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Bernard  Forrest
and his compan-
ions stared at the ' SN P
window in start- &, f $ o a o R
led amazement. AL AT " N :

For standing there
was a cloaked in-
dividual, and in
his hands was a

camera.
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R‘y‘”‘“’d as a bero by the funior School, Bernard Forrest-serencly conlinues 10
bask i bis popularity. Yet all the time be is schening. scheming—unaware that
al the same time bis enemy, Claude Gore-Pearce, 1s plotting lo bring about his

dotenfall. "
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CHAPTER 1.
¥ The Fraud!

L OMING to tea in our studv this evening, Forrest?” asked Harry Greshuar

‘ genially.

LBernord Forrest smilingly shook his head. :
“Thanks all the saume, old man, but 'm booked up,” he said. *I'd be awfullv
pleazed otherwise.” |

“He's tea-ing with us.” said Somerton, of Study G, " You fellows had better clear
off ! We're not going to have you bagging our guest of honour.”

Grezham laughed,

“All righs!” he said. “ Keep your hair on! We'll have Forrest another day.”

T'he juniors drifted apart, and the lobby of the Ancient House at St, Frank’s became
empiv for a while. Empty, that is, except for the solitary figure of Claude Gore-Pearce.
Gore-Pearce stood there, outwardlv eool, but inwardly. burning with hatred againsg
Bernard Forrest.

What a fraud the fellow was!

This sort of thing was going on continually nowadays. Juuniors were asking Forress

to tea, making a fuss of him, taking him out on visits, and showing him all the friend-
lines: possible.

1



—OF THIS STUNNING SCHOOL YARN, CHUMS!

To Gore-Pearce it was incrediblo; it was well-nigh unbelievable. Forcest, tite oubsider,
the cad, the trickster! And mnobody could sce through him-—uobody could guess that he
was laughing up his sleeve all the time, umardh contemptuous of their friendly
advances,

Ldward Oswald Handforth, the voleanic leader of Study I, was pechaps different
fiom the ordinary ruck of fellows, He wouldn't have anything to do with Forrest; he
vegarded Forrest with open suspicion. Not that Forrest took the slightest notiee,

There was Nipper, too—Dick Hamilton, the shrewd, popular captain of the Remove.
I\ip cr was rather cool towards Forrest. Perhaps he had the same suspicions as Hand-
forth, but Nipper was more able to contain Lis feelings, Handforth was always bluus
ard blmtdmmg

It was a fact that Bernard Forrest, once thie despised, waz now on the crest of a great
popularity. The foct that he had been expelled from St Frank's in disgrace was for-
gotten, The juniors even oyerlooked the fact that Forrest had been aciually drumme-l
out by his own Form-fellows. He was back again now, having been re-adumitted to the
sciwool by special arrangement. He had performed some heroic act before the exes
of the headmaster himself, and Dr, Nicholls had found it in lis heart to overlook the
old misbehaviour, and to give Forrest another chance,

The leader of Sindy A bad been sacked by a formor headmaster—hy Dr. Mualcolm
qhﬁ'md now retired. Iittle did the present Head guess that that heroie rescue stunt
of Forrest’s had been a care! fully put-up job, performed expressly for his benefit, And

Der. Nicholls would indeed have been amazed bhad he kuown that Tocesst’s father had
had a bhand in that unscrupulous business.

Like father, like son. ¥orrest, senior, was a hard-fisted business man, It was his
hoast that he had never been beaten, and he had hated the idea of his son being thrown
out of a famous school like St. Frank's. It was a sort of challenge, and Mr. Forrest had
taken it up. And so, by hook ov by crook, he Lhad got Bernard back mto the school.

fight, IEverybody had beeu suspicicus of him ; evervbody had taken ir for granted

that he would be the same old Forvest. He was. As Handforth had freguently

remarcked, the leopard could not change 111~ spots.  Dut Forrest wasy cunning,
and he was clever, In fact, he was Lhngvmmh clever,

His aim was to gain such popularity in the Remove that Lo would ultimately oust
Nipper from the captaincy, He knew that pitchfork methods wonld ba useless. So e
was going fo work deliberately, insidiously  Already, he had performued moany despicable,
vnderhand tricks; but thes had been performed in secret. The rank and Gle of the St.

3 ND now Bernard wasz consolidating his position. At first he had Lad an uphill
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Frank’s fellows believed him to be a changed
character.

- And, certainly, his general conduct was
sufficient to delude anybody. He had given
up all his old bad habits, and he was even
influencing Gulliver and Bell to behave more
decently. Ie had had his lesson, and he
had profited by it, He no longer smoked,
he regarded betting as folly. He was whole-
heartedly interested in football, and, indeced
played a great game. He was a good
fellow generally, standing treat in the school
shop to all and sundry. He always had a
cheery word, and in the €Common-room, of
an evening, he would join in a game of chess
with s hecartiness that it was impossible
to rea that he hated chess.

It was all a pose—even including the foot-
ball. In Forrest's opinion, football was a
rotten game. But he played it well be-
cause it suited his purpose to play it well.
Tt was cssential that he should play it well
It was one of the main ladders up which he
was climbing to popularity. He had known
this even before he had come back to St.
Frank’s, and he had practised football dili-
gently and earnestly.

Forrest was a boy of such strong character
that he could force himseli to do these
things- that he hated. He was capable—
brilliant, even. It was a pity that such
cleverness as his should be directed along
evil channels. For they were evil—wholly
‘and  thoroughly. He was even more con-
temptible and despicable than he had been
in the old days. Then he had been brazen
about it; he had even boasted of his “sporti-
ness.” Now he was living a lie; he was
pretending to be something that he wasn't,

Clever as he was, he totally under.
estimated the menace of Claude Gore-
Pearce, He did not realise that Gore-

Pearce could really be dangerous.

There was a good and sufficient reason for
Gore-Pearce’s us-tilit{. This junior—the
pampered son of a millionaire—had been the
acknowledged leader of Study A after Ior-
rest’s expulsion. Just prior to Forrest’s re-
turn, however, Gulliver and Bell had pitched
him out. They had picked a quarrel with
him, and had kicked him out, neck and
orop. Now Forrest was back, whilst Gore-
Pearce had had to seek shelter in Study B,
with two mirerable nonentities like Hubbard
and Long. . .

It was natural enough that Gore-Pearce
should hate Forrest. ut there were other
reasona.

Quite recently Gore-Pearce had been in
trouble with a bookmaker, and this man
had written to Gore-Pearce senior—with the
result that Gore-Pearce senior had descended
upon St. Frank’s, and had given Claude a
thrashing,

No doubt Claude had deserved a thrash-
ing, but his father had gone beyond all
bounds of rcason. As a final blow, he had
deprived Claude of his pocket-money, re-

BUT Forrest was making onc mistake.

ducing him to an absurd half-crown a week
for the remainder of the term,

Gore-Pearce, the son of a millionaire, with
half-a-crown & weck! And hitherto he had
never been short of a fiver! .

Just at this juncture Claude had discovered
Forrest’s deception; he had found him out
to bo what he was. To his everlasting shame,
ho had then acted the part of a blackmailer.
Forrest had been compelled to hand over
ten pounds for Claude’s silence, and Claude
had felt himself on velvet for the rest of
the term.

But Forrest, like the clever feilow he was,
had suddenly jibbed. He had robbed Gore-
Pearce of his power by openly telling a
whole crowd of Removites the truth. Yet =o
cunningly did Forrest do this that only Gore-
Pearce knew it to be the truth. The others
thought it was a pack of lies, invented by
Gore-Pearce in order to squeeze money out
of his vietim. The trouble was, Claude had
no concrete evidence to offer; there was only
his bare word,

And this was insuflicient.
now more or less ignored. Hardly anybody
spoke to him. And as he was continually
broke, his position was even more hopeless.

But Gore-Pearce was not such a weakling
as Forrest believed.

Even now, when he scemed utterly down
and out, he was patiently waiting. Sooner
or later, he belicved, he would be able to
obtain that concrete evidence he needed.
Then—and how Gore-Pearce dreamed of the
hour !—he would expose Forrest to the whale
school. It would be his hour of triumph.

He didn’t care so much about giving For.
rest away to ““the beaks "—in other words,
the authorities, He wasn’t interested in that
aspect of the thing at all. He wanted to
“square ”’ himself with the Remove. They

Gore-Pearce was

had practically sent him to Coventry because

of his alleged lies. Perhaps they would be-
lieve him when he could produce that evi-
dence! He longed for the day when he
would be able to triumph over his enemy,
and to see him humhIetf into the dust,

So fiercely had ' this - desire gripped him
that it overshadowed every other aspect of
his life. He was looking haggard because
of sleepless nights. e knew—he positively
knew—that Bernard Forrest was still living
his old life—still breaking bounds and play-
ing the part of the rake. If only he could
catch him red-banded !

And Forrest, secure in his new popularity
—certain that he was unsuspected—went on
his way sublimely and serenely. Little did
he realise that Claude Gore-Pearce was
Eva.t;:hing him, not only by day, but by night,
00

T. was a fact. TFor practically a week,
I now, Gore-PRearce ?md sat up after
lights-out. He had made a practice of
waiting until Hubbard and Long were
asleep, and then ho would ereep out of bed,

dress himself, and steal out of the dormi-
tory. There, in the passage, he would wait,

concealed in a recess,
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Pvery night he waited until ono a.m.—
watching Torrest’s bed-room, which Dorrest
shared with Gulliver and Bell. One night
Forrest would come out, bent upon a rnight
jount, Claude was expecting and longing
for that night. He had made his prepara-
tions—he bad his plans all cut and dried.

The fact that he was thus losing precions
Lours of sleep did not worry Gorve-Poarce.
ilardly ever did he slumber until one-thicty
or two a.m., with
the result that
every morning he
awoke heavy and
leaden, He was
growing more and
more listless in the
class-room, and he
was getting into
tronble with Me.
C'rowell. Not that
Gore-Pearce cared.
1le might as well
stay in his study

writing imposi-
tions and doingz
cxtra work, ag

anything else. Ile
had no money, o
he couldn’t go out
anvwhere or do
anyvthing,

There was some-

thing eclse, too.
¥e hadn't for-
gotten  that Ber-
nard Forrest was
still a  possible
source of 1ncome.
Once he obtained
t hat evidence,
there was no
reason why le

strould expose For-
rest o the spot.
It would be
pleasant — exceed-
mgly  pleasant—to

WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S.

b
and the half-hour now boomed out. Gora-
Pearce sat there, patient and grim, Flo

was heavy and sleepy, but his desire for re-
venge kept him awake. Suddenly he heard
a sound, and when Le peeped round the
corner of the recess he saw the door of
I'orrest’s dormitory quietly opening!

CHAPTER 2
Tha Figure

in Black!
G expect e d

to sece
three figur-s
crucrge from that
bed-room. He saw
only one. T hen
the door closed as
stealthily as it had
opened. The hgure

O R E -
PEARCE

crept  along  the
corridor, and the
hidden watcher

could tell that the
other was 1n his
stockinged feet.

He came past so
closely that Gore-
Pearce conld havo
touched him, and
it spite of the
gloom Claud e
could just detect
that the marauder
was Bernard For-
rest.. Forrest was
fully dressed, ex-
cept for his shocs,
which he carriedd
in his hand. He
passed to the end

play with his of the corridor,
victim for a bit. and went dowu-
This thought gave stairs. There was
hi1m many little doubt thai
moments of joy. SIMON KENMORE. he was going out
flow he would “on tho spree,’

play with Forrest !

An East House prefect, and not a very

but he had eleeted

He eoutl ::1f !g.et popular one with the juniors. Al one F} go RE‘TG'B (:11”1-
money out of hirn, - _ e 3 waild 1Ver  an

i Mol iy | lime an oul-and -oul roller, he f'efurmed fo probably knew
h cdﬁdn badlv an extent, but 1s now resuming sone of lrmtllu:lljg. T R o v
needed,  Alrecady 17 Ay | ' wd  been lett 1n
the other fellows bis former bad habils. bed, asleep.

were beginning to Well,  perhaps

ask him why he was eo close anud mean
nowadays. There had been many arguments
with Hubbard and Long over it, and Core-
L'carce was beginning to get desperate,

rewarded,

this was all the better. It was Forrest that
Gore-Pearce wanted to trap.

As soon as l'orrest had passed out of sight
down the stairs, Gore-Pearce became active.
He knew it was up to hum to be cautious.

3. ND then, one night, his patience wasd Forrest, naturally, would be very much on

As usual, bhe was waiting in that
recess.

Eleven o'clock had struck,

the alert. He would be listening for any
slight sounds, and he would take the alarm
at once 1if he heard anvthing suspicious.

]
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However, Claude was prepared for this. He
had made his plans very carefully in ad-
vance, and had been ready for days.

It was a fairly safe assumption on his part
that Forrest would go to some shady resort—
probably the White Harp, in Bellton, or to
some tavern in Bannington. Iorrest had a
partiality for such resorts.

‘Gore-Pearce padded silently to the head of
the stairs, and he stood there listening. In
one hand he carried his own shoes, and 1n
the other hand he had a medium-sized
attache-case. With his ears on the alert, he
heard the vague, fajnt sound of a door clos-
ing; and from its direction he gathered that
Forrest had gone into Study A,

“Taking the usual route out,” muttered
Gore-Pearce. “The window, and thes
‘through West Square.”’

He now acted with great speed. He had
thought it all out in advance. KEverything
"was going exactly as he had anticipated.

He sped into an empty room, fairly close
at hand. It was a sort of store-room at
present, although at one time 1t had been a
hbed-room. T'he window was unfastened, and
Claude quietly opened it.

He was just in time,

The window locked out upon a corner
of the West Square, and, gazing down, Gore-
I'earce caught sight of a black, ipdistinct
figure emerging from one of the lower
windows farther along. It was Forrest,

The figure vanished round the angle of
the building—at the very back. Claude now
found it necessary to make haste, There
was no time for him to go downstairs and
to get out by the ordinary mecthods. If he
did so he would lose his quarry.

He pulled the heavy curtain aside, and
threw a thick rope out of the window—a
rope with heavy knots all the way down,
about a foot apart. This had been in readi-
ness for days.

[t was only the work of a few” moments
for Claude to swarm down that rope, the
attache-case in one hand and his shoes slung
round his neck.

Without taking the trouble to don his
shoes, he ran to the end of the Ancient
House. He breathed a great sigh of relief,
for he was just in time to see Forrest climb-
ing the gate which led into the little private
lane. With his heart thumping rapidly,
Claude hatted, watching. Rather to his
surprise, Forrest did not turn down the lane,
but climbed another gate which gave on to
Little Side.

Gore-Pearce waited until Forrest had got
well on his way, and then he took up the
chase.

He paused for only a moment to put or
his shoes, and he caught sight of Forrest at
the other end of Little Side, obviously
making in the direction of the lane which
wound its way through the meadows and
fields farther on. -

Claude was puzzled now—and not «
little worried. What was Forrest doing out
..ber'e? Why had he gone in this direction?

the car.

It led to nowhere in particular. 1t was pos-
sible, of course, that Forrest had repecated
a previous dodge of his, and had concealed
his motor-cycle somewhere near the lane, so
that he c:}u{d use it to make the journey. If
so, Gore-Pearce would be done. His anxiety
increased, too, because it was impossible for
him to approach very closely. FKorrest was
naturally on the alert, and he would soon
become aware of his shadower if Claude be-
came too venturesome.

There was always the risk, then, that
Forrest would get away. However, Claude
need not have worried, for when he reached
the hedge which separated this meadow from
the lane, he heard Forrest’s footsteps on the
hard road. By the sound of them, Forrest
was paciag up and down. Why? Surely
Ejhis r;mn.nt that he was waiting for some-

ody

Gore-Pearce crouched in a little gap,
listening intently. He ventured to pecp
through the hedge, and he could dimly see
Forrest’s figure, " twenty or thirty yards
farther down the lane. - |

;;Waiting for somebody,” Claude told him-
self.

And he ~as right. . Presently the low
murmur of a motor-car engine sounded on
the night air. Glancing up, Gore-Pearce saw
reflection of the car’s lights, and he féllowed
the course of the vehicle as it wound its way
along the lane. Then Claude pulled himself
back as the headlights turned a bend just
ahead, * He had no wish to be shown up
by that glare. ’ ;

The car was coming at a good speed, and
after Forrest had shown himself, the driver
over-ran the spot for some yards—until,
indeed, the car was quite close to the
crouching Gore-Pearce.

“No nced to: have those headlights,”
Forrest was saying. “Always a chance that
somehody at the school might spot them——"

“My dear kid, can’t a motorist come along
this road without your schoolmasters get-
ting suspjcious?” said the young fellow in
“Jump in! ‘Xs there any place
where I ¢an turn in this rotten lane? It’s as
narraw as & cart track.”

“There's a gateway a bit farther up,” said
Forrest. “You’ll he able to get in there all
right. Awfully decent of you to come and
fetch me! 1Is the crowd waiting?”

“They’re having a little game until we
arrive,” said the other.

“Goed!” came Iorrest’'s voice. “Yon
don't know how 1've been longing for a hit
of a spree! I'm sick of things|”

“You'll have a good enough spree at the
Wheatsheaf,”’ chuckled the young man in
the car. ‘“‘dJust along here, you say? A
gateway? All right—point it out as we go.”

The car moved off, and Claude Gore-Pearco
felt like hugging himself. He thanked that
young fellow in the car for being so informa-
tive! It bhad only been a chance word; but
it meant much to the hidden listener.

The Wheatsheaf!
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Claude now knew where Bernard I'"urrnsti
He had guessed that the

was bound for,
rascal of Study A would go to the Wheat-
sheaf or some other such establishment, but
it was very satisfactory to kwow the ecxact
place.  Already Gore-Pearce could see him-
«If gaining that concrete evidence Le so
feverishly desired.,

There wasn't any particular hurvy. Iorrest
was bound to remain at the Wheatsheaf for
an hour or two, and although Clande had
no bicvele with him, he could ecasily do the
walk in half an hour.  And it would be all
the better for him to arrive well after mid-

night—for by then Bannington would be |

aquict, and all the worthy citizens would be
it bed.  This would make it much easier for
(lande to execute the plan he had in mind.

He waited until the car came back, after
it had turned in that gateway, and he
crouched low behind the hedge so that there
was no possibility of him being seen. He
watched the red tail-light vaunish round the
Lend, and then he emerged.

“With luck, I'll have him to-night—I'll
Lave hime.on toast!” muttered Claude tensely,
“By gad, if I can put this over it'll be an

absolute triumph!”
i ‘ High Street. There was alwayvs the
chance that a constable or two
would be on duty in the main thoroughfare;
and Claude Gore-Pearce did not wish to be
stopped and questioned. So he took to the
back allevs, and he did not
meet a soul. It was after
“midnight now.

Finally he turned into n
narrow little lane which, he
ltnew, joined the High
Street quite close to the
Wheatsheaf. The back
yard of the hotel adjoined
this lane, and when Claude
reached a certain spot he
cautiously pulled himself to
the top of the wall and
looked over.

As he had expected, a
gleam of light was showing
from one or two of the

HEN Gore-Pecarce arrived in Ban-
nington he did not go aloug the

“TI'eels all right to kick over the traces once
in a while, eh?" chuckled one of his com-
panions. "I know the feeling, my son. I
used to have it when I was at school.”

“Well, let's get on with the game,” said
Forrest eagerly. ‘" What about the stakes?™

There was a little pile of money in front
of him, on the table. The others had money,
too. There were glasses and bottles on a

‘sideboard near by, and the air of the apart-

ment was thick with cigarette smoke.
Forrest’s threc companions were all young
men—harmless enough, for the most part,
and just out for a bit of sport. But they
were not breaking any school rules, or laws
of any kind. If they liked this sort of thing.
it was entirely up to them. Forrest, on the
other hand, was transgressing the regulations

{ of St. Frank's, and he was guilty of a verr

serious offence, ,

“I think it's your deal, Torrest, my lad.”
said one of the voung men. “Sce if vou
can't give me an abuundance.”

They were playing solo whist, and the
stakes were rather high. Bernard Forrest
didn't care; he only had a game occasionally
nowadays, and so he preferred the stakes to
be high. In any case, he was an excep-
tionally keen player, and it was seldom thal
he lost anything. Rather the contrary. Fle
nearly always arose from a card game with
winning money.

The cards were dealt, and the game began.
Forrest enjoyed it tremendously. It seemedl
all the more alluring because he had ab
stained from playing for a long time. Ho
was heartily sick of acting
the part of a “good fel-
low."” And coming out like
this was safe enough.
Nobody would eyer kunow,
and he eould repeat th:
performance quite often.

“What are trumps?”’
asked Forrest, as he sorted
lis cards after another deal.
““Hearts? Rats! If we
were playing bridge I'd go
threa:r spades on this hand

Crash!
Without any warning, a
loud noise sounded from

lotel windows. He knew
those rooms well—he knew which window be
longed to the bar-parlour, and which oue be-
longed to the smoking-room.

Everything was quiet in the inn yard,
There was no dog there apparently. Claude
agently lowered himself over the wall and
dropped into the yard. Then, with exces.
sive care, he picked his way over towards
those lighted windows—whicl;, of course,
were on the ground floor.

ERNARD TFORREST sat back 1o his
B chair in the smoking-room, and he
took a long pull at his cigarette.

