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A magnilicent long comp'ete story of schoolboy adveature featuring the

famous chums of St. Frank's on tour.
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“* Look at the wording on that label ! "’ exclaimed Church in amazement. Handforth looked.:
and when he saw the words ‘* Arnold McClure *’ he, too, gave a start, ** By George ! " he gasped,
and then turned to McClure. **I say, Mae, is this anything to do with you 2 ”’



Have You Told Your Pals About This Amazing School Adveniure Serias %

"By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Handforth & Co. in Edinbuigh—and il’'s when they visil a pie-shop

hat all the excilement starts. Sounds strange, doesn’t il, chims 2 Bul,

thein, the whole affair is strange, and that's why you'll enjoy reading
this corking yarn.—ED.
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CHAPTER 1,
St. Frank'’s in Edinburgh!

" Y jingo! What a glorious picture!” said McClure, of the St, Frank's Reniove.
“Rather!” agreed Handforth enthusiastically,
The chums of Study D were standing in Princes Street, Edinbuegh, and they
were looking towards the (fastle. At least, Church and McClure were, Hand-
forth’s attention had wandered slightly.

He was, in fact, looking at an open motor-coach which was just gliding past in the
sunshine, and which was filled with laughing Scottish lassies—evidently a spécial picnie
party on its way home,

“B;«.: George, Mae, vou're right!” hLe said. “One of the prettiest pwetures I've ever
seon !’

“ Look at those bulfresszes,’

1 Ell 1.:1-}

“These grim old walls—— '

“DButtresses? Walls ¥ repeated Handforth, with a start. *“What the dickens—— Oh,
vou mean the Castle! Bother the Castle!”

“You silly ass—"" began Church.

“Leave him alone!” grinned DMcClure. “He was looking at all those girls in the
re:otor-coach, Churchy. You know what an eye he's got for feminine beauty. My only
hat! We shall have to put chains and padlocks on him in Scotland! He's bound to fall
it love with lots of these Scots girls.”

Hardlorth turned red.

“I'm not falling in love with anybody !” he snapped. “But if you're g-ing {o tell me
that that mouldy old C'astle is a better picture than twenty or thirtr laugling girlss

»

said Church, pointing,

»

tiien you're dotty !
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Nipper and 'Tregellis-West and Watson
chuckled. Vivian Travers and Reggie Pitt
grinned. They and quite & number of other
ot. Frank’'s juniors were in the group, and
they had all been admiring the scenio splen-
dours of Princes Street. It was well known,
however, that Edward Oswald Handforth was
totally incapable of appreciating any kind of
landscape,

McClure, of course, had been right.

The picture was indeed a glorious one.
‘'here 13, perhaps, no capitﬂf in Europe
which possesses a finer thoroughfare than
Edinburgh’s Princes Street. The views of
tho Castle and the Old Town, across the
gardens from the north side of Princes Street,
are superb,

There were clubs, hotels, shops, and offices
along that noble street, but only on one side.
Opposite were the splendid gardens—not
entirely unlike Piccadilly, in London. There
were many find buildings, including Robert
Adam’s nasterpiece, the old Register House,
or the Scottish Record Office. There were
the National Gallery and the Royal Academy
in full sight, and tie wonderful Gothic Scott
Monument.

Very few cities can reveal such a view as
this. And Princes Street, too, is the shop-
ping centre of Edinburgh, to say nothing of
being the popular promenade. The St.
Frank’s fellows had naturally drifted there,
after coming out of Waverley Station. They
had already strolled down George Street,
wide and imposing, and they had then come
gmml by Charlotte Street and so into Princes
street,

HE St. Frank's School Train had arrived
in Edinburgh a couple of days ago,
having eome direct from Newcastle.

The fellows were in Scotland now,
and they were intensely interested. Idin-
burgh had already given them many delights.
For the majority of them it was a new
experience, and Scotland’s ecrag-throned
capital had astonished them. Edinburgh is
indeed a swprising city, with mountains
near and afar off, with rocks and glens, and
with the sca itself almost within iearing.

Parties of seniors and juniors had already
been to the Castle, perched on the Rock of
Edinburgh. They had been awed by the
knowledge that this has been a place of grim
strength for over a thousand yecars. One
thousand three hundred years ago, Ldwin of
Northumbria gave it his name, and it was
probably a stronghold even before then.
The fellows had been interested in the oldest
building 1n the Castle, the Chapel of St.
Margaret, named after the Queen of Scotland
who died there in 1083. The battlements
of the Castle command a splendid view of
tho distant Highland hills, the Lothians,
Fife, the sea, and the city.

In the Old Town. the schoolboys had found
much to engross them, especially the very
high houses. Built in the sixtecenth century,
and confined within the Flodden Wall, the
city had had no room to expand, and so the
houses had heen erected to a great height.

Over the ridge runs “he long street—that
famous street which goes right from Edin-
burgh Castle to Holyrood. In one part it is
called the Lawnmarket, in another the High
Street, and in yet a third Canongate. It 1s,
in a way, the backbone of the town.

There were many traditions and associa-
tions connected with Edinburgh which re-
called their. history lessons to the juniors’
minds; the old Tolbooth, from which PPor-
teous was dragged to his doom. How many
prisoners, sogpe noble, some mean, have
climbed the stecp staircase of the Tolbooth
to face their death!

There was St.  Giles’, where Knox
preached, and John Knox's house in the
High Street, almost at the Netherbow. And
as for Holyrood, this historic edifice proved
of fascinating interest to all those fellows
who had learned their history well. Holy-
rood, which had seen the brilliant Court of
James the FFourth, the brief triumph of the
White Rose in 1745, and the tragedy of Mary,
Queen of Scots.

The travelling school had enjoyed every
minute of their free time in and about Edin-
burgh. It was evening now, and most of
them were thinking about getting back to
the train, so that they would arrive in time
for calling-over, for all the normal St
Frank’s rules and regulations were in force.
The fact that the school was touring made
absolutely no difference to the routine,

Of particular intcrest to the St. Frank’s
boys had been Fettes College, the great Scot-
tish public school, near Inverleith Park.
Fettes is a noble pile, with everything up to
date—Ilaboratories, gymnasium, playing-
ficlds, cte. There are four Houses at Fettes,
and accommodation for about two hundred
and fifty hoys.

Yes, the St. Frank’s crowd was certainly
enjoying itself in KEdinburgh!

" I shall have to be getting back,”
\}‘f sald Nipper, as he glanced at the
clock tower of the North British

Station Hotel, “Even as it is,

we shall have a bit of a rush to get back in
time for calling-over. Come on, you chaps!”

“No hurry,” said Handforth, as Church
and MeClure urged him on. “Didn’t we
arrange to take in some grub? What about
that feed for this evening? Let's find a
confectioner’s.”

“That’'ll be easy,” said Church. “Plenty
of confectioners in Edinburgh. They call
Scotland the land of cakes, don’t they 7”
-“Hatty Little’s having the time of his
life,” grinned MecClure. ““Says he’s never
seen such tuck before. It's a good thing
he hasn’t got an unlimited supply of pocket-
money, or he’d explode!”

They turned out of Princes Street on their
way to Waverley Station, and before long
they were looking into the window of a
splendid shop where food of every imaginable
kind was displayed. It was necessary for the
boys to go to the station, for they had to
take a train to the little village of Kinlochty,
some miles out.
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In accordance with the usual cusiom, the ]
School Train had not entered Edinburgh
itself, but had been backed into a siding of
a quiet stretch of the railway, where there
was no possibility of any of the schoolboys
running into danger.

It was naturally dangerous to “park ™ the
train in the immediate vicinity of a busy
station, if not impossible. So the train was
generally left in an obscure, out-of-the-way
siding a few miles away from the particular
city that was being visited.

Kinlochty was a sinall, sleepy village, and

Handforth looked at his chum closely.

“1 suppose this piemaker isn't a giddy
relative of yours?” ho asked suspiciously.

“Don't be a fathead!” said McClure. “I
don’t suppose this man is even rcmotely con-
nected with my family. If it comes to that,
I'm not even sure that I'm Scotch—although
my ancestors were.”

McClure wag, indeed, so thoroughly Fng-
lish in every way that nobody had ever
supposed him to be anything else.

“What about your people?” asked Hand-
forth, “Haven't they got any connections

the fellows had paid little or no atiention to
it. Every spare hour had been spent in or
about Ediﬂhurgh itself,

“This'll do!"” said Handforth, as he allowed
his gaze to wander over the window show
of good things. “By George! Look at that
shortbread ! gLook at thoso pastries! Come
on, my sons! We'll go in here!”

“Remember the train " began MeClure,

“If we miss it, we'll cateh the next,” said
Handforth  complacently, “And if old
Pyeraft kicks up a row, let him kick i,
Who cares?”

“Here, 1 say!” ejaculated Church,
startled voice. “Wait a minute!
this, Handy! You, too, Mac!
blowed !”

“What on earth’s the matter?’
Handforth, struck by Churel's tonc.

“ Nothing's the matter, but isn't this a bis
aqueer ¥ said Church.

He was farther along the window, poinfing
to some luscious-looking meat-pics. Hand-
forth unconsciously licked his lips as he sur-
veved them,

“They don't look queer to me.” he said.
“What's the matter, you ass? We'll get
some of these——"

mn a
Look at
Well, T'in

asked

“*Bother the pies!” said Churcl, “ ook
at the label!”

“My  only sainted aunt!” cjaculated
AeClure.

Handforth looked at the label—a big card
wiiich stood at the back of the big pile of
pics, Then his eyes opened wider. Ior he
read these words:

“ARNOLD McCLURE'S CELEBRATED
KINLOCHTY PIER"

““Well I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,

“Rummy that the name should be just the
samne as Mac's—even to the first name,” said
Churcli.  “Kinlochty, too. That's where
we're parked. IF we buy some of these pies,
it'll be like carrying coals to Newcastle,”

“But we're not going to Newcastle, ass!”
said Handforth, “We've only just lefr New-
castle, in fact. And who's talking about
coals ?"

* Kinlochty,” said McClure thoughtfully,
“1t's a funny thing, you chapsz, but the name
of that village struck me in a familiar sort
of way when we first went theve, This makes
it even moie peculiar. Not that there's any-
thing in it, Arnold’s a pretty comumon name,
and I expect there's hundreds of MeClures 1n
Seotland.,”

in Scotland ? I mean, it's a bit queer, {inding
vour name in an Fdinburgh shop like (his.
Is Arnold your pater’s name, too?”

“Yes, but that’s nothing,” said McClure.
“Ay people have lived in the south of Eng-
land all their lives, I believe. Anyhow, I've
always lived there, Never been to Soctland
before. Yet—yet Kinlochty!” he mur-
mured. “Funny how that name seems lo
be familiar.” :

“;YDLE mean you've heard your people use
ik

“I think so,” said Mac slowly. ‘' But not
for vears and years now. You know how
you get an impression, now and again, of
somebhing that happened when you were an
infant of about four. You can't grasp it
properly, although you remember it vaguely.
And I'll swear I've heard the name gf thaz
village. Yet my people have always told me
that I'm not really Scotch, and that the
family has had no econncetion with Scotland
for ages.”

“In fact, you're really E
Church,

“Yes, of course.”

“I don’t belicve it!” said Handforth em-

nglish 2”7 asked

phatically. “ By George! There's some-
thing fishy- about this, Churchy. Here's
Mac’'s name—right in this window! His

people have always told him that the family
hasn't any connections in Scotland; and yes
he remembers the name of Kiulochty, [t
wouldn’t surprise me in the least to find that
this piemaker is Mac's great uncle, or some-
body like that.”

“Oh, rot!” said McClure, grinning.

“Anyhow, I'm going to look into the
matter!” said Handforth firmly., “ There'!l
be no harm in making a few inquiries—"
“You hopeless idiot "’ interrupted
McClure. “You'd better not start any of
vour dotty investigations! You'll only get
vourself into trouble. DBesides, my name i3

\ common enough, and there's not the slightest
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chance that this Kinlochty chap is connected
with my family.”
“We'll sce,” said Handiorth calmly,

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth Gets Curious!
THE School Train stood in all its blue

splendour on a quiet, rural siding,

overlooking the Kinlochty Golf Links.

The picturesque valley stretched into
the undulating distance, and the scene was
peaceful and quiet. The village itself nestled
about half a mile away, farther along the
valley.

The School Train was even more isolated
than usual, in fact, and the fellows were
rather glad of this, Lessons were more
peaceful, and during the off hours they felt
that they had the place more or less to them-
selves. The atmosphere was very similar to
the atmosphere of St. Frank’s itself. The
only houses within sight from the train were
two or three low-roofed cottages near by, and
a quaint old house which nestled among
the trees bordering the golf links, farther
away.

It was very peaceful that evening, after
-alling-over.

The juniors did their prep with the win-
dows wide open, and with the calm evening
air blowing in from across the golf course.
Here and there players were leisurely going
round. It was only a comparatively small
links, and it was never crowded.

“Now, Mac, old son, I want to ask you
a few questions,” said Handforth firmly. “If
you don’t want to answer ’em, don’t! I'm
not the chap to pry into somebody else's
private affairs. But if they’re not private,
ther_fz's no reason why you shouldn’t answer
me,

McClure grinned.

“Go ahead,” he said. “I suppose you're
still thinking about that pieman 7"

“Of course.”

“Well, there's no dark page in my family
history that I know of,” said Mac cheer-
fully, “Not that I should regard a pieman
as a dark page. Good luck to him! Any
chap who can make pies like that is worthy
of a knighthood!”

And MecClure licked his lips in recollection

of the feed that had only recently finished
in Study D.

“Yes, they were tophole,” said Church

enthusiastically. “It’s a lucky thing they're
made 1in Kinlochty. We can get a fresh
supply to-morrow. Nobody's allowed in

Edinburgh now until Saturday, so we shan’t
have another chance of buying any more
from that place near Waverley Station.”

“Blow the pies!” said Handforth, frown-
ing. “It’s a pity you chaps can’t think of
anything above your tummies! How about
“your people,” he added bluntly, “If you
haven’t got any dark secrets, Mae, you might
as well tell me everything. I want to in-
vestigate this case——"

“Oh, my hat! He’s calling it a case
now!” said MecClure, glaring. “You ally
chump! There’s no need to make a mystery
out of nothing. I tell you, i1t’s only a
coincidence—about that name.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” said Nipper,
strolling up.

The chums of Study D were lounging over
a gate, directly overlooking the golf links,
the School Train being behind them. Here
and there, also lounging about, were other
groups of fellows, taking the air before
locking-up. On the train, locking-up merely
consisted of everybody getting aboard. After
that hour, nobody was allowed off.

“I believe there's something in Handy's
idea,”  continued  Nipper  thoughtfully.
“We've heard all about that pieshop, Mac
—Handy can’t keep a thing to himseclf, as
you know—and it scems to me that this
Kinlochty Arnold McClure might easily be
a relation of yours.”

“Well, what if he 1s?” asked Mac. " Ewven
supposing it's a fact, does it matter? It's
quite likely I've got some distant relatives
in Scotland. But I shan’t know them, and
they won’t know me, so what’s the good
of making any inquiries ?”

“Well, of course, there's that about it,”
admitted Nipper. “Still, I should have
thought you would have been interested.”

MecClure looked rather uncomfortable,

“1 am, in a way,” he said, “but I don't
think I should like to make any inquiries.
If my father didn't want me to know these
things, there must have been a good reason

for 1t. That’s the way I look af it.”
Nipper was inclined to agree with
MeClure's view, and he said no more. And

just then it was time for locking-up, so every-
body had to get on the train. Handforth,
however, returned to the attack in Study D.

“It’ll be bed-time soon,” he said grufily,

“and 1 want to get this thing settled
to-night. Look here, Mae, haven't you
ever ?leard your people talk about Scotland 7”

McClure frowned.

“T wish vou wouldn’t keep bothering,”
he said.

“You told me you had no dark secrets——'

“Well, they’re not dark.”

L

“Oh! That means there are. some
secrets 1

“Not exactly secrets, either,” growled
Maec. “But I'll admit that there’s always
been something—well, mysterious. I wasn't
supposed to know, but I did know. Yon
| know how it is with a chap’s people, They

think they’re keeping things from him, and
he knows all tho time. And because he
thinks he shouldn’t know, he lets his people
think he doesn’t.”

Handforth nodded. :

“YT've had some,” he said promptly. “It’s
just the same at home. My pater’s always
being as mysterious as the dickens, thinking
that he’s keeping things from me, yet
could tell him as much as he knows himself.

Parents are rummy like that. I expech
' they’'re all the same.”
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“More or less,” said Churehl, with a grin.

“Well, there’s something in my family thia
I'm not supposed to know,” confessed
McClare,  “Nothing disgraceful, of course,
But if it's all the same to you, Haudy, I'd
rather not talk about 1t.”

“Rather not talk about it!" said IHandforth
Bankly.

“Yes, if you don’t mind.”

“ But—but—""

“Thanks, old man,’
a hook.

ANDFORTH was done. In face of
H that direct request. he couldn’t very

well pry into  AMeClure's  family

affe rs. But Mace's words had only
served to we.et his leader’s appetite.  Further-
more, he was now absnlutgﬂ' convineed thar
riic. Winloehty piemaker was, without ques
tion, a connection of MeClure's family.

said Mac, picking up

Haudforth had a dark suspicion that piu-i

making was frowned upon by Mac's people,
and it was for this reason that Kinlochty
was a tauboo subject. But Handforth soon
dismissed this theory. It did not fit in with
his knowledge of McClure's father and
mother. He had met them many times, and
knew them to be two of the nicest people
inaginable, . :

They lived in quite a nice house in Rich-
mond, and Mr. McClure also had a splendid
country residence amongst the Surrey hills,
Mac's father was a highly successful ship-
builder, controlling thousands of tonnage,
iost of which was engaged in the mercan-
tile business. The well-known McClure Line
ran no passenger ships, but their cargo boats
went out of the Thames to all gquarters of
thie world.

Clertainly neither ¥andforth nor Chureh
had ever known Mac's
people to go to Scot-

land for a holiday.
Yet., in the face of
McClure's strange

silence, Handforth was

heginning to suspect
that his _chum was
pure Scottish. And 1t

waz o unusual for a
Scorsman  to be in-
different to his nation-
ality that the thing
beeame mysterious.

In MeClure's case it was just the result of
upbringing. _ _

1f Scotland had been a forbidden subject,
if he had always been told that he was
Tinglish and that he had no conncetion with
Scotland, his attitude was understandable.
But what of his father and mother? Why
had they brought their son up in such a
way ?

"And what was this secret?
Mae. it wasn’t a dark one, but it was a
secret, nevertheless. Handforth's inquiring
mind was clamouring to be satisfied.

“Look here, Mac!”" he said grimly, as he
took the book out of MeClure's hand.,  * Just

According to

]

7

a minute, my lad! You've told us there's
nothing disgraceful in this sceret, and yet
you won't speak about it!"”

“I'd rathcer not,” replied MceClure uncom-
fortably,

“Is that fair?” demanded Handforih,
bristling with indignation. “You tell us so
much, and then you dry up! That's not
playing the game!”

“Oh, I say!” protestedd Mae, looking at
Chureh,

“Well, you've naturaily made us curious,”
said Church, rcading Mac's inguiry,

“Not that you arve obliged to say any-

{ thing more,” added Handforth, with a wave

of his hand. “But if vou want us to draw
wrong conclusions, vou ean keep mum. TI'li
bet wvour people ran away from Scotland
because the police were after 'em!”

f ]‘; You silly idiot!"” roared McClure wrath-
ully.

Handforth grinned.

“Well, you can’'t blame uvs
ing""‘—"”

“As far as T know, my people were never
in Scotland,” growled Mae. “ You've seen
'em. They don't talk Scotch. do thev?
And everybody knows that Scots people
always keep their accent all their lives.”

“That’s because they want to keep it—
they're proud of it—and good luck to 'em!”
said Handforth. “But if they deliberatels
try to drop it, I suppose it's easy enough.”

“Oh, rot!” grunted McClure. “I don't
believe my people were ever in Scolland.
And as you're so jolly persistent, I'll tell you
the truth. I mean, I'll tell you the sceret
that my people think I don't know,”

“I don't think we ought to hear it.” eaid
Chureh awkwardly. “Look here, Handy,
this isn't playing the game—goading old
Mae into fishing the
family skeleton out of
his giddy cupboard!”

McClure turned red.

“You hopeless
dummy !'" he roared.
“There's no skeleton!"”

“But you said 4

“There's nothing
wonky about this
seeret ! snorted Mac.

“All right, then-—-go
_ _ ahead and let's hear
it " said Church, losing patience. “ Never
heard such a fuss over nothing!”

“My people have always kidded themselves
that I know nothing about it—but they
cloped,” said McClure defiantly,

Handforth's jaw dropped.

“Is that all?" he asked disgustediy.

“Isn’t it enough?” asked Mac. “MNy pater
had his marriage all fixed up by his parents,
and he jibbed against it. He was in love
with some® other girl, and her people were
against him. So one night they buzzed off;
they had the minister all ready, and the old
folks were diddled.”

“Is that what vou call a family sceret?”
asked Handforth tartly,

for gucess-
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“This is more serious than it sounds,”

McClure, becoming grave. “You see, my
people thought that their respective parents
would soon get over it, and forgive them,
But that's where they were wrong. They
weren't forgiven,”

ith 1!1

“There was the most awiul quarrel,” con-
tinued Mac. “I think my pater’s people dis-
owned him—at least, my grandfather did—
and never saw him again. Cut him right off,
and acted as though he didn’t exist. And
although my pater tried to make it up, the
old folks wouldn't hear of it. Of course, all
this was before I was born. I never even
saw my grandparents, and didn't know where
they lived, or anything about them. The
subject’s always been forbidden in my home.
When I've asked about such things, I've been
shut up.”

“H'm!” said Handforth. “8o you don’t

aven know where your grandparents live,

even now ?” :

“They're dead.” said McClure quietly.

