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“TU'm not coming ! "' protested Handforth, whose whole attention was centred on the pretty girl

in the Tube train. Church and McClure had other views on the subject, however. They grasped

hold of their leader, vanked him out of his seat, and then proceeded to drag him forcibly down the
carriage.
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"LIRTATION!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank's stories now appearing in ** The Popular " every Tuesday.)
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Girls—pretly girls—bave alivays been one of Edward Oswald Haid-

forth’s  ®ecaknesses., His lalest fancy 1s an extra-pretiv  one—bu!
Handy Hlitle realises that she is the nicce of a——iwhatl ¢
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CHAPTER 1.
The Girl in the Tube!

T was the hunted look in her eves which first attracted Handfortl's attention.

I Chureli and MeClure had noticed nothing iu particular, because their thoughts

were all en ericket. But Edward Oswald Handforth was rather susceptible wheiro
givls were concerned, and this particular girl was sitting next to him, and it was
rather difiicult to be indifferent to her nearness,

The famous chums of Study D, at St. Frark's, were in a Tube teain, iu London,
on their way to Marble Arch, whore ther were to meet Nipper, and Vivian U'ravers,
and Arclie Glenthorne, and a few other celebrities of the Remove. It waz Wint
Monday, and a whole crowd of fellows had decided to go to Lovd's, to sce the cricket.

Marble ‘Arch Tube Station had been fixed as a kind of rendezvous. At this point
tue juniors would join forces, and procecd along the Ldgware Road by bus, getting
off at St. John's Wood Road.

Handforth might not have noticed the girl ovdinarily; bui on enteving the Tube
train be nad clumsily trodden on one of her feet, and had then made thines worso
Ly sitting on her bag. She had accepted his hlurted-out apologics with a little smils,
and a murmur to the effeet that it was quite a'l rvight. IEven that smile Lad struek
Handforth as being forced and strained.

She was quite a nice girl, by the look of her—-not more tlhan sixteen or &eventeon,
Swartly dressed, in a fashionable summer frock, she was quite charming.  Handforth,
gloncing sideways, could see that her hair was chestoul, and ratber cuvlv,  She was

- pretty, too: Handforth had seen this at the fiest glanee,

~But it was andeniable that her expression was harassed—and in hor eves thore was
that hunied look, It worried Haudiovtl. It was perfeetly ridieulous that a ripping
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girl like this should look so harassed.

“Better get ready, Handy,” said Church.
“Marble Arch 1s the next stop.”

“Eh?" said Handforth.

““Marble Arch is the next stop.”

“No,” said Handforth,

« “What do you mean—*‘ No’?"

“Eh? Don’t bother me now !” said Hand-
forth impatiently. “I've got an idea that———
By George! I'm right, too!”

Church and McClure were frankly puzzled.
They could not understand their leader's
drift. So far, they had not noticed the girl
that sat on the other side of Handforth,
They knew, of course, that her foot had been
trodden on, and that Handforth had clumsily
apologised; but they were rash enough to
believe that the incident was closed.

Handforth had forgotten all about the
cricket, and the fact that Marble Arch was
the next stop. He was subject to very sudden
and unexpected attacks like this, Church and
McClure were gencrally on the alers for the
first symptoms; but this morning they were
somewhat lax. DPerhaps they felt there was
no danger, since Irene Manners had pro-
mised to be at Lord’s Cricket Ground with a
number of her girl chums from the Moor
View School. And Handforth was especially
keen on the fair Irene. How could Churceh
and McClure suspect that he wonld be smitter
by a perfect stranger in the Tube train?

Handforth wasn’t looking at the girl now—
not even sideways. He¢ had noticed that she
kept glancing up the long coach, and he was
certain, by now, that a hard-faced man, with
a bowler hat on his head, was taking an
unusual interest in the giri. It was he, no
doubt, who was causing Handforth’s neigh-
bour to look so hunted.

Edward Oswald took a disllke to the man
on the spot. Yet there was really nothing un
pleasant about him. He was between thirty
and forty—quiet, yet determined, with a par
ticularly keen look about his eyes. The man
was standing, for the carriage was over
crowded at the other end. He now let go of
his strap, and moved nearer.

“Oh !” murmured the girl,

Handforth heard that little exclamation
of dismay; and 1t was impossible for him teo
contain himself any longer.

“Beg pardon, miss, but if that fellow’s
bothering you, just say the word !” he mur

mured, looking into her brown eyes.
“Therc’s three of us here, and we'll soon
send him about his business | i

“No, no!” said the girl quickly.
vou ever so much, but please don’t trouble.
It’s quite all right, I really don’t know the
man at all.”

“He secems to know you, though,” said
Handforth pointedly,

“I—1 ean’t understand it,” she murmured.

Handforth felt a tug at his sleeve, and
he looked round impatiently. Both Chureh

and McClure were regarding bhim in a
startled way., '
“What's -the idea, fathead?” whispered

“What are you talking to that girl

("hureh.
for®”

“Thank

“Mind your own business|” hissed Hand.
forth.

“Crumbs I” said McClure, with a groan.

He exchanged a quick glance with Church,.
In that flash, they recognised the symptoums.
Handforth had been smitten again! 'There
could be no mistaking that soft, far-away
look in his eyes. Church and MecClure had
seen it often enough, and they had grown to
fear it. Handforth was difficult enough to
manage at the best of times; but whencver
he got into one of those moods he was well-
ingh unmanageable,

“Well, thank goodness we're getting out in
half a jiffy!” muttered Mae, under his
breath. :

“What difference will that make?” said
Church bitterly. *“He'll stick in this carriage
until the girl gets out! Goodness only knows

' where we shall be taken to!”

“Rats!” said McClure.
out by force!”

Handfeorth felt his sleeve plucked again,
and this time he fairly glared.

“Come on, Handy—we're nearly there,”
said Church carelessly. ““We'd better be get-
ring to the door, so that we shan’t waste any
Lime.™

Handforth bent over his chums, and his
eyes were gleaming.

“Any more rot from you chaps, and I'll
slaughter you!” he whispered threateningly.
“You silly asses! This girl is being bothcied
by some rotter further up the carriage. Ho
kxeeps looking at her, and she's scared stiff.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” protested Church,
“Any preity girl is liable to be looked at in
a Tube train.”

“This one’s more
Handforth stoutly.

“Don’t speak so loud you chump, she’ll
near you !”

“Eh? Oh, well, what does it matter ?* said
Handforth recklessly. “I'm going to offer
to .stand by, in case that merchant gets
troublesome.”

He turned back again, and he was quite
unaware of the fact that a little transfer had
taken place during that last moment. Hand-
forth happened to have a light mackintosh
over his arm; and, quick as a flash, the girl
had slipped a tiny package into the pocket
of the mae. The movement had been =0
swift, so clever, that Handforth had felt
nothing. The other passengers, too, had scen
nothing., But it was an undeniable fact that
the girl allowed a fleeting expression of rclief
to appear in her eyes,

And at that moment the man in the bowler
hat arrived on the spot, having worked his
way down the carriage,

“Well, well! This is an unexpected plea-
sure,” he said with a geniality that had a
grim note in it, “T thought it was you.
(Going anywhere in particular?”

The girl breathed hard,

“GCood-morning, Mr. Marshall,” she said
falteringly. d

“We'll get out at Marble Arch, if you
don’t mind,” said Mr. Marshall,

“Oh, but I'm goinr furthor——0o

“We'll drag him

than pretty |” said

ry
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"I don't think so,” interrupted Mz, Mar-
siall, *In fact, I'm suro vou're not, We'l
both get out at Marble Arch.”

Handforth boiled. He had lieard every-
thing. Here was this girl—this ripping girl—
saving that she intended travelling further
thait Marble Arveh Station, and this ugly
rotter was laying down the law |

“f say, look here!” protested Handforth
wrathfully., “If the young lady wants to
travel—="

“Friend of yours?"” asked Mr, Marshall,
looking at the girl, and then indicating the
schioolboy.

“No; I don’t know him,” said the girl.
“I'm sure 1 don’t know what's the matter
witit him.”

* Leave him to me, Miss Winston,* said the
man in the bowlter hat. *“Now, young 'un,
wihat's the idea?”

“1f this young ladvy doesn’t want wvou to
tallkk to her, why don't you go ewav*" de-
m:nmield Handforth indignantly, “I'or two
ping, I'd—"

“Marble Arch!” droned the conductor, at
tie end of the carriage.

“Come on!” <caid Church
“Tend a hand, Mac "

"[hiey seized hold of Handforth, vauked him
oul of his scat, and fairly dragged him down
t'ic carriage; and as the train-was ﬁ’mrping
at the same moment, the efforts of Church
ard McClure were provided with a useful
impetus.  All three juniors went hurtling to
tiie end of the carriage, and, before Hand-
forth could realise it, he was bundied out on
to the platform,

“Where's the
casped Choreh,
Lieve we  are!

vy

“Hi! Le'me go!”
roarced Handforth.
“Yousillv asses! If you
don't let me go——"

“Welve ot to
hoey '™ smad  Church.
“The other chaps are
waiting for us.”

“Blow the other
chaps!" howled Hand-
forth.

“We're late already,”
peged MceClure. “If we
dou't show up pretty
sooi, they won’t wait
1S,

“Who cares?” bellowed Edward Oswald.

Bat Church and McClure took no notice of
. They could see that the smarvtly-
dgressed young lady was getting out of the
tiain, too, and they had a fear, which
atmounted to a convietion, that Handforth
vodld make a ehump of himself 1f e was
ailowed to have his own wav., The girl
had au ezcort, and this man, not unnaturally,
{‘- anid resent any interference frow a schiool-

iy,

tiz chiums had @ horror of public “ scencs,”
Somcehow  or other, Handforth generally
managed to create one or two duving the

anxiously,

hift 9"
“Oh,
This

L h"

1

|

b

npolidays. And the more public thie place,
the more Handforth was liable to make any
ass of himself,

So for once Church and MceClure were a
very determined pair of juniorz. As a rule,
they allowed Handforth to have very much
his own way, but when the oceasion de-
manded they could be relentless., This was
clearly one of those occasions., They simply
couldn’'t allow- Handforth to make an idiot
of himself with this girl—who was a perfece

' stranger.

The girl herself watched the three school-
boyi hurtling down the platform with an
anxtous light in her eyes. Her heart nearly
lcapt into her mouth when she saw that
Handforth almost dropped his mackintosl:.
But her companion had no cause to suspeci
that she was particularly interested in that
article of apparel. He had lightly gripped
her arm, and he appeared to be guite affable.

Handforth’s chums, by dint of their rush-
ing tactics, succeeded in getting Handforth
to the lifts before any of the other passengers
were on the spot. They went rushing into
the first lift, and found it empty. '

“Now then, young gents—now then!"
satd the lift attendant reprovingly., “In a
bit of @ "urrv, ain't you?"

“Yes!” gasped Church. “Quick! Tor
roodness’ sake, send this lift up! Never

mind the other passengers! We're haviug
a bit of trouble with our pal.”

“Be a sportsman!” urged McCluve.

They clung on to Handforth like leeches,
and Handforth struggled violently,

“Iet me go!” he bellowed. "By George!
I'll half skin you fov
this! I'l—I'{—"

“Perhaps it'll be as
well,” said the attend.
ant thoughtfully.

He cast a quick
glance at the school-
boys, and another
glance at the ordinavy
passengers who wero
coming along the sub-
way, There were

plenty of other lifts.
e touched a couple

of buttons, and the
gates auntomatically
clanged to, leaving

Handforth & Co. alone
in that particulay lift.
It commenced its upward journey.
“(Good man!” saids Churcli, wiith relicf.
“He is a sportsman!”

CHAPTER 2.
Rather Awkward!
HAN’DF(JRTH'S feelings Were too deep

for words. He had just caught a

glimpse of his heroine as she was

led towards the lifts by her com-
paunion, Only that one glimpse, mnd then
the lift had gone up, cutting her from his
view,
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“You rotters!” he panted thickly. “You]
think you’ve beaten me, don’t you? Dut

wait until we get to the top!”

“We shall be all right then!” said Church.
“Nipper and Travers and a gang of the other
chaps are waiting for us, They’'ll jolly well
s¢e that you don't start any of your tommy

rot! I'm surprised at you, Handy! Fall-
ing 1n Jlove with strange girls in Tube
trains!”

Handforth coloured.
“I didn’t fall in love!” he said fiercely.
"“But that girl was in distress——"

“Draw 1t mild!” protested MecClure.
“How the dickens do you know that she
was in distress?”

“1 could see it in her eyes!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Church helplessly.

“When this lift gets to the top, I'll show
you whether I'm to be put off or not!” went
on Handforth, “You and the rest of the
chaps can clear off to Lord’s. I'm not inter-
ested in cricket this ‘'morning.”

“But it’s Whit Monday !” said McClure.
“And all the chaps are expecting us to——"

“Let them expect!” broke in Handforth
coldly. “That gir]l needs my help. 1 don’t
know who the man is, but I believe he's a

crook !”

“Yes; and for two pins you’d have told
him so to his face!” said Chureh, in exas-
peration, ‘““You’ll finish by getting yourself
locked up, Handy! You can’t go about
London forcing your attentions upon girls
because they happen to be a bit worried——"

“Hallo!” said Mac. “We've stopped!”

There had been something about the stop-
page, too, which did not seem to be normal.
The lift had given a jarring jerk, and had
then jolted to a standstill. It was still some
little distance from the top.

" THAT’S done it ! said Church, after a
pause
“Done what?” asked Han%forth.
“The lift’s stuck!”

“It's stopped, if that’s what you mean

“It must have stuck!” insisted Church.
“These lifts are automatic—the attendant
just pushes the buiton, the lift goes right
up to the top, and then the gates auto-
matically open. At least, that’s wiat they’re
supposed to do. This one must have had a
relapse.”

An expression of alarm came into Hand-
forth’s eyes. .

“Do you mean to .say that we’re bottled
up here?” he asked, looking round wildly.
“Hey!” he added, in a roar. “Do some-
thing, somebody! We're stuck!”

“It’s no good yelling !’ protested McClure,
“They'll get the lift going egain as soon us
they can. 'Lhank goodness we’re alone!”
he added fervently. “Things would have
been a lot worse if a crowd of people had
been in here, too.”

“Why don’t they do something?” shouted
Handforfh frantically. “I was going to
wait at the top for the next lift to come
up! That girl— 1 mean——"

-
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“You're dished, Handy, old men,” =aid
Church sympathetically. * I expect the other
lifts are working all right, and your lady-
love will naturally pass out of your lfe.
And you didn’t even know her name.”

Handforth eclenched his fists, and stamped
up and down.

“Why don’t they do something 7" he asked
hoarsely. “My only hat! It's always the
way! Just when you want to be particu-
larly quick, or when there's a special reason
why nothing should go wrong, everything
goes wrong |’

Church and McClure held different views,
They regarded the lift stoppage as a most
fortunate occurrence. For after Handforth
was fully resigned to the fact that the girl
was lost to him for good, he would probably
become normal.

OWN below, in the subway, as the
D rest of the passengers from that par-
ticular train were getting into
another lift, the attendant gave an
expressive grunt.

“No. 3s gone wrong again!” he said
“Well, it’'s a good thing that there are only.
three schoolboys in it.”

‘“Aren’t the lifts working?” asked one of
the passengers.

“They’re all right except No, 3, replied
the attendant. ‘““No 3 went wrong two days
ago, and there was a whole crowd stuck in
it for pretty mearly an hour. I don't reckon
those boys will sece daylight yet awhile.”

There was only one person within carshot
who received this piece of information with
interest, That one person was Miss Winston.
She allowed an eager light to appear in
her eyes for a second—although her com-
panion did not observe this.

He had placed a light grip on her arm.
and, although she resented this, she made
no attempt to free herself. There seemed
to be something about Mr, Marshall which
compelled her to treat him with much
respect.

There was a considerable squash in the
lift, and neither Mr. Marshall nor his com-
panion said anything as the gates closed,
and the lift commenced its ascent. The girl
had allowed that momentarily-eager expres-
sion to die out of her eyes. She now seemed
to have mingled sensations of fright and
relief.

When they got to the top they noticed
that a number of other schoolboys were
waiting near the lifts. These schoolboys
seemed to be highly animated, too—if not
positively excited. Some sort of argument
scemed to be in progress,

“Y think we'll take a taxi,” said Mr.
Marshall pleasantly.

They were outside in the street now,

“Where arc you taking me to?” asked
the girl, glancing up.

“Vine Street Police Station!”

“Oh, but why?"” she asked indignantly,
“It’'s not fair, Mr., Marshall! You've got
nothing against me—"
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“No?"” interrupted Mr. Marshall. wiio was
ohwiously a police detective. “We'll see

asount that, Anyhow, you're coming along
withh me to Vine Street. If I've made a

mistake, I'll apologise most huwnbly.”

His latter words were more or less sar-
castie, and he was beckoning to a passing
taxt as he voleced them. A moment Iet}r-!‘
thev were in the vehiele, and were speeding
tonards Vine Street Police Station,

Arviving there, the girl was =oon taken
1o the charge-room.

ANDFORTH shook his fistz helplessly,
H “I'll have the Underground prose-
cuted for this!”™ he raved. ™Iive
minutes! And still we're stuck liere,
half-way up the shaft! Can't we get out
somchow? Can’t we smash these gates,
and elimb up the cables®”

“Idiot 1" said Church, as he leancd against
oue of rhe walls. “Those gates are as strong
as a prison! There's no way of getting ow
of here until the lift starts going again, and
gets us to the top.”

“Take it calinly,
MeClarve,

“1 won't take it calmly!” hooled Iland-
fort.

“Then take it the other warx,” said Mac.
“1t won't make any difference, anyhow. Only
T jiggered if I can see the sense in raving
and shouting against the railway company,
Thuey can't help it!”

“I'liey ought to have their lifts 10 proper
working order,” said Handforth sternly.
“It's disgraceful! And just when we're in
suchv a hurry By George! Listen to
that!™

They eould hear a humming <ound, and an
expression of consternation and alarin came
into Edward Oswald’s eyes.

“It's the next lift !" he ejaculated. **My
ouly hat! “The other lifts are working !

“Ounly just found that out?” asked McClure,
withh a sniff, ““I heard ’em (wo or three
miiiutes ago

“Then—then that girl must have got to the
top by now!”

“Ages ago,” said Church, nodding. “My
dear chap, why think any more about that

old advised

man,'

|H

girl?  She’s gone—lost for cver! You'll
never see her again.”
“And a jolly good thing, too!" said

McClure,  “I'm surprised at you, Handy !
Cietting excited like this just because a
strange girl gives you the glad eye!"

“She didn't!” protested Handforth hotly.
“T1'll punch you on the nose, Arnold Me(lure,
if you say that again! She didu't give me
the glad eye!”

“Then vou gave her the glad eve,” said
Mac. “What's the difference? There's
Irene waiting for you at Lord's ground! You
don't deserve to have a rnipping girl like
Irene for a chum!”

Handforth had the decency to turn red,

“Irene's all right,” he said quickiv. “In

fact, she's a jolly fine girl. Pl vou don't
understand.  This other girl—Ulis one in the
tratn—was in distress.  The man was worry-
ing her,”

*How do you Lknow?”

“T1 could sce it in hier eves,” replicd Hand-
forth promptly. “8She looked positively
scarcd. There was a sorl of huuled expres-
ston 1n her eves.”

“You must have looked inlo her eyes
pretty thoroughly to see that,” said Church.
“I only just caught a glimpse of them.
Green, weren't they?”

“Yes, a glorious green——  TLYY said
“No, vou silly fat-
They were

Handforth, with a start,
They weren't green!

head !

brewn! Topping brown cyes, full ef tender-
ness,”’

““1 thought you were partial to bluc eyes?”
asked Mac. “Irenc's eves are blue, arven’t
they 1"

“Never mind!” said Handforth, who was
really very worried.  “I'm suro that girl
needed help. And now, because of this
rotten stoppage, we're diddled! 1 expect
she's a mile away by this time,"”

“Probably two miles,” nodded Church.
“So why worry? 1Ii's no good crying over
spilt milk, Handy. Forget the girl, and——""'

“There might still be a chance if only we
could get out of this beastly lift 1" said Hand-

forth fiercely, “Hi! Why doesn’t somebody
do something ?”

He secized the iron trellis-work of the gale
and rattled 1it, shouting violently at the same
tune.

“All right—all right!” came a voice from
somewhere—it was difficult to tell whether
from below or above. *Don’t get excited.
We'll have the lift coing again within a few
minutes,”

“There vou are!" said Chureh., * Thare's
no neced {o—— Hallo! What the—— Great
Scott!”

The lift had given a sudden jolt, descending
for about a foof, and then pulling up again
with a violent jerk.

“I thought we were going to drop dawn
sheer!” said McClure, with a gasp. “I suy!
I hope they don’t make a mess of it, you
know. It'll be all up with us if this [ift

| suddenly drops!”
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“Tt ean’t do that,” said Church. *There
arc all sorts of safety devices. I expect
they'r# trying to get the mechanismn going
again.”

“It’s about time they finished with these
silly lifts!” grunted Handforth., “There
ought to be nothing but esculators.”

The lift gave another jerk, proving that
something was being done, at all events, It
was all the more exasperating because the
lift was only ten or twelve feet from the top.
Yet this, of course, made no difference.
Handforth & Co. were sccurely imprisoned,
and there would be no escape for them
until the mechanism was re-started.

In the station lobby, rapidly becoming
impatient, stood a group of other 8t. Frank’s
boys. Nipper was prominent, with ‘Tommny
Watson and Tregellis-West, his own study-
mates. Vivian 'fra,vﬂrs was there, too—and
Archie Glenthorne, Reggie Pitt, (Castleton,
IFullwood and a few others.