“Gad, this is the life!" ho said
contentedly.

the window. Forrest and
the others stared in startled astonishment.
The curtains were thrust aside, and there,
standing in the open window—which had been
flung up suddenly—was a curious figure in
black; a cloaked figure, with a kind of cow!
which descended completely over the face!

CHAPTER 3.

Z or the others could utter & word,
there came a blinding, dazzling flash

The Photograph!
of white fire; so dazzling, in fact, that all

I1ZZZZH !
In the same moment, before Forrest

four card-players were momentarily blinded.

R i —
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They heard a kind of click, and, with it,
the blinding flash died away. Bernard
Forrest was the first on his feet, and he was
looking alarmed and anxious.

“Stop him!” he shouted. 'IIe’s taken u
snap of us!’’ |

He dashed to the window, but there was
not a sign of any human being out there.
IForrest climbed through, and two of the
others followed him. They ran out across
the inn yard, but their eyes were still
dazzled from the result of that magnesium
flare. They found no sign of any intruder.
Obviously he had succeeded in climbing over
the wall and getting away.

“Some idiot must have been playing a
joke;” said one of the young men "I'm
anged if I can understand the idea, though.
Who would want to take a flashlight photo-
graph of as playing cards? Never known
such 4 thing.” ‘

“(Can you think of anyone who might have
done it?’’ asked ¥Forrest.

“There's Jim Wilmore,” s=aid the other.
“He's always piaiing practical jokes. But I
don’t think he knew that we were here
laying cards. Besides, there was nothing
?unny in that idiotic business.,” 1

“He was on the safe side, anyway,” put in
one of the others. “Gave me quite a scare
ot first when I saw that figure in the black
cloak and mask.”

“Hadn’t we better get over the wall and
make a proper search?” suggested Forrest,

“What on earth for? We should never
find him. Besides, it was only some fool
joke.”’

They went back into the room and closed
the window. . But now Forest had lost a good
deal of interest in the game. He was
vaguely uneasy. Ile did not actually suspect
that that photograph had been taken by
anybody connected with St. Frank’s; he
rather believed that it was a bit of “fun”
on the part of some local joker. However,
it was upsetting to know that a photograph
had been taken.

Forrest was so unsettled that he only
played for another half-hour, and then with-
drew. He had won three or four pounds by
this time, so he was satisfied. Not that his
companions were, They had all lost money,
and they wanted TForrest to go on so that
they could have a chance of winning it back.

“PDon’t be a young ass, Forrest!” said
one of them. “Plenty of time yet. You
don't need to go back—"

“T think I'd better
Forrest.

“Well, you’ll have to walk then!”’ said
the young fellow who had fetched him by

go,” interrupted

car. “I'm hanged if I'll take you back,
Gﬂnf{)},:nd you! I thought you were a sports-
man,

“What are yvou kicking about?"’ demandeod
Forrest. “I'll give you an opportunity of
getting your monev back another night. '['n
tell you the truth, I'm worrying about that

| get back to St. Frank’s.

flashlight photograph business. Who could
have done it? And why?” .

“No nced to worry,” said one of the trio.
“Tt must have been some ecrazy joke. I sup-
pose that some idiot will come up to us
to-morrow and show us the result of his
handiwork.”

“It was so infernally strange,” muttered
Forrest, frowning. “X just caught sight of
the chap for a moment—black cloak, mask,
and everything. Absolutely impossible to
know who he was. And that flashlight
was all against us, too. We weren't pre-
pared for it, and so we were temporarily
blinded. That gave the beggar a chance to
get away. I'd give five quid to know who he
was,”’

The others made light of it.

“Don’t be such a scared kid,” said one of
them, “Hang it, the thing can’t hurt you,
can it7  We weren’t committing a crime.
There’s ‘nothing wrong in sitting down to a
friendly game of cards, is there? Be a
sportsman and carry on with the game. It
would be different if we could find another
fourth, but we can’t at this time of night.”

But Forrest was obstinate; he wanted to
His interest in
cards had vanished. And af‘er a little per-
suasion the young fellow with the motor-car
consented to give him a ride back for a part
of the way.

Meanwhile, Claude Gore-Pearco was aglow
with triumph. _

In that attache-ease of his he had his
camera and the simple flashlight apparatus.
In that attache-case, too, were the black
cloak and the mask—ecrudely-made things,
but effective. Gore-Pearce had merely
bought two or three yards of black dress
material, and had fashioned the cloak and
mask himself. THey had served their pur-
pose, and he was satisfied.

“Gad! I've got him now!” he muttered
gloatingly. ““I've got him in the hollow of
my hand !” E

He ran nearly all the way home, arriving
hot and breathless. Torrest, of course, had
not yet returned. Not that Forrest had
any suspicions regarding Claude. It never
entered Forrest’s head that his enemy of the
Remove might be responsible for that start-
ling incident at the Wheatsheaf. Astute
as Forrest was, he did not give Claude the
credit for being so cunning and clever,

‘“ ALLO! Come into a fortune,
something ?”

It was Handforth who asked the

question. He was standing in the

Ancient House lobby, with Church and Me-

Clure, the next morning. Gore-Pearce had

just come downstairs, and there was such an

expression of happiness on Claude’s face that
Handforth could not resist the question,

“Kh?” said Claude, with a start. ‘' Speak-

g to me, Handforth?” :

or

THE FOUR LEGGED

EAGLE IS COMING!



~

THE NLLSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

_.1
——

Forrast looked at the photograph in dismay ; the photograph which showed him smoking and

eambling at the Wheatsheal,

And as he looked at it he realised that Gore-Pearco, the owner of

that photograph, had him in his clutches !

“Yes,” replied Edward Oswald.  **What's
the matter with you ?”

" Nothing.”

“You've been going aboul for dars look-
ing like a wet afrernoon,” smid Handforth,
“and now vou're all suushine, Ilad some
good news?”

“If 1 wasn't feeling so chirpy, I'd tell vou
ta mind vour own business,” replied Core-
Pearce coolly., **As a matter of fact, I've
wad a letter from my pater, and hds sent
ree a whacking big remittance.”

Aud Gore-Pearce strolled on, turaing
over the two or three copper comms which re-
presented his sole wealth, Buat he had told
the lie mlibly enough, knowiug, in his owun
rind, that he would have an ample supply
of cash before long. e felt that he was
on safe ground now. He had wot been so
happyv for days.

Tmumedmtely breakfast was over he dodeoed
up to a little box-room. He locked the door
ci the inside, covered the window completely
with an old rug, so that every scrap of light
vos excluded. and then be lighted aelitile
lamp. deawing a red glass over b wlo podis

[
|

|

t1on.  He proceeded to get busy with de-
veloper and hypo and similar chemicals.

Gore-Pearce had done a bit of amateur
phiotography in his time, and he was rather
anr expert at the game. It was oue of his
few innocent hobbies,

Hizs camera was an extraordinarily gooxi
one—a very expeusive 1fastrument. Until
recently money had meant nothing to him,
and so he had been alle to buy one of the
boest cameras on the market. He seon had
the film out, and although there was only
one exposure on if, he did not care. Hae
ruthlessly wasted the other part of the filn.

After twenty minutes' work, his eves wero
glittering with a new hight. There, swim-
ming about in the chemical solution, was a
necgative, (laude could seo that it was a
perfect one, and he was now filled with
the keenest anxiety to obtamn a print. Tha
negative was good—but would it show For
rest’s face clearly in the print? So clearly
that there could be no mistake about His
identity ¥

"Hang!” muttered Claude savagely, Lis
cxpression chauging.,
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The bell was ringing for morning school,
Gore-Pearce made his way to the class-room,
consoled by the thought that the negative
would have a chance to dry during the
morning. y

Lessons were a bugbear to him that morn-
ing. Mr, Crowell had more trouble with
him than ever, for he was inattentive and
slack. He didn’t care, however. Imposi-
tions did not worry him to-day. It was only
when Mr, Crowell actually applied the cane
that Gore-Pearce came to his senses. Alter
that he did a bit of work.

Bernard Forrest did not notice anything in
particular.  Gore-Pearce’'s troubles did not
interest him, And he kept thinking of that
curious incident at the Wheatsheaf; he kept
worrying if there would be any sequel.

As he had expected, he had got back into
hié bed-room without anybody spotting him.
Even Gulliver and Bell were in ignorance
of his jaunt, He had told them nothing.
Experience of that pair had taught Forrest
that nothing but harm could come of letting
them know too much.

During the mid-morning interval, Gore
Pearce popped upstairs to have a look at
his negative, and he was pleased to find
that it was drying satisfactorily, He kept
the box-room door locked, and the key 1n his
own pocket. He was taking no chances with
that precious’ photograph,

Imimediately morning school was over he
was collared by Hubbard and Long, his
study-mates.

“What about popping to the school shop?”
suggested Teddy Long eagerly.

*“*Not now!”

““But you've got some
you ?"’

“Yes, but we can’t go to the shop now,”
sald Gore-Pearce impatiently. “I've got
something to do, and I don’t want you fel-
lows bothering me,”

“We hear that you had a whacking great

money, haven't

tip from your pater this morning,” said
%lubkr}ard. “How much did he send? A
ver?” 4

Gore-Pearce laughed,

“I'll tell you later on,” he replied. “Don’t
bother me¢ now. I can promise you, anyhow,
that we’ll have a whacking great feed In
Study B to-day. Something extra special.”

“Good egg!l” said Teddy, liking his lips.
““All the same, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to
go along to the tuck-shop now.”

But Gore-Pearce walked off, leaving his
study-mates flat, He had no desire to linger
in their company. Neither had he any wish
for them to know what he was doing, So
he took a few precautions. He went out
into the Triangle, dodged rapidly into the
West Square, and before Hubbard and Long
could follow him he had slhipped back into
the Ancient House by the back way., He
dodged up the service stairs—which, strictly
speaking, were out of bounds for the boys
—and he got to that attic without anybody
knowing of his movements,

|

——

-
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He locked himself in again, and now he
examined the negative with evil glee. It
wag, in all truth, a perfect negative, It was
one of the best photographs he had ever

+ taken,

“This is going to give Forrest a surprise!”
he muttered. "By gad, I've got him on
toast now!”

He busied himself with a frame and print-
ing paper. Ile used gaslight paper, as this
was quicker, and after some diligent work he
had produced the first print. He picked it
out of the fixer, then carried it, still drip-
ping wet, to the window, which was now un-
covered.

“Why, it’s marvellous!” panted Claude.
“Best snap I've ever taken. Nobody could
mistake Forrest! He’s facihg the camera,
and that expression on his face is worth
quidslu . y

The photograph was a beauty. It showed
the card table, and the piles of money and
the bottles and the glasses. And Bernard
Forrest, looking straight at the camera, was
shown in bold relief. The other players
did not matter so much, Gore-Pearce did
not care a snap about them. ' He wasn’t
even interested in their identity,

He made three prints, and then he care-
fully stowed the negative in his pocket-book.
Heo left the prints to dry. Now that .the
period of suspense was over, his mind was
casy. There was no particular hurry. llo
could make the next move-in the game aiter
the midday meal, The time was drawing
near when he would be able to get his own
back on Bernard Forrest. IHe remembered,
vividly, how Forrest had thrashed him, and
how Horrest had made him look despicable
in the eyes of the other Remavites. Scarcely
anybody spoke to him nowadays, although
his period of “Coventry ” was more or less
at an end.

After a while, he tovk the negative out
of his pocket-book again. It was the recol-
lection of the fight which mow rendered him
caulious. It might be unwise for him to
carry that negative about with him.  For-
rest was a dangerous fellow—he was capablo
of taking drastic mecthods, TFar better to
hide that negative somewhere—hide 1t so
that Forrest could mnever possibly find it,

The prints didn’t matier. He could take
as many prints as he liked. Three would
be quite sufficient for the present. In fact,
one would probably do the trick. But the
negative was vital,

He took it to his trunk, in another room,
and tucked it away between the leaves of
an old story-book. It would be safe enough
there. KEven if anybody scarched through
the trunk, there was little or no chance of
the negative being found. e always kept
the trunk locked, too.

The prints, still damp, were in his pocket.
He went downstairs happy, He {felt that
there wag a very pleasant interview ahead
of him! -
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CHAPTER 4.
Two Rascals!

TIIH door of Study A opened, and in
strolled Claude Gore-Peavens. He
found Forrest and Gulliver and Bell
over by the window, arguing abont
racchiorses. They turned and looked at him
with unfriendly eyes.
“QOutside !” said Forrest curtly.

“No need to be unpleasant, ¥orresi,” said |

Claude. “jI want to have a word with you
in private.”
i F § i i L]
“What you want doesu’t interest me,’

replied Forrest. ““Get out of this study!”
Gore-Pearce leaned against the door.

 but they had to go.

11
chat. T'll seo yvou later, Ceulitver. You, too,
Bell. Do you mind popping out for a bitt”

“Yes, we do mind!” said Bell,

“Well, will you pop out, all the samo?"

There was nothing else for, it. Gulliver
and Bell hated being turned out of the study,
They glowered upon
(iore-Pearce as they went, and they worn
amazed that Forrest should take any notice
of him. They felt, somehow, that there was
something mysterious about this affair.
What had Forrest been up to? Why was he
afraid of Gore-Pearce?

“Well ?” asked Forrest, after his study-
matea had gone ouf,

“Just a minute,” said Claude.

“It's very private,” he said, looking hard.

at Gulliver and Bell,

“Does he mean
that he wants DBell
and me to go out?”
said Gulliver trucu-
lently.

“I'm not partien-

lar,” said Gore-
Pearce. “It's up to
vou, Forrest. If

vou want these two
follows to hear what
T've got to'say, all
well and good. But
for vour own benefit,
I should suggest a
little téte-a-téte just
between  ourselves.
Still, you can do as
vou please.”

Something in
Claude's tone
warned Forrest that
this wvisit was very

GUY! GUY! GUY!

The Fifth of November is coming, and
there’s going to be greal excitement at
St Frank’s.

For Wellborne & Co., the cads of
the River House School, balfch a liille
plot against Nipper and bis chums.
Unfortunalely the plot doesw’t work out
guite as expected, and all sorts of amius-
g — and  amaping — complications
resull,

Look out for this stuuning yarn in
next Wednesday's grand issue, chums ;
11's entitled :

“ THE LIVING GUY!”

He wrenched the door open, and, as hLa

had expected, he
found Gulliver and

Bell suspiciously
ncar by, ‘
“If it’s all the

samo to you, do you
mind going farther
down the passage?”
ho asked blandly.
“The keyvholes of
these doors are ridi-
culously large.”

“C'onfound you "
roared Gullivenr.

“You don't think
we  were listening,
do you?"

“ood-bye ! said
Gore-Pearce, grin-
ning,

Gulliver and Bell
went off in -2 huff.
Not until they had
turned into  the

unusual, Never
before had Gore-
Pearce looked so
confident and so self-
possessed. T here
was something big
behind this. But
even now, strangely
cnough, Forrest did
not connect the mil-
lionaire's son with
the incident of the
previous night,

“Well 7" asked Gore-Pearco.
speax oub in front of these echaps? I'm in
.0 hurry, so you can take your time. But
I'd better give vou a hint, Iorrest, that the
subject i3 so private that you'll be sorry if
I let Gulliver and Bell into the secret.”

““Infernal nerve!” said Bell hotly. ¥ For-
rest hasn't got any secrets from wus.”

Forrest grunted.

“All the same, perhaps vou fellows had
botter clear out for a bit,” he said bluutly.

“You're not going to take any notice of
this cad, are vou?” shouted Gulliver.

* Now, don't make a fuss,” said Forrest,
¥Any fellow has a righf to have a privato

enmail 1

1

|

1

lobby did Gore-
Pearce close t h o
doorr. Then he
strolled over to thae
easy chair, lowered
himself into it, and
made himself quito
at home.

“If wyou're going
to start that black-
mailing stunt again,
I'd better warn you
ta be careful,” said Forrest grimly. *“1I'vo
given you a thrashing once, and if I have to
do it again I'll make such a mess of your
foce that——"

“The fact i1s,” said Gore-Pearoe, “I want
vou to lend me a fiver, Forrest,"

“Oh!” sald Forrest. “A fiver."

“ Just to begin with,” nodded Gore-Pearos.
“I don't think I'm revealing any close
seceret when I tell you that I'm hard up. A
little bit of trouble with the pater. WNo
need to go into details. A fiver from you
will como in very handy, Forrest,'

“You silly fooll" snapped Bernard. “I'vae
already told you that I won't rt with
another cent,  Understand ? 've had

enough of your blackmaiuing. I'm not afraid



12
of you now. Tho other fellows are satisfied
that I'm on the square——"’

"It seems a pity to disillusion you, but
you're not really safe at all, Forrest,” said
Gore-Pearce pleasantly, “You’re most in-
fernally unsafe, to tell you the truth, You
wouldn’t Iike it a bit, would you, if Nipper
and Handforth and Travers and all the rest
of the chaps knew you for what you actually
are? You've spoofed them mnieely; but I
know a way to take the dust out of their
eyes. Have ' a look at this.”

He carelessly tossed one of the prints on
to the table. It gave him & moment of
slicer joy to sce Forrest’s violent start of
surprise,

“What's this?” asked Forrest hoarsely.

“Only a photograph, old man. Take a
look at 1if.”

Forrest, with a gulp, grabbed the photo-
graph from the table. He took it over to
the window and looked at it. Xis worst
fears were realised. In that second he had
bhad a hint of the truth. It had burned itself
upon his consciousnecss like the sear of a red-
hot iron. What a fool he had been not to
think of this possibility before!

“Quite a nice httle snap, isn’t it 17 asked
Gore-Pearce, in a drawling voice, as he
lounged back in the chair. “So distinet—and
so lifelike. 1 rather pride myself on that
photo, Forrest.” :

IForrest said nothing. He was looking at
the photograph dazedly. It was so start-
lingly clear, The flashlight had done the
trick. There was the table, with the piles
of money—even the notes could be seen.
And the glasses, and the bottles. And there,
the most prominent figure of all, was For-
rest  himself, looking  startled, even
frightened,

“Of course, flashlight isn’t very satisfactory
for portraits,” said Gore-Pearce conver-
sationally. “ Makes a fellow look too pale.
It brings out the details too boldly.”

“Where did you get this?”’ demanded For-
rest, his voice charged with alarm.

il e rel!laeated Gore-Pearce. *“I took
that pMAograph myself.”

i Yﬂu ?J?

“Little me!l” nodderd Claude.

“Then—then you were that figure in the

cloak and the mask " ¥

“Who else?’ drawled Gore-Pearce. I
spotted you geing out last night, Forrest,
and I followed you. Rather a good stunt
of mine, eh? As socn as I found you in the
emoking-room at the Wheatsheaf, I flung
the window open and exploded the flashlight
before you could take a really good look at
mal.l ,On the whole, I think I did deucedly
well,

“By gad!” breathed Forrest, still staring
fascinatedly at the print.

“I believe it’s given you a bit of a turn,”
sald Claude., “' At least, T hope it has”

“You fool!
any profit out of this?” snarled Forrest,
beside himself with fear and rage. “ You've
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admiited to me that you were that figure
in the black cloak and mask 1
“But only to you, Forrest,”” nodded
Claude. “1It#'s just between ourselves—a
purely private matter, As it was perfectly
obvious—to you—that I was that cloaked
figure, there’'s no harm in us beipg frank

about it. As I've got this photograph, it
must have been me. But who else is to
know? I'm safe enough. Those fellows

who were with you at that card-table didn’t
recognise me—and couldn’t. And, naturally,

gyﬂu.

rif you like to be obstinate and bring my
namo into the affair, I shall simply deny it.
There's not one shred of evidence to show
that I was out of my bed last night.”

He

Bernard Forrest felt bet all aver,
knew that Gore-Pearce was speaking the
truth. There was not one jot of positive
| proof that that cloaked figure had coneealed
the identity of Gore-Pearce, '

“Well, what do you want?” panted For-
rest, glaring across at his tormentor.

“Didn’t you hear’ ‘me  the first time?”
basked Claude. “I'm hard up, and I need
'the loan of a fiver.”

“TLoan! You mean—-

“I mecan a loan,” insisted Gore-Pearce,
“You mustn’t think that I'm blackmailing
In fact, you’d betfer not mention thab
word again, All I want is a loan. Under-
sstand ¢ I'll pay you back later.”

Bernard Fbrrest understood.

“I won't give you a cent!’ he snarled.
' You can’t bluff mo like this! You daren’t
show this photograph to anybody.”

“Oh? Why daren’t 11"
“ Because you'd be giving yourself away,”

1)

Do you think you can make |

‘replied Forrest, with a sudden air of assur-
nce. ‘‘Have you thought of that, Gore-
earce 7 Show this photograph fo people,

and you'll have to tell them how you gof

*hold of it. Then 1t’ll. come out that you

' ware breaking bounds in order to——"

“Hold on!” interrupted Claude. “I'm not
such a fool as all that, Forrest, and you can’t

pkid me with this bunkum. I might have got

‘hold of that photograph from anybody.
There’s absolutely nothing to prove that
I took it myself. It's here—in black and
‘white. There you are, sitting at the card-
table, smoking and drinking and gambling,
How aro you going to explain it? Why,
you fool, you can’t explain it! The thing
speaks for itself!”

Forrest looked at the photograph again,
and his breathing was laboured. :

“You must admit that it’s good,” said
Gore-Pearce, delighting over his new power.
“And what are the fellows going to say
when I show it to them? Forrest, the foot-
baller—Forrest, the sportsman!| Here he i,
in his true eolours—playing ecards, smoking,
drinking—just as ho did in the old days!
Why, my beauty, you’ll collapse like a
pricked hladder when———*" .