“Oh, I say! Sorry, old man—"

“That’s all right,” smiled Mac. “No good
my pretending to be grieved, or anything.
They died only a year or two after the
elopement—when I was about eleven months
old, My pater was always cut up because he
never succeeded in patching up the quarrel,
Right to their deaths, his people refused to
look at my mother, Rummy how some
people get such prejudices. Goodness knows,
my mother is one of the finest women
breathing.”

“The old folks wouldn’t try to get to know
her—that was the trouble, I expect,” said
Handforth. “There’s nothing quite so fright-
ful as the power of prejudice, By George!
[ wonder if that plemaker chap 1s a relation
of yours? Perhaps your people eloped from
thiec very village ?”

“Oh, draw it mild!”

“Well, do vou know where they lived
sefore they were married 77 .

“No,” admitted Mae, troubled. “I've
often asked, but, as I've said, I was always
told to dry up. You see, I wasn’t supposed
to know anvthing when I was a kid: and
later on I sort of realised that it hurt my
people to ask questions, so I didn’t even
ask.”

“It was rotten not to have patched up the
quarrel before the old people pegged out,”
put in Church. “I expect that's what hurt
so much. Well, I hope Handy’s =atisfied
now,” he added, with a sniff. “It’s a bit
thick, getting you to dig up your family's
ancient history like this.”

“I'm awfully sorry ” began Handforth.

“My dear asses, it’s nothing,” laughed
McClure. “I'm not ashamed to tell you
that my people were so much in love with
one another that they eloped. Jolly romantic,
in my opinion, It served my grandfather
right, for being such an obstinate old fogey.”

" Yqu gshouldn’t =say that now,” murmured
Church.

sald

“Sorry,” said Mac. “But, you see, 1 dont
even look upon him as a man who was ever
anything to me-—or to my father. I've never
seen him, and everything I've heard about
him has been—well, unpleasant. For good-
ness’ sake, Handy, don’t go any further with
this pieman business!” _

“Yes, but there might be something—

“There's nothing,” declared McClure. I
tell you, it's only a coinecidence of names—
just that, and nothing else.” ,

“You said that the name of this village
seemed familhiar, somehow.”

“Yes, that's queer, I'll admit,” said Mae,
looking thoughtfuul. “Of course, this pie-
man may be a relation of some kind—uncle,
or fifth cousin, or something like that.
Couldn’t be an uncle, though, because I've

¥

never heard of' my father having any
brothers. Oh, do dry up!” '

“Well, there goes the bell,” yawned
Church. “ Bedtime, you chaps!”

And they went off to the Junior Dormitory
Coach. Edward Oswald Handforth had dried
up, but he was as determined as ever to
pursue his “investigations.”

CHAPTER 3.
The Pieman!

EXT day, being a Thursday, the school

N was kept at work morning and atter-

noon, But as soon as afternoon

lessons were over, parties of fellows

hastened off to take advantage of the free
spell before calling-over.

Most of them went with Nipper to a
neighbouring meadow, which had been
secured for cricket practice, There was to be
no match during this spell near Edinburgh,
but practice was essential. Nipper bad not
vet forgotten the Junior Eleven’s rather poor
showing in Newcastle and Leeds.

“Coming with ns, Handy ?” asked Nipper,
as he left the train with a bat tucked under
his arm. “Or will you join us later ?”

“T'll join you later,” said Handforth,
“Churchy and Maec and I are going into the
village.”

“Are we ?” said Church and Mae.

“Yes!”

“ First heard it,”  said

we' ve about

MeClure, I wish you wouldn't be so lolly
free with your arrangements, Handy. I'd
rather go along to the cricket field. And
Church, T know, is keen on it.”

‘““Rather,” sald Church. “I'm in the

Eleven now, you know, and I can't afford
to get slack i

“None of us ecan afford to get <lack,”
interrupted Handforth firmly, “ But you're
coming with me, my lads! Busy chaps have
always got time for everything. It's only
the slackers who are always too busy.”

In order to save time, Church and McClure
agreed to their leader’s proposals, and very
soon they® were striding along the quiet road
which led into the village of Kinlochty.
There was nothing distinguished about the
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“ Dinna ye come back ! *’ roared Mr. McClure. “ If ye do, maybe I'll get really violent ! > Edward
Oswald Handforth had an idea, as he slithered across the pavement to land with a jarring thud in the
roadway, that the Scotsman was already violent !

place. It was a quict, picluresque Scottish
village, and looked very much the same as
any village elsewhere,

“If vou ask me, Scotland’'s a bit of a
fraud,” said Handforth, as they walked
along,

“ Better not let anv of the local inhabitants
hear vou saving things like that,” grinned
Church. “They’d pele vou with haggis—or
tic you to a post, and torture you with bag-
pipes,”

“That's just it!” said Handforth indig-
nantly., “Bagpipes—where arve they ?”

“We haven't heard any vet—and 1I'm not
grumbling,” said Church,

“*Here we are, in Scotland, and we haven't
seenn any  bagpipes!”  sniffed Haundf{orth,
“And what about kilts? I expected to sce
everybody walking about in kilts with tartan
plaid all over the place——"

*“And people dancing over crossed swords,
I suppose ” chuckled MeClure. © Aud hefiy
chups tosstng the caber.”

“Tossing the which ?”

“Caber,” explained Mac., “It's a kind of
pole—made of larch, I believe. They use
it at the Highland sports ¥

LN

“Blow the Highland sports!" interrupted
Handforth, “All I krow is that wo might
just as well be in England. Pcople walk
about in just the same kind of clothing as
they do round Bellton, I've hardly scen a
kilt since we got here.”

“It’s the fault of these Scottich come-
dians,” grinned Church, “They make
evervbody think that Scotch people wear

kilts all the time. You might just as well
expect to see Englishmen going about in
rummy looking coats and flat top hats—liko
John Bull.  People don't ordinarily wear
their national dress, you know.”

“Well. I'm disappointed,’ said Handforth.
“[ think everybody in Scotland ought to
wear kilts. I've a jolly good mind to wear
some myself—just to set the example.”

Church and McClure grinned. By this
time they had entered the village, and Hand-
forth's eagle eyes were scarching for the pie
establishment of Mr, Arnold McClure—Mac's
namezake. This was the first time that the
juniors had penelrated so far into Kinlochty.
The post office was at the near end, and they
hadn’t been past it until now,

“Must be some mistake,” said Handforth,
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at length. “By the look of that card in
the Edinburgh shop window, you might think
that Mr. McClure had a huge factory here.
Yet I can’t see—— Hallo! What's thig,
though? By George! Run to earth!”

They had turned a bend in the road, and
they now beheld a guaintly-gabled old build-
ing—an aged place, picturesque in the ex-
treme. It was far and away better than
any other establishment in Kinlochty. The
shop was very low, with curious old win-
dows, many of them with blobs in the
middle of the panes. And over the front
was the faded sign: “Arnold MecClure.”

“Here, I say!” protested Mac. “I didn’t
know you were bringing us W

“We're going to buy some of those pies,”
interrupted Handforth. “Don’t be such an
ass! Half a dozen of our chaps are going
in there now. Look at 'em—Boots and
Christine and some more of those silly
Fourth-Formers. If they can go in, so can
we. I’'m going to make inquiries——"

“No, youre not!” interrupted Mac
grimly. “You can buy some pies if you
like; but I'm blessed if I'll let you make
any inguiries about me, or my people. Dash
it, don't be so nosey!”

““Nosey !” gasped Handforth.

“That’'s what I said,” retorted Mac in-
dignantly.
Handforth was so startled by the accusa-

tion that he was at a loss to make any
adequate reply. :

old businesses which are to be found
such country towns or

villages, It was evidently an old-
established house, and its proprictor had
made little or no attempt to move with the
times. The building was old-fashioned, the
shop was old-fashioned, and the very way
of dressing the window was old-fashioned.
Everything about the place seemed to breathe
of olden times. One might have expected
to find such a shop in exactly the same condi-

THE pie shop was one of those quaint

in many

tion in the reign of Charles the Second. |

Time, and all its hustle, had left this spot
unchanged.

Yet it was by no means an unprosperous-
looking business. It wasn’t a mere village
shop. There was something indefinably
distinguished about it—something difficult to
deseribe.,  Entering, one’s arrival was an-
nounced by the jangling of a bell affixed to
the door. Underfoot the stones were
dazzlingly clean. Everything, in fact, was
so extraordinarily clean that one’s appetite
was whetted on the instant. The delight-
ful odour of fresh pastry and meats and
spices was equally alluring.

Handforth & Co. found a number of other
juniors ahead of them, and a smart young
man, attired in white, was attending to
them. 'This young man in white was the
only modern note in the place. The
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heavy, old-fashioned counter was laden with
pies and cakes and pastries.

“Just wait here, you chaps,” murmured
Handforth. “I want to find out—— Hallo!
What’s the matter with you, Mac?”

McClure was staring in a fixed gaze.
Following the direction of his eyes, his
chums found that he was looking at an
elderly man who was seated in a little pay-
box at the back of the shop. This man
was bending over some papers, and he
ftted in with his surroundings very appro-
priately. There was a quill pen behind his
ear, there were steel-rimmed spectacles on
his nose, and his clothing appeared to be
old-fashioned.

MeClure said nothing. He just stood
transfixed, staring. His face was quite pale,
and he seemed to be in a trance.

“What’s the matter with you, Mac?”
asked Chureh breathlessly.

“Wake up!” urged Handforth.

He gave MecClure a shake, and Mac

started and came to himself. Just then the
old man at the back of the shop casually
loocked up, and glanced over the tops of his
spectacles at the customers. His gaze
passed lightly over Handforth & Co. without
even pausing.

“Let's—let’'s get out,” muttered MeClure
huskily.

“But we haven't got the pies e

“Never mind the pies—let’s get out!”

Somehow, Mae seemed to find 1t impossible
to take his eves from the old man. Yet
this interest was very one-sided, for the old

man had only given Mac one- flecting
glance.

“Better go, Handv,” whispered Church.
They went out, leaving the Fourth-

Formers in charge, 'T'wo or three seniors
brushed past them on the way in, and it
was not until Handforth & Co. had pro-
ceeded some little distance along the strect
that McClure consented to a halt. He took
a deep, deep breath, and his eyes were filled
with bewilderment and incredulous wonder,

““Now,” said Handforth, " what 1s 1t ?"

“That old man!” muttered Mac.

“What about him?”

“He's my grandfather!”

“What ?”

“He’s my grandfather!"” said McClure, in
a low voice. “I couldn't be mistaken over
a thing like this! I knew him on the in-

stant ! You were right about the name,
Handy! 1 thought it was just coincidence
—but now I know——"

“Here, cheese 1t!” said Handforth un-
comfortably.

He and Church exchanged somewhat

scared glances. McClure had told them
that his grandfather was dead. Now he was
SayIng

“Pull vourself together, old man!” :aic
Church, taking hold of MeClure's arm. “I
think we'd better go for a bit of a walk.
You don’t know what you're saying.

| You're imagining things—"
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“I'm not,” insisted MecClure.
think I don’t know? The old man in that
shop—and he's not se old, either—iz my
grandfather! I know it! There's not any
doubt about it at all!”

“But your grandfather’'s dead!” guasped
Handforth.

*EhY

“You told us

“Yes, I know,” mnodded Mac. “Until

five minutes ago, I thought he was dead, too.
I was always led to believe that he was
dead—and my grandmother, too. DMy only
Liat ! Perhaps she’s alive !

Handforth smiled.

“Mac, old son, you'll go dotty if you
talk hke this,” he said earncstly. “For
goodness’ sake, pull yourself together!  It's

"

awful to hear you saying

“They must have fooled me,” said
McClure, without realising that he was in-
terrupting, and speaking as though to lum-
self. “When they made me believe that
nty grandfather was dead, they must have
been deceiving me. And I've thought it
ever since I was a kid—for as long as I can
remember. My only hat! No wonder they
didu't like to speak about my grandparents!
What a terrible quarrel it must have been,”

“But are you sure?” asked Church, star-
ing.  “After all, Mac, your people must
be right, They wouldn’t let vou think

“I've seen my grandfather's photograph,”
broke in McClure. “ He's different now of
course—older and different
But it's the same man !

in other wayvs.
I could tell during

the first second. That Mr. Arnold
Mc(C'lure in the pie shop is my grandfather.
He's alive! And all theze years I've
thought——""

The enormity of the discovery was so

great that McClure was robbed of specch
again. He could only stand there, staring
straight in front of him. His eyes were
burning, and his heart was thumping so hard
that he half-expected his chums to com-
ment upon the noise.

CHAPTER 4.
Handforth Means Well!

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH

E was looking excited.
Ten minutes had elapsed, and by
this timoe MecClure was rather more
composed, The thing which had scemed so
staggering was now becoming niore common-

lnr{‘ to his startled senses.

“Something’s got to be done a.b-:m* this,”
said Handforth eagerly. “It you're really
a:-r_*rtnin that the old boy is your grand-
father—""

“He is,” said Mac simply.

“But how can you prove——

“I don't want any further proof,” said
NeClure,  “Quite apart from recognising
him, I sort of ]mcm—-msldo me. It's a

lummv :thmi and I can't quite explain if,
But I Anow he's my grandfather, And now

——

“Do you|

N [H”i.
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that I've had time to ﬂuink it out, it doesn't
seem so staggering, either,

“It's pretty staggering to me,”’  said
Church.
“Yet think it out,” went on Mac. “ My

father had a most dreadful quarrel with his
people. The old man swore that he'd never
see himn again. If he came to him, Lhe'd slam
the door in his face.”

“Then he couldn't help seeing him,”
Handforth.

“You know what I mean,” said Maec im-
patiently. “He wouldn't sce him to make
up the quarrel. I believe my pater did make
one or two tries, but they were no good., All
this happened, don’t forget, either before [
was born or when I was a tiny baby, I’cr.
haps my father and the old man had an even
worse quarrel, All I know is that I was told
that my grandparents were dead.”

“I expeet your father was so bifter that
he looked upon them as dead—and so vou
were always told that,” said Handforth
thoughtfuliy.
my lad. And here’s your granddad here,
in this very village! Alive and well—and
looking as sprightly as a two-vear-old. And
he's never even seen you!”

“Never!” said Mae. “Thizs is the firss
time I've ever been to Scotland. It'll show
vou how awful the quarrel must have beeu
“—from the mere fact that my people never
brought me up here. ‘They even denied
themsclves the pleasure of rcturning to their
native land. Perhaps they were afraid that
they might accidentally meet my grand-
father. Quarrels like that are wicked, I
think."”

“But they’re always happening.” caid
Church, “They always have happened, and
I suppose they a]ways will. After all these
years, though, I should think that the old
boy would have been reconciled to the mar-
riage.”

“It’s my father’'s fault,” growled McClure.
“If he had persisted, I daresay grandfather
would-have forgiven him. But that's just the
point, you see, I expect my father considercd
that he had done nothing that reqmrml for-
giveness,’

“VUve got 1t,” =aid IIandfnrth, with a nod.
“I'll bet a term's pocket money that vour
grandfather insulted your mother's name—
and your pﬂ.ter naturally, never forgave him.,
And so it’s gone on all these vears. Tlm
one won't forgive the other—and vice versa.”

“1 suppose that's it,”” admitted MeClure.
“ Just think of it! He looked right at me—
and never guessed.”

“Why should he?

“Well, T mean,
blood—"

“You were just one of a erowd of school-
boys,” said Handforth. ‘“He's never even
seen your photograph—and for all you know
he may not be aware of your evistence.
Perhaps yvour people never told him that
they had a son?”

“I think they did,” said McClure ilmught
o Not that it matters. We can't do,

said

Im his own flesh and

“That's about the size of 1r,-
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anything, I daren’t go up to my grand-
father and tell him who I am.”

“Why not?”

“Well, I don’t think it would be playing
straight with my parents.”

“Rats!” said Handforth bluntly. “If you
get pally with the old boy, the chances are
that he’ll forgive everything. Then he’ll
apologise to your ter, and everything
in the garden will be E&a\rely. You go straight
back to that shop, and tell him who you
are.”

“] daren’t,” said MecClure, with a gulp.

“If you don’t, I will.L”

“Steady, Handy,” protested Church. “I
don't think this ramheaded stuff will do any
good. I think it's a ripping idea to seize
this chance to patch up the old quarrel—
but if it’s going to be done it’ll have to be

done diplomatically. Your blundering
methods won’t be any good.”

“My what?”

“Oh, don’t make a fuss—"

“My blundering methods, eh?” roared
Handforth indignantly, “I’ll just show vou,
my son, that you're all wrong! TI'll bet I'll

have Old Man McClure eating out of my
hand within two minutes!”

ANDFORTH suddenly slapped his
H thigh.

“I've just thought of something,”

he said, looking at McClure with

ehining eyes. “By George! We've always

suspected it, and now we know! You're

Bcotch, my son! One hundred per cent true

blue Scottish.”

“Ves, I suppose I am,” said Mc¢Clure, with
a start,

“Good man!” went on Edward Oswald.
“It’s just as well for us to have a Scottish
member of the Co. We shall have to look
after our cash in future, Churchy. You
know what these Scoteh chaps are!”

“Idiot!” said McClure.

“We shall find him wearing indiarubber
collars, to save the cost of the laundry,”
went on Handforth dryly. “He'll be like
these Aberdonians we read of——"

“If you're asking for a thick ear, you
ass, just say so!” snorted Mac.

“By George! Are you threatening me?”
gasped Handforth.

“Yes, I am, you—you English ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Church.

“TLook here, we've had enough of this!”
said Handforth, pulling - himself together.
*This is no time for cackling, or punching
one another’'s noses. I'm going along to
see Mr. McClure.”

“Handy! Don’t be such a cuckoo——"
began Maa.

But Handforth had gone. He was running
back at full speed, and he was out of sight
before Church and McClure could even start
to chase him. He had made up his mind to
get this thing over and dqne with straight
away. Handforth certainly meant well—but
his chums were dubious.

Church said very hittle; he was still rather
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dazed by the recent revelation. And
}IcCIure had such a lot to think about that
ne even forgot Handforth, and the latter's
mission. Mac was trying to piece together
all kinds of conversational remnants that
he had heard in his childhood, and which he

t had since nearly forgotten,.

EANWHILE, Handforth strode
straight into the shop, and he was

exceedingly gratified to discover
that not only was it free of cus
tomers, but that the young man in the white
coat was no longer in evidence.
- “Good egg!” murmured Handforth, strid-
ing across the stone-paved floor.

The elderly gentleman with the steel-
rimmed spectacles was still in the little pay-
box. He had been writing with the quil
pen, but he looked up now, and prepared
to speak.

“Just & minute, sir!” urged Handforth
quickly. “Don’t send for anybody. I'd like
to have a word with you—in private.”

“Oh, ye would?” said the other, giving
Handforth a straight look. ‘““Weel, and
what 1s«it ye're wanting ?”

“Are you Mr, Arnold McClure, sir?”

*“1 anmi.”

“Well, I'm a St. Frank’s chap, sir—Hand-
forth’s my name,” said Edward Oswald
briskly. *“ Remove Form—Ancient House.”

“Ay, I've heard aboot your School Train,”
said Mr. McClure, nodding. “I've seen 1if,
too. It wasna my luck, when I was at
school, to go aboot the country in such a
way. But times have changed since then,
I'm thinking.”

Mr. McClure set himself out to be very
pleasant. Being a business man, he probably
realised that these schoolboys  would
patronise lhis establishment largely during
their stay in Kinlochty.

Seen at close quarters, Mr, MecClure was
a straight-backed, vigorous man of perhaps
sixty. Certainly no more. In no ecirenm-
stances could Mr. McClure be called an old
man; he appeared to be in the prime of
life. During the past twenty years he had
probably changed very litJe—merelv a grey-
ing of the hair and the gathering of a few
wrinkles round his eyes.

Handforth hardly knew how to proceed.
Now that he was ““on the job,” he realised
that it might not be advisable to blurt out
the information that Nr. McClure's grandson
was 1n Kinlochty at the moment. Far better
approach warily. N

And Handforth’s ideas of approaching
warily were somewhat peculiar,

“The name MeClure isn’'t particularly
common, is it, sir?"” he asked.

“It’s a grand old Scottish name,” replied
Mr. McClure promptly.

“QOh, rather! T once knew a chap named
McClure,” said Handforth. “Well, T know
him now, as a matter of fact. One of the
best chaps breathing. A bit obstinate now

and again, and inclined to be ‘nervy,” but
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onc of the best, all the same. Lives down in | from head to foot. Mandiorth was so startled

the South of England.”

Mr, McClure nodded.

“Ay, there are plenty of Scots in the south
of Eugland,” he said. “And il's no sac
strange that there should be a McClure doon
there.”

“This chap's never been to Scotland—"

“Weel, what aboot him ?” broke in M.
McClure impatiently. “I'll have ye Lknow,
laddie, that I'm a busy man., I'm glad to
hae ve in my shop——"

“That’s good!” 1nterrupted Handlorth.
“Well, about this chap. 1 think it's very
likely that he's a relation of yours.”

Mr. McClure’s expression changed; he
gave Handforth a hard, sharp look.
“Ye're wrong!” he said curtly, “I've no

relations in the sooth of England.”

“But I think you have!” said Handforth,
“It wouldn't surprise me in the least to find
oiut that this chap is yvour grandson -

AMr, McClure leapt to his feet, quivering

{ harshly,

that he backed away.

“Here, 1 say " he began,

“I have no grandson!” waid Me. MeClure
“I'll no hae ye coming iuto my

"

shiop

“You're wrong!” gasned Handiorth, re-
turning to the attack, “ILook here, Mr.
McClure! Don’t be so joliy impatient!
Haven't you got a son®”

“No!” thundered the other.

“Ih? DBut-—but I thoughl—"

“I have no son—and no grandson!” broke
in Mr. McClure fiercelv. * I lLae ne doot
that ye mean well, laddie, but ye'll oblige me
by saying no more. My son ccased to be
my son over fiftecen years ago.”.