“We can always rely upon Handy to make
a mess of things,” Tommy Watson was say-
ing. “He can’t even meet us by appointment
without being late. The cricket match 1s just
about stasing now, too, Unless we buck up
we shall never get in. It's Bank Holiday,
don't forget.”

“Draw it mild, old man,” protested Nipper.
“It’s hardly fair to blame Handy this time.
He couldn't help the lift going wrong, could
he?”

“I suppose not,” admitted Watson, * But
why the dickens did he choose this particular
lift 9’

“It’s the very one he would choose, dear old
fellow,” said Travers, with a chuckle. *If
Handy doesn’t get into trouble of his own
making, then lhe finds trouble of some other
cort, It comes natural with him.”

Reggie Pitt joined them,

“They're saying that it’ll be ffteen or
twenty minutes before they can get the lift
going again,” he remarked. “I’'ve just asked
one of the officials.”

“Hard lines,” said Nipper. ‘' We've got to
wait, of course. It would bardly be sporting
of us to go off, leaving these three chaps in
the lurch.”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie Glenthorne.
‘“Absolutely!  What about the good old
waiting-room? Isn’'t there a place here where
a chappie can spread his bones?”

“There’s Hyde Park just across the road,”

said Castleton. “Tons of grass there,
Archie.”
© “Good gad, no!” said Archie. “If you

chappies are staying here, I'll stay with you.
I mean, it’s up to us to rally round, what?
I suppose we couldn’t do something to help%”
“I'm afraid not,” said Nipper. *“ We've
simply got to wait—and the worst of it is,
we don’t know how long the wait will be.”
However, they were all agreed that it was
up to them to stand by until Handforth &
Co. were released from their imprisonment,

CHAPTER 3
Developments!

l ~HIEK DETECTIVIS - INSPECTOR

‘ LENNARD, of Scotland Yard,
walked Dbriskly into Vine Strect
Police Station.

“*’AMorning, Marshall,” said to the
divisional deteclive-sergeant, ™ Any results?”

“We don’t know yet, sir,” said Marshall,
“The girl’s being searched now.”

“Well, let’s hope there’s some definite
result,” said the Yard man, with a frown,
" But I'm not particularly hopeful. Desides,
we've really got nothing against him—yet.”

“Well, this girl is Mortimer’s niece,” said
the detective-sergeant, “1've had my cye on
her for some little time., She's been mixed
up in one or two jobs, although I bhaven’t
actually caught her with the goods yet.”

“What made you bring her in?” asked
Lennard.

“Well, I was really keeping an cye on
Mortimer,” replied the detective-sergeant.
“He'd no idea I was observing him, and he
went as.far as Vottenham Court Road on
the Underground. He met his niece in one of
the subways, and I'll swear he passed her a
little package.”

“Oh!” said Lennard, opening his eyes,

“It was pretty quick work, but I was on the
look-out for something of that sort,” went on
Marshall complacently.  “ Anyhow, when
Mortimer parted from the girl I let him go.
I thought the girl neceded looking after.”

“Quite right, too,” said the chief inspector.
“You think he passed her the diamonds, ¢h "

“Well, it looks pretty fishy, doesn’t it, sir?”

“Anyhow, you were wise in bringing the
girl in,” said the Yard man. " If Mortimer
shpped her a package, 1it’s ten to one that
that package contained the Kingsway
diamonds,”

Just at present Scotland Yard was giving
quito a lot of attention to the affair of the
famous IKingsway diamonds.  Several days
carlier Lady Kingsway, the wife of Loxd
Kingsway, had been robbed. IHer celebrafed
diamonds, valued at something like seventy-
five thousand pounds, had been taken from
her Park Lane flat.

The job haa obviously been done by an
expert cat-burglar, and Scotand Yard ever
since had been closely watching the move-
ments of several likely suspecis.  Sam
Mortimer was onc of them. There was really
nothing to connect him with this particular
robbery, but he was a man who had been
more than once convicted of silar
burglaries, and his movements, in conse-
quence, were watched with great interest by
the police.

Chicf-inspector Lennard was in charge of
the case, and so far there had been no
definito result, There ‘had been many lines
of inquiry, but all had led to nothing.

This morning’s incident, therefore, was par-
ticularly intercsting, If Sam Mortimer had
passed a package to his niece, the matter,
apparently so trivial, was significant.

he
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¢ My only hat ! She’s pinched your mac ! " ejaculated Church, Handlorth spun round in a rage.

Ho wasn’t going to hear Margaret spoken ol like that—— And then he started.

He was just in

time to see the girl running towards an exit, and over her arm was his mackintosh |

Aortimer knew that he was Leing watched,
and if he really had the diamonds he wonld
naturally go to considerable pains to get rid
of them. And perhaps he had felt that his
nicce would make a safe go-between.,  Per-
laps she had been on her way to couvey the
loot to a ‘““fence,” or receiver,

“Who is this girl?"” asked Lennard whilst
they waited.

“Oh, she’s a rather decent sort, I Lelieve,”
replied Marshall,  “Not the ordinary tipe,
anyhow., A cut above Mortimer., Iather's
a sailor, T believe, and spends most of his
time at sea. The girl's been living with her

uncle for a month or two now—cever since
Lier mother died.”
“Hm'" grunted the Yard man. “The

eirl's probably decent enough; but, with a
man like Sam Mortimer 1n charge of her,
she’s liable to go crooked. A pity! I hate
anvthing like that.”

“Yes, sir, 1it's a bit rough on her,"” said
tlie other. *““A vear apgo, I imagine, she was
us innocent as any schoolgirl, It's since lLier
mother died that Mortimer has been influenc-
ing Ler. But what else can you expect? She
lives with him, having nowhere else to go.
After all, ke's her uncle, and with her father
at sca most of the time—""

He was interrupted by the appearance of
Aiss Winston  herself, accompanicd Ly a
wardress,

“Well” asked Lennard sharply.

“Nothing, =sir,” replied the wardress,
I‘I‘IH;F scarched her, but there's nothing ou

er.

The chief inspector shrugeed his shoulders,
and  Marshall uttered an exclamation of
annoyance.

“Hang it! T'll swear I saw Loak
here, Miss Winston, why not come out with
it?"”" he asked bluntly. “What was it that
vour uncle gave to yvou in the subway?”
The girl looked at him with cold disdain.

“I hope you're satisflied, Mr. Marshall,”
she said secornfully. “My uncle gave me
some money, if you want to know, Being
Bank Holiday, I was going out to enjoy

myself, I'd arranged to mcet scine girl
friends——"

“Yes, ves, of course,” interrupted the
detective-sergeant., “That’s all very well,

Bul are vou sure that Mortimer didn't pass
vou something else—in addition to some
noney 77

“I'm cuite sure,” she said steadily.

They questioned her further, but it was no
good. And, as they had absolutely nothing
against her, they were obliged to let her go.
Indeed, Chicef Inspector Lennard was of the
frank opinion ‘that Marshall had made a
mistake.

TIIE girl’s expression changed completely

a minute after she had left the polico

station, el
Her look of injured innocence
deserted her,  She Dbecame agitated and

alinost feverish, *»One might have supposed
that she would he intensely relieved to get

out of the hands of the police, Yet sho

dscemed utterly and completely frantic,
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In spite of her agitation, however, she
made sure that no police officers were follow-
ing her. She sccured a taxicab, and
directed the driver to go io Marble Arch.

“It’s the only way!” she told herself
tensely., ““They might be able to let me
know where those boys went to. Yet it's
doubtful. But if I can only find that boy,
everything will be all right. If I have to go
back and tell uncle I've lost i

She paused, drawing her breath in quickly,
and her eyes became {rightened—terrified,.

“He’ll kill me!” she whispered to herself.
“Oh, if I have to tell himn that he’ll kill me !”

The one thought which kept throbbing
through her brain was that the lift nad stuck
in the shaft at the Marble Arch Tube station.
How long had those boys been imprisoned in
the lift?  Practically an hour Jll)ad passed
since the mishap. By now they would be
gone—perhaps on the other side of London—
without any clue regarding the route they
had taken, And that muciintﬂsh, carelessly
slung over Handforth’s arm

“But what else could T do?"” asked the girl
fiercely. “If 1 hadn't done it the police
would have found the package on me, and
that would have been worse than this!”

It was some little consolation to recalise that
she bad saved the situation by her prompt
sleight-of-hand performance. 'The police were
not likely to bother her again to-day. If only
she could get on th:e track of those schoolboys
she might yet save the entire situation.

She reached Marble Arch station, dis-
missed the taxi, and her heart necarly leapt
into her mouth when she beheld a crowd of
schoolboys laughing and talking just nside
the station,

“Oh!” she murmured, hardly able to credit
lier good fortune.

o BOUT time, too!” said Handforth

A wrathfully, '

“It’s no good kicking, old man,”
said Nipper. " You weren’t kept in
the lift for much longer than an hour——-"

“An hour!” yelled Handforth, “Isn’t that
enough? T'm going to tell my pater to write
to the Underground about this!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“They didn’t do it on purpose, you ass!”
said Fullwood. “‘Mishaps like that are
always liable to happen. You were just un-
lucky, that's all.”

None of the other juniors could quite
understand Edward Oswald Handforth’s
frantic excitement. There had been a long
delay in getting the lift working again; but
the meident was over now, so what was the
good of grumbling? It was like Handforth to
make a fuss, but even he was acting rather
strangely.

“It wouldn’t have been so bad if all the
lifts bhad got stuck,” he said, locking round
with searching eyes. “But the other lifts
kept working, didn’t they? I mecan, the
other passengers came up and went out?”

“Of course they did,” said Nipper,
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over an hour agol”
“Oh, why didn't all the

And that was
groaned Handforth,
lifts go wrong?’

“Here, I say, dash it1” protested Archie,
“T mean, somewhat uncharitable, whatt”

“He doesn’t mean to be,” said Church.
“He's only thinking about the girl.”

“The girl 7" chorused the other St. Frank’s
juniors, _

“He met some girl in the train,” =md
Church relentlessly, “Not a bad looking
girl, I'll admit that. About sixteen or =even-
teen, I should think, jolly smartly decssed
and quite nice-looking. Ioor old Handy was
smitten,”

“You—you——"" began IIandforth, colour-
mng.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There was some fellow in the train talk-
ing to her, and Handy didu’t like it,” put in
McClure. **He thought she was Dbeing
bothered, or something, and he started
butting in. Churchy and I whisked him away
to the lift, and by a picce of bad Juck we
got in the wrong one!”

“The right one, I think,” grinned Nipper.
“It made him lose the girl!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, it's no good looking for her now.’
said Travers. “Well, well! Our flickle
Handy! And there’s the fair Irene at Lord's,
probably waiting anxiously to see his rugged
face! If she only knew!”

“You silly, hulking great idiot!” roarcd

L]

Handforth. “Blow Lord’s! I don't want to
see  cricket now! I'm going te make
mquiries—-—""

“Grab him ! sang oul Nipper. *‘‘That girl
must have gone from here an hour ago, and
there's no telling where she is now, Come
on! We'll all get to Lord’'s at once. 1It's
Bank Holiday, and the chances are that we
ghall lind the gates closed. Still, yvou never
know your luck.”

Nipper and the other fellows were intensely
amused when they heard the full details of
Handforth's latest ‘‘atfair.”  There was
nothing new in this. He was liable to be
attacked at any moment., Without anv warn-
ing Handforth would fall m love with a
wailtress, or a shop assistant, or a flag-day
collector, Chwreh and MeClure were always
having trouble with him of that kind.

But just at present hie scemed to be more
soverely “bitten ” than usual. Perhaps this
was beeause he had seen that hunfed Jook in
the girl's eyes.

IFor once landforth had not been mistaken,
AMiss Winston actually had been hunted, and
her anxiety had been real enough. I nrther-
more, he scemed {to have lost her, without
the shightest hope of ever seeing her again,
This was another rcason for his unhappiness,
Cricket had completely lost its charm for
him. Ile had no desire to go to Lord's.
Yet, on the other hand, he knew perfoctly
well that to look for that girl in the whole
of London would be about as difficult as
looking for a needle in a haystack.
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And then, just as he was being hustled out
of the statiou by the other fellows, he guve
a zasp of sheer, unbelievable astonishment.

“"There she 1s5!"” he ejaculated breathlessly,

Church and McClure jumped.  They were
staving in the same direction as Handforth,
and they were just in time to see a smartly
dressed girl crossing the road. Her siim,
silken-clad legs fairly twinkled as she ran
a¥ross the road, avoiding the traffic,

“It can't be the same girl!” said Church
.‘-C‘C*i‘lllel}l;\'. “She must have left here ages
4o

“It 15 the same!” ejaculaied Handfovth.
“Do vou think I don't know? She looked at
e just now. I saw her
face There you are!
Didn't vou see her glance
round ?"’

“Ghreat Scott!” said
AeClure, startled. ““Handy's
vight! That's the same girl,
sure enough!”’

“Whoa! Hold Lhim!”
grinned Nipper. “ All hands
to the pumps, you chaps!
We can't have our Handy
chasing girls in the public
gtreets! What next 7’

And Edward Oswald
Handforth, much to his
indignation, was  seized
by many hands and held 1n check.

CHAPTER 4.
Looking After Handy!

" E'l me go!” gasped Handforth, strug-
I ing wildly. “You rotters! You
traitors! Let me go!”
“Not this timme, old man,” said
Churcle gently. “We're all going to Lord's
—together, It's rummy about that girl. One
might almost think that she had been wait-
g about on purpose to meet yvou again.”
**That's not unlikely,” said Travers. * Per-
baps he was smitten, too, We don't appre-
ciate Handy's features, but I understand that
tie yvoung ladies go positively crazy over it,”
“Handy's face 1s enough to send anvbody
crazy !” said McClure bluntly,
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, she's gone now,”
““Let's find a bus.”
Handforth was boiling: but Le could do
nothing against so many opponents, In spite
of Lis objections and his yells, he was forced
o1 to the top of a bus on the corner of Idg-
ware Road, and his new hope had been killed,
For the elusive Miss Winston had vanished
again,

AS

Cround, she ?ruickly came to a decision. Her
original interdtion had been to buttonhole
Handforth immediately, making some sort of
pretext for speaking to him, Then she had

said Nipper.

a matter of fact, Mtlsq Margaret

Winston was not very far off.
Having heard that the schoolboys
were bound for Lord's Cricket

1
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suddenly seen that this plan would be futile,
for Handforth's mackintosh, which had been
so carclessly flung over his arm carlier, was
now neatly rolled up, and tucked iuto his
trousers pocket. She could just sce the end
of it, sticking out,.

In a flash, she knew that any farther
sleight-of-hand business was out of the ques-
tion. In her extremity—that is to say, findiug
Detective-sergeant Marshall on her track—
she had slipped a little package into the
pocket of Handforth's mae. At [ﬁ{* time, she
had believed that she could easily recover
it., DBut now the problem looked like being
| a ticklish onec.

Tt must be confessed that
it was rather a shock for thae
niece of Sam Mortimer, the
notorious cat-burglar.  She
felt that she had blundered,
and she paled at the thought
of making her explanations
to her uncle. By hook or by
crook, she must get  that
little package back,

But how?

In an instant she realised
that 1t would be foolish to
make the attempt now with
so many schoolboys sur-
rounding Handforth.  1ar
better to await a favourable

And Miss Winstou dispiayed
She jumped

opportunity.
commendable presence of mind.
mto a taxi, and told the driver to take her

to Lord’s Cricket Ground. T'he schoolboys
were going by bus, so it was obvious that
she would get there fivst. :

Having arrived, she sauntered about, wait-
ing. But it cannot be truthfully said that
her mind was settled. She was in a fever of
impatience—of anxiety, And above all her
concern for the recovery of that package was
the shadow of her uncle’s rage.

Indeed, it secemed incredible that such a
refined, charming girl as this could be in any
way associated with such a rascal as Sam
Mortimer., Theve scemed to be something
definitely wrong in this state of affairs.
Margaret Winston, as anybody could tell at
the first glance, was a really fine girl. Her
eves were frank and open; no dishonesty or
cunning dwelt within these brown depths.
Strangely enough, Handforth had been quite
right when he had read the message of fear
in  those eves. And they haunted him
strangely. He felt sorry for her.

Yet his schoolfellows laughed at him—
scoffted at him. They thought he was
interested in the girl for other reasons.
Handforth pondered. Of course, the girl cer-
tainly was a stunner. She would make a
topping friend. He pictured himself going
along  with her arm-in-arm, her nearness
thrilling him—-— Handforth pulled himself
up with a start. By George! Of course he
wasn't interested in the girl—except to the
extent of wanting to help her. His chums
utterly failed to appreciate the true position,

If it came to that, Handforth failed to appre-

| ciate it, too!
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HIEN he arrived at Lord's, his in-
W terest in cricket had given its final
flicker and had become extin-
guished. He hadn’t the faintest
desire to see a minute of the match. As cager
as the other fellows were to watch the play,
Handforth was just as ecager to get right
‘away from the ground.
~ Yet what was the use? Where could he
go? How could he hope to find his new
heroine amidst London’s millions? It was
all the more exasperating because he had
found her again after she had apparently
been lost for good. He had seen her at
Marble Arch—only to be held back by the
juniors until she had once more vanished.
Handforth’s feelings were too deep for words,

“Buck up, Handy, old man,” said Nipper,
slapping him on the back. *“Here we are!
Things aren’t so bad. The match has only
just started. It was a good thing we origin-
ally arranged to get here an hour before the
kick-off.”

“Kick-off 7 said Handforth dully. *“Ob,
it's a football mateh, 1s 1it? I'd forgotten.
Blow it!" . )

“You ass, it's cricket!” said Nipper. “I
didn’t actually mean kick-off, but——"

“Football or cricket, I don’t care a toss!”
interrupted Handforth. “I'm not keen on
it. Why did I come here? This is a fine
Bank Holiday for me—I don’t think !»

“You'd better forget that girl, old man,”
said Gresham gently. “You’ve lost her now,
anyway.”

“Yes, and it was all your fault!” said
Handforth fiercely. “Blow you all! You
ean laugh at me as much as you like, but I
tell you that girl was in distress!”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“A damsel in distress!” sald Reggile Pitt
gravely, “8et forth, O goodly knight, and
do t1hey deeds of chivalry! Methinks the
wench had designs on thy pocket-book, O
Unsvspicious One.”

“She hadn’t!” retorted Handforth hotly,
“Do you think I don't know? You didn't
sce lier as I did! I'll never forgive you ior
this, you rotters!”

“0Oh, come on!" said Church. “Let's get
inside. I expect we shall find Irene walting
lor us, and perhaps she’ll be able to put
things right.”

Handforith started.

“By George !” he said. “I'd forgotten that
Irenc was here, Don't let her see me, vou
chaps! She's a ripping girl, but she mighin't
understand. Don’t tell her ”

“Rely on us, dear old fellow,” said Travers
gently, “We'll be models of diplomacy.
Girls are frightfully interesting creatures,
bless ’em, but you've got to be dashed tact-
ful with them,”

The juniors crowded through the turnstile,
and found themselves in the great enclosure,
There was plenty of room on the wide ter-
race, where it was possible to stroll about,
watching the play, in comfort. They did not
attempt to secure any seats in the stands yet.

Much to Handforth’s relief, there was no
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sign of Ireno Manners, or Marjorie Temple, !
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or Doris Berkeley, or any of the other Moor
View schoolgirls. As a rule, Handforth was
wore cager than anybody else to greet these
voung ladies; but to-day he had no enthu-
siasm for them, 'The girl in the Tube tram
| filled his thoughts to the exclusion of all
 others, even including the fair Irene.

“Late again!” said Reggie Pilt, with a
hopeless gesture.  “Ob, these girls! My
sister’'s as bad as any of 'em. They turn
up an hour late, and calmly think that
they're well on time!”

"A weakness of the fair sex, dear old
fellow,” said Travers smiling. “We must bo
indulgent with them. And fo-day, as you
must admit, it doesn't matter. They're
bound to find us here when they turn up.”

“Yes—if they manage to get i, said
Reggie. “The crowds are still pouring
through the turnstiles, and Winnie and ghe
other girls may find themselves shut out.”

“By Jingo! That was a ripping knock !”
said Church enthusiastically. *“A boundary,
you chaps! Who's batting 7"

“Don’t ask me!” said Handforth gruffly,
“1'm not watching.”

“My hat! Still thinking about that girl?”

“Yes, I am!” retorted Handforth. “1've
finished with you chaps! You’re a crowd
of heartless rotters! T tell you, that girl was
im acute distress. I could see the agony in
her eyes,  I'm not spoofing, blow you!”

“0Of course you're not, old son,” said
McClure gently., *“We know that you meant
well,  But do you seriously think that the
girl wowd have allowed you to help her?
Dash it, you can’t go butting into the affairs
of perfect strangers, Handy ! She would only
have snubbed you for your pains. Better for-
cet her, and enjoy the ericket.”

“I wish I knew where she went,” said
Handforth gloomily,

“"Well, vou'll never find her now, so make
up your mind to ecnjoy the ericket,” said
Church. “It's a glorious day for the game.
No sign of rain, and By the way, what
did you do with your mackintosh?” he added
sharply. “You haven't lost 1t, have von ™

“Noj; I rolled it up and shoved it in my
pocket.??

“We told vou not te bring it,” put in
McClure, *“You don’t need a mackintosh to-
dav, Handyv: there's going to be no rain.”

“One of von chaps had better take charge
of 1t,” said Handforth, pulling the folded
carment out and handing it over., “I'm
fed up with 1t, anvhow.”

“Well, T like that!” said Church indig-
nantly. “Woe told vou not to bring the mac.,
and now you shove it on to us!”

