking
to the girl at the office window, and Nipper.
saw her look up in surprise, and then glance
in their direction. Then a smart page-boy
came across to Nelson Lee,

“There’s a gentleman oxer there, a Mr.
Colton, who wishes to speak to you, sir. Ho
says he had a letter of introduction from
your cousin,"

“Very well, ask him to come over here,”
replied the detective,

Nipper sighed.

“If 1 know anything at all, I'll "lay this
has put the kybosh on our holiday, guv’nor,”
he said gloomily,

“That is quite probable,” was the calm.
replv. A few moments later, the prosperous-
looking, portly man was approaching them,
bolding out an envelcpe.

“I am more than delighted to see you, Mr.
Lee,” he said jerkily., “I have here a letter
from your cousin, which explains my pre-
sence here, and I hope you will see your way

| to save me "
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“Savo you!” said Nelson Lee, tearing
open the envelope.

“My life is in danger!” said the man with
the bulging, frightened eyes, as he sank down
in the chair the detective indicated, and

mopped his forehead,

Nipper whistled softly, and glan:ed at the
letter which his chief was holding so that
they both might read it.

“My Dear Nel,—I'm afraid you’ll regret
having given me your holiday address, but
the bearer of this 1s a friend of mine—Mzu.
Edward Colton, a shipowner of Northmouth,
and a director of Northmouth Rovers F. C.
He is greatly concerned about the disappear-
ance of a great friend of his, and fully
believes that he is in great peril, He will
explain matters to you, and I shall take it
as a personal favour if you can see your way
to selp him. HHe is a wealthy man, and
would pay highly to have the mystery solved.

“Your affectionate cousin,
' “CoLIn.”

The detective placed the letter in his
pocket, and Nipper leant eagerly forward.

“Is your friend James Ridley, the director
of the Rovers. who disappeared nearly a
week ago?” asked Nippcr.

“¥Yes,” said Mr. Colton. “But how cid
you know? It’s been scarcely mentioned in
the papers.”

“Oh, I'm jolly keen on football, you know,
and I’m sorry to see that a great team like
the Rovers has started the season so badly,
especially after moving to a fine new ground.
I saw in the sports news of a paper yester-
day that James Ridley, the ex-chairman of
the club, had disappeared, and was believed
to be suffering from 1 -3 of memory as a
result of worry about the team in which he
had always taken a keen interest.”

Mr. Colton leant forward.

“James Ridley has been murdered!” he
said, in a hoarse whisper.

““ITave the police come to that conclu-
sion ?” asked Nelson Lec calmly

“The police are baffled. They incline to
the loss of memory theory, though I know
young Richard Ridley has been questioned
pretty sharply the last two days.”

““ Amateur centre-forward for the Rovers,”
said Nipper, who was a walking football
euide. “Played for England against Wales
Tast scason, toured the Continent with an
English team in May this year He’s the
old man'’s nephew, isn't ha?”

Colton nodded, mopped his forchead again,
then said*

“And by the disappearance of his unecle he
continues to draw an allowance of five hun-
dred pounds a year, which was to have
ceased abruptly.”

There was a gleam of interest in the detec-
tive's keen eyes.

‘APerhaps you'll start at the beginning,
Mr. Colton?” he said gently, for their visitor
was all on the jump again, his stumpy pink

3%

fincers drumming on the white wicker table
at which they were sitting.

The football director was a rather trying
man to listen to. He was constantly dashing
off at {angonts, but the detective skilfully
got the story from him with a minimum of
delay.

James Ridley was a comparatively wealthy
man, who had spent much of his wealth on

{ the Rovers during his long period as chair-

man of the elub. Then, last season, Stephen
l.angton, a man twenty years his junior, a
great football enthusiast and a man of means,
had settled in Northmouth, bought a big
holding in the club, been electad to the board,
and acquired a controlling interest. He had
decided that the old ground was too small
and out of date, and despite the opposition
of James Ridley, a new ground had been
bought up on the high ground on the out-
skirts of the big seaport town.

“Ridley was forced to resign the chair-
manship, and in his disgust sold a pumber of
his shares, and further weakened his control,”
went on Mr. Colton. “1 held on to mine,
not because I thought the move a good one,
but because T did not like the idea of a
stranger like Langton absolutely ruling the
roost, though I'll give him credit for his
enthusiasm, and business sense. Poor Ridley
took it badly, and when we started so dis
astrously this season, he certainly took it to
heart,

“Then one evening, a week ago to-day, ho
came to see me in a very excited state of
mind. He said there was something radically
wrong with the Rovers. He was convinced
that his nephew was mixed up in it; but that
night he meant to learn what the game
was, and he was going to cut off his nephew’s
allowance.”

“YWhy ?” interjected Nelson Lae.

“He did not say: he was strangely
mysterious,” replied Mr. Colton. ‘““All he
kept saying was that he was on a big thing,
and that in the morning he hoped to be
free to speak. Then he ?eft the house, and
has not been seen since.”