“But your grandson M

“I tell ye I have no grandson!” snapped
Mr., McClure. “I want to hear no more.
Get ye gone, boy, before I lose my temper,
It's nae business of yours, in any cace.”

If Handforth had been wise, he would have
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cleared out on the spot., But Handforth, as
everybody at St, Frank’s knew, was a sticker.
“It’s not fair to be so barsh and unfor-
giving, sir,” he said earnestly. “I mean,
dash it, after all these years! Yow've prac-
tically admitted to me that you really have
a son and a grandson. Some quarrel, I sup-
pose? Well, I'm pretty certain that this
chap I know is your grandson., And you
haven’t even seen him—you don’'t even know
him! Tsn't it about time that you——"

“Stop !” shouted Mr. MeClure furiously.
“Get ye oot of my shop!”

“0Oh, but——"

“And never come back!” panted Mr:
MceClure.  “Once and for all, I tell ye that
[ have no grandson—mno son. And if ye
mention them to me again it will go badly
with ye!”

Handforth stared indignantly. Such ob-
stinacy as this angered him, Mr., McClure
had admitted quite plainly that he was Mae's
grandfather, And it seemed ridiculous to
Handforth that this age-old quarrel should
be allowed to continue. Here was Mac on
the spot. Wouldn't it be the correet thing
to bring the-two together?

“If you'll listen to me a minute, sir, I'll
tell you something that'll make you jump
for joy!” said Handforth eagerly. “ Your
grandson——"

He was interrupted by a roar of rage from
Mr. Arnold MeClure. The old fellow dashed
out of his little office, seized Handforth
before the latter could dodge, and the next
moment Handy was being whirled towards
the shop door.

“Here,. I say, what the dickens——" he
began,

“Get ve gone!” panted Mr. McClure. “I'll

LR 5]

hear no more!
“But—but .
“Mind., I'm telling ve!” said the Seotsman
tensely. “Dinna ye come back, bov! 1If vye
do. mavhe T'll get really violent!”

Handforth had an idea that Mr. MeClure
was already violent, In any case, Handforth
was pitched out of the shop with sueh effect
that he slithered across the uneven pave-
ment and lost his balance., As he sat down
with a jarring thud in the road, the shop
door closed with a slam.

FEdward Oswald Handforth’s mission
not heen partienlarly successful !

LTIt

CHAPTER b.
Ways and Means!

0 KNEW i1t!” gaid Chureh bitterly,
I I'rom some little distance up the
street they had observed Handforth's
| ignominious exit from the pie-shop,
il was impossible to put a wrong construc-
tion upon that exit. Without doubt, Hand-
forth had been “chucked out.”

v ':‘f-’-:: were mad to let him go,” said
Nc(,mjs-e. “I'll bet he's made things a lot
worse, "

“It's all very well to talk like that, but
how could we prevent him 7” asked Church.
“When Handy gets an idea into his head,
he's as stubborn as a whole k of mules.
Thank goodness none of the other fellows
saw him biffed out. We shall be able to
keep the matter to ourselves, anyhow.”

They watched Handforth as he picked him-
self up. For a moment he hesitated, as
though he was contemplating the idea of
charging back into the establishment. Then
he apparently thought better of it, for ho
turned on his heel and came down the street:
towards his chums.

“It's true!” he raid, as he halted.

“That he’'s really my grandfather 7” asked
Mac. “T could have told you that before
vou started, In fact, I did tell you. I sup-
pose vou made a hopeless hash of things?”

“The old boy is a regular fire-eater,” said
Handforth indignantly. “Wouldn't listen to
a giddy word! As soon as I mentioned the
word ‘ grandson,” he flew into a rage.”

“I told vou he would,” said Mae.

“And he flew into a worse rage when I
mentioned his son,” continued Handforth.
“By George! That must have been a pretty
heftv quarrel in your family fifteen years
agn 13]‘

“Oh, my hat!” groaned MeClure.
“Haven't I already told you that it was a
hefty quarrel? My grandfather never for-
gave my father for running away and getting
married. You know what some of these
Scottish people are—they like their sons to
marry whom they wish. And if a chap goes
off and marries the wrong girl, there’s
trouuble.”

“But. your mother wasn’t the wrong girl!”
said Handforth, staring,

“Of course she wasn't, idiot!” said Mae
impatiently. “She was only wrong in my
grandfather’s eyes, My hat! How many
more times must I explain it to you? I
hope vou'll leave the thing alone after this!
You've only made things a Jot worse than
thev already were.”

to change their opinion after Hand-
forth had given them a graphio
account of his interview with Mr,
Arnold MeClure, There was only one point
which bronght them a slight trace of con-
solation.
“Well, thank goodness you didn't let my
grandfather know that I'm in Kinlochty,”
said Mae, with relief. “He doesn’t cven
}I:n?ﬁv that I'm on the School Train, does
ok
“T purposely left him in the dark on that
point,” replied Handforth. “The old boy
probably thinks that you’re in the South of
England. He doesn’t know that you’re a St,
Frank's chap, or—or anything about you at
aill, He was so jolly obstinate that he
wouldn’t even allow me to get a word in
edgeways. And now he’s forbidden me to
go into the shop again! So what ean I da?”

CTIUR&Z‘H and MeClure had no reason
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“You'd belter keep out,” said MeClure
promptly.  “You've made such a hash o
it, Handy, that I duren’t go near my grand
father now.” _

“You were afraid to go near him, in an:
case,” retorted Handforth,

“Well, it's impossible row,” said Mac.
“ Absolutely out of the question, If my
father has allowed all these vears to pass
without patching up the quarrel, it's better
that I should let it stand.”

“Rats'!"” said Handforth, “And it's like
vour nerve to tell me that I've made a mess
of things, At any rate, I've proved that the
{IJI_lL fellow is really your grandfather, haven's

“You've proved something that I alrcady
knoy: !

“Well, I've made it plain that the old
follow 13 obstinate,” continued Xandforth,
“My hat!  Yon ought to bhave scen him
when I broached the subject! It's got to
be our task, my sons, to tame him."

“What do wvyou think he is—a
anrimal 27 asked MeClure bitterly,

“He's pretty nearly as bad, by what T
saw of him,” replied Handforth. “It's all
wrong . No man should be allowed to keep
up a quarrel for so many yveare!  What
right has he to fly into a rage as soon as he
hears sour name, Mae—when hLe doesn’t
even know you?  It's just prejudice—rotten
prejudice ! If only he can get to know vou,
Le'll like you.”

“That's quite true,” said Church, nodding.
“If only we ecan wear down the old boy's
prejudies, we shall win, DBut the trouble is,
how can it be done? He's only got to set
eves on you, and he'll want to slauglter
vou. He won't give himself a chance to get
to know wyou.”

“OF course he won't,” agreed MeClure.
“So what's the use? Dash it, if my pater
couldu’t patch up the quarrel, it's pretty
cortain that I can't.”

“Ii's not certain at all,” retorted Hand-
forth, “And I'm so interested in this affair
that I'm going to go ahead with it——"

“But I don't want voun to!" said NMae
angrily. “I say, why can't you mind your
own business »

“This is my business,” replicd Handforth,
with perfeet seremity. “You're mv chum,
aud 1t's my duty to look after yvou."”

“But 1 don't want looking after!” roared
Alac.

“1 ean't Lelp that—I'm going to put this
aquarrel right,” said Handforth, “And if I
can't do it onec way, I'll do it another!”

wild

IFTER that ultima_hgm. Handforth
condeseended " to  wvisit the meadow
where ericket praclice was in pro-

gress, And as soon as Handforth

had a bat in his hands, he forgot all about
MeClure and hizs family quarrels,

Something else oecurred to take Hand-

forth's mind off that subject, too. It was

while Handforth was batting at the nets,

F

5

1

Heo drove a fast ball from Harry Gresham—

drove 1t with tremendous strength, just
veyond the bowler's reach. McClure, as it
nappened, was in the dircet line of fire.

MeClure was supposed to be on the look-
sut for such balls; but McClure was appar-
antly day-dreaming !

“Hi! Look out there!” yelled Giesham,
in alarm,

Crash !

It all happened in a second. The cricket
ball struck the unfortunate McClure on the
side of the forehead—necarly on the temple,

in fact. He simply toppled over like a nine-
nin, and lay still,
“QGreat Scott!" cjaculated Handforth,

throwing his bat down.

He ran like the wind; and other fellows
were running, too, When Handforth arrived,
he found Nipper on his knees, with McClure's
head resting on the crook of his arm. Mac

was pale and still.  On his forehead thero
was an ugly red mark, and there were
already signs of swelling,

“Mac! DMae!” gasped Handforth. “Is he
hurt? I didn't mean——"

“Don’t get excited, Handy,” interrupted

“It wasn't vour fanlt. Mac should
It's a nasty crack, but
Ciresham's getting

Nipper. :
have been looking.
I don’t think it's serious.

some water-———  Ah, that's better! He's
coming round already.”

McClure opened his eves, blinked, and
fried to sit up.

“Crumbs! What happeued ?”” he mut-
tered. “My head—— Oh, my hat! Go

Be carcful with your silly

11

easy, Handy !
fists!  You nearly brained me
“Tt wasn't my fists!” interrupted Hand-
forth indignantly. “It was a cricket ball!”
“Eh? Oh, vyes!” said MecClure con-
fusedly. have Dbeen dreaming.

“I must
Everything seems to be going round, and—
[

and—— My word, but I feel groggy ! _
“You'll be all right soon, old man,” said

Nipper. ““Here's Gresham, Good! Let's
have that water! Take a swig at this,
Mac.”

Mac gulped some of the water down, and
Nipper proceeded to bathe the wound, The
skin had not been broken, but there was o
nasty bruise, and a big bump was appearing.

“You'd better chuek practice for to-night,”
said Nipper. Take it easy, old man. Get
back to the train, and have a lie down. I'll
have a word with old Pycraft, and see if he
won't let you off prep.”
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“Not likely,” said MeClure. “I'm not as

groggy as all that. Dash it, I'm not a kid
—to make a fuss over a bit of a knock.”
plucky of him, for his head was

aching abominably, and in spite of

what he said he was feeling really groggy.

“Did you find out anything about the
Arnold McClure in the village—the pie-
maker 7”7 asked Niner. “Jrancy us com-
ing to the very village where your grand-
father lives -and you didn’t even know it.
Was he pleased to see you?”

“Yie hasn't seen me,” said McClure un-
comfortably.

“But surely—— Oh, I remember now,”
said Nipper. "There’s something a bit un-
usual——"

“It’s no seccret,” interrupted ITandforth,
joining them, ‘‘Years and years ago, Mac's
father had a quarrel with the old boy, and
they never made it up. So old Me
(Jure hasn't even scen Mae, and
doesn’t know him from Adam. Never even
had a photograph, by what I can understand.
And this silly ass won’t go to his grand-
father and show himself, It strikes me that
this silly quarrel ought to be patched up.”

“Well, quarrels are always bhetter if.t_he.:,'
are patched up,” agreed Nipper, smiling.
“Misunderstandings are the curse of many a
family. Still, if it’s a private affair——"

“Private }” echoed McClure sarcastically.
“There’s a fat chance of it being private
with Handy about! He’s made up his mind
—if you please—to put things right between
my pcople and my grandfather, The fact
that my pater hasn’t been able to do 1t in
the course of fifteen or sixteen years makes
no difference to Handy whatever! You

know what an optimist he 1s!”

“Optimist be blowed!” said Handforth.
“This is a golden opportunity. Here we
are in Scotland, and befora we leave [ in-
vtend to patch up this idiotic quarrel!”

“T'll tell you what,” said Church briskly.
“Be a sport, Nipper, and bring one or two
chaps to Study D after we get back to the
train. Travers and Reggie Pitt, say. We'll
have a jaw about this affair, and see what
we can do.”

“Oh” said Handforth coldly. “What’s
the idea, you ass? Don’t you think I'm
capable of handling it?7"”

““That’s just it,”” replied Church. “As
you’re so Jolly determined to go ahead, 1
think it'll be as well for Nipper and T'ravers
and Pitt to be in the wheeze.”

MecClure gave Church a grateful glance.
Since Handforth was committed to this enter-
rise, it would indeed be advantageous to
ring some of the prominent fellows of the
Remove into the venture.

¢cCLURI insisted upon continuing
with the practice, which was very
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with considerable interest.
He was at the window of Study
D, on the School Train. It was after
"locking-up,” and it was still quite light, for
the June evening was fine and very warm.
Some distance away, on the golf links, Mr.
McClure was going round entirely on his
own. Evidently, he was very keen on golf.

““Is that your grandfather ?” asked Nipper,
glancing at MeClure.

‘i YES.”

“T've seen him two or three times,” said
Nipper. ‘“He's always on the links, herc—as
regular as clockwark in the morning, and as
regular as clockwork at night.”

“How do you know?"” asked Handforth.

NIPPER gazed at Mr. Arnold McCTure

L)

“We haven't been here long enough for
you to talk about clockwork——"
“Perhaps not,” smiled Nipper. "But 1

happened to be talking to one of the loeal
inhabitants to-day, and he was telling me
about old McClure—although he didn't men-
tion his name. Only said that he was dotty
on golf. He lives over in that quaint old
house nestling in the trees,” he added, point-
Ing.

“Oh, does he?” said Mae.
he lived at the shop.”

" Evidently not,” said Nipper. ‘“He prob-
ably lived at the shop in his earlier days, but
he has progressed since then, you know. I
dare say he wants to be near the zolf links,
too.”

“Dear old fellows, can’t we make some-
thing of this?” asked Vivian Travers. “I
mean, the idea, 1 take 1it, i1s to bring about
a reconciliation, what? Well, since golf is
Mr. McClure’s pet hobby, why not take
advantage of it ?"” ;

The conference was “on.” Study D—as the
little compartment was called—was packed.
MecClure was sitting near the open window,
thoughtful and rather troubled. His head
was bandaged, but he had forgotten his
bruise. He was thinking of his grandfather
—and of that bitter quarrel which had split
his family for so many years.

It was all very well to talk of patching it
up, but how could this miracle be brought
about? Handforth was optimistic enough
for anvthing; but McClure had a better
knowledge of his grandfather’s character.

Still, with so many fellows on the job, it
would be rather a pity if something definite
could not be accomplished.

CHAPTER 6.
Rough on Grandfather!

R. ARNOLD McCLURE gripped his
M driver, and glanced keenly over the
links towards the sixth green. -
“Maybe I'll do it,” he muttered
hopefully.
It was Friday evening, and on the follow-
ing day Mr. McClure was booked to appear

in a match against one of the local
champions—and golf, in that part of the

“I thought
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“ Look out !” yelled somebody in alarm. But it was too late. McClure had been day-dreamiog
instead of attending to the cricket, and to do that when Handforth was batting was madness. The
ball struck Mac on the side of the forehead, and toppled him over like a ninepin.

eountry, was of a very high standard. DMr,
MeClure was anxious to be at the very top
of his form.

Hi: eyve was as steady as ever, and as he
prepared to drive, his tall, ercct figure re-
vealed much suppleness.

It was rather close this evening, although
there was not a cloud in the sky, Mr.
MeClure appeared to have the links te Lim-
self.  There was scarcely a soul within sight
—only one or two figures in the far distance,
near the modest club-house.  Just beyond
the sixth green was Mr. McClure's own resi-
dence.

Swish—click |

The drive was a perfeet one, and the
white ball went soaring over the links., It
disappeared beyond a bunker., where there
was some rising ground with patches of
heather. ;

“The wee ball is on the green, or I'm no
Scot I murmured Mr. McClure delightedly.

ITe set off to see exactly what had become
of the ball. His mind was fully conecen-
trated upon golf. He had long since forgot-
ten the incident of the previous evening,
when Handforth had entered his shop. In
fact, he had dismissed it during the same
hour—for he had the impression that his
grandson was in the South of England. It
did not occur to him that the bov was a
pupil of St. I'rank’s, and that he was here,

on the School Train., In any case, it was
a matter of no importance, for Mr. McClure
considered that he had no grandson at all.

Arriving at the bunker, he made his way
round the rising hillock and eame within
view of the sixth green. As he did so, a
frown appeared upon his hard old features.

“Whist! What's thie?"” he ejaculated
indignantly.

He could see a figure lying on the green—
on that well-kept turf!  DMr., McClure went
positively red with anger. This was too
bad ! Going to sleep on one of the greens of
the golf links!

He hurried forward, determined to shake
this intruder into activity, and to send him
about his business. But as Mr. McClure
drew nearer he beheld something that fairty
startled him.

The figure was that of a boy, dressed iIn
shabby tweeds, If he was sleeping, he had
chosen a very awkward attitude, for he was
sprawling on his back, with one leg crooked
under him. And necar him was Mr. Me-
Cluve’s golf ball.

“(xood heavens!” muttered Mr. MecClure,
breaking into a run.

He came to a halt against the still figure
of the strange boy. And now he could see
an ugly red mark on the boy’s forchead.
Instantly, an obvious explanation leapt into
Mr., McClure’'s mind.
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‘Was it not as clear as daylight that the boy |

had been struck by the golf ball—that it
had knocked him unconscious? Mr. MeClure
did not blame himself for this catastrophe.
He was not to know that the boy had been
on the sixth green. In any case, the boy
had had no right there, whoever he was. He
was a stranger, as Mr. McClure could see at
the first glance.

“Wake up, laddie—wake up he said
hoarsely as he went down upon his knces.
"Come! Ye're no sae bad as—"

He broke off, freshly startled by the limp-
ness of the still form, and by the fact that
tho bruise on the boy’s forchead was an
ugly one. Mr. McClure had never realised
that he had driven the ball so hard.

And the boy, peeping cautiously from
under one of his eyelids, felt very conscience-
stricken !

190

And that bruise on his forehcad had
not been caused by his grandfather’s
golf ball, but by the cricket ball of

the previous evening. Its appearance had

been greatly enhanced by a little teuching

up here and there. A slight smear of blood

had made quite & big difference, and a

little general make-up on MeClure’'s face
had given him a rather startling pallor.

It had been Nipper's iden—-—tﬁ;}is dodge to
Fgramlﬁﬂn together,

Noticing that bandage on Mae's head,
Nipper had thought of the wheeze, He knew
that Mr. McClure would be on the links to-
night, for he was always on the links on a
fine cvening. The rest bad been easy—
merely a matter of awaiting the best
moment. Watching from cover, Nipper and
Chureh and Handforth and some others had
selected their time with care. And now
there was absolutely nothing to show Mr.
McClure that the boy was fully conscious,
and that the whole thing was a put-up job.

Mac had strongly protested when the
scheme had been outlined to him. He had
declared that 1t was “too bad.” In his
opinion, it wasn't playing the game, But
Nipper argued otherwise. If, through this
simple subterfuge, a gquarrel of fifteen years’
standing could be patehed up, then the end
would justify the means. And whether the
guarrcl was patched up or not, there was
really no harm in this little affair,

But as yet this was only the beginning.

Nipper had further developments in mind,
and it was too risky to leave things to M,
MeClure’s judgment. The dodge required
some careful handling,

Before Mr, MeClure could decide what
action he should take, he heard a hail
Glancing round, he beheld a group of St.
Frank's fellows, airily attived in flannels.
They were approaching from the direction of
the lane, which ran comparatively close to
the green.

" Anything wrong there, sir?” asked one
of the fellows.

OF course, Arnold McClure was the boy.

get grandfather anc

“Yes, yes!” shouted Mr. McClure. 'Come
here! Maybe ye can help. There’s been a
wee bit of a mishap, I'm thinking.”

The St. T'rank’s fellows came running up.

There were six or seven of themn, including

Handforth, Church, and

Reggie Pitt,
“Great  Scott!”

staring at the figure on the ground.

have vou done, sir?”

“The boy must have been hit by my go!
ball,” explained Mr. MecClure, with agita-
tion, “I didna see him at all. The bunker
was in the way. Even now I canna make
oot how he came to be sae badly hit. I
didna think the ball would have o much
sting left in it.”

“Well, sir, he seems to be in a pretty
bad way,” said Nipper, dropping on to his
knees. '“Wonder who he can be?’ he
added, glancing at the other fellows. “Have
you chaps ever seen him before?”

“Let’s have a look at him,”
Pitt briskly.

It was noticcable that none of the juniors
answered Nipper’s question. But Mr,
McClure was not aware of this, He gained
the impression—as Nipper had intended-—
that the boy on the ground was a total
stranger to these St. Frank’s juniors.

They promptly took steps to bring him
round. But MeClure failed to come round,
In spite of all their efforts, he remained as
““unconscious ”’ as ever.

“I'll tell you what!” said Handforth.
“We'd better search his pockets—to find out
who he 15—then somebody will have to send
a teclegram to his people. Perhaps one of
you other chaps had better telephone to a
hospital-—"

““Hoots, boy, what are ve saving ?” asked
Mr, McClure impatiently. ‘“The laddie is
no sac injured as all that! It’s nothing bny
a knock.”

“Oh, but we can't leave anything fo
chance, sir,” said Nipper. “We'll see if we
can find out who he is, anyvhow.”

Very gently, they went through the “un-
conscious ”’ boy’'s pockets; but they found
except a crumpled story-book, a

Nipper, Travers,
ejaculated Handforth,
“What

said Reggie

nothin
pocket-handkerchief without any mark or
mitials on it, a pocket-knife, and two coins
to the total value of three-halfpence.

“Nothing,” said Nipper, shaking hig head,
“Not a letter—not a pccket-bnng, or any-
thing like that.”

“Ye're making a muckle of a fuss over
the lad,” said Mr. MeClure. “His injury
canna be serious. The ball was at the end of
its flight when it struck him, I hae no doot,
[ canna understand it at all. What was the

laddie doin’ on the green? Why didna he

cry oot?”
“Did you shout ‘Fore,” sir?” asked
Church.

“There wasna the need,” replied Mr,
MceClure. “I didna see the laddie.”