“The old days!” said” Forrest, a gleam of
trinmph coming into his eyes. *‘ Exactly,

(Continued on page 14.)
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Professor Puddleditch 1’;

Lectures !

Continuing bis lectures on ** wnnatural bistory,” the professor bas something

fo tell you about the  Zunk.”

And a weird and wonderful creature it s, too,

as you will find out in this week’s uproariously funny lecture.

By Reggie Pitt

LECTURE 4—THE ZUNK

o OW, bogs,”” mumbled the Professor

N as, staggering into the Hall of St.

Sycamore’s  College under the

weight of his gigautic dictionary,

he placed, or rather slid it, with a thud on

to the desk, and adjusted his wobbly spec-

tacles. **Now, boys, to-day 1 propose to deal
with the Zunk,

““The Zunk is a bird very rarely seen nowa-
days, and if there were not a tew etill left
1t would be extinct.

““Its many peculiarities euntitle it to form’
tie subject of one of my—1 hope—interesting
lectures on unnatural history, dealing with
the weird and wonderful creatures of the
eavth.”

A soft murmur came from
Form.

f

the assembled
It may have been subdued applause,
hit was more probably suppressed groans.
The Professor assumed the former, and
heamed. Waving his spectacles benevolently,
lie continued :

“Perhaps the strangest of this strange bird’s
slrangenesses 1s—are—no, i3 the fact of its
having telescopic legs, and not the fold-up
ones possessed by the majority of other birds.
An exception, of course, is the Yellow-crested
Alud-sniffler, whose legs unscrew and take
off, to allow of its navigation of shallow
waters by floating, and also the Lesser Bun-
finch, which has no legs at all, but rolls along
the ground when not in flight.

“The Zunk, then, has telescopic legs, by
meansd of which it can raise and lower itself

at will,"”

The Professor, illustrating as he spoke,
raised himself on his toes and then lowered
himself on his heels with a jar that jolted
his teeth and cawsed his glasses to pitch off
and perch in his beard.

After he had retrieved theze somewhat
doubtful aids to his vision, he went on:~

“The bird has a verv long beak with a bag
or sack where its throat ought to be, some-
thing like a pelican, only more so. It feeds
chiefly on cocoanuts which it swallows two at
a time—whole—and these nuts are stored in
the aforesaid bag or sack, where they gradu-
ally dissolve, taking about a fortnight to dis-
appear.

“It 1s thervefore obvious that the Zunk
stores its food fourteen daya before it actually
needs it, or, in other words, it provides to-day
for its dinner due next Wednesday week,
He, he, he!"

The Professor tittered at his own joke, wag-
gling his long whiskers violently, but the class
remained impassive and unmoved.

“¥urther interesting facts are elicited by
reference to the Xneyclopedia of Rare
Beasties, compiled by Cilliass, a scholar of
great repute in this field of research. I have
the volume here—no, here—no! Now, where
is it? Thompkins minor, please go to my
study and bring me the book whicli I left on
the table.”

After Thompkins minor had left the Hall,
the Professor discovered the Lincyelopedia in

(Continued on page 43.)
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THE THIEF !
(Continued from page 12.)

Gore-Pearce |
The old days.”

“What the deuce do you mean 7"

“Why, I'm safe!” saild Forrest, with
untold relief. “Isn’t your poor brain capable
of grasping that fact? I tell you I’'m safe!l”

His tone was so confident that for a second
Gore-Pearce became alarmed. He sat for-
ward 1o his chair, his face a little paler.

You've used the right words!

“What do you mean—jyou’re safe?” he |

demanded sharply.
you—""

“If you're crazy enough to let any of the
other fellows see this snap, I've got a per-
fe-e‘tlyh g?ad explanation,” broke in Forrest.

L] 0 “ill

“The best explanation under the sun,”
continued Forrest coo]lz. “1 shall simply
say that this photograph was taken months
ago—when 1 was at St. Frank’s previously.
My old record is known; Nipper and Hand.
forth and the rest know that I used to smoke
and ganible. 1 shall tell them that this snap
was taken months ago.”

“By gad!” muttered Gore-Pearce.

Forrest took the photograph, tore it in
shreds and tossed it into the fire. Then he
pointed to the door,

“Get out!” he ordered curtly.

“Just a minute!” “said Gore-Pearce, his
voice soft and smooth. “Don’t be in such
a hurry, Forrest. I'm not going to leave
this study until you lend me that five quid.”

“Get—out!” roared Bernard I'orrest.

Gore-Pearce took another print from his
pocket, He tossed it on to the table, just
as he had done the first.

“Havo a look at that photograph again,”
he said, with exasperating calmness,
“You're very careless, Forrest, On the wall,
at the back of the sideboard, there’s a
calendar. Rather funny that you should miss
seeing it.”

Forrest felt suddenly weak; all his con-
fidence oozed awayv.

“A—a calendar {” he faltered.

“Have a look at it,” invited Claude.

Forrest picked up the print, and now ‘he
was panic-stricken. Gore-Pearce was right.
There, on the wall, plainly shown in the
photo, was a calendar. It was one of those
particular kinds which have to be changed
every day, and the date was clearly and
boldly indicated. Yesterday’s date!

“Rather strange that yesterday’s date
should be on a calendar that was hanging
in a room months ago,” commented Gore-
Pearce gloatingly. " “And do you notice,
FForrest, that the calendar is a special one?
‘ The Wheatsheaf Hotel.” See it across the
top? Not only does this photograph show
you indulging in a little pleasure, but it
also indicates the date you were there, and
it proves where you were. Gambling and
drinking at the Wheatsheaf—yesterday!”

“Great Scott!” breathed Bernard Forrest.

“That photograph shows

I

l
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“Luck was with me last night,” continued
Gore-Pearce. ‘“Now, I don’t propose to take
this photograph to the beaks. They’'d be
interested in 1t, I dare say, but I’m just as
anxious as you are to prevent any awkward
inqujries. But the Common-room will be
most interested in this snap. Don’t you think
g0 7 Nipﬁer and Travers and Gresham and
Handforth and the others will be exceedingly
enlightened. What’s # going to be, Forrest?
The loan of a fiver, or shall I take a stroll to
the Commeon-room 1"

CHAPTER 5.
Something Wrong!
Ehntngmph

ORREST knew that that

F represented a definite old over

him. On that earlier oceasion he had

refuted Gore-Pearce’s suggestions, and
had done it so cleverly that tie Removites
had believed him. For Gore-Pearce, when
all was said and done, had such a reputation
at St. Frank’s that his word was of very
little value, '

But this was different.

This photograph was a thousand times
more convincing than all that Gore-Pearce,
or anybody else, could say. It was proof. If
the Removites saw that photo, they would
know Bernard Forrest for what he actually
was. They would know that he had broken
bounds the previous night, that he had
visited the Wheatsheaf, and that he had been
up to his old games, '

It would ruin him—with the fellows. They
would scorn him and “ecut” him. His
elaborate pretence would be ever, and never
would he be able to seize the reins of power,
as he dreamed.

Apart from all this, there was always the
chance that the photograph might get into
the hands of somebody in authority. And
then, indeed; the fat would be in the fire.
If the headmaster saw that photograph,
Forrest’s expulsion would  follow as surely
as the day follows night.

“You—you scheming - cad
glaring across at Gore-Pearce.

“Rather like the pot calling the kettle

!!!‘

he panted,

‘black, ehi?” drawled Gore-Pearce. “Aren't
you. a bit of a schemer yourself ?”
“I'm not a filthy hound like you!”
“You’d better be careful——" )
“Careful be hanged!” snapped TForrest.

“You blackmailing toad|
got me, don’t you?”

“I've warned you not to use that word!”
said Gore-Pearce dangerously. “All I want
from you, Forrest, is a loan. As sure as
I'm standing here, if you use that word
again I'll walk right out of this study and
go to the Common-room. TI'll show that
photograph to everybody in the Remove!
Now, fork out that fiver!”

“T'll give you five pounds for the nega-
tive of this photograph!” said Bernard.

His companion laughed. .

“Fifty pounds wouldn’t buy it,” he replied
contemptuously. ‘“What do you think I am

You think you’ve
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—a2 muz? I'm keeping that negative in a
safe place, Forresi—just as a precautionary
sneasure. I want five pounds, cash, now.
CI'lins minute. And, as I've lold you about

a dozen times, I shall look upon it as a loan,”"

I'orrest made a sudden rush at  his
tormmentor,

“You've got that necgative on you!" he
panted. “Dy gpad! I'll have 1, too! Tl

1y

drag it from you——
“Steady ! warned Gore-Pearce. “I'm not
stich an idiot as to bring that negative into
t%i5 room. Youw're a better fighter than I
am, Iorrcsi—no sense in denying it after
tha way you knocked me about the other
day. I haven’t gof that negative here.”
FForrest pulled himself up—knrowing, from
(laude's very tone, that he was speaking
the truth., He suddenly dived a hand into

his pocket and withdrew soeme currency
notes, IIe counted out five and flung them
ou the table.

“There you are!” he panted. “ There's
vou dirty hush money.”

“Thanks,” eaid GorePearce, picking it
cp.  “In the cirs, I don't blame yon for
n-tng some strong language. Butl don't vou
ever lay your hands on me.again, lorrest—
or vou'll be sorry. I've got xou where 1
want you now—and vou know it!”

URING the next tv.'n-ﬂ.n:r: Forrest

D lived in constant fear of being
dropped on for more cazh. DBut

Gore-Pearee took no notice of Lim.
(iore-Pearce had resumed his old life in the
Lemove, and nobody except Forrest paid
any adtention to him,

Hebbard and Long, naturally, were
pleased.  (Claude’s period of impecuntosity
was over. He supplied the
study teas as usuu{, and he
was  even  more lavish,
What did he care? As
ool as his money was ex-
hausted, he knew where lLie
conld get more!

It was half-holiday to-

day, and the St, Frank's
Junitor Ileven was entere-

faining Helmford College.

It  was an  important
matcl,

As Forrest had been
siuch o success in  the

ceutre-forward position, he
was being played there

again.  Nipper had gone to

\ _ inside-right,
dhisplacing another junior who was a trifle

off colour just now. Evervbody was con-
fident that St. Frank’s would win easily,
Just before the game, Gore-Pearee hap-
pceued to meet Forrest in the Triangle.
“I'd like to see vou after lhe mateh, [or-
rast,” he said briefly.
“What for?"
“0Oh, nothing much—merely a matinr of
ﬂii:}ll:f‘i‘, Emd‘ Claude, with a meaning smifc,
“You won't get any more money ou! of
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me, if that’s what you mean!” panted Tor-

rest. “You had that fiver two days ago—"

“My dear chap, isn't it a bit unwise to
talk out herc?’ protested Gore-Pearce.
“Leave it until after the match. But it
it's going to put you oul of suspense, I'll
mention that I require ten quid. What's
more, I'm going to have it.”

“You're mad!” said Forre:t.
got ten quid.”

*“Then you'll have to get it for me.”

“1 tell you 1it's 1mpossible——"

“That's a pity,” said Claude, with a sigh.

He moved off, leaving Bernard Forrest
glaring after him. Forrest was unsettled
now—more than ever. How could ke
possibly obtain ten pounds fo satisfy Core-
Pearce's demands? He only had about ffty
shillings, and it might be two or three days
before he obtained a fresh supply of cash.
Well, Clande would have to wait! TIf Ior.
rest hadn't got if, he couldn't part with i1,

“Anything on your mind, old chap?”
asked Castleton, of the West House,

“T haven't

FForrest started. ’

“Oh, nothing,” he said hastily. “I'm all
right,”

“You look worried.” :

“It's only that fellow, Core-Pearce,”

replied Bernard. “ Whenever I see bhim, 1
get wald.”

“Never mind CGore-Pearce—he's a rank
outsider,” said the West Houze junior.
“You've got to play a great game to-dayv,

Forrest. Kverybody's expecting it of wou.
We want some goals from vou, don't
forget.”

It was quite true that everybody was ex-
pecting goals from Forrest, He had plaved

| s0 well on former occaszions that it was taken

for granted that he would
keep up his form. As a
forward, he was brilliant,
and his shooting  was
deadly,

This afternoon he went
on to the field with the
other plavers just a3
jauntily as ever, He was
concealing his worry, and
e told himself that he
would dismiss Gore-Peares
from his mind uniil after
the game.

But it wasn't so easy.

; Within five minutes of
the whistle, IMorrest was
hecoming  absent-minded  and  careless,

Passes were made to him, and he messed
them up completely, Instead of his usual
aquick-fire methods, he employed slow, clumsy
tactics, and he was easily robbed of the ball
when he had good chances of scoring.

“Not like you, IForrest,” remarked Nipper,
after the former had failed to make uso of
a glorious opportunity to score.

“Sorrv!” muttered Bernard. “Can’t
think what's the matter. I'll buck up now.”

He was certainly better after thut, con-
centrating all his attention ou the game.
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Yet,
dwell

directly he allowed his thoughts to
upon Gore-Pearce, he played badly
again. More than anything else, he wanted
to achieve a triumph in this match. His
popularity was at its height now, and if only
he could do big things in this game his
chances of attaining his ultimate end would
be greatly advanced.

So he steeled himself, and played with
n.mazing brilliance. It was all the mere
surprising because he did not really care
for football. He was doing it merely as a
means to an end, And this, In a way,
proved more than anything else the utter

worthlessness—and thoroughness—of Bernard

Forrest's character. :

‘His aim was to oust Nipper from the cap-
taincy. Already he had vague plans in his
mind-—evil schemes for discrediting the
popular Nipper and getting him scorned by
his school-fellows.

He had done that sort of thing before,
but in such cases he himself had been in
a very different position. He had been a
suspect, a fellow despised and disliked.

But if he engineered Nipper's
now, nobody would dream that he had had
a hand in it. And, being so popular, he
would be first favourite for ®he captainey,
and would almost ecertainly win, After that,
perhaps, he would be able to abandon this
pose of his. He wouldn’t care—when he
had achieved his object.

The Helmford players were keen and
clever. In the first half of the game they
scored two. goals. From one of Reggie
Pitt’s passes, Nipper opened the scoring for
St. Frank’s, and 1t was Forrest who kicked
the equaliser. At halftime the score was
still 2—2.

Handforth was inclined to be despondent,
He was always surprised and dismayed when
goals were scored agaipst him. He seemed
to have a fixed idea that he was invulner-
able; and, really, it was like the beastly
cheek of any opposing forward to get the
better of him. One goal generally made him
hot; two goals got hun quite indignant. And
three goals—on the rare occasions when he
had allowed a third to happen—made him
positively [rantic.

He was frantic enough this afternoon, for
soon after the second half had commenced
the Helmford centre-forward got right
through, beat Church and MeClure, who
were the full-backs, and sent in a stinging
shot which had Handforth beaten all the
way. Not content with this, the same Helm-
ford fellow broke through five minutes
afterwards and scored yet again.,

“Two down!” groaned Church. "We're
done now, Handy! What's the matter with

“1 lLike

you

“Me?” said Handforth bitterly.
that! You and Mac are the backs, aren’t
you? It's a pity you can’t play football
mstead of what you are playing! You'd
better take up marbles!”

Actually, Church and McClure were guilt-
less of any bad play, while Handforth him-

downfall
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self had done his utmost, THe truth was, the
Helmford team was in tip-top form. For a
period the home team was completely out-
played, and only the brilliance of Handforth
in goal prevented Helmford from scoring.
Then came an attack by the St. Frank's
forward line, and Reggie Pitt created tre-
mendous enthusiasm by swerving in and
taking a shot from a sharp angle—a shot
which was a winner all the way.
- A few minutes later Forrest accepted a
pass on the run and kicked a first-time shot
which the Helmford goalie only just stopped.
He tried to scramble the leather away, but
Forrest had followed up his advantage and

"he literally hammered the ball back, this

time t6 ‘beat ‘the custodian, .

“Hurrah | |

“Good old Forrest |”

“Four-alll Let’s have the winning one,
St. Frank’'s)”

“Come on, Forrest

Bernard did not fail to notice that the
shouts were mainly for him. He had done
so well in recent matches that the crowds
now expected him to win the game for St,
Frank’s. And, notwithstanding the worry
on his mind, he did win it.

Within three minutes of the final whistle,
when all hope of a victory scemed at an
end, Forrest did the trick., The Helmford
players were packing their goal; they were
concentrating on the defensive, for they were
now being pressed hard and they seemed to
;nalise that the final three minutes wauld be
ot. |

[t was the indefatigable Reggie Pitt, on
the right wing, who provided the oppor-
tunity. He made one, of hig spectacular
dashes down the touchline, and when he
centred Forrest was on the ball like a flash,
to send 1n a first-time shot which made every-
body gasp. It was a stinger—and a winner,
The ball slipped under the crossbar just be-
fore the goalie’s hands could get to it.

“Goal I”

It was a perfeet frenzy of triumphant
shouting. i i

“Hurrah " b 0

“St. Frank’s wins!”

“Well played, Forrest!”

“Oh, good man!”

“Forrest’s done the trick for us!”

IJBr&,‘Tn }II

It was trune. Two more minutes of fierce
play in mid-field, and then the whistle blew.
The St. Frank’s Junior Eleven had won by
the odd goal, and without any question
Bernard Forrest was mainly responsible for
the victory.

1”

CHAPTER 6.
Putting On The Screw!

ERNARD FORREST'S play had been
B all the more noteworthy because of
a secrct worry that he nursed within

him.
The thoughts of Claude Gore-Pearce and
“that incriminating photograph had been
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E«citement reached fever heat as Bernard Forrest received the ball and sent in a flashing first time
shot, The score stood at 4—4, and only a minute or two remained for play. Would Forrest’s
shot prove to be the winning goal for St. Frank's ?

distracting enough. But there was something
else. That day had been a bad one for the
leader of Study A. The previous night he
had met the three $oung fcllows who had
plaved ecards with him at the Wheatsheal.
He had told them of that flashlight photo-
graph, and they had been quite indifferent.

“Well, it's nothing to do with us,” one
of them had said. “We can't help your
troubles, kid. It doesn't matter to us if
Lundreds of such photographs are distributed.
We're not ashamed of being in the Wheat-
sheaf, plaving cards.”

“It won't harm wus,’”’ said one of the
others, “The Wheatsheaf 1s a perfectly
vespectable hotel, and we can play cards if
we want to.”

Forrest had pointed out to them that
whilst they were safe, it was very different
with him. The photograph had been taken
bv one of his school-fellows, and 1if it got
into the hands of the Head there would be
an INQUITY, & * _

Whereupon he was told, quite promptiy
and bluntly and callously, that if there was
an inquiry they wouldn’t lift a finger to help
Lira,
on his -behalf.

Ho Forrest knew to-day that he was com-
pletely in Gore-Pearce's clutches, He kuew,
too, that the one thing he had to do was to
obtain possession of that negative and any
rrints that had been made. Not until they
were dvstm}'u%cuuld he fecl safe!

6 ELL played, Torrest!”
Nipper clapped hun heartily

on the back, and there was war
commendation in his tone.

“That's all right,” said Forrest. “ No need

to runke a fuss. You're not surprised, are
vou, that I can play a decent ganie?”

They were certainly not going to lie |

“Well, T was surprised at first—but I'm
getting used to it now,” smiled Nipper.
“"You'll do, Forrest!"

“Bravo!”

“Come to tea in our study, Forrest!”

“Rats! We're going to bag him for the
West House !”’

All sorts of juniors crowded round, and
Forrest forgot his troubles for the while.
Nipper, watching, could sce that there was
something on Iorrest's mind; and Nipper
was still vaguely of the opinion that I'orrest
was not all he pretended to be. However,
e plaved a clean, wholesome game of foot-
ball, and as long as he behaved himself on

| the field and plaved ip this way he would

remain in the team.

Even if he was exposed in his true colours,
Nipper would still keep him in the team—
and he would remain there until he proved
himself unworthy. That was Nipper's policy.
It was not his business what a fellow did in
his own time, or what follies Le perpetrated.

| For example, Vivian Travers smoked, and

everybody knew he smoked, but he had never
been barred from thie Eleven. If his wind
got bad, however, and he showed signs of
cracking up, then he would soon get the
order of the boot. The same with Forrest.

| He was playing well now, and he was worth

his place. But Nipper was not fooled like
the majority of the juniors. He said little,
but he had a pretty shrowd idea that
Bernard was living a sort of double life.

It wasn’t until after tea that Gore-Pearen
had a chance of speaking with his wvietim.
IFForrest was carried off into the West House,
and he was the guest of honour at a big feed.
The juniors were all the more pleased with
Lhim to-day Dbecause he had started badly,
and had shown every sign of eracking up.
At was all the more satisfactory, therefore,
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that bhe should have scored the winning goal
in such an important mateh.

Gore-Pearce button-holed him as he was on
his way across West Square, escorted by a
number of West House juniors. Gore-Pearce
managed to pull him aside,

“Come to my study In a quarter of an
hour,” he said briefly.

“Confound you! Um not going to take
orders——"

“If you don't come, you know what to
expect,” said Gore-Pearce, shrugging his
shoulders., *“You'd better be there, Forrest.”

It had ocewrred to Gore-Pearce that it
would be mioré satisfactory to make Forrest
wait on him. Why should he always go to
Forrest?  This time Forrest would have
to come to him!