But they took it all the same—partly
because they felt that Handforth would in-
evitablv lose it before the day was over if
it was left in his care.

He wandered off disconsolately, and Church
and MecClure regarded him anxiously for a
fewe moments. Then they looked rather
rehellious,

“What are we poing to do—spend

(Continued on puge 14.)

the
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whole day looking after Handy, or are we
going to watch the cricket?” asked Church.

“Watch the ecricket!” replied McClure
promptly. “Blow Handy! There's a limit
m all things, and I'm jiggered if we're going
to waste our whole day. Besides, there’s no
danger that he’'ll wander far. He knows jolly
well he won’t be.able to find that girl again.”

Curiously enough, at that very moment
Handforth had spotted her!

DWARD OSWALD could hardly believe
the evidence of his eves.

He had given up al! hope of secing
Miss Winton again after he and his
chums had been released from the lift. Then
he had seen her—only to be held back by
the juniors until she had once more vanished.
Now, by all that was miraculous, here she
was again! In Lord’s Cricket Ground—in

the very same enclosure as himself !

Handforth did not pause to conszider that
such an occurrence was far beyond the bounds
of ordinary coincidence. He was only aware
of the astounding fact that here she was—-
and, to make things even more wonderful,
she was actually smiling at him |

“By George !” he breathed.

He pulled himself together, and looked
hastily round. Some of the other juntors
were within sight. But this time he did
not make any blunder; he did not shout
aloud, or make any sudden move. Kxperi-
ence is & great teacher, and Handforth acted
with great caution. He pretended to become
very interested in the cricket, then, gradu-
ally, he edged his way clear of the St.
I'rank’s fellows, as though seeking to obtain
a clearer point of vantage.

Actually, he was edging his way nearer
to the girl.

He glanced at her again. She was
apparently not expecting that sudden look,
for he surprised her. She was gazing at
him anxiously, almost feverishly; and in
her eyes there was that same light of tense
worry. Yet she smiled instantly now,

Handforth pushed his way past a few
people, and raised his cap.

“I—I say, this i1s pretty good, you know,”’
he said clumsily. ““Awfully pleased to sce
yvoa again. I—I mean, I thought w

“Why, tsn't it the boy who was in the
Tube train?” asked Margaret Winston, in
a friendly manner. "1 knew I had seen you
before somewhere. Isn't it glorious here?”

And the ice. so to speak, was definitely
broken.
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CHAPTER 5.
Not so Easyl

ARGARET WINSTON was bitterly
M " disappointed.
The mackintosh had vanished from
Handforth’s pocket! And, after
all, that mackintosh was the only reason why
she was interested in this rugged youth. For
himself she cared nothing. For the mackin-
tosh she oared nothing. But she certainly
wanted the little package that reposed in
the coat pocket. Now she saw (hat Iand-
forth had somehow discarded the garment.
A horrifying thought occurred to her that
he might have lost it. It was a point that
must be cleared up without any delay.

“T love cricket,” she said, as though trying
to find an easy subject for conversation. “ The
only thing that spoils it 1s the rain.”

“T don’t think there’ll be any rain to-day,”
said Handforth, glancing at the blue sky.

“But didn’t you have a mackintosh when
I saw you before?”

“T was an ass to bring it,” said Handiorth,
nodding. “1 gave it to two of my chums
io look after. They were afraid I should
lose it, I expect,” he added, with a grin,
“I'm a bit careless with my togs.”

“T hope they’'re not carcless,” said Mar-
raret fervently.

“That's jolly nice of vou—to be concerned
for my giddy mackintosh,” grinned Hand-
forth. “But you needn’t worry—it'll be as
safe as houses with those chaps. I say, if
it isn’t butting in, or anything like that,
was that chap bothering you in the Tube?
I mean, I wanted to punch him in the
eye 1

“I’'m glad you didn’t,” interrupted the girl,
laughing. ‘“He was only an acquaintanece,
and [—well, T soon got rid of him. I would
rather you didn't mention him again.”

She was slightly relieved, although she
could see no solution to her problem. It
was not so easy! The thing which had
appeared to be so childishly simple was pre-
senting all sorts of snags. There was an
clusive quality in that mackintosh !

Somehow or other, she must get possession
of Handforth’s mackintosh. She had saved
herself from Detective-sergeant Marshall by
her swift action in the Tube train; but she
was almost as badly off now. True, she was
not harassed by the police; but when she
thought of her uncle, and of his anger, if
she failed to deliver that package, she
trembled.

She looked at Handforth, and she could
see the edmiring light in his eyes. This
fellow would not be so difficult to deal with.
She must lead him on—she must pretend to
be interested in him, and later, perhaps, she
would secure an opportunity of getting
possession of his mackintosh.

Margaret flushed guiltily as she glanced
away. She felt that the whole thing was
contemptible. She was ashamed of herself
for the trick she was perpetrating. Behinid

L her feeling of o ‘~n. was a different
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cmotion.  She was reseniful against her
iele—she was angry. It was hie who had
forced her into this contemptible position.
(Once or twice she had felt like abandoning
the whole thing; then, when she remembered
that lier father was at sea and that she
had no home but her uncle's, she was com-
petled to swallow her anger.

She had sense enough to know that ghe
was being used as a tool. Ifer rasecally
unele, feeling certain that she would not be

suspected, had employed her asz a go-
between,  But the polico had been clever
cnough to detect this dodge, aund 1t was

on!v by Margaret’'s presence of mind that
grave trouble had been averted.

Margaret went hot and cold a3 she
thought of her recent adventure with the
police. She knew that that package con-
twined the famous Kingsway diamonds, If
ihrey had been found on her she would have
been arrested, and no doubt she would have
been convieted as her unele’s accomplice and
sent to prison,

I+ was small wonder that Margaret Win-
s:on botled with inward anger. It was
<hameful that her uncle should have sub-
jeceted her to that danger. For, to tell the
reuth without any further delay, Margaret
was a good, honest girl, svith an utter
Lorror of her unele's roguery. Yet Mortimer
was her guardian, and his home was her
lorne.  Short of running away—wiich, in-
dred, she had often contemplated—szhe couid
do nothing but suffer his bullying and petty
persecution,

“Penuy  for them!” came a cheerful
Toiee,
Margaret started, and found HHandlorth

regarding her with frank amusement and
aciiniration. She could not help flushing
acain. She could see that this schoolboy
was a3 honest as the daylight, and as inno-
cont of hier real purpose as a baby., She felt

exiraordinarily guilty, and her self-contempt .

wa3 even greater than before.

Yet sho must go on with it! Tailure to
recover that package would mean a terrible
cquarrel with her uncle. He would beat hLer
—-a3 he had beaten her before—Dbrutally, and
cruelly,  And she dreaded the thought of
running away from her home now—for she
was expecting her father’'s ship to arrive in
port any dayv. Besides, where could she go,
even if sho ran away? She had no money—
her unele saw to that—and she had no
friends. Sam Mortimer's associates were
1ot the kind of people with whomn Margare:
could mix.

She was a determined little lady, this gicl,
And she made up her mind, then and there,
that she would get that package back, return
ir to her uncle, and tell him point-blank
tiiat she would have nothing further to do
with his evil plans. He had trusted her
with that package, and she must recover it,
She would not betray this rogue, richly as
he deserved arrest and imprisonment, After
a'!, he was her own flesh and blood—at
laast, he was her mother's brother—and for
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' her dead mother’s sake it was 1mpossible
for her to betrav him,

“You don’t scem to be verr interested
in the cricket,” remarked Haudforth won-
deringly.

“I—I was thinking,"” said Margaret, in
a low voice., *“It's nothing. Please don't
look so concerned.”

“But I am concerned,” said Handforth
doggedly. “You wero thinking about that
man who bothered you in the train, weren't
vou? By George! I wish you'd ict me help
you, Miss—Miss——"

“Margaret Winston i3 my name."”

“Margarct!” said Handforth dreamily.
“By George! That's a ripping name! I
wish you'd let me help you, Miss Margarct.
It’s no good trying to spoof me, you know.
I'm positive that something i3 worrying vou.
There's an awful scared look in your cyes.”

The girl started; sho had not realiscd that
her distress was so obvious.

“I'm sorry,” sho said quietly, “I am a
bit worried, I suppose—but I don’t think you
can help me.”

“If you'll only tell me—m

“Pleoase!” said tho girl steadily.

“Oh, all right!” said Handforth. *Yon
know best, I suppose. All the same, 1 hope
you'll change your mind.”

“Where are your friends ¥" asked Margaret
abruptly.

“IKh? Oh, somewhere about, 1 think—
watching the cricket!” said Handforth, “I
say, they’ll only chip me if they sce us

together. How about going somewhere?
I'he Zoo, for example? It's not far off.

Only a short walk, I believe. We're com-
paratively near to Regent’s Park.”

“I don't think I should like to go to tho
Zoo, thank you,” said Margaret, shaking
her head.

“Madame Tussauds, then,” said Handforth
eagerly., “It'll be ripping there to-day.”

“On Whit Monday ?" asked the girl dryly.
;:II’m ufraid it will be very crowded, Mr.—
Mr. 59

“Oh, rats! Don't call me mister anyvthing.
My mname’'s Ted Handforth. I'm a St.
Frank's fellow, you know. I'm called Ted—
although most of the chaps call me Handy.”

“Then I'll call you Handy, if you don't
mind,” said Margaret. “And I'd much
rather remain here—Handy. I should very
much like to meet your fricnds.”

Handforth started,
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This was the last thing he desired; but,
since she suggested it, there was nothing else
for it but to fall in with her wishes, He
could not guess that her main reason for
wanting to meet his friends was to locate
the exact whereabouts of the f{ateful
mackintosh.

I'ortunately Handforth had forgotten all
about Irene Manners. He was very friendly
with Irene, and ‘he held her in high eswcem.
Yet he might have been reluctant to face his
girl chum when accompanied by this com-
parative stranger. lIrene might easily have
wondered who she was, and why Handforth
was making such a fuss of her. Not that
there was any nonsense about Irene; she was
a sensible girl, arrd she would probably be
more amused than jealous.

OWEVER, Church and McClure acted
H promptly when they saw Handforth
approaching thrnug% the crowd with
Margaret Winston by his side. As it
happened, Irene was talking to Church and
McClure at the moment, asﬁing them where
their leader was. They could have told her,
but they didn't.

“Supposing we pop round to the refresh-
ment place?” suggested Church hastily.
“Handy may be having a ginger-pop, or
aunIFthmg. Anyhow, it'll be something to

0.

“But don’t you want to watch the ericket ?”
asked Irene wonderingly,

“The ericket? Oh, rather!” said Church.
“But that doesn’'t matter for the minute.
You want Handy, and we'll try to find him.
Come on! This way!”

They fairly scized Irene, and hustled her
off. She thought it rather peculiar, but she
had no suspicion as to the real reason for
their haste.

Arriving at the refreshment-room, they pre-
tended to search, and, having failed to locate
Edward Oswald, they suggested an ice-cream,
Irene was by no means averse,

Qutside, Handforth was looking eagerly for
his chums. There was a defiant ligﬁt in his
eyes. He would introduce Margaret to them,
and they could go to the dickens! By
George! He would show them that he wasn’t
the sort of fellow to be choked off! The
had tried to prevent him meeting this girP:
a.!:td Ih+|3 had got the better of them all along
the line!

“Well, welll Who's your lady friend, dear
old fellow?”
Handforth turned and found Vivian

Travers politely raising his cap. Harry
Gresham and Jimmy Potts and Nipper were
there, too. They also doffed their caps.

“0Oh, rather!” said Handforth briskly.
“This i1s Miss Margaret Winston, you chaps,
Miss Margaret, these are the chaps.”

“T'm very pleased to meet you,”
Margaret, smiling,

“I'm afraid Handy is a bit careless in his
introductions, Miss Winston,” said Nipper,
grinning “I think perhaps we'd better tell
your our names,"”’

And Nipper himself performed the intro-

-

said
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duction in a more formal manner. Margaret
seomed very charmed, and she shook hands
all round. However, she failed to sece any
sign of that mackintosh, and her heart began
Lo sink.

“But I thought you had some other
friends ?” she asked, looking at Handforth.

“Oh, you mean Church and MecClure?”
satd Edward Oswald. “Rather] They're
my special pals, you know. Two of the best.
It’s just like them to be out of the way when
they're wanted. Has anybody here seen
Church and McClure knocking about?”

“I think they’re with Irene,” said Reggie
Pitt solemnly,

Reggie had come up in time to be intro-
duced, and Handforth started gultily at
Reggie’s words.

“Oh, Irene!” he said, trying to speak care-
lessly. “A friend of mine, Miss Margaret,”
he added, with a wave of his hand, “You'll
like Irene when you meet her.”
| “I'm sure I shall, if she's a friend of

vours,” said Margaret.
“Let’'s go and find her,” said Handforth,
“Your two special friends have got your
mackintosh, haven’t they?” asked Margarct.

“My mac? Yes,” said Handforth. ““But
what does it matter? The sky’s blue, and
there’s going to be no rain. There’s no need
for you to worry so much about the giddy
thing.”

He wondered, vaguely, why she should
refer to the mackintosh again—and Margaret
herself felt that it had been risky. But she
was growing anxious—she was, indecd, be-
coming intensely worried.

She was all the more worried later, after a
vain search for Church and McClure. They
were not to be found anywhere—and in that
t great erowd there seemed little or no hope of
ever locating them,

Perhaps this was because Church and
McClure were doing their utmost to keep out
of Handforth’s way.

CHAPTER 6.
Very Suspiciousl

¢« TT'S no good,” said Handforth im-
I patiently. “The fatheads have prob-
ably gone into one of the stands, and
we’ll never find them in this crowd.

What does it matter, anvhow ?”’

Margaret Winston did not reply. She was
fee]m% desperate now. All this trouble over
a simple mackintosh | If only Handforth had
kept ssesston of his property, tho girl
could have secured that little package long
ago. As things were going, it seemed to her
that she would be completely helpless. A sort
of panic swept over her, She thought of what
her uncle would say when she was obliged to
make an explanation,

She and Handforth had paused where the
crowd wasn’t quite so dense, and she was
pretending to watch the cricket. Handforth,
looking at her, could not fail to observe that

i

look in her eyes.
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There came a click from the"door and Handforth, swinging round, noticed that the portal was silently

opening, inch by inch.
spine,

“I say, why don't you tell me what's
wrong?” he asked impulsively, *“You're
irightened, Miss Margaret.”

“No, no!” she said quickly.
EF.cally, it's nothing.”

“You can't spoof me!” said Handforth.
“It is something—and something big, too!
Why are vou looking so scared? It's—it's not
right that a dainty, pretty girl like you—
I—I mean, that you should be looking so
miiserable on such a sunny, glorious day.”

“I wish it would rain!” said Margaret
Litterly,

Handforth did not understand the hidden
meaning of this remark,

“That’s only because you're feeling de-
pressed,” he said. “Hang if, I don't want
to butt into your affairs, Miss Margaref, but
it seems to me that—"

“If you could help me, I would ask you,”
she interrupted quietly, and with very real
distress. “DBut there’s nothing that you can
do—Handy. I want you to believe me.”

*“Oh, rather!” said Edward Oswald.

“1 mean——

i Of

course| I mean, what rot! No, I don't mean
that But, look here, it’s a bit thick, you

know,” ho protested. “It's as clear as day-
Lght that you're jolly worried, And if
vou'ro worried, it means that there's some
trouble on vour mind. And if there's trouble
it stands to reason that you need help. T'm
hiero to—="

“Aren't these two boys some friends of
vours ?" interrupted the girl, tryving to speak
steadily,

Handforth turned round.

““ What the——"" began Handy.
There was something very mysterious and sinister about all this 1

He [elt a curious sensation run dowa his

“By George! Yes! Rather!” he said.
“Churchy and Mac! At last! I wonder
where the dickens they havo been all this
timae "

Church and McClure were approaching,
and Handforth was relieved to sec that Irene
Manners was not with them. Margaret
found her heart beating more rapidly. For
tucked under Church’'s arm was a folded
mackintosh! These were the two boys who
really mattered! She began to hope that she
might yet recover that fateful package con-
taining the stolen Kingsway Diamonds,

Indeed, she had to recover that package.

These boys—absolutely innocent of any
wrong-doing—might be involved in police
procecdings if those diamonds were dis-

covered on them. She could not possibly
bring such trouble upon Haudforth and his
chnums,

“Oh, so vou've had the nerve to show your-
selves?” asked Handforth, as his chums came
up. “Where have you bLeen all this time?”

“Oh, moving about among tho crowds,”
said Church vaguely.

He and McClure raised their caps, and
looked inquiringly at the girl, Handforth
introduced them—rather grudgingly. He
did not know that Church and McClure had
had considerable difficulty in gelting Irene
safely out of the way.

These two juniors were frankly suspleious.
Margaret was the girl who had been in the
Tube train. Why was it that she was follow-
ing Handforth about? They could not be.
lieve that her presence here, at Tord's, was a
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mere coincidence, There was something be-
hind all this—and Church and McClure could
not help thinking that it was something
sinister,

They were compelled to admit, however,
that the girl looked harmless enough. In
every way, indeed, she was a refined, charm-
ing givl. Quite different from what they had
expected,

“You're a nice pair, I must say!” ex-
¢Jaimed Handforth accusingly. “When I
want you, I can't find you! Supposing it
had rained? What should I have done about
my mackintosh?"

“Well, vou told us to keep it, didn’t you?”
retorted Chureh. “We don’t want your
giddy mackintosh.”

“Well, vou can keep it now, all the same,”
said Handforth. “But don’t wander away

“Don’t you think you had better take your
0at?’ suggested Margaret, trying to speak
rarclessly, “There are a few clouds appear-
ng, and if there should be a shower——"

“A shower wouldn't hurt me, Miss Mar-
garet,” said Handforth promptly. *“Still,
it’s a pretty good idea. Your dress isn't
particularly waterproof, now I come to look
at it. I'll take that mae, Churchy. Nothing
like being on the safe side.”

“You're welcome to it,”
handing it over.

He managed to pull Handforth aside, and
McClure edged himself between Edward
Oswald and tke girl.

“You—vou silly
“What's the idea?”

“The idea of what?”

“Getting so familiar with this girl—this
stranger?” asked Church indignantly. “Call-
ing her by her Christian name, too!”

“That’s my business!” said Handforth
stiffly.

“And here we've been keeping Irenc out
»f vour way for hours,” continued Church
rebelliously.  “We're fed up with it, Handy.
You're dotty! You don't even know who
this girl is, or where she lives, or what her
people are, or anything. She may be a Tick-
pocket for all von know. I don’t believe
she’s on the square!”

Handforth nearly choked.

“You—yvonu insulting rotter he panted.
“If vou say that again I'll slanghter you!
Miss Margaret is a_ripping girl!”

“To vou knew where she lives?”

“Well, no, not exactly——""

“Do vou know who her people are?”

“Well, no, not exactly i

“Do you know why she happened to be at
Marble Avch Station an hour after the lift
sot stueck 7 asked Church relentlessly. “Do
vou know why she happened to be in this
vnelosure? Deon’t you think it all Jooks a
bit fishy ?"

“Well, no, not exactly—"

said Churceh,

ass!”  hissed Church.

“Ie’'s  turned into a parrot!” said
NMceClure tartly.
“Iiven parrots have ot brains—and

Handy’s proving that he doesn’t possess a
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shadow of one!” said Church, “This girl is
up to some sort of mischief. She looks inno-
cent enongh, but she may be a confidence

trickster. Those sort of Venple always look
innocent. It’s a part of their stock-in-trade,
and——"

“That's enough!” broke in Handforth
fiercely., “I've had more than I can stand!

Don't you think my judgment is any good?
Miss Margaret is one of the best, and I'm
going to give you chaps a hiding for daring
to suggest that she isn’t on the square!”
From sheer force of habit he prepared to
remove his jacket, The mackintosh slipped
from under his arm and dropped to the
ground. Margaret, who was standing quite
near by, pretending to hear nothing of the

altercation, picked the garment up and
looked at it with gleaming eyes. She could
feel a little lump amongst the folds. Her

package! The one she had slipped into the
pocket unknown to Handforth!

“Steady, Handy, you chump!” =aid
Church, in alarm. “You can’t do any scrap-
ping here! You'll get thrown out——"

“You fellows are going to be thrown out
first,” said Handforth, “and I'm going to do
the throwing!”

Church and McClure were so busy prepar-
g for the onslaught that it was only by
sheer chance that Church happened to spot
Margaret picking up the folded waterprocf.

Church thought nothing of it. It seemed
a trifle. It was a little service anybody
would have performed. But what sarprised
Church was the girl’s next action. Quick as
a flash she turned on her heels and sped
away through the crowds.

“My only hat!” e¢jaculated
blankly.

“Put up your hands!” =aid Handforth,

“Hold on!"” gasped Church, “She’s
pinched your mac!"

“What?” thundered Handforth.

“It’s a fact! Look! There she gocs!”

Handforth spun round.

Church

“You're mad!” he said thickly. “If you
start accusing Hallo! Why, what
the——  Well, I'm jiggered! Where's che
gone?”

““She’s making for the exit, of course,”
said McClure bitterly. “Didn't we wam
you, Handy? She's pinched your mackin-
tosh 1"

“I never saw anything more deliberate in
all my life!” said Church indignantly. “She
picked it up, gave one look, and then
'!’Jl:l?ll](ﬂ'(]. My aunt! Who'd have thought
1t

“T would!” said McClure, with a =niff,
“You don’t know who to trust nowadavs—
and Handy is bouna to pick a wrong 'un!”

