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Enthralli_ll_g___f§tori_ of Schoolboy Sport and Adventure—

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.

Bernard Forrest's Bluff!

4 [LL, 'm jiggered ! satd Handforth, staring,
The fumous leader of Study D at Si. Frank's was on the steps of rthe
. Ancient House, and, needless to say, Church and MeClure were with him,

It was a blustery October evening, and dusk was already falling.

The redoubtable Kdward Oswald was staring across the Triangle in the direction of
tho shrubbery, a fairly thick belt of trees which almost concealed the old monastery
ruins from view. A figure in Ktons had just staggered out of the shrubbery, and was
now tmoving uncertainly and waveringly into the open.



— Feafuring the Cheery Chums of St. Frank’s and Bernard Forrest !
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To all ontward appearances, Bernard Forrest bas repented of his former cvil
wavs, and it now scems that be is a good sportsman. Bul be has a deep and cunning
imotive in becoming popular, for at beart be is just as big a cad as cver !

- ————— e = e e B T T e et s« |

“Tt's Gulliver,” said Churcl.

**1 can sce thai, fathead!” exclaimed Handforth., *“But whalt's the matter witn
him? Great Scott! 1 believe he's tipsy !

*“Oh, draw it mild!"” protested MeClirve,

“Well, look at him!” went on Haudfoeth in a loud tone. * DBy George! 1t chat
catd IForrest, 1s at tho bottom of this=——"

“There's certainly something wrong with him.” interrupted Church,

Culliver, of Study A, was reeling about in a dazed manner,

**He's either had somcething too strong to drink, or a pretiy hefty crack on thi
head,” said MeClure keenly. **Hallo! Here's Bell now !”

Bell camo into view hurriedly. He half ran, half staggered, and he was holuwmg
one hand over his left ear, and he was gasping with pain,

“All right! You needn't be so confoundedly rough'!™ he was protesting, " Why
can't yvou keep vour fists to voursclf, Forrest?"

““He's half slaughtered me!” moaned Gulliver,

Handforth’s tace cleared, and he grinned.

“It's all right,” he said contentedly. “Only those cads getting something thay
deserve.”’

Another figure came into view—a well set-up, elegant figure, which lounged along
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with supreme self-possession, It was the
figure of Bernard Forrest, of the Remove.

“I wouldn’t bother with you, only you
happen to share the same study as me,” he
said contemptuously. “And 1 won't stand
it. Understand? I’'m not going to have you
giving Study A a bad name. If I catch you
at it again, I'll give you something that
you'll remember for weeks!”

“How were we to know that you'd
chucked smoking?” demanded Gulliver
hotly.

“Easy !” said Bell, looking round. ‘ Some-
body might hear you!”

“I don't care!” said Gulliver recklessly.
“This chap comes back to St. Frank’s, and
he thinks that he can do as he jolly well
likes 1"

“There’s no need to be bad friends about
it,” said Bernard Forrest smoothly. *It’s
over now. I've chucked your filthy cigar-
ettes away, and I've given you a pretty hard
sloshing. Let’s forget the whole thing, and
go into the shop for a snack.”

“That’s all very well,” grumbled Gulliver.
“You've ruined a whole packet of cigs—"

“And TI’ll ruin any other packet that 1
seo 1 your possession!” broke in Forrest
grimly. “Smoking 18 a fool’s game—ifor
schoolboys, anyhow. I used to do it myself
at one time, but I've got more sense now,
~We all learn in time.”

They 'weént off towards the school shop,
~and the tiff was apparently made up.

L 2 ID you hear?” asked Handforth,

, D amazed by what he had heard,

t Nipper and Travers, Archie
Glenthorne and one or two others

“had collected near the Ancient House steps

by this time, and Handforth addressed them

“zenerally. R i

- ‘A bit of a change, dear old fellow,’

Vivian Travers dryly.

“Too much of a change to be believed!”
grunted Handforth. “My only sainted
aunt!. Forrest biffing Gulliver and Bell for
smoking! Give me water!”

“It certainlv wants some believing,

Nipper thoughtfully.
. “Hang it! Wo can’t always be suspecting
the fellow,” put in Harry Gresham., “The
Head told us that Forrest is totally changn/l
now, and, as far as I've seen, he’s certainly
right.”

“We'll give him a chanece, anyhow,” sai
Nipper generously. “When he was here
before, he was the biggest ead under the
Elj;il " If ever a fellow deserved the sack, he

id.

“And he got the sack !” put in Tandforth
bitterly. ‘“And now he’s back again!
Never heard of anything like it in all my
life!' The Head ought to be boiled for
allowing it! It’s never been don: before!’

In this, Handforth was undoubtedly rign-.

It was true that Bernard Forrest had been
expelled from St. Frank’s by the late head-
master, Dr. Maleolm Stafford. IHe had been
readmitted by Dr. Morrison Nircholls, who
wins now ruling the destinies of the old

" said

? sai-d

school.  Dr. - Nicholls was much more
modern in his ideas than Dr. Stafford. He
was a man with up-to-date 1deas, and every
St. Frank's fellow was bound to admit that
the Head had proved himself to be a sports.
man, a gentleman, and a man worthy of
their highest respect. _

But he had taken a wnovel step in readmit-
ting an expelled boy into the school.

Bernard Forrest had been back in the
school for two days now, and during these
two days he had bheen a model of every-
thing tf‘:ﬂ.t was. good. Apparently, he had
dropped every one of his old, vicious ways,

But the Removites in general had not [or-
gottens the old Bernard %‘orrest. .

He had been a cad, a rotter, a scheming
young blackguard. Bettin%, lying, plotting,
and cvery sort ol infamy had come natural
to him. And when, one day, he had over-
reached himself, he had been expellel
Worse than that—he had been drummed
out of St. Frank’s by his own Form-ellows,

Now ho was once again in Study A, with
all his old assurance. -

He had arrived at St. Frank’s masquerad-
ing as his own cousin, and he would ect-
tainly have been sent away for good—hs
masquerade having been soon detected—but
for the fact that he had saved a girl from
drowning at the risk of his own hfe.

Dr. Nicholls had seen this affair with his
own eyes, and he had been convinced that
Forrest was not so bad as he had been
painted. The Head had succumbed to Mr.
Forrest’s persuasions, and he had promised
to give the boy apother chance. At least,
he had recommetged this course to the
school governors, €gd the governors had cx-
pressed their willinghess to leave the matter
entirely in the Head's hands. |

Thus it was that Forrest was back, For
threc days he had been kept quiet in the
sanatorium—to recover from the effects of
that adventure in the river. But now he
was onco again in the Remove, and he hdd
g:en succeeded in getting back into Study

The majority of the Removites had heen
indignant when they first heard the news;
but after Dr. Nicholls had explained For-
rest’s  bravery, they had good-natured'y
changed their minds. Perhaps, after all, the
chap had learnt his lesson. Perhaps he
would be different now.

Handforth was about the only one who
steadfastly refused to believe in this reforma-
tion—he couldn't swallow it. He main-
tained that the lcopard could not change its
spots.

“There's something fishy about 1t,” he le.
clared darkly “Forrest can’t fool me—evin
if he can fool the rest of you chaps. Ile’s
just playing a game—and a deeper gamo
than usual.”

“Be a sport, Handy 1” said Church. “Give
the chap a chance!”

“One ol these days I'll
too!” said Handforth,

Reggie Pitt smiled.

; bow! him ont.
with convietion.
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“Thero’s really no reason why Forrest
shouldn't have turned over a new leaf,
"Handy,” he said. “We've all heard that
‘yarn about the leopard, but circumstances
alter cases, Look at me, for examplo!”

I don't say I'm

SCHOOL STORILS 6

“1 rather think, old sereams, that it would
be a dashed good idea to change the sub,”
put in Archie Glenthorne gently., “How
about greasing along to the shop, and sam-
pling a spot of a:*hcmcolate cclair, or some-

“Eh?” said Handforth, staring, “Why thing of that order!
shm;[hll I &DD[E at y::ml;?” ; M “W e}re with yvou, Archie,"” said Reggie Pilt
“T'll admit 1t’s a bit of an ordea an promptly
apologiso for s trammg your cyesight,” said “ﬂlnt ho,” beamed Archie. “This way,
Reggie. “But laddies.”
vou anév. I v.f'u':i. WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANRK'S. As t-h}:*;.' '.vgslm
4 pretty awil approaching the
sort of rotter school shop, For-
when 1 ﬁSr.at rest &:IUG. C:llu&a
came to 5 out. They ha
'¥rank's." evidently made
“Well, you're up their little
sayving 1t your- squabble, f o r
' self,” growled they were on the
Handforth. “No vory  best  of
n;:ed to  boast 19:;;1:1[3, ;
about 1t.” “1It's no good,
“I'"m not Forrest,”  ul-
boasting,” said liver wa3s sayiny.
Rciggife &tmcinthi}-'. “You vi'on't havo
“ln tadt, pre- aqly  chance 1in
for to forget my t h o football.
shady past.” Nipper won't
“QOh, shut up, even look at
Reggie,” saild you,
Nipper uncom- “Well, hiere ho
fortably. 13,” said Forrest,
“I "ﬁa? :lau:::h La F{,:Lﬁt.tiﬁng icnl.u. halt.
young black- “May 1ave a
guard that I be- W c_mrd with you,
camo known as Nipper 7" ’
“ The Serpent,’ ” “Go ahead,”
continued  Pitt, said the Junior
“Since tho SE :ikipipf-l‘. . *
days, thank “1t's about the
goodness, 1’ v e foothall,” said
learned sense. Forrest slowly.
And I'm only “Will there be
saving this now any chance for
to givle }'rf‘-ui an 11:1{‘3‘?1::{ l
example of how My only
a n  out-and-out lrat!"” ejaculated
‘rascal can turn Handforth.,
over a new leaf. “Surpris ed,

c¢h?" said For-

much of a saint rest, glancing at
now—I shouldn't him,

like to %JE A “What are you
satnt, anvhow-— trying to do,
but, at least,l I REGINALD PITT. 1+1::rreqt—1mllkou5
know the value .. ; legs?” aske
of Le;ng reason- 1 4¢ popular leader of the West House puniors S andf noth
bly trathful and  gnd g staunch supporter of Nipper. A very bluntly. “What's
ggmg{‘“‘ﬂ;‘;gﬁr‘ig fine footballer ; plays ouiside-right for the ’;‘;;,-";,baff‘._? -’;"guj
I can sece, For- j'HJH{H' School eleven. can't play !”

rest 15 a thor-

onghly decent chap now. Why not accept

him asz such? Let’s give him a fair chance.”
“Of course,” =said Nipper promptly.

“We'll believe in his reformation lﬂl'i.l heo
does something to shatfter our faith.”
Haundforth grunted.

“But Forrest was always a roiter!” ha
protested.  “You're mad, Pitt!
never such a cad as Forrest.”

You wero l

“I can—a bit.”
“Rats! T don’t believe you know the dif-
ference between a goalpost and a touchline,”
vetorted Handforth.
“I'm hoping that T shall be able to convinco
even yvou, Handforth, tlnt I'm not quite the
same as I used to be, said Forrest guietly.

“I've even learned how to play football. T'm
keen on the game, too.”
Handforth, of course, dida't want to
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be deliberately unpleasant. It was not in
Handforth’s nature to be unpleasant. But,
for the life of him, he could not swallow
this sudden change in Bernard Forrest’s
character.

“Well, Forrest, you'll have as much chance
as any other fellow,” said Nipper. *“If you’re
keen on football—and prove it—you’ll cer-
tainly get a lon]-.. in. We’ll sce how you
shape at practice.”

“I’'m not barred,

then?” asked Forrest

eagerly.
"Burred? Great Secott, no!” laughed
Nipper. ‘“Why should you be barred ?”

“Well, after my old games, 1 thought—"
Korrest paused Hushing. “Well, 1 wasn’t
very hot on football when I was at St.
Frank’s before. Thought it was a dotty sort
of game. I've changed my opinion since
then.. And I really would hike a chance to
show you that I'm in earnest.”

“That’s all right,”” said Nipper. ‘“Nobody
will be better pleased than I, Forrest, if you
are in earpest. The more good Junior foot-
tmilerﬁ we can get, the better.”

“Thanks,”” said Forrest.

He walked on, and Gulliver and Bell accom-
panied him to Study A. They said nothing
until the door was tightly closed. Then For-
rest found his study-mates staring at him
somewhat blankly.

“You d:dnt mean that rot about football,
did you?" asked Bell.

“I meant st-—and it wasn't rot.”

“But f(}u re not going to play, are

“I shall 1f Nipper gives me a chance.

“But you’re mad!” said Gulliver, aghast.
“You've always reckoned that football was
a mmg’s game. You know jolly well that this
“turning over a new leaf " of yours i8 only a
spooi.”’

FForrest nodded.

“Yes, it’s only a spoof,” ha said coolly.
“But if I'm going to make this spoof a suc-
cess, I've got to put my back into it. Half-
measures won’t do at all. I'm going to hood-
wink these 1dmta as they’ve never been hood-
winked before.”

A great change had come over him. Now
that he was in the privacy of Study A, with
only his two pals to look on, he allowed that
old cunning expression of his to enter his
cyes. He was the real Bernard Forrest now.

“There’s such a thing as going too far,”
grumbled Gulliver. *“Things are going to
be pretty rotten for Bell and me if you keep
up this idiotic goody-goody ’ stunt.’

“T'll do as I hke!” replied Forrest curtly.
e {mly got back m’w St. Frank’s because of
this * goody-goody ’ business, as you call it.
And now gat I’m here, I mean to stick here.
But, by gad, there’s no reason why I should
Lepp it up nll the time. Iun this study, thank

voodness, I can relax a bat.”

He threw himself into an armchair,
a cigarette.

“That spoof in the shrubbery went down
all right, I think,” he continued cooll
“Most of the {:hapa believed it. 1f nnyh{:‘({
comes along now, and niffs tobacco smoke, %
shall have to punch one of your heads.”

;fﬂll 'r‘”

and lit

“Oh, will you?” said Gulliver and Bell, in
one voice,

“Don’t worry-—I shan’t be violent,”” grinned
Forrest.

“AftEr talking such a lot about cigarettes,
you’re an ass for smoking in here,” sa:xd Bell.

“Yes, I suppose I am, real!y, ’ admitted
Fﬂrrest throwing the mgarette into the fire.
“ And lf I’'m going to play football, T must
be careful. Cigarettes don’t do yc-ur wind

any guod.”
Gulliver and Bell were not altogether
pleased with their old leader. They thought

it was a great idea of his to fool the Remnve :
but when it affected them personally they
were inclined to kick.

“ Handforth isn’t bluffed,” said Bell sh{)rt]_‘,r..
Forrest sat forward, sruwhng :
“Handforth was always an

blighter,” he snapped. “But, by gad, I'l]

make him change his tune before Jong! Not

that I'm altogether sorry abuut his attitude.

It’s helping me, in a way.’

“Helping you 7"

“Of course,”” said Forrest cunningly. “The
more Handforth spouts about me hung in-
sincere, the more the other chaps turn in my
favour. That’s human nature. So I mustn’t
really grumble.” _

And Bernard Forrest lay back in his chair
again, and smiled contentedly.

He was playing a part. He was, in fact,
living a lie. His very presence in the school
was due to a piece of unscrupulous trickery
—and trickery, moreover, in which his own
father had helped. That rescue. affair—in
front of Dr.
put-up job. It had begp-arranged by Forress,
senior. A fourth-rate gynema actress and her
husband had been ux?agwi for that stunt,

obstinate .

Nicholls' pwn eyes—had been a .

and ‘they had mecrely played their parts. Dr.

Nicholls, unsuspecting, had believed tho

rescue to be genuine.
Now Bernard Forrest was back at St.,.

Frank’s, and the majority of the fellows were
inclined to be fr:enﬂf

Only Iidward 0’5“11‘.!(] Handforth nmmtmm,d
his attitude of scepticism.
able Handorth, for once, was right!

CHAPTER 2.
The Early Birds!

EXT morning, Forrest was out long
before the rising-bell sounded.

“Come on, my sons-—up you get!”

he said briskly, as he shook Gulliver

asked Gulliver,
I -didn’t hear

N

- and Bell into wakofulness.

“Eh What’s the idea?"
blinking. **What’s the time?
the bell.”

“It hasn’t gc}ne ;;et o

“Hasn’t gone?’ said Gulliver, amazed.
“Then what are you getting up for?”

‘“IFooter practice,” said Korrest briefly.

‘“He’s dotty,” said Bell blankly.

“You fellows needn’t practise unless you
want to, but it’H looktBetter if you turn out
with me,” said Forrest” ‘“‘As I've told you
before, I believe in doing a thing thmﬁugi’]ly.

¢

And the mtlmlbta y
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“In the mean-

Aqd when T told Nipper that I'm going iu
you'll find me playing for the school in one
of the big matches.”
“You'll never gfet a ghost of a ohance in a
biz game, whether you play well or not.”
time—pret out of bed!”
“Look here—"
rest. “You felfows have promised to help
e in this game, and I'm relying on you.”
Liad stuck to Claude Gore-Pearce—whom they
had deliberately kicked out of "Study A, to
now in Study B, with Teddy Long and Arthur
Hubbard, and his feelings towards Gulliver
o ELL T'm jiggered!’ said Iland-
forth, in amazement. :
it ?"  said
Nipper nodding.
“Forrest—in footer togs—practising on
Handforth dazedly. “By George! 1 thought
the sun looked rummy this morning!”
sun got to do with it?” :
“The world’s coming to an end!” said
The Junior footballers had just arrived on
Litile Side for earlﬁ practice. Nipper was
intent upon getting his men into good shape.
Farly morning practice was quite a usual
Forrest and Gulliver and Bell were in pos-
session of the Junior field, and they
vigour. At least, Bernard Forrest was. Gulli-
ver and Bell were making very much of a
“‘(xlad to see vou down here, Torrest,”
saidd Nipper, as he came up.

“I took
you at vour word, you see, and I thought
1I'd get down here early.”
ball, too?" asked Handforth, with a stare.

Forreat laughed.

1 ‘El
drageed them out, but I'm afraid they won’t
be much good.”

Ceulliver. ““It’s not compulsory at St. Frank's,
and I don't see why we should—""
“If you don’t want to play, you mneedn’t.
I only require enthusiasts in the team. A
will never make much of a player.”

Forrest was inwardly contemptuous of this
ho didn't care a rap about the game—but
ho had made up his mind to play it now,

for footer this term, I meant it. Before long
“You're worse thanm dotty,” said Bell.
“We'll see,” said Forrest.
“1'll give vou ten second:,” went on For-
(culliver and Bell began to wish that they
muko room for Forrvest. Gore-Pearce was
and Bell were the reverse of friendly.
“Surprising, isn't
Little Side in the early morning!” said
“The sun?’ said Church. *“What's the
Handforth, with conviction.
very keen on football this term, and he was
thing whenever the wedther was fine.
layin
were punting a _foot all u%mlt with some |
mess of 1,
“Thanks!” said Bernard coolly.
““ Are Gulliver and Bell going in for foot-
“I hardly think so,”” he replied.
“We don’t want to play football,”’ said
“ILeep vour hair on,”” interrupted Nipper,
fellow who hasn't got his heart in football
statement. His heart was mnot iu football—
Ile had, indeed, been practising a good deal—

l tion

T

for the sole purpose of getting into the Sk
Frank’s Junior Eleven, sooner or later,

His main aim, indeed, was ambitious,

He had vowed to himself that le would
not only ingratiate himself with the Remove,
but that he would wusurp Nipper’s place.
Captain of the Remove! "Tkat was Bernard
Forrest’s aim! Then, and not until then,
would he be able to have the veal laueh over
Nipper.

critically.
““Rather!"’ said Corcoran.
like being a first-class man.”

“But I can’t understand -it, even now,”’
added Boots, shaking his head.

He and the Iourth Iorm skipper wore
standing beyvond the touchline, watching the
Remove fellows at practice. Lionel Corcoran
was something of an expert in football—
although he had not played a great deal him- -
self. This term he was proving himself (o
be a keen, brainy player, Considering that
Lie was the sole owner of the famous Blue
Crusaders Football Club—which was in the
FTirst Division—it was only right that he
should know something about the practica!
side of the game,

“Of course, I don’t know much about thia
fellow, Forrest,” he admitted. ‘“He was
sacked before I came to St. Frank's, Couldun’t
he play football in those days?" -

““The fellow puzzles me,"” said Bools, frown-
ing. “I'd like to believe he's sincere, buf
it's a bit too thick. I can't quite swallow it.”

“Yet he's showing good form,” said
Corcoran.

““That’s just it,”” said Boots. ‘“‘He’s quick
on his feet, and he kicks thundering well,
too. I never dreamed hd could play football
like this, Forrest, the cad! Forrest, the
smolky gambler! It only shows you that you
can never be sure of a chap!”

Nipper was delighted. He had been plaiuly

“SHAPES well,”” remarked Buster Boots

“Lonka

doubtful about Forrest. Ile had imagined
Ell?& Forrest would be quite hopeless on tho
eld.

But Iorrest was a surprise packet.