And Torrest came, Hubbard and Long
were away—Ifor Claude had purposely sent
them to the village to buy a few things, so
that Study B would be rid of their presence.

“Good man!” said Gore-Pearce, waving
his hand towards a chair. “I thought you'd
be here, Forrest. You're just about a minute
late, but I'll forgive you for that.”

“What do you want?” demanded” Forrest
grimly. -
~ “I find that that fiver has gone rather
. quickly,” replied Claude, “I'm giving a
special kind of party to-morrow, and it Jooks
like being expensive. So if you could lend
me ten quid——"

““T haven't got 1t,”

“No? Then I'm afraid you’ll have to
get it,” said Gore-Pearce. “T gave a little
party last week to some of the -girls. Re-
metnber? Joan Tarrant and that crowd.
I’ve invited them again for to-morrow.”

“I can’t help who you invite, or what you
do,” said Forrest fiercely. *“You're mad,
Gore-Pearce! You can't kecep up this infer-
nal blackmailing—"

“Y warned you not to use that word
snapped Claude. “I'm asking you for a
loan—that’s all.”

“A loan be hanged! I believe in calling
a spade a spade!” retorted Forrest hotly,
“You're blackmailing me, and you know 1t
And I'll tell you straight out that you're not
oing to get ten pounds out of me. I
ﬁavms’t egot ten pounds. [ can let you have
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three, if you like——
““Three's no good,” broke in Gore-Pearce.
“T'1l give you until supper-time, 1f you like,
but not a minute longer. You can go round
amongst the fellows and borrow a bit, can’t
you? You're popular enough nowadays.
Anyhow, 1t doesn’t interest me how you
get the money. [ need it.  Ten quid.”

Forrest breathed hard.

“If I get this money for you, will you give
me that photograph?” he demanded.

““As many as you like,” said Claude gener-
ously.

“Don’t be a fool! [ mean the negative.”

“Nothing doing,” said Claunde, shaking
his head. “I'm sticking to that negative,
if vou don't mind. I've got vou in a cleft
stick, Forrest, and I'm going to keep you
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there. I don’t forget the way you smashed
me up the other day—and how you madoe
all the fellows turn against me and send me
to Coventry. Why, confound you, I'm
having a bit of my own back now!”

“I want that negative—"

“I don't care what you want,” said Claude
contemptuously. “I'm not selling anything,
You've got to lend me ten pounds, whether
you want to or not. If you don’t, you know
what I shall do. If I can’t borrow moncy
from you, I'll get some satisfaction another
way. Do.you understand me?” . '

“It’ll give you no satisfaction to show
that photograph in the Common-room o

“Oh, won't it?7"” said Gore-Pearce passion-
ately, “Won't it? You've got a rotten
memory, Forrest! Most of the fellows in
the Remove look upon me as a liar and a
cad—just because I told the truth about you.
Don’t you think 1t'll give me any pleasure
to vindicate myself? Don’t you think it’'ll
give me any satisfaction to square myself in
the eyes of the chaps? TI've only got io
show that photograph, and everybody will
knéw I was right all the time. I'm only
hclding myself back from that pleasure be-
causo It pays me to do &ro. But the very
instant you jib, then I'm going to have my
little laugh.”

His tone was gloating, and Bernard Feor-
rest fully realised that he was in the hands of
this rascally fellow. Yet Forrest was only
getting some of his own medicine; he would
not have hesitated to use exactly the same
tactics, Not that he appreciated this, He
regarded Gore-Pearce as.a cad, and he was
furiously indignant that any fellow should
be, such a grasping scamp.

“T.ook here,” he said thickly, “TI'll give
vou three quid. It’s all I’ve got just now.
I’'m expecting some more at the end of the
week: i _

“My dear [ellow, I'm giving this party to-
morrow,” broke in Gore-Pearce. "I want
that ten pounds this eyening—and I mcan
to have it. You can’t get round me liko
this. You can borrow the money if you
want to.” '

“All right, then—give me till to-morrow
morning.”

“I don’t see why I should——"

“Confound you, you've said that you den't
need the money until to-morrow evening!™
snapped Forvest. “What difference does it
make to you?”

“Are you expecting
morning, then??

“Yes, I am,” said Forrest, his eyes gleam-
ing. “I wasn't going to tell you anything
about it--but you're so imfernally pressing
that I've had to. T’ll let you have the money
in the morning.”

“ All right, then, Fll give you until break-
fast time, but not a minute later,” said
Claude. *“‘And don’t forget—ten quid.”

Forrest made no reply, He turned on his
heel and walked out of she study, slamming
the door after him.

something 1n the
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were well-nigh homicidal,
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H fact that he only had three or four
pounds on him, and he really had no

idea how . he could satisfy Claude’s demands.
He wasn't really expecting any money 1 the
morning—and he swore to himself that hLe
would not borrow from any of the other
fellows. :

A different idea had come iuto his cun-
g brain,

He had put Gore-Pearce off for a deliber-
ale purpose. That negative! If only he
coild find it, and destroy it, all would yet be
vwell!

This was why he had asked Core-Pearce
to wair until the morning. After lights-out
to-nmight, he would get up and he would
make a thorough search. If only he could
find that negative, and any prints that
existed, he would thereafter be able to snap
his fingers in Claude’s face,

It was an eloquent indication of Forrest's
strength of character that nobody noticed
auy change in him in the Comuon room that
evening. He strolled in as usual, and he
seemed to enjov a game of chess with all his
vical gusto. Ile chatted with the fellows,

 woeuld be able to find that negative.

I3 feelings against Claude Gore-Pearce | and Le discussed football and golf and other
It was a | things,

He was cheery and smiling,

As a matter of fact, Forrest was feeling
heaps better. This new decision of his had
given him hope. He was confident that he
Anid
in the morning he would laugh in his tor-
wentor's face.

S he lay in bed that night, waiting for
Gulliver and Bell to go to sleep,
Forrest turned over the possibilities.
After all, there weren't many places

thiat would need searching. It was very un-
likely that Gore-Pearce would keep the pre-
cious negative in Study B,  With a fellow
like Teddy Long in the place, it would be
rash to keep anything of value there, Teddy
Long's reputation as Paul Pry was well
known,

The same applied to the dormitory. Goro-
Pearce shared the same little dormitory as
Hubbard and Long. It wouldn't be safe to
lkeep the negative in the dormitory. Where
else was there? Obviously, Gore-Pearce's
own trunk.

It would be up in one qf the box-rooms.
Locked, of course, but that was soon reme-

| died. Once lorrest had the necgalive, ho



20

would burn it, Then there would be the
prints, Perhaps CGore-P’earce would have
one or two' in his pockets; therefore it might
be worth while to steal into his dormitory
and scarch his clothes. But the most
portant thing—the frst thing—was to find
the negative.

It wasn't until ecleven o’clock had
that Forrest made a move,

He wanted to be certain that everybody
was in bed and asleep, He had meant to
start his search ecarlier, but there had been
some sort of commaotion further along the
passage. e didn't know what it was, and
he didn’t care. :

As a matter of fact, Handforth & Co. had
been indulging in a bit of horse play in their
own dornuntory, just before lights out. There
wias nothing uncommon 1in this, But to-
mght, unfortunately, Church had accident-
ally caught the big toe of his right foot
aguinst a part of the iron bedstead, and his
toe was deeply gashed., It had bled a lot,
and IHandforth and MeClure had dashed
about fetching water and lint, and gencrally
making themselves useful. A prefect had
come along, to complicate matters, and it
wasn't until well past ten that Handforth’s
dormitory had scttled down.

So I'orrest was Jater than he had meant to
be. Not that this really mattered. He had
the whole night before him, and he wouldn’t
care if he kept awake until dawn. It would
be worth 1it, if he could only get himself out
of the clutches of Gore-Pearce.

He did not-get fully dressed. He slipped
a gown over his pyjamas and donned an old
pair of rubber-soled tennis shoes. Then,
armed with an electric torch, he stole out
of the dormitory, leaving Gulliver and Bell
sound asleep. If he happened to meet any-
body, he could easily say that he was feeling
unwell and that he was only going out to
fetch some aspirin tablets. Any sort of

struck

would do.
gown, nobody would doubt his story.

But there was nobody about at this hour.
The Ancient House was quiet and still—

excuso Being 1in his dressing-

within. Qutside there was a fairly heavy
gale blowing, whistling and hooting round
the school buildings.

Forrest reached the upper floor, and then
procceded to go through the box-rooms, one
after another. And it wasn’t long before
he located Gore-Pearce's trunk. He might
have known it was Gore-Pearce's by its very
splendour.

1m-,
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trunks were of the
(Gore-Pearce’s was a very
sumptuous affair, Being the son of a million-
airc—and an ostentatious millignaire at
that—Gore-Pearce was provided with every-
thing of the best. 'This trunk was of solid
leather, a magnificent thing which must have
cost many pounds. It was provided with
patent locdks, and Claude’s full mame was
painted right across the top.

“Nowl"” muttered Forrest,
down.

Most. of the fellows’
ordinary type.

as he knelt

CHAPTER T.
The Temptation!

HE trunk proved to be a stiff hurdle.

I Those patent locks weére very strong

and secure, and it would be a shame

ruthlessly to smash them. Not that

Forrest cared. He was going to get

this trunk open, by hook or by erock. ‘The

very fact that it was Jocked Indicated that

it contained something unusually precious

in Claude’s eyes, Most of the other fellows’
trunks were unlocked, '

Besides, Forrest had noticed a ‘weekly
periodical flung carelessly on the top uof
Gore-Pearce’s trunk. It was one which Gore-
Pearce indulged in weekly, and this was the
current 1ssue. It had only been published a
couple of days earlier, and Forrest, taking up
an obvious line of reasoning, came to the
conclusion that Gore-Poarce had finished
with it. So he had brought it up to the
box-room and had put it on  his trunk in
readincss to pack away.  And as it had
only been published two  days ecarlier, its
presence here now clearly indicated that
Gore-Pearce must have been up in this box-
room only the previous evening—perhaps
a few hours before. "

Yet he hadn’t unlocked his trunk. He was
keeping something in there that he wanted
none but his own eyes to see. Forrest was
more certain than ever that he had found the
hiding-place of that negative.

He tugged and wrenched at the locks, but
they resisted him., In the end he was obliged
to make use of a heavy metal rod—part of

an old bedstead—which he had found stand-
ing in an odd corner. It served his purpose

well. Forcing this beneath the locks, he
smashed them open, ruining them com-
pletely.

He swung the lid back, and took his
electric torch from another trunk, where it
had been propped. He flashed the light into
Gore-Pearce’s trunk, and commenced: turning
over the things.

“It’s bound to be here somewhere!” he
muttered breathlessly,

He took out some articlee of clothing,
examining each one as ho did so. He faund
books and papers and all sorts of articles that
Gore-Pearce did not require in daily use.

But there was no sign of thaf precious

negative,



THE ST. FRANK'S QUESTIONNAIRE!

Here are twelve teslers for you, chums—quesiions which refer to St Frank’s and

11s members.

Give them the * once-over,” jol down the answers fo those which

vou know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be given, fogether
with another set of questions, next week. :

1. What is the name of Willy Handforth's
pet greyhound?

2. Who is Vivian Travers' particular girl
chum at the Moor View School?
3. Has Dr. Brett a private practice in addi-

tion to his work in the schoo! sana-
torium?

4, What is Nipper's full name?
Who 1s the Jewish junior in the Remove?

. Who are the occupants of Study Q in the
West House?

. Where is the St, Frank's Private
phone EXxchange situated?

. What
instructor?

Tele-

is the nama of the gymnasium]

!

9. Wﬁare are the old Roman ruins in the
St. Frank's district?

10. What is the name of the river which joins
the Stowe some miles up-country?.

11. What is the colour of Phyllis Palmer’s
eyes? :

12. What is Owen minor's full name?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS :

1. The old thatched barn in the corner
of the paddock adjoinming St. Frank's., 2.
Miss Jane Trumble. 3, In the peak district
af Derbyshire., 4. The Hon, Aubrey de Vere
Wellborne. 5. Tessa ZLove. 6. Clement
Lurner, Joseph Pagye and Donald Harron.
7. Two., 8. Mr. Robert Grayle. 9. Mr.
Francis Weston. 10, The Palladium, 11,
Nipper. 12. Hupert. 4

—

At last, his confidence wanmg a little,
Forrest went through the books, There were
school books, story books, diaries, and so
forthh, One by one, he went through them,
shaking their pages. '

And, suddenly, something fell out of one,

of those books.

[ was a scaled envelope—plain—and there
was something slighrly stiff 1nade it.

“By gad!” panted Forrest.

He tore open the flap and removed—an
ordinary plain postcard. Written ou it were
these enligittening words;

“To B.F.—You den’t think I'm such a
fool as to keep it here, do you:—C. G.-P."”

Forrest gritted his teeth with rage. It was
bad enough to know that lus quest had
failed ; but it was mortifying indeed to realise
that (iore-Pearce had - had sense enough to
anticipate such a search as this, Perhaps
he had kept the negative in here at first, but
had then changed his mind. And *he had
loft this piquant messago in its place! He
liad prepared it in readiness for Iorrest's
arrival,

“The hound!” snarled TForrest. “What 1
am I going to do now?! Where 15 1it? " Ie
must keep it somewhere—and somewnere

handy, too!”

He bundled the things back into the trunk,
his feelings too deep for words.
began a svstematic search of the box-room.
TTo looked at all the floorboards, hoping to
find a loose one; he examined the fireplace
and the cupboard, and almost every square
inch of the apartment, bul hiy quest was
ValLi, :

Then ho |

| see a flickering light—or the refleclion of

——

¥

T last, after an hour of fruitless
A searching, Bernard Forrest admitted
himself beaten. =

His electric torchh was beginning to

wane. The battery was becoming exhausted
after such a lot'of continuous use, And he
was just as far from his objective as ever.
He was feeling desperate. His move was
unsuecessful.  What should he do on the

morrow ?  Gore-Pearce would want that
moncy, and he hadn't got it for him! And,
judging by  Gore-Pearce's manner, tho

millionaire’s son would not hesitate to put
that threat of his into effect.

Forrest went dosvnstairs, determined to
have at least one search through Study B.
Perhaps the negative was concealed in there,
after all. It might be in the cupboard, or in
a locked cash-box, or in some such place.

But just as Forrest was creeping along the
first floor corridor, he checked. His heart
leapt into his mouth., He could hear foot-
steps—and they were only just round the
corner, ;

He switched off Lis electrie torch

an
pressed himself into a doorway.

He could
it
—at the angle of the corridor. Somebody
wa3 coming., A master! There was no time
for him to speed back to the end of the
corridor, where there was a recess,

He found a door-handle behind him, and
o silently turned it. Opening the door,
he slipped in and closed the portal behind
him. He was awaro of regular breathing—
so heavy that it amounted to a snure, 5

The room was not in complote darkness,
and when Forrest glanced round his eyea
opened wider, He was in a master's bed

A room.
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It was the apartment, in fact, of Prefessor | But, in s extremity, it now scemed an easy

Sylvester Tucker, the science master., And
there was the professor, in bed, his head
on the pillow, his mouth wide open, his
epectacles still perched on his nose, Gripped
in his hands was a book; evidently, the
worthy professor had dropped.off to sleep
while reading.

There was a little electric standard lamp
on the bedside table. It was glowing under
its shade, casting a bright patch of light
near the bed, but leaving the rest of the
room in shadow, _

Forrest had not bargained for any such
adventure as this, and he was filled with
alarm. After a few moments, Lowever, he
recovered something of his normal coolness,
There wasn’t much danger. 'The professor
was so soundly asleep that he wasn’t liable
to wake up until the morning. Forrest had
often heard that it was one of the professor’s
weaknesses to go to sleecp with a book in his
hand and his glasses on his nose.

Outside, there was now no sound
of the footsteps, and Forrest com-
gidered that it would be safe for
him to creep out.

But just then his atiention was
attracted by something on that
bedside table. A little pile of bank
notes !

Perhaps it was the professor’s
usual custom to put his money on
the table beside his bed. Forreet
stared at the notes fascinatedly.
There seemed to be a number of
them—green  wnotes, half-folded.
One-pound Bank of England notes,
without doubt.

Bernard  Forrest’s  mind
flocded with new thoughta.
mingled with the old ones.

He hadn’t been able to find that
negative—and, judging by Gore-

was
They

Pearce’s note, there wasn’t much
chance of him being successful.

Claude was too cunning—too clever.
He had hidden that negative away

where nobody else but himself
could find it. Then what of the
morrow ? Forrest would have to

find that money. Ten pounds. If
he didn’t find it, he would be ex-
posed.

And here, on Professor Tucker’s
table

Forrest crept nearer, his gaze
fixed upon those folded notes. The
professor was still sleeping soundly,
still snoring. Nearer and nearer
crept Forrest.

At last he stood against the
table. He reached forward, and
gently went through the notes. He
couldn’t tell exactly how many there were,
but he knew that there were more than ten.

His heart was thumping wildly. He had
never intended, when g& ﬁad started out on
this night search, to become a thief. DBad
a: he was, he had had no such evil thought.

way out for him. Here was the money, and
nobody would ever know that he had taken
it.  And Gore-Pearce would be satisfied for
thhe time being, Before he made any fresh
demands, Forrest would find that negative.

But would it bhe safe?

To-morrow there would be an inquiry, and
perhaps the numbers of the notes would be
known

What if they were?
who would have the notes!
into trouble, it would be he
cuptured as the thief!

Then another thought came to Forrest.

, He remembered Professor  Tucker’s
notorious absent-mindedness. Why, it was
ridiculous to suppose that there would be an
inquiry over the missing money| The pro-
fessor was so absent-minded that he was
quite capable of forgetting it altogether.

At least, he would forget it for the time
being. And when he needed money he would

It was Gore-Pearce
If anybody got
He would be

Ed

Frantically Fnrrast- searched through the comtents of Gi

one of the books he had pieked up. It was

no doubt remember that he had had a bundle
of notes, but he would never be able to
remember where he bhad left them. He
would search in-vain, and if he made in-
quiries of the other masters they would only
laugh at him. It would be assumed that the



THE

protessor had mislald the notes, and the
whole thing would be taken as a joke. Not
a 5111;: le d'n passed without Professor Tucker
mislaying something, 1lis absent-mindedness
was a standing jokr- at St. Frank's,

To take money from any other master’s
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for the vital negative.
‘*By gad | '* panted Forrest feverishly.

bed-room might be risky. To take 1t {rom
Professor Tucker’s was no risk at all.

And it was such an easy way out for
Forrest. A less unscrupulous fellow would
have hesitated longer. Even Forrest would
never have descended to theft unless he was

Suddenly something fell out of
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considercd that !
was (Gore-Pearce's
way he stifled any

and he
This
this

actually driven;
was driven now.
doing—not his. In
feelings of honesty.
He clutched the notes more tightly, paddad
softly to the door, opened it and passed out
into the cornidor.

He paused there, breathing a
great sigh of relief.
Then abruptly, dramatically, a

match flared out!

“Horrest!” ejaculated an amazed
voice.

It was the voice of Edwaird Os-
wald Handforth!

[ ——

.CHAPTER 8,
Caught Red-handed!

ERNARD FORREST,
B once, was dumbfounded.
He might have attempted

for

to get away, only Hand-
forth had clutched his shoulder,
and with the other hand he was

holding the Haring match near his
face.

“What were you deing—sneaking
into Professor Tucker's bed-room
like that?” demanded Handforth
suspiciously. " What’s your gamne,
Forrest 1"

Bernard Iorrest fought to re-
gain his composure. He tried to
think of eomething to say—soine-
thing plausible. He was so filled
with consternation that his brain
was confused. Ilandforth—the lasg

4 fellow in the world he had wanted
on the spot! Handforth had caught
him red-handed!

The match went out.
““Better keep still!”
Handforth. “If you try
away, you rotter, I’ll

ynul”

For a moment he released
grip from Forrest’s shoulder, and
another match was struck. This
time Handforth lit the candle he
was carrying. Then he stepped
back and took a good look at the
other boy.

““Well, haven’t you got a ton
in your head?” he deman ed.'
“What were you doing in the pro-
x fessor’s bed-room 1"

“TI—I thought I heard a scund
in there,” said Forrest, his throa#
dr}’ and parched. “I thought the
rofessor was ill, or something.
%ut he was only anor:ng
“You took a long time to find that ctm.,1
didn’t you!” asked Handforth suspmmmly:.
“I've ge-en waiting here for two or threq
minutes—— By George, what’s that in your
hand? Money! What i3 1t?  Where did
you get it froma 7"

muttered
to ged
slaughter

his
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IHis tones were louder now, for Handforth
could never train himself to speak quietly;
arid he was horrified to see that money
gripped in Forrest's hand. And in this ex-
tremity Forrest made a grave error. Quick
as lightning, he shoved the bank-notes ipto
Lis pocket,

“They're mine!”’ he panted.
they're mine.”

“You liar!” breathed Handforch in
horror. ““They're not yours! You've just
stolen them from the professor's bed-room !

“1 haven’t!” denied Forrest, pale to the
lips. *1I tell you I heard the professor
snoring——"

““ And so you took those notes into his bed-
room and brought them out agam?” broke
in Handforth harshly. “You're a thief,
I'orrest !”