Nipper whistled.

“You mean he gave you no clue?” he
asked. .

“Ho only said just what I have told you.
He seemed greatly agitated, but guite sane.”
said Nelson Lee

“ That is interesting,”
calmly., “But according to my cousin, you
believa vourself in great peril. Why?”
“Because it is known that he and I

were great friends, and that I was the last
person to see him alive. I am being watched,
Mr Lee. 1 was followed here!”

“Tt would have been wiser to have told
me that at first, Mr. Colton. You're sure
of it

“Absolutely! I am, as you know, some-
what - er—nervous with regard to my safety.
I deliberately hung about King’s Cross
Station, and I saw a tall, thin man in a
trench coat and bowler hat, waiting about,
too. He did not appear to take any interest
in me, but whe:t I entered a taxi, he hailed
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another, I thought I had shaken him off,
but as I entered this hotel I saw the man
alight from a cab.”

“Well, we don’t want your friend to know
that you have been consulting me,” said
Nelson Lee quickly. “I will see you to
King's Cross, and we will leave by the Em-
bankment entrance. Nipper, fix it with the
hall porter. You stay hcre and note the
description of the man. I don’t suppose I
shall be more than about half an hour.”

The detective picked up his hat and coat
from the chair beside him, and led the way
along a broad corridor. Nipper strolled
over to the hall porter.

“If anyone comes in and asks about Mr.
Colton,” he said, “you can say that he thet
a Mr. Jones, a man in tho s{;ipping trade,
who is staying here, and that they left to-
gether by the Embankment entrance.”

“Very good, sir,” said the man, who knew
the famous detective well.

Nipper went back to his comfortablo white
wicker chair, and awaited events. It was
casy to see that the spy was not certain
whether Colton intended staying at the hotel,
or was merely calling upon someone there,
but it would not be long before he grew
impatient, and risked making inquiries,

An uneventful hour passed. The swing
glass doors remained closed, and Nipper sut
and thought over the director’s story. Any-
thing to do with football interested him
greatly. Ife had been quite pained by the
disastrous start of the famous north country
tecam. Twice winners of the F.LA, Cup, and
thrice champions of the First League, North-
mount Rovers was one of the most popular
clubs in the country, and its fine new ground
at Bleakbridge had been the talk of the foot-
ball world, though the team had yet to win a
maltch there.

Was this mysterious affair that Colton
had hinted at anything to do with the Rovers
being at the wrong end of the Leaguo table?

Nipper's thoughts were interrupted by the
entrance of a tall man in a trench coat and
howler hat, who stopped and spoke to the
porter. Nipper noted that he had a re-
markably long nose, which, with a receding
chin and small, furtive eyes, gave him a
decidedly rat-like appearance.

“What!” the boy heard him ejaculate
sharply. “Gone!”

Nipper could not hear the porter’s reply,
for he spoke in the low, deliberate tone of
the well-trained servant, but he was clearly
repeating Nipper's little fiction. It was also
clear that it upset the rat-like man, who
stood frowning and stroking his chin, and
then abruptly walked out into the drizzling
gloom of the Strand.

“Poisonous-looking person,”” said Nipper to
himself, It struck him that Mr. Colton had
some cause to be frightened, though what on

¥

-eariﬁh the rat-like man could have to do
- with

Northmouth Rovers he ecould not

imagine. .
And then Nelson Lee came into the vesti-
bule.
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“I'm sorry, Nipper, but the holiday is
off, for the time being at all events. Hurry
up and get the packing done. We lecave by
the six-thirty dining car express. By the
way, I suppose you ought to be careful what
you eat.”

Nipper's face fell. He had been looking
forward to a complete change from the whole-
some, but not exactly tempting, food of St.
Frank's.

“Why?”

“Because to-morrow morning you will sign
on as an amateur for Northmouth Rovers!”
came the quict reply of his famous chief.

I rumbling slowly through tunnels, past

sidings and suburban stations, was
rapidly picking up speed as it left the outer
suburbs behind, and plunged into the dark-
ness and drizzling rain.

It was a dismal enough outlook from the
window of the first-class smoking carriage,
but Nipper was beaming. He did not care in
the least sbout missing his holiday now,

To play for Northmouth Rovers, to be
helping Nelson Lee in a case which the great
detective admitted, frankly, completely bafled

him! That was a jolly sight better than
lazing about London or perambulating Paris!

Nipper had playved at school and made a
name for himself, he had turned out for
several quite useful clubs—but to play for
Northmouth!  His great fear gwas that he
would not be considered good enough.

Still, Colton had power, and had promised
to arrange it.

Nelson Lee flicked the ash from a cigarette
he was smoking before going along to the
dining-car.