He was as quick as lightning on the ball,
and he had sent in one or two first-time shots
which had completely beaten the redoubtable
Handforth, much to Handforth’s dumbfounded
amazement, This shooting of . Forrest's, in
fact, had struck Nipper more than anything
else. The fellow was showing every indica-
of becoming a brilliant forward.



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOI STORIES

“I think T must be still dreaming in bed!" |

said Handforth, after he had picked the
leather out of the net from one of MNorrest’s
drives. ‘“Did you sce that one, Churohy ?”’

“1 did—but I’ll bet you didrn’t,”” replied
Church. )

“Like a giddy bullet!” esaid Handforth.
* And Forrest, you know! What’s come over
the chap 7"’

“You thought he was only spoofing, didn’t
you "’ said MecClure.

Handforth frowned,

““‘Ie is spoofing, too—when he tries to make
out that he’s turning over a new leal,’”” he

said. **The lcopard "
“Never mind the leopard!”” said Mac
hastily. “If Iforrest wasn’t different, he

couldn’t play footer like this. Good luck to
the chap! 1 believe he’s really in earnest.”

The fact of the matter was, Bernard For-
rest was an exceedingly clever youth.

‘He was of a totally different stamp from

Claude Gore-Pearce-——who, for a time, had
taken his place in Study A. While Gore-
Pearce was a thorough young rascal, he was
not - possessed of a large amount of brain.
sower. He was cunning rather than clever.

But , Forrest was brilliant. There was, un-
happily, an evil kink in his mind. And while
this kink existed, there was little or no chance
of him becoming genuinely honest.

He was not only clever, but he possessed
determination and adaptability, and his will-
power was strong. '

He has promised his father, before the
Jatter had consented to take part in the un-
scrupulous trick which had resulted in his
being back at St. Frank’s, that he would
establish himsolf soundly.  And Forrest’s idea
of establishing himself soundly was to get
into the captainey of the Remove,

Tirstly, then, he must prove himself to be
a good footballer. Brilliance on the field
would win him a host of friends; the old days
would be forgotten. He would be hatled as
a fine fellow. And Forrest was taking par-
ticularly keen delight in practising his decep-
tion.

However, at football he was in real earnest.
But “only so that he should gain his own
ends. In this alone, Forrest was proving
himself to be immensely strong.

By the time the juniors knocked off he had
given everybody a big surprise. Handforth,
most. of all, was staggered. For Handforth,
in goal, had been quite unable to deal with
some of Forrest’s shots. And nobody could
deny that Edward Oswald was the best goalie
the Junior Eleven had ever had.

4 First-class, Forrest,”” said Nipper, after
the practice.

‘“ Any chance for me?’ asked Bernard, in
an eager voice,

“Plenty of chance—if you keep up this
form,”” said Nipper. '‘You’ve surprised us,
Forrest. We didn’t know that you had it
in you.”’ '

“I’'ve been playing a good bit lately,” said
Forrest. *“Of course, I've been at school
since I left St. Frank’s, and I went in for
football wholeheartedly.””

This was mainly true. Forrest thought it
unnecessary to add that he had an ulterior
motive,

“Thie chap’s going to make a fine centre-
forward,” said Travers approvingly. ‘‘Son:e
of his shots were regular pile-drivers.”

“As good as Nipper’s,” said Gresham, nod-
ding. ‘‘That last one, Forrest, was a beau'y.
Handforth didn’t even see it.”’ |

“Yes, I did!”” said Handforth. *‘'1 saw it
all right, but there wasn’t.time for me to
get across the goalmouth. 1 can’t be in two
places at once!™

“That’s the whole art of scoring goals,
Handy,” said Nipper. ‘A good forward tries
to place the ball out of the goalie’s reach.”’

‘“Are you trying to teach me football !’
asked Handforth indignantly.

“I'm awiully sorry, Handferth, if 1've
upset you,”’ said Forrest earnestly., ‘‘[’'ve
only been doing my best——"

“Chuck it!"” growled Handforth. * So:ne
of those shots of yours were corkers. They

had to be, to get past me!”

Nipper was really impressed. As Junior
skipper, it was his job to select the moss
promising players. And it was undeniable
that Bernard Forrest was a find.

“Look here,”” said Nipper suddenly. “‘How
would you like to play against the Fourth
to-morrow, Forrest?’ = =

Forrest looked up, Eﬁ@i:eyes gleaming.

““Do you mean it " he asked tensely.

“Yes, of course,”

“By gad! I never hoped for anything :o
gﬂﬁd——”

““Are you off your rocker, Nipper?” de-
manded Ilandforth. ''You don’t trust this
chap, do you? Goodness knows, 1 don’t wapt
to be unpleasant, but—""

“I think it’s only fair to look upon Forrest
as a new chap,” eaid Nipper.- ‘“We'll forget
the past. Let bygones be bygones,”

“That’s awlully decent of you, Nipper,~
said Forrest, in a tone of gratitude,

“There’s a - match to-morrow evening
against the Fourth,'' continued Nipper. *I'm
playing . all sorts of peossibles, just to give
them a trial. And I’'ll put you down as
centre-forward, FKorrest.”

““Thanks awfully!” 1

““I had one or two otlier fellows in mind,
but they can’t shoot as you’ve been shooting
this morning,’”” continued Nipper. ‘“‘And.as
it’s my policy to use the best men—without
any hint of favouritism—the place is yours,
Do your best in that mateh, Forrest, and you
might get a really big chance later on.”

“I’ll play a good game, Nipper,”’ promised
Forrest, ‘‘More than anything else, I want
to show you that I’m“different.” '

“You've shown me that already,” replied
Nipper promptly. ' '
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Up want Waldo, calmly and deliberately, his feet moving on one wall and his hands moving cor-

raspondingly on the other.

Stretched rigidly across the corrldor, he was now well above the juniors

_heads. ** Coo 1" gasped Gates ol the Third, greatly impressed.

CHAPTER 3.
Popularity!
IPPER was quite open-minded about
N Forrest,
Nevertheless, he could not help

sharing Handforth’s doubts; sormne-
where at the back of his head he had an
inkling that Forrest was playing some deep
game. Yet it was only fair to give the fellow
the benefit of the doubt. And, as Junior
captain, Nipper was only doing his duty in
selecting him to play ceuntre-forward for the
Bemove in the Form match,

There were one or two fellows Nipper had
had in mind, but theyv did not-possess ['or-
rest’s sharp-shooting abilities. And a eentre-
tovward, after all, neceds to be a sharp-
shooter if he 1s to score goals.

This Form matech was to be quite interest-
ing as the team would mainly consist of pos-
sible plavers, who were to be given a trial.
Nipper himself would not be playing, and
neither would Handforth, or any of the other

temove stalwarts.

‘1'he I'ourth, after all, was not a hard nut
to crack, and the Remove reckoned to win
casily—even with a sort of scratch team.

Lionel Corcoran and the other I'ourth-
Formers were of the opinion that they were

going to give the Remove a sharp lesson.
It was like the Remove's check to play a
dud team against them-! They'd score a big
victory, and show the Remove how football
should be played! ;

This was exactly the spivit Nipper wanted.
It would make his trtal plavees keen; 1t
would cause them to play their best,

In the privacy of Study A. that evening,
[Forrest gloated.

Ail day long he had kept up his pretenco.
Tt was easy now. He was petting used to
it. And it was gratifying to find how many
of the prominent fellows chatted amiably
with him, accepting him as ono of them-
selvea, Little did they guess that Iforrest
held them in complete contemapt, Inwardly,
he had not changed one bit; he was as super-
cilious und as snobbish as ¢ver. But he was
clever,

ITe loathed the decent fellows because they
were ““down ™ on betting and gambling and
smokiny. He was very keen on these sort
of pleasures himself, and his sudden con-
version to football had made no difference
to his tastes. He was only a footballer now
because it suited his purpose to be one.

“I'm hanged if I can understand

[Porrest,” said Gulliver bluntly.
“No " drawled Bernard.

you,
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“You told us that you were going to spoof
ghe chaps, and it isn't a spoof at all,”
objected Gulliver. ‘“This football, for in-
stance. You're going in for the game as
though you liked 1t.”

Forrest nodded.

“That's the art of doing a thing well,”
he replied coolly. “It may surprise you
chaps to learn that I hate football. An in-
fernally rotten sort of game. Dut unless I
played it pretty well, what chance would
there be for me to get into a big game?”

“Why bother about getting into a big
game, anyhow ?” asked Bell.

"“Because I’'m as kcen as mustard on grab-
bing Nipper's place,” replied Farrest in a
low voice. "I can’t do it yet—I shan’t try
for weeks. Perhaps not until next term. It
all depends. An opportunity might crop up,
and then I shall be able to grab it.  But I'm
not geoing to rush things.”

“And you’ll play football all the term ?”

“1'l plaﬁ' football until I've got what I
want,” replied Forrest. ‘' You can’t under-
stand a chap being so much in earnest that
he learns a game he hates, eh? DBut that’s
just tho essence of being thprough.”

ND the next afternoon Bernard For-
A rest went on the field with only one
objeet in mind.

. That was to score goals—to play
the game with all the vigour of '‘a pro-
fessional, His object was to consolidate the
position he had already established. A big
success on the football field would not only
dissipate the doubts that still lingered in
some fellows’ minds, but it would actually
make him popular. ™ - e

Not ‘that'it wads possible to score much of
a triuvmwph in a game llke this. Form games
at ‘St. 'Frank’s were‘'riot considered much.
They were even below the dignity of House
matches. This one, for example, was being
played on an  ordinary school afternoon,
when lessons were over. The Remove team
was made up as follows: Waldo; Russell,
Johnny Onions; Goodwin, Burton, Duncan;
Brent, Nicodemus Trotwood, Forrest, Castle-
ton, Evans. Stanley Waldo, who was quite
a new fellow, had already proved himself to
be valuable as a goalkeeper. Ilis own
peculiar  characterigtics—and . Waldo was
really an extraordinary sort of fellow—did
not prevent him from being a keen foot-
baller.

Evans was a new chap, too, and, being
Welsh, he had a leaning towards Rugger.
But as no Rugby football was played by the
juniors of St. TFrank’s, he had to content
himself with Soccer; and he looked like
being a good player.

Nipper and Travers and Ilandforth and
all the other junior eleven men were col-
lected round. the ropes—ready to cheer or
eriticise.

"The Fourth-Formers were supremely con-
fident as they took the field. Corky had
quite a strong team out, and he was certain
of victory, Bob Christine was playing centre-
forward, with Corcoran himself, and Clapson

and Yorke and Talmadge also in the front
line, Buster Boots was the pivot, and Old-
ficld the goalie. .

“Well, we're ready when you are,” said
Corky cheerfully. “Where’s the referce!
There’s none too much hght these days, and
the sooner we start the better.”

“0ld Browne promised to referce for us,”
satd Castleton. “He said he’d be here——
Good ecgg! Here he comes!”

William Napoleon Browne, the lanky
skipper of the Kifth Form, came striding
on to the field, looking coven taller than
usual in shorts. He gave his whistle a pre-
liminary blast as he strode over the turf.

“Ready, brothers?” he inquired. *“Good!
Let wus, then, commence this tttanie
struggle.”

“We've been waiting for you, DBrowne,”
said Castleton.

“In that case, Castleton,

Brother you

‘'were obviously here before time,” replied

“For I, with my usual
punctuahity, arrived on this field at the
appointed minute., I might mention, in pass-
ing, that, were I a betting man, I ‘would

Browne promptly.

undoubtedly wager a humble bob on the
Fourth.” '
“We're going to win hands down!”

declared Boots,

“] trust, at all events, that you will keep
your hands away from the ball,” repliced
Browne. ‘Remember that my eagle eye will
be upon you, and that any breach of the
rules will be promptly and drastically dealt
with. Come! I can perceive that the
hounds of the Remove are straining at tho
leash.” &

The game begap, and DBob Christine,
starting with trementlolis dash, suceceded in
forcing his way through the Remove de-
fence. He got In a good drive, but Waldo,
leaping out with extraordinary agility,
reached the leather and swung it back into
midficld with apparently no difficulty. x

Burton trapped, kicked swiftly up the ficld
to Brent, and the latter went speeding along
the wing. He centred just as one of the
Fourth Form backs was upon him, and For-
rest, tearing forward, sccured the ball. 3

He looked round swiftly, Castleton was
in an ideal position for scoring. Without
hesitation, Forrest tapped the ball forward,
and Castleton, running in, sent in an obliquo
shot which had the goalkeeper guessing all
the way. TUnluckily, however, the leather
struck . the post, rebounded into play, and
was scrambled clear.

“Oh, hard luck!” roared Handforth.

“Forrest ought to have tried for
goal,” said Tommy Watson,

But Nipper shook his head. :

“TForrest played the game properly,” he
said. ““It must have been a tremendous
temptation for him to shoot just then—but

that

Castleton was better placed, and Forrest
was unselfish. I'm blessed if 1 can under-
stand it, but he's playing football as it

should be played.” .. . -
Three minutes later, Forrest had another

chance. By dint of sheer hard work, he
=
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scoured the leather again, and this time hLe
tan clean down the field, dodging Boots
with comparative ease.. Ile swerved round
one of the Fourth backs, steadied bimself,
and took a shot.

Zang |

It was a stinger. It swerved all the way,
and scemed to be going well clear of the
poal. DBut thero was such a twist on the
leather that it eurved in., and, before the
"keeper could quite realise it, the ball was

at the back of the net,

“(roal I”

“Oh, well kicked, Forrest !"

“Good man!"

“Bravo, Remove !"

“That was a first-class goal. if vou like,"
satd Church keenly. “Now what about 1t,
Handy ! "What have you got to say about
I'orrest 2" "

Handforth removed his eap and seratched
his head. |

“There was no luek about that goal,” he

adwitted. 1t was a regular beauty !”

betrer and better. He plaved a
really  superb game, and it was
obvious that he was in his right posi-
fion a3 contre-forward. He led the whole
fine brilitantly, feeding his forwards un-
scelfishly, and nspiring them all to do well.
3y the time the whistle went after the
first fortv-five minutes, the Remove was one
goal to tho good. The score stood at three—
two. - And two of the Remove goals were
f'orrest’s. This  alone was remarkable
cnough, 2 _ ‘
But there was even greater cxcitement in
the second half. e & '

I'orrest opened with a tremendous bang,
scoring within the first minute. And again
it was with one of those first-time shots of
his—a low. fast shot which Oldfield had ne
chiance of saving,

“fhe man's a marvel!” said
“Football comes natural to him.”

“ And until now we've never known that
Le could play!” said Reggie Pitt, shaking
his head. * But, then, Forrest was always
a bit of a dark horse.”

“Jle's had it in him all the time,” said
Nipper, nodding. “Only, until now, he
hasi't chosen to interest himself in football.
Look at that! Oh, pretty! Did you see the
way he ‘got the ball out to Evans just then?
(‘o on, Evans! Good man!”

Fvans, the Welsl) boy, ceutred neatly,
Nicodemus Trotwood, pouncing upon
Lall, scored with a hard drive.

The Fourth-Formers were gelling a bit
demoralised now. They had started so full of
hopes—but after Nick had scored, from that
centre by Evans, Corky and his men began
to lose hope. And they felt rather humbled
when they realised that it was Bernard For-
rest, in the main, who was instilling the
Removiles with such vim and determination,

DURING the first half., IForrest got

£

Geesham.,

and
the

il

It was lorrest’s zame which was beating the
Fourth.

In the finish, the Removites were easy
winners by six goals to three. It was a result
whicu none of the juniors had anticipated.
Forrest was responsible for three of thosa
goals, and he had played a part in at least
one of the others. Without question, he had
been the outstanding man on the field.

HWell done, Forrest!" said Nipper, as tha
players came off, and clapped him heartily ou
the back. “Bravo! I didu't think you had
it in vou

“Thanks,” said Forrest, his eves gleaming.
“A word of praise from you, Nipper, is worth
a lot to me.”

“Rats! TIt’s not praise,” said Nipper. “ You
plaved a jolly wood game—that's all. I don'f
mind telling you that I'm surprised."

“Hurrah!”

“GGood old Forrest!”

“Where's the sharp-shooter?”

“Bravo, Forrest!"’

The fellows came crowding round, and
Bernard Forrest experienced something which
was quite new to him. Never before had he
been the centre of so much excitement. Ho
was popular for the first time in his St.
Frank's existence—popular, that is, with the
majority, '

And there was something else which not
only gave him pleasure, but amused him.
Irene Manners & Co., of the Moor View
School, came pressing round, apparently
eager to congratulate him,

The girls had beem watching the mateh,
and they had been much impressed by For-
rest’s performance., Many of them knew him
of old; they remembered him as an utter
cad. But they now had reason to think that
he was different. One of the girls, her bright
cves gleaming, was pulling at Doris Berkeley's
sleeve. :

“Introduce me to that chap, Doris, won't
you?"” she murmured. “I.mean, the boy who
played centre-forward. I thought he was
marvellous."”

Doris smiled.

“Of course, you’ve never met Forrest, have
vou?” she asked. ‘‘Perhaps.it's just as well.
All I've got to say is—don’t get too [riendly
with him. T don’t think he’s to be trusted.”

Phyllis Palmer looked sceptical.

“But he's a first-rate sportsman.”
clared.

Phyllis was comparatively new at the Moor
View Bchool, and she knew nothing of For-
rest’s record—except from the small talk
which had been going round during the
past few days. And P’hyllis, now secing For-
rest for the first time, was much impressed
by his prowess, and by his personality,

So she was intpoduced to him, and Forrest
had some little difficulty in escaping. When,
at last, he pgot indoors to change, he waa
inwardly gloating.

“Well, it’s a good start,”
“ A thundering good start!”

!il

sho de-

lia told himself.
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CHAPTER 4.
Rough on Travers!
SIR JAMER POTTS, BART., of the Re-

move, regarded Vivian Travers in a
puzzled way.

It was Travers who shared Study H
with Jimmy Potts, and the two juniors were
quite intimate chums. Yet, although Jimmy
knew most of Travers’ moods, he was puzzled
just now. For the cool, level-headed, self-
possessed Vivian was looking thoroughly
ightened.

He was lurking against one of the but-
tresses of the Ancient House, almost as
though he wanted to hide himself. His face
was rather flushed, his whole demeanour was
shrinking, and his gaze was fixed upon a
siim, neat figure near the fountain,

Jimmy grinned.

“Oh, so that’s
lightened.

It was Phyllis Palmer whom Travers was
furtively looking at. Phyllis was certainly
worth a second glance. She was quite pretty,
slim. graceful, and her blue eyes were full
of the joy of life. Iler wavy chestnut hair
was being blown into her eyes by the wind,
and she kept pushing it back. This httle
movement seemed to fascinate Travers to
the exclusion of all else.

Jimmy Potts strolled over to his study-mate,
looking solemn and careless.

“Hallo!” he remarked casually.

“Well, well,” said Travers, pulling himself
togetheor with a start.

“What are you doing here, old man?”

. “Eh? Oh, nothing,” said Travers, “Just
‘admiring the view."”

" “Rathéer a restricted view, though,” said
Jimmy Potts pointedly.

Travers looked at him keenly.

“The Triangle, and all the pcople, dear
old fellow,” he observed. "Getting a bit
dark now, what?”

“Why don’t you go over and speak fo
her 7’ asked Jimmy bluntly.

Travers gulped.

“Speak to her?"’ he repeated.
dickens are you talking about?”

“Phyllis Palmer.”’

“Yes, but I mean—— That is—"

“She’s a ripping girl,” declared the school-
boy baronet. “Great Scott, Travers, you
don’t mean to tell me that you’re nervous?”

- Travers was as red as a beetroot; and this
fact alone caused Jimmy Potts to stare at
him in open-eyed astonishment. As a general
rule, Travers was absolutely imperturbable.
It had always seemed impossible to disturb
his equanimity. Yet now he was acting like
a shy, self-conscious simpleton!

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Jimmy blankly.
“I never knew that a girl could change a
chap eo much! Pull yourself together,
Travers!”

“My dear old fellow—"’

“You can’t spoof me,” went on Jimmy.
“You're rather keeu on Phyllis, aren’t you?
And why not? Handforth iz keen on Irene

it?” he murmured, en-

“What the

| —and Nipper has a special soft epot in his

heart for Mary. So what’s the matter with
you chumming up with Phyllis? You dou't
;ne:m to tell me that you're afraid to speak to
er 1’

Travers breathed hard.

““N-no!” he stammered., “I—I mean-—--
Jimmy, dear old fellow, I feel most fright-
fully wonky. T do, indeed! Isn’t i1t absolutely
potty ? I wouldn’t dream of telling any other
fellow, but you’ve guessed it, anyway.
Jimmy, I’m scared.”

“Scared of that girl 77

“Scared stiff,”’ confesscd Travers miseral:ly.
“Did you ever hear of anything so mad?”

Jimimy Potts looked at him with frank
interest. lle had long suspected that Travers
was attracted by Phyllis Palmer. Now he
knew! He knew, also, that Travers was posi-
tively afraid to go and speak to her—and
this aspect of the matter took Jimmy com-
pletely by surprise. |

“Look here, Travers, are you sure you'ro
not pulling my leg " he asked suspiciously.

“Dear old fellow, I only wish 1 [

were .
“But there’'s nothing in it!’ protested

Jimmy. ‘“She’s very much the same as the
other girls—"

“So you think,”” interrupted Travers,
ehaking his head.  “To me, all girls seemed

alike until Phyllis arrived. I could speak to
them as coolly and calmly as I am speaking
to you.”