Handforth was so staggered that he did
not knock his chums down, as he felt inclined
to do. He could only stare and wateh the
girl as she hurried frantically through the
gaily-attired crowds. Scarcely anybody took
any notice of her, Just at this moment

there was a bit of very exciting cricket, and

the crowds were enthusiastio.
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“Come on!” said Handforth thickly,
“There's—there's something rummy about
thisi{ I don't believe she's a burglar!”

MARGARET felt like falling through

the ground from very shame,

Openly, deliberately, she had stolen

that waterproof from Handforth.
Never in her lifo before had she comumitted
such an act, Yet, in her desperation, she
had known no other course. She told herself
that she would return the mackintosh by
post, so that she would not look upon her-
sclf as a thief, The fear of her uncle's
wrath was at the back of her mind all the
time. At all costs she had to recover that
package !

And here it was—in her hands—folded up
within that mackintosh. She was hoping
that Handforth & Co. would continue their
arcument for some minutes, so that she
vwould be enabled to get outside. Once she
had chartered a taxi, all would be well.
She could vanish, and she would never set
eyes on these schoolboys again,

But luck was against her,

She made the mistake of going {0 an
cutrance gate instead of an exit.  She
thonght the turnstiles worked both ways
probably, but, of course, this is not so. She
was directed by an official to one of the
proper exits,

There were comparatively few people here.
Everything was very lemsurely and sedate, as
i~ nsual at Lord's. Handforth & Co. had no
difficulty in spotting Margaret as she ran
towards. the proper exit.

“T say!” sang out Handforth vrgently.

Margaret gave a start.
Sie flashed a glance over
her shoulder. The threo
<choolboys  were  bearing
down upon her—running. A
sort of panic seized her. She
fairly raced out of the exit.
and she beheld a number of
taxicabs., She ran up fto
thewmn breathlessly,

“T want a cab, please!”
shie panted.

“You'll have to take the
one at the front, miss,”” said
one of the drivers, *“Hi,
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“I believe I
I's an important

“I'm sorry,” she murmured.
was a little frightened.
appointment,”

“So important, miss, that yvou took Hand-
forth’s mackintosh with you,” said Church
pointedly,

She managed to give a convincing start.

“Oh, how foolish of me!” she exclaimed,
looking at the mackintosh as though she had
seen 1t for the first time. “I remember pick-
ing it up, and then I do hope you'll for-
give me ! she added, proffering it to Hand-
forth, “I'm so sorry. What will you think
of me?”

“Oh, we're all liable to be a bit absent-
minded at times,” said Handforth cheerfully.
“That’'s all right, Miss Margaret. Don't
mention 1t! Who cares about the old mac,
anyhow 7"

“It was really most ridiculous of me,”
protested the girl.

“Nothing of the sort!" said Handforth,
flashing a triumphant glance at his chums.
“And if you want to hurry off somewhere,
please let me escort you.”

“If you insist—"" began Margaret.

“I do,” said Handforth, tossing the
mackintosh to Church. “Here you are!
Hang on to that!”

Handforth opened the door of the taxi-cab
and invited Margaret in. A second earlier
she bad felt that the situation was saved.
Now, all in a flash, the position was back
in its old shape. Indeed, worse. For she
was committed to leaving Lord's cricket
ground, and the mackintosh would remain in

charge of Church and MeClure!

CHAPTER 7.
Uncle Sam is Angry!

HE unhappy girl’s feel-
ings were mingled as
she sat in the taxicah
with Handforth be-

side her. Everything seemed
so hopeless, Such a simplo
matter—and vet so difficult!
She would never have be-
lieved it.

Handforth had swallowed
her explanation whole.
Never for a moment had he
thought of questioning it.

piflt’

Aund then, before Margaret
could move from the spot—
before she could go to the
lcading taxi—Haundforth & Co. surrounded
her. With a supreme effort she controlled
herself, and she did not fail to read the
accusing looks of Church and McClure,
Handforth was only concerned and worried.

T

S—— L

“I'm—I'm sorry !” she said, in a low voice.
“1 suddenly remembered an appointment.
1—I had to go.”

“If only vou had mentioned it T would
liave escorted you,” said Handforth, in an
aggrieved voice. I mean, there wasn't any
need to rush off like that, Miss Margaret,”

But Church and McClure, as
they had watched the taxi
bowling off, were filled with
misgivings. They were not
satisfiedd with Margaret's natve explanation.

“Well, we've got his mac. back—but 1'm
a bit sorry for all the cash he's got on
him!” said Church bluntly. “Before that
taxi has gone a couple of miles she'll havo
picked his giddy pockets!"”

“You think she's @ wrong ’'un?” asked
McClure.

“A member of a gang, probably,” said
Church, nodding. ‘““That's the way theso
people work, you know—particularly on
Bank Holidavs. They're always on the look-

| out for mugs.”
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“Well,
McCluare,

b

they've found one said

with conviction.

MARGARET was in an uncomfortable

to-day !’

dilemma.

She hadn't the remotest idea
. where she was going; at random,
she had mentioned South Kensington Station.
She only knew that she was getting farther
and farther away from the Kingsway dia-
monds, And it was impossible for her to
make any further reference to that fateful
waterproof. Handforth was hoodwinked
now; but even his suspicions would be

aronsed if she re-introduced the subject.

She was at the end of her resources, and
she knew it. Ier desperate move had failed,
and she was conscious of a feeling of shame
for having descended to such deptha. She
felt that she was as bad as her uncle—whom
she so bitterly condemned. She had com-
mitted robbery!  True, the act had been
trivial and she had intended returning the
stolen property after her own package had
been recovered. At the same time, she felt
terribly guilty. Her only consolation was
that Handforth thought no ill of her.

In fact, Handforth's blind admiration—
his unswerving trust—rather touched her.
She felt so mean and so contemptible for
deceiving him, and her self-contempt was
even greater when she realised that she
wonld have to deceive him still more.

“I don’t think I shall keep that appoint-
ment, after all,” she said, after a while.
"It will be better if I go home.,”

“Where do you live?” asked Handforth
promptly. “I’'ll tell the driver.”

She remembered the name of some high-
¢'ass flats she had seen in Kensington.

“Beaconsfield Gardens, Kensington,” she
caid. “Jf you will put me down at the
<tation, though, I shall be able to walk—"

“Not likely I” said Handforth, “It'll take
vou ali the way home, Miss Margaret.”

“It’s very kind of you,” said the girl, in
a low voice.

Handforth instructed the driver, and then
leaned back again.

“I can't help thinking that there’s some-
thing wrong,” he said, ?nuking at Margarct
with his frank gaze. “You don't seem easy
in mind, you know, There's something
troubling you. Why don’t you tell me? 1
might be able to help.”

“Really, there is nothing that you can
do.”

“Well, perhaps my pater can help,” said
ilandforth brightly. “He's an M.P., you
know."

“Really 1"

“Haven’t you heard of Sir Edward Hand-
forth, M.P.?” asked Handforth, rather
proudly. ‘“My pater’s quite a big noise in
the City, too.”

“I’'m quite sure he is,”” said Margaret,
nodding.

“Eh?” said Handforth. *“You'd like mv
pater, too, We don’t live far from Kensing-
ton.
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And Handforth thoughtlessly gave his
address, He was completely bewitched by
this charmingly pretty girl. His admiration
for her was tremendous. He was also over-
whelmed with a desire to help her—to serve
her! Something told him that she was in
distress, and he badly wanted to help her
over the stile. Her refusal to tell him what
the trouble was only strengthened his pur-
pose.

But she said scarcely anything to him dur-
ing the remainder of the ride, and when
they arrived at Beaconsfield Gardens, Ken-
sington, Handforth was still completely
mystified. They "both got out, and the taxi
was dismissed.

The girl was now getting into a panie.
These flats were exclusive—a great block of
superb flats which had lately been erceted.
There was a magnificent entrance, with a
commissionaire on duty. They could see into
the sumptuous foyer, with its lifts and its
stately stairease.

“Well—good-bye !"" said Margaret, holding |
out her gloved hand.

=

“Really, if you don’t mind, I would rather
shall see you again, Hand¥y.”
and entered the foyer. Handforth hesi-
in. But it was something, at all even's,
walked boldly to the nearest lift,
When she arrived, she walked ealmly
flats, and then going down again. She was
She was relieved to see a staircase at the
but this was an advantage. Margaret
out at the rear of the building. She foundd
of the street there was a 'bus route. She
on its way again, did she feel secure. Ior-
'bus after a twopenny ride, aud this one
b.'wcnsiug]y. “And that boy thinks such a

“1 say, won't you let me see you to your

door ?” asked Handforth impulsively.

not,’ said Margaret, now thoroughly alarmed.

“Please say good-bye here. I—I hope 1

‘““Oh, rather!” said Handforth.

He shook hands, end she quickly turne:l
tated for a moment, desolated. After what
she had said, it was impossible to follow
to know that she lived here!

ON—'CE inside the building, Margaret
entered, and asked the attendan: to
take her to the fourth floor.

along the great corridor, intending to make

some pretence of knocking at one of the

hoping that Handforth would have gone by
the time she got out.

farther end of the corridor—a rear staircase.

It was not so sumptuous as the main one,

tripped quickly down, and her relief was

great when she found that this staircase led
herself in a quiet back street.

She walked rapidly away, and at the end
jumped on the first 'bus that came along.
Not unti] she was inside, and the "hns was
tunately, the 'bus was going in the diree-
tion she desired. She changed on to another
took her to Islington.

“Oh, what a cheat I am!” she murmured
lot of me, too! I shall never be able to lift
tup my head again!”
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ALL CLEAR FOR THE SCHOOL TRAIN!

St, Frank's travelling round Great Britain in a special train, stopping at the principal cities
and towns on the way! How does that strike you for a wheeze, chums? Lord Dorrimore
is responsible for the brain-wave ; he says that Nipper & Co. have been practically all round
the world, and yet they haven't seen their own country ! So he provides tﬁtm with a Pullman
train—and the St. Frank's boys are due to start on their long trip next week., Lucky lads !

—_ g
| HE_;GE-J g&m F
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A very special affair this school train is, too, complete with dormitories, studies, and Form-
rooms ! For this trip is not to be in the nature of a holiday. Oh dear, no! Lessons have
got to be carried on just as if the boys were still at St, Frank's. Look out for ** The St. Frank's
School Train,” which 1s the title of the first yarn in this magnificent new school adventure
series. It's coming next Wednesday, chums, when the Boys of St. Frank's will be—

IN THE CHELMSFORD, COLCHESTER
AND IPSWICH DISTRICTS!

But these thoughts, after all, were only
floeting. There was the greater problem—
indeed, the greater peril. She was nearing
her home now—a vastly different home from

“Marshall!” ejaculated Sam
drawing in his breatl: sharply.
pened ?
he?”

Mortimer,
. “What hap-
He didn't get thar package, dul

the one that Handforth fondly believed was
hers. And she did not doubt that her uncle
wonld be waiting.

Her uncle was.

She entered a rather shabby ecyele shop
in a dingy street. My Sam Mortimer had
<*arted hiz carcer as a mechanie, and he was
e-i'! a mechanic—and a clever one, too. But
this small eyele shop was more or less of
a blind. Actually, Mr. Mortimer was a
gentlemman of much wider activities,

Behind the shop there was a sitting-room,
and when Margaret entered she found a man
pacing up and down, smoking furiously., Ho
turned on her with an exclamation of relief
as she appeared.

“Where have you been all this
he demanded harshly. **Shut that
What have you been doing?”

She faced him quietly, and he could not
ouess the tumult that was going on within
her. He was a tall, thin man, wiry and
loose-limbed. His lips were thin, and his
eses were small and pierecing.

“Well?” he snapped. “Why don’'t you

time ?"
door !

speak?  What's happened?”

“"Something went wrong, uncle,” she said.
i . 1 i
“AMr. DMarshall saw me n the Tube
train—""

added hotly.

llND‘TI

“Then what's become of it?” demanded
Margaret's uncle. “I 'phoned up Dixon
and he tells me that he hasn’t seen you.
What do you think you've been doing?”

“Oh, uncle, you don’t understand!" eried
Margaret. “Mr. Marshall suspected me. Ho
knew that you had sent me as a mes:zenger,
and he took me to Vine Strect Police
Station. The wardress scarched me,” sho
“It's mot fair that you should
put me to these indignitiecs—""

“Searched you!” shouted Mortimer. “ But
you said they didn't get——"

“They didn't,” - interrupted the girl.
“While I was in the train I saw My, Mar-
shall edging towards me, and I slipped the
package into a schoolboy’s mackintosh who
was next to me.”

Her uncle’s face changed.

“Smart!” he commented, nodding, "“A
darned good thing yvou had that prescnce of
mind! If the police had found that package
on you it would have meant prison—for both
of us.”

“Oh, my father will have something to
say to you when he knows of this!” said
Margaret ficrcely. “He oan't make you
live honestly, uncle, but he can stop you
from dragging me into your wretched ways.
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I:'s not fair! When you sent me with that
packet you didn’t tell me that there was
any danger—"

“I didn’t think there was any danger!”

he broke in harshly, “Don’t snivel! What
about that schoolboy ?”
" She explained all the details, and he
listened with growing alarm and rage. She
told him how the lift at Marble Arch Station
had stuck—thus helping her considerably,
for she had been enabled to get on the
irack of that schoolboy again. Her uncle
listened impatiently as she told of the later
developments.

“You've blundered—vou've bungled!” he
«aid furiously. “I was e fool to trust you
with the stuff! But how did I know thai

vou'd make such a mess of 1t? That package |

is worth thousands of pounds!”
“I know.” said Margaret coldly. *“The

Kingsway diamonds. I wish I had dropped
them to the floor of the train, so that an|
honest man would pick them up
and give them to the police !

Mortimer raved up and down,
frantic with fury.

“There’s only one chance!” he
eaid at length. “There’s been no
vain to-day, and no rain is likely.
The chances are that that mackin-
tosh will remain folded up. When
that boy gets home, he’ll fling it
‘nto a corner—probably in the hall.
You know where he lives, don’t
you?”’

“Yes,” said Margaret.

A second later she regretted ad-
mitting that fact. She was feeling
resentful and rebellious. .

“Very well, then!” said Monrti-
mer grimly. “I’ll go straight to
that house and watch it. We shall
have to keep our eyes on the
papers, too. If those diamonds are
found in the boy’s pocket, they’ll
be given to the police, and the
evening papers will get hold of the
story, you can be sure. If there’s
no report, we can be certain that
the diamonds are still undiscovered.
We'll get them to-night.”

“We'll get them?” repeated- the
girl. “I don’t know what you
mean "’ | .

“PDon’t you?” said Mortimer.
“You caused this mess-up, my girl,
and you'll have to go into that
house and get that mackintosh!
stand ?
to take the risk.”

“I won’t—I won’t!” she panted, backing
away. ‘‘You’re not going to make me break
into that boy’s house! You're not going to
make me into a criminal !

-

Under-

; I tell you I won't
do it |
He leapt forward, and seized her slim
wrist,

“Won't you?” he snarled. “By thunder!
I'll make you toe the line, my girl! You'll
obey me, or I'll thrash vou even worze than

I’ll help you in—but I'm not going |
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I thrashed you a couple of months ago! So
vouw'd defy me, eh?”
He twisted hier arm brutally, cruelly. She

went deathly white, sobbing convulsively,
“Oh, let me go!” she panted, at last,
“You're hurting me, uncle! Let me go!”
“T mean to hurt you!” he rapped out.
“Will you agree to do as I tell you, or shall
I hurt you a bit mo ¢?”

Handforth looked dewn into the hall. He sa

figure of a3 girl ; he saw her hand pieking -

mackintosh., And then Handy gave a gasp. *'

Seott ! >’ he exclaimed. For the girl intrude

Margaret Winston—the girl he had seen
Tube train !

i
]|

11 011’
terrified,
brute—you brute!”

don’t—don’t 1’ she sobbed,
“Yes, I'll—T'll do it!

utterly
Oh, you

- He released her, and she fell away, sway-
ing.

“T'll have you in pretty good fetile before
many weeks are over,” said Mr, Mortimer
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" A gir]l with your looks and
your nerve can do a tremendous lot in my
game, You're goinz to help me, too! I'll
break you in!”

She looked at him with burning eyes,

“I've often wondered how it is that young
boys and young girls become criminals!”
she said tenselyv. “I think I know now!

contemnpiuously.

They're forced into it—they're bullied and

beaten until there's no escape! I'd run away
from you now if it wasn't for my father!
Oh, T only hope he comes back quickly.”

Mortimer laughed with scorn.

“You won’t sce your father for months yet
~and by that time I'll have you in hand!”
he retorted. “You needn’t think that he's
coming home yet,”
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“When he does come home he'll make vou
pay for this,” panted Morgaret., “Why can't
you let me go to this boy’s house openly?
I'lIl—I'll try to think of some excuse. Can't
I say that I accidentally dropped something
into his mackintosh pocket?  He'll let me
scarch &

“ And somebody will find that package——
with the diamonds?” sneered Mortimer,
“Don’'t be a lhttle fool! You can't risk a
thing like that! You'd only be detained
and given up to the police, and that wonld
mean my arrest as well as yours! No! Onr
only chance is to break in, after everyhody
has gone to bed. And you’re going
to do the breaking!”

Nhe moved towards the door, a
sudden gleam entering heyr eyes.

“No, rou don’t, my girl!”
snapped her uncle, leaping for-
ward. ‘ You're thinking of watk-

ing out—and running away, eh?
Not this time! I’ll keep you lere
until we’re ready to start ount.”

He caught her by the arm,
dragged her through the sitting-
room, and locked her away in a
windowless store-room at the back
of the premises. And there, in the
darkness and silence, Margaret
gave way completely and sobbed
brokenly.

CHAPTER 8.
Pulling Handy's Leg!

6t EADY, Ted?”
R “No!"” said Handforth.

It was eveuing, and

Edward Oswald Hand-

forth was sitting disconsolately in

a corner of the lounge hall at

home. Sir Edward and Lady

Handforth were out, and the big
mansion was very gquiet.

Willy had appeared from some-
where upstairs—a very neat, shin-
ing Willy. He was evidently rcady
to attend some social gathering.

“There’s something the mattes
with you, Ted,” said Willy, giving
his elder brother a close examina-
tion. I believe you’re in love
again.”

Handforth looked up, flushing.

“If you say that again, I'll
slanghter you!” he said thickly. * Margaret’s
a Jolly fine girl, but——"

“Margaret, eh?” said Willy, nodding. “A
jolly ripping name, anyhow.”

He knew how to deal with his major. He
had been out all day, on the spree, with
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemqgn and a crowd
of other Third-Formers. Willy knew nothing!
of the events at Lord’s, He had arrived home

| in the evening tired out but happy, and he

had hardly seen anything of Edward Oswald
until now.

“By Geerge! Margaret !” said Haudforth
dreamily. ‘“A jolly nice name, ch?”
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“Do you think it’s bettcr than Irenel”
asked Willy.

“lh"” Handforth frowned., “Well, ot
course, they're both jolly good names,” he
said vaguely, *“I've a good mind to go
aloug to Beaconsfield Garaens, and o

* Boaconsiield Gardens?” interrupted
Willy.  “What do you mean? You're
coming to Reggic Pitt’s party, aren't you?
We've all been invited. Irene's golng to
bLe there, and e

“1'm not going,” saild his major.

“Not going!” echoed Willy. “DBut how
can the party be a success without you?”

“1 know it's a bit rough on Reggie, but it
can't be helped,” said Handforth stubbornly.
“ And I dare say Irene will be able to enjoy
Lhierself without me.”

“ By making a huge cffort I dare say she'll
have a good shot at 1t,” nodded Willy,

“I1f only I kunew what the trouble was!”
muttered Handforth, getting to his feet and
pacing up and down. “That girl's worried
over something. I could tell it by the light
in her eyes.”

“Don't you believe it,” said Willy. “Irenc
hasn't any worries, And you're only a mere
incident in her young life.”

“1'mm not talking about Irene,” growled
Handforth. ““This girl I met on the Tube
train looked hunted. Positively hunted.”

“1 don't wonder at it—with you after her,”
said Willy, with a snff,

“You voung fathead! T wasn’t after her,”
roared Handforth., “There was some rotter
in the train who kept looking at her, and
who actually came along and forced her to
zot out of the train although sho didn’t want
tD.Fl‘

“Perrible!” said Willy. “But what the
dickens had it got to do with you?"

“Yvervthing !” replied Handforth coldly.
“When a chap sees a girl in distress, it's up
to himm to go to the rescue,”

“ And did vou go to the rescuc.”

“1 got stuck in the lift!"”

“You wonld get stuck in a lift!”

“Tt wasn’t my fault!” snorted Handforth,
glaring. “How could T help the rotten 1ift
roing wrong? But I found the girl again
afterwards. She was at Lord's, and I took
her home. She lives in some whacking great
flatz in Kensington. Beaconsfield Gardens.”

“Vou took her there, did you?” said
Willy, marvelling, *“Great Scott! This 1s
getting scrious, Ted ! Taking girls home to
their flats, and then mooning about for
hours! If the pater hears about this, he'll go
out and buy a horsewhip !”

«Oh, will he?” growled Handforth,
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“That girl is in some sort of peril,
it! I can feel 1t 10 my bones!
aced by villains !”
:: Coiners, probably,” nodded Willy, .
. I don't know about that,” said his major.
T'he trouble is, she wouldn't tell me auy-
thing., She wouldn't even let me sce her
to her door.”
~“Have you had a look over your muncy
since yvou parted wigh her?” asked Willy,
“Have you scen that your watch is still in
vour pocket?”