“For Heaven’s sake. don't speak so loud |”

“Afraid of the professor waking up and
discovering his loss, eh?'" said Handforth.
““If those notes are yours, why were yvou in
siuch & hurry to shove them into your
pocket? Why did von want to hide them
from me? Why, you burgling cad, it's as
obvious as daylight! You've just been into
that ted-room, and you've pinched that

money "
K never thought it possible that Torrest

could be a thief, It nearly bowled
Handforth over. He was staggered by his
discovery.

It was only by chance that he had been out
of his own bed-room-—one of those queer
chiances that oceur in real life more . fre-
quently than most people believe.  Church
thad awakened him by his tossing about, and
then Handforth had discovered that Church’s
cut toe was giving him a lot of trouble, It
liad been bleeding again, and was throbbing
agonisingly. Perhaps there was a trace of
blood-poisoning, and Handforth had be-
come alarmed. So he had taken a ecandle,
niid had been going along to the bath-room
to obtain some hot water and some iodine.

Handforth was ever ready to knock his
faithful chums about; but if either of them
was in trouble, he was the first to rally
round. He would cheerfully have sat up all
night if his wakefulness could have relieved
C'hurel’s sufferings. But now, in face of this
vnexpected meeting with Forrest, he had
completely  forgotten  the uufortunate
Chureh's injury.

He looked at Forrest with grim, accusing
ON D3,

“1 teil you

Bernard Forrest had been, he had
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EEN as Handforth's suspicions against
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“Conie on, out wich 1t!"" he satd comraand-

ingly. “Confess, yvou rotter! I alwavs knew
thut vou were the same cad as ever. The
leopard doesn't change his spotsi{ And now

I find you going into people's bed-rooms,
boning bank-notes!™

2

“You're wrong!"” panted Forrest. ““The
money’'s mine—I was only holding it 1n my
hand because—because '

He paused, and Handforth sniffed.

“(Can’t think of any plausible explanation,
eh?”’ he said, “It's no good, Forrest.
You're a thief, and I caught you at it. The
only thing I'm sorry about is that you won't
get the sack.”

“What—what do you mecan?”

“I can't sneak, can I?" grunted Hand-
forth, *“I shall tell the other fellows—Dbut
you needn’t think I shall sneak to the
beaks.”

Forrest made a last effort,

“I don’t blame wou for jumping to con-
clusions, Handforth," he said, trying to speak
steadily, ‘““but you've made a mistake. 1
don't exactly know why I was holding that
money in my hand, but it's mine."’

“Rot!"”" said Handforth bluntly. *I had

{ an idea something was wrong as soon as I

spotted you dodging into the professor’s bed-
room. 1 caught a glimpse of you just as I
turned the corner—I saw your leg, and one
of vour white tennis shoes. I didn't know
who vou were, so I put my ecandle out and
waited. And when yon ecome out, you steal
out like a thief. That's because you are a
thief "

“1 tell vou—"

“Rats! I'm not going to stand lLiere argu-
ing,”” said Handforth coldly. *“There's an
casy way to scttle the matter, Forrest. If
that money is really vours, I'll apologise
to vou. We're both going into the professor’s
bed-room. and we'll wake him up.”

Forrest nearly fainted.,

““No, no!" he said desperareiy. *““Don't
do that!"’
“We'll wake him up!” said Handforth.

“If the money's his, he'll soon know—and
he'll tell me. If it's vours, vou won't como
to any harm. I'll just tell the professor that
I made a mistake, and we'll go. But I'm
going to have this matter settled, and don't
vou forget it!"”

He laid his hand on the professor's door,
and IForrest frantically tried to free himsell.
Indeed, he succeeded, and the next second
he bo*ed down the corridor.

“By George!” wvelled Handforth, forget-
ting himself,

He dashed off in pursuit, for Forrest's guils
was now as obvious a: davlight. He had
been afraid to go into Professor Tucker's
bed-room! Why? DBecanse he knew that thae
moncy was stolen, and he was afraid to
1f;w::c-»d the ordeal which Handforth had out-
1ned.,

Just at the corner of the *corridor Forrest
tripped -in  his dressing-gown and nearly
came a cropper. Defore he could recover

(Continued on page 26.)
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Edward Oswald Handforth underiakes lo answer, in bis own unique fashion, any

question ** N.L.” readers care lo submit lo him.

But, although of a certainty

‘the resulls will be amusing and enlertaining, the Edilor lakes no responsibilily

for thewr veracity.

“JACK ' (Hanley). Thanks very much
for the rock-cakes you sent me, I can quite
believe you when you say that they were
‘home-made. I suggest that next time you
;make any more of these cakes you use less
cement. Still, those you sent me have come
i very useful—for eracking nuts.

T. B. (Swanage). Yours was a most im-
polite letter, and I do not propose to answer
any of your questions except the one in which

you want to know what stars are. By
George! Just let me meet vou and you'll
know what they are all right. You'll see

enough to last you a lifetime!

“ENQUIRER " (Birmingham) writes ask-
img who invented the first locomotive. [’m
surprised at you not knowing the answer to
_this simple every-day question. Robert Louis
Stevenson was the gent in question.

W. WARNER (Exeter). You're the kind
of ¢hap I like. Your addressing the envelope,
“* Detective-Inspector Handforth (C.1.D.),”
pleased me 1mmensely. Of course, it’s not
strictly true, but it will be one day. Strange
to say, I didn't find any coiners’ dens in
Arizona, or cattle-rustlers. I suppose the bad
Jads knew I was coming, and so they cleared
off in a panie,

G. RATCLIFFE (Putney). Please tell

ur sister that the curl in front of my head
is quite natural, and is NOT obtained by
eating crusts, as you foolishly suggest. If
your sister wants to cultivate a similar curl, I
advise her to get some fertiliser, rub it well
in the hair, and then train it with frequent
applications of a curled fork or rake.

‘“ ANONYMOUS ” (Langford). I'm going
to print this reader’s opinion of myself, just
to show up you others who call me such
names as donkey, old elephaut, funny idiot,
fatheaded frump, ete., ete. Ilere is what
“ Anonymous "’ “You are a great sports-

SayS:
man, a famous goalkeeper, a century-maker,

- pence,

a good detective, a great boxer, a good motor- |
driver, very popular with all who know y(}u,i

Write to Handforth, clo the Nelson Lee Library, lo-day.

and all together one of the best.,”” And 1
would like to add here that "Anommuub
did not ask to borrow five bob or even five-
You're one of the most sensiblo
fellows I know, *‘Anonymous,’”” and you're
my friend for life!

FRED BURTON (Birmingham). You're
an optimist if you think you could ''knock
my protruding chin in a trifle.” My chin,
like the rest of my anatomy, is castiron
(including  your brain, Handy?7—EDn.), and
so you've got some hopes.

‘“OLD ADMIRER " (Manchester) =sends
me a bright and chirpy letter which bristles
with questions. Sorry, old man, but I can
only answer a few of them here. The mouldy
old Iiditor only allows me one page for this
feature, not the whole of the NEeLsox LEg
Lisrary. The best boxer, footballer,
cricketer, sculler, scholar, poet, author, actor,
and playwright in the Remove is myself—and
I hope you won’t think I’'m swanking. 1
suppose you think you’re being very generous
to offer me ten pounds an hour to come
and look for your missing St. Frank’'s League
certificate. Actually I consider you are jolly
mean. After all it would only take me about
a minute to find the thing, which means to
say that I should receive the huge sum of
three “}lllfillgﬂ- and fourpence for my cfforts,
I think you'’d better run away and fish for
tiddlers!

“WARBLER "7 (Chester) writes asking me
to give him some hints on singing. He says
he can readily believe that I'm an excellent
singer, and that I’'m just the fellow to help
}nm You're quite right. If only you :uuj;i
hear me singing—why, a sparrow isn’t in it!
You can’'t do better than take plenty of
castor oil or olive oil. This lubricates tho
vocal chords. If you haven’t any—castor or
olive oil, I mean—try brilliantine. Also eat
plenty of jelly, for this will help to givo you
that “wobbly ” effect which all singers aim
to cultivate,

EDWARD OSWALD.
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iimself, Handforth was upon him, and they
both rolled over on the floor. 1t only took
Haundforth about ten seconds to dive his
fingers into Forrest's pocket and to grab
those notes,

“If it wasn’t for waking everybody, I'd
smash you to pulp—here and mnow!” he
panted, “You're a beastly, rotten thief!"”

IHe pulled himself to hias feet, and dragged
Forrest up, too.

“Come on!” he went on grimly. *“We're
going back to the professor's bed-room,
We're going to put that money back from |
where you took it. Or, if you like, we'll
wake up the professor aund tell himm every-
thing, W¢'ll leave it to him!” {

Bernard Forrest was at tho end of his
tether, It would be fatal to awaken the pro-
fessor. Absent-minded though he was, he
would remember that monev in such eir-
cumstances. And when he discovered that
I'orrest had taken it, he would know that
IForrest was a thief. He would report to the
headmaster, and that would mean expul-
sion. Sacked for the second timne!

On the other hand, if Forrest consented to
put the money back, only the fellows would
Luow. Handforth wouldn't sncalk,»and none
of the other juniors would sneak.  The dis-
aster would be serious, but not fatal. So
Forrest was trapped.

“All right! We'll go to the professor’s

I

bed-room,” he panted, his voice s0 low that
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it was hardly audible. “I'll-I'll put tha
money back on the table,”
“You admit you stole 1it, then?”
“Hang you, yes!” |
said Handforth

“You beastly crook!"
witheringly, “By George, 1 kuew you wero
a rotter, but—"

“It wasn't for myself,” breathed Forpest.
“Gore-Pearce 13 blackmailiug me—he's de-
manded ten pounds by the morning. I
haven't got the money—and I had to get 16
somehow. I didn't mean to steal it when
I went to the professor’s bed-room. I was
only hiding from you—although I didn't
know it was you. And theu 1 saw that
money

“I believe you,” said Handforth, *You
couldn't have known that the monev was
there. INot that it makes any real differ-
ence, If you had had any honocsty in you,
vou wouldn't have taken it. As for Gore-
Pearce, you can’t put the blame on him.
And if he is blackmailing you, I'll bet he'a
got something preity black against you.”

“I didn’t mean to take the moncy,” said
Forrest. “¥or goodness’ sake, Handforth,
don't tell any of the other chaps. If you'll
only keep this quict, 1'll—I'll go straightMn
future.”

“You couldn't go straight if vou tried,"
retorted Handforth, “You're as crooked na
n corkserew! As for keeping 1t dark, I
don’t see why I should respect your rotica
secrets.”

OF BOYS’
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“You wouldn’t sneak, would you?”

“Sneak be blowed!” said Handforth.
“You've been fooling the Remove for weeks,
and I'm going to put an end to your game.
I'm going to show the fellows that you’re
not worth touching. You're a fraud and a
bounder. Come on! You're coming with
mﬁ‘!l

They went back to Professor Tucker’s bed-
room, and Handforth quietly opened the
door. He pushed Forrest in, and himself
stood waiting on the threshold. The pro-
fessor hadn’t moved; he was as soundly

asleep as ever.
breathed

i GG 011:!?

Handforth. “Put that
money where you found
it.

Heo thrust it into Ber-
nard’s hand, and Bernard
tiptocd across the room
and placed the money on
the little table. Then he
crept back, and Hand-

forth closed the door again,

27

Fullwood and Jimmy Potts and two cr
three others. _

“What'’s all this?” asked Church plain-
tively, as they came piling in., *“Have you
gone mad, Handy?”

“By George,” said Handforth, with a start,
“T'd forgotten all about your toe, Churchy!”

“Forgotten it?” echoed Church. “DBut
you went out on purpose to get some hot
water and some iodine.”

“I know, but something happened,” re-
plied Handforth. “I say, I won’t be a
minute——"

“Well, thank goodness,”
Handforth said, with a sigch of relief. “The
professor won’t know anything about it now
—and yvou’ve been saved from the sack. Not
that you don't deserve it, you cad! You'd
better get to bed!”

‘““All right,” muttered Forrest huskily.

“You'll hear more about tuis in the morn-
ing,” promised Iandforth. “Let me tell
you, too, that I shall give myseclf the pleasure
of thrashing you. By George, I'll give you
the biggest hiding you ever had in your
life—and after that vou'll probably be frog’s-
marched by the IForm.  Then you’ll be
sent to Coventry for the rest of the term.”

Forrest went off, his feet like lead, his
shoulders drooping. Ivery atom of defiance
and bravado and insolence had left him.
Caught red-handed in that way, he had been
robbed of all his characteristic assurance.

He had only just gone oftf towards his own
dormitory, however, before some figurcs ap-
peared. They would have stopped him, only
they were more attracted by Handforth—
since Handforth was holding the candle.

They erowded round, curious and wonder-
ing. One of them was Nipper, another
Travers, another Gresham,

“What the dickens are you doing here,
Handy ?” asked Nipper. “1 heard some
sounds, and I thought something was wrong.
When I came out 1 found these other chaps
in the passage. They’d heard rummy things,
too.”

“(Come to my bed-room,’ said Handforth
grimly.

There was something unusvally grave
about him—and he was so noisy as a rule
that the other juniors were impressed. They

nessed that something of particular grave
import had happened,

They followed him to his bed-room with-
out another word, and by the time they got
there they were joined by De Valerie and

““No, don't bother now,” said Church.
“The toe’s feeling befter. TIsn’t throbbing so
much. I don’t think there’s anything really
wrong.”

“That toe still hurting you?” asked Nip-

per. “Let’s have a look at it.”
“Never mind his silly toe!” said De
Valerie., “What happened out in the cor-

ridor, Handy? Didn’t we spot Forrest?”

Before Handforth replied, he bent over
Church, and he and Nipper quickly examined
the injured toe. |

“It’s all right,” said Nipper. ‘A bit m-
flamed, but I don’t think there's any danger
of complications. T shouldn’t bathe it again
to-night if I were you, Ilandy.”

“0Of course not,” said Church, “I told
him not to make a fuss, It'll be healed
within a day or two. What's all the excite-
ment about? Why are you fellows out of
bed like this?”

“I'll tell wou.,” said Handforth, looking
round at the others. ‘“‘Forrest’s a thief!™

“Oh, draw 1t mild}V’ '

“Cheese 1t, Handy!”

“Don’t be an ass, yon know!”

Most of them protested vigorously.

“T tell you, Forrest’s a thief,” repeated
Handforth. ‘1 spotted him going into Pro-
fessor Tucker’s bed-room, and when he camo
out he was carrying a sheaf of banknotes,”’

“Great Scott!”

“I grabbed him, and he denied that he’d
stolen the money,” continued Handlorth.
“But when I put him to the test, when I sug-
gested that we shonld awaken Professor
Tucker, ha crumpled up. I made him go
back into the bed-room, and I saw him put
the notes:- back on the Professor’s bedside
table.” '

“Well, well,” muttered 'Travers. “You
can never tell with these black sheep, dear old
fellow. We had an idea that Forrest had
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changed, but it seems that Handy was right
all the time.” '

“ Leopards don’t change their spots!” said
Handforth, with a sniff, " “I‘orrest’s been a
rotter all the time. This proves it, He says
that he’s being blackmailed by Gore-Pearvce,

n,End that he pinched the money because of
that.”

“T don’t see that Core-Pearce makes any |

difference,” said Nipper, “Whatever Core-
Pearce has done, there’s no excuse for For-
rest,  This is awful, vou know., We shall
have to keep it dark—we can't sneak, but
it'll make the position rotten for everybody.
I think we'd befter kcep this just to our-
selves, and we’'ll know how to treat Iorrest
i future.”

IN the meantime, Bernarl Forrest had;

thought of something.
He was done now—he wa3s discredited
among his Form-fellows, No doubt
(core-Pearce would be questioned on the mor-
row, and he would then display that photo-
graph., Was there any possible chance of
preventing that added catastrophe?

In his extremity Forrest had a flash of in.
spiration.

Gore-Pearce was keeping that negative,
and the prints as well, in his own bed-room
—under his pillow! It was the oue place he
would choose during the night.

It was a shrewd shot—and Yorresi meant
to put it to the test at once. .

Within a minute he was in the little
dormitory. Gore-Pearce and Hiubbard and
Long were sound asleep. A gleam of moon-
light was fltering in through the window,
aud the wind was buffeting against the
panes.

Softly and stealthily, Forrest crept across
to Claude’s bed. Then, working with ex-
treme caution, he slid his hand under the
pillow., A second afterwards, his heart gave
a jump. For his fingers closed over some flat
objeet which felt like paper.

“I knew it!"” "he breathed gloatingly.

He withdrew his find, and, holding it up
in the moonlight, he saw that wretched
pliotograph. There were two or three copies
of it—and something black, The negative!
Here it was!

Then, before he ecould take another breail,
a wild, devastating scream shatiered the
siillness,

It came from Teddy Long, who was sitting
up in bed, frightencd out of hiz wits. He
had seen TForrest's figure in the moonlight,
and he had let out that yell in a terrified
panie.

Forrest leapt to his feet, and Gore-Pearce
and Hubbard =at up in bed, sleepy and
bewildered—and very startled.

At the same moment therve came fooisteps
—many of them—in the corridor. Teddy
Long screamed again; the door was burst
open and somebody switelied on the light,

This was certainly not Bornard TForrest’s
lucky night!
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CHAPTER 9.
His True Colours!

o TOP him!” shouted
S frantically,

Claude had take: a monient or two
to awaken, but the sight of the photo-
graphs in Forrest's hand bad effectually
cleared his mind of sleep. He leapt out of
bed just as Forrest was attempting to mako
a dash out of the doorway. But Forrest did
not succeed owing to the faet that the door-
way, at that moment, became filled with
figures, .

“Oh, my only hat!" panted Teddy Long,
white to the lips, staring at Forrest. *“I—I
thought he was a ghost, or something! I
spotted him in the moonlight—"

“You silly young idiot, :.'jling like that!"
caid Nipper sharplv. “Do you want all tho
prefects and masters in the school to como
down on us?”

“J—I didn’t know he wa: Forrest,"” fal-
tered Teddy.

“YWhat were you doing in this dormitory,
Forrest ?”’ asked Nipper.

“Mind wvour owu confounded business,"
snarled Forrest.

“Grab him!”

Core-Pearco

satd Gore-Pearce excitedly.

“He's stolen something from under my
p1uow ig
He seems to be well away on the

burghng stunt to-night,” remarked Lravers.
“Well, welll I don’t suppose he's found
much of value.”

“Let's have a look!"” said Handforth
grimly. _
Before Forrest could stop him, hoe

wrenched the pliotographs and the negativo
away. Forrest had intended destroying
them, but he was zo startled by thiz sudden
interruption—coming, asz it did, on the top
of the other disaster—that he had had no
time to put his plan into excecution,

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth, in a
startled voice.

“What is it, Handy ?"

“Hold that <chap!” said Handforth.
“Hold Forrest! Don't let Im get away!”

Bernard Forrest shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, the game’s up, =0 I might as well
admit myself beaten,” he zaid sullenly., “I
shan't try to get away.”

azxed Gresham.

- ““Not much hope, eh!” said Travers.
“Too many of us between vou and the door,
Forrest. Now, what's all the excitement

about ?”

“Look at thesze photographs!" said Hand-
forth tensely. “ By George! Haven't I told
vou fellows all along that TIorrest waa
spoofing you ?"

“What abotuit me?” put in Gore-Pearce.
“Didn’t I tell you so the other day! And
didn’t you almost send me to Coventry
becausze I told the truth? You all thought
that I was lying, so I made up my mind to
get proof. There it 153—in that photograph!”

Now that the die was cast, Bernard For-
rest recovered some of lLis old inzolent cool-
ness. He stood there with a hard, contemp-
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As Forrest made a rush at him, Gore-Pearce [backed against the low parapet.
Gore-Pearce lost his balance, and with a scream of terror he fell backwards over the

happened.

Next second the tragedy

parapet !

tuous expression on his face, He realised
that the imposture had run its course.

The photographs were handed round, and
all the fellows examined them closely.

“1 don’t quite understand,” said Nipper.
“Where was this snap taken—and when?
Wait a minute, though! By Jove!”

“Exactly!” nodded Gore-Pearce.,

“So Forrest was at the Wheatsheaf two
or three nights ago,” said Nipper grimly.
“Playing cards for money—drinking——"

“Having a good time generally,” said
Forrest, nodding. “The fact 1s, I was sick
of pretending to be so infernally goody-
goody, and I had to have a bit of relaxa-
tion.”

“How did you know that Forrest had been

oy

at the Wheatsheaf two or three nights ago?
demanded Handforth, staring at Nipper.
“How could you tell from this photo?”

“Haven't you spotted the calendar on the

wall 7" said Nipper.

“Well I'm blessed!” said Handforth.
"1 took that photograph—by flashlight!”
sald Gore-Pearce triumphantly. “I don’t
mind you fellows kngwing that I was break-
_ing bounds. I only did it so that I could
trap Forrest. He’s been throwing dust in
your cyes for so long that I thought it was

So I followed him to

time to show him up.
Et, and I got that photo-

Bannington that nig
graph—as proof.”

“So that you could blackmail me, eh?”
said Forrest furiously. *‘““You toad! Yon
reptile! I haven’t finished with you yet!
I'm going to smash you for this! At least,
I shall have the satisfaction of—"

“Don’t let him get at mel” panted Gore-
Pearce, reading the danger-signal in Forrest’s

eyoes.
‘.‘Dnn’t worry,” said Nipger. “There’s
going to be no fighting here. So you'ro

a fraud, Forrest ?” ,

“Who cares?’ sneered Forrest.
fooled you all ever since I came back

“You didn’t fool me!” put in Handforth
sourly.