“You've got to remember that I've got
vou into the club in order to gain informa-
tion, Nipper, that I am a surveyor carrying
out an extensive ordnance survey, and thav
you are my assistant, a kecen amateur foot-
baller. I shall have to teach you something
about the theodolite, and you will find what
mathematics you have managed to learn very
useful in the part you will have to play.
That was Hatfield we ran through just now,
so wo may as well get along to the diner.”

Nipper rose with alacrity, and followed his
chief along the corridor, As they wero
passing a third-class smoker he gave an
involuntary start, shot one swift glance into
the compartment, and then hurriedly passed
on,

There were comparatively few passengers
on the train, and Nelson Lee and Nipper had
the first-class dining-cars almost to them-
selves. The latter took good care to select
a table that was well away from the rest
of the diners. It was not until fish covered
with a pinkish sauce had been placed before
them, however, that Nipper felt he could
speak confidentially.

Northmouth Bound !
HE long train from King's Cross, after

i

L “Guv’nor, the Rat’s on the train!™
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Nelson Lee broke off a piece of bread.

"The spy we put on the wrong track?”

“Yes; and he's got a pal with him—a big,
burly, ginger-haired chap. They were whis-
pering together, The Rat seemed to be
snarling, and the big chap a bit scared,
and—"

“Isn’t your fish to your liking, sir 7” asked
the attentive waiter, ‘who was evidently
hoping for a handsome tip, and was anxious
to please.
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they’ve failed they would be getting back,
wouldn’t they'! Colton never spotted the
ginger chap !’

“It’s the man you don’t spot who i1s most
dangerous!” said Nelson lLee, as he helped
himself to some potatoes in the most casual
way. ‘I hope your theory is right, Nipper,
for although Northmouth is regarded as a
health resort, 1 should say it would be an
extremely unhealthy place for us should
our business there be

-
e /_’#’,"’-—f
— T1q 2
La
L
o
- SR
o "E"“E'
S
E |
1 |
--.--_-—_:.‘:L_E.‘" -
“Tin,

—_—

‘.

——

Nipper certainly wasn’t as skilful as the Northmouth Rovers Inntballerﬁ, but there was no doubting
his pluck and persistence, and he scored a goal with a mis-kick that hit the goalkeeper in the face.

“Oh, quite all right, thanks,”” said Nipper,
and made a hasty start on the fish and pink
sauce.

Nelson Lee glanced out into the darkness
that reflected the lights of the dining-car
racing northward at sixty miles an hour.
When the waiter had served the chicken and
vegetables, he leant across to his young
assistant.

“As you know, I saw Colton off on the
five o’clock train,” the detective said. “ It
may be this rat-like person realises that he
has lost him, and is going back to North-
mouth to report failure, or it may be that
the ginger-haired man was watching the
Embankment entrance to the hotel, and that
between them they've a pretty shrewd idea
of the game we are going to pluy, and that
we are being shadowed now.”

Nipper was hacking away at a piece of
~dectdedly elderly chicken.

“T don’t think that’s right, or the Rat
wouldn’t have been so taken aback when
the porter gave him my bedtime story,” he
said keenly. *‘'This is the last train back to
Northmouth to-night, and if they know

Nipper Signs On!

IPPER, dressing the rext morning,

N looked upon a mass of shipping n

Northmouth Harbour, and ut the

busy fish market. Away in the dis-

tance, the North sea tumbled, grey and

white, and a dirty-looking little tug was

bringing in a timber barque. Salt-laden

air came in through the wide-open window,

and Nipper, standing in front of it, was
doing deep-breathing exercises.

On arriving at Northmouth, they had
driven straight to the big rambling old Har-
bour Hotel, preferring it to the more palatial
place just outside the Central station, which
was scarcely a place where a surveyor would
make an extended stay They had caught
sight of the rat-like man and his big, red-

- haired companion on the platform, but they

had not been followed.

Nipper, having finished his exercises and
donned collar and tie and coat, went down
to breakfast with a healthy appetite. He
was feeling a little nervous about his visit
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to the DBleakridge ground that morning. )

- Scated at a window of the large, old-
fashioned coffee-room, and waited on by an
old-fashioned waiter, he and his chief ate an
excellent breakfast. There was plenty to see
from the window, and Nipper congratulated
his chief on having found such a comfortable
Imtel,. and wanted to know his plans for the
morning. )

“Oh, I shall take a stroll round whilst
you're at the football ground!"” said Nelson
Lee. "I want you to get to know as many
players as possible, and to keep your ecars
‘and eves open.”

Nipper looked a little uncomfortable.

“My big fear is that they’ll tell me I'm
not good enough, and bid me a polite good-
morning ! Fancy me playing against Broad-
wich Athletic on Saturday!”

“Oh, you may never get a chance with the
league téam!” said Nelson Lee, with a smile.
“That depends upon yourself. But Colton
holds a big interest in the club, and he’s
going to be at the ground this morning to
sce that you are signed on and have every

opportunity of mixing with the players.
Dow’t forget that my name is Nelson, a
London surveyor, and that you are my

‘assistant, Nick Parr,  which really bears a
close resemblance to Nipper. I'm told young
‘Ridley still plays, though he is under a
cloud. He may be a shy bird, but I par-
fir_:u]'y.rly want you to get in with him if you
can.