I know
Shic’s men-

“You—you suspicious voung rotter!”
fumed Handforth. *The other fellows were
saying the same sort of things! Even

Churchy and Mac thought that slie was a
pickpocket! Do vou think I don’t know
honest people when I see them. By George!
I'll get dressed. I'll go to Margaret's pluce,
and I'll jolly well insist upon her telling me
the whole truth ! I'll make hier cough 1t uyp,
o) tiiiat I can help her.”

“Aren't you coming to Reggie's party?”

“No, I'm not!” - i . il

o £hen I'd better make excuses for you

“Yes, you had!” said Handforth, “Tell
Reggie that I can't come. I'm awfully sorry
and all that, but it's impossible. And look
here, Willy, my lad! No inquisitive ques-
tions! I'm not going to tell you where I'm
going this evening, or what I'm going to do.
Understand 7"

“Perfectly,” said Willy coolly.

¢ HERE'S your major?” asked
Reggie Pitt, when Willy arrived

at Reggic's home in Duncan
Square.
“I want to speak to some of you

_ fellows,”
said Willy,

“1t's rather important, and the

sooner we can hold the conference, the
better,”
The party hadn't realiy begun yet It was

so carly, in fact, that ouly Jack Grey and
Travers and Nipper and two or three others
had arrived. None of the girls had turned
up, and the great majority of the St, Frank's
fellows were not even due.

Within a couple of minutes Willy was
closeted with Reggie Pitt and Grey and
Nipper & Co. in Reggic's own den.

“It's about my major,” said Willy briskly.

“We suspeeted it,” said Nipper, nodding,.
“Hasn't he got over that affair of this morn.
ing vet? Ie fell in love with some girl m
the Tube train, and he met her again at
Lord's.,. We don't know what happened
afterwards, because he cleared off. Poor old
Handy! It's marvellous how quickly he gets
smitten!”’

“JHe's not merely smitten this time—he's
knocked cold!” said Willy, “Wait until you
hear!”

All the juniors were grinning after Willy
had given an account of his recent interview
with his major.

“Woe shall have to keep an eye on Handy,"”
said Nipper, shaking his head. "I mecan,
things arc getting a bit serious when he
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falls in love with girls like this. Until now
he's been rather keen on waitresses and shop
assistants and girls of that sort, but he’s
flying higher this time by the look of it.”

“There’s no telling how it catches him,”
said Willy., “He once fell in love with a
girl at a big reception the pater gave, and
she turned out to be some European princess,
But do you think Ted gared? If it hadn’t
been for the pater, he would have taken her
under the mistletoe and kissed her—if there
lad been any mistletoe,”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ted has these spasms, you know,” said
Willg., “Now look here, you chaps. We
can soon pop along to Kensington, and the
party isn't due to start just yet. I'm not
very satisfied about those flats. I think we
ought to pecp along there and make a few
inGuiries,"”

“You don't think she really lives there?”

asked Travers.
“Poor old Ted has been duped,” said
Willy. “That’s about the size of it. He's

been spoofed up to the eyes. Anyhow, it
wouldn't do any harm for us to go along
to Beaconsfield Gardens and make a few in-
quiries, would it?”

“What do you chaﬁa think?” asked
Regeie, turning to the others,

“Well, it might be a good wheeze,” said
Nipper. ‘“If Handy said he was going there,
you can bet he’ll go. He'll only make an
ass of himself, of course, and we ought to
save him from that. Even if the girl does
live there I dare say we ean manage to
wangle something so that he won't be
allowed to bother her. There's bound to be
a commissionaire at those flats, and com-
missionaires, while being splendid fellows,
are not averse fo a tip now and again,”

Church and McClure and a few other
juniors arrived just then, and they were
enthusiastic about the suggestion. It seemed
that they had been to Handforth's home,

LR

and had found him ready—arrayed. in full
evening dress. But he was not, they had
learnncﬁ coming to Reggie’s party. Handy,

it seemed, had much more important things
to occupy his time. For instance, these
juniors had found him in the act of present-
g an enormous bouquet of flowers to a
tarlor’s dummy! Apparently Handforth had
purchased theso flowers for the fair Margaret,
and not being quite confident of his
abilities to present same, he had decided to
put in a bit of practice.  Certainly the
tailor’s Jdummyv wasn’t a fair 1epresenta-
tion of Margavet, but it suited the ecircum-
stances,

Nipper and the others.roaved with laughter
when they heard this, Handy had got it
badly, it seemed!

Let it be mentioned here that Church and
McClure had brought Handforth’s mackin-
tosh back, and had left it in the hall at
Handy's home, folded up as before.
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Sam  Mortimer had shrewdly anticipated
that this would happen. He had taken it for
granted that Handforth’'s schoolboy friends
would make no attempt to wunfold the
garment, and thus chance upon the package.
The weather was so fine that there was no
earthly reason why that mac should be
opened out.

“Well, I'd love to come with you, but I'm
afraid T mustn't risk it,” said Reggte Pitt
regretiully. “I have got to stay here to
welcome the guests. Winnie will jump down
my throat if she hears that I'm going out.”

“I don't suppose we shall be long,” suid
Church.

““I hope you won’t be, because I want you
here,” replied Reggic. “But Handy’s got 1o
be cured.”

They were soon off—about six of them, in-
cluding Willy.  When they arrived a
Beaconsfield Gardens they found a very stout,
jovial-looking commissionaire on duty.

“Name of Winston?” he said, when they
made inquiries. “Not that I know of, young
gents. Nobody in these flats named
Winston.”

“Can you make sure?” asked Nipper, with
a glance at the others.

“1 dare say I can, sir.”

And the commissionaire went off to geck
the necessary information,

“Well, it's not surprising me," said Willy.
“T don’t believe that girl lives in thege flais
at all. It was easy enough to spoof Ted.
I’ve seen the same trick done on the filme.
You can easily walk into a big block of flais
like this, go upstairs, and then sneak out by
another door. Who's to know? Besides, is
it likely that she would give Ted her real
address?”’

L “There's always the chance that she's
living with some relatives who have a
different name,” said Nipper. “But, even in
that case, the commissionaire would knoew
her by name."”

“Of course,”” said Church. “These men
know all the tenants by pame. They can’i
help it. And that commissionaire didn't
know the name of ‘ Winston’ at all.”

The commissionaire soon returned.

“No, there’s nobody occupying any ol
these flats by the name of Winston,” he

said. ““I don’t know the name, either. Don't
know of any young lady called that. Sure
you've come to the right flats?”

“These are Beaconsfield Gardens, aren't
they 1” ~

& Yﬂs,ll’
| “Then we're at the right place,” said

| Nipper. “You see, wo believe that one of
tour chums has been spoofed by this girl.”

“There's never no knowing what you
schoolboys will be up to!” said the commis-
sionaire, wagging a finger. Then he sud-
denly pursed his lip and looked thoughtfully
at the juniors. ‘A young feller about your

Myr. jown age?’ he went on.

“Sort of untidy
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hair? A biggish sort of youngster? Would
that be him?"

“That’s him!” said Churcl cagerly.

“Now I come to think of it, he was here
to-day,” said.the commissionaire. I noticed
him walking about outside, as though he was
waitin' for somebody. Came up 1n a taxi
with a young lady.”

“That's the girl we mean,” said Nipper.
““Miss Margaret Winston. Isn't she a
tenant 7"

“Never scen her before,” said the com-
missionaire. ‘““And I know all the tenants
by sight—and by name, too. No, young
gents, She doesn't live here. DMust have
popped out by one of the other doors, I
stppose,”’

Willy drew the Removites aside.

“Well, we thought so, didn't we?"” le said,
“That girl was spoofing poor old Ted. But
I blame him all the time; he shouldn't have
been such an ass!”™

“Well, we tried to warn
Church. “Didn't we, Mac?”

“Until we were tired,” said McClure,

“Ile deserves a lesson,” said Willy., “He's
coming here soon—might arrive any minute,
Don't you think this is a good opportunity
for us to wangle something?”

And the others certainly did.

him,” said
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CHAPTER 9.
The Flat of Mystery!
TWENTY minutes later Edward Oswald

Handforth arrived.
He arrived in great style. Not only
was he in evening dress, but he
carricd an cnormous bouquet of flowers,
It was only with an effort, however, that
he succeeded in concealing his ncrvousncss
as he entered the foyer.

He realised that there was a difficully.
He did not know the number of Margaret's
flat. This was awkward, for it would mcan
making inquirics—and Handforth’'s mission
was such that he scarcely liked discussing 1t
with commissionaires and lift attendauts,
He had made up his mind that Margarct
Winston was in distress, and it was his duty,
therefore, to go to her aid. For a fellow
with such intentions he had cowne curiously
equipped.

If he had known the number of her flat, he
could have gone straight up. But he dida’t
know, so he was obliged to pause in front of
the portly commissionaire,

“Miss Winston, please,” he said carelessly,
“Which floor?”

“Miss Margaret Winston, sir!" asked the
commissionaire, with such promptitude and
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heartiness that any other fellow but Hand-
forth might have been suspicious.

" Yes, rather.”

“Second floor, sir——number seventy-five,”
said the commissionaire. “Here, William'!
Take this young gentleman up to the second
ﬂonr;’ Miss Winston's flat—number seventy-
five,

“This way, sir!” said the lift attendant,
touching his cap.

Handforth felt gratified. He had had no
trouble at all.  And, judging by the
deference that these men showed him, Miss
Winston must be a very distinguished
tenant: or, at lcast, her people were dis-
tinguished. Handforth took it for granted
that she lived here with her mother and
father, and perhaps a brother or s'ster or
two. He was already regarding his Bank
Holiday heroine as an old friend, and he was
now hoping that he would become acquainted
with her people.

“Here we*are, sir—second floor.” said the
attendant, as the lift came to a stop.

“Thanks,” said Handforth, stepping out.

“Number seventy-five is at the end, sir—
that door facing us,” said the attendant,
“(Can’'t go wrong, sir.”

Handforth nodded, and strolled away. He
was further gratified by the fact that neither
the eommissionaire nor the lift attendant had
smiled at his bouquet. Perhaps this sort of
thing was commonplace in these flats. Any-
how, Handforth’s confidence was considerably
restored.

The lift went down again, and Handforth
moved down the corridor until he came to
the end flat.  “‘Seventy-five ”
marked on the door in brass embossed figures.

He gave his tie a final adjustment, patted
his hair, and rang the bell. He prepared
himself for the ordeal. It might be a bit
of a trial to meet the girl’s mother and
father—and an even greater trial for him
to explain why he was so interested in the
girl.  After all, he was only e schoolboy,
and they might think that it was a cheek on
his part.

The door opened, and a black cavity was
revealed. There was. no light within the
flat. Handforth expected to see a brilliant
lobby with a stately butler. But he only
saw blackness, with a shadowy figure lurking
in the gloom.

“My hat!” said Handforth.

“Yes, sair,” said the shadowy figure.
“You hang ze hat on ze stand.”
“No, no! I mean Handforth pulled

himself together. “Docs—does Miss Win-
ston live here?”

“Mees Winston?” said the dim figure, who
was apparently a foreigner. “Step inside.
said. Perhaps, yes, mademoiselle will see
you. Ze name, sair?”

“0Oh, Handforth—Ted Handforth,” said the
junior, stepping inside.

“Zis way, Meester Handforth,” said the
other softly. _

Edward Oswald was filled with wonder.

He was also half filled with uneasiness.

was plainly |
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There was something very rummy about this
flat. It was so totally different from what
he had expected. The door was closed now,
and he had not been able to get a good look
at the man 8o close to him. The darkness
was pitchy after the door had been closed.

“T say, what’s the idea?”” asked Handiorth
suspiciously. “Have all the electric lights
gone out? Where's Miss Winston?”

“Zees way, sair,” murmured the other.
“Take ze seat.”

To Handforth’s relief, he found that there
was a lieht in one of the rooms. A door
had been softly opened, and Handforth
walked in—surprised to find that there was
no carpet on the floor. He was walking on
bare boards.

The door closed again, and he had a dim
impression that the foreign gentleman had
been wearing a long black cloak—a most
mysterious-looking merchant,

“My only topper!” said Handforth,
aghast,

A solitary candle was burning on the
mantelpiece. And in the centre of the

empty room stood an upturned sugar-box.
This, no doubt, was “ze seat.” But Hand-
forth did not take it.

“Well, I'm dashed!” he muttered, as he
looked round again, and noted the carefully-
drawn hlinds. “I’ve never known such a
rummy business! But it's the right flat!
The commissionaire said so, end the lift
attendant said so, and that rummy foreign
chap said so! So there can’t be any
bloomer !”’

He tried hard to connect his thoughts,

“By George!” he muttered suddeniy.
“T'll bet I've got 1t! They've had the
brokers in!”

Having come to this brilliant conclusion,
Handforth drew upon his i1magination
further.

“Poor kid!” he said, with a whistle. " Iler
people have had the giddy brokers in, and
they’ve cleared all the furniture out! And
I'll bet that foreign rotter is a broker's
man !’

He waited eagerly for Margaret to appear.
Perhaps she would be able to give him the
full details. He wondered how he could
help. No wonder she had been looking so
worried! Perhaps all the furniture had
been cleared out that very day! And, of
course, the fellow who had met her in the
train had been another broker’s man! Hand-
forth's ideas on such subjects were somewha’
vague.

Suddenly, the electrie light ecame on, and
Handforth jumped. He hadn’t expected
that. But it seemed to confirm his own idea
that the “juice” had temporarily failed.
The bareness of the room seemed all the
more aggressive now that it was brilliantly
illuminated. It was a splendid room, how-
over. The decorations were quite wonder-
ful, clearly proving the exclusive quality of
these flats,

There came a click from the door, aud
Handforth, swinging round, noticed that the
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door was silently opening. Inch Ly inch,

it came farther open.

“What the——" beran Handforth.

He felt a curious senszation run down his
spine. There was something very mysterious
and sinister about all this!

e HO'S there?”
sharply.
There was no repiy. IHe

walked to the door, pulled it
completely open, and looked out. For a
flat, the hall was spacious and airy. The
lights were gleaming, but no human being
was in sight. He stood there, uncertain and
puzzled.
And then, abruptly, startlingly, a picreing
secream sounded from a room on the other
side of the hall.

“Great corks!” gasped Handlorth, jump
iz a foot into the air.

The scream had not been very loud—bit
thore was something significant about it, It
gave Handforth a real scare, Then, 1n
another second, he pulled himself together.

az:hicd Handiorth

Margaret! That scream hLad come from
Margarcet! She was in that otlier room, and
<hie was in danger.

“Help! Help!” came a frantic wail

“Handy—Handy! Oh, help!”

Handforth was so obsessed with the idea
that MNargaret was in distress, he con-
vinced himself that he recognised the voice.
He flung open the door of that room on the
other side of the hall and went charging
in. It was just like the other room—empty.
'The lights were on, but there was not a soul
to be scen.

“Great Scott!” gasped Handforth blankly.
“[—I thought— Miss Margaret! Are
vou here?"”

He noticed an inner door in this room,
and it was slightly. ajar. A groan sounded
fiom bevond, and Handforth leaped for-
ward. He flung the door open, charged
through—only to find an inner aparvtment, as
empty as the others!

Thud-thud-thud !

Strange knocking sounds oame to Lis ears
now, They came from that first room, where
the candle was bumrning on' the mantelpiece.
He went rushing back. But the result was
jus}f the same. No living thing was in
sight.

gIt was all very bewildering, and Hand-
forth was getting more and more startled.

“Hi! What's the me?" he demanded
angrily. “Who's fooling ebout?”

He heard a sound near the door, and he
twirled round. He caught a glimpse of a
shadowy figure, and he made a dash at the
door. Either he was dreaming, or that
fipure was wearing a heavy black mask,
which completely covered its facel

Before ho got to the door the lights sud-
denly snappc-c? out again. And now the dark-
ness was pitchv—for that oandle on the
mantelpiece had been extinguished, too. It
must have been put out earlier.
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Handforth came to a halt, just against
the doorway, helpless and cowmpletels
blinded by the sudden darkness, Then he
felt hands upon him, anl he heard brea'h-
ing.

“Who's—who's that®” he ejacalated husk.
ily. “Who are you? What—what docs

this mean?” .
“Queek! Wo

“Ze rope!” hissed a voice.

bind heem up, yes?”

Handforth fought madly, but ir was no
use., He was suddenly tripped and borune
to the floor. Ropes were passed round himn;
he felt his wrists and ankles being tied.
There came the shuffling of feer, the soft
slamming of the door, and then—silence.

Handforth was about to yell for help—
convinced that this flat was occupied by a
gang of crooks—when it occurred to him
that the ropes were not very tightly bound
round him. In fact, he wriggled free after
only a single minute's hard work. He oca-%
the ropes aside, blundered fo the door,
opened it, and went out into the hall. Xlo
dashed down to one of the other doors at
the end. He opened it and shouted. Bt
only the echo of his own voice came back
to himn.

Indeed, he soon came to the conclusion
that the flat was empty. He went to the
front door, opened it, then walked out ,and
slammed the door after him, He stood
there, breathing hard, He was glad enouzh
to be out of that mysterious flat.

He did not trouble to go down by tha
liftr, but took the stairs—three al a timc,
When he got to the bottom, he went running
up to the big commissionaire.

The man secemed to have grown extra-
ordinary thin since Handforth had seen him
last., This, however, was explained when the
commissionaire turned—for he was a differcnt
man altogether,

“Hallo, hallo! Anything the matter,
voung gent?” he asked suspiciously. “You
ain't looking any too calm. In fact, if vou
ask me, I should say you're a bit flustered.”

“There's something wrong in  number
seventy-five!” panted Handforth., “Mi-s
Winston isn't there, and there's a chap with
a black mask, and—"

“FHold on—hold on!"” said tlie commission-
aire grimly. Trying to kid me, sir? Num-
ber seventy-five 1s vacant.”

“YVacant!”

“Been empty for a week past”
man. “New tenants ain't
Fridav. What's the idea?”

“But Miss Winston o

“Never heard the name,” said the com-
missionaire, shaking his head. “There ain't
nobody of the name of Winston living in
these flats. Never was.”

“But—but—but—-"

Handforth paused, lis brain refusing ‘o
funetion.

“Strikes me vou're having o rare old
game, ain’t yvou, voung gent?' said the man.

£ satd thae
coming 1n until
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““ Grab him ! ** yelled Handforth, as Mortimer made to escape.
With one blow he sent Edwa

but Mortimer was ready for them.

He and Willy rushed at the rascal,
Oswald crashing to the floor,

while Willy found himself seized In a grip of iron and flung bodlly on top of his brother.

“What have you been doing in number
geventy-five, anyhow? Who let you in?”
“Where's the other commissionaire ?” askéd
Handforth huskily.
-4 Off duty.”
“I'm going to see him—
“You won’t be able to see him until to-
morrow,” said the man. “I'm not sure
I hadn’t better fetch a policeman. You've
got no right on these premises, my lad!”

“I—I cen’t understand it!” muttered
Handforth, passing a hand over his brow.
“Miss Winston came in here to-day, and she
told me she lived here. I went up to num-
ber seventy-five, and »

“There, there, that'll do!"” said the com-
missionaire kindly, "I reckon you've been
having a dream, young gent. Best go into
the open air and get cooled off.”

Edward Oswald Handforth went out, his
brain in a complete whirl. And, after he had
vanished, two or three youthful figures
appeared from one of the lifts.  They were
all grinning. So wus the big commis-

1L

sionaire, who had come out from the hft,.

too.

“Well, that’s that!"” said Nipper, with a
chuckle. " Poor old Handy! We've had to
be cruel to be kind! I hope this’'ll be a
lesson to him, the chump!”

“1 doubt it !” =aid Church. “We weren't

half violent enough with him!”

CHAPTER 10.
Very Mysterious!
HANDFORTII felt better after he had

got out into the open air,
He wondered if it would be any
good going back; but he decided,
after o little thought, that it would be 1n-
advisable. If Margaret Winston really lived
in the empty flat, then there was something
very queer about the girl. And Haudforth
was rapidly coming to the conclusion that the
mysterions man of the Tube train was mixed
up with the whole business. - o

He regarded the innocent Detective-ser-
geant Marshall as a kind of ogre. In his
mind’s eye he remembered Mr, Marshall as
an ugly. wvillainous individual. Without
question, this man was exerting an evil in-
fluence over Margaret. And Handforth was
intensely worried because he had no idea how
he could get in touch with the girl agam,
so that he could rescue her from harm.

It was all very confusing and bewildering,

He mado his way home disconsolately,
When he thought of what had happened at
Beaconsfield Gardens, he rather wondered 1if
he was in his right senses. It all seemed too
ridiculous. He thought of going back and
finding that stout commissionaire. Yet he
hesitated to do this. He had a horror of
making an ass of himself,
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Thus, in (his state of bewilderment, Hand-
forth arrived near to his home. Suddenly he
gava a hittle gulp. Passing a street lamp,
cn the other side of the road, was a smartly-

dvessedd givl accompanied by a man, And
Handforth was absolutely certain that the
girl was Margaret !

“(ireat Scott!” lLe ejaculated.

There could he no mnustaking lier face.

That she should be here, quite near to lhis
house, was amazing enough. ‘There seemed
to be no end to these coincidences,

"Hi!"” shouted Handforth wildly.

Ife dived across the road, but the loud,
ravcons hoot of an electric motor-horn,
apparvently a foot from his ear, caused him
to leap frantically back to the pavement, A
Lig car shot past, missing him by inches,

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped.

In his excitement he had nearly got him-
self run over, Indeed, if ho hadu't jumped
back withh such promptitude, he would cer-
tainly have been knocked down. Two other
cars went gliding by, and by the time the
vrond was sufficiently elear for himn to cross
he was alarmed to find that Margaret had
vanished.