“You didn’t shout ¢ Fore,’ sir 7" said Hand-
forth, staring. “Then it was entirely your

{ own fanlt, sir!”
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“Whisht, boy, ye dinna know what ye'rc)]

saving-—"

“But I do!” insisted Handforth, “ All
golfers shout ‘ Fore' before they wmake a
drive. At least, they should do. lLook
what's happenced because vou failed! Look

at this awful kosh the chap's got on the head!
And there’s nothing on him to show who he
15, or where he came from.”

“Dou't you know him, sir?” asked Nipper,
lonking at the Scot,

“He's not a boy of these parts,” said My,
McClave.

Again the idea was impressed upon him
that the injured boy was a stranger to these
St. I'rank’s fellows.

“Well, we shall have to do something
with him,” said Nipper, looking round. “We
can't allow him to remain like this, Where's
the nearest house? Iallo! There's one over

there! Let's carry him——="

“IU"s my hoose ye're looking at,” said Mr,
MceClure,

“Byv Jove, that’s luckr!” satd Nipper.

¥

“We'll take him there, sir.’

“It'l] be u shock to Mrs. McClure, I'm

tiinking,” said the old fellow dubiounsly,
“85till, maybe we're right. There's nae a
hoose within a mile excepting mine, and ¥'s

should be

just as weel that the laddie
attended to.”

“1 think we'd better pet a doctor, too,
sit,” said Regegie Pitt gravely.

“Ile doesna need a doctor for a wee hit on
tine head.” replied Mr, MceClure. “*A little

cold water will soon bring him round.”

“He doesn’t look much like coming round
now, anyhow.”

that the wholo thing was a puf-up

job. Left entirely to himself, Mr,
apparently injured boy to his home. DBut
tiie plotters of the Remove had not
they had “appeared” at the crucial moment,
and they had suggested that the " unknown ”
‘P.i all events, it was onc easy way of get-
ting McClure safely under his grandfather's
man, and considering how Handforth had
fared the previous evening, there was little
way. Certainly, his grandfather would not
have adwmitted him  had he known his

felt |
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After the juniors bad lifted McClure up,
and had earrvied himm half-way to the house,
Mac's grandfather was beginning to get
really anxious. He had expected the boy to
show signs of recovery long before this; but
no signs were forthcoming. And although
Mr. McClure did not blame himself in any
way—the affair had been a pure accident-—
he was nevertheless deeply concerned. o
had no rcason to suspcet that Lis golf ball
had had nothing whatever to do with that
bruisc on the boy's forehead.

None of the schemecers felt guilty of any
wrongdoing, They knew that MecClure's .
father and mother werc two of the best, and
that the ancient quarrel was largely owing
to the old man's obstinacy and harshness,
He thoroughly deserved this lesson. He had
refused to sce his grandson; he had remaincd
hard and obdurate durineg all these years.
Well, he was now having lius grandson foreed
upon him. And perhaps, before very long,
his  prejudice would be destroyed. The
Removites felt that they would be doing
rather a splendid thing if only they could
patch up this quarrel, which had lasted for so
nany years.

A little diolomacy, perhaps, would do the
trick. And beecause diplomacy was needed,
Iidward Oswald Handfortl: had had the reivs
taken out of his grip !

——ale

CHAPTER 7.
Developing the Plot!

6 KL, weel!
‘)‘/ all this?”
Mrs. McClure spoke with alarm
and  consternation. She  was
standing in the open doorway of the house
as the St. Frank's fcllows came up, with Me.
McClure leading the way.

“Dinna ye excite versel’, Jean,” said tho
old man. "It's no sac serious, A wee hit
on the head.”

“Poor laddie!” execlaimed his wife com-
passionately, as sho came down -the steps
and looked at McCiure., “I hae no doot he
was hit by one of your goll balls?" sheo
added, looking accusingly at her husband.

“It was nae fault of mine,” protested Mr.
McClure,

“We want to earry lum indoors, ma'am.
if we may,” said Nipper, raising his cap,
“If we can only bathe his head and give
him some water——"

“Ay, bring him in!" interrupted the oll
lady., “Poor laddic! He looks awfu’ pale!”

Alrs, McClure was a medium-sized, elderly
tady, with nearly white hair, Sho seemed to
be kindly and gentle, and the conecern in
her voice was cloquent,

There was quite a flutter for a few minutes.
McClure was carried solemnly through the
old-fashioned hall, and into the comfortably-
furnished sitting-room. A scared-looking
mald was summoned, and she brought water,
basins and towels. .

Mac, feeling very guilty, was gently placed

What in the world 15

“VWell, I hope it does, sir.,” said Nipper.
LITTLE did Mr. Arnold McClure realise
MeClure might have taken  the
inclined to leave anvthing to chance. So
should be taken to the nearest house,
roof. Considering the bitterness of the old
chance of getting MeClure in in any other
wdentity,

Lin an old, comfortable lounge, and then his
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grandmother lost no time in administering
first aid. Her touch was gentle, and after
a while McClure decided that i1t was about
time for him to “recover.” Yet he hesitated
to make the first move—since he knew that
the worst part of his ordeal was to come.
He almost deecided to throw it up; but he
knew that Handforth and Church and Nipper
and the others were relying upon him. He
couldn’t let them down.

After Mrs., McClure had bathed the injured
forehead, there was a little anxiety amongst
the plotters. Would the good lady detect
that the injury had been received over
twenty-four hours ago? Anpparently she
did not. Anyhow, Mrs. McClure made no
comment to that effect. After the injury
had been washed, it was seen to be a fairish
bruise, but there was scarcely any swelling
—as one might have expected. The swelling,
of course, had gone down by this time.

“It’s nae such a bad knock,” said Mr.
McClure, adjusting his steel-rimmed specta-
cles and gazing down at his grandson. *I
canna understand why the laddie doesna
come round. Maybe a wee drap of brandy
would put some life into him.”

“Ye'li no give him any brandy, Arnold.”
gaid his wife curtly. “It’s the doctor he's
needing, and ye’d better be sceing aboot
fetohing——""

“Look, ma’am!” interrupted Handforth.
“J saw his eyvelids flicker just then. I believe
he'’s coming round.”

They watched anxiouslyv. Sure enough,
McClure was showing the first signs of
recovery. His chums waited with some “con-
cern. McClure was something of an un-
known quantity as an actor. Would he per-
form his part satisfactorily 7"

It was by no means an easy part. He
knew that he was in the presence of his
grandfather and grandmother; he knew,

moreover, that they were totally unaware
of his identity. It was a one-sided kind of
business.

“Hallo ! muttered Mae, trying to get up.
“Why, what—what—— Where am 1?7 he
added dazedly.

It wasn't badly done—and it wasn’t par-
ticularly good, either., But it served all
right, since the old folks suspected nothing.

“What's happened 7"’ went on Mae, look-
ing round in a dazed kind of way. ‘ Halla!
I—I don't seem to remember——"

“There, there!” said Mrs. McClure gently.
“Dinna ye worry yourself, lad. I'm glad
to see ve with open eyes—and I doot not Mr,
MecClure i just as glad.”

“Ay, so I am,” grunted Mr. McClure.

“You’'ll be all right soon, old chap,” said
Nipper, patting McClure on the back., “.Just
a knock on the head, vou know. I don’t
think it’s particularly bad.”

MeClure looked at him as though he had
never seen him before in his life.

“ A knock on the head 7" he repeated dully,
“How? When? Who gave me a knock on
the head "

“It was a golf bal

IH

f

confused if ye give him spirits.
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“A—a golf ball?’ repeated Mac, asg
though bewildered afresh. “But how could
a golf ball hit me?” He looked at the St.
Frank’s fellows in wonder, “Who are you?"
he went on. “What are you doing here?
And this lady, and this gentleman——"

He broke off and passed a hand wearily
over his brow.

“Bravo!” murmured Nipper,
breath., *“Good stuff, this!™

“Come, come, laddie, don't ye remember ?”
asked Mr. McClure. “You were on the sixth
green, and——"

“Green?” repeated Mac. “Oh! You mean
golf 7 But it’s funny, you know. 1 can’t
seem to——-"'

He broke off again, and looked round the
room in that same dull way.

“Maybe ye’ll tell us your name, and where
vou came fram?” put in Mr. MecClure.
Then, after we have secn that you are all
right, we can set you on your way."

“Name ?” said Mae. with a start.
name? Where I come from? I—I——
name!” he burst out hoarsely.

“Surely you remember your name?” said
Nipper.

“ My name?”’ repeated Mac,

He sank back, his eyes registering com-
plete stupefaction.

“My hat!’ said Church, in an awed voice.
“The poor kid has forgotten his own namel
It must be that knock on the head, yon
know !”’

“PDon’t you even know where you came

under his

e :,‘J'y
Ay

from—or where you were going?” asked
Handforth.
“Going ?" said McClure, taking care 1o

make no digect stalement., “1 wasn't going
anywhere, was I? I mean, I can’t think——
Oh, why is everything so strange?” he
went on, looking about the room. "“I've
never been here before. 1 don’t know this
house. [It’s all—-all so rummy.”

This was strictly true; MeClure had never
been in this house before, and it was cer-
tainly strange to him.,

“He’s lost his memory sure enough!” said
Nipper, glancing at Mr. McClure. “It seemns
to be more serious than we thought, sir.”

“Maybe I'd better give him a wee drop of
brandy,” said Mr. ‘McClure, with agitation.

“Away with your brandy,” said his wife
impatiently, ‘‘The laddie will get even more
It's a doctor
he needs, I'm thinking, Arnold. I told ;e
so before.”

“1 say!” broke in Reggie Pitt, as though
he had suddenly thought of something.

““We've got a doctor on our School Train,

you know. It wouldn’t take one of us long
to hurry acraqss the links and bring him back.
How would that do, ma’am?"”

“Away with ye,” said Mrs. MceClure
promptly.
“Dr. Brett's a good sert, and he'll ecome

like a shot,” said
make for the door.
can!”

eggie, as he prepared {o
“T'll be as quick as [
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He was off like a flash—bhefore Mr. MeClure |

could stop lum. Not that the old fellow had
any inclivation to do so, Perhaps he thought
that the idea was a good one—since the
Schiool Train’s doctor would probably require
no fee, Or perbaps Mr. MceClure was rather
afraid of his wife. It had becn noticcable
to the juniors, at all events, that he had
been very subdued since Mrs, MceClure had
taken control.

“This is what comes of your golf, Arnold,"”
sae said accusingly., “If ye¢ spent more time
at hame, and less on the link:, there'd bLe
none of these mishaps.”

“Whasht, woman, I'll no hae ye saving
1 was my fault,” said Mr, McClure with
some spirit. It wasna possible for me to
ste the boy——-"

“But vou didn't shout ¢ fore,” sir,” Hand- |

forth reminded him.

“You knocked the laddie doon, and we've
got to see that he gets well,” said DMrs.
AMceClure firmly, “TI’ll no hae ve denying the
responsibility, Arnold. Sueh a nice lad, too,”
ehe added, looking at her grandson, com-
plerely oblivious of his relationship to her.
“*A bonnie lad, indeed.”

There was something very motherly—very
kindlyv—about Mrs, McClure. She wasz cast
in a different mould from her husband. Her
face was lined, and when In repose it seemed
as though a great sorrow had added to those
wrinkles. The 8. TFrank's: fellows could
easilly guess that Myrs, McClure had had
nothing to do with that old quarrel. It
was becoming quite plain, in fact, that the
old man was the harsh onec.

“C'ome. boy! Maybe ye can remember
now,” said Nr. MeClure, touching Mac on
the knee. “Surelv ye can recall your own
name? Where did ve come from? I havena
seen ve before in these parts. Ye're not a
native of Edinburgh county—or of Scotland,
cither, by the way ye talk.”

“Scotland ?" saixd MeClure, 1in
“Am I in Scotland ?"

“ Hootz, boy, where did ye think yve were "

“It's all so strange in this room,” replied
Mae, looking scared. “And my name, too.
Why ean't I tell you my name? What 1s
my name? If I'm in Scotland, how did
I got here? And where was I going ¥

“The doctor will ecome soon, fad,” said
Mrs, MeClure gently, *““Lav back and rest
awhile.”

MeClure was only too willing to accept this
advice; he closed his eyes and fell back on
the lounge.

Mr, McClure had gone to the window, and
he stood looking out over the links with a
frown on his brow. This affair had developed
in the most unpleasant wav. He had been
alarmed at first, but he had felt certain that
the boy would quickly recover. Now that
hie had. recovered, the lad didn't =secm to
know who he was! This was an ugly com-
F!ication. What was Mr. McClure to do with
him? He couldn't very well send him out
into the approaching night in this condition.

The only alternative was to keep him here.

wondor,

It certainly did not occur to Mr. McClure to
suspect that the St. Frank's fellows were
very well aware of the boy's identity. In-
deed, the old man merely regarded them as
chance passers-by, and he ﬁud been glad
enough of their assistance, and was grate-
ful to them for what they had donc.

and he was looking grave as he sat
MeceClure
NErvous

DR. BRETT arrived soon afterwards,

down beside his patient,
himself was feeling more
than ever.

Dr. Brett had onlvy said a few words to
Mr. and Mrs. MeClure. He had adopted
a striet professional air, and he examined
MecClure’s injury with great care, and after
that he tested Mac’s pulse and applied a
stethoscope to his chest.

“H'm!” said the dector, at length. “* Sgund

enough, I imagine.”

"Ye no think the knock Las injured Liw
badly ?” asked Mr. McClure quickly,

“Well, it's difficult to say,” replied Dr.
Brett, with caution. “As far as I can
judge, there is no real injury at all—a mero
bruise, The lad sheuld be all right before
long. But I understand that there is some
talk of him having lost his memory?”

“That’'s what it seems like, sir,”
Nipper.

“Well, I'd better not question him now,”
sald the doctor, rising (o his fect. “The
best thing for the boy, I consider, is for him
to be put straight to bed.”

“Bed!” echoed Mr, McClure.
In myv hoose?”

“Where clse?”

“But this lad is a stranger

“Stranger or no, here he stays,” put in
Mrs. McClure. “Tt was vour golf ball which
injured him, Arnold—and here he stavs.”

“The boy must not be moved on any con-
sideration,” said Dr. Brett gravely. “Put
him straight to bed, and I will have another
look at him to-morrow. There is no need
for yvou to worry yourselves in the meantime.
A sleep, perhaps, will do him a lot of good.”

And with that Dr. Brett took his departure
—rather hurriedly, in fact, Perhaps he did
not want to be questioned too closely by Mr.
McClure. He had passed bhis ediet, and
that was sufficient.

So it came about that McClure, of the St.
Frank's Remove, was led gently up to bed
by his grandmother in his grandfather’s
house !

gard

“IHere?

LE

CHAPTER 8.
Mac's New Home!

“ ELL, I hope he's better in
morning, sir,”” said Nipper.
He and the other St. TFrank's

juniors were just at the point of
departing, and Mr. McClure himself was
secing them to the door.

tio
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's house— turned out

gave McClure a push, and the unfortun-

He had been turned out of his grandfather

into the storm-swept night !

“Go ! ” said Mr. McClure harshly.
ate lad went stumbling down the wet steps.
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“I hope so, too, laddie,”
fellow. “I canne imagine how the wee ball
did him an injury. It's a mystery, I'm tell-
ing  ye. I've played golf for nearly fifty
years——"'

“It's always difficult to understand how
these things happen, sir,” interrupted Nipper.
“It'll be rather awkward if he's really lost
iris memory, won’t it? I mean, you won’t
Rhow what to do with him.”

“He canna be in this condition for long,”
cald Mr. McCure. “Nae doot there’ll bhe
inquiries for him, too.
good to worry.”

“Of course it won't, sir,” said
Travers eagerly, “Take my
advice, and sleep well. In the
morning, he will probably be all
serene, 1 take it, sir, that we
may come in the morning and in-
quire 7"’

Mr., MeClure hesitated,

“Why, of course,” <aid
forth. “You won’t object,
vou, sir?”

“Ye may come, if you please,”
said the old man grudgingly.
““But I shallna be here unless ye're
verra early.”

He bade them good-night, and
they crossed the lane and then
went off over the links towards
the School Train.

It was not until they were out
of earshot that they spoke again.

“Well, that’'s that!” grinned
Handforth. “I rather think we
did it pretty well, eh?”

“Mac was fine!” said Church.
“Y don’t think he’'ll give himself
away before the morning now.”

“No fear,” said Nipper. “We've
warned him to say nothing. If
he's questioned, he’ll pretend to
be dull and silly.”

“That’ll be easy for him,” said
Handforth, nodding.

“Don’t vou believe it,”" said Nipper.
“Mac’s head is screwed on the right way—
and he’s proving it now more than he cver
proved it before. By Jove! It']l be a
feather in our caps, my lads, if we can bring
about a reconciliation. It's rotten that Mae
should be estranged from his grandfather in
this way. I'll bet it's the old man’s fault.”

"“Of course it is!” said Handforth. ‘' He’s
a regular curmudgeon. You ought to have
heard the way he railed on at me as soon as
[ mentioned his grandson.”

Hand-
will

“It’s rather a pity you had that inter.
view with him,” said Nipper thoughtfully.
“Not that it's done much harm. I don’t
think he twigged anything. I- mean, he
doesn’t figure on any connection between
that affair and this.”

“Dr, Brett was a brick,” grinned Church.
“"He played his part toppingly.”

It willna do any -
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said the old)

HIEN they got near the Schiool Train,
in the gathering dusk, they wure
met by Mr, Nelson Lee—who was,

W

incidentally, the acting head-
master.
"Well?” he asked smilingly,
“"Everything's OK., «ir,” said Nipper.
“MeClure’s been put to bed, and his grand-
father and grandmother suspeet nothing.

They think he has lost his memory.”
“T hope there were no falselioods
volved 77 asked Lee dryly.
““Not a ghost of one, sir,” grinned Nipper.
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‘““Go ! said Mr. McClure harshly.
ate lad went stumbling down the wet steps.

““Ye’re no

H

into the

He had previously told Nelson Lee all
about the little plan—since it was quite i-
possible to work it without Nelson Lee's per-
mission. and, indeed, his eonnivance. For
unless he had been told there wou!d have
been some very keen inquiries aboat  Me-
Clure’s abscnce,
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Nelson Lee had talked to MceClure himself,
and Mac had willingly told him all about the
old quarrel at home, and how his grand-
parents had kept it up.

The schoolboy plotters felt all their mis-
givings vanish when Nelson Lee placed the
seal of his approval on the plan. For
Nelson ILee could sce nothing against it; no
harm could be done if 1t failed, and a whole
lot of good would be accomplished 1if it suc-
ceeded. Nelson Lee, like Handforth, hated

to think of that old quarrel being kept up
Lntil

the old folks died.

)
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He gave McClure a push, and the unfortun-
1 out of his grandfather’s house—turned out
it !

here, 1n Scotland, could bring about a
re-union, then the School Train’s visit to the
North would have done something in addi-
tion to providing the fellows with first-hand
geographical education.

“Now, boys, you must thoroughly under-
stand that 1 only approve of this plan provid-

If Mac's presence |

rood go at it to-morrow,

}

;-
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ine there 1s no falsehood inveolved,” said
Neison Lee., “It will ‘he a very fine thing

if MecClure can be restored to his grand-
parents—and, incidentallyv, if a family
quarrel can be healed. Strictly speaking, I
suppose, I should have forbidden you ito
take any part in this business. Perhaps I
am inclined to be a little sentimental, how-
ever, and it will give me great pleasure if
this scheme succeeds.”

“I, think it'll work all right, sir,” said
Nipper. " Anyhow, Mac's going to have a
If only he can get
well “in’ with his grandparents before they
know his identity, perhaps they'll comer
round. I'm sure of Mrs. McClure, anyhow.
It's the old man who might be the stumbling-
block.”’ |

" 1f success comes before the train is due
to move on to the next stopping-place, all
well and good,” said Nelson Lee. “But, of
cours®, McClure cannot be left behind. And
as the train will only be staying in Kinlochty
for another day or two, it is very essential
that success should come quickly.”
gsaid Handforfh

L]

“ Leave
cheerfully.

it to us, sir,

Only a few juniors knew of the wheeze.
The occupants of the School Train, in
ceneral, were not informed. There was really
no reason why evervbody should be talking
about it; 1indeed, it might even
be risky.

For if rumours got about Mr.
McClure would probably hear
them, and then he would get to
know the real truth-—before the
time was ripe. '

Handforth and Church went 1o
bed that night feeling very cou-

tented. Nipper and the other
fellows “in the know"” were
happy, too. They hadn’t the

slightest doubt that McClure waa
being well looked after, and thah
he would wangle things all righd
on the morrow.

¢CLURE himself, however, was by no
M means so sure,

He slept well that night, after
- laying awake for a full hour pon-
dering over the strange adventure which had
just started. He experienced a thrill when
he realised that he was in his grandparents’
home.

His grandparents!

And all his life he had belteved them 1o
be dead! Even now, he couldn’t quite get
over the shock of it. When he awoke the
next morning, to find the sun shining bril-
liantly in through his window, he really was
bewildered and dazed. It took him some
minutes to recollect exactly where he as,
hen he jumped out of bed, looked over the
sunlit golf links, and he drew a deep breath.

“My only topper!” he murmured, “T'm
scared! What the dickens is gohig to
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happen to-day? I wish to goodness my pater )
was here, so that he could take charge of
things!”

Yet he wasn’t sure about this, ecither, It
would be rather ripping if he could bring
about the reconciliation without the aid of
his parents. They had failed—for over fif-
teen years! Wouldn't it be grand if he could
sueceed entirely on his own?

Well, not entirely on his own, since his
chums were actively engaged in the plot,
too. But at least he would be doing it
without the assistance of his elders,

His eyes were shining as he stood there,
looking out over the garden and over the
links, He could not deny that he was ex-
periencing a thrill.