“You don't think he’s anything to do with
it. do you, guv'nor?”

Nelson Lee finished his coffee, and began
to fill his pipe. *

“At the moment, ho is the one man I have
any rcal reason to suspect!” was the calmn
-reply.

Nipper, with a trench coat over his grey
suit and a cap pulled down firmly on to
his head, left the hotel and walked briskly
‘along the Town Quay to the dirty, grey
Customs House, where the trams stopped.
A policeman, eyeing him curiously, told him
that a number six would take him within a
fow hundred yards of the ground at Bleak-
ridge.

Despite the chill wind from the sea,
‘Nipper went up en to the open top. After
traversing several busy streets, the car
Dbegan to eclimb a long hill with small
‘property and rather dreary-looking shops
on cither side, and came to a stop outside
a small, red-brick public house on a ridge
of downland, high above the big town of
Northmouth. A little further along a newly-
made road was a high, wooden fence, with
the roof of a big stand towering above it.

Nipper walked slowly along. He felt curi-
ously like a new boy going to school, though
he told himself he was an ass to be nervous.
Gaining the high wooden fence, he found a
number of bills about the match on Saturday
pasted up on it, and then the fence gave
place to brickwork. There were two green
gates for cars, a row of turnstiles protected
by lattice steel gates, and then a small green

door in the wall, on which was painted inl
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white letters: ““Players and Officials Only.”

Nipper tried the door, found it unlocked,
and entered.

“"Some ground !” he murmured to himself.

Even a casual glance was impressive,
The stands, banking and terraces were of the
most modern design, but what struck the
voungster most was the extreme length of the
playing pitch, with its well-kept turf. The
marked-out pitch occupied little more than
half the space available.

Of course, ground might have been cheap,
and the directors anxious to be prepared to
provide for extra accommodation, but. it
struck him as strange. Another strange
thing was that two groundsmen were erecting
goalposts and nets. It was a rum thing to
take the posts in at night, and many clubs
did not worry about the nets. No one
appeared to be about but the groundsmen,
and Nipper felt a little lost when h>» heard
a voice behind him.,

“You looking for someonc?”

He swung round, and found himself con-
fronting a big young man in baggy, grey
flannel-trousers and sports coat. 1he new-
comer’s fair, curly head was hatless, and
tumbled in the breeze that came in from tho
sca 1n the distance, his-hands were in his
pockets, and his blue eyes gazed at Nipper
half-challengingly

“I've come to see Mr. Colton, and sign
on,” replied Nipper.

The big young man whistled softly.

“Colton butting in now, eh? Well, I wish
you luck, but things are a bit muddled here
just now. What do you think of our new
ground ? Kvery wvisitor is asked that, you
know ("

The big man laughed shortly, and Nipper
grinned as he replied:

“Well, I reckon the chap who designed it
was an optimist! I should reckon it would
hold eighty thousand now, and if the spare
ground at each end was taken in you’d have
accommodation for another two or three
thousand.”

“Oh, that won’t be taken in; that’s for
Langton’s 'plane !”

“For who's who?"” asked Nipper amazedly.

“Stephen Langton, our sporting chairman,
is a big flying man. We call him the Bat,
because he only flies at night. Says daylight

fiyini is scarcely as exciting as driving a
car, but there’s some sport in flying over the
sea at night. Of course, he'll break his neck

one of these nights, but he's an absolute
dare-devil. Ile gave us this ground on con-
dition that he could use it as a private
acrodrome—that’s why the ground is so long
and the goalposts are taken in every night.
HHe must have a good long run, especially
at night. That’s his hangar over thero;
those doors under the terrace.”

That explained things.

“Jolly good idea!” said Nipper. “But the
ground hasn't been Jlucky so far.”

“The ground’s all right. It's Minter, the
manager, who—I say, I don’t know to whom
I'm talking, and I’ve rather a knack of
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putting my foot into things. My. name’s
Ridley—Dick Ridley.”
Ount went Nipper's hand to the famous

young amateur International.

“I'm proud to meet you. l've read a lot
about yon, and—and my name’s Nick Parr.”

Nipper spoke a little hurriedly, a little
awkwardly. It bad flashed upon him that
this man he was talking to was the man
whom not only Edward Colton, but Nelson
l.ee himself, suspected of being behind the
mysterious affair that had brought them to
Northmouth.

Several men in shorts and sweaters were
emerging from the tunnel that led to the
dressing-rooms, a: Nipper and his companion
reached the entrance. 'The boy recognised
Rutherton, the veteran right-back with the
almost bald head, and Sims, the clever little
half, who nodded rather coldly to Ridley.

