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JUST THE SCHOOL YARN YOU'VE BEEN WAITING FOR!

EDWY
SEARILES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.

Trouble for Gore-Pearce!

. OMETHING on the mund, dear old chappie?”
Arche Glenthorne, orf the Remaove, IIJI'I.‘*I.'-.] in the Ancient Honse lu];lh}' to ~;-t'"'!{
to Gore-Pearee,  Gore-Pearce glared at the elegant Removite and grunted,
“No!" he satd sourl
“Oh. well, T thought I'd ask." said Archive, jamming his monocle into his eve and
itlain-l'Iian [:'DI'L- l'-_*;l.t'n;i_* ‘.uiT!1 greater i!zlq1'rr--=l, “*1T mus= o B uill ].:ui, that VoIl 1L!|'-'h;
dashed grogey!”

“T'Il look how 1 il[t‘ﬁ..‘-l":” reforted Gore-Pearce H'I'“-'.]ll]}',

“Oh, rather!™ agreed Archie, “If 1t pleases vou to look hike this, old cocktail, b
all means go ahead! Jut I don'r thank it'll }1|n-;1~t- :‘4‘:|f.‘|!+."nf}' ¢l=e. T mean, the YTy look
of you 1= cnongh to give a chappie the pip!”

“You're not compelled to look at me. are vou

“Mereifully, no.” said Archie with a sheght hudder, as he pussced on.

[t was Sundav alternoon. and mest of the fellows were 1in therr Sondies reading, for
the October weuther was chiallv. A few were in the Common-room,. chatting in front



=

Looked wpon as a bero by St. Frank’s, Bernard Forrest continues his scheming
ways, unsuspected by anybody.  Little does be realise the shock that is awaiting
hin—a shock that is to be the starl of many Iroublesome times for Forrest!
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of the fire. There was nothing much to do before tea-time, Sunday afiernoon at St.
Frauk's was generally rather dull.

Bernard Forrest came in from the Triangle, with Gulliver and Be!l. The three nuts
of Study A wero looking more than usually clegant. Claude Gore-Pearce scowled at
them, but said nothing, He wasn't on speaking terms with Gulliver aud Bell now,
alihough only recently he had been the leader of their study,

Siuce Forrest’s return, however, his position had been wsurped. Gualliver apd Bell had
turown him out, and he had sought shelter 1n Study B, with Hubbard and Long, Not
unnaturally, Gore-Pearce felt bitter about it.

He had a suspicion, too, that Forrest was not all that he pretended to be,

whole school by leading a double life. =0 to speak, Ile had already

been expelled from St, Irank’s for dishonourahle (_w"ﬂ]du(‘fi but Le

had managed to get back by a trick. He had even been helped in
this by his falin;-l, who had =et his heart upon tlie boy going ugltt through
St. Frank’s, Since he had been back, Torrest had given lﬂun of proof
that he was a very 1I[ﬂn_1r”1t fellow nowadavs.

IN this Gore-Pearce was right, Dernard Iorrest was deceiving the

. He behaved like a sports-
,,;ﬂ ' 3 man, and he had taken
i ereat paind to make himself
Z agrecable to all and sundry.
ST ™ Aud the manner in which he
| o4 N, S played foethall was really

% ' - astonishing,
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Forrest had played centre-forward in a recent match again:t Bannington Grammar
School, and had scored the winning goal, after playing a brilliant game throughout,
Little did the Removites know that IForrest was as contemmptuous of football as cver.

Ie was very thorough, however; he had set out to make hiomself popular, and in
order to gain his ends he had taken up football in real carnest, and was clever enough
to “put 1t over.”

Ouly Gulliver and Bell knew what his real game was. Even his place in the Junior

Illeven had been secured by means of a blackguardly trick. e tad deliberately injured
'\qmm. knowing full well that Nipper “mihl give him his place as centre farwavd—for
I'orrest had previously shown great form in an unimportant matel,

The bulk of the jumiers hailed him as a very fine fellow; they wore willina cnouch
to give himr a fair chanee, and, undoubtedly, he had started woll
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watched Forrest & Co. go off to the
Common-room, was not thinking of
Bernard Forrest’'s rapid rise tc popu
larity. His bitterness against Gulhiver and
Bell was just as strong, and he loathed Kor-
rest because the latter had usurped his posi-

CLAUDE GORE-PEARCE, as he

tion. This afternoon, however, he had
troubles of his own.
They were big troubles, too. Ile went

along to Study B, closed the door, and tlung
himself into the easy-chair. He was glad
that Hubbard and Long were not present.
Solitude was what he required just now, so
that he eould think. .

He had been deeply concerned ever since
the previous day, when he had watched post
after post arrive. He had expected a regis-
tered letter from his father. The letter it-
self didn't matter much, but there was
usually a fiver accompanying such a missive.
This week-end it hadn’'t come, and, as 1s
generally the case 1n such circumstances,
Gore-Pearce wanted it this week-end more
than any other he could remember. Ifor
Mr. Montague Bland was getting 1mpatienc.
Indeed, he was getting quite nasty.
Mr. Montague Bland was a commission
agent in Helmford. Gore-Pearce had opened
an account with him, and had done quite a
ood deal of betting during the term. Ha
elt that it was safer to make his bets by
post, rather than consort with the shady
local characters. And as Mr. Bland had
readily agreed to open an account for him,
Gore-Pearce had been having so many flut-
ters that he was now in quite a mess.

Everything had gone all right for the first
week or two. He had cleared just over three
pounds on the first week, and had lost
thirty shillings on the second.

Then rapidly his losses had increased. He
now owed Mr. Bland something like twelve
pounds ten, and the bookmaker would not
nccept any further commissions from him.
He Iljmd been pressing for payment of the
account, and had even threatened that he
would do something drastic unless Gore-
Pearce gave him some satisfaction.

Over the telephone, Claude had definitely
promised Mr. Bland that he would post off
at least five pounds on the Saturday.
Actually, ho had meant to post three, for
he wasn't going to be left penniless because
of this confounded bookie,

However, the expected fiver hadn’t arrived.
and Gore-Pearce was now wondering what on
earth he could write to Mr. Bland. A letter
of some kind was essential.

“Hang the fellow!” muttered Claude, as
he got up from the easy-chair and went fo
the table. “I'll tell him the truth; I'll tell
him that the cash didn’t turn up and that
T'll post it to him to-morrow. That letter 1s
bound to come by the morning’s post. The
pater has never let me down like this before
Confound it, I can’t understand what's the
matter 1"

He was 8o engrossed with his own troubles
that he did not hear the arrival of a big car.
It glided into the Triangle, and came to a

halt in front of the Ancient House. [he
chauffeur juinped down, and opened one of
the rear dcors., A big, heavily-built man

alighted.
Somehow, he looked aggressively un-
pleasant. He was clean-shaven, slightly

bloated, and there was a general effect of
coarseness about him'—heightened by the
enormous cigar which stuck out at right
angles from his mouth.

“Wait here, Wilhams,” he said curtly, *I
shan't be long.”

“Yes, sir,” said the chaufleur.

The big man mounted the Ancient House
steps, and he immediately found himself con-
fronted by Teddy Long, of the Remove.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Gore-Pearcel” said
Teddy eagerly. “Do you want to know
where your son 1s?”

Mr, William Gore-Pearce looked at theo
sneak of the Remove with disfavour.

“l1 suppose you're expecting a shilling
from me, for showing me the way to my
son's room "’ he asked contemptuously. “ Go
away, boy! I can find my son without any
any help from you.”

“All right, sir—no harm,” said Teddy.
rather taken aback. ‘““But your son 1s in
my study now, sir, and I thought you'd like
to know mme.”

“I haven't the slightest desire to know
you, boy.”

“My name’s Long, sir,” said Teddy.
“Your son now shares Study B with me., Hub-
bard’s in it, too, but Hubbard's nobody, It
won't take meo a minute to show you—"

“T don’t want you to show me, and 1 woa’t
have you hanging round me,” interrupted
Mr, Gore-Pearce unpleasantly. ‘“Go away
when I tell you.”

“Yes, sir, but—

“Go away!” thundered the irate man,

Teddy bolted, disgusted and disappointed,
He knew that Mr. gﬁlliam Gore-Pearce was
a millionaire, and he had expected at least
five shillings for directing him to his son's
study.

Teddy had a habit of setting a high value
upon his little services.

Mr. Gore-Pearce, having got rid of the
unwelcome junior, made his way towards the
Remove passage. He was no stranger at St,
Frank's, and he knew that Claude now
occupied Study B. Claude had mentioned
it in one of his recent letters to his mother.
Gore-Pearce seldom wrote to his mother,
by the way, unless it was to ask her for
some extra money.

Arrived at Study B, Mr. Gore-Pearce
glanced up and down. Everything was very
quiet on this Sunday afternoon, and nothing
suited Mr. Gore-Pearce's purpose better. Ho
squared his shoulders, seized the handle of
the door, and walked 1n.

One glance told him that his son was alone
But even so, if there had been any other
fellows in the noom, he would have rudely
sent. them out. | ;.

“Pater!” ejaeulated Claude, startled,
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e was sitting at the table, writing, His “Don’t sland there | 1~.£* a fool!” said Me.
faco was expressive of cousternation aad | Gore-Pearce harshly. “Nead Ltnli letter,
alarm—and, suddenly, he sceewed uvp the | Claude !”
sheot of paper in front of him, and threw “I—I— 1T don’t know anything about it,
it into the tire, pater began Claude desperately.,

DMr. Gore-Pearce said nothing whatever. “Be careful!” warned his father, in an
But his actions were significant. He closeid | ominous voice. “Be very careful what you
thie door, and de- gayv, young man.”
:berately  turned Clande

- ; yulled
e ey in the  WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S, | luye, nui
lock., Then he set , = :
his hat down on a
chair and ad-
vanced into  the
coutre of the
;L-;.:rlI!}'.

“Is—is anything
wrohe, pater?”
askell Claudoe
shalkily,

stiil his father
remained silent.
His face was grim
and set, and there
“. 15 a dangerons

light in his eyes.
(‘lande  watched,
his heart sinking.
tHe felt trapped;
he had a premoni-
tion that  some-
thing  uncomfort-
avle was going to
1[I'|I:|*|

o ..::tr]md fas-
cinatedly as Mer.
{bove-Pecarce r e -
mo.edd  a  letter
trom his  inside
coat pocket and
cpened 1t.

“Pead this!”

and he managed to
read the letter. It
was brief and bust-
nesslike, [t 1n-
formed MNr. Gore-
Pearce that there
was  a  sum of
twelye pounds
litteen shillings
and sixpence ow-
ing by Claude, and
that this sum had
been  outstanding
f or practically
four weecks. Mr.
Bland regretted
thie necessitv of ap-
plving direet 10
Mr. Gore-Pearce,
but as his applica-
tions to Claudo
had been of no
avail, 1t was his
only alternative.
As white a3 a
sheer, Claude al-
fowed the letter te
Hutter to the table.
“The man's a
liar, pater!” he
muttered. “I ¢
promised to wait

sotel the million- until Monday
aire, thrusting the MOrning

“Do  you owae
this fellow, Bland,
the sum me n-
tioned 7"

“Yes, pater."”
b -':f"‘:]‘.]. lt :” “}HJI]E{‘?L]* .t- }!

- miiserable junior.
('lande took the . J

I.+ttr1:',‘ his  hand CHUBBY HEATH. Mr. Lrore-Pearce

il K o " . : S seized the letter,
Lowbiing. AN 4 Ous of the leading lights in the Third rolled it into a

then  he  nearly ; A g : sl

jumped & foot into  Form al St Frank’s, although be is kept  ball, and threw it
I ﬂ" *lhflu ”"(’I e Ii"‘.ﬂ"} [ ; } . l d d ,h ltltl.}“th[*- ﬁt‘[‘.*Thf‘:H
stter was  type- weik 1 cucck 0y s leader ana  coum, - e faced his son

1 . : IR
written but Willy Handforth. Cheeky, and tnclined  squarely.
o

letter forward.
Claude gulped.
“What—what 13

it, pater?” he

a-ked hoarsely,

ande  only saw { arir “It's just as well
a blur. What he to be (h?f.r,ng. for you, my boy,
dicd see distinetly that  you owned
was the signature—“Moniagiie Blaad.” up !” he said grimly. “If you had denied
It was a terrible shock to him. He f the debt I should have gone straight to your

roalised in a flash that the hookmaker, | headmaster. As it is, I'll deal with the
havine grown impatient, had written to his ! matter myself.”

father, applying for the settlemeunt of the! Claude fairly clutched at the table.
accoun', It was a underhanded trick. for! “Don’t go to the Head, pater!” he gasped.
MeX#land had promised him that hae ‘r.'i.)uldx ‘If Dr. Nicholls knows anything about this

nais until the Monday. he’ll sncL me !"”

P TR
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“Doa’t
sacked ?”

“It’ll mean ruin, pater!” panted Claude.
“Once I'm expelled from St. Frank’s——"

“I know,” interrupted Mr. Gore-Pearce.
“You will bring disgrace on me, as well as
on yourself, and I don’t want that to happen.
That 1s why I have come here personally,
that is why I am determined to settle this
affair privately. The headmaster will know
nothing of it, Claude. I have already paid
Bland, and T have told him that if ever
yvou apply to him again he is to inform me.”

Claude experienced such a feeling of relief
that he went weak at the knees and sank
into a chair, The Head wasn’t to know.
That, at all events, was a piece of wonderful
[news,

But there was somethipg about his father’s
attitude which was very, very ominous.

you think you deserve to be]

—— =

CHAPTER 2.
Thrashed !
MR. WILLIAM GORE-PEARCE re-

garded his son in that same steady,
deliberate way.

“You young fooll!” he said
angrily. “Haven’t you any more sense than
to get yourself mixed up with bookmakers?
Don’t you know that you’re risking your
whole eareer by such folly? And what about
me? Do you want to bring disgrace upon
me ?"

“I—1 didn’t think I should lose, pater!™
faltered Claude. "I did all right for the
lirst week or two, and—and "

"I’'m disgusted to know that a son of
mine should be such an arrant imbecile!”
interrupted Mr. Gore-Pearce contemptuously.
“I can see that I have been allowing you
too much pocket-money. Instead of using it,
you have abused it.”

“I won’t do it again, pater!” said Claude
lesperately. "I promise!”

“You certainly won't do it again!” agreed
Mr. Gore-Pearce, grim and hard. "“T’ll see
to that, young man! I have come here
this afternoon for the sole purpose of thrash-
ing youl”

“Wha-a-at?” gasped Claude, staggering to
his feet. _

“Yes, thrashing you!” repeated his
father. "I am going to teach you a lesson
that you won’t forget in a hurry. And if
you get into any further trouble after this
I shall take you away from this school and
have you placed under a tutor, where I can
keep you constantly under my own eyve.”

Mr. Gore-Pearce was harsh in his tone; he
meant every word he said. If Claude got
mixed up in a scandal, he, Mr. Gore-Pearce,
would suffer, And the millionaire, a scli-
made man, was very jealous of his good
name. He was proud to have his son at
such a famous school as St. Frank’s; later,
he wanted Clande to go up to Oxford. And
any more folly of this kind might mean

Claude’s expulsion, with the resultant wreck-
ing of his career.

“Look here, pater, you can’t do it!” said
Claude hoarsely. “Somebody will hear you,
and then i

“Nobody will hear me if you keep quiet!”
broke in Mr. Gore-Pearce. “And what do I
care if I am heard? I am your father, and
if I want to thrash you it’s my business and
nobody else’s. For your own sake, young
man, you'd better take your thrashing
quietly.”

“But it’s not done nowadays, pater!” said
Claude savagely. “Parents don’t thrash
their sons!”

“Don’t they?” said the big man. " Well,
this parent is going to thrash his son. And
never did a son more deserve a thrashing.
Come here!”

“But, patep—"

“Come here!” repeated Mr. Gore-Pearce.

“T'l1—T11 shout for help!” gasped the
wretched boy.

“Shout—and bring your masters!” snapped
his father. “I've allowed you a good deal
of rope—too much—but there’s a limit. And
I’m old-fashioned enough to know that when
a son oversteps the mark, the best thing is
to give him a good hiding. You worthless
young scamp! I'll teach you to get mixed
up with bookmakers and incur big debts
that you cannot seltle!”

“But—bat it’s Sunday afternoon »

“The better the day, the better the deed!”
retorted Mr. Gore-Pearce promptly. " And
this is going to be one of the best deeds I
have ever done. It's all for your own good.
I[f T don’t knock some sense into you this
afternoon I never willl”

He strode forward, seized the desperate
hoy by the seruff of the neck, and grabbed
his cane with the other hand.

“Now!” he said between his teeth.

Slash!  Slash!

The cane came down
effect, and Claude howled.

“Stop it!” he shrieked. “You're hurting
me, pater! I'm not a kid! You can’t
thrash me in this brutal way >

“Brutal 7" thundered his father, **Good
heavens! 1 intended to let you off pretty
lightly, Claude, but since you expect me to
be brutal,

with tremendons

be brutal, I will I can see
that——"

“If you hit me again, pater, I'll—T'll
fight !” '

“Oh, you'll fight, will you?” said his
father., “You think that you can defy me,
eh? You infernal young fool!”

Slash ! Slash!

“Tt's up to you!” panted Mr. Gore-Pearce.
“Take this thrashing quietly and nobody
will ever know. But if you howl you’ll
bring your school-fellows, and perhaps your
masters. 1 shan’t tell your masters why
I’m thrashing you,. but I shall certainly
maintain my night to flog my own son.
Your school-fellows will make things pretty



THI

pr:ﬁ*’nl’mlahlu for you after T’ ve
Lov?  Better take it quictly.”
;‘Luri (lande, shocked into a
the truth, stified his cries. 1t would indeed
be bad for him if the other Removites got
to k now abont this. He would be the taugh-
ing-stock of the entire junior school,

R. WILLIAM CGORE-PEAR(CTE
M

gane,

realisation of

finished at last. He hoad used that
Malacca cane of his with pawful

effect. Claude was now sitting in a
collapsed heap in the easy-chair, sobbiug

econvulsively. He was aching and burning,
and Lis pride, too, had suffered a fall,

Unguestionably, he had df_-senul a thrazh-
ing, but it was a fact that Mr., Core-Pearvce
w1y a brute. He had used that cane
vietonsly  and  with unpardonable fervocivy,
(laude Gore-Pearce was likely to remember
Iu:'-'. flogering for many a long day.

“I'm going now, Claude!" said his father,
as e h[tkuwhtoncd his tie and tidied himselt
D gene mJI}. “I am glad vou made no
adterv,  This little matter vewains private
hetween ourselves,”

— N

Claude said nothing; he was iucapable of
speech just then,

“Before T go, however, T shall have a briet
faterview with your Housemaster.” f‘f..'Fm:t"l’l
the millionaire. “1 am going 1o arrange
that you shall reeeive half-a-crown every
week for the remainder of this term.”

Clande was startled into looking up, and
:-.-‘19 was a horrified {‘\plP'ﬁlfHI it his eves
“ Half—half-a-crown, pater!” he gasped.
“Half-a-crown!” repeated Mr. Gore-Peavce
witle relish., “That will be the tili amount
vour weekly pocket-mouey, (laude,

remaninder of this term.”

~but you can't mean it!" ejaculated
aghast. “‘1I can’t manage with only
pater!”

it for
Lug

YTt
Claude,
Jraii-a-crown,

“You can’t, eh? That’s a pity1”
Ceorve-Pearce.  * Because you'll get
fromn e, Claude—or from your
cither. So yon needn’t write hee any
perato letters.”

“You've given me a thrashing—isu’t that
cnouzh?” asked the junior iutf'i!v

“lnongh be hanged!” retoried his father.
“I've given you the thrashing yvou deserve,
ardl I'm not going to have you squandering
any more money. If vou had used your
liberal pocket-mones sensibly, T should have
maintained the allowance. But I'm going to
toachh you to be careful, (Maude. Half-a-
crown a week is all you will receive, Not a
cent move !

“But what about my exes,
tiie boy in despair,

satd Mer.
Lo 1monre
mother,
tle~-

ot l}‘rﬂ’ '"Iw-.t'l'f[

“1 pay for ne'uh- every-

thing 1n the study. These other two r-hun
have nt anvy money. Besides, what about
going _to the pictures, and—"

Ile Lroke off as he suddenly romembered
something. He had arranged (o give a
special tea-party on the fni!-'_m-‘i:a: evening,
e had invited people, and lad promised
a luxurious spread.

Very
.
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“You can’t do it, pater!” said Claude,
springing, up and clutching at lus father’s
arm. ‘‘Everybody knows that yvou're a mil
lionaire, and theyv expect me to have moncy
Life won’'t be worth living unless——"

“Other bovs manage on half-a-crown a
week, and you'll manage!” said Mr., Gore-
Pearee ]FIPHT]F‘“]'\'

“Let me have a fiver—now!” urged
Claude. “Cut my pocket-money down  to
half-a-erown a week afterwards, if you like
but let me have a fiver now! 1 wmust have
it, pater! You don’t understand-——-"

“I understand that I'm going, and that

vow’ll get no pocket-money of any kind until
next Saturday,” eaid the milhonaire. " And
then you’ll receive half-a-crown from your

Housemaster, if you apply for it That’s ,
all!”