“And i1n some ways, Forrest, you weren't

“I'vo

¥

fooling,” said Nipper. “You played football
well, and as long as you keep up your
present form you'll be needed for the
Eleven.”

“Thanks all the same, but the Ileven ecan
go to the dickens!” said Forrest. ‘‘Gad!
Do you think I like football? I hate the
game! I only played because it suited me
to play! Now  that this spoof of mine
1s over, I shall find something better to do
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than play football! I don’t care a hang
any of you! You can all cat coke!
glad, in a way, that the thing's over.
auy rate, I ean now smash Gore-Pearce!”

“Xou'd bctter Ivma Ciore-Pearce alone,”
=aid Nipper sharply. *You're in
teauble aIre:td:.', Forrest. Luckily
nohody In authority knows of your
’rofessor Tucker's bed-rooni——"

“You think I'm a thief, ch?”
['orrest hotly,

“Think!” ejaculaied Handforth. * Why,
you rotter, I caught you red-handed!”

“Gore-Pearce made me 1" panted

LDI'

I'
AT

enough

for you,
visit to

broke 1In

do 1t}

I'orrest, his wvolee quivering with fury,
“Don’t you understand hiz game? He's
been blackmailing me! He only took that
photograph so that he ecould get mie into his
clutches! He demoanded ten }mnnd: by to-
morrow morning—or he would expose me,
I never meant to steal anv of tie profeszor's
money. I only dodged into that room
Fecause I thought somebaly was coming.
I saw the money there, and T waz a fool to
he tempted. But it was Gore-Peavee's doing
—he'd made me desperate.”

Something in Forrest's tone warned Claude
that this apartment was uot headhy for him.
[iven the presence of these other juniors did
not reassure him. Xe had edged his way
to the door, and now lie suddenly opened it
aud dashed out, .

“I'm going to call tho prefeeis!™ he
shottted frantieally.  *“ He'll balf kili me if

I don’t have protection!”
Beinard forrest made a rich for the door,
“Hold him!" shouted Nipper,

Two or three of the fellnws atiampted to
grab  ¥orrest.  They succeeded, but he
wrenched himself free, and the next secound

he was out in the corridor. He held (ore-
Pearce responsible for all his troubles; it
was Gore-Pearce who had brooeit about this
eapozure. Well, Gore-Pearce shouid receive
Li- payment!
“Help—help!” screamed Claude as he ran.
A glanco over his shoulder hiad told him

that tho other juniors had failed to hold
I'orrest back, and Gore-Pearee ran  on
hitndly, unthmknwlv He found himself

led to thie attics,
FPorrest’s running
reckless shiouts of

das hmr-' up the stairs. which
[u his rear die could hear
foolsteps and Forrest's
rage,

Dy now, of course, many prefeects had been
aroused, and they were already coming out
to find out what all the noize was about.
Masters were getting up, too.
~But none of them could posstbly ariive In
Line to save Gore-Pearce from his enemy,

the top of the attie stairs, Clande did not
waste a moment. He realised, now that he
was here, that he had made a blunder.
There was no way of eseape for him now,.
Forrest was gaining on hi.

Claude “Llfl{h"ll]\ gave a gulp. e romem-
hn ed another little stairwav, leading up-

vatds to a door that gave on (o (he fa!
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roof. He clawed his way vp, found the door,
and drageed the bolts back,

“Now I've got vou!" snarled a wvoiee
bebind him.

Gore-Pearen shricked. and almosl fell out
on to the roof. lle had felt Forrest's fingers
clutehing at him, Now he ran over the tiles,

a wild. frantie ficure in the moonlight., Iy
was wearing nothing bur his pyvjamas, and
the c¢hill October wind whistled round his

unproteeted body.

He ran straight acrvozs the roof, knowing
all the time Hnt his effort was futile: for
when he reached the opposite parapet he was

COMING NEXT WEEK! »wwananan
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compelled to stand at bar, Il¢ could go
no farther.

“Now I've got vou!" panted T'orrest
savagely. “I gove vou a thrashing once
before, Gore-Pearco—but now 1'm golng to

make vou really suffer!"

“Help, help!” sereawed the millionaire’s
=01.
Forrest rushed  hiw, (laude backed

against the parapet, horreificd, and so greal
was his terror that he fatled to realise that
that parapet was fairly low. He staggered,
lost hia balance, acd a scream of terrow
eseaped his lips.

For he felt Limsell falling—he had lost his
valance.

Over he went, clutching madly at the air.
He hovered for one awlul second., and thew
vanizhed backwards tato sl void!
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¢ OQD Heavens!” gasped Bernard
G- Forrest.
All his rage had left him in that

e
one drmdf% second, He believed

that Claude Gore-Pearce had gone down to
his death—and that he, Forrest, had sent
him. It was enough to sicken him. He was
almost afraid to go to the parapet and look
nver.

“Help—help !” came a moaning shout.

Forrest started. It was Gore-Pearce's
voice! And from comparatively necar byl
- He dashed to the parapet and looked over.
The explanation was simple. Claude, instead

ANAIAN ANALAN ANAASLANY ARATLATLAN
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The Fifth of November at St. Frank’s—
and never before has the school known such
a sensational ** Fifth " !

For amazing things happen at St. Frank's.
First there’s the mystery ol the sinlister,
yellow-faced figure which is seen skulking
around ; then Wellborne & Co., the River
House eads, arrivg on the scene for a }apa -
and then But 'nuff said !

The St. Frank’s fellows are booked for
all sorts of stirring adventures in next
week’s stunning yarn—which, by the way,
Is the first of an amazing new series of
mystery stories—so order your copy of the
0Old Paper now to avold disappointment,
chums !

i ————

« THE ISLAND
CASTAWAYS!”

Don’t miss next week’s gripping chapters
~of A. S. Hardy's magnificent adventure
serlal.

Also many other popular and amusing
features.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

of falling right to the ground, had lodged
on a little ledge of stone, only seven or eight
feet helow the parapet. It was an orna-
mental ledge, narrow and treacherous. Gore-
Pearce was clutchmg at it with desperation.

“Save me!” sobbed Claude. *“I'm slip-
p!ng! I can't hold any longer!”

In the mnm]hght Forrest could sce that
the other junior was in a desperate plight,
At any second he might lose his grip -md
fall—and if he fell it would mean death,
grave injury.

“Hang on!”
Fﬂ'u IHI

And now the astonishing thing happened.
Forrest, the cad, the rascal—performing an
act of genuine bravery |
"His quick wits told him that Gore-Pearce
could never last until ropes were fetched or

shouted IForrest. “1'll get

ladders were propped up against the wall.
It would be only a matter of seconds before
he would lose hiS hold. And Forrest was the
only living person who could help at this
moment.

He did not hesitate. He shouted for assist-

{anca at the top of his voice, then threw his

leg over the stone parapet and proceeded
to lower himself down the face of the
building.

Everything that was good in him came to
the surface now. He felt responsible for
Gore-Pearce’s danger, so it was up to him

to act.” He forgot all else. It was, indeed,
an exhibition of cool courage and stﬁrlmg
worth.

“I'm shppmg—lm slipping !”  sobbed

Gore-Pearce,

" All right—I’'ll have you in a tick )’ said
Forrest, ““Don’t be scared.”

He took mo notice of the yawning chasm
bencath him. Down there, on the ground,
there was nothing but the hard flagstones.
One slip, and he would go hurtling down.
There was no other ledge to save him if he
[ell. But never for a moment did he hesitate.
His one idea was to get to Gore-Pearce and
to support him until %Elp arrived.

It was a strange situation—Forrest going
to the rescue of the fellow he had sworn to
thrash within an inch of his life. Yet it was
quite logical., If Gowe-Pearce fell, and killed
himself, Forrest would feel that he was
respongible for the tragedy. So, at all costs,
he must avert the disaster. Another fellow,
in  Iorrest’'s position, might not have
possessed the cool-headedness to essay such a
task or the pluck to put it into execution,.
Jut, rascally though IForrest was, nobody
had ever questioned his courage.

Now, 1n this dramatic situation, the best
in him was revealed.

It was the desperate nature of the situation
which led TForrest to risk his own life for
the sake of his worst enemy. If he had had
time to consider the perils, he might have
held back. For that climb down the face of
the building was an appallingly dangerous
one, He lowered himself gingerly, sceking
foothold in the crevices, and gripping fiercely
with his fingers. His rubber-soled shoes
helped him, for no footgear could have been
better for this particular task.

“I'm going!”  shrieked
suddenly,

Forrest felt his feet on the ledge, and he
almost flung himself flat, rcaching at the
same time for Gore-Pearce’s shoulder. Ho
obtained a grip under the arm and held
tightly.

“It's all right—I've got you!” he said
steadily, ‘“"Don’t struggle, you foel! Here
you are—grab my arm! I’ve got you!”

Gore-Pearce clutched with the ferocity of
a drowning man. He nearly pulled Forrest
off his precarious perch. Luckily there was
a stout root af ivy close at hand, and Forress
gripped his fingers round it and held firmly.
It was this which saved him from tottering
over backwards into the abyss.

Gore-Pearce
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“ICeep still and you'll be all right!™ he
said. *‘I can't do any more than this, If
I try o move I shall lose my own hold, and
we shall both go down. Hang tight until
help comes. It won’t be long.”

Gore-Pearce was incapable of speech. He
was nearly fainting with terror.

Loud shouts were now sounding on the
roof, and there was a rush of feet. Lights
were appearing all over the school. Down
below there were some seniors, staring up at
those two figures high up on the fuce of the
building,

“Great Scott!” gasped Handlorth, as he
ran to the parapet and looked over., * What's
happened 7"

“Gore-Pearce fell over—and I came after
him,”’ replied Forrest. ‘" Hurry up with
some ropes or something, I can’t hold for
long.”

Shouts of econsternation were going up all
along the parapet, where the juniors were
crowded. It was incredible that Forrest
should have eclimbed down to assist his

cnemy. But it was a fact, as everybody
could see. y
“Hold on! I can be useful here!” said a

brisk voice.

Stanley Waldo, of the Remove, did not
hesitate. He swarmed over the parapet, and
proceeded to lower himself down with a
coolness and a certainty that was fascinating

to watch.
“Stop!”" ejaculated Nipper. "'-Yuu'il kill
“Get

vourself if you slip, Waldo—
*“I shan’t slip!” replied Waldo.
ready to lend a hand. One of you had better
hang head downwards—the others can hold
him. These chaps can't last much longer.
Stanley Waldo was a most remarkable
boyv. He was the son of the famous Peril
Iixpert, and he inherited all his father’s
amazing qualities, He had phenomenal
slrength, and he was as agile as a monkey.
This task was one which came easy to him.

And while it had been perilous for Forrest
to climb down, it was almost a safe job for
Waldo. If he had been on the spot earlier
there would have been no necessity for
I'orrest's act. As it was, Forrest had un-
questionably saved Core-Pearce; for the
latter could never have lasted until now.

“Give us your hand!” said Waldo coolly.

“No—take Gore-Pearce first,” panted For-
rest. "I've got a good hold on this 1vy, and
I'm all right. Gore-Pearce is nearly faint-
ing with terror. Get him up first,”

By this time Handforth was hanging head
downwards from the parapet, Church and
McClure and others holding on to his legs,
Waldo seized Gore-Pearce by the arm and he
lifted him as though he had been a mere
feather-weight. There was something almost
uncanny in this display of strength.

Waldo hoisted Claude farthier up,
Handforth obtained a grip,

“All right now,” said Handforth. “We've
got him. You'd Letter get hold-of Forvest,
old man. Tle doesn't look auyv too safe.”

and

o
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And then, at that momeunt, there was a
sound of tearing roots. A shout of alarm
came from Bernard Forrest. Waldo clutched,
but he had been giving his attention to Gore-
Pearce, and he was too late.

The ivy had been unable to stand the
strain!

Forrest, shifting his grip so that he could
obtain a better hold, had allowed ks full
weight to pull on that ivy root,

He tried to clutch at the stonework, but he
failed. There was one dreadful second of
suspense, and then the worst happened!
Bernard Forrest weunt hurtling down into
the void !

CHAPTER 10.
Another Chance!

HUD! | :
Followed a tense silence. Then a
tumult arose—shouts and a rush of

fecet. Down on the ground juniors
and seniors went rushing to the spot where
Bernard Forrest had fallen., They found
him lying huddled at the foot of the wall,
still and s‘lent.

“He's killed himself !”
prefects hoarsely.

Upon the roof GCore-Pearce had been
dragged to safety, and Waldo succeeded in
getting back over the parapet. Gore-Pearce
had really fainted now, but only a few took
any notice of him. It was I'orrest who
mattered. JYorrest had given his life, 1t
secmed, for the sake of Gore-Pearce. And
all those who had been so bitter against
him changed their opinion. This act had
wiped out much of the old stain. TForrest
had proved himself a real hero this time.

When Handforth and Nipper and the
others got to the ground they found that
Mr. Nelson Lee had been on the scene, with
some of the other masters. Torrest had
been carried away to the sanatorium, Every-
body believed that he was dead. A car was
rushed off to feteh the doctor. Never before
L had St. Irank’s been so disturbed in the
middle of the night. In every House all the
lights were glowing. Iiverybody was up, and
scores of fellows were excitedly asking what
it all meant,

The prefects had a busy time ovdering
the juniors back into their dormitories, and
it wasn't until a full hour had elapsed that
any news came. It was Fenton, of the Sixth,
who brought it to the Ancient House.

“Forvest isn’t dead,” he said, with relief,
“but he's very badly crocked. His left arm
is broken, and there’s some talk of his skull
being fractured. lle's got - concussion of the
brain, anyhow,

“Will he live?” asked Nipper.

“Dr. Brett thinks so—but it's 1mpossible
to tell just now,” replied Fenton, * Every-

said one of the

"

body had- better get back to bed. You can't
do anything, aud theree'll be no further news
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until the morning, anyhow. 'There’s been
quite enough commotion to-night.”

“It's @ wonder that Forrest wasn’t
killed ! said Handforth. "“Only a broken
arm—and concussion ?
matter how great a rotter he 13, he proved
himself to be made of the right stuff to-
night.”

“Hear, hear!|”

“¥es, rather!”

“Well done, Forrest!”

“It's a pity that such a plucky chap should
be a rotter,” said Nipper. “Let’s hope that
it’ll be a lesson to him—and that he’'ll be
changed when he comes out of the sanny.”

Well, I'm glad. No |
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“¥You may remember that your son was re-
admitted to St. Frank's because of a plucky
;antinﬂ he performed in front of my very
| eyes.

Mr. Forrest nodded.

“Yes, he saved a young lady from drown-
ing in the river,” he said. ‘““What of it?"
. “Was that rescue a a deliberately arranged
plot on your part, Mr. Forrest1’’ asked the
head ominously.
. Mr. Forrest started, and he looked taken
| aback.

“Any verbal answer on your part is un-

L necessary, sir,” continued the Head, “I am
amazed that you should have been a party

)

“That won’t ‘be for weeks—perhapsi i, quoh a despicable piece of work.”
months,” said Fenton. In fact, he may} «But—but I protest ¥
never come back into the school. It all de-}

pends. Now, come along-—get to bed, you

fellows,”’

"EXT day Bernard Forrest’s father
N arrived.

| He had been wired for by Dr.

Nicheils, and he got to St. Frank’s

at about midday. By this time the

whole school had learned that Forrest was |

delirious, and he was in a grave condition.
But there was every hope that he would pull
through.

None of the Removites had breathed a
word to the prefects or masters about that
incident which had jed up !» the disaster.
Nobedy quite knew—nobody .u authority,
that 13—why Gore-Pearce had fallen from
the roof. Nobody knew that money had
been taken {from Professor
room, and put back. Nobody knew about
those photographs—which, by now, had been
destroyed. The juniors kept these details
to themselves. DBernard Iorrest had done
something decent at last, and it was only

fair to him that the evidence of his rascality |

should be suppressed.

There was quite enough against him with- }

out that!

There was more, in fact, than any of the
juniors knew. Dr. Morrison Nicholls was
grave and grim when Mr. Forrest entered
his study.

“Your son is out of danger, Mr. Forrest,”
said the Head. “Presently I shall take you
to the sanatorium, and you may see him.”

“I want to see him now !"” said Mr. Forrest
hoarsely. “Give me the details of this
accident. What happened?”

“ Another boy fell from the roof and was
caught on a ledge,” replied the Head.
“Your son climbed down, at the risk of his
own life, and saved this other boy., Unfor-
tunately, he fell before he himself could be
rescued.”

“But why should this be allowed to happen
in the middle of the night?”’ demanded My,

Forrest with heat. “I always understood
that this was a properly conducted
school—"

“Before you criticise the conduct of this
school, Mr. Forrest, I want to ask you an
important question,” broke in Dr. Nicholls,

Tucker’'s bed- |

“Your son, in his delirium, has spoken
La good deal of that wretched affair,” ex-
bplained the Head. “There has also been
‘some mystery concerning a haystack that
‘Was deligerately set on fire. I have not the
slightest doubt that your son 1s the guilty
party. He has said as much, many times,
in his delirium. Since he came back to St.
f‘b‘rank’s he has apparently been indulging in
the sgme disreputable conduct that earned
im his former expulsion. And you, sir,
awere directly instrumental in hoodwinking

3

“I acknowledge 1t,” said "Mr. IForrcsé
quietly., “I had made up my nrind that myv
L son should go through St. Frank's, and 1
- carnestly and honestly believed that he was
changed. What you have told me about him
setting fire.to a haystack is incredible. I
understand from the other boys that Bernard
has been playing the game properly sinee he
arrived back here. He has made a name
for himself in football, and has become
popular.”

“I very much fear that your son was prac-
tising a big dceception,” said the Head.
“However, there 1s no doubt about his
'prowess as a foothaller—neither is there any
T"dﬂlll)t regarding his courage. His act last
night was beyond all praise.”

Ir. Forrest was silent.

“Solely because of that act, I am disposed
to forgive himy’’ continued the Head., *“I
will overlook that former piece of trickery—
in which you yourself took part. I can only
f hope, Mr. Forrest, that you will write a
full and complete letter of apology to the
Chairman and the Governors,”

“I will do so—gladly,” muttered Mr.
Forrest. ‘“‘Yet, Dr. Nicholls, was I not
justified ¥”

“There can be no justification, sir, for
such unscrupulous methods,”’ replied the
Head sternly.

“At all cvents, my son has proved him-
self worthy now,” insisted Mr. Torrest. 1
am glad that you have decided to forget
the past. When Bernard recovers, you will
allow him to resumo his place in the school 7"
"~ “¥Yes,” said Dr, Nicholls, “But I warn
you frankly that he will be closely watched—
that his Housemaster will be warned to keep
a special eye on him. And I shall require
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vou also to make full compeusation for the
burning of that haystack. Perliaps it was an
aceident, and your son was afraid to con-
fess.”

“Perhaps it would be better, in the cir-
cumstances, not to make too close an
wquiry,” said Mr. Torrest. “I will
willingly pay whatever sum is involved, My
son is laid very low, Dr. Nicholls, and I urge
voit to let me see him at once.”

"It is his present condition—and the reaszon
for it—which has influenced me to act with
leuieney,” said Dr. Nicholls, going to the
door. *“*Come, Mr. Iorrest—I will take you
to the sanatorium,”

HE Head made no attempt to disguise

I the fact that he was very angry with

Bernard Iorrest’s father, And he

was by no means friendly. However,
the affair was over, and the Head acted with
cold politeness.

Mr, Forrest found his son quiet and
rational, The delirium had gone, leaving
the boy weak., He was swathed in bandages
aud splints, and he looked very different
from his old self. He was never told that
he had given many secrets away in his
delirium,

And Dr. Brett was optimistic. Complica-
tions were not likely; TForrest was healthy
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and strong, aud he was showiug sizus of
vapid mending. In fact, it was more than
likely that F¥orrest would take his place in
the Remove again after only two or three
weeks in the sanatorium,

In the meantime, the rest of the school
discussed him endlessly, and it was generally
decided that he had acted like a good fellow.

He had earned the right to be treated as
an equal by all the others when he should
return to the Remove. The past would be
forgotten. And there was just a chance that
he would drop his old bad ways—but, aa
Handforth pointed out, a very slima chauce.

As for Claude Gore-Pearce, nobody in tho
Remove doubtod that he had practised a
form of blackmail, and he was sent to
(‘oventry by all and sundry. He was a cad
and a rascal; and he was receiving his just
veward,

THE END,

(That's the end of that fine series of yarns,
chums. And now you must watch out for the
stupendous new mystery series which is start-
ing next week with the story entitled “The
Living Guy!" This yarn contains a strong
“Fifth of November " interest, and 15 one of
the best Fdwy Searles Brooks has writfen
for @ long time. Don't miss tt, chumg/!)

- |

X B e R 4
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED
x: e e .

W. R. Browne, 14, Dacre Street, Morpeth,
Northumberland, wants correspordents in
Australasia, Scotland, Ireland and France.

(reorge Burgess, 271, North Street, Amber-
ley, Sussex, wants to hear from Stanley
Horsley of Bristol.

J. Newstead, 8, Lawn Avenue, Burlay-in-
Wharfdale, Yorks., offers “N.L.L.,” new
series.

Alfred Taylor, 4, Servia Grove, Meanwood
Road, Leeds, wants correspondents anywhere;
also wants to join a sports club in his district.