“Well, that’s not saying much!”

“But with Phyllis, 1t's different,” said
Travers, in an awed voice. ‘‘Honestly, dear
old fellow, I'm rocky at the knees.”

Jimmy Potts looked like breaking into a
shout of laughter. k81 was so ludicrous—so
utterly absurd. Yet there was such an ex:
pression of agony om, Vivian Travers’ face
that he would have bitten his tongue sooner
than have laughed. e held himself in check
with difficulty. Again the thought flashed
through his mind that his study-mafe was
spoofing. &

Travers was a past-master in the art of
leg-pulling. He could keep his face as solemn
as an owl’s, and make any kind of ludicrous
remark. Nobedy could ever put him out
of countenapce. _

But, one searching inspection of Travers’
face was enough fot Jimmy. There was no
fooling here. Travers was genuinely ‘‘smit-
ten.,”” It was apparently a hard case, too.

“My dear chap, there’s nothing in it at
all,”” said Jimmg encouragingly. *‘ Let’s stroll
acrose, and——’ ;

“No!” broke in Travers, horrified. ‘' For
the love of Samson, nol”

“Why not?”’

“I haven't the nerve.”

“But you’ve got to break the ice some
time,” said Jimmy. “*Dash it all, you can’t
go on like this, Travers! You’ve never been
introduced to her, have you?”

Travers shook his head.

“And you’d like to be introduced, eh ?”
went on Jimmy.

Travers nodded. |

(Continued on page 14.)

i



Professor Puddleditch’s
Lectures !

In Professor Puddlediich’s second ledure on © unnalural bistory,” the subject af
bis 1alk 1s the ©* Kipper.” And be bas some very unusual—and mirtbmakitng—
things to say aboul this © popular, breakfast-table dainty.”

By Reggie Pitt
Lecture 2.—THE KIPPER

Sveamore’s, Professor Puddleditch | The Form, having been somewhat aroused

turned the pages' of his outsize in | by this sllght diversion, lapsed into its usu,alF

dictionaries, and,’ finding his place, =ta.te of inertia as the professor continued
beamed at the assembled Form, his drone, 1
- “Now, boys,” he began 1in his antique “The kipper,” he said, “can almost be
and high-pitched voice, “to-day we are to | classified as a bi-valve, the same as a had-
'look 1into the ways and habits of that | dock, to which it is closely allied. It has
‘popular brenkfast-tabh, dainty, the kipper.| many bones, stuck all over it—I was about
"he word ‘ kipper' seems to be a corrup- | to say indiseriminately, but this is untrue
t:ms of the old Norse ‘ kheep herr,” meaning | of anything in Nature. Iverything has a

I\ the Hall of the Iourth at 8t.; “Something bit me,” he remarked.

¢ memento.’ : . purpose. The only purpose of a kipper
' "¢“In some small fishing towns it was the | bone, of which I am aware, is to stick in
castomn on the publie betrothal of a eouple | the throat of the unwary. 1

of voung people, to present the swain with “The skin of the kipper is exceedingly
"a pair of these flat fish, which he was sup- | tough, and this property is widely exploited
‘poscd to keep in his room as a memento | by the South Sea Islanders, who strap a
of tho occasion. Every time he looked at ] pair of the fish on their feet and used them
the giit, he recalled the fate of his betrothed. | as sandals. i

“After a time, cspecially when the hot “This method of using the fish as footwear
weather set in, there was no nced for him | recalls .how, on one occasion, they were a
cven to look at the memento; their aromatic | great boon to our Tommies when waging

perfume pervaded the atmosphere. In | war with Afghanistan in the middle of the
modern times it is found that lavender is | last eentury. I
more widely used, and has displaced the old “After a weary march of many days, the

fisherman custom.  Thus oes progress | soldiers came to a pass in the mountains,
destroy the picturesque ceremonies of the | but were unable to continue unless a. fresh
past.” consignment of boots' came along. The

The professor waggled his whiskers sadly officer in command was unwilling to waste
and cast his eyes upwards, as if endeavour- | time waiting, and yet ho could not proceed
ing to recall his own vouth. A pellet from -.HHI his men all barefooted. '
Skinner’'s peashooter stung his car and “A brainy young subaltern suddenly hit
brought him back to earth with a jolt, He [ upon the idea of using kippers as sandals,
recovered his wobbly spectacles from the | and the officer in command, scenting the
table, adjusted them and rubbed his ear. i (Continued on poge 4l.) _ _n —a

l"'.-_.l
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HERO—-AND CAD!

(Continued from page 12.)

"“Well, if you won’t come over, T'll bring
her here——"’

“1'd like to be introduced—but I haven’t
the courage,” said Travers hastily. ‘‘Leave
it until another time, dear old fellow. On
another day, perhaps, I'll have more courage.”

“Rats! You'll be exactly the same—and
perhaps worse,”’ said Jimmy. °‘‘There’s no
ttme like the present!”

“I know it, but—— My hat!”’ gasped
Travers. *‘ She’s looking at us!”

He was panie-stricken; he looked about him
for some way of escape, Phyllis Palmer was
not only looking at them, but she was having
a word with Doris Berkeley, too. And Doris
was smiling and talking—and looking at the
Study H chums.

“Telling Phyllis about us,” nodded Jimmy,
grinning,

““1 rather think, dear old fellow, we'd
better get away from here,” muttered
Travers hoarsely.

““No, you don’t!” said Jimmy Potts.

separated. Doris and Phyllis were now
walking over towards the Ancient
House wall. Jimmy Potts was more
amused than ever. Phyllis, it seemed, was
rather keen upan being introduced to Travers.
Perhaps the feeling between them was
mutual,

- At that moment an elegant figure emerged

from the Ancient House, and stood on the
top of the steps, looking round at the sceve
in geoeral. Bernard Forrest had changed,
and he did not fail to observe Travers’ em-
barvassment. He stood watching, a glint of
amusement in his eyes.

“Jimmy, unless you take your arm away,
I’'ll be infernally wild,” said Travers, in a
low voice. '‘I’ve just remembered an ap-
pointment—""

““Whatever it is, it can’t be as important
as this,”’ interrupted Potts calmly. “You
can’t struggle, Travers; these two girls arc
looking at us. Dash it, man, pull yourself
together!”’

. Travers tried, and he looked awful. There
was no fear of him escaping now, for he
.scemed to be rooted to the ground. Doris
Berkeley and Phyllis Palmer came up,
smiling.

- ““Hallo, you two chaps,”” said Doris cheer-
fully. “Travers, I want you to meet Phyllis;
She hasn’t been at the Moor View Schonl
long, and—"

She paused, struck by Travers’ expression.
All his colour had now fled, and he was look-
ing very pale,

““Aren’t you feeling well ?"’ she asked con-
cernedly, :
- “"He’s all riﬁht,” sald Jimmy, giving her
& meaning look,

THE groups of boys and girls had

A twinkle came into Doris’s eyes. She could
now see that Travers was gazing fascinatedly
at Phyllis.

“Travers, this is Miss Phyllis Palmer,”” she
said demurely. ‘‘Phyllis, meet Vivian
Travers.”’ :

Travers gulped, put his hand out, and he
fumbled for Phyllis’s. They shook, and
Travers appeared to swallow something.

“ Awfully pleased to meet you,”” he mut-
tered incoherently.

“I’ve heard a lot about you from the girls,”’
said Phyllis, smiling. ““Do you play foot-
ball? I was awfully interested in the game
this afternoon, but I understand that it wasn’s
a really big game. I suppose you’re in tho
junior eleven?”

““Yes—that is to say, no!’ stammered
Travers, ‘‘I mean, the fact is——  Great
Scott! What's the time?”’ he added, gazing
up at the school clock in a panic. *‘Awfully

sorry, but I think I shall have to be going.’.

He found it impossible to look into her
merry blue eyes. He had taken one glance,
and he was almost petrified. He had seen
many blue eyes in his time, but these were
the bluest, the clearest, the most sparkling
he had ever seen. They absolutely reduced
him to a condition of terror,

“QOh, must you go?’ asked Phyllis, dis-
appointed.

“Sorry, but I—I—— Awfully important,”’
said Travers hoarsely. *“Can’t wait. 1 mean,
quite impossible! Hope I shall see you again,
though.”

He managed to turn away, and a second
later he was fairly frunning like mad into
West Arch. And as hé ran he told himseli
that he was a fool; tBat he had made himsclf
look utterly ridiculeus. Aund now, just when
he had been introduced to the girl, he wus
bolting! It was the silliest, maddest thing
imaginable. And vyet, in spite of this,
Travers kept running. _

Bernard Forrest, on the Ancient Ilouso
steps, chuckled. He rather approved of
Phyllis Palimer., She was a pretty-looking
girl. And .if Travers was fool engugh to
bunk like this, there was really no reason
why he—Forrest—shouldn’t take advantagoe
of the situation. A conquest here, too, would
fit in well with his plans. It would be rather
good to do Travers in the eye.

“Well, T never!” said Doris wonderingly.
“*What ever has come over him, Jimmy ?”’

““Never known him to act like it before,’
said Potts, shaking his head. ‘I think it
must have been )} hyllis’s blue eyes.”

Phyllis fushed.

“What silly nonsense!’”” she
“Why, I hardly spoke to him.”

“But you looked at him,” said Jimmy,
who had no shyness of his own. “‘Travers
is a good chap, though. He’ll soon be back,
1 expect——"’

““Hope I’m not butting in?"”’ said Forrest,
lounging up. *‘‘I wa¢'wondering if you girls
would care to come to the shop with me—f{or
a ginger-pop, or a bun, or something *’

»

protested.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

Forrest was casy and cool. And there was
no doubt that he looked quite impressive,
He was out to make himself agreeable, too.

“Thanks!" said Phyllis. I didn’t have
much chance of speaking to you before, For-
rest, but I think you played marvellously in
that game. Those goals of yours were top-
ping.’”

“If T know you're watching the next time
I play, 1 shall do better,”  declared IForcest
rallantly., “Nothing on earth could inspire
me to play so much as the knowledge of your
presence. Well, what about strolling to the

shop? Will you join ué, Potts?”’
“Thanks all the same, but—" began
Jimmy.

“0Oh, do come,” said Daris,

“Well, all right, then, thanks!' said the
schioolboy baronet, “I was just wondering
wiiat had happened to Travers, to tell you
the truth.”’

He wasz dumbfounded by Travers' sudden |

escape. The whole thing was exitraordinary.
Travers, usually so cool, had behaved hke
a mere kid!
hiding away somewhere—lest he should come
across Phyllis again!

Iu the meanwhile, Bernard Forrest was
taking full advantage of his opportunity,
e was making himself exceedingly agreeable
to Phyllis; and the girl was undoubtedly im-
pressed by him.

Jimmy Potts was bitter. Ile could see that
Forrest was going to cut Travers out. And,
although the whole thing was trivial, Jimmy
toolk it to heart. Travers was his chinm, and
he hated the idea of Ferrest butting in, and
practically stealing the,.girl like this,

“QOh, well, it's Travers’ own fault!" he
told himself gruflly, *“The silly ass! Being
scared of a mere girl! Rummiest thing I've
ever konown!"

CHAPTER 5.
Up to His Old Game!l

b OU'LL let me see you home?"”
i Bernard Forrest agreeably.
“Oh, wvou needn't trouble—
really I”” said Phyllis.

““But the other girls have gone, and I
vouldn’t dream of allowing you to walk back
to your school alone,” replied ¥oirest.

“I suppose somebody will run away with
me ?"’ laughed the girl. *““Why, we girls aro
always running down to the village alonc.
What do you think we're made of? But,
veally, I shall have to hurcy. It's nearly
time for our calling-over.”

Forrest had been making hay whilst the
sun shone, After leaving the tuckshop, he
had suggested a little round of the school,
J'or Phyllis, although she had been to St.
Frank’s before, had never been actually
phiown over the old school.

“There vou are—look what's happening!”
said Jimmy Potts, as he stood in the Ancient
House lobby with Vivian Travers. * For-

asked

And now, probably, he was;
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rest’s been taking that girl all over the show
—and now he's going out into the road with
her. Kscorting hier home, 1 suppose.” !
“Kick me!" said Travers miserably.
“You deserve to be kicked, too!” growled
Jimmy. 1 could understund some other
fellow acling like this, But you! IHave you
lost your nerve?" |
“I'm fearfully afraid, dear old fellow, that
I have,”’ confessed Travers. ‘I don’t know
of any other girl who could have made me
so confoundedly tongue-tied. 1t's an awful

:
feeling, I don’t think I've ever felt such a
fool!”

“It'll be too late to mend matiers unless
vou're pretty quick,” said Potts. * Forrest
1s getting in some good work just nmow."

“When he comes back I'll smash him!"™
said Travers, with sudden velwmence,

“Rats! You can’'t do that,'' objected
Potts. “That wouldu’t be fair, You had a
chance to escort Phyllis home—but you threw
it away. You can’t blame Forrest for—"'

“All right—all right!' grunted Travers.
“I suppose vou're right, dear old fellow, 1
shall have to pull myself together,”

It was =strange to hear the cool-headed
Travers talking in this way. Bernard ¥or-
rest's activities; however, had undoubtedly
steeled him; and henceforth, perhaps, he
would pluck up his courage when Phyllis
came on the scene.

Meanwhile, Forrest was continuing to make
himself extremely pleasant as he escorted the
blue-eyed girl home. Outside the gates of
the Moor View School, thev parted.

“Thanks awfully for coming with me!”
said Phyllis, smiling, as she held out her
hand. “ Perhaps we shall meet some other
day., Forrest ?”’

“There's a pretty big foothall match down
for Saturday, I think,” said Forrest casually.
“QOur junior eleven against Banuington Gram-
mar School.”

“3Will you be playing in that game

“Well, 1T don’t know,” replied Forrest. ‘I
micht—but I don’t think so. No such luck™’

“Well, yvou’re bound to get your chanco
sooner or iater,” said the girl. “Good-bye.
Thanks agzain for secing me home.”

She went in, and Forrest grinned to hum-
self as he commenced walking back in thoe
dusk. Actually, he did not care two straws
about Phyllis Palmer; but the mere know-
ledge that he was eutting Travers out made
the xame worth while.

?I!
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He heard the toot of a motor-horn, and
glanced round. A two-seater car was bowling
towards him, and he stood aside, for the lane
just here was not particularly wide.

The car’s brakes were suddenly applicd, and
a cheery, boisterous voice sounded.

“Well, this is a surprise!” said the man at
the wheel. “I thought you’d left this pars
of the country, young Forrest ¥’ .

Forrest stepped forward, and pecred at the
man.

“How goes it, Mr. KEast?”’ he
“Haven’t scen you for months.”

Mr. Monty Kast, well known on most of
the racecourses of Great Britain, grinned.

“What’s the idea?"” he asked. ‘I thought
vou'd been expelled from this school 77

“I’'m back again,” replied Forrest. “I'd
like to renew the old acquaintance—but it’s
a bit riskv. I'm supposed to be an awfully
nice fellow now, and if any of the masters
gaw me talking to a racing mang they’d faint
with horror. Where are you staying?”’

‘“At the Wheatsheaf, in Banmngton.”

“PDown here for the races?”’

“Yes,” replied Mr. East. “If there’s any
little business you’d like attended to, 1'll—"
““You may see zomething of me to-night,”
broke in Forrest, glancing up and down the
dusky lane. “Any chance of a game if 1
]JU}] }zilm:g later on with a couple of my
diiag - ¢ '

. *Got any ‘money ?" asked Mr. East coolly.

“Hoaps.”

“Then you’ll be welecome,” said the other.
“You'll probably find me in the billiards-
raom, or the bar-parlour.”

“Good,” said Forrest. "'Well, cheerio!l”

The car drove on, and Forrest chuckled.
It wis good to see one of his old acquaint-
ances. Being a model schoolboy did not
please him—except fov the sake of the decep-
tion he was practising. He was bored. He
[onged for something in the old line. And
here, unexpectedly, was a chance.

Forrest was doubly pleased that he had
escorted Phyllis home; for, but for that fact,
he wonld not have met Mr. Monty East so
opportunely. He had been studying the
papers with regard to the races at Banning-
ton, and he was quite keen on having a little
flutter. He had already decided that 1t would
he too risky for him to run down to the
White Harp, in Bellton. But the Wheat-
sneaf, in Bannington, was a different pro-
position, Not much risk in that.

When he got hack to the school, he lost no
time in going to the bicycle ghed. Ile took
out his dazzling motor-cycle, jumped into the
saddle, and prepared to leave.

‘“ Better not go far, Forrest,” said Gresham,
who happened to be near. ‘‘Calling-over
soon, you know.”’ :

“1 shan’t be long,” replied Forrest. " There
are one or two adjustments nceded on the
old jigger, and T'm taking her down to the

said.

village. X think T’Il leave her there, and
walk back.”
“Well, you'll have to hustle,” said

Gresham.

Bernard Forrest hustled. But when he wus
opposite Bellton Wood, he apparently changed
his mind. For he got oft Eis machine here.
pushed ? through a gap in the hedge, and
entered the wood. About ten yards from the
road, he came upon a little grassy hollow,
almost, entirely surrounded by thick bucshes.

He shoved the motor-eycle through, leaned
it against the bushes, and left it there. He
cautionsly went back to the lane, made sure
that he was unobserved, and then he started
walking back te the school.

“She’ll be safe emough there,” he mur-
mured. ‘“Not one chance in a thousand that
anybody will spot the jigger. Anyhow, she's

msured.”

He was just in time for calling-over, aud
later he made a point of going imto the junior
Common-room, where he chatted enthusiastic-
ally about football.

Then he suggested a game of chess with
Fullwood, and the latter accepted. 1t was a
novelty to see the one-time cad sitting there,

“in the Common-room, concentrating ntently

upon a game of chess.
chess in contempt.

He had not changed—but he knew how to
play, and he made a great pretence of being
interested. And it was characteristic of hun
that he should concentrate wholeheartedly
upon the play.

“You wounldn’t think he was the same

He had always held

| chap,” remarked Church, as he and Hand-

forth and MeClure stood watching. “ Before
he was sacked he wouldn’t dream of playing
chess. Now he’s not only playing as though
he likes it, but he’s beating Fullwood hollow.”,

Handforth grunted. .|, ‘

“Well, I'm not convipged,” he said darkly.
“Forrest’s a cunning, scheming bounder.
The cther chaps can be fooled if they like;
but I'm poing to keep my eyes well open.
I’m just waiting to see what Forrest’s real
game is.”

“(Cheese it, Handy,” said McClure. **We
all suspected Forrest at first; but he’s show-
ing us that we were wrong. MHis loothall
alone is an eye-opener. If he had still been
the old rotter, he couldn’t have played as he
did.”

“Something in that, I’'ll admit,”” said Hand-
forth grudgingly. *Still, 1 maintain that he
needs watching.” : s

ORREST beat Fullwood handsomely,
and after that he joined m a friendly

discussion concerning the respective
merits of various motor-hieycles.
" Nipper and Travers and Forrest all owned
motor-bikes—much to the envy of the other
fellows—and as they had different makes, the
discussion was lively.

Travers had completely recovered his usnas
composuie now. IHe bore no grudge against
Forrest for “stealing” Phyllie. He realised
that the fault had been entirely his own. And
he was full of determination to make up for

Jost time on the morrgw——or, perhaps, the

next day. He could think of Phyllis now
without turning a bair. It might be different
+hen he came face to face with her again—
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With a sudden, low dive Bernard Forrest threw himsell at Nelson Lee's legs, and the Housemaster
crashed heavily. Gulliver and Bell looked on stupefied. Forrest slewed round on them and breathed

one word :

nechaps he would be'able to rezavd her then
just as he was regarding her now,

Having made himself thoroughly azreeable
to everybody in general, Forrest went off to
Study A to see about his prep. IHe was ereat.
ing & very good impression, The majority of
the boys were already forgetting that Bernard
Forrest had been, in the” old days, a rank
outsider.

“Well, everything’s going well, my sous,”
said ¥orrest, to Gulliver and Bell, within the
privacy of the studyv. *Haven’t vou noticed
what a good little boy I am? Playvins foot.
ball and chess, and getting on friendly terms
with everybody. They’ll be telling me ail
their troubles next!”

“Was it necessary to play chess?"” asked
Ciulliver sourly. “Of all the dud, slow, rot-
ten pames ’

““Must keep up appearances,” said Forrest,
with a chuckle. *“Don’t worry, thourh, We'll
have something a bit more exciting later on
to-nicht.”

Ciulliver and Bell stared.
“What do you mean?" asked Bell.

“Remember a fellow named Monty East?”
::ilhe ’l?mlne, do you mean?”
es,
“What about him ?”
““Ho’s staying at the Wheatsheaf, in Ban-
nington,” said Forrest, “Down hore especi-
ally for the races.”

)

“Bolt I

“That’s not news,” said Gulliiver. *“Monty
East alwavs comes down for the Bannington
Races—with heaps of other bookies, too.”

“1 happened to meet him out in the lane,”
said Torrest casually. “ After lights-out, wao'll
pop along to the Wheatsheaf and have a
spree.”’