And, withoul another word, Mr. William
Gore-Pearce unlocked the door. strode out,
and slammed the door behind lium.

““Pater!’” babbled the stricken boy.

But “pater” was striding down the pas-

sage, and the sound of his foolfulls gradually

died away.

> ALF-A-CROWNX a

week!" muttered

Claude wretchedly.
Fifteen minutes had elapsed, and
he was feeling less sore.  The
smarting Was decreasing, aund  this  other
blow, too, had done much to lessen his
physical pain. e knew his father of old;
he knew that it would be quite uscless to

fhiis

besides,
rore-Pearce had probably gone.
Claude was absolutely dumbfounded,

'ﬂ ¥

make any fnt'het‘ appeals,
time Mr.

Half-a-crown a week! It was ridiculous.
Hitherto he had had at least a fiver. Many
a time he had even had ten pounds a week
az pocket-money. And to have thiz magz
nificent sum reduced to half-a crown was a

big blow.

What could he do? What could he say?
How could he explain his impecuniosity to
the other fellows? It was some consolation
to realise that nobody in the Remove knew
about the dreadful episode that had just
closed.

Claude groaned as he shifted his position.,
His outlook was black—absolutely hopelesa.
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He thought of his study-mates—ITubbard
and Long. They were nearly always broke,
and he had thrown his own money about
like water. He had provided the study tcas,
and had thought nothing of it. Money had
meant so little to him that he had never
appreciated its value. Now, when he was
sucddenly confronted with the prospect of
being penniless himself, he was at his wits’
end,

It was absolutely immpossible to tell Hub-
bard and Long the real truth. IIe must not
breathe a word of that to a living soul.
He, a millionaire’s son, with an allowance
of half-a-crown a week! It was too absurd.
He would be the laughing-stock of the whole
school. Fellows would chip him and make
his life a misery. Nobody must ever know!

Teddy ILong, having eeen Mr. Gore-
’earce’s car glide out of the gateway, sped
like the wind to Study B. He burst in,
cager and excited,

“Your pater’s
breathlessly.

Gore-Pearce, who had been
r.,.mud at him with baleful ferocity.

‘You young fool!” he snapped.
the idea of barging in like this?”

Teddy Long stared at him.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.
thing wrong?”

““ No, {:unfuund you!”

“Did your pater leave you a liberal tip?"”

Gore-Pearce gulped. e had expected a
question of that sort—only not quite so scon.

“Yes!” he grunted.

“How much ?”

“Aind your own confounded business!” re-
tortedd (Gore-Pearce savagely. “Have I got
to tell you how much my pater gave me?”

“Well, you necdn’t be so grumpy about
it,” protested Teddy. ** Your pater’s a mil-
lionaire, and I thought he might have left
YOl about twenty quid, or something.”

“You're too nosey, Long—that’s what’s
the matter with you,” said Gore-Pearce.
“T’ve got plenty ui' money, but you’re not
going to get any.

e could not bring himself to the point of
telling Teddy ILong that he was absolutely
penniless., In fact, he had to lie. At all
costs, he had to fool the other fellows into
helioving that he was as plentifully supplied
with pocket-money as ever.

he

gone!” announced
startled,

“What's

“* Any-

“You look awfully seedy, you know, Gore-
Pearce,” said Teddy, as he examined
Clande. “What’s wrong? ITas your pater

been giving you a teng off 77
Claude did not like this ecross-examination.

“I’'ve. had some bad news—about my
mater,”” he said gruffly. “She’s ill.”

“Oh, I say—I'm sorry,” said Teddy
awkwardly

“It’s bowled me over a bit,” went on
Gore-Pearce. “And 1 don’t want any more
questions from you, Long. Understand ?

I’'m not feeling in the mood for questions.”

He pushed past and went out of the study.
Teddy Long always irritated him, and thig
afternoon he irritated him so muech that he

could havdly keep his hands off him.
safer to get out.

Besides, there was tea. He didn’t want to
w0 through the ordeal of sitting down to
tea with Hubbard and Long, and having
their eyes on him all the time.

He got his hat and overcoat, and walked
out. He walked up the lane, scarcely caring
which way he went. He only wauted to be
alone—so that he could think. Something
drastic would have to be done. But what?
Where could he obtain some money?

He remembered that tea-party for the fol-
lowing evening, too. He went hot and cold
as he thought of it. He had invited some
of the Moor View girls to come along to
Study B-—to indulge In a very epecial
spread. How ceuld he possibly cancel that
tea-party now?

He recalled the incident which
up to the invitation. He had met Joan Tar-
rant, and her two chums, Bessie Groves and
Hilda Smith. These three girls were gener-

It was

had led

ally together, and at the Moor View
School they were regarded as being not
what they should be. In other words, they

took a pleasure in defying the school rules

and in making mischief generally. Gore-
Pearce had met them in the village, and he
had treated them to chocolates; this had

lex] up to the invitation to tea for the Mon-
day. And Claude, being a bit of a swanker,
had promised a very swell spread,

“I’ve got to do something!” he muttercd

desperately. “'I must have money!”

CHAPTER 3.
An Unexpected Development!

‘4 OING out?” asked Handforth.
“Yes,” replied Bernard Forrest,

with a friendly aiwr. "“Gully and 1

are going to take a walk to DBan-
nington.”

“What’s the good of going to Bannington

on a Pdunday euemng"”’ satd Handforth sus-

piciously., ‘' Besides, you won’t get back mn

time for calling-over. There aren’t any
buses runmng.”’

“My bus will be running.”

“Your bus!”

“My motor-bike,” explained Iorrest.

“QOh!»

“It’s been at the garage at Banningion
for some days now,” continued Forrest.. *‘I
thonght that Gully and 1 would walk over
and ride back. We can ecasily do it before
calling-over. Anything clse you would like
to know, Handforth?”

“You silly ass—"

“We'd take DBell with us, only Bell has
gone over to sec some pals .at the River
House School,” econtinned Forrvest obl hgingly.

“Tf there’s nnjihmg we can do for you in
B:nnunmnn just say the word.”

“There’s nothing, thanks,” replied Hand-
forth grofily. o

e watched the pair go out through the
gateway, and he frowned. Church and
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Siash ! Slash ! Again and again Mr. Gore-Pearce brought the stick down across his erring son’s
back. Claude howied and shrieked for mercy, but in vain.
McClure, who were witit b, rezasded i | know the  rea reason  fov his irip Lo
hY (& | ¥ led him |} tl | { I l
taferestedly, _ . : | Bannington.”
“Still suspicious  of  Iorrest ! ased _
Church, grinning. ORE-PEARCE caine in snon  after-
“Ves, I am!” replied Idward Oswald wards, and he had to run the gaunt.
I{.,llfi_i.t“.)l'lli. ”rrhp If*lj]j.ll'1£ fop I‘I'i.'lf"l-'_'fL' HE ]'L‘t 'nf liil“[“ut'tl'l W {IU. 0ty [E‘I-'.'
spots—not a leopard like Iorrees!, anynow, Ancient MHouse steps. Ile W.-H_ﬁt.m
He's plaving some deep game, or 'l eat looking a  bit “grogav,” and Handforth
tny hat!" noticed it at once. But there was some-
¢ And we thouzht vou were a sportsman, | thing  sympathelic  in FEdward  Oswald’s
Fandyv ” said MeClure, with a sad shuke of | manner as he pulled Gore-Pearce to a stand-
S AN ! ’ AN i i still
is head. e e _
“*%0 T am. vou fathead!” “What's the idea?” asked Claude im-
¢y R I e g | patiently. )

Q AR, B a the l.(l;‘”,' “ {”‘”"}" ]H_” C.;H | “Keep your hair on!” suid Handforth.
. rFriyz ] ] v i i H Tl i r e LA | | & ’ i
*l_,”' ',llh 1-‘””“”“ tI "t' hl ':,""Ill i | I_lll “l We've heard that vour mater 13 ill, Gore-

"rank’; oV i : opped ¢ . : -
5 ll T ..ql e r:nmuﬁ 111 1 el “'mei : : } .lf_ Pearce. Hard lines, old man. Hope sho
oid Dad ways.  And 1 must say that te s | oqo, gots better, and that you hear some
siavted well. Look at the way he plaved| , 54 Y

iy : 1 by A e xood news.
ootball against the Grammar Scliool. If the

|

|

{ollow was still a rotier, ho couldu't pla:
like that!™

“No fear!” agreed Church. “Ilis gamo
was elovious!”

Hauaforth gave ono of his expressive
ﬂt":!l.tq,

“All the same, T wouldu't trust Forvest
aty further than I can see hurd,” Lie said.
“tle’s a tricky, slippecy bounder.  Always
has been. Alwavs will bo  I'd just like to
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“Thanks,” said Clawde, rather taken aback.
~“Hope it’'s not very serious,” went on
Handforth earnestly,

“I'm afraid it 1s8,” said Gore-Pearvce,
mater 15 most frightfully unwell.

“Thw

Three or

four doctors, vou &unow, and all that., Thoe
pater came down especially to tell me. He's
in_an awful stew,”
Havineg told one lie, Gore-Pearca found
ﬂ

it necossary to tell others. And he was readv
cnough to grasp at any plausble excuse for



10

imiD{Jrs
found
beoth

his harassed appearance. He went
and wandered to Study B. He
Hubbard and Long there, and they
looked at him strangely as he appeared.

“Did you have your tea somewhere else ?”
asked Hubbard.

“Tea?”

“We finished ours ages ago,” went on
Hubbard. *“We thought you weren’t coming,
Liore-Pearce.”

“Oh, that’s all richt!” said Claude. “IT
wasn't keen about tea. Never mind.”

“I’ve heard that vour mater is in hospital,”
continued Hubbard compassionately.

“Hospital ?" ¢jaculated Gorve-Peuarce.

“That’s what Long tells 1me,” said
Hubbard., “Isn’t she about to undergo a
serious operation ?"

Much as Gore-Pearce liked this imaginary
illness of his mother’s as an excuse, he con-
sidered that this was going a bit too far.

“Long had better mind his own business!”
he retorted, glaring at Teddy. “ My mother’s
1ll, but she’s not in hospital, and there's
going {o be no operation.”

“But I thought you said
lamely.

“Never mind what I said!” broke in Gore-
Pearce. “I'm worried about the mater.
That’s all. She’s 1ll. And 1 don’t feel in
‘he mood to be questioned, or to talk at all.”

“We'll clear out if you like,” said Hubbard
sbligingly.

“Thanks—I wish you would.”

Hubbard and Long went off in a bit of a
huff; for Hubbard had not expected to be

" began Teddy

taken so literally., Alone in Study B, Gore- |
Pearce paced
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It would be bad cnough to nave the [el-
lows talking: but what about those three
girls? This was the very fivst time he had
invited them to tea i his study., What
would they say when he made some excuse

and called it off 7 He refused to think of
tho consequences.

“I’'ve got to give that tea-party,” he
muttered primly.  “Five quid will do it.
But there’s nobody—— Iy gad! 1

wonder #7

A new idea had come to him. There was
Mr. Porlock, the landlord of the Whiie arp
—the rather disreputable inn in Belltom. Ho
was on very good terms with Jonas Porlock,
and the mnkeeper, of ecourse, would know
nothing whatever about his trouble.

Why not go down to Porlock and borrow
a fiver? lle could do so on the strength of
a supposed delayed remittance from his
father. DPorlock would shell out all right;
and, as for paying him back—well, that would
be another day’s worry. Let it take care of
itself,

“I’ll try it,” muttered Gore-Pearce. “ Any-
how, I shan’t be borrowing from anvbody in
the school, and the chaps will never know.
Aud I shall be able to give that tea-party.”

N the meantime, Bernard Forrest and
Albert Gulliver were hanging about
- within the recesses of Bellton Wood.

It was not a very pleasant occupation,
for ihe October evening was chilly, and a
keen wind was blowing through the trees.
“Haven’t we been here long enough?”
grumbled Gulliver at length.

“Tet's walit
feverishly up and another ten
down. His long minutes,” said
walk  had been Forrest, “Don’t
futile. IHHe had want to be in too
had no inspira- much of & hurry,
tion. or some of tho

How on earth chaps mhg'ht ask
he was to get questions.
money by - the “We’'ve had time
following day re- to walk to Ban-
mained an 1n- nington by now,”
soluble  problem. gaid Gulliver,
Ho could mnot go “And on your
to fellows like motor-bike 1t
Archie Glen- wouldn't ta ke
thorne, or 'Tre- more than ten
gellis West, or the minutes to get
Hon. Douglas back.”
Singleton, or Vivian Travers. They all had The two young rascals had not been to
plenty of money, and they would lend him | Bannington, and had had no intention of

some if he asked them,

But the very act of asking would set
tongues wagging, for he could hardly request
them to keep the affair secret. Besides, how
could he pay themm back? His sole income
for the future would be half-a-crown a week.
He couldn’t ask them to wait until next
term.

His feelings against his father were bitter.
He was broke. And there was that tea-party

on the morrow.

going to Bannington. They had lingered in
the wood, killing time. Forrest’s remarks
to Handforth had been chosen carefully—and
with an object. Handforth was liable to
talk, and I‘orrest wanted the juniors in
general to understand that he and Gulliver
had gone to the local town to collect the
motor-bike.

As a matier of fact, the machine was here,
in Bellton Wood, concealed in a thick clump
of trees not far from’'the road.
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It. Lind Leen there for some davs

There was something remackably untuek,
about that motor-eyele.  One might, during
tive week, Forrest had determuned to sneak

ofl to Bannington, to have “a good time"”
ot the Wheatsheaf. In short, he had been
o o his old games. Ho had beouzht his

mactine down to the wood in the dosk, and
Ead concealed it—in readiness for the jaun
aiter lights-out.

But  everything had gone wrongz that
nighi. Iorrest and his two precious pals had

ran anto Mr, Nelson Lee, their own House-
raster.  IForrest had promptly made a ruash

Nelson Lee’s legs, and had bowled him
the
atten
]_-mi

HE
'.['11[:1'1 tht‘: frio ]J:J.ll }_rl_litr_-ii dCT0OSA
and, 1in order to disteact Lee's

whilst they got back into thew

IForres!
| s L

1 deliberately

atd  maliciously

st fire to one of
tarmer Holt's
bavstacks,

fry2r,
fiolds,
l'ril"il
FOO,
Froadd

h ad

r[h nera

11
that he and (Lt“[‘rL‘l should walk over on
 this Sunday evening Lo colleet the “jigger.”

Forrest was hoping that he and Gulliver would
he able to whirk the machine out safely in
the dusk. Until it was recoverced, Foreest

would not feel easy in nund.
T
4 k— the villame, His eommon asense told

him that it would be more advisable
to leave this visit to the White Harp until
affer dark: but he ecould not wait. And,
when all was satd and done, there wasn'i
much chunee of anybody spotting him on a
guict Sundav evening. The mmn wouldn't be
oven, and he could castly sneak round to the
back door. And whyv break bounds when he
could just w3
eastily accou-
plishe his pulpr_}\--
cli mng legitinmat
hours ?

just about this same time, Claude
Crove-I'earce was hastening down {o

The

THIEF!

He was neaily
nppn site the stile,

bieen qul!,u a sen- L I Bﬂl'{f}.l
sation about this "m"‘- uml frowning
littlo affair. Th Qu;_{_” v the tlal_l‘lclj.' on hisa
bay stack had el .| left-hand  side,
I.:u':r. § completely juor Move when he beheld a
4::..'{”0];,[.9(] '“-“h across the roaiam. 1'1-__:11:'9 in the dis-
a4 loss of two or His eyes were T'.lrlr‘v dﬁ‘i'-l}i Hr}w
theee  hundred staring fixadly at the table, whereon reposed a ii:lt?ln:-:-aa d*ir]lf'mﬁrl
. ls h hooe . . g - lIsk, e
I""l“k'l‘- il(imt?ji pile ot bank notes, How he needed that money. instantly recor-
:"l ! by - - . Ll * '_" L + -5
,.[-::‘:Iﬁ i'ivohfi*:l Failure to get 1t indeed, mlght well mean his msedd Dre. Mor-
X k ¥ & 4 ¥ - " - ¥
and had been ruin at St. Frank's! Yet if he were discovered rison Nicholls.
partially d e - stealing a mastec’s money—expulsion! “Gad the
- 0] s ¥ 'E - ™ » " p I- " -
"‘I"’*‘Tf?"*““i' 0.“1;' ,th{- Slowly the junior’s hand stretched forward; Flead ™ breathed
valiant cltorts ol . : Claude in alarm
the &t Frank's grasped the notes, The temptation bad proved : y
I'ire Brigade had too strong for Bernard Forrest. - !_E“ sl E-’“l'”-.f-
save » whole . i ; onscience,  per-
I‘;{d‘ ,:::; Feonn Read all ‘about .this dramatic incident in next haps, which

Uest e -.uctlon.

The police had

investigated fthe

affair, and, al- 1
thongit Nelson Lee suspected one of the St
Trank's “fellows of being responsible, he had

absolutely no evidence. Tor  Forves! ana
Golliver and Bell had been enabled, by that
destructive trick, to get back into ‘their beds
1 fine.

And there was Forrest's motor-cyele ]udt!eu
i the wood. Its discovery muight have led Yo
sovious results, for Forrest would have bLeen
roquired to explain what the machine was
doiue there. e had not dared to get 1
back on the fateful night. And since then

he had made one or two attempta.  Butf on
erch oceasion somebody  had l“”i*i“““” ely
appeaced, making the project tmipnssible,
Thi.—'- Cvoe Hir: ].lf,'iﬂf,:‘ = 5"!1-.i-u-.t_.*', ]-1-‘+}{m'.]..
I'ii'-lHll:"-i ngr, luut‘-t had alrcady paved the
way. For some days ii{‘ had casually diopped
o ".'UHI Liore aud theo |11'If hia machime w =
being overhauled., s ..J it owas grada 5-54'-:-,'.1'.

Wednesday's stuaning long school yarn entitled :

“* THE THIEF

pr e — e

caused him to Lie
s0 scared. T he
knowledge of lits
cecand made it

neevous.  Again,
he had half an tdea that his father had seer,
the Head during the afternoon. DPerhaps hus

father had meutioned something about thao
curtailed pocket-money to the Head. CGore-
Pearvce was horrified at the thought of being
stopped and guestioned.

In any case, why take the rizk? Ha
dodged quickly throngh a gap in the hedgo
and plunged into the wood. e was satis-
fied that Dr. Nicholls had nor seen hom, and
it would be easy enouch for him to waif
until the Head had walked by, and then
continue his pwn short jouruey. .

And with this 1dea in mind he plunged
deeper into the wood., A few vards ahead
e spotted a -..ll!u] u’[ eylly wihaen secmed to
he almost entively succounded by thiek
bushes, Tt would wake an twdest placo n
which to hide Gore-P'savee rao forward
cagerly, siitherad down lhe steep slope—and
tanded bestde a motoreycela !

.



CHAPTER 4.
The Unseen Listener!

o ELL I'm hanged!” said Gore-|
Pearce in astonishment.
There was every reason for his

surprise.  The light was not
good—indeed, it was dim in the extreme;
but he could easily see that this machine
was a good one; in fact, nearly new., There
were one or Lwo spots of rust on the handle-
bars, owing to recent rain, but apart from
this, the 1motor-cyele was in splendid
condition. It was completely hidden by the
surrounding bushes. Unless Gore-Pearce had
happened to push them aside, in order to
seek a better hiding-place, he would never
have known.
“There’s something rummy about this!”
he muttered, as he crouched down, listening.

He waited until he heard the headmaster’s
footsteps. They came nearer, grew distinet,
and then receded. Dr. Nicholls had passed
on, and Claude breathed a sigh of relief,
Ihat little peril was over, anyhow.

He looked at the motor-eyele more closely,
and saw that it was a powerful machine of
a well-known make—and one of the latest
models, too.

"Great Sceott!”
“It's Forrest’s!”

He recognised it now., TUndoubtedly, this
machine belonged to Bernard Forrest, of the
Remove. It was the one which was supposed
to be in a repair shop in Bannington. Then
what was it doing here? There was good
and suflicient reason for Gore-Pearce feeling
suspicious,

Yet it was impossible for him to have any
inkling of the real truth.

After considering the matter
moments, he coneluded that Forrest
hidden the machine here because of
financial bother. Perhaps it was on hire
purchase, and perhaps the people were
coming down te claim it, or something like
that. So Forrest had put it carefully out of
the way, until the representatives of the hire
purchase firm should have abandoned their
quest.

e wondered if he could inake any ecapital
out of his discovery, but came to the con-
clusion that he could not. IHe was havdly
on speaking terms with Forrest, and——

Ilis thoughts received a jar, for he heard
voices quite near at hand. And it seemed to
him that they were coming nearer. He
could hear, too, the gentle erackling of twigs.

“Don’t be an idiot!" came a voice. " You
were looking in the wrong place, that’s all.
The jigger is further on, among all these
bushes.”

he ejaculated suddenly.

for some
had

s01Ine

It was Forrest’s voice.  And obviously
Forrest was coming to fetch his motor-
bieyele. Gore-Pearce looked round, alarmed.