W. Warner, 56, East Grove Road, St.
Leonards, Exeter, would like to hear from
readers.

A. H, Porter, 130, Myddleton Road, Bowes
Park, London, N.22, wants to hear from
cyeling members in his district so as to form
a club.

T. W. Moss, 70, Wennington Road, Rain-
ham, Essex, wants correspondents interested
in sports; also wishes to exchange “IN.L.L.,"”
uew series, for old series.

' R. Canham, 17, Newcomen Road, Stans-
ham, Portsmouth, offers “N.L.L.,"” new
series, clean and complete.

Miss Ruby Wilson, Armsirong Road,
Bavswater, Victoris, Australia, wants
correspondents—not Australian,

| River

A. B. Tan, c¢/o Hung, Seng & Co., 231,
Vallev Road, Singapore, Straits
Settlements, wants correspondents interested
in football, films, and postcards.

Thomas Fallon, 57, Priory Street, Stocking-
ford, MNuneaton, Warwickshire, wishes to
correspond with readers in the British Empira
and the States.

W. R. Marsh, c/o Mrs. Hastings, DMill
Cottage, 17, St. Martin’s Hill, Canterbury,

Kent, wants correspondents who colleck
stamps.

H. Titchener, 282, Richmond Road,
Hackney, London, E.B, requires corre-

spondents from Egypt, Siam, China, India,
and especially South Africa.

Bert Powell, Jr., 1211, King Street, West
Westlake, ¥amilton, Ontario, Canada (aged
17), wants correspondents.

J. Hayes, Fairfield House, Santry, Co.
Dublin, desires correspondents in Egypt; in-
terested in stamps and photography.

8. Cox, 98, Crossing, Kings-Road, Kirton,
wants correspondents,

Guy E. Buck, 16, Rotherham Street, Ric-
carton, Christchurch, New Zealand, offers old
series of the N.L.L.

Leslie H. A. Rickson, 32, Pollock Road.
Walworth, London, S.E.17, wants correspon-
dents.

A Henderson, Jr,, 35, Broadlands Road,
Hampton Park, Seuthampton, wants members
for his Wide World Wireless Club.

William Weltman, 98, Forest Lane, Forest
(Gate, London, E.7, wants correspondents ia

A Australia and the British Isles,



Things Heard and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Ilford—who talks about pestering me

with a letter as though he is commit-

ting some offence. He says that he
only started reading the Old Paper about
three months ago, and he seems to imagine
that he really has no right to write to me at
all. 1 hope his view isn’t taken by all our
hosts of other new readers, for it’s a
certainty that we do get hosts of new readers
every week. I am just as interested to hear
from the newest of new readers as I am to
hear from the oldest of old ones. The only
trouble is that new readers are liable to ask

'HERE’S a fellow—Arthur R. Brown, of

looking

18
The reason,
heard
flight of his
brother, Captain Bertram Glenthorne, across

RCHIE GLENTIIORNE
A very bucked just now.
I think, 1s because he has

about the wonderful

Africa and back. Archie’s eldest brother 1s
a very famous airman—and his second
brother, George, is almost equally celebrated.
(GGeorge is one of the regular pilots on the
cross-Channel service, and on more than once
occasion he has been selected to pilot the
machines of very famous Cabinet Ministers
and other notables. Oliver Coburn, of
London, N.W.b, wants me to bring Archie’s

me all sorts of questions re- brothers 1into the stories
garding the school, the occu- OUR READERS' again, and I shall certainly
pants of certain studies, and do so when they figure in
80 on. And I really cannot PORTRAIT GALLERY some 1incident which brings
reply to such questions in T them in association with the
these columns, because the in- old school.

formation would be boring 2 " i

to the great majority, who

now these details already. UR photograph = this
It is up to new readers to O week 1s of Francis H,
be patient and to follow the Burrow, the Tootin

stories for a while, when all
these points will be made
clear to them as they get
more and more familiar with
the school and its characters,
I would also recommend new
readers closely to study the
Questionnaire, which 1n it-
self i1s a fund of information,

B

* i *

ASIL. ALVARADO, of Necwcastle-on-
Tyne (somechow, I have my suspicions
regarding that name), informs me
that my stories of late are getting

stodgy. It's just as well to have a little jar

like this now and again. He wants some-
thing more exciting—something more Edgar

Wallace-y, I suppose. Well, according to

the way things are going at St. I'rank’s, I

think that our Newcastle friend will get

what he wants. I have an idea that the St.

Frank's fellows are booked for plenty of

thrills in the future. They say that truth

Francis H. Burrow

is stranger than fiction, don’t they?

reader who has helpe
me quite a lot in tracking
down some old back numbers
of the Old Paper that I re-
quired. He’s one of our most
enthusiastic readers, and he
has proved his enthusiasm In
a very practical manner. All
readers who are hunting for back numbers
will find full details of how to obtain them
if they turn back to last week’s “Gussip.”
J most of the Junior games, and Harry

is doing splendidly. T was just as
puzzled about this as Arthur Turck, of
Lavender Hill, seems to be. I asked Nipper
about it, mentioning that I had always re-
garded Fullwood as Pitt’s ideal partner. I
understand that Fullwood has gone off form

a bit, but this is probably only a temporary
lapse.

% * #

UST at present Harry Gresham s
partnering Reggie Pitt on the wing in
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- - J.8.,” of St. Helen’s, Lancs,, has))
A given me a poser. Who 1s the
® most handsome boy in the Re-
move? And, as 1if that isn't
suflicient, she wants to kncw (for my Lanca-
shire reader is a girl), who 13 the most
liandsome fellow in the whole school? Well,
in an endeavour to solve this problem, I had
a close look at the chaps when I was last
down at 8t. Frank’s—without, of course,
giving them any inkling as to my object.
I should say that, from a feminine point of
view, Reggie Pitt i1s the most handsome
junior, and Edgar Fenton the mo:zt hand-
some scnior. What on earth they're going
to do to me when they see this I cannot
imagine, They'll certainly be after my
blood.

L - -

HE other dav, Stevens, of the Fifth,

I showed me an excellent deseriptive
article of St. Frank's that he had
written. It's not very long, but it

gives & very fine picture of the old school,
with all sorts of interesting detaiis. Tred
Burton, of Blackburn, says he would like to
see a  desceriptive picture of St. Frank's
College. Now, I don’t know whether Lg
means a drawing or a pen picture; but if

the latter, there’s just a possibility that the
Editor will consider Stevens' effort good
cnough to lift from the St. Frank's Magazine
(in which i1t 18 booked to appear) for
publication in the Old Paper. Here's a bit
of 1uformation that Fred requires. “The
tiver House Raiders” appeared in New
Series, No. 124, and it was dated September

1oth, 1928.
H quite a number of his friends have
- been telling him that Nipper and
Handforth and the others  are purely
leczendary, and he wants to see a reference
to his letter in these columns, so that he
can confound the scepties, All I can sav i3
that if Max’s friends felt Handv's fist they
would know it wasn't imaginary [

of things. Does Fullwood still

retain his famous monocle? To tell

the truth, it's so long since he wore one that
I'd forgotten it. He's given up this affecta-
tion long ago. (I hope Archie doesn't see
this!) William also wants to know when
Fullwood reformed, but as this information
was given quite recently, I expeet he's got
it, and I shan’t waste space by repeating it.
Is there any chance, asks William, of Lord
Pippinton being featured? Well, I don’t
know, Old Pippy iz such a lazy beggar tliat
1 doubt if he will ever muster sufficient
energy to come to the fore. As for the re-
turn of Bernard Forrest, this question 1is
already answered in the curreant stories.

" = #*

ERE'S an Australian reader—DMax
Miller, of Sydney—telling me that

;] % *

ILLIAM KITCHEN, of Buxton,
Derbys.,, wants to know all sorts
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DWARD R. BENHAM, of BSouth
E Shields, is feeling a bit blue, I gather
from his letter, He ought to join the
League, and get 1o touch with the
Chief Officer—who will give him all sorts of
good advice—and he ean link up, too, with
some cheery correspondents, I hope he won't
mind my quoting a few of his words: “I
feel 1 can't end this letter without an
attempt, however inarticulate, to express
what the ‘N.L.L. means to me, and
probably others. It is not just bought to be
perused in order to kill time. It has a
peculiar atmosphere I am unable to define,
which i1s very attractive. It 1s against all
slackness, and it 1s all for straight, courageous
dealing with everything.” I do hope, indeed,
that there are plenty of other readers who
buy the Old Paper for the same reasons, and
that they join in the adventures of the St.
Frank's fellows as though they were actually
with them. That's how I feel when I'm
writing, and it's how I should like our
readers to feel when they are reading.
A' consider the Old Paper is the finest
twopennyworth on the market, pro-
ceed to grouse about Fdward Oswald Hand-
forth. They feel that old Handy 1s too much
to the fore., But what am I to do? Handy
is just the sort of cha}z who will butt in;
and if I'm going to make these yarns a true
record of the happenings at St, Frank's, I've
got to keep him to the fore. 1'm consoled

by the knowledge that the majority of our
readers like old Handy as much as I do.

C. SMITI and R. W. Wing, of
Reading, after telling me that they

Willis—who 15 absolutelv thirsting

for knowledge. In a fairly short

letter he has asked so many questions
about St. Frank's that I am feeling dizzy.
If I attempted to reply to them all T should
not only fill this week's Gossip pages, but
next week's and the week afrer’s, too, I think
it would be a jolly good idea for all readers
to ask just one or two questions in each
letter, so that I'm not {rightened off reply-
ing. In thig wav, they would be practically
certain of attention if their guestions were of
general interest.

HERE'S a Durham reader—Sidney B.

« * =

never mentioned because he isn't the

kind of man who would interest the

majority of readers, and he naturally
doesn't figure in the incidents which are
usuallss recorded. Gordon II. Scwell, of
Southampton, has asked e if there is a
resident chaplain.  Well, here's his answer.
The gentleman’s name is the Rev, David
Smythe, and he ofliciates, 1 belicve, morve
often than Dr. Nichiolls hiumself,

THE resident chaplain of St. Frank's 13
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HERE’S ANOTHER STIRRING INSTALMENT OF OUR FINE ADVENTURE SERIAL, CHUMS!

2 ISLAN D CASTAWAYS/

%ARTHUR S. HARDY

The Last of Kemish!

" OR whoever finds me,”” Daniel Kemish
F had written upon the envelope in
heavy

black pencil, and the protect-
mmg pocket had preserved it, Tear-
ing open the envelope, Tom began to read.
But he could hear Dave Sellwood coming,
‘and after one swift glance, he stowed tne
letter away. He did not want Sellwood to

T e T e
—_— - ..._‘"-"t SRS e
' i o B i ™
\ | I""’ .“#ﬁ “H:#m-r::-__;::‘- R
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- (Introduction on page 39)

[ e found some plug tobacco there, and a

jack-knife; some pieces of string, a tinder

box, and several boxes of matches.

He found a wallet packed thick with
dollar notes; a silver watch and heavy chain;
a handful of mnne and a bunch of keys. In
a small pocket of “{l(} coat he found a packet,
which he opened to reveal a blaze of dia-
monds. Kemish must have prised the

seo it—yet. precious jewels from their settings after he
. "“YPve tried to persuade Miss Hanway to | found them on board the yacht. The very
keep away, D’\Llatu ﬁrrn]l&%!‘h of the gems
Tom,”” called Dave, as 2 ; , was as big as a marrow-
“he drew near, “‘but she 1he ﬁndmg of Daniel Kemish fat pea.
says I:slhﬁsl dn]ﬂ:?t see  comes as a gfgat shock 1o Tom IDEIEHI Sellwood hgd
why she should,” | 3 : i apse intfo  moody
Tom did not answer Pﬁ'?‘?’){ and bis f:ompamon.s, but silence. Tom was busy
at once, Then he m:‘d the diSrJ{}ﬂﬂy {Jf a Iﬂfﬁ?’, wrillen b}) with  his  reflections.
xavs Dan  Remish  Kopish, comes as an even greajer -And so_the gitl cams
who's ying ere, ok , upon them unawares,
; pedig shock—for in 1t Kemish makes mhe sound of her voice
““Poor old Dan! Poor many startling confessions! startled them,
old Dan!” David Sell- ; _ “It’s Daniel Kemish,

wood’s lips twitched as
ho stared down at the still figure, and that
was all he could say.

Tom hardly knew what to say or do. But
he did not want David SLllwood to read
Daniel Kemish’s last lotter—yet. Something

had caught his eye in it whieh made him |

wonder whether it was a letter that David
Sellwood ought to read.

Busy with his thoughts, the b{}y searched
in the pockets of the dead man’s clothes.

is it, Tom 1" .
Starting, Tom looked up at her. She was
qmtr- composed, though a little shocked.
“Yes,” he answered.
“I somehow felt it would be—like this,”
sha said..

“It's no sight for you, missie,” said Sell-

wood. ““Wait for us away up there. We'll
join you presently.”

“Let me stay!” she begged. *‘I am not
afraid. You were very fond of Kemish,

weren’t you, Dave?”
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“I couldn’t help but be fond of him, miss. |
All the years I spent on that lonely island
I gave more thought to him than 1 did to
anyone else, or anything. Dan and me used
to quarrel, of course, as was only natural,
for he was fiery of temper and me mighty
stubborn. The last time I saw him we quar-
relled. He had been shirking his share o’
duty, miss, and I could never abide that.
We came to blows. A storm was raging at
the time, and it was so bad that I doubted
if the ship would live through it, stout as
she was. And a moment after I struck at
Dan, a great wave swept the deck clean and
carriecd moe away with her. But though
Dan’s life was in danger, he thought o' me,
and hurled the lifebelt after me. He saved

my life, missie.” ‘

““And yet,” said the girl, spcaking wvery
softly, “I always thought that Daniel
Kemish was a bad man.”

David Sellwood drew his
erect, and squaring his
looked at her reproachfully,

L3

““Missie,” he said, ‘‘speak no ill of the

mighty figure
greal shoulders,

dead.” 1

“I can’t help it when I see yvou taking it
to heart so badly, Dave. 1 am thinking of
vou,” she answered. “He was a coward.
Oh, I know very well how he died! You
can’t hide the revolver from me, David Sell-
wood. I saw you handling it as I came
along.”

“The solitude got Daniel, missia.”

She shook her head.

““No,” she replied vehemently, “I don’t
believe 1t, David. After all, when you were
lonely you didn’t kill yourself. No; it was
more than solitude that got Dantel Kemish,
Dave.”

“Then what was it, missie ?"”

“Conscience. Daniel Kemizh
thing ugly on his mind.”

Eva’s words startled Tom, and his fingers
tightened over the letter in his pocket. What
strange things girls were, he thought, jump-
ing in that odd way right at the heart of
things. 1

He rose and drew the gicl aside, whisper-
ing in her ear.

She shook her head. ;

““No,” she replied. “Let me help you and
Dave, Tom.”

So the three of them together beran to
hollow out the grave.

had some-

The Confessionl

DAVID ARITWOOD: stood with sums |

folded in the blinding sunshine, star-

ing down at the mound which
marked the
Kemish lay.

“Tiva,” said Tom, “let’s lecave Dave for a
while. He'll soon join us, and there’s some-
thing I want to show wyou.”

She accompanied him obediently, and

when they had reached a place hidden from

1

spot where Daniel )

Sellwood’s view, Tom drew the girl down
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beside him, and, producing Kemish's lettet,
told her where he had found it.

“It’s a terrible letter, and I Dbelicve Dan
was mad,” he said.

“Read it, Tom,” Eva commanded.

“It’s all about David Sellwood, and T
want your advice,” he explained. “I feel
that David ought not to sce it; at least, not
}'Et."

Then he began to read.

“The body that lies here is the body of
Daniel Kemish, sca captain. - Deal with it as
vou deem fit, but know also that it is the
body of a murderer, for I killed my friend
David Sellwood just as surely as if I had
thrust a knife through his heart. I hurled
him overbhoard to drown, and stole his ship,
the Sea Elf, whaler. This ship I sold with
its valuable cargo of oil and bone, but the
money it brought me could not silence tho
voice of conscience, and in accepting the
position of pilot aboard the Esmeralda yacht,
1 knew that I was coming out here to die.
As I sit writing this I wonder whether at
times I have not been mad. But I am sane
enough now, and I would have the world
know the truth. I beg the finder of this
letter to sce that it is sent to Mr, Thorntou
Hanway, if he is still alive, and copies of it
be sent to Captain Stanton, if still alive, to
Mr. George Perry, to Dr. Frazer, who did
his best for me; or, should they all be dead.
that copies of it be sent to their nearest
relatives and to such relations of David Sell-
wood as still survive.” -

Tomn moistened his lips, and shot a swift,
critical glance at the gul.

“Shall I go on?" he asked.

“Yes, please, Tom."”

“Kemish was mad right enough, Eva”
said Tom. “Mad as a hatter. Just you
listen to this:

“From the moment David Sellwood and T
sailed as joint owners of the Sea Elf, whaler,
he took almost entire control of the ship,”
continued Tom, reading. *“That was Dave’s
way, and I hated him for it. ‘ You take it

i easv now, Dan,' he said to me, ' for we shali

want yvou when “we enter the coral seas.” I
crew jealous of Dave. There wasn't a man
on board who didn't love him, and they
used to turn their backs on me. Dave was a
better man, and they showed me they realised
it. We had an easy passage to the tropio
seas, and then such a spell of bad weather
broke as I have never experienced. Steven
Passmore was carried overboard. The ship
sprung a leak, and we had to put into
Chickito port for repairs. After that nothing
went right. Dave worled like ten men, and
I let him do it. I don't know what led up to
my killing him. It's all a blank even now.
One night we close on foundered in a
hurricane, and Dave came to my bunk and
dragged me out.

“‘Tt’'s time vou did a bit of work,’ he
cried. “Get up on the deck, Danie! Kemish,
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and see if you can help us to save the ship. |

I’ve not had my boots or clothes off for more
than forty-eight hours, taking your watches
as well as mine. Get up on the deck, or I'll
flog you up!’ -

“He made me put on my boots and oil-
skins, he forced me out on to the deck. The
sea was racing mountains high, and the rain
beat down with force enough to fell a man.
In the blue of the lightning I stared upon
the tossing death around us. And there stood
Dave, pointing.

“‘Go and help, you yellow dog! he
shouted at me. ‘Take that wheel
lash you to it, and sce if you can weather it
for us.’ |

“As I tried to clear my brain a sea camec
tumbling about us. Dave tore me to the rail
and held on there, with his arm hooked
round me. But when the sea had passed
and the ship rode free, he struck me.

“‘ (o and do your share!” he cried.

“There was nobody near us. The light-
ning showed me that. Only Dave and me.
And I hated him. I wanted to kill him, and,
as he loosed his hold of the side and turned
to me, I leapt at him, seized him, lifted him
up, and tossed him overboard before he even
guessed what I was going to do. A wave
came aboard and bubbled round us as he
went over the side, and when it had gone: |
~loosed a lifebelt and tossed it over, then
‘hurled a deck boat after. I can remember
laughing as I did it, knowing that Dave Sell-
-wood, strong swimmer though he was, had
not a million to one chance in such a sea.
In that way I killed him.”

“How dreadful,

L1
!

Tom sighed the girl.
Then she added: “What else does the letter
say, Tom 1" .
The boy dropped his hands into his lap.
“Eva,” ho said, “it’s just as I thought.
After the storm, and while 2ll on board the
Esmeralda were wondering what had become
?f Igauiel Kemish, Kemish set the vacht on
ire,
“Tom 1"

while T
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“It’s true. Ilere’s his full and complete
confession.” Tom’s eyes raced over the
scrawled but very legible lines. “He says
that he began to feel funny the moment the
Ksmeralda entered the tropic seas. David
Sellwood haunted him. The nearer the
yvacht drew to the spot where Dan threw
David overboard the worse he got, and you
know how he bchaved on the eve of your
birthday ? Afterwards he took a violent
hatred to every man and woman on board.
He planned to destroy the yacht even if he
perished with her. Ho wanted to die near
Davyid Sellwood. After lighting the fire he
skulked in the hold, and when the boats were
lowered and sailed away, ho deliberately hid
shimself, intending to remain on board. Per-
haps it was as well, for I reckon I know what
Japtain Stanton and vour father would have
deno to him, Eva, had they caught him
then. Would you like me to reud the rest of
the letfer ?”

The girl’s eyes were fixed upon the bluft
behind them, and as she looked the towering
form of David Sellwood hove into view.

“Not now, Tom, for here comes Dave!”
she cried.

“It’'s best he should not know—vyet,” said
Tom. “I can tell you the gist of the thing.
Stanton ordered the boats to stand right
away from the burning wyacht, and it was
just as well, for the flames soon reached the
oil tanks and blew the middle clean out of
her. But she did not sink as Daniel Kemish
had hoped and believed she would. It was a
miracle, and in a shattered condition she
floated, with only Dan on board. Two days
later, he believes, but he is hazy about it,
a storm hurled the wreck upon this coral

island, and some time afterward the seas
broke her back, Dan went ashore, and
then—"

Tom broke off hastily as he heard Dave
approaching.