Nipper and Dick Ridiey passed along a
corridor, and as the door of a dressing-room
were met by a short, thick-set man in shirt
and trousers, who earried a pile of towels,

“Hallo! What do you want?” he asked
Nipper sharply.

Nipper told him.

“Well, I’'m the trainer, and I know nothing
about it. But I see you've brought your
togs, so you can change and come out and
join the boys, if you like, There’s no harm
in you signing an amateur form, but I can
tell you that unless you’re mighty useful
there’s not an earthly chance of you getting
a game.”

Ile went across
Nipper grinned.

“1 shouldn’t think that chap reads the
papers or goes to see a match,” he said.
““ Anyone would think from the way he talks
that the Rovers were at the top instead of
the bottoam of the table!”

Rid!ey shrugged his broad shoulders.

“He seems to know his job. Been a
pugilist in his time, and Minter got him here.
Ivervone is asking what'’s wrong with the
Rovers: but I can tell vou the Ravers them-
selves don’t know, and I can only put it
down to our manager. Stephen Langton i-
disappointgd, but doesn’t seem to interfere,
and there you are. Good-morning, Dave!”

"Good-morning to you,” said the little man
with a2 very brown face under a mane of
long black hair, who had just emerged from
an inner room.  And is there any news of
yvour uncle whatever?”

“None!” said Ridley shortly, as he took
off his coat.

“Aht! It iz a bad business—a very bad
business indeed, I tell yon. We are a most
untucky team, and if we do not win on
Saturday, I don’t know what will happen—
indeed, look you, I do not know what waill
happen at all!”

With a gloomy expression upon his tanned
face, the little man in football-kit went out
into the corridor.

“That’s Williams, our goalie,” said Ridley.

to the bathroom, and
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Nipper thought of a cartoon he had seer
of a little man with a flowing mane, leap
ing wildly between the sticks,

“The Dancing Dervish?” he asked.

“We call him Taffy, or Dismal Dave, but
he's a decent chap. D'm rather under a
cloud just now, but Dave hasn’t condemned
me unheard, like some of them.”

“What's the trouble?” asked Nipper
innocently, as he pulled a sweater over his
head.

“Oh, a personal matter that wouldn’t
interest you,” replied Dick Ridley, a little
shortly. Nipper, feeling snubbed, wondered
what the crack international would say if he
knew how much it did interest him.

Thev went out on to the playing-pitch
together. About a score of nien were en-
gaged in a kick-about. Several of the faces
were familiac to Nipper from pictures in the
Press, and their marvellous control of the
ball dazed him, but he joined in. He got 1o
the way. Rutherton nearly fell over hun,
another man sent him flying; but he picked
himzelf up, and went at it again.. Whatever
doubts there might be about Nipper’s skill,
there was no doubung his pluck and persiut-
ence, and he scored a goal with a miskick
that hit the Welsh goalie in the face. .

“Tand of my fathers! That fellow’s dan-
gerous—look out!” said Williams, throwing
out the ball. Ie tenderly stroked his aching
nose, put he gave Nipper an encouraging
smile that fired the boy with such enthusiasm
that he tried to take the ball from Sims.
This was asking for trouble. Nipper went
down, with the clever left-half, Dick Ridley,
and Rutherton upon him.

At football the men treated him as a joke,
but in the sprint round the cinder-track the
youngster from St. Frank’s startled the pro-
fessionals, and they admitted that he was a
spced merchant. As he finished, Nipper
noticed that Mr. Colton and a man with a
strangely pale faco were watching him from
the stand.

“You'll extend Bert Barter,” said Ruther-
ton, the veteran right-back, as they left the
playing-pitch,

“Which is Barter ?*" asked Nipper, looking
round.

“Oh, he’s not here this morning. He's
resting, a stiff knee, but he'll be along any
moment now for massage., He's our centre-
half, and is wonderfully fast for a big-built
man. 1lallo, you're wanted!”

Mr. Colton was beckoning to him, and a3
Nipper went up, the director turned to the
nale-faced man beside him,

“This is_the young fellow I was telling you
about, Minter His empleyer, who is here on

an ordnance survey, is a friend of mine, and

as this youngster is very keen on football,
I thought we might sign him on, and give
him a game, if possible.”

The manager rubbed his hands together as
thongh he were washing them.

“By all means, Mr. Colton.” Then, turn-
ing to Nipper, added: “But if you really
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wish to play football, young man, I should
advise you to join a junior elub, where you
would have every chance of being played
pretty frequently.”

“I'd sooner take my chance and stick to
the Rovers,” said Nipper stubbornly.

It was clear that Minter was doing his
best to put him cff, but Colton, in whose
pale-blue bulging eyes there was still a sign
of fear, irritably interrupted thé manager's
argunicnt.

- “I promised Mr. Nelson that his assistant
should have a chance. You're not bound to
play him unless he shows promise at prae-
tice. I want to sece him signed on, and then
get back home."