He had no wish to be found here. Forrest
might conclude that he had been spying,
and really he had only stumbled upon the

mathine by the sheerest accident.  Not
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that Forrest was likely to believe such an
explanation.

Claude glanced round, saw that there was
a little opening amongst the bushes, and
slipped through. He slipped literally, for
there was a depression on the other side of
that bush and he fell into it. It had been
his idea to get completely away, but he soon
found that this was impossible,

For there was no exit from that cleft.
Beyond him there were masses of rough
stones, with ferns growing. The only way out
was by climbing up the loose earth, and in
climbing out he would betray himself. So
he crouched there, waiting.

It was impossible for him to see Forrest
and his companion. He was hidden by the
ferns, and by the formation of the ground.

“Here she 1s!” came Forrest’s voice.
“Confound it, I thought some of the plated
parts would be rusty!”

“Well, what do you expect?” came another
voice—QGulliver’s.  “‘The jigger’s been out
in the rain. I don’t suppose she’s come to
any real harm.”

“That’s not the point,” said Forrest. I
don’t want any of the other fellows to
notice those rusty spots and get curious.

The machine is supposed to have been in the
garage for the past three of four days.”

“I'd forgotten that,” said Gulliver slowly.

“There’s Handforth, for example,” con-
tinued Forrest. “Ie’s infernally inquisitive,
and he’s still suspicious of me, too.”

“1 believe Nipper is keeping an eye on
yvou, old man,” said Gulliver.

" Nipper’s too confoundedly deep!” growled
Forrest. " He’s jolly pleasant, and he’s try-
ing to make me belisve that he accepis ine
as a _good fellow., Confound his nerve!
He’ll be ready enough to jump on me if he
only gets the chance. What’s he going to
say if he sees these rust spots? We shall
have to clean them off, Gully.”

“"Well, let’s get the bike out first,” said
Gulliver.

" Better do it here,” came Forrest’s voice.
“We don’t want to take any chances. If
Nipper spotted this machine as it is, he'd
guess at once that 1t had been out in the
open for two or three days. If he connected
1t with that might of the haystack fire it
micht lead to awkward questions.”

(rore-Pearce, listening, pricked up his ears.
The night of the haystack fire. What did
Forrest mean?

“I believe Lee is suspicious, too,” con-
tinned Forrest savagely. “Nipper’s jolly
thick with ILee, as you know.”

“Well, Lee is Nipper’s guardian.”

“If Lee ever finds out anything about this
machine, he’ll know that we were the
fellows who bowled him over on that night
of the fire,” said Forrest.

"1 like the ‘we,” confound you!™ said
Gulliver, with some warmth. “It was you
who did that. Den’t drag me into it!”

“You were with me—and so was Bell,”
retorted Forrest. “If we hadn’t set fire to

(Continucd- on page 15.)
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Professor Puddledltch S

Lectures !

Conlinuing bis lectures on unnatural bistory, Professor Puddledilch bas sonie-

Ihing lo say about the _“
thal extraordinary fish ¢

grumph ™ this week.
If you-baven't, 1t’s all to the good.

Perbaps you bave never beard of
Justlet the professor

tell you all about it in bis own amiusing fashion !
By Reggie Pitt
LECTURE 3—THE GRUMPH

ROTESSOR PUDDLEDITCH
P staggered into the Hall, awhere were
assembled the boys of St. Sycamore's,

and managed to reach the dais before
his huge dictionary slipped from under his

arta on to the table, knocking over the glass

of water before 1t came to rest.

“Dear, dear!” muttered the professor.
“Never mind. It is somewhat appropriate,

a3 to-8ay we are to deal with a watery
.}tl]]I'l"'l.

“The creature we are to study is the
(srumph I\'o, no, Jones minor, I have
not got a cold; that is the thing's name,.

Now the Gr lmph 1s perhaps one of the 1mnost

fearsome of living monsters, It i1s aero-
amphibions, That is to say, it 13 able to
exist under the water, on dvy land, or to

By in the air.

“It has three hundred and sixty-five legs;
one for each day of the \E‘ﬂ[‘—("{CL[l[’. Leap
Year, uhvu it nses the siame leg two {1:1_',:.-.
fﬂlnhmrr At the end of its Iullg tail 1s a
couple of fins which revolve like the blades
of a propeller. This, of course, serves a
double purpose; one, to propel it throuch
e water as a submarine; two, to drive it
through the air in the mauner of an
acroplane.

“What did you say, Smith? Wlhat happens
if its engine conks out whilst flying? Well,
it simply takes a very deep breath which it
retains, and thus converts itself into a kind

cently floats
w ater, when it
Lii.l rs o 13 car-

of dirigible or aiurship and
down to the surface of the
can do the necessary
'r.mi*ntmr at leisure.
1t's breathing apparatus is unique,
hias a direct beari: g on th method of

and

pro-
pulsion, whether by air or by water. Biwﬂy,
it is thus: As it takes a bpeath, the air
15 passed into the lungs in the usual way,

but is ejected from the tip of ils tail on to

the propeller fins, causing them to rotate
dnd become a driving power. The same
applies when in the sca, when it uses the

water in the same manner by
rotte 1in internal organs.

“I have here a diawram,” and
fessor hung a plan of the beast on the black-
board, and felt for the rlass of water which
was not there. Unconscious Ix e grasped the
inkpot in its place, and after taking a drink,
spoilt the diagram,.

Having at ILHE_{ 1 recovered 41:. composure
and his NEIE(L&("U lie 1gnored the bl lackboard
and the blotchy L]i-ug!‘;tm and contiunned :

an alternative

115

the pro-

“Now where was I? Uck-uck-uck!” The
professor put out his toncue to the class
and gently drew it back over his teeth,
while the boys one and all began to think

he had suddenly developed an attack of bats
in the belfry.

“The Grumph—uek-uck!” he began arain,
“Excuse me, boys. It is the iuk on my
tongue. No doubt—uck—i; will soon—uck—



L4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

wear oft. As 1 was saying, the Grumph gets
very touchy in temper occasionally, and is
much annoyed by the sly attacks of some
species of crustacea, namely, or to wit, the
crab and the lobster. These naughty crea-
tures are wont to fasten on to the propeller
fins of the Grumph and treat the revolutions
as an amusement in the form of a merry-go-
round.

“And lastly I intend to read to you an
extract from a story told by one of the old
school of seafarers, who experienced an
adventure with one of these gigantic denizens
of the deep. If the language is not as re-
fined as one could wish, the interest of the
encounter must, in this case, make up for
that defect.

“The story is told by the master of the
sailing  vessel, Soppy Susan. He was
affectionately known to the crew as Wobble-
legged William, on account of his having
one wooden leg.”

b * Ll

TIIE sun was shining brilliantly (read

the professor) somewhere else, but it

was raining like billyo in the
Astrachan  Archipelago where wel}
were sailing in search of pearls. I had

set the Soppy Susan on her course, heading
straight for Qoshtah Island, and had lashed
the wheel to the mainmast before going
below to finish my game of marbles with the
first mate, Sinuous Samuel.

I was just taking aim with my largest
blood alley when—crash, I was preci—we
were precipi—— Well, we were knocked
into a heap.

“Wo've struck summat,” said the mate.

“1 knows that, you blit_herini idiot 1”1
said. “I've got a lump on my head as big
as a football. Tell the bosun to pipe all
hands on deck.”

So Sinuous Samuel went to his cabin and
put on his bosun’s cap and piped the crew.
When they were both on deck I addresses
them in a loud voice.

“Avast there!” says I. “ Avast and ahoy!

Take two reefs in the fo’castle. Jump to
it, my hearties. Look lively. The mate
says we've struck a rock.”

The crew spread themselves out to

exccute my orders, one going one way and
one the other. Then 1 looks over the ﬂ‘ﬂﬁida
of the bow and sees all the side stove in.

“Shiver me timbers, we’ve sprung a leak!”
I yells to Sam, who had changed his cap
again and was now the mate.

“Ave, aye, sir!” says Sam.

“Well, what are we going to do about
it?” says L

“Tll see what the book of rules says, sir.”

He took from his pocket a guide called

“Notions for Navigators” and runs his
finger down the index.

“*R,”” he muttered. “"“R? for Rock.
A Rock is a lump of ground stuck in theo
sea for ships to strike on.””

“That’s no good,” 1 says.

“Leak,” he says. “Letter ‘L. Lake—
land—language Lumme, no, that’s too
far! Here we are. *‘ Leak; fishes in a
vessel—no, no, fissure in a vessel. Cure:
stuff mattresses in the hole.,””

“That's 1t!" I says, and then called halt
the crew.

I sends him below with orders to stuff a
mattress in the hole. I found out afterwards
that he used mine to stop the leak, so [
severely repri—repri Vell, I told him
off.

The other half of the crew came running
fo’ard.

“Coo!” he shouted (he was cabin-boy in
his spare time.) “Coo, sir, there’s a sub-
merged city!” |

And sure enough there were a long row of

“Try leak.”

chimneys sticking out of the water. Dut
even as we watched, the whole row of

chimneys disappeared and up comes a whack-
ing great sea-serpent,
The mate rushed below, and I must con-
fess that my nerves were a bit shaky.
“Full speed astern!” 1 yelled. *“Put the
brakes on, you landlubbers!”

But no! On we rushes towards the sea-
serpent, which ducks under the water as we
reach it and comes up again astern the
vessel.

Then, to my horror, it opens its month
and seizes the ship in its jaws and pushes
like blazes. We goes forward like the wind,
the foam dashing over the sides of the
Soppy Susan in cascades.

In about two shakes we hove in sight of
Qoshtah Island, and then the wonderful
thing happened. The serpent lets go and
rises into the air and we gets a view of
hundreds of its legs, which we mistook for
chimneys when 1t was floating on its back.
It circled the ship three times, and to our
relief hopped it back the way it came, and
believe me or believe me not, fastened to
its tail was a propeller, like those which
send these new-fangled steamships along.

L] * *

a snap and remarked:
"So you see, boys, we have here a
narrative by
rare inhabitant of
dismiss.”

Professor Puddleditch picked wup  his
dictionary and dropped his spectacles;
picked up his spectacles and dropped his
dictionary, and so on alternately until he
reached the edge of the platform, when in
stooping to recover the last dropped article,
he fell over the edge with a clatter and thus
made his exit, rolling through the door

THE professor closed the volume with

an eye-witness of this
the sea. You may now
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THE WHIP HAND!

(Continued from page 12.)

1
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that stack, we should never have got safcly |
it. But don’t let’s aveue. We've got to zet |
these 1‘E1~.t spots off.” !

The tlplmwnt]ﬂ. busied themsaelves then,
Ciore- l’uui't* hearing no more conversation
for some little time. Ile was quivering with
¢xciltement, for he had heard something of,
great significance.  And he wus glad now

that he had been comnpelled to remain close
hand.

at

“1t'll be a jolly good thing when we get
titts machine back in the garage,” said
Crulitver.  “And if you'll t take any advice
from me, Forrest, you won't try auy night
jaunts. They’re too risky!”

“1 don't want your advicz!” grunted
Bernard.

“Well, hang ii, yow're pretending {o be a
Fioers sport,  aren 't you® std  Gualliver,
"i.mu if the beaks never discover um'th e,

il be all up with your game it the ehaps
get to know.  Strikes me you're being too
reckless.”

"Rot!”

“It's all very well to say ‘rot,” but what
Lappened the wvery first tinp voir  broke
bounds ?” argued Gulliver. “You ran into
Liee, and you had to set five to that stack
su thutt you could get back into vour bed-
room,  Was it worth the risk?” -

“How was I to know that ke would be
out in the lane at that hour?”

“There was that affair of the golf bail,
tho,” went on Gulliver. “Ir was a pretty

~sqinart acheme to catapult the ball at \mpm

kitee from behind the hedge, and make the
follows believe that I hud made a Dbad
dvive from the other
moadow, but the risk

1
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I think. You buzz
aud have a look

Nnow,
hoedge

tn that gap in the
up and down tha

- lune.”

“What shall I do if the coast’s clear ?”

xive a whistle.”

“And supposing  theve's somebody in
sight 7" _
“Then do nothing, idiot!" said Torrest.
“Don’t give any whistle until the coast is
absolutely clear. T'll be ready to dodge
out,
LAUDE GORE-PEARCE heard

Gulliver [Jthithr his way

C the bushes, But Claude rm!
thiz in a subconsecions kmd

[{is brain was throbbing "‘!h the
information that he ]mrl jnst
So Bernard Forrests
mere pose!

through
noticed
of way.
lwiml alik
heard.

TP frmnﬂmu WS 0
He had been breakinge hournds

after lights-out, as of old, and it was he who
had set fire to that haystack in Farmer
Holt’s meadow. There was that affair of
the golf bull, too.

Gore-Pearco clearly remembered the in-
cident. Nipper, on Little Side, had been
struck by a golf ball, and it had been
umpossible for him to piw in the mateh
against  Bannington  Grammar  School.

Gulliver had ecome rununing up from a great
distance, and had expressed consternation
and surpn:-n when he had learned that
Nipper had Imf-n hit. All the evidence in-
aicated that Gulliver had given the ball o
mighty swipe, and that it had travelled iu

a wrong direction,
Actually, Forrest had  been  conecaled
behind an adjacent hedge, and he had

accurately catapulted the golf ball at Nipper.

i . B 2
v il gtl..‘\-l-lt

“Don’'t be a fool!
There was no risk at
«l1,”. said I'orrest.
“And what was the
restlt, anyhow!?
Didn't I play in
Nippee's place ?  And
acen't the fellows buaz-
sinee round me  like
flies, patting me on
e back and -:-a,llmr'
moe a fine sportsman ¥

“But supposing

It had been no accident at all—but a de-
liberate, malicious plot to put Nipper out of
the game. A el

—  Yorrest had played

in  Nipper's  place!

Nobody had had the

slightest inkling that
IForrest had purposely
schemed towards that
end.,

A low whistle came
to Core-I’carce’s cars,

sotebody had spotted
withh that cata-
asked Gulliver, “[".'(_-. warned
abowut this before, and you wan't take
notice, One of these days vou'll be
oid, IForrest. You can fool the
cortain time, but if you make one :
v on to vour game, and then
cropper.”

“Confound your cheak!"

Vg

paale 7 you
any
howled
chaps for a
iip they'H

vou'll come a

auy advice from you. Thera, she's all swight

snapped Iorrest, i
“1 kunow what I'm doing, and 1 dou’t want |

and immediately
afterwards he heard
a great crackling ot
twigs and one or two
weetallie bumps, Ber-
nard I'orrest w g s
pushing the machine
out inta the open.
After a bit there came the sound of the kick-
starter being operated.  The machine wuas
now on the road, and obviously the two
voung rascals had quffwdml in getting it
there unobserved. 'l'he dusk was so deep

that their task had been comparatively casy.
Zurrrrrrh !
There eame thie low purr of the powerful
engine, It raced for a moment or two, and
tuun settled down inloe a quicter pulsation.
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it LL serene!” s=aid Forrest calmly.
A Gulliver was riding on the pii
lion, and they were nearing the
gates of St. Frank’s. They were
satisfied that their 1ecent movements had
been unobserved. They turned into the
gateway just as Josh Cuttle, the porter, was
about to close the portals.

Bell was waiting in the Triangle, and he
knew that a number of other juniors were
within earshot.

“IHallo!” he sang out. “I thought you
chaps weren’t going to get back in time for
locking-up.”

“Those garage people ought to be boiled,”
said Forrest. “They promise a thing, and
they don’t keep to it. Gully and I bhad
to wait.”

“‘Is the jigger all right now ?” ashed DBell.

“Runs like a dream,” said Forrest. *‘‘We
let her out a bit on the straight stretch just
outside Bannington, and she touched fifty
with ease.”

“How much did they charge you?” asked

Bell. :
They all went off together towards tho
school garage, and if any of the other
juniors had heard those words they would
naturally jump to the obvious conclusion
that Forrest and Gulliver had just got back
from Bannington, after having fetched the
machine from the garage.

A little later, in Study A, the three young
schemers grinned.

“Everything’s O.X. .now,” said Forrest
complacently. ““Nothing more to worry
about. Thank goodness we got that jigger
out of that beastly wood!”

“It’s been a nightmare,” said Bell. " How
many times have we tried to get it out?”

““Never mind that,” said Forrest, ''It’s
out now, and we haven’'t aroused any sus-
picions.”

They would have been alarmed- if they
could have seen Claude Gore-Pearce at that
moment. For Gore-Pearce was out in the
Triangle, in the deep dusk, and on his face
there was an expression of gloating triumph.

He had not been to see Mr. Jonas Por-
lock. That idea was washed out. He had
a much better seheme on hand now—a very
much better scheme,

Ile hated Bernard Forrest, for Forrest had
usurped his position in Study A, Here was
a golden opportunity of getting his own
back!

“In fact, Gore-Pearce was quite convinced
that his problem was solved.

CHAPTER 5. g
A “ Friendly " Call!

FTER evening service there was a
A lazy half-hour for the juniors before
supper. There was no prep. to-night,

of course, and so most of the fellows

gathered in the Common-room or lounged in
their studies, - - ¢

2
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

Forrest and Gulliver and Bell went straight
to Study A, They would then show them-
selves 1in the Common-room, when Forrest
would make himself pleasant to everybody
in general. Afterwards, they might chance
having a ecigarette in the privacy of their
study.

But this programme was not carried ouf.

For when they got into Study A they
found the light burning, the fire blazing

merrily, and Claude Gore-Pearce was loung-
ing luxuriously in the armchair.

“Made a mietake, haven’t you?”
Forrest, staring.

‘“A mistake 7 drawled Claude, yawning.
“1 don’t think so.”

“This isn’t your study.”

“I don’t believe it 1s, now you come to
mention it,” agreed Claude. "It used to be,
of course, but we won't go into that. 1
thought you wouldn’t mind me strolling in
and making myself at home.”

“Well, I do mind,” saixd Forrest curtly.
“You can clear out!”

There was something about Gore-Pearce’s
manner which puzzled Bernard.  And it
caused Gulliver and Bell to stare, too. Since
they had thrown Gore-Pearce out, he had
never spoken to them. He had cut them
completely. What was the meaning, then,
of this sudden friendliness?

“Did you hear me?” demanded Forrest.
Claude yawned, bent forward, and poked
the fire.

asked

“You might shut the door,” ir}r; said,
glancing  round. “There’s a bit of a

draught.”
“I'll shut the door after you've gone!” re-

torted Forrest, “Of all the infernal
nerve——-""

“1 really think you’d better shut the
door,” said Claude gently.

“Oh! Why?”

“I’ve something to say—and it’s private.”

“What’s your game, Gore-Pearce?” de-
manded Forrest curiously. **No, don’t shut
that door, Bell! -1I'm not going to be die-
tated to by this jackass. le’s not going
to have a game with mel”

“Game 77 repeated Claude, with exasperat-
ing coolness, “What game? Congratters,
Iorrest, on your wonderful recovery.”

“What do you mean—my recovery?”

“You used to be such a blackguard,” said
Claude musingly, as he lay back in the chair
again, ‘A really frightful blackguard, For-
rest, Didn’t you, now? Don't try to deny
it, old man.”

“Get out of this study!” snapped Forrvest
hotly.

“And now you're such a splendid fellow,”
continued  Gore-Pearce, with  approval.
“You're so spotless, Forrest. Never break
bounds at night, ch? Never indulge in any
little wickednesses. And you play football so
well, don’t you? The junior school is raving
about you. I really don’t wonder.”

Bernard Forrest dfd not fail to detect the
mocking irony of Gore-Pearce’s tone. He
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“ {1 you don’t loan me a tenner [ shall tell the school what I know about you ! "’ threatened Gore-
Psarce, Bernard Forrest was beaten—and he knew it! “* Hold on !’ he panted desperately.
““ Hara’s your tenner !  And he ook out his wallet and handed the money to the scheming Gore-

Pearce.
«laneed at the amazed CGulliver and Bell, avd,  “What’s your gume?” he demanded
motoned  his head towards  the  hali-open | harshly.
koot “Tirst of ull, T like to sce that tenner,”
“Lend a hand here.” he  sard  curtly. | smiled Gore-Pearce.
“We'll throw this fool outside.” “You babbiing lunatic! If wvou think

_ i:.'.m:ll yvet any money oui ol me, vou're
tina un,  “Before yon throw me out, For- | crazy!” said Forrest., "It 1 had a thousand
rest, 1 want vou to do me a little favour.| pounds in my pocket at this moment, 1
That's really why I cama here” | wouldn’t lend vou a brass farthing.”
L F 3 LE _‘-' 'I."".” T ! 1
A favour—hrom me!? I, “Well, that wouldi’t worry me.” saiil
|
i

“Just a minute!” said (rore-Poaree, stt-

“As a matter of fact., and s!rictly on the

a.t., T want vou to lend me a tenner,” said | —1 want a tenncr. DBestdes,
Claude softly. " As it's strietly between our- | don’t exist!”