“T just had to stay a while with Dan,
missy,” he . apologised. “Tom, boy, what's
LEE

that vou were reading’
“ A letter, Dave.”

is accompanied by

TOM PERRY, a

forgiven himself.

they meet David Sellwood,
ﬁrf by ;{Emiﬁht
for a neighbouring island,

has taken to the boats.

apparently has killed himself,
letter,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific. He

EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her chum,
plucky, adventure-loving English boy,
" GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway's, is also on board.
great anxiety on the yacht owing to the pilot, ~
DANIEL KEMISH, having developed a sudden illness.
David Sellwood, had owned a smail vessel, which traded in these parts.
cause of Sellwood losing his life—or 8o he thought —and since then the former has never
Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memories, and Lthis
fact, combined with the heat, has turned his head.
island, but they are caught in a terrible storm, and the motor-boat {8 swamped.
plunged into the mountainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown island, on which
Later, unknown to the two chums, Hanway's yacht is set on
The three castaways have many exciting adventures together before sailing
Here they are horrified to find the wreck of the Esmeralda.
0Of the passengers. there is no sign—only a note, signed by Kemish, which says that everybody
On the island itself Tom discovers the lifelesgs body of Kemish, who
Tom searches through the dead man's pockets and finds a
(Now read on.) :

BRIEF.

Tom's father,
At the moment there is

In years past Dan and his partner,
Dan had been the

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby
They are
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“Avy! DMaster Tom——

“Yes, Dave?”

“I've been turning things over in my mind,
and I fancy it wasn’t only the loneliness of
this horrible place got on his nerves so much
as me. I've a notion he was thinking of
me."”

“I've no doubt he was, Dave,” said Tom,
making a furtive sign to Eva to remamn
silent,

“For Dan loved me. You sece, we were
shipmates, pals, partners. He came out to
theze seas to find me, and now I am here—
and he's gone. 1've told you about our
quarre] during the storm when our ship was
likely to sink, and how a heavy sea swept me
overboard. Master Tom, I reckon Dan
would have given his life for mine that
night.”

“And it was a heavy sea swept yon over-
board? You are sure of that? Dan did not
strugale with you, eh, Dave®” asked Town.

“No, I was to blame. Dan wasn't near
me. I'd just loosed my hold of him, and
he’d backed away.”

Tom sprang to his feet, helped Eva up,
and then took Sellwood by the arm. It
would be sheer cruelty to shatter David Sell-
wood’s ideal and show himn Kemish’s letter.
He vowed that he never wonld.

“Let’s get away from this wretched place,
Dave,” he cried, “and go back to the boat.”
The three started on their walk tozether,

"

Their New Home!
TOM was anxious to get away from the

dreary, barren island, and the appeal-

ing looks Eva gave him as they

] tramped back to their sailing-boat told

him that she had been greatly shocked by the

hnding of Daniel Kemish and the discovery
that her father's yacht had been wrecked.

Kemish, having set the yacht on fire, had

descrved the fate that overtook him, but it

was agonising to think that he might have

-

sent all aboard to their deaths in the Southern |

Seas.

Sellwood trudged along in silence a few

strides ahcad of Tom and Eva, turning every
now and again to glance backward., He, too,
was thinking of Kemish, who had been his
old partner and shipmate, but in a kindlier
way, ;

It was a deep relief to push the sailing-boat
down into the sca and get aboard., They
rowed alongside the wrecked wacht and
" climbed on to her deck again., And for the
next hour or more they %ﬂﬂdi‘d the sailing-
boat with a heap of impedimenta, most of it
more ornamental than wuseful, which was
salvaged from the yacht., Eva took dresses
and hats, shoes and other garments so dear to
a woman's heart; also her jewels, piled in a
deep mahogany box. 'Tom found a suit for
Dave, and some shirts and things, but the
boots and shoecs Tom discovered were
brusquely rejected by the old sailor.

“I've no use for such things out along here,
Master Tom,” he objected.

A
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But the fircarms and ammunition, and a
few tools they found, together with a lot ot
oflds and ends likely to be useful, he stored in
the boat with the utmost care, The store-
rooms and ice-rooms were all flooded with
water, so that there was no getting to them,
but they found quite a quantity of tinned
meats and tinned fruits for'ard near the men’s
kitchen, Theso were prized.

It wanted some hours to darknes: when at
last they were ready to sail. David scanned
the skies, and, with a nod of the head, do-
clared that it was safe to start,

“Reckon there'll be no bad weather for a
day or two,” he said, “and you're as anxious
to leave this place as I am, I'm sure, missy.”

The girl's radiant look was in ifself a
sufficient answer of her acguiescence,
Tom laughed as he looked at Eva, Half an

hour ago she had begged to be excused, and,
retiring to her shattered cabin aboard the
wrecked Esmeralda, had slipped into a frock,
some stockings and light shoes, all of which
might have come from Paris. The matted
dress she had made for herself on the island
had been tossed aside into the boat,

She certainly looked more charming now,
but her hair, grown long and growing ecver
longer, was entirely out of place with the
fashionable frock. And when she went and
stood alongside Dave, Tom laughed till the
tears ran down his checks at the odd contrast
they made.

“I only wish I had a ecamera.” cried the
boy. “By George! What a picture you two

1 would make to illustrate the story Dave will

have to tell when he gets back! Dave, do
vou realise that, after all vyou've gone
through, you'll be able to make a fortune
out of tho story of your life?”

Sellwood frowned.

“I can spin a yarn, none better, perhaps,
Master Tom,” he said; “but I'm no writer
wi’ a pen.”

“It makes no difference. I'll tell yvour story
for you, Dave. We'll go fifty-fifty with the
proceeds—and I reckon we'll make a fortune
at that.”

Having cast a last, lingering look about
the wrecked yacht, they all three left her and
sailed away in their boat. Tom sat on the
bow thwart whilst he opened a can of bully-
beef, and the meat was passed around. It
was the first meat David Sellwood had
tasted for vears; the first that had passed tho
lips of Tom and Eva since the gwreck—and
there was nothing left in the tin when they
had finished. Even Sellwood's parrot ate his
share, but wvery cautiously and with much
noise, for he scrcamed as he eved it doubt-
fully. A tin of pineapple slices followed, Tom
finding the can-opener they had found aboard
the Esmeralda of the utmost use.

While they ate they drifted on a sea a3
smooth as glass, and when Tom cast the
tins over the side and watched them fill and
sink the island and the wreck were already
far away.

Dave sang as Tom ran the sail to the mast-
head, and he felt the boat heel over under
the breeze. Dy the time a subtle change in
light told of the waning day, the island was
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Sellwood pointed into the
blackness ahead, and there
=23 Tom could see Jand. Calmly
> the sailing boat drifted to-
wards the island which was
to be a new home and the
scene of many an exciting
adventure for the three
castaways.
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It faded with

just 2 smudge on the skyline.
the birth of the starry night.

Dave steered a course by tho stars, whilst
Iiva slept and Tom nodded drowsily, Dave
was for keeping his post all night, but Tom
woitld not hear of if.

“We'll take tuins of four hours cach, and

Jet Eva sleep until she 1s rested, Dave,” said
the bcrjf.
Protesting that he was not tired, and

would not sleep oven if Tom relieved him,
Dave stepped cautiously over the sleeping
girl and nestled in the bows; but a minute
after he had curled himself np his regular,
. deep breathing told Tom that he was asleep.

CF

Steering was easy wotk. The cleated sail
stiffened to the wind, and Tom just kept an
even course. Above hung a bespangled sky.
The water that rippled from tho nose of the
tiny eraft soothed the boy, who almost slept
as tho beat sped on.

He was to awaken Dave should the
wealher break, but there was no sign of a
break. Tho shifting bilge gurgled musically
for’ard and aft as the boat dipped or rose to
the gentle swell. There was no need to bail
out now, for the boat was almost water-
tight.

Iivery now and .again Tom eyed tho Pgle
star to make sure that he was <teering a truo
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course, and in this happy, idle way the four
hours passed and Dave came to relieve him,

With Dave at the tiller, l'om sank to sleep
beside the old whaler. He was awakened
by Dave tugging roughly at his shoulder,

“Tom, lad, wake up! Thunder and
lightning! I almost ran the boat ashore!”

Blinking tho sleep out of his eyes, Tom
scrambled into the seat beside Sellwood. Eva
had awakened, too, and, climbing over the
thwarts, came to join them,

Sellwood was pointing into the blackness
ahcad of them, and there Tom could make
out the line of a beach marked by tha
gentle frothing of the tumbling sea that
broke upon it. He could sce the nodding
coco-nut palms some distance inland. The
breeze wafted to them strange, -alluring
scents of tropical flowers,

““Here was I stecring just as you see,”
David explained, “when suddenly the land
ioomed up right afore me. I could not hear
the break of the waves upon the sand.
Maybe I was dozing like. 1'd have run her
nose ashore in another half a minute, Master
Tom, if I hadn’t put the helm hard over.”

“It wouldn't have mattered*much 1if vou
had,” answered Tom. “The bump would
have awakened us, of course. That’s all.”

““And maybe have knocked a hole in the
bottom, Master Tom. We don't want to lose
our boat.”

They were running clese in to the shore.
The- sky grew lighter as the stars faded.
And before them appeared a panorama so
fovely that they eyed it breathlessly, Wav-
ing coco-nut palms fringed the shore, whilst
inland the rising ground was covered by
trees and a vegetation as dense as a forest.
The island stretched far ahead of them, ana
they judged it to be a good deal larger than
Sellwood Island.

“I think, Dave,” said Tom, az the sun
shone gloriously, “that we'll land as soon as
we find a suitable spot. We'll make this our
new homel” B

“Aye, aye, Master Tom. DBut we must be
careful. We don’t want to run into another
tribe of cannibals.”

Eva laughed gaily. Her narrow escape
from the savages on Sellwood Island had
been shelved among a host of half-forgotten
1mpressions, .

“Of course we mustn’t,” she replied, ““for
they might eat me next time.” ﬂw

The three compganions ran the boat into a
sheltered bay and drew her on to the beach.
Then, shouldering a sporting rifle, and with
a loaded revolver slung at his side, David
Sellwgod set out upon a tour of exnlora-
’lripn. qi]{e would not hear of Tom going with
in.

“You stand by missy, Master Tom,” he
eried, “If there’s any danger lurking, she'll
have vou to protect her. If you hear me
fire a gun or revolver, push the boat into
deep water, up-sail, and stand off shore
until vou know all's well.”

Dave was gone four hours, and when he
came back he was smiling happily,

“There’s not a soul on the island as far
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as I can make out, Tom," he ealled, as he
came - down the shelving beach, “only a
mighty lot of birds. I never saw a smell of
an animal. But there's heaps of fruit to
cat, and fresh water as well.”

“It’s all safe, then? You think we can
stay? Then we had better haul the boat
right up, Shall we like this place as well
as we did Sellwood Island, Dave?™

“I'm not sure, Master Towm. It's a change,
anyway.”

They pulled the boat farther up . the
beach, then bathed and afterwards ate,
chnding the remainder of the day lazing in
the shelter of the palms. The sccond day
was given over entirely to exploration, and
established the fact that the island was
pleasant beyond expectations.

They found some bananas and cut some
bunches of the palatable fruit, which they
carriecd with difliculty back to the boat.
Then followed lazy. idle days of cating and
sleeping, bathing and walking, or watching
the sea in the hope that they might sight «
sail—days of almost unbroken ecalm, the
sea tumbling musically upon the reef instead
of thundering upon 1t in the terrifying way
it did when a burricane blew or a storm
broke,

There were myriads of gulls and other
birds upon the reef, and the castaways found
edible shell-fish in the pools of salt water
which were dotted about the beach.

They forgot all about Daniel Kemish and
the tragedy of the wreck. They spoke very
seldom about Thornton Ilanway and Eva's
mother, or of Captain Stanton and Tom's
parents. In the utter quietude of their
peaceful life it seemed impossible to believe
that anything terrible had happened to
Hanway and the others, and once again
Tom began to feel certain they were alive.
The misgivings aroused by the finding of
the wreek and by Kenush's rammbling letter
were cast aside.

One morning Tom and Fva awakened as
the dawn broke. David Scllwood was sleep-
ing. The boy and the girl strolled along
beneath the coco-nut palms until they camo
to a favourite resting-place, and sat down
side by side. There was no need for them
to return, for Dave would prepare their
breakfast and come for them when 1t was
ready.

“Tom,"” said the girl, afler they had been
there awhile, and he looked down into her
cves, startled by her tone. Fvyva was seldom
SCTIOUS.

“What’s the matter, Iive *"” he asked.

“I had a dream last night, and I some-
how feel as 1f we shall not be on this island
very much longer,™ she said.

(Dreams wnever come trur!  That is the
saying. Wil this be so in Eva's case? Cer-
tainly there is little to tndicate that rescue
i mear at hand al the present mpment.
However, strange things happen sometimes,
and that's why yow want to make sure yon
read next aeel’s sliviing iustalment of this
thrilling serial.)
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The Chief Officer Chats
with his Chums.

A Complaint!

M sorerv, chums, but 1 regret to sayv thai
[ shall have to open my chat this week
with a grouse. For a reader of the Old
Paper has made a complaint against soms
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1t Here's his oddress if you want to
write to him » The Chief Officer. ** The
Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, 5.0 .4,

But there again, those of you who advertise
for correspondents must be prepared to * stand
the racket.” Out of common courtesy you
should at least acknowledge all communiea-
tions.

of vou Leazue-ites—u justifiable complaint it

15. 0O,

He zavs
rea.ders who  have
asked for correzpon-
dents, and that his
letters have been com-
pletely 1gnored. He
considers that tnis s
most unsportsmunlike
on the part of the
readers In question.
and wants to Kknow
what I think about it
and what I propose to
do in the matter.

[ have dealt with
this same point in the
past, but as it has
cropped up again, I
feel 1 had " better re-
peat my former re-
marks on the subject.

Actually, of cour:e,
I can do notning in
tne matter—except ap-
peal to these defaulrevs
to play the game.

After all, thev have

that he nas

I tender

written to certain

THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dear  Cuiter  Orricer.—I have received my
certificale of enrolment and membership badge to the
St. Frank's League, and [ wish to take this opportunity
to thank you for them.

Although I have only been in the League for abou!
a month, | have secured six new readers for the Old
Paper, and hope to secure many more.

[ have been reading the Nelsan Lee Library for
five years now, and I can honestly say that not a week
has passed in those five years without my reading and
thoreughly enjoying every copu. In my opinion the
N.L.L. is the finest paper of its kind on the market.

I am enclosing forms of the three new readers [ have
secured this week, which makes six introductions lo my
credit, thereby securing for muyself the bronze medal.
I will new do my best to gain another twelve readers
and thus earn rfe sileer medal.

With best wishes to you, Mr. Brooks and the St.
Frank's League.

(signed) Ricuaro Hireer (S.F.L., No. 9784)

(For this interesting letter, Richard Harper, of
Liverpsol, has been awarded a useful pocket wallet.)

my symputhies to the reader who
haz been so unfortunate, and trust he wil
nave better luck with future correspondents,

Where Shall He Play?

ST TISH
A chum writes to
t.eH me that he

13 In a ¢guan-
darv, and asks me to
help him ouwt of his
difficulty,

Apparently he is
very keen on Soccer.
He wauants to take up
the game from a play-
ing point of view, but
doezn’t know for what
position he is best
suited,

My chum, it seems,
iz of 'small build, but
sturdv, and a good
runner. Then, ob-
viously, he should gc

in the forward-line,
either as a centre-
forward, or, perhaps.

better still, as an out-

asked for correspondents, and therefore it ia
only fair that they should answer all in-
quiries that result from their request.
Admitted it is rather unfortumate if theyw
are inundated with replies, for this probably
means an unlooked-for—perhaps unwanted—
expense, beside: s great amount of trouble.

side winger,

I hope my Scéottish correspondent will
write to me and let me know how he gets
on. Who knows., but he may be a budding
Alan Morton!

THE CHIEF OFFICER.

ey i p— - b S

All mombers of the $t. Frank's League are invited to send to the Chief Officer fotters of Interest concerning

the Leagus.
or penknives,

The most interesting will be published week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets
It you don’t belonig to the league, look fer the entry form which wili appear next week—

and then join immediately,
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Professor Puddleditch’s Lectures !
(Continued from puge 18.) .
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“Chapier sixe Bivds Gesat and Big Birds,
The Zunk (Zunkos felescopu~). A vare Liwd,

found chiefly in Old Japm Tis phponge s
of a green colour, and when standimg with
e less al mmastgonm extension, could be s

taken for a smail, slim ilu

“This i varre’s means of 1-m SO AT L
nmL ated not oudy atlows the bird fo eseapm
Ha envmies, bat also erables 10 o .Llllliriifh
guite eiose to its food and ta pounce wpot

nnsnspeeting core-nut, almost withonr rhe nnt
being aware of it danger, :
“This unignue hird, as has heen said, i g

native of Old Japun, nnrl inhabilis the swangs
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OF SCHOOE STORIS
Fove. Jr omisses, however, Whit. Monday, and
and ouly dovs hall a day on ecach Wedneaday.
U e closest imitation of the song of the
|V Zanik  raay be obtained by orattline  some
stodes I a L can aiwd then sneezing, and
BINEHERITH T znnf{. COtehers  se tillﬂ.{hn.'jur:

to spare thelr guorey. | The funoeent eregtige
inagines i gx tlie voiee cof D& companion
Lnks  calline, " and,  of u:-m:rH*__'*H‘.f..ix oA
wherealwinnts, - C

A may he expecied, the Zonk, owingy
v cthe dengthe of s Legs, it the vietim of
poor bood  eirenlaion, and  saffers  ernelly
fromm cold feer. 11 pvevconws this {lsnnhii:i'},

a-little by fregqoer liglos over the loeal arive
voleato, and tiec warnes its feel with e
foolwariner. :

e A the Zunk naes, .:'un__ it finds o more
did more diffieult 10 keep its feef warm, and
iowltinately folls o ~vietim to elronie vl
mwatisio, whiclt canees jis tO assuine 1he
spival shape of corkaevews,  This entails grea
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YOURS for

Complete with stonut,
Solid leather sewn-un.
'~={|.'=|1 as illnstrated,
I!lf'ii an

Jowelled halance, Dead
areuraln  timekeeper. Clear,
bold luminons hands  and
figures (see tinme in {he dark) |
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?:mlr Height Increased in
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inches soon gained,

health improved. Amn ?irg Complete Course sent
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Free Book. and wonderful testimemials in sealed
cuvelope, Write NOW --—Stehhlnﬁ “r;rstam.
28, Dean Road, London, .

MAGIC TRICKS, oto.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/0,
guist's Instrmeni. I!'-Hu:hIe Imihtr Bmlx

vach, 4 for 1/-~T. W, HARRISON, 239, Penton-
ville Road., London, N.1. :
Inereasced my own height to

6ft, 3%ina. STAMP bhrings FRRET
mmh,s — ROSS, Height
Specialist, Sc:arbnroug'h

BE TALLER! s
FREEPASSAGES; )iori Canadn-forapproved

Apply- Ontario Government, 103, Strand, London.

A, 3 DEPOSIT
perfec lilz:.’ finished movement, |

|

‘shnni- pf as and rub

| ber tipped arrows, "1 i :::wh'with .‘
every =hot ! Loy range. Abse- R 3
Jutelvesaf- ;. With pras, ATTOW;

aml target I'Bf;mst 3cl.)

Remnncn Automatic Pea Pisto]l 2/'-
“ Wild West” o~ g 1=

: (Colonial pastag 94, exira)
NORWOODS (Dept. N.L.),18, Cullum St.,London, E. 0 3.

GR 0 SE! 8, New Bridge St., LUDGATE

Post
fret.

- ‘LONDON, E.C.4. t:mmra
BILLIARDS AT HOME 1,3 J5x

4 monthly

BIZ1 prrosir| S UERRY | casm
Sit.2 in.x 1.8 n, 8- 5/~ 19/-
Sft.9in.x 2 ft, 10’ G/'8 20/-
41t.4in,x21t. 3in,| 14/- 7/8 32/.
4{t.9in.x 2 1t. 6in, 20/ 10/- . 42/
S5ft.4in.x21t,.10in, 241]. 12/:™ 52/

Camplete with 2 Cues, & Compn, lallss Marking Board, i
Spirit Ievel, Rules & Chalk, Complete List Free. |

awarth cifa p-Photo ‘Material ‘arnd "Piln:»
525000 Sample eatalogue. free, ~12 % 10 Enlargc:

ment, any phioto, Bd.—Hacketts, July Rd., L‘iv«arpual

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/ e

3-5 inches In ONE MONTH,
Without .[}L]Inn[‘t\—dluﬂjh - dirting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE BYSTEM NEVER FA
Compleie Conrse 5/« .0, post free, or t'ur{lwr
partics, stamp.—P. A. CLIVE, Harrock
House, GOLWYN BAY North Wales

All applications tor Advertisement spaces in this pub-

lication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, ' The Neison Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdan Street, Lnndun. E.IH-

m———— e

Prm’rnd and published every Wednesday

Farringdon Strevt, London, E.L4G,  Advertisement

J: reistered for lmnwummu Ly Canadian magazine post,
E for six months. Sole Agents for Sonth Afvien s

and New Zealand @ Messrs,

New Series No. 182,

by the Pm;untul'ﬁ
Offices :
f-iul-.-arri.pt.inu Ratrs ;
Central Nows
Cordon

’Itm Amaleamated Press, Lid,, The flwmw Hmhr

The Tleetway IHouse, Farringdon Sireet, EB.C.4.
Tnland atd Abeonad, 11/ per annuing
Aeeney, Limited, Sale Asonts for Ml-alral.t

& CGoreli, Linuled,
I n October 26th, 1929