“Oh, certainly, Mr. Colton!” said the
manager, dry-washing his hands again, and

giving Nipper anything but a friendly
glance. “No doubt Mr. Langton will
approve. I understand that he has had a

pleasant time in Scotland, but 1s worried
about the strange disappearance of Mr.
Ridlev. It really 1s extraordinary, and I'm
afraid that his nephew lost valuable time
before going to the police.”

“T don't want to talk about it,” said the
director sharply—so sharply that Nipper
Lr::cided that the old boy’s nerves must still
ke very jumpy, even although he had the
comfort of having Nelson Lee on the spot.

The signing of the amatcur form took but
a few moments, and then, with the proud
feeling that he was a prospective player for
a world-famous club, Nipper went to the
dressing-room and hastily changed.

He wondered, as he did so, if he would
ever get a chance of playing for the Rovers’
first eleven. By Jove, wouldn’t that be
grand—plaving in a First Division match!
Wouldn’t Reggie Pitt and Tommy Watson
and Fullwood and old Handforth and his
other chums at St. Frank’s be envious!

Having changed, Nipper hurried out of
the dressing-room and nearly collided with a
big red-headed man, who growled something
at him, and went on towards the room where
the trainer had been massaging some players.

Nipper crossed over to a man who was
bearing a basket of damp towels from the
steaming bath-room,

“Who's that chap ?” he asked, with careful
carclessness.

“Oh, that’s Bert Barter, our centre-half,
you know.”

Nipper did not know that, but he knew
that the man who had just gone 1n to be mas-
saged by the Rovers’ trainer swas the man
he had scen on the train the previous night,
the man who had been talking to the rat-
faced spy who had shadowed Edward Colton
to the London hotel!

(“Seme " first instalment, eh, lads? Dut
next week’s is cven better—and the mystery
gets deeper and deeper and more baffling
than ever. Don’t miss reading next
Wednesday's gripping chapters.)
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(Continued from page 34.)

“Oh!” he said. “So that's what you
mean? You've all collected here so that
vou could laugh at me?

“But we've heard a rumour that you went
to the Helmford Stadium,” said Nipper.

“It’s not a rumour—it's a fact,” said
Handforth, “O0Old Pagett thought that he
was going to get us flogged, but he was dis-
appointed.”

Handforth, with muech relish, gave all the
details. The other juniors listened interest-
edly, and, when he had finished, they
chuckled heartily. _

“Tt's just a case of your luck again,
Handy,” said Church. “I never knew such
a fellow. Anybody else would have got the

sack.

“Rats!” said Handforth. “Well, let’s
get along to the study. I'm jolly hungry.
Any grub knocking around, Churchy?”

“Yes, I expect we can rake up a few
crumbs for wou,” replied Church. “You'd
better buck up, though, Handy. It'll soon
be bedtime. Hallo, here’s young Willy!”

Willy came strolling into the lobby. He
was whistling cheerily and grinning happily.
He was the Willy as of old. He hadn’t
a care in the world now,

Edward Oswald Handforth went up to his
minor.

“Lightning all right now?” he asked.

“Yes, thanks,” replied® Willy

“Well, now that you’ve got your dog
back, I hope wyou'll jolly well look after
him!” said Edward Oswald. “Don’t go
losing him again,” he added sternly.

But Edward Oswald Ilandforlh need not
have had any doubts,

Since the greyhound was of no further
use for track work, there was not much
chance that men like Myr. Bill Brice would
again attempt to take him away.

Willy and Lightning were friends for
good, and as for Mr. Brice, nobody heard
of him again. He had probably come to
the conclusion that Sussex was a decidedly
unhealthy county for him. And Sussex was
certainly the gainer by Mr., Brice's absence.

THE END

(That's the end of that scrics, bul there's
a new one starting next weck, a series of
yarns inlroducing a newcomer to St.
Frank's. Look out for the first story,

| entitled: * Corcoran of the Blue Crusaders!”)
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Opinions, Please!

AVE you read the first instalment of
“What's Wrong With the Rovers?”
And, if you have, what's your ver-

diet, chums? Do you think it’s jolly
ccod, or not so dusty, or—don’t you like 1t?
Somehow T don't think there can possibly
te many of vou who are holding the latter
opinion, The fact that Nelson Lee and
Nipper are the heroes of this serinl—and that
thev’'re engaged on a baffling detective mys-
terv—makes me think this yarn will be one of
the most popular tales that has ever appeared
in the Old Paper, Anyway, I want all my
readers—every one, mark youl—to write me
and tell me their opinion. Don’t forget, will
you? A posteard will do the trick!

Heooray for the Fifth!