1

i

| Gore-Pearce. “‘I dou’t want a brass farthing
!

yra Evnrnd Tavnd
._I';“""_" ;;IIIIIILI:‘.I-H‘

selves, T'm ouly whispering. Tt'll be a lot] *““He’'s off his rocker!” said  Gulliver

hettor if you close that doov. 1 shouldn’t] blankly.

lihe anvbody else to know.” “Mad as a haiter!” agreedd Dell,
S g 1 o o HI),J | o 1 |{i Viny T 0m vas
Foreest was no fool, and there waz some. eriaps ann, nodaed  Leore-lcaree.

thing 1 Claude’s  tone  which  nwardly “I'm so mad, in fact, that I'm quite certain
4 3 5 i ! ) et LIS SR y . " ' 3
~tarticd him.  Clande’s very action in coming | that I shall hale ten quid 1 my pockel

; - . 2 R N
Liere, too, for the loan of a tenner was sie- before I leave this study.

cificant., It struek Forvest very fovcibly that “You won’l get ten pence-—lel alone leu
(ooce-Pearce knew something, I'n‘m‘.'lfl.-,” ;:rnir-rl IYorrest.

“Shut that door, Bell!” he said, beeathing!  “No?” said Claude. *‘I'm awfully soery
Lok, Ifj:mt'l'{* so definite, Forvesl. You wouldn't

K 'lJJLLTI s better,” muina red Ciaude | like me to go to the Head, and tell him
mustngly., about your motor-bike, would you?"

11 o | 1 ; - " .

Boll shat the door, and Toreest steode| Forrest started, and Gulliver and  Bell
AT fisd [0 .‘rl_l* ?"rl."'ll"-"_f'i.i..l[l' u‘.,:i Z |-'zl-i ._!-’n AT | hi!':f]f}{l ]JHLE.H ‘.[_113{"‘,’ UlLE*I‘{HI _-',1\“'I.]t_-_d i.‘jil'.’?-'iii.i-
at the unwelecome visitor, Ctions, and Forrest glanced at  them [fero-
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ciouely, Tt was just like the idiots to give
themselves away.

“What about my motor-bike ?”’ he askea
ominously,.

“Oh, nothing,” said Claude, waving a
hand. " Nothing much, anyhow. Only I

thought you'’d rather 1t be kept dark that
“you've had your jigger hidden in Bellton
Wood for some days—ever since the night of
that haystack fire, in fact.”

“He knows!” breathed Bell, in a panic.
Claude Gore-Pearce nodded.

“1 know quite a lot,” he replied lazily.
Hard luck, Forrest, old man. A pity yon
couldn’t get your machine out of that wood
until this evening. It would have looked so
suspictous if 1t had been fouund by one of the
masters on the night of the fire. It was
quite a clever dodze of yvours to set that stack
on fire so that Mr. JL.ee would be put off the
scent. It enabled vou to get indoors before
you could be discovered, didn’t it ?”

“Oh, my hat!” said Gulliver desperately.
“Ho knows all about it, Forrest! lle knows
that you fired that haystack i

“Shut up, you fool!” snarled Forrvest, turn-
ing on him fiercely. “Can’t you keep your
confounded tongue still? He might bhave
only suspected—but now you’ve given the
game away!”

“It didn’t matter,” said Claude. *“1 knew
it all the time. And now, Forrest, about
that tenner? You’ll be a sport, won’t you,
and lend it to me?”

“Wait a minute!” said Forrest, trying to
fight down his alarm. “I don’t admit any-
thing, Gore-Pearce. And your word isn’t of
any value——"

“Perhaps vou don’t admit that you plaved

LAY

a pretty low-down trick on Nipper—just
before the big football match?” asked
Claude. “It was a smart dodge, wasn’t it,

to injure him with a golf ball loosed from a
catapult 7"

- “Dido’t I tell you?" asked Gulliver ex-
citedly. “I warned you, Forrest, that it was
risky! Gore-Pearce must have spotted you
with that catapult——"

“If vou can’t be quiet, I'll knock your
head off!" enapped Iorrest. “Who else
knows about this, Gore-Pearce 7

“Nobody,” replied Claude. “I’'ve kept it
strictly to myself. My dear fellow, I
wouldn’t dream of giving you away. Perish
the thought! Don’t forget that I'm your
pal 1

He smiled into Forrest’s eyes, but there
was such gloating maliciomsness behind that
smile that Forrest was left with no doubt as
to the kind of “pal ” he had to deal with.

“T admire anybody clever,” went on Gore-
Pearce, as he made himself more comfort-
able. “And you really are awfully clever,
Forrest. You’ll have to let me compliment
vou upon vour great spoof. One of the best
dodges I’ve ever heard of.”

“Go on!” said Forrest between his teeth.

“Not that' T mind, of course,” said Claude,
shrggine his shoulders.

“The more you !

can spoof the chaps, the better. As far as
I’'m concerned, you can carry on. with the
good work for as long as you please. 'This
idea, I mean, of pretending to be so up-
right and honourable—and yet being a pretty
low-down sort of trickster. It requires a
nerve to do what you're doing, Forrest.
Congratters, old man!”

Bernard Forrest nearly choked. There
was something indeseribably menacing about
Gore-Pearce’s  attitude—in  spite  of  his
smoothly-spoken words. And  Forrest could
not lose sight of the fact that Gore-Pearce
knew a great deal more than he should have
known.

“1 can see what your game is,” he said
harshly. “Somchow, you've been spying on
me——-"

“Not at all,” interrupted Claude. “What
I have found out, I’ve found out quite by
accident,  DBut there’s really no reason why
we shouldn’t be the best of friends. And
suiely there’s nothing unusual in one friend
making a loan to another? What about that
tenner, Forrest 77

Forrest drew in a deep breath,

“ Blackmat!, ¢h ?” he snarled.

Gore-Pearce frowned and rose {o his feet.

“That’s not a nice word,” he said
profestingly,

“It’s the only word that fits the case!”

“It you use it again, I shall feel impelled
by my high spirit of duty to pay a visit {o
the Head,” said Gore-Pearee. “*1 shall have
to tell him that it was you who set lire to
that haystack——" o

“You fool!” brdke in Forrest. “What do
vou take me for? I’m not scared by your
threats. My word is as good as yours, and [
shall denv evervthing. You caw’t prove—-"

“All the same, 1t’ll be abit awkward for
you when the Ilead makes inquiries in
Bannington,” imterrupted  Gore - Peuarce,
confident in the strength of his position.

“What do you mean—inqguiries in
Bannington ?”

“Weren't you supposed to ‘have left your
motor-bike to be repaired?” asked Claude
ennningly. “What do you think the Head
will think when he . discovers that your
machine hasn’t been at the repairer's at all?
And don’t you think there'll be any traces
in the wood? Marks of the tyres, for
example, where the machine rested? My
poor fellow, if Mr. Nelson Lee is put on this
job—as he will be if I have a chat with the
Head—you won't have a leg to stand on. As
matters now stand, there’ll be no inquiry,
and so nothing will be found out. I'm a
recasonable chap, and T wouldn’t dream of
interfering in an affair which doesn’t concern
me. I shan’t breathe a word to another soul.
Wouldn’t it be a good idea, don’t you think,
to lend me a humble tenner?”

Forrest stood there, really and truly
alarmed now. Matters would be awkward
for him if there was an official inquiry. ITe
had little or no confidence in Gulliver and
Bell; put to the test, they would nrobably

LT
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Liah. Forrest was even beginuing to regret | “I can only let you have five,” broke in
thiat Lie had taken those two weakhinugs inh}! Forrest savagely.
liis counfidence. It was only because they had ',
been his former {riends that he had ailowed |
ther to share his seeret.

In spite of all his fury, he was obliged to
Le polite to Claude Gore-Pearce,

“All right, we'll be frank,” he said blunliy. , 1 ;
“You know all this, Gore-Peurce, and you “You—you miserable, biackmailing black-

L)

“That’s a pity,” drawled Gore-Pearce. “1
distinetly saw a ten-pound note 1 your
pocket-book vesterday, when von were 1n tho
scheol shop. 1 know you haven't changed 1it,
Forrest. Be a real pal, and lend it to me.”

say vou'll keep it to yourselt. Why do you | guard——

want money from me? lsn't vour pater a “I told yon what T should do 1if you

vwitlonaire?  Doesn’t he give vou pots of | mentioned that word again,” said Core-

cash *" Pearce, making for the door. “I1’ve mereiy
Uore-Pearce had been expecting this, and | asked vou for a loan, as one firiend to

bee was prepaved. another. All right! If vou choose to insult
“L'va got sgmfztexlr;l-sxtrm‘i;ul expenses,” he | me, 1 shall have to do my duty.”

I I'{l‘UIHPHFf- As a matter of fact, my “Ilold on!" panted Forrest desperately.

pater 13 so worried about the mater’s illness E e ok et 1
¢ire's your rotten tenner:
that ho forgot to leave me any money. Auad Gy “

I don't want to bother him for some little He was nearly choking, and his hand
timme—not until the mater is definitely betice. | trembled as he took oub lLis pocket-book and
So if you can come across with that teaner | removed the ten-pound wnote, rore-Pearce

— took it and thrust it into his pocket.
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“Thanks,” he said as he made for the door.
“MThat will do nieely, Forrest—to be going
on with.”

II¢ smiled and went out.

CHAPTER 6.
Preparing for the Fair Visitors!

o T worked like a dream,” murmured
Gore-Pearce exultantly.

He had gone next door into Study

B; and he could hear an excited buzz
of voices coming through the wall which
separated his study from Forrest’s.  The

Study A trio were evidently discussing the
recent bombshell.

“l knew he’d shell out—he
breathed Claude, fairly hugging himself.
“By gad! And this won't be the only
tenner, either! There'll be another one
towards the end of the week—and more of
them all through the term! I've got ForTest
where I want him!”

1f Gore-Pearce had not been in such ex-
tremities, owing to the harsh decree of his
father, he might have hesitated to indulge in
this evil practice. Ovdinarily, he would have
drawn the line at blackmail. For 1t was
blackmail, pure and simple.

_ But the prospect of being without cash
through the term had made him more than
usually rascally.

Claude made a bit of a mistake later on
when the Remove went up to bed. THe
tacked himself on to Forrest—much to For-
rest’s secret annoyance—and he became very
agreecable. TForrest was compelled to accept
these advances.

“Going to get up early in the morning,
Forrest, old man?” asked Claude in the
corridor. “ More football practice, eh ?”

“If it’s fine I shall be up,” said Forrest.

“You might give me a call,” nodded
Claude. “I have a fancy to get up, so that
I can come and watch you. It’ll be awlully
interesting.  Oh, end by the way, you've
got a very special alarm clock in your bed-
room, haven’t you?”

i 1"-(}5_“

“Be a pal, and lend it to me,” said Gore-
Pearce genially. “If vou do that, I'll be the
first to wake, and I'll come along and call
vou. How's that ?”

“I want the clock for myself, if it’s all the
same to vou,” replhed IForrest, fichting down
his fury.

“Rats!” grinned Gore-Pearce.
lend me the clock, I know.
along and fetch 1t.”

He linked his arm with Forrest’s, and to-
gether they went into the latter’s bed-room.

“Something fishy about that,”” remarked

Handforth darkly.

IHe was standing a little farther up the
corridor, with Church and MecClure. errupur
and Travers and a few others were aleo there,
having a final word or two before they went
into their respective rooms.

had to!”

“You’li
In facs, I’ll come

A up no end.”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“I don’t know about being fishy, Handy,”
said Nipper, *““but it’s certainly rather sur-

prising to see Gore-Pearce so thick with
Iorrest.”
“Forrest’s pretending to be a good chap

since he's come back,” argued Handforth.
#“And we all know that Gore-Pearce 1s a
rotter. The very fact that Forrest is friendly

with him proves that there’s something hshy
going on.”

“Perhaps Forrest has been exerting his
cood mfluence, dear old fellow,” suggested
Travers. “Perhaps Gore-Pearce is turning
over a new leaf, what? Well, well! Can it
be possible that two leopards are changing
their spots #”

“The first one hasn’t changed his spots
vet,"” retorted Handforth. “I don’t believe
all this bunkum about Forrest. IHe's playing
some deep game——"

“"Oh, dry up!” interrupted
“(Give lforrest a chance!”

“Hear, hear!”

“A chap who can play football as he does,
and score goals, is all right,” said somebody
else.

And Handlorth was ignored.

After IForrest’s glorious football—and,
indeed, he had been playing beilliantly
lately—he was quite popular. Most of the
fellows believed that he had definitely re-
formed, and thev were only too ecager to
show him that they were willing to be
friendly. -

Gresham.

Gore-Pearce’s  bed-room, Arthur

N

I . Hubbard and Teddy Long regarded
Claude with some curiosity. Ilarlier
in the evening he had been haggard

and worried—presumably because of the ill-

ness of his mother., But now he had com-
pletely recovered, and he was in high good-
humour.

“What’s happened to you, Gore-Pearce?”
asked Teddy Long inquisitively. * You've
oot pretty merry all of a sudden, haven’t
yvou? And why are you so thick with
Forrest? ‘1 thought you hated himn #"

“Iorrest isn’t so bad,” replied Gore-
Pearce, as he commenced undressing. “In
fact, T believe I shall be quite friendly with
him in future.”

“You’ve changed your views
guickly,” said Hubbard, staring.

“Well, as a matter of fact, he was rather
decent this evening,” said Claude, who folt
that it would be advisable to make some sort
of explanation. “He was €0 genuinely con-
cerned when- I told him about my mater’s
illness -that I felt 'a bit touched. I realised
that the fcllow wasn’t so bad as 1 had
thought.”

“You don’t seem to be very worried about
your mater now,” said Hubbard pointedly.

“Oh, didn’t I tell you?” asked Claude. “I1
had a 'phone call. 1've heard that the mater
has taken such a splendid turn for the better
that all danger bas passed. [t’s bucked me

pretiy
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ST. FRANK’S QUESTIONNAIRE!

THE

Here ape fwelve teslers for vou, clums—questions which refer to St Frank's

and 4ls members.

Give them the * once-over,” jot down the answers to those

which you know, and then compare them with the correct lisl which will be given,

i@gs‘fﬂr’r with another sel of questions, next ©

i3

the

1.—Which
Known
juniors?

St.
Resoluta

Frank's
Dy

building near
as Fort

2. —What is the name of the lady who once |

reigned at St. Frank's as tamporary
Head?
3.—Where is Chubby Heath's homa?

4.—¥ho is the leading rotter among the
juniors at the River Housz School?

5.—Which Moor View School girl i5 Johnny
Onions' particular chum?

.—Who are the occupants of Study No. 13|
in the East House?
1.—How many vyoung lady assistants are

employed in the School Shop?
B.—What is the name of the Matirs. expert?

“So that's it,” said Teddy.

'L.::.. vou were 8o chirpy.  Huaio, you ve |
onpe d wlmlhinp; -

“1t’s all right,” said CGorve-’earvcs, as he
picked Lp a plece 0[ Crisp im;n e, “1t% only
a tenter.”

“A teuner?” gasped Teddy, eyveing it
oy,

“AMy pater gave it to me this aftei noon, i
sl Gove-Pearce in u caveless Voo o 114
thie way, that reminds me, | :-.]l;:il .-;;ml:d A

ool deal of this on the tea-party to-morrow,
Voe're going to have something extra special
i Study. B, my sons!”

“Liood L‘L'.'.‘J.'lh said '_I":':lti_",.', “('I-Li{lf_'; e “1‘-'.'}.

".lu:m Turrant  wd  her  friends arve
cotning went on  Gore-Pearee  renioa I
e i give those girls the best feed they've

cver chad., We'll take the shine out of
*il‘l.mlfurth and Nim}m"uml those others, teo.
When 1 mive a feed, it’s got to be a good

e

oLne,

ouly
Mounday

el
LiLe

”Il"

( N ORE-PEARCT'S wasn't
J party ariauged fov,
evening. *
As it happened, the chums of
Stody H—Vivian Travers and Jimmy DPotis
—had tssued a special invitation to Phyllis
Pualimmer, Tessa Love, and Betly Bavlowe.
They kuew nothing of Gore-Pearce’s plans,
of course, and 1t was only by chance that
thesae other three givls should have been
invited to St Frank’s for the same evening.
The next day Clawde made himself ex-
coasively Lusy over the preparations.  He
saw no reason why he should not spead raos!
of that tenner on this special tea-pacis
There was plenty more mowery o be

toa- |

N e i

L

“We w-mh lmI ’ obtamed from the sume

il e

| MeClure.

f’f.-!,t .

9.—Who is the Swimming instructor at St
Frank's?

10.—What is the name of the
cinema in Bannington?

11.—Who is the wusual centre-forward of tha
St. Frank's Junior Eleven?

12.—What is the name of Willy Handforth's
pet rat?

big talkia

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS

1. Fdgar Stanwmore. 2. Mr. Aprthur Field-
i, 3. Mrs. DPotter. 4. Mr. William
Pagett. 5. Dave Ascoll and Georgie Glyan.
6. Walter Chureh  and  Arnold  MeClure.
T. Betty Barlowe., B, Marmaduke. 9. Terence
(' rady., 10, Mr. Rolicrt Hobb., 11. Araold

12. Five

— mdea == = - e —

riilieg,

souirce! TForrest was

one of those lucky fellows who could ncarly

always produce a  hver. Indeed, he had
generally had a greater supply of pocket-
money than Gove-Pearce.

Towards the afternoon the  preparations
were nearving  complefion, ~tudy B was
renerally tidied up, tlowers were obtained,

and all sorts of titivations had been made.
Hubbard and lLong weve kept busy during
every one of thewr aspave moments.
Ciore-Pearce was having a complete feast
provided by one of the swell confectioners in
Bannineton,  The whole order was beingr
delivered by a special van, and Gove-Pearco

mtended to “surprise  the natives.”  Ha
would  show -~ everyvbody how young lady
gnests should be treated.

There would be nothing so common aa
savdines, or tinned salion, or sausages, or
veal and ham pies, or anvthing like that.
The caterers were supplyving something oud

of the common,

And while the millionaive’s son was going

abour boasting of his Dlaus, Jimmy Polts
ar Travers were making more  hamblhy
arrangements of  then own o Study 1
They did not despise hot sausages or eggs
and hacon. .
“There'll be six of us altogether,” said Siv
James Potts, Bavet., as hoe sorted out tha
crockerv., "I'm afraid we shall have to

borrow a few cups, Travers.”

“That'll be easy enough,” repiied Travers.
“What do yvou think we'd belter start with ?
tlot sansages or cheese omeletie? 1! there's
thing T can do, it's make a cheeso
orelette.”

(WL
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“Don’t T know it?" grinned the school-
boy baronet. “Your cheese omelette, old
son, i1s a dream. I think we’d better start
with hot sausages, and work up to the
omelette later. Then, of course, we’ll finish
with cream buns and doughnuts and fancy
cakes.”

Stanley  Waldo
happy.

“Want any help here?” he asked genially.
“As I'm to be a guest, I think I ought to
lend a hand—"

“Guests aren’t permitted to lend any hands,
thanks,” replied Vivian Travers. “If it’s all
the same to you, dear old fellow, we’ll
attend to the details.”

They had especially invited Waldo because
he was rather keen on Betty Barlowe. And
it would be a good opportunity for him to
get better acquainted with that young lady.
Waldo was a comparative necw-
Emm-r, and he was one of the
asl,

Strictly speaking, this feed in
Study II was not being held <o
much for Walde'’s benchit as for
Travers, '

came in, cheerful and

The ecool, level-headed Travers
was very much attracted by Phyllis \
Palmer. Curiously enough, all lis \
assurance and coolness deserted

him when in the presence of tho |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

out of the frving-pan. They're the kind ol
girls who don’t hke any fuss.”
“And the feed will be a lot better
Gore-Pearce’s, teoo,” agreed Travers.
On this occasion, such notable Moor View
girls as Ivene Manners and Mary Summers

than

fair Phyllis. Quite recently ho

had been positively tongue-tied,

8
1
il

and had been compelled to flee 1n
complete disorder, much to Jimmy |
Potts’ consternation,

So it was Jimmy’s idea to invite
Phyllis to tea. As she could
hardlv be invited alone, the other
two girls were coming with her.

And there was to be a regular — >
little party in Study H. =
“T hope you won’t make a mess == Z
of things again, Travers,” said -Q,_Za_ 7
Jimmy warningly. ‘“You don’t s
want to make an ass of yourself in A :
front of Phyllis, you know.” ,;:';2/ /
“Heaven forbid!” said Travers with a L ¥
ghiver. “For the love of Samszon! Don’t re- '
mind me of what happened the other day! p
I’ll be better this time, Jimmy, dear old G
fellow.” 4

“Well, vou ought to be, seeing that there’ll
be plenty of us,” said Jimmy. “And once
the ice is broken, everything will be all
serene.”

“I hear that Gore-Pearce is entertaining
gome of the girls this evening, too,” said
Travers.

“Joan Tarrant and her friends,” said
Jimmy with a sniff. “Joan Tarrant is just
about Gore-Pearce’s mark! Ie’s going to

swank, too, with a special feed from
Bannington. But if I'm any judge, Phyllis
and Tessa and DBetty will prefer sausages

fried over our own fire and served on odd
plates, and wvour cheese omelettes straight

T4

-

The juniors and their fair visitors looked at the

and Doris Berkeley were rather out in the
cold—which was an unusual state of atfairs,
But then, they were frequent visitors to St.
Frank’s, for they were always being invited
by Nipper and Handforth and the others.
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B]':HN.";H D FORREST was looking Forrest grunted.

thoughtful immediately after lessone “Never mind Gore-Pearce now,” he said.
WOIre over, “I've got something else to talk about. Did
e vetired into  Study A with | you know that Phyllis Palmer is coming to
Culliver and Bell, and these latter juniows | tea in Study 177
Bedin HEIREhE SR A ek L "1 heard somebody saying something about
1t,” replied Gulliver.
“Well, I’'ve made up my mind to have
Phyllis  for myself,” said Forrest coolly.
“She’s keen on me—thinks I'm no end of a
good fellow with my foetball, and all that.
H I'm going to cut Travers out with Phyllis.”
|
|

“You won’t have much chance—after this
said Bell, shaking his head.