It was jolly ripping of Mr. Lee to allow
this plan to be tried. It sort of gave it the
scal of approval. Mac. had felt very guilty
at first, but he was now realising that there
was nothing for him to be ashamed of. The
whole thing was being done in a good cause,

It was ridiculous—it was idiotic—that the
old quarrel should have gone on so long.
Where was the sense of it? Just because
his fathor had married a girl of whom his
grandfather didn't approve! It was all so
sillv—so unfair,

Hadn't his mother proved herself to be a
splendid wife and a wonderful mother?
Didn't these facts count at all with DMr.
McClure? Evidently not, since the old man
was as bitterly opposed to his son as ever.
Without doubt, Mr. MecClare preferred to
regard his son as dead—and he wanted to
have nothing to do with him or his family,

“It’'s about time my grandfather was
brought to'his senses,” said MeClure sternly.
“My only hat! If only I can——"

He fancied ho heard a footstep in the
corriclor outside. In {wo leaps he was in
bed again, and he pulled the coverlet over
him. The next moment the door opened.
and Mrs., McClure crept softly into the bed-
room. Behind her came Her husband. look-
ing rather haggard after a restless night.

“Is he asleep?” he murmured anxiously.

“Ho'll nae be asleep long if ve make a
disturbance,” saild Mrs, DMcClure.  “The
boy's better. I ean tell it by the look of his
face,”

MecClure thought it wise to sit up, for he
did not want to play the cavesdropper. He
vawned, and blinked at his grandmother and
grandfather,

“Weel, laddie, and do ve remember who
ve are this morning 7" asked Mr, McClure,
coming forward.
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“Dinna be sae impatient, Arnold,” mur-
mured his wife,

“But I am impatient!” said Mr, McClure.
“I'mi concernced about the boy."”

Mae put on a look of bewilderment,

“Why, ves, of murac-‘ ' he muttered,
staring, o | I‘E"H]Ftllhfi now,

“Yo do?” cut in his grandfnther. “CGood!
Weel, and who are ye*"

“I remember vou, sir—and wvou, ma'am,”
continued Mac. “Last might, wasn't 1t?
But I was in a different room, and—and——
What happened before that? Where did 1
come from before—before I was with you?”

Mrs., McClure gave her husband a quick
glance,

“DBetter leave us, Arnold,” she murmured.
“The doctor will be here soen, and maybo
he can do something for hun.”

“I'in compelled to go into Ldinburgh this
day,” said Mr. MceClure worriedly., “TI'll
nac be back until late evening, I'm thinking.
And what's to happen here while I'm away 7"

- Dlnm ve worry aboot what will happen
here,” replied his wife promptly. “Get yo
gone, Arnold, or ye'll be late. The boy's in
good hands, and ye can attend to your busi-
ness just as usual without——"

“Yes, ves; but what if the boy fails to
recover his memory during the da:, 7" inter-
rupted the old man. *“Is he to stay here
indefinitely ? I tell you, Jean, the position is
impossible.  Hoots, woman, do ye think I
want to adopt the boy "

“Mavbe it would be a good thing,” replied
Mrs. McClure calmly. “Too long have ye
shut vourself away from the voung folks.
It's a hard, unkind old man that ye are,
Arnold McClure.”

“But the boy is a stranger!” protested
her husband., “ We canna let him M

“It's because of vour carelessness that he's
here, and here he stavs—until he knows whn
he is, or until somebody comes to feteh him,’
said Mrs. McClare quictly. ~ “Ye're no help,
Arnold, I'm thinking."”

The old man gruunted, and took his de-
parture. Mae felt very glad after the door
had been closed. T¥lo was rather scared of
his grandfather—but he felt quite casy and
comfortable in the presence of his grand-
mother,

“Do vou mind if I get up?” he asked
presently.

“Nae., laddie, ve mustn't get up,” replied
Mrz, MeClure, “ The doctor will come soon,
and——"

“Oh, but T don't need the doctor again,”
protested Mae,  “It's only a knock on thg
head. It's nothing much—just a bruise.”

“It's nae saec much to look at, but it may
be more serions than ye think,” said the
old lady, sitting on a corner of the bed, and
lonhng at him with searching eves, *My!
Yo'll be aboot fifteen, perhaps?”

“My—my age?” nsked Nac hesitatingly.
“Yes, T suppose 0. ma'am.’

“Just the age of my boy’s son,” mur-
mured Mrs, McClure, her eyes moistening.
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“Ay, and 'tis hike him ye are, too. I
noticed it last night. Can ye nae remember
anything, laddie ?”

Mae felt extremely uncomfortable.

“Oh, I say!’ he muttered. H—]—
Perhaps I shall remember things before long,
ma’am,”’

He had not bargained for this. Fooling
the old man wasn't so bad; but when it
came to his grandmother, he felt guilty of
something unfair and dishonest. In fact, it
wasn’'t in Mac's nature to keep it up.

Impulsively, on the spur of the moment,

he bent forward and locked into the old
lady’s eyes. His own
face was flushed, and

he was breathing hard.

“I—I hope you'll for-
give me, ma'am,” he
s,aid huskily. “I haven't
fost my memoryv at all.

]l:)};:’t was all a put-up RN
“What is it ye're cay-

tng 7 asked Murs, Me-

{'lure, in wonder,
“I'm really a 3t

Frank’s boy,” replied

Mae. “I'm from the

School Train, vou know, _
I'hose fellows who were here last night are

my chums, T wasn't hit on the head by
Mr. McClure's golf ball at all—but by a
rricket ball, two days ago. It was all a

gpoof—just to make my grandfather think
e I--1 mean-—"

“Your—your grandfather?” broke in Mrs.
MeClure, turning pale,

“Yes!” muttered NMae., “My name’s
AMceClure—Arnold MceClure, T'in—1'm really
your grandson, and—and——"

* “Didna I know 1t ?” breathed the old lady.
reaching forward, and clasped the startled
boy into her arms.

CHAPTER 9.
Helping On The Good Work!

MeClure's aet. She just embraced
her grandson as though she had
known all along that this revelation
was coming. For some moments she was
silent, exeept for her heavy breathing,
When at last Mae succeeded in breaking
awav. he saw that his grandmother’s eyes
were filled with tears.
“Oh, T sav!” he protested,
awfully sorry. T—I didn't mean
“Aly grandson!’ she =aid, placing her
hands upon his shoulder, and looking at
him through her tear-dimmed eyes. “ Ay,
but ve're a bonnie lad—a bonnie. bonnie
lad! May heaven forgive the old man for his
harshness and his unforgiving bitterness!”
“Y knew it was him, grandmother!” said
MeClure huskily. “ As soon as I saw you, I
knew jolly well that yvou couldn’t have had
2 hand in it. My father and mother would |

L

TIIF‘.RE had been no hesitancy in Mrs,

“T'm most
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never speak much about you, and until I
camc to Edinburgh in the School Train, 1
thought that you were both dead. 1 thought
that yvou had died years ago.”

“It was hard——it was cruel to deceive ye
s0,” said the old lady. “But maybe your
parents were right, laddie. They knew how
hard and unforgiving your grandfather's
nature 1s. And mavbe your father takes after
him in that way,”

“Dad has never
replied Mae.

“Not hard with those he loves,” replied
his grandmother softly. “But I'm thinking
there's nae love lost be-
tween your grandfather
and your father. It wasg
a bitter quarrel—a cruel,
wicked quarrel—and sae
unnecessary, too. For
your mother was a sweet
girl—as bonnie a lass as
my boy could wisth to
marry,”

“I’'m awfully pleased
to hear youn say that,
grandmother,” whispered
Mac.

scemoed hard to me,”

““But she wasna the
girl my husband selec-
ted,” continued  Mrs.

McClure, her voice becoming hard, “and so
your father was turned oot and cast adrift.
But tell mne more aboot yourself, lad! It was
a good idea of yours to fool the old man =

“It wasn't my 1dea,” protested Mae.
“The chaps thought it out, you know—
Handforth and Nipper and the others. I
told them about everything, and they con-
stdered that it was pretty rotten that this old
quarrel .should be kept up. So they thought
of this s¢cheme to bring 1t to an end.”

“Your friends are sensible boys, I'm
thinking,”” said Mrs. McClure, nodding.
“Mr. Lee—he's our Head, you know—

consented to it, so I felt quite comfortable,”
continued Mae, “And Dr, DBrett, tno—he
agreed to lend a hand. I didn't mind fool-
ing grandfather, but I couldn’t keep it up
with you—-"

“And why the nced ?” she asked. “ There's
nae bitterness in my heart, laddie! It's the
happiest day I've had for many a year. My
grandson !” she added, looking at him again.
“Ay, but ye're like your father!  Why
didna I know the truth at once?”

“You did know it, didn't you?”

“Y thought I was only deluding myeself,”
replied the old lady, gathering him into her
arme again.

cCLURE considered that this part of
M the business was entirely unneces-
sary, and he was glad enough when

his grandmother had finished with

her embraces. After that he gave her all
the details; he told her exactly how the

dodge had been worked.
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“You see, the 1dea was to get me into
my grandfather’s house,” explained Mae,
“The fellows thought that when grandfather
found that I was quite an ordinary sort of
chap he would get to like me -a bit, and
then there wouldn't be any harmn 1n rm. re-
vealing the truth to him.”

“Your pgrandfather 1s an obstinate old
man,” said Mrs.. McClure, shaking her head.,
“Mavbe he’ll soften, l)urmg all these years
he has refused to sce your-father—and your
father, being obstinate, too, has never come.

“But why didn’t you come down to the
south of England—to see us?’’ asked Mae.

“It was always my dream.”
grandmother. “But 1f I had done so, your
grandfather would have never taken me
back. Ay, he’s as hard as that! So I have
been  living on  hopes—and now I'm re-
warded.”

A tap sounded on the door, and Mrs.
MeClure went across the room and opened
i*, A neat maidservant was standing there.

“What 1s 1t, Jennie ?”

“There's a number of lads frae the Skule

Train doonstairs,” replied the girl, rather
scaved, “J told them to gang awa’, but
they wouldna tak’ anv notice, I thoucht

I'{l better tell ye——

“Let them come up, Jennie,” said Mrs.
Me(C'lure.

“Oh, ay, ma’am,” replied the girl, hurry-
ing off.

replied his |
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A minute later Handforth came striding
into the bed-room—with (‘hurcly and Nipper
and T’itt and Travers.

“It's all right, yvou chaps,” saad Mae, art

once.  “I've told my grandmother the
truth.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!™ said Handforth, in
' consternation. " You—you fathead!  'Tho
!' u}mTr thing's ruined now!"”

“Steady, Handy!"” said l\ippi::-r. “1 don't
| think it's ruined. Look at Mys, MeClure.
| She’s not very angry, 13 she!® Good morn-

mg, ma'am.”

|  ““Cood morniug,
| fellows,

“Ye're clever laddies,’

ma'am,” cchoed the other

said Ars, MeClure

Ikm{]h “I'm grateful to ye¢ for what ye
have done.”

“Aly only hat!" said Handiorth. *You—
1011‘!1!(‘311—'—'"

“My gmndmoli.r*r is with us, Handy,” said
Mac happily. “8She’s going to help us in
the wheeze you know—and she tlm!\a that
my grandfather rmg} soften a bit when ho
gets used to me.

“Well, he'll have to get used to you pretty
quickly,” said Handforth., *It's Saturday
to-dav, and the School Train 13 moving on
Monday—perhaps to-morrow., So there isn't
much time to waste.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Chureh, in alarm.
“Then—then we might be diddled, after
all!”

D N T Y

'MARVELS OF

THE FUTURE!

P R LY A A AT e

Tﬂ I:IA\" 1

THIS ONE

FREE!

EIGHT
COLOURED
Picture Cards

to Readers of the GEM

Look boys! Here's a splendid op-
portunity to get a p:.cturt. gaiicr} ol
the future, These wonderful

COLOURED CARDS are the same
size as a big cigarette card. A dif-

ferent one given every week in the

GEM?

LIBRARY d.
Buy }aur Copy TO DA Y! l

e —




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

All the fellows were glad to find that Mrs.
McClure was wholeheartedly in favour of
the scheme. In fact, everything was going
splendidly,

“The old man won’t be back until this
evening,” said Mys. McClure. “I'll have
ye doonstairs, in the sitting-room,” she went
on, looking at Mae. “A quiet hour might
make all the difference. And to-morrow,
perhaps, I'll tell my husband who ye are.”

“Well, let’s hope he takes it in the right
way,”’ sald Nipper, ‘“We’ve done all that
wo can do, anyhow. It's up to Mac him-
gelf now.”

DH. BRETT came during the morning

—after the juniors had gone back

to the train, The doctor, of course,

was mightily pleased to know that

it was no longer necessary for him to practise
any deception.

“When Mr., McClure returns this evening,”

he said, “you had better tell him that the

boy must remain here for another day, at

least. Doctor’s orders, you see 1’
“T understand,” said Mrs. McClure,
emiling,

“If I may venture to make a suggestion,”
continued Dr. Brett, “I should think that
it would be rather a good idea to play upon
Mr. MeClure’s conscience.”

“T doat if he has one,” said the good lady.

“You could remind him that his own
grandson is about the same age,” said the
doctor, “aud then gradually lead up to the
revelation in that way. It will get him
accustomed to it--=o that it won't be so much
of a shoock when it actually comes.”

“Shock!” said Mrs.  MeClure  bitierly.
“He ought to be pleased to find that he has
gunch a bonnie grandson. But I'll remember
what ye say, doctor.”

She made a great {uss of McClure during
the day—such a fuss, indeed, that he became
positively embarrassed. The seeret could
not be kept from any of the servants, of
course—and, as a matter of fact, there was
a good deal of rejoicing throughout the
house, There was no fear that the servants
would give the secret away to Mr. MeClure,
when he returned. They held him in too
much dread.

It was very hot in the afternoon, and to-
wards evening there was a dead calm, with
a promise of thunder in the air. There was,
indeed, something rather ominous in the
atmosphere.  TPerhaps it was a portend ol
what was to come,

With the coming of dusk, great cloudbanks
hegan gathering in the west, and there was
more than onc ominous rumble in the far
distance. Not that Mre. MecClure took any
notice of the weather conditions, She was
anxiously awaiting the return of her husband.

Everything was 1in readiness. Mac was
comfortably settled on the sitting-room
couch, with a neat bandage round his head.
It cannot be said that he was looking forward
with much pleasure to the coming ordeal.
He had adready grown to love his grand-
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mother, but he was in mortal fear of his
grandfather,

T'he very elements seemed to be conspiring
against Mae. There was an electricity in
the air which added to the tension of the
whole situation.

To make matters worse, Mr. McClure was
late in returning. He was expected at aboui
eight o’clock, but there was no sign of him
when this hour arrived. A premature dark-
ness had descended, and the whole country-
sido was looking grim and forbidding.

“Nae doot he lost his train,” said Mrs.
McClure resignedly. “Weel, maybe we'd
better keep supper waiting for him,”

“Don’t you think I'd better go to bed?”
suggested McClure,

And what good would that do?” replied
nis grandmother. “I want you here—I want

your grandfather to get to know you. It’s
nae good you being in bed, laddie. Dinna
ye be sae scared of your grandfather. He's

nae such an ogre when he's rubbed the right
way.'’

“Well, shall 1 pretend to be asleep—just
for a bit?"” asked Mac,

“Just sit where ve are, and leave the rest

to me,” replied the old lady gently. ‘“He
canna be long now. ]!ilay%u he lost the
train, and i1s coming by, ’bus. It’s cheaper,
anyway."

T was well past nine before Mr. McClure
l arrived—and by then complete darkness
had fallen, for the sky was crowded
with dense masses of cloud. Lightning
was playing now and again, and the rumbling
thunder had grown more ominous, more
threatening.,

“It’s going to be a bad nicht,” said Mr.
MecClure bluntly, as his wife met him in the

hall,  "“There’s a big storm coming up, I'm
thinking. But what of the boy? Is he stil
| here 1"

“Yes, Arnold, he's still here.”

“And is there nae change?”

“Nae change at all,” =aid Mrs. McClure
calmly.

““Hoote, what are we to do ?” muttered the
old man. “We canna keep the boy in our
hoose indefinitely., Have there been no in-
quiries for him? 1 scanned the newspapers
to-day, but there doesna seem to be any

boy missing. It's a worrying business,
Jean,”
“Not sae worrying after all, Arnold,”

replied his wife, as she led him into the
sitting-room. *“ See, ho looks better, does he
not 7’

Mr. MeClure advanced into the room and
gazed at Mae in the light of the old-fashioned
oil lamp. .

“Good-evening, sir,” said Maec, hardly
knowing what jse to say.

“Can ye not remember who ye aref”
asked Mr. McClure bluntly.

“Don’t bother the lad,” said his wife. ' Sit
yve doon at the table, Arnold. Supper’'s been

l waiting this hour past.”
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“I've had a busy day in Edinburgh,” eaid
Mr. McClure, as he sat down, keeping his
gaze upon Mac. “I couldna get back by
the ordinary train.”

They started supper, and Mr. McClure
could not help noticing the scared look on
the face of the maidservant as she came in
with the food. After she had gone, he
glanced at his wife.

“And what’s wrong with Jennie *" lie said.
“The lassic looks as though she's seen a
ghost.”

“There’s nacthin wrong with her,
Arnold,” said the old lady. “Ye mustn't
imagine things. Come, lad, pull your chair
up. Ye're ready for supper ?”

“Yes, thanks,” said Maec.

And so, to the accompaniment of an
occasional peal of thunder from outside, they
commenced that fateful meal. There was
nothing in Mr. McClure's demeanour to give
Mae the slightest hope.

CHAPTER 10.
Thrown Out!

-

OOM-BOOM !

B An extra loud peal of thunder
crashed out over the golf links and
the heathland near by. The very

house seemed to shake, and Mr. McClure

glanced towards the window,

“A wild night,” he commented.

“A wild night ootside, but peace and love
within,” said Mrs. MeClure quietly.

“I'm no sac sure,” replied her husband.
“It would be better, Jean, if we could find
oot the truth about this voung lad——"

“Man, man, are vo blind?’ execlaimed
Mrs. MceClure, with sudden vehemence,

Mac's heart jumped, and he stared open-
eved at his grandmother. Surely she wasn't
going to reveal his identity now? Yet, in
the next moment, he felt relieved. Anything
was better than this suspense. Far better
get it over and done with,

To tell the truth, Mrs., MeClure had
decided to take advantage of the wildness of
the weather. Had it becn a fine, tranguil
evening, she might have dclayed the dis-
closure.  Her husband might well have
turned the boy out inio a calm summer’'s
evening. DBut with thunder and lightning in
the sky, and with rain deseending 1n tor-
rents, he would probably lesitate to take
siich a rash step. And perhaps the eleetrieity
in the air had affected the old lady’s own
nerves, She, too, felt that it would be better
to end this ordeal.

“Blind, Jean?” repeated
“What do ye mecan?”

“Canna yeo sce who the boy is?’ she
replied, “Look agin, Arnold! Man—man,
canna ‘ye see your own flesh and blood ?”

Mr. McClure rose to his feet, his face
becoming suddenly pale.

“My own flesh and blood!” Le ejaculated
hoarsely, “Woman, ye don’t mean—— Ay,
it's truel”

AMr. MeceClure.
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He was staring at McClure so balefully that
Mac leapt to his feet and backed away.

“Calm yourself, Arnold,” said his wife,
coming over and patting him on the arm.
“It’s no time for ye to get into ene of vour
tempers. It's our own grandson, ye see,
Our Arnold's little boy—his baby! Grown
to a fine youth——"

“But I don't understand!” shouted the
old man, his voice rising to a shnll piteh,
“There's been trickery here!™

“It was only a harmless trick, after all,™
said Mrs, McClure. “Our grandson's friends
wanted him to——""

“Ay, I might have known!” burst out the
old man., “Onec of them cariec into my shop
on Thursday and spoke of my grandson,
Ye're right, Jean! I'm a blind old fool !™

His rage was rising rapidly, and Maec was
feeling none too safe. His only chance was
for Mrs. MeClure to soothe the old man.
If only his temper would subside qumekly,
then all would be well. Everything would
dePend upon the next minute,

*Ootside !"" shouted Mr. McClure thickly,
as he pointed to the door. “(Get ve gone
from my hoose! I'll have nac son of my son
under this roof !”

“Arnold, what are ve saying?”" eried his
wife. “It's a terrible nicht! Listen to the
rain—to the thunder! Ye canna sent tho
boy oot ”

“I've been tricked!” thundered Mr. Me-

“Ay, and vou've had a hand in the

Clure.”
too, Jean! After all these years.

trickery,
do ye think T'm to be defied and flouted”
Ye know well enough that I've no son—no
grandson. They're dead to me! Get ye
gone, boy! Either ve go oof of your own
accord, or I'll throw ye oot!"”

“Arnold—Arnold!” pleaded the old lady,
alarm showing in her eves now., “ Do ve call
yvourself a Christian? Man—man, ve canna
do this! It’s your own flesh and blood—your
own son’s child! Have done with this bitter-
ness and this unreasoning anger —"

“Silence, woman!"” roared the old Scot.
“Many years ago I made a vow, and I'm not
toc;m turned from it by any of this trickery
and-——"

“But it's not my fault, grandfather!”
shouted McClure, running forward. “T can't
help being your grandson! And why should
you be so angry with me? I've never done
anything to hurt you or to offend you. It's
not fair, sir! Why can’t this old quarrel
be healed—-"

“I'll hae no speech with ve, boy!” inter-
rupted DMr. McClure harshly. “Ye're no
grandson of mine. Do ve understand? Get
oot of this hoose!”

“ But—but—-"

“Ye entered by trickery, and ye're going
by force!” raved the old man. “I'll not doot
that ye’re from the School Train, eh? Well,
ye can get back there——"

“Yes, I'm a St. Frank's chap, sir!” panted
McClure. “But I'd rather stay here to-
night, if you don't mind. It's a goodish way
to the train, and in the darkness and in this

' storm——"’
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McClure tumbled out of the trueck, to find himself confronted by a suspiclous-looking official.

““ Where am 1 ? ** asked the Removite.

The official regarded him even more suspiclously.