He ran across desperately and searched
up and down with such frantic zest that a
policeman was soon regarding him with sus-
picion, But there was no sign of Margaret
now,  Handforth spent ten solid minutes
going from side to side of the road, round
the block of houses, and back again. He
cven began to wonder if he had imagined it.

1t was all very confusing and bewildering.
Coming right on the top of the flat incident,
he felt that he was pgoing off Lis rocker.
And, baffled, he finally went indocers.

L O that’s the young fool, is it?" mut-
tered Mr. Sam Mortimer, “It's a
good thing we got out of the wayv be-

foro he could cross the road. We
dou't want him to see us here.”
Margaret Winston made no reply. She

was sick at heart, and inwardlv rebellious.
Shio and her unele were just within sight of
Sir Edward Handforth's louse, and they
Liad secen Xdward Oswald go indoors.

“Well, we'll be going now—it's safe,” «aid
Mortimer, “Only I thought it just as well

to come along and look at the place. No-
thing like being prepared in advance, It
.ought to be easy.”

‘There was sound commonsense in

AMortimer's plan. To reconnoilve the house
after midnight would have been risky, for a
wary policeman might easily have become
suspicions, At this time of the evening,
however, there was no danger at all. People
were constantly passing to and fro, and ihere
was a continuous flow of traffic, too.
Mortimer had been able to get the ““lie of
the land ” very thorough!y, and without
attracting any attention,

“This 1s what comes of trusting a f{ool
gitl!” he said sourly., “I'l know better
next time, But you'll put this thing right, my
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lady! It'll be good experience for vou, and
if there’s any risk about it, 1t'll be »ouis.
You've got things into this mess, and you'li
have to get them out.”

“You can't make me,” said Margaret,

with a show of spirit. “I won't break into

that house, uncle! Oh, it's madness!  We
don't even know that the diamonds are
HH"!‘(',”

“Yes. we do,” snapped her unele. “That
mackintosh belongs to this boy, and it's

as good as certain that the bLoy's friends
brought the miae here. They wouldn't take
it to their own homes. Anvhow, vou'll get

COMING NEXT WEEK !wwwaan

B Ccoanos s

into the place later on, and make certain.
It won't take you long. 'I'he coat 1s bouund

11 e

to be hanging in the hall,

“Why don't you do it yourseli?” asked
Margaret hotly,

“Because vou need a lesson—that’s why,
said the other. *Besides, if anvbody’s going
to be caught, it's you. The police are toco
hot on me already. I'm not going te give
them a chance to drop on me. You were a
voung fool not to get the package while you
had the mac in your hands.”

“But I couldn't,” protesied Margaret.
“The mac was all rolled up and tied with
string. I tried to get it free as I ran for
taxi, but the boy overtook me hefore |1
could manage it. And I had to give him tho
mac back.,. What else could T do® 1 had
to pretend that I'd taken 1t by mistake.”

¥
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“It’s a good thing for you that the boy's
a fool,” snapped Mortimer. ‘‘That’s what
makes mie hopeful now. It’s a cert that those
diamonds haven't been found yet. They're
still in that pocket. We'll have them back,
too, before the night’s out.”

Looking at the affair from Mr. Mortimer’s
warped point of view, his anxiety could
easily be understood. He had worked for
weeks to steal the famous Kingsway diamond
necklace ; he had cunningly laid his plans,
and he had cunningly carried them out. Com-
plete sucecss had rewarded his efforts,
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‘THE ST. FRANK'S
SCHOOL TRAIN!"

A glowing green light as the signal falls;
then the snorting of an express locs motive.
Slowly the magnificient Pullman train
begins to move ; it gathers speed. Sud-
denly there sounds gasps from the nearby
embankment. Three figures dash [orward
with wildly waving arms. But the train is
moving quickly now ; it has passed, and
the red fail light Is gleaming in the darkness
—the St. Frank’s School Train has started
on its long trip round Great Britain, and
Handforth & Co. have been left behind !

This dramatio incident is contained in
next Wednesday’s stunning yarn, which is
the first of a wonderful new series of school
adventures stories. Order your copy NOW
to save disappointment, chums !

“RIVALS OF THE
RAMPANT !

Also look out for the opening instalment
of Stanton Hope’s gripping new naval
serial. It’s the real ** goods |

v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

Not only had he got the diamonds, but the

olice had absolutely no evidence against
Eim. He was suspected, but that was only
natural, since he had two or three convictions
against him. Unless the police found the
diamonds on him, or evidence that he was
connected with the robbery, they could not
touch him, .

Realising the risk of carrying the loot
on his own person, he had used Margaret as
his go-between. He had not only fixed up a
price with the “fence,” but he had made
the most careful arrangements for the
diamonds to be delivered. Thus it had been
like a blow between the cyes to learn that
Margaret had been compelled to get rid of
the packet while on her way to deliver it,

She had done well there. Mortimer was
forced to adinit it. She had not only saved
herself, but she had saved him. But he felt
that she had blundered inexeusably by allow-

ing the schoolboy to keep the diamonds out |
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of her reach. It ought to have been ecasy
for her to get possession of the mackintosh
by a simple subterfuge, and recover the
package.

If her heart had been in the business she
would have done so. It was this fact which
aroused Mr. Mortimer to fury. He knew
that she resented the whole affair—that she
would only be too glad to sce him bafiled.
Only her fear of him had caused her to
carry out his ordars.

It was some consolation to know that the
diamonds were still undiscovered,  Whilst
they reposed in that harmless garment they
would be safer there than anywhere else.
IFor why should the police ever think of look-
ing for the stolen necklace in Sir Edward
Handforth’s home?  But once they were
accidentally discovered, they would never be
recoverable.  So 1t was necessary that no
time should be lost,

Mortimer would rececive five thousand
pounds in cash upon the delivery of the
roods. An absurdly small percentage of. the
diamonds’ real value; but a burglar s
always in the hands of the “fence ” or re
ceiver, and is lucky to get even a tithe of
a stolen article’s worth. Yet it is not to.be
wondered at, sinee it is the recciver who runs
most of the risk. Disposing of such
property is a tricky business,

Margaret's uncle saw no rcason why he
should lightly give up five thousand pounds
in cash. It was the biggest hanl he had ever
made—a small fortune for him. It had heen
within his grasp, too. He had expected the
girl to com2 back with the money.

Now the diamonds were probably some-
where in Sir Edward Handforth’s house.
IKven this wasn’t certain. There was always
the chance that the mackintosh had been
carelessly taken home by one of Handforth’s
chums. But since Handforth's home was
the only one Mortimer knew of, his opera-
tions must begin here.

HAND]!‘ORTH was sitting gloomily in

an easy-chair in the dining-room

when a crowd of fellows came in

from Reggie Pitt's party. It was
nearly eleven o’clock at night, and Hand-
forth had been in sole possession of the
dining-room for two or three hours.

“Hallo, Handy, old man!” said Church,
staring. “My only hat! You're looking a
bit white about the gills!”

“Go and cat coke!”
eruffly.

“Where have you been
asked Nipper.

“Here, most of the time,” replied Hund
forth. “But you ncedn’t ask any questions—
because I won't answer them. I’'m fed up.”

“You look 1t.”

“I’'m worried !”

“You look worried, too.”

“T'mm—TI'm desperate!”
ficreely.

<aid THandforth

ﬁl the evening?”

said Handforth
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“I Ubelieve you are, old man,” nodded
Nipper. “But why? Wasn't your visit to
the young thing's home a succcss?”

“LKhiv

“Didn’t she make you welcome?”

“Who told you I went there?” demanded
Handforth warmly., “Why can’t you chaps
mind your own business? That girl’'s beset
with dangers! I believe she's in the hands
vf crooks!”

““Ha, bha, hal”

“Are you sure she
asked McClure bluntly,

“Why, you—you insulting ro'ter—"

“Well, it's jolly suspicious!” said Mac,
shaking his head. “She makes you belicve
that she lives in an expensive flat, and what

isti't one herself?”

do you find? An empty flat! Mysterious
screams and thuds!”
“How—how did you know?” gasped

[Tandforth blankly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The whole crowd yelled with merriment.
Thex had been expecting Handforth at Pitt’s
party all the evening, and to find Handforth
woping at home struck them as being
bUInorous,

“My poor old chump !” said Willy gently.
“'hat Aat business was our stunt.”

“Wha-a-at!”

“Of course it was,” grinned Willy. "We
cucssed that the girl had been spoofing you,
and we soon found that she had never been
hoard of in Beaconsfield Gardens. So we
tipped the commissionaire and lift atten-
dant, and they let us use an empty flat for
ten minutes.”

Handforth fought [or breath. In one
wav, he was relieved; and in another way,
he was boiling with indignation. It cleared
the air somewhat to know that Margaret had
had nothing to do with that mysterious flat
affair. DBut the knowledge that she had
fooled him hurt him deeply. And the know-
ledge that his chums had spoofed him made
hin se¢ red,

“You—vou rotters!” he =aid, glaring
round. “If you think this is funny, 1 don't!
Wiat was the idea of it, anyhow?”

“Well, it wasn't quite so senscless as you
scern to think, old man,” said Nipper, be-
coming scrious, ‘‘We didn't like to see you
making an ass of yourself, and we thought
vou neoded a lesson. My dear chap, can’t

vou sec that that girl deliberately hood-
winked you?  She's probably a pick-
pocket—"

“You—you insulting rotter |” roared Hand-
forth, leaping forward.

Ouly by swift action, and the application of
force, was Handforth dragged back., In
another sccond he would have knocked
Nipper down.

“I don’t blame you!” he panted bitterly.
“You didn't even meet the girl—you didn't
meet hier as I did, anyhow. TI'll eat my hat
if shie’s a wrong 'un! There's some mystery
about her, and she's in distress. And be-
cause I want to help her you chaps jeer at
me and make fun of me!”

'I'hey were somewhat abashed.

“Don't take it to heart, old son,” said
Nipper. *“We're only trying to show you

that it's risky to get friendly with strangers,

It doesn’t matter whether ther're old gen-
tlemen, or young fellows, or charming girls,
You never know what their game is. These
confidence tricksters are as clever as they
make ’'em, and the more innocent they look
the more tricky they actually ave.”

“And your leg was made to be pulled!”
added Willy, nodding,

Handforth became icily cold.

“You're all wrong!” hLe said. “This girl
isn’t a confidence trickster. I can’t pretend
to know what danger she’s in, but she's true
blue. I'll stake my life on it! I saw her
outside this very house earlier in the evcu.

ing—-""

“What 1»

“I couldn't get a word with her, thongh,
because I was stopped by the traffic.” said
Handforth glumly., “And when I tried to
find her, she'd gone again.”

The other juniors exchanged glances.

“You didn't give her your address, did
vou ?” asked Church quickly,

“Y forget. I might have done.”

“You reckless ass!” said McClure ex-
citedly. “And you say you saw her out-
side? Why, it’s as clear as daylight that
she's a wrong 'un! She's been twisting you
round her little finger, you ass! I expect
she's & member of a gang, and they're up to
some sort of mischief ”

“If vou say anything more against her,
Arnold McClure, I'll never speak to you
again !” interrupted Handforth fiercely. " In
fact, I'll never speak to any of vou again!
You all think I'm a mug, but, by George,
I'll show you that I'mm not!”

He flung himsclf out of the room, and now
there were no smiles on the faces of the
others.

“Phew!” whistled Nipper. “Ii’s even
more serious than we thought, you chaps!"

Willy was looking thoughtful.

“Leave Ted to me,” he said slowlv. “You
chaps go home, and sleep comfortably, I'll
deal with Ted!”

CHAPTER 11,
At Dead of Night!

ANDIORTIT tossed sleeplessly in bed.

He had heard ono o'clock just

strike, and he was getting desperate,

What was the gong of trying to go

to sleep when his mind was so disturbed?
The very idea of sleep was ridiculous,

He couldn't get it out of his head that
Margarct Winston was in danger, and the
unfortunate Idward Oswald was frantic
because he hadun't the faintest idea where she
really lived, or Low to get in touch with
her. Xle was at his wits' end,

At bed-time, an hour or so carlier, Willy
had had a “jaw ” wilh him, but this had
donc no good. Handforth at least gained
some comfort from the reflection that he
had left Willy's curicsity unsatisfied, All
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Willy's questionings had come to nothing.
L'he fag had got no change out of his major,

At least, this was what Handforth sup-
posed.

“Its no good!” he muttered, sitting up
and tossing the bedclothes back. *I can’t
sleep! What's the good of trying?”

He got out of bed, put on his dressing-
gown, and paced up and down. He was glad
thut Willy slept in another room. Lady
Handforth had tried tho experiment of put-
ting tho brothers in one bedroom, but she
had found it too codtly, There was really no
rcason why the whole household should be
kept awake half the night.

“The chaps can say what they like,” mut-
tered  Handforth, clenching his fists.
“'Fhey’'re mad! 'They think I'm in love with
that girl—and I'll admit she’s a jolly ripping
girl—but, goodness knows, I'm only worried
because she seemed so troubled! Yet what
can I do to heip her? Why did she try to
pinch my mac.? Why did she fool me about
Beaconsfield Gardens? And what was she
doing outside the house? Obh, it’s an awful
mix-up !”

He was compelled to admit—to himself, at
all events—that the circumstances were sus-
picious. On the face of things Margaret's be-
haviour was strange. One might easily sup-
pose that she was up to some crooked scheme
—that she was, indeed, the member of a
criminal gang. e

But Handforth knew—positively and abso-
lutely—that she was straight. _It was charac-
teristic of him to take pedple on trust.
. Sometimes he was completely bluffed, but
at other times his judgment was singularly
sound.

“The trouble is, I don't know what to
do,” he muttered, halting. “I can’t look
for the girl in a place like London! 1 don’t
suppose I shall ever see her again. Yet I'll
jolly well try to trace—-"

Heo broke off as a board creaked somewhere
on the landing. He went to the door, rather
uncertain. Perhaps he had been mistaken.
He looked out on to the landing, but could
sece nothing unusual,, Everything was dark,
except for a stray moonbeam or two coming
in through the window,

He crept quietly along until he came to
the wide opening where it was possible to
look right down into the lounge hall. And
now he checked himself, and smothered a
stifled gasp. '

Somebody was down in the hall!

He could see a dim figure, and there was
a beam of white light from an electric torch,
too! He stood there, staring fascinatedly.
'T'he beam of light slowly cireled round, and
finally -came to rest on the big hall-stand.

Then he heayd a quick intake of breath
from the intruder. The light had revealed
a folded mackintosh, carelesslv dropped into
the base of the hall-stand. There came a
little rustle, and Handforth saw a slim hand
picking up the mackintosh.

“Great Scott!” he breathed, aghast.

For in that second he knew that the in-
truder was a girl! Margaret! There could
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be no mistaking the faint rustle of her skirt,
Besides, that slim hand belonged to no man!
And the very fact that the mackimtosh was
the object of the intruder's search was sipr.
nificant.  For it was this garment wnich
Margaret had attempted to steal at Lord's.
The thing was dumfounding in its fantastie
absurdity. Why burgle a house to get a
thirty-shilling mac?

“Aiss Margaret!” whispered Handforth,
running downstairs,

“Oh!” panted the girl.

It was more like a little gasp of ferror.
She swung round, the mackintosh in her
grasp, and she faced Handforth in fright-
encd dismav., Only a moment eariier she ﬁ'nd
told herself that her mission was safely
accomplished.

“What are you doing in here?”
Handforth sternly,

At last his faith was shaken. What could
he think? The girl was caught redhanded.
His heroine had become a figure of scorn.
It was a mercy that he had kept awake,
so that he could receive this disillusionment,
It was a merey, too, that nobody eclse had
surprised her—for in that case she wounld
have been handed to the police. Handforth
had no idea of taking such a drastic step.

“I—1 Oh, you mustn’'t look at me hke
that !” whispered the girl shakily., * Please
don’t think i

“What age you doing in here, Miss Mar-
garet?”” repeated Handforth. *And !
told the chaps you were straight, too! 1
—I didn’t realise I'd been such a fool. Bu:
I've caught you in the act, and—"

“Qh, vou're wrong!” she iterrupted tear-

asked

fully. "I didn't want to break in! My
uncle forced me!”

“Your uncle?” said Handforth, with a
start., “That man in the Tube?”

“No; that was Detective-sergeant Mar-
shall.”

“A deteetive!” gasped Handforth, " Then
—then—— But look here! You're not going
to tell me that yvou broke into this house
on purpose to pinch my mouldy mac? It's

only worth about three-halfpence!”
Margaret realised that her position was
acute, To explain the truth was 1mpossible.
Yet holv else could she account for her pre-
sence here?  An inspiration came to her.

“It’s all my fault,” she said, laying a
trembling hand on his arm. *““You remem-

ber when we were in the Tube train? 1

was flustered, and I dropped a little packet.

It wasu't mine—it belongs to my uncle.”
“You dropped it? I don’t see o

“Tt must have fallen into vour mackin-
tosh,” said the girl. “When I looked for
it it was gone. I couldn't explain to you,
could I? You might think that T had done
it deliberately. Besides, it was so awkwdrd.
If you'll let me unrotl the mac., I'll show
you. I'm sure the packet must be in-ide.”

Handforth’s brain began to clear.

“But why didn't you explain at firet?”
he asked wonderingly. *“If yvou hal done
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that, I should have let you have the mac in
a jiffy”

He took the garment from her, broke il
strings, and shook 1t out. Ife plunged hi:
und into one of the pockets, and withdrew
a small paper packet.

"B, Georgel” he said. “This i::'t
mine !”

“No; it's the one I had in the Tube
rrain,” said Margaret. "My uncle was
dreadfully angry when I told him

“Well, of course, vou can have 1if,” said
Handforth gladly. *““But it was a dotry
thing to break into the house like this! You
might have got yourself arrested for
burglary. Look here, you'd better go out by
the front door. Then if you're secn, I can

axplain—-"

“Just a minute, Ted, old man,” said
Willy,

Both Handforth and Margaret spun
round. Willy had come downstairs silenddy,

and he approached ihe pair.

“Who told you to butt in?” asked Hand-
forth thickly.

“Awfully sorry, Ted, but T don't think
voun quite realise the position,” said Wills.
“Do vou happen to know that TLadyv Kings-
way was recently robbed of her famous
diamond necklace ?”

Margaret drew her breath in so sharple
that Willy was left in no doubt regarding her
knowledge of the truth, She twrned deathly
pale, and elutched at Handforth's arm for
subport. .

“I don't know
lHandforth, staring.

“My dear ehap! You must know' tha:
thiz girl wouldn't break into our house un-
less there was something vervy bir to bde
gained,” said Willy quietly. “That package
cronfains the Kingsway diamonds. Don’t yvou

what vou mcan!" said

understand? Stolen property! The police
are searching evervwhere i |

“T don't believe it!” said Handforth
fiercelv.  “You're mad! Misz Margaret,

tell him he's mad!”

“No; it's true!”
whisper.

“What!"

“I—I couldn’t tell vou!" she whispered.
“But please don't think ton badlv of me.

sobbed the gmirl, in a

: § didn"t* want to break in. My uncle force:d

aie

“You treacherous littlo cat!” snarled Sanm:

Mortimer abruptly.

And he sprang forward out of the shadows,

ORTIMER had grown impatient.

M And finding everyvthing so quief, and

counsidering himself-to be safe, he

had ventured in—ereceping into the

Louse through the window tha:t Le bhad
forced open for his nicce.

Now, with one movement, lie snatched the
packet,

“Uncle " panted Margaret.

“In another minute vou would have heen
ready to give the diamonds up,” said Mor-
timer harshly. “It’s a good thing I've come
along !
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“Grab him!" yelled Handforih excitedir.

He and Willy rushed at the rascal a:i the
same moment., DBut Mortimer was ready
for them. He caught Edward Oswald a
crashing blow on the side of the head wlich
sent him reeling over. He picked Willy
up and flung him on the top of his brother.
Then, without even a glance at the giei,
Mortimer sped awaxy.

“After him!” gasped Haudforth pain-
fully,
He struggled dazedly to his fect, Thev

could hear Mortimer serawmbling through a
window some distance away. Margaret was
standing quite still, stunned by all this un-
expected comumotion,

“You'd better send for the police.” she
muttered brokenly. "It's all my fauly, aud
I can’t expect you to let mic go.”

“I kpnew you weren't to blame!” =ail
Handforth triumphantly., “It was your
uncle who foreed yvou into it! And now he's
got the diamonds'”

“Kecp vour hair on!” said Willy. “ Look
at these!”

He held up a glittering objact, which posi-
tively sparkled and glinted in the moenligh:.
Handforth and Margaret looked a: 11
dazedly.

“Not bad, eh?” said Willy, grinning.

“But—bur 3

“Just a little wheeze of mine,” explained
Willy., “When you told me about your mac,
Ted, and the way this girl tried to pinch
it, I got suspicious. So I examined 1t.”

“And—and you found the package?’
asked Margaret breathlessiy.

“Rather!” said Willy. *“I opened it, and
things became a bit clear to me when I
saw these diamonds. I thought I'd put a
fake packet back, and sce wﬁat happened.
Somehow, I believe your uncle 13 going o
get a bit of a shock before loug!”

¥

CHAPTER 12,

All Serene!
ARGARET WINSTON

M very frightened.
“You've taken the diamonds!”
she whispered. “Ob, when mv
uncle finds out how he's been tricked lic'll
be mad with rage!”