“We'll see,” replied Torrest.
“I've thought of a little idea, my
sons, and I want one of you to heln
me. If Phyllis doesn’t eome to tea
with us in this study, you can call
me a Dutchman |”

evening,”

CHAPTER 7.
Not Quite as Planned!

IMMY POTTS surveyed the
J table approvingly. Ivery-
thing was in readiness.
There were flowers in  the
centre, the cloth was snowy white,
and there were various dishes of
cakes and pastries dotted here and
there,

The crockery was odd, perhaps,
but what did that matter? And
one or two of the forks were in-
clined to be out of true. Some of
the fellows frequently used them as
tin-openers, and it was only to bo
expected that they should get
slightly out of shape. However,
these were mere details.

“Pretty good, eh, Travers?” said
Jimmy contentedly.

“Iirst class,” saild Travers, nod-
ding.

“Well, I think we'd better go
along and wait in the Triangle,”
continued Jimmy. “Might as well
have this door fﬂcknd while we'ro
gone. We don’t want any of this
stuff boned, do we? I hate being
suspicious, but there’s nothing like
being on the safe side.”

They went out, and locked the
door after them. It was a very
necessary precaution — especially
with such fellows as Teddy Long
about the place. Teddy would
think nothing of popping in and
helping Igir?lsn]f t? ? largul“pm-

indi ; yortion of the good things. There
I:it]mss:]z;ﬁent and indignation. Everywhere and everything Emr? others, too, who would not
' hesitate to do the same thing.
Forrest happened to be chatting in

“I expect Gore-Pearce will be along soon,” | the passage, with Gulliver and T’:‘eﬂ, but he
said Gulliver. “He’ll probably try to borrow | appeared to take no notice as Travers and
money from me—or from Bell. The cad! | Potte went along to the lobby. As soon as
It’s yvour money he’s using, Forrest, for that | they had gone, however, he glanced at Gulli-
big feed of his.” ver and nodded.

\M-‘
bi

i

(k)

el N

-
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“Go ahead, Guliy!™

Do you think it’s safe to—

“Y’ve told youi to go alead,” inteciupted
Forzest in a low voice.

This was no place for an argument. CGul-
liver already had his instructions, and it was
perfectly idle for him to question what he
had to do,

Forrest took Bell’s armn, and they both
went into the lobby, where Fourest made him-
self very agreeable to one or two other
juniors who were already there.

Jimmy Potts and Vivian Traveis were in
thie doorway, on the look-out tfor their guests,
It was nearly time for the girls’ arrival.

““I hear you're havinz visitors this cven-
ing,” remarked Forrest in a friendly way, as
he strolled up to the chums of Study H.
“ Lucky bounders!”

“Just a little party,” said Jimmy, turning.

“Including Phyiliz Palmmee, ch?"

e &'EE.”

he satd briskiy.

“Any room for another guest?” asked
F'orrest suggestively.
“No,” replied Lruvers, " .Awluily sorey,

dear old fellow, but we're hable to be rather
crowded as it 15.”

“To say nothing of the fact thut yvou want
the fair Phyllis for yourself, el ?” grinned
Forrest. “Well, she’s a corking girl. 1
don’t mind admitting that I'm jealous.”

Forrvest had an object in staying here, chat.
ting with Travers and Potts. He glanced at
his watch, and then looked at Beil.

“Gully’s a long time,” he remarked.
ought to have been back before this.”

“Oh, give him a chance,” said Bell. ““You
can't get to the village and back in two
inates, you know.”

Evidently Forrest wanted to give ont the
impression that Gulliver had goune down to
dellton: and although nobody took auy par-
ticular notice of his words, theve was always
the chance that zome of the juniors would
subconsciously absorb them. And it wag just
13 well that Gulliver should have an alibi.
tor l'.lnliivm*, at this moment, was t'h[__-;.'igml
upon a most curious mission !

“Hallo! Here they are!”
Potts brightly.

“Tor the love -of
Travers, with a gulp.

“Remember! No backing out at the last
minute!” warned Jimmy. “Puvilis  won’t
bite you!” ;

The wusually-cool Travers was looking un-.
easy and perturbed. Me neevously fingered

l.l.}_[E.:l

said Jiminy

samson!™  muttered

FW WY W WYYV YV Y S YYYWYY

DOPULAR

Qoefy CJuesday QC]

T P VT VTV VP Y YV VY Yy YVYVPVYYYY
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his tie; and he just as nervously passed a
hand round his collar, as though 1t was @
danger of suffocating ham,

“Hallo! I think I'in wrong,” said Juniay
suddenly.  “These aven't the right girly,
It's Joan Tarrant and heir frieads.”

An expression of relief came into Travers
eyes,

“Good!™ he whispeired.
chance to steady myself,”

“Ass!” said Potts.

Joan Tarrant came teipping lightly in with
her two bosomn friends, Bessie Groves and
Hilda Smith. They were all atteactive-look-
ing, in a way., but somehow they did naol
seemy 30 healthy  and  radiant Irena
Manners and her own larze civele of friends.
There was powder on their faces, and Joan's
lips were 1most cectainly “‘improved 7 by
the application of a lipstick.

“Welcome, givls!" =ang out (laude CGorve-
Pearce, huwrrving forwaed from the rear ot
the lobby. *Just in time! Everything's
ready for the big feast.”

““Hallo, Clande!” smid Joan Taveant
cheerily. “It’s really fwo delicious ol you tu
imvite us like this.”

“We're s0 awfully
(iroves,  simpering.

“It’s too precious,” said Hilda, 1 hope
vou won't give us tus much o eat, though.
Don’t foroet that we've Zol 1o Droseive ouwt
schoolgirlish shimness.”

“To say nothing of ‘thai schoolgirl cou

shall have a

i |

13

said Bessie

iJEPLI:E'{i‘”

plexion,” what?" crinned  Gore-Pearce.
“Well, come along! Everything's waiting.”
And flashing a trivmphant glance at the
other juniors, he escorted his guestz: aloug
the Remove passage. ~
“"Don't think much of those givls,” said
Forrest  confidentially, “Too fighty fov

my liking. Tceo ford of lipstick and rouge.
Nothing really genuine about them.”
“That's funny,” said Handforth, who had
come into the Jobby., 1 thought they'd be
just the kind of givls you'd revel iu, Forrest.
Just your type.”
Forrest yawned.
“I'm not much
how,” he said languidly,

. 7 ‘ - L]
interested m givls,
P

“They r

atiy-

ton ex-

pensive—and too fussy.,  Phgllis Palmer 19
about the only girl I'd cave to be really
friendly  with—and L don’c seem to have
much chance with hee. Travers is stealing a
march on me."”
“(vood luek to him!” said Ilandforth
{ bluntly.
ITIT.Y. thiz waz going oan, Culliver

W was upstaics,  IHis missjou, as aliveady
hinted, was a most curtous one. Gul-
liver not ouly got out on to the root
—after snecaking up the attwe staivs —but he
prepaved to take cectain libeviies with the
chimney of Study I, :
He kuaew which was the chuaney--for Ior-
rest, some time earlier, had casnally walked
(Continued on guwge 25.)
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Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question *“ N,L,”

readers care to submit to bim.

But, although of a cerlainty the resulls will be

amusing and cntertaining, the Edilor lakes no responsibility for their veracily.
Wrile lo Handforth, cjo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

“AJAX " (Bow). Thank you for your

offer to buy my little sardine tin of a car for

ten shillings. I presume you mean my
Austin Seven. Sorry, but I can’t accept.
Your extremely liberal offer has literally

staggered me. I’ still recovering from the
effects. . I haven’t got big feet—at least,
they’re not extra large. 1 regard you as a
fathcad—and that’s fat!

“SPARKS ™ (Bexhill-on-Sea) wants to
know the difference between an orange and
a lemon. The answer 18 a lemon.

‘“DARLING"” (Southend). Yours was an
exceedingly charming letter—if somewhal
embarrassing. I’m sorry, but I cannot
answer letters personally. Churchy says it’s
because I'm afraid to show readers my writ-
ing, but you don’t believe such a harsh thing
as that, do wyou, ‘' Darling’”? Ahem! 1
have two favourite colours—red and yellow.
So if you can arrange to write me again on
red notepaper covered with yellow spots I
shall be happy.

“PUZZLED " (Keighley). What's the
idea of sending me that confetti? It caused
quite a rumpus in Study D, blow you! 1
opened vour letter during tea, and all the
confetti fell out of the envelope into the
jam, the sardines, and some of it even went
into Church’s tea. He was no end annoyed,
and I regret to say I was compelled to
well, to rebuke him. I think your nriddle
rubbish: “If it takes a man a week to work
a fortnight, how much calico will it take to
make a hypopotamus a flannel waistcoat?”
What’s a ‘‘hypopotamus,” anyway? You've
got me puzzled there, *‘Puzzled.”

HAROLD FINCH (Brixham) asks why all
gates have five bars. 1 dispute that fact.
After Fatty Little leans against a gate a
one, or two, or three-bar gate is invariably
left. IMarold also inquires as to what kind
of  motor-bikes Travers and Nipper possess,
Oh, just the ordinary kind, you know—those

with two wheels and all that sort of thing! |

'

“SCOTTY " (Eastwood). Here's another
of you asking me dotty riddles. ‘' How long
would it take to sandpaper an elephant down
to a whippet?”  Send me along an elephant
and a few tons of sandpaper and I'll let you
know when I’ve done the deed.

RALPH J. HIRSCHMANN (Chiswick).
There’s no need to be nervous when writing
to me, old man. I'm as gentle as a cooing
dove. Glad to hear that your father likes
my Trackett Grim yarns, and pleased to hear
that he nearly killed himself with laughter
at reading them!

“ KID" (Wood Green). My face isn’t

funny, and I'm not related with donkeys.
You can thank your lucky stars that you’re a

girl, If you weren’t—
LEN (Enfield). Thanks muchly for your
volume of questions—and I don’t think. In

answer to questions No's. 1, 5, 6, 9, 12, 14—
no; No's. 2, 3, 7, 8, 10, 11—yes; No. 4—go
and eat coke; No. 13—gr-r-r-r! Now run
away and play marbles before I get on your
track,

“2TT" (Leicester).
many legs again as half,
I defy you to find it incorrect. I haven’t
scored any goals whilst at St. Frank’s. 1t
you'd only read the Old Paper intelligently
you'd discover that my job is to stop goals
not score ’em! You’re a chump!

E. 0. HARE (Islington) tells me he thinks
it's funny that we should have the same
initials. I see no humour at all in the simi-
larity. In fact, I consider it a *“nerve ” on
his part. This reader then goes on to say:
“Btll, a brainy chap and a silly ass can
have the same initials. I suppose you know
who is the silly ass?” Of course I do. And
I thank you for the compliment, and con-
gratulate you on being so candid concerning
your own shortcomings, old man.

EDWARD OSWALD.

A caterpillar has as
Work that out and
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THE WHIP HAND!

(Continued from page 2%.)

info Study I and had put some damp shav-
ings on the fire. Nobody had seen hun do
thiz, for i1t had only 1aken him a moment,

Outside, Gulliver and Bell had been watch.
ing, and they had easilv marked the chinr
nev which had emitted a sudden cloud of
dense smoke,. N

Gulliver was at this chimnev now. Ile
wasn't at all bappy 1n this task, but 1t was
gquitz a simple onre, and it would be soon
over. He produced from his pocket a small
cocoa tin, and he handled it very gimgerly.

Attached to the tin was a long length of
sivine, and sticking out of one end of the
tin was a little fuse. Gulliver crouched low
arainst the chimney, struck a mateh, shielded
it against the wind, and applied the Hame
to the end of the fuse. Tt sizzled at

Then, without wasting any tiume, Gulhiver
cently tossed the cocca tin vpwards, and 1t
dropped into the mouth of the chunney.
ile paid out the string, lowering that tin
farther and farther down the chimnev—until,
perhaps, 1t was half-way Dbetween the root
and the fireplace of Study .

Then Gulhiver waited.

Suddenly there came a zort of puff. It
was hardly aundible, and he might not have
noticed it unless he had been watting and
listening and watching. A burst of soot

Onece.
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came shooting upwards, to go forth on the
wind. There was a certain amount of acrid
smoke, too, but beyond this nothing at ail
alarming had happened.

“Well, T'm jiggered!™
“Faster than 1 thought.”

Ile rapidly pulled the cocoa tin up. and
when he examined it he fouud that the L
had been completely blown off —although it
was still attached to the tin by a piece ot
wire, and hanging loose,

Bernard Forrest was no bungler, and he
had no intention of leaving any elue beland
in the b]]:—l}:t‘ of a loase bia fud. I:'n}' the timeo
Gulliver got down and sneaked oul by the

muttered Gulliver.

baelk way, there was ‘.-H'.':'...':f:," to 1ndicate
what he had been up to.

satd  Dell

o ERE he i1s—at  last!™
eagerty.
A T].J_=li‘-‘ Apnio whed the Ancienk

]Iii"l*t' ;‘-'.x‘il:.. It was Albert (eulli-
ver, and he was wearing s overcoat and
cap, and he had a parcel under his arm.

Forrest eyed him with complete satisfaction.
“Everything OK.?" he asked calmly.
“Yes, of couse,” rveplied Gulliver.
was delayed a b i ,
“Well. never mund,” said Forrest.
ba ¢oetting alongs to the study. 1
do with some tea now? Dul you
special eakes from the village?”
“You bet I did,” replied Gulliver,

iil

Ii.].':.:. ll_l
ca !

Ire
D".T
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They leisurely strolled off, but paused at
the other end of the lobby. Forrest had no
intention of leaving the other juniors until
Phyllis and her friends had arrived. He had
a very special object in this—for he wished
to establish a cast-iron alibi for himsell and
his own pals.

“Here they arel!”
“There can’t be any
Travers.”

Three other givls had appeared, and Vivian
Travers cangnt his breath in and turned pale.
On the second, he recognised one of the girls
as Phyllis Palmer. She was slightly in
advance of the others, and her wavy hair
was blowing about in the October wind.
Travers was quite certain that no other girl
in the world had such a dainty, graceful
figure. 'Tessa Love and Betty Barlowe were
a!l right, but they couldn’t e¢ven be men-
tioned in the same breath as Phyllis.

“Keep your pecker up, old man!” whis-
pered Potts.

Travers clenched his fists, and tried to
fight down the wave of nervousness which
had attacked him. Tt was really extraor-
dinary how feeble and weak he became when-
ever Phyllis approached. It was all the
more remarkable because Travers was such
a cool eustomer with everybody else.

Stanley Waldo was there, of course, and
he eagerly went forward to meet Betty and
to shake hands with her. He set Travers
a good example. Not that Travers took
advantare of it. He stood there, hot and
flustered.

“Borry we’re a bit late,” apologised
Phyllis, as she came up. * It's all my fault.
Tessa and Betty was ready, but T kept them
waiting while I made an alteration to my
frock.”

She glanced from Jimmy Potts to Travers,
and then she nodded cheerily to Handforth
and the other juniors who were in the lobby.

“You've just
declared Jimmy. "lsu’t that so, Travers?

“Eh? For the love of—— Oh,
stammered Travers. t’s awfully
you to come, Miss Phyllis.”

He looked at her through a kind of mist,
and her blue eyes nearly rendered him help-
less.

“Shall we leave our coats here, or take
them to the study?” asked Phyllis.

“(ilorious weather, isn’t it?” said Travers
enthusiastically, having apparently forgotten
that the wind was cold, the skies grey, and
that a few drops of rain had been falling.
“If vou'll come with us, dear old fellow
I mean, dear old—— That is, of course
1 mean "

He broke off, more bewildered than ever.
All his good resolutions were forgotten. In
Phyvllis’s presence he was as jellified as ever,

Potts.
time,

sald  Jimmy
mistake this

come at the right time,”

rathert”
Eli:'i‘ :]f

It was Jimmy Potts who saved the
situation. . .
“Well, come along,” he said briskly.

“Tea’s all ready. At least, nearly ready.

We want you girls
of the sausages
“"Sansages!” said
“How glorious!”
“Lead me to them!” said Tessa firmly.
They all went across the lobby, and Jimmy
Potts only subconsciously noticed that
Forrest & Co. were just ahead of them in the
Remove passage. Forrest, curiously enough,

to superintend the frying

Phyllis with relish.

made no attempt to come forward and make
himself pleasant .to Phyllis.

He waved to

her, it was true, and shouted a cheery greet-
ng, but that was all.

Study H was reached. Jimmy hastily put
the key in the lock and turned it. Then he
flung the door wide open and stood aside.

“Walk in, ladies,” he invited with a bow.
“And if the look of this groaning board
doesn’t surprise you, it ought to!”

Without doubt the groaning board sur-
prised the fair visitors. They stood in the
doorway, gazing at i1t in bewilderment and
consternation,

“Whyv, whatever’s happened 7" asked Detty
Barlowe, turning a horrified face to the two
juniors,

"Cheese grinned Jimmy. “We've
fixed the study up like this especially for
your benefit. Aren’t you pleased ?”

He was referring to the flowers, and to
the other little decorations which had been
expressly provided for the feminine company.
But Betty Barlowe was not thinking of the
Aowers. '

She and the other two girls were gazing
at a table that was smothered in black
masses of soot—they were gazing at a study
which was equally smothered in black
masses of soot |

Vi
t!

CHAPTER 8.
.Gore-Pearce's Opportunity!
" IS anything wrong ?” asked Jimmy Potts

in wonder.
“I—1 think so,” said Phyllis
gently. “I'm sure you couldn’t hava
prepared the study for us—like this/”
“But we did,” said Travers, forcing him-

self to speak. “We thought you’d be rather
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pieased—— LEh? Why, what the
Samson! Something's happened!”

- He was staring in, and he was so startled
that he completely recovered his norvmal
omposure in a flash.

“Everything’s ruined!” he ejaculated in

Cireat

alarm. “Jimmy! Look here! The whole
place is smothered with soot! 1've never
seen such a mwess 1in all mmy life!"

Jimmy Potts gazed at the scene, and he
groaned.

“ After all the trouble we took, too!” he
said regretfully. “My ounly sainted aunt!l
How in the name of all that's marvellous
did it happen?”

The study was in a shocking condition.
Not only was the feed ruined, but it was
impossible to venture into the room at all.
The soot was all over the floor, on the chairs,
and the rest of the furniture. There was a
black film smothering everything.

“Must have been an accident!™ said
Jimmy indignantly. “It's a pity they can’t
leep the chimneys properly swept. When we
left the study everything was all right. And
nobody could have been in, because the door
waz locked.” _

“1 expect a sudden gust of wind went
down the chimney and dislodged a big
collection of soot,” said Travers. “Just our
luck, of course, when we had the study so
simart.”

“What a pity!” said TPhylls,
concern,

Never for one moment did any of them
suspect that the condition of Study H was
due to a trick on the part of Bernard
Forrest. Hadn’t Forrest been in the lobby
all the time? Bell had been with him, and
Gulliver had only just come in from the
village. At least, all the appearances went
tn prove that he had just come in from the
village. F

Nobody would guess that Culliver, by
Forrest’s instigation, had lowered a special
kind of “bomb ” down the chimney of Study
H. The sudden bursting of that home-made
bomb had ‘caused the soot to go tumbling
down the chimney, to spread out all over
‘the room, ruining the feast and making the
apartment uninhabitable,

., * Anything wrong here?”

It was Forrest who spoke. Ile lonnged up
with an expression of concern on his face.
Apparently he had arrvived quite by chance.
Yet in reality he had selected this moment
deliberately.

“Something’s happened to onr beastly
chimney,” said Jimmy Potts, withh a snort,
“There must have been about a ton of soot
in it, and it’s suddenly fallen. Our study’s
in a hopeless mess now."

“Oh, I say!” ejaculated Forrest, as he
glanced in. “What a rotten disappoiutment,
vou fellows. Rather rough on the girls,
too.”

A “Never m.ind," said  DBetty  Barlowe.
#Accidents will happen, vou kuow.”

with real
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“I don’t lLkuow what we'vre goine to do
about tea,” said Travers, worried. * Ve had
everything prepared-———"

“Can’t keep the young ladies wailing, of
course,” put in Forrest. “As it happens,
tea’s all ready in my study. What about it,
girls?  You're perfectly welcome to coma
along, you know, I shall be delighted.”

“Thanks very mnch, but we coulda't
think of it,” said P’hyllis coldly.