‘““‘Are

ye telling me ye dinna ken it’s Glasgow ? > he said. MeClure gave a gasp. In Glasgow, when the

School Train was still at Edinburgh, siranded in Glasgow, with no money!

“Get ye gone!” stormed Mr. McClure.

He seemed to go into a paroxysm of fury.
He reached forward, seized Mac by the coat-
collar, and whirled him round towards the
door. If only he could have controlled his
anger at that moment, all might have been
well, But he was mm a blind fury, and
hardly knew what he was doing. The one
thought that throbbed in his brain was that
he had been fooled—that his orders had been
flouted. Years ago he had vowed that he
would never look upon his son again—that
he would never recognise his son’s children.
And here was this boy in his house—in his
house by subterfuge! Well, he should go
out !

“ Arnold—Arnold ! begged Mrs. McClure.
'hink what ve're doing! It’s your own
child’s only i

“That’'s why he's going ouil!” broke in
Mr. McClure, as he wrenched open the door.
“By heaven, I'm master here, and I'll hae
ye know it!”

He fairly swept Mac down the hall, with
Mrs. McClure clutching at his arm. But her
efforts were useless. She could do nothing
to turn him {rom his purpose.

He flung open the hall door, and a great
gust of wind and rain came bursting in,

“Go!” vpanted the old man,

Qr

What was he to do ?

“Granddad ! pleaded Mac, in a last effort.
“ Please—please don't be so  hard! 1
thought it would be ripping if we could
be friends, and—and if I could write to m
dad and tell him that everything was all
right, Just think what joy it would give
hin—and my mother, too—"

It was the mention of his mother, perhaps,
which steeled the old man’s heart again.

“Go!"” he repeated thickly. “It was your
mother who caused the quarrel. (Go back to
her, boy! Ye're not wanted here!”

He gave Mac a push, and the unfortunate
boy went stumbling down the wet, slippery
steps. He wags hatless, and he was In no way
clothed for the rigours of such a night. But
Mac had his pride, too. He had been thrown
out, and he wasn’t going to beg to be let in
again.

Recovering himself, he went down the
garden path towards the gate. Already he
was soaked to the skin, for the rain was
coming down in blinding torrents,

A flash of hightning seared across the sky,
and for a moment Mac’s figure was revealed
in that bluish, purple light.

“Come back! Come back Mrs,
McClure's anguished cry.

She foreibly pushed her husband aside, and
ran down the stéps and so on to the path.

came
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But Mae had not heard, owine to the wind,

and he was already going down the lane.
Meanwhile, Mrs. McClure, running down the
slippery wet path, had skidded.  She stag-
gered, lost her balance, and fell.

The old man came out and found her there,
sprawling in the wetness and groaning
slightly,

““Jean, what hae ye done?” muttered the
old man, going down on his knees.

“What hae ye done, Arnold McClure?”
said his wife brokenly. *““Ax, but ye'ro n
hard man—a cruel, heartless man!”

He picked her up in his arms, all his rage
pgone, stunned and shocked by this mishap to
the wife who had stood by him through all
the years. He carried her in, and, unaided,
he took her upstairs to the bed-room,.

Not that Mrs. McClure was badly hurt,
She had collapsed mainly because her dreams
had been shattered. The shock of 1t had
been too much for her, and now she was
faint and ill,

Her husband, pale and stricken, cursed his
temper. DBut his obstinacy would not permit
}:in:; to acknowledge that he had been at

ault,

ND Mae, out on the wind-swept golf

A Jinks, was fighting his way tr:malds
the School Train.

He was feeling miserable and

He had had such hopes, par-
ticularly when his grandmother had placed
herself on his side. Now everything was
ruined. It would be useless to go back. All
the scheming had bcen for nothing. Mr.
McClure's Ditterness, his anger, was as
virulent as ever.

“Oh, what’s the use ?” muftered the junior,
i | might have known it. Didn't my father
always tell me what a hard man my grand-
father was? No wonder he led me to believe
that grandfather was dead!'”

Little did Mac realise at this moment that
the events of that night were all to the good,
for it had required this great shock to bring
old Mr. McClure to his senses. At the
moment, perhaps, he told himself that he was
as firm as ever; but the night wasn’t over yet.

Mac felt that it would be an easy matter
for him to get to the Scheol Train, He
had only to cross the links, The train was
on its siding just near Kinlochty. He could
even sce the light gleaming through the
darkness now and again.

The thunder boomed and crashed, and now
and again the lightning shot down with such
alarming force that Mac was appalled.

He was in no little danger out here, on the
open links, with the lightning searing down
on every side. The storm was at its height,
and the air was filled with the raging voice of
the elements.

wretched.

¥

The wind shouted, howled, and screamed;
the thunder boomed so tremendously that
Mac was literally deafened. The air was

so charged with electricity that every now
and again there was a bluish thread of
luminosity shimmering over the hillocks.

Mac trudged on, soaked to the skin,

but | He was hemmed in by
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caring nothing. He would soon be in bed—
m his own little berth on the train, It was
rather rotten going back like this—admitting

fefeat, The fellows would be awfully cut
up about it,

Well, it couldn’t be helped. IIe and
his grandmother had done their best.

The rain came hissing down with such
tremendous violence that everyvthing was
blotted out. The darkness was inky. Try

as he would, Mac could no longer sce (he
lights of the School Train. The rain was
s0 dense that it formed a kind of haze. Tt
hissed down on the turf with the fury of a

COMING NEXT WEEK'WM‘*—

AMace

v ploughing
through inches of water—plunging through
flooded hollows.

clondburst. was already

Onece, indeed, he only pulled himself up
in the nick of time. What he had taken for
a flooded stretch of turf was reually a deep
pond. It was not until he was up to his
waist that he guessed the truth and backed
out. e had a bit of a struggle, too, ror
his feet beeame entangied in the thick mud
at the bottom of the pond.

In' making his wav round the pond, he
completely lost his bearings—his sense of
direction, He had been trving to walk
in a straight line, so that he would hit the
ratlway, but now he was baffled.

There was no landmark by which he could
guide himself; there was absolutely nothing.
the driving rain.
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Even when the lightning flashed

. he could
see nothing—for his eyes were so blinded by
the glare.

So he trudged on, trusting to luok.

But after an hour had ela , Mac
began to get worried. The storm
was raging as flercely as ever. It

seemed to be never-ending. True, the rain
was not so violent, but it had left a kind of
mist through which he could see no lights.

Oceasionally a tree would loom up, or a
hedge, and Mac would make his way round
such obstructions. He soon became aware of
the fact that he was no longer on the golf
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links. Somehow, he had drifted off them,
and appeared to be going over some wild
heathland.

At length, the storm reduced its fury. The
lightning grew less violent, and the thunder
beecame more distant. The cloudbanks were
rolling away, and here and there a star could
be seen peeping out in the heavens,

And McClure, looking round him, felt
scared, He was utterly weary and worn
out from his long trudge. He was on the
point of getting Eanic-stricken. Where was
he? Where had he wandered?

To rest was out of the question, for the
ground wae so soaked by that great down-
pour that it was flooded practically every-
where. And the night had turned ohilly, too.

Then, to his supreme joy, he suddenly
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came upon a steep, smooth hillside, after
having climbed a fence. He recognised it
as a railway outting.

There, below him, were the rails—and
some distance up the line he could sce a
twinkling red light.

*“Oh, my hat |” he muttered.
the railway, anyway!”

His troubles seemed to be over.

He scrambled down the embankment, and
got on to the permanent way. Then he
commenced trudging along, taking care to
keep to the side, in case a train should come
thundering along.

Unfortunately for MeClure, he went in the
wrong directiod! It was an easy mistake
to make, for it was a single line, and there
was nothing to tell him which way he should
zo, He could only rely upon his sense of
direction—and this had long since become
warped.

He walked on and on, growing more and
more weary.

Then, at last, his heart gave a jump. He
saw some trueks on a siding. Some goods
trucks! He knew, instinctively, that the
School Train was not here. It was appar-
ently an isolated siding, miles from any
station.  Perhaps there was a goods yard
near by-—or a factory.

At all events, Mac felt that he could go no
further., In all his wanderings he had not
seen a house or a cottage—or shelter of any
kind.

But now his problem was solved.

e climbed into one of the trucks, crept
under the waterproof tarpaulin, and found,
to his joy, a big heap of empty sacks. In
less than a minute he was underneath them,
wmém and comfortable., He fell asleep on the
spot.

And so soundly did he sleep that he was
not even aroused when the trucks bumped
together and when they commenced moving |-

“I've found

CHAPTER 11.
Remorse !

L H-HO! Sunday morning!” yawned
O Handforth.
The rising-bell had sounded

throughout the Junior Coach on the
School Train, and all the fellows were arous-
ing themselves. It was a comforting thought
—that this was Sunday morning. No
lessons!

“Wonder how old Mae got on last night "
said Church,

‘By George, yes!” ejaculated Handforth,
springing into activity, “I'd forgotten Mae
for the moment! Buck up, you chaps! Get
your things on! We'll buzz over to the old
man’s house before brekker!”

“Just what I was thinking,” nodded
Church. “But don't speak =0 loud, wvou
asﬁll‘!

However, it mattered little.  Handforth

| had already spoken so much overnight that
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sverybody in the Remove and the Iourth )
kuew of the affair. It had leaked out some-
now—and the cause of the leakage was not
very mysterious,

“They ought to give us another hour in
bed this morning,” remarked Reggie Pitt, as
he tumbled out. “We lost a good hour dur-
inee the night, owing to that giddy storm.”

“Storm ?” said Handforth, “It wasn’t
nuch,”

“You were aslcep when it really stnrted,:’
replied Reggie. ““In fact, at times we weren't
quite sure whether it was the storm causing

' the

11l the disturbance, or your snoting.”

“Ha, ha; hal”™ : .

“Idiot!” said Handforth ecoldly. *Who
~ave I snore?”’

A perfect yell answered him.,
satd that he snored.

“It was a pretty bad storm,” said Nipper.
‘“* Look outside ! Pools of water every-
where—ceven this morning. There was a tre-
mendous amount of rain.” '

When they were dressed, about a dozen
of them set off without delay across the
oolf links. Archie Glenthorne and Jimmy
Potts and Boots and a few others thought that
tliey would like to hear the latest about Me-
Clure, too.

Tt was fine this morning, with the sun shin-

ning brightly.  The storm had blown all the
sultriness away., The walk across the links
was invigorating. When the fellows arrived
at Mr. Arnold McClure's residence, nestling
amidst the trees, they were in a glow,
*But they had hardly opened the front gate
Lefore My, McClure himself appeared. He
came striding down from the frout door, and
liis hand was pointing outwards,

“Keep away from my hocse!"” he ordered
sternly. "I want none of ye young tricksters

Lverybody

roond here.”

“‘“Pricksters, sir!” echoed Nipper quickly.
““ Ay, tricksters !” roared Mr, McClure. “I
know the truth aboot what we've done. Ay,
and I've sent my grandson away——"

“Your—your grandson!” yelled Hand-
forth. “Then you know who heo really is?”

“What are ye trving to do now !’ asked
Mr. McClure suspiciously, as he glared from
one Jjunior to another. ‘' Didna the boy
come to ye last nicht ?”

“We haven’t seen him !” said Nipper. “ He
didn't come to the School Train, if that'’s
what you mean, sir.”

“1 feared it, Arnold ! eried Mrs. McClure,
vrunning down the garden path, and hmping

somewhat.  “Oh, man! What hae ye done?
The boy is lost! He didna return to the
train!"

The boys exchanged alarmed glances.

“You surely didn't send your grandson
away in the middle of that awful storm?”
satd Nipper. -

Mr., McClure was silent.

“He did !” said his wife coldly,
hard, cruel old man.”

“He's o

““ Hoots, Jean, ye shouldna talk like that
"
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“I will!” interrupted Mrs. MecClure
tragically.  “What hae yec doue, Arnold?
Yc've sent our grandson oot into the nicht—
and now he's lost! Maybe he's dead !”

She quickly told the St. IFrank’s fellows
whole truth—how her husband bhad
pitched the unfortunate Mae out into tho
stormn.  She inquired anxiously—feverishly.
Had they not seen the boy? Was it really
true that he had not returned to the School
Train?

“It must be true, ma'am,” said Nipper.
“I had a word with Mr, Lee before we
started out, and he wished us luek, If your
grandson had returned, Mr. Lee would have
known about it. We've scen no sign of him
at all.”

“I don’t see how he could have got back,
anyhow,” put in Handforth, with a glare
at Mr, McClure. “In that terrible storm
ho lost himself. Goodness only knows whero

he 1s now |”

“Poor boy—poor laddie gobbed Mras,
McClure. “Sce what ye've done, Arnold!
unishment on ye for your

|13
-

Oh, it's Heaven's
cruclty and your harshness.”

The old man was silent—for, in truth, he
was stricken with remorse,

“Mac could casily have gone wrong during
that storm,” said Nipper, looking at the
other fellows. *“I expect he set out across
the links, and lost track of the train. He
might have wandered for miles. In that
storm he could ecasily have blundered into a
flood or something. Perhaps ho just kept on
until he gave up, exhausted.”

“Well, he had no money on him.” said
Handforth. “Absolutely nothingl  He
hadn’t any proper clothes, either!”

“The luddic was hatless—without overcoat,
without waterproof,” said Mrs. MecClure
tragically. “Oh, Arnold, what have yo
done ?”

“Look here, you chaps!” said Nipper
briskly. “We shall have to secarch,”

“Rather I” echoed the others,

“We'll get up some search-partics at once,
ma'am,” went on Nipper, turning to the
old lady. “We'll tell Mr, Lee, and perhaps
he'll do something, too. Comeo on, you
fellows "

They went off across the links at express

speed,
U drama—perhaps to tragedy! MceClure

had been sent out into the storm, and
he had not arrived at the School Train!
Where was he? What had become of him
during the night?

Old McClure was stunned. He wandered
about his garden; his face sct and haggard.
Remorse was now causing him intense agony.

The news he had just heard came as a
drcadful shock. Tor the old man knew—
better than anybody else, perhaps—that there
was some wild country round here where any

stranger could meet with~disaster on a dark,
rainy night,

NEXPECTEDLY, dramatically, the
affair had turned from comedy to
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Actually, however, there was no need for)

all this worry and anxiety and alarm.

McClure was safe enough—sleeping soundly
amongst those old sacks in the goods truck.

It was the warmth which awakened him.
The sun beating down upon that stretched
tarpaulin made the interior of the truck as
hot as an oven. When Maec awoke, he was
fairly panting, and he found that his clothing
was completely dry. And owing to the
warinth of those sacks at the erucial time.
he had come to no harm.

At first he was bewildered and startled:
then, after he had pushed the sacks from
him, he suddenly remembered. He fairly
fought to get the tarpaulin clear, so that he
could breathe in some cool air.

“Oh, well, things won’t be so bad now,”
he told himself. “I've ouly got to walk
down the line, and I shall soon find the
School Train.”

There came a thundering roar, and an
express went hurtling past, A moment later
another express went by—slower this time.
and from the opposite direction. MecClure
experienced a shock. How could this be?
Last night there had only been a single
track here!

He thrust the tarpaulin aside, and stared
about him, dumbfounded.

He could see a great vista of gleaming
tracks, and all around there were houses and
buildings and church steeples in the distance.
A haze of smoke was rising from many
chimneys. In fact. he knew perfectly well
that he was in the heart of a great city!

““Great Scott!” he ejaculated. ‘' The tramn
must have gone while I was asleep!
the dickens am I now #”

He leapt to the ground. A man appeared
from behind one of the trucks further along
the train, and stared at him suspiciously.
Mac certainly looked a  questienable
character., His collar had vanished, and his
clothing was wrinkled and rumpled and alto-
gether  disreputable. His shoes were
smothered in mud—and the mud extended
half-way up his legs. His hair was matted
and tousled, and there were smears of mud
on his face.

“What are ve doin’ here, boy 7"’ demanded
the railway official.

“I—I just got off this train!” replied
McClure. “I had a ride— I say, where
am I? What town is this?"”

“ Are vo telling me that ye dinna know
it’'s Glasgow 1

“Clasgow 7 velled Mae, aghast.

He did not like the look of the man. He
suddenly took to his heels and bolted. He
didn’t stop until he had gone across some
other sidings and had climbed a fence. Mac
found himself in a rather squalid street, but
he was glad enough to be off the railway.
He lost no time in getting into a quarter
where there was more traffic, and where he
was less noticeable.

Glasgow!

Where |
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So he bad been brought to Glasgow in his
sleep! What was he to do now?

It was so ridiculous, Ile decided that he
had better send a telegramn to Mr. Lee,
and——- Then he remembered that he hadn't
any money, How could he send a telegram
without any money?

He found that he was in a road called
West Street. He went right along this until
he came to some docks—and he found him-
self in close proximity to the mighty River
Clyde. Wandering along, he crossed Jamaica
Bridge, and finally got into Argyle Street.

He was rather awed by the tremendous
size of Glasgow--the great streets, the tram-
way service. the general air of immensity.
He had not beheved that Glasgow was such
a huge city.

Branching out of Argyle Street, he wan-
dered into North Street, and =0 came 10
Charing Cross—which was very reminiscent
of London, Not that the place itself was in
any way like London’s Charing Cross. But
the name was so familiar.

He stood against the branch
just underneath the Grand Hote
again wondered what he should do.

He had noticed that one or two policémen
had eyed him suspiciouslv—at least, so ho
thought. He was still bewildered by the
size and the greatness of Glasgow. He failed
to realise, perhaps, that Glasgow is the second
largest city in Great Britain—second only to
London itself.

And here he was, cut off from the School
Train, shabby and grubby, without a penny
in his pockets!

Pﬂst-aﬁine,

and he

CHAPTER 12,
Father, Son, and Grandson!

S far as the eye could see, in every
A direction, parties of 8t. Frank’s
fellows were searching the golf links

and the neighbouring heathland.

It was middayv now, and the search-parties
had been out for a full hour.

The matter had become one in whioh
Nelson Lee himself had been forced to move,
McClure was a St. Frank’s junior, and
McClure was lost. So Lee, as the head-
master in charge, had to act.

He acted with his usual decision and effeeo-
tivenesa. The whole school was requested to
volunteer for service—and the whole school
promptly complied. Seniors and juniors alike
—all were formed into parties, and the search
commenced.

In fact, the alarm got out far and wigg,
and the good people of Kinlochty also helped.,
There was a regular sensation. Old man
MecClure had pitched his grandson out into
the night, and the boy was lost! Everybod
expected that Mac's body would bo found,
sooner or later, lying in some ditch or under
gome clump of heather or furze.

Nelson Lee's first action had been to send
a telegram to Mr. and Mrs. McClure, in

| Richmond, and before the search-parties had
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got fairly under way, a reply had come
from Mr, McClure saving that he and his
wife wore coming North ar once. And as the
matter was so urgent, they were not travel-
ling by train, but by acroplane.

The juniors, when they had commenced
their harmless little trick, had never realised
that 1t would lecad to such a senzation as
this!

The whole school searching the ecountry-
side—Mac's father and mother flying over
England on their way northward-—even the
police spreading the news and organising a
hunt of their own,

Mr. McClure, senior, was as keen as any-
bodsy now. His one obsession was to find the
boy. Remorse had gripped him harder than
ever, and he wanted to take Mac into his
arms and ask his forgiveness, It was the
shock of it which had brought about this
dramatie, sudden change.

Ho himself was out on tho links searching,
gsearching: and he was oue of the first to
hear the dreadful picce of news that some
deep impressions had been found near a pond.
Heo hurried there at onee, and found Hand-
forth and Churech and Nipper and some
others standing about. A policeman  was
there, too, to say nothing of some Kinlochty
folk. There was talk of dragging the pond,
which was a very deep one,

“What have ye found?'" asked NMr.
MeClure, hiz voice harsh with anxiety.
“Neothing  muech,  sn)” rephicd  Nipper.

“Only these footprints, They lead towards
the poud: but it's diffieult to tell exactly
what happenced. A lot of people think that
Masc blundered into the pond in the darvk-
ness, and that—and thal "

it canna be

“No, no, that!” muttered
M. MceClure,
Handforth himself was haggard. The pos-

sibthity that his chum had got drowned was
an appalling one. Old McClure turned
aside, and his. shoulders were drooping. It
secemed that his punishment was complete.

ND then, in the midst of all this ten-
sion, a telegram arrived.  Nelson
Leo was in the School Train at the

time, and when he read the wire his
face cleared. An expression of rclief came
into his eves.

“Is it good news?” askéd Mr, Pyerafr, of
the Remove.

“Very good news, Mr, Pveraft.” said Lee,
“MecClure is quite safe—he’s in Glasgow.”

“I thought as much,” said Mr., Pveraft.
this fuss over mnothing! Quite
ridiculous !

“I beg to differ, Mr. Pyeraft,” retorted
Lee. “Until now we have had no iundica-
tion that McClure was safe. Even now I
cannot understand how he got to Glasgow.
But we shall hear about it when he arrives.”

Lee lost no time in getting busy, The tele-
gram had arrived from one of the station-
masters in Glasgow. MeClure, it scemed,
had thought of a good whecze. Knowing
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““I really

of the slations, where he had told his story,

The stationmaster had been frankly sceptical,

boy travel, without pavment of fare, to Kin-

lochtv. But he condeseended to send an

The official was somewhat astonizhed when
a reply promptly came, instructing lum to
Kinlechty,

WHEX Nipper and Mandforth and
overjoyed. And Nipper promptly
asked Lee to say nothing to old

“But why not?” asked Lec.
cannot agree to this, Nippcr e
bit longer, sir,” urged Nipper. “‘It was all
his fault, and he ought to be taught a lesson,
hunt is abandoned ?"

“Well, the hunt actually is abandoned,”

““Of course it i3, sir,”” agreed Nipper. “But
there’'s no reason- why My, MeClure should
have a good effect on him when we get Mac
all tidied up and dressed in his best, and
e won’t have time to think it over, and
he'll probably grab Mac, and everything

Nelson Lee chuekled,

“There's something 1n the idea,” he agreed
McClure, by the way, will be here by about
two o’clock.”
parties were called in—ostensibly to a meal,
And Mr. Arnold McClue knew nothing; he

Handforth and Church and the other
fellows waited cagerly, anxiously. They got
could be quickly rushed into them.