“Are vou tryiug to pull our leas?”
Gulliver suspiciously. *“You can’t do
thing like that!"’

“Why not ?”

“Supposing you’re spotted, and caught ?”

“I'm not supposing anvthingz so idiotic,””
said Norrest. *It’s safe enouch to geb out
after lights out if wvou’re carcful. 1t only

asked
aty-

b needs a little common sense.”

“But you mustn’t even attempt it!" said
Bell. in alarm. “Why, vou ecrazy lunatie,
vou'd be kicked ount like a shor if the beaks
got to know. After your past record, you
wouldn't stand an earthly. You'd be bundled
out on vour neck.”

“I know that,” said Forrest. *“But I must
do something to counteract this stainless exast-
ence of mine. I couldn't keep it up unless I
had some sort of fallback.”

“I don't think you ought to do it," said
«illiver uneasily. “The risks are too great.”

““I can see that it’s high time I came back,”
said Forreskh “You fellows are getting
nervous, you're losing all your pep. You
need me to buck you up. We'll slip out at

about eleven o’clock, and by twenty past we’ll
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be in
1:E:-iu.”

" How the dickens do you think we could
get to Bﬂn:ungton within twenty minutes?”
usked Bell.

“I've taken my motor-bike down to the
wood,” explained Forrest coolly. “We've
only got to yank it out, start her off, and
wo can do the trip in about ten minutes.
You two fellows can L&Slly squash on the
pillion.”

His pals stared.

“Do you mean to say that you left your
jigger in the wood especially for this trip 2"
asked Gulliver.

“Of jcourse.
revady.

“I'rIj,r only hat !” said Gulliver.
follow vou are, Forrest |”

"Yes, aren’t 177 said
conlly.

the Wheatsheaf-—cosy and comfort-

There's nothing like being
“What a

Bernard IForrest

CHAPTER 6.
Something Unexpected!

4 00 .!” said Gates, of the Third, in an
; awed voice.

Eric Gates was not a particularly
. prominent fag. Owing 1to his
Labitnal expression of amiable imbecility, he
was known amongst the other fags as
" Soppy.”
standing in the upper corridor of the Ancient
TTouse with a number of other juniors. It
was bedtime, and the Remove and the Third
avere crow ding into their dormitorics.

There had been some larking about
sumongst the Removites—a common enough
mecurrenee  this—and  Stunlev Waldo  had
‘been persnaded to give an exhibition of his
own peculiar abilities.

Waldo was really an extraordinary youth.
Jle inherited most of the astounding quali-
ttes of his famous father, Rupert Waldo—
~known as the Peril Expert.

Although  Stanley looked very much the
sitme as any other Hoemovite, he was pos-
sessed of uncanny strength.  His museles
woere different from another fellow’s museles ;
they seemed ecapable of standing any amount
of strain.  His eyesight was keencer, his
hearing more acute, his sense of touch htgh]v

“developed. © The most remarkable thing
‘about him, perhaps, was that he was in-
~capable of feeling pain. From a school-
bov’s point of view, this was an ideal
condition. =

When Stanlev Waldo was swished, he

“didn’t mind in the least.
a, six-hander without turning a hair—simply
because he felt nothing. ~His hands might be
puffy aftorwards, but he suffered no
dizcomfort,

“Coo{” said Gates again,

At the present moment, Stanley Waldo wwqi

indulging in an unusual form of exercise. He
was, in fact, walking up one of the walls
of the corridor.
wall,

At the present moment he was:

Ile eould receive

real

His feet were flat on the.
and his whole body, perfectly straight,

- m——
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was horizontal. And he walked up the wall
with an casc that made everybody gasp.

Not that Stanley Waldo was a magician.

He could not accomplish the impossible,
And since it was quite impossible for anv
human being to walk up an ordinary wall
in that attitude, Waldo was obliged to have
some kind of help. The corridor, at this
point, was not particularly wide. Lying
down on the Hoor, Waldo bhad found that,
with his feet against one wall, he could
reach the opposite wall with his hands. s
arms were slightly bent, which enabled himn
to gain a certain amount of purchase.

But when it had been suggested that he
should shift himself horizontally upwards,
most of the Removites had laughed with
scorn. The thing seemed impossible.

One or two of the other fellows had tried,
and, of course, they had collapsed after
raising themselves a few inches from the
floor. The weight of their bodies had been
sufficient to render the experiment a failure.

But with Waldo it was different.

His feel moved on the wall, and his hands
moved correspondingly on the other wall.
And up he went, calmly, deliberately, and
with a certainty that was awesome to waich,

Ile was streteched there, across the cor-
ridor, as rigid as a rod, His extraordinary
muscles enabled him to perform this feat

with ease.

“You’d better chuck it, Waldo,” said
Nipper. “If you lose your grip for a secondl,
vou'li probably fall on your head.”

“That wouldn’t hurt me,” said Waldo,

“My . head’s pretty m
He went up high til, indeed, he was

seven or ecight feet from the floor—and woll
over the heads of the Watching juniors. He

turned sideways, and procceded to walk up
the corridor.

Then he turned round, louk-
ing down upon the staring Removites and

fagu .

“"Coo!I” said Gates, for the third time,
vastly impressed.

A footstep sounded farther down the
corridor. :

sald the voice of
“What’s all this
You ought to be in vour

Why, what on earth—-—

Wha’s that up there 77

said Waldo with a chuckle.

“Now then, vou kids,”
Biggleswade, of ithe Sixth,
commotion here?
dormifories——
Great Scott !

“Only me,

»

“But what are you doing?"” demanded
Biggleswade, aghast. "“You silly young
¢chump ! You'll break your neck ! How did

you get into that position?

Wkhat's holding
you up 7

“Try and do 1it, Biggy,” grinned Church.
“Ha, ha, hal”
Waldo slithered down the wall, and in

a moment he was on his feet again. " Biggloes-

wade- looked relieved,
“I'd forgotten that you're a kind of
human spider,” he said. “This isn’t the
Get into’ your dor-

timo for such tricks.
mitories, blow you. T thought I was see¢ing

rhmgs when T came nlcmg the corridor just
now.
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Little did the young Naval officer dream of the
tragic events in store, when on a wild winter night
of wind and storm he took shelter in a desolate old
house on a bleak stretch of the coast. Ina passage
lay the body of a man, the finding of which proved
the start of a mystery sinister and astounding.
Sexton Blake, flung accidentally into the strangc
case, faces desperate peril before at last he unravels
the tangled skeins of a most amazing plot.
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The juniors were obliged to get into their |

bed-rooms. The Removites did not possess
ciie dormiitory to themselves; they slept in
scparate bed-rooms, two or three in each,
It was this arrangement which mmade 1t so
casy for such fellows as FForrest & Co. to
sneakk out 1n the dead of night. 1
Handforth was disappointed. e had had
an idea of emulating Waldo’s stunt, with
perhiaps some improvements. Handforih was
a Lorn optimist. But the sudden advent of
Biggleswade was fortunate—although land-
forth did not realise it.  The prefeet had
ecvtainly saved Handy from making himself
a laughing stock.
who

UT there was another voungster
B had plenty of optimism, too. Iiric
(iates, of the Third, was looking very
excited when he went into the Third
I'orm dormitory with the other fags.

“I'd like to do that trick, you kuow,” ha
was saying. ‘““How about having a tiy in
tho big recess, here? The walls arve just
abiout the right distance apact.”

at
Now on gd
Salc o
“Don’t you be a chump, Soppy,” said

Owen minor. “That chap Waldo 1s different
from the rest- of us. I've never scen any-
thing like it! It was uncanny, the way ho
walked up that wall.”

“If he can do it, so can I!"” said Cates.

“Have a try, if vou're so set on 1"
grinned Chubby Heath. “ Why, you fathead,
vou couldn't raise yourself a couple of inchies
froue the floor.”

“Couldn’t 1?” said Gates excitedly., “I'll
soon chow you !”

“Be sharp about 1it, then,” said Juicy
Lemon, “Willy ought to be lere 1n a
couple of minutes—and 1f he finds you fool-
ing about like that he'll punch you on the
nose.”’

Willy Handforth was the autocrat of tho
Third, and he was quite capable of punch-
ing (rates on the mnose. In fact, he had
punched Gates on the nose many a time.
It was one of his favourite pastimes. Cates
possessed a nose that positively asked to bo
| punchied.
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“There’s a lot of spoof about Waldo's
strength,” said Gates knowingly. ‘“It’s noi
so much strength as knack., You have a look
at me.” | ' |

He went over to a wide recess in onc
corner of the dormitory. That recess was
not quite as wide as the corridor outside,
and it suited Gates’ purpose perfectly, Lay-
g on the [loor he found that he could!
Just reach the opposite wall. But when it
came to walking up the wall, as Stanlev
Waldo had done, he hit a snag.

“Funny I” he panted. “I can’t seem to

get a start.”
“Anybody got a pin?” asked Bobby

Dexter casually.

1’. X

~“Hi!" +You keep your pins to yourself !”
g:.r@pad (dtes, twisting round.

. “He ‘doesn’t need a pin—he needs a help-
ing: -hand,” said Owen minor generously.
“Come on, yau chaps |”

. .Gates found that when he tried to walk
up the ,wall, his feet moved, but his body
would " not follow. He strained and
struggled, but all to ne purpose.

*MWe'll. hoist you up, Soppy, and that’ll
give you a good start,” said Owen minor.
+ When you're ready, we'll let go, and you
can show us how the thing’s done.”
_:.‘Gnqdlegg 1” grinned Chubby Heath.
“No larks, mind,” said Gates suspiciously.
. “My dear chap, this is going to help you,”
sald Owen minor., “You think you can
stretch yourself out between these twy walls,
and we want to see you do it. But it's only
fair that you should have a start.”

(zates, being a very simple youth, was
now no longer suspicious. But Owen minor
and the other fags were out for a bit of fun.
They wanted to see Gates collapse when they
released their hold. It would probably be
rather funny.

They scized Soppy, and raised him up
until he was over shoulder-high. '

“That’s it I"" panted Owen minor. “Now
then, Soppy, plant your feet firmly on that
wall, and push against the other one with
your hands. That's what Waldo did. Proess
as hard as you can—and when you say the
word we'll dodge away. Then you can stay
:Il_mirg for a bit, just to show us how Waldo

id 1t."”

While the other fags were supporting him,
Gates had no difficulty in imitating Waldo's
stunt. In fact, 1t seemed quite easy.

' repcated  Wlly.
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“All right!” he said breathlessly. “1'vo
qot a firm hold now., You can let go.”

“* All together !” yelled Owen minor.

They released their hold and dodged back,
And, of course, Gates simply shut up like
L knife, and fell with a terrific thud to the
Hoor,

“Ha, ha, hal”’

The other fags howled with laughter. Iirie
Lrates sat up, his face pale and drawn. lleo
was clutching at his left hand, and [laivly
gasping.

“Oh, Ym hurt!”’ he groaned. ‘‘My hand!
L fell on it, and it seemed to double under
me, and No, no! Don’t touch it! I'm
nurt, I tell you!” .

“Don’t be so jolly soft,”” said Owen minor.
It was only a knock.”

“I—I believe something’s out of joint,
said Gates, with nearly a sob in his voive.
“Oh, it’s hurting awful! 1 fell with all my
weight on this hand. I tell you, semethiug
scemed to crack, and e

“What’s the matter here?”’ asked Willy
tH{andforth, bustling in. '

He pushed through the other fags, and

looked down upon Gates. In a second he
saw that Gates was in a pretty bad way.
T'he pallor of his face had increased. Willy
had been delayed, owing to one of his pets
having a touech of illness,
**““What have you f[afheads been doing to
this chap?’ he asked, looking round. Ay
hat! Unless I’'m here all the time, you get
up to these tricks——"’

““It was his own idea,” said Chubby Heath
defensively. ‘‘He wauted to walk up the
wall.”’ :

““Is that
does he think he is—a spider?
look at that hand, Gates.”

- ““Be careful!” sobbed Gates.
something’s broken|”

“Billy young cake!” said Owen minor. |,

The fags pressed round, and Willy, on his
knees, took Gates’ left hand and gently felt
the fingers. Suddenly he caught his breath
in sharply, and Gates fairly shrieked.

“Don’t—don’t!’ he gurgled. “It hurts
terribly I’

“I don’t wonder!” said Willy, in a grimn
voice. ‘‘Your third finger’s broken.”

“Broken!” gasped Owen minor.

“Yes, broken!”’ snapped Willy. “Yon
idiots ought to be ashamed of yourselves for
playing a trick on this poor chap. You know
he hasn’t got much sense. One of you had
better run and fetch My, Lee.” :

** But—but e

“Don’t waste any time—fetch Mr. T.ee!”
“I tell you, his finger's
broken. He’ll have to be taken to the doctor
—and this finger must be set.” :

Gates was moaning dismally. The injury
was scrious enough, although, of course, it
was by no means grave. However, a broken
finger can be exceedingly painful. And ‘the
mishap was sérious “énough. The fags were
frequently grazing themselves, and inflicling

ER

X I =}
all 7’ asked; Willy tartly. *““What
Let’s have a

“1 believe

1?2 |
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QUESTIONN AIRE

Here are lwelve testers for you, siwms——qnesﬁaus which refer to St. Franlk's and

tts members. Give them the ** once-over,’

bknow, and then compare them with the mum’ lisl

" j0l doten the answers lo those which you
which will be groen, logether wilh

another sel of questions, next week.

1. Who is the junior captain of Bannington
Grammar School?

2. What is the name of the Caistowe sports-
man who owns racing motor-boats?

2. Who is the matron of the East Housa?
4. Who is the master of the Fifth Form?

5. Who ara Hal Brewster's study-mates at
the River House School?

.9, Who is the Irish boy in the Fourth

Form?

' 10. What is the name of the man who owns

the big garage in Bannington?
11. Who is the Scottish junior at 8t. Frank's?

12. How far is the village of Midshott past
Bannington?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTIdHSI.

6. Who are the backs of the St. Frank's 1. Rodgers, 2. Lumpy Bill, 3. Vivian

Junior Eleven? Travers and Sir Jumes Potts, DBart, 4,

7. Which Moor View School girl is Stantey | Bonnington W. =S Mr. Barnaby Goole. 0.

fo Smrkt " i pps, . (larence owe. . Yungy

o 3 WaGEN prriedier chum? ('a’u’fa;:r. 9. Winnie DPitt, 10. Nicodemus
8. What is the name of Willy (Handforth's | Z'rotwond. 11. Johnny Onions. 12, Mr,

monkey? John Hewitt and his aged mother, :

all sorts of bruises; but they seldomm broke

any bones,

N

”

BLSON LEE soon arrived,
looking grave after he had examined

Fric Liates’ hand.
“I'Il  inquire into this matter
Iater,” he said, his voice eold and stern,

““I'his boy’s finger is broken, and it is obvious
tlhiat there has been'semie very rough horse-
play in this dormitory."

“It wasn't our fault)'sir!"" protested Owen
minor frantically. “He wanted to clupb up
the wall

“That will do,

y

Owen minor!” interrupted

Nelson Lee. “*You'll have to come with me,
(:ates. I shall have to take you down to the
doctor.”’

“Yes, sit. Thank you, sic,” muttered |
Ciates,

Ile was now getting over the shock of it.

Nelson Lee had rigged up a kind of sling,
and the bov’s injured arm was resting in it,

“Well, who'd have thought it?" asked
Owen minor, after Gates had been taken
away., “The silly young ass! DBreaking his
{inzer like that!"

“If he had to break a finger, why couldn’t
ke break one on his right hand?’ asked
Chubby Ileath. “IHe’d have got ont of
lessons for weeks il he'd done that!”

And that's all the svmnathy the famg felt
. ] -3 4

4 ' HEN it was
(rates was
- suggested

for (iatos.

attendant, did not ]ive at St. Frank’s.
He had his home in Bellton—and he
had quite a large local practice, too.
ITe only attended at the St. Frank's sana-

DR. BRETT, who was the scliool medieal

toriun during certain fixed hours of the day.

ancd he was |

Nelson Lee thouvglit it would be qumkﬂ'
for lnm to take {_mlE":- down to the surgery.
It would be better than fetching Dr, Brett
up to the school. As it happened, too, Nelson
Lee had his car in the Triangle, for he had
just returned from Baunington when some-
body told him that he was urgently need:d
in the Third Form dormitory.

So it was only a matter of minutes beforo
(tates was in the ecar, and was being driven
down to the village.

Dr. Brett made a swift examination whon
the youthful patient was in the surgery.
(rates was looging thoroughly seared, and
he fairly panted with azony as the do®tor
dealt with him.

“Yea, this finger is broken,”” said Drett.
“TIt's all right, young ’un—nothing to be
afraid of. We'll soon have it right, Just sit
here for a bit, and I'll get your finger m
sphints.”’

“ Will
fearfully

““*Not muchi—you’ll havdly feel it,”
the doctor. :

Out of Gates' Liearving,
Lee with somo concern,

“Raiher a nasty fractuve, I'm afraid,” ho
said. ‘It may give the boy a bit of a
shock."'

“It can’t be helped,” said [sce,
jury must be dealt with, Drett.”

it hurt mueh, sic?”” breathed CGatea

promiscd

he looked al Nelson

“The in-

all over the unfortunato
so shaky that De. Brelt
that he should ba pul
to bed in a spare bed-room in lus

house,
“By all means!”
detective promptly,

said the ITousemaster-
“I was going to proposo



Pumping water from a brook, and with the hose played on

‘“ Put your backs into it ! ’’ panted Handforth, working ﬁ:ith a will.

the burning haystack, the St. Frank’s Junior Fire Brigade worked vigorously to step the flames from spreading to other stacks.
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the same thing. He'll be a lot better to-
morrow, and then he can return to the
school.”

““1 think we’d better keep him in the sana-
torium for a day or two,” said the doctor.
““You know what these boys are—they knock
themselves about if they’re allowed their
liberty. In the sanatorium he’ll be com-
pelled to keep quiet.”

It was just striking eleven o’clock when
Nelson L.ee went outside into the darknesy
of the night to drive back to the
school. His car was standing just
inside the grounds of the doctor’s
house, and the light from the front
door was flooding on it.

“Hallo!” said Lee abruptly. “I
believe I've got a flat tyre, Brett.”

The car secemed to be leamng,
and, sure enough, when Lee made
an examination, he found that the
off-side rear tyre was absolutely
flat.

“I don’t feel inclined to grovel
about with the jack and wheel-
brace, Brett,” said Lee, after one
glance. “In the time I’'m chang-
ing that wheel, 1 can be home.
You don’t mind if the car stands
here all night 7

“Not a bit,” said Brett. “If
you like, T'll tell the garage man
in the morning to change the tyre,
and then bring the car up to the
school, with the tyre repaived.”

“Thanks!” said lLee, nodding.
“That will do admirably.”

Thus it was that two factors
entered into the affairs of Bernard
Forrest. That mishap to Gales had been
unexpected, and this flat tyre was just as
upexpected.

And the two faectors, combined, were caus-
ing Nelson Lee to walk home from Bellton
~to St. Frank’s—shortly after eleven o’clock!

At that very minute, Forrest and his
" two pals were getting up, ready to break
bounds. And, knowing nothing of Gatey’
accident, they had mot the faintest inkling

that their Housemaster was abroad that
night !
CHAPTER 1.
A Near Thingl!
. HINK it’ll be safe?’ murmured
Gulliver,

»

“YQafe as houses,” replied Bernard

Forrest. “My dear chap, what is

thexe to fear? It’s past eleven, and every-

body’s in bed. KEven the masters have turned
Sy

‘““But supposing we're spotted

“Suppose nothing!” broke in Forrest.

“The trouble with you, my sons, is tha‘

you’ve become slack. You'll be scared of

your own shadows next. Breaking bounds

1

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

%fter lights-out is as easy as shelling peas.

And as safe, too.
collared—and it’s
too.”’ _

There was certainly nothing to alarm them
as they stealthily made their way out into
the night. Scarcely a light was showing any-
where. All the dormitories were dark, their
occupants asleep, Here and there, in various

It’s only fools who get
always their own fault,

upper windows of the Houses, a light would
Some of the masters, perhaps, were

be seen.

““ Put your backs into it ! ’’ panted Handforth, w
the burning haystack, the St. Frank’s Junior Fire

reading in their bed-rooms. But Forrest was
not afraid of these.

As he had said, getting out was supremely
easy. The Study A trio reached the lane
without incident, and by this time Gulliver
and Bell were feeling safe.

““Quarter-past eleven,”’ murmured Forrest

as the clock chimed. “We’ll be in Bamiing
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ton by half-past. We can have a comfortable
two hours at the Wheatsheaf, and be back in
bed by two o'clbek.”

“By gad! You’re a cool “card, Forrest!”
gaid Bell admiringly.

They strode oft down the lane. The night
was intensely dark, for there was no moon,
and the sky was completely clouded, A
fairly stif wind was blowing, but there was
no indication of rain, .

“Better not do any talking,’

) )

advised For-

Pumping water from a brook, and with the hose played on
gorously to stop the flames from spreading to other stacks.

rest, as they walked. “There’s not one
chance in a thousand that we shall meet any-

body, but it’s always better to be on th2|
L

safo side.”’