“But I had to do it,” said Willy, *I
couldn't leave the diamonds there. I'll give
'em to my pater in the morning, aud he'll
hand ’em over to the police. I'm pretrv
sure that, you're not @ wrong ’un, though.
Your uncle ounght to Dbe horse-whipped for
forcing you——-"

“But you don't understand!™
Handforth, in alarm, “She can't go homvo
now! He'll kill her when she gets there—
after this! He'll say 1t's her fault|”

“H'm! I hadn't thought of that,” ad.
mitted Willy, “It'll cortainiy be a bit awk-
ward. You can't stay here, and you can's
go home—"

vas  looking

broke 1in
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Abruptly. the lights were all switched on.
Sir Edward Handforth stood on the landing,
looking siernly down into the hall.

“*Edward! William !’ he ejaculated.
“What—what i1s the meaning of this? What
arc yvou doing down there? Who is this—
voung person’t’

It was Margaret who answered. As Sir
IEdward came downstairs, she walked towards
hin.

“Please don’t blame your sons, sir,” she
saixd quietly. “I broke into your house, aud
they caught me red-handed. I1f you'll send
for the police——"

“No, no!” hroke in Handforth execitedly.
“Don’t listen to her, pater! She’s not to
iltla.rumn‘:.t all! It was her unele who foreed
MLy

"One moment.” zaid Sir Edward sternly.
“Edward, be quiet! What is that you have
i your hand, William!”

“The Kingsway diamond necklace, dad.”

“Good heavens!”

“It was stolen, you know,” explained
Willy.,  *“But Ted's right about the girl,
I'm sure she's not to blame. She's scared
stiff of her unele, and——— Look out! Whoa!
She's going to faing!”

Margaret was swaying dizzily, and there
was no pretence about it, as Sir Edward first
suspected.  She was taken to a chair, and
gently lowered into. it.

Willy fetched some water, and affer a fow
minutes the girl was a little better,

“Come, now,” said Sir Edward, touched
by the girl’s distress—and impressed, too, by
her obvious refinement and frankness. “I'm
not a hard man, Tell me the whole truth—
and then I shall decide what shall be done.”

when he got back to his eyele shop

in Islington. He had decided to throw

a few things together, to take a motor-
cyele combination from his workshop—one
that had been brought in for repairs—and
make a bolt for it.

After what had happened, he was certain
that the police would soon be hot on his
track. And he had got the diamonds!

In the sitting-room behind the shop
he feverishly unfastened the precious
package. It was too risky to take the
Jdiamonds like this. He would slip them into
a spare inner tube—it would only take a
few moments to remove the valve and re-
place it Then, if he was stopped, the police
might not see through the dodge, and, fail-
img to find the diamends, they would have
nothing against hun, in spite of any informa-
tion they might have received.

“But I must be off pretty sharply,” he
muttered, as he unfolded the Swrappings.
“I'hey’ll be here soon——"

He <tared dazedly at the thing which was
revealed. A cheap, tawdry imitation pearl
necklace ! He took i1t in his hands, and
crushed two of thie baubles in his amazement
and rage,

S.&M MORTIMER was panic-stricken

33

“T'hey’ve tricked me!” he gasped, with a
snarl,

He looked like a wild animal in his rage.
Ile was bewildered—stunned. At the same
time he instinctly realised that those boys
were responsible—perhaps  with  Margaret's
help ! - 'That cheap necklace, as a matter of
fact, was one of Ena's, Willy had taken it
from an old toybox of hers—one that had
been disearded for six or seven years,

“JFooled!””  shouted Mortimer crazily.
"By heaven! When that girl comes iback
I’ll break every bone in her body!”

He dropped his idea of bolting. His one
thonght now was to wait here for Margaret.
Yet, when his first excess of fury was over,
he realised that such a wait might be futile.
Would she come? The chances are-that she
wouldn't !

['resh panic seized him. IHe made up lis
mind, then and there, to dash back to the
West End. She was hand-in-glove with those
infernal schoolboys! No doubt she had told
them that her uncle was ill-treating her; per-
haps she had persuaded them to shelter her.
If so, she would still be there. And the
diamonds would still be there! Mortimer
quickly made up his mind.

He left the shop, and as soon as he got on
to the pavement he ran full tilt into a big,
bluff man in a reefer jacket and a peaked
cap. .

“Why, Sam!” said the other, surpriscd.

Mortimer stared at him dazedly.

“Harry!” he ejaculated. “T—1
know you were coming home——-7"

“Well, vou needn’t look so startled,” said

didn’t

(faptain  Harry Winston. “Man alive!
What's the matter with you? DBy thunder!
Has anything happened to Margaret? What
are you looking so frightened about?”

Here was another unexpected hiteh, The
girl’s father had returned home! As a

matter of fact, his ship had docked in London

river soon after midnight, and he had got

away at the earliest possible moment.
(Continued on ncrt page.)
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He had left England as first mate in a
cargo steamer; he had returned as captain,

“Well?” he asked sharply. *What's the
matter with you, Sam? 1 dare say you've
been up to your old tricks again, eh? You
fool! Haven't you learned to go straight
et 7
’ There was a world of contempt in Captain
Winston's voice. It drove Mortimer to a
frenzy.,

“You big fool!” he snarled. " You want
vour daughter, do you? Shea's with the
police—under arrest!”

“You hound!” panted Captain Winston.
“Where is she, I say? If yvou dou't tell me
I'll choke the life out of you!”

For the first time Sam Mortimer realised
that this good-natured, bluff giant was in
carnest. He had always held his brother-in-
law  in  contempt, but he didn't now.
Gurgling with panic, he gave Haundiorth's
address.

“But it's nn good,” hLe gasped.
won't be there now. I tell you, the police
have got her! And a good thing, too!
She's double-crossed me! I trusted her, and
she's let me down—"'

Captain Winston suddenly released him,
and as Mortimer staggered back he feebly
put up his arms to defend himsclf. But he
might as well have tried to ward off an

“She

earthquake.

Crash! Crash!

It was over in a couple of seconds. Two
big fists hammered into hiz face, and

Mortimer went over like a dog, knecked out.

ARGARET was a pathetic ficure as

M she sat in the lounge hall at Hand-

forth’s hoine, coming necar to the

end of her story., Sir Fdward and

his two sons had listened intently, and with
comiplete understanding.

“It would bave been all right if my father
had been at home.” concluded the girl
brokenly.  “But when my mother died I
had nowhere to go. My uncle took me law-
fully, and made me work for hitn  He kept
me without money, and he tried to make me
help him in his burglaries.”

“The awful rotter!”
fiereely,

“I am quite sure the man is an infernal
rogue,” said Sir Edward, nodding, * Your
mistake, young lady. was in subwmitting to
his bullying. You should have appealed to
the police for protection.”

“But he's my uncle,” whispered Margaret.
“After all, he's my mother's brother, and
although T hate him I couldu’t betray him
like that., I've been hoping againsi hope
that my father would come home.”

“Where is vour father now?"

“I don't know,” she sobbed. *“Ile's
written to me, but my uncie wouldn't let
me sce the letters. I managed to get oue,
and I believe father is homeward bonund.
But I don’t know when his ship will get in.”

“We must make inquirics,” said Siv

said  Handforth

Edward briskly. “There, there! 1 told yvon
I'm not a hard man, T'll sec that your uncie
is punished for his villainy, my dear.  And
I'll see that you are properly looked after
until your father can take you under his
care.”

“You're a brick, pater!” said Edward
Oswald Handforth huskily,

“Nonsense !I" frowned Sir Edward., “Dou't
vou think I'm human i

Thump! Thump!

“Great  Scott!”
jumping up.

A loud hammering had sounded on the.
front door, just behind him. They all got
to their feet, and Margaret had gone as
white as a sheet.

“Oh! The police!” she whispered.

Thump !

ejaculated  Haundforth,

“Lieave them to me,” said Sir Edward
grimly. “No, don't hide yourself. You're

my guest—and under my roof you're safe.”

HE flung open the door, and found him-

self facing a big man in a reefer
coat and a peaked cap.
“Father!” came a joyous cry from
behind.

There was no time for Sir Ldward to ask
any questions. He saw something flash past
him, and the next moment he beheld Mar-
garet clasped in the big man’s arms.

“Well, I'm bothered,” said Sir Edward.

“0Oh, dad!” panted Margaret, as she clung
to Captain Winston. “It's too good to be
true! How did you know I was here? Ilow
did vou——-"

“Thal’s all right, lassie,” said the ecaptain
grufflv. “‘I want to ask a few questions first !
I've been told by vour scoundrelly unele that
vou're in danger from the police. I want to
get to the bottom of this!”

And then, of course, lengthy explanations
followed, Margaret's happiness was good (o
sce, and Edward Oswald wasn’t looking par-
ticularly miserable, either. His face was
glowing with friumph. His heroine bad
turned out to bie true blue 1u spite of every-
thing, '

As for the diamonds, they were handed (n
the police the next morning, and Margaret’s
name was never mentioned in fhe affair,
Sam Mortimer, it turned out, had been found
on the pavement by a policeman—just a-
Captain Winston had left him.  The police
never got any evidence against him, how-
ever, and he was only too glad to take
advantage of Captain Winston's good nature,
and get into the country,

And it was many a long day before
Edward Oswald Handforthh forgot his Dank
Holiday TFlirtation!

THE END.

(Something cxtra-special is due for you
nert Wednesday, chums—the SNchool Train
series!  Don't miss reading the first yarn,
which 13 entitled “The St. Frank's Schoo!l
Train!” Your pals will also be intcrested tn
this amazing ncw sevics of storvies—tell them
all about tt!)
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UR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

NOTE.—If any

remarks as are
majority.

Editor

E. 8. BROOKS.

DON'T agree with you—B. R. Pettinger )

about Handforth. You say:

“In the story., ‘8t. Frank's In New

Zealand,” Handforth wants to investi-
gate the gevsers closelv, and a few lines
before that Duncan had told him it was
dangerous if he went too near., Don't you
think he ought to have been satisfied with
secing them from a safe distance, like other
boys?"” No, I don’t. It would be quite
opposed to Handforth’s character if he stated
that he was satished by looking at any
dangerous objeet from a safe distance.
IHandforth's chief characteristic 1s reckless-
ness—and blundering recklessness at that,
So I think I was right in making him -
vestigate the geyser so closely that he got
himself into trouble,

o X “*

l (Sheffield)—

ry

I'm afraid T cannot see “eve to eve " with
vour request, Peggy Rm!gvm {"s[alda Vale).
‘ou want me to write a  series starring
McClure. What has McClure ever done to
warrant this honour? He's one of Iland-
forth's chums, I know, but I think he would
be a bit disappointing m a star role. Be-
sides, what would happen afterwards, when
he was compelled to go back into the com-
parative obscurity of being just a member of
Handforth’s “Co.”? Personally, I think the
main interest in Church and McClure is that
they are Handforth’s keepers, as it were.

* * *

I hope you weren't disappointed—D. A.
Ilanlon (Geraldton, Western Australia)—
when you found out that T wasn’t “an old
gentleman with side whiskers,” as you had
always fondly imagined. I'm afraid the
publication of my dial at the top of this
page has disillusioned lots of other readers,
too. But you needn't think there’s any spoof
about it. It’s me all right. And if vou want
an actual plmtu of myself, just let me have
one of your own, and then T'll send you my
autographed portrait in exchange.

# - *
Glad to hear from vou again—Stanley
Cubin  (Ilkley)—and fo receive your
additional photo for publication. It appears

this week, and I hope your hat won't over-
<hadow your face too much, I should
magine that vou don’t often venture on

“Ilkla Moor baht 'at "—which, in English, T

-

reader
shall be pleased to comment upon such
likel Lo
All letters should be addressed,
EDWY SEARLLS BROOKS,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
The Ff:clwuu House, Furruwduu Street,

London, E.C.4

writez to me 1

initerest Lthe

cio The

STANLEY CUEIN.

believe, means *‘on llkley Moor without a
hat "—since the photograph which appears
above, and the snapshot you =ent me in
March, 1927, both exhibit you in a be-hatted
condition. I am gratified to know that your
wife reads and enjoys my stories, too, and
that you are keeping the cricketers’ badges
to gladden your son’s heart when he's old
enough, I dare say he’ll be a reader one
day. Anyhow, Qs parents won't be hke
some others, and jump on him becauso he
reads the Old Paper. They know, {rom their
own experience, that there’s !mfhmg harmful
in it, o # ®

Thanks for your “Southern Cross Journal "
—Kred 1., Bmm-tt (Malvern, Vietoria, Aus-
tralia)—which, I understand, is the official
organ of the Southern Cross Exchange and

Correspondence  Club.  You ask me to
mention yvour club, and to state that vou
are inviting inquiries.  All right. If any of

the other readers want to join your well-
organisced Correspondence Club, theyv'd better
write direet to you—Fred L. Burnett,
Southern Cross Ixchange and Corres-
pondence Club, 37, Vietorlia Road, Malvern,
S.15.4, Victoria, Australia.

3 i

Please don't be so sensitive—* Reader
(Elv, Cardiff)}—about having your rcal name
pnl;l:alwci I have respecled your wish, and
put your pen-name, but I hope you'll let me
publish your real name next time. You are

only one among numerous other wives
and  mothers who read my stories,
and , as for Jaughing at vou., and
thinking you foolish because you have

written to me, these are the last things I
should do. Your husband can pull vour leg
as much as he likes, but I'm glad he's an
enthusiastie reader of the Old Paper as well
as you. Please tell him I'd like him to
write personally, giving me his own opinions
and criticisms. And do let me have that
photo of voursell for publication, |
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Concluding Chapters ol our Popuilar Football and Dirt Track Racing Serial!

SEARLES /4

BROOKS.

Dirty Carringlon!”

“Yabh!
for the past few days.

That bas been the cry in Banninglon
But now that Burke's. villainy has boci

exposed, the peeple are saying : * Good old Rex!”

GQood News !

ATTY FOWKES rushed out of the hos-

F pital ward and he found Dave Moran

and Ben Gillingham and the other
Blues collected in the passage.

“Tlow is Rex?” thev chorused.

“What do you care?' asked Fatty coldly.
“T wonder you had the deceney to come hLere
at all! You turned Rex away from our
quarlers last night, and I'm going to turn
vou away from here! I'tn blawed if you
shall sce him!”

“You're mad!” said Dave,.
can who turned him away.”

“And the rest of you believed that rotten
varn about him!” said Fatty, with scorn.
“If vou had had any feeling, you would have
opposed Piecan and made him alter his
rotten decision.”

“Como off it, Fatty,” said Dave, looking
troubled. “Hang it, what else could we
believe last night?
met with an accident, we're naturally sorry
for him. We'd like to sce him—"

“Hold on!" interrupted Falty. " You're
sorry for him, are you? But you still be.
lieve that he rode in that race last night?”

“You hulking idiot, what clse can we be-
lieve?” snapped Ben Gillingham, “That
varn of his was too tall—too idiotic. We're
sorry for him, all the samne—"

“Then you can go and show your sorrow
somewhere else!” roared Fatty. “Clear out
—the lot of you! If you can’t believe in
Rex yvou're no friends of his! That's all
I've got to say.”

“It was Pie-

But now that Rlex has

Heo fairly hustled them towards the main

exit. They could have easily overpowered
him, but Dave, who hated the idea of
lengthening this scene, advised his cown-

panions to retreat. They'd wait outside until
Fattv had cooled down.

Fatty went back into the ward, bLreathing
hard.

“Trouble out there?” asked Rex -pnlltui;r.

“I wouldn't let 'em come in,” snorted
Fatty. *“If they can't have faith in you,
Rex, they're no friends of ours. Besides, I've
got an idea. You're not crocked, are you?
I mean, if we can only put old Piecan right
before Saturday, you'll be fit for footer?"

“Yes, of course,” said Rex. “But there's
no chance of old Piecan being put right, un-
less I can get hold of those erooks who——"

“We'll work together, old man,” eaid
Fatty, “Look here! I'll do the active work.
and you can stay in hospital. That foot of
yvours needs rest, You want to nurse it up
for the big game.”

“But I shan't playv in the big game,” pro-
tested Rex. “And the doctor has said that
I can't stay here. Cool down, TIatty!
You're too excited.”

But Fatty won the argument, all the same,
He simply refused to believe that Rex would
not be able to play., And he fixed things
up with Dr, Thomas, Rex was to remain in
the hospital, and no reports regarding his
condition were to be given to the papers.
But Rex wouldn't occupy one of the patients'
wards—he would be fixed up in an attic in
the domestic quarters, Fatty didn't mind—
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and Rex apparently had in the
matter,

“You're a brick, doctor,” said Fatty, at
length. “1 want to fool those other chaps,
aund Mr., Pilecombe, too.”

“1 must confess that [ wasn’t thinking of
vour fellow f[ootballers,” said Dr. T'homuas
dryly. *“Carrington, to put it bluntly, 1s not
very popular in Banmington just now., He
might meet with further trouble if he ven-
tured out. It is better to keep him hero
until the feeling against himm has died down,”

“There'll bo a different feeling about him
wien the real truth comes out,” said Fatty
bluntly. *1 don’t believe he's guilty of any-
thing wrong, doctor—and you’ll find I'm
right before long.”

Katty hadn’t tho faintest idea that the
truth would come out within the very next
minute, IFor before he could leave, one of
the nurses came in, looking flushed and ex-
cited. She was carrying a ncewspaper,

“What is it 7’ asked the doctor,

“1 thought Mr, Carrington would like %o
sce this,” replied the nurse, giving Rex a
qitick, admiring flash from her eyes. *‘Obh,
what a shame that people should have mis-
judged himn so awfully 1”

Rex felt his heart give a leap.

“Thank you, miss,” he said quietly, “J—
[— Why, what the— U{L, by Jove!
Look at this, Fatty !”

They stared at the paper, and Fatty let
out a terrific whoop.

The early editions had been sensational
enough—but this was absolutely startling.
Right across the front page, in heavy type,
were the words: “Rex Carrington Vindi-
cated.” “Blues’ Centre-Forward Cleared
of IFouling Charges.”

And there, in leaded type, were the
columns of *‘‘story "—describing the detain-
ing of “Lightning ” Smith, his confession,
and the obvious truth that Rex Carrington
had been the victim of a plot.

“"Good old Rex!'" exclaimed Fatty fer-
vently, as he clapped Rex on the shoulder.
“Gosh! I'm glad I stood out against all
the others! 1 knew you were made of the
right stuff, old man!”

Rex couldn’t speak, The clouds were clear-
ing—and all in this moment he could see that
Fate wasn’t going to be so hard on him, after
all. And now a new thought whirred
through his brain. The Denton City match!
He would be able to play, in spite of every-
thing |

no say

Fatty’s Triumph !

R. THOMAS took Rex's hand,
D wrung it,
“Y am mightily glad, my boy,” he
said heartily. “J am glad, too, that
I expressed no opinion on that unfortunate
affair of last night. I'm afraid the town has
been very hard on you, but I am sure that
it will do everything in its power to make
amends.”
“1 don't blame the town, sir,” said Rex.
“What else could the people think?*

and

h
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He was bewildered. All this had hap-
pened, 1t scemned, because those roughs had
set upon hun! Curly Hankin’s name was
not mentioned in the report, but Rex could
casitly guess what had occurred. Burke and
Lightning Smith had heard the news, and
they had given themselves away in their
alarm. But 1t was really the “Cazette ' re-
porter who deserved most of the praise,

“There’s nothing about DBurke,” <aid
FFatty, as he scanned the paper. “The rotter
appears to have got away. I don’t suppose
they could arrest:himm—and even Smith has
been freed. But what does it matter? The
truth i1s out!”

“Then there’s no need for me to stay here,”
said Rex cagerly. “I might just as well get
back, Fatty. Piecombe will let me go back
into my old quarters now, and fhe boys will
welcome me, too. I'm not resentful——-"

“Piecan nceds a lesson—and so do the
boys!” frowned Fatty. “T'm going to spin
them a yarn! I've got another idea, too!"”

“You're full of ’em,” said Rex, with a
chuckle.

“You stay here, and lie low,” continned
Fatty. “Dr, Thomas won't let anybody sce
you—except me.”

“I’'m not sure that I can enter into this
conspiracy ” began the doctor.

"Yes, you can, sir—you’ve got to,” urged
Fatty. “'There’s nothing 1n it—nothing
wrong, anyhow. It’s Thursday now, and
vou'll only have to keep him here until Satur-
day morning. And that foot of his neceds
rest.”

['ive minutes later, Fatty emerged from the
hospital,  In spite of his bulk he felt as
though he were walking on air., Never had
he 3re~amed that everything would conie
right so quickly, and so unexpectedly. Out-
side, he found the Blues. Newspapers were
on view everywhere. Fatty stood regarding
them all—and he noticed, too, that Mur.
Piccombe and Mr. Harding were talking
earnestly together a little further off.

“Here he 1s1” sang out Ben Gillingham.

“It’s no good, boys—you can’t see him!"
satd Fatty stumi}r-

“Is he badly hurt?” went up a chorus,

“Not badly—but he's bandaged and all
that sort of thing,” said Fatty vaguelyr.
“Besides, you know about his foot, He's
crocked, anyway.”

Mr. Piecombe came hurrying forward.

“I insist upon seeing Carrington]” he ex-
claimed. “By what right, Fowkes, do you
assume this—er—unwarrantable air of autho-
rity? I must see Carrington, I find it
necessary to apologise to him. I am anxious
to apologise,” he added frankly, - “Good
Peav?nsl How cruelly I have misjudged the
oy 1"

“And 1, too,” said Mr. Harding, with self-

reproach, ‘I can find no excuse for my
harshness. I should have known Carrington
better. T think we both should be ashamed

of ourselves, Mr. Piecombe !”
“Er—yes! “Of course!

said Mr. Piecombe, startled.
“T hope vou'll be a bit more carcful next

Undoubtedly 1”



40

time, then, sir!” said Fuatty Fowlkes sternly.
“I fecl like crowing a bit. I was the only
one to believe in Rex all along. T Lad faith
in him, and you all said I was mad!”