"But you can’t have your tea here——"

“We were invited to come by these boys,
and wg shall leave it to them to entertain
said Phyllis. “We shan’t worry much
if we don’t get any tea at all.”

s,

“What about it, wyou chaps?” asked
Forrest, glancing - at Jimmy DPotts and
Travers.  "You've not going to let these
girls go hungry, are you? Fvyerything’s

ready in Study A. 1 thiok it would be only
right if you relecsed them and handed then
over to me. You can’t have tea ready for
a long time yet. Besides, vou haven’t any
study now.” ;

Jimmy breathed hard, Forrest's
suggestion, on the face of it, was reasonable
enough. I1f he, Jimmy, refused to releass
the girls, and if Travers supported him, i
would look boorish., DBut Jimmy Potts knew
well enough that Forrest was seizing ths
opportunity to ““bag” the fair guests.

“Oh, well—" began Jimmy.

But just at that moment Claude Core-
Pearce came along, aud he quickly grasped
the difficulties of the situation. He saw the
sooted study, and he had heavd Forrest's
invitation. He was cool and calim. Hero
was a chance for him to exert Lis newly-
found power.

C“Just aominute, Forrest,” he said briskly.
“Sorry about you girls heing diddled out of
your tea. Why not come to Study BY
There’s something really extra-special there,
You're welecome

“"Confound your nerve!" broke in Forrest,
“I've already invited these girls into 1y
study.” *

* Please
Phyllis.

““reli, thiz fellow :J'h':hh]u’i
forward!” snapped Forvest. “It's like lis
infernal cheek——"

“"No cheek intended,” broke in Core.
Pearce. “I'm perfectly willing to leave it
to the girls. I'm having a party in my
study, 1n any case. Joan Tarrant and her
friends are there already. The fecd i3 a

dou’t  quarrel about it,” said

push himself

tip-top one, specially supplied by a big
Bannington caterer.  Theve's heaps more
than we can eat, and vou're perfectly

welcome to join in, givls.”

Phyllis and her frieuds hardly knew what
to say.

[ 1! 1 - [] " 0 T

Let’s make a joliy pavty of it," wea! on

Claude, with a teiwmphant  glanee  at

Forrest. “The more the merrier, e¢h?*”
“Thanks all thke same, (ore-Pearce, bt

we can look after our own guests,™ said

“T'll admit
|

.-.l '
allilad

there’il bo
have Lo conjure up

Travers deliberately.
a delay, and we
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Gore-Pearce brought his arm round and delivered a blow which Forrest had no difficulty in warding

off.

‘“ So you want to flght, do you ? ** snarled Forrest.

‘“ All right 1’ And next moment the

two were fighting furiously.

~some more grub, but it won’t take very
long——"
“Why bother?"” asked Gore-Pearce. ''The

girls are perfectly welcome to come to my
epread. You fellows can come, too. I in-
vite you all, of course.”
“Oh, T see!” said Phyllis,
hosts.
“Thanks,

clancing at her

(Gore-Pearce,” said  Junmy
awhkwardly. “But we really don’t want to
barge in on your own party——"

“I'll admmt 1t’ll be a bit of a squash, but
who cares?”’ said Gore-Pearce. “I’m sure
that Forrest won’t mind. I'd invite him,
only I'm afraid there won’t be room. Every-
thing all right?”

“No, it 1sn’t all right,” said Forrest, striv-
ing hard to keep his voice level. 1 was
the first with this invitation——"

“But I'in quite sure that you won’t mind
if 1 take tius little ecvowd to my study,”
said Gore-Pearce, looking Forrest straight in

the eye. *‘“‘It’s hard luck on them to have
their own tea-party ruined. S0 why
shouldn’t I come to the rescue?”

~ Bernard Forrest writhed. That look of
Claude’s had been {ull of meaning. He in-

tended to convey that he held the whip
hand, and that he was prepared to use it!

F course, there was not much hesita-
O tion. And Claude Gore-Pearce soon
went off with his added guests.
Neither Jimmy Potts nor Vivian
Travers could think of any wvalid excuse for
refusing the invitation. Since they were in-
cluded, they could hardly refuse to let
Phyllis and her friends go to Study B.
The merry meal, as originally planned, was
impossible.  So Claude Gore-Pearce’s sug-
gestion was really a sensible one, and the
chums of Study H were more or less com-
pelled to accept.

Bernard Forrest, to the untold joy of
Claude, was bpaffled. But even Claude did
not realise the full extent of Forrest’s discomn-
hiture.

For Forrest had deliberately plotted to get
these three girls into his own study, so that
he could entertain them and make himself
very agreeable to Phyllis. All his scheming
had been for nothing—owing to Gore-
Pearce’s unexpected imtervention,

The big party in Study B was a roaring
SUCCEsS. '

Gore-Pearce was on his best behaviour, and

Travers and Potts could find no fault with
his conduet as host.

There was plenty of food for all, and
everybody had a ripping time. Phyllis &



vl T
C'o, were not particularly keen on Joan Tar-
rant and those other two givls; but, after
all, this was no occasion for thie display ot

personal dislikes,

Travers got on with Phylits. He

famously

found, after the ice was hroken, thut he
could speak to her freely and witlout any
iervousness. In fact, Travers was very girate-
ful to Gore-Pearce—for he realised that
things had been made nuiech easier for him
a'l round. That qguiet, jolly little party in
Siidy H o owould have been all very well,
bt Travers would have been far more ner-
vous.  Here, amidst all this noise  and
lrugiiter, he found himself tu possession of
all his old assurance.

S0, hr.,l'um that party broke up, he was

terins with Phyllis,
cveniig  a {u.uyltrt‘

o the friendliest possible
nd he counted the
B OO S

ATER af:al the zuls had gone, Gore-
1’&*.1:1:4: strolled along to Study A,
<4 Culliver and Bell were not there, but
Bernard  Forrest  waa, (rore-Pearce

had left Hubbard and long
Study B, clearing up the general litter.
“Hallo, Forrest!” he said, as he went into
tie little room and closed the door. “*Some-
tinng on your mind? You look a bit seedy.”

hard at work In

I"'orrest crossed to the doar Htl put his
bark te 1it.  An expression of Hn.r*r.n,ah:d
midevolence had come into hi: eyes,

“What have you come herve for?” he de-
manded, speaking in a  low, tense tone.
“There’s nobody else within earzhot, so we
can speak to one another straizht from the

shoulder. Youn low.down cad! What is it
tiiis time 7%

“Not so much abuse, pleaze,” said Core-
['ecavce, frowning.  “Don’l forget, myv dear
Forrest, that T hold the whip hand, 1

bolieve you're fecling peeved because 1 had

Li'-l-.“ f'i"l* 1 ny Fl!nh'"———”

“*1 sup pose you thought 1t was very smart,
¢ 7" put in Korrest.  “You thought you'd
done a very clever thing.”

"“'tl[, it wasn't so !J;hf,”
ceinning, 1

Clande,

n-";;lu‘:k_l

: 12eql vour money for that
Hl!, and then Innf-[i yvou frome it. It maght
not have been clever, but it wus very satis-
tactory to me.”

'You—you bhlackgnard——"

“HHold on!” interrupted
curtly.,  “If we're going to have
tateh, 1 can say a few thgs,
What kind of a hero do you call yourself?
ln" I'm a blackguard, what are you Why,
vou're not fit to lick my boots! You're pre-
for dm"‘ to be a .mffht} fine t.!'am,*;, and vet

(:ove-Pearvee
i } [ i :
a slanging

(L "

Forrest !

all the time you’re a snake in the grass.
Scheming and plottine and  langhing  up
vour sleeve. Setting haystacks on fire!”

‘Shut up, confound you!

“I'll shut up when 1 please,” said Gore-
[*sarce contemptuously. “0Oh, you're a
mighty fine footballer, I know! o fine that
_‘.-J.i get your ]:]“IFD in Hu: Junior Eleven by
cracking Nipper in about the dictiest manuer
b ..nml;.' Cuu.[d ‘L‘.nnL of! "The other
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bul I'm not. And as I know
eame, I'm going to make you

*nr- foolnd,
little

viour

pay.

Fortunately, T'm not thin-skinned.’
ITe lounged over to the easy-chair anl

sprawled in it.  He did net quite under-
stand the dangerons lizght in Bernard Foo-
rest’s eyes,  lle took it for granted thuat ho
had this fellow wuder his thamb, and ho
was not hesitatice {a Ll"E“‘* f‘”‘ priselis
It mever uc-c-l-.'.-ru-ri to b the his  victhim
might ]:,,:]..;;i]-]-_' tuin on hinm.

(zore-Peare fﬁ that he was on velvel
ITis father had stopped his  supplies  of

prJCI'C{’"Il'EU“{'.\, but that didn’t matter now.

COMING NEXT WEEK! sn-nnnon

CAAAANANAN AAANANANN WW:W;

Here was another sunply.  TForvest would be
compelled to sheil o —agaim and azain.
(Claude looked upon Forrest as an unpiin

cid 1o
II'|1|I ‘

cortainty
WAS WLSCr

cipled young scoundrel. e
realise that his own condoct
lous and wicked,

“INo reason swhyv we shauldn't be pals,”™ he
remarked leisarvely, At least, we can pre
tend to be pals. [ hate vnentts, Forvest.

A1Med

(}hp }}:‘" 11]1-' \‘-:ijﬁl- _11.,! I'1--" al'.L'-}l..l.t! ’.I:".t_‘.i'. lr
you don’t mind."
Forrest laughed harsidy,

-

“You’ll get no more incnuey oui of me!™
he retorted grimly
“You'd better he
“That's just what 1 am going {o be!
Forrest. ““1 haver't auv wmoney, bar a
You've alveady siinned me.”

i ¥ il

Gove-Pearce sat uh, ratlhee startled.

g

ke ! B
“II.I-'I-‘I'."‘-
Py

satid
tow
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“Don’t tell lies!” he snapped. “You've
got plenty of money, Forrest, and I’m going
to have some. Before I leave this study
yml‘ll hand me a fiver.”

‘If you get a fiver out of me this even-
mne },tm’ll be a magician,” said Forrest,
between his teeth., ‘‘'There’s one other thing
I want to say, Gore-Pearce. (et out of this
place before 1 kick you out!”

Something in his tone brought Claude io
his feet.

“Oh, so you’re jibbing, are you?? he
savarely.

“Yes, I am jibbing,”

said

satd Forrest. *1

“THE THIEF!"

«

Out to get his revenge against Bernard §
Forrest !

That’s the one ambition of Claude Gore- g
Pearce these days—and next week he
achieves his objeect,
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ought to have jibbed at first. The only way

to treat a blackmailer is to defy him. 1 was
an arrant fool to give way to you yester-
day. I’'m not giving way any more.”

He spoke bitterly, and Gore-Pearce took a
step nearer to him,

“Do you want me to go to the ITead?” he
asked ominously. ‘“‘Do you want me to tell
Dr. Nicholls that it was you who set fire
to ithat haystack the other night?”

T*‘nrrmt did not move a hair.

‘(Jo to the Head!” he said defiantly. “Go
on—I dare you! There's no proof against
me—only your rotten word. And who'll take
that 1"

‘“If there’s an inquiry, you won’t be able
to save yourself,” said Gore-Pcarce fiercely.
“You know it, Forrest! And then there’s

that affair of the golf ball. Everything will
come out if you compel me to go to the
Head.”

Bernard Forrest nodded.

“Yes—everything,” he mid
““That’s why you daren’t go.’

“What do you Imean, umf::und you 7"

“1 mean that if I ;{{:L the sack, you’ll get
the sack,” said Forrest. “You had ten quid
from me yesterday—for keeping your dirty
moutn shut. Oh, I've got you in a corner
now, Gore-Pearce! You  daren’t peach
against me, and I daren’t peach against you.
We're quats.”

“Why, you silly fool—

“And you won't get another cent out of

siguiﬂrﬂntiy.
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me, either,” went on Forrest. ‘‘My word’s
as good as yours. You tell the Head all
you know—and I'll -tell him all T know.”

Claude Gore-Pearce was startled—stag-
gered. He had never anticipated any <uch
stand as this. His vietim was defyving him.

“What about Gulliver and Bell?” de-
mamnled Claude, playing what he felt to be
a trump card. ““Do you think they’ll stand
up against the llead’s coross-examination?
Do you think they will, Forrest? Why, yvou
idiot, they'll collapse at once! They won’t
last five minutes!”

“Their word i1s no bhetter than mine—not
so good!”

“What does that matter?” sneered Claude.
“As soon as the Head gets them on the
carpet they’ll blab. Gulliver will admit that
he helped you in that golf ball affair, when
Nipper was injured. And both of them will
give you away about that haystack. As for
me, 1 don’t care a rap what you say. How
can 3,-':}1.1 prove that I took ten quid from

you #*’

It was the cruecial moment. Undoubtedly
(Claude Gore-Pearce held the whip hand. If
it ever did come to a erisis, Forrest would
be lost. He knew it, and he had no mis-
conceptions about the loyalty of Gulliver and
Bell. At the first sign of trouble they would
betray him without compunction.

But it was now that Bernard Iorrest
proved his strength. Gore-Pearce was
weaker than he, and in this tussle Forrest
had all the advantage.

He set his teeth. Perilons though the
situation was, he grimly made up his mind
to stand firm. If he knuckled under again,
he would never be free from Gore-Pearce’s
clutches. It was now or never!

CHAPTER 9.
When Rogues Fall Qutl

OMETHING in
pression  made Gore-Pearce uneasy.

The leader of Study A was lookine

quictly confident; there was no alarm

in his eves. He seemed to know instinctively
that he was safe,

“It’s no good, Gore-Pearce—you haven't

scared me,” he said contemptuounsly. “1'll

rive you just ten scconds to get out of this

Bernard Forrest’s ox-



o2 THOLC NELSON LEL LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORILS

study. If you haven’t gone by then, I'll kick
you out!”

“If T po out of this study without that
fivo quid, I'll go straight to the Ilecad!”
threatened Gorve-Pearce.

“Bunkum!”

“1 tell you—"

“Rotl” snecred TForrest. “You wouldn’t
dare to go to the Iead. And I'll tell you
straight out that you won’t get another
penny oub of me. I'm finished with you!”

“T'lIl tell all the fellows what a fraud yon
are!”

“Tell them!” panted Forrest, elenching his
fists. “Do you think they'll believe you?
What kind of a standing have you in the
Pemove? Nobody will "take any notice ol
vour rotten word!”

“We'll seo about that!” roared Gore-
Pearce, alarm and consternation in his eyes.
“By gad! You'll wish you hadn’t resisted
met”

e was thunderstruck. Until this hour he
had taken it for granted that his supply of
pocket-money was assured for the rest of the
term. Ile would share Bernard Forrest's!
But Iorrest, having foolishly parted with ten
pounds, had no intention of parting with any
further sums. He had made that definitely
clear. And Gore-Pearce, of course, was
thoroughly alarmed. Ile had an idea that
Forrest was blufling, and that if he only per-
sisted the bluff would fail: Yet there was
something  remarkably  significant about
Forrest’s movements when he went to the
door, flung it open, and pointed out into
the corrnidor.

“Tine’s up!” he said curtly.

“Qhut that door, vou idiot!” gasped Gove-

Pearce. “Everybody will hear us talking
Ly

“I don’t care who hears us talking!” inter-
rupted Forrest. “We're nol going to do any
talking, anyhow. You're going out of this
room on your feet—er on your neck! - Yon
“can make your own choice!”

IIe did not look particularly dangerous,
but he was boiling with inward fury. Gore-
Pearce, on the other hand, was outwardly
and palpably in a rage. Ile advaunced
menacingly, his fists clenched.

“You'll put me out, will you?” he jeered.
“Try 1t! And as soon as you layv your
filthy hands on me, T'il let everybody know
what you really are! I'll show you up in
vour true colours!”

Forrest reached forward. He seized CGore-
Peavee by the shoulder and propelled him
towards the door, but Claude slammed it
tn. The next sccond he brought his right
fist round and delivered a clumsy blow which
F'orrest had no diflicultv m warding off.

“So you want to fight, do vou?” snarled
Forrest. “All right! We'll ficht! You've
brought things to a head, my beauly, and
;““(1"3 ;f.*i}lll’ll get something you don't relish!”

rash!

With deadly effect Lo
play, and Gore-Pearca received it on the
point of the chin. }e went back howling,
stacgering against the table which crashed
over on to its side.

“Come on!" said Forrest with relish.

He whipped off hia jacket, and in the eame
sccond Gore-Pearce leapt forward, hoping to
take advantage of the fact that his adversary
was momentarvily helpless.

He nearly succeeded, too. Only in the
nick of time did Forrest wrench his arm froe
from his coat sleeve. He put it up to pro-
teet himself, and he succeeded in warding
oftf the blow,

“TIl give you one more chance!” panted

broueght his left into

Gore-Pearce. *“It you'll hand over that
fiver—-=*

“I've decided to hand over something
eise!” broke in I'orrest coolly. " Something

kL

you won't like, Gore-Pearce!

He felt completely at ease now. Ile knew
exactly what he should do, and he had no
fear of the conzequoences. lIn his desperation,
an 1dea had come to him, and he marvelled
that he had not thought of it carlier.

And when 1t came to fighting, Forrest was
a much better man than Gore-Pearce. He
was quite good at the noble art, and he
possessed plenty of determination and pluck.
Rascal though J'orrest was, he was no
coward,

Gorve-Pearce rushed at hirn blindly, half-

crazy with roge and disappointment, The
next moment the pair were fighting like
tigers 1n the middie of the study. Forrest

deliberately held his hand, He felt that he
could have delivered a knoek-out blow during
the first minute; buat he did not do so. 1o
had no desire {o finish the scrap so tamely.

“You're mad—absolutely mad!” gasped
Core-Pearce as he backed awayv, one of his
eves alreadvy swelling, “All this din will
attract the fellows!”

“(Grood !”

“They’ll come in here, and they'll want
to know what’s happening!”

“T'll tell them quickly enough,” said
Forrest. “I'm waiting for them to come. 1
want them to come!l”

“If thev do come, I'll tell thein—"

“Tell them what wvou like!” broke in
Forrest sercnely. © You needn't think they’ll
interfere.  And I'tn aouing to have the
satisfaction of thrashing you.”

“I tell you you're wmad!” said the

millionaire’s son, aghast.

“Perhaps T am—but tune will show,” said
Forrest. “ Now then. look out for squalls!
That other eyve of vours needs closing, 1
think.”

Crash! Biff! Slam!

Forrest leapt forwarvd, and his fists did
tremendous damage. Gore-Pearce, backing
away, found i1t impossible to stand aeainst
that onslanght. Ko clutched at the table,
and in doing so pulded oft the cloth, sending
a pile of crockery crastiing to the floor,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF “CHOOL STORIES 33

b HAT'S all that noise?”’ asked
W Nipper, pausing at the end of the
Remove passage.

“Sounds like a
somewhere,” sard Harry
*Probably coming from Study D.

“Poor old Church and McClure!” said
Nipper, shaking his head. "They're gomg

bit of trouble
~Urresham.

]

through the mill again! Handy’s a good
chap, but he’s inelined to be violent.”

At that moment, however, the door ol
Study D opened, and Handforth lhimscli
carmme out, with Chureh and MceClure in his
immediate rear. They did not look in the
least warhke.

“Wheo's being slaughtered " asked

Handforth with interest.

“Qh, it’s not you, then?” asked Nipper,
coming wlong the passage. “We thought you
werce having a little argument with Churen
and Mace.”

Thud! Crash! Clatter!

“It’s coming  from
Gresham in astonishment.

“Come on!” sang out Handforth.

A crowd had collected by this time, and
Handtorth was the first to reach Study A
He Hung open the door, and stood there
staring.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated.  “Took at
this, you chaps! IForrest’s having a mill with
Gore-Pearce!”

“Sounds like a battle scene
grinned Jimmy Potts.

Study A said

in a talkie!”

“Look out, Gore-Pearce!” wyelled Hand-
forth. “You silly ass! Why didn’t you
dodge? Whoa! You've got a chance to

get in with your right—— No, not like that,
you idiot!”

Gore-Pearce was fighting  desperately,
swaving from one side of the study to the
other. Half the furniture was already upset,
and the whole place was in a state of hopeless
confuston, .

“Here, hold my coat!” said Handforth
excitedly.
“No fear!” ejaculated Church. “Grab

him, Mae!”

ITandy was grabbed.

“T.et me go!” roared Handforth.
the idea, vou fatheads?”

“This 15 not your fight, Handv—and” you
mustn’t join in,” said Nipper. " Whose side
are vou pomg to take, anvhow 7"

“(rore-Pearce’s, of conrse!”

“There’s nothing to choose between them,”
put in Nipper. “In any case, Handy, you
can’t interfere.”

“But Gore-Pearce is getting the worst of
it!”  protested Handforth. “Forrest’s a
rotter, and this proves it! 1 expect these fat-
heads have been gambling, or something, and
they're serapping over the result of " the
game.”

Nipper groaned.

“What a fellow you are, Handy, for jump-
ine to conclusions—without the slightest
evidence,” he said. “It’s nothing to do with
ns what the guarrel is about. All the rame,

“What's

I think we ought to stop it. There’ll be
some prefects along soon——"

“Give me two minutes more!” put in
Forrest, half-turning his head. “I haven’t
finished with this ¢ad yet!”

“It’s a jolly good thing that the girls have
gone,” said Jimmy Potts. “My only hat!
It would have been awkward if they had
been on the premises still.”