So they strode on in silence. And when
they reached the black bulk of Bellton Wood,
Forrest kept his eyes open for the gap in the
hedge which he had previously used.
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And it was just at this point that Nelson
Lee came along.

The situation was interesting. The school-
master-detective, walking home from the
doctor’s, became aware of three dim figures
just ahead of him, and approaching. He
even heard one or two whispers. It was
rimpossible for him to see the figures dis-
tinctly, but he judged, by their size, that
they were schoolboys. And it was rather

 significant that they were coming down the
lane from the direction of St. Frank’s.

Forrest & Co. knew nothing of TLee’s
presence until they were practically upon him,
Then, suddenly spotting the solitary figure
ahead, they halted.

“Who i3 1t 7"’ asked Lee abruptly.

Gulliver and Bell nearly fainted on the
spot. Bernard Forrest caught his breath in,

and knew that instant action was
essential—drastic action. He was
staggered, but he was not
completely at a loss.

Their own Housemaster! And

no ordinary Housemaster at that!
If Nelson l.ee discovered their
identity, expuision would follow as
surely as the sun rises in the last.
Gulhver and Bell, perhaps, might
escape the extreme punishment,
but for Forrest there would be no
quarter. He was being given his
second chance at St. Frank's, and
if the Head learned of this
cscapade, he would be decisive in
his action.

All this passed through Forrest's
brain in a flash.

If he turned tail amd bolted,
Gulhiver and Bell would bolt with
hirn. And Nelson Lee, without the
clightest shadow of a doubt, would
give chase. And, what was more,
he would overtake them. Perhaps
he would not grab Forrest, but he
would coertainly seize either Gul-
liver Bell.  And that would
be suflicient. No, the only possible
solution to this acute problem was
to put Nelzon l.ee out of action
for a brief spell, so that the three
cads should have a chance of get-
ting away before he could recognise
them,.

i

Another thought erowded into
FForrest’s ‘'mind. Perhaps Lee would
flash an electric torch upon them
—and then, indeed, the game
would be up.

“T am waiting!” said ILee
grimly.

And sure enough, at that moment, he pulled
an electric torch out of his pocket. He
already suspected that these three dim figures
belonged to St. Frank’s boys.

Then Forrest acted.

With a sudden panther-like movement, he
shot forward. Tt was such an unexpected

move that even lee was unprepared. A



Z4 THI NEISON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

Jurior schoolboy attackiug his Housemaster!

Such a thing had never before occurred at St |

Franlk’s,

Forrest's rush was low. Tt was, indeed, a
tvpical Rugger tackle. e simply threw him-
self at Nelson Lee’s legs, and the rext second
Loe was down, his feer having been pulled
from under him.

Iie crashed heavily, the side of his head
itting the hard ma{i with great force. Gul-
liver 'and Bell, standing there, were stupe-
fied Torrest slewed round, without even wait-
ing to see what damage he nad cavsed, and
Lie breathed one word,

“Bolt!"” )

CGulliver and Bell needed no second invita-
tion, They simply ran for their lives, Aud
i‘orrest, between them, seized their arms. ‘He
caused them to swerve off towards a gap n
the hedge—opposite the wood.

“This way!” hissed Forrest.
tnow who we are—he can only guess. But
ii we run to the school he'll huve a clue.
We'ill dodge across the fields!"

They went tearing along, half expecting to
hear Nelson Lee in full pursuit, But, as a
maiter of fact, that cowardly attack of Fou-
resi’s had had greater effect than Forrest
Limself had hoped for. For Nelson Lee had
been half-stunned by that violent fall.

“Better stop here for a tick!" breathed
Forrest, as they dodged round a haystack.
“Ile’s not coming. Confound him! Who
would have thought that he would be prowling
about at thige time of night?”

“What did you do to him?"”
hoarsely. “He went down
crash

“A good thing,
viciouslv. "“If he hadn’t gone down
that it would have been all up with us."

“It's all up now!"” groaned (rulliver, shiver-
ing ~with fright. *““You're mad to come this
wav, Forvest! He hasn't followed us, but I'll
bet lie's gone back to the school! 1’1 only
take him five minutes to make a seavch, and
he'll find our dormitory empty, and——""

“Cad! 1 hadn’t thought of that!™
rupted Forrest, with a shoelk.

His brain acted like lightning,

“I've got it!” he muttered. *Stand back,
von chaps!” '

Ife pulled a box of matches out of his
pocket, and struck a licht. He allowed it to
flare up, and then threw it deliberately at the
havstack.

“What are you doing, vou fool "
Culliver, aghast. .

“You'll see,” said Forrest coo!ly.

asked Bell

an  awful

"y

like

gasped
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“He docsn’t

too!” interrupted Forrest

intec-

DUIAR |

He struck another match, for the ficst one
had gone out. This time he weunt neaver; ho
placed the lighted mateh o the grouud near
the stack, and spulled some hay out. Lt caught
five at once, blazed up, and Forrest jumped
back.

In & moment. the flammes spread, fickering

-over the stack., Then, as thouch by a miracle,

a great sheet of flame shot up. The hay was

dry. There had been no rain for a day or

two, and the wind was a drying wind.
“You're mad—mad!" said Bell, frightened.

“This stack must be worth a hundved
quid!” saird Gulliver, even more terrified.

“Who cares a hanz what it’s woeth?”
snapped Forrest, “Quick! Follow me!”

They ran at top speed across the meadow,
with the haystack flaring and flaming in their
rear, -

“Lee knows we came this way, and when
he sees these tlames he'll come along to investi-
rate,”” said Forrest cunninely. “And while
he's doing that, we'll get in, and we can be
i our beds by rhe tune he arrives. I set five
to - that :stack to give us tune. Don’t you
understand ¥ It's going to save us.”

Gulliver and Bell were too scared to an-
preciate the ervafry nature of Forrest's plan.

NELSON LEE, seeing that sudden blaze

as he hurried towards the school,
paused. He did not doubt that tha
boya whom he had seen, but had not
recognised, were responsible for the fire. And
it was quite natural that he should break
througzh the hedge, run across the meadow,
and approach the Haring rick. There was a
rasty bruise on the side of his head, and he
still felt a bit dazed. And he was grimly
angry, too. Althongh he had absolutely no
definite clue as to the identity of the three, he
had a shrewd .idea that they belonged to St.
Frank’s.

There was not a soul to be seen in the
neighbourhood of thé burning haystack. Lee
saw at once that this stack was not the only
one which might be involved. 7The meadow
belonged to Holt's farm, and, quite close at
hand, there were three or four other stacks.

“doors in the nick of time.
Forrest had watched from a safe
distance—until he had seen Nelson
Lee's figure crossing the meadow. *Then he
had known that he was comparatively safe.
He and his pals reached the school, got in,
and they arrived in their own dormitory un-

seen by a soul.

FORREST and Gulliver and Bell got in-

“Oh, my goodness!"” groaned Culliver. “I
thought we weren’t going to do it—""
“Don't waste time, you fool!” snapped

Forrest. “Get undressed! We're not safe,
even now. We can't breathe freely till we've
actually in bed.”

Never before dhad the cads of Study A
undressed so quickly. Gulliver and Bell were
nearly exhausted with terror. Forrest himaelf
was thoroughly unnerved. The narrowness of
his escape had jarred him,
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EPLIES.
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Handforth undertakes to answer, tn bis own unique fashion, any question ** N.L.”
readers care lo submit to him. Bul, although of a cerlainly the resulls will be
amusing and entertaining, the Editor lakes no responsibilily for their veracily.
¢ Wrile to Handforth, c/o the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, fo-day.

“ EVA " (Swansea).—What would T say if
'ledd:,r Long offered to lend me half-a- c‘.tm*.n"
I shouldn’t say anything. I’d just faint.

F. W. (Bradford).—Sorry, but I ecan’t
answer your question here. I couldn’t pos-
sibly print my full opinion of Gore-Pearce!

E. B. S. (Gravesend).—
a dog?’ When it's a pup, of course.
can’t beat me, old man!

" U NEMO " (Reading).—Of course, I give
(Gore-Pearce a black eye every time I see
'}um The ﬂi‘lI}- caterpillar in the ointment
is that I don’t see him often enough.

A. GRIFFITHS (Runcorn).—You don’t
know what you’re talking about, you fathead.
You call me an elephant to start with, and
titer on you say I'm a donkey. First time
T knew that an elephant is a donkey. Try
and show a bit of common sense, even if you
haven't got any. I’ll lend you that hali-
crown you ask for when you show me a speci-
men of your elephant that is a donkey.,

" 'M. FRASER (Barmouth) says he’s sorry
al having to write me again., Well, T like
that! Tt’s what one might call a back-handed
compliment, I'm  thinking. Of course, 1
write better stories than Willy.. I know that,
and so does any chump. I was chucked out
of the junior captaincy because nobody appre-
ciated my' extraordinary (very.—ED.) ideas.

LESLIE MAYCOCK (Clapton) asks why
Study D is the noisiest study in the Ancient
Flouse junior passage. You've got the jolly
old works wrong, Lesiie. I'm in Study D,
so how can it be the noisiest? And you seem
to think that Church and MeClure have a
bad time of it. That’s news to me,. If it’s
anvone who has a bad time it’s me. Of all
the blundering, obstinate, aggressive, ready
to-fight fellows I know, they take the cake,

“When is a dog not
Yon

-

' boxer

MARGARET GILES (Stratford-on-Avon).
—Youw've got me beaten, Margaret, so vou
can congratulate yourself on a fine achicve-
ment. I’ve spemt weeks trying to solve thoso
Chinese or Japancse characters you sent 1w,
and I'm afraid there’s nothing doing. 'Tley
look like a lot of jellyfishes stuck over the
paper in queer attitudes—and that’s the boest
I can do for you. 1 bow my head in shame!

B. P. (Godalming).—So your friend fuinted
when you showed her my portrait, did she?
What a silly thing to do. Just think wlt
she was missing.

JACK PITT (Londen)—~Glad to IH!.'-—-
ahem !—I mean, 1'm interested to hear thut
you're no relation of Reggie Pitt. 1 am keen
on dirt-track racing. Unfortunately, my patov
won't buy me a motor-bike. Says I'm too
reckless, Ridiculous, isn’t it? Me—reckless!
Perish the thought. So I just content myscli
with broadsiding round the Triangle in Iy
Austin Seven when the masters and prefects
aren’t watching,

LESLIE PINNER (Chiswick).—So youre
the bloke who sent me that empty envelope
last week, are you? I wish your second
letter had been the same! Here’s the answers
to vour guestions. "““Where’s my study uat

school?”” The doorway of it is in a passage.
“Are Church and MecClure your study
mates?””  Chwreh and MceClure have the

honour to be in my study. ““Who is the best
in the Junior School? \"r'hy ask ?
‘“Is Nelson lL.ee your Hr:luhezrm“-ti_t ’:"E:r.
answer is in the affirmative. “Do you play
foothall and cricket—if so, what positions

1 play both games—I'm c:qual]y good in a ;3
and every. position. ““Would you play Rugger
if you had the chance?’ (Would anybody
play with a hefty ass like Handy careering
and charging about the field - that’s the ques-
tion you should ask, leslie.—-Kbp,)

EDWARD OSWALD.
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HERO—-AND CAD! |

(Continued from page 23.)

lixactly how narrow that escape had been,
he realised a minute later. For shouts were
sounding, and windows were being thrown
up. Somebody had spotted the blaze in the
distance, and the alarm waz spreading. Only

in the nick of time had Foreest & Co. got |

itito their beds!

, CHAPTER 3.
The School Firefighters!

‘5 [IRE!"”
F Some one sent the civ up, and

others echoed it. In less than a
minute the Ancient House was 1n
1 state of commotion; and the other Houses
were waking up, too. TForrest, Iving in bed,
could hear people running up aud down the
corridor,
“Hadn't we hetter open the door, and look
out ?" suggested Guliliver,
\ “Np!"
“But if we do that, it'll prove to everv
hody that we've really been in bed,”” sud
Coulliver. “If there are any inguicies later

“I've thonght of that,’”" interrupted Fou-
rest. ““(ive them a miuute or two, anvhow,

Somebody might come in, and it'll be 2 lot
better if we're found 1n bed, asleep.”

And, sure enough, the verv thing that For-
vest anticipated happened. Hubbard rushed
in, switched on the light, and Forrest & (.
only just had time to duck their heads down,
and pretend to be aslecp. -

“Wake up, you chaps!” said Hubbavd ex-
citedly. “There’s a fire!"

IForrest sat up, bleary-cyved, vawning.

“Fire?" he repeated. staring. " What
the— What's the time *”

“Blow the time!" gasped Hubbard.
“The school's on  fire! Fveryvbody's
velling [

“School’'s on fire!" ejaculated Gulliver,

sitting up like a jack-in-the-box. “ But——"

Fortunately., Hubbard rushed out aguin,
aud Forrest glared at lus chums.

“The lesa vou chaps sav the bLetter!” ho
snapped, “Flubbard's a lunatie!  Fle's
heard somebody shouting ° IFive,” and he
thinks the fire’s i1n the school! All tho
better !™

lle eot out of bed, put on his dressing-
gown, and walked into the corridor. lle was
just in time to run tnta Nipper and Mand-
forth and Travers, and one or two other
prominent Removites.

“What's all the excitement?” asked Tor-
rest, yawning again, |

“Some silly chump started a panie.” said
Nipper grimly., “There's no fire in the

AND LISTEN TO THE
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scwool. It's over on Holt's Farin. A barn
or something.”
“Is that all?” said Forrest in a dis-

appointed voice. ““1 thought we were going
to have some excitemoent.”

IHe was overjoved to sce, at that moment,
the figure of Nelson Lee. The schoolmaster

deteetive had just mounted the stairs, and
there were some prefeets with him, too. Lee
came striding along the corridor.

“There’'s no nead for you boys 1o be
alarmed,” he said. “The fire 1s not con-
nceted with St. Frank’s.”

“We understand it’s on Helt's IFarm, sir,”
remarked Forrest.

"Hmk do youn know 7" asked Lee, looking

':lt nlm sharply.
“Nipper just said so, ‘sir,
coolly.

" replied Bernard

Ile was quite comfortable. Nelson Lee
.could not have arrived at a better moment.
For he beheld Forrest in his
wiamas and dressing-gown,

&-ié beheld Gulliver and Bell

“in their pyjamas only., Many
of ‘the other fellows were
half-dressed. . In any case,

this commotion at the school
rendered Nelson lLee’s
gearch absolutely futile. Ile
would never be able to dis-
cover now to whom those
dim figures had belonged.
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noticed i1t before, but there’s a big

L3

hadn’t
bruise——

“Never mind that now,” interrupted Lee.
“I was attacked in the lane, and T have
good reason to believe that the boys wha
attacked me also fired the haystack on M.
Holt’'s property. ™

“The boys, sir!” echoed Nipper. “They
weren't St, Frank’s chaps, were they 77

“I believe so,” repliea Lee grimly. “ But
there 1s no time to talk of this now.”

HERE was some quick work done by
the St. Frank’s Fire Brigade.

i

As soon as the word went round
that the brigade was to get 1into
action, the members of it hastened to their
posts,  There were two sections of the

brigade-——a semior section and a junior sece-
tion. HHandforth, of eourse, was a prominent
member of the junior seection. He and

;Ihl g

They might have been
Removites  or  KFourth-Formers, or even
Filth-Formers. Half the fellows were out of
their beds, and nobody would be able o tell
if any certain three had been unlawfully
abroad mm the night. -

It was not cven possible for Lee to be sare
that the haystack had been fired by those

boys. Bernard TForrest’s little plan, de-
structive though it was, looked like being
remarkably effective.

AN'T we do something, sir?” asked

‘4
‘ Handforth ecagerly,
“Yes, vou'd better all go back
. to vour beds,” said Nelson Lec.

“ But wlw, sir?” went on Handflorth,
“We had fire-drill only last week, and we
know all the ropes. We've got our own
speeial fire-engine, and it wouldn’t take us
long to trundle it over to the farm.’’

“Why not, sir?” said Nipper. “There's
no proper brigade in Bellton, and we might
be able to save a part of the barn.’

“It’'s not a barn—it’s a haystack,” said
Nelson Lee. “There are some other stacks
near by, which, might ecasily be involved.
Yes, boys, T think it might be a good idea
for vou to get In some practice at fire-
lighting.”

“Good egg !” said Handforth boisterously.

“Only the members of the school fire
brigade must ‘take part in this expedition,”
ordered Lee. *“ All other boys must return
to their beds.”

“1 say, guv’'nor, what's the matter with
your head?” asked Nivper suddenly. “I

Nipper and Gresham and TFullwood and a
erowd of others, only half-dressed, woent
rushing “to the engine-shed. Every rhlng‘ Wig
doue with speed and precision.

The engine was of the hand- Opcrfltrri
variety; but quite modern and effective.
The boys whirled it out of the St. Frank's
grounds, and they were soon rushing down
the lane towards a convenient gateway uhn'h
led into the meadow,

*“We've beaten the sentors, anyhow,” said
Nipper as they ran. "“"We got out abeut
H'»-L.I:li'j. ‘.-.(}L‘Gllds before the scrior engine.

They're coming down now, just behind us.

~“We'll have the fire out before they get
into position,” declared Handforth breath-
lesshy.

The whole meadow was filled with- a

flickering, lurid light. The haystack was
now blazing with an appalling fury, the
flames shooting up into the sky in livid
masses. Sparks were roaring heavenwards,
too, and the wind was carrving the fire
towards the other stacks. . One of them,
indeed, was already i1nvolved.

Only a small number of villagers bhad
arrived on the scene. They were mosily
Farmer Holt's men, from the little row of
cottagres near by, at Pelton’s Bend.

Mr. Jeremiah Holt himself was there, alsc
Joe Catchpole, his foreman. - And the
juniors - noticed Tom Belcher -and  Jen:
Potter. Mr. Holt was rushing about shout.
ing, but doing nothing ecfective. Some of
his men had, brought buckets, but they had
scen at a glance that these would be of
little or no use.
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them stacks!” Mr.

“They'll all go—all
“These schoolboys won't

ol was shouting.
do any good—"
“Where is the nearest water, Mr, Ilolt 7"
asked Nipper, running up. “7The river's too
far, but there’s a brook, isn't there—""
“Just down at the end of the meadow,”
tiferrupted the farmer, pointing. “But I

don't s'pose you boys can do much. The
fire's got too big a hold.”
They took no notice of him. Mr. Holt |

wos an unpleasant man at the best of times.

For a period he had left the farm. Ile
kad, indeed, sold it; but fairly recently he
had bought it back again, and the land was
being farmed as of old. The villagers were
not particularly pleased, as Mr. Iolt was
unipopular.

“Ay, I'll warrant that somebody set fire
to tlits rick a-purpose,” said one of the Bell-
ton inhabitants as ho looked on. “There’s
wmany a man with a grudge against old Holt.
Not surprising, either.”

“{iood thing these young gents from St,
I'rank’s have come down,” said onec of the
ottier men, “Mebbe they’ll save them other
stacks,”

The boys were working with a will. The
engine crew, with Handfortlh in command,
was ready. It did not take Nipper long
to get the supply pipe in the brook, and
soon afterwards the pumps were going
vigorously.  Handforth, at one of the
Landles, was working with tremendous vim.

“Put your backs into it!" he panted.
“No slacking, mind! We want all the water
we can get!”

It was an impressive scene.

The senior fire-engine had come up by
this time, and this was soon in operation,
too, Seniors and ijuniors, with the hoses,
were playing the streams of water on the
blazing stacks. The original haystack was
left severely ulone; all the firefighters could |
hope to do was to prevent the flames from
shicading to the other stacks.

Nelson liee was there, of course, and he
worlied with the best of them,

“Do you think it was an accident,
guv'nor?” asked Nipper, during a short
period of relief. :

“It was no accident,” replied Lee. *“The
llaystack was scet on fire deliberately. I was
in the lane at the time and I saw the fiest
blaze.”

_";D'td you see anybody near the stacks,
sir?”

“Nobody,” replied Lee. “I'm afraid this
will be a police job. Mr. Holt is bound to
make a complaint, and the police will be
compelled to conduct an inquiry. Not that
it will come to anything. T verv much doubt
it the culprit will be discovered.”

“By the police you mean, sir?” asked
Nipper. ‘“But don't you think you'll dis-
cover him "

“I'm doubtful,” replied Nelson Lee slowly.
“Look here, Nipper, I'll tell you something.
When I was walking up the lane I met threeo
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longed to junior schoolboys. Ouz of them
attacked me.”

“Cireat Scott !"” said Nipper, staring.

“I was not prepared for that bov's rush,
aud in falling over I hit my head on the
hard road,” continued Lee. “Those boys,
I awm convinced, set fire to this haystack iu
order to put mo off the trail. Although I
suspected what their parce was—that they
meant to draw me to the haystack while they
bolted elsewhere—I was compelled to fall
into the trap.”

“You mean that you did so open-eyed,
guyv nor "’

“I thought there might be a chance of
putting the fire out before it became too
serious,” replied Lee. *Dut as soon as I
arrived at the stack I found that any such
hope was doomed to disappointment. DMean-
while, those three boys had eluded me. Now,
Nipper, [ don't want vou to sneak, or any-
thing like that. But you must realise that
this matter 1s very scrious. Do you know
if anv boys' were absent fromn any junior
dormitory in the Ancient Ilouse after lights-
out "

Nipper shook his head. :

“As far as I know, sir, eversbody was in
bed,” he replied. *“The only fellows who
might be idiotic enough to break bounda
were certainly in bed. -+ I saw them myself,
immediately after the alarm had been
sounded.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I won't ask for any names,”” he said.
“H'm! I’'m afraid the voung rascals will
escape the punishment they deserve.”