“We admit we were fools, latty,” saud
Darve.

It was Iatty’s moment of {rinwepb. For
tac life of him, he couldn't deny himself
the satisfaction of saving: “I told you so”
—although he didn’t use these actnal words.
He now proceeded thoroughly to enjoy him-
self. He felt that Mr. Piecombe, Mvr. Hard-
ing, and all tho playvers, deserved a lesson.

*1 dare say the doctor would have turned
ma out, too, 1f I hadn’t been Rex's best
pal,” he said. ‘““Anyhow, I''mm the on'y one
who ean see him. Ho can't have any other
visitors. Deoctor's orders.”

“I refuso to believe this,” said Mwe. Pie-
combe anxiously, “I am particuiavly
anxious to sco Carrington.”

“8orry, sir—it's impossible,” insisted
Fatty. “If you had believed in lLim as ]
did, yvou wouldn’t have turued himm out of
rhe Stronghold, end the chances are that
hie wouldn’t have been Liurt at all. So it
15 really your fault.”

“Really, Fowkes! I protest—"

“1 can't help that, sir,” interrupted Fatty
coldly. “If you don't believe me, vou can
go and ask the doctor. He's the house
surgeon, anvway, and he ought to kuow, Car-
rington can’t have arv visitors at all. I
don’t know when you'll be able to sece
him.”

“Stand azide, Fowkes,” satd Mz, Piccombe
authoritatively.

But he got no satisfaction froma Dur.
Thomas, This gentleman kept his word,
and he regarded Mr, Piccombe aud Mr,
Harding with very grave eyes. Me assured
them, most solemnly, that he could not possi-
bly permit them to sece the paticnt.

And when they asked Lim about Rex's
coundition, he was exasperatingiy vague. Ile
used technical words that sounded appalling,
and which left Mr, Piecombe with the im-
pression that the unfortunate Rex would be
irn hospital for at least a month—after which
e would be lucky if he could Le wheeled
out in a chair. _

“I am sorry, bovs, but Rex scems to be
in @ bad way,” sald the manager, when le
rejoined tho Blues, “Fowkes was right.
Nobody is allowed to see Carrington, I am
afraid his football days are over!”

“Poor old Rex!” said Beun, with gennine
sorrow,

“"What a shame we treated limnn so rot.
tenly 1" muttered Andy Tait., *“Poorr old
chap! I feel awful about it!”

They all felt awful. And Fatty. in order
to keep the thing up, went about with a
gloom that affected all the others. He was
ouly cheerful when he reminded them that
Rex's name was now honoured in the town,
1 A?_ffor Rex himself, he had the time of
tE IG,

The most amazing presents arrived at the
hospital—from Mr, Piccomabie, from M.,
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Harding, from the Blues—and, indced, from
countless admirers in the town. Ilowers n
abundance, fruit of the most expensive and
luscious kind. Rex was overwhelmed with ar
all; and the hospital staff, incidentally, hadd
one of the best laughs it could remember.
The whole thing was treated az a very fino
joke, Rex was generous with ail his gifrs,
and the staff put in some good work in help-
ing to distribute the stuff amongst all the
genuine patients.

In this way, the house surgeon felt that
he was justified in heipingz with the little
deeeption.  Never before had the patdients
enjoved such an abundance of luxuries.

And at the Stronghold—in fact, through-
out Bannington—it was generally acceple:
as an absolute fact that Rex Carrington was
badly crocked, and that his football daxs
were over, This false impression had been
dinned into everybody persistently—particu-

larly by Fatty IFowkes.

But the town was in for a littie surprise !

The Vital Qame!
MR. ULYSSES PIECOMBE rezarded

the Blues carnestly, It was Satur-

day afternoon, and the Strongho!/]

was filling rapidly. It was only five
minutezs from the kick-off, and the plavers
were lined up in frout of the manager, all
rcady for the field.

“There's no need, bovs, for me to te'l
you to do your best,” said Mr. Piecomnhe.
YNeither 15 1t neeceszary for me to remind
vou that this game i3 a vital one. If wo
lose, our hopes of promotion are definitely
and irrevocably lost.”

“We'll play the game,
Moran.

“I know it, Dave,” said Mr. Piccomlo.
“But I want you 1o all do more than plav
the game. Unfortunately, Carrington i4
definitely lost to wus. am-—er—saddened
when I think of the shameful way in which
we treated him. However, this i3 no time
for——ecr—sentimentality., There is grim work
vefore us.”

“TI'll do the best I can, sir,” said Sam
Russell, the reserve centre-forward.

“1 don't doubt it, Russell,” replied tin
manager. “We must win this mateh. [
know the hurdle is a stiff one. Denton Citv
is at the top of the table, and its players
arc in brilliant form. If they draw with us
it will be nearly fatal, when we consider the
position of the other clubs.”

“To make ourselves safe, sir, we've gol
to win!"” said Dave.

“And even then we shan't be safe—unless
we score at least half a dozen goals,” saifl

siv,” said Dave

Mr. Piecombe, in a hopeless voice. “1 can't
expeet miracles of you, boys. We need goais
—goals! Our average 1s rocky, and we

might even be pipped in the last match of
the scason—robbed of promotion by a mere
question of goal average., The lack of onu
goal might do it.”

He sent them on to the feld with ail the
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encouragement he could muster. But he
knew—and they knew—that he waes asking
too much, If they won, it would be extremely
good. What chance was there of them win-
ning by an overwhelming margin of goals?
Scra,pinp{ through would be something like
a miracle.

Just as they were going out, Fatty seized
Sam Russell by the arm and held him back.
From outside came the tumult of cheers
as the Blues appeared.

“Just a minute, Sam,
ously.

P

said Fatty mysterti-

“Pop back into the dressing-room.

‘“ Hallo, boys !

sang out Rex, as he came running up.
Fatty Fowkes, who was grinning like a lunatic—gazed at Rex In amazement.

11

voice. ‘‘He’s mever been fitter! Darn my
buttonholes! I've never been so surprised
in all- my life! There’s a chance of promo-
tion yet!”

A minute later Rex ran ecasily out on to
the field. There was no sign of a limp now.
His foot had healed marvellously. For a
few tense seconds nobody seemed to take
any notice. Iven the players only looked
round casually—thinking that Sam Russe!!
was joining them.

Fatty Fowkes, in goal, where he was
receiving a few preliminarv pot-shols, found

The other Blues—that is, all exeept
And no wonder !

For Rex was supposed to be ill in hospital—and yet here he was, dressed ready for lfooter !

Not a word!
surprise.”

b But 1

Fatty whispered something in Sam’s ear,
and the reserve centre-forward gave an un-
ceremonions gasp. Then he dashed back. ke
could hardly believe the evidence of his eyes
when he belield Rex Carrington standing
there—with John Smart, the trainer, buzzing
round him like an ostler grooming & horse.

“Rex!” gasped Sam Russell. “But—but
we thought—="

“No time, old man,” chuckled Rex.
“There was a substitution on the dirt track
—and it was Fatty’s idea to &@ake another
one here. Only this one wiil be & bit more
ohvious.”

“But ave vou fit?” gurgled Sam incredu-
lously. .

Wi in a

breathed Grouser,

I rather think you'll get a|

dreamy !

it impossible to keep lis face straight. He
was grinning like a funa.tic. He knew that
the storm would burst any second now.

“What’s the joke?” asked Ben, who was
near the goal.

“Ha, ha, “You'll
see soon !”

““This is no time to laugh, you great chunk
of blubber!” frowned the burly back. “'This
is going to be a serious game, and a good
deal depends on wou, too. If you let a
goal through, we shall probably be sunk!”

“Ben—Ben!” gasped George Scott, the
other back, running up. ' Look over therc!”

Ben Gillingham spun round. Scott was
staring dazedly, an expression of utter
bewilderment in his eyes.

“Seeing a ghost?” asked Ben tartly,

“By thunder! T belicve T am!” panted
(leorge Scott,  “Tt's Rex!”

ha!” roared Faity.
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Ben took no notice of the veil of triumph-
ant laughter which came from T'atty I'owkes.
He stared at the figv : which was midway
between the grand-stand and the players.
Dave Moran and the other Blues had sud-
denly brought their kick-about to an end,
100, They were all standing stociestiil,
staring unbelievingly.

“Hallo, boys!” sang out Rex, az he ran
up.
“Wake me up, somebody!” gurgled Ben,
“This can't be true!”

“By Jove!” shouted Dave. old
man! We—we thought—"

“Hurrah!” yelled Tich Harborvouzh, the
schoolboy winger. “It's Rex himszelf! He's
turned out for the Blues again!” .

“Hurrah!”

All the playvers swarmed round Rex like
madmen. They wanted to shake him by the
hand, and evervbody was asking questions.
The thing seemed absurdly impossible. A
mninute earlier they had believed Rex to be
in hospital, and permanently crocked. Yet
Liere he was, looking as fit as a fiddle, with-
out @ scar on him|

And just then, too, the erowds had sensed
that something was different. Here and there,
excited supportors were pointing. They were
shouting that Rex Carrington had turned
out. Hundreds of other people were langh-
ing these fools to scorn., What nonsense !

But those early, kecn-eved supporicrs
weren't such fools, after all. Rex was beiny
recognised by everybody now. A swelling
wave of excitement was growing., It was a
murmuring ripple at first, growing louder
and louder. Then a stupendous buwst of
cheering broke.

Never before had the
sich a seene of enthusiasm.

It was a glorious reception for Rex, And
he, being the kind of fellow who responds
readily to such expressions of goodwill,
buened inwardly with joy. He vowed that
he would play the game of his life to-dayv!

“Hurrah!” .

“(Good old Rex Carrington!"

“Play up, tac Blues!”

The cheers were getting -louder and more
violent. Hats were being flung high into the
air, and the noise was audible on the other
side of Bannington. Rex was playing for the
Plues! It was too good to be true!

Ordinarily, the crowds would have given
him a rousing reception after an abscnce of
some wecks—for he had always been a strong
favourite. But to-day it was quite different,
Rex had been misjudged by the town—lie
had been scorned and held in contempt,

Then the town had found that he had been
vielimised. His vindication had come—and
this was his first public appearance since
then., It was only natural that the tens of
HEE:msands should nearly cheer theie lbeads
Oil.

DMr. Piccombe, in his office, heard the first
swelling roar, and rather woudered wha!

“Rerx,

Stronghold scen

| hospitall I
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it could mean, Lionel Corcoran happened
to Le with him, and be looked inquiringly at
the schoolboy owuer,

“Ihe Denton men, I suppose, sir,"” said
Corky,

“But they're out!” protested Mr. Pie-
combe, “The game Lan't started yet, and——
Good gracious! Listen to that]| What on
earth has happencd?”

They hurried from the office, and came out
upon the lower terrace of the grand-stand.
They beheld an amazing scene, Xverybody
in that packed stand was on his or her feet,
waving, checring, and apparcntly going med
with excitemnent., And in the field, the Blues
were crowding round one particular player.

“Good heavenz!” said Mr, Piccomhe
faintlv, .*“What docs it mean?”

“It's Rex!"” yelled Corcoran,
It’s old Rex!"”

“Nonsense !” said the manager. “Immpos-
sible! Out of the question! Rex is in
wish vou wouldn’'t gel such

“Look, sir?

),

ideas—

He broke off, for the air was filled with
the name of *““Rex.” Xven Mr. Piccowmbe
became convinced. ¥e ran like a rabbit to
the players’ exit, Corky at his heels. With
his coat-tails ilving, Mr., Piecombe dashed
across the turf,

“Carrington !" he panted, as he came up.
“Upon my word! "T'is is—er—astoundingly
incredible! How did vou get lLiere? You
mustn’t play, Carvington! The doctor dis-
tinctly said—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's all right, sir—Rex 1s fit !” said Dave
Moran happily., “It's a trick of Iatty's,
[Fattvy knew he was fit all the time and he's
been keeping it a secret until to-day., Rather
a ripping surprise, ch, str?”

Mr, Piccombe took a deep breath.

“I am more gratified than I can possibly
express,” he sald huskily, “And my first
duty, Carrington, even before congratulating
you, is to tender yon my sincere apologies,”

“That’s atl right sir,” said Rex awkwardly,
“There's no need——"

“I can ouly hope, Carrington, that vou
will find it in your heart to overlook my
harsh and unwarranted conduct,” said Mr.
P'iccombe, with ruthless sel-condemnation.
“You are showing your own fine spirit by
turning out for us, and I cannot express my
gladness.”

All the othier players apologised, too, and
Rox was feeling just a bit bewildered—par-
ticularly as the multitude was still cheering.
No Cup-tic crowd had ever displaved such
exeitement,

Rex was thankful that the referee gave a
preliminary blast on his whistle just then.
The sound sent a thrill - right through his
frame, Tootbali! He laughed aloud as he
thought of the dirt track, DMore than ever
he realised that football was in his blood,
and that he only really lived when he was
on the football field.
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NEW NAVAL SERIAL

by

-~ STANTON HOPE

Begins

7. NEXT WEEK!

This yarn tells of the story of young Jack Gilbert. One of the very best he is,
1in spite of the adverse circumstances in which he lives. For his uncle—his
only hiving relative—is a crook, and he intends that Jack shall follow in his
footsteps. But Jack has other ideas. His love of the sea is always calling him.
Oh to get out of Wapping by the riverside and join the Merchant Service or the
Royal Navy ! And then, one day, his chance comes; a chance to join the
Rampant, most famous of naval training school ships !

Popular Stanton Hope has written a real masterpiece in ** Rivals of the
Rampant ! " This is a serial which will live long in the memories of all Nelson
Lee readers as one of the best that has ever appeared in the Old Paper. Don't

miss the opening instalment NEXT WEEK, chums !

Qood Old Rex!
‘o OAL ("
‘ “Weoll plaved, Rex!”™
F “Oh, what a beautv '™
, " That's the way to do it, the
Blues !

The game was not three minutes old. The
Denton City plavers, who had come nere
fully expeeting to win “hands down,” were
looking startled and dismayed. Their de-

fences had been sliced clean through.

The ball had gone out to Tich Harborough
on the wing., had been slipped in to DPenni-
~worth, and then Rex, as of old, had sent in
a lightning drive which the goalic hadn't
even seen, It was one of his unbeatable first-
time shots which was worth pounds to sece.

“Hurrah!”

Rex himself wondered what all the cheer-
ing was about. It had been the simplest of
shots with a ready-made opening for him.
And he was feeling the glorious exhilaration
of the game getting into his bones,  All his
fellow-players were flushed and eager, Rex's
re-appearance in the forward line had
brought about an electric effect. There was
something uncanny about it,

Mr. Piecombe, in the stand, was feeling
quite faint,

. "A goal—already !” he breathed. “ Mnuch

a3 we appreciated Carrington in the past, I
doubt if we realised his true value, Corcoran,
(Ine does not value a possession unfi! one loses
lt-.’:

"But we've regained Rex, sir,” said Cor-
coran happily,

The Denton City players tried to pull
rhemselves together as soon as the game re-
started, buf ther soon found that it was an

|

impossihle task—quite beyond their powers.

. They felt like a village-green team pitted

against the Cup Fioalists, They were simply
run oft their feet,

And this, of course, added to the brilliance
of the Blues,

All the Denton playvers’ passing was
erratic; all the Blues' paszsing was startlingly
accurate, Before another minute had
elapsed, the forward line was on the move

again, The visitors' half.backs were left
stancling, panic-stricken, The backs became
confused., and this rime Rex went clean

through on hLiz own,

“Shoof, Carrington !"" shrieked the crowd.

Rex made no mistake about it. With that
superh coolness which was characteristically
iz, he lured the goalie out, swerved in pre-
cisely the opposite direction 1o that which the
unfortunate custodian expected, and shot the
leather into the net with deadly accuracy,

.L:Darl E:J

“Good old Rex!™

The cheering was more deafening than
ever, Dave and Penniworth and the others
came running up, trying to grab Rex's hand,

“(Cheese it ! he protested. ‘‘Dash it, any
foo! could have scored there.”

Denton City now made a big effort to* pull
themselves together, Thev succeeded for a
time, but couldn't keep it up. Soon the
Blues were pressing again,  Tich scored a
glorious goal of his own five minutes from
hali-time. and then Rex added to the bag
just as the whistle was abont to blow.

Four up'!

The game was as good as won—but every
member of the Blues team was as inspired as
ever, (Cioals—goals—goals! Promotion was
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s nearly eertain now. but the more goals they
could score, the move sure the trinmph would
L, g

Half-time came, and the plavers
dazh for the dressing-room,

madae

My, Piccombe came mn, full of enthusiasm
aid congratulations,  He dido't forget to

retind the plavers that fine as the zcore was,
more goals would not come amiss, Mr., Pie-
combe seemed to have shed ten vears during
the past hour.

i , .

i'he whistle hlew,
agnin, As tney emerged upon the field,
noticed . a *kind  of heaving

and ont went the players

parthguake

winongst the speetaiors at the far end of the
enclosure, It wa< a  remarkable  sight.
Then, - from  amidst  that  mountain  of
bumanity, a figuré shot out and came peli-
g across the torf, . . i i :

It was a tattered fignre—practically in
rags from head 1o foor, In spite_of these
drawback<., however, ihere seemed to he

plenty, ef- life_1n 1. A seetion of the erowd

tried to follow, bnt the police managed {o
i eontrol,” T e "

“Great Seott 1™ sand Fative: “It's Durke 1

“By Jave, =0 11 157 sanl Rex,

None af the Rlues'colld fopl corry for ihae
vascal, It owas unnecessaey, for them 1o ask
auy guestions,  Clearly, Burke had been
Foalish enough to attend” the mateh—-drawn
there, perhaps, by the rinnours that Rex was
appearing: Anvhew, he had been recognised,

pouneccd ) acm,‘ln‘t] this was the result,
The u}o]q fown knew thar Purke was the

culprit in thay roee, treack affair,  laghtning
smith  had not hesitated te talk, and.

adthowgh L the - papiers  had, not ~ published

Purke's name, Hmn-nntrm kncw, - Dorke had
Pen o ,,r{:tﬂ not 1o gel ol ‘-{*:UIIN

HEIGHT INCREASED
Your Height Inereased in 14 days, or Money Buek !

11 3.5 inclns gaitied; health and *-tn‘nr:'n fmproved,
Amzing Complete Conrse sent for & P.0., or
STAME brings Free ook with testimonials, Write
NOW 1o SYSTEM, 28, Dean Ioad,
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BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED

for CANADA, AUSTRALIA

ZEALAND, Tlarm training, outfit, assisted
passages provided, The Salvation Army
keeps in touch with Dbovs after settle-

ment in the Dominions. Make immediate
:1;}}1]1cnt1m1—_—’]‘hc BBranch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C. >-4-
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. thc‘rﬁ'*u! MARVETL" the moat popular cycle
hareain of the vear, is vonrs Nothine more to
ay for a month, Carviage pajd, Other models
Ilrum £3198 6d cash 15 Davs' Free Trial,
Qatisfnetion guaranteed or money refunded
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But he got out now quickly enough !

If it badn't been for the protéetion of
the police, hie might have been half lynched.
As it was, the Blues learned, later, that he
had &héliicll the dust of H;i:mingtou from his
feet for good—and he was lucky to get away
so lightly.

The second half of that never-to he-
forgotien game was every bit as brilliant as
the first, Twice Denten City broke through,
but only twice--and on both occasions Fartiy
IFowkes foiled them. IHis defence was rock-

like,
At the other end the Blues' attack was
simply irresistible.  Rex scored three more

goals off his own boot—a record even for the
Crusaders’ famous sharpshooter., Six goals
in one mateh ! "

Penniworth scored, too—making a bag of
elght altogether. And when ihe final whistle

blew, Mr, Ulysses Piecombe threw all bis
reserve to-the winds, and so far forgot himn-
self as to dance hike a dervish, @ o«

“Woell done, hoys!" he sang out exuliant]ly,
“Well played, Cavringion! "It “means pro-
motion! It's cortain now, -]*'irr-t Divi-ion
noxt seaszon ! =
"Hitrralt 1 roarad the tnmn]u want Blues,
“Tharks to good old.Rex ! yvelled Fatrv,
slapping Rex on the h‘th« STts his game,
sir—his vietory! We ean't do withoumt Rex

at the Stronzhold ! . :

And all the others werve heartily
sanme apinion, THE END.

(That's the ond of Edww Scarles DBroolk &
fine  scvinl,  elrwmx, bwt, thevd s auother
""!’I"’IHFI new yoavr sterting et week ewtithed

“Hivals of the If.-nfumuf U oaehich is oaevitte
by f:ﬂmrhn Stant o Howe, Lool out fur the
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'GROW TALLER

| JEDISON. 39. BOND STREET, BLACKPOOL.
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Losupply the finest Coventry.
putlt ¢¥cles ON 14 DAYS® AP-
PROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
’ CARRIAGE PAID, cn receipt of
4 a small deposit,: Lowest Cash

prices or easy payment terms.,
{ Write rorrrea Barealn ListaNow.
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' HEIGHT COUNTS

health and physigue’improved.

in winning siceces,
Height  inereased—
Wonder-
ful results. Send for particulars and our|
p £100 guarantee to Girvan Systern, M.B.,
].-, Stroud Green Road, | .ondon, N.4.

£2 Q00 woirth cheap Photo Matenal and Filins.

Hnn]ﬂm cotalogne froe, 12 x lﬂ Enlyrec.
‘Hacketts, J’ulyHtL.Liverpoot

ADD INCHES to yvour
height, Details free.—
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- All applications for Advertisément spaces in this pub-

be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager ‘The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E. C.4.
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