“Why 77 asked Handforth, staring. “Don’t
you think the girls know that we have fights
every now and again?  They’re not so
blind "

"All the same, it’s just as well that they
have gone back to their own school,” said
Nipper. *“ By Jove! This scrap is a pretty
tough one! I'm not sure that we oughtn’t
to separate these echumps! They'll do them-
selves some serious damage!”

“The more, the better,” said Handforth

promptly.
' }iu was disappointed because he could not
join in himself.  There was nothing that
Edward Oswald liked better than a good,
hearty fight. Heo would join in one at the
least provocation.

“They evidently meawn to have it out,” said
Nipper. "“Some of you chaps had letter
scout up and down the passage. If any
prefects come along, pass the word down,
and we'll be ready.”

“Don’t trouble,” said Forrest,
fimished.”

Gore-Pearce was fighting frantically now—
for he knew that he was beaten. Forrest
had been playing with him; deliberately
leading him on untii this csowd of fellows
appearved.  Ineredibly  enough, it seemed
that Bernard Forrest was anxious to havo
the audience.

In a last despairing effort, Gore-Pearce
pulled himself together, rushed in, and aimed
at Forrest’s face. Forrest contemptuously
swept the blow aside, steadied himself, and
sent his own left fist crashing upon Claude’s
Nose.

“Ow!” howled the millionaire’s son, sit-

“Ive just

ting down with great violence. The
blood streamed from his nose, and bhe
looked a battered wreck, IHis eollar had
vanished, his  waistcoat- was torn and

tattered. He sat on the floor, groaning.

“Had enough?” asked IForrest scornfully.

Forrvest himself was hardly marked. He
had delivered heavy punishment, but had
escaped any himself. Few of Gore-IPearce’s
wildly aimed blows had got home. On tho
other hand, TForrest had hit just when and
where he pleased.

“Sorry to have caused all this disturbance,
vou fellows,” said Bernard, looking round.
“But I really had to give Gore-Pearce a
hiding. He asked for 1. If I had allowed
him to escape punishment, I should never
have forgiven myself.”

“What’s he done, anyway?” asked
Hubbard hotly., “Gore-Pearce is in my
study, and you’ve no right to batter hini
about like this!”
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“Dou't tuke any notice of Forvest!”
Gove-Pearce wildly., “He's a teaud!
trickster!  He's been fooling you
he came back.”

“Didn’t I tell you so?”
looking round at tho crowd.

“Yes, and Gore- l‘omu has evideut!ly been
taking notice of vou,” said Forrest quietly.

panted
He's n
ever suneo
Haundiorth,

Eclitf

“1 dou't blamme him—le's wo bir a tool to
4 " a
know any better.
“ Look here, Forrest——" bezan Haudfoith,

“We do we?7
“(Lrore-

EI{:[I hF_-.

don’t want another
asked DBernard TForrest

Pearce came into  tlus
atternpted to blackmail nie.”

“Wha-a-a-at!”  gurgled

lf'"e;Ld

“1 was bound to fight }'Ili"l'l'-'-"l"‘l.{} to thrash
hita!" continued Forrest. *“ e thouzht he
vould get some moncy oul ol me, but he was
wirone”

(laude  Gorve-Pearce felt weak, In his
wildest moments he had never imagined that
Bernard Forrest would come out so bluntly
and so boldly with the acinal truth!

_—————

CHAPTER 10.

Nerve!

HERE was an excited buzz from the
crowd. The fellows came pressing
into Study A, and other, took their
places in the doorway.

“He's a lar!” panted Gore - Pearce,
strngeling to his feet and dabbing
“He's a swindler, too. He's lmu'l trving to
make vou fellows lhuli». that Le’s a sportsman,
and all the time he's—"

“Just a minute!” broke in Forrest, as cool
as ice. “Listen to me, vou chaps! 1 hate
dracging you into the quarrel like this, but,
in justice to myself, I feel that you ought to
hear the full truth. You've seen e giving
Ciore-Pearce a thrashing, and I want vou to
kuow why I did it. I know that I'm more
or less under suspicion—especially by lland-
" forth and one or two of his friends. It you're
sports, yvou'll listen to me.”

“We don’t really want any explanation,
Forrest,” said Nipper. “II vou cloose to
quarrel with Gore-Pearce, it’s your own

qunrrvel,
steadtly.
study,

Gore - Peavee,

aflair, We're not making "uw Inquiries,
“T Inow it,” said Forrest. " All the samne,
I want you to know the full facts. This

fellow is a toad—a contempiible reptile.
And when wou've heard what 1've got to
sav, vou'll agree with me.”

Gore-Pearce’s jaw sageed; he felt trapped.
What yras Forrest about to sav?

Thera was something in Forveat's manner

which inspired confidence. Fle was cool: he
was so obviously the itnjured party,  Ihis
voice conthined a vibrant note of indiznation,
mingled with econtempt. e sccined to be
seething with righteous anger,

In a corner like this Yorrest waz at his
hest.  He could brazen oul anything, It
wou'ld need every atom of his nerve to come

his nose.=

throurh  this  present  ordea! with fAging
colours. Not thuat he had the slightest doubt
as to rhe result.

He knew that it was up to him.

Any slip on his part now would tuwean
exposure. Perhaps the fellows wonld keep it
to themselves, and he would be allowed to
remain at the school: but he would (o8
every atom of that populavity which he had

cained. He didn’. want to lose it. Lle
hadn't half-fimislied hius camnpaign vet.
“1'm not a fool,” he sumid quictly. “And

I know perfectly well that 1n the old davs |
was several kinds of a rotter. 1'm changed
now, and 've been doing v best to show
yvou fellows that 1 'un len__:kd I've takecu
up football, and I've 4

“No need to go into a lonx lisl of vour
merits, my lad!” said Haudforth grufily.

“Well, you see. Gore-Peavce huas taken
advantage of the general situation,” con
tinuwed  TForrest. “He Lknows that It
tremendously anxious to show up welll,  Awl

he thought, perliaps. that he could get soms
money out of tne. Do yvou know what hie lad
the impudence to accuse me of?"

“Why ask riddles?” said Handforth.

“He demanded a fiver from me, and said
that if T ciidn't shell out he'd tell the Head
that it was I who sct fice to that haystack

the other night,” weut on Forrest with
burning indignation. “He said that he had
proof of it——"

“So I have!” panted CGore-Pearce. “I
heard Forrest talkinz with'™ Gulliver and

Bell—"

“Is it necessary for me to point out that
I was in bed when that haystack was sefr on

fire 7" said Forrest, looking round. ©lots
of vou fellows remember tho aight. Some-

body even came into wmy bed-roowm and woka
me up. And by that time the haystack was
ablaze, I knew nothing about it until—"

“That's right, vou fellows.” said one of

the juniors. “Forrest was indoors, 1n his
dormitory, when that havstack was set oq
fire.”

“But how did he get indoors?" yelled
Gore-Pearce. “He set that stack on fir
because Mr. Lee was after him—and ha
sneaked in before the alarm happened. Fla

fooled youw all—just as he’s tryving 1o fool
you now!”

I'orvest shrueeged his shoulders.

“If there was any truth in Gore-Peavee's
varn I should have paid himm his money—to
keep his mouth shat,” he said.  “ Do yon
think [ should have dared to speak so boldly
of the matter in any other cirenmstances? I
dou’t know anything aboutr that haystack
fire. DBut Gore-Pearce thought he  counld
scare me—hkuowing my old reputation,  Hae
came 1t here demanding money, and said
that if T dide't pay Liam he’d zo straiehi to
the Head. It was only a bluff, but I didn’t
fall for it. I gave him the thrashing he
deserved.” -

There was an exciled buzz, Torrest was so
elib, so smooth, that pobody could doubt hia
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story. (Gore-Pearce, on the other hand, was
red with rage and alarm.

“Ask him about his motor-bike!” he
croaked. “I found it in the wood—hidden!
He hid it there on the night of the fire, and
he daren’t fetch it out until yesterday!”

“Draw it mild!” protested Gresham.
“Veosterday evening Forrest and Gulliver
went to Bannington to codect the motor-bike
from the garage. [ saw them go out.”

“That was only a varn—to spoof youl”
said Gore-Pearce. “He didn’t go to Banning-
ton at alll The bike was hidden in the
wood !" '

This certainly sounded a bit too “thick.”
On the fare of it, Gore-Pearce's story was
utterly incredible.  Forrest laughed with
utter scorn.

“Do vou think T should leave my motor-
bike in the wood 7" he asked, looking round.
“Supposing I was out on that night? Do
yvon suppose I should leave my bike thers
until yesterday? Why, it might have been
found at any moment, and then I should
have been called upon to explain. If you
don’t believe me, ring up the garage in
Bannington and ask the manager! He'll tell
you the truth!”

“Yeos, ring up the garage!” urged Gore-
Pearce.

But Forrest’s bluff succeeded. Tf anybody
had insisted upon ringing up the garage,
the fat would have been in the fire. But
Forrest was quite certain, in his own mind,
that nobody would go to such a length.

L] .

“It’s not our business to conduct an
investigation, Forrest,” said Nipper. “We
don’t want to ring up the garage—or make
any inquiries at all. As far as I can sce,
the best thing we can do is to forget this
affair altogether.”

“What about your knee, Nipper?” asked
Gore-Pearce, pushing forward. " Ask Forrest
about your knee.”

“My knee?” said the Junior skipper, in
wonder.

“I’s injured, isn’t it?”

“Not now,” said Nipper. “ At least, it's
practically well. 1 shall be fit for footer
again by to-morrow.”

“Forrest played in your place against the

Grammar School!” said Claude  quickly.
““Ask him why he played in your place!”
+ “No need to ask him that,” saird Hand-
forth, with a sniff. ‘“‘He played centre-for-
ward because Nipper put him there. And
he played well, too. Give the fellow his
sdue!”

“Do yon remember that incident on Little
Side 77" shouted (Gore-Pearce. * You thought
that that golf ball which crocked Nipper was
driven by Gulliver {rom the meadow. But
it wasn’t!  Forrest was hiding behind the
hedge, close by, and he aimed the ball at
you with a catapult!”

#Ha, ha, ha!”

*“That’s a good one, anyhow!”

l

=

“Cheese it, Gore-Pearcel”

“It’s true!” howled Claude.

“That’s the kind of yarn he came to me
with!"” said Forrest angrily. *“Did you ever
hear such nonsense? 1f I had been behind
the hedge with a catapult, somebody would
have seen me. And 1 can prove that I was
indoors at the time——"

“No need to prove it,” put in Hubbard.
“We're not lunatics, Forrest! IHang it,
(Gore-Pearce 1s my own study-mate, but he
must be crazy to say a thing like that! I'm
ashamed of him!”

“I tell you it’s true!” shrieked Claude.

“He threatened to take that mad story
to the headmaster-—unless I paid him five
pounds!” continued Forrest. ‘What would
any of you fellows have done? Paid up—
or given him a hiding?” -

“Given him a hiding, of course!” said
Handforth promptly.

‘““Well, that’s what I did!”

“Good luck to you!” said Nipper. ‘‘Any
fellow who descends to blackmail is worse
than a Dblackguard. Even supposing the

whole thing were true, Gore-Pearce would
still be a blackguard—for trying to get money
for his silence.”

There was a general outburst of indigna-
tion. Claude Gore-Pearce’s manner was elo-
quent of guilt. And everybody took it for
granted that he had earned his hiding. For-
rest was so cool, so self-possessed, that none
could doubt the truth of what he had been
saying.

And the very fact that he was brazening
out the affair by telling the actual facts
robbed Gore-Pearce of his breath. Forrest
had taken the bull by the horns—and the

ruse had succeceded!
L pacing up and down. He locked a
sorry fgure. His stunt had failed.
He could no longer go to Bernard Forrest
for money. If he had hated Forrest before,
he now loathed him with a terrible intensity.
He. knew that Forrest was in a stronger
position than ever. None of the juniors
would take the shghtest notice of his—
Claude’s—aceusations.
He had not one shred of evidence to sup-
port his word.

But Claude Gore-Pearce, although beaten
for the time being, was a vindictive,
dangerous enemy Bernard Forrest might
think that he had got the better of Claude—
but that was where he was making a big
mistake!

ATER, in the wind-swept gloom of the
Triangle, Claude Gore-Pearce was

THE END.

(Another grand story in this fine serics will
appear next Wednesday, chums, In it you
will read how Claude Gore-Pearce sets out to
be revenged against his enemy. Make sure

you don’t miss this yarn, which is entitled :
" The Thief™
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Things Heard and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES

EADERS mustn’t forget that I'm
R alwayvs pleased to hear from thermn,

and if they address their letters as

follows: IEdwy Searles Brooks,
Editorial Oflice, “Tue Newsoxy Leg Lisrary,”
The Ileetway House, Farringdon Street,
Loudon, E.C.4—they will reach me via the
k.ditor, who obligingly sends them on to mny
home address. And while "I'm on  this
subject T’ll repeat a few words from a recent
ietter from Leslie JI. A. Rick-
sou, of London, S.E.17: “I
must apologise for not keep-
ing a promise I made some
ttme  ago—t{o write to yon
regularly,  But it is really
vour own fault, for you never
acknowledged my letters in
any way, and I got a bit
ted up.” Well, I think I've
always made it clear that
while 1 welcome letters from
rcaders, I cannot always
guarantee to reply. I cannot
even promise that their letters

l

OUR READERS'

BROOKS

LEXANDER PATTERSON, of
A Toronto—whose photo you see this
week—is evidently a fellow with thao

courage of his convictions. He says:
“I have bgen reading the Old Paper for
some time now, and also get a good chafli:g
from some of mv friends. They call
“cheap literature,” and such like. But I
don't pay anyr altention to them. In fael,
just  to them peeved, I read it in
front of them all the time,
and you can bet it gets their
goat.” And why ‘shouldn’t
our Canadian reader brandish
the Old Papea in front of L
friends? Quite rightly, ho
pays no attention to thew
They ave correct, no doubt, 11
calling the St. Frank's
stories clhieap literature: but
because the Old Paper 15 ouly
twopence, 1t doesn’t neces-
sarily follow that its contents
are “cheap and nasty.” 1
wish that lots of other readois

(s
J:.:‘1 L

-u*.'illl |JE.I‘E‘fE‘*‘i‘1‘¢{'I to in these u'm;hli t:thu‘ a ti;lm from Al,

columus, All I can definttely A. Pat and brazenly read our paper
. 5 g " ersen . . 8 . .

promuse 1s that I will person- . Patt in front of aill their frrends

ally read every letter that i3

sent to me. After all, my space
(iossip feature is fairly vrestricted. and it
would be quite impossible for me to reply to
every letter. And if I were to reply by
post, I should scarcely have tune for writing
the weekly story—even if I emploved half
a dozen secretaries to assist me with the
correspondence. So all readers must neces-
savily take a bit of chance. And they must
remember, too, that while they are sending
me letters from all parts of the world, 1
receive the lot. It's easy for many to write
to one, but it’s a very different thing when
one sits down to reply to the mauy. OI
course, all readers who send me their photo-
graphs are certain of gelting a reply from
me by post, even if it's only my autographed
photo in exchange,

in this!

who sucer atv 1t. Before lony,
perhaps, they would start reading it thew-
selves, and then they would stop their sneer-
ine. I don't want to boast, but I do maiu-
tain that these varns of mine are fit to be
taken into any home, and that their main
aim 1s to provide wholesome entertainme:t.

of supplying ancient copies of the

Old Paper. 1 have obtained many back
numbers that 1 requircd for my own files,
and it has occurred to me that readers n
general might like to kaow of this store.
house. 80 in tho next paragvaph I am going

" ® *

RANCIS H. BURROW, of Tooting,
has very kindly put me on the track
of a bookseller who makes a speciality
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to give this bookseller’s name and address,
with a few more details.

* »* #*

C URIOUSLY enough, his name is Lee—

although no relation to Nelson of
that 1lk. The gentleman’s full
name and address is: W. J. Lee,
357, Lillie Road, Fulham Cross, I.ondon,
S.W.6. He writes me that he is able to

supply the following : “NeLsoN Leg LiBRARY,”
“Union Jack ” (Pink covers), “Marvel,” and
the new twopenny series of “Magnet” and
“Gem,” "“Boys’ Friend Library,” “ Popular,”
“Sexton Blake Library,”  “Triumph,”
“Champion,” ete. 1 know for a fact that
Mr. Lee has an extraordinary large stock of
old issues—in lots of cases many repeats of
each 1ssue—and he is willing to pay postage
on six numbers or more, his sole charge
being the full published price. Any would-
be customers who require information from
Mpr. Lee must, of course, send him a stamped
and addressed envelope, when he will be
pleased to answer any and every inquiry.

* »* *

UR old friend, George Seaman
Hunnable, of Mistley, has evidently
been affected by the weather, for in

his latest letter to me he makes full

confession that he is guilty of the following
lines:

“I've recad your yarns for years and years,

Aund dropped you many a line.
But never have I told you yet

That I think old Browne is

He is my favourite character,
For he’s never known to frown
And if one wants a real good yarn
Then read of Napoleon Browne.

fine.

I have a favourite 'midst the fags,
To me there is none finer:

That little nuisance in the Third—
Cheeky Iandforth minor.

Although he’s young, he's very Hll:lrp,
And he’s keen on any job;
His major knows this is the truth
When bang goes his five bob.”
#* * T
N a letter from a New Zealand reader—
“Wahlstrom Wanganui,” New Zealand
—1I find the word “frigan” used a
number of times. This is a new one to
me. He refers to the "frigan shops,” and
the “frigan carth,”” and says that the town
was “frigan well fooded.” Tf this catches
his eye, or the eye of any other New

Zealand reader, I should like to know the
origin of the word.

* #* *

M cCLLURE, of the firm of Handforth &

Co., is somehow different these
days. Handy isn’t having such an
easy time with him, and it really
dates from the day, I believe, when Mac
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discovered that he is a hundred per cent
Scottish. It isn’t that being Scotch gives him
more hardihood, or that the mere fact that
he is Seotch makes him superior to Hand-
forth, but simply that he is always being
chipped about his “new " nationality, par-
ticularly by Handy, who thinks up all the
old Bceoteh jokes imaginable. And Mae, in
consequence, feels the need to assert him-
self. It’s had a subtle effect on his whole
charaecter, and he sticks up for Scotland
and everything Scottish until he’s blue in the
face. This naturally gets Handy’s rag out,
and the arguments that take place in Study
D regarding the respective merits of the
Fnglish and Scottish are sometimes too hectic
for words. Our old friend, Julius Herman,
of Tarkastad, South Africa, has raised this
point in a recent letter, and he has an idea
that the English readers won’t care for the
suggestion that MeClure is now stronger
than of yore. After this little word of
explanation, I'm sure that all our English
readers will know that the change in Maa
has only come about because he finds him-
self one Scot amongst many English, and
this naturally calls for greater strength on
his part. According to all that I can hear,
he easily holds his own.

W

fluence
courage,

* »* *

ILLTAM MARSDEN PROCTOR, of
Blackburn, wants me to bring a
new chap to St. Frank’s who 18 a
funk, and who, through the* in-

of the other Removites, finds his
and fights down his weakness.

Well, that’s all very well, but I ecan’t

describe the adventures of such a fellow

until he arrives. Lots of new boys might
come who are not funks at all. But sooner
or later, I dare say, there’ll be one of the
type that our Blackburn reader requires. If
he proves sufliciently interesting, I've no
doubt I shall feel called upon to describe all
his adventures, and his fights against his

funkiness in a future story, or perhaps in a

series.  Meanwhile, I can’t go about search-

ing for a funk on purpose to get him at St.

Frank’s, so that the other chaps can

“unfunk ” him.

b - *

. 8. LE MAIR, of West Croydon, South
J Australia, wants me to get the Editor
to publish eomplete lists of batting
and bowling averages for the whole,
school after each season, and the same with
football. T believe some other readers would
like the same sort of thing, but I'm afraid
that it would be rather a long and compli-
cated business.. I could, of course; get all
the details from Fenton and Nipper, the
respective sentor and junior captaihs; but
these facts would take up a let of space, and
would only interest a comparatively few
enthusiasts. The majority would much
prefer to have the space filled with some-
thing of a’ lighter nature.
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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92 ls LAND CASTAWAYS/

BARTHUR S.HARDY

(Introduction on paze 40)

A Tragic Discovery! now merely floating, dritiing with the racing
ELLWOOD came runuing down, and set | current.