“They must have bheen chaps from soma
othér House, sir,” said Nipper.

“I imagine €0,”” said Nelson Lee. ““Well,
come along. We've had our spell of rest.
We must go and relieve some of the others.”
0 were saved. The original haystack

was completely burnt down, and
another one was partially destroved, and even
the portion which had been saved from the
flames was ruined by water,

However, the schoolboyvs were worthy of tha
highest praise. They had worked with a will,
and Farmer Holt had every reason to be

grateful. Not that he appeared grateful. Ie
was full of grumbles and complaints.

When most of the execitement was over,
Handforth, begrimed and dishevelled, ap-
proached a group of Removites near the fire-
engine,

““Anybody lost a silver pencil ?"" he asked.

Nobody apparently had.

“I found it near one of the stacks,”” said
Handforth. “It’s a good one, too. No name
on it, or initials, or anything, but I expect it
belongs to one of the chaps.”

“Nerver mind it now,” said Nipper. “We'll
inquire to-morrow. It may belong to the rot-
ter who set fire to the stack.”’

“By George! I hadn't thought of that!™

WING to the valiant efforts of the St.
Frank’s firefighters, most of the stacks

figures, and I'm pretty sure that thev be-

said Handforth, with a start. “A clue! If



Whilst Nipper was glancing at the paragraph Bell, was pointing out to him, there came a loud craﬂk,'

and the junior skipper clasped his knee, his face screwed up in agony.

“he panted. Behind a nearby hedge, Bernard

we ‘find out who this pencil belongs to, we
shall get the culprit!”

“Rats! You can’t jump to conclusions like
that, Handy,”” said Nipper, with a laugh.
“The pencil may belong to one of the chaps
here—one of the fire brigade.”

*But nobody claimed it. Nobody, in fact,
had apparently lost a silver pencil. Nippet
put a notice on the board next day, and in
the meantime he displayed the silver pencil
on the Common-room mantelpiece. But it
remained there.

For, to tell the truth, that pencil belonged
to: Bernard Forrest. lIle had been alarmed
af- first, for its presence near the haystack
absociated nim with the scene. And he had
not been there during the fire-fighting activi-
tms. He was afraid that somebody would
recognise it as his—and then he would find
the situation very awkward.

But the danger passed, and the penci
remained on the Common-room mantelpicece,
unclaimed.

There was quite a big inquiry. Dr. Nicholls
ralled the whole school together, and bhe
hinted that some St. Frank’s boys were sus-
pected of the outrage. But the inquiry came
to nothing.

Nobody owned up, of course, and there
svas no direct evidence to prove that
any of the St. Frank’s fellows had been
breaking bounds.

Inspector Jameson, pompous and important,
came over from Bannington. Some officials
from an insurance company, too. Their in-
¢uuries at” the school, however, were only
formal. '

lven Nelson Lee’s evidence was inconclu-
sive, Ile had met three unknown figures in
the lane; they had attacked him; aud, at

‘“ Something hit me! ™’
Forrest, with a catapult in his hand, grinned.

about the same time, he had spotted the fire.
He could not say, with any certainty, that
the fire had been caused by those threé un-
known boys. ' ;

They might even have belonged to the
River House School, or they might have Yeen
three village boys.

The affair gave the school something to talk
about for a day, but after that it was allowed
to drift into oblivion.

There was only that silver pencil case 16
serve as a clue—and Handforth, who nad
found it, was bitterly disappointed.

“It's a solid silver pencil, and a jolly gvod
one,”” he declared. 'The very fact that it
hasn’t been claimed proves that it belongs
to the rotter whao set fire to that stack.”

“That’s true enough,” admited Chuvcli
“But if he won’t come and claim it, what are
we to do?” .

“He couldn’t have heen a village chap- -
with a pencil like that,’”” said Handforth
keenly. “T1 wouldn’t mind betting a term’s
pocket-money that Forrest knows something
about that penecil.”

“Oh, draw it mild.”

“In fact, I believe it’s his,”’ continucd
Handforth., *“Naturally, he won’t claim it,
and we can’t prove that it is his. He’s up to
his old games again. Breaking bounds, and

"

“Forrest’s - a dlfferent chap now,”
McClure. ‘““Dash it all, Handy, give him a
chance! It isn’t fair to accuse him like this,
without a shred of evidence. Didn’t you make
inquirtes? Didn’t Hubbard tell you that For-
rest and Gulliver and Bell were in bed as
soon as the alarm was raised 7"’

“Forrest’s cunning enough for anything,”

put In

replied Handforth obstinately.
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“He may be cunning, but he's not a
magician,” said Church. “He couldn’t be
outside, setting fire to haystacks, and in bed,
two.”’

CHAPTER 9.
The Hidden Hand!

N Baturday morning Forrest wasz out
before breakfast with the junior foot-
ballers, and he was so keen on the

| game, and he was so thoroughly
accent in every way, that he was rapidly be-
coming well Iil‘ied.

Fven Nipper—who had had suspicions
azainst Forest—felt inclined to put them
asidle. The fellow was showing every indica-
tion of running straight. And his football
was improving, tco. He was becoming more
brililant than ever in his shooting.

There was a big game on to-day. The
sannington Grammar School Junior Eleven
was coming over for its first match of the
season against St. Frank’s. And Nipper had
& very strong team, and the Saints were hope-
ful of winning by a good margin.

““Handforth’s got his eye on you, Forrest,”
said Gulliver, in Study A, after breakfast.

““Really ?” said Forrest. “What for?”

“He’s still making inquiries about that rot-
ternn navetack affair,” said Gulliver uneasily.
“You know what a sticker Handforth is—"

““Oh, that?”’ broke in Forrest indifferently.
“ o you think I care? The school authorities
aud the police haver’t been able to find out
auvthing. So what chance does Handforth
stand 2V

“All the same, it’s pretty rotten having
f:1im suspicious of us,”’ said Dell. “The woust
of it i3, he’s right. We are the chaps who sct
fire to that hayvstack. At least, you're Lhe
ctiap, Forrest.”

Hornn[rd swung round on his two pals, his
facoe evil,
~ “How many times have I told you not to
saeak of it?” he snarled, under his breath.
“*You fools! Don’t you know that walls have
ewrs? Forget the fire! F¥orget that we broke
bounds on that night! Don’t ever breathe
arother word about it! Understand 2"

Culliver and Bell backed away, scared.

“ All right—don’t eat us!” said Bell. **We
were only trying to warn you.”

“I don’t need any warnings,”’ snapped For-
rost. £ As for Handforth, I don’t care a snap
about him, He would have suspected us, even
il we hadn’t had anything to do with the
affair. He’s had his knife into me ever since
I zot back. But I'm proving to all the other
coaps that I’'m different.”

“You mean, they think vou’re different,”
said Gulliver tartly.

“ As far as they’re concerned, it’s the same
thing,” said Forrest, resuming his ordinarily
cool demeanour. “‘Now, don’t forget.” That
havstack business is finished, Let’s talk about
faotball, instead.”

“We're not interested in foothall,” said
Felt sourly.

1
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“I thought you might like to know that
I'm playing in this afternoon’s game,” said
Forvest.

“You're plaving ¥" ejaculated Gulliver.

“Centre-forward,” nodded Forrest.

“But Nipper’s centre-forward!”

“At present—but he won't be soon,” said
Forvest. “We're going out for a bit more
practice immedintoﬁf atter morning lessons.
Or, at least, the members of the junior eleven
are going to practice. I'm very much afeaid
that something will happen to Nipper.”

Gulliver and Bell staved.

COMING NEXT WEEK! v

o et |

““What are you getting at, Forrest "’ asked

Gulliver, in a frightened voice. ““You can’t
do anything like that! You're not in the
eleven, and you’ll never get Nipper’s place it
vou deliberately crock him. You’ll be sus-
pected at once.”

“I don’t think so,” said Forrest calmly.
“By the way, Gully, vou're a bit interested
in golf, aren’t you?"”

“What's golf got to do with this?" asled
Gulliver. *'Look here, Forrest, vou’d betier
not get up to any of those tricks. I know
what your game is. You're ‘accidentally’
going to kick Nipper at practice, eh?
Well, I can tell You straight away that the
other chaps will suspect you.”

Forrest leaned back in his chair.

“ About this golf,”” he said musingly.
rather a good idea for the authorities to

“It's
ro-

| vide St. Frank’s with a private links. I shall
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seriously have to think of taking up the game
myself. What’s it like, Gully 7"
Gulliver grunted.

“I don’t really play,” he said. ‘‘Grayson

of the Tifth is keen on it, and he took me
round yesterday.”’

- “Didn’t T see you practising with some
chubs 7’

“I was only fooling :tbnnt " said Gulliver.
“They’re Grayson’s clubs.”

“But he’ll lend ’em to
him 7%

“Of course.”

you if you ask

ANAAYL AN ANATLAL ANLANAAN

“THE WHIP HAND!”

. Feeling quite safe in the realisation
that all his underhand villainy is unknown,
Bernard Forrest continues with his un-
serupulous designs to usurp Nipper the
Junior captain.

But a shock awaits Forrest !

For somehody gets to know of his
villainy—and that somebody is Claude
Gore-Pearce ; Claude, who has good
reason to hate Forrest !

And Gore-Pearce, now that he holds the
whip hand—well, he doesn’t intend to
losz this excellent opportunity of getting
his own back !

Troublesome {imes are in store for
Bernard Forrest !

- Make sure you don’t miss reading this
grand long yarn next Wednesday, chums.

“ THE ISLAND
CASTAWAYS!"

" Look out for another exciting instal-
;___wcnt of Arthur S. Hardy’s magnificent
waventure serial next week.

- Also many other popular and amusing

izatures.
ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“Good !’ said Forrest. ‘‘Well, Gully, I
- want you to help me in this little stunt of
mine. Nothing in it. You don’t have to do
]"Ith'[L And it’s as safe as houses.”

“I don't know what you're getting at,”
said Gulliver uneasily.
“Listen to me—and

you'll s=oon know,”’

replied Berngrd Forrest.

UST before lessong, ITandforth & Co.

J came across Guliiver in the West

Square. QGulliver was practising with

a putter, and Handforth & Co. paused

to wateh. Gulliver had two or three golf

balls with him, and he was trying to knock

them into a littie hole in the ground, neur
the middle of the square.
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“It’'s no good doing that,”” said Handforth
eritically. “You ought to practise on a
proper lawn,”

Gulliver looked up,

“I asked the Head to let me practise on
his lawn, but he didn’t think much of the
idea,”” he said savcastically. ‘““You ass!
Where i1s there a lawn I can practise on?
There isn’t time for me to go to the golf
course now, and I’m trying to get in as much
practice as possible,” -

““ Are you really going in for golf 7"’ asked
Handforth curiously.

Ed Yesil‘j‘

“Wonders will never cease,”” said Iand-
forth, ‘““Well, golf isn’t much of a sport, in
my opinion, but it’s better than nothing.
There’s hope for you yet, Gulliver!”

The Study D trio walked on, and quite a
number of other fellows saw Gulliver practis-
ing in the West Square. Nobody took much
notice, for the golf fever had attacked many
of the juniors since the St. Frank’s links
had been opened.

As soon as morning lessons were over,
Nipper and Handforth and Travers and all
the other members of the junior eleven
dashed upstairs to change. There was an
opportunity of getting in a final half-hour
of practice, The day was fine and sunny, and
tne prospects were good for the afternoon.

On Little Side the junior footballers col-
lected for the practice. Nipper was one of
the first out, and he stoed near the touchline,
chatting with Reggie Pitt, of the West
House, :

“I think we ought to beat the Grammarians
to-day,” Pitt was saying. “We're all in
good form, Nipper, and we shall be pl.-.lymg
on our own ground.”

“Teo I fancy we’ll pull it off,” :ud Nipper.
““But thc} re jolly keen, you ]{H{JW and we
shall have to go all out. Well, come on.
Here are the others,  Might as well be
making a start.”

He was moving off towards the centre of
the field when somevody hailed him,  He
turned and saw Bell.

““Seen Forrest anywhere 7’ asked Bell.

“No,” said Nipper. ‘‘He'’s not here. He
wanted to change, but I told him not to
bother.  There was no need for him to
practise,’’

“1 wanted to show him a parag
the ‘ Baunington Gazette,”” said
“Have you seen 1t?"

Nipper strolled over, and he and Bell stood
together,

““ Anything exciting "’ asked Nipper.

“It’s only about the Blue Crusaders,”” sald
Bell. ““There’s a big game on in Bannlrlgtur:
to-day. Forrest is so jolly interested in fnr}t
ball that [ thought he might like to see it.

Nipper glanced at the paragraph, Sud-
denly, w:thnut warning, there came a 1c}ud
“crack,” and the junior skipper gave a
startled yell. Ile toppled over, the paper
flying away in the wind. :

raph in
Bell.
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“Great Scott!” gasped Bell. ‘*What's the
matter? What the dickens—"

“Something hit me!” panted Nipper, his
face screwed up in agony. “'It's my knee—
Why, look at this!”

There was a golf ball lying close to him.
As a matter of fact, it had come whizzin
through the air, and had struck him wit
terrvific force on the knee-cap.

ITandforth and Pitt and Travers and fwo
or three others came running up, and they
heiped Nipper to his feet.  The junior
skipper was in considerable pain,

**Afraid I’'m crocked,”” he muttered, as he
gingerly felt his knee. ‘‘By Jove! 'That
was a nasty crack, if you like! Didn’'t even
sce the thing coming—didn’t know anything
about it until it hit me.”

““Who's fooling about with golf balls, any-
liow 27 roared Handforth, looking round.

On the far side of the field, Gulliver had
come into view, carrying a wooden driver,
He was grinning,

‘“ Anybody seen a golf ball over here?"’ he
inquired, as he ran on to Little Side. “I've
béen practising driving, and I sliced a ball
just now, and I believe it came over this
\‘:'EE'.”

*We haven’t seen it,”" said Greshamn, who
liappened to be near,

“Hi!"” came a shout from Handiorth,
“Who'’s that idiot with a golf club?”

(iulliver ran across the field.

“*What's the matter?”’ he asked. ''Oh, 1
say! I haven’t hurt anybody, have 17?7 1f
wua3 an absolute accident, you know >

““Is this golf ball yours?”’ demanded Hand-
forth, displaying it.

“Yes,” saild Gulliver,
just now, in the meadow, and—’

“*You hopeless chump!”’ said Reggie Pitt
angrily, “You've crocﬁed Nipper!"

“What!” gasped Gulliver, staring.

““That ball of yours hit me on the knee,”
said Nipper ruefully. “‘It was coming at a
. tremendous pace, Gulliver, You must have
hit it a big smack.”

“I say, I'm very sorry,” said Gulliver, with
coucern. “I was hitting in a different direc-
tion—down the meadow. I sliced it, and it
shot over the hedge like a bullet. I didn’t
even see where it went.”

““Well, 1 felt where it came,” said Nipper.
“Phew! I shan’t be able to bend this knee
for a week!”

Handforth glared at Gulliver.

“I was practising

'

**I believe you did it on purpose!'’ he said
hotly, :
““Oh, I say!”’ protested Gulliver. *‘How

{he dickens could I do a thing like that on
purpose 7"’

“All right, Gulliver—accidents are bound
to happen,” said Nipper good-naturedly.
“But I wish you’d be a bit more careful
when you’re driving next time, You'll
become a public danger., Dry up, Handy.
It was a pure accident!”

I'm not so sure,” said Handforth sus.
piciousiy.

|
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Gulliver looked startled. . b

“It was!"” he protested, “I couldn’t hif
a ball again like that if I tried a thousand
times!”’ ' 5

“Of course he couldn’t,” said Travers.
““The cleverest professional golier couldn’t
drive a ball deliberately at somebody’s knee-
cap two hundred wards away and hope to
hit it.” '

“Of course,”
mad.  All right, Gulliver—don’t look so
scared, I'm not going to punch your head.”

“I'm really awfully sorry,”” said Gulliver.
“I’"d no idea the ball was coming over this
way. It was a rotten hit of mine. I'll be
more careful next time.”

“If you must practise, you'd better
into the very middle of Bannington Moor,"”
said Pitt. ‘‘And make sure that nobody is

said Nipper. "Handforth’sl

!
go

within a range of half a mile,” '.

Gulliver took the ball, and went off with
renewed apolozies, And behind the neigh-
bouring hedge, where it was thickest, Ber-
nard Forrest grinned as he put his catapult
away !

CHAPTER 10,
Forrest the Hero!

T had been surprisingly easy.

I Forrest, behind the hedge, safe from
observation, had had that golf ball
ready in his catapult. He had waited

until Bell had come along with the newspaper.

It was Bell’s job to engage Nipper in con-

versation, and to pet Nipper to read that

paragraph. This ensured Nipper  standing
quite still for a moment or two.

And Forrest, taking careful aim for
Nipper's knee, had released the golf ball from
his powerful catapult. Quite an easy matter
for anybody who could handle a catapult
with a little skill; the distance was not far.

Nipper’s sudden collapse had been the
signal for Gulliver, a long distance away, to
appear with the club, asking if anybody had
seen his golf bali. How was anybody to know
that Forrest had been concealed behind the
hedge with a catapult?

It was a mean and underhanded way of
crocking Nipper. There had been a distinct
chance of Nipper's knee-cap being broken.
As it was, the ball had struck him a glancing
blow, and a severe bruise was the only result,
Within two minutes of the ‘‘accident,”” For-

rest was in the Triangle, leaning against one
of the walls, casually reading a weekly
periodical. -

On Little Side, the junior footballers were
ANXI0US.

“You're not really ecrocked, are you, Nip-
per ?’" asked Tommy Watson anxiously.

Nipper cautiously bent his kuee.

““Well, I shan’t have to use crutches,’’ ho
replied.  “But I'm afraid I'm no good for
this afternoon’s game."”

“Oh, my hat!"”

L “What rotten luck!™

!
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“This is going to spoil cur chance,” said
Regeie Pitt.  “Rats to Gulliver and his golf!
Don’t you think yvou’ll be better by this after-
noon, old man?”

“1T may be better, bul this knee 1s
swelling,”’ said Nipper, as he felt it. ‘““No, I
shan’t be able to play. I’m out of it.”

“It’s a pity these chaps can’t practise golf
on the links!” said Handforth indignantly.

“I dare say Gulliver thought he was safe
m the meadow,” said Nipper. *“He might
not make another hit like that for months.
Perhaps never. Just a piece of bad luck.”

“Who are von going to play in your
place ?” asked Fullwood.

Nipper considered the point.

“Forrest,”” he replied, after’a moment,

“Forrest!” echoed Handforth excitedly.
“What rot! There are plenty of other fel-
lows——"

“Forrest has proved himeelf to be a rip-
ping centre-forward,” said Nipper quietly.
“He played a great game against the Fourth
the other day. He’s even better now. IHis
shooting, this' morning, was wonderful.
There’s nobody else with his form.”

“You’re right,” nodded Pitt. "I noticed

1&'reat form.
ippers’”’

Forrest this morning. He’s iIn
Nearly as good as you yourself,

Nipper had easily fallen into Bernard For-
rest’s trap. Forrest had known that Nipper,
as a conscientious skipper, would select the
best available man for the centre-forward posi-
tion. And Forrest knew well enough that
he was the best available man. There was
no favouritism with Nipper. He thought of
the game first and last. But it was certainly
beyoud his comprehension—and everybody
else’s—that Forvest should have deliberately

¢rocked his skipper so that he should secure

the place!

6 OU’RE  wanted, Forrest,” said
i Duncan.
He had been asked to go and look

for Forrest, and he had found For-
rest in the Triangle, leaning against one of
“the walls, reading,
oY Wanted 7 said  Forreet,
MeWhat for 7

looking up.

“Nipper wants you,”” replied Duncan.
““You're going to play in this afternoon’s
game.”’ ;

Forrest laughed.

“Tell me another,”” he said lightly.

“But it’s true,” insisted the New Zealander.
“Nipper’s been crocked, That precious pal
of yours, Gulliver, drove a gnoJf ball and it
hit Nipper’s knee by accident.”

“I say, this isn’t true, is it?” asked
Forrest, with concern. “By gad! There’s
a chance for me to play, then?”

“Perhaps you’re glad that Nipper
crocked, eh?” asked Duncan tartly.

“I’'m not glad, but I can’t hef(p being a
bit selfish,”” replied Forrest. ‘“Any fellow
would be. I never dreamed that should
get a chance in a big game yet!”

He hurried off, and found Nipper on Little
Eitjlt-, still surrounded by the crowd of foot-
ailers.
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“I want you to play this afternoon, For-
rest,”” said Nipper,

“That’s what Dunean told me, but I
couldn’t believe it,”” said Forrest, his face
flushed and his eyes shining. ‘“‘He said that
you’d been hit with a golf ball, or some-
thing.”