There was a lot in Nipper's argument,
would have plenty of time to feel relicf—and
to harden his heart again, perhaps. If he
all this anxiety, he would have a revulsion
of feeling. But if the boy was sprung upon
and well might easily break the ice once and
for all.

McClure—from Richmond.

The pilot of their machine, lhaving
straight to Kinlochty. Finding the golf linls
so handy, he landed there, practically within
It was indeed a dramatic arrival,

Mr. McClure was a fine, tall man, no older

and had refused to let this suspicious-looking

inquiry through to the School Train.

put the boy on the first available train to
Church heard the news, they were

man MecClure.

“He deserves to be left in the dark for a
Why not eall in all the fellows, as though the
said Lee,
be told anything. Dou’t vou think it will
then spring him on the old man suddenly?
will be 0.K.”
dryly. “All right, young "uns! TI'll agree.

Mo word was sent round, and the search
still thought that his grandson was lost.
all MecClure's best things ready, so that he
If Mr. McClure was told the truth now he
found out that there was really no cause for
him suddenly, the shock of seceing him alive
TE'IE next surprising ecvent was the

dramatic arrival of Mr. and Mrs-_
been told of the urgency of the case, came
a hundred wards of old MecClure's home.
than forty, and looking even yvounger. His

himself to be stranded, ho had gone to one " wife was a smallish, sweet-looking lady, and
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just at present her eyes were filled with wild
ear,

“Where can we find out if there is any

news?” she asked, as soon as her husband
had helped her to the ground, ‘' Oh, what a
journey, Arnold! It seemed as though it
would never end!” .
. “And yet we have travelled from London
to Scotland in record time,” said Mr.
McClure quietly. “It’s no good alarming
yourself, dear. We shall find out something
very quickly now. See, we are only a few
yards away from my father’s house!”

“ Look " murmured Mrs. McClare. “He’s
there! And your mother, too, Arnold! But
where is my boy ? Oh, if anything tragic has
happened———-"’

She broke off, and her husband hurried
her along over the moist turf. The old lady
and the old gentleman were awaiting them
at the garden gate. Nobody else was near
just then. All the 8t. Frank’s fellows had
gone back to the School Train, and there
were no search parties out on the links now.

““Mother |” ejaculated Mac's father,>as he
ran forward, and clasped the old lady in his
arms,

It was noticeable that in this tense moment
he took his mother into his clasp, and gave
not a single glance at his father,

“Arnold, my boy—my son!’ sobbed Murs.
McClure. “It’s a moment I've been waiting
for for vears. And yet I didna want it to
be like this.”

“Is there no news of—of my son?”

‘““None—none!” sobbed the old lady.
“Your father sent him away last nicht—into
the storm——"

“If ye can find it in your heart, Arnold,
will ye forgive me?” broke in the old man

huskily, “Heaven knows I didna mean
harm to the laddie!” . .
“I'm sure of that, father,” said Mr,

MeClure, 1in a low voice.

For a moment they stood looking at one
another, father and son, after having been
estranged for fifteen or sixteen years. Then,
with one accord, they moved nearer. They
clasped hands, and finally they embraced.

“Look!” said Mac's mother suddenly.
“There are some boys coming over the
links.”

“Maybe some of the schoolboys,” said Mr.
McClure dully, “They saw the aeroplane
come down, and so they're curious. My
dear, it was you whom I treated most un-
justly. My son has forgiven me. It's too
much to expeet you——"

“If Arnold has forgiven you, so will 1
freely,” said Mrs McClure quietly. “T'll for-
give you, father, for the wrong you have
done us in the past. But if my boy has
come to any harm, I chall never, never
forgive—"

Spile broke off, her words seeming to choke
in her throat. She was staring at those
approaching juniors. Her face was flushed,
and her eves were shining,

“He’s there!” she cried. *‘‘ Arnold!
boy is there! Don’t you see him?”

She and her husband ran forward. Sure

My
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enough McClure, of the Remove, was in
the midst of those St. Frank’s fellows. Good

old Mac, immaculately attired in IKtons, and
looking as hale and healthy as he had ever
done in his life.

His mother seized him as he came running
forward.

“It's all right, mum!” protested Mac.
“T mean, all these chaps looking—— Oh,
I say Oh, blow! What does it matter?”

he went on recklessly, as he grabbed her,
and hugged her closely. "Thank goodness
everything’s all right now! Isn’t it abso-
lutely ripping ?”

ND after that, of course, there were

A explanations, Mae told how he had

got to Glasgow and all the rest of

it. He was as happy as a -and-

boy, particularly when his grandfather asked
his forgiveness.

That evening there were high times in the
old man’s house. Never betore had the
house been so brilliant, so gayv. Lights were
in every room. Laughter rang out in every
quarter. Handforth and Church and Nipper
and a number of other fellows had been
invited,

Handforth, incidentally, was the cause of
much hilarity earlier on. Ever since his
arrival in Scotland he had been disappointed
because he had scen nobody wearing kilts
or blowing the bagpipes. And Handy, having
decided that it was all wrong, had made up
his mind to alter this state of affairs,

S0 he had gone to a shop and had pur-
chased a full rig-out, complete with bag-
pipes, He had donned these and bad then
gone marching round the village of Kin-
lochty, much to everybody'’s amusement,
and, at times, pain. For, while Handy no
doubt made a “bonnie wee bairn,” "his play-
ing of the bagpipes was not all that could
be desired!

Now, at the party at MeClure Senior’s
house, Handforth was as happy as could be,
espectally when it was time for the great
cn{uhraﬁon feast, in which, ncedless to say,
MeClure's famous pies figured largely.

It was qguaint to realise that it was these
very pies which had brought about this
family reunion!

The happiest person of all, perhaps, was old
Mrs. McClure, for she was the one who
would benefit most from this reconcihation
Her dreams had come true, and she knew
that hercafter her husband would be a
changed man--a more kindly man. 'The ron
had been cast out of his soul, so to speak.

The School Train’s visit to Scotland had
certainly been useful, and from this day
onwards MeClure was destided to be known
as Handforth’s Seottish chum !

THE END.

(“Arelic’s Lancashire Lass!”’ ts the title
of next week's rollicking, long yarn, chums.
It’s one of the best in the scries so far, and it
will make you laugh and laugh—and then
laugh! Order your copy NOW to save
disappsintinent.)
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 104.

SECTION

A

of the League.
LEE LIBDRARY ™

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and
I hereby declare that
and TIIE
whose signature to certify this appears on seccond form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge,

Gl‘i\'ilegts as are offered to Members
have introduced ¢ THE NELSON
FRANK'S LEAGUE new reader,

ST, to one

’ SECTION

B

I, Member NO.woriins
introduced one more

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,

(give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
new reader, whose signature to certify
on second form attuched hereto,
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit,

this appears

This makes me .....e. (state number of

SECTION

NEW READER’'S DECLARATION,

I hereby declare that I have bLeen introduced Ly (give name of introducer)
C to  this issue of “THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”
R WM ciceiimviia s arinasosis
(ADDRESS) evviiovoneanane e :
INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THe NELSON LEe Liskary. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Scctions B and C,
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottomn of form. The second form is for
your pew reader, who fllls in Section C, crosses
out Sections A and I, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Doth forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The S8t. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
Lierany, 5, Carmelite Street, Yondon, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obtain six new readers for
this award., L'or each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are necded.
On one of the forms fill in Section B, crossing
out Sections A and ¢, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
is for your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses oubt Sections A and DB, and writes his

Mem- | name aud address at the bottom of the form.

Now pin both forms together and send them to
the Chief Officer, as above, One new reader will
then be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, wvou will
be sent the St. Frank's League Dbronze medal,
There is nothing to prevent jyou from sending
in forms for two or more new readers at once,
providing that each pair of forms bears the salue
date and number,

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals ean apply in the same way as for
the bronze medal, filling in Section B,  Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
so that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their bLronze
medal for a silver one.

These Application Forms ean be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is encloscd.

You ecan write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing o
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or sociul club,
you can do so amongst local members of the
League. .

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE,

You are offered free himt. on  holidays,
whether walking, bikiug, or cauping,

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoling the growth of the League,

If you want help or information on
subject, you will find the
ready to assist you,

_ any 1§
Chief Officer ever

NOTICE!

The St. Frank's League has now allained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue the

offer of gold medals in connection thercwith,

The silver and bronze medals will still be available,

however, as heretofore, to those who qualify for them in accordance with the rules,
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N BETWEEN
URSELVES!

UR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

7\

shall be pleased
remarks as
majority.

Editor,
Th:

E. B. BROOKS

O, you are not quite right—C. Rollins
N (Handsworth)—in saying that if a
reader wishes to receive an answer

from me he must write once a week

for about a year before getting any reply.
It 1s perfectly true that some readers write
to me repeatedly before I answer them; but
this is generally because their letters have
contained nothing of general interest, or that
other letters have had a prior claim upon
my time, In many instances I have replied
to readers absolutely by return—readers
from whom I have never heard before. You
see, 1t all depends upon cires. There’s no
question of luck about it. I don’t just dive
my hand into a pile, pick out any old one,
and answer it, leaving the rest to whistle for
their answers. Here are the Christian names
of the masters you require—Mr, ROBERT
Langton, Mr. AUSTIN Suncliffe, Mr.
HAROLD Chifford—although Mr., Clifford is

not at St. Frank’s now. The occupants of
Study No. 14 in the KEast House are:

Julian Clifton and Robert Sinunons. Studies

Nos. 18, 19, and 20 are unoccupied.

#* 'l' *

Very pleased to hear—Fred Bloomfield
(Harlesden)—that in your exams. at school
you chose the Old Paper for the subject of
the composition “My Favourite Book,” and
that you got nine marks out of a possible
ten for the composition. Evidently vyour
Form-master is not one of the prejudiced
kind; and I can assure you that there are
lots and lots of schoolmasters who recom-
mend their boys to read the Old Paper.
This publication first saw the light on
June 12, 1915. As for becoming a member of
the St. I‘rank’s League, you have only to
fill in the League Form which appears on the
opposite page. Read it through first and you
will find full particulars of how to join.

» * #*

Juicy Lemon’s Christian name—V. Leang
(Earlsfield)—is Christopher. But it’s such a
mouthful that none of the fags ever use it.
I’m afraid I can’t give you the titles of
Nos. 1 to 33 Old Series and Nos. 1 to 25
New Series. Jf T did, there wouldn’t be

NOTE.—1f any reader writes to me 1
to comment upon such
are Lifeel
All letiers should be addressed,
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
THE NELSON LEE
Fleetway House,

io interest Lhe

c/o The
LIBRARY,
Farringdon Streetl,

London, E.C.8. G. MERCER _[

THOS.

much room on this page for anything else.
Your plan of 8t. Frank’s is pretty good.

* #* *

Simon Kenmore hasn't exactly reformed—
Rose Coleman (Canonbury)—but he is
certainly much less of a rotter than he used
to be. The fact is, he has been going very
easy of late, doing his best to hide his light
under a bushel. That’s why very little has

been heard of him. One of these days

perhaps he’ll break out again. You never
know with fellows of his sort.
# -+ +*

“Nipper " s, of course, a nickname—

Ronald Brown (Clapton)—the = Junior

Skipper's real name being Dick Hamilton.

L * »

I'm glad—Percy Young (Edge Hill, Liver-
pool)—that you don’t mind being scoffed at
for reading “kids’ yarns.” Let ’em scoff!}
I wonder what they’d say if they found me
reading fairy tales? 1 often do, yon know.
They're jolly interesting. I haven’t read
“Tanglewood Tales,” but after what you
have said, I shall certainly have to get them.
Thanks for the tip.

* * *

Iere’s your photo opposite mine this week
~—Thos. (G, Mercer (Liverpool)—so you’ll ba
able to send it round to your chums, as you
desire.

»* * »

Jerry Dodd’s people—H., J. McMahon
(Broken Hill, Australia)—are natives of Bat-
hurst, New South Wales, where they still
live. The cattle station in Queensland (as I
pointed out in the story) is not their real
home.
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ANOTHER ROUSING INSTALMENT OF OUR NEW NAVAL SERIAL, CHUMS!
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By STANTON HOPE

Busky in a Rage!

66 OME, come, sonny,” said tlie senilor
gurgeon ; “there’s nothing to worry
about, The extractions will bhe
quite painless,”

“That—the whatter!” hooted Busky.

“Those two front teeth must come out,
and there are four back ones that need
stopping badly.’

] semrely were scrubbing clothes in pails in a

targe wash-house. Detty Officer Teak had
been called away to see one of the pay-
mastcrs and Buth Sinith was having a quiet

“mike” somewhere, The small boy with
red hair, Tom Jones by name, who had left
the dental surgery just before Busky, was
leaning back on a form, his ginger hcad
against the wall and giving a very excellent
unitation of the coward’s antics in the chair,

“N-no,” gurgled Busky, deathly pale. “I “Yowt Y u'comrh' ' he gurgled. “I can’t
couldn’t a-bear it! I ain’t feeling well to-| a-bear it! I ain't feeling well. Lomme
day. I—-1X alone!”

f{:l'Ite sctnin&‘ dz‘nli al 1 filunm of :tlhnsa who
officer turned to lis : . t& escapeé serious
colleagues. Good old [ack Gilbert! He'S  hurt at the dentists
q:ﬁgi‘ig bﬂl} Ry bg feeling 1n fine feitle, and be's iﬁﬁ*ﬁ laughed uproar-

reaction after his splen- baw”ﬁ the lime Gf bis hﬁ" on “Ya, ha, ha!”

dL:,I fgat h{)f . v osttlfd:lw H.M.S. Rampanf, In fg{f} . EI' hus mi; ourage:,
aboard the flerry, ' oof iy . 3 “(ringer oneces
muttered. Then, ad- there's OH}J one ibiﬂg that worries twisted and squirme:d,

dressing Busky again,
ho remarked, “ Well,
go and join up with tho
Imher new entries. We will deal with you
ater

The wvoung coward waited for no further
hint, but struggled out of the chair, and
at the same time a grinning, boyish face,
surmounted by a shock of ginger hair, with-
drew hastily from a window.,

- “The next lad,” said the dental surgeon.

Jack entered the chair, and, without wine-
ing, ‘endured a painful stopping of two of
his molars.

“Bravo, son!” the senior dental surgeon
said when the ]nh was done. “ You're made
of the real stuff!”

When Jack joined up with the sguad, he
found those who had wnot suffered too

Jack now, and that’s Clem Swmith!

From the extraordinary
expressions he made, it
secemed as though his

“Look out, Ginger! Here he comes!
He's got plenty o' pluck in some ways, re-
member !

As Ginger got off the form, Busky strode
into the wash-house, a sullen look on his
rather coarse face.

“I heard you!”
squad in general.
were, Just 'cause me
upset.”

Then he strode furiously to Jack.

“What dmu mean by it?” he demanded
fiercelv.

“By what?” Jack asked.

Busky raised his fists threateningly.

r face were made of rubber.

he said, addressing the
“Making fun of me, you
nerves were a  bit
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“Why, comin’ here and telling ’em a lot
of lies about me,” he exploded. “Jecering
at me behind my back, eh! Telling 'em I
was funky, I s’pose!”

Jack said quietly:
nothing.”

“Liar!” Busky snapped. ;

Jack’s eyes blazed, his hands went up.

Instantly Busky grabbed him by the
throat, ripping his new flannel wvest, and
slammed him back hard against the white-
washed wall, half-stunning him. The boys
gasped; and Ginger Jones, in dismay,
launched himself across the wash-house and
gripped Busky’s arm.

“Let him go!” yelled Ginger.
Gilbert had nothing to do with 1t!"”

“Yes, he did!” hooted Busky. ‘““He was
the last one in the surgery, and "

“And I saw you, too,” piped Ginger. *‘I
was taking a quiz through the window, old
son, and I showed these here other chaps
what I saw. It was only a bit of fun.”

With a wiench of his hands, Busky flung
the half-dazed Jack Gilbert aside, and spun
round in fury on the small, red-haired boy.

“You, was it!” he gurgled. And suddenly
washing out with his right, he knocked the
little fellow senseless to the floor!

“I've told them

“Jack

Fighting Fury!l

HE new boys drew in their breaths
I simultaneously, so that it sounded like
the suection of a pump.

In Busky’s eyes showed a trace »>f
fear as he stood over the inert form of the
boy he had struck. IEven to him thero was
something pathetic and frightening in that
small, erumpled form; in the plaster-white-
ness of the face, accentuated by the red hair
that surmounted if, and the ugly, livid
mmark made by the nnpact of Busky's fist on
the left side of the jaw.

“You—you brute!”

The hoarse exclamation was made by Jack
Gilbert, who stood dazedly against the
white-washed wall, his chest heaving.
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The other lads, with less
more dazed than Jack himself.

All were new arrivals at the Rampant naval
training schools, and none had yet “found
his feet.” 'I'he unaccustomed confinement of
barracks awed them; they were subdued by
the fecling that the shadow of authority, as
represented by Petty Officer Teak, was over
them, even though they knew that the P.O,
had been called away to the paymaster and
was not likely to be back for a while.

Moreover, they were hypnotised by the
prestige achieved by Busky Smith himself.
On the previous day, Busky had been com-
mended by the admiral himself for superb
presence of mind and bravery in the ferry
disaster: his name had been blazoned forth
in the newspapers. It seemed incredible that
the great Busky could play the common
bully!

“There wasn't the need for that, Busky,’
protested one feebly. “It was only for
joke as Ginger was showing us how yor
acted in the dentist’s chair.”

The bully’s anger welled up again,

“] can stand a joke with the best,” he
growled, “but 1 warn you, 1 won’t have
nobody spillin’ a lot of lies about me.”

He watched two of the lads drag Ginge:
into a more comfortable position on a pile
of dirty clothes and douch his head, with
cold water., Then he turned as Jack sud-
denly lurched forward from the wash-house
wall.

“Lies, d’vou say!” spluttered Jack. *‘The
kid was giving ‘em the cast-iron truth! You
haven't the pluck of a Jeliyﬁsh i

“What’s that!” gulped Busky. o

“You're a big, mouldy weed—a spincie:s
wash-out!”

“Spike me! I-Ill—"

“(Oh, you can brag all right!"” hooted Jack,
whose blood was well up. “’Fact, 1=f brag-
ging wins medals in the Navy, you’ll soon
be shipping the V.C., the D.S.C., and the
whole box o’ tricks! Actually, you're only
a cowardly hypoerite, and would shrivel
like a dried eel if someone your own sazc

192 .

stood up to you! d

reason, were

the course of ore night.

to his doam,
tells his story to his only friend,

by ferry on the way back to the school,
collides with a steamer.
saves the ferry boat from sinking,

LEW BONNER, asks the boy to burgle a certain place.
Bonner falls through a trapdoor, and is swept away by an underground
Jack thereupon decides to forget the sordid past and to start afresh, He

BARNY MORLAND, who takes him under his wing. D ’
a naval training school at Porthatven, along with Lis—Harny's—nephew,

CLEM SMITH, a worthless individual, who hates Jack. ; s th
~ to leave a sum of £2,000 to the one who acquits himself best in the Service, ;
the boat on which the two boys are travelling
Jack is horrified to see his uncle on this latter boat.
but everybody thinks that Smith is responsible for the
heroic action, Swmith doesn’t deny it, while Jack says nothing, At the Rampant, Smith—who
is known as Busky—is looked upon as a hero, so, therefore, everybody is surprised when,
on vigiting the dentist's, he behaves like a coward.

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

JACRK GILBERT, a cheery voungster of some fifteen years, :
It happens when hig rascally uncle, and his

has his whole career changed in
only living relatlive,

A fight ensues, in which

Jack refuses.
stream—apparently

Barny gets Jack to join H.M.S. Rampant,

Baray tells the boys that he intends
Crossing

The lad

(Now read on.)

=S SO A
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The outburst took the wind ecompletely
from Busky’s sails. He stood there, with lus
mouth gaping like a goldfish in a globe,
among tge other boys who were equally taken
aback by the lashing denunciation of the
burly lad thoy had lauded as a hero.

It was another crisis 1n Dusky's
career in the Navy, His fear that Jack
might denounce hin further and tell the
true story of the saving of tue ferry, was
swamped 1n the belief that no one would
now credit the story. Busky had aceepted
the role of hero, and, willy-nilly, must play
up to 1it,

“I'm a funk, am I?" he thuncered. “I'd
take on threo like you, you scum of tne
slums, with one hand tied behind me!”

Yet again he shrank as, with a lightning
movement, Jack stripped off his serge jumper
and stood revealed with his  blue-ribbed

early

flannel vest surmounting hi: loose, belted
trousers,

“Put 'em up!"” snapped Jack.

The shifty eyes of Busky Smithi roved

round tho wash-house,

He noted that young Girnger Jones was
stirring, that there was expectancy 1n the
looks of the other new entrics.

Without troubling to remove his jumper,
Busky pulled back the sleeves an inch or
so and jerked a thumb towards tho door.

“Keep a look-out for Teak,” he ordered,
“while I knock this cheeky cub flatter than
a fourpenny plaice!”

A buzz of excitement sounded in the wash-
nouse, Boylike, the mnew youngsters wel-
comed the prospect of a fight, while holding
a sneaking sympathy with Jack,

And as the two rivals faced one another,
the disparity between them appeared more
marked than ever,

Busky, the gon of a policeman, had in-
herited similar brawny muscles to those
which had stood his father in good stead on
many an occasion before he had met his un-
timely end. He had been well fed and
nourished his whole life.

Which was more than Jack Gilbert had
been during part of his life in the squalor
of Prass Alley, "There was latent muscle in
Jack's lean frame, but it needed develop-
ment, and his body wanted building up. His
cole advantage—and that was a hidden one—
was in his unquenchable pluck and fine fight-
ing spirit which never in his life had accepted
defeat until tho last ounce of his limited
physical strength was expended.