S his broad shoulder to the timber. As Tom’s fecar for her safety gradually casad,
the h|::|t jnlfp{l from 1ts 1-;;-;{5'[|r_:~.l,];1(_~g} for llt.} knew that she (I'_Ill”l I'Ul i].JiU'-"u n, and
Brutus tumbled frmn ita perch upon | the risk of sharks was fast vanishing.

the cunwale and eirceled above them, sereams- Thev gained upon the gl  still mors

ing with indignation as they rushed it down | rapidly, and at last they satled past her

towards the sea. They literally hurled the | Tom half-lowered the sail, and Dave ele w:T,r

boat into the water, and swung themsclves | brought the boat around. The girl swamn

aboard. Dave lifted the mast, nm:i Tom ran | with swift strokes Lo the stern and clambered
the rudder home in its sockets, The tinto the boat. ‘

sail was cleated home, *Tom 1% was

and a moment later 5 & glorious. I don't think

thiewr were \}]m*dmg t0- E;If;";"f_\' Tom Pé’?'?’}' ﬂ!?d IJIS 1T¢0 1 u;~.'|_-1' i"leD}'L','L_Tl such

“',"II';“!‘ the - swimming  cosnpanions  surceved the  fast "’".’.‘B;ﬂl{]ﬂ;;‘”3.;..&1;,;, “

" The racing current ﬁpp?'{]f?f-l'.’f”f 1sland, which was «id Tom, indignantly,

}Iu:n_: h;‘arnn her i‘}-tu'fn-n:n:.', lo be thetr 1ew bome, f{'}”f‘f}h‘!g{}! “that fif Wi .I“”-:}“,IE

Ltit she saw wnat tney . —_ 2 come atfer yvou 1n thos

were doing, and raised — PHIWATC (fs‘r, ”W‘ m‘"‘ﬁ"f {i f?_;{{’cf_l* that boat you might hava

lier arm to show that awailed them 1here been drowned 7

she was all right. “Nonsense, Tom,"

Sellwod's faco was set ]_-H'a, answered, ¢
in a fieree scowl as he scay |n’*fl the sea (DHH have swium for hours lnu{ hours, unl
eagerly, Ile was searching for the dark [ I would have kept on vound the sland until

hmngnldr fin that would denote the presence
of a shark, but there was none.

[eeling 1'ight over, and spurning a feather
of spray at her fore-foot, the littie boat,
which had already served them so splendidly,
gained hﬂnd-m'cr-hnml upon the now resting
swimmer. Eva had instinciively swum out
wide of the swirl and was safely past it. She
Lhad ceased to try to reacli the shore, and was

the eurrent hfl;rml rae i,
“Which it might noi
satd David Sellwood,
“Oh, I'm sure it would!"” Fva ;wr-.snt:l
“Hut what about the sharks?”
“David Sellwood,” said the girl, “T don't
Lelieve there are aly aimi.Lf; around here.
Dave scanned the sea, then pointed.  She
turned and looked, and there, not a lu m:]rr*-l
vards away, a dark t:‘iu‘:gln raced 1n tho

LE

bave done, missy,
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wake of the sailing-boat. Dehind it came
another. Dave’s hand shook as he spoke.

““Missy,” he asked, ‘“what be they?”

The girl’s smile vanished as she watched
the race between the dreaded fins, but she
did not answer Dave.

Arrived back at the landing place by the
reef, the three had breakfast. They divided
what little bread they had left and drank a
little water; but they were still hungry when
“they had finished.

"It’s no use staying here,’
wood, “for 1t’s a place of birds and weeds.
Unless there's edible shellfish to be found
in some of the shallow pools, a man might
starve for all he'd find here.”

Far away in the distance could be scen the
dim low streak of another island, and Tomn
cast a wistful look 1n that direction. Here
was the place to make for, and they might
strike better luck on this other island.

So after a time, the castaways put to sea
again, making straight for that island,
Under casy sail after three hours, they were
about two hundred yards {rom the shore,
when Tom uttered a gasp of amazement,

“Dave—Eve,” he ecried, “look, there's a
wreck 1"

It was the wreck of a steamship, and even
from a distance they could tell that she was
hd.dl',r damaged. The re was something fami-
liar in the size and shape of her, and she
was painted white, She had no smoke stack
and her masts were gane. Part of the deck
superstructure remained, but it was broken
and blackened. She had posscssed a bridge
and look-out cabin, Tom could sce as they
drew nearer, but the sea had swept all clear,
cut it away as if a knife-blade had shorn
1t from the deck.

Tom was ecagerly eyeing the wreck, when
Eva voiced the fear that was forming in
his inind.

" said Dave Sell-

“TOM, IT'S TH¥ ESMFERALDA /1”
, The Message!
S  they sailed closer to her, Tom
knew that the girl was right. There
was no mistaking the craft which

lay shattered and broken upon this
unknown coral reef.

She was the Esmeralda, wrecked, battered
and - abandoned. Her presence alone
explained why a search party had not been
sent from the yacht to find Tom and Eva.
Owner, captain, guests, and crew must have
been forced to abandon her, and could only
have got away in the ship’s boats.

Tom’s eyes met Eva’s. It was the girl’s
turn to be afraid.

o “Tom,” - she said, ﬁ[mnkinf__; very quietly,
‘do you think they came ashore here? Are
they still upon the ‘island #”

reef,

| with
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If the ill-fated party were still upon
the island, Tom knew they must all be

dead. Otherwise, surely they would have
shown themselves on the beach by now. As
he looked at Dave, Tom realised that Dave
thought that also.

“Dave,” he said, "there’s the yacht I spoke
to vou about; once as fine a vessel as you
could wish to see, now she lies on this wind-
swept waste with her back broken.”

Sellwood eyed the wreck, and nodded.
Her bows were driven hard into sand and
and her stern was sunk deep down in
the lapping sea, with its deck slanting up-
wards. Doubtless heavy seas had broken
her after she had struc

“Ay, lad,” said Dave, with a shake of the
head, “and there’s more than that amiss
with her, too. She’s been afire. See how the
paint’s all scorched about her portholes,
Look at the charred remains of them deck
houses.  And her funnel’s gone--been blown
clean out of her. She’s no more than a
l.’]‘

shell.

Tom did not answer, for his heart was
very heavy, What had become of those who
had lived aboard the IKsmeralda?

The girl’s eyes widened in wonder as she
picked out the name of the yacht, now
:lmlrly visible.

“It’s fate that has drawn us here, Tom,”
she cried. *“If it had been possible to live
on that other island, we should never have
come here. It 1s just pure chance, for we
might easily have taken another «direction.”

“Maybe,” said Dave, “for we sure would
have missed 1t had we gone another way.
Steady, Master Tom. Now down with the
sail and let me run her in close.”

Tom let the saill down with a run,
Cleverly Dave steered the boat close in to
the side of the yacht, and with a swing of
his powerful arm sent the anchor clattering
aboard. He pulled upen the rope, staying
the boat, and drawing her up against the
side of the IEsmeralda.

“Up with you, sir,” he said.

Tom climbed up the rope like a cat and
swung a leg aboard. His swift glanece round
showed him the great gaping hole in the
middle of the Esmeralda, and the water that
gurgled greedily around the charred hole.

The yacht’s stern lay in deep water where-
in fishes swam in the shadows, but her bow
was driven hard into the sand. She was just
a shell, and Tom {frod the deck gingerly,
.Lflm{l lest it should give way beneath his

veight. -

“Help me up, Tom,
from the boat.

Bending over the twisted deck rail, he
gave the girl a hand and pulled her beside
him.

“I'm acomin’, too, mister!” sang out
David Sellwood, and a moment or so later
he swung his heavy body beside them, and
arms akimbo, glanced around.

please,” called Eva
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“This is the first time I've set foot aboard

a shliip, messmates,” he eried, “since that
night o' the storm when I lost my balance
and tumbled overboard from my own

whaler: and I must say, my lad, and missy,
that I'mn not quite as pleased about it as I
thought I'd be.”

The deck boards were starting from the
scams and had commenced to rot in places.
For'ard there was not so much amiss, but

the stern half of the yacht was in complete:

Fuli,

The boats had all gone, and it looked as if
thexy must have been lowered away.

“When the Rosita lasted so long in that
terrific sea, the ship’s boats must have
weathered it all right, don't you think?"
said Tom,

One of them was thrown up on our island,
Tom,” the girl pointed out.

“Oh, yes, ol course, but somehow I don’t
think she could ever have had anybody in
her.  The, mast, sail, and fittings were all
lashed 1n place, remember.”

They were walking cautiously along the
deck, Dave Sellwood purposely urging his

bulky figure ahead of them, knowiugz that
wherever he might 2o with safety they
could follow without fear.

It was strange to sece that one or two of
the deck cabins had been left almozt intact
where so much had been totally destroyed,

but 1t was s0. The doors were even there,
caping open and wedged from swelling.
A glimpse of the engineroom showed

mellwood seme of the machinery, all twisted
and broken and red with rust, He turned
away from the depressing sight, and saw the
gl beckoning Tom forward excitedly,

“Toin,” she eried, *there’s my cabin, and
I believe I shall find a lot of my things
there.”

She was right, for as she pulled drawers
open and slid panels back she found euach
rceeptacle thus exposed to view crammed
with flimsy and costly articles of feminine
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[ me on my birthday, and all tha rest
wonder if they are wherve I put them?”

She found the seeret hiding-place at ihe
back of one of the cupboards, and as she
touched a spring, a pancl rolled slowly back,
exposing a metal-lined compartment. 1t waas
full of leather-covered jewel-cases, and aa
the girl opened one of these after another
she revealed necklaces, broochez, hairpins,
and headdresses of gold or of platinum,
whose jewels flashed and glistened in the sun,

There were precious diarond studdad
wrist-watches fit for a princess, and a
lovely gold ecabinet clock which began to

tick the moment she started to wind it.

Dave, bewildered by the sizght of such
extravagant jewels, bezan to scratch and

pull at his long straggly hair.

“Well, T'in darned!” he murmured.

They ransacked the eabin, finding many
and many an article which would prove uvse.
ful to the girl. Then they went into the

cabin next door. It had belonged ta
Thornton Ianway. Iere the wood panel-
ling was blistered, warped, and burned,

and they found a store of men's clothes and
boots, socks and underwear, most of which
was charred and useless, They found a set ot
golf clubs in a bag. an autonuatic, two sport-
ing rifles, and a revolver,

“Rum this place should be so badly burned
when the cabin next door isn't,” mused Sell-
wood, as he nosed around. *“Looks like a3
if it had been wilfully set on fire, and I
believe it was. Hallo, look at this!”

There was a picce of folded notepaper
jamnmed in the door of a cupboard.

Dave Sellwood pulled it free and opened
it, to find it covered with pencilled writing.
There were just a few boldly-written words.

Sellwood read them, blinked, then quictly
handed the paper to the boy.

“Read that, Master Tom,” he said, “and
tell me what it says."”

“¢ This rotten place is a death trap.”” the
boy read aloud. *‘ They all left in the boats

attive, Then another thought struck her. | and there's nona for me. Going ashore.
"My jewels, Tom! The things daddy gave | Daniel Kemizh,""”
THE QOPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF. .

is accompanied by

cause of Sellwood losing hiz life—or go he
forgiven himself.

they wmeet David Sellwood,
fire by Kemish,
for a neighbouring island,
that she is in difficulties,

whirlpool,
to board their sailing boat.

e e —

THORNTON HANWAY, American willionaire and business magnate, {3 the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a nuwmber of unknown islands tn the Southern Pacifice He

VA HANWAY, his pretly daughter, and her chum,

AU PERRY, aeplucky, adventare-toving English boy,

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hamcay's, is also on board,
great anxiety on the yacht owing to the pilot,

DANIEL KEMISH, having developed a sudden
David Seilwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these pavis.

Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memorics, and this
fact, combined with the heat, hag turned his head,
island, but they arc caught in a torrible storm, and the wmotor-boat is swamped,
plunged into the mountainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown island, on which
Later, unkuown to the two chums, Hanway's yacht is set on
The three caztaways have many exciting adventures together before sailing
One wmorning Eva goes for a swim,
A strong current iz running, and ghe §3 being drawn towards a
The boy fetehes Sellwood, and together they rush down to the beach and prepare
Wili they be in time to rescue Evaf
(Now read on.)

Tom's father,
At the moment there is

illness. In years past Dan and hizs partner,
Dan had been the

thought—and s&ince then the forimer has never

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby
They are

Tom, watohing her, sees
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Madly Tom raced down the

sloping hollow. At the bottom

lay a motionless figure, It was
Daniel Kemish]

The Finding of Kemish!

S Tom read the letter, every word
A echoed like strokes upon a drum,
and when he finished and gave the
written message back to David Sell-

wood his boyish face was strained.

They moved to the bent rail and stared
across the barren island as if they half
expected to see Daniel Kemish top the rise
and hail them,.

“It seems odd, doesn't it,” murmured
vellwood, after a long 311&1]{:3, ““that Dan
Kemish should have stayed aboard this
s.h1p while the others got away in the boats "

“There’s a whole lot about it I don’t
understand, Dave,” the boy replied. " But
vou remember I told you about that bright
H:cke;mg light across the sea, the sudden

{1
flare up and then darkness that we saw
soon after we were cast n.way? The light

must have been the Esmeralda burning, and
the sudden glare marked her blowing up.
on board.”

And Kemish was

(| 1{"-.‘-.,1,Eu MY I.

Ulli,

o h
‘L‘H"_:.“B Nﬁ\ i

e

“How dreadful for them to have left him
there, Tom,” said the girl in a tone of
hmrnr

“Your father would never have left him
there. Neither would Captain Stanton.
I<emish must have had every chance to go
with the others. Perhaps they thought he
was deud.” Tom stared about the shattered
hull of the onece beautiful yacht. “Eve, I'd
like to know how she caught fire.”

The girl cut a grotesque figure as she leant
against the deck rail, the matted dress she
wore contrasting oddly with the luxurious
raiment she clutched in her arms. A pair
of dainty shoes dangled from her finger by
their straps. A circlet of diamonds was
clasped about her neck. “-_';ettmg his head
back, Tom burst into a bellow of laughter.
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Eve,” he said. “They’re of no use to you
until you get back to civilization. We can
come back and feteh them, you know. Dave,
we'll load the jolly old boat up with a lot
of stuff we need before we sail for another
island. DBut just now I think we had better
go ashore.”

Sellwood gazed towards the island. Daniel
Wemish had said he was going ashore.  What
had happened to him since?

*Master Tom——"

“YXes, Dave?”

“J believe yvou said Dan was almost out
of his mind the day vou got wrecked?”

“He had beeu strange for weeks, Dave.
Tt started after we recached the Solomons.
We just cruised about any old how, avoiding
the ports as much as we could. And though
Kemish came as pilot he seemed to hate it;
he was always wanting to get back, always
zrumbling, and we had trouble with him on
the eve of Miss Hanway's birthday, as 1
told you.”

“And all on my account,” sighed Sellwood.
“That's just like old Dan. We were
like brothers. He'd have given his life for
me, boy. I can just imagine how iy being
lost overboard must have preyed upon his
mind.”

“But it didn't prevent him from keeping
at sea for years and unloading a cargo worth
a fortune. He did jolly well out of it,
Dave.”

*And you mustn’t blame Dan for that.
ITe had to keep on. There was the crew
to consider. And Dan came back here to
tey and find me—I can’t forget that.” Sell-
wood set his cupped hands to his mouth and
emitted a series of booming cries that
scattered the scared seabirds and sent them

wihirling and swirling from the reef. *If
Dan hears that he'll come running,” laughed

Sellwood. “There isn't another man in the
wide, wide world who could give that call,
Master Tom.”

Tom could well believe it, since he had
never heard anything to equal it. But the
only response came from the boat along-
side, in the shape of a weird cawing. Tom
laughed as he looked over the side and saw
Sellwood’s parrot perched on the gunwale
blinking up at them,

“Let's go ashore, Dave.”

* They swarmed down the rope and into the
hoat, David first, the girl second, Tom last.
Tom’s method of going was peimitive.
Throwing the anchor overboard and leaving
Dan to retrieve it he dropped down feet
foremost into the crystal sea, gained the
boat in two or three strokes and hauled him-
self aboard as easily as if he were pulling
himself astride a horizontal bar.

They pulled the boat up safelv on the reef
and anchored her. Then Tom led the way
with nimble "strides, Dave following more
heavily, Eva straying to pick up some
wonderful shells, In this manner they went
on, until looking backward they found the
wrecked yacht far below them. The barren
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“For goodaess’ sake put those things down, |

island was of considerable size and cone-
like in shape, but very broken. On the
higher ground they found clean rainwater
Iying in the holes. Hercabouts they saw the
start of that vegetation which was soon to
cover the island with a tropical growth of
wonderful fowerving shrubs and plants and
trees.

“Alrcady some of the trees were half as
high again as a man. Dut look where they
would, they could find no sign of a habita-
tion, no trace ot a man.

Yet Daniel Kemish had gone ashore, to this
desolate, depressing, awcsome izsland. Tom
already wished they were in the boat and
sailing away from i,

As they trudged alouz, David Sellwood
studied the message Dan had written, per-
suading himself that the writing was just as
Dan had always written. Again and agam
he read it, and at intervals, as they made
their search, he stopped and let forth lus
loud and sturtling shout. The only answer
was an echo accompanied by the screeching
of the startled birds.

“PDaniel Kemish must have left the
island,” said Iva, as they gained the very
hichest point of the rise and saw the sca
all round them. *“It’s quite plain he isn't
here.”

“There was no boat for
answered Sellwood gravely. * Don’t you for-
wet that. No boat for him. And it’s certain
he couldn’t iy away 1n one o’ they airyplano
flving-machines that Master Tom’s so fond of
talking about, for there are mnoue about
here.” '

They were descending a slope now, and as
Tom looked ahead he saw something lying
on the ground. One long look he gave, and
then he starvted off as hard as he could run.

“Stay with Dave a minute, Eve,” he cried.
“Dave, douv’t let her come down here just
yet.”

Tom’s tone sobered the girl and killed the
laugh oa the old seaman’s lips. He, too, had
seen the objeet that lay down there in the
hollow, and he quickly turned the girl the
other way.

Tom raced on, and as he necared the object
he could make out that it was the figure of
a man!

The body that lay there wasz all huddled
up. It wore a dark blue reefer coat, much
discoloured by the sin and rain—a heavy
coat for a man to have worn in that tropic
clime,

Going down upon his kuonee, Tom gently
pulled away the hat. It was Daniel Kemish
Iving there! Aund a clean-cut hole in his
forehead told the box, even before he saw
the revolver, how Kemish had died.

Quickly he replaced the hat, and then he
began to scarch through the dead man's
pockets. In the breast-pocket of the coat ho
found a bundle of papers and a letter. The
letter was in an envelope and neatly sealed.

him, missie,”

(Don’t fail to read next weel’s thrilling
instalment of this five servia!, ehums!)
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THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dese Crier Orricer,—Aany  thanks for the
certificate and St. Frank's League badge, which [
received a few daus ago, and of which [ am very
proud. | have had the certificate fram:‘d, and it s
now hanging in mu room. Many of my friends have
sen tf, and they all say that it is fine

f_.-{"."!"i, where [ |’r'."c, doss no! seem o hoas! JJJr mant
St. Frank's League-ites ; or, if it does, 'hen the
members do not wear their League badges. Nveedless
fo say, [ shall wear mine.

[ wonder which place in England can claim the
mos! League-ites » [ suppose London should be well
in the running. It would be very interesting to know,

B!,r the wan, fust recently I have been r'H. and fo

while away the time [ used to read my back numbers

of the Nelson Lee Library. One day the doctor
snotted a pile of these, and asked if he could take them
away with kim. He told me he intended te put them
in his waiting-room. Of course, [ let him toke them.
far I realised that this might resull in the Old Paper
gaining many new readers.

Wishing the League the best of cuccess,
(Signed) At¥ren W. Syutn (S.F.L. No. 9945)

(For this inferesting letier., Alfred W. Smith, of
[Leeds. has been awarded a wuseful penknife.)

L.eonard’s.

Here's Fis
write to kim: The Chief Officir, ** The
Nelson Lee Library,” Pleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, I.C.4

I “'F'“li_u]n o e hoino
certainly feel that he will make
he leaves his 1ob,
reader his bozs is not takineg an interest i
' iolly woll
g | 5

chum had
'-.".'{‘n-."k ?I;thi'\.' ]u- ‘-.'.l:i;]ul =001 i ve l| =-1'l.:l"|.l.*:|'1.‘_'tl

(] i s

his bo<s was< keepine an eve on inm!

Witton,

Swszex chum does not

aldress f you want o

pnessimistic; L

1 grave mis-
[1c mav think that
m his work,
suire that such 18 not

beenn doine his

nnduly

My advice to ¢ Fed-
By stick it.
(Continue to do yvour
work  carefully  and
accuratelv, and  vou
e 1H:|!I' \I Oy |:'r|:" ro-

1 1 - T
1)) 1= 1 4)

warded 1 the long
rin.
Footballers Wanted!

OOD  old foot-
G ball 15 now
well nnder

way, and I
suppose most junior
clnbs are *"in  the
thick "’  of another
season. J. Miles, of
St. Leonard’s-on-Sea,
writes telling me that
he wants some players
for his football club,
and that bovs between
the ages of 15 and 18
are required. Ilere’s
a chance for those of
von In the  St.
[.eonard’s district who
are keen to play and
Write now to

To | J. Miles, 59, Springfield Road, St. l.eonard’s,
81, Bexhill

Road, St,

mention the

All members of the St. fr:nk’: L“fau. are invited to send to the Chief Officer letters of interest concerning

the League.
or penknives.

The most interesting w

and then join immediately.

will be published week by week. and the senders will receive pocket wallets
it you don't belong to the League, look for the entry form which will appsar next week—
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SIMPSONS (Brighton) Ltd..
Dapt. 471, 94, Queen’s Rd
Bnghtnn Sussex.

13 returned withitn 7

Irish and

Cuolonial
oriders

cash only
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