“You ought to know!” said Handlorth
coldly. “One of your precious studymates
did 1it! Fooling about with golf elubs ought
to be prohibited.”’

“1 warned him,” said Forrest earnestly.
“I told him ngt to practise driving anywhere
near the school. I thought he might break a
window, or do some other damage; but [
never dreamed he’d hit anybody.”

“Well, never mind,” said Nipper. *“No
good erying over spilt milk. How do you
feel about it, Forrest? Do you think you
can put up a good gamec this afternoon?”’

“Try me!” he said cagerly. “I won’t let
the side down, Nipper.”’

“We want to win this match,” said Nipper.
“T shall rely upon you, Forrest, to lead the
forward line. And we shall want one or two
goals, too. It won’t be such an easy match
as that one against the Fourth. The Gram-
marians are keen—and they’re top-hole
players. It’ll be a-big test for you.”

“I don’t know what T ecan say, Nipper, to
show you my appreciation,” said Forrest, so
earnestly and with such apparent sincerity
that all the listeners were 1mpressed. “‘Ii’s
really awfully decent of you to put me in
the team like this. Tt’s a—— Well, it shows
that you’ve got faith in me. You're letting
bygones be bygones. T’ll play like the very
dickens to prove that I'm worthy. 1t really
is awfully decent of you.”

(Continued on page 34.)

TRACK YOU CAN
STAND ON'!

—and what is more, this wonder-
ful new Bowman Track costs less
than the usual tin - plate kind,
although it's made of solid steel-
plate set in weather - proofed
wnﬂd Ilﬂtpfri.

Write for the Bowman Wonder
Book—it will tell you all about
these splendid new type rails and
the othe: fine Bowman models,
including the sturdy steam locos
that hau! heavy loads up to 1§ miles
on one filling {(price: 18/6 10 27/6.)

Send 3d. in stamps for your cepy.
Ask at the shops to see

Soghs 34, Gy 44,
(Made in 2 ft. lengths and €
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The way Forrest expressed himself seemed
sicere enough, and even Nipper was im-
pressed., '

Handforth, obstinate as ever, hinted davkly
ter Church and McClure that there was some-
thing fishy about the whole business.

“I've said from the first that Forrest is
rlaving a deep game,” he declaved. * Think
of 1t!  Bell comes up to Nipper with the
newspaper, and it’s Gulliver who sends that
zolt ball!  And Forrest gets Nipper's placel
Don’t vou call that a rummy sort of coinci-
donece 77 .

“But it 13 only a coincidence, Handy,"” said
Church. “You're not suggesting that Gulli-
ver could deliberately drive a golf ball at
Nipper's knee?"”

Handtorth frowned.

““No, that’s impossible,” he admitred.
“But, all the same, there's someti:ing fishy
asont 1ie.”’

It wasn't so much astuteness on Handiorth's
part a3 a “hunch ” that Bernard Forrest
was still the same rasecal as of yore. Hand-
foriti maintained rhat the leopard could not
change his spots. But, after all, Handforth
was alone in these suspicions of his. Forrest
had succeeded in fooling all the others.

And in Study A Forrest was grihning swith
trivtmph,

“Brains!"” he observed coolly. “That's all
vou uneed, my lads! Brains!"” '

And Gulliver and Bell marvelied
cunuing of their uuscrupulous leader,

i OAL!™
“Oh, well kicked, Forrest:”
A roar of appreciation went up

from the crowds of Removites and
Fourtlhi-Formers who were round the ropes of
Lirtle Side. The big game was on, and it
was aircady ten minutes old. Bernard For-
resl, nlayving tip-top football, had seized upon
ono of the earliest chances. and had coun-
verted it into a glorious goal.

Pouncing upon the ball, he” had sent in a
first-time shot which the woalkeeper had
hardly seen., Nipper himself could not have
- done hetter. There were many fellows, in-
deed, who frankly declared that Forrest was
better than Nipper.

The Grammarians bucked up considerably
after that early reverse, and they pressed
hard for the next ten minutes. Edgar Stan-
more, the Grammarian skipper, inspired his
men by lus vigorous plav, and there was a
period when Church and MeClure, the St.
'rank’s backs, were rearly run off their feet.

Twice they were completely beaten, and it
was only Handforth’s masterly play in goal
that saved St. Frank’s from disaster. Stau.
more drove in a low shot which sent Hand-
forth full length aeross the goalinouth. Ha
only just succeeded in tipping the leather
vound the post.

v “Well saved, Handy!"”
. ¥ Corner!”

“Keep 'em out, St. Frank's!"”

The corner kick was taken, and there waa
a tremendous lot of excitement as the ball
‘hohbed about near the goalmouth. But one

R TR T

at the
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of Hundforth’s fists ecame lunging out, and
the leather was sent into touch. The tmined:-
ate crisis was over,

Then came a period of hard play in mid-
field, neither side gaining much headway.

It was Forrest who mitiated the next 3t.
Frauk's attack. He sent out a long pass to
Reggie Pitt on the wing, and Reggie was off
in a flash on one of his lightning runs.

He centred, and Travers, taking the ball
in his stride, took a shot at goal.

The Grammarian custodian leapt out, how-
ever, caught the leather on his chest, aud
succeeded in  getting it away. Stanmoro
trapped it, passed out to his right wing, and
the winger, after a brief run, centred, and
Stanmore once again got the ball. He ran.
right in, and scored a brilliant goal. Hand-
forth, leaping up, was deceived by the swerve
of the leather.

“Goal !”

“Well plaved, Grammarians!”

HROUGHOUT the first half,. it wa3 a

I + grim battle, with neither side actually

gairing the mastery. Forrest played a

truly magnificent game, leading his
forwards . well, and initiating attack after
attack.  But the C(Grammarians were keen,
valiunt defenders,

At half-time, the score stood one all. And
everybody was talking about Forrest’s play,

There was no spoof about this. Whatever
the fellow had been in the past, he was dif-
ferent now. The very fact that he was play-
ing such fine football proved that he had
dropped his old bad ways. That was how
the fellows argued. Little did they realise
that Bernard was, if anything, worse than
he had ever been in the past!

And towards the end of the game he scored
the winning goal for St. Frank’s.

The ball came in from the wing, and For-
rest did not even pause to trap it. He
volleved it straight into the net, giving the
Grammarian goalie no chance whatever of
saving the shot.

“CGoal I

“Good old Forrest!™

“Well plaved!” :

Forrest came in for a tremendous receptiony
And when the mame wasz over the juniors
crowded round him, patting him on the back,
and shouting their congratulations.

He was one of the best! A jolly fine fellow!
His popularity was meteovic. Already he was
voted to be one of the finest sportsmen the
Remove had ever possessed. A chap who
could score goals like that was worth ks
weight in gold!

But only Gulliver and Bell knew the actual
truth!

Bernavd Torreszi's wame was a deep one,
and, deliberately and evilly, he was driving
forward towards that end which he had in
view—the usurping of Nipperv!

THE END.

(“The Whip Hand!" is the title of the
next yarn in this amazing serics—and t's @
real corker, chums! Ovder next Wednesday's
issue  of the Old Poprr now to avoid
disappointment.) w

-
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Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

i

- ERE'S a reminder that I’'m always
I—I lad to receive letters from readers
~dealing with the St. Frank’s char-

- aoters and the yarns in general.
Such letters help me to do my best work,
particularly 1if they point out my faults,

Readers have only got to address their
letters to: IEdwy Searles Brooks, Editorial

Office, “Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Strecet, London,
E.C4. The Editor will take care of all

such letters, and have'them sent on to me,
so that I can deal with them from my home
address. It docsn’t require
any sort of courage to write
e me—as some readers would
have me believe, Take, for
example, the young lady
whose photograph you sce this

week., She 1s Miss Alice M.
Latham, of 8St. Helen’s,
Lancs. She begins her letter

with these quaint words: “1
have been a regular reader of
your books for two or three
ears now, but never before
ﬁg,ve I dared to write to
you.” Since 1t i1s open to
dnybody in this country to
write to the Prime Minister

)

himself, if he or she wants
o, surely there’s no daring
required to write to such an
insignificant mortal as myself?
' * * »*
o CAN sce that I shall have to have a
I row with Iandforth about those re-
plies of his. A number of rcaders are
" taking it for granted that I'm guilty
of these gems of wit and humour. Rosa-
mond Woods, of St. Albans, for example,
sympathises with me because she thinks I
must be terribly busy writing the weekly
story, Handforth's replies, and the various
articles by chaps like Archie or Fatty, and
these columns, too. Well, of course, there's
no doubt about my writing the story and
this Gossip—my name appcars on both. 8o

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

Miss A. M. Latham

if I tried to escape responsibility I couldu’t.
But Handforth and all these other chaps
write their stuff without any help from me
whatever; so don't give me any credit for
work I don’t do. Handforth was terribly
indignant when he heard that I was being
praised for his stuff, and he told me quite
Cilndldiff that 1f I didn't make the who!
thing clear in a special paragraph like this
he’d do it himself at the top of his re-
plies. :
* * ¥

BLACKETT, of Strat-
A ford, E.15, tells me
® thdt one of his friends
has solemnly assured
him that lots of copies of the
Old Paper are left over every
week, and that they are
thrown aside to rot. IHe'd
better tell his friend that
nothing could be further
from the truth. And if his
friend doesn’t believe it; let
him write up to the Publisher
for some ﬂ})d back numbers.
1f he doesn’t get the reply,
“Out of print,” I shall be
very surprised. You can be
quite sure that no copies of
the Old Paper are thrown
aside to rot. Back numbers
not too old are still obtainable,
and are very carefully preserved by the
Publishers until they are exbausted. Still,
after the Publishers have sold out, 1t 1s
generally possibde to pick up ancient 1ssues
at .old bookshops, or from fellow-readers.
The more of these old copies that are
raked up, the better the Kditor likes it,
for it generally means that some new
readers are obtained. I have got an extra-
ordinary number of letters in my files from
readers who tell me that they first became
regular subseribers by picking up an old copy
at an old bookshop, or having an odd copy
given them by a friend.

that are
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HAPPENED to meet Miss Eileen Dare

the other day, looking as charming as

ever. Old readers will refheraber her

as the voung lady detective who as-
sisted Nelson Lee in many of his earlier
cases. I was particularly interested, because
ste tells me that Molly Dare, her nicee, is
soon to be sent to the Moor View School.
Alollv iz vounger than Irene & Co.—being,
[ believe, only about twelve, but, according
10 the gentle hints which Eileen dropped,
I gather that Molly is a bit of a handful—
a kind of feminine edition of Willy, I shall
be very interested to hear how she gets on
when she arrives at the Moor View School.

* * *

. ELSON LEE tells me that he bas his
L suspicions concerning  soveral  big

robberies and frauds wlich have re-

conily been engaging the attention of
Seotland Yard—for you mustn’t forget that
Nelson Lee makes a point of keepirg in
close touch with detective work, although he
1« a schoolmaster at St I'rank’s. e has a
sheewd 1dea, I believe, that his old enemy,
Urofessor Cyrus Zingrave, 1s at work again.
In fact, he suspects that the League of the
Cireen Triangle 15 Dbeing reformed; and,
altliough 1t may be some months before it
actunlly shows itself, he i3 convinced that
some big trouble is brewing., This reminds
e that Pat Dyrne, of Mantand, (fape Town,

south  Africa, has wondered 1if Irofessor
Zingrave will ever come into the stories
acain.  Well, after my chat with Nelson

Lee, T rather think he will—althougl it mav
e some months before there's ancthing
doing. But Pat can be quite certain thac
it the Green Triangle does spring inte pro-
nunenece again, Nelson Lee won't be kept
aut of the serap, schoolmaster or no school-
master.  When all i1s said and doue, he is
@ detective first, and a schoolmaster second,

> - *

HEN it comes to conceir, I really
W think that Cuthbert Chamnbers, of
the Yifth, runs off with the

honours. He was a bit better for

n while—after he had been sent down into
the Third for slacking—hbut I understand
thhat he w just as bad as ever again. He's
got such a high opinion of hunself that
e harbours a permanent grudge against
William Napolecon Browne, ju:st because
Browne is the IFifth-FForm skipper. Chambers
considers that he ounghr to have the
job. The trouble is he's a hopeless ass, and
alwavs will be a hopeless ass; but, like most
hopeless asses, he thinks he’s just the oppo-
site,  So  it's almost 1mpossible to tell him
the truth about himself. When he reads
threse lines—as he probably will=he'll go
right off the deep end and rave all over
the Ancient House until somebody squashes
him. And I am reminded that Dora Cantor,
of Krugersdorp, South Africa, has asked me
to mention the most conceited fellow at St,

save their money.

Frank’s. Without doubt, Cutlibert Chambers
15 he, Dora also believes that her own
school blazer has the samne colours as those
of St. IFrank's. She doesn't tell e what
her eolours are. The Ancient House blazera
arec red and blue stripes; West House,
mauve and vellow stripes; Modern House,
green and gold stripes; Ilast House, black
and orange stripes. And these, naturally,
are the colours of the caps, toa.

Road, Catford, London, S.E.6, i

evidently a  fellow of great

courage, for he has asked me to
give his name and. address, so that other
readers can write to him on that all-im-
portant subjeet of bookbinding. I think I'd
better repeat his exaet words: “I have now
a little proposition to put before readers.
It concerns binding the ‘N.L.L." I have
practised this myself, aud the results have
turned out satisfactory. I have made out a
nlan of how to do 1it, and 1t can be had
free by anv reader enclosing a stamped
addressed envelope. The total expendituro
15 about 6d., and with sixpennyworth of this
stuft three sets can be bound. You might
just publish this, thus enabling readers to
The proper shop binding

W ILFRED PONSIFORD, of 34, Ardoch

costs from la 6d. to 6s.” So all readers
who want to hear. more about this mys-
terious “‘stuff " to which our Catford

reader alludes had better send him a line.
[ confessz that I'm quite intrigued myself,
and I shall be one of the first to apply.
Needless to say, I shall not forget to enclosa
a stamped addressed envelope. Readers
nmstn’'t  forget, either, or they'll probably
ret no reply from Wiltred,

NUMBER of Irish readers—includiog
A_ Patrick Dockery,of Ok-on-Shannon—

have asked me if there is an Irish

junior at St. I'rank’'s. Well, there's
Terence O'Grady, of the Fourth, who shares
Study No. 8, in the Modern House, with
Herbert Vandyke, the South African junior.
But I can’t exactly blame readers for. not
knowing much about lum, as he so seldom
appears in the stories. I was quite sur-
prised when I had a chat with O'Grady re.
cently, to find that his brogue has almost
vanished, Constant association with the
other fellows has wrought this change. Not
that he ever had very much of a brogue.
Terence comes from a very fine old Irish
family, and he naturally speaks with refine-
ment.  The most noticeable feature about
Terence’s Inglish i3 that it is so perfect,
which leads me to snspect that the Irish
speak Inglish better than we do.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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Gripping Story of Adventure Among the Islands of the Southern Seas!

Ol ISLAND CASTAWAYS,

AH/ARTHUR S.HARDY
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A Narrow Escapel
g URRIEDLY Dave pulled up the
& » anchor, and casting a glance behind
! him, saw the savages racing towards
them.

nice-looking
think I’ he murmured, as he pushed the boat

o lot they are—I don’t
into deep water and waded after. ‘“And you
savad the lass from them. You’re a great

boy, Tom !”
;?,,_l)m'e swung himself up ovey the bows of the
boat and took a. divo -
duta her, righting him-
+setf and striding aft to

Driven from their island home by

(I ntroduciion on pag- 38

around here it's safe to choose I can’t say. I
reckon we’re in for a long cruise.”, =

The savages had turned and could be scen
running back toward the clearing. They
vanished with the speed of rabbits down a
hole, and again Dave laughed.

They were half a mile from the shore, per-
haps, when a bird conld be seen flying
rapidly after them. As it overtook the sail-
_i;ig-bont and fluttered down, Eva recoguised
1L.
cried

her

“It’'s Brutus,”
Eva, clapping
hands with delight.

-take the tiller as the ; , The bird erched
‘boat  rocked. As the SAVAgEs, Tom Pﬁffj!, Eva Han- upon the seatplmsicle
tide took her, he way and Dave Sellwood sail to her and, looking -up
swung her round. : - wisely, uttered a loud
" “Up with that sail, another island lo find—wbhal? screeching noise, and

Tom!” he ordered, and
the boy sent 1ib racing
to the masthead. The brisk wind filled the
canvas, the boat heeled over, and in a
moment was speeding into the broad blue of
the sea and leaving the reef behind at an
amazinge rate. _
.. The savagss halted, their furious cries echo-
ing loudly. Again they waved their wecapons,
and Dave grinned as they began a wild dance
of disappointment.

“It’s sweet pgood-bye, mates!” he said.
“We'vo got to give this island a miss from
now on, but which one of them that lie

then began to preen its

= ~ gorgeous feathers.
‘Darn me,” cried Dave as he lolled back
lazily, ‘““if that bird ain’t almost human!”

They were sailing dead before the wind,
and their course lay away from the lagoon.
It would take a little time for the savages
to launch their canoes and start in chase,
and, even if they did, Dave assured the cast-
aways the sailing-boat would easily cut-
distance them.

“Their arms will tire, lass,” he declared.

“Our sail: won’t.”

As they tooled along, Dave raized his
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eves to study the sky, where puffs of white
cioud hung 1n the blue,

‘L'he boat ceased her heeling and ran on an
even keel, and gradually the wind dropped.
They. could tell as they glanced shoreward
that they were still moving, but only slowly,

“That's bad,” growled Dave. "1 hope
those niggers won’t come after us."”

“The savages will think we have got clear
away,” said Eva. "I don’t suppose they’ll
follow us, Dave.” ,

“They're as weatherwise as I am, I don’t
doubt,” growled Dave. ‘They can read the
signs—and, by thunder, here they come!”

He was pointing over the sea, and as they
glanced at the point which concealed the
wide sweep of reef that ran inland to the
entrance of the lagoon, three rakish craft,
low down on the water, crept into view, one
following closely on another. They could
sece the flash of the wet paddle-blades as
strong arms drove them home. There was
no need to ask whether the eanoes were
gaining, They were coming up hand over
hand.

Tom looked from the craft to Dave, and
smiled grimly.

“1f it comes to a fight,” he said, “I'll
account for some of 'em, Dave, before—"
He stopped suddenly and looked at Eva.

The girl was sitting with her hands
clasped. watching the rapid advance of the
canocs. Ier pretty face was set, and her
eves were hard, :

“Look how the light clouds are moving,
Dave,”” she said brightly, casting off her
mood as she found Tom watching her.

“That's up there,” the old salt reminded
her, ‘“Yet 1 believe the dropping of the
wind is only temporary. But 1t'll have to
come quick if it’s to be of anv use to us.”

The canoes were within half a mile of them
and coming on apace.

Dave was steering right out to sea. The
point was away behind them. and they were
able to see round the curve of the island
now,

As she looked, Eva uttered a startled ery.

“Tom,” she said, ‘“‘there are more

Py

canoes .
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Dave jerked Limself bolt upright and
turned hius head.  Speeding close in to the
shore, driven by strong arms and lusty
strokes, were four canoes. The savages in
them were singing a hacsh, guttural, jang-
ling melody to the strokes of the paddles.
Then, as tic}' caught sight of the sailing-
boat. they ceased their singing and uttered
a wild shout.

In a moment their course was changed,
and they came in pursuit of the boat,

Savages were approaching them on both
sides now, and still there was scarcely wind
enough to fill the sail,

Tom snapped open his revolver to make
sure that it was loaded. Dave’s gnarled face
was set in a ferocious secowl as he lifted the
oar and poised it to fcel the balance.

Swiftiy the canoes clozed in on the boat.
They were near enough now for the three
castaways to distinguish the painted faces
of the savayges. |

Now the wind began to freshen and tho
water to race from the bows of the sailing-
boat. The canoes still pained, but not so
rapidly.

Dave brightened up. It only nceded a
breath more to give their boat the speed of
their pursuers, and Dave reckoned that
breath might come.

He scanned the sca for sign of a sail,
but as ever it was empty. No ships ever
came that way., They must rely upon thems-
scelves.

As the canocs closed in cn the sailing-
boat, they drew cver necarer to one another,
the point where they would meet being the
boat itself. Behind them the surface of the
sca began to ripple.

“The wind's coming, Dave!”
excitedly.

“Merey be and so it is!” cried the seaman
with a laugh., “It’s caught the canoes; look
at ‘em tossing. Here she comes—-lower that
sail a little, boy. That's right—steady.”

The partly lower sail filled, and tho boat
hecled right over. Once more the sailing-
boat had the speed of the canoes, and o
wild shout from behind showed thal the
savages realised they had lost the race.

cried [va

s accompanied by

DANIEL KEMISH, having dereloped a

forgiven himself,

they meet David Sellwood.
fire by Kemish,

One day the three
island,

make for the open sca!’

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific. He

EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her chum,
TOM PERRY, a plucky, adventure-loving English boy,

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hamwoeny's, is
great anxiety on the yacht owing to the pilot,

sudden (dlness.
David Sellwrod, had owned a small reesel, which traded in these parts,
cause of Sellwood losing his life—or 30 he thought—and since then the former has never
Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memorics, and this
fact, combined with thr heat, has turned his head,
island, but they are caught in a terrible storm, and the motor-boat {3 swamped,
plunged into the mounlainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown island, on which
Later, unknown to the two chums, Hanway's yacht is set on
castaways sce a windjammer drifting
They go aboard and find the ship to be waterlogged, abandoned, and fever-stricken.
Disappointed, they return {o the island, and later find themselves attacked by savages.
Hastily the three friends board their gailing boat, and, pursued by the enemy, prepare (o
(Now read on.)