An investigating chum of mine who has
taken Nelson Lee, the great ’'tee., as his
model, says he has been patiently studying
the little affair at the Houses of Parlhiament,
Nov. 5bth, 1605, He says that after full con-
sideration he has come to the conclusion
that we all owe a debt of gratitude to King
Jamie for being the unconscious founder of a
merry little firework junketing which comes
1in most handily to relieve the dull monotony
of the autumn. King James was a man
of the most eurious likes and dislikes. He 1s
said to have hated football like poison.
could never have played in goal, or tried to
gcore a goal himself after a dazzling run
down the field. James not only hated footer,
but he had a down on tebacco. He had
another down on witches. He was always
hunting witches, and these gentle, soothsaying
Jadies had the thinnest of times in the reign
of the monarch who came down from Bonnie
. Rcotland and took charge in London after
Elizabeth had gone, In spite of this, how-
ever, T really think we ought to call for three

cheers for King: James and the Gunpowder.

Plot which did not come off. He and Guy
Fawkes have between them managed to
liven up November—and it wanted a bit of
doing !

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

H. E. Glossop, 211, Carr Street, Lieder-
ville, Perth, Western Australia, wants cor-
respendents in London.

send him one nouw,
“ Nelson Le¢ School Story Library,” Fleetway

He |
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The Editor. o

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers :
Address it to: The Editor,

[louse, Farringfon Strect, London, I).C.4.

Miss Marjorie Stewart Craig,
Road, Wallasey, Ches,, wants
respondents interested in Spanish.,

Ronald Coles, 5, Salisbury l'errace, Frome,
Somerset, wants correspondents anywhere.
Also members for his Reliance Club.

George Qakley, 14, Barton Street, West
Bromwich, Staffs,, wants complete sets of
N.L.L., old series.

K. Elssam, 113, Portsmouth Rd., Woolston,
Southampton, wants to hear from stamp col-
lectors, so as to formi a club,

Tom Hopwood, 24, Hudswell Strect, Sandal,
Wakefield, Yorks., wants to hear from readers
in the north and Scotland who would help

him with his Imperial Correspondence Club.
£
7/ There is half a cup

ATHLETES
. BAR 2°

18, Sefton
girl cor-

N TRAIN ONTIT,
s
milk in every

)Y i
CADBURY
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interested in fils and physiceal r+_t|i-u-~.

£

Haveld (live ‘Hanson., 66, Rose  Sieeot,
Armadale, Melbouene, Australia, watts - cor-
reapotrdents  in Afriea,  England,  Rorope,
India, and Sowh Seas,

Roy Ellis, e'o Mr. G, Ellis, S3uilport,
Queensiand, Australia, wanis corresposdonts
anywliere,,

Patrick’ In-vp‘. Roche. ™ Dublin, ™ 14, Mary
Sivect, Coburg, N.13. Melbouine, Susir alia.
wanis correspondents  in Mnghiod,  Trclamld, |

Australina, and U8, A, Also wished 1o hoay
from J. Thompson, of Bhiplev, arsd 1), Seele,
of Langidy Mill,

James  MeCnllough,  Decisgreve . Rd.., |
Halecowen., nr. Birmingham, wanf- 10 Leay |
from bhoys whe are fond of cxiling in |
Licrmany.,

Pat DBelichs Higli Steeet, (L:'.N‘. Ireland,

woulld like to hear. From readers ind oesdoel iy |

stampz, and wlio have Back nider. \ 1als
for salo. s X : "
H. . Liggins, 300, Wellnagian Steeer,
Burton-on-Thames. Staffs.. lee- over 80
N b L, bodhiosceries, for sale or exchange for
Air Poast stamps, Wishes to boar fiom Aw
Post Stammn toHuIm '
Clande Wass. 90, Moadow Sreeer, Weston-
super-Mare; wants to exelnge l.:.;_{{},.j'l;'ti.'.{'}.;
cards for foreign stamps,  He waguiso oo to
hear from readers-in Irel and: -’L.umu i, H;wn

and Portugal intereste d i ~pml~ wint "*-'n!'!‘t[h

CET THIS FINE PEA PiSTﬁL

60 - SHOT + AUTOMATIO . R
PEATER PEX PTSLOT. l‘ﬂ* frrg
rapid repeating pefian: Finest (e
shontor yet. produced; .ftm wt fan

maker, 26, 2HSREQTA xnmuu 1o
MAGAZINE I’Twlﬂii{lﬂw popalar, 2/ L {
Boilt lieavy ¥ taee on each, 5.

exira. - mkrm.n 15- SHOT 7 RIL}H‘H o
REPEATER 4122 pask. frer,  Ammunition will
cactt pisCEL .L’fikﬂ‘mnf' posidge 6d. extra,

Harwouda {nept H; *3, Finsbury Square, Londan, E.C.2.