“Fight, would you?" exploded DBusky.
“C'ome on!”

Flatling his fists, he rushed at the bay he
hated, intending fto maiutain his prestige
by ending the fight with a few sledge-liamnmer
blows.

But Jack had not fought bulkvy DBill Burke
and the Brass Alley gang for nothing!

Down went his head, and as Busky's fists
twice fanned his hair, he got howe a brace
of lightning jabs to the bullv's ribs,

“Ow! Ouch!” gasped Buszky,
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“Snappy work!” applauded one of his new
comrades.

The pain of the blows plus the applause
of his new “shipmates,” acted on Busky like
the elcetric detonator of a gun on a cordito
charge. With tigerish ferocity, he set aboui
the work of destruction in grim earnest,
slamming Jack back to the wall under an
irresistible tornado of blows!

Busky's Big Guns!

HERE was something in this encounter

I like the collision between a battle-
Like the
the

ship and a light cruiser.
__ battleship, DBusky carried all
weight and heavy armament.

At close quarters the advantage of a
cruiser’s speed and nippiness i1s nullified by
the heavier guns of the battleship.

Young Jack realised something of this.
Driven back against tho whitewashed wall,
he-[ made desperate efforts to extricate him-
self.

It was not casy, DBusky threw his weight
against him to hold him there, drew back
his right fist and plunged it forward at s
head.

Twice he struck Dblows, eithor of which
would have battered Jack into unconscious-
ness had it got liome. But each time, with
lightning jerks of the head, Jack avoided
tho pumishment, and Busky's fist smashed
against the brickwork.

“Quch! You swab!” gasped Busky.

Backward he recled with a set of badly
bruised knuckles, and Jack, following up,
whipped in an uppercut which missed the
point by a fraction of an inch, but landed
on Busky's nose.

“Crumbs! Tapped hLis claret he has!” «

“First blood to Jack! Wade in again,
matey 1"

Despite the memory of DBusky's supposed
heroism, the sporting boys lent vocal en-
couragement to the smaller lad.

Vainly, however, Jack tried to keep his
more powerful foo at arm’s length, and
Busky, rushing in again, hammered by sheer
weight through his defences and smashed him
to the floor,

“Had enough?"” panted Busky.

A ribbon of red trickled from Jack's lips
in which he had set his teeth.

Not a word did he answer, but staggered
up, the Nght of his unconquerable spirit still
burning steadily in his eyes.

Pislev simastied a fist to his neck, and Jack,
‘standing his ground, rctaliated with alter-

| nate rignt and le:t hooks which shook the

bully.

It was toe-to-toe, hammer-and-tongs scrap-
ing, with Jack growing weaker at every
blow., His life in the squalor of Brass Alley
had not fitted him for a physical struggle so
severe as this.

Ginger Jones, partly recovered from his
knock-out, strove to intervene, but was hcld
back by two of the other boys.
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“Pipe down {” “I—-1'll

slaughter him "

By sheer weight of blows, he drove Jack
round the wash-house; and Jack, in spite of
his weakening strength, fought coolly and
scientifically to hand back hooks, swings and
jabs to every unguarded portion of the
bully’s body. If suffer defcat he must, he
would at least go down with colours flying !

His pluck against the fearful odds made
friends for him of all the onlookers. Even
the boy who had been ordered to the door to
keep cave, deserted his post to see the battle,

“Let up on him‘, yvou cowardly
skate!” he ecried. ‘“Tackle someone
own weight "

“Watch that right of his, Jack!”

panted Busky.

bigr
your

A shadow darkened the doorway, and instinctively the boys glanced in that direction.
between Jack and Busky Smith became forgotten, for there stood P. 0. Teak.

::::.'{.:Ii"q- t’; .
-
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| the ugly crimson marks of raw knuckles, the
eyes glazed but still a-shine with a defiance
that all the pounding of the bully’s fists had
been unable to quench.

He missed with a vicious left to the jaw,
L but sprawled Jack upon some washing with
a clout on the chest,

Amid the silence that fell, broken only by
the bully’s heavy breathing, Jack lifted his
tired and battered body from the Aoor. It
was a sheer effort of will and grit of one who
knew no more the meaning of the word de-
feat than did the great litﬁﬂ Nelson of old!

He stood swaying, blindly seeking for
Busky, and in his weakness scarce able to
lift fists.

The pathos of it stuck to the hearts of all

)
L, e )
q@@ﬁf

-

The scrap -
‘““ Belay there !

Tar me, can’t I leave you for ten minutes without you’ve got to go fighting one another 1’ he
bellowed angrily.

Ii!

“Come over with your left, matey

“Sheer off, Busky, you've given
enough 1"

Although Busky heard the last remark
in the welter of advice hurled about the
wash-house, he hammered away with relent-
less fury. As well might the boys have tried
to plead with a ravage grizzly to forego its
prey !

“'Take that—and that |”” panted Busky.

Now he had Jack at his meroy. He saw
the younger boy’s face, deathly pale save for

him

except DBusky, who swung his right bpack
viciously.

Before the blow could fall, Ginger Jones
flung himself between the pair.

“Pack up!” he yelled, “You've beaten
him—ain’t that enough!”™

“TLet me get at him!” breathed Busky

hoarsely, *“*Out of my way or I'll *out? you
again as well |
“Carry on!” challenged Ginger. “If

vou're still mindful to ﬁght I'll take you on
with the ‘raw ’uns’—same as Jack !”
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But at that precise moment the lads in)
tho wash place became aware of an ominous
shadow, Instinctively all turned toward the
door, and framed there they saw the austere
figure of Petty Officer Teal !

1t was probable that the I’,O, had secen
something of the concluding stages of the
ficht and the gallantry of the younger boyv as
Lhe had approached, although hLis footsteps
had not been heard in the shindy which had
been going on. His visage was stern and
his burk rang out gruff as a St. Bernard's.

“Belay there!
for ten minutes without you falling out7—
so fall in!”

The new entries, gawkish-looking in their
unaccustomed uniforms of blue serge, shuflled
into ragged line while the big-hearted Ginger
Jones tried to act as a human prop for Jack,
wbose legs showed signs of erumpling under
Litin.

“Fightin' ¢h, me hearties 7" rumbled Teak.
“What d'you mean by hammering a lad
smaller than yourself, Smith?” )

“M-me?” stuttered Busky., “I—— that s
he—I mean we——"

“Silence!” thundered Teak. “You'll ind
vourselves ‘in the rattle ' if vou start theso
games, me Jlads! Iightin'|"—it was as
though P.O, Teak was appalled at the
mere thought of such a thing—"Fightin'!
Remember, me lads, you're in the Navy
now !’

“It wasn't Gilbert's fault,” piped Ginger;
“I reallv started it.”

“Then I've a good mind to run you up
afore the lootenant, me lad!” snapped Teak.
“Here, take that lad, Gilbert, and put his
figurchcad under a cold tap. And look at
your face, Smith!”

The callous Busky rolled his eyes as though
in a praiscworthy cffort to accomplish this

contortionist feat,

Before dismissing the class for further in-
struction in clothes-washing, Petty Officer
Teak drew a vivid verbal picture of the
pains and penalties that awaited the voung
sailor who so far forgot naval discipline as
to scrap with “raw 'uns” during working

Tar me, can't I leave you |

hours, And the boys were duly impressed.

Meanwhile, Ginger Jones solaced Jack at
the cold water tap.

“You steer clear of him, echum,” Ginger
advised; “you’re neither his size nor weight.
"Sides, it's my turn to have a go at him
next!”

“What’s that?” mumbled Busky, as heo
also camo to spruce up. “Want a dose of
the same medteine, do you?  All right—
vou walt!”

Although Jack, so much physically inferior
to Busky, had got the worst of the encounter,
he by no means accepted his rival's domina-
tion. To Jack—because he still had an
ounce or two of strength left—that fight had
been indeeisive.

' a ’ ) ] .

At the end of his day’s work with the new
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entries, Petty Officor Teak sought the solace
of the I’O.'s mess. Dy the lash of his
tonpuce in making the boyvs * jumap to 1t,” he
had further impressed them with the enor-
mity of fighting as an offence, and awed them
into a proper respect for authority,

“Well, how's 1t been going, old man 2" in:
quired a fellow P.0., who had been out in-
structing some of the advanced boys of tho
Rampant in boat pulling. “How have you
been geteing on with them would-be admirals
of vours®”

“Slowls,” returned Teak, “QOune or two of
'em had a bit of a serap and have somewhat
spoiled  thew  youthful beauty, but they'll
shake down., Now what wbout drifting
rouna to the recreation-roow for a game of

snooker 7
U mocks instead of beds for the boys
i training.

Shortly after nine o'clock that night, when
Petty Officer Teak was playing snooker in
the P.0.s" recrcation-room, all the hammocks
in the small new entrics' dormitory wero
occupied, -

Most of the boys were glad to turn in at
this carly hour, cager to forget in sleep their
recent visit to the naval dentists,

“In two hammocks near to one another
were the rivals, Jack Gilbert and Clement
Smith, cach re-reading a letter received
from old Barny Morland, and which had
been handed to them at tea-time,

With an impatient exclamation, Busky
crumElﬂd his mio a ball and tossed it on the
“deck,” then reached for a  well-thumbed
twopenny publication, cutitled *“The Racing
Greyhound.” This lLe carefully folded and
placed inside the covers of the Seamanship
Manual, Vol. I, with which he had been
issued, If P.O. Teak or anyone appeared at
“lights out,” it would give a better impres-
sion of zeal in his new calling.

In the nearby hammock, Jack re-read his
own letter from Barny with swimming eyes.
It had been writien before the accounts of
the ferry accident in Porthaven harbour had -
appeared in the newspapers,

Lh

In the Night!

NLIKIE H M.S, St, Viucent and other
naval schools, Rampant used haw-

“Dear Jack,” ran the missive,—“I hope
vou and Clem are settling down all right.
You will find it a bit strange at first, but I

know you have got the grit to see it
through. '
“I wizh T was as suro of Clem. T know,

and you know, Jack, that he is a pretty weak
character. That is why I was so anxious for
him to join the Service, to get him pulled
together, That 13 why I made the offer
about my moneyr, to make him keen as well
as you,

“I am glad Clemi has got vou with him,
Jack, Often T have worried about him and
wished he'd got a bit less muscle and more
character, Stand by him as if you were his
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own brother. Wishing vou the best of luek
and success.—Your atfectionate old pal.
" BARNY MORLAND.®
As Juck finished re-reading that letter, he
was o deal nearer 1o rears than he had ever
“been sinee that time when he had been sont
ot to the reformarorvy school.
He who had never known a
e wretched

home exeept
tenement - Brass Alloy, foli

more T home-sick 7 than any other bov in the |

dormitory, !

thar dear old pal of his—once again!
woltlhd have given all his prospeets of a caveer
it the Navy to have been whirled by some
magic carpet 1o London and the old fire-Hoat

starton where probably Barny was smoking
|

>

doLate pepe,

The mention in the letter abour Clem
Siitn left him eold,

The glanee he casr ar Busky, now abszorbed
i the form of the best-known greyhounds
i the country. was filled with birrerness,

He had intended ro play the game—io ho on

friendly  terms with his  rival--but  Busky
Eimself had made that impossible,

And small wonder. too. if Jack felt en
bitterad,  Two of hits molars ached from the
(drills of the dentist; rwo others felt loose

and uncomfortable from the eruder dentistry
of Busky's fists. Hi: mouth waz eut
swollon: one of his cheeks smarted ander a
stvip of plaster. a swollen left ear throbbed

Lo iz overy heari-beat,
To make matrers worse, the officer on
- - - L] I
rounds  had tinsisted  on soeIng oo new

kit. and his Ivnx eve had noted the
toar in Jack's vest made by Busks's rough
vaaae of him.  The ofticer had been pungent,

Qrrries

and noa few beisk ~entences had reduced
Jack 1o a feeling that he wasz so much rub-

hi<h encenmboering the faee of the earth,

The cloanhness, arnd U!‘JM‘“HUS% of S o e
thing in the Rampant. proved furmher dis-
quietening factors ro Jaek., Not thar he was
averse from eleanliness—far from it: no bhoy
with  hiz  formoer sorry opportnnities could
hive been more particular,  But the whale
atmosphere Tiere was so different from what
be Tund  become acetstomed  to while !1\‘11}1.’:
with his uncle. Lew Bonner. in Brass Alley.

“Crutbs” moaned Jack to himself in the
azony of his spivit. I wish I could clear ™

A tear ent down his cheek from his swim-

reine cves, and angrily he brozhed 1roaway. |

for old Darny—a pal! .
A hand reached out and clu~ped over his,
The bov frout the hammock on his left leaned
ot amd spoke in a low tone to hinn.

‘T aay. Jack Gilberi. what 'yvou
abont von and e becoming raggies 7

Jack Llinked his eves in an offort 1o remove
ali rrace of the cmotion which had ]I!r-hl-f,",-hL‘II
Line though he guessod that young Gingev
., -.1:“111;*-'. "v!‘\]:I-l:‘! it{l{l ulm-]«' P for him m s ﬁu‘iti

(1}

think

How he longed to see old Barny |

He |

and |

4.5
Ave.” added Ginger Jones, with an air of
authority, I know a bit about the Navy,
vou sec: my dad was a gunner’s mate--
"knocked out T oat Jutland., he was,”

Jack mimbled his sympathy, but Ginger
rattled o wnheeding of lam,

“"YXou = the 1dea that  pals among
bluejackers  alwavs  share  eloaning  rags,
polish, and <0 forth. which is why they call
omorageies,

i
|'.'|'. IH

“OF conivse, I'd like to be pals,” smiled
-]{’Il.'lll‘l-'.

“Cooc old Jack ! exclaimed  Ginger,
Then,  lowering  his tone. he  confided:

“IDYyvoun know. after the inspection by the old
admirat  vesterday, I thought T'd like to
chum with that chap vou arrived hoere
with—bBii-ky, the fellow who pnt the ferry
aground, There, thonght 1. 1 a chap any-
one could be proud to have as< a chum, But
hang ir. after his giddy leap off the deep ond
to-day. T've got no use for him. I ke vour
sivle botrer —raggie.”

It was w~ though a fresh
blown ifnro that dormitors. cleaving some of
the from  Jack' s throbbing brain,
He had thonght himself withour a pal. but

T

son-brevze had

1 1
O Y

TTO THR "n'.-;mn‘n staunch litrle {:in;:'t‘k".
Ave, ir was goad 1o have a “raggie ™

A mnare later the dormurory received o

farheriv visit from 1M0. Teak—who srood
Cthirty poims up o inoa helf-finished  snooker
game-—and then a bugle soundwd and the
eleetrie Hghts went our. except one on the

lanuding of the stone statrwav,

Within fSfteen mimites the dormitory was
wrapped in sleep. Jack was as tived as most
of the bt for a while he remamed
awihe. tirinking over old Barny’s letier and
the decent way in which yvoune Cingoer Jones
had weted toward him,

RANATRE W

}I '_'1'“ EIHH il iErWl'. Tai T"If'!l'll.‘-'l."l.! hlli]1i|‘?|]}.'
L 10 li.w k:u_n\h‘-:h{v liutl .'unratin_'r' fn“nw WAas
alen awalke, DBusky Smiath was stealthily
climbineg onr of his hammoek !

\What's Swith wp ty weow? You can bt
Foo's bevr on making wiseho f—anwd wyaw can
Lo sure . P, thet Jack will hecve somo H;.—',r_” ta
vy i the matter. DPon’t aiss urr:?e’ny nert
e dt s ettt dnsteluenf, ehwms )

with Buskyv. had reatisod something of  his

fed-up feeling.

C Y What d'von mean.  Ginger?7 he  de-

manded, forcing a =smile. .
“Raggies? Why. pals. of course! That s

what thev call “em in the Navy. If vou fall

et von Cpart bhrass rags” so fhey “sav,

2; N0 FURTHER PAY.
MENT FOR A MONTH,
14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL with-
out obligation to buy. JUNO
CYCLES are British through-
out and sent straight to you
direct from our factory.

£3 - 15 - ﬂﬂaﬂh. Perfect

in every part.
superb gquality and easy run-
ning. Guaranteed for ever.
Don’'t delay. Write for Free
Art Catalogue.

JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.V.2),

248 & 250, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2, Estab. 51 years,
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T3, Vielovie Road.
N9, wiarnus ta fiend
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l.ower
from
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telmemion, London,
vearderss miterested i6 Laek numbers,

Uf. Braekle, Warrinzion  House,
I [Hferd bane, Barking, wanis 1o hear
?:um eutdevs Bo Abwed e (New Yorky, Africs
ol Nustvslia, pleresredd e nestor-eas,
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AN from

CNelggn Im fes, " Rl S mosie and peading,
PSP (H ST, uu:Iv:'-. ait anybody bving i
Y orkes ool {.lr]r:";']’”.li}'.

Jo0 80 Hewiny, 28, Clih Streci, Lozells
Girmingham, want~ eosvcspoadents i Indial
Avstating Alren um! ('uH.-H.n

aiine Lanesford, 2, Sedelord Reowd, I“H”EH"

5mrih-Au:‘:tra!ia, Wittt - corvespondetits ou
O8N, mandd £hi . T -

Pevev - Dowies, 2. fadha.n Avendie, Rock-
e, New Pouth Wales, Auvstralia, wants to
bewe T readeis keen on aaeling,  1Tle s
i a epeling eorres) ondence elub,
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nengs Froe Book wetl: Lestanon als,
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FREE pASSAGE oy farts learners, aged 15 to 10,

== Apply Ontario Government, 163, btmml Lonudon,
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Torrace,
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SCHOOL STORIES,

Misse F. A, Wesr, 10. Cuatherine Srocor,
Coventry. wants to hear from girl edders
interested in sport.

Win, " D. Denby. 213, Berkelev St eoer,
Glasgew, C.3, has stwmps for sale.

Charles Vietor May, P.O. Box 1801, (Gupe
Town, Seuth Africa. wishes to correspoii!
with  readers in Euvepe, U.B.A.. South
Ameriea, and Canada; stamp collecting, ote
wishes to form a elub mm Cape Town.

Ervie II. Page, 11. T.voli Road, West No.-
wood, London, S.E.27, hax for zale NI
Nos 47-34 and Nos, 85 to present weck.

Alex  Maule,” Rangikura, Waverley,

LI

Neorih

Island, New Zealand, wants correspondent

anywhere, " All - letters promptly answered.
Alf.  Wheatley. 5. Hawthorne Sirveei.

Leichiardt, Hutnm N5 WL, Australia, wunt-

{-”"L"‘I"-‘“IIE‘HH ]».{‘L‘H. o1l !\H”h} and bLazelial .
All Jetters answered, 3

Thors "-{3”“1‘f1"t‘ “l}ll: Leys,”” 1laliowl

13““""9"“1, S{afls., “wishos ta corre

‘nl”l "renders nh:rmfif "espeeially  in

Japan. and, Africa, ™™ ineea
¢ Tric.” Fender, Bryn™ Gwalia, (m.mnﬂr'”m
r’res"tatyn, North Wiiles. wants coireipondent-
in Canada :m(i Au<tralia. #» % w = . :

I * Jones, .;"uhhnn Road, Butrersen,
Li—mi_ﬂn', S.W.ﬁ, wishes to hear from veade:s
in: Clanada, T T e

Erie Tayvlor, Bird-in Hand, 1lassel Stieer,
Newcastle, :":“lﬂﬂlﬂ "h‘ﬁ-“:lul-it‘- old *-.{;[itﬁ N

F. A West, 10, CdthErine Street, Coventry.
 Warwiekshire, wants readers 4o Wwrite 10 hi
fl].}flll! L !llllilllhrr ,,_Hll_l -[j.(_)!t L}. l[.l\.i vt |“-“|41.‘le1|

spotd

A, (imihnm_ Heathfiold. ™ Nether Suvely,
nr. Kendal, Westmorland, wants to hear feor
a veader in Coba.owa -« oo

Teonard Foy, 5, Tawhite Road, lhawersa,
New Zealand, - wishies to  correspound  with
reader s anvwhere,

Jack Ward, 4, Drighton Flats, Surf-side
Avenusr, Sydney, N.B.AW.. Australia, wani-

to exchange stamps,

BOYS (ages 14-19) WANTED
for CANADA, AUSTRALIA and, T\E‘r‘s
ZEALAND. Farm training, outfit,’ nSwhtE-n
passages provided. The Salvation Army
keeps in touch with boys after Settle-
ment - the Dominions, Make immediate
appilcafion—the Branch Manager, 3, Upper
Thames Street, London, E.C.4. .

£2,000 gauh, shaap, Loty Maiggial 50, Fila

ment, any photo, 8d.—Hacketts, July Rd. ,Liverpoocl.

l'l|l|.l'llll!lll!llitllllliiFIIIIIIIII.Ill'l:.;‘lil!ﬂllI.
All applications for Adyvertisement spaces in this pubk-
deation should be addressed to the Advertisemen:
NManager, "' The Nelson Lee Library,” The Flectwuy
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

o

preteel an .J publislcd eviry Wednesduy
H LT, sdon Rieeot 1 ;Ir:‘u e  dvilsa®,
B . Hti T o e s SHft by Ciona, lizn imaeazink
LI 51 mr six munum S Agenls for Sauth Alries

g aBd New Zealabu:
New Saries No. 163,

bv 'li

TIGS[

R g

Propri-tora,
Advertisoment  Offiees »
Subseription Tates: Imlund znd Abroad, 11/« per anmn: Ll g
¢ Contral News ,.i.rrenu
Messrs, Cordon & €

The Amalzamated Press, Ltd., The Flectway Hoysy,
The ¥Fleetway Tlouse, ¥Yarringdon_ Strect, F.C .

Alustratid
1929,

Sole azeuts fos
June 15th

Limit-d.
wteh, Limited.

DR