Tom's father,

alzo on board. At fthe momenl Uhere iz

In years past Dan and hizs partner,
Dan had been the

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby
They are

towards the
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They ceased to paddle, and watched the
boat drawing away. Then suddenly the cast-
aways heard the savages shouting to one
another, and the two %ﬂ-ts of canoes turned
towards each other, the cries of the savages
shrilling above the lap of the sea against
the boat’s side. Only one or two of the
natives paddled now, the others standing up
in the frail craft and launching their spears
at one another.

' | Canoe grappled
with  ecanoe. The
three friends ecould
see the flash of knives
and the whirl of
tomahawks.

“It’'s a  battle,”
cried the girl, awed
by  the spectacle;
“they are killing one
another. Look!”

Dark-skinned bodies
tumbled out of the
canoes into the sea,
and Tom  noticed
that some of them
rapidly vanished from

J‘
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island at the best speed the survivors in her
could muster, and while another remained
on the scene of the battle, two more went in

chase of the first. The battle was over, lost
and won, and the three canoes had been
beaten by the four.

How the race ended the castawa.ys never
knew, for the boats were mere specks now,

Presently they were lost entirely to view,
and the sailing-boat was alone upon the
heaving sea, moving with a strong wind and
a fast current, her occupants Lknew not
whither,

A thick line of black smoke streaked the
sky, stretching back to the now distant
island. It was smoke from the dying bonfire,

On An Unknown Island!

AVIE SELLWOOD sailed before the
D wind, the little boat heeling over as
she bobbed like a cork upon the waves.

‘““We'd better make the best speed

we can,’ he advised, ‘‘because, you see,

missy, there may be other savages about,
I somehow thought the lighting of that wood

e

.......

e
D

riven by lusty strokes, the four

view. He shuddered when he thought of his
own experience with a shark,

Still the battle waged, and a canoe over-
turned. They could see men clinging to her
whilst enemies struck them down. Screams
and wild cries echoed deafeningly. Another
caitoe overturned, but whilst Kva shuddered
and turned her eyes away, and Tom watched
in silence, Dave let out a shout of rejoicing.

"That’s all the better for us, missy ! he
cried. ““They’ll have had mrmugh when they
got through with their ﬁfrhting,, and won’t
pay any more attention to us.

A third canoe was upset, but they were
now so far away that Tom could only just
make out the bobbing heads.

Then one canoe began to make for the

o

i canoes, loaded with savages,
swiftly approached the becalmed
boat of the castaways. Nearer
and nearer they came, and Tom
and Dave could do nothing.
Would the wind never [reshen
for their boat to carry them

away [rom danger ?

pitle would bring us trouble. It would needl
a gale almost to drive that smoke away.”

They sailed for hours, it seemed, and still
the emoke trail haunted them, An island
loomed wup on their port bow, but they
steered clear, although it was covered with
vegetation., Presently they sighted a second
island, and Tom, who had relieved Dave of
the business of steering, ran in close enough
for them to make out an almost barren reef.
An hour later it was far astern and rapidly
receding,

After that they saw no land for hours,
Bating sparingly of the scanty pravisions they
had brought with them, and scarcely touch-
ing the water, they kept upon their way.
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“Supposing we cannot run ashore to-night,
will it be safe to remain at sea, do you thiuk,
Dave ?"’ asked the girl.

The old sailor cucﬁed an eye at the sky,

“The weather seems set fair,”” he answered,
““and it would be as safe for us out here as
anywhere, I-reckon,’”” he replied. *“Still, it’s
nothing for a hurricane to come unbidden in
these parts, and for your sake, missy, I'd
prefer we ran ashore.”

**1 say, Eva,” sald Tom, seating himseli
beside her, ‘‘are you still scared about those
savages ?”’

““No,”“she replied, with a shake of her
pretty head. “*1 was terrified, of course,
when they sprang on me and tied me up. I
was thinking of mother and dad, and—the
others. Tom, I believe they are alive,”

It was not chance that had made Eva's
father a millionaire, and if he were alive,
not even a thousand Pacific Oceans could
have prevented him from finding them, Tom
could only hope their parents were alive,

thowrh he could not believe it. But he did
uot want to dishearten the girl,
““Of course they are,”” he said. “ And per-

haps we are sailing to meet them.'"

Iiva turned away, sweeping the sea with
anxious eyes, and suddenly she pointed.

“Dave, there’s land over there!”

Iler keen eyes had picked up the low-lying
smudge upon the horizon, even though David
Sellwood and Tom had missed 1t. The man
screwed his eyes beneath bushy brows,

“Why, so it is!” he cried. ‘‘Aund not
afore time, mark you. The wind is dropping,
and 1t will take us till dark, I reckon, to
make it. We'll run in there and drop anchor
for the night. Maybe, if we’ve time, we can
explore the island and find out whether it's
inhabited or not.”

After their startling experience on Sell-
wood's island there would no doubt be a
risk in landing on a strange island.

The sun was going down now. But the
¢loudless sky promised light enough for them
to make the island, and they kept steadily
upon their way.

Before the sun dropped beyond the horizon
thiey were near enough to make out the land
atead of them, Dave Sellwood gave a grunt
of disgust.

“There are no trees there,”” he growled.
“We've drawn a blank, shipmates., 1t’s hard
luck, This place is no better than that other
one we made when we first sailed from the
island.”’

It was true. As they drew nearer to it,
they could see the coral strand stretching
wide on either side of the little boat, The
barren island was of considerable size, and
rose up from the sea-edge in undulating hili-
like formation to a considerable height.

The strand shimmered gold-red in the rays
of the dying sun, and on the rich earthy
deposit grew a stunted and uninviting vege-
tation. Clusteréd upon the bank above the
strand there were countless thousands of sea-
birds that raised a continuous strident crying.
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It was plain to see that the place would not
afford them the shelter they sought, and yet,
on the other hand, they would be as safe
there as if they were sleeping at home in
their own beds. ’ b 1

They sought in the fast-failing light for a
sign of another island, but the open sea lay
evervwhere,

“Let’s run her in here, Dave,”” suid tho
boy. ““We may find somewhere to sleep up
there in a sheltered place above the beach.”

David Sellwood grunted.

“Dunno!” he growled. ‘‘For my part I
think I'd sooner sleep in this old tub if we
can only find a place where we cau anchor
her with safety.”

The sun dipped below the horizon, but they
kept on a true course, the boy and the giri
baling out water as they had had to do at
intervals throughout the voyage.

As the moon shone ineore brilliantly, and
the stars appeared in the sky, they ran the
voat on to the sandy beach. '

Dave jumped out, Tom after him, and
together they pulled the bouat high above the
line of debris which marked the highest tide.
They unshipped the mast and cemptied the
bilge, and safely anchored her,

“We can sleep up there,”” said Dave, point-
ing to a spot on a ridge a distance ahead of
them, *‘I don’t suppose we'll come to any
harm.”

Helped by the light of the moon, the threo
castaways trudged over the yielding and un-
even surface until they reached the dry, shei-
tered spot indicated by Dave. They threw
themselves down to rest and eat. A piece
each of the dvy bread Dave had made a dav
ago served them for food, and a draught of
water quenched their thirst.

It stayed their hunger, even il it did not
suflice, and in any case they all felt too tired
to think about any more food,

“I'll keep watch and guard, missy, for
four hours, or as near as I can calculate, aud
then Mr., Tom can relieve me till the dav
breaks,”” said Dave. *‘*No harm can come
to us then.”

But his watching lasted a bare two minutes,
during which he eyed the moon, the stars and
the lonely earth through half-shut lids. A
few moments later he was as fast asleep as
Tom and Eva, and snoring loudly. Dut they
did not hear him,

The hot sun wakened them the next morn-
ing, and as they sat erect and stared about
them, the barren island did not seem so
lonely. BSea-birds were screaming and cack-
ling in the air or watching them from tha
rise above.

Eva blinked her eyes and sprang to hev feet.

“It's quite safe. I'm going down to the
beach for a swim,” she said. *““And don't
either of you start breakfast until I come
back.”

“Don’t you swim, missy; you be con-
tented wi' a dip,” advised Dave seriously.
“Have you fargotten that there's sharks tu
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these waters.
dreds of 'em around here.”

“If I kept close in shore the current could
never sweep me out,” said Eva, “and at
the sight of a shark I'll kick or come in.”

With that Eva started to walk down to
the beach.

“¥You mind the sharks, missy !” bellowed
Dave as she disappeared. ‘‘Don’t you go

* for swimming a long way.”

A happy, silvery laugh floated back to him,
but the girl did not answer.

“You’d better see she doesn’t go out too
far,"” said Dave, and, after waiting a while,

- "Pom followed her.
- On reaching the boat, Tom sat upon the
gunwale and, folding his arms, waited for
. Eva to enter the water.

She ' sgon appeared, wearing the cleverly
made -garment she called her bathing
suit. As she saw Tom she waved her arm,

~entered the sea, and swam right out
into the deep water, far from the shore, n
defiance of Dave's warning. It annoyed Eva
to think she couldn’t do anything without
somecone watching over her.

The ‘boy raced down to the lapping waters.

“Come back, Eva!” he shouted. “Come

~back ! You know it’s dangerous.”

T'll stake my life there’s hun- .

She heard him, and answered laughingly :
“All right, I'll just have a little swim,

-

‘Tom, and then turn in shore.”

Tom waitted. After all, 1t was quite pos-
sible for one to bathe off this island shore
for days on end without attracting tho
notice of a shark. The girl had always bec
a strong swimmer, but since they. had becen
cast away she had improved out of all know-
ledge under Tom’s tuition. Eva swam far
out, and, as she went, she drifted far along
the shore. Dutifully, she turned, and, after
a while, began to swim in again. But, to
the boy’s horror, instead of making rapil
progress, she drifted farther away. At a
spot just ahead of her he could see a dan-
gerous-looking whirlpool, the sea racing
swiftly past it. It dawned on him in a flash
that the girl could only make the shore a
long way farther on, if ever she made 1t
at all, and he raced as fast as he could
back to the boat. As he recached i1t, Dave
Sellwood topped the rise above him.

“Pave,” shouted Tom, as he tugged at the
anchor, “Eva can't get in! Help me, We
must follow her!”

(Will Tom be in time to rescue Eva? Ncext
week's instalment of this fine serial tells
you—so don’t miss reading t, chums/)

Professor Puddleditch’s Lectures!
(Continued from page 13.)

possibilitics of the project, immediately
rave orders to buy up the whole stock of
a_ fish merchant in the local bazaar. Shod
thus the soldiers were led through the pass
to victory, and the pass was named Khiber,
in memory of the event. You have all
‘heard of the Khiber Pass. ‘ IKKhiber’ is, of
course, Hindustani for * kipper.’

“There is not much doubt that in pre-
historic times the kipper was of a similar
shape to the bloater, but whereas the bloater,
"through its voracious feeding, became
bloated, the kipper, being very indolent,
-stmply lay about on the sandy bottom of
ithe sea, and gradually became flatter and
Hatter.

¢t ““Don’t flatter me,” was a phrase used
in the time of William the Norman, and
was a plea used by an opponent to his
radversary, who, before challenging him to
‘mortal combat, would swipe him round the
rear with a kipper. This was considered an
-tnsult. In later years, throwing down the
gauntlet  was  substituted on  similar
occasions,”’ '
. . At this juncture, the professor, apparently
illustrating the action of swiping an
opponent round the ear avee kipper,
accidently slung his spectacles into the air.
They were necatly caught by the skipper of
the Form, who happened to he scated at
cover-point, and politely returned intact to
tho professor, who was still examining his
hand and wondering where his glasses bhad
disappeared to. Taking a drink of water to
lubricate his vocal apparatus, the lecturer
continued his discourse,

“And now,” he_said, “we come

to an

important point in our study. 'The question,
‘Docs a kipper swim open or shutf?’ is
one which has been much debated 1n reecent

years. Dr, F‘ri;de Fisher, the brilliant
zoologist, 1s the leader of the ‘shut kipper’
school, while Mr. Con Gereel 1s the

champion of the ‘open kipper’ faction.

“A rparty of these diverse thinkers once
attempted to solve the riddle by descending
into the sca at Southend in glass diving-
bells, with a view to watching the habits of
the fish in its natural element. Unfortu:
nately the tide went out before they could
sceure a view of their subject in action, and
the quest was abandoned.

“Tt has never been found possible to catch
and keep a kipper in  captivity.,”  The
professor, pleased with the lilt of this phrase,
repeated 1t, shrugging his shoulders and
snapping his fingers. “Catch and keep a
kipper 1n captivity. Hum! Most amusing
example of alliteration. He, he, he !”

The boys, sensing the approaching end of
the lecture, roused themsclves enough to
echo slowly, “He he hee 17

“And, lastly,” quoth the professor, raising
his hand to quell the very slight symptoms
of mirth, “l would just mention that an
attempt was made to use the kipper for a
pocket-hook. It was found, however, that
the continued opening and shutting of the
two halves quickly wore out the hinges, and
it was reluetantlv deecided that the idea was
not a commercial proposition.

“You may now dismiss.”

Professor Puddlediteh, gathering up his
dictionary, turned and left the Hall, exccut-
ing a slow dance to the rhythm of the phrase
which had evidently impressed itself on his
unsuspeeted musical mind. “Catch and keep
a kipper—Ila, la, la—tra-la-la—in captivity,”
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 115.

SECTION

£

of the League.

LEE LIBRARY " and

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S
and to gualify for all sueh benefits and privileges as arp offered to Members
I hereby declare that I have introduced " TIHE
THE
whose signature to certify this appears on second
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolinent
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

LEAGUE,

NELSON
FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader,
form attached hereto.
withi the

ST,

SECTION

B

I, Member No

..........

on second form attached

MEMBER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,

(give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one mwmore new reader, whose signature to certify
hercto.
introductions up to date) introductions tq my credit,

this appears

This makes me (state number of

---------

SECTION

LIBR %.R '.‘

NEW READER'S DECLARATION,
C I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)

weress $0 this issue of “THE NELSON LEE

(FULL NAME)........
{ADDRESS).........

................................................................................................

INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
pership. Cut out TWO complete Application
l'orms from Two. copies of this week’s issue of
Tus NeusoN Lee Lisrary. On one of the forms
leave in Section A. crossing out Sections B and (.,
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for
vour new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses
out Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottomn of form. Both forins are then
pinned tozether, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢’o THE NELSON LEE
Lmseiry, 5. Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.
‘Memhber Applying tor Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for vou to obtain six new readers for
this award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are needed.
On one of the forms fill in Section ‘B, crossing
out Sections A and C, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
is for your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses; out Sections A and B, and writes his

name and 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 wour name, and when
siXx new readers have been rEghtered you will be
sent the St. I'rank's League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you from sending in
forms for two or more new readers at once,
providing that each pair of forms Lears the sume
date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can 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 I:In;"r can exchange their bronze
medal for a silver one,

ey

These Application Torms ean be posted fcr
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and uvo
If.tter is enclosed.

)

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free
trade or ealling, and on
colonies and dependencies,

If you want to form a sports or sociul ¢lub,
vou can do so amongst local members of the
League.

advice on choosine a
cmigration to the

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES

OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free hints on
whether walking, biking, or cawmping,

holidays,

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any
subject, you will find tho Chief Oficer ever
ready to aszizt you.

'‘NOTICE.

The St.
the offer of qold medals in connection therewith.
able, however, as herctofore,

Frank's League has now altained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue

The silver and bronze medals will still be avails

to those who qualify for them in accordance with the rules.
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Here's his address if you wanl (o
write to him: The Ch'ef Offlcer, * The
Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetwauy House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4

The Chief Officer Chats

with his Chums.

The Winter Club !

[ attend the clnb’s headqudltuu which are at

T is with great interest that I wateh the | the Glebe "*1.:1:111‘" Stanton Road, Stapen-
progress  of the many  clubs—corre- | hill, on Friday evenings at 7.10 p.om. Every-
spondence, social. sports, and orthers— | body iz assured of a real entertaining and’
which  have  been formed under the  enjovable evening. There are two billiard-:

anspices of the St Frank’™s League.  Tuterest- | tables, table tennis, darts, dranghts, and
ing to watch how some, starting in a small | other games, :
wav, gradually  soar Ineidentally, lass
to great heights: how vear this elub  had’
others, starting a8 THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER onlv  one room for
full of enthustasm as : = sir weekly  wather-
tf‘u‘iL'L B i - Desr  Cuiee  Orricer. — [ am  writing  1his :::ffrl-l. t;]?ﬁ ﬁ-e-u?.dt'th:re
i D] g% . I letter to bring to your notice the " SOUTH MAN.- &S b ¥ = i
IR N R e CHESTER INTERNAT{ONAL CORRESPON-  2re to Le LWo‘Tooms.
the pace and so fade DENCE SOCIETY." Chat is the stull fo
! =(* ATy ; g 3 ; G A LIPS | L 1 R & B
wito obseuriry. 1 "i”? This society is a new one, and is in need of members. Eare gt lh‘lt-"';
pleased to  add, by And [ want gou fo help me get them. To starl what T like to- see!
the way., that rhere with, anyway, members will not be reguired to pay a My heartiest con-
have been very few ffﬂ-ﬁ?ﬁ” is only fair, as fﬁ“; will be a limited gratulations to Mr,
of the latter. number of members at first, and we cannol zxoeet  Richardson for- his
: : : people o pay a fee in these circumstances. : :

One of those clubs Bl . i _ enterprise and en
l el have aved o [ am aiming at extending the society, and to this } el d Frin e
Wl 'I;i:'h{ :ﬂ].l!tt i end ! have asked Mr. Koji Mohamed. who is ’f“””f thus1asm an .LHI III"H!I,,,,-.1
arcat heights 1s tho a simifar sociely in Malaya, if he would be agreend efforts on his club’s
Burton - on - Trent to amalgamate. If he is, [ think both societies and the Old Paper’'s
QI L. Winter ('lub. would b_meﬁz‘ 5!,! the ddd”flﬁiﬂﬂf members thus oblainad. behalf. Rﬂny rourd,
Exeellently  managwl You have my assurance that i members joining  you readers in the

R the S.M.I.C.S. who are NOT readers of the N.L.L, Bur T and
I the extremely urton  distriet, anc
el | s of e will be arged to read it, and [ feel certain that, once hel ¢ k thils
Capabile '1:'!!1(_* oL akt. they have seen a copuy, hﬁﬂr will " stick to il. 1elp © make 1his
Desmond  Richardson, With best wishes to the N.L.L. and the S.F.L., club an even bigger
this club  has made Yours faithfully, success than it already

wonderful
sinee 1t was

Progress
formed

SO vears ago. \Il C:'m-.frrl,.r House, [ime Road, fnfjrﬂrcf Lancash:re who ‘lr'l.’ish to "l.‘»‘l‘ife
ichardson. in fact, kas been awarded a uselul pocket wallet.) should note that Mr.
in his letter to me Richardson’s address
savs that it has muade is: 53, Frederick
quicker progress than any other club he [ Street, Stapenhill, Burton-on-Trent.

knows of. A sweeping statement that, but

(Signed) ] Hereegt SvrLivax, (S.F.L. No. 9071)

(For this interesting letter, Herbert Sullivan

is!

By the way, readers

there’s certainly some justification for it.

A Branch in Canada!

Mr. Richardson goes on to tell me that he
will be pleased to welcome into his club all
readers of the Old Paper who are living in
the Burton distriet. Those intm'iﬂlud should

club, the TImperial Correspondence
Club, has now extended its activities
to :mudﬂ and hopes to formm a

All members uf the 8t. Frank's Lugui II"I' invited to send to the Chiet omeu letters ot interest concerning

the League. The most mttrutm; will be pubiished week by week, and the senders will recoive pocket wailets

or penkn‘ves. If you don’ belong to the League, jnintlmmdmtnly by filling in the form which appears on the
opposite page,

TH.'-XT most enterprising and flourishing
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Dalston Lane,  London. i, will adso hp,‘ Miss Gwendoline  Williams, 1. Burnaby
pleased to hear drom veaders anywhere, | Street. King's Road, Chelsea, S.W.10, wants
tairl correspondenis, |
More Members Wanted ! WL Warmer, 56, Fast Grove Road. St
| Leonard’s, Exeter, wuams vnl'i't'FIujl'.-:!!.-n!:'\.
AM asked to draw readers’ atiention 1o Wilhham Kirchen, 34, Soath Avenue, Bux-
I ithe faet that  the Weollingion Corre-  ton, Derby:hive, wunis correspondents over-
spondence  Club also desires  new | seas especially Japan and China, |
members, - Anvbhody who wanis te join Albert Tladdenliion, 4. Wigwam ™ Luane,
tiz Tive wive lub oas advised invecdiately Hucknall, Nofts, waints correspondents  in-
to  apply to Alee Singleton, 18, Noelson | terested in St John's Ambulance work.’
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