CUT THIS OUT

“NELSON LEE " PEN COUPON YALUE 3d.
Setid 5 of these cdupons with only 2/'€ (ard 24, stanip)
direct to the FLEET PEN CO., 119 Fleet Streat,
E.C.4, Hi‘- roturn van will receive a lmm!mmnhurr gell.
filling FPLEBT I’UﬂNTﬂIN PEN with salid gold, nidb |
(fine, mt'f] um, er bwond). usmnlly 10/6. Flect I"‘lcf‘ 4!,
or with-5 extr_a

B S ————

— Auwmm

ecipons only 2/9. De Luxe Mi:‘r'ill 2/-

Be sure to mention THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
~ when communicating with adveriisers,

——— e = -

readers
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SCHOQOL STORY LIiBRARY

W. A. Tavlor, 65 Studland R, Heumnll
London, W.7, wants N, L.L., vew series, Nos,
T 10 90, 26, amd 82. . - ‘

M. . Howllh, I[ﬁatlih. Rosslyn Rd,,

Shoreham-by-Sea, wuuls to hear from stamp

.IL-_ HHHI i '»

T

coliectors, _

R. Adams, Dringelly. via liaverpaol., New
Soulh Wales, Australia, wants correspondents
anywhere, ;

Harry
oken
WIS

i

street, West
Wales, Australia,
readers i Gibraltar,
Shanehai, New York,
| and avvwliore exeept Aostealia and England.
P Jetters prompily answecod, = Wea N o

I 1. Coles. ¢'o Dank of Adelaide, ™ Port
Adolaide. South Auwstraiia, wizhes". o™ hear
fromn reader: who wins Avstraban ard other
dampe,  FExehange, ; R

Don . Heudorsan: 285, Wiellin: gion o ireet,
' Latiner [u‘-lt"thia_ &ustrq}ta TS isties iﬁ
cocrespand  with © e ulk-u hu**ﬂ.u"i . 16--18
m‘l‘fir\r* (A earnging,

ting.* ;md,...w.uu—
mn-r' e il aied {me. e, - g,
HE, sl dhiviess, Maire Street. Cudda-
lonve. South India, v to hear from
Fpeutler -, s F W
. B33, Hation Street, Bopdige,
Vicretia, ralia, wish®-"to nnwlfnii With
i resadl T b Abaa \\,]H: wutiy senued
et Abetean matel brands, « o™ "%
o Harves Slater, 16, Lo Strect, Nelson, Lan-
sl ‘.".f‘-lsh[ e glad” o head hrom  Lewgus
menibers, | He dl-o hear trom o
redthcr i IIRIE*H‘\ _ ¥ -
Wolshiy,
i.lni ashire.
\.r L ]*.u.]'rf
i ] ‘;lr: baed,
A {-AIII.{I... H.-wf Il.:]tl '\ilml
Hr. Ker.da.. “_;urmn!,*.m! Wik lw
u~',m el with readery L:Culba, s o

5. Lone
Seulh
from
el

MeMubon,
Hill, New
to  heay
Poris: Beussels, ty

o e e, e

L HERIE

S0

—

Wirliite 10
"Yorks,

20, Warren Ripeoet,
Hdvnters e Py

;Urn i,

| Fleei-
Foom readeps
"m 1'.1111* ~aipl

Cweod,
l j!]

..-_1

-.’
'-1 Y i

[
-

lt‘ﬁl
{I{]]
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DEL BIPLANE

a toy, buk o real,
e miodel Al ate flies,
: “ i -.‘.lﬂtl r»=1irl...-;--_fmﬂ
" 1‘\[51' gl ay f.ir com:
plote set. of ﬁ.{'lh p"'mml

MAKE THIS MO

—Fﬂ P'urﬂﬁg‘.

=T ]
i ;{_ h”_f o
Sehd.

1 eolonrs s well, as all

NereRkAary S wobid,*~ wire,

- . elast fe, Pafd.Lil it Fue-

tiona for *.ukuu.r. Weite fur illugereated cataloglie of

agilwr melels. Priee 4d. — WH B. A‘PPL‘BBY
(N ecr & CO.; Dent. G., 217

& 219, Jesmond
_Rand. Nawcaatle-up&nuTyne g M

DON'IT RBE BULLIED

" fend 44. Stamps for Two Splanadid
Lessonsiin "Jujitsu, the wonderful
h Japanese - Self-Defonce, and Handsomae
, Plioto FPlate of Jap' Champlons. Take

* ‘eare of yourseif; fear no man.
s You ean have MONSTER [lius.
2l sdtrated Portien " for~P.0. 3/9.
. qé‘ﬂd now e &-A.‘f"l H'R"A o4 tDEﬂtu
Queensway .. [fanworth,- Fflﬂnm H\ddlasex.

Jondon Séhonl Dally === -

l'-ll.ﬂl.l'.'ll'll’li.'l..lIIIIII.I.'Il.llll‘ll..ll.l.lﬂ

% | 4 'i. 1{}
Practical Trition

All applications lor Adveriisemont Suacﬁs in this "puh-
| leation shounld be addressed to the 'Adverhsament
Managor, “ The Nelson Lee School Story Lilirary,”
{ The Fleetway House, Faceingdon Street, London, E,C,4,
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